

  

    
      
    

  




  Chapter 1


  Prologue


  “Five minutes left!”


  Eight of the top-ranked players were gathered in one place on the 4th floor of Cork Island’s dungeon. The highest-ranked among them was Peak Sword, who was 16th on the overall unified rankings. Behind them were 200 elite members of the Silver Knights Guild.


  It was a spectacular sight of a gathering of users with the combined power to capture a small fortress. But tension and anxiety filled everyone’s faces.


  “Four minutes left!”


  As time counted down, the nervousness of the guild members reached the peak. They were restlessly shaking their legs and biting their nails. Peak Sword gazed around with dark eyes, the hands holding his sword soaked with sweat.


  ‘I can’t calm down.’


  Cork Island’s dungeon was fully controlled by the Silver Knights Guild, and the boss monster, Hell Gao, appeared on the 4th floor every two weeks. However, Hell Gao was stronger than expected and had a variety of patterns, so they had been unable to succeed in any of their five attempts so far.


  Peak Sword and the elites of the Silver Knights strengthened their items with money during the last month, all with the intention of succeeding next time. They were definitely stronger after all the investments, but those who knew Hell Gao’s power couldn’t feel any confidence.


  “Three minutes left!”


  After three minutes, Hell Gao would appear and this place would turn into a sea of fire. Some of them would even die from just the flames.


  “Two minutes left!”


  A wave heat started to slowly permeate throughout the room.


  ‘Shit.’


  Peak Sword wanted to encourage everyone, but he was afraid. He was clearly reminded of the overwhelming appearance of Hell Gao, the staff-wielding boss monster enshrouded in flames.


  ‘Are we still lacking the power to defeat him?’


  It might be different if the power of the top 10 rankers were added, but he couldn’t help thinking that this expedition would fail with their current strength. However, the guild’s best ranker couldn’t show his weakness, so Peak Sword endured it.


  ‘Do it. We can do it. We are strong!’


  Peak Sword steadied his heart and took various buffing potions, with the others following him. It was at that moment.


  “One minute left…eh? Intruder! There is an intruder!!”


  “What?”


  All of the guild members’ eyes headed towards the entrance. A young man had entered. It was unusual because he was covered by a cloak, with no armor or weapons visible.


  ‘Did he break through the defensive troops downstairs?’


  Was it a highly trained assassin?  No, an assassin wouldn’t openly reveal their presence in a place like this. Peak Sword pondered on the name above the head of the black-haired youth. However, no matter how much he looked through his memory, it was an unfamiliar name.


  ‘He isn’t a ranker?’


  Peak Sword glanced at his companions, but they all shook their heads.


  ‘A non-ranker coming all the way here. Pathetic.’


  Peak Sword came to this conclusion and warned the youth with a frown,


  “This is an area controlled by the Silver Knights Guild. I don’t know how you managed to reach this point, but if you don’t want to die, go back.”


  “My stealth suddenly disappeared. Was it because I was detected by Hell Gao?”


  The young man ignored Peak Sword’s warning and threw off his cloak as he talked to himself.


  “Ohh!”


  There were exclamations from every direction. The appearance of armor rapidly being equipped on the body of the youth was quite cool. Despite being made of metal, it seemed to be custom fit for the wearer, and its smooth surface was so reflective it was like a mirror. It was an elegant blend of red, black and gold. The particularly unique point was the one-meter long tail that stretched from the vicinity of the tail bone. It was sharp like a blade, and amazingly moving on its own.


  “W-What, that armor?’


  “It’s terrific… Unique grade?”


  It was the first time they had seen such armor, so the guild members struggled to hide their interest. 


  Peak Sword raised his voice, “That isn’t important right now! Why aren’t you throwing him out right now?”


  Hell Gao would soon appear and then nobody would be able to escape from the dungeon. They had to deal with the outsider before that. The moment that the guild members interested in the armor tried to carry out Peak Sword’s order,


  Roaaaaar!!!


  [Hell Gao, the owner of Hellfire, has appeared.]


  [Hell Gao’s roar has applied fear, chaos, and debilitating effects.]


  [Hell Gao’s fire reduces heat resistance by 50%.]


  [Fire pillars have risen to cover you.]


  “Kuack!”


  “Hiiik!”


  Due to the silent flames that surrounded the whole body, half of the guild members either fell into a dying state or burned to the point where they couldn’t even be recognized.  Barely half of the people standing were able to hang on. 


  Peak Sword was surprised at the notification window that popped up.


  ‘I raised my fire resistance to 86%, but to still receive this degree of damage…!’


  They would fail again. As Peak Sword was feeling despair, he suddenly doubted his eyes. The unknown young man. While the others were surrounded by flames, he alone was moving forward, moving freely like he wasn’t affected.


  “H-How…heok?”


  Peak Sword fell silent as he witnessed a ridiculous scene. As Hell Gao ran amok and slaughtered the guild members, the young man pulled out a pickaxe, headed to the wall… and started swinging the pickaxe?


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  The young man swung it with good form and complained as he wiped off the sweat,


  “Ugh, hot! Isn’t the labor getting worse? Why does the mineral only appear when the boss mob is present? Based on this, I might have to visit a dragon’s lair with my pickaxe!”


  At that moment, a hot wind emerged from the staff that Hell Gao waved and hit the young man. Peak Sword expected the young man to receive huge damage and collapse. But unbelievably, the young man only suffered minor injuries. 


  “Excuse me, Mister.” The youth stopped his pickaxe for the first time and turned his attention to Peak Sword. He said with an irate expression, “Why are you just standing there blankly? It’s hot now, but it will only just get hotter.”


  What was he seeing now? Peak Sword belatedly regained his spirit and asked, “How can you be fine?”


  The young man replied like it was obvious, “It’s the item effect.”


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  The tail on the young man’s armor moved by itself and fought against Hell Gao’s staff. Peak Sword couldn’t close his mouth as he gaped at the unbelievable sight.


  After entering the ‘Northern End Cave’ at the end of a three months journey, I was able to witness the overwhelming sight of all types of battle gear piled up like a mountain.


  “Wow, what is this?”


  The names of the brilliant battle gear were in a colorful mix of green, yellow, and purple. If I took only a few of these, I would become a rich man! I wanted to take all the battle gear, but it was impossible.


  [This item can’t be obtained.]


  “How stingy and dirty.”


  Items that couldn’t be acquired despite them being right in front of me! When I put it in my bag, it would return to its original spot like a mirage. This situation was like that of a pie in the sky, or a woman already being married.  No, a married woman was still different from a pie in the sky, as one could still obtain a married woman if one tried enough.


  In the end, I could only stare at the items with longing and regret. 


  ‘Indeed… If a user could obtain all of these, Satisfy’s economic balance might crumble. Unfortunately, I understand.’


  I didn’t come here for the battle gear in the first place. I soothed my mind and turned my attention away from the pile of battle gear. There was an old book placed on a shiny gold table.


  “Finally…”


  All the hardships I experienced while coming here passed through my mind. Laughter emerged as my nose became runny and tears dripped down. Thank goodness I had patience and tenacity, otherwise, I would’ve quit the game because of the terrible difficulty of the quest. I felt great pride at the thought of clearing this quest. 


  “Kukuk…puhahahat!! I finally found it!! Oh, yehhhhhh!”


  A damn S-grade quest that was impossible to give up!  Incidentally, how many deaths have I experienced before on this solo quest? How many items were destroyed due to no durability?!


  A human blacksmith who transcended the skills of a dwarf, Pagma achieved the culmination of god-like techniques!


  The face of Earl Ashur, who made me visit one of the Eternal Kingdom’s five forbidden zones, popped into my head.


  “If I bring this to him, I can get the Sun Sword? Once I get it, no one can match me for the rest of my life, you bastards! I will make you pay for hitting me!”


  Pleasure surged like a tide as I picked up the book.


  [You have acquired the legendary craftsman’s rare book!]


  [It isn’t in a proper state. You can check the details using the Eye of Pallalian.] 


  [Do you want to use the Eye of Pallalian?]


  “Eye of Pallalian? A high-end appraisal item is needed to check the item?”


  Eye of Pallalian was the most expensive among the existing appraisal items.  Six months ago, I had bought it just in case I got a jackpot, but sadly, I couldn’t use it and it was left in my inventory.


  “I don’t want to miss a golden opportunity…”


  I put the appraisal on hold and examined the golden table. I wondered if there was a way to take this gold away, but it wouldn’t budge. Kicking, pulling and even biting it was useless.  It was an item like the battle gear that users couldn’t own.


  “Ah, I really can’t salvage anything because of this effective system. The price of my three months of work is very high.”


  I gazed at the book in my hand.


  ‘I have to give Ashur the item so do I really need to use an expensive item to appraise it?’


  I struggled for a moment before pulling out the Eye of Pallalian. It was natural to wonder about the source of my three months suffering.


  “Appraisal.”


  [Pagma’s Rare Book] 


  Rating: Legendary


  This is a book that contains the techniques of Pagma, the blacksmith who transcended human limits. The person who opens the book can become a legendary blacksmith.


  Effects: Become Pagma’s descendant.


  Conditions: None.


  * The level and stats will change when used. 


  [A legendary item has been found!]


  [Reputation will rise by 500 across the continent.]


  My body started trembling.


  “Whoa…jackpot…”


  It was a legendary item!  My reputation rose by 500 across the continent just because I discovered it!  It was an amazing harvest, given that it was difficult to raise reputation by 100 just in one city. 


  ‘Reputation is reputation, but…’


  I wondered if I had seen it wrongly and read the item description again. However, there was no change in the contents. 


  “Jack~~pot!!”


  I wasn’t hallucinating.  I was extremely excited and could hear my heart beating wildly. I thought it was just a skill book but it was actually for a class change?  Furthermore, it was legendary grade! This meant it was the strongest class in the world!


  “Moreover, there is no condition to use…”


  Tears flowed down from my eyes. During the past year, I had to pay the interest on my loan, my Satisfy account, and I also took a leave of absence from school. My friends left me one by one, the alumni of my school laughed at me, people thought I was lazy…


  My original plan was to sell the items I gained during the game and turn it into cash so that I could pay off my loan, my account, and my tuition. However, Satisfy wasn’t such a fair world.  It was hard to earn money and I could barely obtain equipment for myself, let alone ones I could sell.


  But now it was different. A thrill went through my body as I shivered.


  “It is over… I can say farewell to this nightmarish life!”


  A legendary class change item! If I register it as an auction item on the item trading site, it was clear that the transaction price would be worth tens of millions of won.


  No, it was an item that gave the best class among two billion users, so would it only be worth tens of millions of won? I could be sure that it was worth at least hundreds of millions of won. I might be able to get my hands on an astronomical amount that I never imagined!


  “Puhahahahat!! Mother! Father! This freeloader finally made it! Now it’s time to leave the game and forget about finding employment! My parents can quit feeling ashamed of their son in front of the neighbors! Sehee! Oppa finally did it! Now you don’t have to be embarrassed every time you meet me on the street! When my friends want to come and play at my house, I don’t have to refuse and make all sorts of excuses! And my friends! Alumni! They can’t ignore me anymore as a pathetic game loser! I will become a success with a game! I have taken a few steps ahead of you guys in the society! Puhahahat!!”


  I paid 10 million won to purchase a capsule, and my loan interest rose by hundreds of thousands of won every month.


  ‘Ahyoung is still pretty…’


  I imagined attending my high school alumni meeting for the first time in two years in a foreign car. The successful alumni wouldn’t be able to ignore me anymore. Then I blushed as the face of my first love, Ahyoung, came to mind.


  “Okay, go and sell it!”


  Quest? I didn’t care about that right now. Obviously, while the reward was a weapon that belonged to the epic rating, it was nothing in comparison to the price of this book. My affinity with Earl Ashur would fall and would probably end up with me not receiving any more quests from him. But there was no reason to be afraid in front of hundreds of millions of won. 


  “Logout!”


  I confidently exclaimed. Then a notification window flashed in front of my eyes.


  [You can’t log out of the game here.]


  [Earl Ashur has appeared.]


  “……?”


  Dozens of knights jumped into the cave as I was struggling to understand. Then the familiar Earl Ashur appeared. I panicked as he found me and his face distorted.


  “Foolish traveler, you all have the same greed.”


  [The quest ‘Earl Ashur’s Secret Request’ (S) has changed to ‘Earl Ashur’s Anger’ (SS).]


  [Earl Ashur’s Anger] 


  Difficulty Level: SS


  Earl Ashur chose you due to your average abilities, your stupidity and because you are easy to exploit. He entrusted you with the task of finding Pagma’s rare book that he wasn’t even sure existed. 


  He put a watcher on you and came urgently as soon as he heard that you entered the ‘Northern End Cave’.  Earl Ashur has witnessed you become blinded by greed over Pagma’s rare book and has no intention of forgiving you. He intends to kill you and take away Pagma’s rare book.


  * Affinity with Earl Ashur has fallen by 100.


  * Due to your actions, all of the fame you have built in Patrian has disappeared and you have now become infamous. The affinity of Patrian’s residents has fallen by 40. They will look at you and call you a thief.


  Quest Clear Conditions: The deaths of Earl Ashur and his escort knights.


  Clear Reward: Obtain the title ‘Noble Killer.’


  * Noble Killer: Intelligence -50. 


  All nobles in the kingdom will despise and oppress you. Your jobs will be limited. The affinity of some commoners and royalty will rise.


  Quest Failure: Level -2.


  You will no longer be able to enter Patrian. 


  Any Patrian soldiers will kill you on sight.] 


  Patrian was the starter city where I first created my character. I built up a considerable amount of reputation while completing quests in Patrian from level 1 to the present, and my affinity with the residents was at its maximum.


  All merchants gave me a 20% discount when buying goods, and the goods I sold were purchased at 15% above their value. There were residents who gave me hidden quests when I approached them. But all these achievements automatically flew away the moment this quest updated.


  “…Ah, I. This is shit.”


  A curse naturally emerged.


  “Earl Ashur… no, you bastard! This goddamn bastard forced me onto a quest where I wasn’t sure if I could find the item or not!! If Pagma’s rare book was something that didn’t exist, I would’ve struggled for months in vain! You are the one who lied in the first place, yet you want to make me notorious in Patrian? Filthy jerk!”


  As their master was cursed at, the hot-headed knights immediately pulled out their swords. Earl Ashur restrained them and spoke coldly to me,“You had already decided to betray me before you knew you were deceived. Even so, you are still acting so proudly.”


  “Is it greedy to want a reasonable reward after the hardships of my journey? My betrayal wasn’t certain!”


  He sneered at my words.


  “Didn’t I already promise to give you a reward in return? We entered into a contract and you have trespassed on my good faith out of greed.”


  This wasn’t something that I could handle with words. As I fell mute, Earl Ashur’s momentum increased as he continued to chatter,


  “You are truly a poor man. The more I watched, the more I could feel it. But there are times when you can do extraordinary things, as I honestly hadn’t expected you to find this cave that had disappeared from history. I will punish you for your ignorance, but as reward for your patience, I will kill you as painlessly as possible.”




  Chapter 2


  ‘This bastard!’


  I wanted to stab my sword in Ashur’s mouth right now, but it was an impossible task. The man’s level was 300 and was also a great magician who completed his third class change. His escort knights had an average of level 180.


  On the other hand, I was only at level 73 and didn’t even have a chance against the youngest knight who was serving as a bread shuttle. (Bread shuttle – Usually used at school, where one student is picked on and/or bullied to do the errands for people who are higher on the social ladder than the shuttles are.)


  But look at the quest clear conditions. I had to kill them.


  Plus!  Even if I cleared the quest, wasn’t the quest compensation garbage?


  ‘My intelligence will be minus 50? Fuck, right now I have 30 intelligence, so won’t I be an idiot if I’m at minus 50? And all of the kingdom’s nobles would hate me? So where was my exit route?? Why is there a quest like this? Ahhh!!’


  There was only one choice. Just die. I would drop two levels, but I couldn’t succeed anyway. Besides, what was the point of succeeding with such a nasty quest?


  “Hu…”


  I felt resigned. The pressure from the knights wasn’t a joke.


  ‘This means I would’ve lost eight levels just from this quest… Ashur… One day, I will become high level and take revenge. Definitely.’


  I stared at Ashur and vowed revenge, then closed my eyes at the menacing swords in the knights’ hands. Then suddenly, I remembered Pagma’s book in my hand.


  ‘Wait, what about this?’


  Would it remain in my inventory after I died if I put it in there before my death? This wasn’t a general quest item, so I couldn’t be assured of the situation.


  What was Ashur’s purpose in the first place? Pagma’s rare book. The reason he wanted to kill me was to take it away. In order for the story to go smoothly, if he killed me, it was likely that Pagma’s book would disappear from my inventory and fall into his hands.


  “Shit!”


  If I was going to lose Pagma’s book anyway, I might as well use it instead of selling! A new option emerged. I could use Pagma’s rare book.


  However, I hesitated. I hated production-related classes.  Wasn’t the point of a game to enjoy the thrill of battle? However, if I became a blacksmith, I would have to sweat as I hammered at iron in front of a fire. It might be necessary to carry pickaxes while searching for mines to collect the necessary materials. 


  It was indeed…


  ‘La. bor.’  


  At that moment, a chill went down my spine. I was doing brickwork and shovel work at construction sites in real life, and now I needed to do labor in a game as well! Just imagining it made me feel terribly dizzy.


  “Kuock…”


  I wanted to remain as a warrior; it was my dream to swing my sword at enemies and someday become an army general. But now it was time to give up on that dream. An item worth hundreds of millions of won would be taken away by an NPC! By that bastard Ashur!


  “It’s better to use it than to lose it to him!”


  I tearfully opened Pagma’s book. The shocked Ashur hurriedly stretched out a hand and chanted a spell.


  “It’s too late, you jerk.”


  I ridiculed him before falling silent as I checked the notification windows appearing one by one.


  [You have become Pagma’s descendant.]


  [Your level has dropped.]


  [You are now level 1.]


  [All skills and stats have been reset.]


  “……?”


  I couldn’t believe my eyes. Weren’t class changes supposed to help you get stronger by strengthening your existing level, stats, and skills? Therefore, I couldn’t understand why my level, stats and skills were reset instead of maintained.


  “What is this?”


  As I was confused by the unknown situation, new notification windows emerged.


  [Dexterity stat has opened.]


  [Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship skill has been created.]


  [Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship skill has been mastered.]


  [Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill has been created.]


  [Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill has been mastered.]


  [Blacksmith’s Patience has been created.]


  [Blacksmith’s Patience has been mastered.]


  [Blacksmith’s Disassembly skill has been created.]


  [Blacksmith’s Disassembly skill has been mastered.]


  [Blacksmith’s Repair skill has been created.]


  [Blacksmith’s Repair skill has been mastered.]


  [All blacksmith skills have been mastered to the level of the Pinnacle and the skills of the legendary blacksmith have been opened.]


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship skill has been created.]


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Discernment skill has been created.]


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill has been created.]


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience skill has been created.]


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Repair skill has been created.]


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Disassembly skill has been created.]


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath skill has been created.]


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Blessing skill has been created.]


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation skill has been created.]


  [Title, ‘One who Became a Legend’, has been acquired.]


  [Composure stat has opened.]


  [Indomitable stat has opened.]


  [Dignity stat has opened.]


  [Insight stat has opened.]


  In the case of dexterity, it was a basic stat possessed by all users with a production-related class.  However, the Composure, Indomitable, Dignity, and Insight stats were all unfamiliar. Was this a good thing?


  “Not good!”


  I was desperate. There were 15 passive skills and 22 active skills that I learned as a warrior. However, I completely lost all my abilities as a warrior. Due to the effect of the class change, I had completely become a laborer.


  Furthermore, I was level one. The levels that I barely built up over the past year had been completely reset and I needed to start over? I had to restart the damn level-up grind from the beginning?!


  “Why is there a quest like this? Fuc*!@….~#@….$@….^%$!!”


  I combined several Korean characters together as a knight’s sword rapidly headed towards me.


  [You have been hit by a blow!]


  [You have died.]


  The level 1’s low stamina dropped to 0 with a single hit from a level 180 knight.


  [Quest failed!]


  [You will no longer be able to enter Patrian.] 


  [Any Patrian soldiers will kill you on sight.]


  [Your level has dropped by 2.]


  [You are now level -1.]


  [There is no registered residence. Do you want to resurrect at the nearest temple?]


  “……?”


  I saw my level and lost it.


  “Negative? My level is negative??”


  I was certain that I had been cursed by the gods for some fault in a previous life. I barely got here after three months of hardship only to get this result? I didn’t want to play the game. I chose to log out instead of resurrecting.


  Once I quit the game, I immediately connected to the Internet and searched through all of the Satisfy related forums in Korea to look for information about a negative level. But I couldn’t get any information so I wrote my question directly on the forum.


  Title: I am currently level -1.


  Contents: I have been doing a quest for three months and received a legendary old book. However, I failed and my level strangely dropped to -1. Why??? Has this ever happened before??????? 


  I pressed the OK button to post and completely emerged from the capsule. A quick glance in the mirror revealed someone who looked like an emaciated patient with an incurable disease. It was the aftermath of not sleeping for three months while doing the quest. And the only thing I received in return was a loss of hundreds of millions of won and a minus level.


  “My three months of work have gone flying away… Three months of hard work. Hahaha…”


  I could’ve gone and taken some labor jobs, but I ended up shoveling air.  No, it was a loss of time and level. I lost energy and flopped to the ground. I was sad, empty, grumpy, and resentful.  All types of negative emotions were pouring in, giving me a tremendous sense of helplessness. If I were weaker person, I was sure that I would’ve committed suicide.


  “…I need to take a shit.”


  I had been connected to the game for a long time, so I headed to the bathroom after receiving a physiological signal. It was three in the morning. All my family members were sleeping. If I woke up my parents then they might curse at me. 


  I stealthily crossed the living room, quietly did my business in the bathroom, washed up, moved back to the kitchen, and took out a side dish from the fridge. I barely managed to find a spoon in the darkness and returned to my room with a bowl of rice.


  “Oh, it’s sausage fried rice.”


  The taste of a meat processed product! As I ate delicious food and filled up my stomach, I relaxed and could think soberly.


  “How did my level become minus?”


  I thought about it before sitting in the capsule to check the question I posted on the Internet.


  “What?”


  In the meantime, the number of views on my posts had gone over 10,000. The number of comments was more than 2,000!


  “D-Don’t tell me?”


  I couldn’t find the information, but was the minus level actually famous among users, and the users were excited because it gave tremendous benefits? My dream was destroyed when I checked the comments.


  Iksl ** ‘s answer: If there is a minus level, a ghost will appear before me at night. 


  Eksk ** s answer: Wow ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ I am level -5 ^.^


  We are low-level comrades.


  Tutu ** ‘s answer: Did you find a legendary book as well? ㅋㅋ Do you have an attention sickness?


  cm3s **’s answer: He should be brought to a mental hospital. Take this post down.


  7r14 ** s answer: Legendary book… minus level… these days ㄸㄹㅇ really, some people…


  jk12 **-1’s answer: Wouldn’t -1 be last place in the rankings ㅋㅋㅋㅋ I would quit the gameㅋ


  Kkks ** ‘s answer: Something this unique that hasn’t appeared yet, what nonsense.


  Qkr8 ** s answer: Is it excessive drinking? 


  Gjte ** s answer: Wow, minus level… I pay homage to your imagination. You should be a fiction writer. ㄷ ㄷ 


  “……”


  There were 2,000 comments like these. I felt like an idiot. 


  ‘It seems that information about minus level hasn’t been revealed at all… am I the first person?’


  Satisfy’s system was configured to allow users to discover and develop themselves. There was no such thing as a customer service center like in other more traditional online games. Satisfy’s two billion users had been developing the world during the past year by pioneering and exchanging information on their own. 


  But in such a vast world, there was a lot of information that hadn’t been revealed, such as the minus level that I was experiencing now.


  Swaaah.


  It was raining outside the window. According to the weather forecast, it was going to rain all day. It wasn’t easy to get a labor job if he went out looking today. I ate the last of the rice and logged into the game again.




  Chapter 3


  Lim  Cheolho was the core of the team of 33 scientists who built the virtual  reality system and was the person who led the development of Satisfy by  establishing the S.A Group.


  He had many  titles: the one with the knowledge of a god, the creator of the virtual  reality system, the person who changed the world, the father of Satisfy,  the wealthiest person in the nation, one of the most influential  figures in the world, a person who received requests for naturalization  dozens of times a year from all over the world, the pride of South  Korea, etc. 


  His countless titles meant that  he received the spotlight every time he attended international events,  and his influence transcended the American president, making him the  world’s envy.


  In fact, his life wasn’t as flashy as discussed in the media. He  was the head of Satisfy’s development team, as well as head of the S.A  Group, so he slept less than four hours a day on average. But was he unhappy? No, it was something he wanted for himself. Lim Cheolho was proud and enthusiastic about Satisfy, which had captured the hearts of two billion people.


  “Umm.”


  Lim Cheolho was woken up by the sound of his phone ringing. He checked the time and saw that it was 2:50 a.m. It had only been 20 minutes since he went to sleep. The accumulated fatigue from a month’s worth of late nights crushed Lim Cheolho’s thinking ability. 


  His voice was rather sharp as he spoke into the phone, "What is going on? What?”


  An urgent voice was heard over the phone. Lim Cheolho immediately woke up. “I’m going immediately! Be prepared to give me the report as soon as I arrive!”


  Lim Cheolho got dressed and entered the elevator, heading to the underground floor of his house. In the underground parking lot, limited edition cars from expensive brands were parked in order by type. He climbed into a sports car with the butterfly style doors and drove to the company at full speed.


  "What happened?”


  Satisfy’s Operations Office.


  Lim Cheolho ran into it and asked without recovering his breathing. Yoon Nahee, the head of the operations team, bowed to Lim Cheolho and adjusted her orange horn-rimmed glasses.


  "It happened five minutes ago.”


  “How interesting!”


  The excited Lim Cheolho sat down. He turned his gaze to the huge monitor on the wall and the stopped video started playing. The main character of the video was a level 73 warrior. An Asian youth found a cave at the northern end of an island, held Pagma’s rare book, and used it.


  The staff handed two documents to Lim Cheolho as he watched the video. Lim Cheolho read it and rubbed his chin.


  “In  reality, as well as in Satisfy, he is a normal person with no  outstanding traits. After being exposed to Satisfy, he suffered from a  lack of self-control, resulting in the lowest level of life. How did  this person find the cave at the north end that was concealed by a  complex algorithm? Does he have an exploration talent that he doesn’t  know about?”


  According to the analysis from  the development team’s ‘Morpheus’ supercomputer, the North End Cave was  supposed to be found by users in one year and ten months. In  other words, it meant that the appearance of the legendary book,  ‘Pagma’s Rare Book’, was originally supposed to be one year and ten  months later.


  One young man broke everyone’s expectations and hastened the timing. The number of users who did their 2nd class advancement was less than 100, and he was now the sole legendary class in the game.


  Lim Cheolho was greatly interested in the user who gave him a great surprise. But Yoon Nahee didn’t think of the young man as anything special.


  "It was merely a product of coincidence and obsession that he discovered the North End Cave.”


  “I see.”


  The  young man called Shin Youngwoo, whose player name was Grid, stayed in  only one city for a year and accumulated more than 8,000 reputation in  that city. His intelligence stat was also less than 50. 


  This completed the conditions needed to receive Earl Ashur’s quest. He  explored areas infested with monsters higher than level 200 for three  months without giving up, even though he was less than level 80 and  tasted death several times.


  The most impressive thing about him was his discovery the North End Cave. He  found the quest item and was blinded by greed. By choosing to log out,  he met the requirements for the linked quest to possess the legendary  book. 


  ‘There are many ways to meet the activation requirements, but the most extreme one is logging out.’


  Anyway, as Yoon Nahee said, this chain was the result of coincidence and a stubborn personality. However,  the young man proved that coincidences overlapping several times could  create a positive cloud. It also reminded him how valuable patience and  effort was.


  ‘Luck and persistent are also great abilities.’


  Yoon Nahee asked a question to Lim Cheolho, who was watching the young man on the monitor with sparkling eyes.


  "How does the minus level work?”


  "That is also a cloud of luck.”


  “Huh?”


  A scientist was talking about luck? Lim Cheolho laughed and explained,


  “As  you know, users below level 10 get the beginner bonus, so their  experience won’t decrease even if they die. This means that they don’t  suffer from the level drop phenomenon. But in fact, a hidden system  exists. Level reduction due to quest failure will be enforced regardless  of the beginner benefits. However, there is no way for a beginner to  receive a quest that would cause a level decrease, so it was likely to  remain a hidden system forever.”


  Lim Cheolho enjoyed the fragrance of the coffee that a staff member passed him and continued,


  “The  team predicted that if this quest followed the normal course, the one  who received ‘Earl Ashur’s Secret Request’ quest would be a minimum of  level 350. If the user is over level 350, they have a high chance of  clearing the ‘Earl Ashur’s Anger’ quest and becoming Pagma’s Descendant.  In other words, they wouldn’t be lacking in ability like that young man  and wouldn’t have failed the quest. Only this young man was able to  find the hidden system through this quest.”


  Yoon Nahee summarized it succinctly.


  Grid  made an extreme choice during the quest because he was afraid of losing  the hard-earned item. At this point, the penalty of falling to level 1  after becoming a legendary class was applied. 


  Users  under level 10 wouldn’t experience a drop in experience even if they  died, due to the beginner bonus. But there were no exceptions to a  failed quest’s penalty. Grid was forced to lose  two levels due to the quest failure, even though he was level 1, and as a  result, he was now stuck at level -1.


  This was why Lim Cheolho called it a cloud of luck...


  “Then can a minus level gain experience in the normal way and earn stat points for every level gained?”


  Lim Cheolho nodded. “Right. He is currently level -1 and will have to gain two levels to reach level 1, where he will then have 20 stat points.”


  "...This means his base stats will be 20 points higher than a character of the same level.”


  "That’s  right. That young man received a benefit that wouldn’t have been  possible if he was a player capable of clearing Earl Ashur’s quest. He  is a really lucky guy.”


  The expressions of the employees grew serious. Yoon Nahee asked him, “A  legendary class has appeared two years sooner than expected. A  legendary class is already very powerful, so if he has 20 more stat  points than his level, won’t the balance be broken?”


  Lim Cheolho showed her the papers listing Shin Youngwoo’s information.


  "This  graph shows that his level was quite low in proportion to the amount of  time he spent hunting. He was a foolish person who stayed in one city  for a year without leaving to find adventures or a more pleasant  environment. I don’t think he has great talent for the game like the  rankers. You don’t have to worry.” 


  "Is it really okay? In the eyes of other users, it might be enough to make him look special.”


  "What  can we do, even if it isn’t okay? We have a policy of not directly  interfering in the game, so think positively. Isn’t it a good thing that  an ordinary user, not a ranker, obtained it? Besides, Pagma’s  Descendant is relatively weak in combat compared to the other legendary  classes...”


  Lim Cheolho, who was watching the young man on the monitor, suddenly flinched and fell silent. He shook his head at Yoon Nahee’s puzzled expression.


  “No,  it isn’t a big deal. I will be going now. You have suffered a lot from  the late nights of work. I will give you a bonus soon, so please suffer a  bit more.”


  The atmosphere of the employees became excited at the word ‘bonus’. Lim Cheolho smiled and left the office.


  ‘Why all of a sudden?’


  Only Yoon Nahee was silent among the raucous staff. She felt nervous as she thought about Lim Cheolho’s surprised look. On the other hand, Lim Cheolho’s expression subtly changed in the elevator as he muttered Shin Youngwoo’s name.


  ***


  I  lost my place of residence because I was expelled from Patrian.  Therefore, I resurrected at a temple near my place of death. Oh and by  the way, it was actually a temple for the god of darkness, Yatan.


  Dark energy hung around the dark room, while robed black magicians wandered around with gloomy expressions. People were shouting and pounding their chests around an altar, but it was too creepy to watch. 


  Kiyaaaaak!


  The sharp scream of a woman in pain came from underground.


  "...Well, it is nothing compared to that notorious place.”


  I  had already finished my military service. If someone had been next to  me, then they would’ve felt the general, oppressive atmosphere of a  horror movie. I wasn’t a female user so I felt no fear at the Yatan Temple.


  “S-S-Status window.”


  My voice was shaking but I tried not to let it affect me. I ignored the surroundings as much as possible and concentrated on the status window in front of me.


  Name: Grid 


  Level: -1 (0/20)


  Class: Pagma’s Descendant


  * The probability of adding additional options when making items will increase.


  * The probability of item enhancement will increase. 


  * All equipment items can be worn unconditionally. However, the is a penalty depending on the rating of the item. 


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  * Abnormal conditions don’t work well on you.


  * You won’t die when health is at the minimum.


  * Easily acknowledged.


  Health: 14/14  Mana: 3/3


  Strength: 1  Stamina: 1  Agility: 1  Intelligence: 1  Dexterity: 1


  Composure: 1  Indomitable: 1  Dignity: 1  Insight: 1


  Stat Points: 0


  Weight: 3,035/20


  * The weight limit exceeds 200%, so movement speed is reduced by 100%. 


  The body is heavy and cannot exert any power properly. 


  The probability of receiving the ‘weakened’ state has become really high. 


  A flood of emotions filled my head.


  The  minus level was something I couldn’t understand, and the stats that  didn’t allow me to win a fight against even a rabbit caused anger.  However, the special functions given by the title and profession  overwhelmed me.




  Chapter 4


  ‘The minus level isn’t a bug.’


  The numbers in parentheses beside the level indicated my current experience and the amount of experience required to reach the next level. The existence of this experience figure meant that I could level up. In the worst case, I was worried that I wouldn’t be able to level up because I was bugged.


  ‘I’m glad it isn’t a bug…’ 


  I still felt upset. Think about it: my level was originally over 70, but now I was lower than even new players who had just created their characters.


  ‘I have to endure this.’


  I braced myself. It might take time, but I could raise my level again. The reason for this positive thinking was due to the qualities of my profession and title. I didn’t know anything about item creation, so I couldn’t comment on the probability of adding additional options, but it was still good to have.


  ‘The odds of enhancement will increase.’


  In Satisfy, items could be enhanced up to +10. 


  However, the price of the materials needed for enhancement was expensive. In addition, the higher the enhancement number and item rating, the lower the probability of the enhancement succeeding. In addition, if the enhancement was successful, the enhancement value would be +1; however, if it failed, it would be -3. The price for items with an enhancement of +6 would rise exponentially.


  ‘I don’t know how much the probability has risen, but can’t I feel hope for a large amount of money?’


  Both of the class characteristics that I mentioned were quite attractive. However, my bigger interest was that all items could be worn unconditionally. This was an unreasonable merit. Depending on the penalties that were applied, this attribute could disrupt the balance of the game.


  ’Isn’t this a fraudulent class attribute?’


  Most of the equipment items in Satisfy had conditions of use attached to them. If the conditions weren’t met, the item couldn’t be worn. For that reason, every level had strong limitations. But that didn’t apply to me, due to the nature of my class.


  ‘Really?’


  I opened my inventory.


  [Mamon’s Greatsword] 


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 88/204   Attack Power: 178~301   Attack Speed: -16%


  -Additional water damage will be added to all critical attacks.


  This is the greatsword patronized by the guardian of Lake Pamian, Mamon. Due to the influence of the lake, this sword has the strong aura of water.


  Conditions of Use: Level 65 or higher, more than 260 strength, more than 150 stamina.


  Weight: 1,050


  [Mengel’s Plate Armor] 


  Rating: Rare


  Durability: 51/180   Defense: 165  Movement Speed: -2%


  * Strength +10


  This is a work made by the blacksmith Mengel in the fortified city of Patrian. With it, the defense is improved and the weight lowered. The wearer of this work can feel Mengel’s strong willpower that remained behind.


  Conditions of Use: Level 60 or higher, more than 180 strength.


  Weight: 1,203 


  My current stats didn’t meet the conditions of use attached to Mamon’s Greatsword or Mengel’s Plate Armor. In other words, a normal person wouldn’t be able to wear both items. But I was the exception.


  [Due to your class characteristics, you have equipped Mamon’s Greatsword.] 


  [A penalty is applied because the item conditions aren’t met.]


  [Attack power of Mamon’s Greatsword will decrease by 30%. Only half of the option effects will be applied.]


  [The penalties will be reduced if your understanding of Mamon’s Greatsword increases.]


  [Due to your class characteristics, you have equipped Mengel’s Plate Armor.]


  [A penalty is applied because the item conditions aren’t met.]


  [Defense of Mengel’s Plate Armor’s will decrease by 20%. Only half of the option effects will be applied.]


  [The penalties will be reduced if your understanding of Mengel’s Plate Armor’ increases.]


  “Amazing…”


  Satisfy rarely had items with no usage conditions. I recalled a set of beginner items that were representative of having no conditions. I didn’t remember it exactly, but in the case of the beginner’s greatsword received at level 1, the attack power was 5~13 and the defense of the beginner’s armor was 7.


  But now I could use a weapon capable of at least 124 to 210 attack power, and 132 defense at level one.


  ‘Won’t it be surprisingly easy to recover my level?’


  No matter how low my level was, I could hunt monsters around level 20 with just the attack power of Mamon’s Greatsword. Thanks to Mengel’s Plate Armor, I wouldn’t receive any damage from low-level monsters.


  In other words, I could hunt monsters much more quickly and easily than other users at the same level, thanks to the item effect. This would be directly linked to leveling up at the speed of light.


  ‘The basic penalties system is that rare items have a drop of 20% in the basic abilities, while epic items have a 30% drop. Only half of the item effects are applied…’ 


  The penalties were surprisingly small. Unique and legendary ranked items would be subjected to more penalties, but at this point, it was a sufficiently fraudulent ability. 


  “This is a legendary class…! But what is understanding?”


  Due to my excitement, I belatedly noticed the bit about ‘understanding’ that appeared in the notification windows. Then I checked the detailed information.


  [Item Understanding]


  Pagma’s Descendant can understand the materials and principles of the item by using, disassembling, or repairing the equipment items. The higher the level of understanding, the more efficiently one can handle the items. If you have a 100% understanding, you can learn how to make that item. 


  “Ohu~”


  The higher my level of understanding, the fewer penalties there would be.


  “Then I will get the production method? Wow…”


  Ordinary production users had to pay a large amount of money or complete hard questions to get the production methods. But I could get it for free, as long as I increased my understanding.


  ‘The repair skill is available and my item durability is low, so I will try and repair it later.’


  Then I looked at the title attributes. In combat, the one thing players had to be most cautious of was an abnormal status, due to its ability to often reverse the state of a battle. By the way, my title lowered the probability of being affected by abnormal statuses. It also said that I wouldn’t die when my health was at the minimum, so I could be temporarily immortal.


  ‘Easily acknowledged, does that mean my affinity with NPCs can be easily increased?’


  “Puhuhut…”


  I was happy. I was so happy that I couldn’t stop laughing. The class and title attributes alone gave me the feeling of being ahead of other regular users. I had become special. This felt like proper compensation for my three months of suffering.


  “But…”


  I would’ve enjoyed a much greater pleasure if I could’ve sold the book for money.


  “I missed out on the opportunity to get rid of my creditors and to drive a foreign car!”


  I suddenly went from feeling good to feeling bad.


  “~#@….!^%*@…. Ashur!!”


  I pounded the floor with frustration and resentment. I poured all out types of profanities towards Ashur. Gradually, my heart was soothed. It was due to an unfamiliar stat, so I decided to check it.


  [Composure]


  The probability of being affected by an abnormal state is lowered. If affected by an abnormal condition, you will recover quickly.


  * The higher the number, the higher the effect. 


  * Stat points can’t be distributed to this stat.


  [Indomitable]


  Has a certain probability of invalidating a portion of the incoming damage. The lower the health, the higher the probability.


  * The higher the number, the higher the effect.


  * Stat points can’t be distributed to this stat. 


  [Dignity]


  Can’t be pushed down by others. There is a rare chance of making the enemy submit to you.


  * The higher the number, the higher the effect.


  * Stat points can’t be distributed to this stat. 


  [Insight]


  Discover the target. Predict risks.


  * The higher the number, the higher the probability.


  * Stat points can’t be distributed to this stat. 


  Every stat had a great effect. 


  ‘By the way, how am I going to raise the number if I can’t distribute points to it?’


  The explanation seemed huge, but they might be stats without much practical use. The moment that I was about to open the skills window.


  “Aack!”


  I screamed with fear. Something had suddenly touched my back. I belatedly recalled that I was in a Yatan Temple.


  “W-What!!!”


  I hurriedly turned around and reflexively wielded Mamon’s Greatsword. The man behind me dodged my attack and raised both hands.


  “Hey, calm down. Do you want to kill a person?”


  The one who spoke was a Caucasian-looking man who seemed to have an assassin type class due to his light equipment and agile body. 


  ‘His finger poked my back.’


  It might’ve be okay if it was a sword, but it was embarrassing to scream just because of a finger.


  “What is it?”


  The man shrugged.


  “It is dreary. Shouldn’t you apologize after trying to kill a person?”


  His smile looked like a smirk. I disliked this type of person.


  ‘This person is speaking so impolitely at our first meeting.’


  Certainly, the man looked older than me. At first glance, he seemed to be in his mid-30s. However, my one year experience was enough to let me know how deceptive appearances were. I once called someone ‘Brother’, only to find out they were seven years older than me. 


  This bastard, he looked like he was in his 30s but…


  “Cough.” My fists trembled and I barely managed to calm myself as I remembered the shameful past. “I’m sorry about that. But shouldn’t you apologize for poking me without notice and surprising me?”


  The man laughed and asked for a handshake.


  “Young man, I called out to you. However, you were so engrossed in thinking that you didn’t hear me. That is why I poked you. I’m sorry.”


  I refused to shake hands with the man.


  “So why did you call me?”


  The man scratched his head and shrugged.


  “As you know, the Yatan Temple is filled with evil energy. Ordinary people will become afraid if they stay here for a while. But I observed you, and you are fine despite all the time that passed. In addition, you can even manage to laugh alone. You, don’t you actually have great abilities?”


  ‘Perhaps this is…’


  As I got a hunch, I checked the name above the man’s head. The man’s eyes shone.


  “My name is Doran. I am a shadow who secretly protects Earl Steim. One or two days after I had gone on vacation, the Earl’s esteemed daughter was kidnapped. I tracked her and found out that she was trapped in the basement of this temple. Won’t you lend me your strength? I will give you a remuneration for the request.”


  “I don’t…”


  I thought the man was a user, but he was actually an NPC. Due to the perfect artificial intelligence, the distinction between users and NPCs was ambiguous and this mistake sometimes occurred. The name above his head was green, symbolizing an NPC. Then a notification window about a quest popped up.


  [Rescue the Earl’s Esteemed Daughter] 


  Difficulty: S


  Irene, the only daughter of Earl Steim, is a beautiful and innocent virgin. The elders of Yatan had kidnapped Irene in order to sacrifice her for her virgin blood.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Rescue Irene within one hour after accepting the quest.


  Clear Reward: 3,000 gold, a low probability of becoming the earl’s son-in-law. 


  * Earl’s son-in-law: Nobility stat will open, all stats +20.


  You will be treated as a viscount after marrying the earl’s esteemed daughter. Power and honor will rise. You can advance into the social circle of the nobles. You will receive a monthly salary. This can be a shortcut to becoming a high-ranking official or lord.


  Quest Failure: Level -2.


  [Would you like to accept the quest?]


  This was crazy.




  Chapter 5


  It was a completely unwelcome quest. Was it because I didn’t like the rewards? That was impossible! 


  ‘This reward is really good…’ 


  3,000 gold was worth around 3,600,000 won when converted into real cash, which was close to 40 days of revenue for me if I worked without any rest.  But the great thing was the title of ‘Earl’s Son-in-Law’. 


  All stats +20!  I currently had nine stats in total: strength, stamina, agility, intelligence, dexterity, composure, indomitable, dignity and insight. If I added the nobility stat, that would equal 10 in total. 


  If all of these stats were given 20 points, it would be a total of 200 stat points. Every time I gained a level, 10 stat points were obtained, so 200 stat points were worth 20 levels. It would also be wonderful to have a beautiful aristocratic lady as my bride. 


  ‘The road is open. But…’ 


  There was a reason why the rewards were so good. It was an S grade quest! 


  ‘Earl Ashur’s Fury was an S grade quest. ’


  At the time of the quest, I was level 79 but couldn’t cope with the difficulty. I was killed many times during the quest and dropped down to level 73. In addition, the time spent was three months! 


  I was currently level -1, so I had no means of clearly an S grade quest with a time limit. Why would I accept a quest that would obviously fail? 


  ‘Furthermore, my level will fall by two if I fail.’ 


  My body trembled with fear and anger at the thought of my level dropping to -3. 


  ‘But why on earth is it an S grade quest again?’ 


  S grade quests were never common quests. Even the top level rankers who were above level 200 could only count the number of times that they’ve received an S grade quest on their left hands.  However, I wasn’t high level user and was currently at level -1. 


  I recalled what Doran said: 


  ‘As you know, the Yatan Temple is filled with evil energy. Ordinary people will become afraid if they stay here for a while. But I observed you, and you are fine despite all the time that passed. In addition, you can even manage to laugh alone. You, don’t you actually have great abilities?’


  There were hints in these words.  The quest seemed to be generated by staying in the Yatan Temple for a certain period of time without falling into the ‘fear’ state. My title and composure stat lowered my chances of falling under an abnormal condition. 


  Was it good? Did I like it? 


  ‘Won’t I be screwed if this is a forced quest? The attributes of this title are crazy, but it’s like this game is trying to make me quit.’ 


  I replied unhesitatingly,


  “I can’t do it. Ask someone else.” 


  [The quest was refused.] 


  I refused the quest, but Doran didn’t quit. 


  “You are the only unusual person, so please help me. A precious person’s life is involved!” 


  [Doran is desperate. Do you understand his sad circumstances and accept the quest?] 


  The concept of the notification window was lost. Did it think I was in a position to take care of others right now?  I immediately swiped the window away and said, “You are mistaken. I am weak and incompetent, so I won’t be able to help you. It would be better for you to take care of it alone.” 


  [The quest was refused.] 


  “As you know, the believers of Yatan use powerful black magic! I can’t rescue the young lady from them alone! Please don’t turn away, lend me your strength!” 


  [Doran hasn’t given up. Would you like to accept the quest?) 


  “No, first of all, I don’t have the ability to do it…” 


  [The quest was refused.] 


  “You are too modest! Don’t you know that the power to ignore their fear isn’t common?” 


  [Doran can only depend on you. Would you like to accept the quest?] 


  Sometimes, there were quest NPCs who would persist like this. They had their own desperate situations. Yes, I could understand Doran’s feelings. If Doran returned without rescuing his master’s daughter, his head would go flying off. 


  But what about me? What if I failed and my level dropped again? 


  Why should I go through such terrible things because of him? I was more important than a complete stranger! The biggest problem was that I didn’t have the ability to help him in the first place. 


  “Please help! I am begging you!” 


  Doran fell to his knees. 


  I looked at him.  This man, all the words I spoke to him were entering one ear and leaving the other. Or maybe he thought I was lying. 


  ‘It’s probably the latter. Is it so great that I don’t feel fear while staying in the Yatan Temple? I haven’t been here before so I don’t even know what I’m supposed to feel.’ 


  I faced Doran head on and explained with a more serious attitude,


  “I’m really sorry, but I truly don’t have the strength to help you. Don’t waste your time on me; call the earl and ask for his help.” 


  [The quest was refused.] 


  “Every hour is urgent! The young lady’s life might be in danger while I go to ask the earl for help! You are the only person I can rely on! This is a request!” 


  [Doran is hoping for a helping hand. Would you like to accept the quest?] 


  The limits of patience. 


  “Ah, this is frustrating! Do you really need my help? I don’t want to look at you anymore, so go away!” 


  “Please give mercy for the sake of her life!” 


  “What? No! Damn. Yes, I should leave. I am going now!” 


  I once again refused the quest and turned away from Doran. This was a terrible quest that would cause my level to drop by two upon failure, so I wanted to avoid it. But unlike my thoughts, my feet didn’t move quickly. I was 200% over the weight limit, so my movement speed was reduced by 100%. 


  Doran saw that I was moving as slow as a turtle and misunderstood my actions as he teared up. 


  “You act so intimidatingly, but you are actually conflicted… You really do want to help me…” 


  “……” 


  “Stop feeling conflicted and help me!” 


  [Doran feels hope again. Would you like to accept the quest?] 


  “Bullshit! I won’t help!” 


  [The quest was refused.] 


  I ignored him and hastened my steps. But once again, my speed was slow. This only deepened Doran’s misunderstanding. 


  “Maybe you’re conflicted because your life is busy, but the life of a person is more important! This is a request!!” 


  “I can’t! It isn’t possible!” 


  “Don’t deceive yourself! In fact, you are suffering as well! You can’t leave this place immediately, which is why there is such hesitation in your step!” 


  “There is no hesitation! I’m not walking slowly! My baggage is heavy, that’s all!” 


  Doran continued chasing after me, and my slow pace couldn’t get rid of him. 


  [Would you like to accept the quest?] 


  [Would you like to accept the quest?] 


  [Would you like…] 


  ‘What a stupid jerk!’ 


  The notification windows kept popping up no matter how much I refused. I had to make a drastic decision. 


  ‘I can’t carry on like this. Yes, I have to refuse, even if I develop a hostile relationship with him. He isn’t a NPC I need to build up a relationship with, so it won’t hurt if he is my enemy.’ 


  I pulled out Mamon’s greatsword and glared at Doran. 


  “I definitely can’t help you. If you don’t get away right now, I am prepared to hurt you.” 


  Doran grasped the atmosphere and took one step back. Then he slowly opened his mouth. 


  “I really wish you would help me…” 


  [Doran is asking for the last time. Would you like to accept the quest?] 


  Swipe! 


  How many times do I have to see this damn notification window? 


  “I won’t help! Even if I can help, I don’t want to! I won’t help!” 


  My stress went over the threshold and I could no longer suppress my anger. In the end, I yelled and swung Mamon’s greatsword, expressing my intent not to talk to Doran anymore. 


  Then… 


  Kwajak! 


  “Kaaack!” 


  The sensation of hitting something was transmitted through my fingertips as a scream was heard at the same time. I turned my gaze to the side of the greatsword and saw what just occurred: a believer wearing the robe of Yatan had collapsed with Mamon’s greatsword in his neck. An ominous chill went down my spine. 


  “I was aiming at the crazy guy, so why did the person next to him…” 


  As I stared at the dying believer, a new notification window popped up. 


  [Your relationship with the Yatan Church has become hostile.] 


  [You won’t be able to receive Yatan’s blessings.] 


  [The followers of Yatan will try to kill you when they find you.] 


  The atmosphere of the temple changed. While I was surrounded by dozens of Yatan believers, Doran got up and placed a hand on my shoulder and cried out, “Thank you!!” 


  “Eh?” 


  [Rescue the Earl’s Esteemed Daughter] 


  Difficulty: S 


  Irene, the only daughter of Earl Steim, is a beautiful and innocent virgin. The elders of Yatan had kidnapped Irene in order to sacrifice her for her virgin blood. 


  You can’t tolerate the evil deeds of Yatan’s followers. You must surely rescue Irene.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Rescue Irene within one hour after accepting the quest. 


  Clear Reward: 3,000 gold, a low probability of becoming the earl’s son-in-law. 


  * Earl’s son-in-law: Nobility stat will open, all stats +20. 


  You will be treated as a viscount after marrying the earl’s esteemed daughter. Power and honor will rise. You can advance into the social circle of the nobles. You will receive a monthly salary. This can be a shortcut to becoming a high-ranking official or lord. 


  Quest Failure: Level -2. 


  [The quest has been accepted.] 


  “Wow.” 


  Due to my hostile relationship with the Yatan Church, the ‘Rescue the Earl’s Esteemed Daughter’ quest was forced upon me. 


  “Huhuhu…” 


  Some might say this was unlucky. No, it was more accurate to say that I had no luck. 


  ‘Failure once again… it will be level -3!’ 


  At any rate, I had no luck. Perhaps I sold a country in my previous life.


  “Who dares hurt Yatan’s believers! Aren’t you afraid of the curse of God Yatan?”


  “God Yatan is almighty! God Yatan has already noticed your sin! You won’t be safe for the rest of your life!”


  “You will pay a heavy price for your blasphemy!”


  The angry voices of the Yatan followers clamored around me. Their crazy eyes were filled with absolute hostility.


  ‘Will I die now?’


  The followers of Yatan were black magicians. Black magicians had strong curse abilities, so they were difficult to deal with.




  Chapter 6


  ‘The black magicians are the problem right now…’ 


  I was currently level -1, and my strength and stamina stats were only one point each. Mengel’s Plate Armour added five strength, for a total of six strength. When all of these stats were added up together, I totalled a measly 34 health. I might be able to punch a few of them before going to the netherworld.


  ‘Can I get away?


  The failure of the quest was fixed anyway. I just wanted to preserve my life. No, I had to survive. If someone died two times in a day, they wouldn’t be able to access the game for 12 hours. Okay, this was the only way!


  “Log out!”


  [You can’t log out of the game here.]


  “Fuck! I should’ve expected this!”


  It was common knowledge that it was impossible to end the game while a timed quest was underway. There was a way to force it, but I didn’t want to use it since I would get a huge penalty. After failing to log out, I looked for a way to escape. However, this was the stronghold of the enemy. 


  I was being surrounded by a rapidly increasing number of followers. No matter how many calculations I made, there was just no way to escape. There was no hope when I was a slow as a tortoise.


  “Break through to the basement at once!”


  As I was planning out my actions, Doran shouted at me before pulling out two daggers and throwing them without delay. The hand gestures were so fast that it happened in an instant.


  Pepeok!


  “Kuaack!”


  One of the daggers struck a person’s eye while the other pierced another’s heart. Doran narrowed the distance towards the pained believers and wielded his dagger.


  “Open up.”


  The believers couldn’t even scream as their necks were sliced and they vanished into a flash of grey light. I couldn’t resist admiring it. The lack of information meant I didn’t know the exact levels of the Yatan believers, but temple NPCs were generally at least level 150+. These believers were likely to be the same. 


  Doran handled them so easily that I couldn’t even imagine his level.


  ‘Is he perhaps a named NPC?’


  My impression of Doran changed. Maybe I could clear this absurd quest if I depended on him. 3,000 gold! A huge 3,600,000 won was in front of me! The earl’s son-in-law! I imagined getting my hands on all stats +20 and a beautiful wife! I would become a lord with my own territory, where I could steal high taxes from the users and NPCs!


  ‘If I become a landlord, I will be able to get revenue every month.’


  Exciting! 


  I began to cheer Doran on. “Good! Doran, fighting! I have admired you for a long time!”


  “Eh? For a long time? When have you ever seen…”


  “Ah! Danger! Over there! You must take care of your body!”


  “B-Body…?”


  While Doran was surprised by my sudden change in attitude, he focused on dealing with the enemies in front of him. Grey lights appeared in succession.


  ‘Really strong!’


  Doran skillfully threw numerous hidden weapons as if they were merely extensions of his limbs. The number one person on the assassin ranking, ‘Old Sword Demon’, that I saw on a broadcast two months ago, was like a young child next to Doran.


  ‘Isn’t he three times stronger than Ashur? I must befriend him and ask him to assassinate Ashur!’


  The Yatan believers ignored me and attacked the threat, Doran. But their efforts couldn’t stop Doran’s advance. Doran focused solely on those who were chanting spells, attacking them to stop their magic.


  The black magicians couldn’t cast their magic, making them no threat.


  “Amazing! You are really amazing! Doran, you are my god!”


  I heard a magic spell being recited and cheered as a black magicians mouth was pierced by Doran’s dagger.


  The best! By relying on the strength of the NPC, I really could complete this quest! Truly a fantastic quest! It seemed pathetic that I had been trying so hard to refuse the quest a few minutes ago!


  I could barely chase Doran with my slow pace, thanks to Doran occasionally stopping.


  “Are you waiting for me? How kind. Hehe.”


  Doran was looking around with a terrible expression. “These guys have started to use their heads.”


  “Huh?”


  I looked around like Doran and saw that the black magicians were chanting spells at the same time.


  “Blessed souls underground.” 


  “Use your grudges and fears to ensnare the enemy.”


  “Those who feel fear will have their legs restrained.”


  “Their minds will be crushed and they will lose their willpower.”


  “Become a doll with a lost soul!”


  The black magicians chanting the spell alone would be stopped by Doran before they finished. Therefore, the group shared the spell by chanting the sentences one by one. Those sentences would connect to form one spell and the magic would be cast.


  “Be prepared.”


  I grabbed Doran’s collar and said, “Be prepared? You should do something!”


  “It is too late.”


  “Dammit!”


  Kuoooooh!!


  A line of blood was drawn on Doran’s face, and black energy rose like a mist to cover Doran.


  “N-No! I am finished if you die!”


  I had boarded the same boat as Doran and Doran was the oarsman. I couldn’t escape the quest failing if I was alone on this boat.


  “Cough!”


  I cursed and shouted towards Doran, who was coughing up blood. “Fuck! If it was going to be like this, you shouldn’t have made me feel expectant in the first place!”


  At that moment. A green light flowed from the ring Doran was wearing and surrounded him. Then Doran’s complexion was gradually restored.


  ‘W-What?’


  Doran attacked the surprised black magicians, who were chanting new spells.


  “This ring is special. It protects the wearer from curses and poisons; however, the protection isn’t perfect. The damage is cumulative, so I need to avoid as much magic as possible.”


  “Yes, indeed! The great Doran is even wearing a small ring like this!”


  The ring was clearly had an Epic or higher rating. Was there a way to obtain it? As I was thinking, Doran started to slaughter the enemies again. He allowed a few magic spells to be cast but eventually succeeded in creating a path. 


  Doran started at the entrance of the staircase leading to the basement.


  “Come on!”


  “Yep!”


  Unlike my vigorous reply, I chased Doran down the stairs at a slow pace. The black magicians pursued us with spells, but they were no threat because Doran threw daggers as soon as he heard chanting.


  “Young Lady!”


  Doran and I arrived at the dark basement. Doran found a beautiful woman bound to the altar in the center of the basement and ran to her. But there was a crowd blocking him. There were a dozen black magicians.


  I laughed at them. “These ridiculous bastards! They need more people than that to be our opponents! Now, Doran! Get rid of them!”


  “Of course!”


  Doran nodded and wielded his daggers in front of him. Doran might be tired, but the number of opponents was too small. I was excited as I imagined the black magicians turning into grey light. The quest clear signal was right around the corner.


  “3,600,000 won and the earl’s daughter, here I come!”


  Tatatang!


  “…Eh?”


  There was an unexpected result. The hidden weapons that were thrown by Doran suddenly stopped and fell to the ground. Doran’s advance was also stopped.


  “Shield?”


  Defense magic couldn’t be used by black magicians. It was only possible for black magicians who completed their second class advancement. As I was baffled, a young woman walked out from among the black magicians. It was a woman who boasted the best beauty, a unique beauty that caused the beauty of the noble young lady to pale in comparison. 


  Somehow, she looked familiar? I checked her name and was shocked.


  ‘Blood Witch!!’


  The Blood Witch. ID: Yura.


  The Korean user who was ranked number one on the black magician ranking and ranked number five on the unified rankings. She was a famous person who frequently appeared on TV because of her beautiful appearance and outstanding abilities. Why was she here?


  Yura looked towards me and stretched out a hand. “I’m sorry, but I can’t allow you to take away the sacrifice.”


  Peeng!


  A red fire sword emerged from Yura’s hand. Its momentum was fierce. Unlike a black magician who didn’t have a lot of attack magic, she was well versed in it. I was intimidated as I saw the flames.


  ‘Did I get this far, only to die?’


  Why the hell was she here? As despair filled my body, a notification window popped up.


  [You have been hit by a blow!]


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with the minimum amount of health.]


  I had one health point remaining. I had temporarily forgotten about it, but the attribute of my title was activated and I temporarily had an immortal body. Yura’s face was perplexed as she saw that I survived, despite being hit by her magic.


  “That was clearly a critical hit… Based on the equipment, you are only around level 80. So how are you fine after being hit by that attack?”


  Yura asked while hiding herself behind the black magicians in preparation for Doran’s counterattack. She always had a calm smile on TV, so I was probably the only one who had seen Yura’s flustered expression.


  I ran forward and shouted to Doran, “Quickly! Let’s finish it in five seconds! I’ll use my body to block their attacks, so Doran must kill them! I believe in you, Doran! My god!”


  The spells of all the black magicians, including Yura, were concentrated on me. This meant that Doran could strike freely. The best development. 


  ‘Yes, hit me! No matter how you hit, I won’t die!’


  Today would be the day where an ordinary user would stand up to a ranker. 


  I narrowed the gap towards Yura as all types of curses and attack spells hit me, while Doran followed the path I made and dealt devastation to all the black magicians. Then Doran stepped on my back and jumped towards Yura.


  Yura blocked his attack despite being in a state of confusion. On the other hand, Doran’s momentum rose.


  ‘We can win!’


  But was it because Doran stepped on my back?


  [You have died.]


  “……?”


  Eh? Eeeeh? I wanted to reject this situation, but reality was cruel. A new notification window popped up as my vision turned grey.


  [Quest failed!]


  [Your level has dropped by 2.]


  [You are now level -3.]


  [As you have died two times within 24 hours, you won’t be able to connect to the game for 12 hours.]


  Hah, it somehow turned out like this. I gazed towards Doran fighting… No, my last sight as I closed my eyes was that damned Blood Witch.




  Chapter 7


  The average level of black magician users was level 53. Out of the 120,000 classes in Satisfy, the black magicians had the lowest average level. The Black Magician class was a combat profession, but users of this class had very weak defense and insufficient attack power. 


  However, Yura had been hunting alone without a party since she starting, demonstrating unmatched control skills that harmonized with her magic. Her ability to select hunting grounds was also excellent. There was a good reason why Yura surpassed two billion users to rise to fifth place in the rankings.


  Three hours ago, Yura had finally reached level 230, resulting in new wings being added to the list of her abilities.


  ‘Now I can use defensive magic…’


  Yura confirmed the A-grade spell that she acquired after much difficulty. 


  ‘Diamond Barrier.’ 


  It was a spell to create a shield by materializing mana with a hardness comparable to that of a diamond. It was a defense type magic that could be acquired with a black magician reached level 230.


  After completing all the conditions required to learn Diamond Barrier, Yura headed straight to the Yatan Temple. As always, she headed to a temple with fewer users. It was troublesome since it was a long distance, but it couldn’t be helped. It would be annoying if she went to a place with a lot of users, due to her high popularity. It was amazing how many people recognized her, even when she concealed her face and ID.


  After running for two hours, Yura arrived at the Yatan Temple and placed the prepared spell book on the altar. The moment she was about to learn new magic after professing her deep faith in God Yatan.


  [A foolish group of enemies hostile to God Yatan has appeared inside the temple.]


  [Guardian of the Temple] 


  Difficulty: S


  There are foolish people who have entered in order to rescue the sacrifice to God Yatan. You must defend the dignity of God Yatan and punish the blasphemous intruders.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Repel attackers or defend the sacrifice for one hour.


  Clear Reward: The title ‘Guardian of Yatan’s Temple.’


  * Guardian of Yatan’s Temple: Faith +300, Health +1,000, Intelligence +60


  You are an example to other believers after defending the dignity of God Yatan. God Yatan will bless you more, and the faithful will worship you.


  Quest Failure: Level -2, Faith -250.


  Yura was surprised since she had only experienced an S-grade quest three times, despite being level 230. Then, a lot of noise was heard in the distance.


  ‘Is this an auto-generated quest due to the advent of an intruder? I’m lucky I came to the temple at this time.’


  Yura was very motivated. She greatly desired the ‘Guardian of the Yatan’s Temple’ title because it elevated all the important stats.


  First of all, Yura grasped the location of the sacrifice and then went to the place where the disturbance was happening. She witnessed an NPC in leather armor ruthlessly slaughtering the followers of Yatan.


  ‘An NPC who has finished the third class advancement.’


  Indeed, an S-grade quest had a much higher level of difficulty. The NPC called Doran was a great threat to Yura.


  ‘Even if I borrow the power of the believers, it will be a difficult quest to succeed.’ 


  She received an S-grade quest after a long time, but unfortunately, the chances of success seemed low. 


  ‘No, there is no point in guessing.’


  Yura calmly dispersed her mana throughout the entire temple. This wasn’t a normal use of mana for black magicians. In other words, it was to detect the enemy. While the detection skill was only available to those with a fine mana manipulation ability, it was but a simple matter for Yura. 


  ‘Including Doran, there are two people.’


  Yura grasped the number of enemies and looked at the user following Doran. ID: Grid. Looking at his equipment, he seemed to be a level 80 user. It was surprisingly low for the person who must’ve triggered the S-grade quest.


  The only one to be careful of was Doran. If so, this quest could be cleared.


  Yura meticulously observed the terrain of the temple while her enemies focused on fighting the believers. She made a judgment and went down to the basement where the sacrifice was located.


  The temple was too spacious and there was a lot of cover, so it was advantageous for Doran. She planned to use the hostage in the relatively small basement to limit Doran’s movement and increase the hit rate of her magic.


  After a while, Doran and Grid finally entered the basement. Doran was already quite exhausted from dealing with all of the believers. 


  “These ridiculous bastards! They need more people than that to be our opponents! Now, Doran! Get rid of them!”


  The user Grid, shouted and Doran nodded as he fired his hidden weapons in front of him.


  “3,600,000 won and the earl’s daughter, here I come!”


  Grid was confident about the quest succeeding. Yura felt sorry for him, but she also needed to clear her quest so she acted without any hesitation.


  Tatatang!


  Yura defeated Doran’s hidden weapons with the recently learned Diamond Barrier and turned her gaze to the astounded Grid.


  “I’m sorry, but I can’t allow you to take away the sacrifice.”


  Doran was strong. In order to focus on him, it was wiser to deal with the relatively weak Grid first. Yura summoned fire and attacked without any delay.


  [Critical!]


  The greatsword was a weapon that warriors specialized in. It was clear that Grid’s class was that of a warrior. If he was a warrior around level 80, then no matter how good the equipment, his maximum health would be around 4,000. But Grid wasn’t wearing any special equipment. He should have approximately 3,000 health. Furthermore, warriors were very vulnerable to magic.


  Yura calculated that she could deal with Grid in one hit by consuming one-fifth of her mana. It was a critical hit, so it was normal to think that Grid died. But surprisingly, Grid survived.


  ‘How?’


  Let’s say that his luck was so high that he survived the critical hit. However, it was common sense for a character to become stunned after received 40% or more damage in a single attack. Grid was standing without being stunned as if 40% of his health hadn’t been decreased.


  “That was clearly a critical hit… Based on the equipment, you are only around level 80. So how are you fine after being hit by that attack?”


  Yura was ranked fifth among the pool two billion users, and she was narrowing the gap between her and the fourth-ranked person. Her gaming skills were truly overwhelming. She knew that her magic damage calculations were never wrong. Her calculations had never been wrong while playing Satisfy so far. This was a new experience for her. 


  That confusion it caused greatly affected her.


  ‘Why is this happening? Is his level actually far higher than the equipment he is wearing? No, that isn’t likely. A person who dares to wear low-level equipment during an S-grade quest… Did I overlook something?’


  She tried to calmly analyze the situation, but Grid was approaching.


  Step. Step.


  He was a warrior walking a very slow pace, as if he wasn’t in a hurry to narrow the gap towards the black magicians. It was an attitude that seemed to disregard Yura’s fifth place ranking. Grid’s behavior seemed to be saying to Yura, ‘I am giving you enough time to chant a spell. Use your best magic.’


  An obvious provocation! Yura, who had a strong self-esteem, was furious. As Grid wished, she started to chant the top-level attack magic. She was determined to turn him into ashes, along with Doran.


  “Great god of the darkness, your humble servant calls you. Fill this place with darkness and plant fear in the enemies’ hearts, show your power to those who worship you.”


  As magic power started to rise, the torches lighting up the basement started to go out. The torches actually weren’t turned off; the magic just turned the flames black. Soon, the darkness swallowed up this area.


  A normal enemy would lose their vision and stop due to the added ‘fear’ effect of this spell. In fact, Doran hesitated for a moment from where he was hunting the black magicians behind Grid. But Grid was approaching like it was nothing. He had a higher resistance than an NPC who had completed the third class advancement.


  ‘What is his identity…’


  The ID was too strange. He wasn’t a ranker, then how was he so strong? Her confusion grew and Yura couldn’t easily recover. But the spell was fully completed.


  “Dark Storm!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  A silent storm formed in the darkness and struck Grid. The effect of the storm caused the pillars supporting the basement to wobble, while cracks appeared on the ground and walls. A mighty power that could topple the whole temple! It was the moment when a high-ranking dark attack magic was revealed.


  Kwaang!


  Grid’s body, that was already damaged from the black magicians’ attacks, was overwhelmed by the storm. Yura believed that Grid would turn into a grey light. But Grid was still fine as he kept walking forward, penetrating through the storm without pause.


  On the other hand, Doran’s body behind him was a rag, barely following Grid as a green light emerged from his ring. Even a third advancement NPC couldn’t cope with the magic, so why was this user fine?


  “You… what are you?”


  Yura was a smart girl. She could see through anything with logic. In her 21 years of life, she had been praised by everyone she met for her beauty and intelligence. She used her innate insight on her work, earning her a reputation of a talented person who could be used everywhere. 


  Satisfy was the path that she finally chose. 


  Anyway, this brilliant Yura couldn’t figure out the man called Grid. 


  ‘This is an impossibility in the current Satisfy. This overwhelming presence isn’t an NPC but a human… Is he a bugged user? No, Satisfy is controlled by the world’s leading supercomputer, Morpheus, so there are no bugs. There is clearly a rational way to get this strength. How did he gain such strength?’


  It was the first time she encountered something beyond her common sense. She was baffled and very curious. At this moment, the person called Grid was deeply imprinted onto Yura’s mind.


  On the other hand, Grid was coming closer to her with imposing footsteps. Yura couldn’t easily give up so she prepared to fight. Then Doran stepped on Grid’s back, jumped up, and attacked her.


  Kaaang!


  Yura hurriedly blocked Doran’s attack magic and turned her gaze towards Grid, expecting an attack, only for her eyes to widen. The body of Grid, that had been fine just a moment ago, was covered with a grey light and was disappearing.


  “……?”


  Afterwards, Yura received big injuries as she struggled with Doran and barely managed to subdue him. She stared at the place where Grid disappeared, ignoring the system window that informed her of the success of the quest.


  ‘Even if he were hit by Dark Storm, he wouldn’t have died so suddenly. He must’ve been penalized and forcibly logged out. Why?’


  Yura’s expression gradually worsened as she thought about it.


  “Did he yield the quest to me…?”


  She felt helpless and received Grid’s sympathy. That day became the worst day to Yura, of when her sturdy pride was thoroughly shattered.




  Chapter 8


  “Uwaaaack! Doran, that bastard! He forcibly gave me a quest I didn’t want, only to kill his teammate? Fuck! Thieves, robbers, and thugs, now I know why there are all these names. Doran! In the future, this name itself will be a curse!”


  I left the capsule, opened the window and shouted outside. The rain was strong so my voice wasn’t heard by the people in the neighborhood.Thanks to that, I was able to shout for a long time.


  It wasn’t 4 o’clock in the morning yet. It was a day when my family could rest until late afternoon due to the heavy rain, but I couldn’t access the game for 12 hours during such a golden holiday season!


  “Level -3…the more I think about it, the worse I feel. Doran, Doran, Doran!”


  I headed to the bathroom to cool off my head that was flush with anger. I soaked my face in cold water and listened to the gushing stream of water. I felt much better after washing my head for two days straight.


  “…Doran isn’t to blame for the situation.”


  Unlike my prediction, Doran was extremely strong and fought well. I was a bridesmaid and didn’t have to do anything. Doran took care of all of the enemies by himself. I only had a chance to succeed in the quest due to Doran’s power. 


  Yes, Doran did really well. However, an unexpected situation occurred. The appearance of a ranker.


  “Damn witch…”


  Why had Yura appeared there? She was a black magician. The Yatan Temple was an important base for black magicians, so it wasn’t unusual for her to appear there at any time. Why did Yura interfere? I was an intruder in the temple and she was obliged to protect the temple. It was obvious that she would be hostile to me. That was understandable.


  ‘The moment I accepted the quest, the black magicians in the temple had a separate quest to stop me. The real enemies are the users, not the NPCs. There is a reason why Doran was so strong. No wonder why the S-grade quest felt too easy.’


  I concluded.


  ‘Witch… thanks to me invoking the quest, you were able to receive a lot of benefits. A girl who didn’t shed blood or tears. She tried to kill me instead of thanking me…’


  After I died, Yura would’ve succeeded in the quest. Yura was strong and Doran was quite exhausted. It was really detestable.


  It was because of me that Yura received the quest in the first place, and the reason Doran was so tired was because I was weak. Yura just sat back and ate bread. The bread that I had put in her mouth.


  “Bad person…”


  A ranker over level 200 had snatched the quest of a minus level! I entered the capsule, connected to the Internet, and then searched for Yura.


  Yura, I just typed it in and hundreds, no, thousands of related links filled the screen. I only checked the postings of highly popular blogs and large-scale communities and managed to get information about Yura.


  Contrary to her creepy nickname of the ‘Blood Witch’, she was well loved and respected, as well as a target of envy.


  Thanks to her superb beauty, perfect gaming skills and ideal image in the media, she was praised by both men and women. It also transcended race. There were thousands of fan clubs created on overseas servers. At first glance, she was even more popular than Hollywood’s top actors.


  ‘That is the modern world now.’ 


  Satisfy was more colorful, thrilling and dramatic than any movie, so the main characters of Satisfy enjoyed more popularity than movie stars. If someone watched TV these days, hundreds of channels were filled with Satisfy related programs. They also achieved high ratings, so Satisfy profession news channels were created. 


  Of course, it wasn’t just limited to South Korea. Satisfy had more than two billion users. The broadcasting market wasn’t just South Korea, but the world. As a result, the movie actors received less exposure than Satisfy’s protagonists, the rankers.


  In particular, Yura was much more recognizable than other rankers due to her beauty. Thanks to that, she had both money and fame. It was a perfect contrast to me, who was in debt due to Satisfy. 


  ‘I am suffering because of the game, while she is living a fantastic life because of it.’


  Enjoying her favorite game while being recognized by the world? I was incredibly envious. If I was Yura, I would have no disappointments in my life.


  “…A person like you had to take  away a poor person’s quest.”


  She wasn’t a witch. She was just a really wicked girl.


  Kwaduduk!


  I opened up the hologram keyboard and started to comment on Yura related posts one by one.


  ‘Yura is garbage. She interfered in the quest of a low-level user. She is completely different from her appearance on TV. Her personality is rotten.’


  ‘Yura isn’t very pretty when you see her in real life. She got plastic surgery a facelift. There is dirt on her nose and she always looks like she is chewing shit. Her smile is just for the TV.’


  ‘Why is Yura good??? She is a bad person. How many people has she ruined? She also ruined my brother-in-law.’


  ‘A ranker interfered in a quest!! Don’t be fooled by the image created on TV.’ 


  “Huhuhu…! Kukukuk!”


  I informed people about what I actually experienced with Yura. I felt great because I became a great journalist who spread the truth to the people deceived by false information. The terrible reality that I experienced a while ago was gradually fading from my mind!


  Tadak. Tadadak.


  I continued posting comments. My ten fingers tapped against the hologram keyboard that glowed in the darkness. A person tapping on the keyboard in the darkened room, someone who saw it might think it was beautiful and mysterious.


  “Oppa… have you finally gone crazy?”


  Writing malicious comments… no, it was a movement to reveal the truth. 


  I jumped in surprise at the voice that was suddenly heard. I turned my gaze towards the source and saw Sehee staring at me from the door.


  “You surprised me.”


  I placed my hand on my chest, while Sehee entered my room with folded arms.


  “I was going to the toilet when I heard Oppa giggling in your room. You were crazy about the game, so I thought you went crazy in reality. I was worried about Oppa and decided to check on you. Are you crazy? Please say that you’re not.”


  “…Why are you speaking like that to your Oppa? I’m not crazy.”


  “I’m glad you’re not crazy yet. Urgh, something smells. Take a look at your head, you should wash more. And get rid of that bowl of rice that you ate! No, why are you eating rice in your room in the first place? You should eat together with us… bah, no.”


  Sehee looked at the empty rice bowls and side dishes that I stacked up and started cleaning up. 


  ‘This girl, she is nice and pretty. It is good that she doesn’t resemble me.’


  I watched her approvingly. Sehee felt my gaze and turned around.


  “Don’t just sit there and watch. If you’re not busy, shouldn’t you help? No. Go and wash up. I don’t like that appearance.”


  “Leave it and I’ll take care of it. Why are you getting up when it isn’t even morning yet? Go back to sleep.”


  “I saw Oppa laughing in a creepy manner, so my sleepiness has fled. Please go wash up. I want to see your face properly after a long time… ah, no! Wash off that dirty and unpleasant scent!”


  When Sehee was one year old, I was nine years old. Was it right for my younger sister to act like this?


  ‘If I knew this would happen, I would’ve washed up when I washed my head.’


  I headed to the bathroom in an annoyed mood. I washed my head with soap and dried it with a towel. But why was my hair so stiff?


  “…It was laundry soap.”


  I returned to my room with my stiff hair and smelled something different in my room. It was a rather refreshing scent. Did she spray perfume? Sehee was truly meticulous. The room had been cleaned and tidied up during the time I used to wash up. She was a very diligent girl, unlike me. She would be a nice bride.


  I saw Sehee sitting in the capsule and laying down on my bed.


  “Connect to the Internet if you want~”


  Anyway, it wasn’t like I could access the game. I easily yielded the capsule to my little sister.


  Sehee shrugged and unexpectedly sent me a look of disdain. “Oppa… are you a keyboard warrior?”


  “Keyboard warrior?”


  What did that mean? When I looked up, Sehee got up and pointed her finger to the monitor floating in front of the capsule.


  “Why are you spreading false rumors about a woman younger than you? Even if there is a reason, this behavior is too naughty. I’m really disappointed in Oppa.”


  Her voice sank. Sehee was sincerely angry. I belatedly realized my mistake and hurriedly checked the monitor. The damning list of comments that I made about Yura was still showing.


  Dammit! I should’ve turned off my Internet window!


  “S-Sehee, this…”


  “How low.”


  I tried to explain to Sehee, but she returned to her room and locked the door without giving me a chance to talk. The door wouldn’t open, no matter how pathetically I acted. I realized that the last bit of good opinion my sister had towards me was completely lost.


  This…what is this!


  “This is all due to that witch!”


  I appealed to Sehee in front of her room. I didn’t realize that I fell asleep there until I was woken up by my mother. My body wasn’t trained at all! It hurts…


  I placed a cold patch on my body and fell asleep again. Then the next day.


  “Huaaah~~”


  I opened my eyes and saw that it was 11 a.m. My parents went to work at dawn and Sehee would be in school for three hours already.


  “I slept only six hours. I can’t oversleep because of my diligence… Why did God make me so diligent?”


  I scratched my hips above my underwear while heading to the kitchen. I was hungry but it was too annoying to cook. 


  “Forget it.”


  I ignored the protesting cries of my stomach and headed to the living room. Then I lay on the sofa and turned on the TV. It was a Satisfy related channel 


  Satisfy was even covered on the housewives channel. The title of the program was ‘How to meet a young man through Satisfy!’ It was a program that dealt with the process of making a character in Satisfy look as young and pretty as possible.


  ‘…PD Cheon Jaende?’


  It seemed to have pretty high viewership. I skipped past a man who didn’t think he would live long after a phone call from his wife. I stopped at a program called ‘Satisfy’s Hot Issues.’


  A cute female reporter was greeting an Asian youth around my age. There was a close up of the young man’s face. At the bottom of the screen, the ID ‘Katz’ and level ‘203’ appeared as subtitles.


  “Katz is already level 200?’


  Katz was a celebrity. He was notorious due to his arrogance, but he was always one of the top ranks in the warrior class. Three months ago, he was level 170 but now he was already level 203? At that level, he would be at the top of the unified rankings.


  ‘How did he get over 30 levels in three months?’


  The reporter on screen was asking the same question as me.


  –Katz, did you know that you are one of the biggest issues in Satisfy these days? Our producers were very surprised. In just three months, Katz has climbed up to the 53rd ranking. What is the secret to your rapid growth over such a short period of time? 


  Katz swept a hand over his well-trimmed hair and smiled smugly.


  –Three months ago, I obtained an epic class. I accepted this interview today to reveal my epic class.


  –Yes?!


  The reporter was shocked and I also stopped scratching at my groin. The news of an epic class was so shocking that the reporter couldn’t respond to Katz. In the past year, only two epic class changes had appeared in Satisfy.  Its value transcended the imagination. But Katz got his hands on a new epic class.


  ‘The third epic class…’


  There was no information about the previous epic classes that appeared. The contents of the first class change book were confidential when circulated around the item trading sites, and no one knew who the owner was. 


  The second epic class belonged to Agnus, who was ranked 7th on the unified rankings, but nobody knew what class he had.


  It was because most users, especially top rankers, were extremely reluctant to disclose their information. Information was power! 


  There was a fierce competition to survive in Satisfy. The information shared among large sites was actually quite limited. Most users kept their information to themselves. I would do the same.


  However, Katz was revealing his class himself. He was famous for liking colorful and prominent things.


  Anyway, this was a huge scoop. It was possible that the ratings record might be broken. 


  I remained fixed on this channel. I focused on the screen, while the reporter’s eyes were shining with excitement.


  –What class are you?


  –The name of my epic class is ‘Blood Warrior’.


  –Is it as special and terrible as the name implies?


  It wasn’t special or terrifying. It was a very common and mundane name. A sloppy name for an epic class. But Katz seemed to like the childish name.


  –The name isn’t that great, but it is a very fantastic class. Let me tell you one important feature…


  Katz pulled out the sword hanging from his waist, emitting a tremendous aura. I would be able to pay off all of my debt if I just sold that sword.


  –Look.


  Katz’s eyes were tinged with red. At the same time, his sword started to wriggle.




  Chapter 9


  The camera zoomed in on Katz’ sword. 


  Hundreds, no thousands of blood vessels appeared on the blade and grew at a fast pace, completely covering the sword. Within a short time, Katz’s sword was covered with red blood vessels and pulsated like a living heart. However, the sword’s edge actually became sharper instead of disappearing. It was a very menacing appearance. On the other hand, it was also a bizarre and disgusting appearance.


  But Katz patted the wriggling red sword as if it were adorable.


  -This is my passive skill. Any weapon held in my hand would be transformed into this shape. When I attack an enemy with this modified weapon, I can absorb a certain amount of health in proportion to my attack power.  Thanks to this, my reliance on potions has greatly reduced and hunting alone has become easier. The more I attack, the more I can take advantage of this tremendous hunting speed. In addition to this, powerful combat skills were created, so I am able to raise my level quickly.


  The reporter, whose face was pallid, continued the interview while ignoring the hideous sword.


  –Is an epic class that much stronger than regular classes?


  –That is a stupid question. Isn’t this natural? Even if it was only a rare class, it exerts a special power over general classes. I can assure you of this: I will rise to the number one ranking sooner or later. I have that type of ability.


  –Number one in the top 10 rankings that haven’t changed in the past year? All 10 users protect their position and won’t give it to anyone. This means that the top 10 rankers are extraordinary. Isn’t it too much to declare that you can catch up to them just because of one class?


  Was the reporter stupid? The arrogant Katz was going to become upset again.


  As I expected, Katz started frowning. He looked at the reporter and declared.


  –You say that it is just because of one class? How funny! I have a natural talent! The class of Blood Warrior is just a means to effectively show my talent! Agnus got an epic class much sooner and could only reach 7th place in the rankings. I’ll let everyone know that I am fundamentally different from Agnus!


  According to the rumors, Katz was the son of a leading Japanese conglomerate. This was why he was famous for his high pride. After scaring the reporter who spat the mocking remark, Katz took the microphone from her and declared,


  -Everybody listen up! This Katz will soon be first place in the unified rankings! The reason I announced my class today is to make the existing rankers aware of my strength and to make them tremble in fear. Kukuk, just wait! Sooner or later, I will cast you all aside!


  Katz was about to return the microphone to the reporter when he suddenly stopped. Then he asked the reporter.


  –Did you say that this is a Korean broadcasting station?


  The reported nodded at the words. Katz smiled at her.


  –This worked out well. Tell this to Yura: don’t be so proud of being part of a country that has nothing except for S.A Group. The era of Korean gaming experts is over. I will trample on her, the last pride of the Korean gamers, sooner or later. Hahahat!


  The reporter’s eyes were tearful while her face distorted like she was smelling chicken poo. I clicked my tongue while watching Katz.


  “The microphones for broadcasting stations in the game are limited and expensive items. Is he proud because of all his money? Mister natural wealth. But Blood Warrior…”


  I was envious. Drain health skills always showed great efficiency in past games. Furthermore, the combat skills that Katz boasted were powerful skills of an epic class. At first glance, Blood Warrior was a powerful class.


  “It isn’t more than me.”


  Pagma’s Descendant was a production class. Production classes usually didn’t have any attack skills, so it was likely that Pagma’s Descendant was the same. But that didn’t mean I was weak in battle. Pagma’s Descendant was a legendary class that allowed me to go against Yura.


  My status resistance was extremely high, and the immortal mode that lasted five seconds was a scam. It was possible to grow as a huge tanker. But was that all? All equipment could be worn without restrictions. It might be possible to cover the insufficient combat strength with the power of items.


  “In addition, production classes are money factories.”


  Why were there so many users who chose production classes over hunting? The reason was money.


  Pagma’s Descendant was a legendary blacksmith class! It was a goose that laid golden eggs.


  ‘If I make a good item and sell it, I might be able to escape from my debt.’


  I believed it was a class that could make me hundreds of millions of won. I returned to my room and turned on the capsule. Then I went on the Internet to find information about blacksmiths.


  There was a lot of unfamiliar jargon and knowledge to memorize, but I concentrated on studying as much as possible. How much time passed? 


  While having another attack of hunger, I entered the living room when I heard a big fuss from the TV. 


  The ‘Breaking News’ subtitle appeared on the TV screen.


  –I just received breaking news. It is said that the Yatan Temple, located in the northern part of the Eternal Kingdom, has collapsed. It is surprising and unusual for a well-preserved temple to collapse overnight. What is the story behind it? Let’s go to the scene. I am Reporter Lee Kyungmin.


  The screen shifted from the studio to a familiar place.


  “This place…”


  A location was illuminated on the TV. It was the Yatan Temple where he resurrected yesterday and met Doran. The huge temple, larger than the Capitol Building, was surprisingly half collapsed.


  When I saw the scene, I recalled the dark storm caused by Yura.


  ‘That magic… was it huge enough to destroy the temple? She is a really horrible girl to use such a fearsome spell on people.’


  My fear of the witch I faced yesterday slowly amplified over time. If we accidentally met on the street by chance, I was afraid that I would pee my pants. Katz said he could beat her? 


  “Bastard. You really don’t know who you are talking about. She is already in a different dimension. A monster.”


  The male reported conveyed the news.


  –At around 3:40 a.m. today, a user visited this place and witnessed an amazing sight. Korea’s number one ranker, who is fifth in the unified rankings, Yura was fighting someone. Who did she fight that she had to use enough strength to destroy the temple? Was it a struggle with a top ranker? If so, why were they fighting in this place? Was there perhaps a hidden quest? There are many questions. Then let’s listen to the testimony of an eyewitness.


  A boy, who seemed to be a middle school student, was caught on camera.


  The boy’s ID and level were subtitled at the bottom.


  The boy spoke,


  –Yesterday, I was here because of a quest. I was forced to flee to the temple while being chased by a monster. The believers who should’ve been present weren’t there. However, a large commotion was coming from underground, so I went down to the basement…


  The boy stopped talking and asked the reporter.


  –Is there a mosaic over my face right now? It is time for me to go to school. If my mother catches me in the capsule, I’m dead.


  At almost the same time, the boy’s face and ID were completely covered with a mosaic. The reporter nodded.


  –Of course there is a mosaic. There is voice modulation as well. Please tell me with confidence.


  The stupid boy sighed with relief. Poor guy… his mum would kill him. His unhappiness would be my happiness! I felt better. 


  The boy continued,


  –I went down to the basement and saw Yura. I was captivated by her beauty. Mister, have you seen Yura? Really! She is even prettier than Kim Taehee! A complete goddess!


  –People around the world are already aware of her beauty. We will put aside that story. What was happening in the basement?


  –It was amazing.


  –What specifically was so amazing?


  –There were almost 20 black magicians constantly casting magic at a single person, but he didn’t receive a single point of damage. Even the curses had no effect. He laughed like he didn’t feel anything and moved towards Yura. Yura was nervous.


  The reporter was confused.


  –The basic level of the Yatan Temple’s NPCs is known to be 160. He was attacked by level 160 NPCs and received no damage?


  –It was like he resisted all of it. Really.


  –Resisted dozens of spells? That is impossible, even for a top ranker… Is he ranked higher than Yura?


  The reporter’s expression wasn’t happy, but the boy didn’t care and continued speaking.


  –He isn’t a top ranker. I have never seen the face before. Nevertheless, he defeated all of the black magicians and threatened Yura. Yura used Dark Storm…no, it seemed like she used every bit of magic she had. It was too strong that it even broke the temple, but that user was fine. Yura’s expression was disturbed as she stared at him with an expression similar to fear… I am a member of Yura’s fan club, so I know that Yura isn’t the type of person to look like that. I never imagined that Yura could make such an expression.


  The reported looked dubious but still showed great interest.


  –So what happened in the end? And what was the man’s ID?


  The boy shook his head.


  –ID… Well, that… what was it? I can’t remember. I was so entranced by Yura’s beauty that I didn’t observe him properly. Then I was killed by a falling pillar, so I don’t know the result.


  –I see… Who is the man who dealt with 20 black magicians and Yura, despite not being a top ranker? I would like to know. This is Reporter Lee Kyungmin.


  Unbelievable! The hand holding the remote control shook. My heart started thumping. The man in question on the news, it was me. This was an opportunity. Since this incident happened on TV, I would receive lots of requests for interviews and would be able to make a profit from shooting commercials.


  The screen switched back to the studio, with a panel filled with experts discussed the man in question, me. I called the broadcasting station right away.


  (Hello, this is BCC’s viewers consultation center. How can I help you?)


  “The man from the breaking news. Aren’t you looking for him right now? The person who fought Yura.


  (Yes. Do you have a tip?)


  “The person is me.”


  (…Ah, yes. As part of the confirmation process, can you give me your Satisfy ID and some brief information?)


  “My ID is Grid. My class is Pagma’s Descendant and my level is -3. Oh, Pagma’s Descendant is a class obtained from a legendary class change book…”


  Tutu-


  “……”


  The station one-sidedly hung up and didn’t pick up my call again. It seemed that my number had been registered as spam.


  “Stupid person! You will regret missing out on the scoop of a lifetime!”


  I wanted to try other stations, but decided to let it go. As I thought about it calmly, I was reluctant to leak information about the minus level and legendary class.


  “It isn’t the time yet, right?”


  I focused on the TV screen. Then I saw a familiar figure on TV.


  “Doran…?”


  It was really Doran. The present TV screen showed a large image of the ruins of the Yatan Temple, with a small box at the top where the experts were discussing. Doran was in the center of the big screen. He was too small so the cameraman didn’t seem to see him, but I was able to recognize Doran.


  I pushed my face right in front of the TV and watched Doran quietly. He was barely crawling from the ruined temple, a woman held in his arms.  The identity of the woman was the earl’s esteemed daughter that Doran had been looking for. 


  The destruction of the temple caused great confusion among the believers, allowing Doran to somehow rescue her. The woman stood up and screamed something at Doran. She seemed to be crying. Then Doran handed something small to the woman. After a short time, he died and turned into a grey light. The woman shed tears and headed elsewhere while cherishing the item she received from Doran.


  “Doran…died…”


  He wasn’t a human but an NPC. A false life made by the system. However, it wasn’t comfortable watching the death of an NPC I built a bond with. They had minds and a clear body temperature.


  “Also, the ring…”


  I trembled as I recalled the effects of the ring that Doran had worn.


  “When an NPC dies, all their equipment will disappear as well… That ring, if you were going to die anyway, you should’ve given it to me.”


  I looked out the window where rain was still pouring down. I didn’t feel well. In addition, I was hungry. After satisfying my hunger, I connected to the Internet again to gather as much information about blacksmiths as possible.


  The time was 3:55 p.m. The 12-hour penalty was over. I had to log on to Satisfy.


  “Login.”




  Chapter 10


  “Going to the Mubaid Ruins, one must be level 130 or higher!”


  “Looking for those who want to hunt in the Grey Forest ~ A level 130 warrior is waiting for people higher than level 96~”


  “Recruiting people for the Guardian of the Forest raid! A level 190 archer, level 181 martial artist, and other top rankers will join! Your class and level don’t matter! Anyone will do!”


  When I accessed the game, I stood in a town square. I couldn’t resurrect at the Yatan Temple due to being in a hostile relationship with the Yatan Church.


  ‘Bairan Village?’


  It was the place I visited before proceeding with Ashur’s quest. I frowned as I recalled the past memories.


  “I got turned around.”


  The monsters near Bairan Village were at least level 100. In addition, they were all ferocious monsters. The level of users here was at least the mid-80s, and they always needed a party when hunting. It was a dangerous place where users below level 120 couldn’t leave the village alone. 


  In the past, I wandered around here alone while searching for the Northern End Cave and died. At that time, the durability of some of my equipment was reduced to zero and my boots and gauntlets shattered.


  “I ended up resurrecting at this place.”


  Maybe I was some stupid god in my past life. I probably dishonoured Lady Luck in my past life, then my memories were erased and I was banished to the human world. Since then, I lived an unlucky life.


  ‘This is true. I can’t be so unlucky unless I sinned directly against the goddess of luck.’


  I placed my forehead on a wall and blamed my past life. I couldn’t be here forever, so I recovered my spirit.


  “I should go to another village.”


  Right now, the urgent thing was to raise my level. I wanted to escape from the minus level as soon as possible. There was no reason to stay in a village where hunting was impossible. I found a horse-drawn carriage waiting for customers in a corner of the square and asked the coachman. 


  “What is the safest village near here?”


  “Winston Village. Many novice travelers visit that place. Do you need a driver to take you there?”


  “How much?”


  The coachman raised one finger. He was a crook. Carriages were means of transportation for the rich: they were tremendous luxuries for debt-ridden people like me. It was a luxury comparable to eating a whole marinated chicken for one meal!


  But there was nothing I could do. Right now, it was impossible for me to move to another village with my own power. If I left the village, I would only walk a little bit before dying.  I handed over one silver while shedding tears.


  The coachman looked at me. “What are you doing? It is 10 gold.”


  I made a surprised expression, as if I really didn’t know. “Heok! 10 gold? It is 10 gold, not 10 silver?”


  “This must be the first time you are taking a carriage. In the safe zone, the base fare for a carriage is set at five gold. In a monster-infested area such as this, there should be some profit for the high risk. This price is actually cheap. Winston is close to here, so it is only the basic fare.”


  “You are charging so much just for driving a carriage!”


  “Tsk tsk, this is why I don’t like novice travelers. Don’t you know that all the monsters in the vicinity will attack as soon as they find humans?”


  “No! I know that there aren’t any monsters fast enough to catch up to the speed of a carriage!”


  The coachman flinched. My point had struck him. The coachman coughed and explained, “Obviously, the monsters have slow feet. But they know the terrain and have the instincts of natural hunters. They use these advantages to catch up.”


  It was like selling drugs.


  “Then you should be vigilant.”


  “Cough… then I will accept nine gold.”


  Okay. The price bargaining had begun. The basic rule of bargaining was to cut it as much as possible!


  “10 silver.”


  “……”


  “Excuse me?”


  “……”


  What? Why wasn’t he saying anything? The response was different than expected. Wasn’t it normal to say, ‘10 gold is too cheap. I will accept eight gold?’ Then I would return with 20 silver, the coachman would offer seven gold. Then 30 silver, six gold… 


  This was my grand plan to complete the bargaining at around two gold. But the coachman just ignored me, making the plan become distorted.


  “Aren’t you going to bargain?”


  “Who in the world would bargain with a crook like you? This useless bastard! I was kind enough to cut it to nine gold, yet you offered 10 silver? You want me to bargain? Who is going to make a deal with a bastard like you?”


  “Isn’t there the saying, ‘ the customers is king?!’ I will sue you and make you unemployed!”


  “If you want to sue me, do it! Do you think the union will take your side? Get lost, you insane bastard!”


  In Patrian, my bargaining was always successful because my reputation and affinity with the residents were at the maximum. Even if it didn’t work, I just laughed it off. However, this response was entirely new to me.


  It was serious. At this rate, I wouldn’t be able to ride the carriage. Currently, I only had 3 gold and 11 silver. The difficulty of the Ashur quest was so terrible that I spent a lot of my money on potions.


  “Please… My sick mother is in Winston Village all alone… She will die soon. What a sad son I will be if I can’t watch my mother’s last moments… Please take pity on me and consider the bargain.”


  I looked as miserable as possible and told a heartbreaking story. 


  But the cold-hearted coachman just snorted. “You are obviously telling a lie. You didn’t even plan to go to Winston Village in the beginning, so who would believe you now?”


  “…Sheesh, you’re smarter than you look.”


  “W-What! You cheap bastard!”


  There was no chance of this succeeding. I ran away from the coachman who chased me with a red face and visited other carriages. But despite being as careful as possible, it was impossible to bargain it down to three gold. No matter what heartbreaking stories I used, the limit was 8 gold and 90 silver.


  I was frustrated by Satisfy’s modern society.


  “Why?”


  Was it necessary to be stuck at level -3 while being isolated in the remote Bairan Village?


  “I can’t do that.”


  I had a means to obtain the money for the carriage. Just make items! If I made an item, I could gain some experience. If it had a normal rating, I could sell it to a store. I opened the skills window and confirmed the ‘Blacksmith Craftsmanship Skill.’


  [Blacksmith Craftsmanship Skill] 


  Lv: Master


  Produce equipment items that you know how to make.


  There is a certain probability of creating rare rated items.


  There is a low probability of creating epic rated items.


  There is a rare probability of creating unique rated items.


  * Due to the effect of mastering the skill, the attributes of all items are increased by 10%.


  * When rare rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +2. 


  Reputation throughout the continent will rise by +30.


  * When epic rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +4. 


  Reputation throughout the continent will rise by +80.


  * When unique rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +12. 


  Reputation throughout the continent will rise by +300. 


  “This is absurd…”


  According to the rankings, the first place blacksmith only had intermediate level blacksmith skills. Despite producing tens of thousands of items by the time he reached level 110, he barely reached the intermediate level. Thus, he said that production skill levels are hard to raise.


  However, I basically mastered the ‘Blacksmith Craftsmanship Skill’, which was beyond the ‘Advanced Blacksmith Technique’ and ‘Intermediate Blacksmith Technique’. If the person ranked number one in the blacksmith rankings were aware of my presence, he would probably quit the game.


  ‘When compared to him, I finally realize the greatness of a legendary class.’


  I then confirmed the other ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill.’


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill] 


  Lv. 1


  Produce equipment items that you know how to make.


  You can create the production methods for a new item with the ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation’ skill.


  There is a certain probability of producing rare~ epic rated items.


  There is a rare probability of creating unique rated items.


  There is a very rare probability of creating legendary rated items.


  *All stats of a production item will increase by 10%.


  * When rare rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +2 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +30.


  * When epic rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +4 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +80.


  * When unique rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +12 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +300.


  * When legendary rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +25 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +1,000.


  * Something special will occur with every five legendary items created. 


  “Wow…”


  The ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill’ was only level one. Nevertheless, it was far superior to the mastered ‘Blacksmith Craftsmanship Skill’. I couldn’t help admiring it. I was excited and immediately confirmed the ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation’ skill.


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation Skill]


  You can create three equipment item production methods every time the skill level of the ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill’ goes up. 


  Number of items that can be created at present: 3/3


  * When items are produced using this skill, the name of the creator is automatically placed on the item. 


  “Create an item? What is the method?”


  The explanation wasn’t easy to understand. Seeing was believing. I decided to try it out. I used the Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation Skill without hesitation.


  [What item do you want to create?]


  The most important item was naturally a weapon. A weapon allowed quick hunting and was directly linked to high levels. Among the weapons, I thought the best one was a greatsword. 


  Thick, big, beautiful… 


  A big sword that could smash the enemy’s armor was a man’s romance! Up to this point, I never selected a weapon other than a greatsword in games. Then first, let’s make a greatsword.


  “Greatsword.”


  [Have you decided?]


  “Yes.”


  [What materials would you like to use?]


  Ohu~ that’s right. I was creating a production method, so I needed to use the materials. Wasn’t it natural to use special materials? I thought of the person asking for party members to go on the ‘Guardian of the Forest’ boss raid.


  ‘I heard that the guardian of the forest drops the best mineral so far… the name is…’


  I recalled it and replied, “Blue Orichalcum.”


  [Have you decided?]


  “Yes.”




  Chapter 11


  [Please design the item.]


  A blank blueprint appeared in front of me. I was baffled.


  ‘Design? How do I do that?’


  I then knew what I should have done. Rather than visualize modern weapons such tanks and jet fighters, I needed to design a sword. Wasn’t it just a matter of the shape? I thought hard and started drawing on the blueprint with my finger. A correction effect seemed to be applied, as the picture perfectly displayed my thoughts.


  ‘I have to make it cool.’


  First, the length of the blade was 2m and the width was 80cm. The thickness was 8cm. The length of the handle was set at 40cm. 


  “…This is the appearance of a greatsword that can be seen anywhere.”


  The finished picture showed the limits of my impoverished imagination. I pondered for a moment before thinking of a good idea. I changed the shape of the blade to something curved like a scimitar and then extended the length of the blade to 3m.


  “Is this okay?”


  I liked the finished picture. It was like I was looking at a large scimitar with a short handle. At the same time, it had the heavy weight of a greatsword. 


  ‘It is reminiscent of a shark’s profile. The part of the blade is like a shark fin, and the end of the handle is a shark tail.’


  I admired the finished work for a while.


  ‘I have made something sophisticated and cool!’


  It gave the impression of a swimming shark. If I held it, some people might have the mistaken impression that I was carrying a shark and be shocked.


  ‘I didn’t know I would be so good at designing. Once I make money and pay back the debt, I should change my major to design.’


  I felt great satisfaction as I clicked on the OK button at the bottom of the blueprint.


  [Have you decided? When you complete the blueprint, the number of available creations from the creation skill will decrease by one.]


  “Yes.”


  Once I replied, numbers and languages quickly covered the blueprint. Figures were being calculated. It seemed that the system was calculating the details that I lacked in my design. After a while, an improved and completed design appeared. A bunch of Jargon and complicated numbers covered the blueprint. 


  “Eh?” 


  I could fully understand the jargon and numbers on the blueprint. I looked at the design contents and checked if there were any faults. It was amazing. I understood that contents of an item design that I had never even seen or studied.


  ‘The class compensation effect!’


  It was really great; I felt like an actual great blacksmith. As I was admiring it, a notification window popped up.  


  [Please describe the characteristics of the item.]


  “That’s right! Finally, the most important part is left!”


  I was excited.


  “This is an outstanding weapon. The attack power is one million… no, it is more than 10 million and the weight is only one. There is no level requirement. There is an option to absorb health with every attack. Can cause meteors to fall. The enemy will unconditionally die from one hit. Of course, defense is ignored. Anyway, this weapon is enough to hunt a dragon alone.”


  [That isn’t possible. The performance and options of an item can’t be arbitrarily set. The performance and options are determined by taking into account the materials used, the design, and the description of the features.]


  …Too bad.


  I tried to make the explanation as good as possible.


  “It is a greatsword, but thanks to its unusual shape, its cutting power is tremendous. The protruding part that resembles a shark’s fin will allow for unexpected attacks, and can even go through armor. Blue orichalcum is used as the material, so it is light and durable. And… and… um… well, that will be enough.”


  Was my vocabulary so lacking? I was horribly ashamed. In the first place, I only knew that blue orichalcum was light and durable. I didn’t know the exact information, so I can’t explain the merits.


  “Then… just…”


  Suddenly, I felt like the back of my head was hit with a hammer. It was a belated epiphany but if I was designing this with blue orichalcum as the material, wouldn’t I need blue orichalcum to make the item?


  ‘I’m screwed.’


  A level 200 boss monster dropped the material, while I was only level -3.  I could buy it from other people, but that wasn’t easy because the supply was small and the price was huge. It meant the design I made could become obsolete!


  “Cancel! Skill cancel! Clear everything!!”


  [The completion of the blueprint has already destroyed one of the available creation skill users. Even if you cancel the skill now, the number of times it can be used won’t be restored. Do you still want to cancel it?]


  “…No.”


  This was bad. It was a mistake in my thinking. It was a skill that should be used carefully after thorough investigation and thinking. 


  [Please name the item.]


  “Uhh… shit…”


  [Have you decided on ‘Uhhshit?’]


  “What nonsense are you saying? Please wait! Geez, what is this?” 


  I didn’t worry about it for too long.


  “Failure.”


  [Have you decided on ‘Failure?’]


  “Yes.”


  Yes, it was a failure that shouldn’t have been created in the first place. I was saddened at the number of times I could use the skill decreasing, but a hologram of the items was listed in the drafts.


  [Failure] 


  Rating: Unique ~ Legendary


  Unique Rating Information:


  Durability: 699/699   


  Attack Power: 733~1,621    Defense: 50


  * Agility +30


  * There is a low probability of blocking the enemy’s attacks.


  * There is a certain probability of activating the ‘5 Joint Attacks’ skill.


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘Cutting’ skill.


  * There will be a fear effect if the enemy is more than 20 levels lower than the user. 


  * Attack power +20% in dark places.  


  Legendary Rating Information:


  Durability: 1,090/1,090   


  Attack Power: 874~1,820    Defense: 80


  * Agility +50


  * There is a low probability of blocking the enemy’s attacks.


  * There is a certain probability of activating the ‘5 Joint Attack’ skill.


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘Cutting’ skill.


  * The skill ‘Bisect’ will be created.


  * There will be a fear effect if the enemy is more than 20 levels lower than the user.


  * Attack power +20% in dark places.


  It is designed by a legendary blacksmith. It is a greatsword, but its cutting ability is excellent because of its unique shape. It resembles the predator of the sea, a shark, and gives fear to the enemies. The small blades spiking from the sword will increase the defense. 


  Blue orichalcum is used as a material. Its lightness means the attack speed doesn’t fall. Due to the nature of the blue orichalcum, it becomes stronger in the dark.


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher. More than 5,000 strength. 


  Advanced Sword Mastery level 8 or higher.


  Weight: 550 


  “…Hiccup!”


  Amazing. It was a master weapon, not a failure. A one of a kind item in this world. And I was the one who created this item. I couldn’t believe it.


  “Isn’t this huge?”


  The words automatically emerged from my stunned mouth. Yes, I could be rich. If I went into more debt and bought blue orichalcum, I could make ‘Failure’ and put it on the trading site. Then the price of the item would skyrocket. Then I could pay all my debts and still have a lot of money left! 


  Truly a legendary blacksmith!  It was literally the goose that laid the golden egg.


  “…Uh?”


  Then that feeling sank as I read the stats and options of the completed ‘Failure’. I checked the usage conditions attached at the end.


  “It needs level 300?”


  Two days ago, I heard that the level of the first ranked person on the unified rankings was estimated to be around 250. 


  ‘Then 300?’


  That wasn’t the only problem.


  “5,000 strength?!”


  10 stat points were gained with every level. Even if a person invested all of their points into strength for every level up, it would be almost impossible to have 5,000 strength at level 300, even with titles and equipment that raised their stats.


  ‘There are classes that receive extra strength, but it isn’t common. In the first place, who would be idiotic enough to invest all of their points in strength?’ 


  Finally, there was the Advanced Sword Mastery level 8. Currently, the first ranked blacksmith had intermediate level skills. I couldn’t predict how long it would take for people to get Advanced Sword Master level 8.


  Even if I managed to make ‘Failure’, nobody would be able to use it in the near future. This meant that selling it was impossible. My dream of making a fortune was shattered in an instant. As the name suggested, ‘Failure’ was a failure.


  “…Then that’s it. There is no springtime in my life. Shit.”


  I was frustrated but quickly corrected my mindset. Then I tried to deduce why such exorbitant usage conditions were attached to the item I created. It wasn’t difficult to come to a conclusion.


  ‘It was a mistake to try and make it unconditionally good.’


  The development team of Satisfy had caught the hearts of the world, so they wouldn’t be that easy. ‘Failure’ wasn’t an item that could be acquired randomly through hunting or a raid. It was a production item that could be produced indefinitely if there were enough materials. It was likely that the system placed restrictions on the game items in order to maintain the game balance. Those restrictions were in the usage conditions.


  ‘An acceptable performance. Isn’t this the most important thing about the creative skills?’


  The creation skill had a limited number of uses. It had to be used with care. I decided to seal the creation skill. If I created and sold superior items that didn’t destroy the balance, I would be able to earn a lot of money quickly and pay off my debt. However, I didn’t want to rush it.


  I wanted to see it as the ultimate weapon to use for myself before encountering a difficult quest or a strong enemy.


  ‘The creation skill is for me. If I am in a crisis situation, I can create an item that can break through the situation.’


  As a simple example, if I encountered a boss monster capable of causing tremendous fire damage, I could create and build an item that greatly increased my fire resistance properties before the raid.


  If I didn’t create items for sale, I didn’t have to worry about the usage conditions. One of the biggest advantages of Pagma’s Descendant was that there was no restriction on the items I could wear.  If I created items with a fraudulent power like ‘Failure’, I could show the highest power among existing items, even if the penalty was attached. 


  After I cleared my mind, I checked how to make ‘Failure.’ The materials were also a problem. In order to produce ‘Failure’, I needed a huge supply 15 blue orichalcum ore.


  ‘Even the handle is made with blue orichalcum… It was a mistake to choose only blue orichalcum as the material. If I used other materials as well, the number of blue orichalcum ore required would be reduced.’


  I saw Failure’s tremendous options, so I was filled with the desire to produce and use it right away. If I could get my hands on Failure, I would be able to demonstrate a fearful combat power. But it was impossible to obtain blue orichalcum.


  ‘Let’s get rid of this vain regret. No, wait. Can I participate in the Guardian of the Forest raid party? The person recruiting party members said that level was irrelevant.’


  I remembered the Guardian of the Forest raid party and headed back to the center of the square. Then I walked up to the black man with the ID ‘Toban’.


  “I would like to participate in the raid.”




  Chapter 12


  If not now, I didn’t know when I would be able to join a Guardian of the Forest raid party in the future.


  “Please let me join the party.”


  I would join the party, survive until the Guardian of the Forest died and pick up all the blue orichalcum that dropped. It didn’t matter if the other party members died. 


  ‘Anyway, my experience can’t drop if I die!’ 


  If I were really unlucky, then I might drop Mamon’s Greatsword or Mengel’s Plate Armor, which made up my entire fortune. But if I took the risk, I might be able to obtain blue orichalcum. I expressed my strong emotions when I gazed at Toban. 


  Was I too brazen? Did I have any sense of shame? I looked up to see Toban looking at me with a perplexed expression.


  “What is your level?”


  “What? Didn’t you say that level and class doesn’t matter?”


  “I did say that at first, but… unexpected party members arrived, so I am now looking for those who are over level 120, preferably those with divine magic or magician professions. As you may know, the Guardian of the Forest is a monster whose body is made of minerals, so physical attacks won’t work on it.”


  Toban stared at my greatsword with an unconvinced look, a gaze that strongly conveyed that he didn’t want to accept me into the party.


  ‘Then this guy shouldn’t have said that he would take any level or class.’


  Should I give up? No, I couldn’t give up when thinking about the blue orichalcum. I would join the party no matter what.


  “Please accept me. I won’t hold you back.”


  “What is your level?”


  I was currently level -3, but due to Mamon’s Greatsword and Mengel’s Plate Armor, my actual combat ability was above level 30. If I confessed that I was level 30… I would be kicked out straight away.


  “30… no, minus… no, plus 100.”


  “30 minus, plus 100?”


  “No ~ no. Just 100.”


  I was currently level -3, but I would’ve been close to level 100 if it weren’t for Ashur’s quest. Let’s try it once.  When I actually entered the party, I didn’t intend to fight. Instead, I would follow like I was a dead mouse.


  ‘If I’m careful, they won’t notice that I deceived them about my level.’


  Toban had a worried expression on his face.


  “Your weapon is a greatsword? Isn’t it around level 65? Even if your item has an epic rating, claiming to be level 100… Are you really level 100?”


  “Of course I am. My Mamon’s Greatsword has been strengthened to +5, so I can still use it.”


  My face was still. I was just bluffing. I exploited the fact that items enhanced below +5 wouldn’t have a change in appearance, so I lied that the +0 Mamon’s Greatsword was actually +5.


  But Toban wasn’t easy to pass.


  “Even if Mamon’s Greatsword is +5, to still use it at level 100 is… In addition, your armor isn’t as good as the equipment that level 100 users can wear. Besides, where are your boots, gauntlets, and accessories?”


  It was accurate. Mengel’s Plate Armor, which I was currently wearing, was only level 60.  My helmet, boots, gauntlets, and accessories were all lost by the end of the three months quest… 


  ‘Items that are like my blood…’


  In the case of the boots and gauntlets, they were destroyed because I didn’t manage the durability. I managed the durability of my helmet and accessories, but it was unfortunate that I dropped them when I died.


  As I recalled the hellish past, Toban looked at me suspiciously.


  I said, “The only people who don’t need armor and accessories are those with excellent control over their weapons, like me. In fact, I remove this armor whenever I hunt. I only arm myself with the greatsword on hunts.”


  Control was a word that didn’t apply to me, as I drank potions like I drank water whenever I hunted. When I watched the hunters on TV, I saw them exquisitely take advantage of the monsters’ gaps, firing off powerful skills as they avoided the attacks of monsters. Meanwhile, I just took random potshots and drank potions whenever my health was low. That was my hunting method. 


  But right now, I needed to bluff to enter the raid party. Therefore, I quoted the remark I heard about control. However, that was a big mistake. Toban’s body was fully armed with heavy armor and a shield.


  “Hoh… so people who wear armor aren’t skilled?”


  He was smiling, but his eyes were cold. He was seriously angry. The problem was that the other party members around were also filled with righteous indignation.


  “You make it sound like wearing armor and accessories is a bad thing.”


  “Listen to him; He never wears armor.”


  “Those who wear armor and accessories aren’t authentic? If we don’t want to be ignored, we should take it off…”


  I tried to calm down the angry people who were talking sarcastically, “That’s too much. I didn’t mean anything bad, I was just explaining why I am less dependent on defense.”


  “Anyway, that means that I shouldn’t be armed! Your level is lower than mine!”


  A wild-looking, hairy middle-aged person interrupted with a shout. He was equipped with two shining axes, armor and gorgeous ornaments, looking completely like a high-level user. He looked angrier than all the others.


  “Grid? This is the first time I’ve seen you. You, have you done any hunting at the hunting grounds around here? I know how powerful the monsters in this area are. You sure must be confident if you’re bragging about hunting them without armor.”


  The other party members nodded.


  “Based on his words, he must be a newbie to this area.”


  “Have you ever seen someone called Grid?”


  “I’ve never seen him at a nearby hunting ground. How about you?”


  “Honestly, it sounds like crap… I think he is actually lower than level 100.”


  “Looking at him now, it seems like he died and dropped his items on a lone hunt. Maybe his intentions to enter the party are impure. He already has nothing to lose so…”


  The atmosphere was getting worse.


  ‘Sharp people… What now? Should I give up on the party?’


  As I was feeling confused… A blond haired man with his upper body revealed appeared and intervened.


  “Everybody stop.”


  The party members became excited at the man’s appearance.


  “First place in the martial artist rankings, Regas.”


  “The equipment items requirements are so severe that raising the level is difficult, yet he is already over level 180.”


  “His nickname is Taekwon Master, Taekwon Master. Is it true that a mob will melt when hit by his fists?”


  “Wow~! He really came! I did well to join this party! Martial artists ignore defense to attack the weak point. Can’t this technique inflict huge damage to the Guardian of the Forest?”


  Regas caught my eye and approached me. “A greatsword is very slow and has wide movements, so it isn’t easy to take evasive actions during battle. Therefore, it is amazing that you are hunting without wearing armor.” 


  Regas was good looking, slim, and had ideal muscles. Due to the nature of his class, he was popular with women because he didn’t wear any tops. In fact, when I looked closer at him, I saw that he was, in fact, very handsome. I felt like a squid standing next to him. 


  I instinctively hated handsome people so I replied bluntly, “It isn’t a big deal.”


  “Hoh, it isn’t a big deal… My expectations about your skills have increased. I would love to directly see your amazing abilities.”


  Regas said to the others, “This guy will also join the party. Originally, it was a party that had no limits on class or level. Some of the party members are below level 90, so I don’t think there’s a problem in accepting one more level 100 user.”


  “But…”


  People still responded poorly, so Regas added,


  “As you know, only level 170 or higher users can hit the Guardian of the Forest properly. Nevertheless, the reason why I gathered as many people as possible without a level limit is that people are needed to mark the golems constantly summoned by the Guardian of the Forest. The Guardian of the Forest will be dealt with by my 17 guild members, including Toban and Vantner. We want people to tie up the feet of the crystal golems while we focus on the Guardian of the Forest. I think that Grid’s skills are sufficient for our wishes.” 


  “……”


  “He wants to join the party, so I don’t know why we should refuse. I can understand you doubting his actions, but why do you doubt people beforehand?”


  The remarks of a strong person were reputable. Once Regas spoke, the party members had an atmosphere like they would accept me into the party. But they had impure intentions.


  “Let’s see how well his control is.”


  “Watch him fighting… We will see if he’s a braggart or not.”


  “He said that he fights with his armor off? Then he can’t wear his armor on this raid.”


  “I will watch him closely.”


  A party filled with intense hostility! This wasn’t a Guardian of the Forest raid party, but a Grid raid party.


  ‘I can’t join this party.’


  If I joined the party now, I would have to fight in front of them. As a level -3 player, I would surely die quickly and not even see the Guardian of the Forest, let alone see the blue orichalcum. It would also come with extra embarrassment involved.


  “It’s okay. I won’t join the party.” I stepped back, causing the middle-aged man to laugh.


  “Were you just bluffing?”


  An attitude that ignored people! But I didn’t get angry because his words were true.


  I replied coldly, “It isn’t a good idea to join a party with people who don’t trust me.”


  Originally, party members should be able to trust each other with their backs. However, everyone here doubted me. The party members were forced to accept my words.


  “Well… that is true.” 


  “Come to think of it, we were so excited that we drove him to the other end.” 


  “I agree. I didn’t know if it was the truth, so I should’ve just stayed silent.”


  “That’s right. Actually, weren’t we the ones who committed the sin? I feel bad now.”


  I didn’t hold onto the party members any longer and left this place. Regas followed me.


  “What is it?”


  My attitude was cold, but Regas just asked for a handshake with a gentle smile.


  “I hope to see you again next time, Greatsword warrior who doesn’t use armor. As a person who walks along the path of a martial artist, I am very interested in you.”


  I didn’t doubt that he was interested in me. I didn’t think it was a bluff as I gazed into his honest eyes.


  I shook hands with him and thought, ‘Why is he so naive?’


  He was a good person. If I had a chance someday, I would make him a friend that I could borrow money from.


  “Then I’ll see you again.”


  Take money from him later… no, I owed him. Therefore, I said goodbye to Regas with a big smile headed straight to the smithy.




  Chapter 13


  I only had 3 gold and 11 silver. I had to make items and sell them to people in order to earn enough to use the carriage. Once I saved up enough money, I could buy some blue orichalcum ore and make ‘Failure.’ However, saving money was as hard as plucking the stars from the night skies.


  “Eh?”


  The moment I set foot in the smithy,


  [The effect of mastering ‘Blacksmith’s  Craftsmanship Skill’ is activated. Blacksmith NPCs with craftsmanship skill beyond the intermediate level will treat you in a friendly manner.


  [’Pagma’s Descendant’ class effect is activated. Blacksmith NPCs with advanced level craftsmanship skills will recognize and worship you.]


  This was a hidden feature? It meant I could readily obtain the desired production methods from blacksmiths.


  “Wow.”


  The Pagma’s Descendant class, the most I experienced it, the more I liked it. At first, I disliked it because it was a production class. However, it truly was a legendary class. I joyfully entered the smithy and found a blacksmith sweating in front of a hearth.


  “I want to make and sell the most profitable item with the greatest demand. What is that item? Please give me a recommendation.”


  I smiled brightly.


  ‘I am Pagma’s Descendant, someone who has mastered the Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill. Feel appreciation towards me, worship me, and hand over the appropriate crafting method!’


  But the next development went against my expectations. Instead of the worshipping, the blacksmith gazed at me with cold eyes.


  “Bah, a kid wants to talk about this subject. I don’t want to talk to a rude and incompetent person like you, so get out.”


  “……?”


  This was an ordinary NPC’s attitude towards level 1 users. 


  ‘He didn’t recognize me?’


  An intermediate or advanced blacksmith would instantly recognize me, but the blacksmith here didn’t know me. It meant that he was a low level blacksmith who hadn’t even reached the intermediate level.


  ‘Ah, you. I met a lousy person.’


  I wanted to go to another blacksmith, but this was the only smithy in the village. I expected this to be easy due to the notification window, but it was in vain.


  ‘I forgot how unlucky I was. Dammit.’ 


  It couldn’t be helped. I hurriedly changed my attitude and respectfully spoke to the blacksmith, “You were so passionate about your work that I was afraid to disturb your concentration. Therefore, I wanted to quickly get to the point. Did I sound rude? If so, please forgive me.”


  “Huh, I see. You have learned strange manners.”


  The blacksmith looked at me with interest. I stood as politely as possible, like a man engaged in a service job.


  “I am Grid. I would like to learn how to make items.”


  The blacksmith snorted. “Bah, do you think anyone can learn how to make items? A child like you should start from firewood. No, not even. If you sincerely want to learn how to make items from me, you should go to the backyard and obtain firewood. You should be thankful that I am letting you do this.”


  “…How expected from a lowly blacksmith.”


  “Huh? Did you say something just now?


  “No?”


  I was the one feeling regret now. The only person I could depend on in this village was a lowly blacksmith. If I was kicked out from here without learning how to make items, I would have to save money while doing restaurant chores or working in the fields until I gathered enough for the carriage.


  “I’ll chop the firewood. How much do I need?”


  The blacksmith gave me an old axe and said, “As much as you can.”


  [Chop Firewood] 


  Difficulty: E


  Blacksmith Smith has given you an errand to chop firewood. If you can finish this task well, Smith will look upon you in a more favorable light.


  Quest Clear Conditions: 500 pieces of firewood.


  Quest Reward: Affinity with Smith +10, experience +10, 20 bronze.


  Quest Failure: Affinity with Smith -10. 


  ‘Wow, it’s a normal quest window this time.’


  After starting Ashur’s quest, I only received S-grade or SS-grade quests, so receiving a normal quest felt like my mind was cleansed.


  ‘I need 20 experience until my next level up… If I complete this quest, my experience bar will fill up by half.’


  There was no change in the amount of experience needed to level up from -3 or -1. The amount of experience needed for minus levels seemed to be 20 points. In other words, at the minus level, I could raise my level just by doing these miscellaneous quests.


  ‘First of all, I need to escape from the minus level.’


  I thought positive thoughts and headed to the backyard with the axe. After checking the trees piled up on one side, I looked at the axe in my hand. It was an old axe. Could this old axe be used to chop firewood? 


  ‘Rather, I’m worried that the axe will be shattered upon hitting the tree… He might be angry if I break his axe, so I have to be careful…’


  I decided to use the ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal’ skill on the old axe.


  “Appraisal.”


  [The blacksmith who becomes a legend that appraises items with an excellent discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will be found.]


  [Smith’s Old Axe] 


  Rating: Normal


  Durability: 6/6   Attack Power: 4~7


  An axe that the blacksmith Smith has used since he was young. It was well made and is very old, but still cuts well. The durability is weak so there is a danger that it will be destroyed. 


  Weight: 40 


  [No hidden functions exist.]


  It was an ordinary axe, save for the fact that it was very old. I felt relief, rather than disappointment, that the item didn’t have a hidden function. I had gone through so many incidents lately that I missed ordinary things.


  [You have grasped the materials that make up Smith’s Old Axe, the production method, and the intentions of its creator.]


  [Your understanding of Smith’s Old Axe is now at 100%. You can use Smith’s Old Axe perfectly.]


  [You have learned how to make an axe.]


  Thanks to his passive skill, he perfectly understood the item and new notification windows popped up.


  “I got 100% understanding straight away.” 


  It seemed that items with low ratings could reach the maximum understanding just by using Appraisal on them. Indeed, it would be funny if a legendary blacksmith looked at a normal axe and couldn’t understand its production method.


  “There are no conditions of use, so I don’t think an increased understanding is useful. The advantage is that the axe production method is gained.”


  A penalty would occur if I equipped an item that I didn’t meet the conditions of. The ‘understanding’ of an item was just a skill that played a role in reducing the penalty. Smith’s Old Axe was an item that didn’t have a usage penalty, so there were no advantages to the 100% understanding, except for the addition of the production method.


  I didn’t feel much inspiration, but I placed the axe to one side and set up a log. I thought about spitting into my hands and rubbing them together, like the old man in historical dramas.


  ‘There is no need for physical power when chopping firewood. I just need to go along the grain.’


  It was knowledge I picked up from somewhere, but I didn’t know exactly what it meant by following the grain. It was simply knowledge that couldn’t be applied. However, there was no need to worry. Couldn’t I just cut the piece of wood like I would cut a monster with my greatsword? 


  ‘It is like using swordsmanship on a tree.’


  I picked up the axe I had put aside. The moment I was about to chop the log… A solid black line was drawn near the center of the log.


  “What is this?”


  Strange. I watched it for a moment before putting the axe down, watching the black line disappear like it was a lie. I picked up the axe again. The black line soon reappeared. It felt like the axe was telling me to hit the black line.


  “This is the effect of 100% understanding.”


  It was a possible interpretation, but I couldn’t be sure. I avoided the black line and hit the middle of the log with the axe.


  Beeok!


  Although I struck down with all my might, the axe failed and stopped halfway through the log. Chopping it in one go had failed. A notification window popped up stating that the durability of the axe had decreased by one.


  “T-This humiliation…”


  I couldn’t even chop firewood… I was useless here as well! I felt frustrated as I barely managed to pull out the axe stuck in the log. Then I threw the half split piece of wood to the side and picked up a new log.


  “This time…”


  I gazed at the black line and swung the axe.


  Ttaak!


  The moment the axe touched the solid line, a light sound was made and an exhilarating feeling  could be felt. The log was split in half without any resistance.


  “Ohh!!”


  I was forced to admire the effect of understanding the item, finally realizing the importance of understanding.


  ‘This is what it meant by handling the item perfectly. The benefit of increasing item understanding isn’t just reducing the penalties or learning how to make the item.’


  There was an expression about treating items as another limb. If I raised a sword’s understanding to 100%, I could use that sword like it was my own limb. Item understanding could be thought to have the same type of concept as Weapons Mastery.


  ‘If I raise the understanding of items I created to 100%…’


  Invincible! I had played the game for over a year, but now there was the possibility of entering the rankings!


  “Okay, earn money quickly and pay off my debt! Then I will become a ranker with the power of items!”


  Once I became a ranker, I would receive a staggering amount of requests from various media. I could become a rich person just from the TV performance fees. It came with bonus popularity and fame. No one could ignore me anymore and I would be able to gain the heart of my first love, Ahyoung!


  My motivation shot upwards!


  “Haaaah!! Hat! Hat! Hap!”


  Ttaak! Ttaak! Ttaak! Ttadadak~!


  I didn’t rest as I chopped firewood for two hours. I couldn’t stop because the feeling of success was so thrilling. But the pleasure only lasted for a while. As my level was -3, my poor stamina quickly ran out my sense of hunger came quickly after.


  I started getting tired at around the 150th piece of firewood, my breathing became arduous and pained.


  ‘Should I take a break and rest?’


  No, I wouldn’t.


  The three months I spent on Ashur’s quest was exceptionally painful and difficult, but I pressed on without giving up. I had experienced such a thing, so I couldn’t take a break while chopping firewood. This exhaustion was nothing compared to everything I experienced before.


  ‘This isn’t hard work. Don’t rest. Finish quickly and proceed to the next quest. I will level up and make money.’


  I grit my teeth and kept on chopping the firewood.




  Chapter 14


  Once I finished my 280th piece of firewood, my hunger became worse and I started to become dizzy. However, I didn’t stop.


  ‘I wouldn’t be me if I gave up at this point.’


  Since childhood, I had never been good at anything. I wasn’t smart, wasn’t handsome, and my personality wasn’t good. I wasn’t even good at sports or exercising. I didn’t have a special talent in a single field. 


  I had no abilities, felt severe jealousy towards others, and made excuses…


  I couldn’t deny that I was a bad representation of the human race. However, the reason I was able to build amicable relationships in high school was through my persistence.


  I wasn’t very smart. I needed to study several times more than others just to maintain a normal grade. My personality was bad. I often put on a charade that was just as good as the politicians. I wasn’t good at exercising. During PE, I was able to play soccer with others because I tried diligently.


  I knew this about myself, so I tried. I did my best to not give up. Thanks to my persistence, I was able to go to university and make it safely through the army. I might be debt-ridden because of Satisfy, but I barely managed to maintain an ordinary life.


  Anyway, persistence was my strong point.


  “Level… money…”


  I was caught by this obsession and didn’t stop moving my axe. I had just chopped the 460th piece of firewood when suddenly, a notification window popped up.


  [Persistence stat has been opened.]


  “Eh?”


  Surprisingly, it was a new stat. I immediately checked the stat.


  [Persistence]


  You never give up, even in the face of a difficult task. You won’t get tired easily. The possessions weight limit has increased. The feeling of satiation will last for a long time.


  * The higher the number, the higher the effect.


  * Stat points can’t be distributed to this stat.


  * Every time 10 points are gained in this stat, the ‘Indomitable’ stat will increase by 1 point. 


   “Wow!”


  I wouldn’t tire easily, my weight limit would increase, and satiety would last for a long time! It was truly fantastic.  Furthermore, my indomitable stat would go up by one with every 10 points in persistence?


  ‘I have to be persistent to raise this stat?’


  I felt some doubt as I returned to chopping the firewood. 


  ‘I showed a lot more persistence when completing Ashur’s quest… why wasn’t the persistence stat created until now?’


  I could only think of it as the difference between a normal rank class and a legendary rank class.


  ‘It might be the same actions and same effort, but the stat growth rate of a legendary class is higher than a normal class.’


  Once I discovered the new benefits of the legendary class, I forgot all of my fatigue and started to chop the firewood with more determination.


  Ttaak! Ttaak!


  As the number of firewood increased, I developed the knack of hitting the firewood. 


  Despite hitting along the grain, the durability of the axe decreased by one point every 200 pieces of firewood. However, at a certain point, it no longer decreased and the speed of my chopping accelerated.


  By the time I finished 1,000 pieces of firewood, I had four points in the persistence stat.


  [You haven’t consumed food in a long time, so all stats have dropped by half. It is easier to become affected by an abnormal state. If you continue to starve, your health will gradually decline.]


  It was a close call. I was lying breathless on the ground. 


  “Pant pant…”


  My knees were weak and my arms were heavy. My whole body was screaming in pain, making it hard to move. Despite the compensation from the persistence stat, my -3 level stamina was still poor.


  I had chopped firewood for only six hours, but I was exhausted. I ate the bread and water that I took out of my inventory and looked towards the east where the Grey Forest was located.


  ‘The raid party should’ve arrived at the Guardian of the Forest by now. It is good that I didn’t join the party… I would’ve been disgraced if I joined.’ 


  With my -3 level stamina, I wouldn’t even have been able to follow the movement speed of the other party members. How embarrassing would it have been if I died from exhaustion, not by a monster? I shook my head as I recalled my premature attempt to join the party.


  ‘When I think about it, I don’t even know the drop rate of blue orichalcum. My thinking was too simple when I tried to join the party. I should think and act more carefully.’


  It felt like I had a small amount of mental growth. 


  After a while, I barely recovered and returned to Smith’s smithy.


  “I finished chopping the firewood. I did as much as possible and managed to obtain 1,000 pieces.”


  “What?” Smith burst out, “Puhahahahat! A newbie like you chopped 1,000 pieces of firewood in six hours? You aren’t just a newbie, but a liar as well! Are you trying to deceive me?”


  He laughed like it was funny and glared at me.


  ‘Is this person bipolar?’


  I pointed towards Smith’s backyard. “Isn’t it too much to lie that I chopped 1,000 firewood in six hours? If you don’t believe me, why don’t you go and check it directly?”


  “You don’t have to tell me that. If you cheat me, I’ll kick you out of here straight away.”


  I followed Smith towards the backyard. After a few moments… Smith’s mouth dropped open as he saw the 1,000 firewood piled up on one side.


  “H-How is this possible…? How can someone like you cut 1,000 pieces of firewood so quickly? They’re also perfect…! No, the amount of time isn’t the problem. You don’t have the stamina to chop 1,000 pieces of firewood! Tell me honestly! Where did all this firewood come from? Did it come from Vans carpenter store? Or did you buy it from the woodcutter who lives in the mountains? Foolish guy! I asked you to chop the firewood yourself!”


  “What? Why are you framing someone? These are my own logs of firewood!”


  “Ridiculous! It can’t be!”


  Was this person senile? Why didn’t he believe me? I picked up the axe. Smith flinched and stepped back as he saw it in my hands. I set up a log.


  Ttaack!


  My woodcutting technique had reached the peak after chopping 1,000 logs of firewood. As soon as the axe met the wood, a clear sound was heard. It was a thrilling sound that rang through the smithy.


  Smith marveled at the sound and then looked surprised when he saw the log split neatly in two. After staring blankly, he nodded and opened his mouth, “I thought you were an ordinary newbie, but you’ve actually worked for a long time in woodworking.”


  “No.”


  “Then, you’re a woodcutter.”


  “No.” I reached out a hand towards Smith, who was talking nonsense. “First, give me the compensation.”


  “Umm… Yes. The work is better than I expected, so I will give you more compensation than I promised…”


  Doubt could still be seen in Smith’s eyes, but he pulled out 40 coins. At that moment, the quest completion notification window stated that I received 15 experience points. The way that Smith gazed at me also changed considerably. Before, he had looked at me like a cockroach, and now I was like a mutt on the streets?


  I was proud. I had felt helpless in the successive S and SS-grade quests, so completing a normal quest after a long time gave me a sense of accomplishment. As I was bathing in the afterglow, Smith gave me a pickaxe.


  “If you climb the mountain, there will be a mine. Gather iron ore from there!”


  “How much?”


  “As much as possible!”


  [Mine Iron Ore]


  Difficulty: E


  Blacksmith Smith is suspicious of you.


  He keeps looking and looking, but Smith can’t understand why you are better at chopping firewood than him.


  Smith has greatly increased the difficulty of the task in order to assess you properly.


  Quest Clear Conditions: 80 pieces of iron ore.


  Quest Reward: Affinity with Smith +30, experience +55, 20 bronze.


  Quest Failure: Affinity with Smith -30. 


  55 experience! If I cleared the quest, I would go up three levels at once and finally get rid of the minus level. I was happy. 


  No, wait. ‘Other people start at level 1, while I’m glad about reaching level 0…’


  I felt strange as I accepted the quest.


  “I’m going now.”


  I placed strength in the hand holding the pickaxe. I had a huge passive skill that was understanding items. If I took advantage of this, the mining job would be done without difficulty. I left the smithy without delay. As I headed to a small mountain in the back of the village, I asked a child passing by.


  “Kid, do any monsters emerge on that mountain?”


  Was he eight years old? The kid with the runny nose shrugged and replied, “Are you really asking that question? How can there be monsters on a mountain attached to the village? My dad says that the lord’s soldiers patrol this area for our safety. So you don’t have to be a shivering coward, Traveler.”


  “C-Coward? Me?”


  The spiteful expression and nasty tone! A nasty kid who provoked the urge to punish him. As I prepared to rub my fist on the child’s head, I saw a big man, probably the child’s father, approaching. The man looked between me and the boy with a disapproving expression.


  “Boy, why are you hanging around that traveler? He looks stupid, so don’t associate with him!”


  “Yes. I only replied to him because he looked so pathetic and frustrated.”


  “Huhu, my son had to go through a lot of trouble. By the way, how did a traveler like that come to our village? Our village isn’t a place that lazy people can enter.”


  “That’s right. But he asked me a question and I didn’t want to be rude.”


  “Hahahat! Yes yes. Then let’s go to eat. Your mother is waiting.”


  “Yes Father!”


  The father and kid walked away. Dammit, now I was being ignored by a kid.


  “It is too much.”


  The NPCs’ attitude towards me was disturbing.  During the level 1-10 beginner days, the NPCs didn’t show a favourable opinion towards users, but they still taught us and helped us grow.  However, they unconditionally ignored me now that I was a minus level. They felt irritated just making eye contact with me.


  My reputation might’ve increased by 500 in exchange for discovering Pagma’s Rare Book, as well as the dignity stat after changing classes, but the minus level itself seemed to have the worst affinity with NPCs.


  ‘Then Doran was a really nice person.’


  I preferred a NPC like Doran, who mistook me for a high level. He forced me to accept the quest, but at least he didn’t ignore me.


  ‘When I think of Doran, I’m reminded of Doran’s ring.’


  I still mourned the thought of the loss of Doran’s ring. 


  I gazed at the sky for a moment and soothed my mind. I checked my status window before moving to the mountains.




  Chapter 15


  Name: Grid 


  Level: -3 (15/20)


  Class: Pagma’s Descendant


  * The probability of adding additional options when making items will increase.


  * The probably of item enhancement will increase. 


  * All equipment items can be worn unconditionally. However, the is a penalty depending on the rating of the item. 


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  * Abnormal conditions don’t work well on you.


  * You won’t die when health is at the minimum.


  * Easily acknowledged.


  Health: 34/34      Mana: 3/3


  Strength: 1 + 5   Stamina: 1   Agility: 1   Intelligence: 1 


  Dexterity: 1  Persistence: 4


  Composure: 1   Indomitable: 1   Dignity: 1   Insight: 1


  Stat Points: 0


  Weight: 3,075/200


  * The weight limit exceeds 200%, so movement speed is reduced by 100%. 


  The body is heavy and cannot exert any power properly. 


  The probability of receiving the ‘weakened’ state has become really high. 


  ‘It will take a while to climb the mountain with this slow pace.’


  My pace was too slow, despite accelerating at full speed. I wanted to leave all of the items at the warehouse. But there was nothing free in this world. In order to use the warehouse, I had to pay a considerable amount of money.


  ‘I can’t afford to spend my money on a warehouse when I am desperately needing a carriage.’


  Money was money, but there was also the expectation that the act of enduring the ‘slow pace’ would have an impact on my persistence stat.


  “Okay, let’s just go.”


  I headed towards the mountain at a slow pace. The distance between the smithy and the mountain wasn’t far. Would it take around 30 minutes with the average speed of an adult male?  But my movement speed fell by a huge 100%! It took me one hour to arrive at the base of the mountain.


  “Phew.”


  I was tired, despite walking even more slowly than others. It was amazing how creatures like turtles and slugs could live with their slow movement speed. After three hours,


  “Pant pant…”


  I was barely able to climb to the middle of the mountain. The mountain path was well constructed and the slope wasn’t steep, but it took me this long to arrive at the end of the path. It was now dark.


  “I just need to go a little further…”


  The light from the entrance of the mine wasn’t far away, but it wasn’t easy to reach. My poor stamina was already depleted.


  “Shit…”


  I didn’t want to delay arriving at my destination. 


  I barely suppressed my desire to rest and struggled to move on. One step, another step, each step was filled with a heavy weight. It felt like I was walking in deep water while wearing thick cotton clothes. But I went forward. 


  The moment I arrived at the mine!


  [Your persistence has risen.]


  “As I expected!”


  I laughed as I looked at my rising stat. It felt like I recovered from my tired spirit instantly. While I couldn’t raise these stats through leveling up, the ones that grew through certain behaviors gave me a tremendous sense of accomplishment and pleasure, like a drug. It seemed like I would never be able to stop grinding stats for the rest of my life.


  I entered the mine and literally sat down with joy. I took a break and consumed bread and water, then my stamina slowly recovered.


  “Then shall I start? Appraisal.”


  After judging that I had rested enough, I took out the pickaxe and used the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill.


  [Smith’s Pickaxe] 


  Rating: Normal


  Durability: 19/19   Attack Power: 7~9


  A pickaxe used by the blacksmith, Smith. It was used by Smith to build up his skills.


  Thanks to the strong durability, Smith collected 120 iron ore in a single day with this pickaxe. Since that day, the miners in this village have acknowledged Smith. 


  Weight: 40 


  [A hidden function doesn’t exist.]


  [You have grasped the materials that make up Smith’s Pickaxe, the production method, and the intentions of its creator.]


  [Your understanding of Smith’s Pickaxe is now at 100%. You can use Smith’s Pickaxe perfectly.]


  [You have learned how to make a pickaxe.]


  I received a great stimulus after reading the description of the pickaxe.


  ‘T-That old man mined 120 iron ores in one day?’


  I received a quest to mine 80 iron ores. There was no time limit. Yes, it would take a few days to gather the 80 iron ores needed to complete the quest. But I couldn’t relax after finding out that Smith obtained 120 iron ores in one day.


  ‘I am going to obtain 200 pieces in one day and then make that old man recognize me!’


  I looked around the mine with the pickaxe in my hand. Red dots glittered all over the walls.


  ‘I am supposed to hit those spots.’


  As I moved to one red dot, the miners resting on the side discovered me.


  “Hey Newbie, why are you holding a pickaxe in your hand? Surely you aren’t trying to mine?”


  “I am.”


  “What? Puhahahat!!”


  The miners laughed. Some of them rolled across the floor with tears in their eyes. Another person frowned and said. “Cut it out. A newbie like you can swing all day and not even obtain a single iron ore.”


  The others agreed.


  “You should be glad if you don’t break your wrist.”


  “We are saying this because we are worried, so just go home. New. Bie.”  


  ‘Yes, laugh now.’


  I didn’t respond to them. I would show them with my actions!


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  [Iron ore has been acquired.]


  The iron ore emerged after I hit the red dot three or four times. The miners were amazed at the sight.


  “Ah, no? How can he do it so easily…?”


  “Hey, it’s just a coincidence.”


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  [Iron ore has been acquired.]


  “Wow…”


  “What, that guy? Why is he so good when he looks so incompetent?”


  “Fools. That isn’t his skill. The pickaxe is special.”


  One of the whispering miners approached me before reaching out and saying,.


  “That pickaxe, can I try it?”


  Did they think I was mining using the power of an item because they couldn’t recognize my skills? I wanted to see the expressions of the miners change when they realize that my pickaxe was ordinary. So I handed the pickaxe to the miner.


  “Look carefully. I’ll prove that this pickaxe isn’t an ordinary one.” The miner declared and wielded the pickaxe with confidence.


  Kakang! Kakakang! Kang! Kaaang! Kang!


  “Pant pant… it’s just an ordinary pickaxe…”


  The minor said awkwardly after repeating the swing of the pickaxe many times and only obtaining one iron ore. The miners who saw it were agitated.


  “Then he is good at mining…”


  “We shouldn’t judge people by their appearance. Anyway, it’s time for us to leave. Let’s head down.”


  The miners ignored me and left the mine. They didn’t apologize for their mistake and or acknowledge my skills. 


  Anyway, I started the full-scale mining work.


  [Iron ore has been acquired.]


  “It’s really easy.”


  The 100% understanding corrected my pickaxe swinging posture and accurately pinpointed the position I needed to hit. It felt like I could gather 200~300 iron ores. But that confidence only lasted a short moment. I became exhausted after a while. The act of hitting a wall in a semi-enclosed space consumed more stamina than chopping firewood.


  “Pant pant… this damned…”


  My breathing worsened when I obtained the 26th iron ore. My waist and arms started twitching. My level -3 body was screaming at me to take a break.  But I couldn’t rest. It was because my desire to raise my level quickly was greater than my desire to rest.


  After adjusting my breathing, I straightened my posture and swung the pickaxe again.


  Kaaang! Kakang!


  “Ugh…”


  By the time I extracted the 41st iron ore, the sensations from my wrist and waist started to disappear. Sweat poured like rain down my body. My legs weakened by I persisted in swinging the pickaxe. I couldn’t see the sky when I raised my head, only the stifling ceiling.


  I wanted to rest. But I wanted to earn money by learning how to make items quickly. My hands trembled as I moved my pickaxe.


  Kakang! Kajajak!


  “Pant… pant… ah, I’m dying.”


  Once it was the 59th piece of iron ore, my vision became blurry from fatigue. My muscles screamed. My shaking hands couldn’t hold the pickaxe tightly. I soothed my hunger with bread and water and persisted.


  This was my limit. Right now, I wanted to throw the pickaxe in my hand away. But I actually gripped the pickaxe tighter.


  “I won’t give up because of this. My job is labour! Uraaaaat!”


  Kakang! Kakang! Kakakang!


  I was debt-ridden because of the game; I was a loser in reality. One day, I heard from a friend that my high school alumni ignored me and ridiculed me.  It was bitter because I knew that the friend who delivered the news had acted the same as the alumni. 


  My friends from the army and university? I hadn’t been in touch with them for a long time. Ah, I was contacted four months ago by an army buddy. He was working for a multi-level (pyramid scheme) company and was willing to offer me a job. It was easy to see who disregarded me. 


  I didn’t bother speaking to them to change their opinion.


  If I told them that I was crazy about a game, they would just look at me like I was pathetic.


  I was so embarrassed about my pathetic self that I couldn’t go to the second reunion. However, it was the only way to meet my first love, Ahyoung, so I attended an alumni meeting when I was on vacation from the army…


  There was nothing pleasing about what happened. I was only able to forget about reality and find stability when I logged into Satisfy.


  But that was a while ago. Now, Satisfy was no different from the real world. Even the NPCs were ignoring me! This wasn’t the real world. I needed to grow as quickly as possible. I would raise my level, earn money and escape my debt. Then I would become a ranker. Then like Katz not long ago, I would be interviewed on TV.


  I was Pagma’s Descendant! The epic classes that made two billion users astonished? They were nothing in front of the legendary class!


  “I will show the worldddd!!!”


  Kaaang!


  [Iron ore has been acquired.]


  “I must succeed.” 


  Due to the debt, I was doing labor work every day. Then I would tell all those who ignored me. I wouldn’t ignore the abuse again. In fact, you lot weren’t that great either!


  My pickaxe moved again. My persistence stat steadily grew. As I became more and more familiar with the mining technique, the speed that the durability decreased slowed. Before I knew it, the bright morning sun shone. The miners who came to work were amazed to see me.


  “Did that guy work all night?”


  “Unlike how he looks, he has enormous stamina. No, how is his mental state still fine? What an amazing guy.” 


  “Heok! Look at the amount of iron ore! Has he broken Smith’s record?”


  “Aish, how can he break Smith’s record? I honestly admit that he is doing well but… eh? Hey, hasn’t his mining skill improved overnight?”


  During that day, I fell into a critical state several times and minimized the amount of time spent mining. I experienced dangerous situations and almost died several times while mining, but was able to pass the crisis and got 170 iron ore by lunch time.


  Despite it being less than my target of 200 iron ores, I couldn’t continue any longer because my water ran out.


  Stagger. Stagger stagger.


  The miners watched as I left the mine with barely any strength left.


  “This person, great… I have to admit it. I apologize for what I said yesterday and for ignoring you. Please forgive me for my rudeness.”


  “You will surely be a great miner! No, with this great spirit, you will succeed in whatever you want to do!”


  The miners who ignored me yesterday now acknowledged me. Being acknowledged by someone, it was a valuable experience that I only had a few times in my life. I was proud, even if the other people were NPCs.


  I descended the mountain with lighter steps. Overnight, my persistence stat had risen to 16 points. My stamina also rose, so I was able to descend the mountain without becoming tired.


  I dragged the heavy sack of iron ores towards the smithy. It felt like the gazes of the villages had significantly changed. The miners had spread my story through the village.


  “Uh, I’m sorry for yesterday, Miner.”


  The kid from yesterday had a complete 180-degree change in attitude as he apologized to me. His father also smiled at me.


  My level was still minus. However, the attitude of the minors and people who ignored me suddenly changed in a day. It seemed that the ‘easily acknowledged’ characteristic of my title was applied.


  ‘I feel good…’


  The world of Satisfy, which had grown similar to reality after I became a minus level, now felt like a haven again. I smiled and gave the boy a light pat. Shortly afterwards, I arrived at the smithy.


  He already heard. Smith had a stunned expression as I handed him the bag containing 170 iron ore.


  “How is it? Can you still call me a newbie?”


  “Haha…” Smith checked the number and condition of the iron ores, then shook his head with a thrilled expression. “No, you’re a great person, not a newbie. You have great talent and will grow to be a great person by overcoming any hardships.”


  Smith asked me for a handshake.


  “Someone like you dreaming of becoming a blacksmith, all blacksmiths on the continent will rejoice. Thank you for giving me the glory of teaching you.”


  I willingly shook hands with Smith.


  Smith smiled warmly and continued, “You were very good. You also broke my mining record, which no one else has done. I will give you twice the promised reward.”


  There was a notification information me of the quest’s success, then the rewards started coming in.


  [Reputation in Bairan Village has increased by 200.]


  [1 silver has been acquired.]


  [Affinity with Smith has risen to 60.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [You are now level 1. Your stats, which were fixed to a minimum due to the minus level penalty, have been restored to their normal state.] 


  [The basic stats of Pagma’s Descendant have been applied.]


  Finally…


  “This is the start.”




  Chapter 16


  [You are now level 1. Your stats, which were fixed to a minimum due to the minus level penalty, have been restored to their normal state.]


  [The basic stats of Pagma’s Descendant have been applied.] 


  These were phrases that made my heart pound in anticipation.


  Dugun dugun!


  My heart was beating so fast, it found like the sound was coming up to my ears. I was extremely excited and hurriedly opened the status window.


  Name: Grid 


  Level: 1 (45/100)


  Class: Pagma’s Descendant


  * The probability of adding additional options when making items will increase.


  * The probably of item enhancement will increase. 


  * All equipment items can be worn unconditionally. However, there will be a penalty depending on the rating of the item. 


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  * Abnormal conditions don’t work well on you.


  * You won’t die when health is at the minimum.


  * Easily acknowledged.


  Health: 280/280    Mana: 75/75


  Strength: 20 + 5   Stamina: 18   Agility: 12  Intelligence: 25 


  Dexterity: 50  Persistence: 16


  Composure: 10  Indomitable: 11   Dignity: 10   Insight: 10


  Stat Points: 40


  Weight: 3,035/820


  * The weight limit exceeds 200%, so movement speed is reduced by 100%.


   The body is heavy and cannot exert any power properly. 


  The probability of receiving the ‘weakened’ state has become really high. 


  “A dream?”


  Was it a dream? I didn’t panic. If I were in reality, I would’ve pinched myself. However, I just calmly logged out of the game. I lay in the capsule in my room and stared for a few moments.


  “I was sleeping without knowing it.”


  This was a good possibility because I didn’t have the capsule switched to sleep mode. I went to the bathroom to resolve my bodily needs, poured cold water over my head, and returned to the capsule. I logged in again.


  Just like in my dream, I was standing in the smithy.


  “Was it not a dream…? No, I shouldn’t anticipate anything.”


  If an unlucky person like me started expecting things, the wounds on my heart would also grow. I opened the status window without any inspiration and literally froze.


  “…An amazing jackpot.”


  There were no changes to the contents of the status window. It wasn’t a dream. My heart started beating quickly again.


  “Wow…”


  The basic stats of a level 1 character were 6 strength, 7 stamina, 4 agility, and 5 intelligence. In other words, the total number of stats for a level 1 character was 22 points.


  However, the basic stats of Pagma’s Descendant added up to 165 points in total. In addition, there were the 16 points in persistence that I grew as well as 1 point in indomitable, making a huge total of 182 points.


  Using simple calculations, my stats were higher than level 15 users, which meant that I had an overwhelming advantage. I realized the greatness of a legendary profession.


  Besides…


  ‘These are just the basic stats but…’


  I paid attention to the extra 40 stat points I had.


  ‘Why was I given stat points?’


  Stat points were increased by 10 points every time someone gained a level, so I should have 0 points at level 1. Therefore, I pondered upon the reason why I was given 40 points. There were many theories, but there was only one hypothesis that was persuasive.


  ‘Perhaps… are stat points obtained every time you level up, even at the minus level?’


  I was level -3 and leveled up four times in order to reach level 1. This was the only reason I could think of for the 40 stat points. I rubbed my eyes but the 40 stat points didn’t disappear. I was so thrilled that I starting shaking.


  ‘My experience in the minus level wasn’t in vain!’


  All of my struggles were meaningful. Maybe I wasn’t as unlucky as I thought was.


  “Kuk! Kukuk…!”


  Was there a language in this world that could express this joy? I could only laugh.


  “Puhahahahahat ~ ~ ~ ~!!!”


  The sound of my laughter was proportional to my joy. The people in the smithy left as I laughed so loudly that my belly hurt. However, I just couldn’t stop. After a while, “He! Keke! Puha…! Urghh…”


  Smith stared at me as I laughed through the pain and raised his thumb. “This is a hero’s excited laugh! You are such an outstanding figure that I don’t know how I mistook your identity yesterday. My vision was lacking. I am ashamed and embarrassed.”


  I laughed like a madman but he still saw me as a hero? This meant that Smith’s affinity with me was at the maximum. While it was true that I had escaped from the minus level, raised my affinity with two quests, and earned a reputation in Bairan Village of over 200, Smith’s attitude towards me was still overly flattering.


  ‘Even if my title has the attribute of being easily acknowledged…’


  I met Smith’s eyes, causing him to lower his gaze. This was the attitude of a student in the presence of his master!


  ‘Is this the effect of the dignity stat? It’s only at 10 points at the moment, but is it already having an effect?’ 


  It was possible, considering that Smith’s level wasn’t very high.


  ‘It might be different with high ranking NPCs. However, dignity seems to have an effect on normal NPCs, even with the number of points in it isn’t high.’


  I never imagined that his attitude would change so much in a day. It was an excitement beyond my current excitement.


  ‘…First, let’s calm down. Let’s calm down and try to figure out how the stat points work.’


  I worried about it for a moment. Over the past few days, hadn’t I acted in an impromptu manner without thinking deeply? Now that the situation was getting better, I needed to be more cautious. It felt like numerous threads were tangled in front of me that could be ruined with my rash behavior.


  ‘I already have a lot of stats at level 1, so there is absolutely no reason to distribute my stat points hastily.’


  I thought about the most important thing to me right now. It was…


  “Money!”


  Yes, money. I needed to make enough money in order to pay for the carriage to move between villages. Smith flinched as I suddenly shouted. I cut straight to the point,


  “Didn’t I say it when I first visited your smithy? I want to make and sell high-demand items that will make me as much profit as possible. What is the most appropriate item?”


  Smith pointed to a place where arrows were displayed.


  “This one.”


  An arrow?


  Unlike other equipment, arrows were consumables, so the price of it was naturally cheaper. No matter how profitable it was, if the sale price was low, it meant that I had to sell a lot of volume. My spirit deflated.


  Smith read my expression and explained,


  “This isn’t an ordinary arrow. It is a special arrow made by mixing a small amount of jaffa with steel, allowing it to ignore some of the enemy’s defense and cause damage.”


  Ignore defense!


  For archers who participated in the Guardian of the Forest raise, these arrows were essential. No, even if it were for players not participating in the raid, the demand would be high considering there were many golems living in the Grey Forest.


  “Jaffa…”


  Smith saw that I was interested and brought out a light purple mineral from the warehouse.


  “Jaffa is a mineral with a low oxygen content, making it easy to smelt, and is remarkably superior to iron. Its weakness is its durability and strength, making it unsuitable to create weapons with jaffa. However, when mixed with steel, the durability increases and the penetration power is maximized. It is normal for cavalry troops to be armed with jaffa-tipped spears. 


  “It must be expensive.”


  “It is two gold per kilogram. Even top-tier iron ore is just cheap stone in front of jaffa.”


  “Expensive… Then, how can you produce dozens of jaffa arrows?”


  “No, it isn’t expensive. Only a small amount of jaffa is needed to create the arrow. The production cost of a single jaffa arrow is three silver, but the sales price is fixed at six silver. It is double the profit. In addition, this village has a high demand for jaffa arrows. How about it, do you want to learn how to make it?”


  If this were yesterday, I would’ve nodded since I could gain a quick understanding through the appraisal skill. But I wasn’t the same. After receiving a recommendation for a suitable item, I needed to learn how to make it myself.


  “Show me the arrow for a moment.”


  Smith handed me the arrow and I used the appraisal skill.


  [Jaffa Arrow] 


  Rating: Normal


  Attack Power: 20~26


  An arrow made by mixing a small amount of jaffa with steel. 


  Due to the effect of combining jaffa with steel, it has extremely high penetration and ignores some of the enemy’s defense. 


  Weight: 0.1 


  [A hidden function doesn’t exist.]


  [You have grasped the Jaffa Arrow’s material composition, production method, and intentions of its creator.]


  [Your understanding of the Jaffa Arrow is now at 89%. You will be able to use the Jaffa Arrow skillfully.]


  “……”


  Unfortunately, I couldn’t reach 100% understanding after using appraisal on the Jaffa Arrow. Therefore, the production method wasn’t added.


  ‘This arrow…’


  Smith looked at me staring at the arrow and asked again,


  “Do you want to learn how to make the Jaffa Arrow?”


  ‘If I use the item disassembly skill, I might be able to raise the remaining 11%… But one arrow is six silver?’


  I would need to pay six silver if I wanted to disassemble it. I couldn’t afford that type of luxury. 


  ‘It isn’t too bad to learn how to make it on my own.’


  I nodded in agreement. “I will learn how to make it.”


  Smith was happy. “I thought so. First, shall we learn how to smelt the mineral?”


  Smith began with the structure of the old furnace commonly used by all blacksmiths in Satisfy, explaining in detail the elements necessary for the smelting process and the principles behind the process.


  Blacksmith jargon and chemical terms sometimes popped up, but I didn’t feel confused. While Satisfy pursued realism, it was still a game so the barrier wasn’t set high in order to allow more people to enjoy it.  The blacksmith knowledge required by Satisfy was as easy to understand as the other classes.


  In addition, I came prepared. I had been unable to connect after receiving a penalty for dying twice in one day, so I used the spare time to research blacksmithing. Smith’s lecture wasn’t much different from the smelting method I read about. Thus, it was easier to understand.


  I realized the effect of preparation and review. It was fortunate that one of my friends from middle school had taught me the ‘preparation and review’ method.


  ‘But that guy wasn’t able to escape the second place ranking all through high school.’


  He was a pitiful guy who maintained his second rank in high school, never being able to cross the wall of a classmate who claimed to ‘only study in class.’


  On the day the results of the second semester final examinations were released, I was able to understand the feelings of my friend who stood on the rooftop and yelled ‘Why did a genius have to be born in the same year as me?’


  There were many talented people that I could never catch up to, no matter how hard I tried.


  ‘But now things are different.’


  I got a legendary class. This time, I would be the outstanding person. I would achieve as much as possible.




  Chapter 17


  I smiled as Smith finished the lecture.


  “Is it difficult to understand with just words? If so, then I will demonstrate it for you.”


  Smith poured in a certain ratio of iron, coke, and limestone before starting the blast furnace. (The fuel Coke, not the drink/drug) 


  As Smith’s face and upper body became soaked with sweat, he controlled the hot wind coming from the bottom of the furnace and started burning the coke. At this point, the iron ore was gradually turned into molten iron due to Smith’s reduction interactions. 


  The limestone reacted by separating the iron and into impurities to form slag. Smith alternated between filtering out the slag and maintaining the heat. The black debris gradually disappeared through holes at the bottom of the furnace, while the molten iron became increasingly orange.


  When the iron solidified, it would become pig iron. Pig iron was very hard and brittle because it contained a lot of carbon. It wasn’t suitable for the crafting of weapons. In order to make it suitable for weaponsmithing, it was necessary to reduce the carbon content through a process called steelmaking.


  Smith, who was quietly immersed in his task, asked, “Do you understand what smelting is now?”


  I nodded and Smith sent me a satisfied expression.


  “Now that you’ve seen it, jaffa is easy to smelt. The jaffa ores have fewer impurities and a lower melting point, making it easier to refine than iron ore. The ratio of jaffa to coke to limestone is 12:2:4.”


  [Mineral Smelting] 


  Difficulty: E


  Mineral smelting is the basis of production. Smith gives this job to you, who is dreaming of becoming a blacksmith.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Succeed in smelting the jaffa ore.


  Quest Reward: Affinity with Smith +30, experience +80, 300g of smelted jaffa.


  Quest Failure: It isn’t easy to perfectly smelt minerals in the beginning. 


  Smith will understand if you fail. 


  There was no reason to refuse. I accepted the quest. 


  Smith prepared the furnace for me and added, “Don’t be bothered if you fail. It might’ve looked easy as you watched me smelt it, but in reality, it’s actually quite hard.”


  I placed the ingredients in the furnace and put my feet on the bellows. At that moment, a translucent arrow appeared and pointed to one side of the bellows.


  ‘Is this the class compensation effect?’


  I placed my foot exactly where the arrow pointed. The arrow pointed in another direction, where I aimed the bellows at. The arrow repeatedly blinked, giving me the appropriate tempo. In the end, I managed to heat up the furnace in five minutes, unlike Smith who barely managed it in 10 minutes.


  Then a notification window popped up.


  [You can sense the temperature due to the rapid changes in ambient temperature. 30 degrees. 31 degrees. 31.5 degrees. 32…]


  The strange, yet unwelcome voice was heard in my mind.


  [Pagma’s descendant is sensitive to changes in temperature. If there is a furnace in the vicinity, you can accurately measure the temperature inside the furnace.


  I placed my hand over the furnace.


  [700 degrees. 720 degrees. 740…]


  The constantly rising temperature was displayed in the continuously updating notification window.


  ‘1,000 degrees.’


  Iron ore was said to be suitable for smelting between temperatures of 1,150~1,250 degrees Celsius, but jaffa was suitable at around 950~1,000 degrees. As soon as the notification window read 1,000 degrees, I no longer needed to put effort into increasing the temperature.


  The jaffa slowly melted down. Compared to iron ore, jaffa had a lower concentration of impurities, so its orange glow was strong from the beginning. I immersed myself in filtering out the impurities. The translucent arrow told me the direction to move the metal pipes, so I was able to do it more quickly and accurately than Smith.


  Smith, who was concerned about whether I was doing well or not, became shocked as he checked my work.


  “H-Heok! Cough! Cough cough!”


  Smith was so surprised that he had trouble breathing. After a while, Smith barely regained stability and asked me in a trembling voice, “How are you so skilled at smelting?”


  His complexion was so pale that I was worried the old man might fall down.


  “Do you have experience smelting? This wasn’t your first time?”


  “…It is my first time smelting…”


  Smith looked like he saw a ghost.


  “Huh… it is really ridiculous… This is a talent that can’t be represented. A person with no experience is better than his teacher. It’s like I’m dreaming. Are you the reincarnation of Pagma?”


  The term ‘reincarnation of Pagma’ was the common term of praise for especially talented blacksmiths. It was usually the best praise! Any blacksmith would explode with joy if they heard that they were Pagma’s reincarnation.


  However, I was different.


  ‘I’m not a reincarnation, but a descendant.’


  In the meantime, the high purity molten jaffa was completed. 


  [Quest success!]


  Smith smiled warmly and said,


  “Absolutely wonderful! You are a great friend.”


  [Affinity with Smith has risen by 30.]


  [Experience has risen by 80.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  ‘Good! Level 2!’


  There was no greater joy than an easy level up. At one time, I was level 80. Now I was delighted at just reaching level 2. I was very worried about what would happen when my level reached the double digits. 


  “Bring it here.”


  Smith poured the molten jaffa into the molten iron, mixing the two metals at a ratio of 1:12. Of course, this meant that for every single part of jaffa, there were 12 parts of iron. Smith placed the mixture in the furnace and started to heat it up again. He didn’t forget to mix it together. He mixed it a total of six times before finishing the process by pouring the molten solution into a mold that he had prepared. 


  We would have to wait 40 minutes for the molten solution to harden inside the mold. Meanwhile, Smith handed me some jaffa that had already been completed.


  “This is the first time you’ve smelted metal, so I will give this to you as a memento.”


  [3 pieces of jaffa have been acquired.]


  One piece of jaffa weighed around 700 grams to 1 kilogram. 300 grams of jaffa were worth one gold, so it was a considerable reward for an E-grade quest.


  ‘Smith, this person is really great.’


  I was liking this blacksmith more and more. Smith approached with a big hammer and started hitting the mold that the molten solution was poured into. In the mold, the hardened molten iron appeared in the shape of a thick wire.


  Smith picked up the wire and placed it to one side, where there was another, smaller mold. He placed the wire on the mold and started hammering. After that was done, he used a grindstone to sharpen the edge.


  After some careful work, a typical arrowhead with a sharp end was completed. Although it was thick and heavy, the end was very sharp and could penetrate armor with no difficulty. The completed jaffa arrowhead was then secured to a pre-created arrow shaft.


  I watched the whole process from beginning to end, then a new notification window popped up.


  [Your understanding of the Jaffa Arrow is now at 100%. You will be able to use the Jaffa Arrow perfectly.]


  [You have learned how to make the Jaffa Arrow.]


  Smith asked me, “How is it? Can you make it?”


  “Yes.”


  Smith laughed heartily.


  “Answering without hesitation… What great confidence. Like any weapon, particularly in arrows, balance is important. You need to balance the feathers, the arrowhead, and the shaft… If the arrows are even a little bit out of balance, they won’t be able to fly as far as they can possibly go. It is very delicate work. Even so, can you really make it? Despite only watching the production process once?”


  “I can do it.”


  “Hoh… then I will trust you again.”


  [Create a Jaffa Arrow] 


  Difficulty: D


  The process of mixing two metals is never easy. It requires delicacy to make an arrow. For this reason, it is hard for novice blacksmiths to create a Jaffa Arrow.


  But Smith trusts you and leaves you with the expensive materials.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Produce 100 Jaffa Arrows.


  Quest Reward: Affinity with Smith MAX, experience +300, 50 Jaffa Arrows.


  Quest Failure: Smith’s disappointment.


  * If the client is disappointed, you won’t be assigned any new missions for a period of time. 


  Smith supported me by giving me 100 completed shafts and one kilogram of jaffa. I could also freely use the iron ore. This was all thanks to my incredibly high affinity with the blacksmith. If it were the previous me, I would’ve just accepted these materials.


  “I appreciate the courtesy, but I will make the shafts myself.”


  I returned the 100 arrow shafts, but Smith couldn’t understand my actions.


  “Why bother? If it is because you feel burdened, there is no need to worry.”


  Tsk tsk, so this was why he was just a beginner blacksmith.


  “Are you going to support me with the shafts every time I make an arrow?”


  “No, I can’t… Oh, so you will use this opportunity to learn how to make the shafts properly?”


  “That’s right. If possible, please support me with the materials required to make the shaft.”


  Smith shrugged and gave me some sturdy branches and good quality feathers. “I was so focused on the smelting and making of the arrowhead that I didn’t tell you how to make the shaft. I’ll teach you how to make the shaft now.”


  There were limits to how much a beginner blacksmith could teach me. I told him I would take care of it and pulled out a thick booklet from my inventory. The title was ‘List of Items Production Methods.’


  When I opened the book, I saw that four things were listed in the table of contents. They were the production methods of an axe, a pickaxe, the Jaffa Arrow, and ‘Failure’. It might be empty and simple now, but there will a day when this ‘List of Items Production Methods’ book will be filled up.


  I opened the page on how to make a Jaffa arrow and read it. The method of making the shaft was described in detail, complete with pictures and text. I read it and read it again for a while before closing the book.


  ‘Okay, I can do it.’


  I was a little tense since it was my first time making an item. No, I was more excited than tense. I started making the arrow shaft. First of all,  I straightened the branches into a straight line. The badly bent branches were lightly seared and then straightened.  I cut the branches to a regular length and cut the top (a U shaped groove where the arrow would be placed against the bowstring) of the shaft. Then I finished by pasting on feathers.


  One, two, three.


  As the number of completed shafts increased, my proficiency steadily grew. It was a great effect as it combined my high dexterity that enabled delicate work with the correction effect of my class.


  Smith once again felt admiration as he watched.


  “This isn’t the workmanship of a novice… You figured out the production method just by looking at the finished shaft? You truly have the eyes of a craftsman. The dexterity and accuracy are also excellent.”


  I was able to finish 100 shafts without difficulty before I started making the arrowheads.




  Chapter 18


  I melted iron ore and jaffa together, mixing them in the right proportions. Then, I poured the molten iron into the mold. Then, after 40 minutes, I pounded it into the shape of a wire.  I poured a bucket of water on the wire.


  Chiiiik!


  A loud sound was heard as the scorching wire cooled rapidly. Quenching. This process increased the hardness and strength of the metal.


  Smith seemed disappointed for the first time.


  “You even know about quenching?”


  “Yes. I have studied various production methods. I am a person who is always prepared.”


  “Uhh, I don’t know what you studied, but is this the limit of self-study? Why are you using quenching when making the arrowhead? I’m not sure if you know, but if you quench the metal, it becomes harder and less durable. The moment the arrow strikes the enemy, instead of piercing the enemy, the arrowhead might break in the enemy’s armor.”


  That was right, but I had a special plan.


  “I’ll also use tempering.”


  Tempering involved reheating the quenched metal and then gradually lowering it in order to decrease the metal’s brittleness. It was adding a flourish to the production method, which could strengthen the metal in the end. 


  However, it would take a lot of time to do all of this. It was labor that I didn’t like!


  Smith frowned as he felt the same way.


  “Do you intend to make the arrows all night? I don’t know why you would spend so much time making the arrows. Those who buy arrows consider them as a one-off consumable, so why are you so devoted to making the consumable item?”


  Why?  The reason for increasing the amount of labor was simple. I replied while reheating the quenched wire and hammering at it,


  “If I make it a bit better, I can sell it for a more expensive price.”


  “……”


  Smith understood once he heard my words and no longer interfered. I made the arrowheads by repeatedly quenching, forging, and tempering.  How much time passed by?  I was tired and sore, but the heat from the smithy was even more painful. My awkward hammering skills steadily improved over time.


  [Your persistence has risen.]


  [Your dexterity has risen.]


  My growing stats really made everything feel worthwhile. I was willing to do anything to raise my stats. 


  “…This.”


  Dammit! It was labor in the game! But it was also fun!


  “I will become addicted to labor one day!”


  Would a day come when I enjoyed labor in reality as well? It was a big deal. I might end up with osteoporosis in my later years of life.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  I complained but still immersed myself in the actions. The wire was slowly converted into an arrowhead as my hammering and my skills became more sophisticated.


  “Hoo. Hoo.”


  I took short breaths. My arms were numb and my skin was hot, but I endured it. My concentration increased as my stamina fell.


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience skill has been activated. Concentration, stamina, and defense will rise to the extremes for one hour.]


  Suddenly, the weariness in my body disappeared and I felt refreshed. This was similar to the vigor I felt whenever I ate cereal with milk.


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  I alternated between the hammer and metals, producing the arrowheads. The effect of my increased concentration was noticeable in the arrowheads. It might’ve been because I made it myself, but the arrowheads were really beautiful. 


  I was happy. Sweating in front of the fire gave me a sense of fulfillment.


  ‘This isn’t mere labor. Rather, it is akin to art.’


  In reality, I had no talent so I felt no pleasure no matter what I did. I had to work my guts off just to fall behind. But now I had talent. It was a talent that could only be shown in Satisfy, but it was enough. 


  Ttang! Ttang!


  A harmony with the hammer! It was a moment when I felt stability and contentment.


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath has increased the effectiveness of your production items]


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath] 


  Lv. 1


  When you are concentrating on making an item, the will of Pagma’s Descendant will fill the production item.


  All stats of a production item will increase by 5%.


  There is a rare chance of giving special features to your production items. 


   Then 100 arrows were completed!


  [Special Jaffa Arrow] 


  Rating: Epic


  Attack Power: 35~42


  An arrow made by a craftsman with great skill and potential but lacking in experience and reputation. 


  Due to the effect of combining jaffa with steel, it has extremely high penetration and ignores some of the enemy’s defense.


  * Has a certain chance of ignoring the enemy’s defense.


  Weight: 0.1 


  [An epic rated item was produced, so all stats have permanently risen by +4 and reputation throughout the continent has risen by +80.


  [Quest success!]


  [Affinity with Smith has risen to the maximum.]


  [Experience has risen by 300.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  There was no time to rejoice over the quest’s success and my level up.


  “…Epic rated arrow?”


  Weren’t arrows unconditionally a normal rating? 


  ‘I’ve never heard of an epic rated arrow.’


  I was filled with an indescribable sense of emptiness.


  “Epic rated consumables… An epic rating appeared when I created arrows…” 


  If it was a costly item like a sword or armor, then I would’ve made a big profit. But arrows were cheap and considered consumables, so the profit of an epic rated arrow was limited. I was overcome with bad emotions.


  ‘Dammit! He should’ve told me to make either sword or armor!’


  I started to hate Smith, who recommended the Jaffa Arrow. When I looked at the arrow I made, the short feeling of admiration turned into anger.


  “You haven’t gone through an apprenticeship yet you are already making something so great! Ideal arrows! This is the first time that I’ve considered an arrow to be beautiful! You are definitely Pagma’s reincarnation! Ahh! You must be tired of my surprise by now! You are great! Amazing! Wonderful!”


  I regained my spirit at Smith’s words.


  Yes, the first item I made had an epic rating. I didn’t even fail. This fact was enough for me to rejoice and be thankful. As a result of making the epic rated items, all of my stats increased by 4 and my reputation increased. 


  In addition, the performance of the arrows was amazing. Were there any existing arrows whose attack power exceeded 40? Plus, there was a special option.


  ‘One arrow is better than a level 20 hand weapon.’


  Arrows were less profitable than other equipment items due to their nature, but this great performance meant that I would definitely get some money.


  ‘I was a little confused because something bigger than I planned emerged.’


  I had the Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship skill. Due to the effect, the abilities of all my items increased by 10%. In others words, the basic attack power of a Jaffa Arrow was 20~26, but the ones I created would be 22~28. From a buyer’s point of view, they would rather buy the Jaffa Arrows from me rather than the general Jaffa Arrows. 


  But they would be reluctant to pay more. Why? It didn’t make sense to pay more money just for a slight increase in attack power. So I used quenching, forging, and tempering as a way to maximize the effects of my skill. I expected that a fairly good arrow would emerge from a 10% increase in performance plus a more elaborate production process.


  Then the finished arrows had a better performance than my expectations due to the breath skill. I made Jaffa Arrows that had 15 more attack power than existing Jaffa Arrows, and it also had the option of completely ignoring the enemy’s defense. A high-level user would purchase the Jaffa Arrows I made, no matter how expensive they were. It was well worth it.


  “Pu~~~~~~ hahahahat!!”


  The superior stats and skills possessed by Pagma’s Descendant. The 40 stat points obtained through the minus levels! My stats also increased from making epic rated items. Finally, the arrows that could be sold at an expensive price. I could be certain that today was the best day of my life.


  “It is better than my birthday.”


  Besides, there was only my little sister who remembered my birthday. It was annoying to hear on my birthday things like ‘Are you sitting alone at home again?’ or ‘Don’t you have any friends?’ This year, I should say those words on my sister’s birthday.


  Therefore, it was natural to be one hundred times happier today compared to my embarrassing and lonely birthdays.


  Smith watched me laughing like a madman and handed over the 100 completed Jaffa Arrows.


  “I originally promised you half of this… but I can’t take such wonderful things. I want you to take all of them.”


  The effect of maximum affinity! Wasn’t this a beautiful favor? 


  My heart thumped. Smith seemed just like my grandfather so I couldn’t help embracing him.


  “You have shown me great kindness! It was a short meeting but I will never forget you.”


  Tears dripped from Smith’s eyes as he hugged me. “Are you leaving already? That’s too bad.”


  “We might meet again someday if we’re lucky.”


  “I don’t want you to leave…” Smith glanced at me with a flushed face. 


  Like a male peacock opening its colorful tail feathers to seduce a female, he tried to attract me using hammers, tongs, and the solid muscles of his upper body. This man, he had the smell of a widower so he must’ve been alone for a long time. Maybe he was so lonely that he became gay after his affinity towards me reached the maximum…?  No, he might’ve been gay from the beginning.


  His dignity decreased in front of his affection. I straightened and let go.


  “Then I’m going now.”


  I grabbed the 100 epic arrows and hurriedly moved away. However, due to the 100% reduction in movement speed, I couldn’t leave the blacksmith quickly. Smith approached me and hugged me from behind.


  “I can see that you also don’t want to separate from me! You are thinking of me in that passionate heart of yours. I’m reluctant to give up this affection. I won’t forget you until the day I lay in my coffin! No, I will think of you, even in my coffin!”


  “This damn person. Stop speaking such terrible words!”


  Just like with Doran, the excess weight caused a misunderstanding again.


  I barely got away from Smith made a vow to sell my arrows, find a warehouse, and move to another village as soon as possible.




  Chapter 19


  The lead party of the Tzedakah Guild moved along the main road and barely managed to finish the Guardian of the Forest raid after three days.


  Kurururung.


  The Guardian of the Forest, who was covered with minerals, fell down with a thunderous boom. Some party members were frightened by the sound and fell down, making them unable to resist the attacks of the golems.


  “Ack!”


  “H-Help me!”


  Those who fell into a panic couldn’t feel the pleasure of a successful raid. The face of Jishuka, the leader of the party, didn’t look good as she searched through the remains of the Guardian of the Forest.


  “Idiots, what were you paying attention to?”


  Jishuka had already thoroughly lectured the party members about the precautions and strategies before confronting the Guardian of the Forest. But that hard work was for nothing, as nobody followed it save for a few of her guild members. Therefore, it was frustrating for her.


  “I’d rather die than live with the judgment and learning ability of a monkey.”


  The guild’s reputation would become worse because of the party members’ deaths.


  “Che.”


  Despite her disapproval, she was the genius who saved the lives of her party members with every pull of her bowstring. The first ranked person on the archer rankings.


  The party was barely able to escape the crisis thanks to the activities of the martial artist Regas, the twin axe-wielding Vantner and the other members of the Tzedakah Guild. But the damage was severe.


  “A total of 75 people were killed.”


  There were four guild members among the list of deceased. Unlike the other fools who died from stupidity, they were killed in battle against the Guardian of the Forest.


  “But it is over.”


  It was a really tough battle.


  The Guardian of the Forest was armed with superior defense, high health, and AoE skills that kept the party’s main members occupied. Meanwhile, it constantly summoned golems that put pressure on the other party members.


  Without the overwhelming actions of Jishuka and Regas, the raid would’ve 100% failed. Jishuka checked the items dropped by the Guardian of the Forest and was unable to hide her disappointment. The other party members also sighed.


  They had fought against the Guardian of the Forest and the golems for two days, and when the guardian was finally defeated, they were disturbed by new golems.


  The loot was tacky compared to such suffering. 30 iron ores, 7 orichalcum ores, and 1 blue orichalcum ore.


  Regas shrugged. “The Amethyst Shield didn’t emerge again this time.”


  The Tzedakah Guild constantly challenged the Guardian of the Forest raid once every two weeks in order to get the Amethyst Shield. But the drop rate was the worst.


  ‘The difficulty of an S-grade quest is beyond one’s imagination.’


  Even though they were the same S-grade quests, the difference between a single quest and linked quests was like the difference between heaven and earth. Vantner picked up the blue orichalcum and said.


  “Fortunately, we received this.”


  [Blue orichalcum]


  Orichalcum is a mineral born with the power of moonlight and the Guardian of the Forest. 


  It is impossible to erode the Guardian of the Forest’s magic power, but it has the best hardness and strength among all minerals.


  It is lightweight and becomes much stronger in the darkness.


  * Advanced blacksmith skills are required to smelt it.


  Weight: 3 


  The value couldn’t be determined at the present time, but it would become an expensive commodity once an advanced blacksmith appeared. Jishuka was filled with disappointment as she returned to the village with her exhausted party members. The party members who died had resurrected and were waiting in the square.


  Toban converted the value of the minerals into money by dividing it according to the market price, then distributed it to the party members. They barely avoided a deficit. There were no complaints from the guild members, but the general users complained about the small compensation.


  But what could they do? This was the result.


  Jishuka disbanded the party and gathered the guild members. Then she spoke with a serious expression.


  “This is already the fourth raid without any success. Rumors are spreading among the general users that there is no value in participating in the Guardian of the Forest raid. In the next raid, the level of the participating users will be even lower. This is difficult.”


  The Tzedakah Guild was composed of the top rankers. But their reputation was low, which was why they were a small guild. 


  The 17 members of the Tzedakah Guild had been together before Satisfy, since the days of the L.T.S game. It was impossible for them to challenge the Guardian of the Forest raid with their strength alone. Therefore, they attracted general users. But that wouldn’t continue to work.


  Toban, the level 172 paladin and the guild’s chief of staff, nodded.


  “I need the Amethyst Shield for a linked quest, but it can’t be helped. For the time being, we have to give up on the Guardian of the Forest raid and try to strengthen the guild’s power.”


  Vantner, the 2nd ranked person on the guardian knight rankings, wasn’t armed with a shield despite choosing a defensive class. He instead chose to wield twin axes.


  “That’s right. It’s useless in this state, so we can’t be impatient. Let’s leave the Guardian of the Forest raid for a while and increase our quality.”


  When she looked at the faces of the guild members, they all seemed to have the same opinion. Only Regas’ eyes were shining like lanterns. He was clearly thinking ‘anything is good as long as I can fight!’


  Jishuka thought about it and declared,


  “We will give up on the raid for the next three months. In the meantime, we will improve our level and equipment. If we gain 15 levels in the next three months, can’t we kill that guy? Regas, you should gain 20 levels.”


  Jishuka laughed brightly. Her half-moon eyes were sexy; however, they were considered horrifying to the guild members. Their leader was scary. If they didn’t fulfill the goal, they really would experience hell. The guild members, who knew better than anyone how fierce Jishuka was, gulped and Regas cried out in a trembling voice.


  “Let’s go train!”


  Thus, the Tzedakah Guild discretely dispersed.  


  Jishuka headed to the guild warehouse alone. The South American’s unique beauty and curvy body attracted the attention of males. She was a famous ranker so the crowd around her increased.


  But she ignored them.


  Jishuka left the blue orichalcum in the warehouse and headed to the auction house without worrying about being followed or not. The blue orichalcum was an item that could be sold at a later date, but not now. For the moment, the iron ore and orichalcum would sell for the best price.


  Jishuka registered the minerals before looking through the auction house.


  “Show me the list of Jaffa Arrows.”


  A transparent screen appeared in front of Jishuka. The list of Jaffa Arrows currently registered at the auction house appeared on the screen. The immediate purchase price for the Jaffa Arrows was 6 silver.


  It was an incredibly expensive price for one arrow, but she couldn’t see any other arrows after using it. Jishuka swept up all the arrows on the list. She didn’t care about money.  She invested the money obtained from being a top ranker and pinpointed exactly where she should use it. 


  “What is this?”


  Jishuka confirmed the bid price for the Jaffa Arrows at the bottom of the list and frowned. It was the only one without an immediate purchase price set. There was also a total of 99 bids, with the top bid at 18 silver.


  Jishuka wondered why some madman would bid three times the price of a Jaffa Arrow, but then she noticed that the name of the arrows was purple, not white.


  ‘Did I see it incorrectly?’ 


  She blinked but it was still purple. She hurriedly checked the details.


  [Special Jaffa Arrow] 


  Rating: Epic


  Attack Power: 35~42


  An arrow made by a craftsman with great skills and potential but lacking in experience and reputation. 


  Due to the effect of combining jaffa with steel, it has extremely high penetration and ignores some of the enemy’s defense.


  * Has a certain chance of ignoring the enemy’s defense.


  Weight: 0.1 


  “……!”


  Jishuka’s eyes widened. If she didn’t know that people were paying attention to her, she would’ve screamed wildly.


  ‘Unbelievable!’


  Jishuka was surprised beyond amazement. She had played Satisfy all day for the past six months and had adventured with all types of people. She collected as much information as possible by using money and her guild members.


  Nevertheless, she never imagined that an epic rated arrow would ever exist. She was convinced that arrows were unconditionally normal rated items.


  She went to famous blacksmiths with various materials and asked them to make arrows, but all of the arrows born from their hands were normal rated. She had never heard of or ever witnessed a higher rated arrow.


  Until this moment! Epic arrows, not rare, appeared in front of her. In addition, the performance was fraudulent.


  Jishuka bid on it right away. The bid price was a huge 35 silver.


  It was difficult to judge if the arrows were worth it considering they were consumables, but she needed to consider its scarcity. She also believed it could be used as a secret weapon when meeting a strong opponent.


  ‘Who is the person who made this?’


  She thought of two people first. The 1st and 2nd ranked blacksmiths, Panmir and Steng.  However, they didn’t fit the explanation that the blacksmith ‘lacks skill and reputation’ because both of them had a high reputation.


  ‘…A blacksmith who surpasses them is hiding.’


  It was probably a blacksmith who put a lot into their skill level, but their character level was low as a result and as such didn’t enter the top rankings. The explanation of ‘great skill and potential’ strongly enticed her.


  ‘If I find them…’


  Jishuka canceled the registration of the black iron and orichalcum.


  ‘Thanks to the Guardian of the Forest raid, I have steadily gathered minerals.’


  She planned to use the best minerals as bait for the blacksmith who made the epic rated arrows.


  {Contact all the users in the top 100 blacksmith rankings and measure their skill level. Make a shortlist of those whose skill levels are high compared to their character level.}


  Jishuka’s command appeared in the guild chat window and upset the guild members.


  {What are you suddenly saying? Contacting blacksmiths out of nowhere?}


  {We need to level up!}


  Jishuka dismissed the opposition.


  {Shut up! There is a greatly skilled person hiding! If we find them and make them join the guild, the Guardian of the Forest raid won’t be a problem.}


  {Are they that skilled?}


  {This blacksmith is better than Panmir and Steng. The performance of the items they produce is likely to exceed the existing items. So far, they haven’t surfaced so no one is aware of this blacksmith, but that is no longer the case. All guilds on the continent will be frantically trying to find the blacksmith. We can’t lose them… Find them! Find the blacksmith before anyone else.}


  {If Master says so…}


  {This blacksmith must be huge. Okay, let’s find them!}


  As a rule, the Tzedakah Guild didn’t accept new guild members. They were a small number of elites who only recognized and relied on each other since the L.T.S days. Their small number was a constraint and the growth of their guild was slow, but no one complained.


  They couldn’t occupy castles like large guilds, but anyone would fear their power. They might not have as much reputation as large guilds, but they displayed their authority with their force. The Tzedakah Guild members occupied the top three rankings of each class in the six months since starting Satisfy, so they were confident and proud.


  The 17 members whose strength would make them the top in their country, it was the first time they were interested in another person since the L.T.S days.


  “Someone raised the bid price again?”


  Jishuka received the notification that her bid on the Special Jaffa Arrows failed and didn’t hesitate to bid again.


  The first epic rated arrows! The bidding price skyrocketed.




  Chapter 20


  There was an uproar in Satisfy.


  Famous guilds were in motion to find the mysterious blacksmith. In various media and the Internet, the epic-rated arrows appeared as a hot issue. Who was the craftsman with great skills and potential but lacking experience and reputation?


  Many people were searching for the blacksmith’s whereabouts.


  ‘It is a harder path than others. I always did my best. Nonetheless, there is a better blacksmith than me?’


  Panmir had only experienced making an epic-rated item twice. He had the title of the first epic-rated item maker. However, there was no mention of ‘craftsman’ in his epic item description. Who was the person given the title of craftsman, which wasn’t even allowed for the number one ranking blacksmith?


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Panmir was spurred by a sense of competitiveness towards the unknown blacksmith.


  Meanwhile, Shin Youngwoo, the person who was receiving everyone’s attention, was eating cup noodles at a convenience store before going to work.


  “What a jerk, charging 1,000 won for a cup of noodles? Does he want people like me to starve to death? Sigh, people really can’t live without acting dirty.”


  I grumbled as I ate.


  * * *


  5.30 a.m.


  It might be Sunday, but the office of labor was always busy. The days when students came on a daily basis to find work had disappeared. These days, young people turned away from labor jobs! Foreign workers had long taken over, making the future of South Korea seem bleak.


  ‘I have a headache.’


  I still hadn’t adapted to the smell of cigarettes and alcohol early in the morning.


  ‘I want to finish the work quickly so I can go home and rest.’


  As I sat there, a young man in a construction worker’s uniform cried out.


  “Looking for four workers for the Shinwoo Building’s construction site!”


  Construction site workers did things like clean, move bricks and wood, and shovel sand. The physical labor was harsh, and I would eat a lot of dirt, but I had done it often. Therefore, I didn’t hesitate to raise my hand.


  “Here! Over here… cough!”


  An alcohol drinker or heavy smoker punched me in the belly! I was pushed into a corner and missed the chance to be employed by the construction site.


  “Those guys are heartless! You should send the pitiful young people first!”


  While I was complaining with irritation, a middle-aged man in a short-sleeved shirt spoke, “I need three tilers with strength. You should have experience.” 


  A tiles assistant would follow the main tiler and assist in the transfer of materials such as tiles, cement, and sand. It was annoying to carry the tiles if I met a bad tiler and I had to be careful not to break the tiles, but it was decent work.


  I raised my hand. “Here! I have carried tiles more than 10 times… Ugh!”


  I was once again pushed back into a corner by the older men and lost the chance to be hired because there were three people more experienced than me.


  “Anyone else?”


  “Here! I do… Ack!”


  There were several companies looking for laborers, but I wasn’t hired due to the continuous interference.


  “Ah, you! You will regret not seeing my value!”


  The older men in the workforce were hindering me. It seemed that they didn’t like me snatching away their spots.


  “Who could come here because they like it? Don’t you think I want to work part-time like other young people? I’m making a living just like you! Let me get something as well!”


  The mere sight of them was enough to make me angry, like seeing a barking dog. However, my opponents were adults. So, I couldn’t say anything bad and sat down again. 


  “Kukuk.” The chief, who had been reading his newspaper on his desk, looked at me.


  Was he around his early 30s? He was a person who inherited this office from his father. For every 10 times I came here looking for a job, I’d gone home three times in vain. The chief was watching me when another person arrived.


  “Who can do electric pulling work? No experience is needed. I will pay 110,000 won a day, so come quickly.”


  It was 20,000 won more than the usual pay. However, I didn’t move. Of course, there was a reason for offering more money. 


  ‘I can’t forget how awful it was.’


  I’d tried electrical cable pulling only once. 


  It was just pulling a huge electrical cable, so it was a very simple task. However, it consumed a tremendous amount of stamina. I couldn’t let the cable hit my wrist. Moreover, the cables were very thick and the weight was heavy. 


  It was just pulling, but… I would get blisters on my hands even while wearing gloves, and I would suffer from muscle aches for at least two days. 


  ‘It was an oasis in winter…’


  I still remembered the nightmare from last winter. The other men present looked into the distance, whistled or went out to smoke.


  “No one?” The man asked again with an awkward expression.


  Then one of the middle-aged men pointed towards me. “This young man can do it very well.”


  “Really. He is very active and has amazing stamina.”


  “Hasn’t he done a lot of electrical cable pulling? An expert, expert.”


  ‘These insane humans!’


  I glared at them to stop, but the other men continued to recommend me. Then the person offering the job pointed to me. “Excuse me, young man. Shall we go together? You look very good.”


  If I followed the atmosphere, today I would enter hell. I glanced towards the chief, but he just smiled. In the end, I raise my phone to my ear, like I had received an incoming call.


  “Yes, this is Shin Youngwoo. Ah, there was a spot? Yes, right away…”


  Ddiririring ~ ddiririring~


  “……”


  The default S Corporation’s ringtone was heard from the phone at my ear. In the end, the other workers there laughed until tears emerged from their eyes. The employer also laughed. “Then let’s go.”


  Who would call me this early in the morning? Moreover, I barely ever received phone calls. So, how did I receive a call at this exact timing? Then I belatedly saw the caller ID and hurriedly picked up the phone. It was an unforgettable voice.


  (Hello~ This is Mother’s Heart is Happy Financial Services. Customer Shin Youngwoo, you do know that the deadline is tomorrow right?)


  “…Already?”


  (If you have forgotten, does that mean there is no money?)


  “O-Of course not. Yes, I understand. I will have the amount ready for tomorrow.”


  (Thank you, Debt… no, Customer. Have a happy day. Mother’s Heart is Happy hopes you will smile today~)


  The call ended.


  “This damn…”


  I’d played games and ignored reality, forgetting that I was a debtor. I had to work hard to pay off the interest. It would be hard work, not easy work, that would get me out of this position.


  “Excuse me… Will you really pay 110,000 won?”


  “Yes!”


  “Is it really true?”


  “Of course! You will never go hungry when working for me!”


  I eventually left towards hell. That evening…


  “O-Oppa?” Se-hee stammered when she saw my exhausted self return home. I couldn’t even take my shoes off before collapsing.


  “Shit… The words were true, but… doing all that labor only to receive cream bread…? There wasn’t even milk…! What type of people would give cream bread and no milkkkkkk?!!! U-Ughhh… I have to play the game… Arrows… sold…”


  I couldn’t remember anything after that. It was because I fell asleep.


  * * *


  When I woke up, I felt like I had been crushed by steel. My body was throbbing all over, and I barely managed to check the time. It was 5.20 a.m.


  “Ugh!”


  This was serious. It was late when I took into consideration the distance between my house and the labor office. I hurried to change into my work clothes while worrying about getting a good job. If I arrived late, then something like yesterday might happen again.


  “Ack~! I’m going.”


  After I paid the interest for the loan, I would only have 9,220 won in my hands. I needed to make money to pay the fee for the game in a week. As I put on my shoes without washing up, my mother approached and patted my shoulder. “Come eat breakfast.”


  “I can’t. I’m already late,” I replied hurriedly.


  “Youngwoo,” my mother suddenly said my name in a serious voice. I cowered reflexively. It was obvious that her nagging would begin. My mother knew about my debts. She wondered why I was addicted to games and was saddened by my absence from school. She mourned that I had debts and was living in this situation.


  However, when I looked back, my mother’s eyes were calm and welcoming.


  “Come eat,” she said.


  “W-why? I have to go to the office quickly.”


  At that moment, the door opened, and my father appeared. My father sat at the table, opened the newspaper and said quietly, “Take a break today.”


  “A break? What are you saying.”


  “Cough, cough.” My father just coughed and looked at the newspapers. 


  My mother whispered in my ears, “You came back really exhausted yesterday. Your father was worried since he carried you to your bedroom~”


  “Huh?”


  “We are your mother and father. We don’t want to see our son suffer. Didn’t you suffer yesterday? You should rest for today.”


  “M-Mother…” I was touched by the fact that my parents were still looking after me, despite all the disappointment I’d caused them in the past year.


  At that time, Sehee exited her room with a yawn and handed me something. It was a pain relief patch.


  “Paste it on. Didn’t you go through a lot of trouble yesterday?”


  “S-Sehee…”


  ‘Ahh! What a beautiful family!’


  I cried out as I embraced my mother and Sehee. 


  I’d thought I was alone in this difficult world, but I had such warm family beside me. My family members were like angels to their disappointing son and brother. I was truly grateful to have this family.


  “W-What? Who are you hugging? O-Oppa’s hug is good… Ah, no. Isn’t it bad?” Sehee grumbled quietly as she hugged me back, while my mother quietly stroked my head. After that, I took off my work clothes and sat at the table, feeling the taste of beef rib soup for the first time in months.


  “Father, then can you pay off my debt?”


  Beeok! My father, who was eating quietly, gazed at me and threw his spoon. I shrieked as it hit me in the forehead, while my mother clicked her tongue and handed my father a new spoon.


  “Haven’t I already told you? We want you to be self-reliant. You are already 26 years old. You should be responsible for your own actions.”


  The atmosphere had been so full of harmony that I never imagined a spoon would fly over. As I rubbed my forehead, my father handed me an envelope.


  He said, “I will give you an allowance for today. You are resting today because of us, so I can’t let you make a loss.” 


  “Father…” I was touched. My usually blunt father was taking care of me today. I would gladly accept the allowance. 


  ‘Then…’


  I grasped the number of bills in the envelope with my sharp fingertips, but the number seemed a little small? When I looked inside the envelope, I saw seven bills. Feeling disappointed, I spoke carefully, “Father, the minimum payment for labor these days is at least 9…”


  My father looked at me regretfully. “Huh, really? I’m sorry, but that is all the cash I have on me right now. Be satisfied with that.”


  He was telling me not to ask for the missing amount later. I had forgotten, but my father was quite restrained when it came to spending money. If he bought a chicken, he thought that the family should eat it over three meals.


  I was forced to surrender at receiving an allowance of 70,000 won. 


  ‘At least he gave it in the first place.’




  Chapter 21


  After breakfast, my parents immediately headed towards the vegetable store that they ran. The two of them normally left at 5 a.m, so they were quite late today.


  ‘They are late because of breakfast with their son.’


  I suddenly felt that tsunami of emotions again as tears filled my eyes. It was the first time my stomach felt so full in a while. 


  I sat on the couch and dozed off, before waking up because of Sehee. Sehee had changed into her school uniform and looked like a neat schoolgirl. She was my sister, but I had to admit that she was beautiful.


  “What? Why are you looking at me like that?”


  “I’m glad to see you. You grew up well.”


  “W-What are you saying all of a sudden!?” Sehee flushed red before hitting my forearm.


  ‘What? Did I do something wrong? But what is this cool feeling?’


  I felt some relief in the area that Sehee had hit. It was like a massage!


  “Ahh, good! Hit me more! More! Keep hitting.”


  “Kyaaak! Pervert!”


  Slap!


  …Why did she slap me all of a sudden? I placed a hand on my tingling cheek as Sehee shouted, “I’ve filled up the tub with hot water. Then your body will feel better. This perverted Oppa!”


  “Ah, eh, yes…”


  She was someone who got angry at me but always took care of me.


  ‘But why am I a pervert?’


  Sehee headed to school while I soaked in the hot water.


  “My fatigue is going away.”


  Then after a few moments…


  I exited the bathroom and paid the loan interest through a direct account transfer. It was hard to bear seeing the money from my blood and sweat disappear before my eyes.


  “Ugh… This world is hell…”


  I needed stability. So, I hurriedly entered the capsule and connected to Satisfy.


  ‘How much have the arrows sold for?’


  “Login.”


  Jiing.


  The capsule’s door closed, and my field of view slowly turned black. Then the familiar system voice and music entered my eyes, then my vision brightened again.


  “The air is good.”


  I appeared in a place which reminded me of a charming village in medieval Europe and immediately stated a command, “Status window.”


  Name: Grid 


  Level: 3 (75/500)


  Class: Pagma’s Descendant


  * The probability of adding additional options when making items will increase.


  * The probably of item enhancement will increase. 


  * All equipment items can be worn unconditionally. 


   However, there is a penalty depending on the rating of the item. 


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  * Abnormal conditions don’t work well for you.


  * You won’t die when health is at the minimum.


  * Easily acknowledged.


  Health: 336/336    Mana: 87/87


  Strength: 24 + 5   Stamina: 22   Agility: 16  Intelligence: 29 


  Dexterity: 55  Persistence: 21


  Composure: 14  Indomitable: 16   Dignity: 14   Insight: 14


  Stat Points: 60


  Weight: 3,095/1,000


  * The weight limit exceeds 200%, so movement speed is reduced by 100%. 


  The body is heavy and cannot exert any power properly. 


  The probability of receiving the ‘weakened’ state has become really high.


  “Level 3… Huhu, is that really the case?” 


  My stats had increased by making an epic rated item. Considering the 60 stat points which I hadn’t used yet, I was actually around level 26. If I equipped Mamon’s Greatsword and Mengel’s Plate Armor, I could demonstrate the combat power of a level 50.


  “Is this the feeling of superiority that only a special person can feel? Huhuhut…”


  In a square filled with people, I forgot the harshness of reality as I talked excitedly to myself. Then with one hand on my hip, I laughed like the protagonist of a movie. The women passing by sent me dirty looks and gossiped with each other.


  “What is with that person? Striking such a strange pose and laughing while talking to himself.”


  “Is he on an ego trip? Perhaps he has the prince disease?”


  “He is ugly. He probably doesn’t have a lover.”


  Normally, I would be unhappy, but right now, I was so thrilled that I didn’t care about the gazes of others. I ignored what they were saying and checked the experience of my various skills.


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill] Lv 1 (3.7%)


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath] Lv 1 (2.0%) 


  I’d thought it would take longer for the experience of these skills to rise. 


  ‘Is it thanks to making an epic item?’


  I headed to the auction house with a light heart. As usual, the auction house was bustling with people.


  “I wonder what the winning bid is…”


  The price for one Jaffa Arrow was six silver. However, the Jaffa Arrows I’d made had an epic rating! I expected the price to be 3~4 times higher. 


  In the case of general equipment items, it was reasonable to calculate that rare-rated items would be three times more expensive than normal items, while epic items would be seven times more expensive than normal items.


  However, I soon became worried. Would even a rich user want to spend so much money buying arrows? In the first place, consumables were cheap compared to equipment items.


  ‘Yes, don’t expect too much.’


  I opened the auction window while thinking that I would be satisfied if they sold for double the price. Then…


  “K-Keok…!”


  After confirming the bidding price of the Jaffa Arrows, I couldn’t shut my mouth. Meanwhile, I could hear the voices of the women looking at me.


  “Isn’t he that person laughing to himself in the square? Oh. my. What is he doing now? His mouth has fallen open.”


  “Kyaaak~! His saliva is dripping! Nasty!”


  “Ugly… He must have no lover.”


  “Argh… Uhhh…”


  I tried to shut my mouth, but it wasn’t easy.


  [Special Jaffa Arrow] (99 Pieces)


  [Bid Price: 72 silver per piece.] 


  It sold for 12 times the price of ordinary Jaffa Arrows!


  “Eh…uh…aack…”


  I touched the inventory with trembling hands, then I took out the calculator which was a default item provided to all users. 99×72=?


  “…7,128…”


  100 silver was 1 gold. 7,128 silver meant 71 gold and 28 silver. For reference, 100 gold was worth around 120,000 won in cash.


  ‘Didn’t I create 100 arrows in around a day?’


  It was approximately a day in game time. If I calculated it in real time, I’d earned around 84,000 won in less than six hours.


  “Ha…hahaha…”


  I was thrilled. Uncontrollable laughter emerged from my mouth, “Puhahahahat!”


  “T-That person has finally gone mad!”


  “Ugly! He definitely doesn’t have a lover! His mother must be the only female contact in his phone.”


  ‘Cough, do their words have to be so sharp?’


  No, I wouldn’t be shaken by these females.


  ‘Talk in your hearts.’ 


  At this moment, I could still smile even while hearing such shameful words.


  ‘I can see a definite way.’


  Debt?


  “I will pay it back in the game!”


  There was no need to go find labor jobs. It was more profitable to make money from the items I create in the game. Indeed, Pagma’s Descendant was definitely a goose that lay golden eggs.


  I formed a fist and shivered, while the auctioneer at the counter handed me gold and silver coins. However, why was the amount of money lacking?


  “Why are you only giving me 60 gold and 59 silver?”


  The auction house manager smiled at my question.


  “The amount is limited to 10 gold and 69 silver because of the sales commission. There is a 15% sales commission for epic rated items. Thank you for using our service.”


  The commission fee was 8% for normal rated items and 10% for rare rated items. Compared to that, the sales commission for epic rated items was too expensive.


  ‘How much is the commission fee for unique or legendary rated items?’ 


  Suddenly, the auction house and Mother’s Heart is Happy seemed to overlap. Exploitation was the same in reality and in Satisfy.


  “Shit… I will become a successful person who exploits the weak…”


  I would produce legendary items which weren’t possible for anyone else except Pagma’s Descendant! The two billion users in Satisfy would be overwhelmed!


  “But that is a story for the distant future. Ugh!”


  Tears flowed as I thought about the 15% commission. This was because the day before, I hadn’t been able to open a stall because I’d needed to go work, so I had decided to use the auction house. 


  Once I got the money, I thought about whether I should take the carriage to Winston Village or not.


  ‘I can stay here and make a lot of money with the Jaffa Arrows, so do I really need to move villages?’


  I was trying to move villages because I wanted to find a suitable hunting ground. However, I didn’t need to cling to hunting and leveling up, when I could make a profit by making items.


  ‘It would be good to just stay here and make items all the time…’


  However, there was one thing I had to consider. It was the fact that Smith was gay!


  ‘If I stay here alone with him… Just imagining it was terrible.’


  I wasn’t in a hurry to hunt now, but I would be more comfortable living in a village suitable for my level. In the end, I decided to move to Winston as planned and headed towards the carriages. Just like last time, I started negotiating the price while armed with the saddest stories.


  “My ailing sister is waiting for me in Winston Village…”


  “Oh, no! Then I will leave one hour early. Climb into my carriage!” 


  “But right now, I only have seven gold…”


  “Oh, I thought you were a customer with a reservation. I’m sorry.”


  My first bargaining attempt failed!


  “My grandmother died the day before I was born, and her death anniversary is today. I needed to go to Winston Village right now, but I only have 7 gold and 50 silver…”


  “Um, I want to help you because of your high reputation and your situation, but it is too much of a loss to visit Winston VIllage for 7 gold and 50 silver. I’m sorry.”


  My second bargaining attempt failed. It was the same as humans constantly stepping on other humans. 


  “You should give me a choco pie, ah, these people. You should realize that we are all the same!”


  In the end, I failed to negotiate the price I wanted, but I got on the carriage that was the cheapest.


  “Let’s depart for Winston. It should be a quick and safe trip, considering the money I paid. And be friendly! You should show full hospitality.”


  “…I will be very grateful if you didn’t talk.”


  Travelling always made people excited. The bumpy carriage ride and the unfriendly attitude of the coachman were bad, but my mood was good.




  Chapter 22


  The carriage departed in the afternoon and arrived at Winston Village on the morning of the next day. Winston Village was unusually large for its name. Four times larger and more active than Bairan Village, Winston Village was comparable to the fortified city of Patrian!


  As I paid the coachman 8 gold and 90 silver, I asked for proper customer service from him.


  “I have one question.”


  “Ask me. I will tell you what I can.”


  “Why isn’t Winston called a city?”


  “Originally, it was a village smaller than Bairan. However, there are many places suitable for beginner and intermediate level travelers nearby. As these places became famous, the number of visitors gradually increased. There is a rumor that it will be upgraded to a city in the near future if this trend continues. I heard that Earl Steim’s heir will be sent as the new lord… It will be called a city by then. But I don’t know exactly when that will be.”


  ‘Earl Steim? Where have I heard that name before?’


  I was having a hard time remembering since I’d experienced so many things at all once.


  “Well, it has nothing to do with me anyway.”


  ‘Now, shall I begin?’


  I headed to the warehouse administration. After I informed the manager of the registration number and password to my warehouse, the administrator extended his hand. It meant to give him a tip.


  ‘Dammit. I have to pay just to use the warehouse?’


  I handed over 30 silver with trembling hands. The administrator checked the amount and started to chant a spell while drawing a small circle with a magic wand. Then a small warehouse was summoned before me using space and teleport magic.


  The warehouse was empty. I’d had sold all my japtem in order to buy potions for Ashur’s three month quest. Since its early days, I had played Satisfy for one year, but there was only dust in my warehouse now.


  “Ugh… in reality and in the game…”


  I opened my inventory with frustration.


  [Mamon’s Greatsword] 


  [Rating: Epic


  Durability: 88/204   Attack Power: 178~301   Attack Speed: -16%


  -Additional water damage will be added to all critical attacks.


  This is the greatsword patronized by the guardian of Lake Pamian, Mamon. Due to the influence of the lake, this sword has the strong aura of water.


  Conditions of Use: Level 65 or higher, more than 260 strength, more than 150 stamina.


  Weight: 1,050]


  [Mengel’s Plate Armor] 


  [Rating: Rare


  Durability: 51/180   Defense: 165  Movement Speed: -2%


  * Strength +10


  This is a work made by the blacksmith Mengel in the fortified city of Patrian. The defense is improved and the weight lowered. The wearer of this work can feel Mengel’s strong willpower that remained behind.


  Conditions of Use: Level 60 or higher, more than 180 strength.


  Weight: 1,203] 


  [Intermediate Potion] (34)


  [This is a potion which has been formulated with five or more herbs.


  Restores 1,500 health.


  The cooldown time is 20 seconds.


  Weight: 306]


  [Advanced Potion] (27)


  [This is a potion that has been formulated with ten or more herbs.


  Restores 4,000 health.


  The cooldown time is 20 seconds.


  Weight: 324]


  [Intermediate Strength Potion] (2)


  It is a potion prepared by blending a small amount of ogre’s blood with different types of herbs.


  Increases your strength by 50 points for 5 minutes.


  There is no cool down time.


  Weight: 62]


  [Intermediate Agility Potion] (3)


  [It is a potion prepared by blending a small amount of harpy’s blood with different types of herbs.


  Increases your agility by 50 points for 5 minutes.


  There is no cool down time.


  Weight: 90]


  [Special Jaffa Arrow] (1) 


  [Rating: Epic


  Attack Power: 35~42


  An arrow made by a craftsman with great skills and potential but lacks experience and reputation. 


  Due to the effect of combining jaffa with steel, it has extremely high penetration and ignores some of the enemy’s defense.


  * Has a certain chance of ignoring the enemy’s defense.


  Weight: 0.1]


  [Yaffa] (3)


  [A metal obtained from smelting Jaffa ore. The hardness of the ore has such a weak strength that it is impossible to produce a powerful item with it. However, the properties will change when mixed with steel. 


  Weight: 60] 


  I wanted to ignore this reality, but this was the full contents of my inventory. So, I tried to put Mamon’s Greatsword and Mengel’s Plate Armor into my inventory to reduce my possessions weight.


  “I haven’t appraised Mamon’s Greatsword or Mengel’s Plate Armor yet.”


  The Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill revealed the hidden function of items. It was possible to use the appraisal skill on Mamon’s Greatsword or Mengel’s Plate Armor, causing my understanding to rise.


  I didn’t hesitate to use appraisal on the two items.


  [A hidden function doesn’t exist.]


  [You have grasped the materials that make up Mamon’s Greatsword, the production method and the intentions of its creator.]


  [Your understanding of Mamon’s Greatsword is now at 33%.]


  [A hidden function doesn’t exist.]


  [You have grasped the materials that make up Mengel’s Plate Armor, the production method, and the intentions of its creator.]


  [Your understanding of Mengel’s Plate Armor is now at 65%.]


  My current stats meant I didn’t meet the conditions to use Mamon’s Greatsword and Mengel’s Plate Armor. Due to the resulting penalty, Mamon’s Greatsword had a 30% drop in attack power while Mengel’s Plate Armor had a 20% drop in defense. 


  However, my understanding had now risen dramatically.


  [Due to your class characteristics, you have equipped Mamon’s Greatsword.] 


  [A penalty is applied because the item conditions aren’t met.]


  [Attack power of Mamon’s Greatsword will decrease by 20%. Only half of the option effects will be applied.]


  [Your understanding of Mamon’s Greatsword is high so the penalties are reduced.]


  [Due to your class characteristics, you have equipped Mengel’s Plate Armor.]


  [A penalty is applied because the item conditions aren’t met.]


  [Mengel’s Plate Armor’s defense will decrease by 8%. Only half of the option effects will be applied.]


  [Your understanding of Mengel’s Plate Armor is high so the penalties are reduced.]


  “Hoh.”


  As the understanding increased, the penalty decreased. Mamon’s Greatsword now had 143~240 attack and Mengel’s Plate Armor had 152 defense. The options were still only half applied, but it was pleasing just having the penalties reduced.


  However, I wasn’t unconditionally happy. I had a 100% understanding with the axe and pickaxe, but my understanding of Mamon’s Greatsword and Mengel’s Plate Armor was too low. It was honestly disappointing.


  ‘I would’ve preferred if it went up higher.’ 


  Well, I didn’t need to be too hasty. I could raise understanding by disassembling, repairing and using the items, so it would be resolved over time.


  “Let’s try repairing it.”


  Mamon’s Greatsword and Mengel’s Plate Armor both had low durability currently. I could use the Legendary Blacksmith’s Repair skill to improve the understanding of these two items.


  Then…


  [A repair tool is needed.]


  “Ah, a separate repair tool is needed?”


  ‘What is a repair tool? Fuck! My money! Money! Money!’


  During my days as a warrior, I didn’t have the repair skill, so I always had to repair items at an NPC blacksmith. Therefore, I didn’t know something like a repair tool was needed.


  ‘It’s no wonder why the repairs were so expensive!’


  I could postpone repairing the items until next time. However, this was a warehouse which I had wasted 30 silver to open. If I closed the warehouse and went to buy the repair tool, 30 silver would fly away!


  Ultimately, I shook off my fury and left Mamon’s Greatsword and Mengel’s Plate Armor in the warehouse anyway. The equipment storage fee was 10 silver per item. This was a terrifying expenditure. 


  “The world is a thief…”


  Spending 30 silver to open the warehouse and then 10 silver to place an item inside it…! Mother’s Heart is Happy, the auction house and the warehouse administrators, they were all crooks in my eyes.


  “My 50 silver… My 50 silver…!”


  50 silver was 600 won in cash. That was enough to buy 200 milliliters of milk, which could relieve my thirst and make my bones sturdy at the same time. I stored the two items which weighed a considerable amount.


  “Kuuack…”


  My hands shook.  After glaring at the warehouse administrator who politely said farewell to me, I headed towards the square.


  There was a wide range of people in the square, from newbies who had just created their characters to users wearing level 100 equipment.


  People were moving around in order to adapt to the virtual reality. There were people looking for a party, buying or selling goods, sharing quests, beggars, couples, and people who simply enjoyed the landscape. All types of people were seen.


  I stood still and observed them.


  The beginner users were mainly using East Street, while the average-level users were mainly using South Street. The West and North Streets were favored by everyone, regardless of level.


  East Street contained NPCs who gave beginner quests and led to the most suitable hunting grounds for them. Meanwhile, the south had the suitable quests and hunting grounds for average-level users. The west and north were areas which covered all levels, or basically, the area crowded with stores.


  “The blacksmith is likely to be in the west or north.”


  As I came to this conclusion while observing the people, a notification window popped up.


  [Insight has increased by 1.]


  The insight stat could be used to detect objects or predict risks. However, I hadn’t seen its performance yet, so I didn’t know if this stat was really useful.


  “Well, any increase is good.”


  I didn’t feel much inspiration as I explored West Street and East Street. However, I then found a blacksmith on East Street. The exterior of the building was huge. 


  It was a two-story building, making it incomparable to the small smithy in Bairan Village. Unlike Smith who worked alone in Bairan Village, this smithy seemed like it would have dozens of blacksmiths working together.


  ‘The leader of dozens of blacksmiths should be at least an intermediate level blacksmith?’


  If so, he would recognize me and treat me favorably. Unlike Bairan Village, I would learn how to make items in a good environment. I entered the smithy excitedly while imagining the energetic sound of hammering and the hot heat.


  However, the smithy I entered seemed bleak. I couldn’t hear any hammering sounds, and there were no indications of any people about.


  “W-What?” I looked around in a confused manner and saw a pot-bellied man sleeping in a corner with an empty alcohol bottle beside him. I didn’t know if he was sleeping or dead, so I approached him quietly and shook him awake.


  “Hey. Hey!”


  “…Eh? What?”


  Fortunately, he wasn’t dead.  The pot-bellied man made an expression of annoyance and opened his eyes.  Then he turned towards me and asked, “What did you come here for?”


  “I want to learn how to make the best selling item in this village. Can I get your help?”


  The elderly man looked at me with a ridiculing expression. “This place ended a long time ago. After the Mero Company bought the blacksmith stores and commercial areas, they bulk sell items at a low price so the customers turned away from this place. Yet you came here to learn how to make items? Are you sure you want to perish with me?”


  Right at that moment…


  The smithy door opened, and a group of rough looking people rushed in.


  “Hey, Old Man! You still haven’t decided? Will you hand this building over to us? Won’t you be able to buy alcohol every day until you die then?”


  …What was it this time? I felt like I was caught up in another troublesome incident.




  Chapter 23


  “Hey, Old Man! You still haven’t decided? Will you hand this building over to us? Then won’t you be able to buy alcohol every day until you die?”


  The men who entered the smithy were rough looking and their physique was good. They reminded me of the employees from Mother’s Heart is Happy. They took a heavy-handed attitude as they handed a sheet of paper to the elderly blacksmith.


  ‘What’s this?’


  It was a contract to sell this building and the land to the Mero Company. I instinctively realized it.


  ‘If I analyze this based on my recent successes and troubles, it’s likely that I’ll get involved in a stupid quest as I stand here.’


  That absolutely couldn’t be allowed to happen. The urgent thing right now was to earn money by making items.


  ‘There’s no time to waste on unwanted quests.’


  I admired my brain’s quick thinking and moved to avoid this situation. But how many things ever went according to my will? I only managed to move a few steps before I was caught by the gangsters.


  “Hey, where did this newbie come from? You trying to sneak into our business like a rat?”


  They started to question me in an intimidating manner.


  “Did you come to steal the contents of our contract? You, are you a spy? Did the Skaner Company send you?”


  Why did I get caught up in the contents of that piece of paper? This was really some useless curiosity. 


  ‘I should’ve just stayed in the rear and avoided looking at them.’


  I shrugged as if to say ‘Spy, me? What are you talking about? It isn’t like that, so don’t worry about me. I just want to go my own way.’ 


  But they continued to act tough.


  Gulp.


  ‘Damn.’


  My saliva dried up and sweat beaded up on my forehead. I remembered my low-level days in Satisfy.


  Was it due to the fearful memories of being a bread shuttle, or being threatened by teenage gangster NPCs in the back alleys? Or maybe it was because they resembled the employees from Mother’s Heart is Happy Financial Services.


  I reflexively shrank back from the group; I couldn’t cope with this.


  ‘I should behave.’


  Violent NPCs didn’t fear the law. It was entirely possible to be severely injured or killed if I even so much as touched these guys. Of course, I could report the NPCs to the guards, but their fists were closer than the law was.  It might be possible if I was stronger or quick enough to flee from this building. However, that wasn’t the case so it was better to avoid irritating them.


  ‘Judging by their appearance and atmosphere, they aren’t back alley bullies. They don’t just smoke cigarettes and use bread shuttles.’


  The Mero Company was the second largest business company in the Eternal Kingdom. They wouldn’t give jobs to losers. These assholes were all gangsters.


  ‘Based on their equipment, they’re at least level 35.’


  Gangsters over level 35! How many people have they hurt and frightened in order to level up? I couldn’t imagine all the sins that these people had committed. 


  ‘There are five of them… In contrast, I am only level 3. While my stats are superior compared to those of my level, they’re all still around level 20. Not only that I am alone as well.’


  To make matters worse, I was unarmed. I would only lose if I got into a fight with them. 


  ‘Yes, let’s act prudently and discard my pride.’


  As soon as I organized my thoughts, I smiled as brightly as possible and explained, “I’m not here to spy on you. I am just a customer passing by. So you don’t have to be so vigilant. Heheh.”


  Acting subservient to NPCs! I felt no shame. The hand of the man holding my shoulder loosened slightly.


  “Customer? At this smithy?”


  “Yes.”


  “Hoh? A customer of this smithy…”


  The grip of the man’s hand on my shoulder strengthened again.


  ‘Ouch, it hurts.’


  I frowned due to the pain. Curse words almost popped out of my mouth, but I remained patient. Instead of scolding him, I tried my best to maintain my smile. Why? Otherwise, I might get hit! There was an old saying that you couldn’t spit when there was a smile on the other person’s face.


  The gangsters eyed me with suspicion.


  “The street operated by the Mero Company has a large number of weapons stores, so why would you come to a smithy like this? Isn’t this strange?”


  “There might be many weapons stores, but this is the only smithy. I don’t want to buy a weapon, but instead find a blacksmith for production-related work. Therefore, it was inevitable that I came here. Hehe, I had no idea this smithy was troubled since I am new to Winston.”


  I could debut as a lead actor right away and would be the perfect candidate for the New Actor Award at the end of year ceremonies. My appearance and tone were subservient. I continued to smile and the suspicious gangster released me.


  “I somehow feel like hitting you, but you’re a blacksmith as well? Umm, indeed. You’re so weak that you can’t be a spy… Okay, get out of here. Don’t think about coming here again.”


  Did he want to hit me? Did I look poor and weak? These scum thought they could make fun of me just because of how I looked? The fury in my heart boiled over. However, be patient.


  “Hehe, thank you for believing in me. I’ll be going now.”


  I was able to keep the smile until the last minute as I quickly headed out of the smithy. Then the old blacksmith’s angry voice was heard behind me, “Yes… there’s nothing to be gained from dragging this dirty work out too long. It is better to avoid such things. I’m too tired now.”


  As I paused for a moment, the old man blinked his bloodshot eyes. It was to stop the tears from falling down.


  “Give me that contract. I’ll sign it as you wish.”


  “Eh? R-Really?”


  “Ohh! Good thinking Old Man!”


  “It took a long time, but you have finally made a wise decision.”


  The gangsters cheered at the old man’s words. It was like a festival. The one who seemed to be the leader handed the contract to the old man.


  “All you have to do is sign. Then you can take it easy.”


  “……”


  The old man gazed at the contract and hesitated for a moment before reaching towards the contract with trembling hands. At that moment, tears fell from the old man’s eyes. “Ahh! This is the end of my seven generation family business! I won’t be able to face my ancestors after death!” 


  The sight of the sad and depressed old man was unbearable. But the gangsters mocked him instead of comforting him,


  “You abruptly stopped blacksmithing, so isn’t it natural for the customers to turn away? And Old Man, didn’t you have a child? Your only son died, so you turned to the bottles? You don’t have a successor, so once you die, your family line will naturally be cut off. You were defending something that had no value. Didn’t your debts just increase? Pathetic, truly pathetic.”


  “You! Don’t mention my son with that vulgar mouth!”


  “Why the hell are you so loud? Do you want to be scolded like last time?”


  The gangster called ‘Johnson’ threatened to hit the old man. I was angry when I saw Johnson. 


  ‘Isn’t that an old man? Not only did he speak rudely to the old man, but threatening to beat him up…’


  At that moment, a gangster called ‘Um’ spoke, “Look, the contract should be completed today.”


  Then the one called ‘Praga’ jumped in like an excited foal, “No, I’m mad. Didn’t we have to wait a few months for the old man to acceptwhile that old man refused? Think about how much we suffered because of him!”


  The gangster called ‘Neil’ continued, “I agree… Fuck, we couldn’t even properly handle an old man. We received less pay on the scheduled date because of this.”


  Then the silent leader, ‘Veil’ smiled coldly and said, “That’s right, you must compensate us for the damages we received.”


  Veil slapped the old man’s cheek and said, “Hey Old Man, once you receive the money for selling this smithy, half of it will be used to pay off your debt, while the other half will be handed to us. Isn’t it obvious to compensate us for the damages you caused?”


  “You dog bastards!” The old man, Khan, angrily replied to Veil.


  “Hey, you don’t have a wife or son to feed, so why do you need a large amount of money? You should help the poor, young people like me.”


  “……”


  My insides were boiling with anger. 


  ‘I don’t respect senior citizens much, but…’


  When I used public transportation such as the bus or subway, I never yielded my seat to the elderly. I paid the same taxes, so I also had the right to enjoy the seat! No matter how burdensome their gazes were, I never gave way.


  ‘But…’


  I didn’t insult or tease the elderly, unlike these gangsters. I was really angry.


  ‘Young pups treating grandmothers and grandfathers like this… it is terrible.’


  So? Should I help the old man, despite my low level?


  NO~ NO~ I don’t have a sense of justice. Why should I help others? I couldn’t think of any benefits. In my childhood, I was disgusted by superheroes instead of admiring them like everyone else.


  ‘Why are they getting hurt trying to save others? Are they crazy?’


  I couldn’t understand the heroes who sacrificed themselves to defeat the villain. My young self cringed as I watched their unconditional sacrifice. So when the neighborhood kids played as heroes, I acted as the villain. Once I became the villain, I enjoyed the pleasure I got from harassing my friends who played the role of heroes. I showed sense by pretending to die at the end of the game, meaning the other children didn’t feel any resentment. 


  ‘When I think about it, I have been like this since childhood. Yes, from the beginning, I closed my eyes whenever I saw injustice.’


  So I turned away from the old man who was being humiliated and about to lose the business that had been in his family for seven generations. Sure, some regrets remained.


  ‘The situation has become like this, so it is impossible to make items in this smithy. If I want to move villages, I have to pay for that scamming expensive carriage again? Do I really have to move villages once more? No, there is no need to. I will just hunt and raise my level until the new owner of this smithy starts work.’


  Wait?


  ‘Don’t I need equipment to hunt? This damn thing! I stored my sword and armor in the warehouse. My 50 silver!’ 


  My stress levels weren’t a joke. My stomach hurt when I thought about all the money that was flying away. Why was my life so twisted? Uhh… I’m getting a stomach ache. I should leave here as soon as possible.’


  But strangely, my feet didn’t move.


  ‘That old man… is this okay?’


  Ah! Really! Fuck!


  Maybe it was because I witnessed the dirty work. No matter how much I dreamed about a life that was far from good, I still had the basic fundamentals of a human. It was too much for my conscience to ignore the old man surrounded by gangsters.


  ‘No, why risk myself for someone else? Am I stupid?’


  I was fully aware that I should turn a blind eye to this. So why was I hesitating?


  ‘When did I become nosy? This behavior isn’t like me. I’ve always closed my eyes to injustice.’


  The moment I braced myself to leave the smithy.


  [Your anger levels are at their peak after witnessing gangsters commit wrongdoings towards a blacksmith.]


  [The quest ‘Blacksmith’s Rage’ has been created.]
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  [Blacksmith’s Rage]


  Difficulty: B


  As Pagma’s descendant, you have inherited Pagma’s will as well as his techniques. You have Pagma’s humanitarian ideology of using ‘blacksmithing to benefit other people.’


  You can never forgive the Mero Company and its minions, who oppress the old and powerless blacksmith.


  Help the blacksmith Khan, who had fallen for the tricks of the Mero Company and lost his customers.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Get rid of the Mero Company’s minions and destroy the smithy transfer contract.


  Clear Reward: Blacksmith Khan’s alcoholic symptoms will improve. Affinity with Khan will reach the maximum.


  * Khan was originally an excellent blacksmith. But after his business was ruined due to the tricks of the Mero Company and he was subjected to severe stress, an alcohol dependency was created. He is currently an incompetent old man, but if he improves from his alcoholism, he will surely regain his status as a great blacksmith. At that time, he will figure out your identity and help you greatly…


  Quest Acceptance Reward: The skill ‘Blacksmith’s Rage’ is created.


  Quest Failure: A few days later, Khan will die and all quests related to him will be permanently destroyed. 


  “Eh?”


  The blacksmith’s ideology?


  “Is this a parody of humanitarianism?”


  The motto of the legendary blacksmith Pagma!


  “…Is there a  hidden class that will appear after eating only garlic for 100 days?”


  No, now wasn’t the time to joke around.


  “This situation is a quest.”


  It was as I expected. A ruined smithy and blacksmith. The sudden appearance of gangsters was the precursor to the beginning of a new quest.


  [Would you like to accept the quest?)


  There were five enemies. Their level was estimated to be 35 or higher. On the other hand, I was alone and only level 3. I was also unharmed because I left my sword and armor in the warehouse.


  Should I refuse the quest? No.


  “I accept.”


  There was no reason for me to refuse this quest.


  Even though I was level 3, my stats made me equivalent to a level 20. I also had the skill ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience.’ It was a tremendous skill that increased my concentration, stamina, and defense to the peak for an hour. But was that all? I had the passive skill that allowed me to become invincible for five seconds if my health was at the minimum.


  “In fact, I’m not without a weapon.”


  I opened my inventory. I took out one arrow that I had left behind as a souvenir.


  [Special Jaffa Arrow] 


  Rating: Epic


  Attack Power: 35~42


  An arrow made by a craftsman with great skill and potential but lacking in experience and reputation. 


  Due to the effect of combining jaffa with steel, it has extremely high penetration and ignores some of the enemy’s defense.


  * Has a certain chance of ignoring the enemy’s defense.


  Weight: 0.1 


  Arrows were consumables. But that was only when fired by a bow.


  “If I hold it and use it as a dagger, it won’t be a consumable.”


  In fact, there were many cases when arrows were retrieved and reused. It was said that most arrows could be reused except when it was too damaged by the target, but I didn’t know because I had no experience shooting the bow.


  ‘I thought it was strange that arrows were so expensive so I grabbed a passerby. Thanks to that, I realized that arrows weren’t always consumables. Huhut, information was power! I shouldn’t neglect the impact of  gathering information in the future.’


  I smiled with satisfaction and examined the gangsters closely. They were holding threatening weapons like axes, swords, and maces while wearing leather armor.


  ‘The heavens are helping me.’


  It might be different if they were wearing iron armor. However, I could cause serious damage if I stabbed the leather armor several times with the Jaffa Arrow.


  ‘This arrow is something I made with my heart. Its value couldn’t be compared with normal arrows. I might have the attack power of a level 20 but I trust this arrow. Due to the option to ignore defense, I will be able to fill up the offensive gap. There is also the countless combat experiences I have accumulated in my days as a warrior.’


  My stats that were higher than my level, a suitable weapon, a fraudulent skill and combat senses acquired from past experience. I believed that these four elements were enough to clear the quest.


  ‘It is a very low possibility.’


  Would I willingly accept a quest that was more likely to fail than succeed? It was obvious. 


  First, there was no penalty if the quest failed. The NPC Khan would die and all quests associated with him permanently destroyed, but it wasn’t something I should be afraid of since I didn’t know what the quests were.


  Secondly, I was rewarded just by accepting the quest.


  [The quest has been accepted.]


  [Due to the quest acceptance, the skill ‘Blacksmith’s Rage’ has been acquired.]


  The quest acceptance reward was different from the quest clear reward. It was a skill I received just by accepting the quest. Who would resist such a quest? I immediately opened the skills window to check the new skill.


  [Blacksmith’s Rage]


  Lv. 1


  Increases attack power by 10% and attack speed by 30% for 20 seconds.


  Skill Mana Cost: 50


  Skill Cooldown Time: 60 seconds 


  ‘A-Amazing!’


  Production-related classes such as blacksmiths were said to not be able to learn combat skills. However, now I have learned a combat buff just by accepting a blacksmith related quest! Furthermore, its performance was enormous.


  ‘Isn’t this a lot better than the combat buff skills I learned as a warrior?’


  The warrior buff skill that I used raised my attack power by 20% for a certain duration, and the cooldown time was three minutes. But the buff I just learn increased by attack power and attack speed, and the cooldown time was one minute.


  ‘Isn’t this a windfall? Kukuk… Oh, is this the hidden quest that I’ve heard about? However, isn’t the quest difficulty too low for a hidden quest? Maybe this… it is likely to be a linked quest. The quests owned by Blacksmith Khan are probably linked quests. This is a real hit.’


  As soon as I realized the importance of Blacksmith Khan, I had an obligation to do my best to clear the quest.


  ‘Thanks to the new skill, the possibility of clearing the quest is even higher… Good.’


  I decided to approach the gangsters.


  “What the, this guy?” The gangsters tilted their heads as I came back instead of leaving.


  I pointed the arrow towards them. Then I explained to them the biggest reason why I accepted this quest.


  “You crossed the line. I am also indifferent to elderly people, but not as much as you. You don’t have to feel respect towards elderly people, but shouldn’t you maintain the minimum of courtesies? You should take care of your education, you bastards. I can’t forgive you.”


  I wasn’t trying to imitate the apostle of justice. I just didn’t like people like these!


  “Blame the fact that you look like Mother’s Heart is Happy employees.”


  As I stepped closer, the gangsters started to grab their weapons.


  “You bastard! This brat dares say such things to us? Eh? No, did something suddenly happen to this brat? Hey you! Do you want to go to hell? Huh?”


  “This bastard didn’t appreciate the fact that we let you go…”


  Indeed, lawless NPCs were fearsome. They instantly showed an intention to kill me. They were truly people who had committed numerous evils.


  ‘They are too formidable.’


  But there was no reason to avoid them due to fear. Right now, these people weren’t the objects of fear. They are targets that must be defeated to clear the quest. The ambition of a warrior was boiling inside of me.


  I snorted with derision towards the gangsters and raised my hand. “Stop your useless talking and come on.”


  The gangsters reacted immediately.


  “This crazy bastard!”


  “Get him! Hold on to him for me! No, kill him! Just kill him.”


  The red-faced gangsters rushed towards me. There were a total of five opponents. In a wide open space, I would be surrounded and die instantly. I had identified the terrain of the smithy ahead of time and headed for the stairs leading towards the second floor. The staircase was wide enough for two adult men to stand side by side.


  I stood in the middle of it with the arrow.


  “Anyone who wants to be stung should come up here.”


  The gangsters flinched when I took the geographical advantage, then belatedly confirmed the identity of the weapon in my hand.


  “What is that? An arrow?”


  “Puhahaha. Do you want to deal with us with that arrow? Where is your bow? Eh? Did you drop it on your mother’s skirt, Newbie?”


  “Anyway, a blacksmith can’t use a bow. They don’t handle weapons very well. So it is no wonder he needs to swing an arrow. He is seriously young.”


  These guys were belittling me! Among them, Johnson had the most vicious nature so he rushed forward first. “I will cut this blacksmith up like a bear.”


  I faced Johnson, who had charged forward ignorantly like a wild boar, and used the skill I had just learned.


  “Blacksmith’s Rage.”


  [Blacksmith’s Rage has been activated. Your attack power and attack speed will increase significantly for 20 seconds.]


  At the top of the screen, a message with ‘20 seconds’ popped up. It was a notification window that showed the duration of the skill. I confirmed that the skill was successfully cast and quickly thrust out my arm.


  Papat!


  It was quicker than Johnson could swing his axe. My arrow pierced his chest twice. Large weapons had the advantage of high damage and durability, but they had a fatal disadvantage of slow attack speed. On the other hand, my attack was quick due to the weightless arrow. In addition, I used Blacksmith’s Rage and was able to overwhelm Johnson with speed.


  [Critical!]


  [The effect of the Special Jaffa arrow is activated, meaning the enemy’s defense is completely ignored.]


  “Ke…heok!”


  It was only two attacks, but the full power was unleashed. One hit was a critical strike, while the other one ignored the defense due to the optional effect of the Special Jaffa Arrow. At this moment, I was sure that luck was following me. I never imagined that an arrow could deal damage like this.


  “H-how…?”


  Johnson had a disbelieving expression on his face as the arrow pierced the leather armor. Then he coughed up blood and rolled down the stairs. He turned into a grey light and several messages popped up before my eyes.


  [You have defeated Winston’s outlaw, Johnson.]


  [Reputation in Winston Village has increased by 60.]


  [Your relationship with the Winston outlaws has become hostile.]


  [The Winston outlaws will try to kill you when they find you.]


  [4,300 experience has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  “Wow.”


  I expected the gangster to be at least level 35. As if to prove my guess right, I gained five levels just from Johnson’s death. 


  ‘I defeated a level 35 enemy in just two hits?’


  I couldn’t believe it myself. Even if it was a critical hit and the enemy’s defense was ignored, I never expected to do it in only two hits.


  ‘These guys, do they have less health compared to their appearance?’


  It was a good explanation. Considering their aggressive tendencies, it was likely that the gangsters had focused their stats on strength. 


  ‘Okay.’


  I felt more hope that I could clear this quest. 


  “Status window.”


  Name: Grid 


  Level: 8 (125/1,400)


  Class: Pagma’s Descendant


  * The probability of adding additional options when making items will increase.


  * The probably of item enhancement will increase. 


  * All equipment items can be worn unconditionally. However, there is a penalty depending on the rating of the item. 


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  * Abnormal conditions don’t work well on you.


  * You won’t die when health is at the minimum.


  * Easily acknowledged.


  Health: 316/316    Mana: 87/87


  Strength: 24   Stamina: 22   Agility: 16  Intelligence: 29 


  Dexterity: 55  Persistence: 21


  Composure: 14  Indomitable: 16   Dignity: 14   Insight: 14


  Stat Points: 110


  Weight: 842/1,000 


  I gained five more levels, so now I had 110 stat points.


  ‘This is the right timing to distribute my stat points.’


  I didn’t hesitate to invest all my stat points in strength and agility.


  [You have invested 50 points in strength. Is this correct?]


  “Yes.”


  [Once the points are invested, it can’t be reversed. Do you want to proceed?]


  “Yes.”


  [You have invested 60 points in agility. Is this correct?]


  “Yes.”


  The warning statements popped up and my strength and agility greatly increased. The other gangsters were surprised to see their companion suddenly die and couldn’t climb the stairs.


  “W-W-What is that guy? How did he handle Johnson so easily?”


  “Johnson wasn’t vigilant and allowed himself to be stabbed in the heart twice.”


  “Still, isn’t that bastard’s weapon just an arrow? It wasn’t shot from a bow, but a hand wielded arrow broke through leather armor and did such damage? Nonsense. It is impossible.”


  “…This blacksmith must be so strong that he doesn’t depend on weapons. Maybe he isn’t a blacksmith in the first place. He is a warrior. I’m sure of this.”


  “What does that… Maybe he just looks weak.”


  “Don’t just pay attention to the outward appearance.”


  The gangsters watched me carefully. Blacksmith’s Rage only lasted 10 more seconds so I provoked them.


  “What are you doing? Aren’t you attacking? Isn’t it four of you against one of me? You third-rate, hulking gangster scum.”


  “Third-rate? What is this jerk seeing?”


  “Praga, wait!”


  Despite the calls from his companions, the gangster called Praga fell for the taunt and rushed. This time, the weapon was a huge mace. The attack speed was very slow, just like Johnson who used the axe.


  Kwajajak!


  He ran up the staircase and the mace aimed for my face. I avoided it as much as possible and pushed the arrow forward.


  Papapat!


  My increased agility was immediately effective. This time, I was able to strike the arrow three times before the enemy could attack once.


  “Ahhhhhh!”


  Praga was stabbed three times in the chest and retreated.


  ‘Dammit.’


  This time, there wasn’t a critical hit. In addition, the optional effect of the Special Jaffa Arrow wasn’t activated. Was that why? My attack power had increased thanks to the 50 points invested in strength, but Praga didn’t die.


  “Hey, are you okay?”


  “Kuoock… it isn’t enough to kill me.” 


  “Hmm… I guess it was just a coincidence that he took care of Johnson in two hits. The attack power seems weaker than I expected.”


  Little by little, the gangsters started to identify my strength. Then Veil explained to his men, “The thing we need to watch out for now is his attack speed. He is overwhelmingly faster than us because we use large weapons, so fighting one-on-one is definitely a disadvantage.”


  “Then what?”


  “What should we do? It is simple.”


  Veil winked and they stood as a group in front of the staircase. Then he spoke to me, who was standing alone on the staircase. “I won’t go up to grab you. You can’t stay up there forever. Won’t you eventually have to come down? Then I will kill you.”


  Heok… they were quite smart.


  ‘If they were monsters, they would move without thinking.’


  My plan to take advantage of the terrain was all in vain.


  ‘There are four people remaining. One of them is seriously injured, but he can still fight. Damn… no matter what method I think of, it is too dangerous to deal with them all at once. How can I clear this quest?’


  I could be satisfied with the fact that I acquired a new skill through this quest. I was curious about the linked quests and rewards that would be received from Blacksmith Khan, but should I take the risk?


  ‘It is wiser to forcibly quit the quest by running away, instead of dying. But…’


  My eyes looked somewhere else. I flinched the moment I met the eyes of the old man standing in the corner, Khan. Was it due to the expectations, hope, and gratitude in the eyes of the old man looking at me?


  It was like he was looking at a hero.


  ‘Don’t gaze at me with such eyes. I’m not a hero.’


  I tried to ignore the old man’s gaze. Then I stopped just before logging out.


  ‘Just accepting the quest gave me a new skill. I am 100% certain that this is a hidden quest. The rewards of the linked quests received from that old man must be beyond imagination. Isn’t it stupid to give up on a rare quest that I might not encounter again?’


  Yes, I should try it. I headed down the stairs. I was immediately besieged by the gangsters waiting for me.


  ‘My defense is close to zero. My health is also small. If I allow these guys to attack, I will be killed in two or three hits, even if they aren’t fatal wounds. The important thing isn’t to fight as quickly as possible. Carefully, carefully.’


  I concentrated as much as possible, confirmed the cooldown time of Blacksmith’s Rage was over and used the skill again.


  “Blacksmith’s Rage.”


  [Blacksmith’s Rage has been activated. Your attack power and attack speed will increase significantly for 20 seconds.]


  Okay. Next.


  “Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience.”


  [Nothing happens.]


  “Eh…?”


  The skill didn’t activate? I was confused and hurriedly opened the skill window. Then I read the detailed explanation of the Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience skill.


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience]


  Vitality, defense, and dexterity will rise by 200% for one hour.


  * This skill doesn’t consume mana. 


  * This skill can’t be used intentionally. It was naturally be triggered if you continue to persevere. 


  “…Ah, you.”


  This damn thing… A conditional activation skill?


  ‘I should’ve read the skill description… It is like not reading the fine print.’


  As one of the factors that I believed in disappeared, the gangsters narrowed the distance with their weapons.


  “Hey, are you ready to go to hell?”


  “I will make you pay for hurting and killing my companions.”


  I was screwed.




  Chapter 25


  "Go to hell! Johnson's enemy!”


  Buuuong.


  The explosive sound of the surrounding enemies attacking me was enough to cause pain and sweat to flow down.


  Kwang!Kwajajak!


  These were attacks with the power to break a wall with one blow! I  was able to avoid the attacks a few times due to the slow speed and  simple trajectory, but I wondered how long I could maintain this  concentration. Then the enemies started to use their heads.


  “Attack at the same time.”


  "Ohhhhhh!"


  Different weapons simultaneously struck out from every direction.


  [You have received 150 damage.]


  [You have received 163 damage.]


  “Urghh...”


  My health gauge reached the bottom with just two hits and had only 23 health left. 


  'Crazy. They weren’t even critical hits.’


  I pulled out a potion from my inventory and drank it. It was an intermediate health potion that restored 1,500 health at once.


  ‘My  health is considerably less than 1,500, but an intermediate potion is  the lowest grade potion I have. It would’ve been nice if I had an  inferior potion...’


  The potion reuse time was 20 seconds, so I had to defend myself from attacks for at least 20 seconds. But now the enemies had started systematically linking their strikes. It became harder.


  "We have been fighting together for 10 years. No matter what you try, you will eventually go to hell!"


  I  moved to the side in order to avoid the big sword that would take off  my head, then an attack aimed for my knees, as if they had predicted my  movements. My battle senses, developed from my days as a warrior, let out a warning.


  This was unavoidable!


  “Kuk!”


  I aimed the arrow downwards.


  Kaaang!


  The Special Jaffa Arrow accurately hit the mace in an attempt to shift the orbit. But  an arrow was a very lightweight weapon. It was impossible for a light  weapon to shift the orbit of the large mace that weighed several  kilograms.


  Kwajak!


  "Kuaaaak!"


  The mace hit half of my knee, dealing a critical blow.


  [You have received 200 damage.]


  [Your left leg is severely damaged. Movement speed has decreased by 40%. The ability to control your body has decreased.]


  As I groaned on the floor, a strike of lightning could be heard above me. If I stayed still, my skull would be caved in.


  "Hup!"


  I endured the pain and rolled back. 


  Kakakakak!


  The floor where I had been lying just a few seconds ago was smashed to pieces. I stared at the enemies and made a decision.


  ‘I will act luxuriously today.’


  I steeled my heart, pulling out the intermediate strength potion and intermediate agility potion. The price for one was 10 gold. 10 gold was 12,000 won!


  'I’m sorry but it can’t be helped.’


  I closed my eyes and poured 20 gold, in other words, 24,000 won, down my throat.


  Gulp gulp.


  I shed tears as the buff potion was swallowed.


  ‘Ahh! This potion is more expensive than the sweet and sour pork set!’


  I prepared the buff potions for moments of crisis during Earl Ashur’s quest, but I felt such regret that I never used them. Now they were being used to complete a B-grade quest, not a boss monster.


  [You have taken the intermediate strength potion. Strength will increase by 50 for five minutes.]


  [You have taken the intermediate agility potion. Agility will increase by 50 for five minutes.]


  There was a flood of attacks from two directions as the notification windows popped up.


  “Son of a bitch! Don’t think that we can’t touch you while you are eating!”


  I was able to avoid the two attacks due to my sharp rise in agility, then I gripped the arrow and fought back. But two attacks came from different directions and I was forced to give up.


  "Pant pant... r-really horrible.”


  I would’ve died if it wasn’t for the intermediate agility potion. It  felt like my heart would burst from the extreme tension, and the  gangsters were filled with rage once their attacks were over.


  “This rotten bastard! How long will you run away?”


  "Where is your momentum from your first attack? What a shameful brat! Fight fair.”


  The four of them were ganging up on my lone self, yet they were complaining about fighting fairly?


  “Hey, you fuckers have no conscience! Let’s do it one against one.”


  "Won’t we still win in a one-on-one fight?”


  “Then bring it on!”


  “Bullshit! Don’t you know that being able to fight in groups is a virtue?”


  Chwaruruk!


  The flail stretched out like a whip.


  Tatatang!Tang!


  I hit it with the arrow and barely managed to spin my body. I felt a hot pain as a greatsword scratched my side.


  [You have received 30 damage.]


  Fortunately, I succeeded in avoiding it. Once the crisis passed, I tried to continue the conversation to buy time for my potion reuse time to end.


  "Hey guys, let’s talk about it honestly. Shouldn’t you know by now that I’m not a pushover?”


  “......”


  The gangsters didn’t want to admit it, but they didn’t refute my words. I made a suggestion, “Hand over the contract and then no one will die anymore.”


  “What?”


  The gangsters were furious.


  "Don’t  play games! You think you can get out of here alive after killing  Johnson? Don’t worry about the contract. You must die here.”


  "What? Is it hard to come forward? Won’t you regret it? You guys really can leave here alive if you hand over the contract.”


  “Hahat!  Stop talking nonsense! A guy who broke his leg is spouting these words.  From the very beginning, we could leave here alive! You are the only  one who will die here.” 


  “Hrmm, will that really happen?”


  During the conversation, the reuse time for my potions had reset. I turned away from the gangsters and sneakily drank the potion. At the same time, my health and the wound on my leg recovered. 


  ‘Now.’


  The gangsters thought I was still seriously injured. I used that to sneak attack one of them.


  “N-No?”


  They couldn’t respond properly because they thought my leg was still injured. I pierced one person accurately with the arrow.


  [Critical!]


  [The effect of the Special Jaffa arrow is activated, meaning the enemy’s defense is completely ignored.]


  "Keeok...!”


  [You have defeated Winston’s outlaw, Neil.]


  [Reputation in Winston Village has increased by 60.] 


  [4,300 experience has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  ‘Good!’


  The gangster stabbed in the belly couldn’t even scream properly as he turned into grey light. The eyes of the gangsters shook as they lost another companion.


  “You... you bastard! How did your leg suddenly become better? D-Don’t tell me you drank a potion?”


  "... Didn’t you see me drinking it?”


  "You stupid bastard! You should fight with your own body!”


  “Bullshit! Can you really say that? You are gangsters trying to bully an innocent citizen!”


  “You...! Kill! Kill that brat as soon as possible! He is like a cockroach, so keep attacking until he is dead.” 


  "Isn’t he just a druggie? I will crush him!”


  The extremely angry Veil commanded his men. “The ‘You will Die’ formation!”


  It was the worst naming sense. In any case, the villains received Veil’s command and unleashed a barrage of attacks.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Chukak.Bam!


  The murder techniques that didn’t consider defense ran rampant. Even if my arrow was aimed at their hearts, they didn’t try to defend or avoid. They kept attacking and attacking.


  “Kuk!”


  Even if my arrow stabbed them, they didn’t stop attacking. I instantly found myself on the defensive. 


  [You have received 203 damage.]


  [You have received 180 damage.]


  Chwaruruk!Buuuong.Kwaang!


  Like  a snake persistently following me on a blocked path, the greatsword  with a wide range of attack gave me a big crisis. Even if I avoided the  mace, my balance would become off because the mace would break the  ground or walls.


  There were 13 seconds left on my potion reuse time and my health was at the bottom.


  ‘This is my limit. I can’t endure anymore.’


  Unless  the Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience skill activated and my defense and  health were strengthened, there was no way to overcome this crisis.


  ‘The end...’


  The moment I was about to give up on the quest... I suddenly had a thought.


  ‘Why am I depending on potions and skills?’


  Was I a warrior? No. I was Pagma’s Descendant.


  ‘Where am I right now?’


  A smithy.


  ‘I’m so stupid... Why didn’t I think of this earlier?’


  I noticed the various weapons and armor displayed all over the room. A number of things popped into my head.


  “Khan!”


  Khan, the elder blacksmith standing in the corner, responded instantly to my call.


  "Speak.”


  I asked him, “Do you want to keep this smithy?”


  "Of course! I already gave up, but changed my mind thanks to you. If you help me, I will be able to keep this place!”


  I liked the cool answer.


  “Hey, what are you doing now? Why are you chatting with that old man instead of fighting? Are you thinking of some trick?”


  Kwa kwa kwang!


  The gangsters didn’t stop the offensive. I avoided the attack and threw my arrow at the largest of them.


  Swaeek!


  The quickly thrown Special Jaffa Arrow...


  Whether he sensed the crisis or if he was confident, Praga changed his attitude and started defending.


  [Critical!]


  Chaaeng!


  “Wah!”


  A  critical appeared the moment the arrow struck the mace, and its heavy  power made Praga instantly back up. However, the other two gangsters  didn’t care and struck. I turned around and ran away from them.


  "Kuhahahaha! Stupid person! You threw away your weapon.”


  The gangsters saw me running away unarmed and chased after me. Praga overcame the crisis of the flying arrow and sighed with relief. I never looked back at them. I ran forward with all my strength. Then I ran up the stairs and reached the second floor. 


  There was a brilliantly shining full plate armor and a super large greatsword that was 3m in length.


  I shouted toward Khan on the ground floor.


  "Khan, lend me this equipment!”


  “B-But...”


  “I will give them back at the end of the fight! If you want to keep your smithy, give me permission!”


  Taking  away the items without the owner’s consent would label me a criminal. I  waited for Khan’s permission, but he paused in a frustrating manner.


  "Not  just anyone can use that equipment! It is better to lend you the  leather armor and blacksmith hammer over here. That is the ideal  equipment for you.”


  "No, just lend this to me.”


  "B-but that battle gear...”


  “Kihahaha! I’ve finally caught you. Die!”


  Without realizing it, the enemies had neared me. Khan finally realized the urgency of the situation and nodded. “Y-Yes. If you can use it then feel free to!”


  “Good. You should’ve said it sooner.”


  [Due to your class characteristics, you have equipped Dainsleif (Reproduction).]


  [A penalty is applied because the item conditions aren’t met.]


  [Attack power of Dainsleif (Reproduction) will decrease by 20%. Only half of the option effects will be applied.]


  [The penalties will be reduced if your understanding of Dainsleif (Reproduction) increases.]


  [Due to your class characteristics, you have equipped Valhalla.]


  [A penalty is applied because the item conditions aren’t met.]


  [Defense of Valhalla will decrease by 20%. Only half of the option effects will be applied.]


  [The penalties will be reduced if your understanding of Valhalla increases.]




  Chapter 26


  I felt like a mountain after equipping the gold armor. With the giant sword in my hand, I felt brave enough to even cut at a dragon.


  The gangsters were swinging their weapons. There was no need for evasion.


  Kwang! Kwajajak!


  [The enemy’s damage has been neutralized.]


  The enemies’ attacks had a good momentum, but they couldn’t even deal a small scratch to my armor. My body didn’t feel any slight fluctuations. Rather, the weapons of the gangsters were damaged.


  “W-What?”


  “What is this…?”


  The gangsters lived in the lawless world so their warning instincts were unsurpassed. At this moment, the gangsters felt despair.


  “T-This is ridiculous…!”


  I grinned in a devilish manner at the confused gangsters. “Have you heard of the item effect?”


  Drugs? Skill? I didn’t need to rely on such things from the beginning. There were all types of battle gear piled up in the smithy, and as Pagma’s Descendant, I could use all of it!


  Clink!


  I grabbed the handle of the greatsword with both hands and tightened my waist as much as possible before lifting it up with all of my strength. I didn’t need to use any techniques. I used just the momentum of the greatsword to wreak havoc to anything in its path.


  Seokeok!


  There was a refreshing feeling in my chest as the sword cut through the enemies. With one strike, the bodies of the gangsters turned into grey light.


  [You have defeated Winston’s outlaw, Praga.]


  [Reputation in Winston Village has increased by 60.]


  [4,300 experience has been acquired.]


  [You have defeated Winston’s outlaw, Um.]


  [Reputation in Winston Village has increased by 60.] 


  [4,300 experience has been acquired.]


  [You have defeated Winston’s outlaw, Veil.]


  [Reputation in Winston Village has increased by 100.] 


  [6,600 experience has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Quest success!]


  [Affinity with Khan has risen to the maximum.]


  The tremendous rewarding sentences that kept appearing. I didn’t take the time to enjoy the pleasure.


  “This weapon and armor…”


  I immediately used the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill.


  [The blacksmith who becomes a legend that appraises items with an excellent discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will be found.]


  [Dainsleif (Reproduction)]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 500/500   Attack Power: 451~635   Attack Speed: -8%


  * Additional damage equal to 10% of the target’s current defense will be dealt.


  * The greater the number of enemies, the greater the damage.


  * The skill ‘Golden Flash’ has been generated.


  A work created by Albatino, the first human to receive the nickname of ‘craftsman’ before Pagma’s era. He attempted to reproduce the mythical weapon, Dainsleif.


  While far lacking compared to the original Dainsleif, he succeeded in restoring some of its features, making it a masterpiece of its own.


  It was acclaimed as a ‘masterpiece of human history’ by the founder of the Eternal Kingdom and king of the north, Loran.


  The legendary blacksmith Pagma is said to have received great inspiration from Albatino’s work.


  User Restriction: Level 250 or higher. More than 1,800 strength. Advanced Sword Mastery.


  Weight: 1,580 


  [A hidden function doesn’t exist.]


  [You still don’t have enough knowledge and experience to understand the material, the production method, and the intentions of the maker of Dainsleif (Reproduction).]


  [You have no understanding of Dainsleif (Reproduction).]


  [Valhalla]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 701/701   Defense: 872  Movement Speed: -5%


  * 20% increase in health recovery.


  * If health falls below 10%, a shield will be generated for 5 seconds that will absorb 3,000 damage.


  * Increases defense by 10% against cutting and stabbing attacks.


  * Magic resistance +180


  A work created by Albatino, the first human to receive the nickname of ‘craftsman’ before Pagma’s era. He aimed to create a walking fortress.


  It was acclaimed as a ‘masterpiece of human history’ by the founder of the Eternal Kingdom and king of the north, Loran.


  The legendary blacksmith Pagma is said to have received great inspiration from Albatino’s work.


  User Restrictions: Level 250 or higher. More than 800 strength. More than 1,000 stamina. Advanced Heavy Armor Mastery. 


  Weight: 1,712 


  [A hidden function doesn’t exist.]


  [You still don’t have enough knowledge and experience to understand the materials, the production method and the intentions of the maker of Valhalla.]


  [You have no understanding of Valhalla.]


  “C-Cough…”


  W-What were these amazing things? How did such amazing items show up in the smith of a village like this? As the two items shocked me speechless, Khan came up to me and firmly grasped my shoulders.


  Then he asked me in a trembling voice, “You… how can you use Dainsleif and Valhalla?”


  I couldn’t afford to answer Khan’s question right now. Rather, I was the one with questions.


  “Khan, why are such great items in a place like this? Huh? Where did you get this?”


  “Heok!”


  H-How surprising.


  Khan freaked out after listening to my question. I was surprised because it seemed like Khan’s eyes were going to pop out.


  ‘Wow, this guy isn’t a frog so how can his eyes pop out like this?’


  Khan’s eyes popped out of their sockets as he shook me. “You… Do you really know the value of these things?”


  “Isn’t it great just by looking at it? The creator is the great Albatino.”


  “H-Heok! You figured out who the maker is? P-Perhaps you are…?”


  Khan’s face and neck turned red. Then he wobbled like he would collapse.


  ‘What? Why is he in this state? Is it high blood pressure?’


  Did I save him, only for him to die of high blood pressure? No! I can’t let that happen. 


  “Hey, hey, Old Man! Calm down, calm down! You have to be careful!”


  “Ah! Kuoock…”


  “Heok? F-Foam? Hey! Old Man. Hey! What is this? Don’t die! I succeeded the quest, right? Then why are you dying? If you have another quest, then give it to me!”


  No, wait. If Khan died then what would happen to Dainsleif and Vahalla? 


  “…Hey, Old Man. Are you well? Damn! You have to live. You must live.”


  After returning Dainsleif and Valhalla to their original locations, I carried the old man to the clinic.


  ***


  The remote village of Winston. However, as the road was built and transportation developed, the village started to develop rapidly.


  There were hunting grounds of various levels everywhere, and Winston overflowed with high-quality specialty products and unique quests. These factors meant that its development was endless.


  Nowadays, many people came and went. In a survey of new users that a broadcasting station conducted, it was in the top 10 of ‘New Village where I want to Start.’


  People envied the residents of Winston after seeing the ever-evolving Winston. The land prices in Winston had increased by as much as 20 times, so it was expected that the residents would be rich.


  This was only an illusion for those who didn’t know the truth. The reality was quite different. The lives of the Winston residents weren’t better than ever. This was due to the Mero Company.


  The Mero Company had dominated the northern area of the Eternal Kingdom since a long time ago. Valmont, the leader of the Mero Company, predicted the potential of Winston more quickly than anyone else. When it was still a remote village, he bought the land and commercial areas of Winston at a cheap price from the residents.


  Therefore, most of Winston’s land and commercial areas were dominated by the Mero Company. It hadn’t officially been promoted to a city yet, but many of Winston’s signboards had the name ‘Mero’ on it. On the other hand, the residents lost their jobs and suffered from poverty.


  The Mero Company’s monopoly of Winston. It was a big jackpot for the Mero Company. It was possible to accumulate a huge amount of wealth. The lord wouldn’t do anything due to the higher taxes and bribes.


  “Indeed, people must have insight.”


  The owner of the Mero Company, Valmont was happy every day. Most of the profit from the village entered his pockets, so he enjoyed numerous luxuries. However, there was one thing that was raining on Valmont’s mood: the existence of the smithy.


  According to the decree of the king, cities and villages could only legally have one smithy. It was one of the government’s extreme measures to prevent local powers from building massive weapons and strengthening their military capabilities.


  Thus, there was one smithy in Winston and the owner of that smithy was a blacksmith called Khan, not the Mero Company. A business that was steady and gained a large amount of money as a weapons business was rare.


  The Mero Company offered Khan an astronomical amount to sell the smithy, but he refused, saying it had been in his family for seven generations. It was no use even if Valmont used intimidation.


  Valmont had a headache. It was too regretful to give up on the smithy. So he thought hard and came up with an ingenious scheme to put pressure on Khan. 


  “Buy large quantities of quality weapons and farm equipment from the Taji Blacksmiths. Then sell it to the Winston residents and travelers at a cheap price. The profit? There is no need to worry about that. Sell it cheaply!”


  Due to Valmont’s order, Khan’s blacksmith store lost its competitiveness. The residents and travelers of Winston no longer went to Khan’s smithy. The weapons sold at the Mero Company were slightly lower in quality than those sold at Khan’s smithy, but they were more diverse and cheaper, causing people to buy from the Mero Company.


  In addition, Valmont planned one more thing. It was a plan to trick Khan by hiring an impostor.


  “If you increase the scale of the smith, it will instill more confidence in the customers and business will be well again. I will lend you the money at a low-interest rate, so invest your money and grow the scale of the smithy. Show the people of Winston and the Mero Company that you will be successful!”


  Khan foolishly believed the scammer. It was because the scammer was a long-time friend of Khan’s. Without imagining that his friend had been bribed by Valmont, Khan borrowed money without checking the contract. As a result, the debt snowballed into an amount that he couldn’t afford.


  Valmont loved the feeling of watching Khan collapse.


  “Huhuhu, that smithy will be mine in the near future.”


  The last thing Valmont did was hire a group of gangsters and he waited, believing that the smithy would soon be handed over to him. But was Khan as stubborn as a bull? When he saw that Khan never let go of the smithy despite being cornered, an even greater rage boiled up inside Valmont.


  “Where are they? I told those gangsters to be firmly prepared if they didn’t handle it this time.”


  He seriously warned them, so they were motivated to work harder. This time, the smithy would enter his hands…


  “What? They’re missing?”


  “Yes, that’s right.”


  “Those damn bastards!”


  Chachachang!


  Valmont overturned the table filled with delicacies at the unexpected report. Then he asked his closest subordinate, Rabbit. “Who recommended those gangsters?”


  “Biel.”


  “Bring him here right now!”


  After a few moments. Valmont quietly asked the trembling Biel, “Weren’t you the ones who recommended those gangsters? You said I could believe in them? Then what is this? Not only have they not come back with Khan’s smithy in the promised time period, but now they have run away. I even paid them an advance up front. How will you take responsibility for this?”


  “I-I’m really sorry. They are the most notorious people in the neighborhood so I recommended…”


  “I don’t need your apology. Give it to me.”


  “Huh? W-What…?” Biel asked because he couldn’t understand Valmont’s meaning.


  Valmonth was frustrated with Biel’s confusion and spoke bluntly. “You must be stupid if you don’t understand while working for a merchant company. Money. Give me money. You are responsible for the advance given to them as well as compensation for the failed commission.”


  “Y-Yes?! I-I don’t have that much money. Please give me one more chance…”


  Biel grabbed Valmont’s clothing and begged. But Valmont was relentless.


  “If you don’t have money then create it. Otherwise, I will sell you to the slave market. Then I will be compensated to some extent. Huhuhu.”


  “M-Master! Please…please!”


  “Remove this guy.”


  Biel had been with Valmont for 10 years. He always worked hard, like a dog. But Valmont didn’t tolerate even a single mistake. It was a cruel decision but he didn’t care about morals.


  ‘Proud and cruel.’


  Rabbit didn’t like this about Valmont’s nature. But he could earn big money if he worked under Valmont, so Rabbit never betrayed him. After Biel was dragged out, Rabbit was left alone with Valmont and opened his mouth. 


  “It is hard to believe that the gangsters hired by Biel would run away. They live here in Winston. They can’t throw away their homes easily just for a little bit of money.”


  “If they didn’t run away then what is it? Were they hit by the old man?”


  “For now, it is most appropriate to think so. Until this morning, they visited Khan’s smithy as normal. However, they were missing after that. It is certain that something happened in the smithy.”


  Valmont asked after hearing the explanation. “Where is Khan?”


  “He has also disappeared.”


  “This is ridiculous! What on earth happened in that smithy?”


  “We are investigating so you will know soon.”


  It was frustrating because he didn’t know the exact circumstances. Valmont and Rabbit were coming up with various assumptions and guesses.


  “I’ve found Khan’s location!” An informant entered and reported. “Around two hours ago, there was a witness who saw a strange young man carrying Khan on his back.


  “Strange young man… He must be the culprit in this incident. Rabbit, I will leave the business of the smithy to you from now on. Take care of anyone who gets in your way.”


  “Yes.”


  According to someone’s evaluation of his personality, Valmont had talent as a merchant but he was harsh and violent. How was he able to grow the Mero Company to this extent? This was because he had Rabbit. Rabbit was a resourceful and skilled person who could cover Valmont’s deficiencies. He suppressed his emotions and made calm judgments to produce the best results.


  Now Rabbit was about to have an encounter with Grid.




  Chapter 27


  “Lululala~”


  I naturally hummed a song, and as soon as I got out of the capsule, I sat on the toilet seat.


  “Lululululu~”


  I then headed to the kitchen and drank cold water.


  “Lalalalala~”


  I lay back on the couch and watched TV. The humming didn’t stop, and laughter even started to emerge. I was so happy! Thanks to the hidden quest, I obtained a combat buff skill and cleared the quest safely, opening the path to a linked quest. I also gained a lot of levels in a short amount of time.


  “I killed a few gangsters and got to level 21, isn’t this a really big jackpot? Why is my luck so good these days?”


  Hidden quests weren’t easily obtained. This was the first time in my one year of playing Satisfy. Among the billions of people currently playing Satisfy, only a handful would’ve obtained a hidden quest. 


  Many things had gone well since I became Pagma’s Descendant. It really was an incredible class.


  “There was a reason for my misfortune. It was a divine revelation after years of enduring misfortune. Ahahahahat~!”


  What type of quest would Blacksmith Khan give me? And the reward? Maybe the enormous reward would be a unique item that I could use for a while…


  If so!


  “I can become a billionaire! Kuahahaha!”


  The performance of Dainsleif and Valhalla was almost the same as the unique rated ‘Failure’ that I designed. However, since the usage conditions were very normal, it was possible to have an astronomical value when dealing with users.


  ‘They are items that remind me of why Failure is a failure.’


  Albatino was a great blacksmith. He was probably the blacksmith who gave inspiration to Pagma…


  “Such a great person wasn’t a legendary blacksmith, while I stumbled across the legendary blacksmith class during a quest… Well, this is the world.”


  I once again felt gratitude towards the legendary class that I obtained.


  “Hrmm.” I gazed at my watch with a yawn and saw that it had been two hours since I left the capsule. “Eight hours have passed in the world of Satisfy. Won’t Khan wake up soon?”


  According to the doctor, Khan’s health was severe to excessive drinking and stress. But if I followed the quest story, Khan would overcome the alcoholism and his health would be restored. So I didn’t have to worry about it.


  I connected to Satisfy.


  “Log in.”


  My vision darkened before giving way to a warm light as I opened both eyes.


  “…This is the clinic.”


  The last place I logged out of was the clinic where Khan was hospitalized. I immediately went to find the doctor called Simon.


  “What is the old man’s status?”


  Simon smiled kindly.


  “I thought it was dangerous because of the sudden increase in blood pressure in his weakened state. However, his condition is better than expected. He can soon be discharged from the hospital. God has blessed him…”


  “I’m glad to hear that.”


  “He will be healthier if he stays away from drinking in the future.”


  I headed to Khan’s room with Simon. After a while, Khan smiled as he saw me. “Ohh, welcome. I owe a lot to you.”


  I responded with a smile, “Those in difficult circumstances should help each other. Now, you can leave the hospital. You just need to pay for the treatment fee.”


  “……”


  Why wasn’t Khan answering? I couldn’t help feeling uncomfortable. Then Khan’s words were like a lightning bolt from the clear sky.


  “I’m sorry… I currently don’t…”


  T-This…! It was like a lightning bolt struck my mind.


  “Don’t tell me… you won’t pay the bill?”


  “It isn’t that I won’t pay, but I can’t. I don’t have the money.”


  “Then what are you going to do? Does this clinic accept credit?”


  I stared at Simon. His kind expression that had always been present was gone. Then Simon spoke with a very business-like expression. “Credit isn’t possible.”


  “……”


  I wanted to leave this old man alone, but then I wouldn’t be able to get the quest.


  “Damm..it! My bad luck was waiting! Luck is truly the worst!”


  I had to pay one gold for Khan’s treatment cost. I was afraid to calculate how much I had spent today.


  Khan’s smithy.


  “Thank you once again.”


  As soon as Khan arrived at his smithy, he turned to me and bowed 90 degrees, expressing his sincere gratitude. Fortunately, he had a conscience. He thanked the person who paid one gold for his medical bill.


  “Thank you. Thank you very much. I was able to feel hope again because of you. I was able to maintain the business that has been in my family for seven generations, that I almost lost due to my ignorance. I don’t know how to repay you…”


  Khan started crying. Unlike young people, elderly people really had a lot of tears.


  “Old Man…”


  I grabbed Khan’s rough hand.


  It was a common action that the ‘main character’ of dramas would do. ‘Isn’t it natural to help a neighbor in trouble? This was nothing, Old Man. There is no need to feel sorry. I don’t need anything in return for my help.’ Such unrealistic words would be spoken.


  But I wasn’t a protagonist of a drama! I was a loser of the cruel, relentless modern society that was close to the natural laws of the Serengeti. I want a reward!


  “If you really appreciate it, give me something. Come on.”


  “Yes, that’s right. Of course, I have to pay you back. Your grace was too big, I don’t know what type of reward to give you.”


  I just noticed, was this old man really simple? Didn’t he notice the words I use? I stayed focused. I couldn’t think about anything else.


  “Old Man, you were almost robbed of this smithy by those gangsters. If you keep drinking, your health will worsen and you will eventually die.” 


  “Um, that’s right.”


  “When you collapsed from high blood pressure, you could’ve died. Didn’t you live because I took you to the clinic and paid for your treatment fee?”


  “Yes.”


  “Then aren’t I the savior of your life?”


  “Yes.”


  I spoke logically. “To the savior of your life, you should give me a precious treasure equivalent to your life!”


  Khan stopped crying and looked very sorry.


  “A precious treasure equivalent to my life… I don’t have such a thing. What should I do? Ugh…”


  “Don’t look so sad. I am very nice so I don’t want treasures that are equivalent to your life. Over there, there.” I pointed to the second floor with my finger. “If you give me Dainsleif and Valhalla, that is enough of a reward.”


  My heart was beating excitedly. It was because I was filled with expectation at receiving the items as a gift. But this was me. The world never went my way so easily.


  “They are the heirlooms that have been passed down in my family for many generations. It is a treasure that my life can’t be compared to. I will give my life to you, but I can’t give you those items.”


  It was a flat refusal. If he wasn’t going to give it, why bother being so earnest? As a frown appeared on my face, Khan coughed with shame and explained.


  “These are treasures that my ancestor, Albatino dedicated his soul to. The treasures of his soul can’t be handled by his descendant. I am obliged to keep these heirlooms until the day I die. But there’s an exception.”


  Khan was Albatino’s descendant? He couldn’t fake his blood. Did that mean he would display advanced blacksmith skills once his alcohol addiction was healed? And what was the exception?


  “What is the exception?”


  Khan’s gaze became serious. “There is something I want to ask you. How were you able to use the treasures? And how did you know its value at a glance?”


  Khan explained.


  “Dainsleif and Valhalla are unlucky battle gear. Their performance transcends imagination, but due to the usage requirements, it has been hundreds of years since an owner showed up. No hero could use them. It’s been like that for the past few centuries. Due to that, they have disappeared in the history records. Now no one knows about their existence.”


  Khan and I went upstairs. We stood facing Dainsleif and Valhalla.


  Khan touched them and beckoned.


  “I am sad since I want the world to know the value of Dainsleif and Valhalla. So I placed it in this prominent place. But in order to fully understand such an extremely good work, the person needs the same level of insight as the creator. Despite having displayed it for decades, no one has understood its value.”


  Khan faced me.


  “Then you showed up here.”


  The long story began.


  “There is a legend that is passed down in my family. Around 130 years ago, a man called Pagma came here. He found Dainsleif and Valhalla accumulated dust in a corner of the store. He saw it at first glance. The value of Dainsleif and Valhalla…”


  Khan’s eyes flashed.


  “Pagma admired the work of Dainsleif and Valhalla. It is said that he showed off his swordsmanship wearing Dainsleif, which has never been used by any hero. The beauty of it was unbelievable, and the swordsmanship seemed to pierce the sky, creating lightning.”


  I was amazed. An absurd but exciting fairy tale! Did he read the interest in my eyes?


  Khan became more immersed in the story. “My ancestor, who witnessed the swordsmanship, fell to his knees in front of Pagma and begged. ‘Please take Dainsleif and Valhalla. That would be what my ancestor wanted.’”


  “Ohh! It became bigger! So? Did Pagma agree?”


  “No. If Pagma agreed then Dainsleif and Valhalla wouldn’t be here right now. This was Pagma’s reply. ‘These works are filled with Albatino’s soul. I will refuse because they are so powerful, they shouldn’t be wasted on a small bowl like myself.’ Pagma was obstinate and my ancestor finally had to give up.”


  I really didn’t understand the man called Pagma. No, why would he refuse something that was free? I would accept and sell them.


  ‘Ah, Pagma must’ve been a really rich person. So he wasn’t greedy.’


  My story continued while I was thinking this.


  “Pagma said this before he left here. ‘There are currently no heroes who can handle this armor. However, when the time comes, many heroes will emerge and all of them will be qualified to become masters of that armor.’”


  “……”


  I interpreted Pagma’s words. The many heroes he spoke of referred to the users. The growth of users was fast and infinite. There would soon be rankers who could use Dainsleif and Valhalla.


  ‘I don’t want the items to be taken by them.’


  I asked Khan straight away. “So what is the reason for the lengthy explanation?”


  Khan replied without hesitation. “I want to know your identity.”


  “Do you think I am one of the heroes that Pagma talked about?”


  “That’s right. Didn’t I say there was an exception? If you can prove that you are the hero Pagma talked about, I am willing to give you Dainsleif and Valhalla.”


  There were strong expectations in Khan’s eyes.


  I couldn’t know. The link with an ancient quest was approaching.




  Chapter 28


  I responded lightly,


  “The heroes that Pagma mentioned… I’m probably different from them.”


  Disappointment passed over Khan’s face.


  This person had an urgent nature. Should I have some fun?


  “To be honest, I’m more similar to Pagma than to those heroes.”


  “You are like Pagma? What does that… Ah! No way… are you?!”


  Khan belatedly realized that while the heroes that Pagma mentioned could use Dainsleif and Valhalla, would they be able to recognize their value? It would be impossible to understand their value unless the person was a blacksmith on the same level as Albatino.


  However, I recognized their value. That meant-


  “That’s right! You see! I am Pagma’s descendant.” I proudly revealed my identity. “I’m the one who can understand Dainsleif and Valhalla better than anyone else, and I can even use them freely! Give me a chance to obtain them.”


  “Ohh…!”


  Khan was extremely excited. It was natural for him to be excited. Just like his ancestor who faced Pagma 130 years ago, he now had the opportunity to be the one facing Pagma’s descendant.


  “I understand. If you are Pagma’s descendant, I will definitely hand over the heirlooms to you. But is there any way you can prove that you are Pagma’s descendant?”


  [The quest ‘Pagma’s Descendant’ has been created.]


  [Pagma’s Descendant]


  Difficulty: Class quest.


  You have certainly been given Pagma’s blacksmith skills, but do you know exactly who Pagma is? Can you proudly and confidently carry out his will? Who is Pagma? If he were simply a blacksmith with good skills, his legend wouldn’t be scattered across the continent.


  First, start with the clue of the swordsmanship that pierced the sky and follow Pagma’s legend. If you can collect all of the legends, you will truly understand Pagma and be the successor to his will. 


  At that moment, a new legend will be born.


  * There is no time limit for this class quest.


  * If you accept the class quest of a legendary class, you can’t change your class again.


  * The legendary class quest has the power to transform Satisfy’s world, according to the result.


  Class Quest Clear Conditions: Complete all linked quests successfully.


  Class Quest Clear Reward: Unknown.


  * First Class Quest: [Pagma’s Swordsmanship.]


  It was said that the force of Pagma’s swordsmanship pierced the sky. This may be a clue to Pagma’s swordsmanship, which wasn’t described in Pagma’s rare book.


  * First Class Quest Clear Condition: Learn Pagma’s swordsmanship.


  First Class Quest Clear Reward: Dainsleif (Reproduction).


  [Quest is in progress.]


  I should’ve guessed due to being able to wear all equipment, but Pagma wasn’t just a blacksmith.


  ‘Then what? Is Pagma’s Descendant a class that isn’t limited to just a blacksmith?’


  What will I look like after completing all quests? A blacksmith and a warrior? Or, maybe more? I couldn’t anticipate it yet. Perhaps, a new legend would be born.


  “Good! I will look for Pagma’s swordsmanship right now.”


  I was about to leave the smithy with strong footsteps when I suddenly stopped.


  ‘Where should I go? In addition, I am currently only level 21. Should I really leave on an adventure without making a plan?’


  The ultimate goal of the class quest was to collect all of Pagma’s legends scattered throughout the continent. In other words, didn’t I need a level capable of venturing across the continent? It was impossible.


  ‘This is a quest where I will need to take my time and proceed slowly. I want to finish the quest right now but… it can’t be helped.’


  My excitement became dull. Khan saw my disappointment and handed me a drink.


  “It is late at night, so why don’t you have a drink? There are many things I want to talk to you about. I want to talk about Pagma, the blacksmith techniques and the future of this smithy.”


  “Excuse me… shouldn’t you stop drinking?”


  “…Cough cough.”


  I took the bottle from Khan’s hand. Then I found all the other alcohol bottles hidden around the smithy. “I will confiscate all of them.”


  A class quest that I wouldn’t know the reward until it was completed! Someday I would finally clear it, but I couldn’t be rewarded if the client was dead. I had an obligation to make sure that Khan stopped drinking.


  “Today I am happy, so just one bottle…”


  “You can’t.” I said firmly and placed all the bottles in my inventory.


  ‘Okay. If I sell all of this liquor, I can get two gold.’


  As I was pleased with the thought of earning money, the door of the smithy opened. A slim man entered. He looked at me while adjusting his glasses, then turned and greeted Khan politely.


  “Are you Khan? It is nice to meet you. I am Rabbit, an employee of the Mero Company.”


  Mero Company?


  ‘The one who hired those gangsters? Doesn’t he look too gentle?’


  I watched silently. The nervous Khan warily watched the person called Rabbit. Rabbit opened his mouth with a mild expression.


  “You owe 600 gold to the Mero Company. But according to what I heard, you don’t have the ability to pay off your debt.”


  “So you want me to hand you the smithy?”


  Rabbit smiled. “I want to give you an opportunity because I have a high opinion of your ability.”


  “Oppor…tunity?”


  “Yes. Khan’s blacksmithing skills are excellent, so I want to buy those skills. How about it? The Mero Company will take ownership of this smithy, but we will transfer the operating rights to you. I promise a high salary.”


  The Mero Company was compromising. They would own the smithy, but they would let Khan run it.


  “In other words, the Mero Company will be the dog above me?”


  “Haha, you speak such rough words.”


  “And if I refuse?”


  Rabbit’s expression showed that he didn’t understand. “You refuse? Why? Aren’t these conditions good compared to before?”


  “I’m not afraid of losing a job! I don’t want to hand over this smithy, which has been in my family for generations.”


  “Hrmm… Indeed.”


  The glasses-wearing Rabbit talked to himself while touching his chin.


  “Then should I use armed force? No, it is a shame to use such a savage method. Can I sue the blacksmith for not paying his debt? No, there are several steps and it will take too long. Khan is stubborn, so what is the best way to persuade him?”


  Mutter mutter.


  He was an unusual person who revealed his surface thoughts by speaking them aloud. He soon came up with an idea.


  “Khan, I would like to see if you qualify to keep this smithy. How about it? Compete with the blacksmith the Mero Company will hire. If you make something better than our blacksmith and win, I will admit that you are qualified to be the owner of the smithy. I will also reimburse your debt. But if you lose the game, you must admit that you aren’t qualified and hand the smithy over to us. How about it?”


  The conditions seemed good at first glance, but I thought that Khan should reject it. It was obvious that the opponent would be someone more skilled than Khan. In order for Khan to overcome this crisis, he had to inform the lord that he was unfairly tricked by the Mero Company and seek legal help. But Khan enthusiastically accepted Rabbit’s proposal.


  “I understand!”


  “Ohh, good choice.”


  Khan attached some conditions, “However, I can’t exert my old skills due to drinking and not working for a while. Is it possible for my successor to participate in the game instead of me?”


  Rabbit’s expression stiffened. “I heard that you didn’t have a successor?”


  “You are misinformed. Over there. He is my successor.”


  “Hoh… I see? He looks too incompetent to be your successor. You want him to participate in the game? Are you certain?”


  “Do I look like I am someone who will joke around?”


  “Well, it is fine with me. Rather, I am grateful.”


  What was going on? Why was Khan pointing at me?


  [The quest ‘Item Production Game with the Mero Company!’ has been created.]


  “…What is this?”


  Khan must be crazy! He didn’t ask my permission and just arbitrarily gave me a quest. Wasn’t this too presumptuous?


  “No, hey, Khan… huh?”


  As I was about to express my resentment towards Khan, the quest window popped up.


  [Item Production Game with the Mero Company!]


  Difficulty: A


  The Mero Company has asked Khan to compete in a blacksmith game. But Khan is in the worst condition. Khan decided that it was too hard for him to participate in the tournament, passing it on to you.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Win in the game against the Mero Company.


  Quest Clear Reward: +500 reputation in Winston. The affinity with the Winston residents will rise. 600 gold prize.


  Quest Failure: Reputation in Winston will fall to a minimum. 


  Khan’s smithy will belong to the Mero Company. 


  [Would you like to accept the quest?)


  I canceled my curses towards Khan. Look at the quest success rewards! 600 gold! A huge 600 gold! How much was 600 gold in cash? 100 gold was 120,000 won…


  “720,000 won!” 


  720,000 won was a huge amount that could only be earned by doing labor tasks all day without resting, for eight days. What was the failure penalty compared to the tremendous success rewards? There was still some damage, but Khan would be the one receiving most of it. I never thought there would be a day when this honey-like quest would come to me.


  “Why would I refuse? I accept the quest!”


  [The quest has been accepted.]


  Rabbit asked with a surprised expression.


  “Hoh? Is your successor not avoiding it? He is surprisingly confident.” 


  “What is so surprising? Look at my brave face. I clearly look confident right?”


  “Huhut, that can either be good or poisonous… Okay. I will pass on the place and date that the game will take place in the near future. Then farewell until that day.”


  Then Rabbit left. Khan knelt in front of me.


  “I’m sorry. I’m really sorry. Doing this without consulting you… But it couldn’t be helped. I want to keep this smithy!”


  I pulled Khan up. Then I embraced him tightly. “Why are you sorry? Don’t be bothered. Is there a need to be sorry considering our relationship? I will help you. So don’t worry.”


  “Ahh… thank you… Thank you very much. I wonder if there is another angel like you? Sob sob!”


  Khan’s tears soaked my clothes. I would like to ask for laundry money, but I didn’t need to go that far. It was thanks to Khan that I had the opportunity to earn 720,000 won.


  “Kukukuk… kuhahahaha!”


  Winston! Blessed land! You are so lovely!




  Chapter 29


  The item production game with the Mero Company! This quest was at A rank difficulty. In other words, it was classified as a high difficulty quest. Common sense stated that it was impossible for a level 21 user to clear an A-grade quest.


  Was I going to fail this quest? Why did I accept such a hard quest? It was natural: I accepted the quest because I thought I could clear it.


  If this quest were related to combat or adventuring, I wouldn’t have much confidence. No, I would’ve turned down the quest in the first place. I wouldn’t be able to clear it at my current level, even if I was a legendary class.


  But the item production game with the Mero Company required crafting an item to win. A quest that would succeed if I made an item better than the blacksmith hired by the Mero Company. 


  “I am the legendary blacksmith who has produced an epic arrow! I can win, even if the Mero Company hires an advanced level blacksmith. Kukuk, this is the quest for me… no, it’s an event!”


  As moonlight seeped in through the window, I smiled and spoke a splendid monologue, like a character from a manhwa. Khan returned from picking up the item making tools in the warehouse and trembled at the sight of me.


  “Did you eat something bad at dinner…? You look sick, are you okay? Do you need medicine? No, I will bring you to the doctor right now!”


  “…Where do I look sick?”


  Khan didn’t seem to have a sense of aesthetics.


  ‘Tsk tsk, a blacksmith is a type of artist.’


  The works made by Khan were obviously inferior in appearance and performance. As I felt certain of this, Khan brought out a beautiful sword and helmet.


  “These are the pieces I made. What do you think? Isn’t it okay? I was famous for making really beautiful pieces during my prime. My aesthetic sense has always been admired by artists. Haha.”


  …This old man, was he reading my thoughts? As I gazed at the sword and helmet, Khan laid out various production tools.


  “As you can see, the tools are properly stocked. There are various metals, ores, and logs of wood piled up in the warehouses. There are a lot of materials, but I haven’t done any business in the past months… But the result is good. You can use these materials during your training.”


  Khan smiled bitterly, so I couldn’t help asking him a question,


  “The Mero Company tried to put you into debt and hired gangsters to interfere in your sales. They also threatened and assaulted you. Why didn’t you ask for help from the lord or guards? Why stay quiet?”


  Khan sighed.


  “I have filed a complaint with the guard captain several times and appealed to the lord. I wanted the guards to protect me and for the lord to stop this injustice, but they didn’t even look at me. My requests were ignored.”


  “…I guess it was the work of the Mero Company.”


  “Right. The Mero Company is one of the largest and richest companies in the north. The lord and guards have already received bribes from the Mero Company. It isn’t just me. Many other Winston residents were hurt by the Mero Company and thrown onto the streets, but the lord didn’t lift a single finger to help them.”


  In the end, money was the best. Once again, I realized the greatness of money and vowed that I would be rich.


  “Eh? By the way, doesn’t Winston belong to Earl Steim?”


  “That’s right.”


  “Why don’t you and the residents go to Earl Steim and accuse Winston’s lord? Then Earl Steim will punish… no, you don’t think that the hands of the Mero Company have reached Earl Steim?”


  Khan shook his head.


  “It doesn’t seem like it. We’ve tried many times to meet Earl Steim; however, the lord noticed and prevented us from leaving Winston every time. Even if we raise an appeal, it won’t be passed onto Earl Steim… The lord wouldn’t go so far to stop us if the earl is on his side.”


  “There isn’t anyone monitoring this place?”


  “The inspectors have been bought by the lord a long time ago.”


  Yes, in the end, money was the best. I accepted it and stood up. Then I lit the furnace and comforted Khan.


  “Don’t worry. Now you have me. I will give the people of the Mero Company a flat nose. Do you trust me? Can you trust me and leave this part to me?”


  “Of course I trust you. Pagma’s Descendant can win no matter what blacksmith is your opponent… Grid, you really are dependable. If my son was alive, he would be a similar age to you… that child would’ve been a good young man like you… sob…”


  Khan was an old man with a lot of tears. But that didn’t seem to be the main issue. It meant he was a man with a lot of scars.


  ‘Poor man.’


  …Eh? What? Why was I feeling such sentiment? Strangely, my mind weakened when I saw Khan. Was Pagma’s ideology implanted in me without knowing after I became his descendant?


  ‘Khan has a great affinity with me, but I don’t know why I’m feeling like this.’


  I saw Khan slyly looking for a drink and sat down next to him.


  “Old Man, watch my work all night. Then you will soon forget about your drinking. You will be filled with the desire to be a blacksmith again.”


  “I-Is that so?”


  Ack! What was this? Why did I smile gently when I looked at the old man?


  …Ah. As I started into the fire of the furnace, I remembered an old memory I had forgotten. When I was in elementary school, I was able to feel great happiness when I visited my grandfather’s house during the holidays. I always felt better due to the warm love I received from my grandfather and grandmother.


  I see. Khan’s atmosphere and way of talking resembled my grandfather.


  “Have a cup of tea. It is tea made of boiled Lunol leaves, and the fragrance is very good.”


  “Well, it isn’t bad. I would rather receive money but…”


  “Huh? What did you say? The noise is so loud that I can’t hear you!”


  “You can’t hear me?”


  “I can’t hear what you are saying!”


  “…Indeed, you are skilled.”


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  The moment of sharing tea and hammering iron with a person I liked. My heart grew heavy. This was the first time I felt a precious moment in Satisfy.


  “But you… how come your hammering form is like that? Was I mistaken because my expectations were too great? No? It’s not like that? It should look like this. No, you have to narrow your elbows a bit more… You… are you really the descendant of Pagma? T-Tell me honestly. Y-You’re not a scam artist, are you? Are you someone from the Mero Company?! I was crazy to accept Rabbit’s offer!”


  …This old man.


  “Be quiet! Can you see my skills so quickly? Ah, just leave me alone a little bit! Why are you taking the hammer?”


  “I judged your skills too quickly? This is too strange. Pagma’s descendant should’ve mastered this. A-A fraud! A crook.”


  Ah, you… annoying.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  The night deepened. But I didn’t rest. I was in my peak condition. I should use this to improve my technical skills. I improved my skills throughout the night, and Khan no longer called me a scammer.


  Then the next day, the training began in earnest. Khan saw my work and forgot about drinking, revealing his 60 years experience as a blacksmith. He helped me using the skills and knowledge that he accumulated.


  “The thing to consider when making armor isn’t durability. The first thing is to design armor that will allow the wearer to move freely.”


  I examined armor and made it.


  “Uhuh! The strength and weaknesses aren’t aligned properly! Why is only this part calibrated? You need to focus! You aren’t a three-year-old child, so why are you becoming so distracted?”


  I was scolded.


  “Amazing, amazing. Why is it so different as soon as you start concentrating? Your talent is endless.”


  Then I was praised after the scolding.


  “There are some stupid seeds who stop when they think it is good enough. Their logic is that they are pushed for time, so they might as well take forging out of the question. But they are mistaken. Forging is not a minor task. If forging is omitted, the meaning of quenching and tempering will fade. If you’re lacking in time, then you should omit quenching instead of forging.”


  There were deep teachings.


  “I agree with you. In the first place, does it make sense to skip processes just because of lacking time? Then an imperfect item will be made. No matter how much time it takes, I will try to make perfect things.


  “Ohh! A respectable craftsman. As expected of Pagma’s descendant, having such noble ideas at a young age.”


  “It isn’t a big deal. I just want to make perfect stuff to sell at a more expensive…”


  “Hahaha! Modesty is also a great virtue in a young man. You are respectable! Grid! It is the luck of a lifetime that I met you!”


  “……”


  He misunderstood my comments. Either way, it was a happy time.


  ***


  “Um….”


  I woke up before the alarm clock rang. I looked through the curtain and saw that outside was still dark. I checked the time.


  “It is only 4 a.m.”


  It was too early. I could afford to close my eyes for at least 30 more minutes. My usual self would grumble about waking up early before going back to bed. But today was different.


  “It is a refreshing morning.”


  I felt good. The day before, I spent two nights of Satisfy time and polished my blacksmithing skills. I created three pieces of armor and two swords, with two of the items having a rare rating. 


  Thanks to that, all my stats rose by +4, the experience of my Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship skill was close to 20% and the experience of the Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath skill rose by nearly 8%.


  My concentration and sophistication improved, greatly increasing the speed of production. Khan really helped a lot. He was different from Smith in Bairan Village.


  “Khan still hasn’t returned to his peak condition, but the difference between a low-level blacksmith and advanced level blacksmith is like the difference between the sky and the earth.”


  I wanted to see Khan. I would be taught by him while making items. Growth was another attraction of leveling up.


  “Heok.”


  I wanted to see him as soon as I woke up in the morning?


  “Am I overdoing it?” Sniff. “Let’s go shower.”


  I headed straight to the bathroom. After a refreshing wash in hot water, I exited to see my mother preparing breakfast.


  “Good morning.”


  “Youngwoo, you rested yesterday. Has your fatigue improved? Why are you awake so early?”


  “This is the power of beef rib soup! It is the effect of eating something good. My physical condition ~ great. So I should eat some grilled eel…”


  “Why does a person with no girlfriend need to eat eel?”


  The words were spoken by my father, who was reading his newspaper in the room. I puffed up.


  “Are you ignoring me because I don’t have a girlfriend? There are many places where it will have an effect… no, who says I don’t have a girlfriend?”


  “What? Hohohohohoho~!”


  My mother grabbed her belly and started to laugh. She laughed so much that tears appeared.




  Chapter 30


  ‘What?’


  I felt like I was being ignored as I saw my mother’s reaction. I felt bad and questioned my mother,


  “Mother, why are you laughing? Why are you laughing when I said that I could have a girlfriend?”


  My mother couldn’t stop laughing,


  “Hohohoho~! It’s funny when a kid who’s lived for 26 years and never got a girlfriend speaks so proudly. You are my child, but you are really amazing! My be.lly hu.rt.s. Hohohohohoho~!”


  “……”


  This was obviously ignorance. Was there another son in the world who would be so ignorantly ignored by his mother? As I wobbled away in shock, my father backed my mother up instead of scolding her.


  “Son, please make sure to have a girlfriend by next year. Shouldn’t you be prepared? No, think about other things first. Shouldn’t you pay off your debt first? What type of woman would want to date you when you are like this? No matter how confident you are, it isn’t easy. Do you think a meager man like you can instill confidence in your lover? Just give up on having a girlfriend for a while.”


  “……”


  This was also obviously ignorance. This was a morning where I felt better than ever! My heart, which was in the best condition, crumbled at my parents’ words.


  “Both of you are too much! There is a reason why I haven’t had a girlfriend yet! My debt isn’t a problem. You two are the ones who made me like this!”


  I poured out the words that I had buried in my heart.


  “I don’t have a lover because of Mother and Father! If you two had made me like a movie star, I would be able to get a girlfriend. Dammit. The two of you made me ugly, so the girls don’t care about me.”


  “Gosh, are you blaming us for being born this way? Look at your sister. She came out from the same belly as you, but she is so beautiful. Did you know that you were also born beautiful like Sehee?”


  “People aren’t all about appearance…it is also about personality. Tsk tsk, the more I look, the more pathetic you are.”


  “Eek…”


  I was being humiliated like this in the morning! Serious doubts revolved around my head.


  ‘Was I adopted as a child?’


  Maybe my parents aren’t actually my parents.


  ‘My parents said I was a beautiful baby, but are they really my parents…? Am I just a kid they picked up?’


  The two people who raised me for 26 years weren’t actually my parents! Then what about my real parents? Where were my parents?


  …No, what was I doing now? It was almost time to go work. I couldn’t afford to play around like this. I calmed down. Then I sat down at the table and turned to my father, changing the topic. 


  “Father, how is Grandfather these days? Is he healthy as always?”


  “Huh? Why are you suddenly asking about your grandfather?”


  “There is an old NPC blacksmith in the game, and he reminded me of Grandfather. So I suddenly remembered Grandfather.”


  …Would he become angry again after hearing about the game? No, maybe he would beat me up…


  “You just suddenly thought about him.” My father said in a flat voice. “Then you should come along with I go to visit your grandfather next month. Do you know how sorry you should be for not visiting your grandfather for one year?”


  My family had been visiting my grandparents’ house every holiday since seven years ago. Seven years ago, my grandmother died and it was an attempt to soothe my grandfather’s loneliness. Mother and Father tried to persuade my grandfather to stay with us, but he firmly rejected. Perhaps he thought he would be a burden.


  I had been loved by my grandfather since I was young, so I visited him every year until last year. I never once visited after starting Satisfy. I wanted to play the game instead of taking time off to travel to my grandfather’s house.


  ‘I was an unfilial bastard.’


  Was my grandfather currently lonely, just like Khan? I was worried because I was able to get a glimpse through Khan about how lonely old men could act. In the future, I should try and visit my grandfather as frequently as possible.


  “I ate well.”


  After a while, I finished breakfast and immediately headed towards my workplace. The people who already arrived filled the office with tobacco smoke. The cigarette smoke was causing me to get a headache.


  ‘Why do they like smoking, when cigarettes are a waste of effort and money. If I had the money spent on buying cigarettes…’


  Let’s endure it a little longer. Once the item manufacturing was in full swing, I would no longer have to go back here. I could make a large amount of money by making and selling items. From then on, Satisfy will become my job. I could lie in my capsule all day and not have to listen to my parents’ nagging. But for that to happen, I needed to win against the Mero Company.


  ‘I can use Khan’s smithy as a base. I must win the game and protect Khan’s smithy.’


  ***


  The Mero Company’s Winston branch. 


  Valmont wasn’t feeling good. It was because he felt disappointed with his most trusted subordinate, Rabbit. 


  “Why did you do such an annoying thing?”


  A production game over the smithy? Valmont couldn’t understand Rabbit’s intentions.


  “If Khan can’t pay me back, it is natural to use the smithy as collateral. And Khan doesn’t have the ability to pay off the debt. In other words, the smithy is sure to enter my hand. It is only a matter of time, whether it is slow or fast. I wanted to speed that up, which is why I let you handle the matter. But have you forgotten your mission?”


  Bam!


  Valmont threw the apple he was chewing against the wall. The pieces of apple splattered against Rabbit’s face. Rabbit quietly took out his handkerchief and wiped his dirty face.


  Valmont huffed as he saw Rabbit’s dignified manner and shouted. “Why are you giving Khan hope by making a useless bet? Why? You opened up the opportunity that he might be able to keep the smithy. Have you been bribed by Khan?”


  Rabbit was a person he had trusted more than anyone before today. It was a simple example that revealed Valmont’s character, who didn’t trust people well.


  Rabbit explained calmly.


  “Right now, our main base is in Winston. But unfortunately, the Winston residents have recognized the Mero Company as their enemy. Considering the long-term perspective of the Mero Company’s business development, it is best to be friendly with the Winston residents. They have to care about the Mero Company in order to help develop it. But the Mero Company has taken their property. It won’t be easy to appease them.”


  “The company… took their property? Bah! Sophistry! The value of their land was shit. I paid for and bought them legally. They also welcomed it. Now they regret it as the land develops and the prices rise? Truly treacherous guys!”


  “They wouldn’t be so alarmed right now if you used some of the profits from the land to benefit them. Then they would’ve appreciated it and contributed to the development of the Mero Company in the long term.”


  “In other words, I am the bad one? Bah! The residents of Winston are still criticizing all the work I have done.”


  “’Don’t look at the backs of people. You will succeed by following the money.’ My master had that type of strategy. But my opinion is a little different. It is important to catch the hearts of the people. Then the money will come naturally. People grateful to the Mero Company will develop into loyal customers.”


  “You…!” Valmont looked at Rabbit in a menacing manner.  “Don’t try to teach me! Do I look like a child to you? You just have to do what I tell you to. And what is with this bullshit? Get to the point! Why did you make such a lousy bet with Khan?”


  ‘This is the limit of Valmont. It will be difficult to grow the Mero Company any further.’


  The reason why the Mero Company could grow this big was because Valmont, when he was still young, had listened to Rabbit’s advice and operated the business.  But now Valmont was filled with arrogance and egotism, and he didn’t listen to Rabbit’s advice anymore.


  ‘Once this business finishes, I need to leave.’


  Rabbit made his decision and decided to explain his intentions to Valmont.


  “Khan’s position in Winston is very high. There are many people who consider him the hero who resists the Mero Company. In these circumstances, if the Mero Company takes Khan’s smithy in a nasty manner, the anger of the residents will go out of control and will likely lead to a rebellion. The residents will work as a group to hinder the Mero Company, ultimately dealing harm to it.”


  Valmont started to listen.


  Rabbit continued the explanation.


  “I am confident that I can reform the company’s image through this game. ‘Why did they give a chance to Khan, when they can just take his smithy?’ The residents will start feeling this suspicion. Then I will advertise that ‘we recognized Khan’s skill and want to give him a chance.’ This suggests that the Mero Company can be a friend rather than an enemy. Then the population’s perception of the company will change drastically. They will think that the Mero Company doesn’t only move for money, that is also cares for people.”


  “…So we will gain loyal customers?”


  “Yes.”


  “Hrmm.”


  Valmont still wasn’t convinced. But he didn’t feel the need to stop something that had already been started. In the end, Valmont decided to support Rabbit.


  “If you hire an excellent blacksmith then we can win right?”


  “Of course.”


  “In addition, the opponent isn’t Khan?”


  “According to my research, he is a young man whose reputation is so poor that it is doubtful he is even a blacksmith.” 


  “Okay. Hire the best blacksmith. Don’t worry about the money.”


  Valmont  was insufficient in many ways, but a positive was that he was quick to make decisions. If he had no positive aspects, how could he become the master of a giant company in the first place?


  Rabbit smiled with satisfaction. “I have already found a person.”


  No matter how bad Khan’s condition was, he wasn’t stupid enough to entrust it to an unskilled person. So Rabbit wanted to watch out for the young man called Grid. But when Rabbit met Grid, he saw that Grid had no experience.  It was a person he couldn’t feel alert against.


  Rabbit was convinced that if he chose a suitable blacksmith, they wouldn’t lose the game. 


  ‘I can’t be careless.’


  But Rabbit had a cautious nature. He tried to get the best results every time. So he would be vigilant this time. He was going to hire the best blacksmith.




  Chapter 31


  “Khan, I heard the rumour. But…you aren’t drinking?”


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  It happened when I was working hard raising my blacksmith skills in the smithy. Khan’s friend arrived and started talking.


  “Not drinking? What are you saying?”


  “No, if you’re sober, then why are you hanging out with this unimpressive newbie every day? Tsk tsk. At first glance, he looks like someone who is ignorant of the world.”


  I was referred to as an ‘unimpressive newbie’ by this damn bastard. This damn bastard had been talking ever since he entered the smithy.


  “Old Man, if you stopped drinking because of this person…”


  I placed strength in the hand holding my hammer. A rapidly rising killing instinct! Khan noticed that the hammer in my hand was shaking and hurriedly told his friend.


  “Hey, shut up. You’re mistaken.”


  “Mistaken?”


  “Yes, mistaken. That young man might have a garbage-like appearance, but you shouldn’t judge a person from their outer appearance. That young man is actually a big person.”


  Garbage-like appearance? Did Khan always think like that about me? I felt betrayed.


  Kwang! Kwang!


  I seethed with anger and hammered the steel with more strength. Then I suddenly looked at myself. I had levelled up from the gangsters, but I was still only level 21. Since both my armor and weapon were left in the warehouse, I was just wearing beginner clothes.


  The criteria that an NPC used to judge users was their level, equipment and reputation. I didn’t have any equipment, my level was low and my reputation was low, so I naturally looked like crap to the NPCs.


  ‘What about the reputation I gained when I killed the gangsters?’


  As I had some doubts, I listened to Khan and his friend’s conversation.


  “You don’t believe it? Don’t be deceived by his appearance and watch his techniques closely. That isn’t the normal skill for a blacksmith. Isn’t it? And this is a secret, but this young man took care of Veil’s gang alone.”


  “Uhuh! What nonsense are you talking? Yes, I admit that his blacksmithing technique is great now that I’ve seen it with my own eyes. That young man seems moderately good, unlike his appearance. But taking care of Veil’s gang alone? Aren’t they the fiercest outlaws in Winston? It’s impossible! How could a blacksmith take them out alone?”


  “I saw it directly. Have you seen any of Veil’s gang on the street today? Aren’t they missing? It was all done by this young man.”


  “Huhu… this friend should really drink less. If this is true, shouldn’t his reputation have already spread?”


  Khan clicked his tongue. “Think about it. If rumors spread that this young man defeated Veil, the Mero Company wouldn’t leave him alone. So why bother spreading it? There are no rumors because I was the only witness. Therefore, his reputation is still unknown.”


  “Well, you were the one who witnessed it. Is that young man so great? Huhut, now that I’m looking closely, doesn’t he seem rather dignified?”


  I see. There were no rumors that I defeated Veil’s group, so the effect of my reputation hadn’t spread yet. 


  “Khan! Are you here?”


  At that moment, a group of people entered the smithy. They were holding flyers in their hands. A middle aged person showed Khan the flyer and asked, “Is this true?”


  Khan verified the contents of the flyer and nodded. “That’s right.”


  The people were agitated. What was this about? I was intrigued, so I moved closer and examined the details of the flyer.


  ‘Ohu.’


  (The Mero Company will compete with Blacksmith Khan in an item production game. The reason that we chose to do this is because we respect Khan as a human and admire his blacksmith skills. If the Mero Company loses to Khan in this game, our company will help Khan keep his smithy by paying off his debt. On the other hand, the smithy will get transferred to us if we win, but we will leave the operating rights to Khan. A coexistence with the residents of Winston is our ultimate goal. The date of the game will be announced in the near future, so please pay attention to it.) 


  These words were printed on the flyers that the people were carrying. I could feel that the day of the competition was steadily approaching.


  ‘Heh. I’m not even the slightest bit nervous. No matter how skilled the blacksmith hired by the Mero Company is, I am Pagma’s Descendant!’


  As Pagma’s Descendant, I had the ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill.’  Even if the Mero Company hired a blacksmith, it was highly probably that I would produce a higher rated item.


  Was the blacksmith skill so common? Even the most renowned NPC blacksmith was likely to just be at the advanced level.  The opponent I would face was likely to be an advanced level blacksmith. As Pagma’s Descendant, I could easily defeat an advanced level blacksmith.


  The people were agitated.


  “It is easy for the Mero Company to take Khan’s smithy. But they didn’t just forcibly take the smithy, and instead asked for a fair game. They are giving Khan a job. According to their claim, they genuinely respect Khan.”


  “That’s right. Even if they win the game, they will allow Khan to operate the smithy? Then is the rumor that the Mero Company plans to create jobs for the residents true?”


  “This seems to be the case. Maybe the Mero Company isn’t as bad as we thought. They really are trying to coexist with us.”


  It sounded really plausible when listening to the people talking.


  ‘The Mero Company… They hired gangsters to threaten Khan, so I thought they were bad guys. But they are actually decent. Then why were the gangsters so arrogant? Was there an error in the command system?’


  My vague hostility towards the Mero Company disappeared. 


  ‘The Mero Company gave me a quest that will allow me to receive 600 gold. There is no need to think badly of them. Yes.’


  Most of the people present, as well as myself, developed a slight liking towards the Mero Company. However, Khan was different.


  “That’s it. This is why the Mero Company asked for the game! That Rabbit, he isn’t an ordinary man!”


  The indignant Khan grabbed the flyer. Chwaak! He ripped it. Then he reproached the people.


  “You forgot about all your humiliation and suffering just from seeing this piece of paper! The Mero Company is a villain who knew about Winston’s development beforehand and used the information to monopolize our land. You were deprived of everything, becoming poor and hungry. What has the Mero Company done for us since then?”


  Many people sympathized with Khan.


  “That’s right. The Mero Company is the enemy! Are we going to commit another mistake by being deceived by their tricks? Don’t be nice to them! We will be stabbed in the back then fall to hell.”


  The affinity between the Winston residents and the Mero Company was bad. Their grudge against the company was quite deep.


  “Excuse me.” In the midst of the rage, someone held up his hand. Everyone’s eyes concentrated on the man.


  ‘A user.’


  NPCs had a green name above their heads. But the name of this man was white. It meant he was a normal user who hadn’t done any bad deeds.


  Khan asked him. “Young man, you aren’t a resident of this village.”


  “My name is Huroi. I am an ordinary visitor who came to Winston for the first time.”


  “I see. Huroi, what question do you have?”


  “Yes. You might feel uncomfortable but…can you let me speak?”


  “Speak.”


  The NPCs were acting favourable towards a person they met for the first time? Unlike me, Huroi seemed to be a high level traveller, or a traveller with a high reputation on the continent.


  “According to the rumors I heard when I came here to Winston…the Mero Company, who knew about Winston’s development plan, approached you and bought land and commercial areas from those who didn’t know about the development plan. Right after that, Winston made great strides in its development and the Mero Company received great benefits. Is this correct?”


  “That’s right.”


  “Were you forced to sell the land to the Mero Company?”


  “No.”


  “Then are the Mero Company’s actions towards you truly unscrupulous? Weren’t you blinded by money when you sold your land and stores to the Mero Company? Weren’t you trying to move your homes with the money you earned? But you didn’t want to leave after belatedly realized that Winston was going to be developed and the situation turned out like this. Ultimately, the ones you should blame aren’t the Mero Company. It is your own ignorance and self-interest.”


  “What are you saying?”


  “You are clearly the Mero Company’s crony!”


  The atmosphere abruptly changed, but Huroi didn’t back down.


  “A company is formed to build wealth! The act of taking advantage of information to form a monopoly is natural for them. Many of you hate them, but there is no need to be enemies. Did they actually do anything wrong?”


  “This bastard is talking until the end!”


  “Should we shut his mouth?”


  The residents didn’t like the Mero Company being defended. There were some people so enraged that they wanted to beat Huroi up. But Huroi wasn’t afraid.


  “I’m not hired by the Mero Company! The reason I’m saying these words is for you. Everyone! Don’t try to fight with the Mero Company, but coexist with them. That is the much wiser choice.”


  The angry people listening to Huroi’s words calmed down. It was evidence that Huroi was persuading them.


  Then Khan spoke. “This young man is meddling in other people’s business. What is your intention behind giving such advice?”


  Khan didn’t hide his suspicions. He was convinced that Huroi was sent by the Mero Company.


  ‘Isn’t it obvious? He must have a compelling reason to speak up like this.’


  I was certain that Huroi had received a quest from the Mero Company. If people were persuaded, his quest would be successful. ‘Most people have already been persuaded. I absolutely can’t allow this to happen. I should interfere!’


  It was irrelevant to me if the Mero Company was an enemy or not. So why was I bothered? The reason… 


  ‘The misfortune of others is my happiness! I don’t want to see him clear his quest in front of me. I will make him fail!’


  Yes, it was a simple reason. I wanted to make Huroi fail the quest.




  Chapter 32


  “Hey, you…”


  The moment I was about to come out to disrupt Huroi, Khan restrained me. 


  “Leave it to me.”


  Khan sent me a thankful look before approaching Huroi. Then he nodded.


  “Your words are right. It would be good for our future to coexist with a large company.”


  What was he saying?


  Buzz buzz.


  The people were disturbed once Khan, who was more resentful of the Mero Company than anyone else, supported Huroi’s claim. Naturally, all eyes and ears focused on Khan. Then Khan spoke, “If Winston didn’t belong to Earl Steim, we would’ve chosen to coexist with the Mero Company as you advised.”


  The words were meaningful. Huroi was puzzled.


  “If it didn’t belong to Earl Steim…?”


  “Yes. The important thing is that this village belongs to Earl Steim. I don’t know where you come from, but there is a local statute called the ‘Rights of the People.’ It is a law that Earl Steim himself imposed because he treasures the people. This is one of the provisions of this statute. ‘The residents of Earl Steim’s territory have the right to be informed more quickly than anyone else about their area of residence.’”


  Khan explained the meaning of this provision.


  “How you heard about how it is the pioneering age of the north? The north has a bad climate and many monsters. At this moment, numerous pioneers are struggling. What happens when a new land is pioneered?”


  “… By default, it will have a large impact on the nearby cities and villages.”


  Khan nodded with satisfaction at Huroi’s words.


  “Yes, that’s right. Then what is responsible for Winston’s current development? The roads were improved and transportation supplemented. Why were the roads improved and the transportation supplemented? It is because a new land was pioneered not far from here. Winston will be the bridge between this new land and the capital. Do you understand? The north is changing every moment. The people of the north might be damaged by the sudden changes.”


  Khan cut to the chase.


  “This is the reason for the stipulation that Earl Steim’s residents have the right to be informed about their area of residence sooner than anyone else. It is so that people can be prepared for the sudden changes. We can minimize the damage or maximize the profits.”


  Huroi figured out the point of this explanation. “Winston’s residents were supposed to benefit from the development, not the Mero Company. You suffered a loss and this is contrary to Earl Steim’s will. You have the duty to fight against the Mero Company’s tyranny, as well as the Winston lord who gave them the information instead of the Winston residents… Is my interpretation correct?”


  “That’s right. We must not compromise with the Mero Company. It isn’t for our benefit alone. As his people, we also don’t want to betray Earl Steim’s will. We must accuse Winston’s lord and the Mero Company, who are going against Earl Steim’s will.”


  Indeed, a perfect justification. The people cried out with excitement at Khan’s words. They cheered. Everyone was united in their determination to confront the Mero Company.


  Huroi exclaimed in a loud voice.


  “The evil deeds of Winston’s lord and the Mero Company must be reported to Earl Steim! But you are under the lord’s supervision and can’t raise an appeal with Earl Steim. Leave it to me! I will do my duty and inform Earl Steim of the happenings in Winston! For Winston! For you! For the honor of Earl Steim, I will accuse Winston’s lord!”


  “Thank you. I will believe in you and wait.”


  Eh? It was clear. Huroi had just received a quest from Khan. But wasn’t it strange? Usually, a NPC gave a user a quest. The user would passively receive the quest. However, this didn’t give the impressive of a passive quest. Rather, it felt like Huroi induced Khan to give him the quest.


  ‘No way.’


  I hurried after Huroi, who had left the smithy. “Hey!”


  Huroi looked at me with an extremely cynical expression. It was inconsistent with his enthusiastic appearance in the smithy, so I thought I had the wrong person for a moment.


  “Weren’t you a folding screen in the corner? What do you want with me? I am busy.”


  Folding screen in the corner?


  ‘Ah, that’s right. I look like a complete beginner right now.’


  Unless the person had a very good nature, it was common for ordinary users to be reluctant to deal with beginners.  Beginners didn’t know anything so they were always asking questions, sometimes even begging.


  I immediately cut to the chase so that Huroi wouldn’t ignore me and leave.


  “Didn’t you come to this place because you received a quest from the Mero Company? Your original plan was to convince the Winston residents to work with the Mero Company. But what is this development?”


  “Hoh?” Huroi showed an interested response. “You inferred that I have a quest from my actions? You, are you not a beginner? Well, I just aimed for the larger benefit. Share the quest information.”


  [The player ‘Huroi’ wants to share the quest information. Would you like to accept?]


  I accepted and Huroi’s quest information appeared.


  [For the Residents of Winston]


  Difficulty: A


  Winston’s residents have been greatly damaged by the selfish lord and the Mero Company.


  Originally, you were commissioned by the Mero Company. However, you couldn’t turn away from the poor residents, so you betrayed the Mero Company.


  Now you must avoid the pursuit of the Mero Company and head for ‘Frontier,’ the capital of Earl Steim’s territory. Be sure to arrive at Frontier and tell Earl Steim of everything that is happening in Winston!


  Quest Clear Conditions: An audience with Earl Steim.


  Quest Reward: The title ‘Apostle of Justice.’ The affinity with the Winston residents will rise to the peak. Reputation in Winston will rise to the peak. Earl Steim’s gift.


  *Apostle of Justice: The ‘Courage’ stat will be opened. All stats +10. The skill ‘Unbreakable Justice’ will be generated.


  Quest Failure: Level -1. Affinity with the Winston residents will decline. You can’t enter Winston until the Winston lord is changed. 


  “W-What is this enormous compensation?”


  Having the greatest reputation and affinity in a village meant that the user could buy goods cheaply and receive hidden quests. In addition, a gift from a senior nobleman would be at least an epic rated item.


  Furthermore, the new stat and skill that were generated from the title were so rare that their value couldn’t be converted into money. It was definitely a hidden quest. It was even better than the hidden quest I received!


  ‘M-My stomach hurts…’


  My jealousy caused dizziness, and it felt like my insides were burning.  I was frustrated, while Huroi smiled at me complacently.


  “Isn’t it amazing? This is a hidden quest. I’m happy, since this is the first time I’ve seen one.”


  H-How annoying. But I didn’t show it because of my pride.


  “Hmph? This is amazing? Hidden quests are no big deal! Shit! It isn’t amazing. I don’t feel envious of any of those rewards. I’m not envious!”


  “…Ah, is that so?”


  “Yes. I’m not envious! So stop boasting about it and tell me what you did. If I’m not mistaken, you induced the NPC to give you the quest. Right?”


  Huroi shrugged.


  “You noticed quickly. Well, a lot of people know about it, so the information will spread soon. There is no value in keeping it secret and I received a hidden quest, so I will tell you.”


  Then I was told something shocking.


  “The degree of freedom in Satisfy is infinite. I received the quest by taking advantage of that freedom. I don’t wait until NPCs give me quests. I try to speak words that will make the NPC give me the quest. Here is a simple example. If I say ‘I am quick and diligent when it comes to deliveries’ in front of a restaurant owner, it is highly likely that the restaurant owner will give me a delivery related quest.”


  “A-Amazing… I didn’t know that until now… Has anyone else received a quest like this? If so, those who don’t know how to play the game have received damages?”


  “Don’t be discouraged. Unless you are an early player who has been playing Satisfy for a year, most users wouldn’t have enough understanding of quests to apply this concept. Except for the early users, most people will be passive towards quests like you. You haven’t receive any large damages. Only a small number of early users have benefited from it. Well, this information has already started to appear on various sites, so soon everyone will know about it.”


  “…”


  “Hey, why are you pale all of a sudden? Why are you sweating?”


  “…I am one.”


  “…?”


  “I… I have been playing Satisfy for one year since it opened…”


  “What? Pff! Puhahaha!” Huroi grabbed his belly.  He laughed until tears fell, then raised his thumb as he barely managed to stop. “That is one of the funniest jokes I have ever heard. Isn’t this a good gag? Ah, are you perhaps a comedian in real life? Do you want to be friends? Friends?”


  “…Get lost.”


  It wasn’t a joke.  I really was an early user who had been playing Satisfy for one year.  I even took a leave of absence from school to play Satisfy. But I had no idea about such a tip. Did I ever obtain my own know-how while playing Satisfy for a year? 


  No. I relied on the mundane information that anyone could get from websites. My understanding of Satisfy was so low, I couldn’t believe I was an early user.


  ‘I am pathetic… I am very ashamed of myself.’ 


  Tears flowed down from my eyes.


  “Damn! Damnnnn!! Daaaaammm~nnnnnn! Logout.”


  “H-Hey! What, why are you acting like this?”


  Huroi was baffled after I left so suddenly.


  ***


  “What is with that person?”


  Huroi was stunned when the person called Grid suddenly logged out. He was an Asian user and had a good sense of humor, so it would have been nice if they could be friends.


  “Pfft.”


  He chuckled when he thought about it again. Grid declared himself an early user while not even knowing about how to induce a quest.


  “Why did he feel the need to impersonate an early user? He truly has an unusual personality. Then, shall I go?”


  Huroi thought it was just a passing relationship. After meeting Grid, Huroi didn’t feel anything special. It was just a funny story that he dismissed lightly.


  But the two men were already approaching the whirlwind of destiny.




  Chapter 33


  ‘Let’s do the quest.’


  It was the very first time Huroi had received a hidden quest since he first started Satisfy almost a year ago. He had been playing Satisfy since the day it opened, but he never had such great luck.


  ‘The skill called Unbreakable Justice isn’t known so its effectiveness can’t be determined. However, I’ve heard about the courage state in rumors. Every time the courage stat increases by 10 points, attack power and defense will permanently increase.’


  Huroi trembled.


  ‘If I succeed in this quest and receive the Apostle of Justice title, I can grow using the courage stat. Then I can become a ranker.’


  Huroi was currently level 127. Compared to the average level of users, it was very high and he was treated as a high-level user wherever he went. But it wasn’t so high considering that he was an early user.


  He was only level 127 despite playing 18 out of 24 hours a day for one year because of his class. Huroi’s class wasn’t a combat or production class, it was an ‘orator.’


  An orator’s weapon was talking!


  Combat classes and production classes could raise their levels relatively easy by hunting or making items. However, an orator only competed with words so it had a weak combat ability and couldn’t make any items.


  The reason Huroi managed to reach this level was due to always receiving quests from NPCs through talking. But that method had now reached its limit. The higher the level, the higher the difficulty of the quest and the less experience that was gained. While other people were hunting monsters or selling items, he was going back and forth carrying out unprofitable quests.


  Thus, Huroi desperately needed to gain experience through hunting.


  However, the weapons that an orator could use were extremely limited. Their health was the lowest of all classes, while their basic combat stats and skills were poor. It was a cycle he couldn’t escape from. It was hard for him to even catch a monster 15 levels lower than him.


  One of his flagship skills, ‘Spiteful Tongue’, WAS a powerful skill that causes all stats of the target to decline. But it wasn’t easy to use in a life and death fight, as obviously, there were limits to its use.


  ‘The fatal weakness of my class is that my combat strength is weak… I can overcome this weakness with the courage stat.’


  He had to succeed in this quest in order to earn the Apostle of Justice title and gain the courage stat. After reaffirming his determination, he arrived at the street in front of the western gate.


  The gate was relatively quiet.  It was because the lord of Winston strictly monitored and managed the residents, so the residents couldn’t leave Winston. Even now, there were no residents of Winston going through the gate, only travelers.


  “Thank you for your hard work.”


  Huroi approached the soldiers guarding the gate and greeted them before presenting his ID card. As a simple traveler who wasn’t a resident of Winston, he could easily pass through the gate.


  But strangely, the soldiers didn’t let Huroi out. Huroi noticed the danger as the soldiers blocked the gates.


  ‘Is the Mero Company already aware of my betrayal?’


  It was serious. If he delayed, he would be caught by the Mero Company and fail the quest. This was the biggest opportunity he received in one year, so he couldn’t miss it. 


  “What reason do you have for stopping me? Surely there wasn’t a mistake?”


  “……”


  Huroi tried to talk with the soldiers. He intended to persuade or deceive the soldiers by using his weapon, his eloquence. But the soldiers kept their mouths shut and didn’t speak a single word to Huroi. They blatantly avoided conversing with him.


  ‘This is ominous.’ 


  Huroi decided that he should leave this place at once. At that moment, he heard a familiar voice behind him.


  “No matter what you say, the soldiers won’t respond. I told the soldiers not to react no matter what you say until they receive a signal from me.”


  Huroi was so surprised it felt like his heart stopped. It was due to the sudden appearance of Rabbit, a top employee of the Mero Company and commissioned Huroi to persuade the Winston inhabitants.


  Huroi tried to conceal his confusion and greeted Rabbit. “Aren’t you Mr. Rabbit? Shouldn’t you be busy doing business in your office?”


  “I had a headache so I went out for some fresh air.”


  “Haha, relaxation is important. You can’t work efficiently if you are in a bad condition. Rabbit, why did you instruct the soldiers not to talk to me? Are you trying to take away the joy I get from talking to other people? I feel really sad.”


  Rabbit grinned at Huroi and said.


  “Mr. Huroi, you have an obligation to instigate the residents of Winston, according to your contract with me. It is natural to visit me after fulfilling the contract. But you didn’t do anything and are trying to leave Winston, so I don’t know how to take this.”


  Huroi calmly explained, “In order for my words to serve as a weapon, there must be a small gap in the minds of the opponent. I have to wait for the right time to incite the people. This isn’t a problem that can be solved by hurrying, as I have to wait until the right time comes. The scenery near Winston is famous, so I wanted to see it while waiting. I am leaving Winston? It is just a misunderstanding.”


  Rabbit made a surprised expression and said,


  “Is that so? I misunderstood your intentions?”


  As an orator, Huroi had a passive skill called ‘Persuasion’ and the ‘persuasive power’ stat.  Both his Persuasion level and persuasive power stat were currently very high, so he could move NPCs according to his will if he used it well.


  “Yes, it is a misunderstanding. So Rabbit, can you direct the soldiers to let me pass through the gate?”


  Huroi was sure that he succeeded after seeing Rabbit’s response. However, he was mistaken. Rabbit was an NPC with very high intelligence. He had a lot of experience from growing the Mero Company to be one of the best in the north. It meant that Huroi wasn’t at a level to manipulate him yet.


  Rabbit made a sorry expression. “I thought that Mr. Huroi’s eloquence was very good. So I believed that you could easily incite the residents. But now you look incompetent. I admit that I misunderstood your abilities.”


  “… Huh?”


  “This morning, the Mero Company distributed flyers across the village as scheduled. There will be a big gap in the minds of the residents who read the flyers. They will be wavering and confused. Now is the right time for you to enter and dazzle them with your words, making their hearts lean towards the Mero Company. But you lack the ability to read this mood. Otherwise… you must’ve betrayed me.”


  “Kuk!”


  Rabbit’s eyes were like a hawk’s. The sharp gaze penetrated Huroi and provided enormous pressure.


  Huroi realized it. “Rabbit, did you predict my betrayal in advance? You expected me to try to escape by misleading the soldiers, so you gave the soldiers instructions not to talk to me!”


  Rabbit shook his head.


  “I have met and managed many people. So I never believed in anyone from the beginning. Rather than anticipating your betrayal, I just made assumptions that you might betray me and prepared for the worst. Now, come over here. You will be locked up for a while. Instead of persuading the residents, you have joined them. Therefore, I can’t let you go and meet Earl Steim.”


  Rabbit gestured and the soldiers ran towards Huroi.


  ‘This is the end. I can’t escape from this place with my battle skills. I will clearly be trapped and fail the quest. No… I can’t give up!’


  He might never have another chance at a hidden quest. It was an opportunity that must never be missed.


  ‘Forget about acting rashly. Let’s log out and get rid of the immediate crisis. I need to think carefully about how to handle this crisis.’


  Huroi made a swift judgment and tried to log out. In the case of a quest in a specific place, it was impossible to log out during the quest. However, this was the center of a village. There were users curiously watching the situation.


  This was a public place so Huroi believed he could log out.


  “Logout!”


  [You can’t shut down the game here.]


  “What…?”


  Huroi was astonished. It was due to an unexpected notification window.


  “Stop your futile resistance!”


  “Ugh!”


  After failing to log out, Huroi was captured and tied up by the soldiers. 


  Rabbit said cynically, “Logout. It is a mysterious spell that takes your immortal bodies to an unknown place Don’t you know that we have the power to neutralize it?” 


  NPCs were clearly aware of the difference between users and themselves. So Rabbit intended to keep Huroi alive. Huroi would resurrect somewhere else if he was killed, so it was better to imprison him.


  Rabbit directed the soldiers.


  “Lock him in the castle’s dungeon. Tell the lord that he should be watched closely for a while.”


  “T-This…”


  The first quest he received in a year, only for him to fail!  Huroi was in hell. As he felt despair, a notification window flashed before him. 


  [The quest ‘For the Residents of Winston (A)’ has changed to ‘Wait (S)’.]


  [Wait]


  Difficulty: S


  Having played into the hands of Rabbit, you have failed the commission to report the Winston lord and Mero Company’s evil deeds to Earl Steim. Fortunately, hope still remains.


  Winston Castle’s dungeon is known to be impossible to escape from! In the dark, cold and unsanitary dungeon, you must somehow survive until the end. If you can endure the cold and hunger, the Apostle of Justice will surely come and rescue you


  Quest Clear Conditions: Don’t log out for 50 hours in real time.


  * This is an extremely dangerous quest. For the elderly and those with a weak health, please give up on this quest. 


  [Would you like to accept the quest?]


  ‘What type of quest is this?’


  The unfamiliar information window that popped up caused Huroi to feel confused and tense.


  ‘I can’t log out for 50 hours in real time, not Satisfy’s time? What is this absurd condition?’


  Huroi was confident of his physical strength in reality. Thanks to that, he could play Satisfy for 20 hours in the capsule. But the limit was 20 hours.


  This was because the capsule’s safety system didn’t allow access for more than 20 hours. After connecting to Satisfy for 20 hours, the users would be forced to log out and they couldn’t connect again for six hours.


  In other words, the S.A Group that manufactured and distributed Satisfy’s capsules strongly warned of the danger of connecting to Satisfy for more than 20 hours. Yet there was a quest to stay connected for 50 hours? It was also one where he was stuck in a dungeon, waiting.


  ‘50 hours in reality is equal to 8 days and 8 hours in Satisfy. Will my spirit be able to endure staying in prison for that whole time without doing anything?’


  This really was a dangerous quest. It was a quest where he might go crazy without being mentally prepared. But it was also an opportunity.


  ‘This was an A-grade hidden quest. It is upgraded to an S-grade quest. This is an opportunity that I absolutely can’t miss.’


  Huroi decided to accept the quest. But before that, he decided to think about it. Did he have any unavoidable schedule in reality? No. He had no schedules recently. Did he have any family who would be concerned and forcefully shut down the capsule? No. He was single right now.


  Was the front door locked? He had stayed home for four days without going anywhere. In the meantime, his front door had been firmly locked. When was the last time he went to the toilet and ate? Three hours ago. In any case, if he converted the capsule to the sleep state, his body would be able to endure for three days without eating or drinking.


  Did he have a history of problems when connecting to the capsule for a long time? No. His health was second to none. 


  ‘Okay, my body is at its peak physical health. I shall challenge it once. The S.A Group made this quest, so they won’t let the user die.’


  Huroi made a firm decision to accept the quest.


  “I won’t give up the quest.”


  [This is the last warning. Are you really sure you want to proceed with the quest?]


  “Yes.”


  [The quest has been accepted.]


  [Wait]


  Difficulty: S


  Having played into the hands of Rabbit, you have failed the commission to report the Winston lord and Mero Company’s evil deeds to Earl Steim. Fortunately, hope still remains.


  Winston Castle’s dungeon is known to be impossible to escape from! In the dark, cold and unsanitary dungeon, you must somehow survive until the end. If you can endure the cold and hunger, the Apostle of Justice will surely come and rescue you.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Don’t log out for 50 hours in real time.


  * This is an extremely dangerous quest. For the elderly and those with a weak health, please give up on this quest.


  * From the moment you accept the quest, the system will thoroughly manage and supervise your brain waves and health status in real time. If a critical level of anomalies is detected, the system will force you to log out. 


  * If you are forcibly logged out, the S.A. Group will send executives and medical staff to your home to prepare for the worst. 


  * Even if you complete the quest and log out successfully, the S.A. Group will send executives and medical staff to visit you and check your status. 


  * You need to endure 200 hours of Satisfy time to complete the quest. In the worst case, because you are connected to virtual reality for a long time, you can confuse reality with virtual reality. Please don’t let go of your tension until the last moment and show a strong mentality.


  Quest Clear Reward: A second class called ‘Apostle of Justice’s Partner.’ Title ‘One who Overcomes Hardships.’


  *Apostle of Justice’s Partner: The ‘Courage’ stat will be opened. If you are with the Apostle of Justice, all stats will increase by 20%. The skill ‘Unbreakable Justice’ will be generated. The skill ‘Sacrifice for Justice’ will be generated.


  * One who Overcomes Hardships: The ‘Indomitable’ stat will be opened. The skill ‘Strong Will’ will be generated.


  Quest Failure: There is no penalty. 


  [From now on, the capsule will switch to sleep mode.]


  [It is impossible to shut off the power of the capsule from the outside.]


  [If there are any external shocks or attempts to shut off the capsule, an employee of S.A. will be sent to your residence to protect the capsule.]


  [We applaud your challenge. Good luck.]


  “It feels like I’m a VIP customer.”


  That was the impression Huroi got after checking the emerging information windows.


  ‘Don’t worry anymore. My spirit can endure for 200 hours.’


  Huroi’s remaining worries were completely dispelled because he trusted the thorough management and supervision of the S.A. Group. He firmed up his heart.


  ‘I’ll be waiting. Apostle of Justice. If he saves me and helps me clear the quest, I will be loyal to him, even if he is an NPC.’


  Huroi pledged to meet with the unknown Apostle of Justice as he was imprisoned in Winston Castle’s dungeon.




  Chapter 34


  11:33 p.m.


  Lim Cheolho, the head of Satisfy’s development team and of the S.A. Group, was working all night. Satisfy was a game with over two billion users, so there were always countless variables.  Satisfy’s overall flow, whether small or large, depended on what each of the two billion users were doing. The system was impossible to maintain if errors kept occurring.


  Lim Cheolho was always enthusiastic about building a complete system.


  ‘I can’t allow even a single error.’


  He had unmatched concentration whenever he focused on his work and only heard his ringtone after 40 seconds or more. It was a call from the operations team.


  “What’s going on?”


  (Quest B408 has been triggered. Please authorize the convening of an emergency meeting).


  Lim Cheolho’s mind revolved and then recalled the information about B408.


  B408. It was a codename for S-grade hidden quests that needed special conditions to be fulfilled.  


  ‘The compensation for Quest B408 is a second class?’


  The user who cleared B408 would be able to obtain another class. In Satisfy, they might be the first user to have two classes. But the more rewarding the quest was, the more difficult it would be.


  In particular, the content of Quest B408 was very unique, as the user had to be trapped in an enclosed space for 200 hours of Satisfy time. It had a direct impact on the real world, since the user who performed the quest was at a great risk of suffering serious psychological damage. One of the reasons why the clause ‘the S.A Group has permission to view user’s personal information’ was created was due to quests like B408.


  “I give permission. I will go as well.”


  Lim Cheolho immediately stopped working and headed towards the conference room. He arrived in the meeting room and looked at the documents. It contained information about the user who triggered the quest.


  “Amazing. A Mongolian person.”


  Originally, Mongolia was the world’s 10th richest country when it came to resources but lacked the technology to find and use those resources. But after breaking away from communism, the Mongolian government established diplomatic ties with many countries and actively attracted foreign direct investment (FDI).


  Since then, numerous governments and companies advanced into Mongolia, including both the Korean government and Korean companies. They called Mongolia the ‘land of opportunity’ and made investments. There was a huge inflow of foreign capital into Mongolia.


  However, once Mongolia’s regime changed in the 2010s, the FDIs started to slow down due to the rapid change in policy. After many years, the regime changed once again and the Mongolian officials tried to induce the FDIs again, but many had already lost confidence in Mongolia. In the end, the Mongolian government’s plans didn’t proceed as planned and Mongolia remained a developing country until the 2030s.


  But now it was different. Mongolia’s FDIs were revitalized as the world’s economy boomed, thanks to rapid technological development in the 2040s. The Mongolian government cooperated, and through some successful processes, the nation stepped into the ranks of the developed countries.


  But despite this, the nomadic temperament of Mongolia didn’t change. The vast majority of the Mongol people couldn’t adapt to the new benefits and still wanted to wander the grasslands. As a result, Mongolia became one of the countries with the smallest number of Satisfy members.


  According to statistics, more than 60% of the total population of developed countries were Satisfy players. In addition, Satisfy-related businesses created a lot of jobs. But in Mongolia, only 3% of the population played Satisfy. For the Mongols who loved wandering the grasslands, the act of being trapped in a small capsule was unacceptable.


  ‘3% of the population is a miracle.’


  The 25-year-old with the name of Allunbatar, which was hard to pronounce, was a level 127 orator. Lim Cheolho was already surprised to see a level 127 orator, a class that was weak in combat, but he couldn’t believe that the user was a Mongolian.


  ‘Quest-based leveling: by utilizing the characteristics of an orator, he could obtain relatively difficult quests, an effective way to play.’


  As Lim Cheolho read the documents, the executives who had been sleeping at home rushed in for the emergency meeting. Some of them gave off the scent of alcohol. Lim Cheolho paid attention to Yoon Sangmin. Director Yoon Sangmin was obsessive about cleanliness, so this was the first time Lim Cheolho saw him with scruffy hair.


  “I thought you of all people would comb your hair, even in the midst of a war. Is Director Yoon’s weakness sleeping?”


  The other board members had the same thought and laughed. 


  “We finally found Director Yoon’s weakness!”


  “Haha, that’s right. I was suspicious that you might’ve been a robot that wouldn’t bleed from its wounds. Fortunately, you are human.”


  The atmosphere lightened those few words from Lim Cheolho. The laughing executives completely woke up from their sleepy or tipsy state.


  ‘You made me a scapegoat.’


  Yoon Sangmin’s face reddened as he beckoned to Yoon Nahee.


  “It seems like all the executives are gathered. Have the Mongol branch president and officers come together?”


  “Yes. I will connect to them immediately.”


  A 3D image appeared in the center of the huge roundtable. It was the appearance of the branch managers and executives of the S.A. Group’s Mongolian branch. They greeted Lim Cheolho.


  Lim Cheolho proceeded with the meeting.


  “The agenda of this meeting is to secure the safety of the Mongolian user who triggered Quest B408, called Allunbatar. I will entrust this to Branch Manager Park.”


  S.A Group’s Mongolian branch manager, Park Eunhyuk, had already completed the preparations as soon as he heard that the Quest B408 was triggered by a Mongolian user. 


  “I’ve tracked the IP address of Allunbatar, who is connected to Satisfy, and have confirmed that the address in the member information matches his current residence. If a situation occurs, the Mongolian government will cooperate by dispatching medical personnel and police officers. Finally, during the quest, the security team members will observe Allunbatar in real time.”


  Quick and efficient actions. Lim Cheolho nodded with satisfaction.


  The branch manager, Park Eunhyuk, gave his opinion,


  “The Mongolian branch sees this quest as an opportunity and aims to use it as a foothold into the market here. I will leak some of the quest information to the media. This will be the first user who might have two classes in Satisfy, and the fact that it is a Mongolian user will be widely reported throughout the media around the world. This is natural PR, and the Mongolians will see one of their own becoming a global star through Satisfy, increasing their interest in the game.”


  “Oh, that is a good idea. Once they have interest, the number of people who want to experience Satisfy will increase.”


  “The major media companies in each country, especially the Mongolian media companies, will definitely jump on the news. If the press builds Allunbatar into a huge person, the Mongolian pride will be triggered and the PR effect will be maximized.”


  Most of the executives were favorable towards this idea. However, a small number of them didn’t like it.


  “Is there any guarantee that Allunbatar will succeed in the quest? What will happen if we make the whole world pay attention to this quest, only for it to fail?”


  Yoon Sangmin, who just finished brushing his hair, shook his head.


  “It doesn’t matter if the quest is successful or not. Even if it fails, the fact that he is the first user to acquire an S-grade hidden quest will make Allunbatar stand out. Still, it would be preferred if the quest were successful. Unless there is a problem with Allunbatar’s personality and he logs out, it should be a success. Team Leader Yoon Nahee, have you analyzed the chances of Allunbatar’s quest succeeding?”


  “Yes.”


  Once Yoon Nahee replied, her team members handed the executives a new piece of paper. The Mongolian branch executives also received the document through email.  After a while, the executives read the contents of the paper and frowned.


  “What is this? The probability of success is only 9%?”


  Director Yoon Sangmin was shocked. “W-What is this?”


  Yoon Sangmin couldn’t accept this response.


  “Doesn’t Quest B408 involve being rescued by a hidden NPC? Allunbatar’s health condition is also very good. If we protect Allunbatar on the outside, it is unlikely for him to log out. If Allunbatar doesn’t log out, he will be rescued by the hidden NPC and will clear the quest. So why is the success rate so low? I’ve predicted at least an 80% success rate.”


  “Well…” The moment that Yoon Nahee tried to explain.


  “Kuhahahahaha!”


  The silent Lim Cheolho suddenly burst out laughing? Everyone looked at Lim Cheolho in shock.


  Tsk tsk tsk. Lim Cheolho clicked his tongue and stated, “Your nature is too frantic. Shouldn’t you read the document first before asking the question?”


  “……”


  The executives read the document carefully at Lim Cheolho’s words and were shocked at its contents. Yoon Sangmin nervously crumbled up the piece of paper and muttered,


  “Again… this person…”


  The normal scenario for Quest B408 was like this: 


  A user with high reputation would build up affinity to the maximum with the Winston residents. In the process of building affinity, the user would learn about the wickedness of Winston’s lord and the Mero Company. At this time, the user would be assimilated with the Winston residents and sincerely resent the Mero Company and the lord. The residents of Winston would detect this and give the user a quest called ‘For the Residents of Winston’.


  Once the user accepted the quest, the story would begin in earnest. The user would try to meet Earl Steim, but they couldn’t go against the powers of Winston’s lord and the Mero Company. The user would be caught and eventually imprisoned in the dungeon.


  At this point, the quest would change from ‘For the Residents of Winston’ to ‘Wait’. If the user were to accept this quest, the ‘Mysterious Apostle of Justice’ NPC, who would be hiding in Winston due to special circumstances, would rescue the user after 200 hours.


  In this case, the user would establish a relationship with the ‘Mysterious Apostle of Justice’ and find out their identity. Then the user would go on a journey to help the mysterious NPC. Once the user performed all the linked quests, they would receive rewards beyond imagination.


  However, a variable meant that the quest didn’t flow along the scheduled scenario. The variable was that Allunbatar shared the quest information with another user. The planned ‘Mysterious Apostle of Justice’ NPC became obsolete, and the related quests to the NPC also disappeared.


  The news that Allunbatar was confined in the dungeon after failing the quest would be passed onto the user whom he shared the quest information with, not the ‘Mysterious Apostle of Justice’. But that user turned out to be…


  “Grid…”


  Exactly 12 days ago, the Korean user who obtained a legendary class by chance. Right, it was Shin Youngwoo.




  Chapter 35


  “He has a legendary class, yet he’s only level 21? How can he play the game like this? Amazing. His ability to not level up is truly amazing. It’s a wonder that he gained the class quest.”


  Yoon Sangmin didn’t like Shin Youngwoo. Shin Youngwoo’s game history confirmed that he was a young man with no talent at playing the game. Taking the legendary class, wasn’t it like a swine obtaining a pearl? Yoon Sangmin thought it was a waste of a legendary class.


  ‘He is a person who will never become a ranker in his entire life. Thanks to his interruption, a large amount of content regarding the legendary class is consumed. Now he’s about to consume another large game content…’


  Director Yoon Sangmin was sure of it. 


  ‘Poison. This person is a deadly poison to Satisfy. Before he does more harm, we have to stop his account forever.’


  But Director Yoon Sangmin didn’t have the authority to manage user accounts. He had no choice but to keep his thoughts to himself. Yoon Sangmin inwardly cursed Shin Youngwoo, then he asked Yoon Nahee with a serious face.


  “By the way, why does the quest only have a 9% chance of succeeding? There is a 9% chance of this person rescuing Allunbatar? Nonsense. Isn’t it more likely to be a 0% chance?”


  The other executives agreed.


  “This figure is obviously wrong.”


  “That’s right. I’m sure that the supercomputer Morpheus is infected with a virus.”


  This quest was a failure. There was no way that a level 21 user could rescue Allunbatar. The aggressive publicity campaign was finished. Everyone thought so and was sad.


  But in the midst of this, only Lim Cheolho was happy.


  ‘The protagonist of three big events in succession… Since becoming a legendary class, he made epic rated arrows and received the class quest, so I am somehow feeling expectant towards this young man.’


  To put it bluntly, it was an incompetence so beyond common sense that it was difficult to predict. Shin Youngwoo was fun to watch because he caused many variables.


  Lim Cheolho was happy, regardless of the quest results. The other executives, including Park Eunhyuk and Yoon Sangmin, were upset.


  ***


  I met Khan earlier than Huroi. I protected Khan’s smithy and paid for his medical treatment. I was a great benefactor to Khan.


  On the other hand, who was Huroi? He only spoke a few words to Khan.


  “Then why?”


  Why did Khan give him the huge ‘For the Residents of Winston’ quest? Meanwhile, I received a quest that would only give me 600 gold.


  ‘Isn’t it normal to give me all the quests?’


  If Khan was an NPC who knew how to repay favours, he would’ve passed all his quests to me. But he was an ungrateful NPC. 


  “Khan should repay the favor.. No, is he crazy? Anyway, I need to think about the contents of the story. If I want NPCs to listen to me, do I have to act better in the future?”


  The more I thought about it, the worse I felt. ‘For the Residents of Winston’ was a massive quest that would control Winston’s fate. It was natural for Khan to give it to the person he trusted most.


  But his choice was Huroi! It meant I was worse than someone Khan had never met before!


  “Why is a dog who rolled out from nowhere more credible than me…? Ugh!”


  I was at a street stall near my house. I lamented about my life while pouring a shot of bitter shochu into my mouth. (Shochu is a Japanese alcoholic drink.)


  My limit was originally one and a half bottles of shochu, but I was so disappointed in Khan and jealous of the jerk that I drank too much.


  “Kuaaah~!”


  I emptied my third bottle of shochu. My heart still wasn’t soothed and I felt like crying.


  The more I thought about it, the more hateful Khan was. I truly believed that we had become sincere friends during the time I spent with him, but Khan thought differently. Khan didn’t believe in me.


  “Why didn’t he trust me, giving a good quest to that other guy instead? Why…why? Damnnn!”


  Anyway, tomorrow it would start raining for three days. I didn’t need to worry about going to work during that time.


  I called out for the stall owner in a loud voice.


  “Ajumma.” 


  The middle-aged woman cutting the soondae was surprised by my call and flinched. I was able to notice that the woman’s eyes shook slightly as she met my gaze.


  ‘…Is my charm maximized by the lonely aura that I am emitting?’


  The loneliness in my eyes was like a blizzard on Mount Everest. Looking at those quivering eyes, the middle-aged woman seemed to be confused about being attracted to a young man around her son’s age.


  ‘I am such a sinful man…’


  I felt sorry to the middle-aged woman, but I had no interest in her. Especially if the other person was a married woman.


  ‘I can’t break apart a family.’


  I cut to the chase so that the woman wouldn’t have any expectations.


  “One more bottle of shochu. Can I also get a refill of the fish soup? Don’t forget to put a piece of radish in the fish soup as a service…”


  Kwaang!


  The middle-aged woman plugged the knives she was holding into the chopping block. Then she pointed at me and shouted.


  “You are really too much! I don’t care about the three bottles of shochu, but I already said that I won’t refill the fish soup after the 9th time! Furthermore, you ask for a service every time! The total value is more than the alcohol you’re drinking. How can a young man have no shame?”


  “…You are very inhospitable. At the very least, you should serve your customers fish soup… This world is once again causing me great disappointment. Yes, just like Khan.”


  “What are you saying? I can’t afford to give you any more free refills!”


  The owner was stubborn. My plan to fill my stomach with fish soup was in vain. 


  “It is time to say goodbye and return to cruel reality…”


  I gave up asking for more refills and stood up. I placed the money for the drinks on the table, said goodbye to the owner and left the stall. As I walked on in a lonely mood, an angry voice was heard from behind me.


  “Hey, Young Man! You are lacking 1,000 won! Give me 1,000 won!”


  Ah, I counted the money wrongly due to being drunk.  Then let’s try.


  ‘This is a chance to save 1,000 won!’


  In the past, I never felt like saving money. But now I was debt-ridden, so the spirit of saving was unavoidable. As the number of conservative young people grew, the future of South Korea would become brighter. For the sake of my spirit of saving and Korea’s future, I needed to avoid paying this 1,000 won.


  ‘…No, no matter how drunk I am, I can’t run away. I was caught on security camera and will probably be brought to the police station.’


  Wouldn’t it be shameful to be placed behind bars over 1,000 won? I turned around and handed a 1,000 won bill to the middle-aged woman.


  “If I was a common person of this modern society, I would’ve run away without paying this 1,000 won. But I returned to pay the 1,000 won. Isn’t it wonderful?”


  “…Don’t most people act like this?”


  “That…you aren’t aware of the world. Do you know how many immoral people there are these days? People like me are rare!”


  “R-Really? I understand. I understand already, so you should go home. You are drunk.”


  “Uhuh! Ajumma! Do you know how bleak my heart is? You should pack some fish soup for a young man who is nice enough to pay the 1,000 won in this chilly weather.”


  “…”


  The middle-aged woman returned to her stall without saying anything else. I waited for her to come out again with fish soup, but she didn’t return after 5, then 10 minutes.


  “Haha… Once again, I have been betrayed. Both NPCs and people betray my faith!”


  Yes, this was a bitter world. I went back home while realizing that I was alone in this world. 


  ***


  “You should contact me if you are returning late! Do you know what time it is now?”


  It was one in the morning. As soon as I returned home, I was disturbed by Sehee who was watching TV in the living room.


  “Have you been drinking until now? Oppa doesn’t have a girlfriend or friends. Then why? Don’t tell me you were drinking alone? Aren’t you embarrassed?”


  “…Hey, you have school tomorrow, so why aren’t you asleep yet?”


  “I was worried when a person who only spends time at work or in his capsule suddenly disappears… No, it is strange!”


  “Eh? Are you concerned about me? So you waited up to this time?”


  “What? Who was waiting? I-I was just watching a fun TV program and couldn’t go sleep.”


  “Then why are you so mad? You face is red as well. What did I do wrong?”


  “W-whose face is red? That is ridiculous. I’m going to sleep now!”


  Kwang!


  Sehee turned and entered her room.


  “Phew, teenage girls are really difficult.”


  Sehee’s loud voice had broken my drunken haze. I once again became mad about missing out on the ‘For the Residents of Winston’ quest.


  “Damn, I’m going to sleep quickly.”


  Then Sehee left her room again. She approached me and started nagging. “You should brush your teeth and scrub your feet. You are drunk, so don’t take a shower. Well, I never expected you to take a shower because you’re not the type to shower every day.”


  “…Aren’t you sleeping?”


  “I am going to drink some water before sleeping.”


  “Then go and drink water. Good night.”


  Sehee headed towards the kitchen while I went into the bathroom.


  “I’m not a child who needs to brush their teeth more than once a day.”


  In rare cases, I did it three times a day. I stopped trying to place toothpaste on my toothbrush. I drank so much that my eyes kept closing.


  “I won’t die if I don’t brush for a day…”


  In the end, I just washed my hands and left the bathroom. Then I went straight to my room. Sehee sounded like she was screaming outside my room, but I didn’t worry about it and went to sleep.


  The day was over.




  Chapter 36


  As soon as I opened my eyes the next morning, I connected to Satisfy and headed into the smithy. Khan was waiting for me and I immediately complained to him.


  “Why did you leave such a task to a stranger like Huroi? Am I worse than him? Huh? You should’ve left it to me!”


  Khan looked like he didn’t know what I was talking about, before making a belated expression of understanding. “Are you talking about the mission to tell Earl Steim about Winston?”


  “Yes!”


  Huhu, Khan gave a hearty laugh and explained.


  “You are definitely a great young man. Despite your young age, you have great abilities and a sense of justice and sacrifice…”


  “Huh?”


  What was he saying?


  “Aren’t you willing to take a big risk for the residents of Winston that you have no ties with?” 


  “Eh? That wasn’t what I intended…”


  “You don’t have to say anything. You are too modest.”


  “……”


  Khan misjudged me and turned me into an incredibly good guy! I had nothing to say, then Khan placed a hand on my shoulder.


  “I know that you are worried for Winston’s residents, but how can I put you at risk? You are already precious to me, just like a son. I can’t ask you to do something so dangerous.”


  Khan’s eyes were warm.


  “The Mero Company knows that you are close to me, so there will be a thorough surveillance. The Mero Company won’t stay still if they see you make any movements to leave Winston. I won’t be able to stand the grief if you get hurt by them.”


  Khan sincerely cherished me. My heart thumped. I felt bad for misunderstanding Khan.


  “Khan… I didn’t know your heart and thought you didn’t trust me.”


  “How can that be? I trust you more than anyone else. Isn’t that why I’m leaving the fate of the smithy to you?”


  I listened to him. I had no reason to doubt Khan in the first place. I felt ashamed while Khan spoke in a spirited tone, “You have to focus on the game! Show the Mero Company!”


  “The date is decided?”


  “That’s right. It is in two days. We have to hone your skills! Let’s surprise everyone by polishing the legendary blacksmith skills that you have inherited!”


  Okay! My motivation shot upwards.


  “I understand. I will win the game!”


  “Good spirit! I might not have the techniques but the experience I’ve accumulated in my life will be a great help to you! I will do my best to help!”


  From that day on, Khan and I raised my training. I repeated the production techniques, causing my skills to become more proficient and polished. I thoroughly learned about efficient movements and reduced any unnecessary movements.


  My probability of making rare and epic items increased slightly.


  [A rare rated item was produced, so all stats have permanently risen by +2 and reputation throughout the continent has risen by +30.


  [An epic rated item was produced, so all stats have permanently risen by +4 and reputation throughout the continent has risen by +80.


  [Your persistence has risen.]


  [Your dexterity has risen.]


  It was also fun to raise my persistence and dexterity stats. But there was one drawback. It was the limitation in the materials. 


  Khan was totally broke and I was saving money, so I couldn’t obtain premium production materials. I only used the materials piled up in Khan’s warehouse, but most of the materials were inferior. Khan couldn’t get good ingredients because he was impeded by the Mero Company. Therefore, I couldn’t produce high-performance items.


  The higher the level and performance of the items produced, the faster the experience of my production skill would rise. Items with a low-level limit and low performance, even if they had a rare rating, meant my experience gain rate was slow and the value was cheap.


  ‘Rare items should be sold to the stores, but I can sell the epic rated items to the users.’


  [Usable Iron Sword]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 19/19   Attack Power: 35~40   Attack Speed: +2%


  A sword made by a craftsman with great skill and potential but lacking in experience and reputation.


  It is easy to use because it has a perfect balance of length and weight. The user can attack a little faster. 


  The fact that this type of sword was made with meager materials is amazing.


  User Restriction: Level 12 or higher. More than 30 strength. Beginner Sword Mastery.


  [Unexpectedly Comfortable Rat Leather Armor]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 24/24   Defense: 22  Movement Speed: +3%


  An armor made of rat leather by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but lacks experience and reputation.


  It is designed and created so that the wearer won’t be inconvenienced when moving. The wearer can move a little faster. 


  The fact that this type of armor was made with meager materials is amazing. 


  User Restriction: Level 13 or higher. Beginner Leather Armor Mastery.


  “The names are crude but…”


  Level 12 or 13 users would find hunting much easier if they wore this armor and weapon. They were items that low-level users could possess if they had enough gold.


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill] Lv 1 (12.7%)


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath] Lv 1 (8.9%) 


  ‘When I made the Jaffa Arrow before, my experience increased by 3.7% and 2%. Instantly.’


  Certainly, I was disappointed that the experience of my production skills was slowly rising. But I didn’t care much. Regardless, my skills experience and production experience were rising, so I was satisfied.


  I wasn’t mistaken.


  ‘The Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill is still only level 1, but I am now able to craft more items than I could before.’


  My production speed and degree of completeness have improved. If the skill level of the Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill and my dexterity stat rose, my production ability would become even better.


  ‘But realistically, it is impossible to raise the skill level of the Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill anytime soon. Right now, the best thing I can do is to raise my dexterity stat.’


  The higher my dexterity, the higher the completeness of the item. I decided to invest my stat points into dexterity for a more solid victory.


  “Status window.”


  Name: Grid


  Level: 21 (5,350/16,700)


  Class: Pagma’s Descendant


  * The probability of adding additional options when making items will increase.


  * The probably of item enhancement will increase. 


  * All equipment items can be worn unconditionally. However, there is a penalty depending on the rating of the item. 


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  * Abnormal conditions don’t work well on you.


  * You won’t die when health is at the minimum.


  * Easily acknowledged.


  Health: 936/936    Mana: 177/177


  Strength: 104   Stamina: 52   Agility: 96  Intelligence: 59 


  Dexterity: 99  Persistence: 60


  Composure: 44  Indomitable: 50   Dignity: 44   Insight: 44


  Stat Points: 130


  Weight: 842/3,080 


  Thanks to the steady production of rare and epic items, my stats have risen dramatically. I had a huge 130 stat points. I contemplated on how to invest the stat points.


  ‘If I invest all my stat points in dexterity, will my production skill rise significantly? Obviously, there would be a huge effect. But if I concentrate too much on only one stat, I will regret it later.’


  I had to think carefully.


  ‘I put a lot of points into strength and agility the other day, so I don’t have to raise them anymore. I am currently lacking stamina, so wouldn’t it be nice to raise it? When dealing with strong enemies like the gangsters, it is better to have high vitality and defense.’


  I decided to start distributing my stat points.


  [You have invested 60 points in stamina. Is this correct?]


  “Yes.”


  [Once the points are invested, it can’t be reversed. Do you want to proceed?]


  “Yes.”


  [You have invested 70 points in dexterity. Is this correct?]


  “Okay.” 


  [Once the points are invested, it can’t be reversed. Do you want to proceed?]


  “Stop asking me and just do it. Status window!”


  Name: Grid


  Level: 21 (5,350/16,700)


  Class: Pagma’s Descendant


  * The probability of adding additional options when making items will increase.


  * The probably of item enhancement will increase. 


  * All equipment items can be worn unconditionally. However, there is a penalty depending on the rating of the item. 


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  * Abnormal conditions don’t work well on you.


  * You won’t die when health is at the minimum.


  * Easily acknowledged.


  Health: 1,536/1,536    Mana: 177/177


  Strength: 104   Stamina: 112   Agility: 96  Intelligence: 59 


  Dexterity: 169  Persistence: 60


  Composure: 44  Indomitable: 50   Dignity: 44   Insight: 44


  Stat Points: 0


  Weight: 842/3,080 


  “Kukukuk!”


  I shook with joy. Anybody would be shocked if they could see my status window. How could a level 21 character have such stats? If I simply calculated the sum of all my stats, I was already beyond level 75.


  Strength, stamina, agility, and intelligence. If I only calculated these basic stats, it was close to level 40!


  ‘Now that I see it, isn’t a production class great for stats?’


  The benefit of raising all stats every time a higher grade item was made was common to all production-related classes, not just blacksmiths. Those who took advantage of this could overcome the disadvantage of production based jobs. Their insufficient combat skills could be supplemented with high stats. Of course, a large amount of labor was needed!


  “I accept that labor is my life. My body is meant for labor! I will show you the power of labor.”


  I swallowed bread and immersed myself in item production again. I didn’t lose any concentration until the day of the competition. As my character grew, I felt the same mental growth.


  [A rare rated item was produced, so all stats have permanently risen by +2 and reputation throughout the continent has risen by +30.]


  “Kuhahahahaha!”


  I felt a pleasure that had never been felt when hunting and doing quests as a warrior.


  “W-What…? Am  I dreaming right now? You, how have you improved your skills in such a short time?”


  Khan was shocked. I couldn’t reply that ‘my rapid growth is from raising my dexterity stat’ so I just said,


  “I’m not your average genius.”


  Khan was thrilled.


  “Yes, yes! I forgot that you are Pagma’s Descendant. Huhu, I have a relationship with a legend who was born again. I will have no regrets after dying. Good! Shall I try harder?”


  In reality, it was raining continuously. So I always connected to Satisfy except when it was time to sleep. Thus, my growth was steady until the day of the competition.


  ***


  Currently, there were three epic classes in Satisfy. But except for the most recently appeared ‘Blood Warrior,’ there were no details about the others. The identity of the first epic class user was unknown, while the second one was said to be obtained by Agnus, 7th in the unified rankings.


  The Satisfy users wondered about the identity of the two classes there were being kept strictly confidential. The related forums and broadcasters were engaged in a constant debate about the epic classes. But unless the relevant parties disclosed the information, it was only speculation.


  What type of class were the other two epic classes? Were they as impressive as the Blood Warrior that Katz got his hands on? Perhaps even more than that?


  The Eternal Kingdom. Akero Dungeon that was near Frontier, Earl Steim’s capital.


  “There are too many monsters here. I barely managed to come all the way here.”


  A beautiful blonde girl cried out. She looked like a fairytale princess, causing male users to approach her.


  “Akero Dungeon is a place where even high-level users can’t hunt alone. Would you like to join our party? Our skills are very good.”


  “No, you should join our party. We are very familiar with this dungeon and have acquired various know-hows. Our hunting speed is unmatched. You will definitely be satisfied if you join.”


  “No! Come to our party! We will give you a lot of items!”


  Satisfy’s character wasn’t perfect fiction. When a character was created, it actually reflected the user’s real appearance. Only the skin tone and additional features such as hairstyle, tattoos, scars, and height could be changed a little bit.


  In other words, a beautiful person in Satisfy was generally beautiful in reality. That’s why the men favored beautiful girls over anything else.


  ‘A rare beauty!’


  ‘My ideal type!’


  Hearts burst from their eyes as they looked at the girl. They seemed accustomed to competing over girls.


  “Do you really want me to join the party? If so, try to hunt the monsters in front of me. I want to join a strong party. I will judge if your skills are strong and then join the party that I want.”


  “What is this? She isn’t that special.”


  “I agree. I would be thankful not to have a useless person join the party.”


  The female users talked badly about the girl. However, the male users became more attracted to the girl as their motivation shot up.


  “Ohhhhhh! Be sure to keep that promise! Heat Wave! Fire Sword!”


  “Beautiful girl. I will prove my strength. Swirling Frenzy!”


  “Bah, idiots. Can you do this? Steel Skin! One Point Break!”


  “Your skills don’t back up your bragging. Thunderbolt!”


  The male users ran towards the monsters and fired off their skills.


  Kwarurung! Kung kwang! Kwajik!


  Strong skills such as a swirling storm, thunderbolts and flames emerged, causing the walls of the dungeon to shake. Fearsome monsters saw the strange scene and ran away.


  The blonde girl, who was the cause of the confusion, watched the skills being cast.


  ‘That wind magic isn’t lacking compared to other magicians in the kingdom. It was indeed worthwhile to come here.’


  She used her unusually high insight stat and Skill Observation to detect the Swirling Frenzy skill and whispered.


  “Skill Duplication.”


  [You have successfully duplicated ‘Swirling Frenzy’ Lv.3.]


  [The skill ‘Swirling Frenzy’ Lv. 3 is available to use once. You can keep it permanently until it is used.]


  [Swirling Frenzy] 


  Lv. 3


  Creates a vortex that deals 1,530~2,380 damage per second for five seconds. The agility of the target caught in the vortex will decrease by 80%.


  Skill Mana Cost: 700


  Skill Cooldown Time: 300 seconds 


  The blonde girl’s name was Euphemina. Her class was Duplicator.


  As a Duplicator, she used Skill Observation and Skill Duplication to instantly analyze and copy a skill used by the target. Whatever skill she copied, she could use it only once whenever she wanted.


  There were disadvantages such as ‘the usage frequency of Skill Duplication is limited to three times a day.’ However, it was still a fraudulent skill despite the disadvantages.


  ‘I can get Piaro with this.’


  Euphemina left the men showing off their skills at the dungeon behind. Then she moved quickly and arrived at Kesan Canyon.


  “I found it.”


  After finding a small cave at the end of the canyon, Euphemina read the contents of the quest once again in order to prepare her mind before entering.




  Chapter 37


  [Traitor of the Red Knights]


  Difficulty: S


  Pairo, a former colleague of Asmophel, has committed a terrible betrayal. Asmophel was wounded and vowed to take revenge on Piaro.


  However, Asmophel has become seriously ill afterward.


  In the end, Asmophel was forced to give up on his own revenge and asked you to get revenge for him.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Defeat Piaro who is hiding in Kesan Canyon.


  Quest Clear Reward: Title ‘Agent of Revenge’


  * Agent of Revenge: The ‘Cruelty’ stat will be opened. Attack Power +100. Skill ‘Murderous Impulse’ will be generated.


  Quest Failure: Level -2. Asmophel’s confidence will decline. 


  Euphemina, who was currently level 190, had one experience with clearing an S-grade quest once in the past. Therefore, she knew the terrible difficulty of an S-grade quest more than anyone else.


  ‘Piaro… the strongest knight of the Saharan Empire.’


  Asmophel had already explained how powerful Piaro was. His swordsmanship had reached the peak and when he used his ultimate technique ‘Fated to Perish’, death was inevitable. Euphemina couldn’t overcome her tension and nervously gulped. She had taken 63 days to prepare for this quest, but she was still afraid.


  “I believe it. I can do it. Skill window.”


  Euphemina basically only possessed nine skills. It was an unbelievably poor skill tree for a level 190 user. However, her skill window now had a total of 50 skills listed. In addition, they were all top class skills.


  These were the skills that Euphemina prepared to clear the quest. She traveled all over the continent during the past 62 days, searching for top-ranked players. Then she duplicated their skills.


  Only for today!


  “Let’s begin.”


  Euphemina cleared her mind and entered the cave. She was going to face Piaro, who was more powerful than a boss monster, alone. Pride? No it was proper confidence.


  She was the first epic class in Satisfy. A fraudulent class that could duplicate other people’s skills, the Duplicator. This was the identity of the first epic class that appeared in Satisfy.


  “Someone sent by Asmophel?”


  A voice in the darkness was heard from the depths of the cave. Then a notification window popped up.


  [The eternal hermit Piaro has appeared.]


  [You are overwhelmed by Piaro’s killing intent and the fear effect has been applied.]


  [The trap that Piaro installed is activated.]


  Syu syu syu syu syuk!


  Chachachachang!


  From the land where Euphemina was standing, sharp spikes reminiscent of shark teeth rose and arrows flew from the walls on both sides. At the same time, Piaro appeared in front of them. Euphemina hastily used one of the skills that she had prepared.


  “Tartan!”


  Tartan was currently the strongest defensive skill known to be available only to ‘Bump’, the first ranked guardian knight. 


  Kuooooh!


  A huge steel giant appeared out of thin air and then embraced Euphemina’s small, delicate body. All the arrows and spears didn’t reach Euphemina’s body as they were obstructed by the giant. But Piaro’s flashy blow was enough to pierce the giant. Immediately before the sword was about to reach Euphemina’s heart!


  “Counter Barrier!”


  The strongest assault knight, Miared’s skill was reproduced by Euphemina.


  Puok!


  “Cough!”


  As soon as Piaro’s sword came into contact with Euphemina, Piaro coughed up blood and flew backward in the air. The damage that Euphemina should’ve received was reflected back on Piaro due to Counter Barrier.


  “How dare you!”


  The brilliant Piaro turned in the air, not caring about his wound. However, Euphemina didn’t stay still.


  “Swirling Frenzy!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Before Piaro could reach the ground, a fierce storm covered him. Piaro had no place to lean on, so his body couldn’t resist being swept away by the storm. However, Euphemina was well aware that he wouldn’t die. She didn’t miss this opportunity. 


  “Scorching Heat Wave! Tyrant’s Majesty! Mace of Light! Spear of Darkness! Prelude to Destruction!”


  Euphemina had dozens of top-level skills that she had prepared for 63 days. The strong attacks of different properties shattered the cave, burying Piaro in the debris.


  ‘Have I succeeded? No. There would be a quest clear prompt.’


  Euphemina’s intelligence stat was very high. She even prepared advanced mana potions. But nonetheless, she had a shortage of mana due to using so many top-level skills in succession.


  ‘I have to wait for the potion reuse time.’


  Piaro was still alive. She didn’t know when a strong counterattack would come from the pile of stones. Until then, she had to make up for her low mana.  Euphemina decided to use ‘flying’ magic to maintain as much distance as possible from Piaro.


  As she rose into the sky, Piaro crawled out from the remnants of the cave. He was relatively unscathed, despite the skill bombardment that would’ve killed an army of hundreds.


  “Female… I recognize your strength and will do my best.”


  Taack!


  Piaro jumped.


  Peeng! Peeng!


  Piaro jumped into the air in bursts, as if he was stepping on an invisible staircase. He instantly narrowed the distance towards Euphemina.


  “I’ll give you an inevitable death!”


  A red light emerged from Piaro’s sword. It was the forerunner to the skill that Asmophel mentioned, Fated to Perish. Once the skill was activated, Euphemia wouldn’t be able to avoid death. It meant that her 63 days of hardship would be for nothing.


  Pahat!


  The distance between Piaro and Euphemina was so close that they could hear each other’s breathing. The reuse time for Euphemia’s potions was almost over. Euphemina drank a mana potion and used the spells she prepared to stop Fated to Perish.


  “Nightmare Projection!”


  “……!”


  The sword rushing towards Euphemina stopped. Euphemina gazed at Piaro and gulped.


  Kwarurung!


  The red sword, which should’ve sliced Euphemina, cut the empty space dozens of times. It showed he had properly fallen into a hallucination. Now Piaro was fighting against the most fearful nightmare in the world.


  “You have come to me. Asmophellllll!”


  The flaming sword continued to swing without stopping. Thanks to him, the sky was as red as the sunset. Euphemina tried to use a bombardment of skills again while Piaro was preoccupied.


  But there was a variable.


  [You have reached your physical and mental limits after using an excessive amount of force during a short period of time.]


  [Your skills can’t be used for a while.]


  [All stats have fallen by 50%.]


  “W-What?! No way! My quest success was in sight!”


  It seemed that she had used too many top-level skills in a short amount of time, causing her physical and mental stress. It was her first experience and she couldn’t deal with it because she never thought this could happen.


  As she was confused, Piaro was slowly escaping from his hallucinatory state.


  ‘This can’t continue!’


  The physical abilities of a Duplicator were minimal. Once her skills were blocked, she had no way to fight against Piaro. There was only one choice remaining. Give up the quest.


  “Ugh…!”


  Her 63 days of effort ended in vain. The quest had already failed and the situation would be worse if she died here. Euphemina swallowed back her tears and left this place. Shortly afterward, Piaro woke up from his hallucination and realized that Euphemina was gone.


  “Wicked female… I will surely repay today’s disgrace.”


  [Quest failed!]


  [Your level has dropped by 2.]


  [You are now level 188.]


  [Asmophel’s confidence in you has fallen.]


  Euphemina was frustrated at the notification windows that emerged after she barely escaped from Piaro. She tried her best for more than two months, but all her efforts returned such a horrible outcome, so her disappointment was undeniably huge.


  “It was a chance to get a new title after a long time…”


  The more titles, the better. It was because the effects overlapped.  But gaining titles wasn’t easy. Most titles were obtained through quests, but quests which gave titles were rare.  Despite being a top ranker, Euphemina only had two titles.


  “Ohh.”


  Euphemina couldn’t suppress her disappointment. As she was filled with anger, a messenger from the Mero Company came to her.


  “Will you take a job? Miss Erina.”


  Due to the nature of a Duplicator, Euphemina had multiple identities. Among them, Erina was the name she used when she copied an advanced NPC blacksmith and crafted an epic rated item.


  ‘Since they came with this name, is it a blacksmith related quest?’


  Euphemina’s guess was correct.


  [The quest ‘Item Production Game with the Mero Company!’ has been created.]


  [Item Production Game!]


  Difficulty: Unknown.


  The world doesn’t know your true identity.


  The Mero Company has approached you after hearing about your good blacksmith skills.


  They want you to participate in an item making game held in Winston.


  The opponent is the successor of the reputable blacksmith, Khan, who was once famous in the north. The successor is a variable who can’t be measured.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Win the item production game.


  Quest Clear Reward: 1,500 gold. Title ‘Competitor.’


  * Competitor: Fighting spirit stat will be opened. Good luck stat will be opened. Skill ‘Rolling Dice’ will be generated.


  Quest Failure: Your relationship with the Mero Company will become the worst. 


  [Would you like to accept the quest?]


  ‘A title giving quest!’


  She had been frustrated at missing the chance to get a new title, only to receive a quest with a title reward. It was also a title that opened the good luck stat.


  ‘The good luck stat, I want to have it.’


  The good luck stat was very famous. The higher the good luck, the higher the probability of receiving beneficial effects in Satisfy. It started with finding money on the road, to finding hidden quests and treasures.


  As the name suggested, it gave good luck to the user so many people really wanted it. Naturally, this included Euphemina.


  ‘I also wonder what the Rolling Dice skill is. Doesn’t it sound interesting?’


  The biggest disadvantage of being a Duplicator was that there were fewer types of skills available. Therefore, Euphemia had a huge desire to possess skills.


  ‘The reward is also 1,500 gold… should I accept?’


  The rewards were excellent. For Euphemina, this quest was an inevitable temptation. She had just failed a quest, so she felt like earning some profits back with this quest. But she shouldn’t be in a hurry to accept the quest.


  ‘The difficulty is unknown…’


  Euphemina made a hypothesis.


  ‘Khan’s successor must be a blacksmith character whose level isn’t open to the public. Is that why the difficulty isn’t determined?’


  The hypothesis was plausible.


  ‘Well, I don’t have to worry too much. Does the difficulty of a production game matter in the first place?’


  No blacksmith skills existed that Euphemina couldn’t duplicate. If she participated in the production game, she could copy the opponent’s blacksmith skill and play with the same skill level. In other words, it was a game where she would compete with luck.


  When competing with the same skill level, the luckier person would create a higher rated item and victory would be decided accordingly.


  ‘If I am lucky, I can easily clear the quest. On the other hand, I might fail if I am unlucky.’


  It was a quest where she couldn’t be certain of success. The risk was big. However, she coveted the rewards. Euphemina decided to accept the quest.


  “The game, please leave it to me.”


  The game was established to be between Grid and Euphemina. If the world knew the identities of Grid and Euphemina, their competition would be the hottest issue in the world. A confrontation between an epic class and a legendary class, the attention would’ve been enormous.


  Unfortunately, the world still didn’t know the identities of the two people. Such a significant battle spread secretly.




  Chapter 38


  Winston’s Central Square!


  It was originally crowded, but even more people were gathered today. The item making game between blacksmiths would occur here.


  “I hope that Grid can win and protect Khan’s smithy. That smithy is the last pride that we have left.”


  “That’s right. If the smithy falls into the hands of the Mero Company, our place in Winston will completely disappear.”


  “Grid, have strength! You absolutely can’t lose.”


  The hearts of the Winston residents gathered together. They prayed that Grid would win the game. However, the users’ attitudes were different. The result of the game had nothing to do with them.


  “An item production game? There isn’t anything else interesting, so why don’t we watch for a while?”


  “I don’t have anything else to do.  If it isn’t fun, then we can just go. Somebody win~. The winner will be on this side~.”


  As a result, most users just thought of the game as slightly interesting.


  “Hey, isn’t it funny when you think about it? Blacksmiths making items, why are so many people going to watch it?” 


  “Yes. It’s tedious to watch a blacksmith make items, not interesting. The item created will be epic at the most, so I’m not even interested in the result.” 


  “Where is an epic rated item? It’s good if they could even make a rare rated item. I heard rumors that no famous blacksmiths are participating.” 


  “What? Then what is the goal? Why should we care about the results? Hey, this is a waste of time, so let’s just go hunting. Anyway, who cares about who owns the smithy?”


  The users mocked the game as trivial and turned away.


  After a while.


  Once the participants of the game were revealed, the male users no longer thought of leaving.


  “Now! Let me introduce the main characters of this match. From the Mero Company, Erina! And Khan’s successor, Grid!”


  “Ohhhhhhh!!”


  The eyes of the male users widened as they saw the blonde girl climbing onto the stage and they started cheering.


  “Wow. Really pretty!”


  “Is this love at first sight?”


  “My ideal type…”


  The blonde girl was wearing a hat. However, she showed off a beauty that couldn’t be hidden, even with her face not completely exposed. Her mouth was especially attractive. The male users, who weren’t interested in the result of the game originally, became her avid supporters the moment they saw her.


  “Erina. I will cheer for you.”


  “Erina, please win~.”


  “Erina! Erina! Erina!”


  The male fan club formed in an instant. Erina, or Euphemina, shrugged as she watched their sky-piercing cheers and waved her hand gracefully.


  “Thank you for your support.”


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  She smiled softly, making her seem like a goddess to the men. It was reminiscent of the reaction of soldiers towards the visit of girl group idols.


  Grid sucked in a deep breath at the sight.


  ‘Is it my turn next?’


  The male users were rooting for the female contestant. Then it was natural for the female users to support and cheer on the male contestant. Grid smiled and followed Euphemina’s actions by waving towards the female users in the audience. 


  Grid expected the cheers of female users. But their reaction was much different than expected.


  “What is that guy doing? Uhh, I feel bad.”


  “The bread that I ate a while ago feels like it’s coming back up…”


  “He looks really horrible…”


  The reactions from the female users were the worst!


  ‘This dirty society that only cares about looks! You would support me properly if I was handsome.’


  None of the women supported him, but the residents of Winston shouted towards the frustrated Grid.


  “Grid! You have us. We are cheering for you. We believe in you! Be sure to win.”


  “Khan’s successor, show off your skills.”


  “Grid’s victory! Grid’s victory! Grid’s victory!”


  Grid trembled.


  ‘If you are supporting me, why are your gazes directed towards her…?’


  NPC males were wolves as well. Among the residents of Winston, the men forgot that the blonde girl was an enemy and couldn’t keep their eyes off her. Even Khan!


  ‘These bastards, I am now aware of your real state.’


  A blonde girl who was so seductive that she even attracted elderly NPCs. Grid felt resentful towards her, as he turned into a squid just from standing next to her.


  “You. I will surely win. Then I’ll enjoy seeing that pretty face distort!”


  Euphemina was amazed by Grid’s declaration. This was a man she was meeting as an enemy, but how could he ignore her beauty?


  ‘Unless the person is gay or blind, isn’t it natural for all men to support my beauty?’


  Euphemina had a proud nature. 


  ‘Taste my beauty properly.’


  Euphemina lifted the brim of the hat she used to hide her identity. Her beautiful face was clearly revealed. Grid was forced to admire it.


  ‘Looking at her like this, she is really pretty. Isn’t she comparable to that wicked witch, Yura?’


  If Yura was an elegant and mature woman, Euphemina was a youthful and refreshing girl. Their atmosphere was quite different, but they were similar in that both of them had a transcendent beauty.


  ‘Is she a human or a doll?’


  Grid made a stupid expression and was unable to keep his eyes off of Euphemina.


  Euphemina saw it and thought. ‘Yes, that’s right. Once you see my face, you will fall at first sight. Now you will follow me like a dog, just like the other men.’


  There was no man in the world who could go against her beauty! Euphemina had huge pride in her looks. She continued to speak to Grid in order to perfectly capture her victory.


  “Grid? There is no need to be hostile towards me. Haven’t we just met? Perhaps we will see each other again. In the future, we might develop a good relationship? So don’t be upset and let’s get along.”


  She had half moon eyes and a slyly flirting voice. There was no man who wouldn’t be into her when she acted like this.


  But Grid just snorted. “What? Develop a good relationship? Don’t say such horrible things, Kid.”


  Euphemina’s face turned red.


  “H-Horrible? Why wouldn’t you develop a good relationship with me? In addition, kid?”


  “Yes! I don’t want to develop a good relationship with a fox like you! Kid! Have you even graduated from high school? I have no interest in a little person like you. I’m not a lolicon! Shit. Do you think that I am such a slimy bastard? It might be your intention to keep me from concentrating on the game, but I won’t fall for it.”


  Grid was firm. He had an ideal type. Her height should be at least 168cm and her chest should be a D cup! Euphemina was definitely pretty but she was far from Grid’s ideal type. Her natural height was 160cm. Her chest was only a B cup.


  No matter how good her face was, there was no reason for Grid to fall for her.


  ‘Kid? Fox? What is with this person?’


  Euphemina stared blankly as she listened to Grid’s ridicule, before suddenly shaking. The sense of shame she never experienced before made her extremely angry.


  ‘More than anything else, I am 20 years old!’


  That’s right. Euphemina wasn’t a young girl. She looked younger than her age, but she was already an adult. Being called a kid was touching on Euphemia’s sore spot, since she had a complex about her height.


  ‘I will disgrace you in front of all these people!’


  Euphemina decided as she was filled with anger. She smiled coldly. Then she glanced at Grid and asked.


  “Since you don’t realize my charm, are you gay? Okay. I will make you feel bitter about Mother Nature making you gay. Let’s see who will make the better item. But I’m going to win.”


  “W-What? Gay? I am gay? What the hell are you saying? This unlucky brat! I’m not gay!” Grid shouted indignantly.


  Euphemina heard another shock as she heard the word ‘unlucky.’ She never imagined the day would come when she would hear this from a man.


  “U-Unlucky? Me? A trash-like man will never be able to match me!”


  Grid was the one who insulted her first. From Euphemina’s point of view, Grid seemed like a madman.  Euphemina couldn’t cope with the shame and tearfully shouted. “I want to say goodbye to you as quickly as possible! Start the game now!” 


  “Okay, let’s get started. I don’t care about this one-sided cheering. I will make you fail today!”


  The host didn’t announce the start of the game but Grid already placed iron ore inside the burning furnace. Euphemina experienced making items in the past so she also started smelting the metal.


  Hwaruruk!


  A huge momentum rose from the two angry people. The temperature of the furnace rose rapidly.


  The host shouted.


  “The two people have started the game. I will notify the crowd! This time, the theme is to make a dagger. The one who produces the better quality dagger within the time limit will be the victor!”


  Daggers were items that could be made relatively quickly. It was good to spend a long time to create a real masterpiece, but skilled blacksmiths could complete a good dagger in two hours. The time limit of this game was three hours.


  “Erina, fight!”


  The number of users continued to increase as they heard the turmoil, causing Euphemina’s fans to multiply as rapidly as a cancer cell. The cheers of the Winston residents were completely buried by their shouts, so Grid seemed to be fighting alone behind enemy lines.
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  One-sided cheering! But Grid actually became more excited. A weed would grow stronger once it was trampled on.


  ‘I will win! Then I will make all of you shut up!’


  Grid completed the smelting and started the process of making the dagger. 


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Euphemina became nervous as he started to tap the steel with his hammer. It was because she hadn’t finished smelting yet.


  ‘Fast! The difference in our skills is too large.’


  It was inevitable. In the first place, was Euphemina a blacksmith?


  ‘I shouldn’t be hasty. It isn’t good to be too urgent.’


  Euphemina calmly focused on the process of smelting. Grid had repeated the quenching and forging process several times by the time she finished smelting.  Then she pulled out a hammer from her inventory. She had bought this hammer for a lot of money, in order for this quest to be successful.


  [Blessed Blacksmith Hammer]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 299/300   Attack Power: 50~70   Odds of Making a Rare Rated Item: +15%   Odds of Making an Epic Rated Item: +5%


  A hammer user by a prestigious blacksmith. It will assist the user in creating higher rated items.


  User Restriction: Level 150 or higher. More than 100 strength. Intermediate blacksmith skill. 


  [You can’t equip it because you don’t meet the item usage conditions.]


  Euphemina had enough strength and her level was high enough to  use the ‘Blessed Blacksmith Hammer.’ But she wasn’t a blacksmith, so she didn’t have the intermediate blacksmith skill. However, that story would change once she duplicated Grid’s blacksmith skill.


  Euphemina faced Grid who was concentrating on making a dagger and used Skill Observation. Euphemina smiled with satisfaction.


  ‘If we both have the same blacksmith skill, it is likely that the person with a better production tool will win.’


  The hammer Grid was using was old and shabby, much worse than Euphemina’s hammer. Euphemina was confident of her victory. But the moment she thought that! She was shocked as she saw the notification window that popped up. 


  [The level of Skill Observation is too low.]


  [You can’t analyze the skill of the target.]


  “W-What?”


  Currently, Euphemina’s Skill Observation was level 7.  Her skill wouldn’t fail, even if she observed a third advancement NPC.  Above all, her skill was only level 5 when she analyzed and copied the skill of an advanced level blacksmith.


  However, Grid’s blacksmith skill was impossible to observe with the level 7 Skill Observation? Surely Grid’s blacksmith skill wasn’t at the advanced level?


  “…It can’t be. Skill Observation! Skill Observation!”


  [The level of Skill Observation is too low.]


  [You can’t analyze the skill of the target.]


  [The level of Skill Observation is too low.]


  [You can’t analyze the skill of the target.]


  No matter how many times she used Skill Observation, the same notification windows repeatedly appeared.


  “This must be a bug. Skill Observation!!”


  [The level of Skill Observation is too low.]


  [You can’t analyze the skill of the target.]


  She used the skill until her mana was low, but her face was pale as she failed to complete the analysis.


  “Unbelievable…”


  Euphemina had to admit it. This stupid man actually had the skills of an advanced blacksmith.


  ‘Is he a craftsman? That absolutely can’t be!’


  The 1st ranked person on the blacksmith rankings was only at the intermediate level. Yet Grid, who she’d never heard of, had skills beyond a ranker. It was impossible. Craftsmen were rare even among NPC blacksmiths.


  ‘Yes, he is a blacksmith, not a craftsman. But why would my skill fail to analyze if he is a blacksmith? D-Don’t tell me?’


  Euphemina made a hypothesis. Grid wasn’t an ordinary blacksmith. She couldn’t rule out the possibility that this stupid man might have a hidden class like herself.


  ‘I don’t want to believe it, but it is reasonable.’ Otherwise, I can’t explain why Skill Observation can’t analyze this man’s skill.’


  In addition to blacksmiths, the rankings of all production classes were currently at the intermediate level. Even the most famous NPCs only had advanced level skills, and craftsman NPCs were extremely rare.


  If Grid was an ordinary user, it was impossible for him to master the craftsmanship skills. Euphemina was forced to believe that Grid wasn’t an ordinary blacksmith. Rather, he had a blacksmith-related class above the epic rating.


  ‘It isn’t a rare class. I can replicate the skills of a rare class since I have an epic class. The minimum must be an epic class. But except for me, the only other epic classes are Agnus and Katz… Surely that guy doesn’t have an unique class? When did a unique class emerge?’


  It was really the worst case scenario. She had been thinking too lightly when she accepted a quest with an unknown level of difficulty.


  ‘Completely outrageous. I never expected to compete with a unique class!’ 


  Euphemina fell into a confused state.


  ‘What should I do? I can’t do anything like this and will fail the quest.’


  She couldn’t even start making an item because she didn’t have the blacksmith skill.  She knew how to make it, but the end result would be absolutely rubbish without the assistance of the blacksmith skills.


  ‘Should I give up? Again?’


  She faced a situation where she had to give up another quest after ‘Agent of Revenge.’ Euphemina thought this was truly the worst.


  Grid belatedly discovered that she wasn’t doing anything and mocked her. “What? Are you completely frozen? Are you jealous of my skills, Kid?”


  “Ohh!”


  Anger formed on Euphemina’s face again.


  ‘I can’t be defeated by a lowly man like this!’


  If things continued like this, Grid would win. She needed to find a blacksmith and duplicate their blacksmith skills. 


  ‘But where can I find a blacksmith…? Ah!’


  Euphemina had a good idea and suddenly glanced at the audience. Rabbit was aware of the strange turn of events and approached her.


  “Is there a problem?”


  Euphemina whispered into Rabbit’s ears.


  “Who is Grid’s mentor? Call that person up on stage as well. Then make him help Grid with the dagger production.”


  It was an absurd demand. Rabbit’s eyes narrowed. “Why? I can’t understand your intentions.”


  Euphemina explained with an embarrassed expression.


  “I can’t say anymore because it is a personal matter, but please listen to my request. It will increase my chances of winning.”


  “Hrmm…”


  It would increase her chances of winning? Rabbit wasn’t easily convinced. But what could he do? The game had already begun. There would be a lot of accusations if he tried to change the competition now.


  ‘In the first place, I have no substitute.’


  In the end, Rabbit was forced to listen to Euphemina’s demands.


  “I will try.”


  Rabbit spoke to the host who yelled towards the audience.


  “Mr. Khan! Come up on stage! Erina stated that she wants you to add your strength to Grid!”


  “What?”


  A truly shocking proclamation. Confusion appeared on Grid’s face as there was an uproar.


  “What? Erina wants to compete 2 against 1?”


  “That guy called Grid must be very bad. Therefore, Erina felt pity and called Grid’s mentor to the stage.”


  “Is she saying that they have to join forces for this to be a proper competition?”


  “Wow, that is truly great confidence. She’s a wonderful woman.”


  The crowd misunderstood and became more firmly entrenched on Euphemina’s side.  She was worshipped as a benevolent and confident queen.  On the other hand, Grid’s pride was dented and his hostility towards Euphemina became stronger.


  ‘This chick dares do this…!’


  Khan walked over to the agitated Grid and said, “Calm down. This is a great opportunity for us. Let’s fight her together as she demanded.”


  Grid puffed up. “What? Do you really think I will lose to her?”


  “How can that be? I believe that you can win over anyone. Aren’t you Pagma’s Descendant?”


  “Then why are you following her demands?”


  “I respect you as a blacksmith. I would like to have the honor to work with you. In addition, my blacksmith’s heart wants to help instead of just watching. Grid, this is a request. I won’t hold you back, so please give me this opportunity to protect my smithy with you.”


  Grid couldn’t refuse after hearing Khan’s words.


  “…As long as we’re together, we will succeed. Let’s crush that girl in front of all these people.”


  “Yes!”


  The two people teamed up. In particular, Khan was overjoyed at being able to work with Grid in front of so many people.


  “I will demonstrate the best skills as your assistant! Give me a command.”


  He was definitely a blacksmith. As Khan prepared to help Grid, Euphemina activated Skill Observation.


  [You have successfully analyzed ‘Advanced Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship’ Lv.2.]


  It was as planned. Euphemina smiled as an analysis of Khan’s blacksmith skill appeared.


  “Skill Duplication!”


  [You have successfully duplicated ‘Advanced Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship’ Lv.2.]


  [The skill ‘Advanced Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship’ Lv. 2 is available to use once. You can keep it permanently until it is used.]


  In the first place, the result of the blacksmith game depended on chance. Even if Grid had superior blacksmith skills, it didn’t mean he would unconditionally make a high rated item. In addition, Euphemina had the Blessed Blacksmith Hammer.


  ‘There is still a chance.’


  Euphemina became engrossed in the production of the dagger.
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  It had been two hours since the item production game started. It was around the time that the crowd was losing interest.  While Euphemina had already finished the blade and had moved on to the hilt, I hadn’t even finished the outline of the blade yet. I continued to temper the iron.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Thanks to Khan helping me pinch the metal with his tongs, I was able to become more involved in the hammering and forging.


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience skill has been activated. Concentration, stamina, and defense will rise to the extremes for one hour.]


  A notification window popped up as I was concentrating.  At the same time, I was able to exert an aura of sharp concentrating, making my hammer strikes more powerful and elaborate.


  Kaaang!


  The sound of cheering was completely diminished. I forgot that this was Winston’s Central Square that contained thousands of people. Even Khan’s helping presence became blurred. It was quiet. The only thing that existed in this world was the iron.


  Ttaang – ttang –


  The hammer and I weren’t separate entities. We were fully fused. There was no resistance in the movements of the hammer. It followed my will as if it was part of my body. 


  Ttaaang!


  The metal made a clear sound as it was shaped like a blade. Then a notification window flashed.


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath has increased the effectiveness of your production items]


  “……!”


  My spirit cleared and the calm world suddenly changed.


  “Erina! Erina! Erina!”


  “Khan, fighting!”


  “I believe in Grid!”


  The crowd cheered, the birds chirped on the fence, the second hand of the clock tower ticked, and the hammering of Erina were all types of noises that could be heard from the other side of the stage.


  “Ah…”


  My consciousness was dissatisfied as I returned from my own world. It was like reality was intruding.


  ‘I wanted to remain there a little bit longer.’


  Too bad. It was the first time since the creation of the Jaffa Arrow that I became so immersed in the production process. If I could remain in that world a little more, I thought I could create a better work.


  As I felt regret, Khan’s trembling voice was heard.


  “I never thought iron could be so beautiful…”


  Now I had finished the blade. Then I saw it. It was flawlessly sophisticated, more beautiful than any artwork! The eyes of a legendary blacksmith shouted. This work was more outstanding than the Special Jaffa Arrows.


  “G-Great… amazing! To think I am able to enjoy the glory of helping with this work! I think that I was born to become a blacksmith just for this day!” Khan excitedly exclaimed.  


  But I remained calm. It was because I couldn’t ruin the remaining processes.


  “Inventory.”


  I took out a minotaur horn from my inventory. It was why I spent a huge amount of 10 gold before the match. I would make a sheath and hilt with this horn. The sheath could be used as a defensive tool depending on the situation, so it was better to have a proper weight and rigidity. The hilt had to be relatively soft to minimize the fatigue of the user.


  The minotaur’s horn was robust and durable, but it was surprisingly soft. It had the texture of brass casting. In other words, it was suitable to be used for the sheath and hilt. 


  Seuk seuk.


  First, the sheath was designed based on the size of the blade while the length, width, and shape of the hilt were based on an adult male’s hand. It was completely practical. The minotaur’s horn had an artistic pattern on it, so they showed an artistry without me having to do anything. After finishing the design, I was focused on the production when I heard a tremendous cry from the stands.


  Erina had completed the dagger one step ahead of me.  The host checked her dagger and was impressed.


  “This is a really great work! Making this in less than three hours, I can only admire this wonderful work! Now!”


  “What type of work was created that could cause such surprise?”


  “Don’t look alone. Show it to us!”


  The crowd was in an uproar as they were curious about the finished work. After the host confirmed that their curiosity reached the peak, he focused the crowd’s attention on the display board installed at the back of the stage.


  “Okay! Check it out!”


  On the display board, Erina’s dagger appeared. It was very sharp yet had a great balance. It was a superior dagger that would be able to exert an exceptional attack power. The handle was made of brass casting with a beautiful pattern engraved on it, making it a beautiful ornament as well.


  “Ohhhh!”


  “The dagger resembles the owner! I have never seen such a pretty dagger. I want to see!”


  “That is a secondary matter. The performance is extraordinary just looking at it. I really want it.”


  The crowd was enthusiastic. Now it wasn’t just the men showing a favorable opinion towards Erina, but the female users as well. The detailed information of the dagger appeared.


  [Dagger of Bewitchment]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 60/60   Attack Power: 122~127   Attack Speed: +8%


  * There is a certain probability of bewitching the enemy.


  * The durability will be quickly consumed when blocking an attack.


  A dagger produced using the delicate skills and superior aesthetics of an excellent blacksmith.


  The lethal beauty can sometimes steal other people’s hearts.


  The sharp blade has a high attack power, but the drawback is that it lacks robustness.


  User Restriction: Level 100 or higher. More than 200 agility. More than 30 strength. Intermediate Dagger Mastery. 


  The disadvantage was its durability, but this was a truly excellent dagger. The attack power was incomparable to a common dagger. It also had the bewitchment option. Bewitchment was a powerful skill that turned a target into a non-resistant state for three seconds. It was appropriate as an assassin’s weapon.


  The users were convinced.


  “The result is clear! Erina definitely won this game!”


  Even the Winston residents felt desperate.


  “Ah… that woman is a great blacksmith. Grid is a blacksmith recognized by Khan, but is it possible for him to create something better?”


  Rabbit and the other Mero Company officials looked convinced that victory was in their grasp. But I didn’t shake. Khan was the same.


  Khan laughed. “That girl has tremendous skills for her young age. They are excited right now. But it won’t be like that in the future. Isn’t that right?”


  The sheath and hilt were finished. I nodded as they were combined with the blade.


  “Of course. I represent the ugly people of the world. I will never stop.”


  Khan frowned. “Represent the ugly people? What does that mean? You are fighting on behalf of the smithy, the smithy!”


  “…Ah, excuse me. I forgot. Now, shall we go and keep the smithy?”


  The dagger was completed. I was thrilled to see the information about the dagger and showed my dagger to the host. The host didn’t even look at my dagger properly as he spoke to the crowd.


  “This team spent a lot more time than Erina, despite having two people. He can’t hide the fact that the result of this game is too obvious!”


  “Hahaha! Yes! It is shameful for two men to go against a woman, but it has come to an end!”


  The crowd agreed.


  I scoffed at all of them. “Look at my work and be careful not to have heart attacks from shock.”


  At that moment. Soldiers armed with swords and spears climbed onto the stage. Then they confiscated my dagger.


  “W-What?”


  As I was confused, a heavily armed knight shouted.


  “I have received information that you are working with a criminal called Huroi, arrested eight days ago for trying to harm Winston! You’ll have to be questioned about this!”


  “Huroi?” 


  Was he talking about Huroi who received the ‘For the Residents of Winston’ quest? He was captured and failed the quest?


  ‘That useless bastard. No… why am I associated with him?’


  I resisted. “What are you saying? I don’t know that person! Let me go!”


  The knight pulled out his sword at my defiance and warned me, “I suggest that you don’t resist.”


  “Yes…”


  If I did something, this bastard really would kill me. A sword was pointed at my neck! I was unarmed and forced to follow as the soldiers dragged me down the stage.


  Khan called out. “What are you doing? Why are you unfairly framing a person?”


  The knights and soldiers ignored Khan. Khan eventually ran to where the Mero officials were sitting. Then he shouted to someone.


  “Valmont! You cowardly wretch! You know that you won’t win the game, so you are trying to finish it in this manner! You aren’t afraid of the Winston residents?”


  However, Khan’s shouting was useless. The middle-aged man didn’t respond as if he was just hearing an annoying dog’s barks.


  Thus, I was brought by the armed forces to the castle.


  ***


  ‘This is impossible!’


  Rabbit had spent 20 years as a merchant. In the meantime, he had handled numerous excellent products. That’s why he was astonished the moment he checked the dagger made by Grid.


  ‘This isn’t an ordinary item! Erina’s dagger can’t be compared to it. We… we lost. I didn’t think he would have that much skill!’


  Valmont, sitting beside him, muttered in an angry voice. “We lost.”


  Valmont also noticed it right away when he saw Grid’s dagger. His eyes were as good as Rabbit’s when it came to seeing spectacular items.


  Rabbit bowed. “I’m sorry. I should’ve been more vigilant.”


  Valmont forgave him for failing this time. There was no choice. “It isn’t your fault. You hired an amazing blacksmith. But the opponent was too strong. It is different from his appearance.”


  Valmont had declared their victory when he first saw Grid. He guessed Grid was just a lowly blacksmith. But the result was clear and simple.  This failure couldn’t be blamed on Rabbit. Grid was just an amazing person.


  “He disguised himself as a trash person so that he could make his opponent underestimate him… He really isn’t stupid. This competition needs to be properly handled. How can I accept this result?”


  Valmont wanted the smithy. It wasn’t acceptable for a merchant to give up on the profit from the smithy because of a game.


  Rabbit tried to persuade him.  “But we have already publicly announced this. If we don’t accept the result, the public sentiment will be irreversible.”


  Valmont raised his voice. “You are speaking nonsense. I will absolutely never give up the smithy!”


  Rabbit could no longer stop Valmont. How could he be so confident in this bad situation? There must be something.


  Then Valmont smiled wickedly. “In the first place, the crowd doesn’t know the result yet. Unlike us, they don’t have the discerning eye to see that it is a great item. Unless the details are checked, it is impossible to know that Grid’s dagger is far superior to Erina’s dagger. Sir Philipson!”


  Philipson was the knight of Baron Lowe, the lord of Winston, and he was here as Valmont’s escort. It clearly showed how great Valmont’s current position in Winston was.


  Valmont gave an order to Philipson. “Arrest him right away on charges of being the friend of Huroi, who was caught recently. You must confiscate the dagger that he made. This information of that dagger must not be disclosed to the public!”


  “I understand.”


  Then Philipson’s soldiers intruded on the stage. They quickly seized the dagger and arrested Grid.
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  “A disgraceful person. Trying to beat me like this.”


  Valmont chuckled as he watched Grid being arrested before speaking to the silent Rabbit,


  “How is it? He is arrested before the result came out, so there is no concern about losing public sentiment?”


  “…That’s right.”


  Valmont’s actions were understandable from the point of view of the leader of the Mero Company. If it were the usual Rabbit, he would’ve done the same thing as Valmont. But now, he didn’t feel comfortable.


  ‘That youth called Grid…’


  Grid created such a great work in just three hours. A blacksmith of that degree might truly be the best on the continent. Becoming the best in his field at such a young age? He truly was a unparalleled genius.


  ‘He has tremendous growth potential. If I could cooperate with that young man, I will be able to accumulate an unmatched wealth…’


  Rabbit was a person who only moved for profit. His merchant’s instincts meant he showed a profound interest in Grid.


  On the other hand, Euphemina was still on the stage.


  ‘It is clear who the victor is.’


  She thought she had an incredibly high chance to win after making the Dagger of Bewitchment. The Dagger of Bewitchment was an outstanding work. However, she soon realized that she was mistaken.


  The work that Grid made was far superior to her own at first sight. Euphemina knew she would lose and fail the quest the moment the information appeared on the display board. But at that moment, Grid was arrested? It was really exquisite timing.


  ‘It is disgusting but…’


  Euphemina descended the stage, walked over to Rabbit, and said,


  “The development was strange and the actual result might be different, but the crowd is convinced of my victory. Even though the game has been stopped, the crowd thinks I won. Isn’t that alone sufficient to achieve the Mero Company’s aim? So I want the reward.”


  Rabbit nodded and said, “It is as you said. I will keep the promise.”


  [Quest success!]


  [1,500 gold has been acquired.]


  [Title, ‘Competitor’ has been acquired.]


  [Fighting spirit stat will be opened.]


  [Good luck stat will be opened.]


  [The skill ‘Rolling Dice’ will be generated.]


  Euphemina’s expression brightened as she received the rewards. She checked the newly create stats and skills.


  [Fighting Spirit]


  The lower the health, the greater the attack power and mental state.


  * The higher the number, the higher the effect.


  * Stat points can’t be distributed to this stat.


  [Good Luck]


  The likelihood of lucky phenomenon will increase.


  * The higher the number, the higher the effect.


  * Stat points can’t be distributed to this stat.


  [Rolling Dice]


  Roll a dice and a phenomenon will occur, depending on the number that is rolled.


  * If the target is yourself or an ally: There will be a beneficial effect if the number 4 or higher is rolled. There will be a harmful effect if the number rolled is 3 or lower.


  * If the target is an enemy: There will be a beneficial effect if the number 3 or lower is rolled. There will be a harmful effect if the number rolled is 4 or higher. 


  ‘Isn’t this a completely random skill?’


  Fighting spirit and good luck. The effects of the two stats were so great that she forgot about the painful ‘Agent of Revenge’ quest for a moment. But the Rolling Dice skill was ambiguous. It would be nice if the good numbers were rolled when she used the skill, but what if the numbers were bad? That would lead to a terrible situation.


  ‘However, if I increase my good luck stat, the probability of a beneficial number being rolled will rise. I’ll be able to use it someday once my good luck stat is higher.’


  Euphemina thought positively and prepared to say goodbye to Rabbit, but she hesitated and asked.


  “By the way, why was that person captured?”


  “He was witnessed conversing with an enemy of Winston.”


  “They suspect he is an accomplice?”


  “Right.”


  “Oh…”


  Grid had randomly ridiculed her. If possible, she wanted to beat him, but then he had been arrested.


  ‘Thanks to that, I managed to clear the quest.’


  It was really lucky. But then she felt regret.


  ‘I wanted to know his identity…’


  If he really was a unique class, it would be beneficial in many ways to get to know him.


  ‘No, no. I don’t want to see him again. Isn’t his nature too horrible? I will just get more wrinkles if I get close to him.’


  Euphemina shook off the lingering regret and was about to leave, but then Rabbit called out to her, “You, in fact, you aren’t a blacksmith, are you?”


  “…….?!”


  Euphemina panicked and stuttered with confusion.


  “W-What are you suddenly saying? Didn’t I make the dagger? How can I create something like that unless I’m a blacksmith?”


  “I noticed that Eria wasn’t your real name. In addition, I don’t believe you are a blacksmith with those white, fine, delicate hands.”


  Due to the nature of the class, blacksmiths had scorched hands that were full of calluses, but Euphemina looked completely different from a blacksmith.


  “In addition, the way you handled the bellows was very crude. Even a beginner blacksmith would be more skilled.”


  “……”


  “I noticed it more after you brought Khan to the stage, and then confirmed that you moved exactly like Khan. Perhaps you are capable of duplicating the techniques of others.”


  Euphemina could try to refute Rabbit’s criticism. But she remained silent. She noticed that it was the prelude to a new quest. 


  “So? What are you trying to say?”


  Rabbit cut to the chase. “Will you help me? Go and rescue Grid.”


  “Huh? Why? Isn’t he your enemy?”


  Rabbit shrugged. “There is no eternity in front of money.”


  “I’m not sure what you’re talking about.”


  Euphemina required a detailed explanation. Rabbit led her to an unfamiliar alley. He thoroughly checked that there was no one around and opened his mouth.


  “The Mero Company is greedy for the maximum benefit from Winston, making it a ticking time bomb. It wouldn’t be strange if Earl Steim received accusations against the Mero Company at any moment. In other words, there is a dark cloud in the Mero Company’s future. It is time for me to leave it.”


  Rabbit’s eyes shone.


  “As soon as I saw Grid’s skills, I realized where my new job would be. Khan’s smithy. I’ll take a job at Khan’s smithy. Then I will form a team with Grid. I will distribute Grid’s works using my network of contacts and my business skills. If I assist Grid well, I believe that Grid and I alone can generate a revenue that is equal to a small or medium business company.”


  “T-That much?”


  Euphemina’s eyes also shone. One user had the potential to generate top-level profits! It was indeed amazing.


  ‘Who is the current first place merchant?’


  Euphemina searched through her memories and recalled the person.


  ‘That’s right, Beiga. He became first place three months ago. But I heard the scale of his company is so small that he isn’t able to make a profit compared to the NPC merchants…’


  In other words, the first ranked merchant couldn’t even operate a small company properly at the moment. However, Grid was able to generate the revenue of a small company just by making items.


  ‘I know he doesn’t have a regular class but to think it is to this extent…’


  Rabbit explained his plan to Euphemina.


  “These are the prerequisites to get a job at the Khan smithy. First of all, the fall of the Mero Company and Winston’s lord. Secondly, makeover my image. Finally, the most important thing is to rescue Grid. If I can save Grid and cause the downfall of the Mero Company and Winston’s lord at the same time, I will be able to appeal myself to Grid and the residents.”


  “So you need my help?”


  “Yes. I have been watching your abilities. They will be sufficient.”


  [Quest ‘Help Rabbit’s Job Seeking Plan’ has been created.]


  [Help Rabbit’s Job Seeking Plan]


  Difficulty: S


  Rabbit is uncertain about the future of the Mero Company. He predicts that the Mero Company will soon fall, but he would rather break it with his own hands so that he will get a new image. 


  Help Rabbit rescue Grid and cause the downfall of the Mero Company and Winston’s lord!


  Quest Clear Conditions: Rescue Grid trapped in the dungeon of Winston Castle. The fall of the Mero Company and Winston’s lord.


  Quest Clear Reward: 5,000 gold. Affinity with Rabbit and the Winston residents will rise to the peak.


  Quest Failure: Level -2. Rabbit’s death. All quests associated with Rabbit will be permanently destroyed. 


  [Would you like to accept the quest?)


  ‘I can’t believe it…’


  Euphemina was speechless as she confirmed the quest. Quests that gave titles or S-grade quests weren’t easy to find. But these type of quests were happening in succession after being linked with Grid. At the very least, this proved that Grid was an incredibly huge person in Winston.


  ‘Grid… it is true that his nature is bad, but he has great abilities and presence. I think it would be wise to build up a relationship through this matter.’


  Euphemina decided to accept the quest.


  “Okay. I’ll do it.”


  [The quest has been accepted.]


  Just because a man wanted to switch jobs, the leader of a huge company and the lord of a territory were in trouble.


  ***


  The residents of Winston gathered in Khan’s smithy.


  “The rumor that Huroi was caught while leaving Winston is true.”


  “Then the lord already knows what we entrusted to Huroi right? It is a big deal. The surveillance will tighten and a second Huroi won’t appear.”


  “We can’t do anything now. Winston won’t be able to escape from the grasp of the Mero Company…”


  The residents were agitated. Usually, Khan would be soothing them, but he wasn’t in the position to take care of others right now.


  ‘Grid…’


  Huroi was arrested for trying to reach Earl Steim. Unless the Mero Company and Winston’s lord were idiots, they wouldn’t let him out of prison for the rest of his life. Considering how close Grid was to the Winston residents, including Khan, it was likely that Grid would suffer a similar fate to Huroi.


  ‘I can’t let Grid rot in jail for the rest of his life. I must save him!’


  Khan made a decision and shouted.


  “We can’t close our eyes to this injustice! We have to protect our future with our own hands! Grab our weapons! We will drive the lord and the Mero Company out of Winston!”
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  The residents freaked out.


  “A-Are you suggesting a rebellion?”


  “A rebellion? It is the lord who is causing the rebellion! We are the people of Earl Steim. We’ll go against the demons who joined hands to go against Earl Steim’s will!”


  The residents were reminded that they had justification to go against the lord. Their morale started rising.


  “Okay! I will follow Khan!”


  “It is impossible to drive out the lord with our strength, but with our indignation, we will let the world know that something is wrong in Winston. Then Earl Steim will eventually hear the news about Winston.”


  “We have to fight for Grid, who is locked up because of us.”


  “I am going to fight!”


  The residents decided to change Winston’s fate with their own strength!


  Khan opened the door of the warehouse and checked it. The warehouse was full of battle gear, the very same items that Grid produced while practicing for the game. The performance wasn’t excellent due to the limitations of the materials, but they were better than farming equipment.


  “Ohh!”


  The residents were excited as they armed themselves under Khan’s command.


  “Head towards the Mero Company right now!”


  “Yes! Grab Valmont!”


  Khan restrained them. “If we attack the Mero Company, the news of our uprising will be delivered quickly to the lord and then the castle will be heavily defended.”


  “Then, we should go to the castle first?” 


  “Correct. We must enter the castle before news of our rebellion is passed onto the lord. If the lord is taken as a hostage, the soldiers won’t be able to move and we can easily dismiss the Mero Company!”


  A man came forward and said, “The architect who designed the castle is my great-grandfather. So I have a blueprint of the castle in my home. We can grasp the secret passages through the blueprint, allowing us to easily infiltrate the castle.”


  “Ohh!”


  They saw hope. The residents weren’t helpless. They were confident they could drive out the lord and Mero Company. But it only lasted for a moment.


  Jaengurang!


  The windows of the blacksmith’s second floor were shattered and soldiers armed with bows entered.


  “Drop your weapons if you don’t want to die!”


  The smithy’s second floor was occupied by dozens of archers in an instant, all aiming their bows at the residents on the first floor. The residents were terrified as Valmont entered the smithy.


  He laughed loudly, “Hey, I just came to take over the smithy, only to earn the chance for a big merit! Hahaha!”


  The fat on his chin wobbled as he laughed.


  Khan cried out to the laughing Valmont. “You framed Grid and had him arrested so that the result of the game wouldn’t be revealed!”


  Valmont shrugged.


  “The result of the game is undetermined? That’s ridiculous. It was the Mero Company’s complete victory. Didn’t you see the work of the blacksmith we hired? Even if the details of the dagger that you and Grid made were disclosed, you wouldn’t be able to beat her work. Ask the crowd, everybody would agree. The Mero Company won the game, so the proper owner of this smithy is the Mero Company.”


  “You! You definitely noticed that Grid’s work was much better than your blacksmith’s, so you hastily arrested Grid in fear of being defeated in the game!”


  Valmont ridiculed him, “If you want to blame someone, shouldn’t you blame the eyes of the public? Anyway, throw away your weapon if you don’t want to be immediately executed for causing a rebellion.”  


  “Who would listen to the commands of a merchant?”


  “Hoh, is it a problem that I’m a merchant? Then follow the command of Sir Philipson, not me. Sir Philipson, those people are armed so doesn’t that constitute as a rebellion? You should pacify them.”


  Philipson standing next to Valmont nodded. He waved his hand and the soldiers occupying the second floor pulled back their bows.


  “Surrender all your weapons. And Khan, I will arrest you as the ringleader of the rebellion.”


  The residents were furious.


  “Dirty bastard! Are you a knight? Valmont’s dog! I don’t have to listen to your commands!”


  Philipson glanced at the soldiers on the second floor. Arrows poured down.


  Puuok!


  “Kuaack!”


  “Hiik!”


  One of the residents fell down after hit by an arrow.


  Khan shook at the sight.


  “Vicious bastards!”


  “The next attack will aim at your heads. Drop your weapons if you don’t want to die.”


  Even though they were all holding weapons, ordinary people didn’t have a chance against trained soldiers. If they fought, they would just die a meaningless death.


  “Ohhh…”


  Jaengurang!


  Their weapons fell weakly to the ground. Their determination fell and the helpless people lay down on the ground in fear.


  Valmont watched the crying people and laughed. “Hahahaha! You fools! In the end, dogs like you will resist uselessly! Clearly understand this! You are meant to be ruled! All you need to do is unconditionally obey! Don’t think about rebelling again!” 


  Valmont gave an order to Philipson.


  “Confiscate everything in this smithy. And arrested the ringleader of the rebellion, Khan.”


  “Yes!”


  The soldiers moved in an orderly fashion. Valmont approached Philipson and whispered. “Sir Philipson, the lord will clearly give a great reward to us, who stopped the rebellion before any damage was done. Why don’t we have a drink tonight to celebrate? I will prepare beauties and delicacies.”


  “It is appreciated. We can play tonight. But you don’t need to prepare separate beauties.”


  Philipson’s greedy gaze was fixed on one side. 


  Valmont followed his gaze and saw some elderly people and women standing on one side. Among the females, there was one around 15 years old. When she was an adult, she would be a great beauty.


  Valmont frowned and spoke to himself. “Wanting a young girl… you are worse than me.”


  “Huh? What did you say just now? I’m sorry but I didn’t hear it.”


  “No, nothing. You didn’t hear anything. I was just talking to myself.”


  While Valmont and Philipson were filled with anticipation at the lord’s reward, the residents were desperate as they saw Khan being dragged.


  “What do we do now?”


  “What should we do? This is the end… There is no one else to rely on in Winston.”


  “I should’ve left when I could… Now I can’t leave this place…”


  Khan was the last remaining source of hope for the Winston residents. Now he was being dragged to the dungeon, so the residents lost hope. A saviour was needed.


  ***


  Winston Castle’s dungeon.


  “……”


  How many days had passed? Light never entered and Huroi felt despair as he remained trapped in the darkness. Now he couldn’t tell is this was reality or virtual reality.


  ‘Where is this? Why am I doing this? How can I get out of this hell?’


  He would rather die. Meanwhile, in reality, Huroi’s EEG was showing severe instability.


  The atmosphere of the S.A Mongolian branch was very heavy.


  “The EEG is too unstable. We can’t guarantee Allunbatar’s health. If we don’t forcefully log him out right now, he might need to be locked up in a mental hospital.”


  The experts advised to give up on this quest.


  However, the Mongolian branch director Park Eunhyuk’s thoughts were different.


  “Allunbatar has endured 48 hours and 10 minutes. It has reached up to here, so it isn’t about PR anymore. We can’t waste the effort of Allunbatar. There is only 1 hour and 50 minutes remaining. Until then, we will watch Allunbatar until the end.”


  It meant he wouldn’t allow the forced logout. The faces of the executives turned white.


  “Satisfy deserves criticism for the existence of a quest that puts the user at risk. If we don’t take responsibility for the safety of the user, the company will take a bit hit.”


  “The whole world will think Satisfy is dangerous and service will be disrupted!”  


  Park Eunhyuk didn’t back down from the executives. “My decision has been made. If anything goes wrong, I will take all responsibility. I will do my best to avoid damaging the company.”  


  “No, why would you go so far? The current situation isn’t that encouraging. The probability of Grid rescuing Huroi is only 9%! Furthermore, Grid was arrested as Huroi’s accomplice. Rather than rescuing Huroi, Grid will be stuck in the same dungeon. Isn’t it a wise decision to force him to logout, since the quest will fail anyway?”


  Park Eunhyuk’s thoughts were different.


  “Isn’t it a positive thing that Grid was arrested? They are now close to each other in the dungeon.”


  The executives were shocked.


  “Grid is a legendary class, but he is low levelled. Furthermore, his items and weapons have been seized. How will he get out of the dungeon and rescue Huroi with just his body?”


  “It has already been decided, so don’t say anything more.”


  Park Eunhyuk dismissed them and focused on the monitor again. The first monitor had 48 hours stated on it. That was 192 hours stuck in the game, so Huroi was starting to panic. On the second monitor, the soldiers had just brought Grid into Winston Castle.


  ‘Obviously, the situation is desperate. Huroi can’t be rescued with Grid’s strength. But something seems like it will happen.’


  After the ‘Wait’ quest had been triggered, Park Eunhyuk watched Grid all the time. Grid was greedy, his tone was rude and his behaviour wasn’t prudent. He was a figure far from the Apostle of Justice in the movies.


  But nevertheless, Park Eunhyuk gained more confidence as he watched.


  Grid always tried hard. He stood in front of a furnace for several hours and repeated hammering. He designed and made different items using the same materials. He moved his body and mind without any rest. He grumbled all day, but his actions were totally different.


  Then he produced an amazing work in the item production game.


  ‘A user created the first…’


  Even if Grid had the fraudulent Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill, it was still too much to produce such an item so quickly.


  ‘He might not have talent, but his spirit is exceptional. It would be nice to believe in him.’


  Heroes in movies never gave up, no matter what hardships they suffered. And the hero should win in the end. Perhaps Grid deserved to be a hero too, Park Eunhyuk thought.
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  ‘These damn f**kers.’


  I was arrested before the quest succeeded and dragged to Winston Castle. It had already been an hour since I was trapped in an interrogation room.


  “Several people witnessed you talking to Huroi in front of Khan’s smithy. Did you already know that Huroi was planning to contact Earl Steim?”


  “So what if I knew?”


  “…It was a resident of Winston who entrusted Huroi to contact Earl Steim. Since you are close to the residents, don’t you know who that person is?”


  “So what if I know?”


  “Then aren’t you one of them?”


  “No? Are you stupid?”


  “…”


  I made a much better dagger than that girl called Erina. In other words, the quest to make an item was going to end with my victory and I would’ve earned 600 gold. However, due to this unreasonable arrest, the quest had failed. Thanks to these bastards, my 720,000 won had flown away!


  “I don’t think you know what position you’re in… If you continue to be so carefree, you will regret it.”


  I talked back to the knight who was trying to intimidate me. “Shut up, you rotten bastard. Are you a comedian now? I want you to lose your heads immediately. I have no connection with Huroi. So let me out right now!”


  I knew that I could be tortured and locked up in prison, or killed. But I was the incarnation of anger after losing my 720,000 won.


  ‘How many bowls of mackerel is 720,000 won?’


  I was so angry that I spat curses at the knights. “You ridiculous jerk! I will remember all of this, Ugly! One day I will return to squeeze 600 gold out of you, so release me now.”


  “Look at this guy. He keeps talking nonsense!”


  The youngest knight pulled out his sword. I flinched, but soon changed my attitude.


  “Kill me, you motherfu*ker.”


  “This rascal isn’t scared until the end!”


  The knight couldn’t stand it anymore and rushed forward. I closed my eyes and accepted death. Why? In this situation, it was better to die.


  ‘If I die, I will be resurrected in the square. I can’t stay stuck here. It is better to die and resurrect, even if it means losing experience.’


  I was concerned about Khan. In the worst case scenario, I wasn’t the presumed winner so the Mero Company would obtain the smithy. If so, Khan would die. The class quest I received would naturally be destroyed!


  “Kill me quickly, you son of a b*tch!”


  I couldn’t log out here. I had to die, resurrect and meet Khan. Then a quick-witted middle aged knight came forward and stopped the hasty young knight.


  “Hey Leo, calm down. Aren’t you aware of it? He has an immortal body. Killing him will just release him into the field.”


  Dammit, this plan failed. I kept provoking the young knight, hoping he would lose his temper.


  “Hey, you aren’t going to kill me? You can’t kill me? Are you scared? What type of knight are you?  You pathetic bastard, can’t you eat chili? You will die a bachelor! If you die, you will become a ghost. A ghost who peeps at girls taking a bath!”


  “Ugh…y-you…”


  The young knight called Leo’s hands shook as he held his sword. It wouldn’t be strange if he stabbed me right away. But Leo refrained from attacking me. He bit his lip so hard that blood emerged. It would work if I insulted him a bit more. 


  “This… oof? Oof!”


  I tried to provoke Leo further, but somebody shut me up.


  ‘These rotten, lousy bastards!’


  I glared at the middle-aged knight who gagged me.


  “You have no intention of admitting to the crime you are accused of. You also have no intention of telling us who commissioned Huroi?”


  “Oof oof!!”


  If you want me to answer, then take off the gag. The middle-aged knight nodded as he interpreted my answer.


  “You really won’t answer? If so, I have no choice but to imprison you. But if you tell me who commissioned Huroi, you might be treated differently.”


  I didn’t want to get stuck in prison. The imprisonment wouldn’t just last a few days. Until I was released, I would continue to be imprisoned, no matter how much I disconnected and reconnected.


  ‘I can tell them. If Khan gets arrested, I can find a way to rescue him.’


  Khan was invaluable to me in Satisfy and reality, since he was a precious friend. He might be an NPC, but he was a friend. But a friend was just a friend! No matter how important a friend was, my life was more important.


  I decided to give Khan up.


  “Ooof! Oof!”


  I will tell you who commissioned Huroi! So release me. The middle-aged knight nodded as he interpreted my answer.


  “What a great guy. You have no intention of selling out your friend, even when you will be locked up in prison? You might be weak, but your sense of justice is admirable.”


  “Oof oof! Oooooup!”


  What was he saying? I will tell you who commissioned Huroi if you release this gag. The middle-aged knight nodded as he arbitrarily interpreted my reply and ordered the soldiers.


  “Imprison him. Put him in solitary confinement.”


  S-Solitary?! I couldn’t do anything if I was stuck in prison, but solitary confinement as well? I would be trapped alone without any other prisoners.


  “Oof! Ooooof!”


  I panicked and struggled to get rid of the gag. However, the knights ignored my calls. In the end, I was dragged underneath the castle.


  ‘Damn, what the hell is going on? I have to be imprisoned forever? And what happened with Khan’s smithy? Khan absolutely can’t die… No, that stupid Huroi, why did you fail your quest and damage me…?’


  It happened while I was being dragged by the soldiers.


  [The quest ‘Apostle of Justice’ has been created.]


  [Apostle of Justice]


  Difficulty: S


  Huroi, who was trying to inform Earl Steim about the happenings in Winston, failed his mission and was caught.


  He has been locked in solitary confinement for a long time.


  You are the only one who knows Huroi’s circumstances, so you are the only one who can help!


  Rescue Huroi for the sake of justice.


  Quest Clear Conditions: After being trapped in the deepest dungeon, rescue Huroi within seven hours.


  Quest Reward: The title ‘Apostle of Justice.’ Affinity with the Winston residents will rise to the peak. Reputation in Winston will rise to the peak. Create a linked quest with Huroi.


  *Apostle of Justice: The ‘Courage’ stat will be opened. All stats +10. The skill ‘Unbreakable Justice’ will be generated.


  Quest Failure: Level -2. The title ‘Coward’ will be generated.


  * Coward: Affinity with NPCs will decline. The probability of acquiring quests will decline. 


  You will be despised by NPCs with a positive inclination. 


  ‘The contents of the reward are familiar? Ah!’


  This was the same compensation when Huroi shared the information of the ‘For the Residents of Winston’ with me. A linked quest with Huroi was generated.


  ‘I am greedy for a new title.’


  B.U.T.  


  ‘I have no intention of accepting the quest!’


  I was going to be stuck in solitary confinement, yet I was expected to rescue Huroi? In addition, it had to be within seven hours! It was an unconditional quest failure. ‘What fool would be stupid enough to accept this quest?


  ‘The penalty if I fail the quest… I have goosebumps. My level would drop and I would receive the Coward title? It is a junk title.


  The ‘Coward’ title was just as bad as ‘Noble Killer.’ I could never accept this quest. But…


  [You can’t refuse this quest. Quest is in progress.]


  Why? Why me?


  “Oof! Ohh! Ohhhhhh! Ohhhh!”


  I was going nuts. I couldn’t help cursing despite the gag in my mouth, almost choking me. I drooled and coughed through the gag in my mouth, causing the soldiers escorting me to hit me on the back.


  “This bastard! Can’t you be quiet?”


  “Bah! Solitary confinement is scary. Stupid guy, you should’ve talked when the knights gave you a chance. Why are you pretending to be cool when you’re just afraid?”


  “Oof! Ooof!”


  I thought it wasn’t fair. It was frustrating to see the soldiers misunderstand and talk so arbitrarily.


  “Ouch!”


  I was brought deep underground and pushed by the soldiers into the solitary confinement cell. But they didn’t release my gag. The soldiers talked amongst themselves.


  “Hey, should we release the gag?”


  “Leo told me to only release it at meals. Apparently he has quite a mouth, so Leo will be tempted to kill him if his mouth is free.”


  “I see.”


  What was this?


  “Oof! Ooof!”


  Release the gag! Eh? The soldiers looked at me with terrified expressions.


  “Wow, he is so desperate to talk that saliva is dripping down. If we keep him gagged all day, his blood pressure might rise.”


  “This is really a punishment for him.”


  “Ooof! Ooooof!”


  Then release this rope! The rope was pressing against my body, making it difficult to move my fingers.


  Kwang!


  The soldiers ignored me and walked away.


  ‘They really are leaving.’


  My body was tied up and my was mouth gagged. Would I be trapped in this smelly place forever? Furthermore, time was running out. The Huroi rescue quest would fail even if I just stood still.


  ‘What about my level?’


  And why did I have to get the ‘Coward’ title? I had to be called a coward because I couldn’t rescue Huroi?


  “Ooof! Ooooof!”


  I started shouting again. Please help me. But there was no answer. My moaning echoed in the deep and dismal basement. 


  Time passed with nothing happening. At the top of the screen, there was a window showing that I had four hours left in my quest time limit. I had been trapped in jail for three hours already.


  ‘Shit.. this rotten…’


  Somehow, both good luck and bad luck followed me recently. All that luck was a precursor to my misfortune today.


  ‘I forgot how unlucky I am and wasn’t vigilant…’


  I was someone who had never found a 10 won coin on the side of the road in my 26 years of life! Then I managed to obtain a legendary class!


  ‘I want to hit Lady Luck…’


  Just as I was cursing at Lady Luck,


  “Grid! Grid!”


  I heard a woman’s voice from upstairs.


  ‘This voice?’


  It was familiar? Where had I heard it recently?


  ‘Ah!’


  Erina. Her voice was as pretty as her face. This damn unfair world! Why was one person born with so many advantages? No, now wasn’t the time to lament at the world.


  ‘Why is that kid here? No, it doesn’t even need questioning.’


  A very surprising person had come but she was my only hope. I had to accept her help. I started shouting.


  “Ooof! Ooooof! Oof! Oof!”


  Here! I am here! No matter how I shouted, it was hard to make a loud noise with the gag. 


  Erina was still looking for me upstairs. “Grid! Where are you? Where is this man?”


  “Ooooof!”


  A hoarse cry emerged from my mouth. But Erina couldn’t find me easily. At the top of the screen, the quest display window was pointed at two hours. In the next two hours, I had to escape and rescue Huroi. 


  What could I do? Dammit, I don’t know! I had to do something!


  “Ooof! Oof!”


  “Grid!”


  Ah, finally…


  Erina, who came downstairs, barely heard my voice and ran. Ahh! That unlucky girl seemed like an angel at this moment. My appreciation towards Erina rose significantly as she confirmed the situation through the bars and said.


  “I’ll save you. Not just that. I’ll give you this dagger.”


  “Oof! Ooof!”


  Erina held a sheath made of a minotaur horn. It was the dagger I made when I competed with her.
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  Erina’s personality was as angelic as her looks.


  ‘A really good girl.’


  As I was feeling thrilled, she spoke. “I have a condition instead.”


  Indeed, it was rare for a girl to be pretty and have a good heart. 


  “Oof! Oooof!”


  This damn girl! Setting a condition in a situation like this? If she came to rescue me, shouldn’t she rescue me? Erina interpreted my expression and laughed.


  “You will listen to any conditions, so talk quickly? It’s good that you are so straightforward. You will make an orb for me that contains as much magic as possible. At a minimum, the orb should have the same performance as this dagger. You can do it with your blacksmith skills, right?”


  Orb? I had never created one before. Was an orb a magic item? Why is she asking me, not a magician…? No, now wasn’t the time to think about that.


  I nodded.


  Erina made a satisfied expression. “Okay. The other condition is that you can never call me ‘kid’ in the future. My name is Euphemina. Just call me Euphemina. Understood?”


  Did she drink alcohol during the day? Earlier she was Erina and now she was Euphemina? Did she forget her name? … Or was it a pseudonym in the first place?


  Anyway, this was good. I nodded again and Erina, no Euphemina took out a key and opened the prison door. Then she released the gag in my mouth.


  “Puak!”


  I finally felt alive again. I wiped the saliva around my mouth and asked Euphemina to release my tied up body.


  “What is happening? Why did you come here to save me?”


  Euphemina threw the dagger towards me.


  “Isn’t it better to talk once we escape?”


  As she finished talking, there was the sound of dozens of soldiers rushing down the stairs. I was dismayed.


  “Hey, Kid…no, Euphemina, what is this? Didn’t you manage to come here because you took care of the soldiers?”


  “There are a lot of soldiers. I took care of over 100 soldiers, but there are still people remaining. You’ll have a hard time escaping.”


  “Pfff!”


  I let out a laugh at Euphemina’s ridiculous words. Euphemina glared at me.


  “Why are you laughing?”


  “I’m laughing because you said you took care of over 100 soldiers. How can a blacksmith fight so well? Yes? You should bluff more moderately…”


  “I’m not a blacksmith.”


  “Eh?”


  Euphemina faced me. Her deep blue eyes were as beautiful as any jewel. Although, she was still a kid.  Well, if she ate a lot of rice and her breasts grew bigger, then I might be attracted.


  “Where are you looking?” Euphemina covered her breasts and asked with a frown.


  “I’m not interested in small breasts, so don’t worry about it. You aren’t a blacksmith? What do you mean?”


  “I really dislike people like you.” Euphemina grumbled, but still explained. “I have a special class. My class is a Duplicator. I was able to pretend to be a blacksmith by duplicating Khan’s blacksmith skill. You are like me, right? You’re not an ordinary blacksmith?”


  Duplicator? It was the first time I’d heard of this class. Perhaps…


  “A rare class?”


  Euphemina cried out indignantly. “It isn’t a rare class! It’s an epic class!”


  “Heok!”


  One of Satisfy’s three epic classes belonged to this kid? There was no reason for her to bluff in this situation, so if this was true…


  “Didn’t you thoroughly hide your identity? Then why bother revealing it to me? And why in this situation?”


  “I am saying it now because of this situation. Don’t you have a hidden class as well? I know everything. So don’t pretend to be an ordinary blacksmith, and fight with all your abilities. Otherwise you’ll be killed here.”


  “I was already planning on that.”


  I nodded with a convinced expression and held the dagger.


  [Due to your class characteristics, you have equipped the Ideal Dagger.]


  [This is an item you created. Your understanding is 100%.]


  [In the case of items made by you, a penalty will be applied if you don’t meet the item usage requirements, even if you have full understanding.]


  [Attack power of the Ideal Dagger will decrease by 20%. Only half of the option effects will be applied.]


  [Ideal Dagger]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 168/168   Attack Power: 242~264   Attack Speed: +11%


  * There is a rare chance of instantaneously killing the target.


  * Agility +20


  * The skill ‘Wind Blast’ is generated.


  * The skill ‘Quick Movements’ is generated.


  A dagger created by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but lacks experience and reputation. It was made with the renowned blacksmith Khan. 


  There is nothing special about the materials or method used, but the craftsman’s skill and the co-operation with Khan has created an ideal dagger.


  User Restriction: Level 180 or higher. More than 450 agility. Advanced Dagger Mastery. 


  The penalties would be applied even if I had the maximum understanding of the items I created!? Dammit! This was truly deplorable.


  ‘But the penalty of a unique item is only 20%? Still, this is nice.’


  Euphemina was astonished as she saw me equip the dagger.


  “Is your real class part of the assassin series? It requires 450 agility and Advanced Dagger Mastery… But isn’t it strange? How do you have the blacksmith’s craftsmanship technique?”


  I noticed when she told me to produce the orb, but Euphemina must’ve seen the information about this dagger. However, she wasn’t greedy and returned it to me. When I looked at her, she was a pretty good person.


  ‘If it was me, I wouldn’t taken it… She’s stupid. Truly a little kid who doesn’t know the truth of the world. No, she wants me to make an orb that is as good as this dagger? Wait… Will she support the cost of the materials needed to make the orb? S-Surely she isn’t expecting me to make it for free? W-Wicked girl…’


  No, it was still too early to know. I had time to make a decision about Euphemina.


  “Wind Blast.”


  I used the skill in the direction of the rushing soldiers. A sharp wind emerged from the dagger, causing blood to pour from the soldiers. Euphemina confirmed that 10 soldiers were seriously wounded and whistled.


  “A skill attached to an item manages to display this much destructive power, how incredible.”


  Originally, the destructive power wasn’t at this level. If I met the conditions to use this dagger, the power of Wind Blast would’ve been two times stronger.


  ‘It is a pity that only half of the option’s effect is applied.’


  I lamented again before speaking to Euphemina.


  “Hey Euphemina, I have to go rescue a person.”


  “Eh? A person? Ah, are you talking about Khan? I already rescued Khan before coming here…”


  “Khan was also captured? I’m glad he’s safe. But the person I’m talking about isn’t Khan. It’s Huroi.”


  “…Who is that?”


  I briefly explained to Euphemina, who made an annoyed expression.


  “I don’t know the name.”


  “…”


  I could read Euphemina’s feelings. She seemed to think she had stepped in shit. Well, it didn’t matter how she felt. There was only 1 hour and 50 minutes remaining. I had to rescue Huroi during that time period!


  ‘After I save that bastard, I will tell him off.’


  He was the cause of all of this. I was furious.


  “Wahhhhh!”


  The soldiers jumped in unison. There seemed to be around 30 soldiers. I was nervous, but Euphemina didn’t show any signs of agitation at all. She didn’t change her expression and reached out a hand.


  “Spear of Destruction.”


  Pachichik!


  A dark red spark jumped from Euphemina’s fingertip. A spear was created and the soldiers were hit.


  Bam bam bam! Kwang!


  The spear pierced the bodies of the soldiers and exploded, causing the 30 soldiers to turn into a grey light. It was an incredibly powerful spell that was used lightly. Maybe Euphemina was comparable to that witch Yura? How could she cast it so easily?


  “Hiccup!”


  I hiccuped from the surprise.


  ‘What did I say to her before? Didn’t I say a lot? Is she angry with me?’


  As I froze with fear, Euphemina said to me.


  “What? Don’t you have to go and rescue Huroi?”


  “…Y-Ye…s.”


  I was going to speak casually, but suddenly thought that it would be awkward not to use honorifics.


  ‘Let’s never call her a kid again. I will make her orb. She has endured it so far. I won’t offend her anymore.’


  I made a decision and headed deeper underground.




  Chapter 45


  Winston Castle’s dungeon. 


  I was trapped in a solitary room on the third underground floor, but was rescued by Euphemina and was now looking for Huroi.


  “Damn! I’ve looked everywhere, but I can’t find him. Where is that bastard Huroi trapped?”


  “I don’t think he is on this floor. Maybe we should go down further?”


  “What? The third floor isn’t the end?


  “According to information I received, there are four floors.”


  “I have to go down to the fourth floor…”


  The time limit for rescuing Huroi was 1 hour and 10 minutes. I was becoming more and more irritated. If I exceeded the time limit and failed to rescue Huroi, I would receive a really big penalty. I had to find and rescue Huroi as quickly as possible.


  But Winston Castle’s dungeon was very large and the corridors were as complex as a maze, making it difficult to find the way. I decided to follow Euphemina’s opinion, but it wasn’t easy to find the stairs heading down to the fourth floor.


  “Hey, you! Are you sure that the fourth floor really exists? The third floor isn’t the end? Maybe Huroi is on the second or first floor…”


  “I swept through the first and second floors while looking for you, but I didn’t see a prisoner called Huroi. And the fourth floor really does exist. I received the information from a trustworthy person.”


  “Uhh… But I can’t see the way down to the fourth floor…”


  “Stop whining. I’m annoyed.”


  “…Yes, sorry.”


  Time continued to pass while we wandered around. Before I knew it, there were only 50 minutes remaining. Meanwhile, the pursuit of the soldiers didn’t stop and there were traps installed in the corridors.


  ‘But I’m glad. The traps are so obvious that I don’t need to worry about falling for them.’


  This prison was made of rocks. The floors, the walls and the ceiling, everything was made of rocks. In addition, it was underground, so sunlight couldn’t reach it. In other words, it was a space where blades of grass couldn’t grow.


  But funnily enough, I saw places on the floor where flowers and grass were growing. In addition, there was fruit and bread hanging from the ceiling. There were also high-quality items that didn’t match the prison space hanging on the walls.


  It was clearly an unnatural sight!


  ‘They are all traps.’ 


  Even a person with the intelligence of an elementary school student would be able to notice such ridiculous traps.


  “I think you should bow. Otherwise you might die.”


  “Eh?”


  I listened to Euphemina’s voice and hurriedly bowed down. At the same time, sharp arrows flew over my back. I checked the arrows stuck in the wall and cried out.


  “H-Heok…! W-What is this all of a sudden? I was almost hit.”


  As I was wiping at my sweat and sighing with relief, Euphemina pushed me in the back. Due to that, I lost my balance and fell down, while a spear shot up where I was just standing. If Euphemina hadn’t pushed me, I would’ve been skewered by that spear.


  I got goose bumps.


  “Hik! Hiyaaack! What the hell is this?”


  “I’m sorry. I accidentally activated a trap.”


  Euphemina giggled while walking. There were several colorful flowers in her hands.


  …This was crazy.


  “Isn’t it strange for flowers to grow in this place? It’s obviously a trap! So why did you pick the flowers? Eh?! How can you fall for the trap, you dumb girl!? I almost didn’t make it! And why would you pick flowers in this situation in the first place? Dammit! Useless person. If I died because of you, I would make you take responsibility. Don’t do anything unnecessary and just find the way!”


  ..That was what I wanted to yell at her, but I didn’t.


  ‘Patient, be patient.’


  I barely suppressed my anger. Euphemina had great skills compared to her fragile appearance. Her combat skills were equivalent to Blood Witch Yura. In addition, she had an epic class that only three people had. I didn’t dare mess with such a great person


  Most of all, her strength was needed to rescue Huroi. I couldn’t afford to rescue him with just my strength. No matter how wrong she was, I needed to continue flattering her.


  “B-Be careful. I can’t use defensive magic like you.”


  “Yes~ yes~ I’m sorry.”


  Euphemina apologized to me in an insincere manner. I was once again infuriated.


  “This woman! How can you act so shameless despite almost killing someone!? Kneel down and apologize right now!”


  …Was what I wanted to yell.


  “Patience… Kuoh… Huh?”


  I felt a new sense of anxiety. Euphemia was staring at the bananas hanging from the ceiling.


  ‘Surely she isn’t planning to pluck such a suspicious thing to eat? Ah, it can’t be. She isn’t a monkey…’


  At that moment! Euphemia jumped lightly and grabbed a banana.


  No, why?


  Crack!


  Immediately after Euphemina grabbed a banana hanging from the ceiling… The floor where I was standing started crumbling.


  “Kiaaack!”


  I barely escaped from danger by rolling my body to the side, and finally couldn’t resist yelling at Euphemina. 


  “What are you doing now? Why are you eating bananas in this situation?”


  Euphemina answered with the banana in her mouth. 


  “Chew chew. Gulp. I just wanted to eat a banana because there was a banana in front of me.”


  “Look, it’s just plain common sense! It’s odd that bananas are hanging in this dungeon. It’s clearly a trap!”


  “Isn’t it strange for it to be a trap? The bananas could be hanging for patrolling soldiers to eat when they’re hungry.” 


  Euphemina sighed. “You poor person. You live by looking at the world from a very negative perspective. I bet you don’t have any friends to confide in.”


  “…”


  I was sure of it. Euphemina was clearly very angry. So she deliberately triggered the traps.


  ‘I can understand.’


  Euphemina had come to rescue me because of a quest that would benefit her. But rescuing Huroi had nothing to do with her. Her current actions were complaining that she didn’t like rescuing a person unrelated to her quest. That’s why she purposely triggered the traps!


  ‘She has a temper…’


  Indeed, it was rare for a beauty to have a good nature. Most beauties were sheltered like princesses.


  ‘But Ahyoung is pretty and has a good nature.’


  My heart felt cleansed as I was reminded of my ideal love, Ahyoung.


  “Ahyoung… I want to see you…”


  “Over here! Those people are here!”


  “…You dare disturb my contemplation?”


  I was drawing a beautiful picture of Ahyoung in my mind when I heard a noise from both ends of the corridor and soldiers quickly arrived. There were around 50 people.


  I sighed.


  “How come they keep coming endlessly? This is bothersome.”


  Euphemina snorted.


  “Bah, aren’t I the one dealing with them anyway? Won’t you just be watching or running away? Don’t you think it is disgraceful to complain when you aren’t doing anything? I can’t understand it when you have that weapon. You should be fighting.”


  “Fighting? Me? I can’t do that.”


  I had the unique rated dagger that Euphemina returned to me. Obviously, this dagger’s attack power could easily handle the attacking soldiers. But I couldn’t enter battle. Why? 


  It was simple.


  “I don’t have any armor.”


  “…”


  The clothes that I was wearing had absolutely no defense. I couldn’t fight against soldiers with no defense! At the end of the day, Euphemina was helping me so I could concentrate on rescuing Huroi without fighting.


  “Even if you don’t have armor, isn’t it easy for you to handle the soldiers?”


  “No. I’m not as strong as you think. Then… I’ll leave this to you.”


  “Huh? What does that mean…?”


  I patted Euphemina’s back and headed towards the hole caused by the trap she had triggered earlier. “I’ll go and find Huroi first. Hold their attention until then!”


  “H-Hey!”


  The confused Euphemina hurriedly tried to catch me, but it was too late. I ignored her and dove into the hole.


  Ku tang tang tang!


  “Wah!”


  [You have fallen from a high place and suffered 200 damage.]


  I left the soldiers and Euphemina, falling alone to the fourth floor.


  “Cough! Cough! Uhh…fortunately, I didn’t get significantly hurt.”


  I raised my dusty body and moved my gaze to the dusty ceiling. The battle between Euphemina and the soldiers had already begun, as flashing lights and the soldiers’ yells were heard.


  “Good, Euphemia. You’re doing very well~.”


  If she fought as loudly as possible, the enemies would believe that Euphemina and I were on the third floor, pulling all the defensive troops to the third floor. Then the defense on the fourth floor would be relatively poor.


  “Huhut, I can find and rescue Huroi in this gap. Aren’t I surprisingly smart?”


  Did I feel bad for leaving the fighting to Euphemina while I rescued Huroi? Well, no. My conscience didn’t exist. I was the type to use others if it would benefit me. 


  Was I worried about Euphemina fighting alone? Of course I wasn’t worried. She was the first epic class and so OP that she could use all types of magic spells without chanting first. She would survive even if hundreds of soldiers and dozens of knights were her opponents.




  Chapter 46


  ‘Duplicator…’


  Blood Witch Yura, the 1st ranked South Korean and 5th rank on the unified rankings. Even she, who was at the top of two billion users, had to chant long spells when using great magic. But Euphemina, who said she was a Duplicator, could use powerful magic equivalent to Yura without needing to chant.


  ‘Duplicator…it seems to be a magician type class that duplicates the skills of others. It is an epic class but isn’t this too much of a scam? It completely destroys the balance.’


  What were the disadvantages of a magician class? 


  While the versatility of magic that could be used for various purposes was certainly an advantage, the magician’s strong attack power and high damage were their biggest advantages over others.


  The strongest warrior could sweep away dozens of enemies with swords and spears, but the highest attack spell of a magician could destroy an ‘army’ in one blow. This meant a magician had horrific attack power. 


  However, every time they had to chant a spell. The higher the level of the magic, the longer the chant. And this was a magician’s fatal disadvantage. But Euphemina didn’t need to chant when using spells. It meant she could use magic in quick succession, and the biggest disadvantage of a magician didn’t apply to her.


  To briefly describe the Duplicator class, it was ‘a magician who could duplicate the skills of others and had no disadvantages?’ She could even learn the Advanced Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship skill.


  “…Um, so a Duplicator can copy all types of skills and use spells without any penalty…then that is… Ah, I don’t know. Anyway, it is a fraud class.”


  I wanted to guess correctly about the Duplicator class, but it was painful when I thought about it, so I just focused on finding Huroi.


  ***


  “That shameless human…”


  Because Grid ran away, Euphemina was left alone among the soldiers. Why was she in this smelly and dreary dungeon?


  Because she had to rescue Grid (the reason for the rescue was to clear the quest received from Rabbit). Why did she retrieve Grid’s unique rated dagger and return it to him? Because it was a favor so that their relationship would continue to be good in the future (to be precise, she wanted Grid to make a unique rated orb for her).


  As such, Euphemia treated Grid nicely, only for him to act like this. He used Euphemina’s power to clear his quest and now left her alone with the enemies.


  “I know that it’s wise to use one person as bait while the other rescues the quest target. I know that, but…” Euphemina’s anger reached its peak and eventually exploded, “That ungrateful person dared to use me as bait? If I hadn’t helped him, wouldn’t he be trapped in the prison forever and deprived of his unique dagger??”


  Shaaaa-


  The air around Euphemina became cold.


  “W-What?”


  “She is a magician. Don’t give her time to cast a spell!”


  The soldiers surrounding Euphemina felt the danger as their helmets and armor started freezing. They hurried to attack Euphemina, but it was already too late.


  “Frost Queen’s Breath.”


  Kudududuk!


  An unbelievable sight unfolded, as suddenly, a blizzard raged and the soldiers’ bodies started to freeze from their toes up to their heads.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  “Hiik! Body… my body is becoming stiff!”


  “C-Cold… Coldddd!”


  The soldiers couldn’t run away because their feet were freezing.  They were frozen in place and suffered from terrible pain. After a while, more than 50 ice statues with expressions of fear were created. 


  Euphemina trembled among the statues.


  “Grid… if you hadn’t promised to make an orb, I would kill you.”


  Of the dozens of spells she duplicated in preparation to take care of Piaro, there were only 11 left. On the other hand, the number of enemies didn’t show signs of diminishing.  Soldiers constantly came and went, as if they were products of a factory.


  In particular, she was concerned about the existence of the knights. She hadn’t encountered one knight yet. It meant that all five of the Winston lord’s knights were alive somewhere in the castle.


  Was it possible to deal with all five knights and the tsunami of soldiers with only 11 spells? It was impossible. NPC knights had a minimum level of 180. No matter how good Euphemina was, she couldn’t deal with all of them.


  “Hah…”


  Euphemina felt regret.  She was blinded by the rewards and the thought of friendship with Grid when she accepted Rabbit’s quest. But the water had already been spilled. She couldn’t give up the quest now.


  “Eh? Aren’t there supposed to be two of them?”


  “That’s right. I heard that she broke Grid out and they are acting together… This! Grid went a different way!” 


  “He is after Huroi! He fell to the fourth floor to rescue Huroi. Separate half the troops right now! Half will face that woman while the other half will head to the fourth floor.”


  The soldiers quickly confirmed that Euphemina was alone. Then they moved to chase Grid in an orderly fashion. She felt it from the beginning, but the northern soldiers were very skilled. Even the low-level soldiers were good at coping with this situation. It was proof that they trained hard. Even though they were weak, they weren’t easy targets.


  So Euphemina did her best.


  “Demon King’s Tail… No, using fire magic here is nothing more than suicide. Sword of Light.”


  Kwachichichik.


  A brightly-shining, white sword appeared in the air. Euphemina aimed the sword towards the separate group of soldiers pursuing Grid.


  Sekeokeok!


  The sword of light swept through the bodies of the soldiers, leaving a bloodbath in its wake. After that, Euphemina used a spell to deal with the rest of the soldiers. 


  Now she only had nine spells remaining. Euphemina wanted to preserve her power but more soldiers were coming.


  ‘It is serious. In the worst case, I might need to use Rolling Dice.


  Rolling Dice was a skill that gave a random effect to the target. If she was lucky, it would be something that could change this situation into a positive one. But if she was unlikely, it could make things worse. Therefore, she wanted to refrain from using it until her good luck stat was higher, but it seemed she would have to make an unavoidable choice.


  The first thing to do was take care of the knights, while Grid rescued Huroi.


  “…The problem is that he is an untrustworthy man.”


  An ominous chill went down Euphemina’s spine. She thought that Grid might run away and leave her alone.


  ‘Can I trust a garbage person like that? If he has a minimum of conscience…’


  She tried to think positively but…


  “Wahh! That bastard won’t have a conscience! What should I do?”


  Euphemina wanted to cry. If possible, she wanted to go back in time and refuse Rabbit’s quest.


  ***


  The deepest solitary place on the fourth floor.


  “Uhh… uhh…”


  He had reached his limit so he could no longer even smell the horrible rotten water puddles. He couldn’t hear or see anything. In this narrow space where only darkness existed, Huroi was unable to remember where he was, why he was here and even who he was.


  50 hours in real time, 200 hours in Satisfy, he was trapped in that darkness alone.


  “Kuohh…Kuaaaah!”


  Terrible screams echoed underground. Grid heard the sound.


  “…Huroi?”


  It was a familiar but also unfamiliar voice. Grid was able to notice that the screams coming from the end of the corridor was from Huroi.


  “Okay, here I come! This damn bastard. I will make sure you pay me back for all this suffering.”


  Once this quest was cleared, he wanted to hit Huroi 200 times. Grid ran in the direction of the screams. But his legs soon stopped moving.


  “I have been waiting.” It was Leo, the young knight who was insulted by Grid in the interrogation room! He blocked Grid’s path.


  “W-What? Bachelor Ghost? Why are you here?”


  Grid had predicted that most knights and soldiers would be on the third floor or blocking the exit. Therefore, he was confused about why a knight was on the fourth floor.


  “Who is the bachelor ghost?” Leo turned red with anger and explained. “Weren’t you allied with Huroi? I expected that you wouldn’t escape alone. I knew you would rescue Huroi so I came here to wait for you.”


  ‘Ah, damn. I only shared a few words with Huroi. Anyway, the NPCs are using their head.’


  Grid looked around. But he couldn’t see anyone other than Leo.


  Leo looked at him and ridiculed. “Hah! Did you think I would come with soldiers? Don’t be too confident! Why do I need to bring soldiers to kill a lowly person like you? My strength alone is enough to rip you apart. Grid…! You will pay the price for insulting me!”


  Leo had an extremely pleased expression on his face. This meant he had a deep grudge against Grid. Grid was forced to blame his actions a few hours ago.


  ‘I made him crazy with anger… If I knew this, I wouldn’t have been so rude.’


  Once again, Grid realized that he shouldn’t curse people. But regrets always came too late.


  Leo’s blue cloak flapped as he rushed forward. 


  Grid used a skill.


  “Blacksmith’s Rage. Quick Movements.”


  [Blacksmith’s Rage has been activated. Your attack power and attack speed will increase significantly for 20 seconds.]


  [Quick Movements has been activated. Your agility and evasion rate will increase significantly for 1 minute.]




  Chapter 47


  Pahat!


  Leo narrowed the distance towards Grid with quick movements. Grid wanted to step back, but Leo was already in front of him.


  “What?”


  Leo aimed a flashy blow towards the panicked Grid.


  Kaaang! 


  Grid raised his dagger and barely managed to defend against Leo’s attack. His wrists and shoulders were strained in the aftermath, and his right arm was temporarily disabled, but Grid survived thanks to the successful defense.


  ‘I wouldn’t have caught Leo’s movements at all if it weren’t for the Ideal Dagger.’


  This was true. After using the skill ‘Quick Movements’ attached to the Ideal Dagger, his agility doubled. Ideal Dagger itself increased the user’s agility by 20. In addition to that, all of Grid’s stats had increased by 12 points after making a unique item. Grid’s combined agility was close to 250 points, making him able to respond to Leo’s attacks.


  Leo frowned with an unpleasant expression and asked,


  “You avoided my attack? Aren’t you a blacksmith?”


  Leo was one of Winston’s most accomplished young talents. He was even called the ‘Northern Nova’ and his name was spread throughout the north. It was impossible for an ordinary blacksmith to block his attack, even with a fluke.


  Thus, Leo started taking the battle seriously.


  “You aren’t an ordinary blacksmith? Were you just acting in the interrogation room? Good, I will acknowledge your skills and do my best.”


  Hwaruruk!


  Red flames emerged from Leo’s longsword. It was a magic sword equipped with the fire attribute. Grid, who had been hoping there was a slight chance of victory, felt despair again.


  “A magic sword…! Why is a strong person using something like that? This is a foul!”


  The time limit for rescuing Huroi was 25 minutes. Could he defeat a knight equipped with a magic sword? It was impossible. He would be killed in a minute.


  Grid was completely lost.


  ‘I have to run away. At this rate, I will die a dog’s death and fail the quest. Running away is the only option. But how can I run?’


  Grid couldn’t outrun the knight. The physical abilities of a knight transcended him. It might be possible if he had a skill that gave the target an abnormal condition, but Grid was a blacksmith and didn’t have such useful skills.


  In the end, Grid was destined to be killed here by Leo. But at that moment, something happened that no one could predict. There was suddenly a huge explosion in the spot where Leo was standing.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “Wah!”


  Grid fell as flat as possible in order to avoid being affected by the aftermath of the explosion. However, the explosion was so big that it was impossible for his body to not be damaged.


  [You have suffered 17,300 damage.]


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  He had one health point remaining. After a moment, the explosions stopped.


  “Ugh… what happened all of a sudden…”


  Grid rose from his spot and drank a potion to replenish his health before looking at the collapsed Leo.


  “Cough! Cough!”


  Leo coughed up blood. He was in a miserable condition. Leo’s silver majestic armor was in pieces and his body was covered in burns. It was a miracle that he was even breathing.


  ‘What on earth happened?’


  When Leo exploded, Grid thought that Euphemina had appeared. He believed it was Euphemina’s magic that hit Leo. However there were no signs of Euphemina at all, and there were still only two people here, Grid and Leo.


  Grid was stunned by the situation and immediately confirmed the status of Leo’s sword. Leo’s sword had completely shattered. This meant it received the most damage from the explosion. It was as if the explosion began from Leo’s sword.


  “It can’t be…” Grid thought rapidly.


  This was underground. There was no wind because there was no ventilation and the ceiling collapsed due to Euphemina triggering the trap, filling the air with dust. What would happen if a fire started in this enclosed space?


  Grid was reminded of the dust explosion that his chemistry teacher taught him in high school. Dust explosion was a phenomenon where dust was concentrated in the air and exploded after receiving heat and pressure. In the past, there were insufficient dust explosion prevention methods and this phenomenon frequently occurred in coal mines, mills and other areas.


  “Ha! What? It’s like that? Pfff! Puhahahahat!”


  Grid relaxed as he grasped the situation and then laughed like crazy. He was really lucky to be able to succeed in the quest after thinking he would be killed by Leo.


  “Uhh… you… what did you do?”


  The collapsed Leo could barely open his mouth to ask. Grid stopped laughing and turned to Leo. He tried to look as cool as possible as he declared.


  “This is what you call the difference in skills. In fact, I moved at a tremendous speed that your eyes couldn’t follow and made your sword explode. That is why you can’t avoid death.”


  “W-What? Such a thing is possible? You… what is your identity?”


  Grid placed the dagger above Leo’s heart and replied, “I am Pagma’s Descendant. Now you really are going to be a bachelor ghost.”


  Puk.


  Grid’s dagger pierced Leo’s heart. His words came true. Leo really was going to be a bachelor ghost!


  “Kwaaaack!”


  Leo turned into a grey light and dozens of notification windows emerged in front of Grid.


  [You have defeated Winston’s knight, Leo.]


  [The title ‘Knight Slayer’ has been acquired.]


  [8 gold has been acquired.]


  [The prison key has been acquired.]


  [432,000 experience has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level…]


  The level of ‘Northern Nova’ Leo was exactly 188. Grid’s level rose from 21 to 45 in an instant. There was also a bonus title.


  [Knight Slayer]


  Stamina +100. Strength +30 


  “Ohhhhhhhh!!!!”


  Knight Slayer was the easiest title to obtain because it was received after killing a knight. However, it was necessary to be skilled to take down a knight. So it wasn’t a title that could be obtained unless the person had a high-level. Yet Grid, who was level 21, killed a knight and acquired the Knight Slayer title.


  ‘I received the title of Knight Slayer, which is one of the indications of a high-level user…!’


  He never dreamed of getting the Knight Slayer title, even in his days as a warrior. Grid enjoyed the thrill as he started running. Then he reached the end where Huroi’s voice had been heard.


  “Huroi, I’m here!”


  Ching!


  The iron door easily opened due to the key from Leo.


  “Ugh!” Grid frowned. The solitary cell was filled with a bad stench. And Huroi didn’t look the same. It was like touching a skeleton. “What? You… You are Huroi right? Why do you look so different? What have you been doing in the meantime?”


  Grid originally planned to hit Huroi’s cheeks 200 times, but Huroi’s condition was so bad that he didn’t dare. It wasn’t because of his conscience.


  ‘Won’t he die immediately if he is slapped? I don’t want to be stigmatized as a criminal and player killer.’


  “…You?”


  Huroi slowly opened his eyes in the darkness. Then he looked at Grid. At that moment, Huroi was able to recall who he was, where he was and what type of quest he was completing.


  “You… you are my saviour… Thank you… thank you…”


  Then a notification window flashed in front of Grid.


  [Quest success!]


  [Title, ‘Apostle of Justice’ has been acquired.]


  [The courage stat has opened.]


  [All stats have increased by 10.]


  [The skill ‘Unbreakable Justice’ has been generated.]


  [Your reputation in Winston has reached the peak. In the future, the Winston residents will show you the best hospitality.]


  [Affinity with the Winston residents has risen to the maximum. In the future, the Winston residents will share things with you.]


  Huroi also had notification windows appear in front of him.


  [Quest success!]


  [The second class ‘Apostle of Justice’s Partner’ has been acquired.]


  [The courage stat has opened.]


  [When you are with the Apostle of Justice, all stats will increase by 20%.]


  [The skill ‘Unbreakable Justice’ has been generated.]


  [The skill ‘Sacrifice for Justice’ has been generated.]


  [Title, ‘One who Overcomes Hardships’ has been acquired.]


  [Indomitable stat has opened.]


  [The skill ‘Strong Will’ has been generated.]


  [Congratulations! You are the first to obtain a second class in Satisfy. If you wish, your achievements will last for a long time in Satisfy.]


  “Ah…!”


  Tears poured from Huroi’s eyes. He was thrilled at receiving these rewards after the hellish ordeal. Huroi used all his strength and barely raised his body. Then he fell to his knees in front of Grid.


  “Grid, I didn’t know it when we met but we clearly have a destined relationship. My saviour, Grid! I Allunbata, descendant of the Blue Wolf, will follow you for the rest of your life as the Apostle of Justice’s Partner!”


  ‘What is this?’


  Grid didn’t know the details and just thought Huroi was crazy. But Huroi was sincere. Huroi dismissed Grid when they met a few days ago, but now he was convinced that Grid was his destiny. He vowed to repay the favour to Grid.


  Thus, the relationship between the two men began in earnest.




  Chapter 48


  Duplicator, a person who analyzed the skills of others, duplicated them and then could use the skills with no conditions. Duplicators could enjoy all types of benefits depending on the skills they duplicated. It could be anything they wanted. It could be called the most effective of all classes in Satisfy.


  They were also a specialist in combat. Depending on the skill combination, it was possible to take on a boss raid alone, become the strongest assassin or even fight alone against an army. A Duplicator was the closest class to being called the ‘strongest’.


  However, a Duplicator also had fatal disadvantages.


  Firstly, it could only duplicate a skill three times a day. Secondly, the duplicated skill only had a single use. Thirdly, she only nine basic skills, none of which were combat skills. Fourthly, the basic physical abilities of a magician were poor.


  In other words, it meant Euphemina was the strongest when she duplicated a lot of skills, but the weakest when she had few skills. And right now, Euphemina was in her weakest mode.


  “It’s ruined,” said Euphemina, her complexion pale.


  Grid headed to the fourth floor, leaving her alone on the third floor. While she had defeated hundreds of soldiers that kept appearing, she had used most of her skills in exchange. To be precise, there were three fire magic spells left. However, it wasn’t possible to use them because fire magic was likely to cause an explosion.


  In such a situation, four knights appeared as if they had been waiting and surrounded her.


  “I’m screwed…”


  There were no signs of Grid coming back. There was a massive explosion on the fourth floor, so maybe the worst had happened and Grid died.


  ‘If he survived and rescued Huroi, can I guarantee that he will come back here to rescue me?’


  Maybe Grid had already escaped alone from the prison? The knights aimed their swords at Euphemina, who stood idly like her soul had escaped.


  “You are a ridiculously strong woman who killed more than 500 soldiers alone. Do you have the title of great magician?”


  Fortunately, the knights didn’t dare attack Euphemina. She had killed hundreds of soldiers, so it was natural for the knights to be afraid of her. However, the pointless confrontation didn’t last long.


  “Now the only troops left in the castle are the lord’s bodyguards. Since there are no forces left to block the exit, Grid might escape while we are tied up here.”


  “Is there even a chance? Didn’t Leo go down to the fourth floor? Leo has probably already caught up and will happily kill Grid.”


  “The lord’s comfort is at stake. We have to consider and guard against the worst possibility.”


  “Yes… Then let’s hurry. It isn’t honorable, but I am afraid we will have to fight four against one.”


  The four knights made a decision and rushed at Euphemina at the same time. Now Euphemina was forced to make a decision.


  ‘I can’t be still.’


  Euphemina took out a gold dice. It was the Rolling Dice skill that she got for winning the item making game against Grid.


  [Rolling Dice]


  Roll a dice and a phenomenon will occur, depending on the number that is rolled.


  * If the target is yourself or an ally: There will be a beneficial effect if the number 4 or higher is rolled. There will be a harmful effect if the number rolled is 3 or lower.


  * If the target is an enemy: There will be a beneficial effect if the number 3 or lower is rolled. There will be a harmful effect if the number rolled is 4 or higher.


  Skill Mana Cost: 1,000


  Skill Cooldown Time: 3,000 seconds 


  What if she rolled the dice and the situation became worse?


  ‘If the situation becomes too bad, I will use the fire magic.’


  Euphemina didn’t intend to die alone. She grumbled but there were still no signs of Grid returning. She couldn’t imagine how but she would later get revenge on Grid in a terrible way.


  At that moment!


  “These knights ganging up on a weak… no, this woman isn’t weak but still… There is no difference between being gangsters.”


  “G…rid?”


  Euphemina and the knights gazed in the direction of the voice. Grid and Huroi were standing next to each other.


  “Ah…!”


  Euphemina’s face brightened at Grid’s emergence. She thought that Grid was human trash without any loyalty, but he actually wasn’t the worst person. He came back as promised.


  ‘Really pretty.’


  Euphemina’s smile was as beautiful as a flower in full bloom, so Grid’s heart couldn’t help pounding.


  ‘Let’s not be deceived by outward appearances. She just has a beautiful outside that is covering the dirty inside! So don’t run wild, my damn heart!’


  The knights struggled to maintain their composure as they stared at Grid.


  “How is that guy here…? Leo, who was called Northern Nova, was killed by a person like you?”


  “I don’t know who the Northern Nova is, but that young brat called Leo was easy to handle. One against one. One. Against. One. I killed him. Huhuhut!”


  “You!”


  The faces of the knights distorted after hearing that their colleague was killed. Grid didn’t feel fear as he faced them. It was because he believed in something.


  “Yes, you are angry so what are you going to do? Do you think any of you can touch me?”


  “Ugh!”


  The knights flinched. Listening to this, wasn’t Grid good enough to destroy Leo? They were briefly off guard because Grid looked like trash, but he wasn’t easy to deal with.


  Euphemina felt admiration as she watched the knights stepping back from Grid.


  ‘Making the knights back off with just a few words… How high is his level?’


  Monsters and NPCs tended to shrink back from opponents more than 30 levels higher than them. Therefore, Euphemina misunderstood and thought that Grid’s level was much higher than the knights.


  Meanwhile, Grid kept talking while approaching the knights. “Hey guys, if you don’t want to die a dog like death like Leo, get out of the way. This is your only chance to get away.”


  “This guy…!” A knight was filled with anger and tried to rush forward. But the other knights stopped him


  “Don’t fall for his provocation. I know your skills but you shouldn’t face him alone. It is probably a trap.”


  “Aren’t you overreacting? Think about it calmly. That bastard’s class is a blacksmith! Blacksmiths can’t be that strong!”


  “But Leo hasn’t come back. I can’t tell if he is a good actor or not, but he is clearly someone to be wary of.”


  “Kuoh…!”


  The knights were tense because they were thinking too much, while Grid continued walking forward. The knights backed away with every step Grid took.


  Huroi was thrilled when he witnessed the tremendous sight of Grid overwhelming the four knights alone.


  ‘Truly amazing… Grid’s outward appearance might seem insignificant but he is actually a tremendous high-level user who made the knights tremble in fear. The other day I saw him in the smithy and treated him as a comedian. I am ashamed of my eyes.’


  From Euphemina, to Huroi, to the knights! At a time when all of them were greatly mistaken about Grid, Grid was smiling with satisfaction.


  ‘With Euphemina’s skills, can’t she get rid of these knights at any time?’


  That’s right. In fact, the reason Grid was so confident right now was because there was the existence called Euphemina. Grid had no doubts that Euphemina could handle all of them.


  Thump, thump.


  Grid kept moving forward, while the knights backing up became increasingly anxious. Then they reached the stairs leading up to the second floor. At this point, the knights made up their minds.


  ‘What are we doing? We are honorable knights, so why are we scared of a person who escaped from jail? This is the shame of a lifetime!’


  ‘This might cause harm to the lord. I have to defend this place, for the lord.’


  ‘He isn’t a simple blacksmith if he managed to kill Leo. It is a matter of pride now. I won’t back up anymore.’


  ‘Leo was alone, but there are four of us. We can’t lose.’


  The knights decided to no longer back off. This caused Grid to stop moving as well.


  “What? Do you want to fight? Won’t you regret this?”


  The knights gripped their swords and yelled. “We will fight! I can’t tolerate letting a criminal like you escape!”


  “…I’m not a criminal. Crazy bastards.”


  Grid became really irritated. In the first place, wasn’t he unfairly framed? Originally, he should’ve won the prize for winning the blacksmith game. Then he was taken to prison and unfairly suffered!


  Grid angrily shouted. “Euphemina! Show these guys! Use your magic. Take it away!”


  Euphemina made a surprised expression. “Right now… it is a little… Can’t you handle it directly?”


  “What? It is impossible.”


  “Stop joking. Can’t you beat them with your skills?”


  “What are you saying? You should be the one fighting, not me.”


  “No, why are you refusing to fight now?”


  Grid explained to Euphemina, “I can’t win against them.”


  “Don’t lie. You were able to get rid of the Northern Nova by yourself!”


  “No, that isn’t…”


  Somehow, the conversation was strange. The faces of Grid and Euphemina gradually stiffened, while the knights completely lost their hesitation and attacked.


  “…Dammit!”


  It was like a teleportation move. The knight Rupert used his patented ‘Dash’ skill and immediately reached Grid’s side, aiming a sword at him. Grid was completely caught off guard and it seemed like he would be pierced by the sword. Just before Rupert’s sword hit Grid, Huroi pushed him to the side and was stabbed instead.


  “……!”


  Everyone thought that Huroi would die. Huroi was already in a bad condition and he wasn’t wearing any armor. At that moment, a strange thing happened.


  “What is this…? Urghh!”


  Rupert was astonished. This was because his sword, which should’ve pierced Huroi’s abdomen, was blocked by it. It was like stabbing at steel. His wrist was broken. On the other hand, Huroi was fine. The person who attacked was injured, while the person who was attacked was fine.


  Euphemina asked with confusion. “What is with that guy? Why can’t the knight’s sword pierce him?”


  Grid couldn’t reply. “Well… I don’t know…”


  “Why are you answering so half-heartedly? Why are you running around to save someone you don’t know? Stop joking around and just tell me the truth for once!”


  “No… I really don’t know…”


  High-level martial artists had a defense skill called Impenetrable Skin. But even Impenetrable Skin wasn’t able to block the sword of a knight with just the body. It was clear that Huroi had some defensive ability that went beyond Impenetrable Skin.


  Huroi spoke during the silence. “I will tie up their feet. You two should use this gap to run away.”


  The reason why Huroi was able to block the knight’s attack with his body. It was thanks to the skill given by the title ‘One who Overcomes Hardships.’


  [Strong Will]


  Resists any attack for 10 seconds after using the skill.


  Skill Mana Cost: 200


  Skill Cooldown Time: 9,000 seconds 


  The waiting time to reuse it was around 2.5 hours, but its performance was clearly great. It was a priceless skill acquired after enduring and overcoming a hellish trial. And Grid was the one who saved him from hell. Huroi already vowed to pay back this favor for the rest of my life.


  After that, Huroi determined that he would sacrifice himself for Grid. He wanted Grid to escape safely through the gap while the knights were unharmed.


  “Huroi…” An ordinary person would hesitate to leave a fellow colleague but… “Buy as much time as possible so that we can escape safely.”


  “I’ll see you next time.”


  Grid and Euphemina weren’t emotional people. They immediately left this place and Huroi was left alone.


  “This…!”


  The knights tried to chase Grid but Huroi blocked the way. He opened his mouth with an expression of determination to protect Grid.


  “I have no thoughts of letting you leave, you #*&!($#@. This damn !@$#.”


  “……?”


  Huroi was an orator so words that couldn’t be repeated emerged from his mouth. The knights suffered a profound psychological blow because of Huroi’s words, which were more abusive than anything they’ve heard before.


  This was Huroi’s Spiteful Tongue skill. Huroi attacked the knights while they were confused and their stats were down.


  “Unbreakable Justice!”


  It was one of the two skills acquired from his second class, Apostle of Justice’s Partner. It was his ultimate attack skill that dealt damage that was 300% of his attack power.


  Peeeong!


  After Huroi’s fist struck Rupert’s face, the shock wave reached the knights standing around Rupert. The sound of a huge blow echoed through the underground prison, causing the knights to reflexively scream in pain.


  “Kkack!”


  But it was just a reflexive reaction.


  “…Huh?”


  The knights strangely couldn’t feel any pain. It was a natural phenomenon. In the first place, an orator had poor physical abilities and he currently wasn’t equipped with any weapons. A 300% increase in an orator’s damage still wasn’t enough to deal a blow to armored knights. The difference was too big.


  Huroi accepted it calmly. “It is as I expected. This is a useless skill to the current me.”


  “……”


  It only took a few minutes for Huroi to be captured by the knights and locked in solitary confinement again. But Huroi didn’t care. He hadn’t been able to log out for 50 hours in reality. Therefore, he was exhausted and wanted to log out and rest.


  Since the quest was clear, there was no penalty for logging out.


  ‘Based on this situation, it will soon be over for Winston’s lord… I can easily escape from the prison after I get some sleep and log in again. Then Grid, I wish you good fortune.’ 


  So, Huroi logged out.




  Chapter 49


  Grid and Euphemina hurriedly ran away from the knights. Thanks to Euphemina grasping the layout of the first and second floors of the dungeon, the two people didn’t have to wander and managed to reach the surface level.


  Brilliant sunshine! Blue sky! A green lawn! Grid was excited by the bright and brilliant landscape that was unlike the dark dungeon where all sides were blocked.


  “Hahahahat! We escaped the castle~”


  The dungeon entrance that Grid and Euphemina escaped from was located between towers erected on the east-facing wall. The two of them were exiting the tower, and there was a lookout above them. In other words, there were concerns that the guards in the watchtowers would hear Grid’s loud voice.


  “Be quiet, we are still in the middle of enemy territory.”


  Euphemina tried to calm Grid down but he was so excited about escaping that he didn’t hear her. 


  “Kya! Look at this clean air. The humid air in the dungeon was so bad! I thought my lungs were rotting away. Air is important! I finally understand why city people are so excited about the air in the countryside!”


  Grid made a fuss as he lay down on the lawn and rolled around. He was out of control. 


  Euphemina had a headache. Most of the soldiers were defeated but the power of the lord’s bodyguards still seemed intact. The bodyguards weren’t a match for knights, but their level and skills exceeded that of ordinary soldiers. Euphemina didn’t want to face them. In the worst case, they could tie up her feet until the knights arrived from underground.


  “Hey Grid, we need to leave this place as secretly and quietly as possible, so be a bit more quiet…”


  “Hah~~ the smell of the grass is so clear and refreshing! The nice scent of pine needles!”


  “……”


  Euphemina tiredly rubbed her temple, steadily reaching the limits of her patience.


  “……”


  In the end, Euphemina took action and approached Grid, who was sniffing the lawn, and grabbed his collar. Then she pushed her mouth towards Grid’s ears and yelled,


  “You!  Didn’t I tell you to be quiet? Don’t you have a brain? We are in the middle of enemy territory! We should be running away from this dangerous territory, so why are you making noise while rolling around!!! Yes?”


  “Aaaagh!”


  Grid felt like his eardrums had ruptured from the shock. The tearful Grid struggled to escape from Euphemina.


  “You, don’t embarrass me anymore but acting like a fool. Don’t you want to leave this damn place? So do it properly. If you act so stupidly again, I really will kill you.”


  Euphemina knew that the grade of Grid’s class was higher than hers. Grid wasn’t a weak person. Nevertheless, she couldn’t help becoming angry as she kept scrutinizing Grid.


  Grid was really afraid that he would be killed by Euphemina when he suddenly turned his attention to one side. Then he gently spoke to Euphemina.


  “There… are they enemies?”


  An ominous feeling. Euphemina slowly turned in the direction that Grid pointed. Then she was frustrated. 16 bodyguards armed with full plate armor appeared in a systematic formation.


  Chaeeeeeng!


  Their 16 swords reflected in the sunlight, causing flashes throughout the castle.


  Grid scowled and snapped at her. “Look what this angry girl did… You caused such a big fuss that the enemies emerged.”


  Euphemina was upset and retorted, “This is because you were loud first!”


  Euphemina’s killing intent flared up. Grid trembled with fear as he apologized, “S-Sorry, I was wrong. It was a slip of the tongue.” 


  Euphemina’s head throbbed as she thought,


  ‘This man, what type of concept is he trying on? Why does he keep acting afraid of me?’


  Grid was the one who defeated the Northern Nova in a one-on-one match. He also overwhelmed four knights with just his presence. She didn’t have direct knowledge of his skills, but she could make a guess. Grid was strong. A type of man who wouldn’t be afraid of anything in Satisfy.


  So, Euphemina started trembling.


  ‘This guy is playing with me.’


  Euphemina disliked Grid from the beginning. When the two people first met at the item production game, Grid wasn’t misled by Euphemina’s beautiful appearance.  That fact alone was humiliating for Euphemina, then she heard all the ridiculing words Grid had spoken.


  Kid, fox, etc!


  Now he was blaming her for doing nothing wrong? This man! It was an embarrassing memory that Euphemina wanted to forget for the rest of her life.


  At that moment, a middle-aged man dressed in silver and gold appeared from among the bodyguards. His identity was Baron Lowe. He was the lord of Winston, the one who allied with the Mero Company and allowed the residents of Winston to suffer.


  “To have reached here… did you get rid of all the soldiers and knights? Ha…hahaha! I can’t believe it!”


  Baron Lowe laughed like he was insane. It was impossible to maintain his sanity after losing most of his army from one intruder and one prison escapee.


  “…The people can’t be controlled without the army. Now I have no way of stopping people from going to Earl Steim. Thus, Earl Steim will find out about my actions and my life is ruined.”


  Baron Lowe was extremely angry after realizing his fate. He couldn’t forgive Grid and Euphemina, who took everything away from him.


  “Catch them! Tear apart all their limbs and make it so that they can’t close their eyes!”


  The 16 bodyguards followed what was possibly the lord’s last command and got into formation. This was a formation that could even compete with a knight. But it was no use in front of Euphemina.


  “Demon King’s Tail Fire.”


  “Ack?!”


  The bodyguards groaned at the same time. It was because their armor started to heat up. Then the amazing sight unfolded.


  Hwaruruk!


  Blue flames soared from the bodies of the bodyguards.


  “Aaaagh!”


  “W-What is this…? Kuack!”


  The terrible screams and painful struggle only lasted a short time. It didn’t take long for the bodyguards to be turned to ashes.


  “Wow.”


  “T-This is ridiculous…”


  A magic that annihilated 16 of the bodyguards. Grid and Baron Lowe couldn’t believe it, despite witnessing the scene with their own two eyes. As their faces paled with horror, Euphemina gave a refreshing smile. By taking care of the bodyguards, she had managed to relieve some of the stress that reached the limit due to Grid.


  ‘Indeed, the lord’s guards are very strong. Their experience is pretty good.’


  Grid and Baron Lowe felt a similar sentiment as they looked at her.


  ‘I need to avoid this evil girl…’


  ‘Demon. She is a demon.’


  After that, Baron Lowe was captured by Euphemina. He was tied up and dragged away like a dog caught by a dog catcher.


  Grid vowed yet again. ‘I must never touch this woman again. I won’t be able to survive if I do.’


  Maybe Huroi had managed to tie up their feet for a while since the pursuit of the knights still couldn’t be felt. Euphemina hurried and they managed to safely escape the castle.


  Then they met an unexpected person outside the castle. It was the second highest ranked person in the Mero Company, Rabbit. He was standing with 10 people as if he had been waiting for them.


  Colour returned to the face of the lord. “Ohh! Aren’t you Rabbit? You heard the news and came to rescue me!”


  Grid became tense.


  ‘This… are they soldiers from the Mero Company?’


  As Grid inwardly shouted, Euphemina strode forward towards Rabbit. She looked at Rabbit’s subordinates and asked.


  “These are the people you mentioned earlier?”


  Rabbit nodded. “That’s correct. They originally followed Valmont but became disappointed with his brutality. They won’t hold you back.”


  “They do look strong. Great. I can count on them.”


  The two people were talking like they were friends!


  Grid felt extreme anxiety. ‘Why are the two of them so close? Wait, wasn’t Euphemina hired by the Mero Company in the first place? Then why? Maybe Euphemina saving me was a trap!’


  Grid’s guess was this:


  Winston’s lord and the Mero Company had joined hands. 


  Euphemina, who was hired by the Mero Company, was subsequently the lord’s ally.


  The conclusion that could be drawn from the first and second fact was that Euphemina was an enemy.


  If Euphemina really belonged to the lord, she wouldn’t have killed his soldiers. She also wouldn’t be dragging the lord around like a dog. In the first place, why would Euphemina rescue Grid if she was the enemy?  She also returned the unique dagger to him instead of selling it.


  But Grid was so confused that any thinking was impossible. He could only make the simple judgment that Euphemina was the enemy.


  ‘It is the end… I really can’t easily trust a black-bellied animal like her! I showed her some goodwill, only to be duped!’


  Grid thought of some of the historical dramas he watched and decided. 


  ‘I won’t obediently let her kill me. I wanted to be more careful about my stat distribution, but it can’t be helped. Status window.’


  Name: Grid


  Level: 45 (3,400/238,000)


  Class: Pagma’s Descendant


  * The probability of adding additional options when making items will increase.


  * The probably of item enhancement will increase. 


  * All equipment items can be worn unconditionally. However, there is a penalty depending on the rating of the item. 


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  * Abnormal conditions don’t work well on you.


  * You won’t die when health is at the minimum.


  * Easily acknowledged.


  Title: First Unique Item Maker


  * Dexterity +200


  Title: Knight Slayer


  * Stamina +100. 


  * Strength +30


  Title: Apostle of Justice


  * All stats +10.


  * The Apostle of Justice’s bravery is unmatched.


  Health: 2,964/2,964    Mana: 243/243


  Strength: 166   Stamina: 244   Agility: 118  Intelligence: 91 


  Dexterity: 391  Persistence: 82


  Composure: 66  Indomitable: 74   Dignity: 66   Insight: 66


  Courage: 10


  Stat Points: 240


  Weight: 842/4,960




  Chapter 50


  Grid’s status window was unusually gorgeous. While he was only level 45, his total stats were comparable to a user in the mid-200s. Particularly impressive was that he had six rare stats such as: persistence, composure, indomitable, dignity, insight, and courage.


  But was that all? He also owned four titles.  Originally, titles were very difficult to obtain and those with four titles could be among the top rankers. Grid already had four titles at level 45. Befitting of a legendary class in Satisfy, the status window was truly overwhelming.


  But Grid was dissatisfied rather than pleased.


  ‘I hammered day and night, trained my stats and succeeded in ridiculously difficult quests, but this is it? Didn’t I fight one-on-one against a knight at level 21? But the result is too bad compared to my hard work. Dammit. By now, all my stats should be around 300 points. What type of legendary class is this? Dammit… Euphemina has an epic class but she is so OP she can use all types of magic with no chanting… Ah… I’m unhappy.’


  Grid was paying attention to Euphemina and Rabbit while grumbling.


  Euphemina was wearing a magician’s robe, Rabbit was wearing chain mail and held a one-handed sword that seemed expensive, and his subordinates were holding various weapons such as spears, swords, and bows.


  ‘They aren’t heavily armed so if I increase my attack power, I can easily handle them… I’m not wearing armor right now so I need to increase my stamina and defense… my agility is more than enough with the Ideal Dagger…’


  This was a desperate situation! Grid made a quick decision without thinking too deeply.


  ‘150 points in strength and 90 points in stamina.’


  Since Grid was essentially a blacksmith, it was wise to invest as many points as possible in dexterity. The higher the dexterity, the higher the probability of producing a higher rated item. But Grid was born as a warrior. He had a basic desire to strengthen his combat power, plus it was wise to raise his strength and stamina to avoid the immediate crisis.


  ‘Anyway, my dexterity stat will naturally increase the more items I make, so there is no need to invest my points in it.’


  Furthermore, he received the title of ‘First Unique Item Maker’ after making the Ideal Dagger in the item production game against Euphemina, and this gave him 200 points in dexterity. Thus, Grid didn’t feel sorry about not investing in dexterity.


  [You have invested 150 points in strength. Is this correct?]


  ‘Yes.’


  [Once the points are invested, it can’t be reversed. Do you want to proceed?]


  ‘Yes.’


  [You have invested 90 points in stamina. Is this correct?]


  ‘That’s right. That is no need to ask, so do it quickly.’


  [Your changed stats will be applied.]


  As a result, Grid’s strength was at 316 and his stamina was at 334. Considering that the current average of blacksmith users was 80 strength and 100 stamina, Grid’s strength and stamina was an unbelievably high number.


  No, it was possible to explain the greatness of Grid’s stats more clearly by comparing it with a combat class, rather than a blacksmith.


  A level 45 combat class had an average of 210 strength and 100 stamina. The average of a class that emphasized defense was 100 strength and 230 stamina. The average of a combat class that emphasized speed was 120 strength and 80 stamina. More importantly, a level 45 combat class had a total of fewer than 500 stat points.


  Compared to general users, Grid’s stats were really great. It was overwhelming. But Grid wasn’t aware that he was strong.


  Starting with Earl Ashur and his knights, to Doran, Yura, Leo, and Euphemina. From the moment he became a legendary class to the present, Grid had encountered strong people in succession and carried out difficult quests. So he thought he was weak when he compared himself to them.


  But what was the truth? When equipped with the Ideal Dagger, Grid was stronger than a level 100 combat class. The moment when Grid was about to attack Euphemina and Rabbit.


  “Hey Rabbit! Why are you talking to that evil girl? I need you to save me!”


  Baron Lowe shifted Rabbit’s gaze towards him. Then Rabbit spoke with an expressionless face, “You still haven’t grasped the situation? I didn’t come here to help you. I am the one who hired Euphemina to break into your castle in the first place.”


  “What?”


  “Eh?”


  Baron Lowe and Grid spoke at the same time. Rabbit dropped a bombshell remark, “I don’t belong to the Mero Company anymore.”


  “What does that…”


  “Valmont is becoming increasingly oppressive. It has become noticeable ever since he took control of Winston’s trade with your help. It’s pretty obvious that he can’t read the mood in the village and will soon fall; therefore, I have decided to leave because a dark cloud is hanging over the Mero Company’s future. And today, I am prepared to punish you and Valmont.”


  Baron Lowe’s face turned red as he yelled, “You! You are just a traitor! What right do you have to punish us? You are a merchant, not an apostle of justice!”


  “As you said, I am a merchant. That’s why I only move for profit. I have no sense of justice. He is why I want to kill you and Valmont.”


  Rabbit pointed to Grid. Grid found it strange.


  “Eh? Me?”


  Rabbit bowed to Grid, who looked dumbfounded. “I’m glad you are safe, Grid. It was correct to leave this to Euphemina.”


  “What is this? Why did you betray the Mero Company?”


  Rabbit smiled and explained, “I saw your blacksmithing and realized a new future.”


  “New future?”


  “Grid, you know it yourself, but your potential is excellent. It is clear that your work will one day be traded among people at high prices. You will make a big amount of money. However, it is hard to do business with the power of an individual. There will obviously be limitations to the amount of money that can be earned. So I would like to work with you. I will help you use all the experience I’ve accumulated as a merchant, as well as the network I’ve built. I will make it so that a lot of people can use your work, from the Eternal Kingdom to other kingdoms.”


  Rabbit spoke his aspirations,


  “We will make the best smithy, which will have profits comparable to a small and medium-sized company. If you and I join forces, we can clearly succeed. However, in order for me to work with you, I need to reform my image and appeal to you and the residents of Winston. That is why I rescued you, and also prepared a means to take down the Mero Company and Winston’s lord.”


  “Yes… so you betrayed the Mero Company because you want to work with me? That’s why you sent Euphemina to rescue me?”


  “That’s right.”


  “It is appreciated. But why are you trying to obtain the liking of the Winston residents?”


  “Our business will be starting at Khan’s smithy. It has geographical advantages, so Khan’s smithy is the most ideal place to act as a base. In other words, I need to get a job at Khan’s smithy. But how can I get a job when I am blamed by Winston’s residents?”


  “…Ahh, I understand. How exactly do you plan to do business?”


  Euphemina urged Rabbit to explain quickly, “Do you have enough time to spare? We are in a hurry.”


  “Yes, I understand. Mr. Grid, I’m afraid the detailed explanation needs to be left for the next time we meet. First, you only need to know one thing. I will make you rich. Then I’m going now.”


  Rabbit bowed politely to Grid and turned around. The man who was an enemy was now talking about becoming a business partner… Grid couldn’t adapt to the sudden development and was confused.


  “It can’t be helped. I’m tired so my head isn’t working properly. Let’s log out and take a break.”


  Euphemina called out to Grid who was about to leave. “Hey Grid, did you forget something?”


  ‘This girl, she only saved me because of a quest so why is she acting so condescending. But well… she did rescue me and gave me back my unique dagger…’


  If it hadn’t been for Euphemina, Grid would’ve failed his quest to rescue Huroi. Grid greeted Euphemina genuinely after thinking this.


  “Thank you again.”


  Euphemina frowned. “Did you think I called you just to hear that? Surely you haven’t forgotten?”


  “What?”


  “You promised to make me a unique rated orb.”


  “H-How could I forget? Of course I remember.”


  He had actually forgotten. The thought of forgetting and then Euphemina killing him because he didn’t keep his promise sent a chill through him. 


  “I will make it for you. Instead, I need a method of making orbs. Naturally, I’ll also need the materials for it.”


  Grid was sincere. He intended to make the orb to fulfill his promise to Euphemina. Was it to repay Euphemina after being helped be her? No. Grid was trying to keep his promise with Euphemina for another reason.


  ‘This is a great chance to learn another production method for free!’


  But was that all? Every time he made an item, the level of his skills related to production would increase. Wasn’t it good to raise his skill level using free materials?


  “I understand. I will contact you again when I obtain them.”


  Euphemina said goodbye to Grid.


  Grid fell into deep thoughts once he was alone. ‘If I join hands with Rabbit, can I really become a blacksmith who earns the equivalent of a small business company?’


  Grid was already aware that his class was lucrative. If he tried hard, he would be able to get rid of his debt someday. Maybe he could even buy a foreign car. But the future that Rabbit spoke about was different in scale.


  The revenue from converting a small amount of gold into cash was nothing compared to the revenue of a small business company. If he could earn an equivalent amount as a blacksmith, Grid would definitely be able to buy the car.


  ‘No, a foreign car is nothing. I can live in a mansion with many foreign cars. If I have that much financial power, Ahyoung will be attracted to me!’


  Grid shook with excitement. On the other hand, Rabbit asked Euphemina after they left Grid.


  “Grid seems afraid of you. Did something happen?”


  “What? Does it make sense that he is afraid of me?”


  Euphemina laughed.


  “Grid is the one who defeated the knight called the Northern Nova. In addition, he overwhelmed four knights with just his presence. Does such a mighty person fear anything in this world? That guy is just playing with me. He isn’t actually afraid.”


  “Hoh…wait? What did you say just now?” Rabbit doubted his ears. “Grid has the power to overcome a knight?”


  “Yes.”


  “Isn’t Grid a blacksmith?”


  “Yes, he certainly is a blacksmith. But he is also strong. I don’t know what his identity is.”


  “……”


  A blacksmith who could create a unique item and was strong? Rabbit was able to get a vague hint about Grid’s identity.


  ‘Perhaps he is…’


  The legendary blacksmith. His name was Pagma. Maybe people only knew him as a great blacksmith, but Rabbit searched through related documents and found out that Pagma wasn’t exactly a blacksmith.


  ‘If he has inherited Pagma’s skills…not only is he an excellent blacksmith, he also has excellent combat skills. Is Grid Pagma’s Descendant? That’s right. It is the most likely option.’


  He never thought that the person he decided to be his business partner would’ve been a legend’s descendant! Rabbit felt an enormous joy that was beyond words.


  ‘I am lucky. This is an opportunity to sell works that contain Pagma’s soul.’


  If he worked with Pagma’s Descendant, he could earn a profit that was equivalent to a huge business company. Rabbit was exuberant. He hastened his steps towards the Mero Company.


  “R-Rabbit! You bastard!”


  Valmont and Philipson, who hadn’t yet noticed that the castle had collapsed from intruders, was caught by surprise by the attack. Philipson was murdered by a furious Euphemina after she discovered he had kidnapped a young girl.


  Then Valmont and Baron Lowe were sent to Frontier and executed by Earl Steim.


  But there was a variable.


  “It is obvious that Rabbit saved the Winston residents from the crisis, but he has noticeably been the Mero Company’s second hand man for a long time. Rabbit could be considered a felon for persecuting the residents of Winston, so I will sentence him to 10 years in prison.”


  Rabbit’s mistake was to overlook that Earl Steim was a stern figure. Rabbit had expected his sins to be forgiven in recognition of his contribution to the downfall of the Mero Company and Baron Lowe, but he was unexpectedly sentenced to prison.


  Rabbit was unhappy, but he had to accept it because it was the earl’s decision.


  “I have formed a relationship with Mr. Grid… It is regretful, but he recognizes my merits so I should just be glad about that.”


  Rabbit smiled as he went to prison. He was satisfied at just decorating one page of the biography of a future legend.


  Winston entered a new era.


  The village was upgraded to a city and the new lord of Winston, dispatched by Earl Steim, distributed exclusive merchandise to the residents and reimbursed the heavy debts of the residents.


  The residents of Winston started talking about the heroes who freed them from their nightmare.


  “Do you know the person called Rabbit? Originally, he was the second highest ranked person of the Mero Company, but he was unable to tolerate Valmont and Baron Lowe’s evil, leading to their downfall. He is currently in prison, but he is the reason we can live like this now.”


  “Do you know the most beautiful woman in the world? Her heart is as beautiful as her face, and she ran alone into the castle to save the residents of Winston. She is the protagonist who caused Winston’s peace.”


  “There was a young blacksmith. The young man with a strong sense of justice fought valiantly to protect the residents of Winston from the Mero Company and Baron Lowe. He tried to protect Khan’s smithy and jumped into the dungeon to rescue the man who was arrested for trying to get to Earl Steim. I am over 80 years old this year and that man is young enough to be my grandchild, but I respect him regardless of his age. Such a just and courageous person is indeed rare.”


  Rabbit, the beauty and the young blacksmith. 


  The travellers who came to Winston were exposed to stories of the three people from the residents. This was evidence that the three people’s reputation had reached its peak in Winston.


  Irene, Winston’s new lady, showed great interest in the beauty and the young blacksmith.


  “Anyway, their merits should be recognized. I would like to meet them as soon as possible.”
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  The media in each country reported the news that the first second class had appeared.


  South Korea.


  The United States.


  The United Kingdom.


  China.


  Japan.


  <…Perhaps the S.A. Group will help a Korean obtain it…>


  People’s interest in the second class was so high that the media from all over the world organized a special program for the first second class.


  On the other hand, Shin Youngwoo sighed after escaping from the dungeon, leaving Rabbit and logging out. As soon as he opened his eyes, he sat in front of the TV, boiled ramyun and trembled as he watched the news.


  “I’m really envious… Getting two more stat points with every level up, isn’t that completely a scam? What bastard got a second class? Ah, damn. I’m sick from envy.”


  Shin Youngwoo couldn’t even imagine that he knew the first person who acquired the second class.


  ***


  The whole family gathered for dinner.


  I declared in front of my family, “I won’t go to the labor office anymore.”


  It was a bolt from the blue!


  “My son Youngwoo. You finally got a job? Great, my son! I believed in you.”


  “Wow, Oppa! Are you going to be an employee now? Congratulations! What should I prepare as a celebration gift?”


  “Sob sob, Mother has been heartbroken in the meantime from all your suffering at the construction sites. Haven’t you gone through a lot of trouble so far?”


  I expected such reactions from my family. But reality was cruel.


  Tak! There was a loud sound as my father placed the spoon down on the table.


  “Are you going to start your life again?”


  My mother sighed. “No matter how hard you work… How will you pay back the debt in the future and what will you do about marriage…?”


  Sehee clicked her tongue. “How can an adult be so selfish? Are you thinking about relying on our parents until you’re old? Oppa is terrible, how pathetic.”


  Unbelievable… Was this my family?


  “Who is planning on playing around at home?” I exclaimed. “Why do you think that stopping the labor jobs is a sign of giving up? Why don’t you think that your son and your Oppa has found a new job?”


  Sehee’s eyes widened like she was really surprised. “What? Oppa got a new job? There is a place that will accept Oppa?”


  My mother spoke to herself. “Perhaps it is a job at a convenience store…? A convenience store job is easy, but the hourly rate is less than the labor jobs…”


  My father asked me with a serious face. “Youngwoo, you haven’t been deceived by a friend and dragged into a multi-level company like last time?”


  “Hey! It isn’t anything like that! I have an incredibly good job!”


  “What is it?”


  “It is a professional gamer. I will make money from the game! Don’t you know that I’m a blacksmith in the game? This is a really good job and I can sell my items for an expensive price. With a little more luck, I can earn the equivalent of a CEO salary someday. A great merchant in the game has promised to support me.”


  “…”


  In the sudden silence, my father spoke in an angry voice. “…So you want to stay home and play games?”


  What? Why was he mad?


  “It is easy to say. The more I play the game, the more money I can earn. Maybe I should live in the capsule all day. Hehe.”


  Ttaak!


  “Keook…!”


  The spoon flew and hit my forehead. My mother gave my father a new spoon and he threw it at my forehead again.


  “Ack! Why? Why all of a sudden?”


  “Tomorrow, go to the labor office.”


  “No, why? Didn’t you hear my words? I will make money from the game!”


  My mother wiped at her tears. “Gosh, your brother is really serious. You shouldn’t be like this, Sehee.”


  What was my mother saying?


  Sehee bit her lip angrily and shouted, “Please grow up, Oppa! You’re going to make money from the game? Haven’t you been playing for the past year? And your debt has only increased! Face reality!”


  “No… it’s different now. I have a new fate now that I’m a blacksmith… I’ve gone through a lot of things and now the best merchant will help me…”


  “Stop talking about the game! The game is a joke!”


  “…”


  I tried to explain the details but they didn’t listen to me. As I looked at the dark scene of chaos unfolding in front of me, I realized my family wouldn’t believe me even if I explained it properly.


  Then the next morning. Due to my crying mother, I had to change clothes and go to the workplace. I took a labor job and worked out the plan for the rest of my life. I needed to level up and complete the class quest, but the most important thing was making money.


  ‘First, let’s accept Rabbit’s proposal.’


  I didn’t know yet how Rabbit would help me get rich. But I was sure that it wasn’t an exaggeration. He was the second highest ranked person in the Mero Company, so he was obviously great. It would be good to trust him as a business partner. 


  ‘If I use Khan’s smithy as a base, I can be very comfortable… Well, I hope to have more time to play the game. But first of all, I need to make money inside the game so that my parents will apologize.’


  Satisfy news could be found at any time when turning on the TV or Internet. My parents should’ve come across people who became world famous or rich through Satisfy.  But nevertheless, they didn’t think I could make money with Satisfy. As Sehee said, it was because I spent one year… no, to be exact, I spent a year and a month already playing Satisfy.


  ‘It isn’t unreasonable that they don’t trust me… I need proof to persuade my parents.’


  That evening. I came home from work and immediately connected to Satisfy. Then I went to Khan’s smithy.


  “Ohh, welcome Grid!”


  Khan greeted me with an incredibly bright expression. It wasn’t just him. The anxiety on all the faces of the residents that I passed by had disappeared.


  ‘Is Winston at peace? It looks like Euphemina and Rabbit did a good job.’


  I asked Khan, “Has Rabbit came here?”


  Khan’s expression darkened. “Um… this letter arrived for you.”


  Khan handed me a letter. I read it.


  [Mr. Grid.


  This is Rabbit. Earl Steim couldn’t excuse all the sins I committed against the people of Winston when I was still part of the Mero Company, so I couldn’t receive a full pardon. My business plan with you is in vain. Mr Grid, with your abilities, you will become the richest person with your own strength. Please ask for Khan’s advice and make wonderful items. Khan’s artistic sense will be a great help to you. I will watch your myth from a distance and sincerely pray for your success.] 


  “Eh?”


  What was this?
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  Perhaps I was too stupid to understand the contents of the letter? It was like how I couldn’t understand a barking dog. “Where is this person now?”


  Khan carefully replied, “Earl Steim has sentenced him to 10 years in prison.” 


  It  was ridiculous.


  “No, why? Wasn’t Rabbit the one who helped Winston?”


  “He is certainly a hero who saved Winston, but Winston was in this crisis in the first place due to the Mero Company. He eventually realized his sins, but the earl thinks it’s too unreasonable to completely wash away his sins.”


  Dammit.


  “Shit… What is this…?”


  Didn’t Rabbit promise to make me rich? But now he was trapped in prison? Stupid bastard! He said he would do something good for me, but it ended up like this.


  Khan patted my shoulder as I was feeling frustrated. “I understand the sadness of seeing the person who rescued you now trapped in jail, but cheer up. You have your life. Don’t be so frustrated.”


  What was he saying?


  “No… I don’t care about Rabbit right now… Oh, by the way, I heard that you were also arrested after me? You didn’t get hurt, did you?”


  Khan laughed. “Why are you worried about me when you were framed and insulted? Your heart is truly as wide as the sea. Ugh…”


  The smiling man was once again in tears. “I actually heard the story. You were surrounded by knights, and didn’t you open your mouth to protect me? Once again, I am deeply moved by you.”


  Was he referring to the incident in the interrogation room? I tried to give up Khan as the one who commissioned Huroi, but I couldn’t answer because my mouth was gagged. I laughed awkwardly. “Well… I could’t sell you out.”


  “Sob… even if you were tortured… Grid! I believe that I can entrust it to you!”


  “What?”


  “This smithy!”


  “… Huh?”


  What did he mean by the smithy?


  ‘Perhaps?’


  Ah, I must’ve heard wrong. I shouldn’t count my chickens before they were hatched. As I felt doubts, Khan smiled benignly and said, “You disguised yourself as my successor to defend this smithy and compete with the Mero Company. From then on, I have already thought of you as my successor. This smithy will be yours in the future.”


  “… No way.”


  There were some users who received a position from a NPC. But I’d never heard of a user becoming the successor of a business. Maybe I was the first.


  “You aren’t joking?”


  “Haha, have I ever said anything false before? As you know, I don’t have a successor. Very soon, I will become too old to work… then this smithy will lose its owner and be neglected. I don’t want this smithy that has been in my family for generations to disappear. I sincerely want you to take over this smithy. You are Pagma’s Descendant and have a great personality, so my ancestors will be delighted. Also, my son is dead…”


  Khan’s face darkened the moment he brought out the story of his dead son. He stimulated a person’s emotions so I asked him to make sure. 


  “Don’t just say it with words. Write a contract! Then I will believe you and will work hard for the sake of this smithy!”


  “…”


  After a while, I received a contract from Khan about the smithy ownership transfer. Then a notification window popped up.


  [You have obtained the position ‘ Smithy’s Successor.’]


  [Smithy’s Successor]


  You will have the same status as the owner in Khan’s Smithy. 


  “This isn’t a dream, right?” I pinched myself as hard as I could. “It hurts…”


  I used so much strength that my cheek was tingling. It wasn’t a dream.


  “This definitely isn’t a dream! It’s real. Hah…! Hahahat! Puhahaha! Yes! Oh yes! Ye~!”


  I couldn’t suppress my joy at the thought of this large two-storey smithy someday becoming mine. Khan looked at me smiling like crazy and declared, “I’m glad that you’re so happy. You can definitely lead this smithy well.”


  “Of course! Now! Let’s work. We will make great items and tell people how amazing our smithy is!”


  “Ohh. Isn’t this good? You’re really motivated!”


  I would receive recognition from my parents from my work at the smithy. I devoted myself to making items for the next few days. From morning to afternoon, I headed to the labor jobs. Then from night until dawn, I connected to Satisfy and made items.


  “I am doing labor again… It seems I am unable to escape from the quagmire of labor…”


  I was only sleeping for four hours a day due to excessive motivation. I was tired, but I could endure it due to the money, stats and skill experience accumulated.


  ***


  The Tzedakah Guild only had 17 members, but they were composed of top rankers and a few elites! 


  Among the 17 people, Jishuka was the guild leader and she developed the habit of checking the auction house every day. It was because she was addicted to the performance of the Special Jaffa Arrows, which she bought around two months ago.


  The Special Jaffa Arrows had the best attack power among the existing arrows. The Special Jaffa Arrows were twice as powerful as general Jaffa Arrows, and had a chance of ignoring the enemy’s defense completely. Jishuka had been thrilled as she felt the excellent performance and destructive power of the Special Jaffa Arrows.


  But after that first day, the Special Jaffa Arrows never appeared in the auction house again.


  ‘Why?’


  Usually blacksmiths would create thousands of arrows. In other words, it was likely that thousands of the Special Jaffa Arrows existed. But the creator of the Special Jaffa Arrows only offered up 99 at the auction.


  ‘It can’t be… has another guild already found the blacksmith?’


  Jishuka became nervous. If another guild got their hands on the blacksmith and monopolized the items, Jishuka and her guild members would be cut off.


  “It’s Jishuka.”


  “Wow, her body looks even more amazing up close.”


  “Shall I give it a try?”


  “Hey you. You will have a terrible experience.”


  Jishuka was the focus of people’s attention as usual. The tanned skin and sensual body made the hearts of men pound. Many males were drawn to her sharp eyes and full lips.


  Jishuka tried to ignore them, but there was a limit. The users started to gather after hearing that Jishuka was at the auction house, so it wasn’t long before the auction house reached the limit.


  “Can you get out of the way?”


  The half moon eyes drew in the men. However, her heavy-handed tone caused an invisible wall around her. In the end, the men couldn’t endure it anymore and gave way. After leaving the people at the auction house behind, Jishuka summoned a hologram keyboard.


  Then she declared in the guild chat window.


  {If you don’t find the blacksmith within this month, you will all enter hell training.}


  {Ohh! I welcome hell training!}


  {Regas! Don’t talk nonsense! It is called hell training for a reason.}


  {Captain, to be honest, it is almost impossible to find a person in Satisfy with so little clues. Do you know how many users there are in Satisfy?}


  {It can’t happen.}


  {…Ohh…I agree…}


  The guild members started complaining. Jishuka told them seriously.


  {A small guild of elites like us must be stronger than others in order to accurately show our value. We need the blacksmith to become stronger. So please find them.}


  {Understood. I will be sure to find the blacksmith.}


  {Hey! We should make a bet. 100 gold from each person for the one who finds them first!}


  {What? I will make 1,600 gold if I win? Okay, I will find them!}


  Jishuka was always tenacious. She truly was a steely woman. It was extremely rare for her to ‘ask’ something from them. Therefore, the guild members were able to realize the urgency of the situation and became motivated.


  Only Regas had a complaint.


  {I want to train…}


  {Where are you? ^^}


  Jishuka used emoticons! The guild members saw it and thought simultaneously.


  ‘Captain is angry.’


  ‘Regas is dead.’


  At that time, there was a notice in the guild’s chat window.


  [Vantner has logged in.]


  It was the appearance of Vantner, who finally took the top spot in the guardian knight rankings five days ago.


  {Welcome Vantner.}


  {Hey, why were you sleeping for seven hours? Aren’t you being too lazy? Your ranking will be taken away.}


  {I saw something interesting on the Internet. I was a little late because I was looking for articles related to the incident. Have you heard of a place called Winston?}


  {A village in the north of the Eternal Kingdom?}


  {Ah~ that place? I stopped by it once on my way to Bairan Village. Why? What’s going on?}


  {There was an item creation game that took place there. It was said that one of the competitors created an epic rated dagger in three hours.}


  {A user, not an NPC?}


  {Yes.}


  {That person!}


  {The blacksmith finally appeared!}


  {We’ve got you!}


  The guild members became excited. A blacksmith who could create an epic rated item in just three hours wasn’t common. Even the number one blacksmith, Panmir wasn’t capable of it.


  Jishuka commanded.


  {Everyone head to Winston! From now on, we will focus our investigation in Winston!}


  {Understood!}


  {If it’s Winston… It will take around three days for me to get there.}


  {I will take a week.}


  {…The person who arrives the latest should be prepared. And Regas, if you don’t arrive in half a day then I really will kill you ^^}


  {C-Captain! I’m in the Burns Principality right now! It will take me two days to get to Winston on horseback!}


  {Don’t rely on a horse and run there directly! Then won’t you somehow arrive in a day?}


  {O-Ohhh! Can I arrive in half a day?}


  {I will kill you if you don’t arrive in half a day.}


  {What should I do?}


  The Tzedakah Guild started to gather in Winston.
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  “Damn! Daaaaammmnnnn!”


  Katz, possessor of the third epic class, was furious.


  Kuwek!


  [You have killed the poisoned pioneer.]


  [5 gold has been acquired.]


  [The poison-soaked cloth has been acquired.]


  [543,500 experience has been acquired.]


  “Ugh…!”


  [You have killed the closed-off pioneer.]


  [2 gold has been acquired.]


  [617,000 experience has been acquired.]


  “This thingggg!”


  A month ago, Katz finally got 39th on the unified rankings. It was the result of taking advantage of his epic class that was specialized in hunting. Katz had been fine until then. It only took him a month to get from 53rd to 39th, so he believed that the number one goal he was aiming for wasn’t far behind.


  But what was going on? Except for sleeping time, he sat in a capsule all day and hunted. However, his rankings stagnated at 39 and he couldn’t increase it. Then today, his ranking dropped to 40th place. Katz’s high pride was shattered.


  “This is me! Why am I wandering around the 40th rank for a month?”


  He got a great epic class, so he declared on air that he would win first place in the rankings. Then what was this? People from all over the world were laughing when they saw the list of rankers. The second son of ‘JIN,’ a leading Japanese conglomerate, was branded as a braggart to the world.


  ‘I can’t understand, no matter how I think about it.’


  Katz didn’t stop thinking while hunting monsters.


  ‘The Blood Warrior’s attack power and battle speed is unmatched. There is no other class that can hunt as quickly and easily as this. Then why isn’t my ranking going up? How are those other people levelling up faster than me?’


  Katz was currently level 215. From level 210, the amount of experience needed to level up increased significantly. This was called the hell section by rankers, yet Katz was quickly climbing the hill by hunting solo.


  But his ranking wasn’t going up. It was useless, despite the fact that his experience kept climbing. He utilized the power of his family, was armed with the strongest items and had the best class. Nevertheless, his ranking…


  “I… it means my gaming skill is less than others!”


  Katz couldn’t understand.


  “I’ve never missed the top spot in any game so far!”


  Compared to his brother and sister who were called ‘geniuses,’ his brains were somewhat lacking. He had a weak temperament and he was totally excluded from being a successor. However, his talent at gaming exceeded his older brother and sister, and he was confident that he was the best in the world.


  But now his pride was shattered.


  “I can’t accept it… I can’t accept it!”


  Katz was a loser in the real world who couldn’t cross the wall of his brother and sister! He didn’t want to be a loser even in Satisfy. So he made a decision.


  ‘I will move my hunting ground. To a stronger place!’


  Currently, Katz was hunting at a place filled with level 230 monsters. Monsters here appeared in groups of three and had different skills, so even the best rankers hunted in a party at this place. 


  Even Katz, who absorbed the enemy’s health every time he attacked, had to rely heavily on potions to play solo here. Now he wanted to play solo at a higher level hunting ground? It was tough, no matter how excellent his class was. If he was the slightest bit careless, he would die and lose experience.


  But Katz had money.


  ‘I will arm myself with better equipment and potions.’


  Katz’ weapon, armor and accessories were all unique rated. But Katz wasn’t satisfied. In particular, the performance of his armor and gauntlets were unsatisfactory.


  [Armor of Great Sorrow]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 38/310   Defense: 459  Movement Speed: -11%


  * Reflects 10% of the damage received.


  * Once durability drops below 100, all stats will increase by 5%.


  An armor that Daymode, a former knight, wore when he fought with Piaro and was falsely accused as a traitor. 


  Daymode’s armor is filled with his grudges and pain.


  User Restriction: Level 180 or higher. More than 750 strength. More than 600 stamina. Intermediate Heavy Armor Mastery Level 4 or higher.


  Weight: 2,300 


  [Black Wind Gauntlets]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 110/170   Defense: 57 Attack Speed: +5%   Accuracy +10%


  Gauntlets used by the Black Wind Assassins.


  It is very light and comfortable to wear, so you can attack the target faster and more securely.


  User Restriction: Level 200 or higher. More than 220 agility.


  Weight: 200 


  The Armor of Great Sorrow had very good options, but its defense was less than other heavy armor. Meanwhile, the Black Wind Gauntlets had a good basic performance, but no special options. Both of them were lacking despite being unique items.


  “I need new armor and gauntlets.”


  Katz decided to log out. Then he went to the item trading site and looked at the list of armor and gauntlets. Tens of thousands of items appeared on the list, but he couldn’t find any that were better than the Armor of Great Sorrow and Black Wind Gauntlets. At this point, the Armor of Great Sorrow and Black Wind Gauntlets were the best items.


  “…Crazy.”


  It was no use, even if he wanted to spend money. Katz cursed at the blacksmith users.


  “Are the blacksmiths just playing around? When will they be able to create items superior to items obtained through hunting or quests? Shit, isn’t this a dereliction of duty?”


  There were at least two billion users in Satisfy. The demand for items was astronomical. But the growth of production class users was relatively slow, so supply couldn’t keep up with demand. The users of Satisfy sincerely hoped for the appearance of a skilled blacksmith.


  Euphemina was fortunate that she became aware of the blacksmith called Grid and asked him to make her an item. But right not, Euphemina didn’t feel so good.


  Frontier, the capital of Earl Steim.


  In a place where hundreds of merchants came and went every day, Euphemina had stayed here for a week already. She gathered information from where she practically lived at the market, and she also monitored the item trading site and auction site every hour.


  But she couldn’t find a way to make the orb. No, all methods of making an orb seemed to have disappeared. Euphemina wasn’t normally interested in how to make items, but now she realized how difficult it was.  In particular, the methods of making items with a high level restriction was like obtaining a star in the sky. 


  “Ohh…in the end, all my efforts are in vain. Is crafting really that rare…?”


  In the past month, Euphemina searched all the major cities in the Eternal Kingdom. However, she didn’t get any results, so she wanted to cry. She earned 6,500 gold from the item creation game and Rabbit’s quest, so she believed that she could easily obtain a production method using this money. However, reality was too cold.


  ‘It is annoying but…’


  Euphemina’s expression stiffened in front of the auction house. It was because her unusually high insight stat detected someone’s gaze. It had started two days ago.  Unknown people were systematically monitoring her.


  ‘Who is it?’


  Euphemina was a secret ranker who renounced many benefits, including fame, by making her name private on the list of rankings. She operated carefully under many pseudonyms. In other words, it was unlikely for someone to catch onto her tail. This was her first experience with being monitored.


  “It is unpleasant…”


  Who? Why? How?


  Euphemina entered a secluded alley. Then she spoke to the air, “Come out. I know that you’re there.”


  ***


  “Come out. I know that you’re there.”


  “…!!”


  The words of the target he was observing caused Faker’s heart to drop.


  ‘Surely, she didn’t see through my stealth?’


  No, it was impossible. Faker was the genius who reached 1st place on the assassin ranking only eight months after starting Satisfy. Even Old Sword Demon, who had been the number one assassin since Satisfy launched, fell down before Faker’s talent. 


  ‘A blacksmith can’t detect my stealth.’


  Faker was convinced and reported it to the party chat window.


  (Does it make sense that she is referring to me? It must be you guys.)


  There was a backlash.


  (Don’t make me laugh! We have secured a safe distance! She can’t have noticed us!)


  (Hey hey, she is staring in your direction in the first place…)


  (ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ The number one assassin is found by a mere blacksmith.)


  (Why did you stick so close…? You have too much pride as the number one assassin…)


  Faker and his party members were all part of the Tzedakah Guild.


  It was around a month ago.


  The Tzedakah Guild received information about the item making game in Winston and quickly gathered in Winston. Then they collected information about the blacksmith who made the epic rated dagger. There were many people watching the game at the time, so it was easy for the Tzedakah Guild to gather information.


  The blacksmith’s ID was Erina. The gender was female. Her height was 160cm She was estimated to be between 17-19 years old. She had bright golden hair down to the waist and a beautiful appearance that was unforgettable.


  The Tzedakah Guild completed a portrait of Erina based on witness statements, before splitting up to track down Erina. Then two days ago, Faker was able to find Erina at Frontier.


  Jishuka heard the report from Faker and commanded.


  {I will meet her in person. Keep watching her until I get to Frontier.}


  And now.


  Faker’s surveillance was on the verge of being noticed by Erina.
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  No, it still wasn’t certain that he’d been discovered. Faker’s Stealth skill was at level 7. Even the top rankers would have trouble detecting him.


  “…”


  Faker held his breath in order to maintain a more complete stealth state. But he couldn’t escape from Erina, no, Euphemina’s insight.


  “Don’t peek at me like a pervert. If you don’t come out, I’ll make you come out.”


  This was Euphemina’s final warning. Faker’s party members became agitated at the dangerous atmosphere.


  (Hey Faker, don’t you think she really noticed?) 


  (It might be a mistake to keep hiding. Remove Stealth and reveal your identity.)


  Faker replied angrily.


  (Blacksmiths don’t have any detection techniques. No, even if such techniques existed, there is no possibility that my stealth would be discovered. Don’t worry about it. That woman is just making guesses…)


  Faker’s conversation was interrupted.


  Peeeong!


  A large explosion occurred in a radius of 3m around Euphemina’s body.


  “Kuk!”


  Faker was in range so he rushed to escape the aftermath of the explosion. But Euphemina had no intention of letting him go.


  “Angel’s Scream.”


  Biiiiiik.


  “….?!”


  Ultrasound waves rattled Faker’s eardrums. Faker made a pained expression as his ears started bleeding. Then Euphemina stared blankly at him and asked, “Who are you? Why are you watching me?”


  ‘Who are you?’ That was what Faker wanted to ask. How did a blacksmith use top-level magic in succession?


  ‘Perhaps?’


  Faker was confused. He needed confirmation.


  Sususuk.


  Faker’s body move slightly and left dozens of afterimages. As Euphemina observed the scene, the hat she was wearing was peeled off by Faker. Faker was surprised. The face of the blonde woman, revealed by the hat, was exactly the same as their portrait. But the ID above her head wasn’t Erina, but Euphemina.


  ‘We were wrong from the beginning. All the information we gathered was false.’


  Faker came to this conclusion. There were countless guilds who wanted to obtain the maker of the Special Jaffa Arrows. They were fiercely competing to avoid having the blacksmith stolen by other guilds. They would spread false information to disturb or trap the competing guilds.


  Faker gritted his teeth.


  ‘We fell into a trap.’


  In the worst case scenario, the item production game in Winston might be a false drama from the beginning. If so, the Tzedakah Guild was dancing on someone’s palm.


  “Give it to me.” Euphemina took back her hat from the shocked Faker. Then she spoke in an angry voice. “Why are you taking away my belonging instead of answering the question? This is annoying.”


  Faker stared at her. “What guild do you belong to?”


  It was a puzzling question from Euphemina’s standpoint.


  “I don’t understand what you are talking about. Rather, shouldn’t you answer? Why did you follow me for two days?”


  “You must be joking… If so, I will use force to make you tell the truth.”


  To define it simply, the Tzedakah Guild was a group of leaders. All of the guild members had aggressive tendencies. Euphemina also had a formidable temperament.


  “…All the men I meet these days are like psychos.”


  Grid was a person to be protected, no matter how much she didn’t like it. However, Faker was different. She wanted to get rid of him for the insult.


  “First you watched me, now you are threatening me? I’ll have to fix that nasty head of yours. Lightning.”


  Pachchik!


  Static electricity appeared around Faker. At the same time, a lightning bolt fell from the clear sky. 


  Kwaang!


  Faker avoided the lightning at a fast speed, producing dozens of afterimages. Then he appeared behind Euphemina. At that moment, Euphemina’s hand touched Faker’s abdomen.


  “Unfortunately for you, I won’t fall for the same technique twice.”


  Peeng!


  Faker’s body was surrounded by flames. But Faker didn’t even scream. He didn’t feel any pain. Euphemina attacked the wrong target. In other words, the Faker standing behind Euphemina was a clone, not the real body.


  Pakak!


  “Ugh!”


  Euphemina was struck in the side by a kick and fell down with a groan. Faker looked down at her and explained, “The same technique can be applied differently. It is certainly great that you can use magic without chanting, but you aren’t my opponent.”


  To be honest, Euphemina was nervous. It was the first time she had been hit in a battle against a user since becoming a Duplicator.


  ‘This man, he is strong.’


  He used top-level assassin techniques and was good at fighting. He was an opponent to watch. But that was all.


  “It is only a moment of elation. Ancient Queen’s Knight.”


  An intense light flashed. Faker recovered from his momentary loss of sight and was astonished. A knight in black armor had appeared in the air in front of him.


  “Familiar…?!”


  It was impossible for a magician to summon a familiar. A summoner class existed in Satisfy. A familiar had to be called using a summoner’s authority.


  -Kuaaaaah!


  The Ancient Queen’s Knight grabbed a part of the darkness around its body and held it like a sword towards Faker. The momentum was like a great mountain was going to hit him.


  “Kuk!”


  Originally, assassins used secret weapons. There was no chance of winning a head on fight against a knight.


  Kwaang!


  Faker narrowly avoided the attack from the knight. Due to this, the outer wall of a building was destroyed and dust scattered all over the place. 


  Pik!


  Faker ignored the sharp piece of stone that scratched his cheek and ignored the knight. Then he threw three daggers towards the worried Euphemina. The dagger flew at a speed that couldn’t be avoided by a magician. It wasn’t useless even if she tried to defend with magic. Faker had tossed a dagger that had a hidden ability to explode in response to magic.


  ‘That’s it!’


  Faker thought he won, but then something unexpected happened.


  Sususuk. 


  Euphemina observed the three flying daggers, then her body moved slightly, creating afterimages and avoiding all the daggers.


  ‘Unbelievable! After a familiar, is it an assassin’s skill?’


  Originally, it required extreme concentration to figure out which of the dozens of afterimages was the main body. However, Faker couldn’t concentrate because the Ancient Queen’s Knight was constantly attacking.


  Faker’s watching party members were forced to interfere.


  “We’re going to help!”


  Faker shook his head.


  “Are you still insisting on a one-on-one fight? Don’t make me laugh! Don’t ignore us!”


  “It can’t be helped. She isn’t an opponent you can win against! Do you think we’ll leave you alone?”


  “Hiyah!”


  Faker’s party members were part of the Tzedakah Guild and also in the top rankings. But the four of them couldn’t overpower Euphemina.


  Over the past month, Euphemina had duplicated the techniques of rankers while searching for an orb production method, so she was currently in her strongest mode.


  “Dragon Claws.”


  While the Ancient Queen’s Knight tied up Faker’s feet, large and sharp stone pillars rose in succession from the ground. Faker was forced to rush in every direction to defend himself, while a rain of fire poured down from the sky.


  “She is using great spells in succession?”


  “No way…”


  The faces of Faker and the party members filled with despair. They got a glimpse of Euphemina’s true power.


  ***


  Jishuka’s face distorted as she arrived at the collapsed scene in the middle of the city.


  “Someone dares touch our guild?”


  Before Satisfy was released, the Tzedakah Guild was the strongest armed group in L.T.S. that no one dared meet. Even the giant guilds were wary of the Tzedakah Guild. Jishuka was determined to make Tzedakah the strongest guild in Satisfy. Indeed, they had already become a famous guild among the top rankers.


  But being well known was separate from being the strongest. In order to reign as the strongest, they couldn’t show even a hint of weakness.


  Jishuka commanded. “Find her right now. We’ll show the dignity of the Tzedakah Guild by shattering her.”


  The opponent was someone who defeated four guild members, including Faker.  According to the testimony of the witnesses, she could use the skills of all types of classes. Her strength probably wasn’t normal.


  ‘Maybe she has an hidden class.’


  But Jishuka wasn’t afraid. The true power of the Tzedakah Guild hadn’t been shown yet. Thus, this was the beginning of the bad relationship between Euphemina and the Tzedakah Guild.
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  I didn’t leave the smithy for the entirety of last month. From the moment I connected to Satisfy to the time I logged out, I stayed at the smithy the whole time. In the meantime, I was able to establish some facts that I knew dimly or discovered new facts.


  First, making the same items repeatedly wasn’t effective in raising the skill experience. Every time I made a different item, the skill experience would rise at a good rate.


  Secondly, the better the materials, the higher the possibility that the item would have a higher rating.


  For example, when making two iron swords based on the same production method, the iron sword with the poor-quality metal had a close to 100% chance of being a normal rating, whereas the one made with the finest metal had a relatively high probability of receiving a rare rating.


  Thirdly, even when I was making items with the same production method and materials, the ones that I spent longer on were the ones that were more likely to have a higher rating.


  It was very fortunate that I managed to make a unique dagger in only three hours. I had to invest at least half an hour if I wanted to make an item higher than a rare rating. In other words, the number of items that could be produced in one day was very limited, so increasing my stats wasn’t as easy of a feat as I thought it would be.


  Fourthly, if I wanted to be a good blacksmith, I had to invest points in stamina, as well as in strength and in dexterity.


  The equipment and minerals used in a smithy were mostly heavy, so I needed high strength to work efficiently. When making an item, I needed to have a lot of stamina if I didn’t want to become exhausted.


  So I really liked my high strength and stamina stat.


  “Pant pant…aren’t you still young? You can’t be exhausted yet.”


  Unlike Khan who took a break every time an item was completed, I was able to produce items constantly without taking a break when I was connected to Satisfy.


  In the past month, I created 73 items, meaning I produced an average of two or more items a day. 11 of the 73 items had a rare rating and 3 of the 73 had an epic rating. As a result, all of my stats increased by 34 points.


  I currently had 11 types of stats: strength, stamina, agility, intelligence, dexterity, persistence, composure, indomitable, dignity, insight and courage. If 11 stats increased by 34 points each, this meant it was increased by 374 points, which was equivalent to gaining 37 levels.


  But I was dissatisfied. Why? I made 73 items. I invested at least six hours every time I made an item. The materials were also as good as possible within my range.


  However, I never made one unique rated item, let alone a legendary one. Wasn’t this too much?


  ‘I only got three epic rated items… Crazy. Is this a legendary blacksmith? Ah, I’m so tired.’


  Every time I made an item, I earnestly prayed for a unique rating. However, it was almost always a normal rating. Every time, I felt an incredible sense of disappointment and wanted to curse at the game.


  The only comfort was that the level of my production skills increased.


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill] 


  Lv. 2


  Produce equipment items that you know how to make.


  You can create the production methods for a new item with the ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation’ skill.


  There is a certain probability of producing rare~ epic rated items.


  There is a rare probability of creating unique rated items.


  There is a very rare probability of creating legendary rated items.


  All stats of a production item will increase by 12%.


  * When rare rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +2 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +30.


  * When epic rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +4 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +80.


  * When unique rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +12 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +300.


  * When legendary rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +25 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +1,000.


  * Something special will occur with every five legendary items created.


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation Skill]


  You can create three equipment item production methods every time the skill level of the ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill’ goes up.


  Number of items that can be created at present: 5/6.


  * When items are produced using this skill, the name of the creator is automatically placed on the item.


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath] 


  Lv. 2


  When you are concentrating on making an item, the will of Pagma’s Descendant will fill the production item.


  All stats of a production item will increase by 7%.


  There is a rare chance of giving special features to your production items. 


   In addition to the increase in my skill levels, there was something else that was gratifying. I had created dozens of items in Khan’s smithy over the past month. Khan wanted to pass on as much knowledge to me as possible before he retired, so I was given one new production method every day.


  This was an enormous harvest. The original method of acquiring production items was to perform specific quests, and the level of difficulty varied. Thus, it was very difficult to find item production methods. I was fortunate enough to acquire many production methods without the need for separate quests, thanks to being Khan’s successor.


  I pulled out a book from my inventory. The title was ‘List of Items Production Methods.’ The book described the details of the production methods I learned. The table of contents had expanded. Starting from my own ‘Failure’ to the Jaffa Arrows I learned in Bairan, to the dozens of works acquired from Khan…


  It was exciting.


  ‘When I was in Bairan Village, I had only four production methods, including the axe, pickaxe, Jaffa Arrow and Failure…’


  When I looked at the production methods, Euphemina entered my mind.


  ‘Why hasn’t that woman come with the method to create the orb?’


  Euphemina wanted me to make an orb for her. That’s why it was highly likely that she would bring the best production method. Then I would be able to get my hands on a production method for free.


  I was happy just imagining it. No, wait…


  “If…if there is only one chance… what if Euphemina brings me the production method and materials, only for me to make a normal-rated orb?”


  Would she take my life? Maybe Euphemina would keep me locked up somewhere until I managed to complete a unique rated orb.


  “If it is her…” I recalled the psychotic smile on Euphemina’s face as she burned the lord’s bodyguards. “…What will she do to me?”


  I no longer waited for Euphemina. Rather, I wished that she would never show up. I shook with terror. Then the door of the smithy opened.


  “Hiik! E-Euphemina?!”


  There was an old saying that a tiger would come when mentioned. It felt like Euphemina had been waiting for me to mention her. Fortunately, the people who arrived at the smithy wasn’t Euphemina. At first glance, they looked like two incredibly high-level male users.


  “Is this Khan’s smithy?”


  “I am Khan… why are you looking for me?”


  They started questioning Khan. “You competed in the item production game with a traveller called Erina a month ago right?”


  “That’s right…”


  “Is she really a blacksmith? Did you witness her making the item with your own eyes?”


  “The question is strange. Is she a blacksmith? Of course she is a blacksmith. She was hired by the Mero Company to participate in the game and I have directly experienced her great blacksmith skills. No, who on earth are you? Why are you asking such strange questions?”


  The men disregarded Khan’s question and talked among themselves. Then they asked Khan again.


  “Is the Mero Company the only organization involved in the item production game? Is there any chance of other organizations being involved?”


  “Cough!”


  Displeasure appeared on Khan’s face. He had been friendly because they were young boys of a similar age to his son, but they ignored his questions and only cared about themselves. The men didn’t care at all about Khan. Rather, they began to talk over Khan.


  “Why aren’t you answering? If you know anything, shouldn’t you tell me? It is better if you don’t waste our time.”


  It was like a threat.


  How funny.


  This was Khan’s smithy. These people were guests. They weren’t in the position to question Khan. Then what was with their attitude?


  They were talking down to Khan, who was similar to their grandfathers. They were ignoring Khan because he was an NPC. In fact, this wasn’t unusual among users. Certainly, NPCs weren’t human. They were just part of the system program, artificial intelligences.


  But I knew.  Despite being artificially made, Khan had his own memories and feelings. He could feel anger and hopelessness. He could cry when sad and laugh when happy.  He was someone I could count on. And sometimes he missed his dead son.


  So I was angry at those who treated Khan casually. “Hey, you over there, what is with your attitude? What right do you have to threaten Khan? Eh?”


  They looked me up and down and laughed as they saw my dirty clothes and old blacksmith hammer.


  “Who is this? When did he get here?”


  What? Why were they speaking impolitely when I wasn’t an NPC?


  “When did I get here? I am obviously an employee here. Why are you so arrogant when entering someone else’s business? Huh? Is this your business?”


  “Arrogant? Don’t make me laugh. We just want cooperation.”


  “Is that the attitude of someone seeking cooperation?”


  “Hah… should we have visited with orange juice?”


  I really hated people like this. Looking at their equipment, they seemed to be rankers close to level 200. However, I couldn’t help being honest when seeing their expressions.


  His companion started mediation. “You shouldn’t get so heated up against a beginner.”


  “Sigh, okay. I have to calm down. Damn, my nerves are irritated after Faker was attacked. Hey, beginner blacksmith, we are looking for the woman. We are in a hurry to find her so we were inadvertently rude to the NPC. It was a mistake.  I’m sorry. Is it okay now? So please move out of the way.”


  “You should apologize to Khan, not me.”


  “……”


  They started ignoring me. They asked Khan once again.


  “Khan, answer me. Do you know if Erina is associated with any organizations besides the Mero Company?”


  Was he worried that I would get hurt? Khan hid me behind his back and replied.
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  “I don’t know. I only met her when we competed in the game, so how could I know so much about her?”


  “Didn’t you team up with your successor and participated in the fight? He also didn’t notice anything about Erina?”


  “Yes.”


  These guys couldn’t even guess that I was Khan’s successor. Maybe it was because I looked like a beginner, as no one would think that the successor of the prestigious blacksmith Khan would be a beginner.


  “…Sheesh.” Whether it was because they were irritated at not gaining anything, or because he was an NPC, the men left without saying goodbye to Khan.


  I pulled out salt from my inventory and sprinkled it in front of the smithy.


  “Phew, unlucky bastards. Don’t come back again.”


  Khan scratched his head as he looked at me. “Shouldn’t you be sprinkling coarse salt?”


  “…Ah, is that so? Hum hum, let’s go back to work.”


  As I turned back to the furnace, Khan opened his mouth and asked, “Are you going to work today without resting?”


  “Of course.”


  “The more I look, the more I feel admiration. You already have excellent skills, but you aren’t satisfied and you keep working hard…”


  Excellent skills… If my skills were really excellent, I would’ve created a unique and legendary rated item among the 73 items that I made. But not only did a unique rating not emerge, I only made three epic rated items.


  I was still lacking. I needed to raise my skill level further. I would make a lot of money and show my parents.


  ‘I need to be quickly recognized by my parents…’


  The fact that I had less time to play the game was a big problem.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  As I concentrated on making the items, Khan sat at the counter and sold the items I made to the customers. It was a very desirable system; other users would go green in envy if they saw this.


  Why? There were three ways that ordinary users could sell items to other users:


  Firstly – they could open up a street stall and sell them to users directly. 


  Secondly – they could sell items at the auction site.


  Thirdly, they could post the items to be sold on a cash transaction site.


  In the first case, a lot of time could be wasted waiting for customers to come. In addition, bargaining with the customers was frequent and could be stressful. The second and third options saved time but there were high fees involved.


  In other words, it meant that a normal user had to take time and money to sell the items. But I was different. Khan sold the items on my behalf, saving me time. He also didn’t charge me a sales commission.


  I just needed to make the items, while Khan sold them and gave the proceeds back to me. If I steadily made money by producing more than two items a day, I would surely become rich someday…


  “…I’m still waiting! This is rotten. No, shit. Does this make sense? I am a legendary class so why can’t I make a legendary item?”


  On that day, the S.A. Group Headquater’s operations team received an email.


  Title: Look and you will see.


  Contents: If you look at my information, you can see that I’m a legendary blacksmith. So why can’t I make any legendary items? If I am a legendary blacksmith, isn’t it normal for me to be able to make a legendary item? No, I didn’t do anything else for a month and made 73 items, but there were no legendary items at all. Yes? I didn’t create a single unique item and only made three epic items, so isn’t this manipulation? Yes? You are probably manipulating this right? Huh? Right? Ah, look. This is really X. Do you want me to snap? Should I go there? Eh? The materials and production method are good, so isn’t this manipulation, you  #~!$@. 


  The employee who checked the email thought it was absurd.


  “What manipulation… First he should raise the level…”


  Level 10 users and level 100 users. Assuming that both of them had the same dexterity stat and skill level, a level 100 user was more likely to produce a higher rated item than the level 10 user.


  In other words, the higher the level of the maker, the better the item. This was common sense among users with production classes. However, this wasn’t known by the user who obtained a legendary class.


  The employees sighed as a group.


  “It is painful to see that great class…”


  Then someone said. “If the contents of the email aren’t false, he really is an unlucky person. With the Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill, he only made 3 epic items out of 73? Unique and legendary items are unlikely because their probabilities are low, but there is a fixed probability of creating an epic item. Looking at this, doesn’t he really seem cursed?”


  All the employees were sympathetic.


  “He really is a person with bad luck…”


  “No wonder why he feels doubts about manipulation…”


  “If it is really possible to intervene, I would like to increase his chances of making higher rated items.”


  From that day onwards, Grid became famous for his bad luck among the game operators.


  ***


   The 73 items I made were weapons and armor with a level 60 limit. The total sales amount was 1,590 gold, with a net profit of 1,079 gold. This was equivalent to exactly 1,294,800 won when converted to cash.


  The game, which I played for 5~6 hours a day, earned me around 1.3 million won a month. If I quit going to the labor office, I would be able to make three times as much money. In addition, if I was fortunate enough to make a unique or legendary item, I could earn tens of millions of won.


  However, my parents didn’t agree, as they knew that the number of people who made money from the game was very low. Furthermore, I had been playing for over a year, and yet I still couldn’t escape my debt.


  That’s right. In society and in my home, I was treated as someone with bad credit. My parents overlapped with the first and second financial institutions that rejected me.


  ‘Should I sell the Ideal Dagger? No, no. It isn’t time yet.’


  I could sell the Ideal Dagger as a means of proving to my parents that I could make money through Satisfy. But I couldn’t sell the Ideal Dagger. The reason for this was the terms of use for the Ideal Dagger.


  In order to meet the Ideal Dagger’s usage conditions, the passive skill called Advanced Dagger Mastery was needed. But at the moment, the top rankers of each class only had intermediate level skills.


  If I put up the Ideal Dagger on the trading site in this situation, only the merchants thinking of future profits would flock to it. Therefore, the merchants were likely to bid at the cheapest price possible and it was likely that the dagger would be sold at an unsatisfactory price. I had to hold onto the Ideal Dagger for the moment.


  It was four in the morning. I reached the end of my limit at the thought of going to the labor office.


  “Do I have to live like this forever…”


  Four in the morning was when most people would still be dreaming. But I had to work until 6 p.m. just for 90,000 won per day, while my body suffered. I could endure it if it was my only way of making money like before, but now it was different!


  I was able to make more money from playing the game than doing labor work, so going to the labor office was just a waste of time!


  “Shit…I want a unique or legendary item. Or if I make a lot of epic items, it will help persuade my parents that I am making a profit… Urgh, dammit. I feel angry as soon as I open my eyes. It can’t be helped. I should get some cold air. Huh? This…”


  As I was exiting my front door to go on a walk around the neighborhood, I saw a flyer sticking out from the newspaper.


  [September 10th! The long-awaited opening!


  The best capsule room is open!


  There are 150 top of the line capsules!


  It is fully equipped with cafe facilities.


  Delicious food cooked by a 5 star hotel chef.


  A feast of beauties and handsome workers! 


  * Please don’t ask for the employee’ telephone numbers.


  On September 10th, for just one day! Any customers who sign up will receive a 30% discount on the capsule room fee for a lifetime!]


  Heok… a lifetime discount on a capsule room? The capsule room was 6,000 won per hour. If it was a 30% discount…


  “This is it!” I got a good idea.


  “Okay!”


  I headed back to my room. I changed into my work clothes and opened the door.


  “Huh? Your work clothes? Are you going to work already? Isn’t it only 4.10 a.m?” My puzzled mother asked and I vigorously nodded.


  “That’s right! I am going work! Hahahahaha!”


  “… Why are you so full of energy in the morning?”


  “Puhahaha! Of course! I am young and overflowing with energy. Then Mother, Father! I will go to work early this time! Puhahahahat!”


  “Youngwoo, are you sick or something…?”


  “Yes… I am worried…”


  I left the house while my parents felt worried. Today was September 10th! I looked for the newly opened capsule room. The colorful banners hung outside a building to announce the opening of the capsule room.


  “This will be my job starting from today. Puhahahahat!”


  Yes, I was going to quit the labor jobs today. Now I would play Satisfy from the moment I got up to when I fell asleep. I would spend the morning and afternoon in the capsule room. Then I would play at home at night.


  “Now I can work harder to make items. Puhahahat!”


  ***


  Recently, Khan’s smithy was a great source of interest for users.


  Among the items sold at Khan’s smithy, there were level 60 equipment made by a craftsman with great talent and potential, but lacking in experience and reputation. His equipment had an almost 20% better performance than normal items. Even the normal rated items were comparable to rare rated equipment at the same level. 


  The users called this the ‘Unknown Craftsman Series’ and it was very popular. The performance was good but the price was rather expensive. However, money wasn’t a problem. They couldn’t live without this equipment.


  The users entered Khan’s smithy on a daily basis.


  “Did the unknown craftsman make any more items?”


  “I will buy any items he made! I will pay however much you want, so please sell it to me!”


  “Give me his name. I personally want to ask him to make me an item. Yes? Where can I meet him?”


  The users wanted to have items made by the unknown craftsman, or they were curious about his identity.


  But Khan never replied.


  Grid always made a limited number of items due to time restrictions, and he didn’t want others to know his identity.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  The crowd at the counter never imagined that the beginner user hammering at the furnace behind Khan would be the one they were looking for.




  Chapter 57


  During the time I worked at the labor office, I played Satisfy for an average of five to six hours a day. But that changed after I changed to the capsule room.  My play time increased by around 10 hours, and now I was connected to Satisfy more than 15 hours a day on average.


  Thanks to that, I could produce double the number of items a day.


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath has increased the effectiveness of your production items.]


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath] 


  Lv. 2


  When you are concentrating on making an item, the will of Pagma’s Descendant will fill the production item.


  All stats of a production item will increase by 7%.


  There is a rare chance of giving special features to your production items.


  “Please give me legendary this time…”


  Currently, I was producing a plate armor with a level limit of 120, based on a newly acquired production method. The value of the materials used was a huge 483 gold! This was one fifth of all my assets. It was the most expensive item I’d made so far.


  I invested a lot of money, but was worried it would turn out to be a normal item, so I spent 20 hours making it.


  “…Yes, I’m honestly not hoping for a legendary rated item. But at least give me unique. Please…”


  I was a legendary blacksmith, so I needed some hope! I fervently joined together the last sheet of iron. Then the armor was completed.


  [Very Delicate Plate Armor]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 272/272   Defense: 303 Movement Speed: -6%


  * There is a small chance of completely defending against stab attacks.


  An armour made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but lacks experience and reputation.


  By applying thinly refined steel plates in two layers, defense and movement has increased.


  User Restriction: Level 120 or higher. More than 380 strength. 


  More than 400 stamina. Intermediate Heavy Armor Mastery. 


  [An epic rated item was produced, so all stats have permanently risen by +4 and reputation throughout the continent has risen by +80.]


  “Dammit!”


  It was an epic item. I was glad that it wasn’t a normal or rare item, but it wasn’t satisfying, considering the amount of time and effort I invested. With thinking about the raw materials value and the capsule fee, there wasn’t much profit.


  Khan didn’t know my thoughts and praised me.


  “Did you really make this armor using the method I gave you? Why did it turn out so differently despite using the same method? You’re truly amazing!”


  “Phew… how much can I get for this?”


  I asked without expecting much. Then Khan said something incredible. “Hrmm… honestly, it is hard to measure the exact price. But one thing is clear. You can get a higher price auctioning this to the knights rather than selling it at the smithy.”


  “Eh?”


  Auction it off to the knights? The fact that NPC knights were buying items at an auction was amazing. But I was surprised at the idea of selling level 120 armor to at least level 180 knights.


  Khan explained.


  “A month ago, I witnessed and admired the knights’ armor at the procession for the newly appointed lady. I could see that there is a great blacksmith at Frontier. But now that I’ve seen your work, it is much better than the work from Frontier’s blacksmith. Haha, it’s only natural, since you’re Pagma’s Descendant.”


  Oh…my armor’s performance was good enough to appeal to level 180+ knights? Indeed, I had the Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill and the Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath. They raised the item stats by 12% and 7% respectively. It might be an epic rating, but the performance of this Very Delicate Plate Armor was equivalent to a level 180 normal or rare armor. 


  ‘There is an added option thanks to the breath skill.’


  I asked about the most important part. “If my item is bought at the auction, what’s the fee I’ll have to pay?”


  “The proceeds for the knights’ auction is from the castle. It is organized in the name of the lady. Nobles have high pride, so they aren’t aiming for personal gain. There is no fee at all.”


  I immediately decided. “Okay. I will put it up for auction.”


  “Good decision. The auction takes place in two days, so I’ll go at that time.”


  “Nope. I’ll go.”


  “Huh? It is okay?”


  “Yes. I’ve been stuck inside for a month, so I want to go outside for a while.”


  “Ah, yes. Then take this with you. This will prove your identity so you can enter the auction without any extra procedures.”


  [You have obtained the token of ‘ Smithy’s Successor.’]


  How much could I sell this armor for? If I followed Khan’s words, could I make a lot of money…?


  ‘No, don’t expect too much. If my expectations are lower, I won’t be so disappointed.’


  I was someone with no luck. I had experienced disappointment more than once or twice. So I steadied my heart.


  Khan suggested, “Why don’t you aim at making an armor that is better than this one in the next two days? Wouldn’t it be better to show several works if you’re participating in the auction?”


  “That’s true.”


  For the next two days, I invested 20 hours a day and made two items. Unfortunately, the result was one normal and one epic.


  “No, how can I make a normal item after spending 20 hours on it? It should at least be a rare item.’


  Did this make sense? No matter how I thought about it, this was due to the S.A. Group. They were worried that my legendary class would destroy the balance, so they gave me the worst probabilities when making items.


  If not, I might be more unlucky than I knew…


  ***


  There were two reasons why the ruler of a territory would host regular auctions for the knights. First of all, it was to help the knights obtain the best equipment. The second reason was to use it as an opportunity to find skilled people.


  Why were they trying to find skilled people? It was to make a business deal. The people who created the most outstanding works at the auction had permission to deliver goods to the lord. It was an opportunity to open a door in life.


  Buzz, buzz.


  Winston Castle’s annex lobby.


  Dozens of people who came to present the items at this auction were gathered with a nervous expression. There were users and NPCs. There were also several blacksmiths.


  I looked at blacksmiths and thought.


  ‘If there is an outstanding blacksmith, I want to recruit them for our smithy.’


  I could assign new blacksmiths to do all types of errands and get a commission from selling the items made by the blacksmiths.


  ‘Once Khan steps down and I become the owner, I will run the smithy with the intention of recruiting new blacksmiths.’


  The auctioneer showed up while I was thinking about a type of slave project.


  “The auction will start in 20 minutes. The auction will last for three hours, and you can stay in the waiting room while it’s ongoing.”


  Then a notification window popped up.


  [You have entered the auction hosted by the lady. Please submit the items to be listed and the minimum bid for that item.]


  I opened my inventory. Then I checked the details of the items appearing in the auction for one last time.


  [Very Delicate Plate Armor]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 272/272   Defense: 303 Movement Speed: -6%


  * There is a small chance of completely defending against stab attacks.


  An armour made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but lacks experience and reputation.


  By applying thinly refined steel plates in two layers, defense and movement has increased.


  User Restriction: Level 120 or higher. More than 380 strength. More than 400 stamina. Intermediate Heavy Armor Mastery.


  [Seemingly Plain Gauntlets]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 83/83    Defense: 29  


  Attack Speed: +4%     Accuracy: +8%


  Gauntlets made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but lacks experience and reputation.


  The exterior doesn’t look like anything special, but it works surprisingly well when worn. 


  User Restriction: Level 120 or higher. More than 1,000 agility.


  “As planned, these two…”


  I decided to register these two items at the auction.


  [Please set a minimum bid price for the Very Delicate Plate Armor.]


  [Please set a minimum bid price for the Seemingly Plain Gauntlets.]


  ‘Hrmm…what should I set it as?’


  I normally made level 60 equipment. This was the first time I made level 120 equipment, and I wasn’t sure of its value.


  ‘I would like to raise the price as high as possible when considering the cost of materials and labor… but if it is too expensive, there might not be a big…’ 


  As I was in distress, a white-haired boy approached me.


  “Mister~ is there a problem?”


  “You…?”


  “Hello. I’m called Steng. My class is a blacksmith. I was watching you, and you also seem like a blacksmith. This seems like your first auction, so I thought I would help you.”


  The boy smiled as he said his name. There was something familiar about the name.


  ‘Who is Steng…?’


  It was a name I knew clearly, but I couldn’t remember why I knew it. I didn’t know if I couldn’t remember because my memory was bad or because it wasn’t important.


  I explained to Steng. “I’m worried because I can’t decide on the bid price of the items to be auctioned.”


  Steng blinked with surprise. “Your teacher didn’t set a bid price?”


  “Teacher?”


  “The teacher who gave you this quest. Aren’t you showing your teacher’s items at this auction?”


  What was he talking about? I was puzzled as Steng pulled out a one-handed sword in a brilliant sheath.


  “This is the special weapon that my teacher created for this auction. Isn’t it amazing? It’s a rare item with a level limit of 190.”
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  A rare item didn’t seem that great, but I just nodded because I didn’t want to nitpick. Steng laughed, put his sword away, and sighed.


  “Hah~ when will us users be able to submit our own items to the lady’s auction?”


  I felt it from the beginning, but there was something strange about the conversation. I had to ask Steng in order to correct the misguided conversation.


  “So…the reason you’re here right now isn’t to put an item you created up for auction? You’re doing a quest to place your master’s item up for auction?”


  Steng smiled and replied. “Of course. Even the number one blacksmith, Panmir, can’t create items that can be shown at auction, so how could I?”


  “…Can you share the quest information?”


  “Huh? Why?”


  “No, I just wanted to check.”


  “Sure. It isn’t a secret, so I’ll show you.”


  [The player ‘Steng’ wants to share the quest information. Would you like to accept?]


  I accepted and the quest information appeared.


  [Teacher’s Errand]


  Difficulty: C.


  This is the first auction that will be held after the appointment of the new lady of Winston.


  Blacksmith Razvan will use this auction as an opportunity to show his skills to the lady of Winston and to get a foothold in Winston.


  So he gave you, his disciple, an errand.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Submit Razvan’s work to the lady of Winston’s auction.


  Quest Clear Reward: 20 gold.


  * If Razvan’s work is successfully bid on at the auction, he will give you a new production method… 


  I forgot, but general blacksmith users often had NPC blacksmiths as a teacher. By steadily carrying out the quests given to them by their teacher, they could raise the level of their blacksmith skills and gain new production methods.


  I was fortunate that Khan gave me production methods without any conditions. 


  ‘I’m certain of it after seeing this quest information.’


  The users didn’t come here to submit their works to the auction. They were running errands for their teachers, just like Steng. As Steng said, it was impossible for the present production class users to produce outstanding items that would satisfy the lady and knights of Winston.


  I could see it clearly. The difference between me and a general user was huge. I didn’t feel much inspiration when I made an epic rated item, but ordinary users were just happy at making rare grade items. I was desperately happy as I realized the greatness of a legendary profession.


  “If you don’t mind, can I look at your teacher’s item?” Steng asked me with a passionate gaze.


  I refused him. It felt like something troublesome would happen. “I don’t want to do that.”


  Steng felt regret. “I see. Then it can’t be helped. By the way, it’s amazing. Your teacher didn’t set a bid price…”


  “Yes. Do you happen to know the average price for armor and gauntlets with a level limit of 120?”


  “Even if the items are the same level, the options are different. Well, normal armor is 300 gold and gauntlets are 100 gold.”


  “Epic rating?”


  “Wow! Did you master make epic items? Making epic items is really uncommon!” Steng admired it before kindly giving me an answer. “The price of epic items vary depending on the options, but shouldn’t the armor be a minimum of 1,800 gold and the gauntlets 600 gold?”


  “…What?”


  100 gold was 120,000 won. In other words, if the Very Delicate Plate Armor and Seemingly Plain Gauntlets were sold at 1,800 gold and 600 gold respectively, I would earn 2.88 million won. Only seven days after starting work in the capsule room, a huge amount of money was entering my hands.


  ‘No, no. If I deduct the materials cost and capsule room fee, the net profit is around 2 million won.’


  Anyway, I was satisfied. Yes, let’s not cling to unique or legendary items. If I make two epic items a week, I could earn 8 million won in a month!


  ‘I can pay off the debt soon!’


  I had a total debt of 10 million won. After obtaining a legendary class in Satisfy, it seemed like this debt of 10 million won wasn’t very big, but it was a huge burden to me a few months ago. I also had to pay the interest on the loan, so I hadn’t made a dent in repaying it. I was able to somehow manage with the labor jobs, but now…


  Anyway! I would finally be able to live a debt-free life. My fear towards the employees from Mother’s Heart is Happy would disappear.


  “Kukukuku…”


  A debt-free life! I imagined a dignified life and couldn’t suppress the laughter. Then I suddenly met Steng’s eyes. Steng’s complexion turned blue after he witnessed me laughing.


  …I had felt it in the past, but my smile was really the worst.


  Children cried when I smiled. People started swearing instantly when I smiled. People took money out of my pocket when I smiled. People bought me cigarettes when I smiled. Women were unhappy when I smiled.


  ‘After I pay off my debt, I should get plastic surgery…’


  I was seriously distressed about this as I set the minimum bid based on the price Steng told me.


  [You have set the minimum bid price for the Very Delicate Plate Armor at 1,800 gold. Is this correct?]


  “Yes.”


  [You have set a minimum bid price for the Seemingly Plain Gauntlets at 600 gold. Is this correct?]


  “Yes.”


  [The items have successfully been registered at the auction.]


  Everyone finished registering their items. The auctioneer confirmed it and showed us to the waiting room. There was a large tiger leather rug on the floor and ornaments made of gold and silver on the shelves. The chandelier sparkled. It was an incredibly luxurious place for common people like me.


  ‘How extravagant would the lady’s room be?’


  As I was stunned by the wealth that nobility possessed, Steng came up to me and spoke.


  “You can’t pick up the ornaments over there. I’ve been involved in a lot of auctions while running errands for my teacher, and there are always people who try to steal things from the castle. They were discovered and punished… Grid should be careful.”


  “Yes, I understand…I won’t. Hey, wait! Do you think I am a thief? Anyone would feel bad when hearing it.”


  “S-Sorry.” Steng quickly apologized and stepped away from me. However, he continued glancing at me. He seemed to suspect that I would steal something. I showed him a laugh and was branded as a criminal.


  ‘Sigh, that bastard. He has a discerning eye.’


  I had to give up on stealing. I only wanted to take one candlestick, but it couldn’t be helped while he was watching. I sat on the couch in anticipation of the results that would appear in three hours and decided to take a nap.


  ***


  Irene was Winston’s new lady and the only daughter of Earl Steim. She currently only had the title of an Earl, but she would become an Earl later on. In other words, she was the next successor to Earl Steim and the one who would be a peak figure in the north.


  Therefore, her knights had a sense of burden and responsibility that other people couldn’t imagine.


  ‘We have to be the best knights for Lady Irene.’


  Irene’s knights didn’t neglect training their minds and bodies. But there was a limit to the body and talents. Therefore, they coveted powerful equipment that would make up for any lacking parts.


  The auction held today in Winston was very disappointing.


  “There is nothing good.”


  Winston had become a big city due to breakthroughs in the north. However, it was still lacking compared to Frontier. It was the same for the abilities of the technicians. The accessories, clothes and armor shown at the auction were all inferior. Some technicians submitted good items, but it wasn’t enough for the knights.


  Two hours had passed since the auction started, but there hadn’t been a single bidder on any of the items so far. In this disappointed atmosphere, the auctioneer smiled widely.


  “You should pay attention to these items.”


  “Oh…!”


  As the armor and gauntlets were revealed, the sleepy-looking knights burst out with excitement.


  “How great!”


  “It is difficult to find such armor in Frontier.”


  The knights examined the armor and gauntlets closely before asking the auctioneer.


  “Who was the blacksmith that made this? Is it the rumoured Khan?”


  Khan was a blacksmith who was somewhat renowned in Frontier. The knights guessed that Khan was the one who made the armor and gauntlets. But the auctioneer gave an interesting answer.


  “Not exactly. They were made by Khan’s successor. He is revered by the residents of Winston and is one of the three heroes.”


  “Hoh… The rumoured righteous blacksmith?”


  “Yes.”


  The knights smiled warmly.


  “There is such a great person here in Winston. A person with an exemplary personality and excellent skills… He will be one of the talented people working for Irene one day.”


  “Its value is much higher. I will bid 2,000 gold.”


  “You are only giving 2,000 gold? Your eyes are terrible! I will bid 2,500 gold!”


  “2,800!”


  “Why are you trying to take something that I saw first? I will bid 3,000 gold, so everyone give up!”


  Earl Steim was considered one of the wealthiest nobles in the Eternal Kingdom. Therefore, the knights of the family were paid a huge salary. The knights were overflowing with money, so the bid prices of the armor and gauntlets made by Grid skyrocketed.


  ***


  “Mister Grid. Mister Grid.”


  Uhh… what? Was it time to go to the labor office? I slept without knowing anything about the world and woke up due to someone shaking me.


  “Mister Grid, the auction has ended.”


  “Ah…”


  That’s right. This place wasn’t my house.


  ‘This is… It has already been a week since I quit the labor jobs, but I’m still worried about needing to go…’


  I wanted to quickly escape from the trauma of the labor jobs, so I quickly left the waiting room with Steng. Then I headed to the lobby where the auctioneer was waiting. The auction manager confirmed the number of people and said.


  “There was a total of six items auctioned off at this auction.”


  The crowd was shaken.


  “Only six? I put up seven items alone…”


  “Weren’t there over 100 entries? Yet only six succeeded?”


  This was ominous.


  ‘What if my items weren’t won? Did I set the minimum bid too high? If I knew this, I would’ve set it at a cheaper price.’


  As I was feeling troubled, the auctioneer called out the list of items that had been sold.
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  “Ms. Clarice’s presented work, the ‘Diamond Necklace that Causes a Slight Change in Sensation’ has been won for 453 gold. Mr. Grees’ presented work, ‘Cold Protection Inner Armor’ has been won for 189 gold. Mr. Piglet’s presented work, the ‘Bitter but Superior Strength Potion’ has been won for 15 gold each. Mr. Steng’s presented work, the ‘Long Sword that Easily Harmonizes with Magic’ has been won for 1,900 gold.”


  The people whose items were won cheered.


  Steng also rejoiced.


  “My teacher’s work was sold! Teacher will be very pleased!”


  Stein would be given a new production method with this quest clear reward. He approached me with the intention of receiving congratulations, but my stomach hurt and my mouth didn’t open.


  ‘Dammit. My items weren’t won after all… Shit, I should’ve made the price cheaper.’


  As I was trembling with anger and regret.


  “Mr. Grid’s presented work, the ‘Very Delicate Plate Armor’ has been won for 3,500 gold. The ‘Seemingly Plain Gauntlets’ have been won for 2,000 gold.”


  “…Eh?”


  I doubted my ears. Did he say 3,500 gold just now? It wasn’t 2,000 gold?


  The other people freaked out.


  “No way… How can an item be sold for such an expensive price?”


  “As expected from epic items! The level limit is also over 100…”


  Steng sent me a look of envy. “Amazing! Your teacher must be an incredibly good blacksmith! Is he a blacksmith with the Advanced Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship skill? Huh?”


  “…”


  I couldn’t hear anything. The words ‘I made money’ and ‘jackpot’ echoed through my head. 5,500 gold in cash was…


  ‘6,600,000 won…’


  A huge sum that would require 73 days of labor was earned in just one week. It was also from two epic items!


  “Abo…aboooo…”


  I wanted to cheer, but my mouth wasn’t working well. The auctioneer spoke while I was completely baffled.


  “Mr. Grid, the administrator wants to meet you. Follow me.”


  Steng congratulated me. “Wow! Now you will be entitled to deliver goods to the castle. The smithy will become quite busy and the quests you will receive from your master will be enormous! Congratulations!”


  Steng was sincerely happy, unlike me who felt pained when I saw him doing well. He was still in his mid-teens, but he was very friendly. I liked it. Once I became the owner of the smithy, I would be sure to recruit him. He seemed like the type who wouldn’t complain over some unreasonable labor.


  “Thank you for congratulating me. Then I’ll see you next time.”


  I gave Steng the kindest smile possible as I looked forward to our reunion someday. Steng looked blue as he took a few steps back and replied.


  “Ah, goodbye.”


  I said goodbye to Steng and headed to the administrator’s office. The administrator was a middle-aged man. He had an impressive mustache and welcomed me warmly.


  “Ohh, you’re Grid! I was very impressed after seeing your work. I was wondering how you became the smithy’s successor at such a young age, but I’m fully convinced after seeing your skills! Come, sit down.”


  The administrator and I sat across from each other. A maid emerged with some tea.


  ‘Wow…the scent of this Elpa tea is different.’


  The fragrance of the Elpa tea that Khan made for me was very weak. I had to hold my nose to the cup in order to barely smell something. But the Elpa tea here was intensely spicy. I could enjoy the scene without putting my teacup to my nose.


  ‘Expensive tea leaves are used.’


  When else would I get the opportunity to drink such expensive tea for free? I drained the hot tea and handed the empty cup to the maid.


  “Another cup, please.”


  “Yes.”


  Gulp. 


  “One more cup.”


  “Yes.”


  “Kya~~! One more cup!”


  “…Yes.” The administrator gave a hearty laugh after the fourth cup of tea. “According to the residents, you are someone with a heroic appearance… Yet you aren’t nervous at all in front of someone with a high position.”


  Did I make a mistake? I belatedly realized, but the administrator shook his head.


  “Be as comfortable as you want. It’s fine.”


  “…Ah, yes.”


  The administrator seemed to be a person who didn’t like formalities. He cut to the chase. “I would like to distribute your equipment to the lady’s knights and soldiers, what do you think? Are you willing to do business with us?”


  Okay, it finally came. I wanted to accept the deal right away, but there were a few things to keep in mind.


  “I don’t know if you know, but our smithy is doing extremely well right now. I will be busy, so I’m not sure if I will have enough time to make equipment for the knights and soldiers.”


  I didn’t want to make equipment for the soldiers. Considering the average level of the soldiers, I needed to make level 50 items, which wouldn’t make me a lot of money.


  ‘I know for sure after this auction. The more high level the item limit, the greater the profit. It’s much better to make one level 120 item than a dozen level 50 items.’


  The administrator nodded.


  “I see. Come to think of it, there is tremendous craftsmanship in your work. You probably invest quite a lot of time and effort every time you make an item. I was stupid to ask you to make hundreds or thousands of supplies for the soldiers. If so, I will change the criteria. Please just create equipment for the knights.”


  “Yes, I understand.”


  Good, the story was going well. Then the administrator surprised me with his next words. “But I have a condition. The equipment to be distributed to the knights should be better than the works submitted to the auction today.”


  “Huh?”


  The two items submitted today had an epic rating. In other words, the administrator was telling me to deliver items above the epic rating.


  ‘This crazy person. If I invest more than 20 hours every time I make an item, there isn’t any guarantee that I won’t get a normal rating.’


  The administrator spoke while I was confused.


  “Of course, I know that making such great works is difficult. So I promise that I will buy it at a higher price.”


  “A higher price…?”


  “It will be 10% more than the winning bids in today’s auction. Of course, it you make a work that is much better than the ones submitted today, I am willing to pay a higher price.”


  There was no need to listen any longer. I stood up and cried out. “Okay! I will return to the smithy right now. Then I’m going!”


  The administrator called me back while I was motivated to make items quickly.


  “First of all, please make me three swords. Some of the knights’ weapons have been compromised due to an incident not long ago.”


  Then the quest information rose up.


  [Business with the Administrator (1)]


  Difficulty: A


  Winston’s administrator, Vladi, has asked you to make equipment for the knights.


  He has given you a good deal in consideration of your high skills. If you let him down, this business deal will be immediately destroyed.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Make at least three epic rated swords with a level limit between 120~180, and deliver it within a week.


  Quest Clear Rewards: Depends on the level of the items delivered. 


  Quest Failure: The business deal with the administrator is cancelled and the quest will be destroyed. 


  ‘Isn’t this quite good…?’


  I invested 20 hours for each item over the past few days and made three items. Two of them had an epic rating and one had a normal rating. It meant I had a two-thirds chance of creating an epic item. It seemed possible to create three epic items in a week.


  ‘Unless my luck suddenly disappears and I don’t get any epic items, this is a quest that can definitely be cleared!’


  I was filled with a strong confidence as I left the castle. As I walked along the road to the smithy, the residents approached me and whispered.


  “Mr. Grid, some people are following you.”


  “That’s right. You should be careful, because they might be bad people.”


  My affinity with the residents was at the maximum so they showed me great favor. They would let me know if danger was approaching.


  “Following me?”


  Who was it? I gazed in the direction that the residents indicated.  At the entrance of an alley, under the shade of a tree, behind a street vendors, etc. Suspicious people were hiding their bodies as much as possible.


  “Wow…aren’t a lot of people following me?”


  I got goose bumps. Was I the target of a mysterious assassination organization like the protagonist of a movie?


  … No, it didn’t seem like it when I looked closely. As I looked closely at the faces of those following me, I saw that they were people who were at the auction. They were following me to find out who my blacksmith was.


  I asked the residents. “Keep them from following me. There’s no need to worry, since they aren’t dangerous.”


  The residents replied vigorously with resolute eyes.


  “Okay. I do everything I can to help you!’


  “Just leave it to me!”


  The residents rolled up their sleeves. Dozens of them shouted at once. Then they ran towards those following me.


  “W-What? Why are they grabbing us?”


  “Hiik! What is with these NPCs?”


  “Let go!”


  Thus, things were quickly sorted out. I briefly thanked the residents and returned to the smithy. After describing the situation to Khan, I logged out.


  “Hu… huhuhut!”


  The capsule room. I wasn’t able to suppress my laughter after emerging from the capsule.


  “Puhahahahat! I am now rich!”


  As soon as I shouted, everything seemed like reality instead of a dream. I earned 6.6 million won in just one week! I also got the right to deliver items to the castle. My 10 million won debt would soon be paid off and I could escape from my debt-ridden status.


  One day, I would be able to drive a foreign car!


  ‘Ahyoung will be sitting in the passenger seat!’


  Huhuhu...I couldn’t stop laughing from joy. I was so pleased that even tears emerged. Then an employee came up to me.


  “Excuse me, you are being a nuisance to other customers, so please be quiet.”


  “I’m sorry.”


  I paid for the room and went home.


  ***


  Shin Youngwoo left the capsule room.


  The employee clicked his tongue.


  “A person like that is talking about being rich… He laughed while saying he is rich. There’s no doubt that he’s crazy.”


  “Doesn’t he seem jobless and homeless? Isn’t he wearing the same work clothes every day? Right?”


  “I think so too… He regularly uses the capsule.”


  The student employees were talking about Shin Youngwoo. Shin Youngwoo came to the capsule room early in the morning wearing the same clothes, so he seemed pathetic.


  “I saw his member information, and he’s 26 years old right now. Tsk tsk, how pathetic is his life? I shouldn’t live like that after graduating from university.”


  “Stop talking about that person and let’s talk about Satisfy. Did you know that I reached level 40 yesterday?”


  “Wow, really? Amazing! I’m still level 39. Hey, where are you levelling up so quickly?”


  “I was hunting. Fortunately, I obtained a rare item, so hunting became easier. I am faster due to the power of the item.”


  “Where is an item for magicians? Ah ~ ~ ~ I want a rare item. Hey, what level do you think that homeless person is?”


  “Pff, look at him. Does he seem like he can play the game well? Satisfy is a world that is crueler than reality. A loser in reality has to be a loser in Satisfy. There’s no need to worry. He isn’t a high level user.”
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  In the past few months, Earl Steim thoroughly searched and demolished almost all the Yatan Temples in the north.


  The Yatan Church was being punished for kidnapping a virgin to sacrifice her. But Earl Steim was especially fearful since his daughter Irene was kidnapped. It was fortunate that Irene was rescued, but he lost his most powerful shadow, Doran, in the process.


  Earl Steim had a fierce desire to get rid of the Yatan Church. But the elders of Yatan were distributed in great numbers across the continent. It wasn’t easy to kill those who bred endlessly like cockroaches. There was even a Yatan Temple on the outskirts of Winston.


  “At the very least, there should be no more Yatan Temples in the north…”


  Irene’s hatred was just as strong as her father’s. She couldn’t tolerate the existence of the Yatan Church in Winston. She still hadn’t forgotten the terrible fear she felt after being abducted by the believers of Yatan. She shook at the thought of being a victim again.


  A few days ago, she sent out her army to destroy the Yatan Temple. But due to the heavy resistance of the believers, the army returned without any achievements. The number of casualties was 100 soldiers and three knights were seriously injured.


  Irene proclaimed. “Reorganize the temple expedition. This time, make sure the temple burns to ashes!”


  Irene showed great ambition by investing more troops. Irene touched the blue ring hanging from her necklace as she watched the troops.


  “Doran…I will get revenge for you who sacrificed your life for me.”


  ***


  [Eighth Servant]


  Difficulty Level: SS


  You have become one of the most blessed beings of God Yatan. Head to the northern part of the Eternal Kingdom and save the believers who are being suppressed there!


  If you spread the greatness of God Yatan to the pagans in the north, you will be given the position of the Eighth Servant.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Earl Steim’s army is constantly attacking the Yatan Temple in the north. Rescue at least 300 stranded temple believers. 


  Number of followers rescued so far: 0/300


  Quest Clear Reward: The position of ‘Eighth Servant.’


  * Eighth Servant: The skill ‘Infinite Faith’ will be created. The skill ‘Teaching Doctrines’ will be generated. 


  The skill ‘Divine Punishment’ will be generated. 


  Quest Failure: Level -5. Faith -1,000 


  The soldiers in the north of the Eternal Kingdom were known for their strength. Obviously it would be a tough fight. But Yura didn’t even hesitate to move towards Winston.


  ‘I have to become stronger.’


  Not long ago, Yura faced Agnus who was 7th on the unified rankings. Then she realized the greatness of an epic class. She felt helpless, just like when she confronted the mysterious man with the ID of Grid.


  Now she had acquired an SS-grade quest. It was a golden opportunity. Yura was determined to use this quest as a stepping stone towards the ultimate goal of being first in the rankings.


  ***


  I received a level 160 sword production method from Khan. But the production method was quite burdensome. Based on the list of ingredients required, it would cost 950 gold to make this sword.


  “Well… it can’t be helped.”


  I currently had 6,710 gold. With this money, I could only make seven swords. In addition, the number of swords I could make in a week was just seven.


  “Seven. Isn’t it good that everything adds up to seven?”


  In South Korea, the number seven was a symbol of good luck! I trusted the lucky number.


  “I’ll do it in one go~! An epic item is coming! Hehehehehe!”


  I was caught up in the pleasant mood and hummed while spending 20 hours on the sword. And the completed work…


  [Durable Longsword]


  Rating: Normal


  Durability: 250/250   Attack Power: 200


  A sword made by a craftsman with great skill and potential but lacking in experience and reputation.


  It won’t be easily damaged after being tempered for a long time.


  User Restriction: Level 160 or higher. More than 950 strength. Intermediate Sword Mastery. 


  Weight: 600 


  “…Who said that seven was a lucky number? Urgh, I want to kill them.”


  One attempt flew away. It was normal to feel like cursing the system. However, the value of the materials couldn’t be returned. I barely moved my legs that were trembling from anger and approached Khan.


  “How much will this sell for?”


  Khan looked at the sword for a long time before replying cautiously. “It is around 800 gold.”


  “W-What?”


  I almost grabbed Khan’s collar. The materials I used were worth 950 gold, but the value was only 800 gold? Then what was this?


  “An equipment like this with the original conditions won’t trade well. This is why…”


  Khan elaborated.


  Here was a brief summary:


  A level 160 item would have a better basic performance than a level 120 item. Normal rated items had no options, while rare items had a small option attached. Depending on how the options were set up, a level 120 rare item often outperformed a normal level 160 item. Therefore, the prices of the two items didn’t vary greatly.


  People with money were more likely to buy the level 120 rare item than the level 160 normal item.


  “In other words, get rid of the normal items…”


  Khan comforted me. “But your equipment is good even with a low rating, so you won’t see a big loss. Please be comforted by that.”


  ‘Comfort… Hah, this is really messed up.’


  In the future, I could make six more swords. Based on the two-thirds probability of getting an epic item, I had a chance to clear the quest.


  “Damn, this time it will surely work!”


  I became extremely focused. Then I tried to make the best possible sword. 


  20 hours later.


  The second sword was complete.


  [Durable Longsword]


  Rating: Normal


  Durability: 250/250   Attack Power: 200


  A sword made by a craftsman with great skill and potential, but lacking in experience and reputation.


  It won’t be easily damaged after being tempered for a long time.


  User Restriction: Level 160 or higher. More than 950 strength. Intermediate Sword Mastery.


  Weight: 600 


  “Hey, this #@!$%~! The operators @#$:) Bastards! They are manipulating this $!@#! No, why are you doing this?”


  Khan brought me a cup of warm tea. “Have strength. Trials will come to everyone. If you overcome this trial…”


  “Ah, don’t talk to me! I am too annoyed right now.”


  “……”


  I ran out of Khan’s smithy and yelled towards the sky, “These damn operators! If you manipulated the probabilities, I will accuse you to the Consumer Rights Center! You #$@!#!!”


  I used the best materials. I did my best during the production. If the operators had a minimum of conscience, a normal result wouldn’t come out. I believed so and started making the third sword.


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  I barely slept for the past few days as I kept hammering.  My shoulders were tired by I didn’t stop hammering. It was a matter of pride. I had the title of the legendary blacksmith, so I couldn’t keep making normal rated items. I would escape the manipulations of the operators and create an epic item.


  … Not long ago, my goal was to create a unique or legendary item, but now, I was only aiming for epic. But what could I do? Reality wasn’t kind so I had to settle for epic items.


  It was dinner time. I had no appetite. I didn’t know if the rice entered my mouth or my nose.


  My mother was worried about me and asked with a bemused expression. “Hey Youngwoo, did something bad happen? I worked on those braised short ribs for a long time, so why are you sucking on bone for five minutes?”


  “A pathetic person like me isn’t qualified to eat meat…”


  One and a half days had passed in reality, while 6 days passed in Satisfy. In the meantime, I made six swords and the result was three normal, one rare and two epic swords. Now I could make one more sword before the time limit was over, but I only had two epic rated items.


  ‘I’m ruined… Ruined…’


  When investing 20 hours to create an item, the probability of making an epic item was close to one third. In other words, the possibility of my remaining sword being an epic item was very low.


  My quest ‘Business with the Administrator’ would soon be destroyed.


  ‘I have a legendary class but I can’t even make an epic item… I am a truly pathetic person who doesn’t deserve food.’


  The frustrated Sehee placed a braised rib on top of my rice bowl.


  “What’s new? Oppa, haven’t you always been pathetic? Why do you need to look so weak now? I don’t know what type of adversity Oppa is going through these days, but the only good thing about you is that you don’t know how to give up. Right? When Oppa was in 6th grade in elementary school, you were able to memorize everyone from the 1st grade to 6th grade, so don’t be frustrated this time and be patient. Oppa will surely be able to overcome these difficulties.”


  “S-Sehee… did you eat something bad?” I got goose bumps at the words that Sehee normally didn’t say and asked my mother, “Mother, maybe there’s something wrong with the braised ribs. Are these beef short ribs? Is this beef from cows with the mad cow disease?”


  “These are pork ribs!”


  Ppak!


  Sehee picked up the piece of rib she gave me and threw it at me. The rib slid down the side of my face as I seriously wondered. Why was I being hit every time I sat down for a meal? Why was I being treated worse than a dog by my family members?




  Chapter 61


  After the meal ended, I headed straight back to my room and entered the capsule to connect to Satisfy.


  Khan greeted me, “Did you have a good night’s sleep? Are your worries relieved now?”


  “Old Man Khan, I’ve decided to just drop everything.”


  “Huh? Drop everything?”


  “I will clear my mind and abandon my obsession. Anyway, the goods made with my poor skills aren’t worthy of being delivered to the castle. It is no use, no matter how hard I try.”


  “No, what are you saying? How can Pagma’s Descendant say something so weak?”


  Khan was truly angry. It might be acceptable for other blacksmiths, but it was unacceptable for someone as talented as me. I ignored him and stood in front of the furnace. Then I started on the seventh and last sword.


  ‘I won’t be obsessed with the result anymore.’


  No matter how I tried, the result would be randomly decided anyway. Even though I knew this fact, I was still foolish enough to select the best materials and devote a lot of effort. I steadied my heart. Unlike before, I just worked silently without worrying about the result. I used my accumulated knowledge and experience to let my body flow while making the item.


  The sword started to shine as dawn arrived. Morning was coming soon. I was entirely focused on the task and didn’t realize the time.


  Then a notification window popped up.


  [The deadline for the ‘Business with the Administrator (1)’ quest is in two hours. Please complete the quest within two hours.]


  I would see a ‘quest failed!’ after two hours. It was like this notification window was mocking me. I entered the last stage of the sword production. After a while, the sword was completed.


  [Sword of Self-transcendence]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 365/365   Attack Power: 356  Attack Speed: +6%   Accuracy: +10%    Attack and Defense Rate: +10%


  * Will do an additional +200 damage during each attack.


  * The skill ‘Perfect State of Self-transcendence’ will be generated.


  A sword made by a craftsman with great skill and potential but lacking in experience and reputation. He has abandoned all thoughts and desires while only concentrating on his skills.


  The craftsman doesn’t realize it himself, but he has completed a sword that has never existed in this world before.


  User Restriction: Level 160 or higher. More than 950 strength. Advanced Sword Mastery level 2 or higher.


  Weight: 400 


  [An legendary rated item was produced, so all stats have permanently risen by +25 and reputation throughout the continent has risen by +1,000.


  [The title ‘Only Legendary Item Maker’ has been acquired.]


  The title I got when I made the unique dagger was the ‘First Unique Item Maker.’ But the title for the legendary item had the word ‘only’ compared to ‘first.’ The creation of a legendary item in Satisfy reminded me that I was the only Pagma’s Descendant.


  “……”


  I confirmed that Khan was squatting in a corner of the smithy. I had been angry at Khan every time I couldn’t make the desired item in the past week. Despite my cold treatment, he kept giving me advice and encouragement.


  Khan must be feeling a great deal of sorrow. Look. How lonely did he look now? I must be a bad guy to Khan. He might be seriously questioning his decision to hand me this smithy.


  I slowly went up to him. I rubbed his shoulders that were tense from the daily repetition of hard labor.


  “Old Man Khan, I’m sorry for the past week. Didn’t you go through a lot of trouble because of me? I will no longer let you be lonely.”


  “G-Grid…?” Khan was very confused when I said these strange words. “Surely you aren’t…? Are you planning to jump into the river after making a low rated sword? Huh?”


  Was it because he already lost a son? I stopped his desperate shouting by showing him the sword.


  “How can I do that? Now take a look at this.”


  “Heok!” Khan trembled. “This… this is a masterpiece…! C-Cough!”


  “H-Hey! Old Man Khan! Old Man Khan!!”


  He was too surprised! Khan collapsed in pain as he struggled to breathe.


  “No! Don’t die! You can’t die!!”


  Khan was the one who gave me my class quest. I hadn’t even started the quest yet. It would probably take me a very long time to clear this quest. Until then, Khan needed to be alive.


  “Shit!”


  I lifted Khan. Then I rushed him towards the clinic.  After a while, the doctor finished the examination and laughed. “You don’t have to worry. It is just a symptom of temporary shock, and he will have no problems in the future.”


  “R-Really?”


  “Yes. You can rest assured and stop crying.”


  “W-What? Who is crying?”


  The doctor just smiled silently after hearing my words.


  “Kuk…!”


  I exited the clinic in shame and ran towards the castle.


  “Dammit! What nonsense was he saying? I was crying? Hah. Crazy! Who would cry because of an NPC!”


  I was filled with confidence because my inventory contained two epic-rated swords and one legendary-rated sword.


  ***


  Winston Castle.


  The 1,000 soldiers and 8 knights were defeated by the Yatan Temple and returned. There were close to 400 casualties. Irene couldn’t believe it. “How did this happen? I heard that there are only 150 enemies. The followers of Yatan are strong, but isn’t this defeat nonsense?”


  Irene’s knight captain, Phoenix explained with a sad expression. “According to the report, there is a great person among the Yatan followers. Even the knights weren’t a match…”


  “Don’t tell me…?”


  Phoenix read the question in Irene’s eyes and nodded.


  “That’s correct. Perhaps he…no, she is one of the rumored ‘Seven Servants.’


  It was said that the Yatan Church had seven servants. They were those who received the favor of God Yatan and were powerful being that transcended humans.


  “How could such a great person be here…?”


  The nobles at the meeting were frightened and scared.


  “If one of the Seven Servants is present, Winston might turn to hell!”


  “We should reach out to Earl Steim right now…!”


  In contrast, Irene was calm. She ignored the nobles and spoke to Phoenix.


  “Many the rumors about the Seven Servants are exaggerated. Isn’t it? If the Seven Servants are really as strong as rumored, the temples wouldn’t have been wiped out.”


  Phoenix agreed.


  “Yes. The Seven Servants aren’t as strong as everyone thinks.”


  Irene touched the blue ring. “It would be a massive blow to the Yatan Church if we kill one of the Seven Servants with our own hands. It will also honor Doran’s soul.”


  “What…?”


  The nobles tried to protest Irene’s decision to fight against one of the Seven Species. At that time, the door of the conference room opened and the butler ran into the room.


  “Administrator! Lady! There is something that both of you should look at!”


  How urgent would it be to interrupt the meeting between the lady and the nobles? Everyone in the conference room hurriedly got up from their seats. Then they followed the butler.


  The castle’s garden. There was a black haired youth standing in front of the glittering fountain. He was looking at the fountain with very serious eyes. Then he suddenly dived into the fountain, like a cat pouncing.


  “…Who is that? What is he doing?”


  The administrator replied to Irene’s question, “That young man is the blacksmith Grid, who created the best works displayed at the auction. However, I don’t know what he is doing now. Why is he swimming in the fountain?”


  The administrator turned towards the butler, who looked perplexed. “I tried to guide him to the reception room, but he stayed here because he wanted to see more of the garden. That is all I know. I don’t know why he’s swimming in the fountain.”


  Then the young man emerged from the water. 


  “Puah! It really is money!” He was holding a one gold coin in his hand. He joyfully kissed the gold coin without worrying about his wet body. Then he became tearful. “I never thought I would ever pick up money…! Kuuack! This is my first lucky experience in my 26 years of living!”


  Phoenix watched him and frowned. “That… I think it is the gold coin I lost a few days ago…”


  “……”


  Irene ignored Phoenix and asked the butler, “So why did you bring us so urgently?”


  The butler took a deep breath. Then he opened his mouth carefully.


  “He said he came to deliver three swords to the administrator. But… the level of the swords is unbelievable, even to the eyes of a lowly person like me. My Lady, you should check it yourself… Cough, I’m sorry. I became so excited that I rudely broke into the meeting. I will accept any punishment.”


  “Hrmm…”


  The butler said he was a lowly person, but he needed to be versatile to become the butler of this castle. His eyes were superb. In addition, he was always calm. How great were the three swords to make a person like him so excited?


  Everyone walked up to Grid with great expectations. Grid discovered the party and greeted the administrator. “Good afternoon.”


  The administrator greeted Grid. “It is polite to greet the lady first.”


  “Lady?” Grid looked at the party and found Irene.


  ‘I heard that the new lady was a young and pretty virgin.’


  Then Grid bowed to Irene and said, “It is an honor to meet you.”


  “It is nice to meet you.”


  The residents of Winston said that Grid worked hard for the people. Irene was scheduled to give Grid a reward. However, she postponed it after discovering the Yatan Temple. Irene wanted to finish it well. Therefore, she planned to give him the reward when she saw him today.


  But she completely forgot about rewarding Grid when she saw his swords. She was so surprised that she couldn’t think about small things. Why was she surprised? It was…


  “These are the three swords I made.”


  “…Heok!”


  Everyone was surprised when Grid pulled out three swords. The butler was still surprised, despite checking it first.


  The swords created by Grid were that great. Two of the three swords were unusual. But the remaining sword was at a level that couldn’t be compared.


  Phoenix shouted. “This is a sword that will come out once in 100 years!”
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  While all of them were murmuring with amazement, Grid approached the administrator and asked, “How much will this be worth? Didn’t you say it before? If I make good items then you will pay a higher price!”


  “U-Ummm… That…that…”


  The administrator couldn’t answer, the value of this work was just too high! He would have to decide on purchasing and pricing decisions only after discussing it with the lady.


  However, Irene had already made up her mind.


  “Sir Phoenix.”


  “Yes, My Liege.”


  “If you have this sword, will you be able to take care of one of the Seven Servants?”


  Phoenix compared the testimonies from the defeated soldiers and compared it to his ability. He thought carefully before answering.


  “I think I can fight. No, I am a little bit stronger. Of course, that is if I am using this sword.”


  This wasn’t overconfidence. Phoenix was one of the strongest knights in the north, and among the top 10 in the entire Eternal Kingdom. Irene smiled at his dependable answer.


  “Okay. Administrator! Buy this sword! I will leave the price up to you.”


  “Yes, My Lady.”


  Grid liked Irene.


  ‘Her words are big. As expected, a noble is different.’


  How much would he get for it?  Grid was filled with expectations.


  “Let’s go to my office.”


  “Yes. Then, My Lady, I will be leaving first.”


  “I’ll see you again, Grid.”


  Irene held out a held to Grid. It meant to kiss the back of her hand, which was the highest honor a noblewoman could bestow on someone. Irene felt respect towards Grid after witnessing his blacksmithing skills.


  ‘Huh?’ Grid noticed a blue ring on Irene’s necklace as he kissed her hand. ‘Where have I seen it before?’


  Grid tried to remember but he couldn’t think of anything.


  ‘It must just be the ring design.’


  After Irene’s party left, Grid heading towards the administrator’s office.


  “Sit down for a moment while I figure out the purchase price. It might take some time, so please understand.”


  “Yes, please take your time.”


  The administrator sat on one side of Grid and started to move the abacus. It seemed like the calculations were fairly complicated as he had a troubled expression on his face. Grid had drunk exactly eight cups of warm tea and was feeling sleepy by the time the administrator finished the calculations. He announced the price,


  “Um… the ‘Anticipated Sword’ will be bought for 7,000 gold, and I will buy the ‘Sword of Self-transcendence’ for 200,000 gold.”


  The sleepy Grid was sincerely offended,


  “Are you kidding me? You want to buy the Sword of Self-transcendence for 20 gold? No, the other swords are 7,000 gold, so why is the Sword of Self-transcendence 20 gold? This is really ridiculous… I used 950 gold worth of materials to make this sword!”


  The administrator was embarrassed as he said, “No, I think you heard me incorrectly.. I said 200,000 gold, not 20 gold.”


  “200,000 gold?”


  “That’s right.”


  “……?”


  Grid’s heart stopped for a moment. After a few moments, he exclaimed, “Huu…huuk…huuuck! … 200,000 gold? Are you serious?”


  Grid could barely breathe as he asked the question.


  The administrator asked him carefully.


  “Do you think the amount is too low…? This is the highest value, even more than the heirlooms passed on in Earl Steim’s family for generations… Do you still think it is too little? Uhh… I am willing to pay 20,000 gold more but any more than that is impossible because it will cause a serious blow to our financial situation. Please understand.”


  Winston currently boasted a population of 330,000 and a growth rate of 22% a year, with an operating budget of 170,000 gold. The value of the Sword of Self-transcendence was so higher that it exceeded Winston’s annual operating budget.


  The administrator tried to persuade Grid. “Once again, this is the highest value I can offer, and it will become an heirloom of Earl Steim’s family. It is very difficult if you aren’t satisfied with this amount. It would be hard to find a noble or merchant offering a higher price.”


  “……”


  Grid couldn’t say anything. The administrator was deeply concerned. He thought that Grid didn’t like the amount he presented. However, he was mistaken. Grid was thrilled beyond satisfaction.


  ‘The many misfortunes I suffered in my 26 years of life is all for this one lucky moment!’


  220,000 gold was 264 million won.


  ‘After paying back my debt, I will have 254 million won left!’


  Grid wanted to complete the transaction and log out right away. Then I would go to Mother’s Heart is Happy and pay off my 10 million won debt. He wanted to yell.


  “That’s it! Is this okay? I paid back the money so don’t call me anymore! You money-grubbing jerks!”


  This was what he wanted to yell. Then he would buy a foreign car and luxury clothes. In a month, he would attend his high school reunion.


  ‘I will appear in luxury clothes and a foreign car.’ 


  Grid, who was just a debt-ridden game lover, had always been disregarded by the other alumni. Whenever he attended a reunion, he was always ashamed by their ridiculing words. So he didn’t attend the last reunion, despite it being the only place he could meet his first love, Ahyoung.


  But now everything had changed. Grid would confidently attend the reunion and show that ‘I am a competent person.’


  ‘They won’t be able to ignore me anymore. Then I can confess to Ahyoung!’


  In fact, Grid had worried about it before coming here.


  Should he sell the Sword of Self-transcendence on the item trading sites? Wouldn’t the first legendary item sell for a huge price? With that in mind, Grid would’ve abandoned the administrator’s quest and register the sword on the item trading sites.


  But he didn’t think about it for long. At the present time, no users existed who could meet the terms of use for the Sword of Self-transcendence. If he put it on the item trading sites, it was likely that only merchants who wanted to buy it for the future would be interested, rather than pure buyers.


  In other words, Grid didn’t sell the Sword of Self-transcendence for the same reason why he didn’t sell the Ideal Dagger. In the first place, the administrator stated that he would buy it at a high price. He judged that it was better to sell it to the administrator since he wouldn’t have to pay a separate fee.


  As a result, Grid got his hands on 264 million won. Grid was very satisfied with this transaction.


  “Okay. I will sell it at that price.”


  “Ohh, that is a wise decision. Now this trade is completed.”


  [The deal has been completed.]


  [Quest success!]


  [234,000 gold has been acquired.]


  [3 pieces of blue orichalcum has been acquired.]


  [Obtained the status of ‘Winston’s Person of Distinction’]


  [Affinity with the administrator has risen to the maximum.]


  ‘Blue orichalcum!’


  Grid opened the production method for Failure.


  [Failure] 


  Rating: Unique ~ Legendary


  Unique Rating Information:


  Durability: 699/699  Attack Power: 733~1,621   Defense: 50


  * Agility +30


  * There is a low probability of blocking the enemy’s attacks.


  * There is a certain probability of activating the ‘5 Joint Attacks’ skill.


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘Cutting’ skill.


  * There will be a fear effect if the enemy is more than 20 levels lower than the user. 


  * Attack power +20% in dark places.


  Legendary Rating Information:


  Durability: 1,090/1,090  Attack Power: 874~1,820   Defense: 80


  * Agility +50


  * There is a low probability of blocking the enemy’s attacks.


  * There is a certain probability of activating the ‘5 Joint Attacks’ skill.


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘Cutting’ skill.


  * The skill ‘Bisect’ will be created.


  * There will be a fear effect if the enemy is more than 20 levels lower than the user.


  * Attack power +20% in dark places.


  It is designed by a legendary blacksmith. It is a greatsword, but its cutting ability is excellent because of its unique shape. It resembles the predator of the sea, a shark, and gives fear to the enemies. The small blades spiking from the sword will increase the defense. 


  Blue orichalcum is used as a material. Its lightness means the attack speed doesn’t fall. Due to the nature of the blue orichalcum, it becomes stronger in the dark.


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher. More than 5,000 strength. 


  Advanced Sword Mastery level 8 or higher.


  Weight: 550 


  Once again, it had an overwhelming performance and to produce such a fraudulent item, he needed 15 pieces of blue orichalcum. It was a rare material dropped by the Guardian of the Forest, but he managed to obtain three of this precious material.


  The administrator smiled at Grid, who was stunned by the blue mineral.


  “Indeed… you are a great blacksmith so you can see the value of that mineral. It is a gift I received in the past for helping others. I have been using it as a decoration due to its mysterious color, but you can use it more appropriately than me.”


  Grid felt joy at the unexpected profit of blue orichalcum, then became interested in another reward.


  ‘Winston’s Person of Distinction? What is this?’


  Grid looked for more information about the new status.


  [Winston’s Person of Distinction]


  This is a status given to technicians that Winston’s ruler acknowledges.


  Works produced by Winston’s Person of Distinction will have a higher value in Winston and will be exempt from all taxes there. 


  ‘Ohh…Khan has to pay various taxes when he runs the business. Once I become the owner of the smithy, I won’t have to pay taxes?’


  Grid’s expression brightened. He once again thought that the deal with the administrator was good.


  But what was the truth? Grid actually suffered a huge loss in this deal.


  Why?


  Grid and most users didn’t know this, but the current top 20 rankers were close to mastering the intermediate level skills. In a few months, there would be a number of rankers with advanced level skills.


  If Grid registered the item at the item trading site, the price could rise to billions of won due to fierce competition between the top rankers. This wasn’t an exaggerated amount. There were at least two billion users in Satisfy. Many of them earned money and they invested cash to acquire better items. On the other hand, the item supply rate was very low.


  The prices would skyrocket if a legendary item was placed for auction. In other words, Grid was in the position to trade with some of the richest people in the world. Grid lost his original intention to make a legendary item and rip off the people around the world!


  Grid would be able to amass a huge fortune just from selling one legendary item. But he ended up selling it to an NPC and only got 264 million won, a ridiculous amount. The only comforting thing was the status of Winston’s Person of Distinction. Grid would get steady gains in the long run from selling the Sword of Self-transcendence for a cheap price.


  “Mother! Father! Sehee!”


  I exited the capsule and ran straight to the living room. I wanted to share the good news that their disappointing son had made a big amount of money.


  However, the living room was empty.


  “Eh?”


  The dark living room. I felt something bad.


  “D-Did something happen to my family while I was in the capsule…?”


  I was overwhelmed with an unknown anxiety.


  “This, I should try calling…” At first, I wanted to call my parents but I couldn’t find my phone. “No, where is my phone? I should just use the home phone… Now, stay calm. Calm.”


  I stood in front of the phone. I eagerly prayed for my family to be safe as I listened to the ringing sound. Then I checked the electronic clock next to the phone and was surprised.


  “…It is 3 in the morning?”


  I had logged into Satisfy for so long that my sense of reality had dulled. I didn’t even know that it was almost dawn. I opened the doors to the bedrooms and found Sehee and my parents sleeping peacefully.


  “Phew…I’m glad.”


  I called myself a stupid bastard and returned to bed. I would give my family the happy news once it was morning. And in the morning. I opened my eyes and figured out the source of the anxiety.


  “Youngwoo… Sehee… this isn’t a joke so listen carefully. Your father made a big mistake.”


  “……”


  My mother was crying while my father was smoking, despite quitting 10 years ago.


  “Actually, your father became a guarantor for a friend’s loan… and that friend has been out of contact for a long time… Oh my~~ !! What should we do now?”


  T-This…


  My father, who divided one chicken over three meals, acted as a guarantor for a friend! The father that I admired was actually so stupid! As I was feeling shock and disappointment, Sehee asked our parents calmly,


  “So, how much is the debt?”


  “800 million… If I sell the store, this house and use the money we’ve saved, I can pay back 400 million. But I’m sorry Sehee, the money that we saved to send you to university and your marriage…”


  Didn’t something seem to be missing?


  “Father…if you collected money for Sehee’s university, then surely you collected my marriage funds as well?”


  “No?”


  “N-No? How come? I am the eldest son! Why are you saving money for Sehee’s marriage first? In the first place, why does a woman need marriage funds? The cost of purchasing a home, the wedding, and honeymoon are all paid for by the groom!”


  I jumped up in agitation, but Sehee pulled me back and declared, “I won’t go to university. I’ll get a part-time job and help pay off the debt.”


  “W-What is this…!”


  Unlike me, Sehee had a good appearance and a smart head. She never missed being first rank since her elementary school days. The fact that she intended to give up her university education made my parents angry.


  “You don’t have to worry about this, so just live normally! You just have to study. By the time you graduate high school, I’ll have paid back the debt and will surely provide you with the university tuition. So don’t say such things!”


  “Oh my, I am so sorry towards Sehee…”


  A melodrama involving three family members. As I was remained alone on the outside, I belatedly became aware of reality. 


  ‘Yes… right now, my family is in a crisis. Now is my chance. It is time for me to be the eldest son.’   


  I stood up and shouted. “I will make money, so you don’t have to worry! Father! There’s no need to sell the store or house. Mother! You don’t have to worry. It will be okay. Sehee! As Father said, you just need to think about studying.”


  “Sigh… I have to look for work tomorrow…”


  “I’ll go to the restaurant and do the dishes…”


  “Father, Mother, I’ll get a part-time job for the weekends.”


  “……”


  This wasn’t merely the reaction to a barking dog, my family was treating me like I was invisible! I was both an incompetent son and brother who couldn’t instill any sense of trust in my family.


  I calmed down first before sitting in front of my family, straightened my posture, and stared into the eyes of my family.


  “In fact, I was going to tell you this. 10 days ago, I quit the labor job.”


  “W-What…? You haven’t been working?”


  I stared straight into my father’s eyes and said. “In the past 10 days, I made over 200 million won in the game. In the future I…I will be the eldest son of this family! I will be responsible for both of you and Sehee!”


  It was the first time I felt a sense of responsibility since I was born. A foreign car? Luxury clothes? I couldn’t afford to worry about such things. My first love, Ahyoung? There was no room in my head for unrequited love.


  Until the crisis was overcome, I had to take care of my family. Then I had to change my way of playing Satisfy to be more cautious.


  TL Note: Don’t worry. The story doesn’t drag out the debt after this one, and he doesn’t spend the whole novel in debt and unlucky. For those wondering about the character growth, I translate a brief overview of Overgeared that I found:


  The basis of this novel is a virtual reality game called Satisfy, developed by the world’s top genius scientist Lim Cheolho and world-class scientists.


  The main character is timid, flaky, selfish, cares about money and easily feels jealous of others. Because the author set up the character in this way, the story was difficult for the readers to read.


  But as the main character encounters various people and geniuses, he internally matures and his personality changes. If the main character is described as cancerous early on, at present he can be called a mature adult. However, those who don’t read beyond the early parts of the 5th volume (~ chapter 90) find it hard to believe.


  The basic settings and story line are similar to other VR novels, but the praiseworthy thing is the content development. The early parts aren’t much different from rival novels, but the novel rating has exceeded the market average in recent years due to the writer’s growth.


  Like other novels, it contains a munchkin element, but it is different from typical munchkins. In the early stages, the game progresses with the main character using is class of a legendary blacksmith. The main character expands the game content and the level of the existing users dramatically increase. Hidden talents, new players in the official rankings, classes that could break the balance, all of this makes the main character’s one-man show impossible. The main character grows internally and externally while competing with others.


  In fact, if you compare the simple and ignorant battle method in the beginning to his abilities in the present time, it is possible to feel such a sense of distance that he doesn’t seem like the same character.


  As for the evaluation of the work, the criticism was severe in the beginning, but the popularity increased rapidly after that. As described above, the improvement in the author’s writing and the growth of the main character led to rapid changes in the comments. However, the main character’s selfish and frustrating behaviour caused many readers to stop reading in the beginning. For the readers who have gone beyond the beginning, it is a tragedy that seems really pitiful.


  Currently, its popularity is increasing and a webtoon was recently released. However, there are many criticisms of the webtoon due to the various changes made.


  ~TLDR. Koreans believe that the story truly becomes good from volume 5, which is around chapter 90 in my raws. For those curious about the webtoon, here is the link to the raws, although only the first 3 chapters are free.




  Chapter 63


  After finishing the deal with Grid, the administrator returned to the meeting room where Irene and the nobles were waiting to hear his report. Nobody was shaken after hearing that the sword was purchased for 220,000 gold, as it really was worth spending that much.


  “Sir Phoenix, you will take this sword and punish the Yatan Church.”


  Everyone watched as Irene handed Phoenix the Sword of Self-transcendence. Phoenix kneeled down and respectfully received the sword.


  “For the glory of the north and Earl Steim, I will surely be victorious in battle.”


  Phoenix equipped the Sword of Self-transcendence.


  [Sword of Self-transcendence]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 365/365   Attack Power: 356  Attack Speed: +6%   Accuracy: +10%    Attack and Defense Rate: +10%


  * Will do an additional +200 damage during each attack.


  * The skill ‘Perfect State of Self-transcendence’ will be generated.


  A sword made by a craftsman with great skill and potential but lacking in experience and reputation.  He has abandoned all thought and desire while only concentrating on his skill.


  The craftsman doesn’t realize it himself, but he has completed a sword that has never existed in this world before.


  User Restriction: Level 160 or higher.  More than 950 strength.  Advanced Sword Mastery level 2 or higher.


  Weight: 400 


  [Perfect State of Self-transcendence]


  All stats will double for two minutes and you can resist all types of abnormal conditions.


  * You can’t control yourself for the duration of this skill.


  * After the skill is over, you can’t move for two seconds and your defense and magic resistance will decrease by 30%.


  Skill Mana Cost: 1,000


  Skill Cooldown Time: 3,000 seconds 


  “Dispatch the troops! Return with the head of one of the Seven Servants!”


  “Yes!”


  Upon receiving Irene’s order, Phoenix led 12 knights and 1,500 soldiers towards the Yatan Temple. On the other hand, there were approximately 150 people at the Yatan Temple. But no one was careless. The minimum level of the believers was 160, while the soldiers had a minimum level of 50.


  The difference in individual skill was obvious.  And the enemy was one of the Seven Servants. Superiority in number and strategy was essential for the win.


  Phoenix confirmed the sighting of the Yatan Temple in the distance and shouted at the knights and soldiers,


  “Don’t shrink back.  I am in front of you! The north’s strongest knight, Phoenix! I will take the head of one of the Seventh Servants.  You just have to believe and follow me! Then we will obtain victory!!’


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  A huge shout echoed. The sound was enough to reach the Yatan Temple.


  “The pagans are coming! Those who don’t know how fearful God Yatan is are advancing to defile this sacred space!” The shaken believers cried out urgently.


  Yura stood at the edge of the temple’s roof that was on a cliff and observed the large army flying Earl Steim’s flag. “Take the high ground.  Pour magic towards the ground, paying attention to the archers.”


  “What about Yura…?”


  The head of the temple looked at her with worry. Yura sent him a cool look and replied, “I will go down to the ground and block their advance.”


  Yura was well aware that the Yatan Church was wicked. She felt skepticism while carrying out all types of malicious quests. In particular, the Seven Servants were evil beings that evoked hatred.


  But she had already chosen.  This was Satisfy, not reality.  There was no going back unless she got a hidden class like Agnus or Katz did.  She had to keep moving forward unless she wanted to give up her ranker position.


  She was already accustomed to the stigma of being the Blood Witch, so she was prepared for another slaughter.


  Taack!


  Yura jumped from the high cliff and landed as light as a feather in front of the enemy. Phoenix discovered Yura, stopped the army and shouted, “A sharp energy is flowing from you! You are certainly one of the Seven Servants! Today I will end your infamous actions!”


  Phoenix was mistaken.  Yura wasn’t one of the Seven Servants, but one of the candidates in line to become the Eighth Servant. For Yura, whose power was still far below the Seven Servants, Phoenix and his great army were both frightening.


  But Yura had no intention of stepping back. There was a total of 143 believers isolated in this temple, and she had to save all of them to clear her quest. Only then would she be reborn as the Eighth Servant.


  “Great god of the darkness, your humble servant calls you. Fill this place with darkness and plant fear in the enemies’ hearts, show your power to those who worship you.”


  The whole area started to fill with darkness. Despite the sun shining in the sky, it turned darker than night. As the 1,500 troops fell into confusion and panic, Yura showed off her strength.


  “Dark Storm!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  A huge storm of darkness descended and swallowed the army. Yura didn’t doubt that more than a quarter of them would die or be seriously injured.  Then she stopped as she was trying to chant another attack spell.


  “……!”


  It was a ridiculous situation. The knight called Phoenix rushed out of the storm towards Yura, who hurriedly cast a defense spell.


  Kaaaang!


  Phoenix’s strike hit a diamond wall, scattering brilliant sparks every which way. This was the Diamond Barrier that exerted overwhelming defense against physical attacks! Phoenix shouted from in front of the barrier,


  “Don’t even think of touching the soldiers! Your opponent is me! Perfect State of Self-transcendence!”


  Kuwaaaang!


  A purple energy rose from Phoenix’s body. And!


  Kkikikikik!


  “What…?”


  Phoenix’s sword started to cause cracks in Diamond Barrier. It was impossible.  This was the diamond barrier that could even withstand strong physical strikes from boss monsters.  How could a mere knight break it?


  Jjeok.


  Diamond Barrier was split in half. Phoenix moved through Diamond Barrier and attacked with an expressionless face.


  “Hell!”


  Yura cast a spell that would cause fear in a single target.


  Shaaaaaah.


  A black powder covered Phoenix’ body. He would soon be defenseless due to fear. But Phoenix was fine as he attacked Yura without any hesitation. For a limited time, his stats had doubled and the skill gave him resistance to abnormal conditions.  This drove Yura into a crisis.


  Yura recalled someone else who was perfectly resistant to her magic when she looked at Phoenix.


  ‘Grid…?’


  It was ironic. In the past, Yura had interfered with Grid’s S-grade quest and caused him to fail, and now her quest was being hampered by a sword that Grid made.


  Seokeok!


  Yura groaned and whispered the spell that had been completed before Diamond Barrier. “Darkness.”


  Exactly 17 days ago, Yura achieved 100,000 faith and she heard the voice of God Yatan in her ears.


  ‘I will give you a new power if you pray.’


  Yura prayed to him. She asked for the strength to fight those resistant to black magic! It was a new form of power developed thanks to her experience meeting Grid.  That power was now being used.


  ***


  I disposed of all my items, including Mamon’s Greatsword and Mengel’s Plate Armour that were in the warehouse.  As a result, I had around 240,023 gold. I registered 220,000 gold on the item trading site and sold it to users for cash.


  In the process, something occurred. The item trading site took away 5% as the transaction fee. Wasn’t 5% a small amount? How ridiculous! 5% of 264 million won was 13.2 million won! I earned this money with my blood and sweat, only for the trading site people to sit there and snatch some away!


  “There are many ways to profit off people.”


  I honestly admired it. If I had been a little bit smarter, I would’ve been able to live like that…


  Anyway, I used 10 million out of the 250,800,000 won to pay Mother’s Heart is Happy Financial Services and gave my father a bankbook containing the remaining 240,800,000 won. My parents checked the bankbook and couldn’t believe it.


  “This…  is it a fake account?”


  My mother was suspicious.


  “Did you do something strange?”


  My father doubted me.


  “Oppa…  did you sell your organs? Lift up your shirt.  I will check if you have any surgery marks.”


  Sehee thought something strange!


  They didn’t believe me at all.  I inwardly boiled with anger.  But I understood the reaction from my family. Despite going to university, I was a 26-year-old with a debt and who was obsessed with a game. It was unrealistic that such a son would suddenly appear with a bankbook containing a lot of money.


  After a while, my family acknowledge the reality and finally opened their mouths.


  “It is good that you can earn money doing something you like.  Your hard work playing the game for the past year wasn’t in vain.  Yes, a world where you can do anything you want…  My heart is somewhat settled now that you’ve found your aptitude.”


  “Youngwoo, I was talking to my friend and she told me about her friend’s son.  If you earn enough money with Satisfy, you can become a huge ranker.  Maybe you can eventually appear on TV? Yes? My son is going to appear on TV?”


  “Oppa is actually good at something…  Hrmm~ well, it is great.  I know that few among the two billion users playing Satisfy earn a huge amount of money.  Oppa proved that you are a great person among those two billion people…  well, you are somewhat qualified to be my Oppa.”


  It felt like their gazes towards me had significantly changed. Their previous consistently disappointed looks towards me now said ‘my son is good’ and ‘I should treat Oppa better.’


  ‘I am proud…  Huhuhut.’


  Sehee interrupted my excitement as she said, “Don’t laugh.  It makes me upset.”


  “……”




  Chapter 64


  My family was relieved of the immediate crisis because of the money I earned. I was able to avoid the worst situation, where our assets would’ve been seized by paying the overdue interest caused by my father’s friend running away.


  “Hum hum hum~”


  My mother hummed to herself with a bright expression. Sehee also felt good as she held hands with my mother. As I watched the warm sight of my mother and daughter walking together, my father spoke next to me.


  “I’m indebted to my son. I’m sorry.”


  “No, indebted? Why are you saying that to me?”


  “…Hey, this is a matter of a man’s pride.”


  “…”


  Somehow, I felt like I could understand my father. I shut my mouth as my father placed an arm over my shoulders.


  “The rush is gone, so don’t worry about the future. Your mother and I will work hard and pay off the remaining debt within three years. I will also repay the 240 million won that I borrowed from you. Your mother and I are capable of at least that much. So don’t worry about it anymore, and just do what you want to do. You’re 26, one of the most important periods in your life. I will make sure that your path is clear, so do your best. If the path you decided to walk if playing a game… try to be the best there. I’m cheering you on.”


  My father said so, but the remaining 600 million won was too much for my parents to pay back. Even if my father didn’t like it, I would be sure to help him. This was atonement for being a bad son. 


  But before that, I had to clarify one thing. “Father, I gave you 240,800,000 won, not 240 million. Don’t forget the 800,000 won.”


  “…”


  The sky was blue. My heart was blue. The useless son was transforming into someone dependable after obtaining a legendary class and making a legendary item. I felt fulfilled as I grew as a person.


  …Although I still didn’t escape a debt. 


  ‘I’ll give up on going to the reunion this year.’


  The atmosphere in Winston was chaotic.


  “Did you hear? The Yatan Temple defeated the troops again. Captain Phoenix was seriously injured…”


  “No way? Captain Phoenix is the strongest knight! He lost, even though he led the army himself?”


  “It’s rumored that the opponent was one of the Seven Servants.”


  “W-What? Did Winston earn the wrath of the Seven Servants? What will happen to Winston in the future?”


  “Ah… we barely escaped from the Mero Company, and now we have to go through something like this…”


  Not long ago, a Yatan Temple was discovered in the outskirts of Winston. Lady Irene dispatched troops three times to get rid of the temple, but all three times were a failure. The opponent was one of the Seven Servants who could make a child start crying… Honestly, I didn’t really care.


  “That story has nothing to do with me.”


  I left behind the anxious residents and entered Khan’s smithy. Then I thought about my future as I touched the 20,000 gold I had left.


  ‘I’ll get big profits when completing an item with a high rating. On the other hand, I will receive big damage if the item has a low rating.’


  Thanks to the Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill and Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath, the stats of an item could increase by 19%. But I might not be able to obtain the original value if I made a level 160 normal rated item.


  In other words, making an item with high usage conditions wasn’t always profitable. 


  ‘I should make an item that won’t cause huge damages, even if it ends up being normal rated.’


  It was a reality that when I created items, the normal rating almost always popped up. Taking this into consideration, I decided to make a level 140 item that would still earn me a profit even if it had a normal rating.


  ‘I need to pay off the debt quickly.’


  I had to work very hard to pay off the 600 million won debt and the interest each month. I looked at my status window before starting work.


  Name: Grid


  Level: 45 (3,400/238,000)


  Class: Pagma’s Descendant


  * The probability of adding additional options when making items will increase.


  * The probably of item enhancement will increase. 


  * All equipment items can be worn unconditionally. However, there is a penalty depending on the rating of the item. 


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  * Abnormal conditions don’t work well on you.


  * You won’t die when health is at the minimum.


  * Easily acknowledged.


  Title: First Unique Item Maker


  * Dexterity +200


  Title: Only Legendary Item Maker


  * Dexterity +350


  Title: Knight Slayer


  * Stamina +100. 


  * Strength +30


  Title: Apostle of Justice


  * All stats +10.


  * The Apostle of Justice’s bravery is unmatched.


  Health: 5,682/5,682    Mana: 504/504


  Strength: 393   Stamina: 411   Agility: 195  Intelligence: 168 


  Dexterity: 838  Persistence: 190


  Composure: 143  Indomitable: 162   Dignity: 143 Insight: 143


  Courage: 87


  Stat Points: 0


  Weight: 842/11,660 


  All my stats had risen tremendously after creating various epic items and the one legendary item. In particular, my dexterity and persistence stat had increased significantly during the process of making items.


  I had surpassed the stats of a level 80 warrior a long time ago. Thanks to this, I wanted to run to the hunting grounds straight away.


  ‘With these stats and the Ideal Dagger… I can easily hunt level 100 monsters after making a few pieces of armor.’


  It was exciting to swing a sword at monsters. I could acquire items and experience, eventually leveling up. The excitement that could only be found when raising my level through hunting! It had been months since I felt that feeling!


  ‘…Forget it. I have to earn money.’


  I held a hammer instead of a sword. It was an old hammer that I had been using for many months now!


  ‘The durability is falling faster… Hrmm, should I make a new one?’


  I didn’t know how to make a hammer, but I could make a simple one with my capabilities. I put iron in the furnace for the sake of making a hammer. Khan asked from where he was watching on the sidelines. “What type of work are you making this time?”


  “Hammer.”


  “Huh?”


  “I’m making a hammer.”


  “Huh…? Are you going to use the hammer you’re making?”


  “Yes.”


  I nodded and Khan spoke with confusion. “You’ve been using that hammer for the last few months, so I thought there was a special story regarding that hammer…”


  “Story? There isn’t anything like that. This is the only hammer I have, so I just used it. There’s no special meaning.”


  “No, then why didn’t you make a new hammer sooner?”


  “Ah, what a surprise! Why are you shouting all of a sudden?”


  Khan explained. “There are four important things when making battle gear! First! Outstanding techniques. Second! The materials. Third! Patience and devotion. Fourth! A hammer with a good performance. But you have been using that garbage like hammer for no special reason! This is really ridiculous.”


  “…What?”


  I brought up the details of the hammer I used.


  [Blacksmith’s Hammer]


  Durability: 50/70   Attack Power: 18~25


  A hammer used by a blacksmith to make items, but it can also be used as a weapon.


  Conditions of Use: None.


  Weight: 60 


  I got this hammer from Bairan Village and there were no special features. I always thought that all production hammers were the same. But Khan’s response told me differently. I tried appraising Khan’s hammer.


  “Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.” 


  [The blacksmith who becomes a legend that appraises items with an excellent discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will be found.]


  [Excellent Blacksmith’s Hammer]


  Rating: Rare


  Durability: 166/250   Attack Power: 40~50 


  Odds of Making a Rare Rated Item: +10%


  A blacksmith hammer that Khan inherited from his father. It can still be used on a daily basis because he uses it carefully.


  User Restriction: Level 80 or higher. More than 60 strength. 


  Intermediate Blacksmith skill.


  Weight: 80 


  [A hidden function doesn’t exist.]


  [You have grasped the materials that make up the Excellent Blacksmith’s Hammer, the production method and the intentions of its creator.]


  [Your understanding of the Excellent Blacksmith’s Hammer is now at 100%.]


  [You have learned how to make the Excellent Blacksmith’s Hammer.]


  “Wow…”


  It was true. Hammers also had several ratings and options. If I knew this, I would’ve thrown the crappy hammer away and made an epic rated hammer!


  “I thought that all production hammers were the same.” I shouted towards the air, before looking at Khan. “What? Why? Why didn’t you tell me that hammers were so important? How long were you going to watch while I used this old hammer?”


  Khan was embarrassed.


  “You’re Pagma’s Descendant, so I never imagined that you wouldn’t even know the basics… As I said earlier, I thought you were using the old hammer because there was a special story…”


  “Ugh!”


  Now wasn’t the time to blame Khan. I hurriedly started making a hammer. Normal rated hammers emerged, but I continued sweating and was able to make an epic rated hammer on the sixth attempt.


  [Unknown Blacksmith’s Hammer]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 350/350   Attack Power: 70~80 


  Odds of Making a Rare Rated Item: +17% 


  Odds of Making an Epic Rated Item: +7%


  A blacksmith’s hammer made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but his experience and reputation is somewhat lacking.


  This is a hammer produced by the craftsman himself, so it isn’t suitable for other blacksmiths to use. 


  Conditions of Use: Pagma’s Descendant


  Weight: 80 


  Was it because I specifically designed it?  Only Pagma’s Descendant could use it.  Out of two billion Satisfy users, it was an item only I could use. But the options weren’t so great compared to the conditions of use.


  ‘If it’s only for Pagma’s Descendant, it should increase the rate of making unique and legendary items… In any case, this is a stingy game. Huh? The item description changed?’
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  Until I made the Sword of Self-transcendence, the details of all the items I made were accompanied  by the modifier: made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but lacks experience and reputation. 


  But now it had changed to ‘a craftsman with great skills and potential, but his experience and reputation is somewhat lacking.’ I felt a little bit recognized.  Anyway, I got a new production hammer, so I was more likely to make rare and epic rated items. In addition, the probability of making normal rated items was relatively low.


  It was fortunate that I realized the importance of a production hammer and managed to obtain a new one, even if it was delayed.


  I was about to launch my operation to make more money.


  ‘I’ve replaced the hammer so should I now make epic, unique or legendary items?’


  Khan interrupted me as I was about to start. “Grid, will you come to my son’s grave with me? Actually, today is the anniversary of my son’s death.”


  I didn’t want to waste time at an unnecessary place when I could be making items to sell. But Khan’s request couldn’t be dismissed. Khan was my only friend in reality and Satisfy.


  ‘An NPC is my only friend… how depressing…’


  I decided to postpone my work.


  “Let’s go.”


  ***


  At a small hill north of Winston. There were around 10 graves on the hill.


  ‘This is too small to be a cemetery…’


  Khan saw my look and explained. “This is the cemetery where not just my son, but my ancestors are buried.”


  “I see.”


  Khan stood in front of his son’s gravestone and smiled. Khan missed his son.


  “My son… He had excellent qualities as a blacksmith. I had no doubt that he would become a great blacksmith who would surpass me, and maybe even have the same reputation as Albatino. Unfortunately, he died early.”


  Tears filled Khan’s eyes.


  “The pain of losing a son is incredibly big. It has been 10 years since he died, but I still miss him and feel regret towards his death. If possible, I would revive him, even if I needed to sacrifice my own life.”


  I didn’t know what to say. It was impossible for me to understand the mind of a parent who lost their child. I stood there with an awkward expression, and the tearful Khan suddenly laughed.


  “I’m glad you’re here.”


  “…”


  “Every day, every day… I couldn’t work properly because of nostalgia and despair. But ever since meeting you, I have felt surprised and excited. Didn’t I stop drinking because of you? Now, please say hello to my son.”


  Khan stood straight in front of his son’s gravestone. Then he spoke towards the gravestone.


  “Son, this is Pagma’s Descendant, who I told you about every night. Isn’t it great to meet him? Are you surprised? Isn’t it great? Are you wondering why such a person is with your father?”


  “Khan…”


  Khan started crying again. He finally sank to his knees, hugging the gravestone while exclaiming. “Don’t worry! Don’t worry! Your father is doing well, so don’t worry! This great person is taking care of your father! He promised to take care of the smithy! So relax and don’t worry. Rest in peace… Sob…sob sob.”


  “…”


  Countless NPCs existed in Satisfy. Every one of them were alive with stories and feelings like this. Amazing. I truly admired Satisfy’s technology.


  “… Damn, they should do it moderately.”


  My vision was cloudy from the dust in my eyes. I moved my gaze to the sky due to a lump in my throat. Then I promised. “Your father is my most precious friend. I will treat him well. I’ll also make the smithy the best. So… as you father said, rest in peace.”


  Then a notification window popped up.


  [The bond between you and Khan has deepened.]


  [The souls of Khan’s ancestors are thrilled by your emotions towards Khan and emerge from underground.]


  “…Eh?”


  10 blue lights in the shape of people appeared in front of me. Then they spoke simultaneously towards me.


  “It is good to meet you, Pagma’s Descendant. Friend of our descendant.”


  “W-Wait…!”


  Weren’t these souls ghosts?


  I hurriedly called out to Khan, “K-Khan. Khan!”


  “Drrrong! Drrrong!”


  “Did you go crazy?”


  Khan was sleeping while hugging his son’s gravestone. No, how could he fall asleep in such a short amount of time? I realized that I was the only one facing these ghosts, and formed tight fists.


  “C-Come on! You evil ghosts! I will survive to the end of the horror movie!”


  …Yes, to be honest, I was a little frightened of ghosts. No, to be honest, I really hated ghosts. It was because I had actually encountered a ghost during my elementary school days. Of course, I might’ve been seeing things, now that I thought about it… Anyway, the intense fear of that time was still deeply engraved in my mind, causing a ghost allergy.


  The blue souls floating in the air were confused when I told them to fight, and they didn’t say anything. I didn’t feel any hostility from them, so I asked carefully.


  “You… are you really ghosts…?”


  “You could say that.”


  The answer made me feel despair.


  “Unbelievable! No way! How can ghosts exist in this world? I might’ve seen it when I was a child, but it wasn’t really a ghost!”


  The ghosts laughed.


  “Hahaha, what doesn’t exist in this world? Yet you think it’s strange that there are ghosts?”


  “…Ah.”


  I belatedly realized. I forgot for a while, but this was Satisfy, not reality. It was an artificial world created by human hands! Not just ghosts, but living bones, talking beasts and even fire beasts existed. People could fly and shoot magic. Yes, it wasn’t strange for ghosts to exist in this world.


  I asked them. “S-So what? Why did you emerge?”


  They answered. “We are thrilled that you showed a true heart to our descendants, so we have come to give you a reward.”


  “… Reward?”


  Was it money? As I was feeling expectant, the biggest one came forward and introduced himself.


  “I am the person who witnessed Pagma’s swordsmanship 130 years ago.”


  “…!”


  Pagma’s swordsmanship! I discovered a clue to the class quest, which had been delayed because I didn’t know how to proceed.


  “130 years ago… I witnessed the beauty of Pagma’s swordsmanship that pierced the sky, and was so fascinated that I ran to Kesan Canyon. Then I drew a picture of Pagma’s swordsmanship, which was clearly imprinted in my mind, on a north cliff of the canyon. I was so excited that I wouldn’t be able to fall asleep if I didn’t do that.”


  I obtained a clue for Pagma’s swordsmanship, which I had no idea how to find or learn.


  “The painting will probably help you learn Pagma’s swordsmanship.” 


  [The quest ‘Pagma’s Descendant’ has been updated.]


  [Pagma’s Descendant]


  Difficulty: Class quest.


  You have certainly been given Pagma’s blacksmith skills. 


  But do you know exactly who Pagma is? Can you proudly carry out his will?


  Who is Pagma? If he was simply a blacksmith with good skills, his legends wouldn’t be scattered across the continent.


  First, start with the clue of the swordsmanship that pierced the sky, and follow Pagma’s legend. If you can collect all of the legends, you will truly understand Pagma and succeed his will. 


  At that moment, a new legend will be born.


  * There is no time limit for this class quest.


  * If you accept the class quest of a legendary class, you can’t change your class again.


  * The legendary class quest has the power to transform Satisfy’s world, according to the results.


  Class Quest Clear Conditions: Complete all linked quests successfully.


  Class Quest Clear Reward: Unknown.


  * First Class Quest: [Pagma’s Swordsmanship.]


  The person who witnessed Pagma’s swordsmanship 130 years ago has showed up and given you a clue.


  If you head to Kesan Canyon that is to the south of Winston, you will find a clue to Pagma’s swordsmanship carved on a northern cliff.


  * First Class Quest Clear Condition: Learn Pagma’s swordsmanship.


  First Class Quest Clear Reward: Dainsleif (Reproduction). 


  After confirming the newly emerged quest information window, the souls said farewell.


  “Pagma’s Descendant is a friend of our descendant. We pray that you will become greater than Pagma. Now, we should be returning to where we were.”


  The souls disappeared one by one in front of me. One soul remained until the end and spoke softly.


  “Thank you for looking after my father.”


  Suuuuoh…


  We came to this place at dusk and it was now night. The remnants of the souls disappearing scattered a blue light like falling stars, and then Khan woke up.


  “Umm…? Did I fall asleep? Is it already night?”


  “Old Man, you have a habit of sleeping everywhere, but it isn’t good for your health.”


  “Hmm… I was never like this… Huh? Heok! Y-You! Why is the part around your crotch damp?”


  “…Be quiet.”


  ***


  40 days had passed since Huroi cleared the ‘Wait’ quest.


  Afterwards, he accepted the S.A. Group’s proposal to thoroughly check his health in the hospital, then spent another week answering S.A Group’s questions and agreed to let them announce his identity as the first second class in Satisfy. Then he spent the next 23 days riding a horse around Mongolia in order to satisfy his nomadic nature. Finally, he returned to Satisfy three days ago and improved his understanding of the newly acquired second class.


  And today! Huroi arrived at Khan’s smithy. It was to meet Grid, whom he had sworn to serve.


  ‘Will he be pleased to see me? Or will he ask why I only came now?’


  Huroi was incredibly tense. He couldn’t help gulping. As he hesitantly stood in front of the smithy, the door opened from the inside. Grid exited from the open door. Did he noticed that Huroi was here and came out to meet him?


  “M-My Liege!”


  The thrilled Huroi shouted. But Grid didn’t even look at him. He didn’t think that the title of ‘liege’ applied to him. Huroi shouted again.


  “Mr. Grid!”


  “Eh?”


  Grid finally turned towards Huroi. The two people made eye contact. Huroi ran forward and bent to one knee in front of Grid, like a knight before a monarch.


  “Have you been well in the meantime? I’m sorry for not making any contact with you until now!”


  “…Huroi?”


  “Yes, My Liege. I am Huroi.”


  In the dungeon, Huroi had sacrificed himself to allow Grid to escape the four knights. Huroi knew that Grid would be worried. Then…


  “This bastard!”


  Grid glared and abruptly grabbed Huroi’s neck. Then he let out a stream of curses at Huroi.


  “Hey, you son of a bitch! You, I know you? I don’t! I don’t know why the knights associated you with me, but I was disqualified from the item making game and forced to accept a ridiculous quest! Huh? I was trapped in solitary confinement with my mouth gagged, then I had to fight someone called the Northern Nova. Can you imagine how much I suffered?”


  “…”


  Huroi was at a loss for words. Grid’s attitude was completely different from what he imagined. He couldn’t understand why Grid was angry, but he sincerely apologized.


  “I’m sorry. I was wrong! My Liege!”


  His master was his sky! His master was angry due to the actions of his subordinates.


  Grid became rather confused at Huroi’s apology. Grid frowned.


  ‘This guy, he seemed perfectly fine and smart when I first met him. He seems to have become a complete freak since being stuck in prison. Was he severely tortured?’


  Anyway, he didn’t want to be with this disgusting guy. Grid let go of Huroi and waved his hand. “Hey, hey, that’s it. I understand already, so you should leave.”


  Huroi was baffled.


  “Go where?”


  “Go wherever.”


  “My path is with My Liege!”


  Huroi had already vowed to follow Grid. The descendants of the Blue Wolf didn’t forsake their oaths. He would follow Grid for the rest of his life. Thanks to his second class, ‘Apostle of Justice’s Partner,’ he practically needed to stay at Grid’s side because all his stats increased by 20% when he was with the Apostle of Justice.


  “T-This crazy…”


  Huroi didn’t notice Grid’s irritation as he asked.


  “My Liege, are you part of a guild? If you have a guild then please let me join. Isn’t it better for me to be in the same guild as you?”


  “Guild? I don’t have one. So please leave.”


  “Ohh! Good! Are you planning to make your own guild? If My Liege makes a guild, many people will follow you. I will assist you!”


  Prior to going to Kesan Canyon, Grid was going to get minerals to make armor for his own use. Grid wanted to leave quickly instead of listening to Huroi’s delirious chatter.


  “Hey, stop talking nonsense and move out of the way. Yes? I’m going.”


  In the end, Grid left towards his destination. Well, it seemed like Grid disliked him, so Huroi was forced to follow Grid secretly. Obstacles appeared on a flat road. As soon as he created a fire to cook meat, a sudden shower poured down from a clear sky, meeting bandits at places famous for being peaceful, etc. While watching, Huroi realized that Grid was a person of bad luck. If Grid fell asleep, he was sure to break his nose.


  Huroi felt a burning sense of duty.


  ‘I must protect him!’


  The Apostle of Justice’s Partner needed to be with the Apostle of Justice. Huroi didn’t doubt it.




  Chapter 66


  [Quest success!]


  [Obtained the status of ‘Eighth Servant.’]


  [ The skill ‘Infinite Faith’ will be created.


  [The skill ‘Teaching Doctrines’ will be created.]


  [The skill ‘Divine Punishment’ will be created.]


  Having travelled all over the north of the Eternal Kingdom, Yura succeeded in rescuing 300 believers and eventually cleared the quest. As a result, the Seven Servants changed into the Eight Servants, and the power of the Yatan Church became more powerful.


  Yura checked the details of the newly acquired skills.


  [Infinite Faith]


  The growth rate of your faith will double.


  Passive skill.


  [Teaching Doctrines]


  Lv. 1


  Preach the doctrines of the Yatan Church and cover a single target with the property of darkness. The dark property will prevent the use of divine spells for 4 seconds, and will deal 1.5 times the damage for 2 seconds.


  Mana Consumption: 800


  Skill Cooldown Time: 100 seconds 


  [Divine Punishment]


  Summons a lightning bolt that deals 15,000~23,000 damage within 10 metres. 


  Range of Damage: 3m radius around the target.


  * If you use this skill to kill an enemy, your faith will rise by 50 points for each killed enemy.


  Mana Consumption: 4,00


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1,200 seconds 


  The biggest drawback of a black magician was that they were far inferior in attack power compared to other magicians. But after being reborn as the Eighth Servant, Yura overcame this disadvantage with the skills she acquired.


  For all users of Satisfy, the following notification windows rose simultaneously.


  [The Eighth Servant of God Yatan was born. The believers of Yatan who witnessed the power of God Yatan will have their faith deepened.]


  [The influence of the Yatan Church will increase throughout the continent.]


  [The minimum level for the Yatan believers has risen from 160 to 170.]


  [Players who are part of the Yatan Church will benefit from a 20% increase in experience for the next 72 hours.]


  [If the Yatan Church continues growing like this, their forces will become strong enough to form one nation.]


  It was an emergency. Dozens of countries that existed in Satisfy declared that they would subjugate the Yatan Church. It was because they couldn’t condone the strengthening of a religion that harmed others in the name of sacrifices to their god.


  The users were bombarded with quests relating to the Yatan Church subjugation. It was no different in the Eternal Kingdom. In particular, Earl Steim in the north declared a large-scale expedition.


  “This time, I will get rid of all the seeds of the Yatan Church in the north!”


  All over the north, the Yatan subjugation quest was given. The users cooperated and searched for the Yatan Temple. 


  The Yatan Church also resisted. “This is an opportunity! Show the pagans the greatness of God Yatan! Dye the continent with the color of God Yatan!” 


  The First Servant and bishop of the Yatan Church, the continent’s strongest black magician, Tallos! After he declared war, the millions of users belonging to the Yatan Church received numerous war related quests.


  The Alliance VS the Yatan Church!  The large-scale episode that would have a great influence on the landscape of the continent had started. Since it was the biggest event since Satisfy was first started, the attention of the whole world focused on it. 


  『Will the alliance be able to stop the Yatan Church? 』


  『 If the Yatan Church wins and sets up a nation, I would be curious about what type of story would develop… 』


  『The Yatan Church is evil! Evil! Users must cooperate and wipe them out!』


  『As you know, the cause of these events is the Eighth Servant. There is a rumor going around that the Eighth Servant is a user, not an NPC. If the Eighth Servant is really a user, there is only one person who can be the candidate… 』


  『5th place on the unified rankings! Blood Witch Yura! The world must pay attention to her! 』


  The media treated this as a huge issue, even more than when the second class appeared. Any news related to the Yatan Church would catch the attention of all the media; however, Grid was in a different world.


  “I need to complete my class quest…”


  Grid had produced various sets of armor for the past 10 days, resulting in him being fully equipped in rare and epic equipment. But!


  “Uhh… Kesan Canyon is still difficult despite being armed to this degree…”


  Kesan Canyon! It was considered one of the worst areas in the north.


  The terrain of the sinuous canyon was hard to move in, and the cliffs on both sides were so high that they gave the impression that the sky was covered, causing an ominous and fearful atmosphere. 


  The real problem was the hundreds and thousands of large and small caves that existed in the canyon. The monsters and mysterious creatures hidden in the caves were at least level 160, and they immediately popped out when they discovered a traveller. If he didn’t move carefully, he would be like a rat in a trap. How risky was it to become one of the five forbidden areas in the Winston Kingdom?


  He had gone to Kesan Canyon to find a clue for Earl Ashur’s quest, and died more than 10 times.


  “I am different from before… My stats are superior to when I was a warrior, and I have great items. Don’t lose courage so easily…kuock!”


  Grid didn’t dare enter Kesan Canyon, as he knew for sure that he would die within a few minutes. In the end, he started blaming Khan’s ancestor.


  “No, why would that insane ghost draw the picture in Kesan Canyon…?”


  But his resentment didn’t matter. He needed to enter Kesan Canyon to complete the class quest. Reality wouldn’t change, no matter who he blamed.


  “For the time being, should I stop making items and raise my level from hunting? If I increase my level to 150, I should be able to fight the monsters in Kesan Canyon… No, dammit. I can raise my level at any time! I need to pay off the debt. But if I don’t postpone the quest, I can obtain Dainsleif quicker. Kuoh! Isn’t there something good I can try? Ah…!” 


  Grid came up with an idea.


  “Item creation!”


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation Skill]


  You can create three equipment item production methods every time the skill level of the ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill’ goes up.


  Number of items that can be created at present: 5/6.


  * When items are produced using this skill, the name of the creator is automatically placed on the item. 


  In the case of Failure, he couldn’t make it because he was lacking blue orichalcum. Grid had experience with Failure, so he was confident that he could create the right item this time.


  “Yes, I will make an item! An item that will allow me to counter the monsters in Kesan Canyon.”


  Grid had died 10 times in Kesan Canyon, so he knew the general tendencies and attributes of the monsters in Kesan Canyon.


  “Okay, let’s do it. Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation!”


  An item with a whole new concept was about to be created by Grid.


  ***


  “There are 29 days left. I can’t wait until the reunion~”


  “That reminds me, how about Youngwoo? Will he come to the reunion this year? Has he changed?”


  A group of people who had been friends for 10 years since high school, was travelling through the north of the Eternal Kingdom. They were Shin Youngwoo’s schoolmates. They were interested in the reunion that would take place soon, as well as Shin Youngwoo.


  “Are you curious? Do you really think he will come to the reunion? The others have studied abroad or found a job, while he is playing the game and riddled with debt. Won’t he be too embarrassed to come to the reunion?”


  “Indeed…he was ignored by everyone at the last reunion.”


  “Ugh, if I were Youngwoo then I would’ve seriously thought about suicide. Of course, I don’t think that Youngwoo should kill himself.”


  Once again, Shin Youngwoo was someone who didn’t have any remarkable parts in his school days. Both his grades and exercise ability were always in the middle, and he followed other people to an average university. Until then, no one really laughed at him,


  But now it was different, as all the alumni ignored him and laughed at him. Frankly speaking, the other alumni weren’t doing so well. There were those who graduated from university and landed a tough job at a company or those who were still studying. They experienced the ruthlessness of society as they felt disappointed at not finding the right employment or studying environment. Yes, it was a time of tremendous anxiety.


  In such a period, Shin Youngwoo was a good target.


  ‘At least I’m still better than him.’


  They were comforted by that thought as they looked at Shin Youngwoo.  A human who was worse off than them? They ended up poking fun at Shin Youngwoo. At this point, they couldn’t be called ‘friends’ anymore.


  “Speaking of which, it is amazing. Hasn’t Youngwoo been playing Satisfy since it first opened? We started late and only play after work or on weekends, but we are already over level 80. So what has he been doing?”


  “I agree. If I only played Satisfy like Youngwoo, I would’ve already been a ranker. Pathetic, truly pathetic. Youngwoo doesn’t even have a talent for playing games.”


  As they laughed among each other, they realized that something was strange.


  “Where is this place?”


  “Well… this place isn’t on the map… what?”


  They weren’t from the north, so they didn’t know how dangerous the north could be. There was no way to know when they might be chased by high level monsters, or if they would fall into a trap. That’s right. Currently, these travellers had fallen for a trap designed by goblins, and lost their way.


  “Pant pant…”


  How long did they walk? No matter how long they walked, they couldn’t see the end of a vast snowfield.


  [You feel hungry.]


  [You have started to feel dizzy.]


  [Your health is slowly falling.]


  There was a constantly flashing notification window warning them of danger.


  “What should we do…? We didn’t set a new resurrection place after we came to the north?”


  “Ah… that’s right. It is a big deal. If we die here, won’t we be resurrected in Amsland? Does that mean that three days of travel will be gone?”


  “I’m more worried about my experience following, dammit! We’ll die from being frozen to death, not even hunting! What the hell is this?”


  They were heading to Winston to receive the quests lining up for them, only to get lost in the far north.


  “Eh?”


  As pain, despair and anger filled their faces, they suddenly brightened up. It was because they reached the end of the snowfield and found a canyon.


  “Let’s go there!”


  They left the snowfield in a hurry. It was a huge canyon that boasted more scenic views than the Grand Canyon.


  “Wow! Is this real? It’s the first time I’ve seen such cool scenery! I haven’t even seen it in movies!”


  “Is there any need to travel around the world these days? It is much better to travel on adventures around Satisfy.”


  “Hey, do you think Youngwoo’s been a tourist during the one year he’s been playing Satisfy?”


  “Puhahaha! It is a possibility. An enjoyable trip travelling around Satisfy~! Wow, isn’t Youngwoo unexpectedly romantic?”


  The group forgot that they had just been on the verge of dying. They were too occupied with the canyon’s beautiful views! 


  “But where is this place? Is it here on the map?”


  “No, this place? Ah, I see it. Ke…san. Is this Kesan Canyon?”


  “Kesan? I think I’ve heard it before?”


  “Isn’t this landscape rare in Satisfy? Maybe it’s a famous tourist attraction.”


  “Hrmm… but isn’t it too early to say that it’s a tourist spot?”


  “Eh? Do you hear anything?”


  The expressions of the party members gradually stiffened. No matter how they looked, they were the only people in this wide canyon. They couldn’t even find animals. It was calm except for the sound of the wind. 


  The party felt something ominous.


  “I can’t help feeling nervous. Let’s get out of here.”


  “Y-Yes.”


  They hastened their pace. They didn’t look around at the scenery anymore, they just walked forward. Then they realized there were dozens or hundreds of large and small caves in the towering cliffs.


  “What is this?”


  “I don’t know…? Are there even any animals?”


  At that moment.


  Kuweeeeeoh!


  Kiyahahahat!


  Kkiiik!


  Bizarre sounds were heard from the caves. They sounded like the cries of beasts, or the laughter of a person. Then a gigantic shadow appeared from a cave.


  Suruk suruk.


  A shadow with eight legs descended along the curved walls. The identity was a spider. It was an incredibly huge spider. It made a 15-ton truck seem small.


  “H-Hik!”


  The party felt horrified by the giant spider and didn’t have the strength to stand up anymore. The giant spider shrieked and its body shook like it was funny, before shooting out spider webs. The spider web was thicker than rope and stronger than wire. The party screamed as they were wrapped in the webs. 


  On the other hand, Grid was standing at the entrance of Kesan Canyon. Grid looked at the canyon and recalled past memories.


  “I came here only to die, die, and die…”


  It was so terrible than Kesan Canyon kept appearing in his dreams. This was a place that caused Grid a lot of fear. He would only be able to sleep by defeating Kesan Canyon.


  “The monsters here are so weird…”


  The monster of Kesan Canyon were incredibly grotesque. It was both their appearance and inclinations. Among them, the ‘canyon spider’ was the one he remembered vividly.


  ‘The giant spider eats people alive. Uhh…’


  The shock and horror of being trapped in a spider web and not able to move as the spider’s mouth neared him.


  ‘I’m glad that I didn’t feel myself being chewed because I died the moment my head entered its mouth…’


  Grid recalled the memories of that time and cleared his mind.


  “Stop wasting time on useless thoughts and find Pagma’s swordsmanship.”


  His deaths here were in the past.


  “Now I am different! I will show you the power of items, you monsters! Revenge! Revenge!”


  Grid cried out as he entered the canyon. But unlike his words, his body was trembling in fear.




  Chapter 67


  10 days before Grid left for Kesan Canyon.


  “Kesan Canyon… Kesan Canyon… hrmm…”


  Kesan Canyon!


  It was one of the five forbidden zones of the Eternal Kingdom, a place where the monsters were terrible and monstrous. It was infamous even among high-level users because they could lose their lives without even knowing it.


  The level 80 warrior who visited Kesan Canyon to perform Earl Ashur’s quest was more aware of the dangers of Kesan Canyon than anyone else.


  “Going to Kesan Canyon with my current level is suicide. However, it will take too much time to raise my level by hunting.”


  Grid missed the fun of hunting monsters and obtaining items and experience.  But he had to raise money for his family that was in debt. He could sell one more item during the time he was hunting.


  ‘Should I just postpone the quest? Isn’t it better to make money than to do the quest? No, I can’t do that. This isn’t a regular quest that I can put off… if I postpone it, I will keep delaying it so it is wiser to solve it when I am determined. Hrmm, what is a good way to complete the quest within a short period of time?’


  Grid thought of an idea.


  ‘Item creation…!’


  A smiled appeared on Grid’s face.


  “This is the right time to use the Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation skill!”


  The Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation was a skill that allowed Pagma’s Descendant to design exclusive items. It meant that Grid could create a new item that didn’t exist in Satisfy yet.


  “What item will be useful in Kesan Canyon? I can’t go around Kesan Canyon with my current level.”


  Grid recalled the features of Kesan Canyon.


  First of all, it was a deep canyon with rough winds and a steep slope that quickly wore down the traveler’s stamina. As a warrior, Grid couldn’t move for long and quickly fell into a critical state from exhaustion.


  But Grid didn’t consider this part a big problem. 


  The current level 45 blacksmith Grid had a much higher stamina than the level 80 warrior Grid.


  ‘With my current strength and stamina, I won’t be easily tired in Kesan Canyon’s environment. The problem is the monsters.’


  The monsters of Kesan Canyon had a minimum level of 160. Monsters with fearful levels were hiding in caves all over the canyon and immediately exposed themselves at the discovery of travelers.


  Even if Grid had superior stats compared to his level, he couldn’t be safe from the monsters.


  “I will be helpless in front of the canyon monsters, even with the Ideal Dagger. I need further weapons and armor. Yes, at the minimum, I need something like the Sword of Self-transcendence.’


  If he was equipped with a sword like Sword of Self-transcendence and armor, he could face the monsters in the canyon, even at level 45. But was it easy to create something like the Sword of Self-transcendence?


  ‘No, wait.’


  Grid changed his concept.


  “What? If I think about it, do I have to fight the monsters in the canyon?”


  That’s right. Grid was heading to Kesan Canyon to find Pagma’s swordsmanship, not hunt monsters. Rather, it was wiser to minimize his encounter with monsters.


  “Yes! I need to create an item that helps me escape from monsters, not fight them! Something like an invisibility cloak!”


  The invisibility cloak was a typical stealth item portrayed in games, cartoons, and movies. Of course, invisibility cloaks existed in Satisfy.


  Around 200 years ago, the legendary tailor Kruger made five invisibility cloaks, two of which still reportedly existed. The person who wore the cloak could completely hide his or her appearance, so the value was naturally astronomical.


  “This is a really amazing idea! If I can create an invisibility cloak, Kesan Canyon won’t be a problem and I can earn a huge amount of money!”


  The terrace of the smithy’s second floor. Grid had been resting there for a while and he suddenly got up. Then he rushed towards Khan who was working hard on the first floor.


  “Are there any materials suitable for making a stealth item?”


  Khan stopped hammering the iron, wiped his sweat and thought for a moment before answering. “A material suitable for making a stealth item… I can only think about the silver dragon scales.”


  “Silver dragon?”


  “Unlike other dragons, the silver dragons act cautiously and stealthily. The silver scales have a protective coloration and are famous for being invisible to human eyes. If you make an item with the scales, you will complete a great stealth item.”


  “But how can the scales be found if they can’t be seen with human eyes? No, in the first place, aren’t dragons the most powerful beings in the world? Isn’t it practically impossible to obtain a dragon’s scales.?”


  “That’s right. It is doubtful for a human to be able to find dragon scales. But isn’t it possible for Pagma’s Descendant? Haha.”


  Grid thought for a moment before changing his question. “What type of materials did the tailor Kruger use to make his invisibility cloaks in the past?”


  “I don’t know for sure, but I think he probably used the sylphid scales.”


  “Sylphid?”


  “Sylphids are small air fairies. Their scales are suitable for making stealth items, just like a silver dragon’s scales. However, a dragon’s scales are harder than anything else in the world, so it isn’t strange to classify it as a mineral. However, the sylphid scales are thin and closer to cloth. In other words, the sylphid scales should be more for a tailor than a blacksmith.”


  “Cloth…”


  Certainly, a blacksmith specialized in smelting minerals or making leather goods, not cloth. But Grid was Pagma’s Descendant, not a conventional blacksmith.


  ‘Won’t it be possible for me? Let’s check it once. Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation!’


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation Skill]


  You can create three equipment item production methods every time the skill level of the ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill’ goes up.


  Number of items that can be created at present: 5/6.


  * When items are produced using this skill, the name of the creator is automatically placed on the item.


  [What item do you want to create?]


  Grid had sealed the Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation for a while after creating ‘Failure.’ Grid took a deep breath before answering the notification window’s question.


  “A cloak.”


  [Have you decided?]


  “Yes.”


  [What materials would you like to use?]


  “Sylphid scales.”


  If Pagma’s Descendant was unable to make cloth-based items, a notification window would pop up saying something like ‘You can’t make an item using the sylphid scales as a material.’ Fortunately, such warning messages didn’t pop up.


  [Have you decided?]


  Grid replied with delight,


  “Okay!”


  [Please design the item.]


  “Good!”


  A blank blueprint appeared in front of him. Grid already experienced this once, so he calmly drew the picture.


  ‘I don’t like a simple cloak because it is too bland. Should I put a hood on the cloak? Ugh, no. A cloak with a hood reminds me of the archaic garb of priests. Hmm, what if it isn’t a cloak but a hoodie? Won’t it be comfortable and look good? I prefer a zip-up hoodie.’


  After a few moments.


  An image of a hooded zip-up that young people in modern society would wear was completed. Thanks to the correction effect, the design was so stylish that it reminded him of a hoodie made by some famous fashion designer.


  “It will be amazing if I wear this! Won’t women look at me for once? No, no. Isn’t this an invisibility cloak? People won’t be able to see it when I wear it.”


  Grid grumbled but pressed the ‘finish’ button at the bottom of the blueprint.


  [Have you decided? When you complete the blueprint, the number of available creation skill will decrease by one.]


  “Progress.”


  Once he replied, numbers and languages quickly covered the blueprint. The system was calculating and complementing the lacking details in Grid’s design. After a while, an improved and completed design appeared.


  [Please describe the characteristics of the item.]


  Finally, it was the conclusion of the item creation. Unlike before with Failure, Grid calmly and clearly explained the characteristics.


  “The wearer can completely hide their appearance. Nobody can see me if I wear this!”


  [Please name the item.]


  “Transparent Zip-up Hoodie… um, this is too messy. Let’s just say Clean Hooded Zip-Up.”


  [‘Have you decided on Transparent Zip-up Hoodie um This is too Messy Let’s just say Clean Hooded Zip-Up?]


  “…Just call it the Hooded Zip-Up.”


  Grid didn’t respond to the game maker’s sense of humor and the system responded normally.


  [Have you decided on ‘Hooded Zip-Up?’]


  “Yes.”


  Then the stylish appearance of a white hooded zip-up emerged as a hologram and the item options were listed.


  [Hooded Zip-Up] 


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 61/61    Defense: 10


  * Movement speed will increase by 30%.


  * Wind resistance will increase by 20%.


  A cloak designed by a legendary blacksmith. However, the appearance is different from the normal look of a cloak.


  Thanks to the sylphid scales being used as the material, affinity with wind and movement speed will increase. You can hide while wearing it, but the stealth will be turned off when an enemy is attacked.


  Conditions of Use: None.


  Weight: 5 


  “Keok…”


  Grid simply wanted to design a stealth item. In addition to the hiding function, he never expected the stunning options such as increased movement speed and wind resistance.
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  ‘I can use this to avoid the monsters in Kesan Canyon, then I can sell them to people and quickly pay off my debt.’


  Grid felt tremendous satisfaction as he saw the Hooded Zip Up that he created.


  ‘Am I surprisingly a hidden genius? I actually created such a fraudulent item!’


  The materials required to create the Hooded Zip Up were 20 sylphid scales. Grid asked Khan with a light heart. “Where do the sylphids live? Do I need to hunt them to get the scales?”


  “Hmm?” Khan looked surprised at my question, then burst out laughing. “Hahaha! What? Hunt the sylphids? What are you saying? Unless you’re an elementalist, it’s impossible to find sylphids with the human eyes. But hunting them? Hahahaha!”


  “…What?”


  It was like a bolt out of the blue. Grid’s face turned red. Then he grabbed Khan and shouted. “No, what? You should’ve told me sooner! Then where can I obtain sylphid scales?”


  Grid was sincerely angry. He was afraid this would be the same as Failure.


  ‘I have already created the production method! I must obtain the materials to make it!’


  Khan was confused by Grid’s appearance and hurriedly explained, “Sylphids can’t be found, but there is a way to obtain their scales. Just hunt the frostlight orcs. Then you will be able to obtain the sylphid scales.”


  “Frostlight orcs? What are they? How can I obtain sylphid scales from them?”


  Grid  really didn’t know anything. No, it was more appropriate to say the sylphid scales and frostlight orcs were unfamiliar to general users. In the case of the sylphids, they were classified as elementals, so most people didn’t even know they existed. Meanwhile, the frostlight orcs lived far from people, so they weren’t well known.


  “The frostlight orcs are monsters inhabiting the snowy north. They have blue skin, unlike the regular orcs with green skin, more intelligence, and are 1.5 times greater in size. They are extremely strong against the cold, but their weakness is fire.”


  “What’s the relationship between them and the sylphids?”


  “The frostlight orcs have a sixth sense that can detect and hunt sylphids. They like to keep the sylphid scales as treasures. In other words, you can obtain sylphid scales if you hunt the frostlight orcs.”


  “Ohh! Okay! Orcs are easy to hunt, so I’ll gather a lot of scales!”


  This was different from Failure. The materials to make it could be obtained. Khan watched the excited Grid with concerned eyes.


  “Hey Grid, stay alert. As I mentioned, the frostlight orcs are different from common orcs. They are very powerful. If you don’t aim at their weakness well, you won’t be able to injure them.”


  Grid snorted.


  ‘Orcs are easy.’


  Orcs, goblins, kobolds! These three species represented easy monsters in Satisfy. They were monsters for level 10~40 users to hunt. Grid knew this, so he ignored Khan’s advice.


  ‘I need to prepare winter clothes for the cold.’


  Grid equipped the hammer that he had made.


  [Unknown Blacksmith’s Hammer]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 350/350   Attack Power: 70~80 


  Odds of Making a Rare Rated Item: +17% 


  Odds of Making an Unique Rated Item: +7%


  A blacksmith’s hammer made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but his experience and reputation is somewhat lacking.


  This is a hammer produced by the craftsman himself, so it isn’t suitable for other blacksmiths to use. 


  Conditions of Use: Pagma’s Descendant


  Weight: 80 


  Grid was confident. It was unlikely for him to create a normal rated item with this hammer.


  ‘I should at least make a rare rated item. In addition, a lot of epic items will come out.’


  Grid was full of confidence as he asked Khan. “How do I make armor with excellent cold resistance.”


  “If you use giant brown bear leather…”


  That day. Khan taught Grid how to make giant brown bear leather armor and he spent 20 hours making it. And the next morning! Grid finished the armor with a level limit of 130, and the information popped up in front of him.


  [Warm Giant Brown Bear Leather Armor]


  Rating: Normal


  Durability: 200/200    Defense: 143


  * Cold resistance will increase by 15%.


  A giant brown bear leather armor made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but his experience and reputation is somewhat lacking.


  The wearer will be able to feel warm even in winter. It has enough defense to protect the wearer from sharp weapons. However, it is vulnerable to blunt instruments.


  User Restriction: Level 130 or higher. Intermediate Leather Armor Mastery. 


  Weight: 300


  Grid was frustrated.


  “Norma… normal? This is crazy! Nonsense!”


  He invested 20 hours in production time and used the finest quality bear leather. In addition, he had the hammer that increased the odds of making an epic item. Nevertheless, he still made a normal item. How unlucky was he?


  “This is manipulation… Clearly… The manipulation of those scummy operators!”


  He was the only legendary blacksmith among two billion users, so why could he only make normal items? It was a phenomenon that couldn’t be understood! Grid wanted to log out right now and go to S.A Group’s headquarters. Then he would shout until the president emerged. But!


  “… If I have the guts to do that, I would’ve done it sooner.”


  Every time he made an item, he expected it to be finished with a high rating., However, most of the items had a normal rating and he was always disappointed. Therefore, he was already used to being disappointed.


  That’s why Grid quickly calmed himself and started making gloves, boots, a cloak and a hat using the giant brown bear leather. Unlike armor, the gloves, boots, cloak and hat required less detail, so the time required to make them wasn’t very long, even when he used his maximum effort.


  [Warm Giant Brown Bear Leather Hat]


  Rating: Normal


  Durability: 65/65    Defense: 19


  * Cold resistance will increase by 5%.


  A giant brown bear leather hat made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but his experience and reputation is somewhat lacking.


  The wearer will be warm even in the dead of winter. Don’t expect a defense effect.


  Conditions of Use:  Level 130 or more.


  Weight: 50 


  [Warm Giant Brown Bear Leather Cloak]


  Rating: Normal


  Durability: 78/78    Defense: 22


  * Cold resistance will increase by 5%.


  A giant brown bear leather cloak made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but his experience and reputation is somewhat lacking.


  The wearer can feel warmth even in the dead of winter, and it is effective enough to stop a chill from going down the wearer’s spine. The leather is thick and stiff.


  User Restriction: Level 130 or higher.


  Weight: 100 


  [Warm and Functional Giant Brown Bear Leather Gloves]


  Rating: Rare


  Durability: 110/110    Defense: 50


  * Cold resistance will increase by 15%.


  Giant brown bear leather gloves made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but his experience and reputation is somewhat lacking.


  It has an excellent effect in cold weather, to the extent that the wearer can feel their fingers. 


  Even though the gloves are made of thick leather, it feels very comfortable when gripping things.


  User Restriction: Level 130 or higher.


  Weight: 50


  [Great Giant Brown Bear Boots] 


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 160/160   Defense: 95 Movement Speed: +2%


  * Cold resistance will increase by 20%.


  Giant brown bear leather boots made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but his experience and reputation is somewhat lacking.


  It has an excellent effect in cold weather, to the extent that the wearer can feel their feet. 


  Even though the boots are made of thick leather, it feels so comfortable that there is no awkwardness when walking. It doesn’t slip easily on ice.


  User Restriction: Level 130 or higher.


  Weight: 80 


  There were two normal items, one rare and one epic. Grid managed to appease himself.


  “This performance isn’t bad. Should I put it on?”


  [Due to your class characteristics, you have equipped the Warm Giant Brown Bear Leather Armor.]


  [This is an item you created. Your understanding is 100%.]


  [In the case of items made by you, a penalty will be applied if you don’t meet the item usage requirements, even if you have full understanding.]


  [The defense of Warm Giant Brown Bear Leather Armor has been reduced by 5%. Only half of the option effects will be applied.]


  [Due to your class characteristics, you have equipped the Warm Giant Brown Bear Leather Hat.]


  [This is an item you created. Your understanding is 100%.]


  [In the case of items made by you, a penalty will be applied if you don’t meet the item usage requirements, even if you have full understanding.]


  [The defense of Warm Giant Brown Bear Leather Hat has been reduced by 5%. Only half of the option effects will be applied.]


  [Due to your class characteristics, you have equipped the Warm Giant Brown Bear Leather Cloak.]


  [This is an item you created. Your understanding is 100%.]


  [In the case of items made by you, a penalty will be applied if you don’t meet the item usage requirements, even if you have full understanding.]


  [The defense of Warm Giant Brown Bear Leather Cloak has been reduced by 5%. Only half of the option effects will be applied.]


  Grid already knew that a penalty would be applied if he didn’t meet the item usage conditions, even if he had full understanding.


  ‘It’s like the Ideal Dagger. The Ideal Dagger with a unique rating has a 20% penalty, while a normal rated item has a 5% penalty. Then what about a rare and epic rating?’


  Grid immediately equipped the gloves and boots.


  [Due to your class characteristics, you have equipped the Warm and Functional Giant Brown Bear Leather Gloves.]


  [This is an item you created. Your understanding is 100%.]


  [In the case of items made by you, a penalty will be applied if you don’t meet the item usage requirements, even if you have full understanding.]


  [The defense of Warm and Functional Giant Brown Bear Leather Gloves has been reduced by 10%. Only half of the option effects will be applied.]


  [Due to your class characteristics, you have equipped the Great Giant Brown Bear Boots.]


  [This is an item you created. Your understanding is 100%.]


  [In the case of items made by you, a penalty will be applied if you don’t meet the item usage requirements, even if you have full understanding.]


  [The defense of Great Giant Brown Bear Boots has been reduced by 15%. Only half of the option effects will be applied.] 


  “Rare rating is 10% and epic rating is 15%…”


  Grid muttered when an unexpected notification window popped up.


  [You have equipped the ‘Giant Brown Bear Leather Set,’ giving a bonus of 60 defense and 30% cold resistance.]


  “Eh? Khan, are these set items?”


  Khan laughed. “It isn’t classified as a set item when I make it. But it is classified as a set item when you make it. Isn’t it because you designed the balance of items perfectly?”


  “… I just made it according to the production method.”


  This was the moment when the power of Pagma’s Descendant was exerted. Grid was happy. The value of set items was far higher than normal items.


  “Set items…! This is another means of making money. Okay, shall I go now?”


  Grid’s body was covered with reddish-brown fur as he headed for the snowy north. 


  At this time, he still didn’t know. The frostlight orcs were much stronger than he thought. In addition, the probability that the frostlight orcs would drop the sylphid scales was only around 1%!
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  The northern snowfields were very cold. A person who didn’t wear winter clothing would get the flu in a matter of minutes and eventually become a frozen statue. However, Grid’s current cold resistance was 60% after equipping the Giant Brown Bear Leather set.


  “Hahaha! Cool!”


  In the midst of a raging snowstorm, Grid was like a man standing in front of an air conditioner in summer. The effect of the Giant Brown Bear Leather set was great.


  “I see it.”


  After crossing the snowstorm, Grid found the village of the frostlight orcs and equipped the Ideal Dagger.


  [Ideal Dagger]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 168/168   


  Attack Power: 242~264   


  Attack Speed: +11%


  * There is a rare chance of instantaneously killing the target.


  * Agility +20


  * The skill ‘Wind Blast’ is generated.


  * The skill ‘Quick Movements’ is generated.


  A dagger created by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but lacks experience and reputation. It was made with the renowned blacksmith Khan. 


  There is nothing special about the materials or method used, but the craftsman’s skill and the co-operation with Khan has created an ideal dagger.


  User Restriction: Level 180 or higher. More than 450 agility. Advanced Dagger Mastery. 


  [Wind Blast]


  Shoots a blade-like wind in front of you. The wind will exert 60% of your current attack power.


  Skill Mana Cost: 100


  Skill Cooldown Time: 40 seconds 


  [Quick Movements]


  Increases evasion rate by 30% and doubles agility for 1 minute.


  Skill Mana Cost: 80


  Skill Cooldown Time: 100 seconds 


  “Orcs, this weapon is enough to take care of you.” Grid thought it was easy, so he confidently marched towards the frostlight orc village.


  “Come on orcs! Give me the sylphid scales! Otherwise, there will be a bloody feast here!” Grid screamed in a loud voice, like he was in a cartoon. 


  The orcs on the watchtower were dismayed as they noticed him.


  “Kuwik, kuweek? (What, who is that human in leather?)”


  “Weukikukkikuok. Kururukuweeek. (Maybe he’s a crazy human. He dares enter our village with no fear.)”


  “Ururukak! Kiukekik! (There’s no time to converse! Get rid of him quickly!)”


  The two watchtowers built at the entrance of the village! The sentry orcs were armed with bows and pulled them in Grid’s direction without any warning.


  Swaeek!


  “Huh?”


  Grid heard a sharp sound from the watchtower and a small light flashed. He was horrified to see they were arrows.


  “Hiik! A-Arrow? Quick Movements!”


  [Quick Movements has been activated. Your agility and evasion rate will increase significantly for 1 minute.]


  Puuok!


  Grid reflexively used the skill and could barely avoid the arrows. He felt an eerie feeling as arrows struck where he had been standing.


  “Orcs can use bows?”


  Orcs also had intelligence. They had their own language and lived in villages. But they had no dexterity. They only had three fingers in the first place, so it was said that they couldn’t handle delicate weapons like a bow.


  But the frostlight orcs were using bows.


  “The orcs are firing from 10 meters away, yet they are so accurate?”


  Grid looked at the watchtower and recalled Khan’s advice.


  ‘The frostlight orcs are monsters inhabiting the snowy north. They have blue skin, unlike the regular orcs with green skin, more intelligence, and are 1.5 times greater in size. They are extremely strong against the cold, but their weakness is fire.’


  ‘Hey Grid, stay alert. As I mentioned, the frostlight orcs are different from common orcs. They are very powerful. If you don’t aim at their weakness well, you won’t be able to injure them.’


  Grid had an ominous feeling. “Should I have listened? No, no. Even if they can use bows, orcs are still orcs. It will be okay.”


  As Grid tried to soothe his anxiety, one orc descended from a watchtower.


  “Kuk, kueeek! Kugura!? (Hey, leather covered human! Why are you here!?)”


  The blue-skinned orc, that was over 2m tall, shouted at him. Grid couldn’t understand the language of orcs, but he had a rough grasp of the meaning.


  “Stop talking and give me the sylphid scales.”


  It was the scene of Grid coming to a peaceful village and threatening them for their goods. The angry orc pulled back the bowstring again.


  “Kuruk! Kueeeruruk! (Crazy! I will get rid of you!)”


  Syuk!


  The arrow pierced through the snowstorm. The ability to fire the bow quickly and accurately while ignoring the wind resistance was evidence of the orc’s arm strength and high archery level. Grid avoided the arrow thanks to Quick Movements and immediately counterattacked.


  “Wind Blast!”


  A sharp blade of wind hit the frostlight orc.


  Hwiririk!


  It was the skill that severely wounded armored NPC soldiers in one blow! It hit the chest of the frostlight orc and blue blood the same color of its skin emerged. But the cut wasn’t deep. This meant that the defense of the frostlight orcs was much higher than the soldiers.


  “I don’t know what type of defense… How thick is its leather?”


  The enraged orc shouted at the astonished Grid.


  “Kuruk… kuweeek! (This bastard… it hurts!)”


  The orc dropped the bow, took out a hand axe, and ran towards him. Then the axe descended towards Grid’s face. Grid defended with the Ideal Dagger.


  Kaaang!


  “Ugh!”


  Grid’s eyes narrowed. The orc was so powerful that his arm became numb. It was a sensation similar to when he blocked the sword of Leo, the Northern Nova.


  ‘Strong!’


  Now Grid acknowledged it. The frostlight orcs were strong! It was natural.


  Grid didn’t know it, but the frostlight orcs were level 120. Their agility might be lacking, but their attack power and stamina was far superior to their level.  Originally, the level 45 Grid wouldn’t be an opponent for the frostlight orcs. It was normal for him to die in one blow.


  However, Grid’s status was equal to a mid-100s user thanks to the superior stats of Pagma’s Descendant, performing all types of quests and creating items. He was able to face the frostlight orc head on. 


  “Come, orc!”


  Bbaek!


  Grid kicked the orc in the stomach while quickly thinking.


  ‘What should I do? Should I run away? No, no! I can’t return empty handed after coming here! Besides, it will be difficult to enter Kesan Canyon if I don’t get the sylphid scales!’


  Grid was frustrated.


  “I will give it a try. If I take advantage of my skills…!”


  Originally, a blacksmith had no combat skills. But Grid was different. Since becoming Pagma’s Descendant, he’d completed all types of quests and armed himself with the Ideal Dagger, meaning he now had a couple of combat skills. 


  [Blacksmith’s Rage]


  Lv. 1


  Increases attack power by 10% and attack speed by 30% for 20 seconds.


  Skill Mana Cost: 50


  Skill Cooldown Time: 60 seconds 


  [Unbreakable Justice]


  Lv. 1


  Deals 300% of your attack power.


  Skill Mana Cost: 350


  Skill Cooldown Time: 100 seconds 


  “Blacksmith’s Rage!”


  [Blacksmith’s Rage has been activated. Your attack power and attack speed will increase significantly for 20 seconds.]


  Grid felt strength boiling inside him. Then he stood firmly in front of the frostlight orc.


  “Wind Blast!”


  “Kuwek!”


  Thanks to the 10% increase in attack power, Wind Blast did a little more damage than before. Grid broke through the gap while the frostlight orc was in pain and stabbed the orc’s neck with the Ideal Dagger. This was the moment when his experience of hunting monsters as a warrior showed.


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 923 damage to the target.]


  [A bleeding effect is applied because you aimed precisely at the target. The target will receive continuous damage.]


  “Kuweeeeek!”


  The frostlight orc shook with pain as blue blood emerged from its thick neck. Due to the heat from the flowing blood, steam occurred and covered its eyes. But even in the midst of this, the orc continued swinging its axe.


  [You have suffered 807 damage.]


  [You have suffered 1,005 damage.]


  “It hurts! Damn! It hurts, you orc bastard.”


  The frostlight orc’s attack power was very high. Grid suffered enormous damage even with the defense from his set items. Nevertheless, Grid kept up his spirit and fought back. He counterattacked every time he was hit. It was a dogfight between Grid and the orc to see who would die first.


  [You have dealt 501 damage to the target.]


  [You have suffered 1,051 damage.]


  [You have dealt 607 damage to the target.]


  [You have suffered 988 damage.]


  [You have taken an intermediate health potion. 1,500 health will recover.]


  [You have dealt 700 damage to the target.]


  [You have suffered 890 damage.]


  Who would die first?  Red and blue blood dripped as the fight between Grid and the frostlight orc continued. Due to the heat, a blue and red fog spread around the area. Grid was the one who was in a crisis first. His health was low and his potion was still on cooldown.


  ‘This!’


  Grid tried to buy some time for the potion cooldown to finish. But the frostlight orc persistently chased after Grid.


  [You have suffered 929 damage.]


  “Kuk!”


  In the end, Grid allowed an attack and his health fell under 10%.


  [The Apostle of Justice’s bravery is unmatched.]


  This was the passive effect of the ‘Apostle of Justice’ title that Grid hadn’t experienced yet.


  [The Apostle of Justice is in a crisis. You won’t easily collapse in front of the enemies.]


  [All stats will increase by 30%.]


  Grid smiled widely.


  ‘I can’t resent Huroi anymore, since he gave me this! The title Apostle of Justice has an excellent feature like this!’


  Kwajak!


  [You have dealt 1,100 damage to the target.]


  “Kueeeek! Kuwek! Uweeek! (Aaack! You! You became stronger all of a sudden!)”


  The screams of the frostlight orc changed drastically. The faces of the orcs watching from the watchtower gradually distorted.


  “Kuruk…ikku? Kururuk… (What…that human? Strong…)”


  “Iwukeek purukurururk! (He became stronger all of a sudden!)”


  “Kururukuk! Eiokku! (We can’t just watch! We will also join!)”


  The orcs descended the watchtower in order to help their colleague. They were astonished when they entered the bloody mist. Their colleague was turning into a grey light on the floor, while the human wearing bear skin turned towards them while covered in blue blood.


  “Ruurek? (How is this possible?)”


  The orcs’ eyes widened.


  “Rekrekpukeoke! (He didn’t even get hurt!)


  The orcs clearly saw how fiercely the bear skin covered human fought with their colleague. The human must be severely injured. However, they weren’t able to find one wound on the human’s body.


  Why was Grid fine? The reason was because he raised his level.


  [You have defeated a frostlight orc.]


  [7 gold has been acquired.]


  [Frostlight orc leather has been acquired.]


  [Crude Hand Axe has been acquired.]


  [266,000 experience has been acquired.] 


  [Your level has risen.]


  Satisfy employed the system where health and mana were restored when a user levelled up. Thanks to the level up, all of Grid’s wounds from the struggle with the orc recovered. In this bloody fog, Grid grasped the appearance of the two newly arrived orcs and smiled happily.


  “It’s great… experience!”


  Thanks to the fight, Grid determined that the frostlight orcs were strong, but they weren’t bad opponents. If he used the Unbreakable Justice skill, he might be able to deal with two orcs at once.


  “Ahahahat!”


  Grid was excited. He gained a level from hunting just one orc, so they gave a lot of experience.  To Grid, the frostlight orcs were now his prey.


  “I will raise my level a bit more! Unbreakable Justice!”


  Kwaaaaang!


  Grid was able to fight two orcs at the same time by using Unbreakable Justice. In the middle of the fight, an option of the Ideal Dagger was luckily activated.


  [Critical!]


  [The Ideal Dagger’s option effect is activated, instantaneously killing the target.]


  “Kuweeeeek!”


  Thanks to the use of a wide area skill and the dagger’s option, two orcs died instantly.


  [You have defeated a frostlight orc.]


  [8 gold has been acquired.]


  [Frostlight orc leather has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [You have defeated a frostlight orc.]


  [10 gold has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  “Kuk…! Kukukuk! Kuahahaha!”


  Grid laughed like crazy. His hunting instincts woke up at this moment. 


  “Today I will kill all of you! Ignorant orcs!”


  He tasted the pleasure of hunting after a long time! Grid forgot his original purpose of obtaining the sylphid scales as he ran into the village.


  ***


  Huroi always visited Khan’s smithy after he finished his hunting. It was the same today. After staying at the hunting ground for four days, he returned to the village and immediately stopped at Khan’s smithy.


  “Where is the person I want to meet?”


  “Oh, aren’t you Huroi?” 


  Huroi greeted Khan politely, then he asked. “My Liege… no, have you seen Grid? Can you tell me where he is?”


  “He left for the northern snowfields three days ago.”


  “Northern snowfields? Why there…?”


  “He’s hunting the frostlight orcs.”


  “Frostlight orcs?”


  The frostlight orcs were monsters not known to ordinary users. But Huroi happened to encounter one while carrying out a quest in the past. He had trembled at its strength.


  “No, why is Grid after the frostlight orcs all of a sudden?”


  “He wants to gain materials.”


  “So stupid!”


  Huroi had witnessed Grid overwhelm the knights despite being a blacksmith. But even so, he couldn’t help being worried.


  ‘The frostlight orcs are well organized. They will be dangerous opponents for Grid!’


  Huroi equipped the longsword and shield that he purchased from Khan’s smithy a while ago. Originally, an orator couldn’t use a sword or shield. Huroi was able to use it only after obtaining the second class, Apostle of Justice’s Partner.


  “I will go and help Grid!”


  “Oh, how reassuring! Please go safely.”


  Huroi said farewell to Khan and stopped by the general store before heading to the village of frostlight orcs. He purchased 50 firebombs from the general store. He was aware that frostlight orcs were incredibly vulnerable to fire.


  “My Liege! I’m coming now!”


  Huroi left for the northern snowfields. A few hours later, he was able to arrive at the village of frostlight orcs.


  “What?”


  Huroi couldn’t shake off a sense of strangeness. There were no frostlight orcs, and the village was as quiet as dead mice. Huroi was worried it might be a trap and moved carefully, but then he heard an orc screaming not far away.


  “My Liege!”


  He instinctively grasped that Grid was there and ran over. Then he saw it.


  “Kuwek! Kuweeek!! Kirarurarak! (This guy! This evil bastard! He is destroying our village!)”


  “Kuruek! Kuweeeek! (I will resent him even after death!)”


  Grid was easily dealing with the frostlight orcs.


  “As expected from My Liege… I worried for nothing…”


  As he watched Grid overwhelming the frostlight orcs with a dagger that pierced the thick leather, Huroi wondered how to return the firebombs to the owner of the general store.
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  “Status window.”


  Name: Grid


  Level: 83 (331,400/2,298,000)


  Class: Pagma’s Descendant


  * The probability of adding additional options when making items will increase.


  * The probably of item enhancement will increase. 


  * All equipment items can be worn unconditionally. However, there is a penalty depending on the rating of the item. 


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  * Abnormal conditions don’t work well on you.


  * You won’t die when health is at the minimum.


  * Easily acknowledged.


  Title: First Unique Item Maker


  * Dexterity +200


  Title: Only Legendary Item Maker


  * Dexterity +350


  Title: Knight Slayer


  * Stamina +100. 


  * Strength +30


  Title: Apostle of Justice


  * All stats +10.


  * The Apostle of Justice’s bravery is unmatched.


  Health: 7,886/7,886     Mana: 522/522


  Strength: 679   Stamina: 517   Agility: 202  Intelligence: 174 


  Dexterity: 844  Persistence: 198


  Composure: 149  Indomitable: 168   Dignity: 149 Insight: 149


  Courage: 93


  Stat Points: 0


  Weight: 8,302/17,540 


  After three days of struggle, I was able to grow rapidly by exterminating the frostlight orcs. I was level 45 when I first came here and now I was level 83.


  “3 days… level 83 in only 3 days…”


  In my days as a warrior, I spent a year trying to reach level 80. It was due to a lack of talent and financial power, but I had blamed the system. However, now I caught up with my level as a warrior in just three days. It seemed impossible.


  “In the past, I never really played the game… Or is it that I’m too fraudulent now…?” I concluded that I didn’t really play the game in the past. “If I think about it, people who buy one good item can reach level 100 in just a month. It isn’t so great that I gained 38 levels in three days.”


  I opened my inventory while once again realizing that money was the best. My inventory was filled with 40 frostlight orc leather, 60 old jewels, crude hand axes and bows, and three sylphid scales.


  “I have 580 gold… It isn’t a bad income.”


  I whistled with satisfaction, when my spine suddenly felt cold.


  “Wait, I only have three sylphid scales?”


  I had been so blinded by leveling up that I forgot for a moment, but why did I come here to hunt the orcs? I meant to obtain 20 sylphid scales! But I only obtained three sylphid scales after three days of hunting?


  “What is this? Why are there only three sylphid scales? I hunted over 80 orcs!” 


  This meant the probability of dropping sylphid scales was extremely low! Huroi reached me as I belatedly realized this fact.


  “Grid, hello.”


  Huroi had been observing me for a while. I knew it, so I wasn’t surprised by Huroi’s appearance.


  “Ah, you came.”


  “Heok? Grid! Did you perhaps hit your head?”


  “What are you saying?”


  “No, isn’t this strange? Normally you would be cursing at me and turning me away!”


  “Oh, that is true. So? Do you want me to swear everytime I see you?”


  Huroi hurriedly shook his head. “No, I would never want something like that. This is much better. I’m glad that you are acknowledging me.”


  Huroi scratched his head and laughed. Until recently, Huroi seemed like a crazy person, so I didn’t want anything to do with him. But now it was different. I got the title of Apostle of Justice from saving Huroi, and due to it, I became stronger and it was easier to hunt orcs.


  I decided to stop ignoring Huroi and attempted a conversation.


  “Huroi, I understand why you think of me as a savior. I was the one to rescue you from prison. But why would you want to serve me?”


  Huroi’s eyes widened as I expressed my intention to communicate, then he explained with a bright expression.


  “I wasn’t simply stuck in prison. I was doing a quest where I couldn’t log out for 50 hours in real time. I was stuck in solitary confinement for 200 hours in game time. It was truly hell… But Grid was the one who saved me from that hell.”


  “What? No, what’s with that absurd quest? Being unable to log out and spending 50 hours of real time in solitary confinement? Does it make sense that a quest like that exists?”


  I didn’t believe him, so Huroi explained.


  “It is a quest where the reward was a second class. It was difficult.”


  “What?”


  Did I hear it wrong? Right? I doubted my ears and quietly approached Huroi. Then I asked.


  “S-grade quest? The reward was a second class? Is that true?”


  Huroi glanced at me with unwavering eyes and replied, “That’s correct.”


  I grabbed Huroi’s shoulder with trembling hands. Then I took a deep breath and asked, “Perhaps… the first person who obtained a second class was you?”


  Huroi gave a refreshing laugh. “Yes, that’s right. Hahahat! Are you surprised? I’m always amazed when I see my story on the news. Hahahahat! This good luck is all thanks to Grid!”


  “… You should serve me always.”


  Kwack!


  I inserted strength into the hand that was gripping Huroi’s shoulder. I had invested most of the stat points acquired during my three days of levelling up into strength. Therefore, Huroi was unable to withstand my high strength and trembled with pain.


  “G-Grid…?”


  “Ugh! Kuooh!”


  I couldn’t speak because of my boiling anger. My jealousy was rising. The first one to acquire a second class was Huroi! In addition, I was the one who helped him acquire the second class!


  “This is…I didn’t realize I was so lucky that I gave you the perfect fortune!” I grabbed Huroi’s neck and shouted. “You! Serve me for the rest of your life! I will be your master from this day onwards! You are my servant! This damn lucky bastard!”


  “K-Keeeok! U-Understood. Haven’t I already sworn it? So let go of your hand. I-I can’t breathe…!”


  The moment I was making a fuss…


  Kuuong! Kuuong!


  Huge footsteps were approaching from the edge of the village. Huroi and I became alert as we felt the shaking of the earth, then we saw an orc that was over 4m tall.


  “What is that…?”


  An orc that was reminiscent of a giant ogre! Huroi exclaimed with amazement.


  “That is the chief of the frostlight orcs! He’s a level 140 field boss. He must’ve come out after hearing that you exterminated the village.”


  “…”


  Certainly, the name Frostlight Orc Chief appeared on top of the giant orc’s head. The boss monster’s name shone a brilliant gold. Behind him were 11 frostlight orcs. 


  I ordered Huroi, “Buy some time while I run away!”


  Huroi had an obligation to make this sacrifice for me. I planned to abandon Huroi and run away alone. Then why was Huroi following after me instead of staying behind?


  “#!@#&! What are you doing? You promised that I was your master! So why aren’t you listening to me?”


  Huroi chased after me and explained.


  “There is no need! If we combine our abilities, we can hunt him!”


  “What?”


  I hesitated and Huroi explained.


  “The identity of my second class is the ‘Apostle of Justice’s Partner!’ When I am with the Apostle of Justice, all my stats will increase by 20% And I am currently level 138! You also overwhelmed the knights, so if we join forces, we can deal with a level 140 field boss!”


  Huroi was full of confidence. I recalled the appearance of Huroi blocked a knight’s sword with his body.


  ‘That’s right. This bastard is very strong. And I am stronger than before!’


  In the first place, field bosses were much weaker than normal boss monsters in dungeons. There were overwhelming field bosses like the Guardian of the Forest, but those were rare cases.


  ‘Speaking of which, don’t rankers often take care of field bosses alone?’


  If a legendary class and a person with a second class joined forces, wouldn’t a 2-man raid on a level 140 field boss be possible? 


  ‘Okay.’


  I decided not to run away anymore. Then I grabbed my dagger and warned Huroi. “Hey! Didn’t you say that you came here purely because of me? Then all the items dropped from that boss are mine?”


  “What are you saying…?”


  “What? Didn’t you promise to serve me? Then are you planning to gobble up your master’s items?”


  “No. I am glad just to be able to fight with you. My second class is only noteworthy when I’m with you.”


  “Good, let’s get started!”


  I set up the party item distribution as ‘Party Leader Pickup’ and invited Huroi to the party.


  [The party invitation has been accepted.]


  As a party, we could confirm each other’s level, but not our class. Huroi was shocked after checking my level.


  “G-Grid? Is this true? You’re only level 83?”


  “So what? Do you have any complaints?” 


  “No, I’m just wondering how a level 83 user could overwhelm the knights and kill the frostlight orcs. Ah! Perhaps you have a hidden class? One of the epic classes that only three people have…!”


  An epic class? I wasn’t such a lowly thing. I had a legendary class. But I didn’t feel the necessity to reveal it.


  “Well, something like that. Hey, wouldn’t it be better to handle the mobs before focusing on the boss?”


  “Huh? Ah, yes. Right?”


  “Yes, okay. I will handle the mobs while you draw the boss’ aggro.”


  “M-Me? Ah, yes! I understand! Of course I should do such a thing!”


  Huroi moved towards the 11 frostlight orcs and shouted towards the chief. “Hey, you $~@!#! Your opponent is me! You @.$*)%!”


  “…”


  It was the first time I saw it. Someone who swore worse than me!


  Roaaaaar-!


  The frostlight orc chief became furious at the words and changed his target to Huroi. I faced the 11 frostlight orcs while the chief chased after Huroi and immediately cast my skills.


  “Blacksmith’s Rage! Unbreakable Justice!”
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  Kwaaaaang!


  “Kieeeek!”


  Blacksmith’s Rage increased my attack power by 10%, and Unbreakable Justice dealt damage that was 300% of my attack power, so the 11 orcs suffered great damage simultaneously.


  “Wind Blast!”


  The sharp wind cause the orcs further pain and they became confused, not knowing what to do. I used Quick Movements to take advantage of the gap. My rise in speed and the wounded orcs meant I easily dealt the final blows.


  [You have defeated a frostlight orc.]


  [You have defeated a frostlight orc.]


  [You have defeated a frost…]


  [7 gold has been acquired.]


  [6 gold has been acquired.]


  [10 gold has been acqu….]


  [Frostlight orc leather has been acquired.]


  [Frostlight orc leather has been acquired.]


  [Frostlight orc leather has been…]


  [Crude Hand Axe has been acquired.]


  [Crude Hand Axe has been acquired.]


  [Crude Hand Axe has been…]


  [A sylphid scale has been acquired.]


  [A sylphid scale has been acquired.]


  Blacksmith’s Rage -> Unbreakable Justice -> Wind Blast -> Quick Movements. 11 orcs were killed in an instant with this combination, and I was able to acquire two sylphid scales. However, I didn’t level up because I shared experience with Huroi.


  ‘I hunted 80 orcs and only three scales dropped, but now I found two?’


  At that moment, I felt like I experienced a great fortune. I had a good feeling that I could get a large amount of sylphid scales if I killed the orc chieftain.


  “Okay! Hey, Huroi! Let’s defeat him now!”


  I shouted towards Huroi, who was in charge of maintaining the orc chief’s aggro. At that moment, the orc chief stopped attacking Huroi with a big axe and turned towards me.


  “Huh?”


  I was baffled and Huroi shouted. “The duration of my taunt is over!”


  “What?”


  “Kuooooh!”


  The orc chief suddenly appeared in front of me! The reason for his appearance was to get revenge for killing his fellow orcs. Then the orc chief roared and started to attack me.


  Kuwang! Kuwang!


  Every time the orc chief swung the big axe, wind pressure was generated and tore at the ground. The ground of the frostlight orc village covered by snow was gradually revealed.


  [You have suffered 104 damage.]


  [You have suffered 97 damage.]


  “No way!”


  The heavy wind pressure hit every time the orc chief wielded his axe! I sustained damage just from the wind pressure. What was this absurd strength?


  “Kuwooooh!”


  The orc chief became angry that I was avoiding his attacks and started striking quicker and sharper. I focused and barely managed to avoid direct blows, while being constantly damaged by the wind. But I couldn’t get a chance for a counterattack.


  ‘I am intimidated.’


  This was the true dignity of a boss monster! The boss monsters I hunted as a warrior were all under level 100 and I always had dozens of users in my party. This was the first time I’d ever faced a boss monster alone.


  ‘Can we really win?’


  As I was feeling afraid, a notification window emerged in front of me.


  [A legend doesn’t feel fear easily.]


  Then my mind calmed down. The characteristics of my composure, indomitable and courage stats allowed me to readjust my mind. I completely shook off the fear effect and shouted towards Huroi, who was waiting for a chance to approach the chief.


  “Huroi! Now!”


  He received my signal and Huroi stabbed his sword into the chief’s thighs.


  “Unbreakable Justice!”


  Huroi used the same skill as me. The chief flinched at the deep thigh attack and fell to one knee. I used Blacksmith’s Rage and Quick Movements to move through this gap. Then I brandished the Ideal Dagger.


  “Unbreakable Justice! Wind Blast!”


  The two skills hit the the chief’s side almost simultaneously.


  Kwaang! Hwiririk!


  “Kuooooh!”


  The chief screamed from the shock and fell back. As he landed on the ground, I stabbed the left Achilles tendon, while Huroi stabbed the right Achilles tendon. But our attacks didn’t easily penetrate the chief’s thick skin.


  “Kuwooh!”


  The chief rose while holding the axe in both hands. Then he literally spun in place.


  “Ugh?”


  Kuooooh!


  It was like a whirlpool. Rough winds started to rise like a storm from the spinning axe, while Huroi and I were defenseless in the aftermath. The chief’s axe accurately struck our bodies.


  [You have suffered 5,300 damage.]


  “Cough!”


  Huroi’s health, which was close to the maximum, fell to less than 10% in a flash, while mine also dropped to 20%. This was a massive crisis.


  “Huroi?”


  Huroi was stunned.


  “Dammit!”


  I had forgotten this fact after becoming Pagma’s Descendant and developing a high resistance towards abnormal conditions, but users who lost 40% of their health in one attack would be stunned for three seconds. In a stunned state, the person was completely defenseless.


  “This!”


  After Huroi was stunned, the orc chief’s gaze immediately moved to him. He wanted to take care of the enemy who had no resistance first.


  ‘If Huroi dies, I won’t be able to deal with this monster alone!’


  I had to choose. Flee or help the stunned Huroi. As I was thinking about it, the orc chief’s axe fell towards Huroi.


  “Shit! This is the first time I’ve lead a raid in Satisfy, so I can’t give up!”


  In my life, I had always been a supporting actor. It was the same with Satisfy. But now I was different. At least in Satisfy, I could be a big star. The main actor shouldn’t give up so easily. I threw myself into the air. Then I wrapped myself around Huroi.


  Peeeeok!


  I received the cruel blow unprotected. Red filled my vision and I couldn’t stop myself from shaking. However, I soon calmed down.


  [You have been hit by a blow!]


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  Dduk. Dduk.


  Blood flowed from my body. Huroi’s body in my arms was becoming wet with my blood.


  “G-Grid…?”


  After recovering from the stunned state, Huroi looked up at me with a trembling gaze. 


  “Why… why do you keep sacrificing yourself for me?”


  Huroi was about to burst into tears. I drank a potion and ordered him.


  “Attract that bastard’s attention and buy some time. I will use it to recover my health.”


  “Kuoh…!”


  Huroi gritted his teeth and got up. Then he took all types of buff potions, including a potion to restore his health.


  “I will surely hand his head to My Liege!”


  Once again, a scene resembling a historical drama began to unfold. He was thrilled by the fact that I protected him.


  ‘I didn’t do it for you… Well, it wouldn’t be bad to let him continue being mistaken.’


  I currently only had intermediate health potions, which restored 1,500 health every time I took them. I had a total of 7,886 health. I needed to take four potions before my health recovered to the maximum.


  ‘The potion reuse time is 20 seconds… Huroi, you need to somehow survive for 1 minute and 20 seconds.’


  I  needed Huroi to buy enough time. Huroi showed a surprising performance. He picked up the shield that had been blown away by the orc chief’s whirlwind attack and used it to block the chief’s attacks. Then he used that gap to take out a glass bottle.


  ‘What is that?’


  I felt it at that moment. Huroi threw the glass bottle at the orc chief, and flames emerged from the broken bottle that hit the chief.


  “Kieeeeeeek!”


  The orc chief’s eyes widened with fear as his shoulder caught on fire.


  ‘Firebomb! Yes. Frostlight orcs are vulnerable to fire.’


  How did Huroi have a firebomb? 


  ‘Did he prepare firebombs before coming here? Isn’t he quite good?’


  As I marvelled at Huroi’s preparedness, he pulled out new bottles in both hands and shouted.


  “Take this! 49 firebomb bombardment!”


  … Did he become too excited after the firebomb hit the orc chief? He called out a childish technique name and threw the firebombs continuously.


  Pepeng! Pepepepeng!


  The orc chief’s massive body caught on fire.


  “Kiyaaaaah~!”


  The screams of the orc chief echoed in the sky, then Huroi armed himself with a sword again after all the firebombs were exhausted. Then he attacked the burning orc chief.


  Puuok! Puuok!


  I formed a fist as I watched blue blood flow from the orc chief.


  ‘The raid, did it succeed?’


  But was anything easy?


  “Kuruk! Kuruk! Kuruk!”


  The burning orc chieftain snorted as Huroi continuously attacked him. Then he pulled out a small bead from his pocket. He held the bead up to the sky.


  “What is he doing?”


  As I was baffled by the unknown action, the blue skin of the orc chief gradually turned red. Then dark clouds formed in the sky. Just the ambiance alone was remarkable. He was probably using a tremendous skill.


  Huroi also used a skill.


  “Strong Will!”


  At the same time,


  “Kuoooooh!”


  Kwarururung!


  Once the orc chief’s whole body turned red, a red lightning bolt fell down from the sky and struck the orc chief’s axe. Then the orc chief aimed the red lightning covered axe down towards Huroi.


  The momentum was so amazing that it seemed like even Winston’s high walls would collapse from a blow of that lightning covered axe. I naturally predicted Huroi’s death.


  Then!


  Kwaang!


  “Kuruk?”


  The orc chieftain spoke in the unknown language and I couldn’t understand it. The moment that the orc chief’s red-colored axe struck Huroi’s forehead! The axe wasn’t able to pierce Huroi’s forehead.


  I belatedly recalled Huroi’s actions that I witnessed in Winston Dungeon.


  ‘He obviously… at that time, he clearly blocked the knight’s attack with his body.’


  Huroi must have a tremendous defense skin. The orc chief’s axe was pushed to the side and Huroi went on the defensive. 


  “Aaaaaaah!”


  Puuok!


  Huroi stabbed again and again without taking a break.


  “Kuwek! Kieeeek!”


  Was this the aftermath of using a great technique? Or maybe it was because the damage caused by the firebomb was too great? The orc chief returned to his blue color and acted defensively without being able to resist. 


  Then Huroi used the Unbreakable Justice skill after the cooldown time was over.


  Peeeeeong!


  “Kuaaaaah!”


  It struck the abdomen… The orc chief was hit by Unbreakable Justice and fell down. Afterwards, Huroi climbed onto the orc chief’s body and continued to stab downwards, without caring about the damage to himself.


  The orc chief was beaten for a while, then he swung his arms and threw Huroi away. Then the orc chief started to swing his axe in a wild manner.


  “Kuooh!”


  Despite the firebomb bombardment and constant stabbing, the orc chief didn’t show any signs of dying. At first, Huroi wanted to block the attacks with his shield, but then he eventually backed away. Huroi’s shield was on the brink of being destroyed due to the damage.


  ‘The end.’


  Huroi was taking potions steadily, but his health was already at the bottom. I could see that Huroi wouldn’t last much longer.


  ‘Shit, i thought we won when the firebombs were thrown… In the end, I have to go forward again.’


  I thought I could sit back and eat the profits, but that wasn’t the case. As I prepared to move, I saw Huroi’s bloody body running back towards the orc chieftain again.


  “Eh? Hey, Huroi! Don’t overdo it! Pass on the baton! While I fight, you stay behind and fill up your health again!”


  “Don’t you know that we can’t cause much damage to the orc chief this way?”


  “But if you die, won’t I be left alone? Then the odds of winning will be gone!”


  I would rather fight the orc chief while Huroi retreated. But I couldn’t break Huroi’s decision.


  “My Liege! I will see you later! Sacrifice for Justice!”


  Suddenly, Huroi’s sword started to shine gold. Huroi’s health dropped until there was only 10,000 left.


  “What’s this?”


  As I was feeling confused, Huroi’s shining gold sword struck the orc chief’s chest. At that moment, a strange thing happened.


  “Kieeeeeeek!”


  The orc chief, who had been hit by firebombs and constantly stabbed, let out a dreadful scream of pain. I could see that the orc chief’s health fell sharply due to the strike from the gold sword.


  Huroi grinned, “I will leave the rest to you.”


  Peeok!


  The pain filled chief swung his axe at Huroi, who turned into a grey light.


  [Your party member Huroi has died.]


  I was left alone.


  “Kuwaaah!”


  The orc chief roared and rushed at me. But it couldn’t be compared to before. The orc chief was definitely hurt.


  “… It can’t be helped. Blacksmith’s Rage. Quick Movements.”


  [Blacksmith’s Rage has been activated. Your attack power and attack speed will increase significantly for 20 seconds.]


  [Quick Movements has been activated. Your agility and evasion rate will increase significantly for 1 minute.]


  I temporarily elevated the abilities of my body and used Wind Blast to precisely hit the wound on the orc chief’s chest.


  [You have dealt 1,090 damage to the target.]


  “Kiek!”


  “Huh?”


  My attacks clearly dealt more damage to the orc chief, who was visibly distressed.


  ‘It is clear that Huroi’s Sacrifice for Justice skill created this situation.


  ‘The Sacrifice for Justice skill… Is it a skill that consumes his health in order to deal great damage to the enemy, as well as decrease their defense?’


  I drank a mana potion and started attacking more aggressively.


  “Unbreakable Justice!”


  Peeng!


  “Kiyaaaaak!”


  [You have suffered 5,006 damage.]


  The orc chief’s resistance was fading. His skin was turning red again as he swung his axe randomly. He took out the bead to summon the red lightning bolt again. I needed to kill him before his whole body turned red and the lightning bolt was summoned.


  [You have dealt 1,600 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 1,711 damage to the target.]


  [You have suffered 2,203 damage.]


  [You have dealt 1,509 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 1,830 damage to the target.]


  [You have suffered 2,500 damage.]


  I didn’t back down. I stood there and attacked as much as possible.  I knew that if I retreated from here, I would be defeated by the summoned red lightning bolt. Now was the time to win!


  “Kuwaaah!”


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  Peng! Peng!


  Puk! Puuok!


  [You have suffered 2,154 damage.]


  [The Apostle of Justice’s bravery is unmatched.]


  [The Apostle of Justice is in a crisis. You won’t easily collapse in front of the enemies.]


  [All stats will increase by 30%.]


  My health fell below 10% and my attack power increased from the passive effect.


  [You have dealt 2,480 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 2,502 damage to the target.]


  “Kuock! Kuwoook!”


  The whole body of the orc chieftain was dyed in red. Then a red lightning bolt flashed across the sky. Would the axe covered with that lightning fall towards my head? Or would the orc chief succumb first?


  I didn’t know. Right now, the only thing I could do was attack.


  Kwarurung!


  The lightning bolt hit the orc chief’s axe. At the same time, the cooldown of Unbreakable Justice ended. I gazed at the axe falling towards me head and used Unbreakable Justice.


  Peeeeeong!


  “Keok…ke…”


  Just before the orc chief’s axe hit my forehead,


  “Kieeeeeeek!”


  Unbreakable Justice hit the orc chief’s chest, who screamed and coughed up blood. He knelt down and disappeared into a grey light.


  [You have defeated the frostlight orc chief.]


  [750 gold has been acquired.]


  [Blessed Weapon Enhancement Stones (2) has been acquired.]


  [Blessed Armor Enhancement Stones (3) has been acquired.]


  [Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet has been acquired.]


  [Red Lightning Summoning Bead has been acquired.]


  [Sylphid scales (7) have been acquired.]


  [3,554,000 experience has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  I received seven sylphid scales, various other items, a huge amount of gold and a huge amount of experience.
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  Winston.


  After killing the frostlight orc chieftain, I returned to Khan’s smithy and checked the item information again.


  [Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet]


  Rating: Unique (Set)


  Durability: 250/250    Defense: 130


  * The chance of suffering a critical blow is reduced by 20%.


  * Health will increase by 10%.


  * Has a certain chance to cast fear on the target.


  * Frostlight Orc Chief’s set effect:


  -3 set items equipped: Strength +50, stamina +80.


  -5 set items equipped: Strength +100, stamina +200, can transform into the frostlight orc chief.


  *Frostlight Orc Chief’s transformation:


  -It is possible to command the frostlight orcs.


  -The skill ‘Rotation Cut’ will be generated.


  The frostlight orc chief can be described as the ruler of the northern snowfields. This helmet, which he loved, was made from the skull of a snowy ogre and has a terrible appearance. In the particular, the horn on the left has a very threatening appearance. Just wearing this helmet can cause fear.


  Conditions of Use: Level 150 or more. More than 400 strength.


  Weight: 800


  [Red Lightning Summoning Bead]


  The power of a frostlight orc shaman dwells in this bead. 


  Can summon red lightning from the sky. Temporarily increases the attack power of the weapon struck by this lightning bolt and gives the weapon an electrical attribute.


  * It takes one minute to summon the lightning bolt, and the summoner’s health will drop by 10% after each summoning.


  Weight: 50 


  It was tremendous. If these two items were placed on the auction site, the prices would skyrocket.


  “There is also the blessed weapon enhancement stones…”


  [Blessed Weapon Enhancement Stones]


  A magic stone used to enhance weapons.


  The successful enhancement of a weapon will increase the enhancement value by +1.


  The failed enhancement of a weapon will decrease the enhancement value by -1.


  Weight: 20


  [Blessed Armor Enhancement Stones]


  A magic stone used to enhance armor.


  The successful enhancement of an armor will increase the enhancement value by +1.


  The failed enhancement of a armor will decrease the enhancement value by -1.


  Weight: 20 


  In Satisfy, items could be enhanced up to +10.  However, the price of the enhancement stones were expensive, and the higher the enhancement value, the lower the probability of the enhancement succeeding. 


  In addition, if the enhancement was successful, the enhancement value would be +1. But if it failed, it would be -3, so the chances of ordinary users owning high enhanced equipment was like picking stars from the sky. 


  But in the case of the blessed enhancement stones, the drop was -1 instead of -3 if an enhancement failed.


  “This is really a scam… In general, failing an enhancement will decrease it by 3, but the blessed enhancement stones is just -1? The burden will be very small if the enhancement fails.”


  This was the first time I knew that blessed enhancement stones existed. 


  ‘But aren’t high level users already familiar with the blessed enhancement stones?’


  The high level users, especially the rankers, often moved around with +6 or higher items. I always wondered about their secret, and it turned out that it was the blessed enhancement stones.


  “Should I strengthen the Ideal Dagger?”


  In the end, I didn’t manage to obtain 20 sylphid scales. Therefore, it wasn’t possible to make the Hooded Zip Up at the moment, and I couldn’t avoid fighting the monsters in Kesan Canyon.


  ‘Right now, I am level 85, but…’ 


  Just based on the sum of my stats, I was comparable to users over level 100. However, that was just when looking at my stats. Due to the lack of combat skills, I was still afraid of the monsters in Kesan Canyon.


  ‘I only have four combat related skills. I can easily deal with the frostlight orcs, but the monsters in the canyon are different from the orcs. I wonder if I can deal with the monsters in the canyon with only four skills?’


  There was only one thing I could depend on.


  “Yes, let’s strengthen the Ideal Dagger.”


  One of the characteristics of Pagma’s Descendant is that I had an increased probability of item enhancement. There was no explanation on what percentage it was increased by, but considering that Pagma’s Descendant was a legendary class, the increase probably wouldn’t be small.


  I decided to head to the auction house immediately. Then I searched for weapon and armor enhancement stones.


  ‘Weapon and armor enhancement stones are 100 gold… and the blessed weapon and armour enhancement stones are 1,200 gold each…!’


  The blessed enhancement stones were 12 times more expensive than ordinary enhancement stones. But didn’t I acquire five blessed enhancement stones by killing one orc chief?


  ‘Just the price of the five blessed enhancement stones is 720,000 won… In addition, there is the unique helmet, the lightning bolt summoning bead and the sylphid scales… How much was that orc chief worth?’


  When a raid was conducted by multiple people, the value of the dropped items had to be divided equally among the party members, so it wasn’t easy to make a big amount of money.  But I did the raid with Huroi and made a lot of money because I picked up all the items myself.


  I was proud that I had no conscience, but I couldn’t help feeling some remorse.


  ‘Should I share some of this big money with Huroi?’


  The raid had succeeded due to Huroi’s sacrifice. He consumed the firebombs and potions, and he also lost experience when he died. I would really be the worst person if I didn’t distribute any items to him.


  “Kuk… the worst person… It is true!”


  In the first place, he obtained his second class thanks to me. The grace that he owed me was incomprehensible. I didn’t need to give anything to him. Rather, he was in a position to serve me. In the end, I took all the items as originally planned. Then I purchased 10 weapon enhancement stones and returned to Khan’s smithy.


  It was early in the morning. Khan woke up and greeted me.


  “Ohh! Grid! I was so worried about you! I’m glad to see you looking well!”


  “There is nothing to worry about. The orcs weren’t even my opponents.”


  Khan ignored my smile. Then he looked at the spoils that I laid on the table.


  “Doesn’t this helmet look terrible? Is it made from an ogre’s skull? The appearance is ugly, but its defense is quite good. Um? What is this bead? I can feel a mysterious aura but it is hard to determine… Ohh! Are these the sylphid scales that I’ve only heard about? How will you use this to create an item? I have no clue. Eh? No, this?”


  Khan let out successive cries of admiration before his eyes widened at the leather of the frostlight orcs. He thought about it and said.


  “I really like this type of resilient leather material. If used as inner armor, it can fully absorb the impact to the exterior armor.”


  Khan seemed to have come up with a good idea. I handed him the frostlight orc leather.


  “This is a gift. Instead, I want you to give me armor made from this leather.”


  “…Won’t I damage it?”


  “If you don’t want it, then it can’t be helped. The frostlight orc leather… such a difficult and rare material… When will there be another chance to make an item with such precious materials…?”


  “Did I say no? Okay, okay! Leave this leather to me! I will make great armor!”


  I passed on the armor production to Khan and took out the Ideal Dagger and weapon enhancement stones. Then I attempted to enhance the Ideal Dagger.


  [The weapon enhancement stone (1) has been consumed.]


  [The Ideal Dagger has been strengthened.]


  [+1 Ideal Dagger]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 168/168   Attack Power: 254~277   Attack Speed: +11%


  * There is a rare chance of instantaneously killing the target.


  * Agility +20


  * The skill ‘Wind Blast’ is generated.


  * The skill ‘Quick Movements’ is generated.


  A dagger created by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but lacks experience and reputation. It was made with the renowned blacksmith Khan. 


  There is nothing special about the materials or method used, but the craftsman’s skill and the co-operation with Khan has created an ideal dagger.


  User Restriction: Level 180 or higher. More than 450 agility. 


  Advanced Dagger Mastery. 


  “Ohh!”


  Every time an item was enhanced by +1, the basic stats were increased by 5%. The original damage of 242~264 increased to 254~277.


  “The basic attack power is good, so the rise is too big!”


  I continued to enhance the item.


  [The weapon enhancement stone (1) has been consumed.]


  [The +1 Ideal Dagger has been strengthened.]


  [The weapon enhancement stone (1) has been consumed.]


  [The +2 Ideal Dagger has been strengthened.]


  [The weapon enhancement stone (1) has been consumed.]


  [The +3 Ideal Dagger has been strengthened.]


  [The weapon enhancement stone (1) has been consumed.]


  [The +4 Ideal Dagger has been strengthened.]


  “I’ve finally reached here…”


  [+5 Ideal Dagger]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 168/168   Attack Power: 309~337  Attack Speed: +11%


  * There is a rare chance of instantaneously killing the target.


  * Agility +20


  * The skill ‘Wind Blast’ is generated.


  * The skill ‘Quick Movements’ is generated.


  A dagger created by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but lacks experience and reputation. It was made with the renowned blacksmith Khan. 


  There is nothing special about the materials or method used, but the craftsman’s skill and the co-operation with Khan has created an ideal dagger.


  User Restriction: Level 180 or higher. More than 450 agility. 


  Advanced Dagger Mastery. 


  Items had a relatively high probability of being enhanced to +5. Therefore, there wasn’t a big difference in price between +0 items and +5 items. The problem was enhancing it to +6.


  The probability of enhancement was greatly reduced from +6 onwards, so ordinary users rarely had a +6 item. From +6 onwards, the stats had a basic increase of +7% instead of +5%, and the item’s appearance improved, making it worth the risk and challenge.


  “Please… please succeed!”


  I believed in the characteristic of Pagma’s Descendant and challenged the +6 enhancement. And!


  [A weapon enhancement stone (1) has been consumed.]


  [You have failed to strengthen the +5 Ideal Dagger.]


  [The +5 Ideal Dagger has decreased by 3.]


  “…Hey you. This really #@!%$…”


  It was like when I kept creating normal rated items despite being Pagma’s Descendant. I once again felt frustration at my class.


  “No, didn’t it say the probability of item enhancement would increase? Then why can’t I get to +6?”
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  I lost my temper and challenged the enhancement of the Ideal Dagger again using the remaining four enhancement stones. This time, even though I reached +5 without failing…


  [A weapon enhancement stone (1) has been consumed.]


  [You have failed to strengthen the +5 Ideal Dagger.]


  [The +5 Ideal Dagger has decreased by 3.]


  “Dammit!”


  Obviously, the Ideal Dagger was a unique rated dagger. I knew that the higher the rating, the lower the probability of enhancement. But I was Pagma’s Descendant, and it was a mockery for Pagma’s descendant to fail to reach +6 consecutively!


  “Damn…damn!”


  I had spent 1,000 gold to buy 10 enhancement stones, but the result of said gold was merely a +3 enhancement. I couldn’t just leave it like this. I was filled with poison as I headed to the auction house again and purchased another 10 enhancement stones.


  “If I fail to reach +6 again, I will use the blessed enhancement stones…”


  The price was too expensive, so I wanted to sell the blessed enhancement stones instead of using them. Having lost my temper, I was ready to use the blessed enhancement stones as I once again challenged strengthening the Ideal Dagger. Then!


  [A weapon enhancement stone (1) has been consumed.]


  [The +5 Ideal Dagger has been strengthened.]


  “Oh…! Ohh!!”


  The moment the Ideal Dagger became +6, a blue aura started circulating around it. I was thrilled.


  “Beautiful…”


  +5 enhancement couldn’t be seen with the naked eye, so there was no obvious difference between +0 and +5 items. There were no features. But after reaching +6, the Ideal Dagger had a change in appearance. The color that manifested was representative of the item’s attribute.


  “If people see this…?”


  I immediately went to the city square. I held the +6 Ideal Dagger and struck a nice pose, like a movie poster. People immediately turned to look at me.


  “Wow, look at that weapon! It’s at least +6!”


  “It has a blue aura. Really beautiful…”


  They admired the Ideal Dagger in my hand.


  “He must be rich to enhance a weapon to +6. Should I tempt him once?”


  “Hey, he might just be lucky with the enhancement. Don’t act too carelessly.” 


  “Wow… this is the first time I’ve seen a +6 weapon. Mine is only +3. I’m envious.”


  I was ecstatic as people looked at me with envy


  ‘Huhuhu… a +6 weapon is truly special. I used a lot of money to enhance it to this.’


  The central square. The gazes of the people gradually changed from admiring the +6 dagger to looking at me like I was a madman.


  “Bah, boasting like this when you only have a lowly +6 dagger.”


  At that moment, a familiar voice was heard behind me. I looked back and confirmed the identity of the voice. The person was…


  “Katz!”


  “Blood Warrior Katz!”


  Katz was among the top 40 rankings and had the third epic class. People cried out as they witnessed his appearance in the square.


  ‘Why is that bastard here?’


  I knew Katz. I didn’t personally know him, but he was an infamous troublemaker who often appeared on TV. In other words, Katz didn’t know me. That guy was staring straight into my eyes. He looked me up and down with a mocking expression and said, “Heh…you are too vulgar.”


  “What are you implying all of a sudden?”


  Katz shrugged at my words before pulling out the sword at his waist. His sword shone orange like the sun. It even hurt my eyes. The users in the square cried out with amazement and Katz laughed,


  “Puhahaha! How about it? Isn’t this different? This is the majesty of a +8 weapon! A stupendous weapon that a person like you can’t get your hands on for all your life! Puhahaha!”


  He laughed before leaving the square with dignified steps. The crowd was dismayed as they looked at his back.


  “What is this? Did he come just to show off his item?”


  “He’s just like the rumors say…”


  “My goal, goal.”


  The people clicked their tongue at Katz.  They ridiculed Katz before going back to their daily lives. But I couldn’t move from where I was standing. I shook because I couldn’t suppress the sense of defeat.


  “That bastard, he dared disgrace me? He is just an epic class, yet he talks such nonsense to a legendary class?”


  After this, I couldn’t just be satisfied with a +6 weapon. I returned to the smithy. Then I took out the two blessed weapon enhancement stones that were in a corner of my inventory.


  “I am Pagma’s Descendant. Blood Warrior? X him!”


  [The blessed weapon enhancement stone (1) has been consumed.]


  [The +6 Ideal Dagger has been strengthened.]


  [The blessed weapon enhancement stone (1) has been consumed.]


  [The +7 Ideal Dagger has been strengthened.]


  [The item enhancement value is +8, so the option effect is slightly increased.]


  “…Eh?”


  I succeeded successively with the blessed enhancement stones. The blue aura of the Ideal Dagger became stronger. If Katz’ sword was like the sun, then the Ideal Dagger was a deep blue like the sea. 


  “Hah…! Hahahaha! Puhahaha!”


  [+8 Ideal Dagger]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 168/168   Attack Power: 378~413  Attack Speed: +13%


  * There is a rare chance of instantaneously killing the target.


  * Agility +30


  * The skill ‘Wind Blast’ is generated.


  * The skill ‘Quick Movements’ is generated.


  A dagger created by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but lacks experience and reputation. It was made with the renowned blacksmith Khan. 


  There is nothing special about the materials or method used, but both the craftsman’s skill and the co-operation with Khan have created an ideal dagger.


  User Restriction: Level 180 or higher. More than 450 agility. Advanced Dagger Mastery. 


  The attack power of a dagger, not a longsword or greatsword, was over 400. Thanks to the unexpected encounter with Katz, I succeeded in the enhancement and got a top-class weapon.


  As I was feeling jubilant, Huroi entered the smithy. “My Liege! What happened with the raid?”


  I looked at Huroi carefully and lied, “Um… unfortunately, the raid failed, so there are no items. I’m sorry about the result, despite your courageous sacrifice.”


  In fact, the raid was successful. As a result, I obtained a lot of items. But I lied that the raid had failed. Why? I was concerned that Huroi would ask me to share the items if he knew the raid succeeded.


  Huroi trembled after hearing the result. “It is because I was incompetent. Kuock… I will now leave to train! So that next time, I am able to help My Liege!”


  “Y-Yes…”


  Huroi left after making the oath, and I prepared to leave for Kesan Canyon.


  “I have the Ideal Dagger as a weapon and Khan is making armor…”


  I had the orc chief’s helmet. The only thing left was the creation of gauntlets and boots. I pulled out a hammer and started making the gauntlets and boots. Then two days later.


  [Khan’s Masterpiece]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 300/300   Defense: 359 Movement Speed: -7%


  * 20% reduction in damage from physical attacks.


  This armor is made using the know-how that the best blacksmith in the north of the Eternal Kingdom, Khan accumulated in his life.


  The inner armor made from the leather of the frostlight orc absorbs impact from the outside well. 


  Khan proudly calls this armor the masterpiece of his life.


  User Restriction: Level 160 or higher. More than 550 strength. More than 480 stamina. Intermediate Heavy Armor Mastery.


  Weight: 1,900 


  [The Best Gauntlets]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 150/150   Defense: 47 Attack Speed: +4%   Accuracy +8%


  * There is a slim chance to activate ‘Double Barrage.’


  An item made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but his experience and reputation is somewhat lacking.


  Helps you attack the target faster and more accurately. 


  User Restriction: Level 160 or higher. More than 150 agility.


  Weight: 220 


  [Adventurer’s Boots]


  Rating: Rare


  Durability: 120/120   Defense: 60 Movement Speed: +6%


  An item made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but his experience and reputation is somewhat lacking.


  It is comfortable to wear. Ideal for long-distance travel.


  User Restriction: Level 160 or higher.


  Weight: 200 


  “Okay, this is perfect! I made an epic and rare item and got my stats, so should I go?”


  I headed towards the Kesan Canyon without any delay. Then I arrived at Kesan Canyon. I recalled past memories as I looked at the canyon.


  “I came here only to die, die and die…”


  It was so terrible than Kesan Canyon kept appearing in my dreams. I experienced so much horror here. I would only be able to sleep by defeating Kesan Canyon.


  “The monsters here are so weird…”


  The monsters of Kesan Canyon were incredibly grotesque in both both their appearance and inclination. Among them, the ‘canyon spider’ was the one I remembered vividly.


  ‘The giant spider eats people alive. Uhh…’


  The shock and horror of being trapped in a spider web and not able to move as the spider’s mouth neared me.


  ‘I’m glad that I didn’t feel myself being chewed because I died the moment my head entered its mouth…’


  I shuddered at the memories of that time and cleared my mind.


  “Stop wasting time on useless thoughts and find Pagma’s swordsmanship.”


  In the past, I kept dying here.


  “Now I am different! I will show you the power of items, you monsters! Revenge! Revenge!”


  I cried out as I entered the canyon. But unlike my words, my body was trembling. The memories of the past made me very scared.
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  Hwiiiing~~


  The wind blew through the curved walls that stretched as high as the sky. Small cuts burned my skin. The flow of the river was strong, and falling in it would make me drown.


  It was a place that boasted more spectacular views than anywhere on Earth, Kesan Canyon. Never be deceived by outward appearances. As I explained several times, it was a very dangerous place. 


  I looked closely at the caves in the curved walls. I recalled the reason why I came here and looked at the quest information.


  [Pagma’s Descendant]


  Difficulty: Class quest.


  You have certainly been given Pagma’s blacksmith skills. 


  But do you know exactly who Pagma is? Can you proudly carry out his will?


  Who is Pagma? If he was simply a blacksmith with good skills, his legends wouldn’t be scattered across the continent.


  First, start with the clue of the swordsmanship that pierced the sky and follow Pagma’s legend. If you can collect all of the legends, you will truly understand Pagma and succeed his will. 


  At that moment, a new legend will be born.


  * There is no time limit for this class quest.


  * If you accept the class quest of a legendary class, you can’t change your class again.


  * The legendary class quest has the power to transform Satisfy’s world, according to the result.


  Class Quest Clear Conditions: Complete all linked quests successfully.


  Class Quest Clear Reward: Unknown.


  * First Class Quest: [Pagma’s Swordsmanship.]


  The person who witnessed Pagma’s swordsmanship 130 years ago has shown up and given you a clue.


  If you head to Kesan Canyon to the south of Winston, you will find a clue to Pagma’s swordsmanship carved on a northern cliff.


  * First Class Quest Clear Condition: Learn Pagma’s swordsmanship.


  First Class Quest Clear Reward: Dainsleif (Reproduction).


  [Dainsleif (Reproduction)]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 500/500   Attack Power: 451~635   Attack Speed: -8%


  * Additional damage equal to 10% of the target’s current defense will be dealt.


  * The greater the number of enemies, the greater the damage.


  * The skill ‘Golden Flash’ will be generated.


  A work created by Albatino, the first human to receive the nickname of ‘craftsman before Pagma’s era. He attempted the reproduce the mythical weapon, Dainsleif.


  It is far lacking compared to the original Dainsleif, but he succeeded in restoring some of its features, making it a masterpiece on its own.


  It was acclaimed as a ‘masterpiece of human history’ by the founder of the Eternal Kingdom and king of the north, Loran.


  The legendary blacksmith Pagma is said to have received great inspiration from Albatino’s work.


  User Restriction: Level 250 or higher. More than 1,800 strength. Intermediate Sword Mastery.


  Weight: 1,580 


  While the Ideal Dagger had been strengthened to +8, it had a level limit of 180. Meanwhile, Dainsleif had a level limit of 250.  Therefore, the basic performance of Dainsleif was bound to be better than that of the Ideal Dagger.


  In addition, Dainsleif was a greatsword. My main weapon as a warrior was a greatsword, so I couldn’t help wanting Dainsleif. More than anything else, I wanted to learn Pagma’s swordsmanship as soon as possible.


  “Pagma’s swordsmanship that allegedly pierced the sky… It is clearly a tremendous offensive skill. An offensive skill is what I require more.”


  I had a clear sense of purpose and stepped forward to find the north cliff. How far did I walk?


  Duk.


  A small pebble fell from above him.


  “Huh?”


  I looked up and saw dust rising between the walls. I sensed it.


  ‘The enemy!’


  The entrance of a cave was exposed as dirt was removed and a monster popped out. It was a giant lizard that reminded me of a dinosaur, but its tongue was sharper than any sword. I knew the identity of the lizard: a level 162 canyon lizard.


  “Dammit!”


  I was so strong now that I couldn’t be compared to my days as a warrior. I was at a level where I could fight the canyon lizard in front of me. But instincts were scary! In the past, I experienced that blade-like tongue piercing my heart. Then the canyon lizard descended the curved wall towards me at a tremendous speed.


  “Aaaagh! Get lost! Please get lost!”


  I begged to the canyon lizard. But god was never a merciful person.


  “Kieek!”


  The canyon lizard caught up to me and turned to the side, swinging its tail.


  Kwaang!


  I barely escaped the lizard’s tail and the huge rock was struck and shattered instead of me. I was hit in the head with a fragment of rock and started bleeding.


  “This damn lizard… yes, fighting is inevitable! Blacksmith’s Rage! Wind Blast!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  A sharp wind flew towards the canyon lizard. But the force of Wind Blast was incredibly fierce. The moment that the blast of wind struck the canyon lizard, it shrieked in pain.


  [You have dealt 1,230 damage to the target.]


  “Wow.”


  The canyon lizard was an aggressive and agile monster, but their defense was relatively low. Perhaps the canyon lizard’s defense was only slightly higher than that of the frostlight orcs.  Still, the damage caused by Wind Blast was enormous. It meant that the power of Wind Blast was different compared to when I faced the frostlight orcs.


  Indeed, it was natural when I thought about it. The dagger had been +0 when I hunted the frostlight orcs and now it was +8. The weapon attack power rose, so the skill damage would naturally rise as well.


  “Good!”


  I was no longer afraid of the giant lizard in front of me. Rather, it looked just like a frostlight orc.


  “Unbreakable Justice!”


  [You have dealt 12,507 damage to the target.]


  “Kieeeek!”


  It wasn’t a critical hit, but the damage was amazing! The canyon lizard twisted its body in pain, but the scary monster came back and attacked.


  Peeok!


  [You have suffered 2,019 damage.]


  “Ugh!”


  The tail struck from outside my field of vision and I became dizzy.  I would’ve suffered tremendous damage if I wasn’t armed with the Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet and Khan’s Masterpiece.


  ‘Khan, thank you.’


  Khan’s Masterpiece had an option that reduced damage from physical attacks by 20%. It boasted an outstanding defense against physical attacks. I felt thankful towards Khan for giving me this good armor for free. Then the lizard’s tongue flew accurately at my heart.


  I puffed up.


  “This damn lizard. I was already killed with the tongue once before and now you want to do the same thing again? Don’t think I will go quietly today! Quick Movements!”


  My agility and evasion rate greatly increased, allowing me to approach the lizard’s jaw without difficulty and attack its tongue. Taking advantage of the situation, I then jumped up and stabbed the Ideal Dagger into its jaw.


  [Critical!]


  [The Ideal Dagger’s option effect is activated, instantaneously killing the target.]


  “Kuee…eeehh…”


  I killed the canyon lizard that appeared in my dreams and tormented me. The subject of fear was helpless in front of me, transforming into a grey light.


  [You have defeated a canyon lizard.]


  [9 gold has been acquired.]


  [The canyon lizard’s tongue has been acquired.]


  [329,000 experience has been acquired.] 


  “…Hah.”


  I had to feel admiration.


  “Isn’t this really great?”


  No matter how high my stats were or the effect of the Ideal Dagger, I was a level 85 user who easily took care of a level 162 monster!


  “This is the power of items!”


  This was why people tried to buy good items.


  “Kiooooh!”


  New monsters emerged due to the noise from the battle. This time, the opponents were three lizardmen. I was outnumbered, but I didn’t back down. I knew that if I tried to run away, they would keep chasing and new monsters would emerge, eventually leading to me being surrounded by monsters.


  “I can win. I will win!”


  I hypnotized myself a few times.  I swiftly avoided the attacks of the lizardmen with Quick Movements, used Blacksmith’s Rage, drank a mana potion and then used Unbreakable Justice.


  Kwaang!


  “Kiik!”


  The lizardmen were also tough. The three of them blocked my attack with a shield, before counterattacking. Nevertheless, there was some confusion as they couldn’t absorb all the damage. I gained greater confidence after Wind Blast collapsed their formation. 


  Then I attacked using the gap where they were confused.


  Puuok! Puk!


  Blue light flashed from the Ideal Dagger every time a lizardman was wounded.


  [You have dealt 2,600 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 2,830 damage to the target.]


  [The Best Gauntlets option effect is activated, causing you to attack the target twice.]


  [You have dealt 5,705 damage to the target.]


  “Kiyaaaaak!”


  The canyon lizardmen had leather like the lizards and were armed with crude iron armor. The defense of the canyon lizardmen greatly exceeded that of the frostlight orcs. But these lizardmen screamed with every strike from my dagger.


  I succeeded in defeating them shortly after the cooldown of Quick Movements and Blacksmith’s Rage was over.


  [You have defeated a canyon lizardman.]


  [You have defeated a canyon lizardman.]


  [You have defeated a canyon lizardman.]


  [11 gold has been acquired.]


  [9 gold has been acquired.]


  [12 gold has been acquired.]


  [A damaged sapphire has been acquired.]


  [Crude Scimitar has been acquired.]


  [316,000 experience has been acquired.]


  [316,000 experience has been acquired.]


  [316,000 experience has been acquired.]
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  “Pant…pant…”


  Two-thirds of my health was consumed when fighting the three lizardmen. I was completely drained of mana.


  ‘I only have four skills to use, but my mana is so lacking…’


  Currently, I only had around 500 mana. Even though my mana recovery rate wasn’t slow, my mana was almost gone once I used my combat skills. I didn’t want to waste a mana recovery potion, so I sat down and rested. Once my health and mana were fully recovered, I got up again and started moving.


  ‘If I catch two more mobs, I can level up.’


  I no longer feared the monsters in the canyon. The monsters in the canyons were like clumps of experience, just like the frostlight orcs. But there was one monster that was the exception…


  Tadak! Tadak! Tadadak.


  A very bizarre and sinister stepping sound descended rapidly down the curved wall, approaching quickly. I hurriedly shifted my gaze and almost peed my pants as I saw the owner of the steps.


  The huge spider, which was as large as two 15-ton trucks, was heading towards me.


  “C-Canyon spider!”


  The canyon spider was a top predator among the canyon monsters. It was level 180! Even the canyon lizards and lizardmen would be caught in its spider web and become prey. There was speculation that the monsters of the canyon lived in caves because they were protecting themselves from the canyon spider.


  Such a big monster actually appeared in front of me.


  “H-Hik…”


  In the past, I had been trapped by the canyon spider and suffered a huge trauma. So now I had an allergy towards spiders. I got goosebumps and my legs couldn’t even stand up straight.


  “Kikikik…”


  The canyon spider made a strange sound and shot out a spider web. Then it ran down the web and stopped right in front of my nose.


  “Aaaaaaack!”


  The canyon spider’s head was incredibly small compared to its huge size. As soon as the head stopped right in front of me, the mouth of the spider opened wide and the sharp teeth revealed a threatening appearance.


  I randomly swung my dagger in an attempt to resist. But the blind attack didn’t touch the body of the canyon spider. The canyon spider avoided my attack while hanging on the web, then fired a web towards me.


  Swaeeek.


  It was initially launched in cocoon form and spread 3m wide in less than a second. If the web draped over my body then I would become the prey of the canyon spider. I was well aware of this and desperately wanted to avoid the web, but I still couldn’t move because my legs were weak.


  At that moment!


  [A legend doesn’t feel fear easily.]


  I was freed from the spider allergy and moved my body, avoiding the spider web. As I let out a sigh of relief, the spider looked at me like it was a trivial move. Then its onslaught started.


  Syuk! Syuk!


  Spider webs were shot out continuously, forming a fearsome net in the sky.


  “Dammit!”


  I frantically avoided the spiderwebs. As I was diligently avoiding it, I felt my limits.


  ‘This damn spider… no matter how much I avoid it, the spider keeps shooting out the webs. If this continues, I will become tired and unable to do anything.’


  There was a need to stop it from easily launching the webs.


  “Wind Blast!”


  I made a decision and cast Wind Blast towards the torso of the canyon spider. The spider was hit by Wind Blast and shook a few times while hanging on the web. But it wasn’t a substantial blow. 


  [You have dealt 300 damage to the target.]


  “Crazy! What is this defense?”


  The canyon spider only suffered a slight amount of damage from the Wind Blast of the +8 Ideal Dagger! This meant the canyon spider’s defense was overwhelming to the point that it was superior to the frostlight orc chief, as well as the canyon lizards.


  While the canyon spider was 40 levels higher than the frostlight orc chief, it was but a normal monster in comparison to the chief, which was a boss monster. A normal monster having more defense than a boss monster…


  ‘Of course, its health will be much lower than the frostlight orc chief’s health, but what good is that? The defense is so high that I can’t deal any damage to its health to begin with.’ 


  I was frustrated while the canyon spider started firing the spider webs even more quickly.


  “Kuk! Quick Movements!”


  My evasion and agility temporarily increased. I barely avoided the spider webs while the duration of Quick Movements continued running out. In the meantime, the cooldown of Wind Blast finished.


  “Blacksmith’s Rage! Wind Blast!”


  Peeng!


  The canyon spider was so huge that it was easy to aim at it. Wind Blast was reinforced by Blacksmith’s Rage and hit the canyon spider, but once again, the spider didn’t receive a high amount of damage.


  [You have dealt 344 damage to the target.]


  “No, what type of defense it this? Such a scam!”


  “Kiyaaak.”


  I avoided the webs that started to fly again while trying to think of a plan.


  ‘I can’t fight against it using Wind Blast alone. Unbreakable Justice will work to a certain extent…’


  Originally, Wind Blast was a skill that dealt 60% of the caster’s attack power. But since I didn’t meet the conditions to use the Ideal Dagger, I was penalized by having only half the option effect applied. In other words, Wind Blast only dealt 30% of my attack power.


  On the other hand, Unbreakable Justice fully dealt 300% of my attack power. Even the canyon spider would be damaged by Unbreakable Justice.


  However, Wind Blast was a ranged attack skill while Unbreakable Justice needed to hit the target directly. I couldn’t use it since I couldn’t reach the canyon spider. And right now, it was impossible to approach the canyon spider.


  ‘This can’t continue. Is there any way I can reach that spider?’


  I was troubled as I looked at the spider webs covering the sky.


  ‘It is impossible to approach due to the spider web. Then I…?’


  What was this? Did I need to once again experience being chewed alive?


  “Dammit… Eh?”


  I suddenly got a good idea.


  “I don’t know if a combo will work… but it is worth trying!”


  The degree of freedom in Satisfy was infinite. That also applied to skills. It was possible for users to create completely different effects depending on how they used or combined their skills. I walked forward. Then I checked and found that the cooldown of Wind Blast had ended.


  Now I had somewhat figured out the pattern of the spider webs, so I easily avoided them and accurately aimed Wind Blast at the canyon spider.


  Then!


  “Unbreakable Justice!”


  I used Unbreakable Justice. There was also the freshly generated Wind Blast.


  Kiiiiing-!


  The energy of Unbreakable Justice combined with Wind Blast. Wind Blast and Unbreakable Justice couldn’t be broken so they were combined into one, then a message window popped up.


  [The new skill fusion has succeeded.]


  [Fusion skill ‘Wind of Justice’ has been created.]


  [Your intelligence has increased by 10 due to the successful fusion of a new skill.]


  [Wind of Justice]


  The force of Unbreakable Justice has been combined with Wind Blast. 


  Deals 320% of your attack power to a target that can be up to 6m away.


  Skill Damage Range: 2m radius around the target.


  Skill Mana Cost: 400


  Skill Cooldown Time: 100 seconds


  Skill Usage Conditions: Ideal Dagger 


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The dark blue aura, reminiscent of a sword master, flew towards the canyon spider.


  “Kieek?”


  As the wind sword flew forward, the canyon spider scrambled up the spider web in an attempt to escape. But the spider couldn’t be faster than the wind.


  Peeeeeong!


  “Kiyaaaaah~!”


  Wind of Justice hit the canyon spider, causing it to fall down the web while a yellow liquid emerged from its mouth.


  Kuwaaaang!


  The canyon spider crashed into the ground, causing a huge crack. It fell on its back and was so big that it couldn’t raise its body. I was confident that now was my chance to get rid of it. I drank a mana recovery potion.


  “Blacksmith’s Rage! Quick Movements!”


  Once my attack power, attack speed, evasion and agility increased, I rushed towards the canyon spider. It couldn’t raise its body yet, but the spider kept trying to resist. The eight legs waved and threatened me several times, but I only had light injuries on my shoulders and thighs due to Quick Movements. 


  “Now…!”


  I laughed as the eight legs twisted in the air, then stabbed the Ideal Dagger deep into the canyon spider’s chest.


  Puok!


  The back, legs, and head of the canyon spider were all covered with a thick shell. But the chest was covered with hair. In other words, the chest of the canyon spider didn’t boast an overwhelming defense, unlike the other areas.


  [You have dealt 2,880 damage to the target.]


  [The Best Gauntlets option effect is activated, causing you to attack the target twice.]


  [You have dealt 6,040 damage to the target.]


  “Kieeeeeeek!”


  The terrible screams of the canyon spider echoed in Kesan Canyon. Yes, now was the chance…


  “Revenge… it is the true revenge time! Kuhahahahat!”


  In the past, how much had I suffered from the monsters in Kesan Canyon? I was stabbed to death by a tail, killed by a tail, stunned, trampled and even eaten. I lost items and experience in this place, and my mental state was shattered. It was so bad I developed an allergy to spiders.


  However, the monsters in the canyon were so strong that I never dared dream of revenge. Then what about now? I was different now. I was significantly different.


  “Now is the time for you to fear me!”


  Puoook!


  “Kiyaaaaah~!”


  [You have defeated a canyon spider.]


  [18 gold has been acquired.]


  [The canyon spider’s leg has been acquired.]


  [The canyon spider’s eyeball has been acquired.]


  [The canyon spider’s spiderweb has been acquired.]


  [387,500 experience has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  At this moment, my allergy to spiders disappeared forever. Meanwhile, a long-haired man was watching Grid from a high cliff.


  “This is the first time in ages that I’ve seen someone take care of a canyon spider alone. His skills are still very poor, but he has a rapid growth rate…”


  The canyon spider lost its web and crashed into the ground. It fell to its back and was helpless because there was no nearby terrain to fire and attach new webs to. 


  If the canyon spider had fallen on its stomach and there was terrain close enough to aim a spider web at, the spider would’ve instantly recovered and attacked Grid again. In other words, luck played a huge role in Grid’s successful hunt of the canyon spider.


  However, the man couldn’t help admiring Grid.


  “His ability grows every time he hunts a monster. His potential is beyond imagination… He seems a good choice to be my agent of revenge.”


  The name of this long-haired man was Piaro. He was once the strongest knight of the Saharan Empire. He was originally a knight captain, but he was framed as a traitor and hid in Kesan Canyon…


  “Asmophel… I will make you die a cruel death!”


  They were trackers looking for Piaro all throughout the continent. Piaro couldn’t escape from this place so he needed someone to get rid of Asmophel, who ruined the lives of Piaro and his colleagues.


  Piaro was convinced that Grid was the person he wanted.




  Chapter 76


  The canyon spider wasn’t just big in size. Its overwhelming strength was comparable to boss monsters.


  “Hiiik…”


  Lee Junho, Choi Chansung and Sim Kiwan.


  The three people who attended high school with Shin Youngwoo were trapped in the canyon spider’s nest, wrapped in the spider web. They felt extreme fright at the canyon spider’s sharp teeth and legs, wondering which one of them would be eaten first.


  “Damn… I just wanted to go to Winston…” Lee Junho lamented. 


  Winston was the name of a popular city in the middle of nowhere. The three people heard that there were hunting grounds of various levels where they could hunt and earn money, so they headed to Winston.  But thanks to the antics of the mischievous goblins, they almost froze to death and found the canyon. Now they would become the meal of a canyon spider.


  “Dammit, why did you decide to go to Winston?” Sim Kiwan grumbled. Then Lee Junho’s face distorted. 


  It was Lee Junho who first talked about going to Winston. Lee Junho glared angrily at Sim Kiwan’s complaint. “Didn’t you agree? Now you’re trying to blame me? Did I know it would be like this? Eh?”


  Lee Junho had a bad temper and was the best fighter in his high school. There was no kid in high school who hadn’t been bullied by Lee Junho.  In the period where Lee Junho was his most rebellious, Choi Chansung and Sim Kiwan suffered despite being his closest friends. They knew that Lee Junho still had a temper, so Sim Kiwan didn’t grumble anymore.


  However, Lee Junho didn’t relax.


  “Ah, this damn… the more I think about it, the more shitty it is. Hey, Sim Kiwan. You jerk, try talking again. I told us to move to Winston so we were caught by that damn spider? Didn’t we all agree? You said it was a good idea, right? But now you’re blaming me once things became worse? You jerk, what type of friend are you?”


  “…I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to blame you. I was just so agitated that I mispoke.”


  “Ah, shit. Why don’t you do something if you’re sorry? This jerk should really go to hell.”


  The silent Choi Chansung quickly mediated between them. “Why are we fighting now? Let’s try to figure how to escape instead of fighting.”


  To be honest, Choi Chansung and Sim Kiwan didn’t like Lee Junho. Lee Junho was a friend, but he tended to look down on Choi Chansung and Sim Kiwan.  They were now 26 years old and didn’t want to keep acting like their high school years.


  On the other hand, Lee Junho was unable to adapt to society due to his dirty nature and because he had few friends. Therefore, he frequently wanted to hang out with Choi Chansung and Sim Kiwan. Choi Chansung and Sim Kiwan wanted to ignore Lee Junho, but they couldn’t easily dismiss Lee Junho after knowing each other for 10 years. 


  But now they were reaching their limits.


  ‘Is he crazy? He’s calling a friend a jerk?’


  ‘That bastard Lee Junho, he can’t fix his dirty habit. Kiwan also has a lot of pride.’


  As the atmosphere became tense… The wind from outside brought the sound of disturbance.


  “! $ #! ~%”


  The sound was coming from a distant place, so the three people couldn’t precisely grasp the contents of the disturbance. But the canyon spider was different. The canyon spider locked the three people up and glanced towards the outside of the nest. 


  “Kikikik…”


  The canyon spider sprang up excitedly. It seemed to rejoice that a new prey had appeared. The three people were relieved to see the canyon spider leaving the nest. 


  “Phew… I thought I was going to die.”


  “I agree…”


  “Come on, let’s escape this place!”


  Lee Junho was a level 88 warrior. Due to his aggressive tendencies, he invested most of his stats into strength. Therefore, he tried to break the web with his body. But no matter how he moved his body, the web didn’t budge.


  “What is this damn thing? I can’t break it even with my strength?”


  Lee Junho became exhausted and eventually gave up on breaking the web. Then Sim Kiwan, who was a level 87 fire magician, chanted a spell and summoned fire.


  Hwaruruk!


  The spiderweb around Sim Kiwan’s body started to burn.


  “Ohhh!”


  The three people cheered at the thought of the spiderweb turning to ashes. But after a while, the flames died down and revealed the spiderweb only had a blackened surface and was still tightly trapping Sim Kiwan’s body.


  Sim Kiwan’s face turned white. 


  “What is this? It can’t be burned with fire?”


  “Leave it to me.” The level 89 thief, Choi Chansung came forward. He held a dagger in one hand and tried to cut the web with a dagger. However, even the sharp dagger couldn’t cut the web.


  “Unbelievable… not even a scratch?”


  This was why the canyon spider left this place so easily. Only three people were so low-levelled that they couldn’t get rid of the spider web or avoid death. They were desperate.


  “In the end, we’re going to be eaten by that spider bastard…”


  “Hey, if we are going to die anyway, let’s just log out. Isn’t it better to give up experience than being eaten?”


  Lee Junho and Sim Kiwan had already tried to log out. But ‘In this situation, you can’t avoid death. If you log out, it will be treated as a death.’ floated in front of them and they had hesitated. However, these circumstances meant it was better to log out.


  “Okay, let’s just log out. I will completely lose my dignity as a human if I experience being eaten by a spider.”


  “Okay, log…”


  Choi Chansung tried to stop the two people who wanted to log out.


  “Wait. Isn’t it too shameful to take our lives, even if this is a game? We don’t know what is happening, so let’s hold on a little longer.”


  “What are you saying? The spider will come back soon! Do you want to be eaten by a spider? I might get arachnophobia for the rest of my life!”


  “If you have the courage to take your own life, use that courage to find a means to fight the spider.”


  “What nonsense are you saying? Stop speaking. Aye, I don’t know. We are going to log out, so you stay here alone! “Logout…eh?”


  The three people fell silent at the same time. Their gazes headed towards the entrance of the cave.


  Thump, thump.


  They weren’t mistaken. There was the sound of human footsteps from the entrance of the cave.


  “What?”


  “Shh!”


  The three men held their breaths as they watched the situation. After a while, a person entered the cave.


  “That spider bastard has been alive for decades, so did it gather any treasures in its nest? This bastard, it was hard hunting you.”


  This person hunted that fearful spider? Lee Junho, Choi Chansung and Sim Kiwan looked at the man with disbelieving expressions.  Half the man’s face was covered by a big helmet, which seemed to be made from the skull of a giant monster. The helmet’s appearance was hideous.


  The three people whispered to each other, because they were worried the man would hear.


  “That guy doesn’t seem ordinary…?”


  “That’s right. He is like a psychopath with that odd aesthetic sense.”


  “But let’s ask for help.”


  “H-Hrmm… he looks dangerous…”


  “Won’t he just kill us?”


  “… That’s possible.


  “Yes…”


  The three of them were conflicted. The appearance of the man’s helmet was just as terrible as the canyon spider. On the other hand, inside the helmet, Grid found the three people tied up by the web. He was startled.


  ‘Isn’t that Lee Junho? Why are those guys here?’


  Lee Junho and his followers! They were famous as gangsters since their school days.  In particular, Lee Junho was an uncontrollable gangster.  He often committed violence against his classmates. He even dared go against the teachers.


  Grid. No, Shin Youngwoo was his target not just once or twice. It was seven or eight years ago, but Shin Youngwoo remembered all the evils Lee Junho had committed against him.


  ‘During high school… the amount of money that bastard took from me from second grade to graduation is exactly 67,300 won… His follower was 23,000 and the other one 14,000… Those damn three people.’


  It wasn’t a good memory for Shin Youngwoo. His head was bad. He couldn’t remember small things. But he remembered the things that happened to him.


  ‘His harassment didn’t end just in school.’


  Lee Junho was the first person who laughed and ignored Shin Youngwoo at the alumni meeting two years ago. The alumni heard that Shin Youngwoo had become obsessed with games and debt-ridden and couldn’t laugh.


  Only Lee Junho continued teasing Shin Youngwoo and calling him pathetic. As the alumni meeting continued and everyone started to drink, the other alumni followed Lee Junho’s example and started laughing at Shin Youngwoo. Shin Youngwoo became a laughing stock with all the alumni.


  ‘This unforgivable bastard… Dammit, how did I come across this bastard in a game? I really have no luck.’


  Shin Youngwoo glared at Lee Junho and his followers. Lee Junho felt his gaze and asked gently. “E..Excuse me? Can you help us? As you can see, we are trapped. Haha.”


  Lee Junho never imaged that the man inside the helmet was Shin Youngwoo. Shin Youngwoo thought this was ludicrous.


  ‘That bastard… he acts like such a devil towards me, but makes such a fake smile towards others! Ah, isn’t my face covered right now? Then they don’t know who I am? Oho, maybe this…’


  Honestly, Shin Youngwoo didn’t like the Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet. As a unique set item, its functions were very good. However, it was too ugly. But at this moment, he was delighted with the Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet. 


  Why? The helmet had a shape that covered half his face. Therefore, Shin Youngwoo’s appearance wasn’t revealed and the ID of Grid didn’t appear over his head.


  ‘Now that I’ve met this scum here, isn’t it a chance for revenge?’


  Shin Youngwoo started laughing and Lee Junho’s group looked at each other. Shin Youngwoo’s laugh that emerged from the helmet caused Lee Junho and his group to feel an eerie chill. The eyes that could be seen in the helmet were similar to those of the canyon spider. Yes, like they were prey…!


  ‘Did we step in poop?’


  As Lee Junho’s group trembled, Shin Youngwoo focused his gaze on Choi Chansung.


  ‘Choi Chansung…’


  Choi Chansung was clearly a person who hung out with Lee Junho and Sim Kiwan.  Choi Chansung was with them whenever Lee Junho or Sim Kiwan were committing violence against someone.


  But Shin Youngwoo had never witnessed Choi Chansung’s direct involvement in any cheating, swearing or violence.  Rather, Choi Chansung watched Lee Junho and Sim Kiwan with an uncomfortable expression. Youngwoo didn’t know why, but he often saw Choi Chansung arguing with Lee Junho. 


  ‘One time, he apologized to me on behalf of Lee Junho… He also never made fun of me at the alumni meetings… Not long ago, he called and asked if I was going to the reunion… I didn’t call back or reply to his email, despite several attempts to contact me. It was like he was worried about me! Yes? Perhaps he really is a good guy?’


  Shin Youngwoo’s interpretation was correct.  Choi Chansung was really worried about Shin Youngwoo after what happened at the alumni meeting.  He was afraid Shin Youngwoo might make the wrong choice out of shame.


  While Lee Junho and Sim Kiwan always mocked Shin Youngwoo, Choi Chansung kept his mouth shut. Choi Chansung hung around Lee Junho and Sim Kiwan due to the relationship that started from their first year in high school, but he was reluctant to harass anyone.


  However, Shin Youngwoo had doubts.


  ‘… Anybody who is a friend of Lee Junho can’t be a good guy. If I look at examples from the movies or comics, he is the truly evil mastermind who is pretending to be good on the outside!’


  Wasn’t Choi Chansung standing behind Lee Junho and Sim Kiwan when they bullied him in high school? Wasn’t he behind Lee Junho when he laughed at Shin Youngwoo at the reunion? Shin Youngwoo was so suspicious that he considered Choi Chansung more of an enemy than Lee Junho.


  Then he raised the +8 Ideal Dagger.




  Chapter 77


  “Wow…”


  “Ohh!”


  Lee Junho’s group trembled. It was the first time they had seen such a dazzling enhanced weapon.


  ‘He truly is an amazing person who can take care of a canyon spider.’


  ‘He might look ignorant but he clearly has a high-level! Amazing. When can we be like that?’


  In front of their longing gazes, Shin Youngwoo cut a spider web tangled on the wall with a single blow. Lee Junho’s group once again felt admiration.


  ‘He got rid of the spider web so easily, despite it not budging under our combined attacks.’


  Shin Youngwoo shrugged as their eyes shone in admiration. “Anyone who can’t break a spider web at this level is, honestly, quite incompetent and pathetic.”


  “……”


  A truly nasty tone! Lee Junho and Sim Kiwan were indignant.  Lee Junho’s standoffish nature would usually cause him to spit out curses right away, but but refrained from doing so, as he was currently in a lower position.


  “Haha, we are still low-level users… It is hard for us to deal with the spider webs. So please help us. If you don’t help us, we won’t be able to escape this web and will eventually die.”


  Lee Junho smiled somewhat subserviently. It was a truly fresh appearance for Shin Youngwoo.


  ‘Hasn’t this guy always run around with no fear of the world? Now he is acting like this?’


  Shin Youngwoo barely suppressed his laughter. He cupped his chin and gestured lazily. “Hmm~ why should I save you guys? What benefits can I obtain from saving you? I am inherently predisposed to hate things like a free service.”


  The man in the helmet blatantly asked for a payment! Lee Junho thought the man was an inconsiderate bastard, but he had no choice.


  “We spent most of our money on potions, so we only have a little bit left.”


  “Don’t be weak. Do you guys set the value of your lives that low?”


  “… As you know, we don’t have a lot of money because we aren’t high-level users.”


  “Based on your equipment, aren’t you at least level 80? If you combine all your money, won’t it be a decent amount?”


  “If we give you all our assets, how will we live…? Please have mercy.”


  Shin Youngwoo was excited to hear Lee Junho begging. He felt as though he had been constipated for 10 years and it was finally released.


  ‘He always acted heavy-handedly in front of me… Kukuk, okay! Let’s release all my grudges today! This is the perfect chance to pay back all my shame. Blacksmith’s Rage!’


  [Blacksmith’s Rage has been activated. Your attack power and attack speed will increase significantly for 20 seconds.]


  Shin Youngwoo vowed to let him know how it felt to be bullied. Then he started beating Lee Junho up with no notice.


  Peeok!


  “Kuheeok!”


  Lee Junho screamed as he was beaten by bare hands, although it felt like a hammer. This wasn’t an exaggeration. Shin Youngwoo was only level 86 but his strength was over 700 points. In addition, Blacksmith’s Rage was used. 


  Even if Shin Youngwoo didn’t have a legendary class or high stats, Lee Junho was an ordinary level 88 warrior who invested most of his stats in strength instead of defense, so Shin Youngwoo’s attack power was a threat. 


  Lee Junho wasn’t equipped with special armor so he was at a risk of dying from 200 hits of Shin Youngwoo’s bare hands. And it was very easy to hit people 200 times when they couldn’t resist.


  “W-What is this?”


  Shin Youngwoo grinned at Lee Junho. It was like a demon’s smile. “You don’t intend to give me money but you still ask me to save you? You have no shame!”


  Peeok!


  “Kaaack!”


  Shin Youngwoo’s fist hit Lee Junho’s abdomen. Lee Junho coughed up a small amount of blood and Shin Youngwoo raised his fists. Then he hit Lee Junho’s jaw.


  Peok peok!


  “Cough! N-No! Will you spare us if we give you money? Why should I give you money?”


  “Aren’t your potions valuable?”


  “Do you really want me to give you all my assets?”


  “Yes, you jerk!”


  Peok!


  “Ugh! W-Wait a minute! Stop beating me. Think about it! You want me to give you all my assets just for cutting some mere spider webs?”


  “Mere spider webs? Yes, that’s right. To me, they are just spider webs. But what about for you? You can’t break free from this web and will die!”


  Peok peok!


  “Ack! I-I understand! Sorry! I made a mistake. S-Spare me! I will give you all my assets!”


  “That’s okay.”


  “Huh?”


  “I don’t want money.”


  “I-It was a joke? Hahat! Hahaha! Hey, you are funny. You must be having some fun because you would save us anyway!”


  “What are you saying? I will save you?”


  “What? Didn’t I say I would give you all my assets if you save me?”


  “You bastard, how do I know you really will give me all of your assets? You might have 100 gold, then give me 1 gold and say ‘I’m sorry, this is all I have.’ Eh?”


  “No! I wouldn’t do such a thing”


  “Uh. I won’t save you even if you give me all of your assets.”


  “Why?”


  “I don’t want to save you because I hate impolite people!”


  Bam bam bam!


  In the party window, Lee Junho’s health gauge was going down. A warrior’s health was being noticeably decreased just from being hit by bare hands? Choi Chansung and Sim Kiwan were scared.


  ‘Lee Junho invested most of his points in strength, but the basic health of a warrior is very high. But the damage from bare hands… Strong…! He is quite strong. No wonder why he can hunt the  canyon spiders. But!’


  ‘Shit!’


  Why use violence against someone who asked for help? If he didn’t want to help, just don’t help.


  Bam bam bam!


  Lee Junho was beaten up without being able to move, like a poor dog tied to the tree in the backyard. The two people disliked Lee Junho, but they couldn’t stay quiet in this situation.


  “Hey! Why are you suddenly beating people? We didn’t even do anything wrong.”


  Sim Kiwan inquired. Shin Youngwoo stopped hitting Lee Junho and shifted his gaze. Sim Kiwan jumped with surprise.


  ‘That look in his eyes… They aren’t the eyes of a normal person!’


  Shin Youngwoo’s eyes, revealed through the helmet, seemed to shine with insanity…


  Bam bam bam!


  “Kuaack! Eek! Ugh! Ughh!”


  Unlike Lee Junho, Sim Kiwan was a magician so his basic health was very low. Thus, half of Sim Kiwan’s health was gone after Shin Youngwoo beat him for 10 minutes. Sim Kiwan wanted to curse but he didn’t dare let them out.


  “S-Spare me…”


  Shin Youngwoo’s eyes widened. “What? Spare you? Hahahaha! Do you want to live? Huh? Do you want to live? Huh? Puhahahat! Hey~~ why do you look so worried? Okay, I will keep going!”


  “Aaaagh!”


  “……”


  Choi Chansung watched this situation and wanted it to be a dream. The person they asked to save them turned out to be a madman who wanted to kill them! How could this happen?


  ‘Is he a professional PKer?’


  Satisfy had PK users who killed users to steal items or at someone’s request. But the number of PKers wasn’t high due to various disadvantages. An ordinary user who played Satisfy every day would rarely meet a PKer. However, now a PKer appeared in front of them. He appeared in the middle of nowhere! Wasn’t the situation worse now?


  “… Do it in moderation.”


  Lee Junho, who had been silent for a while after being beaten, opened his mouth while Sim Kiwan was being hit. Shin Youngwoo’s gaze returned to Lee Junho.


  “What did you say just now?”


  Lee Junho’s eyes were filled with killing intent as he shouted. “I told you to do it moderately, you bastard!”


  The roar echoed through the cave. This was the backbone of a warrior. Sim Kiwan, whose face was bloody, looked over towards Lee Junho expectantly.


  ‘Yes, Junho! Show this psychopathic bastard! You aren’t an ordinary person.’


  Sim Kiwan was just someone who followed and imitated Lee Junho. On the other hand, Lee Junho was a born gangster. He was someone who didn’t fear anything. It was rumored that even his parents didn’t dare go against them.


  Sim Kiwan knew him for a long time, so he was well aware of Lee Junho’s violent personality. He thought it was possible for him to somehow go against the madman in a helmet. But…


  “Why are you screaming so loudly inside that spider web? Well? Shitty guy? Aren’t you just a dog? Eh?”


  Peok peok!


  “If I don’t stop, what will you do? Huh? Huh?”


  Bam bam bam!


  “Why don’t you try getting rid of that spider web before shouting? You incompetent bastard.”


  Pepepepeok!


  Lee Junho might be strong in reality, but this was Satisfy. It wasn’t a place where real strength would have any effect. A strong person would naturally stand on top. Here, Shin Youngwoo was much stronger than Lee Junho.


  Bam bam bam!


  Lee Junho struggled against the web for a while before glaring at Shin Youngwoo. Then he spoke in a voice quivering with anger. “Hey, you jerk. Where do you live? Eh? Do you dare encounter me in reality? Do you want to die? Tell me where you live right now! I will go and kill you!”


  Instincts were truly frightening. Shin Youngwoo knew that he was in a far superior position, but he couldn’t help flinching at Lee Junho’s words. Then after a moment. Shin Youngwoo recalled that Lee Junho could never figure out his identity and replied unabashedly.


  “Me? I live in Argentina, you bastard.”


  Argentina! Despite being the world’s 8th largest country, its total population was below that of South Korea, which was ranked 109th largest in the world.  A country famous for soccer powerhouses! It was a country famous for food culture such as asado (meat on skewers and baked on a charcoal fire). More than anything else, it was on the other side of the planet from South Korea.


  Bam bam bam!


  After learning that the madman lived far away, Lee Junho eventually changed his attitude.


  “I-I’m sorry. I was wrong so please stop… I was unable to grasp my situation. I’m really sorry. So please spare me. I really will die…”


  Unlike Shin Youngwoo who could hunt high-level monsters due to his items and high stats, Lee Junho was an ordinary user. A great deal of time was needed to recover from the experience lost after dying. In addition, he would drop items when dying. 


  Therefore, Lee Junho sincerely didn’t want to die. Lee Junho was also strong against the weak and weak before the strong.  Among the alumni, Lee Junho was called a mad dog, but he was a typical gangster.


  If Lee Junho’s body wasn’t trapped in the spider web, Shin Youngwoo would give him the chance to lick Shin Youngwoo’s feet.


  “Bark like a dog. In addition, call me master. Then I will save you.”


  “R-Really?”


  “Yes.”


  “Then I will. Ba…!”


  The moment Lee Junho was about to bark, Choi Chansung interrupted. “Junho, are you really planning to do this?”


  Choi Chansung didn’t like Lee Junho. However, Lee Junho was a friend so it was natural to take his side over the madman.


  “Is there a problem with dying once? In addition, is there any guarantee that he will spare you if you follow his request?”


  Shin Youngwoo felt certain after he saw Choi Chansung being calm alone, unlike the terrified Lee Junho and Sim Kiwan.


  ‘Choi Chansung…! He truly is behind Lee Junho! He is the boss. Choi Chansung was the one behind Lee Junho in our high school days!’


  Finally, Shin Youngwoo moved in front of Choi Chansung. Then he starting hitting Choi Chansung.


  Peeok!


  Choi Chansung had low health so he received the biggest damage. But Choi Chansung laughed instead of feeling agitated.


  “Yes, kill us. Being killed by a madman is better than being eaten by a spider or committing suicide by logging out.”


  “T-This…”


  Shin Youngwoo had no intention of killing Lee Junho’s group. He just wanted to insult and hit them as much as possible, while they felt despair. He wanted to inflict all the pain that he had endured. He wanted to see Lee Junho beg. However, Choi Chansung was able to proudly resist.


  “You… you bastard! You really aren’t afraid to die? Is it okay even if your experience and items drop when you die? Eh? You aren’t ashamed to die? It will also hurt.”


  Satisfy used overwhelming technology to reproduce all senses exactly like reality. It was the same for pain. But in the case of pain, it was decreased to less than 12 times that of reality. For example, being stabbed by a knife would feel like the prick of a needle. If hit by a fist, it was just a mild pain.


  However, it was like how people got drunk on alcohol. Every time they were hit, their health was reduced and their minds became confused. In addition, a person would naturally feel fear when seeing blood. 


  Satisfy recreated reality, so some users became psychologically weak when they suffered great damage. There was a phenomenon that many users experienced and was a social problem. But Choi Chansung’s mentality was strong. He could clearly see that this was a game, so he stayed calm despite the blood in his eyes. He wasn’t afraid of Shin Youngwoo’s violence.


  “It is shameful to take my own life. Now, kill me. It doesn’t matter if you kill me, so do what you like.”


  “It really is the answer of the final boss…”


  “Final boss?”


  Choi Chansung was confused by the incomprehensible words. Shin Youngwoo was very agitated.


  ‘Shit, if he shows this attitude, I won’t get any pleasure from my revenge.’


  On the other hand, Lee Junho and Sim Kiwan confirmed that the madman’s violent momentum stopped after Choi Chansung’s words. Then they started whispering to each other.


  “Hey, I can’t be sure but… that crazy man, doesn’t it seem like he lost his desire for murder after hearing those words?”


  “It seems so. Originally, psychopaths are obsessed with a certain thing… isn’t it the case with him as well?”


  “So he is a psychopath who wants to kill when people beg for their lives, and he doesn’t feel like killing someone who begs to be killed?”


  “Probably…”


  “Okay!”


  The two people exchanged a look and started shouting.


  “Yes, that’s right! Kill us! I’d rather die! We would rather die than grovel!”


  “……”


  Now Lee Junho and Sim Kiwan acted like Choi Chansung. Then Shin Youngwoo fell in deep thought.


  ‘Damn, I don’t know what to do… Should I really kill them? No, no. I will become a PKer, my reputation will decrease and I will be locked in prison. Dammit. Fuck!’


  After a while. In the end, Shin Youngwoo made a decision.


  “Che, whatever. I’m going. Do as you wish. Starve to death in that spider web.”


  Shin Youngwoo declared and left the cave. It was a really neat goodbye. Lee Junho and Sim Kiwan panicked as they looked at his departing back.


  “… This wasn’t what we wanted.”


  “Ugh! There was no guarantee he would save us, but there is no need for him to kill us either!”


  In the end, it shifted back to the beginning. The three people had to choose. They could either starve to death or commit suicide by logging out. They would die anyway.


  Lee Junho trembled. “Shit! If he wasn’t going to kill us, why did that crazy guy beat us up? Damn scum. Why did someone like that appear before us?”


  Lee Junho and Sim Kiwan had begged the crazy person in a helmet to spare them. In particular, Lee Junho was about to bark like a dog. This was a shameful memory they would remember forever.


  Meanwhile, Shin Youngwoo exited the cave and…


  “There are no spiders? If possible, I should capture it and release it into the cave. Those scum, they should have the horrible experience of being eaten.”


  Shin Youngwoo didn’t want to miss the chance for revenge that the heavens had given him. So he ran hard to find a canyon spider. But could the canyon spider be so easily captured? The odds of defeating a canyon spider in a one-on-one fight was still unlikely. Now he wanted to capture instead of killing it? It was an impossible task for Shin Youngwoo.


  In the end, Shin Youngwoo failed to catch a spider and Lee Junho’s group starved to death.


  Under the moonlight, Grid shouted like he wanted to wake up all the monsters in the canyon.


  “I missed out on the golden opportunity for revenge! Dammitttttt!”


  Shin Youngwoo had sought a spider for the sake of his perfect revenge. He hunted all types of monsters in the process, so he was now level 92. Therefore, he didn’t panic when he saw five canyon wolves rushing over because of the noise.


  “Bark bark! Bark!”


  “Shut up, you dog scum!” 


  “Bark!”


  After a fierce struggle, the five wolves were killed and the hungry Grid ate their meat.


  “It is late so I should go sleep… I will finish the quest tomorrow.”


  Now the north cliff wasn’t far away.




  Chapter 78


  As many people knew, the highest waterfall in the world was Angel Falls in Venezuela. It was a huge 979m in height. Angel was Ángel in Spanish, so it was Ángel Falls. It was said that the name was due to the majestic and mysterious appearance of the fog at the bottom of the waterfall.


  Of course, I saw that one day on TV. Anyway, it was a beautiful and mysterious waterfall reminiscent of angels! One of the most spectacular waterfalls in the world! Satisfy created a waterfall that was more spectacular, mysterious, beautiful and fantastic than Angel Falls.


  That waterfall was located in the north of the Eternal Kingdom.  Where in the north?


  “Right here.”


  Kwaaaaaaah!


  The north of Kesan Canyon. At the end of the canyon, there was a 1,300m high waterfall. The water vapor around the waterfall created a dreamy atmosphere. Rainbows appeared everywhere, making it seem like a fairy tale world.


  I was overwhelmed by the intersection of rainbows and the fall of water.


  “This is Loran’s waterfall that I had only heard about in rumors.”


  This waterfall was named after the discoverer of the waterfall, as well as the founder of the Eternal Kingdom, Loran. It was one of the most sacred places for the people of the Eternal Kingdom, but there were no tourists at all. It was because Kesan Canyon was too dangerous. The common people were afraid of the monsters in the canyon, so they didn’t dare come here.


  Anyway, there would be few users who managed to visit this place.


  Kuwaaaaaaaah!


  “It’s really amazing.”


  Originally, I wasn’t someone who worshipped natural scenery. I had never visited any famous tourist sites in my life. So what if nature was beautiful? Would beautiful nature feed me? I used to belittle nature in my thoughts.


  But my thoughts changed at this moment. I could understand why people visited such attractions.


  “Amazing… I finally realize how insignificant and trivial the asphalt world I live in is.”


  The spectacular high-rise buildings designed and built by the world’s top architects? The majestic bodies that were registered as world heritage sites? They were nice and great. But it was nothing in front of nature.


  My narrow world view expanded a bit, and I felt like my perspective had increased.


  ‘If I feel such excitement seeing a virtual reality landscape, how will the scenery in reality be like? Once I pay off the debt, I should go on a trip. Angel Falls, Iguazu Falls, the Amazon, the Grand Canyon… There are many other famous places.’


  I watched the waterfall in a pleasant mood. I regained my spirit.


  “This is crazy. What am I doing? I need to go and find Pagma’s swordsmanship!”


  The north cliff was just below Loran Falls. I searched the north cliff for any engravings about Pagma’s swordsmanship. But 10 minutes, then 30 minutes, 1 hour, 2 hours, 3 hours passed… I couldn’t find Pagma’s swordsmanship.


  I even climbed the cliff, but I couldn’t see anything that might be a mural. Before I knew it, sunset arrived. The rainbows cleared and the waterfall became touched with gold, creating a spectacular sight. It was like an illusion of pouring gold. But he couldn’t afford to keep looking.


  “Hey. I am getting irritated.”


  Khan’s ancestor said that he engraved Pagma’s swordsmanship onto the north cliff! Was he lying? Did I come here and struggle in vain because of his lie?


  “… I was a fool to trust a ghost’s words in the first place.”


  Originally, ghosts were evil! That’s why ghosts who appeared in horror movies were mostly ugly and cruel! Despite the fact that I had been on guard against ghosts for all my life, I was tempted by a ghost and sent on a wild goose chase.


  “Kuoh! It is the worst mistake of my life…um?”


  As I was feeling frustrated, my eyes suddenly noticed something at the back of the waterfall.


  “Perhaps?”


  In my middle school days, I admired the martial arts movies that were released half a century ago. When I watched those martial arts movies, there was always a cave at the back of the waterfall.


  ‘What if the creators of Satisfy watch the same martial arts movies as me…?’


  I jumped into the waterfall. As I expected, there was a small cave behind the waterfall where murals of a man dancing with a sword were carved in a sequential manner.


  “Wow.”


  Once again, ghosts were evil beings.


  “That ghost…! I would’ve found it sooner if he explained that the place was behind Loran Falls. Why did he say the north cliff? No, dammit. If he wasn’t Khan’s ancestor, I would go and kick him. He is Khan’s ancestor, so I will spare him!”


  … Could the ghost hear my voice? I looked around nervously because I was afraid that the ghost would appear, before examining the murals. The murals were carved a long time ago and were very old and dim. But there were no difficulties seeing the contents.


  “This is Pagma’s…”


  The face of the man in the mural had hawk-like eyes. He had the slender egg-shaped face, lips and eyes that were popular among women.


  “Shit… Pagma was handsome…”


  I thought Pagma would have a macho appearance, like the blacksmiths I had seen so far. But he had a slender and neat appearance. I disliked handsome and skilled people, so my favorability towards Pagma dropped exponentially.


  “…I am thinking about the appearance of an already dead person.”


  I concentrated on the murals.


  “That is Dainsleif.”


  Based on the proportions in the mural, Pagma was considerably tall. Nevertheless, the greatsword in Pagma’s hands was much larger than Pagma. This proved that the greatsword was Dainsleif. In fact, the total length of Dainsleif was close to 3m and 20cm.


  “How amazing.”


  However, Pagma in the mural was freely wielding Dainsleif with one hand. His strength was incompatible with his body, and he seemed as elegant as a butterfly. It was a swordsmanship that expressed a powerful strength and a gentle softness. How was that possible? Through the murals, I could see Pagma’s swordsmanship that reached the peak.


  I examined the murals from start to finish.


  “What? Why haven’t I learned Pagma’s swordsmanship?”


  I thought that if appreciated this mural, I would naturally acquire Pagma’s swordsmanship. But it was strange. It seemed like I couldn’t learn it just by examining the murals.


  “Do I have to touch it…?”


  I laid my hands on the mural. But I didn’t acquire Pagma’s swordsmanship.


  “What? If I couldn’t obtain it from looking or touching, how could I learn it? Did I have to follow the actions in the mural?


  … Was that really the case? I had to reproduce and acquire Pagma’s swordsmanship directly with my body!


  “Ah, annoying…”


  But it couldn’t be helped, no matter how annoying. I grumbled and pulled out the Ideal Dagger. Then I copied Pagma’s swordsmanship shown in the murals. At first, I couldn’t get used to it. So I tried again. I was still lacking and started again from the beginning. 


  Three hours later. How many times did I follow the swordsmanship in the murals? I sat down and breathed roughly because Pagma’s swordsmanship took more energy than expected.


  “I…can’t do it.”


  I memorized the swordsmanship in the murals after repeating it several times. However, I failed to reproduce the movements. Come to think of it, I had never once danced in my life.


  “I went to clubs several times, but I don’t remember dancing properly. I see. Hahaha! I was born with two left feet! So it’s hard for me to learn Pagma’s swordsmanship.”


  … No!


  “Crazy!”


  A game skill that I couldn’t learn unless I knew how to dance? What type of nonsense was this? 


  “There can’t be a skill that can’t be learned unless I know how to dance. There’s clearly another reason.”


  After that, I struggled to find a reason while examining the murals. Then I noticed some moss at the last mural.


  “Surely the last part of the mural isn’t covered by moss? Haha, there wouldn’t be such a foolish development.”


  It couldn’t be, but I brushed away the moss just in case. Then I saw it. Another mural was hidden by the moss. 


  Then a notification window popped up.


  [Pagma’s swordsmanship has been acquired.]


  [You have completed the first class quest. Return to Blacksmith Khan.]


  “… I, what have I been doing for the last few hours?”


  This damn thing… My hands shook. I wasted my time and stamina due to the moss! I wanted to rip off the moss and curse. But I refrained. I didn’t want to waste more time on the moss when I had already learned Pagma’s swordsmanship.


  “This damn moss…you are lucky.”


  I stomped on the moss that I had already taken off the wall. Then I took deep breaths. What was the identity of the swordsmanship that pierced the sky? Was it a passive skill like Sword Mastery? Or was it a powerful attack skill?


  Whatever the case, it was necessary for me who lacked combat skills. I was filled with joy and hurriedly opened the skills window. Then I was able to confirm that Pagma’s swordsmanship far exceeded my expectations.


  [Pagma’s Swordsmanship]


  Lv. 1


  -When the skill is deactivated-


  You can become one with the sword at any time. Increases physical attack by 20% and critical hit rate by 10%. 


  * This effect is only applied when a sword type weapon is equipped.


  * The skill consumes no mana.


  -When the skill is activated-


  Become one with the sword. Wave, Restraint, Link, Kill, Transcend. You can unleash a total of five sword techniques.


  * The effect of the deactivated skill will be lost.


  * 20 mana is required to activate the skill.


  * Once deactivated, it will take 10 seconds until the skill can be activated again. Nothing will be consumed when deactivated.


  [Wave]


  Unleash a violent sword dance like a high wave. 


  Inflicts 155% of your attack power to all enemies within 1m, as well as reducing their speed.


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  Skill Mana Cost: 350


  Skill Cooldown Time: 120 seconds


  [Restraint]


  A restrained and understated sword dance. 


  Overwhelms the surroundings. No one will have access to you for three seconds.


  * Does not apply to the undead.


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  Skill Mana Cost: 300


  Skill Cooldown Time: 300 seconds


  [Link]


  A dazzling sword dance that is like the wings of a butterfly.


  Deals 500% of your attack power to a single target.


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  Skill Mana Cost: 350


  Skill Cooldown Time: 100 seconds


  [Kill]


  A killing sword that expresses hatred.


  Deals 1500% of your attack power to a single target. There will be a bleeding and desperation effect.


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  Skill Mana Cost: 1,200


  Skill Stamina Consumption: Consumes 50% of your stamina.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 500 seconds


  [Transcend]


  A sword dance that transcends imagination.


  Your attack power is doubled and your default attacks will turn into ranged attacks.


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  Skill Mana Cost: 1,800


  Skill Duration: 30 seconds.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 3,000 seconds




  Chapter 79


  “Awesome…”


  Pagma’s Swordsmanship was beyond my imagination. The skills’ capabilities and damage was something I could never imagine.


  ‘There is one passive skill and multiple active features… I don’t have any mastery skills, so this is really amazing considering my lacking combat skills.’


  Most classes had passive skills such as Weapons Mastery or Armor Mastery. These passive mastery skills increased the performance of weapons and armor. However, Pagma’s Descendant didn’t have any mastery skills at all. It was a drawback and an unsatisfactory part of the class.


  “But now it’s different.”


  Pagma’s Swordsmanship increased my attack power and chances of a critical hit when deactivated. This had a similar effect to Weapons Mastery. 


  ‘It is also the performance of Intermediate Weapons Mastery…! The effect disappears when the skill is activated, but that isn’t a huge problem. When activated, five active skills are generated.’ 


  Pagma’s Swordsmanship! It was a skill worthy of a legendary class! I was now able to take pride in having a legendary class.


  ‘Although I’ve been disappointed in some production aspects, my class is fraudulent. But it isn’t a combat class. I can play the role of a tanker due to my high resistance to abnormal conditions, so I can become more fraudulent if my combat skills develop. But…’


  There was one problem.


  “… Why does the skill consume so much mana?”


  Currently, I had around 500 mana. I was able to obtain this figure because my intelligence increased when steadily making items. I never invested any stats in it, so I wouldn’t even have 100 mana if it wasn’t for that.


  Anyway, the bottom line was that I couldn’t freely use all the available skills at the moment.


  “Dammit!”


  Wave. Restraint. Link. Kill. Transcend.


  A total of five sword techniques. The minimum amount of mana required was 300. In particular, Kill consumed 1,200 mana and Transcend consumed 1,800 mana. In order to use these skills freely, I needed to invest a lot of stat points in intelligence to increase my mana. But I had never invested any stat points in intelligence since my days as a warrior.


  ‘With magicians, the higher their intelligence, the higher the magic damage. Therefore, they were willing to invest their points in intelligence. But I…’


  I honestly didn’t want to invest stat points into intelligence. In my position, focusing my stat points on strength and stamina was ideal. Strength and stamina meant I could spend a long time making items, and my attack power also increased. 


  But intelligence? Did I have any skills that were influenced by intelligence? Of course not. I needed to invest in the intelligence stat just to increase my mana!


  “Shit…but I can’t not invest in intelligence.”


  That’s right. It didn’t matter how much I complained. I had no choice but to invest my points into intelligence. It was in order to use the sword skills. 


  “Status window.”


  Name: Grid


  Level: 92 (1,531,400/3,798,000)


  Class: Pagma’s Descendant


  * The probability of adding additional options when making items will increase.


  * The probably of item enhancement will increase. 


  * All equipment items can be worn unconditionally. However, there is a penalty depending on the rating of the item. 


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  * Abnormal conditions don’t work well on you.


  * You won’t die when health is at the minimum.


  * Easily acknowledged.


  Title: First Unique Item Maker


  * Dexterity +200


  Title: Only Legendary Item Maker


  * Dexterity +350


  Title: Knight Slayer


  * Stamina +100 


  * Strength +30


  Title: Apostle of Justice


  * All stats +10


  * The Apostle of Justice’s bravery is unmatched.


  Health: 8,330/8,330     Mana: 522/522


  Strength: 775   Stamina: 523   Agility: 208  Intelligence: 180 


  Dexterity: 855  Persistence: 210


  Composure: 155  Indomitable: 176   Dignity: 155 Insight: 155


  Courage: 99


  Stat Points: 0


  Weight: 9,404/19,700 


  When I entered Kesan Canyon yesterday, I was level 85. After hunting all the monsters in Kesan Canyon, I was now level 92. And I had 70 stat points.


  “I should’ve left it…”


  As you could see, I currently had 0 stat points. Why? I invested 70 points into strength. 


  “It couldn’t be helped, since it made hunting the canyon spiders easier.”


  The canyon spiders had excellent defense. I increased strength in order to do a little bit more damage. But now I regretted it.


  “I should’ve collected the stat points until I got Pagma’s Swordsmanship…”


  My maximum mana increased by three points every time I gained one point in intelligence. If I still had the 70 stat points from yesterday, I could increase my intelligence and gain a certain amount of mana. It was too bad.


  “…I need to raise intelligence.”


  I was very annoyed at the thought of not being able to use the skills I learned because of a lack of mana. Who wouldn’t be nervous at not being able to use some skills? So I made an unusual choice.


  “Hunting! Level up! Increase intelligence by raising my level! At the minimum, I need enough mana to use Kill!”


  Kill was a skill that deal 1500% of my attack power to a target. But 1,200 mana was required to use Kill. In other words, I needed at least 400 points in intelligence.


  “Obtain 400 intelligence through levelling up!”


  … It was my rough estimate.


  “Hah, this sucks.”


  I started hunting for the first time since becoming Pagma’s Descendant in order to obtain Pagma’s Swordsmanship. I faced the frostlight orcs in the northern snowfields and then the monsters in Kesan Canyon…


  It was the fun taste of hunting after a long time. 


  ‘That’s right. I became addicted to Satisfy through this taste.’


  I could feel myself getting stronger through my level increase, and I was proud to see the gold and loot piled up in my inventory. For the moment, I should stay in Kesan Canyon and keep hunting.


  But what was the reality? For me, hunting was a luxury. My family was sitting on a pile of debt. My parents and Sehee still couldn’t shake off their anxiety. I needed to make items instead of hunting so that my family could sleep more easily.


  “Yes, I should return to Khan’s smithy quickly. Then I can obtain Dainsleif. Isn’t that good?”


  I barely suppressed by desire to hunt and left the cave behind the waterfall. I was soothing my sorrow while admiring the stars in the night sky when-


  “Kuwaaah!”


  A roaring sound was heard from the bottom of the waterfall. There was a huge spray of water and I was surrounded by six mermen.


  “… The fish are shaking.”


  Mermen were male mermaids. But unlike the mermaids in fairy tales, Satisfy’s mermen were very ugly. I frowned as I saw the gills on the mermen.


  “Are you going to dry out on land and choke to death?”


  A merman in the front waved his trident and shouted threateningly. “Don’t worry about that and give me your heart!”


  Mermen wanted human hearts for nutrition. They were as terrible as their appearance.


  ‘Six mermen…’ 


  The mermen adjusted to the natural environment without much difficulty. Therefore, they were distributed throughout the continent. But the mermen living in Kesan Canyon were the most notorious. The mermen of Kesan Canyon had a level of 175, known to be one of the highest levels among the mermen on the continent.


  ‘The mermen are especially strong in the water. There are six of them…’


  Before I learned Pagma’s Swordsmanship, I would be trying to run away from this place. But things were different now. I raised the +8 Ideal Dagger which shone a darker blue in the darkness.  I wasn’t going to give the mermen my heart.


  “You want to take my heart? Or should I just eat all of you?”


  A merman snorted. “Bah! This human is bluffing.”


  Swaaah.


  The mermen moved on the water at a tremendous speed, like a surfboard meeting a wave. I waited for them to get close to me. Just before a trident was going to hit my body, “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Restraint!”


  At the moment, my body started dancing. The blue light radiating from the Ideal Dagger shone in the moonlight as my body moved quietly. Then!


  “…!!”


  The mermen’s rush stopped, like it was originally a lie. The mermen acted restless and struggled to get away from me. I hurriedly linked some skills before they could escape from the influence of Restraint.


  “Blacksmith’s Rage!”


  [Blacksmith’s Rage has been activated. Your attack power and attack speed will increase significantly for 20 seconds.]


  “Wind Blast!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “Kyaak!”


  The blade of wind scraped against the mermen’s upper bodies.


  [You have dealt 3,750 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 3,802 damage to the target.]


  Mermen had excellent defense on their lower bodies which were covered in scales, but their human upper bodies were weaker. Therefore, attacks on the upper body were very painful. I attacked in rapid succession before stopping.


  ‘Shit, I ran out of mana.’


  I quickly opened my inventory and took out an inferior mana recovery potion. After confirming that my mana had fully recovered, I deactivated Pagma’s Swordsmanship. Then I used the skill I developed.


  “Wind of Justice!”


  Pepeng! Pepepepeng!


  Wind of Justice exerted a powerful destructive blast that couldn’t be compare to Wind Blast. By deactivating Pagma’s Swordsmanship, my attack power and chances of a critical hit increased, making the destructive power more enormous.


  Wind of Justice swept over the mermen from side to side, and those struck in the upper body couldn’t even scream.


  “Quick Movements!”


  [Quick Movements has been activated. Your agility and evasion rate will increase significantly for 1 minute.]


  Splash splash!


  I suddenly plunged into the mermen. Then I started to slash at their upper bodies with the +8 Ideal Dagger.




  Chapter 80


  “Kiyaaaaak!”


  ‘Okay! Good!’


  I felt bliss as I watched the mermen suffering every time I wielded my sword. It was because I felt stronger. 


  [The Best Gauntlets option effect is activated, causing you to attack the target twice.]


  [The Ideal Dagger’s option effect is activated, instantaneously killing the target.]


  One of the six mermen was killed due to the Ideal Dagger’s option activating. I was immediately attacked by the remaining five mermen.  However, I was using a dagger as a weapon, while their weapons were 2m long tridents. They needed a certain distance to attack me properly.


  “Grrr!”


  In the end, the mermen gave up on the immediate counterattack. They moved a certain distance away and glared at me wildly. I followed and attacked one of them relentlessly.


  Bam bam bam!


  “Kiik!”


  The merman were monsters famous for having a strong camaraderie. The mermen didn’t know what to do as I stuck to their companion like a leech and stabbed. They wanted to help, but were afraid they would end up being stabbed. Indeed, they were stupid bastards.


  ‘Mermen… these damn guys!’


  As a warrior, I fought mermen at Lake Fabian. The mermen at Lake Fabian were very low level, unlike the mermen here, but they were very strong opponents at the same time. In the end, I was killed by them.


  ‘Revenge for back then!’


  Puok!


  “Kkuk!”


  The merman received my dagger with no mercy and eventually died. The watching mermen shed tears of blood and started a violent onslaught.


  [You have suffered 2,900 damage.]


  [You have suffered 2,830 damage.]


  Indeed, the mermen had powerful attacks. I lost more than half my health just from two of their attacks.


  ‘A fearsome strength! I am armed with the Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet and Khan’s Masterpiece, but I still received this much damage!’


  But there was no need to be afraid. The cooldown time of my mana potion was up.


  “Gulp.”


  I used a new skill straight away after verifying my mana gauge.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave!”


  My body was like Loran Falls behind me, but the calm stream started to move. Then waves of energy shot in every direction.


  Pepepepeng!


  “Kiyaaaaak!”


  The four mermen were hit simultaneously and screamed in pain. They tried to counterattack but due to the influence of Wave, their movement speed and attack speed were slowed by almost two times. It wasn’t difficult to deal the final blow.


  “Wind Blast!”


  “Kyaaak!”


  In the end, all six mermen died and I confirmed the money, japtem and experience that dropped.


  [Your level has risen.]


  “Invest 10 points in intelligence.”


  [You have invested 10 points in intelligence. Is this correct?]


  “Yes.”


  After 10 points in intelligence, my mana rose to exactly 600. There was still a long way to go, but I was very proud.


  ‘If I make an item, my stats will rise. Someday, I will have enough mana to use Pagma’s swordsmanship freely. But I don’t know when that will be…’


  By the time I paid back the debt, would I have thousands of mana? As I imagined it and prepared to leave, a man appeared before me. It was a man with a scraggly beard. He was also wearing odd clothing. At a glance…


  ‘A beggar.’


  What? This beggar?


  ‘Don’t tell me he wants money?’


  I was concerned that he would beg me for money, so I hurriedly tried to leave this place. But then the beggar called out to me. “I have a favor to ask of you.”


  “… Ah, damn.”


  Of course this beggar would be asking me for money.


  ‘He found the wrong person.’


  I wasn’t proud of it, but I never once put 10 won in the Salvation Army donation box during my 26 years of living. Therefore, I had no intention of helping a beggar in the game.


  ‘How can I help when I am trying to stay alive in the first place?’


  I turned around calmly as the beggar placed a hand on my shoulder.


  “Can’t you hear me?”


  “I heard you.”


  “Then why aren’t you answering?”


  “Why would I reply to a beggar?”


  The man’s face distorted. “What? Beggar? I am a beggar?”


  “You aren’t? You look exactly like a beggar.”


  “Kuk! Kuhahahaha!”


  Was this beggar insane? Why was he laughing all of a sudden?


  “Hey Mister, would you mind being quiet? This place smells of mermen blood and other merman might appear, so it will be dangerous to make loud noises.”


  Gurgle gurgle!


  As we were talking, a huge foam started to rise from the bottom of the waterfall. In the end, new mermen emerged. I guessed that more than six would appear, so I had wanted to leave this place as quickly as possible.


  ‘I don’t think I could fight more than seven.’


  “Hey.”


  I was hurrying away when the beggar called out to me again. But I responded without stopping.


  “Hey beggar, if you don’t want to die, then just leave. Well, I don’t care if you die or not. Then I’m going…”


  Peeng! Peeng! Peeng!


  … Damn. I was too delayed because of the beggar. 11 mermen popped out of the water, surrounding me and the beggar.


  “Who…? Someone murdered our kin!”


  “I will kill you… Kill him and chew up his heart!”


  I screamed towards the mermen. “I witnessed with my own eyes that this man killed your brethren!”


  My finger pointed towards the beggar. This wasn’t an intentional act, it was instinctive. It was my nature to sacrifice other people for myself!


  “You…! It was you!”


  The mermen believed my words immediately and turned their eyes towards the beggar. Then I hurried to escape. However…


  Chaeng!


  ‘…Sword?’


  It was clearly the sound of a sword. I reflexively looked back and saw the beggar holding a longsword that would’ve been used in the past.


  ‘That’s clearly a sword! How does a beggar have such a thing?’


  Perhaps he wasn’t a beggar? Yes, it was common sense to think that no ordinary beggar would be in Kesan Canyon. An ordinary beggar wouldn’t survive a day here!


  ‘Then this person…!’


  I belatedly focused my attention above the beggar’s head. Then I confirmed the name.


  ‘Piaro.’


  I didn’t know who he was, but he was clearly an NPC. The fact that the NPC approached me first must be related to a quest! The beggar, no Piaro spoke.


  “I don’t like fish.”


  Sasak! Sasasasak!


  He was on a completely different dimension from me. I relied on my skills when dealing with the mermen. However, Piaro didn’t use any skills. He just fought the 11 mermen with his sword skills.


  Clink.


  His sword flashed a few times before Piaro placed his longsword back in his sheath. Then the mermen coughed up blood simultaneously and disappeared into grey light. I was stunned as I witnessed Piaro’s ridiculous display of strength. Then he said with a frown.


  “You are the type of person who will sacrifice innocents to survive… You are the type of person I hate most in the world.”


  “I-I’m sorry…”


  I was afraid that he might be killed, so I apologized. Then he shook his head. “There is no need for any pretenses. I don’t want to talk to you for too long, so I will cut to the chase. Help me.”


  Ttiring~


  There was a familiar sound and the quest notification window popped up.


  [The True Traitor of the Red Knights]


  Difficulty: S


  The Red Knights were once the strongest knight division on the continent. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the Saharan Empire could now exist because of the Red Knights.


  Asmophel, the vice captain of the Red Knights, had a secret rendezvous with the Empress. Then he framed Piaro, who knew the truth.


  Due to Asmophel skillfully borrowing the power of the Empress, Piaro and his men were framed as traitors to the Emperor and were forced to flee.


  Piaro couldn’t forgive Asmophel or the imperial family, who drove the lives of his comrades to the brink of ruin.


  But it was impossible for Piaro to move directly due to the trackers scattered throughout the continent, who were released by Asmophel.


  In the end, Piaro was forced to give up on revenge himself and needed to entrust it to an agent.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Punish Asmophel.


  Quest Clear Reward: Title ‘Agent of Revenge.’


  * Agent of Revenge: The ‘Cruelty’ stat will be opened. 


   Attack Power +100. Skill ‘Murderous Impulse’ will be generated.


  Quest Failure: Level -4.


  The Saharan Empire was adjacent to the Eternal Kingdom. However, it was natural to take a long time to go there and back. Furthermore, I needed to punish the vice captain of a knight’s division. Even Leo, who was called the Northern Nova, was just a chick in front of Asmophel.


  ‘I like the reward, but there is no guarantee of success and the distance is too far. It is wiser to create items at the smithy rather than doing this quest.’


  I made a decision and firmly declined. “I don’t have the time or ability to help you.”


  [The quest was refused.]


  Piaro clicked his tongue.


  “You don’t like the reward?”


  “No, I don ‘t have the time or ability.”


  “I am familiar with people like you. You must be hoping for a bigger reward by taking advantage of my desperate situation.”


  “No, that isn’t it. It isn’t about the reward. I really don’t have the time or ability to help you.”


  “Bah, I will add my sword as a reward.”


  [Piaro has changed the quest reward.]


  Quest Clear Reward: Title ‘Agent of Revenge’ Piaro’s longsword.


  * Agent of Revenge: The ‘Cruelty’ stat will be opened. 


  Attack Power +100.


  Skill ‘Murderous Impulse’ will be generated.


  * Piaro’s longsword.


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 110/213  Attack Power: 387   Accuracy: +10%


  The skill ‘Hatred’ will be generated.


  * Stamina -100.


  It is somewhat damaged, but that doesn’t change the fact that it is a great sword. But it is cursed because it contains Piaro’s strong grudge. There is some risk involved in using it.


  User Restriction: Level 190 or higher. More than 900 strength. 


  More than 300 agility. Advanced Sword Mastery. 


  It was difficult to talk about the options since I didn’t know what skill ‘Hatred’ was. But the attack power was great.


  ‘It is a one-handed sword, but the attack power exceeded the legendary rated Sword of Self-transcendence… Of course, the level limit was 30 levels higher than the Sword of Self-transcendence. But considering the difference in rating, this attack power was really amazing. It is definitely an item that can be sold at an expensive price.’


  I was greedy. Why did I want to make items? To make money. But even if I made dozens or hundreds of items, there was no guarantee that items with a unique or higher rating would be produced. Perhaps I could obtain bigger rewards from this quest than from making items, since the item could be sold for a high price.


  ‘But I truly don’t have the capabilities.’


  I was strong. However, it wasn’t enough to face the vice captain of the once strongest knight division on the continent. I needed to calm down. I closed my eyes tightly and turned away from Piaro’s longsword.


  “I truly don’t have the ability to carry out your request.”


  [The quest was refused.]


  Piaro bit his lip. He seemed angry.


  “You truly are a greedy person. Don’t you know that excessive greed can be a poison?”


  Words didn’t work. This vaguely familiar situation made me recall someone I had forgotten. Yes, Doran. No matter how much I rejected the quest, I somehow ended up doing Doran’s quest. Piaro resembled Doran.


  ‘I might be dragged into the quest if I don’t show a definite attitude.’


  I came out strongly. “How many times do I have to say it? When did I say that I don’t like the rewards? I don’t have the ability, the ability! Why are you misunderstanding a person in a strange way?”


  “You don’t have the ability? It isn’t easy to kill canyon lizards, lizardmen, spiders, eagles, crocodiles, wolves and six mermen at the same time.”


  “Heok…”


  W-What was up with this guy? How did he know everything I did in Kesan Canyon? This must be…!


  “Y-You! Are you a stalker? What do you want from me? Surely not my virginity…! Dirty bastard!”


  “Didn’t I already say it? All I want is Asmophel’s death. It seems talking won’t work with you.”


  Peok!


  Piaro hit my thigh with his sheath. Then I literally fell to my knees.


  [You have suffered 7,500 damage.]


  [The Apostle of Justice’s bravery is unmatched.]


  [The Apostle of Justice is in a crisis. You won’t easily collapse in front of the enemies.]


  [All stats will increase by 30%.]


  “W-What…?”


  My health fell just from a hit on my thigh from a sheath? He also took care of 11 mermen in an instant. Who was this person? As I was feeling appalled, Piaro looked down at me with cold eyes.


  “Make sure to answer. Will you accept my request? Or will you die here?”


  “…”


  I was mistaken when I thought Piaro was like Doran. Doran was stubborn, but nice. This man was completely different. He was more like a demon. A selfish demon!


  “T-This is ridiculous…! An NPC will kill me if I refuse the quest… What the hell is this…?”


  “What are you saying? Answer me.”


  “Dammit! I’d rather die! If I fail the quest, I will lose four levels and waste my time. But if I die here, I will just lose experience! Hmph. I would prefer that! I will be resurrected in Winston so it will save me some time!”


  “… Really, you don’t know what a life is worth. Why did God create immortal beings like you, and why are you living among ordinary humans like us? I can’t understand, no matter how I think about it.”


  An NPC was questioning the existence of a user. I was temporarily speechless at the intelligence of an NPC. Then Piaro glanced at me.


  “Get lost.”


  “Huh?”


  “Get out of my sight.


  “Q-Quest. No, weren’t you going to kill me if I refuse your request?”


  “Bah, I don’t have the hobby of killing innocent people.” Piaro left this place. Just before completely disappearing from my field of view, he stopped and said. “If you are willing to accept my request later, come here. I’m not forcing you. It’s just hope.”


  Thus, my brief encounter with Piaro ended. Then I returned to Winston. In the process, I fought several monsters in the canyon and reached level 95, investing all the stat points into intelligence.


  ‘Shit, I’m like a magician.’


  Investing stat points in intelligence just to increase the amount of mana! It was regrettable, no matter how I thought about it. But I got some happy news.


  [The skill level of Blacksmith’s Rage has risen.]


  [The skill level of Unbreakable Justice has risen.]


  [Blacksmith’s Rage]


  Lv. 2


  Increases attack power by 15% and attack speed by 30% for 30 seconds.


  Skill Mana Cost: 40


  Skill Cooldown Time: 60 seconds 


  [Unbreakable Justice]


  Lv. 2


  Deals 320% of your attack power.


  Skill Mana Cost: 300


  Skill Cooldown Time: 90 seconds 


  In the case of Wind Blast and Quick Movements, they were skills built into the Ideal Dagger, so the skill level wouldn’t increase no matter how many times I used it. But Blacksmith’s Rage and Unbreakable Justice were my own skills. Like any ordinary skills, it gained experience and the level rose.


  I realized I was becoming stronger as I saw the effects of the upgraded skills.




  Chapter 81


  Khan welcomed me as I returned from Kesan Canyon. “You defeated the ghastly monsters in Kesan Canyon! You’re truly amazing! How about it? Did you learn Pagma’s Swordsmanship properly?”


  “Of course.”


  “Can you give me the chance to appreciate the great swordsmanship that thrilled my ancestor?”


  “Okay. It is narrow here, so let’s go to the yard.”


  This was Khan’s smithy. I picked up the Ideal Dagger in a place where there was a lot of firewood. Then I activated Pagma’s Swordsmanship.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave!”


  I danced, scattering blue light in every direction. Khan was impressed by the spectacular sight.


  “Ohhhh! Amazing! It is so beautiful and intense!”


  “In fact, there are four other sword techniques, but it has to end here today.”


  “Why? I want to watch the rest of the sword dance.”


  I wanted to show off to Khan. But I currently only had 630 mana! After activating Pagma’s Swordsmanship and using Wave, I only had 260 mana left. I didn’t have any mana for another technique. In the end, I had to be honest.


  “I don’t have enough mana to use it continuously. I can drink mana potions, but it’s a waste of money.”


  “Hah, I see. Unfortunately, it can’t be helped. Now follow me.”


  Khan dragged me into the smithy. Then he picked up Dainsleif on the second floor and handed it to me.


  “This is the promised reward. You are Pagma’s Descendant, so I believe you can understand and use Dainsleif more than anyone else.”


  [Dainsleif (Reproduction) has been acquired.]


  [Quest success!]


  [Dainsleif (Reproduction)]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 500/500   Attack Power: 451~635   Attack Speed: -8%


  * Additional damage equal to 10% of the target’s current defense will be dealt.


  * The greater the number of enemies, the greater the damage.


  * The skill ‘Golden Flash’ has been generated.


  A work created by Albatino, the first human to receive the nickname of ‘craftsman before Pagma’s era. He attempted the reproduce the mythical weapon, Dainsleif.


  It is far lacking compared to the original Dainsleif, but he succeeded in restoring some of its features, making it a masterpiece on its own.


  It was acclaimed as a ‘masterpiece of human history’ by the founder of the Eternal Kingdom and king of the north, Loran.


  The legendary blacksmith Pagma is said to have received great inspiration from Albatino’s work.


  User Restriction: Level 250 or higher. More than 1,800 strength. Advanced Sword Mastery.


  Weight: 1,580 


  The conditions of use were fairly high, but it was a weapon that was above the Sword of Self-transcendence when just looking at the function. I believed that Dainsleif was currently one of the top weapons that existed in Satisfy.


  ‘Only top rankers would have a weapon like this in their hands.’ 


  I really liked Dainsleif. First of all, it was a greatsword. Secondly, the performance was good. Finally, I liked the appearance. Dainsleif was around 3m and 20cm in length. Its appearance was overwhelming. The blade made of black iron expressed elegance and strength at the same time. While the silver handle made of mithril wasn’t much to boast of, it made a subtle and elegant combination of black and silver.


  If I carried this on my back, it was clear that everyone would look at me with envy.


  ‘If I enhance it, won’t it generate an amazing effect?’


  I was thrilled and vigorously shouted. “Okay! Next is Valhalla!”


  Khan had been waiting for someone who could use and appreciate the value of Dainsleif and Valhalla. And that person was none other than me.


  “Khan! What next? How do I obtain Valhalla?”


  Khan laughed and patted my shoulder. “First of all, let me rest. If I get rid of it too quickly, I’m afraid my medical conditions will act up.”


  Based on Khan’s reaction, it seems I didn’t meet the conditions for the second class quest yet. I nodded towards Khan, believing that someday the time would come.


  ***


  The Eighth Servant appeared! All users belonging to the Yatan Church gained 20% more experience for a certain period of time.  As a result, the number of new users who signed up for the Yatan Church increased dramatically.


  In the end, everything resulted in the Yatan Church’s growth. The world showed a great interest in how the growth of the Yatan Church, the most impure and wicked among all forces in Satisfy, would affect the future of Satisfy. 


  Most of them had negative interpretations.


  “It will be difficult to maintain Satisfy’s security if the Yatan Church keeps growing. Even now, there are cities where the number of NPC victims are increasing exponentially and the population is sharply decreasing. There are countless villages that disappeared altogether. The Alliance must be victorious in battle against the Yatan Church.”


  There were also people guarded against Yura’s growth.


  “The Eighth Servant is definitely Yura. As a high ranking member of the Yatan Church, she will enjoy tremendous success as the Yatan Church becomes stronger. It is something that regular users can’t even imagine! Then the confrontation between rankers will become a one-sided game!”


  Well, there were many other concerns. But I had no interest in such things.


  ‘I’m busy with my own life. It’s painful that Yura is eating all the good things alone, but wasn’t it originally like that? It’s funny to be jealous now.’


  Three days had passed since I returned from Kesan Canyon. In the meantime, I just devoted myself to making items.


  But in those three days, I only made three normal and one rare rated item… 


  “The production rate is really dirty. This is why it’s better to make money by hunting. When will I earn the money to pay off the debt? Sigh.”


  I wanted to rush towards the northern snowfields right away. I would be able to raise my level by hunting the frostlight orcs while collecting the sylphid scales at the same time.


  ‘It would be nice to collect 20 sylphis scales and make the Hooded Zip Up… I can also raise my experience by leveling up.’


  But the sylphid scales had a terrible drop rate. I needed to repay the interest on the debt in five days of real time, so it was difficult to expect anything with the low drop probability.


  ‘Let’s concentrate on making items for five days. I need stable profit to pay off the interest. If I don’t pay off the interest, a foreclosure notice might arrive.’


  “Are you Mr. Grid?”


  While I was sighing over my life, two soldiers arrived at the smithy.


  “What is it?”


  I was in a bad mood so I spoke bluntly, and they immediately replied. “The administrator is urgently searching for you.”


  “Oh…?”


  It seemed to be a continuation of the Business with the Administrator quest.


  ‘What do I need to make this time?’


  Wasn’t it possible to earn a large amount of money this time? I headed towards the castle with expectant thoughts. 


  The administrator’s office. Once I entered, the administrator handed me a scroll like he had been waiting.


  “It is urgent. Would you be able to produce an item with this production method?”


  “What is it?”


  I opened the scroll.


  [’Divine Shield’ Production Method]


  Prerequisite: Advanced Blacksmith Mastery Level 3 or higher.


  * Divine Shield: A shield that contains the power of Rebecca, the goddess of light. Due to its strength against dark magic, all followers of demons and the Yatan Church will suffer when facing this shield.


  User Restriction: Level 190 or higher. 


  “Heok…”


  I was being given this precious production method? 


  The administrator asked me cautiously. “You don’t have the ability to understand and make this?”


  I shook my head. “Nope, I can understand and learn it easily.”


  “Ohh! If so, please learn it and make this shield!”


  It was a chance to learn how to make a level 190 item for free. There was no reason for me to refuse. But there was a separate matter.


  “I can make the shield according to the production method, but I don’t have the divine power to imprint on the shield.”


  An item containing divine power couldn’t be completed with a blacksmith alone. I needed help from a priest or magician. It seemed the administrator also knew this.


  “Don’t worry. I already have a priest prepared.”


  The administrator looked to one side. I looked over and saw a young man in a white garment, with the symbol of Goddess Rebecca on it.


  ‘What, who is this person?’


  Despite being in the same room, I hadn’t been able to detect him at all. He was a strange person who didn’t give off any presence, even when I was facing him now. I felt an instinctive discomfort.


  The priest ignored my vigilance and greeted me. “I am Cassus. This body serves Rebecca, the goddess of light. Please look after me.”


  The name above Cassus’ head was green. In other words, he was an NPC. I answered warily. “Ah, yes. Thank you.”


  Then a quest information rose up.


  [Business with the Administrator (2)]


  Level of difficulty: AA


  Winston is defenseless after consecutive losses and great damage to the troops.


  Administrator Valdi needs the Divine Shield to prepare for the Yatan Church’s counterattack.


  You must work with Cassus, a priest who serves Goddess Rebecca, to complete the Divine Shield.


  Quest Clear Conditions: A Divine Shield with a minimum of an epic rating delivered within two days.


  Quest Acceptance Reward: Learn how to make the Divine Shield.


  Quest Clear Rewards: Depends on the level of the item delivered. 


  Quest Failure: The business deal with the administrator is cancelled and the quest will be destroyed. 


  [Would you like to accept the quest?]


  There was no reason to refuse. No, I was looking forward to the quest. But there was one thing I had to consider.


  “Is the Yatan Church likely to invade Winston?”


  “In order for the enemy to advance here, they must go through Kinban Fortress. And Kinban Fortress holds the elite army of the north. So the possibility of enemy forces invading Winston is very slim. But we can’t rule out the possibility that a small number will sneak in here to attack. The Divine Shield is necessary to go against them.”


  “Hmm… I see. I hope my strength will be a help.”


  [The quest has been accepted.]


  [You have acquired the method to make the Divine Shield.]




  Chapter 82


  ‘Okay…!’


  I rejoiced as the production method for the Divine Shield entered my hands and the administrator urged me. “There’s no time! There’s a smithy in the castle, so make the shield there!”


  I couldn’t even waste time going back and forth from Khan’s smithy?


  “I need to buy the materials needed to make it, so I have to stop by the market.” 


  “I will give you a servant to do all the menial work.”


  “If you say so…”


  I headed straight to the smithy in the castle. The level of the blacksmith was much lower than Khan, but the facilities were comparable to Khan’s smithy. I opened the scroll.


  [Do you want to learn how to make the Divine Shield?]


  “Yes.”


  [You have learned how to make the Divine Shield.]


  [Divine Shield]


  Rating: Rare ~ Legendary


  Rare Rating Information:


  Durability: 360/360  Defense: 189  Magic Resistance: 150


  * There is a rare chance of completely resisting dark spells. 


  Epic Rating Information:


  Durability: 430/430  Defense: 230  Magic Resistance: 181


  * There is a certain probability of completely resisting dark spells.


  Unique Rating Information:


  Durability: 510/510  Defense: 295  Magic Resistance: 238


  * There is a certain probability of completely resisting dark spells.


  * The skill ‘Divine Light’ will be generated.


  Legendary Rating Information:


  Durability: 680/680  Defense: 370  Magic Resistance: 280


  * There is a high chance of completely resisting dark spells.


  * The skill ‘Divine Light’ will be generated.


  * The skill ‘Divine Favor’ will be generated.


  A shield that contains the power of Rebecca, the goddess of Light. Due to its strength against dark magic, all followers of demons and the Yatan Church will suffer when facing this shield.


  Conditions of Use:  Level 190 or more. More than 500 strength. 


  More than 1,000 divine power. A member of the Rebecca Church.


  Weight: 800 


  ‘The minimum rating is rare…’


  I checked the details of the Divine Shield and the list of materials required.


  ‘A magic stone is in the centre and will be the medium to inject the divine power. Mithril will be used for the skeleton then covered in steel. And gold plating? I need gold?’


  Rebecca, the goddess of light, had two symbols. One was the sun and the second was gold. It meant a large amount of gold was required to make the Divine Shield.


  ‘Magic stones, mithril and gold. The value of the materials is great. This is truly a luxury item.’


  The main ingredients needed to make the shield were one top grade magic stone, 2kg of mithril ore, 15kg of iron ore and 400g of gold.  I had the helper that the administrator lent me a list of materials needed to make two shields.


  After a while. The helper came with the ingredients and submitted a receipt.


  “The total purchase cost is 16,935 gold and 20 silver.”


  “…”


  I needed this much money to make just two shields! This was close to my entire fortune!


  ‘Even if it is guaranteed to be finished with at least the rare rating… if the materials cost is too high, I will receive damage if it ends up with just a rare rating.’


  The administrator needed a Divine Shield that had at least the epic rating. In the worst case, if only rare shields were created, I would have to sell it elsewhere. However, the terms of use meant it was limited to the Rebecca Church.


  ‘Ah, this is shit.’


  It was ominous. I didn’t like it. I thought about giving up the quest.


  ‘But even if the materials are expensive…the profits will be higher if an epic rating emerges.’


  Two shields, one of which must have at least the epic rating! After a long period of thinking, I made a decision and took out a hammer.


  “I will make it.”


  Ttang! Ttang!


  The quest duration was only two days. I immediately began smelting steel and mithril. Suddenly, I was surprised to see Cassus standing quietly at the wall behind me.


  ‘What? He’s still here?’


  Cassus seemed to have followed me from the administrator’s office. But he didn’t have any presence, so I wasn’t aware he was behind me. An expressionless face! Pale skin! Those rotten eyes! It was the pious appearance of a priest of the goddess of light.


  “Excuse me, Mr. Cassus?”


  “Yes.”


  “Why don’t you go rest? Your turn won’t be for a while.”


  Cassus shook his head. “I appreciate the courtesy, but I can’t. You can’t suffer alone. I will pray to Goddess Rebecca while watching. It will be a prayer to help you produce a great shield.”


  “…”


  Unlike my first impression, he was a good person. But it wasn’t all good.


  ‘Don’t you know that I don’t want to see that ghastly face?’


  I suppressed the words I wanted to say and devoted myself to the production. How much time passed? As the night deepened, the other blacksmith fell asleep. I finally finished smelting the mithril, which was quite a struggle.


  “Ah, mithril is a tricky material.”


  The moment I took a break to take out bread and water…


  “Have this.”


  “Hiik!


  I freaked out as I heard a voice behind me. I turned around to see Cassus holding cheese in his hand.


  “Y-You! Have you been standing there the whole time?”


  Cassus nodded and replied with an expressionless face. “Yes. I have been praying.”


  “No, to be honest, praying doesn’t help anything so just go and relax…”


  Cassus’ face changed for the first time. He lightly frowned. “Rebecca is the goddess of light. This light encompasses all positive energy, including good luck. My prayer will surely invoke your good luck.”


  When I thought about it, I made a mistake disparaging prayer in front of a religious person. I didn’t want such a frightening person to have a grudge against me. I nodded. “I see. I am ignorant about faith and made a mistake. I’m sorry. Then please continue to pray.”


  “Yes.” Cassus immediately joined his hands together, closed his eyes and started praying.


  ‘He is a very active person.’


  I started work again after eating the bread and cheese from Cassus.  Then one hour later. I fixed the magic stone to the mithril skeleton and called out to the praying Cassus.


  “Now it is your turn. Infuse it with divine power.”


  Cassus stepped forward silently. He fell to his knees in front of the magic stone and started praying to Goddess Rebecca.


  “Oh~! In the name of Goddess Rebecca!”


  Blah blah.


  He started an even longer prayer.


  ‘He didn’t sit down and prayed all night, but he still has this much stamina… Amazing.’


  I became drowsy. I fell asleep and woke up when I heard Cassus’ gentle voice.


  “Mr. Grid, the divine power infusion is over.”


  “Hiik!


  As soon as I opened my eyes, I saw Cassus’ pale face and dark eyes. This bastard, he was a priest but he looked more like a demon.


  “What’s wrong?”


  Did he have to ask? Has he looked in the mirror? I wanted to confront Cassus, but I refrained.


  “It is nothing. Now shall I begin?”


  I continued to make the shield until the sun came up. I spent 23 hours making the shield. I usually invested 20 hours when making an item, but this time was different. I didn’t willingly invested 23 hours to make one. I needed 23 hours to make it.


  ‘It’s difficult.’


  Dealing with mithril and the magic stone was very difficult. It would be different if my experience was higher, but it was hard for the current me.


  ‘It requires Advanced Blacksmith Mastery level 3 or higher, so isn’t it a difficult item to make? Experience also plays an important role.’


  Satisfy pursued realism.  Even if a user had the same level and skill, the user who had more experience with the skill would use it more efficiently. Item production was similar. As Pagma’s Descendant, I knew how to smelt mithril. However, since I had never actually smelted mithril, I needed to spend a lot of time smelting.


  ‘Well, now that I’ve accumulated some experience, I can make the next shield faster.’


  I embarked on the production of the second shield. The blacksmith watching from the side questioned me.


  “Haven’t you made one shield up to the stage just before completion? You only have the gold plating left, so why are you working on a new shield instead of finishing it?”


  “I want to complete both at the same time.”


  I told the blacksmith the truth.


  ‘If the first shield I complete has a rare rating, my motivation will completely fall. It is better not knowing the rating until it is over.’


  I only had enough materials to make two shields. So I was going to complete both at the same time and wish that one of them would be above the epic rating.


  ***


  Lim Cheolho, the CEO of the S.A Group and developer of Satisfy, was rumored to work 20 out of 24 hours. People thought that Lim Cheolho only took a break to sleep. But that was somewhat exaggerated.


  Lim Cheolho also had a separate rest time. He lay comfortably on the office sofa for one hour a day to monitor Satisfy’s users. In the last few days, Lim Cheolho was intensively monitoring Grid.


  “Hoh, indeed.”


  Lim Cheolho kept exclaiming. His eyes were shining, like a child watching an exciting cartoon.


  “How interesting.”


  He meant it. Lim Cheolho was greatly interested in Grid. Grid didn’t play the game efficiently, unlike most users. Nor did he use any shortcuts. He played simply and honestly. Whenever he made an item, he invested 20 hours of Satisfy time.


  Wasn’t this too pure? Lim Cheolho liked this type of pureness.


  “Hahaha! This is ridiculous! He defeated a level 188 knight in such a lucky manner! Ohh, he received a partnership offer from a NPC? How refreshing. Huh, Grid’s works achieved the highest auction prices. Oh my…it is too much to sell a legendary item to a NPC. But it is really fun watching such a user. Um? He didn’t recognize Doran’s ring that Irene is holding? Isn’t this a pity? If he did, his relationship with Irene would grow. Hoh, creating a transparent cloak is a smart choice. Um? In the end, he isn’t even trying to make the invisibility cloak? Well, he’ll be able to make it someday. Ohh! A two-man raid! Hrmm, he got a lot of levels and some items, but I would’ve liked it if he focused more on finding Pagma’s Swordsmanship. Okay, he finally found Pagma’s Swordsmanship. No? Hahaha! Imitating the murals for hours! What a masterpiece!”


  Sometimes Lim Cheolho was complimentary, sometimes he was regretful, sometimes admiring and sometimes excited when he watched Grid. Then he got angry for the first time at a certain part.


  “No! Why did he turn down Piaro’s quest? It would’ve been a good result!”


  Asmophel, who Piaro asked to be punished, was now severely ill. Grid would be able to clear the quest. Then he would receive a great reward. But Grid was overly cautious and missed the golden opportunity.


  “He has changed since Kesan Canyon. At first, he acted in an unplanned and impromptu manner, but now he has his own plans. But he is still inexperienced and immature…”


  Director Yoon Sangmin called Grid a fool. It was because Grid couldn’t properly exert the efficiency of a legendary class. Lim Cheolho had laughed, but as he watched, it felt like he understood a little bit of Yoon Sangmin’s frustration.


  One day, Yoon Sangmin had said this:


  ‘If I was Grid, I would’ve joined a guild. No matter how low my level, I would be able to sign up to a top level guild just because I have a legendary class. Then I would grow with the support of the guild. They would support the cost of items and help with quests. Wouldn’t he clear the class quest sooner if he had the support of a guild? By now, I would’ve moved with a larger goal! But he doesn’t have the capacity and is trying to do everything alone. He doesn’t move with any great plans. He is just staying in a smithy and making items.’


  It was true. Most people would probably think like Yoon Sangmin. He was confident that he could do better if he was Grid.


  But Lim Cheolho questioned it.


  “Is it fun to play like that?”


  Satisfy was already recognized as another reality. People who considered Satisfy a mere game were rare. Success in Satisfy would equal success in reality. Therefore, users who played Satisfy only pursued efficiency. 


  But Satisfy was essentially a game. Lim Cheolho produced Satisfy for it to be enjoyed by people. So users should enjoy playing it.  Those who played like others might soon lose interest in the game.


  Lim Cheolho didn’t want that.


  “It isn’t obliged to have an obsession with Satisfy. Grid should play as he likes.”


  But Lim Cheolho overlooked one thing. While watching Grid, Lim Cheolho thought that Grid was a user who simply enjoyed playing the game. However, the reality was quite different. Grid was playing Satisfy with the hopes of succeeding. He just didn’t have the ability!


  “Huh?” Lim Cheolho saw the administrator of Winston Castle commission Grid to make the shield, as well as the priest of the Rebecca Church. “This…?”


  Lim Cheolho brought his wristwatch to his mouth and spoke. “Morpheus.”


  After a moment, a voice was heard from Lim Cheolho’s watch.


  [Did you call me?]


  “Please search the list of NPCs currently in G-HFO6C1E. Is Isabel among them?”


  [No.]


  “Huh?”


  Doubt appeared on Lim Cheolho’s face.




  Chapter 83


  The remaining time for the quest was two hours! Then I finished the plating for one shield. The information of the finished item popped up.


  [Divine Shield]


  Rating: Rare


  Durability: 360/360  Defense: 189  Magic Resistance: 150


  * There is a rare chance of completely resisting dark spells. 


  An item made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but his experience and reputation is somewhat lacking.


  Thanks to the power of Cassus, a priest of the Rebecca Church, it shines with the divine power of the goddess of light. Due to its strength against dark magic, all followers of demons and the Yatan Church will suffer when facing this shield.


  User Restriction: Level 190 or higher. More than 500 strength. More than 1,000 divine power. A member of the Rebecca Church.


  Weight: 800 


  [A rare rated item was produced, so all stats have permanently risen by +2 and reputation throughout the continent has risen by +30.]


  “T-This is shit.”


  The first final product was a rare rated shield. I was hoping for it to have at least the epic rating, so I was beyond frustrated.


  “…One of my hopes has disappeared.”


  I invested almost all my fortune in making these two shields. If the next shield was rare rated and this quest failed, it would be hard for me to break even. As I shook from the anger that I couldn’t endure, Cassus spoke.


  “The other one will be finished with good results.”


  I exclaimed. “I thought you said that praying would have a clear effect! But what is this? Does a god really exist?”


  “…”


  Cassus didn’t say anything, despite being the target of my venting. There was no change in his expression, but he seemed to think I was being absurd. I had been stuck with him for the last two days, so it was possible to read his expressionless face to a certain extent.


  “Ah…I’m sorry.”


  I shouldn’t blame the innocent Cassus. It was just my dirty luck. I apologized and carefully finished plating the remaining shield. Then…


  [Perfect Divine Shield]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 680/680  Defense: 370  Magic Resistance: 280


  * There is a high chance of completely resisting dark spells.


  * The skill ‘Divine Light’ will be generated.


  * The skill ‘Divine Favor’ will be generated.


  An item made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but his experience and reputation is somewhat lacking.


  Thanks to the power of Cassus, a priest of the Rebecca Church, it shines with the divine power of the goddess of light. Due to its strength against dark magic, all followers of demons and the Yatan Church will suffer when facing this shield.


  User Restriction: Level 190 or higher. More than 500 strength. More than 1,000 divine power. A member of the Rebecca Church.


  Weight: 800 


  [An legendary rated item was produced, so all stats have permanently risen by +25 and reputation throughout the continent has risen by +1,000.]


  “K-Keok!”


  I was so surprised that my breath was blocked for a moment. Cassus’ pallid face smiled for the first time as he looked closely at the shield.


  “Congratulations.”


  “…”


  His pale skin and eyes gave off a bad impression when he was emotionless, but he looked good when he smiled like this. I felt some appreciation towards Cassus for the first time.


  “This is all thanks to your prayers!”


  “It is Goddess Rebecca’s divine favor.”


  “Yes! That’s right! Goddess Rebecca, hooray! Hooray! Hooray!”


  “Goddess Rebecca is eternal. Don’t cheer for her like that.”


  “…Ah, yes.”


  “Now, let’s return to the administrator.”


  “Understood!”


  I placed the shields in my inventory and rushed off quickly, filled with a desire to show the shields to the administrator as quickly as possible. However, Cassus didn’t lag behind my speed, despite only seeming like he was walking.


  ‘Is he walking so fast because his legs are long?’


  We arrived at the administrator’s office as I was thinking.


  “You came.”


  The administrator who always greeted me energetically was nowhere to be seen.


  ‘His face doesn’t look good. Did he have a fight with his wife? But his depressed mood will be gone the moment he sees this!’


  I handed the legendary Divine Shield to the administrator.


  “Now, how about this? Isn’t it impressive? No, isn’t it amazing?”


  “…”


  The administrator didn’t say anything. He just looked closely at the Divine Shield. Heh, he was struck speechless. Last time I made a legendary sword, and now it was a legendary shield! He must be wondering if it was possible for such a great blacksmith to exist in the world, while also being confused over whether this was a dream or not.


  ‘Even I am wondering if this is a dream.’


  As the number of items that I made increased, I couldn’t help getting a feeling. In order to create high rated items, it was necessary to have good luck, quality materials, time invested, and effort.


  The first item I made in Bairan Village were the epic rated Special Jaffa Arrows, so I thought it was easy to make an epic rated item. 


  But what was the truth? I was mistaken.


  Since I made a unique rated dagger in a short time period during the item making game with Euphemina, I thought it was easy to make unique rated items for a while. 


  But what was the truth? I was once again mistaken.


  ‘Making a legendary item is like winning the lottery.’


  Once I concluded that, I suddenly remembered Cassus’ prayer.


  ‘Maybe the prayer really did have an effect.’


  I was sincerely grateful for his hard work in praying for the two days that I made the items. I turned my gaze towards Cassus. He was once again expressionless, but I didn’t feel uncomfortable.


  I smiled at Cassus. Then his expression stiffened. “Do you have any complaints towards me?”


  “…”


  Was my smiling face that strange? One day, I would have to practice smiling in front of a mirror. I was seriously considering it when the administrator opened his mouth.


  “Good work.”


  Huh? What was this boring reaction? Didn’t he originally make a fuss? He was the one who made a fuss when I first came with the Sword of Self-transcendence, so why was he so calm this time?


  While I was surprised by the unexpected reaction, the administrator said to me. “I will determine the value as soon as possible. You should go back for today.”


  “Didn’t you price the Sword of Self-transcendence immediately? Why do I have to go back empty handed today?”


  “There is a financial crisis due to the recent war. I will set a price after meeting with the lady.”


  “…Hrmm, okay.”


  I was convinced and extended a hand towards the administrator. The administrator asked with confusion, “This hand?”


  What? I pointed to the Divine Shield in the administrator’s hand.


  “That, give it to me.”


  The administrator frowned. “Why do I need to give it back?”


  “Eh?”


  What was wrong with this old man today? Did he take the wrong medication?


  “Isn’t it natural to return the item to the owner?”


  “Owner? Are you the owner of this shield?”


  “Then whose is it if it isn’t mine?”


  “You…what are you saying? The owner of this shield is someone we can’t go against…!”


  The administrator’s face reddened. He seemed sincerely angry.


  ‘Someone we can’t go against? Is he talking about Lady Irene? Anyway, money hasn’t been paid yet, so isn’t this shield mine? I am exercising ownership over my property, so why is he so angry?’


  As I was feeling strange towards the administrator,


  “Guards! Come and capture this person!”


  The guards outside the administrator’s office were summoned. Four guards armed with armor and spears rushed into the office. Then hesitated when they saw I was the target, but eventually followed orders and seized me.


  I was frustrated and offended. “What are you doing right now? Why are you capturing an innocent person? Isn’t this misconduct?”


  The administrator held the shield tightly and exclaimed. “Shut up! I treated you well due to your accomplishments in the past, yet you dare to go beyond your means!”


  “Excuse me? It is common sense. Who is the one in the wrong right now?”


  But the administrator didn’t bother talking to me anymore. “Lock him in the castle’s dungeon right now!”


  “What? Y-You crazy person!”


  The moment that the administrator was about to leave the office with the Divine Shield…


  “Wait there.”


  Cassus blocked the administrator’s way. Then he drew a cross over the administrator’s head.


  “Light of Purification.”


  Chwaaaaak!


  A brilliant light flashed through the office. The light wasn’t intense enough to hurt my eyes. Rather, the light gave off a restful feeling. Then the administrator looked around with surprise.


  “Eh? What is this situation? What is everybody doing here? Grid, why are the guards capturing you? Eh? What is this shield? Why am I holding something like this?”


  “…?”


  Did the administrator already have dementia, despite only being middle-aged? The administrator was crying out with confusion. Then he suddenly staggered and fell down.


  “A-Administrator?”


  As the guards rushed to support him, Cassus approached me and said. “Indeed, the administrator was brainwashed by the Yatan Church.”


  “Brainwashed?”


  “Didn’t it say from the beginning? Only members of the Rebecca Church can handle the Divine Shield. There is no one in Winston who can use the Divine Shield. Even if the Divine Shield is owned, it is impossible for Winston to use it to defend against the Yatan Church. So why did the administrator ask you to create the Divine Shield?”


  “Come to think of it…”


  “I was suspicious from the time the administrator asked the Rebecca Church to send a priest to make the Divine Shield. If the administrator was really trying to defend Winston using the Divine Shield, he would’ve asked not just for help to make it, but the support of a paladin to use the shield.”


  “I see. I made a small mistake. So I was suspected.”


  One of the four guards supporting the fallen administrator muttered. Cassus’ gaze fell on the guard as a dark energy erupted from the guard’s body. Then after a while, the darkness was lifted and the young guard became an old man.


  “Eh?”


  I panicked and the rest of the guards were shocked.


  “W-Who are you? Where did Roy go?”


  Their companion suddenly turned into an old man. The old man waved his hand like the guards were annoying. Then black nails suddenly appeared in the air, killing the guards.


  Cassus saw him.


  “Dirty infidel, you dare to commit murder in front of a priest of Rebecca?”


  The old man laughed at Cassus while picking up the Divine Shield that the administrator had dropped. “From my point of view, you are the dirty infidel.”


  Peeng!


  Before the old man finished talking! An explosion occurred and the wall of the office broke. A girl appeared from among the dust. ‘Isabel’ was written in green above her head, and she was a pretty girl in an embroidered blue dress, making her seem reminiscent of a heroine from a manhwa.


  Then Cassus rebuked Isabel. “Why did you go through the wall when there is a door?”


  Isabel gave a refreshing laugh. “Isn’t this cooler?”


  “…”


  What was going on now? What the hell was going on?  I couldn’t understand the situation. Then Isabel raised a hand. A gold circle appeared in the air and a white spear emerged from it. The old man was shocked as he saw it.


  “Lifael’s Spear…? D-Don’t tell me!”


  “What does the Yatan Church want with the Divine Shield?”


  Isabel smiled while holding the white spear.


  “Unbelievable! Why is Rebecca’s Daughter here…?”


  The old man was forced to run away from Isabel.


  “Shall we play?”


  Isabel licked the spear before chasing after the old man, with Cassus following her. I was left alone in the office.


  “What is this? No, wait…”


  Something flashed through my head.


  “Hey, this crazy geezer! My shield!”


  I belatedly realized that the old man took my Divine Shield and rushed out of the office.


  Isabel and Cassus were at the end of the corridor. I thought I would be able to chase the old man if I followed them, but I couldn’t keep up. Their running speed was on a different level from the general public.


  ‘I am going to miss them!’


  I squeezed out all my strength and ran.  But in the end, I completely lost Isabel and Cassus.


  “Pant… pant.. where? Which way did they go?”


  Winston Castle was very large. There were hundreds of rooms. I came to a point where it was impossible to figure out which direction Isabel and Cassus went in.


  “Ugh…! It would be good if there were witnesses!”


  I wandered around the third floor of Winston Castle. As I walked down the corridors, I waited for a new notification window to appear. What notification window was I waiting for? Of course, it was the new quest notification window!


  I invested huge amounts of materials into the le.gen.da.ry. shield, so there should be a quest to retrieve the shield from the old man! But…


  “…”


  Five minutes later,


  “…”


  10 minutes later,


  “…”


  30 minutes passed and a new quest information window didn’t pop up.


  “This really stinks.”


  Random quests were always foisted on me, so why didn’t the desired quest appear in this situation?


  “Shit! Shit! Is this a lie? Eh?”


  Was it so easy to lose a legendary item that I made? Wouldn’t it sell for hundreds of millions of won?


  “No way…”


  I was robbed of a legendary item!  Uncontrollable anger bubbled up.


  “Uwaaaaaah! Gimme my shield, you @ ~ # $!  I could pay off half my debt if I sold that, you #$!~^ jerks!”


  My shout contained all my heartbreak. But my cry only echoed in the void.




  Chapter 84


  A fortnight passed since the war between the Alliance and the Yatan Church began. In the process, the Giant Guild had gained many achievements, so they were celebrating today.


  “Congratulations on the master’s inauguration as a lord! Cheers!”


  “Cheers!”


  The Giant Guild was one of the best guilds since Satisfy launched. Their guild master, Chris, was a top ranked player who was third on the unified rankings. Chris, who was appointed as Lord of Pedro for his achievements on the battlefield, proclaimed towards his 530 guild members.


  “Now is the time for stabilization! For the next fortnight, we will stop going to battle! We will focus on Pedro’s defense and strengthening our power! And!”


  Chris stopped talking and pulled out a leather armor. He once again checked the information of the armor.


  [Unexpectedly Comfortable Rat Leather Armor]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 24/24   Defense: 22  Movement Speed: +3%


  An armor made of rat leather by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but lacks experience and reputation.


  It is designed and created so that the wearer won’t be inconvenienced when moving. The wearer can move a little faster. 


  The fact that this type of armor was made with meager materials is amazing.


  User Restriction: Level 13 or higher. Beginner Leather Armor Mastery. 


  The unknown craftsman who created the first epic rated arrows and caused a hot topic for a while! How to find him? He desperately searched for a while, but couldn’t even gain the slightest clue. However, not long ago, he accidentally found a clue while reading a post on a community site.


  ‘Please make it in time…!’ Chris once again eagerly prayed.


  “Have half of the guild form a search team! Go to Winston! The goal is the unknown craftsman! Find him and invite him to the guild! No matter what conditions he presents, accept it unconditionally!”


  In order for the guild to become stronger quickly, they needed a number of high level combat classes. But in order for the guild to become more robust and complete, it needed skillful support classes.


  Chris failed to invite Panmir and Steng, who were first and second ranked on the blacksmith rankings. He succeeded in inviting the fourth and fifth ranked blacksmiths, but it was still lacking.


  Therefore, he wanted to invite the unknown craftsman. Chris wanted to establish the supremacy of the Giant Guild with him.


  ***


  “We are lacking in people.”


  The Tzedakah Guild were too busy to worry about their mental conditions. They searched for Euphemina and completed quests against the Yatan Church to increase the reputation of the guild.  They were also still looking for the unknown craftsman. 


  First of all, the Tzedakah Guild only had 17 members. The guild members might all be rankers, but they were lacking the numbers to do various things at once.


  In the end, the guild members didn’t think it was possible to maintain this and presented their opinion to Jishuka. Thus, a meeting was held.


  “Let’s postpone Euphemina’s death. The reason we want to kill her is to get revenge for our members and the dignity of the guild, but there is no immediate benefit. On the other hand, the Yatan related quests and the unknown craftsman all directly benefit the guild. I think it is better to postpone the revenge and focus on the quests and finding the unknown craftsman.”


  “I agree. It isn’t easy to catch a girl who hides like a rat.” 


  “7 votes for. 7 votes against. 3 people have abstained from voting.”


  “I think we should go ahead and proceed like we have been. If we quit along the way, rumors will increase. I’d rather take off the quests related to the Yatan Church. To be honest, we are skilled and can always improve our guild reputation without having to rely on these miscellaneous quests.”


  “That’s right. Getting revenge is a matter of our pride. It shouldn’t be delayed. Has everybody forgotten about the Tzedakah Guild’s pride?”


  “7 votes for. 5 votes against. 5 people have abstained from voting.”


  Regas, who had been watching the meeting progress silently, finally spoke up. “What about looking for the unknown craftsman?”


  Jishuka asked Regas. “Do you think we should postpone it?”


  Regas instantly replied. “No, to be honest, don’t you think it should have the highest priority? What about you?”


  “I agree.” Jishuka concluded. “We will stop the Yatan related quests. Concentrate our power on finding Euphemina and the unknown craftsman.”


  “Okay!”


  After the meeting, the guild members scattered.


  Winston.


  The Tzedakah Guild was staying in this city. Due to many circumstances, it was likely that the unknown craftsman was staying here.


  “Hrmm, the meeting was boring. Huh?”


  After the meeting. Regas discovered an Asian person while he was going to his inn. Then a bright smile crossed his face.


  “Hey! Gladiator of the body!”


  “…Eh?”


  Grid, who had been walking with his head down, looked up with frustration when his path was blocked and someone called out to him. He recognized Regas straight away.


  “Regas?”


  “Haha! You know me? I thought you wouldn’t remember.” Regas rejoiced.


  Grid sat down at the fountain and replied. “A good loan guarantor… No, you were the only one who defended me against the accusations, so how could I forget you?”


  Several months ago, when he was at leve -3, Grid tried to participate in the Guardian of the Forest raid party. But when he applied, he became the subject of criticism by the other raid party members.


  At that time, the only one who believed and supported Grid was Regas. However, Grid felt reluctance rather than appreciation towards Regas. The pure and good nature was the opposite of Grid, and he also disliked the fact that he was handsome.


  But after a conversation, Regas seemed more naive than Grid thought and was someone who would act as a guarantor for a debt. So he finished the relationship with Regas as neatly as possible.


  Now they met again! It was time to eat the rice that had been laid at that time.


  Regas was worried. “Why is your expression so dark? Did something happen?”


  Grid made the saddest possible expression and explained. “An old man stole my item.”


  Regas jolted with surprise.


  “Such a wicked…! There is such a bad person in this world!?”


  “Hah…it seems like it. People who take the livelihood of others should die.”


  Grid expressed his resentment. Regas nodded. “People like that should pay the price.”


  Grid started preparing to eat. “Hah…how good would it be if someone helped me… Well… there is no chance. In this harsh world, there is no one who would help others for free. Right?”


  Regas jumped up. “This world is harsh, what are you saying? This world is warm and beautiful!”


  “Is that right? Huh…but the world that I’ve experienced is harsh and poisonous. Having my item stolen…”


  “What is that item? It is that important?”


  “Yes…really important… It was my life… But I lost it… I think I will commit suicide…”


  Regas’ face paled from fear. “S-Suicide! You can’t commit such a sin! Aren’t you sorry towards your parents? Filial duty! Have you forgotten the spirit of Taekwondo?”


  “Hah, I’m sorry. I’m so physically and mentally tired that I had a bad idea.”


  In the end, Regas bit the bait. “This can’t continue! I will help you! I can’t forgive anyone who would deal such a big injury to others!”


  ‘Yes! I got you!’


  The moment Grid was cheering with delight…


  Peeok!


  Jishuka incidentally heard the conversation between the two people and hit Regas on the back of the head. Then she pulled at Regas’ earlobe. “You’re going to help someone? Haven’t you forgotten a lot of things?”


  Grid’s eyes were shining as he looked at her. Tanned skin! Red and plump lips. Long and curved eyes! A big chest! Jishuka was the ideal girl that Grid had dreamed of.


  “T-This?”


  Despite his earlobe still being pulled, Regas explained to the questioning Grid. “She’s my guild master. Ah! Ack! I-It hurts!”


  “Does it hurt, you pathetic bastard?”


  “Aaaagh!”


  Jishuka pulled Regas’ earlobe more strongly and turned towards Grid. She sighed as she saw Grid look up and down her body with explicit eyes. She was used to attention from men, but it was still unpleasant.  Even if this was virtual reality, not reality.


  “Hey you.”


  “Huh? Yes!”


  Grid came to attention as Jishuka called out to him. Grid was generally strong in front of women, but it was different when the woman was his ideal type. He couldn’t help being nervous when standing in front of his dreams.


  Jishuka glanced at him and sniffed. “Newbie. Regas is busy right now, so you should take care of your own matters. Now then, we’re going.”


  Jishuka kept holding Regas’ earlobe and pulled him away.


  Newbie. Newbie. Newbie. Newbie…


  Grid looked at Jishuka’s departing back while the word echoed in his mind. Then…


  “She looked at me like I was a dog.”


  An ideal type was just an ideal type. Grid recovered his spirit and caught up with Jishuka.


  “Hey.”


  “…?”


  Jishuka was surprised when Grid, who couldn’t even meet her eyes a short time ago, blocked her way. But it was only for a second. Jishuka gave him a relaxed smile and crossed her arms, emphasizing her chest.


  “Why are you calling me?”


  “Keok!”


  Grid’s gaze focused on Jishuka’s chest. But he quickly cleared his mind.


  “Can you give me Regas? He said he would help me. What right do you have to interfere?”


  “I have a natural right. I’m his guild master. So he must follow my commands. Do you understand? Don’t be offended and go away.”


  “Just because you’re his guild master, doesn’t give you the right.”


  “Then? Does a third party have the right?”


  Jishuka naturally had the advantage. Rather than fight with her, Grid chose to bow.


  “…Please. I am really desperate right now.”


  “We are desperate as well. We can’t spare any people.”


  “I’m more desperate!”


  “We are more desperate!”


  “I am more desperate!”


  “We are!”


  “Me!”


  Whisper.


  A large number of people gathered as an adult man and woman began a childish argument. In particular, it caused a big wave because Jishuka was famous.




  Chapter 85


  “Isn’t that Jishuka?”


  “Wow, that proud woman?”


  “Why is the guild master of the Tzedakah Guild squabbling like a child?” 


  Jishuka grit her teeth as she heard those criticizing words. She felt like claiming damage compensation for her ruined image and reputation. 


  Meanwhile, Grid was unaware of what was happening around him, simply because he was really desperate. It was natural since hundreds of millions of won were stolen right in front of him. Now Grid’s head was filled with reclaiming the Divine Shield.


  “Please lend me Regas!”


  “…Hah.”


  Grid didn’t think of withdrawing, so Jishuka was forced to retreat.


  “Okay, let’s leave it to Regas.” Jishuka let go of Regas’ ear and then placed the burden on him. “Do you know better than anyone what a desperate situation our guild is in right now? Do you have time to help others?”


  “Uhh…”


  As Regas hesitated, Grid begged, “Regas, I’m asking you. You are the only one I can rely on.”


  Regas’ worries didn’t last long. Grid expressed that he lost everything and even wanted to commit suicide. At this time! He said Regas was the only one he could rely on. 


  “I will help!”


  Snap!


  In the end, Regas grabbed hold of Grid’s hand.


  Pajik.


  There was the sound of something snapping in Jishuka’s head. All of the spectators looked at her. However, both Grid and Regas didn’t hear it.


  “Thank you, Regas! I will consider you my lifelong benefactor!”


  “Haha, it is nothing. After all, it is my responsibility to protect justice and help the needy!”


  Regas was very motivated. Jishuka wanted to use violence against Regas right now, but she couldn’t act because there were too many eyes watching.


  “… Yes, you have decided? Okay, I understand. Good luck.” Her red lips twitched as she suppressed the urge to curse. There was no energy in her voice.


  Regas bowed and apologized to her, “I’m sorry! Please understand this once! I’ll do this and then help you straight away! Now, Grid! Let’s go!”


  “Yes!”


  Grid and Regas left the area, leaving Jishuka alone in the end.


  “Choosing a guy you don’t know over a friend of a few years…”


  The spectators watched her mutter and gossiped,


  “Jishuka was rejected for a man…”


  “It wasn’t another woman, but a man.”


  “Amazing…”


  “……”


  Jishuka decided not to listen to the noises entering her ears.


  ‘I will definitely break both of them.’


  Then the spectators brought up an interesting story:


  “But that guy, isn’t he a blacksmith? Don’t you know? He competed against that great beauty in the item creation game.”


  “Ah ~ The one who joined with Khan for a two-against-one match, but still lost to that woman?”


  Jishuka’s eyes widened in surprise.


  ‘Is that guy Khan’s disciple?’


  Apart from the whereabouts of Euphemina, the Tzedakah Guild also wanted to find Khan’s disciple. He was the one who competed with Euphemina, so he probably knew something about Euphemina.


  However, he was difficult to find because Khan never revealed his identity. Jishuka hurriedly whispered to Regas,


  “Regas! The man with you is likely to be Khan’s disciple! I have to talk to you right away! Where are you now?”


  [The recipient has blocked all whispers.]


  “… This bastard.”


  Regas had blocked all whispers because he was afraid that Jishuka would threaten him with a whisper. Jishuka summoned a holographic keyboard. Then she spoke in the guild chat window.


  {Hey, Regas! Regas Regas Regas Regas Regas Regas Regas Regas Regas!}


  {Guild Master (ㅡ.ㅡ)  Don’t spam the chat.}


  {Shut up = _ = This isn’t the time for jokes.}


  {ㅠㅠㅈ�


  ㅈ�


  }


  {Regas! Can’t you see the chat? Hey! Do you really want to die?}


  {If he is quiet in front of your bombardment, has he blocked the guild chat? What is it? Did Regas get into another incident?}


  {Regas is with Khan’s disciple! But he doesn’t know that the person is Khan’s disciple!}


  {Eh? Khan’s disciple? ㅡ ㅡ; How did that guy end up with Regas?}


  {Anyway, find Regas right now! If he is Khan’s disciple, he is likely to have a clue about Euphemina!}


  At this point, Jishuka and the Tzedakah Guild members couldn’t imagine. Khan’s disciple, who they just wanted to ask about Euphemina’s whereabouts, was actually the unknown craftsman they wanted to meet!


  ***


  “Hrmm…”


  I explained the whole story to Regas. Of course, I omitted or changed some parts since Regas knew me as a blacksmith, not a warrior. In the first place, I only needed to convey a description of the thief.


  “So, Grid received a quest and went to Winston Castle, where a soldier suddenly turned into an elderly person and stole your item? You wanted to chase that old man, but ended up missing him?”


  “Yes, that’s right. A black aura emerged from the soldier’s body and he suddenly transformed…”


  “A black aura?”


  “Yes.”


  Regas thought carefully. “Doesn’t it sound like someone from the Yatan Church?”


  Such a thing? The Yatan Church believers were said to feel pain just facing the Divine Shield. But that old man was fine when holding the Divine Shield in his hand.


  “I don’t think it is a Yatan follower…”


  I cautiously denied it, but Regas shook his head.


  “It is definitely a Yatan follower. Those who deal with black magic have a 90% chance of being a Yatan follower. Let’s find the nearby hiding places of the Yatan follower. If we defeat the hideouts one by one, we will find the one who robbed your item.”


  In the end, I added to the explanation. “No, in fact, the item that the old man stole was something that would deal great damage to the Yatan Church followers. But the old man easily touched the item, so he can’t be part of the Yatan Church…”


  “If it was a high priest who transformed, he might not be influenced by the item because of his high faith.”


  “Is that right? Hrmm…” After a moment of worry, I finally made a decision. “Okay. I will trust Regas’ words. By the way, where is the hideout of the Yatan Church?”


  Regas scratched his head.


  “I’m not sure. Don’t we just need to find it?”


  “……”


  Regas was a powerful person who was called a Taekwon Master. His combat strength would certainly be amazing. But he seemed to be lacking when it came to the intelligence aspect.


  ***


  “…This place?”


  Irene woke up in the darkness. Where was this place? She couldn’t tell. It felt like she had been asleep for a very long time. The voice of a man was heard while she was feeling confused.


  “Don’t be afraid. Darkness is originally easy to adapt to. You will soon realize where this is.”


  As he said, Irene’s eyes gradually adapted to the darkness. After a while, Irene discovered where this was.


  “The Yatan Temple!”


  “No. This is just a common cave that can be found everywhere. I just decorated it like a temple.”


  “You…?”


  Irene found a man kneeling in front of a statue of God Yatan. The man turned his head and introduced himself.


  “I am Malacus.”


  “……!”


  Irene knew who Malacus was. No, there were few people on the continent who didn’t know the name.


  Malacus.


  He was the Sixth Servant of God Yatan and responsible for the sacrifices of the Yatan Church. It was Malacus who determined the number of virgins to be sacrificed every year. One word from him controlled the lives of many virgins on the continent.


  “H-How are you…? Where is this place? And why am I here?”


  Malacus got up. Then he slowly approached the confused Irene. “Winston Castle has a way of making the Divine Shield. Then I made a deal with a skilled blacksmith.”


  “……”


  “Light exists to be colored in by darkness. Do you know? What will happen if the Divine Shield contains dark magic?”


  Malacus gave a wicked laugh. Irene grabbed Doran’s ring tightly with trembling hands.


  ‘Doran… Doran!’


  Doran was a shadow who protected the Steim family for a long time. Irene had been saved by Doran whenever she was in danger from her youth. However, now he was gone. That fact made Irene feel despair.


  Irene recalled Doran’s last words.


  ‘If you find the man who knows this ring, lean on him. It was thanks to him that I was able to save My Lady this time… He will surely be a big help if he is by your side. Be sure to keep him with you.’


  When would the man that Doran spoke about appear? Irene earnestly hoped for it.


  ‘Doran… please help me meet him.’


  On the other hand, Grid and Regas arrived at Rolf Mountain. Grid was gasping for breath.


  “Pant… pant… what if all of this is in vain?”


  A day had passed and they went through all the forests and mountains near Winston, looking for the Yatan Church’s hiding place. Grid was tired and sleep deprived, but Regas was full of energy.


  “If this is in vain, can’t we just go to another mountain?”


  “……”


  Regas spoke without hesitation while smiling widely. The usual Grid would’ve already tackled him. But Grid was currently filled with the idea of finding the Divine Shield. So he followed after Regas with no complaints.


  Then when he reached the middle of Rolf Mountain.


  [Your persistence has risen.]


  As Grid checked the notification that had appeared 10 times already, Regas shouted.


  “This is the place.”


  Grid turned his gaze towards where Regas was pointing. He discovered a large cave guarded by Yatan followers.


  “The numbers aren’t a joke… Aren’t there at least 30 of them?” 


  Winston’s army had gone out several times under the pretext of subjugating the Yatan Church. Nevertheless, Grid never dreamed that there would still be so many followers in Winston.


  ‘The army led by the strongest knight in the north… He was armed with the Sword of Self-transcendence, but he still lost. He really is incompetent.’


  Grid was busy criticizing Phoenix.


  “Bring it on! You evil people!”


  “Heok.”


  Grid was shocked. He wanted to move as secretly as possible to avoid the enemy’s gaze, but Regas shouted loudly and jumped into the middle of the enemy.


  ‘He is crazy!’


  Regardless of whether Grid cursed him or not, Regas was very excited.


  “Isn’t this quite good? Gale Attack!”


  Chachak!


  Regas’ legs sprang up as quickly as the wind. The Yatan followers near him collapsed. Regas was even more delighted when he saw a follower hit by him get up.


  “Okay! These guys are strong! Bring it on! Force Palm!”


  Pepepepeng!


  The 30 against 1 fight started.


  “……”


  The longer Grid spent with Regas, the harder it was to adjust to Regas.


  ‘I need to regain my senses.’


  Grid couldn’t see the old man among the 30 people outside the cave. Grid moved towards the cave, in the hope that the old man would be inside. He was able to move effortlessly because all the Yatan followers were distracted by Regas.


  The moment when he stepped into the cave.


  “I don’t like uninvited guests.”


  A bizarre voice was heard inside the cave, giving the illusion that two voices were simultaneously talking. Then a notification window popped up.


  [God Yatan’s Sixth Servant, Malacus has appeared.]


  [The mighty dark power has applied a fear, weakness and immobilizing effect.]


  [A legend doesn’t feel fear easily.]


  [You have resisted all the abnormal conditions.]


  [Malacus has unleashed a surprise magic attack.]


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “……!”


  Grid noticed the black blades flying from the cave and quickly escaped.


  However, Regas was different. Despite being outside the cave, he was overwhelmed by Malacus’ magic power and stood still. Therefore, he couldn’t escape the flying magic and suffered great damage.




  Chapter 86


  “Kuk… I didn’t think someone like this would be here.”


  Regas took a potion to restore his health and immediately changed his system setting.


  “Whisper unblock. Guild chat unblock.”


  Then…


  {Hey you! You will die if you don’t find Regas today!}


  {T-Take it easy, Master.}


  {Yes, excitement isn’t good for your skin. Isn’t Master a woman as well?}


  {Shut up… All of you, shut up! If you have time to chat, look for that bastard Regas!}


  “……”


  The guild chat window was filled with chaos. Jishuka was reacting worse than Regas expected, so he hesitated for a moment before typing on the keyboard,


  {The slope of Rolf Mountain. Please send support.}


  The chaotic chat window became more frenzied.


  {Regas!}


  {Hey, Regas! What have you been doing all day? Why did you block the chat? Answer me!}


  {You don’t know how we have been tortured because of you!}


  {Rolf Mountain…? I will visit you soon. ^^}


  Kwa kwang! Kwang!


  Regas avoided the black magic that the followers were shooting from all directions, elbowed the face of the closest believer, and typed in the chat again.


  {Come prepared for battle. Malacus has appeared.}


  The chat window got crazy once more.


  {Malacus? The Sixth Servant?}


  {Eh? Why is he on Rolf Mountain? Shouldn’t he be with the other Yatan bastards?}


  {What… Where have you been wandering around? ㅡㅡ}


  {Why is Malacus there?}


  {Isn’t he a monster that is level 310?}


  {ㅡㅡ;;}


  Everyone was amazed by the presence of Malacus, while Jishuka was obsessed with Khan’s disciple.


  {Hey! Regas! Are you still with the person called Grid?}


  {ㅇ ㅇ}


  {Grab Grid tightly and don’t let him go! He is Khan’s disciple that we are looking for!}


  “What?” Regas frowned as he saw Jishuka’s words. “Grid is a blacksmith? No way.”


  Regas exclaimed while kicking two Yatan followers at the same time. After counterattacking, he quickly hid behind a tree and entered the chat again.


  {That isn’t possible?}


  {It must be -_-^ I heard it from a witness. Grid is definitely Khan’s disciple.}


  {That eyewitness must be mistaken or gave you a false report.}


  After typing briefly, Regas blocked the chat again to focus on the battle and turned to Grid. Grid was holding a large sword that was more than 3m long and was facing Malacus alone.


  “There is no way he can be a blacksmith. The guild master… she must be mistaken.”


  In the meantime, Grid…


  ‘What is going on?’


  Malacus expressed great interest in Grid since he first appeared.


  “I am impressed that you can endure the pressure of my magic power.” Malacus judged that Grid, who avoided all his status effects, wasn’t a regular person. “Then you… are you like Yura? An extraordinary person among travelers?”


  Grid wanted to solve it with dialogue as much as possible. “Not really… well, I didn’t come here to meet you. So can I go my own way?”


  “I can’t allow that.” 


  “Please have mercy just once. Hehe.”


  “One of the most insignificant words in the world is mercy.”


  Malacus was one of the most brutal religious figures in Satisfy. It was foolish trying to communicate with him.


  “Che, whatever.”


  Grid opened his inventory. Then he equipped armor without being conscious of Regas at all. After that, he pulled out Dainsleif, which had been strengthened to +5.


  [+5 Dainsleif (Reproduction)]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 500/500   Attack Power: 549~772   Attack Speed: -8%


  * Additional damage equal to 10% of the target’s current defense will be dealt.


  * The greater the number of enemies, the greater the damage.


  * The skill ‘Golden Flash’ has been generated.


  A work created by Albatino, the first human to receive the nickname of ‘craftsman before Pagma’s era. He attempted the reproduce the mythical weapon, Dainsleif.


  It is far lacking compared to the original Dainsleif, but he succeeded in restoring some of its features, making it a masterpiece on its own.


  It was acclaimed as a ‘masterpiece of human history’ by the founder of the Eternal Kingdom and the king of the north, Loran.


  The legendary blacksmith Pagma is said to have received great inspiration from Albatino’s work.


  User Restriction: Level 250 or higher. More than 1,800 strength. Advanced Sword Mastery.


  Weight: 1,580


  “A great sword. But can it reach my body?”


  Malacus wasn’t a monster but a human. He didn’t have a special appearance. He was just an ordinary man in his 30s, wearing a black mask and a long cloak covering his body. He seemed less scary than the terrible monsters Grid faced in Kesan Canyon.


  “You will see soon! Blacksmith’s Rage! Quick Movements! Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link!”


  In the mural, Pagma held Dainsleif in one hand and wielded it. However, it was impossible for Grid to wield Dainsleif with one hand with his current strength.  Thus, he held Dainsleif with both hands and didn’t look as dazzling.


  Buuuong. Buuuong.


  Dainsleif moved with a speed that was disproportionate to its huge size. Then he slashed at Malacus’ body.  But just before Dainsleif hit Malacus’ body, a black shield appeared, blocking the sword in its path.


  Kaaang!


  “Ugh!”


  After the attack was blocked, Grid hurriedly placed Dainsleif back in his inventory and then pulled out the +8 Ideal Dagger. He consumed 490 mana after using Blacksmith’s Rage, Quick Movements and activating Pagma’s Swordsmanship. Grid used his remaining 277 mana to activate one of Ideal Dagger’s integrated skills. 


  “Wind Blast!”


  Pepepepeng!


  Wind Blast exploded against Malacus’ body. But it couldn’t touch Malacus. Just before the winds touched Malacus’ body, a black shield emerged at the point of collision and blocked all winds.


  Gulp gulp.


  Grid pulled out a mana potion and drank it before activating Wind of Justice.


  Pepepepeng!


  Wind of Justice was much more powerful than Wind Blast. But even Wind of Justice collapsed in front of a shield and didn’t reach Malacus’ body. 


  Grid trembled.


  ‘What is this fraudulent defense skill? How much damage can it prevent?’


  Malacus pulled out a hand that was hidden in the cloak and aimed at Grid. “Your weakness won’t be able to break this. Die. Divine Punishme…?”


  Malacus paused in the middle of the spell he was casting and then stepped back from Grid because Grid had used Restraint. Restraint overwhelmed everything except for the undead, and the overwhelmed opponents were unable to approach Grid for three seconds.


  Grid ran as far from Malacus as possible and shouted, “Regas! Let’s go!”


  But Regas was still attacking the followers without any thought of escape.


  “Regas!”


  Regas looked at the desperately rushing Grid and declared, “I don’t run away. I will fight. When can I ever meet such a strong opponent again? I want to fight!”


  “… You are really crazy. Aren’t you afraid of dropping items and experience upon death?”


  Grid was reluctant to leave Regas and run away alone. He wanted Regas’ help finding the Divine Shield.


  ‘But I can’t die in the process. If I die and drop items…’


  Most of Grid’s currently equipped items were expensive. He would feel like committing suicide if he dropped one of them. Thus, Grid decided to escape by himself. But at that moment, a sound was heard.


  Swaeek!


  An object shot out from the forest. It was an arrow.


  Peeok!


  “Kuk!”


  Malacus was still somewhat constrained by the influence of Restraint, so he couldn’t respond to the arrow that flew without notice and struck his shoulder.  Then a beauty appeared from the direction that the arrow came from. It was Jishuka.


  “If you don’t want to be killed by the arrows like that monster, you should stay in a corner.”


  Jishuka warned Grid while staring sharply at Malacus. Then she pulled back her bowstring.


  Teong!


  Jishuka, currently ranked 19th in the unified rankings, was a woman who had long been called an expert archer. The arrow she shot seemed like it would touch Grid’s ears, but it swiftly flashed passed and hit Malacus’ head.


  But at some point, Malacus escaped from the influence of Restraint and created a black shield. 


  Ting!


  The arrow was bounced back. Jishuka didn’t shake at the sight. She fired five arrows in rapid succession.


  Syu syu syu syu syuk!


  Ting ting ting ting ting!


  All five arrows aimed at the weak parts of the body but were blocked by the shield.


  “The speed of casting is really fast?” Jishuka admired while Malacus smiled.


  “Heh, your fragile arrows can’t touch my body…”


  Malacus couldn’t finish speaking. It was because Regas, who killed the 30 Yatan followers, approached his side and punched.


  “Penetration.”


  Peeng!


  “Keok….!”


  Malacus bent in a strange direction after Regas’ fist hit his side. The whites of his eyes were revealed. Jishuka loaded a new arrow.


  “That isn’t the real one. This is real.”


  Puok!


  The arrow flew along the flow of the wind without any sound and struck Malacus’ heart. However, Grid was familiar with this arrow.


  “Eh? The Special Jaffa Arrow? There are still some left?”


  Jishuka heard Grid’s words and cocked her head. “How do you know that?”


  Was JIshuka and Regas’ power sufficient to knock down the mighty Malacus? If so, maybe he didn’t have to drop his items? Grid was so excited that he spoke without thinking. 


  “Oh, I made it.”


  “…What?”


  Jishuka’s eyes widened. Then Regas shrieked. “Kuaaack!”


  “……!?”


  Jishuka and Grid hurriedly turned their heads. They discovered five black spears piercing Regas’ body. Dark magic was around the wound and Malacus, who had recovered quickly, grabbed Reggas’ head and declared.


  “It is still useless. You will all die by my hands!”


  But…


  “Are we late?”


  “Hey, Regas! You’re still alive?”


  15 members of the Tzedakah Guild emerged, causing even Malacus to flinch for a moment.


  “How is a group like this…?”


  Jishuka gave a smile that was brimming with confidence and stated.


  “Start the hunt.”


  The average level of the Tzedakah Guild was above 200. Many of them were first in their class rankings and within the top 100 unified rankings. There was also a variable called Grid. Even if the opponent was one of the Eight Servants, it wasn’t a power that could be underestimated.




  Chapter 87


  The Sixth Servant of God Yatan, Malacus was the priest who oversaw all rituals in the Yatan Church.


  In fact, most of the rituals he organized were aimed at the groups hostile to the Yatan Church. Or he used them to put a curse on the area for the purpose of making people sick.


  He was famous for the event where 87 virgins were sacrificed in order to turn the king of the Bungerst Principality into an idiot, as well as sacrificing 607 virgins to raise an epidemic in Earl Raven’s territory.


  “Start the hunt? Kukuk! Kuhahahaha! You people want to handle me? There is no one in the world who isn’t afraid of the Yatan Church, who carries out the supremacy of God Yatan and exerts influence on the whole continent. And I am the one who grew this religion! How laughable to think that you are worthy opponents!”


  Malacus had a point.


  The Yatan Church was one of the greatest forces in Satisfy and a subject of horror. The growth of the Yatan Church had a lot to due to Malacus. His accomplishments were enormous enough to affect the situation of the entire continent. How could such a great person be treated as a hunting game in a mountain village? He wouldn’t be easy to kill.


  “You guys will figure it out soon. Especially you, girl. You will be sacrificed to God Yatan.”


  Malacus could see that Jishuka and her guild members were strong. To be honest, he had somewhat flinched when they all appeared at once. But wasn’t he one of the Eight Servants? He had transcended the human realm. Malacus didn’t doubt that he would be unharmed unless these people attacked simultaneously as a group.


  However, Jishuka’s thoughts were different.


  “I don’t know about Malacus, but our Tzedakah Guild is the strongest. We have the power to stand at the top at any time. You can’t threaten us.”


  Grin.


  Jishuka smiled while revealing her white teeth. She provoked Malacus. “You will die here, so humbly accept your death. For us, you are nothing more than game.”


  Malacus couldn’t endure it anymore and his face distorted.


  “You really believe you can harm me?”


  “Of course.” 


  “Foolish!”


  Malacus shouted and stretched out his hand. Then a ray of black magic power shot out in a straight line. It was aimed exactly at Jishuka’s heart. But Jishuka didn’t take any actions to defend herself. Toban, standing on her left side, moved instead.


  “Patience Shield!”


  The first ranked paladin and chief of staff of the Tzedakah Guild. He used a large shield and a defense skill to block the ray of darkness.


  Kwang!


  There was a large sound as dust rose all over the place. The shield didn’t absorb the shock, so Toban coughed up blood.


  “Kuoh… The shield’s durability is decreased by 20 in an instant. It isn’t that bastard’s unique skill. It s a dark magic that anyone in the Yatan Church could use. How powerful is his magic power?”


  Jishuka frowned and kicked Toban.


  “Don’t take it easy. It is unsightly.”


  Malacus exclaimed.


  “Die before this mighty power! It will be the last time you can do anything insignificant!”


  Then a notification window appeared in front of all the members of the Tzedakah Guild.


  [The Sixth Servant of God Yatan, Malacus has discharged his magic power.]


  [The mighty dark power has applied a fear, weakness and immobilizing effect.]


  [Malacus has unleashed a surprise magic attack.]


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  From Malacus’ hands, dozens of rays were shot in different directions.


  “Hey hey. Isn’t this too much?”


  “This is crazy.”


  Jishuka and the Tzedakah Guild members immediately tried to protect themselves from the bombardment. But they were overwhelmed by Malacus’s magic power and couldn’t resist due to the abnormal conditions.


  [You have suffered 8,900 damage.]


  [You have suffered 16,503 damage.]


  [You have suffered 11,027 damage.]


  “It hurts!”


  “This is foul!”


  Except for some classes with high magic defense or high dark resistance, the guild members lost at least 30% of their health from that bombardment. In the case of Jishuka, an archer who normally avoided enemy attacks, she was faced with dangerous warning messages.


  [You have lost 53% of your health from a single blow.] 


  [You can’t regain your mental state.]


  A blow that took 40% of a user’s health at once would stun the user for three seconds. In other words, Jishuka was now completely defenseless.


  “Defend the master!”


  Toban took the lead and the Tzedakah members started surrounding Jishuka. Malacus admired the sight as if it was cute.


  “Do you understand now? It is me who is the hunter, not you.”


  Jishuka didn’t care. She gave the guild a command. “Rather than me, Grid… Protect Khan’s disciple!”


  The creator of the Special Jaffa Arrows that she had been searching for! Grid was presumed to be Khan’s disciple who knew the creator’s information. No, there was a possibility that he was the creator.


  “Everybody, remember this. We need to defeat Malacus, but your top priority is protecting Grid. You can’t let him die.”


  The guild master absolutely had to be obeyed! The guild members looked around simultaneously. Then they found Grid hiding behind a tree.


  “Eh? That guy?”


  Wasn’t Grid a blacksmith? A normal blacksmith should’ve died, or at least suffer serious injuries from Malacus’ bombardment. But he was fine?


  “What is going on?”


  Jishuka was more surprised than anyone else as she checked Grid.


  ‘Now that I’m looking, isn’t he wearing armor and holding a sword?’


  Was it a false tip? But Grid said he was the person who made the Special Jaffa Arrow. She was baffled. But it was only for a moment. Jishuka recovered from her stunned state and drank a health potion. Then she caught the attention of Malacus, who was staring at Grid.


  “Malacus. Aren’t you too weak? You didn’t manage to kill any of us with that blow. Doesn’t it advertise how incompetent you are?”


  Why wasn’t Grid overwhelmed by him?


  ‘What trick did he use?’


  Malacus’ pride was hit when he saw that Grid was safe from his bombardment, but then he looked at Jishuka again. Malacus was very angry.


  “Girl, you can’t come over here. You are shaking with fear. That look suits you.” 


  “I heard that the rituals conducted by Malacus exceed common sense. A person or organization who doesn’t worship Yatan isn’t safe from your rituals? If the number of sacrifices was infinite, you might be able to conquer the world through your rituals. Yes, your capabilities as a priest are enormous. I’ll admit it. But you…”


  Jishuka’s lips curled up in disdain. It was obvious ridicule. Malacus’ face reddened as Jishuka looked down at him with arrogant eyes.


  “What’s the big deal? Do you think we don’t know that your combat ability is the weakest among the Eight Servants?”


  Information was power. The Tzedakah Guild was aiming for the top, so their information gathering ability was naturally high level.  The Yatan Church was currently one of the greatest forces on the continent, so the Tzedakah Guild found out as much information about it as possible.


  The Sixth Servant, Malacus. In order to enjoy the game called ‘sacrifice hunting,’ he appeared in a random place every three months. Level 310. His class was a dark sorcerer. His specialties were black magic, debuffs and various defense skills. In addition, he had amazing self-recovery ability triggered by his enormous amount of magic power. As a high ranking member of the Yatan Church, they needed to be careful of his dark magic attacks. However, the type of attack skills he could use were very limited.


  ‘His level is very low compared to the other Eight Servants.’


  Malacus was a priest. His level was low compared to the other servants because he rarely entered directly into combat. He was only level 310 so the Tzedakah Guild, whose average level was well above 200, judged that they could deal with him.


  “It was only a month ago that you did your last sacrifice hunt… I don’t know why you strayed from your original timeline and appeared in the Eternal Kingdom, but, I am thankful. We will sacrifice you and increase our reputation.”


  Jishuka raised a hand, ignoring Malacus as she ordered her guild members,


  “How long are you going to let your game run wild? Go ahead and start the hunt.”


  It happened at the same time.


  Teong!


  A muscular, middle-aged man waited for the endless talk between Jishuka and Malacus and leapt forward. It was the tank destroyer, Vantner.


  “Hey you! Give me Regas! Then you will die! Experience death! Wuhahaha!”


  Vantner wielded his two axes. He held axes big enough to be lifted with both hands and swung lightly.


  Kwang! Kwang! Kwaang!


  There was a shockwave every time Vantner’s strikes collided with the black magic shield. The wind pressure caused Malacus’ cloak to flap in every direction, but that was all. Vantner’s axes couldn’t penetrate Malacus’ shield, let alone touch his collar.


  “He is fine?”


  The confused Vantner backed away, taking deep breaths and thinking about it calmly.


  ‘That guy’s shield… My attack power can’t penetrate it? Okay, then it is a game of speed!’


  Malacus protected his body by deploying the shield on the surface that would be hit. If Vantner attacked at a speed that Malacus couldn’t react to, would he be able to deploy his shield?


  “Aaaaaaah!”


  Vantner had a simple idea and started to move his arms with all his might.


  Chaaeng! Jjejejeok!


  The two axes moved without rest, and the momentum was as fierce as lightning bolts. However, Malacus wasn’t hurt at all.


  ‘Pant pant… My attack speed doesn’t exceed his speed. How is a sorcerer’s body so impressive?’


  Vanter gasped for breath. Malacus stood still and waited for him to be exhausted.


  “Hmph, it is unsightly.” Malacus laughed at Vantner, then stared at Jishuka. “My combat strength is definitely weak compared to the other servants. But that is only when compared with the other servants. Compared to all of you, I am absurdly strong…”


  Malacus couldn’t finish speaking. It was because a spear shot over Vantner’s shoulder.


  Kaaang!


  “Huh?”


  Malacus groaned a little bit as the spear appeared. It was like a lightning streak. If he had been a little less vigilant, he wouldn’t have been able to deploy the shield on time.


  ‘It is fast and strong, unlike the axe-wielding man.’


  The weight of the spear that aimed precisely at his heart was so great that Malacus took a few steps back, despite blocking with the shield! Then the owner of the spear appeared before him.


  “Ah~ you reacted to the perfect surprise attack? How strong are the other servants?”


  Vantner glanced at the owner of the spear, who had expressed his nervous admiration.




  Chapter 88


  “Hey, Pon! Don’t use me as a shield! This jerk, hiding behind me in order to try and suck up all the honey!”


  Pon, the person famous for being one of the best spearmen in Satisfy. After threatening Malacus, the clicked his tongue at Vantner, who was staggering like an angry wild boar.


  “Vantner, you’re a guardian knight. Isn’t it natural to use you as a shield? The tanker attracts the attention while the damage dealer eats the honey: this is a common sense strategy. Please start thinking before you get angry. Isn’t your brain too small?”


  If Vantner and Pon stood next to each other, the age difference seemed to be around 20 years. But both of them were turning 36 this year. Vantner was bald, bearded and looked in his late 40s, while Pon was handsome and had a sleek physique, making him seem in his late 20s.


  In addition, the relationship between the two wasn’t good. Vantner, who was inferior in appearance, hated Pon from the moment he realized that Pon was the same age as him. Pon also ignored the simple Vantner because he thought Vantner was stupid.


  No, the two people had a low mental age from the beginning. Jishuka said they were ‘two people who found value in disliking each other.’


  “My class might be that of a guardian knight, but most of my stat points are in strength. I’ve told you this many times, so remember it, chicken head! Do I have to teach you again? I am a guardian knight, but my defense is low! So don’t stick with me! Our guild’s tanker is Toban, not me!”


  “Stupid… You chose a defense class, yet you didn’t invest the stat points in something appropriate. No tanking, no attack. Where are you useful?”


  “W-What? You bastard! Would you like to experience the power of an all strength guardian knight in PVP? I request a 1-on-1 duel!”


  “Okay. I will make you experience the incompetence of your character. But I’ll have to pass for now.”


  Vantner was extremely useful in battle between users. 


  He had the ‘Reduce Damage Received’ passive skill and basic defense skills, as well as heals… Unlike other guardian knights, he had a high attack power so he could gain an advantage in battles.


  Of course, if the opponent’s attack power was extremely high, his defense wouldn’t be sufficient. In addition, if the opponent’s defense was extremely high, the attacker would not be able to hit them with his moderate attack power. However, the current level of users didn’t have that type of threat. 


  In particular, a guardian knight had a one-time invincible skill. If the timing was good, it was able to neutralize the enemy’s movements once. Therefore, guardian knights tended to be active in PVP.


  So Vantner had a great momentum.


  “Heh, you are scared.”


  Pon snorted. “Not at all. Have you forgotten what we are doing right now? It is a boss raid. But you want a 1-on-1 duel right now? How is that possible? In the first place, isn’t my unified ranking much higher than yours? Isn’t the result obvious, even if we don’t fight?”


  “Shut up! Are you scared? Don’t avoid it! Your mouth sure is good at being nasty! Let’s meet in real life!”


  “What will happen if we meet in reality? In reality, you wouldn’t be able to do a single thing against me. So please act moderately, you bald bastard.”


  Vantner strongly denied it, “I’m not bald in reality! I just set my hairstyle to bald when I created the character. How many times do I have to tell you this, chicken head?”


  “Doesn’t making yourself bald make you look older? Does that make sense? You must really be bald.”


  “If I was actually bald, I wouldn’t be setting it as bald in the game! I would’ve made my hair thicker!”


  “If you are pretending not to be bald, you might’ve deliberately set your character to be bald.”


  “This $#!~$#!!”


  Vantner, the 1st ranked guardian knight, and Pon, the 1st ranked spear knight. The two people who played the role of the vanguard in the Tzedakah Guild, they were at each other’s throat instead of fighting the enemy.


  Malacus was angry about being ignored and decided to punish them. “Why are you fighting among yourselves? These disagreeable guys keep on gathering!”


  Roaaaar!


  Eight rays of black magic aimed at Vantner and Pon, who saw the attack and quickly jumped to the side. Surprisingly, Malacus’ magic rays changed direction, persistently following Pon.


  “What? Why aren’t they chasing me? You dare ignore me?!”


  Vantner landed on the ground and yelled, while Pon suddenly jumped up.


  “This is the first time I’ve seen guided magic. Indeed, one of the Eight Servants… That isn’t a false reputation!”


  Pon decided he couldn’t escape the magic power and gathered strength in his spear. Intense flames appeared at the end of the spear and Pon cast a skill.


  “Mach Spear!”


  Peeeeeong! Pepepepeng!


  The sonic spear was unleashed, causing a series of explosions in the air. The explosion was so great that even the Tzedakah Guild members, including Vantner, could feel the aftereffects.


  Kwajajajajak!


  Pure force and pure magic power colliding, which one would win? There was no such thing, as obviously, the stronger side would win! Pon’s rotating spear pierced through the eight rays of magic power in a single red light.


  Kwaaaaang!


  The red flash collided with the black shield. Rare agitation appeared on Pon’s face.


  “It couldn’t pierce through?”


  That’s right.  Even that skill was helpless in front of Malacus’ shield.


  “… This is serious.


  Pon was 23rd on the unified rankings. At least in numerical terms, he was the 23rd strongest among two billion users and was one of the top three in the Tzedakah Guild. He had hunted hundreds of boss monsters, but this was the first time Mach Spear had been obsolete.


  It was a reminder of how good Malacus’ defense skill was, but Pon thought differently.


  ‘I haven’t been able to replace my weapon despite gaining 50 levels.’ This is the limit of my present weapon. I need a better weapon.’


  Pon was currently level 243. Yet Pon was using a spear with a level limit of 190. It couldn’t be helped. He hadn’t been able to find a spear better than the one he was using now, even if he visited a famous blacksmith.


  Why? Pon’s spear had a unique rating. It had a level limit of 190, but it was better than level 240 rare and epic rated spears, considering the unique rating and special options. In other words, Pon needed to find a unique spear that exceeded the level 190 limit before he could replace his weapon.


  But when he brought the materials to create the best spears, the famous blacksmiths almost always created normal or rare items. In some cases, epic items were produced, but they weren’t satisfactory.


  ‘An outstanding blacksmith is urgently needed.’


  The unknown craftsman who turned the world upside down by making the Special Jaffa Arrows! Pon and Jishuka were longing for him.


  ‘If he made me a spear, I would be able to penetrate Malacus’ shield!’


  On the other hand, Malacus was suffering quite a bit. He defended against the spear with the black shield, but the weight of the spear had dealt a shock to him. In addition, he deployed a three-fold shield but almost failed to defend against such a big blow. 


  “To be shamed like this by a mere traveler…!”


  Vantner didn’t miss that Malacus’ legs were weak.


  “He is in a stiffened state!”


  Vantner grasped his axes as tightly as possible. Then he used all his strength to throw an axe.


  Swaeeel!


  Throwing weapons was one of the few offensive skills of a guardian knight, but it was light compared to Pon’s spear.


  Kang!


  Malacus made an annoyed look, deployed the shield and deflected the axe.


  “…”


  Vantner witnessed his axe being blown away and grabbed his head.


  “Aaaagh! This is really crazy!”


  He was angry at his powerlessness. The class called guardian knight, it consisted of a skill tree that protected the user and their allies. But in order to master advanced protection skills, he required high stamina.


  Vantner invested points in strength in order to level up quickly. Therefore, he wasn’t able to demonstrate the characteristics of a guardian knight or play an effective role against Malacus like Pon.


  On the other hand, wasn’t Pon looking cool after facing Malacus alone? In fact, Vantner was 66th on the unified rankings, which was much lower than the 23rd ranked Pon, but it was inevitable that his ego would be wounded.


  “There should be an item to roll back the stats!”


  “Satisfy doesn’t have a cache system. It is unlikely that such an item will ever be released.”


  Vantner hit the ground while Pon sincerely advised him.


  “Starting from the next level up, invest all your points in stamina. If you keep investing in strength, your character will turn to shit. Right now, the strength build guardian knight is emerging as a trend in PVP, but haven’t you realized the limitations now? The stronger the opponent, the more useless a strength build guardian knight is.”


  “Ugh!”


  Vantner berated himself for ignorantly distributing his points to strength just to become a ranker faster. In addition, Pon was so caught up in his desire for a stronger weapon that he couldn’t concentrate on the situation.


  Right now, they had completely forgotten. The presence of Regas who was abandoned in the corner!


  “Are you guys chatting among yourselves again? You really have no tension. Okay, I will let you know exactly what the situation is right now.” Malacus declared while grabbed Regas’ bloody head. 


  Pon finally noticed Regas’ presence and asked. “What? Regas? Why are you in that state? Did you run out of potions? But why haven’t you run away yet?”


  Regas, who became Malacus’ hostage, laughed as if he was embarrassed. “Haha, I wanted to see how strong Malacus was so I watched as closely as possible. I thought it would help my training.”


  “… Just die.”


  He felt it since the L.T.S days, but there were too many idiots in this guild. Pon and Vantner ignored Regas.


  Then Malacus shouted to Jishuka, who was watching the battlefield with folded arms. “Girl! All of you will soon turn out like this person.”


  Malacus started concentrating magic power on his fingertips. He was going to crush Regas’ head like a watermelon. 


  For a ranker, death was a tremendous blow. They would lose experience equivalent to one week of hunting if they died. So originally, the Tzedakah Guild wouldn’t stay quiet if their companion was going to die. They would try to protect their companions as much as possible.


  But this was an exception. Regas was able to live, but he was going to die because of his own foolishness. He was reaping what he deserved. It wasn’t worth braving the threat to save him.


  “Die cleanly and fix your mentality.”


  In a situation where no one in the Tzedakah Guild was trying to save Regas, one man called out.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Restraint!”


  “…?!”


  Everyone’s eyes, including Malacus and Jishuka, turned to one side. Then they saw it. Khan’s disciple, the creator of the Special Jaffa Arrows, no, maybe he was just an ordinary blacksmith. The Asian youth, whose identity still couldn’t be determined yet, was dancing with a shining dagger.


  “…”


  His expression was determined as he danced.  It was a rare, highly skilled sword dance.  It looked like…


  “Isn’t this crazy?”


  The Tzedakah Guild members were upset.


  “What is this? Why is he suddenly dancing in this situation?” 


  Grid’s odd behavior that couldn’t be understood by ordinary people’s common sense! Toban saw him and remembered an incident from the past. 


  “I remember that guy now…”


  It was a few months ago when he was recruiting for the Guardian of the Forest raid in Bairan Village. The warrior, who looked around level 80, wanted to enter the raid by pretending to be level 100. He said that he never wore armour because he was a master of control. Now that loser was Grid?


  ‘This is completely…’


  Toban gave a deep sigh and spoke to Jishuka.


  “Master. As expected, this time seems to be another false tip. Grid is a warrior, not a blacksmith. He was a braggart… Ack?”


  Toban was amazed. The appearance of Grid dancing alone seemed crazy at first, but it was only for a moment. As he watched, his heart started beating faster and he felt an intense pressure coming from Grid.


  ‘What is this?’


  Toban no longer talked casually about Grid, as he felt overwhelmed and retreated. He realized that Jishuka and all the guild members were reacting the same way. Even… 


  ‘Even Malacus!’
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  “… This!”


  Malacus, who was about to crush Regas’ head, became frightened and stopped moving. 


  ‘It isn’t a coincidence?’


  Before the Tzedakah Guild had arrived here. Malacus faced Grid 1-on-1 and failed to kill him. Grid wasn’t strong. Rather, he was weak. If Malacus wanted, he could kill Grid in a matter of seconds. In other words, he was at the level of a bug.  But Grid was somewhat strange. He was obviously weak, but an unknown source radiated from him. The overwhelmed Malacus was forced to step back. 


  ‘I don’t understand it.’


  He had dismissed it but after experiencing it again, it wasn’t a coincidence. The pressure felt from Grid was real. How could a newbie exert such a powerful presence?


  ‘I should only fear God Yatan!’


  Malacus was disturbed and let go of Regas. Meanwhile, Grid was approaching. 


  ‘Shit!’


  Malacus retreated to the maximum distance, while Grid helped Regas.


  “Regas, are you okay?”


  “Grid…”


  Regas gazed at Grid with eyes that were twinkling like lanterns. With a single sword dance, he overwhelmed Malacus who had captured the second-ranked person in the Tzedakah Guild. Grid alone dominated 17 of the top 100 users, so his presence was bigger than any top ranker that Regas had met.


  ‘He isn’t even a famous ranker yet he has this dignity…’


  Regas recalled the first time he met Grid. He didn’t wear armor and only hunted monsters with a sword. Everyone else called him a braggart and laughed, but Regas believed it. He through Grid was a reliable person.


  “The more I look at Grid, the greater he is.”


  Regas was a ranker in the top 30 of the unified rankings. Yet he was feeling envy towards Grid. Grid felt an enormous joy at the words. 


  ‘Until recently, I was an ordinary user and now a ranker is admiring me.’


  For the original Grid, rankers were a vast presence that could only be seen on TV or in the distance. But since becoming Pagma’s Descendant, Grid’s life had undergone a great change.


  ‘My mouth is tingling!’


  Grid wanted to wrap himself in Regas’ words. But unfortunately, Restraint only lasted for three seconds. There was no room to relax.


  ‘Unfortunately, the situation is like this…’ 


  Grid’s brain was busy calculating the profit and losses as he ran away with Regas.


  ‘After using the sword dance once, I can definitely feel the benefits. It is definite. Considering Regas’ nature, he will want to pay this debt back in the future.’


  Three seconds was a short amount of time. After the duration of Restraint finished, Malacus regained his freedom. Then he appeared in front of Grid in an instant. It wasn’t a dash type skill, but the manifestation of high-level magic that allowed him to leap through space itself.


  “Eh?”


  Grid was stunned to see Malacus appear in front of him.


  “G-Ghost?”


  Malacus gritted his teeth.


  “The feeling of pressure from you has now disappeared as if it were a lie. Was I mistaken? It can’t be! You have tricked me! Disgraceful person. Show your skills. Or you will never leave here alive.”


  It was like a creepy and bizarre mixture of two voices.


  “Hiik!”


  Grid’s face turned blue. He bowed his head to try and beg for his life. At that time, a sphere of fire flashed and hit Malacus.


  Peeng!


  “Use this gap to escape!”


  While Malacus was caught in the explosion, Grid turned his head and found a familiar woman. Then he couldn’t help asking.


  “Laella?”


  Laella, An 18-year -old British girl, was a global singer and also a top ranker in Satisfy! Why was she here?


  “D-Don’t tell me?” Grid, who was her avid fan, asked Regas. “Regas, does Laella belong to your guild?”


  Grid’s eyes were bloodshot and his nostrils flared.  Regas snorted and nodded towards Laella. “Yes, that’s right. She is a colleague who has been with us from L.T.S. to Satisfy. Grid, do you like her songs?”


  “Wow, amazing! I really like Laella’s breasts… Ah, no, Laella sings great! Haha!”


  Grid was captivated by a certain part of Laella and forgot his life was at risk. 


  Jishuka hurriedly shouted. “How long are you going to stand there? Come this way!”


  Pahat!


  Jishuka fired dozens of arrows into the sky as she spoke. The rain of arrows poured over Malacus’ head, who couldn’t see due to the smoke caused by the explosion. Due to losing his composure from Grid’s actions and having his vision blocked, Malacus became a hedgehog without a shield.


  Grid and Regas sprinted in Jishuka’s direction. But once again, he was caught by Malacus.


  “Do you think I will let you escape?”


  Kuoooh!


  Malacus pulled out the arrows stuck in his back, waved his arms and three black spears shot through the air. They flew towards Grid.


  “Ah, why is this bastard coming after me? Shit! Am I that intimidating?”


  The moment that Grid was going to pull out Dainsleif from his inventory. A shadowy figured appeared and protected Grid and Regas.


  Kwa kwang!


  The spears that should’ve pierced Grid hit the ground and exploded.  Malacus’ face distorted.


  “There is a rat mixed among the hybrid dogs.”


  A dark blade appeared in front of Malacus. Then the blade was fired, aiming precisely at the shadowy figure who protected Grid.


  Seokeok!


  The shadowy figure couldn’t run away! Rather than blood pouring out, it quietly disappeared into the fog.


  “A clone? Che, I really don’t like this!”


  Malacus was furious and started casting spells to chase Grid again. However, a young man with apathetic eyes appeared and interfered. He moved left and right, created dozens of clones.


  Pepepepeok!


  Syu syu syu syu syuk!


  Daggers and other weapons flew in different orbits. It was impossible to develop a shield for every attacked area. In this case, what measures could Malacus take to protect the body? The answer was simple.


  “It won’t get through!”


  Malacus’ black shield expanded to surround his whole body. An absolute defense!  The watching Vantner thought it was ridiculous.


  “How is this balanced? Isn’t this shielding ability a scam? It can be activated without casting, and could even protect the whole body? It is invincible! How do we beat that?”


  Pon didn’t agree.


  “If that defensive ability is as invincible as you think, he would keep the shield constantly deployed. But he didn’t do that. Therefore, Jishuka managed to attack him several times. He only deploys the shield for the minimum time and area to block the attack, then he repeats this again and again. The magic power consumed to deploy and maintain the shield is considerable.”


  “I agree.”


  Malacus used chains of darkness to bind the feet of the clones, then summoned hellfire to burn them.


  The shadowy figure who rescued Grid and Regas gave their opinion. “If Malacus is burdened by the magic power required to use the shield as Pon thinks… Now it is our turn to be attacked. He will no longer want all his magic power to be consumed by the shield, so he will use it all to attack.”


  It was the right answer.


  “Noble master of hell! Let go of the reins of the dogs you have tamed since eons ago! Command them to eat the hearts of those who have oppressed your lowly servant!”


  The blue sky turned dark. There was no moon or stars, just darkness. Then the thick darkness covered the forest. The dark magic dominated the area and made the bodies of the Tzedakah Guild members go cold.


  Pon muttered. “Are we going to die?”


  Jishuka hurriedly exclaimed. “Protect Grid!”


  She had witnessed Grid’s sword dance a moment ago, so she was no longer certain that Grid was a blacksmith. Grid’s class was sure to be a blade dancer.  Still, Jishuka couldn’t give up hope. Grid had clearly known the Special Jaffa Arrow with one glance. Therefore, she decided to prioritize Grid’s protection.


  “Ohhh!”


  Toban moved in front of Grid. Then he used the best defense skill available to him. That wasn’t all. Vantner, Pon, Faker, Laella and all the members of the Tzedakah Guild prepared to guard Grid.


  The ground where Malacus stood moved like lava and dozens of dark shadows started to rise. The dozens of shadows became dark dogs with three heads.


  Grrrung.


  Bark bark!


  The 2m large dogs that could spew out fire, ice and poison from each head. Their red eyes made them seem like rabid dogs. They barked like truly mad dogs.  Malacus looked at them like they were adorable, and smiled.


  “The hell’s keepers have come here!”


  Keeong!


  The hell’s keepers ran wildly towards the Tzedakah Guild and Grid.


  “Where are these dogs going?”


  Vantner’s twin axes might be useless against Malacus, but they could easily hit the dogs. Vantner confidently ran towards the hell’s keepers and then spun his axes in every direction like a storm.


  “Oraaaaa!”


  Pepeok! Peok!


  Bark bark! Bark!


  At first glance, Vantner seemed to have the advantage; however, the battle situation changed in just a few seconds. The hell’s keepers didn’t die, despite being cut in half with an axe. Vantner was burned all over, and his legs were frozen, making him unable to move. Furthermore, his skin was turning green and he coughed up black blood, showing signs of poisoning. Even his two axes were rusted and could no longer function as weapons. 


  It was caused by the flames, ice, and poison spewed by the hell’s keepers. It was the same with his colleagues.


  Pon used Mach Spear to help with Vantner’s retreat.


  Pepepeng! Pepepepeng!


  The sonic spear pierced through the hell’s keepers surrounding Vantner.


  Yip! Yelp!


  The hell’s keepers panicked and scattered all over the place. Using that gap to recover, Vantner used his invincible skill to escape from the battlefield.


  Toban’s face hardened as he watched the series of events.


  “Not one died…”


  A normal monster would die in one hit when attacked by the spear. If there was a critical blow, even a boss monster would receive enormous damage. Yet the hell’s keepers survived Mach Spear. This meant that the hell’s keepers possessed defense and health beyond ordinary monsters.


  Jishuka and the guild members realized the seriousness of the situation.


  “Vantner distributed all his points to strength, but he is still a guardian knight. It can’t be denied that Vantner’s defense and magic resistance is the highest in our guild. Yet Vantner was turned into a rag in an instant. How many times has this happened? That dog’s attack power is top level among the monsters we have met so far.”


  Pon agreed. “I estimate that these dogs are at least level 300. We can probably deal with two or three of them alone.”


  There were 29 monsters that were at least level 300 and armed with three attributes. There was Malacus as well. The odds were becoming smaller. The atmosphere quickly sank. The hell’s keepers fell upon the guild members.


  Jishuka commanded.


  “Respond with ranged attacks!”


  They would be severely hurt if they went head to head with the hell’s keepers. Jishuka’s command was appropriate, but there were few ranged classes among the guild members.


  Bark bark!


  “Ugh!”


  Not surprisingly, the hell’s keepers broke through the Tzedakah Guild members, defeated Toban’s shield and aimed their poison breaths. Grid, who felt like his life was in danger after seeing Toban’s shield become corroded in an instant, took out a golden shield from his inventory.


  At that moment, an amazing thing happened.


  Kiing! Whine!


  The hell’s keepers, who didn’t retreat even when hit by Jishuka’s arrows, retreated as soon as they saw Grid’s shield.
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  For the administrator’s quest, he created two Divine Shields. While the legendary shield was stolen from right in front of him, Grid still had the rare shield.


  [Divine Shield]


  Rating: Rare


  Durability: 360/360  Defense: 189  Magic Resistance: 150


  * There is a rare chance of completely resisting dark spells. 


  An item made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but his experience and reputation is somewhat lacking.


  Thanks to the power of Cassus, a priest of the Rebecca Church, it shines with the divine power of the goddess of light. Due to its strength against dark magic, all followers of demons and the Yatan Church will suffer when facing this shield.


  User Restriction: Level 190 or higher. More than 500 strength. More than 1,000 divine power. A member of the Rebecca Church.


  Weight: 800 


  “What, that shield?”


  As soon as Grid pulled out the golden shield, the wildly rampaging dogs stepped back at once. Then they started whining like puppies.


  The Tzedakah Guild were filled with admiration. In particular, Jishuka was extremely shaken. She couldn’t let go of her hope and asked Grid, “That shield… Did you make it? Just like the Special Jaffa Arrow?”


  “…!”


  The creator of the Special Jaffa Arrow was Grid? The Tzedakah Guild members doubted their ears. Grid was only focused on saving his life, so he nodded without thinking.


  “Yes, I made it. But this…”


  Kwaduduk!


  Grid suddenly gritted his teeth before raising his eyes and roaring, “This is a failure! Shit! The real finished product was stolen from me by some jerk!”


  “Heok…”


  It was one of the most outstanding shields the Tzedakah Guild had seen. They admired the Divine Shield, so they were shocked to hear it being called a ‘failure.’


  “T-That great shield is a failure? When it’s one of the top three shields I’ve seen so far?”


  The guild members were perturbed. Pon went to Jishuka’s side.


  “Grid’s dagger and armor are unusual. It is clear that both of them have an outstanding performance. That dagger seems to require high agility and that heavy armor is only worn by knights. Above all, Grid revealed a strong sword technique earlier. However, he is a blacksmith? The one who produced the Special Jaffa Arrow… Is he the unknown craftsman we are looking for?”


  What type of blacksmith could be armed with a dagger and heavy armor? Didn’t he also do a sword dance that was typical for a blade dancer? Jishuka didn’t have an answer for the suspicious Pon, but she didn’t agree either.


  “Grid recognized the Special Jaffa Arrow with one glance and said it was made by him. There is no reason for him to lie. So, let’s assume he is the unknown craftsman.”


  “Hrmm…”


  Pon had been with Jishuka since L.T.S. and trusted her judgment. She was an open and credible person, thus she became the guild master. But this was an exception. No matter how he looked, it was impossible that Grid was a blacksmith.


  As Pon was unable to get rid of his suspicions, Malacus cried out. “That is the Divine Shield…! Are you the rumored blacksmith who has business deals with Winston’s lady?”


  Malacus was particularly agitated.


  “The Divine Shield is in your hands… It means that Mesta failed his mission… No wonder there was a delay in his arrival!”


  Now things made sense to Grid. The one who brainwashed the administrator and stole the Divine Shield was a subordinate of Malacus.


  “You fu*ker! It was you! You are the jerk who stole my shield!”


  Grid became furious after discovering that Malacus was behind this. Pon shook as he heard the vulgar words coming from Grid. It was because he felt a strong excitement.


  ‘Even Malacus is calling Grid a blacksmith.’


  It was evidence that Grid’s identity was as Jishuka thought.


  ‘A blacksmith who can wear heavy armor and use that dagger, in addition to the sword dance…’ 


  Pon thought about it and asked Jishuka to confirm.


  “Master. Perhaps Grid has a hidden class?”


  “It looks that way, right?”


  Jishuka nodded. Pon’s tone increased in excitement.


  “In order to determine Grid’s identity, we have to finish this raid quickly. Right? Regas.”


  “Ah, yes.”


  Regas emerged from a corner when called. His health and wounds had recovered with the help of his guild members. Confidence was written all over his expression.


  “I already know a strategy to attack Malacus, so I will finish it at once.”


  Regas who watched the battle from right beside Malacus! The one with pure combat skills asked Grid for help, not anyone else.


  “Grid, these dogs seem afraid of your shield, so I hope you will help us.”


  All eyes concentrated on Grid at the words. Questioning, doubt, confusion, and expectation were in their eyes as Grid nodded.


  “I will help you if you promise to give me 50% of the items that Malacus drops.”


  Vantner, who was sitting on one side and watching for the potion cooldown time to be over, shouted angrily.


  “Hey! If you add the 17 of us and you alone, there is a total of 18 people. Therefore, the dropped items should be divided into 18 equal parts. Why should you take 50% alone? In the first place, isn’t Regas helping you for free? You are receiving free help but when you help, it is paid? Eh?”


  “You shouldn’t be counted as 17 people. Aren’t all 17 of you one organization? Shouldn’t an organization be counted as one person? In addition, Regas work with me is different. I was helped by Regas, but have you helped me? Why is this uncle acting so patronizing?”


  “What? Hey, you! This is the first time I’ve met someone worse than Pon! Hey! Who in the world would make calculations like this? If it wasn’t for us, wouldn’t you already be killed by Malacus? So shouldn’t you thank us? Isn’t this too unconscionable?”


  “It is you who should thank me. Didn’t you get a chance to fight Malacus because of me? The raid was on the verge of failure, but you survived thanks to my shield.”


  “Huh!”


  “Stop it Vantner.”


  Pon quickly determined that Grid wasn’t an ordinary person. He calmed Vantner and nodded at Grid.


  “You are right. I will divide the items 5:5 according to the condition you have proposed. Please remember. We are unconditionally kind to you.”


  Pon was laying the groundwork to have Grid join the guild. But Grid had no knowledge of this and mistook it.


  ‘They need the help of my Divine Shield to defeat Malacus. This shit.. I should’ve made the item allocation 7:3 instead of 5:5.’


  Jishuka invited Grid to the party. Grid accepted with an unwilling expression and was surprised to see the list of party members.


  ‘More than level 200!’


  Grid knew that the Tzedakah Guild was a small and elite force. But he never imagined they would be at this level.


  ‘Jishuka is level 251. Pon is 243… Regas 239…  If this is the case, shouldn’t all three of them be in the top 20 of the unified rankings? The others can be in the top 100… What is this monster like group?’


  There are numerous guilds in Satisfy. Among the established guilds, there were a few belonging to the top 1,000 of the unified rankings. Each guild should have around five rankers at most. Yet all 17 members of the Tzedakah Guild were at least top 200 rankers. They might be few in numbers, but they were certainly one of the strongest guilds in Satisfy. 


  On the other hand, subtle complex emotions crossed the faces of the guild members who checked Grid’s level.


  ‘Level 95… Low.’


  ‘It is high for a blacksmith but… Isn’t he a hidden class like Master and Pon are suggesting, not a pure blacksmith?’


  ‘Level 95 for a hidden class is…’


  ‘If this is real… I can’t play games anymore.’


  “What? What is it?”


  Grid felt somewhat uncomfortable as the Tzedakah Guild members looked at him. But unlike the others, Regas just laughed and grabbed him. “Let’s go!”


  “Eh? W-Wait a minute…”


  Regas lifted Grid’s body. Then he threw the baffled Grid between Malacus and the hell’s keepers.


  “Aaaaack~~! Do you want to kill me? Wahhhhh!”


  Kwang!


  “Oh! My butt!”


  Yip! Yiiip!


  As Grid and the Divine Shield fell from the sky, the hell’s keepers were frightened and scattered. But Malacus was different.


  “That shield, I will thankfully take it! Huh?” He was confused to see Regas appear in front of him. Then he laughed. “You want to face me head on? Kukuk! You must be crazy!”


  Regas struck him.


  Peeng!


  “…Keok!”


  Blood poured from Malacus’ mouth. The black shield, which boasted the absolute defense, collapsed in front of Regas’ fist.


  ‘What?’


  Malacus didn’t make a mistake. He deployed the shield at the exact point of attack. But Regas’s fist wasn’t blocked by the shield and hit his abdomen unobstructed. Malacus couldn’t understand how.


  Then once again!


  Peeok!


  “Kuak!”


  Malacus’ face was hit by Regas’ elbow. This time, Malacus was able to grasp the situation.


  ‘This guy is able to change the trajectory of his attacks!’


  It was correct. As a means of defeating Malacus’ defense, Regas adopted the simple method of changing the attack orbit in real time.


  Peeok!


  “Kkeok!”


  If the fist aimed for the bottom of the chin, the shield was deployed there. However, the fist would stop along the way and hit the neck instead.


  Pakak!


  “Ugh!”


  The shield opened on the left side of the head, but the fist stopped in the middle and struck the jaw instead.


  Dadadadada!


  Pepepepeok!


  Regas’ fists, which had a passive skill that ignored the enemy’s defense by 33%, hit Malacus at a speed that wasn’t visible.


  Peeeeeonk!


  In the end, Malacus was hit cleanly in the chest and he flew back into the forest. 


  Ku tang tang tang!


  Malacus’ body pierced through a few trees before being stuck deeply in a large rock.


  “K… Keuok…”


  Malacus was broken and bloody all over as he emerged from the rock. But he recovered like all that damage was a lie. It was an overwhelming recovery based on magic power. However, this meant an excessive consumption of magic power.


  Malacus exited the forest and spoke to Regas in an unconcerned manner.


  “You are stupid. If you change the orbit in the middle of the attack, won’t your muscles tear apart? On the other hand, I can heal from all attacks. The more you hit me, the more you are damaging yourself. Even more…”


  Regas ignored the talking Malacus and once against wielded his fists. Malacus unfolded the shield to protect his whole body. Then he laughed. “If I use the shield like this, it doesn’t matter if your fist can change orbit. You will never touch my body!”


  “Yes. My fists are useless. But that…”


  Regas smiled. Arrows flew towards Malacus.


  Jeeeong!


  “…!”


  The arrows penetrated through the shield and hit Malacus. Regas explained to Malacus who had fallen down. “I saw your shield becoming weaker as the range expanded. And your weakened shield can’t stop Master’s arrows.”


  Archers were special among the combat classes. Due to their poor defense, they were rated as one of the worst in close combat, along with magicians. Instead, they had an extremely high attack power. In all of Satisfy’s classes, few could do as much physical damage as archers.


  And Jishuka was at the peak of archers. The woman who was called the expert archer.


  Regas witnessed Malacus using three layers of shields against Pon’s Mach Spear and two layers against Jishuka’s arrows, so he developed the current strategy.


  “Y… You…!”


  The wound was slow to heal because it was a fatal injury. The Tzedakah Guild poured attack skills towards the temporarily defenseless Malacus.


  “Kuaaaaak! Divine Punishment!”


  Kwarururung! Kwang kwang!


  Dozens of black lightning bolts fell from the sky. Malacus sensed a crisis and used his best spell. It dealt catastrophic damage to the Tzedakah Guild. 


  “This enormous attack power…”


  Toban and Vantner managed to endure it. However, the other guild members were stunned and became defenseless. The guild members with weak magic resistance died instantly. Despite the fact that they raised their stats, including health and mana, with various buffs and potions, they suffered a crisis and were on the verge of annihilation.


  Fortunately, Jishuka maintained a careful distance and was safe, while Grid was protected by the Divine Shield. Grid sighed with relief when he saw the guild member’s health go down instantly.


  ‘If it didn’t have the option of a rare chance of defeating dark magic, I would’ve died. Ku… I should buy the lottery ticket later on.’


  “You…”


  Malacus got up with great difficulty. Most of his injuries were healed, despite being a semi-corpse a moment ago.


  ‘This is the last chance!’


  They had to hit Malacus before he completed healed. Jishuka didn’t want the sacrifice of her guild members to be in vain, so she used her strongest attack skill that consumed 100% of her mana.


  “Phoenix Arrow!”


  The Special Jaffa Arrow flew through the air and flames appeared around it in the shape of a huge phoenix. The phoenix burned everything around it and swallowed Malacus.


  Kwaaaang!


  An explosion that shook the earth! The Tzedakah Guild hoped that it was the end of Malacus, but no system messages appeared. Malacus, who lost half his body, emerged from the flames.


  “Ku…keok… Girl…! I…kill…!”


  The remains of a five-layer shield were in front of Malacus. Jishuka’s Phoenix Arrow was able to smash through Malacus’ five-layer shield and damage him. But as a result, Malacus survived. Indeed, a boss monster had enormous health.


  Toban and Vantner went forward.


  “We have to end him before he fully recovers!”


  Toban’s mace and Vantner’s twin axes aimed at Malacus’ body. But their attacks didn’t hurt Malacus or play a role in restraining his regenerative power.


  Regas and Pon lamented as they watched.


  ‘The two of them are lacking attack power…!’


  Jishuka reached her mental limit from exhausting her mana, so she didn’t try for another attack. With the exception of Toban and Vantner, everyone else was still in the stunned state. Malacus laughed as he dismissed Toban and Vantner’s attacks.


  “Kuhahahaha! Okay! Okay! Hell’s keepers! Eat those people!”


  Grrrung.


  Bark! Bark bark!


  This was the end. The raid failed. As everyone was watching the hell’s keepers desperately-


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Grid, who was armed with a greatsword instead of a dagger, started to dance.


  Buuuong. Buuuong.


  The greatsword was over 3m in length but it moved through the air to an invisible tune.


  “You…?”


  Malacus’ expression hardened. That familiar aura was being emitted from Grid again. This was killing intent. It was truly a perfect killing intent. The killing intent around Grid was compressed into the sword.


  “Y-You… This is ridiculous!”


  Malacus had sacrificed thousands, tens of thousands of virgins as living sacrifices. He experienced all types of hatred and anger, but this was the first time he was threatened by a killing intent.


  “You!”


  It was coming. Malacus wanted to prepare for it. But his body still wasn’t fully recovered, so he couldn’t act freely. Then Grid’s sword dance ended.


  “Kill!”


  After entering the party, Grid received the buff skills like the other members, causing his stats to rise! His maximum mana increased, allowing him to trigger Kill.


  Kuooooh!


  The greatsword filled with extreme killing intent pierced straight into Malacus’ heart. Then a notification window flashed in front of Grid.




  Chapter 91


  [Critical!]


  [The Best Gauntlets’ option effect is activated, causing you to attack the target twice.]


  [You have dealt 77,311 damage to the target.]


  “Kuaaaaak! This is ridiculoussss!”


  He endured the powerful attacks of several people, and finally caught the chance for a proper counterattack. He didn’t think his ankle would be caught at the last moment! Malacus thought it was unfair as he greeted his end. And…


  [You have defeated the Sixth Servant Malacus, who spread fear through the world!]


  [Reputation throughout the continent will rise by +3.000.]


  [The Yatan Church will be forever hostile to you.]


  [Affinity with the Rebecca Church has increased by +2,800. Visiting a Rebecca Temple will give you great blessings.]


  [Affinity with the Dominion Church has increased by +1,500. Visiting a Dominion Temple will give you great blessings.]


  [Affinity with the Judar Church has increased by +800. Visiting a Judar Temple will give you great blessings.]


  [The power of the Yatan Church is extremely weakened after losing a priest. Until a new priest is elected, there will be no further expansion of its forces.]


  [The party leader ‘Jishuka’ has acquired 382 gold.]


  [The party leader ‘Jishuka’ has acquired 8 blessed weapon enhancement stones.]


  [The party leader ‘Jishuka’ has acquired 10 blessed armor enhancement stones.]


  [The party leader ‘Jishuka’ has acquired 3 high rated magic stones.]


  [The party leader ‘Jishuka’ has acquired Malacus’ Cloak.]


  [The party leader ‘Jishuka’ has acquired Malacus’ Mask.]


  [The party leader ‘Jishuka’ has acquired the Dark Magic Orb.]


  [1,531,050 experience has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  “…!”


  Grid gained a tremendous amount of fame and high affinity with each religion! He suddenly sat down with frustration. His face paled and he started sweating. Then after a while, he opened his mouth.


  “I…”


  “I?”


  Grid had nicely succeeded in the quest so everyone’s attention was focused on him. They gulped as they wondered what Grid would say. Then Grid finally spoke.


  “I… Items…”


  “Items?”


  “The party leader was set to acquire the items…! How could I make such a mistake?”  Grid shivered and shouted towards Jishuka. “Hey, Jishuka! Were you lying to me? You said the items would be split in half! But what’s this? Are you trying to trick me? Eh? I never thought that top rankers would try to cheat a low-level user like me!”


  “…”


  He had a wild look in his eyes. Since Grid had gobbled up all the items after the two-person raid, Grid was nervous that Jishuka would act like him. Jishuka, who was amazed by Grid being able to defeat Malacus despite being only level 95, could only sigh.


  ‘Ugly.’


  To be honest, Jishuka’s heart had palpitations at the sight of Grid. The moment she felt despair at the raid failing, Grid triggered a reversal, looking like a character from a movie. However, the raid finished and Grid’s true nature appeared again, making that pounding feeling disappear.


  ‘Based on first impressions, his personality is too horrible. I don’t like it.’


  Grid was presumed to be a hidden class with excellent blacksmith skills and some combat capabilities. He was much bigger than the creator of the Special Jaffa Arrows they searched so long for, making her desire to get him into the guild higher. However, it was a bit hard because of his nature.


  ‘Does it matter if his personality is good? All we need is his ability.’


  It didn’t matter if Grid was disappointing. Even if his personality is worse, she still wanted to invite him to the guild. Jishuka made a decision and reassured Grid. “Of course I will keep the promise. Don’t worry. By the way, it is great. You managed to finish off Malacus.”


  The other guild members also joined in.


  “You are really something! How is your attack power so high despite your low level? It is more than Toban and Vantner combined. Hahaha! G-Great!”


  “If it wasn’t for Grid, this raid would’ve surely failed. I am impressed with your performance.”


  “Awesome…”


  The Tzedakah Guild members were busy praising Grid. Among them was the global star, Laella. She was still young and she was thrilled because Grid seemed like the main character of a movie. She looked cute with her red cheeks.


  However, Grid didn’t care about them. He was afraid that all his items would be eaten if he wasn’t careful. “Are you trying to make me relax so you can take the items? Right? Dammit! Do you think I will fall for such a thing? How rotten! Don’t hold out on me! Let’s distribute the items first.”


  ‘Ugly.’


  In the end, the atmosphere calmed down. Jishuka shared the item information to all party members after evaluating the three items.


  [Malacus’ Cloak]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 35/81    Defense: 15


  * Intelligence +200


  * Bloody smell.


  A magic cloak that Malacus liked. It was originally a cloak made of blue cloth, but it became discolored by the blood of many virgins. 


  User Restriction: Level 200 or higher.


  Weight: 10


  [Bloody Smell]


  It always gives off a bloody smell. It is easy for the wearer to become a target of beasts and monsters, and makes other people offended.


  [Malacus’ Mask]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 11/20    All Attributes Resistance: +5%


  * Reduces magic casting time by 20%.


  A black mask used by Malacus. There are no special features regarding its appearance, but Malacus treats it like a treasure.


  User Restriction: Level 200 or higher.


  Weight: 1


  [Dark Magic Orb]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 90/130   Magic Damage: +14%


  Dark magic attack power: +20%


  Number of spells that can be stored: 4


  A powerful orb used since before Malacus was appointed as Yatan’s servant.


  User Restriction: Level 200 or higher. More than 500 intelligence.


  Weight: 80


  The Tzedakah Guild focused their attention on the mask and orb.


  “The options of the mask is very good.” 


  “Yes. Just raising the resistance of all attributes by 5% and the shortening of magic casting time is great. They are rare options.”


  “It is great that a mask has these options. Almost no masks have options. So people treat masks as a simple accessory.”


  “The orb isn’t a joke.


  “Well, the magic damage is low for a unique rating but the rise in dark magic is huge. Above all, there are four spells that can be stored…”


  “Don’t orbs usually store only two or three spells?”


  “Just being able to store three spells is a scam. But four spells…”


  “It will be too bad to sell both items. Our guild members should use it.”


  There were only two magicians in the Tzedakah Guild. The second-ranked mixed magician Laella and the first ranked wind magician Zednos. The guild wanted to distribute the mask and orb to these two people. But they promised a 5:5 distribution of items to Grid. They had to give up one of the items.


  However, Grid made an unexpected demand.


  “I want the cloak.”


  “Eh?”


  They made surprised expressions. It was because the value of the cloak was the lowest among the three items. It was good that it raised intelligence by 200, but the option of Bloody Smell was a big disadvantage.


  In general, cloaks were items with good options, unlike masks. It wasn’t difficult to find one better than Malacus’ Cloak. So why did he want the cloak?


  ‘What? Is he yielding the good items to us on purpose? His personality doesn’t seem like that.’


  Grid prompted the Tzedakah Guild members, who couldn’t respond quickly because they didn’t know Grid’s thoughts.


  “What? It isn’t possible? I want the cloak. Enough though you fought him, didn’t I finish him off? Honestly, the raid would’ve failed if it wasn’t for me. But why aren’t you giving me my choice?”


  “Grid…”


  Regas eyed Grid unhappily. He wanted to tell Grid to choose something else because the cloak was least valuable. However, he couldn’t open his mouth because he was afraid of damaging the guild. His face turned red as his conscience warred with his responsibility.


  ‘I have to tell him the truth.’


  After a few minutes of conflict. In the end, Regas couldn’t forsake his conscience and tried to explain to Grid.


  “Among the three items, the value of the cloak is the lowest. Do you still want to choose the cloak?”


  It was Jishuka. She told the truth to Grid earlier than Regas. Regas was so proud of his master that she smiled brightly.


  On the other hand, Grid was puzzled.


  ‘Why is the value of the cloak the lowest?’


  Grid had completely different thoughts from the Tzedakah Guild. The Tzedakah Guild thought the option of the cloak was good but disliked Bloody Smell. However, Grid thought that Bloody Smell was a big advantage.


  ‘Doesn’t Bloody Smell make it easier to hunt monsters? If so, isn’t the value of the cloak as good as the mask?’


  That’s right. Grid had a rare excellent idea. This was evidence that Grid was growing. 


  Then why didn’t the Tzedakah Guild have the same thought as Grid? It wasn’t really the case. The Tzedakah Guild didn’t care about the concept of hunting itself.


  Unlike Grid, they were so high in level so it was less efficient to hunt mobs. In order to enhance their combat skills and teamwork, they enjoyed hunting powerful monsters in a party.


  However, as Grid’s life centered around being a blacksmith, he didn’t feel the need to increase his combat skills and just wanted to level up quickly. Moreover, his hunting efficiency was very high. 


  Due to this difference in position, Grid and the Tzedakah Guild had different mindsets. Thus, they were able to make a transaction that satisfied both sides.


  “I still want the cloak.”


  “Then we will choose the mask first. What about the orb? If possible, we would like to have it as well.”


  “Only if you give me money.”


  “Okay. We’ll give you gold equivalent to half the value of the orb.”


  Malacus was different from general boss monsters who periodically respawned: he was a special boss monster who didn’t resurrect upon death, so an exact quote for his items didn’t exist.


  “In this case, we have to use the auction house. We will register it for 48 hours then cancel it at 47 hours and 59 minutes.”


  Grid felt unwilling as he listened to Jishuka’s explanation, “Don’t you have to pay a fine if you cancel the registration of an auction item right before it is over? The fine… Do I have to pay it?”


  “We are willing to pay that much.”


  “Um… Then the division of the enhancement stones and magic stones…”


  The blessed enhancement stones were 1,200 gold per stone. The high rated magic stones were 4,000 gold each.


  “There is a total of 18 enhancement stones and 3 magic stones, so the estimated value is 33,600 gold… Divide this…”


  Grid was busy calculating the money when Jishuka did something that amazed him. She handed all the enhancement stones and magic stones to Grid.


  “… Eh?”


  Jishuka grinned at the stunned Grid. “The raid would’ve failed if it wasn’t for you. Shouldn’t this belong to you?”


  Jishuka’s smiling face was so beautiful that Grid stared with a stunned expression for a while. Then Jishuka said goodbye to him, “Let’s split up and meet again in three days, where I will hand you the prepared gold.”


  “Y-Yes… Okay, I understand.”


  “Grid, I have a lot of things to do today, so let’s take a break and look for your stolen item tomorrow.”


  “Regas, you’ll still help me?”


  “Of course! I promised to help, so I should see it through to the end! Then I’m going!”


  Jishuka, Regas, and the other Tzedakah Guild members left Grid.


  “Hrmm.”


  Then Grid stopped in front of the cave where Malacus had been.


  ‘What was he doing in here?’


  Were there any hidden treasures?


  “Heh… This cave stimulates the instincts of a treasure hunter.”


  Grid had a history of finding Pagma’s Rare Book in the Northern End Cave, so he had a desire to explore this cave.


  ‘Surely there isn’t anything dangerous after Malacus is gone?’


  Grid sneaked into the cave. The cave was quite small. The cave was lit up with flaming torches.


  “Eh?”


  It happened after walking around 10 steps. Grid entered the cave and found a silver-haired beauty who was restrained. She was Irene, lady of Winston.


  “Ah, this is what happened.”


  He made the Divine Shield and it was robbed by Malacus’ subordinate. When he appeared, many soldiers in Winston Castle were killed. In the midst of this chaos, Irene had been captured.


  “Um…m?”


  Perhaps she heard Grid talking? Irene regained consciousness and slowly opened her eyes. She found Grid and smiled with relief, before starting to sob.


  “It was you… The one who helped Doran and saved me… Now you saved me again…”


  ‘Doran? Was the one Doran wanted to save Irene?’


  As soon as Grid learned about Irene’s identity, a very familiar notification window popped up.


  [A quest has been created.]




  Chapter 92


  [Escort the Lady]


  Difficulty: A 


  Irene, who has been kidnapped by the Yatan Church for a second time, has a very weak mind and body.


  She can’t return to Winston Castle with her own power, so you must safely escort her to Winston Castle.


  Please note that while Malacus has died, there might still be other followers remaining.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Arrive at Winston Castle with Irene.


  Quest Reward: Irene’s affinity will be MAX. Doran’s Ring.


  * If affinity with a NPC of the opposite sex reaches the maximum, the possibility of a special event occurring will increase.


  [Doran’s Ring]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability 10/10  Health: +1,000   Black Magic Resistance: +10%   Poison Resistance: +10%


  * If you become poisoned or cursed, your condition will recover immediately (60 minutes cooldown).


  * 50% of the damage received will instantly be recovered (10 minutes cooldown when the effect is activated). 


  A treasure that Doran, Earl Steim’s shadow warrior, loved very much. He is said to have received the favor of the goddess of health and wisdom.


  Conditions of Use: None.


  Weight: 0.1


  Quest Failure: Irene is likely to die. Affinity with Earl Steim will fall to the lowest point.


  * The entire northern part of the Eternal Kingdom will fall into chaos because Earl Steim will lose his temper when Irene is killed.


  [Quest is in progress.]


  “Kuoh…!


  Grid’s body trembled as he clenched his fists. Was it anger due to the quest proceeding without his permission. No, quite the opposite.


  ‘Yes! Great!’ Grid cheered in his head, ‘This is a chance to obtain Doran’s ring!’


  He had wanted the ring since he first met Doran. The ring with great options was finally entering his grasp.


  ‘Wow, this is really great. There are no conditions of use despite the performance? If I have this ring, won’t I gain an extra 1,000 health?’


  Grid’s strength and stamina were unusually high compared to his level. As a result, his current health was around 8,000 points. This was rather high compared to the average health of tankers at the same level.


  For low-level users or users with weak stamina, the value of 1,000 health attached to Doran’s RIng was enormous. Attribute resistance, recovery from abnormal conditions and health recovery, these options were unquestionably the best.


  ‘This will unconditionally sell if placed at auction.’


  Unique items without any usage conditions were rare. The value would be worth tens of millions of won… No, maybe it would be worth hundreds of millions of won… the situation was ridiculous.


  ‘If I gain this, won’t it be a result of the Divine Shield’s robbery?’


  What was the reason Grid came to Rolf Mountain? It was to reclaim the Divine Shield.


  But rather than finding the one who stole the shield, he encountered Malacus by accident, suddenly getting two tremendous quest rewards for nothing… Now a new quest popped up. It was like dropping an axe, only to pick up two golden axes.


  ‘I am just like a guy collapsing on the street, only to get back up.’


  Grid knew that good luck was far away from him. Originally, he would’ve broken his nose when falling down. But ever since he became Pagma’s Descendant, he, fortunately, gained some success.


  ‘It isn’t just Doran’s ring that I can obtain.’


  If Irene’s affinity reached the maximum, he could possibly marry her. In other words, he would be the husband of the lady of a territory, and an earl’s son-in-law.


  ‘In that case, won’t I be like a lord?’


  Right now, Winston was growing to become one of the best cities. The taxes alone would be astronomical.


  ‘Huhu, I will raise the taxes if I become a lord. Then I will be rich!’


  Irene’s MAX affinity = marriage to her = become the lord = tax was his. He took a deep breath and decided to embark on the quest.


  “Believe in me.” Grid released the ropes binding Irene, helped her stand up, and gave her the nicest smile possible. “I will safely escort you to the castle, so don’t worry you too much.”


  “Thank you…”


  Grid’s confidence had skyrocketed after beating the famous Malacus. He was determined to fight, even if the Yatan believers were to block his way.


  ‘The Yatan followers should be at a level similar to that of the monsters in Kesan Canyon. They are of no threat to me, even without the Divine Shield and Malacus’ Cloak.’


  In the first place, Regas had defeated many followers. He thought there would only be a few left. The immediate problem wasn’t the enemies, but Irene.


  “Can you walk?”


  “I’m sorry… I am a big burden to you.”


  Irene was in such a bad condition that she couldn’t walk on her own. Grid saw that her health was low and tried to recover it with a potion. But her condition didn’t change. He tried to feed her many potions that would heal the status conditions, but they didn’t seem to have an effect.


  ‘This isn’t something that can be resolved by a user. She will be in this state until we reach the castle. How rotten… I wasted my potions.’


  In the end, Grid placed Irene on his back.


  “Kyaaak?!”


  Irene was the sheltered daughter of an earl who never held hands with any man except for her father! Therefore, she now felt confused and embarrassed at being piggybacked by a man.


  “M-Mr. Grid! You don’t need to help me this much!”


  She blushed as she struggled, but she was as weak as a feather. This was Grid’ first experience with a woman outside of his younger sister, so he couldn’t help feeling excited.


  ‘This… A woman’s touch…!’


  Grid had no experience with dating… so he was now experiencing a crisis in the game. But this was the best luck! Grid was excited by Irene’s touch on his back and replied vigorously!


  “There is no need to be ashamed! Don’t be bothered. I will… No, I won’t let you do anything hard! Leave everything to me!”


  “Mr. Grid…”


  In the meantime, Grid had experienced several incidents and did labor, accumulating close to 250 stat points. Thanks to that, his stamina was incomparable and could run carrying Irene.


  ‘Okay, let’s go!’


  The distance from Rolf Mountain to Winston was around five hours on foot! Grid was determined to arrive in Winston, but this was an A-grade quest, after all, so a crisis appeared at the very beginning.


  “You! You are the one who killed Malacus!”


  Three followers hiding at the front of the cave emerged and attacked Grid.


  “I will get revenge for Malacus! Die!”


  The Yatan followers used curse magic on Grid. They also summoned a poisonous fog that would rot his lungs. But their magic didn’t work because Grid resisted all of it. The existence of Grid was the nemesis of magicians who specialized in causing abnormal conditions.


  “Aren’t you weaker than Malacus? Why are you trying to get revenge when you are so weak? Quick Movements!”


  [Quick Movements has been activated. Your agility and evasion rate will increase significantly for 1 minute.]


  Grid didn’t activate Pagma’s Swordsmanship. When deactivated, Pagma’s Swordsmanship increased physical damage and the probability of critical damage by 10%. The attack power when equipped with Dainsleif wasn’t at a level that a magician could endure.


  “Hiyaaaah!”


  One hand held Irene on his back, while the other one swung Dainsleif. He lacked strength so he couldn’t completely control Dainsleif with one hand, but his incomplete and slow attack was sufficient to deal with the Yatan followers.


  “Keook!”


  “For Malacus!”


  “Ahh! For God Yatan!”


  Grid didn’t avoid the curse magic, slamming the sword into the followers’ faces. He gained a moderate amount of experience and loot, before running down the mountain. There were ambushes from Yatan followers all over the mountain.


  “Souls of the underworld, use your grudges and fears to ensnare the enemy. Crush his mind with fear and make him lose his will! Become a doll with a lost soul!”


  The curse magic poured down from all directions. It seemed a little grim, so Grid put the big sword away in his inventory, took out the Divine Shield and protected Irene with it.


  “Kuack!”


  The Yatan followers suffered just facing the Divine Shield. Grid put away the shield in this gap and pulled out the dagger, aiming Wind Blast in the direction of the magic.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  There was an explosion in the mountain and the screams of the Yatan followers echoed.


  “T-Too strong…!”


  The followers of Yatan were completely defeated by Grid’s style of switching between the shield, dagger and greatsword.


  ‘The Yatan followers were such great enemies when I met Doran, but now it is the opposite.’


  “You monster! Eek!”


  “Kyaak!”


  The Yatan believers fell helplessly in front of Grid who was wearing a strange helmet and Malacus’ Cloak!


  Some of them became tearful as they realized they couldn’t defeat Grid, while others were determined to fight. However, none of them retreated. Their madness made Irene frightened. But Grid was actually happy about it.


  He destroyed the followers who kept on appearing.


  “Hahahahat! Now come! Continue! It is thanks to all of you!”


  Due to this battle, Grid realized a lot. General users were reluctant to deal with enemies that caused status abnormalities, but he was different.


  ‘Don’t monsters who cause special statuses often have weak attack or defense? Isn’t this a perfect meal for me? I should hunt these type of enemies in the future.’


  Grid had almost 100% status resistance due to the characteristic of Pagma’s Descendant and the special stats.


  He once again realized how fraudulent a legendary class was as he dealt with the enemies on Rolf Mountain. Dozens of monsters ran over due to Malacus’ Cloak. After three hours, Grid had reached level 97.


  “We are delayed because monsters keep appearing. I’m sorry.”


  “… As Doran said, Mr. Grid is the only one I can rely on. You are really strong.”


  Irene had one of the most powerful knights in the north as her subordinate. Her father, Earl Steim, also had great people. Therefore, she had a good knowledge of combat and could tell that Grid had excellent skills. That made it harder for her to understand.


  “Isn’t Mr. Grid a blacksmith? But how can you be so strong?” 


  Grid easily answered.


  “The power of items.”


  “I…Items?”


  “Well, it is the virtue of having great battle gear.”


  “Even if you have great battle gear, won’t it be hard if you don’t have the skills? You are strong and humble.”


  Irene smiled softly. Her appreciation towards Grid was rising exponentially. Grid thought it wouldn’t be long until he became her husband. He talked like this with Irene and arrived safely in Winston. 




  Chapter 93


  “The lady has already been gone for half a day! But we still don’t know where she is? Incompetent people! Don’t stop looking! Find the lady!”


  Phoenix had been defeated and seriously injured in battle against the Eighth Servant, Yura. While he was lying in bed and half losing his mind, a change took place in Winston Castle.


  A high ranking elder of the Yatan Church infiltrated the castle, brainwashed the administrator, killed the soldiers and  Irene was missing. Phoenix couldn’t even get out of bed, but he started getting seizures after hearing that Irene hadn’t been found.


  “Captain’s wounds are worsening! Please calm down! We will find the lady unharmed.”


  “Shut up! My health isn’t important right now! Why are you repeating the same words as before and not doing anything?”


  Night deepened. Phoenix didn’t want to imagine what Irene was experiencing right now.


  ‘My Lady has already experienced being kidnapped. She still has the trauma from that time… She will be frightened.’


  In the past, there was Doran. However, now Doran was gone.


  ‘My Lady, please don’t worry. Your subject will help you!’


  “Ohhhh!”


  Phoenix groaned. Then he used all his strength and got up from the bed.


  “Captain!”


  The knights freaked out. It was because blood was seeping through the bandage wrapped around Phoenix’ chest.


  ‘He will die!’


  Phoenix had a big wound right next to his heart. He was strong enough to speak and raise his body, but he was so seriously wounded that it wouldn’t be strange for him to die at any moment. The knights tried to persuade Phoenix.


  “If the lady isn’t found and the administrator doesn’t wake up, won’t the castle collapse? There is a high probability that the lady is in a crisis. But you are safe. If you try to move now then the situation will only get worse. So please, calm down!”


  “Shut up!”


  The knights were making the right decision, but Phoenix didn’t hear anything. He was seeing Irene in a terrible situation. Then a soldier ran into the room.


  “The lady! The lady has come back!”


  “…!”


  ***


  “My Lady, your faithful subject couldn’t protect you! This is a sin that can’t be washed away for three generations! Please kill me!”


  Irene rushed forward towards Phoenix who was kneeling down. A half-dead person was running around, Phoenix seemed like a monster to the knights and soldiers.


  “Sir Phoenix…”


  Blood was dripping from the bandage wrapped around Phoenix’s chest. Due to excessive bleeding, his complexion was pale and his lips were blue. Phoenix was truly prepared to die. But Irene didn’t want to lose Phoenix.


  “This incident occurred while Sir Phoenix was lying in the infirmary. So Sir Phoenix isn’t responsible.”


  “No! It is my fault. It proves that I neglected the security of the castle…!”


  “Be quiet!”


  Irene shouted. Phoenix was stunned because this was the first time he saw Irene act like this. As his mouth gaped open, Irene firmly expressed her will. 


  “This incident is all my fault. It is my own fault for not increasing the guards after Sir Phoenix became injured. You have no responsibility. So stand up. Please take care of your wound. I will be really sad if you leave my side like Doran.”


  ‘My Lady…’


  Phoenix’ stubbornness was finally broken. Then he shook his head and asked.


  “Was it the Yatan Church again? Did they want to sacrifice you?”


  “…”


  Irene shuddered at the thought of Malacus’ cold eyes. The fear of death, which she experienced twice, was so horrible that she couldn’t bear it. Irene explained in a trembling voice.


  “I lost consciousness and when I woke up, there was a man. He was the Sixth Servant, Malacus.”


  “W-What?”


  The knights were agitated.


  “One of Yatan’s servants dared to invade Winston?”


   “It seems like the Yatan Church is thoroughly preparing for war with Winston!”


  “I can’t forgive them for kidnapping the lady! We must tell Earl Steim and invite the whole army to invade the main Yatan Temple.”


  “No, but…?”


  Phoenix interrupted as the agitated knights were shouting. It was due to a sense of strangeness. The servants of Yatan were strong. In particular, Malacus was famous for being cruel. It was impossible for Irene to escape from him, and he wouldn’t have let her go. 


  “Who saved the lady?”


  Few virgins kidnapped by the Yatan Church ever returned home. One of them was Irene, but she was rescued by Doran. However, Doran wasn’t here anymore.


  ‘If the opponent is one of the Eight Servants, even Doran wouldn’t find it easy to save her.’


  The person who rescued Irene must have a great power. But was such a great person here in Winston?


  “That person.”


  “Huh?”


  Phoenix was stunned by the man Irene pointed to. He was…


  “Haha, hello?”


  “You…?”


  The person Irene pointed to was Grid. However, Phoenix knew him as a great blacksmith. But wasn’t he just a blacksmith? How was he able to save Irene? It was against Malacus!


  ‘Did he use his brains? But he doesn’t seem smart…’


  Irene explained to the confused Phoenix.


  “Mr. Grid is very strong. He killed Malacus with his companions, then rescued me and smashed the rest of the followers. A hero.”


  “… My Lady?”


  Irene’s gaze towards Grid was strange. It was like a virgin’s gaze towards someone she liked. Phoenix was baffled for a moment, but he soon got up. Then he looked Grid up and down. Grid took off all his equipment in the safe zone and was once again back to his scruffy appearance. But Phoenix was able to notice Grid’s multi-dimensional nature. Somehow he had the illusion of a halo around Grid.


  ‘Grid seems like someone who has built up a great reputation… He must usually hide his identity. Maybe blacksmithing is just his hobby? He has tremendous skill for a hobbyist… no, he must’ve built up his reputation in many ways.’


  Phoenix was convinced.


  “Thank you. You are the lady and Winston’s savior…! I won’t forget your grace!”


  Phoenix’ attitude completely changed from what it was before. Grid finally saw the notification window.


  [Quest success!]


  [Affinity with Irene, Winston’s lady, has risen to the maximum.]


  ‘Good!’


  It was an easier quest than he expected. In addition, the rewards for the A-grade quest were terrific.


  “Mr. Grid, this is a show of my sincerity.”


  [Doran’s Ring has been acquired.]


  “This is…”


  Grid was given a ring. Irene smiled and stated,


  “Please swear to me that you will cherish this ring, as it is a keepsake from the one who saved my life.”


  “The one who saved your life, do you mean Doran? Absolutely. I also have a connection with Doran… I will treasure it.”


  “Will you swear?”


  Grid readily replied to Irene’s question. “Of course.”


  At that moment.


  [Doran’s ring has been attached to you.]


  “…”


  In Satisfy, the death penalty was very large. There was a drop in experience and the durability of equipped items. There was also a certain probability of equipped items dropping. It was very difficult to regain the items dropped after dying. Even if the person ran over right after resurrecting, there were many users or monsters who would pick it up. Who wouldn’t be angry at dropping items with a tremendous value when dying?


  Therefore, Satisfy had a system to protect such items. Items attached to a user never dropped, even if the user died. It was also impossible to sell it to other users.


  ‘Dammit!’


  Doran’s Ring was definitely a top accessory. But it wasn’t as great for Grid, who could resist all sorts of status conditions. So he had thought about selling Doran’s Ring but…


  ‘It is bound to me! What is this?’


  Bound items couldn’t be released. Even if a user died, they would lose a similar amount in gold instead of the item. Therefore, most users were willing to take the risk of losing the item and didn’t use the item binding system. Grid tried to soothe his boiling emotions.


  ‘… Let’s think about this positively. It is true that this ring is great.’


  It raised his health by 1,000 and had a skill that restored 50% of the damage dealt. It was definitely a good item. Even if he couldn’t make money from it, he could use it directly.


  ‘I like it… I get to wear such a nice ring… Haha… I feel good…’


  Grid wore Doran’s Ring instead of putting it in his inventory. Irene smiled happily at the sight.


   “Mr. Grid, I will soon organize a feast for you. I hope you will be there.”


  “… Yes.”


  Grid replied to the blushing Irene and returned to Khan’s smithy. It was late, so Khan was already asleep. In the dark smithy, Grid started to organize his items.


  ‘Malacus’ Cloak and Doran’s ring… With this, I am even stronger. I also have 8 blessed weapon enhancement stones and 10 blessed armor enhancement stones. In addition, the three magic stones for a total value of 33,600 gold… Isn’t this terrific? It’s terrific no matter how I look at it.’


  100 gold was worth 120,000 won cash. This meant that 33,600 gold was 40,320,000 won. Grid was able to acquire more than 40 million won worth of items thanks to the Tzedakah Guild. Then three days later, half the value of the orb would enter his hands.


  ‘Why is she treating me so good?’


  Grid realized that the Tzedakah Guild had treated him really well and he wondered why. He came to a conclusion after thinking alone.


  “Is Jishuka interested in me? Does such a beautiful person want to meet me?”


  Jishuka was one of the idols of Satisfy. She had numerous fan clubs all over the world, just like Yura.


  ‘Won’t numerous men be envious and curse at me?’


  It was like a dream. Grid’s nostrils flared at the thought.


  ‘Her personality is wild but she is a global beauty and her body is fantastic… Won’t a confession be amazing?’


  It was time to end his connection. Grid hummed and logged out. Then he went to bed without washing as usual. Meanwhile, there was breaking news around the world. The Sixth Servant, Malacus, was killed!


  The dark power of God Yatan and the attack power users of the Yatan Church were temporarily reduced by 10%!


  Until a new priest was elected, it was impossible for a user to become a black magician. In addition, the strength of the Yatan Church was greatly weakened! It became known that the Tzedakah Guild were the ones who defeated Malacus.


  The top rankers hoped to join the Tzedakah Guild. The biggest beneficiary of this incident wasn’t Yura, but the Tzedakah Guild.


  The exclusive interview with Regas…


  ‘The person who was most active in the Malacus raid was someone else?’


  Jishuka gave a press conference for the Tzedakah Guild.


  ‘The guild plans to expand… But those who want to sign up for the guild have to pass a test.’


  “These days, most of the breaking news is related to Satisfy.”


  “Isn’t Jishuka sexy? I like Jishuka a lot more than Yura. I would happily die if I could sleep with such a woman.”


  “Ridi~culous. You wouldn’t be able to get with such a woman, even if you die and reborn 100 times. A woman like that would only be with the world’s richest and most handsome people. She is in a completely different world from us.”


  “Rather than those that are rich and handsome… Isn’t she more likely to date a ranker from Satisfy?”


  “Is it possible to be richer or more handsome than rankers?”


  “Indeed…”


  Some of the 45th generation graduates were talking in a cafe. They met to decide about the reunion coming up, and the story naturally shifted to Satisfy. Of course, the name Shin Youngwoo was also mentioned.


  “Hey, didn’t Youngwoo say he started Satisfy from the Open Beta? He’s been playing Satisfy for over a year, so won’t he have met someone like Jishuka or Yura by now?”


  “Stop talking nonsense. He is a loser even in the game. How can he be a ranker, when he is falling deeper into debt instead of making money from Satisfy. He must be hitting slimes.”


  “Pfff! You are funny! Kukukuk! That is too much. Surely he wouldn’t be killing slimes after one year? He can at least catch a wolf!”


  “Hey! Are you ignoring Youngwoo? Wouldn’t he have caught a goblin?”


  “Kikikil~”


  After graduating from university or returning from studying abroad, they found it hard to live in society. People better than them were taking all the desired jobs. For such a gloomy crowd, the ‘worse off than them’ Shin Youngwoo was literally a healing balm.


  When they talked about Shin Youngwoo, ‘I am relieved to know that are many people worse off than me in the world.’


  “Ah, I want to see Youngwoo. I hope he comes to the reunion this time.”


  “I agree… Ah! Ahyoung!”


  “Huh?”


  Kim Ahyoung, a beautiful woman who couldn’t compare to the likes of Yura or Jishuka in the end. When she was in high school and university, she always heard that she was the most beautiful one, and was also Shin Youngwoo’s first love.


  “Doesn’t Youngwoo like you? Meet him and ask him to come to the reunion, he’ll definitely come.”


  “Huh? He might’ve liked me a long time ago, but now? We have long graduated from high school and we only see each other once a year at the alumni reunions.”


  “Wow~ You’ve met so many men, but you still don’t understand them? People who don’t have experience with romance can’t forget their first loves. Maybe Youngwoo still likes you?”


  “Hehe… He has no dating experience?”


  The corners of Kim Ahyoung’s mouth tilted up with interest. She thought it would be fun to play with someone who was barely making a living.


  “Give me Youngwoo’s phone number.”


  “O~kay.”


  Shin Youngwoo’s fellow alumni didn’t know that Shin Youngwoo, who they ignored as a loser, was born again as a winner… and they couldn’t imagine the type of woman who would accompany Shin Youngwoo to the reunion.




  Chapter 94


  I was the same rank as Malacus. And as I beat more boss monsters, I became the richest man in the world. There were dozens of glamorous girls on my arms, including Jishuka and Laella. In addition, my first love Ahyoung…


  “Why don’t you like Yura?”


  “…”


  Yura was an unrealistically beautiful woman. Honestly, I have never seen a more beautiful woman than her, to the extent that everything else faded in her presence. Even Ahyoung, whom I had liked for 10 years, was nothing in comparison. 


  But she wasn’t glamorous. Her chest was slightly larger than average. If I considered that she might be wearing a pushup bra, her chest might be only average. 


  “You aren’t glamorous so why are you here…”


  I asked and Yura’s face became cold as ice. It seems I had touched her sore spot.


  “Hiiik!”


  I begged for my life, but there was no mercy from the Blood Witch.


  Puok.


  A dagger pierced into my heart.


  “Uh… Cough! Killing a person so casually… Truly the Blood Witch…” 


  She was a cruel woman.


  “Heeeeok!”


  I opened my eyes to a familiar sight: the dirty ceiling as I laid down on the small and dirty bed in my room. It was a happy dream where I was the richest man in the world and had the most beautiful women in my arms, but it was also a bad dream because I was killed by Yura.


  “… I might not have another chance for a raid like that.”


  With one raid, I gained more than 40 million won in cash. The raid took a lot of time and money to invest in consumables, but it was easier to make money from raids than random items dropping. Of course, this was only limited to top raids.


  “Tzedakah Guild…”


  The Tzedakah Guild was already attempting the Guardian of the Forest raid when I saw them a few months ago. They, along with the top guild, gobbled up the profits from raids and accumulated an enormous amount of wealth.


  It was different from the world I lived in.


  “But I got involved with those guys… It was an amazing experience.”


  I was hungry. I saw that it was 12 p.m. I only wore boxers and scratched my stomach as I headed into the living room.


  Then Sehee frowned from where she was preparing rice in the kitchen.


  “You don’t have a good body, so why do you keep exposing yourself? Why don’t you think about how other people feel? Look at the gauntness of your stomach. Don’t take off your clothes in front of other women.”


  “… Why are you home instead of at school at this time?”


  “It is the anniversary of our school’s opening. Come eat lunch. No, eat breakfast.”


  “Um.”


  Breakfast prepared by my little sister?


  “It looks like Sehee is ready to marry.”


  I sat down at the table expectantly. But there were no side dishes.


  “What? Where are the side dishes?”


  “You want side dishes? Our family still has a debt of 560 million won. There is also the interest to repay every month… Just be grateful that we can eat rice.”


  “… This can’t be.”


  I stole the chopsticks from Sehee, who was about to put the food in her mouth.


  “What are you doing?”


  Sehee was shocked as I took the chopsticks away from her. I stood up and exclaimed. “Let’s go! Go out and eat meat!”


  My sister was growing so she couldn’t just eat rice. 


  “If you continue to eat like this, your breasts won’t grow!”


  “… Aren’t I already pretty big? Why should we eat meat when we should be saving money?”


  “Huhu… Sehee, your brother earned 40 million won yesterday. So don’t worry and let’s go!”


  “Eh? 40 million won? Cash?”


  “Yes! In one day! How is it? Isn’t it great? Now, let’s go!”


  I dragged the stunned Sehee out of the kitchen. Then I put on the blue sweats that had been my favorite for 10 years. In the meantime, Sehee dressed in a pretty outfit and seemed prepared to go out.


  “You are my sister, but you are indeed pretty.”


  How many years had it been since I bought her a meal? No, wasn’t this the first time? I was proud of myself and hummed as we left the room. Then we rode four stops on the bus. We arrived at a downtown area with many restaurants.


  People watched Sehee walking next to me and spoke to each other.


  “Wow, really pretty. Her ratio is amazing. Is she an idol trainee?”


  “A perfect example of an innocent beauty. Was there someone like this in the neighborhood? But who is that scruffy guy next to her? Surely she isn’t dating a guy like that?”


  “What nonsense are you talking? Do they look like they would be in the same group? They are probably just walking next to each other by chance.


  “Yes, something like that can happen. You are right!”


  “A-A family member…?”


  “…”


  Sehee was beautiful and I didn’t resemble her. Personally, I thought she was prettier and more lovely than Yura. She was smart and sociable, despite being cold to me, so she was the pride of our family. So I was reluctant to go anywhere with Sehee.


  ‘It feels like I am harming her.’


  I started walking slower than Sehee. She would be embarrassed if she walked next to me. Then Sehee grabbed my arm. “What are you doing? Why do you want to go alone?”


  “Well, that… Please release my arm. Everyone is looking.”


  People looked at us with a lot of distrust. It was as if I was someone who was threatening Sehee. It felt like they would call the police at any moment!


  Sehee felt uncomfortable and pressed closer to me. “I hate walking alone because men keep trying to talk to me. This is a prevention method. It is also good that Oppa gives off a dirty impression.”


  “…Yes.”


  Then we arrived in front of a Hanwoo (most expensive beef in Korea) specialty store. If each person wasn’t willing to spend 250,000 won per person, it was best not to walk into a Hanwoo specialty store.


  I never thought I would come to a place like this. It was thanks to Satisfy. I played the game and managed to go to lunch at a place like this. I was thrilled to tears.


  Sehee stopped me before we entered the store. “Surely, we aren’t going to eat here?”


  “Didn’t I say that I earned 40 million won in one day? I wasn’t joking. Don’t you believe me?”


  “I believe you. I am well aware that Oppa is doing well in Satisfy these days. But can you make 40 million won every day? No?”


  “O-Of course not. Sometimes I can’t even earn anything. But there might be days when I earn more than 40 million won. So this isn’t a burden. Go ahead and enter.”


  “Oppa. It isn’t certain when you will earn a good amount of money. It is more important to save at these times. And I like pork more than beef.”


  “What are you talking about? When will you ever get to eat something like this? I always wished to eat here someday. Just believe in me for once. Come on!”


  I held Sehee’s wrist and went inside the store.


  “Welcome.”


  The employee greeted me politely. But his expression wasn’t so good. I looked old-fashioned and poor. But his expression changed after seeing Sehee’s bright appearance.


  “Just the two of you?”


  “Yes.”


  “This way.”


  The employee guided me and Sehee to a room. On the way, there was a lit up hall with several people inside. It seemed like they were interviewing someone for a magician or TV show.


  “Is it a celebrity?”


  Sehee sat in her seat and didn’t reply. She looked around at the elegant exterior and sighed.


  “I would’ve liked to come to this place with our parents.”


  “Ah, you are a good daughter. Don’t worry. I will take our parents to a better place.”


  “Oh, aren’t you a good son?”


  Sehee’s face lit up. On this day, the brother and sister ate the finest Hanwoo that melted in their mouth.


  ***


  “Then finally… People around the world are curious about this. Yura, is it true that you are the new Eighth Servant? Most people are convinced that Yura is the Eighth Servant.”


  Korea’s representative ranker, Yura. Right now, she was having an interview with Satisfy related media. She couldn’t focus because the interview place was a Hanwoo store, but was surprised when a couple entered the store. It was because she knew the man.


  ‘Grid…?’


  He was the first one to defeat Yura, who was 5th on the unified rankings. After the incident at the Yatan Temple, Yura wanted to know who Grid was. She did her own research, but couldn’t find any clues. Yet she met him in reality in Korea.


  ‘I never thought I would meet him again.’


  Yura’s cheeks turned red as she smiled. It was an intense encounter. Thus, the encounter was engraved in her mind. She dreamed of reuniting with the protagonist of that encounter.


  “Let’s move onto the next interview.”


  “…”


  The reporters and staff interviewing Yura were speechless due to her sudden alluring smile. Yura called for a break and left the restaurant. She contacted the informant she had been dealing with since starting Satisfy.


  “I’m sending my current location. I want you to investigate in detail a man who is dining here. His description…”


  ***


  “Pant pant… I can’t breathe because my stomach is so swollen.”


  We were on the bus heading home. I gasped as I held my swollen belly.


  Then Sehee suggested. “Should we take a walk in the park to assist with digestion?”


  “Eh? What nonsense are you saying? Why do we need to digest the best Korean beef? It should stay in my stomach as long as possible.”


  “…Ah, yes.”


  “Huh? What? Why is your expression like that? You don’t look good.”


  “Ah, I’m okay. There’s just a strong garlic smell.”


  “…”


  An awkward silence flowed because Sehee seemed angry for some reason. Inside my pocket, the basic S cell phone started ringing.


  “Heok.”


  Was this a debt reminder call? I had a lot of experience with Mother’s Heart is Happy Financial Services, so I hesitated because it was a number I didn’t know. But I soon realized.


  ‘I’ve already paid off my debt.’


  Right now, I wasn’t in debt. Of course, my father happened to become a debtor, but I didn’t have to be afraid of unknown phone numbers anymore. I answered the call with confidence.


  “Hello?”


  Then I heard a voice that I would never forget.


  [Is this Shin Youngwoo’s phone?]


  … Ahyoung. My first and only love, Kim Ahyoung.


  I spoke in a trembling voice. “Yes… Are you perhaps Ahyoung?”


  The voice over the phone replied brightly.


  [Yes, that’s right. You still remember my voice? Youngwoo is a detailed person. I like it.]


  I could never forget this voice. The feelings were buzzing in my head. But in reality, I couldn’t speak properly because I was nervous.


  “T-that… What’s going on?”


  Ah! Why was I acting so pathetic? My first love was contacting me, so why was I asking a question instead of saying hello? Really stupid! As I was shaking, Ahyoung made a suggestion.


  [I was looking through our graduation album not long ago. While looking at the photos, I suddenly wanted to see you. After graduating from high school, haven’t we only met at the alumni meeting? How about it? Would you like to have a drink with me?]


  She wanted to see me? My first love Ahyoung wanted to have a drink with me?


  ‘Does Ahyoung like me as well? Now she wants to confess her hidden heart?’


  I excitedly stood up. “When should we meet?”


  The bus stopped at that moment. I fell down and rolled, but I felt neither pain nor shame.


  [Now would be good. But did you drop something? What was that sound…?]


  “Ah, nothing. Nothing! You want to meet now? Ah, no! Why don’t we meet in the evening? I-Is that okay?”


  [Yes, it is fine. Then at 7 p.m…]


  We decided on a place to meet, then Ahyoung ended the call.


  “Ah…!”


  I started making money in Satisfy and my life was changing rapidly. I no longer feared the creditors and was going to win my first love. It was a dream-like situation, and I felt like I was floating amongst the clouds.


  “Was that a girl just now?” Sehee asked me.


  I didn’t look at Sehee as I hugged my phone and replied. “Yes.”


  “Heh… Are you going to meet her?”


  “Yes.”


  “Hrmm…”


  After that, we didn’t talk anymore until we arrived home. I was completely excited at the thought of meeting Ahyoung, while Sehee kept her mouth shut. I showered as soon as I got home, then I asked Sehee.


  “Sehee, recommend me some fashionable styles these days. No, come buy clothes with me right now. Please style me.”


  “I have to study~”


  Kwang!


  “So cold-hearted.”


  Sehee locked her door and focused on studying, so I was forced to go and buy clothes alone. With the help of the clerk, I bought the latest trendy clothes and went to a hair salon. Of course, I also got the latest trendy haircut. After that, I exited out onto the street and saw people dressed in the same style as me.


  ‘Mass production…’


  It didn’t feel good to have the same style as others. Honestly, I was ashamed. But wasn’t it a thousand times better than wearing old-fashioned sweatpants?


  ‘I’ve never dressed up, so dressing in the latest trends can’t be helped.’


  I comforted myself as I ran to the promised place.




  Chapter 95


  “Ah…!”


  When I arrived at the meeting place, I recognized Ahyoung at first glance. It was crowded but the appearance of my first love shone in a unique manner.


  ‘Too pretty.’


  It was true that I had seen beautiful women such as Yura, Jishuka, and Euphemina lately. I never felt anything when looking at the beauty of top CF stars (commercials).  But was it due to the compensation effect? Ahyoung was beautiful even when compared to Yura and Jishuka.


  ‘In particular, her smile is pretty.’


  I first met Ahyoung when I entered high school. At that time, she always had a smile that made a person feel good. I fell in love with the way she brightened the mood around her. I didn’t have the courage to confess and graduated without saying anything. But now I had a chance.


  ‘In fact, Ahyoung likes me as well. If not, why would she want to meet me? Okay, I will tell her my heart his time.’


  The last time I met Ahyoung was two years ago at the alumni meeting. This was the first time just the two of us met personally. So I was even more nervous. I took a deep breath and cleared my throat to calm myself. I nervously stretched out my legs.


  I was stretching in the midst of a crowd of people. The people passing by stared at me, but I didn’t care. After a while. I calmed down to some extent and headed over to Ahyoung. A nice scent wafted from her long straight hair, which was her symbol.


  “H-H-Hello Ahyoung? It has been a while. How is your family? Well, um… Uh, it is already autumn, Isn’t there a lot of leaves on the street? The cleaners must be going through a lot of trouble. Haha, shouldn’t winter come sooner? When winter arrives, spring will come soon… In the spring, the flowers…”


  What the hell was I saying right now? I tried to greet her as naturally as possible, but due to my extreme tension, my head became confused and I started talking nonsense.


  ‘So embarrassing!’


  I started sweating from agitation.


  ‘It is really pathetic. I can’t even speak properly in front of someone I like…’


  Ahyoung gave me a slight smile.


  “Youngwoo is still funny. Haven’t you become even more handsome?”


  Ahyoung seemed to like the latest trends I was wearing. Today, I invested 180,000 on my haircut and 1,030,000 won on the shoes, pants, and shirt. My appearance was worth 1,210,000 won.


  ‘People are looking at me as they pass by… The large amount of money I invested was worth it. Life is also about the power of my items.’


  I was able to relax and find my confidence thanks to Ahyoung’s sweet smile and praise. Then I took her to a nearby restaurant.


  “I made a reservation.”


  It was a restaurant that I found on the Internet. The price was very expensive because it was a tuna specialty store, but wasn’t it worth spending money on a meal with Ahyoung?


  “Isn’t this place expensive? Youngwoo, are you doing well these days?”


  Ahyoung’s body was a piece of art as she took off her coat and sat down. Her cleavage was revealed by her dress, making me almost have a nosebleed.  I grabbed my nose and explained.


  “I got a job.”


  As far as Ahyoung knew, I was in debt from playing the game. I had to let her know that my situation was different from the past in order to appeal to her.


  “My debt has now been cleared.”


  “Omo, really? That is good,” said Ahyoung in a pleased voice. “Well, Youngwoo was a hard worker so I believed that you would someday do well.


  “Eh…?”


  Since I wasn’t a talented person, I had to work hard to study and exercise. That’s how I followed along in the middle of the pack. No matter how hard I tried, there was a limit to my grades and people didn’t notice I was doing my best. But Ahyoung seemed to be aware of my efforts.


  ‘Has she been watching me that much?’


  The food finally came out. Ahyoung naturally poured some soju and made a toast.


  “For Youngwoo’s new start after clearing all the debt! Cheers!”


  “C-Cheers!”


  “Kya~~!


  “Hahaha!”


  The soju tasted like honey when I drank with Ahyoung. This was a famous restaurant, so the dishes were also excellent.


  “Too delicious! I am able to eat at a place like this thanks to Youngwoo.  Are you making a lot of money? Where did you get a job?”


  If I said that I made money in Satisfy, I might give the impression that I was still just game obsessed. I wanted to show as much as I could, so I excluded Satisfy from the story.


  “I’m just a worker at a small company.”


  “Heh, is it your major?”


  “Um, something like that. Ahyoung, what have you been doing?”


  “Me~ I’m just going to work and work and work, it is an infinite loop.”


  “What about romance?”


  “When will I have time for romance when I am so busy working?”


  Ha! So busy that she didn’t have time to date? I was sure of it this time.


  ‘Ahyoung really does like me!’


  I had zero experience in dating. I didn’t know much about women, but I was certain that Ahyoung liked me. I felt great.


  “You know Ahyoung. I am doing fairly well these days. It will take a while because my family is going through some tough times these days but… I am planning to collect my marriage funds soon. That… W-When…”


  “When?” 


  “When I collect all the wedding funds… At that time, marry me!”


  “Huh?”


  Eh? What was I talking about now? It seemed like I couldn’t distinguish between reality and imagination because I imagined proposal to Ahyoung more than a hundred times. I thought my face would explode with shame.


  Then it felt like ice water was poured on me as Ahyoung grabbed her belly and laughed. “What, a proposal all of a sudden? You really surprised me. Youngwoo, you really… Have you always been this funny?”


  Unfortunately, Ahyoung dismissed my proposal as a joke. Well, it was natural. No matter what was in our hearts, we were currently just classmates. In addition, a proposal out of nowhere after not meeting for two years? Who would think I was serious? Of course she would take it as a joke.


  ‘How embarrassing.’


  I wanted to hide in a mouse hole. After that, we had a good time and the last dish was brought out. Three bottles of soju were drunk. I didn’t drink too much because I was too nervous. On the other hand, Ahyoung seemed a little tipsy.


  “I need to go fix my makeup.”


  “Ah, yes.”


  Ahyoung went to the bathroom. I started to worry after she left.


  ‘Should we go to a bar? Or would it be better to go to a karaoke room? But Sehee told me not to sing in front of another woman because I was tone-deaf… Um… Or…. Maybe we should take a break at a m-m-motel because Ahyoung drank too much?’


  Today was the day! But wasn’t Ahyoung taking too long?


  ‘Has she collapsed in the bathroom?’


  I was worried and left the room. I asked an employee about the location of the bathroom and moved down the corridor. At the end of the corridor, there was the bathroom as well as a door to the outdoor smoking area.


  Then I heard Ahyoung’s voice coming from the smoking room.


  “Ah, he is so embarrassing.”


  “…”


  “Why is he wearing clothes that look like they come from the set of an Internet shopping mall? You know. Those pants that are popular these days… Yes, that’s right. You see a lot of them on the street. He came fully dressed like that. People were staring. I was really mortified. His hairstyle doesn’t suit his face, making him look worse. Sigh, really.”


  … She was talking about me. Ahyoung who was always friendly and smiled at everyone. She was beautiful with big breasts and a pretty face, but I fell in love with her because of her kindness. But in fact, she was the type of woman who would gossip behind other people’s back?


  “Do you know? He proposed less than 30 minutes after we met. Kukuku! Not even dating, but marriage! He is really so pitiful, pitiful. Are you dying from laughter? Huh? That’s right. I am having fun. Isn’t it good playing around like this? I will be sure to make him come to the reunion.”


  “…”


  I couldn’t believe this situation and pinched my cheeks to make sure it wasn’t a dream.


  Kwack.


  “Ugh!”


  It hurt. It hurt enough to make me cry.


  “… It isn’t a dream.”


  Indeed, if I thought about it, there was no reason for Ahyoung to like me. We didn’t have a close relationship in our school days, and we only met once a year at the reunions after graduation… Even at the reunions, we never had a proper conversation.


  In the first place, our relationship was so small that she wouldn’t like me. I wasn’t handsome, rich, well studied or have a charming personality… What woman would like such a mediocre person?


  ‘I’m not the protagonist of a manhwa…’


  I returned to the dining room, where I drank one more bottle of soju. The sweet soju was now bitter.


  “What? Have you been drinking alone? Youngwoo, aren’t you a drinker?” Ahyoung grinned as she returned to the room. “Let’s go somewhere else. We can talk more in a place where the atmosphere is better…”


  I wanted to say to Ahyoung, ‘You detestable girl! Is it fun playing with someone innocent? Stop acting!’ But it was impossible to talk like that to someone whom I loved.


  “No, let’s end it here today. I have to hurry home.”


  “Huh? Already?”


  Ahyoung’s expression was so natural that I couldn’t even believe she was acting. If I hadn’t heard her call by chance, I would’ve been fooled by her acting forever.


  “I’m sorry, I’ll have to see you next time.”


  I barely managed to suppress my tears as I got up. Before I parted from Ahyoung in front of the restaurant, she finally cut to the chase. “Come to the reunion next week, understood?”


  Ah. The reason why Ahyoung met me today was because she was instigated by the other alumni in order to use my love to make me go to the reunion, where they could mock me. Why was I always so pitiful?


  “Okay, I understand.”


  I nodded without saying no to Ahyoung. Then on the way home on the bus, I cried like a protagonist of a melodrama.


  “Sob sob sob sob~!!”


  The other passengers looked at me and told me to be quiet, but I cried without caring. I soon arrived home.


  “Oppa, what’s with that stupid haircut? Huh? Oppa? Why’s your expression like that? Are you crying?”


  Was she waiting for me? As soon as I opened the door, Sehee rushed out of her room with a concerned look.


  I declared to Sehee, “I’ll never love again. Women… I’m really scared of women. I don’t like them.”


  “Oppa?”


  There was no one who needed me in reality. I was just a joke. But Satisfy was different. Khan was solely dependent on me, while Administrator Valdi required my skills. In addition, Irene had great affection towards me. Yes, I realized once again that Satisfy was the place for me.


  I went straight to the capsule and connected to Satisfy. As soon as I connected, there was a whisper from Jishuka,


  -The orb’s price has been determined. Can we meet now?


  Then Jishuka came to Khan’s smithy and handed him the money.


  “The maker of the Special Jaffa Arrows… We have been searching really hard for you. We need your abilities. Grid, please join our guild.”


  I stared at her. I remember telling Jishuka that I made the Special Jaffa Arrows and the Divine Shield during the Malacus raid.


  ‘They saw me using Pagma’s Swordsmanship… They might’ve already noticed that I have a hidden class…’


  I seriously thought about it. If I joined the best guild, the benefits to me were obviously huge. And Jishuka promised her full support.


  ‘I don’t want to waste time socializing if I join a guild, but I don’t think I need to worry about that if I join the Tzedakah Guild.’


  There were a lot of benefits if I joined the Tzedakah Guild. However, there was a problem to be addressed.


  “I have a question.”


  “Ask me anything.”


  “The money I will earn from my personal activities and the money I will earn from working with your guild. Which one will be bigger?”


  Jishuka replied without thinking about it. “Of course you will make more money when you are with us. You will get more money and reputation.”


  “Really? Is that so? Hrmm… Then I have a condition before joining the guild.”


  “Yes. Whatever you ask.”


  “I am based here at Khan’s smithy. I am Khan’s successor and will someday inherit this smithy. I don’t want to move my base according to your tastes.”


  Jishuka responded instantly. “Okay. We will move our guild base to Winston instead of forcing you to move.”


  It was unconditionally favoring him. I realized what it meant when one of the best guilds promised their full support.


  ‘This… Is my worth bigger than I thought?’


  I was currently the best blacksmith in Satisfy. I knew this fact better than anyone else. But I never imagined that my value would be so great as to make one of the strongest guilds move their headquarters to Winston.


  ‘If I want to, I can live well in any guild.’


  However, I had no intention of applying for membership to another guild. Have I ever been recognized and needed by someone before? No. It was my first time. My heart was weakened due to the incident with Ahyoung, so I felt overwhelmed at the fact that the top rankers acknowledged me.


  “Okay. I will join the Tzedakah Guild. If you don’t keep any of your promises, I can leave the guild at any time.”


  Thus, I joined the Tzedakah Guild. This was a stepping stone for my growth.


  I was determined.


  ‘I will become rich quickly. Then I will show those who ignored me.’


  I would show all the alumni, including Ahyoung, my change as soon as possible.




  Chapter 96


  [You have joined the Tzedakah Guild.]


  Guild Name: Tzedakah


  Level: 5 (57,630,440/100.588.127)


  Reputation: 612,140


  Master: Jishuka


  Number of Members: 18/80


  Affiliation: None


  Alliances: None


  Hostile Relationships: Rio Kingdom/ Fire Dragon Trauka/ Yatan Church/ Iron Style Group/ Helding Clan/ Couch Clan


  Inclination: Neutral


  Territory: None


  I was very disappointed when I checked the guild information window that popped up when I joined the guild.


  “What is this? The number of members is small since it is a group of elites, but you don’t have any alliances or territory? And why do you have so many hostile relationships? Why is a red dragon hostile to you?”


  “We haven’t felt the need to make an alliance yet, and there are many enemies due to quests and raids. Umm, don’t worry about the red dragon. He won’t do anything unless we enter his territory.” 


  “Putting all that aside, why don’t you have a territory? As a top level guild, shouldn’t the Tzedakah Guild have a territory?”


  It had been one year since Satisfy opened. Some top guilds belonged to certain countries and built up their achievements, receiving territory from the kings or nobles. They were barren land, but depending on how the guild manages and develops it, the land could become a city in the future and huge taxes could be collected from it. In other words, the acquisition of a territory was one of the ultimate goals of a guild. Therefore, it was natural to wonder why the Tzedakah Guild didn’t have a territory.


  Jishuka explained. “Grid, you are mistaken. Our guild is the strongest guild, not a top guild. There are fewer guild members so there is a limit to how much we can raise our guild level, as you can see by our low guild level. The level of the top guilds is estimated to be around 7~8 right now.”


  “Wow… A bad guild with low level and no territory… How can this guild make me rich?”


  It seemed like I joined the wrong guild.


  ‘I should leave.’


  A man entered the smithy when I decided to leave.


  “Listen to a person’s words to the end.


  It was Pon who played an active part in the raid against Malacus.


  “Our guild might be low in level, but we have steadily built up a reputation as we progressed through quests and raids. Many nobles and nations know about us, and we have received countless offers of territory from them. We just refused.”


  I didn’t understand. “You refused the territory?”


  Other guilds were eager to snatch any territory they could. If they could get land, they would lick the feet of the nobles and royalty. Then why did the Tzedakah Guild refuse to accept the territory?


  I couldn’t understand it.


  “Puhaha! You should bluff more moderately. Why would a guild say no to a territory?”


  “Because of you.” Jishuka pointed at me with her long fingers. Even her hand gesture was seductive. “We had to make the entire continent our area of activity while searching for the unknown craftsman. That made it difficult to have a base and manage it. The nobles and royal families started to make suggestions about us becoming their subordinates around the time of your appearance.”


  In other words… 


  “You gave up territory just to find me?”


  “Yes. But strictly speaking, we didn’t give it up. It is just on hold for a while. We can get territory in any country we want at any time.”


  I never imagined how much the Tzedakah Guild needed me. “But why do you want me so much? You know now that I have a hidden job, but at that time, didn’t you just know me as a blacksmith?”


  “The reason we want you is because you’re a blacksmith. Your hidden class is irrelevant.”


  Pon explained.


  “The average user level in Satisfy is 80. High-level users like us are just a fraction of the two billion users, so there is always a shortage of equipment available for high-level users. The items with the performance we want are rarely dropped through hunting or raids, so we have to rely on produced items…”


  Was it to welcome my new colleagues? Khan kindly came out with refreshments. He was an NPC, but Pon respectfully accepted the teacup given to him. Then he continued speaking.


  “A blacksmith who can produce high-level items is very rare. Among users, there are no advanced blacksmiths and even the advanced NPC blacksmiths are only available in major cities. In addition, advanced blacksmiths only have a low chance of making epic or higher rated items, so the burden of investing the materials and the commission fee is very high.”


  Jishuka took over. “Then epic rated arrows that not even advanced blacksmiths could make appeared. We thought that the maker had the ability to produce the items we wanted, so we earnestly searched for you.”


  “…”


  The Tzedakah Guild recognized my abilities first and searched for me. I confirmed that I made the right decision in joining them.


  “We came looking for you. You have the ability we want.”


  After that. All 17 members of the Tzedakah Guild, including Jishuka and Pon, gathered at Khan’s smithy. Then they welcomed me with enthusiasm. All of them looked at me with expectant eyes, making me feel overwhelmed. But unexpected, not one person asked about my class.


  “Isn’t anyone interested in my class?”


  Jishuka smiled gently.


  “It isn’t that we have no interest. Everyone, including myself, is curious about the exact class. But we won’t ask because we know that hidden classes are reluctant to disclose information about their class.”


  “Hoh…”


  It was really meticulous care. As I started liking the guild more and more, Jishuka cut to the chase.


  “Grid, in the future, I want to commission items for the guild members. We want epic or higher rated items suitable for our level. We will buy the completed items for an appropriate price.”


  “It is okay if you give me money. But it will take a while to obtain the materials and production methods required…”


  “If you tell us what you need, we will get it for you. You just have to worry about making it.”


  That was convenient.


  “Okay. But I don’t have a lot of capital, so I can’t make too many items at once.


  Jishuka made a confused sound. “Capital? Why do you need capital? The guild will supply the materials and production methods. All you need is time and the technique.”


  “… Eh?”


  Were they going to give me free materials and production methods? This sounded like a dream! No, don’t get too excited. It was strange. It was suspicious that they were so nice from the beginning. I couldn’t believe in people-especially women- because they might hit me in the back of the head!


  I  became wary of Jishuka.


  “You’ll give me the materials for free and then buy the finished item from me? Why are you giving me the materials and production methods? Isn’t it just a loss for you?”


  “Hah?” Jishuka was confused. “What are you talking about? Aren’t you a blacksmith of our guild? It’s natural for the guild to support our blacksmith with materials and the production methods.”


  Regas laughed from where he was listening to the side.


  “Grid, a competent blacksmith is a talent that all guilds covet. They have to give the blacksmiths the best treatment to prevent them from going to other guilds. It is obvious that a guild with a competent blacksmith will have a huge growth gap with a guild that doesn’t have one.”


  “Wow…”


  A blacksmith class, wasn’t it a total honey-like class? But this was only for competent blacksmiths!


  ‘Blacksmiths are very difficult to grow… So the value of an exceptional blacksmith is very high. However, Pagma’s Descendant has fraudulent blacksmith skills so it honey…’


  I once again felt the greatness of a legendary class and appreciated it.


  ‘I want to start working.’


  I was filled with enthusiasm and prompted Jishuka. “So who am I making an item for?”


  Pon raised his hand in a flash.


  “Me!”


  Vantner grabbed Pon’s hand. Then he raised his hand. “No, me first!”


  Toban shouted. “Of course, the master should be first! Then the chief of staff!”


  “What does chief of staff have to do with the sequence? Don’t abuse your authority.”


  All members of the Tzedakah Guild were rankers. They all aimed at and desired to level up. Being armed with stronger items would make it faster and easier to hunt. It was obvious that all of them wanted their item to be made first.


  No, I had to exclude Regas, who was laughing without saying anything.


  ‘Regas is a martial artist who trains his body, so it seems like he doesn’t care about items. That reminds me…’


  I pointed to two men who couldn’t hide their uncomfortable expressions and Toban. 


  “Toban. And you two.”


  “Huh?”


  The three people called became filled with anticipation. They misunderstood that I would make them items. However, it was the opposite.


  “I will make your items last.”


  “W-Why?”


  I explained to the surprised Toban, “Toban, you were nasty when I asked to join the Guardian of the Forest raid last time…”


  “Heok? It was a few months ago, but you still remember? Strictly speaking, it was indifference, not nastiness!”


  “Shh. And the other two…”


  I checked the IDs of the two people. One was a Hispanic male with black hair called Rook, while the other was a slim, middle-aged man called Jeep.


  “The two of you. Didn’t you come here before?”


  It wasn’t long after the production making game with Euphemina. They were the two people who entered Khan’s smithy to ask about Euphemina’s whereabouts. At that time, they ignored me and disregarded Khan since he was an NPC.


  “Our relationship is like this, right?”


  I smiled and the two of them looked at each other before bowing and apologizing, “We’re sorry for that time! We were so impatient that we were rude! We sincerely apologize!”


  “You need to apologize to Khan, not me.”


  Khan was watching me and my new colleagues happily! The two people apologized to Khan, but they didn’t really mean it.


  “What? Are you still ignoring NPCs? Well, regardless of whether you ignore NPCs or not, it doesn’t matter to me; however, Khan is different. Khan is my precious friend, and if you don’t respect him, I will never produce any items for you.”


  “… I’m sorry Khan.”


  “Please forgive us.”


  Rook and Jeep’s apologies were sincere this time, and it seemed that they realized that even an NPC could be a valuable asset to someone.


  ‘They will do well.’


  Well, I didn’t want to criticize them anymore because I also ignored NPCs that I didn’t need. So the conclusion…


  “I want you to make a spear for Pon first.”


  It was Jishuka’s will.


  “As revealed in the Malacus raid, Pon currently has a low level weapon, so he can’t exert the maximum amount of power in a high-level raid. He is one of the pure physical damage dealers in our guild, so we have to prioritize his weapon.”


  Pon approached.


  “I already have a method of making a spear.”


  [’Gale Spear Production Method’ has been acquired.]


  [Gale Spear Production Method]


  Prerequisite: Advanced Blacksmith Mastery Level 4.


  * Gale Spear: A spear made of mithril. It is very light so the more skilled the user, the more the power can be maximized. However, this lightness can be a disadvantage.


  User Restriction: Level 240 or higher. 


  ‘Ohh!’


  Following the Divine Shield, I got another free production method! I failed to conceal my pleasure as Pon asked me carefully,


  “Is it possible?”


  I replied as if it was no big deal, “Of course.”


  The Tzedakah Guild members were agitated.


  “It means he at least has Advanced Blacksmith Mastery level 4…”


  “Isn’t the first ranked blacksmith still at the intermediate level?”


  “Is his excellent combat skills and mastery of blacksmith techniques because of the hidden class?”


  “It must be one of the best among the hidden classes…”


  I learned the production method in front of them.


  [You have learned how to make the Gale Spear.]


  [Gale Spear]


  Rating: Rare ~ Legendary


  Rare Rating Information:


  Durability: 210/210   Attack Power: 290


  Attack Speed: +5%


  * Attack speed will increase by 0.5% for every attack that connects.


  Epic Rating Information:


  Durability: 280/280   Attack Power: 336


  Critical Chance: +5%    Attack Speed: +5%


  * Attack speed will increase by 1% for every attack that connects.


  Unique Rating Information:


  Durability: 363/363   Attack Power: 400


  Critical Chance: +5%    Attack Speed: +10%


  * Attack speed will increase by 1% for every attack that connects.


  * The skill ‘True Illusion’ will be generated.


  Legendary Rating Information:


  Durability: 444/444   Attack Power: 493


  Critical Chance: +10%    Attack Speed: +10%


  Accuracy: +5%


  * Attack speed will increase by 1.5% for every attack that connects.


  * The skill ‘True Illusion’ will be generated.


  A spear made of mithril. It is very light so the more skilled the user, the more the power can be maximized. However, this lightness can be a disadvantage.


  User Restriction: Level 240 or higher. More than 750 strength. More than 400 agility. Advanced Spear Mastery level 2 or higher.


  Weight: 200 


  ‘Ohh, it is a good spear.’


  It wasn’t inferior to the Sword of Self-transcendence that I made. The materials required to make it…


  “Pon, in order to create one spear, I need 15kg of mithril ore, 1st tier high-grade Tipan wood and four griffin tendons.”


  Pon made an excited sound.


  “I will acquire them for you now. Then while you are making the spear, I will look for the whereabouts of the Divine Shield that was stolen. So don’t worry about anything during the production.”


  I nodded with a much lighter heart. “Okay. I will concentrate and make a good spear.”


  I was standing on a stage. The guild was filled with expectations for the creator of the Special Jaffa Arrows. And I was ready to surprise them.


  ‘For some reason, I have a lot of confidence today.’


  Of course, there was a chance it might be ruined. But there was no reason to be blamed if I made a rare rated item. The result of the item produced was clearly luck. So there was no need to be burdened. I started to concentrate on my breathing.




  Chapter 97


  ‘Then first…’


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill] 


  Lv. 2 (76.3%)


  Produce equipment items that you know how to make.


  You can create the production methods for a new item with the ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation’ skill.


  There is a certain probability of producing rare~ epic rated items.


  There is a rare probability of creating unique rated items.


  There is a very rare probability of creating legendary rated items.


  * All stats of a production item will increase by 12%.


  * When rare rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +2 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +30.


  * When epic rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +4 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +80.


  * When unique rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +12 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +300.


  * When legendary rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +25 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +1,000.


  * Something special will occur with every five legendary items created. (Currently 2/5)


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath] 


  Lv. 2 (42.5%)


  When you are concentrating on making an item, the will of Pagma’s Descendant will fill the production item.


  All stats of a production item will increase by 7%.


  There is a rare chance of giving special features to your production items. 


  My production skills increased from level 1 to 2 a short time after the item production game with Euphemina. For the last two months, I had made countless normal, rare and epic items. In addition, there were two legendary items.


  Nevertheless, my skill levels stagnated at level 2.


  ‘The experience is a lot worse compared to level 1…’


  However, the experience of the Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill was close to 80%. If I kept making items in earnest, it would reach level 3. 


  ‘The problem is the Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath. The breath is random, so it is hard to raise the experience.’


  I did my best every time I made an item. In particular, it took a long time since I spent more than 20 hours producing one item.


  According to the description of the Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath, it should activate every time I made an item. But the concept of ‘concentration’ seemed more difficult than I thought, and the Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath was only activated occasionally.


  The breath wasn’t triggered even when I made the legendary Divine Shield. Therefore, the legendary Divine Shield didn’t have any additional options and was exactly as described in the production method.


  ‘I made a legendary item but the breath skill wasn’t activated… When thinking about it now, it is a shock. On the other hand, there was the Sword of Self-transcendence.’


  A sword made through an ordinary longsword production method became a legendary rating, and this could be attributed to the breath skill. Phoenix had described it as a sword that appeared once every 100 years.


  ‘The key to my production is whether the breath skill is triggered.’


  The most important factor for a typical blacksmith was the item’s rating.


  Normal, rare, epic and unique.


  They made their item, hoping that the rating would be the highest. It was the same for me. Normal, rare, epic and unique. In addition, there was the legendary rating! I only eagerly hoped that a highly rated item would be produced. But now my thoughts had changed. 


  While the rating was important, the breath also played a critical role.


  ‘If the breath isn’t triggered, I will produce only the options mentioned in the production method, just like regular blacksmiths. However, when the breath is triggered, the value is much higher, because of the additional options.’


  Depending on which options were given, a rare item affected by the breath skill might be better than an epic item not affected by the breath skill. Of course, the breath skill didn’t necessarily give new options. It was random. But even if an option wasn’t granted, the basic abilities were increased, so it was still a profit.


  ‘Maybe it is necessary for the level of the breath skill to increase in order for it to be triggered more often…’


  As long as breath couldn’t be used intentionally, there was no way to quickly raise the level. I just had to raise it while making items.


  ‘It means I need to continue grinding in the future… It isn’t easy to become rich.’


  As I was looking at my blacksmith skills, Vantner came over to me.


  “If you don’t mind, can you repair my weapon? It has been badly damaged against Malacus.”


  “If you give me money…”


  I had never experiencing repairing an item with my own hands before. I only devoted myself to making items. However, the durability of some of my equipment had decreased from recent combat. There was no reason to refuse when Vantner asked me to repair his equipment.


  “Khan, do you have any repair tools?”


  “Of course.”


  Khan brought out an anvil, hammer, grindstone, and iron. However, the anvil and hammer had ‘repair’ attached to the name. It was the first time I saw the repair tools. I asked Khan a question.


  “Is there a reason to distinguish these tools for repair? Can’t an ordinary anvil and hammer be used for repairs?”


  Khan explained.


  “Repair hammers and anvils are disposable. As you said, we can repair items with ordinary anvils and hammers but… We can’t do that. Then won’t it be difficult to ask a lot of repair money from the customer?”


  “…?”


  “Why do we use disposable hammers and anvils? It is to give customers the awareness that ‘hammers and anvils must be consumed’ when repairing. It is a type of gesture to emphasize the favor we are doing them. Due to this advertisement, we can charge higher repair fees… This is a money-making means devised by the ancient blacksmiths. Thus, the repair tools were born.”


  This was the reason why I had to pay an expensive amount of money for my items to be repaired? I had a lot of respect for blacksmiths.


  ‘It is very desirable to explore new ways to make money… I should learn from this.’


  Vantner handed me his two axes.


  [Twin Bloody Axes]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 39/500   Attack Power: 250


  Critical Chance: +20%   Critical Damage: +30%


  * There is a constant probability of attacking two times.


  * Can cause bleeding when a critical hit occurs.


  It is the weapon of the butcher of Kirim Peninsula, Fang. The number of people killed by this axe is immeasurable.


  User Restriction: Level 200 or higher. More than 1,000 strength. Advanced Axe Mastery level 1 or higher. 


  Weight: 700 


  Vantner said that he invested all his stats into strength, so this was the right weapon for him. 


  ‘But it is strange.’


  The average attack power of axe type weapons was higher than that of one-handed swords. In particular, twin axes had an attack power similar to large weapons. However, the Twin Bloody Axes was weaker in attack power than the usage conditions and rating.


  “Mister Vantner. Isn’t the attack power of this axe lower than other twin axes of the same rating?”


  Vantner nodded.


  “You can tell. That’s right. When I compared to twin axes with similar conditions of use, the attack power is 60 points lower. I’m only using this because I like the options but unfortunately… Fang’s raid was really hard… Frankly, Fang’s weapon is more like a lie. I almost suspect that it is a bug. Hey, I am the same age as Pon. Why are you calling Pon ‘Pon’ and me ‘Mister?’ Huh? Are you kidding?”


  This was…


  “Appraisal.”


  I ignored the suddenly angry person and tried using the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill on the Twin Bloody Axes. Then…


  [The blacksmith who becomes a legend can appraise items with an excellent discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will be found.]


  Ttiring~


  [Genuine Twin Bloody Axes]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 39/500   Attack Power: 250~380


  Critical Chance: +20%   Critical Damage: +30%


  * There is a constant probability of attacking two times.


  * Can cause bleeding when a critical hit occurs.


  * Causes confusion when a critical strike is activated.


  * The skill ‘Genuine Conversion’ will be generated.


  It is the weapon of the butcher of Kirim Peninsula, Fang. The number of people killed by this axe is immeasurable.


  The joint part of the left-hand axe is offset. As a result, it isn’t easy to transmit force and the power of the axe isn’t exercised properly.


  But this is an intentional device designed to change the power (weight) of the axe from time to time in order to confuse the enemy. Clicking the button hidden below the join will cause the seams to engage and increase the attack power.


  It is a weapon where you can feel the pleasure of disturbing and confusing the enemy.


  User Restriction: Level 200 or higher. More than 1,000 strength. Advanced Axe Mastery level 1 or higher. 


  Weight: 700 


  [You have discovered a hidden feature in the item!]


  [Insight has increased by 10.]


  “Wow.”


  I had used the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill dozens of times so far. But it was the first time I found a hidden feature.


  ‘Interesting… And my insight stat went up by 10 points at once!’


  I clenched both fists with joy. On the other hand, the guild members were surprised.


  “What? Vantner’s axe has suddenly changed?”


  “Hasn’t it changed shape? No?”


  While the guild members were surprised, Vantner was nervous.


  “D-Did anything go wrong with the repairing?”


  If a blacksmith lacked the skill to repair an item, the maximum durability of the item would permanently drop. Vantner was concerned about this. Was he trying to hurt my pride?


  ‘What does he see me as…?’


  How could a legendary blacksmith fail in item repairing? 


  ‘Also, the repairing hasn’t even started yet.’


  I started to heat up Vantner’s axe.


  Ttang! Ttang! Chiik.


  Repeated quenching, tempering, and forging. The heated axe was reborn anew. Vantner was nervous as he watched me hammering without speaking.


  30 minutes later. After using the grindstone, the Genuine Twin Bloody Axes were fully restored. I passed them to Vantner and…


  “Heooook!”


  Vantner freaked out as he examined his transformed axes.


  “Vantner?”


  Vantner’s exclamation confused the guild members. Jishuka, who had been watching the situation, asked with wide eyes.


  “What is the fuss?”


  Vantner responded to her in a trembling voice.


  “T-That… I don’t understand… L-Look for yourself…”


  Vantner shared the information of the item with the guild members. The guild members were shocked as they verified the information.


  “What is this?


  “The item has changed? This is nonsense!”


  All of a sudden, loud noises were heard from Khan’s smithy.


  ‘What is the fuss? Huhut…’


  I dug at my ears while Jishuka came up to me and asked,


  “Grid! What kind of magic is this?”


  “Magic? What magic?”


  I stared straight into her shining, ruby-red eyes and said,


  “This is all skill.” 


  A legendary skill that only I could use in Satisfy.
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  “A skill that permanently improves the performance of an item, I’ve never heard of it.”


  Jishuka’s eyes gleamed with curiosity and excitement. She was hoping that I would tell her what I did.


  ‘She won’t be able to sleep well tonight if she doesn’t know.’


  I didn’t have any reason to keep it a secret, but above all, I wasn’t the type of man to make a woman have a sleepless night over this. And thus, I described the process.


  “The appraisal skill—my appraisal skill—can discover hidden features in items.”


  There was more turmoil after my words.


  “It’s just an appraisal skill? I really can’t believe it.”


  “I didn’t even know that items even had hidden features. Really amazing…” 


  “If Grid appraises my sword, will it improve its performance like that of the axes?”


  The guild members were amazed when they heard my words. It was very fresh and fun that the top rankers were shaking over someone lower than level 100.


  ‘Even if they are top rankers, they have never met a legendary class before.’


  I was the only legendary class right now! I was feeling a rare sense of superiority when Jishuka asked me the core question, “Do hidden features exist in all items?”


  I shook my head and said, “No. Items with hidden features are extremely rare. But who knows? There might be hidden features in the equipment you are wearing right now.”


  “Does that mean you can appraise all our items?”


  Jishuka couldn’t hide her anticipation, as her cheeks flushed slightly when she asked. I was excited because her sexy image became more prominent.


  ‘Kuk! I won’t! I don’t know what will happen if I lose my heart to a woman again!’


  Women were enemies. Women were enemies. Women were enemies…


  I hypnotized myself many times, and was barely able to calm down before nodding to Jishuka and saying,


  “Of course I can appraise them. That is, if there is money.”


  At the same time, the guild members cried out,


  “Please appraise my equipment!”


  “Me too!”


  The guild members wished to upgrade their items like Vantner’s weapons. None of them asked how much the cost of the appraisal was.


  ‘Does that mean it doesn’t matter? Indeed, rankers are really rich!’


  I had to set an appraisal price. I considered the price of the highest rated appraisal item, the Eye of Pallalian.


  ‘It was around 14-15 Gold?’


  The Eye of Pallalian appraised items of all ratings. The appraisal item I used on Pagma’s Rare Book was the Eye of Pallalian. But even the Eye of Pallalian couldn’t find hidden features in items. In other words, my appraisal skill was at a higher level than the Eye of Pallalian. This told me that the value of my appraisal skill was more than the Eye of Pallalian.


  ‘Should each appraisal be 30 gold? No, is that too expensive?’


  30 gold was around 36,000 won. It was almost the price of two chickens.


  In addition, there were no penalties no matter how much I used the appraisal skill. No specific materials were needed and it didn’t consume mana, so it could be used infinitely. In addition, the amount of time spent appraising one item was less than a minute. If I asked for 30 gold per item, would it seem like too much?


  ‘It is vague when it comes to money…’


  I understood why the blacksmiths were forced to make the concept of repair tools.


  ‘It would be good to commemorate becoming a guild member…’


  Did I have to give them free appraisals? Have I changed?


  ‘I don’t plan to be a philanthropist.’


  If money was available to be eaten, I needed to grasp the chance! I spent nearly two million won the day that I met Ahyoung on clothes, a haircut and our meal, so I needed to make back the damages somehow.


  “One appraisal is 30 gold! I will appraise any item for 30 gold! If a hidden feature is found, you have to pay me an extra 300 gold!”


  I didn’t think it was expensive but so what? Could a person truly call it expensive?  The value of an item would rise exponentially if a hidden feature was found. In fact, Vantner’s axes would’ve risen at least a few thousand gold. From a positive point of view, paying 30 gold for an appraisal wasn’t a loss. The guild members were more aware of this than I was.


  “30 gold for appraisal… If a hidden feature is found then it is 300 gold? Isn’t this pretty cheap? Okay! Please appraise all my equipment!”


  They lined up in front of me. They looked like a queue of money in my eyes.


  ‘If I get 10 appraisal requests per person, I will receive 4,500 gold from 15 people… There is also the bonus if a hidden feature is found…!’


  4,500 gold was around 5.4 million won. I could earn two months worth of salary in an instant, so tears of joy flowed down.


  ‘Ah! I’m so happy!’


  The heart that was hurt by Ahyoung felt warm. Satisfy was truly a haven for me. On the other hand, the guild members talked to each other as they stood in line for the appraisal.


  “Isn’t this like the lottery?”


  “Kahahahat! I brought over all of my items from my warehouse! Don’t the odds of winning go up if there are more items to be appraised?”


  “Oh, that is a good idea? I will take out all my equipment in the warehouse as well!”


  Suddenly, the guild members called the discovery of a hidden feature ‘winning.’


  ‘Winning… I like it.’


  I felt like a lottery ticket seller! Now, let’s start the appraisal business! Ah, before that…


  “Khan, how much should Vantner pay for the repair of his axes?”


  “It should be at least 20 gold considering the repair tools and the time it took to complete.” 


  “How much are the repair tools?”


  “… 50 silver.”


  “…”


  I declared to the guild members standing in line.


  “When you leave an item for appraisal, let me repair it! I will neatly repair any item! Didn’t you see me repair Vantner’s axes?”


  Thus, I started an appraisal and repair business for the guild members. I watched the tide of gold entering my inventory.


  ‘This is a more efficient way of making money than producing items.’


  Of course, making items were better because I could get permanent stats and reputation. There would also be a jackpot if I made an item higher than the unique rating. Thus, the appraisals and repairs would remain as a side business.


  ***


  “The guild warehouse has a lot of mithril ores… Let’s see ~ Tipan wood and griffin’s tendons…”


  Pon and Regas were at the auction house to find the materials for the Gale Spear. Regas suggested to Pon who was looking for the necessary materials.


  “Pon, no matter how good Grid is, isn’t it hard to make an epic item in one go? I think it is better to secure enough materials to make five spears.”


  Pon agreed.


  “The probability that an advanced blacksmith will make epic rated items is one-tenth… I would like to gather the materials to make 10 spears, but the Tipan wood and griffin tendons are too expensive. In fact, I only have enough money to buy materials to make three spears. Sigh. I would appreciate it if any of the three spears has an epic rating… Well, it can’t be helped even if all three are rare rated. I have to remember this.”


  “Yes. Now that Grid is part of our family, we can request it at any time. So don’t fret about it. Still, it is a pity. If I had money, I would pay for the materials cost…”


  “Ah ~~~ don’t worry, don’t worry. How many times do I have to tell you to throw away your habit of easily giving money to people? By the way, the griffin tendons registered at the auction house are really expensive. Would it be cheaper to find a direct seller?”


  “Let’s look together.”


  Pon and Regas left the auction house. Then they starting touring the market area to see if there were any merchants selling griffin tendons. Unfortunately, griffin tendons were a precious material so they were difficult to find.


  “Winston is now a big city, but it is still hard to find…” Pon suddenly stopped talking. He found a bunch of users wearing a golden mace guild mark and became vigilant. “Why are people from the Giant Guild here?”


  It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the Giant Guild was currently the largest guild of Satisfy. There were over 500 people with an average level of 130. More than anything else, the guild master was the 3rd ranked Chris.


  “Wasn’t Chris appointed as the lord of Pedro not long ago? Why are these guys in Winston instead of Pedro?”


  “Yes. Pedro is to the south, completely opposite of here…”


  The always smiling Regas was nervous for a change. The Giant Guild was the biggest enemy of the Tzedakah Guild: they had been fighting ever since the days of L.T.S!


  “The fact that they came to Winston when it is known we are staying here… They must have ulterior motives. For now, it would be best to avoid them.”


  The Giant Guild wasn’t a threat to the Tzedakah Guild in L.T.S. But the situation was different in Satisfy. The Giant Guild started Satisfy as soon as it opened, while the Tzedakah Guild only joined nine months after Satisfy started. The difference in growth hadn’t been narrowed yet, so the Tzedakah Guild had been avoiding clashes with the Giant Guild.


  In the end, Pon returned to the auction house without looking through the market any further. He was forced to cry as he bought the griffin tendons.


  “Those people from the Giant Guild made my gold disappear.”


  Pon complained with a grouchy face. But he imagined the result of the Gale Spear that Grid would make for him and felt better.


  And after a while. Pon and Regas were stunned as they arrived back at Khan’s smithy.


  “Yes! I wonnnnnnnn!!!”


  “Wow, amazing! This is the third winner!”


  “… What are you doing?”


  The guild members were surrounding Grid and making a fuss. Pon and Regas wondered what was going on.


  Grid was looking at the items piled up in front of him one by one. “Um… This is a loss! This is a loss as well! Another loss! Loss! Loss!”


  “…”


  Grid cried out every time he looked at an item.


  Pon and Regas had no idea what Grid was doing, so they asked someone for an explanation. Vantner showed them his transformed axes. Pon and Regas’ eyes widened.


  “W-What is this? A bug? Is this a bug?”


  Vantner spoke in a patronizing manner.


  “Huhuhut… Grid has an appraisal skill that can discover the hidden features in items. Items with hidden features will have their performance greatly improved, like my axes. That’s right. This. My weapons. Kukukuk… Kuahahat! How is it, Pon? Are you jealous?”


  “Kuk!”


  Pon wanted Grid to make his Gale Spear as soon as possible, but before that!


  “Please appraise all my equipment!”


  Pon gave all of his equipment to Grid. Unfortunately, the results were all failures. On this day, Grid appraised close to 300 items for the Tzedakah members, yet only three had hidden features, including Vantner’s axes.


  However, the guild members were still very positive. The three winners were stronger than before, causing the overall power of the guild to rise.


  ‘Joining the guild and increasing the guild’s power in only half a day… He really is the person we have been looking for.’


  ‘All that hard work finding Grid was rewarded.’


  And Grid made a revenue of approximately 10,000 gold in a short amount of time. It was a big sum of over 10 million won in cash.


  ‘I earned 40 million yesterday and then today… If I keep earning like this, I will soon pay off the debt.’


  The debt wasn’t a problem. It seemed like he could soon be a rich man. It wasn’t just money that Grid got from repairing and appraising the items. He increased his understanding of hundreds of items.


  ‘There is no item with 100% understanding, but it is positive in the long run.’


  The problem was that the rating of the guild’s items was just too high. After all, the higher the rating, the harder it was to raise understanding. For example, he appraised and repaired Vantner’s unique axes, but the understanding was only at 30%. But one day, if he had a chance to disassemble and explore the guild members’ items, it was possible to pursue 100% understanding based on today.


  Grid felt better and reached out to Pon.


  “Do you have the materials for the Gale Spear?”


  “Of course.”


  Pon handed over the materials.


  Grid would finally produce an item! The guild members gulped with anticipation. Then Grid said to them. “I was curious about something since there are a lot of people here. It’s been half a day, so don’t you want to go hunt?”


  “Heok! We have been here for so long?”


  “Wah! It is already night out there?”


  “This… I haven’t hunted today.”


  “I’m somehow hungry…” 


  The guild members hadn’t been aware of the time because they were too caught up with Grid. They were worried about being overtaken in the rankings by other users and hurriedly left the smithy.


  “Then work hard Grid!”


  “Pon, show us your spear when it is complete!”


  “Make a rare spear for Pon!”


  “Shut up, Vantner!”


  The guild members said friendly goodbyes to Grid. They were like friends.


  ‘Friends…’


  Grid felt awkward, but it wasn’t a bad feeling.


  “Then now…”


  Everyone left, and as usual, Khan and Grid were the only ones remaining in the smithy.


  “Let’s start the item production.”




  Chapter 99


  Pagma’s Descendant could use all items, was almost immune to all status conditions, had a skill that made me immortal for a short time and other passive skills, as well as Pagma’s Swordsmanship. If I considered the overwhelming stats growth from the item production, it was a class that belonged to a combat type.


  However, Pagma’s Descendant was fundamentally a blacksmith. From appraisal, to repair, enhancement, production, and creation… Pagma’s Descendant shone the most when it came to blacksmithing. The anvil, furnace, and other production tools all made up my main stage.


  “Sigh. Sigh.”


  I started pouring the mithril ore, coke, and limestone into the blast furnace.


  [You can sense the temperature due to the rapid changes in ambient temperature. 30 degrees. 31 degrees. 31.5 degrees. 33 degrees. 36 degrees, 39…]


  -Pagma’s descendant is sensitive to changes in temperature. If there is a furnace in the vicinity, you can accurately measure the temperature inside the furnace.


  I had already mastered the bellows… No, it was a legendary class that couldn’t be compared to a master. The temperature of the furnace rose sharply as I intended.


  [1,000 degrees. 1,100 degrees. 1,350…]


  ‘Mithril…’


  Iron was by far the most common material used for making items. Iron ore was suitable for smelting at temperatures between 1,150~1,250. However, smelting mithril required a much higher temperature and technique was needed to keep it within the required range.


  ‘I have to maintain it exactly between 1,820~1840.’


  That’s why mithril smelting was only available for Advanced Blacksmith Mastery level 3 or higher.


  It wasn’t possible for average blacksmiths to raise the temperature of the furnace to higher than 1,800 degrees. Those with Advanced Blacksmith Mastery level 2 might be able to raise the temperature to 1,800 degrees, but it was impossible for them to control it. However, it was simple for me as Pagma’s Descendant.


  In particular, I already dealt with mithril while making the Divine Shield. I was able to smelt mithril even with my eyes closed. However, I couldn’t afford to not focus.


  Suooooh.


  The temperature of the furnace was fixed at 1,840 degrees and over time, the mithril ore started to melt slowly. 


  Inside the blast furnace that was over 1,800 degrees, the melted mithril ore mixed with the carbon monoxide generated from the coke, and pig iron with carbon and mithril was made. At the same time, the separated impurities were turned into slag by the limestone and discharged separately.


  This process was a reproduction of smelting methods used in modern iron foundries, which meant that the smelting in Satisfy copied modern smelting techniques.


  … This was written on the forums about the blacksmith class.


  ‘Why do I need to understand the principles when I’m not even getting a license? Don’t I just need to do it properly?’


  I filled the mold with the molten metal. The mysterious orange color of mithril was so beautiful that it felt like my soul was flying away.


  ‘Pretty… It is prettier than women…’


  Heok?


  “What am I thinking right now?” 


  It felt like I was becoming a minerals otaku. I had to do something if I didn’t want to introduce myself as ‘married to my job’ when I was 50.


  ‘No… But I’m actually not popular with women… I should at least have a relationship before I die, even if it isn’t marriage… Sigh…’


  I started to worry if I would really end up married to my job.


  “How rotten…”


  After the incident with Ahyoung, my confidence with relationships had dropped to the bottom. When would I be able to overcome this aftereffect? I was very worried about my future as I poured the molten minerals into the molds I prepared beforehand. Now I needed to wait for the molten mineral to harden. 


  ‘I can’t play around while waiting.’


  Time was money. I had to cover the costs of all the money I spent on clothing, a haircut and food when I met Ahyoung. I took the Tipan wood I set to one side and started to trim it.


  Tipan was like an upgraded version of bamboo. It was dozens of times harder and resilient than bamboo, making it suitable to be used as a material for a spear. It was popular when used to make ornaments because of its transparent blue color, but it was too expensive to be used for ornaments. Using Tipan wood as an ornament was one of the symbols of the rich.


  “Um.”


  I trimmed the Tipan wood into a straight form and cut it 178cm long.


  Whoosh! Whoosh!


  I swung it a few times as I felt the grip and weight.


  ‘Even with this resilience, the strength is comparable to steel… It is expensive.’


  This would be the shaft for the Gale Spear. The harmony of the silver and blue was bound to make the spear beautiful and luxurious.


  “Next is the sharp point of the spear.’


  I completed the shaft of the spear and pulled out the semi-solid mithril inside the mold. Then I armed myself with my production item.


  [Unknown Blacksmith’s Hammer]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 350/350   Attack Power: 70~80 


  Odds of Making a Rare Rated Item: +17% 


  Odds of Making a Epic Rated Item: +7%


  A blacksmith’s hammer made by a craftsman with great skill and potential, but somewhat lacking in experience and reputation.


  This is a hammer produced by the craftsman himself, so it isn’t suitable for other blacksmiths to use. 


  Conditions of Use: Pagma’s Descendant


  Weight: 80 


  ‘Certainly, since I’ve made the hammer, the chances of making rare and epic items have increased.’


  It was just a pity that it didn’t increase the chances of making unique and legendary rated items. But that was because the hammer itself was epic rated. I believed that a unique rated hammer would increase the chances of making unique rated items and the legendary hammer would increase the chances of making legendary items.


  ‘Sooner or later, I will make a legendary rated hammer.’


  Ttang! Ttang!


  I repeated the work of heating the mithril, forging with a hammer and exhausting the amount of carbon in the mithril to a suitable amount. This was the steelmaking operation. The tempered mithril became more refined and took the shape of a spear blade.


  “Sigh…”


  My body was drenched in sweat. There was the thick fog of dawn outside the window.


  Ttang~! Ttaang~!


  Apart from the sound of adventurers coming back from hunting, there was only the sound of my hammering on the quiet Winston streets.


  Four hours later.


  I completed the mithril point to satisfaction and attached the griffon tendons to it. The first of the three Gale Spears commissioned by Pon was completed.


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath has increased the effectiveness of your production items]


  ‘Good!’


  Fortunately, the breath buff was activated. Now the key was the rating of the item…!


  I watched the information window that appeared in front of me with anticipation.


  [Gale Spear]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 432/432   Attack Power: 476


  Critical Chance: +5%    Atack Speed: +10%


  * Attack speed will increase by 1% for every attack that connects.


  * The skill ‘True Illusion’ will be generated.


  * The skill ‘Creator’s Wish’ will be generated.


  An item made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but his experience and reputation is somewhat lacking.


  It is very light so the more skilled the user, the more the power can be maximized. However, this lightness can be a disadvantage.


  It contains the origin of the craftsman who wishes to be reborn as an excellent spear.


  User Restriction: Level 240 or higher. More than 750 strength. More than 400 agility. Advanced Spear Mastery level 2 or higher.


  Weight: 200 


  [A unique rated item was produced, so all stats have permanently risen by +12 and reputation throughout the continent has risen by +300.]


  “Eh? Huh? Oh~! Ohhhh! Wahhhhh!”


  I had made two legendary items, the Sword of Self-transcendence and the Divine Shield. But my only unique item was the Ideal Dagger. In fact, legendary items were less likely to be produced than unique items, but there wasn’t much difference. In other words, making a unique item was just as difficult as a legendary item.


  A unique item appeared at once!


  “Puhahahat!”


  I was so happy it was like I could fly away.


  ‘It is even more of a jackpot because of the effect of the breath skill.’


  The unique rated Gale Spear specified in the production method had a total durability of 363 and an attack power of 400. But my unique rated Gale Spear was 19% more durable and strong than what was described in the production method.


  I was impressed because the Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill (Lv.2) raised the stats of the item by 12% and the Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath (Lv.2) increased it by 7%.


  “What is the Creator’s Wish skill?”


  I checked the added skill information.


  [Creator’s Wish]


  The damage of the weapon will increase by 30% for two minutes. It can overlap with the same type of buff effect.


  Weapon Durability Consumption: 100


  “Hah…”


  It increased the weapon damage by 30% for two minutes. It was an ordinary performance, not much different from normal buff skills. No, in general, the average duration of a buff skill was 10 minutes so this was somewhat lacking.


  But there was something that had to be noted. The big part was that it could overlap with the same type of buff effect. If ‘Creator’s Wish’ was used with a ‘Weapon Enchant’ skill that increased damage by 30%, that effect would stack up and the damage to the opponent would be +60%.


  This was a very rare skill because it wasn’t common for buffs to overlap. It was a skill that required weapon durability, not mana. It was a very good skill as a trump card, but there was a big penalty that the durability decreased by 100.


  “Kuk… This is a big hit. Should I share this item information with the guild and surprise everyone?”


  I imagined Jishuka and the guild members’ admiration and praise. In particular, I was anticipating Pon’s reaction.


  He had handed me materials to create three Gale Spears and said, “I’ve met a lot of blacksmiths so I realize how hard it is to produce epic rated items. I have obtained enough materials for three spears and don’t be burdened. I won’t be disappointed if an epic rated spear doesn’t appear, so just make it casually. To be honest, a rare rated spear isn’t bad to use as a sub-weapon.”


  I felt bad when I thought about it.


  “What, you aren’t expecting an epic spear to emerge? You will be satisfied even with a rare rating? Hah~ A legendary blacksmith can’t produce only rare rated results?”


  … Actually, when I made an item 10 times, almost all of them were rare items.


  ‘This time I can pretend. I made a unique item in one go!’


  How much would Pon pay for this spear? I was so excited it felt like my heart was going to explode.


  “What is this… I am going to make a huge amount of money three days in a row after the Malacus raid. Is this reality? I feel strange… After finishing this request, I should write up a household account book.”


  It was almost lunch time. I started making the item from the evening before and it took more than half a day to complete.


  “Ah, I’m tired. I want to sleep.”


  I felt a great sense of accomplishment and now that the tension was released, I became sleepy.


  ‘Let’s not share information about the Gale Spear just yet… I was given three days on the assumption that I would make three spears… I’ll show them two days later…’


  I would like to aim at making a legendary Gale Spear with the remaining materials.


  ***


  “Finally, today…”


  After commissioning the Gale Spears from Grid, Pon devoted himself to hunting for all three days. And for three days, he became more dissatisfied with the weapon that he was currently using.


  He had moved to a hunting ground where the monsters gave higher experience. As the level of the monsters increased, the limits of the level 190 spear became clearer to Pon. It was a spear he had been using for 53 levels, from level 190 to 243 but…


  Pon’s sensitivity couldn’t ignore the inferior nature of the spear.


  ‘I want to get rid of this damn spear soon.’


  Pon finished hunting and relaxed. As he was preparing to go hunting again, Grid typed into the guild chat window.


  {Pon, the three Gale Spears have been completed, so come to Khan’s smithy when you have time.}


  {Ohh~! The spears are finally complete! What rating did you get?}


  {I’m curious~ ^^ Please share the information window Grid.}


  The guild members became excited. Pon watched the chat window with half excitement and half unease as he waited for the information of the Gale Spears to appear. However, Grid reported shocking news.


  {I’m ruined… I don’t want to post it here so come and check.}


  Vantner laughed because he liked it.


  {ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ It seems that only rare-rated spears have appeared ~! Yes! Serves you right, Pon!}


  “…”


  Pon was honestly disappointed, as he had been expecting at least one epic Gale Spear after seeing Grid easily learn the production method and reinforce Vantner’s axes.


  “I am prepared.”


  The basic performance of the Gale Spear was so good that it could be used even if it was rare rated. Pon immediately stopped hunting and walked to Winston. The distance of the new hunting ground to Winston wasn’t far.


  Three hours later.


  He arrived at Khan’s smithy and saw several guild members, including Jishuka and Vantner. Pon frowned at the chuckling Vantner.


  “Why are all of you here?”


  “I want to see your disappointed look. Well? Do you have a complaint? Kya kya kyak!”


  “…Damn scum.”


  “Do you have a complaint? Tell me if you have any complaints! I will show you the power of my upgraded axes! Kya kya kyak!”


  “…”


  Vantner was extremely confident after his weapon was strengthened by Grid. He moved his hunting ground to a stronger place, chatted more frequently and made fun of Pon every time he saw Pon. 


  ‘He is too excited. I’m honestly very envious.’


  Pon trembled at the thought of his rival doing well alone and approached Grid.


  “Grid, you must’ve suffered.”


  Pon had told Grid when commissioning the spears that he wasn’t expecting too much, so don’t be burdened. It was true, but he still couldn’t help hiding his disappointment. Grid looked at Pon with sleepy eyes and handed over three spears.


  “I’m ruined. I thought I would get a legendary spear since a unique one appeared from the beginning but… They were both epic rated.”


  “…?”


  What was Grid saying? All the members, including Pon, were stunned. Unique? Legendary? In particular, it was known that legendary items couldn’t be produced so they thought that Grid might be delirious.


  Then Pon’s complexion turned white and blue.


  [Gale Spear (Epic) has been acquired.]


  [Gale Spear (Epic) has been acquired.]


  [Gale Spear (Unique) has been acquired.]


  “…What?!”


  Pon had felt an electrifying thrill in Satisfy only two times. At first, he was amazed and thrilled by the game Satisfy itself. A virtual reality game that was truly another reality. As the creator of Satisfy, Lim Cheolho was a god who created a new world.


  The second time was when he encountered the first ranked user on the unified rankings, Kraugel.


  Pon and Jishuka accidentally encountered him and were shocked and thrilled. He felt sorry towards Jishuka, but Kraugel was Satisfy’s one and only genius. Pon always had a high position in every game he played, but that had been the first time he felt shabby in front of a user.


  And now.


  “Grid… You…! You!”


  Pon felt his third thrill as he saw the detailed information of the unique rated Gale Spear. He regained the confidence that had been lost. With Grid, it felt possible to cross the wall of Kraugel, who could never be overcome with the Tzedakah Guild’s strength.




  Chapter 100


  Pon immediately bowed.


  “Grid, you are better than any blacksmith I have ever seen. I’m truly honored to have a great craftsman like you as my colleague.”


  Up to now, Pon had visited a large number of blacksmiths and commissioned the production of items. 


  He crossed the Hell Desert to meet the best blacksmith in the east, and experienced the invasion of the fire dragon Trauka to meet a famous dwarf blacksmith. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that he met famous blacksmiths from all over the world.


  Unfortunately, Pon couldn’t get any unique rated production items despite his efforts. No matter how well-known the blacksmith, making a unique item was like picking a star from the sky.


  Then what about Grid? He made three items, and one of them was completed as unique rated. Furthermore, the performance of the Gale Spear produced by Grid was well above that specified in the production method.


  ‘There was a suggestion that he could make legendary rated items.’


  Grid exceeded common sense. The blacksmith they desperately searched for was a hidden treasure. Pon’s respect rose.


  “Amazing. You’re really amazing.”


  There would come a day when all guild members would be armed with weapons and armor made by Grid. Then the Tzedakah Guild would truly soar to the top. The thrilled Pon put away the old spear he had been using for a long time and took out the Gale Spear.


  “Wow…”


  “That’s the Gale Spear…!”


  The guild members marvelled at the appearance of the Gale Spear. The spear was a magnificent blend of blue and silver. It seemed like a blue dragon descending from a silver galaxy. The appearance was beautiful enough to be comparable to ‘Persona,’ a national treasure of the Saharan Empire.


  ‘The performance is great and the appearance is beautiful. Also.’


  Buuong. Buuong.


  A dark smile spread across Pon’s face as he looked at the spear and swung it lightly a few times. He tried using hundreds of spears, but the Gale Spear was outstanding.  The length and width of the spear was ideal for him. It was like a spear customized just for himself.


  ‘I feel several times stronger.’


  He wanted to run to the hunting grounds and test the power of the spear right now. The guild members approached him and urged.


  “Pon, what is the rating of your spear? It doesn’t look ordinary.”


  “Come on, show us. I’m dizzy from curiosity!”


  Pon shared the information of the Gale Spear. The guild members’ mouths dropped open as they confirmed it.


  “Unique?”


  “A unique rated item was produced?”


  It had a big impact on the guild. 


  Was Pon the only one with the desire to be armed with excellent items? They also met a number of blacksmiths like Pon, and made hundreds of production requests. But they never saw any unique rated production items. It was theoretically possible for a high level blacksmith to produce unique items, but it was more realistic to acquire unique items through raids instead of making them.


  Grid had signed up to the guild and he made a unique item in just three days. All blacksmiths except for him were insignificant.


  The atmosphere was rising.


  “Cool…” Jishuka couldn’t control her joy and embraced Grid. She kissed his cheek and shouted. “Grid, really great! You’re the best! Truly a fantastic man!”


  “… Huh?”


  Jishuka’s hug and kiss removed all rational feelings. This was just the greeting of a South American woman expressing pure joy and gratitude. But it was too much stimulus for Grid. The embrace and kiss from a woman considered one of the sexiest in the world wasn’t something that Grid’s mental state could endure.


  ‘H-Her lips are so soft…’


  His cheeks seemed to be melting. 


  ‘Her chest is soft…’


  It wasn’t just soft but filled with elasticity.


  ‘She smells good.’


  Any expensive fragrance was trivial in front of Jishuka’s body odor. So the conclusion…


  ‘Is this a dream? Of course it is a dream. Damn! It is okay to dream! I don’t care even if I die.’


  While Grid was struggling, Vantner was frustrated.


  “This is nonsense… This spear is better than any weapon I’ve ever seen. Even my Genuine Twin Bloody Axes is nothing in front of this spear… Pon is the one who gets such a great weapon? It isn’t possible… Pon will get ahead of me again…!”


  Vantner shook as he muttered.


  “Grid, inviting you to the guild is one of the best things I’ve done in my life! I love you!”


  Jishuka kept hugging Grid tightly with joy.


  “Hehe… Chest… Hihi.”


  Grid’s face was buried in Jishuka’s big chest. The status of the three people wasn’t normal. It wasn’t a good sight. But none of the guild members restrained the three of them. Everybody was busy looking at the Gale Spear.


  “Ahhh~ I’m really envious of Pon. I will have no regrets if I get a unique item like Pon.”


  “It has a better performance than the unique items that we acquired in raids. How absurd.” 


  “Who is Grid going to make an item for after Pon? Has it been decided yet? I want a piece of armor…”


  Pon left the information about the unique Gale Spear in the guild window. Then he pulled out the two epic rated Gale Spears and spoke to Faker.


  “I want to use this opportunity to learn how to wield two spears.”


  The shadowy figure of Faker nodded. “It is a good idea. It is a difficult skill to acquire, but it is an excellent power if you can use it properly.”


  “Will you be my practice partner?”


  “There is no reason to refuse.”


  Faker raised his dagger and appeared behind Pon. Then he aimed his dagger at Pon’s heart. Faker had assassinated numerous talented people, but Pon was a persistent opponent.


  Kaaang!


  Pon rotated the spear in his left hand and used the repulsive force to deflect the dagger, then he swung the spear in his right hand.


  Swaeek!


  Pon effectively used the elasticity of the Tipan wood. The Gale Spear moved like a living snake and hit Faker’s back.


  Peeeong!


  Loud sounds occurred in the smithy. That’s right. The Gale Spear blew up the air. But Faker was already somewhere else. Faker appeared in the opposite direction and threw hidden weapons.


  “You are already familiar with using two spears. Have you been constantly practicing?”


  Pon placed one of the spears on his shoulder and replied, “I’ve never practiced. But my basic abilities are excellent, so I can adapt to new techniques quickly.”


  “Indeed.”


  Jjaejaeng! Jaaeng! Chachachachang!


  Faker was the number one assassin. His unified ranking might be lower than Pon, but his agility surpassed Pon.


  So in the beginning, Faker took the lead with his speed. No matter how brilliantly Pon moved his spears, Faker repelled them like a stream of water. Only Pon’s spears were scratched. It was when the power of an assassin specializing in PK was clearly revealed.


  But as time passed, the situation reversed. Pon’s attack speed started to exceed Faker’s agility.


  “Kuk!”


  Faker, who rarely allowed any attacks, retreated while scattering blood. Pon chased him, thrusting forward with his spears.


  Puk! Peok!


  The Gale Spear was a remarkable weapon. Due to the unique option, its attack speed increased as the battle continued. It was hard to tell the difference in the beginning, but the story changed over time.


  “Isn’t this cheating…?”


  Faker laughed as he was dominated in speed, despite being more confident in his speed than anyone else. Pon thought about Kraugel as he drank a health potion.


  ‘Now I might be able to touch his collar.’ 


  On the other hand.


  “… Is this a smithy?”


  The visitors to Khan’s smithy were stunned.


  In the center of the smithy, 10 people were gathered together and talking loudly, while a man and woman were hugging to one side. There was a large middle-aged man squatting in the corner and…


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  Two crazy people exchanging blows.


  “…”


  Was this really a smithy? Even the heart of the market was calm compared to this place.


  “Maybe we’re at the wrong place.”


  Therefore, customers who came to the smithy to buy items came and went several times.


  “What the hell is going on in this smithy?” The turmoil only subsided when Khan returned to the smithy and yelled.


  “Heok!”


  Grid regained his sense of reason at Khan’s voice. He looked at Jishuka’s fantastic body, which must’ve seduced men around the world.


  ‘She is truly tricky. She must be trying to avoid paying me for this.’


  Grid realized it through his experience with Ahyoung. Women were enemies. He couldn’t be off guard in front of them. He would have a cruel experience if he let them into his heart. Grid was reminded of his bad memories and turned to stone when looking at Jishuka. Then he called out to Pon.


  “Hey, don’t play around and give me the payment. How much are you going to buy it for?”


  “How much?” Pon approached Grid and said cautiously. “To be honest, it is difficult for me to accurately assess the value of the Gale Spear. But considering other items, I think I should pay at least 800,000.”


  “800,000?” Grid doubted his ears. “800,000 gold?”


  Of course he was surprised. Grid had sold the legendary rated Sword of Self-transcendence for 220,000 gold. However, the unique rated Gale Spear was purchased for four times the price? Grid couldn’t believe it.


  ‘800,000 gold in cash…’


  100 gold was worth 120,000 won cash. If 100,000 gold is 120 million… 800,000 gold is… Um. Eh? Heok! 960,000,000?’ 


  It was a large amount that could pay off all his father’s debt and still have 300,000,000 remaining. Grid shut down for a while. But he recovered within a short amount of time and sent a pitying glance towards Pon.


  ‘Stupid fool… A legendary item was trade for 220,000 gold, yet you are buying a unique item for 800,000? You are suffering from your ignorance.’


  Grid was mistaken. Grid was the ignorant one, not Pon. In fact, Grid could’ve made millions of gold if he registered the Sword of Self-transcendence at auction. He would’ve obtained billions of won in cash.


  However, Grid didn’t know this and only sold it to a NPC for 220,000 gold. The 800,000 gold that Pon offered now was reasonable.


  ‘Regas is the number one pushover. Starting from today, Pon is number two.’


  Sometimes it was better not to know the truth…


  Grid nodded at Pon happily without knowing the truth.


  “Okay! I’m in a good mood! The two epic spears will be given as a service! 800,000 gold is okay!”


  Pon had been planning to buy the two epic Gale Spears separately for 150,000 gold, but it was being given to him as a service? Pon was amazed by Grid.


  ‘His usual behaviour seems ugly, but he is actually a manly man. Is he merely acting like that to conceal his true self?’


  Pon and the Tzedakah Guild became increasingly favorable towards Grid.


  At the same time. 


  One group was spying on Khan’s smithy.


  “I didn’t know that the Tzedakah Guild would use this smithy as their stomping ground… Maybe that person is the unknown craftsman? Pass this onto Chris and ask him to send the rankers!”


  What was the strongest guild in Satisfy? If this question was asked to 10 people who were passing by right now, 9 out of 10 would mention the Giant Guild. The Giant Guild was the largest in scale! In order to invite the unknown craftsman, they came to Winston, only to discover Grid with the Tzedakah Guild.




  Chapter 101


  A small town called Pedro, in the south of the Eternal Kingdom.


  There were no special resources in this area. It wasn’t an important geographical location, and there was only one special product here — strawberry-flavored banana. In addition, people’s reactions to the strawberry flavored banana were negative. 


  ‘Why do I taste strawberry when eating a banana’, ‘I would rather eat strawberries than a strawberry flavored banana,’ ‘It is disgusting because the banana is pink’ and so on. 


  The special product didn’t sell well, so no money was earned. 


  But for the Giant Guild, Pedro was a blessed land. It was due to the presence of the vampire baron, a boss monster who spawned every 11 days in the underground dungeon of Pedro Castle. The vampire baron dropped the vampire accessory set and various elixirs. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that Chris decided to become the lord of Pedro due to the vampire baron.


  “Humans…! I will surely rise again to repay this disgrace!”


  The vampire baron shouted as he was pierced in the heart with three swords. Chris said with a grin, “Yes, don’t forget to rise again.”


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  The vampire baron disappeared into dust. Then all types of riches poured out where he stood. Among the riches were the strength elixir and agility elixir. There was also a vampire necklace. Chris took the elixirs without asking for permission from the other guild members.


  [Strength has risen permanently by +3.]


  [Agility has risen permanently by +3.]


  10 stat points were gained with each level up. It was similar to gaining one level if he drank three elixirs from the vampire baron. For Chris, the value of the elixirs was high since, at level 290, Chris had to spend a fortnight hunting just to gain one level. Chris was happy after drinking the elixirs and taking the vampire necklace.


  “Okay. With this, the vampire accessories set is completed.”


  “Congratulations, Chris.”


  “You are now even stronger.”


  The guild members who participated in the raid with Chris applauded. Chris encouraged them, “The drop rate is good and the vampire baron will keep appearing here, so you will get the vampire accessory set as well. Have strength.”


  “Yes!”


  For a guild of 530 members to be properly controlled, a strict hierarchy was needed. While small guilds had a family-like atmosphere, the Giant Guild was closer to an army. It had a system of absolute obedience to those above them. This system was so efficient that the guild was developing day by day.


  After finishing the vampire baron raid.


  The executives gathered at the venue for the banquet received whispers from their men. This was the contents of the whisper: A person believed to be the unknown craftsman was discovered in Winston. 


  As Chris drank his wine, the whisper’s message was delivered to the senior executive Buglima, who organized the content and reported it to Chris.


  “The unknown craftsman was found in Winston. However… It seems like the unknown craftsman has already joined the Tzedakah Guild.”


  “Tzedakah Guild?”


  Chris’ eyes twitched. He was shaking.


  The Tzedakah Guild was the guild that dominated the world’s most popular MMORPG L.T.S, before Satisfy was launched. They were small but created a myriad of legends, and the Giant Guild was one of their legendary scapegoats.


  The reason why the Giant Guild, once considered to be one of the top five powers of L.T.S, left as soon as Satisfy was released could be attributed to the Tzedakah Guild. Satisfy became a game that transcended L.T.S so the Giant Guild’s quick decision was right, but the Giant Guild’s pride had actually been crushed by the Tzedakah Guild.


  “Those damn people… I am starting to hear their names often in Satisfy.”


  Chris trembled. The memories of the many times he had been beaten by the Tzedakah Guild were still vivid in his head. However, he couldn’t stay silent at the unknown craftsman being taken away.


  “Send Asellas, Mihara, and Zirkan. Order them to thoroughly hit the Tzedakah Guild until they give up the unknown craftsman.”


  “Those three people at the same time…”


  “Isn’t this too much?”


  The executives were agitated. The three people Chris named were part of the five captains of the Giant Guild, each one leading 100 guild members. The fact that they were sent meant that 300 troops would be dispatched to Winston. But didn’t the Tzedakah Guild have less than 20 members?


  “It is like using a sword to chase a chicken or cow…”


  The Giant Guild had 11 executives, including the five captains. Six of them had been together ever since the L.T.S days, but five of them were only from Satisfy. The five people from Satisfy were the problem.  They only heard rumors about the Tzedakah Guild and they ignored the Tzedakah Guild, because they had no experience with their strength.


  Chris laughed at them.


  “Chicken? Cow? Are you comparing the Tzedakah Guild to mere livestock? Kukuk! You don’t know it yet. Those guys are dragons. They might be curled up right now, but they can ascend at any moment.”


  Chris had more than 100 clashes with the Tzedakah Guild. So he knew them better than anyone else. Their strength was immeasurable. Their current position might be different from L.T.S., but Chris didn’t have any intention of being careless.


  “Send those three no matter what. Take away the doors of the dragons.”


  He would step on them the best he could.


  ***


  As of today, it was the fourth day after Grid joined the Tzedakah Guild. During that short period of time, Grid performed great things like improving the guild members’ weapons and making a unique spear for Pon.


  Today, the Tzedakah Guild decided the second person who Grid who make an item for.


  He was a boy called Ibellin. He was only 16 years old, but he was a promising boy who took third place in his class rankings. Ibellin had the potential to be Regas’ rival, so they were looking forward to his growth.


  And Grid was commissioned to make a sword for the boy. However, it wasn’t a usual sword but a flamberge. The flamberge was a sword that had the appearance of a wave. It was a cruel weapon that tore the flesh of enemies due to the nature of its shape.


  It was very difficult to forge the sword into the form of a wave.


  Let’s start first with the forging. Forging was a task that made a metal into a solid shape by tapping at it with a hammer. The metal hardened depending on how well the hammering was. As the metal was tempered, it became harder and harder to shape. The complex appearance of the flamberge meant it was almost impossible to maximize the forging process. 


  Then was it easy to temper it after the forging? That wasn’t the case. Tempering would inevitably change the shape. Therefore, forging and tempering had to proceed at the same time. For the above reasons, ordinary blacksmiths gave up halfway through tempering when making flamberges.


  Anyway, the characteristics of the flamberge was in its shape so they focused on the shape rather than tempering. This was also the reason why it was rare to see flamberges above the epic rank.  A blade that wasn’t tempered properly was weak and lacking durability. Most of the flamberges circulating on the market were normal or rare ranked. Flamberges above the epic rank only dropped from monsters.


  But Grid didn’t want to see a normal or rare rating. He needed to make at least an epic rating to make money.


  “Status window.”


  Name: Grid


  Level: 97 (140,090/5,531,200)


  Class: Pagma’s Descendant


  * The probability of adding additional options when making items will increase.


  * The probably of item enhancement will increase. 


  * All equipment items can be worn unconditionally. However, there is a penalty depending on the rating of the item. 


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  * Abnormal conditions don’t work well on you.


  * You won’t die when health is at the minimum.


  * Easily acknowledged.


  Title: First Unique Item Maker


  * Dexterity +200


  Title: Only Legendary Item Maker


  * Dexterity +350


  Title: Knight Slayer


  * Stamina +100. 


  * Strength +30


  Title: Apostle of Justice


  * All stats +10.


  * The Apostle of Justice’s bravery is unmatched.


  Health: 9,016/9,016      Mana: 819/819


  Strength: 824   Stamina: 572   Agility: 257  Intelligence: 279


  Dexterity: 904  Persistence: 273


  Composure: 204  Indomitable: 230   Dignity: 204 Insight: 204


  Courage: 148


  Stat Points: 0


  Weight: 15,508/21,940 


  ‘When combined with the title effect, my dexterity is now approaching 1,500.’


  Khan’s Advanced Blacksmith Mastery was only at level 2. Grid lived with Khan for months so he guessed that the level of dexterity for Advanced Blacksmith Mastery level 2 was around 500~600. Considering Khan’s reputation as the best blacksmith in the north, Grid had around three times the dexterity of the greatest blacksmiths.


  Therefore, Grid was confident in his ability to carry out tempering on a flamberge.


  “I will make it with my own hands. A powerful flamberge that has never been made before.”


  Grid’s confidence rose up to Andromeda and had no intention of coming back down to Earth.


  ***


  “Hiyah!”


  Peeng!


  “Kiyooh!”


  Kwajak!


  Regas was in a hurry to find a clue about the thief who stole Grid’s shield. He took care of all the beasts and monsters blocking the way, causing a bloody wind to follow his path.


  Taekwon Master Regas! He was called the strongest in the L.T.S days and his strength, which was now representative of the Tzedakah Guild, transcended the concept of ranking. Even Jishuka, who had the highest unified ranking in the guild, couldn’t beat Regas.


  Regas’ combat sense was incalculable. He was a person who got stronger as he fought. There was no one who didn’t know his reputation. There was no one who dared quarrel with him. 


  But right now.


  “Hey ~ Regas, hasn’t it been a really long time?” Mihara, one of the five captains of the Giant Guild and who claimed to be Regas’ rival in L.T.S, blocked Regas’ way. “I am so happy to fight you again that my head is spinning like crazy. Kukukuk!”


  Mihara was a magic swordsman ranked 19th on the unified rankings. As someone who mastered the sword and magic perfectly, he could overcome swordsmen with the sword and magicians with magic. But he used both magic and the sword from the beginning because his opponent was Regas.


  Peeng! Seokeok!


  He summoned three fire pillars at the same time while blocking Regas’ path with the sword. Mihara was excited as he saw blood splashing from Regas’ chest.


  “Kuahahahat! Regas! You are weak compared to the L.T.S. days! The guy who was once called the strongest looks so sad!”


  “…”


  Regas barely avoided the pillars of fire and quietly wiped the blood from his chest. Then he asked Mihara, who had started to chant a spell again.


  “Who are you?”


  “…!”


  Mihara was shocked by the unexpected question and couldn’t complete his spell. He shouted with rage, “You don’t remember me? Damn bastard… No?”


  He shook with rage. Regas didn’t miss this gap and dug into his side. His hard fist caused Mihara’s vision to shift towards the sky.


  Peeeeeok!


  “…Keok!”


  Regas bowed to Mihara, who had fallen from the unexpected uppercut.


  “I don’t know who you are, but thank you for being my opponent. I will be able to grow stronger after fighting you. Now, stand up. And concentrate.”


  “You…!”


  During the time that Regas encountered Mihara. Jishuka and Toban were on the move with eight guild members. They were going to raid the basilisk, the king of the desert and so-called wingless dragon. The basilisk possessed top grade petrification magic! The people participating in the raid now had at least 60% resistance to petrification.


  However, they were astounded when magic used to freeze their feet appeared from the sky.


  ‘A user who can use this magic…?’


  The magician Asellas faced the confused party.


  “Did only your feet stiffen? This… My specialty is petrification magic, but the timing wasn’t good. If so, it’s better if you can’t leave here.”


  Asellas gave a signal. 200 users appeared from the far side of the desert hills.


  “What are you guys?” Toban shouted and Asellas explained with an expressionless face.


  “The Giant Guild. Give up the unknown craftsman. You will keep dying and won’t be able to play the game properly until you expel him from your guild.”


  A dungeon on the outskirts of Winston.


  Pon was wielding the Gale Spear at a monster in the dungeon when a sword flew towards him.


  Kaaang!


  “Kuk!”


  Pon blocked the sword with his spear, but he couldn’t help groaning at the unexpected weight. He was surprised to see the owner of the sword appear from the darkness.


  “Zirkan…!”


  Pon knew him well. He was an opponent that Pon competed with more than a 100 times during L.T.S.


  “It has been a long time, Pon.”


  In L.T.S, Zirkan’s unified ranking was 4th. He was the best player after Regas, Jishuka and Pon. Then what about now? Zirkan was 11th on Satisfy’s unified rankings. Of course, he was higher than Pon, Regas and Jishuka.


  Zirkan pointed his sword at Pon, “You have to play with me here for a while.”


  ‘The fact that he appeared in front of me means that the other guild members…’


  Pon provoked Zirkan. “Are you still wasting time underneath that incompetent Chris?”


  Zirkan laughed. “Master has grown beyond my expectations. Don’t you know? He has transcended the you from the past. It is truly worthwhile serving him.”


  “Che, this old man looks happy… Okay, I will knock you down first. Just like in the past.”


  At the same time, Khan’s smithy.


  ‘This is what Grid is like…’


  Ibellin watched Grid making the sword and was overwhelmed by the force not usually seen from Grid as he stood in front of the furnace. Ibellin didn’t want to disturb him and quietly left the smithy.


  Then he saw more than a dozen users wearing the guild mark of a golden mace approach the smithy.


  “The Giant Guild?”


  At that moment, an emergency notice appeared in the guild chat window.


  {The Giant Guild is intentionally attacking our guild. All free personnel should give priority to protecting Grid.}


  “Heh…” Ibellin’s eyes widened as he pulled out his flamberge. Then he stood in front of the smithy’s door and laughed. “Isn’t this quite interesting?”




  Chapter 102


  “Okay, perfect.”


  All preparations for making the item were finished. I took out the weapon production method I received from Ibellin this morning.


  [Thorn Production Method]


  Prerequisite: Advanced Blacksmith Mastery Level 5 or higher.


  Thorn: A flamberge with small thorns like a black rose. It’s reminiscent of the stem of a rose.


  The target will suffer a painful wound when touched by this weapon.


  User Restriction: Level 210 or higher. 


  The Gale Spear required level 240 to use, but the condition for learning the production method was level 4 mastery. However, the level limit of Thorn was 30 levels lower.


  ‘This means that the difficulty of making this weapon is high.’


  Originally, a flamberge was in the shape of fire or a wave. But as the name suggested, Thorn was in the shape of a thorn, so it was harder to make than ordinary flamberges.


  ‘I have to make small thorn like blades on it… It’s important to make it so that the small blades don’t break easily… This will definitely be a pain.’


  I learned the production method. The the details of Thorn appeared along with a notification window.


  [’Thorn Production Method’ has been acquired.]


  [Thorn]


  Rating: Rare ~ Legendary


  Rare Rating Information:


  Durability: 135/135   Attack Power: 190


  Armor Penetrating Power: +30%


  * Unconditional bleeding will occur when an attack is successful.


  * There is a 30% reduction in the healing ability of the attacked target.


  Epic Rating Information:


  Durability: 160/160   Attack Power: 230


  Armor penetrating power: +35%


  * Unconditional bleeding will occur when an attack is successful.


  * There is a 35% reduction in the healing ability of the attacked target.


  Unique Rating Information:


  Durability: 191/191   Attack Power: 280


  Armor penetrating power: +45%


  * Unconditional bleeding will occur when an attack is successful.


  * There is a 40% reduction in the healing ability of the attacked target.


  Legendary Rating Information:


  Durability: 226/226   Attack Power: 344


  Armor penetrating power: +60%


  * Unconditional bleeding will occur when an attack is successful.


  * There is a 50% reduction in the healing ability of the attacked target.


  * The skill ‘Laceration’ will be generated.


  A flamberge with small thorns on the blade like a black rose. It is reminiscent of the stem of a rose.


  The target will suffer a painful wound when touched by this weapon.


  User Restriction: Level 210 or higher. More than 750 strength. More than 300 agility. Advanced Sword Mastery level 2 or higher.


  Weight: 300 


  “Laceration? The skill name sounds bloody. Laceration skill information.”


  [Laceration]


  The target’s body will be brutally torn open by Thorn. The target will receive fixed damage equal to 60% of their current health.


  Skill Mana Cost: 500


  Skill Usage Condition: Target must be in a bound state.


  ‘Damage is 60% of the target’s health? The skill will have little effect if the target is low on health, but… This is an efficient skill if the target is someone with high health, like a tanker.’


  The conditions of use seemed a little tricky, but it was a top-grade skill that was attached to a legendary weapon. 


  I was in good condition recently. I would be successful in making a legendary item this time.


  ‘Let’s get started.’


  I spread out the materials that Ibellin provided for Thorn and held my hammer. Then as I was about to start…


  “$)@*U$!!”


  “…!!”


  Chaaeng! Chaeng chaeng!


  “Why is it so noisy?”


  I heard the sound of people shouting and weapons clashing outside the smithy. It was a pity that I couldn’t grasp the exact contents of the disturbance because the sound was coming from beyond the wall.


  “Watching a fight is the best thing…”


  Were people drinking during broad daylight and got into a fight? Maybe someone touched the wife of the wrong person… I wanted to go to the window and watch the fight. But I didn’t have room to enjoy the game.


  “I need to work hard and earn money instead of worrying about others.”


  Pon had promised to deposit the money for the Gale Spear in three days. My goal was to complete Ibellin’s spear by then and receive a lot of money at once. After paying off my family’s debt, I planned to use the remaining money to buy a foreign car.


  ‘I’m getting older, so I need a car… I would like to buy a good car that I can bring to the reunion. Then I will make Ahyoung regret tricking me.’


  Ttang! Ttang!


  I desperately prayed as I moved my hands.


  ***


  Kwa kwa kwang! 


  Jjejeong! Chaaeng!


  The earth and trees collapsed. Fire and water filled the air, while fists and a sword collided. It wasn’t a simple war of attrition. Mihara succeeded in opening the distance from Regas and consumed a lot of mana at once.


  Hwaruruk!


  A huge flame sprayed straight into Regas’ face. The fierce momentum made it seem like a flamethrower. Regas easily avoided it.


  Mihara wasn’t disappointed, despite his spell being defeated. Rather, he had been waiting for the evasion as he connected another attack like flowing water. His sword aimed straight for Regas’ exposed abdomen. It was an attack that was difficult to avoid. 


  But Regas was as flexible as a leopard. He rolled his body to avoid the sword, then immediately rose up and kicked.


  Chaaeng!


  Mihara was also an expert in swordsmanship. He was able to correct his balance quickly and block the kick with his sword. Then he once again summoned a large flame to attack Regas.


  Peng peng!


  Regas couldn’t escape the flames this time. He swung his fist to blow the fire away.  Mihara’s sword swept through the remnants of the scattering flames. Regas turned to avoid the sword and looked disappointed.


  “The same pattern of attacks in a row? It’s simpler than I thought. This isn’t meaningful as training.”


  “How can that be? There are slight variations! In the first place, this isn’t training!”


  Pachichik!


  “…!”


  Regas’ eyes widened. He discovered too late that sparks appeared around Mihara’s sword.


  Peeeeeong!


  The air had dried out due to successive fire attacks and an explosion occurred due to the lightning. It was also right beside Regas’ face!


  “Kuaaaak!”


  Regas screamed with pain as a notification window flashed before him.


  [You have lost sight in your left eye.] 


  [All stats will fall by 30% until the wound heals.]


  [Your head is spinning.]


  The fall in stats was accompanied by confusion. It was a hundreds times better than being stunned, but it was undeniable that confusion was one of the worst states. Regas couldn’t control his own body properly and hesitated.


  ‘This is basic attributes linkage… My training is still lacking.’


  Regas lamented, while Mihara didn’t miss this chance. 


  ‘I will end it in one blow!’


  Mihara decided to use his strongest magic and took out jewels that shortened casting time.


  “The sapphire’s transparency will become a symbol of the ruthlessness of ice, and the ruby’s intensity will become a symbol of fire’s anger. Oh small emerald to the left of the five pointed star. Oh large emerald on the left of the six pointed star. Merciful wind that blows in the raging storm. Two energies that can’t coexist will be carried in a storm, transcending their strength!”


  Mihara wobbled. It was because he used all his mana at once, making his mental power exhausted. Then a storm large enough to swallow a house appeared. Mihara laughed at the sight of his spell.


  “Kuahahahat! How is it? This is my strongest skill that exterminated 180 Yatan followers! I named it Mihara’s Special Ice Fire Ultra Storm!”


  Indeed, it was a fierce storm that contained ice and fire. Thousands of sharp ice shards rotated in the storm and played the role of blades, while the condensed fire calmed down in the storm. Now this storm would devour Regas, turning him into an unrecognizable shape.


  Two seconds ago.


  “I can imagine the power, but isn’t the casting time too long?”


  The bloodied Regas was restoring his breathing. Then he took a kicking posture, while a yellow aura surrounding his legs that was reminiscent of the energy of lightning.


  Mihara noticed. “Have you recovered from the confusion already?”


  The average duration of confusion was five seconds. Mihara, who borrowed the power of magic stones and jewels, spent an average of three seconds casting his ultimate spell. According to Mihara’s calculations, the storm should’ve already hit Regas before he recovered from the confusion.


  But what was this situation?


  Regas explained to the confused Mihara. “It isn’t just training of the body, but the mind as well. A martial artist should be calm in any situation!”


  Martial artists recovered from status conditions quicker than other classes. As he was explaining, the storm hit Regas. Regas had already lost one eye. Due to the shock, he wasn’t at full capacity. Mihara laughed as he saw Regas being completely swallowed by the storm.


  “Kuahahat! It is like this! Stupid person! Your death was already scheduled!”


  To a ranker, death was fatal. The time spent recovering from the experience lost meant their position could be taken by someone else. Mihara wanted to see Regas lose that experience.


  Chukakakakak!


  There was a loud sound as the fragments of ice started to collide with something. Mihara knew that Regas’ flesh and bones were being torn. Then there was a noise that tickled his ears.


  Peeeeeong!


  An explosion in the core of the storm! The whole area became razed. Mihara was thrown back by the aftermath, but there was no time to feel the pain. It was because Regas emerged from the storm.


  Regas was covered with dust and ashes, but he was still alive. His whole body was injured, but it was far less than Mihara’s expectations. Mihara paid attention to the yellow aura that still remained at Regas’ toes.


  “Don’t tell me you… You destroyed my special move with your kicks!?”


  Pahat!


  Regas’ wounds were so large that he couldn’t say anything. He leapt forward using his last remaining strength. Once Mihara was in attack range, he stretched out his feet and rotated. It was like a Taekwondo kick. It was a unique synthesis skill that Regas acquired after the Malacus raid, mixing the ‘Yellow Dragon’ attack with Taekwondo.


  Peeeeeong!


  Mihara made a mistake using his strongest spell to assure victory. Mihara lost all his mana in one go and was at his mental limit, so he couldn’t resist Regas’ kick to his chest.


  “Keeoook!”


  Chain mail and flesh were pierced, crushing bone.


  [You have been hit by a blow!]


  [You have died.]


  ‘Damn!’


  Mihara’s vision turned grey. Regas confirmed that Mihara disappeared and sat down.


  “It was hard.”


  He wanted to go to Grid right away. But his health and stamina were low, so he couldn’t move. Regas had to take a potion and wait to recover.


  ***


  The sun sank beneath the sand, revealing the white moon. Desert nights were cold.


  Asellas frowned as he looked at the battlefield. It was rare for him to expose his emotions.


  “The more I look, the more it transcends common sense.” 


  Only 10 people. 200 guild members were being slaughtered by 10 enemies.


  Asellas’ gaze focused on Jishuka. Whenever she pulled her bowstring, at least three Giant Guild members were wounded or seriously injured. He thought it was ludicrous that she was known as the expert archer, but that title didn’t seem excessive now.


  ‘The attack power of archers might be one of the strongest, but Jishuka’s is beyond that. There are no general guild members who can endure a hit from her.’


  The average level of the Giant Guild was close to 130. It was quite high compared to the average level of users in Satisfy, but it was nothing in front of the Tzedakah Guild. The difference in basic stats was so huge that it was hard to win.


  ‘It would be possible if it was just Jishuka…’


  Asellas ordered the guild to just go after Jishuka. But Toban of the Tzedakah Guild was the number one paladin, so it seemed impossible to break through his defense. It had already been more than two hours, and the enemy  didn’t get tired while the number of allies decreased.


  ‘They started Satisfy later than us…’


  Until he arrived here, the Tzedakah Guild seemed a lot weaker than they were in L.T.S. He honestly would’ve ignored them. But they were still strong.


  ‘The original plan was to completely defeat them but…that won’t work. I will focus on buying time until I receive the good news that the unknown craftsman is obtained.’


  In fact, if Asellas participated directly, then victory might be possible. But Asellas was cautious. Using magic would expose his position. He couldn’t rule out the possibility of Jishuka sniping him, so he hid as much as possible.


  Due to his prudence, Jishuka and the main power of the Tzedakah Guild remained tied up in the desert.


  ***


  “Pant pant…”


  In front of Khan’s smithy.


  Ibellin blocked the Giant Guild members who came to meet Grid. However, there were 16 enemies. They were elites of the guild who seemed to be over level 150. Ibellin was level 212 and a ranker, but it wasn’t enough to deal with all of them.


  In particular, the flamberge was close to useless against an opponent armed with heavy armor. The durability was so weak that the sword would break before the heavy armor. More than half the enemies were heavily armed knights.


  Peeok!


  “Keuak!”


  After three hours of struggle. He defeated 4 enemies, but there were still 12 remaining. His movements were slowed due to the limitations on his stamina. He allowed a hammer attack and his shoulder was broken.


  Ibellin collapsed with a groan, then a Giant Guild member trampled on him.


  “The Tzedakah Guild isn’t a big deal. I thought you were a small group of elites. I don’t know why that guild contains a useless little boy like this. Isn’t that right?”


  “That’s right! L.T.S. might be different, but the Giant Guild is the strongest in Satisfy! The Tzedakah Guild is nothing!”


  The Giant Guild spoke ridiculing words, despite barely overcoming Ibellin. The process was difficult, but they eventually won. Ibellin was tearful as the Giant Guild disregarded him and the Tzedakah Guild.


  ‘I allowed them to laugh at the members… I am too weak.’ 


  Rather than being compassionate towards the boy, the Giant Guild members were pleased.


  “What is this? Are you crying? Are you a guy or a girl? Your face is pretty and your body is like a girl’s, but your chest is too…”


  The Giant Guild member stabbed Ibellin’s chest with his sword. Ibellin felt shame and tried to squeeze out his last remaining power to resist, but he couldn’t go against several enemies. The spectators on the street saw his helpless form and gossiped.


  “Rankers aren’t a big deal…”


  “I agree. I mean, even if there are a lot of people, shouldn’t he fight like a ranker? But isn’t it too one-sided? Were my expectations too high?”


  “Rankers aren’t weak, but the Giant Guild is too strong. Aren’t they considered to be one of the strongest guilds? By the way, what is the Tzedakah Guild doing? Their colleague is being beaten up and no one is showing up to help.”


  “They must’ve fled. They’re a small group of elites, but the reality is pathetic.”


  The powerful Tzedakah Guild was constantly being slandered. Ibellin was ashamed that he was the cause of this. He blamed himself for being helpless.


  “Kilkil… Now, let’s start the real work.”


  The Giant Guild felt satisfaction after playing with Ibellin and finally opened the door of the smithy. This was their purpose for coming here. It was for the sake of meeting the unknown craftsman.


  Ibeliin stumbled up and blocked their way again. “I can’t allow you to meet him…”


  The Giant Guild members became angry.


  “Ah~ really. This jerk doesn’t give up to the end. Hey, shouldn’t you allow the unknown craftsman to choose? Wouldn’t he rather join our guild than a terrible guild like this? Eh~ go and log out!”


  Peok!


  The Giant Guild beat Ibellin up. Then a part of Ibellin’s destroyed armor broke off and flew to one side. The direction it flew in…


  Hwiririk!


  Kaaang!


  “…”


  The blast furnace. Grid had been hammering without noticing the disturbance occurring right in front of him. He suddenly stopped moving. He had been tempering steel on the anvil, only for a bloody lump of iron to fall on it? It was steel he had been forging and tempering for the last few hours, and now foreign matter was mixed in it.


  “…”


  Shake shake.


  Grid received a big shock and was speechless. The Giant Guild walked up to him and said hello.


  “Are you the unknown craftsman? Hello! We have come to invite you in the name of Chris, master of the Giant Guild and 3rd place on the unified rankings…”


  “Shit.”


  “…?”


  The Giant Guild members stopped talking. They greeted him in a courteous manner, only for Grid to suddenly curse. They stared with dismay as Grid looked at them.


  “Do you know what you did just now?”


  It was the first time he was disturbed while making an item. He was currently a few hours in. The flamberge that Grid thought might be finished with a legendary rating was now ruined.


  “Kill.”


  Grid’s eyes flashed like a madman as he held the greatsword in his hand and a strange skull helmet covering his face.




  Chapter 103


  “Mister…?”


  The Giant Guild members panicked as Grid suddenly pulled out a weapon. Then they started talking to each other.


  As the Giant Guild was misunderstanding, another member gave a new opinion. He was someone with the ID of Grey Bear.


  The guild members paid attention to Gray Bear’s words.


  Thanks to Grey Bear, the Giant Guild members resolved their question and apologized to Grid.


  “Did we disturb your work? We’re truly sorry. We will compensate you, so please calm down first and put away your weapon. Then we can talk. We came to invite you to the Giant Guild on Chris’ order. How about it? Isn’t it an honor? Are you happy? Have some of your upset feelings gone away?” 


  The number of members in the smithy belonging to the Giant Guild was over 10 people. The Giant Guild had visited smithies several times and saw the process of making items. It took 2~3 hours on average. If it took a long time, the blacksmith would sit in front of the fire for 3~4 hours.


  One or two epic items would be produced every month, while everything else was garbage. Would it be a large difference with the unknown craftsman? He was likely to work in the same manner as regular blacksmiths and would make more epic items. The thoughts of the ordinary guild members were lacking. They dismissed Grid’s work.


  “Now, put away your sword. Isn’t this too shameful just because we disturbed the production of an item? Hahaha!”


  “… Just?”


  Grid stopped just before he swung his sword. Then kwaduduk! The sound of him gritting his teeth was very loud.


  “Just the production of an item? Have you ever tried making an item? Are you making fun of my class? Have you ever thought about my efforts and perseverance? Huh? You think you can disregard me, just because you’re a member of a cool guild?” 


  Kkuok!


  Grid held Dainsleif with a tight grip. He looked prepared to do battle.


  Ibellin, who was barely able to save his life with the ‘Fighter’s Beliefs’ passive skill, whispered to Grid.


  –Grid, calm down first. There are 12 people! Grid will be hurt if you fight alone! Please buy time until I recover!


  Ibellin also participated in the Malacus raid, so he knew that Grid was strong. At that time, Grid had the unique opportunity to show off his strength. But there were 12 strong opponents. The enemies’ levels were estimated to be over 150, but Grid was only level 97.  He had no chance of winning a 12 against 1 fight.


  Ibellin wanted Grid to calm down. But it was just wishful thinking.


  “These jerks… I don’t like your tone even when you are apologizing. I will kill you.”


  Grey Bear clicked his tongue. ‘Really dumb. The silly words of these idiots stimulated the craftsman.’


  They had to persuade or kidnap Grid while the main force of the Tzedakah Guild was being held up. This was the command given to them. But the problem was the leader of this group had died two times because of Ibellin and was forcefully logged out.


  ‘There isn’t a leader to talk to him so the situation ended up like this… But it doesn’t matter.’


  The opponent was a blacksmith. The bizarre looking helmet and the greatsword seemed threatening at first, but it didn’t make sense.


  ‘A blacksmith can’t wield a greatsword… It won’t be a threat even if he swings it. What can he do even if he’s angry? If conversation doesn’t work, we’ll just kidnap him by force.’


  Grey Bear and the Giant Guild were willing to overpower to Grid.  Then Grid took one step forward.


  Kwajajak!


  “Eh?”


  The smiles disappeared from the faces of the Giant Guild’s members. This was because the greatsword quickly cut down a fellow colleague.


  “Kuaack!”


  A single blow. He didn’t use any special skills, just swung the sword. But the health of their colleague fell to less than half in one blow.


  “No way!”


  The class of the attacked member was an assassin. By default, an assassin had weak defense and low health. If a damage dealer struck, the assassin would lose half their health in one blow. But wasn’t the opponent just a blacksmith? Blacksmiths weren’t a damage dealer. It was a production-related class. Their attack power should be weak.


  But Grid’s attack power was abnormally strong.


  ‘What is with this blacksmith?’


  ‘An assassin is fast. But he was hit by the attack without being able to escape. From a blacksmith?’


  ‘In the first place, how can a blacksmith handle a greatsword?’


  The greatsword was a weapon that only high strength warriors could handle. This greatsword also seemed bigger and heavier than usual ones. How could Grid, who was a blacksmith, handle the greatsword so perfectly?


  ‘Damn! What is this?’


  As the Giant Guild fell into confusion, Grid attacked the assassin who had suffered great damage and fell into a stunned state. 


  [Your party member Kido has died.]


  “…”


  Their colleague died from only two hits. The Giant Guild was astounded. 


  Ibellin was also surprised. ‘Strong!’


  During the Malacus raid, Grid hadn’t shown any special combat skills. He just dealt the final blow to Malacus. Ibellin thought that Grid just had high stats and some combat techniques because of his hidden class, while his main role was a blacksmith. But that was a big miscalculation. Grid was wielding the sword proficiently, like he had experienced numerous battles.


  Ibellin’s vision was correct. Grid had played as a greatsword wielding warrior for a year. He hunted in the same hunting ground with low level monsters every day. Therefore, his level up was slow, but he built up a solid base. That base blossomed after Grid became Pagma’s Descendant and got the high stats. Dainsleif played the role of wings.


  ‘Dainsleif… Great!’


  Grid marvelled at the power of Dainsleif.


  [Dainsleif (Reproduction)]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 500/500   Attack Power: 451~635(+165)


  Attack Speed: -8%


  * Additional damage equal to 10% of the target’s current defense will be dealt.


  * The greater the number of enemies, the greater the damage.


  * The skill ‘Golden Flash’ will be generated.


  ‘I knew it was a weapon specializing in dealing with a large number of enemies, but this much damage…’


  After killing Kido, the remaining 11 members of the Giant Guild recognized Grid as an enemy. Dainsleif also got an additional 165 attack power. +15 attack power was added per enemy, so he could gain +1,500 attack power if he faced 100 enemies.


  He had to take into consideration that Dainsleif had a maximum attack power of 635 and was currently one of the strongest weapons. The additional attack power value was high enough to destroy the balance.


  ‘Considering the balance… Is there a cap on the additional damage? Anyway, it’s true that this is amazing.’


  Grid was forced to admire it.


  ‘Compared to my unique items, the performance of Dainsleif is outstanding. My skills still haven’t reached Albatino.’


  The creator of Dainsleif was the human blacksmith, Albatino! He was clearly great. But he failed to acquire the title of ‘legend’ like Pagma.  On the other hand, Grid was already a legend due to being Pagma’s Descendant. Nevertheless, he wasn’t as good as Albatino. It was still too difficult for Grid to claim that he was Pagma’s Descendant.


  ‘I need to put in more effort. First, I will jump over Albatino and then Pagma. But before that…’


  He needed to get rid of these bastards.


  “I will make you pay for ruining my item! Blacksmith’s Rage!”


  [Blacksmith’s Rage has been activated. Your attack power and attack speed will increase significantly for 20 seconds.]


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  Grid’s strength was boosted and he swung Dainsleif horizontally. Two Giant Guild members standing next to each other were hit at once.


  Kwang!


  “Kuk!”


  “What?”


  The guild members used their weapon or shield to defend against the attack, but they were unable to withstand the weight of the greatsword and were pushed back a few steps. The Giant Guild members were convinced the moment they experienced the terrible attack power.


  “This… No, he isn’t a blacksmith!”


  Grey Bear trembled. “We were tricked! He isn’t the unknown craftsman! These vile Tzedakah people set up a trap!”


  “Let’s get out of here!”


  They determined it was a trap and couldn’t stay any longer. The Giant Guild members were worried about the worst and started to retreat. But Grid had no intention of letting them go.


  “You’re trying to run away?” 


  Grid opened his inventory. He took out the Ideal Dagger and used Quick Movements.


  [Quick Movements has been activated. Your agility and evasion rate will increase significantly for 1 minute.]


  “Good.”


  After confirming that his body was lighter, Grid chased after the Giant Guild. He stepped on the shoulders of the spectators and swung Dainsleif downwards as he jumped.


  Kwajajak!


  “Kuaaack!”


  One of the Giant Guild members running away screamed and fell down. He shivered as he felt the power of Dainsleif. His eyes were astonished. Then notification windows popped up in succession.


  [You have been hit by a blow!]


  [You have suffered 5,900 damage.]


  [The durability of the Adolph Full Plate Armor has decreased by 80.]


  [The broken pieces of armor penetrated deep into your body. There will be a continuous bleeding effect until the pieces are removed.]


  “Cough! This is impossible!”


  The name of the man shouting was Maksevun. He was a rare pure tanker who invested all his points into stamina to increase his defense.


  But thanks to the passive effect of Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Grid gained an addition 20% physical damage and 10% critical chance. Then Blacksmith’s Rage increased his attack power and Dainself had the passive effect of  ‘additional damage equal to 10% of the target’s current defense will be dealt.’ Therefore, even Maksevun’s defense was useless.


  ‘Even an ogre’s stamina won’t be able to endure this blow!’


  They should’ve known the moment they saw the blacksmith hold the greatsword. This man was much stronger than Ibellin, one of the 10 rookies. Grid was clearly the secret weapon that the Tzedakah Guild was hiding.


  ‘We were wrong.’


  ‘We have to escape!’


  The Giant Guild members didn’t care about the eyes of the spectators. They left the wounded Maksevun and kept running away. Grid once again pulled out the Ideal Dagger and used Wind Blast to block their retreat. He immediately chased after them while swapping back to Dainsleif and used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave.




  Chapter 104


  Chaeeeeeng!


  Through continuous engagements, the speed of the Gale Spear was maximized. Pon’s current attack speed couldn’t be followed by human eyes. It felt like a dozen spears were thrusting at the same time.


  Zirkan followed it well, but he eventually reached his limit. The moment he saw a gap, Pon flew through the air without missing this opportunity.


  “True Illusion!”


  Pepepepeok!


  The spear poured forward like a shower. The magnificent golden armor around Zirkan’s body was instantly turned into rags.


  “Kuu…ock!”


  Flop!


  It was an incredible sight. The first ranked swordsman, also known as the strongest person who led the five captains of the Giant Guild, fell to his knees. 


  Pon pointed a spear at his heart and said, “Pant pant… You’re still strong. Originally, I would’ve lost.”


  Pon was just as seriously injured as Zirkan. He had been completely overwhelmed at the beginning of the battle. But as the battle continued, he became stronger due to the option of the Gale Spear and was able to reverse the situation.


  “That spear…” Zirkan smiled bitterly as he examined the splendid appearance of the blue and silver spear. “It is a really amazing spear. Is it an item produced by the unknown craftsman?”


  He was defeated by that spear. Pon calmly confirmed it. “That’s correct. I’ve discovered the true power of items thanks to this spear made by him.”


  “Huh…” Pon’s coolly accepting attitude meant that all of Zirkan’s bluster went away. Zirkan dropped his head, “End it.”


  “Thank you for the hard work.”


  Puok!


  The Gale Spear pierced Zirkan’s heart. Pon warned Zirkan who was slowly changing into light.


  “If you are going to threaten our guild again, tell Chris to prepare a larger force.”


  After that, Pon headed straight to Khan’s smithy.


  ***


  The power of skills! The power of stats! The power of items!


  Grid currently had a perfect trinity, increasing his attack power to that of top rankers.


  Even Maksevun, who was considered one of the top five rankers in the guild, was forced to fall in front of Grid. What would happen if Grid, now more powerful than ever, used an AoE skill that dealt 1.5 times his current attack power?


  ‘Pagma’s Swordsmanship.’ 


  It was a disaster.


  “Wave.”


  [Wave]


  Unleash a violent sword dance like a high wave. 


  Inflicts 155% of your attack power to all enemies within 1m, as well as reducing their speed.


  The moment that Grid took action!  Blue waves emerged from Grid’s sword and spread all over the place.


  Syuok! Syu syu syu syu syuk!


  The sharp waves occurred dozens of times. The Giant Guild instinctively sensed danger and quickly escaped.


  “Scatter!”


  Papapat!


  The Giant Guild scattered in all directions. They wanted to get away from the waves that had a fierce momentum. However, each wave launched by Grid chased after them, as if they had their own will. It was virtually impossible to escape because the speed of the attack skill was so fast.


  “What? Is this a guided skill? What is this fraudulent skill?”


  In the end, the Giant Guild stood at the crossroad of choice. They took defensive stances or raised their weapons to protect themselves. And then…


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  “Hiik!”


  The 10 Giant Guild members had been scattered all over the place. They tried to defend and the result was devastating.


  “This is impossible…”


  Grid’s attack power was too strong. Maksevun trembled as he witnessed what happened to his colleagues.


  ‘An AOE skill can be so powerful…’


  AOE skills could attack multiple enemies at the same time, but there was an inherent limitation in the weak attack power. Generally, a first advancement class’ AOE skills dealt 50~70% of their attack power or magic attack power. Then there was the second advancement class. In other words, the AOE skills of rankers above level 200 were capable of dealing 70~90% of their attack power or magic attack power.


  However, Grid’s skill seemed to exert more than 100% of his attack power.


  Maksevun wondered. ‘Maybe it’s a rare skill?’


  Rare skill! Rare skills could be acquired by completing special quests or achievements, acquiring a title and so on. For example, this was the skill Yura acquired after becoming the Eighth Servant.


  [Divine Punishment]


  Summons a lightning bolt that deals 15,000~23,000 damage within 10 meters. 


  Range of Damage: 3m radius around the target.


  * If you use this skill to kill an enemy, your faith will rise by 50 points for each enemy.


  Mana Consumption: 4,000


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1,200 seconds 


  Thus, the destructive value of rare skills wasn’t proportional to the attack power of the caster, but to a fixed amount of damage. Their power and function were the strongest in existence. However, there were limits to skills with fixed damage values. Once the levels and items of the users increased, and once their health climbed higher, the power of the fixed damage skills would decrease.


  But Pagma’s Swordsmanship was different. Was Pagma’s Swordsmanship a rare skill? No. It was a legendary skill. The stronger Grid got, the stronger Pagma’s Swordsmanship would become. In the future, it would evolve into the best skill.


  Right now, Maksevun and others on the street were witnessing the glory of one of Satisfy’s best skills. Ibellin was among them.


  ‘What on earth is Grid’s class?’


  The Tzedakah Guild knew that Grid had a hidden class. In other words, Grid was predicted to be one of the three known epic classes. Among the three classes, Agnus and Katz were known to have two. Therefore, it was reasonable to assume that Grid was the still unidentified epic class.


  But at this moment, Ibellin changed his way of thinking.


  “Grid… Perhaps he has a unique hidden class?”


  As Ibellin murmured, the Giant Guild members were trembling with fear after being torn to rags from one wide area skill.


  ‘This is the equivalent of the five captains… No, maybe more than that. Where did the Tzedakah Guild find and obtain a monster like this?’


  It was obvious that the man with the bizarre skull helmet would become a great danger to the Giant Guild later on. They had to grasp his capabilities to help the guild.


  The determined Grey Bear entered the party chat.


  The Giant Guild members lying in various places starting getting up one by one. Then they prepared to fight. The spectators on the street were excited.


  “Ohh! The Giant Guild is finally going to unleash their skills!”


  “Go! Show the skills that defeated Ibellin!”


  Satisfy had a video recording function. The Giant Guild VS the Tzedakah Guild! The onlookers in the street were recording the battle between the strongest guilds and relaying it to the Internet. Various broadcasting stations also dispatched people.


  Right now, hundreds of millions of people around the world were watching Grid and the Giant Guild through the Internet and TV. But Grid wasn’t aware of this fact. If he was aware that he was on air for the first time in his life…


  Grid would pose and say wonderful lines like the protagonist of movies that he dreamed of being.


  “These damn people… Why are you suddenly splitting up? Am I funny? Ah, right. From the beginning, I didn’t like scum like you. You shouldn’t have upset me… Kuk kuk! Okay! I will tear off your limbs and kill you as brutally as I can!”


  “Charge of Anger!”


  “Spirit Control!”


  “Chain Binding!”


  The Giant Guild wasn’t confident about facing Grid in a simple power struggle. Therefore, they focused on skills that would cause status conditions. Their battle plan was to attack every time Grid was affected by the status condition. But what was this?


  Kwajak! Puchak! Peok!


  It was truly a one-sided slaughter. The black greatsword was turned red.


  Over the past few years. When Grid was weak, he met many strong people who ignored him or laughed at him. Now the Giant Guild members in front of him were like those strong people. The feeling of trampling on them caused a pleasure beyond imagination. 


  “Kuahahaha!” 


  The person in the skull helmet brutally slaughtering the Giant Guild looked like a monster from a horror movie. The screen filled with blood, and the frightened screams of the Giant Guild members resounded, causing the mainstream stations to eventually stop broadcasting. Thanks to that, the ratings of the cable broadcasting stations increased dramatically, causing a festive atmosphere.


  That day.


  Headlines about the ‘Human Butcher’ appeared in various media around the world. In addition, Grid’s classmates, who were harassed by Grid at Kesan Canyon, shivered from fear in front of the TV.


  “It’s that bastard… I knew he was a psychopath…” 


  “Wow, he really is crazy. Acting like this in the middle of a city… What a scary guy…”


  For the next few days, the media had an in-depth discussion on ‘Satisfy’s psychopaths, can we neglect them?’ In addition, the position of the Tzedakah Guild rose further. They were able to block the 300-strong army from the Giant Guild with less than 20 people.


  “Kuaaah!”


  Chris released all his anger by hunting. There were no monsters left in the hunting grounds he was present at.


  “Shit! Shit! Shitttt!”


  The unknown craftsman was taken away by the Tzedakah Guild and he was publicly humiliated, so Chris was running wild with anger. He wanted to take revenge immediately. But the mysterious person had joined the Tzedakah Guild…


  In addition, that skull helmet was stuck in his mind and he couldn’t move.


  ‘The AOE skill showed on the air is proof that he has a hidden class above epic. Who is he? Perhaps… Agnus?’


  Agnus obtained the second epic class and was seventh on the unified rankings. He disguised himself and enjoyed causing all types of incidents throughout the continent. Chris couldn’t rule out the possibility that Agnus was involved in this.


  ‘Jishuka is definitely giving me a headache.’


  Chris made a guild announcement after a few days of thinking.


  “All external activities shall be prohibited! Just focus on leveling up! Let the anger in your hearts erupt when hunting. Become stronger! Become stronger and pay back this disgrace someday!”


  As the Giant Guild decided to strengthen themselves, winds of change were also blowing in the Tzedakah Guild. Through this incident, top rankers became aware of the Tzedakah Guild’s true strength and visited.


  Satisfy was different from L.T.S. There was a limit to what 18 people could do. The Tzedakah Guild, who had been considering the expansion of forces, conducted various tests and accepted new guild members.


  But there was a problem. Most of the people who passed the test weren’t normal.


  “Um… A crazy person attracts other crazy people.”


  This was Vantner’s opinion. People were attracted to Grid’s madness and came rushing to join the guild. The Tzedakah Guild gained seven new powerful colleagues, but they felt more anxious than pleased.


  And Grid was ready to attend his reunion.




  Chapter 105


  Not long ago, I was a poor person with a debt. Then in the past week, I became rich. The profit earned from the Malacus raid was over 40 million won in cash. Then I received 960 million won from Pon for the Gale Spear.


  In addition, the money earned from appraising and repairing the items of the guild members was around 10 million won. In this way, I earned over one billion won, and there was another unexpected income.


  [300,000 gold has been acquired.]


  “Huh?”


  It was a pouch of money I received from Jishuka the other day. I opened the pouch in a corner of the inventory without thinking, and when I converted it to cash, a huge 360 million won came out.


  “Wow… What is this for?”


  When I received the pouch from Jishuka, I had been shocked by the incident with Ahyoung. I didn’t have the will to check the amount of money in the pouch and just put it in my inventory. At that time, I never imagined that this little pouch would contain such a huge amount of money.


  “The orb was worth 600,000 gold?”


  The orb that Malacus dropped was only unique, and the performance wasn’t very good compared to the unique items I made.


  It was strange since I sold the legendary Sword of Self-transcendence for 220,000 gold, while the unique rated Gale Spear was 800,000 gold and Malacus’ orb was 600,000 gold. It seemed that Satisfy users really had a lot of money.


  “This is it! Pon isn’t a pushover! The world is a pushover! I happily sold a legendary sword for 220,000 gold, but there are pushovers who will buy unique items for 600,000 gold and 800,000 gold. Hahahahat… yes! Sob!”


  It was big. I lost strength in my legs and fell down. My heart seemed to stop at the sight. My spirit couldn’t endure it. Tears started to pour out and I got a runny nose.


  “Uhuhuhu!”


  Even if I was afraid, I couldn’t turn away from the truth. Now was the time to admit it. I was a stupid jerk for selling the Sword of Self-transcendence to Valdi for only 220,000 gold!


  “The pushover was me…! I sold a legendary item to an NPC for a shit price! Damn! Damn! How rotten! Uwaaaack!”


  Considering the price of unique items, the legendary sword was estimated to be at least 1.5 million gold. No, there was no need to guess just 1.5 million gold. Just putting it on the auction site would allow it to be sold at an expensive price. It wouldn’t be strange if it sold for two or three million gold. But I didn’t know anything about it, and was the pushover who sold it to an NPC for the low price of 220,000 gold.


  I was indeed a pushover. The king of pushovers.


  “… I want to die.”


  In any case, the 1.4 billion won earned this time was significant. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that a former debtor like me earning 1.4 billion won and clearing my debts was huge, but I couldn’t help feeling that I had lost.


  “Sigh.”


  I took deep breaths and cleared my mind. Then I tried to think as positively as possible.


  In exchange for selling the Sword of Self-transcendence to the administrator, I became Winston’s Person of Distinction and was exempted from taxes. In addition, I gained the production method to make the Divine Shield. Then it was robbed and I defeated Malacus and rescued Irene, increasing her affinity to the maximum. The connections meant I joined the Tzedakah Guild, so the result of selling the Sword of Self-transcendence was good.


  “Yes! Until now, it isn’t bad! Rather, it’s good! It is good! Let’s not dwell on the past. I would never have these opportunities if it wasn’t for the administrator. Okay! Everything is going well!”


  I hypnotized myself and my devastated mind gradually regained stability.


  ‘In the first place, I can’t afford to dwell on the past.’


  I was busy because I had to complete Ibellin’s item.


  Two days ago.


  Ibellin only saved enough materials to make a single Thorn. Nab’s Diaphragm, one of the items needed to make Thorn, was so rare that only one of them could be obtained with Ibellin’s ability.


  The difficulty of making Thorn was the highest among all the items I made so far. I was nervous about having only one chance to make it, so I focused more carefully than usual. Then I was disturbed by the Giant Guild.


  A bloody lump of iron suddenly came flying while I was forging and tempering Nab’s Diaphragm. The timing was also unbearable as it was right when my hammer descended. The moment I hit it! The bloody lump of iron was mixed in with the metal.


  I lost my temper and hunted the Giant Guild, so the material left could no longer be used. I threw it in a corner of the smithy.


  ‘I don’t have to waste time finishing an item with a mixed substance, since only a garbage rating will come out from it.’


  Then the promised time came as Ibellin arrived at the smithy.


  “I finally obtained it!”


  Ibellin handed me the new materials for Thorn with a bright expression on his face. Of course, Nab’s Diaphragm was included among them. Ibellin had been trying to obtain this diaphragm for the past two days.


  “Good… I’ll make it higher than an epic rating. I will finish it by tomorrow morning and contact you straight away.”


  “Yep!”


  Ibellin had been looking at me with admiration since two days ago. I looked too cool when destroying the Giant Guild.


  ‘This child has good eyes. I thought that young men aren’t good-hearted, but he is the exception.’


  But unfortunately, the reactions of people other than Ibellin were different.


  I also watched the videos of my battle against the Giant Guild on TV and the Internet. It was nice to see how cool I looked slicing the enemies with Pagma’s Swordsmanship. My heart pounded from the exciting and brilliant battle. However, strangely, the reactions of other people were cold.


  I was so cruel that I seemed like a villain from a horror movie. On TV, there were discussion programs that denounced me as a psychopath. It might be because battles between guilds were common or maybe they weren’t interested in the first place.


  They weren’t interested in the cause of the fight, only the provocative materials. In other words, they only focused on me. In the end, I got the nicknames of ‘Slaughterer,’ ‘Masked Murderer’ or ‘Brutal Psychopath.’


  ‘Did I look cruel just because I use a greatsword as a weapon and crushed the enemies? No, rather than my weapon, the problem seems to be the Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet. The helmet is too ugly…’


  I finally became famous, except with a negative image. I had to become famous with a positive image if I wanted to appear on TV and get the performance fees. 


  ‘When I have time, I need to make a helmet that can replace the Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet. Yes, if I make a splendid helmet suitable for a hero, then people will praise me instead of being afraid of me. Huhut… I might not be handsome, but I can be a top star if I appear like a macho man, like the protagonist of an action movie. Huhuhut!’


  “That… Grid? Are you hurt anywhere?”


  Someday, I would become famous and appear on TV. Like other rankers, I would be more famous than any entertainer, would earn a lot of money and become very popular among women. However, Ibellin was looking at me with anxious eyes.


  ‘This reaction again.’


  Why did people react unpleasantly every time I smiled? I took this chance to ask seriously.


  “Ibellin, you admire me, right? Then be honest. Does my smile look like the smile of someone in pain? Don’t I look cool?”


  Ibellin’s face paled. “Yes…? Were you smiling just now? I thought you were suffering from a stomachache…”


  “Shut up! Get out now!”


  “G-Grid?”


  “Get lost!”


  “…”


  I didn’t like Ibellin’s answer and chased him away. I let go of any selfishness and had to concentrate on the production.


  “Hing… Work hard…”


  I confirmed that Ibellin left the smithy. I finally picked up the production hammer.


  “I only have one chance…”


  The hopeless Ibellin had only acquired enough materials to produce one Thorn.  I had to complete at least an epic rated Thorn and receive more than 100,000 gold for it. Then I could use 700 million won to pay my father’s debt and use 800 million won to buy a car.


  The newly released 13 series mid-size sedan from Company B! It was a visual sedan that was popular among the young and wealthy. Since childhood, I had dreamt of driving a Company B car if I succeeded, and now I was on the verge of achieving it.


  ‘If I buy the car and drive it to the reunion, everyone will be turned upside down…’


  Those who disregarded me could no longer make fun of me. Instead, they would be jealous. Then I would make Ahyoung regret not grabbing onto me. Life was no different from Satisfy: the power of items held the most importance. I was determined to demonstrate the power of items with my car.


  “Ohhhh!”


  Ttang! Ttang~!


  I worked really hard. My concentration was at the peak, and I was one with my hammer. The result of working through the night!


  [Thorn]


  Rating: Rare


  Durability: 151/151   Attack Power: 231


  Armor Penetrating Power: +30%


  * Unconditional bleeding will occur when an attack is successful.


  * There is a 30% reduction in the healing ability of the attacked target.


  A flamberge with small thorns on the blade like a black rose. It is reminiscent of the stem of a rose.


  The target will suffer a painful wound when touched by this weapon.


  User Restriction: Level 210 or higher. More than 700 strength. More than 300 agility. Advanced Sword Mastery level 2 or higher.


  Weight: 300 


  [A rare rated item was produced, so all stats have permanently risen by +2 and reputation throughout the continent has risen by +30.]


  “… Ah, damn. This rotten… It’s starting again.”


  Recently, only high rated items had been made. Despite being a legendary blacksmith, if I made 100 items, most of them would have a normal or rare rating. But at this important timing, only a rare item was completed. It was seriously the worst.


  “Hah…”


  I had 100,000 gold. I needed at least 80,000 gold. More would be better, but 80,000 gold was sufficient to buy my desired car. However, it was impossible to sell rare rated items for 80,000 gold.


  ‘The car is 800 million, but if there is a discount promotion… Should I pay in installments? No. I don’t want to experience that again.’ 


  I became heated up.


  “Ah, really! Why is it a rare rating at this time? Ahh! If only I wasn’t deceived by the administrator! Really rotten!”


  How could I get 80,000 gold? Should I ask the guild to lend it? No. If I ask them for money now, I might lose profit on the items made later.


  ‘Should I ask Regas? No… He is busy trying to find my shield these days… I will be burdened asking Regas for money until he finds it.’


  Yes, I had one last hope.


  –Hey, Ibellin. I think I will be a little late. Come find me in 20 hours, not now.


  After sending the one-sided whisper to Ibellin, I picked up a piece of metal rolling around in a corner of the smithy. It was the unfinished Thorn mixed with a foreign material.


  “If I smelt it again from the beginning, there might only be a little bit of blood mixed in. Okay, I will try it again.”


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  I excitedly hoped that the new item would be at least epic rated, and the result was amazing.


  [Thorn of Deep Grievance]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 269/269    Attack Power: 409


  Armor penetrating power: +60%


  * Unconditional bleeding will occur when an attack is successful.


  * There is a 50% reduction in the healing ability of the attacked target.


  * The skill ‘Laceration’ will be generated.


  * The skill ‘Cursed Bloodline’ will be generated.


  An item made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but his experience and reputation is somewhat lacking.


  During the production, this flamberge was left abandoned by the creator when blood was mixed in and left as an unfinished product, so it is filled with an indescribable anger and grudge. It is especially hostile to its creator and has good chemistry with the owner of the blood.


  User Restriction: Level 210 or higher. More than 700 strength. More than 300 agility. Owner of the blood. Advanced Sword Mastery level 2 or higher.


  * If someone other than the owner of the blood equips this item, there is a 100% probability of being cursed.


  Weight: 300 


  [A legendary rated item was produced, so all stats have permanently risen by +25 and reputation throughout the continent has risen by +1,000.]


  “… This is amazing.”
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  I desperately wanted to make just 80,000 gold, but what was this? Forget 80,000 gold, I could earn millions of gold.


  “Hah, truly.”


  An item made from materials contaminated by a foreign substance was completed with a legendary rating!


  ‘I thought I would be lucky if it didn’t have a garbage rating… Well, it’s strange. Is this a dream?’


  There was no sense of reality because it was an unexpected result. I pinched my cheek to make sure. Then I spoke with certainty.


  “It isn’t a dream.”


  I could barely believe it, but it was reality.


  What type of person was Shin Youngwoo?


  I was an icon of bad luck during my 27 years of life.


  During elementary school, I went on a school trip and was abducted by someone, so I had no pleasant memories. When I was in middle school, I went on a graduation trip and witnessed a hit and run. I had a tendency to get an upset stomach during athletic meets or picnics, never picked up 100 won on the street and there were exactly 89 times when I was hit by local gangsters or school bullies.


  During my university days, I was dragged into volunteer service and was hit by a hit and run on the way back. I had to pay three million won for hospital expenses and when I was hospitalized, I almost died from food poisoning. But the other patients didn’t receive food poisoning. In the end, they concluded that I secretly ate outside food and got food poisoning, so I didn’t receive any compensation.


  At that time, I really only ate the hospital food. It was still a mystery why the other patients were fine while only I got food poisoning.


  ‘The hospital’s rice was dirty or the other patients didn’t eat hospital food…’


  But was it really possible for every patient except me to not eat hospital food? Maybe it was the work of a terrible ghost.


  Anyway, those weren’t my only experiences. When I was in military service, the battalion commander would emerge drunk every time I was on guard duty. The battalion commander was crazy from stress and would shout at me to relieve it. Then I remained the youngest in the platoon because my successor didn’t enter. Three days before the last vacation, an accident occurred during training and my successor was injured and hospitalized. Thanks to that, I had to work through the holidays.


  There were countless other terrible experiences. On the other hand, the number of happy experiences was small enough to be counted on five fingers.  One of those happy experiences was eating double portions of rib eye.


  ‘When I was 13… My grandfather gave me money, stating I was his only grandson… At that time, I had four servings of rib eye that I ate alone…’


  I was truly pathetic. One of the best experiences of my life was eating meat! My 27 years of life were terrible with barely any joy. But what about recently? The symbol of bad luck was transforming into a symbol of good luck.


  I was glad about this change.


  “I believe my mother has been going to church and the temple to pray these days.”


  My family had always been non-religious and I was the same. So I seriously worried that I was unlucky because I didn’t have a religion. Lately, my mother left the house on weekends and seemed to pray to God and Buddha for her son.


  “Mother, thank you…”


  Tears of joy emerged. I realized I wasn’t alone in this world as I became surrounded by my mother’s love. My body and mind became warm.


  Then Ibellin arrived.


  “It’s the time you mentioned. Has Thorn been finished?


  “Here.”


  I threw the Thorn of Deep Grievance towards Ibellin. And…


  “Cough!”


  Ibellin’s breath was blocked. Ibellin checked the Thorn of Deep Grievance and was so surprised that he forgot to breathe.


  “Cough cough! T-This? Grid! Is Grid a bugged user?”


  I heard all types of things. “A bugged user? What nonsense are you saying?”


  “B-But…”


  Ibellin had no idea what to do as he twisted his hands together.


  “I’ve heard that blacksmiths are limited to making unique items! I know that legendary items can only be dropped in a raid, so how did Grid make a legendary item? It is impossible unless you are an operator or a bugged user!”


  He wasn’t calm.  As I frowned at the confused Ibellin, a woman appeared at the entrance of the smithy.


  “Shut up Ibellin. Don’t fall down just because of this.”


  It was Jishuka.


  Thump, thump.


  She approached me while Ibellin tried to calm down. 


  ‘Strange?’


  Gulp.


  I gulped nervously. Jishuka’s appearance seemed sexier than usual as she said, “Grid.”


  “Y-Yes?”


  Jishuka’s cheeks were tinged red. She looked at me gently with moist eyes, making my heart beat faster.


  ‘Why is she so sexy today?’


  I looked into her eyes for one second and was literally seduced. I avoided the gaze of the world’s sexiest beauty and stepped back. Then Jishuka came up to me, her hot breath touching my face.


  “It’s impossible to do these things in Satisfy unless you have a legendary class… Isn’t that right? Grid.”


  “…”


  “You, do you have a legendary class?”


  I never thought I could hide my identity forever. I didn’t feel the need to hide my identity anymore. I had decided to open up the moment I made a legendary item.


  “You saw it right away.”


  Jishuka’s eyes lit up like lanterns. “Indeed…! Grid! You’re really the best!!!!”


  “Heok!”


  Again. She hugged me tightly again. My soul seemed to leave my body as I was surrounded by her body and scent. But now I didn’t misunderstand her behavior.


  ‘It is her way of expressing pure joy.’


  But due to her innate sexiness, that innocent joy was hidden. Maybe she struggled because of this part about herself. I ignored the excited Jishuka and reached out to Ibellin.


  “How much?”


  The calm Ibellin lifted a finger. “One million gold.”


  “Huh?”


  Were my ears wrong? As a legendary item, shouldn’t it be at least two million gold?


  Ibellin explained as I was feeling confused. “As described in this item, the ‘Blood Owner’ is me. This means this is my exclusive item. In other words, no one can use this item except for me. So unfortunately, I have to lower the price even if it’s a legendary item.”


  “…”


  Ibellin, normally acted as a boy with a guileless face, but he became an adult according to the circumstances.


  ‘His image has changed. He didn’t become a ranker for no reason.’


  I was impressed by this Ibellin.


  “The performance of this item is top-notch, but the monetary value is unfortunately low. To be honest, one million gold is a high price. Later on, this item will become useless when I can equip higher levelled items. It’s an item that no one else can use, so I can’t sell it… I’m sorry but it is a severely limited timed item. But that doesn’t change that fact that it is a great item necessary for me right now. I also don’t want to disappoint Grid, so I am willing to pay up to one million gold.”


  There were no objections. Ibellin’s words were reasonable. The current Ibellin wasn’t trying to haggle. He was telling the truth. But this truth wasn’t acceptable.


  I raised three fingers. “Three million. I won’t accept anything less than that.”


  “Huh?  G-Grid? I understand, but…”


  I shook off Jishuka and approached Ibellin. Then I took the Thorn of Deep Grievance from him and equipped it.


  [Due to your class characteristics, you have equipped Thorn of Deep Grievance.]


  [A penalty is applied because the item conditions aren’t met.]


  “Eh?”


  Ibellin was shocked. Looking at the conditions of use, it was an item only he could equip. But unexpectedly, I was using it.


  Syuok! Syuok!


  I gently swung the Thorn of Deep Grievance a few times. I nodded like I was very satisfied with the exquisite weight. Then I looked at Ibellin with slight impatience.


  “Three million. Are you going to buy it? If you don’t buy it at this price, I won’t sell it and will just use it.”


  “Eeeeeeek~~~~~~~~~~~~!!”


  A scam! Ibellin’s scream echoed through Khan’s smithy.


  [The Thorn of Deep Grievance hates and curses you.]


  [You have resisted.]


  [The Thorn of Deep Grievance hates and curses you.]


  [You have resisted.]


  [The Thorn of Deep Grievance hates and curses you.]


  [You have resisted.]


  In the meantime, the same notification windows repeated without end. I felt like I was sitting on a thorn cushion, but I was outwardly as relaxed as possible while Ibellin made his decision.


  “Two million…”


  “No.”


  “2,300,000…”


  “I am going.”


  “2,500,000! Please sell it for 2.5 million! This is all the money I’ve saved from working hard from my L.T.S. days and the broadcasting fees! Please!”


  “… Sigh. I guess it can’t be helped. I will concede, since we’re part of the same guild.”


  “T-Thank you!”


  “But I have one condition. Give me a deposit of 80,000 gold right now.”


  “Huh?  Ah, yes!”


  It was sufficient, considering the Sword of Self-transcendence. I didn’t want to see any more damages. Above all, I was the only legendary item creator that all of Satisfy’s users wanted. The guild members were no exception.


  [80,000 gold has been acquired.]


  I wanted to quickly buy my car. I smiled at Jishuka and Ibellin before logging out.


  First, I deposited 700 million won in my father’s account.


  “H-Heok! Youngwoo! What is this?”


  “Pay off your debt first. Use the remaining money to stabilize the store… You don’t have any employees these days, so haven’t you two been working hard alone?’


  “Youngwoo…”


  “Don’t misunderstand. This is a reasonable amount of money for your hard work, so don’t worry about it. Do you believe me?”


  “Sob sob! Oh my~~ !! Our spoiled son has become such a wonderful man overnight! This is like a dream!”


  “It isn’t a dream. Don’t worry, it isn’t a dream.”


  “Youngwoo! Sob sob sob!”


  My mother embraced me and cried. These days, I was being inundated with my mother’s tears. Meanwhile, my father just dropped his head without saying anything.


  ‘I should’ve acted better sooner…’


  My parents paid the expensive tuition fees for me to go to university, but I played a game instead of getting a job. Then I became a debtor at a young age, disappointing my parents. My parents had suffered for several years because of me, so I once again vowed to treat them better.


  That afternoon.


  After buying the 800 million won sedan, I was scolded by my mother, who told me I was still immature. It hurt like hell, but I felt relieved as I felt the strength in my mother’s hand.
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  The 13 series, released by Company B in the second half of this year, was the best visual medium sized sedan of the series. The curves were smooth, sleek and balanced, with the bumper that emphasized simplicity. It deserved praise for blending sports and force at the same time. The low body contrasted with the high back. The silver muffler was one of its important charming points.


  The 800 million won car, highly acclaimed for its design in a prominent magazine, was now mine.


  “Kuoh… Really cool.”


  In front of my house. I was impressed as the car arrived. The matte black color gave it an even higher quality feel. I wanted to drive this car on the road right now. It was obvious that everyone would focus their attention on this top of the line car.


  I wanted to call out to a beautiful woman.


  ‘Hey, hop in!’ This was what I wanted to yell.


  The 13 series was a car that any woman would want to ride in, so I was confident that I could easily succeed in hunting.


  “But hunting will be for later. First…”


  I started the car. The heavy and powerful roar of the engine made my heart pound.


  In fact, the engine of the 13 series was considerably downsized compared to the 12.8 series. Unlike the 12.8 series which was a super sedan, this was inevitable since the 13 series was more design than power oriented.


  Nonetheless, it had a monster performance of 580 horsepower, a maximum torque of 72kgm and a 0-60 of 3.8 seconds. The 13 series could also be called a super sedan.


  “Let’s go!”


  I prepared to depart in 23, the name of the car.


  Buwaaaaang!


  An amazing power and speed that reached 100km less than four seconds after starting! I was weak at driving, but this was a perfectly comfortable ride!


  “Ohhhh! Amazing! 23, you are really great! Puhahahat!”


  This situation seemed like a dream, so only a happy laugh emerged. I was a debtor a few months ago, but now I was the owner of an 800 million won car! I was truly an example of reversing my life!


  I was filled with pleasure. My wish had been fulfilled. It was all due to Satisfy! Satisfy was a fantastic game worthy of its name. I appreciated the fact that the virtual reality game, which could never be imagined in the past, was launched in this age and gave me such success.


  ***


  Young Ladies High School was a female only high school and among the top 10 schools in the nation. It was established less than 50 years ago so its history was short, but numerous females who graduated from there had accomplished a great deal in all walks of life.


  And the fame of the Young Ladies High School was at its peak this year. It was due to two schoolgirls, Shin Sehee and Park Yerim. They were two people within the top five scores of the national mock tests, and their beauty was superior to celebrities.


  Firstly, Park Yerim. 


  She was always smiling. Her eyelashes were long enough to shade her eyes, and the moistness blurred them, making her give off a decadent feeling.


  There was a mole under her left eye and a thick lower lip. The overall impression combined with her soft and pale flesh was enough to arouse people’s imaginations. She was a typical example of a drawing. She had a sex appeal that made it hard to believe she was a high school student.


  In addition, she wore her uniform skirt short and undid a few buttons to emphasize her chest, so her fellow peers couldn’t sleep while thinking about her. Some adults seriously considered that they might be pedophiles because of her, causing them to consult a psychiatrist.


  By contrast, Sehee was a very neat girl. She always looked calm and composed. Her eyes were big and round, and a distinct stubbornness was felt from her closed lips. She just looked beautiful. She had a balanced blend of features and long straight hair. She had the ideal appearance of someone’s first love.


  If Satisfy had Yura and Jishuka, South Korean high schools had Shin Sehee and Park Yerim. The presence given off by the two girls was unique. Due to that, the streets in front of the Young Ladies High School were packed daily.


  “She came out! Sehee!”


  “Ohh! Yerim as well!”


  The front entrance of the Young Ladies High School. Was this place really a girl’s high school? It was natural to question this because many male students were gathered in front of it. The males were only interested in two girls, Sehee and Yerim.


  They were gathered to see the faces of Sehee and Yerim.  It was a daily sight. The students of the Young Ladies High School naturally didn’t mind that boys from other schools were gathered. The only one suffering was Sehee.


  “Revolting.”


  Sehee was honestly frightened. It was lucky that the school employed a lot of security guards so the boys weren’t able to turn into a mob. She just wanted to go to school as usual, and was angry about why she had to suffer this type of situation when she wasn’t a celebrity.


  But Yerim was different. She enjoyed this situation, unlike Sehee.


  “Aren’t there any nice oppas~?” Yerim said to Sehee as she looked around at all the excited boys.


  “Do it in moderation. Isn’t it tiring to have all these people come every day?”


  Yerim didn’t feel uncomfortable about Sehee’s nagging. Rather, she laughed and hugged Sehee’s waist. “But isn’t it funny? Take a look at them. Don’t you think they look like monkeys? It’s like a zoo.”


  “…It feels more like we are the monkeys.”


  Two girls who were completely different except for their good grades! But both of them had been friends since middle school. Their personality and tastes were so different that the two of them were able to fit well without any conflict.


  Sehee knew a lot about Yerim. For example, Yerim’s tastes and her family history. She even knew intimate details about Yerim’s intimate details. Sehee didn’t know because she wanted to know. Yerim wanted to get closer to Sehee and started confiding everything.


  On the contrary, Yerim knew little about Shee. Sehee never really talked about herself. In addition, she seemed to have no interests besides studying. There was only one. Her oppa.


  ‘She looks like a completely different person when she talks about her oppa.’


  Sehee was indifferent to the opposite sex. She didn’t know the names of any idols, unlike her peers. What type of person was Sehee’s oppa? Yerim started her habit of badgering Sehee.


  “Sehee~ I’m going to visit your house today. Huh? Okay?”


  Her eyes curved and she shook her chest. This was enough to transcend even gender and make the other person blink. But Sehee showed no reaction.


  “I don’t want to.”


  “Hing ~ Why?”


  “I don’t like it, so I don’t want to.”


  “I want to go to my friend’s house! Fulfill my wish!”


  She started complaining and whining. But there was no effect. 


  “I don’t want to.”


  “…”


  A cold wind blew out of nowhere. Sehee walked forward, while Yerim chased behind her. It happened when both girls were walking through the front entrance.


  “Se~hee~”


  Emerging from the hundreds of students in front of the Young Ladies High School…


  “Eh? What, that person?”


  Yerim’s always smiling face stiffened. It was because the man in front of her was too unpleasant. 


  “The worst…”


  Those who had a slightly less than average appearance could make up for the shortcomings with style. But this man seemed completely indifferent to style. 


  He was wearing a brown sweater, green sweat pants, white socks and brown slippers. He had a 5:5 parting that didn’t suit his angled face, making this the worst appearance Yerim had ever seen.


  “I-I feel like puking.”


  “How can he leave the house looking like this?”


  The pale-faced schoolgirls moved away from the man.


  “Please send support to the front entrance. There is a very suspicious man.”


  Was he a patient who escaped from a mental hospital? The guards hurriedly radioed for reinforcements. Then the male students cried out with outrage.


  “How dare this dirty trash block Sehee’s way!”


  “What are you doing? Get rid of that bastard quickly! Don’t let Sehee breathe the same germs as him!”


  The 10 security guards couldn’t endure the anger of the 100 male students. The boys broke down the barricade and rushed towards the man.  A momentum that seemed like they could kill him!


  “W-What? What is it?”


  Just as the man seemed like he was going to die, Sehee’s words made them all astonished.


  “What is Oppa doing at my school?”


  “Heok? O-Oppa?” Yerim misunderstood and hugged Sehee tightly. “No Sehee! That bum is your boyfriend? I can’t accept it!”


  “B-Boyfriend?”


  A beautiful girl like Sehee was dating someone like this? Everyone was confused. Then Sehee turned red as she shouted towards Yerim, “W-What do you mean by boyfriend? He is literally my oppa. My family member.”


  “Heok…”


  This was also shocking. Why was Sehee’s oppa so ugly? Wasn’t it normal for him to resemble Sehee? The most shocked person was Yerim.


  “T-That is your oppa?”


  Sehee always had a pleasant smile on her face when she talked about her oppa. So Yerim only knew Sehee’s oppa as a good person. She had wanted to meet him for a while. Since Sehee never allowed her to meet him, her curiosity was amplified. After that, her fantasy grew until Sehee’s oppa was a prince on a white horse.


  But what was this? He was a homeless person in Seoul, not a prince on a white horse!


  “…”


  Yerim was unimaginably disappointed. Then the girls jealous of Sehee started to gossip among themselves.


  “Did you hear? That person is her oppa.”


  “They don’t resemble each other at all. Sehee must’ve had plastic surgery. She is so beautiful that I had wondered.”


  “Of course it is plastic surgery. Do you think that a person can be such a perfect beauty without any help? It is the same for Yerim and the famous Yura~.”


  The man who became the centre of confusion! Sehee’s oppa and the best blacksmith in Satisfy, Shin Youngwoo pressed the button of the remote control he was holding. Then…


  Buaaaaaang!


  The 13 series was equipped with a automatic operating system that sensed the remote control, and it stopped in front of Shin Youngwoo.


  “W-Wow!”


  The 13 series was a hot topic since its launch, so even the most ignorant student knew about the car. It was also the 199 limited edition model! As the students and guards admired it, Shin Youngwoo opened the driver’s door and said to Sehee.


  “Hop in.”


  Then Yerim waved her hand, “Yes~ Oppa!”


  Yerim’s eyes were shining.


  ‘He is Prince Charming on a black horse, not a white one!’


  Sehee sighed.


  ‘I’m tired.’


  On this day, Sehee, known for her beauty and her ability to study well, had an oppa who made the other girls jealous. She became a wall that they could no longer cross, ensuring a peaceful school life.


  And Youngwoo drove through the city with Sehee and Yerim. 


  “Kiyoooooh~!”


  “Kyaaaaak!”


  It was a rough drive. The other cars gave way every time the 13 series appeared, so the three people were able to experience the miracle of Moses. Youngwoo and Yerim kept screaming, and Sehee finally decided to enjoy this moment.


  After the drive.


  Youngwoo asked the two people to style him in a manner that suited him. His hair was cut short in a way that highlighted his angular face, making him appear more masculine. The long bangs made his face seem prettier. He didn’t exercise, so a long coat covered up his body, making it look not bad.


  “Oppa is tall like Sehee, so the long coat makes your arms and legs look good. Your skin tone is on the darker side so this color…”


  Youngwoo smiled with satisfaction as he watched Yerim. “I’m happy that Sehee had a pretty and good friend like you. I’m relieved. I hope you take care of Sehee in the future.”


  “Huh? Ah, yes…”


  Her first impression of him was the worst, but now he was completely different from his first image. This was Yerim’s first experience of meeting a ‘successful adult man’ so she couldn’t help blushing.


  Sehee’s complexion became worse.


  ‘This is why I didn’t bring her home.’


  The night deepened as Youngwoo shopped and ate with two beautiful girls, to the envy of all men around him.


  The next day.


  Grid connected to Satisfy all morning to make items. Then he dressed in the clothes that Sehee and Yerim bought him the day before and entered 23. It was 30 minutes until the reunion began.


  His first reunion in two years. Youngwoo was nervous, but more excited.


  “I have changed.”


  He wasn’t his pathetic self from the past anymore. Shin Youngwoo’s was confidence due to all the recent events.




  Chapter 108


  Youngwoo was in a hurry. He wanted to meet the alumni sooner now that he was no longer in debt. ‘Look at 23. I’m a success. You can’t ignore or abuse me anymore.’ That’s what he wanted to say. He wanted revenge for how they laughed at and ignored him over the years.


  Buaaaaaang!


  23 drove on the roads, barely keeping to the speed limit. At this speed, he could reach the gathering place within 10 minutes. Youngwoo felt like that was too long to show everyone his changed appearance.


  ‘But… Why is the meeting place on the outskirts of the city? It can’t be reached with public transportation, so it is difficult for anyone without a car. Were they aiming at me?’


  It would be very difficult for Youngwoo to go to the reunion place today if he hadn’t paid off the debt or bought a car. He didn’t have any friends to borrow a car from, nor could he use public transportation. Therefore, he would’ve needed to take a taxi.


  ‘Isn’t it too much to decide on a meeting place like this?’


  Youngwoo was confident that he was the victim they were aiming at, since they laughed at him for so long. As he focused on driving, he noticed something and slowed down. In front of him, a woman was opening her car bonnet and sending a signal for help.


  The usual Youngwoo wouldn’t have helped anyone without any benefits. But now was an exception. He was curious because the woman asking for help was an obvious beauty, even from far away.


  “Look at that style and ratio… It isn’t a joke.”


  The woman was wearing jeans, a white t-shirt and a black jacket over it. It was an outfit with no exposure. She also wore large sunglasses, so it was hard to grasp her appearance from afar. But he was convinced that she was a beauty with perfect proportions and white skin. He wanted to check how pretty she was up close. This instinct couldn’t be suppressed.


  ‘I became negative towards women due to Ahyoung, but… As a human being, I can’t ignore a woman having trouble in the middle of the road.’


  Youngwoo parked his car next to the woman asking for help. Then he was startled.  


  He didn’t notice because of the woman, but the woman’s car was the S-model from Company C, which was four times more expensive than Youngwoo’s car. The model released by Company C for their 120th anniversary was very different from the 13 series because it targeted conglomerates.


  ‘A young woman with a car like this… Is she a second generation heir to a conglomerate, like in a drama?’


  Youngwoo cleared his throat and released his tension. Then he got out of the car and asked the woman.


  “Can I help you?”


  She would’ve already contacted her insurance company. It wasn’t a normal car, so she would obviously care about it. Youngwoo wanted to leave. But the woman was asking for help, so he couldn’t leave her.


  Then the woman took her sunglasses off, “I hope you will take me along with you.”


  “Heok?”


  Youngwoo was surprised as he saw the woman’s face. He was so amazed he thought his heart would stop.


  “Y-Yura?”


  The world famous rankers of Satisfy. Due to their frequent exposure in the media, there were few people playing Satisfy who didn’t know the names and faces of the rankers. They didn’t know the name of the US president, but they knew the names of Satisfy’s rankers. That was a well known joke among the users.


  Among them, Yura was special.


  She was the only female in the top 10 of the unified rankings. She was regarded as the last hope for Koreans, who had been power gamers until half a century ago. She was also regarded as one of the best beauties in the east and west. She dominated not just domestic, but international CFs, and was ranked 3rd on the list of 100 most influential people in the world.


  Why did he come across a woman like that here? Youngwoo was very confused.


  ‘Does this make sense? No matter how small South Korea is, how can a coincidence like this happen?’ 


  In fact, Youngwoo had a link with Yura. No, it was more of a bad relationship.


  After becoming Pagma’s Descendant, he had a conflict with Yura during Doran’s quest. He failed the quest due to Yura’s interference and he wrote bad comments about her on the Internet to resolve his grudge.


  ‘Perhaps…’ Youngwoo assumed the worst. ‘She commissioned cyber forensics to track me down and get revenge?’


  It was possible considering Yura’s wealth and authority.


  ‘No, that can’t be. This isn’t a manhwa… It’s a mere coincidence.’


  Yura drove in a wedge while Youngwoo was trying to calm down, “It is nice to see you, Grid.”


  “Cough…”


  She knew his identity? It truly wasn’t a coincidence that she appeared before Youngwoo!


  ‘Revenge! She came to get revenge!’


  Youngwoo’s confusion and anxiety reached the peak. He had experienced Blood Witch Yura’s cruelty already. He didn’t know what to expect.


  ‘S-Should I drive away?’


  Youngwoo shook while Yura climbed into his passenger seat without permission.


  “You can drive me up to your destination. Please let me ride in your car. I have something to say.”


  “…Yes.”


  Youngwoo couldn’t refuse.


  ***


  “Why is Shin Youngwoo so late?”


  During high school, Lee Junho had cursed and assaulted his classmates. He was a terrible person. There wasn’t one person who hadn’t needed to pay money to Lee Junho.  It was hard for even the seniors and teachers to go against him. He also used violence against his few friends, Sim Kiwan and Choi Chansung.


  His violent streak didn’t improve after graduating from high school and going to the army and university. Before he knew it, he was 27 years old and still couldn’t adapt to society, constantly changing jobs. 


  Lee Junho worked in a PC room, convenience store, gas station and so on, until one day he suddenly realized.


  ‘I am nothing.’


  When he was a student, everything was okay when he fought. Regardless of their gender, everyone was under his feet. He could do what he wanted.


  But the situation was different when he entered society.


  Those who studied hard during high school could get a suitable job, but there was no company that would accept Lee Junho, who knew nothing but fighting. Whenever he fought, he was dragged to the police station and forced to pay a settlement. 


  As it turned out, he wasn’t the best in fighting either. He went to the gym to learn martial arts, but there were countless people present.


  Lee Junho started to become anxious.


  He couldn’t get a job or do anything well, so would he be able to marry anyone? He couldn’t even afford to worry about his marriage funds, since he might starve to death in a few years. If he managed to survive, he would struggle to cope with an old and lonely life.


  Lee Junho kept drinking as he imagined the worst situation. He couldn’t sleep without the alcohol.


  Then two years ago.


  He was able to shake off all his worries once he met Shin Youngwoo at the reunion. For the first time in a long time, he saw someone below him. At least Lee Junho wasn’t in debt. But Shin Youngwoo had a large debt and was obsessed with games.


  Junho could feel assured when looking at Youngwoo.


  ‘Aren’t I at least better than him?’


  It really was like magic. Since he met Youngwoo, Junho was able to fall asleep without drinking. No matter how terrible his life was, he could bear it at the thought of Youngwoo having it worse. 


  And now.


  Junho lived a life that was almost the same as two years ago. He was still wandering around jobs. He was already in his late 20s. Soon he would be 30 years old. Instead of saving money, he still couldn’t find proper work.


  He couldn’t resist cursing or assaulting a customer when working in a convenience store or at a PC room counter. Then he needed to pay the settlements. His pride was badly hurt when working at a gas station. He was covered in oil, unlike his peers. In addition, he was irritated whenever he saw young men or women in foreign cars. Labor was worse. People who did labor work were middle-aged losers who weren’t expecting much from their life. 


  As such, Junho was trying to change the situation. However, he was aware that it was hard, so he got caught up in anxiety and started to rely on alcohol again. He needed a prescription. He had to meet Youngwoo. He would be able to laugh at Youngwoo with his fellow high school classmates and forget his worries.


  The other alumni were in a similar position. Junho might be in the worst situation, but they were all uneasy about their futures. They wanted to meet Youngwoo.


  The reunion location of the Heroes High School 45th graduation class. Lee Junho, the secretary of the Alumni Association, was nervous when Youngwoo didn’t show up on time.


  “Hey, Kim Ahyoung. Are you sure Youngwoo is coming?”


  Ahyoung ridiculed him, “I’m not sure. I don’t know if he can come because you decided on this meeting place.”


  It was a garden restaurant outside the city. A person without their own car would have to take a taxi to get here. It was doubtful if the debt-ridden Youngwoo could afford the taxi fee.


  Lee Junho, who deliberately selected this meeting place, started to feel belated regret.


  “That pathetic guy… He can’t even afford a taxi?”


  At that moment.


  “Wow! Look over there!”


  The alumni started to make a fuss as they looked out the window. Lee Junho and Kim Ahyoung also looked out the window. They witnessed a black vehicle enter the parking lot.


  “13 series…!”


  A limited edition car worth 800 million won! Lee Junho had seen a lot of foreign cars while working at the gas station, but he never saw a car of this degree. 


  ‘Shit! There are bastards like this everywhere I go!’


  Lee Junho shook his head at the thought that the 13 series would be a 2nd generation conglomerate’s car, while Kim Ahyoung had hearts in her eyes.


  ‘My life will be set if I can marry a guy with a car like that. When can I date a guy like that?’


  Then the car stopped at one side of the parking lot. Everyone was shocked. The person who descended from the driver’s seat was Shin Youngwoo!


  “W-What…?”


  Lee Junho stood up and cried out. How did Shin Youngwoo, a debt ridden game loser, come in such a luxury car?


  “No way!”


  It was clear that he stole it. Lee Junho and all the alumni thought so.


  But Ahyoung thought differently. ‘He paid off his debt and got a job… It wasn’t a lie? But how good is his job that he can afford a car like that?’


  Ahyoung’s brain was spinning fast.


  ‘Anyway, it is good. Youngwoo likes me… He doesn’t have any dating experience, so it’ll be easy to catch him, then my life will be set. Okay, I will make him my man.’


  At that moment, a woman came down from the passenger seat. Ahyoung became desperate the moment she saw the woman’s beauty. On the other hand, Junho and the other alumni had to spit out their water.


  “Pfft!!”


  “W-What is this?”


  Why were they so shocked? It was due to the identity of the woman in the passenger seat. She was Yura. Her beauty could be recognized even at a distance. There was a halo around her. That was a suitable saying to describe her beauty.


  “H-How did this happen?”


  No one could understand this situation. As everyone was confused, Yura leaned up and kissed Youngwoo. After a while, a big limousine appeared and took Yura away.


  “T-This scene…?”


  In the eyes of others, it looked like Yura left the car after enjoying a date with Youngwoo. The imagination of Youngwoo’s fellow alumni ran wild.


  ‘Did Youngwoo manage to seduce Yura? Did Yura pay off his debt and buy that car for him?’


  ‘How did he come into contact with a woman like Yura? The worlds they live in are completely different, so there is no place where they could meet. No, maybe… Is Youngwoo actually the young master of a rich house? Is Youngwoo just pretending to be a normal high school and university student with a debt?’ 


  ‘Maybe… Youngwoo could form a relationship with Yura because of Satisfy…’


  ‘Yes. Youngwoo’s time playing Satisfy wasn’t in vain. He met Yura in Satisfy, their relationship developed to lovers and this moved to reality…’


  ‘Damn! If I unconditionally played Satisfy instead of working, could I be like Youngwoo?’


  Youngwoo finally entered the restaurant. Youngwoo already knew that the alumni in the restaurant had witnessed the scene outside, so he waved leisurely.


  “Have you been well?”


  “…”


  This was Youngwoo? He looked and acted completely different from before. No one was able to talk to Youngwoo, who sat on the side. They just looked at him. Then Youngwoo, holding a cup of wine in his hand, extended another cup to Lee Junho.


  “Hasn’t it been a while? Have a cup.”


  “Eh? Y-Yes. Yes…”


  Lee Junho was dumbfounded. Shin Youngwoo had shrunk back from him since their school days, now he was asking them to drink together!


  ‘I didn’t want to see him for this…’


  Anger boiled inside Junho’s heart.  Youngwoo emptied his glass and said to Junho. “Come on, have a drink. But how are you doing these days? You still haven’t fixed your habit of biting your nails? You’re getting older, so you should stop it. Isn’t that right?”


  Lee Junho snapped and got up from his seat. Then he grabbed Youngwoo and snarled.


  “You bastard! I don’t know what happened but don’t pretend to be elite! I will kill you!”


  In the past, Youngwoo would be angry and afraid. But now he was different. He was a man. In particular, for adult men, abilities became power and confidence. Those who had the ability wouldn’t shrink back easily in any situation.


  “Why are you so mad? Look back at all the words and actions you’ve made against me. Do you have any idea how angry I was?”


  “…!”


  At that moment, Junho reflexively shrunk back from the look in Youngwoo’s eyes. It was because the appearance of a man flashed through his mind. The psychopath in the skull helmet who beat him up in Kesan Canyon! The look in Youngwoo’s eyes was like the psychopath who recently shattered the Giant Guild in Winston.


  ‘Is this possible? That bastard is him?’


  Junho noticed Youngwoo’s identity and backed away. Junho, the madman who couldn’t be controlled, retreated like a dog. It was hard to believe. To the alumni, Youngwoo felt like a different person than before.


  Then Youngwoo started laughing.


  “This wine tastes good. What are you doing? Aren’t you drinking?”


  Youngwoo had suffered many difficulties over the years. The memory of being bullied by the alumni was his biggest trauma. But on this day, he was able to perfectly overcome that trauma, resulting in a psychologically more stable and mature Youngwoo.


  This growth was sure to be a great help to him when playing Satisfy in the future.


  ***


  ‘Did this help him?’


  A little while ago, Yura had descended from the car and narrowed the distance to Youngwoo to get rid of a piece of dust in his hair. The angle from the restaurant made it seem like a kiss.


  Yura smiled as she remembered the help she received from Shin Youngwoo at the Yatan Temple in the past.


  ‘My debt has been paid.’


  Yura had accomplished various feats with her own power. She wanted to get rid of the weak memory of receiving help from another. Thus, she kept paying attention to Grid and after a recent investigation, she determined that she could pay off the debt in this form.




  Chapter 109


  Most of the people attending the reunion were intent on making fun of me. However, now that I got rid of my debtor status and succeeded, no one could make fun of me. Thus, the reunion lost its primary purpose and became very awkward. 


  In particular, Lee Junho couldn’t say anything and left first after finishing his glass of alcohol. Since then, the mood slowly changed. They noticed Lee Junho leaving and started to bombard me with questions.


  “How did you appear with the 13 series? Did you win the lottery or something? Weren’t you struggling with a debt the last time I saw you?”


  “Youngwoo, have you become a ranker in Satisfy? Did you get a lot of money from recording broadcasts? Will we see you on TV sooner or later?”


  “What’s your relationship with Yura? Are you two really dating?”


  “Dating the woman who is every man’s romance… I can’t imagine how superior you feel…”


  Curiosity, envy, and jealousy were all showing in the alumni’s eyes. As I was enjoying this situation, some people from my school days who I thought were friends spoke to me.


  “Hey~ Youngwoo, do you remember how close we were in school? It was fun at the time… Don’t you miss it sometimes? Should we hang out together sometime?”


  “Oh! This is good! Everyone became distant after going to the army and university, so this will be good!” 


  “Hehe, you should bring Yura when we hang out. Isn’t it natural to introduce your lover to your friends? Huhuhu.”


  “Hey, you know… Can I drive the car? I always wanted to drive the 13 series… Huh? Just five minutes is okay. Please.”


  These guys turned away and tormented me like the others when I needed help, now they wanted to be friends again. I definitively put them down.


  “You want to come over here and play like we’re friends now? Just shut up. Like everyone else, you are looking at me with jealousy. I’m here just to laugh at you.”


  “What?” 


  “Ha! What’s with this bastard’s tone? Are you acting like this now that you’re doing well?”


  I used my words to strike them where it hurt, and they were upset by it. I scoffed at them, saying, “Isn’t it funny how you sound just like Lee Junho when he was talking earlier? Why did you laugh at me and ignore me until I started doing well? In the first place, weren’t you the bastards harassing people? Huh? Now look at yourselves. Do you think I can be disregarded by you anymore?”


  “You…!”


  The faces of the alumni went red as they grew angry; however, they couldn’t argue against me.


  “You are the bastards who feel superior when harassing people inferior to you.”


  I was cold. I had no doubt that after this alumni reunion, my relationship with them was over. I took my coat and left.


  Buaaaaaang!


  I returned to 23 and started it. After setting the destination in the navigation as my home, I chose the automatic driving function. I was about to depart when someone tapped on my window. It was Ahyoung. I rolled the window down and Ahyoung looked at me with anxious eyes.


  “Are you leaving?”


  ‘Kim Ahyoung…’


  Only a few days ago, she was the object of my love. I loved her so much that I dreamed of dating and marrying her more than 100 times. But interestingly, I didn’t feel any emotions towards her now.


  Once I realized she wasn’t who I thought she was, disappointment, betrayal and any lingering emotions disappeared.


  “The kids who used to disregard me are now envious. The ones who forsake me are now clinging to me. I have to leave because I am finished getting revenge. If I stay here longer then blows will keep being exchanged. It is a waste of time.”


  When I liked Ahyoung, I couldn’t meet her eyes properly. My heart throbbed and I could only babble nonsense.  But now it was different. There were no emotions, so I could look into her eyes and talk clearly.


  “Stay well Ahyoung. I liked you.”


  Ahyoung grabbed me as I was leaving. “L-Liked? Why is it past tense? Are you saying you don’t like me anymore? I…! I like you!”


  The fact that Ahyoung was my first love wouldn’t change, even if she trampled on my heart. I wanted to leave with as good a memory as every, without ruining her illusions. I was blinded by love for 13 years, so I didn’t want to leave any room for her to cling onto me.


  “Can’t you see? I have Yura now, the sky that you can’t be compared to. It would be foolish of me to leave her. I don’t have any feelings for you.”


  “Youngwoo, you…!”


  I spoke as cynically as possible. Then I left the sad and hurt Ahyoung.


  “This is the end for us.”


  The connection between me and you, which was a bad link in the past, was cleanly cut off. Now it was a fresh start.


  On the way back home, I recalled the conversation I previously had with Yura,


  “After the Tzedakah Guild succeeded in the raid against Malacus, the forces of the Yatan Church rapidly weakened. Therefore, the Tzedakah Guild is now the Yatan Church’s main enemy. The Yatan Church will surely retaliate against the Tzedakah Guild, and as everyone expected, I am the Yatan Church’s Eighth Servant. Conflict between us is inevitable.”


  “Then did you come to me to declare war? D-Do you want to kill me here? No matter how angry you are in the game, isn’t it too much to kill people in reality?”


  “…Don’t make people into killers. I just want to pay back my debt from when we fought before.”


  “Debt?”


  “During the quest in the Yatan Temple… Didn’t you log out despite beating me in order to help me clear the quest? Thanks to that, I was able to consolidate my position in the Yatan Church and become the Eighth Servant. You are a great benefactor to me, so it is hard for me to point a weapon at you.”


  “I deliberately logged out to help your quest? What does that even mean?”


  Yura firmly misunderstood something.


  “At that time, I wasn’t intending to help your quest. You owe me nothing.”


  I didn’t know how Yura misunderstood this fact, but I wanted to resolve this misunderstanding because I didn’t want to be connected with her. However, she was already deep into her deluded fantasy.


  “I don’t know why you are denying it. Even if you didn’t intend to help me like you just said, it doesn’t change the fact that I was helped by you, so I’ll pay off this debt.”


  Yura had a very selfish nature. In the end, I could only nod.


  “I guess words won’t work. Okay, I understand. Do what you want. Then I can cut this bad connection sooner. How are you planning to pay off the debt?”


  “Bad connection…?”


  Yura frowned like she didn’t like it. She was so beautiful that even this made me amazed.


  ‘She is a scam…’


  Yura explained her plan while I was admiring her.


  “After war breaks out between the Yatan Church and the Tzedakah Guild, I won’t kill you. I can’t kill my benefactor, after all. Although, there might be some situations where fighting is unavoidable.”


  “…You’ll spare me? Wow, I’m so thankful that I’m on the verge of tears.”


  The role I played in the Tzedakah Guild was a blacksmith, not a soldier. I didn’t plan to involve myself in any guild activities unless I was directly affected, like the recent incident with the Giant Guild. It was 100 times more profitable to make items compared to fighting, so I would rather be the guild’s blacksmith. There was no chance of Yura and I meeting in a war.


  I felt assured and nodded. 


  “Okay, I understand how you will pay off your debt. Then are you done? We’ve arrived at the destination, so let’s separate. Please don’t appear in front of me again since it isn’t good for my heart.”


  Yura was a woman who destroyed the Yatan Temple while trying to kill me. Having a connection with her, it was no different from torture. I wanted to quickly separate from her, but she had different thoughts.


  “It is over. I want to pay off the debt in another form.”


  “What else?”


  “Excuse me, but I have been researching your past. Over the years, you have suffered humiliation because of your high school alumni.”


  “What?”


  No, why was she talking about a man’s shameful past? Didn’t she know about privacy?


  ‘Is she a stalker?’


  I wanted to snap out, but I was so afraid that I couldn’t open my mouth. She suggested to me, “Aren’t you going to attend the reunion right now? I’ll come as well. Let me pretend to be your lover in front of your fellow alumni.”


  What nonsense was she saying?


  “Why?” 


  Yura kindly explained to me, “Once they find out that a famous, intelligent and beautiful woman like me is your lover, they will no longer make fun of you. You will be able to silence the alumni. How is it? Pretend to be lovers. Isn’t this a great way to pay off my debt to you?”


  “…”


  I was fairly certain that Yura had a princess disease. It didn’t make sense for a famous, intelligent and beautiful woman like her to make this suggestion.


  “Isn’t this a scene common in dramas and movies? The gender roles have reversed but…”


  I vetoed Yura’s words.


  “That’s okay. There is no need for that. I am able to change my position with my own abilities.”


  Yes, I refused Yura’s suggestion.


  But as a result, the alumni witnessed Yura getting down from my car and misunderstood that she was my lover. Then they envied me enormously. It wouldn’t have been possible to elicit such a response with just the 13 series.


  “… The more I think about it, the stranger she is. What type of person developed such a misunderstanding, did a background check and tried to repay her debt in this manner? Wasn’t it preposterous? Paying off a one-sided debt… She is insane.”


  Based on common sense, Yura seemed to have a narrower sense of human relationships than me. 


  ‘She seems to have become strange after becoming successful at an early age and living apart from others.’


  In no time, I arrived home. I went straight to the capsule and connected to Satisfy.


  ***


  Winston had lost troops several times in the battle against the Yatan Church, the knight captain was wounded and the lady was kidnapped. The city was becoming one of the best in the north and the population was growing rapidly, but there was a limit to the guard troops.


  Earl Steim became aware of the situation and led support troops to Winston.


  “Father!”


  “Ohh! My lovely daughter! You have become even more beautiful since last I saw you!”


  Earl Steim was one of the most influential nobles in the Eternal Kingdom and the ruler of the north.  But he was just a doting dad in front of his daughter, Irene. Despite the numerous soldiers and knights watching, Earl Steim embraced his daughter and shed tears.


  “You must’ve suffered! I’m sorry that I burdened you so much! Thank you for being safe! Thank you!”


  Irene was Earl Steim’s only child. Rather than keeping her safe by his side, he appointed her as ruler of a territory and let her experience being kidnapped again, so he couldn’t forgive himself.


  Irene suggested to him. “Father, he didn’t do anything wrong. The whole thing was my fault. Father, that’s why… I wish I had a strong person taking care of me.”


  Earl Steim glared at Phoenix.


  “That’s right… You need a strong person… Someone much better than the incompetent Captain Phoenix…”


  “Please kill me!”


  Phoenix’s guilt was unimaginable after losing in the war and not being able to protect his master. Earl Steim ignored him and spoke to Irene, “But sweetheart, Doran is dead and there is, unfortunately, no one stronger than Phoenix in the north. Leave Winston to Phoenix and return with me.”


  “No, there is someone here who I can depend on. He is stronger and more courageous than anyone else.”


  “Hoh?”


  Irene was the daughter of a warrior. While she wasn’t trained, her ability to recognize strength was excellent. She was complimenting someone so confidently that Earl Steim was filled with expectations.


  “Then who is this person?”


  “He is a blacksmith.”


  “Eh?”


  The answer coming from his daughter’s smiling mouth was so unexpected that Earl Steim thought he heard wrongly for a moment. Earl Steim regained his spirit and asked, “Sweetheart, the strong and brave person you can rely on is a blacksmith? Did I hear it properly just now?”


  Irene unabashedly nodded.


  “That’s right. He is the great blacksmith who made the sword that became a family treasure not long ago, and also the one who saved me from Malacus. Not just that. He is the hero who saved Winston from the Mero Company.”


  “Ha! That rumored person…”


  He was clearly a great person just based on the achievements. But Earl Steim became frantic after seeing Irene’s face.


  ‘My daughter has the face of a woman in love…!’


  He knew about the one who helped save Winston from the evils of the Mero Company. It was also reported that he had the power of a legendary blacksmith. But a blacksmith was strong enough to kill one of Yatan’s servants?


  Earl Steim couldn’t believe it.


  “Sweetheart, no matter how I think about it, I don’t think such a perfect person exists in this world… Is he handsome? It seems like you have been deceived by a scammer…”


  Irene proclaimed, “I’m not deceived! Do you think I am a pathetic woman who will be enticed by looks? In the first place, he isn’t really handsome!”


  Phoenix and the knights nodded in unison.


  “That’s correct. He is good but his appearance…”


  Earl Steim didn’t like that either.


  “An ugly man dares lure my daughter? Disgraceful person! I want to see what type of person he is! Drag him in front of me right now!”


  “Earl, he is Winston’s hero and Irene’s savior. Shouldn’t we bring him respectfully?”


  “…Yes, bring him respectfully.”
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  Satisfy implemented a system of complete freedom. It had more than two billion users. The two billion people could freely select or pioneer more than 10,000 classes, and there were 10,000 common classes. 


  Each common class had a top 10 rankings. It seemed like the same IDs every time. This meant that the top 10 of each class was widening the gap with those ranked below 11th, and it was virtually impossible for new figures to enter the top 10 rankings.


  But approximately six months ago. There was a major upheaval in the rankings of 16 major classes. The Tzedakah Guild moved from L.T.S to Satisfy and entered the top 10 of each ranking in just four months. It had a large impact on users and the Tzedakah Guild made a spectacular debut in Satisfy, gaining the media’s attention.


  Then after that…


  The rankings became stuck again for a while. After the Tzedakah Guild appeared, the top rankers stayed the same for more than half a year.


  It was around a month ago. Just like when the Tzedakah Guild appeared in the past, a major upheaval once again appeared in the rankings. 10 new figures appeared in the rankings of 10 major classes like comets. Those 10 people were called the ‘10 Rookies’ and received people’s praise and expectations.


  “Cursed Bloodline!”


  [The blood imprinted in the Thorn of Deep Grievance has resonated with your blood and makes you run wild.]


  [Skill damage has increased by 150%. Movement speed has increased by 80%.]


  [Health is continuously consumed while the skill is activated.]


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  [You have suffered 34,030 damage.]


  [You have suffered 25,111 damage.]


  [You have suffered 29,600 damage.]


  The flamberge, which seemed like the thorny stem of a rose, slashed at the monsters in its orbit. The bleeding didn’t stop as Ibellin flew among the monsters. Then he grabbed a monster’s neck and used a skill. 


  “Laceration!”


  [You have dealt 505,900 damage.]


  “Kieeeek!”


  Ibellin had been succeeding since receiving the Thorn of Deep Grievance from Grid. He cleared difficult dungeons that had frustrated him a few times and earned a great number of rewards from hunting monsters at least 30 levels higher than him.


  [Your level has risen.]


  “Good!”


  After entering the 200th level zone, Ibellin had only been able to raise his level once every five days. But now he could gain one level in just one day.


  It was a feat that could be achieved thanks to moving hunting grounds. And he was able to move hunting grounds thanks to the Thorn of Deep Grievance, so the power of items was really amazing.


  ‘It was worth investing 2.5 million gold. This is a completely new world!’


  The number one spot in the swordsman rankings was guarded by Zirkan. Zirkan was an overwhelming presence so it was hard to take first place, but Ibellin would soon be able to take second place if he kept growing like this.


  “Just wait, Lauel!”


  Ibellin started Satisfy two months later than his other guild members due to finishing his studies. So he wasn’t included when the Tzedakah Guild debuted and instead became one of the 10 Rookies.


  Until then, Ibellin had been confident that he was the best among the 10 Rookies. He never doubted it as one of the Tzedakah Guild. But what was this?


  Lauel debuted in the top 10 of the qigong master’s rankings when Ibellin was 9th place in the swordsman rankings. Now Lauel was 1st in the qigong master rankings and 178th on the unified rankings. On the other hand, Ibellin was  3rd on the swordsman rankings and 199th on the unified rankings.


  Ibellin saw Lauel on a TV interview and realized that they were the same age. This was a very shocking event for Ibellin, who had the strongest self-esteem among his peers.


  Since then, Ibellin recognized Lauel as a rival and strived to surpass him. But this wasn’t an easy task. If he took one step closer, the opponent would take two steps. Thus, Ibellin could feel his limitations. He couldn’t deny that Lauel was superior to himself.


  However, then he got his hands on the Thorn of Deep Grievance.


  ‘Items are also part of our abilities…! Lauel, this time I will be ahead of you!’


  ***


  {Grid! You came ~^0^~}


  {I’ve missed you so much!}


  {A half day without you is like 10 years… I was desperately waiting for you to come!}


  The guild chat window went crazy as soon as Grid connected to the game.


  The guild members welcomed Grid like they were reuniting with a separated lover after a long time.


  It was all for one reason.


  {Make my items quickly!}


  {I’m dizzy because I want a legendary rated item ㅠㅠ}


  {Me first! Grid, if you make a legendary item for me, I will shoot up to the top 20 right away!}


  ‘Please make my items!’


  That’s what the guild members really longed for. Right now, Grid was a very important and irreplaceable figure.


  “Huhuhut… They are prisoners of my items.”


  As Grid was laughing and feeling pleased, Ibellin appeared in the guild chat window.


  {Brothers, Sisters. Do you think it is so easy for Grid to make a legendary item? ^^ Don’t bother Grid. ^^}


  {What? Ibellin, you raised your level again? Hasn’t it only been one day?}


  {Yup! ^^ I moved my hunting grounds. ^^ My experience is rising quickly ~ ^^ Previously I worked hard and only gained 1 level in 5 days ~ ^^ This is the true power of items ^^ ㅋ It is all thanks to Grid. ^^}


  {Hey… No matter how excited you are, stop using  ^^ <-… It is bad luck.}


  {I’m really envious ㅡ ㅡ I was envious when Pon got a unique item, but Ibellin’s is even better. Sooner or later, won’t you reach the second ranking?}


  {A legendary item is really… I want to have one as well ㅠㅠ}


  After joining the guild, Grid had only produced Pon’s spear and Ibellin’s Thorn. Both of them were finished with a unique and legendary rating, so the expectations of the guild members were too high.


  Grid couldn’t unconditionally make unique or legendary items, but the guild members were hoping for at least unique items. Grid was worried about making a normal or rare item, so he told them in advance.


  {I don’t think I can make unique or legendary items often. In fact, two out of three Gale Spears were completed with an epic rating and one of Ibellin’s Thorns had a rare rating. I also often make normal or rare items. So keep in mind that your items might be completed as a rare or epic rating.}


  {Yes, that’s right. Let’s calm down. Didn’t we want epic items from Grid in the first place? Let’s not lose sight of things. In addition, items made by Grid are unconditionally better than other items of the same level, regardless of their rating. It is enough, even if a rare rating appears.}


  {Yes… If we are lucky, one day we will receive unique or legendary items.}


  As the excitement of the guild members settled down, Jishuka decided who the next item would be produced for.


  {Grid, this time I want you to make armor for Vantner.}


  Vantner vetoed it.


  {Armor? Why armor? Stop! I don’t need armor! I want a weapon! Make a weapon! A weapon allows me to hunt faster and I can level up!}


  {Shut up Vantner. Isn’t your current weapon good enough thanks to Grid? It is a good weapon, even if it can’t be compared with Pon’s or Ibellin’s. And you are a tanker. Right now, you are useless in raids. ^^}


  {ㅠㅠ Master…}


  {What? Do you have something to say?}


  {No… I don’t…}


  Not just Vantner, but all members regardless of age and gender, submitted to Jishuka. They normally acted as family and friends, but once an order dropped, they would follow it unconditionally. It showed how much the guild members trusted Jishuka.


  {I already have an armor production method. But I haven’t yet obtained all the necessary materials. It will take up to half a day. Until then, feel free to do whatever you want.}


  “Half a day…”


  It was ambiguous to make one item in half a day.


  “Should I hunt for the first time in a while? The place I wanted to see…”


  ***


  There were hunting grounds of various levels in Winston, ranging from those for beginners and those for rankers.


  The hunting ground most popular among users above level 150 was the Golem’s Labyrinth. The golems in the labyrinth were designed by a magician to protect his hidden treasures, so it was suitable to make money due to all the magic stones and minerals dropping. The experience was also worth it.


  But there was a fundamental problem. Golems had a strong defense and were almost immune to physical attacks. So the Golem’s Labyrinth was nothing more than a private hunting ground for magicians.


  Most parties consisted of either magicians and healers or a paladin, magician, and healer. No physical attackers could be found at all. In this place, there was one person who came alone and was holding a greatsword.


  People laughed at him.


  “Hey Mister, did you come here to hunt?”


  “Yes.”


  “Ha? Really? Without a party?”


  “I like solo play…”


  “Pfff!”


  “Kilkil! A beginner!”


  People started laughing at the greatsword wielding man. A warrior who came to hunt golems alone seemed to be lacking common sense. On the one hand, the greatsword wielding man didn’t care about the people laughing at him.


  Dozens of people watched as he approached the golem with loud footsteps. Then he stabbed with his greatsword without delay.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Kill!”


  Peeeeeong!


  “…!”


  It was an incredible sight. The giant iron golem, which couldn’t be damaged even by dozens of swords, went flying towards one side of the wall from one blow of the greatsword? The crowd was stunned. Someone shouted,


  “W-Wait a minute…! That helmet and black greatsword…! Isn’t he the human butcher who smashed the Giant Guild on his own, instantly boosting himself into fame?”


  “T-That’s right! I see it now! The Cruel Butcher!”


  “Kyaaak! He actually looks scarier!”


  “Wow… Really dirty… He really did shatter the Giant Guild alone.”


  Meanwhile, the helmet-wearing Grid was confused as he held the greatsword.


  ‘Its health only decreased by half, even though I used Kill? This is really hard.’


  Kill was a deadly blow. In addition, Dainsleif dealt more damage the higher the opponent’s defense was. So Grid thought he could easily hunt the golems. But he was wrong. The golems of the labyrinth were much harder than Grid expected.


  ‘However, I have a method.’


  Grid put away Dainsleif and pulled out a pickaxe from his inventory. It was the finest pickaxe made directly by him. He had 100% understanding of the pickaxe, so red dots started appearing all over the golem’s body.


  Grid aimed his pickaxe at the red dots. Then…


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  [Iron ore has been acquired.]


  [Deluxe Iron ore has been acquired.]


  [Three damaged orichalcum has been acquired.]


  Except for the magic stones that served the role of an engine, the golem was made up of only minerals! He was a legendary blacksmith and had 100% understanding of the pickaxe, so the golems were just a mine in front of Grid who was an excellent miner.


  “…What the hell is this?”


  Every time the golem was hit by the pickaxe, minerals would drop, causing the users to become amazed at the sight. They could barely hunt the golems when pouring out magic, so Grid hunting them with a pickaxe was an unreasonable sight.


  “Just one time…”


  A paladin user who had a miner side job happily caught a golem passing by before pulling out a pickaxe and hitting the golem hard.


  Chaaeng!


  “…Kkeok!”


  The paladin user screamed and grabbed his wrist that felt like it was broken after hitting the golem with a pickaxe. The golem wasn’t even scratched as it turned its head to verify the paladin and struck out.


  Meanwhile, Grid approached another golem and started mining after knocking it down. Minerals once again poured out from the golem. Grid was excited as he exclaimed,


  “Kukukuk…! What is this? It is really good! Kuahahahat!”


  Grid’s face was covered by the skull helmet and he seemed like a psychopath as he kept swinging the pickaxe at the golems. The users were terrified.


  “What, so scary…”


  People were wary of him because Grid had the power to one-sidedly kill the Giant Guild. The distance increased until they were no longer in danger, and then they fled.


  Thanks to the wide labyrinth, Grid was left alone.


  However, Grid didn’t pay attention to his surroundings because he was fully absorbed in collecting minerals. He collected more minerals than he originally aimed for because he was alone. He also gained a level.


  Then a whisper from Jishuka came.


  –Grid, the preparation of the materials is over.


  “Okay, I will go back now.”


  Grid hummed at his inventory full of minerals and left the labyrinth. No, he was going to leave but he got lost in the labyrinth.  


  “No, damn! What is this? Why is this place so complicated? Where have all the people gone? Damn! Even if I want to ask for directions, I can’t because there are no people! This #^%!$~#!”


  Grid wandered around for a while. But no matter how much he wandered, he couldn’t find the exit to the labyrinth and eventually called the guild.


  {I’m in the Golem’s Labyrinth, can someone come and help me?}


  “Huh?”


  Grid had been leaning against a wall while chatting, and his eyes suddenly widened. It was because the wall was collapsing.


  “W-What? Aaaaack~~!


  Grid’s body fell down along with the wall.


  Kuuong!


  “Cough! Cough! Huh?”


  Grid was struggling with the pain of falling when he suddenly shivered. He raised his head and saw a golem that was at least five times the size of the other golems in the labyrinth.


  “…What?”


  Kuweeeeeoh!


  [The Guardian of the Labyrinth has woken up from a long sleep.]


  [The magical traps set up by the Great Magician Braham has been triggered.]


  [You have suffered 205,100 damage.]


  [You have suffered 399,000 damage.]


  [You have suffered 174,340 damage.]


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  Pepeng! Kakakakak!


  The magic traps were continuously activated and all types of attribute attacks hit Grid. However, Grid became invincible due to his passive activation and survived all the attacks. Fortunately, the traps finished before Grid’s invincibility duration was over.


  Finally, the Guardian of the Labyrinth moved. Grid took the highest quality health potion and made a grim expression.


  ‘The invincible passive’s cooldown time is one day. Losing my insurance at the start is the very worst.’


  He couldn’t see a way to escape. Grid decided that he needed to defeat the Guardian of the Labyrinth to escape and grabbed Dainsleif.
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  He couldn’t see a way to escape. Grid decided that he needed to defeat the Guardian of the Labyrinth to escape, and grabbed Dainsleif. Then he took advantage of his high agility to leap up the wall.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship…!”


  Grid used the sword dance while in the air! Then he appeared in front of the guardian’s face and stabbed Dainsleif in deeply.


  “Kill!”


  Peeeeeong!


  [Critical!]


  [The Best Gauntlets option effect is activated, causing you to attack the target twice.]


  [You have dealt 68,700 damage.]


  Kuwaaah!


  The Guardian of the Labyrinth shook after being stabbed with Kill. Thousands of kilograms were pushed back. It was a testament to the tremendous weight behind Kill.


  “Okay! I can do it!”


  Kill was a skill that dealt 1,500% of the caster’s current damage. It was unfortunate that it was a single target skill, but the attack power was the best among all existing skills in Satisfy. It was also the skill that dealt the last blow to Malacus. Even if it was a boss monster, how safe could the guardian be after being hit directly in the face?


  Grid landed on the ground and shouted excitedly.


  “I dealt nearly 70,000 damage in one blow! It’s possible! I can knock him down!”


  Before falling here. Grid had hunted dozens of golems in the labyrinth and found that the golems had an average health of 80,000. The golems had extremely low health in exchange for their defense.


  Based on that, he guessed that the Guardian of the Labyrinth had low health like the golems. But what was this?


  “Eh?”


  Grid had been grinning at the thought of succeeding in a one-man raid, only to suddenly stiffen with astonishment. He had confirmed the health gauge of the Guardian of the Labyrinth.


  “This is nonsense… His blood barely decreased?”


  That’s right. The Guardian of the Labyrinth had high defense and high health. This was Grid’s strongest attack skill. No, Kill was one of the strongest attack skills in Satisfy and it was even a critical hit, but only 1/15th of the guardian’s health was decreased.


  ‘Using simple calculations, I have to hit it with Kill 15 times. It also needs a critical attack every time…’


  As it happened, the cooldown time for Kill was 500 seconds. But Grid felt surprisingly positive.


  ‘Kill isn’t the only skill I have!’


  Grid pulled out the Ideal Dagger. Then he aimed Wind Blast at the bottom of the Guardian of the Labyrinth.


  [You have dealt 1 damage.]


  Wind Blast’s attack power was unable to even scratch the Guardian of the Labyrinth. It was unable to penetrate the high defense. But Grid wasn’t disappointed. In the first place, Wind Blast was only used to block the guardian’s gaze.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link!”


  While the guardian was paying attention to Wind Blast, Grid used Quick Movements to approach the guardian and wielded Dainsleif eight times.


  Jjejeong! Jjang! Jjejejeok!


  Link had a shorter casting time, less mana cost, and a shorter cooldown time than Kill. It was also a skill that dealt 500% of his attack power. It was weaker than Kill, but it was efficient and strong compared to other skills.


  Link should be able to inflict damage on the guardian. Grid thought like this, but reality was quite different. Link’s damage couldn’t penetrate the guardian’s high defense.


  [You have dealt 3,500 damage.]


  “Shit! Isn’t this difference too much?”


  Grid was confused because the damage wasn’t applied properly due to the overwhelming defense. His confidence declined rapidly.


  ‘Can I really catch this monster?’


  Kuuong!


  The Guardian of the Labyrinth took one step towards Grid. Grid had secured a safe distance, but the guardian was so big that it narrowed the distance in just one step.


  Kuwaaah!


  The Guardian of the Labyrinth roared and brought down its huge hand. It was like Grid was a fly. 


  Kwaang!


  It was fortunate that the golem’s movement speed was slow. Grid easily avoided the attack of the guardian. The guardian’s hand struck the ground. The entire underground space shook, causing Grid to wobble.


  ‘This is a complete earthquake…!’


  Grid lost his balance while the guardian’s hand came flying towards him again.


  Kwaang! Kwaang! Kwaaaaang!


  “Aaaaack~!”


  It was like the palm of Buddha. Every time Grid escaped an attack, the guardian’s hand would strike the walls or ground, causing stones to fall from the ceiling and threaten Grid. Then the wide underground space became quite limited. The collapsed walls and debris from the ceiling was to blame.


  “I’m screwed.”


  As the space narrowed, his avenues of retreat decreased. There was now a limit to how much he could dodge. 


  Kwaaaaah!


  The guardian roared in a way that indicated it was the end. Then it swung both hands at the same time. Huge hands flying from both the left and the right! The size of one hand was twice as big as Grid, so his visibility was blocked when the big hands came flying from both sides.


  ‘It’s impossible to avoid. There is no hole to escape into.’


  He could defend with the Divine Shield, but it seemed like the shield would break. At that moment. The urgent cry of a woman was heard from the broken ceiling where Grid fell.


  “Grid!”


  The woman calling out to Grid was Jishuka. She came to pick Grid up because he was lost in the labyrinth. Then she had rushed over when Grid didn’t reply in the guild chat and felt the shockwave.


  And now.


  She arrived to witness Grid’s moment of death.


  “He can’t avoid this.”


  Vantner muttered from beside Jishuka as Grid seemed to be swallowed by both hands. That’s right. Grid’s death was natural. How could a non-magician exert any power against that giant golem in the first place? Grid was helpless. It was just questionable on how stupid Grid was to deal with this monster alone. 


  Then something amazing happened.


  “If I can’t avoid it, then I should confront it.”


  They heard Grid’s voice.


  Pachichik!


  A red spark occurred around Grid just before he was swallowed by the guardian’s hands. And…


  Kakakakak!


  A red lightning bolt appeared from the ceiling and fell towards the guardian’s head.


  Chwachachachak!


  The body of the guardian convulsed like it was experiencing an electric shock and then it stopped moving. It turned bright red for a moment.  The red lightning bolt seemed to have a much higher voltage than normal lightning bolts.


  Jishuka and Vantner were shocked as they watched from above.


  “Magic? Grid can use magic?”


  “Red lightning…? This is the first time I’ve seen such magic.”


  And Grid was clearly unharmed. Grid escaped through the gaps caused by the paused guardian and smiled.


  “Isn’t this effect quite good?”


  A red bead the size of a small skull was in his left hand. It was the Red Lightning Summoning Bead that he obtained after raiding the frostlight orc chief. The treasure had been lying in his inventory and saved Grid’s life at this moment.


  Pachichik! Pachik!


  The red sparks surrounded Dainsleif. It was a chance to get revenge on the monster in front of him. Before he knew it, the cooldown time of Kill was over. Grid started his sword dance.


  Peeeeeong!


  [Critical!]


  [The Best Gauntlets option effect is activated, causing you to attack the target twice.]


  [You have dealt 141,000 damage.]


  Dainsleif was temporarily a magic sword due to the lightning attribute. The Guardian of the Labyrinth had extremely high physical defense and low magic defense. Grid’s Kill dealt two times more damage than before.


  “Too strong!”


  “His strength is just a scam.”


  Jishuka and Vantner thought it was absurd as 1/10th of a boss monster’s health decreased with just one blow. The Guardian of the Forest became nervous because of the unexpected damage and swung its left and right arms more quickly than before.


  “Yes! Come on, you bastard!”


  This time, Grid didn’t try to escape. He fought back with Dainsleif.


  Jjang! Jjaaang! Kwaang!


  The energy of the red lightning within Dainsleif was truly great. The guardian’s arms turned red every time it encountered Dainsleif and smoke rose. Some parts even stiffened. The Guardian of the Labyrinth panicked. As it prepared to retreat, Grid pulled out his blacksmith hammer. Then he hit the guardian’s arm.


  Kaaang!


  “…Hah!”


  Grid scoffed. The guardian’s body was being transformed by the hammering. 


  ‘Isn’t this similar to forging smelted minerals?’


  This was great!


  Kaaang! Kaaang! Kaaang!


  Grid moved all over the guardian and kept hammering the arms. Then a sudden change in the guardian’s arms was seen. The wrist and elbow joints disappeared, while the five fingers were flattened. Now the guardian’s arms were nothing more than heavy pillars.


  Kuoh?


  The guardian was perplexed as its arms didn’t work as intended. The guardian swung its arms at random. The underground space was now in a state of perfect collapse. If this was to be Grid’s grave, he was determined to die with the guardian. Therefore, he took out a mana recovery potion. Then he started a new sword dance.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcend.”


  It was a skill he never tried to use because of a lack of mana. But he had invested his stats in intelligence with every level up and he also had Malacus’ Cloak, giving him enough mana to use this skill.


  [Transcend]


  A sword dance that transcends imagination.


  Your attack power is doubled and your default attacks will turn into ranged attacks.


  The air around Grid quickly reversed.


  Kuoooooh.


  It was like gravity was reversing. Grid’s hair rose like the heroes of old anime and stones floated in the air. In the center of it, Grid wielded Dainsleif. Then a dark energy blade shot forward.
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  In the center of it, Grid wielded Dainsleif. Then a dark energy blade shot forward.


  Peeeong!


  Kuwaaah!


  The guardian was confused by its deformed arms and screamed when its face was hit.


  “Hoh?”


  What was this reaction to just one hit? Grid grinned at the power of Transcend. Then he wielded Dainsleif again.


  Papat!


  Two blades flew forward in a cross shape and hit the guardian’s chest.


  Kuweeeeeoh!


  The guardian was in more pain. Grid laughed as he saw it and brandished Dainsleif diagonally. The blades bent like a whip and accurately hit the back of the guardian’s neck. Grid’s black energy swords continued flying forward.


  Kwang! Kwaang! Kwa kwa kwang!


  [You have dealt 4,100 damage.]


  [You have dealt 3,730 damage.]


  [You have dealt 4,450 damage.]


  Dainsleif’s attack power was doubled due to the red lightning. Grid’s attacks were more powerful than the previous Link skill. He also had a different skill that could be used without any restrictions.


  “Blacksmith’s Rage!”


  [Blacksmith’s Rage has been activated. Your attack power and attack speed will increase significantly for 20 seconds.]


  Grid triggered Blacksmith’s Rage and started his full-fledged rampage towards the guardian.


  “Die! Die! Die! Puhahahat!”


  Pepepepeok!


  [You have dealt 5,500 damage.]


  [You have dealt 5,350 damage.]


  [The Best Gauntlets option effect is activated, causing you to attack the target twice.]


  [You have dealt 10,940 damage.]


  [You have dealt 5,900 damage.]


  Kwaaaaah!


  It was a one-sided battle. Due to the constantly flying swords, the Guardian of the Labyrinth couldn’t approach Grid. 


  If its arms were fine, it could’ve used defensive maneuvers with both arms. However, the deformed arms were unable to move as it wanted due to Grid’s hammering. It was just a sandbag without being able to defend.


  Kuoooh!


  A shockwave occurred every time the guardian was hit, increasing the collapse of this space. Jishuka was nervous as she watched the battle from the ceiling.


  “Grid is still in danger.” Vantner asked Jishuka. “Shouldn’t we help? Why are we staying still?”


  Jishuka was also a physical damage dealer. But her attack power was unmatched. Her arrows could deal great damage to the Guardian of the Labyrinth. And right now, Jishuka was in the perfect position for sniping. It was natural to question why Jishuka was just watching instead of helping.


  Jishuka explained, “Of course, I can help but… I think Grid will become angry at me. Isn’t that right?” 


  Vantner hit his forehead. Then he nodded at her words.


  “Yes, that seems correct when thinking about his personality. It’s obvious that he’ll be angry if someone interferes in the middle and takes his experience.”


  “Yes, and Grid alone seems to be sufficient. I just want him to hurry a little bit.”


  Jishuka grasped that the Guardian of the Labyrinth was at a level lower than the Guardian of the Forest. The high defense, health and attack power was equal or higher than the Guardian of the Forest, but the Guardian of the Labyrinth had a fatal weakness.


  ‘It has no skills.’


  That’s right. Jishuka had watched for a while and noticed the Guardian of the Labyrinth hadn’t used a single skill. The Guardian of the Forest possessed all sorts of tricky skills such as wide area stun and summoning golems, but the Guardian of the Labyrinth was just a lump of metal with high stats.


  Jishuka shouted towards Grid from the top of the underground space.


  “Look behind the guardian. Do you see a small cave? If the space seems to collapse, run away through there!”


  “Okay!”


  Grid received the information and walked towards the guardian. He continued firing his swords at the guardian, so it couldn’t fight back against Grid.


  “It’s overwhelming firepower.”


  “His damage and durability is superior in all respects.”


  Jishuka and Vantner felt assured.


  ‘That guy, he didn’t use all his skills during the Malacus raid or against the Giant Guild.’


  ‘With Grid’s power, is it possible for him to win against Regas?’


  On the other hand, the Guardian of the Labyrinth backed away against a wall.


  ‘There.’


  Kuwuong.


  He saw the entrance of a small cave in the wall that the guardian fell against. Grid used Quick Movements and wielded Dainsleif. A sword aura flew and hit the guardian’s eyes.


  Kuoooh!


  The guardian’s eyes blazed red from the lightning. Then Grid appeared in front of it.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  The duration of Transcend was over. Then the cooldown time of Link was over.


  “Link!”


  Jjejeong! Jjang! Jjeejeeeong!


  When Grid first learned Link, he had only been able to wield his sword six times. Once he became accustomed to it, he could wield it eight times. Then he grew in battle and it increased to 10 times.


  Ku…wooh!


  The Guardian of the Labyrinth was hit by 10 red lightning blades and fell to its knees.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship…!”


  Grid jumped in the air and squeezed all his strength into Dainsleif.


  “Kill!”


  Puoook!


  The black greatsword penetrated the head of the guardian. Then notification windows flashed in front of Grid.


  [You have defeated the Great Magician Braham’s Guardian of the Labyrinth!]


  [180 gold has been acquired.]


  [90 deluxe iron ore have been acquired.]


  [33 pieces of black iron have been acquired.]


  [45 pieces of orichalcum have been acquired.]


  [3 Deluxe Magic Stones have been acquired.]


  [Braham’s Treasure Chest Key has been acquired.]


  [45,350,000 experience has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  During the Malacus raid, Grid had 17 people in his party. Therefore, the amount of experience gained was small due to the distribution of experience points. But now he gained so much experience because he succeeded in the raid alone.


  Grid’s level, which had been 106 due to hunting the golems in the labyrinth, jumped to 114 at once. In addition, Grid gained dozens of expensive black iron and Orichalcum, but his expression wasn’t good.


  “Apart from the experience, the rewards are garbage…”


  He was really disappointed. Shouldn’t a boss monster drop at least one unique item?


  ‘The boss has high stats and no special attack skills, but… Shouldn’t it give items because it’s a boss?’


  The Guardian of the Labyrinth didn’t use any skills from the beginning to its death. Swinging the arms was its only attack pattern, so it couldn’t do anything after the arms were deformed. But there was still a part to consider.


  Jishuka and Vantner didn’t know this, but didn’t Grid activate dozens of Braham’s magic traps when he first fell into this space?


  It was virtually impossible to react to such sudden traps. The damage was in the hundreds of thousands. Grid only survived because of his passive, but other users would have unconditionally died from those traps.


  The traps were included in the raid so even if the Guardian of the Labyrinth was weak, the difficulty of the raid itself was higher than the one against Malacus. Yet the rewards for the raid were only production materials?


  ‘Of course, black iron and orichalcum are expensive but… I was hoping for items that were more special.’


  Kurururung.


  Then the space started collapsing around Grid. Grid moved past the remains of the guardian and into the small cave. Then he saw it. Three boxes were placed next to each other inside the cave!


  “Ohhh!”


  Grid was reminded of Braham’s Treasure Chest Key that the Guardian of the Labyrinth dropped.


  “Puhahahat! This is it! The real reward is actually separate!”


  Grid stood in front of the three boxes.


  The first box was ornately embellished and shone brightly. It was suitable to be called a treasure chest. On the other hand, the second box was scratched all over and the design was plain. Nothing special could be seen. And finally, the third box. It was just an old wooden box.


  There was only one key!


  A regular person would think the ornate treasure chest was a trick and that the old box was the real treasure. No, an ordinary box without any features might not be the true treasure chest. This would cause deep thoughts.


  But Grid was simple. 


  “Of course, this shining box is the treasure chest! Worrying over a decision will just advertise my indecisiveness!”


  Grid pulled out Braham’s Treasure Chest Key from his inventory. Then he placed the key in the ornate box.


  Ssik!


  Grid was smiling with confidence. He inserted the key into the treasure chest without any worries. The box responded by opening widely. 


  “Ohhhh!”


  There was a brilliant flash of light and the contents were revealed! Grid gulped with anticipated. Then he frowned.


  “…What’s this?”


  There were neither colourful treasures or rare items in the box. There was only one egg. That’s right. It wasn’t the egg of a particular monster or animal, it was just an egg. It was an ordinary egg based on its size, shape and color.


  “…?”


  Grid was speechless. He fought the monster and reached here, only to end up with an egg?


  “…”


  Grid’s body shook. He finally couldn’t suppress his anger and cried out.


  “Damn! How rotten! What the hell?! This egg won’t even appease my hunger! No, why is an egg in a treasure chest in the first place? Does this make sense, damn operators? If you are going to create a game, think about it a little bit.”


  He had forgotten because of his recent bout of luck.


  “… Yes, originally I was unlucky.”


  Was this a sign that his unhappiness would start again? Grid looked scared then he sighed. He looked at the remaining two boxes with a grouchy expression.


  “The real treasure is in one of those boxes…” Looking back, he had been too naive. “I should’ve opened the old box… Hah…”


  He looked at the first box to see if he could recycle the used key, but it had already been destroyed.


  “I don’t want to go back like this… Wait.”


  Grid suddenly had an idea. He started it without any delay.


  “Item creation!”


  [What item do you want to create?]


  Grid replied to the system’s question.


  “A key.”


  That’s right. Grid was going to create a master key in order to open the remaining two boxes. The Item Creation skill had a limited number of uses, so he needed to be careful, but Grid was fully aware of this after creating Failure.


  ‘Having a universal key that can open anything will permanently benefit me in the future. It is too good to pass up, even if I need to consume one slot.’


  Treasure chests were an important element in games. In particular, players of RPGs and adventure games were obliged to carry keys for treasure chests. They made contact with countless boxes during their adventures. What if there was a master key that could open all types of boxes? It would be truly perfect. He would be able to gain all types of rewards every time he encountered a box.


  It was the same with Satisfy.


  ‘A master key is needed.’


  [Have you decided?]


  The determined Grid nodded.


  “Yes.”


  [What materials would you like to use?]


  Braham’s key was made using black iron. Black iron was also the material Dainsleif was made of.


  ‘The durability of black iron is special. If I make it with black iron, I can use it semi-permanently.’


  Braham’s key was disposable due to the nature of the event, but Grid’s key would be different. Grid made his decision.


  “Black iron.”


  [Please design the item.]


  “Hrmm.”


  From here, Grid was cautious. What should be the appearance of the master key that could open anything? Grid worried about it. It wasn’t easy to decide. Suddenly, he remembered the thieves in the dramas, movies and anime that he watched.


  ‘Wire…!”


  The thieves. Couldn’t skillful thieves pick all types of locks with just two wires? Even if he saw it in a movie, it might actually be possible. In the end, Grid drew two pieces of wire on the blueprint. It was too thin, so he deleted it and drew it again. After drawing a cylindrical pillar design, he punched a small hole in the centre and connected two wires there. 


  It was very sloppy but Grid was satisfied and clicked the complete button. Then the system gave him one last chance as usual.


  [Have you decided? When you complete the blueprint, the number of available creation skill will decrease by one.]


  “I have decided!” Grid energetically replied.


  At the same time, all types of numbers and letters appeared all over the blueprint. After a while, the blueprint was completed.


  [Please describe the characteristics of the item.]


  “An incredible scientifically designed key that can open all types of locks!”


  [Please name the item.]


  Next was the name.


  “Master Key!”


  [Have you decided on ‘Master Key?’]


  “Yes!”


  Yiing~


  The finished hologram of the Master Key appeared in front of Grid, along with the description.


  [Master Key]


  A key made of black iron. The form is a little ambiguous to be called a key. When hung around the neck, it looks like a necklace. When placed around the wrist, it looks like a bracelet. 


  The appearance is very poor, but it is made of excellent materials. In addition, the performance is surprisingly spectacular. It can open many types of locks.


  * The higher the user’s dexterity, the more types of locks that can be opened.  


  Conditions of Use:  More than 300 dexterity.


  “That’s it!”


  The result was a great success. Wasn’t Grid also number one in dexterity? 


  “This is an item for me! Puhahat.”


  Now he simply needed to make it. But in order to do that, smelting black iron was necessary. He would need to go back to the smithy. Grid didn’t want to do that.


  ‘I was lost in this labyrinth. It was a coincidence that I fell here. Will I be able to find my way back? And what if this cave entirely disappears while I am gone? It’s a treasure trove, so it won’t be easily exposed to others… Maybe there is a time limit that will make it disappear?’


  Then he heard Jishuka’s voice from behind him.


  “Grid! Are you safe?”


  She was worried after Grid didn’t exit the cave for a long time. Then Grid smiled widely.


  “Was it Phoenix Arrow…? It seems to have a fairly high temperature…”


  Jishuka’s Phoenix Arrow was the ultimate attack that she showed during the Malacus raid. The fire arrow was reminiscent of a gigantic phoenix and seething lava emerged where it exploded. It was a skill that dealt tremendous damage, but Jishuka didn’t often use it because it consumed 100% of her mana. But now, Grid forced Jishuka.


  “Jishuka, do you see me right outside the cave? Please fire Phoenix Arrow there.”


  “What?”


  Jishuka frowned. He wanted her to use her skill where there was nothing? She thought Grid was crazy. Grid saw that she didn’t understand and explained.


  “I need fire right now to smelt minerals. Just a minute. I need to make a small item.”


  “… Are you saying that you want to use my Phoenix Arrow to make a fire?”


  “That’s right.”


  “…” 


  The ultimate technique of an expert archer was being used to smelt minerals? Jishuka felt ashamed. She bit her lower lip and trembled as Grid drove it in.


  “You aren’t in a position to refuse my request. Do you understand? There are many guilds who would welcome me.” 


  “…”


  “It isn’t that hard, is it? Don’t be so proud.”


  Grid was no longer timid in front of her. He was flexible enough to take advantage of people. Jishuka felt like he was a completely different person compared to the Grid she met a fortnight ago. It was rather reassuring.


  “Okay.”


  It was better to help each other.


  ‘Grid is a blacksmith who can make legendary items. Helping him produce an item isn’t a bad thing.’


  Jishuka thought as positively as possible as she aimed her bow towards the remnant of the underground space. Then she warned Grid.


  “Pay attention to the impact.”


  Hwaruruk!


  A small fire appeared at the end of the arrow and suddenly became a gigantic fireball. Then Jishuka called out.


  “Phoenix Arrow!”


  Kaaaaaack!


  Was this the cry of a pterodactyl? A huge scream echoed through the cave, hurting Grid’s ears. As he was in pain, the flaming bird flew out of the cave, leaving a burning path behind it. Then it instantly disappeared.


  Grid identified the place that was burning and ran towards it with a bright expression. He pulled out an anvil and hammer and started smelting black iron. Meanwhile, Jishuka had 100% of her mana drained and leaned against the wall while feeling dizzy.


  “My special move is being used like this… It really doesn’t feel good.”


  On the other hand, Vantner had seen what happened and was gazing at Grid with envy.


  ‘Being able to deal with Jishuka like this… This is the first time I’ve met a man like you Grid! You’re great!’
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  Approximately 10 minutes later. After hammering a few times while squatting in front of the lava, Grid stood up and cheered.


  “Good! It’s complete!”


  Jishuka and Vantner asked from where they were watching on the side.


  “Already? What is it?”


  It wasn’t possible to know the identity of the item made by Grid. Who would imagine a small cylindrical object with two wires attached was a key?


  “Watch.”


  Grid confidently entered the cave. Then he chose the old wooden box among the two remaining and he placed the wire… No, he inserted the key.


  “Open!”


  Due to making numerous items, Grid’s dexterity was now over 1,600. Considering that Khan was known as the best blacksmith in the north and he had around 600 dexterity, Grid’s dexterity was unique. And the Master Key was an item affected by dexterity. As long as Grid used this key, there was no lock that couldn’t be opened.


  Clink!


  The rusty padlock on the old wooden box was released with a loud sound. Then a bright purple light came from the open box.


  “Ohh!!”


  Grid cheered as he verified what was inside the box.


  [Braham’s Boots]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 140/150    Defense: 130


  Movement Speed: +10%


  * 20% reduction in skill cooldown time.


  * The skill ‘Fly’ will be generated.


  Boots that Great Magician Braham loved.


  The boots go to just below the knee, but they aren’t inconvenient because they are made of griffon leather.


  The black iron guards gives off a wonderful appearance and has high defense. The pattern of silver embroidered clouds adds a classic charm.


  It is imbued with Braham’s mysterious magic.


  User Restriction: Level 240 or higher.


  Weight: 50


  Pagma’s Swordsmanship was made up of the strongest skill tree. But each skill had a fatal drawback in the long cooldown time. In particular, Kill and Transcend were the two most powerful skills, but their cooldown time was too long. Therefore, they couldn’t be used efficiently.


  The option of a 20% reduction in skill cooldown time on Braham’s Boots was like a brilliant light for Grid.


  ‘Furthermore, Fly magic is attached…’


  Wasn’t Fly an exclusive skill of a few magicians?


  [Fly]


  Summons invisible wings of magic power to fly like a bird. 


  Flying speed is proportional to the caster’s magic power. There are no restrictions on height, but be careful about oxygen deficiency.


  Skill Mana Cost: 2 per second.


  “Kuk…!”


  Vantner enthusiastically urged Grid.


  “Please share the information about the boots with me!”


  Vantner saw that the boots inside the chest clearly had a high value. He wanted to know their performance. Jishuka was the same. She didn’t ask directly like Vantner, but her intensely shining eyes expressed her curiosity. She looked very cute trying to restrain herself.


  “Heh… If you are curious about what I have gained…”


  Grid shared the item information with a boastful expression. Both people saw it and freaked out.


  “Heok… Fly?”


  Magicians had to have their second advancement to acquire flying magic. A user needed to be at least level 200 to get their second advancement. In other words, it meant the number of magicians who had learned flying magic at this point could be counted on one hand.


  Yet anyone who wore these boots could use Fly? It was an extremely rare item!


  “These shoes are really amazing. I can only admire it.”


  “Being able to fly… The options attached are really great. The defense is also excellent, so anyone would covet these boots.” Vantner’s words were sincere. “Can you sell it to me? I have a lot of money. I will buy it for an expensive price. Yes?”


  Imagine it! The ability to fly freely in the sky! It was a rare opportunity to buy a privilege that only senior magicians could enjoy. Vantner sincerely wanted Braham’s Boots. He was willing to invest a fortune.


  In addition, Grid had already tasted the goodness of money. He could clearly feel people’s gazes towards him changing after he drove an expensive car. He received special treatment wherever he went. Grid was able to realize why people bragged with foreign cars and luxury bags.


  ‘Yes, my goal is to be rich.’


  Grid no longer wanted to live like a beggar. He would no longer experience the sadness of having no money. He made so much money that he could eat chicken whenever he wanted, and could add two eggs to ramyun if he wanted. 


  However, there was no need to rush. The debt was already paid and he had a stable income source. He had also bought a car already. In the end, Grid rejected Vantner’s offer.


  “I’m not in a hurry for money… These shoes are very useful for me, so I don’t want to sell it right now.”


  Vantner felt regret.


  “Kuk… Then it can’t be helped.”


  Braham’s Boots’s had a level limit of 240. Grid was only level 114 so it would take him a while to wear it. But Vantner didn’t say anything else. What could he do if the owner didn’t want to sell it?


  ‘Maybe he won’t make my item if I irritate him…’


  Grid patted the shoulder of the depressed Vantner.


  “Don’t worry. Mister, I am going to make your armor, right? I’ll make a great item for you. Of course, as long as you give me a good production method.”


  Grid was confident.  He had already made a unique spear and legendary sword. These words were naturally reassuring.


  Vantner grinned. “That sounds good. The armor production method we have is special~ So I will believe you. But… Why are you calling me Mister? I am the same age as Pon! If you call Pon by his name, why are you calling me Mister?”


  To Grid, Pon looked to be in his late 20’s. On the other hand, Vantner was at least in his 50’s. Vantner seemed like a madman whenever he insisted that he was the same age as Pon. So as usual, Grid dismissed it and approached the last remaining box.


  ‘The most ordinary box…’


  It wasn’t too flashy or too old, just a normal box. What was inside it?


  “I shall check it!”


  Destroying the giant monster and finding treasure chests! Grid was like a hero in a story. The atmosphere was full of excitement as he shouted. Then he pulled out the master key and inserted it. 


  Clink clink.


  “…”


  Grid squirming as he wriggled the wire around in the padlock was very unsightly. Jishuka became enraged as she watched him.


  ‘He really seems like a thief.’


  As she thought about Phoenix Arrow being used to make wires, she became more irate. It happened as Jishuka’s patience was starting to wane.


  Clink!


  The last box finally opened. What treasure would appear?


  Gulp!


  Grid, Jishuka and Vantner gulped with anticipation and tension. Then from inside the box, a sharp streak of light struck Grid’s heart.


  Peeng!


  “…?!”


  It was a sudden accident. Jishuka and Vantner couldn’t react. They were forced to watch as a colleague died under their noses.


  “Grid?”


  “D-Dead?”


  An untimely blow. The speed was too quick. It struck exactly at the heart, so Grid would be fatally wounded. Jishuka was furious as she confirmed that Grid was thrown back.


  “Who dares kill a guild member in front of me?”


  Her sharp gaze was fixed on the iron box. Then white smoke emerged from the box. There was someone inside. Vantner pulled out his twin axes. Then he yelled from next to Jishuka.


  “You! You won’t be safe after touching a Tzedakah Guild member! I’ll make you pay for killing Grid!”


  As Vantner’s scream sounded through the cave, Grid jumped up from where he had been lying.


  “Why are you treating me as someone who is dead?”


  “Grid? Yes?”


  Jishuka and Vantner turned their heads and stared at Grid with surprise. Then they saw an egg floating in front of Grid.


  “What? That egg?”


  It was a really strange sight. Grid shrugged at both of them.


  “I’m not sure…”


  The egg that Grid obtained from the first treasure chest. The shape, color and even weight was perfectly like a normal egg. He threw it into a corner, but it flew over and protected him?


  ‘It isn’t an ordinary egg.’


  Grid recalled the moment when he opened the last box. 


  A light flashed as soon as the box open and a sharp blade of magic power aimed at his heart. Grid fully expected to die. But at that moment, the egg suddenly flew over and protected Grid from the attack.


  It was fast and moved by itself! It also had excellent durability. This wasn’t a mere egg. The egg was obviously a tremendous unique item.


  ‘It isn’t a simple chicken egg but the egg of a mythical creature… Is such a thing possible?’


  Maybe it was a dragon!


  ‘The egg is small, but who knows? Is there any law that a dragon egg can’t be small?’


  Duguen! Duguen! Duguen!


  Maybe he would be the first one to have a dragon as a pet in Satisfy. Grid’s heart thudded in anticipation and it started to resonate throughout the cave.


  Then the eggshell moved! Jjejejeok! It cracked open. What type of life would hatch? Grid watched with a blank expression. The shell was completely peeled off, but the contents weren’t a living creature.


  It was a lump of metal in liquid form. Yes, the lump was exactly the size of the egg. While mercury was silver, this metal was gold. It was like gold water.


  “What is this?”


  Susuk. Sususuk.


  Grid was stunned at the lump of gold in front of him. In the meantime, someone’s shadow appeared from the box that was emitting smoke.
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  Grid was stunned at the lump of gold in front of him. In the meantime, someone’s shadow appeared from the box that was emitting smoke. Jishuka detected it and reflexively attacked.


  Paang!


  She loaded an arrow in less than a second and fired. How would the presence reply to the rapid-fire attack?


  Peng!


  “Eh?”


  “What?”


  Jishuka and Vantner were shocked. The shadow protruding from the box extended a finger and burned Jishuka’s arrow to ashes.


  [I’m not welcome in the world after 300 years? It’s sad.]


  The shadow was a long-haired, handsome man. The eyes that could be seen through the flowing hair were sharp. He looked at Jishuka and Vantner in turn, before looking at Grid like he wasn’t interested in them. 


  ‘This man, he is strong. At minimum, he’s on the same level as Malacus.’


  He had directly invalidated Jishuka’s quick fire attack. Jishuka and Vantner were certain they would lose if they fought. They were relieved that he wasn’t interested in them. But Grid was different. He was unable to grasp the situation and shouted furiously at the one who tried to kill him.


  “You jerk! Why are you trying to kill a person all of a sudden? You lousy bastard! How are you going to take responsibility for your actions? Huh? Heok?”


  Grid, who had pulled out Dainsleif, suddenly winced with fear and backed down. The man who appeared from the box had a transparent body and his feet were floating in the air. He was a ghost.


  “H-Hik…!”


  He thought a person with a flexible body had emerged from the small box, but it was actually a ghost.


  Grid was an army soldier who dedicated himself to his country, but he was sadly weak against ghosts. He was filled with so much fear he thought he would urinate. His face was pale and stricken.


  ‘I should’ve entered the marines!’


  Grid was caught up in a belated regret when the ghost spoke to him.


  [You survived my magic traps. You opened all three boxes that had different types of locks. Since you were protected by the pavranium, are you Pagma’s Descendant?]


  “Pagma’s Descendant? What is that?”


  “Shh. Grid’s quest seems to be progressing. Be quiet and don’t interrupt.”


  Jishuka withdrew to a corner and brought the bewildered Vantner with her. Her eyes were shining as she stared at Grid and the ghost talking.


  ‘This is an opportunity to find out exactly what Grid’s class is.’


  On the other hand, Grid started to recover from seeing a ghost.


  ‘He mentioned Pagma’s Descendant… Is the stagnant class quest going to proceed again?’


  Grid’s spirit had now completely recovered. He took a deep breath and replied.


  “That’s right. I am Pagma’s Descendant. Who are you?”


  The ghost man responded.


  [I was known as the Great Magician Braham. Did you come to the labyrinth that I designed for the minerals? If you are Pagma’s Descendant, you should’ve been interested in this place a long time ago. You don’t seem to have much curiosity and attachment to minerals, unlike Pagma.]


  This ghost claimed to be the legendary great magician, Braham! If Grid interpreted what he was saying, the Golem’s Labyrinth seemed to be a place created for Pagma’s Descendant. It was a very attractive place to Grid because the golems were made of many minerals and the labyrinth itself was a mine. He was able to collect minerals from anywhere in the labyrinth. 


  ‘I would’ve come sooner if I heard about this place earlier… But…’


  It was ludicrous.


  “You made a place like this because you were waiting for me? No, what if I never came here in my whole life?”


  [I’ve created 27 more places like this across the continent. Even if it was delayed, I believed that one day there would be a meeting. Personally, I hoped that the meeting would be sooner.]


  “…So why did you want to meet me?”


  Braham pointed at the metal floating in front of Grid.


  [Its name is pavranium. It is the pinnacle of all minerals created with Pagma’s skill and my magic. It’s harder than the god’s metal adamantium, lighter than mithril, and has a good compatibility with magic power. It also has the outstanding elasticity of jaffa.]


  “What?”


  A mineral containing all the advantages of top-class minerals? If this was true, it could truly be called the peak.


  […It can decide by itself and move with its own will. That is its only drawback.]


  ‘A mineral made by Pagma…’


  Grid no longer heard Braham’s voice. He was lost in the richness and beauty of the pavranium that was floating in the air.


  Could he handle a mineral made by Pagma? He would like to try, even if he failed. What would be the result if he made an item with this mineral? It was a chance to indirectly experience Pagma’s skill through the mineral he created.


  Curiosity dominated Grid. But Braham didn’t like that Grid wasn’t focusing on him. He pointed his narrow finger once more. Then ttak! Flames were generated.  It was the fire that burned Jishuka’s arrow. The fireball flew towards Grid’s face and exploded.


  Kwaang!


  “Crazy..!”


  Once again, the pavranium protected Grid. Grid was safe due to its fast actions, then he gritted his teeth.


  “What? Why are you suddenly attacking me again?”


  Braham’s gaze was directed towards the pavranium, not Grid.


  [That damn piece of metal… You’re still showing favoritism towards the blacksmith.]


  “Hey! What was that? Eh? You are crazy! Why did you attack me all of a sudden?”


  Grid was upset at being ignored. Braham’s gaze shifted back to him. Braham briefly explained why he attacked. 


  [Stay focused.]


  “…”


  It was the attitude of an expensive tutor! Grid didn’t like it, but he focused in order to progress the quest. Then Braham started his explanation.


  [The end of life… I hoped for Pagma to make me something. I only helped Pagma make pavranium so that my wish could be fulfilled. It took us 9 years and 11 months to complete pavranium. But there was a limit. Pagma, who was full of strength and health, died shortly after the completion of pavranium. Even someone who was revered as a legend couldn’t escape the years and died of old age.]


  “…”


  [It was in vain. Everything I hoped to accomplish seemed lost. I visited the dwarves and asked them to make something from the pavranium, but their tiny masses of muscle couldn’t even smelt it. I was desperate! I felt despair!]


  Braham screamed before coming closer to Grid. His eyes were filled with mixed emotions like anger, joy and even madness.


  [But now I met you! Pagma’s Descendant! I want you to achieve the last hope that Pagma couldn’t fulfill! Make it! The Vessel of the Soul! Reward all my efforts to protect the pavranium even after my death!]


  “The Vessel of the Soul?”


  Then a notification window flashed in front of Grid.


  [Pagma’s Descendant]


  Difficulty: Class quest.


  You have surely inherited Pagma’s blacksmith skills, as well as his swordsmanship. 


  But you still don’t know who Pagma was.


  Who was Pagma? If he was simply a blacksmith with good skills, his legends wouldn’t be scattered across the continent.


  Follow the legends of Pagma. If you can collect all of the legends, you will truly understand Pagma and succeed his will. 


  At that moment, a new legend will be born.


  * There is no time limit for this class quest.


  * The legendary class quest has the power to transform Satisfy’s world, according to the result.


  Class Quest Clear Conditions: Complete all linked quests successfully.


  Class Quest Clear Reward: Unknown.


  * Second Class Quest: [Great Magician’s Resurrection.]


  The legendary great magician Braham was a genius. He reigned as the best magician ever since he started learning magic. There was a myth that he survived against the fire dragon Trauka without dying. As he grew old, he started mourning the fact that he was a mortal. Mentally and physically, he had already transcended humanity. Therefore, he wanted to become immortal.


  After much research, he designed the ‘Vessel of the Soul’ that would regenerate his mortal soul into an immortal soul. But the Vessel of the Soul is an object that doesn’t exist in this world and is impossible to create.


  He searched for an entirely new mineral that could be used as a material for the Vessel of the Soul and learned that his old friend Pagma was trying to create a mineral that wasn’t part of this world. He went to Pagma and assisted in the work. The two combined their power and created the mineral called pavranium.


  Braham had no doubts that pavranium could be used to make the Vessel of the Soul. But the only blacksmith who could smelt pavranium was Pagma, who unfortunately died of old age.


  In the end, Braham didn’t achieve his wish!


  He looked forward to the day that Pagma’s Descendant would be born to create the Vessel of the Soul, creating 28 mines and setting up a maze all over the place before he died. Each labyrinth is full of minerals, and he believed that it would be enough to lure Pagma’s Descendant.


  Now 300 years have passed. Out of 28 pieces of Braham’s soul that were sealed in 28 labyrinths, one has finally encountered you.


  Braham wants you to make the Vessel of the Soul. Through the Vessel of the Soul, he will be resurrected with the soul and body of an immortal.


  * Second Class Quest Clear Condition: Create the Vessel of the Soul.


  Second Class Quest Clear Reward: A large amount of pavranium.


  “A large amount of pavranium? This isn’t all of the pavranium?”


  [Didn’t I say that 27 more labyrinths are scattered across the continent? 27 more pavranium also exist. If you make the Vessel of the Soul with that pavranium, I will give you the rest.]


  Adamantium was said to be from the world of the gods. The human world only contained a very small amount, making it the rarest among all minerals. But a large amount of adamantium in the world of the gods couldn’t be ruled out.


  On the other hand, pavranium was an artificially produced mineral. The method of creating it no longer existed in this world. The volume was more limited than adamantium. Not just that, the performance was also superior to adamantium. The opportunity to get such a valuable mineral wasn’t something that Grid could miss. He also had no reason to refuse the class quest.


  Grid easily made a decision and nodded.


  “Okay! I will make the Vessel of the Soul!”


  But there was one problem.


  “How do I make it? Can I just make a rice bowl?”


  [Rice bowl?]


  The Vessel of the Soul that would unite 28 torn pieces of soul and regenerate it into an immortal soul was likened to a rice bowl! The furious Braham wanted to kill Grid right now. But he suppressed it and barely managed to explain.


  [The god of health and wisdom, Judar. The god of war, Dominion. The goddess of light, Rebecca. The god of darkness and pestilence, Yatan. Let them bless the pavranium. After that, use the divine pavranium to make whatever bowl you like, as long as it can hold something. Then bring it to me. Don’t be late.]


  Grid expressed his disapproval.


  “I have to get a blessing from the four gods? How can I do that? In particular, I have a hostile relationship with the Yatan Church.”


  [In the past, I forcefully overpowered each church and asked them to bless it… If that’s impossible, try to figure out another method. Flatter or beg them. Either way, you must do it by any means.]


  Braham seemed like he was going to kill Grid if it wasn’t done. Then his soul started to fade away. He was just one of 28 pieces of soul, so it was difficult to maintain this form for long.


  [Th…en Pag…ma’s Des…cend…ant… I be…lieve in yo…u…]


  It was like watching a video. Braham used his strength to say final words before completely disappearing.


  Grid’s thoughts became busy.


  ‘Thanks to the Malacus raid, my affinity with the Rebecca, Dominion and Judar churches has risen. I don’t know whether this affinity is high or low, but at least I won’t be killed. Yes, the problem is the Yatan Church. Dammit! How can I receive a blessing from God Yatan?’


  On the other hand, Jishuka watched the event quietly and sent a whisper to Laella, the guild’s magician.


  –Do you know the magician called Braham?


  Laella answered immediately.


  -Absolutely. Braham is the strongest magician in history. Most of the magic in Satisfy is created by Braham and he could be called the teacher of all magicians. There is no magician who doesn’t know of Braham.


  –Heh… He is that big? Then what about Pagma? Who is Pagma?


  –Pagma? I’m not sure… This is the first time I’ve heard of him.


  Pagma and Braham were the greatest blacksmith and magician of all time, with numerous legends about them. NPCs were familiar with historical people like Pagma and Braham because they had been studying Satisfy’s history from a young age.


  But it was different for users. Unlike NPCs, users only investigated their own interests.  Jishuka was an archer, so she didn’t know about Braham, while the magician Laella only knew about Braham and was completely unaware of Pagma.


  Jishuka gave an order to Vantner.


  “I want you to investigate who Pagma is.”


  If they knew who Pagma was, they could naturally grasp the identity of Grid, who was Pagma’s Descendant.


  ‘I originally hadn’t planned to dig deeper…’


  Grid was presumed to have a legendary hidden class. She couldn’t miss the chance to know what this class was.


  “Huh?”


  Jishuka’s eyes widened while she was lost in thought. It was because Grid’s body had started to float in the air.


  “Ah! The boots…! How is this possible?”


  Vantner was shocked after discovering that Grid was using Braham’s Boots. Didn’t Braham’s Boots have a level limit of 240? Meanwhile, Grid was only level 114. Originally, Grid shouldn’t be able to wear this item.


  ‘Actually, the cloak Grid is wearing is Malacus’ Cloak… I remember that Malacus’ Cloak has a level limit of 200.’ Jishuka recalled how Grid was able to wield Ibellin’s Thorn of Deep Grievance. ‘Maybe Grid can use all items, regardless of the conditions of use?’


  She kept being surprised the more she knew about Grid. Meanwhile, Grid flew to the ceiling of the collapsed underground space and said to the two of them.


  “I will return to the smithy first.”


  Peeng!


  Grid rose through the top of the ceiling and instantly disappeared from sight. Jishuka and Vantner cried out in admiration.


  “Kuk~~~~~! Amazing!”


  “…It is more amazing than I thought. This game truly is about the power of items. Right?”


  They imagined how awesome Grid looked flying around and wielding a greatsword. Maybe it would cause a big wave. A warrior who could fly had appeared! A warrior taking away the magic of magicians! The headlines continued in a similar manner.


  In fact, he was a blacksmith.




  Chapter 115


  A hunting ground near Winston that was a favourite for level 100 users.


  “Eh? What’s that?”


  The users struggling with monsters noticed a black dot approaching in the sky. Then they started murmuring.


  “It’s too big to be a bird. Is it perhaps a griffon?”


  “There are no griffon habitats in the area. But I don’t think there is anything else besides a griffon… It’s serious if it is a griffon. Will we die?”


  “U-Uh? A person?”


  The dot soon got closer. Surprisingly, the identity was revealed to be a user.


  “Wow… A second advancement magician.”


  “It’s my first time seeing a ranker up close. So cool!”


  “What is that thing shining next to him? A pet?”


  Kuwaaang!


  A man in a red cloak was flying through the sky! The object following him flashed in the blazing sun. The identity of the person was Grid. He flew through the sky without stopping and soon disappeared from the sight of the users.


  Then he reached a wide forest and stopped.


  ‘I’m out of mana.’


  He had already taken one mana potion. Then his mana became depleted again before the potion cooldown was over. Grid was forced to land on the ground.


  “Winston is beyond this forest. I can recover some mana while walking.”


  It was a deep forest.


  Grid measured the distance to Winston and looked at the frostlight orc chief’s helmet. After this forest, he would encounter a lot of people. The helmet was the sign of the Human Slaughterer so there would be a fuss.


  “I have to quickly replace this helmet.”


  Grid once again vowed to wear an awesome helmet that was suitable for a mythical hero, while the pavranium circled his head. It seemed to be in a good mood.


  “Are you excited to get fresh air after being trapped in a box for 300 years?”


  Grid asked while walking. But the pavranium didn’t answer. It was natural. It had a will, but it was just a mineral. It couldn’t carry out a conversation. But Grid continued to talk to it.


  “But aren’t you unbelievably fast? My flight speed was 100 meters in 7 seconds, yet you managed to keep up? Do you have tireless stamina as well?”


  Grid looked at the pavranium with affection. It was natural for a blacksmith to feel favorable towards the best minerals.


  “Kuwooh!”


  “Give it to me! Human! Your life! Flesh and bone! Separate!”


  Grid was carrying out a pleasant conversation (?) with pavranium when he was interrupted by sturdy orcs. They were armed with crude red leather and had a large wolf with them. Considering that they spoke the human language fairly well, they were obviously the wolf fang orcs known for being powerful among the various orcs.


  Grrrung.


  The wolf shook its nose. It was clearly reacting to the bloody smell coming from Malacus’ Cloak. It smelled the blood and led the orcs here. In addition…


  Kuuong! Kung!


  Kyaooooh!


  Various monsters such as ogres, goblins and snakes moved through the forest. In an instant, Grid was surrounded by 100 enemies.


  “Wow… What is this?”


  The users hunting nearby were surprised by the turmoil and came running. It was the first time they saw all types of monsters focusing on just one person.


  “That person is screwed.”


  “What did he do wrong that angered so many mobs?” 


  “Tsk tsk~ purposely angering mobs like this~ he should hunt in moderation~”


  The people weren’t aware of the situation and talked among themselves.


  Syuok! Syuok!


  The goblin archers in the rear shot at Grid. The users saw the dark rain of arrows covering the sky and knew that Grid would die. But Grid’s high stats made him similar to a level 200 combat class. In addition, he’d observed Jishuka’s expert archery, so the goblin’s clumsy firing seemed like a kid’s prank to him.


  “Are there any idiots who would be killed by these arrows?”


  Grid laughed while holding the Ideal Dagger and aimed Wind Blast at the arrows.


  Kuwaaaang!


  Grid invested all the points he gained reaching level 114 into strength. The damage of Wind Blast was proportional to his attack power. Now that the power of Grid’s Wind Blast was upgraded, the level 100 goblins couldn’t endure it.


  “Kiek!”


  “Kyak!”


  The rain of arrows was neutralized and the goblin archers who had their arms or legs cut off collapsed with a scream. This was the signal for all monsters to simultaneously attack Grid.


  “Wearing the cloak was worthwhile!”


  Hunting had a direct correlation to levels!


  Grid swapped to Dainsleif and drank a mana potion.  Then he used Wave and fired it all over the place. The monsters approaching him simultaneously collapsed. The ogres were durable enough to survive, but they were hit by Wave and slowed down by the debuff. They couldn’t threaten Grid with their slow movements and struggled in vain.


  Peeok! Pajik!


  “Keok!”


  Puoook!


  “Kkieek!”


  Wave killed most of the monsters in one blow, while Grid subdued the rest by killing them one by one. Meanwhile, the few remaining goblins fired arrows with all their might. A few arrows actually flew directly at Grid.


  “Che!”


  Grid was too caught up in killing and belatedly noticed the arrows. He braced himself for the pain. But the arrows didn’t reach Grid’s body.


  Kwajak! Kwajajajak!


  Pavranium rotated around Grid’s body and destroyed all the arrows.


  “Wow…”


  Was it normal for a class to have a strong offense and defense? The swordsman with the black greatsword killed the monsters with overwhelming attack power, while the metal pet protected the body. This balance seemed perfect.


  “That’s amazing… Excuse me, but what is your class?”


  Grid swept away the rest of the monsters with pavranium’s help and started picking up items. This gave the users a chance to barrage him with questions.


  “What is that gold object floating next to you? Is that a pet? Or maybe a new style of armor?”


  “Mister, how about you? Aren’t you actually a high level user? Why is a high level user hunting in a place like this? Is there anything good here?”


  “Mister~?”


  “Mister, are you deaf? Answer us.”


  The users here saw that Grid was in a crisis and no one tried to help. In addition, Grid was inherently unfriendly towards people. He had no obligation to answer the users’ questions.


  “This is too annoying. Fly.”


  Grid cried out to the annoying users and used Fly. Then he literally flew away in the sky.


  “…?”


  The users left behind were stunned and could only blink. After a few minutes, people in various communities around the world became interested in something.


  It was a place called Popo Forest near Winston. I hunted with my friend there and saw a high level user slaughtering mobs. Then after wiping out all the mobs, he flew away. A swordsman was flying?


  RnfkRk’s comment:  ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ A swordsman can’t fly ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ


  Durururubam’s reply: A swordsman was flying? I’m a priest but I can’t use Heal. ㅂ�


  Black Dragon’s Right Arm’s comment: Kukuk… That swordsman was me… Kukukuk… I was careful but I never thought someone would witness it… Yare yare…


  Zkxhfm’s comment: Liar’s disease.


  Admiral’s comment: Did you mother eat seaweed soup on the day you were born?


  30,000 won Salary’s comment: Don’t write shit just to gain traffic.


  It was a terrible method. The users abused the poster who wrote about the flying swordsman, so the other witnesses no longer bragged about it. Thus, it was a temporary problem and the topic wasn’t mentioned any longer.


  In the meantime, Grid arrived at Khan’s smithy and ran straight to the furnace. He placed the pavranium in the furnace and controlled the temperature in order to determine the melting point.


  “It is 1,900 degrees.”


  The pavranium was so small that it was instantly smelted.


  “I don’t want to carry it around in an egg shape until I make the Vessel of the Soul, so I should transform it into something else…”


  But the volume was too small to produce a lot of items. The pavranium wasn’t enough to even make a dagger. In order to make an item, Grid would have to mix in other materials. However, he didn’t want to contaminate the pure pavranium.


  “Let’s be satisfied with changing the shape.”


  After being with the pavranium for a while, he noticed that it had a propensity to stay by the owner’s side for protection. He needed to take advantage of this feature.


  “A shape more suitable for defense than an egg… Ah!’


  Grid recalled Malacus’ shield.


  “He formed a disc-shaped shield with magic power at each attacked point, effectively blocking the attack…” 


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid started carefully hammering. Then after a while, the pavranium became two disks. Each disc was slightly smaller than the palms of an adult.


  “Okay.”


  Grid finished the discs. The discs floated in the air before starting to revolve around Grid again. Grid felt reassured. It seemed like he could be protected from most attacks. Then Jishuka arrived at the smithy. Grid told her.


  “Shoot an arrow at me.”


  “Huh?”


  “Hurry.”


  “Hrmm, okay.”


  Jishuka saw the golden discs circling around Grid and noticed his intentions. Then she fired an arrow without hesitation.


  Syuk!


  Chaaeng!


  It was a beautiful sight. The two discs around Grid’s body flew in the direction of the arrow and fully stopped it.


  “That is great…”


  Jishuka’s expression wasn’t good, compared to her admiring words. Her ego was bruised.


  “It’s that simple to block? Did I shoot it too weakly?”


  “Hey, wait a minute…!”


  Grid was scared. Jishuka fired again, but this time she pulled the bowstring back to the maximum.


  Swaeek!


  “Aaaagh!”


  The arrow that contained all her power flew towards Grid’s death.


  Then!


  Jjejeong!


  “…Hah!”


  Grid and Jishuka let out a sound at the same time. Jishuka’s was a displeased sneer, while Grid was filled with delight.


  “This arrow can even pierce through steel… Isn’t this extremely durable? Like Braham said, it’s the peak of all minerals.”


  That’s right. The golden discs had perfectly blocked the arrow fired by Jishuka. But the impact was quite strong, so it couldn’t move for a little while after the point of collision. Then it started moving again after two seconds.


  ‘If it receives excessive shock, it is immobilized for two seconds…’


  If Jishuka continuously fired her strength arrows, the two discs wouldn’t be able to completely protect his body. Grid felt the need to complete this quest and obtain the rest of the pavranium.


  ‘But… If there are 27 more pavranium of this size, it won’t be enough to make armor… Well, it isn’t a problem. I can still use it.’ 


  Grid was flexible. Rather than striving to make a complete item with a limited volume of pavranium, it was best to maximize its efficiency by making several small items.


  ‘For example, attaching a blade made of pavranium to armor. The blade would move on its own to protect me from attacks I can’t react to, or if the enemy attacks me from an unexpected angle.’


  An item that could move on its own! If he cleared this quest and gained the remaining pavranium, he would be able to write the true history of the power of items. As Grid was overwhelmed with pleasure, someone knocked on the door of the smithy. Jishuka asked him.


  “These discs, they don’t need to be exposed to other people right?”


  “Of course. Isn’t it common sense to hide it?”


  “Yes.”


  Grid placed the discs in his inventory. Then the doors of the smithy opened. One knight and dozens of soldiers entered. They politely saluted to Grid and said.


  “Earl Steim is looking for you.”


  “Earl Steim? Lady Irene’s father?”


  “Yes.”


  “Oh? Okay! Let’s go!”


  Why was the master of the north, one of the big powers in the Eternal Kingdom, looking for Grid? In the first place, it was strange that the high level NPC knight, famous for their arrogance, would act so respectfully towards a user.


  Jishuka watched the knight and soldiers escort Grid from the smithy and asked.


  “What is this?”


  Vantner’s armor production request needed to be delayed for a while.




  Chapter 116


  “Put that decoration here!”


  “Hey, the new curtain color doesn’t match the wallpaper. Change it back to the previous one.”


  “Chef! Is the food preparation finished?”


  “There’s dust left on the carpet! Clean again!”


  80 servants working in Winston Castle were busy. In a little while, Winston’s top VIP would be here. Earl Steim was the one who invited the VIP, but he didn’t look pleased.


  ‘I don’t like it….’


  Irene was Earl Steim’s only child. She was truly a lovely daughter. He was confident that she was the most beautiful and gentlest woman in the world. Therefore, he thought that her husband should at least be the prince of another country.


  Then!


  His precious daughter, famous for being aloof in social circles, had her heart taken by a con artist! What a blunder!


  “Hum hum hum~” Irene was smiling happily and humming to herself. She seemed like a new bride waiting for her husband.


  Earl Steim’s expression became increasingly darker. ‘That person called Grid… No matter how I think about it, he’s just a scammer.’


  Grid was the hero who saved Winston from the Mero Company and previous lord, and the one who made the Sword of Self-transcendence that was a new heirloom in their family. Above all, he saved Irene’s life. 


  No, wasn’t it just words?


  He couldn’t believe that the young blacksmith who made the best sword would be skilled enough in the sword to kill Malacus, one of the Eight Servants, and rescue Irene from the remaining Yatan followers.


  It was impossible the more he thought about it. Perhaps Irene was deceived by him?


  ‘My daughter… You’re being fooled by a scammer… You don’t have any eye for men. Come on Grid! I will reveal that you are a scammer!’


  “Lord Earl.”


  A young man approached Earl Steim. His blond hair made him look like he was the protagonist of a romantic drama. His luxurious attire and elegant demeanor made it obvious that he was a noble.


  His name was Bland de Ian. He was the son of Earl Ashur, lord of the south, and a disciple of Earl Steim. In addition, he was Irene’s childhood friend. Having adored Irene since childhood, he was filled with greater anger and jealousy than Earl Steim.


  “I’ve thought about it all night, and that person called Grid is definitely a con artist.”


  Earl Steim nodded. “I was thinking the same thing. So let’s wait for him to come. We will reveal the truth!”


  “Yes!”


  Then after a while.


  Earl Steim, Bland and Irene anxiously waited for Grid with different feelings. Grid was delivered by a knight and kneeled down in front of Earl Steim.


  “I greet the great lord of the north, Earl Steim.”


  Grid usually wore scruffy beginner’s clothing, but he was worried about meeting nobles. On the way to the castle, he stopped by a clothing store and bought clothes worth one gold. But while the one gold clothes might seem luxurious for beginners, it looked cheap even for mid level users, and the materials weren’t good. In the eyes of the nobles, he was like a beggar. 


  ‘His appearance is shabby…’


  It wasn’t just Grid’s clothing. The forearms and shoulder muscles showed that his body was trained, but it wasn’t at a special level. There wasn’t one element where Grid was superior to Bland. Bland was sure of this and shouted.


  “Who are you? Even if you are a commoner, shouldn’t you know the basic etiquette?”


  Grid made a mistake. Originally when greeting the nobility, it was a etiquette to reveal his identity. 


  ‘It was a mistake I made after not meeting nobles for a long time. But even so…’


  Grid looked at the noble with the name ‘Bland’ over his head.


  ‘Why is that jerk so high-strung and tense?’


  Grid was aware of the reason why he was brought here. He was the creator of the Sword of Self-transcendence and the hero who saved both Winston and Irene, so Earl Steim was probably going to reward his achievements. But instead of a warm welcome, he received this unpleasant reaction.


  However, he remained patient.


  ‘This isn’t just any noble… Earl Steim might become my father-in-law so…’


  Grid smiled and corrected his mistake.


  “The blacksmith Grid living in Winston greets the lord of the north, Earl Steim.”


  Earl Steim nodded. “Ah, yes. I have heard the story. Thus, I am glad to meet you. However… You introduced yourself as a blacksmith? I heard you are also an excellent swordsman.”


  Grid humbly explained, “I’m not a swordsman. My main vocation is a blacksmith, and my swordsmanship is just shallow.”


  “Huh, it must not be shallow if you manage to defeat Malacus. Shouldn’t you be the best?”


  “I didn’t defeat Malacus alone. It was with my colleagues.”


  “But isn’t it true that you defeated dozens of Yatan followers? Irene was a direct witness.”


  “It is true but… The followers of Yatan were so weak that I could deal with them with my shallow fencing.”


  “Hah… The followers are Yatan are weak? If they are so insignificant, how have they troubled the soldiers and people of this land for decades? Is it true that your opponents were the Yatan followers? In the first place, was it the Yatan Church who actually kidnapped Irene? Perhaps someone deceived Irene in order to make himself stand out?”


  Rather than being rewarded, Earl Steim was pushing the conversation in a strange direction. Grid grasped the situation.


  ‘Earl Steim, I sold you the Sword of Self-transcendence and saved your daughter’s life, but you are making me out to be a con artist?’


  It was very unpleasant. Anger flared inside Grid. He had tried to show humility because the other person was a noble. Grid’s face turned red as Irene came forward, “Father! What do you mean by that? Are you suspicious of Grid right now?”


  “That’s right!” Earl Steim snapped and got up from his seat. Then he spoke bluntly. “Grid! I’m sorry, but aren’t you too suspicious? You’re the greatest blacksmith on the continent and the strongest swordsman at the same time? Common sense suggests that it isn’t possible! First, I have to check if your swordsmanship is real or not. Bland!”


  “Yes, My Lord!”


  Chaang!


  When Earl Steim called, Bland pulled out his sword like he had been waiting. Then he rushed towards Grid.


  ‘Yes, this is better.’


  Honestly, this method was better to resolve their doubts. Grid thought positively and pulled Dainsleif out of his inventory. He jumped forward and shouted.


  “This is how it is! Yes, my swordsmanship isn’t shallow! I will show you!”


  “Are you prepared? I will defeat you now!”


  Bland jumped up and aimed his sword towards Grid’s head.


  Chaaeng!


  “…?!”


  Bland was perplexed. The striking force that had the weight of his body applied was rendered ineffective by that big sword in Grid’s hand.


  ‘Che! I guess he trained up his strength and muscle development!’


  Bland determined that it was difficult to compete with strength, so he used the repulsive force to spin in the air and land. Then he lowered his body as much as possible and attacked Grid’s lower body.


  Grid stuck his greatsword to the ground. Bland’s sword flying towards Grid’s ankles was blocked by the greatsword.


  ‘He’s good at fighting!’


  A chill went down Bland’s spine. He was certain that Grid was a scammer due to his appearance, but what was this? He hurriedly moved as Grid drew up his feet. A kick.


  “Cough…”


  Bland coughed out some gastric juices. Grid stood over him and said, “You are like a kid who only fought in your house… No, I’m sorry to your sword.”


  “T-This guy…!”


  NPC knights had a minimum level of 180. Among the knights, Bland was one of the most talented and had a level of 200. Yet he was overwhelmed by Grid who was only level 114. It was inevitable. Grid’s stats were high enough to be considered level 200, and the items he used had a level limit of over 200. In particular, Dainsleif was the strongest weapon. His stats, skills, items and combat experience made the difference in level meaningless.


  But Bland was also a formidable presence. His father Earl Ashur was one of the best magicians in the Eternal Kingdom. He’d also inherited his father’s talent for magic. That’s right. He was a magic swordsman. It wasn’t attack or defense magic, but buff and debuffs which were the most powerful in a one-on-one match.


  “Sword’s Grace! Armor’s Will!”


  Bland’s sword and armor started to shine blue. It was imbued with the power of magic. This wasn’t the end.


  “Storm’s Fury!”


  Heavy winds stirred around Bland. The wind magic increased the speed of his blade and provided a certain amount of shielding. 


  ‘Now I will unconditionally win!’


  Bland regained his confidence, “I am the youngest son of the great magician, Earl Ashur! It is possible for me to use powerful magic! Hahaha! Can you go against Earl Steim’s swordsmanship and my father’s magic?”


  “Earl Ashur…?”


  Grid’s face distorted at that moment.


  Earl Ashur! Who was he? He was the lord of the fortified city Patrian, and the one who ordered Grid to find the Northern End Cave and obtain Pagma’s Rare Book.


  At the time, Grid was forced to take a quest that didn’t fit his level and suffered for months. He experienced more than a dozen deaths, lost many items and became broke, increasing the risk of being chased after by the creditors. Grid had really wanted to quit the game. Logging into the game itself was like hell. He would rather go into the army one more time. An average person would’ve given up the game.


  Grid’s only advantage was his patience, so he persevered and persevered until he finally found Pagma’s Rare Book. But he wasn’t greeted with a happy ending. All the reputation he built up with Earl Ashur and Patrian turned into infamy and he was killed by Earl Ashur’s knight.


  As a result of Earl Ashur, Grid was able to change to Pagma’s Descendant and reverse his life, but that was all due to Grid’s efforts. Grid was only filled with hostile emotions towards Ashur.


  “Oho, you are Earl Ashur’s son?”


  Grid had promised several times that he would someday kill Earl Ashur. And now! He found a target that could get rid of some of that deep grudge. Bland in front of him had identified himself as Earl Ashur’s son.


  Bland was still unable to grasp the atmosphere.


  “Hahaha! You are afraid after knowing my identity! But it is too late! You will be completely trampled on by me!”


  Bland grew up as a member of the nobility and was always victorious thanks to his outstanding talents. He was very confident in himself. He didn’t think that the commoner in front of him could be stronger than himself.


  “Lord of the Storm!”


  Bland’s debuff magic aimed at Grid and strong winds started to press at him. Grid couldn’t move even one hand. Bland smiled with satisfaction and rushed towards Grid, stabbing forward with his magic enhanced sword.


  [A strong wind has suppressed your body. Agility will become zero for two seconds and you can’t move.]


  [You have resisted.]


  Grid scoffed as he checked the notification window.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  ‘Pagma? Pagma?! Don’t tell me?’


  Earl Steim was shocked as he heard Grid’s voice. Grid unleashed a dazzling sword dance.


  “Link!”


  Jjejeong! Jjejejeok! Pepepepeok!


  The greatsword swiftly moved 10 times, regardless of its heavy weight. Bland’s attack was easily neutralized and the wind shield protecting Bland’s body shattered. Even his armor strengthened by magic was torn apart.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Bland couldn’t believe it. How could this man move freely? And what was this beam of light?


  Pipipipit!


  Bland’s body was swept by the 10 silver lights of different orbits, causing him to bleed and kneel down.


  ‘This can’t be…! This is me! Me!’


  He couldn’t show this shameful image in front of the woman he liked and his respected teacher. Bland didn’t want it to end like this. He wanted to get up and kill Grid right now. But his wounded body didn’t move as intended.


  Grid snorted and turned his gaze towards Earl Steim. Then he straightened and asked, “With this, are there any doubts about my swordsmanship? Shall I show you my blacksmithing skills next? Huh?”


  “Yes! This is good! Okay! I want to know everything about you! But before that!’ Earl Steim ran up in front of Grid. He grasped both of Grid’s hands and pleaded. “Grid! Please take my daughter as your bride!”


  The greatest blacksmith and swordsman in history. The name of this famous person was Pagma. Earl Steim had realized that Grid was Pagma’s Descendant.


  At this moment, Grid was the first to obtain the status of a noble’s son-in-law from among the two billion users playing Satisfy. It was the position he failed to obtain in the past after being interrupted by Yura during Doran’s quest.




  Chapter 117


  This was the best development for Grid.


  ‘Isn’t this the best financial backer!’


  He would become the husband of a lady, which meant he could abuse his authority and intercept some taxes. Winston had grown to be one of the cities representing the Eternal Kingdom. The taxes collected here were enormous. He would be rich if he could obtain even a portion of it. In addition, Irene was the successor of a prestigious noble family. If he married her, he could become a high-ranking noble, not just rich.


  ‘I can simultaneously get riches and power. More than anything else…’


  Irene was pretty. She had shiny silver hair. She had big eyes that were slightly curved. Her mouth was always smiling and she had a small nose. Grid got a really gently impression from her. She was famous for her excellent character and was the best female, except that her breasts were average in size.


  Grid had no reason to refuse. But there was still something he had to consider.


  “Just now, didn’t My Lord consider me as a fraud? Now you are suddenly telling me to take your daughter as my bride… Are you serious?”


  Earl Steim explained to Grid who was watching suspiciously.


  “There is only one person in history who is the best blacksmith and strongest swordsman. He was Pagma.”


  “…”


  “The sword dance you used is very similar to Pagma’s swordsmanship described in the legends. No, you aren’t a con artist. You are certainly Pagma’s Descendant.”


  “It’s enough that I am Pagma’s Descendant?”


  “That’s right! It is enough! Rather, it’s the main reason!”


  Grid moved his gaze and looked at Irene’s reaction. Her face was flushed but the smile indicated that she was feeling positive towards this.


  ‘Huhuhu!’


  Grid’s mouth watered. After the bad ending of his first love, he thought he would never have a relationship with a woman again. But now he had a chance with Irene! Some people would laugh and say they were just NPCs in a game, but Satisfy was like another reality, not a game. Satisfy’s NPCs were just like humans in all respects, from their emotions, thoughts, bodies and physiological needs.


  Grid was so thrilled that he shed tears of joy.


  ‘I am finally going to get rid of my virgin status…!’


  It was a great opportunity to get rid of his unwanted virgin status that he had kept for 27 years. At the same time, his status would rise and he would become rich. Grid absolutely couldn’t miss this opportunity of a lifetime. But there was one problem.


  ‘I want to marry her straight away and start the first night… But I need to proceed with the class quest… I also need to continue working at the smithy.’


  Grid explained the situation.


  “I… It is a great honor that I can marry a beautiful and caring lady like Irene. However, it is difficult to marry now because I have a personal matter. In addition, I would like to keep working as a blacksmith after our marriage… Is it okay for the son-in-law of a noble family to be a mere blacksmith?”


  “Isn’t Pagma’s Descendant supposed to be a blacksmith? It isn’t your fault that you have to do a blacksmith’s job. Rather, it is something to be proud of. The marriage schedule will be set at a comfortable time for you.”


  “This can’t be!”


  Bland, who had been unable to lift his head after his defeat to Grid, couldn’t bear it anymore and shouted.


  “Lord! He is a corrupt being! He has the curse of the gods. He will revive again after dying, and he will never grow old! In other words, he can’t be described as a human! Are you really going to accept him as your son-in-law?”


  Corrupt was one of the titles that Satisfy’s NPCs used to refer to users. In the NPC’s point of view, users who couldn’t grow old or die weren’t humans. So, NPCs considered users to be cursed by the gods. However, there were many NPCs who thought the opposite. It was the case with Earl Steim.


  “Why is eternal life a curse? Rather, isn’t it a blessing? I don’t think of them as corrupt, but blessed beings. They have certainly received the love of the gods. I am glad that the man who will be my daughter’s groom is loved by the gods.”


  Bland gritted his teeth.


  “Blessing? You’re mistaken! Imagine how Irene will feel growing old alone! How sad and lonely will Irene be? My Lord, right now you are caught up in greed and don’t care about Irene at all!”


  “It’s a matter for both of them to deal with. We shouldn’t be quarreling about it.”


  Irene nodded, “That’s right. Sir Bland, I like Mr. Grid. Mr. Grid’s appearance might not change for the rest of my life, but I can cope when I am sad or alone. I want to be with Mr. Grid.”


  Kwaduduk!


  In fact, over the past few years, Bland had confessed to Irene a few times. But Irene never considered Bland in that way and he was forced to give up on her. He chose to become a knight of her family and watch her from a distance.


  He sincerely wished for Irene to meet with a great man and be happy. However, the man she selected was a corrupt being!


  ‘I don’t know how this is possible… Is being Pagma’s Descendant great enough to transcend his status?’


  Pagma was a legend. Bland knew that Pagma was a great figure. However, Grid was the person who inherited Pagma’s abilities, not Pagma himself. He was clearly worse than Pagma. Bland wanted to prove that fact. If he could defeat Grid, Pagma’s Descendant would seem like a separate entity from Pagma. Then maybe Earl Steim would change his mind.


  Bland once again grasped his sword. 


  “Grid! I want to reapply for a duel.”


  Bland had been careless before. If they fought again, he could get better results than before. Bland believed this and strengthened his abilities with all types of buffs. He combined the techniques passed on by Earl Steim with Storm Sword.


  Kuwooooh!


  The storm generated by Bland’s magic made the carpet and decorations shake. In the midst of this mess, Bland’s sword emitted a powerful force. The energy was so intense and harsh that Irene was wounded when retreating. 


  “Sir Bland! Stop!” Irene shouted at him, but Bland was stubborn.


  ‘I will defeat this guy!’


  This was his sacred duty. He would cut off the bond that would make the woman he loved unhappy.


  Kwaang!


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  Bland’s body used the storm as a booster engine and quickly approached Grid. Grid’s face distorted.


  ‘You want to come again? This kid doesn’t understand who he is going against.’


  Grid could use Restraint to block him from attacking, could avoid Bland with Fly or defend using pavranium. But Grid chose to go head on. He intended to show Bland the difference in attack power, so that Bland couldn’t come again.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Kill!”


  Peeeeeong!


  Intense hate was focused on Dainsleif and collided with Bland’s storm blade in front of him. At the same time, the shockwave shattered the pillars and inner walls supporting the room, and the ceiling collapsed instantly.


  “Bland, you!”


  Bland’s actions caused Irene to be seriously hurt. Earl Steim was furious after barely rescuing Irene from the blast.


  “You wounded Irene! You have forgotten your duties! My own daughter…!”


  Earl Steim stopped in the middle of his words. Bland had already collapsed. On the other hand, Grid had no wounds. He just had a few pieces of his clothes torn off. Grid identified that Irene was in Earl Steim’s arms and said with a sad expression.


  “My Lady was hurt because of me.”


  Earl Steim shook his head, “Why is this because of you? It’s my fault. In the first place, I suspected you and caused this to happen. I was too rude. I’m sorry.”


  Earl Steim apologized.


  Nobles had high pride. Nobles had no reason to bow down to a person lower than them. But Earl Steim could honestly apologize because he valued responsibilities more than his fellow peers.


  ‘He’s a better father-in-law than I thought.’


  Grid felt pleased as he asked Earl Steim, “If you are sincerely sorry, can I ask you for one favor?”


  Earl Steim smiled at Grid’s words.


  ‘He isn’t an easy person… Truly the descendant of a legend.’


  He liked that ambition.


  Earl Steim nodded. “In the first place, you deserve a reward for creating the Sword of Self-transcendence and rescuing Irene. Yes, whatever you want. I will do my best.”


  “I heard that Earl Steim has a good relationship with the Rebecca Church. I need to see the pope of the Rebecca Church… Can you write an introduction for me? I might be able to meet the pope if I have your introduction.”


  Earl Steim nodded.


  “I understand. Aren’t you the one who defeated Malacus? The pope will gladly welcome you.”


  After that, the banquet was cancelled due to the turmoil. Grid left the castle after agreeing to marry Irene and receiving the letter of introduction. There was someone waiting for him when he returned to Khan’s smithy.


  “Are you Grid?”


  It was a man with a strong body and tattoos on both cheeks that were reminiscent of animal claws. His grey hair rose into the sky like he had been struck by lightning, attracting the eye.  His ID was ‘Toon.’ He was one of the six new rankers who joined the Tzedakah Guild not long ago after passing a high strength test.


  He commanded Grid.


  “I heard you are a great blacksmith? Make a weapon for me. Do you know the one who smashed the Giant Guild on the street before? I want to fight him, but I think I need a better weapon first. So make me a weapon. I will use my new weapon to fight that person. Kyaaack~ spit!”


  Toon spat while talking, looking like a typical neighbourhood gangster. Grid was reminded of the Mother’s Heart is Happy employees who harassed him. Grid glared at him like he wanted to kill Toon.


  “Do you know where you are spitting right now?”


  “Hah? Hahahat!”


  Toon blinked at Grid’s words. He checked the guild information window and saw that the blacksmith’s level was in the early 100s, so he couldn’t help finding it cute.


  “Hey, your blacksmith skills are great so you can join any guild… But I am different. The reason I joined the guild was to approach that butcher. I will leave the guild immediately after fighting him. Do you understand? Do you know the atmosphere now? Unlike the others, I’m not going to curry favor with you. If you don’t want to die, make me a weapon quickly. Eh~? Kyaack! Spit!”


  “…”


  The six new guild members didn’t know that Grid was the helmeted person who destroyed the Giant Guild. It was because the guild wasn’t willing to leak information about Grid to those they couldn’t trust yet.


  “Hey, do you know the ID of that butcher? The other guild members won’t speak no matter what I ask. Why do they need to hide it from me? It is just a bother trying to find him… Kyaaack~~ spit!”


  Grid’s patience reached its limit.


  Ah… He was tired from acting nice in front of nobles, and an annoying bastard now appeared in front of him. “Hey, you $~@!#.”


  This smithy was a very precious place to Grid.


  It was the place where his connection with Khan started and the place where he started to work earnestly as a blacksmith. He had lots of memories here and would continue using it in the future. To exaggerate it a little bit, it was his place of destiny. Grid couldn’t stand by when this person kept spitting in here.


  He was seriously angry as he pulled out the Ideal Dagger.


  “You will be punished for defiling my sacred space.”


  “Pfff!” Toon grabbed his belly and started to laugh. “Puhahahat! Hey~ Doesn’t this blacksmith seem really angry? Sacred space? Kuhahaha! I will kill you once!”


  Clink!


  Toon swung his right hand vigorously. Then three blades sprang out from the wrist blades at his wrists. Toon approached Grid with a menacing look in his eyes.


  “You dare take a weapon out in front of me? Die.”


  He was serious. Toon was determined to kill Grid once so that Grid wouldn’t argue anymore.


  Chaaeng!


  Toon swung his wristblades like they were a beast’s foot, aiming at Grid’s chest. Grid defended with the Ideal Dagger and was half pushed down.


  ‘Three or four times?’


  Grid was confused. After the Malacus raid, his strength had grown steadily from making unique and legendary items, as well as repeated level ups. Therefore, it was now above 1,000. He was confident that he could compete with anyone in strength.


  But he was completely pushed in this match against Toon.


  Kikik! Kkikikik!


  The dagger shook as the wrist blades pressed down on it. Grid eventually stepped back as the tip of the longest blade touched his chest. He tilted the dagger and flowed around the wrist blades, avoiding the attack and opening some distance away from Toon.


  ‘It is hard to win against him in strength.’


  Grid was fully aware that he was strong. He was confident that he was stronger than Ibellin, the weakest in the guild, before Ibellin obtained the Thorn of Deep Grievance. Ibellin was defeated by the Giant Guild, but Grid was overwhelmingly victorious.


  However, he didn’t have a chance to accurately assess his strength against the other guild members. So Grid didn’t know for sure how his skills would go against the top rankers. And Toon was 40th on the unified rankings.


  Toon whistled. “Hwiik~ what, you? You managed to stop my attack? Isn’t this great?”


  Ssik.


  The corners of Toon’s mouth went up. He noticed that Grid wasn’t just a blacksmith and felt interested.


  “Interesting!”


  Flash!


  Toon’s eyes became tinged with red. Then grey hair started to sprout from his muscular body. At that moment, an explosive energy was emitted and Grid shrunk back.


  ‘What tremendous power…!’


  Grid decided that he needed to fight properly. He prepared to take out all the items in his inventory, including Dainsleif and the Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet.


  Peeeong!


  Suddenly, a kick came from the side and Toon went flying.


  “Cough!”


  Kwaduduk!


  There was the sound of breaking bones and the whites of Toon’s eyes were exposed as he fell.


  “Crazy…! This bastard!” After cursing, Toon turned to see who was attacking him. Then he discovered a smiling Regas. “What is this, Regas? A cowardly surprise attack from behind? I thought you were a Taekwon Master.”


  Toon said sarcastically as he glared at Regas.


  “Toon, if you do anything impolite to Grid one more time, you will lose your head.”


  Regas was always smiling and friendly. This was the first time that Grid saw him angry. Toon was also confused.


  ‘The man who is rumored to be mild-mannered… His anger is frightening.’


  Toon stood up quietly. His waist, which had been twisted in a bizarre direction, recovered normally. It was a phenomenal recovery. He put away his wrist blades.


  “Taekwon Master Regas… One day I will have a fight with you, but not now. That blacksmith is a little surprising… To be honest, I think 2 against 1 is hard. Well, I’ll see you later.”


  “Hey you bastard! Clean up before you go!”


  Regas stopped Grid, who tried to chase after Toon. “That person, he is quite strong in beast form. He will be a hard person to fight again.”


  “No! I have to beat him up right now! And why was he accepted into the guild in the first place? His behaviour is completely out of control! Shouldn’t the guild members be checked carefully?”


  “His way of thinking is extremely simple, so Jishuka can easily control him. However, you don’t need to worry about that. I have found the Divine Shield.”


  “…!”


  Regas had been searching for the Divine Shield since it was stolen until now, and he finally found it. Grid forgot all about Toon as he asked excitedly.


  “Where? Where is it?”


  Regas’ expression wasn’t good. “Well… One of Rebecca’s Daughters has it. I asked to meet her and she refused. She seems reluctant to return the shield.”


  “Rebecca’s Daughter?”


  Grid was reminded of the beautiful girl in the blue dress who burst through the wall and confronted the Yatan followed who stole the Divine Shield.


  ‘Her name was Isabel? I remember the Yatan following being shocked that she was Rebecca’s Daughter…’


  Grid asked.


  “What is a Rebecca’s Daughter?”


  Regas explained what he knew.


  “It is the title that refers to the top three paladins in the Rebecca Church. They received sacred weapons from Goddess Rebecca and it is said that their power is comparable to the Second and Third Servants. They are a relatively small force, but few people can threaten the Rebecca Church thanks to Rebecca’s Daughters.”


  “…In a nutshell, that girl won’t return my shield?”


  “That’s right.”


  “…”


  Grid had a headache. He needed to meet the pope, but now things became twisted due to the Rebecca’s Daughter. He had an ominous feeling.


  Regas smiled with a gentle expression.


  “You don’t have to worry. Aren’t you part of the Tzedakah Guild? If you need assistance at any time, then please call the guild members. Everyone will be willing to help you. The six new members are especially full of enthusiasm.”


  “…I’ve heard that those six people are called psychos. It doesn’t seem to be a lie when looking at Toon… They seem useless.”


  “Haha.”


  Afterwards, Grid sent a whisper to Jishuka to explain the situation. Then Jishuka fully understood Grid’s position.


  –Of course, your quest comes first. I won’t ask you to make any items for the guild members until your quest is finished. And if you need help, call at anytime. I will come running.


  That night, Grid immediately left Winston. The destination was the Rebecca Vatican.




  Chapter 118


  Like any game, the role of a healer was very important in Satisfy. They were indispensable for stable party hunting and the success of a raid. In Satisfy, the healers were priests who served Rebecca, the goddess of light. Only those who served Rebecca could become acquainted with Heal.


  “Looking for a priest to finish the Dunpapa raid in two minutes!”


  “Looking for a priest for a party that has an average level of 150~”


  “Priests! Please join the party! You will have priority on items!”


  The popularity of priests was unimaginable. Unfortunately, the number of priests was very limited. It was very hard to become a priest of the Rebecca Church. Dating was forbidden and there was a series of hardships such as praying for days, intermittent silence, and fasting.


  There were jokes that the priest of the Rebecca Church were monks in reality. Therefore, most users were reluctant to become priests of the Rebecca Church and most Rebecca priests were NPCs.


  “Sigh… There are no priests today.”


  “We have to go to the temple again to hire a priest.”


  Parties looking for priests had to visit the Rebecca Church. Then they had to pay a large sum in donations to hire NPC priests. These actions repeated, so the Rebecca Church gained tremendous wealth. The high priests of the Rebecca Church, known for their integrity, were overwhelming without knowing.


  It was the current pope who led to all of this. Drevigo, the 13th pope of the Rebecca Church, was a far cry from the first clergymen. He was eager to meet his individual needs.


  After he became the pope. He understood the market and built up wealth by turning the priests into a commodity. He provided incense to the high priests and corrupted them, committing all types of wrongdoings with them.


  As a result, the Rebecca Church fell over time and became a symbol of decadence.


  “There is no answer.”


  In this place, there was a beautiful girl who had a habit of sighing. Her name was Isabel. She was one of Rebecca’s Daughters, the ultimate paladins of the Rebecca Church, and the master of the Lifael Spear.


  She shuddered as she listened to the noises coming from the pope from her room.


  “The supposedly divine presence is shaking his waist like a dog every night.”


  The priest Cassus paid attention to her. “Shh. Your words aren’t appropriate for a virgin of sacred light.”


  Isabel frowned. “Then what should I say? Our pope is engaging in sexual intercourse every night… Oof! Oof!”


  In the end, Cassus blocked Isabel’s mouth with his hand. He nervously looked at the hot-tempered Isabel.


  “I can’t speak in front of His Holiness, and now I can’t even complain behind his back?”


  “…His Holiness has eyes and ears everywhere. Please be careful.”


  “Che…!”


  The two people were talking when the pope came to visit.


  “It’s noisy. Were you cursing at me?”


  The pope opened the door and appeared naked. His sweaty skin shone in the moonlight. Despite turning 60 the day after tomorrow, he had elastic skin and a healthy body.


  Isabel and Cassus bowed.


  “It is great to see Your Holiness.”


  “Isabel, you look as beautiful as ever.”


  Pope Drevigo smiled and touched Isabel’s hair like she was precious.  Isabel felt ashamed and bit her lip. She wanted to shake off the pope’s hand. But she didn’t dare, so she swallowed down her rage. She carefully pleaded.


  “Your Holiness, surely you are busy with those prostitutes in your bed? Is it okay to leave them to come to talk to me?”


  “Huhu, no matter your position, isn’t it too much to insult me?”


  The smiling pope pulled his hand away from Isabel’s hair. The other person was the pope, so Isabel didn’t dare show her distaste.


  “I have figured out why the Yatan Church wants the Divine Shield. There is a phenomenon where the Divine Shield can be imbued with dark magic power. Then the enormous divine power of the Divine Shield will be converted to dark magic. The Yatan Church are thinking of turning the Divine Church into their weapon.”


  The pope showed interest. “Darkness dwells where there is light… In fact, doesn’t divine power and dark power have a good compatibility?” 


  “We must take steps to prevent them from ever getting their hands on the Divine Shield.”


  “We’ll have to recall all of them back.”


  The method of making the Divine Shield had been spread to some countries and families close to the Rebecca Church. In the first place, a Rebecca priest was needed to help make the Divine Shield. It was impossible for a blacksmith to make it alone, so the church grasped why, when, who and which priest was used to help build the Divine Shield. It wouldn’t be difficult to reclaim the Divine Shields.


  “I will direct the paladins to collect the Divine Shield from each country and family.” Isabel said.


  “Let other people do the menial work. I have something else for you to do.”


  “…?”


  The pope made a meaningful expression. “I received a divine message last night. Goddess Rebecca said that one of her daughters will betray me sooner or later.”


  “What does that mean?”


  What did he mean by that? Isabel had an ominous feeling and stiffened, while the pope ordered with a cool smile.


  “Get Rin. She is surely the traitor that the goddess spoke of. I intend to punish her.”


  Isabel didn’t agree. “Rebecca’s Daughters are only loyal to Goddess Rebecca and Your Holiness! There are no traitors among us.”


  “Rin is at a temple in a small village and hasn’t responded to my call three times. How can she do that unless she is thinking about betraying me?”


  In the end, Isabel couldn’t hide her anger.


  “Surely she has a reason for not responding to your call! Your Holiness! Are you sure the divine message given to you is correct? Your Holiness, I didn’t know you could hear divine messages!”


  “How presumptuous!” 


  The pope grabbed Isabelle’s throat with one hand. Then he spoke in a menacing manner.


  “My will is the will of Goddess Rebecca. Do you distrust me?”


  Isabel had been raised in the church. Like any other priest or paladin, she had been trained to have absolute loyalty to Goddess Rebecca and the pope. It was a type of brainwashing, so she couldn’t defy the pope, even if she was inherently free-spirited.


  “…I believe you.” Isabel barely managed to say. Then the pope released the hand that was choking her. He gave her a friendly smile that seemed creepy.


  “I will give you two days. Bring Rin back here.”


  Kwang!


  The pope ordered her and left the room. Cassus, who had been bowing the whole time, hurried got up. He carefully reached out to Isabel and said.


  “…What will you do?”


  Isabel was silent for a while after the pope’s visit. Then she dropped her head and said in a weak voice.


  “What can I do? I have to do as he says.”


  Rin also a Rebecca’s Daughter. The pope might be garbage and the church fallen, but there was no way Rin would betray them. Rin probably couldn’t endure the rotten church and was wandering for a while.


  Isabel knew better than anyone. But she was forced to follow the command.


  “…”


  Cassus was sympathetic to the suffering Isabel and quickly moved his gaze towards the window. He prayed towards the moon.


  ‘Goddess Rebecca… Please send a divine punishment towards the corrupt pope…’


  ***


  It had been four days since Grid left Winston. In those four days, Grid reached level 130. It was all due to Malacus’ Cloak. Grid had been wearing Malacus’ Cloak since leaving Winston.


  “This is great.”


  Grrrung.


  The border of the Eternal Kingdom and the Saharan Empire. Dozens of monsters gathered as Grid crossed the Suaz Mountains. They were drawn to the bloody smell coming from Malacus’ Cloak.


  For the past four days, Grid had repeated hunting in this way.


  “Haap!”


  The mobs in the Suaz Mountains had an average level of 160. Right now, Grid was strong enough that he didn’t have to use skills against the level 160 monsters. As part of his training, he used pure swordsmanship to cut the monsters one by one.


  Kuaaak~!


  Yip! Yelp!


  Grid’s body was phenomenal and surpassed human limits based on his overwhelming stats. Grid’s body moved according to his will, allowing him to display swordsmanship that wasn’t possible even when he was a warrior.


  Sukakak!


  Grid jumped up while holding Dainsleif with both hands, turning around three times to use the centrifugal force to destroy the body of an eti. Then he immediately responded to the axe swung by a troll beyond the eti’s destroyed body.


  At the same time, an ogre’s axe swung through the air and three rocks were thrown by the etis. His right side was obstructed by huge trees. He cut the troll’s neck but it didn’t die as it swung its axe again.


  Chengkang!


  Grid avoided the troll’s axe and jumped to the right. After avoiding the ogre’s axe, he used it as a footstool and broke all three rocks with Dainsleif. Then he entered the center of the dismayed etis.


  Papat! Pa pa pa pa!


  The dark sword moved in a unpredictable orbit through the etis’ bodies. The etis briefly lost their field of view due to the flapping cloak and quickly found themselves wiped out. Grid ran and caught up with the monsters escaping. After penetrating the eti’s heart, he threw the dying eti towards a gargoyle descending from the sky. 


  Peok!


  The gargoyle kicked the eti nervously. Grid laughed after already using Fly to move above the gargoyle’s head.


  “Hello?”


  Kyaack!


  The gargoyle was startled and hurriedly shot off a beam. They were so close that Grid couldn’t avoid the beam, but he was kept flying directly at it. The gargoyle thought that Grid would be turned to stone and cried out excitedly. 


  But Grid was fine. The confused gargoyle received Dainsleif to the neck.


  “Hahat!”


  Grid was still laughing. The more he fought, the more experience and levels he gained, allowing him to feel like he was getting stronger.


  “Let’s go!”


  There were still a large number of monsters on the ground. Grid pulled out pavranium from his inventory. For the past four days, he had been trying to improve his communication with pavranium, and it increased by leaps and bounds.


  Right now, pavranium didn’t just rotate and protect Grid. Instead, it attacked the enemy first in response to Grid’s will.


  Pipit!


  The golden discs moved like boomerangs and swept the Achilles tendons of the ogre. Grid pounced on the fallen ogre and a one-sided slaughter began. More monsters flocked due to Malacus’ Cloak as he was fighting, and night came quickly.


  “Heok… Heok…”


  Grid’s stamina and strength stats were so high that it was unreasonable. But even Grid would become exhausted if he fought all day. After hunting hundreds of monsters…


  Grid raised his level to a satisfactory level, took off the cloak and rested. If he reached out, it seemed like he would be able to catch the stars in the night sky.


  ‘It would be nice to be able to level up while wearing Malacus’ Cloak and move… But there are creatures everywhere, so the movement speed is too slow.’


  In order to carry out the class quest, he had to go to the Judar, Dominion and Yatan churches as well as the Rebecca Church. It seemed like it would take a long time to clear the quest, so he couldn’t delay too long.


  Should he take off his cloak starting from tomorrow? Grid was troubled before making a decision.


  ‘I can’t wander around often… After this quest, I have to get married and work at the smithy… Yes, let’s take advantage of it now.


  The next day. The day was bright and his stamina recharged, so Grid put on Malacus’ Cloak again. Then he kept hunting while crossing the mountains. As a result, Grid spent a week crossing the Suaz Mountains that ordinary people could cross in three days.


  Thanks to that, Grid was enjoying himself.


  But at this point. 


  The person suffering because of Grid…


  “Grid… When are you going to come back…?”


  Grid disappeared from Khan’s smithy. There was a bald man squatting in a corner of the smithy. He was Vantner. He was muttering while watching the entrance of the smithy.


  “Grid… Come now… Hurry… Come back…”


  It was finally the end of his wait! It was his turn to receive Grid’s item. Yet the bastard didn’t make an item and disappeared on a quest, and now it had been 10 days. When the hell was he going to come back?


  “Why…? Why on my turn…?”


  In the midst of this, Pon and Ibellin were raising their levels thanks to Grid. Pon’s level was far ahead of Vantner, and now Ibellin was catching up to Vantner.


  “Please come back soon~~~!!”


  The other guild members brought their items to Khan to be repaired, and found Vantner.


  “Why is he acting like that?”


  “Perhaps he saw Pon and Ibellin sweeping up the monsters with their weapons. After that, he couldn’t go hunting.”


  “No, isn’t he in a better situation than us? Didn’t Grid strengthen his axes through appraisal?”


  “Still… He can’t hunt in a hunting ground suitable for his level because his defense is too weak.”


  “True, if he paid a little more attention to his defense… Despite being a guardian knight, he placed all his points in strength and only cared about weapons. This eventually screwed him up.”


  Then one day, Vantner made a suggestion to Jishuka. “Next time Grid goes on a quest, all guild members should accompany him. We will cooperate to complete his quest. Then Grid won’t waste time on quests and can devote himself to making our items.”


  “…Grid should also enjoy playing the game.”


  “He is a blacksmith! He should do his duties!”


  “…”


  Vantner’s heart was locked on the smithy where he wanted Grid to make an item for him.




  Chapter 119


  After crossing the Suaz Mountains, Grid was able to arrive in Rolling. Rolling was a small village, but if he headed south for half a day, he would finally arrive at the Vatican.


  “There are Rebecca statues everywhere.”


  There were large and small Rebecca statues in every street, store or house. He could find one or two statues no matter what direction he turned his head. Well, the residents of Rolling seemed to serve Goddess Rebecca.


  ‘It is geographically located near the Vatican, so it makes sense that the Rebecca Church is the main religion of the village…’


  Nyang~


  He leaned back against a Rebecca statue and enjoyed the warm sun and the peaceful cats. The merchants and residents were going about their daily routine without moving fast. Grid also felt calm.


  ‘It’s a different place from Winston. It feels like a resort.’


  A hum emerged. Grid walked around the village with a free heart. 


  ‘Am I crazy?’


  He needed to complete the quest as quickly as possible! Tourism was just a waste of time!


  ‘I have been lazy lately.’


  Grid was well aware of what happened when a person became lazy. He might become debt-ridden again if he wasn’t alert. Due to his past trauma, Grid became irritated and hasted his pace. He headed towards a smithy.


  [The effect of mastering ‘Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill’ is activated. Blacksmith NPCs whose craftsmanship skill is beyond the intermediate level will treat you in a friendly manner.]


  [’Pagma’s Descendant’ class effect is activated. Blacksmith NPCs whose craftsmanship skill is at the advanced level will treat recognize you and worship you.]


  Notification windows he hadn’t seen for a while popped up when he entered the smithy. He had been living in Winston for a while and only entered Khan’s smithy. Was Rolling’s blacksmith an intermediate or advanced blacksmith? Grid wanted to be admired. However…


  “Welcome~”


  The blacksmith approached Grid. Unfortunately, he was a young blacksmith and seemed to only be at a beginner level. He was unable to tell Grid apart from an ordinary customer.


  “Is there anything you were looking for?”


  Grid sighed with disappointment and replied. “I want to repair my items.”


  “Yes, I will repair it for you.”


  Grid doubted his ears.


  “What? You will repair my items?”


  A beginner blacksmith was going to repair the items of a legendary blacksmith!


  Grid scoffed. “You are either brave or ignorant… You don’t even know who I am…”


  “Huh?”


  “Hey hey. Cut it out. I’m a blacksmith, so I will fix my own items. Can I borrow your furnace? I will pay a fee.”


  Rolling’s blacksmith, Rector, cautioned Grid. “Are you really a blacksmith?”


  Grid was armed with steel gauntlets, black iron boots and heavy armor. What type of blacksmith would go around wearing this? Grid seemed like a warrior at first glance, so it was hard to see him as a blacksmith.


  Grid clicked his tongue. “Do you doubt that I am a blacksmith? What a poor guy… You can’t even tell who a great blacksmith is.”


  “W-What?”


  Rector was a young man who was only 20 years old. He was young, but he could understand that Grid was talking badly about him.  Rector’s face reddened with shame.  Grid felt sorry for him and cleared his throat several times. Then he carefully said.


  “But who can tell the future? Even if your eyes are rotten right now, they can be trained… Watch me. This is a rare chance. You should thank Goddess Rebecca for being able to meet me and see how I work.”


  “…?”


  Grid no longer sought permission from Rector. He approached the furnace and started to light it.


  “Hey! You will be burned if you do that… Heok?”


  Rector’s eyes widened. It was because Grid quickly raised the temperature of the blast furnace.


  ‘Handling the fire so freely? How is that possible?’


  Even his father, an intermediate blacksmith who died two years ago, couldn’t handle the fire as easily as Grid. Grid seemed like the embodiment of fire. As Rector was feeling admiration, Grid pulled out a hammer and anvil from his inventory. Then he started to repair his items one by one.


  [The durability of the Ideal Dagger has been maximized.]


  [This is an item you created. Your understanding is 100%.]


  [The durability of the Best Gauntlets has been maximized.]


  [This is an item you created. Your understanding is 100%.]


  [In the case of items made by you, a penalty will be applied if you don’t meet the item usage requirements, even if you have full understanding.]


  [The durability of Khan’s Masterpiece has been maximized.]


  [Your understanding of Khan’s Masterpiece is at 100%. You have learned the production method and can use it without any penalties.]


  [The durability of Dainsleif (Reproduction) has been maximized.]


  [Your understanding of Dainsleif (Reproduction) has increased from 3% to 31%.]


  [The durability of the Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet has been maximized.]


  [Your understanding of the Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet has increased from 7% to 85%.]


  [The durability of Braham’s Boots has been maximized.]


  [Your understanding of Braham’s Boots has increased from 3% to 6%.]


  Understanding an item was a concept that only existed for Pagma’s Descendant.


  Pagma’s Descendant was able to increase their understanding of an item by using the item, appraising it, repairing and disassembling it. They were then able to freely use items with 100% understanding. It was even possible to learn the production method.


  If Dainsleif’s understanding was at 100%, Grid would be able to produce Dainsleif. However, the higher the rating and usage conditions of the item, the slower the comprehension. Therefore, it was still unclear when he would be able to learn how to make it.


  ‘But the Orc Frostlight Chief’s Helmet has a high understanding. Hmm, should I try for 100% understanding?’


  Kaaang!


  Grid placed the perfectly repaired Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet on the anvil and started hammering again.


  ‘He’s crazy.’


  Rector was amazed and surprised while watching Grid repair the items. Grid suddenly hitting the perfectly fine skull helmet seemed like a crazy person. And…


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  Thanks to Grid’s unstoppable hammering, the Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet was instantly shattered.


  ‘Why is he destroying a perfectly good helmet like this? He’s too violent.’


  Rector misunderstood. He thought that Grid was destroying the helmet, but he was actually using the Legendary Blacksmith’s Disassembly skill to break down and reassemble it.


  “Putting the wires in the seams like this… It’s sloppy. I’m going to need to supplement this part.”


  Grid perfectly grasped the structure of the helmet and started to assemble it again. It wasn’t a simple assembly. Grid complemented the disadvantages of the helmet during the assembly process. It didn’t take long for the Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet to be restored to its original shape.


  [Your understanding of the Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet has increased to 100%.]


  [From now on, you can use the Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet without any penalties.] 


  [The production method of the Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet has been acquired.]


  “Okay.”


  Grid equipped the Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet with a pleased face.


  [Due to your class characteristics, you have equipped the Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet.]


  [You don’t meet the conditions to use the item. However, your understanding is 100%, so no penalties will be applied.]


  [Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet]


  Rating: Unique (Set)


  Durability: 290/290    Defense: 190


  * The chance of suffering a critical blow is reduced by 25%.


  * Health will increase by 15%.


  * Has a certain chance to cast fear at the target.


  * Frostlight Orc Chief’s set effect:


  -3 set items equipped: Strength +50, stamina +80.


  -5 set items equipped: Strength +100, stamina +200, can transform into the frostlight orc chief.


  *Frostlight Orc Chief’s transformation:


  -It is possible to command the frostlight orcs.


  -The skill ‘Rotation Cut’ will be generated.


  The frostlight orc chief can be described as the ruler of the northern snowfields. This helmet, which he loved, was made from the skull of a snowy ogre and has a terrible appearance. In particular, the horn on the left has a very threatening appearance. Just wearing this helmet can cause fear.


  Originally there was a sense of crudeness, but a craftsman with great talent and potential had reassembled it, complementing the weaknesses and enhancing the function. 


  Conditions of Use: Level 150 or more. More than 400 strength.


  Weight: 800 


  “Kuk… Truly great.”


  Grid was impressed as he verified the improved performance of the helmet. Then he turned his attention to Rector while wearing the helmet.


  “How about it? Don’t you think this helmet is somewhat cool?”


  “H-Hik…”


  Rector paled. It was because the bizarre skull helmet felt so terrible.


  Grid saw his expression and sighed. “It seems to be my mistake… Damn, I need to replace this helmet quickly.”


  Grid grumbled as he approached Rector and handed over 10 silver.


  “Did you watch me well? You should start practicing from now on, while trying to recall how I used the bellows and my hammering. Perhaps we’ll see each other again. Your skills might be low now, but you might become an intermediate blacksmith after 10 years of practice.”


  Grid was joking. He never imagined that Rector would take his joke seriously as he left the smithy.


  After a while. Rector jumped up. Then he locked the door of the smith and listened to Grid’s advice(?), practicing his handling of the bellows and hammering.


  And later. Rector, who was inherently gifted, became an advanced blacksmith who represented this area. He would often tell his disciples the story of how he met Grid. But Grid didn’t know this.


  ***


  The village center. 


  Grid was amazed as he stood in front of the Rebecca Temple.


  ‘Gold?’


  The temple here was small compared to other temples in the area. It was a single story building that was less than 100 pyeongs (1 pyeong=3.3058m). But the outer walls were painted in gold and shining brilliantly.


  “Is there any way to get this…?”


  Grid looked around at the other people before scratching the gold with his nails. But no matter how hard he scratched, not one speck of gold dust fell off.


  “How rotten and dirty.”


  Grid didn’t give up. He didn’t want to miss an opportunity to get free gold. His appearance and scratching at the gold revealed that he was obvious a first time visitor to Rolling. A middle-aged priest found him and gave a meaningful smile.


  ‘It has been a long time since I’ve seen a sucker.’


  The priest’s ID was Dong Pao. He was a Chinese user. He followed the rigid laws of the Rebecca Church such as forbidding love, forced silence and fasting, and managed to raise his level to 160.


  He grinned and approached Grid. “Brother, is this your first visit to Rolling?”


  “…!”


  Grid flinched from where he was squatting in a corner and scratching at the gold. ‘I’m not a thief, hahaha!’ He laughed loudly while trembling.


  “Ah~! Yes! It is my first time here! Oh, this temple is so beautiful! It reminds me of the beautiful Goddess Rebecca! Hahahahat! Yes?”


  The person who suddenly greeted him was wearing the clothes of the Rebecca Church. Grid was so worried about being called a thief that he hadn’t noticed until now. The priest in front of him was a user, not an NPC.


  ‘It is the first time I’ve seen a priest user.’


  Grid had heard rumors about how difficult it was to become a Rebecca priest. In fact, all Rebecca priests that Grid had met since playing Satisfy were NPCs. So it was surprising that middle-aged priest in front of him was a user, not an NPC. 


  ‘His ID is Dong Pao… Chinese…’


  The ID was somewhat appetizing. Grid pledged to visit a Chinese restaurant today with his family and eat Dongpo pork.


  “Are you a monk in reality? How did you manage to clear the Rebecca Church’s class change quest?”


  Dong Pao laughed heartily.


  “In reality, I’m just an ordinary person. However, in Satisfy, I succeeded in suppressing all desires while thinking that I only want to serve Goddess Rebecca… Then I was able to become a priest of sacred light.”


  “Wow… I don’t know about anything else, but staying silent seems pretty hard. Well, I can’t date anyway… No, I don’t want a relationship, but it will be hard to withstand the silence and fasting… Weren’t you supposed to stay silent for 20 days? How did you manage it? And even if you succeed in the priest class change quest, don’t you have to perform quests often if you want to keep the position? It’s great that you could endure all of that.”


  The original Grid was indifferent to other people’s matters. But this was his first experience meeting a priest user, so he was naturally interested. When he was in a bad situation, he became sick when he saw others doing well. Now he had paid off his debt and was running along a part of success, so he could praise others.


  Dong Pao smiled at him.


  “It was difficult to remain silent. But when I prayed to Goddess Rebecca, the time passed quickly. The act of praying itself raises the divine power stat, so if you think about it positively, it is good to be disciplined. But what brings you to Rolling? There’s no special hunting ground or sightseeing spots besides the Vatican, so most people who visit here have business in the Vatican…”


  “I’m on the way to the Vatican. I need to meet the pope for a quest.”


  “Hah… His Holiness?”


  Dong Pao’s eyes shone sharply at the words.


  ‘Someone who isn’t part of the Rebecca Church is on a quest to meet the pope? Even I have only seen the pope from afar. It seems like he is on a S-grade or higher quest.’


  Dong Pao observed Grid’s equipment closely.


  ‘The armor and gauntlets are ordinary… That cloak is garbage… The only accessory is a ring that looks simple… But the boots are tremendously expensive. Yes, he must be a high level.’


  Rolling was far from the centre of the continent. It was difficult to come here without being a high level because the roads were difficult and full of monsters. Dong Pao was pleased at the thought of Grid being a high level user.


  ‘He will have a high value.’


  Dong Pao’s eyes curved into a half moon as he suggested to Grid, “I am also on my way to the Vatican. Do you want to accompany me?”


  If a healer accompanied him, how much money would he save on potions? Others had to pay money to party with a healer, but he could party with one for free? Grid readily accepted this.


  “Of course I would like that.”


  Thus, the two people formed a party. Grid was surprised when he saw Dong Pao’s level in the party window.


  “Level 160? I know that priest is a difficult class to level up, so isn’t this level very high?”


  “There are many quests to be done, so there’s no time to raise my level. However, due to the nature of the class, it’s easy to find a party. I hunted with a high level party and quickly raised my level. But Mister Grid… You’re level 147? That is surprisingly low.”


  “Haha, I don’t have much time to raise my level. I’ve only been able to raise it lately.”


  “Ah, yes…”


  Dong Pao made an uncomfortable expression.


  ‘He crossed the Suaz Mountains alone at this level? Did he avoid the ogres and gargoyles? He has good luck… Damm, I thought he would be at least level 160…’


  Dong Pao used his status as a priest to lure high-level travellers to a certain place that couldn’t be logged out of. He made money by intimidating, killing or ransoming travellers.


  ‘Level 147…’


  It was obvious, but the higher the level of prey, the higher the ransom value. Level 147 was ambiguous. It was higher than the average level, but it wasn’t that high compared to the rankers.


  ‘If he’s level 147, he can recover the experience lost through dying by hunting… He won’t pay a large amount of money for his life… Tsk, this is annoying. I’ll have to make money by killing him and selling the boots.’


  Thus, the two of them went on a short journey to the Vatican. There was a group watching them from the entrance of the village.


  “Dong Pao has started the game.”


  “Okay. We can follow slowly and eat up the profit.”


  They were three people. They were assassin users who joined hands with Dong Pao. The fifth ranked assassin Shay, the 11th ranked Kerb, and the 13th ranked Sniffer. The three of them had managed to assassinate a user who was 51st on the unified rankings, so there was no doubting their skill.


  Grid was the target of some bigwigs. But Grid didn’t know this and was just excited at the thought of partying with a priest.




  Chapter 120


  ‘What? What’s this?’


  Dong Pao was greatly confused.


  The road from Rolling to the Vatican was originally very peaceful. The paladins regularly scouted, so it was difficult to find thieves, monsters and beasts. It could be called one of the few safe zones on the continent.


  However, today the monsters popped out without any hesitation. Just like water pouring from a collapsed dam, the monsters swooped down and attacked Grid and Dong Pao. 


  “Pant… Pant… There are so many monsters in the vicinity…”


  Thanks to that, Dong Pao was exhausted.


  It had been less than a hour since they left Rolling, and they had already fought over 100 monsters without a break. His mana had been depleted a few times, making him drink mana potions. Now his stamina was going to be depleted.


  “Pant pant! Strange! Really strange! I’ve used this road several hundred times, but it is the first time I’ve seen this! Pant pant!” Dong Pao couldn’t accept the current situation. He struggled to use Heal on Grid, who was killing the lizardmen surrounding them. “Why are there so many monsters here… Strange!”


  They needed to move 15km more to reach the point he was supposed to lure Grid. But monsters kept showing up, so it seemed like the two people would lose their lives before even reaching the target. How many people met and died from monsters in the safety zones? Perhaps he would be the first. How unfair and embarrassing was this?


  Dong Pao despaired.


  Then the source of this incident, Grid furtively took off his cloak.


  ‘I currently have a healing shuttle… Unfortunately, it’s time for a break.’


  [Malacus’ Cloak has been unequipped.]


  Malacus’ Cloak gave off a bloody scent that attracted all types of monsters hiding in the vicinity. As soon as Grid put the cloak into the inventory, no more monsters appeared. But Dong Pao was too busy to observe Grid properly, so he didn’t realize that Grid was the source.


  Grid dealt with the remaining monsters.


  Kiyaaaaak!


  [You have defeated a giant salamander.]


  [Party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired the salamander’s gallbladder.]


  [Party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired the rare pearl.]


  [203,000 experience has been acquired.]


  [You have defeated an iran clan lizardman.]


  [Party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired the Usable Scimitar.]


  [Party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired a sapphire.]


  [255,000 experience has been acquired.]


  Dran Valley, where crystal clear water flowed!


  The monsters here were much stronger than the monsters of Suaz Mountains. They had a minimum level of 190 and higher, so even Grid struggled if there were more than seven monsters. However, he had Dong Pao’s healing, so he could successfully hunt them.


  ‘The Heal of a level 160 priest is truly tremendous. Kukuk, I can wait to go to the Vatican as long as I have this heal shuttle.’


  Grid was delighted because he gained a tremendous amount of experience, despite being in a party with Dong Pao. However, he made a disgruntled facial expression and groaned. “Phew, I thought I was going to die. This is the first time I’ve seen so many monsters. Was this area originally like this?”


  Dong Pao shook his head at Grid’s words. “I don’t know what’s going on. Originally, this is a place where monsters rarely pop up… I didn’t even know that there were so many monsters here. I have goosebumps… Sigh…”


  Dong Pao peeked at the dagger held in Grid’s hands while he was lamenting.


  ‘There is a deep blue aura like sea around that dagger… It’s a weapon enhanced to at least +8. Huge.’


  It was after he joined the party with Grid.  He originally thought that Grid managed to come to Rolling alone, despite being only level 147, was purely because of luck.


  Now that they’d fought together, he realized that Grid was really strong compared to his level. The reason Grid was able to cross the Suaz Mountains wasn’t because of luck, but because of strength.


  ‘The secret of his strength is that +8 dagger… A dagger might be weak in attack power compared to a one-handed sword or blunt weapon, but… A dagger enhanced to this extent can deal more damage than a blunt weapon.’


  A dagger had a fast attack speed, but weak attack power. However, Grid’s dagger had both excellent attack speed and attack power.


  ‘He must be quite rich if he is carrying that weapon. Okay, I can get more profit than I thought. If I can take this dagger…!’


  ‘This is enough rest.’ As Dong Pao was smiling nastily, Grid put on Malacus’ Cloak. He got up from his seat and urged Dong Pao. “It is time to move. We don’t want to be too late.”


  “Yes… But before that…”


  Dong Pao stared at Grid with sharp eyes. Grid thought Dong Pao noticed Malacus’ Cloak and gulped. Then Dong Pao said to him. “Item distribution… Can you change it to sequential distribution instead of party leader distribution? Brother, let’s be fair.”


  “…Just keep it as party leader distribution for now. With sequential distribution, the expensive items might be given to only one person and that isn’t fair. We’ll split the proceeds in half once we arrive at the destination, so don’t worry.”


  “No, but…”


  Grid’s destination was the Vatican. But Dong Pao’s planned destination was a place where Grid would die before he arrived at the Vatican. If the item distribution method wasn’t changed now, Dong Pao wouldn’t receive the items. So he wanted to change it to sequential distribution.


  But Grid was stubborn. Ho was already walking.


  ‘Damn bastard!’ Dong Pao cursed to himself. Then he tried to think positively. ‘Yes, I will get a lot of money from him.’


  Dong Pao smiled as he watched the quickly walking Grid. He thought that Grid’s urgent demand was funny. But the smile on Dong Pao’s face quickly disappeared. Had it been five minutes since they started walking again? New monsters appeared like a cloud and Dong Pao went crazy.


  “What the hell is this? Why do these monsters keep constantly appearing?”


  “Didn’t you do hard quests as part of the Rebecca Church? Perhaps this is a trial from Goddess Rebecca?”


  Grid was using method acting. He was good at pretending that he wasn’t the source attracting the monsters. As a result, Dong Pao didn’t suspect Grid at all.


  “No! I’ve never heard of a trial that involved hunting monsters! And a quest window didn’t pop up…!”


  “Hrmm… Please support me while I’m taking care of them. Thank you.”


  “Yes…”


  Dong Pao was depressed at the thought of consuming so many expensive mana potions. On the other hand, Grid was rejoicing.


  ‘I have a free heal shuttle so I should use it as much as possible!’


  That’s right. Grid had been aiming for this since he got a party with a healer for free. Until they arrived at the Vatican, he was going to rely on Dong Pao’s healing for infinite hunting. Dong Pao was aiming for Grid’s life while Grid was aiming to use him.


  The two men continued the repeated hunting and… 


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  “Yes!”


  “Ohh! I also levelled up…!”


  Just 12 hours after leaving Rolling! Grid gained three levels while Dong Pao gained one level.


  It was surprising for Dong Pao. They were hunting high level monsters with only two people, so their level rose quickly. It was better than hunting with a few high level parties. Like Grid, he wanted to stay in this place for a while to hunt. If he could do that, he could challenge becoming a ranker. But he was soon reminded of his original goals.


  ‘Money is more important than levelling.’


  Crime Forest.


  Originally, they should’ve arrived here 3 hours after leaving Rolling. But it took them 12 hours. Dong Pao wondered if the assassins were tired and resentful from waiting. He felt anxious and urged Grid.


  “Brother, let’s take a break in that cave over there.”


  Grid turned his head in Dong Pao’s direction and was able to discover the entrance to a cave. Then he said with a reluctant look.


  “Do we need to rest? Shouldn’t we go straight to the Vatican with this momentum?”


  Dong Pao tried to convince him, “Unlike Brother, my stamina has reached its limit several times. I need sufficient rest. My mana regeneration is too slow right now… It is to the point that I can only use Heal a few times.”


  “It can’t be helped.”


  “Thank you for your consideration.”


  Grid received Dong Pao’s guidance and entered the cave. Then a notification window flashed.


  [The Vampire Countess Marie Rose is sealed in this space.]


  [Marie Rose’s evil influence makes your magic power turbid. All types of spells and skills aren’t available.]


  [You have resisted.]


  “…?”


  Grid was bewildered.


  “Is this a raid room? Vampire countess? The vampire barons are fearful enough, yet this is a vampire countess? Are we going to have our blood sucked and die here? Why are we resting in this dangerous space…?”


  Dong Pao shook his head.


  “Don’t worry. Marie Rose has been sleeping for hundreds of years since she was sealed by two of Rebecca’s Daughters… She never wakes up. It isn’t Marie Rose you should be worrying about right now.”


  “…?!”


  Grid was startled.


  At the end of Dong Pao’s words, three shadows appeared from the darkness. They were assassins who were with Dong Pao. They blocked the entrance of the cave so that Grid couldn’t escape, and glared at Dong Pao.


  “Why are you so late?”


  Dong Pao explained, “Strangely, monsters kept showing up. We were forced to slow down while handling them.”


  The 13th ranked assassin, Sniffer didn’t believe it.


  “Monsters? If you want to lie, do it properly. Isn’t it hard to find one wolf in the area, let alone monsters? This is why I hate the Chinese. You bluff every time you open your mouth!”


  “It isn’t a lie. If you don’t believe me, check it out yourself later.”


  “Okay. I understand, so stop.” The 11th ranked Kerb didn’t want to waste any more time. He calmed down the situation and aimed two daggers at Grid. “Hey. If you don’t want to die and lose experience, give us your money. Then we’ll spare your life.”


  Assassins were specialized in assassination.


  Their class change quest was assassination, and they received additional rewards depending on how many people were assassinated. The assassins steadily performed assassinations and gained a lot of experience fighting people. 


  Assassins were able to show off their unique presence in this place where all types of skills were suppressed due to Marie Rose. They also had numerical superiority, so Kerb didn’t doubt that they could handle Grid.


  On the other hand, Grid grasped the situation and asked Dong Pao.


  “Dong Pao, don’t priests of the Rebecca Church have to obey the laws? Isn’t it against their doctrines to harm the lives of travellers for money? This act of betraying Goddess Rebecca, doesn’t it have fatal consequences to you as a priest?”


  Dong Pao shook his head. “A lot of people are confused. They think that Rebecca priests must always follow the laws and doctrines to keep their position. But the reality was different. We have to only obey the law during the quest period. It doesn’t matter what wrongdoings I do if it isn’t discovered by the church.”


  Grid didn’t understand.


  “Isn’t your divine power stat strengthened by following the laws and doctrines? Rather than acting for immediate profits, isn’t it better in the long run to follow the laws and raise your divine power?”


  To Dong Pao, Grid seemed desperate to live. He felt very sympathetic towards the pathetic persuasion.


  “Brother, have you forgotten what I said earlier? We have something called prayer. Divine power can be raised through praying, so I don’t need to worry about following the laws. I don’t deny Goddess Rebecca, despite committing evil. I deeply believe in, admire and love the goddess in my heart. My loyalty to the goddess is so deep that even now, my divine power is rising slowly and steadily.


  “…”


  “It is still unknown to the outside, but the Rebecca Pope is a very depraved person. The pope often breaks the laws and doctrines of the church. But his divine power is enough to transcend common sense. His belief in Goddess Rebecca is absolute.”


  “That’s just a contradiction.” The 7th assassin Shay came forward. He thought that the Rebecca Church was very silly. “The Yatan Church is the one that stands for pure evil. They believe that evil is the right way. But the people from the Rebecca Church commit atrocities, even though they realize they have to do good deeds. The front and back are different, so they are far sneakier and more dangerous than the Yatan Church. Well, it has nothing to do with us… Give us your money.”


  Grid examined Shay’s body.


  ‘He is armed with top-notch items. At least level 200…’


  The Legendary Blackmsith’s Discernment skill allowed him to gauge the level of the items that Shay was wearing. Thanks to that, Grid could see that Shay wasn’t an ordinary opponent.


  ‘Rankers. The other two people are even higher than Dong Pao.’


  But.


  ‘… They are boring compared to Faker.’


  Grid was in the same guild as the 1st ranked assassin, Faker.. He had witnessed Faker’s skills several times. Therefore, he didn’t feel afraid in front of these people.


  “You guys, you have picked the wrong prey to hunt.”


  Grid armed himself with two items that had been in his inventory the entire time he was with Dong Pao.


  [Dainsleif (Reproduction) has been equipped.]


  [Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet has been equipped.]


  “…This guy?”


  Dong Pao and the assassins were astonished when they saw Grid pull out a black greatsword and a bizarre skull helmet. Wasn’t he the famous slaughterer who wiped out the Giant Guild not long ago? They didn’t expect it at all.




  Chapter 121


  “You brought a big shot here?”


  Shay rebuked Dong Pao.


  It was true that the higher level the target, the higher the ransom value. However, there was a line. An opponent that was too strong wasn’t welcomed, because there was a possibility that their threats wouldn’t work and the situation would reverse.


  Dong Pao thought it was unfair. “The butcher’s face and ID weren’t revealed. How could I know that he would be the butcher?”


  The person he met purely by chance and selected to be the target of a crime was actually the infamous Psychopath Butcher! Dong Pao felt a chill at the thought of accompanying him for half a day without knowing it.


  ‘He is a very cruel and violent person based on the video… I was lucky he didn’t sink a knife into my back while hunting.’


  ‘What weak behavior.’


  Shay shook his head as the scared and panicked Dong Pao. He pulled out a weapon that was around 80cm in length and rotated it with a swaggering attitude.


  “Since we are already here, shall I measure how good the famous Psychopath Butcher is?”


  In the end, he didn’t back down from a fight.


  Dong Pao made a fuss.


  “H-Hey, Shay! Didn’t you see his battle video? Are you ignoring the power of his wide area skills? He must certainly have a hidden class, so wouldn’t it be better to retreat than fight? Isn’t it better to settle this peacefully?”


  “Peacefully? So a person who killed a lot of people in order to earn money wants peace?” Shay ridiculed before explaining the situation. “As you say, he has a powerful skill. I would’ve avoided him if I encountered him in a normal place. However, this cave seals all types of skills. There is a good chance we can win with that guy’s strength sealed.”


  Shay was almost certain that he could win. Then he started the assault towards Grid.


  Sakak!


  The sword flashed in the darkness, while the black greatsword stood against it.


  Chaaeng!


  When the two swords hit each other, the dark cave brightened for a moment, as if sparks had been lit. At that moment, the terrible appearance of the skull helmet was clearly revealed. Shay remarked, “If you were a regular person, I would wonder how you could wear such a terrible looking helmet. But it is pointless to understand the psychology of psychopaths.”


  Grid shouted angrily. “Do you think I like wearing this helmet? I don’t have a choice due to its performance! Fuck! Don’t call me a psychopath!”


  Chaaeng! Chaaeng!


  Kerb and Sniffer admired the continuous exchange between the two.


  “That bastard, he is quickly reacting to all of Shay’s attacks.”


  Assassins had high agility, so their swiftness was outstanding among all classes. Shay was the 7th strongest assassin. When thinking about Satisfy as a whole, there were few who could respond to Shay’s attack speed.


  Grid was armed with a slow greatsword but he managed to block all of Shay’s attacks. Dong Pao’s mouth dropped open, “Is he skilled in combat, or is he predicting the trajectory of the attacks using Shay’s movements?”


  Kerb shook his head, “No, he doesn’t have such skill. He is simply fast.”


  “What?”


  Sniffer clicked his tongue at Dong Pao. “Do the Chinese have something covering their eyes? Get rid of it and look properly. The speed with which Grid is wielding his greatsword is comparable to Shay’s attack speed.”


  Dong Pao couldn’t believe it. Grid’s greatsword was 3m long and weighed more than 20kg. On the other hand, Shay’s sword was less than 1m in length and was light. When taking into account length and weight, wouldn’t Shay have the advantage? Was it possible?


  Kerb explained. “It means that Grid’s strength and agility is high enough to exceed our imaginations. Skills aren’t a problem. That person is a monster with stats.”


  Chaaeng!


  “Kuk!”


  After exchanging dozens of blows, Shay was forced to step back first.


  ‘It feels like hitting a rock every time I hit the greatsword.’


  His right arm was cramping up. Shay could no longer withstand Grid’s overwhelming attack power.


  “Grid… Your name isn’t within the top 3,000 list, but you are much stronger than me. Even if you are a hidden class, isn’t it too much to surpass the concept of level? Honestly, I think there’s a problem with balance.”


  Grid snorted. “Have you ever met a hidden class? Then you don’t know. In order to obtain a hidden class, constant effort and good luck is needed. Well, you might become a hidden class after 100 years of buying lottery tickets?”


  “Unlucky bastard.”


  Shay signalled to his colleagues. Then both of them moved in a flash, appearing on either side of Grid.


  “First of all, I’ll make you bleed! Then you will pay with your lives!”


  Papapat!


  Sniffer had yearned for a fight and threw three darts while shouting. On the other hand, Kerb remained silent as he aimed two daggers.


  “What will you do?”


  For Grid who accumulated a lot of combat experience, the thrown weapons were simple. He spun and hit all weapons flying from both sides. In the process, Grid sensed the unusual weight of the darts that Sniffer threw.


  ‘Is he specialized in throwing techniques?’


  The same assassins might have different characteristics. Some were specialized in stealth, others in swiftness, some in trap and another in throwing weapons. In a one-against-many situation, Sniffer was able to play the role of a sniper, so Grid decided that Sniffer was the most annoying. At the same time, a flash of black sword was fired.


  “Aigoo!”


  Sniffer leaned back and narrowly avoided the attack, then threw new darts from that dangerous posture. As Grid was paying attention to Sniffer, Kerb approached from the rear and swung his two daggers. Then Shay moved up the walls towards the ceiling and dropped towards Grid from the top.


  It was a pincer attack with perfect timing.


  ‘Victory!’


  Shay, Kerb and Sniffer were convinced of their victory. But Grid was beyond their common sense.


  Chaaeng! Chaaeng!


  “…?!”


  It was truly absurd. A golden disc suddenly appeared and blocked all of Sniffer’s darts. Then it flew and blocked Shay’s weapon. Another golden disc was competing with Kerb’s daggers.


  “What is this?”


  What were these discs that flew and interfered with their attacks? The assassins were stunned. Grid started a sword dance while the three people were off guard.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave!”


  Peeeeeong!


  Black sword waves spread all over the place. Turmoil appeared in the cave as the assassins flew all over the place without even screaming.


  “Cough, cough! Ugh! How…? How can you use a skill in this place?”


  Assassins had passive skills that allowed them to avoid all sorts of attacks with a certain probability. But this cave even sealed passive skills. It was unbelievable that Grid managed to use a skill in this place.


  “Aren’t there many stars in the world?”


  Grid spoke as he approached the three people. The three of them were frightened and tried to resist.


  “Ugh! Shit! Crazy!”


  Shay’s movements were noticeably slow. It was due to the debuff after being hit with Wave.


  Chaaeng! Chaaeng!


  Grid yawned as he blocked Shay’s attacks, like it was boring.


  “Damn you!”


  It was the moment that someone within the top 1,000 rankings was shamed!


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  Suuk.


  Grid lightly avoided Shay’s attacks. Then Kerb was split in half by Dainsleif as he tried to approach from the rear.


  “You monster!”


  Sniffer couldn’t laugh anymore as he threw all the darts in his possession. But the dozens of darts were blocked by just two golden discs. They failed to even hit Grid’s cloak.


  “Indeed, you guys can’t even catch up with Faker’s toes.”


  Sukakak!


  A strike fell from the sky and struck Shay and Sniffer simultaneously. Grid watched them turn into a grey light and once again realized how strong Faker was. Then he turned towards Dong Pao.


  “T-This…”


  Complete devastation. Grid fired a single skill and killed three top assassins in an instant.


  ‘How…?’


  Dong Pao once again checked Grid’s level, since they were still in a party. 150. Grid had been level 147 the first time they met and he gained three levels on the way here to reach 150. Yes, a mere level 150 managed to beat the level 200 Shay and the level 180 Kerb and Sniffer.


  ‘Is this a hidden class…?’


  It was his turn next. Dong Pao had tried to take money and kill Grid.


  “H-Hik…!”


  No one wouldn’t want their experience to drop. Experience wasn’t the only problem. In the worst case, a user would drop items when dying. Dong Pao wanted to avoid death, even if he needed to kiss Grid’s feet.


  “S-Spare me! Brother!”


  Dong Pao bowed. Grid approached him and squatted, “How many people in this place have begged you with the same emotions you are feeling now?”


  “…”


  Dong Pao had never counted. Looking back now, he was able to realize the great despair that the people who had been harmed by him felt.


  “I’m sorry! I’m really sorry! I’m a bastard! Brother! I won’t bargain over the lives of others again! I will never commit evil again, so please spare me!”


  “What? It has nothing to do with me if you do this to anyone else.”


  “B-But didn’t you just talk about how many people I hurt here?”


  “I was just wondering… I am thankful for your earlier support. I was going to distribute the items obtained from hunting with you, but now you have lost that right. Yes?”


  Dong Pao nodded. “That’s right! Your words are correct! I am the trash who tried to deceive you in order to take your life and money! It doesn’t make any sense for you to distribute the items to me! Of course Brother should keep the items. So please just spare my life…!”


  Dong Pao begged for his life until the last moment. But he couldn’t escape death.


  Puok!


  “K-Keok!”


  Dong Pao’s face lost a large amount of blood at once and he quickly became like a mummy. Grid wasn’t the one who killed him.


  “Don’t tell me, you…”


  Grid braced himself. An unidentified woman appeared behind Dong Pao and sucked his blood like a vampire.


  “Nice to meet you.”


  The woman smiled through a blood-soaked mouth. As soon as Grid saw her red eyes, many notification windows appeared in front of him.


  [You have encountered Vampire Countess Marie Rose.]


  [Marie Rose’s evil influence makes your magic power turbid. All types of spells and skills aren’t available.]


  [You have resisted.]


  [A vampire’s gaze will subdue lower species. You will lost your willpower and control over your body.]


  [You have resisted.]


  [Marie Rose’s attraction is absolute. Her charm is so high there is even high odds of both genders being attracted.]


  [You have resisted.]


  Grid maintained as large a distance from Marie Rose as possible. Then he carefully opened his mouth.


  “Why did you suddenly wake up for hundreds of years when your seal isn’t released? Were we being too loud?”


  Marie Rose pointed to Malacus’ Cloak.


  “There is the blood of thousands, maybe tens of thousands of people soaked into the cloak you are wearing. Isn’t that enough stimulation to wake me up?”


  Malacus, a priest of the Yatan Church, had killed countless virgins for decades. The blood of the virgins completely covered the cloak and was a great stimulus to vampires.


  “But you, aren’t you quite unusual? You don’t have strong divine powers like Rebecca’s Daughters, nor do you have strong magic power like Braham, but my gaze and presence have no effect on you… How strange.”


  Marie Rose appeared to be in her early 20’s. Jishuka had a glamorous beauty and Yura had a neat beauty, but Marie Rose’s beauty transcended them. Her beauty was so unrealistic that it seemed like an illusion.


  It was so perfect that Grid didn’t feel any attraction towards her. He wasn’t bewitched at all and could stay calm.


  “Isn’t this strangeness interesting? Are you interested enough to keep me alive? I woke you up from your seal, so please do me this favor.”


  Marie Rose caused the worst conditions, such as sealing of skills and controlling the body. If she had a strong wide area skill, she would be invincible. From 1st to 200th on the rankings, the top rankers wouldn’t be able to defeat her even if they ran all at once. It was natural for Grid to feel fear. Marie Rose didn’t dislike this.


  “Cute. Huhut… Let’s meet again one day.”


  Saaah!


  Marie Rose’s beautiful body instantly turned into black powder and was blown away in the wind. After that, Grid was concerned that Marie Rose would come back and took off his cloak. Then he stopped as he was about to go straight to the Vatican. He found several items on the ground.


  “This is another good fortune!”


  The assassins and Dong Pao dropped items after dying. Grid quickly forgot about the fear that Marie Rose caused as he smiled and picked up the items.




  Chapter 122


  “Rin, shouldn’t you be faithful to me and Goddess Rebecca, as well as serve as a role model to the believers?”


  The Vatican. Dozens of senior paladins and priests watched as one of Rebecca’s Daughters, Rin was questioned.


  She declared, “This is a misunderstanding. My loyalty to Goddess Rebecca and Your Holiness is eternal. I will never betray Your Holiness.”


  “If you are loyal, why haven’t you responded to my calls? Shouldn’t you obey my commands in any circumstances?”


  Last January.


  Drevigo rose to the seat of 13th pope after defeating the other candidates, and revealed himself as soon as he seized power. Almost two years after he became a pope, he broke the laws to fill his own self-interests and defiled the honor of Goddess Rebecca.


  The high priests were remorseful and tried to correct their mistake, but they weren’t successful. Those who made any comments were demoted to temples in remote areas. Only those who didn’t care and became corrupt with the pope remained at the Vatican.


  Reform was needed.


  Finally, September of this year. The high-ranking clergymen rebelled in order to remove Drevigo from the pope’s seat. But Drevigo had Rebecca’s Daughters. They were absolutely loyal to the pope and the rebellion failed before their strength. After that, Drevigo was able to consolidate his position even more.


  The priests lamented. Three of the strongest paladins fostered to guard the church were now protecting the worst pope. As long as Rebecca’s Daughters existed, the pope would remain alive until the end and the Rebecca Church would rot.


  But now. Due to Drevigo’s endless desires, even Rebecca’s Daughters could feel the change. Those who had been taught to be absolutely loyal to the pope from a young age were trying to escape their brainwashing.


  “I… I felt confused because Your Holiness didn’t fulfill your duties as a pope. I prayed to Goddess Rebecca to see if I should submit to your commands and to ask for answers.”


  Rin was strong but she was pure, like a little girl. The pope ridiculed her for answering so honestly.


  “You wondered if you should submit to my commands?”


  “…Yes.”


  “Why are you so simple?” The pope’s eyes widened as he shouted. “I am the agent of Goddess Rebecca! It is your duty to believe and follow me. Are you trying to use prayer as an excuse? Rin! You are a dangerous child! You are no longer my daughter! I will reclaim Ikael’s Sword!”


  At that moment, a quest notification window appeared in front of Damian, who was standing next to the high-ranking paladin and priest NPCs.


  [Pope’s Decision]


  Difficulty Level: SS


  Rebecca’s Daughters are the absolute weapons of the Rebecca Church. Their armed strength is reliable, but they can be dangerous if they aren’t under perfect control. The pope is worried about the worst and eventually gave a command.


  Kill Rebecca’s Daughter, Rin. Killing her won’t deal a direct hit to the church. As long as Ikael’s Sword exists, an endless number of substitutes can replace her.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Rin’s death.


  Clear Reward: Abilities awakening.


  * You can exert the true abilities of a paladin of the Rebecca Church.


  Quest Failure: Level -4. Divine Power will decrease by 10,000.


  [Would you like to accept the quest?]


  There were three types of paladins in Satisfy.


  The most popular type of paladins were those belonging to the Judar Church.


  They specialized in a wide range of buff skills and had excellent defense. They were in charge of the party buffs, and were active in party hunting and raised because they were able to serve as the main tanker. They were considered as the most popular class after the Rebecca priests.


  Then there were the paladins of the Dominion Church.


  They specialized in personal buff skills and had high attack power. They weren’t popular with large scale parties and raids, but they were popular in small party hunting. In addition, their single combat ability was the best among the paladins.


  The last were paladins of the Rebecca Church.


  They were the only paladins who could use Heal. But they didn’t have buff skills. However, their amount of healing wasn’t high, so they weren’t popular in party hunting or raids. It was a class that was only grudgingly accepted when a priest couldn’t be found. They had no buff skills and their combat ability was the weakest among the paladins.


  They were much harder to find than paladins of other churches, and weren’t popular. It was rare to find a user who was a paladin of the Rebecca Church. 


  But wasn’t it strange? Rebecca’s Daughters were paladins, and not only that, they were the strongest among all NPC paladins. Thanks to their presence, Damian speculated that a Rebecca paladin would become stronger if they broke through a certain point.


  If he reached his second advancement, wouldn’t he become stronger than paladins of other churches? He thought for a bit before choosing to become a paladin of the Rebecca Church. However, he reached level 200 after much difficulty and didn’t find anything special. The paladins of the other churches were still better than paladins of the Rebecca Church.


  Damian felt extreme disappointment and skepticism. But right now.


  ‘Abilities awakening…!’


  It was the reward of his first SS-grade quest after playing Satisfy for over a year. If this quest was cleared and his abilities awakened, Damian was obviously going to become stronger as he originally anticipated. Damian had been waiting for this moment since he became a paladin of the Rebecca Church.


  He made a decision.


  “…I reject.”


  [If you refuse the quest, the pope will view you as a traitor. Do you still want to reject?]


  “…”


  He was a paladin of the Rebecca Church. Damian had struggled to raise his level and divine power. Everyone laughed and called Rebecca’s paladins garbage, but Damian didn’t stop dreaming of the day his abilities would awaken.


  Then a month ago, he became 2nd on the paladin rankings. As a result of the effort that other people couldn’t imagine, he was finally faced with the moment his abilities would awaken. So why was he refusing the quest?


  “How can I aim a sword at Rin-chan?”


  It was due to his virtuous heart. Damian had been watching Rebecca’s Daughters for a long time, and was attracted by their beauty and charm. He ran a blog on the Internet praising Rebecca’s Daughters.


  “Don’t underestimate my virtue…! I refuse the quest!”


  [The quest was refused.]


  [An angry Pope Drevigo has pointed you out as a traitor.]


  “Disgraceful person! What are you doing? Get rid of him and Rin!”


  Chaaeng!


  Dozens of senior paladins simultaneously armed themselves. They rushed towards Rin and Damian after receiving the pope’s command.


  “Ah…!”


  Rin was confused. She had been branded as a traitor after a lifetime of loyalty, so she had no idea what to do. Damian ran to her side and reassured her, “Rin-chan, it will be okay. I will protect you.”


  Excluding the time he spent playing Satisfy, Damian spent all his time managing his blog and watching Japanese anime. Now he had an opportunity to defend the heroine, just like the protagonists of the animes he watched.


  Rin was tearful as she looked at his back.


  “Damian… I’m not alone?”


  Damian glanced at her and replied. “Yes. I am beside Rin-chan. And Goddess Rebecca will surely protect us.”


  At that moment, a new quest window emerged in front of Damian.


  [Goddess’ Divine Punishment]


  Difficulty: Class change quest.


  Your choice to reject the corrupt pope’s command wasn’t wrong. Goddess Rebecca has blessed you.


  As an agent of Goddess Rebecca, punish the corrupt pope!


  Quest Progress Reward: Abilities awakening.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Pope Drevigo’s death.


  Quest Clear Reward: The hidden class ‘Goddess’ Agent.’


  Quest Failure: Level -20. You will lose your current class. The complete corruption of the Rebecca Church.


  * The hidden class change quest has the power to transform Satisfy’s world, according to the result. Please be careful.


  [Goddess Rebecca has blessed you for following her teachings faithfully.]


  [Due to this, your suppressed powers have been awakened.]


  [All stats have increased by 100.]


  [The skill ‘Light’s Blessing’ has been generated.]


  [The skill ‘Heart’s Desire’ has been generated.]


  Kkuok!


  Damian gripped his sword tightly.


  Duguen! Duguen!


  His heart was thudding. His blood was boiling. It was the first time in 32 years that his adrenaline rose like this.


  ‘I chose this.’


  Reality was different from manhwa. The main characters in manhwa were rewarded for their effort, but reality was grim. It was a world that was only beneficial to those who studied or had money.


  In reality, Damian couldn’t be a protagonist. But Satisfy was another reality, and his efforts and choices were repaid, giving him a chance to become a hero.


  “Drevigo! As an agent of Goddess Rebecca, I will deal out divine punishment! Light’s Blessing!”


  [You and your party’s defense, attack power and accuracy will increase by 80% for 3 minutes.]


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  Damian was surrounded by a golden light as he broke through the paladins and reached Drevigo. Drevigo reached out. “You dare to act as an agent of the goddess in front of me. Do you believe that you can receive a divine message?”


  Kwaang!


  Drevigo’s belief in Goddess Rebecca was real. His overwhelming divine power was comparable to Rebecca’s Daughters. The power of light fired from his fingertip easily penetrated Damian’s chest.


  “Cough..!”


  [You have lost 41% of your health from a single blow.]


  [You can’t regain your mental state.]


  What was this result? His vision was going crazy. His body couldn’t move the way he wanted.


  ‘Indeed, I… I’m not a protagonist.’


  Damian fell into a stunned state and was unprotected. The moment the pope was about to launch another attack at him and all his efforts were in vain…


  “How funny… I came here to meet the pope, so why is there a quest to destroy the pope?”


  The doors of the huge room opened without permission and an outsider entered. It was a man wearing a scruffy cloak and a bizarre skull helmet.


  “Who is it now?”


  “A protagonist? I see.”


  Papapat!


  After examining the situation, Grid threw three darts at the pope standing at the end of a long red carpet.


  “Block it!”


  The paladins used their shields to block the darts. But the moment the darts hit the shields, an explosion occurred and smoke emerged. Grid used that gap to rescue Damian and Rin from the enemy.


  Then he suggested to Damian, whose eyes were wide at the suddenly revealed savior, “Invite me into the party. Instead, can I have all the items that the pope drops? I think that is sufficient for saving your life.”


  “…”




  Chapter 123


  “I… I forced Rin into this…”


  The Vatican’s backyard.


  Isabel was crying with her face buried in her knees. She felt guilty for dragging Rin here.


  “I wanted to refuse His Holiness’s command… But I was afraid… I know how much Rin hates the current Vatican… It is because of me… Rin came back here because of me…”


  Cassus tried to soothe her, “If you refused His Holiness’s order, Rin would’ve been brought back by another person. Rin will be grateful for being brought politely by a friend, rather than being dragged by someone else. So please don’t beat yourself up about it.”


  “….”


  Isabel slowly raised her head. She looked at him with moist eyes. She carefully brushed her long platinum hair away from her eyes and asked gently.


  “Rin… What will happen to her?”


  The pope had convened the high ranking members of the church in order to determine Rin’s fate. Isabel wanted to watch, but the pope didn’t give her permission, making her become more anxious. She didn’t want Rin to be treated unfairly.


  Cassus couldn’t say anything.


  ‘Perhaps Rin will… She might be deprived of her qualifications, or in the worst case, she can lose her life.’


  On the surface, Rebecca’s Daughters were treated as sacred beings only second to the pope and received everyone’s respect. However, the senior members of the church dismissed Rebecca’s Daughters as consumables, mere powerful weapons. As long as the three divine artifacts were preserved, Rebecca’s Daughters could be replaced at any time.


  ‘Right now, Rebecca’s Daughters are people who serve the pope. They are a thorn in the eye of the current pope. The pope will want new Rebecca’s Daughters, who are unconditionally loyal.’


  The pope would try to pass on the three divine artifacts to new people.


  ‘Rin isn’t the only one in danger. Maybe sooner or later, Isabel…’


  Cassus’ heart dropped. Rebecca’s Daughters were raised in the church. They only knew how to exist as enforcers of the church!


  ‘… Once they become useless, they are deserted.’


  Why was this terrible thing happening?


  ‘It is a poor fate.’


  Isabel was only 17 this year and Rin was 19.


  They were born with inherently high divine power and taught how to fight and be loyal to the church since childhood. If they were abandoned by the church, would they be able to adapt to ordinary life? It would be even more unfortunate if they were killed. It was too harsh for them to die without feeling the warmth of family, friends or even a lover.


  ‘Also…’


  Once new Rebecca’s Daughters were born who were absolutely loyal to the pope, no one would be able to stop the pope for any longer. From then on, the Rebecca Church would walk the path of complete corruption. It was getting out of hand.


  “Someone…”


  Cassus, who was usually stoic and expressionless,  couldn’t hide what he was thinking. He shed tears for the first time in his life.


  “Someone, please… Save us…”


  “Cassus…?” Isabel was embarrassed by Cassus’ unusual appearance. She had no idea what to do. “W-Why are you crying all of a sudden? Huh? I-Is it because of me? Am I so depressed that I am making you cry? I’m sorry. I’m sorry so don’t cry. Everything is good. Rin will be okay, and someday Goddess Rebecca will lead His Holiness to the right path.”


  Isabel was free-spirited. Despite being harshly raised by the church, she had a strong personality. There were many times when she made people tired, but she had a warm heart like sunshine. She was in the most difficult position, yet she was smiling and comforting her subordinates?


  Cassus became sadder at the thought of this sacred, beautiful and warm life ending. The moment he was about to burst out sobbing.


  “Why is a big man crying? Eh? Especially in front of a girl. What a shame.”


  “…!”


  Why was this voice familiar? Cassus was surprised by the emergence of an unexpected figure and hurriedly looked back. A black-haired young man was standing there with a smile.


  “It has been a long time, Cassus.”


  “Grid…!”


  Winston Castle had asked for the support of a priest to make the Divine Shield, and Cassus had been dispatched. At the time, Cassus had bonded with Grid while two Divine Shields were produced. But he never dreamed that this relationship would continue again.


  Why had Grid come to the Vatican?


  “Why are you here… No?”


  Cassus’ eyes widened in the middle of his question. It was due to the evil magic power and blood of virgins coming from the cloak that Grid was wearing.


  “That cloak…!”


  Isabel said, “That is Malacus’ Cloak.”


  “Malacus’ Cloak… Really?”


  “Yes.”


  Isabel had several encounters with Malacus. It was because she raided several sites where Malacus was offering virgins as sacrifices. She was interrupted every time so she kept missing him, but she heard rumors that mighty soldiers of Winston destroyed Malacus. One of those mighty people seemed to be the young man called Grid.


  “It is an honor to meet such a great warrior.”


  “Ah! You!” Grid glanced at Isabel and was startled. Then he became excited as he recognized her. “Shield Thief! No, Shield Thief Girl! Ah, this… Ah! That’s right! Was it Rebecca’s Daughter? Hey! Rebecca’s Daughter! Give me my shield!”


  “What?”


  Isabel had encountered Grid at Winston Castle. But she didn’t remember Grid because she didn’t see Grid at the time. Cassus explained to Isabel who was puzzled by the nonsense. “He is the blacksmith of Winston. He is the creator of the Divine Shield that you are holding.”


  “Omo, really? This young man has that type of blacksmith skill? Huh? But how can a blacksmith kill Malacus?”


  Grid strode towards the puzzled and admiring Isabel. Then he unabashedly demanded, “Give me my shield.”


  Isabel was embarrassed. “I appreciate the fact that you defeated Malacus. But I can’t help you. The Divine Shield is a dangerous weapon so we have decided to recall all of them. That other shield that you made, could you please give it back?”


  “W-What?” Grid was dismayed. “How much money did I spend making these shields? Do you have any idea how great the value of the shield is? I can be rich if I sell it!”


  “I understand but… I’m sorry. It can’t be helped. The policy has already been set.”


  “D-Dammit!”


  Grid was grumpy at the thought of losing his legendary rated Divine Shield. How could he be calm when he was going to be robbed of items worth hundreds of millions of won? In the end, Grid’s face turned red as he prepared to fight.


  “Blood won’t be shed if you give me the shield immediately.”


  Grid was currently level 150. He was different compared to when the Divine Shield was stolen by the Yatan follower. His confidence was overflowing, despite facing the Rebecca Church’s strongest paladin.


  Cassus tried to talk to him as Grid pulled out the greatsword. “Grid, please calm down. Let’s start with a conversation first. Why did you come here?”


  “Ah, you! What are you saying? Do I seem like I want to talk right now? Eh?”


  “Grid, please. Please calm down.”


  Cassus bowed deeply. Grid was reminded of the time he made the items with Cassus and somewhat calmed down. Then he explained, “I came to see the pope.”


  “His Holiness?”


  “I have something that I want him to bless… I also wanted to ask for the Divine Shield back.”


  “Hah…”


  Cassus felt it was mysterious. It was amazing to reunite with someone who he thought was merely a passing relationship.


  ‘This is all Goddess Rebecca’s doing…’


  What did his relationship with Grid mean? The moment that Cassus was deeply interested.


  Kwaang!


  “…?!”


  A powerful explosion rang out from inside the Vatican. Isabel’s face turned white.


  “This divine power… It is His Holiness!”


  Something had certainly happened to Rin. Was the pope doing something terrible to Rin while she stood here? Isabel was concerned about the worst situation and rushed towards the Vatican immediately. Cassus blocked her way.


  “Didn’t His Holiness command you not to enter? Don’t go. If you break his command, His Holiness will punish you and Rin.” 


  Cassus was convinced that Rin was being punished.


  Isabel gritted her teeth.


  “Indeed… I have to save Rin from His Holiness!”


  A gold circle was drawn in the empty space. Then a white spear emerged from it. It was one of the three divine artifacts of the Rebecca Church, Lifael’s Spear. Grid observed the spear with admiration.


  ‘I didn’t recognize it before, but isn’t this a huge weapon? It is much better than the Gale Spear that I made. No, it is a few dimensions above Dainsleif.’


  There was only one person who could produce a weapon like this.


  ‘Pagma…!’


  He found a clue to Pagma in a place like this. Grid excitedly grabbed Lifael’s Spear.


  “Hey! Let me see this!”


  “What?”


  Isabel became angrier at Grid’s actions and firmly waved her spear. He dared put his hand on a sacred weapon. She wanted to blow Grid’s body into a tree that was 100m away. However…


  “Huh?”


  The spear wouldn’t swing freely. It was because Grid’s strength as he grasped the spear was beyond the category of humans.


  “Eek!”


  Isabel wielded the spear with all her strength. Then Grid’s body was thrown 30m and he rolled across the ground.


  Ku tang tang tang!


  “Uhh…”


  Grid felt his vision blurring. He barely managed to get up.


  “What? What is with this girl’s strength?”


  Grid stopped putting points in intelligence after securing a certain amount of mana. Then he invested all his points into strength. At level 150 and combined with the effect of his titles, Grid had over 1,500 strength. He had the power to break rocks by swinging a fist.


  Grid’s strength had grown to the level where Toon couldn’t compete anymore. Yet this huge strength wasn’t a match against Isabel.


  ‘Rebecca’s Daughters isn’t an empty name.’


  She was a slender girl, but she exerted physical strength that was beyond the limits of humans! Isabel reached the front door of the Vatican while Grid was admiring her.


  “Isabel! Please stop!”


  ‘Just wait a little longer, Rin, I will save you!’


  Cassus couldn’t stop her. Isabel opened the doors to the Vatican, filled with the desire to save Rin. It was at that moment.


  Kwaang!


  A girl with purple hair descended from the roof of the Vatican and attacked Isabel.


  “You!”


  Isabel was astonished as she barely managed to defend against the attack. The girl who suddenly appeared at the entrance of the Vatican! She was the last of Rebecca’s Daughters and the owner of Everiel’s Shield, Luna.


  “Here… You can’t enter.”


  Isabel shouted at her, “Luna, get out of my way! Rin is in danger!”


  Luna shook her head. “His Holiness’ commands are absolute… I have to follow them.”


  “Really… You really can’t? It is a request.”


  Isabel begged. But Luna was adamant.


  “I’m sorry… I can’t.”


  Luna was much younger than Isabel and Rin. She was 14 years old this year so the brainwashing was still strong. Unlike Isabel and Rin who thought for themselves, she only obeyed orders. She was the one who had the most achievements when suppressing the rebellion three months ago, and she was the one most favored by the pope.


  “It is impossible to break Everiel’s Shield… This can’t be… Rin…!”


  Isabel was well aware that she couldn’t persuade Luna and felt desperate. At this moment, Rin was suffering alone. Isabel was the only one who could help Rin, but why was the goddess giving her such trials?


  “Goddess, are you throwing Rin away…?”


  The moment that Isabel felt despair… A notification window flashed in front of Grid.


  [Help the Rebecca Church!]


  Difficulty: Class quest.


  The Rebecca Church is a religion with deep ties to Pagma. The friendship between 5th Pope Franz and Pagma is still spoken about hundreds of years later.


  As Pagma’s Descendant, you are obliged to help the Rebecca Church that is being corrupted by 13th Pope Drevigo.


  Kill Pope Drevigo!


  Help the Rebecca Church!


  Quest Clear Conditions: Drevigo’s death.


  Quest Clear Reward: Goddess Rebecca’s blessing.


  * This is a sub-quest that works in conjunction with the second class quest. If you fail this quest, you won’t meet the conditions to clear the second class quest.


  “Are they crazy?”


  Look at the warning window! If he failed this quest, he would fail his class quest! Grid couldn’t understand it.


  “Shit, what is this craziness?” It was a quest that caused him to tremble. “Ah, this is really… If I fail… Huh?”


  Grid was complaining when his gaze fell on the spear in Isabel’s hand. A transparent arrow, visible only to Grid’s eyes, was pointed at Isabel’s spear.




  Chapter 124


  A transparent arrow, visible to only Grid’s eyes, was pointed at Isabel’s spear. It was the helper system that guided the user. Like every other user, Grid received a lot of help from this system in the early days. It helped him even after he became Pagma’s Descendant, like with the bellows.


  Anyway, this meant the system was telling him that the spear was a clue to this quest.


  “I see,” Grid reminded himself. In the case of quests with an extremely high failure penalty, the system was set up to help the user succeed.


  “Hey, Isabel.”


  “What?”


  Isabel, who had been feeling despair over Luna, frowned at the call.


  Grid told her, “I will kill the pope and then rescue Rin. In return, give me my shield. Understood?”


  “….”


  Why? Isabel felt an unknown sense of trust from Grid’s absurd words.


  ‘Believe in him.’


  Somehow, she seemed to hear the voice of Goddess Rebecca.


  “…Really? Will you really save Rin? Has Goddess Rebecca condemned His Holiness?”


  Grid nodded at her question and replied, “Yes, that’s what the sky said.”


  He approached Isabel and grabbed her spear that the arrow was pointing towards.


  “You!”


  Isabel panicked because Grid once again touched the sacred spear. Grid ignored her and used a skill,


  “Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.”


  [The blacksmith who becomes a legend can appraise items with an excellent discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will be found.]


  [Sealed Lifael’s Spear]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 1,000/1,000    Attack Power: 730~1,270


  * Divine Power +1,500


  * All stats +60.


  * 100% increase in health recovery.


  * Fixed damage of +2,000 on each attack.


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘Light Wheel’ skill.


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘Shield of Light’ skill.


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘Light of Guidance’ skill.


  * The skill ‘White Peril’ will be generated.


  * Attack power +20% against those with dark magic power.


  It is one of the three divine artifacts of the Rebecca Church.


  The 5th Pope Franz asked the legendary blacksmith Pagma to seal its power.


  Conditions of Use: Rebecca’s Daughter.


  Weight: 400


  In the case of ‘Failure’ which Grid created without considering the balance, the conditions of use were ridiculously high but the performance was superior to common sense. And Lifael’s Spear was a weapon that was almost like Failure. However, the surprising thing was that it was sealed.


  ‘Pagma sealed it? Why?’


  The moment that Grid was feeling admiration. A white flash emerged from the spear! Then a golden glow appeared and a notification window popped up.


  [You have discovered a hidden feature in the item!]


  [Lifael’s Spear]


  Rating: Myth


  Durability: 1,500/1,500    Attack Power: 2,330~2,890


  * Divine Power +3,000


  * All stats +200


  * 300% increase in health recovery.


  * Fixed damage of +5,000 on each attack.


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘Light Wheel’ skill.


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘Shield of Light’ skill.


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘Light of Guidance’ skill.


  * The skill ‘White Peril’ will always be invoked.


  * Attack power +50% against those with dark magic power.


  It is one of the three divine artifacts of the Rebecca Church.


  It contains a tremendous divine power that human beings can’t afford to handle, placing a heavy burden on the user’s mind and body.


  Since Rebecca’s Daughters became short-lived after being unable to cope with the power of this weapon, 5th Pope Franz asked Pagma to seal its power.


  However, Pagma’s Descendant emerged during the 13th Pope’s reign and was able to discover the true power of the weapon, unsealing it.


  Conditions of Use: Rebecca’s Daughter.


  Weight: 400


  [You have witnessed a god-made weapon!]


  [Insight has increased by 200.]


  [Your insight stat has exceeded 500. You will see the world differently from before.]


  [All blacksmith related skill levels have increased by +1.]


  [You can now produce myth rated items.]


  “This?”


  It transcended even ‘Failure.’ No, this was a weapon strong enough to disrupt the balance of the world itself.


  ‘Myth rated items…’ He never imagined that items higher than a legendary rating existed. ‘Myth rated items, does that mean I am able to make items like Dainsleif? Rather…’


  It was a new experience for Grid.


  ‘This is a jackpot.’


  There were numbers listed above Isabel, Luna and Cassus’ head. Isabel had 55,000 above her head. Luna had 26,300. Cassus had 4,000. Through Grid’s increased insight, he was aware of what these numbers meant.


  ‘Their combat power.’


  Kuoooh!


  An enormous golden energy started to explode from Isabel. Due to the awakened Lifael’s Spear, the skill ‘White Peril’ was automatically activated. Then Isabel’s combat power started to climb until it reached 120,000.


  Grid laughed. “It is convenient but… What is this? I’m not the protagonist of a manhwa.”


  100 years ago, there was a manhwa that was regarded as one of the best masterpieces and created a craze all over the world. The manhwa characters could measure the target’s combat power with a machine or ability.


  “Why did an ability from a manhwa 100 years ago appear?”


  He was only complaining with his mouth. Grid was well aware of how useful the newly acquired ability could be. On the other hand, Luna was looking at Isabel.


  “…”


  She had admired Isabel’s beautiful hair for a long time. Luna’s hair was colorful and curly, while Isabel’s hair was platinum and long, like beautiful silk. Luna coveted it more than jewellery. Now Isabel’s beautiful hair was influenced by the explosion of divine power.


  “I have to fight.” Luna also liked Rin. She followed Rin like they were actual sisters. It was the same with Isabel. Isabel was as good as Rin. But Luna had to fight. She was taught to obey commands.


  In the end, Luna also used White Peril. Her combat strength only reached 50,000. The difference in combat power was obvious.


  ‘Isabel will win this fight.’


  Grid was confident, while Isabel was feeling confused.


  “H-How did this happen?”


  Lifael’s Spear became much more powerful than before. It was a power that couldn’t be controlled. It seemed like she could beat any opponent. She was confident that she could penetrate Everiel’s Shield, which boasted a high defense.


  “Hey.”


  She was panicking as she felt her divine power rising indefinitely when Grid reached out to her. He spoke as if he was blessing her, “Have strength. I will go rescue Rin first.”


  “Um…!”


  As soon as she heard Rin’s name, Isabel recovered his spirit and grasped the spear tightly. She felt a desire to fight Luna.


  ‘Okay.’


  Isabel was motivated by the mention of Rin. Now Isabel would fight to save Rin. She would defeat Luna and kill the pope. It was perfect insurance. This would allow him to clear the quest.


  “Let’s go!”


  Grid entered the Vatican after passing through Luna, who was blocked by Isabel. He ran down a long hallway while pulling out Dainsleif and the Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet. Then he felt something from the innermost giant doors that were closed.


  “There!”


  Kwaang!


  Grid kicked the doors with his feet. He witnessed the pope standing on the other end of the red carpet like a villain.


  “That guy?”


  The bewildered pope asked. Grid examined the situation before replying. A man and woman were surrounded by dozens of paladins and priests. It seemed like he appeared at an exquisite moment. Yes, just like a character from a movie.


  Grid laughed at the atmosphere.


  “A protagonist? I see.”


  He answered and put a hand on his belt.


  [Kenen’s Dart Belt]


  Rating: Unique


  The favorite belt of Kenen, a master of assassination who made many people panic.


  One dart will be charged every 20 seconds and up to three darts can be charged.


  The type of dart generated is random, and it will have different effects depending on the type.


  Conditions of Use: Assassin Throwing Technique Level 7 or above.


  Weight: 140


  It was an item dropped by Sniffer when he died. It was similar to an infinite quiver, but the infinite quiver commonly had fixed types of arrows. But this belt produced random darts. This was a disadvantage, but Grid tried using it on the way here and the performance was very interesting.


  ‘That bastard, he must be crying tears of blood after dropping this item.’


  Really stupid. A PK user had a very high probability of dropping items upon death. They dared to attack even knowing the risk, how stupid.


  Papapat!


  Grid laughed and threw darts towards the pope.


  “Block it!”


  The paladins used their shields to protect the pope.


  Pepepeng!


  The darts hit the shields and caused a smoke screen. Grid clicked his tongue. “There is the poison fog function, so why is this just plain smoke?”


  As expected, he had no luck. He scowled as he moved quickly and rescued Rin and Damian. Then he checked their combat power.


  ‘Oh, isn’t this great?’


  Damian’s combat power was 12,500. It was very powerful for a user, considering that Rin had 27,000. He must be a top ranker. He seemed to be a paladin, so he should be useful as a tanker.


  Grid told him, “Invite me into the party. Also, can I have all the items that the pope drops? I think that is sufficient for saving your life.”


  “…”


  The silence was a positive agreement! In the first place, Damian must be completing a similar type of quest. Grid was convinced that Damian couldn’t refuse, so he set the party leader to acquire the items and sent a party invitation. Then the desperate Damian was forced to accept the party.


  Grid was happy as he confirmed the party information.


  ‘As expected, he is a top ranker.’


  Damian was a huge level 227. It was similar to the average level of the Tzedakah Guild. It meant he was within the top 200 of users. Damian was also stunned.


  ‘What?’


  The main character who emerged in an urgent situation and saved the heroine! The person had such a strong ambiance, yet he was only level 150? He thought Goddess Rebecca had given him a lifeline, but it was just a rotten lifeline. The moment that Damian was feeling regret.


  Kwarurung!


  A red lightning bolt pierced the roof of the Vatican and nestled in a black greatsword.


  Pachichik! Pachik!


  The appearance of a greatsword with red currents around it was very powerful. It was certainly a unique rated item.


  ‘That weapon is amazing.’


  Damian was feeling admiration when Grid asked him.


  “As a paladin, can’t you use buff skills? Please use buffs on me.”


  Originally, Rebecca paladins couldn’t use buff skills. It was common sense that everyone should know. However, Damian awakened his abilities and received a buff skill. He checked the information on his newly acquired skills.


  [Light’s Blessing]


  You and your party’s defense, attack power and accuracy will increase by 80% for 3 minutes.


  Skill Mana Cost: 900


  Skill Cooldown Time: 300 seconds


  [Heart’s Desire]


  The dead will be immediately resurrected on the spot.


  * This doesn’t apply to NPCs.


  Skill Mana consumption: 80% of the maximum mana.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 24 hours.


  Amazing skills. A buff skill more powerful than Light’s Blessing didn’t exist yet. In addition, the resurrection skill was a top-tier skill that even second advancement Rebecca priests hadn’t acquired. Perhaps he was currently the only one with a resurrection skill in Satisfy.


  ‘Yes, this user might be weak but if I use these skills well…’


  Maybe it was worth fighting. Damian used Light’s Blessing.


  “Wow.”


  Grid sincerely admired the buff effect. Then he started to show his transcendent sword dance.


  “What is this?’


  Damian was confused as he watched the man dance instead of attacking. Then Grid stopped dancing and discharged a red and black sword aura.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “Keok.”


  Damian was so amazed that he hiccuped.


  Every time this man swung his sword, the 23 high ranking paladins that the church was so proud of would become injured. The priests struggled to save the paladins from the ruthless bombardment, but the speed at which the sword auras were flying was much faster than the heals. Three or four swords flew while the priests could only use Heal once.


  The heals could no longer keep up and the paladins had to retreat, meaning there were no longer any people protecting the pope.


  “You…!”


  Grid spoke to the indignant pope, “Were you relying on them to protect you? How tragic.”
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  The pope shouted.


  “Don’t you know who I am? I am Pope Drevigo! I am the parent of 70 million people and as the agent of the goddess, the most sacred being in the world! You dare point a sword at me? This infidel, you aren’t afraid of divine punishment!”


  “Hrmm.” Grid listened quietly before saying something. “You spat at me.”


  “W-What? Disgraceful person!”


  He had never been insulted like this until now. A paladin was helping the traitor and now this? The pope’s head turned red with anger.


  “I will punish you myself! Don’t think about leaving here alive!”


  Grid glared at him coldly. “You are always talking about divine punishment… Pope, you haven’t grasped the situation yet? I have come here to inflict divine punishment on you. You are the one who will be punished, not me. So shouldn’t you act a little better? Tsk.”


  It wasn’t just the pope who wasn’t happy with this situation. Grid felt the same. If the pope was a normal person, it would’ve been easy to clear the quest to get the pavranium blessed. However, the pope was a corrupt man and endangered the Rebecca Church, causing Grid to struggle unnecessarily because of the quest changing.


  “The introduction I received from my father-in-law is useless… You, this is really annoying.”


  Peeng!


  Grid nervously squeezed Dainsleif. Then his sword aimed at the pope. But the pope wasn’t going to stand still. He responded by launching light magic power.


  Kwa kwang!


  A powerful explosion occurred as a white flash and black flash collided. Due to the aftermath, 10m of the long carpet was burnt to pieces. The remnants of the carpet fell like red eyes looking at Grid with disapproval.


  ‘My sword was blocked?’


  Grid’s sword was enhanced by the red lightning bolt and Damian’s buff skill.  The fact that he couldn’t win against the pope’s magic was basically proof that the pope’s magic power was stronger than Grid’s sword.


  ‘My attack power right now is higher than Malacus’ magic power. Malacus himself would fail to stop me, even if he unfolded a three-layer shield.’


  Grid couldn’t understand it. His increased insight showed that the pope had a combat power of 24,000. Given Damian’s combat power of 12,500 as a level 227 ranker, 24,000 didn’t seem very high. Just looking at the numerical value, two Damians would be able to exert combat power over the pope.


  ‘Based on Damian… The Tzedakah Guild has an average combat power of 12,000 at the time of the Malacus raid…’


  17 guild members were involved in the Malacus raid. If the average 12,000 combat power of each person was combined, the total combat strength would be over 200,000. But didn’t they get overwhelmed by Malacus’ strength, even with a combined combat power of over 200,000?


  In other words, Malacus should have at least 200,000 combat power and the pope in front of him should be 10 times weaker than Malacus because he only had 24,000 combat power. But after an exchange of blows, the pope felt stronger than Malacus. It was curious.


  ‘Well…’


  Grid’s high insight allowed him to understand the concept of combat power.


  ‘A small gap in combat power is, in reality, a large gap to cover.’ 


  Grid’s assertion was correct. While Rebecca’s Daughters, the pope, and Damian’s attack power were all valued in the tens and hundreds of thousands, actual combat power was delicate enough to feel when there was even a single digit difference.


  The concept of combat power wasn’t 1+1=2.


  Let’s assume that an attack power of 1 was an ant and an attack power of 2 was a praying mantis. It was impossible for two ants to beat a praying mantis.


  Therefore, combat power was 1+1 < 2.


  This was how the 17 Tzedakah Guild members were overwhelmed by the lone Malacus.


  “The sum of combat power is meaningless. 17 cats gathered together can’t beat one elephant. And the pope is a top predator that can devour an elephant. Isn’t he incredibly strong?”


  “Cat? Elephant? What are you saying?”


  The pope couldn’t understand Grid’s words. Grid grinned at his confusion. “I am a cat or an elephant. This is an opportunity to gauge which one.”


  “I don’t know what you are talking about. Infidel, are you crazy?”


  “Don’t worry too much about it.”


  Grid wasn’t discouraged despite learning that the pope was much stronger than Malacus. Rather, his blood was boiling with excitement.


  ‘I wonder how far my strength will prevail!’


  Grid had learned how to use his weapons freely during the Guardian of the Labyrinth raid. Lacking destructive power could be covered with control.


  Pepeng! Pepepeng!


  In Grid’s hands, Dainsleif slashed at a different angle each time, the sword auras all flying in different orbits. Some flew to the front, to the side and to the rear of the pope. Unless the pope had eyes all over the place, it was impossible to intercept them all with magic!


  Grid smiled with satisfaction. However, the pope was more formidable than Grid expected. The pope continuously unfolded his light magic power and intercepted Grid’s energy swords one by one.


  “This won’t work!”


  A wide area light magic attack was emitted along with the pope’s shout.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  It was an overwhelming sight. The white magic power spread like sunlight and shattered the black energy swords.


  “Wow.” Grid stared at the brilliant light that was slowly disappearing and truly admired it. “Really strong.”


  Was he feeling discouraged? No, that wasn’t it.


  “Okay! I have to do my best!”


  There was a unique buff skill just for Pagma’s Descendant. He could only use it for himself, but the effect was extraordinary.


  “Blacksmith’s Rage!”


  [Blacksmith’s Rage has been activated. Your attack power and attack speed will increase significantly for 20 seconds.]


  “Ohhhh!”


  Pepepeng! Pepepepeng!


  Grid doubled the speed with which he wielded Dainsleif. It meant that his attack speed had doubled.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The attacks poured down like a heavy rain due to Grid wielding the sword without a break!


  “Hah…”


  The pope’s face turned white. He continuously fired light magic, but the speed of the light magic couldn’t keep up with Grid’s speed. Once again, the pope released light magic around himself. He was planning to sweep away all of Grid’s energy swords again. 


  But this time, the result was different.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Blacksmith’s Rage strengthened the power of the energy swords, causing the power of light to be destroyed instead. Then the swords landed on the pope’s body.


  “You have become stronger? Kuaaaaak!”


  The light magic couldn’t withstand the power of the swords, and the pope’s body was hit again and again. The pope’s terrible scream echoed in the hall as notification windows appeared in front of Grid.


  [You have dealt 13,300 damage.]


  [You have dealt 13,910 damage.]


  [You have dealt 14,080 damage.]


  [The Best Gauntlets option effect is activated, causing you to attack the target twice.]


  [You have dealt 28,300 damage.]


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 31,050 damage.]


  The pope’s health gauge was dwindling at an incredible pace. Grid was able to determine the pope’s total health by comparing the amount of damage suffered to the pope’s health gauge.


  ‘Is it around 300,000?’


  The Guardian of the Labyrinth had a total health greater than 1.2 million. But it was a golem, not a human. The pope was a human being. His inherent health was lower compared to monsters, so this increased Grid’s confidence. 


  ‘I can catch him with around 20 more hits?’


  He might be able to overcome the pope without Isabel’s help.


  “Puhahahat! The pope should die and drop some items!” Grid burst out while expecting victory. He attacked the pope relentlessly and the health gauge ended up dropping to a quarter. Then the duration of Transcend and Blacksmith’s Rage was over.


  “I’ll drive in the last wedge here!”


  The pope was in a dying state. His white garments embroidered with gold thread had been torn to pieces a long time ago. Grid ran towards him. He narrowed the interval to 10m in a short amount of time and used the strongest skill.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Kill!”


  Kuooooh!


  The overwhelming killing intent heated up the atmosphere. A dark haze surrounded Dainsleif. The moment Dainsleif was about to be stabbed into the pope’s heart.


  “Goddess’ Breath…!”


  The pope used magic. Then the pope’s health gauge was refilled in an instant.


  ‘A heal that restores hundreds of thousands of health?’


  The pope’s magic effect didn’t end there. A green translucent shield was unfolded and completely neutralized Kill. Grid was scared. “What skill is this? Damn, is he a guardian knight?”


  The pope used the invincible skill only meant for guardian knights!  Grid was surprised by the unexpected move and retreated. Then the pope ridiculed him.


  “The goddess’ divine blessing fully protects my body and soul. No matter what you do, you can’t harm me!”


  The pope was fundamentally a priest. If Rebecca’s Daughters were the peak of the paladins, the pope was the peak of the priests. The bloody body was restored and he used a broad heal for the paladins who were severely wounded and had withdrawn from battle. He ordered them.


  “What are you doing? Kill that infidel right away!”


  “…”


  The paladins didn’t like the pope. They didn’t want to follow such an evil existence that made their church corrupt. But no matter how depraved the pope, he was obviously an agent of the goddess. The high rankings paladins were deeply religious and couldn’t imagine rejecting the pope’s order, grabbing their weapons. Then they simultaneously rushed towards Grid.


  “No, Damian. What are you doing? Are you just doing to watch?”


  Grid reacted nervously as he looked at all the opponents in front of him.  Damian, who had been watching Grid with shock, belatedly recovered his spirit.


  “I’m sorry!”


  A person who was only level 150 had overwhelmed the pope! What the hell was Grid’s identity? It was suspicious. Despite his deep skepticism and confusion, Damian added his power to Grid’s in order to defend Rin.


  Chaaeng! Chaeng chaeng!


  Damian blocked a paladin’s sword with a shield and fought back. His sword was sharp and the paladins couldn’t easily defend against it. Then blood started to pour out of the paladins. Damian was awakened by this quest and received the strongest buff skill. This made him strong enough to overpower the church’s senior paladins.


  Both Damian and Grid were unaware of this, but Damian was now stronger than Toban, who was number one on the paladin rankings. He might not be able to defeat 23 paladins with his power alone, but he could tie up their feet for a while.


  “Okay! I’ll leave this to you!”


  Grid determined that Damian alone was enough and rushed to target the pope again. However, the pope had no intention of allowing his approach. The pope blasted him with light magic power to stop him.


  Pepeng! Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The magician bombardment was concentrated on Grid. Grid wanted to avoid it, but it was hard because the pope grasped his movement patterns and reaction rate, using the power of light efficiently.  


  “Ack~!”


  Pepeng!


  A white ray narrowly passed over the top of the frightened Grid’s head. Then another ray aimed at his face without giving Grid any room to breathe.


  Jeeeong!


  Grid hurriedly used the Divine Shield to defend. Then a notification window popped up.


  [The durability of the Divine Shield has decreased by 78.]


  ‘Crazy!’


  The Divine Shield was famous because it was strong against dark magic. But even without such features, the Divine Shield had excellent defense. Even with that, the pope’s blow had reduced the shield’s durability by 1/8th.


  Grid lamented.


  ‘If only I was holding the legendary rated Divine Shield…!’


  He wanted to get rid of the pope quickly and regain the legendary rated Divine Shield. Grid placed the shield in front of him and continued to move forward.


  “How dare an infidel carry our battle gear! It is disgraceful!”


  Kwaang! Kwaang! Kwaang!


  Every time Grid stepped forward, a ray of light magic power flared and struck the Divine Shield. The Divine Shield rapidly distorted and cracks started to appear. It happened when Grid took his seventh step. The pope thought that his next strike would completely shatter Grid’s shield.


  But Grid had no intention of letting his item be destroyed.


  Peeng!


  Grid identified that the white flash was approached and put away the Divine Shield. Then he armed himself with the Ideal Dagger and used Wind Blast. The swirling wind slightly twisted the orbit of the white flash. Then the ray brushed past Grid’s cheek.


  Jjejeok! Part of the Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet was broken and a little bit of Grid’s face was exposed. Grid endured it.


  “This method worked.”


  The pope gritted his teeth, “You still have a lot of tricks left!”


  The pope was annoyed since that explosion should’ve blown off Grid’s head, and was about to attack again. Two golden discs appeared out of nowhere and stuck to his back.


  “Kuk?”


  The moment that the pope was panicking. Grid used Quick Movements and succeeded in narrowing the gap with the pope. Then he fired Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link.


  Pipit! Pipipipipi-!


  The attack speed of the dagger was incomparably fast compared to the greatsword. Then Quick Movements maximized his agility.


  Grid used Link after equipping himself with the Ideal Dagger and managed to unleash 22 attacks. While the damage inflicted was less than that of when he used Dainsleif, the dagger’s delicate control made sure that the pope was persistently hit.


  “Kuaaaak You!”


  The pope screamed and launched a counterattack, aiming precisely at Grid’s heart.


  Peeng!


  “No!”


  Damian screamed as he confirmed that Grid’s health had fallen by more than half with a single strike. Those who lost more than 40% of their health in a single hit would be stunned and unprotected, meaning Grid was in considerable danger. Damian wanted to run over to Grid to give him healing and protection, but he couldn’t move because of the paladins.


  ‘This is the end! This quest will fail! I won’t be able to save Rin-chan!’


  At that moment, something strange thing happened: without taking a single potion, Grid’s health still recovered as he remained unaffected by any abnormal status effects. Grid coolly plunged his dagger deep into the pope’s heart.
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  “Ugh!”


  Grid felt pain and stumbled the moment the ray of light pierced his heart.


  [You have suffered 14,560 damage.]


  [You have lost 52% of your health from a single blow.]


  His vision was blurry. A normal person would be in a stunned state, but Grid was fine. Then a green light emerged from the blue ring on his finger.


  [The effect of Doran’s Ring has been activated.]


  [7,280 health has been restored.]


  Doran’s Ring immediately restored half of his lost health! Thanks to that effect, the injury in his heart area quickly recovered. Grid seemed like he would collapse but he quickly stood upright. 


  “What…?!”


  The pope was caught off guard as the +8 Ideal Dagger pierced his heart.


  “Cough!” 


  The pope’s face was dismayed as he spat out black blood.


  ‘What is this situation?’


  The pope couldn’t believe it. He thought it was finished the moment he penetrated the heart of the masked bastard, but rather than dying, Grid fought back?


  “This monster…! Goddess’ Breath!”


  The pope barely managed to recover his spirit and heal himself. He regained all his health and kicked Grid. It was intended to open a distance so he could use magic, but Grid wouldn’t permit the pope to leave. The pope was a priest, so he would have weak physical abilities. After avoiding the pope’s kick, Grid grabbed his ankle and laughed grimly.


  “You, did you think you could get away?”


  A chill went down the pope’s spine as his ankle was caught.


  “Heok…! Let me go!”


  “I won’t let go!”


  Pakak! 


  Grid hit the struggling pope’s face. Then he firmly grabbed the pope’s shoulders and pushed him hard. The pope fell to the ground. Grid’s mad eyes could be seen through the helmet.


  “Let’s experiment with how long you can keep healing!”


  “This guyyyy!”


  Puk! Puk puk. Puk puk puk!


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 7,500 damage.]


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 6,980 damage.]


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 7,330 damage.]


  A critical hit was activated every time he precisely stabbed the dagger into the pope’s heart. Grid burst out laughing.


  “Puhahahahat! Die! Die!”


  “Kuaaaaack!”


  Puk puk puk!


  Red blood spurted. It was a horrible sight. The man in the bizarre skull helmet climbed onto the pope’s body and stabbed the pope with a dagger, causing blood and flesh to scatter all over the place.  The pope’s sharp screams and the helmeted man’s creepy laughter filled the place.


  “U-Uwaaah…”


  The paladins and priests turned pale. Right now, the helmeted man in front of them was a butcher and the pope was a beast.  The beast was being slaughtered by the butcher. The Vatican, one of the most sacred places in the world, was being turned into a slaughterhouse in a manner of minutes.


  “Kuweek!”


  The priest started to feel nauseous as they looked at the bloody pope.  To them, the man in the skull helmet looked like a demon. In order to punish the wicked pope, a greater evil had descended.


  Damian was finally able to recall who the man in the helmet was.


  ‘Him…! I knew he was somewhat familiar. He’s the butcher who appeared on TV a while ago.’


  The butcher in the bizarre skull helmet who smashed the Giant Guild in Winston! It was rumored that he was a psychopath, and Damian had no doubt about it.


  ‘He fights in such a terrible manner…!’


  The sight of the pope being unable to resist the dagger continuously stabbing his heart wasn’t pleasant. In addition, the eerie light coming from the helmet made it creepier. On the other hand, the pope couldn’t believe the situation.


  He reigned over 70 million people, and even kings bowed to him! As an agent of the goddess, he was one of the most divine people in the world! Now he was being humiliated by a trivial guy whose identity was unknown! 


  “Kuaack!”


  The furious pope once again released light magic around himself. Grid judged that it wouldn’t be safe to be swept away by that power and hurriedly pulled away from the pope.


  Kwa kwa kwang!


  [You have suffered 12,600 damage.]


  [You have lost 45% of your health from a single blow.]


  It was completely impossible to avoid the light power pouring out. 


  Jjejeok! Jjejeok!


  The Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet, that was tinged with red due to the pope’s blood, started cracking. Grid’s face was almost completely revealed. Then the pope shouted a new magic spell.


  “Goddess’ Wrath!”


  Papat! Papapat!


  Two large gold circles, approximately 3m in diameter, was quickly created behind the pope’s back. Vast amounts of energy was coming from it. Grid became alert as mana was emitted from the magic circles.


  Kuwaaaang!


  It was like watching an anti-tank gun. The light magic power emitted from the circles was 10 times greater and stronger than the power of light used by the pope. It seemed able to destroy anything.


  “This is the strongest divine magic! You won’t be able to withstand this damage!”


  Rin, who knew better than anyone that Everiel’s Shield was the only thing that could defend against it, shouted urgently. But Grid didn’t back down. He would show the peak of his item effects! He deployed the pavranium, the most powerful mineral that transcended the mineral of the gods.


  Peeeeeong!


  Two small golden discs emerged and faced the huge white flash.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The ground shook.  The Vatican, which had endured for 500 years, started to collapse. The priests and paladins screamed as pillars fell over.


  “Rin-chan!” In the midst of the confusion, Damian rushed forward and hugged Rin. Then he protected Rin from the stones falling from the ceiling. “A-Are you okay? Rin-chan?”


  “Damian…”


  Rin felt something strange as she looked at the bloody Damian. She felt a yearning for the warmth of his arms.


  “Me too…”


  Rin existed only as a means to defend the pope and church, and this was her first experience of being protected by someone. Thus, Rin summoned Ikael’s Sword.


  “Me too…! I will fight!”


  She had been lethargic and helpless after being abandoned by the church, but now she was filled with determination.


  “If this is the goddess’ will, I will follow! Punish the corrupt pope and rebuilt the Vatican! And Damian, with you, I will lead the Rebecca Church to the right path again!”


  “Rin-chan…!”


  A flag was planted! Damian flushed as he felt thrilled, then Isabel appeared.


  “Rin! Are you okay?”


  She had just finished subduing Luna. Isabel had worried about Rin’s safety after witnessing the collapse of the Vatican. Had she lost her life to the pope? Isabel imagined the worst situation and ran, but fortunately, Rin was safe.  She was relieved to the point where tears flowed down.


  Rin shouted firmly. “Isabel! I will defeat His Holiness! He has sinned! It’s what the goddess wants!”


  Isabel nodded. “Yes…! Let’s join forces!”


  The moment that the strongest paladins decided to punish the pope. In the center of the collapsed debris of the Vatican! A voice was heard from within the smoke.


  “My prey… Don’t take it.”


  It was Grid. His helmet and armor were destroyed because of the shockwave.


  “Damn bastard! I will make you pay for the value of my items!” 


  On the other side, the pope’s shocked voice was heard. “How did you stop the Goddess’ Wrath…? What are those golden discs?”


  The throne where only the pope could sit.  The pope was sitting down with exhaustion. His usual dignity was gone and his hair was matted.


  Grid grabbed Dainsleif.  Damian saw that he was trying to fight again and hurriedly used Light’s Blessing.


  Shaaaaaah.


  Dainsleif started to be surrounded by a golden light. It was the precursor to Dainsleif’s skill, Golden Flash.


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  Kuwaaaang!


  Grid squeezed out all the power of Dainsleif and a golden flash flew through the remnant of the Vatican towards the pope. Until then, all of Grid’s attacks were physical so the pope was astonished after using a shield that protected against physical attacks.


  “Magic power…!”


  That’s right. The Golden Flash was a skill that deal damage proportional to his magic power to all targets in a straight line. Grid had no reason to use it since his strength was much higher than his intelligence. However, he used it with exquisite timing in this moment to penetrate through the shield.


  “Kuaaaak!”


  The pope screamed with pain! Then Grid fired Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link.


  [The level of Link has risen.]


  [Your damage will increase. The number of times a target is hit will increase by 5 times.]


  It was the first time since acquiring Pagma’s Swordsmanship. He had used it hundreds of times and it now had finally reached level 2. Now 17 linked strikes cut at the pope’s body.


  “Goddess’ Protection!”


  The pope barely managed to use a skill. A pale green translucent shield was deployed to protect his body.


  “Die!”


  The pope smiled with satisfaction as he unleashed a counterattack.


  “Kuk!”


  It was a widespread emission of light magic power so it was impossible to defend against with just two discs of pavranium. The pavranium couldn’t protect Grid and Grid suffered a great deal of damage.


  But Grid didn’t fall down.


  [You have suffered 13,000 damage.]


  [You have suffered 9,500 damage.]


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  “What…?! What the hell are you? Why won’t you fall?”


  The pope cried out in frustration as he tried to use a healing spell. However, he was both physically and mentally exhausted, and most of his magic power was consumed by Goddess’ Wrath. It was impossible to use magic smoothly. In the end, he couldn’t do anything.


  “I…”


  Grid unfolded his sword dance as he shouted.


  “Am a legend! Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Kill!”


  [The level of Kill has risen.]


  [Your damage will greatly increase.]


  Peeeeeong!


  The pope grasped the last of his magic power and barely managed to deploy a shield. Then the huge greatsword penetrated the pope’s chest.


  “Cou…gh! You…!”


  Red bloodshot eyes stared at Grid as the pope coughed up blood. Then the pope gradually turned into a grey light. Numerous notification windows popped up in front of Grid.


  [You have defeated the 13th Pope Drevigo, who was corrupting the Rebecca Church!]


  [500 gold has been acquired.]


  [Party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired the Goddess’ Essence.]


  [Party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired the Holy Light Armor.]


  [Party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired the Holy Light Gloves.]


  [Party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired the Holy Light Crown.]


  [145,350,000 experience has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]




  Chapter 127


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  He was more naughty and wicked than anyone else, but also more noble and divine than anyone else. The reign of Pope Drevigo ended after a long struggle. Then he turned into light. The light that symbolized levelling up flashed around Grid’s body dozens of times.


  “Heok…”


  Damian was amazed as he confirmed it in the party information window. Grid had been level 150 and he jumped to level 170 instantly.


  ‘Gaining 20 levels at once…!’


  That’s right. Grid overcame the pope who ruled over 70 million people and gained an unimaginable amount of experience. 


  On the other hand, Damian was in a party with Grid, but he only gained a small amount of experience. It was because the system judged that he barely contributed to the battle against the pope. In addition, there were two people in the party but all items dropped were one-sidedly gained by Grid.


  Despite the pope being defeated, Damian wasn’t able to take advantage of the experience and items in any way. But Damian wasn’t disappointed.


  ‘I just used buff skills on him and tied up the feet of the paladins for a while. He took on the pope alone, and I can’t even envy him, because I didn’t give him much help.’


  The bizarre skull helmet had been shattered by the pope. Damian looked at the exposed Grid with pleasant emotions.


  ‘Thanks to him, I was able to clear my hidden class change quest…’


  Notification windows were being renewed in front of him.


  [The quest ‘Goddess’ Divine Punishment’ has succeed.]


  [You have changed to the unique hidden class ‘Goddess’ Agent.’]


  [You are qualified to become the pope.]


  [There is a possibility that you will be elected as a pope candidate.]


  [If you are crowned as the pope, you can run the Rebecca Church. Please be patient until the day when tens of millions of people worship you.]


  [The skill Goddess’ Breath has been created.]


  [The skill Goddess’ Breath has been mastered.]


  [The skill Goddess’ Protection has been created.]


  [The skill Goddess’ Protection has been mastered.]


  [The skill Divine Message has been created.]


  [The Dignity stat has been opened.]


  [The growth rate of divine power will become three times higher.]


  [Goddess’ Breath]


  Recovers 100% of your health and 70% of your party members’ health.


  Skill Mana consumption: 30% of the maximum mana.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 10 minutes.


  [Goddess’ Protection]


  Creates a shield of absolute defense that will invalidate an enemy’s attack once.


  Skill Mana Cost: 2,000


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 hour.


  [Divine Message]


  You can hear the voice of Goddess Rebecca. The goddess will give you a lot of advice. You can earn big profits if you act on that advice.


  Skill Activation Condition: Random


  ‘Goddess’ breath and protection… Pope Drevigo used it every few minutes, but that was an NPC correction effect. For a user, it was magic with a very long cooldown time.’


  Was he disappointed? No, that wasn’t it. Damian was thrilled.


  ‘I didn’t realize it until now. I have a unique hidden class…’


  These were the ratings of the hidden classes: Rare, epic, unique and legendary! Most of the existing hidden classes had a rare rating.  There were only three epic hidden classes revealed and no unique hidden classes. Most users and experts speculated that unique and higher hidden classes hadn’t appeared yet.


  But at this moment! Damian was able to obtain a unique hidden class thanks to Grid. It was a unique hidden class, far beyond a rare class! Damian was thrilled and felt infinite gratitude towards Grid.


  ‘In my 32 years of life, I have lived a normal life without being able to feel this sense of accomplishment once…! Grid, you are my lifelong benefactor! I don’t care if you are a psychopath. To me, you are an angel! Someday… I will repay you someday!’


  Grid didn’t know about it. The reason he defeated the pope was to clear his own quest, not to help Damian, who he didn’t even know. He was unaware that Damian had just obtained a hidden class.


  However, it was undeniable that Grid was Damian’s benefactor. In the future, Damian would be sure to repay the favor to Grid, and Grid would gain a solid support without even knowing it.


  “It was hard.”


  After knocking down the pope. Grid’s stamina was depleted and he lay on the ground without any hesitation.


  “I can’t move a finger.”


  Due to the battle with the pope, the Vatican was completely devastated. Only a few pillars were barely standing, but the ceiling had completely collapsed, so it could no longer be called a building. There was a satisfied smile on Grid’s face as he looked up at the blue sky through the collapsed ceiling.


  ‘Jackpot.’


  [Holy Light Armor]


  Rating: Legendary (Set)


  Durability: 924/924    Defense: 872


  * There is a high chance of completely resisting dark spells.


  * 300% increased in magic recovery effects.


  * 40% reduction in damage from physical attacks.


  * 50% reduction in damage from magic attacks.


  -When 3 set items are equipped: Defense +500, health +6,000.


  An armor that the legendary blacksmith Pagma made for 5th Pope Franz.


  Thanks to this armor made by the god mineral adamantium, Franz was able to survive many times in the war against the Yatan Church.


  Since it was an armor customized for Franz, the other popes have stored this armor away.


  Conditions of Use: Franz. 


  Weight: 1,517 


  [Holy Light Gloves]


  Rating: Legendary (Set)


  Durability: 300/3000   Defense: 130 Attack Speed: +20%   Accuracy +40%


  * There is a normal chance of activating ‘5 hits.’


  * There is a high chance of activating ‘Counterattack.’


  -When 3 set items are equipped: Defense +500, health +6,000.


  An armor that the legendary blacksmith Pagma made for 5th Pope Franz.


  There is a legend that Franz, who has a weak sword technique, became a master of the sword when wearing these gloves.


  Since the gloves were personally customized for Franz, the other popes have stored these gloves away.


  Conditions of Use: Franz.


  Weight: 10


  [Holy Light Crown]


  Rating: Legendary (Set)


  Durability: 180/180    Defense: 20


  * Intelligence +300


  * Dignity +200


  -When 3 set items are equipped: Defense +500, health +6,000.


  A crown that the legendary blacksmith Pagma made for 5th Pope Franz.


  There is a legend that Franz became more intelligent and dignified after wearing this crown.


  Since the crown was personally customized for Franz, the other popes have stored this crown away.


  Conditions of Use: Franz.


  Weight: 25


  Unlike the helmet, the crown’s defense wasn’t very good. However, the effect of the set items seemed enough to cover the lack of defense.


  ‘The performance of the armor and gloves is the best.’


  Grid equipped the items that he obtained.


  [A penalty is applied because the item conditions aren’t met.]


  [Defense of Holy Light Armor will decrease by 55%.]


  [As your understanding of the Holy Light Armor increases, the penalty will decrease.]


  [Defense of Holy Light Gloves will decrease by 55%.]


  [As your understanding of the Holy Light Gloves increases, the penalty will decrease.]


  [Defense of Holy Light Crown will decrease by 55%.]


  [As your understanding of the Holy Light Crown increases, the penalty will decrease.]


  “Kuk.”


  In the case of legendary items, the penalty for not meeting the conditions of use was 55%. Therefore, only 393 defense would be applied if Grid equipped the Holy Light Armor. The defense of the Holy Light Gloves would be 59 and the Holy Light Crown would be 9 defense.


  But there was the effect of wearing the three set items, so the defense wasn’t low. Furthermore, the option effects were applied too. Grid thought about it positively.


  ‘This performance… The understanding of an item will naturally rise if I use it, so I don’t need to be disappointed.’


  In fact, his understanding of Dainsleif had increased, so now the penalty was only around 20%.


  ‘The bad thing is that they are items that can’t be widely used. No one will buy it if I put it on the auction site… How rotten.’


  Legendary items dropped for the first time, but why were they so special? Then a notification window flashed in front of Grid.


  [The quest ‘Help the Rebecca Church!’ has succeeded.]


  [Affinity with the Rebecca Church has risen to the maximum. Members of the Rebecca Church will have unlimited affection and trust in you. You will be able to receive aid from them.]


  [Talk to Rebecca’s Daughter, Isabel. She will give the goddess’ blessing to the pavranium.]


  He had some rest so he managed to move his limbs. He unequipped the items and rose from his spot with a groan. Isabel, Rin, Damian and dozens of Rebecca members were watching him.


  “Grid…” Isabel approached Grid. Tears were seen in her eyes. “Thank you. Thanks to you, the honor of the goddess… I could keep Rin and everyone else.”


  Isabel bowed deeply after her words. Then the other paladins and priest also bowed in unison.


  “…”


  It was a solemn atmosphere. Grid had gotten rid of the pope who corrupted the church over the last two years, so they truly regarded him as a saviour.


  ‘Cool!’


  Wasn’t this completely a scene from a manhwa? Damian looked at Grid with envy.  He viewed Grid as a hero from a manhwa.  He was like a great being who defended everyone against evil and was honoured by all after defeating the evil. It was the typical look of a main character that Damian had been dreaming about. Damian truly yearned to be Grid. 


  But it was only for a while.


  “For free? If you really appreciate it, shouldn’t you show me some courtesy? Isn’t the Rebecca Church rich?”


  Grid made the shape of a coin with his fingers and demanded with greedy eyes.


  “Give me a tip. As you can see, my helmet and armor broke due to suffering a lot of damage against the pope. I also have to claim compensation for being mentally injured after Isabel refused to return the Divine Shield.”


  “…”


  Grid was greedy. As everyone was speechless, Damian muttered with disappointment, “A person like this…”


  After that.


  Grid followed along after Isabel and Rin. They arrived in the centre of the collapsed Vatican. Despite the Vatican being swept away in the aftermath of the destruction, there were almost no scratches on the Rebecca Statue.


  Grid handed Isabel the two discs.


  “Please use the goddess’ blessing on them.”


  Isabel received the golden discs. She fell to her knees in front of the goddess’ statue and started praying. Then after a few moments, a warm light came down from the sky and wrapped around the golden discs.


  Ttiring~


  [Goddess Rebecca’s blessing has fallen on the pavranium.]


  [The pavranium will be able to demonstrate recovery abilities.]


  “Recovery ability?”


  Grid appraised the golden discs.


  [Golden Discs Made of Pavranium]


  Durability: Infinite


  Golden discs made of pavranium, the strongest mineral produced by the collaboration between the legendary blacksmith Pagma and the legendary great magician Braham.


  By default, they revolve around and protects their owner. They will also take other actions when given commands from their owner.


  * They have obtained healing skills due to Goddess Rebecca’s blessing. They will increase their owner’s health recovery speed by 300%. 


  Weight: 5


  “Wow.”


  This mineral could also acquire skills? He never even imagined it. The future was bright. In the future, he had to receive the blessings from God Dominion, God Judar and God Yatan. The pavranium would acquire new skills every time, so Grid had great expectations. 


  But there was still the matter of God Yatan. He was an enemy of the Yatan Church! How could he get the blessing of God Yatan?


  Grid was sighing when Damian approached him.


  “Mr. Grid!”


  “What is it?”


  Grid frowned at Damian’s sudden shout. Damian asked him desperately, “Can I rub my cheek against those golden discs? It is my wish of a lifetime. “


  Grid was bewildered. “Why?”


  Damian snorted like a horny bull and explained. “Didn’t it just touch Isabel-chan’s chest? I want to feel the warmth of Isabel-chan’s chest!”


  “…?”


  An ordinary looking person was talking like this, so Grid doubted his ears.  Isabel hit Damian’s side with her elbow.


  “Keo… Keook!” Isabel-chan’s elbow… Haack…”


  Damian collapsed with a pained but happy expression.  Isabel was so embarrassed that she blew him away with the kick. Then she passed the Divine Shield to the stunned Grid. 


  “We need a lot of money to rebuild the Vatican. We can’t afford to pay you a tip but… I will give you this as promised.”


  It was the moment he recovered the legendary Divine Shield that was stolen a few months ago.


  [Perfect Divine Shield]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 680/680  Defense: 370  Magic Resistance: 280


  * There is a high chance of completely resisting dark spells.


  * The skill ‘Divine Light’ will be generated.


  * The skill ‘Divine Favor’ will be generated.


  An item made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but his experience and reputation is somewhat lacking.


  Thanks to the power of Cassus, a priest of the Rebecca Church, it shines with the divine power of the goddess of light. Due to its strength against dark magic, all followers of demons and the Yatan Church will suffer when facing this shield.


  User Restriction: Level 190 or higher. More than 500 strength. More than 1,000 divine power. A member of the Rebecca Church.


  Weight: 800


  “…Well, this is it.”


  Grid was satisfied. With this Divine Shield, he was confident that he could fight the servants of the Yatan Church.


  ‘Yes, if I can’t willingly obtain God Yatan’s blessing, I will force them to give me the blessing.’


  Isabel carefully asked him, “Are you leaving now?”


  She felt regret. But Grid was a busy person. He wanted to clear the quest as quickly as possible and return to Winston. Then he could spend a hot night with his beautiful bride!


  “I have to leave. Oh, do you have any influence with the Dominion and Judar churches? I need to obtain God Dominion and God Judar’s blessings.”


  Isabel smiled widely, “The Dominion Church and Judar Church are like our brothers. The Dominion Church and Judar Church have pledged allegiance to our pope… I can provide you some strength.”


  She felt sorry because she didn’t have anything special to give Grid for his great help. She was glad to have a chance to repay Grid.


  “I’ll write an introduction. They will willingly give their blessings with my introduction. I want to accompany you but… Sorry. There is a lot of work to do, such as electing a new pope and rebuilding the Vatican.”


  “…”


  Grid looked at Damian who had been kicked by Isabel, and confirmed that he wouldn’t be able to get up for a while. Then Grid replied, “There’s no need to be sorry. I don’t want to be accompanied by a crazy girl like you. This is enough.”


  “W-What?”


  Isabel became gloomy at the end of his words. Rin looked at him reproachfully, but Grid didn’t notice.


  After receiving the letter of introduction. Grid headed towards the nearest Dominion Church.




  Chapter 128


  The Judar Church, Dominion Church and Rebecca Church.


  The three religions weren’t in conflict. Rather, their relationship was very good. The Rebecca Church was like a parent to the Judar and Dominion churches. The god of health and wisdom, Judar, and the god of war, Dominion, were the sons of the goddess of light, Rebecca.


  Among all three religions, Goddess Rebecca was recognized as supreme.  The difference was that the Dominion Church had strong armed forces, the Judar Church worshipped health and wisdom, and the Rebecca Church sought justice.


  However, the leader of the Judar Church had great ambitions.


  “5th Pope Franz was originally from our church. At the time, the Rebecca Church didn’t have anyone to become pope so they took him from our church and placed him in the seat of the pope.” 


  It was true. The 5th Pope Franz was actually the head of the Judar Church. But the Rebecca Church lacked talent and elected him to become the pope.


  “Look at the present Pope Drevigo. He is someone who isn’t suitable for the status of pope. Everybody has been keeping it quiet, but the Rebecca Church is becoming corrupt due to Drevigo. He should resign and a new person must become pope. It’s natural for the new person to be me.”


  The 11th leader of the Judar Church, Pascal! He was a prominent figure claiming to be the descendant of 5th Pope Franz. Thanks to his sincerity and outstanding talent, he became the head of the Judar Church, and now he was dreaming of becoming the Rebecca Church’s pope.


  “The 5th Pope and my ancestor set the precedent. It wouldn’t be strange if I became a pope candidate.”


  The introduction was too long. A black haired man, who had been listening silently for a while, wanted to cut to the chase.


  “So… What do I need to do for the sake of you and the church?”


  The identity of the black man was Toban. He was 1st on the paladin rankings and the chief of staff for the Tzedakah Guild. Pascal ordered him as a paladin of the Judar Church, “The Rebecca Church is keeping the battle gear that Franz used during his lifetime. The Holy Light Crown, Armor and Gloves. I want you to take them back for me.”


  [A quest has been created.]


  [Franz’ Descendant]


  Difficulty Level: SS


  The most respected pope was 5th Pope Franz. It isn’t an exaggeration to say that his reign helped the Rebecca Church become what it is today.


  Pascal is dreaming of becoming the 14th pope! He wants to prove to the Rebecca Church that he is Franz’ descendant. If he can prove it, there is a possibility that the forces against the corrupt Pope Drevigo will support Pascal to become the pope!


  Use any means and methods to reclaim the Holy Light Crown, Armor and Gloves!


  Pascal plans to prove his identity by wearing the pieces known only to be wearable by Franz.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Reclaim the Holy Light Crown, Armor and Gloves.


  Quest Clear Reward: Level +5. The Sword of Wisdom.


  Quest Failure: Pascal’s plan to become pope will be wasted. You will be hated by Pascal.


  ‘Amazing!’


  The rankings for the top rankers could fluctuate with just 1% difference in experience. Gaining five levels was a huge reward for Toban, who was currently level 232 and 68th on the unified rankings.


  ‘I spend an average of 8-10 days gaining one level… If I clear this quest, I can gain at least 40 days of effort instantly. I will also jump in the rankings! But that isn’t all…’


  Toban felt joy as he confirmed the details of the Sword of Wisdom.


  [Sword of Wisdom]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 500/500   Attack Power: 385   Attack Speed: +3%


  * When attacking normally, there is a chance to reset the skill’s cooldown time.


  * Intelligence +250


  A divine artifact of the Judar Church.


  In the past, the head of the church only gave it to the person they most trusted.


  Conditions of Use: The best paladin of the Judar Church.


  Weight: 450 


  ‘I want to have this sword!’


  The Sword of Wisdom’s attack power was ordinary compared to unique level 230 one-handed swords. It seemed lacking compared to the legendary rating. But the option attached to it was a scam. When attacking normally, there was a chance to reset the skill’s cooldown time. If he used it with items that increased attack speed, the synergy could explode.


  ‘As long as I have this sword, I can level like Pon and Ibellin!’


  Due to the events of the Guardian of the Forest raid, Grid ordered that Toban would be last on the production list. He could only watch Pon and Ibellin with envy, so the reward for this quest was literally a ray of light.


  [Would you like to accept the quest?]


  “…”


  The penalty was terrible if he failed the quest. He didn’t know what he would suffer if his affinity with the head of the Judar Church fell. Since the degree of difficulty was so high, it was a quest with a low probability of success. But even with all of this, Toban wanted to do the quest because he coveted the rewards.


  “I, Toban, will head to the Rebecca Church immediately!”


  [The quest has been accepted.]


  Pascal was very pleased with his aggressiveness.


  “As our best paladin, I look forward to your performance. If you meet up with the spy I planted in the Vatican, he will tell you where the treasures are hidden. Act according to his guidance and bring back the treasures.”


  “Yes!”


  Toban didn’t delay any longer. He immediately set off towards the Vatican. On the way, he asked the guild for assistance.


  {Guys! I received an SS-grade quest!!}


  {Wow~ you finally received an SS-grade quest? Ohh, when will I have such good luck?}


  {ㅊㅋㅊㅋ What are the rewards?}


  {A legendary sword. -_-v}


  {A legendary item as a reward? Jackpot ㄷㄷ}


  {But Toban, isn’t a SS-grade quest really difficult? Can you clear it alone?}


  {I think it will be hard on my own. Does anyone have time to come and help me? I will be sure to reciprocate later.}


  {What are the contents of the quest?}


  {Break into the Rebecca Vatican and steal three treasures.}


  {The Vatican…?}


  The atmosphere of the chat window changed. Everybody was confused.


  {Aren’t Rebecca’s Daughters living in the Vatican? Do you have to fight them?}


  {That… Isn’t it better than Malacus? ;;;}


  {Aren’t there three of them? ㅡ,ㅡ;}


  {Um… Toban, I’m sorry but I can’t help you. If something goes wrong, I will die.}


  {Me too… The risk is too big. I’m sorry.}


  {Maybe it is better to give up on this quest. ~ _ ~;;}


  “…These guys.’


  To a ranker, death was fatal.  It was difficult to gain one level, so anyone would shed tears of blood if they died. What would happen if they dropped items? It was terrible to even imagine. It wasn’t a matter of loyalty. Realistically, no one was willing to accept such a high risk quest for one man.


  But Toban still had hope. It was Regas.  Regas was someone who would help others in any situation! Wasn’t his nickname Volunteer?


  Toban sent a whisper to him. However…


  [The other person has blocked all whispers.]


  “Dammit!”


  Toban muttered grouchily. Regas would occasionally block the guild chat and whispers when training, and now seemed to be one of those times. He wouldn’t be reachable for at least a week. It seemed like Toban would have to proceed on this quest alone.


  “I guess it can’t be helped… I have to proceed cautiously to avoid getting caught by Rebecca’s Daughters.”


  Toban was trying to figure out a way to clear the quest alone when he received a whisper.


  –Chief, if you don’t mind, can I help you?


  ‘Box?’


  Box was one of the six new rankers who joined the Tzedakah Guild. His class was a linker! It linked magic to objects to control them, or connect objects together to form magic shapes that gave beneficial or harmful effects.


  It was a class that required high judgment and magic power control, so the difficulty belonged in the highest level. However, Box was 1st ranked among the linker rankings. He was only 230th on the unified rankings, the lowest in the Tzedakah Guild,  but the guild had great expectations towards him.


  Toban felt relieved that he was willing to help.


  –Oh? I’m very thankful! But is it okay? You might need to deal with Rebecca’s Daughters?


  –I don’t mind the risk. In addition, Black Teddy and Asuka are willing to help you as well. If the three of us and Chief combine our strengths, can’t we deal with Rebecca’s Daughters or escape unharmed?


  Black Teddy and Asuka were also part of the six new people who joined. In particular, Asuka was in the 20s on the unified rankings. Toban noticed that they wanted something.


  –Do you want something in exchange for your help?


  -Yes, please let us meet Bone Helmet.


  “…”


  The six new rankers all joined for a common reason.  They hoped to meet Grid. Based on their attitudes, they joined the guild only to meet Grid. They seemed interested in what Grid’s class was supposed to be, since they assumed it was a hidden class.


  Toban refused them.


  –I’ve said it many times, but I can’t reveal his identity until I fully trust you.


  –I swear that we just want to talk to him… Well, okay. You don’t have to tell us who he is right now. I will help Chief as a favor?


  -Um?


  –Isn’t this the process of building trust? In order to build trust, shouldn’t we build up our camaraderie? 


  –The bottom line is, you want to build up trust quickly in order to discover his identity?


  –Haha, yes.


  –So relentless… Your intentions are impure, but thank you anyway. I need your help. Please.


  He had to rendezvous with the spy near the Vatican. Toban told Box the time and place of the meeting and promised to meet them there.


  Then two days later.


  Toban arrived at the meeting place. But Box’s group still hadn’t arrived yet. The church’s spy approached Toban who was standing alone. Then he received shocking news.


  “Pope Drevigo was killed. He lost his life to one who was blessed by the gods, like you.” 


  “What…?”


  Blessed by the gods was a term NPCs used to refer to users. A user managed to defeat the pope, one of the currently strongest NPCs? Toban doubted his ears and asked for details.


  “His ID… No, what was his name? How could he defeat the pope alone?”


  “I was hiding in the distance, so I couldn’t confirm his name. Anyway, he is very strong. He overwhelmed the pope with excellent swordsmanship.”


  “…I can’t imagine it. There’s such a strong user?”


  Maybe it was the 1st ranked Kraugel that Pon often talked about? According to Pon, Kraugel’s strength was beyond the limits of a user. Pon predicated that he wouldn’t be able to compete with Kraugel, even if Pon joined forces with Regas and Jishuka. If it was him, he might be able to beat the pope alone.


  ‘Even if it isn’t him, the world is wide. There are over two billion users in Satisfy. It isn’t strange that there are hidden people we don’t know about. In fact, wasn’t Faker completely defeated by the unknown girl called Euphemina a few months ago?’


  But now matter how strong a user was, the pope should have the protection of Rebecca’s Daughters. The user managed to face the pope and Rebecca’s Daughters alone?


  “What about Rebecca’s Daughters? Did they also suffer with him?”


  The man shook his head, “Rebecca’s Daughters are safe.”


  “What? They’re safe while the pope is dead?” 


  “The recent pope was severely controlling Rebecca’s Daughters. In Rin’s case, she was on the verge of being discarded. Therefore, they didn’t help the pope.”


  “The pope was rash.”


  In the first place, the pope wasn’t Toban’s goal. It didn’t matter what happened with the pope. He just wanted Franz’ treasures. Toban asked about his original purpose, “The result is good. The Vatican will be in chaos and security will be relatively poor, making it easy to steal Franz’ treasures. Where are Franz’ treasures hidden?”


  “That…” The spy looked uncertain.


  Toban had an ominous feeling as he laughed awkwardly, “Don’t tell me that the person who defeated the pope picked up Franz’ treasures?”


  “…That is literally what happened.”


  Toban exclaimed. “No, what about Rebecca’s Daughters? Aren’t Franz’ treasures precious to the Rebecca Church? They just let that guy take his treasures?”


  “Yes… They felt sorry that they couldn’t reward him more.”


  “Crazy!”


  It was a strange twist. In Toban’s experience, unpredictable things were always the worst.


  “Ominous… It is ominous.”


  Box’s group arrived while Toban was feeling nervous.




  Chapter 129


  Box discovered Toban and greeted him with a smile, “You’ve already arrived.”


  Box was an extremely handsome man. He had clear skin, a flattering jawline, and eyes that were sharp enough to capture a woman’s heart. He had long black hair tied up, and the harmony of his appearance and hairstyle made him seem like a young master in the oriental paintings.


  But there was a saying to look beyond face value. He played around too much with women. His nickname was Octopus Prince. There were rumors that he had several women on the hook at the same time. So many women had a grudge against him that female users launched a group called ‘Box Killing Group.’


  “You’re on time.”


  Toban, who was nervous after talking to the spy, welcomed Box. Then he greeted Black Teddy and Asuka as well. But they lacked sociability, unlike Box. They ignored Toban’s greeting and urged immediately.


  “Let’s go.”


  Black Teddy was a man in his 40’s who was around 2m tall. Not only did he have a good physique, but he also gave off a tough impression with his eyes. However, he always carried a cute teddy bear in his arms that didn’t fit his appearance or age. Toban had met him several times, but it was still difficult to adapt.


  ‘That teddy bear…’


  To be honest, it was hard to look at. A large hairy hand was touching the bear’s head. The mole whispered to Toban, who was frowning.


  “Toban, the person who knocked down the pope… He’s wearing the Holy Light Armor. I think it’s right to punish him, for the sake of our church.”


  [The contents of the quest ‘Franz’ Descendant’ has changed.] 


  “This.”


  Toban’s expression changed as he confirmed the new contents of the quest. He explained the situation to Box’s group, “The treasures I have to recover are no longer in the Vatican. A user has intercepted them, so we have track him down.”


  Box looked troubled. “User? Ah, I’m sure it’ll cost a lot of money. I don’t know who he is, but nobody will give away quest items for free. He will likely ask for a lot of money.” 


  Toban shook his head, “Money isn’t a problem. We must fight that person. The altered quest is telling me to kill him. It seems like the treasures will drop if he is killed.”


  Box’s color returned.


  “Really? It’s good that it’s so simple.”


  The four people gathered here were top rankers. With their combined strength, it would be easy to defeat a user.


  “I’ll track him down quickly.” 


  Box was confident. Black Teddy and Asuka were sniffing like this was trivial. Toban felt the need to make them more cautious.


  “Despite the quest contents being changed to fight a user, the difficulty is still SS. This means the opponent is strong, so we should be alert. Share the quest information.”


  Toban’s quest information appeared in front of the three of them.


  [Franz’ Descendant (2)]


  Difficulty Level: SS


  According to the information from a spy, an enigmatic figure killed the pope alone and obtained Franz’ treasures.


  Unfortunately, he seems to be wearing Franz’ treasures.


  Only Franz’ descendant can wear his treasures, so Pascal’s plan to prove his authenticity is slowly fading away.


  Track him down and kill him! 


  Then take away Franz’ treasures!


  Quest Clear Conditions: Kill the enigmatic figure and reclaim the Holy Light Crown, Armor and Gloves.


  Quest Clear Reward: Level +5. The Sword of Wisdom.


  Quest Failure: Pascal’s plan to become pope will be wasted. You will be hated by Pascal.


  “…?”


  Box’s expression stiffened. Black Teddy also hesitated while stroking the teddy bear. There was a moment of silence. Then Asuka opened her mouth for the first time.


  “Even I can’t kill the pope alone.”


  Asuka was 28th on the unified rankings. The guild often compared her combat capabilities to Pon or Regas. In fact, she had the experience of killing a boss monster in the low 200’s by herself.  But according to the information they had, the pope was at least level 330. 


  She would never dare try to kill him alone. But the enigmatic figure described in the quest contents was said to kill the pope alone.


  “Someone capable enough to defeat the pope… They must be at least in the top 10 of the unified rankings and have a hidden class. Perhaps it was Agnus?”


  7th on the unified rankings, Agnus! He was one of the three epic hidden classes. He had countless unbelievable sagas. 


  Box sounded excited, “If it’s him, this will be fun. It’s a chance to figure out what his hidden class might be.”


  But Black Teddy disagreed, “Isn’t the opponent too strong? Maybe we’ll all die.”


  Asuka hissed at him. “If you are scared then leave. I will fight.”


  “Young Lady…”


  Asuka was the daughter of the chairman of a global conglomerate. And Black Teddy was her attendant.  Black Teddy started Satisfy due to her command. Asuka needed an attendant in Satisfy and chose Black Teddy.


  At first, Black Teddy didn’t know the game he was supposed to play. But as he played Satisfy with Asuka, he became a ranker. Now, as a genuine gamer, there were times when he forgot his duty. 


  “Then I’m out. I don’t want to lose experience… It’s hard to gain levels…”


  “Ah, is that so? Will you really leave? I understand. Instead, you’re fired. I don’t need an attendant who doesn’t follow their master.”


  “It was a joke. I will fight with you.”


  Black Teddy was the main breadwinner who supported his old parents and his terminally ill brother. He needed Asuka’s huge paycheck for the cost of living as well as his brother’s medical bills. So, he couldn’t leave her. In fact, it wasn’t just because of money. He had been around Asuka since she was five years old, so he was attached to her.  


  “If you’re determined, let’s depart.”


  The group to hunt the enigmatic figure who killed the pope was formed. They received the guidance of the spy and started to track the path of the enigmatic figure.


  Then after three hours? In the dark woods that were like night, thanks to the thick trees blocking the sunlight, Toban was able to find a single man walking.


  “Shh!”


  Toban signalled his companions to stop. Then they hid as much as possible in the bushes.


  “Is that him?” Box asked as he watched the black-haired man walking approximately 100m in front of them.


  Toban nodded, “That’s right. The system is telling me that it is him.”


  Box was puzzled.


  “What is he doing with a shabby cloak like that? Doesn’t he look too poor? Is he really the target?”


  Toban replied, “High level users don’t always arm themselves with the best items. Some don’t like to be noticed.”


  The cloak the black-haired man was wearing was somewhat familiar to Toban. But the cloak didn’t have any special design on it. Therefore, he didn’t think much about it. Asuka silently glanced at Black Teddy. Black Teddy had served her for nearly 20 years, so he could read the meaning in her eyes.


  “I understand. I will test his skills.” Then Black Teddy used a skill. “Summon Black Bear.”


  Kwaaaaah!


  The largest bear on Earth was the grizzly bear. The males had a body length that was around 3m and weighed more than 600kg. They were like a compact car. The black bear that Black Teddy summoned was around 1.5 times bigger and heavier than a grizzly bear.


  The bear roared and started charging towards the black-haired man.


  “…?”


  The man who was peacefully humming stopped at the commotion. Then he turned his head. As soon as his face was revealed, the ID ‘Grid’ appeared over his head. Toban’s eyes widened.


  ‘Eh? Grid?’


  Kwaaaaah!


  While Toban was feeling confused, the black bear swung its front paw precisely at Grid’s face. Toban belatedly recovered his spirit and cried out urgently.


  “S-Stop! Stop that bear now!”


  “What? What are you saying all of a sudden?”


  The moment that Black Teddy was feeling puzzled.


  Pipit! Pipipipit!


  The huge black bear’s body was hacked by dozens of sharp slashes. Then it turned into grey light.


  “…Strong!”


  Box admired it.


  The black-haired man held a small dagger and took care of a level 200 summons in the blink of an eye. Tremendous damage. Box knew of only two people who could exert such physical damage, Jishuka and the one in the skull helmet.


  ‘Yes, he is strong enough to defeat the pope. But I am unfamiliar with anyone called Grid…’


  He wasn’t a ranker?  How could he be so strong without being a ranker? 


  ‘Does he have a hidden class?’


  While Box was making guesses, Black Teddy was furious.


  “You mean bastard…! How dare you cut the cute bear without even a change in expression!”


  “H-Hey! Just wait a minute!”


  Toban tried to calm the situation down, but it was useless. Black Teddy loved bears, and once his rage was out of control, only Asuka could control him. But Asuka let him rampage.


  “Summon Brown Bear Knights!”


  Three browns bears, twice as small as the black bear, but armed with helmets, armor, swords and shields were summoned. They were level 240! Black Teddy commanded them, “Get revenge on the slaughterer of your own kind!”


  Kuwaaah!


  The bears were influenced by their master’s psychological state and angrily flocked to Grid. They started to put pressure on Grid with their swordsmanship. But their momentum was brief. Grid avoided the brown bears’ attacks and countered by stabbing his dagger in a gap of a brown bear’s armor. However, summons didn’t know pain. They kept swinging their swords at Grid, despite suffering from huge injuries.


  Grid clicked his tongue. “Why are you so strong?”


  Pepepeng!


  Grid threw a dart at a bear knight. Then poison mist emerged from the dart.


  Kwaaaaah!


  The poisoned knights started to bleed and stumble. Grid used this gap to deal the fatal blows, then turned his gaze towards the forest where Toban’s group was hiding.


  “What are these bears? Did they come from the circus?”


  Toban realized as he looked at Grid.


  ‘It isn’t a system error… Grid really did defeat the pope.’


  Black Teddy was 1st on the summoner rankings. In the guild membership test, he summoned the bear knights and showed great skills against Faker. Now those powerful bear knights were taken care of by Grid in just two minutes.


  ‘When did he become this strong?’


  Grid was presumed to have a legendary hidden class. It was the strongest class rating that could be obtained in Satisfy. But Grid’s level was still low. When he checked the guild information window two weeks ago, Grid was only in the low 100’s.


  ‘Anyway, it’s good.’


  Toban had many questions, but he could ask them slowly. Toban would ask Grid to cooperate with his quest.


  But the situation went wrong.


  “Hey Grid…”


  “I won’t forgive you!”


  The moment Toban was able to raise his body to say hello to Grid! Black Teddy pushed his way out of the bushes and summoned new pets. In addition, Asuka was exchanging blows with Grid.


  Toban made a mistake. Come to think of it, Grid had never met the new guild members. So they didn’t know each other. They might’ve seen each other’s IDs in the guild information window or chat window, but they might’ve forgotten it since it was insignificant.


  “Hey, all of you wait a minute… We are part of the same guild…”


  Toban tried to calm the situation down, but it was useless. Due to Black Teddy and Asuka’s pincer attack, Grid had pulled out his greatsword.


  “Isn’t this a pretty interesting situation?”


  Box figured out Grid’s identity after seeing the greatsword and smiled meaningfully. Then he used the puppet magic that was the symbol of linkers and started to control Toban’s body. The situation was worsening.


  Toban felt like crying.




  Chapter 130


  After knocking down the pope. Grid left the Vatican once his quest ended and was prepared for a new adventure. But before that, he needed time to recharge.


  “Logout.”


  Grid returned to being Shin Youngwoo. He left the capsule and immediately searched for food.


  “I’m hungry.”


  He distractedly yanked his boxers up his hips as he opened the refrigerator door. Inside were ham and egg rolls, meat and all types of dishes. On the table was a note from his mother.


  ‘Son. Don’t forget to eat meals regularly! It’s good to make money, but don’t play the game too much and exercise as well. ^^’ 


  His beloved mother. In the past, the debt-ridden Shin Youngwoo was always worried at home. He often had to listen to his parents nagging. But now he was different.  Shin Youngwoo succeeded in the game and paid off his debt, as well as his father’s. Now he was promoted to the trustworthy eldest son, not the pathetic son they had to worry about.


  “I will work harder.”


  Youngwoo didn’t want to worry his parents anymore. He didn’t want to see the two of them depressed again. He wanted them to be as happy as they were now. So he reminded himself. Satisfy wasn’t a simple game, it was his work! He would quickly finish this quest and turn to making items, earning more money and making his family happier.


  He finished his meal. Shin Youngwoo took a break for a while and watched TV. Then he changed to a Satisfy-related channel and started to doze off. 


  On the news, there were reports that the pope of the Rebecca Church had been killed by an unidentified person. The news enthusiastically analyzed who the person was that killed the pope and who would be elected as the new pope. But Shin Youngwoo didn’t see the news due to falling asleep.


  30 minutes later. Shin Youngwoo woke up and turned off the TV. He stretched before going back to the capsule to access Satisfy. 


  “I am in the best condition.”


  He had a delicious lunch and plenty of rest. Grid walked vigorously towards his destination. Thanks to the clean air, he hummed as he walked through the forest. But he was attacked by someone along the way.


  At first, bears appeared and attacked, then people popped out. Their IDs were Black Teddy and Asuka. The IDs were somewhat familiar, but Grid couldn’t recall who they were. Then a battle started without him knowing why.


  Kuwaaah!


  “What are these bears?”


  The summons followed the summoner’s taste. In general, male summoners preferred pretty women, while female summoners preferred handsome men. There was also a strong tendency to summon monsters that were intimidating to the opponent.


  But these bears? Of course, there were quite a few users who liked animal-shaped pets like Black Teddy. However, it wasn’t to the extent of Black Teddy. It wasn’t just one or two bears. Like a bear fanatic, all of his pets were bears.


  “Summon White Bear Warriors!”


  Grid had already defeated different types of bears. Now Black Teddy summoned a white bear.  It wore a red cloak with black sunglasses. Somehow, it seemed stupid. The bear who had a serious expression with folded arms seemed quite laughable.


  ‘Isn’t it kind of cute?’


  Grid lost his tension and was caught off guard. The white bear warrior didn’t miss this chance. It jumped through the air at the speed of lightning and dealt an uppercut.


  Peeok!


  [You have suffered 2,550 damage.]


  [The effect of Doran’s Ring has been activated.]


  [1,275 health has been restored.]


  “Kuk!” 


  Fast and strong. Then Asuka approached the surprised Grid. She wielded the double swords at the same time.


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  Chukak.


  [You have suffered 2,900 damage.]


  “Girl…!”


  He was quickly wounded. It was difficult to defend against the two swords that attacked different parts.


  ‘These two, they are good.’


  He had defeated the pope alone. He thought that maybe he was the strongest? That idea was quickly removed as Grid became alert. Then he observed Black Teddy and Asuka. He used his high insight to grasp their combat power.


  ‘What?’


  Grid was startled. Asuka had 18,000 combat power while Black Teddy only had 9,000, but that increased to 20,000 with his summons.


  ‘Their IDs are familiar. Are they top rankers?’


  Grid hurriedly opened his inventory. Then he took out the Holy Light set that was so gorgeous it was burdensome to wear. 


  [You have equipped the Holy Light Battle Gear set.]


  [The additional effects of defense +500 and health +6,000 have been received.]


  The pure white armor with gold thread and the gloves gleamed. In addition, the small silver crown emanated dignity.


  ‘Now he seems like a high level user. That scruffy appearance was just a gimmick.’ The moment that Black Teddy thought so. The person with the ID of Grid put away the dagger and pulled out a giant black greatsword.


  “That sword…!”


  Asuka’s eyes widened with surprise.


  What was the reason she joined the Tzedakah Guild? It was because she wanted to know the class of the helmeted person who displayed overwhelming skills at Winston and slaughtered the Giant Guild members.


  She wanted to figure out all of the hidden classes. 


  As a second generation heir of a conglomerate, she came in contact with traders every day, and sometimes these traders sold her information about hidden classes. But she couldn’t change into just any hidden class. There were countless types of hidden classes, so she needed a lot of information to make the best choice. She had to meet with as many hidden classes as possible.


  But the Tzedakah Guild hid the man in the skull helmet and didn’t let her meet him. It was annoying because she couldn’t fulfill her original intention of joining the guild, but now she happen to come across him in an unexpected situation.


  “You are the Psychopath Butcher right?” Asuka didn’t conceal her friendly tone as she asked.


  Grid wanted to snap at her.


  The Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet was destroyed by the pope! He appeared like a prince in a manhwa thanks to the silver crown, yet he was still being called psychopath.


  ‘They know it’s me due to Dainsleif, even if the Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet is gone. Rather, shouldn’t she be attracted to my appearance?’


  The Holy Light Battle Gear set had a very beautiful appearance. He was confident that it was cooler than any existing battle gear set. Grid was expecting girls to think he looked cool when wearing this set.


  However, he was mistaken. The completion of fashion relied on the face! Grid had a somewhat average appearance so he would only cause resentment when he tried to dress gorgeously.


  “What happened to the skull helmet? I think I preferred it when you wore the skull helmet.” Asuka talked randomly.


  Then Grid’s anger reached its peak.


  “This girl… Not even introducing yourself before attacking someone… No, it’s even a personal attack?”


  Grid wasn’t the type to become nice to someone because they were a woman. Asuka had a considerable beauty, but it wasn’t enough to weaken Grid’s mind. 


  “You’ll be sorry!” Grid gritted his teeth and replied.


  Then he started his sword dance. A sharp killing intent was concentrated on the greatsword and the air around it started to vibrate.


  “Kill!”


  A powerful attack flew towards Asuka’s heart. The surprised Black Teddy commanded the white bear warrior.


  “Defend the young lady!”


  Kuwaaah!


  The white bear warrior was level 280. Among Black Teddy’s pets, it was the one with the strongest combat ability. It was stronger than a ranker. The bear swung and fist and stood up to the greatsword wrapped in darkness.


  Kwaang!


  The two collided. It seemed close at first glance, but that only lasted for a moment. The balance quickly broke as Grid’s Kill tore the mighty flesh of the white bear.  Then the greatsword went through the thick body of the white bear warrior.


  Grrr!


  The white bear’s health was decreased by 1/3rd with one strike. Asuka would’ve fallen into a critical condition if hit by that. But the biggest advantage of a pet was that it didn’t know pain. The bear didn’t shrink back despite suffering massive damage. Instead, it counterattacked.


  Peeok!


  The head of the white bear warrior hit Grid’s chest. But it didn’t do much damage. Previously, Grid only wore boots and a cloak, so he was low in defense. Now he showed a high defense due to the Holy Light battle gear set. He didn’t feel any pain at all from the headbutt.


  Then the option of the Holy Light Gloves activated and ‘Counterattack’ was used, dealing great damage to the white bear warrior.  In the end, Black Teddy had to interfere.


  “Berserk!”


  Summoners had dozens of passive and active skills that enhanced a pet’s abilities. Among them, Berserk was a skill that only second advancement summoners could use. It gave pets a status conditions immune effect and temporarily doubled all of a pet’s stats.


  Kyaooooh!


  The white bear cried out and swung its paws. Grid became on the defensive due to the fast and powerful onslaught. He would be subjected to terrible damage if he allowed the attack.


  ‘What is this all of a sudden?’


  He was confused for a moment. Grid had a lot of combat experience so he quickly figured out the situation.


  ‘Is it a temporary buff? The abilities are raised to this level, so the duration must be short.’


  Grid triggered Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Restraint. Then the white bear hesitated and retreated from Grid.


  Black Teddy was nervous, ‘What is this all of a sudden? My commands aren’t going through!’


  The duration of Berserk was only 10 seconds. Every second spent retreating was valuable for Black Teddy. Grid triggered Blacksmith’s Rage in this gap and rushed towards Asuka.


  Kaaang!


  Asuka crossed her double swords and tried to fight back. But Grid took the lead with his fast pace, forcing her on the defensive without a chance to fight back.


  ‘Strange.’


  Asuka was filled with doubts after fighting Grid. The greatsword that Grid was using was over 3m in length and seemed extremely heavy. Then what was this attack speed?


  ‘Isn’t it normal for the attack speed to be slow?’


  It was a stereotype.  Dainsleif was very light, despite being a greatsword.  It was a sword made by Albatino, who was called the best blacksmith before Pagma, and was made of black iron, which was harder than steel, but twice as light. Dainsleif was a weapon that minimized the disadvantages of a greatsword.


  Chaaeng! Chaaeng!


  At first glance, Asuka seemed to be on the defensive against Grid’s ruthless strikes. But Asuka still had some room. In particular, this was her forte. Her class was a berserker. She became stronger as the battle continued.  Asuka was able to adapt to Grid’s attack speed and she finally started her counterattack.


  “Sword Frenzy!”


  Flash!


  Asuka’s blue eyes turned red the moment she activated a skill Then Asuka’s double swords started to dance in a dazzling manner.


  Chaeeeeeng!


  It was the berserker’s representative skill that attacked a target nine times, Sword Frenzy. Grid succeeded in defending against six strikes, but was unable to prevent the remaining three and was hurt.


  [You have suffered 1,700 damage.]


  [You have suffered 1,650 damage.]


  [You have suffered 1,810 damage.]


  Asuka provoked Grid, “Certainly, your defense has increased since you equipped the armor. But isn’t it just high defense? You can’t catch up with the speed of my double swords and will just be a sandbag.”


  Grid scoffed.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link!”


  Papat! Pa pa pa pa!


  “…?!”


  Black energy swords were generated at a tremendous rate and hit Asuka. The confused Asuka once again triggered Sword Frenzy, but it was useless. Sword Frenzy might attack 9 times, but Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link, attacked a total of 17 times. Sword Frenzy couldn’t completely offset it and Asuka’s body became covered with wounds.


  Then Grid pointed his sword at Asuka’s neck.


  “What is your purpose for attacking me?”


  On the other hand…


  [Magic power has started to manipulate your body. It is hard to reject.]


  [You will become the puppet of ‘Box’ for three seconds.]


  ‘This!’


  Toban couldn’t move his body according to his will. He was the 1st ranked paladin with high magic resistance, so how could he be manipulated so easily? Toban thought it was ridiculous.


  ‘I still have a long way to go.’


  It hurt his reputation. It was an insult that couldn’t be washed away. Toban trembled. However, the person who was really shocked was Box, not Toban. 


  ‘I can only control him for three seconds?’


  Puppet magic was the ultimate magic for a linker. It was a powerful magic that sent magic power into the body of the target in order to manipulate it. And Box’s ability to control magic power was by far the best among the linkers. If Box used the puppet spell, he could manipulate a monster for up to 5 minutes and a user for 30 seconds.


  Yet Toban was only three seconds?


  ‘The higher the level and magic resistance of the target, the lower the manipulation time. But… Isn’t it guaranteed at least 10 seconds, even if the opponent has a higher level than me?’


  Toban’s magic resistance seemed to be different from all the opponents he met so far. Box admired it.


  ‘This is the dignity of the 1st ranked paladin. The Tzedakah Guild is filled with monsters.’


  Puppet had a cooldown time of two hours. It was a skill that could only be used once every two hours, so it was a waste to control a person for only three seconds. Box sighed and started to control the magic power connected to Toban.


  “Chief, go and help Asuka.”


  “H-Hey! Stop!”


  Toban begged but it was no use. His body suddenly moved into the gap between Grid and Asuka. Then he used a shield to deflect the greatsword pointing at Asuka’s neck.


  “…Toban?” Grid’s eyes widened.


  Toban laughed awkwardly, “Ah, hello?”


  The puppet magic was released. Toban could move freely so he tried to explain the matter, but Box interrupted. “I am glad to meet you for the first time, Grid.” 


  “Who are you?”


  Grid felt instinctive dislike whenever he met a handsome man. So his expression darkened the moment Box appeared. Then Box said to him. “The three of us joined the guild a while ago. Right now, we are helping Chief with a quest. The quest requires us to kill you.”


  “Eh?”


  Grid doubted his ears and looked at Toban.  The panicked Toban explained the situation.


  “Grid, it is a misunderstanding. I didn’t know that you were the target of the quest. This is…”


  Kyaooooh!


  The white bear warrior was released from the influence of Restraint. Then it ran to Grid, who was listening to Toban, and smacked Grid on the head.


  [You have suffered 3,200 damage.]


  Jeurereuk.


  Grid spoke softly while bleeding from the head, “Are you talking to keep my attention so that someone else can attack…? Toban, are you really going to be like this?”


  It was a huge misunderstanding. Toban panicked. At this rate, Grid might not make an item for him at all. He couldn’t push Grid. Therefore, he had to get rid of this misunderstanding.


  “Black Teddy! What are you doing? Can’t you understand the atmosphere? Grid is a fellow guild member! Stop attacking!”


  Toban shouted but Black Teddy just stroked his teddy bear and pretended not to know anything. In the end, Grid’s anger exploded.


  “Toban… You must’ve held a tremendous grudge after saying that I would make you item last. Right? So now you want revenge?”


  Toban shouted, “That isn’t the case! Right now, I am doing a quest to kill the mysterious person who kill the pope and took the treasures! I didn’t know that the person would be you!”


  “Didn’t you attack me after knowing the truth? You know that I am the enigmatic person, so this is a great opportunity to proceed with the quest? Right?”


  “No! Listen to my explanation! We don’t have to fight! Sell me the treasures! I just need the treasures!”


  “…You just need the treasures?”


  Grid started to understand the situation. A relieved Toban pointed to the items that Grid was wearing.


  “The Holy Light set. That’s what I need.”


  Grid frowned, “Are you crazy? I won’t sell.”


  “H-Hey, Grid. I’ll give you a lot of money. Please do this for me just once. Yes?”


  Toban begged. In fact, Grid was inwardly delighted. He was thinking that it wouldn’t be possible to sell these items due to the limited usage conditions. Grid started acting as he asked.


  “Sigh… I will consider agreeing to the favor since we are part of the same guild. How much will you buy it for?”


  “2,000 gold each, for a total of 6,000 gold?”


  Toban didn’t know the features of the Holy Light set. He regarded it as simple quest items when he set the price. He was confident that he set a high price, but Grid was annoyed.


  Even if it had a system of exclusive use, the Holy Light set still had a legendary rating. He thought he would get at least two million gold for each piece. But Toban wanted to buy it for 2,000 gold each? He must be joking.


  “Are you playing with me right now?”


  Wasn’t this reaction strange? Toban changed the value.


  “Then 2,200 gold each…?”


  “Get lost.”


  “How much do you want?”


  “Two million gold each.”


  “What?”


  Grid was adamant. The Holy Light set was excellent, so it was better to use it himself unless it was sold for two million gold each. He wouldn’t sell it for any less than that. But from Toban’s perspective, the Holy Light set were simple quest items and Grid seemed like a scammer.


  “Hey, this is honestly too much… I received my first SS-grade quest so please help me clear it…”


  Box whispered to Toban who had a grim expression on his face.


  –Chief, we want to fight with Grid to see his strength. We will kill him and obtain the items for you. Okay?


  It was the temptation of the devil. Toban asked Grid one last time, “Grid, these items… Do you really intend to sell it for two million gold each? It isn’t a joke?”


  “I’m being serious. I’m not joking.”


  The negotiations broke down. Toban closed his eyes. And he whispered to Box.


  –Pretend to use magic on me!


  “…?”


  Box was puzzled but acted according to Toban’s request. He used a spell to enchant Toban. Then Toban suddenly disappeared. He shouted and sat down. Then he started acting.


  “No? What is this? I can’t move one finger freely. This is the ultimate linker magic that controls the target at will. I have been hit by Puppet! Oh my! This is serious! I can no longer stop them from attacking. Grid! It’s dangerous!”


  “…”




  Chapter 131


  “…”


  It was the first time Grid saw such bad acting. It was even more awkward than an idol appearing in a drama for the first time. Anybody watching it would be embarrassed. But the acting wasn’t the important thing right now. What was he planning after claiming to be enchanted?


  Grid had no doubt that Toban was lying.


  ‘Interesting.’


  Toban’s greed was awakened due to the quest, and now he was trying to betray a colleague.


  Box said with satisfaction, “The situation is like this… Grid, I want to experience the skill of the hidden class that smashed the Giant Guild. Chief, use buff magic on us.”


  ‘This isn’t right.’


  Toban hesitated until the end. It might be for a quest, but he was worried and feeling guilty about betraying a fellow guild member.


  ‘It goes against logic.’


  He knew it. No matter the reason, he shouldn’t betray a colleague. He couldn’t refute, even if he was called garbage.  But he didn’t want to give up this quest. This was a SS-grade quest that he received for the first time, with a legendary rated sword as a reward. It was an opportunity that wouldn’t come again, so he couldn’t miss it.


  After careful consideration, Toban made his decision.


  ‘I’m sorry Grid… But this is all your fault! You are a bad person!’


  Can’t you give up the quest items for a guild member? He wasn’t even asking for free, since he was willing to pay compensation. But it was rejected? Was that too much to ask?


  ‘Grid! I have to kill you for the quest! I will surely repay the damage that you will suffer today!’


  In the end, Toban decided!


  He started acting again, “Ah! How is this possible? My body has to move as Box commands and now I am using a skill? I want to reject it, but I can’t! This! It can’t be helped. I’m sorry, Grid! Forgive me! God of health and wisdom, Judar! I earnestly pray for you to give us your blessing. Light’s Glory!”


  [The effect of Light’s Glory is activated. The stats of you and your party members have increased by 20%.]


  Paladins of the Judar Church were specialized in buff skills. Not only was their buffing ability superior, the buff effect extended to all party members, including the pets. Therefore, the Judar paladins were one of the most popular classes for party hunting.


  “Let’s start again. Show us all of your abilities.” Asuka felt stronger and restarted the battle with Grid. “Spear Frenzy!”


  Berserkers were more aggressive than any other class and could use all types of weapons. Asuka was a second generation conglomerate heir, so she had a variety of unique weapons. She pulled out a spear from her inventory and started a crazy rampage.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Sword Frenzy was a single target skill, while Spear Frenzy was a skill with a wide range.


  The spear attacked the target and surrounding area at the same time. It inflicted 50% damage to enemies within the attack range, causing the ground to shake and for the target to rise in the air for 0.8 seconds.


  Even if the target avoided the attack, they couldn’t avoid the aftermath. The so-called CC (crowd control) technique.


  Chaaeng!


  Grid wielded his greatsword to stop the spear. However, his body was affected by the aftermath. He started to rise in the air.


  Asuka didn’t miss this gap. She had countless combat experience so she rushed to complete the combo. It was possible to damage someone in the air using ‘Chain Frenzy.’ This would cause the opponent to hang helplessly in the air for two seconds and receive one-sided attacks.


  She pulled out the chain, but Grid wasn’t stuck in the air. He stood on the ground like a magnet was attached to his feet.


  “Eh?”


  “Resorting to petty tricks.” Grid grinned at the panicked Asuka.


  Asuka hurriedly retrieved the chain. Then she pulled out the double swords she used as a main weapon and defended.


  Kaang!


  ‘It is still fast and heavy!’


  All her stats had increased by 20%. Nevertheless, Grid still felt strong.


  Kikik! Kkikikik!


  ‘Amazing.’


  Asuka’s face was blissful instead of fearful as she blocked the greatsword with her double swords.


  ‘He’s immune to CC. Is this man’s class immune to status conditions?’


  Wasn’t this a fraudulent effect that would collapse the balance? She earnestly started to covet it. Asuka wanted the same hidden class as Grid. She would pay Grid astronomical amounts of money to find out how to obtain his class.


  She didn’t care about money. She believed that she could get anything she wanted.


  But what was the reality? Most users didn’t know this, but the way to change to a hidden class changed every moment. 


  In order to change to class A, three loaves of bread needed to be eaten three times in front of a certain place. This condition wasn’t always constant. Depending on the person and situation, they might have to shout four times or eat four loaves. 


  A hidden class was obtained once every condition was met, and it could change depending on luck and coincidences. Think about it. If the method of obtaining a hidden class was fixed, wouldn’t a hidden class sell the method for money and it would become commonplace?


  It was only possible to buy a class change book, not the actual method. And in the first place, Grid had a legendary class. A legendary class was unique.  It was useless even for a billionaire. As long as Grid was Pagma’s Descendant, no one else could become Pagma’s Descendant.


  “Wave.”


  Grid sensed the presence of the white bear warrior while dealing with Grid, and used the skill that smashed the Giant Guild members in the past. Asuka and the white bear warrior, who were in front and behind Grid, both flew away.


  “Cough!”


  [You have suffered 4,500 damage.]


  It was tremendous attack power. Despite her unique rated armor, Asuka lost a quarter of her health from the attack. Then warning windows flashed in front of her amazed eyes.


  [Due to the enemy’s skill, all speeds have decreased for 10 seconds.]


  ‘The wide area skill deals large damage and has a debuff effect?’


  He was also immune to status conditions, so the category of Grid’s class must be beyond common sense. Asuka was sure of it. Grid didn’t have a rare hidden class.


  “There is still one epic class still undisclosed… Is that you?” Asuka asked Grid like she knew everything.


  “Think what you want.”


  He was about to attack again when Asuka cried out, “Let me know how to obtain your hidden class. In exchange, I will give you enough money to play around for the rest of your life…”


  The moment that Asuka was about to negotiate, Box jumped forward and blocked her mouth. “Miss Asuka, don’t you want to have some more fun?”


  After speaking one-sidedly, Box opened his folding fan and started to wield it like a baton. It was a weapon that controlled magic power.


  ‘This parasitic bastard.’


  A handsome man was humming while swinging his fan around like a maestro. He was handsome so anything he did would become a painting. Grid was feeling a strong animosity when Box stopped his conducting. In less than two seconds, he used a skill to connect the magic power of himself and his party members.


  “Magic Power Resonance.”


  [The effect of Magic Power Resonance is activated. The buff effect applied to you and your party members will increase by 1.5 times.]


  Linkers weren’t just about puppet magic.  It could amplify beneficial effects and extent the range of the effect. The same was true for harmful effects. If the enemy had a debuff on them, he could extend the debuff range by connecting his magic power to the enemy’s and amplifying the effect.


  Linkers belonged to the magician class by default. They also had attack magic.


  “Magic Pistol.”


  Tatatang!


  Box fired his magic power like he was holding a gun. The damage was low but the activation speed was so fast it was almost impossible to avoid. Grid couldn’t respond and was hit.


  [You have suffered 307 damage.]


  [You have suffered 315 damage.]


  The Holy Light Armor was light armor. But it was made of the god mineral adamantium and had a higher defense than level 250 unique rated heavy armor. The defense was 872 points. It could be considered as one of the best armors in existence. 


  Grid didn’t meet the conditions of use and with the penalty, only 393 defense was applied. It was around the same level of defense as a level 200 rare rated heavy armor. However, the Holy Light Armor had a fraudulent option of 40% reduction in physical damage and 50% reduction in magic damage. In addition, the set effect of the Holy Light Battle Gear gave +500 defense so the default defense wasn’t low.


  Grid didn’t even blink despite being hit with Magic Pistol one after another. Box was surprised and covered half his face with his fan. It was to cover as much of his confusion as possible.


  ‘Magic Pistol only did 300 damage? The damage of a linker is weak, but isn’t this too much?’


  Furthermore, hadn’t his stats increased by 30% due to the combined effect of Light’s Glory and Magic Power Resonance? Yet he only did this much damage?


  ‘It is more than I imagined.’


  In general, classes with excellent attack power had low defense. Box predicted that Grid would have low defense. Then what was this? Grid seemed to have uniquely high attack power and defense. 


  ‘It’s a class with a perfect balance… No, that’s too much. It might be his items. Perhaps the battle gear that Toban considered as simple quest items are actually amazing? Okay. First of all, let’s stay calm.’


  No matter how high his defense, he wouldn’t have infinite health. Box thought he would be able to kill Grid if this continued. Then he used magic again.


  “Magic Pistol.”


  Tatatang!


  [You have suffered 290 damage.]


  [You have suffered 310 damage.]


  [You have suffered 305 damage.]


  The advantage of Magic Pistol wasn’t just its activation speed. The mana consumption was low, so he could use it freely. Grid’s nerves were sharpened by the magic power bullets that continued to fly.


  ‘This is irritating.’


  The damage wasn’t threatening. Currently, Grid was level 170 and had a health that was close to 40,000. This included the 6,000 health acquired from the Holy Light set and Doran’s ring. 300 damage was like a mosquito biting him.


  But what if the damage continued to accumulate? He couldn’t overlook the attacks that were impossible to avoid. Grid decided that Box should be removed first. But the white bear warrior blocked his path to Box. There was also Toban behind the bear. He was the 1st ranked paladin, so he was famous for his iron wall defense.


  Box believed that the current battle formation was perfect.


  ‘Black Teddy’s summons and Toban will tie up Grid’s feet, while I deal damage from the rear. Asuka will look for a gap and deal the fatal blow.’


  The opponent might be a monster who killed the pope, but they were four top rankers and the balance was excellent. It was a fight that was virtually impossible to lose. Victory was natural. Toban and Box’s group thought so.


  But Grid thought differently.


  ‘I am stronger than Pon or Regas.’


  He alone defeated the pope, who was even stronger than Malacus. Grid believed that with the pavranium, he was the strongest user. That’s right. Grid had the pavranium.  He finally pulled out the pavranium. He would use all his strength.


  “First of all, take care of the annoying guy…”


  ‘What is that?’


  Box’s companions were amazed as two golden discs suddenly appeared.


  Kiiiiing!


  The discs turned like cogs and rose into the sky. They easily flew through Toban’s defense on the ground, like they were laughing at him. After descending again, they hit Box’s chest, who was stunned and fell down.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  These discs flew alone and attacked the enemy? What type of absurd item was this?


  “Toban, what is that? Did he have something like this?”


  While everyone was focused on the golden discs, Grid unfolded his sword dance. 


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcend.”


  Subsequently, he used Blacksmith’s Rage and greatly increased his attack power and attack speed. After that, he launched the energy swords at Toban and Black Teddy’s pet.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “Kuoong!”


  Toban used a defense buff and hurriedly raised his shield in front of him. But it was useless. His epic rated shield was turned into scrap metal in front of the bombardment. Toban felt like crying.


  ‘Grid. Why are you so strong?’


  Jishuka, Pon and Vantner told him that Grid was actually a very talented person, but he never imagined a class like this. If this continued, wouldn’t they lose the battle?


  ‘Isn’t this too disgraceful…?’


  Death would cause a loss in experience. As Toban was feeling desperate, Asuka spoke with admiration.


  “Really amazing.”


  On one side, Box was being hit by the two golden discs, as they constantly flew past Toban and Black Teddy’s defense. This wasn’t a battle between rankers. It was like a high level user playing with low level users.


  It was completely one-sided.However, the situation might change if the main damage dealer, Asuka joined in again. 


  As a berserker, she became stronger the more health she lost. She lost a quarter of her health to Grid’s strike, so she had a 20% increase in attack power and 10% increase in attack speed due to the passive effect. She was confident that she could face Grid.


  But Asuka made another choice. She was fascinated the more she watched Grid’s class, so she cried out, “Grid! Let me know how to obtain your hidden class! I will provide you with a large amount of money, enough for you to play around for the rest of your life!”


  He could live a comfortable life for some game information. Who could resist this temptation? Asuka naturally thought that Grid would cooperate. 


  Of course, Grid’s ears pricked up. He stopped the bombardment and asked Asuka, “How much are you going to give?”


  “Tell me the amount you want.


  Grid spoke to her confidently. “One trillion won.”


  “What?”


  It wasn’t 100 billion, but one trillion? It wasn’t the type of money that even a second generation heir would have. One trillion won was an astronomical amount equivalent to one-thirds of her father’s company’s assets.


  “Are you crazy?” Grid sincerely questioned Asuka. “Is there something wrong with your head?”


  How could a hidden class be sold so easily?


  “There is something called a brain. Do you think the class change method is the same every time? If it could be told to anyone, would the hidden classes be as rare as they are now? They would be as common as stones on the street.


  “…”


  She listened to him. Grid scoffed as Asuka made a stunned expression after realizing what she had overlooked.


  “You have a lot of money, but you don’t see the world. How stupid.” Right now, Grid was grumpy. “You asked for the method to obtain my hidden class? Attacking people randomly for such absurd reasons…”


  Grid wanted to clear the quest as quickly as possible and return to Winston. His goal was a first night with his pretty bride! He wanted to return to his daily life after losing his virginity. He was earning money and stats as a blacksmith, then he would embezzle Winston’s taxes once he became a lord.


  Yet these guys were delaying his journey. It was for items or purely selfish reasons. 


  “What are you doing?”


  It was okay to interfere with others, but he couldn’t tolerate others interfering with him. Grid’s eyes shone.


  “Kill.”


  Grid underestimated Toban and Box’s group. This carelessness almost caused a big misfortune.
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  It was true that the pope had a higher level than Malacus and a higher overall combat power due to his stats. The problem was that his class was a priest.  A priest was a class that specialized in support abilities, with their combat ability being the lowest among all classes.


  Indeed, the pope’s only attack spell was Goddess’ Breath(a regular user would’ve died in one blow from Goddess’ Breath). The only method the pope used to attack Grid was to release magic power (ordinary users wouldn’t have survived even a simple magic bombardment).


  On the other hand, rankers chose the right class for their power and they had a lot of combat experience.


  “Did you call me stupid? Even my father never said such things to me.”


  Asuka’s face reddened as she puffed up angrily. She rushed towards Grid and started to wield her double swords. The duration of Transcend and Blacksmith’s Rage ended, and Grid was in a state of crisis.


  He was startled.


  ‘What? Isn’t she much faster than earlier?’


  Jjejeong!


  “Kuk!”


  It wasn’t easy to keep up with the double swords coming continuously. Then Grid fired Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link.


  Chaaeng! Chaeeeeeng!


  Asuka barely managed to block 3 of Grid’s 17 linked strikes. Then she used Sword Frenzy to block up 9 more strikes.  But there were still 5 remaining. She allowed those five attacks. In the party information window, Asuka’s health dropped to less than half in an instant.


  Toban panicked, but Black Teddy was always beside Asuka and he wasn’t worried. Black Teddy knew better than anyone that a berserker became stronger when their health fell.


  Kwakakakang!


  “Eh?”


  Asuka’s attack power increased by 40% and her attack speed by 20%. Grid started to become injured as the battle continued.


  [You have suffered 1,900 damage.]


  [You have suffered 2,080 damage.]


  ‘No, why is she so much stronger?’


  Grid hurriedly recalled the pavranium from where they were attacking Box. Then he regained some breathing room.


  Chaaeng! Chaeeeeeng!


  Wasn’t it easy for the pavranium to rotate around Grid and defend against all of Asuka’s strikes?


  “What is that item? Legendary rated?”


  Grid ignored Asuka’s question and pulled out the Ideal Dagger. He used Quick Movements before swiftly changing back to Dainsleif.


  “Shut up and die quickly!”


  Grid’s high insight confirmed that Asuka’s combat power was rising. Grid was frustrated. He resorted to only relying on pavranium to defend as the rushed at Asuka. He struck down on Asuka’s shoulder and succeeded in slashing it. Grid linked his attacks while Asuka paused.


  Papat! Papapat!


  Asuka survived the stabbing attacks and her health was reduced to only 20%. From this point on, she showed the genuine strength of a berserker.


  [You have suffered serious damage. Maximizing the berserk effect.]


  [Attack power will increase by 80% and attack speed will increase by 50%.]


  With the 50% increase in attack speed, the use of large weapons was now maximized. Asuka swapped to a halberd that was bigger than her body and wielded it.


  Chaaeng!


  “Kuk?”


  Grid tried to defend against the halberd attack, but he couldn’t endure the overwhelming attack power. Toban felt some hope at the scene and used a buff on Asuka.


  “Fierce Momentum!”


  [Fierce Momentum is activated. You and your party’s attack power will increase by 30%, while defense is reduced by 20%.]


  Box didn’t stay still either.


  “Magic Power Resonance!”


  [The effect of Magic Power Resonance is activated. The buff effect applied to you and your party members will increase by 1.5 times.]


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  Asuka felt the overwhelming power and shouted. She swung the halberd again, leaving a red afterimage.


  Peeeeeong!


  “Crazy!”


  The moment Asuka’s attack was blocked by Dainsleif, Grid’s body disappeared into the air. It was the moment when the immune Grid was forcibly caught in the air by a physical force he couldn’t resist. It was another one of Asuka’s unique weapons, ‘Hell Chains.’ Then she unfolded Chain Frenzy and Grid was stuck in the air for two seconds.


  The white bear warrior rushed forward through this gap. Then it swung its paws at Grid. But the golden discs spun and defended against the bear’s attacks.


  Asuka smiled with satisfaction. She had been waiting for the gold discs protecting Grid’s body to be preoccupied elsewhere. 0.5 seconds before Grid’s captivity ended. Asuka revealed the ‘Onslaught Greatsword,’ her weapon with the strongest attack power.


  She jumped and stabbed the greatsword into Grid’s chest.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Grid screamed as red filled his vision.


  [You have been hit by a blow!]


  [You have suffered 29,900 damage.]


  Given the fact that the Holy Light Armor reduced physical damage by 40%, Asuka’s attack power was currently far above common sense. If Grid hadn’t been wearing the Holy Light Armor, he would’ve lost his life.


  Flop!


  Grid’s captive state ended and he rolled onto the ground. Box watched the blood pouring from him and was convinced that they could defeat Grid. Suddenly, a green light appeared on Grid’s finger as the effect of Doran’s ring was activated and 50% of the damage incurred to Grid was restored to his health.


  Once this was triggered, there was a 10-minute cooldown, and it had been exactly 10 minutes since Grid first received a blow from Box’s party. In addition, he hadn’t equipped the Holy Light Armor 10 minutes ago. The Holy Light Armour had an option for a 300% increase in recovery magic! With 29,900 damage, Doran’s Ring would restore 14,950 health. This was then tripled, making it equivalent to Grid regaining all of his health.


  [44,850 health has been restored.]


  “Shit. I almost died.”


  Grid cursed as he raised his body. 


  “Eh…?”


  Asuka’s eyes widened. There wasn’t a single wound on Grid’s body, no mark where Grid’s heart should be injured? There wasn’t even a single scratch!


  “What’s this?”


  Toban, Black Teddy, and Box were stunned.


  The cooldown of Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Kill, ended. Asuka perceived the killing intent and swapped back to using double swords for defense. However, it would be hard alone, prompting Black Teddy to command the white bear warrior to defend her.


  However, the white bear’s health was depleted from the previous bombardment and tt failed to defend against Grid’s Kill, instantly destroyed by the blow. Then Kill passed through the white bear’s flesh and collided with Asuka’s double swords.


  Jjejeong!


  “Kyaaack!”


  This was the first time Asuka experienced it: it was her first defeat to another Satisfy user, her first user-driven death.


  [Your party member Asuka has died.]


  “W-What?”


  The person they relied on the most had died. Toban was half amazed and half frustrated. Box shivered.


  ‘This is enough…!’


  Box’s reason for being obsessed with Grid was different from Asuka. He wasn’t looking for Grid’s class like Asuka. He was checking to make sure that Grid was worthy of an invitation. In fact, Box’s true identity was a spy for another guild.


  “Grid! Leave the Tzedakah Guild and come to our guild. In the unified guild rankings, we are…”


  Box revealed he was part of another guild and tried to invite Grid! He couldn’t even finish speaking. A black energy shield hit his neck.


  [You have been hit by a lethal blow!]


  [You have died.]


  ‘Crazy.’


  He wasn’t called a psychopath for no reason. How could he cut a person’s neck when they were talking? Box was dumbfounded. He died with a grimace and changed into grey light.


  The only ones left were Black Teddy and Toban. Black Teddy was furious.


  “You dare… How dare you kill the Young Lady!?”


  Grid glared at him, “I’m wrong for killing her? Think about it. Who attacked me first and who tried to kill me first? Who should be angry right now? Ah, shit. I’m becoming angrier the more I think about it. Die.”


  Black Teddy was strong, but he wasn’t that strong. His pets were already dead and couldn’t be summoned again right away. Grid attacked and he also turned into light. Now Toban was the only one left.


  “Haha…” Toban couldn’t say anything and laughed awkwardly.


  Grid smiled sharply at him, “Aren’t you good at acting? You should receive something at this year’s acting awards.”


  “Haha…”


  Toban continued laughing and Grid’s gaze became more menacing.


  “Do you have any excuses?”


  Toban also had a conscience. He no longer wanted to deceive Grid. He bowed in front of Grid and shouted, “I’m sorry! I was blinded by greed!”


  Grid squatted in front of him. Then he extended a hand. Toban didn’t understand what it meant. Grid spoke to the confused Toban, “Give me money. If you give me enough money to soften my anger, I might forget about this. You don’t have to if you don’t want to. I will just report you to Jishuka.”


  Jishuka’s nature meant she couldn’t stand traitors. Toban knew this better than anyone. 


  Toban’s inventory was robbed. He currently had 20,000 gold. It was worth 24 million won. But Toban was truly sorry towards Grid and was afraid of retaliation, so he didn’t hesitate to pay a large amount to Grid.


  In the end, some of Grid’s anger was released. It wasn’t bad that he earned 24 million won from one battle. Grid put the money in the inventory and told Toban.


  “Okay. This is enough for now. But I’m sorry. Don’t even dream of having an item made by me.”


  “G-Grid…!”


  Toban felt like crying. However, he felt so sorry that he couldn’t ask Grid to forgive him. Grid’s heart softened as he saw the genuine regret and he gave Toban a ray of hope.


  “Well… Yes. I will just forgive you. If you serve me like a slave, I will make you an item someday…”


  “…Thank you.”


  Serve as his slave? Toban wasn’t able to decide if he should appreciate this situation or not. But he had to accept since he was the one who did something wrong in the first place. Then Grid ordered,


  “Stand up. Let’s depart.”


  “Huh? Depart…? Where?”


  Grid smiled sweetly at the confused Toban, “Let’s go complete my quest. You have become my slave.”


  “…”


  The 1st ranked paladin and the 68th user on the unified rankings. It was the moment when Toban, first ranked paladin of the Judar Church and chief of staff of the Tzedakah Guild, became Grid’s slave.
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  Thanks to the great success of Satisfy, the S.A. Group became the world’s best group. They had two billion loyal customers and hundreds of affiliated companies, so there was no group with more influence and wealth in history.


  And South Korea was very dependent on the S.A. Group. South Korea had a small land mass and limited natural resources, so the jobs that the S.A. Group created and the numerous charitable projects were like a ray of light.


  Just yesterday, South Korea’s government brought a new request to the S.A. Group. It was to invite Satisfy’s rankers to South Korea, where a national competition would be hosted.


  “The opinion of the government is as follows. Users of the top 100 ranking will be invited to South Korea in teams for each country, where a competition consisting of raids, pet marathons and other contests will be held. It will be organized by the Korean government, and they hope that the planning, public relations and sponsorships will be handled by the S.A. Group.”


  A meeting room in S.A. Group’s headquarters in Seoul.


  Some people showed negative reactions.


  “I don’t know if we can continue to do favors for the Korean government. Are we a charity? I don’t like their attitude of always asking us for things.”


  “A Satisfy competition can be hosted by companies and broadcasting stations in various countries. Why should we invest our money and manpower?”


  “And why should we invite rankers to South Korea when it can be done online? What do they think the top 100 rankers are? The rankers are too busy raising their level and won’t move for a small amount of money. Hundreds of billions of won would be needed to bring 100 people here.”


  Yoon Sangmin was watching the executives giving negative comments and finally opened his mouth.


  “You should note that it will be a national competition. Competitions that pit countries against each other such as the Olympics and World Cup have always gained popularity around the world. More than one-third of the world’s population is interested in Satisfy, so the popularity of various sports has fallen, yet the ratings for the Olympics and World Cup are still high. A national contest involving Satisfy… It is content that can become a global issue.”


  Kim Jiyoung, the branch manager of the South Korean branch, also gave a positive opinion.


  “It’s a good idea to invite rankers offline. If there are events such as stage greetings or an awards ceremony at Seoul Olympic Stadium in front of many spectators, it will give interest to the middle-aged people who think that Satisfy is just a game, and give them a real feeling of immersion.”


  President Lee Hoonyi was smiling.


  “The rankers are stars and will attract crowds, so we don’t need to worry about selling tickets. If they can see many famous rankers in one place, many tourists will come from all over the world. We can also sell the broadcasting rights to each country at a high price, so the profit will be good. This is the aim of the South Korean government.”


  Lim Cheolho was proud.


  “If we compete by ranking each country, the people of each country will support their rankings and inspire patriotism. It’s very desirable to build patriotism through Satisfy.”


  The expressions of the executives giving negative opinions changed. The decision seemed to have been made.


  Kim Jiyoung drove in the wedge.


  “Starting this year, we should hold a Satisfy national competition every year. We can think of unique events that can only be carried out within Satisfy and gradually expand the number of participants, so that the Satisfy national competition will someday become a prestigious event like the Olympics and the World Cup.”


  Lee Hoonyi clapped.


  “Good, good. We won’t receive any damages, no matter how much money we invest.” 


  Now everyone’s attention focused on Lim Cheolho, the top decision maker. Lim Cheolho nodded.


  “Tell the South Korean government that we will approve their request.”


  At that moment, Yoon Nahee, the head of the operations team, quietly raised a hand. She didn’t shrink back under the gazes of all the executives and expressed concern.


  “We need some improvements because we approved the government’s request.”


  Yoon Nahee was Yoon Sangmin’s younger sister. Yoon Sangmin knew how meticulous and competent she was, so he listened to her words.


  “Tell us.”


  Yoon Nahee explained, “First of all, if we divide the top 100 rankers by country, it won’t be balanced. For example, there are 23 Americans in the top 100 ranking and only 2 Koreans. Since it’s a national competition, the number of participating players must be raised, but the gap between countries is too big.”


  “What if we limit the participants to the top 30 instead of the top 100?”


  “It is an extreme situation that will reduce the number of participating countries. Then it will be too small to be a competition that the world will enjoy.”


  The executives were agitated.


  “I don’t want the competition to be limited to rankers. Rather, those who stand out in each event should be selected, just like sports…”


  “Then there’s too much we need to do. Won’t it take a long time to divide the two billion users into countries and examine their competence in each field before making a selection?” 


  “In addition, inviting the rankers to the first competition will help it succeed. Who will be interested if the representatives of each country are people they haven’t heard of?”


  In the midst of this confusion, Yoon Nahee brought up another problem.


  “In addition, yesterday at 23:55, Yura reached level 280.”


  “Hah…”


  Wasn’t the level up speed of the top rankers really amazing? The executives were thrilled and made a fuss.


  “Great. Then the top five in the unified rankings have gone above level 280?”


  “It is rewarding. Yura’s achievement will be good news for Koreans who have been struggling in games recently.”


  “That’s right. When I was young, various gaming competitions were held and the Korean teams mostly won…”


  “It isn’t pleasing. Isn’t the level up of rankers too fast?”


  “That’s right. The prediction of Supercomputer Morpheus has once again missed the mark. Check the reference materials in front of you. Morpheus was expecting the appearance of a level 280 user in the next two months.”


  “Really. This is serious…”


  Level 210, 240 and 270.


  The levels were called the ‘hell sections’ by users because the amount of experience required to level up increased exponentially. Nevertheless, it was surprisingly that this didn’t limit the level up speed of the top rankers.


  “Since Satisfy began, a number of Morpheus’ predictions have been wrong. Is it a virus?”


  “It seems like a major overhaul is needed.”


  Yoon Nahee shook her head while the executives were feeling concerned.


  “There is nothing wrong with Morpheus. It is just that the abilities of the top rankers is higher than expected. If we take this into account and reset the error range, Morpheus’ predictions won’t be wrong in the future.”


  “Haha… How terrific are the rankers?”


  “They far transcend the general public. In particular, the abilities of the users in the top 30 are excellent. Their understanding of skills and battle comprehension are different from ordinary people. They hunt close to impossible monsters relatively easily and level up efficiently. Even the user called ‘Regas’ has a fast level up speed and is in the top 30, despite the fact that he doesn’t use weapons and is hunting with his bare hands.”


  Yoon Sangmin frowned.


  “Taekwon Master Regas? Is he still doing that?”


  The class of martial artist was less dependent on weapons than other classes. By default, their skills had a high attack power and passive skills that could penetrate the defense of the target.  In the first place, the weapons that martial artists could wear were limited to knuckles. Knuckle-type weapons had the lowest attack power among all weapons. 


  In general, martial artists were rarely obsessed with weapons compared to other combat classes. But no matter what, wearing knuckles was a few times better than fighting with bare hands. Regas had a record of not using weapons since starting Satisfy. Therefore, he was observed for a while and the executives knew about him.


  “He is Taekwondo obsessed…”


  Regas’ real name was Roald Hoffmann. He was born in London, England. He had a special history as an Olympic Taekwondo gold medalist and was so obsessed with Taekwondo that he combined skills with Taekwondo in Satisfy.


  “He doesn’t use weapons because he thinks that the user of weapons violates the spirit of Taekwondo… Stupid. It is a type of psychosis.”


  “But why are you suddenly talking about Regas?”


  “He was mentioned after stating that Yura reached level 280…”


  “Ah, that’s right. Why did you suddenly talk about Yura’s level?”


  The executives looked questioning. Yoon Nahee explained to them.


  “If the level up speed of the top five ranked users is maintained as they are, they will reach level 300 in the next three months and achieve the third advancement.”


  The users just reached the second advanced five months ago. In other words, out of the two billion users, there weren’t even 100 users who were above level 200. At that time, the level of users within the top 5 of the unified rankings was only 230. 


  Now there were over 1,000 users who reached the second advancement and the users in the top 5 were almost at level 300. This would lead to a major disruption in the national competition.


  “If we accept that South Korea will be the host country, it will take at least three months for the preparation and publicity period.”


  The executives finally realized the seriousness of the situation.


  “Hrmm, I see. If the competition is held after the third advancement users have appeared…”


  “It won’t work. The gap between the second advancement and third advancement users is so big that the games will be easier to predict and less fun to watch.”


  “The skills of the third advancement class are far superior to the skills of the second advancement class… Um…” 


  The difference between the first advancement and second advancement classes was like the difference between the sky and earth. If a level 99 user was compared to a level 100 user, it seemed like there were just a difference of one level. But the actual difference was 50 levels.


  And the difference between the second advancement and third advancement was more than that. The third advancement classes had a skill tree that was comparable to a few hidden classes. The third advancement classes were deliberately set up to be stronger, in order to minimize the sense of deprivation for regular users who didn’t have hidden classes.


  Yoon Sangmin asked, “Can’t we accelerate the timeline of the contest? Do we have to hold it in three months?”


  “If we invest more money and hire more manpower, we can shorten the preparation period. But there must be a minimum of three months publicity period in order to sufficiently promote it to the world…”


  Yoon Nahee spoke awkwardly, then Branch Manager Kim Jiyoung offered an opinion.


  “How about creating quests within Satisfy? It’s difficult to confine the number of participants in the national contest to only rankers, so I would rather give quests to all two billion users.”


  Branch Manager Kim Jiyoung’s opinion was as followed:


  Through quests, the users would be informed about the national competition. This would naturally cause a publicity effect.


  They would encourage users to participate in the events of the national competition through the quests. The progress of the users’ quests would be monitored and they would select competent people suitable to be representatives for each event.


  “This will shorten the promotional period and take care of the selection of participants. It is also suitable for raising the interest of users and making the national competition a big deal…”


  There wasn’t one person who disagreed. All of them were in favor of Kim Jiyoung’s suggestion.


  ***


  The Dominion Church’s sanctum. A priest approached the head of the church, who was praying.


  “Leader, there is someone requesting a blessing from God Dominion.”


  “At this time? One of our followers?”


  “That… No.”


  “…?”


  The leader, Rhonda, was confused. The blessing of a god was a sacred thing that couldn’t be given to anyone. It was a sacred ritual that could only be given to select people. He would select from one of the followers to receive the god’s blessing once a year, but now a third party was asking for the blessing? The person had no concept of shame.


  The priest added an explanation since Rhona was making an unpleasant expression.


  “He is accompanied by the first paladin of the Judar Church. In addition, he has a letter of recommendation from one of Rebecca’s Daughter, Isabel.”


  “Hrmm…”


  The best paladins of the Rebecca Church and Judar Church? The religious leader was interested and rose from his spot. Then he met the man who came to see him.


  He was an ordinary man with black hair. His mouth and eyes seemed stubborn, so he didn’t give off a good impression. But there was something vaguely likable about this eyes. In addition, there seemed to be a halo of light around him.


  ‘It is a strange impression.’


  Rhona was stunned for a moment.


  Then the first paladin of the Judar Church came forward. 


  “Leader, this is Mister Grid. He is one of the great heroes who defeated the Sixth Servant of Yatan, Malacus and the agent of the goddess who killed Pope Drevigo, who was corrupting the Rebecca Church.”


  “Hah…”


  The religious leader realized the origin of the halo around Grid. He was a great person who had already received Goddess Rebecca’s blessing.


  “It is an honor to meet you, Mister Grid.”


  The leader of the Dominion Church bowed to Grid.


  Toban was amazed as he saw the scene.


  ‘I introduced him as Grid said, but for him to be treated like this?’


  The authority of the pope and leaders of the churches transcended imagination. Each of them had tens of millions of believers and were even respected by the kings of various nations. But this existence was bowing down to one user?


  As Toban was stunned, Grid asked the religious leader.


  “I hope that you can bestow the blessing of God Dominion on something.”


  “I’ll willingly do it.”


  After that, Leader Rhonda did the ceremony. While dozens of believers were praying, he blessed the two golden discs. Then a notification window flashed in front of Grid.


  [God Dominion’s blessing has fallen on the pavranium.]


  [The attack power of the pavranium has been strengthened.]


  Grid appraised the golden discs.


  [Golden Discs Made of Pavranium]


  Durability: Infinite


  Golden discs made of pavranium, the strongest mineral produced by the collaboration between the legendary blacksmith Pagma and the legendary great magician Braham.


  By default, they revolve around and protect their owner. But they will also take other actions when given commands from their owner.


  * They have obtained healing skills due to Goddess Rebecca’s blessing. They will increase their owner’s health recovery speed by 300%.


  * They have obtained an attack buff skill due to God Dominion’s blessing. The owner’s attack power will increase by 15%.


  Weight: 3


  “Kuk…”


  Grid was thrilled.


  He had suffered so much to receive the blessing of Goddess Rebecca, so he was worried about what type of hardships he would have to go through to receive God Dominion’s blessing. But unlike his worries, it was easy to clear the quest and he acquired an excellent buff effect.


  “Okay. Next is the Judar Church.”


  Toban freaked out at Grid’s shocking statement.


  “J-Judar Church?”


  Toban was the first paladin of the Judar Church! He was on a quest for the leader of the Judar Church. He originally had to take away the Holy Light set from Grid.  He had to return to the church with Grid without achieving his purpose? It was clear that the leader would be angry. He didn’t know what to do.


  “Excuse me, Grid… I don’t think I can accompany you to the Judar Church. That’s because…”


  Toban started to explain. He told the situation in detail so that Grid could understand. Grid listened for a while before finally opening his mouth, “I don’t care about your reasons. What does it have to do with me? You are my slave, so just follow my commands. Follow me.”


  “G-Grid…”


  Grid had no mercy. But Toban couldn’t express his complaints. In the first place, he was the one who did something wrong and he was now seeking forgiveness, so he had to follow Grid unconditionally.


  However, tears couldn’t help flowing down.
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  The sanctum of the Judar Church wasn’t far from the Dominion Church. If a shortcut was used, they could arrive within three days. But few people used the shortcut. Almost everyone used the main road, even if it took double the amount of time.


  The reason was simple. The habitat of the griffons existed on the shortest route. A moment of distraction meant a person could be surrounded by dozens of griffons. Nearby lords adopted the punishment of leaving convicted criminals in the griffon habitat, and those who visited such a dangerous place were extremely rare.


  But right now. 


  A young Asian man and a black person were walking into the griffon habitat, like moths flying into a fire. They were Grid and Toban.


  “Toban, what are you doing? I’m bored.”


  “Shh!”


  Toban, who was tensely spying on the griffon’s habitat, blocked the mouth of the yawning Grid. He started sweating as he said, “How many times do I have to tell you? Do you want to die after being discovered by the griffons because of your loud noises?”


  The griffons were level 260. With strong wings and high stamina, they were able to strike from the sky and capture their prey. Due to this, they were one of the top predators amongst the field monsters. Even high level rankers wouldn’t be able to fight back when ambushed by a group.


  That’s why Toban was cautious.


  “Please be quiet and follow me. I’ve used this path dozens of times. If you act as I say, we can safely pass through this canyon without seeing any griffons.”


  “…”


  “Minimize the sound of your breathing as much as possible and move in a crawl. Okay?”


  Toban confidently lay on the ground and took a crawling position.


  Grid watched him silently before frowning, “Isn’t your tone too annoying? Are you trying to teach me? Huh? A slave doesn’t fear his master?”


  Toban realized his mistake and clarified. “A-Ah, Grid. Don’t be angry. I just wanted to advise you…”


  “How annoying. I’m not listening to you. Crawling? Are you crazy? Didn’t I do it enough as a soldier?”


  South Korea had yet to unify with North Korea. It was well over 100 years of truce, but North Korea’s provocations still continued. In order to defend the country from North Korea, the strong young males of South Korea had compulsory military service, and it was the same for Grid as well.


  “Have you been to the military? Do you know crawling?”


  “The military…?”


  Toban was born in the United States. He had no interest in military service, so he didn’t have many experiences meeting a soldier.


  Grid clicked his tongue. “A guy who never entered the military is talking about crawling… Hey, you civilian. I was part of the South Korean army and I’m still a reservist. Do you know how much I suffered while crawling during training? I still tremble when thinking of that time. But now I have to crawl in a game? Furthermore, it is with someone who doesn’t even know how to crawl?”


  “…”


  Toban was overwhelmed by Grid’s words and couldn’t refute them. How could he know that the act of crawling would upset a soldier? He stood there blankly after realizing it.


  “A person with no concept of crawling…” Grid grumbled before pulling something out of his inventory. It was a scruffy looking cloak. Malacus’ Cloak.


  Toban panicked, “H-Hey, Grid! Are you crazy? Why are you bringing that out? I told you a few times to keep it in your inventory!”


  Toban was one of the members who participated in the Malacus raid. He was well aware of the option that Malacus’ Cloak had. The bloody smell from the cloak was enough to stimulate the hundreds of griffons inhabiting the high cliffs!


  “You’re committing suicide!” Toban imagined the scene of griffons flocking after smelling the blood and paled. “What? Quickly put the cloak back in your inventory!”


  Grid looked at the panicked Toban and ridiculed, “Why do you think I selected the shortcut? Was it just to shorten the time? No, that wasn’t it. In the first place, my purpose is to hunt griffons. I can’t overlook the griffon habitat here.”


  Griffon bones, leather and tendons were used extensively in item production. Weren’t griffon tendons one of the main ingredients in the Gale Spear? Grid had decided to hunt griffons, since Pon said that he paid a large amount of money to purchase the griffon tendons.


  Now it was the right opportunity. There were no areas with griffons in the vicinity of Winston. He couldn’t let go of the griffon habitat that was here.


  “I will get everything from the griffons today!”


  “Crazy bastard!”


  “What? What did you just say?”


  Grid glared at Toban angrily. But Toban didn’t shrink back. The griffons were scarier than Grid.


  “I now know that Grid is incredibly strong! Your abilities can be compared with the top 10 users!” 


  “Hehe, is it that much?” Grid was happy about the praise, but he also scratched his nose from embarrassment.


  The agitated Toban made closer to Grid and spat in his face as he shouted, “But that isn’t enough! The number of griffons here are immeasurable! Making a disturbance will make us be surrounded by hundreds of griffons. Even the 1st ranked Kraugel wouldn’t be able to kill all the griffons by himself! But you want to hunt the griffons while wearing Malacus’ Cloak? Put it away now!”


  “U-Umm…”


  Certainly, the griffons were hard monsters to hunt. Weren’t they level 260? Grid used the benefit of hindsight and placed Malacus’ Cloak in the inventory. Then he said to Toban. “Okay, I understand. I’ll give up on group hunting. Instead, let’s defeat as many as possible. We will go and hunt the griffons one by one. Understood?


  Grid was determined to hunt griffons. Thus, Toban was forced to give in.


  “Yes, if it’s one at a time… It will take some time, but it’s good enough.”


  To be honest, Toban also wanted the experience and loot that came from hunting griffons. The moment that Toban decided to hunt griffons with Grid…


  Kieeeeek!


  A little while ago.


  The problem was Toban’s agitated shouting. Dozens of griffons were gathering after hearing his voice.


  “Keok…” Toban found the crowd of griffons in the sky and flopped down. “Damn…! It is over! We will die!”


  Grid snorted, “Stop talking nonsense. How can I die in a place like this?”


  “Grid…”


  In no time, Grid was equipped with shining white armor, gloves and a silver crown. There was also a black greatsword in his right hand. The spectacular and dignified figure gave hope to Toban.


  ‘That’s right… Grid is strong!’


  He had singlehandedly defeated Asuka, Black Teddy, Box and Toban in a fight. His level might be low but he was one of the strongest users due to his legendary class. Toban believed that it might be possible to win against the griffons with Grid.


  “Grid! Give me a command!”


  He had already agreed to be a slave and he would do his duty as a slave! Toban was fully prepared to take Grid’s directions. Grid threw Malacus’ Cloak at him.


  “First of all, put that on. Then run away.”


  “…?”


  Toban couldn’t figure out Grid’s intentions. Run away with Malacus’ Cloak? If he put on Malacus’ Cloak, wouldn’t he become the target of the griffons? Why would he wear Malacus’ Cloak when he was trying to run away?


  Grid cried out with frustration, “You still don’t understand? You are bait!”


  “Bait?”


  Toban doubted his ears. A human, a species that had the best intellect on the planet, was being used as bait for a monster?


  “Are you serious?”


  Grid replied impatiently to Toban, “Do I sound like I’m joking? This is a command.”


  “No way! Acting as a bait for monsters, it is against human rights! It is not ethical!”


  “What does ethics have to do with this? What right does a slave have to talk about civil rights? We can get rid of this crisis if you act as bait, while I handle them one by one from the rear!”


  It was true. Fighting with dozens of griffons meant it was likely both of them would die. Toban felt like crying. A few days ago, he had been glad about receiving a SS-grade quest for the first time, but it was different now. This wasn’t a quest from a god, it was a curse.


  “Damn!”


  Jeurereuk.


  Recently, the number of times Toban wanted to cry had increased significantly. He eventually equipped Malacus’ Cloak. The bloody smell spread in every direction and the griffons’ attention concentrated on Toban.


  Kyaooooh!


  The griffons who were just as violent as orcs. They were excited by this delicious smell. The sharp beaks aimed exactly at Toban’s head.


  “Hiik!”


  Toban defended with his shield.


  Chaaeng!


  There was a big impact and Toban’s body was pushed back a few steps. In this gap, a griffon flapped its huge wings, creating wind pressure, and wielded heavy paws.


  “Eh? Ehhhh?”


  Toban stumbled from the wind pressure. The griffon’s paw aimed for his chest. 


  ‘This!’


  Due to the wind pressure, Toban couldn’t even adjust his shield. It meant he was hit by the griffon’s paw and couldn’t avoid a serious injury. No, why was this griffon so strong? Toban felt some doubts and checked the griffon’s name. Then he cursed.


  “Dammit! This bastard is a field boss?”


  That’s right. The griffon leading 22 griffons was a level 290 field boss name ‘Griffon Captain.’


  “Why has God forsaken me?”


  Toban screamed. But after the unavoidable blow, he immediately drank a  health potion and used buff magic that concentrated on defense. Then he closed his eyes and prepared for the pain. At that moment, Grid appeared behind the Griffon Captain and aimed Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Kill at the perfect gap.


  [Critical!]


  [The Holy Light Gloves option effect is activated, causing you to attack the target five times.]


  The damage of level 1 kill was 1500% of his attack power, while the level 2 damage was 1800%. Grid also invested the 200 points earned from the pope into strength as always. In addition, the pavranium was blessed by God Dominion and had a damage enhancement effect. 


  That wasn’t all.


  Currently, 23 griffons were recognized by Dainsleif as enemies. The additional 345 attack power from this, as well as the effect of Blacksmith’s Rage and the 1800% damage was sufficient to threaten the boss monster.


  Then there was a critical and the option from the Holy Light Gloves. The amount of damage applied transcended common sense.


  [You have dealt 284,000 damage.]


  ‘Didn’t the pope only have around 300,000 health?’


  Grid was surprised to see the notification window.


  Kyaooooh!


  A single blow. The Griffon Captain suffered tremendous damage from one blow and dropped heavily. It collapsed. It fell into a critical condition. Toban’s mouth gaped open as he asked Grid, “Grid… What is this tremendous attack power? Don’t tell me you didn’t exert all your skills in the fight against Box’s group?”


  Maybe a legendary class was greater than he expected.


  Grid calmly replied to Toban. “It’s not like that. This is pure luck.”


  Grid was even more surprised than Toban.
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  “It’s not like that. This is pure luck.”


  Grid was even more surprised than Toban. He never expected a critical hit and to trigger the option of the gloves along with Kill.


  ‘A critical attack and five hits… It’s absurd.’


  He felt invincible. The confident Grid declared, “Toban, I will completely get rid of the griffons.”


  Until a little while ago, Toban put the griffons above Grid. However, he quickly changed his attitude after watching Grid turn the Griffon Captain into a critical state in one blow.


  “Yes, it is possible if it is Grid! Let me serve as the bait!”


  “Okay.” Grid was satisfied by the answer and dealt the ultimate blow to the collapsed Griffon Captain. “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link!”


  Level 2 Link dealt 800% of his attack power. The Griffon Captain was severely injured by Kill and couldn’t withstand this attack.


  Pipit! Pipipipit!


  The Griffon Captain couldn’t resist the bombardment of energy swords that came out. It screamed painfully and turned into light.


  [You have killed the Griffon Captain!]


  [4,500,900 experience has been acquired.]


  [3 griffon tendons have been acquired.]


  [4 griffon leather have been acquired.]


  [7 griffon bones have been acquired.]


  [The spellbook ‘Tornado’ has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  There were three types of bosses.


  The first was a hidden boss such as Malacus, Pope Drevigo and Vampire Countess Marie Rose. They were usually humanoid NPCs and were the only ones who didn’t respawn again after dying. Their story was big enough to have a direct effect on Satisfy’s world view and they were overwhelmingly strong, making the rewards (items and experience) huge as well. 


  Unlike monsters, humans had an inherent limitation in their low health. But they had high health compared to ordinary users, so it couldn’t really be pointed out as a weak point. Their artificial intelligence was also high, so they were real bosses with close to zero weaknesses.


  Ordinary users didn’t get a chance to meet a hidden boss and even if they did, they wouldn’t dream of succeeding in the raid.


  The second was a dungeon boss. They appeared in the deepest part of each dungeon at regular intervals, and gave high rewards for those who succeeded in the raid. 


  Their basic abilities were at least 10 times higher than normal monsters and they had diverse attack patterns that made them difficult to handle with a small group of people. In particular, they had huge health and it was likely to be a long-term raid.


  Most users referred to dungeon bosses when talking about boss monsters. It could be said that the goal of ordinary users was to raid dungeon bosses.


  Finally, the third type was a field boss.


  They directly threatened users all over Satisfy. Their stats were at least four times higher than normal monsters of the same level and their health was halfway between a hidden boss and dungeon boss. 


  The attack patterns didn’t have a lot of variation so it was hard to say they were exceptionally strong. For users with excellent combat control, it was impossible to hunt a field boss that was 30 levels lower alone.


  But there were occasional field bosses with mutations. The mutant field bosses were as strong as dungeon bosses and users needed to be vigilant. For example, the Guardian of the Forest that dropped blue orichalcum was a mutant field boss. 


  Right now, the Griffon Captain was a common field boss. Grid didn’t like the rewards.


  ‘What is with this loot…’


  Field bosses were originally like this. The frequency of raids was high so they rarely dropped rare items. However, users were able to acquire a large amount of experience and miscellaneous loot, so it was good to raid them.


  In addition, Grid was quite lucky. The Griffon Captain had dropped a unique Tornado spellbook.  The probability of the Tornado spellbook dropping was only 0.1%, and the Griffon Captain was hard to raid because they only appeared in griffon habitats. But Grid wasn’t a magician and was thus unaware of the value of magic books.


  ‘It’s just an old spellbook… no way it’ll sell for an expensive price… Tsk, I’m glad I got a lot of experience and loot at least.’


  As Grid was grumbling with disappointment…


  Toban felt a chill as he wildly ran away from 22 griffons. Then Toban belatedly realized his mistake.


  ‘Dammit! I’m not in the party!’


  The death of the griffon boss! Toban also expected to acquire experience and items, but the notification windows didn’t pop up? He hadn’t noticed because it wasn’t an ordinary situation, but he currently wasn’t in a party with Grid. He wanted to ask Grid for a party invite right now; however, he was too busy running away from the griffons that he couldn’t easily send an invite. He hurriedly exclaimed.


  “Grid! Party! Quickly add me to the party!”


  Grid was puzzled as he asked, “Why?”


  “What do you mean, why? So I can be in your party!”


  “No, I mean why should you be in the party?”


  Toban exclaimed, “You’re asking why? Isn’t it natural to form a party when you go hunting with others?”


  “Are you crazy? Why should I share my experience and loot with you?” Grid’s eyes shone. “You keep forgetting that you’re my slave, and are thus not equal to me. Just follow me.”


  “W-What?”


  After Grid killed Box’s group, Toban accompanied Grid and came to realize that the Holy Light set wasn’t just a simple quest item, but a legendary set. Therefore, he felt even more ashamed and guilty about trying to rob the items from Grid.


  But this was this, and that was that. At a minimum, they should hunt together in a party!


  “You are really spiteful!” Toban was upset and started to blame Grid, “I’m truly sorry that I betrayed you, but it’s too much to not even let me in the party! I might be small in front of you, but I am also a ranker. Experience is extremely valuable to me! I have to perform the role of bait, so you should at least give me some experience!”


  Kiooooh!


  Toban stopped and the 22 griffons surrounded him. But Toban didn’t shrink back as he only stared at Grid.


  In the end, Grid had to take one step back. “Okay, I understand. If you say so, I will add you to the party. If you wish, I’ll even release you from your status as a slave.”


  “Eh? R-Really?”


  Toban was suspicious but slightly excited at Grid’s sudden change in attitude.


  However, Grid then continued to say, “Instead, I’ll tell Jishuka what you did to me, and I will absolutely never make an item for you.”


  “…”


  “How funny. You’re being punished for trying to grab my rice bowl in the first place.”


  “G-Grid…”


  Kiooooh!


  The griffons roared and started to attack Toban. It was impossible to defend against 22 griffon beaks with only one shield. Toban realized he would die in this way and started begging Grid, “I was wrong! I was too agitated after seeing you catch a boss monster that I lost control! Please save me! I won’t presume to join the party again. Just save me!”


  “I don’t want to.”


  “G-Grid!”


  “…I will save you if you promise not to forget your position as a slave again.”


  “I understand! Okay!”


  It was wrong no matter how he looked at it. Grid was too spiteful. Toban was frustrated by the realization that he wouldn’t be able to escape his current status for the moment. At this time, he still didn’t know. The type of luck he would encounter while being Grid’s slave… 


  ***


  The power of the Tzedakah Guild was famous among NPCs. Numerous royalty and nobles of each kingdom tried to recruit the Tzedakah Guild. They were tempted several times by titles, territories, and riches.


  However, the Tzedakah Guild couldn’t decide who to go under. They waited to work in Winston with Grid, so they resisted all types of temptations and quietly waited.


  Finally, the Tzedakah Guild also earned a large reputation with the lady of Winston.


  In the counterattack against the Yatan Church that began with the birth of the Eighth Servant, Lady Irene showed great favor to the Tzedakah Guild who cleared many quests and even succeeded in the Malacus raid.


  “To the east of Winston, there is a village called Bairan. Monsters often pop up so the population is small, but the area is large and there are several mines, so the possibility of development is indefinite.”


  “…”


  “Jishuka, would you like to take over that village and receive the title of baron?”


  Bairan was a very significant village to Jishuka.


  The auction house in Bairan Village was where Grid first made the Special Jaffa Arrows and where his existence was announced to the world. In addition, the Guardian of the Forest appeared around Bairan Village so it was a place she visited often to perform quests.


  ‘There are several hunting grounds and dungeons for high-level users, and the distance to Winston is only half a day using a carriage…’


  Geographically, it was easy to interact with Grid and it was a village where the guild members could easily level up. In addition, the population might be low but many users would come. If the guild managed it well, the taxes would be profitable.


  Jishuka finally made her decision, “I am grateful for Lady Irene’s favor. I will be loyal to you for the rest of my life.”


  “I am glad to have a talent like you.”


  [You have become a baroness of the Eternal Kingdom!]


  [You have obtained the right to enter the social circle of the nobles.]


  [You have become the lord of Bairan.]


  [The estate management system has been created.]


  It was simple after that.


  Jishuka convened the guild and immediately headed for Bairan Village. Along with the 100 soldiers residing in Bairan Village, Pon and Ibellin took care of nearby monsters to stabilize security, while engineers were employed to repair and extend and old castle. 


  On the other hand, Faker and several guild members identified the characteristics and financial status of Bairan Village and discussed future directions for development. The absence of Toban, their chief of staff, created more work for Jishuka and the guild members, but it wasn’t a big burden. In the first place, Toban wasn’t particularly outstanding as the chief of staff so there wasn’t much difference.


  But there was an empty feeling.


  “When will Toban come?”


  It had already been a week since the guild members rejected his request for help with the SS-grade quest. At one point, he had blocked all whispers so they couldn’t help wondering if something was wrong.


  However, they weren’t particularly worried. Toban was a top ranker who was dependable, so they believed he was earnestly completing his quest.


  “He is busy with his quest. Well, he will come back when he can. On the other hand, when will Grid return?”


  Vantner was still complaining about Grid. Indeed, Grid was really late. It had been a month since he left for his quest and he still hadn’t come back. They couldn’t contact him through the guild chat window or whispers.


  “In the first place, Grid left because of a quest right? That guy has reached level 170 in the past month. It seems more like he is hunting in a dungeon to level up than doing a quest, just like Regas.”


  Certainly, Grid’s level up speed identified in the guild information window was phenomenal.


  ‘Pagma’s Descendant…’


  Jishuka had seen Grid receive Braham’s quest in real-time and investigated Pagma’s identity. Grid was the descendant of undoubtedly the greatest blacksmith in history, Pagma.


  ‘As the class quest of a legendary class, the difficulty will be enormous. I can understand why he is late.’


  It wasn’t just Vantner who wanted Grid to return quickly. Jishuka wanted Grid to return as soon as possible. The members wanted to see Grid’s growth and were eager for Grid to produce their items.


  On the other hand, Bairan Village developed rapidly. Users heard that the reputed Tzedakah Guild were ruling it and began to steadily migrate to Bairan Village. If this trend continued, they would be able to achieve rapid economic growth. Someday, Bairan could be promoted from a village to a city, just like Winston.


  But in the midst of this, there was some bad news. Three of the six new guild members that they had high expectations for… Asuka, Black Teddy and Box left the guild one day without saying anything.


  “They just walked away. What are they doing?”


  “They were dubious in the first place. They would’ve just muddied things up if they stayed in the guild. It is better to let them leave.”


  The existing guild members blamed the three people, but were quick to cool down. However, the other new guild members were frightened.


  Toon was appointed chief of security in Bairan Village and was doing his daily patrol. He couldn’t resist his curiosity and whispered to Box.


  –Hey, what is this? I thought you were going to stay in this guild until you know the identity of the skull helmet?


  Box thought this was fun.


  –I have already met him. It led to unwanted results. So I’m leaving.


  –Hoh…? Really? So who is he?


  –It’s no fun if I tell you too easily. I will give you a hint. He is a very surprising person.


  –What? Is that it? Do you want to die?


  Toon’s tone changed after he became annoying by the hint. Toon restrained himself and said goodbye.


  –Toon, do you remember my suggestion? After you meet the skull helmet, make sure to leave the Tzedakah Guild and join my guild. We will always welcome someone with skills like you. Then I’m going.


  “Che, what a wily bastard.”


  Toon ended his whisper with Box and checked the guild information window. He was surprised by something when he checked the information of the 21 remaining guild members. The level 110 blacksmith he met in Winston a month ago was now level 172?


  “…Ohu.”


  Toon’s eyes shone with fighting spirit.




  Chapter 136


  There was an old saying in games that ‘levels were bullies.’


  That saying was also established in Satisfy. Satisfy might’ve revolutionized the world by implementing the first virtual reality system, but it was a game at its core. In Satisfy, level was the most primitive and important concept.


  10 stat points were gained every time the level increased, and users would become stronger as their stats increased. The higher their level, the stronger a user could become because they could wear good items or acquire powerful skills. It wasn’t just for these simple reasons. The higher the level, the more the unique functions of the stats showed.


  Let’s take the strength stat for example. 


  If the user’s level was less than 100: The user had 0.1 attack power, 3 health points and the weight limit increased by 20 with every point.


  But if the user’s level was above 100, it would be 0.2 attack power, 5 health points and a weight limit increase of 30 points per every point in strength. Once the level was above 200, attack power increased by 0.3, health by 7 points and the weight limit by 40 per point.


  In this way, the effect of the stats increased every 100 levels. This was called the stats awakening. The effect of the stats awakening was huge, so the higher the level, the better the effect.


  However, that was almost unrelated to Grid, who had a legendary class.


  A mere level 170 was able to knock down four rankers over level 200 and kill dozens of griffons who were level 260. He easily hunted hundreds of griffons (thanks to Toban properly acting as bait), so he was a scammer who transcended the concept of level.


  ‘The epic hidden classes are classified as powerhouses, and Grid is a legendary class… I’m speechless.’


  They camped in the griffon habitat and spent all day and night hunting. Toban suddenly wondered, “Grid, how did you get a legendary class?”


  A lot of effort was needed to become a hidden class, so it was almost like winning the lotto. It was basic common sense, but Toban wanted to know the specifics. He wondered about the process Grid went through to become a legendary class. Listening to the story would be fun, and he could use it as a reference.


  But these were never pleasant memories for Grid. He didn’t want to recall his worst memories of the several months of suffering, where he died dozens of times and lost most of his possessions.  


  “Don’t ask…”


  Toban verified Grid’s dark expression and gave up on listening to the story.


  ‘He is furious. He must’ve suffered. Indeed, getting a legendary class wouldn’t be easy… I would rather leave this place…’


  They had been hunting in the griffon habitat for the past four days. In the meantime, Grid had gained 10 levels and reached level 180. There was the feeling that Grid wanted to reach level 200 here.


  But it was hard for Toban to bear. For the past four days, he hadn’t acquired any experience or items. He was forced to wear Malacus’ Cloak and act as bait, while Grid reaped all the rewards. His number one position on the paladin rankings that he had firmly guarded for months might be taken away by the second ranked Damian. 


  Toban was nervous about this and prompted. “Grid, let’s stop hunting now. Don’t you have to clear your quest?”


  “Hrmm…” Grid was troubled.


  The griffon habitat gave a lot of experience, so he wanted to stay here until level 200.


  ‘The difference between level 180 and level 200 is huge…’


  But it was an unreasonable decision.


  ‘It took four days to gain 10 levels. It will take at least eight days to gain 20 levels, but I am reluctant to delay it that long.’


  To be honest, he felt a little bit sorry for Toban. He treated Toban as a slave, but he started to feel some remorse after a day or two.


  ‘He’s a ranker so he can’t serve any longer for free… It will be good to end it here.’


  It was the day when he felt remorse for taking advantage of someone! He never even imagined it.


  ‘I need to be tougher in order to survive in this harsh world…!’


  Why did God make him so naive and nice? Grid felt some resentment towards God as he made preparations to leave.


  “Let’s go.”


  “Ohh!”


  Toban exclaimed. He was relieved about finally being able to escape from acting as griffon bait. Now it was time to go to the Judar Church. Grid wanted to finish this quest quickly. Toban wanted to regain his freedom.


  Then the two people arrived at the Judar Sanctum in less than a day. Toban paused in front of it.


  “Leader Pascal is aiming for the Holy Light set. Perhaps he will be hostile towards you. There might be a fight, but if so, I won’t be able to help you. Do you understand?”


  “I am used to fighting alone.”


  Grid wasn’t particularly worried. How could the leader of the Judar Church be stronger than the pope? He thought he would win if they fought. But before that, he had to check his status again.


  ‘Know yourself before knowing the enemy. Status window!’


  Name: Grid


  Level: 180 (140,090/5,531,200)


  Class: Pagma’s Descendant


  * The probability of adding additional options when making items will increase.


  * The probably of item enhancement will increase.


  * All equipment items can be worn unconditionally. However, there is a penalty depending on the rating of the item.


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  * Abnormal conditions don’t work well on you.


  * You won’t die when health is at the minimum.


  * Easily acknowledged.


  Title: First Unique Item Maker


  * Dexterity +200


  Title: Only Legendary Item Maker


  * Dexterity +350


  Title: Knight Slayer


  * Stamina +100.


  * Strength +30


  Title: Apostle of Justice


  * All stats +10.


  * The Apostle of Justice’s bravery is unmatched.


  Health: 29,560/29,560+7,000    Mana: 3,240/3,240


  Strength: 1,584   Stamina: 962   Agility: 417


  Intelligence: 439 + 200   Dexterity: 984    Persistence: 498


  Composure: 364  Indomitable: 414   Dignity: 364   


  Insight: 664  Courage: 308


  Stat Points: 0


  Weight: 25,519/57,480


  [Abilities Details]


  Basic Attack Power: 325   Weapon Attack Power: 412~579


  Additional Attack Power:


  * Pagma’s Swordsmanship Lv.1 (Deactivated):20% additional attack power.


  * God Dominion’s Blessing: 15% additional attack power.


  Total Attack Power: 995~1220


  Basic Magic Power: 220    Item Magic Power: 100


  Additional Magic Power: None


  Total Magic Power: 320


  Basic Defense: 192    Item Defense: 539


  Additional Defense:


  * Holy Light Battle Gear Set: Defense +500


  Total Defense: 1,231


  At level 100, he gained 0.2 attack power per every point in strength and 0.5 magic power per every point in intelligence. In addition, stamina gave 0.2 defense per point. When summing up, he rounded off the decimal point.


  Grid’s base damage, magic power and defense were abnormally higher than users of the same level. This was because he’d acquired many stats through the production of items. But Grid wasn’t satisfied. He didn’t like the damage and defense figures applied from the items he wore.


  The +5 Dainsleif’s attack power was 549~772, but due to the 25% penalty only 412~579 was applied. In addition, there was a 40~55% penalty for his armor, so the value wasted was too big. It caused a feeling of loss.


  ‘Being able to wear all items is fraudulent, but the penalty system is really annoying. If I’m going to be a scammer, make me a scammer. Why is there the penalty system?’


  It was okay for now. When he killed the pope, he was 30 levels lower and his defense was much worse. 


  “Sigh… Okay!”


  He thought positively as he entered the Judar Sanctum. He handed the paladin blocking his path the letter of recommendation from Isabel and said, “I came to see Leader Pascal.”


  The paladin checked Isabel’s introduction letter and quickly opened the way.


  “Welcome Mister Grid. The leader is waiting.”


  “…?”


  It was hospitable? Grid was surprised by the unexpected response and looked back. Toban was hiding behind a pillar. Toban sent him a whisper.


  -Grid, I’m sorry but I can’t enter with you. I’m afraid that the leader will be angry if he sees me.


  ‘Coward…’


  In the end, Grid entered alone. Then he faced all types of delicacies. The 11th leader of the Judar Church, Pascal warmly welcomed Grid.


  “I am honored to meet the person who received the blessings of Goddess Rebecca and God Dominion!”


  Pascal was an ambitious person. But his ability to read the situation was excellent. He heard that Grid defeated Malacus and was recognized by the Rebecca Church and Dominion Church, so he knew how foolish it was to be hostile to Grid.


  Besides, there was no reason to feel hostile. If the pope’s position became vacant, Pascal was be the first candidate to become the next pope, even without the Holy Light set.


  ‘Rather, things have become easier.’


  At the moment, there were few people in the Rebecca Church with the talent to become pope candidates. And the leader of the Dominion Church wasn’t a greedy person. Pascal was convinced that he would become pope. He felt strong gratitude towards Grid who caused all of this.


  “I would like to hear your story about how you defeated the demon Malacus and the corrupt Pope Drevigo. Now, go ahead and sit. The food we prepared for you will become cold.”


  “…”


  On this day, Grid increased his affinity with Pascal, a pope candidate. Then the pavranium safely received God Judar’s blessing.


  [Golden Discs Made of Pavranium]


  Durability: Infinite


  Golden discs made of pavranium, the strongest mineral produced by the collaboration between the legendary blacksmith Pagma and the legendary great magician Braham.


  By default, they revolve around and protect their owner. They will also take other actions when given commands from their owner.


  * They have obtained healing skills due to Goddess Rebecca’s blessing. They will increase their owner’s health recovery speed by 300%.


  * They have obtained an attack buff skill due to God Dominion’s blessing. The owner’s attack power will increase by 15%.


  * They have obtained a defense buff skill due to God Judar’s blessing. The owner’s defense will increase by 15%.


  Weight: 3


  ‘Good!’


  This long journey was finally heading towards the end. Now he just needed to receive the blessing of God Yatan and the quest would be complete.


  Pascal spoke to the excited Grid, “But Grid, it is virtually impossible to find the sanctum of the Yatan Church. They’re very secretive. so the location of their sanctum has never been exposed in history. You said that you need God Yatan’s blessing? It might become possible at some later date.”


  “…”


  Pascal’s words were true. Grid communicated with Toban afterwards, but they couldn’t figure out the location of the Yatan Sanctum. It seemed like it would take a long time before he could discover it.


  In the end, Grid was forced to return to Winston without achieving his goal. Winston was boisterous when he returned.


  “What? What is this event?”


  The users were excited. At the entrance to Winston, there were many famous NPCs and soldiers, including Phoenix. Even Lady Irene showed up. The Tzedakah Guild were also gathered, and it was rumored that they had gone under Lady Irene a while ago. 


  “Perhaps the king is coming?”


  “Wow, it must be. The king probably heard rumors about Winston’s development and is coming to inspect it directly.”


  It wasn’t easy to see the king of a country. There was a rumor that just seeing a king could cause a positive effect on their stats. How spectacular would the procession be? Thousands of users were gathered like ants all over the walls and square as they watched the gates with anticipation.


  Then after a while.


  Finally, the gates opened and someone entered. The soldiers verified the identity and blew their trumpets once, then the knights drew their swords and saluted the person. Then people smiled brightly and blew pollen.


  However, they weren’t enthusiastically welcoming the king. No, it wasn’t even an NPC, let alone the king. It was a scruffy user who looked like a beginner. The man had a hat to completely cover his face and ID, like he was expecting the attention. Then Lady Irene ran to the man.


  “Huh?”


  The users watching the situation simultaneously cried out. Irene was praised as the goddess of Winston due to her beauty and kind heart, making her loved by many male users. So why was she hugging this scruffy and suspicious looking man?


  “I’ve missed you so much.”


  Irene stared at the man with an expression of love. It was an unbelievable sight.


  “W-What is this?”


  Why did such a beautiful and noble NPC like a user like this? While the users were feeling stunned, Jishuka, one of the most beautiful women in the world, also approached the man.  She had a bright smile on her usually cold face.


  “You came back safely. I was waiting anxiously.”


  “Keok…”


  The users were dumbfounded. Winston’s lady was from an influential NPC family and this mysterious man was also welcomed by the top ranker and beauty Jishuka. This scene became a huge issue and was reported to the media around the world. Of course, there was a hot debate on the Internet.


  “Oh, I wonder who that man is?”


  After dinner.


  Sehee was sitting next to Youngwoo on the couch and showed interest in the mysterious man appearing on the news. Sehee had no direct experience with playing Satisfy, but she often watched it on TV, so she understood why it was such a big issue.


  “He looks like a beginner and a fool at first glance, so why is he loved by such big shots?”


  Sehee asked the question and the yawning Youngwoo explained, “That’s me.”


  “…Huh?”


  “I was away for a while on a quest, so everyone was welcoming my return.”


  “Hehe… Don’t I have a lot of popularity?”


  Kwajijik!


  The TV remote control in Sehee’s hand made a strange breaking noise. Youngwoo clicked his tongue. “Wow… Even if the control is 10 years old, how can it break like this? Wow, the maker of this is really bad. We shouldn’t buy a TV from here again.”


  “Bah!”


  Sehee glared at her brother and went to her room. Once Youngwoo was left alone, he couldn’t endure the fatigue and dozed off on the couch.


  “… The first night… Huhuhu!”


  The sound of sly laughter echoed through the living room.




  Chapter 137


  Once every four months, two full moons would overlap in one night. When the coastal waters of Brinichi experienced a low tide, a secret path would be revealed.


  “I finally found it.”


  The bottom of the sea showed a glittering path.


  Splash splash.


  A girl moved along the path, not caring about how wet her shoes and clothes got. The mysterious and calm purple path continued into the depths of the sea. The girl hesitated for a moment as she gazed into the depths, before taking a deep breath. Then she started to play the flute she had prepared in advance.


  Beep. Bibiririr.


  The melody spread over the calm waves.  The image of the girl playing a flute alone in the moonlight was as beautiful as a picture. A notification window appeared in the girl’s vision.


  [You have played Laurelia’s Flute. You can breathe underwater for 25 minutes.]


  Kkoruruk. 


  The girl gathered up her courage and dove in. She was greeted with the magnificent sea creatures as she swam along the lit up path and reached the secret kingdom at the end.


  [You are the first discoverer of the Siren Kingdom!]


  [It is a place passed down in legends. If you create and sell a map of this place, you can earn great reputation and gold.]


  [If you sell the map first to the 3rd Prince of the Saharan Empire, a quest will be generated.]


  ‘I will leave the map making to a later time…’


  In any area, the first discoverer would receive great benefits. But was it so easy to be the first discoverer among two billion users? It was an inspiring sight, but the girl’s interest lay elsewhere.


  The purpose of her arrival here was to acquire the method of making the orb that Braham’s first disciple, Mumud used during his life.


  ‘I need to find the production method quickly and bring it to Grid.’


  The girl’s ID was Euphemina. In the past, she had asked Grid to produce an orb in exchange for saving Grid from Winston’s dungeon.  Grid had promised to do it, as long as she obtained the orb’s production method and materials.


  After that. 


  Euphemina had searched for what was the best orb in history. She came to the conclusion that Braham’s orb was by far the best, but the conditions of use were too high. Therefore, she searched for the orb used by his disciple, Mumud.


  The end of her journey led to the Siren Kingdom. 500 years ago, he had married and settled here. Euphemina needed to find Mumud’s descendant and acquire the production method for his orb. 


  “It isn’t long now… Grid, I’ll come find you soon.”


  She wanted to meet him quickly. It wasn’t just anticipation for the orb Grid would make.  She was one of the three revealed epic classes in Satisfy, yet he had made her feel tremendous helplessness. Therefore, she wondered how far he had grown now.


  “I don’t have any ulterior motives. It’s just pure curiosity.”


  She blushed while talking to herself, and the inhabitants of the Siren Kingdom thought that humans were strange creatures.


  ***


  “Heok!”


  It was still dark early in the morning. Shin Youngwoo, who fell asleep watching TV the night before, woke up.


  “I have a bad feeling…”


  Somehow, there was a chill down his spine. He didn’t remember it, but he seemed to have a nightmare. He took off his coat that was wet with sweat and rose from his seat. Then he headed straight to the bathroom and turned on the shower.


  He normally only washed once every three days, so why did he shower as soon as he woke up? It was comparable to the sun rising in the west!


  ‘It’s my first night, so shouldn’t I wash and cleanse before it? Huhuhut…’


  Shin Youngwoo couldn’t suppress his smile. He hummed as he washed up, then headed straight to the capsule. Before connecting to Satisfy, he opened up the Internet.


  Tatak! Tatatang!


  As if it was expressing his excited mind, the sound of tapping on the keyboard was light. After a while, the search results for ‘sex in Satisfy’ appeared before Youngwoo. There were hundreds of thousands of articles. Youngwoo was thrilled while reading.


  “Ohh…! It is possible for NPCs as well as users!! Huh? What is this?”


  Satisfy was like another reality, so sex was naturally included.


  However, the S.A. Group put limitations on it because of a fear that users would become irresponsible if there were no restrictions, and in the worst case scenario, it could be abused for criminal acts.


  “…In Satisfy, sex could only happen when formally married, and the number of times is limited to once a month… If these conditions aren’t met, sexual functions are impossible…?”


  Youngwoo was silent while reading the conditions. Then there was a bang from the keyboard! He had struck downwards.


  “Dammit! Only once a month?”


  Something he saved… No, he was finally going to get rid of the virgin status that he had been keeping for no reason! Youngwoo planned to share his love with Irene day and night, so he was frustrated.


  “Only once a month…! I want to do it, but it’s only once a month! Dammit! Who would be satisfied with that much…? Of course, not me.”


  Youngwoo was lying on the ground like a child, but then he suddenly regained his calm.


  ‘So what if it is once a month? I’ve never once experienced it in 27 years so once a month… It is amazing.’


  Maybe because it was early. Youngwoo recovered from the frustration and returned to the capsule. After searching the Internet, he got a recommendation for a best-selling book called ‘100 Techniques to Satisfy Women’ and immediately purchased it.


  “Oh…! Ohhh!”


  It was a book that described scenes that Youngwoo had never actually experienced in detail, from an expert point of view. Youngwoo read the amazing and sacred book more intensively than any tutorial lectures. How much time passed?


  “…It’s a new world.”


  It was the first time that he enjoyed the act of reading. Time passed by without him knowing it.  The sun was completely up outside his window. He checked the clock and saw that it was 11 a.m. His parents were at work and Sehee at school, so he was alone in the house. Youngwoo headed into the kitchen. He ate food to restore his stamina.


  “Keeeok~”


  The feeling of satiation was great. Then he took a bath and built up his knowledge. 


  ‘All the preparations are perfect!’ 


  Youngwoo returned to the capsule and logged into Satisfy with a confident look. But as he tried to log in, he suddenly got up and headed to the bathroom again.


  ‘This time it will be perfect!’


  The confident Youngwoo entered the capsule and logged in.


  Buzz buzz.


  Khan’s smithy was the hideout of the Tzedakah Guild. Most of the guild members were already there, and their attention focused on Grid as soon as he logged in. Then Vantner called out his name and made a fuss.


  “Hey Grid! What is this? What did you do to end up marrying Lady Irene?”


  Two days ago in Satisfy.


  Grid left for a quest and finally returned to Winston after 40 days. Vantner had been waiting for Grid more than anyone else, so he was ecstatic when Grid returned. Then an unexpected and shocking scene occurred.


  Lady Irene, who was close to Vantner’s ideal type, rushed into Grid’s arms? After that, she made a shocking announcement at Grid’s return celebration party at the castle. It was that she was going to marry Grid.


  “Aaaaack! Why? Why you? Why am I not you?”


  Since staying in Winston, Vantner had worked tirelessly to acquire the favor of Lady Irene. It was common for love to bloom between a user and NPC, so he had a positive outlook. But Irene was the only heir to Earl Steim, making her like a flower on a cliff. Even Vantner, who was a ranker, didn’t have a chance to meet with her. He couldn’t even get quests related to her.


  “Then you… How did you get so close to her? How did you captivate her heart? You have a lower level and are uglier than me!”


  Vantner was filled with sadness, jealousy, anger and all types of bad emotions. Then he lost his temper as Pon spoke to him.


  “Hey, it is too much to say that he is uglier than you. Bald person…”


  “Shut up! I already told you that I’m not bald in reality, you bastard!”


  “No, it’s true that you told me a hundred times that you aren’t bald in reality, but aren’t you bald here? And think about the age gap. Don’t you know that Lady Irene looks like a girl if you stand next to her? No, what type of guy goes after a young girl like that?”


  “W-What? Why does age matter in love?  Don’t ruin my pure love!”


  “What? Do you want to be hit? Would you like a taste of my Gale Spear?”


  “Try it! Let’s both die today!”


  The two people were arguing again today. Thanks to that, Grid could free himself from Vantner. He approached Jishuka and asked.


  “What is everyone doing here? Why are you gathered?”


  “You’re asking why? It’s to attend your wedding as guests. You are getting married in Satisfy. It is also the first time we are seeing a user marry an NPC, so the expectations are big.”


  “Hrmm… Aren’t you busy ruling Bairan Village? Is it possible for a lord to leave their place?”


  “It would be impossible to play if being the lord is so busy that I can’t even leave for a day or two. There is time to spare. I also left Toban in charge in case of emergencies. By the way Grid, you seem to have changed a lot.”


  “Changed?”


  “Yes, originally you would’ve cursed back at Vantner. But you just let it go in one ear and out the other… I think your personality has matured.”


  “I’m already in my late 20’s. I’m originally an adult.”


  He answered casually, but he was also surprised to find himself changed. Whenever he connected to Satisfy, his mind became calm and relaxed, unlike in reality.


  This was the effect of his higher insight stat. Currently, Grid’s 600 points in insight wasn’t enough to contemplate the world, but it could see through it to some extent. So when he dealt with someone or faced an unexpected situation, he could make a reflexive judgment on how to act and calmed down accordingly.


  “Where is Faker?”


  Grid had obtained three items after defeating the assassins on the way to the Vatican. One of the was Kenen’s Dart Belt, while the other two were traps and poison.


  The belt was classified as equipment and could naturally be used, but trap installation tools and poison combination machines were classified as items made by experts in their field, not equipment. It was impossible to use even for Pagma’s Descendant, and he had to learn how to use them separately.


  “I want Faker to teach me how to use an item…”


  Jishuka shrugged at Grid.


  “I believe he’s here, but I’m not sure. He’s very skilled at hiding.”


  Faker, the number one assassin, was a master of stealth. Even if he didn’t use a skill, he could erase his presence by controlling his stride and breathing. In the past, he had become angry after being caught by Euphemina, who had high insight. Now Grid had more insight than Euphemina at that time.


  “Over there.” Grid found Faker standing with his arms crossed in a corner of the smithy and approached. “Faker, can you teach me how to install traps and use this poison machine? I picked up these items by chance and they look pretty useful.”


  “…?!”


  Faker’s eyes widened with surprise. The people next to him couldn’t even see him, so he was surprised to find that Grid had left the center of people and had discovered him. He looked into Grid’s deep eyes and confirmed it.


  ‘He has grown.’




  Chapter 138


  Several months ago, Faker didn’t appreciate Grid when he first met him.


  It was because Grid’s blacksmith ability and combat ability were excellent, but his mental immaturity meant he couldn’t exert all his abilities. To be honest, Faker never expressed it, but he thought Grid was ridiculous. He felt that Grid couldn’t take advantage of his class.


  But now it was different. A long time had passed and Grid seemed different from the past.


  ‘If he keeps steadily growing like this, I can trust him with my back one day.’


  As Faker was thinking, Grid showed the trap installation tools and poison combination machine to him.


  “These are the items… I don’t know how to use them. There’s no manual.”


  Faker was amazed as he looked at the items. “They’re good items. In particular, this poison combination machine is excellent. Where did you obtain it?”


  “I killed an assassin called Shay who dropped it.”


  “Shay…? A user?”


  “Yes.”


  Shay was the fifth ranked assassin user. He was a well established user, but it seemed he had been defeated by Grid and lost the item. 


  ‘Shay is notorious for always going around with Kerb and Sniffer… Grid defeated the three of them alone? How strong is Grid now?’


  It seemed like the degree of growth exceeded Faker’s expectations.


  ‘Jishuka and Vantner guessed that Grid was equal to or better than Pon and Regas…’


  He thought it was a joke, but maybe it was real? Faker was an aggressive person, like the other members of the Tzedakah Guild. He felt the urge to compete against Grid. But now wasn’t the time.


  “Wouldn’t it be better to learn how to use them next time? Look at the time. Your wedding is soon.”


  “Ah, already?”


  Grid verified the time and exited the smithy. This wasn’t anyone else’s wedding. He couldn’t be late to his own wedding. The Tzedakah Guild and Khan followed. Khan looked depressed.


  “Grid… Grid has become the husband of the lady…”


  Khan lost his sick wife then his son. After being alone, he fell into drinking. Due to the trickery of the Mero Company, he had been on the verge of losing the smithy that had been in his family for generations.


  But one day, Grid suddenly appeared and saved him. He was able to escape from the pain of his life and rebuild the smithy. Grid was his savior. He was a similar age to Khan’s dead son and Khan truly treasured him.


  Now that precious person was leaving for a high place that Khan couldn’t reach. Of course, he was happy to see Grid doing well. However, he couldn’t hide his sad feelings. He barely swallowed back his tears as he spoke to Grid.


  “Grid, you might be a commoner marrying into a family of nobles, but don’t shrink back and live well. I am always cheering for you.”


  Grid grinned at Khan’s encouragement. “I’m Pagma’s Descendant. Why should I shrink back from nobles? And don’t talk like we are breaking up. I will still go to the smithy like before, even if I marry Irene. Have you forgotten? I am your successor.”


  “Grid…!”


  It must be annoying to help a poor and sick old man, but Grid didn’t show it at all. Khan was thrilled and tears ended up spilling down. Grid handed him a handkerchief and said, “Your son asked me to do something. He asked me to take care of his father.”


  It wasn’t a lie. In the past, Grid had gone to Khan’s family cemetery with Khan and encountered ghosts while Khan was sleeping. Among the ghosts, Khan’s ancestor gave him the clue to obtain Pagma’s Swordsmanship, and Khan’s son asked Grid to take care of his father.


  A son who worried about his father even after death! Grid liked Khan and was touched by his son’s devotion, so he tried to do well by Khan. Of course, it wasn’t an unconditional favor. To be honest, some of his actions were calculated to inherit the smithy. But that didn’t affect the fact that he liked Khan. That emotion still remained.


  Then Khan’s expression started to slowly contort.


  “Grid… Why is your handkerchief so dirty? Is this a rag?”


  “It isn’t a rag. It is a handkerchief. But I didn’t wash it, so it looks like a rag. Hahaha! Well, it is okay. Are you going to die if you wipe your tears with a rag?”


  “Tsk tsk, you’re worse than an old widower… I’m relieved that the maids will take care of you after you marry the lady.”


  On the other hand, the Tzedakah Guild were looking at Grid and Khan with warm eyes. Grid looked great in their eyes, demonstrating that users and NPCs could really be friends. NPCs had the same emotions as humans. They felt ashamed of themselves for ignoring this fact and treating NPCs as a simple artificial intelligence in a game.


  Then the party arrived at the castle.


  “Welcome!”


  The knights and soldiers already recognized Grid as their lord. He was lauded as a hero and was going to become the husband of the lady. They entered the castle’s garden, where the beautiful bride welcomed Grid.


  “Grid!”


  “Lady Irene…”


  Her white dress highlighted her beauty.  Now Irene, who was making a shy smile, was beautiful enough to compare with Yura and Jishuka.


  “Ack…!”


  This beautiful and noble woman was being taken away by Grid! Vantner swallowed back his tears. Then he discovered Knight Bland crying with a runny nose and felt a sense of homogeneity with him.


  “You too, Lady Irene…”


  “You…”


  The two people exchanged glances as the grand marriage ceremony was held.


  Dozens of senior nobles from all over the kingdom as well as foreign envoys were present. Earl Steim’s speech and the congratulatory message from the king’s messenger increased the atmosphere.


  “There are foreign envoys and even a message from the king… It isn’t an exaggeration that Earl Steim is one of the kingdom’s greatest powers.”


  Jishuka admired. She only went under Irene because of Grid, but now it seemed to be wise decision in many ways.


  ‘No matter how I think about it, Grid is truly amazing.’


  Jishuka thought with a smile. Then the military band started to play light and cheerful music. Hundreds of people watched as Grid and Irene exchanged vows of love.


  “Do you swear to respect and love one another until you become light and return to Goddess Rebecca’s side?”


  “I swear.”


  “I swear.”


  No one said it first. Grid and Irene responded and the same time, and the guests cheered like they were soulmates.


  “Share the token of your pledge.”


  ‘Token of the pledge?’


  Grid couldn’t understand the officiant’s words. The bride’s side had taken care of all wedding preparations, so he couldn’t help panicking. Then Irene handed him a pair of rings. It was the finest gold ring with a diamond in the middle.


  “Put these rings on our hands.” Irene shyly said.


  Her red face was so lovely that Grid picked up the small ring with trembling hands. Then he slid it on Irene’s finger. Irene also placed the ring on Grid’s finger. Then a notification window flashed in front of Grid.


  [You have worn the Ring of Pledge. If you are with the person wearing the same ring, special effects will occur.]


  [You have pledged eternal love with Irene Winston von Steim.]


  [You have become the husband of a lady.] 


  [You can now check the estate’s information using the authority of the lady’s husband. However, you have no right to decide estate policy.]


  [You will gain more benefits and have a stronger voice the higher your wife’s liking towards you.]


  [If your wife’s liking is low, the worst case scenario is a divorce. Be careful.]


  [You have become an earl’s son-in-law.] 


  [The Nobility stat has been opened.]


  [All stats have increased by 20.]


  [You can advance into the social circle of the nobles.]


  [You will receive a monthly salary of 500 gold.]


  Grid’s mouth dropped open. His fortune seemed to be increasing thanks to his beautiful, competent, and kind bride.


  On the other hand, Earl Steim watched his daughter blush as Grid put the ring on her and suddenly found Khan. He approached Khan and handed him a drink.


  “Are you Grid’s friend?”


  Khan looked up with surprise and asked, “Why is a great person like Your Lordship interested in someone like me…?”


  “Don’t speak like that. Aren’t you a blacksmith who represents the north and a friend of my son-in-law? It is an honor to talk to you.”


  “…Yes.”


  After that, there was a flurry of drinking. Most people drank alcohol like water while blessing the bride and groom. Vantner and Bland got drunk together and cursed the bridegroom, causing Knight Captain Phoenix to expel them.


  There were foreign envoys and senior nobles who discretely laughed at the fact that the groom was a commoner, but the good mood was sustained because Faker secretly stunned them and placed them asleep in a corner.


  On the other hand, the residents and users in Winston were also celebrating. There was the festive atmosphere of fireworks and music.


  “Lady Irene got married!”


  “Ahh! It is to our hero!”


  “I hope that the lady will give birth to a son!”


  “Yes! I am looking forward to the future!”


  The NPCs learned that Irene’s marriage partner was Grid and danced with joy. However, the users didn’t know the details and weren’t very interested in Irene’s marriage. They were delighted about other parts.


  [Irene, the lady of Winston, has married and blessed everyone!]


  [All Winston products will be exempt from taxes for the next 10 days.]


  [Users who set Winston as their residence will gain a 50% increase in experience and 30% increase in item acquisition for the next 15 days.]


  [Users who have settled in a city or village that belongs to Earl Steim will gain a 30% increase in experience and 15% increase in item acquisition for the next 10 days.]


  This was good luck!


  The millions of users in Earl Steim’s territory started to hunt hard to take advantage of this opportunity. Users heard the rumors and moved to Earl Steim’s territories to experience this event, causing these areas to have an enormous population growth.


  Among them, the number of population heading to Winston was unequaled. But Winston’s population was already saturated. The users who planned to move to Winston were forced to look at other villages near Winston.


  Those villages included Bairan, which was managed by the Tzedakah Guild. The village of Bairan was a territory under Winston and as a result, it was able to achieve tremendous growth in a short period of time. Thousands of people migrated every day, hundreds of new houses were built, the number of shops increased and the economy was booming.


  “Ah~! What is this? I am too busy!”


  Jishuka and the Tzedakah Guild cried out. If this trend continued, the money would pour in, but they were worried about being too busy to have time to level up.


  Then let’s go back in time to the wedding night!


  Grid was naked and facing Irene, who had uncovered her white body.


  “Beautiful…”


  “I’m embarrassed…”


  Irene had a wide pelvis and long slender limbs, like a model. Her breasts were only a B cup, making it somewhat inadequate for Grid’s taste. But Grid wasn’t disappointed. The shape of Irene’s breasts was perfect and the harmony of colors was wonderful… The details will be omitted. 


  “Irene!!”


  “Oh my.”


  The excited Grid lowered Irene onto the bed. Then he immediately used the techniques described in the book he read before accessing Satisfy. The techniques were very dazzling… The details will be omitted.


  “Ahh!!”


  Whenever Grid’s long and hard fingers swept over Irene’s white and soft skin… The details will be omitted.


  “Grid…!”


  Irene shed tears as she was surrounded by pleasures she had never experienced in her 20 years of living. The pleasure she felt was so huge that she was almost scared.


  “I’m scared… I feel like another person… It feels like I will fly away somewhere…”


  His hands gave her such pleasure that it was hard to believe Grid was a virgin. The reason he could demonstrate such excellent hand techniques wasn’t because he read the book, but because he was influenced by his high dexterity stat.


  The combination of his stats and titles meant that he had over 1,500 dexterity, transcending human limitations. Sometimes delicate! Sometimes strong! He was able to perfectly control the tempo as his hands swept over Irene’s whole body. It was almost enough to give him the title of caressing king.


  “Grid… Hurry…!”


  “Irene!!”


  Irene looked up at him with a yearning expression. The moment Grid met that gaze, he let go of his reason.  He took a deep breath as for the first time in his 27 years of life… The details will be omitted.


  “Ahh… Grid! I love you…! I love you!! I love you!”


  As the night grew deeper, the intensity of Irene’s pleasure grew. Combined with the title effects, Grid’s strength exceeded 1,600 and his stamina exceeded 1,000, so Grid was comparable to the legendary virile king. 


  Thanks to that, Irene was surrounded by pleasures that ordinary women never experienced… The details will be omitted.


  [Irene’s liking towards you has increased.]


  [Irene’s liking towards you has increased.]


  [Irene’s liking towards you has increased…]


  Irene’s love towards him grew bigger every time Grid moved his waist… The details will be omitted. 


  Thus, the first night was a great success. Grid was able to achieve the maximum liking with Irene in just one night.




  Chapter 139


  Flash!


  Grid opened his eyes to the sound of birds chirping and raised his body. The first thing he did was look for Irene. He was anxious at the thought that last night was a dream, then he sighed with relief.


  “Irene…”


  A beautiful girl with silver hair, who he could assert was the loveliest person in the world, was sleeping on his right side. Her glowing skin was shining through the blanket, creating a strange emotion inside Grid.


  ‘My woman.’


  Grid had never achieved love in 27 years. No, he couldn’t even hold hands with a girl. It was inevitable that he would feel like this towards his first woman.


  ‘I will make Irene happy.’


  Grid had a new goal. Irene being kidnapped twice by the Yatan Church were the worst memories of her life. She would suffer from the trauma for a long time. Grid vowed that he would never let her suffer the same misfortunes again.


  ‘I need enough strength to protect her.’


  Doran would be pleased to hear this from the other world. Irene was deeply asleep after the exertions the night before. He was worried that he would wake her up, so he got up as quietly as possible, dressed and walked out of the room.


  Two maids were waiting for him in front of the door.


  “Have you woken up, Sir Grid?” 


  “I want to wash up, so please guide me to the bathroom.”


  “Um…”


  One maid was calm while the other had a lively nature. Grid followed behind them without thinking and then panicked in the dressing area before the bathroom. The maids started taking off his clothes like it was natural.


  “W-What are you doing?”


  How did the maids manage to take off so many clothes in merely seconds? It was like they used magic, rendering Grid naked in the blink of an eye.  He covered his important areas with both hands and shouted,


  “Are you crazy? Why are you suddenly stripping me?”


  “Huh?”


  They replied in a manner that seemed as if they thought his reaction was odd.


  “You have to take your clothes off to wash.”


  At the moment, Grid quickly grasped the situation and asked, “P-Perhaps you… Are you planning to wash me?”


  “Yes, that is our duty.”


  “It is natural for maids to wash their master’s body.”


  ‘T-This…!’


  Noblemen were such perverted people that they forced young girls to wash their bodies!


  ‘These guys… Isn’t this great?’


  It was something he always wanted to experience once when he saw it in manhwas. The elated Grid removed the hands covered his important parts. Then he proudly straightened up and said.


  “Okay. Take it off and then wash me.”


  “Yes.”


  Grid had fallen for Irene overnight and swore that he would love her forever. However, that didn’t mean he would be single-hearted. He was a man! Any protagonist would dream of having a harem! Since ancient times, heroes were always surrounded by girls. While Grid had no intention of missing this opportunity, reality was cruel.


  ‘…There is no reaction.’


  In Satisfy, sex was only available once a month and it had to be between married partners. If these conditions weren’t met, the sexual function itself wouldn’t work. Cute maids were washing every part of his body with soft, delicate touches, but Grid didn’t feel anything at all.


  ‘This is crazy…’


  A famous line came to mind.


  ‘I… I am a eunuch…’


  Grid was frustrated as the maids washed his body. Somehow, the maids seemed to be laughing at him, so his self-esteem as a man was shattered.


  After 30 minutes.


  “…”


  The maids finished wiping off all the moisture on his body before Grid left the bathroom with a soulless expression and put on new clothes. They were the finest clothing that nobles wore.


  The maids admired him as they exclaimed, “Sir Grid, you look so cool.”


  “That’s right! The clothes fit well so you should stand tall!”


  Grid confirmed his appearance in the mirror and felt awkward. “If I wear cheap clothes, Irene will… No, I will ruin the lady’s reputation. But these clothes aren’t too much? I am the husband of the lady, not a noble.”


  The maids explained.


  “There will be a ceremony soon. Grid will officially be made a noble today.”


  “Right, right. This isn’t a costume.”


  Their words were true.


  After breakfast. 


  Earl Steim summoned Grid. “Irene is my only heir, basically giving her the authority of an earl. That child will become a countess after my death.”


  “…” 


  “Aside from her title, Irene is the lady of a big city. It will be a problem if her husband is a commoner… I will like to give you the title of viscount, will you accept it?”


  “Of course.”


  The nobles of the Eternal Kingdom, an earl had the authority to appoint two viscounts and eight barons. However, Earl Steim already had five viscounts under him. He was one of the two nobles representing the Eternal Kingdom, exercising power beyond the law.


  Then Grid became the sixth person to be awarded the title of viscount by Earl Steim.


  [You have become a viscount of the Eternal Kingdom.]


  [As Earl Steim’s son-in-law, you have acquired the Steim last name.]


  [You have the authority to rule a territory.]


  [You have the authority to command soldiers.]


  [You can employ up to three people as knights. You can employ both NPCs and users.]


  [You can give a forceful command to the people. But it isn’t recommended.]


  [You will receive a monthly salary of 2,000 gold.]


  ‘Yes!’


  Grid has a decent salary of 500 gold as the earl’s son-in-law. However, he was disappointed because the amount was too low. Now he was a viscount and obtained an extra 2,000 gold, making it a total of 2,500 gold every month.


  ‘2,500 gold in cash is…!’ 


  It was three million won. It was a huge fixed amount, so Grid was thrilled. Earl Steim noticed his satisfaction and asked quietly.


  “So… Did the first night go well?”


  “…That.”


  Grid couldn’t easily answer. The other person was his father-in-law. What son-in-law could explain the truth about what happened last night? In the end, Grid replied modestly.


  “It is a level that I can be proud of.”


  “Haha!”


  Earl Steim laughed with satisfaction at Grid’s answer. Then Irene entered the room.  Her face flushed as she read the atmosphere, then she said.


  “Father, you will be able to see your grandchildren sooner or later. Grid… He is amazing.”


  “Ohh! I see! My son-in-law is so great?”


  “Yes, he is really amazing. I experienced more than I imagined last night. Perhaps there will be at least five boys in the future. I will give birth to children until I run out of strength and will make Father happy in your old age.”


  “Yes! I’m looking forward to it! Really looking forward to it! Grid, please use your strength. I want at least 10 grandchildren!”


  “Ah…”


  Grid couldn’t tell the truth that he might not be able to give 10 grandchildren because he could only do it once a month. He knew the circumstances of the Steim family so he didn’t want to make Earl Steim worry.


  “…I will do my best.”


  Grid barely managed to answer and left the room. Then Irene spoke separately to him, “Are you returning to work at Khan’s smithy as planned?”


  Irene was clutching his arms like she didn’t want to separate from him. She would like to be with Grid 24 hours a day.


  Grid lamented. “Before that, there is something else I need to do. Irene, can you lend me a few soldiers?”


  Grid had used his skills and increased Irene’s liking to the maximum in just one month. Now he intentionally used that liking. Irene couldn’t refuse his request.


  “I can lend you a few soldiers. But what do you need to do that requires soldiers…?”


  The walls overlooking Winston! Grid stood next to Irene and spoke seriously while gazing at Bairan Village in the south.


  “As your husband, I wish to fight for the peace of your territory. I will defeat the Guardian of the Bairan Village, which has frightened many people.”


  Originally, Grid didn’t have any talent for the game.  Before he became Pagma’s Descendant, he stayed in one city for a year and only reached around level 80. But now it was different. He had gone through all types of incidents since becoming Pagma’s Descendant and now knew what he had to prioritize in the game.


  ‘I have to produce Failure first and foremost.’


  The first item that Grid created, Failure! It was an absolutely fraudulent greatsword. Unfortunately, it had no value as a sell-able produce due to the usage conditions attached. Dainsleif was already the strongest weapon currently in existence, so Grid hadn’t felt a strong greed for Failure.


  But now he changed his thinking. He felt that he needed Failure. He had awakened to the common sense that it was ‘natural’ to have better weapons.


  “You will fight for my sake, as well as this territory…?”


  “That’s right. It is only for you.”


  “Ah…!”


  Sometimes, well-meaning lies were required! Irene was thrilled by Grid’s words and replied with a touched look,


  “You can take 100 soldiers and two knights, but please don’t overdo it and remember to be careful. If you are hurt… My heart will be torn.”


  She truly was lovely.


  ‘I really got a good wife.’


  Grid grabbed Irene and hugged her tightly. He swore that he would surely succeed in defeating the Guardian of the Forest and collect the blue orichalcum, so that her help wouldn’t be in vain!




  Chapter 140


  Winston’s parade ground.


  There were exactly 100 soldiers gathered in a large space that could accommodate 5,000 people. They were bewildered.


  “Morning training has ended, so why are we here?”


  “I agree… It is also just our 100 man unit.”


  Currently, Winston had 2,030 troops. Many troops had been lost due to the repeated battles with the Yatan Church, but Earl Steim had brought new soldiers to fill up those numbers. Only 100 of them were called out of 2,000 troops, so they couldn’t help feeling anxious. 


  They were the 13th Hundred Man Unit, famous for causing a lot of mishaps! Therefore, they waiting anxiously as they thought about the punishment they would receive.


  “First of all, let’s try to think about what we did wrong. Last night, the armory guards… The third group? Did you doze off while keeping watch?”


  “That doesn’t make sense. The situation is still tense because of the Yatan Church, so how can we sleep on duty? We slept secretly in turns. Our network was very thorough. We weren’t caught.”


  “Really? Then the second group? You patrolled the market. Did the merchants complain that you stole things?”


  “It can’t be. We only ate fruit or meat skewers, and no one made a fuss.”


  “Umm… I don’t think we did anything wrong recently. We made some gangsters who worsened security disabled, but we can’t be punished for that. Right?”


  “That act deserves a reward… Then what? What did we do wrong that we were made to gather?”


  In the end, the soldiers couldn’t solve it on their own and asked their captain, Jude.


  “Captain, why have we been called?”


  “…I don’t know.”


  Jude was also unable to understand the situation. He was moving about the usual schedule when there was suddenly an order to assemble. Jude wasn’t smart enough to guess why, so he just stood silently.


  “Anyway, our captain won’t know anything about it.”


  “I agree. Fighting is our captain’s strongest point. He is useless in everything else.”


  “…”


  The soldiers were in the midst of talking when two knights appeared. They were Romeo, an outstanding knight and his second in command, Deck.  Romeo, who wore glittering golden full plate armor and a red cloak, shouted in a loud voice.


  “Be quiet and pay attention! Viscount Grid is coming!”


  “Viscount Grid?”


  He married the lady just yesterday. Did he become a noble today? A noble should consume their stamina on the first night and enjoy the honeymoon, so why was he coming to the parade ground?


  Grid appeared while the soldiers were feeling puzzled. He was wearing white armor and gloves and a great sense of dignity was coming from him. He made Romeo’s brilliant gold armor seem shallow.


  ‘The rumored hero who saved Winston from the previous lord and the Mero Company…!’


  This was the first time the 13th Hundred Man Unit saw Grid. They all felt admiration.


  ‘There is a story that he rescued Lady Irene after killing Malacus.’


  ‘Isn’t he also a great blacksmith? He is amazing.’


  Grid had a high amount of reputation, and was also rich in the dignity stat. The soldiers were envious and overwhelmed him with their gazes, causing Grid’s head to lower in embarrassment. Grid climbed onto the podium and fixed his attention on Jude before smiling faintly and saying,.


  “The quality is generally good. Irene recommended this hundred man unit for a reason.”


  The average level of the current Winston soldiers were around 70~80. The soldiers that Grid saw yesterday had an average combat power of around 1,000. But the soldiers of the 13th Hundred Man Unit had an average combat power of 2,000 while Jude had a huge 5,000 combat power.


  Given the fact that the level 180 knights armed with top-tier items had a combat power around 7,500, Jude’s combat power was unusually high for someone only wearing poor quality chain mail.


  Grid felt a strong interest and touched the sheath at his waist. Then he pulled out the sword received from Irene.


  [Commander’s Sword]


  Durability: 100/100   Attack Power: 100


  * Dignity +30


  * Skill ‘Character Observation’ will be generated.


  A sword given to military commanders appointed by royalty or nobles. It isn’t suitable for use as a weapon because of all the jewels. 


  But it gives the military command the advantage of being able to observe the soldiers’ abilities closely. It is useful when commanding an army.


  Weight: 220


  ‘Character Observation.’


  [Your insight is more than 600 points. Due to the influence of insight, Character Observation Lv.3 is activated.]


  [Character Insight Lv.3]


  You can grasp not just the personal information of the target being observed, but their current stats, the limit of their stats and their skills.


  * Targets to be observed are limited to allies.


  Name: Jude


  Age: 25   Gender: Male


  Occupation: Captain of Winston’s 13th Hundred Man Unit


  Level: 103


  Strength: 818/2,080   Stamina: 431/908 


  Agility: 34/330    Intelligence: 11/20


  Skills: Snatch the Enemy’s Weapon and Use it as a Weapon (S). Silence (A). I have no Idea (SS-).


  A rare fool born in Winston. When it comes to strength, he doesn’t fall behind anyone. He is a natural warrior who doesn’t know fear.


  Unfortunately, his brain is less evolved. No matter how hard he tries, he can never climb to a higher position. It is close to a miracle that he became the captain of a hundred man unit.


  ‘Then what about the knights?’


  Grid followed by observing Romeo and Deck.


  Name: Romeo Laniche


  Age: 34   Gender: Male


  Occupation: Lady Irene’s knight.


  Level: 196


  Strength: 878/910   Stamina: 420/441 


  Agility: 253/270    Intelligence: 174/200


  Skill: Elite Spirit (A+). Decent Blow (A+) Cool-headed (B).


  The son of Viscount Laniche and Phoenix’s disciple. He followed Captain Phoenix and naturally served the Steim family.


  His talent grew from the beginning and trained in an elite course. However, he is in distress because his growth has been stagnant lately.


  Name: Deck


  Age: 32   Gender: Male


  Occupation: Lady Irene’s knight.


  Level: 185


  Strength: 750/1,050   Stamina: 334/536 


  Agility: 213/320    Intelligence: 199/230


  Skill: Flattery (B+). Ability to Grasp the Situation (S-). Conventional Swordsmanship (B).


  His ability to read the situation is excellent. He always acts according to the trends. He has talent as a commander.


  Looking at the total stats, the knights were much higher than Jude.


  ‘But considering the level difference, Jude actually has higher stats compared to the knights.’


  The innate stats that Jude were born with were higher than the innate stats of the knights. It was a reasonable thought. By nature, weren’t humans born with different talents? Jude was born with talent higher than Romeo and Deck. 


  ‘But more than the innate stats… It is the maximum growth of the stats.’


  The numbers that Jude’s stats could grow to completely overwhelmed Romeo and Deck. If Jude was able to grow to his full potential, he would be at least twice as strong as Romeo.


  ‘The disadvantage is his unreasonably low intelligence, but Jude has many advantages to overcome that shortcoming.’


  Grid noted the ratings of Jude’s skills. The ratings of Jude’s skills were much higher than the knights, and these skills seemed to be one of the sources of Jude’s high combat strength. Grid made his decision.


  ‘Jude, I will raise you as my knight.’


  As a viscount, Grid had the authority to appoint three knights. A normal person would’ve wanted a smart knight or a governor of a city, but Grid thought differently.


  ‘I can’t be stupid.’


  He would pick those whose stats could grow to become his knight and make them as loyal as dogs. Grid smiled wickedly and started to check the character information of the other soldiers. Unfortunately, none of the remaining 100 soldiers had talent worthy of Jude. But they definitely were more skilled than ordinary soldiers.


  If Grid made them work in this raid… No, if he trained them well, they would be reborn as elite soldiers who would help protect Winston and Irene.


  ‘Is it good to have a husband like him?’


  ‘What is he doing?’ 


  After Grid’s appearance. He didn’t say anything and pulled out a sword, looking over the soldiers with a grin. Grid’s appearance didn’t look normal. The person who was lauded as a hero was behaving strangely, causing the knights and soldiers to feel anxious.


  ‘This is a little…’


  ‘It seems like they are just rumors.’


  They started to feel disappointed with Grid! After verifying all of the soldiers’ information, Grid finally returned the Commander’s Sword to its sheath before cutting straight to the point.


  “We will depart for Bairan Village.”


  “Bairan?”


  “Why are we going there all of a sudden…?”


  The soldiers started to murmur. Romeo frowned at them.


  “Hey! Concentrate!”


  “Ah, what a surprise.”


  “I’m sorry.”


  Grid was startled because he was standing right next to Romeo. He smiled at the soldiers then started explaining, “We are going to Bairan Village to defeat the Guardian of the Forest. It will be a tough journey, so everyone should be prepared.”


  “Heok!”


  The exclamation of shock wasn’t from the soldiers. It was from Romeo, who looked at Grid with hesitation. As a knight from a noble family, he was normally highly conscious of his image. However, he forgot about it as he trembled in front of the soldiers.


  “V-Viscount? You want to defeat the Guardian of the Forest? With just these people? Are you serious?”


  Of course.”


  “Hat…! No, why are you saying something so absurd?”


  The Guardian of the Forest was a peak golem type monster, and was impossible to damage with merely swords and arrows since its body was covered with hard rocks and orichalcum. It also constantly summoned small golems and the attack power was threatening enough to cause earthquakes. It was one of the strongest monsters in the north.


  “It will be difficult to defeat the Guardian of the Forest, even if you bring along all of Winston’s troops!”


  Romeo asserted. This wasn’t an exaggeration. The Guardian of the Forest required dozens of magicians or two or more great magicians to defeat. But the magicians in Winston were at a mediocre level and there were only four of them.


  It was impossible to knock down the Guardian of the Forest with 2,000 troops if they didn’t have a powerful magic unit. The 2,000 troops would be wiped out. Yet Grid wanted to defeat the Guardian of the Forest with 100 soldiers and two knights?


  Romeo then recalled the Tzedakah Guild.


  “Ah! Perhaps you are planning to call the Tzedakah Guild? Are you planning to join forces with them, just like when you defeated Malacus?”


  “What nonsense are you saying?”


  Obviously, it would be easy to defeat the Guardian of the Forest if he called the Tzedakah Guild. But Grid had no intention of doing the raid with the Tzedakah Guild. The soldiers and knights were NPC salary workers, so they couldn’t look at the items dropped by the Guardian of the Forest, while the Tzedakah Guild members were equal to Grid. 


  If he did the raid with them, Grid would have to split the items with them. He didn’t want that. In other words, Grid planned a raid with NPCs in an attempt to monopolize all the drops from the Guardian of the Forest.


  ‘In the first place, there is no need to ask for their help.’


  Grid had defeated the pope alone. Why should he borrow the guild’s hands when he could easily get rid of the Guardian of the Forest? He shouted, “Everybody move! We will depart straight away!”


  “Isn’t this like a lightning bolt out of the blue…?”


  The knights and soldiers were grouchy. They thought they would die. Grid was making the wrong moves as soon as he became the lady’s husband. They were worried about their future. But Jude had no thoughts. He just silently followed Grid.


  It was the day when Grid’s subordinate fostering program began.


  At the same time, Khan’s smithy.


  “…When is Grid coming to work?”


  Vantner had arrived at the smithy since early morning and had been waiting for Grid for five hours. He had been too agitated about being deprived of Irene and lost his temper. Therefore, he wanted to apologize to Grid for being rude and ask him to make the armor.


  It was the moment he had been waiting 40 days for. He hoped that Grid would come to the smithy as soon as possible. But Grid never showed up at the smithy, even when lunchtime passed and it became night. 


  ‘He is enjoying his honeymoon and not even showing up to his job… That bastard… He isn’t even responding to the guild chat or whispers…’


  Vantner’s expression turned dark.




  Chapter 141


  During the three day journey towards the Grey Forest on the outskirts of Bairan, Grid constantly worked Jude and the soldiers.


  He instructed them to fight the monsters who were drawn by Malacus’ Cloak. However, the Bairan monsters had a minimum level of 100, while the Grey Forest monsters had a minimum level of 120. It was hard for the level 70~80 soldiers to fight them. There were the sounds of suffering.


  But Grid was firm. He never gave orders for the soldiers to retreat. They were forced to fight, even if they had to die. He gave almost no breaks. In the end, the soldiers couldn’t refuse his commands and were forced to fight with a real determination to die. Indeed, they almost died several times.


  The soldiers no longer regarded Grid as a hero. They thought he was the devil.


  Initially, the soldiers thought that this expedition was to torment them. But none of the soldiers lost their lives to the monsters. Every time the soldiers were on the brink of death, Grid and the knights saved them.


  This repeated for three days, and the average level of the soldiers increased to 90. Jude always fought in the lead and managed to reach level 110.


  ‘Certainly… NPCs are different from users.’


  Grid realized some new facts. Users gained 10 fixed stat points every time they gained a level, while NPCs randomly acquired a minimum of 6 to a maximum of 20 stat points. Every time Jude levelled up, he got at least 16 stat points. Indeed, Grid was interested in a Grade A NPC.


  Grid was encouraged.


  ‘Yes Jude. Grow quickly. Then become my faithful dog.’ 


  The next day, the party finally reached the Grey Forest. From here, the atmosphere became strange.  The spirits of the soldiers that had grown under Grid’s direction faded away in an instant.


  “I-I’m sorry but we can’t move any further.”


  The start of the forest was covered by a poison fog generated by the poison flowers. A radius of 300m was filled with poison. The soldiers and knights naturally shrunk back. They were five meters away from the poison, but their skin was already irritated. They could feel their health deteriorating in real time.


  Romeo judged that stepping into the forest without a Rebecca priest was nothing more than suicide.


  “It is unreasonable to beat the Guardian of the Forest with this group. It’s impossible to reach the Guardian of the Forest itself. It’s great that we reached here, but we can only turn back…”


  The knights and soldiers stood still and didn’t move.  Grid didn’t force them.


  ‘The poison flowers’ poison fog does 350 damage per second.’


  Putting aside the knights, the soldiers had less than 3,000 health. If he forced them into the fog, they wouldn’t even be able to move 100m before dying. Grid worked hard to train them, so he didn’t want to lose them like this.


  ‘I have to go ahead.’


  The poison flower wasn’t simply a poisonous plant. It was a level 160 carnivorous plant that attacked anything that came into its range with its tentacles. It was the object of complete terror for travellers and monsters.


  But the flowers weren’t a threat to Grid. The tense Grid put a hand into his inventory. He was planning to take out Dainsleif in order to get rid of the poison flowers.


  “Jude?”


  Jude was silent as usual as he walked forward towards the fog. He was heading towards the poison fog that scared even the knights!


  ‘Indeed! He’s a person that I am paying attention to!’


  Grid was filled with anticipation. What would Jude use to break through the poison fog? He watched with curious eyes. Then Jude finally stepped into the fog. Jude’s health gauge started to decline at a tremendous pace.


  But Jude didn’t care. He groaned and kept advancing. Then he fell down onto the grass.


  “…Eh?”


  Grid was perplexed by the unexpected development. Then the soldiers were in an uproar.


  “Ah Captain! He moved without thinking and is digging his grave!”


  “Let’s go rescue Captain quickly!”


  “Shit, we have to go into that poison fog? We’ll die as well!”


  “Uhh… Will Captain die like this?”


  Jude’s poisoned gauge was falling quickly. The helpless soldiers were forced to watch as their captain died in front of their eyes. Grid noticed his mistake.


  ‘Wasn’t he stupid?’


  Despite repeatedly gaining levels, Jude’s intelligence was still stuck at 11. There was also the unknown skill with the ominous name of ‘I have no Idea.’ The reason Jude went into the fog wasn’t because he had a means of breaking the fog, but because he had no idea. Grid belatedly discovered this face and hurriedly moved.


  ‘I can’t lose him like this!’


  “Viscount!”


  Romen and Deck cried out. A viscount was throwing himself into poisonous fog just to save a mere captain? They couldn’t understand Grid’s behavior.


  Deck shouted in an urgent voice, “Sir Romeo! If the viscount dies, then we are finished!”


  “Come on…!”


  But it was too late. Grid’s movement speed was superhuman. The moment Romeo and Deck thought to stop him, Grid was already in the middle of the poison fog.


  “Drink it quickly!”


  “…?”


  His vision became cloudy. A terrible pain filled his body. Jude thought he would die like this. Someone suddenly ran up to Jude and raised his body. Then Jude was fed a potion? The person was Grid.


  “…?”


  A noble was willing to risk his life to save a commoner? Didn’t nobles consider soldiers to be meat shields on the battlefield? Grid was different from the nobles that Jude had met. Why was he different? He was curious, but Jude’s intelligence couldn’t infer the reason. So he was just thrilled.


  Then he made a stupid look as tentacles from the poison flowers flew towards him. The tentacles were like flying birds, but none of them could reach Jude. It was natural. How could level 160 monsters exert their power in front of Grid?


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave!”


  Swords of light moved in all directions around Grid.  The tentacles flying towards Jude were destroyed and dozens of poison flowers screamed. Then the poisonous fog started to disappear like a lie. Jude made a stupid expression and admired Grid’s skill.


  ‘Strong.’


  Clean air started pouring into the poisoned lungs. His innate health meant Jude was quickly freed from suffering and he raised his body. Then he bowed to Grid. 


  “Thank you.”


  These words were too simple towards someone who saved his life. Grid was embarrassed for a while.


  ‘He really is stupid.’


  He told Jude, “It’s good to be brave, but you should think before moving forward. You don’t have 10 lives, right?”


  “…Um.”


  Jude nodded like he understood. But the expression was too subtle. It was like he didn’t understand what it meant. Grid felt uncomfortable. He couldn’t help feeling anxious. It wasn’t a difficult demand. Grid just asked him to be careful. But how stupid was he to not understand?


  Then the knights and soldiers ran up to them.


  “You’re safe!”


  They gazed at Grid with admiration.


  “It’s amazing that you can sweep up dozens of poison flowers all at once! This is the majesty of the hero who defeated Malacus!”


  “The acting of rescuing the captain is the epitome of all nobles and knights!”


  Romeo and Deck started to praise Grid. The soldiers who misunderstood Grid as a devil once again recognized Grid as a hero.


  “Viscount is the best!”


  “Thank you for saving the captain!”


  The cheers from the soldiers and knights! Grid smiled at them, but it had an ominous feeling.


  “How is it? If you are with me, you can easily defeat the Guardian of the Forest.”


  “…No, that…”


  Despite the fact that Grid had shown his greatness, the knights and soldiers still reacted skeptically to beating the Guardian of the Forest.


  Grid didn’t care. He was willful from the beginning, so he just started moving forward again. The knights and soldiers were forced to follow him. Then the party encountered something in the center of the forest.


  “Humans! No humans in forest! Humans pollute forest! No forgive humans!”


  It was a goblin lord. Most goblins were around one meter tall, but he was around two meters tall. And his strength was beyond imagination. As a level 180 field boss, he was an intermediate boss that had to be defeated before meeting the Guardian of the Forest.


  He summoned dozens of hobgoblins. Grid identified this and began conducting his troops.


  “This is the final training before we defeat the Guardian of the Forest! Three soldiers will mark one hobgoblin, while the knights and Jude will look at the entire battlefield and help those in danger. Once the goblin lord starts acting strange, it is the precursor to an earthquake. At that time, spread out and minimize the damage!”


  The goblin lord had the same attack pattern as the Guardian of the Forest.


  The goblin lord summoned hobgoblins while the Guardian of the Forest summoned golems. The goblin lord also possessed the same wide range earthquake technique as the Guardian of the Forest.


  That’s why Guardian of the Forest raid parties tended to meet the goblin lord before meeting the Guardian of the Forest. Grid had familiarized himself with the process and responded as calmly as possible.


  Then!


  The knights and soldiers marked the hobgoblins according to Grid’s instructions, while Grid approached the goblin lord. Then he used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Kill, in order to suppress it.


  [Critical!]


  [The Holy Light Gloves option effect is activated, causing you to attack the target five times.]


  [You have dealt 302,555 damage.]


  [You have defeated the guard of the Grey Forest, the goblin lord!]


  [2,600,100 experience has been acquired.]


  [The Goblin Lord’s Club has been acquired.]


  [The Goblin Lord’s fang has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  “…Ah.”


  The critical strike combined with the Holy Light Gloves’ option and Kill was a blow that managed to cause the level 280 griffon boss monster to fall into a critical state. Therefore, it easily took care of the level 180 goblin lord.


  Of course, this wasn’t his intention. Why was the power of his items applied at such exquisite timing?


  “Hiik! Humans! Scary!”


  The hobgoblins ran away with fear while Grid was feeling embarrassed. Grid grasped the situation.


  ‘Damn, I should’ve taken off the gloves.’


  Grid felt regret over missing the opportunity to train the troops, while the knights and soldiers were baffled.


  ‘Is that a human?’


  ‘Ridiculously strong…’


  “The Guardian of the Forest. It’s time to hunt it.”


  In the midst of the chaos, only Jude was moving forward without thinking.




  Chapter 142


  A few months ago, Grid had owed money to creditors. He suffered all types of persecution under the Mother’s Heart is Happy employees. 


  He did hard labor every day in order to pay back the interest and practically lived as a slave with no signs of a better life. He couldn’t even dream of being loved by others, or enjoying himself over a bottle of soju.


  But now it was different.


  Grid had got a legendary class and barely succeeded for a while. However, now the debt had been completely cleared and he became rich.


  Since the Malacus raid, he produced the Thorn of Deep Grievance for Ibellin and earned 4.61 billion won in revenue. He still had 2.95 billion won left, despite paying 5% of the gold sales commission fee to the item trading site, paying off his family’s remaining debt, and purchasing a car.


  Nowadays, Grid could eat chicken once every two weeks. He could eat one chicken in one meal without having to share. Now that he could enjoy such luxuries, he wanted to collect 10 billion won to buy a piece of land and build a residence!


  But before starting that, he thought he needed to produce Failure first. Then he moved to purchase blue orichalcum, which was the main ingredient of Failure. However, there were no blue orichalcum at the auction site in the game or on the Internet.


  It might be because no users had raided the Guardian of the Forest, or the drop rate of blue orichalcum was low, or another blacksmith had bought the blue orichalcum. Grid didn’t know the exact reason why there were no blue orichalcum for sale. But he knew the answer to obtain blue orichalcum.


  Wasn’t it a simple task to collect them directly from the Guardian of the Forest raid?


  ‘I obtained three blue orichalcum when selling the Sword of Self-transcendence to Administrator Vladi… I need 12 more blue orichalcum to produce Failure.


  And…


  Grid was currently in front of the Guardian of the Forest.


  “Here.” 


  The deepest part of the forest. There was a huge crater where the forest used to be. Grid started to observe all the topographic features, including the trees tinged with grey ash.


  ‘The soldiers don’t have enough cover to depend on. The trees will be crushed like cookies… It will be a frontal confrontation.’ 


  Grid wasn’t particularly worried. As long as the knights and soldiers marked the golems summoned by the Guardian of the Forest, he could defeat the Guardian of the Forest in that gap. But the knights and soldiers were afraid.


  “E-Excuse me Viscount… Shouldn’t we go back now?”


  “Please save us! If I die, my wife and children will be sad!”


  “I’m still young…”


  Despite Grid showing his strength on the way here, the morale of the knights and soldiers was still low. In the end, Grid threw off the broad-brimmed hat he had been wearing. Then he wore the Holy Light Crown and pulled out the Commander’s Sword to raise his dignity stat.


  “The Guardian of the Forest? Didn’t I get rid of Malacus, who filled the world with terror? You just have to believe in me. Yes?”


  “O-Ohhh…!


  Grid’s current dignity stat was 364 points. If he added 200 points from the Holy Light Crown and 30 points from the Commander’s Sword, his dignity stat neared a huge 600 points. This was comparable to the dignity stat points held by the top NPCs that represented each nation, even if they weren’t kings. The general soldiers as well as the knights, Romeo and Deck, couldn’t help bowing to Grid.


  “I have great faith in the viscount. We will follow you with no more complaints.”


  “Okay.”


  The troops fell silent. Grid felt satisfied and started to look around again.


  ‘By the way, why isn’t the Guardian of the Forest appearing? Shouldn’t it appear now?’


  Grid had confirmed the raid timetable through a website in advance. Today was the day that the Guardian of the Forest was supposed to respawn, and the timing was right as well. He also had to be careful of other raid parties, so he had deliberately hid his face and identity with a hat.


  But when he arrived here, there were no raid parties and the Guardian of the Forest couldn’t be seen.


  ‘Don’t tell me the site is a scam?’ It was a paid membership site. Grid was angry since he had paid 130,000 won in order to check the raid timetable. ‘I trusted it because it has a lot of members…!’


  Grid was convinced that he had been cheated of the price of six chickens and kicked a rock furiously. Then the small rock started to shake loudly. 


  Jude clapped with wide eyes, “Amazing. The rock you kicked is dancing.”


  “That’s not it…”


  The knights and soldiers became frantic. The rock that Grid kicked was moving and growing larger? Like a turtle hiding inside its shell, it was the moment when the crouched up Guardian of the Forest fully emerged.


  However, it was a little strange.


  “What is this guy?”


  Grid was confused. Originally, the Guardian of the Forest should be over 5m and large. However, this one had a height similar to Grid and was sleek looking.


  ‘Isn’t it like a human?’


  There were five fingers and toes on each extended limb, just like a person. Except for the back that was made of hard rocks, the whole body was composed of transparent ores and flashing above its head was the name ‘Awakened Guardian of the Forest.’


  “You, what are you?”


  He tried to measure the combat power but it was ???. There were only question marks. Grid instinctively perceived the danger and became alert. Then the Awakened Guardian of the Forest narrowed the distance in an instant.


  Kwaang!


  There was a storm in the aftermath of his movements. The ash scattered all over the place and the roots of the trees were shaken.


  Peeng!


  It was like watching Regas. The Awakened Guardian of the Forest aimed a sharp kick. Then Deck, standing next to Grid, coughed up blood and turned into light.


  [The knight Deck has died.]


  “Crazy!”


  Killing a level 185 knight in one blow? Grid hurriedly exclaimed, “Avoid it! Especially Jude! You absolutely must survive!”


  The knights and soldiers wouldn’t be any help. The tense Grid put a hand into his inventory. The black greatsword was pulled out and Dainsleif showed its majestic appearance.


  ***


  It had now been 47 days.


  Grid had promised to make a new armor for Vantner. Following Pon and Ibellin, he was fortunate enough to be the third winner of Grid’s production item.


  ‘Now I can be born again as an overgeared person!’


  When armed with the strongest armor that Grid would produce, his defense would be sufficient and he could run amok! Vantner was excited. It wasn’t an exaggeration to call him the most delighted person in the world. 


  But what was this? An absurd thing happened. Grid abandoned the armor production for a quest? Then there was no news.


  From that day, the time of waiting begun. Vantner waited every day for Grid to return. A fortnight passed and he waited indefinitely. Whenever he walked the street, he would frantically look if he heard any grumbling. If he saw an Asian man, he would think it was Grid.


  Grid didn’t return until a month and two weeks later. Vantner wasn’t able to contact Grid because the guild chat and whispers were blocked.  It was enough to make Vantner curse. He honestly didn’t know how many times he insulted Grid.


  But as he waited for Grid, Vantner fell in love.


  Then four days ago! Grid returned to Winston as Vantner dreamed of. Vantner’s long wait would be repaid. 


  ‘I can finally get my armor…!’


  Vantner was thrilled to tears. He ran off to meet Grid, like he was reuniting with a lover. Then he became frustrated. Instead of producing an armor, Grid suddenly announced his marriage. It was also to Lady Irene who Vantner had been longing for!


  On the day of the wedding ceremony, Vantner was in turmoil from the unexpected developments and couldn’t hide his hostility towards Grid. Rather than bringing up the wait, he was angry at Grid taking away Lady Irene. Then he became drunk during the wedding, cursed Grid, and was kicked out.


  He regretted it the next day. He realized that he had lost control. Irene was just an unrequited crush, so how could he be angry at Grid for taking her away? Vantner felt ashamed and sorry. He was worried about Grid’s reaction. 


  ‘Surely he won’t refuse to make my item?’


  He was well aware of what a narrow-minded person Grid was.  So after the wedding, he stayed for three days at Khan’s smithy. He wanted to apologize to Grid for his actions and to ask for the production of his item.


  But Grid never showed up in Khan’s smithy after his marriage. Khan knew the reason why. But he wouldn’t tell Vantner Grid’s whereabouts, no matter how he asked.


  “Hey, look Old Man. Why won’t you tell me where Grid went?”


  “Didn’t you swear at Grid on his wedding day? I don’t want someone like you becoming involved with Grid.”


  “Hah, really…”


  Khan was a twisted old man. There was a reason why he was a good fit with Grid. Vantner failed to find out Grid’s whereabouts for three days and eventually asked Jishuka.


  –Master, can you go and see Irene?


  –You want me to ask about Grid’s whereabouts?


  –Yes…


  -Okay. I also think that now is the time for Grid to work.


  The Tzedakah Guild recruited Grid because they needed his blacksmith abilities. Grid also joined the guild to act as a blacksmith. As the guild master, Jishuka had to remind Grid of his duties.


  She went to see Irene. Then she was shocked by Irene’s words.


  “Huh? Grid… No, Viscount Grid has gone to defeat the Guardian of the Forest?”


  “Yes. He said that he wants to defeat the Guardian of the Forest for our sake. Isn’t he like Prince Charming? So cool.”


  “…This is a headache.”


  Like other games, Satisfy was a thoroughly competitive society. All users and guilds struggled for their own interests. One of the easiest ways for a guild to profit was to control a hunting ground.


  Guilds controlled hunting grounds where honey flowed and prohibited outsiders from entering. This was called guild monopolization. It was a natural occurrence. The Tzedakah Guild also controlled two hunting grounds around Bairan without opening them to outsiders.


  The first place was Ruger Dungeon where monsters over level 250 appeared, and the second place was the Grey Forest where the Guardian of the Forest appeared.


  The Guardian of the Forest was very strong. It was a level 245 field boss, but it was stronger than a dungeon boss. Its stats were abnormally high and it had a wide range of CC and summoning skills, making it very difficult to deal with.


  It also possessed a passive skill to reduce physical damage and along with its natural defense and health, it took the current Tzedakah Guild at least three hours to defeat it. But Grid only led 100 soldiers and two knights to the Guardian of the Forest raid.


  It was also during this cycle!


  ‘The Awakened Guardian of the Forest is several times stronger than the normal Guardian of the Forest.


  Blue orichalcum is a mineral born with the power of moonlight and the Guardian of the Forest. Was that why? The Guardian of the Forest and blue orichalcum were very sensitive to moonlight. 


  Once every four months, the two full moons would rise at the same time and the blue orichalcum, which made up most of the Guardian of the Forest, would show an infinite power and awaken the guardian.


  Right now, it was the awakening cycle. Four months ago, the Tzedakah Guild wasn’t aware of this and was annihilated after challenging the Awakened Guardian of the Forest. The Awakened Guardian of the Forest had significantly less health and defense than the normal one, but it exerted overwhelming attack power and agility.


  ‘It is much stronger than a pope, who was a priest. This time, Grid can’t avoid death.’


  Even the Tzedakah Guild have given up on the Guardian of the Forest raid during this awakening period. Therefore, they didn’t bother controlling the Grey Forest. They planned to try the Awakened Guardian of the Forest raid in four months.


  No matter how she thought about it, the odds of Grid succeeding in the raid alone was 0%.


  ‘This is better.’


  If Grid ever participated in the guild’s community, Grid would’ve found out that the guild monopolized the Guardian of the Forest raid and would’ve been able to ask for the blue orichalcum that he wanted.


  But he didn’t. His ignorance of the guild community and his insistence on personal activities led to this. Jishuka hoped that Grid’s habit would be fixed.  She wanted him to realize the importance of the guild community with this incident and hoped that he would refrain from personal activities in the future.


  In front of Khan’s smithy.


  “Really, that Grid…”


  Vantner clicked his tongue after receiving Jishuka’s explanation through a whisper. He wanted to help Grid, but it was impossible because he was too far away.


  ‘He will be angry from the experience loss after dying and might not want to make my item…’


  A man arrived at the smithy while Vantner was feeling worried. Khan, who only treated Vantner badly, enthusiastically welcomed the man.


  “Ohh! Hasn’t it been a really long time? Has it been a few months?”


  “It’s good to see you. Has My Liege been well?”


  “Huh, you haven’t heard the news about him these days? He’s become tremendously successful. Now he is once again on a brave raid…”


  Khan suddenly paused in his conversation and whispered in the man’s ears. What was he saying? The man was happy.


  “As expected from My Liege… Really amazing. He tried to run away from the frostlight orc chief and now he is raiding a monster alone? I will go to meet him.”


  The man said goodbye to Khan and exited the smithy. Then he blew a whistle, riding the drake that was called and soaring into the sky.


  Vantner was confused.


  “I’ve never seen that ID among the rankers who use drakes as pets.”


  Was a new rookie popping up again? The stagnant Vantner became frustrated.




  Chapter 143


  ?????


  The combat power displayed above the Awakened Guardian of the Forest’s head was made of only question marks. If this were Grid from a few months back, he wouldn’t have been able to guess why and probably would’ve thought it as a bug and grumbled about it.


  However, now he was different. After many incidents, Grid had calmed and matured almost to the point of unfamiliarity. His thinking power finally belonged to the category of normal people.


  ‘Is this implying that its combat power is too high for my insight?’


  Peng!


  “Ah, is my scouting broken?  What’s with your immeasurable combat strength?”


  Grid was reminded of a scene from an old manhwa. His insight had worked on the pope, so this meant that the guardian in front of him was stronger than the pope.


  “How rotten… I came here to play but I met a strong enemy.”


  Grid had defeated the pope and obtained the legendary battle gear set, so he was much stronger than before. He had planned to easily defeat the Guardian of the Forest. Then what was this awakening mode?


  Grid wasn’t aware of why the Guardian of the Forest awakened and why it was at this time. But he didn’t panic. He thought about it calmly and positively.


  ‘It will be a tough fight, but I think that it will work out well. Doesn’t it seem like the guardian will give a lot of blue orichalcum?’


  The ash grey forest couldn’t dim the light of the blue orichalcum on the awakened guardian’s body. If he could obtain all those blue orichalcum, wouldn’t he be able to make two Failures?


  ‘I will collect it!’ Grid wanted to take out a pickaxe. However, he needed to first neutralize the guardian. ‘I can’t be too excited or I might miss the jackpot. Let’s not attack carelessly and wait for a chance.’


  Grid was a greatsword lover. Except for the Ideal Dagger that he made for a quest, he had always used a greatsword since starting Satisfy until now. He was confident that he had a higher understanding of a greatsword than most users did.


  All out power! Deadly blows!


  “Phew.”


  Grid grasped Dainsleif tightly and took deep breaths. He waited for a moment.  The awakened guardian stared at Grid, then a red light flashed in its eyes. It made a posture like a sprinter, then quickly narrowed the distance towards Grid.


  Grid timed it.


  ‘One. Two. Now!’


  It was perfect timing. As soon as the awakened guardian ran into Dainsleif’s attack range, Grid released all his tensed muscles.


  Kwaang!


  An explosive sword strike! Dainsleif caused a dark red afterglow as it accurately struck the guardian’s chest.


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 5,700 damage to the target.]


  The awakened guardian’s health gauge was reduced around 1/100. Grid was convinced.


  ‘Just like the size is several times smaller than the original, its defense and health are reduced as well.’ 


  Monster types could be divided into the main categories of:  attack, defense, support, and balance. While it was possible to classify them in more detail depending on species, attributes, skill, etc, these were just the basics. 


  The Guardian of the Forest was a typical defensive monster. As a peak golem, it possessed both abnormally high defense and health. On the other hand, the Awakened Guardian of the Forest was undoubtedly an offensive monster. It was obvious that it was an aggressive monster when its health was reduced by 1/100 by a single blow, as well as the fact that it killed a knight instantly.


  ‘The advantages are its fast speed and high attack power.’


  This was a good thing. Grid could exert overwhelming attack power, so he found it more comfortable to deal with offensive types compared to defense types. It was possible to take care of the opponent quickly.


  “I will kill you in an instant.”


  The awakened guardian was stronger than the pope? He was also stronger than the pope. Grid’s eyes were filled with confidence. But he still remained calm. His head was cold while his chest was hot.


  “…”


  Grid didn’t move first. He waited for another chance, just like before.


  Peeng!


  Indeed. As an offensive type monster, the awakened guardian was aggressive. It didn’t learn and aimed for a frontal attack again.


  ‘Now!’


  Grid calculated the perfect timing for a counter. He swung Dainsleif the moment the awakened guardian entered his range of attack.


  Chaaeng!


  This time, it was a vertical slash. The heavier blow fell upon the guardian’s shoulders.


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 6,380 damage to the target.]


  Kik. Kkikikik.


  The awakened guardian was hit and let out a strange noise. It paused for a moment before heading directly to him again.


  ‘Hehe, you idiot. Is your IQ in the single digit~?’


  On the other hand, Grid believed that his IQ was in the double digits! He prepared for the third counter. He once again swung Dainsleif with proper timing. But this time, there was a completely different result.


  The same move no longer worked. The awakened guard avoided the attack by moving its upper body the moment Grid struck. Then it moved around Dainsleif towards Grid’s side.


  ‘The same stupid lunge was a fake?’


  A chill went down Grid’s spine. A monster using a trick! Then the guardian rotated, gathering the centrifugal force before kicked Grid’s face.


  [You have been hit by a lethal blow!]


  [You have suffered 13,090 damage.]


  “Kuheok…!”


  This wasn’t a skill. It was just a kick. In other words, a simple blow. Except, that “simple blow” made him instantly lose a third of his health. This was twice the damage that Grid could deal with his critical attacks. Considering Grid was also equipped with legendary equipment, it was a stunning sight to behold.


  [The effect of Doran’s Ring has been activated.]


  [The option of the Holy Light Armor has been activated.]


  [19,635 health has been restored.]


  “Damn bastard!” 


  The broken nose bone was restored and the nosebleed disappeared without a trace. However, Grid’s anger didn’t fade. Falling for a monster’s tricks? Grid didn’t expect to be so stupid! Then Grid fired Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link.


  Pipit! Pipipipipi-!


  17 swords of light covered the awakened guardian’s body. But it didn’t do much damage. The awakened guardian surprised him by avoiding nine of the strikes.


  ‘Fast!’


  Grid panicked as the guardian leapt into the air like a martial artist and evaded. Then it flew above Grid’s head and its heel descended. Grid hurriedly defended.


  Jjejeong!


  [The durability of +5 Dainsleif (Reproduction) has been reduced by 37.]


  ‘As expected from the blue orichalcum!’


  Dainsleif was made of black iron, one of the finest minerals, and the durability hadn’t been damaged until now! Except for adamantium, its body was composed of blue orichalcum, which was known as one of the best minerals.


  “I’ll kill you! I will tear your body to shreds! Blacksmith’s Rage!”


  Grid didn’t shrink back. Rather, the momentum around him became stronger.


  [Blacksmith’s Rage has been activated. Your attack power and attack speed will increase significantly for 20 seconds.]


  Chaaeng! Chaeeeeeng!


  The onslaught of the excited Grid began. The awakened guardian defended by crossing its arms. Grid’s attack speed after Blacksmith’s Rage was used was so fast that the guardian couldn’t counterattack.


  Grid kept up this momentum.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave!”


  It was impossible for the awakened guardian to defeat against the waves being emitted in every direction.


  [You have dealt 10,300 damage to the target.]


  [The target’s attack speed has reduced.]


  The awakened guardian stumbled like its body suddenly became heavier. It quickly corrected its posture but it was already too late. Grid accumulated a lot of combat experience and he wasn’t going to miss this moment.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Kill!”


  Kuoooooh-!


  A powerful killing intent filled and suppressed the air. Romeo and the soldiers watching the battle from the bushes were scared, urinated or fainted. The awakened guardian also flinched in response. It perceived great danger from the black energy around Grid’s greatsword.


  Kwang!


  The awakened guardian struck the ground with its feet. Then the earth suddenly started to vibrate. One of the AOE skills possessed by the Guardian of the Forest could also be used in its awakened form.


  “Ugh.”


  Grid was immune to status conditions, but what about when the entire earth was shaking? He lost his balance. The subtle collapse of his posture dropped the accuracy of Kill significantly.


  [Your attack has missed.]


  ‘Damn!’


  His strongest move had missed? Grid was shaken. Then the guardian, who avoided Kill, started to fight back as it struck Grid’s body with both fists.


  Pepepepeok!


  The number of blows was higher than Link. The fists that could even crush steel slammed into Grid. It was the sight of a full-scale beating.


  “V-Viscount Grid!”


  The soldiers screamed. The volcanic ash blown by the wind pressure interfered with their sight, but they thought that Grid was being turned into a rag.


  “We have to help. Our savior… He will die.”


  Jude jumped to his feet. Romeo stopped him before he could go forward.


  “Viscount Grid is safe! We will just interfere!”


  Romeo’s words were true. At first glance, Grid seemed to be standing firmly on the ground. He never collapsed, despite being hit by the awakened guardian’s strike dozens of times. Meanwhile, the awakened guardian stopped punching. It seemed to think Grid was dead. 


  However, reality was different. Golden discs were flashing from within the ashes? The golden discs appeared in front of the guardian.


  Kikik! Kik.


  The awakened guardian belatedly noticed that it had been the golden discs that it had been hitting so far.


  Kwaang!


  It nervously kicked out at the discs. Then it flinched again. It kicked with all its power, but the golden discs floating in the air didn’t even move.


  “…You.”


  The two golden discs swirled and moved in different directions. Then it was revealed that Grid didn’t receive even one wound.


  Grid frowned. “Did you avoid my attack using such a shallow method? Are you pretending to be a smart golem? Huh? Damn bastard.”


  Float.


  Grid’s body rose in the air. This wasn’t a temporary rise. It was the ‘Fly’ magic attached to Braham’s Boots. Romeo and the soldiers were in a daze.


  “Heok! The viscount can use magic?”


  “I don’t know!”


  Romeo was confused. He heard from Earl Steim that Grid was Pagma’s Descendant, so how could he use magic? It was also senior magic!


  ‘Does that mean Pagma could use magic? Or is Pagma’s Descendant an existence that transcends Pagma…!’


  Teong!


  There was a disturbance from the side and the awakened guard jumped as high as possible. It had planned to grab a hold of Grid before he escaped. But the attempt failed. The height that the guardian could jump was 4m. Grid had already flown above 5m.


  Grid scoffed, “Try to trigger another earthquake, you stupid bastard. It is useless to trigger an earthquake when I’m in the sky.”


  A person in the sky had an advantage over those on the ground! In the grey sky, Grid started dancing among the volcanic ash that was like snow.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Grid’s sword dance usually lasted from 1.5 to 3 seconds. But this sword dance lasted two times longer than that. It was natural. This was because he was using two sword dances in succession.


  “Transcend, Link.”


  [The new skill fusion has succeeded.]


  [Fusion skill ‘Transcended Link’ has been created.]


  [Your intelligence has increased by 10 due to the successful fusion of a new skill.]


  [Transcended Link]


  A sword dance that transcends imagination and is more dazzling than a butterfly’s wings.


  You will temporarily be in a transcended linked state.


  A total of 20 strikes will be launched, dealing 150% attack power with each hit.


  Every time a target is hit, they will be stiff for 0.1 seconds.


  * This skill doesn’t share a cooldown with Transcend and Link.


  Skill Mana Cost: 1,600


  Skill Cooldown Time: 15 minutes.


  “Eh?”


  Grid was simple. 


  If he switched to a ranged mode with Transcend to double his attack power, then used Link, the original 800% attack power of Link would be doubled by the ranged attack. He thought it would be effective, so he connected the two skills.


  However, the actual result was a skill fusion and its power was beyond imagination.


  Kwakwakwakwakwakwakwakwang!


  The deepest part of the Grey Forest. There was an outpouring of black energy swords in the sky of forest where the Guardian of the Forest had lived for hundreds of years.
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  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 183,900 damage to the target.]


  The fusion skill Transcended Link did more damage than Kill. In addition, it also caused the status condition of stiffness. It was the birth of a new special move.


  Kiyaaaaaah!


  The awakened guardian screamed with pain from the profound blow. Then notification windows flashed in front of Grid.


  [Pagma’s Swordsmanship has reached a higher ground.]


  [The level of Pagma’s Swordsmanship has increased.]


  [Pagma’s Swordsmanship]


  Lv. 2


  -When the skill is deactivated-


  You can become one with the sword at any time. Increases physical attack by 30%, critical hit rate by 20% and critical damage by 10%. 


  * This effect is only applied when a sword type weapon is equipped.


  * The skill consumes no mana.


  -When the skill is activated-


  Become one with the sword. Wave, Restraint, Link, Kill, Transcend and Transcended Link. You can unleash a total of six sword techniques.


  * The effect of the deactivated skill will be lost.


  * 20 mana is required to activate the skill.


  * Once deactivated, it will take 10 seconds until the skill can be activated again. Nothing will be consumed when deactivated.


  “This is good.”


  His physical attack power, critical hit chance, and critical damage when Pagma’s Swordsmanship was deactivated had increased by 10%. It was comparable to the Advanced Weapon Mastery skill that only rankers above level 240 could acquire. No, it was more than that.


  ‘I am sorry that it is only applied when deactivated, but…’


  He only activated Pagma’s Swordsmanship whenever he used active skills such as Wave, Kill, and Link. Unfortunately, all of those active skills had a long cooldown time.  Due to this, the time he activated Pagma’s Swordsmanship was very short, and Grid looked forward to the deactivated effect in the future.


  Kuweeeeeoh!


  The awakened guardian roared. Its health gauge was reduced by one-third. It cried out for Grid to come down to the ground and fight.


  “You want to kill me?”


  Grid scoffed from the sky. Now that the level of Pagma’s Swordsmanship had risen, he wanted to go down and test out its power. But why should he make things harder for himself?


  “It is up to here.”


  Suuuuoh.


  Grid took a high-grade health potion and started to unfold his sword dance again. He did two sword dances in succession. He was aiming for a new skill fusion. This time it was Transcend and Wave. Grid had no doubt that the fusion of these two skills would result in a powerful skill like Transcended Link.


  “Transcend, Wave!”


  Grid was filled with anticipation. But there was no skill fusion. The effects were the normal skills.


  Kukukukung!


  The black energy swords poured down from the sky like a waterfall in every direction. It was a very threatening attack for the awakened guardian. It used all the hard minerals and rocks on its body to form a shell.


  [You have dealt 15,800 damage to the target.]


  [The target’s attack speed has reduced.]


  “This.”


  The skill fusion might’ve failed but Wave’s attack power was doubled due to Transcend. The shell was badly damaged.


  ‘It seems only some of the sword dances can be fused… I will take care of this first, then experiment later.’ 


  The ones he wanted to try fusing most were Transcend and Kill, or Link and Kill. If the fusion was possible, it would be a skill that went beyond the power of Transcended Link.


  But the cooldown time for Kill was 400 seconds, even with the 20% decrease in cooldown time from Braham’s Boots. The experiment had to be postponed because the cooldown time of Kill wasn’t over yet.


  “Blacksmith’s Rage!”


  Grid’s attack power and attack speed rose! He wielded Dainsleif with all his strength.


  Pepepepeong!


  Depending on the angle with which Grid swung Dainsleif, sword energies with different shapes were fired.


  It was impossible for the guardian to evade due to having its movement speed slowed by Wave. the Awakened Guardian of the Forest was unable to defend against all attacks with its shell and started to scream again.


  “Amazing!”


  “Viscount Grid is invincible…”


  Romeo and the soldiers were thrilled. The powerful Guardian of the Forest was being one-sidedly turned into a turtle inside its shell. Grid truly seemed to transcend human limits. But this transcendent dignity was only temporary.


  [The duration of Transcend is over.]


  The cooldown time was 50 minutes, while the duration was only 30 seconds. 


  “Pant pant…”


  After constantly attacking for 30 seconds, Grid stopped and suffered from the stamina loss. Despite his high persistence stat, he was exhausted and gasping for breath. However, his expression was relaxed.


  ‘It is almost over.’


  The awakened guardian only had a quarter of its health left. After being hit by Transcended Link, it started to use its minerals as a shield, but it was useless. Grid’s power in Transcend mode was so overwhelming that its health kept falling.


  The cooldown time for Kill was almost over, so it was time to finish this. Grid recovered his breathing as he slowly descended.


  “I will collect it.”


  Grid was ready to take out his pickaxe. However, he overlooked the fact that night was coming.


  Kikik. Kkikikikik.


  Grid descended to the ground because he believed that he had caught the awakened guardian when it suddenly made a strange sound. As the surroundings darkened, the red eyes turned blue and the blue orichalcum on its body started to turn purple.


  “What? What are you trying to do?”


  Grid frowned as he sensed the change. Then there was an explosion of magic power from the transformed awakened guardian.


  Kwaaaang!


  “Ouch!”


  The explosion seemed like it would blow the entire forest away. Grid was blown away by the aftermath of the explosion just before he landed on the ground, then he rotated several times as he was thrown into the forest.


  Ku tang tang tang! Kwa kwang!


  “Ouch…”


  Grid fell onto some rocks and shuddered with pain. He was covered with volcanic ash that poured from the shaking trees. Grid spat out the ash in his mouth and cursed.


  “That crazy bastard… Eh?”


  Grid murmured as he rose from his spot.


  Kwang! Kwang! The speed of the awakened guardian rushing through the forest couldn’t be compared to before. But Grid didn’t feel any tension.


  Jjejeong!


  The rotating pavranium defended against the fists and kicks of the awakened guardian.


  The awakened guardian attempted to strike through gaps in the pavranium, but the wall of defense developed by the pavranium was absolute. They successfully defended against the awakened guardian’s lightning speed attacks.


  Grid snorted. “Isn’t it amazing? This is the power of items.”


  Kiyaaaaaah!


  The awakened guardian yelled like it didn’t like his words. Then a blue flash emerged from its open mouth.


  Jeeeong!


  The pavranium shook as they blocked the flash. They became stiff and didn’t move, just like when they defended against Jishuka’s arrow. This was bad. Grid’s face tensed for the first time.


  Kikik. Kik.


  The awakened guardian made a sound like it was laughing and shot past the pavranium. Grid didn’t stay still. He defended against the kick flying towards his abdomen with Dainsleif.


  Chaaeng!


  [The durability of +5 Dainsleif (Reproduction) has been reduced by 46.]


  ‘What?’


  Before the change, Dainsleif’s durability had dropped by 37 when he defended against the guardian’s attack. But now it dropped by another 20%. Looking at this numerically, it meant that the guardian’s attack power had increased by 20%.


  ‘What is this?’


  Grid was confused by the strengthened guardian before noticing the darkness that was around him. It was night. He recalled some of the descriptions written about Failure.


  ‘Attack power +20% in dark places.’


  ‘Due to the nature of the blue orichalcum, it becomes stronger in the dark.’


  “…Should I have come in the morning?”


  After entering the Grey Forest in the afternoon, he had wasted time by hunting monsters, including the poison flowers and goblin lord.


  Chaaeng! Chaaeng!


  “How rotten!”


  Grid pledged that next time he would come in the morning, as he defended against the awakened guardian’s onslaught. Dainsleif boasted a maximum durability of 500. It was experiencing continuous durability loss and started cracking.


  During that time, pavranium recovered and started to protect Grid again. However, the guardian had already found the method to disable it. It fired the blue flash at the pavranium again.


  “Damn! Damn!”


  Grid’s personality started to be revealed under his confusion and agitation. He lost his coolness. The awakened guardian stretched like it was making fun of him. Kik. There was a strange noise like a laugh.


  It was an obvious provocation!


  “You dog bastard!”


  The moment that Grid was about to completely lose control of his thinking power.


  [The effect of the composure stat is activated.]


  His 400 points in composure showed an effect. Grid instantly recovered his cool thanks to it. A greatsword user focused on attacks that used its weight to deal damage.


  Peeeeok!


  Grid didn’t defend against the flying fist. 


  [You have suffered 7,300 damage.]


  Immediately after the hit,


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  He swung his greatsword with all his strength.


  Kwaang!


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 7,700 damage to the target.]


  Peeok!


  [You have suffered 7,250 damage.]


  A hit once again.


  [You have dealt 3,900 damage to the target.]


  He hit back.


  “Yes, let’s see who dies first!”


  Grid was originally a person whose control sucked. His combat method was simple. Hit, be hit, drink potions and hit again.


  [You have suffered 7,140 damage.]


  [You have dealt 3,920 damage to the target.]


  [You have taken a high-grade health potion. 8,000 health will be restored.]


  [You have suffered 7,300 damage.]


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 7,810 damage to the target.]


  [You have been hit by a lethal blow!]


  [You have suffered 15,600 damage.]


  Hit! Be hit! Drink potion!


  Then at this moment,


  [The effect of Doran’s Ring has been activated.]


  [The option of the Holy Light Armor has been activated.]


  [23,400 health has been restored.]


  The power of his items was revealed.


  Kkik?


  The awakened guardian panicked. The more it fought the intruder, the weaker it was becoming, while the intruder seemed the same.


  Buuong.


  The guardian was disadvantaged every time it was hit, so it became cautious. It avoided the big greatsword and tried to counterattack when Grid’s back was exposed. Then it was surprised. It was because Grid had been moving in one direction, but he suddenly turned towards the opposite direction.


  Chaaeng!


  The guardian flinched as it was hit in the waist.


  Tong! Grid’s right foot left the ground. He used that reaction to raise Dainsleif, which was stuck in the awakened guardian’s waist.


  Kwajak!


  The body of the awakened guardian was thrown into the air. Unlike the past, Grid now had some level of control.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship…!”


  He planned to trigger the final blow while the guardian was defenseless in the air.


  Kiyaaaaaah!


  The guardian’s survival instincts woke up! It didn’t want to die alone so it instead aimed the blue flash from its mouth towards Grid.


  “Kill!”


  Peeeeeong!


  The greatsword shattered the head of the awakened guardian.


  Puoook!


  The blue flash pierced Grid’s heart.


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  Grid lived.


  On the other hand, the awakened guardian’s head was destroyed and turned into grey light. Blue orichalcum ore was scattered all over the place, seeming more beautiful than ant jewel in the moonlight.


  [Under two full moons, you have defeated the Awakened Guardian of the Forest!]


  [14 pieces of blue orichalcum have been acquired.]


  [3 pieces of purple orichalcum have been acquired.]


  [The Amethyst Shield has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level…]


  [You have reached level 200!]


  [Your stats have awakened and the unique features of all stats will improve.]


  “…How rotten.”


  Flop!


  The joy of gaining levels and items only lasted for a short moment! Grid flopped down without any hesitation.  Then he started lamenting on the ground. The enemy was so strong that he had focused on the battle and forgot about the pickaxe. It was a matter of huge regret for him.
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  Grid started appraising the items he acquired after the struggle with the awakened guardian.


  [Blue Orichalcum]


  Orichalcum is a mineral born with the power of moonlight and the Guardian of the Forest. 


  It is impossible to erode the Guardian of the Forest’s magic power, but it has the best hardness and strength among all minerals.


  It is lightweight and becomes much stronger in darkness.


  * Advanced blacksmith skills are required to smelt it.


  Weight: 3


  [Purple Orichalcum]


  A mineral that can only be obtained when the Guardian of the Forest has awakened under two full moons.


  It holds a unique magic power that boosts attack power and magic power. But unlike the blue orichalcum, its strength is extremely poor. 


  It isn’t suitable as a raw material for battle gear. However, it is a good material to use for making accessories.


  * The blacksmith skill must be mastered to smelt it.


  Weight: 1


  [Amethyst Shield]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 200  Defense: 200  Magic Resistance: 200


  A beautiful shield that shines purple, red or black depending on the angle. It is a symbolic piece that is awarded only to the head of the Red Knights. 


  It is an item lost three years ago when Piaro, who was framed as a traitor by Asmophel, fled to the Eternal Kingdom.


  The third prince of the Saharan Empire is looking for this shield. It is recommended that you bring it to him.


  Conditions of Use: Red Knights Leader.


  Weight: 350


  [A hidden function doesn’t exist.]


  “I’m getting goosebumps.”


  Grid noted that the awakened guardian dropped exactly 14 blue orichalcum. He shuddered at the thought. A total of 15 blue orichalcum ores were needed to make Failure. However, only 14 blue orichalcum ores were dropped, as if someone knew this and wanted to mess with him.


  “I would rather it give a lot less than 15 than to be teased like this and missing just one ore of blue orichalcum..”


  What if he hadn’t obtained three blue orichalcum from Administrator Valdi a few months ago? Wouldn’t he be lacking just one material to make Failure?


  “It is enormous.”


  Grid calmed his agitated heart and turned to the purple orihalcum.


  ‘Accessories…’


  Grid currently had two accessories. One was Doran’s Ring, while the other was the Ring of Pledge obtained from his marriage.


  [Ring of Pledge.]


  Rating: Unique


  A token of eternal love.


  You will be in a ‘happy’ state when you are with your spouse. Movement speed will increase by 8% and all stats will increase by 30 points.


  * Depending on your spouse’s liking, the emotion when you are with your spouse will change. Happiness, joy, contentment, normal, dissatisfaction, depression and hate. There are a total of seven emotions, and the Ring of Pledge can have different effects depending on the emotions.


  If you spend a hot night with your partner while wearing this ring, the experience of all skills will rise by 10%.


  * A hot night is only available once a month.


  When wearing the ring, the affinity of all NPCs of the opposite sex other than your spouse won’t easily increase.


  If you are caught by your spouse not wearing the ring, your spouse’s liking will fall by 90% and their chances of becoming pregnant will decrease dramatically.


  Weight: 0.1


  Doran’s Ring had proven its effectiveness several times and was certainly a fraudulent accessory. But the Ring of Pledge was different.


  The additional effects were only applied when he was with his spouse, and the increase in skills experience was only available once a month. It also wasn’t easy to accumulate affinity with NPCs of the opposite sex if he wore this ring.


  To be honest, he didn’t need to wear it unless he was with Irene. But Grid had no intention of taking it off. He didn’t want to take the risk, since Irene’s liking would drop significantly if she discovered it.


  He was usually an unlucky person, even if his luck had increased these days. Let’s not take the ring off.


  Rather, the NPC could get pregnant? Satisfy went this far with the simulation? Grid thought it would be fun in many ways.


  ‘Discovering my child’s talents, educating them and helping them grow…?’


  But it took more than a decade to raise a child. Considering the disparity of female users, the second generation system didn’t seem to play a very important role.


  “Um… I should create a necklace with the purple orichalcum.”


  He could wear multiple rings, but only one necklace. Therefore, the performance of necklaces was overall better than rings. Grid easily made a decision.


  “Okay, okay. A necklace is good.” 


  He would need the help of a jeweler to make the accessory. He decided to ask Khan for a recommendation, then he looked over at the Amethyst Shield.


  “This is a quest item.”


  It was the thing he was most nervous about. Grid remembered when he met Piaro in Kesan Canyon after obtaining Pagma’s Swordsmanship.


  ‘He wanted to punish Asmophel, who framed him as a traitor.’


  Asmophel was in the Saharan Empire.


  ‘Someday, I will visit the third prince in the Saharan Empire… At that time, I will meet Piaro and proceed with the Asmophel quest.’


  The Saharan Empire was very far away. It couldn’t be reached easily, so Grid placed the Amethyst Shield in a corner of his inventory for the future.


  Romeo and the soldiers approached.


  “Are you okay?”


  They were worried. They witnessed with their own eyes that Grid was hit by a powerful flash before the awakened guardian died. They had expected Grid to die.  Grid assured them of his safety.


  “Have you forgotten that I received the blessing from god? I can’t die.” After his simple and clear answer, he patted Romeo’s shoulder with a sad expression. “Deck’s death was a shame. I’m sorry I couldn’t protect him.”


  Grid sincerely meant it.  He was friends with Khan and his wife was Irene, so NPCs were like humans to Grid. Deck was a promising young knight, so it was tragic that he died here.


  Romeo was in tears, “His bravery will be remembered by everyone here.”


  Deck had saved the lives of many soldiers on the way here. The soldiers silently promised that they would never forget him. At that moment, the sharp cry of a beast was heard from the sky.


  “What is this?”


  “G-Gargoyle?”


  A huge shape could be seen in the night sky. The flapping sound of the wings seemed like a griffon or gargoyle at first. Then the red body was revealed by the moonlight. It was a drake. An adult drake could grow up to 4m and they were rare monsters so strong that the griffons and gargoyles couldn’t be compared. 


  They was a lower branch of dragons that even had the nickname of King of the Sky. There was a surprising figure on its back.


  “My Liege, have you been well in the meantime?”


  It was Huroi, who obtained a second class thanks to Grid. There was a heavy wind as he landed. Then Grid greeted him, “Hasn’t it been a while? You have grown a lot.”


  Grid eyed Huroi’s combat power. 10,000. It was 2,000 more than Knight Romeo.


  ‘He is over level 200.’


  He was ahead of others despite having the non-combat class of orator.  Despite his excellent gaming talent, he was affected by the limitations of his class. Now that he had his second class, he was able to stare at the position of ranker.


  “This is all thanks to My Liege.”


  In the past, Grid hated Huroi. But not anymore. His perception changed after the two-man raid.


  Grid smiled at him, “I’m glad that you didn’t forget about me. You should repay my grace by serving me.”


  “Huh?”


  Indeed, it was a reunion after a long time. It was around 4~5 months in Satisfy time. Huroi wanted to talk to Grid about what they had been doing in the meantime. He wanted to explain how he got the drake and his fantastic adventures. He also wanted to hear about how Grid became the husband of a noble lady.


  However, Grid wasn’t interested in talking. There were only around 100 users among the two billion in Satisfy who could control a drake, the strongest pets.


  “Go hunt the frostlight orcs.”


  “…?”


  Why did he need to go hunt mobs? Grid explained the reason to the confused Huroi,


  “Don’t they drop sylphid scales? I need you to gather at least 28. While the drop rate is low, you should be able to collect it if you hunt for 10 days or so.”


  Grid planned to make the invisibility cloak. The correct name was Hooded Zip Up. It required 20 sylphid scales in order to produce it. Before obtaining Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Grid hunted for sylphid scales but had to give up after only obtaining 12.


  While he had to give up, now Huroi had come.


  ‘I will create two: one for my use and one to sell to others.’


  “…”


  Huroi recalled the hellish memory of being held in Winston’s dungeon for almost 200 hours. 


  ‘Grid showed up when I was in despair and offered me the hand of salvation.’


  He also recalled the frostlight orc chief raid.


  ‘I was stunned and about to be hit by the orc chief, then he protected me.’


  The more he looked, the bigger Grid’s help was. He would be pleased to repay the favor.


  “Then I will go.”


  It was a tremendous bleeding to be tied to one hunting ground for 10 days when he was aiming to be a ranker. Therefore, Huroi was ready to leave with no delays. Grid stopped him.


  “Walk instead of flying.”


  “Huh?”


  Grid pointed to Romeo and the soldiers, “If you fly, they won’t be able to follow you.”


  “What…?”


  “Take these people and train them while hunting.”  


  “…”


  “You don’t want to?”


  “…No.”


  In the end, he was forced to walk on the ground despite having a drake. It would waste a considerable amount of time. Was that all? He was also supposed to be the soldiers’ babysitter. But there was nothing he could do. He had sworn to repay all that Grid had done for him.


  The descendants of Blue Wolf didn’t take oaths lightly. Huroi intended to faithfully carry out Grid’s orders.


  “He has good timing.”


  Grid hummed as Huroi and the soldiers left. He wanted to make the Hooded Zip Up, but the drop rate was so low there wasn’t much merit in hunting them directly. It would waste too much time.


  He was grateful that Huroi appeared when he did.


  ‘Sooner or later, I will make you a good item. So don’t be too upset.’


  Grid had a lot of room to spare after getting rid of his debt, so he was much less selfish than before. He had no intention of one-sidedly having Huroi do everything for him. Sooner or later, Grid was planning to give him a surprise.


  “Now… First of all, I need to make Failure.”


  Grid’s body rose in the air. It was much slower than the drake, but his flying speed was still fast. The destination was Khan’s smithy.


  A few hours later.


  A man appeared in the deepest part of the Grey Forest. He looked at the place where the traces of battle still hadn’t disappeared.


  “What? The Awakened Guardian of the Forest isn’t at a level that the Tzedakah Guild can defeat.”


  Had someone within the top 5 of the unified rankings arrived here before him?


  “Tsk, I wasted my time thanks to this. I can’t come here every four months, so I missed my chance.”


  The man who disappeared into the forest had the ID of ‘Agnus’ above his head.
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  Grid returned!


  As soon as she heard the news, Jishuka rushed to Khan’s smithy from Winston Castle.


  ‘Is he in a very angry state?’


  She imagined that Grid would be very frustrated by the Awakened Guardian of the Forest.


  ‘In the future, he should pay attention to the guild community.’


  She judged that it was a perfect opportunity to teach Grid about refusing even the basic communications and to fix his habit of doing personal actions. But what was this?


  “Jishuka? Why are you here?” Grid had a bright expression.


  ‘Why isn’t he depressed about failing the raid due to lack of information?’


  Jishuka was surprised by his unexpected appearance and asked, “Did you do the Guardian of the Forest raid?”


  “How did you know? That’s right.”


  “…Were you successful?”


  “Of course.” Grid replied like it was no big deal.


  ‘What? Did the Guardian of the Forest not awaken?’


  Grid complained to the bewildered Jishuka, “But why did the guardian awaken? I suffered because it was a bit too strong.”


  “Huh?”


  Jishuka was at a loss for words.


  ‘He really beat the Awakened Guardian of the Forest? With no more than two knights and 100 soldiers?’


  It seemed like a lie. Jishuka dubiously opened the guild information window. Then she checked Grid’s level. Grid had been level 180 just yesterday, and now he was level 200. The fact that he succeeded in the Awakened Guardian of the Forest raid wasn’t false.


  ‘It’s outrageous.’


  She knew that the legendary class, Pagma’s Descendant was fraudulent. Apart from having a legendary blacksmith skill, Grid could demonstrate a level of combat similar to rare combat classes and could wear any equipment.


  Just that. That alone was a scam. However, the fraudulent legendary class was more than her imagination.


  ‘Isn’t one Grid bigger than the sum of all our guild members?’


  She calculated that it was impossible to defeat the awakened guardian with the current power of the Tzedakah Guild. But Grid succeeded in the raid alone.


  Jishuka was mistaken. Reality was different.


  The reason that Grid could take care of the awakened guardian relatively easily was thanks to pavranium and Braham’s Boots. He was able to win because he blocked the guardian’s attacks with the pavranium, then he attacked the defenseless guardian from the air.


  What if Grid fought against the entire guild? He couldn’t shield himself from all the attacks with just two pieces of pavranium, and he wouldn’t be able to defend against firepower in the sky. There was the five seconds of invulnerability, but that couldn’t last long against so many people.


  The Tzedakah Guild were powerful and composed of a variety of classes, allowing them various tactical combinations. It would be too much for Grid alone to overwhelm the Tzedakah Guild. But Jishuka didn’t know the details and misunderstood Grid.


  ‘This is beyond a balance collapse. Isn’t it at the level of a bug?’


  She started to worry. There were some spies from the Yatan Church in Bairan Village. She didn’t know when there would be a massive raid from the Yatan Church in retaliation for defeating Malacus. Was it okay to let Grid’s power be used as just a blacksmith in this situation?


  Jishuka felt greedy for Grid’s combat ability.


  “Grid, do you want to migrate to Bairan…?”


  “Jishuka.”


  The two people spoke at the same time. Grid wasn’t interested in what Jishuka had to say. He didn’t give her a chance to speak as he continued.


  “If there isn’t anything special, can you go? I personally have something to do.”


  “…”


  Grid was the guild’s blacksmith. He was obliged to produce their items. But he kept doing personal activities. Jishuka felt like shouting, but she suddenly changed her mind. 


  ‘There were no conditions when he joined and I promised him freedom, so maybe he will leave if I push too much?’


  Jishuka bent over slightly. She slightly emphasized her chest. She had grasped from the beginning that Grid was vulnerable to large breasts.


  ‘I will make him out of his mind first.’


  She thought it would be simple to make Grid dazed, but he didn’t even blink. He had lost his virginity, so breasts didn’t affect him as much as before.


  “What? You aren’t going?”


  “Eh? Y-Yes. I’m going.” Jishuka turned red with embarrassment before his reaction was too cold. She covered her chest with both hands and ran away from the smithy. “Bah, what is this? Was he better as an idiot?”


  Two months ago, Grid was stupid, stingy, and easy to handle. But now that his personality had changed, he was hard to deal with. It made her sad.


  “Just because you have become a little big? Idiot!”


  Jishuka walked down the street and angrily kicked a flower pot. She was a beautiful and famous celebrity, and she acted in public, so rumors spread in minutes. There were even articles on the Internet.


  [Tzedakah’s guild master creating a disturbance on the street.]


  [According to the testimony of a witness, a man is believed to have broken her heart.]


  [(Column) Jishuka is sexy even when angry! Let’s explore her charms!]


  [Jishuka’s love is the martial artist Regas?]


  [Jishuka has received a Hollywood love call…]


  The day was filled with gossip about one of Satisfy’s two beauties, Jishuka.


  However, Grid was inside Khan’s smithy and didn’t know what was happening out in the world. He wasted time due to Jishuka’s arrival, so he quickly moved towards the furnace. Then he took out the hammer he had been using for a long time.


  [Unknown Blacksmith’s Hammer]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 350/350  Attack Power: 70~80 


  Odds of Making a Rare Rated Item: +17% 


  Odds of Making an Epic Rated Item: +7%


  A blacksmith’s hammer made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, but his experience and reputation is somewhat lacking.


  This is a hammer produced by the craftsman himself, so it isn’t suitable for other blacksmiths to use. 


  Conditions of Use: Pagma’s Descendant


  Weight: 80


  ‘This is lacking.’


  Currently, he had 17 blue orichalcum. He only had one chance to produce Failure. Grid wanted to raise his odds as much as possible.


  ‘Failure is a supreme weapon. I have to finish it with the highest rating.’


  That’s right. Grid wanted to complete Failure with a legendary rating.


  [Failure] 


  Rating: Unique ~ Legendary


  Failure was an item that was guaranteed to have a unique rating when produced. The basic performance was fraudulent, so a unique rating didn’t change the fact that it was an absolute weapon.


  However, human greed was endless! Grid would feel like it was lacking if he completed it with a unique rating.


  ‘I’ll finish it with a legendary rating.’


  What was the key to making a legendary rated item? Grid had produced thousands of items. He always did his best. He invested at least 20 hours into making one item. However, the experience of obtaining satisfactory results was small enough to fit in one hand. He only made three legendary items, while normal and rare rated items emerged like a factory.


  ‘I have to increase the chances of making legendary items.’


  What did he need to do? It was to make a legendary rated hammer.


  “Let’s make a hammer.”


  It had been a long time since Grid used blacksmith tools instead of a greatsword.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Once started, the flames in the furnace never turned off. Grid also didn’t stop his hammering. Grid solely devoted himself to the task, regardless of whether it was day or not. Due to the heat from the fire and Grid’s enthusiasm, it seemed like Khan’s smithy was on the brink of an explosion.


  “There will be no guests.”


  Khan was concerned about disturbing Grid’s concentration, so he locked the doors of the smithy. Then he did his best to assist Grid.


  Time passed.


  The five hammers that Grid produced were rated normal, rare, epic, rare and rare. Grid was frustrated by the repeated failures.  However, his mentality had matured and tried his best to the end without shaking.


  Then on the fifth day. The item he wanted finally came.


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Hammer]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 550/550  Attack Power: 130~150


  Odds of Making a Rare Rated Item: +30% 


  Odds of Making an Epic Rated Item: +20%


  Odds of Making a Unique Rated Item: +8%


  Odds of Making a Legendary Rated Item: +1%


  * The amount of experience acquired for production related skills will increase.


  A blacksmith’s hammer made by a craftsman with great skills and potential, and is accumulating his experience and reputation.


  This is a hammer produced by the craftsman himself, so it isn’t suitable for other blacksmiths to use. 


  Conditions of Use: Pagma’s Descendant


  Weight: 50


  [An legendary rated item was produced, so all stats have permanently risen by +25 and reputation throughout the continent has risen by +1,000.]


  It was the moment when Grid’s fourth legendary item was born after the Sword of Self-transcendence, Divine Shield, and Thorn of Deep Grievance. Grid frowned, rather than being pleased with the result that was obtained faster than expected.


  “It isn’t much.”


  He couldn’t help being disappointed. The 20% chance of making epic items and 8% chance of making unique items were high enough that they couldn’t be ignored. He was pleased by this outcome. However, he wasn’t pleased that the chance of making a legendary item only increased by 1%.


  ‘I don’t think that a 1% increase will actually help… No, no. This is more than I expected.’


  Grid thought about it positively as possible.  Considering the number of items he had made so far, his chances of making a legendary item had been less than 0.1%. Having this increase by 1% would clearly have a great effect.


  Based on simple calculations, one out of 100 items would be legendary rated, so wasn’t this good? The probability had skyrocketed compared to the thousands he needed to make in the past.


  ‘It’s only the odds, but it’s a lot better than before.’


  Grid didn’t delay. After five days of work, his concentration was at its peak.


  ‘Now…!’


  Grid held the Legendary Blacksmith’s Hammer. Then he started smelting the blue orichalcum.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  His skilled hammering was repeated. The blue orichalcum was delicately tempered.


  “Ohh!”


  Khan was amazed. As Grid hammered, the form of a blue shark slowly appeared on the anvil. Was this hot smithy the cool sea? The shark was lively enough to give off the illusion.


  ‘It is unbelievable.’


  The transparent shark-shaped greatsword was amazing. To Khan, it was far more creative and practical than anything made by the dwarves.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid’s hammering didn’t stop until the sun fell and the moon rose and became faint again. 


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience skill has been activated. Concentration, stamina and defense will rise to the extreme for one hour.]


  Then when the chickens were crying at dawn.


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath has increased the effectiveness of your production items]


  Grid had a rare bright smile.


  [Failure] 


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 1,090/1,090 


  Attack Power: 1,040~2,166   Defense: 80


  * Agility +50


  * There is a low probability of blocking the enemy’s attacks.


  * There is a certain probability of activating the ‘5 Joint Attacks’ skill.


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘Cutting’ skill.


  * The skill ‘Bisect’ will be generated.


  * There will be a fear effect if the enemy is more than 20 levels lower than the user.


  * Attack power +20% in dark places.


  It’s a weapon designed by a legendary blacksmith. It’s a greatsword, but its cutting ability is excellent because of its unique shape. It resembles the predator of the sea, a shark, and gives fear to enemies. The small blades spiking from the sword will increase the defense. 


  Blue orichalcum is used as a material. Its lightness means the attack speed doesn’t fall. Due to the nature of the blue orichalcum, it becomes stronger in the dark.


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher. More than 5,000 strength. Advanced Sword Mastery level 8 or higher.


  Weight: 550 


  Pachichik! Pachichik!


  On the lower edge of the wide sword, the name ‘Grid’ started to be written in cursive. It was the moment when the item that Grid first created as Pagma’s Descendant was revealed to the world.
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  ‘I did it!’


  Grid was successful and felt greater joy than ever.


  All the legendary items he had made so far. The Sword of Self-transcendence, Divine Shield, and Thorn of Deep Grievance were clearly excellent, but not enough to be called the best. They weren’t a match for the unique rated Dainsleif made by Albatino.


  But Failure was different. The item was directly created by Grid and was an undeniably superior weapon. Dainsleif? It was enough to throw Dainsleif to the dogs.


  “It’s different.” Grid was convinced. “Now I am the best.”


  He had the strongest armor set and now he was holding the strongest weapon. Wasn’t he invincible?


  ‘Oh my god… Who would’ve imagined the day would come when a talent-less gamer like me would be like this?’


  It was new. Before becoming Pagma’s Descendant, he had played hard for a year and only reached level 80.


  “In the end…”


  Grip. Grid formed two fists! All of the emotions he had suppressed started to emerge as he shouted.


  “I’m a winner!”


  Top rankers? Game geniuses? They were all destined to be helpless in front of the power of items.


  “Hahahahat! Aren’t I raising my level too quickly? The system isn’t as good as items. Pu~hahahat!”


  If they found out why Grid was laughing, the rankers who were hunting would become angry.


  “Blood Witch Yura? Our next encounter will be different! Now I am better than her? Puhahat! Kek! Kek! Huh?”


  Grid was laughing like crazy when he confirmed the notification windows in front of him.


  [You have proven your potential by making five legendary items.]


  ‘This?’


  The explanation of the Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship said that something special would occur when five legendary rated items were made. The notification windows in front of Grid kept updating.


  [You have grown enough. You are no longer a nameless blacksmith.]


  [All future items you make will be engraved with your initial ‘G.’]


  [It will become known all over the world that Pagma’s Descendant has been born.]


  [Your potential is blooming.] 


  [The penalty that occurs when an item’s usage conditions isn’t met is reduced by 15% per rating.]


  [The penalty of an item’s options being reduced by 50% when an item’s usage conditions isn’t met will disappear.]


  [The speed of item understanding will become two times faster.]


  It was good thus far. The fact that the penalties when wearing items that he didn’t meet the usage conditions were reduced was tremendous. Grid felt like he would have a heart attack from the joy. But…


  [Your growth has deteriorated due to the blossoming of your potential.]


  [The amount of stats acquired when making items will drop.]


  [You won’t acquire any additional stats in the future when making items with a rare rating.]


  [You won’t acquire any additional stats in the future when making items with an epic rating.]


  [When unique rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +4.]


  [When legendary rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +10.]


  “…”


  So far, Grid was awarded +2 to all stats when making a rare rated item, +4 to all stats for an epic item, +12 to all stats for a unique item and +25 to all stats when making a legendary item. But what was this? His potential blossoming(he read it as depleted), caused the amount of additional stats obtained from making items to drop significantly.


  “Dammit…!”


  It caused damage in the long-term. It wasn’t just damage, but huge damage.


  “Ahhhhhhh! These damn operators!”


  Why were they making the boundaries of a legendary class so blatant? This was a balance patch for Grid, but he couldn’t help screaming. Meanwhile, the notification windows were being renewed.


  [The class of Pagma’s Descendant will be revealed to the world. Do you want to register for the rankings and announce that you are Pagma’s Descendant?]


  If it was the Grid in the past, he would’ve said YES because he wanted to be a celebrity. But now it was different.


  “I don’t want to.”


  The famous people in the Tzedakah Guild, including Jishuka, suffered from huge crowds wherever they went. Grid witnessed it several times and now he had no desire to be a celebrity.


  ‘In the first place, it’s more profitable to make money from items than from the broadcasting fees.’


  [You won’t be registered in the rankings.]


  [The information for the Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship skill has been updated.]


  [(Witness of God’s Weapon) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill]


  Lv.3 (87.1%)


  Produce equipment items that you know how to make.


  You can create the production methods for a new item with the ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation’ skill.


  You can produce myth rated items.


  There is a high probability of producing rare~ epic rated items.


  There is a certain probability of creating unique rated items.


  There is a rare probability of creating legendary rated items.


  There is a very rare probability of making myth grade items.


  * All stats of a production items will increase by 17%.


  * When unique rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +4 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +150.


  * When legendary rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +10 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +500.


  * When myth rated items are produced, your reputation throughout the continent will rise by +1,000.


  * Something special will occur with every five legendary items created. (Currently 5/10)


  “… This is real. It really isn’t a joke…”


  The skill description was miserable compared to before. Grid noted that special effects would occur every time he made five legendary items.


  “Legendary items? I won’t make them.”


  The special events seemed to be a balance patch.


  ‘In fact, it isn’t quite rotten.’


  There were advantages, such as the reduced item penalties. The next special effect might be even better. As he was trying to think positively, the final notification windows appeared.


  [You currently have 11,830 reputation throughout the continent. You can use the Reputation Store when your reputation reaches over 3,000.] 


  [Reputation Store]


  A special store for all users. It is possible to purchase goods with reputation. 


  There are many rare items, so please be sure to use it.


  The store’s location will periodically change.


  The system notified him of the existence of the reputation store only after the reputation that could be obtained from making an item dropped? Wasn’t this deliberately making fun of people?


  Grid’s face turned red, “These operators @$&*(!~$#@#!!~@*!”


  “…”


  After making the strongest item. Khan watched Grid as he ran amok in joy and then anger.


  ‘It has been a while since I’ve seen this…’


  ***


  S.A. Group’s headquarters.


  Yoon Nahee and her team members were watching the monitor. They watched the moment when Grid made the legendary rated Failure. The team members let out sounds of admiration.


  “Wow, amazing. A legendary rated item popped up straight away?”


  “He normally makes normal and rare items, so isn’t his luck good these days? He’s a late bloomer. Kilkil.”


  Yoon Sangmin spoke from a corner. “Now that he has obtained the strongest legendary weapon, the balance will collapse rapidly.”


  Team Leader Yoon Nahee shook her head. “Rather , the balance will be adjusted.”


  The monitor changed to Grid’s viewpoint. They were able to see the list of notification windows that were being updated.


  “He now acquires less stats and reputation when making an item. Well, isn’t this too delayed?” Yoon Sangmin sneered at Grid.


  The team members wondered.


  “Don’t you know? Satisfy’s system has already been established. Unless a new episode or event-driven quest is added, there is no need to add a patch to the existing system.”


  “Then what is this? Is this skill change scheduled?”


  Yoon Nahee nodded, “That’s right. Pagma’s Descendant isn’t a pure combat class. Its combat ability is lower than other legendary classes, but it can’t grow infinitely by enjoying the stat boost effect. Well… Based on the current situation, I don’t think that his combat ability will be pushed in comparison to the other legendary classes…”


  The problem was that Grid was an unlucky person. According to supercomputer Morpheus’ predictions, Pagma’s Descendant should’ve made five legendary items three months ago and not gained as many stats.


  But Grid was so unlucky that he couldn’t make legendary items. No matter how hard he tried, he only made low rated items. Therefore, Grid had a much longer stats-synergistic effect than Morpheus predicted, turning bad luck into good luck.


  “I don’t know if he is lucky or unlucky…”


  By this time, the whole word started to shake. It was the aftermath of the shocking message that appeared to all users who connected to Satisfy.


  [A successor to Pagma’s techniques and will has emerged. He is the only legend in the world who can produce legendary items.]


  Breaking news, breaking news, breaking news! A feast of breaking news. The media in each country made a fuss.


  [Who is Pagma?]


  [Pagma, a legendary blacksmith and master of the sword!]


  [Is Pagma’s Descendant a legendary class?]


  [It is estimated to be a legendary thanks to the phrase ‘legendary.’]


  [The only legendary item maker!]


  [The first legendary class out of two billion users has appeared!]


  [(Column) What is the power of a legendary class?]


  [The 1st ranked blacksmith Panmir, ‘I am not Pagma’s Descendant.’]


  [The top guilds are already in action to find Pagma’s Descendant…]


  [Is Pagma’s Descendant the creator of the Special Jaffa Arrow?]


  [The possessor of the third epic class, Katz. ‘Pagma’s Descendant? The legendary class is just a blacksmith. It’s nothing in front of the Blood Warrior. I’ll give him enough money to become my personal blacksmith.’ Katz’ arrogant remark!]


  It was at the level of panic. The reaction was different compared to when the epic classes were announced. The S.A. Group judged that the atmosphere was being overheated from one topic and took action.


  “Immediately activate the quests for the national competition in the game. It will disperse people’s attention.” Lim Cheolho commanded.


  At that moment, a new notification window appeared in front of all users in Satisfy.


  [In two months of real time, a national competition will be held in honor of each country. Participants will be recruited. Prove your abilities by completing in-game quests.] 


  The gaze of the media started to shift.


  [Various event quests have been created in the game. There are special rewards just for participating in the quests?]


  [The S.A. Group’s national competition will be hosted in South Korea!] 


  [The national competition will include events like a boss raid, PvP, pet marathon, breaking through a labyrinth, various production games, siege, etc…]


  [Chairman Lim Cheolho. ‘If you are selected as a national representative, there will be tremendous rewards.’]


  [(Column) The first legendary class, Pagma’s Descendant. Will he also participate in the national competition?]


  [What country is Pagma’s Descendant from?]


  [The country that Pagma’s Descendant belongs to will be the national champion.]


  In the end, the attention of the press and public opinion once again focused on Pagma’s Descendant. 


  At Khan’s smithy.


  Grid was doing his own work, regardless of the world’s interest. It was due to Jishuka’s request.


  “It is highly likely that there will be a war with the Yatan Church. We need your skills. I hope that you can produce items for all guild members within a month.”


  “One month? Hey, then I won’t have time to participate in the event quests.”


  “Omo? Do you plan to compete in the national competition? Can you cope with the storm that will happen once your identity is revealed? Pag.ma’s De.scend.ant?”


  “…It is too annoying.”


  The most desperate person was Vantner.


  “Grid! My armor!”


  [You have learned how to make the Wave Armor.]


  [Wave Armor]


  Rating: Rare ~ Legendary


  Rare Rating Information:


  Durability: 420/420   Defense: 531   Movement Speed: -8%


  * Reduces the damage received by 40% if your health is above 90%.


  * Increases defense against cutting attacks by 15%.


  Epic Rating Information:


  Durability: 455/455   Defense: 575   Movement Speed: -7%


  * Reduces the damage received by 45% if your health is above 80%.


  * Increases defense against cutting attacks by 20%.


  * There is a small chance of invalidating the cutting attack.


  Unique Rating Information:


  Durability: 493/493   Defense: 631   Movement Speed: -6%


  * Reduces the damage received by 50% if your health is above 70%.


  * Increases defense against cutting attacks by 25%.


  * There is a certain chance of invalidating the cutting attack.


  Legendary Rating Information:


  Durability: 574/574   Defense: 694   Movement Speed: -4%


  * Reduces the damage received by 60% if your health is above 60%.


  * Increases defense against cutting attacks by 30%.


  * There is a high chance of invalidating the cutting attack.


  As armor made of black iron, it is several times lighter and stronger than steel. 


  There is a wave pattern on the entire armor to deflect the enemy’s attack. 


  User Restriction: Level 240 or higher. More than 500 strength. Advanced Heavy Armor Mastery level 2 or higher.


  Weight: 1,920


  “Okay, I understand, I understand.”


  Grid finally returned to his responsibilities. He would be stuck in the smithy, but he wasn’t frustrated at all.


  ‘Anyway, I am the best.’


  Unlike other rankers, he didn’t have to rush around and hunt. For the time being, he would concentrate on making money and having a leisurely time. Grid enjoyed the feeling of being in seclusion, like a martial artist hermit.


  Meanwhile, a long limousine arrived in front of Shin Youngwoo’s house. The owner of the limousine was a person Youngwoo knew all too well.
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  By the end of February.


  The spring vacation of the Young Ladies High School was also ending. Sehee’s new semester of her second year in high school would start in a few days, so she was studying hard today.


  Hobbies? Travel? Dating? She had no interest at all.  She simply enjoyed leisurely activities like jogging in the morning and yoga in the evening. Even that was just to maintain her condition for studying.


  Sehee only devoted herself to studying. Why was she so obsessed with studying? 


  It was because of her brother, Youngwoo.


  Her brother didn’t have any talent in studying and he didn’t stand out in any particular field. His only advantage was his patience, but after he went to university, she became worried about his future because he became lazy.


  She expected him to improve after going to the army, but he actually worsened. Rather than going back to study, he fell into a game called Satisfy and got into debt. Their parents were worried. The two of them sighed because her brother’s future was becoming dimmer every day.


  ‘I have to take care of Oppa.’


  Was it because she grew up watching her pitiful and useless brother? Sehee grew up at an early age because of her brother. In middle school, she became determined to look after her parents and brother.


  ‘I’ll study hard on behalf of Oppa. I will succeed and become responsible for my parents and Oppa.’


  Unlike her brother, Sehee was talented. She was a good student, went to the prestigious Young Ladies High School and had top grades in the nation. Her ultimate goal was simple. She planned to graduate from the best university, get a good job, earn a high salary, and support her parents and brother.


  ‘Oppa can believe in me.’


  She continued studying while thinking so. However, a problem occurred not long ago. Her brother changed. Her brother suddenly become economically self-sustaining in a certain area.


  That’s right, it was Satisfy.  Ironically, it was the game that ate some of her brother’s youth. Her brother succeeded in the game and cleared his debt. He repaid not only his debt, but their father’s debt as well. Then he gave their parents hundreds of millions of allowance for their comfort.


  One day, her brother said to her, “In one year, I will buy a 10 billion won building. We can rent it out and our family can live happily for the rest of our lives.”


  Sehee was proud of her brother who succeeded in changing. She was delighted. On the other hand, she was also worried.


  ‘It isn’t a bluff…’


  He had the ability to afford it, but her brother had bought a 800 million won foreign car as soon as he made money. She knew that rich people often lost their wealth due to a lack of economic sense. Sehee was worried that her brother would quickly lose his wealth. In addition, she was also concerned about his relationship with girls.


  ‘If he is too ostentatious…’


  There were many women who would be attracted to a man driving a 800 million won foreign car. But wasn’t her brother someone with no dating experience? He would be easy to fool.


  “Sigh… I would feel more comfortable if I am with Oppa.”


  She wanted to watch over her brother 24 hours a day. Sehee had an unusual obsession with her brother, probably because she had been taking responsibility for him for several years already.


  “Huh?”


  She was sitting at her desk when she turned her gaze towards the window. It was noisy outside.


  ‘Is it a celebrity?’


  Men, women and children were making a fuss on the street. Sehee approached the window to see what the fuss was about. Then she frowned.


  ‘Why is she here…?”


  She had a bad feeling.


  ***


  000-0 Street, XX Neighbourhood, Geumcheon-gu.


  The neighbourhood consisted of ordinary people, but it had been noisy lately. It was because an expensive foreign car appeared in front of the Shin house, whose occupants operated a vegetable store. The residents of the area were interested in the car and examined it.


  “That is the 13th model from B Company. It is 800 million won.”


  “Wow, I’m shaking. Shin ahjussi, did he sell a lot of cabbages? How did he afford this car?”


  “It looks like his son is driving it, not Shin ahjussi…”


  “Eh? Doesn’t he usually dress in sweats like an unemployed bum? Where did he get the money to drive a car like this?”


  “He must’ve won the lotto.”


  “Kung… He paid off his debt and bought a car like that, I think he really did win the lotto.”


  “I won’t be able to afford it even if I die working~ Life is unfair.” 


  “Well… I buy five lotto tickets every week, but I never win… Perhaps I should buy 10 tickets every week.”


  The weekend. The residents were walking in front of the Shin family’s house. There were many people enjoying the spring weather, and they continued commenting on Youngwoo’s car. Then a vehicle entered the neighborhood. The eyes of the residents’ widened.


  “What is this…?”


  It was a large limousine that was 8.5m long. The ordinary people stared as the gorgeous white car stopped in front of the Shin house. It was the moment when the locals forgot about B Company’s 13 series.


  Clink.


  Three burly men descended from the vehicle. Two of them looked around, while the other one ran to the back seat and opened the door. Then a woman appeared. The woman boasted such overwhelming beauty that the flowers lining the street faded at once. It was like she was the only thing shining in the world. The scenery seemed grey beside her.


  “Wow…”


  “That woman?”


  The residents captivated by her unrealistic beauty belatedly realized her identity. She was Yura, who was praised as the ‘Jewel of South Korea.’


  A frenzy occurred.


  “Wow! I can’t believe it! Yura! Yura!”


  “Yura unni! Please sign this!”


  “A photo! Can I have a photo?”


  “Yura! Will you marry me?”


  “Ahh… I never thought the day would come when I can see Yura in real life… I don’t care if I die right now…”


  “She is even prettier than her photos. Truly a goddess.”


  It was the level of a riot. People started to rapidly gather after hearing the noise. But the three bodyguards that came with Yura were the aces of the industry. They efficiently occupied the space, allowing three people to control dozens of people. Thanks to this, Yura was able to ring the doorbell of the Shin home without being disturbed.


  “Heok… Why is Yura at the Shin house?”


  “D-Don’t tell me…?”


  The people’s imaginations ran wild. The Shin family’s unemployed son! Could he have a special relationship with Yura?  Was it due to Yura’s financial power that the Shin family’s useless son could drive an expensive car? There were all types of speculation, but it didn’t last long. 


  “Yura wouldn’t like such an ugly person…”


  “Of course. If Shin-ssi’s son and Yura were on an uninhabited island alone, Yura still won’t look at Shin-ssi’s son.”


  “Then what is Yura doing at the Shin house?”


  The gates of the Shin house opened.


  “What are you doing at my house?”


  An irritated voice was heard. People’s eyes focused on the owner of the voice. It was the Shin family’s daughter. People admired her.


  “Wow… She’s acting like that towards Yura.”


  “That… Even entertainers on TV seem ugly next to Yura…” 


  “The two people look like a picture.”


  “Maybe Yura is here to see her. Is it strange for beautiful people to hang out together?”


  “That’s right.”


  No one was thinking calmly. They were half out of their mind as they spoke.


  ‘Noisy.’


  They attempted to take photos. Sehee felt burdened and brought Yura into the house.


  “Come in.”


  “Thank you.”


  “Now, what is your purpose for coming here?” Sehee asked with curiosity as she locked the gate.


  Yura looked at the small garden planted with camellias and replied with a smile.


  “I came to see Youngwoo-ssi.”


  “…”


  Sehee didn’t feel good. She didn’t hide her hostility.


  “Why is a great person like you trying to meet Oppa? In the first place, how do you know him? What is your relationship?”


  Yura was a genius. But that didn’t apply to relationships. She responded without realizing the meaning behind Sehee’s questions. “I met Youngwoo-ssi while playing Satisfy. I got friendly with him while playing lovers.”


  “Playing lovers?”


  “It was a very short, but fun game.”


  Sehee no longer heard Yura’s voice. Only the word ‘lovers’ went through her mind.


  ‘Oppa said he was playing hard to make money, but he is actually flirting inside a game? I have been busy studying for his sake and never even held a man’s hand.’


  Sehee’s complexion changed. She was so irritated that tears filled her eyes.


  ***


  “I originally planned to enhance Failure and my armor but…”


  Grid knew what he had to do. He had no intention of relying on his existing items. He learned from the Awakened Guardian of the Forest that his defense wasn’t sufficient, even if he was wearing a legendary armor set. Grid was planning to use his class effect of ‘increased probability of item enhancement’ in order to strengthen Failure and his armor.


  ‘I want to use these items for as long as possible… Even if it costs a lot of money, it’s better to take the risk. I have to buy all the enhancement stones in the auction house.’


  But before that, he needed to make Vantner’s armor.


  “I can’t postpone it any longer…”


  Thanks to his quest, the marriage ceremony, and the Guardian of the Forest raid, the armor had been delayed for nearly two months. Grid didn’t have the heart to delay it any longer. He looked at the method to make the Wave Armor.


  “Good good.”


  The Wave Armor was indeed a great item. In particular, the first option gave an excellent defense effect.


  ‘It’s less than the Holy Light Armor.’


  The default defense of the Holy Light Armor was better than Wave Armor. The Holy Light Armor also reduced physical damage by 40% and magic damage by 50%. Considering the other options and set item effects, the Holy Light Armor was actually a few times better than the Wave Armor. However, the Holy Light Armor was limited to ‘Franz,’ so it was like an exclusive item for Grid.


  ‘If I want to sell armor, the Wave Armor is better.’


  Once all the guild members had their items, he would produce a large amount of Wave Armor and sell them to rankers. Grid was excited about acquiring the Wave Armor production method for free.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  The hammering sound was light. Grid was enthusiastic about producing it and worked with a high degree of concentration.


  After approximately three hours.


  Vantner came looking for him. Grid felt his presence but kept hammering.


  “What, Mister? Didn’t you say you were going to pray?”


  Vantner scratched his head. “I want to watch my armor being finished… Heheh, is it okay if I watch?”


  Vantner had been waiting for almost two months, so he was very excited. Grid understood Vantner’s anticipation.


  “It’s fine if you are quiet. Sit over there and watch.”


  “Thank you. I’ll be praying to the gods that it’s a legendary item.”


  Vantner fell to his knees. Then he joined both hands together and really started to pray. It reminded Grid of Cassus when he made the Divine Shield.


  ‘The Vatican is stable…’


  There was no news that a new pope had been elected.


  ‘Didn’t I forget to seal Isabel’s spear? Perhaps Isabel will die and it’s my fault? I’m sorry… Well, one day she will come for it to be sealed.’


  Grid started concentrating on hammering again.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  The tempered black iron and mithril steel plates on the anvil were gradually assembled in the shape of armor. Vantner’s excitement soared as he prayed.


  ‘Please…! Please let it be finished with a legendary rating…! I’m praying to all the gods in the world! Please please please let it be a legendary rating!’


  As his prayer was reaching its peak…


  “This… My sister is calling.”


  Then Grid’s hammering suddenly stopped?


  “Huh? What?”


  Vantner was confused as he failed to identify the new situation. Grid put his hammer and the armor he was making back into his inventory.


  “I’m sorry. My sister is calling me, so I have to go.”


  Grid thought it sounded urgent.


  “…?”


  Vantner doubted his ears. He thought Grid was playing around. But it wasn’t a joke.


  [The guild member ‘Grid’ has closed his connection.]


  “…”


  Grid disappeared from in front of him.  Vantner stared at the flames in the furnace for a long time before screaming.


  “You bastard! You are deliberately playing with meeee!”


  “It’s noisy, so get out.”


  “Ugh… Uwaaaack!”


  Vantner was kicked out by Khan and ran to the hunting grounds. Then he swung his axes at monsters while thinking about Grid.




  Chapter 149


  –Oppa, come out! Quickly!


  “What’s going on?” Youngwoo received contact from outside and hurriedly emerged from his capsule. “Sehee?”


  This was the first time Sehee prompted him to log out since he had started making money in Satisfy. How urgent was the situation for her to do something so unusual?


  ‘Perhaps it’s a robbery?’


  Youngwoo had a timid nature. 


  He was four times as affected by horror movies when compared to normal people, and he couldn’t walk alone at night unless he was drunk. He panicked whenever he looked into the eyes of someone who was slightly scary. If a burglar entered his home, he would think about fleeing rather than protecting the house. 


  But!


  ‘Now it’s different.’


  He had lived through all the suffering, and his confident was currently soaring due to his endless successes. In the first place, he would’ve been courageous if it was for his family.


  Snap.


  Youngwoo opened the closed door and shouted, “What bastard dares? I will kill anyone who puts their hands on my sister!”


  He would protect Sehee, even if the burglar was armed with a knife! Then Youngwoo stiffened like a stone statue.


  “Hello.”


  “…Eh?”


  Youngwoo was stunned. Rather than a robber, a familiar beauty was inside his house.


  “Don’t you really care for your sister?” The beauty said with a smile.


  She was sitting facing the flushed Sehee. Sehee was happy, but she spoke as curtly as possible, “Oppa, what? What did you imagine? Anyway, I’m not involved in this. Can you not advertise yourself as a sis-con?”


  Finally, Sehee looked at the beauty with a winner’s expression. ‘There is no room for you between a brother and sister.’ She seemed to be saying. The beauty smiled at Sehee like she was cute.


  “What…?”


  On the other hand, Youngwoo was stunned and rubbed his eyes several times. Then he repeatedly confirmed the beautiful woman who was sitting across from Sehee.


  ‘Why is she in my house?’


  Yura. Why was the jewel of South Korea in a shabby place like this? It didn’t seem real.


  ‘I don’t know why she’s here, but she’s really pretty.’


  Yura was wearing a pale yellow jacket over a V neck t-shirt that revealed her collarbone. She had good posture, confident eyes, delicate gestures and clear pronunciation. Her overall impression was that of a noblewoman.


  Approximately two seconds. That was how long Youngwoo lost his spirit to Yura before shaking it off. He might be deceived by external factors, but his feelings towards Yura weren’t so good. He shook his head and moved towards the sofa. He sat down next to Sehee and faced Yura.


  “Why did you come to my house? By the way, don’t you know too much about me? Are you a stalker?”


  Yura’s eyes narrowed.


  ‘He has changed.’ The Shin Youngwoo who she met on the way to the alumni reunion would’ve shrunk back from her. He acted like a sinner and couldn’t even look her properly in the eyes. But now he was different. He was dignified instead of shrinking back, and he gazed straight into her eyes.


  “You look like a completely different person.”


  “I hope you mean it in a positive manner.”


  Even his manner of speaking was different. Yura smiled and replied, “I like the current you.”


  ‘She likes it?’


  Yura was one of the best beauties on Earth, and was powerful and successful at the same time. Such a great woman said she liked the current him, so he couldn’t help feeling joy.


  ‘The glory of my family… No, no. It isn’t good to be in the heart of such a strange woman.’


  Yura had a stalker temperament, so Youngwoo replied to her as coldly as possible. “I don’t want to be in your heart.”


  Yura wasn’t fazed. She looked at Youngwoo’s whole body.


  “You have gained weight. It’s really good compared to before. Your basic skeleton is good, so you look nice.”


  It was true. In his debt-ridden days, he couldn’t feel the pleasure of eating full meals. He played games all day, skipped meals and didn’t exercise, so he was underweight. But now that he was wealthy, he ate all types of delicious foods. 


  He enjoyed food like a gourmet, and got the idea that he wanted to live a long life to enjoy his riches. He sometimes jogged with Sehee in the morning, and before he knew it, he reached a normal weight.


  Compared to his previous appearance, he was now slightly above average? It was a huge development.


  “I feel like I can depend on you right now.’


  “What?” Youngwoo was embarrassed by Yura’s remark. “What is it? Tell me clearly. You, why did you come to someone else’s house? I don’t like this situation. Quickly cut to the chase.”


  ‘Well done Oppa!’


  Sehee was delighted as she watched the two people. Unbelievably, Yura seemed to be one-sidedly following her brother. Meanwhile, her brother was indifferent to Yura. Why was a woman that the world admired so obsessed with her brother, and why was her brother treating Yura like this? 


  Sehee honestly couldn’t believe it, but she still enjoyed watching her brother’s attitude. “I will prepare some tea.”


  Her brother was trying to dump a woman. Sehee found this hilarious and smiled as she headed towards the kitchen.


  Then Yura finally cut to the chase, “I would like you to participate in the national competition as a representative of South Korea.”


  “Eh?”


  What was she saying? Youngwoo subtly reacted and Yura explained the situation.


  “This is an unofficial offer from the South Korean government. They want me to set up a national team so that South Korea can achieve a good score in the upcoming national competition that is starting May 1st and will last four days.”


  Yura was one of the top 5 rankers in Satisfy. She was a global star, so it wasn’t strange that she had a link with the government.


  “I understand the matter, but why me? Don’t you tend to overestimate me?”


  “I am convinced that you have the first hidden epic class.”


  The second epic class was known to be obtained by Agnus while the third epic class was Katz. Only the first epic class hadn’t been revealed yet. Youngwoo was aware that the first epic class was the ‘Duplicator’ Euphemina, but Yura didn’t know this. Youngwoo had survived her strongest magic in the past, so she misunderstood and thought he had an epic class.


  “As you know, South Korea was a powerhouse in games decades ago. In most game competitions, South Korea’s professional gamers and teams won the championship, while the rankers in all RPG games were Korean. But that is just the glory of the past… Koreans aren’t doing well, especially in Satisfy.”


  “I have read about it before… Koreans don’t have a physical presence?”


  “As it happens, yes. It is a problem facing all Asians in general.”


  Sehee misunderstood the conversation from the kitchen and came out quietly. She sat on one side so that she wouldn’t interfere with the conversation. Yura thanked Sehee for the tea and continued.


  “The South Korean government wants to regain some of the glory of the past through this national competition. Right now, the gaming industry is competitive. The South Korean government wants to revive our competitive gaming power… In other words, they want to build the image of a country powerful in Satisfy.”


  “They want to obtain a good record in the national competition?”  


  “Yes, but it’s really hard.”


  “Why? Aren’t you 5th on the unified rankings? One person can participate in three events in the national competition. Isn’t it enough for you to participate in three events and earn three gold medals?”


  This was the first time that the national competition was being held, so only eight countries were participating. Earning three gold medals would be enough to enter the top rankings. Youngwoo thought it was simple, but reality wasn’t so clear.


  “There are seven people stronger than me in PvP, and boss raid and labyrinth breakthrough aren’t my specialities. The production related competitions are for production classes only, so they are out of the question.”


  “…”


  “The pet marathon will end up being between drakes, but there is no Korean user who owns a drake, so we have to give up on that. The remaining events are the siege, target processing, sword drawing and treasure hunt. Among them, the only one where I can win a gold medal is target processing. The siege is also my specialty, but it is difficult to obtain a medal because the Korean team is too lacking.”


  Youngwoo, who had been listening quietly, finally asked a question, “You, don’t you seem useless?”


  “…”


  Youngwoo casually stabbed her in a sore spot. Yura eyebrows’ twitched before she started frowning. Youngwoo continued without caring.


  “Is this true? No, why are there seven people stronger than you? Aren’t you 5th on the unified rankings? Shouldn’t there only be four people stronger than you? In addition, you are the Eighth Servant so you should’ve obtained special powers. I thought you were strong enough to be one of Satisfy’s three pillars?”


  Yura recovered her cool and explained.


  “It’s true that I’ve obtained the status of Eighth Servant. By sacrificing my divine power stat to God Yatan, I can acquire new dark spells and my combat abilities have risen dramatically. But the world is huge. The rankings aren’t the only measure of strength. In fact, you aren’t a ranker. Given the number of unlisted rankers like you, there are probably at least 10 people stronger than me.”


  “Hrmm… Who are the people stronger than you right now?”


  Yura listed them without hesitation. “1st ranked Kraugel. 2nd ranked Zibal. 3rd ranked Chris. 7th ranked Agnus. 8th ranked Hurent. 11th ranked Bondre. 15th ranked Hao. That’s it.”


  “I know that Agnus has an epic class, but the the 8th, 11th and 15th ranked?”


  “Yes. Their levels are lower than mine. But they are monsters in combat. Although they are unimpressive compared to Kraugel.”


  “Is Kraugel that great?”


  “I have seen him hunting many times and he is beyond common sense. He is a person who draws out the maximum result with minimal movements at all times because his field of view is large and he can accurately calculate things like damage, skill cooldowns, as well as reading the pattern of movements and countering. People call me a genius, but Kraugel has several times more talent for the game.”


  “Wow… He sounds amazing.”


  He said so, but Youngwoo was thinking differently. So what if he is excellent at these things?


  ‘It is nothing in front of the power of items.’


  The truth of RPG games was items.  As Youngwoo was ridiculing Kraugel, Yura asked him politely.


  “I need your strength as the first epic class. Please participate in the national competition and demonstrate your skills. The government has promised high incentives if you win a medal, so it won’t be bad for you.”


  Youngwoo’s ears pricked as he heard the word ‘incentives’ and he was troubled for a moment.


  ‘I want to participate… But it will be annoying if it is revealed that I have a legendary class… Ah, perhaps?’


  Youngwoo asked Yura, who was waiting for an answer with a serious posture. “Is it possible to participate while hiding my ID?”


  “You can’t. Your identity must be thoroughly proven to enter the competition.”


  It was expected. Youngwoo changed the question. “Then what about the pet marathon? Is it possible for inanimate objects to participate?”


  “… Inanimate objects?”


  “An inanimate pet.”


  Pets were pets. Pets. Animals. In other words, a living creature. But inanimate?


  “An inanimate object isn’t a pet.”


  “The inanimate objects have an ego. They absolutely obey commands.”


  Inanimate objects with an ego?


  “Is it like the golems made by great magicians?”


  “The concept is roughly like that…” 


  “Roughly?”


  “Anyway, the pet marathon is basically a competition between drakes. They will bite at all the competition until the destination is reached. My pet doesn’t have the concept of stamina, so it can tease other pets and win the marathon. I will win the gold medal. The condition is that I don’t appear before the public.”


  “Huh?”


  “Pretend that my pet is your pet. Don’t worry, I will pilot it. Of course, all benefits that you receive for the gold medal will be mine. Okay?”


  “…I honestly don’t care about credit. Do you have a pet that is equivalent to a high grade golem with an ego?”


  “If you don’t believe me then go home and connect to Satisfy. I will show you.”


  “Okay. I will connect and send you a whisper.”


  Yura got up. She told Sehee that the tea was delicious and headed for the front door. Youngwoo opened the front door out of courtesy. Then Yura gazed at him and gave him belated news.


  “There is something you should know. By now, Bairan Village should be ruined.”


  “What?”


  “Neberius, the Fourth Servant of the Yatan Church, has determined the coordinates of Bairan Village due to the spies he sent. Using Mass Teleport, he has led a large army, including the Fifth Servant Balak, to invade Bairan Village. The Tzedakah Guild is either already wiped out or on the brink of annihilation.”


  “…”


  Yura raised a finger and pointed it at Youngwoo’s heart. “Didn’t I say that I wouldn’t kill you when war broke out between the Yatan Church and the Tzedakah Guild? This time I have paid off my debt.”


  ‘It can’t be.’


  Youngwoo checked the time. It had been 40 minutes or so since he logged out from Satisfy. That was two hours within Satisfy.


  “Did you time your visit with the Yatan invasion?”


  “Yes. You said you didn’t care about getting caught up in the war. Isn’t this good?”


  “…I’m not sure.”


  It was annoying. In the first place, his relationship with the Tzedakah Guild didn’t require him to get involved in wars. Youngwoo was a blacksmith of the Tzedakah Guild, not a soldier.


  “Then I’m going now.”


  “Wait.”


  “What?”


  Youngwoo stopped Yura before she was about to leave.


  “The Fourth Servant… Does he have the ability to give God Yatan’s blessing?”


  Yura shook her head. “Only the First Servant can give God Yatan’s blessing. Why? Do you have a quest?”


  “What if I do? Can you help?”


  “It’s hard. I am the Eighth Servant, but I haven’t met the First Servant. And aren’t you hostile to the Yatan Church in the first place?”


  “Indeed… I understand.”


  Yura left. Youngwoo immediately returned to his capsule and logged into Satisfy.


  {Shit! Kill, the killing doesn’t end!}


  {Faker’s group, we are facing Neberius. His magic will be sealed when we draw his attention.}


  {This is Toban. Balak is so strong that I can’t last much longer. Where is the support from Regas and Pon?}


  {The senior followers are focusing on Pon and Regas. I’m supporting with magic, but it seems hard for them to leave.}


  There was an uproar in the guild chat window. The situation was so dire that few people noticed Grid logging in. 


  {Ah… How rotten. Being Jishuka’s protector is very arduous. If only Grid made my armor… Damn.}


  It was Vantner. Grid smiled widely.


  “You can play an active role if you have armor?”


  Certainly, only Vantner’s weapons were good. It wasn’t just Vantner. Not surprisingly, many of Satisfy’s rankers were armed with items not suitable for their level due to a lack of top quality items. Grid was one of the few people who could overcome this scarcity.


  “I will deliver the armor.”


  Grid opened his inventory. Then he pulled out the Legendary Blacksmith’s Hammer and the Wave Armor that was on the verge of completion. The guild had endured the enemy’s ambush far longer than Yura predicted, but he still initiated a quick and deliberate hammering.




  Chapter 150


  There were various hunting grounds for level 100~200 users in the vicinity of Bairan Village. Thanks to that, there was a steady floating population of users. However, the population was small, so the development speed was slow and there was the big city Winston in the area, so users were reluctant to live in Bairan Village. 


  The number of residents, including NPCs and users, was only around 500 people.


  But!


  The event effect of Grid and Lady Irene’s marriage meant that Bairan Village was enjoying a boom. Over the past week, a large number of people moved in and there were now around 5,000 people in Bairan Village. The Tzedakah Guild used their funds to hire technicians in the north to quickly build homes and facilities, as well as experts in various fields. Thus, the village was rapidly developing.


  “It’s a completely different scale from when I came last month.”


  “Yes. There were only a few small houses and stores, and now there are big buildings?”


  The users who visited Bairan after a long time were impressed. Hundreds of workmen were setting up buildings, making it a spectacular sight. Once all the buildings were completed, it seemed like Bairan could be called a city.


  “Despite the rapid development, the security is excellent.”


  “This is managed by the Tzedakah Guild. What crazy person would mess around with the Tzedakah Guild?” 


  “I’m envious of the Tzedakah Guild… Don’t they have the best estate among all the guilds? They will be sitting on a cushion of money very quickly.”


  “This is all thanks to Lady Irene’s marriage. The marriage happened with exquisite timing for the Tzedakah Guild.” 


  “Who’s her husband?”


  “How should I know? Probably some noble.”


  The streets were flooded with people, despite the fact that most users were at the hunting grounds. If NPCs were included, there were approximately 2,000 people always in residence.


  “Eh? What’s that?”


  “I’s terrific magic power.”


  Among the users doing their business, the high level magicians turned their attention to the sky. The Tzedakah Guild had built high buildings in Bairan. Magic power was being generated at the tallest spire of the castle that stood in the middle of the village.


  At first, the scale seemed small, but rapidly expanded. Then the identity of the magic was determined. It was the precursor to a mass teleport.


  “Wow… Isn’t that only available for third advancement magicians?”


  “What is this? An event?”


  “Oh, right! It’s an event!”


  “Kyah! what is this?”


  It was amazing. Hundreds of rays of light were fired from the movement gate and fell like a meteor towards different part of the village. The users were excited because they thought it was a special event in connection with the national competition. But their cheers turned to screams in seconds. 


  “The infidels, punish them in the name of God!”


  “Show the fools the greatness of God Yatan!”


  Kwaang! Kukwakwang!


  The identity of the people who fell from the rays of light were the Yatan believers. There were more than 1,000 of them. Black magic was used everywhere, instantly filling Bairan Village with poison fog.


  “H-Hik…!”


  “Aaaaack! H-Help me!”


  The buildings that the Tzedakah Guild invested time and money in were eroded in an instant. The pretty flowers and green trees blooming on the streets became black and corrupted.  There were fires everywhere and blood flowed like a river, making it like hell itself.  


  “What the hell is going on?”


  The average level of  the users in Bairan Village was 140. As of February 20XX, Satisfy’s users had an average level of 93, which meant that users in Bairan were fairly high levelled.  However, the Yatan followers had a minimum level of 160. Around 1,000 such people appeared simultaneously, as well as 200 high ranking elders that were at least level 200.


  “Don’t fight! You will just die if you fight!”


  “Damn! What is this?”


  Of the 2,000 people residing in Bairan Village, only half of them were users. The other half were NPCs that lacked combat capabilities.


  “This is divine punishment!”


  “Kyaaaaak!”


  “Die! Infidels!”


  “Ugh!”


  It was a sudden raid. The Yatan Church’ followers were overwhelming. The NPCs died in an instant while the users went on the defensive.


  “Shit! Logout!”


  “I will leave as well!”


  The users who were already attacked by the followers weren’t allowed to log out, because they were judged to be in combat, but the other users logged out quickly. Thus, the number of users fighting against the Yatan followers was less than 300.


  “Wah…”


  “How rotten! We are outnumbered! Outnumbered!”


  The 1,000 Yatan followers fought. They attacked everyone they saw, regardless if they were NPCs or users.


  “Save the people!”


  Helplessness! A force that swept everything away! The victims grew as the Yatan believers were like surging waves. But the one-sided damage didn’t last long. It was thank to the Tzedakah Guild’s excellent response.


  “What? Someone dares attack in my area? Kyaaack~ spit!”


  Toon was easily controlled by Jishuka due to his simple nature. He was head of security in Bairan Village and led the knights and soldiers.


  “All of you protect the people. Kyaaack~ spit!”


  He ordered the knights and soldiers, before spitting out of habit and jumping into the enemies alone. The Yatan followers? They were just a joke in front of a rare class who was 35th on the unified rankings, ‘Beasts of Prey’ Toon.


  “King of the Beasts!”


  Toon crossed his long arms equipped with wristblades and used a skill. Then his body changed into a lion. He was almost twice as large as an ordinary male lion.


  “Kuang!”


  “Heok!”


  “Aaaaack~!”


  The Yatan followers started to scream. Every time the enormous lion’s paws were swung, bones would break. In addition, the fangs chewed on skulls, killing the believers.


  “Shackles of darkness will press on your body!”


  While their peers were being attacked, the elders used black magic to summon magic shackles. Then they tied up the body of the great lion.


  “Lord of Heaven!”


  Toon was unable to endure the dozens of shackles and used another skill. Then his body became smaller and turned into an eagle. The shackles became too loose and Toon escaped through the gap. Then he descended from the sky and his beak pierced the head of a follower. At the same time, he changed into a lion and roared.


  “Kuweeeeeoh!”


  “Kiyaaaaak!”


  Dozens of believers had blood pouring from their ears as they sat down. Toon attacked the necks of the people in pain and they turned into light.


  “Kuhahahaha! Rejoice! Fighting is fun!”


  “Mister Toon… His personality is strange, but his skills are great.”


  On the walls. Laella, the 2nd ranked mixed magician, stared blankly at Toon who was facing the enemies alone before grasping her orb. It was the Dark Magic Orb that was acquired after the Malacus raid. Laella amplified her magic by borrowing its power and fired magic towards the Yatan followers surrounding the soldiers.


  “Wrath of the Red Witch.”


  Kakakakak!


  A powerful pillar was fired in a straight line. The bodies of the believers were instantly burned. The soldiers were saved and thanked Laella. Then they moved and started to save the people.


  The east gate.


  “Hrmm, are you the cream of the crop?”


  Vantner, who had been hunting with a grudge against Grid, ran over after receiving the command. He saw three users dying in front of him.


  “Go to hell and become God Yatan’s eternal servant!”


  The elders of the Yatan Church wore black robes and were shouting at the users. Vantner rushed forward and wielded his twin axes.


  “Keook!” 


  The bodies of the believers were cut in half and they turned into grey light. The saved users were thrilled.


  “Thank you!”


  “The number one guardian knight, you protected us! I will boast about it on the Internet!”


  “You’re as strong as rumored, Vantner!”


  “Hehe, it isn’t such a big deal… Huh?”


  Vantner had suffered for a while due to Grid treating him as an insignificant person, so he was pleased about being praised by the users. He was scratching his bald head and laughing when he found Jishuka on the roof of a three-storey building.


  Three Yatan elders were approaching behind her while she was busy shooting at the believers. Unlike the ordinary believers, they were wearing robes of different colors.


  ‘High ranking believers!’


  Vantner moved quickly. Then he successfully saved Jishuka, who expressed her disapproval.


  “Aren’t you late?”


  Jishuka’s white teeth contrasted with her tanned skin. Vantner gave her a thumbs up and shouted, “Leave it to me and just kill all of them!”


  “Okay.”


  Swaeek!


  Truly an expert archer. He couldn’t help admiring her marksmanship every time he saw it. The arrow flew 100m and pierced a follower who was about to murder some residents. Then she fired towards the roof of another building and turned five people chanting a spell into a skewer with only one arrow.


  “This is the basics.”


  Jishuka was satisfied with her abilities.


  “Magicians! Kill the magicians!”


  Five high ranking believers moved at once. Their targets were Laella and Zednos, who continued to cast magic from the walls. Then a cold voice was heard in their ears.


  “You should always watch your back.”


  “…!”


  The believers screamed. Someone was behind them?


  “Suddenly…? Keok…!”


  “Cough!”


  Faker. He slit the throats of the five high ranking followers. Blood poured from their throats and the believers collapsed.


  “Next…”


  Sururuk.


  Faker turned his gaze to one side and disappeared using his Stealth skill.


  ‘I don’t need to worry about the others.’


  The north gate.


  A boy with a pretty appearance like a girl stood there. He listened to the screams coming from all directions and moved to one side.


  Inside a burning mansion. There were people present.


  “S-Shit…! What is this? Does it make sense to come to this village, only to die? This is truly unfair!”


  “All my hard earned experience will drop…”


  “Why do I have to die in this village? Please help…”


  Four high ranking elders were driving six users into a corner. The users were seriously injured and about to die, so they were crying or begging for their lives.


  Tadat!


  Ibellin’s running speed increased. He moved through the open door and jumped on a chair on one side. He fell between the users and believers. Then he pulled out a flamberge that was like the thorny stem of a rose.


  “You alone?”


  “Who are you?”


  Ibellin replied to the believers, “Overgeared No.2.”


  It was the name that Vantner gave him. Recently, Vantner had been sarcastically calling Pon Overgeared No.1 and Ibellin Overgeared No.2. Ibellin loved this name.


  Seokeok!


  The strongest flamberge, the Thorn of Deep Grievance was wielded. The followers reacted quickly and avoided a deep injury.


  “This wound… Heok?”


  A follower’s face turned blue.  It was became the small cut was bleeding in an unbelievable manner.


  “A magic sword!”


  The followers retreated, on guard against the Thorn of Deep Grievance. Ibellin didn’t let them go. He chased after them persistently.


  “It isn’t a magic sword. It’s just cursed.”


  Puk! Seokeok!


  Due to its distinctive shape, the sword move bizarrely, making it difficult to gauge the scope of the attack. Blood rose like a fountain as screams echoed in the house.




  Chapter 151


  “Hrmm.”


  The inner sanctum of the castle. 


  Regas yawned with a relaxed expression. He had a lot of work to do, so he shut off all contact for a fortnight. He was sitting at his desk and looking at his accounts book when he heard that the enemy invaded and ran out.


  There was no inspiration.


  “It’s fine without me.”


  The Yatan believers weren’t even suitable to be training opponents. He was about to head towards the castle when his gaze suddenly shifted towards the sky. Two last rays of light were dropping from the slowly closing teleport gate.


  “Are they strong?”


  Regas’ eyes shone as he climbed up the stairs then onto the walls. He jumped into the gap between Laella and Zednos, who had been watching the battlefield and supporting the guild members.


  “Many people are suffering.”


  “Ah…”


  “Huh?”


  Laella’s shoulders were shaking.


  “What is it?”


  Magicians had the ability to detect magic power. Laella and Zednos were able to detect the danger before Regas and they replied at the same time.


  “Monster.” 


  “A monster.”


  At that moment.


  Kwaang!


  Two rays fell into the middle of the battlefield. A notification window popped up in front of all users in Bairan Village, including the Tzedakah Guild.


  [The Fourth Servant of the Yatan Church, Neberius has appeared.]


  [The sound of the flute that contains dark magic flows into your ears.] 


  [There is a loss of balance and loss of concentration.] 


  [Evasion rate has fallen to 0%. Accuracy has fallen by 60%. Magic casting speed is two times slower.] 


  [These effects will last until the sound of the flute stops.]


  [The Fifth Servant of the Yatan Church, Balak has appeared.] 


  [He is a demonkin who controls fire. If you enter within 1m of Balak, you will receive 500 fire damage per second.]


  [The flames of a demonkin are like God Yatan’s breath. Yatan has blessed all believers, increasing the stats of the Yatan believers by 50%.]


  “…Whoa.”


  Regas’s eyes sharpened as he made an admiring sound.


  ‘It is time to show the result of my training.’


  Several months ago, the Tzedakah Guild couldn’t deal with even one servant. But that was the past. The Tzedakah Guild grew faster than others.  Now two enemies stronger than Malacus appeared simultaneously, but they didn’t shrink back. Regas was confident, but Zednos, the number one wind magician, was different.


  “We should give up on Bairan. It’s better to go to Winston and borrow troops from Lady Irene to recapture it.”


  The grey-haired Neberius playing the flute was very frustrating for Zednos. He noticed that there was no chance of winning with the debuffs, which acted as a counter to all physical attack classes as well as magicians.


  Laella rebuked him, “Recapture? Zednos, do you think they came to take over this place? No. They simply came to destroy. The moment we abandon this place, it will be turned to ashes. We can’t back down. We must fight and win.”


  “It will waste money and time, but can’t we restore the village at any time? Isn’t it better than dying and losing experience and items?”


  “Is that the only problem? If we lose, all the NPCs will die.”


  In order to rebuild the village, the power of the NPCs (residents) was essential. The buildings could be restored with time and money, but what if there were no residents? It would just be a ghost town. And in the first place, didn’t they learn from Grid that NPCs were no different from humans?


  In the end, Zednos agreed, “I understand. We will fight.”


  In the guild chat window, Jishuka’s command appeared.


  {Everyone converge. Go towards the middle of the village while saving the NPCs.}


  “Let’s go.”


  The rooftop of a three-storey building. Jishuka delivered the command to the chat window and glanced at Vantner. He acted as her escort as she headed for the narrow alley area. She planned to avoid the enemy’s gaze as much as possible while heading towards her destination.


  But they were already Neberius’ targets. The moment they entered the alley, Neberius showed up and blocked the way.


  “The power of our church rapidly weakened due to you murdering Malacus. You need to take responsibility for that.”


  The old man with grey hair constantly played the flute. Nevertheless, he still spoke with clear pronunciation.


  ‘Malacus can’t be compared to him.’


  Jishuka and Vantner shrank back from the pressure emanating from the old man who wasn’t even 150cm tall. The guild members ran into the alley to protect the two of them.


  “Leave this place to us!”


  “Vantner, please look after Master!”


  “Thank you!”


  As an archer, Jishuka couldn’t exert her power when she was close to the enemy. Thus, the Tzedakah Guild always used tactics to protect her. They were doing so even now.


  “Let’s go!”


  The guild members blocked Neberius’ way while Vantner and Jishuka entered the opposite alley. Then they were disappointed. At the end of the foggy alleyway, ten high ranking believers were waiting for them.


  “If you don’t want to die, get lost!”


  Vantner needed to protect his master, so he couldn’t be stopped by the poison fog. Vantner advanced through the poison fog and threatened the believers with his twin axes. The believers flinched and were pushed back by his momentum. Vantner used that change to lead Jishuka elsewhere.


  They needed to reach their destination. The place where Jishuka could shoot most effectively was on the walls. Vantner was determined to escort Jishuka there, even if he needed to sacrifice his life. But the followers weren’t just watching in silence. They rushed forward as Jishuka left the alleyway.


  Jjejeong!


  Due to Balak’s passive power, the elders couldn’t be ignored.


  “Kuk!”


  Black knights were mixed in between the black magicians and they pulled out swords hidden in their robes. 


  Vantner defended, but his complexion wasn’t good. He was a guardian knight, but he had the worst defense because he invested all his stat points into strength, and his armor wasn’t that good. But he didn’t back down. 


  “Shit…! This is me! I am a tank destroyer, you scum!”


  Vantner used a guardian skill to increase his defense, fighting back against the black knights.


  Peeok! Peeok!


  Huge strength.


  The axes battered at the knights’ swords. However, there were 10 black knights. Vantner was soon surrounded and became bloody. 


  “Kuoh!”


  The black magicians hid among the knights and constantly used curse magic. Vantner wobbled and could barely stand upright. He was frustrated as he confirmed that his health was at the bottom. 


  ‘Protect Jishuka!’ He vowed once again as his courage soared into the sky. But courage alone couldn’t overcome the crisis. ‘I am the worst.’


  Jishuka fired an arrow every time Vantner’s weak point was struck, but her expression eventually twisted. She wasn’t able to exert her strength properly due to the constant attacks. Meanwhile, the guild members confronting Neberius in the narrow alley after sending Jishuka and Vantner away were also in a crisis.


  Neberius used powerful black magic and they quickly died.


  “K-Kuack…!”


  “Dirty old…”


  The Tzedakah Guild was a group where all members were part of the top 200 unified rankings. Every member was a monster. But it wasn’t enough to threaten the Fourth Servant, Neberius.


  “What is with the strength of this dark magic? It has excellent compatibility with all magic power attributes. Some attributes are even enhanced by the dark magic.”


  Neberius kindly explained it and summoned a lightning bolt. 


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The alley was no longer an alley. The nearby buildings simultaneously collapsed. The lightning bolt wrecked havoc.


  “You?”


  Neberius discovered that the enemies who should’ve died were still alive and his eyes widened. Then a cold voice was heard from the dust. 


  “I will kill you.”


  The number one assassin appeared. He rescued the guild members, then he moved behind Neberius and wielded his dagger. A magician had weak physical abilities and Neberius didn’t possess any defensive skills like Malacus, so he was completely vulnerable to the attack.


  But he avoided a fatal wound. It was the sound of the flute. Faker’s accuracy was lowered by 60% so it was slightly off target.


  “Hrmm…” Neberius didn’t look relaxed anymore. He touched the wound on his neck and frowned for the first time. “You are quite good?”


  “You are good as well.”


  The colleagues behind Faker were his constant companions. In the past, they had been helplessly defeated by the monster girl Euphemina and trained even harder after their loss. They were also known as Faker’s group.


  Faker communicated the situation through the guild chat window.


  {Faker’s group, we are facing Neberius. His magic will be sealed when we draw his attention.}


  “Kuk… It’s hard.”


  The number one paladin, Toban, was struggling. He was trying to tie up Balak’s feet as much as possible. However, there were limits due to the continuous fire damage. Balak was also strong with the sword and Toban had already allowed several attacks. He boasted the strongest defense and highest health in the guild, but he couldn’t help speaking weakly.


  {This is Toban. Balak is so strong that I can’t last much longer. Where is the support from Regas and Pon?}


  Laella checked Toban’s words and made a frustrated expression. Regas jumped off the wall to join the battle and Pon had joined after wiping out the followers at the west gate. She could see their situation from the wall and it wasn’t that good.


  Laella explained the situation.


  {The elders are focusing on Pon and Regas. I am supporting them with magic, but it seems hard for them to leave.} 


  “This…”


  Toban trembled. How good would it be if Grid was here right now? But there was no point in wishful thinking.


  {Ah… How rotten. Being Jishuka’s protector is very arduous. If only Grid made my armor… Damn.}


  Vantner started to grumble as he reached his limit. It was a total crisis. However, the strength of the Tzedakah Guild was very scary.


  “I’ve taken care of all the followers here. How about it? Should we help you? Kyaaack~ spit! How strong is a demonkin? Kukuk!”


  The three new people who joined the guild, including Toon, assisted Toban with Balak. Faker could also take a breath.


  “I came!”


  It was Ibellin. The guild was scattered so he added his strength to Faker’s group. Neberius was repeatedly unable to use magic. But the good atmosphere didn’t last long.


  “Pant pant…”


  “Shit… It won’t work.”


  “I’ve never see a demonkin before.” 


  “Balak is Balak, but Neberius is the problem. The debuff is too extensive and effective. I can’t attack properly due to the lowered accuracy.”


  “The evasion rate of 0% is deadly for assassins…”


  As the battle continued, the faces of the Tzedakah Guild became darker. Neberius and Balak were both strong, but Neberius was particularly problematic.  The top priority was stopping his flute. Everyone had the same thought.


  『The Tzedakah Guild have struggled well, but there is a limit. 』


  The battle of Bairan Village was being broadcasted by all the media around the world. The users in Bairan Village recorded the situation and uploaded them to the Internet in real time.


  『 The situation might improve if Regas and Pon could join the battle, but… There are 60~70 people affected by Balak’s passive skill thoroughly marking the two of them, so it can’t be helped.』 


  『In the first place, Malacus was the weakest of the Yatan Servants. The Tzedakah Guild may have defeated Malacus, but it’s still a far cry from dealing with two stronger servants. It’s obvious that the Tzedakah Guild will be wiped out without the help of the users in the top 10 of the unified rankings. 』


  『It’s odd to see the Tzedakah Guild collapsing.』


  『 But it’s incredible that they lasted so long. I don’t think that anyone watching this broadcast can argue with the fact that the Tzedakah Guild is the strongest. They are fighting so well, even in the worst situation… It is great. 』


  『Personally, Faker and Vantner seem the most impressive. Aren’t they doing a good job?』


  『Vantner? Are you deceived by the splendid appearance of his swinging axes? Vantner is still immature. He didn’t pay attention to defense as a guardian knight and is paying for it. Right now, the best people fighting are Faker, Ibellin, Pon and Regas. 』


  『Are you ignoring Laella and Zednos?』


  It happened the moment when the experts were giving negative opinions about the battle.


  『Eh? Wait a moment. Who is that person?』


  A man whose face and ID were completely concealed was caught on screen.


  『He is using Fly magic. A magician.』


  That’s right. The person was flying in the air. Then he reached into the air (his inventory). He pulled out black armor and threw it towards Vantner, who was isolated with Jishuka.


  “…!!”


  Vantner shouted something towards the man in the sky. His expression was clearly angry. But then he received the armor and smiled. At that moment, an amazing thing happened.  Vantner wore the armor and his color suddenly improved? 


  He seemed alive again as he started to fight fiercely against the elders. The anchors and experts were stunned.


  『That armor…?』


  The mysterious man suddenly came and gave Vantner armor. What was the relationship between Vantner and the man, and what was the identity of the armor? The videos focused on him as anchors, experts and viewers around the world started to wonder about the man’s identity.


  In the meantime, the man once again reached into the air. This time, he pulled out a black greatsword.


  “…!!”


  The man shouted at the Tzedakah Guild members. One of the guild members on the ground held up hand. The man threw him the black greatsword. Then another surprise occurred. The Tzedakah Guild member grabbed the greatsword and became stronger than before, as he started to attack Balak with a terrifying momentum.


  One of the experts had a flash of inspiration.


  『Ah…! I know that greatsword! Isn’t it the weapon used by the butcher who slaughtered the Giant Guild members in Winston in the past?』


  An anchor chimed in.


  『Yes! I thought it looked familiar! It really is that greatsword! 』


  『 No, then that person…? 』


  The man in the sky! People’s curiosity about his identity was amplified.


  And…


  The man started to arm himself. He wore beautiful white armor with gold thread embroidered on it. After that, he placed an ordinary cloak over it.


  Then.


  Neberius, Balak and all the Yatan believers turned their gaze towards the man in unison.


  『Eh…? What is this phenomenon? Are they focusing on the butcher?』


  『 Does that cloak have a taunting effect? But he’s alone, so how can he deal with all of them…? 』


  The anchors, expert, Tzedakah Guild members and all users in the area. The attention of viewers all over the world was only focused on one man.


  Saaah!


  Did he know that hundreds of millions of people were watching him? The man put his hand into the air. Then there was a blue light as he started to pull something out.


  『Shark?』


  That’s right. It was a shark-like appearance. The man pulled out a blue shark-shaped greatsword from his inventory. Then he spoke the shocking name of a skill while the world was watching.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcended Link.”


  『Pagma?!』


  It felt like the entire world was shaking. As the anchors and experts were shaking with astonishment, a blue-black light filled the screen.




  Chapter 152


  The smithy in Bairan Village was very good. Until Khan appeared, the blacksmith there was the best blacksmith in the north. But his disciple Smith wasn’t as talented. Smith was 66 this year. He had been working as a blacksmith for 50 years, but he was still a beginner blacksmith.


  “Oh my, Mister Smith’s farm equipment breaks down so quickly?”


  “I have to go to another village to buy farm equipment.”


  “Uncle Smith should’ve become a miner instead.”


  “Haha, right. He is just as good with a pickaxe as a miner.”


  He lived in the area for a few decades, but people still gossiped about him behind his back. Then what about the travellers?


  “Dammit, Bairan Village is good, but the blacksmith is rubbish. I can’t get anything decent from the smithy.”


  “The hunting grounds here are for high levels, but why is the blacksmith so inferior? Damn!”


  “But isn’t he good at making Jaffa Arrows? The price is also cheap. They aren’t bad for a fight.”


  “Not bad is the problem.”


  It was like this almost every day for decades. Smith was blamed for being incompetent. No matter how hard he tried, it was useless. He reminded himself of his mentor’s teachings and repeatedly trained in controlling the fire and iron every day, but his abilities didn’t increase. It felt like a witch had cursed him.


  “I don’t want to give up now…”


  Every young man in the village dreamed of being a miner, but avoided becoming a blacksmith. So he had no disciples. Furthermore, he was old. Sooner or later, the lord would make him retire.


  Smith wanted to become an intermediate blacksmith before then. He wanted to prove his worth. He lived all his life with iron, but he was going to die as a beginner blacksmith? It was obvious that people would scoff and laugh every time they saw his grave. He didn’t want to be insulted even after death.


  ‘Try to remember.’


  Smith closed his eyes in front of the anvil. He recalled the young man a few months who he had briefly taught. The young man’s name was Grid. His appearance was bad, but he managed to make the Special Jaffa Arrows.


  ‘How did he do it?’


  Smith tried. He tried not to miss a single one of Grid’s movements when handling the fire and iron. Time flowed continuously. Before he knew it, the moon sank and it became dawn. The sky brightened.


  Flash! 


  Finally, Smith opened his eyes.


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  There were no wasted movements. He handled the fire and minerals in a more orderly manner than before.


  Kaaang~!


  Before he knew it, the sun had risen to the middle of the sky. But Smith was in a trance. He didn’t feel the passing time or even hunger.  He didn’t even realize that people were screaming outside the smithy. With the fire and hammer, he just worked at smelting and tempering the mineral.


  And.


  “Oh…! Ohhhh!”


  Someone spoke to him. Enlightenment suddenly came. It was true. Smith crossed the wall that had been blocking him for 50 years. He was so thrilled that tears poured out. He held the newly created ‘Special Jaffa Arrow’ and literally fell to the ground.


  “Haha…! Hahaha! I’m glad… I’m glad…”


  The aftereffect didn’t go away. Smith stroked the arrow like a cherished child as he kept crying. His last desperate effort had been rewarded. Then the door of the smithy opened.


  “Infidel, you will be judged.”


  “…?”


  Someone suddenly stormed into the smithy. It was a believer of the Yatan Church. What was this? Smith questioned the sudden situation and looked outside through the open door of the smithy.


  The village was filled with fire. The screams of people were constantly heard. Now Smith grasped the situation.


  “The Yatan Church has invaded…”


  Ddubeok. Ddubeok.


  The follower slowly approached. Then he pointed his dagger at Smith.


  “Die, Infidel.”


  Smith laughed heartily, “Haha… Yes. I can die. I already have no one.”


  He had finally overcome the limitations. If anyone found the arrow he left behind, they would know he was no longer a beginner blacksmith. Then Smith closed his eyes.


  ‘I can face Master.’


  He felt the eerie anticipating of the dagger approaching his heart.


  Puok!


  There was a strange sound. A bloody mess spread quickly. But he didn’t feel any pain.


  “…?”


  Smith quietly opened his eyes. Then he witnessed the follower coughing up blood after being stabbed in the heart with an arrow. There was a young man smiling from behind the follower.


  “Hasn’t it been a long time? Old Man.”


  “Why are you here…?”


  It was Grid. The young man who gave him enlightenment appeared at this moment and saved his life? He thought he had no regrets about his life, but he couldn’t help feeling relieved. Tears poured down again.


  “Have you been well?”


  Smith was thrilled and shook Grid’s hand. It was a big hand filled with calluses. It was undoubtedly the hand of a blacksmith. Grid chuckled and pulled Smith to his feet.


  “Old Man, you made wonderful arrows.”


  “Ah…!”


  His heart started pounding. He was recognized. It was his first time in 66 years. It wasn’t an ordinary person, but a great blacksmith! Smith rose all the way to an advanced blacksmith due to the enlightenment of one night. He could feel the greatness of Grid so he started sniffling.


  “I can continue working for the next few years. Continue… I want to keep working…”


  Grid patted Smith’s shoulders. “Of course, you can work more. This is your prime.”


  Float.


  Grid floated in the air and gazed into Smith’s eyes.


  “Your workspace. I will protect it.”


  It was at that moment.


  [Your heart warms when you think about the old blacksmith who overcame his limits with commitment and a desire to work.]


  [The quest ‘Blacksmith’s Affection’ has been created.]


  [Blacksmith’s Affection]


  Difficulty: B


  You are the successor of Pagma’s techniques and will! You have Pagma’s humanitarian ideology of using ‘blacksmithing to benefit other people.’


  The new dream of an old blacksmith who passed his limit has inspired you.


  You want to reward the old blacksmith whose heart is as hot as fire and solid as steel.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Protect Smith’s smithy.


  Quest Clear Rewards: The lifespan of Smith will be extended by 30 years.


  * Smith is a late bloomer thanks to his effort. He has the qualities of a fine blacksmith. Extending his life will benefit you.


  Quest Acceptance Reward: The skill ‘Blacksmith’s Affection’ will be created.


  Quest Failure: Smith’s life isn’t extended.


  [Blacksmith’s Affection]


  If you have the maximum affinity with an NPC blacksmith, you can raise their skill level by 1~5 levels.


  The blacksmith who received your teachings will be loyal to you for life and will share with you every time they learn new item production methods.


  [Quest is in progress.]


  “Wow.”


  The first time he met Khan he Winston, he became angry in the same manner and learned the skill Blacksmith’s Rage. He had come to deliver armor to Vantner, only to witness Smith’s plight. Saving him gave Grid unexpected benefits.


  ‘Maybe the world is different from what I thought.’


  He thought the world was a place where only selfish and bad guys received profits, while a good person was damaged. But his thoughts changed a bit after being rewarded for his good work.


  Grid felt better as he left the smithy. Then his high insight detected exactly 15 Yatan followers nearby. Grid wore Malacus’ Cloak and let them approach, calculating the perfect timing.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave!”


  It was an absolute dignity. The energy waves from Failure instantly killed the 15 followers.


  [The quest ‘Blacksmith’s Affection’ has been cleared.]


  [Smith’s life will be extended by 30 years.]


  ‘Good, good.’


  Grid made a happy expression and turned his attention to the center of the village. The Tzedakah Guild were facing the old man Neberius playing the flute and the demonkin Balak, whose body was bubbling up like lava. But the guild members still seemed to be hanging on. Regas, Pon, Jishuka and Vantner weren’t present, but they seemed to be fighting well.


  ‘Everyone is much stronger compared to the time of the Malacus raid. With their current power, won’t they just make fun of Malacus?’


  Grid turned his gaze to the other side. Jishuka and Vantner were isolated in an area where the houses were concentrated.


  “This side is urgent.”


  ***


  “Pant pant… Damn! You lousy bastards!”


  Vantner’s health was at the bottom. The damage he suffered was so much that his potions cooldown time couldn’t keep up and he was on the verge of death.


  “Die!”


  “Divine punishment!”


  The clever believers started to focus their attacks on Vantner. In the end, Jishuka made a decision.


  Kaaang!


  She moved to defend Vantner’s side from the black knight’s attack, causing her to cough up blood. Vantner cried out, “What are you doing? I’m supposed to protect you, not you protect me!”


  Jishuka ridiculed him. “Do you have the ability to protect me?”


  “Ugh…”


  When the Tzedakah Guild quit L.T.S. and moved to Satisfy, Vantner made his character a tanker. He was a damage dealer in L.T.S. so the guild members expressed concern. But Vantner was stubborn. He wanted to be in charge of a different position from L.T.S, so he chose a guardian knight.


  Then he immediately regretted it. The tanker’s weak attack and slow hunting speed didn’t suit him. In order to level up properly, he always had to hunt with a party. The gap with his rival Pon grew bigger and Vantner became impatient.


  “Tanker? No.”


  In order to feel the pleasure of playing alone, Vantner started to put his stat points into strength. He forgot his original intentions of tanking for the guild members.


  “How many times have I been told that a tanker doesn’t suit me? If Garcia had become our guild’s guardian knight as planned, we would’ve been stronger and more stable. I’m sorry.”


  “…”


  Vantner felt sorry towards Jishuka and apologized while bowing his head. Jishuka smiled as Vantner was feeling depressed, “After this situation, distribute your stat points better in the future.”


  “…Yes. After the Malacus raid, I have been distributing as much stat points as possible into stamina. I will now go unconditionally into stamina.”


  “Okay.”


  Jishuka made a satisfied expression and pulled her bowstring back to the fullest. Then flames started appearing at the end of the arrowhead. She was poised to use the strongest attack skill, Phoenix Arrow.


  “Jishuka?”


  She was going to use all her mana to get rid of the black knights in front of them? Wasn’t it a death wish? The confused Vantner tried to stop her. But Jishuka had already made up her mind.


  “I will wipe out all the enemies here. You should recover as quickly as possible and join the guild members.”


  Jishuka was 17th on the unified rankings. The rankings of the top players could fluctuate with just 1% of experience, so someone dying and losing 20% of their experience could drop the rankings down 20 places.


  Vantner couldn’t let her make the sacrifice.


  “No! I will die instead!”


  Jishuka stared at the shouting Vantner.


  “Are you an idiot? If you die then I won’t be able to escape by myself. Just listen to me.”


  [You have suffered 2,800 damage.]


  [You have suffered 2,550 damage.]


  [You have been cursed. Your defense is reduced by 30% and your movement speed has slowed.]


  Jishuka was hit by magic attacks. But she didn’t protest.


  Hwaruruk!


  The flames at the arrowhead spread and the whole bow became covered with fire. The enemies would be wiped out the moment she let go of the bowstring.


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  The black warriors and magician sensed the danger and started their onslaught.


  Papapat!


  A dart flew and protected Jishuka. Then a voice was heard from the sky.


  “Stop. Why are you planning on dying?”


  Paruru.


  Jishuka blinked her long eyelashes. She didn’t hesitate to turn off the flames as she turned her gaze towards the sky.


  “Why are you so late? You bastard.”


  She was touched to tears. She was always sexy, but her puffed up cheeks made her look cute. Grid flushed as his heart was attacked.


  “I’m sorry.”


  Vantner shouted while Grid was apologizing, “Hey! You bastard! Why did you log out while making my armor and where did you go? Isn’t this too much? I could’ve played a more active role if you made my armor!”


  Grid threw him an armor. “Then start from now on.”


  “What do you want me to do from now on… Heok?”


  Vantner freaked out as he checked the information of the armor.


  [Relieved Wave Armor]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 574/574   Defense: 861   Movement Speed: -4%


  * Reduces the damage received by 60% if your health is above 60%.


  * Increases defense against cutting attacks by 30%.


  * There is a high chance of invalidating cutting attacks.


  * The skill ‘Persistence’ will be generated.


  Among the items made by the great blacksmith ‘G,’ this is the second piece born with emotions.


  It was left neglected during the production process and became anxious. Now it is relieved about being completed. It is filled with the desire not to be discarded twice, and that desire affects the wearer.


  It has bad feelings towards its creator, but isn’t petty enough to express it.


  User Restriction: Level 240 or higher. More than 500 strength. Advanced Heavy Armor Mastery level 2 or higher.


  Weight: 1,920


  [Persistence]


  If your current health is below 5%, you will instantly regain 20% of your health and will unconditionally defend against one of the enemy’s attacks.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 30 hours.


  The guardian knight had the invincible skill ‘Guardian’s Power’ that could stop an attack once. If he used it well, he could neutralize the enemy’s movements. Therefore, the guardian knight was a tanker. However, the skill attached to an item was better than Guardian’s Power.


  Vantner’s eyes widened.


  ‘There was a disadvantage that the cooldown is too long and it is difficult to use at the desired timing, but immediately recovering 20% of my health…’


  It was truly a legendary item. He was thrilled as he shouted, “Grid! Thank you!!”


  Vantner took off his old armor and wore the new one. His defense rose sharply and 20% of his health was immediately restored. Once he became invincible, he stormed towards the black knights.


  “Jishuka! Now I am strong! Hahaha! Strong! I will unconditionally attack and protect you!”


  Chaaeng!


  A black knight’s sword flew towards Vantner’s back, but it was blocked by an invisible barrier.


  “…?!”


  The person who was dying had suddenly recovered, and what was this ability? The confused dark knights receded and Vantner started to run like a madman, swinging his twin axes. The enemies focused all their attention on Vantner. 


  Jishuka was able to widen the distance and her powerful arrows flew without compromise.


  Puk! Puuok!


  “Kuaaaak!”


  “K-Kieek…!”


  Two black knights instantly turned to light.


  Kaaang! Kaang!


  The surviving black knights attacked Vantner, but their swords often slipped off the wave pattern engraved on Vantner’s armor.


  “You…!”


  The black magicians cast magic to stop Vantner, who was rampaging like a bull. But Jishuka was a problem. 


  “Keok!”


  She started sniping the black magicians, so there was no one to stop Vantner. Grid was already looking at another place, “You’re next.”




  Chapter 153


  The jade fire was a symbol of the demonkin. It was beautiful enough to tempt the soul, but the reality was that it could even melt steel. 


  Hwaruruk!


  Every time Balak’s sword moved, fire flashed in the air and a path of fire was made on the ground. The whole area was suddenly covered in fire.


  “Damn, he’s as scary as Grid.”


  The center of Bairan Village. There was a black man running away from the ruins of collapsed buildings that were as dark as his skin color.


  ‘So fast.’


  The shape of the demonkin Balak was no different from that of humans. He had a slim body like an adult male. But his skin was boiling like lava. Two big white eyes were above a mouth that curved from ear to ear. The hair was burning so it was really like looking at the image of a demon.


  The ghastly demonkin caught up with the humans at a transcendent pace and swung his elongated sword.


  Seokeok!


  The fire sword cut at the thick outer wall of a building like it was a radish.


  Jjejejeok!


  Toban would’ve been literally cut in half.


  “Kuk…”


  Toban groaned as he defended with his shield. His face seen over the jade fire was distorted with pain.


  ‘This bastard’s passive skill is too threatening.’


  He barely managed to defend, but his health kept steadily declining. The flames that spread out 1m around Balak spun rapidly and caused continuous damage.


  ‘It’s fixed damage, and fire resistance is useless, so it’s definitely a headache.’


  The damage dealers couldn’t approach. The fire caused 500 damage per second, so it was a huge burden for level 250~260 damage dealers who had a health of around 19,000. Toon had a high amount of health but he couldn’t see an opportunity. He couldn’t easily move.


  Right now, the party was hoping that Toban, their tanker would make an ‘opportunity.’ Toban had to fight alone for a while.


  Kaang! Kakakang!


  ‘Is the attack speed becoming faster?’


  Toban was using all the buff skills he had. All the numbers listed in his status window had risen from a few percent to tens of percent more than usual. But it was impossible to defend against Balak’s sword forever.


  The fastest speed.


  Toban couldn’t resist the sword swinging at his chest.


  Seokeok! Sakak!


  [You have suffered 3,900 damage.]


  [You have been hit by a lethal blow!]


  [You have suffered 7,980 damage.]


  The fire sword penetrated through his shield and blood spurted from Toban’s chest.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Flop!


  Toban let out a terrible scream and fell to his knees, making Balak smile. Balak swung his sword again, as if he wanted to end this. The moment that the sword was shifting orbits.


  Toban used a skill. “Swamp Shield!”


  Papat!


  A thick shield made of slimy mud suddenly emerged in front of Toban.


  Kwa kwang!


  The fire sword wielded by Balak clashed with the shield. Then it was sucked into the swamp.


  “Trying to use a trick.”


  The sword wasn’t pulled in. The tighter Balak held on, the more the sucking power increased. Annoyance filled Balak’s eyes.


  “It would be easier if you obediently become a slave of the death god (Yatan)…”


  The demonkin’s voice was simultaneously transmitted to his ears and his brain. Anyone who heard it would feel fear and confusion. However, the opponent was the first paladin of the Judar Church. He wasn’t deceived by the demonkin’s voice.


  “Good bye.”


  Toban laughed. Toon and seven other Tzedakah Guild members attacked at once.


  “Do it quickly!”


  Balak had a passive that dealt continuous damage to all enemies within 1m of him. The longer they fought, they more disadvantageous they would be. They needed to attack in an instant.


  “Counterattack.”


  “Fox Fire Queen!”


  “Sword of the Moon!”


  “Brilliant Strike!”


  “Frost.”


  “Vacuum Wave!”


  The top 100 damage dealers of the unified rankings used their ultimate skills.


  Toon stood out. Elephant, rhino, hippo, bear, lion, tiger, jaguar, eagle, snake, wild boar etc! Toon transformed into all types of different wild beasts and precisely struck at Balak’s chest.


  “Lord’s Strike!”


  It was the moment when the beast master, a rare hidden class, dealt 1350% of his physical damage.


  Kuaaaaang!


  The energy of the beasts smashed into Balak’s chest.


  “You…!”


  Balak’s sword was being sucked into the Swamp Shield. He failed to defend properly and coughed up blood. Then the skills of the remaining six guild members hit him. Flaming fists, a sword that seemed to slash the space itself, flashing lightning, frost that could freeze bone and a spear all struck quickly.


  They were all powerful skills that dealt more than 1100% of their attack power. However, the sound of Neberius’ flute was the problem. Three of the six skills were non-targeted skills.  Their accuracy dropped by 60% so they failed to damage Balak.


  “Ah…”


  “Wow.”


  The guild members were perturbed. Balak, who had been knocked down after four successive hits, stood upright again. Then he roared, “Hell Fire Festival!”


  Hundreds of fireballs revolved around Balak! They burned and expanded.


  “Doesn’t this seem dangerous?”


  “Move back!”


  It was too late. The guild members tried to get as far away from Balak as possible, but the fireballs was already causing a series of explosions.


  Pepeng! Pepepeng! Pepepepeng!


  It was like a fireworks festival.


  “Kuaaaack!”


  There were hundreds of explosions around the guild members, causing them to fly back in pain. In particular, Toban suffered a great wound and was in a critical condition.


  Crack!


  At that moment, the duration of Swamp Shield ended. Then Balak’s sword was freed. Balak picked up the sword that fell to the ground and his sharp teeth gleamed as he laughed.


  “This time, I will invite you to the sword festival.”


  “Stupid cubs who used non-targeted skills… Cough! Spit! If you hit rate is reduced, you have to use certain skills you fools.”


  “Shit… Damn… Why are you so confident… Shut up.”


  The guild members were turned to rags from the explosion and started swearing. This was the end. Everybody had a hunch.


  Toban felt despair. ‘I couldn’t hunt because I was caught by Grid and now I will die and lose experience…’


  It was the result of his incompetence. After this, he would try harder to level up and become stronger. It was around the time that Toban was making a pledge.


  “Who is above level 250, has more than 1,800 strength and has advanced Sword Mastery?”


  A voice was heard from the sky. They were glad and annoyed to see him.


  “What, this bastard? What are you saying all of a sudden? Kyaaack~ spit!”


  Toon expressed all their feelings. Toban grinned as he looked up at the sky. The most powerful user that Toban knew, Grid, appeared like a magician. The new members, including Toon, didn’t recognize him because he was wearing a hat, but Toban and the other old guild members knew him instantly.


  It was because Grid normally wore scruffy clothing when working at the smithy.


  “Grid, what are you saying? Level? Strength? Mastery? Why are you asking that?” 


  “Hey, stop talking nonsense and come down to help.”


  The guild members grumbled. But they were happy. Pagma’s Descendant. The appearance of the legendary class gave them confidence.


  “I want to lend you a weapon. I will ask again. Who is above level 250, has more than 1,800 strength and has advanced Sword Mastery?”


  “Toban is over level 250 but the other conditions…”


  The guild members looked at each other as Grid asked again. There were some who met one or two conditions, but none that seemed to meet all three. At that moment, Toon raised a hand.


  Grid identified him and frowned. “I don’t like that bastard.”


  Toon listened to Grid’s words and finally realized his identity. “I also don’t like you. Kyaaack~ spit! You are a coward who lied that you are a blacksmith.”


  “Whatever, take it.”


  Grid threw Toon a black greatsword. It was the sword that the butcher, who Toon wanted to fight, used. In other words, it was the weapon that Grid had been using for a long time. Toon recognized it at first glance and asked, “Are you crazy? Why are you giving me your weapon? Do you plan to fight with your bare hands?”


  Grid snorted. “Do you think that garbage is my weapon?”


  “G-Garbage?”


  Toon thought it was ridiculous after checking the details of the +5 Dainsleif (Reproduction). This enormous item that could be called the strongest weapon in existence was considered garbage?


  ‘What’s wrong with that bastard? Ah, that’s right. Isn’t he originally like this?’


  The butcher was known for being a psychopath. Toon released the wristblades that he had been using for a long time. He equipped Dainsleif and used the ‘Half Man Half Beast’ skill.


  “Ku…ooooooh!”


  The muscles of his body expanded like the Hulk. Then grey hair started to grow on his thickened skin. He grew a snout like a wolf and his teeth became longer. He was like a werewolf. Grid checked the changed Toon and sighed.


  “There is no creativity… Hey, if you like that sword then buy it from me. The price is four million gold.”


  “Awooooo~!”


  Wolf… No, Toon howled. Then he rushed towards Balak and started to wield Dainsleif.


  Kwa kwang! Kwang!


  Toon combined human abilities with the power of a beast, making him much stronger than before. In addition to that, Toban and the other guild members supported Toon with buff skills, so Balak couldn’t help feeling confused.


  “How can a human be so strong…?”


  “This place can endure a bit more…”


  Grid tied up Balak’s feet for a while after throwing Dainsleif. Then he turned his gaze 80m to the rear. He saw an elderly man playing a flute with one hand, while dealing with Faker and Ibellin with the other hand.


  ‘I should first stop that old man playing the flute.’


  The magic power from the flute was ringing all over Bairan Village.


  “This is the end of that old man.”


  Grid put his hand into the inventory.


  Saaah!


  A blue light emerged in the sky. Another greatsword emerged from his inventory. It looked like a shark. It maintained the dignity of a predator.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcended Link.”


  Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa! Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  Grid didn’t know it, but he was at the center of the world’s attention. A total of 20 strikes was launched, dealing 150% attack power with each hit. They were fired without a time difference.


  “…What?!”


  Neberius cried out as he was dealing with Faker and Ibellin. A heavy rain of swords poured down from the sky. Neberius’ eyes widened at the sight. It wasn’t just Neberius. The overwhelming attack astonished the world, including the Tzedakah Guild.


  “Dark Fire Storm!”


  Neberius pulled out an orb. He summoned the most powerful magic of three attributes that were combined in the orb. The fire storm collided with the blue energy swords.


  Pepepepeok!


  “Avoid it!”


  There was a huge explosion. The Tzedakah Guild noticed and spread out instantly. 18 of the 20 swords were offset by Neberius’ storm. However, two swords persevered and threatened Neberius.


  “This mighty force…!” Neberius admired it and stopped playing his flute for the first time. He hurriedly used magic. “Dark Ice Wall!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  An ice barrier was instantly created. Its height was much taller than Bairan Village’s walls.


  Kwakwang!


  The two energy swords were blocked and destroyed by the barrier.


  Kururung.


  As a result of the impact from the collision, sparks flew and aimed at Grid.


  “Danger!”


  Ibellin had already felt the power of the black flame and was worried about Grid. But Grid was fine.


  Kwaang!


  The black flames were destroyed by a flashing Golden Shield, then Grid descended towards the ground. Sharp flashing eyes could be seen from between black hair.


  “You!”


  Kwajik! Kwajijijik!


  Dozens of dark thunderbolts fell and hit Grid. But he was fine?


  “Eek…?”


  Neberius freaked out.


  [The effect of the Holy Light Armor has been activated, resisting the dark magic.]


  Grid smiled as he saw the notification window. After the dark thunderbolts were gone, there was a red lightning strike.


  Pachik! Pachichik!


  An intense spark!


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Kill!”


  The strongest skill!


  Kwaaaaang!


  A power equivalent to a nuclear bomb fell towards Neberius’ head.




  Chapter 154


  ‘This momentum…!’


  Neberius was 123 years old this year. Thanks to receiving God Yatan’s blessing, he lived for a long time and had a lot of insights. The covered man changed the battlefield with small actions? If he was careless, he would receive a big injury. 


  ‘Big injury? The slightest slip will kill me.’


  Kuwaaaang!


  Grid descended to 10m above the ground and then accelerated. The air became turbulent and the earth shook. A legendary class who had the strongest stats and evolved his skills to the highest level with his equipment.


  Neberius judged, ‘That strength is a scam. It isn’t possible.’


  Unfortunately, defense seemed impossible. He had the old body of a magician, so it was hard to avoid. Could he offset the power with a magic attack? He would have to consume a lot of magic power.


  There were separate and wiser ways to deal with it.


  ‘I have to neutralize it with gravity magic.’


  Neberius was a dark magician. His ability to do magic wasn’t simply limited to attack and defense magic, so his quality was different from Malacus. He had the title of great magician and could use magic power of different attributes, as well as a wide variety of them.


  “Reverse Gravity.”


  Neberius used the magic that best fit this current crisis.


  Teong!


  “…?”


  The moment that Grid was about to sweep like a hawk snatching its prey… He stopped in the air just before hitting Neberius with Kill. Then regardless of his will, he began to rise into the sky. It was the force of reversing gravity.


  “Shi…!”


  Grid cursed as he floated like a balloon.


  His attack was judged as a MISS and the energy of Kill inside Failure was extinguished. Transcended Link and Kill, two of his strongest skills were consecutively neutralized so he couldn’t help feeling angry.


  On the other hand, Neberius and the building debris were also influenced by gravity and floated into the air. As if they were being sucked into a black hole, they quickly chased after Grid.


  “The situation is reversed. Now it’s your turn to be attacked.”


  Neberius’ specialty was double casting. He could complete two magic spells simultaneously with his mind and mouth. He triggered dark thunder balls and dark water balls.


  Pajik! Pajijik!


  Five spheres of electricity hit Grid’s body, affecting him from head to toe. Then three spheres of water exploded, damaging Grid and doubling the power of the electricity.


  “Kuaack!”


  Grid gave a terrible scream as his body was roasted. Neberius’ eyes sharpened as he observed Grid.


  ‘That divine armor resists dark magic but the probability isn’t 100%.’


  He was lucky. Neberius felt relieved and eagerly started a magic rampage.


  Hwaruruk! Chachak!


  Arrows of fire and ice were created in succession and flew towards Grid.


  ‘It stinks.’


  Grid was still dominated by Reverse Gravity and was unable to control his body in the air. If he compared his current state to a PC game, it was difficult to control because his directional keys seemed to be reversed?


  Pepepepeng!


  [You have suffered 1,160 damage.]


  [You have suffered 1,230 damage.]


  [The effect of the Holy Light Armor has been activated, resisting the dark magic.]


  [You have suffered 1,155 damage.]


  ‘Annoying.’


  He had to allow the attacks. His Holy Light Armor alleviated 50% of magic damage and occasionally completely resisted the dark magic, but it was still a one-sided bombardment. Did he have to be a punching bag like this?


  ‘I don’t like it.’ He was already tired of the one-sided punching bag days of his past. Now he had to experience it again? ‘No more…’


  Grid rotated his body in the air and reversed his direction. Then he flew towards Neberius who was casting a magic spell.


  ‘I won’t be one-sidedly hit anymore!’


  Reverse gravity? That wasn’t a difficult problem when he thought about it. He controlled his body by thinking of the sky as the earth and the earth as the sky. His many combat experiences had improved the thinking ability of his brain and allowed him to quickly adjust to Reverse Gravity.


  “You have no respect for the elderly!”


  Grid who was falling towards the ground and Neberius who was flying into the sky. The collision of the two were inevitable since they were moving in a straight line.


  ‘Pagma’s Swordsmanship.’


  Grid accurately calculated the timing as he narrowed the distance to Neberius and triggered a skill.


  “Link!”


  It was perfect timing. The moment that Neberius entered his attack range, the greatsword started to shine blue. But Neberius didn’t stay still. Clack! He snapped his fingers and released Reverse Gravity.


  Teong!


  Gravity returned to normal. Neberius and the building debris stopped flying up towards Grid, suddenly falling towards the ground instead.  Grid missed the target once again and Link only hit empty air. This was the third skill that became useless.


  “Damn old man!”


  Grid felt manipulated as he landed on the ground after Neberius. Neberius had already finished completing a new spell.


  “Dark Storm.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  It was the moment when the magic that Yura used to kill Grid and Doran, as well as shatter the Yatan Temple, was triggered.


  Flinch.


  Grid wanted to shrink back from the trauma but he instead swapped to the Divine Shield.


  * There is a high chance of completely resisting dark spells.


  It was an option present for both the legendary Divine Shield and the Holy Light Armor. This overlapping effect was the antithesis of dark magic.


  “Haha.”


  Neberius thought it was so absurd that he laughed. This person was directly hit by Dark Storm, but he wasn’t affected at all? Instead, he was rushing forward.


  Pepeng! Peng peng!


  He tried to fire magic spells but Grid couldn’t be stopped. The performance of the Divine Shield in front of him was better than any Divine Shield Neberius had ever seen.


  ‘What great craftsman produced it…? I can’t help feeling admiration. But it won’t do anything against these magic spells.’


  Neberius concentrated his magic power on the orb he had been holding in his hand. An orb was a magician’s weapon and insurance. The orb could store magic that needed long casting time, and the magic would be immediately used when magic power was injected.


  Neberius currently had two spells stored in the orb. They were the strongest spells that mixed three attributes, just like Dark Fire Storm that offset Grid’s Transcended Link. What would happen if he trigger two of his best magic spells with no time difference?


  ‘Victory!’


  Neberius was sure of it as Grid emerged from the black storm. He had put away the shield and was holding the greatsword with both hands?


  ‘Stupid!’


  Neberius smiled with satisfaction and poured magic power into his orb.


  [Dark Thunder Explosion!]


  Kwaaaaaaaaaaaaaaang!


  There was a strong explosion that blended darkness and thunder in front of Grid.


  ‘What?’


  Neberius could summon powerful magic again straight after Dark Storm? This was Grid’s first battle with a magician who knew how to use an orb properly, so he received huge damage.


  [You have suffered 14,300 damage.]


  There was this much damage, even with the Holy Light Armor. Grid was surprised but didn’t shrink back. He was determined not to miss the gap where Neberius would be exhausted by the aftermath of the powerful magic. But Neberius still had one spell stored in his orb.


  “Dark Stone Blizzard!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  ‘Again?’


  Sharp stones and ice fragments were created around the confused Grid, stirring around him like a blender.


  “Grid!”


  “Ahh!”


  The Tzedakah Guild members, who had been relying on Grid to defeat Neberius, sighed in unison. In addition to them, everyone around the world watching the battle through TV or the Internet was thinking the same thing when Grid was hit.


  There was an explosion of comments in the chat windows of the Internet relay rooms.


  -Whatㅋㅋㅋㅋ A legendary class ㄹㅇ How funny ㅋㅋ It’s over now ㅋㅋㅋ.


  –What type of legendary class doesn’t think about the magic stored in orbs? Why did he release the shield ㅉㅉ Really, this legendary class is more like a dog. He can’t fight.


  –Is his judgment blurred? Perhaps he is exhausted by Neberius’ Reverse Gravity? He seems to have lost his composure because his skills keep being neutralized ㅇㅇ.


  –That’s right. Frankly, the old man is fighting so well that he is bound to become upset.


  –A good fighter… The basics… Honestly, even the top 10 rankers would have a hard time against the old man.


  –That is a dog ㅋ


  -No, haven’t you seen the news? In the first place, Pagma’s Descendant is a blacksmith rather than a combatant. It is fundamentally weak.


  –Did you see the dreadful power of those three skills? Pagma’s Descendant isn’t weak.


  –Pagma might be a simple blacksmith, but he had the best swordsmanship after Sword Saint Muller.


  –I had a lot of expectations for the first legendary class ~~ But this…


  –It’s just trash ㅋㅋㅋㅋ


  –Ah… I didn’t think the fight would end so quickly… I just ordered chicken.


  Hundreds of millions of people were disappointed or laughing in real time. They had yet to notice. The fact that it wasn’t just pieces of stone and ice raging around Grid.


  Kakakang! Kwaaaaaang!


  ‘This is crazy!’ Neberius was dumbfounded. In the midst of the storm, two golden discs had suddenly appeared and were defending against the stones and ice? The duration of the magic ended. Originally, the hat wearing person should be torn to pieces. However, he was in a relatively good condition.


  “This is a headache despite having lower combat power than the pope… Well, do you still have more to show?”


  The two golden discs spun around Grid who floated in the air.


  Neberius cried out to him, “What is this? What is the nature of those great artifacts?”


  The armor, shield and the golden discs, they were treasures that not even the king of a country would have.


  “I would’ve won this fight long ago if it wasn’t for those artifacts…!”


  Grid approached Neberius like a ghost. He spoke as he raised Failure.


  “Don’t worry about it. It is my job to be overgeared.”


  “Ugh! Diamond Shield! Dark Shield!”


  Neberius had used all the magic stored in the orb. His magic power was almost depleted, so he couldn’t use powerful magic. Neberius strained himself using two unique defense spells at the same time.


  Then he started the chant for Teleport. He only thought about running away.


  ‘This is the last hurrah.’


  The cooldown time of his powerful skills like Transcended Link, Link and Kill stilled remained. Could he break through the double shields and stop Neberius from escaping? Of course it was possible. The power of skills? He didn’t care about such things.


  ‘I have the power of items.’


  Grid’s Failure fell towards the two layered shield


  Chaaeng!


  [The Holy Light Gloves option effect is activated, causing you to attack the target five times.]


  Jjeejeeeong!


  ‘Heok? What the…!’


  Neberius’s eyes widened as he chanted the spell for Teleport. The opponent dealt such a strong blow that the shields couldn’t fully absorb the damage and cracked?


  Jjejeong! Jjejejeok!


  [Failure’s option effect is activated, causing you to attack the target five times.]


  Jeeeong!


  “Heeook!


  The two layered shield shattered. There were hundreds of reflections of Neberius on the shattered remnants of the shields that scattered like glass fragments. 


  Fear. Neberius had lived for 123 years and he was filled with an emotion that he only felt a few times. Then the predator of the sea swallowed him without any mercy.


  [Failure’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘Bisect’ to be generated.]


  [Bisect]


  Deals 800% of your attack power to a single target. Some of the target’s body must be cut in order to induce various abnormal status conditions.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 5 minutes.


  Seokeok!


  “Kuaaaack!”


  Due to his instinct to live, Neberius instinctively raised his right arm and screamed as it was cut off. Neberius became more frightened as he saw the blood spurting out.


  “That’s nonsense…!”


  He was aware that the Tzedakah Guild had more strength than he thought.


  He felt tension from the assassin and young boy, while Balak’s feet were being tied up by a half human and an archer. There was the martial artist who took on 70 strengthened elders on his own.


  But the hat wearing man who appeared last was special. He was too strong. Despite being a trivial being -user- Neberius was reminded of Yura, who had been selected by God Yatan. That white armor and divine shield that contained enormous divine power, was he someone related to the Rebecca Church?


  “I heard that there is a secret temple in Rebecca’s Church that is fostering Rebecca’s Daughters and assassins… Did you come from that temple?”


  Grid replied to Neberius’s absurd question, “Temple? No, I am overgeared.” (TL: this pun doesn’t really translate well. Basically Temple and Overgeared sound similar in Korean.)


  “…Overgeared?”


  The answer that wasn’t really an answer made Neberius’ confusion worse. Then he felt terrible pain.


  Puok!


  The blue greatsword pierced his heart.


  “K… Kuock…!”


  It was the moment when the Fourth Servant of the Yatan Church was defeated by one user.




  Chapter 155


  “Finally… To hell… By God Yatan’s side… I can go…”


  Flop.


  The decrepit body of the old man fell to the cold floor. The whole world cheered as soon as they saw him turn to grey light.


  『 Oh…! Ohhh! Awesome! The first legendary class, Pagma’s Descendant has defeated the Fourth Servant of the Yatan Church! It’s truly a remarkable achievement! 』


  Asia.


  『 Neberius is level 300. He’s a third advancement dark magician and a hidden boss. He defeated that enemy alone? The ability of a legendary class is amazing. 』


  North America.


  『 I wouldn’t say he succeeded in the raid alone. Didn’t the Tzedakah Guild consume Neberius’s health and magic power before he appeared? 』


  Europe.


  『 If it wasn’t for the Tzedakah Guild, would Pagma’s Descendant be able to knock down Neberius alone? 』


  『 We can’t be sure. 』 


  South America.


  『 What are the pros and cons of Pagma’s Descendant that could be observed in this battle? 』


  Oceania, Africa, and so on. The international media of all continents broadcasted headlines about Pagma’s Descendant. There was an uproar in various communities.


  –Defeated. A hidden boss was defeated in a one-man raid.


  –I thought he was stupid after being hit by the magic ㅋㅋ Yet he still managed to win ㅋㅋㅋㅋ


  –Honestly it is true. He won due to his items.


  -Yes, I agree.


  –What are those golden discs? I’d like to have them. Where did he get them? A quest item?


  –If we knew, than would we be here? Think before posting comments on the message boards;


  [A review of Pagma’s Descendant by a level 269 ranker]


  Hello, I am ranked 15th on the unified rankings. Proof? I don’t need it. It’s annoying in many ways. People can choose to believe me or not.


  Then I’ll get straight to the point.


  Based on what I saw, Pagma’s Descendant is just a beginner at combat. Why is my evaluation so extreme? Okay, then I’ll change my comment to a ‘magic dictionary.’


  Magician. Pagma’s Descendant used skills against a great magician, but was affected by gravity magic, didn’t consider the magic built into orbs and received a great deal of damage… He is the worst in many ways. In particular, he couldn’t deal with Reverse Gravity properly, proving that his control skills are bad. Ah, this ‘bad’ is based on the perspective of a ranker.


  Omitted.


  [PvP expert commentator RIX on Pagma’s Descendant] 


  Omitted.


  The bottom line is that Pagma Descendant’s control skills and fighting abilities are plain, while the power of his items is huge. 


  His white armor and golden shield have high magic resistance. The cloak should have a built in taunt ability and the boots give him Fly magic. The greatsword has overwhelming damage. More than anything else, there are the two golden discs that defended against the damage of a powerful magic that combined three attributes, Dark Stone Blizzard by 70%.


  How big is it? It is impossible to measure the value of the discs, but it’s most likely a legendary rating.


  The point we need to note here is that Pagma’s Descendant is a ‘legendary blacksmith.’ Did Pagma’s Descendant make these items himself? How does he do it? I want to commission an item right now.


  [Part of an interview with the 3rd ranked Chris.]


  Q: It is theorized that Pagma’s Descendant is the same as the butcher of Winston who devastated your guild. What do you think?


  A: I believe it is correct. I also believe he is the same person who made the Special Jaffa Arrows that became a hot topic in the past.


  Q: Is he a member of the Tzedakah Guild?


  A: It is natural to think so considering the context.


  Q. I will ask you in a straightforward manner. Who is stronger, you or Pagma’s Descendant?


  A: His raid ability is better than me. Neberius might have weak defense and health, but he is still a hidden boss. I don’t have enough offensive power to kill him in an instant. What would happen if I raided Neberius alone? It’s easy to drive Neberius to the defensive, but he would’ve been able to escape.


  However, my PvP ability is several times higher than Pagma’s Descendant. The class itself might be strong, but his control abilities are the worst. In particular, his skill usage is very simple. I can avoid or counter his skills. I think that most of the top 20 rankers will be thinking the same thing as me.


  Q: There are many people who are criticizing the control skills of Pagma’s Descendant, but I haven’t seen anyone degrading the class performance itself. What type of class is Pagma’s Descendant?


  A: It combines other elements but its best aspect is the ability to make items. Isn’t he the only legendary item maker? The combat power is also the best. Attack power, defense, speed, there isn’t anything lacking. His items are good, but I guess that his basic stats are also superior. 


  I just don’t know about the power of his skills. As everybody knows, didn’t the skills of Pagma’s Descendant miss? (Laughs)


  Everyone was enthusiastically paying attention to Pagma’s Descendant. However, Grid himself didn’t realize this.


  [You have defeated Neberius, the Fourth Servant of Yatan, who had been experimenting with many black magic spells!]


  [Reputation throughout the continent will rise by +4,000.]


  [Hostility with the Yatan Church has risen to the maximum.]


  [Affinity with the Rebecca Church is already at the maximum. You will be welcomed when visiting a Rebecca Temple.]


  [Affinity with the Dominion Church has increased by +2,000. Visiting a Dominion Temple will give you great blessings. Your current affinity is 3,500.]


  [Affinity with the Judar Church has increased by +1,400. Visiting a Judar Temple will give you great blessings. Your current affinity is 2,000.]


  [Until a new black magician is appointed, the ability of the Yatan Church to produce black magicians will fall.]


  [421 gold has been acquired.]


  [Blessed Weapon Enhancement Stones (2) have been acquired.]


  [Blessed Armor Enhancement Stones (3) have been acquired.]


  [4 deluxe magic stones have been acquired.]


  [Neberius’ Flute has been acquired.]


  [Neberius’ Bracelet has been acquired.]


  [67,131,050 experience has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level…]


  [Neberius’ Flute]


  Rating: Legendary


  It is a treasure that has been preserved for many years by the Yatan Church and influences the minds of those who hear it. The appearance is old but that doesn’t affect the ability to produce sound.


  When a member of God Yatan plays this flute, it reduces the enemy’s evasion rate by 50%, their accuracy by 30% and magic casting time by 1.5 times.


  When a member of the three other gods plays this flute, it will increase ally’s evasion and accuracy by 20% and reduce casting time by 1.5 times.


  When a neutral person plays this flute, a random effect will be created.


  * You must play it for at least five seconds.


  * The duration of the effect is 30 seconds.


  Conditions of Use: None.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 10 minutes.


  Effect Range: A radius of 20 metres.


  [Neberius’ Bracelet]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 14/20    Defense: 5


  Intelligence +30


  * Reduces magic casting time by 20%.


  A bracelet that Neberius treasured. It doesn’t have much effect, but it is an artifact that is very helpful to a magician.


  User Restriction: Level 250 or higher.


  Weight: 1


  [A hidden function doesn’t exist.]


  “Yes!!”


  Jackpot.


  ‘In particular, Neberius’ flute is a big hit!’


  Classes that could use buff and debuff magic were very limited, such as black magicians and paladins. Among them, there were very few classes that could use wide area debuff or buff magic. However, if he had Neberius’ Flute, he could use wide area debuff or buff magic regardless of class.


  ‘I can’t imagine how much it will sell for if I register it at auction… Should I try it out once?’


  Grid wondered about the random effects. He started playing the flute.


  Bik. Biiik. Bik.


  Grid hadn’t even played a recorder, so it was impossible for him to play the old flute well. However, the tone of the flute itself was so good that it didn’t disturb his ears.


  ‘What is he doing all of a sudden?’


  The Tzedakah Guild members who were cheering after Grid defeated Neberius! Those who were still attacking Balak became affected when Grid suddenly started playing the flute. Then their faces turned pale.


  [You have heard a bad flute sound. All stats will drop by 30%, making it easier for you to be affected by a status condition. This effect will last for 30 seconds.]


  All members of the Tzedakah Guild weakened. On the other hand, the jade flames around Balak’s body started to burn more fiercely.


  “I feel stronger!”


  “Y-You crazy person!”


  “Hey Grid! What are you doing?”


  Kwaang! Kwaang!


  The blazing sword started to attack the weakened Tzedakah Guild members. Pon and Regas, who almost killed all the elders, suddenly faced a crisis.


  “Pant… Pant… My stamina is suddenly depleted…”


  “The elders are becoming stronger…”


  [A random effect has occurred. Decrease the stats of all allies and increase the stats of all enemies.]


  “…Wow.” Grid belatedly confirmed the notification windows and scratched his head like he was embarrassed. “Sorry.”


  “This is shit!”


  Vantner cursed as he defended against Balak’s swords with his twin axes, then rolled far away. It wasn’t just him. Most of the guild members fell down because they couldn’t endure the power of the strengthened Balak.


  “It can’t be helped. I have to get rid of this cheap thing.”


  Grid blamed the item and looked at Balak. He started approaching Balak and Balak hurriedly flew into the sky. Then he created a door to move between dimensions.


  “Neberius is dead, so I will step aside today. But I will be better prepared next time.”


  The magician Neberius had to chant a long spell to use Teleport, but the demonkin Balak could create a dimensional movement door at will. The Tzedakah Guild trembled when they saw him running away so easily.


  “We missed our prey…”


  “Damn! It was an amazing chance!”


  “Dammit Grid… Did you do this on purpose?”


  “…I’m sorry.” Grid was sincere. Unlike the past, he had a conscience and was truly sorry. In the end, the Tzedakah Guild members couldn’t say anything more and just sighed.


  “Now, let’s restore the village quickly.”


  The Tzedakah Guild combined forces to defeat the remaining followers, rescued the NPCs and began to restore the village under Jishuka’s direction. It was annoying for Grid, but he let Balak escape, so he joined in the recovery efforts.


  The Tzedakah Guild members were shocked when they saw him working hard.


  “Hasn’t Grid changed too much?”


  “That… He is a little too good-natured.” 


  “I thought I was looking at the wrong person…”


  Toban listened to the words of the guild members and trembled, “Don’t talk nonsense. I’m sure he is better than before, but he still isn’t good.”


  At the same time, a super luxurious mansion in Miami, USA.  


  A blond man watching Grid turned off the TV. Then he turned to the long-haired young man standing beside him.


  “You were defeated by that guy?”


  The youth with the ID of Box in Satisfy, hid his face with embarrassment. “I’m sorry.”


  The blond man raised his body from the chair. Then he headed towards the gold ultra-high tech capsule that was located in the centre of the living room.


  “Asuka and Black Teddy are also trash. I shouldn’t have offered them the executive positions.” 


  “But Asuka’s wealth is required. We can’t let her go.”


  “I know.”


  The blond man who gave off a sharp impression like a serpent was Zibal. He was second on Satisfy’s unified rankings and the head of the Snake Guild. He invited talented people from different fields and his Snake Guild occupied the strongest territories of Satisfy one by one. He had ambitions to become a king and evaluated Grid.


  “He’s a dunce. The fact that he is the only legendary item maker is irritating, but if we can occupy territories and monopolize the secret dungeons of various places, we can also get a supply of legendary items.”




  Chapter 156


  Neberius died and Balak escaped. Jishuka looked at the estate information to identify the exact damage.


  Name: Bairan


  Size: Village


  Ruler: Jishuka Bairan (Baroness. Master of the Tzedakah Guild)


  Administrator: Grill (C-grade administrative ability)


  * The higher the administrative ability of the administrator, the higher the overall development of the estate.


  Affiliation: The Eternal Kingdom, Earl Steim.


  Population: NPCs – 451. Players – 5,104.


  Troops: Knights – 2. Soldiers – 103


  Security: 10/100


  * The state of security is the worst. Residents of the village can riot, and gangsters and monsters will often pop up near the village.


  * Each time the number of soldiers increases by 10, the security will increase by one point.


  * Security will increase hourly in proportion to the number of soldiers. 


  Internal Affairs: 269/1,200


  * Increasing the number of shopping malls, public cultural facilities and buildings will increase the internal affairs number.


  * Once the internal affairs number reaches the maximum, the scale of the estate will increase.


  Diplomacy: None.


  Forces hostile to the ruler: Yatan Church/ Rio Kingdom/ Red Dragon Trauka/ Iron Style Group/ Helding Clan/ Couch Clan.


  Forces hostile to your affiliated groups: Yatan Church/ Rio Kingdom.


  Specialties: Jaffa, steel.


  Distinguished Figure : ★ ☆ Currently one person present ☆ �


  This morning.


  Before the invasion of the Yatan Church, the number of NPC residents in Bairan was 700, security was 90 and the internal affairs was over 600. This was accomplished by the guild pouring all their funds over the past 20 days.


  That had been destroyed in half a day.  Anyone would curse angrily, but Jishuka had a bright expression. It was because of the good news of a distinguished person.


  ‘The distinguished person column was always marked as unknown.’


  One talent was able to play the role of 100 people or soldiers. No, maybe he could play the role of a thousand or ten thousand people.


  ‘I wish they could have an administrative ability, but it’s still good.’


  Jishuka confirmed the details of the personnel menu.


  * If the ruler of the estate or a subordinate has more than 300 insight and wears the Ruler’s Sword, there is a very rare chance of finding the distinguished person.


  * If the ruler of the estate or a subordinate has more than 600 insight and wears the Ruler’s Sword, the odds of finding the distinguished person isn’t bad.


  * If the ruler of the estate or a subordinate has more than 900 insight and wears the Ruler’s Sword, there is a medium chance of finding the distinguished person.


  ‘More than 300 insight…’


  Insight was a special stat. It was something that users of the commander class possessed by default, but in the case of general users like Jishuka, they would only acquire it after long term management (guild, estate, etc.).


  The only user with the insight stat in the Tzedakah Guild was Jishuka, and hers was limited.


  ‘I have 75 insight, so I won’t be able to find the distinguished person…?’


  A distinguished person appeared for the first time so Jishuka was very anxious about missing them.


  “Hrmm, I’ll wander around and find them somehow.”


  The eastern region.


  Jishuka ordered the guild members and soldiers here, where there was the largest damage. She observed the residents who were in the middle of the repair work. But she witnessed an interesting sight along the way.


  “Hey you. Aren’t you good at shovelling?”


  “Huh?”


  “You have a skill called Shovel Mastery… No, it is your nickname.”


  “Heok? How do you know that?”


  “Wow~ You are really bad. You have such a precious ability, but you kept quiet and played around because you don’t want to work?”


  “Played around? Aren’t I standing guard right now?”


  “The war is over, so why are you standing guard?” 


  “I received an order to protect the residents from the remnants of the Yatan Church that may have survived!”


  “Bullshit. Even if there are still some Yatan followers left behind, you should’ve confessed that you are good at shovelling. There are plenty of soldiers to stand guard, so you should go shovel.”


  “I-I was seriously injured in the battle against the Yatan Church, so I don’t have enough stamina for shovelling?”


  “Seriously injured? Do you mean that graze on your forearm? Wow, aren’t you a complete bastard? Shovel, or do you want to get hit?”


  “…I will do it.”


  It was Grid. Was it given by Irene? Grid was holding the Commander’s Sword and was able to figure out the skills of the soldiers with one glance.


  ‘Does a legendary class have a variety of special stats?’


  Jishuka’s expectations rose. The Commander’s Sword needed a high level of insight to be used properly!


  ‘Can’t he handle the Ruler’s Sword?’


  The confident Jishuka ran up to Grid. “Grid, find me a distinguished person?”


  “What nonsense are you saying?”


  Grid frowned at Jishuka’s sudden words. He didn’t ask anymore questions. Jishuka handed the Ruler’s Sword to Grid.


  [Ruler’s Sword]


  Durability: 150/150  Attack Power: 150


  * Dignity +60


  * Skill ‘Character Observation’ will be generated.


  * Skill ‘Talent Search’ will be generated.


  A sword only given to a recognized lord.


  It gives you the ability to observe soldiers and residents closely, so it can be used for estate management.


  Weight: 200


  The Ruler’s Sword was an upgraded version of the Commander’s Sword.


  ‘Talent Search?’


  Grid felt intrigued as Jishuka asked him with interest, “You can use the Commander’s Sword, so that means you can use the Ruler’s Sword, right? There is currently one distinguished person in Bairan, so please find them for me.”


  “Are you making a blacksmith do everything?”


  “Heheh.” She smiled, poked Grid’s side and winked at him. “I will personally reward you. Yes?”


  “Ugh…”


  What did she mean by personally rewarding him? Grid was embarrassed because the sensual beauty + meaningful remark caused his imagination to run wild.


  ‘It has been 22 days but my heart is still pounding… Is this something other than lust?’


  Perhaps love?


  ‘Crazy.’


  Grid never even held hands with a woman in reality, so it was easy for him to mistake his feelings for a woman. How big was this? Grid reminded himself of the Ahyoung incident and set his spirit straight.


  ‘A woman like this wouldn’t like me. I shouldn’t waste my time on vain delusions.’ He didn’t need a human woman in the first place. ‘I like the NPC Irene the best.’


  Grid was gradually becoming Damian! He put the Commander’s Sword into his inventory and pulled out the Ruler’s Sword while saying, “As a personal reward, fund Vantner and Toon. They are a little short of money to buy the Wave Armour and Dainsleif.”


  “Unfortunately, the guild’s resources are depleted. I’m sorry but it will take some time. Ah, and take this.”


  [7 pieces of blue orichalcum have been acquired.]


  [21 pieces of orichalcum has been acquired.]


  [55 pieces of black iron has been acquired.]


  They were precious minerals. In particular, the blue orichalcum could only be obtained from the Guardian of the Forest, so there was no value for it. It was for free? Jishuka grinned brightly at the surprised Grid.


  “It’s natural to give valuable minerals to the guild’s blacksmith.”


  At present, the Tzedakah Guild gave Grid all the materials when there was a production request. Therefore, Grid was able to make items at no cost and make huge profits. He thought that was enough, but now they were supporting him with minerals?


  Grid was honestly impressed. Wasn’t it a joy to be acknowledged by others? He felt like Zhuge Liang from the Three Kingdoms.


  “Thank you for knowing my value.”


  Grid replied honestly. Jishuka was embarrassed by his unreasonable confidence and coughed, “You are a treasure for our guild. I will do my best so that you feel like our guild is the best place to live. So let’s keep on doing well together.”


  “If you want to keep doing well, you should call me Oppa… You, aren’t you only 24 years old?”


  “W-What? Oppa? I don’t want to!”


  Within the Tzedakah Guild, Jishuka was on the younger side. She was annoyed whenever reminded of her young age. She was accepted as the master due to her leadership and excellent abilities, but she felt uncomfortable whenever commanding her members. Thus, she deliberately abandoned her age. She wasn’t aware of her age, just her position as the guild leader. Therefore, she couldn’t call Grid Oppa.


  “I can’t do that.”


  Jishuka refused with a serious attitude, so Grid guessed that she had her own situation.


  ‘Or maybe she just doesn’t like it? Indeed, non-Asian countries aren’t so tied to age.’


  “Then please.”


  Jishuka gave Grid the task of finding the distinguished person and went back to work. Grid was left alone and checked the Talent Search skill.


  [Your insight is more than 600 points. Due to the influence of insight, Talent Search Lv.2 is activated.]


  [Talent Search Lv. 2]


  Observes the hidden potential of the target.


  * The observation targets are limited to NPCs belonging to the estate.


  “…Does this mean I have to observe everyone?”


  As a Tzedakah Guild member, Grid could observe the information about Bairan Village. So he knew that there were 556 inhabitants and troops in Bairan Village. Did this mean he had to observe 556 people? Grid was annoyed for just a moment.


  ‘It’s interesting, so I don’t mind.’


  That’s right. Observing the current abilities, maximum stats and skills of the target was pleasant, so he didn’t mind the amount of time it would take. Besides, what if he discovered a hidden potential? It would be twice the fun.


  ‘My insight will rise quickly while observing them and maybe I can find knight candidates… This is like killing two birds with one stone.’ His knight candidate Jude came to mind. ‘Jude, this guy is great…’


  He was hunting the frostlight orcs and gathering the sylphid scales under the leadership of Huroi and Romeo… No, Jude and the soldiers were undergoing special training. Grid hoped that they would quickly come back with the sylphid scales… No, he hoped that would return after growing.


  –Youngwoo-ssi.


  He was wandering the village and observing the NPCs when he received a whisper from Yura. Grid continued to observe the NPCs as he replied.


  –Why are you so late?


  -I’m sorry. I’m late because I was watching the battle of Bairan Village on the Internet.


  Grid stopped.


  –The battle of Bairan Village?


  –Yes, the first legendary class Pagma’s Descendant appeared in public for the first time.


  –It was broadcasted on the Internet?


  –The Internet and TV. The whole world is currently in an uproar. It’s surprising. I never thought that Pagma’s Descendant would belong to your guild.


  ‘Fortunately, it isn’t known that I am Pagma’s Descendant.’


  He was conscious of the users in Bairan Village and hid his face and ID. Yura spoke to the relieved Grid.


  –Are you in Bairan Village? I want to see the pet that you talked about.


  –You’re coming to Bairan Village?


  –I’d like to try and find out who Pagma’s Descendant is.


  –Aren’t you Yatan’s Eighth Servant? Do you think our guild will let you enter?


  –I will hide my ID. It won’t be dangerous unless you reveal my identity. 


  –Why do you think I won’t reveal your identity? Why do you trust me?


  –Don’t you and I have a secret relationship? We have a cooperative relationship and I won’t act hostile towards you.


  –Don’t misunderstand me. Anyway, okay. I can’t leave this place for a while, so it’s better for you to come here.


  At the same time, Winston. Irene was informed that Bairan Village was ravaged and rose to her feet.


  “Let’s join in Bairan Village’s restoration work. Gather the soldiers and technicians. We will leave right away.”


  Phoenix expressed disapproval, “Will My Lady go there yourself?”


  “My husband is suffering, so shouldn’t his wife go and help?”


  “But the road to Bairan Village is dangerous because there are a lot of monsters. Winston can’t be left empty, so is it okay for you to go?”


  “We can leave Valdi in charge of Winston.”


  “Administrator Valdi can’t handle the current work due to the aftereffects of being attacked by the Yatan Church…”


  “Shut your mouth!”


  “…My Lady?”


  “I am lonely! I can’t sleep because I have been thinking of him every night! I want to have a child soon! Do I have to say anything else?”


  “I have sinned greatly, so please kill me!”


  He was an old man who couldn’t understand the heart of his lady. Irene was determined and began to leave as soon as the knights were prepared.




  Chapter 157


  It happened after he observed the 39th resident.


  [Insight has increased by 1.]


  Grid identified the fifth rise in his insight stat and smiled. 


  ‘The Character Observation skill of the Commander’s Sword is better, but the Talent Search attached to the Ruler’s Sword raises insight faster.’


  Grid’s deep eyes observed a young man engaging in repairing the wall.


  ‘Talent Search!’


  [You have discovered the target’s abilities, skills and potential.]


  Name: Ian


  Age: 27   Gender: Male


  Occupation: Miner


  Level: 33


  Strength: 45/115   Stamina: 69/138 


  Agility: 21/80    Intelligence: 48/81


  Skill: Pickaxe (C). 


  A young miner in Bairan Village.


  * A very ordinary person. You have failed to discover any hidden talents.


  Grid realized it clearly.


  ‘Jude… He is a really big idiot.’


  He had observed 40 residents and hadn’t found anyone with a lower intelligence than Jude. When it came to the maximum intelligence, the lowest he had seen was 80 points. He had never seen anyone with a maximum potential lower than 80.


  ‘But Jude has a maximum intelligence of 20 and his current intelligence is 11…’


  Jude was stupid.


  ‘He’s easier to manage if he’s stupid, but it is still pathetic.’


  Then a man with a solid body approached Grid.


  “Kyaaack~ spit!”


  The man spat like it was a habit. His grey hair rose into the sky like he had been struck by lightning. He had a muscular body and sharp eyes like a beast. It was Toon, who was ranked 35th on the unified rankings and had a rare hidden class.


  He handed Dainsleif to Grid. “No matter how I think about it, I can’t buy this.”


  Grid was puzzled.


  “Why? It might have a unique rating, but isn’t its performance comparable to a legendary rated weapon? The attack power might be slightly lower than a legendary weapon of the same level, but the options are better. 4 million gold is an appropriate value, so isn’t it better to buy this instead of something else?”


  Toon made a sour expression, “I know how good it is. I want to have it. But I’m not rich enough to spend 4 million gold. Kyaaack~ spit!”


  “If you’re 35th in the unified rankings, aren’t you popular in your country? Shouldn’t you sweep in money by appearing on TV programs and CFs? Doesn’t every guild member make money like this? In particular, Jishuka gets a lot of money just from spending half a day taking photos for magazines.”


  “…That is a story for someone else…”


  Toon’s voice was weak. Grid couldn’t hear him properly.


  “What?”


  Toon shouted loudly, “I don’t receive any broadcast or CF offers! I can only make money through hunting! But I can only earn 10,000 gold a week through hunting!”


  For reference, 10,000 gold was worth 12 million won. Toon earned 12 million won a week? It was a huge sum for the general public, but it was different for a ranker. In the case of items with a usage level of 250 or higher, it was virtually impossible to buy good items at 10,000 gold a week, because the price of epic items was over 400,000 gold.


  Sooner or later, Toon would be unable to arm himself with the right item for his level. This meant he would have difficulty hunting and his ranking would fall.


  “I was a swordsman before I received the rare class, so I have Sword Mastery. However, I have been using wristblades for a long time, so I am most comfortable with them. If Dainsleif was a wristblade type weapon, I would buy it even if it means going into debt. But I’m not foolish enough to do that for a greatsword.”


  “Um… Okay, I understand.”


  Toon looked at Grid holding onto Dainsleif and asked, “But why did you trust me and let me borrow your weapon? I could’ve run away with the weapon? You only met me once and even then I didn’t give a good impression… How could you lend such an expensive item to a guy like me?”


  A chill went down Grid’s spine as he listened.


  ‘I was stupid.’


  Yura and the Tzedakah Guild. The rankers that Grid met directly were very rich. They had high recognition because they always appeared on TV, and they swept in money with media interviews, photo shoots and CFs.


  Therefore, Grid had the perception that rankers were rich and rich people wouldn’t steal equipment. But Toon wasn’t rich like the other rankers. It wasn’t unusual if he tried to steal expensive items.


  ‘In the first place, there is no law that the rich won’t steal… I was too relaxed. There are so many things happening these days that I wasn’t alert.’


  It was fortunate that Toon was a conscientious person, or Grid would’ve been robbed of 4 million gold. Grid thought it was time to be more cautious. Then he started to like Toon.


  ‘It is commendable that he returned it instead of taking it.’


  Grid said, “If you find a good production method and materials while hunting, bring it to me. I will make an item for you at a reasonable price.”


  “What…?”


  The Italian Toon was an orphan. Due to that, he lived a hard life and fell into the mafia. He was only in the organization for five months and was lucky that he didn’t commit murder. However, he did many bad things such as blackmail, drugs, and gun trafficking.


  But after seeing Satisfy, there was such joyful content that he could enjoy. Why should he damage other people by doing bad things? He wondered. Then he left the organization in return for his left eye.


  Since then.


  Toon was talented in the game and became a ranker, but he couldn’t completely fix his temper and kept showing violent tendencies. So he clashed with other users and became notorious in Satisfy. He liked to fight, so he didn’t have any friends.


  But things changed since entering the Tzedakah Guild. Jishuka perfectly curbed Toon’s violence and he could enjoy Satisfy relatively peacefully. Now at this moment. This was the first time since Toon started playing Satisfy. No, it was the first time since he was born in this world that people did him a favor with no conditions.


  ‘Grid…’


  Toon looked at Grid. Like everyone else, he thought Grid hated him. But now he was showing Toon this favor?


  ‘He is a man with a heart like the sea.’


  Grid looked like a great figure to Toon.


  ‘In the first place, he isn’t a regular person. He has the first legendary class…’


  Toon bowed to Grid. “The other day, I treated you badly and trivialized your workplace. I sincerely apologize. And thank you.”


  “If you know, then act better in the future. First of all, stop spitting. I don’t want to see you look like a gangster.”


  “Yes, I will try to fix my habit.” Toon, who frowned every day, smiled widely for the first time in ages. But it was nice to see. “Then I’m going now! I need to work!”


  Grid’s eyes sparkled as he watched Toon moving away with light footsteps.


  ‘He is a simple guy, like Regas said. He’s acting like this over a small gift, and it will be a great help in the long run.’


  Toon would bring the production method and materials, so Grid had nothing to lose. He could acquire a new production method for free and increase his production skill experience. Then he would earn money in the name of a small ‘tip.’ Toon could buy an item at a cheap price and Grid could gain many benefits. It also won Toon’s favor, so he killed two birds with one stone.


  ‘Huhut… Aren’t I really smart these days?’


  Now Grid had the thinking power of an ordinary person! He became satisfied with himself, not realizing he was only average.


  ‘The Neberius raid was broadcasted, so the existence of pavranium is revealed to the world…’


  Grid had planned to participate in the pet marathon by pretending that the pavranium was Yura’s pet. However, it became known that the pavranium belonged to Pagma’s Descendant, so this was a setback in his plan. Should he cancel his plans for the pet marathon?


  ‘No, it isn’t necessary.’


  Ssik.


  Grid smiled and headed towards the smithy.


  “Ohh! Welcome Grid!” Smith welcomed Grid from where he was was making weapons for the soldiers under the command of the administrator. “You have saved Bairan Village. I would like to express my gratitude on behalf of the residents! You are a hero! Hero!”


  The word ‘hero’ was heard. Grid felt pride at the line and said.


  “I’m not just a hero, but an almighty hero.” 


  Grid raised his hand to Smith’s shoulder and used a skill.


  “Blacksmith’s Affection.”


  [Blacksmith’s Affection]


  If you have the maximum affinity with a NPC blacksmith, you can raise their skill level by 1~5 levels.


  The blacksmith who received your teachings will be loyal to you for life and will share with you every time they learn new item production methods.


  [Smith’s Advanced Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship has reached level 4.]


  “Heok…!”


  Smith was shocked. He felt that his skill had risen dramatically with Grid’s touch. He embraced Grid. “Thank you! Thank you! I can achieve the best work of my life thanks to you, and now I have received enlightenment again! For you, I will even lick your ass!”


  “Nonsense!”


  Grid managed to shake off Smith. Lick his ass? It could be an expression stating that Smith would do anything, but Grid knew that Smith was gay. A gay person told him that, so he got goosebumps.


  “You still haven’t married yet?”


  “Married? At this age…”


  “Quickly get married and abandon your strange tastes. And let me borrow your facilities.”


  “H-Huh? Strange tastes…? Yes, yes. Feel free to use them. I can give up the entire smithy to you.”


  Grid ignored Smith and stood in front of the furnace. He pulled out the Legendary Blacksmith’s Hammer and started smelting the pavranium.


  ‘I will change the form.’


  Currently, the pavranium was in the form of two small discs. The whole world associated the two golden discs with Pagma’s Descendant. But that story would change if he transformed the shape of the golden discs.




  Chapter 158


  ‘Now I’ll start.’


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid had referred to Malacus’ absolute shield when making the pavranium into discs. 


  It was designed exclusively for defensive purposes. Therefore, it had high defense capabilities, but its attack power was significantly lower. It failed to cause a scratch on the enemy unless there was a critical. In order to exert more power in the pet marathon, it would be better to emphasize attack rather than defense.


  ‘Anyway, the durability is limitless. No matter how many pets attack, they can’t hurt the pavranium. I need a form suitable for attack.’


  However, Grid currently only owned a very small amount of pavranium, around the size of an egg. He didn’t have enough to make two daggers.


  ‘Something different.’


  How could he make it more efficient? Grid worried for a while before coming up with an idea.


  ‘Needles…!’


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  Grid started to delicately shape the pavranium using his overwhelming high dexterity that surpassed all of Satisfy’s users and NPCs. He made 30 needles with a 10cm length and pointed end.


  “Ohh…!”


  Chwaruruk! The 30 needles started to rotate around Grid at regular intervals. They flashed a golden light and their tips were threatening. Smith witnessed the mysterious appearance and was lost for words.


  Grid smiled with satisfaction and said. “It’s too early to be surprised. Throw that thing at me.”


  Grid pointed to a heavy hammer and Smith cried out.


  “It’s dangerous! Won’t you be hurt if I throw that hammer at you?”


  “Don’t worry about it. Just throw it as hard as you can.”


  “Kuk…”


  Smith was unwilling. But he couldn’t refuse Grid’s command, so he forced himself to throw the hammer at Grid. At that moment, an amazing thing happened. The 30 needles hovering around Grid flew in the direction of the hammer. They spread out in a line? Then they became a small shield that defended against the flying hammer.


  Tung!


  Grid pointed towards the hammer that had fallen to the ground.


  “Pierce through.”


  Chwaruruk!


  The needles simultaneously attacked the hammer after receiving the command.


  Puuok! Puuok!


  The pavranium was the peak of all minerals, so it easily pierced through the hammer made of steel.


  “Good.”


  Grid looked at the hammer with satisfaction then confirmed the details of the needles.


  [30 Golden Needles Made of Pavranium]


  Durability: Infinite


  Attack Power per Piece: 8


  * Penetration Effect


  Golden needles made of pavranium, the strongest mineral produced by the collaboration between the legendary blacksmith Pagma and the legendary great magician Braham.


  The attack power is weak, but their tip is sharp, so they can penetrate an object made of materials. However, they are relatively weak against targets made of magic.


  If they penetrate the enemy’s weak point, a variety of abnormal status conditions can occur and there is a high probability of a critical being triggered.


  Depending on the situation, they can combine to create a barrier.


  * They have obtained healing skills due to Goddess Rebecca’s blessing. They will increase their owner’s health recovery speed by 300%. 


  * They have obtained an attack buff skill due to God Dominion’s blessing. The owner’s attack power will increase by 15%.


  * They have obtained a defense buff skill due to God Judar’s blessing. The owner’s defense will increase by 15%.


  Weight: 5


  ‘It isn’t a shape that can be called a pet, but…’


  The pavranium had an ego. They absolutely obeyed the commands of their master. So they could participate in the pet marathon, no matter their shape. Then Grid received a whisper from Yura.


  -I have arrived at Bairan. Where should I meet you?


  –I will meet you at the west gate.


  Currently, most of the guild members were restoring the eastern outer gate. In case something happened, Grid set a location that was the opposite direction and left Smith’s smithy. 


  “I guess I need to make another hammer…” Smith muttered.


  The new hammer that Smith made after becoming an advanced blacksmith! It was ruined after only half a day, but Grid didn’t know that.


  “She hasn’t come yet?”


  After a 10 minute walk, Grid arrived at the western gate and looked around. But he couldn’t find Yura anywhere. The normal users didn’t care that the village they settled in was destroyed. They just headed towards the hunting grounds without thinking about joining the restoration work.


  “Here.”


  Grid heard a familiar voice on one side just as he was feeling bored. He turned and saw someone at the entrance of an alley wearing black robes, completely covering their face and body. If it wasn’t for the clear and beautiful voice, he would have never dreamed that the person was Yura.


  Grid approached and spoke scornfully.


  “Stupid. Isn’t a mask or hat enough to cover your face and ID? Why bother hiding your whole body?”


  Yura sheepishly replied, “People sometimes recognize me when I only cover my face.”


  “…They recognize your body.”


  Yura’s body ratio was indeed perfect. Her three sizes were ideal for both men and women, especially her pelvis and collarbone. The enthusiastic fans of Yura would be able to recognize Yura just by her body.


  “Show me the pet that you mentioned.”


  “Yes.”


  Was she embarrassed by Grid looking her up and down? Yura got straight to the point. Grid nodded at her and pulled out the 30 needles. Yura pulled off her robe as she watched the needles rotating as one. Then she spoke with sharp eyes.


  “It’s as you said, but… Are you Pagma’s Descendant?”


  “Eh?” The confused Grid replied in the negative. “What nonsense are you saying? Why am I Pagma’s Descendant?”


  “Even without this, I saw that Pagma’s Descendant resisted Neberius’s magic and was reminded of you in the past. But I wasn’t sure until now… 


  “…”


  “Your golden needles and the golden discs of Pagma’s Descendant are similar in material and nature. You don’t have an epic hidden class. You have a legendary class.”


  “No?”


  Grid denied it until the end, but Yura didn’t listen.


  “It is fine if you don’t want to be honest. Whether you have an epic or legendary class, it doesn’t change the fact that you are needed for South Korea. Anyway, considering the usage of the golden discs that I saw on TV, it seems possible to use them to participate in the pet marathon…”


  They were too immersed in the conversation. Both of them weren’t aware that someone was approaching.


  “The connection between a married couple is truly amazing. I never thought I would encounter you here.”


  A woman’s voice was heard from the mouth of the alley. Yura and Grid turned their heads at the same time. It was a typical noble appearance with silver hair, colorful clothes and covered with accessories. 


  “Irene? Why are you here?”


  Grid’s pupils expanded. He was alone in an alley with a woman, so he was afraid his wife would condemn him as a sinner.


  ‘Will she think that I cheated on her?’


  Fortunately, Irene didn’t doubt Grid. The maximum liking didn’t fall so easily and she saw the wedding ring on Grid’s hand. Irene unabashedly linked arms with Grid. Then she smiled casually at Yura.


  “Are you my husband’s friend? It’s the first time I’ve seen you. I am Irene Winston von Steim. I am the lady of Winston and Grid’s wife.”


  Yura was startled.


  ‘I heard that Lady Winston married, but to think that her husband is a user… In addition, he turned out to be Grid.’


  He was a man who was like an onion. The more she knew him, the more new aspects that were revealed.


  “I…” The moment Yura was about to introduce herself,


  “My Lady! Danger!”


  It was Phoenix. He arrived in Winston with Irene. Irene discovered Grid in an alley while walking down the street. He followed Irene and saw Yura.


  “She’s Yatan’s Eighth Servant!”


  In the past, Phoenix had faced Yura. The result was a loss. He lost hundreds of troops and was seriously injured. This time he would catch the girl who dared appear alone behind enemy lines! Phoenix pulled out the legendary rated Sword of Self-transcendence.


  Irene’s body trembled at the words.


  “The Eighth Servant…? You are my husband’s friend?”


  Her confusion reached the limit and she didn’t know what to do. Grid couldn’t watch silently and hugged her to make her feel at ease. Then in order to conceal his identity, he pulled out Dainsleif, not Failure, and pointed it at Yura.


  “This wicked girl! You hid your identity and approached me! I will never allow you near my wife as long as I am here!”


  Grid was like a character from a manhwa. Yura was honestly shocked.


  ‘Wicked girl…’


  Had she ever been called this in her life? Yura was shocked, but she was clever and quickly figured it out. She noticed the situation and started acting, as she spoke with a cold smile, “My original plan was to approach you and take the life of Lady Irene, but I missed the opportunity because of that old knight. Unfortunately, I have to leave for today.”


  Yura used flying magic and soared into the sky. Grid was able to catch her, but he stood beside Irene under the pretext of protecting her. Phoenix and the knights tried to chase Yura, but they were unable to move quickly through the narrow alleys because they were heavily armed. 


  Thanks to that, Yura was able to safely escape and disappeared into the other side of the sky.


  “Ah…”


  Irene had experienced being kidnapped twice by the Yatan Church. She was still unable to escape from that fear and her legs weakened. Grid tried to look as nice as possible as he knelt before her. He stroked her cheeks with an affectionate hand and murmured.


  “It’s okay. I’m by your side, so you don’t have to worry.”


  “Dear husband…”


  The recent appearance of Grid, who had been getting healthier, was quite different than it was in the past. Irene’s heart started pounding at his nice appearance. She felt like a fairy tale princess.


  Since that day. 


  With the aid of the soldiers and technicians led by Irene, Bairan Village was able to recover quickly.




  Chapter 159


  ‘I’m going crazy.’


  Three days ago, Grid got a job from Jishuka to find a talented person. Grid really enjoyed it. It was fun to observe people with Talent Search, and he could do his task while raising his insight.


  But the problem was that Irene appeared along the way. She led the troops to Bairan under the pretext of helping with its recovery, and she hadn’t left Grid’s side for the past three days. Grid was unable to move freely around the village because of her, thus Grid became trapped.


  “Grid… Why don’t you do it moderately?”


  “Wow, the quality is real.”


  Bairan Village.


  Grid was repairing and appraising the items of the guild members, and everyone who passed by made a lot of noise. It was due to Irene stuck to Grid’s side. She pulled out a handkerchief every time Grid sweated, fed him snacks from time to time and hummed when she was bored.


  A beautiful woman with white skin, peace lips, big eyes and elegant gestures was treating Grid like this, so the male guild members couldn’t help feeling jealous.


  ‘Did that bastard save a country in his past life? How did he get such a beautiful and powerful woman as a wife?’


  ‘I’m really envious… I’m more envious that he is Irene’s husband than his legendary class… Sigh…’


  ‘Hah… I also want to spend time with Irene… For her, I would obtain the heart of the dragon Trauka…’


  ‘They’re married, so aren’t they sleeping together…? Uhh… Grid took Irene’s purity…’


  They became outright hostile. Grid felt like he was sitting on a thorn cushion.


  “I should rest for a while.”


  “It’s a good idea.” Irene rose when Grid did. Then she spoke with blue eyes that shone like lanterns. “You have worked from early dawn, so you must be tired. Let’s prepare to go to bed.”


  “No… I don’t need to take a nap.”


  A user only slept in Satisfy to quickly recover their health or stamina. Right now, Grid’s health and stamina were full. He just wanted to leave his spot for a while to avoid his guild members. But Irene was stubborn.


  “No. You must sleep. Don’t you think that having enough rest is the secret to good health? Now, go and take a nap.”


  Strangely, she was very determined. Grid questioned it.


  ‘Why does she keep trying to make me sleep?’


  Over the past three days, Irene kept forcing Grid to go to bed. She made a fuss in the morning, afternoon and night. Grid didn’t understand why and asked plainly, “Be honest. What do you want from me?”


  “Huh?”


  Irene eyes widened like a rabbit at the straightforward question. The tactless Grid cornered her against the wall of a building and asked again, “Do I have to repeat myself? What’s the reason?”


  “T-that…” Irene’s white face turned red. She couldn’t bear Grid’s gaze and turned her head away. “…How annoying. Why do I have to say it with my own mouth?”


  Irene spoke in a weak voice.


  Grid felt guilty for some reason, but he didn’t step back. He wanted to solve this question.


  “Yes, you must say it.”


  In the end, tears filled Irene’s eyes. It was because of her tremendous embarrassment.


  “Sob… Husband, are you somehow who has the tendency to deal with women in such a manner…? Commanding me to say something so shameful… Sob sob…”


  “I-Irene? Why are you crying?”


  Grid was surprised by Irene’s tears and looked around. 


  ‘I’m going crazy.’


  If someone saw him now then they would certainly misunderstand. He was the garbage husband who made his beautiful wife cry in public. While Grid was confused about what to do, Irene bit her lower life. Then like a kitten craving for food, she carefully looked at Grid.


  “…I want to have a baby.”


  “You want a baby? I understand. I will get it right away so stop your tears… Huh? B-Baby?”


  Grid panicked and jumped back.  Irene ran to him and hugged him. Then she hesitantly pleaded, “I want to have a baby boy. Give me a baby.”


  “Wow…”


  Grid was confused.


  ‘Is she serious? Am I reading the meaning of her words correctly?’


  Certainly, Irene had wanted a baby from the beginning. After the first night, hadn’t she declared to Earl Steim that she would give birth to several kids? But she couldn’t wait and was acting so aggressively in daylight?


  ‘This is completely… No, isn’t she too faithful to her instincts?’


  Irene was the synonym of gentleness, yet she was acting like this? Grid blinked at Irene, then she drove in the wedge.


  “Why aren’t you answering? Am I not able to satisfy your tastes…?”


  “…Taste?”


  “That… I want. Dear husband… Dear husband’s…”


  “Please don’t say anything else.”


  Grid was unable to stand hearing those words emerge from Irene’s pure face and blocked her mouth. Then he was caught up in a boiling impulse.


  ‘It’s inappropriate…’ 


  Was he disappointed? Not at all! Rather, she was even more adorable! A beautiful woman wanted him this much.  Wasn’t this something to be happy and thankful about? His self-esteem as a man rose.


  “Let’s go.”


  Grid enthusiastically picked Irene up. It was the so-called princess embrace.


  “Oh my.” Irene was surprised and pleased at the same time. She smiled shyly before burying her face in Grid’s chest. Grid grinned and started to run. The destination was naturally the bedroom.


  “What? Why are you in such a hurry?”


  “Is Lady Irene hurt or something?”


  The guild members he encountered on the way were worried. But Grid and Irene didn’t hear their voices. Right now, there were only the two of them in this world. 


  “Dear husband… Please come here.”


  They arrived at the bedroom. Irene sat on the bed in a sexy position and welcomed Grid with both arms wide open.


  Gulp. “Irene…”


  Grid was drawn in by her elongated limbs, when he suddenly stopped.


  ‘…I can’t respond.’


  Was it just Irene who wanted to make a baby? Grid had a strong desire for her. But Satisfy’s system restricted sex to only once a month, so how could a user resist?  Controlling his brainwaves suppressed desire and reduced his physical responses. He wanted Irene with all his heart, but his body didn’t react. What was this terrible torture?


  ‘The demon who made this game…’


  Jeurereuk.


  Tears flowed down.


  “Dear husband…?”


  Irene was surprised because Grid started crying all of a sudden.


  “I am just so happy that I can’t help crying.”


  Grid smiled to reassure Irene and walked up to her. Then he started to use techniques 21-35 that he hadn’t used yet from ‘100 techniques to Satisfy Women.’


  “I will make sure that you are satisfied.”


  Grid’s long and thick fingers started to move.  After the Guardian of the Forest raid and the creation of Failure and the Wave Armor, his dexterity stat was higher than his first night, making him surpass the realm of a god. 


  “Ahh…”


  Irene let out a beautiful melody as she was played like an instrument. Hot breathing started to dominate the bedroom… 


  Omitted.


  ***


  “Husband, I understand that you’re a great man and that the things you have to do are piled up like a mountain. But please don’t forget that Winston is where you should stay. Please return as soon as possible.”


  Thanks to Grid, Irene was able to get rid of her pent up desires and finally regained her composure.


  “I will go back now.”


  Due to the efforts of the Tzedakah Guild and Irene’s help, Bairan Village was restored to a considerable level. Irene thought her help was sufficient, so she led everyone back to Winston. The guild members watched her leave.


  “Lady Irene, doesn’t she seem much more beautiful compared to the first day she came?”


  “That… Originally, I thought Jishuka looked prettier, but that isn’t necessarily the case now.”


  Regas said with a warm smile, “Isn’t a woman in love like a flower? Thanks to Grid making her happy every night, the flower is blooming.”


  “What?”


  The guild members became indignant.


  “Grid! That beast! That lousy guy, he touched the pure Irene?”


  “That woman of all people… I can’t believe it!”


  “He’s her husband! Is it okay if her husband is like this?”


  Grid frowned at the guild members. “I literally used my hands. Now shut up.”


  “…”


  There was still a fortnight left on his penalty. Until then, he had to refrain from meeting Irene as much as possible. If he had to, he would use his hand techniques to satisfy her and overcome the crisis.


  He left the smithy in order to enjoy the freedom he had after Irene left. Then he started examining the residents again, but he couldn’t find any talents that day, the next day or the day after that.


  ‘I have observed more than 400 people but I still can’t find a talent… Is there really a talented person here?’


  The restoration of the outer walls was finished. Now the residents scattered in every direction to restore the buildings. Grid followed them around searching for talent, so his insight and persistence stats rose. It was satisfying and fun, but he was still getting nervous.


  ‘I’ve been searching for a few days, but if I don’t find a talent, did I just waste my time? I don’t like that. Ah… Come to think of it.’


  Grid examined the village with the Ruler’s Sword and turned his attention to a small mountain behind the village. It was the mountain he obtained iron ore from when he had a minus level.


  ‘The special products of Bairan Village are jaffa and iron, and most of the villagers are miners…’


  Weapons were needed to supplement the troops, and iron was needed to make weapons. Jishuka needed the soldiers for the sake of security, so she sent some residents to the mine instead of making them participate in the village reconstruction work. Perhaps a resident with talent was hiding inside the mine? 


  Grid felt expectant and started to climb the mountain. He suffered when he was a minus level, but now he easily climbed the mountain. He ran up the mountain and arrived at the mine.


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  Inside the mine.


  There were 20 miners swinging their pickaxe. Grid held the Ruler’s Sword and observed them in turn. There was a boy around 15 years old? Among the old miners, there was something like a gold star blinking above the young boy’s head.


  ‘That guy!’


  The excited Grid used Talent Search.


  Name: Minor


  Age: 13   Gender: Male


  Occupation: Miner


  Level: 23


  Strength: 64/450   Stamina: 89/608 


  Agility: 51/200    Intelligence: 98/420


  Skill: Fantastic Pickaxe Technique (S) Minerals Master (S+) Talent will Reveal Itself (SS).


  A boy who has held a pickaxe since the age of five, under the influence of his father who was a miner. Despite his young age, he could collect minerals as well as miners with 20 years of experience.


  The villagers believe that this boy will someday transcend the legendary miner, Gis.


  * A great talent. If this talent blooms, he will be the representative of a country in this particular field.


  ‘Amazing…!’


  Grid felt a great joy.


  Considering the fact that the maximum stats of ordinary people was around 100, Minor’s maximum stats were unreasonable and his current stats were very high, considering his age and level.


  ‘In addition, all his skills are above the S-grade!’


  Furthermore, a miner? Wasn’t he very compatible with a blacksmith? Grid confirmed Minor’s skill information. The Ruler’s Sword was an upgrade from the Commander’s Sword in all ways, so he could determine the details of the skills that the target possessed.


  [Fantastic Pickaxe Technique]


  Rating: S


  A talent that one person per 100,000 people will have.


  You can collect minerals at a very fast rate. The minerals collected will be above the minimum grade.


  [Minerals Master]


  Rating: S+


  A talent that one person per 1,000,000 people will have.


  The higher your intelligence, the more you will know about the type of minerals in the world, the details of those minerals, and even the places where the minerals will grow.


  [Talent will Reveal Itself]


  Rating: SS


  A talent that one person per 10 million people will have.


  No matter how you try to hide, your talent will reveal itself to others. It is your destiny to live a life being scouted by others. You will inevitably receive a lot of temptations.


  Your stats will grow very quickly and you will become arrogant. 


  The final skill was quite annoying, but Grid didn’t mind. He approached Minor and commanded, “Starting today, you will follow me.”


  “…”


  Minor stopped his pickaxe and looked at Grid. Then he spoke with a frown.


  “Are you the hero who rescued the village and the lady of Winston’s husband? I’m acquainted with your reputation. You’re a great person. But I don’t know if you are suitable to be my master. If you want to recruit a talented person, shouldn’t you be willing to pay for it?”


  Minor was aware of his own value. In history, the kings of a nation visited talented people to invite them, so Grid had to show his sincerity. But Grid was fundamentally a simple person. He frowned. Then he rubbed Minor’s head with his knuckles.


  “…!”


  Minor felt a great pain and couldn’t even scream as he grabbed his head and rolled on the floor.


  Grid cheerfully spoke to the boy. “This brat doesn’t know who I am… Hey, what does it matter how talented you are? You still have a long way to go. Just follow me. If you grow enough after studying under me, we can go and back and rewrite the contract.”


  “…Yes.”


  Grid’s current dignity stat along with the options of the Holy Light Crown and Ruler’s Sword was close to 700 points. No matter how great his talent, Minor was a young boy and he was overwhelmed by Grid’s charisma.


  “I will follow you.”


  “Yes, you made a good decision.”


  It was the moment that a future minerals detector entered Grid’s hands. Grid never imagined there would be a day when he needed to go into a dragon’s lair to obtain minerals because of this damn minerals detector.




  Chapter 160


  Bairan Village was completely restored from the war and enjoyed a larger boom than before.


  There were many users who became fans after watching the Tzedakah Guild’s battle through TV and the Internet. 


  Some of them tried to spy on Pagma’s Descendant, but there was nothing to worry about. It was impossible to obtain a clue about Grid just by looking at the video, and Grid’s residence was Winston, not Bairan. It was futile placing spies in Bairan.


  “If the current trend continues, the population will exceed 12,000. It’s expected to steadily increase in the future.”


  “12,000? Can the size of this village accommodate that many people?”


  “We need to expand the scale of the village by raising our internal affairs. But to do that, money is required, and we don’t have any at the moment.”


  “The tax revenue will naturally increase as the population grows, so won’t time solve the insufficient funds? Isn’t it better to invest in internal affairs afterwards, instead of getting into debt?”


  “There is no need to be in debt. Most of the new migrants have a very good feeling towards us. If we get our fan club to donate money to us, we will be able to grow our internal affairs faster than expected.”


  “Oh…! The women’s cries filled the street whenever I walk through the village, are they my fans? Puhahat~!”


  “They can’t be called fans but… Anyway Vantner, you are pretty popular. It seems that people liked the appearance of you trying your best to protect Jishuka.”


  “Ohh, really? There will be more requests for broadcasts in the future. I have to quickly earn money and pay Grid for the armor! Puhahat~!”


  The atmosphere of the Tzedakah Guild had been desperate when the large-scale army invaded and shattered the village. But now they were relaxed and in a better situation than before. As they were conversing happily, the quiet Faker said.


  “This is all thanks to Grid.”


  There wasn’t one person who denied the opinion.


  “It was big when Pon and Regas were tied up. If Grid hadn’t appeared on time and helped us, we would have all died. We might’ve managed to stop the Yatan Church if we fought hard, but the damage would’ve been too big.”


  “I never dreamed that Grid would make such a big difference on the battlefield when he was brought on as a blacksmith.”


  “I thought with Grid’s nature, he would ignore us when we were in a crisis. But he helped us. I was honestly impressed.”


  “When I first saw him, Grid was incredibly selfish, but not anymore. His personality has become softer and there is some sense of fellowship. He is growing as a colleague we can depend on in the future.”


  “We should try to be colleagues that Grid can rely on.”


  “Of course.”


  Grid’s reliability and affinity with the guild members reached its peak. 


  ‘I am proud to see that Grid is being recognized.’


  Ibellin had admired Grid since he smashed the Giant Guild in Winston.


  “Did you see the broadcast? I watched it a few days ago and Grid really looked like the protagonist of a movie. I got goosebumps.”


  Laella currently wasn’t a singer, but she used to be a global idol.


  “I also saw the video. I didn’t know it at the time of the battle, but Grid was really nice on the video. In particular, the scene of him showing up to save Jishuka was fantastic.”


  Bairan Village Castle’s meeting room.


  The guild members sitting around the big round table turned their gaze towards Jishuka. Then they spoke with playful expressions.


  “At that time, Jishuka looked different from usual.”


  “Right? She seemed to be looking at Grid like a woman. She was blushing.”


  “Master, are you attracted to Grid~?”


  “…”


  Jishuka didn’t deny the giggling guild member’s words. It was true that her heart started beating quickly the moment Grid saved her from death.


  “…He was definitely cool. But he’s already married.”


  Jishuka muttered in a small voice with a sad expression. Nobody heard her and kept on talking, with the exception of Faker, who had excellent hearing due to the nature of the assassin class.


  ‘Master is finally interested in the opposite sex.’


  Faker gave a rare smile and changed the atmosphere. “I heard that the blacksmith in Bairan Village has become an advanced blacksmith.”


  The topic changed in an instant.


  “Ah, I heard that as well. Isn’t it strange? An old man who was a beginner blacksmith for decades suddenly became an advanced blacksmith in a few days?”


  “I don’t know why, but it’s still good. Thanks to that, the production speed and quality of the weapons have greatly improved, so it is easier to replenish the soldiers.”


  “An advanced blacksmith… I’m looking forward to the synergy with the genius miner kid recruited by Grid a week ago.”


  “If the power of those two are added to Grid’s power… Kouh, it is big. The day when the guild will have the power of an army will someday arrive.”


  The Tzedakah Guild was a collection of talented people dreaming about the future. They became the strongest guild since the recruitment of Grid, so their potential for growth was endless.


  ***


  Bairan Village’s library.


  “…What am I doing?”


  The boy genius, Minor, was exhausted.


  For the past week, he had been reading 16 hours a day and was mentally at his limit. He had never picked up a book and now he had to read two books a day? In the beginning, he only read books about minerals, so he was interested. But now he had to read books related to geography.


  In the end, Minor got up from his seat.


  “I am a miner! Why does a future king’s miner have to read?”


  A knight noticed his shouting. “Have you forgotten that this is a solemn place? Be quiet and study hard.”


  No matter how much of a genius he was, Minor was still just a boy. He couldn’t take it and eventually wept.


  “This is torture. Why do I have to stay here all day reading books? Huh? Sob sob.”


  “This is Viscount Grid’s command. Follow it without complaining.”


  Jishuka’s knight had no mercy. He thoroughly performed his supervisor role. Minor became filled with more spite with every day that passed.


  “Grid, that bad man… I will get revenge later on.”


  At the same time, Smith’s smithy.


  “Why are my ears ticklish?”


  Grid was disassembling, reassembling and enhancing his equipment, like the Holy Light Armor and Dainsleif, in order to increase his understanding. Smith approached him with a frown and suggested.


  “Do you need an earbud?”


  “…Please act moderately.”


  He still felt insecure about Smith’s gay tendencies. Grid wanted to leave here as soon as possible.


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  He kept hammering. Grid was better at disassembling and reassembling items than before, then he turned his attention towards the entrance of the smithy.


  “I have completed my mission and returned.”


  A Mongolian man appeared with perfect timing. It was Huroi. In the last 12 days, he had led Jude and 100 soldiers to hunt the frostlight orcs, and now he had returned. It was finally time for Grid to go back to Winston.


  Grid smiled at this thought and welcomed Huroi. Then he observed Jude using the Ruler’s Sword, which he still hadn’t returned to Jishuka in the name of finding another talent.


  Name: Jude


  Age: 25   Gender: Male


  Occupation: Captain of Winston’s 13th Hundred Man Unit


  Level: 120


  Strength: 1,016/2,080   Stamina: 490/908 


  Agility: 54/330    Intelligence: 11/20


  Skills: Snatch the Enemy’s Weapon and Use it as a Weapon (S). Silence (A). I have no Idea (SS-).


  A rare fool born in Winston. When it comes to strength, he doesn’t fall behind anyone. He is a natural warrior who doesn’t know fear.


  Unfortunately, his brain is less evolved. No matter how hard he tries, he can never climb to a higher position. It is close to a miracle that he became the captain of a hundred man unit.


  ‘He gained 17 levels and his stats increased by 280.’


  A user gained 10 fixed stat points with every level up, while a NPC randomly gained between 6~20 stat points. Jude was a superb NPC who got at least 16 stat points every time his level went up, so it was a truly dazzling growth. But there was one annoying part.


  ‘Isn’t his intelligence the same?’


  Grid frowned for a moment.


  ‘In the first place, his maximum intelligence is 20… He’s so stupid that I won’t expect anything from him. Let’s check the details of his skills.’


  [Snatch the Enemy’s Weapon and Use it as a Weapon]


  Rating: S


  A talent that one person per 100,000 people will have.


  If you take advantage of a chance, you can take the enemy’s weapon and use it. 


  [Silence]


  Rating: A 


  * The default rating of the ‘Silence’ skill is S-grade. However, the intelligence of the owner is so low that it is demoted.


  A talent that one person per 100,000 people will have.


  Those with this talent are very reticent and don’t boast about what they see and hear. 


  In general, your loyalty to your superiors is high, so it’s rare for you to betray your masters. Most stewards have this skill.


  [I have no Idea]


  Rating: SS-


  A Jude only skill.


  You are ignorant and brave. In order to fulfill your mission, you will even run into a fire pit.


  You will never feel the fear state. However, the chances of receiving other status conditions will increase by 50%.


  If you face a crisis, there is a high chance to activate the ‘Fight Desperately’ skill.


  [Fight Desperately]


  For three minutes, damage will be reduced by 50% and attack power will increase by 80%.


  ‘The level of the soldiers rose by an average of 8~10 and there are no victims.’


  Overall, it was a great performance. His plan to make Jude’s Hundred Man Unit an elite unit of Winston had taken one step forward. Grid smiled and reached out to Huroi. Huroi thought that Grid was going to pat him on the shoulders. But that wasn’t it.


  “What about the sylphid scales?”


  “…”


  Huroi couldn’t hide his sadness and searched his inventory. Then he pulled out the 28 sylphid scales that he worked hard to earn over the past 28 days.


  ‘I am finally able to create the invisibility cloak.’


  Grid happily collected it and said. “As you may have noticed, the sylphid scales are items not easily traded between users. So it is difficult to determine how much to pay you.”


  His words were the truth.


  The frostlight orcs weren’t well known and their habitat was so cold that most users didn’t hunt there. It was much more beneficial to hunt other monsters of the same level. The drop rate of the sylphid scales was also very low, so its value wasn’t known.


  Therefore, Grid meant to pay for it in a different way.


  “Huroi, I heard that you obtained the Sword Mastery skill after acquiring your second class?”


  “Yes.”


  “Okay, I will make a sword for you. Let’s return to Winston first.”


  Grid returned the Ruler’s Sword to Jishuka, said goodbye to the guild members and left Bairan. Of course, he took Minor with him. The guild questioned Grid’s strange way of educating Minor, but Grid had asked Minor to be assigned to him and they trusted him.


  ***


  『 Satisfy’s national competition is to be held in three days, and the number of tourists visiting South Korea is estimated to reach 800,000. 』


  『 Considering that tourists for the Olympics averages between 200,000 and 500,000, the popularity of Satisfy’s national competition is well above the Olympics and the ratings will be very high…  』


  Time passed quickly when one was busy. 


  Four months passed in Satisfy time, while it was time for the national competition in reality.


  “Is this the last one?”


  The north of the Eternal Kingdom.


  A black-haired man was standing in front of a small cave in an unexplored forest. Then a boy with a sharp impression, who seemed like he would become handsome when older, replied gruffly.


  “Yes.”


  “Okay, you wait here.”


  The black-haired man, Grid, pulled out something from his inventory. It was a white hooded zip up worn by young people in modern society. An amazing thing happened once he wore it. The man suddenly disappeared. It was a sight that seemed like a lie.


  But the boy, Minor, didn’t seem surprised at all. He looked like he was tired and leaned back against the entrance of the cave.


  Then after a while.


  A huge explosion sounded from the deepest part of the cave. It was like an earthquake, causing the forest outside the cave to shake and for birds to fly into the air.  But Minor didn’t wake up. How much sleep was he lacking to be so deeply asleep?


  “Eek?”


  The orc group that ran away with fright because of the earthquake stopped as they found Minor.


  “Uwekukukrerek (Grab that puny human kid).”


  “Ekkukikuk? Eekuik (An emergency food supply? It’s a good idea).”


  Ssik.


  The orcs exchanged sly smiles and quietly pulled out their axes. Then they were surprised as they cautiously approached Minor.


  “I can avoid the golems’ gazes, but it’s impossible to stop Braham’s trap. It seems that Stealth is useless against it. I feel bad every time my passive disappears.”


  “Eek?”


  In front of the sleeping boy. Someone’s voice was heard, but there was no one there. The orcs doubted their ears and rubbed their eyes. Suddenly, a shark-shaped sword popped out of thin air.


  “Kiek!”


  Blood spurted at the same time from the five astonished orcs. A man slowly appeared in front of the orcs. It was Grid wearing the Hooded Zip Up. He whistled as he held an egg shaped lump in his hand.


  “With this, I have recovered all the pavranium in the Eternal Kingdom. Okay, I should go back now.” (TL: This doesn’t mean he recovered all the pavranium on the continent, only the ones in the Eternal Kingdom)


  If he wanted to acquire all the pavranium that Braham hid around the continent, he needed to revive Braham after receiving the blessing from God Yatan. But it was currently impossible.


  So Grid tried to figure out a different approach. It was to raise Minor’s intelligence, maximize his minerals detection ability, and then use him to search directly for the pavranium. These actions were enough to stimulate Braham.


  [Pagma’s Descendant has started questioning my identity? Then I have to take the next step.]


  Satisfy’s team manager, Yoon Nahee reported it to Chairman Lim Cheolho.


  “The emergence conditions for a new legendary class, Braham’s Descendant, has been achieved.”


  Lim Cheolho enjoyed it.


  “The truth that Braham is a wicked liar has finally been grasped by Grid?”


  “…It seems unlikely.”


  Yoon Nahee replied to Lim Cheolho with an embarrassed expression.


  “Hahaha! That friend is still the same. His name is on the national competition’s list, so it will be a lot of fun to watch.”


  “The person who registered his name on the list isn’t him, but Yura, who is backed by the Korean government. It is unlikely that he will participate in the national competition.”


  Lim Cheolho gave a meaningful smile. “Is it really like that?”




  Chapter 161


  Seoul Olympic Stadium was opened in 1984 and expanded in 20XX, becoming the world’s fifth largest stadium that could accommodate a total of 198,000 spectators.


  Currently, this huge arena was filled with many people from all over the world.


  『 The opening of the First Satisfy National Competition, which the world has known about for two months, is starting in South Korea. 』


  『 The criteria for selecting the participating countries is a ‘country with more than 10 top players in the National Competition related quests.’ So, it has been decided that 17 countries will participate in the First National Competition. 』


  『 A total of 13 users are participating for each country. The team consists of 10 main players and 3 candidates. 』


  『 There is a total of 221 athletes participating in the National Competition with an average level of 213, and most of the participants are within the top 500 rankings. However, it is known that some players who showed an outstanding performance in certain events are general level 100 users, not rankers. Reporter Braum is focused on the players, so let’s go there together. 』


  『 The 221 players from 17 countries will compete intensively in nine categories over the next five days. These categories are PvP, boss raid, labyrinth breakthrough, production competition, pet marathon, siege, target processing, sword drawing and treasure hunting… 』


  『 21 of the top 50 users are participating in this competition. This is an unprecedented number of ranker participation, so it’s good news for many fans. 』


  『 People are disappointed that Kraugel, the no. 1 user, isn’t participating, but all of the top five users except for Kraugel are participating. Many people are looking forward to seeing four of the top five in one place. 』


  『 Experts predict that the United States will be the champion of the First National Competition. Among the 17 participating countries, the average level of the United States users is overwhelmingly high. With six players in the top 20 of the unified rankings, it is anticipated that they will acquire medals in all fields without much difficulty. After that, it is expected that it will be Britain and China. However, the country that Pagma’s Descendant belongs to will be a variable… 』


  『 Our Japan is aiming to enter the top five in this competition. On the other hand, the host country, South Korea, is expected to be at the bottom, since their team is very thin except for Yura. 』


  『 It is a miracle that South Korea is included, since the criteria is having 10 top players in the quests related to the National Competition. It seems they are participating as the host country. 』


  The major broadcasting companies from each country had been talking about the First Satisfy National Competition for the last few days. The hundreds of broadcasting stations were smiling widely.


  The ratings were higher than expected. It was a level where the audience ratings were well beyond the Olympics and World Cup, since people these days were mainly interested in Satisfy. Then the players of the 17 participating countries entered Seoul Olympic Stadium.


  ‘A country of Taekwondo…!’


  The blond man on the British team was Regas. In his teens to early 20s, he became a British national Taekwondo player and always longed to go to Korea. He wanted to see the East, who had created the spirit of Taekwondo. He never had a chance and now he was 26 years old, so he was happy about finally visiting South Korea.


  Meanwhile, Jishuka belonged to the Brazilian team and she was constantly staring at the South Korea team.


  She was looking for Grid.


  She was too busy with managing the guild and leveling up to participate in the competition. She wasn’t standing here because of the Brazilian government’s urgent request, but because she wanted to meet Grid. She wanted to meet the man who made her heart pound for the first time. But no matter how she looked, she couldn’t see him in the Korean national team.


  ‘Isn’t his name on the participant’s list? Surely I didn’t come all the way to South Korea only to not meet him?’


  And a Spanish player. Pon raised his fingers and received an oath as a representative of the users.


  ‘I’m sorry to hear that Kraugel isn’t participating… Then I will test my current skills against Zibal.’


  For the past four months, the Tzedakah Guild had been raising their level at a tremendous pace with the items that Grid produced for them. Jishuka, Regas and Pon entered the top 15 of the unified rankings, so they were confident.


  Korea was the country that Grid belonged to, so Korea could surely enter the top rankings. That was what they thought. However, except for them, nobody was looking at the Korean team. They didn’t need to be conscious of South Korea, who only had sub-rankers except for Yura.


  “…Thank you.”


  An American man in his early 30s, with long tied up blonde hair, finished reciting the oath.


  “Waaaaahhhhh!”


  The 200,000 spectators cheered and stomped their feet. The atmosphere was more heated than the Olympics. The competition that would gain the participants honor and money at the same time started.


  ***


  Fire stone.


  It was the name of an ore containing a strong fire.


  It had high affinity with the fire attribute, magic swords of the fire attribute could be used as a materials or armor against fire. There was a rare chance of the fire stones dropping when hunting certain bosses.


  However, it was a material required to make the Fire Shield that Toban desired.


  “Hey Toban.” Grid stared at the production method and materials of the Fire Shield and eventually frowned. “What is your motive for dumping the task of finding the important fire stones on me?”


  Toban carefully said, “It is impossible for me to obtain the fire stones with my abilities. That… Minor is a minerals master, so I thought he might be able to find a place to obtain the fire stones.”


  “What if he finds them? Do you want me to obtain them?”


  “…Please. In order to succeed in the Phoenix raid scheduled in 10 days, the main tanker must have high fire resistance.”


  Grid snorted.


  “You should’ve realized over the past four months that the Minerals Master skill isn’t universal. Minor is worthless if you don’t provide accurate clues. There are one or two minerals that he hasn’t found. Then what? Fire stones? Do you think that Minor could find a place to collect such rare minerals?”


  “Please try it once.”


  Grid laughed at the anxious Toban. “Uhh, yes, yes. I will have him try it once. And if Minor finds the location of the mineral, I will go and collect it directly.”


  It was because he didn’t think it was possible. Grid spoke with the certainty that Minor wouldn’t be able to find the fire stones location.


  Then after a while…


  Minor had only been studying for the past four months, despite having a mining talent. He now had an intelligence of 350 and could exert his talent as a Minerals Master. He rummaged through books for half a day before returning with shocking news.


  “I have found out how to collect the fire stones from old documents. Fire stones pop up when Hell Gao, the owner of hellfire, emerges from hell.”


  “…”


  Minor reported it with a spiteful expression. Grid frowned while Toban had a bright expression.


  “Fire stones exist in Hell Gao’s habitat? So where does Hell Gao appear?”


  Minor informed the excited Toban. “It is a dungeon on Cork Island.”


  “Cork Island?”


  It was a place located in the South Sea of the Eternal Kingdom. It would take a week to get to the nearest port and ride a boat there, but Grid was different. Thanks to Braham’s Boots, he could use Fly magic and ignore all types of obstacles, allowing him to arrive at Cork Island three times faster than usual.


  Toban’s eyes started sparkling.


  “Grid! Please!”


  “…”


  It was troublesome. He made a promise, but he didn’t feel like it.


  Toban tried to persuade Grid. “Think about it. Aren’t fire stones a rare mineral that can be sold for money? Won’t you receive enormous profits? And remember what you told me before. You gain a lot of skill experience when smelting new minerals. Yes? Grid, this is a request.”


  Toban made a big mistake with Grid in the past. Due to that, he always felt sorry for Grid and tried his best not to ask for unreasonable things. Thanks to that, Grid eventually forgave Toban and now he nodded.


  “I understand. Be prepared to pay me a tip.”


  “Thank you!”


  Toban bowed deeply.


  Grid had grown steadily and matured over the past few months, so Toban felt a great deal of gratitude. He respected Grid for giving to others despite having a legendary class, instead of becoming more arrogant.


  It wasn’t just Toban, but all of the Tzedakah Guild members. There was a saying that a place made a person, and Grid interacted with them very positively. He deserved respect.


  “Find out the emergence cycle of Hell Gao.”


  “Yes!”


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  Khan’s smithy.


  Grid starting making the items again after Toban left. Toban was the chief of staff of the Tzedakah Guild and had access to a vast intelligence network, so it was easy to confirm Hell Gao’s emergence cycle.


  After a while, Toban returned with a dark expression.


  “What is it? Will it be a long time until he appears?”


  Toban shook his head at Grid’s question. “Hell Gao will appear in two days. If you leave right now, you will be able to arrive at Cork Island in time for Hell Gao’s emergence.”


  “Isn’t that great? What’s with your expression?”


  “Well… Cork Island’s dungeon is fully controlled by the Silver Knights Guild. Hell Gao is dominated by the Silver Knights Guild.”


  Grid shrugged.


  “What does it matter? I don’t intend to raid Hell Gao, just collect some of the minerals.”


  “Of course it matters. There are no guilds that will allow an outsider into the zone they control. Since you are acting as a member of the guild, you have to ask for official cooperation or else a guild war might break out.”


  “Don’t you have to give a lot of money when asking for cooperation?”


  “It can’t be helped.”


  The Silver Knights Guild was a fairly famous guild. They had over 200 members and the guild master was a Korean user with the ID of Peak Sword, who was ranked 16th. He was one of only two Koreans in the top 100 of the unified rankings.


  Their overall power might be lower than the Tzedakah Guild, but they weren’t on a level to be trifled with. Grid looked at Toban silently before pulling out a hooded clothing. Then he pulled up the zipper and completely hid himself.


  “Can’t I sneak in like this?”


  [Hooded Zip Up] 


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 61/61     Defense: 12


  * Movement speed will increase by 30%.


  * Wind resistance will increase by 20%.


  A cloak designed by the legendary blacksmith G. However, the appearance is different from the normal look of a cloak.


  Thanks to the sylphid scales being used as the material, affinity with wind and movement speed will increase. You can hide while wearing it, but the stealth will be turned off when an enemy is attacked.


  Conditions of Use: None.


  Weight: 5


  More than 200 years ago, the legendary tailor Kruger made five invisibility cloaks. But now there were only two invisibility cloaks remaining, and the owners were presumed to be royalty or a noble.


  The fact that a invisibility cloak was made by a user was unknown to all of Satisfy’s users except for the Tzedakah Guild.


  “That’s right! You have the invisibility cloak!”


  Toban’s face brightened.


  The invisible Grid spoke in a confident voice, “Believe in me. I will sneak in while the Silver Knights are busy with the raid and collect the fire stones.”


  “Don’t relax and be careful.”


  The worried Toban advised, but Grid had already left the smithy. 


  “I’m in the mood to travel.”


  The big city Winston in the north. None of the thousands of users staying there were able to identity Grid who flew in the sky.




  Chapter 162


  The whole process of the National Competition was possible to do inside Satisfy.


  But the Korean government invited the players to South Korea for the purpose of attracting tourists and decided to take some events offline, including the opening ceremony. The result was a great success. Since the number of foreign tourists visiting Korea was close to 800,000, the economic effect created was expected to exceed the estimates of the Korean government.


  “Thanks to this, the authority of the S.A. Group has risen.”


  There were already many countries asking to be selected as the next host for the National Competition. The S.A. Group executives confirmed that the share prices had skyrocketed and made a toast.


  “It is a win-win.”


  The South Korean government was able to host the National Competition with the support of the S.A. Group, and they achieved high economic growth and gained overwhelming support from the public.


  The S.A. Group’s stock prices rose and they could show an overwhelming influence. According to their policy of ‘returning 3.6% of the profits to society,’ the size of their charity businesses could be expanded and the number of poor people who benefited increased. 


  Rankers received an astronomical amount of money in exchange for visiting Korea, and billions of people around the world were provided with great entertainment. It was ideal for everyone, so it was understandable why they were laughing.


  Satisfy was satisfying the world, like Lim Cheolho intended when he named it.


  “I feel rewarded.”


  Just like the gods created a world where everyone could be happy, the scientist was creating a world where everyone could be happy. Lim Cheolho created a virtual reality world with no limits.


  He reached the point where he would leave his name in history as a transcendent scientist.


  ***


  Cheongdamdong.


  “There really are a lot of beautiful ladies. Their slim bodies are to my taste.”


  Pon was feeling very good.


  Thanks to this National Competition, he got a chance to play PvP with top ranking players, got a lot of money, and was also exposed to Oriental beauties. It was the feeling of walking on clouds.


  “Girl, would you like to have a drink with me? I’ll buy you expensive liquor, so spend some time with me.”


  Pon was just as handsome as he was in Satisfy, so he was confident as he weaved through the streets. Despite his cheesy words in awkward English, he easily caught women.


  Jishuka was sitting at a cafe terrace and was startled at the sight of him.


  ‘Is that Pon?’ In L.T.S and Satisfy, Pon had never shown any interest in the opposite sex. Except when he was childishly fighting with Vantner, he was an exemplary person who only focused on fighting and levelling up.


  Jishuka was embarrassed by his completely different personality in reality.


  “I’ve known him for over three years already, but I didn’t realize he was a guy like this.”


  Regas smiled at her from where he was sitting beside her and enjoying a parfait, “He’s so busy in Satisfy that he doesn’t have time for anything else, but he can relax as much as he wants in reality. There are quite a few rankers who are experiencing such a phenomenon.”


  “A plausible logic… Huh?


  Jishuka nodded and belatedly saw what Regas was wearing.


  “What are you? Since when have you been wearing Taekwondo clothing?” 


  “I was wearing it since coming to South Korea? Jishuka, what? Why aren’t you aware of the attire of a person who has been with you for hours? What are you thinking about that made you so preoccupied?”


  Jishuka hissed at him without answering.


  “Change your clothes. It’s fine when the three of us are together, but your clothes are very eye catching.”


  Buzz buzz.


  In fact, there were countless people crowded around Jishuka and Regas. The crowd wanted to get autographs and photos from both of them. But would Satisfy’s top rankers, who made enough money to represent a single company, go without guards? The two people were able to enjoy themselves without worrying about the crowd due to being attended by 10 security guards.


  “If I don’t wear Taekwondo clothing in a Taekwondo country, what should I wear?”


  “…”


  Jishuka was shocked by Regas words and don’t bother trying to persuade him anymore.


  “Yes, yes, do your own thing and eat the parfait.”


  The way Jishuka saw it, there were two types of men.


  Childish or wicked.


  ‘Grid is childish and wicked…’


  Her first impression of Grid was the worst. He was stupid, stubborn, and only cared about big breasts.


  However, he started to mentally mature at some point and that wickedness even left after marrying Irene. He was single-mindedly devoted to Irene and wasn’t swayed when he saw Jishuka’s big breasts anymore.


  Was it because she witnessed the process of extreme change in real time? One day, Jishuka’s eyes were chasing after Grid. After she was saved at a crucial moment in the Bairan battle, she became fully aware of Grid. But the Grid she saw was just a picture in Satisfy. She didn’t know how he would look like in reality.


  ‘If I actually meet Grid… I’m afraid he will be like Pon.’


  Would she be disappointed? Still, it was okay.


  ‘I’m in South Korea and have a chance to meet him. Yes, I’ve decided.’


  Jishuka stood up. The men shouted as her voluptuous body, hidden by the chair, was revealed.


  “I’m going back to the hotel.”


  “Why all of a sudden? This is the first time you are in South Korea, so shouldn’t you go sightseeing?”


  “I can come back to South Korea at any time, right now I want to connect to Satisfy.”


  “That’s a good attitude.” Regas suddenly looked very motivated as he got up from his seat after Jishuka. “Every moment is essential. Okay! Let’s hunt and level up during our free time! In any case, both of us don’t have anything on the tournament schedule today.”


  “You can level up alone. I am going to connect to ask for Grid’s home address.”


  Regas questioned her, “Home address? Are you going to go there? Isn’t it possible to naturally meet Grid if our schedules overlap? Isn’t his ID on the list of participants? Why do you need to go visit his home? It’s bad manners.”


  “Grid didn’t even participate in the opening ceremony. Maybe he won’t show up at all in this competition.”


  Jishuka hurried away after saying this.


  ‘She is quite different from usual.’


  He didn’t know why. Regas shrugged and followed behind her with the bodyguards. 


  “Wait.”


  Pon was about to enter a store with five beauties when he noticed Jishuka and Regas.


  ‘Are they going to level up?’


  Rankings could fall quickly if a person was careless. Wouldn’t his playing time shrink significantly in Korea? Pon’s vigilance awakened as he left the beauties and followed the two people.


  ***


  “Pant… Pant… I’ve finally arrived.”


  He flew, drank potions, flew again, descended when his potion cooldown time wasn’t over, flew again and repeated until Grid reached Cork Island.


  ‘The good thing is that my persistence stat rose.’


  He had flown for 46 hours without stopping, so his stamina had been exhausted several times. He had been tempted to rest a few times, but he didn’t want to miss Hell Gao’s spawning time. It was a hard journey that exceeded a triathlon, but he endured and was able to arrive at this place on time. 


  ‘I feel good.’ He felt a tremendous sense of accomplishment. It wasn’t a material gain, but the sense of accomplishment was comparable to making a high rated item. ‘The sense of fullness I feel when I exceed my limits… Is this the reason why people climb mountains or do a marathon? I should climb the mountain in front of my house tomorrow.’


  Grid flew in the sky with a refreshed expression. He looked over the island.


  “Good city.”


  Cork Island was one quarter the size of Jeju Island. It wasn’t a small island and the climate was mild, so the city built in the center of the island was very developed.


  ‘This is a level similar to Bairan… The population of the island should be in the tens of thousands? Aren’t there a lot of useful hunting grounds and specialties?’


  Grid descended to the ground and entered the city. Thanks to the Hooded Zip Up, he didn’t need to check in and could naturally emerge in the crowd. Then he stopped at a restaurant just before Hell Gao’s dungeon in order to fill up his hunger.


  “Turtle and whale meat? I’ve never tried it. Is it delicious?”


  The restaurant owner confidently gave Grid a recommendation.


  “Of course it’s delicious. It is a delicacy to eat turtle and whale at the same time. You should try it.”


  He asked NPCs questions and responded the way they wanted in order to build up affinity. The most efficient way to built up affinity with a merchant NPC was to buy a lot of their merchandise.


  The warrior Grid didn’t know even these basics. He built up affinity by interacting with them for a long time. But Grid now had a strong colleague called Huroi. For the several months after the sylphid scales incident, he spent a lot of time with Huroi and learned how to build up affinity with NPCs.


  “I believe in you and will try the turtle and whale meat. Please give me a plate of turtle and whale meat… Yes! Just give me the food that represents this island! Let’s eat double portions today!”


  “Ohh, a broad-hearted young man! Okay, I understand! I will bring you well-cooked duck!”


  Grid liked grilled dishes, stir-fried dishes, fried foods and hot pot. But most of the food in the north of the Eternal Kingdom was steamed food, which didn’t fit Grid’s taste.


  ‘Since I’ve moved to the north, I haven’t felt the fun of eating food for a while…’


  The menu of the restaurant on Cork Island was mainly fried and grilled dishes.


  ‘I will eat until I’m satisfied!’


  Grid drooled as he waited for food. Then the owner brought out the food. Due to Grid’s high stamina and persistence stats, his stomach was huge and he could eat a lot. The restaurant owner’s eyes widened as he saw Grid emptying the food.


  “Eating enough food for three people at once… Great.”


  ‘In this case…’


  What would Huroi do now? Grid thought before saying with a smile.


  “I’m not usually like this, but your excellent cooking made me overeat.”


  “Haha…”


  Grid’s high dignity gave a sense of oppression to the target, but it could also inspire liking in them. Wasn’t it natural for him to give off a charming and polite atmosphere? The owner of the restaurant was instantly fascinated by Grid. 


  “You look like a traveller, so why did you come to Cork Island?”


  ‘I have succeeded.’


  Grid responded to the owner’s curious and favorable eyes, “I came to see the monster who is the owner of hellfire. Can you tell me where the dungeon is located?”


  “No, are you talking about Hell Gao?” The restaurant owner was aghast. “The dungeon he appears in is located in the north of the city… No, I can’t understand it. Why do you want to see him? Isn’t it an act of suicide?”


  “Is he that strong?”


  The restaurant owner trembled and explained.


  “He is the demon who ruled this island perfectly and fed on my ancestors. Legend has it that the number of people sacrificed to him was in the thousands… One day, Muller appeared and turned his body to ashes, but Hell Gao still occasionally pops up because his soul can’t be sealed. The residents are nervous every day that he will be completely resurrected and will turn this island into a living hell.”


  There were too many ambiguous words.


  ‘Is this the precursor to a quest? Surely he isn’t going to ask me to seal Hell Gao’s soul that even Muller couldn’t seal?’


  It was ridiculous. The restaurant owner gave some advice to Grid, who was belatedly regretting it.


  “The demon’s black flame is hotter than the jade flames of most demons, so you must be careful. If you go to ‘Ellen’ who lives on the south side of the city and say that I sent you, she will paint your armor with fire stone dyes… Before going to Hell Gao, I recommend that you meet Ellen Halmand to increase your fire resistance.”


  “Dyes made from fire stones?”


  Grid was interested and immediately rose from his spot. He asked the restaurant owner in detail for the position of Ellen’s house and headed straight there.


  “Come in.”


  Ellen was a kind person. She heard his situation and gladly welcomed Grid. Then she pointed to the large basin in her backyard.


  “It isn’t that great, since it is a dye made from the fire stones. I just dip the fire stone in water mixed with my own recipe.”


  “Ohu…”


  The big basin contained one fire stone the size of a baby’s fist. But that one small fossil turned all the water in the basin red. Ellen explained to Grid, “It isn’t just a color change. Armors or clothes dyed with this will obtain increased fire resistance because they are tinted with fire.”


  Grid pulled out the Holy Light armor and gloves.


  “The material of the gloves are cloth, so they can be easily stained. But this armor is made of mithril, can it be dyed?”


  Ellen easily nodded.


  “Fire stones are the symbol of fusion… They can mix with anything.”


  As expected of a rare mineral used in magic items.


  ‘My status immunity means I can’t be burned, but this can prevent additional damage caused by the fire itself. Braham’s Boots are black so the red color will match well with it… Good.’


  Grid politely asked. “Can you please dye this armor and gloves?”


  Ellen easily nodded. “I understand. I will dye it well if you pay me 500 gold.”


  “…Huh?”


  Grid thought that Ellen was a hidden NPC. He believed it was an opportunity to get free benefits because of his affinity with the restaurant owner. Yet she was asking for money? As Grid was feeling confused, other users started to arrive at Ellen’s house.


  “Are you Grandmother Ellen? I heard about you from the grandmother at the grocery store.”


  “I heard about you from the blacksmith. You can increase my fire resistance?”


  Grid looked at this and quickly realized.


  ‘The tip that the restaurant owner gave me wasn’t special.’


  Ellen wasn’t a hidden NPC. She was a mere trader, and the Cork Island residents were skilled at soliciting customers for her.


  ‘The world is truly tough.’


  Grid pulled out 500 gold with trembling hands. It wasn’t bad to think of it as 500 gold to give extra options to two items. He couldn’t know the numerical value of the additional options.
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  “Here it is.”


  Grid paid 500 gold and took out the Holy Light Armor and Holy Light Gloves from the inventory. He handed them over to Ellen and respectfully said, “Please add fire resistance to these.”


  The two parts combined would have a 20% fire resistance, so this was an investment with huge benefits. Ellen smiled warmly at the expectant Grid. 


  “Hoho, I’ll dye it beautifully. Huh?”


  Ellen was amazed as she received the armor and gloves. Her sagging eyes, that couldn’t bear the weight of the years, widened.


  “How is this possible…?”


  Ellen had been dying things since she was 15 years old, and she was 71 this year. Over her 56 years as a dyer, she had dyed many different types of clothes and armor of various colors. However, this was the first time she saw such a great white armor.


  “A perfect harmony… I wondered if a better armor than this exists? So beautiful… The blacksmith who made this armor probably isn’t a regular person. Is this the skill of a master who surpasses dwarf craftsmen?”


  Grid felt interested as he saw Ellen’s admiration.


  ‘This grandma’s eyes are more discerning than normal.’


  Trust started to fill him. A person with this level of insight would surely dye his items well.


  Ellen showed high motivation, “I will do my best not to ruin these wonderful armor and gloves.”


  The Holy Light Armor covered the neck, shoulders, chest, waist and right arm. The Holy Light Gloves were several layers thick and had gold thread embroidered near the wrist. It was a glamorous embroidered pattern that looked elegant. If the embroidery was dyed red as well, the armor and gloves would become too monotonous. Therefore, she had to do this work as delicately as possible.


  Chwaack. Chwaack.


  Every time the white gloves were immersed in the fire stone dye, they became a pale pink. As this process repeated, the pale pink became a dark pink and then gradually became a strong red. But surprisingly, the gold embroidery was preserved because not a single drop of dye touched it.


  ‘Great skills.’


  Grid observed the work without missing a single thing. Following the gloves, the armor was dyed.


  1 hour, 2 hours, 3 hours. 


  It took a considerable amount of time, but Grid didn’t lose focus until the end. He didn’t want to miss an opportunity to observe the craftsmanship of other fields.


  [Insight has increased by 10.]


  [Your dexterity has risen.]


  [You have learned a little bit about how to dye cloth and paint metal.]


  The Holy Light Armor and Gloves were reborn with a dark red color. Grid read the pleasant notification windows and Ellen smiled brightly.


  “Please check it.”


  Grid received the armor and gloves from Ellen and examined the details. Then he was delighted.


  ‘It’s better than I expected!’


  The armor had 19% fire resistance and the gloves had 7% fire resistance. It was great that Ellen gave new options to legendary items for just 500 gold.


  “I will use it well.”


  Ellen was grateful to the truly delighted Grid. “Thank you for giving me the opportunity to dye such an excellent armor and gloves before I die. Thanks to you, I have achieved a higher level. Now, please wear it.”


  Ellen led Grid to the large full body mirror on one side. Grid didn’t delay in front of the mirror as he wore the armor and gloves. Then he marvelled at his own appearance.


  ‘I look much cooler.’


  The Holy Light Armor was a legendary item made by Pagma. Despite the metal material, it was custom made and perfectly suited the lines of the wearer. The problem was that the color was pure white. Like many Asians, Grid had yellow skin and dark hair, so the pure white clothes didn’t suit him. The Holy Light Armor looked more awkward than cool. But now the red armor became a good match for Grid’s skin and hair.


  Ellen’s eyes shone as she praised, “Very cool! I want to transfer your image to a picture frame!”


  She wasn’t exaggerating. The harmonization of the black boots with the dark red armor and gloves with gold thread was a level that anyone would admire.


  ‘Is this really me?’


  Everyone dreamed of looking nice.  It was the same for Grid. However, he was despised because of his unimpressive appearance, and the shameful experiences significantly contributed to his personality.


  Grid was no longer ugly.


  ‘…I’m not ugly.’


  Grid closely observed his appearance in the mirror for a long time. Unlike the past where he always shrank back, his eyes were full of confidence and his shoulders were broad. His face had fattened, suiting the skeletal frame. From an objective point of view, he looked much better than before.


  The armor looked so good that he wanted to take a photo.


  ‘But there is a little something missing…’


  It was like a flaw in the jade. There was no gold embroidery on the lower part of his body, so it looked very monotonous. Grid thought it would look twice as nice if this part was supplemented, so he looked at Ellen. She was moving to greet the next guest.


  “Pavranium.”


  Grid spoke in a small voice. Then a fantastic sight was seen. Seven blades around 15cm long, 8cm wide and 3cm thick silently appeared and floated around him.


  “Join together.”


  Grid imagined the shape that the pavranium should form and ordered. Then the seven blades gathered together. The finished appearance was a thin sword around 1m in length. Grid made it like a wave or snake that could move to the left and right, then he fitted it onto the ring-belt that protruded near the tail of the armor.


  “Kill.” The blade-like tail extending under the red armor was threatening, giving him a frightful feeling like a devil. “It is completely to my taste.”


  Grid was making a happy face when he heard Toban’s voice.


  –Grid, have you arrived at Cork Island? Hell Gao will appear in exactly one hour. Please take care, and I hope you find the fire stones.


  Grid left Ellen’s house. He was conscious of people’s eyes as he released the armor and answered.


  –Believe in me.


  ***


  Cork Island was the largest of hundreds of islands in the Eternal Kingdom and was abundant in resources. The scenery was beautiful and countless guilds coveted the island.


  The Sakura Guild was particularly ambitious. The guild considered only of Japanese right-wing extremists. They wanted to put a flag on Cork Island because it looked similar to Takeshima Island which ‘Korea was illegally occupying.’


  When the war between the Alliance and the Yatan Church broke out, the Sakura Guild took this opportunity.


  “We will join the Eternal Kingdom’s army and gain enough achievements in order to receive Cork Island as a reward!”


  The Sakura Guild’s plan was successful. The Sakura Guild participated in the war, gained high contributions and got a chance to receive something from the king. They hoped to become the owner of Cork Island.


  But forces barred their way.


  It was the Silver Knights Guild, led by the 16th ranked Peak Sword. Most of the guild members, including Peak Sword, were Koreans, and they confronted the Sakura Guild because they wanted to ‘stop the insane Japanese people who can’t tell virtual reality apart from reality.’


  The two guilds had similar contributions in the war, so the king couldn’t easily determine the owner of the island. Both guilds had to fight for a long time. In the end, the Silver Knights Guild won. The average power of the Sakura Guild was higher, but thanks to the success of Peak Sword, the Silver Knights Guild could win the war and became the owner of Cork Island.


  The sword and shield, which was the original symbol of the guild, changed to the three-legged raven four months ago. The Silver Knights Guild became one of the large guilds that represented Satisfy.


  Their next goal was the Hell Gao raid.


  ‘We can grow much faster if we clear the Hell Gao raid. We can nurture Korean rankers based on items dropped by Hell Gao.’


  Despite the request of the South Korean government and Yura, he didn’t participate in the National Competition this year. Peak Sword was more familiar than anyone else that South Korea couldn’t obtain a good ranking in the competition, even if he participated.


  ‘But it will be different starting from next year.’


  He would foster Korean rankers and regain Korea’s reputation as powerhouses in games! After the extreme patriotism war with the Sakura Guild, Peak Sword resumed the Hell Gao raid that he had already failed five times.


  “Over the past month, we have become stronger and invested our money wisely. Now we will surely be able to take Hell Gao. Have courage and let’s defeat Hell Gao!”


  “Ohhhh!”


  The 4th floor of Cork Island’s dungeon.


  It was 10 minutes until Hell Gao emerged. He encouraged the morale of the 200 elite guild members, but this morale wasn’t maintained for long.


  Five minutes later.


  Hell Gao’s emergence was near, so tension and anxiety started to appear on everyone’s faces.


  “Four minutes left!”


  They clearly remembered Hell Gao’s strength. Could they really beat that monster? They couldn’t help questioning.


  “Three minutes left!”


  After three minutes, Hell Gao would appear and this place would turn into a sea of fire. Some of them would die just due to the flames.


  “Two minutes left!”


  A hot heat started to slowly fill the room.


  ‘Shit.’


  Peak Sword wanted to encourage everyone, but he was afraid. He was clearly reminded of the overwhelming appearance of Hell Gao, who was shrouded in flames and wielded a staff.


  ‘Are we still lacking the power to defeat him?’


  It might be different if the power of the top 10 rankers were added, but he couldn’t help thinking that this expedition would fail with their current strength. However, the guild’s best ranker couldn’t show his weakness, so Peak Sword endured it.


  ‘Do it. We can do it. We are strong!’


  Peak Sword steadied his heart and took various buffing potions, with the others following him. It was at that moment.


  “One minute left… Eh? Intruder! There is an intruder!!”


  “What?”


  All of the guild members’ eyes headed towards the entrance. A young man had entered. It was unusual because he was covered by a cloak, with no armor or weapons visible.


  ‘Did he break through the defensive troops downstairs?’


  Was it a highly trained assassin?  No. An assassin wouldn’t openly reveal themselves in a place like this. 


  ‘Grid?’


  Peak Sword pondered on the name above the head of the black haired youth. However, no matter how much he looked through his memory, it was an unfamiliar name.


  ‘He isn’t a ranker?’


  Peak Sword glanced at his companions, but they all shook their heads.


  ‘A non-ranker coming all the way here. Pathetic.’


  Peak Sword came to this conclusion and warned the youth with a frown.


  “This is an area controlled by the Silver Knights Guild. I don’t know how you managed to reach this point but if you don’t want to die, go back.”


  “My stealth suddenly disappeared. Was it because I was detected by Hell Gao?”


  The young man ignored Peak Sword’s warning and threw off his cloak while talking to himself.


  “Ohh!”


  There were exclamations from every direction. The appearance of the armor rapidly being equipped on the body of the youth was quite cool. It was an elegant blend of red, black and gold. The particularly unique point was the one meter long tail that stretched from the vicinity of the tailbone. It was sharp like a blade, and amazingly moving on its own.


  “W-What, that armor?’


  “It’s terrific… Unique grade?”


  It was the first time they had seen such armor, so the guild members struggled to hide their interest. Peak Sword raised his voice, “That isn’t important right now! Why aren’t you throwing him out right now?”


  Hell Gao would soon appear. Then no one would be able to escape from the dungeon. They had to deal with the outsider before that. The moment that the guild members interested in the armor tried to carry out Peak Sword’s order,


  Kuwooooh!


  [Hell Gao, the owner of Hellfire has appeared.]


  [Hell Gao’s roar has applied fear, chaos and debilitating effects.]


  [Hell Gao’s fire reduces heat resistance by 50%.]


  [Fire pillars have risen to cover you.]


  “Kuack!”


  “Hiiik!”


  Due to the silent flames that surrounded the whole area, half of the guild members fell into a dying state, or were burned to the point where they couldn’t even be recognized. Barely half of the people standing were able to hang on. Peak Sword was surprised at the notification window that popped up.


  ‘I raised my fire resistance to 86%, but to still receive this degree of damage…!’


  They would fail again. As Peak Sword was feeling despair, he suddenly doubted his eyes. The unknown young man with the ID of Grid. While the others were surrounded by flames, he alone was moving forward. He moved freely like he wasn’t affected.


  “H-how…? Heok?”


  Peak Sword fell silent as he witnessed a ridiculous scene. As Hell Gao ran amok and slaughtered the guild members, the young man pulled out a pickaxe. Then he headed to the wall and started swinging the pickaxe?


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  The young man swung it with good form and complained as he wiped off the sweat.


  “Ugh, hot! Isn’t the labor getting worse? Why does this mineral only appear when the boss mob is present? Based on this, I might have to visit a dragon’s lair with my pickaxe!”


  At that moment, a hot wind emerged from the staff that Hell Gao waved and hit the young man. Peak Sword expected the young man to receive huge damage and collapse.  But unbelievably, the young man only suffered minor injuries. 


  ‘A huge defense power…! A guardian knight?’


  “Excuse me, Mister.” The youth stopped his pickaxe for the first time and turned his attention to Peak Sword. Then he said with an irate expression. “Why are you just standing there blankly? It’s hot, but it will just get hotter.”


  What was he seeing now?


  Peak Sword belatedly regained his spirit and asked, “How can you be fine?”


  The young man replied like it was obvious. 


  “It’s the item effect.”


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  The tail on the young man’s armor moved by itself and fought against Hell Gao’s staff. Peak Sword couldn’t close his mouth as he gaped at the sight.


  ‘W-what is this…?’


  He belatedly recalled that there were a few high level users who didn’t register their names in the rankings. They liked to play the game like hermits in a martial arts movie.


  ‘Is he one of those people?’


  While Peak Sword was feeling suspicious, Grid couldn’t focus on his pickaxe anymore because of Hell Gao and opened his inventory. Then he pulled out the +8 Dainsleif.


  “Hey, you monster. I don’t want to fight you, so don’t bother me and go away.”


  Over the past four months, Grid had repeatedly disassembled, reassembled and repaired Dainsleif dozens of times, raising his understanding to 90%. He held the pickaxe in his left hand and wielded Dainsleif with his right hand.


  Kwang!


  Hell Gao defended against the attack, but he was pushed back a few steps. The flames grew bigger and he seemed to be at a loss. The members of the Silver Knights Guild, including Peak Sword, were speechless.
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  ‘Hell Gao, who didn’t move when the top three damage dealers of the guild attacked simultaneously…’


  ‘Pushing him back with one shot?’


  ‘What is that attack power?’


  ‘What is that tail that defended against Hell Gao’s attack?’


  ‘Why is he still holding the pickaxe…?’


  It was an unbelievable and monstrous sight. The Silver Knights Guild, included Peak Sword, were confused at the sight of Grid.


  ‘I thought he was a tanker because of his high defense, but his attack power is actually higher?’


  There were several classes with excellent balance. But balance-type classes had a chronic problem. It was that they didn’t excel in anything. However, both Grid’s attack power and defense were unreasonable.


  ‘He must have a hidden class. In addition…’


  Grid’s words revolved around Peak Sword’s head. Item effect. Item effect. Item effect… Item…


  ‘…It really is the power of his items.’


  In Satisfy, items could be enhanced up to +10. 


  However, the price of the enhancement stones was expensive, and the higher the enhancement value, the lower the probability of the enhancement succeeding.


  In addition, if the enhancement was successful, the enhancement value would be +1. But if it failed, it would be -3, so the chances of ordinary users owning high enhanced equipment was like picking stars from the sky. Most rankers were using +7 items, while the +8 or higher items were for the rich or fortunate.


  However, Peak Sword belatedly realized that Grid’s sword was surrounded by a deep orange light that was like the sunset. It was a +8 enhanced item.


  ‘So he is a high level hidden class, rich, and lucky?’


  Grid frowned at Peak Sword’s expression.


  “…What is your expression?”


  It wasn’t a coincidence that a big shot came here. Peak Sword was alarmed and started to feel doubts.


  “You look like a Chinese or Japanese person. Did the Sakura Guild send you?”


  Grid had the typical appearance of a Northeast Asian. Korea and Mongolia were countries weak in Satisfy, he judged that a bigshot couldn’t be hiding among the Koreans or Mongols. Therefore, this person must be Chinese or Japanese. But the answer that came back was amazing.


  “Sakura Guild? I didn’t even know there was such a guild. Above all, I am South Korean.”


  “South Korean?”


  The guild members started murmuring.


  “There is such an amazing person among the Koreans…”


  “Apart from Yura and Peak Sword hyung-nim… South Korea has another prominent figure.”


  “Kya~~! As expected from South Korea!”


  Most of the members of the Silver Knights Guild were patriotic. They were the type of people who always asked ‘Do you know Kimchi?’ when they met foreigners. So they were glad to hear that Grid was Korean.


  “We are Koreans like you!”


  “I realized it while watching you! The Korean’s game DNA is still great!”


  “I am proud that a great person like you is a Korean citizen like us!”


  “Quiet!” Peak Sword calmed down his excited guild members and glared at Grid. “If you aren’t commissioned by the Sakura Guild, why did you come to disturb us?”


  “Disturb?”


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  Grid was shaken as he drew Hell Gao’s aggro.


  “Disturb? Is what I did a disturbance? Rather, I helped you.”


  “What help? You barged in on another person’s raid!”


  “What?”


  Grid felt angry at Peak Sword’s words. Then he threw down his pickaxe and grabbed Dainsleif with both hands.


  “Ridiculous humans! I will burn you to the soul!”


  Hell Gao waved his staff while shouting and a heat storm struck. Grid started dancing.


  ‘Pagma’s Swordsmanship…’


  “Become ashes!”


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  The materials in the area were melted and a hot wind blew over Grid. Then Grid’s dance finished.


  “Kill.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  It was truly an overwhelming sight. The big sword was surrounded by red and black and pierced Hell Gao’s heart with a huge momentum.


  “Kuheok…!”


  There wasn’t one person who failed to notice that Hell Gao’s face shrouded in flames was disturbed for a moment.


  Hell Gao fell down and scattered blood like lava, while Grid spoke to the astonished Peak Sword. “I’m sorry that I barged in on your raid but honestly, if it wasn’t for me, wouldn’t you guys be dead to that monster by now? The only reason I got involved was because that annoying bastard attacked me first. I didn’t actually do anything?”


  His words weren’t wrong. But that didn’t mean Grid’s behavior could be rationalized.


  “I acknowledge that part. But the fact that you intruded doesn’t change. How can we proceed with the raid while you are watching? Would you be able to if you were us? What if you hit our backs while we are in the middle of the fight?”


  Grid snorted. “If I wanted to hit your backs, I would’ve done it earlier. Isn’t that right?”


  That’s right. The guild was in trouble when Hell Gao appeared. But Grid was fine. At that time, the guild would’ve met a disaster if Grid had attacked.


  “U-Um…”


  It was evidence that Grid wasn’t an enemy. However, he was still disturbing. Grid had completely stabbed a wedge of doubt in Peak Sword.


  “In the first place, I didn’t come here for that monster. Fire stones.” Then Grid placed Dainsleif back in his inventory. Then he picked up the pickaxe and headed towards a firestone again. “I have no intention of interfering, so please ignore me and go on with the raid.”


  “…”


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  Peak Sword no longer felt motivation as he looked at Grid.


  ‘…He isn’t an opponent that can be overpowered, so let’s ignore him.’


  They could deal with this when it was over. Peak Sword ignored Grid and started concentrating on the raid. Then the guild members quickly surrounded Hell Gao, who was on the ground. Grid glanced at them and clicked his tongue.


  ‘Do you really think you can raid that monster? It’s useless.’


  The current Grid couldn’t measure Hell Gao’s combat strength.


  ‘That monstrous bastard, he was hit by Kill and didn’t even lose one-tenth of his life.’


  Hell Gao was a monster that Muller couldn’t seal perfectly, and he was very strong. Grid speculated that he was a boss monster several degrees stronger than the Awakened Guardian of the Forest.


  ‘He is a monster that I can’t win against, even if I take advantage of my invincible passive. It’s better to avoid him.’


  Grid’s judgment was correct.


  Most users didn’t know the details of the demon-related episodes yet, but Hellfire’s Master Hell Gao was the 9th strongest among the 33 great demons of Hell and had members of the demonkin like Balak as subordinates. It wasn’t good to associate with him.


  ‘Hurry.’


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  Grid’s pickaxe speed accelerated. He planned to use the time while the Silver Knights Guild was striking Hell Gao to mine the fire stones. That behavior was the problem. What was the reason why the fire stones always appeared with Hell Gao?


  It wasn’t a coincidence. The fire stones were the source of Hell Gao’s power. Hell Gao needed the help of the fire stones to appear in the human world. A human kept trying to mine it, so Hell Gao couldn’t leave it alone.


  “This damn human!”


  Peeeeeong!


  Hell Gao released a black fire that burned the Silver Knights Guild and headed towards Grid.


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  The pavranium moved to protect Grid. However, it was impossible to completely block Hell Gao’s attack with the present pavranium, which was attached to the armor and restricted in action.


  Grid experienced a flash of heat every time the staff was wielded.


  [You have suffered 2,930 damage.]


  [You have suffered 3,190 damage.]


  ‘How rotten… I’ve raised my fire resistance, but I’ve still received this much damage.’


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  Grid took a potion to restore his health and quickened the pace of his pickaxe. He tried to ignore the attacking Hell Gao behind him.


  ‘Just a bit more…!’


  Five more swings would be enough to obtain one fire stone. Grid patiently relied on only pavranium to defend and Hell Gao’s anger reached the peak.


  “Stop right now!”


  Kwaang!


  Hell Gao’s body was covered with blame flames, increasing the heat.


  Kaang!


  Hell Gao’s attack power became stronger. The pavranium was hit by it and temporarily stiffened.


  ‘This is bad…!’


  Hell Gao’s staff aimed at Grid’s side just as there were three swings left to obtain the fire stone. Grid tried to defend with a shield but it was already too late. At that moment, Peak Sword came forward.


  “Draw Sword, string.”


  Peak Sword stood 2m behind Hell Gao. He pulled out the sword at his waist so quickly that it was difficult to follow with the eyes. Then there was a sharp flash and blood spurted from Hell Gao’s neck.


  “Kuooh!”


  Hell Gao’s gaze angrily returned to Peak Sword.


  “Insolent!”


  Hell Gao approached Peak Sword and waved his staff. Then Peak Sword placed his sword back in its sheath.


  “Sheath Sword, breadth.”


  Kwaang!


  Just before Hell Gao’s staff fell towards Peak Sword. A powerful wave of sword energy exploded around Peak Sword, causing Hell Gao to retreat. Peak Sword spoke to Grid with a grim expression.


  “You are Korean and helped us once. With this, the debt is paid.”


  Subsequently, the Silver Knights Guild started their onslaught.


  “Die, you monster!”


  “This time we’ll kill you!”


  The Silver Knights were a highly trained guild. The qigong masters suppressed Hell Gao’s heat, while the damage dealers attacked Hell Gao without getting injured. It was a pincer attack they could unfold due to the experience challenging Hell Gao, but the problem was that Hell Gao was too strong.


  “This doesn’t even itch!”


  Hell Gao ridiculed before launching flames in every direction. It was the inevitable fire AOE magic. In order to suppress the force of this, the qigong masters controlled the mana in the air while the magicians built water barriers. The momentum of the flames wasn’t suppressed at all and directly evaporated all the water at the water barriers.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  This caused hot steam to occur. Peak Sword and the knights defended with their weapons or shields, while the qigong masters and magicians used magic. However, everyone except for Peak Sword turned into grey light.


  “What!?”


  Sword Peak realized it the moment he received more than 100 messages about his guild members’ deaths.


  ‘This is impossible.’


  The Hell Gao raid? It was a pipe dream. He had been confident about the guild’s power over the last month, but they were just pests in front of Hell Gao.


  ‘It was my mistake for not accurately measuring Hell Gao’s strength…’


  He felt sorry for the guild members wiped out because of their foolish master. It was the moment that Peak Sword lost hope in his dream of fostering enough Korean rankers to play a role in next years National Competition.


  He flopped down.


  “Kukukuk.”


  Hell Gao emitted a hot breath as he laughed and approached. He aimed his staff at Peak Sword who lost all his men and all hope. At that moment.


  Kaaang!


  [A fire stone has been acquired.]


  Grid finally obtained a fire stone. At the same time, the black flames around Hell Gao’s body noticeably weakened.


  And.


  Ttaak!


  [You have suffered 4,200 damage.]


  “…Eh?”


  Peak Sword survived despite being hit by the staff. Both Peak Sword and Hell Gao were shocked.


  ‘Weaker?’


  It wasn’t an illusion. Hell Gao had rapidly weakened. An awkward atmosphere flowed.


  “Transcended Link.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  20 blue and white energy blades flew and hit Hell Gao.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Blood spurted in every direction like boiling lava. Hell Gao let out a terrible scream of pain. Then he belated discovered the fire stone held in Grid’s hand.


  “You dare…! I will kill you!”


  Pisik.


  “Can you do it?”


  Grid laughed before squeezing the blue sword that was reminiscent of a predator of the sea.


  Peak Sword was surprised twice.


  The first reason was that he figured out Grid was Pagma’s Descendant who appeared in the battle of Bairan several months ago. The second reason for his surprise was the white light around the blue greatsword.


  “A +9 item?”


  “Take this pickaxe.” Grid threw his pickaxe towards Peak Sword, whose mouth was gaping open. Then he explained to the puzzled Peak Sword. “Hell Gao’s weakness is the fire stone. The more fire stones that are collected, the weaker he will be. So collect the fire stones while I block him.”


  This was it. Peak Sword’s expression darkened, “I understand what you’re saying. But I didn’t acquire the mining skill. It will be hard for me…”


  “Don’t worry. Anyone can mine with that pickaxe.”


  “…?”


  Grid spoke confidently. Peak Sword was curious and checked the details of the pickaxe.


  [Fantastic Pickaxe]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 155/219   Attack Power: 107


  * The chances of acquiring advanced minerals will increase by 10%.


  * The chances of acquiring the highest grade minerals will increase by 5%.


  * The skill ‘Intermediate Mining Technique’ Lv. 3 will be generated.


  A pickaxe made by the legendary blacksmith G.


  With this pickaxe, even a five year old child can collect high quality iron ore.


  User Restriction: Level 200 or higher.


  Weight: 45


  “…”


  “Why are you just watching?”


  Hell Gao wasn’t a fool. He couldn’t let the humans touch the fire stones anymore, so he tried to get rid of the injured Peak Sword first. However, Grid wouldn’t quietly let him do that. He detached the pavranium from his armor and aimed at Hell Gao’s head with his fingers.


  “Go.”


  Chwachwachwachwachwachwa!


  The combined pavranium separated into seven blade-like shapes. Then they spread out and attacked Hell Gao from different angles.


  “Kuooh!”


  Hell Gao missed Peak Sword. He lifted his staff and resisted the seven blades, but they couldn’t be destroyed no matter what.


  ‘No, what is this…’


  Peak Sword thought it was absurd. It felt like a feast of items kept appearing.


  Item effect.


  The words Grid said when he first appeared popped into Peak Sword’s head. Then Grid prompted him, “What are you doing? Go and mine the fire stones.”


  “Ah, y-yes… That… Yes…”


  The 16th ranked Peak Sword, it was the first time he challenged mining since starting Satisfy. And it was the day that Hell Gao, the master of hellfire, met the strongest enemy after the great sword saint Muller.
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  Syuok! Syu syu syu syu syuk!


  The seven golden blades simultaneously aimed at his eyes, cheeks, head and chin. The speed was equivalent to Memphis, who was the fastest in hell, so the demonkin would be unable to react.


  But Hell Gao was one of the 33 great demons, so he didn’t think of it as a threat.


  ‘The human might be skilled at throwing, but this is just at the level of a pest.’


  He drew a small circle with his staff.


  Chaeeeeeng!


  The seven blades didn’t reach the target and scattered all over the place. However, they didn’t fall towards the ground. Instead, they flew up again and attacked Hell Gao.


  ‘Huh?’


  Hell Gao was amazed. He thought the seven golden blades had been thrown by the human in red armor, but they were moving by themselves?


  Kaang! Kakakang!


  The golden blades that continued flying at Hell Gao were annoying. He decided to destroy them and firmly hit one with his staff. However, the blade was fine and didn’t even get one scratch. It stiffened for a while before moving again.


  ‘Outstanding durability. Is it adamantium? But why are they moving on their own?’


  Fast and solid gold blades! They weren’t controlled by magic, so how did they move by themselves? They didn’t tire, and gave Hell Gao a feeling of pressure.


  In the end.


  “Get lost!”


  Hell Gao released hot wind all over the place. The golden blades were pushed by the wind pressure and could no longer approach him.


  “Come back.”


  The human in red armor watched from a distance and gave them orders. Then the golden blades flew to him and started to rotate around him.


  ‘What a bizarre artifact.’


  Hell Gao opened his mouth.


  “I never dreamed in my thousands of years of existence that I would have a question for a human. Those blades, what are they? They have a durability comparable to the god mineral adamantium and they move by themselves? Why is an ordinary human carrying something like this?”


  “Ordinary human?” The human in red armor, Grid, grinned at him. “You still think I’m ordinary?”


  “What?” Hell Gao spoke cynically. “Kukuk! You only barely managed to wound this trash body! So what, you think that you are special?”


  Hell Gao was the 9th strongest of the 33 great demons, but this was only applicable to hell. After being sealed by Sword Saint Muller 150 years ago, he had to borrow the body of a demonkin every time he appeared in the human world.


  In other words, Hell Gao’s current body wasn’t originally his and he couldn’t exert his true strength. Grid was arrogant just because he managed to damage Hell Gao a little bit, so Hell Gao couldn’t help snorting.


  “I know that you are a fairly strong human. But you aren’t particularly special.” The black flames around Hell Gao’s body flashed. “I only recognize the man called Muller. You’re just a trivial existence who can’t even reach Muller’s toes.”


  Grid remarked, “Ah, Sword Saint Muller? Wasn’t he the one who turned your body into a rag in the past?”


  Hell Gao’s eyes narrowed.


  “What’s so funny?”


  The smiling Grid kindly explained to him. “I am in the same class as Muller. It’s laughable that you can’t see that. Well, today you will die again.”


  Hell Gao thought it was so absurd that it was funny.


  “Kuhahahaha! This crazy person is talking nonsense!”


  Sword Saint Muller was such a great figure that he broke Hell Gao’s common sense, who had lived for thousands of years. He was a mortal who transcended a great demon. His swordsmanship was enough to cut through the flames of hell, making them look like sheep.


  In comparison, Grid was just plain. Grid was stronger than a normal human, but he was no match for Muller. 


  “A person who puts himself in the same class as Muller, he really doesn’t understand… Huh?”


  Hell Gao stopped laughing as his gaze turned to a corner of the dungeon. Thanks to the golden blades, he had missed the other human. That human was aiming the pickaxe at a fire stone. It was Peak Sword. The 16th ranked Peak Sword, who was a fearful person to some and a target of respect for others, was challenging the act of mining for the first time.


  Hell Gao was furious.


  “I don’t like this pair!”


  He was able to bring four fire stones to the human world from hell. He lost a quarter of his magic power when one of them was taken. He couldn’t allow another fire stone to be mined.


  Kuooooh!


  Hell Gao ran while the dark flames wrapped around his body like a cloak. His target was naturally Peak Sword. He wanted to smash Peak Sword’s head and destroy that pickaxe. But his path was blocked by Grid.


  “Where are you going during our conversation?”


  Grid attacked while talking.


  Chaaeng!


  Hell Gao’s arms shook after he defended against the blue greatsword with his staff.


  ‘It isn’t just that I’m weaker. He has grown stronger.’


  Grid spoke to the somewhat shaken Hell Gao. “Of course, my current skills aren’t even one-hundredth of Sword Saint Muller’s skills. But it isn’t a lie that I am in the same class as him. I am also a legend.”


  “Legend?”


  Hell Gao spoke in a confused voice. Grid wielded a master weapon that had been enhanced to +9, and his utilization of it was already at 100% after several months of experience.


  Jjang! Jjejejeok! Jjejeong!


  Pagma’s Swordsmanship (Lv.2) increased physical attacks by 30%, critical hit rate by 20% and critical damage by 10%. The power of the +9 Failure combined with Pagma’s Swordsmanship was truly beyond imagination! Grid’s power brought confusion to Hell Gao.


  ‘This guy, the attack power in one blow…!’


  Kwang!


  “Kkuk!”


  Hell Gao defended against the attack with his staff, and eventually threw up. A red light shone in the black flames and Grid grinned, revealing his white teeth.


  “Can you feel it? This is strong enough to fill up the difference in abilities.”


  “You…!”


  Hell Gao finally felt alarmed. The man in front of him, he wasn’t a master of swordsmanship like Muller was. His comprehensive physical abilities were far below Muller’s. 


  But.


  ‘Strong.’


  Why was he so strong? Hell Gao’s suspicious gaze was fixed on Grid.


  ‘It’s that greatsword.’


  He had lived for thousands of years, but he had never seen a weapon like this blue greatsword. Hell Gao trembled. The golden blades that moved by themselves and this powerful greatsword, how did the man in front of him gobble up such powerful items?


  ‘Does this person have the treasures of the gods?’


  Hell Gao could no longer take it easy and needed to fight with all his strength. Hell Gao made a decision and shot out hellfire.


  Peeng!


  The flames that wouldn’t fade away once they started burning hit Grid. Hell Gao confirmed that Grid’s chest was burning and burst out laughing.


  “Kuhahaha! It’s useless even if you jump into the sea right now. Once the hellfire has started burning, it won’t fade away until the target has been turned to ashes!”


  Hell Gao didn’t doubt that Grid would become ashes within seconds. However…


  “It turned off?”


  Grid waved a few times and the hellfire was extinguished.


  “What!?”


  How did you turn off hellfire like it was a match fire? It was the moment when Hell Gao’s common sense that ‘hellfire will never go out’ was broken in his thousands of years of living. Yes, the last time his common sense was broken was when he met Muller 150 years ago.


  ‘It isn’t a lie that he is in the same class as Muller…!’


  Hell Gao felt a chill and reflexively took a step back. 


  [You have suffered 4,800 damage.]


  [The black fires of hell have attached to your body. The flames won’t turn off until your body is turned to ashes.] 


  [You will receive 2,000 burn damage per second until death.]


  [You have resisted.]


  Grid felt pleasure as he confirmed the warning windows and started a dance. White light moved around the blue greatsword, like a shark swimming in the sea.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link.”


  The muscles that squeezed during the dance were released at once. At the same time, the greatsword moved explosively. 17 blue and white energy blades sped through the air at a terrible speed before compressing the air.


  “…”


  It was quiet.


  Kaaang!


  Only the sound of Peak Sword swinging the pickaxe was heard. Hell Gao had doubts.


  ‘What?’


  Perhaps it was a vain attack? And.


  Susuk.


  The 17 strands of energy were drawn around Hell Gao’s body. This was followed by 17 sharp waves.


  Pipit! Pipipipipit!


  The air that was compressed simultaneously exploded. At the same time, 17 wounds appeared on Hell Gao’s body.


  “Kuaaaak!”


  Hell Gao belatedly screamed. It wasn’t a missed attack. This was the true dignity of the sword of light, Link. It was the moment that Grid, who raised his stats and level to 246 during the past four months, perfectly reproduced one of Pagma’s sword techniques.


  “Didn’t I tell you? I am also a legend.”


  Grid was even more impressed.


  “T-This guy…!”


  Hell Gao’s body started wobbling. Before the fire stone was collected and Hell Gao was in perfect condition, a fatal strike barely decreased his health. Now he lost more than a tenth of his health the moment he was hit by Link.


  Grid was convinced.


  ‘It is enough to fight.’


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  The sound of Peak Sword’s pickaxe was heard non-stop from the rear and Grid felt more courageous. Then from a corner of his field of view, Hell Gao’s staff came flying.


  Peeok!


  [You have been hit by a lethal blow!]


  [You have suffered 7,930 damage.]


  “…Kuk!”


  Grid was perfectly hit by the staff that moved between the rotating golden blades. Hell Gao shouted while chanting a spell.


  “You aren’t Muller!”


  That’s right. He wasn’t Sword Saint Muller. One strike from his sword had caused Hell Gao’s limbs to fall off. It was true that Grid’s weapons covered his deficiency, but it couldn’t be denied that he was very lacking compared to Muller. 


  Chaaeng! Chaaeng!


  The seven golden blades moved briskly to contain Hell Gao, while protecting Grid at the same time. But Hell Gao was in complete combat mode and was very fast and powerful.


  Jjejeong!


  The golden blades that Hell Gao struck were stuck in place for two seconds and then,


  Peeok!


  Hell Gao’s staff moved flexibly, avoiding the other golden blades and striking Grid’s abdomen.


  [You have suffered 3,550 damage.]


  ‘Damn! It hurts!’


  All of Grid’s armor had been enhanced to +6. He had to spend a tremendous amount to enhance Failure up to +9, so he had to be satisfied with this much for his armor. But after many tests, he thought that his current defense was enough. 


  A month ago, he had faced the Awakened Guardian of the Forest and found his defense quite bearable. However, Hell Gao’s attack power was too strong.


  ‘This is after he was weakened by having the fire stone mined…!’


  Peeok! Peeeeok!


  [You have suffered 3,590 damage.]


  [You have suffered 3,480 damage.]


  [You have suffered 4,900 damage.]


  [You have been hit by a lethal blow!]


  [You have suffered 7,700 damage.]


  The chances of a critical hit were tremendous high. There was one critical hit in every three blows. Hell Gao’s basic damage was also tremendous. His crazed behavior restrained Grid’s actions. Grid barely survived with one-third of his health and fought back with Failure. 


  Kwang!


  Grid used the repulsive force generated by the collision with the staff to open a distance, then he used a skill.


  “Wave!”


  A blue and white wave spread out around him. 


  [You have dealt 18,500 damage to the target.]


  [The target’s attack speed has reduced.]


  Hesitation.


  Hell Gao’s overwhelming momentum that Grid couldn’t overcome was noticeably reduced. Grid counterattacked a few times during this gap while shouting to Peak Sword.


  “No, this damn guy! You still haven’t mined one fire stone?”


  Peak Sword was frustrated, “I told you that it is my first time mining! I don’t know the tricks!”


  “Ah, it’s frustrating!”


  “…”


  Hell Gao was the master of hellfire, while Grid was the first legendary class. There was such a large difference between Peak Sword and them, and he was frustrated at not proving his reputation as 16th on the unified rankings.


  Grid explained to Peak Sword. “Take a good look around the fire stones! There is a part around the root where the ground will be weak, attack that place…!”


  “Shut up.”


  Pepepepeng!


  Hundreds of spheres of hellfire flew. Grid took out the Divine Shield and defended with it and the golden blades.


  Teook!


  Hell Gao struck the ground with his staff. He leapt using the rebound and landed over Grid’s shoulder.


  Puuok!


  The golden knives mercilessly stabbed Hell Gao. But he couldn’t stop Hell Gao’s actions.  Hell Gao grabbed Grid’s head with both hands and shouted.


  “If you can’t burn then I will crush you!”


  “…!”


  Peeng!


  Black flames emanated from both of Hell Gao’s hands and swirled crazily.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  “Kuhahahahaha!”


  Even a rock would quickly be turned to sand from this heat, let alone Grid! Hell Gao laughed as he anticipated flesh and brains to splatter everywhere. He didn’t see it. Grid pulled out a blue ring and put it on his finger.


  “Okay?”


  “Hahaha…! Huh?”


  The voice of the man who should’ve died was heard perfectly. As Hell Gao was surprised, Grid used Blacksmith’s Rage and cut off both of Hell Gao’s hands with the +9 failure.


  [Critical!]


  [Failure’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘Bisect’ to be generated.]


  Seokeok!


  [You have dealt 46,940 damage to the target.]


  [You have cut both wrists of Hell Gao, the master of hellfire. Hell Gao’s actions will be limited and his attack power and attack speed will be greatly reduced.]


  “Kuaaaack!”


  Hell Gao’s terrible screams echoed in the wide dungeon.


  Grid smiled wickedly.


  “This is the second round.”


  Grid had accumulated a lot of combat experience and he learned how to take advantage of Doran’s Ring. For example, he would wear the ring when the enemy used a powerful skill.


  This maximized the effect of Doran’s Ring and the Holy Light Armor. On the other hand, Hell Gao’s health was reduced by three-tenths after Grid consecutively used Kill, Transcended Link, Link and Wave.


  Then just in time.


  Kaaang!


  “Yes! Success! I gathered a fire stone!”


  Peak Sword, who had been playing Satisfy for a year and a half, felt the pleasure of mining for the first time.


  “Kuk…! You guys…!”


  The black flames around Hell Gao’s body lost more momentum. Grid didn’t doubt it. The second round would be a KO win.
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  Kaaang!


  [A fire stone has been acquired.]


  While Grid was struggling with Hao Gao, Peak Sword successfully managed to mine the fire stone.


  ‘I did it!’


  The red stone that clung deeply to the ground emerged, causing Peak Sword to feel a tremendous joy. It was like managing to pull out a fat lump accumulated in his nose for many years! Was it like pulling out the roots?  


  “Yes! Success! I gathered a fire stone!”


  He played Satisfy for a year and a half, endured all types of trials, gained experience and earned the 16th rank on the unified rankings.  He was able to raise his level through hunting, raiding a powerful boss or fighting against hostile forces. Now his eyes were opened to a new way of enjoying the game.


  ‘I felt so much pleasure the moment I extracted a mineral. Should I learn the mining skill?’


  Peak Sword felt a serious sense of accomplishment and waved the fire stone at Grid.


  “How about it? Didn’t I do well?”


  Grid raised his thumb from where he was confronting Hell Gao. “Well done.”


  “Ohh!”


  It was amazing. He felt good about receiving praise from that guy. Peak Sword was laughing when he suddenly frowned.


  ‘No? What am I doing right now?’


  He was 16th in the unified rankings and the master of the Silver Knights Guild, yet he was wagging his tail like a dog for someone at least 10 years younger than him?


  ‘Wake up.’


  He became more excited than necessary after realizing that the first legendary class, Pagma’s Descendant, was a Korean. Peak Sword calmed his heart and watched Grid and Hell Gao. Grid looked relatively fine, while Hell Gao was wounded. He even had both hands cut off.


  ‘Amazing.’


  The monster who slaughtered 200 Silver Knights members with an average level of 140 was being pushed back?


  ‘The dignity of a legendary class…’


  He recalled the battle of Bairan, which caused an uproar in the world four months ago. One of the most powerful groups in Satisfy, the Tzedakah Guild, had been pushed on the defensive by the Yatan Church.


  At the time, Peak Sword and his guild members gathered in a pub and predicted that the Tzedakah Guild would be wiped out. The Yatan servants Neberius and Balak were overwhelmingly strong, and were also superior in numbers, so the Tzedakah Guild seemed to have no hope.


  Then a man suddenly appeared. He overturned the balance by throwing armor to Vantner, a weapon to Toon, and using the skill ‘ Pagma’s Swordsmanship’ against Neberius. Peak Sword felt his blood boil and the people filling the pub cheered in unison. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the whole world was buzzing at that moment.


  After the battle was over.


  Pagma’s Descendant might be armed with powerful items, but the public mocked him for having weak control. However, Peak Sword through differently. Pagma might be an excellent swordsman, but he was fundamentally a blacksmith. It was right that Pagma’s Descendant took advantage of his class traits to arm himself with excellent items. He expressed his strength in a manner appropriate for him.


  And now.


  The Pagma’s Descendant that he met was making good use of his class characteristics. His armor and weapon were estimated to have a legendary rating, there were the fraudulent seven blades that moved on their own, and the ring that seemed to have a recovery skill. His control skills were still bad, but thanks to the power of his items, he was strong enough to be compared to a ranker.


  But Hell Gao’s strength was endless. He lost both hands, but he continued his onslaught against Grid. Peak Sword hurriedly swung his pickaxe again.


  ‘Hurry. I still need to collect two fire stones.’


  Grid was the new hope for South Korea, a country weak in Satisfy. Peak Sword wanted to help Grid in this raid.  Grid grew so fast, that one day he would enthrall the Korean people. However, he still a lot of mountains to cross to reach that point.


  “Begin the mining!”


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  Peak Sword found a new fire stone and swung his pickaxe. At that moment, he was Peak Pickaxe, not Peak Sword.


  ***


  “I’m worried… Worried.”


  Bairan Village Castle’s resting room.


  The Tzedakah Guild’s chief of staff, Toban, was anxious. The guild members who returned after hunting or work frowned at him.


  “What happened? You have no spirit.”


  Toban, who was grabbing his head, carefully opened his mouth. “Grid went to mine fire stones…”


  “What about Grid?”


  “…He told me to believe him twice.”


  The first time was before leaving for Cork Island. Then there was one time after arriving at Cork Island. He clearly said it two times.


  Kwaduduk!


  Toban broke his nail from worry. And the guild members were in great shock.


  “Grid…”


  “He said to believe in him, twice?”


  “Huh, that’s the worst.”


  It was after the Yatan’s massive raid was prevented. Grid spend most of the four months afterwards making items, and produced a total of 142 items. Out of those 142 items, 25 were normal rated, 84 were rare, 30 were epic and 3 were unique.


  Was it simply bad luck, or the operator’s agenda as Grid claimed?


  In the early days of joining the guild, Grid had a relatively high probability of making high rated items and even produced two legendary items. However, he had been in a slump for the last four months.


  The items he produced had a 20% higher performance than normal items, so even the rare rated items were good, but the guild members couldn’t help feeling disappointed. In particular, the guild members who received normal items shed tears of blood. A legendary blacksmith ended up creating normal rated items? Their disappointment couldn’t be expressed.


  Then they noticed something that Grid said every time he produced a normal rated item. It was ‘Believe in me.’ Grid said it every time he believed he would produce a legendary item. So when the guild members heard the words ‘Believe in me,’ they assumed the worst. In fact, it always produced the worst result whenever he said it.


  But he said it again this time…


  “Believe in me…”


  Three fire stones were needed to produce the Fire Shield. Could Grid really collect three fire stones? It seemed like it might not happen. Toban was sad. His ominous feelings almost always came true.


  The other guild members also expressed disappointment.


  “If he fails to make the Fire Shield… Should the Phoenix Raid be delayed for the next time?”


  “That’s probably the case. It is unlikely for the raid to succeed if the main tanker can’t hold on.”


  It was a solemn atmosphere. After being armed with Grid’s equipment, they were strong enough to easily raid the Awakened Guardian of the Forest. Now it was possible to raid higher level boss monsters.


  ***


  The 4th floor of Cork Island’s dungeon.


  Jeurereuk.


  There was a steady stream of blood from Hell Gao’s severed wrists.


  Chiik!


  There was smoke and an unpleasant smell as the blood touched the ground. Grid blocked his nose and suggested, “Why is a bad smell coming from your blood?”


  “Shut up!”


  Hell Gao’s body was suddenly full of wounds. The body of an advanced demonkin was weaker than Hell Gao thought. In addition, the second fire stone was taken, so Hell Gao’s magic power was weakening. More than half of the black flames that symbolized his power had turned to jade.


  This was bad.


  ‘I am going to suffer a disgraceful loss to a human again…!’


  He thought that only Sword Saint Muller was special. But Muller had died over 100 years ago, and now a special human had appeared again. As other demons said, the potential of the human species couldn’t be ignored.


  ‘I will be ridiculed in hell if I lose to humans again.’


  He couldn’t give up yet.


  “I will surely kill you!”


  Hell Gao shouted and wielded his arms. Then he covered Grid with the blood pouring from his severed wrists.


  [You have suffered 1,850 damage.]


  [You have suffered 1,790 damage.]


  ‘Damage is inflicted just from a drop of blood? This damn monster!’


  The confused Grid flinched while Hell Gao burned his wounds with his blood. Then he made an expression of enormous hatred.


  “I will take your soul to hell and make you my slave forever!”


  Kwa kwa kwang!


  Hell Gao changed the way he fought. He used his staff as his primary weapon when he had both hands, and hellfire as a secondary attack. Now that he lost both hands, he could only fight as a magician, launching hot winds and hellfire.


  Pepepepeng!


  “Ugh!”


  Grid tried to avoid the flames. He wasn’t able to easily approach Hell Gao. Hell Gao thought.


  ‘Yes, he’s a swordsman, so I have the advantage when fighting at a distance.’


  Hell Gao was two times weaker than when he first appeared. But by human standards, his magic power was still infinite. He kept generating hellfire at 0.3 second intervals and fired continuously, looking like a laser gun that ran on solar energy.


  “Come and burn to ashes!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Three rays of fire that flew in a straight line!  Grid was constrained by his air being obstructed and hurriedly tried to avoid it. Then the pavranium moved.


  Chwachwachwachwachwachwa!


  The seven blades gathered in front of Grid and took the shape of a triangular shield.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The golden shield collided with the flames. The shield stiffened and fell to the ground, while the hot winds hit the body behind it. Hell Gao aimed at the heart of the floundering Grid and declared.


  “You shall soon die.”


  Kwaaaang!


  [You have suffered 3,900 damage.]


  [You have suffered 4,150 damage.]


  [You have been hit by a lethal blow!]


  [You have suffered 8,870 damage.]


  “Ohh!”


  Flop!


  Grid lying on the ground was hit. He was very confused.


  ‘I was sure the 2nd round would be a KO win after I cut off his hands. Rather, he was more comfortable to deal with when swinging his staff.’


  Hell Gao had certainly weakened since Peak Sword took the fire stone. The damage from hellfire had noticeably fallen. But he was still strong. His strength couldn’t be measured.


  ‘I have to narrow the distance…’ 


  He could use Transcend to attack from a distance. But unfortunately, Transcend only lasted for 30 seconds. He had to save this means of attack as a trump card, so it was better to approach and attack.


  However, Hell Gao controlled the hot wind while simultaneously launching the hellfire, so a method to narrow the distance didn’t easily appear.


  Hwaruruk!


  The wounded Grid was unable to properly control his body and fire spheres appeared around Hell Gao. Hell Gao completed 30 spheres in  flash and burst out laughing.


  “Kuahahaha! This is the end!”


  Pepepepeong!


  The 30 spheres simultaneously attacked from different orbits. It was practically impossible to defend against all the fire spheres with only seven blades.


  ‘I have to take some damage.’


  Grid judged and threw three darts from his belt.


  Pepepeng!


  A fog spread out in the spot where Grid was standing. Then the 30 spheres hit the fog and exploded in unison.


  Kwaaaaang!


  “Ugh!”


  Peak Pickaxe who was swinging his pickaxe in the corner… No, Peak Sword, fell down. It was because a huge explosion shook the dungeon. Peak Sword turned in the direction of Grid and his expression hardened.


  The fog cleared and revealed the point of explosion. Grid couldn’t be seen at all.


  “It can’t be…”


  Had he turned into a grey light after suffering from that attack?


  “This can’t be…!”


  Peak Sword was frustrated. Hell Gao was delighted and laughed like crazy.


  “Kuahahaha! That cockroach like man has finally been turned into ashes!”


  Human flesh was weak, and couldn’t be unharmed after being bombarded with 30 hellfire spheres. Grid was armed with excellent armor and received the protection of the golden blades, but there was a limit. Hell Gao was convinced that Grid had died.


  However…


  “…What!?”


  The laughing Hell Gao suddenly looked back. The center of the dungeon. Hell Gao was the only one standing there after Grid became ashes.


  “…Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Grid pulled down the zip of his Hooded Zip Up and slowly appeared. Hatred and killing intent towards Hell Gao, one of the 33 great demons of hell, circled around the blue greatsword.


  “Kill.”


  Puoook!


  A large wound was carved on Hell Gao’s false body.
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  Exactly 24 seconds ago.


  ‘Damn.’


  Grid stiffened as he saw Hell Gao create dozens of black spheres in an instant. Could he withstand the huge bombardment of spheres that did 3,700~4,200 damage each?


  ‘29, 30... Surely he doesn’t intend to throw them all at once?’


  The  flames shot by Hell Gao were fast and explosive. If 30 spheres were  fired at once, it was almost impossible for Grid to completely defend or  avoid them.


  ‘In the worst case, I might need to rely on my invincible passive.’


  He thought realistically and changed his mind about concentrating on defense.


  ‘I heard that a crisis is an opportunity.’


  Pepepepeng!


  Grid concentrated on the 30 fireballs. He saw a face that was a mixture between a monster and a male human face. A thick smile could be seen on Hell Gao’s bizarre face beyond the flames.


  ‘That monster, he will be off guard because he’s certain that he won.’


  Grid had been through countless battles and was aware of the moment of greatest weakness. He decided to boldly confront Hell Gao rather than react timidly to the current crisis.


  ‘If I assume that I can’t rely on the invincible passive, it’s wiser to fight back rather than defend.’


  This was a chance to overcome the crisis.


  In  his low level days, he had face the knight Leo of Winston. During his  middle level period, it was Malacus and the Guardian of the Labyrinth.  After that, it was Shay’s party, the pope, the Awakened Guardian of the  Forest, and Neberius.


  Grid had faced all types of enemies, so his eyes sharpened.


  'I have to take some damage.’


  Pepepeng!


  It  was good if simple fog or poison fog was generated, not so good if it  was an explosion. Hell Gao’s vision needed to be blocked. Therefore, he prayed while throwing Kenen’s darts and fog appeared.


  ‘It is good.’ Grid smiled with satisfaction and commanded the pavranium. ‘Protect me as much as possible.’


  The seven golden blades moved at his command. They defended as the 30 black fireballs penetrated the fog.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The golden blades showed superior mobility, but it was impossible to defend against all 30 fireballs. Some fireballs broke through the barrier of blades and hit Grid.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  [You have suffered 3,870 damage.]


  [You have suffered 3,920 damage.]


  [You have been hit by a lethal blow!]


  [You have suffered 8,100 damage.]


  “Ugh!”


  He used the Divine Shield to minimize damage, but the areas that could be shielded were limited and his health fell sharply. 


  Gulp gulp. Grid hastily drank a potion and wore the Hooded Zip Up.


  Suuuk.


  The Hooded Zip Up perfectly reproduced the unique function of the invisibility cloaks made by the legendary tailor Kruger. As explosions occurred in rapid succession, Grid’s body became completely invisible.


  And.


  “Kuahahaha! That cockroach like man has finally been turned into ashes!”


  Grid equipped the Ideal Dagger and used Quick Movements to run towards Hell Gao at a fast pace. The weakened Hell Gao’s detection ability was very different from when he first appeared.


  [You have been detected by Hell Gao, the master of hellfire.]


  [Stealth has been turned off.]


  “...What!?”


  Hell Gao detected Grid once the distance was narrowed to 3m, and the stealth was released.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Grid  had already summoned the red lightning bolt to surround Failure, used  Blacksmith’s Rage and hit Hell Gao’s heart with his strongest skill.


  “Kill!”


  Puoook!


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 538,000 damage to the target.]


  The red lightning, Blacksmith’s Rage and the +9 Failure showed overwhelmingly dominant damage. Hell Gao’s health gauge, which had lost three-tenths of its health, now fell to half. But Grid was disappointed. He was disappointed because neither the ‘5 Joint Attacks’ skill attached to the Holy Light Gloves or Failure was activated.


  ‘If both had been activated and there were 10 strikes, I could’ve killed him...’


  It was a pity, but it had already passed. Grid was successful in approaching Hell Gao, so he shrugged his disappointment off.


  “Cough! You bastard...!”


  Hell Gao suffered damage that couldn’t be overlooked anymore. His face stiffened as he sensed the danger.


  Chwaack!


  Grid twisted Failure that was in Hell Gao’s chest and declared.


  “Now it is your turn.”


  As  the battle continued, the cooldown time of all his skills except for  Transcended Link had ended. He just used Kill, but he still had Link  left.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link!”


  Pipit!Pipipipipit!


  Grid skillfully used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, and dozens of energy blades appeared.


  [The level of Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link has increased.]


  [Your damage will increase. The number of times a target is hit will increase by 5 times.]


  [Link Lv. 3]


  A dazzling sword dance that is like the wings of a butterfly.


  Deals 1,100% of your attack power to a single target.


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  Skill Mana Cost: 500


  Skill Cooldown Time: 100 seconds


  It had been five months since he killed the pope. After that, he used Link hundreds of times, and the level finally rose. Grid smiled joyfully and Hell Gao’s face distorted horribly.


  "Kuaaaack!"


  [You have dealt 154,600 damage to the target.]


  Hell Gao had been weakened two times, but 150,000 damage wasn’t enough to kill him. Hell Gao recovered his poise and fired flames all over the place at Grid.


  "Where are you aiming?”


  Grid got as close to Hell Gao as possible. He used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave to cancel out the flames. Then he subsequently used Restraint and made Hell Gao unable to do anything for three seconds.


  ‘Looking back, the fusion of Transcended Link was only possible after Link reached level 2.


  Grid’s brain rapidly spun at this moment. He stepped towards Hell Gao who was shrinking back from Restraint, and triggered two skills in succession.


  ‘Now that Link is level 3, is it possible to combine it with other techniques?’


  He would give it a try. First, it was an attempt at fusion with the most anticipated Kill. If that didn’t work, he would try it with Wave.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship...!”


  Grid started to dance and killing intent once again gathered at the end of the greatsword. Meanwhile,  Hell Gao escaped from the influence of Restraint and summoned a flame  in his left hand and hot wind in his right hand, then he combined the  two forces together.


  ‘It is a technique that I can’t stand again.’


  Hell Gao fired the attack in a straight line.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The ground burned and the whirlwind of flames hit Grid. Then Grid’s dance finished.


  "Kill, Link.”


  If these skills failed to combine, Grid’s current health would fall and his invincible passive would activate.


  ‘Please...!’


  It was less than a second. Grid hoped that the fusion of Kill and Link would be successful, and Hell Gao hoped that Grid would die.


  And.


  Kwajak!


  Grid’s Failure collided with the whirlwind of flames. The flames were swallowed up by Failure, while the light around the greatsword became more intense than before.


  'I did it!'


  Grid was delighted. It succeeded.


  [The new skill fusion has succeeded.]


  [Fusion skill ‘Linked Kill’ has been created.]


  [Your intelligence has increased by 10 due to the successful fusion of a new skill.]


  [Linked Kill]


  It is a sword dance that combines hatred with the dazzling flapping of wings.


  Due to the weight of Kill, the dazzling style is reduced, but the strength of Kill is overpowering.


  A  minimum of three to seven blows will be randomly generated that will  deal 1500% damage per hit (the current damage of Kill -300%).


  * This skill doesn’t share a cooldown with Kill and Link.


  * Please note that your stamina will be depleted if there are seven strikes. 


  Skill Mana consumption: 90% of the maximum mana.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 hour.


  It was a skill where the power of Kill was weakened.


  It  might not have compared to when 5 Joint Attacks was triggered with  Kill, but the big advantage was that three strikes were always  guaranteed, while it wasn’t certain that 5 Joint Attacks would be  triggered.


  Duguen!Duguen!


  Grid’s heart beat wildly from joy. The first Linked Kill crushed the power of the fire whirlwind.


  Jjejeong!


  ‘He still has that much power left?’


  The  current Grid was clearly injured. Nevertheless, he unfolded powerful  attacks in succession, so Hell Gao was forced to feel confused.


  ‘Is he human?’


  A tenacious vitality. Indeed, he was similar to Muller. Hell Gao was forced to acknowledge Grid as the blue greatsword penetrated through the remnants of the flames.


  [You have suffered 215,000 damage.]


  The second blow.


  [You have suffered 219,800 damage.]


  The third blow.


  [You have suffered 214,600 damage.] 


  The fourth blow.


  [You have suffered 220,100 damage.]


  The fifth blow.


  [You have suffered 218,700 damage.]


  The sixth blow.


  [You have suffered 219,200 damage.]


  The end? No. Was  it like a Chinese restaurant offering good service when it was just  opened? Even if he ordered one bowl of jajangmyeon, they would give a  second bowl for free as a service. Grid received a lot of service for his success in a new skill fusion.


  [Failure’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  A notification window constantly popped up as Grid’s attack hit Hell Gao.


  [You have dealt 1,057,300 damage to the target.]


  [Failure’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 2,230,900 damage to the target.]


  “...!”


  Hell Gao couldn’t even scream. The black flames around him turned to jade and were then extinguished. The  strongest skill was used and the option of the strongest item was  activated, meaning Grid drove Hell Gao to death in an instant.


  He once again told the kneeling Hell Gao.


  “I am in the same class as Muller.”


  Pisik.


  Hell Gao nodded for the first time, “I admit it.”


  He saw and felt this human called Grid grow in battle. He would eventually follow Muller’s course.


  “I lost. I will put off my purpose of ingesting the souls of humans to increase my strength for the moment.”


  Hell Gao admitted his defeat. The body of the demonkin was destroyed and turned to fog.


  At the same time,


  Pepeng!Pepepeng!


  The two fire stones that hadn’t been mined yet exploded at Hell Gao’s disappearance.


  “T-The fire stones?”


  Peak Sword panicked because he had been so busy watching the battle that he forgot about mining. Grid was looking at the notification windows and didn’t see him.


  [You have defeated Hell Gao, the master of hellfire, who seizes human souls.]


  [Memphis’ Egg has been acquired.]


  [118,411,132 experience has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has...]


  He gained 11 levels at once. Now Grid was level 253. It was a level comparable to the top 300 rankers, but it was still the lowest among the Tzedakah Guild. Furthermore, the reward was a strange item.


  “In the end, only two fire stones were mined... It’s big damage."


  Hell Gao was the most powerful boss he had ever met. Grid didn’t receive enough rewards for the effort he put in, and he flopped to the ground in disappointment. His stamina was depleted and it was difficult to even lift one finger.


  Peak Sword ran up to him. “Are you okay?”


  “Am I okay?” Grid frowned and glared at Peak Sword. "What will you do if I’m not okay? Will you give me the fire stone you mined?”


  "Of course.” Peak Sword confidently replied and pulled out the fire stone he obtained. "I will give this to you.”


  The value of the fire stones were so high that it was difficult to price them. But Peak Sword’s life and ranking were saved by Grid, so this was his way of showing gratitude.


  “I need one more...” Grid grumbled as he grabbed the fire stone. “Sigh...  I tied Hell Gao up for 10 minutes, so how did you only obtain one fire  stone in that time? Perhaps your level isn’t good enough... It is pretty  pathetic.”


  "..."


  Peak Sword was 16th on the unified rankings.




  Chapter 168


  Reality and Satisfy.


  The 16th ranked Peak Sword had built a successful life in both worlds.


  ‘There is someone who actually treats me like this… Grid, you’re the first man since I went to the army 17 years ago.’


  Peak Sword couldn’t adapt to Grid’s treatment of him. But he didn’t feel bad. He was ecstatic on the drug called patriotism and Grid seemed beautiful, no matter how he acted.


  “Were there any good items?”


  “Not at all.” Grid pulled out an egg. “This is the only thing that dropped. I didn’t even get one silver.”


  “A bean?”


  “It’s an egg.”


  “What? That’s an egg?”


  Peak Sword was surprised. The size was two times smaller than a quail egg, and it looked more like a bean or small bead. Grid shared the details of Memphis’ Egg.


  [Memphis’s Egg]


  Memphis’ egg.


  Weight: 1


  Peak Sword frowned.


  “Hah… It’s really an egg? If so, is this a pet egg?”


  Hell Gao, the master of hellfire was a formidable adversary. The item he dropped couldn’t be ordinary. Peak Sword didn’t doubt that a monster with the name of Memphis would hatch. But Grid thought differently.


  “Do you know what a memphis is?”


  “No? It’s the first time I’ve heard of it.”


  “Look. It’s impossible to grasp what type of pet it is.”


  Satisfy’s pets gave their owners various effects. In rare cases, there were pets that increased the amount of experience or drop rate of items, so the users’ interest in pets was very high. South Korea broadcasted several Satisfy pet related programs, so Grid knew the basic information about pets.


  However, the name Memphis was unfamiliar.


  Even more.


  “If this is a pet, there should be a hatching method in the item description.”


  Grid had a point. All pets had a brief explanation of the hatching method. However, Memphis’ Egg didn’t describe how to hatch it. Rather, it only had a short description of ‘Memphis’ egg.’


  “Even if you are right that it is a pet, it’s useless if I don’t know how to hatch it.” 


  Peak Sword agreed, “That’s right. Even if that bean is an egg, it looks like you’ll never see what is inside.”


  Grid frowned and put Memphis’ Egg back into his inventory.


  “I’ll ask the guild members to research the identity of the egg.”


  “I will also use my network to find out.”


  “Thank you.”


  Grid didn’t have any expectations. This egg was more likely to be a cooking ingredient than a pet.


  ‘Considering that Hell Gao is such a strong guy… Eating it might be similar to an elixir that permanently raises my stats.’


  For ordinary users, elixirs that permanently raised stats were very rare. But in the case of production class users like Grid, they didn’t feel a huge need for elixirs because producing items raised their stats.


  ‘That damn Hell Gao. He should’ve dropped equipment instead of this.’


  Didn’t the pope drop three legendary items, despite being much weaker than Hell Gao? Grid had been hoping that Hell Gao would drop legendary items. But the reality was the worst, so he felt down.


  ‘I don’t know exactly what the item is, so I can’t sell it.’


  As he lay on the floor and looked up at the ceiling, Peak Sword held out a hand.


  “Get up. I want to invite you to my castle. You can eat delicious food and rest there.”


  Grid questioned him, “Why are you acting so favorable towards me? Are you hoping for something? I didn’t lie about the item dropped by Hell Gao. I can’t give you anything.”


  “I don’t want anything. Didn’t you save my life? I’m just grateful for that.”


  “But didn’t I steal your guild’s prey as a result? You must be angry.”


  “In the first place, it was a battle that we couldn’t have succeeded with our strength. So I don’t feel like it was taken away. It’s true that you walked into an area controlled by our guild, but aren’t you a Korean? I am happy and grateful to have discovered that the first legendary class is a Korean.”


  “I see.”


  Grid smiled and grabbed Peak Sword’s hand. At that moment, Peak Sword made a cold expression. Grid stopped.


  ‘Did he really have ulterior motives?’


  Peak Sword shouted.


  “Logout!”


  “What are you saying?”


  “The Sakura Guild is attacking!”


  The resurrection point of the Silver Knights members was at Cork Castle. Therefore, the guild members wiped out by Hell Gao resurrected at Cork Castle. Peak Sword had commanded them to wait there and not come back.


  But was someone a mole? The guild discovered that the Sakura Guild somehow knew the situation and came here, where only a minimum of troops guarded the entry.  They had already reached the 2nd floor.


  “Those guys received information that we were challenging the Hell Gao raid today and waited.”


  “What is the Sakura Guild?”


  It was a power in Satisfy that Grid had no clue about. Peak Sword gave a brief description.


  “They are one of the three guilds that represents Japan. Unlike the other two guilds, they are nationalists who are very malicious. Even the Japanese users avoid them.”


  “They have a grudge against your guild and came here to hurt you, is that right?”


  “Yes.” Peak Sword nodded and placed a hand on the sword at his waist. He took a fighting posture and declared. “Log out first.”


  “What about you?”


  “I will never run away from guys like that. The guild members are coming, so I will hold on until then.”


  Peak Sword denounced the Sakura Guild as nationalists, but he also seemed quite nationalistic.


  ‘I am tired.’


  Grid tried to logout.


  But.


  [The remnants of the great demon Hell Gao’s magic power is scattered into the atmosphere. It is impossible to logout due to this disturbance.]


  “Shit.”


  This damn monster was screwing with him even after death. A chill went down Grid’s spine. His stamina was depleted after Linked Kill, and only 60 points had been recovered. With 60 stamina, he couldn’t fight for even one minute. This was a huge crisis, because stamina was a different concept from health.


  ‘My invincible passive might activate, but if my stamina is zero, I can’t move a single finger and will eventually die.’


  Potions to restore stamina didn’t exist. Only rest was required to restore stamina, but that was slow. The speed could be slightly increased by eating. In other words, this was bad. Grid hardly ever felt the constraints of stamina thanks to his unusually high persistence stat, making this crisis unfamiliar to Grid.


  He urgently shoved beef jerky into his mouth as he asked, “What is the Sakura Guild’s power? What is the level of their strongest users? How many minutes can you hold on by yourself? When will your guild members arrive?”


  Peak Sword had encountered countless crises while playing Satisfy. He was able to explain calmly, in contrast to the agitated Grid.


  “The Sakura Guild has 180 people. Their master Yoshimura is 2nd in the archer rankings and 98th on the unified rankings. Apart from him, there are eight more rankers in the top 300.”


  ‘Isn’t this formidable?’


  Grid’s expression stiffened. Peak Sword made a grim prediction.


  “The guild members will take 15 minutes to get here and the amount of time I can hold up alone… If I am being generous, it’s seven minutes.”


  Kwaduduk.


  Peak Sword finished his explanation and shouted to Grid.


  “Don’t think about helping! It is a matter that doesn’t have anything to do with you! Go ahead and logout!”


  “…I can’t logout.”


  Originally, it was impossible to logout in raid rooms. But that was only when the boss was present. There were few cases where a user couldn’t logout after the boss had died. So Peak Sword misunderstood.


  “Grid… Do you want to help me because I’m also Korean? While you aren’t in a perfect state? Hah, you are a true Korean…”


  “No, don’t talk such nonsense! What drivel are you saying when I really can’t logout? I can’t logout! I really can’t!”


  At that moment, the Sakura Guild came pouring down the stairs. Peak Sword gulped and continued to babble nonsense.


  “I would like to encourage you to logout. Don’t worry. It isn’t shameful to logout in front of enemies.”


  ‘Why? Ah, this really sucks.’


  Grid didn’t know. The man Peak Sword admired since childhood was Admiral Yi Sunshin.


  “How dare you guys! I will turn you into a river of blood today!”


  “Bah! Peak Sword! You’re the one who will shed blood on this earth today, not us! I’ll pay you back for taking Takeshima from us!”


  A small man emerged from among the Sakura Guild members and shouted. It was Yoshimura, the best archer after Jishuka and 98th on the unified rankings.


  ‘It’s like a drama.’


  Grid was able to grasp the atmosphere of the two people with one glance. The Silver Knights Guild and the Sakura Guild. It was clear that the two people enjoyed the Korea-Japan war in Satisfy more than anyone else.


  Yoshimura declared, “Since you’re alive, I guess you succeeded in the Hell Gao raid? You, I don’t know the jackpot you received, but that joy is short-lived. I will take away everything you obtained.”


  Peak Sword yelled. “Try it! And this is Cork Island, so stop calling it Takeshima!”


  “Bah! You still can’t grasp the situation!”


  Yoshimura made a sly smile, like someone from a Japanese historical drama! He pointed fingers covered in calluses as he commanded his men.


  “Kill that damn Korean person.” (TL: The word Yoshimura uses is actually more like Joseon person, with Joseon being a name for a Korean kingdom in the past. It basically means Korean person but it was first used by the Japanese during the Japanese colonial period of Japan. It isn’t exactly derogatory, but it is a term only used by Japanese and Koreans don’t like it because of the context.)


  “Ohhh!”


  Several months ago, at the time of the contest over Cork Island. Peak Sword had caused terrible agony to the Sakura Guild. It was due to Peak Sword that they lost Cork Island, and many guild members died and lost experience. This was a perfect chance to pay back the grudge of that time.


  Peak Sword was ‘alone’ so their morale skyrocketed.  Peak Sword pulled out his sword from the sheath.


  “Draw Sword, annihilate.”


  Multiple lights flashed. The eight knights of the Sakura Guild, who had been rushing at the front, vomited and collapsed.


  “Your skills haven’t gone rusty!”


  This was the dignity of the 16th rank that made level 150 knights fall into a critical state with one blow. Yoshimura truly admired it. But there wasn’t the slightest bit of tension in his expression. Only eight out of the 180 guild members were injured, so the situation didn’t change.


  On the other hand, Grid hadn’t seen Peak Sword’s swordsmanship and was amazed.


  Then he heard a strange voice.


  –Hungry.


  “…?”


  -I want to eat.


  “…”


  It was the voice of a young boy or girl. It wasn’t a hallucination. Where did this voice, filled with a strong greed, come from? Then a notification window flashed in front of Grid.


  [A memphis, the first demonic beast of hell, has hatched due to his greed for human souls.]


  [You are the first user in Satisfy to become the master of a demonic beast from hell!]


  [Title, ‘Man who has Touched Hell’ has been acquired.]


  [Health has increased by 3,000 points.]


  [Demonic power stat has opened.] 


  “What?”


  “Huh?”


  Grid made a surprised noise at the notification windows and Yoshimura was surprised to hear it.


  “W-What? That guy?”


  At this point, all of his followers except for him were struggling with Peak Sword 10m ahead. Yoshimura was nervous when he suddenly heard someone else’s voice near him. Then he flinched. A long tail suddenly protruded from empty space! There was an enormous gaping mouth?


  “H-Hik?”


  Yoshimura reflexively tried to shoot his bow, but it was already too late. His body was swallowed by that huge mouth.


  [You have lost a part of your soul to the memphis.]


  [You are more likely to be affected by status conditions.]


  [There will be a 50% decline in your main stats for 3 seconds.]


  Suuk.


  Yoshimura was spat out after being swallowed, and saw the image of a cat. It was a typical Persian cat. However, it was black, had a small horn on its forehead and small devil wings on its back.


  The cat licked its paws and winked.


  “Hello!”


  The cat with a horn and wings was talking? In particular, the color of its fur was attractive. It was black all over, except for its four paws which were white as snow.


  “K-Kawaii…”


  Yoshimura was a cat lover, so he couldn’t help feeling thrilled. He wanted to bring this cat into reality and raise it at home. Then the cat revealed its canines.


  “Delicious!”


  “Y-You?”


  Yoshimura’s face turned pale. It was due to the appearance of an person behind the cat. There was no one there a little while ago, but he appeared like he always existed and naturally stabbed with a black greatsword.


  “Keok!”


  It was a surprise attack. Yoshimura’s agility was decreased by 50% so he was slow to move, while his opponent was too fast. Yoshimura lost two-thirds of his health from a single strike and fell into a confused state.


  “Master!”


  The Sakura Guild noticed the crisis of their master and belatedly shifted their gaze.  They were able to see it. A flying cat demon. Then a black-haired man in red armor and a gold tail was cutting down their guild master.


  “T-This is ridiculous…!”


  Was it so easy to kill someone that was ranked 98th on the unified rankings? It was hard just going against Peak Sword. How could they deal with that monster as well? The Sakura Guild lost their willpower and retreated.


  Grid and Peak Sword didn’t chase after them. Meanwhile, the cat with an enlarged belly walked around Grid and rejoiced.


  “My master is a killer ~~ my master is a killer ~~ killer~~ nyang!”


  The cat singing the eerie song innocently was the first demonic beast of hell, memphis. It was the worst pet that stole some of the stats from the souls he ate and temporarily gave them to his master.


  Grid faced an unfamiliar notification window after killing Yoshimura.


  [Your demonic power has increased by one.]


  [Demonic Power]


  You can communicate with demonic beasts. The higher the number, the more likely you are to enter hell.


  * Stat points can’t be distributed to this stat. 


  “I want to go to heaven.”


  The word ‘hell’ wasn’t very good.




  Chapter 169


  Hell? He never wanted to go there.


  ‘Won’t there be more guys like Hell Gao in hell?’


  The demons were too strong. He also didn’t want to fight them again, because the dropped items were too bad.


  ‘No, it was a misunderstanding that the dropped items were bad.’


  Grid watched the grinning memphis who was licking his fur with a red tongue.


  ‘An amazing pet dropped. Hell Gao was the most powerful boss I’ve faced. I might’ve only obtained two fire stones, but I was able to get a tremendous treasure in return for raiding him.’


  [Memphis]


  The most powerful species among the thousands of demonic beasts inhabiting hell. 


  As an adult, their fighting abilities are superior to the higher-ranked demonkin, so they are the favorite of the 33 great demons.


  But they are a species in danger of extinction, due to their lack of breeding ability.


  Their natural habitat is hell.


  ‘I managed to obtain such a precious pet and I ignored it.’


  Grid reprimanded himself and brought up the status window of his pet.


  Name: Not Set


  Level: 1 (0/200)


  Affinity: 0/100


  Health: 5,000/5,000


  Physical Attack Power: 60   Magic Attack Power: 30


  Defense: 50   Magic Resistance: 80


  Attribute: Dark


  Status: Narcissistic


  (As soon as I was born, I ate a human soul with my own strength! I am the best demonic beast of hell! Nyang!) 


  -Current Skills List-


  [Fluidization]


  When attacked, the body can become fluid like a slime to minimize damage. However, the damage from some attribute magic might become even greater.


  [Soul Ingestion Lv. 1]


  Has the ability to take away half of the target’s highest stats and transfer it to your master.


  Skill Cooldown Time: Your own decision.


  [Scratch Lv. 1]


  Your paws will attack and poison the target.


  Skill Cooldown Time: Whenever you like.


  ‘He gained zero experience points from defeating Yoshimura, so is it impossible to gain experience from PK? Anyway, his abilities at level 1 are terrific. The skill called Soul Ingestion is a complete scam.


  The fact that the skill cooldown time depended on the memphis was quite annoying, but he would take it step by step. Grid laughed with joy.


  “Master, do you like me? Nyang!”


  The memphis was great. Grid made a pleasant expression as he looked at the cat.


  ‘Sehee likes cute things like this. I’m worried because she has no hobby other than studying… Should I buy her a capsule?’


  The memphis’ eyes in the shape of a ‘�


  ’ looked sweet and cute even to Grid. He thought about buying his little sister a capsule, because he wanted to show her the memphis. Grid quickly nodded.


  “Yes, I like you.”


  “Of course you do! I am elegant, beautiful, and powerful. I am the best demonic beast of hell! Nyang!”


  Pisik.


  The memphis’ big and round eyes narrowed. Then he sniffed and spoke words that stabbed at Grid’s heart.


  “But I don’t like Master.”


  “Eh? Why?”


  “You are ugly! I don’t like you!”


  “…”


  “Take a look twice~ can’t~ unsee~ it~~ nyang!”


  Recently, Grid hadn’t been hearing that he was ugly. He had built up confidence, so there wasn’t anyone who became sick or tried to run away when he smiled at them. Therefore, he was shocked to hear that he was ugly from a cat.


  Then the memphis tried to comfort him. “Don’t worry! I won’t abandon you because you’re ugly! You can be ugly! Master just needs to entertain me!”


  “…”


  The cat should honor and serve his master, yet he was asking for his master to entertain him?


  ‘This damn cat, does he not know the meaning of the words Master?’


  Grid’s expression distorted while Peak Sword laughed at the sight.


  “It looks like a cat, but its nature is different from a cat. Won’t you be struggling in the future?”


  “Well… I can tolerate some things if I have this pet.”


  The first way to build affinity with a pet was to name it. Grid worried about what he should call the memphis.


  ‘If it was a dog, not a cat with wings, the name Dog would be perfect…’


  Was there a name he could give to this prideful cat? Grid thought of an appropriate name.


  “Slave.”


  “Nyang?”


  “Your name is slave.”


  “Kyaak!”


  Padak padak!


  The memphis flapped his wings hard around Grid and bristled.


  “Master’s naming sense sucks! How can a noble beast of hell be a slave? Master is crazy! Nyang!”


  Grid was surprised to see that the memphis had even extended his claws.


  ‘This cat doesn’t know the meaning of the word master, but it knows the meaning of slave?’


  If affinity entered into the negatives then the pet could escape. Grid wanted to prevent the worst so he quickly changed the name.


  “You heard wrong. It isn’t slave, it is Noe, Noe.” (TL: Slave in Korean is pronounced like Noye)


  “Noe?” The memphis was confused. “What does Noe mean? Nyang?”


  Grid replied roughly. “A slave is a slave… Noe means you are not a slave…. That is what it means.”


  “Oh…! Ohhhh!”


  The memphis’ wild eyes became lanterns again. As a demonic beast of hell, he had a lot of knowledge after being born, but he was still just a kitten. He felt like there was something wonderful and cool about Grid’s words. And then…


  “Good! I am Noe! Nyang!”


  He felt better and rubbed his cheeks against Grid. Grid laughed at the poor little guy.


  “Okay! With this, your name is Noe!”


  [Do you want to set the memphis’ name to ‘Noe’?]


  ‘Yes.’


  [The memphis’ name has been set to Noe.]


  [Affinity with Noe has risen by 5.]


  The memphis raised a paw to his engorged belly and shouted.


  “You are Master and I am Noe!”


  “Correct.”


  Grid made a serious expression and raised his thumb. Memphis. No, Noe was satisfied! He laughed. Peak Sword saw this and clicked his tongue.


  ‘Giving that name to a demonic beast…’


  Grid truly wasn’t an ordinary person. After that, they left the dungeon and headed for Cork Castle.


  “Ohh! The return of the heroes!”


  “You cut down Yoshimura?”


  The guild members praised Grid and Peak Sword, who had defeated Hell Gao and the Sakura Guild. They tried to question Grid, but were stopped by Peak Sword.


  ‘He didn’t register in the rankings, so he probably doesn’t want the public to know that he is Pagma’s Descendant.’


  Peak Sword had keen insight as the head of an organization, so he didn’t spill Grid’s identity. He highlighted that they succeeded in the Hell Gao raid because of the fire stones weakness.


  During the night.


  Grid enjoyed a banquet and built up a friendship with Peak Sword and the Silver Knights Guild. Some guild members caused a fuss after they became drunk, but fortunately it ended without anything serious happening. 


  The next day. In the early morning, Peak Sword carefully asked Grid who was preparing to leave.


  “You aren’t participating in the National Competition this year?”


  Grid nodded. “A strange woman put down my name on the list of participants, but I have no intention of participating. I don’t want to expose my identity, and there isn’t much merit to participating.”


  “Yes. But I hope that you change your mind next year. As a man, fighting for the honor of your country isn’t a bad experience… I will participate next year, so let’s join together.”


  “I will think about it then. As a reservist, I am already in the arduous position of striving for the security of our country.”


  Grid went out to the terrace. He savored the smell of salt on the wind and told Peak Sword.


  “Please let me know if Hell Gao responds normally during the next cycle. I need one more fire stone.”


  “I understand. But as I said yesterday, Hell Gao probably won’t appear for a while. He’s likely to be replaced by other high ranking demonkin.”


  “I guess I’ll have to look forward to it. Then I’m going now.”


  Grid immediately used Fly. Then he flew away from the island and disappeared into the horizon. Peak Sword watched Grid and thought.


  ‘The greatsword with fraudulent attack power, the golden blades, the invisibility cloak and now the boots with Fly magic attached to them… Amazing. This game truly is about items.’


  To be honest, he was really envious.


  ‘I want to obtain items like that soon.’


  Then Grid’s voice entered his ears.


  –If you have a request to produce an item, please contact me. I will add you to the schedule. Of course, it’s a paid service.


  “Ohh…!”


  He could request the production of an item from a legendary blacksmith! Peak Sword shook with joy.


  –Thank you Grid! 


  The two people rapidly became closer after sharing secrets.


  ***


  “Grid!”


  Toban was waiting at Khan’s smithy as Grid returned after six days. Grid’s face, which had been happy since obtaining Noe, stiffened as soon as he saw Toban.


  “Good work! Did you obtain the fire stones?”


  Grid looked at Toban’s expectant expression and pulled out two fire stones.


  “…I am lacking one.”


  “Kuk…!”


  Toban had already predicted this situation since Grid said ‘Believe in me.’ However, he couldn’t help feeling disappointed as it was proven true. Grid apologized to the frustrated Toban.


  “I’m sorry. I did my best, but Hell Gao was too strong. It was impossible to focus on mining.”


  Toban panicked. “Why are you apologizing? Is it something you should be apologizing for? I’m just grateful that you tried.”


  To think he would apologize.  Grid really had changed. He felt like a completely different Grid compared to the one Toban first met.


  ‘Can people mature while playing the game?’


  Anyone could become strong if they levelled up. That was all. The level up system wasn’t one designed for people to grow internally. So how could Grid change in this way? 


  Toban thought it was a miracle. “In the past four months, Vantner had put his stat points in stamina and he can now play the role of tanker. Even if I don’t have the Fire Shield, there’s a chance we can succeed in the Phoenix Raid with him. So don’t worry about it.”


  “Then I’m glad. I will keep these fire stones for the Fire Shield production.”


  “Yes, thank you. By the way, why did you ignore Jishuka’s whisper?”


  “Jishuka?” Grid was confused. “Jishuka never whispered me?”


  “On the day you left for Cork Island, Jishuka kept whispering to you, but there was no response.”


  Grid looked through his memories and nodded.


  “Ah, I was busy with flying that day and ignored some whispers. It might’ve included Jishuka’s whispers. But why was she trying to contact me?”


  “She wanted to ask for your home address…”


  “My home?”


  “She came to South Korea and wanted to meet you.”


  “Hrmm…”


  Grid thought about it and was sad to miss the opportunity. The guild members who came to South Korea because of this National Competition was Jishuka, Pon and Regas, so it was a chance to meet all of them.


  ‘I definitely want to meet them… If I don’t meet them this time, I might not get another chance?’


  Wouldn’t he regret it someday if he missed the chance to appreciate Jishuka’s fantastic body, who made hundreds of millions of won for taking pictures for a few hours? Grid checked the time.


  “It will be the second day of events in reality. What events is Jishuka participating in?”


  “Target processing and the siege. And it seems like the last one is treasure hunting.”


  “The second day… It is the day with target processing and siege.”


  The National Competition was everywhere when he turned on the TV, so Grid couldn’t help memorizing the schedule.


  “Maybe I should go there.”


  He said goodbye to Toban and logged out.




  Chapter 170


  The first day of the First Satisfy National Competition opened with the expectations of the world. The crowd cheered as the boss raid and labyrinth breakthrough proceeded.


  There was nothing unusual. The United States, Canada and France were strong candidates for the championship. The three countries received medals. In particular, the 2nd ranked Zibal, the 3rd ranked Chris and the 8th ranked Bondre were remarkable.


  Zibal participated in the boss raid.  He played the perfect role of a defender and led his team calmly, allowing the United States to be more stable and quicker at the raid than any other country.


  On the other hand, Bondre participated in the labyrinth breakthrough. He grasped the structure of the labyrinth quicker than anyone else and gave his country, France, a medal.


  Finally, Chris participated in both events. As the leader of the largest guild, the Canadian had excellent leadership and succeeded in the boss raid after the United States. He also broke through the labyrinth. Based on his overwhelming combat power, he was able to defeat other rankers and break through the labyrinth after Bondre.


  As a result, the United States and France got one gold medal each. Canada had two silver medals.


  The Canadian people were frustrated by such results. Players could only participate in a maximum of three events, so Canada was desperate at not winning a gold medal despite the fact that Chris, Canada’s strongest player, had already participated in two events.


  In the end, most people predicted that the two countries competing for the general championship would be the United States and France.


  Today was the second day. People were paying attention to two countries other than the United States and France. South Korea and Brazil. Who were the most beautiful women in the world? If you asked any person, they would say two names.


  Yura and Jishuka. Billions of people anticipated their competition in today’s target processing match.


  “A long description isn’t needed. Jishuka is the expert archer, expert archer. She is Satisfy’s best archer. Of course she will win the target processing.”


  “I think Yura will win. Yura’s ability to control magic power has always been well known. Her magic casting speed and accuracy are second to none. She has the ability to hit the targets.”


  “What? There is a limitation that she must chant the spells in order to activate the magic. Arrows are much faster than magic. Jishuka’s arrows will penetrate all the targets before magic is cast.”


  “Hrmm, you don’t know. Don’t forget that the range of magic is much wider than arrows. While an arrow will penetrate through a few targets, Yura’s magic will destroy dozens of targets.”


  Yura had maintained the 5th ranking since Satisfy opened. Jishuka started Satisfy half a year later than others but she was 13th on the unified rankings. In today’s target processing, they were the ones who would win gold and silver.


  The hundreds of thousands of spectators and hundreds of millions of viewers around the world predicted so. However, the opinions of the experts were different.


  『 It can’t be overlooked that 17 countries are participating in the National Competition. 』


  『 Unless the players from other countries are stupid, they will focus on Yura and Jishuka. 』


  『 Unfortunately, the target processing match isn’t a solo exhibition. It’s a contest of pairs. One person will focus on handling the targets, while the other one has to protect their teammate. But Korea and Brazil are countries weak in Satisfy, so they don’t have the capacity to protect Yura or Jishuka. Unfortunately, it’s painful, but they will certainly be excluded. 』


  The rules for target processing were simple.


  The S.A. Group designated nine uninhabited islands for the National Competition. Two representatives of each country would be placed on the uninhabited island called ‘Tira.’


  Each representative had to destroy small targets 5cm in diameter that were moving at a speed of 40m per second. Each target would give points, and the players themselves could be attacked and logged out.


  Destroying one target gave one point, and no additional points were gained by logging out another user. The country that earned a total of 150 points first would win.


  『 Before the event starts, let’s take a look at a map of Tira. The area is 67.21km, slightly smaller than Ulleungdo, and there are two mountains standing 589m high in the centre of the island. The island is made up of dense forests, and there are areas where monsters spawn and deep cliffs, so the participants need to be careful. 』


  『 Is there a point where the targets are? 』


  『 No. There are a total of 1,500 targets distributed evenly throughout the island, and they continue to move. The targets are small, fast and have various movement patterns, so it is very difficult to destroy them while the enemies are interfering. 』


  『 I heard that the colors of the targets vary. Are all points equal, regardless of the color? 』


  『 That’s right. But there is one exception. It’s the gold target. Unlike the other targets, destroying the gold target will give the player 50 points. Therefore, the gold target is what we should pay attention to in this competition. It is an important target that will help a team win. However, it moves 10 times faster than normal targets… It will be very difficult to shoot at it. 』


  『 10 times faster is 400m per second? Isn’t that similar to the speed of a bullet fired by a pistol? How can it be destroyed? Since the targets have 100% resistance to status conditions, isn’t it impossible to restrain the targets’ movements with magic? 』


  『 A target that is smaller than a human and faster than bullets. It’s impossible in reality, although Satisfy is different. Isn’t Satisfy an impossible world? Maybe Jishuka can easily handle the gold target? 』


  『 As we are speaking, the players are entering. 』


  Seoul Olympic Stadium. The hundreds of thousands of spectators welcomed the 33 participants who headed to the capsule room in the middle of the stadium. That’s right. There were 33 people, not 34. All the countries had two people participating, except for South Korea, who only had Yura.


  The crowd belatedly realized the situation.


  “What? Yura doesn’t have a partner?”


  “Won’t she be at a disadvantage if she joins alone?”


  “Ohh! South Korea! What are you doing?”


  “South Korea must be crazy! Are you going to bully Goddess Yura now? Huh? You deserve a scolding!”


  There was booing from the stands. 


  Inside the capsule room. The players started laughing.


  “South Korea has no one except for Yura. The second person who would participate would just be trash, so Yura has probably given up.”


  “I feel sorry for her.”


  “In the first place, it is just significant that South Korea managed to participate in this National Competition. To be honest, it was almost a miracle that South Korea was able to put its name on the list of participating counties. They should be satisfied with just that.”


  “Indeed… South Korea doesn’t have anyone except for Yura and Peak Sword. Peak Sword isn’t even participating in this competition.”


  “It is funny. How was South Korea able to participate in the National Competition? Wouldn’t it be difficult for them to do well in the selection quests?”


  “The host country is South Korea and S.A. is a Korean company. There was probably some manipulation.”


  “Maybe Yura entertained them? Kilkil.”


  Everyone was gossiping and murmuring. But Yura had a unconcerned expression on her face. She prepared to enter the capsule without caring about anyone else.


  A British representative approached her. It was Regas. He was unable to hide his uncomfortable tone as he asked Yura.


  “Miss Yura, why are you participating alone? It would’ve been hard originally, but now that you’re fighting alone? Surely you aren’t giving up on the competition like everyone else said?”


  Regas had moderately accurate Korean pronunciation. He had studied hard to learn Korean. But there was a sense of stiffness. In order to ease his efforts, Yura replied in fluent English.


  “I don’t know the words ‘giving up.’ It might be hard when fighting alone, but I will surely win. So don’t worry.”


  Yura was beautiful and 5th on the unified rankings. She was a remarkable commodity. Most of Satisfy’s rankers had been exposed to the media. This was the first time they met directly, but Regas had seen interviews of her and knew her personality.


  “You mean it. You really plan to win by yourself? But is it possible? I don’t understand why you are playing alone without a partner.”


  “My partner can’t be contacted.”


  “Partner…?”


  What was this?


  ‘Her teammate…!’


  A representative couldn’t be contacted? They were the worst. The angry Regas turned his gaze to the capsule next to Yura’s capsule. Then he was surprised to see the participant ID on the badge attached to the capsule.


  “…Grid? Grid was supposed to be the one to participate in the target processing with you?”


  “Grid-ssi didn’t agree. I registered him as a participant without telling him. I don’t blame him if he doesn’t come. Rather, Grid will probably grumble since I acted arbitrarily.”


  ‘Does Yura know Grid’s identity? So she wanted to depend on Grid?’


  Certainly, South Korea would get a high ranking if Grid participated in the National Competition. But it was regrettable. Regas was a fellow guild member, so he knew that Grid wasn’t willing to participate in the National Competition.


  “…It will be a struggle. The British team won’t attack the lone Korean team.”


  Regas said with a grim expression on his face, while Yura sent him a taunting smile.


  “You might get hurt if you ignore a lone woman.”


  “…”


  This was truly the confidence of a top 5 player. Regas reminded himself.


  ‘That’s right. There is no weak person here.’


  Everyone who participated in the National Competition… There might be gaps between them, but they were excellent representatives of each country. Regas was reminded of that thanks to Yura. He was delighted to be able to compete with the strongest players.


  Meanwhile, Jishuka was pouting over at the Brazilian team.


  ‘What? Grid isn’t coming?’


  It was a large shock when Grid ignored her whispers in Satisfy. However, she didn’t despair because of her strong mental state. She grasped all the events that Grid was signed up to in the National Competition.


  She was looking forward to seeing him in the target processing event. She hoped she could meet Grid. But in the end, Grid didn’t come. Her disappointment couldn’t be hidden.


  ‘Really… I can’t meet him despite being in South Korea?’


  This was the first time she was interested in the opposite sex. She wanted to see his face, but it was too hard. It seemed too much when she was a star.


  “I am angry.” But she needed to separate her priorities. She calmed down and ordered her partner, Samuel. “We will enter the forest as soon as we log into the game.”


  Samuel had the strongest fighting power among the remaining Brazilian users, but his overall ranking was very low. Samuel questioned her.


  “As an archer, isn’t it better for you to occupy the top of a mountain? Isn’t it easier to snipe the enemies from a high place?”


  “On the contrary, it is easier to become a target. It isn’t just one team participating, but 17. We’ll be attacked if we stand out in the beginning. Let’s hide as much as possible until the enemies are annihilated.”


  “Indeed…!”


  Jishuka was the leader of the Tzedakah Guild, a strong group in Satisfy. She was much smarter than Samuel, so he vowed to always obey her orders. Then all the players entered their capsules.


  After a while.


  The large screens installed all around the stadium started to show Satisfy. 33 players appeared on the small but lushly forested island of Tira. They were logged in at regular intervals, so they could move quickly to secure their safety. Most teams ran to occupy the top of the mountains, but some teams were hiding in the forest like the Brazilian team.


  Then Yura aimed at magic spell at the small targets flying around in the sky.


  “Dark Storm.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “…!”


  It was truly an overwhelming sight. One-fifth of the forest that made up the island was swept away by the storm and completely destroyed. The commentators shouted in a trembling voice.


  『 The South Korean team has acquired 28 points! The Italian team has been logged out! 』


  “What…?”


  The crowd was shocked and fell silent. The players participating in the game were also confused.


  “What? Why are the Italian people dead?”


  “They seem to have fallen off a cliff because of the storm.”


  “It’s crazy.”


  “Wow, look at the forest. What type of magic is that? How high is her magic power?”


  “Indeed… It’s true that she’s the Eighth Servant.”


  The 5th place on the unified rankings was a special place. Since Satisfy opened, many rankers tried their best, but the 5th rank never changed. It was because the wall of Yura blocking them was too high and solid. The 5th place wall was insurmountable.


  When they actually faced her, it was really great. But they weren’t afraid.


  ‘We are also strong.’


  Right now, she was just a lamp in front of the wind.


  The waiting room of the United States team. Zibal smiled as he watched the live relay on the monitors.


  “She is choosing a quick victory. Indeed, she’s a girl that I acknowledge.”


  In the first place, she was outnumbered. If they enemies allied together and dragged out the time, Yura would be helpless. She planned to win before the other teams could block her. She judged that it was wiser to move fast and hit hard.


  “But Yura. You would do well not to ignore the participants. Everyone is wise and strong.”


  Zibal was sure. Yura would soon meet her end. This was her limit, despite her 5th rank.


  At the same time.


  “The sound of the shouts are amazing.”


  Youngwoo arrived at the entrance to the stadium.




  Chapter 171


  Yura controlled her base with Dark Storm and continued by using magic that combined two attributes.


  “Dark Lightning.”


  Pachik! Pachichik!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  This was the level of a natural disaster. Dark clouds formed in the sky and lightning poured all over the place. The forest burned and the ground crumbled. An excited commentator shouted as he watched the series of exploding targets.


  『 38, 39, 40…! 45! 46! The South Korean team! 46 points! It’s an unmatched speed! 』


  “Waaahhhhhhhh!”


  The spectators were baffled by the unrealistic sight, but they finally woke up from their silence. It was such a huge shout that it seemed like the earth shaking would be transmitted to North Korea.


  Jishuka shook her head.


  “It’s like looking at Neberius. That magic power and casting speed is already beyond the level of a player. As the Eighth Servant, she’s like a boss monster.”


  Samuel was nervous. “The other teams are going to attack Yura. Shouldn’t we join as well? If you add support with your shooting, won’t Yura be defeated?”


  Jishuka scoffed. “It’s a stupid thing to do.”


  Kkirik.


  Jishuka’s bow aimed for the sky. A dazzling quick fire was unfolded.


  Pa pa pa pa pak!


  The small targets flying at a speed of 40m per second were pierced by arrows at once. The focus moved from Yura to Jishuka. The crowd screamed with delight. The continuously fired arrows exploded the targets. It was truly the majesty of an expert archer.


  『 The Brazil team, 13 points! 14 points! 15 points! They are continuing to raise the score while the other teams are focusing on Yura! Ah! As soon as I spoke, the US team, the French team, the Chinese team and the Japanese team have started to quickly score points. 』


  Someone needed to contain Yura. But there was no need for it to be their team. This was the wise decision made by some countries, including the United States, France and Brazil. The teams acting to stop Yura were trash. They would become the scapegoats.


  “Dammit!” A member of the Spanish national team, Med, cursed while rushing towards Yura with other teams. The other teams were sucking honey while they had to control Yura? The scores weren’t climbing quickly, but it was still burdensome.


  ‘Would it be better for us to focus on the targets now?’ 


  The representatives were troubled, but it was too late to return. They couldn’t step back now. In the end, eight teams, including the Spanish team, continued to assault Yura.


  Pepeng! Peng!


  The dark magic bombardment continued. Yura’s ability to control her magic power to attack the players and deal with the targets was indeed first-rate. The crowd and players’ mouths were wide open, while the commentators were drooling while praising her.


  But she wasn’t the only special one. All the people participating in the National Competition were influential people who represented their country. In particular, the top rankers had a high participation rate in events that emphasized individual combat ability like target processing and PvP.


  There was only one person below the top 80 of the unified rankings. It was Jishuka’s partner, Samuel.


  Kwa kwang! Kwang!


  The players used powerful defense skills or the features of the land to neutralize Yura’s magic as much as possible, and quickly narrowed the distance to her. Yura was somewhat surprised.


  ‘They’re more talented than I thought.’


  If her fast paced operation failed, it would inevitably drag into a long battle. Yura had no hope when she was alone.


  ‘In the end… Should I give up?’


  Yura had been interviewed by foreign media as a representative of South Korea.


  The foreign interviewers always said that she was the ‘only hope of a declining South Korea.’ Was it possible for another talented person like Yura to be born in South Korea? There were also questions about whether she was secretly supported by the South Korean government and S.A. Group.


  Yura didn’t like the foreigners who disregarded the country that she was born and grew up in. It was almost like instinct. She never thought that her patriotism was special, but it was unacceptable for foreigners to treat her country like this. She wanted to make them look at South Korea again through this National Competition. But it was too much for her alone.


  A man fell down in front of her while she was making a gloomy expression. He appeared splendidly from the tree tops. It was Regas, the British representative.


  “What are 16 men and women doing against one woman?”


  “Hah, don’t be stupid.”


  Regas’ partner, Natasha had a headache. 


  Med gritted his teeth, “Regas! Do you still not understand the situation? If you help Yura, then South Korea will receive a gold medal! Leave your cheap justice aside for a moment!”


  “Cheap justice?” Regas’ usually mild face stiffened. “Why are you treating my martial path cheaply?”


  One month ago, Regas finally surpassed Jishuka and reached 12th on the unified rankings. He had the nickname of Taekwon Master at an early age, and he flew like a butterfly.


  Pak! Papat! Pa pa pa pat!


  “Kuk!”


  The kick combo of a former Taekwondo gold medalist hit Med.  The brilliant attack pierced him like an awl. The Koreans in the audience cheered.


  “Taekwondo!”


  “Indeed, Regas! Show them the dignity of Taekwondo!”


  Regas was a famous british person, and he appeared with perfect timing to save Yura, looking as beautiful as a main character from a movie. Not just the Korean and British audiences, the spectators from other countries started to support him. 


  Med’s group was well aware of how good Regas was. However, Med wasn’t a villain. He was just doing what he had to.


  ‘I can hold on.’


  Med was a 33rd ranked monk, so he didn’t fall easily to Regas’ powerful and brutal attacks. He stood firm and shouted to his companions, “Leave this guy to me and get Yura! Hurry and finish up here, then we need to keep the United States and France in check!”


  The eight teams had no choice but to join hands, and they had 15 members if Med was excluded. Regas was worried that Yura would be hit by them and used a lightning aura.


  Chaaeng!


  The golden aura knocked down Med’s iron body.


  “Keeok!”


  Med coughed up blood and fell down.


  Kwajak!


  [You have been hit by a lethal blow!]


  [You have suffered 10,900 damage.]


  “T-This guy…!”


  Med hurriedly took a potion and fought back.  However, Regas naturally turned to avoid the attack and kicked.


  Chaaeng!


  The kick enhanced by lightning hit Med’s face.


  [You have suffered 4,800 damage.]


  It was over. There was a flurry of strikes.


  Jjejejeok!


  [You have suffered 4,350 damage.]


  “Force Palm.”


  Peeng!


  [You have suffered 9,200 damage.]


  “…!”


  Med couldn’t even moan as he coughed up blood. Then he tumbled down the hill to avoid Yura’s magic bombardment.


  “Damn bastard…!”


  Unlike the paladins, a monk didn’t serve any of the three main religions. He served a local god, Boris, whose name was very weak compared to the three great religions who had temples scattered all over the continent. Due to that, Med had to go to a crumbling village in a corner of the continent to change into a monk. He even had to visit that temple every time he wanted to learn new skills.


  That wasn’t the only downside to being a monk. Unlike the paladins, they couldn’t wear heavy  armor. They also couldn’t use swordsmanship. The only defense they wore were clothes made of cloth. The only weapon they could use was a club, which had weak attack power and slow attack speed.


  Therefore, it was hard to raise a monk. It was a class that most users avoided.


  “Reverse Origin.”


  [Your health has been fully restored.]


  [Your damaged body has been reversed to its original state.]


  [You will suffer a continuous decline in health. This effect won’t stop until your health is at the minimum.]


  “Origin Opportunity.”


  [You can temporarily redistribute your stats. Please set them.]


  “Invest my intelligence, indomitable, persistence and luck points into agility.”


  [Intelligence, indomitable, persistence and luck have fallen to 1 point. Your agility stat is now at 2,137 points.]


  A monk was a religious class, but the concept was different from a paladin or priest. They were pilgrims who walked the path of suffering. They always had to sacrifice something in order to obtain something. The rewards were great, depending on what they gave up.


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  The 1st ranked monk, Med, climbed the hill and was clearly different than before. The world watched one of the few monk users.


  Peeok!


  The power of his club aimed at the Taekwon Master.


  Ku tang tang tang!


  Regas fell and hurriedly raised his body. He spoke with amazement, “You, isn’t your recovery quite fast?”


  “If a martial artist trains their martial arts, a monk trains their body. I have patiently built it up, so it won’t fall so easily. I will never fall down.”


  It was shameful to attack a woman with a lot of people?


  ‘Don’t make me laugh.’


  This was a battlefield. It was unreasonable and hypocritical to look at the opponent’s situation when fighting.


  ‘I am a Spanish representative and have received the expectations of my people.’


  Countries got fired up even over an unpopular event, let alone Satisfy that one third of the world’s population enjoyed. The sense of weight on him was different. As long as he was the representative, he had to do his best.


  Med was filled with a fighting spirit as he attacked Regas. He knew that his opponent was stronger than him, but he didn’t want to show weakness when representing his country.  He struggled with Regas while the remaining 15 people intensively attacked Yura.


  ‘This is annoying.’


  Regas’ partner Natasha was different. She didn’t help Yura because she wasn’t the type of person to forget her duty.  She settled in a safe place and started concentrating on destroying the targets.


  Yura faced 15 enemies alone. Her relaxed expression had long been lost.


  ***


  It was an obvious story but the tickets for the National Competition had been sold out several months ago. However, Youngwoo entered the Olympic Stadium without hesitation.


  “You can’t enter if you can’t prove your identity.”


  The guarded blocked Youngwoo’s way.


  “Do you mean this?”


  Youngwoo pulled out the ID card he received in the mail a few days ago. Then the path opened. He was able to easily enter the corridor to the participants’ waiting rooms and he headed straight to the Brazilian waiting room.


  But Jishuka wasn’t there. She appeared on a large monitor in the waiting room.


  ‘Is it the target processing?’


  Youngwoo’s expression slowly distorted as he looked at the monitor. He realized that Yura was alone.


  ‘Foolish girl.’


  It was annoying. Was she trying to make him look bad?


  ‘Why did you put a person who didn’t want to participate on the list? A persistent and selfish woman. Ah, look at this.’


  Youngwoo sat down in a gap between the Brazilian players. Nobody cared about him. Everybody was busy watching the monitor.


  『 Player Yura is in a crisis! The representatives of eight countries have started to focus their attacks on her. 』


  『 The 15 people are strong. At least six of the users are in the top 30 rankings. It is frustrating. South Korea’s only hope is crashing down. 』 


  『 Ahh…! They struggled against Yura’s overwhelming ability, but now she is allowing some attacks…! 』 


  『 A magician’s defense and health is very low. Once they allow an attack, they will collapse rapidly. This must hurt. Yura was the person most likely to win a medal in the target processing… As many people have predicted, it seems that South Korea won’t be able to make any achievements in the national competition. 』


  『 This is the reality of South Korea. They are trying to regain their past reputation as powerhouses in the game, but it’s just an illusion. 』


  『 As soon as I spoke, Player Yura has allowed another attack. Now she’s reaching her limit. It’s over when she collapses. 』


  Youngwoo’s expression gradually stiffened as he looked at the monitor. On the other hand, the Brazilian players were laughing while watching. 


  ‘Annoying.’


  He didn’t like it. Was it because he experienced years of being crushed by the strong while alone, without a friend? Recently, Youngwoo had felt the desire to help when he saw the weak being trampled on by the strong.


  At this moment, the weak existences were Yura and South Korea.


  It was confusing. In his childhood, he didn’t understand the heroes who unconditionally helped others and he empathized with realistic villains. But now he felt a sense of heterogeneity in himself.


  ‘Didn’t I promise that I would live as a solitary self-centred person when I succeeded? Then why is this happening now? Huh? Shin Youngwoo.’


  When he was going through tough times. Other people didn’t help him. Rather, they turned away and felt disgusted by him. But now that other people needed his help? He didn’t have a reason to do so.


  “Ah, I don’t know.”


  He didn’t know why, but he couldn’t stay still. He eventually got up. Then he rationalized to himself.


  ‘Won’t I gain money if I win a medal in the National Competition? It was 200 million won for one gold medal?’


  That wasn’t all. The Korean government had promised special benefits to the players if the team came at least in third place.


  ‘Yes, it’s because of that.’


  That was why he was going out.  It wasn’t because he was a hero. He didn’t feel sorry for Yura who was facing the enemies all alone. He wasn’t the type. Then what? Did he dislike seeing the foreigners laughing at South Korea?


  No. It was for his own self-interest.


  That thought eased his mind.




  Chapter 172


  Talent could be grown.


  Study, exercise, work. They would be able to reach first place in any field if they tried hard enough.


  But it was different in Satisfy. There were many geniuses among the two billion users. If they crossed tens of thousands of mountains, there were still thousands of mountains remaining. After crossing those thousands of mountains, there were dozens of mountains blocking them again.


  Among the many mountains, the highest mountain was Yura. She was immovable in her 5th place on the unified rankings.


  Kwa kwang!


  Pepepeng!


  ‘She truly is a monster.’


  Bubat was a member of the Turkish national team and 25th on the unified rankings. He combined bold judgments and powerful CC to be called Satisfy’s best initiator. The battlefield was always favorable to his allies when he was fighting in the lead.


  However, that didn’t work in front of Yura.


  Peng!


  ‘Damn, it’s perfect timing without any errors. Is she a human? She isn’t a computer?’


  The rare hidden class, Crusher. Just like its name, the Crusher class was designed to shatter formations. He used the ‘Unconditional’ skill to rush within 3m of the target and used CC combos to instantly destroy the enemy. But Yura’s calm and clever responses made the Crusher’s advantages ineffective. 


  ‘There is a 0.5 second gap between approaching and the CC combo. She properly counters at the right timing, making my posture collapse and my techniques not work properly.’


  It wasn’t even a 1-on-1 situation. Yura alone was dealing with 15 people. She perfectly poured out magic towards 14 people while keeping the CC in check.


  ‘If this is the 5th place, then what are the freaks above her?’


  Kwa kwang! Kwa kwa kwang!


  “Kuak!”


  “Crazy!”


  Was attack called the best defense? Yura still hadn’t used defense magic once. She used curse magic to neutralize the tankers and damage dealers, then attacked them. Her ability to suppress the enemy attacks by just attacking was overwhelming.


  ‘Too strong. Isn’t this at the level of a boss monster?’


  ‘Unless we use CC on her, this will turn into a war of attrition. We need to create the perfect opportunity for Bubat.’


  The defenders did their best to expose a loophole in Yura. Due to their resistance to magic, the curse magic wasn’t perfect, but they still suffered some damage. Therefore, this wasn’t an easy task.


  Yura’s strength wasn’t her curse magic or powerful attack spells. It was her analysis, prediction and choices. She analyzed the enemy’s behavioral patterns and predicted how to deal with their attacks. Then she used magic that was difficult to deal with. She forced two or three choices on their opponent, making them feel confused about what would be their best action.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  『 This is truly amazing…! This is the dignity of the 5th ranked user! 』


  The experts from all over the world, including the commentator. In addition, the spectators and viewers were shocked beyond admiration. It was because Yura’s power was so unrealistic that she managed to last five minutes against the top rankers representing eight countries.


  “But now she has reached her limit.”


  It was the moment that Zibal in the US waiting room had been waiting for.


  Seokeok!


  “…Uh!”


  Yura started to allow attacks. Her concentration didn’t drop. It was because her magic power was at its limit.


  ‘She is weakened!’


  The curse magic that restrained the rankers was loosened. Yura’s mana was on the verge of being depleted, so she couldn’t afford to use new curses. Thanks to that, the tankers burst through the magical bombardment with their solid bodies.


  “This is the end!”


  “Hiyaaack!”


  The swords, spears, axes and shields aimed at Yura.


  ‘They were released from the curse magic too early. Their methods of dealing with my magic is also good. They are strong.’


  Yura expressed her displeasure and used defense magic for the first time.


  “Diamond Shield.”


  Jjeejeeeong!


  The weakness of the black magicians was that they had less defense spells that other magicians.


  Yura was level 291 and close to her third advancement, but she used a defense magic that she obtained at level 230. Yes, it was the diamond shield that she learned on the day she first met Grid at the Yatan Temple.


  And the damage that the diamond shield could absorb wasn’t great.


  Jjejeok! Jjejejeok!


  ‘Victory!’


  They were convinced after seeing cracks in the shield. Then Yura pulled out an orb.


  “Divine Punishment.”


  [Divine Punishment]


  Summons a lightning bolt that deals 15,000~23,000 damage within 10 metres. 


  Range of Damage: 3m radius around the target.


  The dark spells stored in the orb could be used without any casting time. In addition, the target of the magic wasn’t the tankers. It was the damage dealers in the rear.


  Kwajajajajak!


  Obvious limitations existed for skills with a fixed damage. They weren’t effective against people with high health. Once time passed and the level of the users became higher, this Divine Punishment skill was likely to become obsolete.


  But it was still useful in the present time. The damage dealers in the mid 200s only had around 15,000 health.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  She ignored the threat from the tankers and dealt with the damage dealers? The four damage dealers didn’t have time to use defensive or evasive skills as they screamed and turned into grey light.


  “Ray!”


  “Dammit! Vas was struck!”


  Once their partners were logged out, the angry tankers poured their attack skills onto Yura.


  Jjejeong!


  Seokeok!


  The newly deployed diamond shield was shattered and scratches started to appear on Yura’s white skin.


  Puk! Puuok!


  Her slender body was pierced with sharp iron. 


  Stagger.


  The commentators sighed as the treasure of South Korea was about to collapse.


  『 Ahh…! They struggled against Yura’s overwhelming ability, but now she is allowing some attacks…! 』 


  『 A magician’s defense and health are very low. Once they allow an attack, they will collapse rapidly. This must hurt. Yura was the person most likely to win a medal in the target processing… As many people have predicted, it seems that South Korea won’t be able to make any achievements in the national competition. 』


  The Korean audiences were outraged.


  “Do it in moderation! Don’t mess up Yura’s pretty face!”


  “You damn bastards! Why are you bothering a girl who is fighting alone?”


  “Dog-like bastards! I will remember your IDs. Let’s see if we meet in the field later! I will sacrifice my life to get revenge for the goddess!”


  Crash!


  Yura allowed an attack and collapsed. In the end, she fell to one knee.


  “Ah…!”


  “Serves you right!”


  The Korean audiences gasped while the foreign audiences cheered.


  Jebeok jebeok.


  A young Asian man was admitted to the stadium under the guidance of staff members. He was heading in the direction of the capsule room.


  “Huh? What’s going on?”


  “Who is that person?”


  There was sudden confusion. The commentator belatedly spread the news.


  『 That person’s ID is Grid. He is a member of the South Korean national team and scheduled to be Yura’s partner in the target processing match. He was unavoidably delayed and arrived late.』


  The Korean audiences booed.


  “Grid? It is the first time I’ve heard that name.”


  “Ah… What is this? This scum that I’ve never heard of has arrived at the last minute? Is this a comedy?”


  “That bastard is going to appear now? Yura is suffering because of him!”


  There was also backlash from the foreign audience.


  “What? How can he participate midway?”


  “It is against the rules!”


  The commentator explained.


  『 According to the organizers, there is no rule that prohibits participating while the event is going on. So it seems that the Korean team member’s belated admission isn’t a problem. 』


  The experts from various international media outlets frowned.


  『 For a player to participate in the middle of a match… 』


  『 I know that the National Competition’s Organizational Committee is made up of Korean government personnel and executives of the S.A. Group. Their lack of professionalism is showing. 』


  『 This is the first year the National Competition is held so there are a lot of loopholes. Well, won’t it improve gradually? There is a story that the organizational committee is restructuring with experts. 』


  『 …The bottom line is that the Korean team member is going to participate. How will this change the situation? 』


  『 What will change? Yura is already at her limit. The man called ‘Grid’ who is joining late isn’t even on the list of 1,000 top ranker players. The fate of the Korean team won’t change. At this rate, they will be eliminated. 』


  The odds of an unknown player participating in the target processing match filled with only players in the top 80 was close to zero. That’s why no one was expecting anything from Grid. On the other hand, the players from eight countries surrounding Yura and were trying to deal the final blow.


  “Forcing my player to logout…! It’s over for our country now! I will kill you myself!”


  “This…”


  Regas tried to stop them but it was impossible. Med was suddenly more agile than Faker and persistently pursued him, not allowing Regas to escape.


  Pepeok!


  Med attacked Regas with a club while glaring sharply.


  “You ruined everything. If it wasn’t for you, Yura would’ve been easily managed and we wouldn’t have wasted so much time.”


  Looking at the scoreboard, the US, France, Brazil, China and Japan all exceeded 50 points. South Korea had 78 points, but sooner or later Yura would die. She wasn’t the problem. But the players from other countries were still going strong. It was impossible to cover that 50 point gap.


  “Die!”


  Yura was attacked by several weapons, while the club aimed at Regas. Regas could break through the crisis on his own. He could give up his flesh and bones. He counterattacked right after being hit by the club.


  On the other hand, Yura was helpless. Her mana was depleted and a weapon was just about to stab into her neck.


  “No!”


  “Yura!”


  It was the end of South Korea’s sole hope. The Korean spectators and viewers screamed. On the other hand, the foreign audiences cheered.


  “South Korea should exit here! It’s obvious!”


  The millions of people watching the competition didn’t doubt that Yura would die. Ah, except for one person.


  Chaeeeeeng!


  Seven golden blades fell from the sky. They accurately deflected the weapons about to hit Yura.


  “…What?!”


  The rankers who were prevented from taking Yura’s life were astonished. Who had interfered? They felt doubt and raised their heads in the direction that the blades came from. The cameras also followed them.


  The blue sky was caught in the relay being sent to the whole world. That’s right. It was just the sky.


  “No one?”


  Surely the blades came from there?


  『 What is this? 』


  The rankers, commentators and experts. As the spectators and viewers were feeling puzzled…


  “The villain has appeared.”


  A young man called ‘Grid’ appeared behind the rankers who were staring at the sky.


  “Heok?”


  “When?”


  It was an unexpected situation. A man’s voice was heard where there was nothing?


  ‘Is it a person with Faker level stealth?’


  If so, the person must be a powerhouse. The rankers felt an eerier sensation and turned around. But it was too late. The dark greatsword was already being swung.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “Kuak!”


  The strongest representatives of each country were taken out with a single blow. The people supporting the eight countries were in great shock. Grid knew better than anyone else how shock could turn to despair and warned them.


  “Be fully prepared. You will experience the same thing from now on.”


  Ttaak!


  Grid snapped his fingers. Then the seven blades protecting Yura flew into the sky and started attacking the targets flying at 40m per second. 


  Pepepepeng!


  The fragments of the exploded targets filled the screen. The stopped score of the Korean team started again, while Grid took off his Hooded Zip Up while the enemies were gazing at the golden blades. He wore brilliant armor that was red, gold and black.


  “The one-sided game, start.”


  Was this a devil? An arrogant black-haired man in the sky. His mouth wasn’t the problem.


  ‘It is serious.’


  They lost four damage dealers to Yura. Now eight of the remaining eleven players from eight countries were unable to move.


  “Waaahhhhhhhh!”


  The Korean spectators cheered in unison. There was no one who frowned at Grid now. They were thrilled by Grid’s spectacular appearance.




  Chapter 173


  Talent, skills, appearance, wealth, and background. Yura was born with everything. Nothing was lacking. That’s why people thought she lived without ever experiencing a single trial. But that was a misconception.


  They didn’t know all the trails she went through and the effort she made. In fact, Yura had suffered numerous trials and had many frustrating experiences. She tried to withstand the trials and failed. But she was able to mature because she didn’t give in to her frustration.


  It was a process that took place in both reality and Satisfy. It was how she could become 5th ranked and a star that people were envious of.


  ‘I can learn from today’s failure and grow even more.’


  There was a flash and weapons aimed at her organs. She closed her eyes and accepted death. Then…


  Chaeeeeeng!


  Something flew from the sky.


  ‘This..’


  Yura opened her eyes and saw seven beautiful blades. Then a familiar voice was heard.


  “The villain has appeared.”


  A powerful and confident voice. That voice was weak just a few months ago. Would anyone believe her if she said that?


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The black-haired man wielded his greatsword and proudly showed off his overwhelming strength. The person was Grid! It was the moment when the person who once made Yura very frustrated appeared.


  ‘You came. You decided to accept my compulsion.’


  Due to her innate talent, she lived a life of solitude. She didn’t have the experience of relying on someone. Ever since her parents died, she was completely isolated. She had a heart of steel because she had to face the world alone.


  But at this moment. Yura’s solid heart melted like snow before sunlight.


  “…Thank you.”


  Yura smiled as she blushed for the first time. Her smile was more brilliant than ever.


  ***


  Tira Island.


  The world’s attention was focused on the small island that was the stage for the target processing match.


  ‘A brilliant debut.’


  It was the honest impression of Turkey’s representative, Bubat. The young man called Grid appeared and saved Yura just before her death, blowing the rankers away. Then he used the unidentified golden blades to destroy the targets.


  The appearance was dramatic enough to seem like the main character of a movie. Right now, the outside world would be in an uproar. It was obvious that the ID Grid would occupy the number one spot on the Internet real time searches of each country.


  There was a common question that everyone in the world had.


  “Who are you?” Bubat asked on behalf of the world. 


  Grid replied sarcastically, “Isn’t it obvious after I saved Yura? South Korea’s representative.”


  Bubat frowned at the words.


  ‘He doesn’t feel any tension despite being surrounded by renowned rankers. He is an arrogant person.’


  Grid was certainly a private ranker.


  ‘A person who hides behind a curtain and doesn’t know the enormity of the world, he believes he is the best frog in the well… I have met many people like you.’


  The private rankers all had one thing in common. It was that they didn’t know the reality of the world. They mocked the rankers who competed on stage with courage and honor, not realizing it was just an illusion. Bubat had experience humbling such people.


  ‘You should always be vigilant.’


  Sneak sneak.


  Bubat fixed his gaze on Grid and moved a few steps with skillful footwork. He narrowed the distance to 3m and used a skill.


  “Bull Headbutt!”


  Bull Headbutt was the Crusher’s unique skill and had a higher concept than Blink magic. He leapt through space itself, so he could approach the target no matter what obstacles were in his way.


  Kung!


  Bubat emerged in front of Grid and used a skill at the same time. He bent his waist. Then his hard forehead hit Grid. Yura countered Bubat using precise timing, but Grid didn’t have the same control as Yura. He allowed the attack.


  [You have dealt 1,730 damage to the target.]


  [ The target will become rigid for 0.3 seconds.]


  [The target has resisted.]


  ‘Resisted?’


  Bubat was confused but linked his CC skills out of habit.


  “Star Wish!”


  Kwang!


  Bubat’s one-handed hammer hit Grid’s temple. There was the special effect of stars floating above Grid’s head.


  [You have dealt 2,280 damage to the target.]


  [The target will be stunned for 2.5 seconds.]


  He did it properly. This was the power of a Crusher, who could neutralize the enemy.


  “Well done Bubat!”


  The 10 remaining representatives moved in unison. They were intent on killing Grid.


  ‘It doesn’t matter who you are!’


  ‘I’ll make your face distort with pain!’


  They would force Grid to exit, making his spectacular emergence be in vain. He would go back to hiding behind his curtain as usual, like all private rankers. The rankers ridiculed Grid and prepared to attack him.


  “Danger!”


  Bubat hurriedly exclaimed. It was due to the incredible notification window that appeared in front of him.


  [The target has resisted.]


  He saw many people who could reduce the duration of CCs using stats, skills or item effects. Therefore, he didn’t think much of it when he saw that Grid resisted Bull Headbutt’s 0.3 second rigid state. But to be perfectly resistant to a 2.5 second CC?


  ‘Is he immune to CC?’


  If so, it was a total scam. A chill went down Bubat’s spine. However, the other rankers were confident. They couldn’t imagine that Grid was immune to CC and ignored Bubat’s warnings, swinging their weapons as hard as possible.


  Pahat!


  Syuok!


  The onslaught revealed their weakness, because they didn’t expect a counterattack.


  Pisik.


  Grid laughed and moved lightly.


  Sukakak!


  First of all, he would leave Bubat for later.


  “What…?”


  Grid evaded the attacks and advanced while counterattacking.


  Seokeok! 


  Puok!


  “Keook!”


  “Ugh!”


  It was undeniable that Grid’s control skills were lacking compared to a ranker. However, he had experience raiding powerful bosses and he had grown slightly beyond the category of ordinary people. It meant he couldn’t fail to counterattack against the enemies who weren’t vigilant and exposed their weak points.


  “What is this… Ugh!”


  Grid, who shouldn’t be able to move, had neatly avoided their attacks and counterattacked. Thus, the rankers were caught off guard and wounded. They hurriedly took a health potion while shock filled their eyes.


  [You have suffered 6,230 damage.]


  [You have suffered 6,100 damage.]


  [You have suffered 6,450 damage.]


  Putting aside his immunity to CC, his flat damage was this much?


  “What is this guy…?”


  If a ranker received damage from a damage dealer with a level in the mid-200s, they would suffer around 3,000 damage. Yet this was more than 6,000 damage? In addition, this was the damage without using a skill?


  “You..! What is your identity?”


  Grid was different from the usual private rankers that they met. He was a monster like Yura. The South Korean team was hiding another bigshot like Yura? The rankers became tense. At this moment, someone saw the golden blades destroying the targets by themselves and belatedly recalled something.


  “That reminds me, those golden blades… Don’t they look like the golden discs used by Pagma’s Descendant at the Bairan battle?”


  “…Heok?”


  “It can’t be…”


  The rankers frowned. At the same time, the commentators were making the same guess.


  『 The seven golden blades are moving by themselves! The actions, material and color are similar to the golden discs used by Pagma’s Descendant! 』


  『 We should pay attention to that black greatsword! That greatsword has an orange color around it like the sunset, so I failed to recognize it at first. But look closely! It is the greatsword that Pagma’s Descendant threw to Toon in the Bairan Battle! 』


  “Come to think of it…”


  “Then perhaps…?”


  “That man called Grid…”


  Was he Pagma’s Descendant? The millions of viewers around the world, including the rankers and audience members all wondered the same thing. On the other hand, Grid was frowning.


  ‘They only lost one-fifth of their health, despite being hit by Dainsleif? They are truly top rankers.’


  [+8 Dainsleif (Reproduction)]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 500/500   Attack Power: 703~991   Attack Speed: -8% (-2)%


  * Additional damage equal to 10% of the target’s current defense will be dealt.


  * The greater the number of enemies, the greater the damage.


  (Additional 15 (+3) damage per enemy)


  * The skill ‘Golden Flash’ will be generated.


  The weapon was strengthened to +8. 


  Compared to the +0 weapon, the base attack power increased by 56% and the option effects increased by 20%.


  Currently, Dainsleif perceived 11 people as enemies. This meant that the +8 Dainsleif had an attack power of 901~1,189+@ (damage proportional to the opponent’s defense). This alone was enough for it to be a great weapon, so Grid had judged that it wasn’t necessary to bring out Failure.


  ‘I really can’t ignore the rankers.’


  Grid opened his inventory. Then he put Dainsleif away and pulled out Failure.


  [+9 Failure] 


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 1,090/1,090 


  Attack Power: 1,768~3,682   Defense: 80 (+24)


  * Agility +50 (+15)


  * There is a low probability of blocking the enemy’s attacks.


  * There is a certain probability of activating the ‘5 Joint Attacks’ skill.


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘Cutting’ skill.


  * The skill ‘Bisect’ will be generated.


  * There will be a fear effect if the enemy is more than 20 (-6) levels lower than the user.


  * Attack power +20% (+6) in dark places.


  A +9 item was on a different dimension from a +8 item.  Compared to the +0 weapon, the base attack power increased by 70% and the option effects increased by 30%. In addition, Failure was a weapon that was fundamentally more powerful than Dainsleif. The absolute majesty of the +9 Failure couldn’t be compared with the +8 Dainsleif.


  ‘In the first place, I am participating in the National Competition…’


  Grid himself was well aware that it was impossible to conceal his identity anymore. So what if he let the world know?


  ‘I will have a glamorous debut.’


  He was reluctant to be a celebrity because it was annoying in many ways. But on the contrary, if he could endure it, then he would be able to obtain a lot of benefits. He would become more popular with women. Or he would become more popular with women. 


  ‘I will become more popular with women!’


  After the incident with Ahyoung, he had a distrust of women and couldn’t think of dating immediately. However, he wasn’t celibate. Who knew what would happen? He might meet his fate if he got many female fans.


  “Huhuhu…!”


  He smiled. But from the enemy’s point of view, Grid’s smile was very wicked. “Pagma’s Swordsmanship…!”


  “P-Pagma…!”


  “It’s real!”


  The rankers started frantically thinking. The legendary class, Pagma’s Descendant. The person who made the whole world shake was a Korean? And what was that white light around the greatsword?


  ‘+9 sword…!’


  “Transcended Link.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  It was the first appearance of Pagma’s Descendant after the Bairan battle. This was much more powerful compared to the bombardment he fired at Neberius during the Bairan battle.


  [You have suffered 18,050 damage.]


  [You have suffered 19,900 damage.]


  [You have suffered 18,410 damage.]


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  The rankers were hurt due to the battle with Yura, and their health wasn’t full despite taking potions. They couldn’t cope with the blue and white bombardment and started to turn into a grey light.


  Some people who calmly deployed their defense skills survived, but there was only a handful of them. There were only four people left. Except for them, seven rankers were logged out with one skill.


  ‘A wide area skill has this much damage?’


  ‘Why didn’t he get affected by the CC?’


  The four survivors were confused by the aftermath of the absurd attack. On the other hand, Grid didn’t stay still.


  “Quick Movements!”


  He pulled out the Ideal Dagger and used its skills, then he chased after the survivors. Then he swapped again to the +9 Failure and used Blacksmith’s Rage, raising his attack power and attack speed. A large storm raged from the greatsword.


  Jjejeong! Jjang! Jjejejeok!


  [The durability of Zilron’s Sword has decreased by 32.]


  [The durability of Ragel’s Shield has decreased by 19.]


  [The durability of the Tuhon Armor has decreased by 9.]


  Puk! Peok! Sakak!


  [You have suffered 9,820 damage.]


  [You have suffered 12,030 damage.]


  [You have suffered 10,550 damage.]


  “Ugh! What is this…?”


  “Every time I defend, my item durability…!”


  “Dammit! Isn’t this crazy? Kuhak!”


  Was this really a player’s attack power? It was comparable to a boss monster. Yura was strong in magic, but they couldn’t endure this bastard’s strength. Then what about the attack speed? It was unbelievably fast for a greatsword.


  Seokeok!


  “Kuaaaaak!” 


  It was impossible for only four people to cope with Grid. Somehow they counterattacked, but their damage wasn’t as high as Grid’s. His defense was at the level of a tanker and they couldn’t deal any fatal damage.


  “You!”


  Bubat had persistent health and continued to use CC, blocking Grid’s path several times. But Grid was immune to CC, making it useless. A Crusher’s worst counter was Pagma’s Descendant.


  ‘How absurd…!’


  A legendary class was different. It didn’t matter about the lack of control. He was just strong. Furthermore, the items he was armed with were too good.


  “This is a fraudulent character… Cough!”


  “Kuak!”


  In the end, the four survivors, including Bubat, died and were logged out.


  “This place is all cleaned up.”


  Grid defeated 11 rankers that represented their country. He recovered his health by drinking potions and extended his sight to the entire island.


  “…”


  On one side, Regas and Med were having a confrontation. Natasha left Regas alone and was absorbed in aiming at the targets. Jishuka and Samuel who represented Brazil were in the forest. The US, French, Chinese and Japanese representatives were busy keeping each other in check.


  All those who met Grid’s eyes shrank back. Jishuka and Regas weren’t an exception. Right now, they were Grid’s enemies. They all stayed silent and couldn’t act carelessly, causing Grid to shrug.


  “Well, there is no need to fight.”


  Pepeng! Peng!


  In the sky above. Even at this moment, the seven golden blades were moving on their own to destroy the targets. South Korea’s points were now at 110. On the other hand, the average score of the other teams was only 70 points.


  This status quo just needed to be maintained, and it was clear that South Korea would win.


  『 … 』


  The commentators were overwhelmed at the majesty of the legendary class and couldn’t say anything.


  “…”


  The hundreds of thousands of spectators were silent with astonishment. The Olympic main stadium was as calm as dead rats.


  “…”


  Even the millions of people watching via TV or the Internet had lost their souls. Had there ever been such a quiet day since the human race started breeding on Earth? Many people were feeling doubt.


  “Indeed, you truly are Pagma’s Descendant.”


  Yura smiled. She was still beautiful despite being wounded. She couldn’t raise her slender body, so Grid approached her.


  “Don’t exaggerate and stand up. Isn’t it funny that a woman like you has fallen down?”


  “Please help me.” Yura asked and held out a hand.


  “Che.”


  Grid clicked his tongue and grabbed her hand. It was clearly caught on camera. Then…


  “W… Waaahhhhhhhh!”


  “Grid! Grid! Grid!”


  “Yura! Yura! Yura!”


  The Korean audience members started to cheer on the two people. South Korea, a country ignored for being weak in Satisfy. This man and woman were about to end that long disgrace.


  On this day. A true legend began.




  Chapter 174


  “Bad person.” Jishuka muttered.


  Deep in the forest. She had struggled with Samuel, the weakest of the participants in the target processing match, and her anger finally exploded.


  “He ignored my whisper, only to come for another girl?”


  The day of the opening ceremony. Jishuka had logged onto Satisfy in South Korea and whispered to Grid to find out his location. But Grid continued to ignore her whispers. At the time, Jishuka had tried to understand. He must be busy.


  But what was this? He didn’t seem too busy to rescue another woman.


  ‘Did he ignore my whispers because he wasn’t interested in me? He didn’t want to meet up with me, so he ignored it?’


  She had thousands of fan clubs all over the world. Hundreds of millions of men wanted her. She had been courted by the best men, such as handsome actors, oil tycoons, and successful intellectuals. But now she was being ignored.


  Jishuaka’s pride was crushed as she was holding a Special Jaffa Arrow! It was broken in half. She ignored it and asked Samuel, “Who is prettier between me and Yura?”


  The people of the world enjoyed comparing Jishuka and Yura. It was their hobby to evaluate who was more beautiful. It wasn’t just their appearance. They were often compared in all respects because they were international stars and top rankers of Satisfy. Even the payment they received for their TV appearances or photo shoots was the same.


  Jishuka recognized Yura as her rival. However, she was confident that she was superior to Yura. But she seemed to be defeated when it came to the man she was interested in. She never knew that Grid and Yura were so close.


  ‘A person who would rather make items rushed to participate in the National Competition… Is Yura a special presence to him?’


  Samuel looked at her and responded honestly.


  “Jishuka, you are much sexier. Your qualities are definitely better. Objectively, I think that you are more beautiful? But I personally prefer elegant women, so Yura seems more beautiful to me. In addition, Yura is Asian, right? She has calm eyes, no freckles, and a mysterious charm in many ways. Hehe, she is a goddess.”


  “Shut up.”


  Puok!


  [The effect of the Special Jaffa arrow is activated, meaning the enemy’s defense is completely ignored.]


  [The Special Jaffa Arrow has poisoned the enemy.]


  “Keok!”


  Samuel shuddered in pain as the arrow stabbed his thigh. Then Jishuka pulled back her bowstring.


  “I am angry.”


  Papapat!


  Her quick fire was unfolded. The targets flying between the trees and bushes exploded without being able to escape Jishuka’s arrows.


  “I am becoming heated up!”


  Pepepepeng!


  The Brazilian team’s score keep increasing thanks to her furious firing. The commentator shouted.


  『 Brazil 72… 73 points! Truly an expert archer! The Brazilian representative, Jishuka’s arrows ignore all obstacles and are wiping out the targets in a flash! Ah! As soon as I spoke, the Chinese team and Japanese team have started attacking Jishuka! 』


  “Wahhhh!”


  The audience’s attention that was focused on Pagma’s Descendant finally returned to the battlefield. They once again began to cheer for the players of their country. On the other hand, the United States representative, Hurent, was looking at the scoreboard with a perplexed expression.


  “Um~ what is this?”


  South Korea – 113 points.


  United States- 77 points.


  Brazil – 73 points.


  Canada – 71 points.


  France – 69 points.


  China  – 62 points.


  Japan – 61 points.


  United Kingdom – 49 points.


  Spain – 0 points.


  It was the Korean team’s solo play.


  He had almost caught up with the Korean team’s score when Yura was attacked by the representatives of eight countries, but the sudden appearance of Pagma’s Descendant made his efforts useless.


  ‘Destroying 11 top rankers alone and controlling the blades to handle the targets…’


  During the Bairan battle, he had been ‘passable.’


  “Really, isn’t it a foul to introduce a legendary class at this time?”


  Hurent made a frightened expression on the outside, but his eyes were calm. He scratched his grey hair and his middle-aged brain started to spin quickly. The situation had changed due to a single influence. How should he deal with it?


  He worried about it before calling out his partner’s name.


  “Lauel.”


  “Yes.”


  The young silver-haired man, who was watching Grid, replied with an expressionless face.


  Hurent asked him, “Those golden blades, can you handle them?”


  “…”


  Lauel’s gaze headed back towards the sky where Grid was. He briefly observed the seven blades that were moving around 1.5 times faster than the target and explained.


  “Sniping is possible if I can get within 30m of them. However, if those blades are made of the same material as the golden discs that appeared during the Bairan battle, they won’t be destroyed.”


  Hurent nodded.


  “Okay. Then we will give up on the gold medal.”


  The United States was the world’s strongest power.


  As representatives of the United States, Hurent and Lauel were great. As the number two person on the US team, Hurent was 8th on the unified rankings and had a hidden class. Meanwhile, Lauel was one of the Ten Rookies. They originally aimed to win, but they changed their target without faltering.


  “Pagma’s Descendant and Yura. It might be possible with just one of them, but it is folly to become enemies with both of them at the same time. Let’s leave both of them alone and focus on our own fight.”


  They would aim for the silver medal. Hurent made the decision and decided to defeat his rivals.


  “First of all, our first target should be the Canadian team.”


  The United States, France, Brazil, China and Japan were the five teams in the forest. They were busy keeping each other in check. The British team were near the Korean team, but their score was slowly rising because Natasha was handling the targets alone. The Spanish team? Med was the only survivor and he was confronting Regas. His score was also zero, so there was no need to worry about him.


  On the other hand, the Canadian team was an eyesore.


  They were hidden halfway up a mountain and were persistently handling the targets. Thanks to their exquisite position, their speed of points acquisition was fast and no one was disturbing them. They were the obvious choice.


  “…”


  The French representatives and Chinese representatives on the right and left looked over here with frightened eyes. Hurent laughed at them and spoke, “Three minutes. Just hold on for three minutes without me.”


  Lauel’s face distorted. “Hold on alone for three minutes? Won’t the other teams focus their attacks on me the moment you leave my side? I won’t even be able to last two minutes.”


  “No, you can hold on. If not, just endure for 2 minutes and 50 seconds. I will come back in that time.”


  “Shouldn’t we go together?”


  “No. Then the Canadian team can cooperate with other teams to isolate us. Then I am going~”


  Hurent spoke one-sidedly before jumping high in a manner that didn’t fit his large size. Like a martial artist, he ran along the trees and reached the mountain in a minute.


  “Have you come to be killed?”


  The Canadian representative ridiculed Hurent. There were two of them, while Hurent was alone. Lauel was left alone and was being attacked by the representatives of other countries. This was the end for the US.


  “You’re foolish, Hurent.”


  After the Korean team that had Pagma’s Descendant and Yura, the United States had the next best power. Now the Canadian team had an opportunity to defeat the United States. Hurent might be ranked 8th, but they were also in the top 30 rankings. The two of them believed they could defeat Hurent if they worked together.


  ‘Hurent isn’t a monster like Yura and Pagma’s Descendant. If he was a monster like them, he would’ve already smashed the other teams alone.’


  The Canadian representatives thought so. But in fact, Hurent was a monster. He was one of the seven rankers that Yura analyzed to be stronger than her.


  “I have to hurry.”


  Hwaruruk!


  A red aura like fire blazed on both of Hurent’s hands.


  “Eh?”


  It was different from their information? Hurent had a rare hidden class called ‘Aura Master,’ and didn’t he originally deal with blue aura? As they felt confused and wary, Hurent gave them new information.


  “Among the hidden classes, ‘growth’ types exist. My Aura Master was a rare class when I first acquired it, but now it’s been promoted to an epic class. My aura has become stronger.”


  “Bullshit!”


  This was the first time they heard of growth type classes. The Canadian team thought it was a bluff and attacked. The aura around both of Hurent’s hands formed swords.


  “I will let you learn the glory of a future legendary class.”


  Hurent spoke sincerely and swung his two aura blades.


  Chaaeng! Chaaeng!


  The Canadian representatives struggled. They exchanged a few blows with Hurent. But Hurent’s swordsmanship was much better.  The Canadian representatives started to be injured. Hurent’s aura blades completely ignored their defenses, so they suffered a 100% fixed damage.


  The Canadian representatives were shocked by their injuries, while Hurent’s aura blades moved like a whip.


  Puuok!


  “Kuk… Kuak!”


  “From this angle, how…?”


  A Canadian representative was pierced in the heart and was stunned after suffering massive damage. Their survival was already in Hurent’s hands.


  “Your abilities are good, but… Somehow, the recent rankers are too weak in PvP. Is is because they are only focused on levelling up? You don’t know how to fight~”


  Hurent was unable to conceal his relaxed expression as he logged out the Canadian rankers. He checked the time while taking a potion and hit his forehead.


  “Damn, it has already been over three minutes.”


  Hurent operated aura around his lower half, allowing him to move at a tremendous speed and to quickly reach Lauel. Then he laughed. Lauel, who he thought would already be dead, was relatively fine?


  “No wonder he’s called the strongest rookie.”


  Lauel glared sharply while Hurent was admiring him. 


  “It took you 4 minutes and 9 seconds.”


  “Sorry, sorry~ The enemies were further than I thought.”


  The apologetic Hurent attacked the French and Chinese representatives who had attacked Lauel. At that moment, an arrow flew towards his heart.


  Puok!


  Hurent avoided it hitting his heart with breathtaking reflexes and expressed his disapproval. He pulled out the arrow and said, “I wanted to avoid a melee because of that woman.”


  An archer was vulnerable in a one-on-one match. But it was a scary class when hidden behind allies. In the first place, Jishuka was an outstanding talent.


  “Well, she was my second goal. Cover me Lauel.”


  Hurent leapt in the direction of the Brazilian team.


  ‘We can’t beat the US team if Jishuka is killed.’


  The other teams judged simultaneously and blocked him. But there was one problem.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Hurent dispersed aura around him. Then they transformed into aura spears and pierced the bodies of the enemies.


  “Kuk…! ‘Aura, is this its true power?’


  ‘This is the strength of a top 10 ranker…!’


  Surprises kept appearing.


  Zibal, Chris, Bondre and Yura. Then there was Pagma’s Descendant and Hurent.


  They showed strength that transcended common sense in this National Competition. Even if all participants were rankers, the level was different. It was to a point where they felt insignificant.


  Hurent pierced through the disgruntled representatives and reached the Brazilian team. Samuel blocked his way, but Samuel was the weakest one here. He couldn’t beat Hurent.


  “Eek!”


  Samuel was struck and fell down. Hurent had been hit with arrows several times, but he ignored them and narrowed the distance to Jishuka instantly.


  “Isn’t this quite hard?” Hurent explained to the sweaty Jishuka. “It’s possible to operate my aura defensively. Anyway, it’s great. This is the first time I’ve become a hedgehog.”


  “Why don’t you experience your body being cut in half?”


  “…!”


  An unexpected voice was heard above his head? Hurent freaked out and moved.


  Kwang!


  The greatsword hit the place where he had been standing.


  Jjejeok! Jjejejeok!


  The ground shook like an earthquake had occurred. Grid descended.


  Hurent noticed his mistake. 


  “That’s right. Didn’t Pagma’s Descendant belong to the Tzedakah Guild? Ah, I tried to touch someone I should’nt have.”


  “You saw it right away.”


  He might’ve never expressed it, but the Tzedakah Guild was very precious to Grid. They noticed his value more quickly than anyone else, and they were people who respected and cared about him.


  He originally built a relationship with them because of money, but not anymore. This was a relationship built up over half a year. They helped him in many ways. Grid might laugh at some of them, but to him, they were his only friends.


  How could he not protect his friends when he had enough strength? It was no different from his past friends who ignored him when he was in pain.


  ‘Yes, I will never do so.’


  At this moment, he realized why he wanted to enter the competition despite having to reveal his identity.


  Sururuk.


  Grid’s eyes changed.


  The arrogance cleared from his eyes. The reasons he used to convince himself about why he participated in this competition was just a means to conceal his confusion, because he couldn’t understand his own psychology. At this moment, his eyes were shining deeply and gently.


  Hurent witnessed the change in real time and was amazed.


  ‘It feels like he has become another person.’


  On the other hand, Jishuka’s eyes were shining from next to Grid.


  ‘W-What? Why is he so good looking today?’


  Jishuka was always confident and didn’t pay attention to men. Her eyes couldn’t leave Grid.


  Grid moved her behind him and declared, “Watch me.”


  “Ye… Huh?”


  Duguen!


  Jishuka looked at Grid’s wide back and turned red. And right now, this situation was being broadcasted around the world.


  “Damn! This isn’t a drama!”


  “Boo! Boo-!”


  The men around the world started to boo together. Pagma’s Descendant, Yura, wasn’t enough for him? He was aiming for Jishuka as well? Wasn’t he a very bad person?


  “Damn bastard!”


  “Rotten guy!”


  One man was gobbling up the hearts of two of the world’s most beautiful women. There was a lot of swearing around the world.


  At the same time. 


  A young man in his 30’s was watching the competition on TV and stood up. Then towards the Grid on TV… Clap. Clap. A standing ovation.


  “Plant flags all around you. Bravo…!”


  This man had posters of Rebecca’s Daughters all over his house. Thanks to Grid, the pope was killed and he became the first to receive a unique hidden class. He was cheering for Grid from a distance.




  Chapter 175


  When he was a highschool student. Lee Junho only believed in his fist, and tormented children weaker than him. Mental and physical abuse were basic, and he also extorted money.  In school, he was the king.


  No one could resist and had to obey him. One of the tormented was Shin Youngwoo. He would shiver when frightened and would become grumpy if his pride was trampled on. Youngwoo was the same, even after going to university and the military.


  Lee Junho mocked him every time they met at the alumni meeting. But what was this? The person who appeared at this year’s reunion was significantly different. He was economically successful and confident.


  On the other hand, Lee Junho hadn’t changed from his school days. He couldn’t abandon his gangster mentality and couldn’t adapt to society. He was in his late 20’s and could only find part time jobs.


  Lee Junho became ashamed of himself. He got off the throne he was sitting on and faced reality.


  ‘I need to change, like Youngwoo.’


  Lee Junho was determined. Like Youngwoo, he tried to overcome his past self in order to achieve a new and successful life. 


  First of all, he abandoned his futile pride. He worked hard to find jobs at gas stations, convenience stores, PC Cafes and construction sites. He didn’t boast.  He didn’t spend much money. He saved one penny, two pennies, and eventually realized something.


  How wasteful was it to rob others of money with violence? He also realized it every time he was ignored by the customers for being a part-time worker. He believed that the act of ignoring the weak was a sin that shouldn’t be forgiven.


  ‘…I’m sorry, Shin Youngwoo.’


  On his way back home after his part time job. Lee Junho was smoking in a smoking booth and apologized to Youngwoo in his mind.  There was a bitter smile on his face.


  “If I could have an opportunity to apologize to you, I will never show up in front of you again.”


  The Satisfy National Competition was relayed on billboards on skyscrapers. He was able to see Youngwoo’s appearance there. Now he was a person in a completely different world.


  Many people stopped along the way and looked up at Youngwoo on the billboard. Among the crowd was Youngwoo’s sister, Sehee.


  “Cool.”


  Yerim was with Sehee and sincerely admired him. She was completely fascinated by Youngwoo, who appeared to save Yura and overwhelm the foreign teams.


  “He is capable, strong and overflowing with confidence. Your brother is really the best man.”


  “The game and reality are different. I admire my brother, but he isn’t the best man.”


  Sehee tried to return Yerim to reality, but it was useless.


  “Aren’t you aware that Satisfy isn’t a simple game? Satisfy is already another reality. He is the best man in that reality.”


  Yerim knew it more accurately than Sehee. She had a more mature appearance than her age and proclaimed with a giggle, “I will surely have your brother.”


  Gulp.


  The men starting around them were attracted to Yerim and lost their souls. There was the sound of gulping here and there. Several men who looked like gangsters were already approaching. Sehee glared at them and asserted to Yerim.


  “You don’t fit Oppa’s taste.”


  “Huh?” Yerim’s eyes widened. She looked at Sehee’s sulky expression and laughed. “Sorry, sorry. Sehee, I forgot how much you love your brother. I’m sorry for making you jealous.”


  “I’m not just saying this. You really don’t fit Oppa’s taste.” 


  “Ye~? What man would dislike me?”


  Yerim was considered the best queen of South Korea’s high school system along with Sehee, so her self-esteem was very high. Sehee explained the reason for her confident words.


  “Oppa likes busty girls.”


  Yerim tilted her head to one side.


  “Aren’t I pretty big?”


  “You need to at least have a D cup.”


  On the billboard, Youngwoo was saving Jishuka from Hurent. It was natural to save Yura because she was a Korean, but wasn’t Jishuka a representative of another country? Why did he save her? Yerim confirmed Jishuka’s large chest and pouted.


  “Really, that’s his taste?”


  “He’s a dog in rut.”


  Sehee was furious. She was annoyed to see that woman hanging onto her brother.


  “I’m going.”


  In the end, Sehee turned away from the electronic billboard and moved towards the library. Yerim wanted to see more of the broadcast, but was forced to follow Sehee. Then she thought.


  ‘I’m not even 20 years old yet, so should I try for a D cup?’


  She was seriously considering it.


  ***


  Hurent gazed at Jishuka and Grid.


  He took a health potion and an antidote before speaking.


  “This isn’t a common antidote… The poison arrows are quite awful.”


  He checked the scoreboard.


  ‘Korea has 131 points, the US has 82 points, Brazil has 73 points, the United Kingdom has 60 points and Spain has 0.’


  Now there were only five countries left. Spain was ruled out. The Spanish team’s Med was on the verge of being logged out by Regas. Hurent understood the battlefield and sent a whisper to Lauel in the rear.


  –Get out of battle and focus on handling the targets. We have given up on the gold medal, but we need to take the silver medal.


  —Isn’t the damage pretty big? Can you afford to go against Pagma’s Descendant in that state?


  The seven golden blades were still moving by themselves and destroying the targets. Hurent confirmed the scene and smiled darkly.


  –Why not?


  Ttadak.


  Hurent looked at Grid.


  “Since the situation is like this, shall I enjoy it a little?”


  It was an obvious provocation! The confident Grid wasn’t going to fall for that provocation.


  “Stop fooling around.”


  The 1st ranked Kraugel. The 2nd ranked Zibal. The 3rd ranked Chris. The 7th ranked Agnus. The 8th ranked Hurent. The 11th ranked Bondre. Finally, the 14th ranked Hao. Yura had called them the seven people stronger than her.


  Grid distinctly remembered it. However, he wasn’t nervous at all, despite Hurent being one of them. He was someone who raided the strongest boss monsters alone! He was confident that he could beat high rankers with his stats, skills and items.


  “Jishuka, leave him to me and concentrate on the targets. Don’t you want the silver medal?”


  “Yes…! Thank you!”


  Jishuka thanked Grid and disappeared into the forest with Samuel. Once Grid was alone with Hurent, he immediately unfolded his sword dance.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  The moment Grid moved two steps.


  Puok!


  A 5m long red blade emerged from Hurent’s fingertip and pierced Grid’s chest.


  [You have suffered 4,600 damage.]


  ‘Eh?’


  Hurent attacked with timing that couldn’t be coped with, because Grid was busy with his sword dance. The damage was considerable.


  ‘I suffered that much damage despite my legendary armor set?’


  Or was it the default damage of aura? Grid was confused but his best skill was already being used.


  “Kill!”


  Kuooooh!


  The giant blue greatsword filled with hatred roared as it headed for Hurent.


  Kwarururung!


  The trees in the area vibrated due to the overwhelming waves of energy coming from it. Grid had planned to blow Hurent away. However…


  Hurent moved sideways at the correct timing and avoided Kill. Then he moved back to Grid and aimed his aura blades at the gap exposed by the greatsword swing.


  [You have suffered 4,600 damage.]


  [You have suffered 4,600 damage.]


  ‘It’s constant damage. Aura, does it ignore defense and deal a fixed damage?’


  Grid frowned as he belatedly understood. The energy of Kill pierced empty air and faded. Hurent clicked his tongue. “In order to hit with a non-targeted skill, you first have to restrain your opponent’s movements. If that isn’t possible, you should predict their movements. Isn’t that part of the basics?”


  Grid took a potion to restore his health and asked, “Are you attempting to teach me right now?”


  “Teach? Hahat! Nonsense. Is there any reason to do that type of favor for you? I’m simply disappointed. You have the strongest class and this is the extent of your skills~? Don’t you have any combat experience?”


  Grid snapped at him.


  “Of course I have combat experience…! You can’t imagine how many bosses I’ve raided alone so far!”


  Hurent chuckled.


  “Is your combat experience limited to boss raids? Kukuk, of course, bosses are strong. But don’t they just fight with strength or with a fixed pattern? They don’t fight cleverly. Yes, just like you. Can’t you see that the difference in our combat experience is too big?”


  “Talking nonsense just because you avoided my skill once.”


  The heated Grid moved his sword like butterflies dancing. This time, he was going to hit Hurent’s cheeky face. But Pagma’s Swordsmanship had a weakness.  In order to activate the skill, the name must be said.  This took a minimum of 0.8 to 2 seconds before the skill was activated.


  Obviously, some people would feel that this was a short amount of time. In fact, none of the players, monsters and bosses Grid met had touched him during this time. But didn’t Yura counter in 0.5 seconds when facing a Crusher? Furthermore, Hurent was much better than her. 


  Teook!


  The moment that Grid took the first step of his sword dance.


  Puuok!


  [You have suffered 4,600 damage.]


  [You have suffered 4,600 damage.]


  Hurent hit Grid twice during that time. At the same time, he escaped to the rear, opening up a distance.


  “Kuk!”


  Grid checked the distance and decided it was impossible, cancelling his activation of Link.


  ‘It stinks.’


  He admitted that Hurent was strong. It was accepted compared to the bosses he had faced so far. The aura’s fixed damage and ability to freely transform its shape was quite annoying, but the vulnerable part was that he couldn’t use a skill.


  Certainly, Grid had experience fighting. However, he perceived it after two skills became useless.


  “Are you going to use a skill haphazardly again? Do you have no learning ability?” 


  Hurent sighed as if Grid was pathetic. In the end, Grid rushed to him.


  “Okay! I can just swing my sword instead of using skills. Then will you be able to avoid it? Eh? Blacksmith’s Rage!”


  Jjejeong!


  The +9 Failure clashed with the aura blades.


  ‘Strong.’


  Hurent confirmed that his aura shook like a fire in front of wind and clicked his tongue. He tried to open a distance with Grid, but his basic movement speed wasn’t enough.


  Jjejeong! Jjang!


  Grid persistently stuck to Hurent and swung his sword. Hurent barely managed to defend and confirmed that the cooldown of his Escape skill was over.


  “Escape.”


  Peeng!


  This close-range distance skill was something that all warrior classes possessed. Hurent managed to get 5m away from Grid and shifted some of his aura to his lower half.


  [Attack power is reduced by 30%.]


  [Movement speed has increased by 30%.]


  ‘Faster?’


  Grid was no longer able to narrow down the distance to Hurent, who was running away like a coward. In the end, he swapped out to the Ideal Dagger, used Quick Movements and shouted at Hurent.


  “Let’s finish this game.”


  Pepepepeok!


  Hurent leaped towards where there were a lot of targets and released his aura all around him. There was an explosion and the US team’s score quickly updated.


  『 The United States has 109 points! Really amazing! After logging out the representatives from France, China and Japan, Hurent destroyed 16 targets in a single strike while running from Pagma’s Descendant! 』


  “What are you trying to do?”


  Grid wanted to help Jishuka and Regas. He wanted their countries to win the silver and bronze medals. Therefore, he chased after Hurent to stop him. Thanks to his high persistence, Grid’s stamina remained steady while Hurent gradually became exhausted.


  ‘I thought he invested most of his stats into strength, then some into agility and stamina. But now I see that his stats are high overall. Indeed, a blacksmith can increase their stats dramatically through the production of items.’


  Over time, Hurent could grasp more about Grid. But his breathing was becoming labored and he was slowing down.


  ‘I almost caught up!’


  Grid’s eyes sparkled. This was the end. He would soon catch that annoying guy.


  Grid was filled with pleasure, but there was a problem.


  『 South Korean team-! 150 points! Victoryyy! 』


  “What…?”


  Grid noticed his mistake. He forgot about the presence of Yura and the pavranium. He didn’t tell Yura that he wanted to beat the US team, and he didn’t recall the target destruction order that he gave to the pavranium. Yura and the pavranium kept destroying the targets while he pursued Hurent, eventually leading to this.


  “Bye-bye~?”


  Hurent laughed, as he had predicted this situation from the beginning. Grid was forced to log out. It was a rule that the team who achieved the quota could no longer remain on the battlefield.


  After that.


  The United States were the next to reach 150 points after South Korea and achieved the silver medal. Britain and Brazil was left behind to compete for third place, and Britain eventually became the winner. 


  Jishuka’s ability to destroy targets was much better than Natasha, but her partner was the problem. Samuel was too lacking and couldn’t protect Jishuka from Regas. In the end, hundreds of thousands of spectators watched as the Korean, United States, and United Kingdom team got on the podium.


  “It was enjoyable, newbie.”


  “Dammit…!”


  A funny scene was produced. Grid won the gold medal and was scowling from the top of the podium, while Hurent received the silver medal next to him and was laughing loudly. Looking at the atmosphere of the two men, it was like the US had won.




  Chapter 176


  “Is there a reason you didn’t use your ranged skill called Transcended Link? Isn’t it a skill optimized to catch Hurent when he’s running away?”


  It was Yura’s question.


  They were heading back to the waiting room after the awards ceremony. Youngwoo was humming happily. No one would’ve believed that he had been angry during the awards ceremony.


  [The target processing match, South Korean’s unexpected win! The whole nation is enthusiastic! Praise Pagma’s Descendant!]


  [The owner of the first legendary class is Korean? Shin Youngwoo, who is he?]


  [The brilliant appearance of the man called Grid! A strong impact! Women’s hearts are thumping!]


  [ Will Grid be able to regain South Korea’s reputation as a gaming powerhouse?]


  [The whole world is watching Korea and Pagma’s Descendant! Entering the National Competition, it isn’t a dream!]


  [Grid helped Jishuka, the Brazilian representative. What is the meaning of this action? Are the two people lovers?]


  Indeed, Satisfy’s influence was amazing. He became a global star in a manner of minutes. Shin Youngwoo read the Internet articles on his phone. He was completely excited, so he answered honestly.


  “Transcended Link? I wanted to use it. But the cooldown time wasn’t over, so I didn’t.”


  “I thought so.”


  It took exactly 14 minutes and 47 seconds for the Korean team to score 150 points after Youngwoo entered the competition and used Transcended Link. Based on that, Yura could figure out that the cooldown time of Transcended Link was at least 15 minutes.


  ‘Youngwoo-ssi didn’t use several of the skills he showed in the Bairan battle. Pagma’s Swordsmanship is strong, but its weakness is that it needs a sword dance to be invoked and has a long cooldown time.’


  Yura had analyzed Pagma’s Descendant dozens of times since the Bairan battle.


  Pagma’s Descendant. In other words, she was able to grasp the functions and power of the four skills that Youngwoo used during the Bairan battle, which were Transcended Link, Link, Kill and Wave.


  And the conclusion she came to was that it was ‘insufficient.’ It wasn’t a matter of talent, such as good or bad control. Pagma’s Descendant was a class that was basically a blacksmith, so the combat skills were poor. The weaknesses were also clear. Despite being a legendary class, the fighting power seemed to be less than the epic classes.


  ‘He has the strongest passive skill of ‘Status Immune’ and has the advantage of making legendary items.’


  However, he couldn’t stand up to the best players. It was the limit of a production class. Pagma’s Descendant might be able to generate tremendous economic value, but it was relatively unimpressive in combat.


  This was the analysis of Yura and other experts. However, they were mistaken. Pagma was the best blacksmith and swordsman.


  In fact, Youngwoo had several skills that hadn’t been shown to the public. They were Restraint, Transcend and Linked Kill. If Youngwoo used either Restraint or Transcend, he would’ve been able to easily overpower Hurent.


  Restraint limited movements for three seconds, and it was possible to deal a fatal wound during that time. Or he could destroy Hurent with the overwhelming firepower of Transcend.


  That wasn’t all. In the past, Youngwoo acquired the title of Apostle of Justice and learned the Unbreakable Justice skill. The mana consumption was burdensome and it was more efficient to use Pagma’s Swordsmanship, so he had sealed it for a long time.


  Youngwoo’s intelligence stat had steadily grown to 643 after four months of producing hundreds of items, including Failure. He would gain 200 more intelligence if he wore Malacus’ Cloak. A level 200 user would gain 6 mana per one point in intelligence. 


  Now Youngwoo was in a position to be able to use Unbreakable Justice easily with Pagma’s Swordsmanship. Unbreakable Justice was an immediate use skill, unlike Pagma’s Swordsmanship. Youngwoo could’ve used Unbreakable Justice against Hurent.


  That wasn’t the end. There was the Wind Blast and Wind of Justice attached to the Ideal Dagger, and Golden Flash attached to Dainsleif. Among them, Golden Flash was the only skill that dealt damage proportional to his magic power, so it was good at penetrating the enemy.


  In other words, Youngwoo’s power was much more than what people grasped. Then why hadn’t Youngwoo used them? He saved his skills despite being humiliated by Hurent? The reason was simple. He didn’t want to expose his power.


  ‘If it wasn’t for the pavranium, I would’ve eventually forced Hurent to logout. It was a disappointing result, because I stupidly overlooked the pavranium.’


  The National Competition wasn’t over yet. Today was only the second day. The Korean team was lacking and very reliant on Youngwoo. But Youngwoo was going to participate in the PvP event. 


  That’s right. He was prepared to unveil his real skills in the PvP event. Every time he met a new enemy, he would be able to demonstrate a more powerful appearance by introducing a new skill. He would be able to become a star by being a hot topic.


  ‘I’ll get you back sooner or later ,Hurent. I will make you suffer the embarrassment I felt.’


  Control? It was nothing in front of the trinity of skills, stats and items. Aura Master? A hidden growth type class? 


  ‘I am a legendary class from the beginning.’


  He was participating in the National Competition now. He would win a gold medal in his three events! Youngwoo thought like that.


  “Grid!”


  “Pagma’s Descendant has come!”


  In front of the Korean team’s waiting room. Hundreds of reporters were gathered. The domestic and foreign reporters were all only paying attention to Youngwoo.


  “Oh my.”


  She was being ignored. Yura was always treated the best wherever she went, so this was a strange experience for her. Was her pride hurt? Not at all. Yura was excited too.


  ‘Be calm.’


  There was a lot of people. In particular, dealing with the press was very tiring. Thanks to Youngwoo, she was able to be freed from them, so she should stick to him in the future. On the other hand, Youngwoo was surrounded by reporters.


  “When did you become Pagma’s Descendant?”


  “Please tell us the process of becoming Pagma’s Descendant.”


  “What was your reason for hiding your identity in the meantime?”


  “You aren’t registered in the rankings, so what level are you?” 


  “The current 1st ranked Kraugel is level 297. Have you already achieved level 300?”


  “Can you disclose the information of your items? In particular, many people are wondering about the blue greatsword.”


  “What are those golden blades?”


  “Why weren’t you seen when you first entered the National Competition? Was it a skill? Or did you create an invisibility cloak, like many experts speculated?”


  “What exactly is your relationship with Jishuka?”


  “What school did you go to? Your age? Where do you live? Your family?”


  “Are you married?”


  “What type of animal do you like?”


  “What is your favorite food?”


  It started from questions that pierced to the core to absurd questions. The languages of different countries surrounded him.


  ‘This is crazy.’


  Youngwoo was confused because this was the first time he was experiencing it. In the end, Yura interfered. She said in English.


  “First of all, give Youngwoo-ssi time to wear an interpreter.”


  “Ah…”


  The reporters briefly fell silent. Yura belatedly received an interpreting device from a staff member and persuaded Youngwoo.


  “You’ve revealed yourself, so it’s good to be interviewed. Answer as much as you want, but don’t be stupid. Keep as much privacy as possible while satisfying the reporters. If the reporters aren’t satisfied, you will be stuck with their persistent stalking.”


  “Yes.”


  Youngwoo had vowed to become a star from the moment he decided to participate in the National Competition. Youngwoo took a deep breath and agreed.


  “Sigh… I understand. I’m nervous because I’m unfamiliar with interviews, but I will do it because it’s a gateway I must go through.”


  “Huhut.”


  This man, sometimes he made nice expressions. Yura smiled and handed the interpreter to Youngwoo. Then finally, Youngwoo met the reporters.


  “Hello.”


  But he was surprised from the first question.


  “It looks like you have a special relationship with Yura. Are you perhaps lovers?”


  “Then what about Jishuka?”


  “…”


  Weren’t these questions supposed to be from third-rate magazines that dealt with celebrity scandals? Youngwoo thought the question was ridiculous and fell silent.


  Yura skillfully answered on his behalf. “We are close, but we aren’t lovers. It is a relationship where we share the purpose of gaining good achievements for South Korea in the National Competition. His relationship with Jishuka is similar. Youngwoo-ssi is part of the Tzedakah Guild.”


  “I see.”


  Yura’s words didn’t show any interest in Youngwoo. The reporters no longer doubted the relationship between the three people. Then they started asking other questions.


  “40 days ago in real time, there was a phrase that suggested the first legendary class emerged in Satisfy. Was that the moment you became Pagma’s Descendant?”


  No. Youngwoo became Pagma’s Descendant eight months ago. 40 days ago was when he produced his fifth legendary item and was truly recognized as Pagma’s Descendant. But Youngwoo didn’t tell the truth. There was no need to.


  “That’s correct.”


  “What’s your current level?”


  “I don’t want to reveal it.”


  “What are those golden discs and blades that move by themselves? Don’t they boast tremendous durability and mobility?”


  “…”


  He also didn’t want to reveal this. But the reporters would become more persistent if he was too uncooperative. Yura’s advice about moderately satisfying the reporters went around in Youngwoo’s head.


  “You can think of it as a private item for Pagma’s Descendant.”


  “Private item?”


  “Is it an item that exists to supplement the somewhat lacking combat power of Pagma’s Descendant?”


  Youngwoo glared at the reporter who said ‘lacking combat power.’ An American reporter didn’t miss this look and threw a provocative question.


  “You were one-sidedly hit by the US representative, Hurent. Experts from all over the world have doubts about the combat capabilities of Pagma’s Descendant. Pagma’s Descendant is the greatest blacksmith and swordsman, but did you inherit all his skills as a descendant?”


  “I was one-sidedly hit?” Youngwoo scoffed and stared straight at the American reporter who asked the question. Then he said something shocking. “That’s correct. I have yet to fully inherit Pagma’s power. My class change quest still isn’t finished yet.”


  “…!”


  Yura standing beside Youngwoo and the reporters all looked amazed.


  “You haven’t finished the class quest yet?”


  “This is the incomplete state…!”


  Yet he still won against many rankers and obtained the gold medal in the target processing event?


  “I’m only a child compared to the legendary Pagma, but that is only when compared to Pagma.” Youngwoo made a prideful expression and declared in front of the reporters. “Hurent? If he participates in PvP, I will log him out in 30 seconds.”


  “Heok!”


  He was going to log out Hurent in 30 seconds, one of the best rankers, and 8th on the unified rankings! It was a huge scoop.


  “…Write it down.”


  Shin Youngwoo made a ridiculous declaration without a single tense look. Yura’s heart jumped from beside him.




  Chapter 177


  “Hurent? If he participates in PvP, I will log him out in 30 seconds.”


  It was a shocking declaration. There was only the sound of breathing everywhere.


  ‘Are you making fun of the United States?’


  The United States’ power was superior to all the countries that competed in the National Competition. It wasn’t uncommon for people to think that the United States would win the overall competition. 


  Hurent was the number two user in the US team. Yet Hurent was going to be logged out in only 30 seconds? Youngwoo’s remark was dangerous enough to stimulate the entire American population.


  ‘This will unconditionally be a front page headline!’


  Amazing. A scoop above all other scoops. The reporters’ eyes shone. In particular, the Korean reporters were thrilled. How excited would Koreans become when they heard Youngwoo’s remark? They couldn’t even fathom it.


  On the other hand, the American reporters were uncomfortable.


  “The experts have analyzed that Hurent is better than you. Don’t you think you are acting too proudly? It seems to be an exaggeration.”


  “You declared it publicly, but what if you can’t log out Hurent in 30 seconds? Then you will be be disgraced globally. Can you afford the mockery and criticism from the public?”


  “The world will become disappointed that the first legendary class is a simple braggart. Do you have any intention of withdrawing your remark?”


  There was no question if this was a question or a threat. Youngwoo drove home his point to the American reporters who were subtly threatening him.


  “I am better than you think.”


  Originally, Youngwoo was a below average player. He took a leave of absence from school and played Satisfy as soon as it was released, but he fell behind others instead of getting ahead. Then he fell to hell when he performed Earl Ashur’s quest to find Pagma’s Rare Book. He wasted several months on the quest, and kept dying and losing his possessions.


  Thanks to his unyielding spirit, he barely managed to become Pagma’s Descendant, but his personality and lack of talent were problems. He was unable to properly handle the fraudulent class and wasted several months.


  But it changed after the Malacus raid. After building a relationship with the Tzedakah Guild and going through all types of incidents, Youngwoo gradually changed. He surely grew. Now at this moment. Youngwoo was confident that he was the best player.


  “Please don’t overlook the fact that I am a legend.”


  He was proud about overcoming the trials that accompanied his pathetic nature and lacking talent. He expressed this pride without any shame.


  “I am the best. Control? You shouldn’t judge and ignore people because of that.”


  Gulp.


  The reporters swallowed their dry saliva. The hundreds of reporters were convinced at this moment.


  ‘He’s a star.’


  Not all of Satisfy’s talents were stars. Only a handful of people who had something special that would stimulate and make the public enthusiastic could become a star. From that perspective, Youngwoo was a true star.


  He was the first legendary class and had a pride that matched it. The uncompromising words might make someone feel uncomfortable, but it would give others excitement. He would be a hot topic whenever he opened his mouth, regardless of whether it was positive or negative.


  The excited reporters continued to question him.


  “’A successor to Pagma’s techniques and will has emerged. He’s the only one in the world that can create legendary items.’ That phrase appeared in Satisfy. As the phrase suggests, can you create legendary items?”


  “That’s right.”


  “Ohh…!”


  “Truly a legendary blacksmith!” 


  “How likely is it that a legendary item would be produced?” 


  “It isn’t high right?”


  “What is the difference between your legendary items and the legendary items that can be acquired from raids?”


  “Do all your equipped items have a legendary rating?”


  “It’s predicted that many top guilds will invite you. Have you ever thought about leaving the Tzedakah Guild?”


  “What is your stealth? Or did you create an invisibility cloak like many experts speculated?”


  The interview lasted more than 30 minutes. But the reporters’ questions never seemed to end. On the other hand, Youngwoo was a beginner at interviews and reached the limit of his concentration. 


  ‘This is crazy.’


  In the first place, Youngwoo wasn’t a clever person. Until now, he had been able to lead the interview with full confidence, but he couldn’t grasp the point of the current questions. Yura noticed his difficulty and restrained the reporters.


  “The interview ends here.”


  “Isn’t there time to spare until the next event? Can’t you cooperate a bit more?”


  “No. It will end here.”


  Yura had a definite personality. Her decision was final. The reporters were well aware of her nature and retreated. They were already satisfied with the scoops that they got.


  “Sigh… That wasn’t an easy task.”


  After the reporters left.


  Youngwoo finally let out a deep breath.


  Yura encouraged him, “You did well.”


  Her ebony hair flicked back as she smiled beautifully, making her seem like a refreshing tonic. Youngwoo felt like all his fatigue was released just looking at her.


  “Thank you. I was able to do well thanks to you.”


  “Rather, I should be the one thanking you. Thanks to you coming today, I was able to win a gold medal.”


  Youngwoo had clearly stated his intention to not participate in the National Competition. Nevertheless, the Korean government and Yura arbitrarily put him on the list. It would’ve been very unpleasant for Youngwoo.


  To be honest, Yura knew that Youngwoo wouldn’t participate in the competition. She was grateful that he appeared at an unexpected moment and got good results. On the other hand, she was sorry.


  “…Aren’t you angry at me?” Yura carefully asked Youngwoo.


  “I was mad that you got me involved as you pleased.”


  “…”


  Yura bowed her head. Then Youngwoo spoke to her with a soft expression.


  “But in the end, it was me who decided to participate in the National Competition.”


  That’s right. He made the decision himself.


  “I don’t blame you. And I unexpectedly like this stage. I really like the situation right now. Ah~ it’s enjoyable.”


  “I’m glad.” Yura smiled.


  She looked at Youngwoo with clear affection. Unfortunately, Youngwoo failed to notice this fact. On the other hand, articles about Youngwoo were being spread all over the world.


  [Shocking news! Pagma’s Descendant isn’t complete yet!]


  [The golden discs and blades are Pagma’s Descendant’s exclusive items! Will future legendary classes also have exclusive items?]


  [The owner of the first legendary class, Shin Youngwoo. In reality, he’s just an ordinary youth.]


  [Yura and Jishuka? It’s a simple friendship.]


  [Pagma’s Descendant can make legendary rated items.]


  [(Column) The economic influence that Pagma’s Descendant can exercise is astronomical. Grid will become the richest.]


  [Grid has no intention of leaving the Tzedakah Guild.] 


  [Can Grid really produce an invisibility cloak?]


  [Grid, ‘Hurent? I’m not complete yet, but I can logout the 8th place person on the unified rankings in 30 seconds.’]


  [The Americans are angry at Grid’s arrogant remark!]


  [There is a festive atmosphere in Korea.]


  The Korean team’s waiting room.


  “Hahaha! Grid is doing well in interviews!”


  The Korean players treated Youngwoo like a hero.


  “I felt relieved after seeing all the American reporters close their mouths!”


  “I’m looking at the reactions from overseas sites right now, and it isn’t a joke! There is an uproar and foreigners are envious of South Korea.”


  “I never imagined that the first legendary class would be a Korean! My heart beat wildly the moment you came!”


  “Grid is the light of hope for South Korea! I’m proud!”


  “Huhuhut…! Korea’s light of hope… It’s a good saying.”


  In the midst of the excited players, Youngwoo’s nose rose into the sky.


  Currently, the real time search terms of the Internal portal sites included ‘Grid,’ ‘Grid’s interview,’ Grid’s class quest,’ ‘Shin Youngwoo,’ ‘Pagma’s Descendant,’ ‘legendary items,’ ‘30 second logout,’ ‘invisibility cloak,’ golden blades’ and so on.


  It was the same for TV. Most of the broadcasting stations around the world repeatedly showed how Youngwoo actively destroyed the targets.


  “Eh…?”


  The Shin’s vegetable store. Youngwoo’s parents were stunned when they turned on the TV for the first time. Why was their son on TV?


  “…What’s this?”


  Youngwoo’s parents thought it was a dream. The news anchors and experts were praising their son as one of Korea’s heroes.


  –News! Did you see the news? Aren’t you really proud of your son?


  –Youngwoo’s mother always boasted about her son, but isn’t her son a really good person? I’m so envious~ so happy~


  Their phones rang endlessly. Alumni who they hadn’t talked to in more than 10 years called. They all spoke about how Youngwoo was a treasure of Korea. Youngwoo’s parents’ hearts filled up.


  On the other hand, there were people who visited Youngwoo in the Korean team’s waiting room and produced a friendly atmosphere. They were Jishuka, Regas and Pon. 


  Youngwoo lost his soul.


  ‘Is that a person?’


  Jishuka’s body ratio in real life was too unrealistic.


  She didn’t wear heels, but she looked larger than life. In particular, her legs were very long. Youngwoo was approximately 10cm taller than her, but the length of her legs seemed longer. Her face was also very small. Her body ratio was like the model of the famous artwork X, which had been lauded as a ‘work of art from God.’


  ‘Pretty.’


  Her eyes and lustrous red lips stimulated male instincts. Her bright coppery skin and voluptuous body proved why she was regarded as one of the sexiest beauties in the world.


  “Grid!”


  Jishuka ran to him, who was standing at a loss for words.


  “I wanted to see you!”


  It was the moment when a South American woman’s aggressiveness was revealed. 


  “W-Wait…”


  Youngwoo had already experienced being hugged by Jishuka several times. He was even a married man. But that was in Satisfy. In reality, he was a virgin who never once dated anyone. The world’s sexiest woman was hugging him, so he couldn’t cope with the stimulation and got a nosebleed.


  “Haha, Grid looks the same in reality and in Satisfy.”


  “Yes. It’s different from a certain person.”


  Regas and Pon smiled. On the other hand, the Korean players were blinded with jealousy.


  ‘Yura acted like his manager during the interview and now Jishuka…?’


  ‘He said there was no relationship between them in the interview… No matter how I look at it, isn’t this special?’


  ‘Monopolizing two goddesses…! Even if he’s Grid, it’s hard to forgive…!’


  On the other hand, Yura’s gaze was cold as she looked at Jishuka hugging Youngwoo. Jishuka met her eyes and stuck her tongue out. Yura’s thin eyebrows narrowed together.


  Pachichik!


  Sparks flew as the two women’s gazes crossed. 


  ***


  The waiting room of the United States team.


  “Hahahahat! Hurent is going to be logged out in only 30 seconds?”


  The 2nd ranked Zibal laughed pleasantly. He scoffed at Grid. “He still doesn’t understand, despite his weakness being revealed in the target processing event. That dumb guy.”


  He wasn’t just incompetent, but stupid as well.  Indeed, he was so stupid that the highly acclaimed legendary class was dimmed.


  “Hurent, thoroughly smash him in PvP. Embarrass him publicly.”


  Lauel frowned at Zibal. “Honestly, is he a person to poke fun at? In the target processing event, he didn’t use the golden blades as weapons. If he does, the likelihood of Hurent winning in a one-on-one match will decrease.”


  “Our rookie is saying so?”


  Zibal smiled like he was cute and shifted his gaze to Hurent. Then Hurent giggled while reading an adult magazine.


  “Don’t worry ~ Lauel. I also have power that I haven’t shown.”


  His battle method that utilized the use of aura was extraordinary. Given Grid’s sense of control that he displayed in the target processing, it was hard for Hurent to imagine that he would be defeated, even considering the added bonus of the golden blades.


  “Pagma’s Descendant is clearly a superior class. But Grid is incompetent. He won’t be able to beat me. This is fa~te.”


  Grid might’ve succeeded in raids due to the performance of his items, but a match against a human was different. Control was the most important part. Hurent really recognized that Grid was inferior to him.


  After a few moments.


  Hurent held a press conference because of the media’s enthusiastic request for him to respond to the ‘30 seconds logout’ statement.


  “Yes~ I am too mature to respond to my opponent’s statement about logging me out in 30 seconds… I won’t say anything. But let’s make this as clear as possible ~ that newbie will fall to his knees in front of me.”


  There was a clapping sound. Due to Hurent’s press conference and Grid’s interview, the atmosphere of the National Competition became heated up.


  Three days later.


  The world’s attention was focused on the PvP event that would be held on the last day of the National Competition. Grid and Hurent, who would be the one who got the stigma of being a braggart?


  The various illegal gambling facilities and sites hurriedly started the betting. And the Tzedakah Guild didn’t miss this opportunity.


  “I will bet everything on Grid.”


  In the target processing, Hurent had escaped from Grid. Due to that, people analyzed that Hurent was better than Grid. Therefore, the betting odds of Grid winning was raised to 3.2 times. The Tzedakah Guild knew Grid’s real power, so this was a golden opportunity for them.


  “The fact that we are going to gamble, don’t let it enter Grid’s ears. The moment he tells us to believe in him, we will all go bankrupt…” 


  “Y-Yes…”


  As expected of their smart chief. The guild members fell silent with admiration at Toban’s sharp warning.




  Chapter 178


  The National Competition’s second day.


  After the target processing, the siege and treasure hunt were held in succession. Nothing strange happened. Youngwoo didn’t play a further role in the South Korean team. He didn’t participate in the siege or treasure hunt, so South Korea was naturally one of the weakest out of the 17 countries participating.


  But honestly, it was surprising. Yura participated in the siege. Youngwoo hoped that South Korea would get a good record in the siege, but the result was disastrous.


  “I’m sorry.”


  The Korean team’s waiting room. The Korean players apologized to Yura after coming back from the game. They were embarrassed by their inability to help the team. A few young teenagers on the team had tears in their eyes. Everyone felt frustrated and humiliated after being defeated by the foreign players in the game.


  But what could they do? This was reality. The rankers of the Korean team were in the 800~1000s, while the rankers of other teams were in the top 200.  The power gap was too great. Yura alone was unable to cover this difference.


  “We held onto Yura’s ankle.”


  “I…! If only I was a little bit stronger…!”


  The players couldn’t lift their heads.


  Yura encouraged them, “You don’t have to blame yourself. You did your best, as people have witnessed. None of you are to blame.”


  The beautiful and kind Yura seemed like an angel to the players. Youngwoo looked at her smile and felt furious.


  ‘Those Yankee scum.’


  The US were angry after receiving a silver medal in the target processing because of Youngwoo. As if they wanted to pay back their grudge, they persistently attacked the Korean castle at the start of the siege.


  South Korea had a weak overall power and couldn’t endure the American offensive. Yura struggled, but the other players couldn’t properly assist her. The walls quickly fell apart and the Korean players were logged out.


  It was okay up to here. The world of war was heartless. It was natural for the strong to defeat others.


  But an American player showed excessive behavior. It was someone with the ID of ‘Primal.’ He survived towards the end of Yura’s resistance and tore the Korean flag that had been flying from the castle. Ripping the official flag of another country?


  It was terrible. The backlash generated was very large. Even his fellow Americans refused to forgive the actions of Primal. Zibal apologized as the US representative, but that couldn’t stop the criticism of public opinion. In the end, Primal was asked to take responsibility and was deprived of his qualifications. He was unable to participate in the National Competition anymore.


  But the anger of the Koreans had already reached the extreme. Primal was a problem, but there were also some American players who laughed while watching Primal’s behavior. A small number of Koreans hated the entire US team.


  Youngwoo was the same. He had served in the army and was a reservist, so seeing the flag being ripped was a great shock to him.


  “That shitty guy.”


  That Primal, if Youngwoo met him someday in Satisfy, then he would make Primal pay. The US team? He would pay back the disgrace and despair felt by the Korean team in today’s siege.


  He gritted his teeth while pledging, and then Yura approached him.


  “That’s it for today’s schedule. I will go back now.”


  “You, are you okay?”


  Yura fought harder than anyone else. But there was a limit to what she could do alone, and she eventually lost. She should be the most disappointed.


  Yura laughed at Youngwoo’s anxious question. “It would be a lie if I say that I’m okay. But I’m not frustrated. I will grow even more from today’s defeat.”


  Yura was already looking ahead. Next year and the year after that, she would make sure there was a different result in the National Competition. She made a pledge.


  ‘She truly is the 5th ranked user.’


  Youngwoo was amazed. There was a group waiting for the two people as they left the waiting room. They were Jishuka, Regas and Pon.


  “Please show us around Korea.”


  The three people’s eyes shone like lanterns. They were full of excitement to have Youngwoo accompany them. 


  “Please guide me to a Taekwondo theme park.”


  “No, what nonsense are you saying? Of course, we should visit a place with a lot of beauties. Let’s go to the hottest club.”


  “Please play among yourselves. I’ll just enjoy my time with Grid alone.”


  “…”


  Youngwoo was troubled. He had no friends and no experience with dating. Therefore, he didn’t know any good places to recommend to foreigners visiting South Korea for the first time. He finally made a decision.


  “Let’s eat a meal first.”


  “I agree!”


  “I will contact a restaurant.” Yura naturally intruded. Youngwoo, Jishuka and the rest of the group rode her limousine to the restaurant she recommended. 


  “Why is this woman going with us?”


  Youngwoo didn’t want to lose his mind to Jishuka, so he thought it was better for Yura to join them.


  “An interpreter is required.”


  “…”


  That’s right. Youngwoo didn’t speak English, so he couldn’t communicate with Jishuka. If he didn’t get any help from Yura, who was fluent in eight languages, he wouldn’t be able to communicate properly.


  “An interpreting device is inconvenient. Isn’t it also good to build up a relationship with Yura?”


  “Don’t forget that the Yatan Church is our main enemy.”


  “It will be easier to deal with the Yatan Church if she cooperates. Think positively.”


  “Hrmm…”


  Yura was able to join the party with Youngwoo’s continued persuasion. Then she made a series of incorrect translations at the table.


  “Grid, do you know? The reason I participated in this National Competition was because I wanted to see you.”


  “Jishuka said that she joined the National Competition for the honor of her country.”


  “South Korea seems better to live in than Brazil. I would love to live here.”


  “Jishuka said that she doesn’t like South Korea. She doesn’t want to come back here.”


  “…Hey, this wily girl. You are properly interpreting what I’m saying, right?”


  “It is hard to translate the whines of a pig.”


  “Damn Yatan servant…!”


  “…”


  Youngwoo was sitting between Jishuka and Yura in the restaurant. Then the two people suddenly started arguing in English. He tried to get help from Regas and Pon, who always helped him in Satisfy but…


  “Delicious!” Regas was busy tasting all the Korean dishes on the table.


  “Why don’t you take off your apron and embrace me?” Pon was awkwardly hitting on the employees in English.


  “…Are these really the people I know?”


  Youngwoo felt a sense of distance from Regas and Pon. Both seemed so different from Satisfy that he felt confused. The chaos grew over time.


  “G~r~i~d!”


  “Youngwoo.”


  Yura and Jishuka became drunk while they were arguing. It was a tremendous burden for Youngwoo to take care of two drunk girls alone. He wanted to ask Pon and Regas for help, but Pon had left with a woman, while Regas found a Taekwondo dojo and challenged the owner to a spar.


  Buzz buzz.


  “Wow, amazing. Isn’t that Jishuka and Yura?”


  “Oh my, look! Grid! Grid!”


  “Wow… What are the three of them doing?”


  The people on the street gathered around Youngwoo. They took lots of photos.


  ‘Ah, this, really…’


  Jishuka and Yura were drunk and sticking like gum to Youngwoo. If this continued, there might be a misunderstanding and Youngwoo might be dragged to the police station. This was his first experience with drunk girls, so Youngwoo imagined the worst. Then he hurriedly caught a passing taxi.


  “Where do you want to go?”


  Youngwoo spoke flatly to the driver. “My house.”


  “…The address.”


  Youngwoo left in the taxi with the two women. This action caused all types of misunderstandings.


  A few minutes later.


  The reports from the witnesses caused speculative stories to be written on the Internet.


  [(Photo News) The drunk Yura and Jishuka took a taxi with Grid.]


  [According to witness statements, Yura and Jishuka were on the verge of fainting.]


  [What is the destination of the three people?]


  [(Scene Coverage) I am currently at OO Hotel where Jishuka is staying. It is almost dawn and she hasn’t returned yet.]


  [What is Grid doing now?]


  “Oh my, who are these girls?”


  Youngwoo’s parents had been watching his son’s appearance on TV all day. They were pleasantly surprised when Youngwoo brought young women home. Their son, who never brought friends home, now brought two beauties at once?


  “Hum hum.”


  Youngwoo’s father felt embarrassed and went into his room after clearing his throat. Then his mother paid serious attention to Youngwoo, “Son, are you prepared for this? I don’t think South Korea is open enough to welcome two daughter-in-laws at once.”


  Youngwoo’s face flushed with embarrassment.


  “No, Mother’s words are true. But isn’t this a misunderstanding? If I was going to do that, would I have brought them home? Wouldn’t I go to another place?”


  “Hohoho, yes, yes. I’ll bring a blanket so lay them down in your room. Youngwoo, you sleep in the living room today.”


  Youngwoo’s mother entered her room to get a quilt.  In the meantime, Youngwoo was taking off his shoes and he looked up Yura and Jishuka’s skirts. It wasn’t intended, but instinctive behavior.


  “The low~est.”


  “…”


  Sehee came out of her room at that time and looked at him with contempt. Youngwoo felt like crying as he lost his dignity in front of his sister.


  ***


  The National Competition’s third day.


  The production events were held. The crowd cheered as production rankers in various fields such as blacksmiths, tailors and alchemists appeared.


  “Eh?”


  “There’s no Grid?”


  The crowd checked their faces and started to sulk. Grid was a legendary blacksmith, so they naturally thought he would participate in the production events. They were excited at the thought of possibly seeing a legendary item be created.


  But Grid didn’t attend.


  “Is he forfeiting because of last night’s scandal?”


  “Thanks to that, the other blacksmiths have a chance.”


  “By now, Grid must be with Jishuka and Yura…”


  “Ah! My desire for murder is boiling!”


  It was rife with all types of speculations. But Youngwoo didn’t avoid the production events because he was conscious of people’s eyes. It wasn’t because of Yura and Jishuka. It was because a person was limited to participating in three events.


  Youngwoo wanted to participate in events that would have a huge dominance on the National Competition. These were the events:


  “PvP and pet marathon.”


  The two events held on the fifth day weren’t a team event, but a solo exhibition. Hopefully, one country could win six medals. Experts speculated that the US would earn a large number of medals on that day and consolidate their first place ranking.


  Youngwoo wouldn’t allow it.


  “Don’t celebrate too early.”


  He would hit them properly. Youngwoo decided and got up from his seat. Then he opened his door as usual to play Satisfy and was shocked. He witnessed the appearance of Yura and Jishuka sleeping next to each other on his bed.


  “Pfft!!”


  Youngwoo had a nosebleed at the sight of the two beauties. They came back late last night. He didn’t know what to do, but then Yura and Jishuka woke up.


  After that.


  Youngwoo’s house was crowded. Yura and Jishuka were very friendly after meeting Youngwoo’s parents. 


  “Let me help you prepare the meal, Mother.”


  “Oh my, thank you. Huh…? Why are you washing eggs and rice with detergent?” 


  “Father~ I’ll give you a massage.”


  “Oh my, thank you. Thanks to my son… Heok! M-My back…!”


  Yura was polite and Jishuka was bright. Both of them had a problem of being too enthusiastic, but they appealed to Youngwoo parents’ affection well enough.


  “…”


  Youngwoo felt like he was sitting on a thorn cushion. It was because Sehee kept on shooting glares at him.


  “Sightseeing? Ah, yes. We haven’t gone anywhere for a long time, so let’s make it a family trip.”


  “So, how great is our Youngwoo? He’s a hero on TV, a hero in a game I don’t know about ~ I don’t know.”


  Two days passed.


  It was the 5th and final day of the National Competition. The PvP was scheduled to be in the morning and the pet marathon in the afternoon.


  “Let’s go.”


  “Okay.”


  “Yes!”


  Yura and Jishuka had stayed at Youngwoo’s house for two days. Youngwoo arrived at the stadium to enthusiastic cheers and curses.




  Chapter 179


  Players were aware of other players.


  Hurent was aware that there were six people stronger than him.  Those six were the 1st ranked Kraugel, 2nd ranked Zibal, 3rd ranked Chris, 7th ranked Agnus, 11th ranked Bondre, and 14th ranked Hao. Except for them, there were no players who could beat Hurent in Satisfy.


  ‘And I will soon go beyond those six people.’


  He was the only one. This was his goal. He would eventually get the results he intended.


  Class: Aura Master.


  * Weapons are meaningless.


  *You can control ‘Aura.’


  * The minimum qualifications to become a sword saint have been achieved.


  Title – Sword Saint Candidate – Stage 1 (Transcendent)


  * All stats will become 1.3 times greater.


  * Quickly detect the target’s weakness.


  * There is a high probability of predicting the target’s movements.


  * ‘Super Sensitivity’ will be opened.


  [Aura]


  Rating: Epic (Red)


  A type of energy that can be controlled. Aura is infinite and always present.


  The shape, size and characteristics will depend on the caster’s inclination.


  The color of the aura will change according to the rating.


  The higher the rating, the higher the effectiveness of the aura.


  The higher the rating, the greater the size of the aura.


  * Aura can’t be separated from the caster.


  * You can raise the aura rating through training.


  [Super Sensitivity Lv. 1 (36.4%)]


  All senses will become transcended.


  Lv. 1 – Telepathy: You can predict 100% of all your target’s behavior within 10m.


  * This effect will last for six seconds and will continue for two seconds after the effect has ended.


  Skill Mana consumption: All of your current mana.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 hour.


  Grid?


  ‘You aren’t my opponent.’


  He was able to see all of his target’s movements, despite only being at a beginner level. Pagma?


  ‘How stupid.’


  According to legend, Pagma was the strongest swordsman. But that was only when Muller was absent. Pagma was named the strongest swordsman after Muller’s death. Wasn’t Pagma a blacksmith in the first place? How could a blacksmith who swung his sword as a hobby compare to a sword saint?


  ‘Pagma’s Descendant is insignificant compared to a sword saint.’


  Suuk.


  Hurent manifested aura at his fingertips. Then he released it at a huge tree exactly 5m ahead of him.


  Seokeok!


  The giant tree was cut as soon as the aura touched it. It dealt 4,600 fixed damage, could be released up to 5m, and the shape could freely transform. He also had ‘Super Sensitivity,’ which allowed him to sense the enemy’s movements. It could be said that this was his strongest skill.


  Aura Master.


  The weakness was that he didn’t have powerful attack skills, but that weakness could be overcome by raising his aura rating. No matter how he looked at it, Aura Master was a perfect combat class. It wasn’t possible to compare it to Pagma’s Descendant.


  “30 seconds…? Hahat~!”


  Grid was arrogant just because he had the first legendary class. Hurent laughed as he recalled Grid’s 30 second logout remark.


  “Newbie.”


  Grid didn’t know. He couldn’t understand his subject.


  “Prepare to be embarrassed~”


  The whole world would be paying attention to the PvP competition held in a while. Hurent was determined to shatter Grid in front of the millions of people watching. Legend? He wouldn’t even give Grid a chance.


  Grid was nothing. At this moment, Hurent was only wary of Chris and Bondre, who were on the list of PvP participants.


  ‘I will go beyond those two people today.’


  Hurent wasn’t even looking at Grid.


  ***


  He just had a friendly co-worker relationship with Yura and Jishuka right? Where did he go with the drunken women two days ago?


  The reporters flocked like vultures and bombarded Youngwoo with questions. Youngwoo barely managed to escape them and sighed as he reached the waiting room.


  “Wow, why are they so terrible? I thought I was going to die.”


  It wasn’t a joke. Among the reporters, the male ones looked like they wanted to commit murder. Yura and Jishuka. They cursed and hated Youngwoo for having a scandal with both of them. 


  Yura handed a tournament table to the pale Youngwoo.


  “There are a total of 32 PvP participants. The matches were drawn through a fair lottery.”


  “The number of participants is surprisingly small.”


  “It’s because individuals are limited to three events. The players prioritize events where they can get gold medals, so the 32 players participating in the PvP are all renowned top rankers.”


  “Yes.” Youngwoo looked at the table. Then he found his ID and was surprised. “Is this really true?”


  Yura replied with a worried expression.


  “Honestly, I’m really surprised. It’s a match between you and Hurent in the round of 32. It’s also the opening match. Who would’ve imagined?”


  The big match of the PvP was the confrontation between Grid and Hurent. People around the world were only paying attention to the confrontation between the two. They wondered how big the match would be.


  The public became boisterous. The round with 32 participants. It seemed like a miracle that the confrontation between Grid and Hurent was the opening match. The confrontation was now right around the corner.


  Who would be the winner? Grid, who said he would logout his opponent in 30 seconds? Or would he be disgraced? Most Koreans wanted Grid to win, while the foreigners were predicting Grid’s defeat. The amount bet on the match was astronomical, and the dividend rate for Grid was really high.


  “Hurent! Hurent! Hurent!!”


  “Grid! Grid!”


  “Hurent! Hurent! Hurent!!”


  The atmosphere of the stadium was remarkable. The voices cheering for Hurent were way louder than those cheering for Grid. Some people in the crowd were even booing Grid. Yura was worried that Grid’s morale would be lowered by the one-sided cheering. But Youngwoo wasn’t upset at all.


  『 The PvP competition will be held in 20 minutes. All participants should go to the capsule room. 』


  The sound of the guide was heard.  Youngwoo got up from his seat and reassured Yura.


  “First of all, I don’t have much experience with people cheering me on.” Conversely, he was familiar with mockery. “The cheering atmosphere has no effect on me. Hurent? I will shatter him in 30 seconds and win the gold medal.”


  Two days ago, Yura had been worried after seeing Hurent’s one sided treatment of Grid. She thought the walls of the world were too high for Youngwoo. But not anymore. She just trusted him.


  “Take care.”


  The most beautiful smile was aimed at Youngwoo.


  ***


  Pearl Island.


  In the past, it was an island used by the knight academy of the Bonkost Principality. The giant island that once flourished had now become deserted and desolate. The glory of the past couldn’t be found in the ‘Lion’s Castle’ standing at the center of the island.


  All the facilities, including the walls, were destroyed, and the garden devastated. There seemed to be ghosts hiding behind the broken windows of the castle. The long forgotten place shrouded in spectacular views was shown on the massive screens set up in Olympic Station.


  That’s right. This was the stage of the duel.


  『 The PvP tournament is heating up the last day of the National Competition! 』


  “Waaaaahhhhh!”


  The hundreds of thousands of spectators cheered as the commentator shouted. It wasn’t just them. The viewers all over the world were excited as well. Who was the strongest person in the world? How brilliant was their control and skills?


  Kraugel and Zibal might not be participating, but there would surely be plenty to see.


  –It came! Chicken and beer!


  –Two chickens. If 32 people are participating, one chicken won’t be enough.


  –If each match is 10 minutes, the PvP will last at least a few hours. I have to binge drink today. ㅋ


  –It’s nonsense. Grid will be knocked out in 30 seconds. The match will finish before the chicken arrives. ㅇㄱㄹㅇ ㅂㅂㅂㄱ


  -ㅇㅇㅇ Grid is scheduled to win.


  – Wow ㅋㅋ Do you really mean that? You believe Grid’s bluff? ;;


  –He will logout Hurent in 30 seconds? Crazyㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ He was defeated by Hurent in the target processing. ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ


  –Guys. If you are South Korean, then you should support our fellow Korean. Cheer for Grid-nim.


  –That’s right. I am anti-Grid because of the matter with Yura and Jishuka. But love is a separate, personal matter.


  -Aye! Don’t forget that Grid-nim gave our country a gold medal. I am very thankful.


  –No, what ㅡ_ㅡ^ a gold medal doesn’t matter. What good is it for us if he wins a gold medal? Why should we be thankful? ㅡ_ㅡㅋ


  -ㅋㅋ I shudder every time I see Grid being called a hero on TV. How is he a hero just because he won one gold medal? ㅋㅋ


  –Isn’t it natural to praise athletes who win a gold medal for their country? Would you say such things about Olympic athletes?


  –Well anyway, Grid doesn’t matter. In a few minutes, he’ll be logged out by Hurent.


  –You scum… I bet 4 million won on Grid… My whole fortune… Now I’m dying of tension. I might shit out blood in the morning…


  –Oh my god ;; you bet on Grid? ㅋㅋㅋㅋ


  -Wow ㅋㅋ 4 million won on Grid? ㅋㅋㅋ Isn’t Hurent certain to win? ㅋㅋㅋ You’re just throwing your money into the trash.


  –But the dividend rate is 3.2. If Grid wins, that 4 million won will triple.


  -That only matters if he wins…


  Even on the Korean internet sites, there weren’t many people who thought Grid would win. Surprisingly, many netizens thought that Grid would be the first to be eliminated.


  And.


  『 The players are entering! 』


  The broken Lion Castle. In a desolate garden, a black-haired Asian man and brown-haired Westerner appeared. It was the moment when Grid and Hurent met, after attracting worldwide attention for the last three days.


  As hundreds of millions of people watched, they finally clashed.


  『 Now I will announce the opening of the PvP match! It has started! 』


  “Waaahhhhhhhh!”


  The shouts of the crowd were vividly transmitted through the TV.


  『 Will Grid win as the Korean people wish? 』


  The commentator relayed in a loud voice. Youngwoo’s family gulped in front of the TV. They were earnestly praying for their son and brother to win.


  And Youngwoo. No, Grid started his sword dance.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  “Oh my~ you are using your slow paced skill again?”


  Hurent clicked his tongue and attacked Grid in the gap exposed.


  Syuok!


  The golden blades flew to protect Grid, but Hurent’s ability to control aura was very delicate. Hurent was already aware of the presence of the golden blades and responded calmly, accurately avoiding the wall formed by the blades to hit Grid.


  [You have dealt 4,600 damage to the target.]


  ‘Good, good.’


  He would trample on Grid step by step. He knew the skills Grid possessed. The range of Kill, Link and Wave wasn’t that far, so they wouldn’t be a threat as long as he kept an appropriate distance.


  The ranged skill Transcended Link was somewhat annoying, but it had a long cooldown time of at least 15 minutes. Hurent thought he would be able to withstand one bombardment if he focused his aura on defense.


  However…


  “Restraint.”


  “…?!”


  It was a completely different skill that wasn’t shown in Bairan or the target processing event. Hurent paled as he realized it. He was astonished to see the notification window in front of him.


  [You have been overwhelmed by the enemy’s spirit. Your actions are constrained for three seconds.]


  ‘What is this…!?’


  His body was stiff and hard to control properly. Grid approached from 5m away and his body instinctively retreated. However, he couldn’t open up a distance. Grid took a few steps in the amount of time it took for Hurent to take one step back.


  Two seconds. Grid narrowed the distance in an instant and unfolded a new sword dance. Hurent focused all his aura on defense.


  [Your defense has increased by 150%.]


  [A shield that will absorb 5,000 damage has been created.]


  ‘I can endure it once…!’


  Hurent’s thoughts didn’t last long.


  “Kill.”


  Puok!


  [You have absorbed 5,000 damage.]


  [You have suffered 68,300 damage.]


  [You have died.]


  “…?”


  On various Internet portal sites, the real time search queries were updated to ‘5 seconds.’




  Chapter 180


  The last day of the National Competition coincided with a national holiday.


  9 a.m.


  In spite of the early hour, chicken stores all over the country started to operate. The chicken store owners mobilized their whole family to fry the chickens.


  Ddrrrung! Ddrrrung!


  The makers didn’t matter. The small neighbourhood chicken stores were flooded with orders for a while.


  –Please bring me one chicken and three beers at 11 o’clock.


  –I want to reserve two chickens for 11 o’clock. And I was busy during the last World Cup, so I will use all my coupons this time.


  –One soju and beer. And one roasted chicken. Please! Before 11 o’clock!


  -I want… What? You ran out of chicken and there’s only salad left? That’s okay! I will order from another store!


  After a while.


  At 11 a.m., the PvP tournament that the world had been waiting for finally opened. The chicken stores made more than 10 times their normal revenue during the National Competition! They shouted at the delivery drivers they hired specifically for this day.


  “Go deliver!”


  Buoong!


  Every city in the country. The foreign tourists who came to South Korea for the National Competition saw a remarkable sight. In many places, the roads were filled with bikes!  The delivery drivers’ bikes were equipped with a delivery crate and the chicken store sticker attached to them, making the foreigners stunned.


  “Don’t Koreans always eat rice?”


  “It seems to have changed to chicken…”


  “Koreans have good physiques despite eating a lot of meat.”


  And 11 o’clock.


  『 The players are entering! 』


  “Ohh! It has finally started!”


  Family, friends or lovers. They all excitedly sat around a TV at their homes. Then the people who caused a hot topic over the past three days, Grid and Hurent appeared at the Lion’s Castle.


  “I hope that Grid will win.”


  “Honestly, considering the target processing, Grid seemed unlikely to win. But I hope he will do his best, even if he loses.”


  “That’s right, so let’s cheer him on.”


  “I don’t care about the experts’ analysis. I am expecting Grid, who has a legendary class, to win.”


  Ding dong~!


  “The chicken has come!”


  “Oh, right at 11 o’clock. They have no sense.”


  Houses with young families and mothers. Houses where friends gathered. Houses belonging to lovers.


  『 Now I will announce the opening of the PvP match! It has started! 』


  They ran to the porch as the commentator’s words were heard from the TV. They received the chicken from the delivery men then dropped their chicken at the ridiculous sight they were greeted with when they came back inside.


  『 H-Hurent has been logged out! 』


  “…?”


  The showdown between the legendary class and the 8th ranked user. How many people predicted that the winner would be Grid? In addition, how many believed that Grid would log out Hurent in 30 seconds as he declared? However…


  『 5 seconds…! 』 


  “…”


  『 In only 5 seconds! Grid has logged out the winning candidate, Hurent! 』 


  The baffled commentator shouted belatedly, and hundreds of millions of people responded to the reality. 


  “Waaahhhhhhhh!”


  The cheering Korean crowd and viewers!


  “I can’t believe it…!”


  The shocked foreign crowd and viewers! The world was in chaos.


  [(Breaking) Grid won in 5 seconds.]


  [Pagma’s Descendant! The 8th ranked user was logged out in 5 seconds!]


  [Grid, he fulfilled his 30 second promise!]


  [The United States has received a big impact.]


  [Will Grid earn yet another gold medal for South Korea?]


  [The 5 second logout legend!]


  5 seconds! 5 seconds! 5 seconds! The breaking news continued to highlight the 5 seconds. The Internet real time search terms were dominated by ‘5 seconds,’ ‘Grid,’ ‘Grid’s victory,’ ‘Grid is a scam,’ ‘Shin Youngwoo,’ ‘Korean’s possible gold medal.’


  The netizens were the same.


  –G…God Grid.


  –God Grid! Forgive us who mocked and condemned you a few seconds ago !ㅠ0ㅠ


  – Wow, what is this? It isn’t a bug?


  -The 8th ranked user was killed ㅡㅡ;;


  –Crazy… I really got goosebumps.


  –My family’s sign ㅇ0ㅇ


  -ㅇ0ㅇ? What is that?


  –The American community must be buzzing right now ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ


  –The Chinese forums are filled with words of envy. ㅋㅋ


  –The Japanese community is bombarded with conspiracy theories that this is a bug ;;


  –So exciting! That Yankee who tore the Korean flag must be shedding tears of blood. ㅋㅋㅋ Praise God Grid.


  -3.2 times 4 million won. Congratulations ㅠㅠ


  –Actually, I bet 6 million won too ㅋㅋㅋ…ㅠㅠ on Hurent… That bastard.


  –I bet 3 million won on Hurent ;; ah, my salary.


  –Koreans should’ve cheered on a Korean… ^^ I bet 15 million won on God Grid… from now on, I will only have confidence in God Grid…


  –You are a gambler ㅉㅉ


  –I also bet 300,000 won so this is a jackpot ㅎㅎ I’ve made enough to last me three months. ㅎㅎㅎ


  The amount of tens, hundreds, thousands, millions of won were exchanged. It might be a very big amount to somebody. But it could be chewing gum for somebody else. For example, the owner of a big company, a successful freelancer or a Satisfy ranker. They gambled hundreds of million or billions of won. And there were many people who lost.


  “I shouldn’t have believed in those damn experts…!”


  “Call my lawyer and prepare to sue.”


  A few of the rich people suffered losses that couldn’t be ignored. On the other hand.


  “Kuahahaha! Amazing! Amazing~!”


  “Puhahaha! Grid! I love you!”


  Someone’s misfortune was another person’s luck! The Tzedakah Guild, who’d already made billions of won from Satisfy, hit the jackpot. Those who believed in Grid’s victory bet not only their existing assets, but loans from financial institutions as well.


  The dividend was 3.2 times what they invested, so they became instant billionaires. Tens of billions of won were gained at once. They could buy yachts, private airplanes, travel with beautiful women, and enjoy the life of a movie star!


  But they were Satisfy rankers. Satisfy was much more precious to them than reality.


  “Hehe… I have to ask Grid to make me an item with this money.”


  “I will continue to invest in Grid until he makes me a legendary item.”


  The gaming fools planned to buy one or two buildings for their future, but they would invest the rest of their funds into Grid.


  *** 


  『 Not only is he a legendary class, he has one or two ultimate skills. That Kill skill is the ultimate skill of a legendary class. The power of that deadly blow can’t be endured. 』


  『 Of course, the power of his skill is great, but I’m more interested in that blue greatsword. Looking back at the target processing, didn’t Grid use the blue greatsword to logout the rankers? It’s clear that the blue greatsword has an excellent performance among legendary items. 』


  『 I agree. It is the so called best weapon. It would be nice if Player Grid would reveal the details of the weapon. 』


  The experts’ analysis was correct. Even though it was a legendary item, the weapons created by Pagma’s Descendant were of a different dimension.


  The +9 Failure had an attack power of 1,768~3,682. It was already the best weapon at +0, so after being increased to +9 with a 70% increase in attack power, it was fully OP (overpowered).


  Let’s compare it to legendary weapons of the same level. The average attack power of a powerful two-handed weapon was around 1,000, so the maximum attack power of the +9 Failure was three times stronger than that. What if 1,800% of that attack power was added due to the level two Kill? 


  The users could never endure it. They would just die. 


  Grid was inwardly surprised. ‘The boss monsters received hundreds of thousands of damage, but for Kill to only deal 68,000 damage to Hurent… He has a lot of defense. He wasn’t just bragging.’


  An Aura Master didn’t need weapons. Thanks to that, Hurent was able to spend more money on armor compared to other users, and he had the highest ranked unique armor. Yet he died in one blow?


  “Heok…!”


  The logged out Hurent jumped out of the capsule. His complexion was pale, like a person who just had a nightmare. His whole body was sweaty.


  ‘What on earth happened?’


  Lauel handed a towel to the confused Hurent.


  “You lost.”


  “…”


  “…”


  Hurent couldn’t believe it. He had no idea that he would lose to Grid. He gazed absentmindedly and recalled the fight. Then he smiled bitterly.


  “Yes… Indeed, that’s a legendary class.”


  His control had been helpless in front of that strength. What was that CC skill that completely restrained his body, despite maintaining a perfect distance of 5m? He wasn’t able to control himself and received a linked skill.


  He was crushed by strength. Yes, like a fly.


  “Legendary skills…”


  It was something he didn’t have yet. He needed to strengthen the rating of his aura to legendary more quickly through training. Hurent felt motivated instead of frustrated. His expression was refreshed as he wiped at his sweat with the towel.


  “Since I have become the loser, the reporters won’t bother me for a while. I think I should abandon other activities and focus on hunting.”


  He would only become strong through training.


  Lauel gave his personal opinion. “The problem is the blue shark-shaped greatsword that Grid is using. Its performance transcends imagination.”


  “Yes.”


  Hurent admitted it. No matter the skill rating, wasn’t the damage too high? It was useless without a basic high attack power. Grid’s weapon was certainly high class. But why did Lauel say that? Hurent was puzzled as he saw the Lauel looked determined.


  “You… Perhaps, are you going to follow Grid?”


  Lauel didn’t deny it.


  “That’s correct.”


  He was sick of the title of rookie. He wanted to quickly jump to the top of the rankers. But he started too late. When he was level 1, the top rankers were already level 180. Talent alone couldn’t cover that gap. In order to catch up with them…


  “I have seen the power of items through this match.”


  Lauel was one of the 10 Rookies. Even now, Ibellin of the Tzedakah Guild has set Lauel as his rival.


  “I will join the Tzedakah Guild.”


  “…”


  2nd on the unified rankings, Zibal. He had the ambition to occupy all the territories of Satisfy and become Satisfy’s ruler. But in order to do that, he needed the strongest players and at the moment, he was eyeing Lauel. He offered shocking treatment to Lauel when inviting him to the guild. However, Lauel was going to turn him down.


  “Lauel, didn’t the Snake Guild promise you millions of gold? Is it worth rejecting such an astronomical sum to follow Grid?”


  Lauel nodded without hesitation. “Don’t you now know better than anyone else? You can’t ignore the fact that combat sense and control isn’t special. The most important aspect of a game is items.”


  Millions of gold? What would he do with that? No matter how much money he had, he couldn’t buy the strongest items. In Satisfy, Grid was the only one who could create the most powerful items. His power was necessary in order for Lauel to become a top ranked player. Basically, Lauel had a great liking towards Grid.


  “Items rather than control… I’m envious of Grid, who made me realize the simplicity and greatness of it. I am fascinated by the strength that logged you out in just 5 seconds. I would like to play the game with him. How about you?”


  “…”


  Zibal also invited Hurent to join his guild. But Hurent had high pride as a sword saint candidate and was reluctant to go under someone else. Therefore, he hadn’t responded to Zibal’s invitation.


  But now.


  He experienced Grid’s power directly and once he heard Lauel’s words, he started to move. In order to become stronger, items were needed. In order to obtain those items…


  ‘There is no answer except for Grid.’


  But his pride didn’t tolerate it.


  “…I’m an Aura Master. The strongest items? They’re useless in front of me.” Later, his aura would become a legendary rating. “At that time, I will cut down Grid and his blue greatsword.”


  The next time they met, he would logout Grid before Grid could even use a skill. Hurent vowed. He left the stadium and headed straight to Incheon International Airport. He was ready to return to the US and pour all his efforts into building up his strength.


  ***


  “Amazing.”


  The French representative, Bondre. The 11th ranked user considered Grid’s skills. No, he marvelled at them. Logging out Hurent in just 5 seconds?  He never even imagined it. But he didn’t feel threatened.


  “The Restraint and Transcended Link skills are somewhat burdensome.”


  Bondre’s class was an ice mystic. What if he froze the entire ground with overwhelming magic power? Grid’s sword dances wouldn’t be able to be properly enacted. Pagma’s Swordsmanship needed at least four steps to be activated.


  Could that guy dance properly on frozen ground? It would be lucky if he didn’t fall on his ass.


  ‘Looking back at the Bairan battle, he has an artifact that can help him fly.’


  What if Grid flew up to avoid the ice on the floor? Bondre would feel even more comfortable.


  The PvP stage was an island. The atmosphere was filled with moisture. If he froze all that moisture, Grid would be trapped in the sky. The physical constraints of the ice webs meant they couldn’t be broken with CC immunity.


  ‘An island is the perfect stage for me. Grid, you can never beat me.’


  [Absolute Zero Lv.2 (76.0%)]


  Freezes the target and deals a fixed damage of 42,000.


  Skill Mana consumption: 50% of your current mana.


  Skill Casting Time: 7 seconds.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 20 minutes.


  It was the ultimate skill he learned from an S-grade magic book. Yura’s Divine Punishment that she showed in the target processing looked miserable compared to this. The casting time was incredibly long, so he didn’t have many opportunities to use it.


  But it was different in a one-on-one duel. If he could completely restrain his opponent’s actions, he could use it as a winning card. This was superior in terms of damage compared to Divine Punishment because it was a single target skill.


  It was this Absolute Zero skill that made Yura and Hurent lose to Bondre.


  ‘Assuming that Grid is level 290, his health must be… No, it isn’t possible even when assuming the worst.’


  Grid’s health must be 35,000 or less.


  “This time you will be the one to die in one blow. Kukukuk…!”


  Bondre laughed with joy. He would meet with Grid in the round of 16. He would prove he was the strongest by completely overwhelming Grid, who logged Hurent out in five seconds.


  Bondre was confident. Just like Hurent, a few minutes ago.




  Chapter 181


  Experts also observed that Bondre was likely to win.


  『 An ice mystic is a class that specializes in restraints and defense. All attacking skills cause slowness and frost, and certain skills freeze the target entirely. This means it’s possible to completely link CCs. 』 


  『 It isn’t just that. An ice mystic also has tremendous defensive abilities. They can use a wide variety of shielding spells, especially against physical attacks. Perfect CC and superior defense ability. It acts as a perfect counter to a physical dealer class. 』


  『 Obviously, there are disadvantages to the class. Their firepower is weak and it isn’t popular in hunting and raids. However, a player’s health is exceptionally low compared to a monster. A weak firepower doesn’t matter in PvP. 』


  『 Hrmm… As our friend mentioned, CC is an advantage of an ice mystic. Didn’t Grid show perfect immunity to Bubat’s CC during the target processing? Isn’t Grid immune to all kinds of CC? Then won’t Bondre’s CC skills be sealed? 』


  『 That isn’t the case. Even if Grid is immune to CCs, he can’t free himself from the ice. 』


  『 Why? 』


  『 If Bondre uses something like ‘Ice Prison’ or ‘Ice Spider Web’ to physically block his path, CC resistance is meaningless. Grid will become trapped in a narrow cage and the target of the famous ‘Absolute Zero.’ 』


  『 Are you saying he will disable Grid by limiting the space? 』


  『 That’s right. In particular, it should be noted that the stage of the PvP is an island. In an area with a lot of water, an ice magician’s magic power and casting speed will increase by 20%. Isn’t Bondre strongest in water? It’s hard to imagine he will be defeated. 』


  『 Victory or defeat doesn’t matter. We should just rejoice over getting to appreciate the beautiful and famous Ice Spider Web. 』


  Ice Spider Web was a very effective, but colorful magic. The magic that shaped the webs froze all moisture in the atmosphere and completely restrained all objects in its range.  The target would become trapped in the spider web that came from all four directions and become pure prey. They couldn’t lift a finger because there was no space to move.


  Three months ago, Bondre was able to win a PvP competition hosted by JIN, a leading Japanese company, because of the Ice Spider Webs. He completely overwhelmed Katz, JIN’s successor and the third epic class.


  “That’s right, class isn’t important. Bondre is a normal class, but he trampled on an epic class? He doesn’t have to be afraid, even if his opponent has a legendary class.”


  “Bondre is a smart and solid player. Unlike Hurent, I believe that he can beat Grid.”


  Most of the French agreed with the opinion of the experts. They didn’t doubt Bondre’s victory. There was a basis for their faith. In fact, Bondre had never been defeated in battle. He wasn’t called ‘100 Matches 100 Victories’ Bondre for no reason.


  But the reaction of the people apart from the French were divided.


  “I no longer believe the words of the experts.”


  “Yes. Didn’t they say that Hurent would unconditionally win against Grid, and the result was the exact opposite?”


  “But it’s true that Bondre is strong. He is famous as an undefeated legend…”


  “Certainly, Bondre’s level isn’t as high as Hurent’s level. Can’t Grid beat Bondre? I’m looking forward to it.”


  The Korean netizens also started to discuss it.


  –100 Matches 100 Victories Bondre… Indeed, this time it will be tough for Grid.


  –God Grid will win.


  –Bondre is a famous ranker known for his clever plays. Have you forgotten how he fooled all the other rankers to win the labyrinth breakthrough? Grid already showed Restraint in the battle against Hurent, so he will be thoroughly attacked by Bondre.


  –Won’t God Grid unconditionally win if he manages to approach?


  –An ice mystic is about stiffness. If he installs several layers of ice barriers and shields, Grid won’t be able to use a skill. Then Hurent will counterattack when Grid can’t use skills.


  –How will he approach in the first place? To be honest, an ice mystic is a scam. Although the speed of hunting is slow, so it’s difficult to level up.


  –But Bondre is ranked 11th.


  –That means Bondre is really skilled. On the other hand, Grid has all his items.


  –People are acting the same again.


  –Didn’t you say that Grid couldn’t beat Hurent? But the result? Grid won in 5 seconds. Don’t pretend that you know everything.


  –Shut up and praise God Grid.


  “He seems to be facing a strong opponent this time.”


  Youngwoo’s parents couldn’t hide their anxious expressions. The experts on the TV were predicting their son’s defeat.


  Sehee reassured her parents. “Oppa will win again.”


  Even before the confrontation with Hurent, people around the world said that her brother wouldn’t win. But the result? Her brother won in only 5 seconds. Sehee believed that her brother would win again.


  ‘All the time and passion that brother has poured into Satisfy…’


  Sehee didn’t know anything about Satisfy. But it was hard to think that her brother, who spent all his time in Satisfy, would be defeated by others.


  ‘Isn’t that right? Oppa. Just win.’


  Her brother had been ignored by others, and now he was being acknowledged by many people all over the world. Sehee’s heart was happy. She was proud of her brother.


  ***


  The Korean team’s waiting room.


  Yura was nervous. After Youngwoo defeated Hurent, he didn’t return to the waiting room, but went somewhere else.


  ‘I need to give Youngwoo-ssi advice…’


  Bondre was a completely different style of opponent from Hurent. She had been directly defeated by him. Youngwoo had logged out Hurent in just five seconds. This was a phenomenal record, but she was worried he would become careless after it.


  ‘If he’s trapped in an ice prison or web, there will be no room to swing his sword.’


  Youngwoo’s greatswords were at least 3m in length. Greatswords weren’t a weapon capable of being swung in a tight space. It was the end once he was trapped. The sword wouldn’t be able to swing, he wouldn’t be able to break the wall of ice and he would eventually become the victim of Absolute Zero.


  ‘He needs to end the match before Bondre uses his ice prisons and webs.’


  Yura wanted to pass this on to Youngwoo. But Youngwoo didn’t pick up his phone and she couldn’t give him advice because he was missing.


  ‘If he’s careless…’


  As moment Yura was worrying…


  Youngwoo was meeting a person in a secret place.


  “My name is Rail Smith. My ID in Satisfy is Lauel.”


  The person who introduced himself was too young to be called a man, but too mature to be called a boy. He was estimated to be in his late teens. He had blond hair and white skin. His eyes were calm and he had stubborn lips. He had a pretty forehead and narrow jaw.  He was so beautiful that he reminded Grid of the main character of a British teen movie.


  Youngwoo felt strong hostility towards him.


  “So what? Why did you call me here?”


  Lauel was confused by the expression on Youngwoo’s face and explained. “The Tzedakah Guild… No, not exactly. Please accept me as your subordinate.”


  Grid knew who Lauel was. It was because Ibellin often talked about Lauel.


  ‘A genius among geniuses.’


  The only person who Ibellin considered as a rival. That guy wanted to be Youngwoo’s subordinate? Youngwoo made a funny face and asked bluntly, “Why do you want to follow me? Is it because you want me to make you an item?”


  “Yes.” Lauel also answered honestly.


  Youngwoo nodded.


  “Okay.”


  “Huh?”


  Lauel was baffled because Youngwoo agreed so easily. In fact, he thought Youngwoo would be reluctant. Everything he prepared to convince Youngwoo became obsolete.


  “The more slaves I have, the better.”


  “…” Lauel didn’t speak Korean perfectly. Therefore, he didn’t know the exact meaning of the word ‘slave,’ but he was sure it meant ‘subordinate’ based on the context. “Thank you for accepting me. As long as you can give me what I want, I will pledge my loyalty to you forever.”


  “Yes, yes.”


  Lauel spoke such words so casually. This guy, there was another person like Huroi.


  ‘Not bad.’


  Recently his minerals finder – Minor, had only been recommending dangerous places to him. For example, Cork Island Dungeon.


  ‘I never thought I would have to fight the great demon Hell Gao when I was just trying to mine a mineral. I need a bodyguard in case that absurd situation occurs again.’


  He already had a powerful knight called Jude, but Jude was an NPC. Unlike users, NPCs had a finite life. He was reluctant to take them to dangerous places with him because he was worried about them dying.


  However, Lauel was a user. Youngwoo was making a happy expression when Lauel gave advice to him.


  “You should be careful of Bondre. Don’t give him time to case his ice prisons and webs.”


  “I don’t know what ice prisons and webs are, but don’t they require casting time?”


  “…Yes, but it will be difficult to approach him.”


  Bondre could generate an ice barrier around 1m in diameter in less than 1.5 seconds. Even if Grid advanced while resisting all types of status conditions like slow, frostbite and freeze, he would inevitably be delayed by the barrier.


  “By the time you break the ice barrier, Bondre will finish casting his magic.”


  So what? Ranged skills were the answer.


  “If I had to give advice on how to fight…”


  Youngwoo waved his hand at Lauel, who was trying to explain the timing to use the Transcended Link skill.


  “I will take care of it.”


  “Yes.”


  It would be good to taste frustration at least once. Lauel hoped that after Youngwoo was defeated by Bondre, he would abandon arrogance to become more prudent. He didn’t know. Youngwoo had already suffered numerous setbacks.


  ‘Anyway, I can log out Bondre in 5 seconds.’


  Right now, Youngwoo wasn’t being arrogant. He knew his strength better than anyone else, so he calmly grasped the situation.


  ‘I’m the strongest.’


  Hurent had referred to boss monsters as fools who just used strength. Boss monsters were strong, but they could be ignored. But what was the reality? The pope, the Awakened Guardian of the Forest, and Hell Gao. Had Hurent ever struggled with big shots like them? Even if he had fought strong boss monsters, had he ever defeated them alone?


  ‘He doesn’t understand the subject.’


  Youngwoo ignored such a man. Didn’t he smash that conceited guy in 5 seconds? It was funnier the more he thought about it.


  “Puhuhu.” Youngwoo laughed.


  『 After a while, the first match of the round of 16 will begin. All participants should go to the capsule room. 』


  Youngwoo moved according to the guide.


  “I am on a different dimension from all of you.”


  The only legend. He would show the world why a legend was a legend. And.


  『 Grid, who logged out Aura Master Hurent in 5 seconds and the undefeated Bondre! With hundreds of thousands of spectators and hundreds of millions of viewers watching! Their showdown! Start! 』


  Papat!


  Grid and Bondre appeared in the desolate garden of the Lion’s Castle.


  “Ice Field.”


  Bondre didn’t delay. He immediately changed the surroundings to make it more advantageous to him.


  Jjejeok! Jjejejejeok!


  The ground in a 50m radius was completely frozen. Now Grid would slip if he moved even one step. And. Grid stood in place, not even trying to take one step.


  Bondre laughed.


  ‘I’ve blocked his skills.’


  Grid needed at least four steps every time he used Pagma’s Swordsmanship. But now he couldn’t move as he liked on the ice field.  And even if he didn’t slip?


  ‘A sharp piece of ice will protrude with every step he makes, meaning it is impossible to do his sword dance.’


  Grid had only one choice. He couldn’t use skills on the ground. So he would inevitably fly up in the sky. Bondre was planning to completely trap Grid using the Ice Spider Web.


  ‘I will finish it with Absolute Zero.’


  Ssik.


  As Bondre was smiling with satisfaction. Grid still didn’t take a single step as he swung his black greatsword lightly.


  “Golden Flash.”


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  [Golden Flash]


  A skill attached to Dainsleif (Reproduction).


  All enemies in a straight line will receive damage that is equal to 1,000% of your current magic power.


  Skill Mana Cost: 500


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 hour.


  Golden Flash was an instant skill, unlike Pagma’s Swordsmanship. The speed was brilliant when used in a flat area. Just…


  Grid was a warrior type player so he couldn’t use Golden Flash efficiently due to his lack of magic power. However, the current Grid…


  Name: Grid


  Level: 253 (11,090/39,556,900)


  Class: Pagma’s Descendant


  * The probability of adding additional options when making items will increase.


  * The probably of item enhancement will increase.


  * All equipment items can be worn unconditionally. However, there is a penalty depending on the rating of the item.


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  * Abnormal conditions don’t work well on you.


  * You won’t die when health is at the minimum.


  * Easily acknowledged.


  Title: First Unique Item Maker


  * Dexterity +200


  Title: Only Legendary Item Maker


  * Dexterity +350


  Title: Knight Slayer


  * Stamina +100.


  * Strength +30


  Title: Apostle of Justice


  * All stats +10.


  * The Apostle of Justice’s bravery is unmatched.


  Title: Man who has Touched Hell


  * Health +3,000


  * You have the right to go to hell.


  Health: 48,778/48,778 + 9,000 


  Mana: 5,118/5,118


  Strength: 2,314(+40)   Stamina: 1,182(+110) 


  Agility: 647(+10)    Intelligence: 643(+210) 


  Dexterity: 1,384(+560)   Persistence: 808(+10)


  Composure: 594(+10)  Indomitable: 675(+10)   


  Dignity: 594 (+10)    Insight: 907(+10) 


  Courage: 538 (+10)     Demonic Magic Power: 2 (+10)


  Stat Points: 230


  Weight: 45,019/110,520


  Grid’s intelligence reached 853 when he wore Malacus’ Cloak. He had the level 200 stats awakening. In other words, the second awakening meant mana would increase by 6 and magic damage by 2 with every point in intelligence.


  Grid currently had 1,706 magic power. What if this was multiplied by many times? The attack power would far exceed that of Bondre’s Absolute Zero. 


  “What…?”


  Didn’t Grid always dance when he used a skill? Then what was this skill? He didn’t expect it at all.


  “Ice Barrier!”


  Bondre paled as he hurriedly used magic. Ice Barrier was the shield with the most ‘physical defense’ among all the shields Bondre could use. It was helpless in front of Golden Flash that dealt damage proportional to magic power.


  Jjejeong!


  “Heok…!”


  Golden Flash completely penetrated through the shield. With its overwhelming aura, the ice barrier collapsed instantly.


  [You have suffered 12,530 damage.]


  A blow that took 40% of a user’s health at once would stun the user for three seconds. Just now, Bondre lost 80% of his health.


  [You can’t regain your mental state.]


  “W-What…!”


  He felt a chill go down his spine. Dozens of energy blades were coming towards his face.


  “…!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  A devastating explosion shook the Lion’s Castle. The commentator witnessed a faint grey light and shouted reflexively.


  『 P-Player Bondre has been logged out…! 』


  This time it was 4 seconds. ‘4 seconds’ was ranked first on the real time search terms of various portal sites. The world was once again in shock.


  Zibal jumped to his feet in shock.


  “He broke the ice barrier? That means his magic power…!”


  Zibal hadn’t lost his composure when Hurent lost. Hurent was overconfident and was stung by Grid. It didn’t mean anything more. But now that idea had changed.


  ‘A monster.’


  Was Grid hiding a special trick? Nonsense.  He wasn’t hiding anything. His power just significantly exceeded Zibal’s predictions. It was immeasurable. Yes, just like Kraugel. He was someone that couldn’t be matched until the third advancement class.


  Then the world started pouring praise towards Grid. Korean netizens united for the first time in almost 100 years and shouted ‘God Grid!’ The experts also didn’t ignore Grid anymore.


  『 The phrase ‘Praise God Grid’ is spreading on the Internet. I also want to praise God Grid. 』


  『 That… Me too… 』


  『 … 』


  Satisfy.


  At a hunting ground, Peak Sword witnessed a party composed of foreigners and asked them in broken English.


  “Do you know Grid?”




  Chapter 182


  No matter if this was a legendary class, wasn’t it too strong? Defeating famous rankers in a matter of seconds? It was a class that would collapse the balance. In addition, Pagma’s Descendant wasn’t a pure combat class, but a production class. Was Pagma’s Descendant intended to be this strong? Was it perhaps a bug?


  Grid defeated Aura Master Hurent in 5 seconds and Bondre in 4 seconds. His stunning world debut, devastating Satisfy’s strongest players in a single blow, caused huge waves. Public opinion was boiling. The S.A. Group was flooded with inquiries. 


  In the end, Chairman Lim Cheolho judged that he needed to calm the atmosphere and spoke directly. The balance didn’t collapse. Pagma’s Descendant was intended to be this strong, and it wasn’t a bug.


  There were a total of nine legendary classes. They were special classes only for the chosen nine people. All of them were immune to CC. That’s right. The CC Immunity was a passive skill that all nine legendary classes had in common and was a privilege exclusively for them.


  Was it too much privilege? What could he do?


  Originally, the world wasn’t fair. There was always one person ahead of others when it came to achievements or luck. Was everyone equal in the world? Would that world be fun? A game where no matter how hard you tried, you would end up being like someone else? Would anyone play that game?


  Of course, he was well aware that normal classes might feel deprived. They didn’t need to worry. Satisfy was a world designed to make everyone happy, even if they weren’t equal.


  Didn’t they already directly experience it?


  The ability of all normal classes shot significantly upwards after the second advancement. With such a formula, their abilities would improve even more after the third advancement, and the gap with the legendary classes would gradually be narrowed. If the third advancement was still lacking? Then there was the fourth advancement class.


  Satisfy was a game built to reward everyone. It was inevitable that the hidden classes would lead the way, but if they played the game to the best of their ability, someday the normal class users would catch up to them.


  Lim Cheolho, the creator of the virtual reality, was already deified. Satisfy had been released for one year and eight months, and not a single bug had been found. Lim Cheolho’s credibility was absolute for creating such a perfect world. Most of the people in the world were convinced by Lim Cheolho’s remark.


  The controversy about Grid quickly disappeared.


  “…I never thought the day would come when I would lie.”


  After the press conference.


  Lim Cheolho’s expression wasn’t bright as he returned to his office. Pagma’s Descendant was intended to be this strong and it wasn’t a bug.


  This remark. It was a lie.


  Of course, it wasn’t a bug. But it was true that this went against the intentions of the creators. Pagma’s Descendant should be more normal and weaker than he was now. But Grid had become stronger than was originally planned for Pagma’s Descendant.


  “Umm.”


  Lim Cheolho sat in a chair and recalled Grid’s actions in the PvP. It was overwhelming strength that surpassed insufficient senses and control. The foundation of that strength was his abnormally high stats.


  What was the reason for Grid’s high stats? Grid spent too long making five legendary items after becoming Pagma’s Descendant.


  “Originally, he should’ve made five legendary items four months earlier than he did, making his stat growth beyond what was expected…”


  Grid was too lacking in game talent. So he didn’t take advantage of the benefits of his class and wasted his time. He was stagnant for a long time. Furthermore, he was very unlucky. He fell to a minus level and could barely create legendary items.


  Due to that, he avoided the planned penalty and Pagma’s Descendant received much higher stats than the creators planned.  His growth slowed due to insufficient game talent, but this was actually good luck.


  “Kulkul… Indeed, a protagonist is a special existence…”


  At the time of the Pope Drevigo raid. Grid had claimed he was a protagonist. And he certainly showed the actions of a protagonist. By getting rid of the corrupt pope, he saved thousands of the Rebecca people and helped Damian become the first unique class, Goddess’ Agent.


  So far, the protagonist of Satisfy was definitely Grid. He changed the landscape of Satisfy with every action he took.


  But.


  “He isn’t the only protagonist.”


  The supercomputer Morpheus reported.


  [The current time is 13:01:27. Quest RD-3991X has been completed.]


  “Great.”


  Lim Cheolho’s gaze was fixed on the extra large monitor on the wall of the office. There was a man on the monitor that was surrounded by dozens of screens.


  The ID was Kraugel. He had maintained the 1st ranking since Satisfy opened. He was the first to reach level 300 and at this moment, he achieved his third advancement class. Despite being a normal class, he became a ‘sword saint’ candidate.


  “Quest RD-3991X is… The White Swordsman class?”


  Right now, Kraugel was moving from the Western Continent to the Eastern Continent. He was the first user. Krugel became the first to leave footprints on the white snow that no one had stepped on yet. 


  ‘By completing a large number of quests first, he will gobble up more than a few titles. This will make him an even more unique person.’


  Lim Cheolho thought for a moment before asking a question out of pure curiosity.


  “If the current Grid fought with Kraugel, who will win?”


  [There is a 51.3% probability that Kraugel will win.]


  “Even before he receives the new titles…?”


  Once again, the world wasn’t fair. Just as there was a unique genius called Lim Cheolho in the scientific community, there was a unique genius called Kraugel in the game world. Originally, no one could exceed them.


  However, there was no Grid in the scientific world, while there was Grid in the game world. He wondered how long Kraugel’s solo dominance could continue.


  ‘Grid has already exceeded numerous geniuses.’


  Was it just exceeding? Grid started to gather numerous geniuses around him. In contrast, Kraugel was alone. Later, would Grid be able to surpass Kraugel?


  Lim Cheolho was looking forward to it.


  The existence that would reign at the top of the world he created, would it be a genius or a dunce? It was very interesting. 


  ***


  3rd on the unified rankings, Chris. He was also the master of the strongest Giant Guild, and predicted it the moment the PvP event began.


  ‘The opponent I will meet in the finals is Grid.’


  In the round of 32, Grid faced Hurent. Most people thought that Hurent would defeat Grid. Then the round of 16 would be a match between Hurent and Bondre, and the winner of the fight was expected to make it to the final.


  But Chris thought differently. He predicted that Grid would win against Hurent and Bondre and come up to the final match.


  “However, I never predicted he would do it in 5, then 4 seconds.”


  Was Chris scared? No. He was somewhat nervous, but not afraid. Rather, his blood was boiling.


  “I am also someone who deals deadly blows.”


  Chris used a greatsword. He was able to handle a greatsword much better than Grid. He didn’t think he would be defeated in a frontal match.


  “I’m a little bit behind in stats.”


  The difference in stats wasn’t important. If he used his ultimate greatsword strike, he could deal a deadly blow to Grid. Chris had much better techniques than Grid and could overpower him. He was determined to beat Grid, the ‘Butcher’ who smashed the Giant Guild in the past.


  However, there was a presence who blocked him in the round of 16. It was an opponent he didn’t consider at all.


  The British representative, Regas. Obviously, Regas was at the peak in L.T.S. Chris wasn’t a match for Regas in L.T.S. That changed once Satisfy opened. Chris started Satisfy half a year earlier than Regas, so he was way ahead. Originally, it should’ve been easy to get rid of Regas.


  However.


  “Cough…!”


  The kneeling Chris. His expression was shocked.


  Regas was too strong. He used the distinctive brilliance of martial arts and combined them with powerful blows. It was hard to read the orbits of his kicks.


  Chris’ health dropped to half quickly. Chris confirmed the cooldown of his potions and started a conversation in order to buy time.


  “What? You’re much stronger than you were in the target processing. What type of magic did you conjure?”


  In the target processing event, Regas had trouble with the 33rd ranked Med. He wasn’t Chris’ opponent. How did he become this strong in a matter of days?


  Regas explained to the confused Chris. “I have a weapon, so there’s a very big difference.”


  “…!”


  A chill went down Chris’ spine. He belatedly noticed the knuckles on Regas’ hands. Chris was reminded that Regas always had bare hands. He was able to realize how Regas became so crazy strong.


  “Did you perhaps…!? You have been playing the game without weapons so far!?”


  Regas nodded.


  “I thought it was a luxury for martial artists to use weapons. But this PvP competition is an exception. It’s a courtesy to do my best when dealing with the strongest opponents.”


  [Lightning Duke’s Knuckles]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 107/149   Attack Power: 201


  Armor Penetration: +15%   Electric Attribute: +30%


  Critical Hit Chance: +30%


  * There will be additional physical damage when 5 combos succeed.


  * There will be additional electrical damage when 6 combos succeed.


  * There will be additional physical and lightning damage when 8 combos succeed.


  * ‘Thunder Chariot’ will activate when 10 combos succeed.


  Knuckles made by the great blacksmith ‘G’ who combined lightning stones with blue orichalcum. 


  The primary weakness of knuckles has been overcome with this lightning energy.


  User Restriction: Level 280 or higher. More than 1,200 strength. More than 1,000 agility. Advanced Knuckle Mastery Level 4.


  Regas had never used a weapon since Satisfy started. Thanks to this, the S.A. Group called him a ‘crazy person.’


  Jjejeong! Jjejejeok!


  [The 5th combo has been achieved!]


  [The effect of the ‘Lightning Duke’s Knuckles’ has been activated, causing additional physical damage to the target.]


  Peeng!


  [The 6th combo has been achieved!]


  [The effect of the ‘Lightning Duke’s Knuckles’ has been activated, causing additional lightning damage to the target.]


  Kwa kwang!


  [The 8th combo has been achieved!]


  [The effect of the ‘Lightning Duke’s Knuckles’ has been activated, causing additional physical and lightning damage to the target.]


  Jjejejeok! Kwang!


  [The 10th combo has been achieved!]


  [The effect of the ‘Lightning Duke’s Knuckles’ has been activated, causing Thunder Chariot to be triggered.]


  Kurururung!


  The Lion’s Castle, that was barely maintaining its shape, was swallowed up by lightning.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  It was a complete collapse. The once flourishing Lion’s Castle disappeared into history. It was a scene that represented the decline of the Bonkost Principality.


  『 C-Chris has been logged out…! 』


  Chris was one of the strongest candidates. Now, the only hope to face Grid was defeated by the 13th ranked Regas? People were in shock.  In particular, the Canadians were resentful and frustrated that Canada wasn’t even ranked third overall.


  『 After many surprises, the final four have been determined. 』


  『 It’s amazing. Three out of the four contestants are members of the Tzedakah Guild. 』


  『 Grid, Regas and Pon. The Tzedakah Guild, which is said to be the strongest group in Satisfy, is clearly showing its status. 』


  “Everybody is strong.”


  Jishuka supported everyone. But among them, she especially cheered for Grid over Regas and Pon.


  After that.


  Pon and Regas met in the round of 4 and fought for 17 minutes. The splendor of Taekwondo and the spear made people crazy. In the end, Regas won. It was a victory determined by just a slight difference.


  “I will win next time.”


  Pon neatly admitted his defeat. The friendship of the two people became more solid. On the other hand, Grid confronted the 25th ranked Bubat. The result was that Bubat forfeited. It was a waste of time to fight with Grid, who was immune to Bubat’s CC. 


  In the finals that followed immediately afterwards, Grid won against Regas. Unlike before, it wasn’t an overwhelming victory. Grid allowed up to 8 combos from Regas’ knuckles and suffered a brief crisis. But the fight quickly reversed due to the +9 Failure’s overwhelming attack power.


  Regas gradually realized the importance of items. His superfluous pride as a martial artist blurred.


  『 Grid has won! As a result, South Korea is third on the overall rankings! 』


  South Korea was the country with the highest potential to not even win a bronze medal in this National Competition. However, Grid had won gold medals in the target processing and PvP, raising South Korea’s ranking to third.


  It was a tremendous achievement that no one could foresee. South Korea was enthusiastic. It was an entirely festive mood.


  The overall rankings:


  1st place United States: 3 gold medals. 2 silver medals. 1 bronze medal.


  2nd place France: 2 gold medals. 1 silver medal. 2 bronze medals.


  3rd place South Korea: 2 gold medals.


  4th place Canada: 1 gold medal. 2 silver medals.


  The National Competition wasn’t over yet. The pet marathon remained.


  “Now it’s the end of Grid’s role.”


  The United States would solidify their first place. Or France would take away the first place. Maybe Canada might reclaim the third place.


  The users with drake pets participated in the pet marathon.


  『 It’s known that there are less than 100 people in Satisfy who have drakes as pets. 』


  『 Drakes are the most powerful pet. They have tremendous speed, stamina and combat power. A country with a lot of drakes will become the winner of this pet marathon. 』


  『 Grid has also placed his name on the list for the pet marathon. Does Grid have a drake as a pet? 』


  『 Even if Grid is a drake user, it’s useless. There isn’t one user in Korea who uses a drake as a pet. The other drakes will concentrate on Grid’s drake and he will eventually be eliminated. 』


  『 In the end, South Korea will finish fourth in the National Competition. 』


  It was a natural analysis. The pet marathon was an event where only the pets participated, not the players. It was impossible for Grid’s pet to win this event unless it had a legendary rank like Grid. As it happened, all drakes had the same rating. The only difference was their attributes.


  “Summon Drake!”


  Yurea island.


  40 players representing each country logged into the huge island that was the size of Jeju Island. Then the summoned drakes roared.


  Kyaooooh!


  Kuwaaah!


  Fire, frost, poison, wind, etc.  The breaths with different attributes emerged as the drakes roared! The crowd was speechless as they were overwhelmed by the spectacular sight.


  “Nyang!”


  Grid summoned a cat. People’s expressions twisted.




  Chapter 183


  Dragons created creatures that vaguely resembled them for fun. Those creatures were the drakes. Drakes had much lower intelligence and physical abilities than the dragons. Compared to dragons that were dozens of meters long, a drake was small, and their bodies were only 3m long, excluding the tail.


  But they couldn’t be ignored. The blood of a dragon flowed through them, so drakes were the strongest monsters. They had a minimum level of 260 and were two times faster and stronger than griffons. Their maximum speed was up to 120km and they could even shoot out breaths.


  That’s right. Drakes were considered as the best pets. They had no faults at all, except that they were very difficult to tame. Drakes had different personalities depending on their attributes.


  The hundreds of millions of viewers were looking forward to seeing how many different types of drakes they could see through this pet marathon. They paid particular attention to Grid.


  “Grid, perhaps he tamed a dark drake?”


  “A dark attribute drake? Was there something like that? This is the first time I’ve heard of it?”


  “I’m not surprised. There are less than 100 users in Satisfy who’ve tamed drakes as pets, so there are only one or two who tamed dark drakes.”


  “What is good about drakes with the dark attribute?”


  “Like bone dragons, their body is made of bone. To be precise, they are undead. Their stamina is infinite.”


  “Wow… Does that mean they don’t get tired? Isn’t it a scam? Can’t you travel anywhere on the continent with a dark drake?”


  “That doesn’t mean there are no restrictions. The bones in the body must be replaced from time to time because their durability is worn down. And they have a chronic weakness. They are significantly less intelligent than other drakes.”


  Dark drakes were so dumb that they couldn’t carry out complex orders. So in terms of battle, they were weak. But the amazing thing was that their stamina was infinite. This pet marathon. It was a simple contest about who would reach the goal first.  No matter how stupid a dark drake was, they could participate in the simple pet marathon.


  “Grid…”


  “…He might have a dark drake.”


  People had high expectations. The target processing and PvP. Grid had showed shocking appearances since he first emerged in the National Competition, so it wouldn’t be strange for him to tame a dark drake.


  However.


  “Nyang!”


  “…”


  The creature that Grid summoned wasn’t the strongest pet, but a small cat.


  “Cat?”


  “No, what…”


  The expressions of the spectators and viewers instantly became disappointed. But that only lasted for a short time. People started laughing.


  “Gwiyeopda.”


  “Cute…!”


  “Kawaii~”


  “Mignon!”


  “Niedlich~”


  “Carino!”


  “Lindo…”


  “Bellus~”


  Korean, English, Japanese, French, German, Italian, Spanish, Latin and so on. The word for cute in different languages simultaneously emerged. Even people who weren’t usually interested in cats were excited. In particular, the children and girls who loved cute things started to flock.


  “Mother! Buy me that!”


  “Honey~ let’s raise a cat. Yes?”


  The cat that Grid summoned. It had the typical appearance of a Persian cat. Together with the color of its fur, it was very unique and attractive. Only the paws were white, while the rest of the cat was completely black. If they saw it in the middle of the night, it would look like four white paws floating.


  Furthermore, it had little devil wings. It flapped its wings and flew around Grid, looking very mysterious. It was like something from a fairy tale.


  The commentators were captivated by the cute appearance for a while before asking the pet experts.


  『 What is that winged cat? 』


  『 … 』


  None of the four famous pet experts could open their mouths. All of them were unfamiliar with the winged cat. But they were able to be sure of one thing.


  『 That cat will become the prey of the drakes. 』


  It was something that no one could deny. A cat couldn’t go against the strongest monster, a drake. There was a huge difference in size. A drake was 3m long, while the cat was only 40cm. The drakes would eat this cat! Swallow it in one gulp! It was edible enough to be swallowed.


  “That cute cat is so pitiful…”


  People felt sad. Meanwhile, the pet marathon participants were laughing at Grid.


  “Cat? Haha! I thought a legendary class would have the best pet?”


  “Pet taming isn’t an easy thing to do. He must have no talent, no talent. Kilkil.”


  “How good would it be if he could create an item to assist with pet taming? Right?”


  “But it’s too much. That cat is too much. I know that South Korea is a country without any drakes, but… No matter what, he intends to enter with a cat?”


  “That’s right. Shouldn’t it at least be a griffon? Griffons are called the prey of drakes. But at least a griffon would be better against the drakes than a cat.”


  Originally, South Korea was a country that should’ve come last in the National Competition. But thanks to Grid, they became ranked third. The foreign players wanted to relieve their grudge, so they sneered at Grid.


  Grid snorted. “Enjoy your babbling while you can.”


  Noe. A memphis wasn’t a cat. His appearance was incredibly cute, but in fact, he was fearsome. He even had the ‘strongest in hell’ attached to him.


  “These ridiculous things.”


  Grid laughed at the participants before glancing at Noe. However, Noe was a little strange. The brave cat he saw the other day was currently shaking for some reason.


  “What?”


  Grid detected Noe’s anxiety and checked the status window.


  Name: Noe


  Species: Memphis


  Level: 1 (0/200)


  Affinity: 5/100


  Health: 5,000/5,000


  Physical Attack Power: 60   Magic Attack Power: 30


  Defense: 50   Magic Resistance: 80


  Attribute: Dark


  Status: Fearful


  (What is this, nyang? Why are there so many dragons, nyang? Kyak! Crazy Master is trying to feed me to dragons! Nyang! Save me, nyang!)


  A memphis was cleverer and stronger than many demonkin, making it beloved by the great demons. Indeed, there were no shortage of demonic beasts in hell. They had high pride and it was rare for them to be intimidated.


  But the story was different when it came to dragons. Dragons were the strongest creature in all of hell and on the earth. They were the only things a memphis was afraid of.


  “D-Dragons are scary! Nyang!” Noe mistook the smell of the drakes for the dragons, so he jumped into Grid’s arms. Then Noe shook his head with closed eyes. “This evil master! Are you going to throw me towards dragon as food? Nyang! You will go to hell when you die! Nyang!”


  Noe grumbled with resentment. Grid was baffled.


  ‘This is hell’s strongest demonic beast. Yet he’s afraid of drakes?’


  It was completely disappointing. Grid clicked his tongue and grabbed Noe. However, Noe immediately struggled.


  “Save Noe! Save me! Nyang!”


  Noe cried out loudly with a protruding stomach! His short legs were moving and it was tearful at the frightening thought that Grid would thrown him to the dragons. It was a pathetic appearance, but Grid was indifferent.


  “If you want to live, fly hard and avoid the drakes. You will be safe once you arrive at your destination.”


  This was the strongest demonic beast in hell. Grid trusted Noe. This guy was still a baby, but Grid was sure that he was better than the drakes.


  “Go!”


  Grid forcefully pushed Noe at the enemies.


  “This evil bastard! Remove your hand! Nyang! Save Noe! Nyang!”


  On the other hand. People were indignant. It was because the appearance of Grid and Noe was caught on screen for all to see.


  『 Oh my… That cat is really terrified. 』


  『 It is amazing that a cat has wings. Then calling it Slave… Is Slave the name of the cat? 』


  『 This is a truly sad sight! It isn’t enough that Grid treats his pet as a slave, but now he is abusing it when the whole world is watching? This is too much! 』


  『 Even if this is virtual reality, it is too much to abuse an animal. It’s clear that the animal protection groups will be in an uproar. In particular, this is a scene that will adversely affect young children’s emotional development. Any parents should cover their children’s eyes at this moment. 』


  The crowd was booing.


  “Grid, you bastard! Don’t bother the cat!”


  “Making such a cute cat participate in the pet marathon, he’s a sick man!”


  “We can’t show our daughter the sight of a cat being eaten by the drakes! The competition’s committee members should have Grid leave immediately!”


  “Treating a small animal as a slave! What a demon!”


  “The frightened cat is so pitiful… Sob sob…”


  “Mother, that cat, is it going to be eaten by the drakes?”


  “Ahhh! Scary!”


  The young children even started to cry. In their eyes, Grid looked like a demon. There was great confusion. The committee members were worried about whether they should really leave Grid alone. But the players logged into Satisfy had no idea of the circumstances.


  Tatang!


  The commentator confirmed the time and fired a magic bullet. Regardless of the outside situation, the pet marathon started.


  At that moment.


  “…Nyang?”


  Noe had mistaken the smell of a drake for a dragon. As he was being troubled by Grid, he heard the sound of the magic bullet and his spirit cleared. Then his emerald eyes looked at the drakes.


  “…You aren’t a dragon, nyang?” Noe regained his mind. “These lizard bastards tricked me! Kyaak!”


  Noe wasn’t nervous anymore. His status changed.


  Status: Angry


  (What are these lizards? Nyang! I thought they were dragons, but they are actually food! Nyang! Daring to deceive a great demonic beast of hell! Nyang! I won’t forgive them! Nyang nyang!)


  The great demon Hell Gao compared the speed of the pavranium to a memphis. But to be precise, a memphis was much faster than the pavranium. It was the fastest creature in hell.


  “Kyaak!”


  The moment the pet marathon started, an amazing sight unfolded. Noe’s small mouth opened to a gigantic size and swallowed the body of a drake.


  “U-Uhh…?”


  The master of the swallowed drake was frightened. Then an absurd notification window appeared in his vision.


  [Your drake Johnson’s movement speed has dropped by 50%.]  


  Numerous notification windows popped up in front of Grid.


  [Your memphis Noe’s movement speed has increased by 50%.]


  [Soul Ingestion Lv. 1]


  Has the ability to take away half of the target’s highest stats and transfer it to your master.


  Skill Cooldown Time: Your own decision.


  It was the moment when the effect of ‘transferring to your master’ from Soul Ingestion was activated.
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  Johnson was a drake with the wind attribute. It had the advantage of faster movement speeds than other drakes. It was the most advantageous drake for a pet marathon.


  Johnson’s master, Pesto, didn’t doubt Johnson’s victory in the pet marathon. He believed that his drake would arrive at the destination first and he would obtain the first gold medal for Italy.


  However. 


  ‘Movement speed has dropped by half?’


  He had lost his weapon so easily. Pesto looked at Grid’s pet like it was a ghost.


  ‘What is that monster?’


  Grid’s pet was a cat. Apart from the wings, it looked exactly like the casts that Pesto knew. However, the small mouth in the ‘�


  ’ shape opened so large that it swallowed a 3m long drake. It was a sight so incredible that he couldn’t believe it was happening. It felt like a dream.


  The other participants were also shocked.


  “What just happened?”


  “Grid’s cat just ate Pesto’s drake.”


  “But the drake is fine?”


  “Don’t be fooled. Look at Pesto’s complexion. It is completely white. Something absurd definitely happened.”


  “Indeed, Grid… He wouldn’t carry around an ordinary cat.”


  The pet marathon began in earnest. The 38 drakes, except for Grid and Pesto’s pets who were still at the starting line, flapped their wings and started to fly. The players were relieved.


  ‘I don’t know what happened, but it’s good.’


  Johnson was a strong candidate to win. They weren’t sure about what exactly happened, but it was good news for other players. They now knew that Grid’s pet wasn’t an ordinary cat, but it didn’t matter to them. 


  The other drakes were already 500m ahead, while Grid and Pesto’s pets were still at the starting line. The two of them had dropped out. The players were sure of it.


  “Keeeok.”


  On the other hand, Noe was busy burping with a swollen stomach. Then Grid prompted him.


  “Start quickly.”


  Grid had become close to Huroi. He experienced Huroi’s drake directly. He had to admire a drake’s speed and stamina. To be honest, he was skeptical if Noe could afford to be so free. Noe sent a ridiculing expression towards the uneasy Grid. He placed his pink soles on Grid’s waist and exclaimed.


  “Is Master a coward, nyang? This is the best body in hell, the lizards can’t defeat me nyang! Don’t rush me! Nyang!”


  The east side of the Yurea Island was a mighty mountain. It was Chingsu Mountain. The pets had to compete to reach the top of Chingsu Mountain.


  Then Noe declared confidently.


  “I’m the fastest! Nyang!”


  Then a notification window popped up.


  [Your memphis Noe’s movement speed has returned to normal.]


  “…”


  That’s right. The duration of the ‘Soul Ingestion’ effect only lasted for three seconds. Grid had already confirmed the duration while colliding with Yoshimura during the Hell Gao raid.


  Grid’s expression distorted.


  “This stupid cat…”


  Meanwhile, Pesto’s expression brightened.


  [Your drake Johnson’s movement speed has returned to normal.]


  ‘The effect is huge but the duration is very short!’


  The delighted Pesto ordered Johnson.


  “Go forward! Get rid of everyone ahead of you.”


  Kyaooooh!


  Johnson responded by vigorously flapping its wings. Then it started to chase the drakes ahead of it. Tremendous speed. This was truly a wind drake. But Noe didn’t fall behind that speed.


  “Nyaang!”


  Noe clung to Johnson’s back and swallowed Johnson again.


  [Your drake Johnson’s movement speed has dropped by 50%.]


  “What…?”


  Pesto was surprised. This crazy debuff skill, the cooldown time was short? This was totally a scam!


  “Why are you only bothering my Johnson!”


  Pesto cried out angrily after confirming the effect on Johnson. Noe caught up to the 38 drakes.


  “Predation! Nyang!”


  Jjeok!


  Noe’s mouth was wide open. Then he swallowed the 3m long drakes.


  [Your memphis Noe’s movement speed has increased by 30%.]


  [Your memphis Noe’s health has increased by 250%.]


  [Your memphis Noe’s defense has increased by 500%.]


  [Your memphis Noe’s attack power has increased by 400%.]


  “What…?”


  The owners of the drakes swallowed by Noe were astonished.


  [Your drake Thunder’s movement speed has decreased by 50%.]


  [Your drake Ultima’s health has decreased by 50%.]


  [Your drake Bugu’s defense has decreased by 50%.]


  [Your drake Ole’s attack power has decreased by 50%.]


  What nonsense was this? The highest stats of their drakes disappeared.


  Kyaack!


  The drakes swallowed by Noe were completely terrified. They instinctively recognized a predator higher than them and felt fear. The drakes were confused and lagged behind. On the other hand, Noe started to outpace them at an overwhelming speed.


  『 What is going on…? 』


  The commentator couldn’t explain the situation. The spectators and viewers were frustrated. The experts were showing great interest.


  『That isn’t just a cat with wings and the ability to speak a human language. 』


  『 It is a species that can become partially gigantic! Such creatures are very rare and valuable! 』


  『 The cat’s momentum rises every time it swallows a drake! This act of swallowing seems to take away the stats of the target! 』


  It was an accurate analysis. They weren’t experts for nothing. The spectators and viewers became aware of the greatness of Noe.


  “Cat-chan is amazing!”


  “Using a skill to take away the target’s stats…!”


  “Furthermore, the cooldown time is short. Isn’t this completely a scam?”


  “Grid even has a legendary grade pet!”


  The world was full of admiration. Meanwhile, Zibal, who was participating in the pet marathon, grinded his teeth together.


  “Grid, this guy…!”


  The United States were the definite winners. Most people and experts predicted that the United States would win with at least five gold medals in this National Competition. But the result? They only won three gold medals. They didn’t predict that two gold medals would be taken away by South Korea.


  Now at this moment. Another gold medal was being taken away. South Korea would have an equal number of gold medals. The difference in the silver and bronze medals meant the US would still be first, but their pride was upset. They wouldn’t be happy to win like this.


  South Korea, the candidate for the worst country, had deprived them of three gold medals? It was all due to Grid! The US, with its overwhelming power, was suffering due to one person!


  “This is shameful…! My pride won’t tolerate this!”


  There were a total of six American players participating in the pet marathon. As the country with the strongest power, they had the most drake users. Zibal ordered them.


  “Kill that cat!”


  Kuooooh!


  The feast of breath attacks began. After that, the drakes poured fire, ice, poison and light breaths at Noe. Noe was only level 1, so the attacks were quite burdensome on him.


  [Your memphis Noe’s has suffered 2,430 damage.]


  After 3 seconds of buffs, all stats returned to normal. Noe’s health was almost halved by the bombardment of breath attacks.


  “Noe…!”


  Grid was worried. However, Noe was the number one demonic beast of hell. He had no opponent except for dragons. Although he was still young, drakes were on a completely inferior level.


  “I am angry! Nyang!”


  Noe, who had gone ahead, turned around. Then he grinned at the six US team’s drakes flying towards him.


  “Kyaak!”


  Noe’s fur bristled.


  Flinch.


  The drakes felt the threat and stopped. But it was only for a moment.


  “Attack!”


  The drakes regained their courage at their master’s command and shot breaths towards Noe or attacked with their tails. This was the start of Noe’s full-fledged actions. He used simple movements to avoid the breath and Fluidization to neutralize the tail attacks. Then he opened his mouth again and devoured the stats of all six drakes.


  Kyaooooh!


  The drakes panicked! Then Noe approached and waved his paws randomly at one of the drakes.


  [Scratch Lv. 1]


  Your paws will attack and poison the target.


  Skill Cooldown Time: Whenever you like.


  [Your drake Captain America has suffered 2,900 damage.]


  [It has become poisoned and is in a petrified state for 3 seconds.]


  “Heok…!”


  Captain America was Zibal’s drake. Its level was 150. That little cat’s scratch managed to petrify it for three seconds? The damage to its health wasn’t too big, but the status condition was huge.


  The same was true for the other drakes. They were struck by petrification and hung in the air like stone statues. Then they fell towards the ground.


  Kwaang!


  The US team’s drakes shook from the great shock. Among them, the one with the lowest level turned to grey light. Noe’s level skyrocketed.


  [Your memphis Noe’s level has risen.]


  [Your memphis Noe’s level has risen.]


  [Your memphis Noe’s level has risen.]


  [Your memphis Noe’s level has…]


  Noe gained 26 levels in an instant!


  “This body is the best demonic beast of hell! Nyang!”


  Dozens of cameras focused on his roar. The hundreds of millions of viewers were stunned.


  “Best demonic beast of hell?”


  “That cat is a demonic beast of hell?”


  “Wow… Demonic beasts, I have never seen them.”


  The experts were excited.


  『 Hell is an unknown land with no information revealed about it! Sometimes, demonic beasts and demonkin emerge from hell as boss monsters, but…! 』


  『 He tamed a demonic beast! Grid is indeed amazing! 』


  『 Kuk…! He is God Grid! 』


  『 I would like to analyze that cat that claims to be the best demonic beast of hell. I would be very grateful if God Grid cooperates with me after this tournament. 』


  Zibal stared at Grid.


  “Demonic beast of hell..? Best demonic beast of hell? What the hell are you? You have already gone to hell?”


  Grid seemed to be an adventurer on an entirely different dimension. He tamed a beast from uncharted territory? This was intimidating. At that moment, Zibal and the owners of the drakes, who claimed themselves as ones who mastered the best pets, felt ashamed.


  The truth was different.


  ‘I have never been to hell.’


  Grid didn’t even know where hell was. It was a place he never wanted to visit.


  Grid shouted, “Go! Noe!”


  The remaining distance to the goal was 1km. There was no signs that Noe would be defeated after he overpowered the US team’s drakes. At this time, a very good prey was approaching.


  It was Johnson.


  “Hahahaha! This is a break! Win while that monster cat is distracted by other drakes, Johnson!”


  The drake passed by the US team’s drakes and Noe. It was the moment when the drake that Noe ate twice took the lead. This drake became good food for Noe.


  “Nyang!”


  He ignored the US team’s drakes that he already defeated and swallowed Johnson.


  [Your memphis Noe’s movement speed has increased by 50%.]


  [Your drake Johnson’s movement speed has dropped by 50%.]


  “Kek.”


  The surprised Pesto bit his tongue. He felt wronged.


  ‘Does this skill have no cooldown time?’


  It was ridiculous. Was this truly the best demonic beast of hell?


  And in the end. Noe arrived first at their destination. He stood on top of the mountain and waved his short legs.


  “I am the best demonic beast of hell! Nyang! Master’s Noe! Nyang!”


  “…”


  A cat pretending to be Grid’s slave. People started to feel compassion for it. Grid, who enslaved a demonic beast, was like the devil.


  『 Grid has won! 』


  Grid was indeed a great figure. He won a gold medal in all three of his events. And in this pet marathon, the US team couldn’t even acquire a bronze medal. Therefore, the overall ranking was determined as the US in first place, South Korea in second place and France in third.


  “Waaaaaaaah!”


  The Koreans cheered at the unbelievable results.  The French were aiming for third in the first place, so they were satisfied. But the Americans had rotten expressions on their faces. The first place would ‘obviously’ the US, because they had overwhelming power.


  The United States, which was originally supposed to take first place with a bigger difference, barely managed to win because there was only one Grid. Zibal was bombarded by the media. He was accused of being incompetent as a team leader.


  On the other hand, Grid emerged as the hero of South Korea.


  The South Korean government provided him with a huge reward of 300 million won per gold medal. There were numerous requests for CFs. He was also flooded with requests from various talk shows and entertainment programs.


  It was time to hire a manager.


  “God Grid! God Grid! God Grid!”


  000-0 Street, XX Neighbourhood, Geumcheon-gu.


  Youngwoo panicked as he returned home. A massive crowd of people appeared in his neighbourhood and warmly welcomed him. At the entrance of the neighborhood, the banner stating ‘South Korea’s Hero, God Grid!’ was hung.


  It was the moment when Youngwoo’s image of an unemployed youth freeloading off his parents completely changed. The children, youths and adults of the neighborhood all treated him differently.


  At this time, Yura was a great help to Youngwoo.


  She was aware that Youngwoo wanted to build a building, so she used her intelligence network and recommended purchasing land where the prices were still low, but would jump up in the future.


  After gaining 990 million won and finally barely reaching his target of 10 billion won, Youngwoo immediately bought the land and started construction on a seven-story building with a construction company that Yura recommended.


  Then Jishuka declared.


  “I will build a place next to Grid’s building. I wanted to stay close to Grid anyway.”


  “I was thinking the same thing. I want to be always involved in Taekwondo, except for when I’m playing Satisfy.”


  “I like Korean women…”


  Jishuka, Regas and Pon planned to move to South Korea. Most of the Tzedakah Guild made a lot of money from illegal gambling and followed suit. It was because it seemed fun. Yura belatedly heard the news and also started construction on a building next to Youngwoo’s. Jishuka became alert.


  After that.


  Thanks to Youngwoo, Yura and the Tzedakah Guild, a certain satellite city in Seoul, which hadn’t flourished yet, was transformed into a luxury building complex.


  And Youngwoo was panicked. He was informed of income-related health insurance premiums, pension insurance premiums, income tax, land tax, and building tax. However, Grid had to pay fees to the item trading site when converting Satisfy’s gold to cash, so he shed tears of blood when the tax bomb hit.


  For a while, he was in a deficit.


  He was very stressed and suffered from hair loss until Yura recommended a talented tax consultant to him.
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  Yubadakan was one of the most developed cities in the Harken Kingdom.


  Due to the enormous capital and the ability of competent politicians, the population exceeded 70,000. There were many hunting grounds, so there was a high floating population. The city markets were always crowded. Thanks to that, the economic growth was constant.


  The owner of this rich city who would gather more than 1.5 million gold each month? It was a user, not an NPC. The user was Zibal.


  “Kukukul! You looked down on Grid, so aren’t you funny now?”


  Yubadakan Castle.


  Asuka, the 12th executive of the Snake Guild, sneered. “You laughed when Black Teddy and I were defeated by him, but what about you? It was very fun watching your drake be beaten by a cat! Kukuku!”


  Immediately after the Pope Drevigo raid. Asuka was a member of the Tzedakah Guild at the time and fought Grid with Black Teddy, Box and Toban, and was badly defeated. Due to that incident, Zibal kept making fun of her.


  But what now? Grid wasn’t an existence that could be ignored. Zibal was also hurt by him. Asuka felt good. It was like 10 years was taken off of her. Asuka couldn’t stop laughing.


  “How do you feel being beaten by someone you ignored? Huh?”


  “Asuka, act more moderately…” 


  The moment that Box tried to restrain Asuka.


  “I’m sorry.” Zibal respectfully apologized to Asuka. “I underestimated Grid. I’m really sorry for making fun of you.”


  Asuka wasn’t a narrow-minded person. She was satisfied with Zibal acknowledging his error and bowing to her in front of the 13 executives.


  “Well, okay. I will be generous and understand your ignorance.”


  “Thank you.”


  In the end, the atmosphere calmed down. However, the expressions of the executives still wasn’t good.


  “Master. Public opinion about you has been the worst since the National Competition.”


  “You are the face of the Snake Guild. Your reputation falling means that the reputation of the guild falls. For the moment, you should focus on recovering your image.”


  “No, I would rather you get your third advancement class. It’s imperative that you narrow the gap with Kraugel and Grid.”


  “Did I hear that you failed to invite Hurent and Lauel? It’s a top priority to replace them with other talented people.” 


  “Contact Katz. He changed after being defeated by Bondre a few months ago, so wouldn’t he have definitely grown?”


  “We need to boost the morale of the guild after they saw the strength of the Tzedakah Guild… The guild members depend not on us executives, but the guild master.”


  The executives discussed Zibal’s future route. They came up with ideas about what the guild master needed to do for the guild. But Zibal wasn’t able to concentrate on the meeting.


  ‘Grid…’


  The First National Competition ended yesterday. Zibal was going to perform brilliantly while millions of people were watching. If he had succeeded, the reputation of the Snake Guild would naturally increase and their forces would expand rapidly.


  But that plan was in vain due to Grid. The most brilliant performer in the National Competition was Grid, not Zibal. People’s attention were focused on the Tzedakah Guild, not the Snake Guild. The Tzedakah Guild was now going to grow at a tremendous pace.


  ‘The number of users migrating to Bairan is skyrocketing…’


  Some of them were the talents that he wanted. Yes, like Lauel.


  ‘This can’t continue.’


  First of all, he needed to swallow the power of the Harken Kingdom, making it the base of his ambition to conquer the entire continent. Money, talent and military power. At first, he planned to collect the talents using money and that would pave the way for his military power.


  However, he realized something in the National Competition. It took more than money to collect people. 


  The reason.


  ‘…Items.’


  Grid’s black greatsword and blue greatsword that cut down the best rankers like cream cheese. Chris was defeated by Regas’ knuckles. Pon’s red spear that pushed Regas to the point of death.


  The enormous power of these four items couldn’t leave Zibal’s mind. He was full of a desire to have them. It was a desire that all users felt, not just him. Indeed, didn’t Lauel go to Grid after seeing his items? He wondered if all the talents would be taken away by Grid at this time.


  One of the executives mentioned an interesting story to Zibal.


  “Should we contact Panmir?”


  The 1st ranked blacksmith, Panmir. He was originally a person that guilds actually sought after, but he was overshadowed by the emergence of Pagma’s Descendant.


  “I’ve found Panmir’s location. He is staying in the city of dwarves.”


  “Dwarves…?”


  Dwarves were innate blacksmiths. They produced countless blacksmiths with outstanding talent. They were so arrogant that they ignored human blacksmiths.  Then how could Panmir stay in the city of dwarves?


  The executives speculated.


  “Panmir might be recognized by the dwarves and performing a hidden class change quest.”


  “Hoh…?”


  A small number of dwarves were able to give life to items. And the species itself was capable of dealing well with gunpowder. Pagma might be the overall better blacksmith, but they surpassed Pagma in certain areas. What if Panmir inherited the talent of the dwarves?


  ‘The only rival of Grid will be born.’


  They had to invite him. Zibal decided and immediately got up.


  “I will go and see Panmir.”


  After that. Zibal succeeded in inviting Panmir, and the Snake Guild grew rapidly with his help.


  ***


  The Yatan Church’s Third Temple.


  The Yatan servants gathered at the temple in the destroyed Bonkost Principality. Yura was also there.


  “Finally, the successor of Priest Malacus has been decided.”


  Since the Tzedakah Guild and Grid killed Malacus… The Yatan Church had gradually weakened because they couldn’t proceed with their religious rituals. Now a new priest was selected.


  ‘Level 420…?’


  Yura was astonished as she confirmed the newly elected priest. It was because the level of the new priest was 100 higher than Malacus.


  ‘A fourth advancement NPC…’


  It was the same as the Second Servant and the Third Servant. Neberius’s successor in the future was expected to be in the same class. Yura was curious about the identity of the First Servant.


  ‘How strong is the existence who reigns above all of them?’


  She had never met the First Servant. Grid said that he needed to receive God Yatan’s blessing for his quest, but she hadn’t been able to figure out how to help. The Second Servant, Likaos, ordered her.


  “Eighth Servant. You are still too weak to show the grandeur of God Yatan. Embark on the Path of Penance and grow.”


  [The quest ‘Path of Penance ’ has been created.]


  [Path of Penance]


  Difficulty Level: SS


  Meet the First Servant unharmed.


  Quest Clear Conditions: ??


  Quest Failure: ??


  The description was too poor for a quest of the highest difficulty. She already had a headache.


  ‘This will be a tough quest.’


  But she finally met the minimum qualifications to meet the First Servant. Yura was filled with tension and anticipation.


  “For the sake of God Yatan.”


  Based on Satisfy’s worldview, she was an obviously evil person.


  ***


  “Thanks for the hard work.”


  S Broadcasting Station located in Ilsan. Youngwoo quickly got up as soon as he finished his talk show. The main host, PDs and other staff members approached and greeted him.


  “You did a really good job.”


  “The broadcast turned out well thanks to you.”


  “Youngwoo-ssi, I’ll see you next time. I want to treat you to a meal.”


  “Will you connect to Satisfy as soon as you go home? Please reveal your level!”


  Satisfy revolutionized global innovation as the first virtual reality game that surpassed existing technology. It secured over two billion users and deeply penetrated into the world economy. It had an overwhelming influence in all areas. The Korean people were extremely proud that this great work was made in South Korea. 


  But there was one problem. South Korea reigned as a powerhouse in games decades ago, but it was now weak. Satisfy was definitely a Korean game, but most Koreans didn’t play it. Most of the content in Satisfy was dominated by users from the US, France, Canada and China. South Korea had Yura and Peak Sword, but that wasn’t enough.


  The Korean people felt a severe thirst. Why were the Koreans showing weakness in a proud domestic game enjoyed by the world? It was painful.


  But not anymore.


  One month ago.


  Shin Youngwoo participated in the National Competition as a representative of South Korea, and won three gold medals with overwhelming ability. This resolved the thirst of the Korean people all at once.


  Youngwoo became the hero of South Korea. Any Korean person would love Youngwoo. His popularity transcended Park Jisung and Kim Yuna in the past. It was close to Yura.


  Youngwoo’s appearances on TV always had unconditionally high ratings, and his CF’s caused sale volumes to rise. Therefore, Youngwoo emerged as the blue chip in broadcasting and advertising.


  Many broadcasters and advertisers tried to get him.


  But Youngwoo was a very busy person. He tried to play Satisfy at least 14 hours a day.


  ‘Broadcasts are hard.’


  In order for Youngwoo to earn a large profit in Satisfy, he needed to make a level 200 item with at least a unique rating. However, he couldn’t make unique rated items whenever he wanted. Sometimes he would invest a whole week into making items and only got one epic rated item.


  On the other hand, he could earn tens of millions of won from one broadcast and hundreds of millions of won from one CF. However, Youngwoo didn’t like broadcasts and advertising. At first, he was excited about being on TV, but not anymore.


  It was difficult for him to be on broadcasts because he was plain and lacked improvisation skills, while CFs required shooting the same scene many times, showing his lack of acting skills and concentration.


  Due to that, he started getting hair loss. Youngwoo would much rather play Satisfy.


  ‘It’s like living on pine needles.’


  In the first place, it was much more profitable to invest time in Satisfy than to invest time in broadcasting. It was still profitable, even if he produced rare and epic items. 


  ‘The experience of my production skills goes up.’


  The higher the level of the production skill, the better the items produced. Youngwoo planned to stop broadcasting and focus on Satisfy. Yura’s advice also played a big role in him making this decision.


  ‘Minimize my image consumption.’


  She said that his influence would decrease because he was too frequently exposed to the public. Youngwoo agreed. In the future, broadcasts and CFs would only be filmed when necessary.


  “I hope we will shoot together next time.”


  “If I have time.”


  Youngwoo gave a vague answer to the eager PD and left the studio at a busy pace. As soon as he reached the parking lot, he got into 23 and looked in the mirror.


  “Phew, isn’t it better now?”


  Youngwoo had almost no sleep and worked for the past month in order to cope with the tax bomb thrown at him. He played Satisfy 14 hours a day to make items, then he spent 6 hours doing broadcasts or advertisements. He only slept four hours a day.


  The stress caused by fatigue made his hair loss progress quickly, so Youngwoo was worried that he would end up like a bald Japanese youkai. However, he steadily took medicines and found a good tax accountant thanks to Yura, so he was gradually overcoming his hair loss. Hair started to appear again on the empty parts of his head.


  “Okay, sooner or later, I will be fine.”


  Buaang!


  Did it notice Master’s delight. 23’s engine sounded livelier than usual. The destination was naturally his home.


  Three months remained until the completion of his building, so Youngwoo’s family continued staying in their original house until then.




  Chapter 186


  『 There are many users who are exploring the path to hell in order to obtain a memphis, commonly referred to as ‘Noe.’ There was a theory that the entrance to hell is somewhere in the Astra Mountains, but that turned out to be false. ‘User robbers’ in the Astra Mountains are believed to have spread the information in order to attract people, so please be careful. 』


  『 I’ve just received breaking news. It’s said that a map of the legendary ‘Siren Kingdom’ is being circulated. Countless users are now heading to the Siren Kingdom. Who was the first person to find the Siren Kingdom? There are all types of speculation among the experts… 』


  Youngwoo listened to Satisfy related news while driving. It wasn’t out of interest, but obligation. He was now well aware that information was power.


  “The first discoverer of the Siren Kingdom… They would get titles, money and reputation. It’s huge.”


  He didn’t know who it was, but he was envious. His stomach started hurting.


  ‘…Mind control. Mind control.’


  Youngwoo was worried that his hair loss would start again, so he tried to stay calm until he arrived at his destination.


  Creak.


  Youngwoo parked 23 and got down. Just two weeks ago, the front of Youngwoo’s house was crowded with people, but not anymore. The people of the neighborhood strictly controlled the access of outsiders, so Youngwoo’s family was able to regain their normal lives. 


  “I’m home.”


  “Welcome.”


  Youngwoo’s mother looked 10 years younger. She had been suffering because of her son over the past few years, but now she was always happy because her son was the hero of South Korea. She could see the greatness of her son. She was welcomed everywhere she went, just because she was Youngwoo’s mother.


  “Was the filming completed well? Wash your hands first. Then come eat. I roasted some croaker.”


  “Yep.”


  In the past, Youngwoo hadn’t been motivated by anything. Even eating or washing up was troublesome. But now he was completely different. His motivation was revived. He even jogged in the morning with Sehee.


  “Oppa, did you only sleep four hours yesterday?” Sehee came out from where she was studying in her room and asked. She didn’t show it, but recently she was very worried about her brother. She was afraid he might collapse from overwork. There was also the tax bombs.


  Youngwoo replied while eating rice. “I will be able to sleep more from today onwards. For the time being, I will refrain from broadcasting activities. So let’s jog every morning, starting from tomorrow.”


  “I thought that you didn’t want to exercise?”


  “I have to do it. I need to take care of my health.”


  “It’s the right idea. Health is more important than money.” Those were his father’s words. He was always strict because he wanted his son to grow up as quickly as possible, and now he treated his son with sincerity.


  “Youngwoo, you have already succeeded. You have acquired tremendous wealth and honor at a young age. You’ve also paid off my debt. That alone is enough. Don’t ruin your health by being too greedy.


  That’s right. It was enough. How many people built up 10 billion won assets at the age of 28, as well as acquired a worldwide reputation? The best athletes had hundreds of millions in their bank accounts in their 20’s, but Youngwoo’s father thought that wasn’t necessary. 


  He thought that Youngwoo had the same thought. But Youngwoo was still lacking. Youngwoo was much greedier than his father thought.


  ‘It’s better to have more money, Father. Now we are eating yellow corvina as a side dish, but what about in the past?’


  Up to last year.  Youngwoo never saw any beef in his house. There was a lot of radish soups and the meat was always pork. The taste wasn’t that good. The radish soup was too light, and the pork was too dry. Youngwoo misunderstood while eating the radish soup and pork.


  ‘The beef won’t taste that good in soup… Is there a rule that we shouldn’t have beef in our house?’


  But what was the truth?


  This year, he ate a lot of beef. The soup broth boiled with brisket was much sweeter and tastier, while the pork skewers made with good pork were soft and easy to chew. It went without saying that the beef short ribs melted in his mouth.


  That’s right. There wasn’t a rule against beef. It was just that his family didn’t have money for beef. The difference between having money and no money was revealed from such a small thing.


  ‘I’m going to make more money, Father.’


  Youngwoo’s father was a person who lived thinking that he should save, rather than earn a lot. Youngwoo didn’t say it aloud, but he was much greedier than his father. He already had a taste of money, so he didn’t want to lose it. He didn’t want to go back to the life where he didn’t have any money.


  ‘Yes… I will accept Huroi and Lauel’s opinions.’


  Youngwoo felt aware of it after his father. He was looking at a higher place.


  ‘Become a lord.’


  Bairan Village, ruled by the Tzedakah Guild, was elevated to a city 10 days ago. People were attracted to Grid, Jishuka, Pon and Regas’ actions in the National Competition. And Bairan’s monthly taxes collected was a huge 500,000 gold. It was valued at approximately 600 million won.


  It meant that developing one territory would earn him a huge amount of money every month. He couldn’t not feel greedy.


  ‘I will have an estate.’


  In Satisfy, Youngwoo was the husband of a territory owner.


  But being the husband and being the lord were distinctly different. As Irene’s husband, he might have some influence on the policies, but he wasn’t authorized to directly manage the taxes. Youngwoo wanted to own a territory himself.


  After the meal ended.


  “Oppa.”


  “Huh?”


  “…Good night.”


  Sehee wanted to say something, but in the end, she just went back to her room. She was acting strange.


  “Good night~”


  Youngwoo was so deep in thought that he couldn’t notice his sister’s strange behavior. He immediately entered the capsule.


  “Then I will begin.”


  The time finally came to log into Satisfy. But before that, there was something he had to do.


  “First of all.”


  Ttalkak!


  Youngwoo accessed the Internet and entered ‘Grid’s Fan Cafe.’ Then as one of the 1.36 million members, he started writing praise about Grid. He did this on a daily basis.


  The more I look, the more handsome he is. ^^ ~ There was a rumor that he was bald, but that is clearly groundless ^^ㅎㅎ


  “Good.”


  He wore a partial wig for a while before of his hair loss. There was some rumors saying that he looked strange on air or that he was bald. Youngwoo was satisfied with the post he wrote about himself and succeeded in joining Noe’s fan club.


  Noe’s fan club had 500,000 more members than his.


  ‘Dammit…’


  A cat was more popular than him? His pride hurt every time he saw it. Youngwoo started writing slanderous words about Noe as usual.


  Noe will ruin Grid’s beauty when placed side-by-side. The cat is arrogant.


  “Now I have released some of my frustration. Huhuhut…!”


  Youngwoo was satisfied when looking at his malicious post. He finally logged into Satisfy.


  ***


  “Dear husband~”


  Winston Castle.


  A woman with a small figure entered Grid’s arms as soon as he opened his eyes. Grid smiled at the familiar sight as soon as he logged in.


  “Have you been waiting? Irene.”


  Grid’s facial expression and tone differed depending on who the opponent was. Shin Youngwoo or Grid. He was a blacksmith or a swordsman. Grid had been living this four-fold life for a long time, so his acting ability naturally increased. No, maybe he had several personalities.


  “Am I that good?” Grid asked Irene with gentle eyes.


  “There is no one better than you in this world.”


  “Irene…”


  “Dear husband…”


  The two of them slept together just yesterday. This was already the 8th time. Grid was a ‘god’ in bed thanks to his high stamina and dexterity stat, so it was natural to be loved.


  “Every day, I want every day to be like yesterday.”


  “Haha…” Grid laughed awkwardly as Irene honestly expressed her desire. Then he asked, “Where are my knights?”


  “I’m not sure. Everyone is busy today.”


  Grid had a total of three knights. One was the NPC Jude, while the other two were Huroi and Lauel. The first dual class and the strongest of the Ten Rookies had pledged their loyalty to Grid. Due to the game system, he had to pay at least 500 gold monthly to each knight, but it was worth it.


  The master/slave relationship was useful in many ways. For example.


  “Summon Knights.”


  [Which knight would you like to summon?]


  “Huroi and Lauel.”


  [The summoning command has been sent. The response is pending.]


  [The targets have accepted the summons.] 


  [The knights Huroi and Lauel have been summoned.]


  Once the knights answered their master’s call, they would be summoned to his side, no matter how far away the two of them were. It was a skill so it couldn’t be used in some areas or when he had the silence debuff on him, but Grid was resistant to the silence debuff. It meant Grid could summon the knights at any time, so this system was very good to him.


  “You came, Lord.”


  Huroi was loyal to Grid and now he was completely immersed in genuinely serving Grid. He was like a character from a historical drama.


  “You connected to the game late today.”


  Lauel was no different from Huroi. He was faithful to his role. He didn’t use the exaggerated title of Lord, but he bowed after being summoned. Grid looked at his two subordinates for a while.


  “Come, get up. Huhuhut… I am very glad to see your dependable appearances.”


  “…”


  Irene was embarrassed for some reason. She used the excuse that she was busy and left this place. This meant only three people remained in Grid’s office.


  Lauel asked as soon as Irene left. “You could just whisper to us. Why did you use the summoning? Don’t you know that the skill has a cooldown time of 36 hours? What will happen if you can’t use it during a crucial moment?”


  Grid was unique to Lauel, because he was the only one who could produce the items Lauel wanted. Grid spoke like it wasn’t a big deal.


  “Well, what is the big deal?”


  “…”


  This was complete carelessness. It was hard to make Grid act carefully after he defeated big names in the National Competition. Sooner or later, his nose would be hurt by it.


  ‘That big nose, I will protect it.’


  As Lauel was thinking about the weapon Grid would produce for him, Huroi asked Grid a question.


  “Then you summoned us because…?”


  Huroi had been in the process of completing a monster hunting sub-quest that took him three hours by drake to get there. He wanted to believe that Grid summoned him because it was urgent.


  Then Grid opened his mouth.


  “I’m going to become a lord.”


  ‘Finally…!’


  It was after the National Competition. One month passed in reality, while it was three months in Satisfy. During that time, Grid had created items for the Tzedakah and accumulated wealth and skill levels. Grid acted faithfully as the guild’s blacksmith. Grid was satisfied with this. He was overjoyed every time he got a new production method.


  But Huroi and Lauel thought this was a waste of Grid’s power. It was unfortunate to see such a unique existence be satisfied with being the blacksmith of a small guild, without any larger goals.


  The two of them tried to persuade Grid. Escape from the small cage called the Tzedakah Guild and expand into the wider world.


  Grid worried over his decision for a few days.


  “I will withdraw from the Tzedakah Guild. I will create my own unique force, based on your opinions.”


  In the end, he decided. Thanks to this, Huroi and Lauel were ecstatic. They thought that the moment to show off their talents had arrived.


  ‘Lord will be the first user…’


  ‘To become a king.’


  The two men were thinking about the Snake Guild. With Grid’s power, couldn’t they dream about conquering the continent? It wasn’t Zibal, but Grid’s fate to become the first emperor. The two people didn’t doubt it.


  Grid currently only had the simple goal of ‘becoming a lord,’ but Huroi and Lauel were dreaming of placing Grid on a higher mountain. In order to do that…


  “After establishing your new guild, invite the Tzedakah Guild.”


  Inevitably, a lot of talent was required. The Tzedakah Guild had the strongest rankers and were a force that must be absorbed.


  Lauel explained, “The Tzedakah Guild is already addicted to the items you produce and won’t want to lose this. Some of them, including Jishuka, have a vested interest in you. They will surely join you. If you want, they will surely become your subordinates.”


  Lauel was certain of it. He had only followed Grid for a month and within that month, he became someone that couldn’t live without Grid. He was a slave to items.


  At the same time.


  “It has been a long time.”


  A blonde female was attracting attention as she entered Winston. The girl’s ID was Euphemina. She was the first epic class and the first discoverer of the Siren Kingdom.




  Chapter 187


  “The time for revenge has come.”


  The assassins Shay, Kerb and Sniffer. The three people tried to hunt Grid without knowing his identity, but it was frustrating that they lost their items. Their grudge against Grid was quite deep. They felt angry whenever they thought about the value of the dropped items.


  “We must assassinate him and make him drop his items.”


  The three people finally came to Winston after leaving Rolling. They were eyeing the enormous items that Grid used in the National Competition. In particular, they wanted the blue greatsword and golden blades. If the assassination was successful, they would be able to get a jackpot from his items.


  ‘Our stealth is now at level 6…’


  ‘… If we can approach Grid, we can successfully assassinate him.’


  Shay was ranked 3rd, Kerb ranked 7th, and Sniffer ranked 9th. Their rankings had risen compared to before. In addition, they had a third advancement assassin NPC on their side. After completing an S-grade quest for the Assassins Association, they could hire the best assassin for an expensive price.


  They could assassinate Grid if they had the power of this assassin. At least, they thought so.


  ***


  Class: Duplicator


  * The target’s skill can be perfectly replicated.


  Title: A Qualified Hero


  * You won’t get tired easily.


  *Your stats will grow faster.


  Title: Competitor


  * Interacts with high luck.


  * Skill ‘Rolling Dice’ can be used.


  Title: Friend of the Water Clan.


  * It is possible to breathe in water for a long time.


  * Movement speed in water doesn’t decrease.


  * Have a high affinity with the Water Clan.


  Title: One who Receives Sunlight


  * Health +2,000. Mana +2,000.


  * Under sunlight, all skills will increase by 7%.


  * Under sunlight, the power of fire skills will increase by 16%. 


  [Skill Observation Lv.8 (51.3%)] 


  You can observe the skill used by the target and analyze the information thoroughly.


  The analysis of the skill can be saved for only 3 minutes.


  Skill Mana Cost: 300


  Skill Cooldown Time: None.


  [Skill Duplication]


  Successfully duplicate the observed skill.


  The duplicated skill will be permanently stored in your skills list until it is used. It will be deleted when used once.


  Skill Mana Cost: 1,050


  Skill Cooldown Time: 8 hours.


  [Rolling Dice]


  Roll a dice and a phenomenon will occur, depending on the number that is rolled.


  * If the target is yourself or an ally: There will be a beneficial effect if the number 4 or higher is rolled. There will be a harmful effect if the number rolled is 3 or lower.


  * If the target is an enemy: There will be a beneficial effect if the number 3 or lower is rolled. There will be a harmful effect if the number rolled is 4 or higher.


  Skill Mana Cost: 30


  Skill Cooldown Time: 20 minutes.


  The first epic hidden class, Euphemina. In other words, she was superior. If she invested a few days into duplicating dozens of skills, she could be called the strongest. She was the one who defeated the 1st ranked assassin, Faker.


  “Once the lord changed, it really developed a lot.”


  She entered Winston quietly. It had been already half a year in reality since she came to Winston to participate in the item production game with Grid. She felt refreshed.


  ‘It’s completely like heaven compared to when the villainous lord ruled.’


  Winston was large half a year ago. The population was large and it was economically developed. Nevertheless, the faces of the NPC residents were always dark. The lord was selfish and always neglected the interests of the people.


  But now the people’s faces were full of energy. There were many facilities to take care of them. The new ruler was certainly worthy.


  ‘By the way… Where is Khan’s smithy again?’


  Euphemina was amazed as she saw the bustling streets and tried to remember the way. However, Winston had changed too much, so it wasn’t easy to find the way. She had to spend quite a lot of time looking for Khan’s smithy.


  After a while.


  “Show me a level 150 longsword.”


  “Are these the only helmets?”


  “Wow, this plate armor is amazing! How much?”


  “Look at this greatsword… Amazing.”


  “Eh?” Euphemina was surprised as she arrived at Khan’s smithy.


  ‘Oh my god, why are there so many people?’


  The smithy was bustling with guests. No, it wasn’t enough to call it bustling. The queue of customers was at least 100m long. This was the aftermath of the National Competition. After Grid revealed his identity in the National Competition, many people frequently visited Khan’s smithy.


  They went looking for Khan’s smithy in the hope of purchasing items made by Grid, but they became fascinated by Khan’s items. It was natural. Khan’s blacksmithing skill rose by five levels thanks to Blacksmith’s Affection, and it was now advanced level 7.


  A blacksmith of the same level didn’t exist on the entire continent. Therefore, word of mouth spread about the outstanding performance of his items and visitors from other countries also came.


  “Uhh, there is no end to the procession of customers.”


  Khan hired four workers, but the smithy was non stop busy. It was a lot of money to pass onto Grid, but his old age meant that he had limited stamina.


  “Sigh… Huh?”


  Khan was making items without stopping in order to catch up with orders, only to find a familiar girl among the customers. Color returned to his face.


  “Ohh! Isn’t it Euphemina? It’s been a long time!”


  Khan liked Euphemina a lot. She was the one who helped saved Grid, who had been locked in prison after the item production game.


  “It has been a long time Khan. You look younger.”


  “Hahaha! I stopped drinking thanks to Grid and was rejuvenated. You are more beautiful than before. Have you been well?”


  Euphemina didn’t dislike it. “Uhh, don’t be ridiculous. Anyway, I have been travelling the continent in order to find the best orb production method.”


  “Huhu, and did you find it?”


  “Of course.”


  Khan looked expectant as Euphemina pulled out an old scroll. Khan’s eyes widened with surprise.


  “This is truly a great orb… Even the word ‘best’ is attached to it.”


  It was a tremendous orb that he couldn’t produce with his skill. It was doubtful that even his grandfather could produce it, despite being a craftsman.


  ‘But if it’s Grid…’


  “Isn’t it amazing? You’re truly a determined woman.”


  Euphemina spoke to the admiring Khan. “Where is Grid? Is he in the middle of making items?”


  Khan shook his head.


  “Grid isn’t here. There will be an uproar if he showed up here. He already hasn’t been here for a few days.”


  Euphemina laughed. “Right. Now that Grid is a huge celebrity, his actions will be limited. So where should I go to meet him?”


  “Um…”


  Khan didn’t answer right away. He was reluctant to reveal Grid’s whereabouts, even if the other person was Euphemina.


  ‘In the first place, Grid doesn’t like Euphemina…’


  Euphemina nodded with understanding.


  “It’s difficult. Well, it can’t be helped if there’s a problem.”


  Originally, Euphemina planned to visit Grid without contacting him beforehand. Now she was forced to send him a whisper in order to find his location.


  –Grid.


  Euphemina’s whisper reached Grid.


  At that moment.


  “Heok…!”


  Winston Castle. Grid was discussing future policies with Huroi and Lauel when he suddenly shuddered.


  Huroi cried out with fright. “My Lord! What is going on?”


  Was there an assassin? Huroi was about to draw his sword.


  “What it it?”


  Lauel also panicked. He was quite surprised. Grid’s complexion was pale.  He was even sweating, so his condition wasn’t right. It was the first time Lauel saw Grid like this. The Grid he knew was always dignified and had no fear of the world.


  But what was this situation? Grid was acting like a frightened rodent in front of the cat?


  ‘To make Grid shake to this extent… What on earth happened?’


  Gulp.


  Was a disaster coming? Lauel nervously gulped as Grid opened his mouth. “…Euphemina sent me a whisper. That girl, she is currently in Winston.”


  “Euphemina?”


  It was an unfamiliar name to Lauel. On the other hand, Huroi was glad.


  “Euphemina is here? Ohh, isn’t it a reunion after a long time?”


  From Huroi’s perspective, Euphemina was another savior. In the past.  She rescued Grid in the prison, meaning Grid was able to save Huroi.


  “Why did she come here now? I want to meet her… Um? Hum hum.” Huroi was excited about the idea of reuniting with Euphemina, when he suddenly fell silent. He stared at Grid. “Isn’t Euphemina good? Why don’t you accept her as your subordinate?”


  “…”


  Grid was reluctant to meet Euphemina. Huroi belatedly noticed this fact.


  ‘Is the relationship between My Lord and Euphemina not as favorable as I thought?’


  Lauel asked, “Who is Euphemina?”


  Grid gave a clear description.


  “She is a terrible person.”


  Duplicator. Euphemina was able to duplicate top-grade spells and instantly use them without casting. Grid didn’t know about the disadvantages so from his point of view, she was the most OP person.


  “She has one of the three epic classes. I promised her that I would make her an item, but I’m worried about what she will do if I make an item below the unique rating.”


  “…!”


  Agnus and Katz were the only ones known to have an epic class. The first epic class was completely hidden. No one knew their identity. But it turned out that Grid was acquainted with the first epic class. Lauel was filled with admiration.


  ‘He is big.’ Lauel was very interested. ‘If Grid could bring an epic class to his side…’


  Lauel’s eyes shone as Grid ordered Huroi.


  “Go to Khan’s smithy. Then bring Euphemina to the castle.”


  “…Yes.”


  Huroi politely answered and left the castle.


  Winston Street.


  As Huroi moved alone, a group was secretly following him. It was Shay’s group.


  “According to the information collected, that guy is Grid’s aide.”


  “He is 900th on the unified rankings.”


  “His class isn’t anything special either. An orator?”


  “According to our source, he’s the embarrassing type of person who always bows down to Grid. Considering his class, he will be weaker than we think.”


  “Kill him. Won’t Grid be angry if we kill that guy? I want to see him shaking.”


  “Yes, let’s kill him.”


  Shay’s party had fairly decent intelligence. They looked at Huroi and made fun of him.  


  A deserted alleyway. Three assassins appeared behind Huroi, who was heading to Khan’s smithy. 


  “…You are?” Huroi asked calmly and Sniffer smiled.


  “We are the ones who will kill you.”


  Shay remarked.


  “The villains have appeared. I guess?”


  “…Villains?”


  This was the first time he appeared in public since Grid participated in the National Competition.


  Huroi frowned. “Someone dares touch My Lord… Aren’t your mothers ashamed of giving birth to people like you?”


  “What…?”


  Why was he suddenly talking about their parents? What was this wicked guy? Then a notification window flashed in front of Shay.


  [You have been overwhelmed by the spiteful tongue. Defense and attack power will decrease by 30%.]


  In this gap, Huroi pulled out his sword. It was a one-handed sword that seemed to be a compact version of Dainsleif.




  Chapter 188


  If Pagma’s Descendant was a class that relied on items, orators were a class that specialized in talking.


  They could get more favorable conditions for quests by talking to NPCs, or give buffs or debuffs with specific remarks. In particular, orators were absolutely necessary for nobles and lords. It was possible to boost the morale of the army through eloquence, and it was easily to appeal to the people and take control of the public opinion.


  But an orator wasn’t a preferred class for users. Most users were reluctant to become orators, so they were a very rare class. The problem was that it was difficult to raise their level. The weapon they could equip was ‘books.’ They had only one attack skill. There were no defense or escape skills. They had lower health than a magician.


  First of all, the problem was that their weapon was a book. A book had the option of adding to the narrative power, but it didn’t have the ability to increase magic power or store magic like orbs. They had to charge with the weapon and swing it at the target. But would the target be hurt if hit with a book? Not at all. The attack power was too weak. A book exerted much less damage than a blacksmith’s hammer.


  The only attack skill an orator possessed was Spiteful Tongue. This was also a problem. It wasn’t practical at all, because there was a 80 second cooldown and it only dealt 200% damage to a single target.


  It was practically impossible for an orator to hunt solo. They had to rely on hunting in parties. Unfortunately, it was difficult for an orator to find a party. It was due to the lack of viability. What did the great buffs and debuffs matter? 


  It was obvious when an orator participated in battle. Their constants words were tiring. The party members also had to keep on eye on the orator to make sure they didn’t die. Most users didn’t like having orators in their party. Apart from the orator class, there were clerics, black magicians, dancers, linkers, etc. to give buff skills, so there was no need to add an unstable orator to the party.


  As a result, it was very difficult for an orator to level up through hunting. They weren’t able to level up through production like production classes, so they had to rely on leveling up through quests.


  In other words, the level of difficulty for an orator was the highest among all classes in Satisfy, and most users avoided the orator class due to this. This was despite the fact that orators were a class that nobles and lords all over the continent would pay expensive money for!


  Grid was truly lucky to obtain the 1st ranked orator as his subordinate.


  ‘…Does Grid know such facts?’ Lauel questioned as he looked at Grid, who always made Huroi run errands.


  At the same time, in the outskirts of Winston.


  “…Sword?”


  The ‘unique’ Huroi who obtained a second class in Satisfy. Shay’s party was frowning at the horrifying debuff that was placed on them. Now the orator was armed with a sword? Moreover, the sword had a sinister appearance. Didn’t it resemble the greatsword that Grid used to smash them in the past? They felt anxious as the bad memory popped up.


  ‘It can’t be… No?’


  Shay tried to calm down as he smiled awkwardly.


  “An orator armed with a sword… Isn’t he still an easy threat? Right? Are you bluffing? You, you can’t wield that. Right?”


  Huroi was exactly 937th on the unified rankings. This was a similar ranking to Shay, and was high enough to be compared to Kerb and Sniffer. Nevertheless, the reason why Shay dared face Huroi was simple.


  Huroi was an orator. Wasn’t an orator the weakest? His level might be high, but it was thanks to Grid’s power and repeated party hunting. Huroi himself would be extremely weak. Why was he armed with a sword?


  Shay rapidly became uneasy. It seemed that he couldn’t grasp Huroi properly.


  “…Originally, I was a helpless existence.” Huroi gazed at Shay’s party and brought up an old story. “I raised my level while doing small quests. Then one day.”


  Yes, he first met his lord in Winston.


  “I acquired the first S-grade quest of my life.”


  He was forced to do an outrageous quest where he was trapped in a narrow dungeon for 50 hours of real time. It was unimaginably painful. It wasn’t a level he could endure with his usual mentality.


  He wanted to give up and logout many times. But he endured it. He persevered in the hopes of going beyond the limits of an orator. However, he kept waiting and waiting.


  “I didn’t think the quest would end.”


  A quest where he had to wait for a savior who might not appear. Huroi had gone half crazy by the quest. He couldn’t log out for more than 150 hours in game time and was trapped in a dark place. His sense of time blurred. He wasn’t aware of what he was doing. It was just hell.


  Just before the quest’s time limit ended. A ray of light appeared in the darkness. It was the moment when Grid appeared.


  “…My Lord saved me. Thanks to him, my wait wasn’t in vain and I was able to complete the quest.”


  He got a new strength.


  Second class: Apostle of Justice’s Partner.


  * A matchless bravery.


  * When you are with the Apostle of Justice, all stats will increase by 20%.


  * The skills Unbreakable Justice and Sacrifice for Justice can be used.


  Title ‘One who Overcomes Hardships.’


  * Holds extremely high mental strength.


  * Won’t give in to any trials.


  * Skill ‘Strong Will’ can be used.


  “Master has given me new strength.”


  Now he was strong. He only existed for his lord!


  “I won’t allow anyone to harm My Lord!”


  Shay’s party was thrilled by Huroi’s story.


  ‘This is a touching story…’


  ‘Grid, this guy…!’


  ‘My heart is heavy!’


  This was truly an orator. Huroi’s story made people listen to him. Therefore, Shay’s party couldn’t help concentrating on Huroi’s story. It was like they were the protagonists of the story. They were thrilled when Huroi got to the part when he was saved. They couldn’t help thinking of Grid as wonderful, despite being their enemy. 


  That was the problem.


  [You have become fascinated by the interesting story.] 


  [You feel like the main character of the story.]


  [Thanks to the story, you have lost all sense of reality. You are unable to grasp the situation.] 


  [You will feel confused for 3 seconds.]


  “Heok?”


  Originally, an orator’s weapon was their mouth. Giving an orator a chance to use their mouth was no different from suicide.


  “W-What is this…!”


  “Shit! What is this fraudulent skill?”


  Shay’s group never had experience dealing with orators, so they became easily confused. Huroi stared at them and shouted, “You dare try to kill me? Come!”


  [Your morale has increased.]


  [The next attack will be a critical hit!]


  This was the highest buff skill of an orator, that applied a buff to all allies for two seconds. Then Huroi swung his black sword.


  “Unbreakable Justice!”


  [Unbreakable Justice Lv.5 (88.1%)]


  Deals 650% of your attack power.


  Skill Mana Cost: 500


  Skill Cooldown Time: 100 seconds


  Unbreakable Justice was an unique skill that only the Apostle of Justice and his partner could use. It dealt damage in a wide area and the cooldown time was very short compared to its power.


  But Grid hardly ever used Unbreakable Justice after acquiring Pagma’s Swordsmanship. Compared to the legendary rated Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Unbreakable Justice had no advantages except that it was an immediate use skill. For Grid, it was more mana efficient to use Pagma’s Swordsmanship than Unbreakable Justice.


  But Unbreakable Justice was Huroi’s main skill. He relied on the skill so much that he already built up tremendous proficiency with it. It was level 5. Now it dealt 650% wide area damage. Furthermore, the black sword that Huroi was currently armed with…


  [Mass-produced One-handed Sword (Prototype)]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 49/51   Attack Power: 423


  Attack Speed: -7%     Accuracy: -2%


  A trial work by the legendary blacksmith G.


  A one-handed sword that can be easily used by anyone, and is designed to exert high attack power.


  It’s an aggressive design made by referencing Dainsleif (Reproduction), and has succeeded in manifesting great attack power. However, it emphasizes convenience, so the overall perfection is poor, meaning additional functions such as durability are weak.


  If steel was used as the main material rather than black iron, the limitations of this work would be more prominent and it would be treated as a consumable item.


  User Restriction: Level 230 or higher. 300 strength. Beginner Sword Mastery.


  Weight: 410


  Huroi generated the Sword Mastery passive after acquiring his second class. He could now use a sword as a weapon. But he was an orator and his strength stat was very low, so it was impossible for him to use a proper sword for his level.


  His troubles ended after Grid made the Mass-produced One-handed Sword (Prototype) for him. The name indicated that Grid planned to earn money through mass production of it someday, but the attack power was already beyond the limits of a one-handed sword. It was comparable to the minimum attack power of Dainsleif.


  Half of Grid’s intentions when producing it was successful.


  Kwaaaang!


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 7,910 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 9,250 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 10,180 damage to the target.]


  Assassins invested their points into agility instead of stamina. Therefore, they relied on high evasion instead of defense. But they were in a state of confusion and couldn’t avoid the attacks. Shay’s party was struck by the power of Unbreakable Justice.


  “Cough!”


  “Cough!”


  [You have suffered fatal damage!]


  [You can’t regain your mental state.]


  The enormous damage caused them to suffer from confusion again. It was the ‘confusion linkage’ that they had only heard rumors about. An orator managing to do something like this…


  ‘…Does this make sense?’


  ‘Ah… Really, shit…’


  Shay was grouchy. They dreamed of getting revenge on Grid, only to be killed by his subordinate before even meeting Grid? And the subordinate was an orator?


  “Damn…”


  They couldn’t help cursing. Three assassins being beaten by an orator. If this was known, they would be ridiculed everywhere they went. They were also worried about their experience and items dropping.




  Chapter 189


  “This is the end.”


  Huroi was an ordinary orator until level 127, so he invested his stat points in both intelligence and persuasion. Since getting a second class at level 127, he was now level 236 and he invested his stats primarily into strength, stamina and agility.


  It was to take advantage of the Apostle of Justice’s Partner class. The courage stat he acquired increased his attack and defense at the same time.


  But it still wasn’t enough. Even considering the effect of his courage stat, his starting line was completely different. Therefore, Huroi was lacking in physical ability compared to others of the same level. His Sword Mastery was only intermediate level 2.


  It would take more time for Huroi to demonstrate the true combat ability of his class. However, things changed recently thanks to Grid. Grid created and produced the Mass-produced One-handed Sword (Prototype) for him, which was enough to cover Huroi’s lacking combat power.


  This was the power of items.


  Swaeek!


  The black sword that the group was confronted with!


  “Ugh!”


  Shay’s group tried to get revenge on Grid, but they would die without seeing him? No. They still had a means. Just before his heart was pierced by the sword, Shay shouted urgently.


  “Kasim!!”


  At that moment. A shadow emerged from behind Shay and wielded his daggers. 


  Chaaeng!


  The movements were as fast as lightning. The dagger blocked the black sword and then sliced at Huroi’s neck.


  [You have suffered 4,140 damage.]


  “Ugh…!”


  The bleeding Huroi retreated and immediately took a potion to restore his health. It was instincts that caused him to move and avoid death. The person who appeared from the shadow, Kasim, looked at Huroi and asked.


  “You escaped a fatal wound? Your sensitivity is better than I thought?”


  ‘He isn’t a player?’


  It was a thin man wrapped in grey clothing. The name ‘Kasim’ floating above his head was green, indicating an NPC. Huroi was baffled.


  ‘An NPC assassin is escorting them.’


  He wasn’t a normal assassin. Huroi lost 4,000 health from one blow. It was estimated that the opponent was at least a level 280 named assassin. How did Shay’s party get such a big shot as an escort? Huroi was questioning it while Shay overcame his confusion and shouted while taking a health potion.


  “Willingly give up your life! Kasim is a third advancement assassin! You’re not his opponent!”


  ‘Third advancement class?’


  Huroi started sweating. The abilities of a second and third advancement class were as different as the sky and the earth. If two level 299 and one level 300 person fought, the third advancement level 300 person would win.


  Furthermore, Huroi was only level 236. Not just the class difference, but the level difference was enormous. For him, the current situation wasn’t good. He had to judge carefully.


  ‘Calm down.’


  It wasn’t a matter of pride. He didn’t know who these people were and he didn’t want to die. First, he had to escape from them and secure his safety. Then he would send a whisper to Euphemina. As Huroi was making a decision, Shay’s party became excited and their momentum increased.


  “We completed a S-grade quest and paid a huge sum of money to hire Kasim! All in order to get revenge on Grid!”


  “Before we kill Grid, we will experiment with Kasim’s power on you!”


  “What…?”


  They wanted to hurt Grid? He finally figured out why he was attacked. Huroi froze in place instead of stepping back. Then he glared like a devil at Shay’s party.


  “You guys, I will kill you here.”


  He would wipe out Shay’s group, even if he died from that NPC assassin. It was his duty.


  “I will never let you see My Lord’s shadow!” The furious Huroi summoned his drake. “Descend! Lord of the Skies above the Grasslands!”


  The naming sense of the Mongols was emotional and descriptive. The fire drake ‘Lord of the Skies above the Grasslands’ flew above Huroi’s head. Shay’s party were pushed back against the walls by the wind pressure.


  “Drake…!”


  After the National Competition, the drakes had lost most of their dignity. In the pet marathon, dozens of drakes were defeated by Grid’s cat. Some people dismissed drakes, stating that their reputation was exaggerated.


  But what was the truth? Drakes were still great pets. Their combat ability, mobility, intelligence, stamina, and all other abilities were overwhelming. Grid’s cat, the best demonic beast of hell, was just unusually strong.


  “This guy has strong items and a strong pet? What the, you! You are compatible with Grid!”


  Huroi didn’t respond to the shouting Shay. He just commanded the drake. 


  “Turn these people to ashes. I acknowledge you. You are the strongest drake, so you can do it.”


  Kwaaaaah!


  [Your drake ‘Lord of the Skies above the Grasslands’ was inspired by your words and his morale has risen. His attack power and magic power has greatly increased.]


  Hwaruruk!


  The drake was powered by the orator’s buff skill and spewed out a mighty fire breath. This was a narrow alley. Shay’s party couldn’t escape it, while Winston became covered with flames. Many people witnessed it.


  “What? A drake?”


  “Wow… Is it a fight between rankers?”


  “In the middle of the city? Amazing! Let’s go!”


  Was there anything more fun than watching a fight? This was a great opportunity to enjoy it. Numerous users and people scattered around the city rushed in the direction of the turmoil. The soldiers also saw it and hurried.


  “Captain! We have to hurry!”


  “Go ahead and bring the guards!”


  Winston’s security policies were excellent! The guards took pride in this. They immediately went to the scene of the crime in order to calm the turmoil. But the security chief was the problem.


  “We need to turn off the lights. Wind…? Fan?”


  The chief of the security forces saw the flames burning the city and wondered what was necessary to suppress the fire. The person was none other than Jude. In order to evenly grow his stats, Grid had given him all types of tasks such as monster subjugation, security activities, minerals extraction, sparring, etc.


  “First of all, a fan. Please.”


  Jude’s intelligence was at the level of an idiot. He came up with a stupid answer to the troubled guards.


  “Fans won’t be able to stop this!”


  “Bring in others to put it out!”


  The guards urged him. In the end, Jude reached the limits of his patience. As always, he didn’t think.


  “I will go.”


  The fire didn’t matter. He would go there and see.  He forgot about Grid’s urging to always think carefully before acting, and chose swiftness.


  Tadak!


  ‘Fast!’


  The guards were dismayed. Jude ran three times faster than them despite wearing full-plate armor and carrying a 3m long greatsword on his shoulder. He didn’t look like a human in their eyes. Indeed, there was a reason for his ignorance.


  At Khan’s smithy.


  “Hrmm, isn’t there a splendid fight over there?” Euphemina’s eyes shone as she discovered the fire outside the window. “I will go.”


  For Euphemina, fights were important. It was an opportunity to duplicate outstanding skills. She, like everyone else, ran straight in the direction of the turmoil. Thanks to this, Khan was finally able to breathe. He was able to take a break for the first time today as the customers ran out towards the fight.


  At the same time, Winston Castle.


  “What?”


  Grid had one habit. He disassembled and assembled items every day to increase the understanding of items. He had reached 100% understanding with Dainsleif a long time ago, so now he was devoted to disassembling and assembling the Holy Light Armor.


  Grid was waiting for Euphemina at the castle’s smithy.  Then he heard the soldiers rushing towards the flames that were soaring in the area where Khan’s smithy was located.


  “Khan…!”


  Was Khan in danger? Grid worriedly ran out of the smithy, then equipped Braham’s Boots and flew into the sky. Lauel followed behind him.


  ***


  The fire drake’s greatest strength was their high damage. The drake’s fire breath was the strongest among any other drakes. However.


  “How is this possible…?”


  Huroi couldn’t believe the sight in front of him. The moment that Lord of the Skies above the Grasslands fired his breath. Kasim summoned dozens of shadow soldiers as a barrier, completely blocking the breath. Due to that, the breath didn’t cover Shay’s group and scattered in all directions. There was a sea of fire.


  ‘How does an assassin have that type of defensive capabilities?’


  An assassin was agile. They had outstanding attack power and mobility. On the other hand, their defensive ability was poor. However, Kasim use the shadow soldiers as shields and showed excellent defense. He was completely different from the known concepts of assassins.


  Shay shouted to the stunned Huroi. “This is the power of the third advancement! It’s my future! How about it? Isn’t it a class completely incomparable to an orator? Hahahat!”


  Assassins were classified into four major categories. There were those who specialized in stealth and assassination like Faker, those who used swords like Shay, those who threw weapons like Sniffer and those who installed traps like Kerb.


  But that was the case for second advancement assassins. A third advancement assassin had more techniques. One of them was shadows. The shadow technique allowed the assassin to perfect assimilate to other’s shadows, move between shadows or even summon shadow soldiers.


  And Kasim was a master of shadows. He was the peak of the assassins, only rivaled by Doran. He wasn’t someone that the present Huroi could deal with.


  “Let’s play a little bit.”


  Sururuk.


  Kasim disappeared into Shay’s shadow. Then he appeared in the shadow behind Huroi and wielded his dagger.


  Seokeok!


  [You have suffered 4,010 damage.]


  “Ugh!”


  Kasim relentlessly aimed at the weak points. It was impossible to defend or avoid. If Huroi tried to fight back, Kasim would hide in the shadows again so it was useless.


  Puok!


  “Kuak!”


  If he attacked the shadow, Kasim would reappear in the shadows of other objects. It was a spectacular sight. The people who gathered admired it.


  “He is terrific. What is that skill?”


  “A hidden class?”


  “Assassin…? Considering that he’s an NPC, is he a third advancement class?”


  “Wow, this is a big hit. I’m going to be an assassin.”


  Sakak! Seokeok!


  Huroi lost most of his health after being attacked by Kasim, who used all the shadows around him. He would’ve died already if it wasn’t for the drake protecting him.


  [The Apostle of Justice’s Partner’s bravery is unmatched. Your current health has fallen below 20%, so all stats will increase by 30%.]


  This was his last chance. He was strengthened so he needed to defeat Shay’s group now. After judging that Kasim had disappeared into the shadows again, he headed towards the giggling Shay’s group, who were caught off guard. Then something rose from Shay’s shadow. A shadow soldier.


  Kwachak!


  Huroi’s desperate sword swing collided with a shadow soldier and was nullified.


  “This…!”


  The moment that Huroi felt despair.


  “This isn’t fun. I will end it quickly.”


  Kasim emerged from the shadow behind Huroi and pointed his dagger at Huroi’s neck. Then a woman’s voice was heard.


  “Raise Shadow Soldiers.”


  Kuoooh!


  “…!”


  Kasim was amazed. Shadow soldiers rose in the vicinity and attacked him?


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  Kasim’s attack was defeated and he lost interest in Huroi.


  ‘The same technique as mine was used?’


  Did that mean there was an assassin with a similar level in the area? Kasim started to observe the spectators. He commanded the shadow soldiers in the crowd and quickly discover who was attacking him. It was a blonde girl.


  Kasim thought it was ridiculous.


  “An assassin wouldn’t have such white skin. Then how did you use the shadows technique?”


  The blonde girl, Euphemina replied to Kasim. “What is this? Is it a technique that only you can use?”


  “Kukuk…! Stop talking nonsense!”


  It must be black magic. Kasim ignored the shadow soldiers and focused on Huroi. He would take care of that girl after killing his target. However.


  “What are you doing?”


  A cold voice was heard from above. Kasim and Huroi. Thousands of spectators, including Euphemina and Jude, turned their gaze towards the sky.


  Shay shouted, “Grid!”


  That’s right. The person who appeared in the sky was Grid. The spectators’ eyes shone like lanterns.


  “God Grid! God Grid has showed up!”


  “Pagma’s Descendant…!”


  “Kyaaak! Oppa!”


  Indeed, he was really popular. Everyone praised Grid, irrespective of national and gender. People shouted at Grid to look at them and enthusiastically waved their arms. However, Grid’s eyes were only fixed on Kasim. He didn’t like Kasim pointing a dagger at the wounded Huroi’s neck.


  “Take your hands off what is mine.”


  The command entered Kasim’s ears, who replied. “What if I don’t want to?”


  “Then die.”


  Chwachwachwachwachwachwa!


  Seven golden blades were revealed as everyone was paying attention. It was the special item of Pagma’s Descendant that attracted the attention of the world at the National Competition. People were excited, while Kasim breathed out.


  ‘Artifacts that move by themselves?’


  He originally didn’t feel anything remarkable from Grid. But he seemed to be more than what Shay’s group told him. In addition, there was a boy with silver hair with him. But the more important thing…


  ‘Why does he have Doran’s Ring?’ Kasim’s attention was stolen by the blue ring on Grid’s finger. ‘This is interesting. I need to learn a bit more, rather than fighting needlessly.’


  In the end, Kasim let Huroi go. Then he disappeared into the shadows.


  “…Eh?”


  Shay’s group was left alone. How could they think that Kasim would flee? How much money did they spend to hire him?


  ‘Is this a lie?’


  Grid smiled at Shay’s party who couldn’t grasp the situation.


  “You came again? Did you come to give me more items? Eh?”


  Grid showed the Kenen’s Belt, the trap installation tool and poison blender that he received from them. They wanted to kill him even more. However, it was an impossible task without Kasim.


  “…Haha.”


  Shay’s group laughed awkwardly, but Grid asked coldly, “Is something funny?”


  Thanks to realizing his strong sense of camaraderie at the National Competition, Grid was furious at the people who hurt Huroi. He was pulling out Failure to kill them when Lauel stopped him.


  “Imprison them instead of killing them.”


  “Why? Isn’t that a waste of the taxpayer’s money?”


  Lauel whispered to the grim-looking Grid.


  “If a criminal is put in prison, the ruler can check the criminal’s belongings. You can dispose of them after asking Lady Irene to check the items they have. Anyway, can’t you kill PK users at any time? It is more beneficial to trade them the items for their lives.”


  “Hoh…”


  Lauel had a lot of ideas and knowledge. Therefore, he was always helpful. This was the reason his mother told him to make smart friends when he was in elementary school.  Grid was convinced and ordered Jude.


  “Lock them up in jail.”


  Euphemina approached him. She carried the production method to create the best orb associated with Braham.




  Chapter 190


  One and a half years ago in Satisfy time. It was a story when Grid was still level 21 after becoming Pagma’s Descendant.


  ‘How about an item production game over the smithy?’


  The Mero Company was exploiting the residents of Winston, when Rabbit came to Khan and made a suggestion. From Khan’s point of view, accepting the offer and winning the game was the only way to keep the smithy.


  But Khan was an alcoholic and not in a position to play. He couldn’t fully demonstrate his abilities as a blacksmith. So Khan asked Grid to participate in the game for him. Grid was blinded by the compensation and readily accepted.


  He competed with Euphemina, who was hired by the Mero Company, to make an item. The result was Grid’s loss. Grid would’ve won if the contest was normal, but due to the tyranny of the Mero Company, he was arrested during the contest and locked in prison.


  The situation was desperate. Grid was unlucky enough to fail the quest and was fuming in prison. He was completely out of his mind, screaming that the game gods had cursed him. But then an unexpected savior appeared.


  It was Euphemina. Thanks to her help, Grid was able to regain the Ideal Dagger, rescue Huroi, and gain the title ‘Apostle of Justice.’ Strictly speaking, Euphemina was Grid’s savior. But.


  ‘I’m not pleased at all.’


  Grid was uncomfortable reuniting with Euphemina. He was reminded of old memories and positive sentiment was unwelcome. It wasn’t because he had bad feelings towards Euphemina. Grid was just scared.


  ‘If I can’t produce a unique rated orb… what will she do?’


  Grid didn’t know about the disadvantages of the Duplicator class, and he thought Euphemina was the best OP. He was suspicious of anyone stronger than him. Euphemina wanted at least a unique rated orb in exchange for returning the Ideal Dagger.


  What if he didn’t meet her expectations? Would she PK him if he completed a normal or rare rated orb?


  Grid was really scared. He couldn’t afford to endure the bombardment of Euphemina’s best spells.


  “It’s been a while.”


  On the other hand, Euphemina was very glad to see Grid. In the past, Grid deliberately (?) acted foolish, but he actually had a legendary class. She was glad about the fact that the famous Pagma’s Descendant would make her an item.


  “I watched your great performance in the National Competition on TV. You were really cool.”


  Euphemina greeted him with charming eyes, and boasted an outstanding beauty that attracted people’s attention. The onlookers made a fuss.


  “Who’s that girl?”


  “Seriously adorable. I want to put her in my pocket.”


  “Damn Grid… He already has Yura and Jishuka, now there’s this girl. I’m seriously envious.”


  “Beauties always follow the heroes. God Grid deserves to be king of the harem.”


  Euphemina had a short height of 150cm and a small figure. The innocent face was cute and stimulated a protective instinct. Some men were filled with desire towards her. But she didn’t suit Grid’s taste. Grid favoured a mature body more than Euphemina’s childish one. Therefore, Grid could be calm without being swayed by Euphemina.


  “There are many eyes watching. Let’s talk after moving.”


  ‘That attitude is still present.’


  Grid was like this the last time they met. He was indifferent to her beauty. No matter how lovely her eyes, he never noticed it. She even suspected if he was gay or impotent. But he got into a scandal with Yura and Jishuka during the National Competition.


  Euphemina’s pride was hurt.


  ‘Are Yura and Jishuka better than me?’


  She ran after Grid’s party with puffed up cheeks and they soon arrived at Winston Castle.


  “Welcome!”


  The soldiers saluted Grid and hurriedly opened the gates.


  “You worked hard.”


  Grid naturally greeted the soldiers and entered. Euphemina admired him. “You seem to have become a noble?”


  As the overall level of users increased in rec ent years, quite a few rankers had become nobles. Experts speculated that there were at least 15 rankers who were awarded the title of a baron. Euphemina also wanted to become a baron. As expected, a legendary class was truly great.


  Then the boy with the ID of Lauel said unexpectedly. “He is a viscount. In addition, he is the husband of Lady Winston.”


  “…Huh?”


  Euphemina was stunned. He wasn’t a baron, but a viscount? He was at the same level as masters of large guilds like Zibal and Chris?


  ‘And Lady Winston…’


  Irene. She was the only successor of Earl Steim, one of the supreme powers in the Eternal Kingdom. Her marriage was significant enough to cause an uproar in the world. But her undisclosed marriage partner was a user, not a noble NPC?


  ‘It was Grid…’


  He couldn’t get married to a noble just because he had a legendary class. The relationship between Grid and Irene was obviously deeper than anyone imagined. That type of bond couldn’t be gained by accident.  Euphemina misunderstood that Grid intentionally approached Irene to marry her.


  ‘Marrying a female NPC, he is playing a completely different game from others.


  It was like the dating simulation games that girls liked to play.


  ‘Amazing.’ Euphemina’s eyes shone brightly like lanterns as she watched Grid. ‘The first legendary class person transcends common sense.’


  Grid was the first person whose skills couldn’t be duplicated by Euphemina. Therefore, she tended to overestimate Grid. During the National Competition, people ignored Grid for his lacking control. But she thought differently.


  ‘There is no need for control, as he can just roughly use his skills.’


  She was proven right by Grid’s overwhelming actions in PvP. It might be a fate that started badly, but Euphemina was proud that she knew Grid. But Grid didn’t know her inner thoughts. He had no interest.


  “Did you obtain all the materials needed to make the orb?”


  Winston Castle’s smithy.


  Grid asked in a blunt voice as he lit the furnace. Euphemina felt unhappy at his continued apathetic attitude and responded with a sullen face.


  “Of course. It took me a year to get the orb production method and then six months to obtain all the ingredients listed. My preparation is perfect.”


  ‘One year? Half a year?’


  Was she crazy? Investing a year and a half just to make a single item? Grid thought Euphemina was a fool. But in reality, Euphemina was extremely normal.


  Users played the game with specific goals. The characteristic of heavy game users was doing their best to achieve that goal, no matter how long it took, while light game users gave up when it became difficult.


  Euphemina was a level 283 private ranker, so of course she was a heavy user. She didn’t think it was strange to invest a year and a half to obtaining the best orb. It was just the way she enjoyed the game.


  In the past, Grid was also like her. Grid was someone who discovered Pagma’s Rare Book after a few months of hard work without giving up. But Grid had changed. He forgot how to enjoy playing the game because he considered it as a means of making money. It was impossible for the current Grid to understand Euphemina.


  ‘She truly is scary.’


  He couldn’t upset her. He didn’t want to imagine what type of terrible things would happen if he broke Euphemina’s year and a half of hard work.


  ‘It must be at least a unique rating.’


  Grid pledged. He prayed to the gods.


  ‘God, Buddha, Goddess Rebecca, God Judar, God Dominion, please protect my experience.’


  Grid might not be religious, but he didn’t reject the existence of a god. He sincerely prayed to the popular gods in reality and Satisfy. He begged them to help him make a unique rated orb. After a short prayer.


  “Let’s begin.”


  Grid braced his heart and cut to the chase.


  Then.


  “I’m asking you, the legendary blacksmith.”


  Euphemina handed Grid the production method that she took a year to obtain.


  [’Mumud’s Orb Production Method’ has been acquired.]


  ‘…Mumud?’


  The name of the most powerful orb was truly terrible. He was disappointed.


  ‘It’s like Dainsleif.’


  Grid had no idea who Mumud was. So he was surprised when he opened the production method.


  ‘This…!’


  [Mumud’s Orb Production Method]


  Learning Conditions:


  Mastered the Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship skill.


  Or have Dwarven Blacksmith’s Craftmanship skill level 5 or higher.


  * Mumud’s Orb


  An orb designed by the dwarven craftsman Milepeu, who taught Pagma before he became a legend. It was widely known as Mumud’s Orb because Braham’s disciple, Mumud, loved this orb all of his life.


  It needed the blacksmith craftsmanship skill to be mastered? The learning conditions were unusually high. It was the highest level among all the production methods that Grid had acquired so far. Even Albatino, who was called the greatest blacksmith before Pagma’s appearance, wouldn’t be able to make this orb.


  In other words.


  ‘This orb, it’s an item of a higher rank than Dainsleif.’


  This was a precious production method he got for free, without having to pay for it. Euphemina hadn’t wasted the year and half that she invested in this. Grid thanked Euphemina. He felt appreciation towards her for the first time.


  “Euphemina.”


  “Huh?”


  Euphemina was surprised when Grid called her name for the first time. Grid promised her, “I will do my best.”


  “…”


  The reunion after one and a half years. Grid never paid attention to Euphemina even once. But his attitude changed at this moment. He gazed at her with calm eyes. His facial expression made him look like an entirely different man.


  Euphemina felt confident in him and smiled brightly.


  “Thank you.”


  A notification window appeared in front of Grid.


  [’Mumud’s Orb Production Method’ has been acquired.]


  ‘Interesting.’


  This was a rare opportunity to create the best item. As a blacksmith, Grid was very motivated.
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  [Mumud’s Orb]


  Rating: Rare ~ Legendary


  Rare Rating Information:


  Durability: 149/149   Magic Damage: +13%


  Magic Casting Speed: +5%


  Number of spells that can be stored: 3


  * You can permanently store one spell at or below B-grade.


  Epic Rating Information:


  Durability: 175/175   Magic Damage: +16%


  Magic Casting Speed: +8%


  Number of spells that can be stored: 3


  * You can permanently store one spell at or below B-grade.


  Unique Rating Information:


  Durability: 200/200   Magic Damage: +20%


  Magic Casting Speed: +12%


  Number of spells that can be stored: 4


  * You can permanently store one spell at or below A-grade.


  * 10% reduction in skill cooldown time.


  Legendary Rating Information:


  Durability: 247/247   Magic Damage: +27%


  Magic Casting Speed: +18%


  Number of spells that can be stored: 4


  * You can permanently store one spell at or below S-grade.


  * 15% reduction in skill cooldown time.


  A orb designed by the dwarven craftsman Milepeu, who taught Pagma before he became a legend.


  The crystal ball made by combining the abyss mithril, Frost Queen’s Breath and Water Clan King’s Tears allows it to contain enormous power and special functions.


  User Restriction: Level 280 or higher. More than 3,000 intelligence. Advanced Orb Mastery Level 5.


  Weight: 150


  Grid was astounded as he checked the orb’s information.


  ‘A magic possession item?’


  The concept of storing and possession was different. Stored magic was consumed once it was used, while possessed magic became the unique function of the item and could be used permanently. It was reminiscent of the Fly magic that belonged to Braham’s Boots and allowed non-magicians to fly.


  The efficiency of magic possession items were excellent. Depending on what magic the item possessed, the use could become very different. Indeed, millions of people wanted magic possession items. They wanted a magic possession item for themselves.


  But they were rare treasures that couldn’t be bought even with money. Even some of the earliest users who had been playing Satisfy since it opened couldn’t see a magic possession item. There was only a rare chance of acquiring them through monster hunting, boss raids and quest rewards. In the past, it wasn’t an exaggeration to say that Vantner would’ve paid everything he had to buy Braham’s Boots off Grid.


  ‘It’s an area that blacksmiths can’t produce.’


  Grid was a legendary blacksmith, but he didn’t know how to make magic possession items. His (Witness of God’s Weapon) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill was level 5, but the knowledge about how to make magic possession items was blank.


  Based on this, Grid assumed that Pagma didn’t know how to make magic possession items. But now he learned how to make Mumud’s Orb. Grid became the first and only person in the world of two billion users to create a magic possession item.


  ‘If I study Mumud’s Orb, I might be able to figure out how to make magic possession items.’


  The dwarven craftsman Milepeu, who taught Pagma. Grid also got a chance to receive his teachings through this work.


  Kkuok.


  Grid held the Legendary Blacksmith’s Hammer with all his strength.


  Dugun dugun.


  His heart beat wildly.


  Ssik.


  A smile appeared on his face. There was a sense of excitement. He was filled with joy.


  ‘Through this production…’


  He would grow. He could go beyond Pagma in this specific area. In return for this opportunity to grow, he would bless Euphemina by producing a unique rated orb for her. Grid confirmed the list of materials needed for the production and reached out to Euphemina.


  Then Euphemina handed him the materials.


  [5 abyss mithril have been acquired.]


  [One Frost Queen’s Breath has been acquired.]


  [One Water Clan King’s Tears has been acquired.]


  [22 deluxe magic stones have been acquired.]


  “I’m asking you.”


  These were the precious materials that she barely collected after investing half a year and going through all types of incidents. The mithril abyss, Frost Queen’s Breath and Water Clan King’s Tears were impossible to determine the value, while the magic stones were worth 4,000 gold each.


  What if the orb was created using these materials and an epic or lower rating emerged? She wouldn’t be able to hide her disappointment. Euphemina was eager to avoid such a thing, while Grid gladly nodded.


  “Believe in me.”


  At that moment.


  ‘This is serious.’ Lauel had been remaining silent to not interfere with the two people, but his complexion quickly deteriorated. He had been with Grid for a while, so he was well aware that when Grid told people to believe in him, the worst result would emerge.


  “Okay. I’ll believe in you.”


  Euphemina was delighted without knowing anything.


  Lauel smiled awkwardly at her. “Let’s leave Grid alone so that he can concentrate.”


  “Yes.”


  She smiled. Euphemina felt better thanks to Grid and beamed brightly. Lauel made a sad expression and left the smithy. Lauel gritted his teeth.


  ‘A unique orb has gone away.’


  It was the worst. Lauel wanted to make Euphemina join Grid. If Grid was to produce a unique or higher rated orb, it was likely that Euphemina would become Grid’s slave. However, the situation wasn’t right, so he couldn’t help feeling uneasy.


  ‘It would’ve been big if she became our colleague…’


  Some people might calmly enjoy Satisfy in their own way. Those who suffered from disabilities in reality could enjoy a normal day, places more beautiful than Earth could be seen, or they could enjoy foods that didn’t exist in reality.


  However, Satisfy had the system of level up and a gap between the rich and the poor. In the end, a competitive society was inevitable. Due to that, only a few users played Satisfy like a regular online game.


  They frantically levelled up and competed against each other. They tried to build power, wealth, and reputation, so they could someday become nobles and kings. Satisfy’s vast territory, currently owned by NPC nobles and royalty, would gradually fall into the hands of users.


  It was a natural flow and Lauel hoped to piggyback on Grid along that flow. He dreamed that the person he followed would become a king. In order to do that, he needed a lot of human resources such as Euphemina. Thus, Lauel was very disappointed at missing this chance.


  On the other hand, Huroi was belatedly thanking Euphemina. “I really appreciate it. In the past and this time, you saved my life.”


  Euphemina explained, “It was Grid, not me, who helped you in the past. I just helped Grid to clear my own quest. So don’t think about the past. This time… it’s too hard to pretend that I didn’t see it, so it isn’t something to be thankful for.”


  Euphemina was the type of person to deceive others to accomplish her goals. But she wasn’t heartless towards those she knew. This was her weakness and strength. Euphemina blushed as she replied to Huroi’s thanks.


  Huroi quietly smiled as he watched her. Thanks to her, his life was saved from Kasim and he avoided losing any experience. He was going to repay the favor someday. As such, Euphemina built up a positive impression with Grid and Huroi.


  However, Euphemina wasn’t aware of this fact. Grid got a precious production method for free, while Huroi could keep his experience. But her only interest was on the result of the orb.


  Puruk! Puruk!


  A sound was heard from inside the smithy. Euphemina peeked at Grid through a small window. His sweating appearance in front of the blast furnace was very attractive.


  ‘He has changed.’


  The Grid in Euphemina’s memories was very different. His appearance was less than ordinary. Now Grid had a good appearance. She liked the high nose and moderately protruding forehead, and his eyes without double eyelids emanated the mysterious charm of Asians. It was difficult to call him a handsome person. However, he had a look that would appeal to quite a few people.


  ‘He doesn’t appear to have had plastic surgery… Anyway, the difference is his hairstyle and facial expression. His physique has also improved.’


  Previously, Grid’s hair covered his good forehead and nose. It was just messy. In addition, his expression was always full of discontent and he kept complaining. She couldn’t feel any attractiveness from a man who had no muscles. His slumped shoulders and bent over back were especially jarring. But now his hairstyle was neat, his physique improved, his expressions and gestures showed confidence, making his overall impression completely different than before.


  ‘It is a miraculous change.’


  It felt good. She thought seriously about whether someday she could also make a more positive change. It was the moment when Grid’s existence became big in the journey of her maturing process.
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  ‘The more I look, the more impressive it is.’


  He had to admit it.


  Mumud’s Orb was truly qualified to be called the best. In addition to being able to possess magic, it had a number of functions that were different from ordinary orbs, such as increasing the casting speed of magic and reducing skill cooldown time.


  However, the magic damage was somewhat plain. Of course, it was excellent compared to other orbs, but lacking compared to the other features. Why was this?


  Grid pondered. Then he realized.


  ‘Balance. Magic damage was intentionally suppressed to maintain balance. If the basic performance is good along with the additional options, it will inevitably lead to higher usage conditions.’


  It was a great study for Grid.


  ‘When I create new items in the future, I have to pay attention to the balance.’


  The first item that Grid created, Failure, only specialized in aggression. Indeed, it showed tremendous attack power. If he was to exclude the weapons possessed by Rebecca’s Daughters, he could positively assert that Failure was currently the strongest weapon.


  But in return, Failure had ridiculously high usage conditions. It required Advanced Sword Mastery level 8 and more than 5,000 strength. It was estimated that users with more than 5,000 strength wouldn’t appear for at least two years, so Failure was nothing but a special item for Grid until then.


  Failure was a failure for a reason.


  ‘If I designed it to be more versatile like Mumud’s Orb by lowering the attack power…’


  The usage conditions would’ve been lowered and it would be more usable.


  ‘Then by now, I would be sitting in money.’


  It was the moment he learned how to create the best items with the right level of performance. Grid was enlightened and felt a huge sense of accomplishment. He was filled with joy.


  ‘I can see a way to improve the Mass-produced One-handed Sword. Okay. Then let’s get started.’


  Grid smiled and started to observe the materials needed to make Mumud’s Orb. The abyss mithril, Frost Queen’s Breath and Water Clan King’s Tears were unfamiliar items. He was deeply interested. However…


  “Eh?”


  Grid’s expression twisted after he checked the details of the items. It was unbelievable that he had been smiling with joy just a moment ago.


  [Frost Queen’s Breath]


  The extremely low temperature climate of Heraris caused the Frost Queen’s breath to crystallize. This crystal will never melt and has the effect of amplifying magic power.


  Weight: 0.1


  [Abyss Mithril]


  Deep in the ocean.


  A rare mineral that is only found near the Siren Kingdom.


  Its harmony with magic power is three times better than normal mithril.


  Weight: 15


  [Water Clan King’s Tears]


  The Siren King sheds tears every five months, longing for his daughter who left the world before him.


  These tears have the mysterious function of imbuing items with magic.


  Weight: 0.1


  Grid was happy at first. It was because he easily figured out how to create magic possession items.


  ‘The secret is the tears of the Water Clan. If I design an item with this as the material, I can create magic items that possess spells.’


  What if S-grade magic was attached to weapons and armor? He would become incomparably stronger.


  ‘If my armor has Counter Barrier and my weapon has Meteor, I can be a 100 man… no, a 1,000 man army?


  Maybe it would be enough to fight with the great demon Hell Gao.


  ‘Then what about the pavranium?’


  What if magic possession items were made out of pavranium? The golden discs that could drop Meteor from the sky. Golden blades that fired all types of spells while flying. Golden boomerangs that could create a sea of fire. Golden needles that could emit lightning. Golden items with all types of magic attached to them would reign hell down on his opponents.


  From then on, a true overgeared person would be born.


  ‘I am a genius.’


  He thought about the good idea for a while. The momentum lasted. 


  But then his face distorted. There was one part that disturbed him from the beginning. How was Euphemina able to obtain the abyss mithril and Water Clan King’s Tears?


  ‘The first discoverer of the Siren Kingdom. It was Euphemina.’


  How much did she gain as the first discoverer of the Siren Kingdom? The amount of money would be huge. When considering the quests and titles, he was sure that she would’ve benefited beyond imagination.


  Shake shake.


  “Kuoh…”


  How did Grid feel about it? His stomach started cramping. He was conflicted.


  ‘I want to return the favor by making a unique rated orb, but…’


  Thanks to Euphemina, he was able to acquire a precious production method and learned how to make magic possession items. He was so grateful that he wanted to do something for her. He might seem simple, but now he felt a huge affinity with Euphemina. He didn’t feel reluctant to see her anymore.


  ‘But Euphemina has more luck than a lottery winner. Wouldn’t it be nice to let her experience some trials?’


  He was blinded by jealousy. He might’ve matured compared to the past, but human nature didn’t change easily. After all, Grid was still active as keyboard warrior. In the end, he eventually started with the intention of shoddily making an orb.


  He poured the abyss mithril into the furnace and worked the bellows. It was silent. But then, “Sigh. I can’t do this.”


  This rottenness wouldn’t help him in the long run. Grid controlled his heart. Then he took a serious posture. He smelted the abyss mithril to the best of his ability.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  He started to make the ornaments and handle part of the orb.


  “…”


  The work had to be careful in order to properly express the old-fashioned design and make it a perfect fit. The extremely focused Grid handled the Legendary Blacksmith’s Hammer very delicately.


  Three hours later.


  Grid finally completed the handle and started smelting the magic stones. Then according to the process described in the production method, he mixed the Frost Queen’s Breath with the Water Clan King’s Tears.


  ‘Strange.’


  The finished crystal glistened with a blue color. As the name suggested, this was a transparent crystal. But it was as hard as steel. The magic stones, Frost Queen’s Breath and Water Clan King’s Tears combined into one and were reborn as a whole new mineral. Just as Pagma and Braham created the mineral called pavranium, Milepeu created this blue crystal mineral.


  ‘Milepeu… he was an amazing person. Then Euphemina will take this special mineral as well as being the Siren Kingdom’s first discoverer?’


  Grid couldn’t help feeling jealous of Euphemina again. Naturally, his hands became dull.


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  The crystal that was supposed to have a smooth bead shape became distorted.


  “Heok?”


  Grid looked at the shabby appearance caused by his jealousy and controlled his heart.


  ‘Wake up.’


  Grid focused. He tried to get rid of his malice. He did his best to deal with the delicate modifications.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  The crystal ball became increasingly beautiful and sleek. He had a hunch that at least an epic rated orb would be produced. Grid’s stomach cramps appeared again at this thought.


  “Kuoh…!”


  Why did he have to give the best gift to Euphemina, who was already the first discoverer of the Siren Kingdom? Was it fair for one person to have such a monopoly on good luck?


  ‘Dammit! I should make it rare rated.’


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  Grid’s hammering once again became sloppy.


  But then,


  ‘…This isn’t it. Euphemina gave me a big present…’


  Ttang! Ttang!


  He worked delicately.


  ‘Ohh! First she has the fraudulent class of Duplicator, now she found the Siren Kingdom…’


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  More shoddy work.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Then he did his best.


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  Shoddy work. He didn’t know how many times this repeated. Due to this uncontrollable behavior, Grid was like a madman.


  “Hah… what am I doing now?”


  Before he knew it, a whole night passed. The crystal ball was finished perfectly when seen from the outside.


  Clink.


  Despite the unfaithful attitude of the maker, a blue crystal ball with a beautiful shape attached to blue silver handles could be seen.


  “Sigh…”


  He didn’t know how many times he sighed during this work. It must’ve been at least 100 times. Yet he didn’t stop working. Grid’s heart didn’t wander anymore as he finished the job. And along the way.


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience skill has been activated. Concentration, stamina and defense will rise to the extremes for one hour.]


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath has increased the effectiveness of your production items]


  “…”


  He didn’t know whether to be happy or sad at the notification windows that flashed in succession. This was the result.


  [Indecisive Mumud’s Orb]


  Durability: 311/311   Magic Damage: +34%


  Magic Casting Speed: +23%


  Number of spells that can be stored: 4


  * You can permanently store one spell at or below the S-grade.


  * 15% reduction in skill cooldown time.


  * There is a certain chance that magic damage will decrease by 50%.


  * There is a certain chance that magic damage will increase by 100%.


  * When using the possessed magic, there is a certain chance of the effect halving or doubling.


  Among the items made by the great blacksmith ‘G,’ this is the third piece born with emotions. It has been affected by the indecisiveness of its creator. Due to the emotional ups and down, it might not work properly or perform better than expected.


  The compatibility with its creator will differ depending on its mood on the day.


  User Restriction: Level 280 or higher. More than 3,000 intelligence. Advanced Orb Mastery Level 5.


  Weight: 150


  [An legendary rated item was produced, so all stats have permanently risen by +10 and reputation throughout the continent has risen by +500.]


  “…This, is it okay?”


  Grid found it difficult to predict how Euphemina would react.


  The Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill Lv. 4 increased the basic abilities of the item by 18% and the Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath Lv. 3 increased it by 8%, so the basic performance of the orb rose sharply. However, he was uneasy because the power might be halved.


  ‘How did it turn out like this?’


  Grid was worried about the finished orb, even if it had a legendary rating.


  He didn’t know.


  In the past, Euphemina acquired the title of ‘Competitor’ for winning the item production game and opened the good luck stat. After that, she was more likely to get a positive result when it came to random effects.


  “Amazing…”


  Euphemina was completely thrilled by the orb. Her face brightened like the dawn and she even shed tears. The reaction was natural. The orb Grid produced far exceeded her expectations. Moreover, the random option made it seem like an exclusive item just for her.


  “Thank you…”


  Euphemina was truly impressed. It was even greater than the joy she felt at discovering the Siren Kingdom.


  “I’m really grateful. Encountering you was the best luck I ever had.”


  The smiling Euphemina still looked pretty, despite her runny nose. This was the first time Grid truly saw her without any pretenses.


  “What, why are you crying?”


  Grid’s jealousy had already disappeared like melted snow. On this day. Grid achieved great growth as a blacksmith and overcame the ‘Believe in me’ jinx. And Euphemina became a slave to the power of items.


  Huroi and Lauel really liked their new colleague.
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  It was around one year and eight months ago in reality. Satisfy’s service launched with the interest of the world.


  Since that day, Euphemina had been playing Satisfy for more than 14 hours everyday, without taking a single day off. 19 years old, 20 years old, the precious time of her youth was spent in a game.


  Some would say that her youth was wasted. These youthful days would never come back. They didn’t know. Euphemina didn’t have any regrets. Satisfy was a more joyful and precious world for her, who was always alone in her own home environment.


  And today. In this precious world, it was the first time that Euphemina met an object of longing. That person was Grid.


  ‘He can produce legendary items…’


  Euphemina had killed countless monsters and raided bosses, eventually reaching level 283. She cleared hundreds of quests. Nevertheless, the maximum rating of items she acquired was a unique rating.


  Legendary items? She never even saw it. She thought legendary items were something that only existed in fantasies. Therefore, she never imagined that Grid would make a legendary rated orb. She just wanted Grid to make a unique rated orb.


  However, Grid made a legendary rated orb. The result was truly amazing. To be honest, she couldn’t really believe it. It felt like a dream. It was like a halo was coming from Grid. She was blinded by him.


  ‘Grid, you are the god in my heart from this moment on.’


  Euphemina was ecstatic.


  Lauel whispered to her, “If you become Grid’s subordinate, you will be able to get more magnificent items like this orb.”


  “…”


  It was the temptation of the devil. It was impossible for her to refuse. Euphemina became Grid’s subordinate.


  ***


  “You can use this room in the future. You will normally have freedom, and only have to follow Grid when there is a specific mission.”


  “I understand.”


  “Then I will be going. Huroi and I have to accompany Grid to Bairan.”


  Winston Castle.


  Euphemina received a place to stay. It was a moderately large room. When she opened the window, she saw a beautiful garden and a wide sky. But most of all, it was close to Grid’s bedroom.


  “Hihit.”


  She couldn’t help laughing. She had been playing Satisfy for a long time, but it was the first time she felt excited to gain colleagues. She was happy because she could see the glorious Grid every day. She was very excited about the adventures she would experience with Grid.


  “First of all, I need to permanently store a spell on my orb.”


  Thanks to Grid making a legendary orb, she could give the orb an S-grade spell. Euphemina called up her skills list. The S-grade magic that she duplicated and stored were classified separately.


  [Demon King’s Tail Lv. 2]


  It can burn up to 16 people.


  It will deal 2,509 fixed fire damage per second for up to 4 seconds.


  Skill Range: 10m radius


  Skill Mana Cost: 3,200


  Skill Cooldown Time: 15 minutes.


  [Fluid Escape Lv. 1]


  The soul and body of the caster will be separated for 3 seconds.


  The caster can control the soul that emerged from the body, while the body will be immune to all damage.


  The soul can deal 1,030 + (half of the caster’s current magic power) damage to all targets in the way.


  As soon as the soul returns to the body, a shockwave will be generated, pushing all nearby enemies back.


  Skill Mana consumption: 65% of your current mana.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 hour.


  [Storm Gravity Field Lv. 1]


  Installs a gravity field 5m in diameter at the specified location. It will take 1.2 seconds to install and all objects trapped in the gravity field will be suppressed for 2 seconds. After that, the raging storm will deal 8,600~15,900 damage.


  Skill Range: 20m radius


  Skill Mana Cost: 2,500


  Skill Cooldown Time: 18 minutes.


  [Carshian’s Fury Lv. 2]


  Shields the caster with a fire shield.


  The shield absorbs a total of 15,000 damage and will return half of the absorbed damage back to the opponent.


  Physical defense and magic resistance will increase by 20%, and fire resistance by 99% while the shield is active.


  Skill Mana Cost: 3,000


  Skill Cooldown Time: 20 minutes.


  In order to acquire S-grade magic, a user had to be at least level 280 and meet other difficult conditions. In the first place, S-grade spellbooks were rare. Looking at the users and NPCs, there were only a few who had acquired S-grade magic.


  Therefore, Euphemina couldn’t duplicate a lot of S-grade magic. Her choices were narrow. Nevertheless, she wasn’t disappointed. The reason was simple. It was because of Fluid Escape, a fraudulent magic that had the most usefulness among her S-grade spells. It was a rare spell that dealt damage proportional to magic power and made the body invincible.


  Learning this spell was the standards of a great magician. In the past, Euphemina followed Earl Ashur for a month before barely managing to duplicate it. She cherished it so much that she didn’t even use it when her life was in danger, so she permanently stored it in the orb without hesitation.


  [Do you want to attribute the spell ‘Fluid Escape’ to the Indecisive Mumud’s Orb?]


  “Yes.”


  [The spell can’t be released when attached to an item. Do you still want to progress?]


  “Yes.”


  The blue orb shone brightly.


  [The skill ‘Fluid Escape’ has been removed from the Duplicator’s skills list.]


  [’Fluid Escape’ now belongs to the Indecisive Mumud’s Orb.]


  Bururu.


  Euphemina’s small body shook as she confirmed the result. It was due to the thrill she felt. Her cheeks flushed and she stroked the orb with a joyful expression.


  “Beautiful. This is too good.”


  At this moment, she finally realized that she was the owner of such a great item. She tried to equip the orb in order to fully realize it.


  [You have equipped the Indecisive Mumud’s Orb.]


  The normal notification window appeared.


  [Your position has been revealed to someone. You won’t be able to escape from the eyes of surveillance.]


  “Huh?”


  Then an unknown notification window popped up.


  “What does that mean?” Euphemina was stunned as she blinked her large eyes. Then she nodded as if she understood. “My position is being delivered to Grid.”


  The orb’s maker was Grid, so it made sense to think so. It was a legendary item. It wouldn’t be strange to have specific features built into it, so she didn’t think about it any longer. She rushed in front of the mirror and admired the beautiful sight of her holding the blue orb.


  But what was the truth? The eyes of surveillance on her wasn’t from Grid. At the same time, in one of the 27 golem labyrinths throughout the continent.


  [I finally found it.]


  The voice off the great magician Braham rang out through the labyrinth. He issued a command to thousands of golems.


  [Show the fool who dared to ignore the great me.]


  Kuuong! Kuuong!


  All types of powerful golems moved in unison. They were slowly but surely heading to the same destination. Soon after, this spectacular scene was captured by users across the world and would once again bring a big wave to Satisfy.


  ***


  “What?”


  Bairan Castle.


  Grid visited with some shocking words. The Tzedakah Guild gathered in the meeting room didn’t welcome it.


  “Are you serious about withdrawing from the guild?” Toban asked again and Grid nodded.


  “Yes.”


  “Why all of a sudden?” The one who asked was Overgeared No. 2, Ibellin. He was looking at Lauel. “What did that guy say to mislead Grid?”


  As one of the 10 Rookies, Ibellin had a fierce rivalry with Lauel. So he growled every time they met, but Lauel never gave him a second thought. But this time was an exception. Lauel replied to Ibellin.


  “Ibellin. Are you saying that Grid is an idiot who would be swayed by my words?”


  Twitch.


  Huroi’s eyes narrowed from where he was silently standing behind Grid. Ibellin was baffled.


  “W-What…? What did you leap to that conclusion? That isn’t what I meant!”


  “Quiet.”


  Jishuka finally came forward. Her folded arms highlighted her big chest as she stared intently at Grid.


  “Why do you want to leave?”


  “I want to become a lord.” Grid answered simply.


  Jishuka asked him again, “Why?”


  “You’re asking why?” Grid made the shape of a coin with his fingers and spoke bluntly. “Because of money.”


  Now they understood everything. Certainly, the amount of taxes collected from Bairan after being promoted to a city was so big that it couldn’t be ignored. It was natural to feel greedy. Especially for Grid, who was only playing the game for money.


  “Can’t you be a lord even if you belong to the guild?”


  Jishuka didn’t want Grid to leave. Putting aside her personal feelings, she didn’t want to lose one of the factors that made the guild strong.


  “Well…that…”


  Grid tried to explain but it wasn’t easy.


  Then Lauel came out.


  “In order to become a lord, a certain position is required. It isn’t enough to be a viscount. Grid is only a member of the guild, but he also has a lot of subordinates. Therefore, he can’t be left as a guild member of the Tzedakah Guild.


  Grid nodded.


  “That’s what I was trying to say.”


  “…”


  The eyes of the Tzedakah Guild members were cold as they looked at Laeul. They didn’t like that he was encouraging Grid to cut ties with his close companions. Based on this situation, Lauel seemed to be trying to separate them from Grid.


  Only Faker was watching Lauel with a happy expression.


  ‘Indeed… he fills everything that Grid is lacking.’


  It was really great. The other guild members were jealous of being deprived of Grid and didn’t recognize him. But Faker knew that someday the guild members would recognize Lauel.


  Jishuka explained, “Grid, if it is just money then, I will give you the taxes from Bairan. So why don’t we stay like this?”


  The taxes from Bairan were shared fairly between the guild members. Now she would ignore the other guild members and give the taxes to Grid. It was a truly shocking offer. The other members expressed no dissatisfaction, despite Jishuka deciding it on her own. It was because Grid was worth more. They already made a lot of money due to betting on Grid in the National Competition.


  On the other hand, Lauel wanted to curse. He thought that Grid would accept Jishuka’s proposal. But Grid’s response was surprising.


  “I don’t want to.”


  “…?”


  Didn’t Grid want money? Hadn’t he suffered from hair loss due to the money problems recently? Then why did he so easily refuse? It was so surprising that even Huroi and Lauel shook. Everyone was confused by Grid’s shocking remark.


  “I can’t be satisfied with just the taxes of one city.”


  “…”


  Bairan achieved an incredible growth after the National Competition and was now called the third largest city in the north. Yet this city wasn’t enough for him?


  “Grid, perhaps you…”


  Grid was looking higher. Jishuka’s eyes widened as she realized this fact, while Grid declared.


  “The minimum of what I want is a territory the size of Winston. That is the starting point.”


  Huroi and Lauel asked him to be king. He would grasp it first before the two billion users of Satisfy. He couldn’t resist. Why? It was a chance to become the richest man on Earth.


  “Jishuka, take the kids and come under me.”


  “Huh…!” Jishuka burst out. He wanted to swallow the elites who were in the top 100 of the unified rankings at all once? “A complete thief.”


  There was no saying more accurate than that.
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  “Jishuka, take the kids and come under me.”


  The moment that Grid said so. Lauel winced and hurriedly sent him a whisper.


  –Grid, what did you say just now?


  Grid was confused.


  –What’s wrong?


  Lauel spoke with frustration.


  –Your way of talking is wrong!


  Lauel knew that the Tzedakah Guild was a prestigious guild that existed since the days of L.T.S. The scale was small, but they had a tradition of at least six years. They had the pride of those who reigned at the top. But rather than respecting them, Grid told them to come under him? It was obvious that the proud guild members would be disappointed and repelled by Grid.


  –You should negotiate. You have to respect them. Then convince them to cooperate. Do you think that if you speak to them like that, they will just follow you?


  “…”


  Grid noticed his mistake. If he thought about it from the position of the guild members, he realized that he made a huge mistake.


  ‘Disgusting.’ Was he any different from Lee Junho in his high school days, who made Grid his bread shuttle just because he was more powerful? ‘In the first place, the words I chose were wrong.’


  But things had changed since entering the Tzedakah Guild. Grid had many memories with his guild members. They got to know each other little by little. Grid recognized the guild members as friends or colleagues. Yet he told them to come under him, like they were servants.


  Grid was very disappointed in himself.


  ‘How could I treat them like this?’


  He controlled them with his items, so did he subconsciously perceive them as below him?


  ‘I am better than them. I also have high fame.’


  Was he ignoring them? Just like the alumni ignored him in the past?


  ‘Dammit! Just a while ago in the National Competition, I realized that I fought for my companions!’


  Grid’s character had deepened and matured compared to the past. But that was only when compared to the past. His personality was still lacking. The evidence was that he was jealous of Noe’s popularity and posted malicious comments about him on the Internet. His nature was filled with self-righteousness and egotism due to his unfavorable environment, so he couldn’t mature in such a short amount of time.


  But.


  “I’m sorry. I’ll correct what I just said.”


  By default, Grid was someone who tried hard. Thanks to his efforts, he could barely be middle of the pack at school, despite having no talents. In addition, he was able to become the first legendary class in Satisfy.


  As long as he realized and corrected his mistakes, he would change quickly.


  “I will say it again. All of you, please join the guild that I will make. I want to continue to be with you, and I need your strength. I will also give you strength… Let’s join together to build a country. I consider you as friends and colleagues, so please.”


  Grid bowed deeply. His attitude was very polite. The stiff expressions of Jishuka and the guild members slowly released.


  Jishuka spoke, “Give us time to talk about it.”


  ***


  “What should we do?”


  Grid returned to Winston after causing a fuss. The Tzedakah Guild started to engage in an in-depth discussion.


  “Grid is a necessary existence for us. Not just as a blacksmith, but also as a warrior. He’s a source of great strength. We can’t lose him.”


  “I agree with that part, but can Grid be the leader of a guild?”


  Leadership was needed to lead an organization. In order to exert leadership, they needed charisma to force people or to make people loyal to them. But that ability wasn’t something that anyone could have.


  Why was the Tzedakah Guild operating on a small scale? There were many reasons, but the important one was that there was no leader in the guild. Those who acted to rise to the top possessed strong individualistic tendencies. None of them had the talent to lead others. Even Jishuka was limited to just commanding the current personnel.


  Grid was stingy, filled with jealousy and only acted for money, so could he fulfill the role of a leader? Furthermore, he wanted to become a king? It was impossible.


  “A clever person like Lauel can make up for the intelligence that Grid is lacking. But it is impossible for someone who isn’t a leader to maintain or expand the organization.”


  “That’s right. If Grid creates a guild, won’t it soon collapse?”


  A competent leader of a small guild was better than an incompetent one of a large guild. Everyone thought so. They judged that it was just Grid’s futile dream. But an unexpected person came up with a different opinion.


  “Grid is a natural leader.”


  What was this nonsense? Everyone’s eyes focused on one person. The person who received their interest. It was Toban. He was the Tzedakah Guild’s chief of staff, who became Grid’s slave in the past. At one time, he was reluctant about Grid, but now he appreciated Grid more than anyone else.


  “What is required to be a leader? Isn’t it to unite and lead the organization, and ultimately develop the organization? Think about it. Grid has a power that can replace leadership.”


  Buzz buzz.


  The guild members started murmuring.


  “Power that can replace leadership?’


  “What is it? I can’t figure it out.”


  Toban gave a hint to the guild members who couldn’t understand. “Don’t overlook the fact that Satisfy is a game.”


  “Ah…!” Jishuka and Pon noticed before anyone else. They shouted at the same time. “Items!”


  Toban was satisfied.


  “That’s right. When people play games, they have one basic desire. And Grid can meet those needs. As long as he makes items for the guild members, they will never betray him. And Grid will evolve while trying to do his best for the guild.”


  The main reason why the Tzedakah Guild was reluctant to lose Grid was due to his ability to make items. That’s right. At least in Satisfy, Grid was fully qualified to be a leader.


  “If Grid produces items for the guild members with high achievements as a reward, the members won’t want to leave Grid forever. At the same time, they will gradually become elites.”


  “Just like us…”


  In the first place, a smart person like Lauel wouldn’t become Grid’s king maker if he didn’t have a reason. Lauel obviously planned to foster the strongest guild through Grid. The guild would become tremendously powerful through items.


  “It’s lucky that Grid has Lauel.” Those were Jishuka’s words. She continued. “Thanks to Lauel, Grid will be able to reign at the top.”


  Currently, Pagma’s Descendant was the strongest class in existence. But there were a total of nine legendary classes in Satisfy. As a blacksmith, Pagma’s Descendant was relatively weak in combat compared to the other legendary classes.


  If Grid kept playing the game in an individual manner, there would eventually come a day when he couldn’t surpass this limit and would have to concede the position of the best to someone else.


  But the story would change if he owned the strongest guild. The strongest guild that only Grid could create! This power would make Grid reign at the top!


  “Why don’t we go under Grid? Anyway, we have reached the limitations of expanding our power.”


  “I think so as well. I don’t want to watch Zibal or Chris’ guilds slowly swallow up this continent.”


  “Certainly… unlike L.T.S., there is a limit to what a small number of people can do in Satisfy. It would be better in the long run to be included in a bigger force.”


  “I can never escape from Grid’s items. I unconditionally want to go under Grid.”


  All the guild members agreed. It was decided.


  Jishuka stood up and declared, “Today, the Tzedakah Guild will be disbanded. The 21 members, including myself, will go under grid.”


  They dreamed of becoming the strongest, like they were in L.T.S. In order to achieve those dreams, they chose Grid. Thanks to that, Grid swallowed up the strongest force for free. It was an event that would go down in history.


  ***


  The guild that represented the Eternal Kingdom was by far the Giant Guild. The Tzedakah Guild was famous for its small number of elites, but that couldn’t compare to the Giant Guild. It was because the Giant Guild had more than 700 people. It was a level that could deal with the Snake Guild, who was expanding its power in the Haken Kingdom.


  “Golem army?”


  Pedro City, in the southern part of the Eternal Kingdom.


  Chris was stunned. More than 1,000 golems were advancing towards the Eternal Kingdom.


  “What type of magician can control over 1,000 golems? It isn’t possible, even if all the great magicians on the continent joined their power together. Isn’t this ridiculous?”


  The golems weren’t roaming a particular area. Rather, they were moving with a clear destination, so someone was obviously controlling the golem. One of the seven captains, Zirkan, responded to Chris with wide eyes.


  “This information is definite. The golems are currently advancing towards the Eternal Kingdom, and it is likely that the south will be the first target, based on their movement path.”


  Another of the seven captains, Asellas, spoke. “In the future, there will be a quest from the king of the Eternal Kingdom to defeat the golem army.”


  Chris smiled widely. “This is a good sign.”


  So what if over 1,000 golems gathered? They were just slow masses of stones. Chris was determined to defeat the golems in order to raise the guild’s reputation and increase their contribution to the kingdom.


  “This is an opportunity to become an earl.”


  After Chris was defeated by Regas in the National Competition.


  The Giant Guild became confused. The loss of the guild master reduced the guild’s morale, and the guild seemed to be walking down a path of decline.


  However, Chris was a person with outstanding charisma. He led the guild along with the seven captains, and the Giant Guild managed to escape its confusion. They boasted a stronger force than before.


  Chris was confident.


  “We will be thoroughly prepared when the king’s quest arrives. First of all, tell the magicians to store AOE magic in their orbs, and distribute large weapons to the physical damage dealers.


  Then after a few days. There was a messenger from the capital.


  “In the name of the 13th king of the Eternal Kingdom, King Wiesbaden. Viscount Chris, slaughter the golems that dare advance towards my sacred kingdom!”


  [Defense War]


  Difficulty: S


  Precisely 1,231 golems have crossed the border of the Eternal Kingdom.


  Defend the Eternal Kingdom.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Repel the golem army (0/1,231)


  Quest Clear Rewards: One small city. 25,000 contribution to the kingdom. The guild level will rise by 1. Two million gold will be obtained.


  Quest Failure: The golems will advance to the capital of the Eternal Kingdom. The kingdom will fall into chaos.


  They were colossal rewards.


  Chris’ blood was boiling.


  ‘Zibal, you aren’t the first user who will become an earl. I will also be the first one to get 1,000 guild members!’


  Chris didn’t doubt it. He had experience with clearing guild quests with an A-grade difficulty, so he didn’t shrink back before the S-grade one. He just wanted to defeat the golems to achieve his goals. All the Giant Guild members, there wasn’t one person who thought this quest might fail.


  Three days later.


  Breaking news appeared around the world.


  『 A few days ago, golems gathered from all over the continent and advanced into the Eternal Kingdom. The Giant Guild acted to intercept them… 』


  It was a tragedy. The Giant Guild could only defeat 300 golems. The southern part of the Eternal Kingdom was ravaged. Chris was desperate as he looked at Pedro, swallowed up by a raging fire.


  “How did this happen…?”


  One year and six months ago.


  When Chris became a viscount and gained Pedro, it had only been a small village when he first arrived. In the past year and a half, Chris had developed it into a city. It was lost in an instant. All the buildings collapsed, while thousands of NPCs turned into grey light. The damage would be difficult to repair.


  Chris was frustrated, but he had no choice but to watch as the golems advanced to the capital. The true destination of the mighty golem army was the north of the Eternal Kingdom. They planned to advanced from the south to the north through the capital.


  The great magician Braham did this just to draw Grid’s attention.
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  Humanity started to receive news through smartphones dozens of years ago. Nevertheless, newspapers still had a steady consumer base.


  The full subway. Some passengers were holding newspapers in their hands. The newspapers were published by different places, shown by the different political stances. However, the newspapers all had the same headlines.


  [The Golem Army’s Attack on the Eternal Kingdom!]


  One month after the National Competition. There hadn’t been any special incidents in Satisfy, except for the fact that Kraugel was the first user to get a third advancement class.


  The Internet was in an uproar.


  –Why the Eternal Kingdom? The Eternal Kingdom is neutral, so there shouldn’t be any countries hostile towards them? What kingdom sent the golems to the Eternal Kingdom?


  –There are 17 kingdoms on the continent. They all have their own interests, so even a neutral kingdom isn’t guaranteed to be safe.


  –To be able to send so many golems, isn’t it impossible for one country alone to have that strength? It is impossible to control that many golems unless dozens of great magicians join forces.


  –Wow! Then several countries have united to attack the Eternal Kingdom…?


  –Is this the precursor to a massive episode?


  –No matter how high their numbers, golems are golems. How did the Giant Guild get smashed by the golems?


  Chris’ level was 298 and he had the dignity of the third ranked user. The seven captains were top ranked users over level 260, and the average level of the 700 Giant Guild members was 180. It was honestly unbelievable that more than 1,000 golems with a maximum level of 200 could one-sidedly massacre the Giant Guild.


  As the world became increasingly confused, footage started to be shown around the world.


  『 This is a video of the Eternal Kingdom war that we just obtained. Watch this video and you will see how bad the Eternal Kingdom’s current crisis is. 』


  The screen that switched.


  “Through this war, our Giant Guild will take one step further. Record this glorious moment carefully.”


  The video started with Chris talking to the camera.


  Kuuong! Kuwuong!


  The massive sound of footsteps shaking the ground was clearly heard from far away. The viewpoint of the camera, as well as Chris and the guild members’ eyes, moved towards the horizon.


  Kuoooh!


  One, two, three. Tens, hundreds. Over 1,000 golems were slowly but surely approaching from the horizon. They gradually came closer. The appearance of the golems lined up was truly spectacular. It was like a ridgeline.


  The size of the golems varied. The names were also very unusual. There were around 1,000 ‘old golems’ that didn’t look much different from existing golems, and 200 small golems with the same body shape as humans called ‘soul dolls.’ Finally, there were 12 extra large golems exceeding 8m in height and 4m in width that were called ‘ancient weapons.’


  “The names are great.” Chris spoke warily. “Based on the names alone, they seem much stronger than existing golems. In particular, those super-sized golems and humanoid golems.”


  The magician Asellas, one of the seven captains and a specialist in petrification magic, came up with his own opinion.


  “The humanoid golems look very difficult. We should take care of them first.”


  The advantages of a golem were their high physical defense and health. Instead, they were vulnerable to magic and relatively slow, making them easy to deal with. It was clear that if the humanoid golems had the existing strengths of a golem and were fast, they would be hard to deal with.


  Asellas’ comments quickly convinced Chris.


  “Okay. Take care of the humanoid golems.”


  “Yes!”


  From then on, a splendid magical bombardment began. Asellas and 200 magicians attacked the humanoid golems with their most powerful magic.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  An explosion occurred in many parts of the wilderness and a dust storm rose. The camera became blurry and nothing could be seen in front. They suspected that the powerful magical bombardment would completely destroy the 1,000 golems.


  However.


  “What…?”


  After a while, the dust storm lifted and everyone was astonished. The golem army was completely fine. They didn’t even suffer minor damage from the magical bombardment of Asellas and the other guild magicians.


  Asellas’ face turned white.


  “Anti-magic Shield…?”


  The Anti-magic Shield was a spell that blocked all types of magic. It was a perfect counter for magicians and classified as S-grade magic, so it wasn’t something that everyone could use. However, the golems were using Anti-magic Shields.


  Asellas stared blankly at the pink transparent shields deployed by the 12 super-sized golems.


  “No way. How is this possible?”


  The golems could use magic? In addition, it was S-grade magic? The Giant Guild couldn’t understand it. In particular, Asellas and the magicians lost their morale.


  “I used all my mana…”


  “I used all the magic stored in my orb…”


  “We couldn’t even do any damage…”


  “What should we do if the golems are immune to magic?”


  The Giant Guild’s morale rapidly deteriorated. The golem army continued to advance and was gradually getting closer. Chris hurriedly ordered, “We will change the target to the super-sized golems.”


  The magicians were useless as long as the super-sized golems used the Anti-magic Shield. That’s why Chris decided to deal with the super-sized golems first, but it wasn’t easy.


  Kuwaaah!


  The physical damage dealers and tankers tried to attack the huge golems, but the old golems blocked their way. Their appearance was similar to general golems, but they weren’t ordinary.


  “These damn things!”


  Chris and the damage dealers charged at the golems with their large, prearranged weapons. But the defense of the golems was uncommon. Their attacks didn’t work as they wanted. They felt much more solid than the hardest iron golem.


  Chris realized that the situation was worse than he thought. He smashed a golem using his strongest technique.


  [You have destroyed an old golem.]


  [350,300 experience has been acquired.]


  In the case of a monster that was already hunted, the level and details could be grasped. Chris used this basic system to verify the information of the old golems.


  [Old Golem]


  Level: 240


  A relic of the past. A golem made of volcanic rock mixed with black iron, making it harder than an iron golem. Existing magicians can’t produce this level of golem.


  ‘Dammit!’


  Existing golems had a level range of 50~200. However, the old golems were level 240. It wasn’t a big deal for Chris and the seven captains, but they were too hard for the general guild members to deal with.


  Chris shouted.


  “Every three people organize into one group to fight!”


  The average level of the Giant Guild was 180. He judged that three members would be able to deal with one old golem. But the problem wasn’t the old golems. The real crisis started once the 200 humanoid golems entered the battlefield.


  Pepeok! Kwakwang!


  “Kuak!”


  “H-Hik!”


  The guild members were logged out in front of the swift and accurate attacks of the humanoid golems. The perplexed Chris ordered the seven captains.


  “We will mark the humanoid golems! Kuk!”


  The strength of the humanoid golems transcended common sense. Not only were they fast, but their combat skills were very good. Some of them wielded their fists and feet like a martial artist, while others used parts of their bodies like swords or spears. Even the seven captains found it hard if they were attacked by two or more humanoid golems. 


  There were 200 of them.


  Kwajak!


  Chris defeated a humanoid golem and confirmed the details.


  [Soul Doll]


  Level: 280


  A battle doll made by capturing the soul of a warrior. The ego isn’t maintained but the soul can demonstrate its original life’s fighting skills.


  ‘What is this fraudulent..!?’


  The strength of the soul dolls was at the level of a field boss. What type of magician created these monsters? Chris got goosebumps. The battlefield was disadvantageous. Magic shields didn’t help because of the Anti-magic Shield, and most guild members were too busy dealing with the old golems.


  The seven captains were unable to cope with the pincer attacks of the soul dolls. It had been less than 10 minutes after the fight started, and half of the guild members had already been logged out.


  ‘It is finished.’


  The S-rank guild quest exceeded common sense. Chris realized this and shouted angrily, “These damn pieces of scum! I will smash one more of you before I die!”


  The soul dolls came from every direction. Chris wielded his greatsword at them. The third ranked user didn’t fall down easily. Over time, all the guild members were logged out, but he survived and defeated hundreds of golems. But he wasn’t invincible. Soon after his stamina was depleted, he left the battlefield. Then he could only helplessly scream as the golems destroyed Pedro.


  The war footage switched back to the news studio. The hosts and experts appeared with a serious expression.


  『 The biggest reason Chris was defeated in his match against Regas was because he was careless. As he proved now, Chris is much more powerful than what he showed in the National Competition. 』


  『 That’s right. He’s stronger than Regas, and not weak. But that alone can’t stop the golem’s advance. It’s sad. 』


  『 In particular, the soul dolls are too powerful. Chris was only able to defeat four soul dolls. The ancient weapons are extraordinary, but they didn’t directly participate in battle. Who is the creator of these mighty golems? 』


  『 The old golems and ancient weapons… Based on their name, they seem to be a heritage of the past. Maybe it is the legacy of the great magician Braham. 』


  『 Braham? Aren’t you thinking too much? Even if the creator of these golems is Braham, what type of magician can control Braham’s golems? 』


  『 Perhaps the golems are made by Braham’s disciple. Well, it will be revealed gradually. Right now, the key question is whether or not the Eternal Kingdom can withstand the attacks of the golems. 』


  『 The military power of the Eternal Kingdom is very powerful. That’s why they could exist as a neutral kingdom. But that is a story of when it is a human against human battle… They might be helpless against the golems. 』


  『 Then there is only one conclusion. Users, please leave for the Eternal Kingdom right now! It’s a great opportunity to get a quest that will give you enormous rewards! 』


  The users and guilds already knew this and were moving towards the Eternal Kingdom. King Wiesbaden of the Eternal Kingdom gave a wide range of quests to prevent the unprecedented advance of the golems.


  [Fight the Golems]


  Difficulty: B~S


  The Giant Guild was brave enough to defeat the golems that crossed the border of the Eternal Kingdom, but were eventually defeated. As a result, the southern part of the Eternal Kingdom was destroyed and the golem’s army is advancing towards the capital of the Eternal Kingdom.


  King Wiesbaden senses the crisis and summoned his troops from all over the kingdom. He is asking you to cooperate with them.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Repel the golems.


  Quest Clear Rewards:


  After defeating an old golem, 300 gold and 100 kingdom contribution will be acquired.


  After defeating a soul doll, 1,000 gold and 500 kingdom contribution will be acquired.


  After defeating an ancient weapon, 3,000 gold and 1,500 kingdom contribution will be acquired.


  100 gold was worth 120,000 won. In addition, accumulating 3,000 kingdom contribution could earn the user the title of a baron, and 10,000 contribution gave the title of a viscount. From the users’ perspective, there was no reason not to join this quest. From all over the continent, tens of thousands of users gathered in the capital of the Eternal Kingdom.


  “Everyone! I have a party! We must make a party to defeat the golems!”


  In Satisfy, up to 24 people could join one party. The users formed parties and went to war. But could regular users handle the soul dolls that even the seven captains of the Giant Guild had difficulty with? It was a useless defense.


  Most parties barely managed to defeat one or two old golems, but they were easily destroyed by the soul dolls. The Anti-magic Shields didn’t allow magicians to exert their power, so the battlefield went badly.


  And.


  Kuweeeeeoh!


  Hundreds of users were logged out when the ancient weapons occasionally fired a massive ray of magic energy, causing the Eternal Kingdom to face a crisis. The users didn’t want to continue any further, forcing the Eternal Kingdom to fight against the golems with their own soldiers.


  King Wiesbaden was furious.


  “What wicked person? Why? What purpose is there behind giving this trial to my kingdom?”


  On the other hand, a grocery store in the capital.


  Two girls was pushing through a crowd, struggling to get anything done.


  “I chose this place because I heard it was the most comfortable place for beginners to start, but what is this? We can’t go hunting because of these big stones, so we can’t do anything until the capsule room booking time ends.


  The ID of the complaining girl was ‘Sexy Schoolgirl’. It was a fairly childish name, but her face was really pretty. She actually was sexy. Her name was Park Yerim in reality. She was the best friend of Grid’s younger sister Sehee. Sehee was the neat girl standing next to her.
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  Sehee was in her second year of high school, and she was a girl who only knew about studying. She studied all day, except for jogging in the morning and yoga in the evening.


  Idol music, makeup, dramas, shopping, etc. She wasn’t interested in all the hobbies that other girls her age enjoyed. She only went to school, the library, and home. Was studying interesting? No. It was due to her strong sense of responsibility. She was worried about her brother and determined to succeed in order to support her family.


  But then her brother succeeded. He became the best celebrity and was economically wealthy. Thanks to that, Sehee was able to escape the obsession that she should do well for her brother. She still studied, but wouldn’t it be nice to have a hobby? She had room enough to think.


  And the thing she became most interested in was Satisfy. She couldn’t ignore the game that many people in the world were enjoying, and a strong point was that she could enjoy it with her brother.


  Saturday at 1 p.m. Sehee visited a capsule room for the first time in her life with Yerim.


  “Hey~ aren’t the two of you really pretty? I will play with you, giving you items and helping you hunt. Just let me know your game IDs.”


  “Come here and sit down. I’ll buy you some drinks.”


  Most of the capsule room customers were university students. Most workers enjoyed Satisfy at home by purchasing a capsule directly, but the capsule fee was too expensive for students. Some university students lied to their parents about going to school and headed to the capsule room instead.


  “Wow~ that uniform! Young Ladies High School?”


  “Wow. Isn’t Young Ladies High School ranked in the top 10? These pretty girls are good at studying.”


  “Students of the Young Ladies High School are great. Please marry me. Yes~?”


  For university students who were interested in the opposite sex, the emergence of beautiful girls like Sehee and Yerim was an exciting event. They persistently clung to Sehee and Yerim.


  ‘How cheap.’


  To Yerim, these people looked like nerdy university students. She decided to teach these guys who didn’t know the world about how fearful women could be by eating their items and capsule fees.


  Yerim’s eyes curved as she started to smile. Sehee noticed Yerim was emitting her distinctive pose to deceive a man and urgently restrained her.


  “Just ignore them.”


  Sehee hated all men except for her father and brother. She kept attracting men due to her innate beauty, but she found it annoying.


  “Hrmm~”


  If it was like the old days, Yerim would’ve thoroughly tricked the university students without listening to Sehee.


  ‘I don’t want to have any clashes with my future sister-in-law.’


  Yerim easily followed Sehee’s words. Afterwards, they connected to Satisfy and created a character in the city called Reinhardt, the capital of the Eternal Kingdom. As they were people experiencing virtual reality for the first time, they were astonished at the implementation of their five senses that was just like reality.


  Yerim moved her body back and forth, drinking in the clean air when she suddenly grumbled. “What is this? Why don’t you want to tell your brother that we started the game? Isn’t it more comfortable and enjoyable to play with him?”


  “If Oppa knows that I started Satisfy, he’ll order a capsule for me. Not long ago, I rejected his offer to buy me a capsule.”


  Yerim’s eyes started sparkling.


  “Youngwoo oppa is truly great. What brother would buy a 10 million won machine for his sister? It’s on a different level from my brother. Then…” Yerim didn’t understand why Sehee was reluctant to have her brother buy her a capsule. “If your brother wants to buy it, shouldn’t you just accept gratefully? Why did you refuse?”


  Sehee was worried about her brother.


  “I don’t want to spend money just because Oppa is making it. I want Oppa to value his money and save it.”


  Satisfy’s popularity seemed eternal for now, but she didn’t know about the future. What if one day, a virtual reality game bigger than Satisfy was released? At that time, her brother’s income would decrease. Sehee hoped that her brother would become someone who thought about the future.


  “If I had a capsule, wouldn’t I use it all the time? It’s a luxury. Once I get a job and buy a capsule using my own money, then I’ll tell Oppa that I’m playing Satisfy.”


  Yerim clicked her tongue.


  “Amazing, amazing. You’re a very virtuous woman.”


  Someday when she married Youngwoo, it would be very tiring to have Sehee as a sister-in-law.


  Yerim opened the map. Then along with Sehee, she started exploring Reinhardt. The scenery of Reinhardt was very beautiful, looking much bigger and more spectacular than medieval movies that cost hundreds of millions to produce. Due to the wealth of things to see, the two girls didn’t know how to spend their time.


  “Those girls are pretty.”


  “An Oriental girl is white, but aren’t they whiter than white? There are no flaws. A complete milky skin.”


  “They look like complete noobs… Isn’t there a chance to become friends if we help them on a quest or hunt?”


  In the end, Yerim and Sehee was followed by a lot of male users. Two girls with prominent beauty were walking beside each other, so it was natural for them to catch the attention of men. In particular, Yerim had the ID of Sexy Schoolgirl, so many men were interested.


  ‘Schoolgirl…’


  ‘Sexy Schoolgirl…’


  ‘Her ID is actually Sexy Schoolgirl…’


  Gulp!


  The male users couldn’t help gulping! Suddenly, a quest window appeared before them as they watched the girls with serpentine eyes.


  [Fight the Golems]


  Difficulty: B~S


  Quest Clear Conditions: Repel the golems.


  Quest Clear Rewards:


  After defeating an old golem, 300 gold and 100 kingdom contribution will be acquired.


  After defeating a soul doll, 1,000 gold and 500 kingdom contribution will be acquired.


  After defeating an ancient weapon, 3,000 gold and 1,500 kingdom contribution will be acquired.


  “Huh, it is finally here.”


  “Aren’t the rewards greater than expected?”


  “It means the opponents are tough. Anyway, it is good. This is an opportunity to reverse my life.”


  The users already knew that the golem army was advancing to Reinhardt. They rushed out of the city to defeat the golems. Meanwhile, Yerim and Sehee were confused after being given the quest.


  “I was just walking and I received a quest? Was it originally like this?”


  “What are golems?”


  “I saw them in movies. They are giants made of stone, but very solid and strong.”


  “Strong? Can we get rid of them?”


  “I don’t know…”


  The male users approached the two stunned girls.


  “Golems are monsters that beginners can’t deal with. Don’t even think about leaving the city, or you will be wiped out in two minutes.”


  The users who approached with friendly smiles were armed with brilliant armor and weapons. It was in stark contrast to Sehee and Yerim, who wore shabby clothing. Yerim’s eyes widened and glistened.


  “Oh my, really? The rewards are too tempting. As beginners, do we have no chance for the rewards? Right?”


  Yerim’s seduction was a truly great thing. The male users were dazzled by her eyes and nodded excitedly.


  “You can get the rewards if you party with us!”


  “Really! We can defeat the golems, so you can get the rewards just by watching!”


  Yerim was pleased by the reaction and laughed. Then she raised a hand and asked, “So, who are the cool men who will invite us to the party?”


  “Me!”


  “No, come with us, Sexy Schoolgirl!”


  “I have the highest level here! Come to our party!”


  Users over level 150 competed to get two level 1 users into their party. As the situation grew bigger, Sehee sighed with a troubled expression while Yerim laughed.


  Then after a while.


  The two girls were shocked at the cruel scene in front of them. The party of 22 men who were over level 150 left the gate and all 22 men were instantly defeated by a huge golem.


  “H-Hik!”


  “S-Save me…!”


  Screams were occurring everywhere. Sehee and Yerim were still underage so the protection system worked, meaning they didn’t see blood splattering and wounds were blurred. But they still felt fear and disgust at the sight of people being killed by golems.


  “Ooof…!”


  Sehee and Yerim were nauseous at the sight of people they just talked to dying, and fled back to the city.


  Originally, beginners slowly adapted to the system by hunting small creatures such as rabbits and deer. Therefore, the two girls received a big shock because they witnessed the death of humans as soon as they started Satisfy.


  “It’s too cruel.”


  “Oh my god, what is this terrible game?”


  Hundreds of thousands of people were crowded in the city. There were those who came to fight the golems realized the powerlessness and withdrew, the merchants, the frightened NPCs and the beginners.


  All types of people gathered. Sehee and Yerim were pushed by the crowd and suffered trying to take just one step.


  “We can’t move because of all the people.”


  “Uhh I chose the city that was first ranked in the recommendations, so what is this situation?”


  It was at this time.


  Kuuong! Kuuong!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The huge 10m walls of Reinhardt were unable to cope with the magic energy fired by the ancient weapons and collapsed.


  “Kyaak!”


  “R-Run away!”


  The soul dolls and old golems moved through the destroyed walls and started to indiscriminately attack people.


  The armies of the nobles that were gathered from all over the place resisted, but they were helpless. The average level of the soldiers was 60~90, so they died in one blow from the golems. Unless they were top rankers, the users also had difficulty.


  It was truly hell. Sehee and Yerim’s first sight of Satisfy was truly terrible. They were in tears as they watched the expressionless golems killing the screaming users and NPCs.


  “Scary…”


  “Those cruel monsters are killing children! Bad people!”


  It was true. The golems were killing all humans indiscriminately. Even users who could resurrect again were running away from the golems, so what about the NPCs? Those who had a finite life tried their best to escape from the golems. But they were so many people that it wasn’t easy to move. Some people died from being trampled by others.


  “Ahhh! Mother! Mother!”


  A five year old child lost his mother in the crowd. He cried and fell down.


  Grrr…!


  Then a huge shadow covered the boy’s small body. It was an old golem. It’s huge hand descended towards the boy. Sehee was surprised and reflexively moved her body. There was no time for Yerim to stop her. Sehee was acting in the hope that she could somehow save that boy.


  Most users considered NPCs as artificial intelligences and masses of data, but Sehee had been in Satisfy for less than an hour and didn’t know about NPCs.


  Kuuong!


  Sehee embraced the boy and prepared for death. The golem’s merciless hand flew towards her back. People thought that both the boy and Sehee would die. But there were numerous knights and soldiers here in Reinhardt. It wasn’t strange that someone found the people in crisis and ran to save them. Fortunately, their savior was very strong.


  Chaaeng!


  Phoenix, the strongest knight of the north, blocked the golem’s hand with the Sword of Self-transcendence.


  “Flee with the child!”


  “T-Thank you!”


  Sehee thanked him and lifted the boy. In a corner of her vision, notification windows emerged.


  [You are weak. Nevertheless, you have the spirit of sacrifice to save others. You will be an example to the people.]


  [You have reached the conditions required to become the growth type hidden class ‘Saintess.’]


  A level 1 female user willing to sacrifice herself for a NPC. If someone fulfilled this condition in Satisfy, they would receive the hidden class called ‘Saintess.’ The Saintess was Satisfy’s strongest healer, who could heal with her own abilities without borrowing the divine powers of Goddess Rebecca. It was a hidden healing class that could reign supreme in Satisfy, and the one who obtained it was the younger sister of the first legendary class.


  ‘A hidden class?’


  Sehee might be a beginner in Satisfy, but she knew the greatness of a hidden class. A soul doll approached her as she was feeling stunned.


  “Danger!”


  This time, it was Yerim’s turn. She pushed Sehee aside and faced the soul doll instead.


  At that moment. A blue greatsword fell from the sky.


  Peeeeeong!


  The soul doll hit by Grid was unable to cope with the shock and collapsed.
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  Sword of Self-transcendence.


  Divine Shield.


  Thorn of Deep Grievance.


  Legendary Blacksmith’s Hammer.


  Failure.


  Relieved Wave Armor.


  Fantastic Pickaxe.


  Indecisive Mumud’s Orb.


  This was the list of legendary items that Grid made after becoming Pagma’s Descendant. He’d made only eight legendary items in a period of a year and a half. From the viewpoint of the S.A. Group, it was a very small number. They were saddened that Grid couldn’t show off his presence as a legendary blacksmith.


  But from the standpoint of Grid who lived an unlucky life, eight legendary items was amazing. No, it was more accurate to call them his salvation. Now Grid was in a state where he didn’t complain even if the items were normal or rare rated.


  “Hrmm…”


  There was a ‘special event’ when he made five legendary items, giving Grid a reward and punishment. His mind was complicated after recently making a legendary item (Indecisive Mumud’s Orb).


  Sooner or later, he would make 10 legendary items. Would the special event at that time be beneficial?  Or would the punishment be bigger? He was full of expectations and fear. He was worried that the small amount of stats gained form unique rated items would disappear.


  ‘Do I have be nerfed again?’


  A nerfed Grid got +4 to all stats when making a unique rated item and a +10 to all stats when it was a legendary item. This was lower than the stats that ordinary blacksmiths gained when making items. Realistically, the parts about stats acquisition was unlikely to be downgraded any more.


  Grid thought about it positively.


  ‘Something good will surely happen when I make the 10th legendary item.


  He hoped for that day to come.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  A full day had passed since he returned to Bairan. Grid was making items while waiting for the  Tzedakah Guild to choose. Based on the enlightenment he got from making the Indecisive Mumud’s Orb, he sought to create a one-handed sword that improved the prototype’s shortcomings.


  After a while.


  [Mass-produced One-handed Sword]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 171/171 Attack Power: 264


  Attack Speed: +8%     Accuracy: +3%


  A weapon made by the legendary blacksmith G.


  A one-handed sword that can be easily used by anyone, and is designed to exert high attack power.


  It’s an aggressive design that references Dainsleif (Reproduction), and works to improve the disadvantages of the prototype.


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher. 1,000 strength. Advanced Sword Mastery level 1.


  ‘A failure.’


  Compared to the prototype, it had a much better balance, but the conditions of use were too high. Of course, it was rather low compared to other weapons of the same class, but Grid wanted it to be a weapon that anyone could use.


  “Next time, I’ll have to delete an option.”


  Thanks to the attack speed and attack accuracy options, the usage conditions seemed to be higher. Grid decided to change the design to something simpler and cruder. Then he would change the materials to get more attack power.


  Didididi.


  His alarm rang. He checked the upper left hand corner and confirmed that it was 12:50 p.m. in reality. Lunch time. Grid had to log out. Then Shin Youngwoo emerged from the capsule in reality.


  “Today is kan jajang.” (A different type of jajangmyeon.)


  A few months ago, Youngwoo had to worry about eating cold noodles or ramen noodles. He couldn’t enjoy the luxury of eating expensive delivered food. But now the situation changed. Thanks to his economic success, he could eat delivered food at will. It wasn’t burdensome to eat the more expensive kan jajang over the normal jajangmyeon.


  This type of thing was a huge happiness for someone like Youngwoo. It was a happiness that only those who experienced poverty could understand. Youngwoo ordered the delivery and sat down on the sofa. Then he habitually turned on the TV.


  ‘Will the Tzedakah Guild join me?’


  The Tzedakah Guild had built up their reputation and memories, so they might not want to disband the guild.


  ‘But I overlooked that and even said those words… I’m disappointed in myself.’


  From Youngwoo’s point of view, it was hard to be confident that the Tzedakah Guild would come to him. It was fortunate they didn’t call him a traitor for trying to withdraw from the guild.


  ‘But Lauel told me to wait and believe, so let’s hope.’


  The new on TV was conveying the situation of Reinhardt, the capital of the Eternal Kingdom.


  『 A huge 100,000 users gathered in Reinhardt to carry out the golem quest. In addition, nobles from all over the kingdom came with large armies under the order of King Wiesbaden. 』


  『 This is the end of the golem’s advance. No matter how strong they are, there are only 1,000 golems. Can 1,000 enemies deal with 100,000 users and 200,000 soldiers? 』


  It was the opinion of the experts, and Youngwoo agreed.


  “My father-in-law brought 60,000 troops… Reinhardt will be safe.”


  Youngwoo hadn’t seen the war video between the Giant Guild and the golems. It was because he was busy discussing with the guild and making items. He just knew that the golems were on their way to the kingdom’s capital. So he thought it was easy to defeat the golems. He dismissed the invasion of Reinhardt as a small event.


  However.


  Kwaaaaah!


  He was able to see that the atmosphere was incredibly because he was watching the Reinhardt war video in real time.


  “What are these golems? Why are they so strong?”


  The golems that invaded Reinhardt were beyond common sense. They were too difficult for the normal users to handle, even when gathered in groups of dozens or hundreds. The NPC soldiers couldn’t even survive one blow from the golems. The high level users and NPC knights were slaughtered by the sleek humanoid golems.


  There was also the super-sized golems. There were exactly 12 golems that could use magic. Every time they launched magic energy, hundreds of users and NPCs turned to grey light. They also protected the golems by using Anti-magic Shields to block the attacks of the human magicians.


  “Wow…”


  Reinhardt quickly fell into a crisis. The walls crumbled and the users tried to get away. Despair filled the faces of the nobles and military leaders. Youngwoo thought it was absurd. Based on the video, the 12 super-sized golems were at least as strong as the Awakened Guardian of the Forest. And the 200 humanoid golems were like boss-sized monsters.


  What type of magician could make this golem?


  “…Uh?”


  Youngwoo was feeling doubts when his eyes suddenly widened. It was because he found a familiar face in the video where people were dying in Reinhardt.


  “Sehee?”


  It was clearly Sehee. His sister Sehee was squatting in a corner of Reinhardt and shaking.


  “Damn!”


  The reason why Sehee was playing Satisfy didn’t matter now. He threw his food on the table and rushed out. He headed straight to the capsule. He was determined to rescue Sehee before the food got cold.


  ***


  Winston Castle.


  Lauel sent a whisper to Grid like he had been waiting.


  –You came. A king’s quest was granted to all users within the Eternal Kingdom a little while ago. The rewards are enormous, so why don’t you try the quest?


  Then the [Fight the Golems] quest window emerged in front of Grid. Meanwhile, Irene came running.


  “Dear husband!”


  “Irene?”


  Irene was teary-eyed. She rushed at the confused Grid.


  “The battle for Reinhardt isn’t going well. I’m anxious about my father.”


  After the [Fight the Golems] quest, a new quest appeared.


  [Save Earl Steim]


  Difficulty: A


  The golems that invaded Reinhardt Capital are stronger than expected and the situation has worsened.


  Earl Steim is almost certainly in a crisis.


  Save him for Lady Irene.


  Quest Clear Conditions: The survival of Earl Steim.


  Quest Clear Rewards: Your affinity with Earl Steim will reach the maximum and you will be able to exercise great power in the north.


  Quest Failure: Level -1. If Earl Steim dies, Lady Irene will be locked in grief for a while. There is room for your marital relations to worsen.


  “Please help my father.”


  Despite being a NPC, Irene was a precious person who taught Grid how to love. Grid didn’t want to see her look sad.


  He decided. “I will bring Father-in-law back unharmed. So don’t worry and wait.”


  [The quest has been accepted.]


  He needed to arrive in Reinhardt as quickly as possible. But Grid hadn’t been to Reinhardt so he couldn’t measure the exact distance.


  –Lauel, what is the distance from Winston to Reinhardt?


  –It will probably take half a day if you use Fly.


  –This…


  Noe was too small to ride, so he needed help from a drake. He was about to call Huroi when Lauel gave him advice.


  -Euphemina is a Duplicator, and doesn’t she always have a number of spells copied? She might’ve duplicated Mass Teleport.


  He was truly smart. The impressed Grid sent a whisper to Euphemina.


  –Euphemina, do you have Mass Teleport available?


  “I do. It is precious magic that I’ve saved, but I am willing to use it for you. What’s the destination?”


  Euphemina’s answer came from behind him. She had good timing as she was on standby in Winston. It was lovely.


  Grid smiled brightly and immediately replied. “Reinhardt.”


  ***


  “Are there no mighty warriors to deal with those golems? The shortage of talent is too great!”


  Reinhardt.


  King Wiesbaden screamed from the walls.


  The north’s strongest knight, Phoenix. The west’s strongest knight, Ector. The east’s strongest knight, Kis. King Wiesbaden felt desperate, as there weren’t enough people in the kingdom to deal with the golems except for these three and a few others.


  Even the royal bodyguards made up of elite knights were helpless in front of the golems. The hundreds of thousands of troops? They were useless. The soldiers stabbed with their swords and spears, but they couldn’t even scratch the golems.


  Magic was necessary to deal with golems, but the magic had no effect because of the Anti-magic Shield. It was a total crisis. The city was rapidly collapsing. Wiesbaden and the nobles prayed to the gods.


  “Rebecca, goddess of light! Please give me strength to protect my kingdom and my people…!”


  The gods certainly existed. However, there were few cases where prayers succeeded. The king and nobles knew this. In the end, the prayers dwindled.


  Kuuong! Kuuong!


  There was only the sound of walls and buildings collapsed, as well as the screams of the people.


  ***


  “All of them are gathered together.”


  Happy, the 304th ranker on the unified rankings looked at the battlefield and clicked his tongue. Out of the 100,000 users in Reinhardt, 99,900 of them were average level users, so the situation went bad.


  “Sigh, I was expecting more.”


  The top ranking players tended to engage in personal hunting rather than events. Happy once again realized that he had to leave Reinhardt. Most users were like him. How many of the 100,000 users gathered here were willing to fight in the hopes of protecting Reinhardt? Most of the people came to try out the quest, and there was no merit to them staying.


  “Huh?”


  There was a big fuss in North Street. The gazes of Happy and other users turned in that direction. Then they saw it. A female user wearing novice clothing was throwing herself over a NPC. The people laughed.


  “Pfff, beginners are so pure.”


  “I agree. At first, I tried to save NPCs as well. Kilkil.”


  “Well, it’s not like experience will drop when dying for a beginner. Huh?”


  “What?”


  The users mocking the beginner turned their eyes towards the sky. It was the same for King Wiesbaden and the nobles on the wall. A bright light flashed in the evening sky and started to grow.


  “Mass Teleport?”


  A few people quickly figured out the identity of the light. Soon, a man and woman emerged from the light. There was a blonde girl with a lovely doll-like appearance and an Asian man.


  “This damn thing!”


  The Asian man who appeared from the Mass Teleport. He plummeted towards the ground while screaming.


  “Get your hands off my sister!”


  His furious voice spread through Reinhardt. Everyone, including the users, NPCs and golems, turned their gaze towards the sky. Then they witnessed it at the same time. The blue greatsword reminiscent of a predator of that sea that smashed into the soul doll!


  “Heok! T-That person!”


  “G…God…!”


  The person who used the blue greatsword in the National Competition. He was an existence that all users in Satisfy knew. The first legendary class. That’s right. It was the moment when Grid appeared.


  The users cheered as they saw him.


  “God Grid! God Grid has showed up!”


  『 Grid has appeared with exquisite timing! 』


  『 Doesn’t this remind you of the scene in the National Competition a few months ago? 』


  『 A protagonist always followed the basic rule of coming late. 』


  The Reinhardt war video got the highest ratings as it was broadcasted through various channels around the world. Grid succeeded in protecting Sehee and Yerim as the world watched.


  He shouted. “Summon Knights! Huroi! Lauel! Jude!”


  Pak! Papat!


  In front of Grid, the strongest of the 10 Rookies appeared. There was also the first ranked orator Huroi that some people knew about. In addition, there was an NPC.


  ‘Summon knights?’


  ‘Truly God Grid…! He’s become a noble!’


  ‘He summoned three knights, so he is a viscount? Amazing…’


  As people felt admiration, Grid commanded his party.


  “Smash all these damn golems. First, I need to make a party with my sister.”


  “…”


  It was the moment when the struggle was about to begin.
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  “Are you okay?”


  “Sniffle! Thank you.”


  Shortly after Sehee rescued the NPC boy.


  Kiyaaak!


  A soul doll sprang towards Sehee.


  “Danger!


  Yerim moved. It was a reflexive action. She just wanted to help a friend in crisis, so Yerim pushed Sehee and became the target of the soul doll instead. She would’ve done the same thing even if this was reality. Sehee was her only friend, so she was as precious as family.


  Anyway, the Satisfy system recognized her as a ‘hero who saved the Saintess.’


  [The Saintess is the symbol of wisdom and virtue.] 


  [I applaud your courage for making a sacrifice on behalf of the unique Saintess who will benefit the world.]


  [You can convert to the epic rated hidden class, Saintess’ Knight.]


  “Eh?”


  Yerim became stunned as she checked the odd notification window that appeared in front of her. She faced the soul doll’s kick with her pretty face. At that moment. A blue greatsword fell from the sky like a lightning bolt.


  Peeeeeong!


  Kyaak!


  It was a truly amazing sight. The soul dolls were armed with spectacular weapons and armor, so they couldn’t be defeated even when attacked in groups. Who was the person who saved them by showing strength on another dimension?


  Sehee and Yerim gazed at the man who descended from the sky. He had neat black hair with a crown on top of it. He wore red and gold armor that matched with the black boots. A cloak that emitted a bloody smell. Seven golden blades revolved around him.


  He was a person who showed his absolute dignity in the National Competition. That person was Shin Youngwoo, Grid.


  “Oppa?”


  The two girls’ eyes fluttered. How did he know to come to this place and save them? The girls felt like it was destiny.


  ‘As expected from Oppa.’


  ‘He truly is my prince.’


  “Come this way.”


  Grid hid the girls behind his back and studied the situation. Hundreds of golems were approaching. They were red from the blood of the slaughtered humans.


  Kwaduduk!


  Grid gritted his teeth. If he had been even a little later, these damn bastards would’ve hurt his little sister and her friend. The Grid from a month ago would’ve rushed over to the golems straight away. But since Lauel joined him, his prudence had doubled every day. 


  Yesterday, he had a slip of the tongue with the Tzedakah Guild members, but that didn’t often happen.


  –Euphemina, how many golems are there?


  Euphemina observed Reinhardt from the sky and replied.


  –There are 733 old golems, 187 soul dolls and 12 ancient weapons.


  As a Duplicator, Euphemina had high insight. It was higher than Grid, whose insight was currently close to 1,000. Thanks to that, she could quickly and accurately identity the number of golems.


  Grid nodded and measured the combat power of the golems.


  ‘The old golems have a combat power of 9,300, the soul dolls are 15,000 and the ancient weapons are 26,000…’


  Grid frowned.


  ‘The pope’s attack power was 24,000.’


  Even a difference of 100 was big when it came to combat power. Let’s assume that 1 was the power of an ant and 100 was the power of an eagle. The ancient weapons had 2,000 more combat power than the pope, so they were hard to ignore.


  ‘There are 12 opponents more powerful than the pope…’


  Even the weakest of the old golems were stronger than the knights. Every soul doll was equivalent to a top ranker. Grid couldn’t afford to take on these golems alone. Wasn’t ‘Fight the Golems’ a cooperative quest in the beginning? Grid thought for a moment before shouting.


  “Summon Knights! Huroi! Lauel! Jude!”


  Pak! Papat!


  It was the moment when the privilege of a noble was invoked. The called people appeared in a flash of light around Grid. Grid invited them and Euphemina to the party before saying.


  “Smash all these damn golems. First, I need to make a party with my sister.”


  [Ruby has joined the party.]


  [Sexy Schoolgirl has joined the party.]


  ‘Sister?’


  They turned their gaze behind Grid. They were surprised to see two beautiful girls wearing novice clothing. The party information window showed they were only level 1.


  Lauel asked, “Do you plan to be a bus?”


  Bus. It was a term used for high level users raising a low level user. In Satisfy, it was impossible to hunt in a party with a 35 level difference, because the low level user wouldn’t gain any experience.


  “A level 1 noble will be born.”


  However, the rewards for a cooperative quest were shared equally among all party members. If Grid killed one golem, it was treated as all the party members killing one golem. And the rewards for the ‘Fight the Golem quest were as followed: 


  After defeating an old golem, 300 gold and 100 kingdom contribution would be acquired.


  After defeating a soul doll, 1,000 gold and 500 kingdom contribution would be acquired.


  After defeating an ancient weapon, 3,000 gold and 1,500 kingdom contribution would be acquired.


  A user couldn’t become an earl, marquis or duke just through contribution points. However, a baron required 3,000 points and a viscount 10,000 points to be upgraded, regardless of the level.


  In other words.  


  ‘Thanks to Grid, Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl can enjoy the game from level 1.’


  Was this being born with a gold spoon?


  ‘No… It is diamond cutlery, not a gold spoon. No, it is adamantium.’


  Anyway, the world was unfair. Lauel became aware of this once again as Grid ordered.


  “Jude, Ruby and Se…xy Schoolgirl…”


  What was with this ID? Grid looked at Yerim incredulously. Yerim just laughed at him. Grid sighed before speaking again.


  “Jude, protect Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl. The rest will help me deal with the ancient weapons.”


  The main reason for the NPC army and the users’ lack of strength was because magic attacks didn’t work on the golems. In order to allow Euphemina and the other magicians to play an active role and to make the battlefield more favorable, they had to deal with the ancient weapons first.


  “Right? Lauel.”


  “You are wise.”


  Lauel complimented and Grid grasped the +9 Failure. The thrilled Huroi shouted, “My Lord! You are a divine being and nobody can block your way! All results will be done according to your will!”


  [Your morale has increased.]


  [Your attack power and magic attack power will significantly rise for the next attack.]


  [The next attack will be a critical hit!]


  A buff skill that was only possible for a second advancement orator was applied to Grid! He smiled and called out the name of his skill.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship! Transcended Link!”


  The goal was the ancient weapon 200m ahead. A total of 20 energy blades that inflicted 150% of his damage per hit flew towards it. The golem that didn’t allow one attack while advancing from the south of the Eternal Kingdom was hit.


  Kuuuuong.


  Transcended Link was a critical and caused the ancient weapon to fall to one knee. In the aftermath, the buildings in the area shook greatly.


  Kik. Kikik.


  The ancient golem suffered damage that was more than two-thirds of its health and made a bizarre sound. Then the Anti-magic Shield was turned off. Euphemina saw this and used magic from the sky.


  “Storm Gravity Field.”


  Jjejejeok!


  A gravitational field 5m in diameter was created around the fallen ancient weapon. 10 old golems and one soul doll in the vicinity were also sucked into the gravitational field. Then on top of that.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  A huge storm struck from the sky.


  [The Indecisive Mumud’s Orb’s option effect is activated, increasing magic damage by 100%.]


  [Magic damage has increased by 68%.]


  Kiyaaaaaah!


  The golems shrieked from inside the storm. Their bodies slowly disintegrated and stone powder was spread all over the place. Then Lauel came out. Armed with Grid’s unique rated qi gun, Lauel proved why he was 1st on the qigong master rankings.


  “Dragon’s Scream.”


  It was a neat finish. The golems, trapped in the gravitation field, collapsed due to the damage and soon turned to grey light.


  [You have destroyed an ancient weapon.]


  [3,342,000 experience has been distributed.]


  [You have destroyed a soul doll.]


  [87,300 experience has been distributed.]


  [You have destroyed an old golem.]


  [24,550 experience has been distributed.]


  “Heok!”


  “Crazy..!”


  The golems had overwhelmed the hundreds of thousands of troops in Reinhardt with absolute strength. Yet they collapsed due to the combination of only four skills, so people were amazed beyond admiration.


  In particular, Happy, who was ranked 304th.


  ‘What type of monsters are they?’


  Everyone knew that Grid was strong. But what about Huroi? As the only non-combat class in the top 1,000 rankings, his strength was more than Happy imagined. Grid had obviously become twice as strong due to his fraudulent buff ability.


  Lauel was also more than rumored. His rapid growth seemed to be related to the huge qi gun on his shoulder.


  There was also the person called Euphemina…


  ‘Who is she?’


  She was a completely unfamiliar person, but she was a powerful magician who seemed to have the strength of the 5th ranked Yura. Finally.


  “Ruby. Sexy Schoolgirl. Jude will protect them.”


  Kwaaaaang!


  The NPC was armed with the black sword that Grid used to defeat Bondre in the National Competition, and was overwhelming three old golems alone.


  “Hiccup!”


  People were so surprised that they couldn’t help hiccuping. As hiccups were heard from all directions, Grid wasn’t feeling very impressed.


  “These golems, why don’t they drop items?”


  “…I’m not sure.”


  Lauel didn’t know. He couldn’t always answer Grid’s questions.


  『 Grid doesn’t just have outstanding ability as an individual. He also has strong knights. 』


  『 In particular, the user called Euphemina used S-grade magic without any casting time.. She must have a hidden class. 』


  『 The conclusion is that we must praise God Grid. 』


  The anchors and experts relaying the Reinhardt war situation praised Grid. The netizens were the same. It has been a long time since the National Competition, so they watched the exciting battle video and praised God Grid. The seeds of praising Grid were planted in Satisfy.


  It was the same for Wiesbaden, king of the Eternal Kingdom.


  “Ohh…! Who’s the brave person who is dealing out justice to the cruel golems? Goddess Rebecca heard our prayers and sent us a mighty warrior…!”


  Earl Steim proudly explained.


  “He’s my son-in-law.”


  Earl Steim cleared his throat and proudly stuck out his chest.




  Chapter 199


  “Son-in-law?”


  The fact that Earl Steim’s son-in-law was a commoner had now spread through the kingdom. The royal family and nobles thought that Earl Steim was crazy. What idiot would marry his successor to a commoner instead of a political force or a rich noble? 


  Earl Steim was over 60 years old, so they thought he had become senile. But now…


  ‘It was like this. Such a sly snake wouldn’t pass on his only successor to some rabble.’


  ‘Despite being a commoner, he has great abilities.’


  ‘So reliable… I’m envious.’


  The nobles saw the black-haired man as a heroic warrior. Didn’t he defeat an ancient weapon that couldn’t be scratched by hundreds of thousands of troops?


  King Wiesbaden was amazed. “Your son-in-law is a hero fighting for the kingdom! Earl Steim’s acumen is truly amazing! Your presence if the light of hope for this kingdom!”


  There were two dukes and three marquis in the Eternal Kingdom, but Earl Steim had the highest authority. It was because his family was able to build up his power by defending and developing the north over three generations. Thus, many nobles were watching out for Earl Steim. The king praised Earl Steim, so the nobles became nervous.


  ‘There’s no way to stop the rise of Earl Steim.’


  ‘He might become a marquis due to this achievement.’


  Several shrewd nobles started to flatter Earl Steim.


  “It’s amazing. Having a heroic warrior as a son-in-law, your abilities are really impressive.”


  “The power of the earl, who has obtained a heroic warrior, will affect other countries. I respect you.”


  Heroic warrior! This meant they were someone who was talented and brave, and who alone could exert the value of hundreds of thousands of troops. A person of this era who deserved to be admired.


  Earl Steim was annoyed at the nobles who misunderstood Grid.


  “My son-in-law isn’t a heroic level warrior…”


  “Hahaha! Aren’t you too humble?”


  The nobles thought that Earl Steim was being modest. They misunderstood and thought he was managing his image. But what was the truth?


  “My son-in-law is a heroic warrior, but a legendary warrior! Hahahahat!”


  “…”


  It was the moment when Earl Steim’s pride in his son-in-law reached the peak. The king and nobles were embarrassed.


  ‘What is he saying now…?’


  ‘He’s too arrogant just because we flattered him a little bit.’


  They thought Earl Steim was bluffing. It was natural. There were only nine legendary warriors in history. After Pagma and Sword Saint Muller, only one legendary warrior had appeared in the last 100 years. Now Earl Steim was calling his son-in-law a legend? Wasn’t this more arrogant than necessary?


  “My son-in-law, isn’t he the greatest? Hahahat!”


  “Hahaha…”


  The king and nobles laughed at Earl Steim.


  ***


  Reinhardt’s West Street.


  Kiyaaak!


  “Ugh!”


  The army from the north were facing a major crisis.


  They were hit by rays fired by ancient weapons in succession, and had already lost one-third of their troops. The old golems were pushing the soldiers and the knights were struggling against the soul dolls.


  Captain Phoenix, who they had been relying on, left for a while to save a boy and girl, so the situation become more desperate.


  “H-Help me…! Kuak!”


  “Ugh! My wife in Winston will become a widow today… Please remarry a better man…”


  Kyaak!


  Three soul dolls entered into the gap between soldiers and swung a sword made up of parts from their bodies. The series of assaults caused many victims.


  “Ugh!”


  Winston’s knight, Romeo Laniche, had come as part of Earl Steim’s troops. He was stabbed in the stomach by a soul doll.


  Flop!


  He fell to the ground and gazed up at the sky, thinking about his old colleague. Knight Deck, who lost his life while facing the Awakened Guardian of the Forest for Viscount Grid. Romeo smiled at the thought of reuniting with an old friend.


  “Deck… I will be your sparring opponent again in the afterlife…”


  He had stepped down from the line of succession for Viscount Laniche. He was bachelor and only cared about training. He had no regrets about leaving this world because he didn’t have a wife or child to worry about. Just,


  ‘It is too bad that I haven’t dated in awhile.’


  Romeo lamented as he closed his eyes. He was prepared to accept death. But he couldn’t die.


  “I can’t watch my wife’s knight die before my eyes. She will be sad.”


  Jeeeong!


  It was Grid. He killed the soul doll with a blue greatsword and threw a potion at Romeo.


  “Viscount Grid…”


  Wasn’t this an exquisite moment of salvation? Romeo and the Winston soldiers were thrilled.


  “Thank you.”


  Romeo didn’t expect it, but he was joyful after he was saved. He bowed to Grid who said, “Stay alive and pay me 50 gold. It’s the value of the potion.”


  “…The price of this potion is 8 gold.” Romeo said carefully, but it was useless.


  It was because Grid had already left this place. He was heading towards the center of the gathered soul dolls and old golems that were slaughtering the northern army.


  “Viscount Grid!”


  The knights and soldiers were worried about Grid. It was hard to imagine that Grid would be safe alone against all those strong golems. However, Grid was a legend. He fought alone against Pope Drevigo, the Awakened Guardian of the Forest, Neberius of the Yatan Church and the great demon Hell Gao. The ancient weapons might be different, but the old golems and soul dolls couldn’t do any harm to him.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link.”


  He dodged the golems’ attacks while dancing. The muscles that squeezed during the dance were released at once. At the same time, the blue greatsword moved explosively. 21 blue and white energy blades sped through the air at a terrible speed, compressing all the air it passed through.


  “…”


  Silence fell. The knights, soldiers and golems were all silent.


  “This is the time.”


  After Grid spoke,


  Pipit! Pipipipipit!


  The compressed air exploded, breaking the bodies of the old golems and soul dolls into dozens of pieces. 


  Kukukukukung!


  The golems scattered as pieces of stones. Grid stepped forward. This gaze was directed at the ancient weapon 100m ahead.


  “My Lord! I’m ready!” Huroi shouted as he followed Grid.


  Grid responded to him. “I am also ready.”


  The voice of an orator rang through Reinhardt.


  “The world is watching My Lord! Show them your dignity! I, Huroi, will help you with my strength!”


  [Your morale has increased.]


  [Your attack power and magic attack power will significantly rise for the next attack.]


  [The next attack will be a critical hit!]


  Huroi’s ‘Morale Boost’ buff skill had a cooldown time of 10 minutes. It meant that 10 minutes had passed since the first ancient weapon was defeated, and it was the moment that Grid would turn the battlefield upside down again.


  “Blacksmith’s Rage! Fly.”


  Grid used his own buff skill and flew into the sky. It was the sight of a blacksmith holding a big sword in one hand while using magic. People witnessed it many times in the National Competition, but they were still impressed.


  『 God Grid has come forward! 』


  The cries of the program anchors relaying Reinhardt’s war situation resonated through the TVs.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  A white light surrounded the blue greatsword, like the sight of the universe in a dark night sky. Grid approached the ancient weapon from the sky, while unfolding a sword dance like a butterfly. The air around him was heavy, due to all the hatred and killing intent. It was a precursor of a disaster.


  [Linked Kill]


  A minimum of three to seven blows will be randomly generated that will deal 1500% damage per hit (the current damage of Kill -300%).


  The hundreds of thousands of NPCs and users in Reinhardt. In addition, the hundreds of millions of viewers watching it in real time.


  “Linked Kill!”


  The greatest skill that he used to defeat Hell Gao was activated.


  Roaaaaar!


  The ancient weapon whose height exceeded 8m. The white glow from the blue greatsword aimed at the giant’s head.


  Jjejeong!


  [Critical!]


  [Failure’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  [You have dealt 6,250,900 damage to the target.]


  The second blow.


  Jjejejeok!


  [The Holy Light Gloves’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  [You have dealt 2,238,400 damage to the target.]


  The third blow.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  [You have dealt 445,200 damage to the target.]


  The fourth blow.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  [Failure’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  [The Holy Light Gloves’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  [You have dealt 4,851,000 damage to the target.]


  “…”


  This was the perfect deadly move that made the world shocked. The head of the ancient weapon was completely destroyed.


  Kung! Kukung! Kukukukung!


  The scattered rocks fell like meteors, destroying the surrounding buildings.


  Kukukukukung…


  The ancient weapon sat down silently. Lauel scratched his head while looking at the dust that rose. “This time, I didn’t have a chance to act.”


  In fact, Lauel was sweating. He didn’t know that Grid was this strong.


  ‘Did he not show all of his skills in the National Competition?’


  Gulp.


  Lauel gulped while Sexy Schoolgirl shouted excitedly, “Oppa is so cool!”


  This was the beginning.


  “Waaaaahhhhh!”


  Starting with the Sexy Schoolgirl’s cry, all the NPCs and users in Reinhardt started shouting.


  “L-Legendary…!”


  The mouths of the king and nobles on the walls looked like a goldfish’s mouth. Earl Steim’s power soared into the sky today. On the other hand, Grid was grumbling. “These damn golems don’t give items to the end. They also give less experience.”


  Lauel clicked his tongue from his spot on the ground.


  “Aren’t these golems quest monsters? Every time you hunt, you can earn 300 gold and 100 kingdom contribution. Isn’t this enough?”


  Grid tsked. “Why can’t I be greedy? Isn’t it natural to wish for more?”


  Lauel was amazed by his words.


  ‘It’s the first time I’ve seen someone like this.’


  Indeed, there seemed to be no end to Grid’s greed. While they were caught off guard,


  Kikik. Kik.


  A strange sound was heard from the body of the ancient weapon.


  “…?”


  The seven golden blades moved before Grid could react. The moment that the golden blades gathered together to protect Grid.


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  A powerful explosion occurred around the body of the ancient weapon.


  [You have suffered 591,140 damage.]


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  “Cough!”


  Grid was swept away by the blast and crashed into the ground. The astonished Huroi, Lauel and Euphemina ran towards him. Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl were pale and stuck in their place like a stone statue.


  At the same time. In the golem labyrinths scattered all over the continent, Braham’s murmur rang out.


  [My golems will grow as they fight and will eventually destroy Grid. I will teach you a lesson. Then… Huh?]


  The 28 scattered pieces of Braham’s soul became agitated.


  [What power is this?]


  As Braham was feeling confused, a notification window appeared in front of all users connected to Satisfy.


  [The Saintess, an existence with superior wisdom and virtue, has emerged.]


  [The Saintess will be an example for the people and will benefit the whole world.]


  “…Sehee?”


  Reinhardt.


  Grid was surprised. It wasn’t because of the notification window in front of him, but because the status of the party window had changed.


  Name: Ruby


  Level: 1


  Class: Saintess


  “Don’t hurt my brother!”


  Sehee rarely showed her true feelings. Her warm touched started to heal Grid’s ragged body.


  [20% of your total health has been restored.]


  “… Percentage heal?”


  The strongest healer in Satisfy appeared.




  Chapter 200


  Kuaaaaaaang!


  There was a flash of light from the ancient weapon and a powerful explosion occurred. Everything within a radius of 15m was destroyed.


  “Oppa!”


  Sehee became pale as she witnessed Grid being swept up in the explosion. Grid’s health in the party window was at the very minimum.


  “My Lord!”


  “Grid!”


  Huroi and Lauel had only seen Grid’s invincible appearance. Grid dying in battle? They never even imagined it. The two people filled with severe confusion and the panicked Euphemina ran towards Grid. On the other hand, Grid was relieved and surprised.


  “Ouch… Why did an explosion occur all of a sudden? I have a headache.” Grid questioned it. He grumbled as he rose from his spot.


  Exactly one. He only had one point of health left.  Thanks to this one point, he didn’t die. It truly was like a miracle.


  The excited Huroi shouted, “The heavens helped you!”


  Lauel was relieved. “It is hard to believe that you survived that explosion. What type of defense do you have?”


  “It isn’t higher than most people. It is the power of items?”


  Grid spoke with a smile, but he was inwardly uncomfortable.


  ‘I lost my insurance.’


  The reason why Grid could be confident in battle every time was because he believed in his invincible passive. Compared to ordinary users, he had two lives. Now that he lost his invincible passive, he was forced to cower.


  ‘The cooldown of the invincible passive is one day…’


  Grid decided that he should be cautious. Then he asked Lauel. “The first one didn’t explode. Then why did the second ancient weapon explode? What is the rule?”


  “It is hard to guess accurately with only two examples. The best we can do now is fight with the assumption that the 10 remaining ancient weapons will explode after death.”


  “That means we need to leave immediately after killing…”


  Grid was looking troubled when the golems started to gather from all directions. It was the worst situation. The golems scattered throughout Reinhardt all started targeting Grid.  There were 800 of them. Grid’s group had destroyed a lot, but there were still many of them left. It was a life or death crisis.


  “It seems that you drew the aggro after successively killing the ancient weapons. Euphemina, have you duplicated Heal?”


  “Unfortunately, I haven’t. The Rebecca priests are so precious that I didn’t have many opportunities to duplicate Heal.”


  “Retreat.”


  Grid needed time to recover. Huroi and Lauel tried to get him to escape, but the soul dolls’ speed was too fast.


  Kyaak!


  Jjejeong! Jjeejeeeong!


  “Ugh…!”


  Huroi barely prevented the onslaught from the soul dolls and sat down after being stabbed. It was difficult for him to deal with the soul dolls with his skills. He barely managed to survive thanks to the protection of his drake. Lauel was also vulnerable when it came to close combat.


  Euphemina tried to support the two, but it was no use because of the Anti-magic Shield.


  In the end, Grid had only one way out. In the past, he would’ve saved his life by running away alone. However, now he had no thoughts of throwing away his companions.


  “Support me from the rear.”


  Grid had been sitting in order to speed up his recovery, but now he stood up. Then he stepped out in front of the part and took the finest potion.


  [7,500 health has been be restored.]


  “Che.”


  If he combined all his items and titles, Grid’s health was close to 60,000. The recovery amount of 7,500 wasn’t great. 


  Chaaeng! Chaaeng!


  Grid became aware of the danger of allowing attacks and his movements became very passive. He couldn’t help sweating as 100 soul dolls and 700 old golems came at him. He defended with the pavranium while waiting for the cooldown time of the potion to run out.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The 10 ancient weapons in different locations fired their rays of magic power, further pushing Grid on the defensive.


  “Protect Viscount Grid!”


  The northern troops from Winston tried to help Grid’s party. But it didn’t help much. The casualties kept increasing. Grid felt regret.


  ‘I should’ve worn Doran’s Ring in advance.’


  Grid had become better at using Doran’s Ring in battle. He wore Doran’s Ring the moment the enemy used a powerful skill in order to maximize the recovery effect. But he didn’t wear Doran’s Ring in battle. 


  He was too overconfident. As a result, he couldn’t cope with the sudden explosion of the ancient weapon and couldn’t use Doran’s Ring to restore his health. So now he was in a crisis.


  “Oppa…!”


  Grid was dealing with the golems with a low amount of health. He was visibly struggling to Sehee.


  ‘I want to help.’


  Sehee didn’t want to see her brother being harassed. She also didn’t want to ignore the soldiers dying for her brother. More power was needed.


  “I will become a Saintess.”


  Immediately after the announcement that she could become a Saintess, a golden exclamation mark appeared on one side. Unlike her brother, Sehee immediately realized what this exclamation mark was.


  ‘If I click on this, I can go through the process of becoming a Saintess?’


  Ttalkak.


  Sehee touched the exclamation mark. Then the warm voice of a woman started to flow into her brain.


  [The Saintess must be a role model for everyone. If you become the Saintess, you are obliged to do 50 or more good works every month. If you violate this rule, you will be deprived of your status and won’t be able to become a Saintess again.]


  [It isn’t possible for a Saintess to acquire any skills other than class specific skills.]


  [A Saintess can one use class specific weapons.]


  [Do you still want to become a Saintess after knowing these facts?]


  “Yes.”


  Swaahh!


  After answering, Sehee’s body started to shine with a warm golden light. The notification windows flashed before her.


  [You have become the growth type hidden class, a Saintess.]


  [A Saintess class starts at the epic rating. You must meet certain conditions in order to raise the rating.]


  [You have obtained the Saintess class weapon, Wooden Staff. As the class rating grows, the rating of the weapon will also grow.]


  [The Goodness stat has been opened.]


  [The Composure stat has opened.]


  [The skill Hope has been created.]


  [The skill Discipline has been created.]


  [The skill Benevolent Light has been created.]


  [The skill Upright Heart has been created.]


  [The title ‘Everyone’s Role Model’ has been obtained.]


  [The skill Sacrifice has been created.]


  [Congratulations! You are a unique existence in Satisfy. Your great power to heal others without borrowing from divine power is backed by a strong sense of responsibility.] 


  Sehee wasn’t a fool. She equipped the Wooden Staff and quickly discovered what skills could help her brother.


  [Wooden Staff]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 200/200  Attack Power/Defense: 133


  * All stats +50.


  A staff made of unidentified wood. It is very hard and can’t be cut by a sword.


  There are no special features yet.


  Conditions of Use: Saintess.


  Weight: 180 


  [Hope]


  Skill Rating: Epic


  Randomly recovers 10~30% of the target’s maximum health.


  Skill Mana Consumption: 10% of your maximum mana.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 minute and 30 seconds.


  * The skill rating will increase as the class rating increases.


  [Discipline]


  Skill Rating: Epic


  After restoring the party member’s condition, the status conditions immunity effect will be given for a certain period of time.  


  Skill Mana Cost: 2,000


  Skill Cooldown Time: 5 minutes.


  * The skill rating will increase as the class rating increases.


  [Benevolent Light Lv. 1]


  Restores the health of the party members, including yourself, by 3,500 + (Goodness x 3 + Intelligence x 2).


  Skill Mana Cost: 1,500


  Skill Cooldown Time: 3 minutes.


  [Upright Heart Passive]


  Skill Rating: Epic


  Immune to all abnormal conditions. 


  You will give off a feeling of threat to vampires, demonkin and other such corrupt beings.


  * The skill rating will increase as the class rating increases.


  [Sacrifice]


  Skill Rating: Epic


  Resurrects the dead in return for your health and mana dropping to 1 point. This skill can’t be used on NPCs.


  This skill will do huge damage when used on a corrupt being.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 12 hours.


  * The skill rating will increase as the class rating increases.


  She needed to use the Hope skill to help her brother. She was lacking mana at level 1, so Hope and Sacrifice were the only skills she could use. Sehee was determined to reach Grid, but Jude restrained her.


  “Ruby. Sexy Schoolgirl. You shouldn’t go to that dangerous place. You must be safe. It is Viscount Grid’s command.”


  Sehee saw that Jude was a simple person and easily convinced him.


  “Do you think that our lives are more important than the life of Viscount Grid? We aren’t the ones in danger right now, it’s Grid. If we don’t help him, he might lose his life.”


  “… Viscount Grid is more important.”


  Jude grabbed the black greatsword with both hands. Then he ran 150m to the place where Grid was located, mercilessly breaking through the old golems and soul dolls.


  Jjejeong! Jjejejeok!


  Kiyaaaaak!


  After Grid’s nurturing, Jude’s strength was now at 2,080.


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  Among the top rankers, it was extremely rare to have a strength exceeding 2,000. In addition, the power of the +8 Dainsleif that Jude wielded with all his power was comparable to Grid’s offensive power, making it difficult for the old golems and soul dolls to endure.


  In the end, Sehee was able to approach Grid safely thanks to Jude.


  “Sehee?”


  “Don’t hurt Oppa!”


  Sehee used the Hope skill and a warm light surrounded Grid’s body.


  [20% of your total health has been restored.]


  [The option effect of the Holy Light Armor has increased the power of recovery magic by 300%.]


  [35,580 health has been restored.]


  It was the moment when the strongest healer and the best armor evoked a massive synergy effect.


  “… Percentage heal?”


  Grid was astonished. His sister was a beginner, but then she suddenly became a Saintess and could use a healing skill?


  Sehee shouted while he was confused, “Oppa, aren’t you the best? Go and smash these bad guys!”


  The best? He was the pathetic person who did nothing for 28 years and worried his family. Grid was thrilled.


  ‘Thank you, Satisfy.’


  He became the legendary Pagma’s Descendant in Satisfy and was able to change his life. The worst person turned into the best.


  ‘Without Satisfy, I would still be living a trivial life…’


  At this moment, Grid was able to completely remove his shame at his pathetic past self and he felt his blood boiling. Aura sprang up around him. He felt stronger than when he received Huroi’s Morale Boost buff. Thanks to Sehee’s heal, he recovered 40,000 health. Therefore, he started his sword dance with confidence.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship! Wave!”


  Roaaaaar!


  Hundreds of blue-white waves of energy spread all over the place. The golems directly attacked by him suffered great damage and suffered a slow debuff at the same time. But there were many more golems unaffected.


  Kiyaaak!


  The attacks of the soul dolls randomly struck Grid’s body. Grid didn’t shrink back. He kept attacking as he was being hit. Grid had the strong healer called Sehee behind him, so he was able to use his combat style that required no control to destroy the soul dolls.


  [You have suffered 3,300 damage.]


  [You have dealt 20,900 damage to the target.]


  [You have suffered 2,930 damage.]


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 44,200 damage to the target.]


  [You have suffered 3,080 damage.]


  [Failure’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  [You have dealt 101,500 damage to the target.]


  [You have destroyed a soul doll.]


  [15% of your total health has been restored.]


  [The option effect of the Holy Light Armor has increased the power of recovery magic by 300%.]


  [26,685 health has been restored.]


  “Sehee! You’re really the best! The best! Puhat! Puhahahat!”


  This synergy between brother and sister was truly good. Grid couldn’t stop laughing. His momentum increased as he fought.


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  Now Sehee was level 13. She got a lot of experience in return for using healing on the level 270 Grid.


  “…”


  Huroi, Lauel and Euphemina were speechless at the sight. A class that could only use heals from level 1? Yet the amount of healing was so enormous? Didn’t this rival the heals of high level priests? In particular, Euphemina received a great shock.


  [You have failed to observe the target’s skill.]


  [You have failed to observe the target’s skill.]


  [You have failed to observe the target’s skill.]


  It has been a very long time since she failed to observe Grid and Agnus’ skills.




  Chapter 201


  [You have failed to observe the target’s skill.]


  She tried a few more times but it was the same result. Euphemina became certain.


  “A Saintess is a class that has at least a unique rating.”


  “Based on what?”


  Lauel made a disbelieving expression, causing Euphemina to explain.


  “A Duplicator has a clear limit as an epic class. It’s impossible for me to duplicate skills that have a higher rating than myself.


  “In other words… You failed to duplicate Ruby’s skill?”


  “Yes. The only skills that I have failed to duplicate after raising my insight to a certain level belonged to Grid and Agnus… It is an experience I haven’t suffered in a long time.”


  “Agnus?” The 7th ranked Agnus was known to have an epic class. He was surprised by Euphemina’s words. “Agnus is an epic class, so isn’t he equivalent to you? So why did your Skill Observation fail?”


  “He must have a growth type hidden class.”


  “Like Hurent?”


  “That’s right. Growth type classes are considered to have a higher rating than epic classes, so I can’t duplicate his skills.”


  Agnus was someone thoroughly wrapped in a veil of mystery. He never showed up in public. Traces of him could only be found in the rankings list or from NPCs. He changed his appearance every time, so there were rumors that he was an NPC instead of a user, or a game operator, or so on.


  However, Euphemina seemed to be familiar with Agnus, so this was an opportunity for Lauel.


  “What exactly is Agnus’ class?”


  “At first I thought he was a necromancer type, but considering the various features, it is more appropriate to call him a lich.”


  “Lich? You mean an undead?”


  Lich were one of the strongest undead. They transcended the concept of life and death, and were known to have infinite magic power. If Agnus was a lich, it was reasonable to assume that he was stronger than Grid.


  “On the surface, he doesn’t seem to be an undead, but… It’s a bit difficult to explain. You’ll know if you meet him.”


  Lauel showed great interest. “Where should I go to meet him?”


  “Aren’t you being very active? Are you perhaps thinking about trying to get Agnus as Grid’s subordinate? I would forget about it. Agnus is a very dangerous and abnormal figure. It isn’t possible to have a positive outcome when you get in touch with him.”


  “… I will listen to you.”


  Agnus wasn’t the important thing right now. Grid’s sister had obtained a hidden class that at least had a unique rating.


  ‘Did those siblings receive the blessing of the game gods?’


  The older brother was the first legendary class, while the younger sister received a hidden class at level 1. It was clear that Grid and his sister had saved a country in a previous life.


  ‘Anyway, this is good.’


  Grid’s power was grounded on the basis of being the best after Duplicator Euphemina and then Saintess Ruby joined. This would grow further if the Tzedakah Guild joined. Lauel envisioned a brilliant future, causing his mind to spin faster than before.


  ‘Grid and his sister are fighting well, but it isn’t good to drag this out.’ A stamina system existed for users. Stamina would decrease the longer the battle lasted, so even Grid would face a crisis.  ‘The golems are only concentrating on Grid. And the ancient weapons will probably explode every time they die. Then…’


  Lauel shouted as he came up with a way to end this battle that lasted nearly 30 minutes.


  “Grid! Drive all the golems towards the ancient weapons!”


  “Eh?”


  The golems were endlessly coming towards him! Grid was enjoying the battle due to Sehee’s strong support, and he saw the golems as chunks of experience.  He turned his gaze towards Lauel and then frowned.


  “Isn’t this too much? I have to deal with the ancient weapon at the same time. Do you want me to die?”


  Grid didn’t understand Lauel’s intent. Unlike his sister, he was stupid, so it couldn’t be helped.


  Kuwaaaang!


  “Dragon Claws.” Lauel used an earth barrier to block the magic power heading towards Grid and shouted again. “Just do as I say! Focus on defeating the ancient weapon and run away immediately!”


  In Satisfy, qi was a different concept of mana. For this reason, there was a separate class called the qigong master. The Anti-magic Shield wasn’t immune to skills of a qigong master.


  “Dragon’s Whispers!”


  [The amount of damage the target will receive has increased by 30%.]


  Kukukukung!


  The ancient weapon was affected by Lauel’s skill and started to twitch. Grid confirmed this and reached out to Jude.


  “Jude, let me borrow your sword for a bit.”


  “I’ll willingly do it.”


  Float.


  Grid put the +8 Dainsleif in his inventory and used Fly. Sehee used Hope on him once again and Huroi cast a buff skill.


  “Thank you.”


  He had full health. The strongest buff skill was nestled in his body. The best. An invincible feeling. There was nothing to fear in this world. It was just…


  ‘The kan jajang would’ve already become soggy.’


  Won’t the food become tasteless? It was quite annoying, but he still felt good. His dear sister and companions. Now that they were enjoying Satisfy and relying on each other, Grid was truly happy. He had lived a lonely life without any friends, so this experience was truly precious to him.


  Ssik!


  Grid smiled with satisfaction and flew towards the ancient weapon that received the debuff from Lauel. He was like an eagle flying towards his prey. 


  Kiyaaak!


  The old golems and soul dolls ignored the others, only chasing after Grid. Grid was annoyed by them, but recalled Lauel’s words and ignored them.


  Kuoooh!


  The ancient weapon remained silent as Grid approached, then launched its magic power. It was evidence that the golems were intelligent.


  “Che!”


  Grid judged that it was too close to avoid and wore Doran’s Ring.


  [You have suffered 23,900 damage.]


  [Healing effects will be reduced.]


  [You have resisted.]


  [The options of Doran’s Ring and the Holy Light Armor have been applied to restore 35,850 health.]


  ‘Healing effect reduction?’


  That hadn’t existed before. Grid became convinced. The ancient weapons were steadily evolving during the battle. They were optimizing themselves to kill Grid.


  ‘It’s great, but useless.’


  The moon and stars were covered by a dark cloud of darkness. The ‘20% increase in damage in dark places’ effect was applied, making Failure more powerful.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  A dazzling sword dance unfolded continuously.


  “Kill!”


  “Link!”


  “Transcend!”


  There was a storm of blue-white energy blades as the skills were connected. The power was lacking compared to Linked Kill and Transcended Link, so the ancient weapon wasn’t destroyed immediately. However, it was enough to release the Anti-magic Shield.


  Gruruk!


  Then Grid swapped weapons. He used Dainsleif instead of Failure. Dainsleif gained additional attack power in proportion to the number of enemies, so it was just as good as Failure right now.


  Chaaeng!


  He used a skill straight after equipping it.


  “Golden Flash!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  A ray of gold crossed the night sky like the sun.


  Kuaaaah!


  The ancient weapon screamed as the ray penetrated through it.


  Kiik! Kiiik!


  The 800 golems following Grid were enraged. They watched the collapsing ancient weapon and howled like children losing their parents. In the midst of this turmoil, Euphemina yelled.


  “Exploit! Thunder Storm! Light Sword! Blizzard!”


  It was a feast of A-grade magic. She didn’t go through the process of chanting the spell, so the powerful magic perfectly hit the ancient weapon.


  [You have destroyed an ancient weapon.]


  [3,342,000 experience has been distributed.]


  “Avoid it!”


  Lauel shouted the moment the notification window popped up, and Grid responded by disappearing at full speed.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  It was a close call. Immediately after Grid escaped from the range of the explosion, a strong explosion occurred around the body of the ancient weapon. Most of the 800 golems following Grid were swept away by the explosion and turned to ashes.


  “Wow… This was what you intended.” Grid was full of admiration as he saw the result and recognized Lauel’s intentions. He got goosebumps. “Lauel, aren’t you really smart? The best.”


  Lauel bowed gracefully towards Grid, who was looking at him with envy.


  “You are the one who is the best. I’m just your bridesmaid.”


  ‘…My hands and feet are shrivelling.’


  Grid was suffering from Lauel’s cheesy words when someone appeared in front of them. Euphemina had figured out the number of surviving golems.


  “There are 43 old golems, 11 soul dolls and 9 ancient weapons remaining. This battle, let’s finish it.”


  “Good.”


  Grid handed Dainsleif back to Jude and gave a command.


  “The golems are only focused on me. You don’t have to protect Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl anymore. Attack the ones after me.”


  “Yes.”


  Jude was better than Huroi and Lauel when it came to simple combat ability. He was an idiot who couldn’t be assigned important missions, but Jude was a very dependable person on the battlefield. Once his rampage started, the surviving old golems and soul dolls were overwhelmed. They were beaten and became mere pieces of stone.


  『 Jude… I’ve never heard of him, but he must be a named NPC. To obtain NPCs as knights, at a minimum, an S-grade quest needs to be cleared and affinity built up… Grid is truly amazing. 』


  As the world was impressed by Jude, Grid was taking care of the remaining ancient weapons with Huroi, Lauel and Euphemina. The old golems and soul dolls were no longer obstructing them, so their speed at destroying the ancient golems was faster than before.
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  “Amazing! Amazing!”


  The directors and PDs of the broadcasting stations relaying the Reinhardt war were excited. Grid’s companions played an active role against the golems and audience ratings were high, so it was natural to feel excited.


  ‘Grid is a genuine star!’


  This golem army had smashed the 700 Giant Guild members led by the 3rd ranked Chris, whose battle power was evaluated as over the Tzedakah Guild in Satisfy. Indeed, Grid was a legend. Whenever he appeared in public, he overwhelmed the audience with his power, causing the audience ratings to rise every time he appeared. He created the buzzword ‘Praise God Grid.’


  “It would be nice if he summoned Noe…”


  However, human greed was endless!


  The station PDs were hoping for the appearance of Noe, who was just as popular as Grid. If the cute Noe emerged, the audience ratings would clearly rise because the hearts of the children and female viewers would be captured.


  On the other hand, the hosts’ mouths were dry from praising Grid’s group.


  『 The orator’s buffs and debuffs are only applied once, but they are extremely effective. If they are used well, an orator can play a more active role than existing buffing classes. It’s a class that deserves to be reevaluated. 』


  『 Reevaluated? Don’t you know about orators? Orators are a class that had been treated as top rankers by the nobles since the beginning. But they are difficult to find because they’re a difficult class to level up. 』 


  『 The advantage of an orator isn’t only the buffs and debuffs. A orator is basically a speech-giving class. They are politically useful. It is natural for the top rankers to be jealous of Grid for acquiring the 1st ranked orator. 』


  『 Lauel is truly worthy of his fame. He fully understands the qigong master class. Rather than acting aggressively, he serves as a supporter and assists Grid. 』


  『 In fact, qigong masters are more suitable to be rear damage dealers rather than supporters. But since Grid is in the party, there’s enough attack power. Therefore, his role in the group is changed. Lauel’s flexible mindset is great. 』


  『 Above all, the best one is the user called Euphemina. She can cast all types of spells without chanting? It’s obvious that she has a hidden class, and she might be stronger than Grid. Perhaps she is a legendary grade magician? 』


  『 If you look at the fact that she doesn’t show many S-grade magic, it’s hard to imagine her as a legendary magician. It is more likely that she’s a unique rated magician. Anyway, I am certain that she is better than Yura and Bondre. 』


  『 I’m focused on the girl called Ruby. She is a complete beginner when looking at her clothing, but isn’t she supporting her colleagues with tremendous amounts of healing? 』


  『 Sometimes, there are people with unique tastes. There are many high level users who deliberately look like beginners… 』


  『 Didn’t the rare class Skin Creator recently appeared? The Skin Creator can freely change the appearance of items, right? Maybe the clothes she’s wearing now are actually really dazzling. 』


  『 Is that rough-looking wooden staff actually a unique-rated weapon? Hahaha, in any case, Grid is really great. He has the named NPC Jude, the 1st ranked orator, the 1st ranked qigong master as well as the best magicians and priest as his companions… It’s clear that he has a great personality. 』 


  『 I agree with you 100 times over. He must be charming to attract such excellent people. Grid has to be a generous, charismatic, wise, and good man. 』


  As the misunderstanding about Grid deepened, Grid’s group was defeating the sixth ancient weapon. The remaining six ancient weapons were upgraded based on the information gathered from the destroyed ancient weapons.


  [It is necessary to become tolerant to spiteful words.]


  [Delete language comprehension feature.]


  “This is pretty hard.”


  It was hard for Grid to look relaxed. The ancient weapons became noticeably stronger every time one was destroyed. That’s why their combat power rose from 26,000 to 32,000. It was around the same level of the Awakened Guardian of the Forest. Grid’s party faced difficulties the moment the sixth ancient weapon was killed.


  “Spiteful Tongue isn’t working.”


  “The resistance to qi has increased, so my skills aren’t being applied properly.”


  “The durability of the Anti-magic Shield has risen.”


  “Kuk.”


  Grid could feel the physical defense of the ancient weapons rising. He trembled.


  “The golems grow as we fight. What type of freak made these monsters?”


  They might be able to destroy some more, but it was difficult to predict how strong the remaining ancient weapon would be.


  “There’s no chance of victory. We should retreat. Didn’t we do enough?”


  “But if we retreat, Reinhardt will eventually collapse. The kingdom contribution that we earned will become useless.”


  A skeptical mood began to form. Grid’s only method was to rely on Lauel.


  “Is there a solution?” 


  “The solution is simple. Destroy the remaining six ancient weapons simultaneously.”


  “…”


  It was an impossible task. Assuming that Grid alone could handle an ancient weapon, the rest of the group couldn’t take care of even one ancient weapon. It was impossible to kill six ancient weapons at the same time, even if all of the 100,000 watching users joined.


  However, Earl Steim noticed the situation and directly commanded the army.


  “The only solution is to destroy those large golems at the same time. Winston’s army! Everyone join forces to help my son-in-law defend this kingdom!”


  “Ohhh!”


  Earl Steim raised the morale of the army by appealing to the fact that his son-in-law was a legendary warrior! He was a seasoned leader and reorganized the army with the strongest knights of each region at the forefront, advancing them towards the six ancient weapons. His fighting spirit caught the aggro of the ancient weapons.


  Jeeeok!


  The ancient weapons concentrated their magic power rays at Earl Steim.


  “Father-in-law!”


  Grid had a quest called ‘Save Earl Steim.’ The damage caused by the quest failure was a problem, but he also didn’t want to see Irene sad.


  “Damn bastards!”


  He tried to fly at full speed to protect Earl Steim, but it was useless. The magic power rays far exceeded Grid’s speed.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The six rays of magic energy struck Earl Steim and caused a powerful explosion. The soldiers near him flew away and became rags. Earl Steim at the center of the explosion must be reduced to ashes.


  “Father-in-law…!”


  Grid was shaken. She had the most beautiful smile, but he was pained at the thought of his Irene crying for a while.


  Then a familiar woman’s voice was heard. “I’m sorry I’m late.”


  “…?”


  Grid closed his eyes because he was afraid to confirm the death of Earl Steim. He slowly opened his eyes. Then he saw it.


  “You struggled to fight without us.”


  The Tzedakah Guild. Armed with epic, unique and legendary items that had G engraved on them, Vantner and Toban protected Earl Steim while Jishuka and the others surrounded them.


  “Everyone…!”


  Jishuka spoke to the thrilled Grid. “Please give us a command, Captain.”


  It was the moment when the Tzedakah Guild expressed their intention to go under Grid.


  Lauel shouted, “First of all, establish the guild!”


  A minimum of 15 people were required to establish a guild. The golem army invasion had another quest for guilds, so this was a perfect opportunity to raise the guild experience. Grid grasped Lauel’s intention and acted quickly.


  “Establish Guild.”


  [To establish a guild, you need to get approval from the association.]


  [You can set up the guild without an approval procedure because you are a high-ranking noble.]


  [Please decide the name of the guild.]


  “The guild name…”


  Lauel prompted Grid.


  “The guild name is a very important symbol for the guild. It should be a meaningful and cool name. Personally, I recommend Darkfire Masters, Blood Ice Makers, The Blessed of the Gods, Silver Dragons, etc.”


  “…”


  Grid had called himself overgeared since the time of the Neberius raid. It was a wordplay based on the templar knights. (TL: In Korean, not English.)


  Grid really liked the word. The word was moved around his mouth. The guild name…


  “Overgeared Knights is more extravagant than necessary… Let’s just stick to the simple Overgeared.”


  “W-What?” Lauel was shocked. His face turned white and anger filled his eyes. “Overgeared, are you thinking properly? It’s completely childish! Elementary school students will laugh at the name! Please be joking!”


  “Blood Ice Makers? I think Overgeared is a lot better than that.”


  “What about Blood Ice Makers? It’s cool! On the contrary, what is Overgeared? This guild name will stick with us for the rest of all lives, so it needs to be better!”


  Lauel was extremely opposed, but the reaction of the Tzedakah Guild members were unexpectedly positive.


  “Overgeared… It clearly expresses the characteristics of the guild.”


  “The names of the other guilds are too extravagant and childish. This is simple and clear.”


  “Overgeared people belong to the Overgeared Guild! Kukuk, it’s simple and entertaining!”


  “T-These crazy people…!”


  Lauel felt like he was in a nightmare. He sent a look of help towards Huroi and Euphemina, but it was useless. Huroi only followed Grid’s will and Euphemina didn’t care about the name of the guild.


  In the end.


  [‘Grid’ and 27 companions have established the Overgeared Guild.]


  Guild Name: Overgeared


  Level: 1 (0/100,000)


  Reputation: 0


  Master: Grid


  Capacity: 28/30


  Affiliation: The Eternal Kingdom


  Alliances: North of the Eternal Kingdom.


  Hostile Relationships: None


  Inclination: An unconditionally favorable relationship with Winston.


  Territory: None


  “T-This is ridiculous… The guild name is Overgeared…? I am an overgeared!”


  Lauel seemed like he received a really big shock. In fact, the name ‘Overgeared’ was favored by the public, so Lauel was the only one who didn’t like it. A new quest window appeared in front of Grid.


  [Defense War II]


  Difficulty Level: SS


  The golem army was much more powerful than anyone expected.


  The kingdom’s strongest guilds and armies couldn’t prevent the golems from advancing.


  The most powerful golems called the ancient weapons have plunged the Eternal Kingdom into a crisis.


  Defend the Eternal Kingdom by defeating them.


  Only you are the last hope of the Eternal Kingdom. The anxious King Wiesbaden can only rely on you.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Defeat the ancient weapons (0/6)


  Quest Clear Rewards: One big city. 50,000 contribution to the kingdom. The guild level will rise by 2. Five million gold will be obtained.


  Quest Failure: The likely collapse of the Eternal Kingdom.


  It was clearly an opportunity. Grid ordered everyone, including the frustrated Lauel.


  “Defeat the six ancient weapons at the same time. Huroi! Toban! Buffs!”


  It was the first time that the legendary Overgeared group left their footsteps in history.
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  “Overgeared! Let’s show the world the emergence of the Overgeared Guild and elevate our lord!”


  [Your morale has increased.]


  [Your attack power and magic attack power will significantly rise for the next attack.]


  [The next attack will be a critical hit!]


  The strongest buff skill of the 1st ranked orator, Morale Boost was applied to all guild members. The Tzedakah Guild members murmured about the overwhelming effect.


  “Wow, the effect is really great.”


  “It’s a buff that makes a deadly strike possible…”


  Jishuka spoke to rile up Toban. “Shouldn’t the 1st ranked paladin prove that he isn’t lacking in comparison?”


  Compared to the other guild members, his level was relatively low, but Toban was now level 280. He was at least 10 levels higher than Grid. He used a buff skill that could be called the ultimate skill of the second advancement paladin.


  “God Judar’s Blessing!”


  [All stats will increase by 20% for 5 minutes.]


  [Your health and defense will increase by 30% for 10 minutes.]


  “…!”


  Lauel finally recovered from his shock of Grid calling the guild Overgeared.


  ‘This is the best skill of the first ranked Judar paladin that I’ve only heard about!’


  It was a great buff that was completely different from Huroi’s buff. All members of the Tzedakah Guild were truly monsters. Lauel was feeling admiration while Jishuka loaded a Super-special Jaffa Arrow.


  “Then shall we begin?”


  Grid made the unique rated ‘Salamander’s Horn’ for her, and it could be called the most powerful bow currently in existence. The disadvantage was its slow firing speed, but the attack power was ruthlessly high. It also increased the attack power of the fire attribute, so the compatibility with Jishuka was very good. 


  “Firecrackers.”


  The woman called an expert archer, her bow skills had reached the realm of a god. It was the moment when the 1st ranked archer entered the battle.


  Syuok! Syu syu syu syu syuk!


  The only drawback of the Salamander’s Horn was its slow speed, and this was overcome with her rapid-fire speed skills, as she shot seven arrows with barely any time lapses between them. The arrows were aimed at the ancient weapon 2,300m ahead of her.


  Pepepepeong!


  It was amazing. The arrows flying alone exploded. Then like a firecracker, flames appeared at the end and added acceleration.


  Kuoooh!


  The ancient weapon felt danger. In order to counter the arrows, it opened its mouth and tried to launch the magic energy. Instead white magic power started to gather around the mouth. But Jishuka’s arrows didn’t give it time to charge its magic power. It struck the ancient weapon and caused another explosion. 


  Kurururung.


  The massive body of the ancient weapon made a strange sound. Then a notification window appeared in front of Jishuka.


  [The target’s mana core has been shocked.]


  [The target’s magic power flow has been blocked.]


  [The target can’t use magic for three seconds.]


  The effect of Firecracker worked properly. The Anti-magic Shield of the ancient weapon was temporarily released. The first ranked mixed magician Laella and the second ranked wind magician Zednos acted.


  “Demon King’s Tail Fire.”


  “Tyrant’s Hammer!”


  Jishuka used her strongest skill.


  “Phoenix Arrow!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Everything in a straight line was swallowed up by the flames. The ancient weapon that Jishuka target was hit by black flames, a giant hammer and a mighty phoenix. Its eyes turned red as it looked around. It was asking its fellow golems for help.


  But there was no one who could help it. The other five ancient weapons were in the same situation as him. All the ancient weapons were being beaten by the Overgeared members who had divided into several groups.


  In particular, the ancient weapon being attacked by Regas was suffering the most.


  Pepeng!


  [The 5th combo has been achieved!]


  [The effect of the ‘Lightning Duke’s Knuckles’ has been activated, causing additional physical damage to the target.]


  Pepepeng!


  [The 6th combo has been achieved!]


  [The effect of the ‘Lightning Duke’s Knuckles’ has been activated, causing additional lightning damage to the target.]


  Kwang kwang kwang!


  [The 8th combo has been achieved!]


  [The effect of the ‘Lightning Duke’s Knuckles’ has been activated, causing additional physical and lightning damage to the target.]


  Jjejejeok! Kwang!


  [The 10th combo has been achieved!]


  [The effect of the ‘Lightning Duke’s Knuckles’ has been activated, causing Thunder Chariot to be triggered.]


  Kurururung!


  Was this person descended from the realm of the gods? A thunderous chariot fell from the sky and forced the ancient weapon on its knees. Then an eagle flew over its head and suddenly transformed into a human.  


  Beasts of Prey Toon. He wore silver wristblades with the G engraved on them and he shouted like a lion.


  [Weaken all nearby enemies.]


  “Kukuk! Kuhahat! Now I will slice you up!”


  Toon transformed into a werewolf and his greatly improved wristblades flashed. The ancient weapon had its whole body electrocuted so it couldn’t cope and suffered great damage. On the other hand, the ancient weapon in front of the south wall staggered under the combined attacks of Pon and Vantner.


  “Hap!”


  Jjejeong! Jjeejeeeong!


  “Ura! Ura! Urahh~!


  Kwa kwang! Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Kuooooh!


  The ancient weapon was unable to endure anymore and swung its arms. The agile spearman Pon moved away, while Guardian Knight Vantner defended himself with his shield.


  “Uh…”


  It was a terrible damage. Vantner failed to completely absorb the damage and stiffened from the aftermath. The ancient weapon was about to fire its magic power at him. Vantner realized this and screamed.


  “Hey! Help me, Pon!”


  “Are you stiffened right now? Just hold it.”


  Instead of helping Vantner, Pon jumped forward using Vantner’s shoulder. Then he aimed a skill towards the ancient weapon. 


  “Mach Spear!”


  Peeeeeong!


  It was an unbeatable attack. The sonic spear passed through the thick head of the ancient weapon.


  “Okay!”


  Half of the head was broken and the ancient weapon staggered. Pon landed on the ground and cheered. Vantner glared at him angrily, “You jerk…! How dare you use a companion as a sacrifice? Eh? Did you feel good?”


  Vantner had turned charcoal after being hit by the magic ray. He was truly angry, but Pon just shrugged.


  “It’s called teamwork.”


  “Shit! What is this teamwork?”


  Vantner’s face turned red. He seemed like a boiled octopus, causing Pon to laugh. In the end, Vantner couldn’t bear it and swung his axe at Pon.


  “Today I will kill you!”


  “Try it if you can, bald bastard.”


  “…”


  The ancient weapon thought it was ridiculous. Fighting each other in front of it? This was an opportunity. It swung its arms at the fighting Pon and Vantner. But Pon once again easily avoided the attack, while Vantner defended with his shield.


  The same pattern was repeated. The ancient weapon had only one choice. It ignored the fast Pon and tried to launch a magic ray towards the rigid Vantner. Vantner once again contemplated.


  “Hey Pon! This time you should really help me! I will die this time! Yes?”


  “Use your Invincible skill~”


  Vantner had been putting points in stamina since the Malacus raid. Now his survival ability was as excellent as a cockroach’s. Pon knew this better than anyone else, so he once again one-sidedly used Vantner as a tanker.


  “True Illusion!”


  Kwaaaaah!


  The ancient weapon fired magic power at Vantner, and at the same time, it was stabbed dozens of times. Pon made a satisfied noise as he saw it.


  “My skills are indeed perfect.”


  An axe flew at him.


  “Those two are still acting like that.”


  The city. Faker smiled as he watched Pon and Vantner in the distance. Faker told them, “Pay attention to the opponent in front of you. There was no room for cockiness.”


  The 1st ranked assassin didn’t participate in the National Competition. When the top rankers spent time at the National Competition, he focused solely on leveling up. As a result, he was now level 293 and 17th on the unified ranking.


  He showed the result of his training.


  Papat! Pa pa pa pat!


  He created 20 clones and climbed the ancient weapons from all sides. The ancient weapon was in the middle of the city, so it was covered with the blood of many people. The humans were so weak that the golem disregarded them.


  However.


  “…!”


  The ancient weapon was astonished. This was because the 20 daggers stabbed in its body caused it great damage. Holes were made in its solid body.


  Kwaaaaah!


  These humans were unlike anyone the ancient weapon had encountered before, so it swung its arms like windmills to somehow shake them off. Faker didn’t try to defend himself. Instead, he just moved forward. He moved in an incredibly agile manner and avoided the attack of the ancient weapon, rushing at its neck.


  Kyak!


  The confused ancient weapon opened its mouth to launch magic power.


  “Thank you.”


  Faker threw five daggers into the mouth of the ancient weapon. The daggers exploded.


  Pepepepeok!


  Then another ancient weapon flopped to the ground. But it’s commitment was great. In the midst of its collapse, it swung its arm and attacked Faker. Faker was unable to freely move during the descent and was in a crisis. An assassin’s health and defense was extremely low, so he could die from this attack.


  ‘It is failure at a critical moment.’


  The moment that Faker frowned, a lightning bolt struck from the sky. The lightning bolt was powerful enough to completely shift the orbit of the gigantic arm heading towards Faker. Faker shifted his gaze towards the person who prevented his death. Then he saw a beautiful blonde girl.


  Faker cried out, “That girl…!”


  “Euphemina…!”


  Euphemina had completely shattered Faker’s group in the past. Due to that, she climbed onto the Tzedakah Guild’s kill list. However, that was in the past. The Tzedakah Guild didn’t exist anymore. In the future, she would be a colleague.


  Faker forgot about the past and thanked her.


  “I owe you a debt.”


  Euphemina smiled awkwardly. 


  Among all the guild members, Ibellin wasn’t shining as brightly.  


  “Lauel, can you bind the ancient weapon with Dragon’s Wings?”


  “I can only bind it for one second.”


  “That will be enough.”


  Lauel was known as the strongest among the 10 Rookies and Ibelline was the second strongest. Once they joined forces, they showed amazing results.


  “Wind Dragon’s Wings!”


  [The target’s movements have been bound.]


  “Laceration!”


  [Laceration]


  The target’s body will be brutally torn open by Thorn. The target will receive fixed damage equal to 60% of their current health.


  Skill Mana Cost: 500


  Skill Usage Condition: Target must be in a bound state.


  Chwachachachak!


  The Thorn of Deep Grievance ripped through the ancient weapon with no mercy. The ancient weapon was severely damaged by a single strike and fell into a stunned state.


  “…”


  It was an incredible sight. The powerful ancient weapon lost 60% of its health in one shot? The attack power that Ibellin showed was within Grid’s level, so Lauel was incredible confused. He was alarmed because this guy showed better skills than he thought. But he pretended to be unconcerned.


  “I guess even slugs have a talent for rolling around on the ground.”


  Ibellin shouted angrily, “Who are you calling a slug? Dammit! I will soon be able to surpass you!”


  Lauel snorted. “This is just the power of items.”


  Lauel was also an overgeared person. On the other hand, Grid was confronting an ancient weapon in front of the inner wall.


  “Have strength!”


  King Wiesbaden desperately encouraged Grid from the walls. After a while, a satisfied smile appeared on Grid’s face.


  “Transcended Link. Linked Kill.”


  Subtle emotions crossed the faces of King Wiesbaden and the nobles. The 100,000 users in Reinhardt and the millions of viewers watched as two of the best skills were used in succession.


  Flash!


  A white light got rid of the darkness. Earl Steim watched the artificial white sky and shouted excitedly, “My son-in-law is a legend!”
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  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  20 blue-white energy blades flooded towards the ancient weapons.


  『 It has come! The strongest skill! 』


  The broadcast host shouted in a loud voice. The viewers’ hands became sweaty. Reinhardt’s 100,000 users was thrilled.


  Grid felt joy.


  [The fusion skill ‘Transcended Link’ has increased a level.]


  [Transcended Link Lv. 2]


  You will temporarily be in a transcended linked state.


  A total of 20 strikes will be launched, dealing 180% attack power with each hit.


  Every time a target is hit, they will be stiff for 0.1 seconds.


  * This skill doesn’t share a cooldown with Transcend and Link.


  Skill Mana Cost: 1,600


  Skill Cooldown Time: 15 minutes.


  There was an exhilarating feeling the moment the skill level rose. He immediately felt stronger. The storm leapt from Grid towards the stiffened ancient weapon.  Then there was one rotation of Kill.


  Jeeeong!


  [Critical!]


  [Failure’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  [The Holy Light Gloves’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  [You have dealt 12,140,700 damage to the target.]


  Using repulsive force, there was another rotation and a second blow.


  Jjejeong!


  [The Holy Light Gloves’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  [You have dealt 2,612,000 damage to the target.]


  The third blow.


  Jjejejeok!


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 1,205,800 damage to the target.]


  The fourth blow.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  [You have dealt 500,300 damage to the target.]


  The fifth blow.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  [Failure’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  [The Holy Light Gloves’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  [You have dealt 5,579,000 damage to the target.]


  Grid’s basic stats were high and Toban’s buff also played a huge role. The stats that had risen dramatically, the strongest skill and the absolute power of his weapon, this trinity proved to be extremely powerful. Grid felt extreme pleasure at dealing more than 10 million damage in one blow.


  Tak.


  Grid landed on the ground the moment that Transcended Link was finished. 


  Kukukukukung…


  The ancient weapon became a complete rag. Shouts echoed from Reinhardt.


  “Waaahhhhhhhh!”


  “Grid! Grid! Grid!”


  Hundreds of thousands of NPCs chanted Grid’s name. If it wasn’t for Grid, the king and royal family would’ve died and perhaps their kingdom would’ve been lost. For them, Grid was the hero of their kingdom.


  King Wiesbaden was thrilled to tears. “Thanks to the great hero, the 400 year history of the kingdom has been preserved…!”


  The nobles were convinced as they saw it.


  ‘Earl Steim will surely gain the title of duke.’


  ‘His son-in-law will at least be an earl…’


  The key person of the kingdom was now destined to become Earl Steim. The politically complicated nobles felt a grudge towards Grid.


  『 Truly God Grid! He’s on a different dimension! 』


  The broadcasting anchors were very excited.


  『 Today, we have learned one fact! Grid is the strongest! There is no doubt about it! This talent in the National Competition wasn’t just a bubble! 』


  『 In fact, it isn’t just Grid’s power. Grid absorbed the power of the Tzedakah Guild while everyone was watching. Today is an important day where the power dynamics of Satisfy will rapidly change. 』


  『 From Bairan Village to the present day… Grid is really becoming a legend. 』 


  『 He will be the first user to become an earl. How much power will he have as an earl? I’m already curious and excited. 』


  『 Will it stop at just getting the title of an earl? In my opinion, it’s different… 』


  All six ancient weapons were humiliated. Soon, the golem invasion would end. Everyone believed it.


  Lauel spoke, “Grid, give us a signal so that we can finish the ancient weapon at the same time.”


  The ancient weapons had to be killed simultaneously. It would be seriously troublesome if the survivors evolved in real time. Grid nodded and shouted, “I will count to three. One! Two!”


  “…”


  The guild members concentrated their power. They were prepared to kill the ancient weapons the moment Grid countered to three.


  “Three!”


  Finally, the moment that Grid counted to three! Each guild team made their final strikes against the ancient weapons. Pon and Vantner were the problem.


  “I will finish it!”


  “No, me!”


  The two people’s argument eventually caused an accident. The two people’s silly pride meant they struggled over who would deal the final blow, and eventually couldn’t finish off the ancient weapon.


  [High fire and lightning resistance are necessary.]


  [Minerals that have high conductivity must be excluded from the body.]


  [The body will become smaller by abandoning the massive minerals. It will restore the lost agility.]


  [The firing rate of magic power should be increased.]


  [Instead of lowering the power of the mana, rebuild the magic circles so that it is dispersed better.]


  [Tolerance to edged tools should be increased.]


  [Tolerance to explosions should be increased.]


  [It is determined that flying ability should be acquired.]


  Clink! Clink clink.


  The ancient weapon was only partially destroyed by Mach Spear. It started rebuilding its body based on the information left behind by the deaths of the other five ancient weapons. It was like a cube. The 8m tall body was repeatedly folded and stretched. Then light flashed and it had a new appearance.


  Grrr.


  The transformed ancient weapon looked like a soul doll. It had a height of 2m. The body resembled that of a human. At first glance, it seemed weaker, but that was only the outer appearance. The presence felt from it was unusual.


  “Are you crazy?”


  “No, are your brains working? What are you doing?”


  The guild members scolded Pon and Vantner. The situation became like this because of their futile pride, so the atmosphere cooled. Pon and Vantner thought they had to make up for their mistakes.


  “We will handle this.”


  “I will clean up my shit!”


  The two people cooperated for the first time in ages. They held their weapons in a serious manner and rushed to the evolved ancient weapon. But it was useless.


  “Eh?”


  “Why has its defense increased so much when its size is smaller?”


  Pon and Vantner’s spear and axe didn’t do much damage to the evolved ancient weapon. The ancient weapon seemed to laugh at the two people and raised a finger.


  “…?”


  What did this mean? The two people were dumbfounded by the actions of the ancient weapon. Then two rays of magic power were fired at their hearts.


  [You have suffered 18,010 damage.]


  [Healing effects will be reduced.]


  “Cough!”


  Vantner lost 30% of his health despite his legendary rated armor. Then what about Pon, who was a damage dealer?


  [You have suffered serious damage!]


  [You can’t regain your mental state.]


  [Healing effects will be reduced.]


  Pon lost 60% of his health at once and became stunned. The evolved ancient weapon was approaching him.


  “What…?”


  Pon turned pale. The ancient weapon head-butted him.


  “Hope!”


  Sehee urgently used her healing skill, but the healing effect was reduced due to the debuff. He was on the verge of dying. The guild members came out to save him. Toban stood in front of him and used a defense skill, while Jishuka, Laella and Zednos attacked from the rear. The damage dealers, led by Regas and Faker, immediately cast their ultimate skills.


  But.


  Peeeeeong!


  The evolved ancient weapon exerted overwhelming power. The Anti-magic Shield it unfolded defeated all magic while avoiding Jishuka’s arrows at the same time. Then it dealt great damage to Regas and Faker. Finally, the magic power rays were fired everywhere and casualties followed.


  “…It’s the end.”


  Vantner thought it was over. He felt guilty when watching his colleagues be hurt because of him. Someone placed a hand on his shoulder. It was a large, powerful and trustworthy hand. It was full of calluses, like the hand of a warrior or a blacksmith. It was Grid’s hand.


  “Sorry…!” Vantner couldn’t lift his head. He didn’t blame Grid for resenting him. But Grid was smiling.


  “Didn’t I tell you? I will be your strength.”


  The day he asked the Tzedakah Guild to come under him. Grid had asked them to be his strength. He also vowed to be their strength. Grid was prepared to defend that promise now.


  ‘He has changed again.’


  Vantner and the guild members were very shocked. It was surprising that Grid, who normally hated any losses, had matured even further. As everyone watched, Grid summoned the worst pet.


  “Nyang!”


  It was the best demonic beast of hell. He appeared with shining eyes.


  “Will you give me something delicious today? Nyang!”


  “Perhaps. It might be the most delicious prey you’ve ever eaten.”


  The reason that Grid hadn’t summoned Noe during the battle was because of jealousy.


  Noe had far more fans than him. So if Noe played an important role in public, Grid was afraid that his popularity would be completely overshadowed. Therefore, Grid was determined to end this battle with his own strength. But he was unable to measure the combat strength of the evolved ancient weapon. Grid predicted it was at the same level as Hell Gao who had been weakened twice.


  Grid had just used Transcended Link and Linked Kill, so it wasn’t an enemy he could face right now. He was forced to depend on Noe.


  “The fan cafe numbers will go up again…”


  Grid swallowed his regret.


  “Swallow it.”


  “Nyaang!”


  Noe flew away immediately. Then he opened his mouth and swallowed the evolved ancient weapon.


  [The memphis has taken part of the target’s soul.]


  [There will be a 50% decline in the target’s main stats for 3 seconds.]


  [The stats taken from the target will be transferred to the master.]


  [Stamina has increased by 2,133.]


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship! Kill!”


  It was lucky. A critical, as well as the option effects of Failure and the Holy Light Gloves were applied. The ancient weapon’s health and defense was greatly reduced, so it was forced to suffer great damage. The guild members unleashed their offensive towards it.


  In particular, Euphemina used the S-grade magic that she saved.


  Kwaaaaah!


  The ancient weapon resisted as much as it could. But the minimum level of the Overgeared Guild members was 270. The one with the lowest level was Grid. The evolved ancient weapon continued to be swallowed by Noe and couldn’t endure their onslaught for long.


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  Sehee’s level kept rising continuously while using the wide-area heal. It was great for Grid. Then the ancient weapon finally died.  As it died, it dropped an item called ‘Braham’s Message.’


  ‘Braham…! Is he the cause of this?’


  Grid wanted to read the message right away. But he had to put it off for a while. King Wiesbaden himself was running over.


  “Thank you! Thank you!”


  The king grabbed Grid’s hands and shouted. He reigned as the absolute person since his birth, so it was amazing to see him bow his head. 


  Now only the rewards were left. Grid headed to the palace with the Overgeared Guild. The reporters tried to follow to relay the situation, but they were stopped by the guards.


  Lauel gave Grid advice. “Grid, you should ask the king to allow them to come. We need to inform the world about how much you and the Overgeared Guild has grown from today’s achievement. This is an opportunity to make everyone look up to us.”


  Lauel was Grid’s adviser. Grid had never once suffered damage from his words.  Thus, he accepted Lauel’s advice.


  After that.


  King’s Wiesbaden gratitude to Grid’s group was relayed to the world in real time. Grid’s reputation skyrocketed. 


  It was the first time that Director Yoon Sangmin of the S.A. Group reacted positively to him.


  “Yes, this is like a legendary class.”


  The activities of a unique existence that caused a positive influence. He was delighted that many users would want to be Grid and would play Satisfy even harder.
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  In this ‘Golem Army Invasion’ episode, the army of the Eternal Kingdom was helpless.


  Not only did 1,000 golems advance to the capital, but the hundreds of thousands of troops couldn’t eradicate them. 


  On the Internet, the netizens laughed at the fact that the Eternal Kingdom couldn’t do anything. They ridiculed King Wiesbaden and the nobles, stating that they were raising dogs instead of recruiting soldiers.


  ‘They don’t know.’


  The Eternal Kingdom wasn’t weak. Rather, they were strong. The evidence was that the Eternal Kingdom had maintained its position of neutrality for many years.


  ‘But this time, their opponents were too bad.’


  The golem army was unreasonably strong. In fact, the Giant Guild and 100,000 users weren’t able to compete with the golems.


  ‘Even I was barely able to destroy a soul doll, but the people of Grid’s group are monsters…’


  Huroi, Lauel, Euphemina and Grid. Grid already had powerful users and he absorbed the Tzedakah Guild while the world was watching. It was obvious that Grid’s power would become stronger than the Giant Guild or Snake Guild in the future.


  ‘Overgeared… Should I apply? My life will be set if I could join.’


  Reinhardt was busy with recovery efforts.


  “Can you help me?”


  “I need a hand.”


  The soldiers and residents gave quests to join the restoration work. However, the 304th ranked Happy ignored them and headed towards the royal palace. 


  ‘There are more people than I thought.’


  Thousands of users were gathered in a huge training ground. They were people who made great achievements in the ‘Fight the Golems’ quest. It was a small number considering that 100,000 users gathered in Reinhardt.


  The administrators gave them their rewards in turn.


  “You are the 16 member squad that destroyed an old golem? It was hard. I want to thank you on behalf of the kingdom. You will be awarded with 300 gold and 100 kingdom contribution.”


  300 gold was worth 360,000 won. The users were quite satisfied. Sometimes, they looked with envy as a party that killed more than two old golems appeared.


  “Ohh! Sir Happy!” Once Happy’s turn came, the administrator was very enthusiastic. “Many soldiers and people witnessed you becoming active on the battlefield. You took on an old golem and soul doll alone? You will be awarded with 1,900 gold and 800 kingdom contribution. I am grateful for your defense of the kingdom.”


  The users made a fuss.


  “Wow, amazing. He defeated an old golem and soul doll alone?”


  “1,900 gold… I’m envious…”


  “But isn’t Happy a ranker?”


  “That’s right. He’s in the 300s or 400s?”


  “Kyah~ as expected from a ranker.”


  Happy snorted at the users’ envious gazes.


  ‘They shouldn’t be envious of me.’


  Happy’s gaze turned towards the golden group in the distance. At this moment, the king was paying direct attention to Grid. How much would Grid’s group be rewarded? Happy was restless. He wanted to log out and watch the awards ceremony on TV.


  ***


  ‘The legendary great magician…’


  Grid hadn’t thought that Braham was such a great person. A person who had already died for hundreds of years had moved golems that caused a kingdom to fall into crisis. Braham’s ability was mind-boggling. But why did he invade the Eternal Kingdom?


  ‘Whatever the reason, I don’t like it.’


  Due to that damn crazy magician, Sehee and his father-in-law almost died. Grid wanted to check what was contained in Braham’s Message.


  ‘However, I have to receive this first.’


  The brilliant golden awards ceremony.


  “Glory to Viscount Grid!”


  Cheok!


  The soldiers saluted as soon as Grid’s party entered. It was unbelievable that they had just suffered from an invasion and lost family and friends. Grid was impressed by how strong their minds were.


  ‘I remember my days as a soldier.’


  Grid’s military service wasn’t good, but now he glorified those memories. Grid was proud of the soldiers who did their duty. At this moment, he felt a sense of gratitude to the Korean soldiers who were suffering to defend the country. It was sad that the world still wasn’t united.


  ‘Aren’t North Korean women pretty as well? I wish we could be unified.’


  Thump, thump.


  Grid walked straight through with an upright posture. He had great physical strength and concentration due to his stats, so dignity radiated from him. The king seated on the throne and the nobles gulped.


  ‘Indeed, this is the appearance of a legendary warrior. There are no chinks.’


  ‘He has a deep look in his eyes. It’s like the ocean.’


  ‘I am envious of that firm waist and broad shoulders… I would be able to love more women if I had that body in my youth…’


  When armed with the Holy Light Crown, Grid’s dignity exceeded 850 points. This was a figure that surpassed those of the major nobles of one kingdom, so it had a tremendous effect. The nobles forgot that Grid was a commoner and gazed at him with envy.


  “Thank you, once again.”


  Wiesbaden expressed his gratitude again from his throne. He couldn’t imagine that the cause of this incident was Grid, so he just considered Grid as his savior. But the important thing was that Grid also didn’t know he was the culprit.


  Grid showed a wait-and-see attitude.


  “If it wasn’t for you, this kingdom might’ve disappeared from history.”


  Grid currently had the upper hand. He judged that there was no need for him to show humility.


  “I hope that Your Majesty will show me your sincerity.”


  It was a rude comment to the king of a nation. If Grid was a normal person, the king would’ve been very unhappy and the nobles would’ve resented him. However, Grid had high dignity and was the hero of the kingdom. No one questioned Grid’s words. To them, Grid just looked like a charming figure. Grid would be praised as manly even if he took off his pants.


  “Earl Aden.”


  The king called the person in charge of finances. Then an old nobleman came forward and said, “First of all, I will reward the achievements of Baroness Jishuka and the other 21 people who joined the battlefield later.”


  The Tzedakah Guild stepped forward as they were called.


  Earl Aden conveyed King Wiesbaden’s will.


  “Baroness Jishuka and 21 others have saved Earl Steim and defended their kingdom, helping Viscount Grid defeat six of the ancient weapons. You will be awarded 20,000 gold and 10,000 kingdom contribution. In addition, they will be given the title of Viscount for their loyalty to their kingdom.”


  “We are much obliged.”


  The compensation was as they expected. The Tzedakah Guild members were completely satisfied. The media were excited.


  『 The experts speculate that there should be 20 users who became nobles in Satisfy. Among them, the only viscounts are Grid, Zibal and Chris. 』


  『 But now, 22 more viscounts are born. In addition, all 22 people are Grid’s subordinates. They can appoint three knights each, so the result is that Grid has around 70 knights. This is a truly tremendous power. 』


  The earl continued.


  “Huroi, Lauel, Euphemina, Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl. You joined forces with Grid to defeat 733 old golems, 187 soul dolls and 12 ancient weapons. If you hadn’t acted, this country would be in a great crisis. You will be honored as a hero of the kingdom, receive 442,900 gold and 184,800 kingdom contribution, as well as the title of Earl.”


  Numerous notification windows popped up in front of the five people.


  [The title ‘Kingdom’s Hero’ has been obtained.]


  [The title ‘First Earl’ has been obtained.]


  [You have become an earl of the Eternal Kingdom.]


  [In accordance with the laws of the Eternal Kingdom, an earl can have 10,000 soldiers and five knights, and can have up to three spouses. You will receive a monthly salary of 3,000 gold.]


  [Kingdom’s Hero]


  A hero who saved the Eternal Kingdom from a crisis.


  * All stats +120.


  * The highest reputation throughout the Eternal Kingdom.


  [First Earl]


  A user has become an earl for the first time.


  * Dignity +200


  * Charm +500.


  * If you have more than 500 charm, people of both sexes will show great favor towards you.


  『 Earl…? 』


  The reporters of each broadcasting station were astonished.


  『 It’s amazing. Didn’t the kingdom originally have a limit on the number of senior nobles? To appoint five earls in one day… 』 


  『 It means they are big enough to make the Eternal Kingdom endure the financial bleeding. 』


  『 If they are earls, then… Grid should become at least a marquis. 』


  『 Grid is truly amazing. He’s writing a new legend every time. 』


  『 … Sexy Schoolgirl didn’t do anything during the battle, but she was still counted? 』


  『 … 』


  Five earls were born, and all of them were Grid’s subordinates. The world became frenzied at the breaking news. Huroi, Lauel and Euphemina were pleased at gaining more rewards than expected.


  But Sehee and Yerim didn’t care.


  “Is an earl good?”


  “Perhaps?”


  “Is 442,900 gold a lot?”


  “Well, I don’t know.”


  “…”


  Lauel sighed as he looked at the two girls. People who were born with gold spoons couldn’t perceive how good they had it.


  ‘I wish I had a brother or sister like Grid too…’


  As Lauel was feeling jealousy, Grid was receiving his rewards.


  “Viscount Grid, you led your knights and colleagues to defeat 733 old golems, 187 soul dolls and 12 ancient weapons. Your achievements can’t be denied. You will be praised as the country’s hero…”


  “The next part will be a burden for Earl Aden.”


  King Wiesbaden got up from the throne. Then he congratulated Grid instead of Earl Aden.


  “Viscount Grid will be given 500,000 gold, an infinite amount of kingdom contribution and the large city Reidan.  In addition, you will be awarded the title of duke and your statue will be set up in the Hall of Fame, keeping you alive to the next generation.”


  [The title ‘Kingdom’s Hero’ has been obtained.]


  [The title ‘First Duke’ has been obtained.]


  [You have become a duke of the Eternal Kingdom.]


  [Depending on the historical background of the continent, a duke has no limit on their expansion of power. The royal family won’t be able to openly bind you.] 


  [Please note that there will be repercussions if you expand your power to the extent that it infringes on the royal family’s authority.]


  [If a statue is made in the Hall of Fame, special effects will occur.]


  [First Duke]


  A user has become a duke for the first time.


  * Dignity +600


  * Charm +800.


  [As a prominent figure, your reputation across the continent has risen by 10,000.]


  “I want you to pledge eternal loyalty to the royal family.”


  “I, Grid…”


  Grid was about to pledge to Wiesbaden when Lauel urgently sent him a whisper.


  –Only swear allegiance to King Wiesbaden, not the royal family.


  Grid didn’t understand. But he did as Lauel said.


  “I, Grid, swear eternal loyalty to Your Majesty.”


  “…”


  Some nobles frowned. In particular, the princes’ faces filled with anger. However, King Wiesbaden was over 70 years old and in a state of considerable decline. He didn’t find any issue with Grid’s remark and smiled.


  On this day.


  New articles praising Grid were spread all over the Internet. The number of fan cafes for Grid increased exponentially. But since the number of Noe’s fan clubs increased more, Grid was struck with a sense of defeat.
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  After Grid became a duke.


  “Thank you. Thanks to you, the kingdom was protected and my position rose. It was the luck of a lifetime that I could get you as a son-in-law.”


  Earl Steim became a marquis. It was appreciated that he dispatched more troops than anyone else and that Grid was his son-in-law. A marquis had a son-in-law that was a duke. Earl Steim’s faction now became the largest in the kingdom. All of Marquis Steim’s authority would be inherited by Irene, so this was a good thing for Grid.


  “I will ask you to continue looking after my daughter, Duke Grid.”


  “I understand, Marquis Steim.”


  “But when will you give me a granddaughter? Duke Grid.”


  “We are working on it, Marquis Steim.”


  “I should prepare some healthy food for you! Hahahat!”


  “It is only once a month…”


  “Huh? Once a month?”


  “I’m just talking to myself. Ignore it. Hahaha!”


  The two people were so excited that they didn’t notice the media focusing on them.


  『 Earl Steim… No, doesn’t the relationship between Marquis Steim and Grid seem really good? 』


  『 That’s right. Based on the contents of the conversation, it seems like a father and son-in-law relationship. 』


  『 Did Marquis Steim have a daughter? 』


  『 He has only one. The lady of Winston, Irene 』


  『 Heok…! That beauty? 』


  『 She is a beauty among beauties. She is a person who always occupies the top ranks in NPC popularity polls. A big uproar occurred when it was announced that she was married. To think that her marriage partner is a user instead of an NPC, and that he was Grid… 』


  『 Hah! 』


  The broadcasters sighed. They were envious of Grid to the point that their stomachs hurt. Among the viewers, the men were throwing their remote controls and there was also a fuss on the Internet.


  –He married Irene, but still has Yura and Jishuka?


  –A married couple can sleep together once a month…


  –Hasn’t the marriage lasted eight months in Satisfy time? So at least eight times…


  -Damn! My Irene was defiled!


  –Most important, Irene is the sole successor of Marquis Steim. If Marquis Steim dies, Grid will inherit.


  -Crazy ㅋㅋㅋㅋ


  –By the way. In the midst of this, don’t you think that Euphemina, Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl are pretty? 


  -ㅇㅇ They are in the same class as Yura and Jishuka.


  –So many beautiful women are around Grid… Furthermore, how much of Marquis Steim’s power will Grid take on later? Hah… I’m really envious of God Grid.


  As more curses than praise about Grid started to spread on the Internet, Grid was looking at several notification windows.


  [The quest ‘Save Earl Steim’ has been completed.]


  [Affinity with Marquis Steim has risen to the maximum. Marquis Steim will even jump into a fire for you.] 


  [The quest ‘Defense War II’ has been completed.]


  [The kingdom contribution of the Overgeared Guild has increased by 50,000.]


  [The level of the Overgeared Guild has increased by 2.]


  [5 million gold has been acquired.]


  [You have acquired the big city Reidan.]


  Apart from the 500,000 gold he received from the king, Grid was able to acquire another 5 million gold from the quest reward. 5.5 million gold. It was equivalent to 6.6 billion won. It was the first time Grid made such a huge amount of money at once.


  ‘The quest reward is much higher than the price of a legendary item…’


  Considering the contents of the quest, it was a satisfactory amount. But there was also a sense of dissatisfaction. He thought it would be more profitable to go around clearing quests than working hard at making items.


  ‘The problem is how often quests like this will occur.’


  Of course, it wasn’t often. The probability of such large quests happening was very low. Grid thought about Braham’s soul, scattered in labyrinths across the continent.


  ‘I hope that he continues to invade the kingdom in the future.’


  Wouldn’t he become a tycoon if he defended the kingdom every time Braham attacked? Lauel approached the giggling Grid and spoke, “Your expression is too sneaky. Perhaps, are you thinking of the 5 million gold earned by completing the guild quest as your personal property?”


  “If it isn’t my property, than whose is it?”


  Lauel sighed with a look of deep disappointment and explained to Grid. “Of course, it is the guild’s property. The rewards earned by clearing the guild quest will obviously be invested in the guild.”


  “What? I have to do that?”


  “It is possible for you to swallow it up alone. The problem is the credit. Do you want to disappoint the guild members?”


  “…”


  Grid turned pale. He even broke out into a sweat. He was a person who only acted for the purpose of money.


  Lauel soothed him, “Have a broader perspective. If you invest that 5 million gold into our development, you will receive bigger profits in the future. Please think wisely and shake off this small regret.”


  Grid listened to him. Grid was aiming for the position of king, rather than being a duke. He was determined to make a fortune by becoming the king of a kingdom. Investing in order to reach that goal wasn’t a waste.


  At that time, King Wiesbaden yelled out.


  “I will hold a banquet for Duke Grid and the Overgeared Guild!”


  “Thank you for Your Majesty’s grace.”


  Lauel thanked him and the quick-witted members did the same. However, the important Grid was standing at a distance.


  “What are you doing?” Lauel asked.


  Then Grid spoke with embarrassment.


  “I have to eat my kan jajang.”


  Due to its nature, the speed at which the kan jajang became soggy was slower than ordinary jajangmyeon. So Grid was hoping that it wasn’t completely wasted yet.


  Lauel frowned, “Don’t say strange things and please attend the banquet.”


  Lauel also tasted the food called jajangmyeon when he visited South Korea. He thought it was a delicious, salty food. But it wasn’t good enough to postpone the king’s banquet. In the end, Grid was too embarrassed to log out.


  ‘My 7,000 won…’


  Grid tried to soothe his mind as his stomach hurt.


  ***


  Reinhardt Palace where the king resided was luxurious and spectacular. There was nothing missing.


  “This garden is seven times as big as Winston Castle’s garden.”


  “There are six training grounds behind the barracks. I could build some buildings on how big the land here is.”


  “I can see gold and jewels every time I turn my head. Amazing.”


  The live broadcast to the world was finished. Grid and the Overgeared members got to look around the palace while the banquet was being prepared. Grid was the only one grumbling while everyone else was fascinated by the scale and beauty of the palace.


  “My kan jajang…”


  “Why do you keep saying that? Is the state not good?”


  “What is kan jajang? Is it the name of an item?”


  The guild members were curious while Sehee and Yerim were freaked out.


  “500,000 million…?


  “5-5-5-500 million?”


  Huroi held a calculator in his hand and nodded. “When comparing the Korean won and the gold exchange rate, it is exactly 531,480 million.


  It was the value of the 442,900 gold they received as the quest reward. Sehee and Yerim were stunned. The two girls’ mouths dropped open for a while before they said something completely frustrating.


  “Was it originally this easy to make money?”


  It was a misunderstanding.  The two girls had only been playing Satisfy for a few hours.  They mistook Satisfy for a great game that made everyone rich. Lauel was frustrated and explained it to the two girls.


  “Ordinary people can’t earn a huge sum from Satisfy, even if they invest all their time. The two of you could achieve this great luck due to Grid.”


  Sehee and Yerim’s eyes shone.


  ‘My brother was a bigger man than I thought.’


  ‘Youngwoo oppa is first-rate husband material.’


  Jishuka frowned as she watched the two girls from afar.


  “Sexy Schoolgirl? Who is this child? Is she looking at Grid?”


  Jishuka had spent a few days at Grid’s house. So she was friendly with Sehee, but unfamiliar with Yerim. Vantner didn’t notice she was annoyed and said,


  “Ruby’s friend, isn’t she pretty? She will be as sexy as you in 2~3 years.”


  Another guild member disagreed.


  “Right now is good enough.”


  “Um… Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl are both very beautiful. I don’t like Yura or Jishuka.”


  “I’m going to vote for Euphemina.”


  “Shut up, you lolicon.”


  The fired up Jishuka met the eyes of Sexy Schoolgirl. At that moment.


  Pisik.


  It was obvious ridicule. Sexy Schoolgirl was laughing at Jishuka.


  ‘I am better than the old one.’


  She seemed to be saying.


  “This girl with the perverted ID…!”


  In the end, Jishuka exploded. She was about to run towards Yerim when Jude intervened.


  “Ruby. Sexy Schoolgirl. Jude will protect them.”


  “You idiot, won’t you go away?


  “Jude. He isn’t stupid. I heard that Grid is stupider.”


  “That idiot is more than an idiot! You fool!”


  “I’m not an idiot. Idiot.”


  “The banquet is ready.”


  The timing was good.


  A situation was about to break out when a low ranking noble ran over an led the party to the banquet hall. There was no armed conflict, but the strange air between Jishuka and Yerim continued throughout the banquet.


  “Oppa~ ahh~ please.” Yerim spoke in her natural coquettish manner.


  “I will give this to you.” Jishuka acted awkwardly.


  The two women sat with Grid between them and tried to force feed him. They shoved so many foods into his mouth that he had no room to enjoy the taste.


  “Kekek.”


  Marquis Steim laughed as he watched Grid choking.


  “Ah! Heroes are always surrounded by beauties! Hahaha! It’s like looking at my younger days! Hahahahat!”


  Marquis Steim had only one wife. But he wasn’t going to force his son-in-law to that. Lauel clicked his tongue.


  ‘I feel sorry for Lady Irene.’


  The situation was ridiculous. It was worse than the Korean morning dramas he watched while staying in South Korea for the National Competition. On the other hand, Sehee was filled with displeasure. She looked at her brother surrounded by women and cut her steak with a knife.


  “An enemy!”


  Jude sensed a strong killing intent and pulled out his sword, causing confusion. Thus, the atmosphere of the banquet gradually progressed in a strange direction. 


  ***


  Yubadakan Castle in Haken Kingdom.


  “It’s lucky. His subordinates acquired titles, but he was the only one granted a territory. Aren’t they just nobles in name?”


  Box, one of the Snake Guild’s 13 executives, said.


  Then Zibal frowned. “Lucky? Lucky? You fool, the fact that they got the titles is what matters.”


  The fact that they received a title meant they were eligible to be lords.


  “In the future, Grid will expand his territory with no restrictions as a lord, then he will give it to one of his subordinates. Grid’s power will keep expanding. Imagine how great his authority will be with dozens of lords.”


  “…It’s terrible.”


  Box realized that the situation was more severe than he realized. Then Zibal made his decision.


  “We need to put aside our differences. I must contact the leaders of the seven guilds.”
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  After the banquet ended. Grid and the Overgeared Guild returned to the north.


  “What? All your stats have risen by 120?” 


  The Tzedakah Guild admired the effect of the Kingdom’s Hero title. In the case of rankers, they had at least seven different types of stats. Assuming that all stats +120 were applied to all seven, it was similar to gaining 84 levels. 


  “Wow, it’s almost a legendary title.”


  “A hero of a kingdom would naturally be recorded in history, and they will eventually become a legend.”


  “Aww… I wish we had joined the war a little sooner.”


  “I’m envious. It’s amazing.”


  The former Tzedakah Guild members regretted that they didn’t get the title because they arrived late to the battlefield. They never even imagined it. The fact that the legendary class Grid currently had 13 types of stats.


  ‘I want to boast about it.’


  Grid was stiff. He wanted to brag to the about members about gaining ‘1,560 stat points!’


  But.


  ‘I have to be careful.’


  Grid was determined not to act childishly in the future. It was the right judgment as the leader of the Overgeared Guild.


  ‘I don’t want to make the guild members feel bad.’


  Grid learned how to care for others the more mature he became. He barely suppressed his childish nature and changed the topic.


  “Sehee, what happened to you?”


  She had just started Satisfy, so he was curious about how she obtained the Saintess class.


  “It is…”


  Sehee was sulky for some reason, so Yerim explained on behalf of her. Grid listened to the story before laughing.


  “It’s just like you.”


  Sacrificing herself to save others without any benefit? It was difficult for Grid to understand Sehee. He was worried that someone would take advantage of her good nature. But he was proud of Sehee. His sister could be as kind as she wanted.


  Grid was smiling warmly when Yerim asked him a question.


  “By the way Oppa. I also got the hidden class called Saintess’ Knight? How do I change to it?”


  “…Eh?”


  Grid and the other guild members were shocked. Both Sehee and Yerim got a hidden class at level 1?


  ‘What is this good luck?’


  ‘If I stay with Grid, I might open the good luck stat in reality…’


  ‘It was good that I bought land next to Grid’s building… I should move to South Korea as soon as possible.’


  Lauel’s complexion rapidly brightened as the guild members gossiped.


  ‘Sexy Schoolgirl seemed useless, but that was a mistake. Great.’


  Laeul came forward. “Let me explain. The conditions are different for each class change but generally…”


  With Lauel’s help, Yerim was able to change to the Saintess’ Knight class.


  “Is this good?”


  A Saintess’ Knights had lower base abilities compared to other epic classes. The performance of the newly opened stats were moderate to low, and the power and function of the active skills were too plain.


  However, the passive skills were admirable. If she was in a party with the Saintess, the performance of all skills rose by 20%, stats rose by 30% and her resistance increased by 50%. In addition, her defense increased by 40% of the Saintess’ defense. It seemed to be an upgraded version of Huroi’s second class, Apostle of Justice’s Partner.


  “Both of you should stick together in the game.”


  Satisfy would deepen the friendship between the two girls. Grid was very proud that Sehee had such a good best friend. It was because he recently became aware of how important the existence of friends was.


  Before they knew it, the party reached the junction between Winston and Bairan.


  Lauel pointed out Jishuka. “Jishuka, you should say goodbye here. Please rule Bairan as you have been doing so far.”


  Jishuka responded in a frustrated manner.


  “Shouldn’t I be near Grid to help him? Can’t I leave Bairan to someone else and go with him to Reidan?”


  “Do you think there are any guild members who can rule a city like Bairan as well as you?”


  Jishuka was the only guild member who had proven their ability to manage a territory. They had to depend on Jishuka, who was an experienced person.


  “The guild members will begin to rule over small villages and gain experience as a lord. Then your successor can be decided, so please endure until then.”


  “…Yes.” 


  “Don’t forget to accumulate minerals in the guild’s warehouse while steadily doing the Guardian of the Forest raid.”


  “I understand…”


  Jishuka elected three guild members to help her and was about to leave with a bleak expression. Then Lauel offered something that interested her. “Do you want to swear a knight’s oath to Grid before leaving? Then Grid can summon you anytime he needs you.”


  “I-Is that so?”


  She could fly to Grid’s side no matter how far away she was. Jishuka was enthusiastic and pledged to Grid without any hesitation.


  [You have become the knight of Duke Grid of the Eternal Kingdom.]


  [Grid can summon you to his side at any time, assuming that you agree.]


  “Hehe, then I’ll be going.”


  Jishuka finally regained her energy and headed towards Bairan with the three guild members.


  Lauel added something. “In addition, keep searching for talent in Bairan. Please gather three great knights each. In addition, don’t neglect the recruitment of soldiers.”


  The knights and soldiers would become Grid’s power. Jishuka remembered this point and nodded while leaving. Then the rest of the guild members headed to Winston with Grid. 


  ***


  “Dear husband!” Irene met Grid’s group as they arrived in Winston. She didn’t care about other people’s eyes as she fell into Grid’s arms. “Thank you for being safe! Thank you for helping my father! Thank you for protecting the kingdom! I’m so proud that you have become a duke!”


  Irene’s face was filled with love as she buried it into his chest without hesitation. Grid stroked her silver hair with a gentle expression before looking back.


  Sehee and Yerim were staring at him.


  ‘Why do they look so angry?’


  Grid wondered as he introduced Irene to Sehee and Yerim.


  “This is my wife.”


  “…”


  Sehee and Yerim already knew that Grid was a married man in Satisfy. It was natural since his father-in-law was Marquis Steim. But they felt strange and uncomfortable when they directly saw the woman who was Grid’s wife.


  ‘Our parents are unaware that he is a married man… He’s a completely bad person.’


  ‘I want to win Youngwoo oppa first.’


  Irene confirmed that the girls were looking at her with hostility and spoke with an uneasy expression. “Dear husband, have you obtained concubines as soon as you became a duke? My heart hurts…”


  “It isn’t like that. They are…”


  There was no time for Grid to explain. Sehee and Yerim cried out.


  “W-Who is Oppa’s concubine?”


  “I’m not Youngwoo oppa’s concubine. I will be his legal wife!”


  It was quite a big disturbance. Sehee was confused about what was happening, while Yerim blatantly spoke Irene.


  “Well, this is a game world, not reality. So Oppa and I can get married. I don’t want that, but if Oppa asks me… Uh.”


  “You are Youngwoo oppa’s wife with that body? Bah, did you use magic?”


  “Oh my, oh my. What nonsense is this fox speaking?”


  ‘I’m tired.’


  Grid sighed and suddenly checked the time. It was 7 p.m. in reality. It had been 6 hours in reality and 18 hours in Satisfy time since the kan jajang arrived. Grid separated the two girls from Irene and said.


  “You guys should log out. Even if it’s Saturday, your parents will worry if you go home late.”


  “Ah…!”


  Many events had occurred since connecting to the game.  There was the battle with the golem army, the banquet, the journey, etc.  Due to that, the girls hadn’t been paying attention to the time.


  “It’s already this time?”


  The girls belatedly realized the situation and prepared to log out. But before they logged out.


  “Today’s money, I’ll give it to Oppa.”


  “Me too.”


  Sehee and Yerim were only 18 years old this year. For them, 500,000 gold was a huge sum of money. Then what about 500 million won? It was an amount they couldn’t handle. It made them scared.


  Grid understood their minds and received the 442,900 gold that Sehee received from the ‘Fight the Golems’ quest. However, he refused Yerim’s money.


  “I’ll take care of Sehee’s money and return it when she is an adult. But Yerim, this is your money. If you want, then I’ll exchange it for cash and give it to your parents.”


  Yerim stuck out her tongue. “Oppa, why are you acting like this? Please take my money. Then at a later time, make me an item with that money. I heard from the guild members that the items you make are expensive.”


  Lauel prompted the hesitant Grid. “Take it. Please manage Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl’s capital for a while until they level up. Then make them items. It’s also good for the guild.”


  Eventually, Grid nodded. Sehee and Yerim confirmed it and logged out. The mood finally stabilized.


  “Irene, I will need to go away for a while.”


  Irene looked sad.


  “… Are you leaving for Reidan straight away?”


  Tears filled her beautiful eyes. She didn’t want to be separated from him. Grid ached as he watched Irene, who was like a wet puppy in the rain, but it couldn’t be helped.


  “Someday we will be able to travel together.”


  “…”


  Irene wanted to tell Grid not to leave. Or she wanted to follow him. But she had a role to play as the heir of a marquis, and Grid was in a difficult position because he just became a duke. Things might change in the future.


  “Before you leave, let me feel your love for the last time.” Irene held Grid tightly. She didn’t care about the eyes of the soldiers, knights and guild members as she kissed Grid and declared. “I want to conceive a child with you today.”


  “…”


  Speaking such an explicit remark in public? The embarrassed Grid blushed while everyone else shifted their gaze as they coughed or whistled. But Irene’s eyes didn’t shake at all. She was serious. Grid was spellbound by her heart and beauty.


  “I understand. I will do my best today.”


  After that. The two people headed to the bedroom and shared a hot and precious time. Grid’s large and thick fingers moved over Irene’s silky skin…


  The details will be omitted.


  “Ahh, dear husband…”


  Grid went deeper than ever…


  Omitted.


  ***


  “Then I will move.”


  As Grid and Irene were busy, Lauel headed towards the dungeon. Shay’s party was contained there. Lauel made a suggestion to the people who had already been trapped in prison for three days.


  “Give me the most expensive item you have. Then I’ll guarantee your freedom and safety.”


  Shay snorted. “We will be released after three hours, so why should we?”


  Huroi’s situation in the past was a special case. Normally, no matter how big the crime, a user couldn’t be locked up in prison for more than three days. Shay’s group knew this better than anyone, so they laughed at Lauel’s suggestion.


  Lauel looked at them coldly. “I will make it easier for you to understand. I will kill you if you don’t pass me an item. If you have eyes and ears, you should already know that I have that power.”


  “What…?”


  PK users like Shay’s party had a high probability of dropping items when they died. Lauel looked at their frightened expression and pulled out a list. It was the list that Irene gave him.


  “This is a list of items that you currently own. Give me your most expensive and precious item. Then I will spare your lives.”


  “T-This…!”


  Shay’s party thought it was ridiculous. This young man called Lauel, he was as evil as them, who had threatened so many people? Once again, Shay’s party vowed not to mess with Grid. 


  On the other hand, Grid spent precious time with Irene before calling for Euphemina.


  “Do you remember Rabbit?”
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  “Do you remember Rabbit?”


  “It’s a dear name.”


  Euphemina met Grid due to Rabbit’s quest. Rabbit asked Euphemina to participate in the item making game against Grid, then he asked her to rescue Grid from prison. He had a smarter, more flexible mindset than most humans, so she couldn’t forget him.


  “I remember. He was the brains of the Mero Company.”


  “You remembered pretty quickly. What do you think about inviting him to the guild?”


  “…”


  Did Grid really share his affection with Irene? He was soaked with sweat. His upper body was somewhat revealed by the robe he loosely wore, revealing a masculine appearance. It was appropriate to call him sexy.


  It was the effect of the charm stat.  Grid’s charm had sharply rising after becoming the first duke, so most people would feel favorable towards him. It was the reason why Euphemina was enchanted. But Grid wasn’t yet aware of this fact.


  “Euphemina?”


  Euphemina regained her spirit and asked, “Ah, what did you say just now?”


  Grid repeated. “What do you think about inviting Rabbit to the guild?”


  Euphemina’s opinion was positive.


  “I want to invite him. Wasn’t he the one who drove the Mero Company to the top in the north? If you take into consideration his outstanding brain and experiences, his talent as a merchant and his ability to discern your value, he must be a named-grade NPC.”


  Their encounter with Rabbit was short, but intense. It was a common feeling for both Grid and Euphemina.


  “He is probably a named NPC… I agree.”


  The current Grid was sure that Rabbit was an NPC with a much higher rating than Jude or Minor. He would be a great help if he was invited. But there was one problem. Rabbit was the hero who helped Grid and Euphemina save the people of Winston, but it couldn’t be denied that he was the number two of the Mero Company. Thanks to that, Marquis Steim sentenced him to 10 years in prison.


  “Isn’t Rabbit still trapped in Frontier’s prison? Can you invite a prisoner to the guild? I can’t figure out how to get him out of prison.”


  “Why can’t I get him out?”


  Grid opened his inventory. Then he pulled out an item he got along with Reidan.


  [Great Lord’s Sword]


  Durability: 220/220   Attack Power: 220


  * Dignity +150


  * Insight +150


  * Leadership +150


  * Skill ‘Character Observation’ will be generated.


  * Skill ‘Talent Search’ will be generated.


  A rare sword only given to the best lords.


  You can observe the soldiers and residents more closely and efficiently command them. 


  Weight: 200


  It was an upgraded version of the Ruler’s Sword.


  Grid handed it to Euphemina.


  “I am a duke. With my authority, I can pardon a sinner sentenced by a marquis. Probably.”


  “…Probably.” Grid shrugged at Euphemina’s questioning gaze. “Will he refuse the request of his son-in-law who’s a duke? He became a marquis thanks to me, so he should listen to this small request. Isn’t that right?”


  “Ah, that’s right. I understand. I will go to Frontier and invite Rabbit to the guild. But I don’t need this sword.”


  “We don’t know. Don’t you want to examine Rabbit with the sword first in order to determine if he is worth it?”


  “The Character Observation skill was created on its own once my insight reached 1,600. So I don’t need that item’s help.”


  “1,600…?”


  Grid currently only had 1,100 insight, even if the effect of Kingdom’s Hero was applied. However, Euphemina was a Duplicator and her main stat was insight, so it exceeded 1,600 points.


  ‘I’m envious.’


  Character Observation was a skill to check the NPC’s stat information, skills information and potential. It would be much more comfortable if he could use this useful skill without relying on an item.


  Euphemina asked Grid. “Should I come back to Winston with Rabbit?”


  Grid shook his head. “No, go to Reidan. We will be departing for Reidan soon.”


  “I understand.”


  Euphemina said goodbye and left the office. Grid was left alone and he started thinking as he looked at the Great Lord’s Sword.


  ‘Is there a hidden talent in Winston?’ Grid wanted to take care of everything before leaving Winston. ‘I should explore with Talent Search.’


  Grid was about to head into the city with the Great Lord’s Sword when he suddenly stopped.


  “That reminds me of Kesan Canyon…”


  It happened when Grid entered Kesan Canyon to acquire Pagma’s Swordsmanship. The NPC who called himself the captain of the Saharan Empire’s knights had tried to give him a quest.


  ‘Was his name Piero? He was incredibly strong.’


  He had never seen such a strong NPC since Doran. Who was stronger between him and Jude? Jude wasn’t a match, even armed with the +8 Dainsleif.


  ‘I have to invite him.’


  Grid worried for a while before quickly making a decision.


  “I will attempt it once.”


  He had nothing to lose if the invitation failed. This was because the NPC had a quest related to the Saharan Empire.


  “Reidan is near the border of Saharan, so that’s a plus.”


  Grid determined his goal and gathered the guild members.


  “Take Khan and head to Reidan first. Join forces and organize the place until I arrive. Oh, don’t forget to take Minor along as well. I’m worried that he’ll escape if he isn’t under someone’s eyes.”


  Vantner was puzzled.


  “You aren’t coming with us?”


  “I have a place I need to stop by first.”


  Lauel had just taken the items away from Shay’s party and he admonished Grid. “You’re the leader of the guild. When you are doing your personal activities, you are obliged to explain the situation to the guild members in more detail. So that we don’t worry.”


  Grid briefly explained. “I am going to pick up a treasure before heading to Reidan.”


  Treasure? The guild members were expectant after seeing Grid’s attitude. Then they left for Reindan. Reidan was located to the west of the kingdom, so it would be a long journey.


  “Then I’m going.”


  Grid separated from the guild, had a gratifying farewell with Irene, and ended up alone. He opened Braham’s Message as he flew towards Kesan Canyon.


  [Are you sure you want to open Braham’s Message?]


  [There is unidentified magic power. You need to be careful.]


  Grid flinched. He recalled the time when he opened Braham’s treasure box in the Golem’s Labyrinth. He only opened the message after he fully armed himself with items and the pavranium.


  [The unidentified magic power has formed someone’s voice.]


  Braham’s voice was directly transmitted to his brain.


  [Pagma’s Descendant, the fact that you received this message means that you’ve defeated my golem army? This is a simple warning. Gain the four blessings of the gods and make the Vessel of the Soul! Then resurrect my body! If you keep delaying, then you will suffer a disaster!]


  “He invaded the kingdom just to intimidate me?”


  This crazy bastard. He killed thousands of people just for that reason?


  ‘He is beyond selfish.’


  Grid called up the information of the quest he had been postponing.


  [Great Magician’s Resurrection]


  Rating: Second Class Quest.


  The legendary great magician Braham was a genius. He reigned as the best magician ever since he started learning magic. There was a myth that he survived against the fire dragon Trauka without dying.


  As he grew old, he started mourning the fact that he was a mortal. Mentally and physically, he had already transcended humanity. Therefore, he wanted to become immortal.


  After much research, he designed the ‘Vessel of the Soul’ that will regenerate his mortal soul into an immortal soul. 


  But the Vessel of the Soul is an object that doesn’t exist in this world and is impossible to create.


  He searched for an entirely new mineral that could be used as a material for the Vessel of the Soul and learned that his old friend Pagma was trying to create a mineral that wasn’t part of this world. He went to Pagma and assisted in the work.


  The two combined their power and created the mineral called pavranium.


  Braham had no doubts that pavranium could be used to make the Vessel of the Soul. 


  But the only blacksmith who could smelt pavranium was Pagma, who unfortunately died of old age.


  In the end, Braham didn’t achieve his wish!


  He looked forward to the day that Pagma’s Descendant would be born to create the Vessel of the Soul, creating 28 mines and setting up mazes all over the place before he died. 


  Each labyrinth is full of minerals, and he believed that it would be enough to lure Pagma’s Descendant.


  Now 300 years have passed.


  Out of 28 pieces of Braham’s soul that were sealed in 28 labyrinths, one has finally encountered you.


  Braham wants you to make the Vessel of the Soul. Through the Vessel of the Soul, he will be resurrected with the soul and body of an immortal.


  * Second Class Quest Clear Condition: Create the Vessel of the Soul.


  Second Class Quest Clear Reward: A large amount of pavranium. 


  In order to create the Vessel of the Soul, the pavranium needed to obtain four blessings. But Grid had a hostile relationship with the Yatan Church, so it was close to impossible to receive their blessing.


  ‘No matter how much Braham threatens, it’s currently an impossible quest. There’s something strange.’


  Legend had it that Pagma died 100 years ago. But when reading the details of this quest, Braham’s time of death was 300 years ago. From this perspective, Braham’s story about the pavranium seemed to be full of mistakes. The past Grid wasn’t cautious and didn’t recognize this mistake, but now he was different.


  ‘There’s something fishy about Braham.’


  In fact, he could obtain the quest rewards with just Minor. Hadn’t Grid already found seven pieces of pavranium in the north thanks to Minor?


  “Great Magician’s Resurrection? Damn, I can’t complete this quest. If you want to warn me, then warn me. I don’t like this attitude. Damn bastard.”


  Obviously, he had an obligation to complete the class quest. He had to clear the class quest in order to fully understand the story about Pagma and to complete his class. But Grid wasn’t nervous. If all of the pavranium was recovered, it was assumed that the story would develop without Braham’s help. It was a wisdom he naturally acquired while clearing various types of difficult quests.


  [Braham’s Message has been destroyed.] 


  Grid removed the ridiculous message and his flight speed increased. Then after two hours, he arrived at Kesan Canyon.


  “It was around this place?”


  Loran Falls was one of the most sacred places for the people of the Eternal Kingdom.


  Grid shouted, “Come out! Piero!”


  His powerful voice echoed through the canyon. After a while.


  “My name is Piaro, not Piero.”


  The middle-aged man showed up in front of Grid. Grid was completely different from the past, so Piaro didn’t recognize him.


  “Who are you? Were you sent by Asmophel?” In the past, Piaro thought highly of Grid’s development. However, the current Piaro recognized Grid as strong and was very alert. “Based on your skills… It seems like you can handle the current Asmophel?”


  An endless sense of dignity could be seen. This was the current Grid. Piaro was extremely nervous while Grid cut to the chase.


  “You, won’t you become my knight?”


  Grid observed Piaro’s details using the Great Lord’s Sword and was more stimulated than when he made a legendary item.
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  Name: Piaro


  Age: 39  Gender: Male


  Class: Swordsman/ Hermit


  Title: Great Swordsman


  * The closest person to becoming a sword saint in this age.


  * When a blade type weapon is equipped, attack power will increase by 40% and attack speed by 10%. This effect is applied separately from the Sword Mastery skill effect.


  Level: 367


  Strength: 2,038    Stamina: 1,380


  Agility: 1,910    Intelligence: 530


  Leadership: 812   Indomitable: 824


  Skills: Trap Installation (C+), Empire’s Swordsmanship (B), Overwhelming (A), Empire’s Military Tactics (A+), Great Swordsman’s Enlightenment (S+), Supreme Swordsmanship (SS), Fated to Perish (??).


  A descendant of a prestigious bloodline in the Saharan Empire, he was born with a natural talent for swordsmanship and military tactics. He joined the knights at a young age and became a captain in only 12 years.


  In the following 5 years, he succeeded in winning a lot of achievements. However, 2 years ago, he witnessed the liaison between Asmophel and Empress Marie.


  He was wrongfully branded as an imperial traitor and forced to flee.


  * Currently, this person is suffering from a severe sickness of the heart. He has lost his original nature and all stats are reduced by 20% from those shown in the status window.


  [Trap Installation]


  Piaro can install simple traps. It’s a skill acquired to beat his pursuers.


  [Empire’s Swordsmanship]


  The basic swordsmanship passed down to the knights of the Saharan Empire. It is made of five forms and is easy to learn, but the power is relatively good.


  Piaro has reconstructed this swordsmanship and raised it to a higher level.


  [Overwhelming]


  Piaro can overwhelm a target that has a much lower level than you. The overwhelmed target will feel fear.


  [Empire’s Military Tactics]


  High level military tactics that the Saharan commanders learn. Piaro personally studied these tactics and raised it to another level.


  He can seamlessly command thousands of troops. 


  [Great Swordsman’s Enlightenment]


  Pairo developed aura after achieving enlightenment as a swordsman. Be cautious, since the forming the aura will take some time.


  Now that he has become one with the sword, his aura has become intangible and more powerful.


  His sword techniques have gone beyond the limits of a human.


  [Supreme Swordsmanship]


  The swordsmanship that was passed through Piaro’s family for generations. Piaro was able to become a great swordsman by mastering this swordsmanship that hasn’t been mastered by anyone in his family for hundreds of years.


  There is a theory that this swordsmanship originated on the Eastern Continent.


  [Fated to Perish]


  Piaro’s unique technique. The sword will attack one point on the target. The target hit by the sword must die.


  Piaro is deserving to be a legend just from this technique alone.


  Skill Mana Consumption: 40% of the maximum mana.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 hour.


  * This skill can’t be applied in quests and raids.  


  ‘It is beyond my expectations.’


  Piaro’s passive skill was comparable to Pagma’s Swordsmanship (Lv. 2), which increased physical attack by 30%, critical hit rate by 20%, and critical damage by 10%. Moreover, his active skills were brilliant.


  ‘In particular, the Fated to Perish skill is terrifying. A skill that will 100% kill a person?’


  It was a technique that made him eligible to become a legend. It was safe to call this a legendary rated skill. But Grid admired something else about Piaro.


  ‘There is no limit on his stats increase.’


  So far, all NPCs that Grid observed had a limit on their stats. It was the same with higher rated NPCs like Jude and Minor. Piaro’s name might be marked with gold, but there were no limits on his stats, so he could grow infinitely like a user.


  ‘Yes, this is truly a named-grade NPC.’


  Grid was thrilled. “You, won’t you become my knight?”


  “What?” Piaro frowned. “There are several things to point out. First of all, who are you?”


  Grid introduced himself in a confident manner.


  “I’m Grid, Pagma’s Descendant and a duke of the Eternal Kingdom.”


  The Saharan Empire was the peak nation on the continent, so they dismissed the Eternal Kingdom. In fact, the Eternal Kingdom offered a tribute to the empire, just like other kingdoms. Piaro was a noble of the Saharan Empire, so the duke of a small kingdom didn’t seem great at all.


  Just, “Pagma’s Descendant?”


  Piaro couldn’t stand still. Blacksmith Pagma, he had earned the reputation as the best swordsman since Sword Saint Muller. It was natural that Piaro was interested in a legend’s descendant.


  “Is this the truth?”


  Piaro quickly showed a combat posture. It was his instincts as a swordsman.


  Grid smiled awkwardly. “Why do you suddenly look like that? Do you want to fight? I don’t want to do that.”


  Piaro pointed his sword at Grid. “You are the one who rambled first. Suddenly asking me to become your knight? I should first check to see if you are qualified.”


  Piaro could accurately guess the level of Pagma’s Descendant. Then he could gauge his gap with Sword Saint Muller. Piaro decided and rushed towards Grid. Grid thought it was ridiculous as the distance between them was narrowed in an instant.


  ‘Is he seriously brandishing a sword at me? Is he crazy about fighting?’


  Grid had wanted to avoid the fight. His weak self in the past would’ve run away, but now he was strong. He pulled out the +9 Failure.


  Jeeeong!


  Piaro admired the blue shark-shaped greatsword.


  “That’s a great sword.”


  Grid identified Piaro’s sword and scoffed.


  “Your sword is unimpressive. Well, if it’s repaired, then it will improve.”


  “Weapons aren’t important.”


  Kkirik!


  Piaro rotated the sword in his hand that had collided with Failure. Then Grid felt a tremendous pressure and almost let go of Failure. He had to tighten his grip in order to not lose it.


  ‘I have more strength, but why am I being pushed in a power struggle? Is this technique?’


  At this time, all of Grid’s strength was concentrated on his upper body. Piaro kicked Grid’s ankle.


  “Eh?”


  Grid stumbled. Piaro’s foot aimed at his face while he was leaning sideways.


  “Kuk!”


  Grid raised his knee to defend against the kick. This time, his strength was concentrated on his lower body.


  Chukak.


  Piaro rotated his sword again and struck Failure. Blood spurted from Grid’s chest. Piaro expressed his thoughts. “Poor techniques. Your claim about being Pagma’s Descendant is false. Or was Pagma’s skill this low in the first place?”


  “Poor techniques? It doesn’t matter if you disrespect Pagma, but don’t humiliate me!”


  “…”


  Grid became serious. His pride was dented so he triggered Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link. 21 blue-white blades were generated and covered Piaro at a fearsome speed.


  However.


  Chaeeeeeng!


  Piaro defended against all 21 strikes by moving his sword with minimal movements. His stats might’ve fallen by 20%, but this was possible because his agility was twice as high as Grid’s. In the meantime, Grid had only been investing his points in strength and stamina. But now he gained enlightenment.


  ‘Speed is really important in swordsmanship. I need to invest in agility in the future.’


  “Is this your best technique?”


  Piaro was disappointed and looked at Grid with derision.


  “No way!”


  Grid used a combo skill that he developed over his many combat experiences. Theoretically, it was a combo guaranteed to win.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Restraint!”


  Grid first restrained Piaro’s actions. Rather than linking with Kill which might kill Piaro, he struck three times. Then once Restraint was almost over, he used Wave to slow down Piaro’s movements and used Link again.


  Piaro’s high agility and passive skill meant he defended against most of the attacks, but he eventually allowed two attacks and coughed out blood.


  Then he dropped his sword.


  “What? Is this the end?” Grid was immersed in the duel, so he couldn’t help asking Piaro with a frown.


  “Doesn’t it seem like you’re holding back? I admit defeat.”


  In fact, Piaro also hadn’t used all his strength. He didn’t use Fated to Perish. But even if he used it, Grid had his invincible passive skill. Grid didn’t doubt his victory, so his expression brightened.


  “Okay. Now that I’ve won, will you become my knight?”


  Piaro shook his head. “I just said I would see if you are qualified. I never promised to become your knight. I’m sorry, but I promised to never swear allegiance to anyone again. I can’t accept your request.”


  “Are you traumatized because of your experience of being abandoned by your master?”


  “What…?”


  Grid spoke honestly to the baffled Piaro. “I’m well aware of your situation. Weren’t you framed by a colleague and became a fugitive? The fact that the emperor didn’t help you meant that he also doubted your loyalty… Now you’re determined to completely isolate yourself from the world after being betrayed by your colleagues?”


  Piaro showed killing intent for the first time.


  “The empire is the only one who should know that story. It isn’t something that can be discovered through rumors. Did Asmophel tell you?”


  “No? I heard this story directly from you.”


  What was this nonsense? Piaro still looked puzzled, so Grid pointed to his face.


  “Look closely. Aren’t I somehow familiar?”


  “Come to think of it…?” Piaro finally remembered. “Are you the person from that time?”


  A year and a half ago. There was one person who entered Kesan Canyon, a place where powerful monsters were found, by himself. At the time, he was weak, but he seemed like he would grow quickly. So Piaro asked him to act on Piaro’s behalf.


  “Amazing. Your skills, atmosphere and appearance have changed. I didn’t think you would be the ugly person from that time.”


  “No matter how ugly I was, saying that…”


  Grid was shocked and frustrated by Piaro’s blunt words.


  After a short silence.


  Grid barely managed to regain his mind and proposed.


  “I will get revenge for you. Instead, come with me. Isn’t it too unfair for you to live away from the world just because of a traitor?”


  Piaro questioned him. “I don’t know why you need me. Isn’t the Eternal Kingdom guaranteed peace as a neutral kingdom? Why do you need my help?”


  “I want you to escort me when I go to find minerals…”


  “What nonsense…”


  In fact, Grid’s intentions didn’t matter.


  ‘If I can achieve my revenge…’


  Piaro lost everything due to Asmophel. His colleagues loyal to him were killed. Revenge was Piaro’s last desire.


  ‘If I can achieve my revenge, I’m even willing to sell my soul to the devil.’


  But the problem was after his revenge was achieved. Was he willing to pledge the rest of his life to someone?


  As Piaro hesitated, Grid stabbed right to his core.


  “You wanted a duel as soon as you heard that I am Pagma’s Descendant, so aren’t you still longing for strength? Don’t you want to become a sword saint? Among my companions, there are many strong people. Don’t you want to live and train with them?”


  “… But I doubt that I can be loyal to you.”


  “You don’t have to force yourself to be loyal. You don’t have to pledge to be a knight if you’re unwilling. Stay as my guest. You can decide for yourself if you want to follow me.”


  Grid didn’t want to miss Piaro, so he eventually took a step back. Therefore, Piaro had no choice but to accept Grid’s proposal.


  On that day, Grid left the city where he lived for a year and eight months after he became Pagma’s Descendant. It was the moment when the legend shifted to a new stage.
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  Most of the magic formulas used by magicians today were established by Braham. Thanks to Braham, the science of magic was able to develop and the authority of magicians rose. For magicians, Braham was a teacher and object of respect.


  But what was the truth? Braham’s achievements that people knew about actually belonged to Mumud. The person who simplified complicated magic formulas, made it easier for training, and spread it into the world was Mumud, not Braham.


  Then why was Mumud unknown, and Braham praised by the world? Braham was the only one who knew.


  The Golem’s Labyrinths.


  [You ignored my warning. Pagma’s Descendant, you are the first person to make me so angry after Mumud.]


  Braham was furious at Grid, who didn’t respond to his message. His 28 souls twisted like they were flames in front of the wind.


  [I will make you regret it.]


  In the past, Mumud was Braham’s best disciple. Mumud’s talents grew day by day and would eventually transcend him. Braham couldn’t tolerate it. He couldn’t let his top position be taken by his disciple, so he monitored Mumud’s every move.


  That’s how the ‘Eyes of Surveillance’ magic was attached to Mumud’s Orb.


  [I will find out your weakness.]


  Grid had reproduced Mumud’s Orb for Euphemina, allowing him to be watched. The day would come when Grid would eventually move according to Braham’s will.


  ***


  Deep in the forest.


  “You’re finally here.”


  A man with matted hair was waiting when Grid logged in. It was Great Swordsman Piaro. He was seated in front of a campfire and Grid greeted him. 


  “Good morning. Have you eaten?”


  Grid’s attitude towards Piaro was very friendly. It was much more favorable than when he dealt with beautiful people like Yura and Jishuka. But Piaro was unfriendly.


  “I ate. Let’s go.”


  “Yes.”


  Grid’s smile didn’t go away. He was happy at the thought of having the strongest swordsman as his colleague.


  ‘If Piaro becomes a sword saint…’


  He would have unsurpassed power. He didn’t need to be afraid of demons like Hell Gao anymore. Maybe he could try raiding a dragon.


  ‘It is enough for now.’


  Strength, stamina, agility. If these three combat related stats were combined, Piaro had higher stats than Grid. Piaro also had the strongest skills as well.  It was very reassuring to Grid. But there was one drawback.


  ‘His appearance is deplorable.’


  It might be due to his sickness of the heart. Piaro looked so old that it was hard to believe he was 29 years old. It was more believable if he was 50 years old.


  ‘It’s a matter of style.’


  His shabby attire and shaggy hair made him look like a homeless person. He had a scruffy beard and he stank.


  ‘Appearance is important.’


  Grid once had the worst appearance, so he knew the importance of appearance better than anyone else. Wasn’t he despised by other people just because he was ugly or because of his clothes? Grid determined that it wasn’t good to leave Piaro as he was and pulled clothes out of his inventory. It was noble clothing that he received from Irene. Grid was hesitant because it was an item worth 50 gold, but he closed his eyes and handed it to Piaro.


  “Put this on. And why don’t you cut or tie your hair up?”


  Piaro refused. “I don’t care about my appearance.”


  “I’m embarrassed to go around with you.”


  It was something his sister often said to him. Grid felt a flash of understanding.


  ‘This is how Sehee felt.’


  Grid smiled bitterly as Piaro responded bluntly.


  “You have to endure it if you want me to come with you.”


  “Ah…”


  Piaro’s nerves were sharp. Anger was the only thing that could be seen in both eyes. It was because he was obsessed with revenge. As stated in the status window, Piaro was currently suffering from a sickness of the heart and lost his original nature.


  Grid felt the need to take care of him. Rather than forcing or persuading him, Grid would let him do as he wanted. It was the best and smartest choice for Grid, who had little experience with building up relationships with people.


  Grrr.


  A pair of twin ogres appeared in front of the two people who had been walking for half a day.  They were powerful level 260 monsters, but they were nothing more than puppies in front of the legendary Grid and Great Swordsman Piaro.


  Seokeok!


  It only took Piaro a matter of seconds.


  Peeeeok!


  Grid took around one minute to destroy his twin ogre.


  Piaro asked him.


  “I felt it when we fought the other day, but your basics are terrible. You can implement Pagma’s wonderful techniques, but you haven’t mastered the sword.”


  Grid had been using a greatsword as a weapon since Satisfy began. He might not be the best, but he was confident that he knew the basics. However, considering his experience and level, it was true that he lacked skill.


  Grid became aware of it because of Piaro and gave an excuse. “I don’t care about swordsmanship. Anyway, I am armed with excellent weapons and armor. If I rely on my equipment, I can overpower my opponent.”


  “That is wrong for warriors. Moreover, it’s bad to just rely on equipment if your equipment isn’t suitable.” Piaro pointed to Braham’s Boots. “If you really want to rely on equipment, you should change those shoes first.”


  “Why?”


  The defense of Braham’s Boots were outstanding considering they had a level 240 limit. Moreover, it was light and comfortable to wear, speeding up movement speed. It was nothing compared to Failure or the Holy Light set, but it was a worthy item because Fly was attached to it.


  Grid sent him a glance stating ‘you don’t know anything,’ so Piaro explained.


  “The greatsword emphasizes power over swiftness. In order to put as much weight as possible behind your strikes, you should wear sturdy shoes that can withstand the weight.


  ‘What is this?’


  Grid wasn’t smart. If he heard an explanation when he wasn’t prepared in advance, he was slow to understand. Piaro gave him a more direct explanation.


  “If you wear heavy boots, it is easier to concentrate your weight and you can gain more power behind your strikes. So I recommend heavy boots.”


  ‘So… Wearing heavy boots will increase the attack power of the greatsword?’ Grid was delighted after successfully interpreting it. ‘I found a hidden system!’


  Grid  was thrilled about finding a hidden system that most people didn’t know about. Named NPCs could give all sorts of specific advice. His liking towards Piaro increased.


  ‘I will be able to get ahead of others.’


  Grid didn’t know.


  If a heavy weapon user was armed with heavy boots, the system would given additional attack power. This was already common sense to most users. It showed that Grid was still ignorant when it came to overall game knowledge. 


  ***


  “Is this Patrian?”


  “Yes.”


  After a three day journey, Grid and Piaro arrived at Patrian. The fortified city, Patrian. It was a strategic point at the border of the Gauss Kingdom, while also establishing the boundary that separated the western and northern parts of the Eternal Kingdom.


  In addition, it was Grid’s starting city.


  ‘I lived here for nearly a year…’


  Grid not only hunted countless orcs and goblins around Patrian, he also cleared all types of quests. Thanks to that, he was able to maximize his affinity with all the residents of Patrian, and received Earl Ashur’s quest, where he eventually became Pagma’s Descendant.


  “That bastard Ashur…”


  Grid gritted his teeth as he once again recalled Earl Ashur. He was forced to become Pagma’s Descendant due to Earl Ashur, and he trembled as he recalled his days as a minus level.


  ‘…I vowed that I would get revenge once I became stronger.’


  Grid had been filled with fury towards Earl Ashur for a while. But that was the past. Due to his relationship with Earl Ashur, he ended up benefiting.


  “We will stay here today and leave tomorrow.”


  At this speed, they could arrive in Reidan in four days. The relaxed Grid entered Patrian with Piaro. At that moment, Earl Ashur’s magic detected Grid’s presence. He checked Grid’s identity through the magic spheres he installed throughout Patrian and rose to his feet.


  “He isn’t afraid of this place…!”


  Earl Ashur had dreamt about getting revenge on Grid, after losing Pagma’s Rare Book in front of his eyes. He immediately summoned his knights.


  “We’re going hunting.”


  It was a great opportunity to repay the grudge. Earl Ashur was overcome with joy, despite being aware of Grid’s importance. He knew that Grid had become a duke, but he didn’t care.


  ***


  “This meal tastes terrible.”


  Patrian was a fortified city, not a tourist one. Therefore, it didn’t have a system designed to care for outsiders. The accommodations they found didn’t have proper facilities. Piaro looked at Grid, who was complaining about the cheap inn’s poor meal, and asked.


  “Why are you hiding your identity?”


  Grid said he was a duke of the kingdom. If this was true, he should be treated with great hospitality by the owner of the city. Yet Grid hid his identity with a hat before entering the city. It was like he was a wanted person, rather than a duke. 


  Grid explained to the suspicious Piaro. “We are only staying overnight, and I don’t want to be bothered.”


  “Hrmm…”


  Well, Grid’s actions didn’t matter. Piaro only cared about his revenge. Piaro thought so and tilted his glass. It was cheap alcohol, but this was the first time he could drink in two years. On the other hand, the users were looking at Grid and Piaro with strange expressions.


  “It’s a strange combination.”


  “Why are those two together?”


  Grid was dressed in his beginners clothing to conceal his identity, while Piaro seemed like a beggar. People recognized Grid as a beginner, and Piaro as a beggar NPC. They were puzzled about why an NPC would be with a beginner.


  “No matter how cheap the food here is, it would be somewhat burdensome for a beginner to afford… How can he buy drinks as well?”


  “The smell is too much.”


  “Really annoying. What is that?”


  The female users found the odor coming from Piaro annoying. The male users saw the female users’ reactions and came forward.


  “Hey, Beggar. I don’t know why a poor person is trying to get drunk, but can you stop disturbing the other guests with your rancid smell?”


  “The ladies have lost their appetite because of you. Get lost.”


  In the first place, users didn’t care about NPCs. It was natural for the treatment to be worse when the NPC was a beggar. Piaro ignored them. Grid didn’t care. The two men weren’t worth dealing with, so he just enjoyed his food and drink.


  “The steamed lizardmen tails are good to eat. They’re similar to pig trotters.”


  “What are pig trotters? I’ve tasted all types of delicacies in the empire, but I’ve never heard of such a dish.


  “It is delicious pig’s feet.”


  “Hah~ the beggar is ignoring us.”


  The level 109 Coke became angry at being ignored by the beggar and eventually committed a mistake. His hand moved like he was about to do something. Piaro didn’t allow it. He spat out the bone of the lizardman tail that he was eating.


  “Eek.”


  [You have suffered 3,190 damage.]


  Coke’s eyes widened as he screamed. It was because he was hit in the forehead by a bone and lost more than a third of his health.
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  Coke was confused.


  ‘What is this?’


  He lost more than a third of his health when hit by a bone thrown by a beggar?


  ‘A bug?’


  It was a reasonable guess. A bug made more sense than a high level user like him being so damaged by a bone.


  Who was he?


  Less than half a year after starting Satisfy, he reached level 109 and was one of the best known players in Patrian. He also had a chance to hunt one of the most notorious monsters near Patrian, the orc captain, alone.


  ‘I will be a god in the future, so I can’t be hurt by a bone…!’


  Coke’s goal was Grid. It was his desire to be called God Coke on the world stage, just like Grid. He had such a lofty goal that today’s experience was even more humiliating.


  “You hit me so, I’ll hit you back!”


  Coke rolled up his sleeves. Then he swung his hand at Piaro’s head.


  “Keok.”


  [You have suffered 3,140 damage.]


  This time, it was a bean. It wasn’t even a big kidney bean, but a small pea. He was shocked as a pea flew out and hit him.


  ‘Unbelievable! It wasn’t a bug?’


  Jeurereuk.


  Blood poured from Coke’s mouth as he finally figured out the situation. He was able to realize that Piaro wasn’t a beggar, but a tremendously high level NPC.


  ‘I didn’t understand the subject!’


  Satisfy was famous for never having a bug since it opened. It was rumored that the creator, Lim Cheolho, was a god. Coke belatedly tried to change his attitude. He attempted to avoid a situation by apologizing to Piaro. But it was still a crisis because the other users didn’t understand the atmosphere.


  “That guy is throwing food! Coke! Smash him!”


  “Teach that beginner and NPC a lesson!”


  The users didn’t know that Coke was already half dead! 


  “Coke! Coke! Coke!”


  “Get rid of that beggar!”


  Coke was upset because of their cheers and fighting atmosphere.


  ‘Please figure out the atmosphere!’


  He didn’t want to be killed by bones and peas in front of Patrian’s users, who looked up to him. Coke nervously looked at Piaro, but Piaro had no interest in him. He dismissed Coke at the level of a flying insect.


  Grid felt admiration.


  “What did you just do? It looks like you dealt big damage with the bone and pea?”


  The user with the ID of Coke, based on the items he wore, he had a minimum level of 100. In addition, his armor had at least a rare rating. It was amazing that Coke coughed up blood after being hit by a bean.


  Piaro explained to Grid. “I used qi. I can maximize my power by injecting qi into an object. In my hands, even a feather can become a sharp sword.”


  “It is like a wuxia master.”


  “Wuxia? What is that?”


  “Strong people like you who transform the world.”


  Grid and Piaro didn’t care about the other people making a fuss. The users became increasingly furious.


  “That beggar is ignoring us until the end…!”


  Coke didn’t take action, so the level 78th monk called Pitu and the level 85 berserker Dais rose from their seats. As they were approaching Piaro, the door of the inn suddenly opened.


  “Sir Dio is coming!”


  Dozens of soldiers rushed into the narrow inn. They stood and saluted as a white armored knight entered. The young man had particularly noticeable blonde eyelashes. He looked around the inn with narrowed eyes. 


  “It stinks. Are people eating worse than pigs? It’s incredibly stinky.” Dio held a blue rose in one hand and raised it to his nose. He smelled it and asked. “Has anyone here seen Duke Grid?”


  “Duke Grid?”


  “Is he talking about God Grid?”


  There were no high level monsters near Patrian. It was because the knights and soldiers of Patrian used the monsters to train. 


  “Why would they be looking for a high level user in Patrian?”


  “No. Why would God Grid come to this type of place?”


  “You really don’t know.” In the end, Dio started to examine the users’ faces for Grid. “You’re not it. You also aren’t it. You as well. Um…?”


  Dio’s gaze went to a corner. There was a beginner adventurer sitting next to a beggar.


  “Take your hat off. Heok?”


  Dio approached Grid and commanded, only to become terrified. It was because of an enormous stench that spread.


  “Dirty guy…!”


  Dio was a noble and a knight, so he had an unusually obsessive temperament about being clean. He became furious at Piaro, who hadn’t taken a bath for at least a month.


  “How dare you go around in such a disgusting manner! What a shameless bastard! My nose will become paralyzed because of you! Don’t make me nauseous and go away!”


  “Ohh!”


  The users annoyed by Piaro thought this was a cool remark.


  “Let’s go.”


  Grid rose from his seat. He judged that it would be better to leave because Earl Ashur seemed to have noticed him.


  ‘I don’t want to delay the time.’


  The big city Reidan. He had tremendous expectations about his city. He wanted to arrive quickly and check how much taxes he would get. Dio caught up with Grid who was trying to leave.


  “Didn’t I tell you to take off your hat?”


  “…The boat might’ve already sailed.” Grid grinned at Dio and asked. “Do you really think that I am Duke Grid?”


  Dio bluntly replied.


  “That’s right. I received a tip that Duke Grid was here.”


  Grid’s face distorted. “Then why are you speaking like that?”


  “Uh…?”


  An enormous pressure was released. Dio, the soldiers and the users in the inn were overwhelmed by the pressure and hesitated. It was because Grid’s dignity stat was comparable to the king of a nation. He threw off his hat.


  “G-Grid…!”


  “God Grid!”


  Dio was astonished, while the other users cried out. Grid pressed his finger to Dio’s forehead. “If you knew I was Duke Grid, why did you speak without using honorifics? Eh? What did you originally say? Did you call me a bastard? Eh? Are we friends?”


  Grid had bad feelings towards Earl Ashur’s knights as well. The one who killed Grid when he acquired Pagma’s Rare Book wasn’t Earl Ashur, but Earl Ashur’s knights. And Dio was one of them.


  “I tried to endure it, but this bastard is too arrogant.”


  Grid couldn’t suppress his rage and slapped Dio. It was a terrible experience for Dio, who had never even been scolded by his parents.


  “Y-You hit me…!”


  He bit his lips as Grid hit Dio’s cheeks again.


  “You didn’t even apologize for not bowing! This rude bastard!”


  Grid had matured after several incidents, but the roots of a human didn’t easily change. Grid’s natural tendencies weren’t good. Grid slapped Dio in front of all these people, without considering Dio’s position at all.


  Slap! Slap! Slap!


  Dio’s handsome face quickly swelled up like a toad. In the end, Dio’s string of reason snapped. He grabbed his sword, forgetting Earl Ashur’s order to ‘graciously’ bring Grid to him.


  “Such humiliation…!”


  “What? Do you dare to show disrespect to a duke? You want to be like this until the end?” Grid’s eyes shone. It was the same as when he was called the Psychopath Butcher. “You are sentenced to death.”


  Jeeeong!


  He swung Failure. Dio couldn’t cope with a single strike and was thrown back into the wall.


  “Cough! Cough!”


  The soldiers panicked as they watched Dio coughing up blood. Should they protect their leader? But wasn’t that considered a rebellion against the duke? As the soldiers were troubled, the cool blade was held to Dio’s jaw.


  “Do you remember that day?”


  “That day…?”


  “The day that I found Pagma’s Rare Book.”


  “I clearly remember.”


  Dio couldn’t forget, since it was the day that Earl Ashur’s anger pierced the sky. Grid gritted his teeth, “On that day, I was killed by your swords. I will give you a chance to experience the same pain.”


  Unlike a user who would resurrect if they died, the life of a NPC was finite.  In Satisfy, killing an NPC was equivalent to murder in reality. Grid was unwilling to harm an NPC. It was even more so after forming a relationship with Khan. Due to that, he didn’t intend to kill Dio and was just planning to terrify him.


  However, Dio became honestly scared and pissed himself. He started foaming at the mouth and lost consciousness. It was an event that would become a lifelong trauma for Dio, who had been an elite since childhood.


  ***


  “It seems strange if you’re the duke of the kingdom.” Piaro remarked.


  Grid shrugged. “This was a dirty case. I have a bad chemistry with this place.”


  “So that’s why you hid your identity.”


  The two people left the inn and were moving to exit Patrian. Coke rushed after them.


  “Grid! Grid!”


  Grid frowned. “Can’t you see that I am moving in secret? Why are you calling out the name of a person without thinking?”


  “I-I’m really sorry. I was so excited that I wasn’t thinking…” Coke took out a piece of paper and asked Grid. “Please sign this!”


  “…Sign?” Grid’s distorted expression disappeared. “Are you my fan?”


  “You’re my idol! I want to be just like you!”


  “Hmm hmm.”


  He was an idol. Grid had been ignored by others for his whole life, so he had to be thrilled. He signed Coke’s piece of paper.


  “Thank you.”


  It was the moment when Coke, who would be included in the next 10 Rookies, became Grid’s real fan.


  Meanwhile, Earl Ashur received the news about Dio.


  “I can’t leave this alone.”


  The embarrassment of his subordinate was the embarrassment of the owner! Earl Ashur became more furious at Grid and grasped his exact position with the magic spheres. Then he used Mass Teleport on him and his knights. 


  Grid stopped as he was leaving Patrian. He saw the light from the sky and Ashur appeared in front of him.


  “In the end, you came here. Do you really want to die? Are you crazy?” Earl Ashur angrily asked Grid. 


  “I’m not like I was in the past. I’m no longer to be trifled with. Can you afford to go against me?” Grid asked arrogantly, and Earl Ashur scoffed.


  “I’m the only great magician in the Eternal Kingdom, and one of the 10 great magicians on the continent.”


  It wasn’t an exaggeration. Earl Ashur was the strongest man in the kingdom. That’s why he was appointed to the strategic point of Patrian.


  “I’m not afraid of Pagma’s power. You aren’t Pagma. I have enough skills to get rid of you… Heok?”


  Earl Ashur suddenly became shocked. It was because an overwhelming amount of energy was being emitted.


  “I would like to compete with one of the 10 great magicians of the continent.”


  It was the moment when Piaro’s competitive spirit was triggered.


  “W-Who are you?”


  Earl Ashur could no longer worry about Grid due to the unexpected emergence of a monster. It was putting the cart before the horse.
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  The Eternal Kingdom and Gauss Kingdom didn’t have a good relationship. Over the past decades, there had been countless disputes and frequent bloodshed. The Eternal Kingdom used the guide of being a neutral kingdom to monopolize some of the Gauss Kingdom’s products. 


  But the Gauss Kingdom wasn’t able to induce conflict with the Eternal Kingdom. It was because the great magician Ashur was present at the border. Earl Ashur’s power was like a nuclear warhead in modern society, so it was enough to suppress any conflicts.


  But Piaro was more than that.


  “W-Who are you?”


  In the beginning, Earl Ashur had no interest in the beggar. No, he hadn’t even noticed. He only paid attention to Grid. Now the beggar was emitting an energy that could reverse the situation. At this moment, Earl Ashur’s five senses were only concentrated on the beggar. His original purpose of taking care of Grid disappeared.


  ‘Is this fear I’m feeling?’ Goosebumps covered his entire body. ‘There was a monster like this hiding in the kingdom?’


  Earl Ashur gulped as Piaro asked for a duel.


  “I want to experience the skills of one of the continent’s 10 great magicians.”


  “I refuse. I have no reason to fight you, nor do I want to fight.”


  Earl Ashur was adamant. But Piaro just pulled out his sword.


  He was still obsessed with revenge, but he was also thirsty to fight against the strong. He was filled with a desire to become a sword saint. In particular, he was obsessed with Earl Ashur, because he had no experience fighting great magicians.


  “You have no choice.”


  ‘Crazy bastard!’


  This was his only chance to get revenge on Grid, who stole Pagma’s Rare Book, as well as his son’s crush. Once Grid arrived at Reidan and solidified his position as a duke, Earl Ashur would no longer be able to act against him. Later, he would be forced to bow before Duke Grid.


  But at this critical junction, someone interfered. Earl Ashur’s anger soared.


  “Who the hell are you?”


  Earl Ashur knew about the group with the strange name of Overgeared who were working with Grid. But there was no information about this beggar being part of Overgeared.


  Where did this guy suddenly pop out from?


  “Why are you with Grid? Are you his protector?”


  “Protector? You’re mistaken. I don’t have anything to do with Duke Grid. This is my personal interest.”


  In the first place, did Grid need his protection? It was clear that this person called Ashur didn’t know much about Grid.


  “Anyway, you aren’t Duke Grid’s opponent. It is better for you to compete against me. Right now, I am in an incomplete condition.”


  “This person!”


  Earl Ashur sounded resentful towards Piaro, but his head was calm.


  ‘I must be calm. I shouldn’t turn him into my enemy.’


  The rumors might be exaggerated, but Grid’s strength that he showed in Reinhardt wasn’t negligible. Grid was praised as the kingdom’s hero, so Earl Ashur had to fight seriously. After fighting with a much stronger opponent, could he take care of Grid? 


  ‘It is impossible.’


  The wisest choice was to let Grid go. But.


  ‘I can’t miss the chance for revenge that will never come again.’ Earl Ashur made a decision. ‘Create a space where Grid and I can fight.’


  In other words, create a three dimensional space. Space magic was different from other magic, so the consumption of magic power was very extreme. Even Earl Ashur had to consume half of his magic power to create a space ward. But he was willing to do this to handle Grid.


  “Buy me some time.”


  An earl was only supposed to have five knights, but Earl Ashur had dozens of knights as a commander of a fortified city. He not only had great individual power, but his forces surpassed that of his title.


  The elite knights got into formation at once.  In that gap, Earl Ashur chanted a spell.


  “Shake hands.”


  Elite knights? They were nothing compared to the knights of the Saharan Empire, the strongest nation on the continent. Furthermore, Piaro was the captain of the Red Knights.


  “It’s a waste of manpower.”


  Piaro’s missing sword shot straight ahead. A knight defended by raising his shield, but Piaro predicted this.


  “Supreme Swordsmanship 3rd style.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  It was comparable with the skill of a martial artist. Piaro’s sword collided with the shield. The owner of the shield became a rag, while the other knights standing behind him spurted blood. It was the moment when the knights that Earl Ashur was proud of were knocked down by a single blow.


  “Heok?”


  “Defense is useless?”


  The knights freaked out as it felt like they were hit by a tornado. Piaro leapt lightly. He didn’t give the knights time to reform their formation.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  He really was like a god. Piaro defied the laws of gravity as he stood in the air and wielded his sword. The vulnerable knights were unable to respond as the sword techniques fell from the sky. They couldn’t use the advantage of numbers to threaten Piaro, so they could only defend.


  However, Piaro’s sword accelerated so quickly that it was difficult to chase with the eyes, making it virtually impossible to defend.


  “Ugh!”


  Jacks, the leader of the knights, swung his halberd and tried to counterattack in the gap when his men were being attacked. But it was difficult to hit, because Piaro rotated his body in the air at a dizzying speed.


  “This monster!”


  It was unbelievable. He completely avoided the large and wide attack of the halberd in the air? Was this old man a rumored assassin? Jacks continuously wielded his halberd. The opponent avoided it until the end. Then there was an unforgettable experience.


  “What?”


  The halberd started to be sucked into the rotating Piaro, as if it was attracted by a magnet. Jacks tried to withstand it with all his strength, but it was useless. He let go of the halberd.


  Jjejejeok!


  The halberd lost its master and shattered in the air.


  “Keok.”


  The falling fragments of the halberd aimed precisely at the knights on the ground. They were wearing expensive armor, but whether it was coincidence of Piaro’s intentions, the fragments only aimed at the gaps on the armor. The armor was useless and the knights instantly collapsed.


  “M-Monster…!”


  Jacks couldn’t close his mouth. Earl Ashur was even more surprised.


  ‘They couldn’t last?’


  One minute. That was the amount of time required to generate the ward. The 23 knights couldn’t withstand that short amount of time.


  Cheok.


  At last, Piaro landed on the ground and stepped forward, ignoring Jacks. He neared Earl Ashur.


  “In the end, we have to fight?” Earl Ashur screamed at Piaro. “That’s right! Okay! Let’s try it once!”


  It seemed he couldn’t avoid the fight. Earl Ashur pulled out a staff that was 50 cm in length. Most magicians used orbs due to the versatility of the orb that could store magic. However, Earl Ashur was fast in magic casting, so he used a staff that amplified magic.


  “Haste!”


  One of the most important elements in a magic battle was speed. The opponent must hit before the magician finished casting a spell, and the magician must finish casting a spell before allowing an attack. Earl Ashur quickly increased his movement speed with Haste and widened the distance with Piaro.


  He already finished casting the next spell.


  “Orion’s Illusion!”


  It was an illusion technique. Earl Ashur created five clones of himself and once again opened up the distance while Piaro was searching for the real body. Next was debuff magic.


  “Soul Weakness!”


  Piaro’s body became as sticky as oil and unpleasant magic power suppressed him.


  “Disgusting.”


  Piaro’s body lost its swiftness, but he bent like a bow and shot forward like a thunderbolt. He maximized his body’s ability to increase speed, offsetting the effect of the debuff.


  ‘Did he resist? My magic? No, it’s impossible.’


  Earl Ashur’s eyes widened as he faced Piaro. But he tried to remain calm and finished casting the magic spell.


  “Ice Tornado!”


  It was a mixture of two A-grade spells with different attributes, and exerted more power than an A-grade spell. It was still significantly less powerful than S-grade magic, so why did he use it?


  Even a great magician couldn’t cast S-grade spells in an instant. Using S-grade magic without precautionary measures against a person like Piaro was close to suicide.


  Jjejejejeok!


  Piaro’s body froze as he approached Earl Ashur. Earl Ashur’s magic power exceeded common sense, so there was no one who wouldn’t be frozen.


  ‘This guy won’t die like this.’


  Earl Ashur believed that Piaro would recover within five seconds and started to chant a S-grade spell in that gap. However, he underestimated Piaro.


  Chaaeng!


  “…!”


  Earl Ashur was shocked. An intangible energy was felt from the frost and it shattered before even a few words could be chanted?


  “You’ve already recovered?”


  It was too fast to use S-grade magic. He had to quickly accumulate more damage using A-grade spells. He belatedly responded to Piaro’s sword that was flying.


  “Shield!”


  It was the manifestation of basic defensive magic that even beginners could use.


  “Great magic power.”


  Piaro admired Ashur, who absorbed most of the damage with his shield. However, he continued to wield his sword. Earl Ashur stood firm. He tried to avoid as much damage as possible by relying on the previously activated Haste, while minimizing the actual damage using Shield.


  Despite the continuous wounds he kept receiving, he used Shield while chanting S-grade magic in his head. Earl Ashur’s concentration was truly worthy of respect.


  “Yes!”


  Piaro was swinging his sword when he suddenly felt alarmed. He detected a strong magic power and used the Supreme Swordsmanship 5th style, a defense technique.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Something intangible shot out of Earl Ashur the moment the spell was completed.


  “Fluid Escape.”


  Fluid Escape was a spell that separated the soul and body of the caster for three seconds. The caster could control the soul that emerged from the body, while the body became immune to all damage.


  Jeeeong!


  Earl Ashur’s body wasn’t damaged at all despite being hit.


  ‘This is the power of Fluid Escape!’


  Earl Ashur’s soul passed through Piaro’s body and dealt damage in proportion to his magic power.


  “Kuk!”


  Blood poured from Piaro.


  “I can’t tangle with this monster forever.”


  Earl Ashur’s soul headed towards Grid, who was watching the battle with folded arms. He didn’t give up on his original goal of aiming for Grid.


  “Die!”


  Kwaaaang!


  Earl Ashur’s soul went through the grid. 


  [You have suffered 40,985 damage.]


  [You have received catastrophic damage all at once, and your spirit can’t endure it.]


  [You have resisted.]


  Grid was unprepared for the damage and suffered. The soul’s movement speed was so remarkable that the pavranium responded late. It was virtually impossible for a human to perceive it. Ashur’s soul returned to his body.


  “You deceived me!”


  Piaro suffered great damage to his pride and wielded his sword, but there was a powerful shockwave as soon as the soul returned to the body. Piaro knew this fact, but he was confident that he could neutralize it with his blade.


  However, Earl Ashur’s magic power couldn’t be pierced by the sword.


  Peeng!


  “This…!”


  Piaro was pushed back by the shockwave. While he was upset, Earl Ashur aimed at Grid.


  “This is the end!”


  Finally, his grudge would be repaid. Earl Ashur was determined to kill Grid while Grid was suffering from great damage and not in the right mindset. But what was this? Grid moved smoothly and Earl Ashur’s vision was covered with blue-white light.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Earl Ashur screamed at the unexpected attack. He suffered cumulative damage when reciting the S-grade magic, so he easily fell down.


  Grid pointed Failure at him and said, “Beg me, Duke Grid, for your life.”


  “W-What…!”


  Grid’s sword damage was as powerful as Piaro’s. No, maybe even more than that. Earl Ashur thought it was ridiculous.
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  ‘He’s this strong?’


  Earl Ashur was exposed to news about Grid’s actions in Reinhardt. The strongest golem army, that hundreds of thousands of troops couldn’t go against, was cut like carrots. But weren’t rumors always exaggerated?


  During Grid’s novice adventurer days. Earl Ashur remembered that he had no talent and was a fool, so he had no choice but to laugh at the rumors. Grid might have the ability of a legend, but it was dulled because he couldn’t use it properly. The nobles must’ve intentionally inflated the rumors in order to boost the morale of the people.


  But that wasn’t it. Now Grid was the hero in the rumors. At that moment, Earl Ashur’s memories of the beginner Grid were completely blown away.  His narrow perception disappeared and he started to perceive the current Grid correctly.


  ‘Indeed, this is an absolute presence.’


  The two eyes reminiscent of rotten fish. The mean eyes when facing the weak now shone as they contemplated the world in a much stronger face. The weak body that always shrank back. The pathetic flesh that ran away when hunting orcs and was killed by the orc captain, it was now standing firmly like a mountain.


  That disgusting face. He didn’t care about how he looked and was always jealous of others. That horrible face now emitted a dignity that charmed all the people of the kingdom.


  ‘Is it possible for a person to change this way…?’


  “You want me to beg for my life?”


  Earl Ashur quietly observed Grid and the blue sword in his hand. The sword gleaming with a white light was something that could only be seen in legends. Earl Ashur felt a fear of death. His instincts were shouting at him to succumb to Grid.


  This was the effect of Grid’s high dignity stat. However, Earl Ashur had the highest pride as the strongest person in the Eternal Kingdom and a great magician, so he didn’t give in easily. 


  “I’d rather die.”


  He hadn’t been sure Pagma’s Rare Book actually existed.


  Earl Ashur decided to use Grid, who was easy to take advantage of. However, he gave reasonable compensation and didn’t put a time limit on the quest. It was a quest he seriously entrusted to Grid, because he believed in Grid’s inherent tenacity. Did he give a novice adventurer the quest in an attempt to trick him?


  No, it was Grid who abandoned the faith first. Grid was blinded by greed after discovering Pagma’s Rare Book and broke the promise, trying to take the book for himself.


  ‘That wasn’t all.’


  His precious son Bland had been in love with Irene for many years. The woman who seemed likely to marry Bland had been taken away by Grid. It was better to choose death than to submit to Grid, who wasn’t just his enemy, but his son’s enemy as well.


  Grid was baffled as he watched Earl Ashur tightly close his eyes.


  ‘He really wants me to kill him?’


  Grid had hated Earl Ashur since he was killed. But it was his choice to quickly find Pagma’s Rare Book without understanding the subject. He wasn’t forced by Earl Ashur. Nevertheless, whenever he suffered a trial, he blamed everything on Earl Ashur.


  His habit of blaming others was the problem. Strictly speaking, there was no reason for Grid to resent Earl Ashur. If Pagma’s Rare Book hadn’t existed, Grid wouldn’t have found it or turned into Pagma’s Descendant.


  As a result, Earl Ashur was Grid’s benefactor. Of course, that was just the result, and there was no need for Grid to feel gratitude. It was through Grid’s willpower that he found Pagma’s Rare Book and became Pagma’s Descendant. It was due to Grid’s own efforts that he could grow until now, and it wasn’t thanks to Earl Ashur.


  Anyway, this was the conclusion.


  ‘I have overwhelmed him but… Looking at this, I don’t need to kill him.’


  Grid still didn’t like Earl Ashur. In fact, he had the experience of being murdered by Earl Ashur’s knights, and he had been directly threatened with death by Earl Ashur, so it wasn’t easy to feel forgiveness.


  But it wasn’t enough to feel the urge to murder him. His conscience didn’t allow him to.


  “Sigh, okay. Forget it.”


  “…?” Earl Ashur was confused as Grid sighed and took back his sword. “I tried to kill you. But you will spare me?”


  Earl Ashur’s strength transcended his title, but he was still an earl. Grid was a duke, but Earl Ashur treated him badly and even tried to kill him because of a grudge of the past. Now that he discovered that Grid was really qualified to be a duke, Earl Ashur was aware that he committed a crime. He thought it was natural to be executed, so he couldn’t accept this.


  “Is there something you will demand separately of me?”


  Earl Ashur eyed Grid warily.


  ‘I had mercy on him, yet he’s still doubting me?’ Grid’s heart beat faster.  The Grid of the past would’ve been swept away by his emotions and spoken nonsense. ‘It’s better to ask for something in exchange for saving him.’


  Grid had learned to take advantage of certain situations. He had learned it by watching Lauel for three months. What could he get from Earl Ashur?


  Grid thought about it.


  ‘Money? Jewelry? Land? Items?’


  He was greedy. As Grid was deeply troubled about what he should ask for, Lauel sent him a whisper.


  –Grid, everyone has arrived in Reidan except for Euphemina. When are you going to arrive?


  –I think it will take three more days.


  –Three days? What is taking so long?  Can’t you come quickly if you use Fly? Come quickly. There is a mountain of work to do.


  –I have a companion. But my companion doesn’t want to ride a carriage, so we’re walking. Just handle things for a few days.


  –Companion…? Who are you talking about?


  –You’ll see when you meet him. It is good that you got in touch with me. I actually…


  Grid briefly explained to Lauel about the relationship between him and Earl Ashur, as well as the current situation.


  -…In these circumstances, what should I ask from Earl Ashur? 


  –Earl Ashur…


  As one of the 10 great magicians on the continent, Earl Ashur was a huge celebrity. Lauel already knew about him, so he thought carefully before asking.


  –There is a story I’ve heard from Vantner. I heard he caused a disturbance along with Earl Ashur’s son on the day of your wedding to Irene?


  –Really? I didn’t know. I couldn’t pay attention to anything else on that day.


  –Pay attention to him. Ask Earl Ashur to give you his son.


  –Eh? What are you saying?


  Lauel clearly predicted that Grid wouldn’t understand and added a detailed explanation.


  –Earl Ashur is famous for his love for his son. If you keep his son, he won’t be able to go against you again and he will have to move according to your will. Earl Ashur’s mighty power will surely help one day.


  ‘What a great guy.’


  Lauel looked at benefits rather than money, so Grid thought he was truly great. One day he would become smart like Lauel. A wicked smile appeared on Grid’s face and Earl Ashur’s anxiety was heightened.


  Then Grid demanded, “Give me your son.”


  “What…?” It was like a bolt out of the blue to Earl Ashur. He absolutely couldn’t accept it. “You mean to take my son hostage!”


  The 48 year old Earl Ashur was still young and beautiful. His appearance was like the protagonist of a manhwa, and he had been very popular since childhood. When he was a young man and still active among the social circles, dozens of women clung to him.


  But Earl Ashur only loved one woman. She wasn’t beautiful, but Earl Ashur fell for her warm-heartedness. Their marriage was successful. They had two sons and lived happily. 


  It was a short moment of happiness.


  Unfortunately, Earl Ashur’s wife suffered from a terminal illness and died at a young age. Earl Ashur tasted the pain of his heart breaking. However, he didn’t have time to mourn. He had an obligation to defend the kingdom and had to take care of his two young sons.


  Earl Ashur was faithful to his duties and raised his sons at the same time. His first son became a royal mage, and his second son became a magic swordsman because he showed talent in both magic and swordsmanship. Earl Ashur was able to fill the blank spot left by his wife with his pride for his two sons.


  But the heavens were too harsh on Earl Ashur.


  Just two years ago. His first son went on a monster conquest and died. After that, Earl Ashur’s nature became somewhat strange. His gentleness disappeared. However, he still cared about his remaining son. Bland was his only blood, and Earl Ashur cherished him more than his own life.


  “My flesh and soul might burn, but I will never sell my son. Just kill me.”


  ‘Stubborn…’


  What should he do? Grid wasn’t smart, so the only method he could come up with was to use force. But this problem didn’t need to be resolved with force.


  “I will follow you.”


  A blond man appeared while Grid was feeling confused. The person was Bland.


  “Why are you…!?”


  Bland ignored the panicked Earl Ashur and bowed before Grid. “I, Bland de Ian, son of Earl Ashur, greet Duke Grid, the great hero of this kingdom.”


  Bland and Grid had dueled once over Irene. But in the end, Bland was defeated and kicked out from the wedding. After that, he lived in pain for a while, but now he was determined.


  “I will go to Reidan according to Duke Grid’s will.”


  It was the only way to save his father. Earl Ashur’s face turned white.


  “Bland! Why are you deciding this by yourself?”


  Grid was the rival who deprived Bland of his beloved. Earl Ashur couldn’t tolerate his son being Grid’s hostage. He started to gather magic power in his pained body.


  “I will kill you and give your soul to God Yatan if you touch one hair on my son!”


  Bland came forward before Grid could frown. He fell to his knees.


  “Duke Grid, my father lost his temper because he cares too much about me. Please show mercy one more time.”


  “B-Bland…”


  He was begging to his rival because of his father! Earl Ashur was shocked by causing more humiliation to his son and fell silent. Then Bland reassured him. “Father, I will go and study under Duke Grid. Please trust in your son and wait for me to return. Don’t skip any meals.”


  “Ugh…”


  Earl Ashur was frustrated. His eyes had been clouded by his grudge, and now his son was taken as a hostage. Grid placed a hand on his shoulder.


  “Earl Ashur, don’t worry. I will look after your son.”


  Ssik.


  Wasn’t he a demon? He could smile brightly and enjoy the pain and sorrows of others. To Earl Ashur, Grid didn’t look like a human. However, Grid was obviously a human.


  ‘Please don’t overdo it. I won’t eat your son.’


  Grid inwardly spoke before glancing at Piaro and Bland.


  “Let’s go.”


  After a few moments. The only thing left was a disastrous scene where Earl Ashur looked completely insane and the wounded knights looked wretched.
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  Grid and Piaro walked alongside each other, while Bland awkwardly followed behind. Grid looked at Piaro to verify.


  “How was it? The skills of one of the 10 great magicians on the continent?”


  “It was more than I expected. He was mentally strong enough to withstand my oppression. If he used an orb as a weapon, it would’ve been a close fight.”


  For magicians, the staff was a weapon with the concept of high risk and high return. There was no magic storage function, so its stability was poor, but the magic amplification rate was so high that it was possible to use a powerful one-shot.


  Most magicians were burdened by the high risk and turned away from the staff, but Earl Ashur had overpowering magic casting speed. Unlike regular magicians, he used a staff as a weapon, and that was a weakness when dealing with someone strong like Piaro today. He was defeated before he could use magic in front of Piaro.


  ‘Ashur is really strong.’


  Grid didn’t show it, but he was terrified when hit by Ashur’s Fluid Escape.


  He wore the Armor of Holy Light made out of the god mineral adamantium by the legendary blacksmith Pagma. The legendary item had the effect of ‘50% reduction in magic damage,’ so he was surprised that he suffered 40,000 damage from a single strike. 


  ‘Ashur showed a more powerful damage than the other boss monsters I have come against…’


  It was overwhelming. Grid received so much damage, while Piaro survived Earl Ashur’s attack without any damage.


  ‘Did he temporarily raise his defense through the operation of qi?’


  Grid was reminded of body protection qi from martial arts.


  “How strong is Asmophel that you can’t get revenge by yourself?”


  Piaro grimaced as he heard the dirty name. “It’s difficult to reach him, rather than him being strong. There is nobody who doesn’t know my face in the empire. If I step foot in the empire, I will die immediately.”


  “Stop complaining. Who can kill you so easily? Even if you’re besieged, can’t you use Fated to Perish to knock them down? You don’t have to worry if you fought like you did against Ashur.”


  “If it was so simple, would I be hiding for the past two years? You have no idea of the power of the empire.”


  Piaro suddenly stopped.


  “What’s going on?”


  “A monster.”


  “Monster?”


  After escaping from the thick forest, Grid turned his gaze in the direction Piaro was indicating.  An endless expanse of desert stretched out before them.


  “I don’t even see an ant, let alone a monster?”


  Piaro spoke briefly towards Grid, who was trying to see what was visible.


  “Below.”


  “Eh?”


  There was a subtle vibration from the ground. Grid checked the sand and moved as he realized his mistake.


  Kwaang!


  In the place where Grid were just standing, a huge elongated creature came up. It was a centipede. An extra large centipede that had lived for thousands of years.


  Kiyaaak!


  “Ugh.”


  The length of the body was well over 10m, and the hundreds of legs were as big as human limbs. They wriggled in a disgusting manner. Grid felt disgusted by the creature that had a yellow liquid pouring from it and blocked his nose.


  “You’re squeamish like a girl.”


  “What does being a man or woman have to do with anything? Dammit.”


  This was an insect. It was the first time he saw such a big one. It was much bigger than the spiders in Kesan Canyon. Grid jumped and cut down at the centipede. The surface of the centipede was very hard.   It wasn’t easily destroyed by the +9 Failure, an absolute weapon. It was a defense comparable to the ancient weapon.


  ‘Is it a monster that specializes in defense?’


  The determined Grid didn’t consider a counterattack and kept striking. However, the centipede was surprisingly agile. It quickly moved its massive body and attacked.


  [You have suffered 6,300 damage.]


  “What?”


  It was safe to say that this was the first time Grid suffered so much damage from a normal monster after wearing the Holy Light set, the strongest armor currently in existence. A very surprised Grid corrected his posture. He finally took the battle seriously.


  But the desert terrain hindered him.


  “Che.”


  Grid’s stride was off due to the thick sand, leading to a weakening of his grip. A normal person would’ve suffered a great setback, but this was Grid.


  “Fly!”


  He used the magic possessed by Braham’s Boots to fly into the sky and strike the centipede’s head. However, the counterattack wasn’t formidable enough. Grid was pushed back and winced. In the meantime, another centipede emerged from the ground and Grid was pincer attacked by two enemies.


  Piaro tried to help, but suddenly stopped. He carefully observed and advised Grid.


  “When attacking in any situation, place weight on the end of your sword. It is the basics even when flying through the air. Mobilize not just your limbs, but the muscles in your neck, and then transfer your weight to the end of your sword. You are too distracted to do the basic movements. Organic movements are needed to get the most out of your power. But before that, fix the habit of your head first…”


  ‘What is he saying?’


  Grid was disturbed by Piaro while fighting the two centipedes. It was impossible for him to understand what Piaro was talking about, so he was confused.


  ‘I’m playing right now, so why is he acting like this is a sword dojo?’


  In the first place, he didn’t need it. He ignored the words of the best swordsman pouring into his ears and leaned on his skills, as he always did.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link!”


  The dozens of blue-white energy blades fell and shattered the two centipedes.


  [The giant worm has been destroyed.]


  [2,330,900 experience has been acquired.]


  [The giant worm has been destroyed.]


  [2,340,100 experience has been acquired.]


  [The giant worm’s leg has been acquired.]


  The giant worms gave a huge amount of experience. Grid was surprised and confirmed the details of the giant worm.


  [Giant Worm]


  Level: 330


  A worm that lives in the western part of the Eternal Kingdom. It dwells deep in the earth, and once it detects the presence of creatures, it will emerge through the ground and attack. It is a very common species in the western desert.


  Some scholars speculate that they can be used as medicines, but in fact, they have no nutritional value.


  ‘Level 330? A monster of this level is a common worm?’


  There were such strong monsters in the western part of the Eternal Kingdom, but very few users knew about it. Most users weren’t able to advance to the west because they couldn’t break through the habitat of the twin ogres, so information was scarce.


  ‘The western part is the most difficult area in the Eternal Kingdom. So when creating a character, there are no starting villages in the west.


  This was good news. Wasn’t Reidan located at the end of the western area? There was a possibility that it was inhabited by level 400 monsters. Grid and the Overgeared Guild could hunt the strongest monsters, which meant they could grow quickly.


  But if he thought about it.


  ‘No, wait. Then isn’t it impossible for beginner or mid level users to come to Reidan?’


  If there was no influx of users in Reidan, Grid would have to grow the economy solely based on NPCs. It was the worst. There was a setback in his plan to get rich from hundreds of thousands of people.


  “Dammit…” Grid frowned and cursed. Then another giant worm popped up. “Ah, I don’t know.”


  Grid didn’t panic. He carelessly thought that Lauel would take care of everything and concentrated on the monsters in front of him.


  ‘This is an opportunity to raise my level.’


  After the reunion with Euphemina, Grid hadn’t been able to hunt for a while due to large and small incidents. His level was stagnant at 270, so he was delighted to raise it by hunting these chunks of experience.


  “I will begin in earnest.”


  Grid checked his status window. At the time of the National Competition, he was level 253 and had 230 stat points. Now he was level 270 and had 400 stat points.


  “Invest all points in agility.”


  He referenced Piaro’s stats.


  [Agility has permanently increased by 400.]


  His agility rose by 400. In other words, Grid had elevated his agility by 40 levels and his body felt completely lighter. He started to hunt the giant worms at a quick pace compared to the past.


  Piaro remained on the ground and constantly advised Grid in the sky.


  “If you concentrate more strength in your thighs and buttocks, then your upper body’s forward speed will increase. This means that the speed of your sword will increase. In addition, it is better not to think about the direction of the swing and just do it naturally.”


  ‘Who cares about my thighs? And what is this nonsense about telling me not to think? Am I Jude?’


  The teachings of a great swordsman could increase even the level of a useless knight. In particular, Piaro was able to teach because he mastered the Empire’s Military Tactics and had experience commanding the Red Knights. There were many people who would pay money to receive his teachings.


  Grid was receiving it for free, so it was like winning the lottery. It was an opportunity to dramatically increase his so-called ‘control.’ But he didn’t know how to appreciate it and found the advice jarring.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Kill!”


  Kiyaaaaak!


  [The giant worm has been destroyed.]


  [2,339,500 experience has been acquired.]


  “Puhahat! I hope I will level up today?”


  Grid’s experience gauge had accumulated a lot before the golem invasion, so it was already over 70%. He used his skills and enthusiastically killed the giant worm. On the other hand, Piaro was curious. It was because Grid’s abilities didn’t improve, despite his teachings.


  ‘Why?’


  Piaro thought that Grid was an extraordinary and clever person. The evidence was that he didn’t immediately execute Earl Ashur, taking his son as hostage instead in order to set foot on the political stage.


  ‘A person that smart should be able to understand my teachings.’


  So why didn’t his skills improve? Piaro was puzzled and came to a conclusion.


  ‘Pride.’


  As Pagma’s Descendant, Grid wanted to refuse the teachings of people other than Pagma.


  ‘He would be much stronger if he could take advantage of his physical abilities.’


  If Grid’s basics were tightened up, he would be a great sparring opponent. But it wasn’t easy.


  ‘Hmm?’


  Piaro’s gaze suddenly shifted to Bland. Bland was struggling alone in the distance against a giant worm. However, his skills had risen dramatically compared to when he hunted the horned goblins a few hours ago. He had absorbed Piaro’s teachings towards Grid.


  ‘Indeed, a lion’s cub.’


  A rare talent. He was a genius who inherited his father’s magic power and a talent in swordsmanship. Piaro thought that he should teach Bland well in the several days before they arrived in Reidan.


  ***


  [Unified Rankings]


  1st. Kraugel – White Swordsman.


  2nd. Zibal – Debirion’s Envoy


  3rd. Chris – Destruction Warrior


  ‘Chris finally got his third advancement class. Destruction Warrior, he chose the class that fit his alignment the best. He would’ve received it a little quicker if it wasn’t for the golem army.’


  It was Kraugel’s habit to check the rankings from time to time. Looking at the trends of those pursuing him was the basics.


  “Now then.”


  He had been hunting for 15 hours without stopping, so he started sorting the items in his full inventory. He calculated the items that weren’t priced yet, the items needed for production and quests, the remaining junk items, and if he could get more from selling them to an NPC or user.


  After a while.


  Kraugel finished organizing his items and rose from this spot. Then he went through his skills list and made plans.


  ‘I have raised the skill level of the two sword style to intermediate, so I should challenge it again.’


  Kraugel, who chose the third class of White Swordsman, had crossed from the West to the East Continent, but he couldn’t fully capture it. He struggled against the high barrier of the East Continent for a while, and got new titles and steadily raised his level, becoming even stronger.


  His next goal was to attack the eastern and southern parts of the Saharan Empire, as well as the labyrinths in Orias, and the western part of the Eternal Kingdom. After staying in the West Continent for awhile, he would once again challenge the uncharted land of the East Continent.


  Kraugel was a true gamer and the 1st ranked user, playing the game with joy and thorough planning.


  It was a lot different from someone else.
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  Reidan was a three or four days’ walk away from Patrian. However, Grid’s party encountered monsters all the time. They didn’t avoid it, so their journey was delayed several times.


  ‘The experience is really good.’


  It had been six days since leaving Patrian.


  Meanwhile, Grid hunted the strongest monsters in the west and reached level 273. In addition, his experience gauge was at 60%. It was a stunning level-up speed that users couldn’t dream of matching, simply due to the fact that he leveled up every two days. 


  Grid didn’t know this, but even Kraugel wasn’t able to level up as quickly as Grid currently was when he was level 270.


  ‘I will be level 275 by the time I reach Reidan,’ Grid excitedly thought to himself. Even the top rankers would find it hard to hunt these western monsters, so he was proud of his items and his skills.


  ‘This game is truly about items. Control? That was something that only losers who didn’t have good items worried about. Puhahat!’


  In the first place, control was a means used by the weak to try and win against the strong. He didn’t need control if he had overwhelming power. Grid had such a narrow mindset ever since his success in the Malacus raid. He had no doubts that items were the best.


  But that firm belief of Grid’s was about to be shaken.


  ***


  “Pant pant… Wow, this is really dirty. The giant worms before were just exercise.”


  Grid was exhausted as he walked through the vast desert towards Reidan. Thanks to his passive resistance, he didn’t get heat stroke. However, the heat was enough to make his stamina fall faster than usual. Moreover, he couldn’t adapt to the desert terrain.


  On the other hand, the monsters kept becoming stronger and stronger. Four basilisks, monsters that were treated as boss-grade monsters in the north, appeared before Grid. Grid succeeded in unleashing all sorts of skills against the basilisks, but he was pincer attacked by the monsters and faced a crisis.


  “Ah, really! Let me take a break!”


  He was at his wit’s end. His control was immature so he constantly allowed the monsters to attack him, so even the best armor couldn’t endure and he lost health. In the situation, it wouldn’t be strange if his invincible passive was activated.


  ‘Even Braham’s golem army wouldn’t be able to exert much power against the monsters here.’


  The western monsters were strong and numerous. It was the reason why the kingdom chose to let the giant worms spread instead of subjugating them.


  ‘It is impossible for the kingdom to manage the west properly. So the king sent me here.’


  It was a correct guess. King Wiesbaden wished for Grid to cleanse the west that had become barren because of the mighty monsters, giving him Reidan. It showed absolute confidence in Grid. However, Grid thought he was used by the king and couldn’t help cursing.


  Kiyaaaaak!


  As Grid cursed the king, a massive desert toad stretched out its tongue, its sticky mucus flopping out from its mouth and covering Grid’s body.  This mucus was a type of poison that paralyzed the target in an instant. However…


  [You have resisted.]


  Grid resisted and fought back. The +9 Failure passed through the toad’s fat belly. However, the western monsters were so weak to die from one of Grid’s blows. The toad moved its tongue like a whip for a counterattack.


  ‘Damn!’


  Grid’s reaction was too late as he was buried deep in the toad’s stomach. Ku tang tang tang!


  Grid was stronger than steel and full of resilience, but he was struck in the head and fell. Other monsters swarmed to his fallen body. 


  “Kuak…! Transcend and Transcended Link’s cooldown time isn’t over!” Grid tended to depend on skills as he lacked control, but there was a fatal weakness. If the skills weren’t available due to the cooldown time, he couldn’t help being weak. “Piaro! Help me… Eh?”


  In the end, Grid tried to rely on Piaro. However, he was surprised. It was because Bland started moving. Grid hadn’t been paying any attention during the last six days, but Bland had become extremely strong during that short period.


  ‘What is this all of a sudden?’


  This was the person who struggled against the level 280 horned goblins only six days ago. But now he was fighting one-on-one with the western monsters that were at least 50 levels higher than him, so he had truly developed.


  ‘Surely, it isn’t a bug…’


  What was the secret behind this sudden growth? Grid questioned as he moved to the rear after Bland pulled aggro. Then he equipped the Great Lord’s Sword and examined Bland.


  Name: Bland


  Age: 25  Gender: Male


  Occupation: Magic Swordsman


  Title: Great Magician’s Son


  He has inherited the magical talents of his father, Earl Ashur. Receive a bonus to his magic casting speed and mana regeneration speed. Every time his level increased, his intelligence will increase significantly.


  Title: Marquis Steim’s Disciple


  He once learned swordsmanship from Marquis Steim, a swordsman of the north. When a blade type weapon is equipped, attack power will increase by 20% and attack speed by 10%.


  Level: 255


  Strength: 1,331/1,990   Stamina: 420/1,030


  Agility: 519/1,401    Intelligence: 2,540/4,550


  Charm: 212/800 


  Skills: Northern Swordsmanship (B), Spell Casting Acceleration (S), Magic Power Concentration (S), 9 C-grade Spells, 5 B-grade spells, 2 A-grade spells. 


  * Click on the details to examine the spells that the target has currently acquired.


  Bland. In his childhood and adolescence, he studied magic under his father and swordsmanship under Marquis Steim. He followed the typical elite course, and was a young genius considered to be the cornerstone of the Eternal Kingdom in the future. 


  ‘There is nothing special?’


  Grid had observed Bland’s details shortly after obtaining him as a hostage. The difference between then and now was only five levels, and a small rise in stats.


  ‘Then why did he become so much stronger?’


  Grid was curious.


  “That’s it. You understood correctly. You shouldn’t play around when holding a sword in your hand. Rather than avoiding the enemy’s attacks, it is better to aim for defense or a counterattack. Even if your opponent is stronger than you, they will be easier to defeat if you keep moving your sword.”


  Piaro was talking to Bland. Then Grid realized.


  ‘It is thanks to Piaro’s teachings!’


  He might be a great swordsman, but was it possible for a person to grow so quickly just from his advice? Grid started to observe Piaro and Bland. Unlike before, he didn’t go ahead alone and hunted monsters near them.


  “You are too tied up with being a magic swordsman. Magic casting and swordsmanship can’t be done at the same time, so a gap will occur. However, this doesn’t mean you should throw away magic. You have more talent in magic than in the sword, so if you are facing a stronger enemy, you should concentrate on your magic. Your swordsmanship is ideal for minimal defense.


  Piaro would give advice and Bland would apply the teachings in real time whenever a monster appeared. Bland’s rapid growth had a big impact on Grid. Learning how to fight properly. In other words, the power of control was more than he thought possible.


  ‘…If I combine control with items, how much stronger can I become?’


  Grid finally became aware of it. He was able to understand that he would reach his limits in the future if he just relied on his items. In the end, he asked Piaro, “Please teach me as well.”


  “Didn’t you say that there was no need before?”


  “Originally, a person’s mind is flexible. Now I want to learn from you.”


  ‘Is he because he can no longer sit back and watch Bland grow alone? Did he lose his confidence as Pagma’s Descendant?’


  Piaro was able to understand that Grid was an unprincipled person. He was the type of person that Piaro disliked. But Piaro readily accepted Grid’s request. It was in the hope that he could enhance his strength by raising Grid’s.


  Piaro’s frozen mind that was obsessed with revenge was slowly reviving as he met Grid and Bland. It was a small but significant change.


  After that.


  “Don’t move your head. How many times do I have to tell you?”


  “Isn’t it natural to shake my head every time I move? How can I control my body?”


  “Try to make an effort. Think while you are fighting. And don’t rely on Fly. Warriors must become accustomed to various terrains, so fighting in the desert will be a valuable experience for you.”


  “How can I wield my sword when my feet are buried in the sand?”


  “Put your weight on the tip of your sword, not your feet.”


  “So how do I do that?”


  “… How many times do I need to explain that you have to move your muscles well?”


  “No, how do I move my muscles?”


  “…”


  The reason why Bland could grow rapidly was that he was a genius. The best teacher and best disciple met, so the synergy exploded. But Grid was a stupid person. It wasn’t easy for even a great swordsman to teach him.


  Piaro suffered as he taught Grid, who lacked comprehension and was slow to learn. He started to feel pain.


  ‘I thought he was a smart person, but that isn’t it…’


  How could such a stupid person have gained Pagma’s power and inheritance? Piaro wondered. He honestly wanted to give up on teaching Grid. However, he couldn’t take back his words so he kept teaching Grid.


  Grid grumbled that it was difficult and complex, but he did his best to follow the teachings. Grid repeated this in the three days before arrived at Reidan and finally improved.


  “He is a little bit ordinary now.”


  Grid was able to build up the basic skills of a swordsman. This was the limit of his capabilities and of a great swordsman’s teaching ability.


  ‘I don’t think it is possible for Grid to grow beyond this.’


  Piaro was overwhelmed with a sense of defeat. Then Grid’s party arrived at Reidan.
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  Nine days ago.


  The Overgeared members utilized the excellent transportation method of carriages and arrived in Reidan ahead of Grid, but they tasted huge disappointment.


  The best city in the west, Reidan! According to the map, it was the second largest city of the Eternal Kingdom. The Overgeared members were full of expectations, but they were baffled because it looked more like a ruin.


  “What happened here?”


  “Wow, there is nothing big in the city.”


  “The shops are closed, the doors broken and the poor are on the street…”


  “The rice fields are like a wasteland.”


  “In the first place, doesn’t the population seem too small?”


  Huroi, Lauel, and Faker remained calm while the guild members were making a disturbance. They looked over Reidan because bringing up its information.


  Name: Reidan


  Size: Big City


  Ruler: Grid (Duke of the Eternal Kingdom. Master of the Overgeared Guild)


  Administrator: Arik (C-grade administrative ability)


  * The higher the administrative ability of the administrator, the higher the overall development of the estate.


  Affiliation: The Eternal Kingdom


  Population: NPCs – 20,551. Players – 0.


  Troops: Knights – 2 (Huroi, Lauel).


      Soldiers – 141


  Security: 5/100


  * The state of security is the worst. It isn’t unusual if the people turn into a mob straight away. Gangsters and monsters will often pop up near the village.


  * Security will increase hourly in proportion to the number of soldiers.


  * People jobs and food for a policing activity is not available, even if the police do not rise. 


  Internal Affairs: 169/4,500


  * Increasing the number of shopping malls, public cultural facilities and buildings will increase the internal affairs number.


  Foreign Affairs: The Butin Barony in the Saharan Empire.


  Forces hostile to the ruler: Yatan Church.


  Forces hostile to your affiliated groups: Gauss Kingdom, Luvia Principality.


  Specialties: None.


  Distinguished Figure: None.


  “The situation isn’t as good as I expected.”


  “It seems like it.”


  While moving from Winston to Reidan, the guild members were attracted to the monsters of the west and devoted themselves to hunting. They waited for monsters to attack the moving carriage, then quickly hunted them for experience. Therefore, they thought the west was a blessed land.


  But Huroi, Lauel, and Faker thought that the strong monsters in the west were a negative point. The monsters were so strong that the accessibility of general users was low, and the area would be difficult to manage. Now the reality they faced was worse than their expectations.


  “A city that can accommodate over 500,000 people only has a population of 20,000…”


  “Furthermore, there are no users.”


  “The biggest priority right now is to pay the people raise the security level.”


  The Overgeared Guild currently had 5 million gold in funds. 5 million gold. While that amount of gold might sound large for a single person, it wasn’t enough to fund a big city. Not only that, 5 million gold didn’t even seem like enough to develop an empty, desolate city.


  Now they had to pay expenses to raise the goodwill of the people? Was it even possible to produce food in this city in the first place? It wasn’t possible to even make barley bread. It was inevitable that they would have to import ingredients, but merchants were aware of the situation and wouldn’t come to Reidan.


  ‘Considering the transportation cost…’


  Lauel calculated that he had to set a minimum of 3 silver for one meal. If it was 20,000 people, he would have to pay 600 gold. This was one meal. It was ridiculous to spend hundreds of thousands of gold on meals until a fundamental solution was set up.


  But Lauel couldn’t alienate the people. Did he feel compassion when seeing their skinny selves? No. That was irrelevant. People were the national power. He needed to restore them first, then there would be a rise in security and labor. There was no other choice.


  “After making the people useful, set them to clearing the fields.”


  “But doesn’t the lord have to give permission?”


  Huroi was cautious. He knew that restoring the people was the most pressing issue, but he wondered if Grid would understand. Grid would wonder why they were wasting money on people’s meals.


  Huroi spoke to the worried Lauel,


  “South Korean doesn’t give up on making hot pepper paste just because of worms.  That is a saying in South Korea.”


  This was the right choice, even if it was against Grid’s will. This was Chief Lauel’s conviction to grow the Overgeared Guild. Hoewever, the saying was too provocative.


  Huroi thought about the saying that Lauel mentioned and became indignant, “Don’t compare My Lord to measly worms!”


  “Ah no, that’s not what I meant.”


  Lauel sweated profusely as he tried to soothe Huroi. On the other hand, Faker disappeared from next to the two men, moving through the yellow dust before arriving at the castle.


  “Why didn’t you move quickly after hearing that the new lord’s men had arrived? Your greeting is late!”


  “T-That… I was afraid that I would be stoned by the people if I left the castle and that made me late.”


  “Pathetic guy. You are armed with sword and armor, but are afraid of rocks? What a worthless person. Tsk tsk.”


  A fat, middle-aged man hurried to the entrance of the castle with his soldiers. This greasy man’s name was Arik, the administrator of Reidan. He was a baronet and often received treatment as a noble.


  Faker pointed his dagger at Arik without hesitation.


  “Hiik!”


  Arik exclaimed as he saw the shadows in the yellow dust.


  “W-Who are you?”


  Faker replied in a cold voice, “A person with a lot of questions for you.”


  “W-What…? Kiyaaack~!”


  It was in an instant. Faker and Arik disappeared into the yellow dust like they weren’t there in the first place.


  “Administrator Arik?”


  The stunned soldiers looked around, but they couldn’t find any traces of Arik.


  ***


  ‘This is a normal level?’


  Bland had watched Grid training under Piaro for the past three days. Bland originally saw Grid as very strong. Grid would become much stronger under Piaro’s teachings and would have no education.


  However, Piaro evaluated Grid as ordinary.  Grid was satisfied that he wasn’t worse compared to others.


  Bland couldn’t believe it. ‘Why are his skills so bad and dull? Doesn’t he have great skills?’


  It was the difference in perspective. From Bland’s point of view, Earl Steim and Phoenix were the strongest swordsmen until he met Piaro, but Grid seemed to have a lot of talent. On the other hand, Grid compared his abilities to the top rankers and boss monsters, and decided this was good.


  Then what about Piaro? He evaluated Grid’s ability as ‘poor in comparison to his amount of power.’


  The conclusion.


  “Puhahat! Now I can easily hunt monsters in the west without having to rely on skills!”


  “This is just the basics. Only the lousy people rely solely on skills. You still have a long way to go.”


  “Wouldn’t it be better to keep practicing steadily? Continue teaching me in the future.”


  “I refuse. It is unlikely that your skills will improve, even if I keep teaching you.”


  “Don’t give up so easily. It isn’t that hard, is it?”


  “This is a realistic analysis, not one based on any emotions.”


  Grid was strong. It was true that he was lacking control skills compared to top rankers, but from a normal point of view, he was beyond the average level. However, the monsters in the west were so strong that his limits started to show.


  “Hap!”


  Now Grid had perfectly adapted to the strange terrain of the desert. He ran on the sand with light footsteps and freely wielded Failure, causing the monsters of the west to collapse. As a result, Grid reached level 275 and finally arrived in Reidan.


  “This is your city?”


  The scale of Reidan that came into view was huge. The exterior walls weren’t very high or well-maintained, but they spectacularly stretched out along the horizon.


  “This is a huge city comparable to the capital of a kingdom.”


  Grid smiled at Piaro’s admiring words.


  “It is the second biggest city in the Eternal Kingdom after Reinhardt.”


  Grid was filled with anticipation. He imagined hundreds of thousands of people in Reidan greeting him with confetti.


  “Let’s go.”


  Grid prompted Bland and Piaro and increased the pace. Then he was confused as he found people working on clearing the land.


  ‘Are they refugees?’


  The people were skinny, dressed in poor clothes and looked like refugees. Grid wondered why they were doing field work in Reidan.


  ‘They seem to be slaves.’


  He wondered if the people of Reidan hired slaved to work on the farmland. Grid tsked at the thought. ‘They might be slaves but they should be properly fed. What unscrupulous employers.’


  The people of Reidan didn’t seem to have a good mentality. However, their mentality had nothing to do with Grid.


  ‘They are just my taxes.’


  Lululula.


  Grid looked at the nearest entrance to the city and hummed with a happy heart. He imagined a fanfare and hundreds of thousands of people welcoming him. However.


  “Eh?”


  Grid witnessed a bizarre sight and stopped walking. The Overgeared members were working among the tens of thousands of slaves?


  ‘W-What?’


  Grid saw the Overgeared members sweating hard as they worked and stopped humming. An ominous thought struck him before Regas saw him and ran over with a bright smile.


  “You finally came!”


  Regas’ solid upper body was stained with sweat and dust. He looked like a worker in a coal mine so Grid asked him.


  “What are you doing right now?”


  “As you can see, we are clearing the fields with the people.”


  “… With the people?”


  Where were the people? Grid only saw the Overgeared members and the slaves.


  “I greet My Lord.”


  Huroi came running. He was also sweaty. Grid saw the rake in his hand and asked again, “What are you doing right now?”


  Huroi had the same answer as Regas, “We are clearing the fields with the people.”


  “No, that isn’t it. The people…”


  Lauel rushed over at that time. “Why were you so late?”


  Lauel berated with a scruffy appearance as well. He also held farming equipment in his hands.


  “You didn’t respond to my whispers, so I had to start the guild members on the urgent tasks. First of all, we are joining forces with the people to connect the waterways and plant the fields, so we will be able to produce simple food in a few months.”


  Grid finally perceived reality. Then he desperately asked. “Where are the people?”


  “Can’t you see them?” Lauel turned his gaze to the fields. Lauel’s finger was pointing to the people on the fields, the thin ones who Grid thought were slaves. “They are your people.”


  “… Ah, why me?”


  It was the moment when Grid’s expectations collapsed.
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  “Damn! What is this? I knew things were going too well!”


  His fate changed after becoming Pagma’s Descendant. In the past, he lived an unlucky life. After becoming Pagma’s Descendant, most of the results were positive, no matter what hardship he went through. But why did he have to go through hardship everywhere he went? Did he have to accept it just because things worked out well?


  Grid suppressed his anger. He looked around at all the people before asking, “Isn’t this the kingdom’s second largest city? Doesn’t that mean it’s rich? So why are the people in this state? Eh? Were they robbed by a group of thieves or something?”


  “In the past, it was the richest city in the kingdom; however, everything changed 10 years ago when the giant worms appeared.”


  “The giant worms? What do those monsters have to do with Reidan?”


  Lauel explained to Grid, “This is what Faker found out after questioning the administrator and the people here.”


  10 years ago. Reidan was the second largest city after Reinhardt and was called the second capital of the kingdom. However, this situation changed once the giant worms appeared on a large scale.


  The giant worms ravaging the land were so strong that they couldn’t be subjugated with a regular army. They quickly turned the western part of the kingdom into a desert, leading to a shortage in resources and supplies, including water.


  To make matters worse, all types of desert monsters started to appear. This situation got so bad that it Reidan was eventually isolated from the kingdom around it, falling into a food shortage.


  “Large-scale support from the kingdom became impossible so the former lord of Reidan gave up. Hundreds of thousands of people were forced to leave their home.”


  But some people didn’t leave. It was due to the circumstances of each people. 40,000 people remained behind in Reidan.


  “They had to prioritize protecting the rivers and lakes that hadn’t been dried up yet. But with their strength, they couldn’t protect the rivers and lakes from monsters.”


  King Wiesbaden tried to help by searching for talent to rebuild the west. However, there was no one good except for Earl Ashur, and Earl Ashur couldn’t leave Patrian.


  “In the end, people were unable to get help from the kingdom and chose the empire. They asked the empire to be saved and the empire readily accepted. It was a chance to absorb part of the land of the Eternal Kingdom.”


  The empire dispatched the Black Knights. The Black Knights were the second strongest knights after the Red Knights. But it was impossible for them to completely get rid of all the monsters in the west.


  “At this point, the empire had to make a decision. In order to obtain the west, they would have to commit a large force. And that is a big burden from the position of the empire.” 


  Finally, the empire made a choice.


  “They will protect the Hebend River directly connected to Reidan from the monsters. In return, the people of Reiden will have to make an offering to the empire every year. They offered that deal.”


  “It is a reasonable proposal. The people of Reidan would’ve had to accept.”


  “That’s right. But the problem was that the amount of wealth the empire asked for grew every year.”


  Thanks to the protection of the empire, the people of Reidan were able to relieve the food shortage through farming. The economy was slowly revived, but so what? They became poor again after giving their wealth to the empire every year. Finally, there was a food crisis again.


  “In the end, the people of Reidan reached the point where they couldn’t listen to the demands of the empire anymore. The empire withdrew their forces and as a result, there were only 20,000 people left in Reidan. They were on the brink of starvation. This was the situation when we arrived.”


  Grid couldn’t believe it. “Why did the kingdom abandon Reidan? It might be impossible to get rid of the monsters in the west, but isn’t it possible to give them the minimum of supplies?”


  “There was no merit. They didn’t feel the value of helping the foolish people who won’t abandon a land that can’t be rebuilt.”


  It was cold but the right decision. At least, Grid thought so. “Yes, I understand the position of the kingdom. So in the end, aren’t the people of the kingdom the real issue at hand? Why would they insist on staying in Reidan, in spite the circumstances? Isn’t it a simple fix if they just leave?”


  “It is unfortunate… 10 years ago, the lord recruited troops to raid the vampire lair. Most of the people who didn’t leave Reidan are the families of the young men conscripted to the vampire raid.”


  “They don’t know when their sons or husbands will return so they remained in Reidan?”


  “That’s right. As you know, this world is different from modern society and the reunion of separated families is almost impossible…”


  10 years ago. The giant worms emerged soon after the vampire raid began. And Reidan fell in just five months. The vampire subjugation troops were scheduled to return in half a year, so the families of the soldiers had to wait until then.


  They waited one year, two years, three years, four years, etc, but the vampire subjugation team didn’t return. However, the family members kept staying in Reidan. The result was that 10 years passed. 40,000 people waited for the vampire subjugation team, but half of them gave up or starved to death.


  “They have been waiting 10 years for the vampire subjugation team’s return, despite the fact that the troops have probably been annihilated… Blood relationships are scary.”


  Grid thought that the people of Reiden were stupid, but he also felt compassion. It was because his family probably would’ve made the same choice if they were in the same position as the people of Reidan.


  “The conclusion is that the former lord is a stupid jerk? Why did he try to clear the vampire lairs?”


  “Until the giant worms appeared, the vampires were the only threat to Reidan. The vampire lairs are somewhere in the west and the vampires often used the people of Reidan as their food. The former lord made an unavoidable decision.”


  Vampire Duke Marie Rose. Grid recalled the vampire that he met in the past on the way to the pope and shuddered.


  “…Are the vampires still active these days?”


  “No. Vampires haven’t appeared since monsters emerged in the west. Considering the strength of the vampires, they wouldn’t have been wiped out by the monsters. So it is possible that they turned the monsters into their food source.”


  “That is lucky. Um… So? What should I do next?”


  Lauel answered instantly as if it were obvious, “We need to focus on clearing the fields.”


  “…”


  In the nine days of Grid’s absence, the Overgeared members defeated the monsters around Hebend River and connected the waterways to the fields. Now it was a beautiful sight because they worked hard with the people to clear the fields.


  “Labor is good. The sight of the people sweating while working is beautiful.” But Grid hated doing it. “I am the duke yet I have to work in the fields with the people? Isn’t this too much?”


  Lauel shrugged at Grid’s obvious dislike.


  “You don’t have to. You have a different workspace.”


  Lauel received Grid’s command and brought Khan to this place. As soon as they got here, he gave support staff to Khan to build a facility. That’s right, it was a smithy.


  “Please do your duties as a legendary blacksmith. There is a limit to the amount of farming equipment that can be produced by Khan alone. Please help him produce a large quantity of farming equipment.”


  “What?”


  A legendary blacksmith needed to make farmer’s tools?


  “Hey, what’s with that look you’re giving me?” Lauel scolded Grid. “We need your strength to revive Reidan, and you want to refuse? Don’t you feel any sense of responsibility as the Lord?”


  Grid acquiesced and no longer complained loudly,


  “…I was lacking in understanding.”


  ‘I became too arrogant after I became a duke.’


  Only farming equipment? A blacksmith couldn’t afford to have the word ‘only’ in their minds. Grid regained his pride as a blacksmith. In his mind, he threw away his futile bravado and rolled up his sleeves. Then he pulled out his blacksmith’s hammer and declared, “Believe in me.”


  “…”


  Lauel’s face twisted as he heard the ominous words. But he thought about it and became relieved.


  ‘In the first place, farming equipment with a rating other than normal doesn’t exist, so I don’t have to worry.’


  Combat class users had no idea about production and production items. They weren’t interested because there were few opportunities to use it. A hammer was just a hammer, a pickaxe was just a pickaxe, a hoe was just a hoe etc. Moreover, most of the production items distributed had a normal rating. 


  Blacksmiths aimed for mass production so it was less likely for a production class item to have a high-rating. But who was Grid? He always invested at least 20 hours, no matter what item he was making, and had already produced a legendary rated hammer and pickaxe.


  “Then I’m going. I’ll go to work.”


  He would produce the best farming equipment that could be used easily, even by those who were starving and had no strength! Grid pledged as he entered the city.


  Lauel shouted after him. “By the way Grid, who are these two people?”


  “Ah.” Grid was reminded of Piaro and Bland and told the two people. “This is what happened, so I’ll have to stay in the smithy for a while. In the meantime, you will be bored. Right? Shouldn’t you move your body to avoid being bored? Right?”


  “If I look around the city and train Bland some more, I won’t be bored.”


  Piaro gave his opinion. But Grid responded like he didn’t hear.


  “I will tell you how to relieve your boredom.”


  Grid’s finger pointed to the fields.


  Piaro and Bland were always in the best position because of their noble family and their natural talents, so they couldn’t grasp Grid’s intentions at first. They never imagined that there would be a person who assigned them to work in the fields.


  “Help me clear the fields. Please.”


  “W-What?”


  Bland was astonished. He was an elite of the kingdom with the best bloodline flowing through him! A cornerstone of the kingdom was made to do field work?


  No, he could understand since he was a hostage. But wasn’t Piaro a former captain of a troop of knights, and also one of the best swordsmen on the continent? Despite his great achievements, he was still forced to work in the fields?


  Bland thought that Grid was crazy. But what was this?


  “Physical training is good to increase the body’s stamina. Moreover, since I’ve never had experience working in the field, it is an opportunity to develop muscles I haven’t used very well or to experience new movements. I understand.”


  Piaro readily accepted? Great Swordsman. The one closest to becoming a sword saint positively evaluated the field work and started stretching, so Bland fell silent and also started loosening up his body.


  “Are you really working in the fields?”


  Grid was surprised. He hadn’t expected Piaro to accept his request.


  “Why so easily?”


  Piaro saw Grid’s confused face and said. “I have regained my motivation after being with you and Bland for the past nine days. I don’t want revenge to be my whole life. You will get revenge for me sooner or later, so I have to shake off the past and try to live in the future. I’m not a noble anymore, so it is a good idea to learn about the lives of the common people in advance.”


  “…Thank you.”


  Grid bowed respectfully to him not only to thank him for his help in the fields but also for his willingness to live.


  ‘A person like that was affected by me…’


  Grid had enough influence to change someone’s life. He realized this thanks to Piaro and thought deeply.


  ‘A lord is a person who rules over tens of thousands of people. He was also a guild master who led the Overgeared members. He should never forget. My thoughts and actions can change the fate of a large number of people.’


  Grid vowed to become more mature every time he experienced certain events. However, he couldn’t abandon his inherent nature and was prone to losing his prudence whenever he was in a hurry. So he thought that he should manage himself more thoroughly.


  He left Winston for the west. This was the moment that Grid’s heart once again grew in response to Piaro’s words.




  Chapter 218


  “Lauel, Piaro, and Bland will help in the fields while I am in the smithy. Thank them for their help.”


  “No, who are they?”


  Lauel wanted Grid to introduce the two men. But rather than introducing them, Grid spoke to the two men and asked them to work. Lauel thought it was absurd.


  “Then I’m going.”


  “Grid!”


  Lauel called again, but Grid didn’t look back and left. It was because it wouldn’t be fun to reveal Piaro’s identity immediately.


  ‘He will experience it directly. He will feel astonishment, admiration, and reverence. There are only a few name-grade NPCs in Satisfy.’


  Grid imagined Lauel and the Overgeared members’ reactions after grasping Piaro’s identity as a great swordsman. Piaro would teach the Overgeared members and they would become more powerful.


  ***


  ‘So insensitive.’


  Lauel faced Piaro and Bland after Grid left. He started awkwardly for a moment before observing the two people. He looked at the middle-aged Piaro standing next to Bland. Piaro was wearing dirty clothes that couldn’t even be used as rags, and a horrible stench came from him.


  ‘He was called Bland so he must be Earl Ashur’s son…’ Lauel easily understood Bland’s identity, but the problem was Piaro. ‘Who is this person? His physique is good but his condition is too bad.’


  Grid had mentioned that he was accompanied by someone when he took Earl Ashur’s son as a hostage. However, he didn’t say who it was.


  ‘Disappointing.’


  Lauel hoped that Grid would bring someone with enormous talent to help, but did he just bring a slave over?


  ‘He wasted nine days to bring someone like this here…’


  Lauel was deeply disappointed. He wanted to make Grid aware of his position. Then he smiled. Lauel didn’t let his inner emotions show as he as greeted the two people.


  “I am Lauel, Grid’s chief of staff. I’m proficient in handling people. Can I hear your introductions?”


  Lauel was active in the golem invasion and grew further on his way to the west, so he was now level 287.  He was first in the qigong master rankings, but he introduced himself as ‘proficient in handling people.’


  “I am Bland de Ian, the youngest son of Earl Ashur. I know a bit of magic and have some skill in the sword.”


  He had poor magic ability compared to his father. In addition, his swordsmanship was at a baby’s level compared to Grid and Piaro. Therefore, Bland introduced himself as a beginner despite having a high level.


  Piaro was even worse, “I am Piaro. I have nothing to introduce other than my name. I know how to use the sword, but I am still lacking.”


  He hadn’t achieved the level of a sword saint yet, and thus, Piaro introduced himself as an average swordsman.


  ‘There is a reason why Grid gave them field work: they just aren’t useful anywhere else.’


  Lauel had no expectations of Piaro and Bland’s fighting power.


  ‘Well, a beggar is better than a freeloader.’


  He wasn’t very inspired, but Lauel nodded and handed rakes to the two men.


  “Use this to get rid of foreign matter in the ground such as stones, then prepare the land for planting seeds.”


  Lauel was sure that they wouldn’t do the work properly. Bland was a noble and wouldn’t want to work hard in the fields, while the slave Piaro was probably just hoping for a meal.


  “Um, this is the farming equipment used by the common people.”


  “I never thought that I would hold a tool like this in my entire life.”


  “This is also an experience.”


  “I will keep that in mind.”


  Piaro and Bland talked amongst themselves, but Lauel showed no interest in their conversation. Lauel pointed to the vast land as they marvelled over the rakes.


  “Clear this piece of land by the end of the day. If you don’t know how to do it, please ask the people nearby. If you can’t do it, then take a break. I don’t intend to force you to work.”


  Most of the 20,551 people of Reiden were engaged in clearing the wilderness. It was safe to assume that all those with the physical strength, regardless of age and sex, were working. But the efficiency fell too much, due to the lack of farming equipment.


  Putting together the farming equipment owned by the people and the ones currently produced by Khan, there was only around 3,000 tools.  It meant that among the thousands of people working, only 3,000 were actually efficient. The rest of the people could only pick up the stones by hand.


  In this situation, Lauel wasn’t certain that he should give the tools to Bland and Piaro. He deliberately gave an absurd quota to Piaro and Bland. He wanted them to give up quickly so that the precious farming equipment wasn’t wasted.


  ‘I gave them 10 times more work than the others, so they will give up quickly.’


  Lauel left the two people and got to work. 


  “Dragon Claws.”


  Once Lauel used his skill, five sharp pillars rose from the ground before disappearing. Then around 50 pyeong of land was overturned at once (1 pyeong= around 32 square feet). Lauel scraped all the foreign matter that emerged from the ground with the rake, before laying down the ground again.


  “This is enough.”


  Lauel was pleased.  Clearing 50 pyeong in an instant. He immediately moved to another place and repeated the same thing. He was doing the job of hundreds alone. Bland watched him silently before exclaiming.


  “Magic can be applied to clear the land quickly. I should give it a try.”


  Bland was about to use magic when Piaro restrained him.


  “Why use magic for something that doesn’t need it? Do you want to miss this golden opportunity to do physical exercise?”


  Bland realized his mistake and said, “I was too short-sighted.”


  “Look over there.” Piaro pointed to the people working hard and sweating. “We must learn from them. New movements will be acquired and this will nourish your swordsmanship.


  “Yes.”


  Piaro and Bland started to observe the common people. They thoroughly grasped how to clear the ground. After a while.


  “How about it? Isn’t this training?”


  “That’s right. It places a severe burden on the waist, shoulders and knees. This was the first time my body has been so overworked.”


  This wasn’t exercise but labor. It was new for Piaro and Bland, who were nobles. They repeatedly moved their rakes with their disciplined bodies. It was an incredibly fast speed. Both of them had good physical skills and picked up the tricks from the ordinary people, so they finished Lauel’s ridiculous quota in just one and a half hours.


  “Lauel.”


  ‘They are finally here.’


  Lauel had been working hard using his skill and rake, so he was satisfied when he heard Piaro’s voice,


  “Was it tough? You must’ve suffered a lot. Then, go rest. Oh, please return the rakes as well.”


  Piaro spoke to Lauel who didn’t look back at him,


  “Why should we rest? I am here to report that we have finished our work. Is there anything more we can do?”


  “…Huh?”


  Lauel doubted his ears and turned towards Piaro. Piaro was now completely covered in dirt. It was proof that he had been working hard. But clearing a 500 pyeong sized land in just two hours?


  Lauel couldn’t believe it as he asked,


  “If you don’t mind, can I go and check it myself?”


  “Yes.”


  Piaro wasn’t offended. It was natural since this was the first time he did it.


  “Heok.”


  The usually calm Lauel let out a cry of surprise. The 500 pyeong sized land that he entrusted to both Piaro and Bland really had been cleared.


  ‘What type of magic was used?’


  Lauel couldn’t close his mouth and Piaro prompted him, “Then, please give us the next task.”


  “Ah, yes…”


  There was a lot of wilderness that needed to be cleared. Lauel entrusted Piaro and Bland with another piece of land that was 500 pyeong. Then he watched both of them.


  Buzz buzz.


  The other Overgeared members quickly gathered in Lauel’s vicinity, all interested in the turmoil. They folded their arms and watched Bland and Piaro. The person who started work first was Bland.


  “Ohh.”


  “Isn’t he quite good?”


  The Overgeared members let out sounds of admiration. Bland cleared the field 10 times faster than an average person, a speed comparable to when the Overgeared members used their skills. The Overgeared members were able to predict that Bland’s strength and stamina were comparable to theirs.


  Then what about the other person? The Overgeared members focused on Piaro, who belatedly started after sufficient stretching. Then they were shocked.


  “W-What?”


  “A professional farmer…!”


  The speed at which Piaro cleared the field was 10 times faster than Bland. It wasn’t just a matter of good stamina. He had a perfect grasp of how to use the rake to overturn the ground more effectively. His exquisite movements made the rake move through the ground like it was water. It was a godly skill that allowed all the foreign substances in the ground to be piled up in a corner.


  “Hah…! Grid brought someone huge!”


  “Yes. He brought a master of farming. With those skills, he is almost like a legendary farmer. We can’t be fooled by his appearance…”


  “But how did Grid know that we needed a farmer for Reidan?”


  “This Huroi! I am impressed with My Lord’s foresight!”


  At that moment.


  “Hmm?”


  Piaro’s transcendent senses detected the flow of water deep in the earth. He asked Lauel, “Does this place not have enough water connected to it right now?”


  “That’s right. We plan to connect more channels in the future.”


  “I’ll take care of it.”


  “…?”


  No matter how clever Lauel was, he couldn’t immediately understand Piaro’s remark. Lauel and the Overgeared members were feeling puzzled as Piaro pushed his rake deep into the ground.  Suddenly, the earth started to shake as an intangible wave of energy was released.


  “An earthquake all of a sudden…!”


  Lauel and the Overgeared members thought that a giant worm might pop up, while the residents were confused.


  At that moment.


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  A sound echoed out from where Piaro was standing before a pillar of water exploded upwards, seemingly piercing the sky.


  “Wahhhh!”


  The people cheered at the unbelievable sight while Lauel and the Overgeared members were shocked. There was the gurgle of water as Piaro wiped the water and dirt off his face before saying,


  “This is a good plot of land.”


  “…”


  Piaro was clever and talented, so he was the best at whatever he did. It was the moment when the great swordsman became known as a legendary farmer and legendary feng shui person. On this day, there was a festive atmosphere in Reidan. A precious source of water had been found in the land that had been turned into a wilderness, so the people laughed, cried, and wept.


  At the same time.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  “How sad, I can’t even rest and have to work immediately after being overworked in a week-long monster hunt…” 


  Grid, Duke of the Eternal Kingdom and Lord of Reidan, was fiercely hammering in front of the roaring blast furnace. His rank was the highest, but he was also the busiest.


  This was normal.




  Chapter 219


  “Khan!”


  Three hours before Piaro was misunderstood as a legendary farmer and feng shui expert.


  Grid came to the smithy where Khan was working alone.


  “Ohh! You came!”


  “I missed you!”


  “I haven’t been able to eat, because I wanted to see you!”


  “Eh? Should I have missed meals as well?”


  “Hahaha!”


  Grid and Khan hugged as they reunited after a long time. It was a friendship that transcended identity and age, so they welcomed each other enthusiastically.


  “I was worried that you wouldn’t be able to adapt to the warm weather of the west, but you seem fine. Rather, you look healthier.”


  Khan was in the latter half of his 60’s. He had passed the average life expectancy of the people of the Eternal Kingdom, so it was safe to say that he was at the end of his life. But after returning to being a blacksmith thanks to Grid, Khan worked all day and looked like he was in his 40’s or 50’s.


  “You don’t have to worry. I have been working with fire all my life, so how can I be threatened by this heat?”


  “You’re a great inspiration.”


  Grid smiled. However, he knew that the lifespan of an NPC was finite so he couldn’t suppress the uneasiness in his life.


  ‘Please live for a long time.’


  The first friend in his life, Khan. Grid wouldn’t be able to bear the sadness that would come when he needed to say farewell to the person who opened up his heart. Khan noticed the sad emotions in Grid’s smile and became slightly teary.


  ‘He reminds me of my son.’


  His late son. If he hadn’t become sick and died early, he would’ve been Duke Grid’s age right now.


  ‘Originally, my son should be the one worrying about me…’


  He wanted to see his son. But he could appease that longing with Duke Grid beside him. Khan was thankful for Duke Grid filling his vacancy. Khan swallowed back his tears and bowed his head.


  “Thank you.”


  “Huh? What?”


  Grid didn’t understand the intentions behind Khan’s sudden action. Khan smiled at his puzzled expression.


  “Didn’t you come here to help me? So I wanted to thank you! Hahaha!”


  “What…? This is originally my work.” Grid brought Khan to Reidan so that Khan wouldn’t be lonely, not for the manpower. “But the situation of the city is a little inconvenient right now, so I am grateful for your help. Let’s work together to solve the problem.”


  Grid took off the Holy Light set and changed into old clothing. The dirty novice clothing was what Grid wore when he worked as a blacksmith. The efficiency increased because it was easy to move in the clothing. The only downside was that Grid looked like a complete beggar when he wore it.


  “Ohh! You can’t hide your dignity with these shabby clothes!”


  Grid’s current dignity and charm stats were comparable to the king of a kingdom, so he was always brimming with elegance.


  Grid swept away his hair and revealed his great forehead. He tied a cloth around his head so that his hair wouldn’t flow down, and looked around the smithy.


  ‘It is unbelievably large.’


  A general smithy only had one or two small or medium sized furnaces installed. Usually only three to five people could work at the same time in a smithy.


  However, the Overgeared members looked at the future and invested in Reidan’s smithy, giving it a total of eight large furnaces. The sight of eight large furnaces lined up in a row was impressive.


  ‘Isn’t this at the level of a factory? Dozens of blacksmiths can work at the same time and produce a large quantity of items.’


  But that was a story for later, when they had many blacksmiths. Currently, there was only Grid and Khan, so the big size of the smithy couldn’t be taken advantage of.


  ‘I should look into inviting blacksmith users.’


  Grid looked at the smithy before deciding to start working. However, he didn’t have the method to make a rake.


  ‘I don’t know how to make any farming equipment.’


  It was because he never needed to make farming equipment before. But that wasn’t a problem. Grid had the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill. Grid held one of the rakes made by Khan and used appraisal.


  [Sturdy Rake]


  Rating: Normal


  Durability: 20/20   Attack Power: 3~7


  A farming equipment suitable for digging at the ground.


  It is made by Blacksmith Khan who can represent a region, so it is a rake with excellent durability.


  Weight: 60


  [A hidden function doesn’t exist.]


  [You have grasped the materials that make up Sturdy Rake, the production method, and the intentions of its creator.]


  [Your understanding of the Sturdy Rake is now at 100%. You will be able to use the Sturdy Rake perfectly.]


  [You have learned how to make a rake.]


  The rake production method was added. Grid was satisfied and started work.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  He bent the structure at the end to resemble a trident. It was a simple structure, so Khan was able to produce one rake in just 20 minutes. Yet Grid was different. Just like when raiding boss monsters, Grid was extremely focused as he devoted himself to making one rake.


  He carefully shaped the ends like he was making a sword, then he combined it with the handle part. Grid had over 2,000 dexterity, so his hands delicately handled the rake like he was touching Irene’s pale body.


  Two hours later.


  “Ah, I should take a rest.”


  Age didn’t lie. The weary Khan stopped working. On the other hand, Grid had superhuman stamina and wasn’t exhausted. Khan looked closely at his work and was shocked.


  “No, what are you doing right now?”


  “Huh? What’s the problem?”


  Grid looked like he didn’t understand, so Khan asked.


  “Why are you spending two hours making a rake? I’ve already finished six rakes in two hours… Isn’t this a waste of time?”


  “Hrmm.” Grid identified the six rakes made by Khan. Of course, they were all normal rated. The degree of completion wasn’t satisfactory, considering Khan’s skill. “Khan.”


  Grid stared straight at Khan. Khan flinched at the sight. Grid’s eyes were as deep as the ocean, like a wise man. It was quite different from the usual Grid.


  ‘Grid can also look like this…!’


  Then Grid asked the astounded Khan. “Shouldn’t you always do your best when making equipment? So why are you roughly making the farming equipment?”


  “That… Produce as much as possible. Lauel said to mass produce as much farming equipment as possible so that he could put more manpower into the rehabilitation project.”


  “Mass production? Even lowly blacksmiths can do something like that.”


  Grid emanated a huge pressure. Right now, he wasn’t a greedy young man or Khan’s valued friend. There was no doubt that he was a legendary blacksmith, Pagma’s Descendant.


  “Your role isn’t to produce average farming equipment for ordinary farmers.” 


  “Then what is my role?”


  Grid replied firmly to Khan’s question. “It’s to make the best farming equipment that will help ordinary farmers become the best.  That is your mission as an advanced blacksmith. Please don’t forget your pride as an advanced blacksmith, no matter the situation.”


  “Ah…!”


  Khan had worked with Grid for a long time and accumulated experience. Thanks to the skill Blacksmith’s Affection, his blacksmithing skill reached advanced level 7. He was one of the best blacksmiths that currently existed, and he realized the truth of Grid’s words.


  “You’re absolutely right!”


  Khan was highly motivated. Grid handed the rake that he’d just completed to Khan.


  “Look at what I created.”


  “Truly brilliant…!”


  [Ideal Rake]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 50/50   Attack Power: 25~31


  * Stamina +7.


  * Dexterity +12.


  * It will slightly improve the quality of the soil.


  A farming equipment suitable for digging at the ground.


  An item made by the blacksmith ‘G’ who has a reputation close to a legend. Despite the use of bad quality iron and wood as the material, its function is outstanding. 


  The three delicate prongs will make the soil finer, improving soil quality. 


  Weight: 51


  ‘The one rake that Grid made in two hours is much more valuable than the six rakes that I made!’


  He also wanted to make a good rake. Khan pledged before standing in front of the furnace again.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  “Don’t overdo it.”


  Grid was concerned about Khan’s health, but the highly concentrated Khan could no longer hear his voice. 


  ‘Yes, this is like him.’


  Grid smiled warmly before starting to make his second rake.


  Two hours later.


  Grid and Khan both completed a rare rated rake. But once again, two hours later…


  “Yes! It can’t be compared to your work, but I have also produced a satisfactory rake!”


  Khan succeeded in making an epic rated rake. The performance was less than Grid’s, but it was clearly an excellent rake. Indeed, this was the dignity of an Advanced Blacksmith level 7. Then what about Grid?


  “Damn…”


  It was a normal rating. Grid was embarrassed. He didn’t know that a normal rating would emerge when he was making such a simple item.


  “Are you trying to deceive me with a rake?”


  Grid’s pride as a legendary blacksmith was once again wounded. Once again, two hours later. Grid and Khan both completed a rare rated rake.


  “Not bad.”


  Khan was happy. But Grid was boiling with anger.


  “Ugh, dammit…!”


  A legendary blacksmith was having such a hard time making farming equipment?  This wasn’t normal.


  “Are you tricking me again? These damn scum!”


  Grid yelled at the operators who were watching from somewhere. Then Khan sent him a pitiful look.


  “It has been a long time since I’ve seen this…”


  It was a frequent phenomenon when they worked together. Khan left Grid shouting alone and started making a new rake.


  “Grid!”


  Now it was time for dinner. Lauel finished today’s work and ran to the smithy.


  “Let’s go eat. Then we need to consult with the guild about the estate management plans… Eh?”


  Lauel’s expressions twisted. He wondered how much Grid and Khan would’ve made in half a day, but there was less than 20 tools.


  “Surely you weren’t playing around?”


  Lauel expected a legendary blacksmith to work like a machine. He was feeling disappointed when Grid threw him a rake.


  “I wasn’t playing around. Look at this.”


  “…?”


  Why did he need to look at the details of a rake? Lauel felt doubts and examined the rake.


  “Heok.”


  Lauel was beyond shocked.


  [Perfect Rake]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 71/71   Attack Power: 49~61


  * Stamina +15


  * Dexterity +28


  * Greatly improves the soil quality.


  A farming equipment suitable for digging at the ground.


  An item made by the blacksmith ‘G’ who has a reputation close to a legend. Despite the use of bad quality iron and wood as the material, its function is outstanding. 


  The three delicate prongs will make the soil finer, improving soil quality.  The three prongs are bent at the ideal angle to work the soil. Even a child can use this rake to turn a wasteland into an excellent garden.


  Weight: 45


  The rake was a tool that helped adult males clear a 1,000 pyeong size land in one day. However, the people of Reidan were starving for a long time and their physical condition wasn’t good, so each person could only clear 100 pyeong a day.


  ‘The people of Reidan will be able to do more than that if they have this rake. The soil improvement means that the land will give a good harvest.’


  This game was truly about items. Grid was the truth. Lauel once again thought that it was a good idea to follow Grid. He didn’t doubt that one day, the people of Reidan would be armed with the power of items.


  Then he suddenly got an ominous feeling.


  ‘Don’t tell me that when he becomes a king…’


  Surely he wouldn’t name it Overgeared Kingdom? Lauel made a tearful face.




  Chapter 220


  The central spire of Reidan Castle was a huge 11 stories. It was nearly twice as high as the spire of the lord’s castle in common cities.


  “Is the height of the central spire important?”


  “In a sense, it symbolizes the power of the lord. The greater the prestige and power of the lord, the higher the height of the spires.”


  “In other words, the former lord of Reidan enjoyed the same authority as the king.”


  “That is the correct interpretation.”


  In fact, the size of Reidan Castle was comparable to the king’s palace.


  “The castle has a total of 127 rooms. In addition, there are six other outbuildings. There are five gardens, three parade grounds, and a barracks that can accommodate 8,000 troops.”


  There were no small decorations or basic furniture left. It was left untouched for a long time, so there were many rusty places and it was desolate. But the form itself was completely preserved, so Grid was amazed. 


  “It’s surprising. I thought the castle would be completely ruined like the city.”


  “The people of Reidan sacrificed themselves to protect it.”


  The days when the empire defended the Hebend River. The people of Reidan had to give a certain amount as tribute to the empire, and it came to the point where they had to dismantle the city’s buildings. However, they couldn’t touch the castle, which was the symbol of Reiden, and their last remaining pride. As a result, the entire scenery around Reidan Castle was a ruin.


  Grid was deeply impressed by Lauel’s explanation.


  ‘The people of Reidan might be dying of starvation, but they protected their pride…’


  Grid was a selfish person, but at least he had patriotism. It was the result of the forceful education during military service. Thanks to that, he was able to understand the hearts of the Reidan people without laughing at them.


  ‘The people really love the place where they grew up.’ Grid had a positive observation. 


  “It will be a big help to me to save the people of Reidan. Then the people of Reidan will be loyal and follow any orders. Isn’t that right? Lauel.”


  Lauel was impressed. “I can’t believe you thought that deeply.”


  Anyone could think about it. But he thought that Grid couldn’t.


  Grid spoke to the astonished Lauel. “Don’t exploit the people or give unreasonable commands.”


  “…Yes?”


  Lauel was shocked.  He was more surprised than when he observed the unique rated rake several hours ago.


  ‘What’s wrong?’


  Wasn’t Grid the type of person to use others for his own sake? It was unbelievable to Lauel that he would make such a statement about the people. He was at a loss when Grid whispered to him.


  “I am the lord of the people, so I can’t act childish. Just do it properly.” 


  The people were the cash flow. Grid still thought so. He wanted to do the minimum amount to protect them. This was the least he could do for the people who sacrificed themselves to protect the symbol of the lord.


  “In the first place, people must live here. Isn’t that right?”


  Grid was the lord of Reidan and leader of the Overgeared Guild, so he decided to act in a manner that wouldn’t shame them. Now he was trying to act according to that determination. Lauel smiled with satisfaction at Grid’s growth.


  “I will keep it in mind.”


  “I know.”


  Grid went ahead. After a few hours, he grasped the structure of the castle. 


  “It’s really big. This great castle is mine?”


  “It isn’t just this castle. You’re the master of everything in Reidan. In addition, you’re eligible to get your hands on something greater. The spires of Reidan will become higher than the royal palace.” Huroi remarked as he appeared.


  Grid smiled. “Welcome Huroi. Your words always make me feel better. Thank you.”


  Thank you? Huroi was baffled. The original Grid wasn’t someone who would express appreciation for anything.


  ‘Reciprocating the goodwill of others…’


  The selfish Grid was starting to fill up his lacking spots. It was gratifying. He noticed things that weren’t pointed out.


  ‘He grows every time I see him.’


  Huroi and Lauel were impressed.


  Thump thump.


  Grid moved to the great hall that could accommodate around 500 people. Apart from the old throne, it was just a room full of dust. However, Grid didn’t doubt that this would soon shine a brilliant gold. He sat on the throne and quietly closed his eyes.


  “Now it feels real.”


  He was a duke of the Eternal Kingdom. Next to the king, he had the highest status and held the greatest power in his hand. He represented Huroi, Lauel, Jishuka and the other Overgeared members.


  But.


  ‘Am I qualified?’


  Many memories went through Grid’s mind. At a young age, he learned to be anxious around others. As an adolescent, he had many limitations. In his 20’s, he experienced a lot of frustration. Hardships came to mind.


  His memories before Satisfy were the worst. But everything changed after he started Satisfy and became Pagma’s Descendant. He used the abilities he obtained to overcome his limitations, as well as the trials that he received.


  ‘Is this purely the result of good luck?’


  Grid wondered. After a long moment of thinking, he came up with an answer.


  ‘No.’


  There was a lot of luck, but in the end, it was his own strength and efforts that led to this result. It was unclear if the Northern End Cave even existed, but he had found it after several months of exploration.


  ‘I am qualified. I was able to climb up to this point because I’m qualified.’


  Sururuk.


  Grid was filled with joyful emotions and slowly opened his eyes. Was this the influence of his higher charm stat? Or was it the effect of the true pride that he realized at this moment? Grid’s eyes were deeper than ever, like the sea.


  “Huroi, Lauel.”


  “Yes.”


  Grid called out and Huroi bowed with a sincere heart. Lauel followed as well. The two of them prostrated before him. It was a common action. Grid didn’t feel awkward because of their exaggerated behavior.


  “Both of you said that I’m destined to be the best. Was that false or exaggerated?”


  Huroi and Lauel responded in unshakable voices.


  “My Lord is already the best.”


  “You are the only person I acknowledge. So you are a qualified person.”


  They were sincere. Grid’s power, stats and abilities were among the top out of the two billion users in Satisfy. The only flaw was that he was lacing financial power, but he could overcome it if Reidan developed.


  Defects in personality and intelligence? Grid was developing, so that wasn’t a problem.


  “…Yes, I will believe you and take pride in myself.”


  At this moment, Grid developed some self-pride. This was pure pride, not arrogance or egotism.


  “Sigh…”


  He let out a deep exhale. The victim mentality and inferiority complex was deeply rooted because of his experiences in the past. He hadn’t fully shed it yet, but this was the moment his heart cleared. His jealousy towards others disappeared.  His heart was light. His head became clear and his vision widened.


  “This feels much better.”


  Grid said with a bright smile.


  Now he was reaching the end of his steady internal growth process.


  ***


  Reidan was a very large city that could accommodate 430,000 people, but it was currently impossible to increase the population. It was because Reidan didn’t have any charms to attract people from other parts of the world to it.


  Lauel believed that they should make good use of the 20,551 people currently living in Reidan.


  “We have addressed the food shortage. The pace of the farmland clearing has increased exponentially thanks to the discovery of water by Piaro, the legendary farmer and feng shui expert. It’s easy to spread drinking water.”


  ‘Legendary farmer? Feng shui expert?’


  Grid and the Overgeared members were in the meeting room. How did Piaro become a legendary farmer and feng shui expert? Grid questioned this while Lauel laid out policies for the future. 


  Developing agriculture would encourage the birth of the people, promote consumption and attract external resources. In addition, there was a plan to grow the smithy on a large scale, centering on Grid and Khan. This would build up a foothold to become a commercial city.


  “At this time, the role of the Overgeared members is to subjugate the monsters. We need to reduce the power of the monsters occupying the west. In particular, the ultimate goal is to destroy all the giant worms.”


  As with most online games, Satisfy’s monsters respawned after a certain period of time from their deaths. But monsters that caused certain episodes, such as the giant worms, were in the special category.


  “There is probably the home of the giant worms somewhere underground. If we find and destroy it, I’m sure that the giant worms will no longer respawn.”


  The giant worms had to be destroyed. Then the west could develop and the episode would move to the next stage. Lauel’s words stirred the enthusiasm of the Overgeared members.


  “Levels are guaranteed.”


  “Yes. The monsters in the west give a lot of experience.”


  “In return, they are too strong.”


  “We have the power of our items. Have you forgotten? We fortunately have Grid.”


  “Lauel, are there no longer any villages or cities in the west where people live? If it’s possible to find a place where people are still living, can’t we bring them to Reidan to increase the population?”


  This was the opinion of Toban, the former chief of staff of the Tzedakah Guild. The Overgeared members responded positively to his words, but Lauel expressed concern.


  “For the time being, I don’t plan to search for other villages or cities. We should ignore the cities and villages found in the middle of the desert. There is likely to be a vampire lair.”


  Vampires had a minimum level of 250. However, this was the case of the young vampires. Vampires who lived for over 300 years were likely to have levels over 400. The possibility of being wiped out was high if they stepped into a vampire lair, so Lauel wanted to avoid such a situation.


  Grid rose from his seat.


  “I’ll go now. There’s a mountain of work piled up in the smithy.”


  Grid’s word was far from being a lord. In fact, Lauel was taking the role of the lord while Grid acted like a blacksmith. At first glance, the situations should be reversed, but this was actually right.


  Grid wasn’t smart enough to lead a big city. It was Grid himself who appointed Lauel to this role.


  After that.


  The Overgeared members were able to level up and secure resources by hunting the monsters. The desertification of Reidan meant that timber was lacking, so securing timber was the first priority.


  Piaro and Bland immersed themselves in farming with the people, while Jude was tasked with training the strong people who Grid discovered through the Great Lord’s Sword.


  “Jump. Roll. Gear up. Spear…? Stab and swing your spear.”


  Jude’s reckless training caused many soldiers to leave. However, a handful endured and were gradually reborn into elite soldiers. Unfortunately, their Weapons Mastery skill didn’t grow, but the speed of their strength and stamina rise was abnormally fast.


  “Anyway, my soldiers don’t need a high Weapons Mastery skill.”


  Grid made weapons with low usage conditions and high attack power and spread them to the soldiers. Even the farm equipment was powerful, so the soldiers armed with his items were different from other soldiers in the region. 


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid worked in the smithy around the clock. He was now working on construction tools instead of farming tools. Agriculture was stable now, so they were focusing on constructing facilities with the resources secured by the Overgeared members.


  ‘I feel like I’m dying, but my persistence and dexterity stats are rapidly growing.’


  Grid wasn’t bored. Obtaining a different outcome every time from his production work was a different type of fun from hunting and boss raids. In any case, he was a blacksmith and needed to do it for the rest of his life.


  ‘Irene will like it.’


  His dexterity stat kept rising, so he would be able to make Irene even happier. Grid laughed while thinking about it.


  On the other hand, Khan was busy nurturing young blacksmiths.


  “Hey! That forging quality isn’t great! Hey! If you put the firewood in now, your control of the fire will fall!”


  Khan’s voice seemed to become more vigorous as the days passed. Khan’s passion made Grid smile.


  Then after a while.


  “It’s been a long time.”


  Rabbit finally arrived.
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  Rabbit was from a rural part of the country, but his genius and talent caused him to rise to the top of the Mero Company. In the past, he was the first to recognize that the level 21 Grid had a huge talent and suggested a partnership.


  “This commoner, Rabbit, greets the great hero, Duke Grid.”


  Rabbit hadn’t changed since the first day they met. He wore thin-rimmed glasses and gave off the impression of a cultured gentleman. There were no signs of greed in his eyes, but he looked more like a saint than a merchant.


  But what was the truth?  Unlike his appearance, Rabbit was as greedy as Grid. That’s how he was able to succeed as a merchant.


  ‘A true charlatan gives a sense of confidence to the other person.’


  Grid grinned with satisfaction and greeted Rabbit. “You must’ve had a hard time. Isn’t it nice to see people after being stuck in prison for a long time?”


  “Thanks to the people of Winston treating me as a hero, Marquis Steim gave me many conveniences.”


  “That’s good. I’m relieved to see that you’re healthy. It’s nice to meet you again.”


  “…”


  Rabbit’s insight detected the changes in Grid. His gestures, expressions, speech, etc. From head to toe, everything about the current Grid was completely different from the Grid of the past. It wasn’t a simple change, so Rabbit felt a thrill.


  “I underestimated you.”


  The future that Rabbit saw for Grid was the best blacksmith and the richest person. But the current Grid was…


  “You are pursuing the path of rising to the top, where everyone will look up at you.”


  It was heartfelt appreciation. The Grid from a while ago would’ve overreacted. But now Grid combined reality and humility.


  “It’s a challenge. I’m lacking a lot, so I need your help. Will you serve me?”


  Rabbit bowed. Then he answered formally, showing his loyalty with honest words.


  “Duke Grid, I don’t doubt that you are the one who will make me the richest man on the continent. So I’m willing to follow you.”


  Grid also responded honestly. “Not the richest person on the continent. I will be the richest person.”


  “Haha, then I will just dream of being rich.”


  “So be it.”


  Grid smiled as he pulled out the Great Lord’s Sword and laid it on Rabbit’s shoulder. It wasn’t a problem that this was a smithy instead of a palace. Rather, it was more meaningful because a smithy was the place where Grid’s identity was established.


  “From this moment on, you will be a viscount of the Eternal Kingdom. But you need only be loyal to me.”


  When Marquis Steim was still an earl, he had appointed Grid as a viscount, despite Grid being a commoner. As a duke, Grid also had the authority to arbitrarily give someone a title. But he had no plans to abuse Rabbit, as he planned to give Rabbit a monthly salary that suited his title.


  He could sell titles to users, but Lauel had dissuaded him from doing this.


  “Both I and my descendants will be faithful only to My Lord.”


  A notification window popped up the moment Rabbit made the oath.


  [You have used your authority as a duke to appoint ‘Rabbit’ as a viscount.]


  [You have an obligation to give Rabbit a monthly salary of 500 gold every month. Rabbit’s loyalty will fall if you don’t pay this salary.]


  Delight appeared on Grid’s face.


  ‘As I expected, he’s a named NPC.’


  Name: Rabbit


  Age: 37  Gender: Male


  Occupation: Merchant/ Viscount of the Eternal Kingdom


  Title: Wealthy Merchant


  * The best merchant of this era. He has the ability to create demand even for simple stones.


  Level: 307


  Strength: 49    Stamina: 380


  Agility: 150    Intelligence: 2,241


  Political Power: 1,505   Insight: 1,533


  Leadership: 512   Charm: 210


  Skills: Composure (A+), Detection (A+), Administration (S), Business Acumen (S+), Wisdom of a Great Merchant (SS).


  Born in Winston, in the northern part of the kingdom. He was born a commoner, but he devoted himself to his studies. After proving that he had talent, he received a sponsorship to the Central Academy and graduated as the best student.


  He served as a royal administrator, but received unfair treatment due to his commoner status. Therefore, he became a merchant and made the best achievements.


  Due to his poor childhood, he has a tendency to cling to money.


  [Composure (A+)]


  No matter what situation he faces, he won’t lose his composure. It’s rare for him to make mistakes because his brain is active at all times.


  [Detection (A+)]


  Can see the essence of humans and objects. He can easily communicate with anyone and always gets the best results.


  [Administration (S)]


  If he belongs to a certain power, the ability to manage the affairs is excellent. It is at a level that can develop a small village into a city.


  [Business Acumen (S+)]


  The trading ability has reached the highest level. Even a piece of garbage can be made into a product.


  [Wisdom of a Great Merchant (SS)]


  The experience and know how of someone who made a large company.


  ‘S-grade Administration…’


  The speed of development of a city was proportional to the grade of the administrator. The role of an administrator was very important, but it wasn’t an easy task to find one with a high rating. Winston was the second largest city in the north, and even Administrator Valdi only had a B-grade. Then how fast would a place grow with a S-grade administrator? He didn’t dare imagine it. 


  ‘His ability as a merchant is S+ and SS…’


  Rabbit even had the ability to make goods out of rubbish. Based on the description, it was a complete scam. Grid was confused.


  ‘How should I handle him?’


  Should Rabbit serve as an administrator, or work as a merchant? Rabbit spoke while he couldn’t make a decision.


  “Before I came to see you, I looked over Reidan. It’s good that you are clearing the fields and connecting waterways, but I feel like it’s too much.”


  “Too much?”


  “Doesn’t Reidan only have a population of 20,000? If the number of fields are reduced by a third, it will be enough to feed the people.”


  Grid explained the situation. “Once the clearing of the fields is done, we plan to expand farming and build this up as an agricultural city. This will be the basis to become a commercial city.”


  “It’s the wrong choice. Due to the hot climate of Reidan, only a limited number of crops can be grown. Reidan isn’t suitable as an agricultural city.”


  “There are no problems with the species restrictions. In the first place, we were planning to concentrate and export the crops that can be harvested quickly.”


  Lauel entered the smithy at this time and rebutted. He had an upset expression on his face and Rabbit responded appropriately.


  “Crops that can be harvested quickly aren’t competitive. They are easy to get anywhere.”


  Lauel glared at him.


  “We can overcome it by selling a lot at a cheap price. Currently, the only advantage of Reidan is the spacious land. Using the land is the only way to build up funds, so the reality is that Reidan can only be an agricultural city. No, first, who are you?”


  Grid introduced him. “This is Rabbit. He was once the number two of the Mero Company, the largest in the north.”


  Lauel was angry. He was only the number two of a northern company, yet he dared try to decide the city’s policies.


  Grid handed him the Great Lord’s Sword.


  “What is this?”


  Grid explained to the bewildered Lauel. “Wear it and examine Rabbit yourself.”


  “What are you trying…”


  Lauel was annoyed that Grid would listen to the opinion of a merchant over him. He grumbled as he wore the Great Lord’s Sword and observed Rabbit.


  “Heok.”


  These days, Lauel was often surprised.


  Grid persuaded Lauel as he checked Rabbit’s stats and skills. “I’m not discrediting your abilities, but why don’t you try and listen to Rabbit’s thoughts? Who knows? It might help you as well.”


  “…”


  ***


  “I will entrust the overall management of the territory to Rabbit. I will work in the fields.”


  Lauel decided. He recognized that Rabbit’s administrative ability was superior to his.


  Grid questioned him. “Can’t you also show great abilities as an administrator? Isn’t it better to have Rabbit create a business company, since it will make more use of his talents?”


  “Even though I have business ability, I don’t have the ‘Administration’ skill.”


  In the end, Satisfy was a game. The importance of skills was higher than practical abilities. Administrators greatly increased the pace of domestic development because they had the Administration skill.


  “In addition, diplomacy is included in the work of an administrator. Rabbit’s talent as a merchant will manifest itself in the form of diplomacy.


  Lauel’s guess was correct.


  After being appointed as the administrator, Rabbit reduced the scale of agriculture and invested in alchemy as well as facilities to amplify the value of blacksmiths, including Grid and Khan. At the same time, he exerted his talent as a merchant by talking diplomatically with ‘Baron Butin of the Saharan Empire.’


  ***


  “The alchemists say that the sand of the desert has no value in alchemy.”


  Currently, Reidan’s only available resource was sand. Sand was the basic material required for construction, but that was the role of sea sand. Unlike the sand at the sea, the desert sand was so fine that there was no place to use it.


  Modern society could utilize the desert sand due to advanced technology, but Satisfy’s background was a medieval fantasy, so its technology was inferior to modern times. Rabbit tried to use the sand in magic and alchemy, but he couldn’t achieve satisfactory results.


  Then one day.


  “Let’s export the sand to Baron Butin.”


  Rabbit came to Lauel and spoke nonsense. Lauel was perplexed. “Why should we export desert sand to Baron Butin?”


  The desert was all over the west. There was an excess of sand so there was no point in exporting it. It was realistically impossible. Rabbit smiled at Lauel’s disapproval and explained.


  “I will make it so that the baron has to import it.” Rabbit noted that Baron Butin owned one of the empire’s resorts where many wealthy people and nobles visited. “The people of Reidan have lived in this hot and desolate place for 10 years. I will advertise it like this. The sand of Reidan remedy of longevity that will improve human health.”


  “…Huh?”


  Lauel was stunned by the absurd words.


  Rabbit continued. “It’s a luxury product made with magic, and those who don’t have it will covet it. I will set the price higher so that the image of a luxury product will be firmly established. The longevity remedy won’t be credible if it’s cheap.”


  “No, what type of sophistry…?”


  Lauel wondered if Rabbit was sane. But Rabbit didn’t care and kept talking.


  “I will use Khan as my advertising model. He’s older than 60, so if we put him front and center, the trust of the customers will increase and the reputation of the longevity remedy will rise.” 


  Rabbit referred to the sands of Reidan as a ‘longevity remedy.’ Lauel was convinced that Rabbit was crazy. Rabbit had high stats and great skills as a named NPC, but he had a clear flaw in his personality.


  But what was the truth?


  “It’s selling well.”


  The sands of Reidan were called the ‘Longevity Remedy’ and started to be imported at the mad price of 3 gold per 10 grams.


  Once the nobles and wealthy people who visited the Butin Barony heard about the reason why the sand of Reidan was called the Longevity Remedy, they couldn’t resist buying out of curiosity.


  “This might cause a serious problem in the future…”


  Lauel was concerned, but Rabbit reassured him.


  “3 gold is huge for a commoner, but this is trivial for the rich.”


  Even if they knew it was a scam, they could just laugh it off. They didn’t have to get angry over that level of money. In the first place, there was no reason to call it a scam. How could people know their exact lifespan?  There was no way to prove that the lifespan of a person was increased or not increased by the Longevity Remedy, so there was no reason to call it a scam.


  “The one thing I regret is that there aren’t more people visiting the Butin Barony. For the moment, the profit from selling this will stay at around 800 gold per month. But if the rumors of the goods become widespread in the future, things will change again.”


  “…This is a good idea.”


  800 gold a month. It was a ridiculously small sum for a big city. But the product being sold was mere sand. They just needed to put the sand that could be found anywhere in pretty glass bottles and sell them for 3 gold each. The net profit was 99.9%. If the sales amount rose like Rabbit predicted, it would be a powerful revenue source for Reidan.


  ‘He truly is a wealthy merchant…’


  ‘This is a complete scam.’


  Lauel and the Overgeared members were alerted to the true nature behind Rabbit’s face.


  Grid just laughed.


  All types of talented people were gathering around him.
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  One month in reality and three months in Satisfy time passed. 


  In the meantime, Reidan’s crops grew well. It was because the water channels discovered by Piaro provided nutrients to the land, and Grid’s equipment improved the soil quality. 


  The financial burden diminished, so they no longer needed to import food at high prices. In addition, vegetation started to grow, the yellow dust became weak, and the people became healthier. The sight of the sick children improving brought tears to the people’s eyes.


  “This is all thanks to Duke Grid.”


  “Ah! That’s right!”


  The people had been suffering for the past 10 years and were about to starve to death, so Grid and the Overgeared members were like angels sent by Goddess Rebecca. The people were absolutely obedient to Grid and the Overgeared members, who were their saviors.


  They were educated and trained as farmers, blacksmiths, architects, soldiers, etc. As a result, they were able to feel a sense of accomplishment from reviving the city with their own strength.


  Reidan was full of vitality.


  “Have you been out on the streets lately? Voices praising My Lord are everywhere.”


  “Really? I’ve been so busy that I don’t have time to go outside.”


  In the past, Huroi had vowed to serve Grid to repay the favor. But now it was different. Huroi respected the maturing Grid and was loyal to him based on that.


  “I’m proud of you.”


  The ghost town on the verge of destruction had now become lively. Thanks to the Overgeared members, the monsters didn’t threaten Reidan, and a small but powerful army was being trained by Jude. 


  Khan was nurturing young blacksmiths, and thanks to Rabbit, the overall speed of development of Reidan increased. Euphemina showed her strength in many fields by duplicating monster taming, blacksmithing and architectural skills.


  In particular, Jishuka played a huge role as ruler of Bairan. She and the other two Overgeared members trained the knights and soldiers, and continued hunting the frostlight orcs and raiding the Guardian of the Forest. Thanks to this, the guild’s warehouse was filled with various minerals and sylphid scales. Soon, all members of Overgeared were going to have an invisibility cloak.


  The person who brought together such excellent talents and strong personalities? It was none other than Grid. Huroi’s respect for Grid increased day by day.


  “There’s still a long way to go.”


  Grid wasn’t satisfied with the present state. It was because Reidan was still in a deficit.


  ‘We only have a smithy, barracks, and alchemy institute as facilities.”


  The number of people wasn’t increasing. Taxes also couldn’t be raised. Even though he made five items a day, he couldn’t see any profit at all. So Grid was in a bad mood. What would’ve happened if Grid sold the 450 items he made over the past three months to users instead of investing it in Reidan? 


  ‘I would’ve earned at least 1.5 billion won, even if I have to pay taxes and take into account the price of the materials…’


  Of the 450 items, not one legendary rated item was produced, but there were two unique rated items. However, he couldn’t sell them to users and used them for the facilities. Lauel encouraged the grumbling Grid.


  “Don’t dwell on the immediate damages. Thanks to the items you made, the efficiency of each work field has increased by several times, and will return to you as a bigger profit.”


  “I know.”


  Now it was time for lunch. Due to all the work, Grid ate at the smithy while discussing things with Huroi and Lauel. On the other hand, Khan was busy teaching the young blacksmiths.


  Lauel clicked his tongue. “Khan is growing stronger every day. As I look at his increased health, I sometimes wonder if Reidan’s desert sand really does improve longevity.”


  “That inspiration is innate. Which reminds me, has there been a steady increase in sales for the Longevity Remedy?”


  “Yes, this month’s sales has reached 1,230 gold.”


  “Still, it isn’t even a quarter of Rabbit’s pay.”


  Rabbit received a 500 gold salary as a viscount, then another 5,300 gold as his administrator salary. This was the ‘minimum’ value set by Rabbit himself. Even if he pledged his loyalty, he wouldn’t work for less than 5,300 gold a month. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that Reidan’s current deficit was due to Rabbit.


  “But we shouldn’t begrudge him. Sir Rabbit’s value can’t be converted to money.”


  “I know.”


  Thanks to Rabbit, Reidan was growing quickly. The increase of domestic affairs was unrivaled when compared to other cities. Indeed, a named NPC like Rabbit with an S-grade administrative skill was worth any price.


  ‘Don’t fret and look to the future.’


  After Reidan developed, the giant worms would be destroyed and the western area would be restored. Then he would use the western area as the foundation for becoming king. It was one of his immediate goals.


  ‘Then I will make money.’


  Grid would become a tycoon. He didn’t want to suffer again because he didn’t have money.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid ate the food that had been grown in three months, the rainbow potato. He hadn’t been able to hunt for the past three months, so his level was stuck at 275, but he wasn’t nervous because his stats increased every time he made an item higher than the epic rating.


  Grid was a blacksmith, so he could level up his stats even if he worked in the smithy.


  ***


  The Butin Barony was at the eastern end of the Saharan Empire. It was a rural area, with only the natural view of the sea. Furthermore, it was a very peaceful place where monsters didn’t pop up, so it was extremely rare for users to come here.


  However, the 3rd ranking merchant, Muto, operated a small company and was extremely focused on trading with the Butin Barony. The Butin Barony might be empty of users, but it was a resort for rich NPCs and nobles.


  “The Longevity Remedy?”


  Muto was focused on supplying luxury goods to the rich and nobles who visited the Butin Barony. His sales rate had decreased suddenly, and he finally identified the reason. He looked at the small amount of sand in the glass bottle and frowned.


  “This sand is sold as a luxury product under the name Longevity Remedy? The selling rate of my products is falling because of this?”


  Muto had seen countless items. As a merchant, his insight was excellent, so it wasn’t difficult for him to see that the Longevity Remedy was just simple sand.


  “It’s a really good idea.”


  Which merchant came up with the idea of marketing the sand of Reidan as the Longevity Remedy? Muto marveled after hearing about it from the NPCs of the Butin Barony.


  “This level of business acumen is almost at the level of a scam.”


  There must be a tremendous merchant hiding in Reidan. Muto was sure of it. He worried about how he could compete with such a huge merchant and soon came up with an idea.


  “Isn’t there a huge desert surrounding Reidan?”


  Ssik.


  Muto smiled with satisfaction and immediately led his company to Reidan. But he faced difficulties as soon as he crossed the border.


  “W-What is this?”


  The guards of the Muto Company were over level 200. As mercenaries hired at an expensive price, they perfectly protected the company from monsters and bandits. But as soon as they entered the territory of Reidan, the giant worms, desert toads and other powerful monsters devoured the guards.


  “T-This is crazy…!”


  Why were the monsters so strong? The twin ogres were the strongest monsters he had seen so far, and they were nothing against the western monsters.


  “R-Run away!”


  The Muto Company had to run away from the crazy monsters. But Muto still didn’t forget to put the sand from the desert into his bag.


  “Pant pant! Damn! I almost got killed!”


  Muto trembled as he barely survived and returned to the Butin Barony. He was desperate, since he lost half of the guards in the desert.


  “I have to sell all of the sand to recoup some of the losses.”


  Muto went to find a merchant NPC. Then he brought out the Longevity Remedy he made from the sands of Reidan. However, the NPC clicked his tongue.


  “The Longevity Remedy is made from sand collected in the center of Reidan, not ordinary sand from the desert. We only acknowledge the sand from Reidan’s lord as the Longevity Remedy, while everything else is rubbish. Let’s stop any transactions in the future. I no longer want to work with a crook like you.”


  “…”


  This was bad. He thought it would be easy. But his opponent had already penetrated into his brain. Muto was frustrated after losing many guards and clients because of mere sand.


  ***


  “Garlic.” Shin Youngwoo logged out of Satisfy and went out into the living room for dinner. Then he found his parents peeling garlic and sat down beside them. “I’ll help you.”


  Youngwoo’s parents ran a vegetable store, and garlic was treated as a commodity. They had to work hard everyday to peel the garlic. In the past, he didn’t help his parents, but now he was different.


  He matured and was willing to help his parents. But his parents refused.


  “Youngwoo, aren’t you having a hard time playing the game? You should take this time to rest.”


  “Yes. This is our job. Youngwoo, you should go eat and focus on the game again.”


  His parents dismissed the game in the past, but now they recognized it as his workplace. Youngwoo felt a sense of gratitude and sat down with a bright smile.


  “I want to help.”


  It wasn’t easy for a person with less experience to peel garlic. The surface of garlic was hard and the skin was very thin. It needed some tricks to peel the skin attached to the surface. Youngwoo had no dexterity since he was a child. Until he joined the army, he couldn’t even tie his shoelaces properly. It normally took Youngwoo a long time to peel one garlic, so he wouldn’t be a big help.


  Youngwoo’s parents knew this fact, but they didn’t stop him, since their son said he was willing to help.


  Then after a while.


  “Oh my? Youngwoo, when did your dexterity become so good?”


  His mother was full of admiration. Youngwoo quickly peeled the skin of the garlic like a pro. The speed was comparable to his parents, who had been running a vegetable store for decades. His father was also surprised.


  “What’s this?”


  Youngwoo was even more amazed than his parents.


  ‘Unbelievable. Why is it so much easier to peel garlic?’


  He felt like his dexterity had increased dramatically, unlike the past. What was the reason? Youngwoo pondered over it as he peeled the garlic. Then he got the answer within minutes.


  ‘It is the result of repetitive actions!’


  A delicate hand was needed to make items. Since becoming Pagma’s Descendant, Youngwoo had made thousands of items. It seemed that his dexterity in reality increased through his memories and this experience.


  ‘I’ve seen it in the news before.’


  A person repeatedly practiced swordsmanship Satisfy, and their skills increased in reality. It was the inevitable result of repetitive practice. Of course, a person’s physical ability in reality was significant lower than it was in Satisfy, so it was impossible to implement all the techniques. However, following some techniques wasn’t difficult.


  It was the same reason why Youngwoo’s dexterity rose now.


  “Huhuhu…”


  Youngwoo laughed with satisfaction. He was glad that if he ever obtained a lover in reality, he would be able to make her happy with his dexterity. It was the moment when the legendary hand dexterity that brought ecstasy to women in Satisfy appeared in reality.
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  He helped his parents with the garlic and finished his meal. Then Youngwoo connected to his fan cafe and cheered.


  “Finally…!”


  Yesterday, the fan cafe had exactly 1,998,411 members, and now it exceeded two million. There was the golem invasion and he became the first user to become a duke, so his popularity had greatly increased.


  ‘I’m happy.’


  The fact that two million people were showing interest and liking towards him made Youngwoo’s heart overwhelmed. He had been ignored and despised for a long time, so the affection of others was new and he felt happy every day.


  ‘I wonder what Noe’s fan cafe is like these days.’


  After a long absence, Youngwoo accessed Noe’s fan cafe and laughed.


  “I can’t catch up with his popularity.”


  Noe’s fan cafe had reached 2.75 million members. The speed was rising much faster than Youngwoo’s fan cafes. The difference between the two fan cafes was increasing day by day.  In the past, Youngwoo would be trembling with jealousy, but now he was different. He completely shook off the inferiority complex that was deeply rooted in him and wasn’t easily jealous anymore.


  ‘Noe’s rising popularity will increase awareness towards me, since I’m his owner.’


  Youngwoo had been watching Lauel for months, so even his thinking ability was improving.  He thought positively and stopped writing bad comments on Noe’s fan cafe.


  “Grid doesn’t know about Noe?”


  It was the title of the day’s most popular post. What was this nonsense? Noe was his pet. There was nothing he didn’t know about Noe. He was the only one who knew about the stupid and simple personality hidden behind Noe’s cute looks.


  Youngwoo wondered how this speculative post became the most popular.


  Title: Grid doesn’t know about Noe?


  Content: It has been a long time since Noe appeared in Reinhardt, making us cheer.


  Noe’s eyes that shine like jewels and the beauty that is enough to overpower our gaze. But he is ‘still’ strong. Noe was able to weaken the suddenly evolved ancient weapon by swallowing it, allowing Grid and the Overgeared Guild to win against the golem army. 


  Now I have a question. Originally, don’t pets change shape and have a stronger presence as they level up? But Noe’s appearance hasn’t changed since the National Competition. In order words, it means that Noe’s level isn’t much different from the National Competition and Grid isn’t nurturing him properly.


  Think of it from Grid’s perspective. As the first legendary class, he’s a person with a very busy schedule. If you look at TV right now, his CFs play successively. As a top star, he has little time to play Satisfy.


  Grid thought the words he read were absurd.


  “Nonsense.”


  The CFs recently being aired were all filmed right after the National Competition. Currently, Grid had completely stopped all broadcasting activities. He was on Satisfy all the time except when eating and sleeping, and was struggling to manage Reidan.


  However, the author of the post didn’t know this and was just rattling off nonsense. Youngwoo felt frustrated as he read the rest of the post.


  The fact that Grid has less time to play Satisfy means less time to raise Noe. So Noe’s level hasn’t changed since the National Competition. Then I can deduce that Grid has a very poor understanding of ‘top-grade pets.’


  Typical pets lost their loyalty to their owners and will return to the wild state if they are away from their owners for long periods of time. The owners of these pets usually put them in the inventory when they can’t be with the pet for a long time (e.g. when logged out).


  But what about drakes? As a ‘top-grade pet,’ its loyalty isn’t easily lost, even when it has a long period of activity separate from its owner. This is why the owners of drakes can let them freely graze. A drake’s owner often lets it hunt alone to raise their level and don’t keep them in their inventory, even when they are logged out.


  So let’s point out the problem. Noe is better than a drake. The evidence is that he overwhelmed dozens of drakes alone and called himself the best demonic beast of hell. In other words, Noe should enjoy more freedom than a drake.


  If Grid had given Noe freedom, then I’m sure his growth would be tremendous. However, Grid lacks understanding of pets and didn’t give freedom to Noe, probably keeping Noe in his inventory.


  Noe’s growth became stagnant. This is proof of Grid’s ignorance, and is an insult to the top-grade pets.


  “Ah…!”


  Youngwoo realized it as he read the post.


  ‘I am really lacking understanding about pets.’


  In the case of a common pet, the pet would hunt monsters with its master and the experience would be split between master and pet. This was why Youngwoo didn’t raise Noe’s level. Noe was very powerful even without raising his level, and Youngwoo didn’t want to lose his experience to Noe.


  ‘However, a top-grade pet can hunt independently from the owner and grow on their own?’


  They didn’t easily betray their owner.


  ‘In the future, I should give Noe freedom so that he can grow.’


  Noe hadn’t eaten since the golem invasion. Apart from that one time, he was always in his inventory.


  “…It must be frustrating.”


  Youngwoo was able to realize Noe’s grievances. He felt sorry towards Noe. Then he thanked the author of the post for giving him new knowledge.


  “He went too far.”


  At the same time, Youngwoo was also angry. In a community of 2.75 million members, it was too much to call someone ignorant just from mere deduction.


  ‘I represent the Overgeared Guild.’


  He couldn’t ignore it because it was the same as insulting the Overgeared Guild. Youngwoo took immediate action.


  God Grid isn’t Bald’s comment: Yes, next pet person please ^오^ I am an expert on all classes ~


  The author of the post that Youngwoo read was a expert on pets. But in front of the keyboard warrior, he became a ‘person who doesn’t know about pets’ and a ‘non-expert.’


  After that.


  “Nyang! The best demonic beast of hell has emerged!”


  Noe was still at level 35, despite destroying the ancient weapon.


  “Is it time to eat? Nyang?”


  Eyes filled with expectations looked at Grid, who commanded.


  “From now on, you can move freely in the vicinity of Reidan. You can eat as many monsters as you like, but don’t do anything that will harm humans. In addition, report to me if you see anything suspicious… Finally, fly to me whenever I call, no matter what you are doing. Don’t forget that I am your only master.” 


  “Nyong…”


  Noe’s eyes became wet. The ‘�


  ’ shape snout opened with excitement as he asked.


  “Master is really giving Noe freedom…? Noe can go…? Believe in Noe! Nyang!”


  “Yes, as long as you follow my rules.”


  “Thank you! Nyang! Master is the best! Nyang!”


  The little demon wings flapped as Noe circled around Grid before flying high into the sky.


  “Cat…?”


  The people of Reidan were stunned as they saw a black cat flying in the sky. It was the historic day when Noe, who would be revered as the guardian of the Reidan people, appeared in front of them for the first time.


  ***


  Sehee and Yerim were stars among the high school population of South Korea. They were in the top 10 nationwide of the mock exams and also beauties, so they were the target of envy.


  Recently, their popularity had skyrocketed. Before they were just stars of the high schools, but now they were stars of South Korea. Even foreigners recognized them. It was the aftermath of the golem invasion of Reinhardt that occurred around a month and a half ago in reality.


  “Ruby!”


  “Sexy Schoolgirl!”


  The two girls who worked with Grid to save the Eternal Kingdom and became the first earls! People were enthusiastic every time they saw them.


  “How did you join the Overgeared Guild?”


  “What is God Grid like?”


  “What is the secret to playing well while studying?”


  “Why is your ID Sexy Schoolgirl…?”


  Sehee and Yerim had to suffer from a barrage of questions. Various media also visited to request an interview. There were many companies who showed interest in them, causing a flood of CF model requests.


  “Is this enough?”


  It reached the point where it was impossible for Sehee and Yerim to go out without a disguise. After school ended. Before leaving the classroom, the two girls covered their faces as much as possible with masks and scarves. They mixed among the students and barely managed to leave the school.


  Afterwards, the place they went to was a capsule room, not their homes or the library. They had a plan to play Satisfy three times a week and followed it.


  Three hours later.


  “Today was so much fun! Right?”


  “Yes. I am now fully adapted to the new skills, so it’s fun to play.”


  Sehee was now level 70 after the golem invasion. On the other hand, the Saintess’ Knight Yerim was still level 51 because she couldn’t raise her level during the golem invasion. However, it wasn’t a problem when the two girls played in a party.


  The Saintess and Saintess’ Knight classes had great synergy. In addition, Youngwoo made items for them, so it was possible for them to hunt level 100 monsters when they joined forces.  To borrow a phrase from Lauel, they were ‘golden spoons’ who played the game to help Youngwoo after they raised their levels.


  “It really is Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl.”


  There were university students who followed Sehee and Yerim after they left the capsule room. They had seen through Sehee and Yerim’s disguise.


  “It isn’t even 10 p.m. yet, so why are you going home?”


  “Let me buy you something delicious. We should become friendly, as we’re both Satisfy users.”


  The four university students were all confident with their appearances. In fact, they were shopping mall odds and were confident that pure high school girls would fall for them. But Yerim and Sehee weren’t people who only looked at appearance.


  Sehee had a hatred for men other than her brother, while Yerim looked at money.


  “Do you have a lot of money? We only eat expensive things.”


  Yerim gave a dazzling smile and provoked the university students. The university students felt their hearts thump before they shouted.


  “Tell us what you want! We will buy you anything!”


  “That’s okay. In fact, someone is already buying us a meal.”


  “Are you talking about Grid?”


  “That’s right.”


  “…”


  The eyes of the four university students sharply cooled. In fact, they were avid fans of Yura and Jishuka. But they had the scandal with Grid at the National Competition, turning the students into fierce anti-fans of Grid.  They couldn’t tolerate that Grid had already gobbled up the world’s best beauties, Yura and Jishuka, and now he was monopolizing Sehee and Yerim as well.


  “That bastard Grid…”


  “Hey, both of you. You shouldn’t hang out with that type of playboy. Throw away that trash guy and come play with us.”


  The university students became agitated after hearing Grid’s name and forcibly grabbed Sehee and Yerim’s wrists.


  “Remove your hand.”


  A voice filled with anger was heard. It was a voice familiar to anyone in South Korea and the world.


  “Oppa!”


  “Grid…!”


  That’s right. It was Shin Youngwoo. After Sehee and Yerim became famous, Youngwoo was worried about their safety. Therefore, he took on the role of bringing them home every night. Today he came to pick them up, only to become furious as he saw this scene.


  “Take your hands off them right now. Then I will overlook it this time.”


  Youngwoo held a phone in his hand and pressed 112. But at that time, his phone ran out of battery.


  Beep.


  It turned off with a loud noise.


  “Ah, this, really…’


  Why was this happening to him?




  Chapter 224


  Youngwoo’s knowledge of human relationships was still limited. Youngwoo only used his phone to order delivery. He treated his phone as a decoration and didn’t care about the battery life, leading to this situation.


  ‘I’m screwed.’


  Youngwoo was about to report the university students to the police, when he was shaken by the situation not turning out as planned. The four university students were aggressive towards him.


  “Grid, isn’t it hard to manage your estate?”


  “Weren’t you with Yura and Jishuka during the National Competition, so why are you free now?”


  “I looked at your age on the Internet, so why are you trying to monopolize these girls as well? Do you want to be handcuffed for violating the law. Eh? Don’t you know?”


  The university students knew without a doubt that Youngwoo was older than them. They didn’t even think about releasing the wrists of Sehee and Yerim.


  ‘Those jerks.’


  Youngwoo was angry when he heard the university students’ tone of voice and his sister’s pained expression. He wanted to run there and punch them in the jaw. But this was reality, not Satisfy.


  In reality, Youngwoo was helpless. He had always been one-sidedly beaten by strong people. He had been beaten up many times, but now he wanted to commit violence against four healthy university students? 


  It was impossible.


  First of all, Youngwoo looked around. It was to ask someone for help. Unfortunately, there was no one on the streets. It wasn’t 10 p.m. yet, but it was fairly quiet. It was the result of Sehee and Yerim finding a empty place to avoid their popularity.


  ‘This isn’t ideal…’


  Youngwoo took a deep breath. He suppressed his anger as much as possible and smiled.


  “Let the kids go. Yes? We aren’t shooting a drama, so this isn’t interesting. Right?”


  Youngwoo tried to persuade the university students. However, the university students didn’t move at all.


  “What if I don’t want to?”


  The university students couldn’t tolerate that he was monopolizing all the pretty women. Taking Yura and Jishuka, now he was taking their future prospects? The infuriated university students started to handle Sehee and Yerim more roughly. They dragged them with force and provoked Youngwoo.


  “These girls will play with us tonight. Anyway, what does it matter who we are? We’re also people who make money from the game. It doesn’t matter who you play with, as long as the man gives you money right?”


  “Let go of me!”


  Sehee struggled to shake off the university students. However, a female high school student was unable to win against the strength of men in their early 20’s.


  “Stay still!”


  The university students grabbed Sehee harder instead of releasing her. Then they raised their hand like they would strike her.


  “Won’t you act more moderately?”


  At that time, the silent Yerim frowned.


  “These damn scum… Do you want to die?” Youngwoo’s string of tension was snapped.


  It didn’t matter if he couldn’t fight well. He couldn’t stand to see his little sister insulted and treated like this.


  ‘Even though I was a loser.’


  When he was a highschool student.  Youngwoo was always hit by Lee Junho for no reason. But he couldn’t fight back because he was afraid of bigger retribution. He laughed it off, even if he didn’t want to. He started to be ignored by the other students and this became a great trauma when he was an adult.


  ‘It has been awhile since I’ve overcome it.’


  Youngwoo was no longer a loser. He wouldn’t give in to these thugs just because he was scared.


  “What? You will kill us?”


  “Puhahaha!”


  The university students laughed at Youngwoo. In fact, Youngwoo’s school days were famous on the Internet. Some of his classmates circulated Youngwoo’s past onto the Internet after he became famous.


  “This bastard can’t distinguish between reality and a game.”


  “Hey Grid. This is reality, not Satisfy. Try and do Pagma’s Swordsmanship here! Kill! It isn’t possible. Then what is with this courage? Eh?”


  The university students regarded Youngwoo as weak prey. Even Youngwoo himself didn’t think he could fight against the university students. However, he couldn’t retreat, so he just clenched his fists.


  ‘It’s shaky.’


  A university student spat out his phlegm and approached. Youngwoo wondered if he could beat any of them. The Youngwoo of the past wouldn’t have endured the pressure and run away. However, he improved his self-esteem through Satisfy and had the feeling of ‘courage.’


  ‘If I have to fight, I will fight.’


  Fighting spirit rose in Youngwoo’s eyes. In reality, he wasn’t Satisfy’s Grid, but he had his own pride.


  “This damn bastard.”


  The university student became angry at the sight of Youngwoo and punched at him. The university student’s fist was quick. He had no qualms about hitting a person. Youngwoo was surprised when he saw the flying punch.


  ‘It’s slow?’


  Youngwoo had experienced numerous battles with strong opponents in Satisfy. Just like his dexterity, his vision in reality was also impacted. The university students hadn’t learned martial arts, so they weren’t a threat to Youngwoo.


  Deftly.


  Youngwoo succeeded in avoiding the fist with the university student with swift movements.


  “What? He avoided it?”


  The university student made an expression like it was ludicrous. Then he spat out his cigarette and kicked out. As a Korean citizen, he was taught Taekwondo during his childhood, so his kick contained more power and speed than his fist.


  ‘If you concentrate more strength in your thighs and buttocks, then your upper body’s forward speed will increase.’


  The teachings of Piaro passed through Youngwoo’s head. At the same time, Youngwoo’s upper body moved forward. Then the kick of the university student flew above Youngwoo’s head and hit the air. Youngwoo remembered the teachings of Piaro and felt something eerie as the kick passed above him.


  ‘It isn’t just the limbs. Mobilize the muscles of the throat to put weight on the end of the sword.’


  Sword? He had swung it thousands of times. Controlling his muscles? He received a thorough education from Piaro. Youngwoo thought of his fingertips as a sword and swung them.


  Peeok!


  “…!”


  The university student couldn’t respond to the hand gesture that came from below him. He was hit in the chin and couldn’t even scream before collapsing.


  “…Eh?”


  “W-What?”


  The university students never imagined their friend being defeated and were shocked. Youngwoo was even more surprised than them.


  ‘I won?’


  He had hit a person for the first time since being born. He even knocked the person down. Before, he had always run away or was beaten up.


  Duguen! Duguen!


  Youngwoo’s heart thudded at the whole new experience. The other university students rushed towards him.


  “This jerk!”


  A university student flew towards Youngwoo with all his strength. Youngwoo was still calm.


  ‘It’s sloppy.’


  The orbit of the kick was very simple. Youngwoo took two steps back and swung his arm.


  Chaaeng!


  Youngwoo’s hand accurately struck the university student’s ankle.


  “Ugh…!”


  The time when he went to Cork Island to collect the fire stones. Youngwoo had flown there without a break, and was able to taste the pleasure of pushing his body to the limit. He wanted to taste this addictive sensation in reality and jogged with Sehee every morning, as well as going mountain climbing on the weekend. He also didn’t forget simple weight training.


  This had been repeated for three months. As a result, Youngwoo’s body was disciplined compared to the weak bodies of the university students that were filled with alcohol and tobacco.


  “I-It hurts…”


  The university student that was struck by Youngwoo’s hand shuddered at the pain. It was just like being hit by a metal pipe. It was natural. Youngwoo followed the teachings of a great swordsman, so he showed a power that ordinary people couldn’t endure.


  “T-This…!”


  According to the rumors floating around the Internet, Youngwoo was a loser who was always beaten up. But he could actually fight well? The remaining two university students were shaken.


  On the other hand, Youngwoo admired his own ability and wanted to fight some more. He wanted to enjoy this strength.


  “What? You aren’t coming?”


  Youngwoo moved his finger and provoked them. The remaining two university students couldn’t bear it anymore and moved.


  “What is that triumphant air!?”


  Pepeok! Peok!


  The dog fight started. The university students randomly swung their fists and feet at Youngwoo.  If two opponents struck at the same time, Youngwoo wouldn’t be able to avoid it unless he was a martial artist.


  Youngwoo responded to both attacks using the footwork he acquired from Pagma’s Swordsmanship. He was like Bruce Lee as he moved like flowing water to evade the attacks from both people.


  However, it was only for a moment. Youngwoo’s body wasn’t tempered enough to keep up these actions. His health was at the level of the general public.  He couldn’t reproduce Pagma’s Swordsmanship forever. There came a time when he stepped wrongly, twisting his feet and causing his posture to collapse.


  “Hahat! This jerk is a fool!”


  Youngwoo was indiscriminately attacked by the university students who laughed at him.


  “Ugh! Eek!”


  Bam bam bam!


  Youngwoo felt like he could see the illusion of stars flashing in front of his eyes. But in the meantime, Sehee and Yerim were freed.


  “Run away!”


  Youngwoo swallowed down the words to call the police quickly. Even if he didn’t say it, he believed that they would report it to the police station.


  At that moment.


  “That is enough.”


  Unlike Sehee, who was screaming and wondering what to do, Yerim jumped lightly. Youngwoo was attracted by her white and smooth legs as she kicked the university students.


  Pakak!


  Despite wearing a short skirt, Yerim’s kick perfectly struck the backs of the university students.


  “Cough…”


  “Ugh!”


  Youngwoo suspected that they might’ve died. The university students exposed the whites of their eyes as they fainted.


  ‘What? Why is she so strong?’


  Yerim reached out a hand to the stunned Youngwoo.


  “Can you rise? My prince.”


  Yerim looked very beautiful under the streetlights. She had a mature appearance that made it hard to believe she was a high school student, and her half moon eyes were sure to fascinate anyone.


  But she was a minor, so Youngwoo didn’t consider her that way.


  After that.


  “What? 3rd dan Taekwondo? Hey, then why were you just watching? It’s really too much.”


  In front of a convenience store. 


  Sehee and Yerim were rubbing eggs on Youngwoo’s bruised face. Youngwoo was surrounded by two pretty girls, so he looked like a harem king from a manhwa. But Youngwoo didn’t care about other people’s gazes.


  He was busy grumbling.


  “If Yerim had fought from the beginning, Oppa wouldn’t look like this.”


  “It’s rude to interfere in a fight between men, so I endured it.”


  “It wasn’t a fight between men… It was one against four.”


  “Hihi, anyway, it was great.”


  Youngwoo was strong like a normal person. He might not be really strong, but his courage to protect his sister deserved praise. Today, Yerim’s crush on Youngwoo became much bigger. She really wanted to marry Youngwoo.


  “Urgh… Then let’s go back. And from now on, both of you are banned from going to a capsule room. I will buy both of you capsules. Yes? Eh?”


  Youngwoo tried to get up from the chair he was sitting on. But his muscles were sore from the aftermath of the fight and being hit. Yerim grabbed Youngwoo to stop him from falling sideways.


  “Haah.” Yerim let out a strange sound. It was because Youngwoo’s fingers had moved from her underarm to her waist.


  “W-What?”


  Youngwoo became surprised by the sound while Yerim blushed and her eyes became moist.


  “…Oppa is a really great person.”


  What did that mean? Sehee didn’t know the meaning, but Youngwoo understood it properly. He cleared his throat from the embarrassment.




  Chapter 225


  “Finally! Finally level 300!”


  It had been four months since the Overgeared Guild moved to Reidan. Toban was the last member of the former Tzedakah Guild to reach level 300. The powerful monsters of the west stimulated their growth.


  “There will be a cataclysm in the unified rankings.”


  “Cataclysm?”


  “The top seven have firmly maintained their rankings but… I can safely say that most of the top 40 rankings are dominated by the Overgeared members.”


  “Why is that a cataclysm? It isn’t anything special.”


  Originally, all of the Tzedakah Guild members were ranked in the top 50. The average ranking had only risen by 10, so Grid thought it wasn’t that big of a deal.


  ‘It is rather strange that no one has entered the top seven, despite the items I made.’


  Grid might be disappointed, but the world was astonished. The top 100 rankings didn’t fluctuate easily, so the present growth rate of the Overgeared members was unprecedented. Media companies around the world wondered ‘What secrets are hidden in Reidan that can allow them to grow so quickly?’


  『 The reporters have failed to enter the west. 』 


  『 In the western part of the Eternal Kingdom, there are monsters that have never been seen before. Experts speculate that only a party of at least level 280 users or rankers can enter… 』


  『It seems like the Overgeared members are raising their level quickly by hunting the powerful monsters in the west. 』


  『 Um… The monsters in the west will be a double-edged sword to the Overgeared Guild. The level up speed of the Overgeared members has risen exponentially, but there are few users who can move to Reidan due to the high entry barriers. 』


  『 That’s right. Reidan’s speed of development will be slow. Duke Grid will definitely be hurt. 』


  Ttang! Ttang!


  There was the constant sound of hammering from the large smithy in Reidan. The 30 young blacksmiths taught by Khan were constantly producing the supplies that Reidan needed.


  ‘I’m tired.’


  Grid was still busy despite the manpower increasing. After their third advancement class, the Overgeared members commissioned more powerful items, so he needed to continue making items.


  ‘But this damn hammering will be over soon.’


  He only had five commissions left. Grid was free after he made those five items.


  ‘Let’s plan for the future.’


  Grid had personal challenges. The first was to complete his class quest, the second was to recover all the pavranium, and the third was to complete Piaro’s quest. His work as a lord? He had the incomparably clever Lauel and Rabbit to take care of it, so there were no problems.


  “You over there.”


  Grid stopped hammering and called out to a soldier guarding the entrance of the smithy.


  “Did you call?”


  The soldier ran over with tight discipline.


  ‘The great duke called me!’


  The soldier’s eyes shone like lanterns as Grid ordered. “Bring Minor here.”


  “Yes!”


  After 30 minutes.


  “Oh, what do you want?”


  A boy with a disgruntled expression came to the smithy. Despite possessing the talents of a great miner, he was fostered as a ‘minerals detector’ because he possessed the skill ‘Minerals Master (S+).


  “I will give you an escort to search for the presence of the golem’s labyrinths here in the west.”


  “It isn’t an escort, but surveillance.”


  “Someday, I will give you freedom if you swear true allegiance to me.”


  “…Well, I do acknowledge you these days. You’re a commoner who became a duke. But I’m still wondering if a genius like me should devote the rest of my life to you.”


  Minor possessed the skill ‘Talent will Reveal Itself (SS).’ His talent would always be clear to others, so he was destined to receive a lot of temptations in life. He was arrogant and would easily betray a person, so his loyalty wasn’t guaranteed.


  “Is it lacking to be the subordinate of a duke?”


  “Indeed. At a minimum, shouldn’t it be a king?”


  “Hoh… You should remember that.”


  Grid would surely become a king and would obtain him. Grid pledged as he waved his hands.


  “Go now.”


  “Yes, yes.”


  Minor gave an insincere answer. But Grid knew better than anyone that he would work properly.


  ‘The problem if searching for pavranium in the west is resolved…’


  The only things left were the class quest and Piaro’s revenge quest. However, he couldn’t proceed with his class quest right now. It was impossible for Grid to get God Yatan to bless the pavranium.


  ‘Even Yura doesn’t knew where the First Servant of the Yatan Church is… First, I should resolve Piaro’s grudge.’


  The cause of Piaro’s heart sickness, Asmophel. If Grid defeated the former vice-captain of the Red Knights, Piaro could be freed from these chains. 


  ‘Once he is in a perfect condition, he might become my subordinate…’


  The hopeful Grid continued making items. 


  Then five items later.


  Grid completely all the items for the guild members and used the skill the Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation.


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation Skill]


  You can create three equipment item production methods every time the skill level of the ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill’ goes up.


  Number of items that can be created at present: 12/15.


  * When items are produced using this skill, the name of the creator is automatically placed on the item.


  Then the familiar notification windows started to emerge.


  [What item do you want to create?]


  “Heavy boots.”


  [Have you decided on ‘Heavy Boots?’]


  “Yes.”


  [What materials would you like to use?]


  “Um…”


  He shouldn’t use only high grade minerals such as black iron, mithril and blue orichalcum as materials. The reason Grid wanted to make heavy boots was because he wanted weight. According to Piaro’s advice, the heavier the shoes worn, the greater the power of the greatsword.


  “The main material will be steel. I will mix blue orichalcum into it to add strength and hardness, and to make it exert more power in dark places. Ah, I have to make the color darker by mixing in black iron so that it will harmonize with my armor.”


  [Have you decided?]


  “Yes.”


  [Please design the item.]


  Grid was a lot more smart and skillful compared to when he first created Failure. He perfectly drew the shape of the boots he wanted on the blank blueprint in front of him.


  “It’s done.”


  Over the past four months, he made more than 600 items and his dexterity stat exceeded 3,000 points. Thanks to that, Grid was able to draw a delicate image and the shape of the boots was completed in a practical and excellent manner. They were big, black boots that came up to just below the knees. They had a rustic type of beauty. 


  [Have you decided? When you complete the blueprint, the number of available creation skill will decrease by one.]


  Grid clicked the button without hesitation. Then the shape of the boots was corrected by the system to make it look more perfect.


  [Please describe the characteristics of the item.]


  “Heavy and solid boots. Thanks to the nature of blue orichalcum, the defense will increase in dark places.”


  It was a simple, but accurate description. Based on Grid’s description, the system started distributing the performance and options of the item.


  [Finally, please decide the name of the item.]


  From now on, all the items he created would proudly boast of the legendary blacksmith who created them. Grid replied in a proud voice, “Grid’s Boots.”


  [Have you decided on ‘Grid’s Boots?’]


  “Yes.”


  Grid planned to attach his name to every item he designed in the future.


  ‘I will aim to complete a set item based on these boots.’


  [A new item, ‘Grid’s Boots’ have been created.]


  [Grid’s Boots]


  Rating: Epic ~ Legendary


  Epic Rating Information:


  Durability: 335/335     Defense: 324


  Movement Speed: -12%


  Evasion Rate: -14%


  * Increases defense by 10% against attacks from the bottom.


  * When using a dashing skill, there is a 30% chance of failure.


  * Defense will increase by 10% in dark places. 


  Unique Rating Information:


  Durability: 401/401     Defense: 388


  Movement Speed: -10%


  Evasion Rate: -12%


  * Increases defense by 12% against attacks from the bottom.


  * When using a dashing skill, there is a 25% chance of failure.


  * Defense will increase by 15% in dark places.


  Legendary Rating Information:


  Durability: 496/496     Defense: 470


  Movement Speed: -8%


  Evasion Rate: -10%


  * Increases defense by 15% against attacks from the bottom.


  * When using a dashing skill, there is a 20% chance of failure.


  * Defense will increase by 20% in dark places.


  An item designed by a legendary blacksmith. Designed with a perfect combination of steel, black iron and blue orichalcum, it boasts overwhelming defense. However, there are many disadvantages to its function because it is only focused on defense.


  In particular, it is too heavy, so movement is restricted.


  User Restriction: Level 320 or higher. More than 1,450 strength. More than 1,200 stamina. Advanced Heavy Armor Mastery Level 5 or higher.


  Weight: 2,930


  The effectiveness was very low compared to Braham’s Boots. It could be considered to be boots designed specifically for tanker classes, rather than damage dealers who relied on charging techniques. However, the defense was nearly twice as strong as armor of the same class. The defense was unusually high for boots, considering that boots had a quarter of the defense of armor.


  ‘This is perfect for me.’


  In the first place, Grid didn’t have a evasive type of fighting style. He favored swinging the sword. It wasn’t just a matter of control, but a style unique to the greatsword. Furthermore, Grid had no charging skills.


  ‘The boots won’t have any negative effect on me, except for a reduction in movement speed. These boots will also suit Vantner and Toban.’


  Grid was satisfied with the finished creation. He dreamed that one day, both him and the Overgeared members would be armed with a ‘Grid set,’ and started to make an item for himself.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  “Ohh…!”


  The skills of a legendary blacksmith was constantly studied by 30 young blacksmiths and Khan, so the future was bright.


  ***


  It had been a year since the fall of Pope Drevigo. Who would become the new pope after Drevigo? Numerous senior priests ran as pope candidates. Most of them were good priests and had a sense of mission to lead 70 million people to the path of light.


  However, a small number of them wanted to be the pope to satisfy their individual needs. In particular, Pascal of the Judar Church was very ambitious.


  “What if I became the master of 70 million people? The momentum of our family will pierce the sky and Father will surely become a duke.”


  Pascal’s father was an earl of the Saharan Empire. Originally Pascal was a viscount, but he joined the church and became the leader of the Judar Church. Now he was looking at a higher place.


  “I understand. Pascal, I will help you become the pope.”


  The largest religion on the continent was on the verge of falling into the hands of the empire. At this time, the 70 million people who followed Goddess Rebecca’s teachings might become a political tool of the empire.


  “Isabel-chan!”


  The first unique hidden class, Damian, was trembling with sorrow. It was because Isabel’s life was sharply decreasing after the unsealing of Lifael’s Spear.
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  White Transformation referred to the technique of borrowing the goddess’ power stored in the three divine artifacts of the Rebecca Church. It was a technique that allowed a person to borrow power that exceeded the human body. However, this power placed a heavy burden on the body.


  Rebecca’s Daughters refrained from using White Transformation as much as possible, and shortened the duration when they inevitably had to use it. But Isabel had been in the White Transformation state for the past year.


  It was because Grid unsealed Lifael’s Spear. Her life energy was rapidly becoming depleted.


  “Cough! Cough!”


  Her platinum hair had turned grey. Her shining eyes were faded like she was dead, and her normally flushed cheeks were pale. Nevertheless, she still looked beautiful.


  ‘Right now she is only 18 years old…’


  She was about to die at this age.


  Damian looked at Isabel out of habit and finally started crying. “How many times have I told you? I said that Lifael’s Spear must be sealed! Then why… Why aren’t you listening to me? Huh…? Isabel-chan, are the orders so important? More than your life?” 


  “Cough! Cough!”


  Isabel lying in bed didn’t answer. She was staring at the distant sky out the window and her hearing had long been lost. She didn’t even hear Damian’s voice shouting right beside her.


  “Isabel-chan…”


  Damian’s handsome face twisted. His face was streaked with tears and a runny nose, so someone laughed at him.


  “Why are you empathizing with tools?”


  It was Pascal. He entered Isabel’s room without knocking, causing Damian to tremble.


  “You…! How many times have I warned you not to describe them as tools?”


  Damian hated Pascal.


  The 5th Pope Franz felt a moment of compassion and sealed the divine artifacts of the church, leading to the weakening of the church. This was the logic used to convince the church that Lifael’s Spear shouldn’t be sealed again.


  The person who spoke it was Pascal.


  Pascal just shrugged. “Rebecca’s Daughters are fostered to serve this church in exchange for their lives. Don’t get caught up in useless sympathy and think about what is needed to keep the church. You are just damaging yourself.”


  As his descendant, Pascal respected 5th Pope Franz. However, he couldn’t understand all of Franz’ policies. From the beginning, weren’t Rebecca’s Daughters people brought up as tools? Sealing the power of the divine artifacts just because they couldn’t endure it?


  It was preposterous. An ignorant mistake. Pascal and most of the senior priests of the Rebecca Church thought this way. They planned to contact Pagma’s Descendant so that he could release the seals of the two remaining artifacts as soon as possible. 


  But Damian couldn’t tolerate it.


  “I will never accept it.”


  Rebecca’s paladins were much weaker than the Judar and Dominion paladins, so it wasn’t a popular class. However, Damian walked this path to the end without giving up just because of Rebecca’s Daughters.


  Isabel, Rin, Luna. Damian longed for these three girls to always be happy. He wished for them to smile forever. He couldn’t stand them suffering.


  “They are people like us. And they have worked harder for this church than anyone else. To disparage them and call them mere tools… Goddess Rebecca won’t forgive it.”


  “You dare mention Goddess Rebecca? You are deceived by the beautiful appearance of the tools and lost control. Stupid.”


  Pascal laughed at Damian. It was similar to those who ridiculed Damian in reality for running a fancafe of Rebecca’s Daughters.


  Damian couldn’t understand them. “…Why do you have to ridicule someone’s love and respect?”


  “The problem is that the target is a tool, not a person.”


  “Isn’t this just like people in reality saying that Rebecca’s Daughters are NPCs, not humans…?”


  “Reality? NPC? I can’t understand the language you are using.”


  “Shut up!”


  “…”


  Pascal was the former leader of the Judar Church and a pope candidate, so he had mighty divine power. Rebecca’s Daughters were the only ones in the church with higher divine power than him.


  However, at this moment.


  “They are people too! They rejoice in every moment! They are impressed! Angry! Sad! They are the same as us! Not tools or NPCs! Don’t compare them to such things!”


  The divine power that Damian emitted was threatening. It was a threat to Pascal, who was likely to become the pope after Drevigo.


  ‘This is the power of the Goddess’ Agent…!’


  Pascal had always ignored Damian, who usually chased after Rebecca’s Daughters. He had laughed when he heard some priests talk about trying to put Damian as pope, but now he was wary of Damian.


  The upset Damian proclaimed to him. “I will change everything! I will root out all the rotten people, including you, who treat Rebecca’s Daughters as sub-human beings! For Isabel-chan and Rin-chan! And for the sake of Luna-chan!”


  Damian accepted the quest that he put on hold.


  “I…! I will become the pope!”


  [The quest ‘Become the Pope’ has been accepted.]


  [Become the Pope]


  Difficulty Level: SS


  It has been one year since the death of 13th Pope Drevigo.


  The Rebecca Church has barely recovered from the confusion and is now preparing to elect a new pope. However, Pascal is now the most powerful pope candidate and he plans to use the Rebecca Church as a political tool.


  As the agent of the goddess, you have an obligation to guide the Rebecca Church to the right path and to stop Pascal’s ambitions. Your power, beliefs and willpower will play a major role in defeating irrational violence and calming political strife.


  After your crowning, you can never disobey Goddess Rebecca.


  The faithful church members will cheer for you.


  Quest Clear Conditions: In three months, become the pope in the pope’s election.


  Quest Clear Rewards: Second class ‘Pope’ will be obtained. ‘Goddess Rebecca’s Armor,’ ‘Goddess Rebecca’s Helmet,’ and ‘Goddess Rebecca’s Gloves’ will be acquired.


  Quest Failure: Pascal will become the pope. The Rebecca Church will decline even worse than the days of Drevigo.


  “You will become the pope?”


  Pascal was angry. He’d already bought more than half of the votes. This declaration had no foundation to succeed.


  “Well, good. As the Goddess’ Agent, you are qualified to be a pope candidate. I respect you.”


  Thump thump.


  Pascal nodded before heading over to Isabel’s bed. Isabel looked at him and he gave her an order.


  “A Yatan Temple was found in Kent Village on the outskirts of the empire. Show them the divine power of the spear. Ah, can you hear me? This is the command. Read this and act accordingly.”


  The user of Lifael’s Spear always had White Transformation triggered. Naturally, the work had to be done fast, so the elders assigned Isabel more duties than the other two Rebecca’s Daughters. As a result, Isabel’s life energy was depleting more quickly, but the elders didn’t care. They were already preparing substitutes in large quantities.


  “I will go.” Damian intercepted the command. “I will take on all the duties that she will perform in the future.”


  Pascal rejected it. “Didn’t I say it before? Are you making fun of the elders’ commands? As you know, the pope’s seat is currently empty so they are working on his behalf. Violating their orders is like going against the pope…”


  “I am the Goddess’ Agent.” Damian responded strongly to Pascal, who tried to repeat an explanation that Damian had heard several times already. “As you said, the elders aren’t the pope.”


  “…”


  “I don’t want to hear anymore about the elders’ orders. Only the true pope and Goddess Rebecca can command me.”


  Damian’s words sounded good, but he had a weak base. The senior priests didn’t treat Damian as important and ignored his opinions. But now Damian made his position clear, so Pascal couldn’t help feeling dumbfounded.


  “Hrmm…”


  Pascal tried to think.


  ‘If this guy is busy on the battlefield, he will be less likely to win the pope’s election held in three months.’


  Damian wasn’t competition in the first place, but it would be a good idea to clear the path.


  Pascal nodded. “Go ahead. But I doubt that you will be able to perform the difficult missions with your abilities.”


  “I am strong.”


  He had a unique hidden class. Now Damian was different from the past. He was no longer the extra who just watched while Grid fought Drevigo. Damian was also a protagonist.


  “Kukuk, good. Prepare your heart. If you become tired and fall down, Isabel will take on the missions again.”


  Then Pascal left the room. Damian cursed him and planned for the future.


  ‘The mission is in the east of the empire. It is relatively close to the western part of the Eternal Kingdom.’ Reidan was located in the west of the Eternal Kingdom. ‘I will stop by to meet him.’


  The person who went against Pope Drevigo and saved Rebecca’s Daughters. He helped Damian become the Goddess’ Agent. Also…


  ‘The only one who can seal Lifael’s Spear.’


  Pagma’s Descendant, Grid. He was the only person Damian could rely on.


  “Damian…”


  Isabel called out to Damian who was about to leave. Damian took a deep breath. His expression that was distorted with rage gradually softened to a smile.


  “I am going, Isabel-chan. Please stay well.”


  Damian said goodbye to her with a smile.


  ***


  [The experience of (Witness of God’s Weapon) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill Lv. 5 has increased by 19%.] 


  [A unique rated item was produced, increasing all stats by +4.]


  [Reputation throughout the continent will rise by +150.]


  [You currently have 25,110 reputation throughout the continent. You can use the Reputation Store when your reputation reaches over 30,000.] 


  “It’s good.”


  Grid was very satisfied as he checked the result.
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  [Grid’s Boots]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 477/477     Defense: 483


  Movement Speed: -10%


  Evasion Rate: -7%


  * Increases defense by 12% against attacks from the bottom.


  * When using a dashing skill, there is a 25% chance of failure.


  * Defense will increase by 15% in dark places.


  Weight: 1,930


  “Good, good. It wasn’t an epic rating.”


  In the past four months, Grid had produced over 630 items, but he hadn’t produced one legendary item. However, he produced five unique rated items, so he was very pleased.


  ‘Five unique items out of 630 items… It’s so rare that I was lucky. And honestly, I am reluctant to make any more legendary items.’


  Grid had made eight legendary items after becoming Pagma’s Descendant. If he produced two more, a ‘special event’ was likely to occur that would make him feel sick. He would rather make unique items. 


  ‘The unique rated items aren’t greatly lacking compared to legendary items.’


  The 30 young blacksmiths approached Grid who was grinning with satisfaction. They admired Grid’s Boots.


  “Duke Grid, this is a work of art!”


  “The degree of completion can’t be described in words!”


  “Such elegance hidden inside a primitive design…! It truly is high quality!”


  It was practically impossible for inferior blacksmiths to understand the work of the legendary blacksmith Grid. They just felt like it was great. But unlike their current appearance, their potential for development was enormous.


  Grid had searched the 20,000 people of Reidan and selected those with excellent qualities, then Khan taught them. The ability of Grid and Khan to closely observe their skills exceeded common sense.


  ‘At least eight of them are going to become advanced blacksmiths. I will raise new blacksmiths around them.’


  They were people who might’ve become advanced blacksmiths in another city. Grid had the Blacksmith’s Affection skill, so he wasn’t exaggerating.


  [Blacksmith’s Affection]


  Appreciation of the NPC, which is the maximum skill level of the blacksmith, a minimum of 1 and a maximum of up to 5 randomly.


  The blacksmith who received your teachings will be loyal to you for life and will share with you every time they learn new item production methods.


  ‘Anyway, next is the enhancement…’


  Grid had a passive skill that ‘increased the probability of item enhancement.’ He enhanced Dainsleif to +8 and Failure to +9, so Grid wanted to try strengthening these boots to at least +8.


  ‘I’m aiming to use the Grid set for a long time, so I want to try enhancement…’


  To do this, he needed enhancement stones. But the price of the enhancement stones was rising. At the present time, the price of a general enhancement stone was 180 gold and a blessed enhancement stone was 2,500 gold. Given his previous experience and the current price of the enhancement stones, he would need at least 500,000 gold to enhance one piece of equipment to +8.


  ‘Dammit, why does the price of the enhancement stones keep climbing? In the old days, the price of the enhancement stones were 100 gold and the blessed enhancement stones were 1,200 gold.’


  It was because the overall level of the users had risen. The higher the level, the longer it took to get out of that level section. Therefore, users felt the need to enhance their current items. As demand grew, the price of the enhancement stones also grew. There was no reason for the price of the enhancement stones to go down, unless the S.A. Group significantly increased the drop rate.


  However, the S.A. Group wasn’t able to raise the drop rate of the enhancement stones. In order to maintain game service for a long time, the minimum requirement was to avoid gold inflation.


  However, Grid couldn’t think of such complex things. He just lamented and sighed.


  “Huh?”


  Grid suddenly became confused. It was because the 30 blacksmiths admiring Grid’s Boots were now depressed.


  “What’s wrong?” Grid questioned and the blacksmiths started explaining.


  “Lauel commanded us to produce boots and gauntlets to supply the soldiers. We’re working hard on the boots and gauntlets, but…”


  “After seeing Duke Grid’s work, the boots and gauntlets that we produced are too insignificant.”


  “We know that it isn’t possible to make items at the same level as Duke Grid, but can you teach us so that we can at least mimic it?”


  Khan had already passed on the boots production method to them. However, they were hoping for Grid to teach them instead of Khan.


  ‘I feel sorry…’


  Grid watched Khan. But Khan just smiled.


  “I don’t mind. Their desire to learn from you is very natural.”


  A legendary blacksmith was on a different dimension from an advanced blacksmith. Khan knew this better than anyone. Grid saw his heart and nodded. Then he started smelting four pieces of iron ore in front of the 30 blacksmiths.


  “It is very simple to make boots. Watch and learn.”


  “Yes!”


  ‘I can receive the teachings of the great Duke Grid!’


  The 30 blacksmiths’ eyes shone as they watched Grid. Grid made the boots while adding brief explanations, then…


  [The experience of the Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath Skill Lv. 4 has increased by 9%.]


  [The experience of (Witness of God’s Weapon) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill Lv. 5 has increased by 19%.] 


  [When legendary rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +10.]


  [Reputation throughout the continent will rise by +500.]


  “…”


  Grid made legendary rated level 80 steel boots, shortening the time to the ‘special event.’


  “Wah! Really amazing boots!”


  “You can easily produce such a great piece!”


  “Indeed, Duke Grid is a legend!”


  “Damn…”


  Grid shed tears. If Grid’s Boots were made with the legendary rating, he wouldn’t have felt so bad. Now one more legendary item remained until the special event happened.


  “Hah…”


  Grid could only sigh as he left the smithy. He couldn’t let go of his unhappiness at completing boots for a soldier with a legendary rating.


  “Sigh…”


  Trudge trudge.


  He had no strength in his steps. Grid staggered like a man who had lost his country. The people who saw him started to worry.


  “Duke Grid is always proud and dignified, yet now he is having a hard time…”


  “Surely a crisis isn’t approaching Reidan?”


  “Maybe it’s a large monster invasion…?”


  Originally, it was a law that bad rumors spread faster. The security rating that was maintained at a stable figure thanks to Jude and the soldier’s efforts dropped dramatically. Jude and the Overgeared members were confused when they found out that the cause was Grid, but Grid didn’t even know about it.


  ***


  Reidan Castle.


  ‘According to Piaro, Asmophel’s escorts are very strong…’


  Grid was unable to abandon enhancing the boots and searched the guild’s warehouse. He hoped to find enhancement stones inside. However, the guild’s warehouse only had a few minerals and sylphid scales that were supplied by Jishuka in Bairan.


  “In the end, I’ll have to buy them.”


  Grid checked his inventory. He currently had 20,000 gold. It was the money he acquired from disposing of the loot dropped by monsters that he hunted on the way here. What about the 5.5 million gold acquired from the golem invasion? Five million gold was used as the guild’s funds, while the remaining 500,000 was converted to Korean money.


  Grid currently didn’t have enough money.


  “With this much money, I can only enhance it to +5 if I’m lucky.” 


  More money was needed. Grid went to his private warehouse. But there wasn’t a single item in his warehouse that was worth money. A few months ago, he disposed of most of his items to acquire the money for his land and building in reality.


  “Shit…”


  He was a duke! Why did he have to be the owner of a big city?


  “Huh?”


  Grid was grumbling that Reidan was a poor city when he suddenly found an item in a corner of the warehouse. It was a glass bottle the size of his little finger. There was golden liquid in the glass bottle.


  ‘Maybe this will make me some money?’


  [Goddess’ Essence]


  Weight: 0.1


  It was an item he acquired from the Pope Drevigo raid. However, even the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill didn’t have an explanation, so he didn’t know where to use it.


  ‘The pope wouldn’t drop a cheap item…’


  Pope Drevigo was the one who dropped the Holy Light Battle Gear, which was the strongest armor set. Grid thought that the Goddess’ Essence dropped by Drevigo was bound to have considerable value. But it was just a vague expectation. It was difficult to gauge the value because he didn’t know where to use it.


  ‘What should I do? Ah!’


  It was a mysterious item that couldn’t be determined with the eyes of a blacksmith. Then a well-informed person was needed to figure out the identity. And he had such a person nearby.


  It was Rabbit.


  ‘He has handled many goods, so won’t he be able to recognize the value of this?’


  Please let it be a valuable item, as he expected. Grid eagerly looked for Rabbit.


  ***


  Rabbit’s office had documents stacked up like a mountain.


  “I don’t know.” Rabbit observed the Goddess’ Essence a few times before giving up.


  Grid panicked at the unexpected result. “There’s something you can’t grasp with your insight?”


  “I know that is is liquid that contains the divine power of Goddess Rebecca. But it is hard to tell what the effect will be.”


  “It can’t be sold?”


  “Be cautious.” The always calm Rabbit raised his voice. “This liquid contains the divine power of Goddess Rebecca. You will regret it someday if you decide to sell it. You should treasure it for now.”


  “I need a quick source of money.”


  “Why?”


  “I need enhancement stones.”


  “Enhancement stones…”


  Rabbit unfolded a gigantic map of the western part of the kingdom. During the past four months, the Overgeared members had adventured and completed this map.
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  Everything on the map seemed to have a smaller scale. Reidan, marked in the middle of the map, was only the size of a 500 won coin.


  ‘500 won… A large city that can accommodate 430,000 people is only the size of a 500 won coin…’


  It showed how big the west truly was.


  The Eternal Kingdom was divided into four regions: the east, west, north and south. However, the size of the four regions wasn’t constant. The west was the largest, followed by the north, east and south.


  But this large territory suddenly became a desert. What if he destroyed the giant worms and restored the west? Grid was the next in line to the main power in the north of the Eternal Kingdom. He would be able to establish a unique position.


  “Look here.” Rabbit pointed to one side of the map. It was the Hebend River that penetrated through Reidan. “As you can see, the villages and cities are concentrated on the southern basin of the Hebend River.”


  Were there survivors in those places? But that didn’t matter.


  “What is the reason?”


  “…?”


  Grid was surprised by Rabbit’s sudden question.


  ‘Why are the cities and villages concentrated there? Why is he asking me this? How should I know?’


  The Grid of the past would’ve expressed his disgruntled thoughts. However, the current Grid was eager to improve his thinking abilities.


  “Umm…”


  He used his lacking brain to think again. As a result, he barely found an answer. “Is it because of water?”


  People needed water to live. It was a simple reason and answer. But it was wrong.


  “You’re wrong. Isn’t it also easy to secure water from the north basin? The reason why the population was concentrated on the southern basin in the past was because there was something to attract people there, besides water.”


  “What does that mean?”


  “It’s the mines. As you can see, there’s a small mountain range, so it’s geographically possible.”


  “Mines?”


  This was good news. It didn’t matter if it was iron ore, silver or gold. Securing any resources, whether large or small, would unconditionally benefit them. It was good news for Reidan. However.


  “I’m glad to hear it, but why are you suddenly talking about mines? It’s just mines. You can take care of it with Lauel. Right now, I need enhancement stones. How did the conversation switch to this?”


  ‘Indeed… There is this type of response when hearing about the possibility of mines.’


  Rabbit realized it clearly. Grid was different from a common lord. He had little interest in his role as a lord.


  ‘He only devoted himself to working in the smithy for the past four months.’ Some people might blame Grid for being irresponsible. But Rabbit thought about it positively. ‘The duke is right. He might be the best blacksmith and warrior, but he is lacking in knowledge. It’s better for him to stay away from the administration side.’


  Despite their lack of political power, there were lords who forcefully tried to control their politics. On the other hand, Grid chose to rely on competent subordinates because he recognized his own deficiencies. He was the ideal lord who knew the limits of what he could do.


  ‘He is truly wise and wonderful.’


  Grid was different from the stupid leader of the Mero Company that Rabbit served in the past.


  Rabbit continued the explanation.  “The Overgeared members have explored the southern basin to see if there really are mines. But there was a strong boss monster, so the Overgeared members abandoned the exploration and classified it as a danger zone.”


  “Which of the Overgeared members went?”


  “All of them.”


  “What?”


  The Overgeared Guild was strong. They were all rankers in the top 40. But despite them acting together, there was a boss monster powerful enough to make them retreat? 


  ‘Is it at the level of the complete Hell Gao?’ Even Grid wasn’t an opponent for the complete version of Hell Gao. He barely managed to defeat Hell Gao after weakening him by taking two fire stones. ‘The current Overgeared members are much stronger…’


  Regas was the first member of the Overgeared Guild to obtain his third advancement class. He chose the Asura class. It was a fighting demon that suited his personality. Then Regas went straight to Grid and asked for a duel. It was revenge for losing in the finals of the PvP match. As a result, Grid won.


  ‘I almost had to use my invincible passive.’


  It was a shame, because the duel was after his training period with Piaro. After reaching the third advancement class, Regas was much stronger than before. It was the same for the other Overgeared members. But there was a boss monster in the west that they couldn’t defeat?


  ‘It is a terrible place.’


  Grid clicked his tongue and prompted.


  “So? What does that have to do with the enhancement stones?”


  “Did you hear the explanation about why I invested more than half of the guild funds into the alchemy institutes?”


  “I heard from Lauel. Isn’t the effect of alchemy amazing? It can make various buff potions, as well as assign special options to items.”


  “There are many other things that alchemy can do. But most cities avoid investing in alchemy. It is to the point that even the richest cities that represent a kingdom are reluctant concerning alchemy.”


  “Why?”


  “Because it isn’t certain.”


  The effects of items made with alchemy weren’t constant, but often random. Furthermore, the success rate of alchemy itself was extremely low. For example, even if the alchemy institute had the highest level, the probability of producing buff potions is less than 70%, and the probability of successfully giving an option to an item was less than 30%.


  In addition, the prices of the materials needed for alchemy were too high. In conclusion, alchemy was a bad investment.


  Grid frowned at the explanation. “What is this? Isn’t it complete rubbish?”


  2,937,000 gold out of the five million guild funds had been invested in alchemy. Grid felt like he had been hit in the back of his head.


  ‘This man is determined to destroy me!’


  Rabbit saw Grid’s expression and explained. “I plan to develop Reidan into the second Talima.”


  “Talima? The dwarf city?”


  “That’s correct.”


  The dwarf city Talima was called the city of heaven. Regardless of the rating, it was said that battle gear with a special performance were widely distributed.  Even a small store would have a solid piece of equipment comparable to a unique-rated item, so many people wanted to go there to purchase battle gear. But it was impossible. Talima was located within the territory of the dragon Trauka, and was a city that humans couldn’t enter.


  “What if Reidan has items like Talima?”


  Certainly, the city would be able to show off a unique presence. People would come from all over the continent to Reidan. Rabbit hoped that day would come, so he encouraged the training of blacksmiths and invested in alchemy.


  “Alchemy is a way to make the items produced by you and your blacksmiths shine. I am convinced that the only city on the continent worthy of investing in alchemy is Reidan.”


  “Hrmm…”


  If it developed the way Rabbit wished, a huge economic effect would be created. Grid hoped for that day as well. But.


  “Isn’t the success rate of alchemy the worst? Can we afford it? What if we have bad luck and become bankrupt instead of becoming the second Talima?”


  “Do you remember Administrator Arik?”


  “Arik? Ahh, the lord of this place until I was appointed?” Arik was a funny person. The episode related to him was a sight to behold. “Isn’t he locked up in prison? What about him?”


  “The reason Lauel didn’t kill him was to retrieve information about the west from him. I was also able to gain valuable information from him.”


  “What information?”


  “Somewhere in the west, there is a mine for yellow mithril.”


  “Yellow mithril?”


  It was Rabbit’s decisive reason for investing in alchemy.


  “Yellow mithril is the material for fairy dust. And fairy dust is a raw material that dramatically increases the chances of alchemy succeeding. I am guessing that there is a yellow mithril mine in the southern basin of the Hebend River.”


  “Oh…”


  It was a mineral that made it possible to overcome the low success rate of alchemy. Grid was thrilled. The radiant future of Reidan was drawn in his mind and he became excited.


  “…By the way, what about the enhancement stones?”


  He was still curious about the topic of conversation. Grid finally reached the limits of his patience so Rabbit cut to the chase.


  “Enhancement stones can be made with alchemy.”


  “…!”


  Grid’s eyes widened. He thought enhancement stones only dropped from boss monsters, so he couldn’t help feeling surprised.


  “Generally, it is wiser to avoid making enhancement stones because the probability of success is extremely low. But that story will change if we get our hands on fairy dust.”


  It was the moment when the reason for Rabbit’s lengthy explanation was revealed.


  “So the conclusion is, please go and secure the mine.”


  “Okay.”


  Grid instantly replied. There was no reason to refuse. The boss monster might be hard for the Overgeared members to raid, but the story would be different if Grid and Noe’s powers were added.


  “Then I’ll go immediately.”


  Grid was unstoppable once he made a decision. He immediately convened the Overgeared members. The Overgeared members were excited to be raiding with Grid after a long time.


  “It’s the first time since the golem invasion.”


  “We’ll be able to knock down that monster if we have Grid.”


  Grid looked at the Overgeared members and asked them, “What type of monster is it? A demonkin?”


  “No, it is a doppelganger.”


  “Doppelganger?”


  A doppelganger was a monster that copied the form and abilities of the target. They were obviously hard to deal with but…


  “Even if he turns into one of us, we have the advantage in numbers. Can’t you easily defeat it?”


  Pon explained, “As you said, the doppelganger is easy to deal with if it turns into one of us. But it’s transforming into someone else who is much stronger than us.”


  Vantner continued. “It was really incredibly strong. The body is slim and the face is handsome, and he moves quickly while using a sword as big as Dainsleif.”


  Regas also spoke. “The way he moves the greatsword reminds me of you, Grid.”


  Faker added. “The basic moves are similar to Grid, but the sword techniques are several times better than Grid.”


  “Hrmm…”


  The opponent was that great? Grid was very curious about the power of the doppelganger that the strongest people in the Overgeared Guild were praising.


  ‘I will soon see.’


  The Overgeared members finished their preparations. Grid commanded, “Depart. Jude, you will protect Reidan along with the soldiers.”


  “Yes…”


  Jude was disappointed that he couldn’t go with them and stepped back.


  “I will accompany you.”


  The continent’s strongest swordsman. It was Piaro. However, he was different from before. He was neatly shaved and wearing clean clothes. It was hard to imagine that he was a beggar a few months ago, as he was now giving off a strong impression.


  “Please add your strength.”


  Grid gladly welcomed Piaro, while the Overgeared members were confused.


  ‘Why is he taking a farmer along?’


  A farmer was useless in a raid. What role did a farmer have in a raid? Farmers were meant to be in the fields. Lauel was about to say something, but stopped.


  ‘That reminds me, isn’t Piaro an expert in feng shui?’


  Was Grid planning to use Piaro’s power to secure useful lands?


  ‘It is surprising. He’s so clever…’


  Lauel embraced the thought that Grid was growing. Grid seemed to be a completely different person than before.
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  In the National Competition and golem invasion event, Grid proved to be the strongest. But now two months of real time had passed after the golem invasion, so was he still the strongest?


  『 I don’t think so. 』 


  『 What’s the basis for your claim? 』


  『 The performance of a third advancement class is far superior to the second advancement class. It’s on a completely different dimension. Most of the top 50 rankers have reached their third advancement class, so Duke Grid, who is immature in control, is no longer unique. 』


  『 I agree. Duke Grid overpowered the rankers in the National Competition with his items and class, but now he’s lost the advantage of his class. 』


  『 What if Grid overcomes his insufficient control skills? 』


  『 Haha! The possibility doesn’t exist. Looking at it from a professional point of view, Duke Grid has no talent for control. The only advantage he has is his items. 』


  『 The advantage will be offset by the fantastic control of the other ranked players. 』


  As the information of the third advancement classes started to be revealed one by one, the experts started to criticize Grid. In the first place, Pagma’s Descendant wasn’t a class specialized in combat. The experts were convinced that the third advancement rankers would be able to show skills well beyond Grid.


  At the Second National Competition in Paris nine months later, Grid wouldn’t be able to win.


  『 Ah, fans of Duke Grid, please don’t misunderstand. I’m not disrespecting Grid himself. He is a good leader who has absorbed the Tzedakah Guild, and also have talented people like Huroi, Lauel, Euphemina and Ruby. 』 


  『 I also know that Duke Grid’s blacksmith skills are great. However, we are currently analyzing Duke Grid’s combat ability, so we have to criticize it. 』


  In fact, Satisfy experts had a grudge against Grid. It was because their analysis of Grid during the National Competition was wrong and they were embarrassed in front of the public.


  ‘It would be nice if Grid’s era ends quickly.’


  ‘I don’t want to discuss Grid anymore. It’s embarrassing every time my analysis is wrong.’


  Would these wishes come true?


  ***


  “Sura Charge!”


  Pepepepeong!


  After converting to an Asura, Regas’ combat power was twice as high as a martial artist. The enemy was confused by the punching and kicking changing trajectories, then he would dominate the battlefield by linking lightning and dark skills. The sight of him facing four giant worms simultaneously was excellent.


  ‘He’s stronger than when I won the duel. Has he completely adapted to his new class?’


  “Nobody can call Regas a Taekwon Master now. Sooner or later, he will be called a war god.”


  “Yes.”


  As Grid and Lauel admired him, the spear knight aboard a camel started moving.


  Puk! Puk puk!


  Rumble!


  Kiyack!


  A spear knight’s attack power increased when riding on a ‘mount’ such as a horse or pet, so it was a spectacular sight. Even the monsters in the west were unable to cope with his blows. But it was impossible to kill the western monsters in one blow unless they were Grid.


  Pon soon faced five giant worms. Was this a crisis? No.


  “Gatling Spear.”


  Pepeng! Pepepepeng!


  The sonic spear moved several times in a fan-like range. Then the five giant worms became rags and transformed into light.


  ‘Great.’


  Gatling Spear exerted a power comparable to Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Kill. Unlike the single-target Kill, it was a wide range attack. Grid was filled with admiration.


  ‘I have higher stats than Pon and the performance of Failure is much better than Pon’s weapon…’


  Nevertheless, the difference in passive skills was too great. Combat classes all had the passive skill of Weapons Mastery, which had the effect of adding attack power. Meanwhile, Grid had a clear limit since he relied exclusively on Pagma’s Swordsmanship.


  [Pagma’s Swordsmanship Lv. 2 (89.9%)]


  -When the skill is deactivated-


  You can become one with the sword at any time. Increases physical attack by 30%, critical hit rate by 20% and critical damage by 10%.


  * This effect is only applied when a sword type weapon is equipped.


  * The skill consumes no mana.


  -When the skill is activated-


  Become one with the sword. Wave, Restraint, Link, Kill, Transcend, Transcended Link and Linked Kill You can unleash a total of seven sword techniques.


  * The effect of the deactivated skill will be lost.


  * 20 mana is required to activate the skill.


  * Once deactivated, it will take 10 seconds until the skill can be activated again. Nothing will be consumed when deactivated.


  Pagma’s Swordsmanship had a fatal weakness. The effect of the passive skill disappeared when he used an active skill. The effect of a 30% increase in attack power, 20% increase in critical hit rate and 10% increase in critical damage wouldn’t be applied to skills like Kill and Link.


  ‘The passive skill only applied to the base damage… This is the limit of the class called Pagma’s Descendant.’


  But Grid wasn’t worried. Rather, he was overflowing with confidence.


  ‘Right now, Regas and Pon’s strength might seem comparable to me, but that’s only for the moment. That gap will increase again the moment I reach level 300.’


  There was an old saying in games that ‘levels were bullies.’ That saying was also established in Satisfy.


  10 stat points were gained every time the level increased, and users would become stronger as their stats increased. It wasn’t just because of simple reasons like wearing better items or getting stronger skills, but also due to the unique function of stats.


  For example, the strength stat. A level 200 user’s strength stat had 0.3 attack power, 7 health points and a weight limit increase of 40 with every point. A level 300 user’s strength stat had 0.4 attack power, 9 health points and a weight limit increased of 50 with every point.


  In this way, the effect of the stats increased every 100 levels. This was called the stats awakening. The sum of the level 275 Grid’s stats were currently higher than the stats of the level 300 Overgeared members. Looking at the total number of stats, Grid’s level was nearly 380.


  He went through a process called minus level, obtained special titles, and produced countless items. What if Grid reached level 300 and received the third stats awakening?


  ‘The difference between our passive skills only applies for now.’


  The source of Grid’s power was his overwhelming stats. Grid was more familiar with this than anyone else, so he didn’t have to be nervous about the growth of others.


  ‘If I complete the Grid set then…’


  He was the strongest.


  “Huhuhu…”


  ‘Why all of a sudden?’


  Grid smiled and Lauel felt a shiver. It was like encountering a monster on the level of a demonkin. Then Huroi shouted.


  “My Lord! Seven basilisks are present 800 meters to the south!”


  The Overgeared members were nervous.


  “Seven basilisks?”


  “We should bypass them.”


  The respawn rate of the western monsters was unusually fast. If a battle lasted for an extended period of time in one place, they would end up surrounded by monsters. The basilisk was one of the strongest monsters in the west, so it was obvious they would face a crisis if they had to fight seven of them.


  “There is a small mountain to the west. It might delay our journey, but we can bypass the monsters.”


  “I don’t want to.” Grid ignored Lauel’s advice and grabbed Failure. “I haven’t hunted in 131 days. I will use this opportunity to increase my experience.”


  The desert was a harsh terrain. Every time they moved, their feet sank into the sand, severely limiting their movements. The Overgeared members were experts in combat and already adapted to the desert terrain, but what about Grid?


  The Overgeared members were worried. Grid’s dull movements and lack of combat sense meant it was impossible for him to exert his full power in the desert. So they were going to move first to clear any monsters they encountered on the journey to their destination.


  But what was the truth?


  Jebeok jebeok.


  Grid was armed with heavy boots and walked in the desert like it was a plains area. He even sped up and ran. This was due to the thorough education from Piaro.


  “Huh…?”


  “What has gotten into Grid…?”


  The Overgeared members doubted their eyes.


  Kiyaaak!


  A basilisk noticed a human running over and opened its mouth. Then the light of petrification that also caused great damage flashed. It was a skill that was hard to respond to because the range of the light was wide and fast.


  The Overgeared members were sure that Grid would suffer great damage. Grid lacked control skills, so he was always hit by monsters. They thought it would be the same again this time. However.


  “Have I only fought you once or twice?”


  Grid had moved to Reidan from Patrian. Grid had been taught by Piaro and killed numerous basilisks, so he already predicted this. He was able to accurately estimate the timing of the flash and fired Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave to offset it. Then he approached the basilisk that was slowed, used Blacksmith’s Rage and stabbed the basilisk in its weak eyes.


  Kiyaaaaaah!


  The basilisk struggled from the pain. Suddenly, the six other basilisks surrounded Grid and swung their tails.


  “My Lord!”


  “Grid!”


  The Overgeared members paled. If the six basilisks attacked at the same time, Grid would definitely die. But Grid was already in the rear. He avoided four tails flying from the front, and defended against the other tails using the pavranium.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  Kieek?


  The basilisks were confused at the appearance of the golden blades that blocked their attacks. They felt danger. It was because they saw the black eyes of the human in the gap between the golden blades, looking at them like they were prey.


  One of the top predators of the desert was prey? This human was dangerous. The basilisks were instinctively engulfed in fear. 


  “First one.”


  Grid stepped forward towards the basilisk that he had attacked first.


  Teong!


  The heavy weight of Grid’s boots made the desert sand run loose. Then Grid’s greatsword, which had a different power than before, struck the basilisk’s wounded eyes. This wasn’t the end. Grid evaded the basilisk’s subsequent counterattack and triggered Pagma’s Swordsmanship.


  The sword followed the movements while he evaded.


  “Kill.”


  Peeeeeong!


  The blue greatsword reminiscent of an ocean predator penetrated the skull of the basilisk.


  Kuwaaah!


  One of the seven basilisks instantly turned into a grey light. The Overgeared members couldn’t close their mouths as they watched.


  “Is that Grid?”


  The control skills that Grid used at this moment weren’t particularly outstanding. Anyone who played the game could show such movements. But who was Grid?  He was mocked by everyone for having poor control skills. This person who wasn’t talented was taught the skills.


  He overcame the weakness in himself.


  ‘Has Grid always been working where we couldn’t see him?’


  ‘How much effort did he put in?’


  ‘This is truly my lord! I am proud!’


  “No, aren’t you going to help me? Aaaaack!”


  “…”


  While the Overgeared members were feeling thrilled, Grid was becoming bloody due to the other six basilisks. The party window showed that his health gauge was exponentially dropping. The Overgeared members freaked out as they saw it and hurriedly moved to save him.


  On the other hand, Piaro observed Grid’s battle from beginning to end and clicked his tongue.


  “Really, there are no signs of improvement.”


  Vantner heard Piaro’s voice and shook his head.


  ‘This farmer isn’t sane either.’
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  “My Lord! There are 15 cacti in a cluster 400m ahead! It is presumed to be mine cacti in disguise, so pay special attention…”


  “Advance and destroy them!”


  “My Lord! Two golden toads in the oasis are mating! It is wiser to bypass them…”


  “Two field bosses appeared at the same time? This is a jackpot! Charge!”


  “My Lord! Dozens of desert toads are chasing us 800m in the rear! We have to speed up or they will catch us…!”


  “Do they want revenge for the golden toads? Okay! Stop! We will meet the prey who are willingly coming to us!”


  “My Lord… There is a small nest of giant worms below the mountain…”


  “Go in and sweep them up!”


  “…”


  From the sky, Huroi was able to grasp the terrain in advance and discover the enemies. If he depended on his scouting ability as master of a drake, he would be able to minimize their clashes with monsters until they reached their destination.


  But who was Grid? He was enthusiastic after not hunting for a long time, so the monsters of the west were destined to be destroyed. If Huroi discovered an enemy, Grid rushed in, rather than avoiding it. Due to that, the Overgeared members became tired.


  “Pant pant! Damn, doesn’t Grid get tired?”


  “I feel it every time, but Grid’s stamina is much higher than we think.”


  “Uhh… It’s unbearably hot.”


  It was very hard to march through the desert. The Overgeared members were top rankers, but they were also users. Due to the repeated battles and heat, their stamina was quickly depleted. On the other hand, Grid was fine. His stamina was twice as high as the Overgeared members thanks to his persistence stat, which he raised through labor and blacksmith work.


  ‘No matter how strong the monsters in the west are, fields bosses have obvious limits.’


  Field bosses were weaker than quest bosses or dungeon bosses, and their item drop rate was also low. Grid and the Overgeared members hunted one large cactus and two golden toads, but only obtained two epic items and five enhancement stones.


  As Grid was feeling disappointment, “River!”


  “We’ve finally arrived!”


  The group arrived at the Hebend River. It was only 10 hours from Reidan. If they fully exploited Huroi’s scouting ability, they would’ve been able to arrive within three hours. However, Grid made their journey at least three times longer.


  “Grid, all the guild members are tired. It’s late at night, so why don’t we take a break?” Pon suggested.


  Grid checked the status of the Overgeared members.


  “I understand. Get ready to camp.”


  Stamina recovery was slow outdoors. Meals and simple rest weren’t sufficient, so it was better to take a short nap. The Overgeared members gathered near the river and pulled out a tents from the inventory. They were impressed when they saw Grid setting up his. It was because Grid’s setting up skill wasn’t ordinary.


  “Wow, isn’t this great? It is the first time I’ve seen someone build a tent as quickly as Grid.”


  “Has he set up a lot of tents in reality? Does he go camping often?”


  ‘What camping…’


  Grid didn’t have any friends to go camping with. The reason why Grid’s tent building skill was so good was because he was thoroughly trained in the army. Grid had over 3,000 dexterity points, so he could set up a tent several times faster than ordinary users.


  Were there any advantages to building a tent quickly? No. It wouldn’t be helpful in reality unless he had a lover to go on a camping trip with.


  “Let’s eat.”


  Once the setting up of tents was complete, the Overgeared members sat down in front of a fire. The food they prepared was common.  It was the rainbow potato, the only food currently grown in Reidan.


  “I’m sick of eating this for every meal.”


  “I agree.”


  The rainbow potato had seven flavors. The red portion had a meat flavor, the yellow portion was fried shrimp flavor, the orange portion was tangerine sauce, and so on. It had a soft, strong or delicious taste, but in the end, it was just a potato. Basically, it was hard because they had to eat this for every meal.


  “It would be nice if we had a good chef.”


  In the case of a chef with high cooking skills, it was possible to make food using wild grasses and monsters. In addition, the dishes would give a small buff so it was a very useful ability.


  ‘Euphemina can duplicate the cooking skill…’


  Euphemina wasn’t included in this raid. Currently, she was making a great contribution to the security and internal affairs development of Reidan by duplicating skills like the monster taming, blacksmithing, alchemy, building, etc. It was too much to rely on her for cooking as well, so Grid shook his head.


  ‘We can’t always depend on Euphemina.’


  She might leave the guild. In fact, there was a limit to relying on only one person, so Grid decided that it was better to recruit users with various secondary classes like chefs.


  “Now my eyes are tired.”


  “What should we do?”


  The guild members finished their meal. Grid rose from his spot and proclaimed, “Leave the lookout position to me. Everybody, you should get a good sleep.”


  Grid had matured and was now sacrificing himself for his colleagues. But the Overgeared members refused.


  “Grid is the core power of this raid group. You can’t overdo it.”


  “Don’t worry. I’m still okay because I have a lot of stamina.”


  “It isn’t enough just to be okay. You have to be well prepared. The opponent is strong.”


  In the end, Grid was excluded from being on guard and the members started to consult among themselves. The scheduled break was four hours. In the meantime, eight people should stand guard in intervals of 30 minutes.


  “The eight people with the highest stamina stat will have to sacrifice 30 minutes.”


  Every time.


  The higher the stamina stat, the higher the maximum stamina and the quicker the recovery speed. Therefore, the guard positions were always taken by the tankers. Vantner and Toban groaned.


  “I’m tired of being a tanker all day long…”


  “A tanker is a sinner.”


  It might be a reasonable method, but the tankers couldn’t help complaining. Lauel watched them and made a wise suggestion.


  “Why doesn’t Piaro stand guard?”


  On the way here.  It was obvious but Piaro didn’t take part in any battles. He just had to walk. Lauel guessed that Piaro still had a lot of stamina left.


  ‘A legendary farmer should have high basic stats… A four hour guard shift shouldn’t be a huge burden to him.’


  Piaro readily nodded at Lauel’s suggestion. “I understand. Leave it to me and get a good night’s sleep.”


  “Ohh!”


  The faces of the Overgeared members brightened. They didn’t know why Piaro participated in this raid, but they were delighted that he was here. However, some people showed negative reactions.


  “This is a danger zone, so we shouldn’t leave the guard position to a farmer.”


  “That’s right. What if monsters hide in the fog at dawn and attack? A farmer wouldn’t be able to detect the attack of a monster, so we will be vulnerable to danger.”


  ‘They don’t know the honor it is to have a great swordsman standing guard…’


  Grid found this situation hilarious. How long would they mistake Piaro for a farmer? It was interesting to watch since he knew the truth. He smiled and settled the situation. “You shouldn’t doubt Piaro’s ability to be a lookout. Don’t you know that he is a legendary farmer, not an ordinary farmer?”


  “…?”


  The Overgeared members were confused.


  “Why should a legendary farmer be good at being a lookout?”


  “Explain it so that we can understand.”


  “…”


  Grid was stressed because the members asked for clarification. It was impossible to give a convincing explanation since it was just a thoughtless remark that he spoke.


  At that moment, Lauel made a guess. “Farmers have to protect their fields from ice, beasts and monsters. A legendary farmer should have an excellent ability to defend his fields, meaning that his ability to sense beasts and monsters is sharp. This is the reason why Grid told us to trust the legendary farmer.”


  “That’s right.”


  Grid agreed with Lauel’s interpretation. The Overgeared members with a negative reaction started to understand.


  “I see… Farmers have this ability…”


  “Okay then. Piaro, please work hard for four hours. It is a request.”


  The Overgeared members entered their tents. Pon was the last one to enter and he spoke to Piaro.


  “There is a huge monster that lives in Hebend River. It’s extremely powerful, unlike the golden toads that we hunted during the day. If it emerges, let us know without any delay.”


  “Yes.”


  Pon finally entered his tent. Piaro sat in front of a campfire alone and recalled the past.


  ‘It reminds me of my days as a knight.’


  During his time in the Red Knights, they went on many expeditions and set up campsites. At that time, he was with his colleagues. But due to Asmophel’s false accusation, they were all dead.


  Tadak. Tak.


  “…”


  Piaro was organizing the branches for the campfire when he suddenly shifted his gaze to the river. It was early dawn. Something was moving silently in the fog. It was hard to detect even by the most skilled person. But who was Piaro? It was extremely rare that anything could succeed in an ambush in front of a great swordsman.


  “You are the monster of Hebend River.”


  Piaro threw the branch he was holding into the river. As he threw it into the river, something let out a sharp scream.


  On this day. The top predator of the Hebend River for the last decade met its end.


  ***


  “Okay, perfect.”


  Grid and the Overgeared members slept for four hours and recovered enough stamina. They ate a rainbow potato and moved straight to their destination. They finally reached the edge of the mountains after passing through large and small ghost villages.


  Grid and the Overgeared members no longer encountered monsters. Grid was puzzled by the bamboo forest that stretched along the mountain path.


  “How was this forest preserved without being turned into a desert? Is this place safe from the giant worms?”


  Lauel explained. “The doppelganger here blocks the path of monsters as well as humans. Thanks to it, this forest and the mine in the mountains behind it are safely preserved.”


  “Hrmm…”


  It was a strange phenomenon where a monster defended the land from another monster. Grid felt great interest as he stepped into the bamboo forest. At that moment.


  [You have entered the mysterious forest.]


  [Your mind has become calm.]


  [You will be helpless in the midst of this tranquility.]


  [You have resisted.]


  “Ugh…! This feeling is so disgusting.”


  “I just want to sleep.”


  With the exception of Grid, the Overgeared members were overcome by the helpless feeling. Their bodies became limp and they had pained expressions on their faces. On the other hand, Grid kept moving forward and was astonished.


  “…Pagma?”


  The center of the forest where bamboo soared into the sky. One man was sitting on a flat rock. He had an egg-shaped face on a slender body. White skin and red lips. His long eyes that were smiling.  He gave off such a beautiful and neat impression that it was hard to believe he was a man. He looked exactly like Pagma, who Grid had seen depicted on the murals at Loran Falls.


  Suuk.


  Pagma sat quietly on the rock and slowly moved. The silk clothes that seemed to come from the Joseon Era flapped as he moved and shifted his gaze towards Grid. The look in those eyes contained outright hostility.
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  The moment he locked eyes with Pagma.


  Duguen!


  Grid stiffened and his heart beat faster. His eyes shook as sweat started running down his body. It was a phenomenon of fear that transcended tension and agitation. Was he overwhelmed by the killing intent that Pagma was emitting?


  No.


  This was sheer instinct. The source of all his abilities was Pagma, so he couldn’t help feeling awe and a sense of smallness when facing Pagma.


  ‘Wake up.’ Grid sobered up. ‘This guy is just a doppelganger of Pagma. Don’t be misled by appearances.’


  The name that floated above his head wasn’t Pagma, but ‘Doppelganger of the Mysterious Forest.’  Grid confirmed this again and barely controlled his mind. After a moment, his composure was restored.


  ‘It will be hard.’ Who would’ve expected that the target of the raid would be Pagma’s doppelganger?  ‘I never even imagined it.’


  Looking back at it now, the features described by the Overgeared members resembled Pagma. But hadn’t Pagma died more than 100 years ago? It was virtually impossible to imagine that the present doppelganger could copy a person from so long ago.


  “…”


  The staring battle between Grid and the doppelganger continued. There were all types of complex emotions and doubts in Grid’s eyes, while the doppelganger only contained hostility towards the enemy.


  It was clear that this situation couldn’t be contained. The doppelganger attacked Grid first. He lightly swung a jade green greatsword in his hand.


  Chaaeng!


  “Kuk!”


  Grid blocked the descending greatsword with Failure. The destructive power behind the blow was beyond imagination. The attack power was comparable to Hell Gao who was in a perfect condition.


  “Lauel! A doppelganger copies the appearance of the target. But can it completely copy their abilities as well?” He hurriedly asked.


  Lauel shook his head. “There are limits to a doppelganger’s ability to copy. It can’t fully copy the ability of a person stronger than itself.”


  It meant that the doppelganger wasn’t as strong as Pagma, who was the greatest swordsman after Muller. In other words, the doppelganger in front of Grid was an unfinished product that couldn’t completely copy Pagma’s power.


  However.


  Jjejejeok!


  “Crazy..!”


  Bottom, side, top. The doppelganger showed off a dazzling skill with the greatsword, with barely a time difference in each strike. This drove Grid back.


  [The durability of the +9 Failure has decreased by 3.]


  [The durability of the +9 Failure has decreased by 8.]


  ‘What is this?’


  Even the performance of the weapon was great.  It was the first time he saw a weapon that could damage the durability of Failure so quickly. If the durability of Failure was compromised, it meant that the doppelganger’s weapon dealt twice the damage.


  “Lauel! What about the doppelganger’s ability to copy items?”


  The material that made up a doppelganger was so flexible that it reproduced human hair and skin, even tears and blood.


  “Depending on its strength, it can exert a strength comparable to orichalcum. Due to this, most items reproduced by doppelgangers are known to perform better than the original.”


  It was impossible to completely copy the works of the legendary blacksmith, Pagma. The greatsword used by the doppelganger was obviously below the level of the original.


  ‘Nevertheless, it can deal such damage to Failure?’


  Grid’s pride was crushed. He had been trying so hard for the two years since becoming Pagma’s Descendant, but he couldn’t even be compared to Pagma’s copy?


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  Grid’s sword became increasingly dull due to his agitation. On the other hand, the sword of the doppelganger was as sharp as ever, since his emotions never changed.


  Chukak.


  “…Uh!”


  Grid finally started to become injured. Red blood stained his clothing. The flow of battle was heading towards Grid’s defeat.


  “Quickly help Grid…!”


  The Overgeared members were nervous. They wanted to go out and help Grid right away. But it was difficult to take a step because they were still caught by the feeling of helplessness. This helpless feeling was so strong that they wouldn’t be able to move their fingertips unless their survival instincts were invoked.


  “We have to hope that Grid will survive until the doppelganger attacks us…”


  “But look at this. Isn’t the doppelganger’s swordsmanship extremely similar to Grid’s swordsmanship?”


  “That’s right. I wasn’t sure before, but now that they are side by side, the two sword styles look exactly the same.”


  “It can’t be…”


  The Overgeared members figured out the doppelganger’s identity. To be precise, it was the identity of the person that the doppelganger copied. However, the weight of that name wasn’t light, so they couldn’t express it with their mouths.


  On the other hand, Lauel had no such obstacles. “It seems to be Pagma, as everyone is thinking.”


  “…”


  Pagma. One of the nine legends and the source of Grid’s strength. But now. As a result of the golem invasion, Grid encountered Pagma’s doppelganger in the west.


  What did this suggest?


  “Through this raid, Grid will go through a big change. He will acquire new skills, quests or items and he will develop dramatically. The reason why the king appointed Grid as lord of Reiden is due to Satisfy’s arrangements for Pagma’s Descendant.”


  Lauel looked at it from a very positive perspective. It was the same for the other Overgeared members.


  Teong!


  Meanwhile, Grid defended against the onslaught of the doppelganger and he couldn’t retreat as the bamboo forest blocked the exit. There was no place to back off anymore, so he could only counterattack.


  “Damn! Let’s try it once!”


  How long was he going to be pushed by Pagma’s clone, who wasn’t even Pagma? The moment when Grid was about to use Pagma’s Swordsmanship.


  “Stop!” The silent Piaro suddenly shouted. Grid was surprised and stopped.


  “…”


  The doppelganger’s sword had slashed through the spot where Grid was about to move to. If Grid had used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, his heart would’ve been pierced by that greatsword.


  Gulp.


  Grid swallowed his dry saliva as Piaro scolded him.


  “Why aren’t you calm? Watch the opponent. The difference between him and you isn’t great. There is no reason for it to be so one-sided.”


  The difference wasn’t great? Wasn’t his attack speed and attack power twice as high as Grid’s? Piaro gave the confused Grid a hint. “Just as he knows your swordsmanship, don’t you also know his swordsmanship? If so, can’t you cope?”


  “…”


  If it was four months ago, Grid would’ve found it hard to understand Piaro’s advice. But now it was different. Grid had steadily developed thinking skills in his everyday life. As a result, he was able to use Piaro’s advice as perfect nourishment.


  ‘That’s right. That guy’s swordsmanship is based on Pagma.’ A stabbing attack contained the simplified footwork of Kill while a slash had the simplified footwork of Link. ‘If I watch his foot movements, I can predict his next attack.’


  Again, let’s do it properly. Grid took a deep breath. In this gap, the doppelganger had taken two steps forward. It was the footwork of Link. A slashing attack. But would it be horizontal or vertical? If it was horizontal, would it come from the right or left side?


  ‘Read the enemy’s gaze and shoulder motions.’


  He recalled Piaro’s teachings. Then.


  ‘The right!’


  The movement was seen. Grid succeeded in detecting and avoiding the doppelganger’s sword, despite it moving twice as fast as him. It was a very good move, impressing everyone watching.


  ‘He listened to the advice of the farmer and…’


  ‘He grew in real time?’


  ‘What is going on?’


  The eyes of the Overgeared members’ widened. Their gazes turned towards Piaro. Piaro was standing with folded arms. It was the opposite of the members who were filled with the helpless feeling.


  ‘It can’t be…?’


  He wasn’t just a farmer? It was when the Overgeared members were starting to realize Piaro’s identity.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link!”


  Pipit! Pipipipipit!


  Dozens of blue-white energy blades were created. Did it shatter the body of the doppelganger? It failed. The doppelganger completely blocked Grid’s attack using the same technique.


  Chaeeeeeng!


  “Ohh!”


  The blue-white blades and the jade blades collided together, causing the bamboo to shake from the force. The Overgeared members watched with amazement and awe.


  “Kill!”


  Grid used another skill to not lose his momentum. However, once again, the doppelganger reacted with the same technique to neutralize Grid’s attack.


  Peeeeeong!


  The collision between Kill and Kill caused a powerful explosion. The center of the forest was destroyed because it couldn’t cope with the explosion. The rock where the doppelganger first sat was shattered and the fragments scattered everywhere, injuring the Overgeared members.


  “How about this?”


  Grid used a fusion skill. This skill was based on his own experience, so he thought the doppelganger wouldn’t have this skill.


  “Transcended Link!”


  A total of 20 strikes that dealt 180% physical damage was shot out with no time difference. It was a merciless bombardment that even turned an ancient weapon to rags, so Grid didn’t doubt its power. However, the doppelganger coped by using a skill that Grid didn’t know yet.


  “Revolve.”


  “…?!”


  Grid and the Overgeared members’ eyes widened. The doppelganger moved the jade sword in a half moon and absorbed all the energy of Transcended Link, while a vortex appeared around the doppelganger? This wasn’t the end.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  The energy of Transcended Link that was sucked into the vortex reappeared. At the same time, it reversed course and aimed for Grid. It was a perfect counterattack.


  “Grid!”


  “My Lord!”


  The 20 energy blades moved through the bamboo forest in a zigzag, heading towards Grid. The Overgeared members were certain that Grid would die. But Piaro didn’t allow it. He suddenly appeared in front of Grid and pulled out his sword. Then he struck the blue-white energy blades one by one.


  Kwang!


  Two.


  Kwang!


  Three.


  Kwa kwang!


  Four.


  Kwa kwa kwang!


  In turn, he blocked all 20 blows.


  “…”


  The Overgeared members and Grid couldn’t believe the sight that was in front of them.


  ‘Blowing away my Transcended Link like hitting a baseball…? Was Piaro this strong?’


  ‘No… What the hell is this farmer?’


  As an awkward silence flowed, Piaro stepped back and urged Grid. “Fight again from the beginning. Absorb the techniques in Pagma’s Swordsmanship that you don’t know and make them your own. Then you will become stronger.”


  Piaro had figured out the identity of the doppelganger with the second blow that Grid and the doppelganger exchanged.  However, he didn’t step forward because he judged there was no value in it.


  ‘This is a great stepping stone for Duke Grid.’


  The private lessons of the continent’s greatest swordsman, the second stage began.




  Chapter 232


  The doppelganger couldn’t completely reproduce Pagma’s power in its entirety. Nevertheless, its stats were equivalent to Hell Gao. Since Grid had a tendency to rely entirely on skills, it was natural that he was completely defeated in the first battle after Pagma’s Swordsmanship was blocked.


  This horrific monster…


  ‘Fight again?’


  Grid was unwilling. Wouldn’t the result be the same even if they fought a few times? He would be much more comfortable if Piaro went out and took care of it. But he quickly fixed that idea.


  ‘Piaro said to absorb Pagma’s Swordsmanship. Yes, this is a chance to become stronger.’


  More and more strength. He needed enough strength to do the things he had to do.


  “Sigh…”


  Grid hesitated before taking a deep breath.


  Kuoooh!


  The doppelganger stabbed forward. The attack was deafening, and despite being 5m away, seemed like it would reach his stomach.


  Piaro exclaimed from behind him. “There are obviously limits to a greatsword. It’s big, dull and hard to move on the fly. The stabbing of a greatsword is extremely simple, and can easily be seen. Don’t worry about hidden weapons and block.”


  It was convincing advice. Grid’s confidence was elevated and he moved calmly. Utilizing the footwork of Link to move left and right, he avoided the doppelganger’s stab.


  Kudududuk!


  The jade greatsword passed by the side of the Holy Light Armor. Sparks scattered like firecrackers and the doppelganger could be seen beyond them.


  “Once the stab misses, a gap will be exposed. This is an opportunity to hit back.”


  A greatsword was big and heavy. What if the greatsword was stabbed but didn’t hit the target? The person holding the greatsword would lose their balance and their posture would collapse.


  “Okay!”


  Grid smiled with satisfaction as he counterattacked. His greatsword curved from the bottom up and aimed for the doppelganger’s heart.


  Seokeok!


  It was avoided. The doppelganger demonstrated his agility by twisting his upper body to avoid being hit. However, the front of his clothing was loosened, clearing revealing the doppelganger’s upper body.


  “Kyaaak!”


  Laella, a member of the party, let out a sound of appreciation. The doppelganger copied Pagma’s appearance and was so beautiful that he caught her heart instantly. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the sleek muscular body was the creation of a god.  But the body wasn’t an important factor in battle. Only the strong would win.


  “Ohhhh!”


  Failure passed over the doppelganger’s head and once again descended.


  Sukakak!


  Heavy. Grid took full advantage of Grid’s boots, so the weight at the end of his sword was incomparable to before. He could even easily disintegrate a rock. Could the doppelganger withstand it?


  Of course, it was possible. This doppelganger had been a named boss of the Mysterious Forest for at least 100 years. Apart from its stats, its health would be in the millions.


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 17,790 damage to the target.]


  ‘Indeed, there isn’t a single scratch on him.’


  Grid was dismayed when he saw that the doppelganger’s health gauge didn’t seem to decrease at all. Then the jade greatsword aimed at Grid’s side.


  ‘Ah!’


  A chill went down Grid’s spine.


  Jeeeong!


  The seven golden blades moved to protect Grid. They combined into one to form a barrier that defended against the greatsword. But they couldn’t fully absorb the shock and became stuck in place.


  Piaro spoke again. “The biggest disadvantage of a greatsword is that it will take a long time to recover the weapon after an attack. You forgot this point and allowed a counterattack.”


  Then what should he do?


  Jjejeong! Jjang!


  As Grid was confused, the momentum of the doppelganger rose again. He started an endless onslaught and didn’t allow time for Grid to take any countermeasures. The pavranium moved to protect Grid, but there was a limit since it stiffened every time.


  “The opponent’s behavior is correct. You should do it as well. If you take advantage of the recoil that occurs when you attack, you can link more strikes.”


  “Urgh…!”


  Grid felt the need to stop the doppelganger’s attacks. If so, he should evade rather than defend. In fact, Piaro had advised ‘don’t play around when you have a sword in your hand.’ However, the enemy’s attack speed was much faster than Grid’s attack speed, so it wasn’t easy to react.


  Then what should he do? Grid finally allowed an attack and the next blow aimed for his neck. Then.


  Teong!


  Piaro stepped forward again. He blocked the doppelganger’s sword and saved Grid’s life once again.


  “Why do you only use the golden blades as a defense tool? Optimize your control and use them as weapons if possible. Now fight again.”


  “…”


  After that. 


  The same thing was repeated many times. Grid listened to Piaro’s advice, dealt with the doppelganger and when faced with death from an error, he was saved by Piaro.


  Grid felt like he was in a game room.


  ‘Just when I think the game is over, the neighborhood boy will put in another coin.’


  In fact, he had never met such a good person.


  “If you have an opponent with higher health, you must go all out on attack instead of defense. Fight again.”


  “The technique of lifting from the bottom to the top is inevitably weaker because the force is countered by gravity. You might be using this technique to damage the enemy, but it is actually having an adverse effect. In the first place, is it possible with such a huge weapon? Fight again.”


  “Don’t neglect the golden blades just because they can’t kill the enemy. If you make them persevere to cover the enemy’s view, they can be a bigger help than a few colleagues. Fight again.”


  “I explained why stabbing a greatsword is a simple technique, but I don’t know why you are so obsessed with it. You should only stab in a situation where you can definitely knock your opponent away. You should know that the greatsword is designed for both stabbing and slashing. Don’t forget to use the right greatsword technique when appropriate. Fight again.”


  “Again.”


  “Fight again!”


  “Again! Again! Again!”


  “…Pant pant.”


  How many times did he need to repeat this damn battle? It hadn’t been dawn when they arrived here in the bamboo forest but now the sun was high in the sky. Grid was mentally and physically exhausted. 


  On the other hand, the Overgeared members…


  “Yum yum. Grid is suffering a lot.”


  “The strongest NPC is teaching him swordsmanship and protecting his life, so how is he suffering? I would be excited.”


  “It’s exciting, but hard.”


  “Is it easy to fight for over half a day?”


  “Indeed… If I was continuously fighting against the enemy like Grid, my stamina would’ve reached its limit already.”


  The Overgeared members were already freed from the helpless feeling and were eating in front of a campfire. They baked and boiled the rainbow potatoes, relaxing as they watched Grid fight.


  It wasn’t because they were lazy. The Overgeared members also had a desire to join the raid. Growing through struggles was the joy they desired. But they couldn’t move. Piaro was training Grid against Pagma’s doppelganger, so there was no room for them to intervene.


  “Anyway, Grid’s growth rate is remarkable.” Lauel remarked.


  The Overgeared members agreed.


  “That’s right. It’s a tremendous growth.”


  The doppelganger had completely overwhelmed Grid in the first battle. He was attacked without being able to hit back once, and faced the crisis of death. In the second battle, Grid managed to strike once. The third battle, it was two attacks and the fourth battle, three attacks and so on. And in the 51st battle, Grid was exchanging blows at a level comparable to the doppelganger. It was especially impressive the way he avoided death every time.


  “Grid is a blank slate. It’s obvious if he grows even a little bit.”


  The synergy of the best teacher and best sparring partner (?) raised Grid’s control. What user wouldn’t want to experience something like this? The Overgeared members really envied Grid.


  “I wish I had a mentor like that…”


  “How did Grid obtain such a great NPC?”


  “It’s creepy that he was doing a farmer cosplay for a while.”


  What was Piaro’s identity? And what circumstances were there that led him to teach Grid? It happened when the Overgeared members’ questions were deepening.


  “Sob…!”


  Grid eventually collapsed. His stamina was completely depleted. On the other hand, the doppelganger was still fine. Grid had fought for half a day, but the doppelganger’s health was still at 9/10ths.


  Piaro stopped him from finishing off Grid and turned his gaze to the Overgeared members. Then he pointed to Regas.


  “You there.”


  “Huh? Me?”


  Regas felt irritated when he saw that Grid was getting stronger and trained alone. He imagined Pagma’s doppelganger as a virtual enemy in his mind, and started sparring against it. Therefore, he was stunned when Piaro suddenly pointed him out.


  Piaro instructed. “You will deal with this enemy while Duke Grid is resting.”


  Regas’ eyes shone like jewels. “Are you going to train me?”


  Piaro didn’t deny it. “I have been watching your potential from a distance.”


  “Ohh…!”


  Regas was jubilant. It was an opportunity to be trained by Piaro, who was stronger than anyone he knew. Piaro started the lesson as soon as he came running.


  “Wow.”


  “What is this…? That NPC will teach anyone?”


  “Amazing! We can receive his teachings?”


  The Overgeared members were excited. They expected to become stronger after being taught by Piaro. And that expectation became reality.


  “Next.”


  Piaro switched the members in turn and allowed them to spar against Pagma’s doppelganger. He also developed the Overgeared members by pointing out the strengths and weaknesses that he had observed while staying in Reidan. It was in the hope that they would become stronger and make him stronger.


  The great swordsman Piaro would be a great fortune to Grid and the Overgeared members.
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  It was well into dawn.


  The Mysterious Forest, which looked like the landscape of an Oriental painting, had long been devastated.


  “…”


  Dark blue paint smeared the sky. A man was standing with flames behind him. He had black hair that was thicker than silk and his white skin was dusty and scarred.


  Suuk.


  Dozens of of enemies were reflected in the lonely eyes. The humans fell down, got up, and fell down again. It wanted to kill them so they couldn’t fight again, but it wasn’t easy.


  They were getting stronger over time, and there was an excellent human who protected them. He probably showed half the strength of my original master. I couldn’t do anything because he easily overwhelmed me.


  How long could I hold on?


  In the past, a human army came. One day there were countless monsters. I had defended this forest from all types of beings for a long time, but this was my first moment of great crisis. But I soon calmed my mind.


  ‘I…’


  I had to defend it. She was on the hill beyond this forest. She was the only one who didn’t hate me, when I could do nothing but imitate the image of others. I didn’t remember the last time I saw her, but her warmth was still vivid. I wouldn’t let these intruders make it through this forest to ruin her happiness.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  One of the humans spoke a familiar technique. It was the same technique used by my original master. It wasn’t hard to cope with. I also used the same technique. I was much faster at using the technique than the human, so it was a simple matter.


  However.


  “…?”


  The human’s movements changed in the middle. The footwork suddenly changed from Kill to Link.


  “Kill.”


  “Link!”


  The man dodged Kill and fired dozens of energy blades.


  Pit! Pipipipipit!


  I couldn’t deal with the dozens of energy blades alone. In other words, blood spurted from the body of Pagma’s doppelganger. One fifth of my health gauge was lost at once. The human was excited after succeeding in the attack.


  “How is it? You were tricked? Isn’t it amazing? Eh?”


  Grid. It was his 83rd showdown with the doppelganger. He changed sword techniques in the middle, and had now become a clever warrior. A brave warrior.


  “Wonderful.” Piaro praised him. Piaro truly felt admiration.


  ‘The journey from Patrian to Reidan…’


  Piaro had seen that Grid’s talent was already facing limitations. Grid was so clueless that he was deemed virtually impossible to teach. But now there was a good teaching material. That’s right, it was Pagma’s doppelganger. Pagma’s abilities might not be completely copied, but the doppelganger was far superior to Grid.


  Piaro gave directions to Grid. As the battle with the doppelganger continued, Grid gained enlightenment and grew.


  ‘The mentor gives their student a glimpse of the bowl, a good opponent strips off the limits, and an ideal opponent makes them forget about the limits.’


  Those were his master’s words. An ideal opponent. Piaro also wanted to find it. Just like the current Grid.


  “Grr…!”


  Pagma’s doppelganger made a sound. He emitted an immensely strong killing intent. He showed extreme survival instincts now that his life was in danger.


  “From now on, it is the real battle. Duke Grid, I wish you the best.”


  “Yes.”


  After receiving Piaro’s encouragement, Grid stepped forward with confidence. The doppelganger aimed an entirely new technique at him.


  “Pinnacle.”


  Pagma’s Swordsmanship, it was made up of skills that dealt additional damage in proportion to physical damage. In addition, most of them were non-targeted skills and often missed. But Pinnacle was different. It was a targeted skill and had an additional option of ignoring the enemy’s defense. The range of movement was proportional to the length of the weapon.


  Kwachak!


  It was the culmination. It was an attack that was impossible for Grid to respond to.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Holy Light Armor. It was the ultimate armor made by the legendary blacksmith Pagma out of the god mineral, adamantium. But it couldn’t boast a complete defense in front of Pinnacle. Grid fell down while Piaro was amazed by the manifestation of an amazing sword technique.


  ‘Pagma! The more I see your swordsmanship, the more I want to meet you, not the fake ones…!’


  A blacksmith, but also a master of the sword. The sword technique that could separate the sky and the mountains. Indeed, the best swordsman after Sword Saint Muller…


  ‘They are stronger than my current self!’


  Piaro resented that he was born in this age. Why couldn’t he be born in the same time as Muller and Pagma? If he had lived under the same sky as them, he would’ve been able to stand shoulder to shoulder with them eventually.


  However, there were no such people in the present age. He was alone and stagnant. The moment that Piaro was lamenting this,


  “…Kuk, okay.” A pale green light flashed around Grid’s bloody body. “It was good that I managed to wear Doran’s Ring in advance.”


  Grid said as he got up. His appearance was normal. The huge wound on Grid’s chest disappeared without a trace, and there were no other signs of injuries. The power of items. The healing of Doran’s Ring was amplified by the Holy Light Armor, completely restoring Grid’s health.


  “What…?”


  Piaro was shaken. Even a legendary Saintess couldn’t completely heal a dying person all at once, let alone Grid, who wasn’t a Saintess.


  Ttuduk! Ttududuk!


  Grid stretched his body. He prepared for a new strike.


  “I can learn it as well.”


  Pagma’s Swordsmanship usually consisted of three to seven steps of footwork. It was extremely simple, but it was possible to unfold the ultimate swordsmanship with this simplicity. It was difficult to imitate Pagma’s Swordsmanship, and it was impossible to activate even if it was imitated.


  But it was possible for Grid. He could make Pagma’s Swordsmanship his own, just by looking. How was it possible when he had no talent?


  The reason was simple. He was Pagma’s Descendant. For that reason alone, Grid had managed to learn Pagma’s Swordsmanship after looking at the murals. But now there was a person to teach him the forms of Pagma’s Swordsmanship directly. It was optimal.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  Teong!


  The heavy weight of Grid’s boots shook the ground. Grid expressed the essence of a warrior god with this sword technique.


  “Pinnacle.”


  [You have learned a new skill.]


  [Pinnacle Lv. 1]


  A sword that expresses the essence of a warrior god.


  Deals 700% of your attack power to a single target. This skill will ignore 60% of the target’s armor.


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  Skill Mana Cost: 750


  Skill Cooldown Time: 3 minutes.


  It was an intermediate skill between Kill and Link. It also consumed much less mana and had a shorter cooldown than Kill. The important thing was that it was a targeted skill, unlike Link or Kill. If this skill had been recorded in the murals at Loran Falls, the past Grid would’ve found it much easier to raise his level.


  Kuoooh!


  Failure moved in a half moon shape. The slash covered Pagma’s doppelganger. But the doppelganger was already prepared.


  “Revolve.”


  A counterattack used at the perfect timing. Pinnacle was caught by the vortex and returned to Grid. The energy blade faced Grid. Could he afford to endure this attack now that Doran’s Ring was on cooldown?


  No.


  “Revolve.”


  [Revolve Lv. 1]


  Like the eye of a storm, it is calm and powerful.


  It will return all attacks that hit it within 0.5 seconds of casting with 100% of the power.


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  Skill Mana Cost: 2,000


  Skill Cooldown Time: 2 minutes.


  “…!”


  The Overgeared members were exhausted after fighting the doppelganger while Grid was resting. Their eyes watching the battlefield became wide with shock. Piaro was the same.


  ‘This is impossible!’


  Everyone was shocked. Yesterday and today, Grid’s control abilities had made a breakthrough, but they didn’t think it was at the level of counterattacking at the perfect timing.


  Counterattacking was a difficult technique to do. It was necessary to use the technique in the right place and at the right time to neutralize the enemy’s attack. It was a technique that wasn’t easy to use without making a lot of effort.


  But Grid had succeeded. He reacted to a counterattack with a counterattack. This meant he had predicted the behavior of the enemy. Grid’s growth level exceeded everyone’s predicted range.


  Seokeok!


  [The +9 Failure’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘Bisect’ to be generated.]


  [The +9 Failure’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  [The Holy Light Gloves’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 1,375,900 damage to the target.]


  The doppelganger’s right arm was cut off. The jade sword was separated from its master and fell to the ground. Grid’s eyes became sharper than ever.


  ‘If you catch a chance at victory, link the attack!’


  Piaro’s cry that he heard yesterday rang loudly in his ears.


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  As the doppelganger was struggling with losing one arm and his sword, Grid used a skill. It was a skill that surpassed Transcended Link. Linked Kill.


  Kwachak!


  A shark, the predator that ruled the world’s oceans for 415 million years! Failure tore at the body of the doppelganger in succession. One time! Two times! Three times! Four times! Five times! Six times! Seven times!


  [Critical!]


  [Critical!]


  [Critical!]


  [Critical!]


  [All of your stamina has been depleted due to the maximum number of Linked Kill blows being triggered.]


  [Your stamina will fall to 0 and you can’t move.]


  “Ugh…!”


  Grid’s vision blurred. He tried to hold on but eventually collapsed like a puppet whose strings were cut. Then notification windows appeared in his vision.


  [You have defeated the Doppelganger of the Mysterious Forest that has existed for 153 years.]


  [8,450,109 experience has been acquired.]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired 6,300 gold.]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired the Guardian’s Necklace.]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired the Guardian’s Bracelet.]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired the Doppelganger’s Greatsword.]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired 13 weapon enhancement stones..]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired 15 armor enhancement stones..]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired 4 blessed weapon enhancement stones..]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired 6 blessed armor enhancement stones..]


  [Your level has risen.]


  “Hah… Haha…”


  When he checked the time, he had been fighting for 23 hours and 21 minutes. In the meantime, Grid had been defeated 82 times and the Overgeared members had tasted at least 10 defeats. But in the end, the battle was their victory.


  Grid laughed. He couldn’t lift a finger, so he just lay on the cold dirt floor and laughed. He had gone beyond his limits, so an unexplained pleasure gripped him. The Overgeared members ran to him.


  “My Lord! Great!”


  “Grid! You were really cool!”


  “Grid! You are such a great guy! Hahat! Puhahahat!”


  Laughter echoed in the Mysterious Forest, which had been filled with screams for a long time. Pagma’s doppelganger couldn’t help smiling as he heard it.


  Memories of the past came to mind. The pure laughter in her childhood. The sharp laughter when she was a girl. The tender laughter when she was a young lady…


  “…”


  His vision darkened. He couldn’t think anymore. Then the voices of the humans were heard.


  “Eh? He isn’t dead? He’s squirming?”


  “He’s lost the cloned appearance, but the nucleus of the body is still alive. However, it might as well be dead because there is a huge degeneration in both abilities and intelligence.”


  “Should we kill him?”


  “Considering the tendencies of a doppelganger, I think it’s worth exploring him. Let him recover.”


  The doppelganger became like a melted tire and didn’t move.


  On the other hand, Piaro had the shivers. He once again realized after witnessing Grid’s power. He might not be born under the same sky as Muller or Pagma, but he was under the same sky as Pagma’s power.


  ‘It is you.’


  The person who would lead him to the realm of a sword saint.
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  After restoring the proper amount of stamina. Grid barely managed to sit up on a flat piece of rock. He noticed the eyes of the Overgeared members looking at him.


  ‘The atmosphere has changed.’


  Was it because he overcame this big trial by surpassing his limit several times over? Grid felt like he had achieved excellent personal growth. Grid shared the item information with the Overgeared members.


  [Guardian’s Necklace]


  Rating: Unique (Set)


  Durability: 23/23     Defense: 35


  * Indomitable +30


  * When the set is worn: Defense +100


  * When the set is worn: Indomitable +50


  A necklace manifested by the Doppelganger of the Mysterious Forest.


  It gives the wearer a strong willpower and defense.


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher.


  Weight: 15


  [Guardian’s Bracelet]


  Rating: Unique (Set)


  Durability: 21/21     Defense: 37


  * Indomitable +30


  * When the set is worn: Defense +100


  * When the set is worn: Indomitable +50


  A bracelet manifested by the Doppelganger of the Mysterious Forest.


  It gives the wearer a strong willpower and defense.


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher.


  Weight: 11


  “Oh, it’ a magic accessory?”


  “Yes. Defense is attached to an accessory?”


  Most accessories didn’t have much defense. For example, while Doran’s Ring could exert tremendous healing ability equivalent to a legendary rating, it didn’t give even one point of defense. On the other hand, the Guardian’s Necklace and Bracelet both had extremely high defense.


  ‘With the set effect, they increase defense by 172 points…’


  It was comparable to a level 300 heavy gauntlets or heavy boots of the normal rating. It was amazing that these two accessories gave such high defense. However, the members weren’t happy.


  “Just high defense? They don’t have any options.”


  “Yes. An accessory should at least have some attribute resistance.”


  “I need accessories that decrease cooldown time.”


  “It raises the indomitable stat, but the stat itself isn’t all that great.”


  [Indomitable]


  Has a certain probability of invalidating a portion of the incoming damage. The lower the health, the higher the probability.


  * The higher the number, the higher the effect.


  * Stat points can’t be distributed to this stat. 


  According to the stated description, Indomitable was a very useful special stat. In particular, it was an essential stat for tankers. However, because the probability of the stat’s effect being activated was extremely low, people treated ‘indomitable’ as a trash stat.


  Grid was more familiar with this than anyone else.


  ‘The indomitable stat really is trash.’


  Grid currently had close to 900 points in Indomitable. Despite this fact, he never experienced the indomitable effect. These were the only accessories that a strong boss monster dropped? The Overgeared members were disappointed.


  But Grid was different.


  “If you guys don’t mind, I would like to use these accessories.”


  After he became Pagma’s Descendant.  Grid had been self-sufficient regarding items through production and raids. However, accessories weren’t an area that blacksmiths could produce and because boss monsters didn’t often drop them, Grid didn’t have any.


  ‘I couldn’t find someone who could handle the purple orichalcum…’


  From Grid’s perspective, he was grateful even for the Guardian accessory set. The Overgeared members unconditionally agreed to Grid’s request.


  “Grid, you should do what you want.”


  “You are the first place in this raid. It is natural for you to have what you want.”


  “Thank you.”


  Grid expressed his gratitude and shared the information of the greatsword. 


  [Doppelganger’s Greatsword]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 731/731  Attack Power: 780~1,516


  Attack Speed: -6% 


  * Ignores 20% of the enemy’s defense.


  * Increases the power of attack skills by 20%.


  A greatsword that the Doppelganger of the Mysterious Forest copied.


  It imitated the work of the legendary blacksmith Pagma, but the resemblance is only in the appearance. The power isn’t comparable to Pagma’s works.


  User Restriction: Level 320 or higher. More than 2,010 strength. Advanced Sword Mastery level 2 or higher. 


  Weight: 3,955


  “Wow…!”


  “It is terrific!”


  It was overwhelming performance. The Overgeared members let out sounds of admiration. Grid was also impressed.


  ‘It is at this level, despite not being comparable to Pagma’s work?’


  The damage was slightly less than the unique rated Failure, but the options of the greatsword showed other advantages. In particular, the 20% increase in attack skills damage captivated Grid’s heart.


  ‘If I use this greatsword, Pagma’s Swordsmanship will be greatly strengthened…’


  Of course, it wasn’t a weapon good enough to replace Failure. It meant it wasn’t suitable for Grid to use. The Overgeared members were also similar.


  “It is a pity that it’s a greatsword.”


  “It would’ve been nice if it was a one-handed weapon…”


  No one used the greatsword as a weapon among the Overgeared members. Beast Master Toon could handle a greatsword, but his primary weapon was a wrist blade. Both Grid and the Overgeared members felt regret.


  “Why don’t you try challenging the two sword style?” Lauel suggested.


  “Two sword style? Dual swordsmanship?”


  “Yes.”


  Some swordsmen classes acquired a passive skill called the ‘Two Sword Style’, where they used two swords instead of a shield and boasted powerful attacks and dazzling attack orbits.


  “He doesn’t have the skill called Two Sword Style… But it shouldn’t be a problem?”


  As Pagma’s Descendant, Grid could handle all weapons regardless of whether he had the required weapon mastery skill. The Overgeared members knew this fact. However, Grid thought negatively.


  “How can I do dual swordsmanship with a greatsword…”


  The weight wasn’t a problem. Grid’s strength stat was unrivaled. Failure was light by default, but he could swing the relatively heavy Doppelganger’s Greatword with one hand. But there was a problem. Both Failure and the Doppelganger’s Greatsword had a length of 2m. It wouldn’t be easy to wield two weapons longer than his height at the same time.


  Lauel persuaded Grid.


  “Your control skills have increased by leaps and bounds during this raid. It is more than you can imagine yourself. I am confident that if you try hard and don’t give up, I am convinced that you can do it. Besides, don’t you have a great mentor?”


  Lauel pointed towards Piaro and said,


  “Toon uses two wrist blades and Piaro is the strongest swordsman. If you study with them, won’t you be able to master the Two Sword Style someday?”


  “Umm…”


  Certainly, it was a tempting suggestion. The Doppelganger’s Greatsword increased basic damage and skills damage. By taking advantage of the two weapons and using Pagma’s Swordsmanship, he would be able to achieve a much higher attack power.


  ‘I want to challenge it.’


  His blood was boiling. But there was a problem. The Doppelganger’s Greatsword was an item obtained in a raid group with the Overgeared members. He couldn’t take all the items alone.


  Grid hesitated.


  “Do as Lauel says.”


  “That’s right. It is a good idea. Grid, can’t you use any weapon without limit? You should take advantage of this advantage.”


  “You will raise your defense with the accessories, so it’s ideal if you can increase your attack power.”


  “Everyone…”


  They were generously giving it to me. Were they doing him a favor? The Grid in the past would’ve giggled and accepted it without any conflicts. But now he was different. He had something called a conscience.


  The Overgeared members encouraged him when he hesitated.


  “In the first place, you are the only one who can use a greatsword. Should we sell it to others for money? Absolutely not. I don’t want a ranker getting their hands on a powerful weapon.”


  “That’s right, should we raise a rival with our own hands?”


  “In addition, we owe a lot to Grid.”


  After he became the master of the Overgeared Guild. Grid produced the guild members’ items for free. He thought it was something he should do as the guild master. He was always thankful to the Overgeared members.


  Now that favor was returning to him.


  “Thank you…!”


  The Doppelganger’s Greatsword was worth at least three million gold. Grid was thrilled by the Overgeared members’ actions.


  ***


  “It is extremely difficult to adapt to using two swords in a short period of time. In particular, it is theoretically impossible to master dual wielding with greatswords.


  “Do you mean I should give up?”


  “No, that isn’t it. It is possible to overcome it with Pagma’s power. But it will take time. First of all, don’t fret. I will try to train you so that you can use dual swords with Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Grid and the Overgeared members passed through the Mysterious Forest and climbed the mountain. It was to search for the presence of a mine. While they were moving, Grid discussed how to dual wield with Piaro.


  Huroi was walking ahead and he shouted.


  “There is a small cabin on the slopes of the mountain.”


  “A cabin?”


  A person lived in a dangerous area where no one could enter because of the doppelganger? Grid and the Overgeared members were curious but didn’t forget their boundaries. They knocked on the door of the cabin.


  “Is anyone here?”


  “…”


  There was no answer. There were also no sounds.


  “Should we enter?”


  Vantner wasn’t sure if there was a landlord present, but he opened the old door. Then the smell of mold tormented the group.


  “This house has been neglected for at least a decade.”


  Grid’s group started to search the house. However, there was nothing in the house except for a small bed and desk.


  “Huh? What is this?”


  Vantner discovered an old storage box. It was made of birch and locked like a treasure chest. What was inside? Vantner was curious and tried to break the box. But the system rejected it.


  [Nothing happened.]


  “This… It looks like we need a key to open the box?”


  “Leave it to me.”


  Grid came forward. He pulled out his ‘Master Key.’


  Clink.


  The rusty lock was opened with no resistance.


  “This…?”


  There was a small book in the storage box. Grid opened it.




  Chapter 235


  There was a small book kept in a firmly locked box. It was someone’s diary. The first few chapters were filled with crooked letters like a child had written it.


  Summer, Year 259 of the Kingdom.


  I met a child who looked exactly like me in the forest on the way out of the village.


  The person said hello! I also smiled and greeted the child.


  “Year 259…”


  “146 years ago.”


  It was a diary from a long time ago. It was remarkably well preserved without anything being erased. Grid turned to the next chapter.


  Winter, Year 259 of the Kingdom.


  I went to the forest for the first time in a while.


  The child who looked exactly like me was wearing summer clothes. I took off my hat and scarf and gave it to the child, who laughed.


  Winter, Year 259 of the Kingdom.


  I told my dad about the child in the forest.


  My dad became angry. He said the child was a dangerous monster. He told me not to meet the child again.


  “The child in this diary is the doppelganger?”


  “Indeed.”


  Not all monsters were aggressive. There were monsters that attacked humans first, and those that didn’t. The Doppelganger of the Mysterious Forest seemed to be a gentle monster in the past.


  ‘If this guy was like this, why did he attack us first?’


  Grid and the Overgeared members had questions.


  Spring, Year 260 of the Kingdom.


  Dad said that child in the forest was dangerous, but he didn’t know.


  I went to see her again. 


  The child treasured the hat and scarf that I gave her.


  “Hello!” I greeted her. She replied with those words.


  We promised to be friends.


  Spring, Year 260 of the Kingdom.


  I named my friend Randy. My name is Wendy and together, we’ll look like sisters.


  Autumn, Year 260 of the Kingdom.


  Randy now speaks very well. She can follow everything that I say.


  My good friend is smart.


  Winter, Year 260 of the Kingdom.


  I played with Randy every day and was caught by my dad. Dad took out his bow, stating that he was going to kick Randy out. 


  I was scared and followed.


  My dad saw Randy’s greeting and couldn’t shoot the bow. Thank god.


  Summer, Year 261 of the Kingdom.


  My dad taught Randy how to use the bow. Now Randy is better at hunting than Dad.


  Thanks to Randy, my family never goes hungry.


  Thank you Randy. 


  But I like rabbit meat more than boar meat.


  The days in the diary flowed quickly. The young girl called Wendy spent her days pleasantly. Her father and her friend Randy gave her new experiences every day. The feelings conveyed from the diary were happy, so the hearts of Grid and the Overgeared members became warm.


  Unfortunately, the contents of the diary started to enter a new phase. It was when Wendy’s handwriting started to mature.


  Spring, Year 270 of the Kingdom.


  There seems to be an amazing mine behind our house. The villagers gathered together to check it, before saying that they should report it to the lord of Reidan.


  Spring, Year 270 of the Kingdom.


  The lord visited with dozens of knights. He told my dad to guide him to the mine.


  The sight of the lord watching me was somewhat unpleasant.


  Summer, Year 270 of the Kingdom.


  Oh my god!


  A gentleman more beautiful than me came to the mine. His dignified manner and fine skin was like a prince from a fairy tale.


  The prince was concerned.


  “The minds of humans are still too immature to bear this mineral.”


  “Is she talking about Pagma?”


  “I was thinking the same thing.”


  Grid was sure of it after reading the contents of the diary. As Rabbit guessed, there was a mine in this mountain, and the mineral there was so huge that Pagma had to pay attention to it.


  ‘Yellow mithril.’


  Grid kept reading the diary.


  Autumn, Year 270 of the Kingdom.


  The lord declared that he would develop the mine. Then he ordered me to pour him a drink.


  As I was serving him, the lord kept touching my hips.


  I was uncomfortable, but refrained because he was the lord.


  Autumn, Year 270 of the Kingdom.


  The lord said he would make me his concubine. 


  What is a concubine?


  When I asked my father what that meant, he just shed tears.


  Autumn, Year 270 of the Kingdom.


  The villagers told me. There were one or two women who went to become the lord’s concubines, but they were all treated as playthings.


  Everyone is worried about me.


  Scary…


  Winter, Year 270 of the Kingdom.


  I explained the matter to Randy, stating that I would need to leave home soon to become the lord’s concubine.


  I don’t want to leave my father and Randy. 


  I cried loudly and Randy patted my back.


  Randy is always nice. Winter with Randy wasn’t too cold.


  Winter, Year 270 of the Kingdom.


  It’s serious.


  The lord tried to visit the mine, but was attacked by a monster in the Mysterious Forest.


  The identity of a monster is a doppelganger.


  Randy…


  Spring, Year 271 of the Kingdom.


  I heard that the angry lord organized an army to kill Randy.


  I’m worried about Randy and can’t sleep.


  Spring, Year 271 of the Kingdom.


  As soon as dawn came, I went to Randy. 


  Randy’s appearance was different.


  She looked exactly the same as one of the lord’s knights.


  “I don’t like it. I will protect Wendy.”


  Randy shouted at me to run away.


  No matter how I tried to persuade her, Randy wouldn’t step back.


  What if Randy was hurt?


  I was afraid and sad.


  “Since then…”


  In order to defend the girl called Wendy, the gentle doppelganger started attacking anyone who invaded the forest. He had been fighting for 100 years.


  “The Guardian accessories were made by the doppelganger for this.”


  What happened to Wendy in the end? Then how did the doppelganger take on Pagma’s appearance? Grid and the Overgeared members became immersed in the diary.


  Spring, Year 271 of the Kingdom.


  It’s said that Randy defeated the army sent by the lord by herself.


  It’s scary that many people died. But Randy was unharmed, so I was happy.


  I went to Randy.


  “Don’t worry. I’ll protect Wendy. Don’t worry, Wendy, don’t worry.”


  Randy repeatedly said the same thing while bleeding.


  She was seriously injured and couldn’t get up properly.


  I had been saving up herbs to treat Randy.


  But Randy was impervious to the effects of the herbs.


  I will be with Randy tonight to look after her.


  Spring, Year 271 of the Kingdom.


  A few days later, Randy’s wounds haven’t healed.


  According to rumors, the lord is preparing a new army.


  Please… Somebody please help Randy.


  Summer, Year 271 of the Kingdom.


  I was leaning on Randy’s shoulders.


  “Your killing originates from a noble heart.”


  The prince I saw last year appeared.


  Despite Randy swinging the sword, the prince hammered at her.


  No!


  I yelled, but the prince didn’t stop. Randy’s body kept being hit.


  Then something strange happened.


  Randy’s wounds became better.


  “Is this the concept of repair? The material that makes up the body of a doppelganger can be called a metal.” Lauel asked.


  Grid nodded.


  “It seems so.”


  It seemed like he could do it as well. Grid thought before turning to the next chapter.


  Summer, Year 271 of the Kingdom.


  “This world is full of danger. Humans are threatened by monsters and are busy fighting among themselves, while the demons underground are helped by the Yatan Church.”


  The prince who called himself Pagma said difficult words.


  He smiled at me while patting Randy’s head.


  “There is a balance to be kept. If the present day Eternal Kingdom has the power to threaten the empire, it would cause great confusion. I will give you the right to use some of my strength, so you must defend this forest thoroughly. The consequence of that will result in Wendy’s safety.”


  “…”


  Randy was smarter than me. Unlike me, Randy understood the words and nodded.


  Then on this day. Randy’s appearance changed into that of the beautiful prince.


  Summer, Year 271 of the Kingdom.


  Randy defeated the lord’s army.


  This time, Randy wasn’t seriously injured.


  Thank god. But I was worried.


  Randy’s atmosphere changed.


  The warmth of his eyes felt a bit cold.


  Winter, Year 271 of the Kingdom.


  Randy continued to fight for the last few months. The lord hired mercenaries after the army couldn’t defeat Randy.


  Randy warned me when I visited him.


  “Don’t come here anymore. Wendy should stay with your dad.”


  ‘Why…?


  “Aren’t we friends? Why are you rejecting me?”


  I asked him and Randy explained.


  “I’m able to easily kill humans. And Wendy is a human. I… I’m scared.”


  Randy looked lonely. My heart hurts.


  Spring, Year 272 of the Kingdom.


  I visited Randy today.


  Randy acted as usual.


  He told me to ‘Go back’ and then fell silent. He didn’t respond to any of my stories.


  I’m sorry and scared. More than anything, I am sorry.


  Summer, Year 272 of the Kingdom.


  Randy has killed many people.


  ‘Are you okay?’


  There was no answer from Randy. Now he didn’t even look at me. He just looked into the distance. He’s changing more and more.


  Because of me…


  Winter, Year 272 of the Kingdom.


  My dad went to the village to sell leather and hasn’t returned for several days. I tried to visit the village, but Randy blocked my way.


  He still didn’t speak.


  Winter, Year 272 of the Kingdom.


  I have to go to the village today!


  I yelled at Randy.


  I spoke harshly when I said it wasn’t necessary for him to protect me.


  Then Randy opened the way.


  In retrospect, Randy looked very sad.


  Winter, Year 272 of the Kingdom.


  I arrived in the village and heard shocking news.


  My dad was arrested by the lord.


  His crime was conspiring with the doppelganger.


  The lord found out that my dad and I were close to Randy.


  It’s all my fault.


  The sweet and pure Randy became covered in blood and my dad was suffering…


  All my fault.


  Winter, Year 272 of the Kingdom.


  The lord promised to release my father. Instead, I would become his concubine.


  I have no other options.


  Spring, Year 273 of the Kingdom.


  I met Randy last night.


  I couldn’t bear to tell him, who was trying to protect me, that I was leaving.


  Thank you, I’m sorry. And I can only say that I love you.


  Now I am leaving this house. I will never be able to come back. However, I lied and told Randy I would be back after a while.


  Today will be my last diary entry.


  “…Poor Randy!”


  Vantner burst into tears. Unlike his rough appearance, he was very sensitive. Therefore, tears and snot were running down his face.


  “Shit! Poor Randy! He struggled to protect Wendy, but in the end he couldn’t protect her! He didn’t even know that he couldn’t protect Wendy.  Until now! For over 100 years, he has been waiting for Wendy to come back!”


  “…”


  The Overgeared members were solemn. They didn’t know the circumstances of the doppelganger and just thought he was a bad guy. Grid saw their depressed expressions and smiled.


  “Even if it wasn’t us, someday someone else would’ve done the same thing. It’s fortunate that we know how Randy was feeling due to this book.”


  It was a mature comment that they couldn’t believe.


  “Grid…”


  “My Lord…”


  The Overgeared members comforted by Grid were impressed. They felt genuine respect for the ever-changing and growing Grid. Grid turned to the ‘real last chapter’ of the diary.


  Summer, Year 286 of the Kingdom.


  The lord abandoned me.


  My soul and body that have become rags have finally found freedom.


  The Mysterious Forest that I hadn’t returned to in 13 years.


  Randy was waiting for me, looking just like he did in the past.


  Randy…


  There were so many words I wanted to say. I wanted to express my pain. But I didn’t want Randy’s heart to hurt, so I smiled as brightly as possible. 


  I’m back.


  In the last chapter of the diary, small traces of blood could be seen. It seemed like Wendy became sick while living the lonely life of the lord’s concubine.


  “She died shortly after returning home. The doppelganger must not understand that humans have a different life-span and had been waiting until this day.”


  “Um…”


  Grid closed the diary.


  Then a notification window popped up.


  [You have learned a little more about the person called Pagma.]


  [There is a bond with Pagma. The growth rate of your skills will increase.]


  ‘What?’


  The legendary skills had the disadvantage that their effect and power were excellent, but the growth speed was slow. This would overcome that shortcoming. Grid was delighted by the unexpected harvest when the notification windows were renewed.


  [You have discovered the story of the Doppelganger of the Mysterious Forest.]


  [The Doppelganger of the Mysterious Forest that fell by your hands is now different from the past. Its intelligence, physical abilities and most of its memories have been degraded. But if you call it Randy, it will be delighted and follow you.]


  This was an opportunity to get a new pet. Grid couldn’t resist.


  ‘I will be your new friend.’


  Ttalkak.


  Grid decided to put the diary back in its place. Then he ordered the Overgeared members.


  “After confirming the mine, I will collect the doppelganger and return.”


  It was an expedition where he could obtain many things.




  Chapter 236


  Grid and the Overgeared members returned.


  It took four days, which was twice as long as the planned schedule. Rabbit came out and met them.


  “I was worried since you were late.”


  Vantner grumbled, “As part of training, we defeated all of the monsters on the way and back from the destination.”


  Grid received the grumbles and laughed. “We’ve become a lot stronger thanks to that.”


  It was true.


  During the past four days, they constantly hunted as well as raided the doppelganger. Therefore, the Overgeared members made tremendous progress. It wasn’t just increasing their levels and items. Their control and ability to cooperate with each other had increased dramatically. It was thanks to Piaro’s teachings, who was an expert in tactics as well as swordsmanship.


  Rabbit spoke bitterly, “Please stick to the schedule in the future. There will be a big loss if the schedule is out of order.”


  Grid listened to him. He and the Overgeared members all had important positions in Reidan. It was too much to delay them with him. Grid carved that advice into himself.


  “I will be careful.”


  ‘He has become more mature.’


  Rabbit smiled as he perceived the new changes in Grid.“Anyway, I’m glad that you’re fine. What was the result?”


  Did a mine really exist in Alzar Mountain?


  If there was a mine, was it really a yellow mithril mine? Rabbit was full of expectations, and Grid didn’t disappoint him.


  “The mine was secured. As you guessed, it’s a yellow mithril mine.”


  “Ohh…!”


  Yellow mithril had appeared in the history of alchemy hundreds of years ago. None of the present day people had witnessed yellow mithril. Now Reidan obtained a monopoly on yellow mithril. It was a feat that even the empire, which occupied more than half of the territory on the continent, had failed at.


  The resulting ripple effect would be huge.


  “You did a great job. Reidan’s future has been obtained.”


  It wasn’t an exaggeration. Reidan would be able to establish a unique position with alchemy. It was expected that there would be an explosive synergy with alchemy and the legendary blacksmith.


  As a result, Reidan would become the Talima of the human world.


  “Let’s go to the meeting room. We need to discuss mine development and the alchemy investment funds.” Rabbit said excitedly, but Grid shook his head.


  “I’m okay. Discuss it with the Overgeared members and proceed on your own.”


  “I understand.”


  Rabbit already knew that Grid was deliberately avoiding his duties as a lord and didn’t panic. He just felt relief for being trusted, and a burning motivation.


  ‘I will do my best to make both of us rich.’


  The decisive Rabbit moved to the meeting room with the Overgeared members. A small woman was left alone with Grid. A female with twin tailed blonde hair, it was Euphemina.


  “You seem to have completed all the work well. Congratulations.”


  Euphemina was tired. It was natural, since she had been working without a break since returning from Frontier with Rabbit.


  “Why did you call me? Do you have something else for me to do?”


  There were sharp points in Euphemina’s words. It seemed that she wanted to hit him.


  Then Grid spoke some surprising words.


  “Rest for the moment.”


  “…Huh?”


  Euphemina’s eyes widened. She was confused by Grid’s unexpected words.


  “I know that you’ve been working harder than anyone else over the past few months. Haven’t you gone through a lot since joining the guild? Take some time to recharge and get a good night’s sleep. You can also raise your level, which you have been postponing.”


  “Is it okay?”


  Reidan was short-handed compared to the size of the city. In such a situation, it would be a big blow if an elite like Euphemina was to leave. Grid laughed at her hesitance.


  “Yes, Reidan is quite stable thanks to your work. The experts in each field have been trained, so don’t worry too much.”


  “Grid…”


  Euphemina was moved. 


  In retrospect, this was the first time Grid had been so kind to her. He was always chilly and awkward, so this attitude change felt like a reward for her hard work. But that good atmosphere didn’t last for long.


  “I recommend the Siren Kingdom as the hunting ground. While you are there, you should get some of the Water Clan King’s tears.”


  “…”


  It was the moment when Grid’s intentions were revealed. Euphemina’s expression cooled.


  “You want me to go to the Siren Kingdom and get the tears of the water clan king?”


  The effect of the Water Clan King’s Tears was unrivaled. It was a rare material that permanently gave magic to an item. But it was hard to find. Grid once again gave her a mission under the guise of a vacation.


  ‘How long must I be abused?’


  Euphemina sighed. She was treated as a princess everywhere she went, but now she was just a worker? She felt skeptical about whether she really should’ve joined the Overgeared Guild. Then Grid handed an item to her. It wasn’t a robe or a cloak. It was a hooded zip up that could be seen in modern society.


  “What’s this?” Euphemina was puzzled by the unfamiliar item and asked Grid.


  “A gift.”


  “What…?”


  Euphemina didn’t show much of a response. She saw the Hooded Zip Up as just a decorative item. But she was shocked as soon as she confirmed the item information.


  “I-Invisibility cloak?”


  Around 200 years ago, the legendary tailor Kruger made five invisibility cloaks, two of which still reportedly existed. But no one knew where to obtain them. Invisibility cloaks were a super rare system. Euphemina was thrilled by the gift.


  “I will go to the Siren Kingdom!”


  Euphemina once again thought it was good that she joined Overgeared. Grid’s mood improved as he saw her happiness.


  Give and take. The joy of a colleague was his joy. The growth of a colleague was his growth.


  Grid honestly thought so.


  ***


  Khan’s smithy.


  Grid opened the pet inventory and pulled out the ‘Doppelganger of the Mysterious Forest.’


  Crash.


  The liquid was reminiscent of molten metal and stretched over the floor without much effort. Grid pulled out his hammer.


  ‘Repair it.’


  In Wendy’s diary, Pagma had repaired the doppelganger. On the basis of that, Pagma’s Descendant should also be able to repair the doppelganger. Grid didn’t doubt it. Then he started to repair the doppelganger with the Legendary Blacksmith’s Repair skill Lv. 3.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  It wasn’t easy to repair the doppelganger. He didn’t know the repair method because he had no understanding of the structure of the body. He had no choice but to study it. Grid believed in himself. To be precise, he believed in the Legendary Blacksmith’s Repair skill. He was sure the skill would lead him correctly.


  Then one hour later. Grid finally determined the core and hammered quickly.


  [Your dexterity has risen by 5.]


  [Your persistence has risen by 3.]


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Repair skill has reached level 4.]


  [The Doppelganger of the Mysterious Forest has been restored!]


  The welcome notification windows popped up as the doppelganger started to move. Now it had a slime like appearance. Grid confirmed the information window.


  Name: Not Set


  Species: Doppelganger


  Level: 1 (0/200)


  Affinity: 0/100


  Health: 1,200/1,200


  Physical Attack Power: 15   Magic Attack Power: 2


  Defense: 30   Magic Resistance: 6


  Attributes: Nothing


  Status: Confusion


  (Who am I…?) 


  * A doppelganger that existed for over 150 years in the Mysterious Forest. It has accumulated wisdom through human relations and has a lot of combat experience. 


  Above all, there is the power to copy the appearance and abilities of the legendary blacksmith Pagma, so it isn’t comparable to normal doppelgangers.


  -Current Skills List-


  [Copy Lv. 10 (Mastered)]


  Can perfectly copy the appearance of a target with a lower level than it. The stats are only 80% copied. Only some skills (random) will be copied.


  It can completely copy the appearance of a target on the same level as it. The stats are only 50% copied. Only some skills (random) will be copied.


  Can perfectly copy the appearance of a target with a higher level. The stats are only 20% copied. Only a small number of skills (random) will be copied.


  Perfectly copies the owner’s appearance. The stats are only 30% copied. Only some skills (selected) will be copied.


  [Language Ability Lv. 1]


  The language ability is at the level of a five year old child.


  [Half Immortality (Passive)]


  Somewhere in the doppelganger’s body, there is a core of life energy. The doppelganger won’t die unless this core is completely destroyed. 


  ‘Wonderful.’


  Grid was thrilled. The basic stats of the doppelganger at level one were very low compared to Noe, but the Copy skill was excellent. Grid could use it as a clone that demonstrated 30% of his stats.


  ‘I have to take care to raise its level.’


  Grid set a policy to treat the doppelganger differently from Noe. If Noe knew, he would be jealous.


  “Wh…o?” The doppelganger was confused. “Who am I…? You… Who?”


  Grid kindly explained to the doppelganger who was asking questions. “Your name is Randy. And I am Grid. We are friends.”


  “Ran…dy. Frie…nds.”


  Was it a remainder of the lost memories? The doppelganger slowly changed to look like a five or six year old girl. She had orange hair and was very cute. She would be beautiful when she was older.


  ‘This child is Wendy.’


  Grid’s expression darkened. He felt compassion for Randy and Wendy’s unhappy life.


  “Randy. Good name. Friend. Good.”


  “I’m glad that you like it.”


  Randy smiled very brightly. Grid couldn’t help stroking her hair.


  ‘There might’ve been a sad ending in your past life, but this life will be different.’


  Grid decided. He aimed to give Randy happiness.


  “Next…”


  He needed to strengthen the Doppelganger’s Greatsword and Grid’s Boots in turn. Grid took out a large amount of enhancement stones that the Overgeared members had conceded to him.


  ‘After this preparation, I’ll get revenge for Piaro.’


  It was the moment when a new legend in the history of the Saharan Empire would soon be recorded.




  Chapter 237


  Grid had a lot of experience with items enhancement. Grid had done a lot of enhancement compared to the other users of Satisfy. Grid took advantage of his passive skill that ‘increased the probability of enhancement’ to enhance the guild members’ items.


  ‘There’s no trick to enhancement.’


  Enhancement wasn’t affected by stats such as dexterity. Superstitions such as enhancing at certain times, or repairing the item first before enhancement were useless. The success was purely based on luck. It was a truth he had learned from countless enhancements.


  “Umm.”


  Grid looked at the dozens of enhancement stones in his inventory. He was extremely nervous. He was more nervous than when he went to see his first love, Ahyoung.


  ‘I need either the greatsword or the boots to reach at least +7…’


  Would he be successful? Would his hair loss return if he received damage from this? It was a matter of money, so he was bound to be more sensitive. God, Buddha, goddess Rebecca, etc. Grid prayed earnestly to the gods that existed in the game and reality, then started the enhancement with trembling hands.


  ***


  The discussion on the mine development and alchemy investment funding was over. The results were positive because Lauel and Rabbit were in agreement. However, the Overgeared members who left the meeting room weren’t happy.


  “We’re going to suffer over the next few months.” Vantner grumbled.


  He had a mission to destroy the monsters around the path from Reidan to Alzar Mountain. Wouldn’t the monsters just respawn if they were killed? At least 10 giant worm nests needed to be destroyed.


  The 17 Overgeared members working with Vantner sighed. But Pon envied them.


  ‘It’s better than me…’


  Pon was commanded to identity all the dungeons and boss monsters in the west. It was a mission to investigate which hunting ground would give them the most money. He was in charge, since it was a highly difficult mission.


  Regas, who received the mission with him, smiled and spoke. “It’s interesting. Let’s take this opportunity to challenge a two person raid.” It was Regas’ dream to grow stronger through struggling. Pon had to be with this ignorant guy whose brain was made up of muscles. He could see a rocky path in front of him.


  Lauel encouraged them.


  “Our roles are important while Grid is away. Let’s take responsibility by raising our levels and developing the city.”


  “Grid is going to the Saharan Empire?” 


  “Yes, he says there is an important quest from Piaro.”


  “The empire… I hope that Grid doesn’t encounter any bumps in the road.”


  The world was wide and there were a lot of monsters. And most of the monsters were in the empire.


  ***


  The spacious fields of Reidan.


  Piaro was standing where wheat had started to grow.  Looking at his sweaty appearance, he really was like a farmer. Then Bland and the workers saw a welcome face.


  “Duke Grid is coming here.”


  “…!”


  The eyes of all the workers turned to one side at once. It was really the lord.


  People cheered.


  “Hooray Duke Grid! Hooray Duke Grid!”


  The people of Reidan had one mindset. They cheered every time they saw Grid. It wasn’t because someone forced them. The people were just absolutely loyal to Grid.


  “The enhancement was good.”


  A blue energy was rising like a haze from Grid’s boots. Grid’s smile wasn’t because Piaro noticed quickly. He was able to strengthen both the Doppelganger’s Greatsword and Grid’s Boots to +8.


  He was lucky. In this event, his knowledge of Pagma’s Swordsmanship increased, he got a doppelganger for a pet, and he found a yellow mithril mine. Everything was going well.


  Grid wanted to maintain this momentum.


  “I think that now is the time to get your revenge. I will head to the empire.”


  His eyes were determined. Piaro felt a strong trust in Grid.


  “I believe you can get the job done.”


  [A quest has been created.]


  [The True Traitor of the Red Knights]


  Difficulty Level: SS


  Asmophel dared to rendezvous with the empress and was caught by Piaro. Piaro and his men were framed and branded as traitors.


  Due to that, he lost his men and had to flee. Now Piaro has no intention of forgiving Asmophel.


  However, it is virtually impossible for Piaro to get revenge himself.


  Piaro has made you his agent of revenge. 


  Quest Clear Conditions: Kill Asmophel, the former vice captain of the Red Knights.


  Quest Reward: Piaro’s affinity will reach the peak.


  Quest Failure: Level -6.


  [Would you like to accept the quest?]


  ‘It has changed in many ways.’


  In the past when Grid was a beginner, the level of difficulty for this quest was S-grade. And the quest rewards were the title of ‘Agent of Revenge’ and Piaro’s sword. Now the difficulty had been raised and the rewards changed.


  It was a phenomenon that occurred when his relationship with Piaro improved and Piaro’s heart stabilized.


  ‘What will happen if my affinity with Piaro reaches the maximum?’


  Was it possible he would teach Grid his sword techniques?


  ‘That won’t happen.’


  Piaro’s swordsmanship belonged to his family. It wouldn’t be easy to teach others. Grid thought about it differently.


  ‘Will he become my subordinate?’


  Piaro’s power was beyond imagination. If Grid could obtain Piaro as a subordinate, it would be like obtaining a group of men. Grid was filled with great expectations and accepted the quest.


  “Believe in me.”


  Piaro saw his confidence and warned him. “I’ve said it before, but the empire is full of strong people. The process to approach Asmophel was difficult, so be cautious.”


  “I understand.”


  Grid answered well, but he wasn’t particularly nervous. Piaro spoke again. “Don’t trust your techniques. The two sword technique isn’t something that can be completely handled with such a short amount of training.”


  Grid had practiced dual wielding on the way back from the doppelganger raid. Grid nodded. “Don’t worry, I know.”


  Grid replied like this, but his inner intentions were different.


  ‘Right now I’m lacking, but that will change over time.’


  His destination was the capital of the empire, Titan. It would take at least 20 days to arrive. If he practiced steadily on the way, he would be able to use the two sword style sufficiently. It was possible because Piaro trained him well in the basics.


  ***


  The empire was the center of the world. It was natural for the empire to be the master of the continent, and it was right for kingdoms outside the empire to obey them. It was a very arrogant and selfish thought.


  But no kingdom could condemn them. The power of the Saharan Empire was overwhelming.


  “This is the village of the Ul Clan.”


  The master of the White Wolf Guild, Veradin, was a baron of the empire. He received an order from Earl Zebra to subjugate the immigrants, and he finally found the base of the enemy. It was the accomplishment at the end of a one week journey.


  Veradin was cautious. “How many enemies?”


  Kiki, a sniper used the Hawk’s Eyes skill and reported. “1,050 people. More than half of them are women and young children.”


  It meant that less than 500 people could fight properly. Veradin was relieved.


  “There’s no need for tactics. Rush from the front and wipe them out.”


  Kiki’s reaction was unsure. “No matter how I think about it, this isn’t something that people should do.”


  The Ul Clan were ordinary humans rather than monsters. They were a poor clan because they weren’t designated as citizens of the empire. It was a pity, because they were once a flourishing nation until they were deprived of their land by the empire. The few remaining people chose to hide in the most remote areas. 


  Kiki was unwilling to kill them.


  Veradin rebuked her. “They’re just NPCs. Don’t be shaken by unnecessary sentiments.”


  If they killed the Ul Clan, their contribution to the empire would increase by 12 per person. Veradin wanted to build a foundation to become a viscount by performing this quest perfectly.


  Kiki sighed.


  “Sigh… I wish a golem army would arrive.”


  This was the story about the golem invasion that took place in the Eternal Kingdom several months ago. Naturally, Grid’s name emerged.


  “That Grid brat was really lucky.”


  “That’s right. He happened to become a duke in one shot by killing the golem army that invaded the kingdom by chance.”


  “Ah! I’m envious! If we belonged to the Eternal Kingdom, we would’ve been able to defeat the golems and occupied a duke’s seat!”


  As the guild members started talking about unnecessary things, Veradin scolded them.


  “Focus on the mission.”


  “Yes!”


  The guild members restored their posture. Unlike Kiki, they didn’t show any resistance to hunting the Ul Clan. Weren’t NPCs just a lump of graphics and artificial intelligence? They resembled people, but weren’t actually people.


  It was easy to kill them. It was nothing. Veradin confirmed that the guild members were emanating a fighting spirit and ordered.


  “Trample them.”


  “Waaaaahhhhh!”


  Except for Kiki, 24 guild members went down the mountain together.


  It was a tremendous speed. They didn’t slow down despite the rugged rocks. The Ul Clan discovered them along the way and fired arrows and magic from the watchtower. However, it was useless. They avoided or defended against all attacks and quickly reached the goal.


  “Get lost!”


  “Thanks for the contribution~”


  “Kuaack!”


  It was an unbelievable situation where only 24 people wiped out 1,000 people. The small village soon turned into a hell. It was a one-sided massacre.


  “P-Please, my only daughter…”


  “Just die quietly.”


  People begged, but the White Wolf guild members had no mercy. The women, children, and elderly were murdered. But the cruel killing didn’t last long.


  “I’m not the boy detective, so why do incidents happen everywhere I go? Well, I got a quest and it isn’t too bad…”


  The White Wolf members were confused. It was because a user, not an NPC, emerged from one corner of the village.


  ‘Who is that person?’


  He was wearing a broad-brimmed hat so his appearance and ID couldn’t be determined. The White Wolf members asked the man.


  “Who are you?”


  “Me?” The man held a jade greatsword in his hand and replied, “This time I am the Apostle of Justice.”


  Puok!


  “What?!”


  Veradin’s eyes widened. The same man appeared behind Veradin’s ally and stabbed him?


  “A clone…!”


  It wasn’t a normal clone. It was the first time he saw a clone that could exert such power.


  ‘A high level user!’
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  Most clones were illusions. They were merely a gimmick that couldn’t exert substantial force. However, the unidentified man’s clone dealt a real blow. The guild member Elvo screamed as he was hit.


  The White Wolf guild members became frightened.


  ‘I heard that a third advancement assassin can have a perfect clone.’


  ‘What? Then this man is an assassin over level 300?’


  ‘Is that Faker…?’


  Faker was the number one assassin and 14th ranked monster on the unified rankings. It was rare for him to reveal himself in public, but there were many rumors. It was said that the number of users assassinated was over 10,000, and rankers were always attacked by him. 


  There was a rumor that even the first ranked Kraugel suffered a level decrease after being assassinated by Faker. Of course, they were lies.  Faker wasn’t a player killer. He was like Regas and liked personal training.


  But rumors were always distorted and exaggerated. The White Wolf Guild misunderstood Faker as a murderer. Was the man in front of them really Faker?


  ‘We are inferior.’


  ‘Today is my day to die!’


  The White Wolf members started to shake. They gulped and shivered. Veradin spoke a few words to calm them down. “Assassins don’t use a greatsword. In addition, they are covert. If he was Faker, we would already be dead.”


  “Ah…!”


  They were confused and overlooked the obvious facts. The guild members regained their calm as Veradin explained.


  “That person is likely to have a hidden class.”


  It was a reasonable guess. Hidden classes existed in Satisfy. It wasn’t strange if there was a hidden class specialized in clones. The guild members were relieved.


  “Phew… I’m glad. I don’t want to go against Faker.”


  “Dealing with a hidden class is easier than dealing with a third advancement ranker.”


  “Those people are too scary.”


  It showed how much the dignity of hidden classes had been lost since the third advancement classes. Veradin was alarmed at the guild members’ relaxation and warned them.


  “It’s still difficult to gauge the opponent’s ability. Don’t act hastily and step back.”


  Th White Wolf members had strong loyalty. They stepped back without a fuss as soon as Veradin commanded them. 


  Step step.


  The unidentified man walked through the streets.


  “You aren’t fighting back? Are you scared?”


  As a guild master, Veradin was always cautious. He didn’t fall for the taunts. He closely watched the man and the clone as he asked. “What is your relationship with the Ul Clan? Why are you helping them?”


  The answer was concise. “I got a quest.”


  That person was Grid. During his journey, he accidentally visited the Ul Clan’s village and got a quest when the village was attacked by the enemy. He couldn’t help wondering if he was cursed to get involved in incidents wherever he went.


  [Ul Clan’s Rescue]


  Difficulty: A


  The Ul Clan have been deprived of their kingdom by the Saharan Empire, and the survivors are hiding in remote areas. However, they couldn’t escape from the empire’s surveillance and an invasion is once again occurring.


  Free them from the clutches of the empire.


  Then you will be their sun.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Repel the invaders.


  Quest Reward: Your affinity with the Ul Clan will reach the maximum.


  Quest Failure: The Ul Clan will perish.


  Four days ago.


  Prior to leaving Reidan, Grid had studied the empire and found that it carried out a policy of genocide. Minorities who didn’t serve the emperor were slaughtered in various parts of the empire. Indeed, it was a brutal oppression. If they wanted to try and oppose it?


  It was futile. Grid hadn’t accepted the Ul Clan’s quest for a noble reason. He just coveted the reward.


  ‘If they don’t have a place to go to and their affinity is at the maximum…’


  Couldn’t he accept them as his people? The Ul Clan’s quest was a chance to increase the population of Reidan. It would be ideal if he could bring all the persecuted minorities in the empire to Reidan. Grid was starting to think and act in the manner of a lord. Lauel would be impressed if he knew.


  “You have two choices.”


  Grid’s eyes shone with killing intent. He was inwardly furious after witnessing the brutality of the White Wolf Guild. Grid had high respect for NPCs due to the influence of Khan and Irene.


  “You can die easily, or you can get beaten up first before you die. Choose.”


  “Crazy bastard!”


  The White Wolf members were furious. What was this damn arrogant guy saying?


  “Veradin! How long are you going to let that brat’s mouth run wild? We should attack him right now! Anyway, he’s alone!”


  Elvo was particularly furious. He was surprise attacked by the clone and suffered damage. Veradin checked Elvo’s health gauge.


  ‘Well, it isn’t bad.’


  Elvo was a berserker, so his defense was very low. However, he only lost one-fifth of his health after the surprise attack.


  ‘The clone isn’t very strong.’


  The unknown man’s clone was much weaker than he was. This evidence clearly showed that it wasn’t very strong. ‘Maybe he can produce a lot of clones. But it’s easy to deal with clones at this level.’


  Veradin made a judgment call and ordered the guild members.


  “We won’t be able to avoid this fight. Do it.”


  “Okay!”


  Elvo was in the lead. At level 179, he was the lowest among the White Wolf members, but he liked being in the vanguard. He was very courageous and not afraid of others.


  “I’ll kill you!”


  Elvo was full of killing intent. He wanted to deal a nasty blow to the clone.


  “Dash!”


  Teong!


  A distance of 3m was narrowed in an instant. Elvo smiled with satisfaction at his own dashing ability. Then he used the ‘Madness Vortex’ skill. This was the manifestation of five powerful blows that could even cause great damage to an ogre.


  However, it met the wrong opponent.


  [The target has resisted the damage.]


  “Eh?”


  It wasn’t defense but resistance. The skill apparently hit. Then what the hell was the resistance to damage? Grid stared at the stunned Elvo.


  “You want me to die?”


  “Heok?”


  The prideful Elvo was now like a terrified rodent. It was because of the dignity stat, which had a low chance of making the enemy yield. Grid had over 1,500 dignity, so it was hard for low or medium ranked users to endure his greatness.


  [You have become lost in front of an immeasurable existence. Your head involuntarily bows. Your body is shaky and head begins to move.]


  ‘W-What…!’


  He was stunned just because he met the person’s gaze? Was this guy a medusa boss? Elvo couldn’t believe the situation right now. It was a dream. The other guild members didn’t know the situation and were rushing around, like moths to a flame.


  “Magic Transmission!”


  “Atra’s Poison!”


  “Fire Spear!”


  “Lower Cut!”


  “This is a kick! Abyooo~!”


  All types of CC, physical attacks and magic attacks were used. 20 enemies used skills at the same time, so Grid seemed to be in danger. The silent clone came out. It was the doppelganger Randy.


  “Revolve.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  The counterattack skill was activated at the perfect timing. The White Wolf members were attacked by their own skills.


  “Kuaaaak!”


  “What is this absurd thing?”


  The White Wolf Guild members were agitated. What was with this clone’s skill? Furthermore, it was a counterattack skill that even a person found difficult to use? The one who was most surprised was Veradin.


  ‘He didn’t show his skills in the first surprise attack!’


  He realized it right away. Randy had 30% of Grid’s current combat power. To be honest, he was equivalent to level 200. If he wanted, he couldn’t cut the guild member in half with the first attack.


  But Randy refrained. He deliberately pretended to be weak to make the enemies less vigilant. This was Randy’s instinctive judgment, not Grid’s orders. He lost his memories of the past, but the battle experience accumulated for more than 100 years was firmly engraved in him.


  Grid admired Randy’s strategy.


  “Look at those facial expressions. I was surprised as well. Isn’t my friend really great?”


  ‘Friend?’


  Wasn’t it a clone? Then what was it? The White Wolf members fell into the black hole of confusion.


  Puok!


  Then the jade greatsword penetrated Elvo’s chest.


  [You have been hit by a lethal blow!]


  [The enemy has attacked five times using an unknown ability.]


  [You have suffered 103,900 damage.]


  ‘Over 100,000? Not 10,000, but 100,000? I don’t even have 20,000 health!’


  Elvo’s vision turned grey.


  ‘Is this a dream?’


  [Your party member Elvo has died.]


  Silence filled the area. A monster beyond imagination had appeared in front of the White Wolf members.


  But Veradin kept calm. He was part of the 10 Rookies along with Lauel and Ibellin, and he was now level 281. He didn’t feel frustrated when meeting a strong opponent. Moreover, he had a hidden card. There was a sniper who remained in the mountain.


  –Now.


  Veradin whispered and gave the signal. There was a small flash from the low mountain 300m in the rear, then an arrow came flying.


  Peeeeeong!


  Kiki was also part of the 10 Rookies. The White Wolf Guild’s number two person. Her sniper skill was comparable to Jishuka, the expert archer. She precisely fired an arrow at Grid’s head. Veradin had no doubt that the person would experience great damage or confusion, and took out his staff. He was trying to raise the corpses of the Ul and Elvo with magic when he suddenly froze.


  “T-This…?”


  Cries of shock burst out everywhere. They saw it. The famous golden blades.


  “I am surprised.”


  The man’s voice was heard from behind the golden blades that protected their master from the arrow. The voice was filled with a powerful anger that could stop the heart of the person who heard it.


  Sururuk.


  Was it due to the shock wave caused by the arrow and blades colliding? The hat the man was wearing fell off. The ID that most people in the world knew was exposed.


  “Grid…!”


  The first legendary class, three gold medal holder in the National Competition, the hero of the golem invasion, the first user to become a duke, GOD, etc.  He had countless nicknames attached to him.


  Then he pulled out the blue greatsword that he used to defeat Hurent in five seconds. The people present felt frightened at Grid holding two huge swords in each of his hands.


  “Don’t use surprise attacks!”


  ‘You did it first!’


  The White Wolf members wanted to cry out. But they couldn’t grumble. Grid’s eyes fixed to the top of the mountain 300m away.


  “You first of all. Transcended Link.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Blue-white and jade energy blades emerged at the same time. It was the moment when one small mountain permanently vanished from the map of the Saharan Empire.


  [Your party member Kiki has died.]


  “…I would’ve rather met Faker.”


  The White Wolf members complained. Veradin couldn’t keep his composure anymore. This was the worst catastrophe since the guild’s launch. The result was a complete annihilation.


  ***


  “Huh? The size of the desert is less than it was a year ago?”


  A black-haired man dressed in white stepped foot in the western part of the Eternal Kingdom.
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  ‘An A-grade quest was surprisingly tough.’


  Grid’s power was unique: ever since he had obtained it, he had almost easily solved all A-grade quests. But this time was different. He lost more than one-sixth of his stamina and health at the cost of hunting 25 enemies.  


  “It was an unexpected melee.”


  Anybody who heard that statement would cry out, as there was no such thing. It was more accurate to say that it was a slaughter of 25 people without a conscience. However, Grid thought differently. This was shocking for him, the one who had overwhelmed the top rankers in the National Competition!


  ‘The average level of the enemy was only around 200. Yet I couldn’t succeed in an instant…’ This was because Veradin was a necromancer. ‘That bastard was too strong.’


  A necromancer was a nuisance as an opponent. They didn’t distinguish between friend or foe, as corpses were unconditionally revived and used as soldiers. It was a class that consumed the enemy’s resources (health, mana, stamina etc.) because it was so easy to make.


  In the case of Veradin, his level was high and knew how to fight. The undead soldiers were skilled in offense and defense, so they harassed him. Veradin’s combat ability was no less than that of the Overgeared members.


  ‘It would be nice to create an item that could easily kill the undead.’


  Indeed, experience was very important. Grid gained insight from his new combat experience. He was able to make more advanced plans by adding items to fight the undead in the future. Grid was quickly evolving in real time.


  He touched the Guardian’s Bracelet with a gentle expression.


  ‘The more I use this, the more I like it.’


  Originally, Grid’s indomitable stat was 900. Now, however, it was over 1,000 after wearing the Guardian accessories set. As a result, the effect of the indomitable stat was often triggered. He completely resisted the attacks of lower-levelled enemies.


  It was the result of his abnormally high defense and indomitable stat.


  ‘Randy was more than I expected.’


  Grid had no doubts about Randy’s fighting skills. Randy copied 30% Grid’s stats and items, so he was around a level 180 swordsman. However, the legendary-rated Pagma’s Swordsmanship gave Randy wings.


  Randy copied Pinnacle and Link, as well as the highly usable Revolve. He was able to beat quite a few level 200 users, and was a really good colleague. Grid praised him as Randy returned to the shape of a little girl.


  “You fought well.”


  Randy’s buggy eyes shone like stars.


  “Praise! Happy!”


  It was a lovely smiling face with a flush.


  ‘Sehee was once cute like this.’


  Grid patted her head and said,


  “I also want to fight with Master! Nyang! Why don’t you let me fight? Nyang! Why is the best demonic beast being treated like this? Kyang!”


  Noe had been hunting alone around Reidan and was now level 143.  He was hoping to grow with his master while traveling together this time, but Master was too busy with the doppelganger and not looking at Noe. He didn’t like it.


  Grid soothed the jealous Noe, “You are my precious secret weapon. I don’t need to borrow the strength of my great secret weapon for something minor like this.”


  “Ohh…! Ohhhh!”


  The words ‘secret weapon’, ‘precious’ and ‘great’ were attached to him, so Noe really liked it. He danced with his short limbs. It was cute and ridiculous since Noe’s chubby body was shaking. Grid observed Noe’s appearance. The horns that rose from the forehead were slightly bigger and the fangs were sharper.


  ‘He is becoming increasingly like a demonic beast.’ Grid’s demonic power rose by one every time he PKed. ‘Surely I won’t become a demon if my demonic power stat increases?’


  The higher the demonic power, the more likely he was to go to hell. However, at present, there was no way of going in and out of hell so he couldn’t help imagining bad things.


  Then the Ul Clan survivors came running.


  “Hero!”


  The village mayor, Buda greeted him on behalf of everyone.


  “If you didn’t help us, our people would’ve been lost in the backdrops of history! I don’t know how to express our gratitude!”


  [The quest ‘Ul Clan’s Rescue’ has been complete.]


  [Affinity with the Ul Clan has risen to the maximum. The Ul Clan will jump over a cliff for you.]


  The Ul Clan bowed to Grid. Grid took out the Great Lord’s Sword and looked at their abilities.


  ‘Their intelligence stat is very high?’


  General NPCs had an intelligence around 100. But the average of the Ul Clan was 300. In particular, a girl called Hwarin stood out.


  Name: Hwarin.


  Age: 11  Gender: Female


  Occupation: Refugee


  Title: Last of the Ul Clan’s Royal Family.


  Level: 7


  Strength: 3/70    Stamina: 12/249


  Agility: 14/398    Intelligence: 120/1,890


  Charm: 155/1,503    Dignity: 30/550


  Skills: Haven’t learnt any yet.


  A survivor of the Ul Kingdom that the Saharan Empire destroyed. Her identity might be hidden but she actually has the noble lineage of the Ul Clan.


  ‘This is good.’


  The Ul Clan was an excellent race. They would be useful in many ways. Among them, it was possible to train some as magicians. Grid asked them, “The empire isn’t a place where you can live. Would you consider moving to the Eternal Kingdom?”


  “The Eternal Kingdom…?” The Eternal Kingdom was one of the great powers among the 17 nations of the continent. But these kingdoms weren’t in the same position as the empire. “Will the Eternal Kingdom accept us, who are hunted by the empire? It might provide grounds for the empire to…?”


  “If you move in secret then the empire won’t notice.”


  “But the royal family won’t be happy.”


  “Don’t worry, go to Reidan. Even the royal family can’t intervene in the administration of a duchy.”


  “Who are you?”


  “I am the master of Reidan. I promise the people there will treat you without discrimination.”


  “Heok…! That means you are a duke!”


  The Ul Clan were perplexed. Why was the duke of another kingdom in the empire? They couldn’t understand it with their common sense.


  Grid whispered to Lauel.


  –I need someone who can lead 930 people from Earl Zebra’s territory in the empire to Reidan.


  -Yes?


  Grid explained the situation to the confused Lauel. The joyful Lauel then recommended Faker. Grid responded with surprise.


  –Faker? Is it okay?


  Faker always moved in the darkness. He didn’t show himself in public, and wasn’t a suitable figure to lead people. But Lauel gave a different opinion.


  –Faker’s trap installation ability and situational judgment abilities are unique. If there are pursuers, he can install traps as quickly as possible as well as secretly lead the Ul Clan.


  –I know his abilities but… Isn’t there someone better than Faker?


  –There is a lot of work piled up in Reidan. It is impossible to send more than two people, so please trust Faker.


  It was decided. Then  Grid used a skill.


  “Summon Knight.”


  [Summon a knight. Currently you have Huroi, Lauel, Jude, Jishuka, Euphemina, Faker, Pon and Regas. Which knight would you like to summon?]


  “Faker.”


  [The target has accepted the summons.]


  Sururuk.


  A man wrapped in a black cloak rose from Grid’s shadow. He spoke to Grid with a nonchalant expression.


  “You worked hard.”


  “Yes.”


  Suuk.


  Faker observed the Ul Clan with emotional eyes. The Ul Clan felt like crying as they saw him. 


  ‘Those eyes feel like they are penetrating me to the bone.’


  ‘I-I’m scared.’


  The Ul Clan felt fear. They were affected by Faker’s killing intent stat. That’s why Faker normally acted in secret. He had to consume his mental power to hide this killing intent. For an assassin, the killing intent stat was like a type of penalty.


  “Go.”


  Faker didn’t delay. He instructed the frightened Ul Clan to grab their luggage and immediately left the village.


  After a few days with Faker, the Ul Clan felt like they were sitting on a thorny cushion. Faker didn’t say a single word, but they became increasingly frightened of him. They felt like they would die if they touched him, and couldn’t even breathe.


  On the other hand, Grid changed his schedule and was busy hunting. It was an inevitable choice because his infamy went up due to PKing. It was impossible to enter a village or city if his infamy figure was high. It might be okay to move freely in the Eternal Kingdom, regardless of his infamy figure, but this was the empire. It was necessary to lower his infamy by hunting monsters.


  However, the monsters in Zebra were only level 180~220. They gave less experience and it wasn’t easy to decrease his infamy. Grid was nervous because he was delaying more than he wanted, but he still remained calm. He bought time by practicing dual swordsmanship and raising the experience of Randy and Noe.


  Then a homing pigeon arrived.


  It was the letter from Irene that regularly arrived once a week. Normally the letters expressed a desire to see him, but today’s one was special.


  “This letter?”


  Grid was astonished.


  Irene was always stating that she wanted to get pregnant, but he didn’t think it was really capable to get pregnant from a relationship between a user and NPC.


  Around a month ago, my stomach has started hurting. I didn’t think much of it, but then I started experiencing pregnancy symptoms. Somehow, I feel like my belly has… Happy tears are flowing. I would like to have a son that resembles Dear Husband.


  “Heok…”


  A child?


  Grid was more baffled than glad. It was confusing because it was a totally unexpected an unfamiliar experience. Then a notification window popped up.


  [Do you want to honor the news of your wife’s pregnancy?]


  [The birth of a new life should be congratulated, but those with no sense of responsibility should keep in mind that they don’t deserve to be a parent. Think carefully.]
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  Satisfy had some areas that were completely different from reality. If a user had a child in Satisfy, there could be various problems. 


  There were too many risk factors, such as neglecting reality by being too immersed in the child in the game or ignoring the child in the game because they were too busy playing. Only those who had established mature values were eligible to enjoy Satisfy’s parenting system.


  ‘Can I really do well?’


  The Grid of the past would’ve said okay without thinking about it. But the current Grid realized the seriousness of the situation. He thought carefully about it.


  ‘I…’


  He was still too immature to be a parent. But he wanted Irene to be happy. She was one of the most precious people to him, despite being a person in virtual reality. Thanks to her, he learned how to love. Grid wanted to make her dream come true. He didn’t want her to be disappointed.


  ‘I also want the result of the love that I share with Irene.’


  After a few hours of deliberation, Grid made a decision.


  “I am grateful for the news of the pregnancy.”


  The notification windows immediately blinked and responded.


  [Congratulations on your wife’s pregnancy!]


  [The preferences and abilities of the child will be affected from prenatal development.]


  [What type of child do you want? The child you want and the child your wife wants will affect prenatal development. Work hard to communicate with your wife.]


  “I wish my child…”


  It wasn’t that hard to imagine.


  ‘Someone different from me.’


  He didn’t want them to be petty or stupid.  Grid had no talent and was narrow-minded, so he hoped that his own child wouldn’t experience such an unfortunate life.


  ‘I want someone who resembles my wife, a child who is bright, generous, and pretty. First of all, I wish for a clever child to be born. Congratulations on your pregnancy. And thank you.’


  Grid wrote it in the letter to Irene. It was difficult to find traces of his childhood in his careful expression. Grid would turn 28 years old in five months in real time. He was becoming a true adult with this pregnancy.


  “Taemyeong means ‘fortune’ in the sense of a jackpot…”


  There was no question that he still had no naming sense. Even so, it was fortunate that he only thought about Taemyeong.


  ***


  A regular board meeting held at the head office of the S.A. Group. 


  The main agenda of the meeting was to set the budget for the Second National Competition to be held in Paris next year. At the end of the meeting, one member was brought up. Grid.


  “It’s actually Grid again!”


  “Isn’t the parenting system only activated for mature players?”


  The executives heard the report from the operations team leader and expressed their anxiety. Recently, Grid was conducting himself as a legendary class, but the prejudice didn’t easily disappear.


  The executives had been watching Grid from the beginning and still saw him as that. Now he would have a child with an NPC? Just imagining it was terrible. They were worried about the worst situation.


  “He will raise a child? This is ridiculous!”


  Games had implemented a parenting system many times in the past. There was even a separate child raising simulation game. A typical example was Princess Mama. Such games didn’t make users feel any responsibility. Users could delete their child or neglect them. Such an act didn’t cause any moral issues either. The characters in a typical game were nothing more than 2D characters that acted and talked according to a given scenario.


  Then what about the characters in Satisfy? The supercomputer Morpheus gave all Satisfy NPCs the perfect artificial intelligence. As a result, NPCs had thoughts and emotions. They were no different from humans.


  It was only a matter of time until an immature user experienced the parenting system. If the users neglected or abused their children in the game, the creators couldn’t rule out the possibility of social problems.


  The parenting system was a double-edged sword. Satisfy’s game would be better if used well, but public opinion would take a hit if it was exploited. 


  The development team arranged the parenting system so that only a very small number of users could experience it. It was based on the fact that the married couple’s liking was at the maximum, and the parenting system was designed to be activated only for users who had maximum respect for NPCs.


  But Grid? The person who sent malicious emails to the group when he couldn’t make legendary items was selected for the parenting system! The executives were convinced that there was clearly an error. They couldn’t tolerate it.


  A surprising figure emerged to defend Grid. It was Director Yoon Sangmin. In the past, he had a tendency to hate Grid more than anyone else.


  “Don’t you know about the recent Grid? He has grown. He’s different form the past. So don’t worry.”


  “We all know that his abilities have grown. Didn’t he win three gold medals and save the kingdom from the golem army? What we are pointing out is a personality matter.”


  “He has grown up personally.”


  It was Director Yoon Sangmin.


  The executives frowned.


  “How do you know that?”


  “You will quickly notice if you show a little interest and watch him.” Grid’s inner growth was something that could be seen just from his actions. “In the first place, the system chooses. This means that Grid is qualified, so there is no room to negotiate.”


  “Cough…”


  The executives stared dumbly.   Director Yoon Sangmin, who calmed the turmoil, was very interested in Grid.


  ‘A human who learns and develops through the game.’


  A typical human became an adult by learning and experiencing society. Then they had a tendency to spill out all their stress in games. There were many reasons why good humans in society would become notorious villains in games.


  But Grid was a special case. He lacked social skills, but was growing through the game. He was a good example of a Satisfy user and could be used as a means of publicity. Of course, that was under the assumption that Grid accepted.


  ***


  “Shit!”


  The atmosphere of the White Wolf guild wasn’t great. They failed their quest because of an unexpected person, and their pride was hurt because one person wiped out the whole guild. Veradin encouraged the resentful and frustrated guild members.


  “Don’t mind it. Grid is the best. It isn’t a shame to be defeated by him.”


  That’s right.  As the first ranked Kraugel maintained an air of mystery around him, Grid had to be rated as the strongest for the moment. He was underestimated by the public because of his lacking control, but that wasn’t necessarily true. No, it was great.


  As Veradin said, it wasn’t shameful for their small guild to be defeated by Grid, who was at the top. This was the obvious result. 


  However, the guild members were worried about Veradin. A month ago, Veradin had cleared a S+ grade quest and acquired the bones of the high ranking demonkin, Dantalian. In the battle against Grid, he had summoned the undead Dantalian using the bones.


  It was his trump card. Even Grid showed worry.


  Veradin was strong as long as he had Dantalian. It was amazing that he managed to annoy Grid for a while, despite not reaching level 300 yet. Veradin clearly demonstrated his abilities that were above his ranking.


  The problem was that the guild members were weak. They weren’t a help to Veradin at all. They were sorry to see Veradin dragged down because of useless subordinates. They couldn’t lift their heads.


  In this sober atmosphere, Kiki threw out a question.


  “But Veradin, why didn’t you report Grid to Earl Zebra?”


  Grid was a duke of the Eternal Kingdom. It was a big problem if he was in the territory of the empire. If this was reported to the upper ranks, Grid would surely experience large problems. Veradin held a key for revenge, so Kiki wondered why he didn’t use it.


  “It isn’t time yet.”


  Veradin answered vaguely and Kiki realized that he was thinking about a bigger picture.


  ***


  The last time that Kraugel visited the western part of the Eternal Kingdom was eight months ago. 


  At that time, the west was completely a desert and it was infested with monsters. If he took a step, he would be confronted with monsters. If he moved a little bit, he would be completely isolated.


  But now the situation had changed. The scale of the desert was reduced and there were less monsters than before. It had turned into more ideal hunting grounds. Kraugel speculated that Grid had destroyed several giant worm nests after becoming lord of Reidan.


  Kraugel had to admire it.


  ‘Grid is greater than the rumors say. After absorbing the Tzedakah Guild, he’s quickly growing his power.’


  Kraugel also knew about Grid. He was a celebrity that most people in the world knew. However, he hadn’t paid Grid any special attention. Kraugel devoted himself entirely to adventuring and hunting, while Grid participated in external events and was judged to be a completely different style of user.


  He didn’t care because he didn’t think he would become involved with Grid in Satisfy.


  ‘My inventory weight is at its limit. Is Reidan the only well-equipped city or village near here?’


  In the last 10 days, Kraugel had killed the western monsters while heading for Reidan. It wasn’t to meet Grid, but to dispose of his loot.


  “It’s an agricultural city.” Kraugel arrived at REidan and admired the cast fields of wheat stretching out. He never imagined that a city in the middle of the desert would’ve developed agriculture. ‘He was successful in clearing the desert and has an excellent ability in managing affairs.’


  Grid showed great strength in the National Competition and in the golem army, but he was skilled in other areas as well. He was a legendary blacksmith, had top rankers as subordinates and even had great skills as a lord? He was truly a near-perfect figure.


  ‘Zibal isn’t equipped with things like this. The first user to become king might be Grid, not Zibal.’


  Did Kraugel have any regrets? No. Kraugel was the type of person who enjoyed playing the game alone. He perceived that his areas of activities were completely different from Grid’s. Therefore, he didn’t have a sense of crisis or competitiveness towards Grid.


  Step, step.


  Kraugel was crossing the fields to enter Reidan. At that time, an NPC holding a rake in one hand and a hoe in the other appeared and asked him.


  “Who are you?”


  “…?”
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  Kraugel was just walking along. He couldn’t think of anything in his behavior that would’ve caused wariness. So why was this person blocking the road? The farmer’s attitude didn’t make sense.


  Kraugel felt doubts before making a reasonable guess.


  ‘It’s rare for people to come here, so they are unfamiliar with it.’


  Reidan was isolated. The size of the desert might’ve been reduced by Grid and the Overgeared members’ activities, but accessibility was still low. It was almost impossible to make it past the desert to Reidan until it was a party of rankers. 


  ‘There aren’t any outsiders here so… It’s natural for the residents to be wary of outsiders.’


  Kraugel guessed the reason for the farmer’s attitude and explained. 


  “I am an ordinary adventurer. I’m not a suspicious person, so you don’t have to worry.”


  Kraugel’s reputation across the continent exceeded 40,000. Since Satisfy opened, he had always maintained his first place ranking and cleared dungeons and quests faster than others, gaining reputation from this. At the present time, Kraugel was the only person who could use the Reputation Store.


  ‘My high reputation will give confidence to that NPC.’


  Kraugel thought the farmer would release his vigilance and step back. But what was this? The farmer showed an unexpected reaction.


  “Based on your stride, you’re not an ordinary adventurer.”


  “…!”


  There was no change in Kraugel’s expression. He smiled as always. But his mind was quite shaken.


  ‘My stride is unusual? Is he referring to White Light Steps?’


  White Light Steps was a skill Kraugel acquired after becoming the White Swordsman. Basically, it increased his movement speed and ability to adapt to terrain. It could also be used for dashing or evasion. The white light normally couldn’t be seen unless under intense sunlight or clear moonlight.


  ‘He isn’t an ordinary farmer.’


  The NPC in front of him, Piaro, looked like a farmer in every way. He wore a straw hat to protect him from the sun, dirty work clothes, and held a hand plow and hoe in his hands. It was difficult to recognize him as anything other than a farmer.


  But you shouldn’t judge people by appearances. Kraugel’s sharp eyes examined Piaro.


  “Who are you really? You aren’t a normal farmer, are you?”


  Piaro wanted to answer Kraugel honestly.


  ‘I have always dreamed of a confrontation with a strong person like you, who is also wishing to achieve the status of sword saint. Compete with me.’ This was what he wanted to say.


  “I…”


  “Piaro! It’s time to take a break! You worked hard in today’s farming, so eat a lot!”


  One farmer couldn’t grasp the atmosphere and came shouting. It was really exquisite timing. Thanks to that, Piaro was embarrassed.


  “You go eat by yourself.” Piaro said with a frown, before trying to introduce himself again. “I…”


  “Piaro! Administrator Rabbit asked if you have found another source of water yet?”


  A soldier shouted at him.


  ‘No, what was this?’


  Why was he pestered every time he was trying to introduce himself? Piaro felt a little annoyed at being disturbed. But as a potential sword saint, it was funny that he would get irritated over something like this. He endured patiently.


  “It isn’t easy to found a source of water. Tell him that it will take more time.”


  “Yes!”


  “I…”


  The soldier left and Piaro tried to introduce himself again.  However, Kraugel raised a hand and stopped him.


  “I understand even if you don’t say it. Aren’t you a geomancer?”


  The main task of a geomancer was to find things based on topography. Kraugel’s sharp eyes were convinced. 


  “Don’t worry. I have trained a lot of skills, but I have no intention of harming Reidan. I just want to stop by the general store. Then I’m going now.”


  “…”


  Piaro completely missed the opportunity to introduce himself. Piaro was embarrassed by Kraugel’s misunderstanding. But he quickly regained his composure. So what is he was misunderstood as a farmer or geomancer? It was enough if he could compete with someone strong.


  “You can’t enter Reidan unless you knock me down first.”


  Piaro’s hoe moved in a line. It was a surprise attack, but Kraugel had a passive skill called Keen Senses. In response to Keen Senses, he used White Light Steps and avoided the attack. But the hoe was like a living snake. It changed the orbit and once again aimed at the target that it missed.


  Kraugel’s eyes sunk coldly. He had natural talent and trained hard, so he didn’t easily allow attacks. There was a flash of something silver. It was the ‘White Fang’ sword that he acquired from one of the great demons, Drasion, who was defeated by Sword Saint Muller.


  Chengkang!


  The hoe and White Fang competed in strength. Piaro was excited when he saw that Kraugel wasn’t pushed by his strength.


  “Indeed…! You truly aren’t ordinary!”


  “You will regret it.”


  Kraugel’s voice was cold. He was basically a good person, but he showed no mercy to his enemies. He couldn’t turn a blind eye to Piaro’s actions.


  Kakakang!


  White Fang slid down the hoe and stabbed at Piaro’s thigh. There was enough momentum to cut off one leg entirely. Piaro defended himself with the hand plow.


  Jeeeong!


  The repulsive force caused Kraugel’s body to rise high in the air. On the other hand, Piaro’s feet were deeply embedded in the ground. Piaro shouted towards Kraugel, who had an incredibly angry expression on his face for someone who had just been a gentle youth.


  “I am someone seeking the status of sword saint! I formally apply for a duel!”


  “Sword saint…?”


  Among the titles Kraugel had earned, there was the ‘Sword Saint Candidate.’ He naturally acquired the title while developing his swordsmanship through hunting and raids. After being nominated as a sword saint candidate, Kraugel was spurred to level up even more. He wanted to obtain a legendary class by becoming a sword saint. 


  His goal was to be the strongest, so he needed to have a legendary class. In the meantime, he had many opportunities to obtain a lot of hidden classes. But he was still in the third stage of the sword saint candidate. At least fives stages were required to become a sword saint, but it wasn’t easy.


  ‘A farmer is seeking this realm… No, he’s a geomancer.’


  Kraugel’s pride was upset. The person who talked about becoming a sword saint was holding a hoe and hand plow instead of a sword! Before talking about becoming a sword saint, he should start with a sword!


  “You haven’t grasped the subject.”


  Kraugel’s sentences became shorter. It was due to his rage.


  Taack!


  Kraugel used a different application of White Light Steps and rushed through the air like a meteor. The power caused the wheat in the area to flatten and the ground to sink. It was the manifestation of ‘Meteor Sword.’


  ‘Wonderful!’


  Piaro’s eyes widened. It wasn’t an easy technique unless the body’s physical abilities were raised to the maximum. It was here that Piaro could demonstrate his stats. He crossed the hoe and hand plow, forming a perfect defense posture that the Meteor Sword struck.


  Peeeeeong!


  Kraugel’s white clothing fluttered like a flag swept by a storm. Kraugel’s expression twisted while a smile appeared on Piaro’s face.


  ‘My sword was blocked by farming equipment?’


  ‘My whole body is grinning! This is such an exhilarating feeling!’


  Chaaeng! Chaeeeeeng!


  Syuok!


  The battle between the two continued, with Piaro disappearing from in front of Kraugel’s eyes. Then he immediately appeared in the rear and struck.


  ‘Drasion’s speed…!’


  Drasion might’ve been defeated, but he didn’t completely lose his dignity as one of the 33 great demons. He was the strongest among all the bosses that Kraugel had raided. The highest ranking demonkin couldn’t compare.


  But a geomancer had a skill similar to Drasion. No, it was more than that. This wasn’t a geomancer. He was a hermit. It would be nice if he helped Kraugel, but he actually started a fight.


  Kaang!


  “React to this!”


  Piaro was pleased as Kraugel blocked his attack like he had eyes in the back of his head. Piaro was frantic with delight. He wanted to sing and dance.


  ‘My eyes were correct!’


  It was like any other day. He opened his eyes at dawn, trained with the sword before going out to the fields to do farming work. He enjoyed the pleasure of sweating. Then Kraugel appeared. Piaro was aware of it the moment he saw the white-clothed man walking. This person was stronger than anybody he had seen so far!


  “Hahahahat!”


  He had just been a supporter in Grid’s fight with the doppelganger. This duel would surely improve him. Piaro was filled with joy and plunged towards Kraugel. The hoe flew towards Kraugel’s chest, who avoided it.


  ‘I am quickly adapting.’


  There was a clear pattern to Piaro’s techniques. Based on a specific swordsmanship style, the hoe and hand plow were wielded like a longsword and dagger. Piaro stabbed rapidly and efficiently.


  It was an easy style for Kraugel to read.


  Chaaeng!


  “Hah…”


  Piaro let out a sound of admiration. It was amazing to see Kraugel attacking and defending with the sword in one motion. Kraugel provoked Piaro, who had light injuries.


  “You are strong, but aren’t you too lacking to become a sword saint?”


  There were many titles that top rankers had attacked to Kraugel. God of Control, Lord of the Counter, etc. He had a reason for being so confident. Kraugel’s quick brain and accurate predictions were able to quickly realize the enemy’s attack patterns, while his exquisite reflexes and precise moves allowed him to counterattack. The more obvious the form, the easier he countered.


  “I also know my shortcomings. That’s why I applied for a duel.” Up to now, Piaro had been using the imperial swordsmanship. It was the same as when he briefly fought Grid at Loran Falls. “But now it will be different.”


  Ching!


  Piaro dumped the hoe and hand plow. Then he grabbed the sword that had been dropped in a corner of the field and took the posture of the Supreme Swordsmanship.


  “Open your eyes!”


  Swaeek!


  It was extreme speed. The stab was like a fired bullet. Kraugel had a hole drilled in him and blood poured out. But he didn’t allow it to be a one-sided attack. White Fang had curved outwards and slightly neutralized the stab. He accurately captured the narrow range that was the disadvantage of a stab.


  “Then what about this? Supreme Swordsmanship 1st style.”


  There was a huge momentum that was like a mountain. Kraugel determined that he couldn’t defend against this and attempted to use White Light Steps, but his movements were restrained by an intangible force. Therefore, Kraugel responded with a skill. 


  “Storm Sword!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The storm of white blades crashed into Piaro’s slash. A powerful explosion shook the earth.
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  “He’s particularly intense today.”


  “That means his opponent is strong. It is the first time I’ve seen anyone who can push Piaro like this.”


  “But who is that person? This is the first time I’ve seen him.”


  “I think he’s Duke Grid’s new subordinate?”


  The wheat field was becoming more destroyed due to Piaro and the black-haired swordsman’s duel. It was already a 50m radius of destruction. It had returned to the time when it was still a wasteland.


  But there was no sense of confusion or frustration in the expressions of the farmers watching the confrontation. They were used to this. Piaro often sparred with the Overgeared members, so it wasn’t just once or twice that the fields turned into a mess.  Rabbit admonished him to shift places when fighting, but Piaro stood firm. 


  If he destroyed the field, then he would have more work to do. It was a bizarre logic, but the fields had officially been turned into a sparring ground. Piaro was a real labor addict.


  “Bland, isn’t that Piaro’s share?”


  There was also a noble among the farmers. Bland was caught eating Piaro’s snack and cried out.


  “Why is this Piaro’s share? Piaro said he wouldn’t eat!”


  “I don’t know…”


  “Uhuh! Piaro said it! Then the person who eats it first is the owner!”


  “…”


  Bland had completely adapted to the farmer’s life. It was hard to believe that he was a noble. He was covered in dirt and chewing on a potato. The farmers knew the circumstances of being taken hostage and felt compassion for him.


  However, Bland was happy. He found these days 100 times more free and enjoyable than the time when he needed to be conscious of other people.


  Caw~!


  A roc flew in the sky. It had a large body and liked eating wheat. A couple of days ago, the monster had tried to loot the wheat field. But before it could reach the wheat field, it was hit in the sky. It was magic that Bland had strengthened through continuous duels with Piaro. Blood spilled out and the body of the monster fell to one side of Reidan’s wheat field.


  This place was peaceful today. There were few places safer on the continent than this.


  ***


  The power of Advanced Sword Mastery Level 7, his passive skill ‘Sword Reinforcement and the effect of various titles, including Sword Saint Candidate, overlapped with the power of Storm Sword and allowed him to cope with the Supreme Swordsmanship.


  Piaro laughed as the Storm Sword neutralized his strike.


  ‘Huhu, it was offset.’


  There were few people who survived against Supreme Swordsmanship 1st style. But Kraugel defended against it. Piaro thought that Kraugel would at least get a serious injury.


  ‘My condition isn’t very good right now.’


  As a great swordsman, he didn’t cling to weapons or armor. He didn’t feel the need to rely on tools. But at this moment, he felt regret about his tools. If he had been armed with a better sword, would the Supreme Swordsmanship 1st style be able to be blocked?


  Shake shake.


  Piaro shook off his thoughts.


  ‘Muller wouldn’t blame his tools.’


  It was laughable that a person aiming to be a sword saint would blame his tools. The purpose of this duel wasn’t a one-sided victory. It was something that would assist his growth. He should be happy if his opponent held on for a long time.


  ‘This technique is relentless.’


  The remnants of the Storm Sword persistently clung to Piaro. Piaro had to waste time to defeat these persistent fragments and Kraugel didn’t miss this gap. He used Mole Ascension.


  Pahat!


  White Fang moved through the earth. Piaro also didn’t stay still. He responded with Supreme Swordsmanship, 5th style.


  Pachichik!


  Colorless energy unfolded around him like a spider web. It destroyed the remnants of the Storm Sword, while at the same time, neutralizing Mole Ascension and covering Kraugel.


  ‘Nine.’


  Kraugel grasped the number of invisible energy. It was because of the power of Keen Senses.


  ‘I can’t block all of them.’ 


  Kraugel’s brain rotation speed was unmatched. He determined his actions quickly and protected his vital spots. 


  [You have suffered 8,830 damage.]


  [You have suffered 9,200 damage.]


  [You have suffered 9,050 damage.]


  ‘The damage is more than expected.’


  The legendary armor and artifacts that he gathered while raiding a lot of boss monsters weren’t much help. Piaro had a power that made defense useless. Kraugel endured the pain and didn’t delay his next attack. It was his turn to take off some flesh and bones.


  “Moonrise Sword.”


  It was a skill that exerted its full power under the light of the full moon. But he was currently in a predicament and couldn’t afford to not use it. The moon moved behind the sun.


  Susuk. Sususuk.


  Kraugel accelerated and activated the stealth function in the blazing sunlight. It was the effect of the white light, which utilized the refraction of light. Kraugel had amazing control skills, so this technique was perfect in his hands.


  ‘Hah.’


  Piaro had to concentrate in order to not miss the disappearing Kraugel. However, Kraugel wasn’t emitting any energy. As soon as he disappeared from view, Piaro couldn’t detect him. It was the moment when the man who reached the peak of two billion users met the strongest swordsman on the continent.


  Piaro was tense. This was the first time he sweated in a long time. White Fang penetrated through his qi defense.


  [You have dealt 12,400 damage to the target.]


  The attack hit, but Kraugel’s expression wasn’t good.


  ‘I can only deal this much damage, despite attacking a person wearing no armor… I could only exert 30% of my power.’


  Kraugel was regretful about his attack. But he believed that he could change the flow with this. He went on the offensive against Piaro.  However, the power of Supreme Swordsmanship was scary.


  Piaro’s sword started to intentionally harmonize with Kraugel’s blade. Kraugel was forced back by the sword and forced to feel like he was caught in a large spider web. He couldn’t even unfold his swordsmanship.


  ‘Calm down. It doesn’t matter if his swordsmanship style is stronger than mine.’


  Kwaduduk!


  Kraugel was aware of it. The world was wide and there were many monsters. He might be the strongest among users, but he knew that there were stronger monsters and NPCs that could trample on him. He was prepared to taste the bitter sense of defeat at any time. But he never dreamt that one day he would be defeated by a farmer.


  ‘No, it hasn’t been decided yet.’


  Kraugel tried to suppress his sense of defeat. Piaro used the Supreme Swordsmanship, 3rd style. It wasn’t a speed that could be followed with the eyes. A normal person wouldn’t have been able to cope and would’ve been pierced through the heart.


  But Kraugel was successful in responding. He instantly twisted White Fang.


  Jjejeong!


  The moment he defended against the attack, Kraugel realized that he had made a mistake.


  ‘Force palm?’


  Peeng!


  Qi was delivered through White Fang. Blood poured out from Kraugel’s mouth.


  [You have suffered 18,900 damage.]


  He lost half of his life. Fortunately, Piaro had discarded his sword. If it had been a sword then it wouldn’t have ended well.


  ‘I have half my mana left.’


  He needed to arrange his power. Kraugel had many powerful sword skills such as Meteor Sword, Storm Sword and Moonrise.


  Flash!


  One of the ultimate skills of a White Swordsman, White Light Sword, generated a brilliant light. Piaro was disappointed as he lost sight of him. A white light covered him. Piaro felt a sense of crisis and shouted.


  “Supreme Swordsmanship 4th Style!”


  Something terrific happened. White Fang, which should’ve pierced Piaro, was sucked towards something like a magnet. The momentum of White Light Sword naturally collapsed.


  Kudududuk!


  Piaro’s discarded sword attracted White Fang using a magnetic force.


  ‘I can’t resist this force…!’


  The magnetic force was too strong, and control was useless. There were few options left for Kraugel. He couldn’t lose this weapon, so he was forced to use ‘Tearing the Sky.’  Tearing the Sky was another one of the White Swordsman’s ultimate moves. It consumed a lot of mana, so it was a skill he was reluctant to use.


  Kwajajak! Kwajajajajak!


  White Fang was surrounded by the claws of a beast and started to resist the magnetic force, tearing it up. The skill proved why it was called Tearing the Sky.


  [The durability of the White Fang has decreased by 213.]


  ‘This is nonsense.’


  His weapon’s durability had decreased by two-thirds at once. This was dangerous. He hadn’t been able to repair it for 10 days, so the low durability caused it to shine red. It might break if he kept on fighting.


  ‘Even my mana is at the bottom. Meanwhile, my opponent is fine.’


  Piaro only lost one-fifth of his health from the attack. Moreover, he seemed to have a lot of cards left.


  ‘Should I just stick with it?’


  If he bought the Sweet Candy from the Reputation Store, all his stats would increase by 30% for 10 minutes. It might be a 30% increase, but his overall combat strength would become approximately twice as high. If he opened up the ‘Super Sensitivity’ effect, he might be able equal Piaro.


  ‘No, maybe I can win.’


  But there was no need to take it that far.


  ‘There is no reason to take a loss in a fight where I have nothing to gain.’


  The Sweet Candy was something he used in the Drasion raid.


  Muller defeated Drasion, Hell Gao, Lepir, and Kurson, so there were 29 great demons left. He didn’t want to waste the candy that he reserved for use against dragon raids or the 29 great demons.


  In the end, Kraugel made a reasonable choice. He admitted defeat.


  “It’s my defeat.”


  It was an absurd development.  He never imagined that he would be defeated in a city he stopped at to dispose of his loot.


  Piaro shook hands with Kraugel and said. “It was a good fight.”


  “Why aren’t you killing me?”


  Kraugel questioned, making Piaro click his tongue.


  “I’m not crazy. Why would I kill a person for no reason? You would’ve died if I wanted to kill you.”


  He had the skill Fated to Perish. Kraugel couldn’t believe his ears.


  “You seemed to be filled with killing intent.”


  Piaro picked up the sword he threw to one side of the wheat field and apologized.


  “I wanted it to be a sincere fight. I’m sorry.”


  Kraugel asked a question. “What type of person is Duke Grid? Why is a strong person like you acting as a farmer in Reidan?”


  It was okay if Piaro was stronger than him. He knew that was reality. However, he couldn’t accept this strong person being someone else’s subordinate. Aside from the problem of pride, it was too dangerous.


  Piaro frankly explained to Kraugel, who had a serious expression. “I’m not Duke Grid’s subordinate. I am doing field work as part of training, and I receive a reward for finding water.”


  “Field work as training?”


  Piaro made a proposal to the confused Kraugel.  “Why don’t you do it with me? Together, we will be able to quickly grow stronger.”


  “Together…”


  What were they going to do?


  ‘It can’t be.’


  Kraugel made an uneasy expression. Piaro pointed to Reidan’s fields. “Work in the morning, spar in the afternoon.”


  “…”


  “You will really become stronger. Do you want to try it for a month?”


  ‘It is different.’


  A notification window popped up in front of Kraugel, who was going to dismiss it as nonsense.


  [A hidden quest has been created.]


  ‘This…’


  The quest was amazing. If he practiced together with Piaro, he would be closer to becoming a sword saint.


  ‘A month isn’t a short amount of time, but…’


  This was an opportunity to go beyond the wall. It was a different concept from simply raising his level, so it was worth investing time into. No, he couldn’t miss this. It was a once in a lifetime chance at a jackpot. 


  “I understand. I will stay with you for the moment.”


  [The quest has been accepted.]


  On this day.


  A good farmer was added to Reidan. But this was a minor thing, so it wasn’t reported to the higher ups.  Grid was currently in the empire, while the Overgeared members weren’t present due to the mine development mission or raids.


  Grid and the Overgeared members didn’t know that the first ranked user was growing the food they were going to eat.
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  The shortest distance from Reidan to Titan was via Viscount Welkun’s territory. But Grid headed there through Earl Zebra’s territory. It was a huge delay of 10 days, but he didn’t mind.


  ‘Lauel told me to stop here and get the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch.’


  Do so through any means, he had added. It meant the item called the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch had great value.


  ‘Slaughterer.’


  According to Lauel, the Slaughterer was an inhabitant of Earl Zebra’s underground area. Earl Zebra’s hobby was the torture and gruesome killing of half human, half beast species.


  ‘But it was impossible to control.’ 


  Half human, half beast. Depending on the circumstances of this species’ growth, they could be either human or beast. It was a natural result that one of them would become an evil beast from Earl Zebra’s brutal actions.


  ‘I will know what type of person he is when we meet.’


  Grid focused on hunting for four days and decreased his infamy, allowing him to move on.


  ***


  ‘This is a bad place.’


  Earl Zebra’s castle.


  The entrance was exceptionally dark and desolate, reminding Grid of the entrance to a dungeon. It felt like once he entered, he wouldn’t be able to get out again. It was a very bold person who would be able to step in here.


  But Grid didn’t feel any fear. He went forward without any hesitation. As his self-esteem grew, he became less cowardly. He wasn’t the same as the person who used to pee at the sight of ghosts.


  “Who?”


  The soldiers guarding the gate looked at Grid suspiciously. The person was wearing a deep hat that covered his face. Grid took off the hat. His dignity stat was over 1,500 points and he had 25,000 continent reputation, so he was extremely influential. The soldiers seemed to see a halo around Grid. They felt a baseless confidence.


  “Where do you come from?”


  The soldiers misunderstood Grid as a high-ranking noble of the empire and became polite. This was a familiar transformation.  Grid didn’t feel much from it and responded with a nonchalant expression.


  “I came to fight against the Slaughterer.”


  “Heok.” The soldiers gulped. This person would fight against the fearsome Slaughterer!


  ‘Furthermore, by himself?’


  ‘The others all tried to bring more companions…’


  “Are you serious?”


  The soldiers asked with disbelieving expressions and Grid nodded.


  “That’s right.”


  ***


  “Hrmm.”


  Earl Zebra’s body weighed 0.1 tons. It wasn’t pleasant to look at his belly fat and greasy face. He stroked his droopy chin and looked at Grid before speaking.


  “What are you?”


  Earl Zebra was competent and ordinary. He had no apparent talents. He became an earl because he inherited it from his father, just as his father did. But his eyes were good at looking at people. He often mingled with high-ranking nobles in the social circles, so he could feel the dignity coming from the other person.


  In his view, Grid had a dignity compared to the royal family. 


  ‘However, he isn’t any royal member that I know.’


  In the first place, why would royalty come to this area to try and fight a monster? The royal family were like gods in this world, so it was natural for them to pursue safety.


  ‘Royalty from a foreign kingdom?’


  Grid replied to Earl Zebra.


  “I am someone who will solve your problem. Isn’t that enough?”


  “Hah.”


  It was truly a cheeky tone. Earl Zebra didn’t like it, as well as the fact that Grid didn’t disclose his identity. But he didn’t feel the need to dwell on it.


  ‘Anyway, he will die.’


  The Slaughter had evolved into an evil beast half a year ago. Like every day, Earl Zebra was torturing and killing somebody when a man watching the scene suddenly trembled and transformed. Now an uncontrollable monster lived under the castle.


  It was serious. Earl Zebra was keen to defeat it. He used the most powerful knights and magicians in his family, hired top-ranking mercenaries and even recruited adventurers. But in the end, he failed.


  So far, the number of people who had attempted to defeat the Slaughterer was over 800, and all 800 of them had died. That Slaughterer was strong. In addition, there was a problem with the environment. The basement was narrow and the Slaughterer was large.


  The maximum number of people allowed in the basement was three. It was the crucial reason why the strongest knights and magicians in his family couldn’t kill the Slaughterer. It was impossible for only three people to get rid of the Slaughterer.


  But the black-haired man in front of him was alone.


  “Kukukuk. Yes, yes. I understand. It doesn’t matter who you are. Just please fix my problem.”


  The knights had already been killed by the Slaughterer. Four days later, reinforcements from the Red Knights would arrive. Earl Zebra wasn’t expecting anything from Grid, so he spoke vaguely.


  Then a quest window appeared in front of Grid.


  [Fight the Slaughterer]


  Difficulty: S+


  In the past, Earl Zebra found a half man, half beast species from the slave market and purchased it. He enjoyed playing with his toy in the basement of the castle as he tortured them.


  But eternal joy doesn’t exist.


  Zebra became bored of torturing stupid monsters who couldn’t speak the language, and became addicted to torturing the ‘good humans.’


  He framed innocent people, made them prisoners, dragged them under the castle, tortured them, then killed them.


  The half man, half beast watched this every day and became frightened, finally showing self-protective instincts. He opened the strength of an evil beast.


  The Slaughterer has been subjected to numerous tortures and has the ability to grasp humans.


  He is strong and dangerous.


  He will become a great disaster someday if left unchecked now.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Slaughterer’s death.


  Quest Clear Rewards: Black Quartz Earrings.


  Quest Failure: Level -6. Reputation throughout the continent – 1,000.


  ‘S+.’


  It meant it was extremely difficult compared to S-grade quests. He heard that the number of participants who could participate in this quest was only three.


  ‘Lauel said that the Slaughterer can’t be defeated unless Pon, Regas and Faker formed a team.’


  But.


  ‘I think you can clear it alone.’


  Lauel was always a reasonable person. Grid could trust his words.


  “Let’s go.”


  “Yes.”


  The soldiers guided Grid down to the basement. They walked down a narrow staircase for three minutes before arriving in front of an iron door that was firmly closed.


  “O-Over here.”


  The sound of the Slaughterer breathing could be heard, so a soldier opened the lock with trembling hands. Then the soldiers ran away before the iron door opened. Grid was left alone.


  ‘No matter how strong, you must be weaker than Hell Gao.’


  He had experience fighting against the strong evil aura of Hell Gao, a great demon. He acquired two new sword techniques. His control skills were rapidly rising due to Noe and Randy. Grid was in his strongest state since starting Satisfy.  The greatness he showed the world at the National Competition? The Grid at that time was nothing compared to the current Grid.


  Step step.


  Grid listened to the sound of his footsteps echoing in the basement. The sound of the Slaughterer also entered his ears.


  Kuoooh!


  The Slaughterer’s appearance was horrible and sad. His skin was peeled off and rusted metal pieces were embedded deeply inside his body. There were also pieces of flesh out of place. These were signs of Earl Zebra’s torture. His face couldn’t be identified because he was wearing a mask, but he had an eye patch and only one eyeball.


  “Poor fellow. I will kill you quickly so that you don’t suffer anymore.”


  Grid pulled out two greatswords. A blue greatsword in his right hand and a jade greatsword in his left.


  [The +9 Failure has been equipped. Due to the effect of orichalcum, your damage has risen by 30% in this dark place.]


  [The +8 Doppelganger’s Greatsword has been equipped. One 50% of the weapon’s attack power is applied due to the double wielding penalty.]


  Kuaaaaah!


  The Slaughterer roared. When it saw the weapons, it was reminded of its nightmarish days of being tortured.


  [The cry of the Slaughterer has caused fear.]


  [You have resisted.]


  [The persistent eyes of the Slaughterer will penetrate through your weaknesses.]


  [You have resisted.]


  Kung kung!


  The Slaughterer rushed with its massive body. Then it randomly swung its weapon.


  ‘How crude.’


  Grid had fought Randy, who copied Pagma’s power, a total of 83 times. In the end, the Slaughterer couldn’t pose a threat compared to the Randy.


  Chengkang!


  The jade greatsword blocked off the path.


  Puok!


  The blue greatsword pierced the heart of the Slaughterer. The thing that should be noted here was that it wasn’t one strike. Grid smashed the flesh of the Slaughterer with his weapons.


  Kuaaaang!


  The Slaughterer cried like a child struggling with pain. Grid cut the lower part of the Slaughterer with the jade greatsword while he used Pinnacle with the blue greatsword. The blue greatsword fell like a thunderbolt towards the Slaughterer’s chest. The rotten blood mixed with pus splattered out and covered one wall of the basement.


  The Slaughterer was filled with rage. Why did he have to always suffer like this? He didn’t want to be born a monster! The Slaughterer seemed to be crying out. As hiss weapon fell towards Grid’s head…


  Chaaeng!


  Randy appeared in the shape of Grid and used Revolve.


  “Let’s finish this.”


  Suuuk.


  Seven blades spread out in the air. The golden blades shone brilliantly in the dark basement and poured towards the Slaughterer. Noe was also active.


  “I’m going to eat! Nyang!”


  The huge mouth swallowed up the Slaughterer.


  [Strength has increased by 1,831.]


  Grid was reinforced by the stats received from Noe, and used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Linked Kill.


  The option effect of the Doppelganger’s Greatsword was applied, giving him a 20% increase in his skill damage. In addition, the ‘Five Joint Attack’s option effect of Failure and the Holy Light Gloves were activated. Therefore, Link Kill was reborn a his strongest skill.


  [You have killed the Slaughterer.]


  [108,950,109 experience has been acquired.] One-third of this will each be distributed equally to Noe and Randy.]


  [The Slaughterer’s Eye Patch  has been acquired.]


  [The Slaughterer’s Mask has been acquired.]


  [Three weapon enhancement stones have been acquired.]


  [A Blessed Weapon Enhancement Stone has been acquired.]


  The Slaughterer’s eternal pain ended. Grid appraised the items that were dropped and understood why Lauel told him to come here.




  Chapter 244


  The material and shape of the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch looked ordinary. It was just a black eye patch made of leather.  Nothing special could be seen about the eye patch. The Grid of the past would’ve complained before appraising it.


  “This is shit! I wasted 10 days just trying to get an eyepatch? Damn! What is this? Lauel, you $%!#$!”


  He would say. He would throw a tantrum. But Grid was no longer so immature.


  ‘Lauel wouldn’t advise me to get this for nothing.’


  There must be something about the item. An item wasn’t something that could be distinguished with just the appearance. Grid had high expectations.


  “Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.”


  [The blacksmith who became a legend can appraise items with an excellent discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will be found.]


  Ttiring~


  [Slaughterer’s Eye Patch]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 7/7


  * The skill ‘Vital Spot Detection’ will be generated.


  The Slaughterer was tortured for a long time. He was also forced to watch the torture of countless people. 


  As a result, he has a high grasp of vital spots.


  This eyepatch has been used by the Slaughterer for a long time and gained this ability.


  Conditions of Use: None.


  Weight: 0.1


  [You have discovered a hidden feature in the item!]


  [This is an item with a grudge. The wearer will be dominated by the impulse to kill and will become a reckless murderer.]


  Curse. It was a cursed item. It was impossible to play the game normally if he was a senseless murderer. But Grid didn’t care. Curse? He could just resist it.


  “Lauel, this nice guy.”


  Grid was thrilled. He wanted to summon Lauel right now and embrace him. The Slaughterer’s Eye Patch was a good item. No, it wasn’t just at the level of good. It was an item that helped Pagma’s Descendant take off the ‘limit.’


  ‘I didn’t think I would get Vital Spot Detection.’


  Vital Spot Detection. It was a top grade passive skill that only a small number of classes optimized for battle would acquire. The function was simple. As the name suggested, it identified the opponent’s vital spots. 


  But this simple function had enormous power. If the vital spot was hit correctly, the probability of a critical hit would increase, causing bleeding, paralysis and other conditions. In other words, it meant that his attack power would increase dramatically.


  ‘Lauel, he got something huge from Haynes.’


  First ranked monster discerner, Haynes. He was able to predict the items that monsters would drop based on their characteristics. If Minor was a minerals detector, Haynes was an item detector.


  ‘Lauel would’ve paid a lot of money to get this information from Haynes.’


  Grid realized that Lauel’s heart was deepening. He worked hard to overcome his master’s weakness, so Grid’s liking towards him increased.


  ‘Lauel is busy with acting as the lord… I must surely reward his hard work.’


  Grid promised happily as he wore the eye patch. Then something interesting happened. The left eye, covered by an eye patch, started to emit a dim red light. It was so weak that it was hardly noticeable in a bright place. However, it was clearly visible in dark spaces like this basement. 


  Lauel would be very excited when he saw this.


  [Your hatred for humans is growing. You are filled with the urge to murder someone.]


  [You have resisted.]


  Grid was being provided a new perspective. Randy stood beside him and Grid could clearly see the ‘core’ of the doppelganger. It wasn’t precise, but it was powerful enough to be able to grasp the target’s vital points.


  ‘I was worried that the vision on one side would be obscured. Fortunately, that isn’t the case.’


  It was a perfect artifact. Of course, that was on the assumption that the murderous impulse curse could be suppressed. Grid’s joy was comparable to when he raided the pope and acquired the Holy Light set.


  “Then…” Grid watched Noe. He had a cute tail of modest length. A white part at the end looked like a flower. “Your tail is your weakness…”


  “I am the best demonic beast of hell. I don’t have a weakness! Nyang!”


  Noe bluffed and raised his palms. He seemed to be bewildered at his weakness being seen through. Grid thought about making Noe an armor to defend his tail. Then he turned his attention to another item dropped by the Slaughterer.


  The Slaughterer’s Mask. It was an iron mask designed to cover the right half of the face.


  ‘The material is black iron.’


  Unlike ordinary masks, this one was made from a good mineral. However, the design was dismal. The crying eye shape seemed the opposite of the smiling mouth shape. It looked like a clown’s mask. There were even a few teardrops carved into it.


  ‘I didn’t hear anything about this mask.’


  It was probably a small item that wasn’t worth emphasizing. Grid didn’t have much expectations.


  “Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.”


  Ttiring~


  [The Slaughterer’s Mask]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 39/39     Defense: 21


  * The skill ‘Evil Spirit’s Bloody Tears’ will be generated.


  It is a mask that reflects the sadness of the Slaughterer, a being who lived a painful life just before he was born as a half man, half beast.


  Conditions of Use: None.


  Weight: 55


  [You have discovered a hidden feature in the item!]


  [This is an item with a grudge.  The wearer will be dominated by the impulse to kill and will become a reckless murderer.]


  [Evil Spirit’s Bloody Tears]


  When hit, there is a 8% chance of releasing a blood flow. The ejected blood will paint the Slaughterer’s mask with blood. When this happens 10 times, the mask will turn a distinct red.


  At that time, the wearer’s attack power will increase by 50% for 5 seconds.


  “Crazy.” He reflexively exclaimed.


  Grid was astonished. Evil Spirit’s Bloody Tears. It might be a conditionally triggered skill, but its power was excellent. It was a fraudulent skill. It was a legendary rated artifact.


  ‘Lauel didn’t mention this item because he didn’t know.’


  It was proof that Haynes was still lacking. As a result, it was a huge profit. If Haynes knew about the existence of this mask, Lauel would’ve had to pay a bigger fee.


  “Kukukuk.”


  Grid couldn’t help laughing. Half his face was covered with a black mask and his left eye shone red, making him look like a demon. The level of oppression was much higher than when he wore the Frostlight Orc Chief’s Helmet in the past.


  Lauel would be shocked if he saw it.


  ***


  “T-This…”


  Earl Zebra ran after hearing the news and couldn’t believe the scene in front of him. The undefeatable Slaughterer was dead, leaving only a few body parts behind. This was caused by only one person!


  “W-Who are you? Heok?”


  Was this really the skills of a human? Zebra gulped after asking the question. He was frightened after seeing Grid in the bizarre mask and eye patch.


  ‘There is a red light in his eyes…’


  He didn’t look like a human being at all. Maybe he was a real demon? Grid reached out to Earl Zebra.


  “Give me the earrings.”


  “U-Understood!”


  Earl Zebra handed his most prized treasure to Grid.  The Black Quartz Earrings increased the wearer’s intelligence by 15%.  It was a beautiful treasure that had been passed down through his family for generations. He never thought there would come a day when he would really give this to someone. Now it was wasted.


  ‘I was supposed to give this to the knights who are coming to kill the Slaughterer… Shit, I need to send assassins after this guy.’


  Earl Zebra’s greed caused him to make a wicked plan. But who was the greedy one? It was Grid. Grid could read Earl Zebra’s eyes instantly.


  ‘This ridiculous guy.’


  Pisik.


  Grid smirked. Then Earl Zebra asked him.


  “W-Why are you suddenly smiling?”


  “Cute.”


  “What…?”


  Earl Zebra’s face filled with anger. He was an earl of the great empire and over 40 years old, yet he was called cute? As if he was a pet? This was an obvious taunt.


  ‘This insane bastard!’


  Earl Zebra didn’t like Grid at all. From the beginning, this young man had a nasty spirit. Earl Zebra wanted to brutally torture and kill Grid.


  “T-Thank you.”


  However, Earl Zebra had difficulty meeting the eyes of Grid, who killed the Slaughterer alone. First, he just wanted Grid to get lost. Grid equipped the Black Quartz Earrings.


  [Intelligence will increase by 15%.]


  ‘This is the reward for a S+ grade quest.’


  In fact, an accessory that increased intelligence by 15% was very valuable. Any magician would covet it. But thanks to the effects of all types of titles, Grid’s intelligence already exceeded 1,000 and he didn’t need it. He was able to have enough mana to use all his skills and didn’t use Dainsleif anymore, so magic power wasn’t that important.


  ‘I will use this until I can find a craftsman who can make an accessory out of blue orichalcum.’


  Grid threw a question to Earl Zebra, who was avoiding his gaze.


  “Do you think about weak people?”


  “…?”


  It was a confusing question. Earl Zebra wanted this ghastly man to disappear. But he didn’t dare express his heart.


  “That is something I don’t know.”


  He was a powerful man, born as the son of an earl. Tens of thousands of people bowed before him, and thousands of soldiers obeyed him. Weak? He had no interest in such things.


  Grid nodded. “Right. You wouldn’t know about such a thing.”


  He was never subjected to one-sided bullying. Grid knew there was nothing as painful and terrible as that. He had no desire to save Earl Zebra, who had committed a crime against his people and tortured people for his own entertainment.


  “You, aren’t you weak?”


  The red eyes swept over Earl Zebra’s entire body. Zebra’s instincts screamed at him and he stepped back.


  “W-What? What are you trying to do?”


  Grid shrugged.


  “What am I doing?”


  Then he just left? Earl Zebra was relieved to hear Grid’s footsteps leaving. He waited until he couldn’t hear the footsteps anymore, before running to someone else.




  Chapter 245


  “Come out!”


  Earl Zebra ran into his great hall and shouted. Then nine assassins showed up. Earl Zebra absolutely believed in the Black Arrows group. The assassination ability of those who served Earl Zebra’s family for generations was unmatched. There was no history of failed assassinations.


  Earl Zebra ordered.


  “Kill the guy who was here a little while ago! Get me the Black Quartz Earrings back!”


  “Yes.”


  The assassins suddenly disappeared. Earl Zebra was facing them, and even he wasn’t sure when they disappeared. Earl Zebra felt relieved by their excellent skills and smiled evilly.


  ‘It doesn’t matter what a monster that guy is.’


  What opponents couldn’t those assassins kill? Earl Zebra imagined the situation where that person would die and was very satisfied. The moment he was humming.


  “Nyang.”


  A small cat entered the great war. It was a cat with smooth black fur. Only the end of his four feet and tail were white as snow.


  ‘C-Cute!’


  Earl Zebra thought as he watched the cat. The cat’s charm was so absolute that even a crazy human was captivated by it. Earl Zebra was deceived for a moment. He felt a desire to keep that cat around him for the rest of his life.


  But it was only for a moment. Earl Zebra barely managed to regain his spirit.


  “What are the guards doing? Why can’t the guards keep a beast out of here? Do you really want to die?”


  “I-I’m really sorry.”


  The soldiers who rushed over at the noise were pale. They had obviously been standing guard fiercely. It was impossible for even an ant to enter. How was a cat able to get in?


  “Why are you just standing there?”


  The soldiers tried to get rid of the cat. However, the cat was very agile, despite its chubbiness. It jumped around the great hall like it was its own home.


  “Heok?”


  Earl Zebra and the soldiers’ eyes widened. They witnessed small wings appearing on the cat’s back. They looked closely and saw a small horn on his forehead.


  “M-Monster…!”


  Earl Zebra belatedly grasped the identity of the cat and shook his hands. But his dull hands couldn’t prevent the aggressive cat’s dash.


  “Kiyaaah!”


  Papat! Pa pa pa pat!


  The short paws of the cat swung at lightning speed. Earl Zebra was filled with a terrible pain. He felt a burning sensation from his face.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  A sharp scream rang out.  Earl Zebra’s face was bloody like it was mangled.


  “H-Hik.”


  The soldiers were terrified. It was obvious that Earl Zebra’s anger would fall on them, who couldn’t prevent the monster from entering.


  ‘He is going to torture us terribly!’


  ‘W-What should we do?’


  ‘Why did this happen?’


  The soldiers fixed their eyes on their spears as they talked. Then they crept towards Earl Zebra, who was filled with a lot of agony and pain.


  “Y-You guys…!”


  Earl Zebra lived a life that wasn’t filled with suffering, simply because he was born of a noble lineage. Today was his first time experiencing a major injury since he was born. It was also because of his subordinates.


  “How dare you try to harm your master! Don’t you know that this is a felony? Your limbs will be cut off and you will all die!”


  Earl Zebra cried out. But the threat didn’t vanish. The soldiers raised their spears. Earl Zebra wanted to avoid this and quickly changed his attitude.


  “If you put down your spears now, I will forgive you and give you a great reward! So please calm down!”


  He tried to negotiate, but it didn’t work.


  “Do you think that we’ll believe your words? We know that you tell dozens of lies to those you torture!”


  “We hated you from the beginning! You human butcher! It’s better to get rid of a guy like you!”


  “One of the girls you framed and killed was my relative! She was only 15 years old! You son of a bitch.”


  The anger that had been suppressed was being expressed. If they didn’t kill the earl, they would die anyway. The soldiers were well aware that there was no turning back. They stabbed Earl Zebra with their spears.


  Puk! Puk puk puk!


  “Y-You…! You guys! Kuheook!”


  It was the end of the human who was more cruel and wicked than a demon.


  “Nyang.”


  The cat, who was the culprit of this situation, slowly escaped from the great hall.


  ***


  “Was this what you aimed for?”


  On the outer walls. Kiki had reported the situation in the castle after she used her Hawk Eyes skill.


  Veradin shook his head.


  “No. I just wanted to obtain the bones of the Slaughterer.”


  Veradin couldn’t know why Grid, a duke of the Eternal Kingdom, came to visit Earl Zebra. But he could roughly guess the reason why. The Slaughterer was a bounty monster for many rankers. Maybe Grid came here to raid this place? He predicted Grid’s presence and didn’t report it to Earl Zebra. As a result, Grid raided the Slaughterer.


  Thus far, it was as planned. But he had no idea Earl Zebra would be killed. In fact, it was the soldiers who killed Earl Zebra, but the black cat that caused the incident obviously belonged to Grid.


  “It’s surprising.”


  Was Grid acting for the people of another kingdom that weren’t related to him? A strange smile appeared on Veradin’s face.


  Kiki questioned him, “What should we do? There will be an uproar.”


  The empire wouldn’t stay silent after a noble was killed. A large scale investigation team would be sent and the atmosphere would become bloody for a while. That wasn’t the only problem. The son of Earl Zebra was still young. In addition, he grew up watching his crazy father and was emotionally unstable. In short, he was easily manipulated. It was doubtful that the other nobles would give a territory to a lacking boy. It was expected that a bloody faction strife over the territory would occur.


  “Veradin? What are you thinking? Wouldn’t it be better to report Grid right now?”


  “Dismissed.”


  “What?”


  Kiki couldn’t believe it. Grid was an enemy. Now only did he hurt their guild, he damaged Earl Zebra’s territory, the home of their guild. Yet Veradin was intending to let Grid go?


  Veradin explained the plan. “We will arrest the soldiers who killed Earl Zebra and get a huge achievement. Then we can increase our influence and make the son of Earl Zebra a lord.”


  He was drawing a big picture.


  “This is an opportunity to go further.”


  Veradin believed that this work would allow him to devour Earl Zebra’s territory in the future. He would give this estate to his master, Agnus.


  ***


  The outskirts of Earl Zebra’s castle.


  Grid was waiting for Noe.


  ‘I wanted to kill him myself.’


  Earl Zebra was a wicked man who shouldn’t be saved. Grid had gone through many adventures, but it was the first time he saw such a brutal person. But it was too dangerous to kill the earl himself.


  It would be difficult to access Asmophel if the empire was chasing him, and it would also put the Eternal Kingdom in a difficult position. If he knew that Veradin was a noble of the empire, Grid wouldn’t have touched the White Wolf Guild either. But Grid didn’t know the truth about Veradin, so he couldn’t feel glad that Veradin didn’t report him.


  “Grid is a good person? Then you punished a bad person?”


  Randy started questioning the division between good and evil. Grid was satisfied at the friend who grew up everyday and replied.


  “I’m not good.”


  That’s right. Grid wasn’t a good man. He wouldn’t sacrifice his life unless it was for his colleagues. But he had the minimum of conscience. He couldn’t turn away from those who were in fear from Earl Zebra. If he lacked strength, he might’ve turned away for his own comfort.


  ‘I’m no longer a weakling.’


  He was willing to help someone if he could help. But that story was based on the assumption that he would come to no harm. This was Grid’s evolution. It wasn’t quite justice. However, he wasn’t really reprehensible.


  “Rather…”


  Grid sensed uninvited people approaching their hiding spot. It wasn’t difficult to detect them because he had over 1,400 insight.


  “These guys, they were sent by Zebra.”


  The criteria that Grid used to judge the skills of an assassin was Faker. These assassins weren’t a match for Faker. In other words, Grid didn’t acknowledge most of the assassins in the world. It wasn’t just arrogance.


  His position was right. An assassin’s weapons were their secrecy and swiftness, but it was virtually impossible for them to threaten Grid with his high insight and unreasonable defense. They needed to have at least Faker’s skills to threaten him.


  Susuk.


  The assassins were unaware that they would be detected. After steadily narrowing down the distance, they aimed their daggers at Grid’s neck. At that moment.


  Chaaeng!


  Golden blades flew and blocked the assassins’ daggers.


  “Aren’t you using cute tricks?”


  “…!”


  The assassins’ expressions didn’t change. But they were incredibly surprised.


  ‘He noticed our surprise attack? It couldn’t be.’


  They tried stabbing again, but it was useless.


  Puok!


  “Kuaaaak!”


  The golden blades were thrown by someone unknown and flew again, sticking into the assassin’s thigh. A notification window appeared in front of Grid.


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 1,590 damage to the target.]


  ‘There is only this much damage, even if it’s a critical attack.’


  Pavranium was the strongest mineral. If he made a weapon using pavranium, the attack power would be beyond Failure. But right now, the blades made from pavranium couldn’t exert their full strength. They were made with only a small amount of pavranium, so the attack power wasn’t very good.


  ‘Minor must find the western labyrinths quickly.’


  He wanted to secure more pavranium. Minor had a lot of responsibility. As Grid was thinking this, the assassins became wary.


  ‘This person has a companion!’


  Grid was obviously alone when he came to the castle. But now he had a girl with him, as well as a hidden guard. They had to find the guard hiding somewhere that was throwing the golden blades. But they couldn’t detect the person.


  Grid smiled like they were funny and pointed towards the sky.


  “Above.”


  “…?”


  At that moment. The assassins looked up at the sky and witnessed the golden blades moving alone.


  ‘Artifact!’


  The astonished assassins looked back at Grid.


  “Keok…”


  “Ugh…”


  Three of the assassins were skewered with a blue greatsword.


  “What is this?”


  This was too absurd!


  “Are we being hunted?”


  The past Grid and current Grid had something in common. He showed no mercy to his enemies.


  “Don’t waste your time and die obediently.”


  An iron mask that covered half the face. At first glance, it seemed to be crying, but now it was smiling. The assassins experienced the greatest horror since they were born.
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  ‘Are we going to die like this?’


  The assassins were trained to maintain their composure under any circumstances. Surveillance, assault, assassination, etc. Their tasks required secrecy and patience, so suppressing their emotions was the most basic skill.


  But now the Black Arrow assassins lost their composure. In other words, they were clearly terrified. This was evidence that their status was low. An excellent assassin would’ve kept their composure, no matter how strong their target.


  “Your master is a dog and you’re just at the level of a gangster.”


  Step, step.


  The target moved closer and approached them. The assassins were good at using a dagger, so they welcomed close combat, but this situation was an exception.


  ‘There is no chance when facing him from the front.’


  Their colleagues were killed in the blink of an eye. The six assassins quickly determined and spread out. Then they threw their daggers.


  Pa pa pa pat!


  Dozens of daggers flooded towards Grid. It seemed like there was no room to evade. The assassins naturally thought that Grid would bleed. They had an extremely poor imagination.


  Suuk.


  A jade greatsword was calmly and quickly pulled out. Then dozens of daggers flying at Grid were sucked into the centre of a vortex. This wasn’t the end. Then the direction of the vortex changed and the daggers popped out like bullets.


  It was Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Revolve.


  Puk! Puuok!


  “Keook!”


  “Kkuk!”


  The effect of ‘skill damage increased by 20%’ made the daggers bombardment much more powerful than when the assassins threw them. The assassins hit by the daggers became a hedgehog.


  ‘Being hit by my own attack!’


  It was serious. The eyes of the assassins swayed like a lamp in front of the wind. Grid triggered Blacksmith’s Rage and wielded the blue greatsword like a lightning bolt.


  Seokeok!


  Two colleagues lost their lives at once. The bodies and heads were separated, turning them to ash at once.


  ‘He is too strong…!’


  The assassins were well aware of the fact that the Slaughterer was strong. But they were confident that they could kill the Slaughterer if all nine assassins did a pincer attack. However, the number of people who could access the basement was limited to three.


  It meant that the target was a monster who had taken on the Slaughterer alone. However, the nine of them could beat the target if they fought together. But that wasn’t it. The target’s strength far exceeded the assumed range. He might even be a match for the famous  Red Knights.


  The Black Arrows that followed Earl Zebra and committed many bad acts were wiped out on this day.


  ***


  ‘If I aim at a vital spot, the chances of activating the Bisect skill is much higher… Is it? I need to experiment a bit more.’


  Grid defeated the Slaughterer and gained a lot of experience. He defeated nine Black Arrows assassins with an average level of 240, and his level rose due to the additional experience. 288. Based on his level, he was now within the top 500 rankings.


  But that strength?  His rank had nothing to do with it.


  ‘My agility is too low.’


  Grid invested all 10 stat points into agility, but he still felt that it was lacking. Piaro’s strength and agility was a 1:1 ratio. Grid had used him for reference and invested all points into agility for several months, but his ratio was still a mess. He had invested most of his stat points into strength until he met Piaro.


  Grid currently had 2,810 strength and 1,606 agility. He had to make the ratio of these two stats 1:1. If he wanted to use the ideal swordsmanship that balanced strength and speed, he needed to gain at least another 120 levels. 


  ‘My vision is dark.’


  But did he feel desperate? No way.


  ‘I have to concentrate on hunting every time I take a break.’


  Right now, Grid didn’t care about overworking himself. He would be rewarded for all the effort he put in. He was well aware of this fact.


  Noe flew to him.  “Praise the best demonic beast of hell! Nyang!”


  Based on his expression, he had completed his task properly. This was the end of Earl Zebra’s reign.


  “Then let’s go to Titan.”


  Now Grid didn’t need the hat. The mask and eyepatch hid his features, so his ID was automatically hidden.


  Grid moved forward without hesitation.  He met monsters on the way to Titan and gradually adjusted to dual wielding and using the Vital Spot Detection skill. After the battle, he recreated the contents and sought how to overcome his weaknesses.


  The journey to Tital would take approximately a fortnight. Until then, Grid’s goal was to reach at least level 291.


  Randy and Noe became surprisingly friendly.


  “Noe! Cute!”


  “Kyang! Pat the best demonic beast of hell on the head! Stroke my chin as well! Kyang!”


  ***


  The 31st knight, Idan. He was the youngest of the Red Knights. He was only 14 years old when he joined the knights and now he was 23 years old. He wasn’t from a prestigious family.


  But nobody could ignore him. 


  Who would make fun of him, one of the empire’s strongest knights?


  “Hrmm~”


  The scene where Earl Zebra was murdered. There were dozens of nobles and knights present. They stood like stone statues and watched Idan. On the other hand, Idan didn’t look at them. He questioned the seven soldiers who murdered Earl Zebra, as well as the circumstances around his murder.


  “Um~ I see.”


  After a while. 


  Idan made an expression like he finally grasped the situation. Then at the place where Earl Zebra was killed. In other words, he sat on the throne in the great hall. Nobody pointed out that this behavior was unbecoming.


  Idan ordered.


  “Destroy them and their families.”


  “S-Sir Idan!”


  The seven soldiers who murdered Earl Zebra cried out. Didn’t he say that their families would live if they cooperated with the investigation? It was a ruthless command! Idan smiled at those who were looking at him with eyes full of pleading and resentment.


  “I understand the reason why you needed to kill Earl Zebra. In addition, I know that Earl Zebra deserved to die. But a crime is a crime. I need to enforce the law.”


  “Why are you doing this? You promised to spare our families!”


  “That was if you cooperated.”


  “We willingly cooperated!”


  “Yes~? When?”


  “…!”


  The soldiers realized it. Idan was an evil person. He was just as vicious as Earl Zebra. It was chilling to see him laugh as he sentenced dozens of people to death. Idan watched the soldiers who were dragged to the execution area before turning to the nobles.


  “Did you say you were Baron Veradin?”


  “Yes.”


  Veradin was called by Idan and took one step forward. Idan observed him closely before smiling.


  “You accidentally witnessed the murder of Earl Zebra at the hands of his soldiers and arrested them… Aren’t you wonderful?”


  It was blatantly sarcastic. The situation was excellent enough to make Veradin stand out, and Idan clearly smelt it. Veradin didn’t shake. He bowed while maintaining a calm expression.


  “I might’ve been able to save Earl Zebra if I arrived at the scene a little sooner. I am sorry.”


  Idan’s eyes darkened. Veradin was a pretty tough guy.


  “Do you know anything about the killer of the Slaughterer?”


  Just before Earl Zebra was murdered, someone had killed the Slaughterer by himself. Idan suspected that these things were related. However, it was a problem because Veradin, who was presumed to be in the center of the case, remained consistent until the end.


  “This is all the soldiers said. He was alone, and was a black-haired man full of grace. I didn’t see him myself.”


  “Yes, I understand.”


  That was the end. Idan left without looking at Earl Zebra’s body. Then he looked at direction where the killer of the Slaughterer had headed.


  “Who is he?”


  The empire’s judgment division determined that the Slaughterer was an A+ grade monster. Three black knights weren’t able to defeat it, so he was sent alone. He didn’t like the fact that he was pushed to do this troublesome thing. Now he was irritated because the situation had become more complicated.


  ‘A person who can handle an A+ grade monster alone isn’t ordinary… The seniors won’t like it if I return without investigating the person’s identity.’


  “Hah.”


  He could only sigh.


  ***


  “Is this authentic information?”


  “Yes.”


  “Okay, now is the perfect time.”


  Zibal was second on the unified rankings. The Snake Guild, led by him, was growing rapidly, but he couldn’t help feeling anxiety. The total number of guild members was 275 and their average level exceeded 230. 


  At least 100 of them were in the top 1,000 rankers. He had recently achieved his goal of becoming an earl of the Haken Kingdom. He would be the first user to become a king. But there was a big stumbling block.


  It was none other than Grid. Grid had become a duke at once due to the large-scale golem invasion. It was highly likely that Grid would take the title of first king.  Zibal couldn’t sit back, and instead made a plan.


  Seven guilds had joined forces to keep Grid and Reidan in check. The leaders of the seven guilds pledged to cooperate. They would suppress Grid. But there was a problem.


  Grid and the Overgeared Guild were too big. How could they invade Reidan when there was a group of monsters completely dominating the 10th to 40th places in the unified rankings? If the seven guilds combined, it might be possible to kill the Overgeared members, but they would have to take huge damage. It would turn into a loss for them.


  Zibal and the leaders of the seven guilds couldn’t carelessly take action. They were worried for the past few months, but had to wait.


  Then a chance arrived. According to a scouting team dispatched to the western part of the Eternal KIngdom, Grid had recently disappeared and the Overgeared members had left Reidan to develop a mine. 


  Currently, Reidan was completely vacant. What if they invaded and destroyed the facilities? It would be a huge blow that Grid would find difficult to overcome.


  “Head to Reidan right now. Put on a helmet or mask to hide your identity and move as secretly and quickly as possible.


  At the same time, Reidan.


  “This is Grid’s city…!”


  The sight of the endless fields and walls made Damian overwhelmed. He had travelled to many big cities during his adventures, but in terms of size, Reidan was the best.


  “Being a duke is really great! Ruling this great city! Amazing! The population must be at least over 100,000!”


  Damian looked around at the surroundings and admired it. 


  Were visitors unwelcome? Two farmers suddenly arrived in front of him and asked him a question.


  “Who are you?”


  “…?”




  Chapter 247


  Damian was just walking along. He couldn’t think of anything in his behavior that would’ve caused wariness. So why were these people blocking the road? The attitude of the farmers didn’t make sense.


  Damian thought about it before making a reasonable guess.


  ‘They don’t like me because I’m an otaku.’


  Damian’s equipment were engraved with all types of phrases. The phrases written in gold looked very nice, because they had a sense of harmony with the white color of the gear. However, this changed after seeing the contents of the phrases.


  I love you Rin-chan, beautiful Isabel-chan, cute Luna-chan, Rebecca’s Daughters forever, and so on.


  The contents of the phrases were things that invited disdain.  Some people were so disgusted that they caused a fight because they didn’t want to see it. In reality and in games, an otaku was a target of hatred and derision.


  But Damian didn’t give in. He wanted to freely express his love for Rebecca’s Daughters. He couldn’t understand why he should be criticized for the act of loving someone so purely and enthusiastically.


  “I’m a paladin of the Rebecca Church. Why are you asking me who I am?”


  Damian’s attitude was cold.


  One of the farmers smiled. “You don’t seem to be an ordinary paladin.”


  Damian exclaimed. “Yes! I am not an ordinary paladin, I’m an otaku paladin! So what? Do you want to beat me up?”


  “Otaku? What is that? Anyway, won’t you fight me? The divine power that I can feel around you is very interesting compared to all the paladins and priests I’ve met so far.”


  “This…”


  Damian finally figured out the situation. These farmers weren’t mad at him for being an otaku. They were just crazy. A farmer who detected his powerful divine power and wanted to challenge him? It was safe to say that he had crossed a line.


  ‘He’s crazy.’


  Damian felt compassion for the farmer. Then he sincerely prayed.


  “Goddess of light, please bless these poor people…”


  After a moment. Damian finished praying and said goodbye to the farmers.


  “I hope that you will restore your spirit under Goddess Rebecca’s divine favor. Then I’m going now.”


  Damian didn’t look back. He didn’t want to encounter these crazy farmers for long, so he hurried towards the gate.


  ‘I need to meet Grid as soon as possible.’


  He needed to ask Grid to seal Lifael’s Spear. He just wondered if the greedy Grid would do it.


  ‘I will save Isabel-chan, even if I have to give him all my possessions.’


  He would devote his soul for her. It was when he was making a pledge again.


  Peeng!


  There was a loud sound. Damian turned his head to see a hoe flying towards him.


  “Heok?”


  There was clearly killing intent. An overwhelming qi. It would cause great damage if he didn’t block it. Damian instinctively sensed and hurriedly raised his shield.


  Chaaeng!


  A strong shockwave occurred as a result of the hoe and white shield colliding. The whole wheat field shook. Damian was appalled.


  ‘Strong!’


  It was incredible attack power. It was enough to make his spine chill, the first paladin of the Rebecca Church. As he was feeling confused, the farmer pulled back his hoe and threw off his straw hat.


  An NPC called Piaro. He looked amused as he held a hoe in one hand and a hand plow in the other.


  “Good defense. I’ll have to use Supreme Swordsmanship.”


  Piaro was excited. First there was Duke Grid, the Overgeared members, Kraugel, and now Damian. He was excited by the fact that he met powerful people who couldn’t be overpowered with the Imperial Swordsmanship.


  ‘I have to deal with him seriously, like when I am fighting Kraugel.’


  When he competed with Duke Grid at Loran Falls. At that time, Piaro hadn’t been in the proper mental state. He wasn’t able to demonstrate his skills properly. But after being with Duke Grid for the past few months, Piaro had become emotionally stable. Now he could exert his full skills.


  “Then let’s start.”


  “I don’t want to!”


  Damian quickly rejected. There was no reason to fight. But Piaro was stubborn. 


  “You must take me down in order to enter Reidan.”


  “What’s this?”


  Damian thought it was ridiculous. It was a city where a farmer was the gatekeeper. The other farmer standing silently suddenly whispered to Piaro.


  “Please do it moderately. I also want to fight with him.”


  He was Kraugel. He had been working in the fields and training with Piaro for a fortnight. Thanks to Piaro, he had certainly become stronger than before. Now he only lost half his health when confronting Piaro. Even that monster was looking forward to a fight with Damian.


  An exceptional person who rose to become the number two paladin, despite being a paladin of the Rebeccan Church. But one day, he suddenly disappeared from the rankings list, so there were rumors that he obtained a hidden class.


  That person was Damian. Damian was famous, so Kraugel was interested in news about him. But Damian himself was unaware that he was a celebrity. He was only interested in Rebecca’s Daughters.


  Anyway, that celebrity was currently in a desperate crisis.


  The continent’s strongest swordsman, Piaro.


  The peak of two billion users, Kraugel. 


  He was destined to fight those two in turn.


  ***


  The Ice Flower Guild was one of the axis of the seven guilds. They had 30 members. They were few in number, but all 30 members were elites in the top 100 of the magician rankings.


  In particular, their guild master Bondre was an overwhelming talent. He was the first ranking magician and 11th on the unified rankings just a month ago. Thanks to the Overgeared members, his ranking was pushed to 17th. However, there was nobody who would disagree that he was strong.


  Ah, there was Grid. In the National Competition, Grid had logged out Bondre in four seconds.


  But that was then and this was now. After his disgrace in the National Competition, Bondre struggled to acquire more S-grade magic. He poured all his money, time, and effort into it. As a result, Bondre was now much more powerful than he was in the National Competition.


  He had three S-grade magic spells. Nine months later, the Second National Competition would be held in France, his home country. At that place, he planned to thoroughly get revenge on Grid.


  “I will log you out in three seconds.” But before that. “Today, I will shatter your estate.”


  That damn Grid was the lord of Reidan. Bondre would make it a vacant lot. The development of the city that occurred in the last few months would be in vain! Cruelly! Perfectly!


  “I will make you crumble! Kuhahahaha!”


  “The disease has returned.”


  The guild members talked among themselves as they watched their guild master having an outburst. Their guild master was often like this after being defeated by Grid in the National Competition. They missed his past appearance.


  “Huh? What is that?”


  There was a strange forest filled with thorny vines.  This was currently the west of the Eternal Kingdom. The desert would soon appear in front of everyone. The Ice Flower Guild suddenly stopped marching.


  It was because there were hundreds of people in the distance. They were blocking the forest’s narrow path.


  “Don’t they seem like refugees?”


  “Their timing is dirty.”


  The guild was close to Reidan. However, the 900 refugees made their march slow down, so the Ice Flower Guild became irritated.


  “Just kill them.”


  Bondre witnessed it and spat out terrible words. The guild members winced and calmed Bondre down.


  “Our infamy will shoot through the roof if we kill so many people. It will be impossible to play the game normally for a while.”


  “Yes, Master. Please take it easy.”


  “Shit! Shit! Shit! I want to smash Reidan right now!”


  “Look! We can fly in the sky!”


  Bondre was losing his mind because his enemy’s empty house was right in front of him. The guild members tried to calm him down. They could fly in the sky using magic.


  “Let’s fly through the sky until we escape the forest. How about it? Okay?”


  Bondre barely recovered control and nodded.


  “Sigh… Okay. It’s unfortunate that mana will be consumed, but it’s still less than killing those people.”


  Float.


  The moment Bondre was using Fly along with his guild members. A hand sprang out from a thorny vine and grabbed a guild member.


  “…Eh?”


  The Ice Flower Guild couldn’t grasp the situation. They were stunned as they received a notification window.


  [Your party member Ren has died.]


  “What?”


  “This is crazy!”


  What was going on? Bondre aimed magic in the direction that the mysterious hand protruded from.


  “This bastard!”


  Kwajajajajak!


  The ice bombs rapidly cooled the vines and destroyed them. Then Ren’s dead body came into view.


  ‘Where?’


  They had to find the person who killed Ren. Bondre and the guild members searched the area, but they couldn’t find the enemy.


  Puk!


  “Kyak!”


  [Your party member Silver has died.]


  Bondre and the guild members paled. A companion standing near them had died and they still couldn’t detect the enemy. It was like there was a ghost.


  ‘Assassin.’


  A strong assassin that the level 303 Bondre couldn’t detect, that was powerful enough to kill magicians whose levels were in the late 200s. Yes, like Faker.


  ‘Faker?’ A chill went down Bondre’s spine. ‘It can’t be.’


  Was it really Faker? If so!


  Bondre hurriedly exclaimed. “We shouldn’t be here! Get out of the forest now!”


  An assassin was the counter of a magician. Magicians had low health, defense and agility, so they couldn’t afford to go against the swift assassins. It was worse in a dark place like this with many obstacles. They had to move to a wide area. The Ice Flower Guild made this judgment and instantly used Haste. It was to escape the forest after increasing their movement speed.


  But the person in the darkness had no intention of letting them go. He threw daggers aimed at the magicians.




  Chapter 248


  If the Overgeared members were asked who they trusted the most, they would answer without hesitation: Faker.


  He gazed into the shadows that his companions couldn’t see and, with the tip of his weapon, destroyed any who was brave enough to try and harm his companions. His reason for being silent was caution, and his remarks became reality.


  “You will die here today.”


  Five minutes after the battle commenced, Faker finally revealed himself. A terrible anger appeared on Bondre’s face as he exclaimed, “Faker, this guy!”


  It was only five minutes, the amount of time it took to go to the bathroom. That was it. During that period of time, 11 of Bondre’s colleagues were killed. The dagger had a dispel function that made the shields of the magicians useless.


  “What are you doing here? How did you predict that we would be going through this place? No, how did you know that we were going to invade Reidan in the first place? Did you plant a spy?”


  Spy? There wasn’t enough manpower in Reidan for that. It was just a coincidence. Faker had to avoid the gaze of the empire while he was transporting the refugees. He chose this narrow thorny vine forest as his route and encountered the Ice Flower Guild.


  This could be called luck. Did he need to explain all of this to Bondre? No.


  Bondre’s face turned red as Faker remained silent.


  “Damn bastard! Are you ignoring me now?”


  Chwachachachak!


  Six ice pillars emerged from the ground. He had used S-grade magic a little while ago to completely devastate the forest and make Faker reveal himself.


  It was the moment when magic of the same level was manifested. Bondre stood in the cold air and smiled as he said, “This is one of the spells I prepared to kill Grid. Can you hold on?”


  Ice Dragon’s Fury: an S-grade spell.


  Six huge ice pillars swirled in the air like a flight of Dragons.


  “I’ll kill you before trampling on Reidan!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The six ice pillars attacked Faker from all directions. Power, speed, and range. Nothing was lacking. The only downside of this magic was that it consumed a large amount of mana. However, it wouldn’t completely deplete the mana of a top grade magician.


  ‘As long as his cover is gone, he will die! Come on! The person who took the 11th rank that was originally my position!’


  Bondre was sure of his victory. He knew he could neutralize an assassin’s swiftness with a wide area magic spell. 


  Don’t give an assassin time to avoid. The relatively weak attack power compared to a single damage skill? It didn’t matter. Assassins had low health, just like magicians. Once hit by the spell, the only result was…


  “Huh?”


  The confident Bondre’s eyes shook, refusing to believe the spectacle unfolding before them.


  Left.


  Kwajak!


  Right.


  Kwajajak!


  Left again.


  Kwa kwang!


  This time it was up. While six ice pillars rotated like the saw blades in a blender, Faker moved so fast that only afterimages were left behind. What about the cold air that caused the speed to drop?


  ‘How high is Faker’s agility?’


  In fact, it wasn’t just a matter of agility. High speed that couldn’t be controlled was akin to having a pearl necklace around a pig’s neck. But Faker was in complete control of the speed that transcended common sense. No, it wasn’t just at the level of control.


  ‘Godly co…!’


  Godly control. It was a modifier that only existed for Kraugel so far! As Bondre was in shock, Faker expressed his gratitude to Grid.


  ‘I always admire the items you make.’


  Wind God’s Leather Armor. It was the armor that Grid made based on the production method that Faker had obtained. Originally, this armor increased the wearer’s agility by 6% and all speeds by 12%. However, Grid’s recreation of the armor increased agility by 8% and all speeds by 15%.


  Susuk. Sususuk.


  The afterimages increased.


  One of the third assassin classes, ‘Master of Swiftness,’ the class that required the highest level of control among all the classes in Satisfy. After meeting Grid’s items and Faker’s control, its capabilities were increased by 200% .


  “Unbelievable!”


  The six pillars gradually lost momentum, while Faker’s speed increased. Anyone looking at him was likely to feel dizzy. The guild members tried casting magic in order to limit Faker’s movements.


  “Shit!”


  Daggers flew and stopped their casting. There wasn’t a pattern, but he avoided the big magic that dominated the whole area while stopping other magic casting.


  ‘This is a scam!’ It was strange. Faker’s skills were more than rumored. ‘Weren’t the original rumors exaggerated? So why is it the opposite?’


  The duration of Ice Dragon’s Fury finally ended. Bondre hurriedly exclaimed, “Use the spells in your orb!”


  They could use the spells stored in their orbs without any casting. But the magicians were reluctant to use it. It was a last resort. Now it was time to use their last resort.


  Pepeng! Pepepepeng!


  Kwajik! Kwajijijik!


  Magics with all types of attributes immediately appeared and aimed for Faker. As he flew around the ice pillars, the spells struck his body.


  “That’s it! We did it!”


  No, it was a misunderstanding. Their spells had hit an afterimage, not Faker’s body. Faker’s condition was relatively fine.


  “This damn thing!”


  Bondre cursed as Faker only suffered minor damage. He invoked ‘Double Casting’ and used two spells at the same time.


  Kuuong!


  After minimizing Faker’s activities radius using an ice barrier,


  Jjejeok! Jjejejeok!


  Then he unfolded the Ice Spider Web. The other guild members cast spells at the same time. 


  ‘What will Faker do now?’


  The Master of Swiftness class had clear limits. It couldn’t move through the shadows like a Master of Shadows, nor did it have defense abilities. The only advantage was speed, so it was possible to disable the class if speed was suppressed.


  Peeng!


  Faker threw smoke bombs.


  Due to the thick smoke, Bondre and the magicians were unable to see Faker.


  Bondre laughed.


  “Kuhahahaha! This guy! You can’t do anything with the Ice Spider Web pressuring you!”


  The magicians used magic of the wind attribute. A gust of wind blew away the smokescreen, revealing Faker who would be stuck in the Ice Spider Web…


  “…Where did he go?” 


  Bondre and the magicians were stunned. How did he conceal himself on flat ground without any cover?


  ‘Hide!’ It was clear that he dug a tunnel to hide in. ‘Such a pathetic method!’


  Bondre used detection magic.


  “…Eh?”


  Sweat trickled down Bondre’s cheek. The detection magic was telling him that Faker was behind his back.


  Suuk.


  A sharp dagger aimed towards Bondre’s neck. At the same time, Faker released the white hoodie he was wearing.


  “Invisibility cloak…!”


  At this moment. The Ice Flower Guild were reminded. Faker was an Overgeared member. In other words, this meant that Faker was equipped with the power of items.


  “Shit.”


  Bondre cursed as the dagger was stuck in his neck.


  Under the blazing sun. Red flowers bloomed on the gleaming spider webs.


  ***


  Bunny Bunny.


  He was once the world’s best gaming BJ. The average number of people who watched the broadcast in real time was close to 150,000. But that was a story of the past. Currently, the average number of viewers had dropped to 30,000.


  In order to overcome this crisis, it was necessary to renew his viewers and gain some publicity. He needed new broadcast material that attracted people’s attention. More provocative material.


  Bunny Bunny used his network and was able to obtain the best information that the seven guilds would unite and attempt to invade Reidan.


  “Okay. Good video quality, good angle.”


  The fortified city, Patrian. Beyond it was the west of the Eternal Kingdom.


  Bunny Bunny activated the video recording feature and filmed the Yak Guild and Zeraph Guild. The two guilds had approximately 200 members. Bunny Bunny checked that there was nobody around and whispered as he relayed the situation.


  “Can you see them? Their IDs can’t be confirmed because they are wearing masks, but considering their features, they are surely the Yak Guild and Zeraph Guild. The information I obtained was true.”


  Bunny Bunny was cautious.


  “Oh, the two guilds have started moving. I will follow from a distance so that I won’t get caught.”


  It wouldn’t be good if he was discovered. The seven guilds didn’t want it known that they united and were going to invade Reidan. Why? It was shameful. The seven guilds that represented Satisfy had joined forces to invade just one city.


  “The master of the Yak Guild, Bubat is covering his face, but it is easy to guess his identity. It is because his size is as big as a bull. Huh? What is this situation?”


  Bunny Bunny was following the two guilds at a reasonable distance when he suddenly stopped. Dozens of knights were blocking the march of the two guilds.


  “Wow, what is this? Why are the knights stopping the Yak Guild and Zeraph Guild? Isn’t it curious? Right? Should I go closer? Okay. I will risk my life and narrow the distance in order to get rid of your curiosity.”


  Bunny Bunny was a level 209 assassin. He used Stealth and hid behind cover, so both guilds couldn’t detect him. In the first place, they were busy concentrating on the knights.


  “What are you guys? Why are you blocking our way?”


  “What is this? Huh?”


  The guild members questioned the knights, but they stayed silent. They stood like an iron wall to block the guild members. In the end, Bubat couldn’t bear it and went forward directly.


  “Why are you preventing us from using the gate? If you don’t give a reasonable explanation, I will break through by force.”


  At that moment.


  “You have no right to ask questions.”


  A middle-aged man with white robes emerged. The name above his head was Ashur. The master of the city.


  ‘Earl Ashur…!’


  Earl Ashur was one of the 10 great magicians on the continent. Why was such a big person blocking their way?


  Earl Ashur asked the curious guild members. “Why do you want to go to the west?”


  “There is no reason to answer the question.”


  “Reason?” Ashur snorted. Then he released his overwhelming magic power.


  “Eek…!”


  The faces of the guild members turned white. The strong magic power felt like steel crushing their bodies. Earl Ashur’s golden eyes sunk.


  “It is natural for you to answer my questions. There is no need to discuss why. Understood?”


  “Ugh…! What the hell was this? Why is this happening?


  It was absurd. Bubat couldn’t understand the current situation. Earl Ashur raised his voice and asked again, No, he ordered.


  “Tell me why you are going to the west.”


  The magic balls installed throughout Patrian were Earl Ashur’s eyes and ears. Through the magic balls, Earl Ashur already knew that they were going to invade Reidan. Nevertheless, it was a type of game to listen to their answers.


  Bubat lied. “We are just going hunting…”


  “Hunting? Kukuk, that is an obvious lie. Another lying bastard from the past just came to mind.”


  Earl Ashur’s precious son was being held hostage in Reidan. He had no intention of letting these guys go, when they might harm his son.


  “I’ll give you a choice. Return the way you came, or have your bones buried in my city.”


  Chaeeeeeng!


  Dozens of knights drew their swords, while the soldiers on the wall pulled back their bowstrings. Earl Ashur’s expression was arrogant as he stood behind them. Bunny Bunny was thrilled as he recorded the situation while hiding.


  ‘Doesn’t it seem like Earl Ashur is Duke Grid’s ally?’


  One of the continent’s 10 great magicians was loyal to a user! This was a scoop above all other scoops. He was convinced that if he broadcasted the current scene, he could get a lot of viewers.
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  The Yak Guild’s master, Bubat.


  He combined bold judgments and powerful CCs to be called Satisfy’s best initiator. The battlefield was always favorable to his allies when he was fighting in the lead. His nickname was ‘Yak who Promises Victory.’


  But at the time of the National Competition, Bubat was helpless. He didn’t live up to his reputation and disappointed people. Was it because he was in a bad condition? No. It was because he met Yura and Grid in succession. In the case of Yura, his CC was destroyed by her excellent physical abilities. Grid was too bad because he resisted all CCs.


  Bubat was frustrated because it couldn’t be helped. Now it was a few months later. Bubat tried. He raised his level during hunting, acquired new skills, and maximized his control. He had the ability to fight against Yura and Grid. If he were to face them again, he had the confidence to grab hold of their ankles.


  However,


  “Dammit…!”


  Before he met Yura and Grid, he once again experienced helplessness and frustration. For Bubat, reality was terrible.


  Earl Ashur ridiculed him, “Your skills are pathetic.”


  “Ugh!”


  Bubat couldn’t say anything to the Earl’s words. Earl Ashur was really brilliant. Regardless of his skill, his ability to respond with appropriate magic was beyond the scope of common sense.  In this battle, Bubat was already wounded, while Earl Ashur didn’t have a single speck of dirt on his white robes.


  One of the continent’s 10 great magicians. A monster who deterred war just by being present. In modern society, he was equivalent to a nuclear warhead. However, he was more than the rumors.


  ‘Far stronger than Yura.’


  It wasn’t an exaggeration. If Earl Ashur and Yura had the same level and stats, Earl Ashur would have the advantage. There was the named NPC compensation effect.


  Named NPCs that had a profound effect on the worldview and story of the game, like Earl Ashur, had all their abilities (attack, defense, magic power, health, mana, skill cooldown, etc) set higher than a user.


  This was a type of protection system applied as a fixed effect, regardless of stats. Earl Ashur and Piaro were both named NPCs, but because it was divided by grade, Earl Ashur was defeated.


  “I’m not someone that small fries like you can dare to look at.”


  Kurururung!


  In one hand, lightning.


  Suuuk.


  In the other hand, Earl Ashur manifested water vapor. The destructive power of a magician who mastered various types of attribute magic became more evident when dealing with a large group.


  “I will bury your bones in this city. Your bodies will be fertilizer to help the roses bloom.”


  Kwarururung!


  The water vapor spread and a thunderstorm formed. The Yak and Zeraph Guild members that were in range were electrocuted. Arrows from the soldiers poured from above them like rain while the knights continued the onslaught.


  “Ohhhh!”


  The top-ranked players, including Bubat, fought desperately. They overcame the electric shock as soon as possible and smashed the knights. In particular, Bubat’s activities were dazzling. He was like an angry yak as he blew away two knights with his shoulders. The knight with a blue rose in his mouth, Dio was only able to compete with him for a while.


  But Bubat was still insignificant in Earl Ashur’s eyes.


  “Planning to invade Reidan with such skills, you should reevaluate. Don’t you know? There is a monster at Reidan.”


  Ttaak. Hwaruruk! Hwaruk! Hwaruk!


  Earl Ashur started to generate continuous fire arrows from his fingers. He proved that C-grade magic could be as overwhelming as A-grade magic with his speed and magic power.


  Pepepepeong!


  “Kuaaaak!”


  People burned like straw. The earth shook and a storm appeared. The unrealistic scene of two of the seven guilds representing Satisfy collapsing was recorded by Bunny Bunny in high definition.


  “Amazing…! Amazing! Puhahaha!”


  One of the 10 great magicians on the continent was protecting Grid! Bunny Bunny was convinced that he could break his record of maximum viewers with this broadcast. He would also be inundated with interview requests from various media.


  It wouldn’t be long before he returned to his days as the world’s best gaming BJ.


  ***


  “Ku… Kuock…!”


  The Ice Flower Guild’s last survivor, Reis. The struggling man eventually collapsed. One of the seven guilds had been completely wiped out by Faker. Why did something so ridiculous happen?


  The timing worked out well for Faker. This was the time when the difference between the third and second advancement classes was beginning to emerge. Out of the 30 Ice Flower Guild members, only Bondre had a third advancement class. In other words, it meant Bondre was the only one able to face Faker. 


  But Bondre was a magician.  Faker was an assassin, so he perfectly countered Bondre. It was the difference in classes. This difference meant that the Ice Flower Guild was easily handled by Faker.


  It might’ve been different if this moment occurred three months ago. Or after some more time. No matter how great Faker was, he wouldn’t have been able to smash the Ice Flower Guild then.


  [Your stamina is depleted.]


  [You won’t be able to take any action.]


  Flop!


  Faker sat on the ground like a puppet whose strings were cut. Master of Swiftness had a fatal weakness. It was fast moving, but the stamina consumption rate was unmatched. It was a difficult challenge to overcome. Grid was trying to solve it somehow, but the result was still unknown.


  Shake shake.


  Faker got up with great difficulty. His stamina was fixed at zero. Despite finding it difficult to lift even one finger, he attempted to move his feet with the belief that he should protect Reidan.


  ‘Only me.’


  Based on the conversation of the Ice Flower Guild members, the fore invading Reidan was the seven guilds. Faker knew that Reidan was empty due to the Overgeared members being busy with the mine development, so there was no one else able to defend Reidan.


  But.


  Flop!


  Faker couldn’t move a single step and fell to the ground. Stamina depletion wasn’t a problem that could be overcome with mental power.


  “Grid…”


  It would’ve been nice if he was the one here right now. Faker was sad. His expressionless face distorted with despair and frustration. Suddenly, the hiding Ul Clan ran over to him with worried expressions. 


  At first, they were afraid of Faker. However, now they trusted him.


  On this day.


  Faker became a legend. A living god who exterminated one of the seven guilds alone. It was extremely natural that having a famous subordinate would increase Grid’s reputation.


  ***


  Just before Faker attacked the Ice Flower Guild. Faker sent a shocking whisper to Lauel.


  –The seven guilds are heading to Reidan. The Ice Flower Guild’s currently location is the thorny vine forest. In addition, I don’t know the location of the other six guilds.


  ‘What?’


  There was a massive raid when Reidan was empty? It meant that the enemies accurately grasped Reidan’s situation.


  ‘I was too relaxed.’


  He had to be more thorough when it came to blocking spies. But he didn’t, so this was all his fault. He was incompetent as the lord’s representative.


  Kwaduduk!


  He was angry at himself. Indeed, a lot of people were trying to restrain Reidan, but he couldn’t stop this situation anymore. Lauel didn’t want to communicate this to Grid, who trusted him and put everything into his hands.


  “Shit…! Shit!”


  “Lauel? What happened?”


  Alzar Mountain. The Overgeared members, who were clearing the monsters around the mine, heading over to Lauel. Lauel was rarely so agitated, so they felt anxiety.


  Lauel took a deep breath and explained the situation. “The seven guilds are heading to Reidan.”


  “What?”


  The Overgeared members cried out with shock. Among them, Vantner was especially angry.


  “Those damn bastards…! Damn! What should we do? It will take at least half a day to get to Reidan!”


  Lauel turned his attention to Huroi.


  “Huroi, how many people can board your drake?”


  “Three people.”


  Given the speed of a drake, they would be able to reach Reidan in three hours. Lauel examined the Overgeared members. It was to select two people that would arrive in Reidan first with Huroi.


  “…”


  It was regrettable.


  The strongest members of the Overgeared Guild, Pon and Regas were off on the dungeon mission (and incommunicado), while Faker was on a private mission. Jishuka was all the way in Bairan.


  Then the next most powerful…


  “Vantner and Toon. Please move to Reidan first with Huroi. If the enemies haven’t invaded yet when you arrive, cooperate with Jude to increase the defense. If they are already in battle…”


  Lauel stopped speaking and closed his eyes. Then he spoke difficult words.


  “Discard Reidan. Focus on saving Khan, Rabbit, Piaro, and Jude.”


  It was a realistic judgment. It was virtually impossible to resist the seven guilds with a small number of people. They needed to be prepared for the destruction of the internal facilities. For now, the priority was saving the people who shouldn’t be lost.


  “I understand…”


  To be honest, Vantner wanted to say,  ‘Why should we give up on Reidan?’ He wanted to shout that he would protect Reidan on his own. But Lauel was acting on behalf of Grid. Vantner chose to remain silent and obey the command. It was because Vantner recognized Grid as his leader.


  “Let’s go!”


  Huroi, Vantner, and Toon boarded the drake and began their journey to Reidan. The remaining members moved with Lauel.


  “Let’s go. Don’t worry about your stamina and mana. Our goal is to arrive at Reidan quickly.”


  Reidan would already be ashes when they arrived.


  “We must kill the invaders.”


  Grid would be the first user to become king. He was off limits. The enemies dared to aim at him?  There were no thoughts about forgiveness.


  ***


  Reidan.


  Zibal looked at the vast wheat fields with derision.


  “Developing such a large city as an agricultural city, Grid has no talent for internal affairs.”


  Indeed, Grid was incompetent. The only thing he could boast of was that he had a legendary class. The user who could become the first king? Not this guy.


  “First of all, shall we turn these fields to ashes?”


  There were many guilds that hadn’t arrived yet, but Zibal didn’t care. He instructed the magicians to burn everything with fire magic.


  “Who are you?”


  “…?”


  Four farmers appeared.
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  Reidan’s golden wheat field.


  ‘It’s hard…’


  [Goddess’ Agent]


  The owner of the unique class, Damian, was working hard in the fields. He wore a straw hat to protect him from the sun and harvested wheat with a sickle, looking like the very image of a skilled farmer.


  Why? Why was a pope candidate working in the fields during such a busy time? In order to explain, they had to go back in time to one week ago.


  One week ago.


  “You can’t enter Reidan unless you knock me down first.”


  Damian looked at the strange farmer and realized that he had stepped on nasty poo.


  ‘It’s sad.’


  Piaro. This farmer was crazy. It was an undeniable truth. He grabbed a random stranger passing by and applied for a duel. Now the farmer was acting like a gangster after being rejected?  This aggressive and stubborn temperament was far beyond the norm. He was also strong.  It was difficult to avoid a strong person who was crazy.


  ‘I was wrong.’


  Damian sighed with regret. He came to this distant place to meet Grid. But before he could even meet Grid, he felt like reality was harsh because he was grabbed by someone crazy.


  ‘Sigh… I can’t avoid this fight.’


  Damian had to meet Grid. It was to ask Grid to seal Lifael’s Spear. He needed to knock down this crazy farmer who was blocking the road. He decided and triggered Light’s Blessing.


  Chaaeng!


  A golden pillar dropped from the sky. Damian’s attack, defense and accuracy instantly rose by 80%. Light’s Blessing. The disadvantage was that the cooldown was long, but the effect was excellent. No, this was the strongest buff skill that went beyond excellence.


  Piaro admired it. “This is truly amazing divine power!”


  Damian glared at him. “I will listen to your request. Be careful not to die.”


  “A good fighting spirit.”


  No more dialogue was necessary. The two men immediately collided. Damian was a stable one-handed sword fighting machine. Piaro dropped his hand plow and hoe and started using his sword. The confrontation between the two seemed fierce at first glance.


  The result?


  Damian was defeated in 10 minutes.


  “Your defense is stronger than the emperor’s royal guards and your healing power is almost equal to a priest. You are the first to stand up against me for so long. This taste… No, it will be fun to train my swordsmanship.”


  Piaro’s praise followed. But Damian couldn’t hear his voice.


  ‘This can’t be.’


  Thanks to Grid, Damian had been the Goddess’ Agent until now. How many times had he won in battle? He couldn’t count the number of monsters that he had one-sidedly slaughtered.  The infamous boss monsters? He could survive their attacks for several hours.


  Damian was the peak of the paladins. He had such pride. Yet he was defeated by a farmer. And in only 10 minutes!


  “This is ridiculous!”


  Damian was shocked. He couldn’t understand it. Surprisingly, another farmer approached him after the first battle was won. It was Kraugel, who hid his identity.


  “Let’s also fight.”


  “…Shit! Okay! Fight! Let’s fight! Damn! These farmers don’t get tired!”


  Damian was extremely agitated. Sadly, he was forced to accept the confrontation with Kraugel. The result? This time, he was also defeated. Fortunately(?), he persisted for 20 minutes this time. However, this wasn’t comforting either.


  “Unbelievable!”


  It was his second consecutive loss to a farmer. Damian was frustrated. He had no doubt that he had become a protagonist, but he was merely an extra. Piaro made a suggestion to him. “In fact… Duke Grid is currently away from here. He won’t be back for at least three weeks, so why don’t we do this task together?”


  Together?


  ‘What?’


  Damian couldn’t understand, so Piaro pointed to the wheat field.


  “Work in the morning, spar in the afternoon.”


  “…?”


  Why? Indeed, this farmer was crazy. Damian naturally was going to refuse. At that moment, the quest information window popped up. It wasn’t a normal quest. It was the rumored ‘hidden’ quest.


  [Fun and Enjoyable Training!]


  ★ Hidden Quest �


  Live with the farmer Piaro in Reidan. If you join him, you can grow significantly.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Live together with Piaro for three weeks. You must perfectly follow Piaro’s schedule.


  Quest Clear Rewards: Strength +30. Stamina +60. Advanced Sword Mastery will rise by two levels. The skill ‘Farming’ will be obtained.


  “Heok.”


  In the case of advanced Sword Mastery, a minimum of three months training was required to raise one level. This was under the assumption that they hunted without rest. Yet he could gain two levels of sword mastery in only three weeks? His stats would even increase by 90 points. This was the same as gaining nine levels.


  ‘There is the farming skill… No, isn’t the farming skill useless?’


  Anyway, the quest was too attractive to refuse. The quest name sounded unlucky, but it wasn’t bad. This crazy farmer wasn’t just blowing smoke. In the end, Damian accepted Piaro’s offer.


  It had been a week since then. Damian became stronger. He hadn’t completed the quest yet, so his skill level and stats hadn’t risen. However, he sparred against the two farmers (Piaro and the still nameless person), and his control skills made a breakthrough.


  Now he could hold out for 15 minutes against Piaro.


  ‘I should be happy, but…’


  Damian was confused because he still didn’t know Piaro’s true identity. He was also worried about forgetting himself. But Damian had to meet Grid. There was no need to fret while waiting for Grid to come back. Damian cleared his mind and worked hard. He carried 10 stacks of harvested wheat on both shoulders.


  “Huh?”


  Far beyond the wheat fields. A group of people seemed to be approaching. Damian cocked his head.


  “Who?”


  There had been no visitors to Reidan for the past week. Reidan was a completely isolated city. So why was there suddenly a group of hundreds? Damian questioned this.


  “Very welcome guests came.”


  Piaro laughed. Damian was uneasy because of his enthusiasm.


  ***


  The Libra Oasis.


  It was the gathering place of the seven guilds.


  “They don’t have the concept of time.”


  The promised time to meet had passed. Originally, the six guilds apart from the Giant Guild, who didn’t participate in this, were supposed to have gathered here 10 minutes ago. But the Ice Flower Guild, Yak Guild and Zeraph Guild hadn’t arrived yet.


  The master of the Golden Guild, Seuron, complained. “Hey Zibal. How much more time should I waste? Do you think the time of our guild is so trivial?”


  The Golden Guild.


  It was the next largest guild after the Snake Guild and Giant Guild. Their self-esteem had recently risen into the sky. The guild master Seuron had acquired a unique hidden class. He was 70th on the unified rankings during the National Competition, and was now ranked 23rd.


  The possibilities for further development in the future were endless. It was evaluated that the fighting ability of his class, ‘Soul Predator’ was much higher than Pagma’s Descendant.


  “We will wait 10 more minutes. We shouldn’t act on our own.”


  The guild master of the Hades Guild, Hao, also reached the limits of his patience. Hao was 16th on the unified rankings. He was a top player who Yura had pointed out as one of the people she couldn’t beat. Zibal didn’t want to have a dispute with them.


  ‘Anyway, Reidan is vacant.’


  In fact, the Snake Guild alone was sufficient to decimate Reidan. But Zibal requested the aid of the seven guilds in order to promote their friendship. In particular, the Giant Guild, the Golden Guild and the Hades Guild. He could rest assured if he was in an alliance with them. For now.


  “Okay, we’ill go trample and plunder Reidan.”


  The Snake Guild had 275 people. The Golden Guild had 211 people. The Hades Guild had 70 people.


  They stepped towards Reidan without hesitation. A plan to take care of Reidan’s defense troops? There was no need. An army of NPCs wasn’t a match against them. 


  “Developing such a large city as an agricultural city, Grid has no talent for internal affairs.”


  Zibal looked at the vast wheat fields and ridiculed. He turned his gaze towards the strongest magician in the guild.


  “First of all, shall we turn these fields to ashes?”


  “Leave it to me.” 


  The magician, Big Boy was about to summon his flames, when…


  “Who are you?”


  “…?”


  Four farmers appeared. The farmers held hand plows, scythes, hoes, etc, in their hands. One of the farmers in a straw hat spoke as he stepped forward.


  “You’re filled with killing intent. Are you an enemy of Reidan?”


  “Puhahahat!” Zibal started laughing. A farmer dared to question the march of this great army so confidently. “Are you like your master? Even the farmers in this area are dumb.”


  Zibal laughed for a while before a cool expression appeared.


  “Kill.”


  Zibal ordered. It was as easy as catching a fly. To him, the farmers were nothing but flies. Big Boy launched magic towards the farmer.


  [Flame Tsunami]


  In order to burn the wheat fields at once, he cast a large scale A-grade magic towards the four farmers. The tsunami of flames caused the whole area to become hot, and the four farmers would turn to ash…


  “Eh? Ehhhh?”


  Big Boy was shocked. It wasn’t just him. Everyone here was shocked. When the farmer swung his hoe, the fierce flames disappeared like they were a lie.


  “What’s this?”


  The members of the three guilds couldn’t believe what they saw. Piaro threw off his straw hat and laughed brightly. “Welcome to Reidan.”


  “Get ready for battle! Heok?”


  Zibal realized that something was strange and quickly ordered the guild members. But it was too late. Piaro had already approached.


  “Fated to Perish.”


  Kwarurung!


  Thunder was heard as the hand plow moved.


  Puk!


  The sharp end of the hand plow was stuck in Zibal’s forehead.


  [You have suffered fatal damage!]


  [You have died.]


  “???”


  The 2nd ranked user died with a single blow. The more than 550 guild members couldn’t recognize the situation properly. On the other hand, Kraugel and Damian were astonished.


  “A instantaneous death skill…!”


  It was a scam. Piaro was more powerful than they thought.


  ‘Who the hell is he?’


  As Kraugel and Damian felt deep doubts, the members of the three guilds were in great confusion.


  “W-Who are you?”


  It was a strange sight to see hundreds of guild members step away from one farmer. Piaro introduced himself.


  “I am a farmer of Reidan.”


  It wasn’t a lie. Now he really was just a farmer. In fact, he received a monthly salary of 73 silver from Administrator Rabbit. It was fun to save the money. For reference, Rabbit received 5,300 gold every month.
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  “I am a farmer of Reidan.”


  ‘Bullshit!’


  It wasn’t convincing that the monster who killed Zibal was a farmer. What idiot would believe him? The members of the three guilds thought Piaro was mocking them. But their emotions were more fearful than angry.


  In the case of the Snake Guild, they wanted revenge for their murdered master, but were unable to move. It was because their legs were shaking after seeing the hand plow covered in their master’s blood.


  ‘Stronger than a boss monster! I will die if I get hit by that hand plow!’


  The penalty that occurred due to death was fatal. Experience dropped and there was a chance of losing items. They had to deal with such a monster? The executives cried out to the guild members who were overwhelmed by Piaro’s strength.


  “What are you doing? The opponent is your master’s enemy! Get revenge, even if you have to sacrifice your lives!”


  If they stepped back with fear, they would lose their prestigious status. They would become a laughing stock and eventually dissolve. The guild members recognized this fact. They no longer hesitated and besieged Piaro.


  ‘Fuck. Yes! I’d rather die! It’s better than the guild being ruined!’


  ‘I will kill him, even if I have to die!’


  The benefits that the guild gave them were astronomical. The guild couldn’t be lost. The determination of the Snake Guild members was passed onto Piaro.


  Piaro smiled.


  ‘How many battlefields have I been on?’


  In the days of the Red Knights, Piaro’s life was war and the battlefield was his home. He felt joy as he recalled the days when he was surrounded by hundreds of enemies and his colleagues. His blood was boiling.


  “This is exciting.”


  It was different from a spar. There was no need to suppress his strength. It was a chance to unleash the Supreme Swordsmanship that had grown by working in the fields for several months and training with strong people.


  He went on a rampage.


  Puok!


  “Keok.”


  A Snake Guild member was pierced in the heart with a hoe. Piaro was proficient in the hoe after using it for several months. He narrowed the gap and killed the opponent before they realized.


  “This bastard!”


  After their master, their colleagues were killed(and by farming equipment), so the Snake Guild members were outraged. Their anger now outstripped their fear. This was what Piaro wanted.


  He withdrew his hoe and used Supreme Swordsmanship, 5th style. The waves of light formed a square and swirled around the enemies. It was a wide-range skill that couldn’t be defended or avoided. Blood flew from all sides, like a spider web. It was an unbelievable sight because there wasn’t a single drop of blood from Piaro in the center.


  Piaro’s gaze headed towards Asuka.


  Asuka. In the past, she was the berserker who drove Grid to the defensive. Piaro could see her strength with one glance.


  “How dare you aim for the Young Lady!”


  Black Teddy summoned five bears to block the rushing Piaro. They were white bears wearing sunglasses. Their red cloaks flapped nicely as they unfolded their martial arts and intercepted Piaro.


  Kuwaaah!


  They were very fast and strong. It was also difficult to find a gap in their solid formation. They could even fight against a 3rd advancement class. However, they met the wrong opponent.


  [Cola Bear 1 has disappeared.]


  [Cola Bear 3 has disappeared.]


  “Heok.”


  After blocking the attack with the hoe, he counterattacked with the hand plow. Piaro repeated this process and the bears fell helplessly before him. They weren’t bears, but puppies. Black Teddy was able to realize it.


  ‘H-He is on a different dimension.’


  The executives of the Snake Guild were going crazy.


  ‘Where did Grid pick up this monster?’


  A named NPC. It wasn’t easy to meet them, and impossible to capture them. They had a huge influence on Satisfy’s world, so it was virtually impossible for a user to obtain one. However, Grid had one as a subordinate. He even seemed to be a farmer.


  The executives couldn’t even be jealous. It was amazing. No, it was a surprise that was beyond awe. Grid was incredible.


  Puk! Puk! Puk!


  Piaro completely destroyed Black Teddy’s bears and immediately hit him with the hand plow.


  [You have suffered 7,350 damage.]


  [You have suffered 7,350 damage.]


  [You have suffered 7,350 damage.]


  “Heeok?”


  It was fixed damage that ignored defense. It was the manifestation of qi.


  Black Teddy died. The first ranked user in the pet rankings died because of a hand plow. But he wasn’t ashamed. Hadn’t this hand plow killed the second ranked user? It was fortunate that the rumor ‘Black Teddy died from a hand plow!’ was suppressed by ‘Zibal died by a hand plow!’


  [You have died.]


  Black Teddy couldn’t read the orbit of the hand plows and eventually died. Everyone watching was at a loss for words.


  Zibal was killed first by a hand plow, but people thought it was due to the ‘instantaneous death’ skill being activated.


  But they could see that the instantaneous death skill wasn’t the problem. Piaro’s basic attack power was too strong. It was like an upgraded version of Hurent’s Aura Master. Who could endure it?


  Among the people standing like a stone statue, Asuka burned with determination. She was a berserker. She was strong in a crisis. Due to the correction effect of the ‘Berserk’ passive skill, fear began to change into pleasure. Her aggressive tendencies were maximized.


  “I will get revenge for what Grid did to me in the past by killing Grid’s subordinate!”


  Asuka proclaimed and grabbed her legendary item ‘Ainas’ Sickle.’


  Piaro encouraged her, “Please have strength.”


  He wasn’t Duke Grid’s subordinate. Well, this misunderstanding didn’t matter.


  Chwaruruk!


  Asuka threw the sickle as hard as she could. As the chains unfolded, the tip of the sickle dropped like lightning.


  “Hoh, good skills.”


  Piaro admired and defended against the sickle with his hoe.


  ‘He was caught!’


  Asuka smiled with satisfaction. She grabbed the chain and pulled the hoe towards her.


  “This is great technique and strength.”


  Piaro praised. After pulling him close, Asuka swapped to Euprates’ Greatsword. Indeed, the power was brilliant. As a tycoon’s daughter, she owned several legendary items.


  “Die!”


  Euprates’ Greatsword distorted the atmosphere. It was the moment when the ultimate skill of the 3rd advancement berserker, Madness’ Wrath was unfolded through the greatsword. Piaro’s excited expression cooled.


  “Your greatsword techniques are lacking. Especially when compared to Duke Grid.”


  Asuka was the guild’s number two and ranked 31st overall. It meant she was as strong as the Overgeared members. But no matter what she did, she wasn’t a match for Piaro. Supreme Swordsmanship’s 4th style completely neutralized Madness’ Wrath, then he linked it with the 1st style.


  Peeng!


  Cracks appeared in the greatsword and the hand plow struck Asuka.


  [You have suffered fatal damage!]


  “Kyak!”


  A berserker’s defense was weak. She invested all her points in strength and agility, and neglected stamina. But even so, for a skill to decrease her health by two-thirds? Asuka was unable to deal with the destructive power and collapsed. But she quickly stood up. A berserker’s physical ability rose in proportion to their lost health. She became stronger the more injured she became.


  “The real fight is from now on!”


  Asuka swapped out the broken greatsword to ‘Heroic Death Spear.’ Then she moved the spear in a dazzling manner. Piaro was disappointed again.


  “Your spearsmanship is unremarkable compared to Viscount Pon.”


  Chaaeng!


  His hoe blocked the coarse spear. It was followed by his hand plow. It was a technique that combined dual wielding the hand plow and hoe with his judgment. Asuka couldn’t believe it.


  Puk!


  “Ahat!”


  Asuka cried out as she was hit in the forehead. She was hit twice by the hand plow and her health was now at the bottom. It was truly absurd. She gritted her teeth. Then she lifted the sickle again and pushed on with her increased physical abilities. But her lacking control skills couldn’t deal any harm to Piaro. She attempted to take his bones and flesh as a last resort, but Piaro wasn’t easily hit.


  The hoe and hand plow barrier only gave Asuka despair. In the end, she also died. It was the moment that embarrassing rumors about ‘dying from a hand plow!’ spread.


  The Snake Guild’s chief of staff, Box, quickly grasped the situation.


  ‘We can’t beat him.’


  Piaro was an absolute existence. The perfect combat ability combined with high stats was a wall that couldn’t be crossed with the users’ current level. Box bet that even if the 1st ranked Kraugel was in this place, he wouldn’t be able to hurt Piaro.


  ‘The user’s level must be at least 360 in order to compete with him. Then…’


  He gave up on killing Piaro. Box made a decision and shouted to Seuron and Hao, “We will tie up his feet! You must smash Reidan during that gap!”


  Yes, they couldn’t go back with only losses. Their initial purpose was to devastate Reidan. They had to slow down Grid’s expansion. For that, Box would sacrifice anything. Box’s decision made Seuron and Hao laugh.


  “Good judgment.”


  To be honest, Seuron and Hao were reluctant to deal with the NPC called Piaro. They wanted to retreat, but they no longer needed to thanks to the Snake Guild’s decision. The Snake Guild would tie up Piaro’s feet while they headed towards Reidan.


  So what if three farmers were blocking their way? Were named NPCs so common? The other three farmers were clearly weaker than Piaro. Maybe they were just ordinary farmers.


  Soul Predator Sueron led the way. He had already recovered the souls of the Snake Guild members who died, and summoned and fired three soul spears.


  “Get lost.”


  The unique skill, Soul Spears, had the ability to deal a deadly blow. It was difficult for even top rankers to deal with the attack power, so the three farmers would be killed instantly. However.


  Peeng!


  One farmer biting a potato summoned magic and destroyed a soul spear.


  “What?!”


  The eyes of Seuron and the 211 Golden Guild members widened. However, that wasn’t the end. Another farmer took out a shield and gently blocked two soul spears.


  “W-What are these guys?”


  The named NPC called Piaro wasn’t the only one! Seuron had to find a hole. He targeted the only farmer among the three who hadn’t moved.


  “That fellow!” He must be an ordinary farmer! Break through him!”


  “Yes!”


  The Golden Guild vigorously replied. The farmer, Kraugel, faced them and laughed.




  Chapter 252


  Sueron jumped with surprise. Rather than the farmer panicking…


  ‘Laughing?’ Why was he acting so freely? ‘It can’t be!’ 


  He was a named NPC as well?


  “Stop!”


  Seuron sensed something and urgently shouted. But it was too late. Three vanguard members came close to the farmer and brandished their swords. The ominous prediction was true.


  Kwakakakang!


  A small sickle that was less than 40cm long. The farmer blocked the attacks coming from three directions with a single swipe of the sickle. He predicted where the opponent would attack and easily responded. The Golden Guild members were baffled. It felt like their minds were being read.


  Chaaeng!


  The farmer pushed away the three swords that were in contact with the sickle. Then the owners of the swords had both arms thrown into the air, exposing a gap. One farmer overwhelmed the strength of three people alone.


  No, it wasn’t just that.  This was just a trick. He maximized his strength by exerting the enemies’ original strength.


  ‘Does this make sense?’


  The Golden Guild members were confused.  The farmer’s palm… No, it felt like they were dancing on Buddha’s palm. The farmer attacked them.


  Puk!


  “Kuaaaak!”


  The sickle precisely entered the gaps in their armor and injured the Golden Guild members. However, it didn’t cause any fatal damage. The attack power was minuscule compared to Piaro, who was furiously killing the enemies.


  “This isn’t a match for my skills.”


  Kraugel complained and abandoned his sickle. Then he pulled out a silver sword and cut the necks of the Golden Guild members. It was the moment when Kraugel showed no mercy to his enemies. The dying Golden Guild members felt resentment towards Seuron.


  ‘Calling him a hole…’


  ‘Master, how is that a hole…? Damn…’


  “Crazy!”


  The three people lost their lives and Seuron cursed. He couldn’t understand it at all. What the hell was this area? Why were the farmers so strong? It was frustrating. It felt like this was Alice in Wonderland. He lost his sense of reason and shouted curses.


  “How rotten! What is this farmer? Does this mean soldiers can be dragon slayers? Dammit! Does this make sense?”


  What magic did that bastard Grid have to attract all these talented people? And why were they working as farmers? He couldn’t understand it, no matter how much he thought. He couldn’t make heads or tails of it. It felt like his heart was going to explode.


  His eyes became bloodshot as the farmer suggested to him.


  “The damage will only increase if you send out your members. Isn’t it better for the master to go out directly?”


  That’s right. The three vanguard members were level 230. They were higher than the average level of the guild members. There would be a tremendous loss if he made his members face this man. But how could he retreat?


  It wasn’t possible. Their enemy was in front of them. If the guild master showed his back, he would lose his dignity and sincerity. Seuron had to go. He was confident that he could bring down that farmer. This farmer was definitely weaker than the monster Piaro.


  Seuron responded to the suggestion. “Come, I will kill you myself.”


  First, he would strip the farmer of the straw hat. Then he would watch him die! He took the souls of the dead guild member with Soul Exploitation, and summoned Soul Arrows.


  Pepepeng!


  Three soul arrows emanated a green light and were fired. It was a formidable speed. However, it didn’t reach the speed of Jishuka’s arrows. It wasn’t at a level that could threaten Kraugel.  Kraugel moved his head to avoid the arrows.


  Sueron didn’t panic. Rather, he smiled.


  “Soul Explosion!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The three soul arrows that passed by Kraugel exploded. It was the moment when a unique skill that inflicted damage in proportion to the caster’s attack power and magic power was activated.


  Sueron anticipated that the farmer would be torn to rags. However, the smoke from the explosion dispersed and the farmer only suffered minor damage. The farmer advised Seuron, “Your skill linkage is delayed. So it’s easy to react. Would you like to practice so you can link it faster?”


  “Nonsense!”


  It was impossible to speed up the linkage of skills. It was fast enough right now. And the timing was perfect. The other opponents normally died from this combo.


  ‘You are the strange one!’


  Seuron barely swallowed back the words.


  “What are you trying to teach me?”


  Seuron’s pride was wounded. He summoned a weapon from the inventory.


  [Brutal Heavy Sword]


  It was the weapon he obtained after clearing Vasco’s labyrinth with his guild members. It was a legendary one-handed sword that increased the wearer’s strength and intelligence simultaneously. It was good since a Soul Predator’s skills were affected by both attack power and magic power.


  Sueron wielded the sword firmly. Kraugel defended with White Fang.


  Kaaang!


  Sparks flew as the two men’s weapons collided.


  Chaaeng! Chaeeeeeng!


  The two people exchanged 13 blows on the ground and in the sky. Seuron’s cloak and Kraugel’s straw hat crossed several times as a brilliant battle was staged. Kraugel’s eyes shone.


  ‘He is a good swordsman and his Sword Mastery level is high.’ 


  Soul Predator. The skill tree seemed like a magician type, but it was closer to a magic swordsman type. Seuron strengthened himself with Soul Transference.


  Chaaeng!


  The enhanced attack power increased Seuron’s momentum. The sword became much heavier than before. Nevertheless, he couldn’t overwhelm Kraugel.  Kraugel taught himself how to handle steel. He moved like water and subdued Seuron. 


  “Eek!”


  Seuron became angry as the fight didn’t proceed the way he wanted. But it was a basic thing to not lose consciousness during a battle. He tried to be as calm as possible. There was a conflict between reason and emotion. In that moment, reason barely triumphed.


  Seuron’s sword regained its tranquility. 


  “I will win! Soul Plundering!”


  [Soul Plundering]


  Takes away some of the soul of the living target. The opponent who lost a part of their soul will find their body hard to control for a certain period of time.


  ‘A good skill.’


  Kraugel admired it as the heavy sword struck his shoulder. It was originally a blow to the heart, but Kraugel minimized the damage.


  ‘Moving without a soul!’


  The farmer felt stronger the more Seuron thought about it. Seuron started to shake.


  ‘I thought I was stronger…!’


  Soul Predator was a combat specialized class that had a variety of useful combat skills.


  Kraugel and Agnus weren’t involved in external activities, so they were excluded. However, if he was compared to the current Overgeared members and Grid, Seuron was convinced that he was the strongest.


  But now he realized he still had a long way to go. An NPC was grabbing at his ankles. Maybe he was weaker than he thought.


  ‘I need to focus on levelling up for a while.’


  Sueron decided, while Kraugel became more thrilled after seeing his injury.


  ‘It is more than rumored.’


  Kraugel highly appreciated the Soul Predator class and Seuron’s swordsmanship. It was enough to say that Seuron was one of the strongest among the users he met.


  ‘Fun.’


  Originally, Kraugel wasn’t interested in PvP. His only concerns were adventuring, hunting, and raids. But living with Piaro changed this. It was fun to battle the strong. PvP had a different flavor from raids. This process was clearly connected with becoming a sword saint. Next year, it might be good to participate in the National Competition.


  “Kukukuk.”


  ‘What is this?’


  Seuron looked at the farmer who seemed crazy because he started laughing at his blood. Kraugel approached him. The sky above the sky. This title referred to the person with true talent who reached this infinite ground.


  “Moonrise Sword.”


  “…!”


  At this moment. Seuron realized it. The farmer in front of him hadn’t used any skills until now!


  Susuk. Sususuk.


  Two moons were in the night sky. Kraugel activated the stealth function as he stood under the moonlight. Seuron had to concentrate in order to not miss the disappearing Kraugel. But how could he detect Kraugel, when even Piaro couldn’t?


  Kraugel completely faded away. Seuron was frightened as he consumed the souls of five Snake Guild members and activated Soul Armor.


  Pahat!


  A transparent green armor was laid over Seuron’s armor. Seuron was prepared for the attack that he knew he would face.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  “Ku…heok!”


  Sueron received a strong pressure from an unseen place. He would’ve been dealt a fatal blow if it wasn’t for Soul Armor. He barely withstood the offensive and started sweating.


  ‘My Soul Armor was destroyed!’


  The damage that Soul Armor Lv. 2 could absorb was 17,300 damage. It was destroyed with one blow and he was also damaged.


  ‘This monster!’


  Seuron was stumbling with agitation when a straw hat appeared. The eyes shining under the hat was enough to cause a chill to go down Seuron’s spine.


  “Mole Ascension.”


  Pahat!


  White light soared from the ground. Seuron was astonished but he couldn’t react. Had he ever felt this helpless since becoming a Soul Predator? Absolutely not. This was the first time.


  “Sh…it! You! Who the hell are you?”


  Seuron questioned Kraugel as he coughed up blood. Then Kraugel was reminded of Piaro’s introduction and replied, “I am a farmer of Reidan.”


  “That term…!” It was spoken like it was the same as a knight or magician. “You can’t just be a farmer!”


  Kraugel nodded at Seuron’s question.


  “That’s right. I am a farmer.”


  It was true. For the next two weeks, Kraugel was a farmer. He was provided three meals a day and a snack, just like other farmers. Accommodation was provided because it was a short-term contract. However, there was no salary.


  “Dammit!”


  Seuron was tired of the joke and used 11 souls to activate Soul Prison in an attempt to restrain Kraugel. This was the strongest binding skill that could trap even a level 280 boss monster for 5 seconds.


  “Taste inevitable death.”


  Seuron squeezed out all his mana and created 39 Soul Spears. Then he launched it towards the farmer. Once he linked Soul Explosion, the farmer was destined to be scattered to pieces. At that moment.


  “White Light Sword.”


  Kraugel’s White Light shone with an intense light. The light was glorious enough to eradicate the darkness for a moment.


  “Kuk!”


  It was like a flash shot. Seuron couldn’t open his eyes at all. It was difficult to control the Soul Spears. The 200 members of the Golden Guild tried to help Seuron, but they couldn’t move. They stopped in place. Hao and the Hades Guild members watching the battle were also forced to bow their heads.


  After a moment.


  Seuron was dead when the white light faded away and everyone opened their eyes. His heart was pierced by the farmer’s sword and he screamed as he turned into grey light.


  “Run away.”


  Hao’s judgment was quick.




  Chapter 253


  The peak of two billion users, Kraugel.


  Hao had met him before. It was one year ago in Elgad Forest.


  Elgad’s Forest. At the time, the users in the top 100 rankings had to form a party of at least seven rankers to hunt in the forest. Kraugel was playing solo there. He slaughtered the killer spiders and butterflies in Elgad’s Forest alone, and Hao realized it.


  ‘This is a mountain that can’t be climbed.’


  The dimensions they were in were completely different. The battle sense that perfectly used the terrain, as well as the godly control skills. Hao couldn’t even think ‘I want to be like that.’ Kraugel was an awe-inspiring figure and a wall that couldn’t be surpassed.


  Him.


  Hao was praised as a genius, and this was the first time he got a sense of inferiority.


  ‘Why?’


  He was in Reidan. The mysterious farmer fighting Seuron. He was Kraugel. Hao could see it. He had repeated Kraugel’s moves that he saw one year ago over and over in his head. He was able to match Kraugel’s movements to the farmer.


  “White Light Sword.”


  A large-scale attack skill that caused blindness was triggered. Hao stood still as he closed his eyes. Then he opened his eyes to see Seuron turn into a grey light.


  “Ha… haha.”


  Hao could only laugh. Kraugel easily handled Seuron, who was on the same level as Hao. Indeed, the sky above the sky. Kraugel was still strong. No, he became stronger. His legs trembled as he felt a thrill again.


  “Run away.” He commanded the guild members.


  Invade Reidan? It was impossible. As long as Kraugel was here, it was an impregnable fortress.


  “Run away!”


  The Hades Guild retreated.


  ***


  “Should we just let them go?” Damian asked.


  Kraugel replied, “Then should we chase them?”


  “Um… There is no need.”


  There was no reason to pursue those running away. They were farmers, not Reidan’s guardian knights.  They just needed to protect the fields.


  ‘I don’t need to fight.’


  That’s right. Reidan’s defense was left to Grid and the Overgeared Guild, not their problem. They became involved in the battle in the first place due to Piaro. Reidan was unharmed. It would’ve been big if they hadn’t moved.


  ‘Anyway, it’s okay now.’


  He was also a bit proud at helping protect Grid’s estate.


  “By the way, who are you?”


  Damian was well aware of Seuron’s fame. He was evaluated to be stronger than Grid. Damien wondered about the identity of the farmer who easily defeated him. The straw hat that hadn’t been taken off over the past week was especially annoying today.


  Kraugel smiled. “You aren’t the type of person who will be interested.”


  “That’s right.” Damian didn’t deny it. Damian was only obsessed with Rebecca’s Daughters.


  “Shit! You damn bastards! They’re running away!”


  “Let’s go!”


  “How rotten! I won’t step foot on this land again!”


  Once the Hades Guild quietly escaped from the farmer, the Golden Guild also started to run away. They knew they weren’t in a position to defend the guild’s honor. 


  Bland, who was eating his third rainbow potato, expressed his anxiety. “Isn’t dinner time over? Do we have to starve this evening?”


  “…”


  Damian and Kraugel felt sorry for Bland. They heard he was from a prestigious noble family, but the stress of being taken hostage must be quite large.


  ***


  Box, the Snake Guild’s chief of staff. The first ranked linker was the last survivor of the Snake Guild.


  “This ability is very interesting. It is really great that you can blend the skills of your colleagues, making them more powerful and efficient.”


  Piaro complimented, but Box wasn’t glad. Many of his colleagues killed earlier were also highly praised. But they were eventually killed. In any case, he would die. Box tried a last hurrah. The linker’s ultimate skill, Puppet, was deployed as he tried to control Piaro.


  But it was useless. Piaro had grown further through this battle. He approached before Box could use the skill and overpowered him. Even if the skill was activated, he couldn’t be controlled by Box.


  Puk!


  The hand plow was covered by a colourless qi and stuck in Box’s forehead. ‘Dying by a hand plow!’ It was the moment when the 275th protagonist of the rumor was born.


  “K… Kuock…!”


  Box turned into grey light. Piaro’s eyes were as deep as the sea as he watched silently. Piaro had grown steadily since he began his field work in Reidan, and he gained enormous awareness based on today’s battle.


  ‘I’m not Muller.’


  That’s right. He was Piaro.


  Noble of the Saharan Empire, Piaro.


  Captain of the Red Knights, Piaro.


  Traitor Piaro.


  Great Swordsman Piaro.


  Farmer Piaro.


  Piaro, friend of Grid, the Overgeared Guild, Kraugel, Damian, and Bland.


  Yes, he was Piaro. He was distinctly different from Muller. There was no need to follow Muller’s specter.


  ‘I am enough by myself.’


  Shaaaaaah.


  The light from the two moons shining on Piaro’s body was reminiscent of the Milky Way. An intense and unsteady energy rose, causing the atmosphere to shake around Piaro. At this moment, Piaro became a legend. Was it the sword saint status he had been craving?


  No. Piaro already deemed that a ‘sword’ wasn’t necessary. He was able to achieve a lot with a whole range of agricultural equipment such as a hand plow, sickle and hoe. There was no need to be obsessed with the title of sword saint.


  [A legendary farmer has been born!]


  [Every farmer in the world will look up to him and praise him!]


  The notification window about the birth of a new legend appeared in front of all the users connected to Satisfy. It was breaking news in the international media. On the other hand, Damian and Kraugel saw Piaro’s evolution directly and were confused.


  ‘Why a farmer?’


  Piaro was a swordsman. But he became a farmer…


  It was shocking. However, Piaro was happy. What did it matter if he was a farmer or sword saint? He was already enough. There was no need to discuss titles.


  “Pagma… Were you also like me?”


  The great swordsman who became a legendary blacksmith, Pagma. Piaro smiled at the thought. A farmer was supreme. If he plowed the land, the land would become fertile. When he wielded the farming equipment, he could destroy hundreds of enemies.


  The new legends were a blacksmith and a farmer.


  ***


  “Pant pant… Shit, it’s hard to move.”


  The desert at night was cold enough to freeze their bones. The morale of the surviving Golden Guild was completely low as they crossed the desert.


  ‘We were hit by a farmer.’


  ‘Surely they won’t chase us?’


  The confusion and fear from the unrealistic experience became increasingly heavy. The endless desert made the Golden Guild nervous.


  Kuwaaah!


  Kyaooooh!


  Giant worms and desert toads constantly appeared.


  “Shit…! If only Master was here!”


  The Golden Guild just barely managed to win against a giant worm. For those with an average level below 230, the western monsters were too strong. They once again realized how strong Seuron was. What type of monster was that farmer to kill Seuron…?


  “Pay attention! Or else we will be wiped out!”


  The Golden Guild were filled with a desire to live. They gritted their teeth and fought the monsters continuously. But there were some things that couldn’t be overcome by effort alone. In the end, there were less than 100 survivors of the Golden Guild remaining. Those who survived had almost all their health, mana and stamina gone.


  Where did it go wrong? Why was one of the strongest guilds in Satisfy suffering like this? As all of them fell into deep despair, someone muttered.


  “We shouldn’t touch Grid…”


  “…”


  The Golden Guild members hadn’t even seen Grid. But Grid was the cause of all of this. Grid was expanding his forces, so the seven guilds felt the need to contain him and invaded Reidan. 


  The result was this. They were screwed. Their fear of Grid grew. The Golden Guild members were now sick of even seeing the initial G. They pledged several times that they wouldn’t step on Grid’s shadow in the future.


  Kuooooh!


  Something huge was flying in the sky. A red drake.


  “This!”


  The Golden Guild members were exhausted to the limit, and now they were being troubled by a drake.


  “Keep your formations!”


  “Aaaagh!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  It lost some of its majesty after the advent of Noe, but the drake was still classified as the strongest pet.  As it shot out fire, the cooled down sand of the desert burned red. Three men appeared before the Golden Guild, who were screaming in the sea of fire. They were familiar people to the Golden Guild.


  “These bastards… Are they already going back after destroying Reidan?”


  A distraught bald man flushed red.  He was extremely angry as he wielded his axe at the Golden Guild.


  “V-Vantner…!”


  The first ranked guardian knight. A monster that boasted an overwhelming tanking ability and had the same strength as an ogre. He defended from the attacks of the Golden Guild with a shield, then slaughtered the members with twin axes.


  The destructive power of Beast Master Toon was even scarier.


  “You guys dare do something to our city! Grid’s city!”


  The silver wristblades became bloody in an instant. It was the blood of the Golden Guild members. The Golden Guild members were falsely accused. They would’ve felt less wronged if they really had shattered Reidan. But they couldn’t even invade properly, let alone shatter Reidan. They were defeated by farmers and ran away before they could even enter Reidan. However, the Golden Guild members were slaughtered because it was believed that they destroyed Reidan.


  A savior was needed. The eyes of the Golden Guild rolled back and forth before finding one. Unlike Vantner and Toon, Huroi was watching the situation with a fairly calm expression. He seemed to be the only rational person here.


  The Golden Guild members asked him for assistance.


  “Huroi! Please spare us! We didn’t do any damage to Reidan!”


  “We are greatly reflecting! Please calm those two people down!”


  Huroi stared at them begging and crying before speaking.


  “Your parents should live a long and happy life.”


  “Heok…”


  There was a line that shouldn’t be exceeded. It was to mention parents. The Golden Guild members abused by that spiteful tongue realized it.


  Huroi was worse than Vantner and Toon.




  Chapter 254


  ‘Genius at fighting’ Hao. He was a ranker who represented the Chinese people. The members of the Hades Guild, who he selected and trained himself, were very strong. They tended to be evaluated lower because of their small size, but that was just from people who weren’t aware.


  The Hades Guild’s presence was assured within the seven guilds. They had an average level of 253. This was overwhelming high, despite their small number.  A perfect unit of individuals. There was a hierarchical relationship like in the army, and there was excellent teamwork and tactical abilities…


  The combat power of the Hades Guild was among the top in the seven guilds.


  Kieek!


  Kyaak!


  The moonlight that shone on the night desert. The Hades Guild marched unceasingly under Hao’s command. The cold temperature, sandy terrain and strong desert monsters didn’t slow down their march. 


  [Your level has risen.]


  “Isn’t this place the best hunting ground?”


  “It’s the reason why the levels of the Overgeared members soared.”


  The desert monsters were over level 300, so they gave a lot of experience. It was more than imagined. Thanks to this, the level of the Hades Guild members quickly rose. The Hades Guild wanted to stay here to level up.


  Hao prompted them. “Don’t be immersed in battle and speed up your march.”


  Hao was still nervous. He wondered if pursuers would catch up with them and kept looking back. He was clearly on the edge. The farmer called Piaro killed Zibal in one shot, but the Hades Guild couldn’t understand why their master was afraid of the farmer who took a while to kill Seuron.


  “The farmer who defeated Seuron is strong, but isn’t he less than the one called Piaro? I don’t know why you’re so afraid of him.”


  Hao spoke the truth. “The farmer who killed Seuron is the sky above the sky.”


  “Sky above the sky…?”


  Only one person came to mind.


  “Do you meant Kraugel?”


  “Yes. The straw hat hid his identity, but I was able to recognize him.”


  Kraugel. He was the only one who Hao admired and was afraid of. The Hades Guild could understand why their master was so irritated. The Hades Guild members made a fuss.


  “This is a serious problem. If Kraugel is Grid’s subordinate…


  Grid was already laying the groundwork to be the best force. If Kraugel was added, the growth rate would be unmatched. Hao calmed the guild members who were greatly concerned.


  “Kraugel isn’t Grid’s subordinate. They are just cooperating a while for some reason.” Kraugel was the sky. “He is an individual existence who won’t be under someone else.”


  “…”


  Hao promised, but the Hades Guild members were still worried. Grid had already absorbed the Tzedakah Guild… They wondered if he really could obtain Kraugel as well. But they didn’t speak these thoughts out loud. It was only a guess and they didn’t want to worry Hao.


  “Hurry.”


  “Yes.”


  They moved away from Reidan. They would soon reach the end of the desert and enter the empire’s territory. Then they would be safe. The Hades Guild’s march accelerated. Nobody seemed able to stop them as they slaughtered the desert monsters while moving forward.


  But life was a series of walls. Once they crossed one wall, a new wall was waiting for them. This was a story that applied to everyone.


  “Stop here.” A voice stopped the Hades Guild, as if the person knew they would come here. “Even if you are leaving, shouldn’t you be punished?”


  The youth with silver hair. Lauel. One of the 10 Rookies. No, it was funny to call him a rookie now. He had grown at a monstrous rate after joining Overgeared and was now one of the powerhouses in this world.


  “The price for stepping on Duke Grid’s territory with your dirty feet, pay it with your lives.”


  Lauel spoke coldly while the Overgeared members stared grimly from behind him. Hao looked at their faces and stiffened.


  ‘They might have fewer people, but…’


  There were 28 members in the Overgeared Guild. However, Grid was in the empire, Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl were novices, and Jishuka was active in Bairan with three other members. In addition, Pon, Regas and Euphemina were on separate missions, while Vantner’s group was engaged with the Golden Guild. Except for Lauel, there were only 15 people present.


  Meanwhile, the Hades Guild had 80 people. The Hades Guild clearly had the advantage. The difference in numbers was too big. But battles in Satisfy were more about quality than quantity. Hao was reminded of this truth.


  The 15 members of Overgeared were 3rd advancement users, while the 80 members of the Hades Guild were 2nd advancement users. The Overgeared members’ victory was obvious. Hao made a judgment call and ordered the guild members.


  {All of you, run away.}


  The Hades Guild members were upset by the command.


  {Run away?}


  {What are you saying?}


  {I will stop the enemies. Run away through the gap.}


  Once again, the Hades Guild members didn’t like the order. Surviving by sacrificing their master? Their loyalty couldn’t allow it.


  {Master should escape while we buy some time.}


  {We can’t pass Master to the enemies.}


  Hao scolded the rebelling Hades Guild members.


  {The power of the guild will fall rapidly if all of you are wiped out here. Retreat.}


  Sacrificing 79 people or sacrificing one person. Looking at it, the latter was clearly the wiser choice. The Hades Guild knew this better than anyone else. But Hao was 16th on the unified rankings. The level difference between the 11th rank and 50th rank was only four levels, so Hao’s ranking would fall exponentially if he died and lost experience.


  {The rankings is a mere symbol, so don’t get bogged down with it. Run away. We can plan our revenge later.}


  The Hades Guild would eventually get their third advancement classes. Once the gap of power was reduced, it would be possible to crush the Overgeared members. The present disgrace would be paid back at that time.


  {…I understand.}


  The Hades Guild members backed off as they saw their guild master’s determination.


  “Where are you going?”


  The Overgeared members couldn’t let them go. No mercy could be shown to the invaders. They tried to chase after the Hades Guild members running away, but Hao blocked their way. He pulled out an iron bar and drew a line in the sand.


  “…?”


  What did this line in the sand mean? The Overgeared members couldn’t understand. Hao let them know the meaning of the line.


  “For the next five minutes, you can’t cross this line.”


  Satisfy didn’t have a species selection function. When a character was created, users unconditionally started the game with the ‘human’ species. If so, did this mean that all two billion users were humans?


  That wasn’t the case.  It was a minority, but a few users were different. There were certain quests that would change a user’s species. Hao completed one of them.


  Jjejeok! Jjejejeok!


  The sides of Hao’s shoulders and back, as well as the skin near the chest and abdomen were split open, revealing the red scales hidden inside.


  Flap.


  A pair of wings emerged from his back, while the whites and the pupils of his eyes turned gold. Half draconian. That was Hao. The power of a draconian increased his strength, agility, health and resistance by 10%. He also got an incomplete flying ability and fire ability. The disadvantage was that he couldn’t use most of the skills available to humans, but the draconian Hao was less likely to rely on skills.


  He had the ultimate physical form, so he relied on this and secondary weapons to win. The transformation into a draconian maximized his combat power.


  {Toban, Laella and Zednos. The three of you, please handle Hao. The remaining personnel will chase after and destroy the enemies.}


  Lauel ordered. Hao was one of the strongest PK users, so three people should be enough to handle him. Lauel judged the situation and issued the command.


  “Only three? Are you looking down on me?”


  Hao scoffed as he saw the three people take a triangular formation.


  Chwaruruk!


  Hao suddenly used a chain and pulled Toban’s shield towards him. It was very fast and delicate control. Toban wasn’t prepared and his body leaned heavily forward. Hao hit the back of his head with the iron bar then aimed at Laella.


  The bewildered Laella defended with magic stored in her orb, but her mistake was using non-targeted magic. It was virtually impossible to hit Hao with non-targeted spells. This was the reason why the 5th ranked Yura evaluated that she wouldn’t win against Hao.


  Peeok!


  “Kyak!”


  The weapon accurately struck Laella’s heart. She suffered a great deal of damage and sat down. Hao didn’t hesitate as he linked a combo to kill her.


  “Shit! Stop it quickly!”


  Laella cried out and Ibellin moved. The blue flamberge that Grid made for him after his third advancement class tore towards Hao.


  “Newbie.”


  Hao burst out laughing. Ibellin came at him from the front with such a low level of skill.


  Chwaruruk!


  A secondary weapon. They were difficult to control, so most users didn’t use them.


  Hao had the Secondary Weapons Mastery. He threw a chain and tied up Ibellin’s wrist. Then he used the power of the draconians to blow him away, before aiming his iron rod at Laella’s belly again. Laella’s body was thrown into the air, then the iron bar rotated and hit Laell’a slender neck.


  “Uh…!”


  Laella groaned as her blood soaked the sand. As a magician, she couldn’t bear Hao’s attack power. She would’ve died already if it wasn’t for Toban’s defense buff and Zednos’ shield. Hao saw that she was stunned and aimed at Zednos. Zednos didn’t have time to cast a spell due to Hao’s speed, and had to concentrate on defense. Then a shield appeared before him.


  Toban had recovered and protected Zednos.


  Peeeeeong!


  Something unbelievable happened the moment the iron bar collided with the large shield. The Overgeared Guild’s strongest tanker. No, the best ranker in Satisfy, Toban was pushed back two steps.


  Toban expressed his displeasure.


  ‘This guy!’


  Hao was able to pinpoint exactly where to hit on Toban’s shield to apply great pressure. Toban felt like he was facing Piaro. Hao’s skills were truly amazing. At the very least, he was on the level of Pon and Regas.


  Hao looked around at the Overgeared members and declared, “Four minutes. I can endure for four more minutes.”


  It was already one minute after his five minute declaration. The Hades Guild was gradually moving away from this spot. After four minutes, it would be too difficult to chase them.


  Lauel was irritated and changed his order. “First of all, take him down first!”


  The Overgeared members aimed all their power at Hao.




  Chapter 255


  Strength was relative. 


  The Overgeared Guild was called a group of powerhouses, but it was possible to distinguish between the weak and strong within them. Based on the Overgeared members, Lauel was part of the weak group.


  Grid, Pon, Regas, Jishuka, Faker, Euphemina, Toon and Vantner, all the strongest ones were missing.


  ‘But even so…’


  15 against 1. Hao really endured for five minutes. To be exact, it was five minutes and three seconds. It was something that even Pon or Regas couldn’t do.


  ‘The two of them would’ve killed almost half of us in three minutes, then they would’ve died.’


  If it was Grid?


  ‘…We would be wiped out in a few minutes.’


  Grid’s abilities had grown by leaps and bounds since the doppelganger raid. Lauel didn’t want to imagine it. He clicked his tongue. Then he analyzed Hao.


  ‘Clever.’


  A person who transformed into a draconian. Hao fully utilized the characteristics of a half draconian as well as the desert landscape. Aiming Flame Explosion at the sand constantly caused a sandstorm to appear, obstructing the vision of the Overgeared members. He also used his flying ability to avoid fatal skills.


  Rather than killing his enemies, he thoroughly fought in order to buy time. His persistence and control of the chain that tied down the Overgeared members was enough to cause a thrill.


  “Kill me.” As Lauel was deep in thought, Hao was caught by Ibellin and spoke proudly. He didn’t fear death. He was satisfied that he allowed his guild members to retreat safely.


  On the other hand, the faces of the Overgeared members were completely twisted. 15 people were tied up by one person for more than five minutes, causing their pride to be crushed. Hao comforted them. It was the attitude of a winner.


  “You aren’t weak. You are stronger than the rumors. However, I am just exceptional.”


  It wasn’t arrogance. Hao’s words weren’t wrong. The Overgeared members were stronger than in the past due to Piaro, but Hao surpassed them.


  ‘Hrmm.’


  A smile appeared on Lauel’s face. In fact, in this battle, Lauel felt a bigger sense of defeat than anyone else. He was the one who led the group. He was proud of the tactics that he could carry out.


  The chief of staff, Lauel, was unable to cope with Hao properly. Lauel was tactically defeated by Hao. But.


  ‘I won.’


  Lauel’s smile widened. He told Hao the truth.


  “The Hades Guild’s retreat failed.”


  “Bah, what benefits are there to lying now?”


  “It isn’t a lie. Check the guild chat if you don’t believe me.”


  After a moment. Hao’s eyes trembled.


  “You..! What did you do?”


  Lauel explained. “I guessed the retreat route of the Hades Guild and left someone there. I also ordered the team wiping out the Golden Guild to head there when they finished.”


  A separate force. There was Faker who had recovered from wiping out the Ice Flower Guild. Currently, the Hades Guild was isolated by Faker and Huroi’s group at the border between the empire and the western part of the Eternal Kingdom.


  “Dammit…”


  Hao was frustrated. If they were going to die anyway, he should’ve at least taken out one more enemy. He was feeling regret when Lauel suggested, “Are you willing to serve Duke Grid?”


  “What?”


  The leader of one of the seven guilds, the one in the lead of billions of people, why should he go under someone? In addition, it was under a trivial guy, whose only advantage was his legendary class?


  “A dragon can’t serve a dog.” Hao refused.


  The faces of the Overgeared members turned red as Grid was called a dog.


  “Don’t bother with anything unnecessary and just kill me!”


  Ibellin had suffered from being dragged by chains throughout the battle, so he was angrier than anyone else. Lauel restrained him as he was about to stab his flamberge through Hao’s heart. Then he asked Hao.


  “Grid is the sky, not a dog… If he proves this fact, will you serve him?”


  Lauel coveted Hao. It wasn’t just due to his powerful force. The noble spirit that sacrificed himself for his subordinates, as well as the appropriate tactical abilities were all coveted by Lauel. He was a necessary person to the Overgeared Guild, who only tended to focus on individual power.


  Hao snorted. “There is already a sky.”


  Yes, the sky. The sky they were talking about was Kraugel. Grid wasn’t a match. Lauel laughed at Hao.


  “Okay. I am looking forward to it.”


  “…?”


  Hao was stunned as Lauel released him. He couldn’t understand the situation as Lauel continued speaking, “I’m looking forward to the day we’re reunited. I will let all of your guild members go safely, so please don’t worry.”


  “I won’t be willing to serve Grid, even if you do this.”


  “Will you serve Grid if he proves that he is the sky?”


  “Yes, but…”


  How could a dog or cow become the sky? Lauel grinned triumphantly at Hao.


  “Watch his path. You will soon know that he is the only sky.”


  “…Hah.” Hao laughed. Was this the level of a fanatic? It felt like there was a pseudo-religion based on Grid. “Okay, I understand. I will watch.”


  Hao wasn’t expecting anything. He accepted the favor and immediately left this place.


  Ibellin didn’t like it and asked Lauel.


  “They are the bastards who invaded Reidan for no reason! Why are you letting him go? Are you crazy?”


  “Didn’t you hear the report from Huroi? According to the Golden Guild’s statement, isn’t Reidan safe? You should think more practically, rather than being overcome by petty grudges.”


  “Shit! What will happen if they try to strike again?”


  “At that time.” Lauel’s blue eyes froze over.  “After we kill them, we will trample on their estates.”


  He wouldn’t allow an invasion a second time, and there would be no more forgiveness.


  ***


  Day arrived. Reidan’s fields. In the early morning, the Overgeared members came to where the farmers were sweating. Lauel bowed deeply to Piaro. “Thank you for saving Reidan. This great grace, I will spend the rest of my life repaying it.”


  Piaro laughed. “It’s okay. I just acting according to the value of the meals.”


  “Value of the meal…”


  The price of a meal for a farmer was 73 silver.


  ‘Reidan is worth 73 silver…’


  Lauel’s feelings were complicated. Lauel looked around at the vast farming fields. The harvest was in full swing. Good quality wheat was being produced in large quantities. In the future, the people of Reidan would be able to eat bread, not just potatoes.


  This was all due to Piaro. Not only did he do the work of 100 people alone, he kept finding sources of water and bringing life to the fields. Despite being a great swordsman, he wasn’t arrogant, faithfully carried out his duties, and showed respect.


  “However… I heard there were a lot of enemies. How did you repel them by yourself?”


  Lauel heard it from the enemies, but he honestly didn’t believe it. In particular, there were many people with a strong reputation among the enemies, such as Zibal, Seuron and Hao. Piaro repelled all of them? It was impossible unless Piaro was a legend on the level of Pagma or Muller.


  ‘It can’t be…’ He couldn’t imagine that the ‘legendary farmer emergence’ message that appeared last night was referring to Piaro. Piaro aimed for a sword saint. He wasn’t a farmer. As Lauel was feeling puzzled, Piaro pointed to three farmers.


  One was Bland and the other two were wearing straw hats, so he couldn’t see who they were.


  “They helped me.”


  “Is that so?”


  There were more farmers in Reidan who were great warriors? Lauel approached them. The two farmers cutting the wheat with a sickle panicked.


  ‘I don’t want to meet you…’


  The 1st ranked Kraugel. He didn’t want to let others know that he had been working in the fields for two weeks already. It would be a big nuisance. So he…


  “My mother is calling me. I need to go. Logout.”


  “…”


  Logging out to a parent’s intervention. It was a phenomena that frightened many of Satisfy’s users. There were people who were forced to terminate the game during a raid because their mother told them to eat.  In such cases, the users were registered on a blacklist and it would be difficult for them to participate in a raid group again. Anyway, this happened, so Damian was left alone.


  “Eh? Who was just here?”


  Lauel was very surprised to see the person he thought was a NPC log out. A user was working as a farmer in Reidan? He must have a high level, so why was he working as a farmer…? Lauel’s confusion and doubts poured onto Damian.


  “Who are you? Why are you doing field work here?”


  “…”


  Damian wasn’t prepared. He was embarrassed to reveal that a high ranking paladin was acting as a farmer. He wanted to log out. However, he soon changed his mind.


  ‘He is the person closest to Grid.’


  If he explained to Lauel why he had to meet Grid, it would be easier to arrange a meeting with Grid.


  Suuk.


  Damian took off his straw hat. The dark blue, purplish hair caught Lauel’s attention.


  “Y-You…”


  Lauel’s eyes shook as the attractive appearance was revealed. 


  Damian. An exceptional person who rose to become the number two paladin, despite being a paladin of the Rebeccan Church. But one day, he suddenly disappeared from the rankings list so there were rumors that he obtained a hidden class. And he was an otaku. Why was such a famous person doing field work here?


  Damian awkwardly greeted the speechless Lauel and Overgeared members.


  “Hey.”


  “…”




  Chapter 256


  The VIP room in the lord’s castle.


  Damian sat facing the Overgeared members and opened his mouth. He talked about how he met Grid and the circumstances behind his arrival in Reidan. Damian explained all the facts as much as possible. There was no reason to hide it from the Overgeared members.


  The silently listening Vantner started tearing up.


  “Struggling to save a beloved woman…! It’s truly a beautiful story!”


  It wasn’t good seeing a big bald man crying. If Pon was here, he would definitely tease Vantner. But Pon was still on the mission with Regas. They had already disappeared for two days. It was estimated that they discovered an instance dungeon and were cut off from the outside world.


  Lauel ignored Vantner’s runny nose and asked Damian.


  “I understand that you have to meet Grid in order to save Rebecca’s Daughters. But why were you working in the fields? Someone like you would’ve been treated very well if you visited the administrator, and then we could’ve been contacted quickly.”


  There were dozens of large and small religions in Satisfy, but the Rebecca Church was unequaled. The number of members was estimated to exceed 80 million. Damian was a pope candidate, so he would be given VIP treatment wherever he went. So why was he farming?


  “That…”


  Damian wanted to throw up as the Overgeared members looked at him with confusion.


  ‘Why didn’t he meet the administrator of the city?’ This was all due to Piaro. But he was too embarrassed to tell them the truth. In addition, his grudge against Piaro disappeared after receiving the hidden quest. Rather, they were friends now. 


  He covered up the truth. “I originally liked doing farming work.”


  “I see.”


  People always had a variety of hobbies. There was no reason to lie, so the Overgeared members didn’t doubt Damian’s words. 


  That’s right.  The Overgeared members didn’t know about the atrocities Piaro was committing outside. They couldn’t imagine that Piaro would fight people passing them, then make them become farmers. Damian felt sorry for the second and third victims who would appear in the future.


  “Who was the other person with you?”


  “An outsider. I don’t know who he is either. He never revealed his identity until the end.”


  “I see…”


  ‘Perhaps I should put the Eyes of Surveillance on him.’


  Lauel wasn’t too wary. Piaro would’ve filtered out anyone who wanted to harm Reidan. Lauel trusted Piaro. Now Lauel’s concern was focused solely on Damian.


  ‘If Grid is the benefactor of the pope…’


  The relationship between Reidan and the Rebecca Church would become closer, and there would be an active exchange. If they could build a Rebecca Temple in Reidan, all residents would get the buff effect and there would be priests present. The number of people would also naturally increase.


  Lauel grabbed Damian’s dirty hands.


  “Damian, the Overgeared Guild is wholeheartedly committed to helping you. I will help you win the pope election, as well as persuade Grid to save Rebecca’s Daughters. Just tell me if you have anything you need.”


  This was a pumpkin vine that rolled over. Lauel absolutely wouldn’t miss it. Lauel smiled as kindly as possible. It was the smile of hospitality workers. However, Damian wasn’t familiar with Lauel and was genuinely thrilled.


  “So kind…! Thank you! Thank you so much! I will give you a pillow printed with an image of my beautiful Isabel-chan as a present!”


  “Huhuhut… I’m glad to be able to help you. The alter ego that I sealed in the past is dancing.”


  ‘What are they saying?’


  ‘I don’t know.’


  The Overgeared members couldn’t properly interpret the conversation between Lauel and Damian. It was hard to crack.


  ***


  Rabbit was aware of Piaro’s abilities, even before the Overgeared members knew Piaro’s identity. It wasn’t difficult to grasp the reality of a person with his discerning eyes. Even so, there was only one reason why he left Piaro as a farmer.


  Reidan’s finances. If he acknowledged Piaro’s skills and gave him the right position, Rabbit would have to pay him a high salary. This would increase Reidan’s financial burdens. Rabbit pretended not to know Piaro’s true abilities and kept him as a farmer.


  As as result, Rabbit got the maximum efficiency for a minimum wage. In addition, the wheat fields were a farmer’s domain. The farmer Piaro, who received a salary of 73 silver, defended Reidan by defeating the enemies who invaded his territory.


  The result was more than expected. It was truly amazing. But at the same time, it was frustrating.


  ‘I need to reward him for his performance…’


  If Rabbit converted the value of Piaro’s work to money, it would be at least several hundred million gold. Of course, Reidan didn’t have those type of funds.


  ‘I have to give him something.’


  A granting of a prize was the domain of the lord, not the administrator. Grid was currently away, so it was impossible to give the right compensation to Piaro.


  ‘Then…’


  Rabbit showed the utmost sincerity to Piaro within the scope of his current authority.


  [I, Administrator Rabbit, appoint the farmer Piaro to become the wheat fields manager.]


  It was the moment when Piaro’s salary was raised to 2 gold and 30 silver. It was a wage increase of more than three times. This was the amount of money that Rabbit’s conscience allowed.


  ***


  [One of the continent’s 10 great magicians fighting for Duke Grid!]


  The provocative title heated up the Internet all over the world.


  The real-time search queries were taken up by ‘Grid,’ ‘Earl Ashur,’ ‘10 great magicians of the continent,’ ‘seven guilds,’ ‘Reidan’s invasion,’ and so on. The news about the emergence of a legendary farmer was buried under all of this.


  Bunny Bunny, the one who spread this incident, received a huge jackpot.


  ‘The seven guilds except for the Giant Guild conspired to invade Reidan. In the process, the Yak Guild and Zeraph Guild were ruthlessly trampled on by Earl Ashur.’


  The contents and images meant that Bunny Bunny’s live internet broadcast reached 300,000, and the cumulative viewers rose to 600,000 in one day. Bunny Bunny not only accumulated an enormous wealth, he also recovered his reputation.


  The world’s best gaming BJ succeeded in a splendid recovery.


  –Grid is amazing. He has Earl Ashur as a subordinate. ㄷㄷ


  –Isn’t Earl Ashur the strongest person in the Eternal Kingdom…? Wow, really? He really is God Grid.


  –I’m living in the US and Grid appears on TV every day.  ㅋㅋㅋ I don’t think there is anyone in the US who doesn’t know about Grid.  ㅋㅋㅋ


  –I’m going to school in Japan. After the National Competition, all my Japanese friends ask me about Grid. I am proud to be Korean thanks to Grid-nim.ㅎ


  -But what about the four guilds apart from the Yak Guild and Zeraph Guild?


  –My friend’s cousin’s wife’s friend is part of the Golden Guild and according to him, the seven guilds were wiped out by the farmers of Reidan.


  –Sigh… ㅉ ㅉ There is a fantasy novelist everywhere. If you are writing a novel, it should at least make sense.


  The Korean netizens were particularly excited. They were proud to be Korean every time Grid did something that caught the attention of the world.


  But in fact, Grid himself didn’t know about Reidan’s invasion. The Overgeared members didn’t report anything to him because they were afraid it would interfere with his quest. Thanks to that, Grid was able to solely concentrate on his quest.


  ***


  The capital of the Saharan Empire, Titan.


  Grid arrived in front of Asmophel’s mansion after a three week journey and opened his status window.


  Name: Grid


  Level: 291


  Class: Pagma’s Descendant


  …


  Strength: 2,770(+140)   Stamina: 1,246(+120)   


  Agility: 1,626(+110)    Intelligence: 711(+310)


  Dexterity: 1,634(+660)   Persistence: 958(+110)


  Composure: 658(+110)  Indomitable: 913(+220)


  Dignity: 1,566(+110)   Insight: 1,406(+110)


  Courage: 602(+110)     Demonic Magic Power: 31


  …


  The stats were beyond overwhelming. Due to the penalty that happened when producing his fifth legendary item, his stats growth rate was several times slower than it was in the past, but he wasn’t disappointed.


  He still grew when making items and the titles he acquired after much hardships also significantly increased his stats. He had items, skills, and now control. Grid could confidently assert, ‘I am the best.’


  He had reached his peak after living 28 years. His confidence and motivation boiled over.


  “Asmophel.” The person who framed Piaro as a traitor. “Now it’s time for you to lose.”


  The red light of the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch shone as he put on the white Hooded Zip Up.


  ***


  Asmophel was a noble and sincere man. He was born as the eldest son of Earl Pedro, one of the three fingers of the emperor and loyal to his role while suffering from severe pressure. He didn’t neglect training in the sword according to the laws of his family. As a result, he joined the Red Knights at a young age and raised his reputation.


  This was a life of fragility. He built new achievements almost every day and expanded his social network. Amosphel was praised as a pillar of the empire along with his closest friend, Piaro. But he lost everything the moment he fell for Empress Marie’s trick.


  He stabbed the dagger in the hearts of his friends and colleagues. Every day was a nightmare.


  “Damn bitch!”


  Ku tang tang tang!


  Amosphel knocked over the table filled with alcohol. 


  Empress Marie. He borrowed the power of alcohol to forget about that damn woman, but he couldn’t forget. Her intense beauty couldn’t be erased from his mind.


  “Piaro…! My friend!”


  He was sorry. Really sorry. He had shouted it over a hundred times already. But he was well aware that his heart couldn’t be passed onto Piaro. That made his heart more pained.


  “What’s going on?”


  The knights heard the fuss and came running. They wore red armor. They were knights loyal to Marie, who watched over Asmophel under the name of protection.  Due to them, Asmophel was trapped in this mansion for years.


  “Dog scum…”


  Asmophel didn’t hide his hatred and anger. He looked around to find a weapon. But there were no weapons. The knights whispered to each other before bringing over a magician. It was a black magician. Asmophel trembled as soon as he saw the black magician.


  “S-Stop!”


  He tried to resist, but it was useless. He suffered a serious injury from Piaro and his body and mind had been compromised by drugs and black magic for years. Therefore, he now had a weak iron will.


  Teong!


  A powerful brainwashing magic was used and Asmophel’s angry and fearful face became expressionless.


  “Who is Piaro?”


  “A traitor of the empire and your enemy.”


  Asmophel’s eyes became wet as he answered the questions without hesitation. It was the remnant of the tears he shed before being brainwashed.




  Chapter 257


  The task of the Yatan Church was to create chaos in the world.


  It was to create an environment where dark magic was activated by drawing out the pain and despair in people’s hearts, then bringing the 33 great demons to the earth.


  It was the will of God Yatan.


  ***


  Three years ago.


  Emperor Juander recruited top healers and priests from all over the continent. It was to save Empress Aria, who was on her deathbed. But nobody could heal Aria. The healers and priests said it was impossible unless the legendary Saintess appeared.


  The gold piled up like a mountain and the imperial treasures didn’t help. Aria, the mother of the imperial princes and princesses. Juander had to watch as his dear wife died.


  After Aria died.


  Juander truly loved her, so he fell into a deep sorrow. He neglected the affairs of the empire, drank every night, and became ill. It was his 2nd Empress, Marie, who comforted him. She was the mother of the 4th Imperial Prince and had an intense beauty.


  Thanks to her devotion, Juander managed to overcome his grief. From then on, Marie’s world opened. Juander overcame his sense of loss thanks to Marie. Therefore, he favored Marie and her power skyrocketed into the sky.


  It was the prelude to a common story. Marie did all types of things in order to make her son the next in line. Using her beauty, power, and the black magicians under her, she did all types of wicked things, including dissolving the Red Knights and nobles who supported the 1st Imperial Prince.


  Now three years had passed. Marie had an incomparably strong support base compared to the past. Numerous nobles supported her and the 4th Prince, while the reorganized Red Knights were loyal to her.


  Marie was satisfied. She had no doubt that her son would be the next emperor. However, the one who laughed at her was her closest black magician, Dive.


  Dive. A black magician who served Marie’s family before she became an empress. In fact, he had died in the past. It was at the hand of the 7th Servant, Dark Bus. That’s right. Dark Bus was currently pretending to be Dive. He was the best at curses in the Yatan Church, and his mission was to confuse the Saharan Empire.


  “It won’t be long now.”


  Once the 4th Prince, who lacked adaptability, became their heir, the forces supporting the 1st Prince wouldn’t be able to endure it and a bloody battle would take place in the empire. What would happen if the empire fell into chaos?


  Many people would feel despair or die, and the black magic would come to life. It would be enough magic power to call up a great demon!


  “I will soon be compensated for my hard work over the last three years.”


  It was a really hard three years. The empire’s magicians and sages were powerful, so he had to pay extra attention to avoid being noticed. He could never relax. But now the hardships were over.


  “Kulkulkul…”


  It was the moment when the old man’s laughter echoed in the dark room…


  “Heok?”


  The extensive ward that he installed around Asmophel’s mansion was destroyed. Dark Bus perceived this and panicked.


  “Intruder?”


  Asmophel was a useful tool. He was once praised for being a pillar of the empire, and his emotional despair was very strong after setting up Piaro as a traitor. Dark Bus was obliged to maintain Asmophel’s brainwashing. Therefore, he stayed in Asmophel’s mansion to watch and protect him.


  For the past several years, he had been careful to prevent any outsider from stepping foot into Asmophel’s mansion. But at this moment, his amulet was destroyed and an intruder was allowed.


  ‘My wards were broken so easily?’


  It was rare for someone to have this power on the continent. The person would certainly be a great force.  But his magic power detected only one intruder. He didn’t have to be too nervous. Dark Bus recovered his composure. He went to the living room and found the knights. 


  The Red Knights had finished their shift and had swapped with the Black Knights.


  “Great!”


  It was a crisis so Dark Bus needed those he could trust. Dark Bus found it hard to direct the Red Knights. They were too proud. Dark Bus was accompanied by only the Black Knights and left the mansion.


  “Attention!”


  The soldiers standing on the edge of the gardens found Dark Bus’ group and saluted. The soldiers weren’t yet aware of the presence of an intruder.


  ‘It’s a covert intrusion…’


  But it was useless in front of Dark Bus. He could detect the enemy’s position with his magic power.


  Ssik.


  Dark Bus smiled and shouted to the Black Knights.


  “Intruder! Gather your power and take a defensive posture!”


  Once the command was received, the soldiers rushed to the entrance of the mansion. There were 120 elite soldiers, two Black Knights and Dark Bus; it was a truly spectacular sight.


  Paruru.


  Dark Bus used his powerful magic power to detect the intruder. 200 meters ahead.


  “Reveal yourself!”


  Dark Bus shouted and released his magic power, causing the intruder to be revealed. It was a man wearing a bizarre type of robe and a mask covered his face.


  ‘Who?’


  Black hair and red eyes shining in the darkness. A person he had never seen before.


  “Who are you?”


  The intruder, Grid, answered Dark Bus’ question. “What else? An enemy.”


  Grid didn’t speak for long. It took him three weeks to get here, so he didn’t want to waste time when he had reached the quest’s end point.


  Tadat!


  Grid gradually narrowed the 200m distance to the soldiers. The elite soldiers of the empire were calm. They pulled out their swords and took the posture of the Imperial Swordsmanship. The soldiers in the rear of the mansion shot fire arrows.


  ‘Fairly good.’ Grid admired. The soldiers seemed to have a very high level compared to those he had previously seen. ‘But so what?’


  Chaeeeeeng!


  He used the Divine Shield to defend against the arrows, then he swapped the shield with Failure.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  “Ku…heok!”


  Five soldiers groaned and were thrown into the air as the blue-white Failure moved. Grid’s strength transcended an ogre, and was at a level that the soldiers couldn’t afford to go against.


  “Wahhhh!”


  The other soldiers moved forward, trampling on their colleagues. Then Grid used a skill.


  “Blacksmith’s Rage.”


  Blacksmith’s Rage Lv. 4 increased Grid’s attack power by 25% and his attack speed by 40%. There was also Failure’s option that ‘increased attack power by 20% in the dark.’


  Seokeok! Kwajijik!


  Under the moonlight, the sword sliced through the armour and shields, damaging the bodies of the soldiers. It was an overwhelming dance. The fatalities would keep increasing if they attacked in ones or twos. There was no chance of victory. The soldiers surrounded Grid and exchanged signals to attack from all sides. Grid laughed as the soldiers prepared a circular formation to isolate him.


  ‘I can break through with power.’


  The concept of tactics was different in the face of a clear difference in power. He could kill more than half of them if he used Transcended Link. However, Grid knew it was a foolish thing to waste skills against these minor opponents. But he also didn’t want to waste stamina fighting them one by one.


  ‘Let’s take it easy.’


  During the past three weeks, Grid’s experience had increased from constant hunting and levelling.


  Grid’s vision expanded and he now looked at the entire battlefield. There were flower beds, trees and fountains all over the garden. Grid moved towards the most complex terrain, in order to make it difficult for the opponent to pass.


  The formation of the soldiers following him slowly collapsed. The two or three soldiers chasing after him? They died from the greatsword before they could approach Grid. 


  “Ugh!”


  “Kyaak!”


  The soldiers were unable to take advantage of their superior numbers as Grid ran through the garden. The soldiers shrank back as the flesh and blood of their colleagues scattered. They no longer tried to chase Grid. The Black Knights determined the flow and asked Dark Bus.


  “Sir Dive, please use curse magic.”


  “Yes.”


  Dark Bus replied and quickly drew a red magic circle. It was the appearance of a magic circle that dramatically increased black magic casting speed. Dark Bus completed the magic circle and started successively casting curses.


  “Amplify Damage! Lower Resist! Lower Blessing!”


  It was the moment when curse magic that had tremendous power, such as increasing the damage received, reducing resistance and reducing stats all hit Grid.


  “Let’s go.”


  The Black Knights moved. They were confident that they could destroy the weakened intruder in 10 seconds. Dark Bus hurriedly exclaimed.


  “W-Wait a minute…!”


  The curse magic didn’t work! However, he had no time to say this. The Black Knights who transcended human physical abilities were already close to Grid. Grid faced them and sent them a disturbing smile.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Restraint.”


  An unknown fear dominated the Black Knights.


  “Kuk…?”


  “What is this?”


  The Black Knights were confused and backed away. Grid stepped away from the fountain and narrowed the distance to them using the footwork of Kill.


  Puok!


  “…!”


  The Black Knight pierced by the blue greatsword couldn’t even scream. A large amount of blood spilled out as the black knight flopped down.


  “Crazy!”


  The other Black Knight cried out as he saw his colleague hit.  He barely escaped from the influence of Restraint.


  “You! What type of black magic did you use?”


  “Black magic?”


  Grid contemplated the Black Knights. The Vital Spot Detection of the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch was activated, and the red light became darker.


  “This is a technique, not black magic.”


  Seven golden blades appeared behind Grid.


  Puuoooook!


  It was a perfect accuracy and speed that was hard to respond to. The golden blades persistently aimed at the seams of the Black Knight’s armor. The movements of the Black Knight slowed down as blades were inserted in the joints, then Grid used Link.


  Chaaeng! Chaaeng!


  The Black Knight tried his best. He swung the sword in his hand. Resistance was hopeless. Link was currently level 5. The ability of the level 255 Black Knight couldn’t resist it.


  10, 15, 20, 25, 30 times. Dozens of energy blades sliced apart the body of the Black Knight in an instant.


  “Cough…!”


  Plop!


  The ragged Black Knight stumbled and fell into the fountain. The soldiers were at a loss for words as they saw the blood spreading. Two of the Black Knights that represented the empire had died in the blink of an eye? Was it an impossible dream?


  The soldiers thought they were having a nightmare. Dark Bus had been baffled that his curse magic didn’t work. Now he belatedly noticed Grid’s identity.


  ‘Resisting curses, that blue greatsword and the golden blades…! Yes! He’s the one Balak told me about!’


  The Fifth Servant of the Yatan Church, Balak. He invaded Bairan along with the Fourth Servant, Neberius, and was defeated. At that time, Balak had said. In Bairan, there is a monster that users a blue greatsword and golden artifact. He killed Malacus and Neberius. He called himself…


  “Templar…”


  No.


  “Overgeared!”


  Why was this person here? He should be in the Eternal Kingdom, so why did he come to the empire to interfere with Dark Bus?


  “Do you intend to waste my three years of hard work?”


  Dark Bus was frustrated. He wondered if God Yatan had abandoned him.
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  ‘He’s evidently from the Rebecca Church!’


  Why did the person with the power to kill two of the Yatan’s Servants appear in front of him now? It was to kill Dark Bus. Grid was the secret weapon of the Rebecca Church. He existed in order to obstruct the tasks of our church.


  Dark Bus misunderstood. It was a reasonable misunderstanding.


  ‘I must kill him here. If we allow him to run free anymore, our church will be in a quandary.’


  Dark Bus continued to cast magic on Grid, who was focusing on fighting with the soldiers. But it wasn’t easy to hit him. It was difficult to find a gap due to Grid’s proper use of the terrain, and the golden blades responded quickly to repeatedly block the magic.


  ‘Shit… He’s someone who defeated Neberius, and I can’t raise my attack power.’


  Dark Bus specialized in curse magic, but his attack magic was weak. He was the best at making a plot and directing the stage, but his combat power was the weakest among the Yatan Servants.


  ‘Why curse magic…!?’


  The fundamental problem was that Grid was fully resistant to curses. Dark Bus couldn’t exert any power against him. It was really the worst situation. Dark Bus wondered about what to do and quickly recalled something.


  ‘Asmophel!’


  Asmophel was the next greatest swordsman after Piaro. He lost his skills over the past years, but he was still stronger than a regular knight.


  ‘He has recently recovered from the wound given by Piaro… In the past few years, he has been constantly taking God Yatan’s essence.’


  If Dark Bus strengthened him with magic power, the strongest monster would be born.


  ‘Overgeared! This place will be your grave today!’


  Dark Bus shouted with a smile.


  “Come out! Asmophel!”


  Dark Bus was the friendly courier bringing Grid’s quest target to him. He was the popular type.


  ***


  Two soldiers crossed the garden and stabbed at Grid. A notification window popped up in front of Grid while he avoided the attacks.


  [Your demonic power has increased by two.] 


  Demonic power. It was unfortunate stat that allowed him entry to hell if the number increased enough. Every time he killed a user or NPC, this stat increased by one.


  Hell, the name was ominous, so he didn’t want to go there.


  ‘The useless stat keeps on rising.’


  Grid examined the battlefield. There were 61 soldiers remaining. There was also the black magician that was as annoying as a fly. If he killed all of them, his demonic power would rise to 154.


  ‘There is the possibility that reinforcements will arrive.’


  Should he borrow his pet’s hands? Would his demonic power soar if he killed a person with his pet? Randy hadn’t killed anyone when he fought the White Wolf Guild. Randy played a supporting role while Grid massacred them. Therefore, there was no basis for this premise.


  It was worth experimenting. Grid pulled Noe out of the inventory. There was no need to summon Randy to experiment. He didn’t want to distribute his experience between two pets.


  “Jjang! The best demonic beast of hell has emerged! Nyang!”


  Noe wanted to appear nicely and stretched out his limbs. But his limbs were so short that it looked funny rather than nice.


  ‘How come he’s getting cuter?’


  Grid wanted to say. Along with the sound effect… How was this guy a demonic beast from hell? Grid laughed and confirmed Noe’s status window.


  Name: Noe


  Species: Memphis


  Level: 151


  Status: Happy


  (Ohhhh! This gorgeous appearance has emerged! Nyahahat!)


  …


  -Current Skills List-


  [Fluidization] [Soul Ingestion] [Scratch] [Bewitchment]


  …


  Noe acquired the Bewitchment skill when he reached level 150. It was a useful skill that caused the enemy to lose their will to fight. The imperial soldiers might have excellent skills, but they weren’t a match for Noe. Noe could hunt much higher level monsters if he used his skills well. Unless Noe wasn’t alert and allowed attacks, it was a fraudulent existence. 


  Grid defended against the magic coming from the black magician with the pavranium, while ordering Noe at the same time.


  “Go on a rampage.”


  “Nyang!”


  Noe flapped his small wings and flew to a soldier. The soldier tried to shake Noe off, but he was very slippery. He lightly moved to the side and stretched out his short legs. The moment the soldier was struck with the soft pink soles, the soldier witnessed stars revolving around his head.


  ‘It hurts?’


  To the soldier’s astonishment, blood poured down from the wound. The cat followed up with the sharp claws.


  “Nya nya nya nya nyang!”


  Noe wielded his paws at a speed that wasn’t visible. The soldier’s face quickly became bloody.


  “This crazy cat!”


  The soldier struggled to shake Noe off. He waved his sword around. But Noe didn’t stop attacking while evading. Relentless and cruel. He truly was a demonic beast of hell.


  “Ugh.”


  Grid’s face distorted the moment the soldier collapsed.


  [125,600 experience has been acquired. Some experience has been distributed to your pet ‘Noe.’]


  [Your demonic power has increased by one.]


  ‘Shit!’


  It seemed that his demonic power rose even when it was his pet doing the murdering. Therefore, Grid didn’t hesitate. He recalled Noe in order to monopolize the experience, and started the slaughter.


  Grid constantly used the Hooded Zip Up and started wielding two greatswords. The soldiers were unable to cling to Grid’s body due to the moving barrier of golden blades. They died in vain.


  ‘Just a little bit more.’


  Grid’s eyes fixed on the entrance of the mansion after killing three soldiers with the Doppelganger’s Greatsword.


  There. Asmophel was in that mansion. This long journey ended with killing him. The quest reward would increase Piaro’s affinity to the maximum, then…


  ‘Piaro, be my sword.’


  Grid was thrilled with excitement at the thought of gaining a great swordsman as a subordinate.


  Peeng!


  The warlock guarding the entrance of the mansion fired magic again. Grid frowned.


  ‘This bug is annoying.’


  A black magician was very weak.  Based on the level of attack magic used, it seemed like he was only around level 200. But he was a little annoying to Grid. Grid took care of the remaining soldiers and then rushed to the mansion. He was ready to quickly get rid of this black magician and fight against Asmophel.


  ‘Did he hear the disturbance and already run away?’


  The moment Grid was worrying about this…


  “Come out! Asmophel!”


  The sloppy looking black magician shouted and a slender man appeared. The name above his head was clearly Asmophel.


  “…What?”


  His target was coming to him? Grid was surprised by the unexpected development and the black magician shouted.


  “Your rampage ends here! You will receive divine punishment…!”


  Dark Bus couldn’t finish his cry. It was because Grid’s Failure had already hit his neck. 


  “…!”


  Dark Bus fell with a moaning sound that was similar to the wind blowing. The Doppelganger’s Greatsword was embedded deep into his heart.


  “You…!”


  The incensed Dark Bus jumped up. He had the weakest combat power of the Yatan Servants. However, he was a named boss so his health was in the millions. He wouldn’t die from these two strikes.


  Grid questioned.


  ‘Why hasn’t he died yet?’


  Grid didn’t know Dark Bus’ identity. He just thought the opponent was a simple black magician. He assumed that one or two blows would kill Dark Bus. However, he had unexpectedly high health. Therefore, Grid used his insight and confirmed Dark Bus’ attack power.


  ‘20,000.’


  It was the combat power of a field boss. Then why was he so weak?


  ‘Anyway, I think he is the mid-boss of this quest.’


  Grid determined and pulled out Failure and the Doppelganger’s Greatsword. Blood sprang out from both of Dark Bus’ injuries. Failure and the Doppelganger’s Greatsword rose above his head before once again descending.


  Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Pinnacle. It exerted tremendous power.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Deep wounds were carved on both of Dark Bus’ shoulders. Dark Bus couldn’t understand it at all.


  ‘Mana Shield is useless!’


  The opponent was stronger than imagined. If this continued, he would die. It wasn’t good to face Grid from the front. Dark Bus hid behind Asmophel. Then he tried to command the brainwashed Asmosphel who was standing around like a doll. But Grid’s actions were faster.


  “Wave.”


  The shockwaves aimed at Dark Bus.  He was filled with pain as his neck was struck.


  Puok!


  [Critical!]


  [Failure’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘Bisect’ to be generated.]


  [Failure’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  Flop.


  Dark Bus lost his head and collapsed. It was truly the last attack.


  “Why is a magician so durable… Huh?”


  Grid clicked his tongue at the persistent health. Then notification windows flashed in front of Grid.


  [You have defeated the Seventh Servant Dark Bus, who spread chaos through the world!]


  [You have saved the Saharan Empire from a crisis by interfering with the conspiracy of the Yatan Church.] 


  [Reputation throughout the continent will rise by +3.000.]


  [You currently have 28,110 reputation throughout the continent. You can use the Reputation Store when your reputation reaches over 30,000.] 


  [The title ‘Secret Hero’ has been obtained.]


  [The title ‘Yatan Servant’s Slaughterer’ has been obtained.]


  [Three Blessed Weapon Enhancement Stones have been acquired.]


  [Seven Blessed Armour Enhancement Stones have been acquired.]


  [Three deluxe magic stones has been acquired.]


  [Dark Bus’ Earrings have been acquired.]


  [Dark Bus’ Ring has been acquired.]


  [88,052,440 experience has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  “…?”


  Grid was stunned. A Yatan Servant? This weak guy?


  Asmophel was liberated from the brainwashing and approached Grid, who was staring blankly at Dark Bus’ corpse.


  “The hero who punished the wicked Yatan Servant. My savior… Can you listen to my unfair story?”


  [’The True Traitor of the Red Knights (SS)’ quest has been changed to the ‘Hidden Story (Hidden)’ quest.]


  What was this situation?


  “???”


  The question marks in Grid’s head didn’t disappear. Asmosphel spoke as Grid made a stupid expression.


  “One day, Empress Marie came to me.”


  It was a long story. Asmophel explained in detail how Marie approached him and sowed discord with Piaro. The Yatan Essence. A single drop of it could extremely weaken the human mind and cause the body’s mana to become chaotic.


  He talked about the process of being brainwashed by Dark Bus and becoming a perfect puppet. Asmophel was trembling and crying when talking about being used, and eventually ruining Piaro and his colleagues.


  “Someday… If the day comes when you meet a man called Piaro, please tell him this. I’m sorry. I’m really sorry.”


  Asmophel pulled out his sword and pointed it at his own neck. He moved the sword without any hesitation. Asmophel’s sword touched his neck. He intended to atone for his atrocities with death.


  But he couldn’t die. Grid stopped him before the sword could deeply pierce his neck. Grid reached out to him.


  “Don’t leave it to others and apologize directly.”


  The first condition of the hidden quest that Grid obtained was the reunion of Piaro and Asmophel. The people who were praised as the pillars of the empire in the past were about to be reborn as Reidan’s pillars.




  Chapter 259


  The day before the seven guilds invaded Reidan.


  Pon and Regas travelled through the desert and discovered a dungeon entrance that reminded them of an ant hill.


  “This dungeon isn’t marked on the map, is it?” Regas asked.


  Pon checked the map and nodded. Then Regas immediately entered the dungeon. There was no time to stop him. It was a really remarkable performance. Pon followed after Regas. 


  10 seconds after they entered the dungeon. The entrance to the dungeon disappeared into the desert.


  “Wow.”


  “This…”


  Pon and Regas were surprised after entering the dungeon, and then a series of notification windows appeared in front of them.


  [You have entered the Vampire’s Underground City (13).]


  [Benefits will be given to the first dungeon finders! The gold and item drop rate in the dungeon will increase by 8%! This benefit will last for 10 days and will disappear when you die.]


  It was regrettable that the experience rate didn’t increase, but it was still good. But the rest was the problem.


  [The entrance of the dungeon is blocked. Contact with the outside world will be blocked.]


  [You can’t escape the dungeon until you have died or kill the dungeon boss.]


  It was an unusual type of dungeon. The most powerful duo in Overgeared were tasked with ‘collecting information about the western dungeons and finding the ideal hunting ground.’ This was the moment that they fell into a desperate crisis.


  “We’re trapped…”


  Pon was well aware of vampires. They were a top-ranking combat species that possessed attack cancelling skills and enchanting skills. They were especially strong in dark places. The entry of light was completely blocked and they were trapped in a city of vampires…


  ‘We will die.’


  As Pon was feeling frustrated, Regas looked at the dungeon unfolding before him with bright eyes.


  “Isn’t it unbelievably amazing here?”


  High buildings and pointed spires. Gothic buildings reminiscent of Notre Dame Cathedral and Cologne Cathedral were scattered throughout the dark dungeon. The spectacular and dreary scenery overwhelmed the onlookers, but Regas was pleased about finding a new dungeon.


  “We should hunt before the buff ends.”


  “…”


  Anyone would be afraid of the death penalty. In particular, it was more severe for rankers. But Regas wasn’t afraid of death. He might be 12th on the unified rankings, but he enjoyed the challenge.


  ‘In any case, this is fun.’


  Regas smiled at the sight.


  Pon smiled and moved.


  “Let’s go.”


  They had to fight anyway, so they should do it thoroughly. It would be ideal if they killed all the vampires and boss before the buff ended.


  Pon and Regas moved in secret. It was the start of an epic struggle.


  ***


  Jude. He was Grid’s knight and served at the captain of the security forces in Reidan. He would stop any harm from happening to Duke Grid’s city.


  This was Jude’s perspective.


  “Captain, get some rest now.”


  “I don’t want to.”


  There was no rest for Jude. He always tried to maintain Reidan’s safety, except for when he slept. He even ate when he was patrolling.


  ‘Captain is admirable.’


  ‘I have to work harder!’


  Jude chewing dry bread while patrolling became a model for the soldiers. The soldiers of Reidan became more diligent every day. They endured the harsh training and their growth speed was very fast. They were basically overgeared soldiers, so it was only a matter of time before they were reborn as elites.


  “Today. Reidan. Safe.”


  Jude didn’t know.


  One night a week ago. Hundreds of people had tried to invade Reidan while he was sleeping. He never knew that they were repelled by only four farmers. Was it because he was an idiot with only 20 intelligence?


  No. This was Lauel’s intent. Lauel didn’t announce the Reidan invasion so that the people weren’t disturbed. It was easy to cover up.  It was night time and the enemies could only reach the wheat fields outside the walls. They even retreated quickly. Only a few people knew about what happened that night. It was sad, but Jude wasn’t included in this minority.


  “Jude. Today. Strong.”


  Today, Reidan was peaceful. The people believed it was due to Jude’s merits.


  “Captain Jude! Please work hard today!”


  “Thank you!”


  Jude was proud every time people greeted him. He worked harder as he patrolled. Everything was for Duke Grid.


  ***


  [The hidden quest ‘Fun and Enjoyable Training!’ has been completed.]


  As soon as the notification window popped up, Kraugel put down the farming equipment that he had been holding for a month.


  ‘The end.’


  It was disappointing. He was glad to be able to leave on new adventures, but he was sorry to say goodbye to Reidan.  In hindsight, this was the first time he’d stayed in one place for so long.


  ‘I’ll miss it.’


  He looked over the vast wheat fields. The fun and precious memories from the last month, which couldn’t be forgotten, were engraved on his mind.


  “I’m leaving.”


  He approached an impressive middle-aged man with a commanding presence and deep gaze. The fact that he wasn’t a simple person could be seen from his eyes.


  Piaro. The first ranked Kraugel couldn’t win against him in the end. Kraugel smiled gently and bowed deeply to him.


  “Thank you for everything.”


  It was the luck of a lifetime that he met Piaro. Thanks to working tirelessly in the field and sparring with Piaro, Kraugel could finally cross the wall. Sword Saint 4th Stage. There was one more step until he became a sword saint.


  “You should come back here often. You’re always welcome.”


  Piaro reached out his hand. It was a dirty hand covered with calluses. Kraugel could see a little bit of the road that Piaro had been walking in the meantime. Kraugel grabbed the hand politely.


  “Yes, Brother.”


  Then when he next came to visit…


  ‘I will be the best.’


  Kraugel had been greatly disappointed when Piaro became a farmer. He thought that Piaro gave up the road to being a sword saint. But that wasn’t it. He realized it when they were together. Piaro didn’t give up. He chose a more suitable path for himself.


  The class wasn’t important. It was important that he was a legend. Currently, Piaro succeeded in combining farming equipment with swordsmanship, and Sword Saint Muller couldn’t even be compared. Piaro had become the strongest man. In order to compete with him…


  ‘I also have to become a legend.’


  Sword saint. It didn’t matter how long it would take, Kraugel was determined to achieve it. He wanted to become equal to Piaro and face him.


  ***


  ‘I have noticed.’


  A man wearing a straw hat was saying goodbye to Piaro. He didn’t take off his hat to the end. Faker followed him and as soon as he left Reidan, he used White Light Steps.


  ‘It truly is him…’


  Faker was convinced after seeing the white light.


  ‘The sky above the sky.’


  The peak of two billion users, Kraugel. It wouldn’t be hard for him to throw Faker off his scent. A faint smile broke out on Faker’s face. Kraugel had a relationship with Reidan and might become a positive influence on Grid later on.


  ***


  [The hidden quest ‘Fun and Enjoyable Training!’ has been completed.]


  It was eight days after Kraugel left. Damian also finished the quest.


  “Good!”


  Damian confirmed his ascending stats and skill level from the quest reward and was filled with joy. It was unbelievable compensation for such a short period of time. Damian achieved a dramatic growth compared to three weeks ago.


  “It would’ve been nice to share this joy with Rin-chan.”


  Damian felt regret. He turned his attention to the horizon beyond the wheat field.


  ‘Now I just have to wait for Grid.’


  Today was the day that Grid was scheduled to return. Damian was filled with expectations.


  ‘If Grid could seal Lifael’s Spear…’


  Isabel-chan could be saved. On the other hand, he was worried.


  ‘What if Grid refuses my request?’


  The Grid that Damian knew was a very greedy person. He couldn’t imagine that such a person would help others out of simple goodwill.


  ‘Lauel says I should have faith, but…’


  He had to prepare for the worst. Damian started to prepare the treasures to be given to Grid. He disposed of all items except for his main equipment, and even changed his savings to gold.


  ‘I’m willing to sell my house…’


  Damian firmed up his heart.


  And that night.


  Grid finally returned. Asmophel was with him.


  “Have you been well?”


  Grid returned after five weeks and was now level 295. He grew even more after a long journey, making the Overgeared members overwhelmed. In particular, Lauel was feeling a thrill.


  ‘G-Great!’


  The eyes that shone with a red light! It was completely to Lauel’s taste. Grid scratched his head as he looked at the people around him. His eyes were tinged with affection.


  “What happened?”


  Damian shook his head from where he was standing behind the Overgeared members and looked at Grid. 


  ‘What’s this? He doesn’t know that his city was invaded?’


  The invasion of Reidan by the seven guilds was a global issue. Even people who didn’t play Satisfy a lot were aware of this incident thanks to the news. Therefore, it was surprising that the person involved, Grid, wasn’t aware of it.


  Lauel laughed. “Were you so busy with the quest that you didn’t watch TV?”


  “Yes. I’m so busy playing the game that I reduced my sleeping time.”


  This quest was annoying in many ways. It was a long distance to Titan and Asmophel’s mansion was hard to find. It was due to the wards installed by Dark Bus. Grid trembled as he recalled the day he saw Titan, the biggest city on the continent, much bigger than Reidan. He was lucky that the last boss was weak. If the opponent had been strong, he would’ve started crying.


  ‘I had a hard time but it was worth it. The reward was good and most of all, it was linked with a hidden quest.’


  Grid wanted to finish this quest by reuniting Piaro and Asmophel as soon as possible. Then he would logout, wash, and go to sleep. He also missed his mother’s meals. He hadn’t seen the faces of his family for several days.


  “But why are you talking about the TV? What happened?”


  “Just something trivial… You can check it slowly later on.”


  “I have something separate to do. Where’s Piaro’s house?”


  Grid questioned and Lauel and the Overgeared members guided him. Damian noticed that it wasn’t his turn yet and followed them silently.




  Chapter 260


  “This is the place.”


  “What?”


  Grid didn’t know exactly what type of treatment Piaro was receiving. He vaguely thought that Piaro would be well respected and comfortable because he was so talented. But it turned out he was mistaken.


  ‘I never thought he would live in a place like this.’


  [Farmer’s House]


  A large-scale accommodation where widowers or single farmers lived together.


  A great swordsman was staying in a shabby place like this? Grid was baffled.


  “Isn’t Reidan wide? Why is it so hard to give him a house?”


  A great swordsman who was soon to become a sword saint. Wasn’t he a good mentor to everyone? Lauel explained to Grid, who was looking at them with rebuke in his eyes. “Piaro himself didn’t want to stay anywhere else. He said that he doesn’t deserve to live a comfortable life.”


  Grid’s expression became dark.


  ‘It’s because of guilt.’


  He felt guilty for the family members and colleagues who died because he was falsely accused. Maybe Piaro hadn’t slept well for a single day in the last few years.


  ‘On the surface, he acts brightly.’


  Recently, Grid thought Piaro had overcome most of the wounds in his heart, but that was a misunderstanding.


  “Duke Grid came…”


  “That’s okay.” Grid restrained Lauel from shouting loudly and asked Asmophel. “Are you ready?”


  Asmophel, who had been silent since arriving in Reidan, opened his mouth for the first time. “I have been prepared to die for a long time.”


  “Don’t talk about dying so easily.”


  The reward of the hidden quest ‘Hidden Story’ was that Asmophel’s affinity would rise to the maximum along with Piaro. Grid hoped that the named NPC, Asmophel, wouldn’t die. But the problem was that his survival depended on Piaro, not Grid.


  ‘I am shaking.’


  Grid took a deep breath and entered the house. Among the farmers who were exhausted by deep labor, the mediating Piaro was sitting alone. The moment that Piaro’s eyes opened and made contact with him, Grid instinctively realized.


  ‘He has become stronger.’


  Piaro was originally strong. However, Grid fought against Piaro and was confident of winning. Their skill with the sword might be different, but Grid believed he could defeat Piaro if he summoned Noe and Randy.


  But he was wrong. Grid’s high insight warned that Piaro was a monster that couldn’t be predicted. He was completely different from five years ago.


  ‘It’s more than Hell Gao’s presence…’


  Surely he didn’t achieve the status of sword saint while Grid was gone?


  Duguen! Duguen! Duguen!


  Grid’s heart started to thump wildly. He imagined Piaro becoming a sword saint and his excitement heightened.


  “You have become stronger, Duke Grid.”


  Piaro stood up and faced Grid. His eyes gazed deeply into Grid.


  ‘I want to fight.’


  Grid wanted to test his skills against the current Piaro. Grid was filled with an extreme fighting spirit. But now wasn’t the time. The quest came first.


  “Did you kill Asmophel?”


  Piaro’s eyes filled with deep emotions. It was a glimpse of his hatred towards Asmophel.


  Grid replied.


  “I didn’t kill him.”


  “You didn’t?” He wasn’t that weak, was he? “What does this mean?”


  Piaro made a confused expression and Grid pointed to the doorway.


  “I brought him to see you.”


  “What?”


  The culprit of everything! If that guy came here, Piaro would tear off his limbs and grind up his bones! Piaro rushed out of the room right away. His face looked like a scary demon as he saw his enemy. Damian and all of the Overgeared members, except for Grid, were overpowered by his pressure.


  “Asmophel!”


  “…Piaro.”


  A street where darkness descended. The two friends who hadn’t reunited in three years, the distance between them was quickly narrowed down.


  Kwack!


  Piaro’s hand grabbed Asmophel’s neck. Asmophel’s pale face twisted. But it wasn’t due to physical pain. It was because all his emotions burst out when he saw Piaro and he wanted to cry. Piaro, who had pulled out his sword, paused when he saw Asmophel’s face.


  “You..! Why is a shameful person like you shedding tears?”


  “I’m…sorry…”


  Despite his constricted neck, Asmophel succeeded in spitting out the words that he had cried many times over the years. At that moment, Piaro’s heart thumped. He sensed something.. Maybe the atrocities committed by Asmophel were against his will.


  However, that wasn’t an important issue right now. No matter the hidden story, Asmophel’s sin couldn’t be rationalized.


  “You!”


  Piaro shook off his curiosity and tightened his grip around Asmophel’s neck. Asmophel didn’t resist at all. He just repeated his apologies while being suffocated. He had long been determined to atone with his death.


  ‘Kill me. Brutally tear me apart, burn my body and drop my filthy soul into hell. It doesn’t matter as long as your grudge is resolved.’


  Piaro read Asmophel’s heart through his eyes. He had been friends with Asmophel for 25 years. This meant that Piaro could read his mind through his eyes. That’s why the sense of betrayal was more prevalent.


  “This awful bastard!”


  The sword flew towards Asmophel’s neck. Grid saw this and turned his head away.


  ‘I failed to get Asmophel.’


  Asmophel would die like this.  Unfortunately, it wasn’t a situation he could intervene in. Grid judged this and was about to retreat.


  “Shit!” Piaro cursed. Grid turned his head again to see that the sword was stopped underneath Asmophel’s jaws. “Dammit!”


  Piaro threw Asmophel away. Then he sat down. His noble friend, Asmophel. A great man and friend until the day of betrayal. Piaro was the person who knew him better than anyone.


  “Let me hear your story.”


  He wasn’t about to forgive Asmophel. He had just been curious since a long time ago. Why their relationship ended in such a catastrophic manner, Piaro wanted to know it.


  “…”


  Asmophel didn’t say anything. He knew there was no excuse for what he did. Piaro roughly grabbed his collar. “Say something!”


  He had lost everything. Ironically, the only friend left was this enemy. He was sorry to his dead family and colleagues, but he wanted to hear the story. Asmophel read Piaro’s feelings and painfully managed to open his mouth. He spoke the truth that he had buried in his heart for as long as he could.


  “…”


  Piaro’s murderous expression became distressed as he heard the story. The biggest victim of this story was Asmophel. Asmophel didn’t try to justify himself. He described himself as weak and the worst trash. But it wasn’t a position accepted by the listeners at all.


  “…”


  Asmophel tried to speak as calmly as possible. He constantly listed why he should die. He kept emphasizing his sins. However, Piaro’s hatred towards Asmophel lessened.


  “Dammit!”


  He slammed his fist into the ground after losing the target of his anger. Tears flowed down from Piaro’s eyes. He was confused after knowing the whole truth. Piaro couldn’t kill Asmophel. But it was right to kill Asmophel in order to appease the souls of Piaro’s family and colleagues.


  As he was wondering what to do, Grid approached him. “I know that it is hard to forgive. However, now that you have learned the truth, isn’t it foolish to kill him?”


  “…”


  “Isn’t there a separate target for revenge?”


  Empress Marie. The woman who took away the happiness of countless people due to her greed.


  “Kill her.”


  Grid said bluntly. Lauel had a headache.


  ‘Couldn’t you phrase it in a nicer way?’ 


  ‘Become my person. Increase my strength with your abilities and become a weapon against the empress. I will be your sword and strike down your true enemy’ etc etc.


  Weren’t they great lines? As Lauel was filled with regret, Piaro was forgiving Asmophel.


  “I can no longer resent you after finding out that you were used in Marie’s wicked schemes.”


  Asmophel wept. He could only repeat his apologies. It was the end Grid wanted. He smiled as he watched them.


  [The hidden quest ‘Hidden Story’ has been completed.]


  [The relationship between Piaro and Asmophel has improved.]


  [The affinity with the two people has risen to the maximum.]


  [If you recruit Piaro, there will be a 20% increase in the effect of the barracks and a 100% increase in the chance of getting a good harvest. In addition, you can create a ‘knights division.’]


  [If you recruit Asmophel, the effect of the techniques research institutes will increase by 20%. In addition, you can create a ‘knights division.’]


  [Knights Division]


  You can have a group of knights.


  The buff effect will depend on the person appointed as the captain.


  [Barracks Effect]


  Affects the training speed of the soldiers. 


  The soldiers will gain new tactics as their level and abilities increase, and the number of weapons that can be used will increase as well.


  [Techniques Research Institute Effect]


  Affects the speed at which soldiers and people gain skill experience. 


  The higher the skill level, the greater the variety of skills available to soldiers and also increases the power of the skill. 


  The reward of the hidden quest was more than Grid imagined.


  ‘Amazing.’


  It was a big hit.  This was an exorbitant level that couldn’t be easily expressed. Grid felt like he owned the world. He clenched his fists tightly as he felt a thrill.


  ‘Then…’ 


  Now he had a question.


  ‘What is the 100% increase in the chance of a good harvest?’


  What relationship did that have with a sword saint? Grid was puzzled until he suddenly recalled the notification window that appeared when he was in Titan.


  [A legendary farmer has been born!]


  ‘Perhaps…’ No. It couldn’t be. ‘It can’t be.’


  He tried to shake off his sinister imagination.
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  Piaro was a legendary farmer? How absurd. No, this was almost the level of paranoia. It was a development that wouldn’t be found even in third-rate web novels all over the world.


  ‘Piaro dreamed of being a sword saint, so why would he be a farmer?’


  The reason that Piaro increased the chances of a good harvest was…


  ‘He probably learned a technique while farming as a hobby.’


  It was a reasonable guess. Piaro was a very versatile person, so it wasn’t impossible.


  ‘I just had an absurd delusion.’


  He was afraid that Jude was laughing at him. Grid smiled before regaining his calm. Then he looked at Piaro and Asmophel. They needed time alone.


  “Let’s leave here.”


  Grid said and the Overgeared members followed him. Damian was with them. Piaro and Asmophel started to have a long conversation once they were left alone.


  On this day, both of them vowed. Duke Grid who relieved their misunderstanding and helped them see the true object of their revenge.  They pledged eternal loyalty to the one who saved them from hell.


  ***


  The road to the castle. The stunning landscape of the significantly developed Reidan captured Grid’s attention.


  ‘It’s definitely more than the old Reidan now.’


  But it was far less than Winston.  The size was more than twice the sum of those two cities, but the overall facilities were less.  The problem was that the population was small from the beginning.  The best administrator, Rabbit, was active, but the speed of development was slow because there was no manpower.


  “Lauel, are there plans to deal with the population crisis?”


  “As you did before, we plan to secure and migrate the minorities that are being persecuted everywhere in the empire.”


  Just like the case with the Ul Clan. But there was a clear limit to this method. The Overgeared members would suffer too much. In addition, it was unlikely that the empire would keep allowing it.


  “Is there a natural way to increase the population?”


  “That…”


  Grid didn’t know it yet, but Reidan became famous thanks to the invasion of the seven guilds. Many people were showing interest in Reidan. Lauel was sure that at this moment, many users would be trying to move to Reidan. But the problem was that the barrier of entry was too high. It was unknown how many of them would reach Reidan.


  “You shouldn’t think too hastily. First, complete the mine development and connect the roads. Then the deployment of troops will be easier and the number of monsters will gradually decrease… We can only wait until then.”


  “What is the speed of progress for the mine development?”


  “There aren’t enough skilled workers. In particular, securing miners is difficult. It seems like it will take more time than planned.”


  “Miners…”


  It would be ideal if Minor acted as a miner, but the search for pavranium came first. Right now, it was too early to stick Minor in the mines.


  ‘I shouldn’t worry too much. By the way, why hasn’t there been news from Minor?’


  Minor was on a mission to find all the labyrinths in the west. Grid was worried that he had run across monsters and was in a crisis. No, that clever boy wouldn’t be caught so easily.


  ‘I shouldn’t worry.’


  Grid changed topics. “Then Lauel, do other guilds already have a knights division?”


  “Knights division? I don’t think there would be a lot? If the guild creates a specific organization and call it a knights division, then it will become a knights division. Well, it’s easy to mass produce.”


  It seemed he didn’t know there was a separate system called a knights division.


  ‘Then I am the first master of a true knights division?’


  It was probably the case. It wasn’t easy to obtain named NPCs.


  ‘The first knights division…’


  In Satisfy, the meaning of ‘first’ was very big. It was an achievement that would often give special benefits.


  ‘What benefits will I receive?’


  Grid’s heart started to become restless again. But this wasn’t a problem. In order to prevent the suffering and frustration that he felt in the past, he always maintained the proper tension.


  “I’m glad you have returned safely.”


  “Duke Grid! Welcome!”


  The entrance of the castle. Grid was greeted by Administrator Rabbit and Jude, who had been informed of his arrival in advance. Grid observed them with the Great Lord’s Sword and smiled.


  ‘They have also developed.’


  Rabbit had gained a lot of intelligence and political power, while Jude had gained a lot of strength and stamina. It showed how faithfully they had taken on their roles.


  “You went through many hardships while I was gone.”


  Grid patted their shoulders. Administrator Rabbit bowed humbly, while the pleased Jude snorted like a bull. They accompanied Grid into the castle. The 1,000 nervous soldiers saluted in unison.


  “Kingdom’s hero! Reidan’s sun! We greet the great Duke Grid!”


  “Attention!”


  The shouts shook the castle. Grid observed them as he walked past. 


  ‘They aren’t inferior when compared with the empire’s soldiers.’


  It was a tremendous growth rate. It was evidence that Jude’s ignorant training method was having a great effect. It was the power of the ‘I have no Idea (SS)’ skill. He had no thoughts. Jude’s ability to raise the soldiers made Grid smile.


  The eyes of a man closely watching him shone. It was Damian.


  ‘This is the time!’


  Since Grid arrived in Reidan. Damian had been waiting for the right timing to say hello and he finally grabbed the chance. Grid seemed to be in a good mood right now!


  “Grid! It has been a long time!”


  Damian went forward and greeted him. He was nervous, but tried not to show it to Grid. He went down on one knee and bowed.


  Grid asked, “Who are you?”


  “Heok.” It was an unexpected response. “Y-You don’t remember me?”


  Damian felt like crying. Grid looked at the disappointed person in front of him. From Grid’s standpoint, Damian was nothing more than an extra in the pope raid. It was also a long time ago.


  Damian reminded himself of this and formally introduced himself. “I am Damian, a paladin of the Rebecca Church and the Goddess’ Agent. Around one year and two months ago in Satisfy time, I buffed Grid while you raided Pope Drevigo.”


  “Ah.”


  Now Grid remembered Damian. The otaku paladin.  He hadn’t known it at the time, but looking back now, Damian’s buffing ability was remarkable.


  “I remember. Then why are you here?”


  Did he perhaps want to join the Overgeared Guild? Grid was filled with big expectations when Damian suddenly cried out.


  “Please save Isabel-chan!”


  “Isabel?”


  Who was that again?


  ‘Ah, I remember.’  One of Rebecca’s Daughters. She had blonde hair and used an exceptional spear. ‘Did something happen to her?’


  No, why was this person asking for help from Grid?


  ‘Ah right.’


  A chill went down Grid’s spine. He remembered what he did.


  ‘Lifael’s Spear.’


  It was a special weapon for Rebecca’s Daughters that Pagma had sealed. He had released the seal. Then he neglected to return.


  ‘Dammit.’


  Isabel was dying because of him. Grid became uncomfortable as he identified the situation. He felt guilty about putting someone’s life at risk, and he was also worried that Damian would claim compensation for the damages.


  ‘I have no money.’


  Damian begged the nervous Grid again. “I will give you all my assets! So please… Please save Isabel-chan!”


  “Eh?”


  Grid through Damian would claim compensation for damages, but he was actually rewarding Grid? And it was money?


  ‘A pushover?’


  At that time, Lauel sent a whisper to Grid.


  –Damian is a pope candidate. How about helping him? If he becomes a pope, Reidan will be able to form a friendship with the mighty forces of the Rebecca Church. The profit from it can’t be converted into money.


  ‘Pope candidate…’


  In fact, Grid intended to help Damian from the beginning. More than anything else, he felt sorry towards Isabel. In addition…


  ‘Lifael’s Spear.’


  A divine item.  It was a great opportunity to observe it in detail.


  ‘Finally.’


  It would be possible to create divine items. A weapon above Failure. No, maybe an item that exceeded Pagma’s works would be born. A smile appeared on Grid’s face.


  “How much?”


  “Huh?”


  Damian panicked at Grid’s sudden question. Grid explained to the bewildered Damian. “How much will you give me in return for sealing Lifael’s Spear? How much?”


  Grid had to take everything he could. This wasn’t a shameless greed. It was foolish to miss the opportunity to obtain something, unless he was a pushover.


  ‘I have already been a pushover in the past.’


  Damian said carefully, “I have currently prepared 530,000 gold…”


  It was the amount he prepared as a deposit.


  “Hrmm.”


  How much was that in Korean money?


  ‘636 million won…’


  Grid calculated it in his head. Damian felt anxious when Grid showed no reaction and hurriedly said.


  “I-If I dispose of my mansion, I can get an additional 1.2 million gold!”


  “Mansion?”


  “Yes! It is a small mansion where I live in Tokyo, Japan!”


  ‘He will sell his house in reality just for an NPC?’


  In the past, Grid would’ve laughed at Damian. But not anymore. Irene, Khan, Piaro. Grid experienced the love of NPCs so he felt more affinity towards Damian.


  ‘He isn’t a bad person.’


  He was a pushover. That wasn’t all. Damian was a pope candidate. The possibility that Damian could become a pope should be kept in mind.


  ‘I have to think about future relationship rather than be greedy for money now.’


  If he did this favor for Damian, it would be a great help to Grid in the future.


  “I will accept just 530,000 gold.”


  “Heok?”


  Damian was well aware of what a greedy person Grid was. He was completely determined to save Isabel-chan and had been expecting to spend a huge amount of money. He was even prepared to sell his organs if he had to. But it was a misunderstanding. Grid wasn’t that evil. Rather, he was a generous person.


  “Thank you! I really appreciate it!”


  Grid was willing to help him! Damian was so thrilled that he started crying. Grid, who was willing to spare Isabel-chan from suffering pain, looked like an angel to Damian in this moment. On the other hand, Grid was excited.


  ‘This is an opportunity to observe a divine weapon.’


  He felt like he found a bundle of money on the way to picking up his lottery winnings.
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  After accepting Damian’s request, Grid received administrative reports from Rabbit and the Overgeared Guild. It couldn’t be helped. It was the least he had to do as the lord. As a result, one hour passed.


  ‘I’m tired.’


  The fatigue accumulated over his five week quest was too high. The problem was the lack of sleep.


  “Grid, are you departing for the Vatican?”


  Outside the meeting room. Damian came up to him and asked. His eyes shone brightly and Grid waved his hands at him.


  “I have to rest first. I will contact you later, so head to the Vatican first.”


  “Yep.”


  Frankly, Damian wanted Grid to go to the Vatican right now. His heart hurt when he thought of Isabel, who was suffering at this moment. But he couldn’t rush Grid and obediently stepped back. He had been waiting a few months, so couldn’t he wait a day or two?


  He bowed politely to Grid who logged out. Then Grid headed straight to bed.


  ***


  Since the National Competition.


  10 months of Satisfy time had passed and Yura had dedicated herself to only one quest. 


  [Path of Penance]


  Difficulty Level: SS


  Meet the First Servant unharmed.


  Quest Clear Rewards: ???


  It was a quest that didn’t give her any clues. During the quest, Yura had to face countless adversities. She had experienced frustration several times. But she didn’t give up. If she was a person to give up easily, then she wouldn’t have become 5th in the unified rankings. Her tenacity and obsession exceeded the category of ordinary people.


  ‘I finally found it.’


  The dirt and blood didn’t cause Yura’s beauty to fade. She was still beautiful at the end of the long struggle, when she finally reached her destination. It was hard to find one flaw with her beautiful white skin and ebony hair.


  Step step.


  Deep in the cave. Yura climbed onto the altar in the middle of the cave. There was a pure white flame on the altar.


  [Lovely child, you have reached this place with your weak human body.]


  Was this the voice of an angel? A very sweet and beautiful voice came from the flame. Yura’s eyes trembled. Her long eyelashes quivered.


  ‘My guess was right.’


  Everything about Yatan’s First Servant was veiled. He wasn’t a human. The evidence? The white flame in front of her. The identity of this flame was the soul of a demon.


  [You are entitled to receive my, Amoract’s, power.]


  The demon of conflict, Amoract. One of the 33 great demons was Yatan’s First Servant.


  Demon, demonic views, religion founded by a demon. That was the Yatan Church. There were many hints.


  The aim of the Yatan Church was to bring the 33 great demons to the earth. Yatan’s servants included the demonkin Balak and others. Legend said that the 33 great demons were creatures of God Yatan.


  Combining all these features, it wasn’t a religion that existed for humans. It was obvious that the Yatan Church was the enemy of humanity.


  [Child, I will give you infinite power.]


  Amoract enticed her.


  [I will help you break away from that weak human body.]


  Then a notification window popped up in front of Yura.


  [The quest ‘Path of Penance (SS)’ has been cleared.]


  [If you accept Amoract’s magic power, you will be changed from human to half demonkin. Demonkin can evolve into demons.]


  [Will you accept Amoract’s magic power?]


  ‘I’m being given a choice?’


  She could choose if she wanted the compensation or not. It was unheard of for the quest to leave it up to the user. What did this suggest? Yura’s brain was activated. Based on the information and experience that she had accumulated over the years, her high intelligence quickly analyzed the situation.


  Yura found the answer.


  “I’ll refuse.”


  Amoract’s soul was shocked. It shook at the unexpected choice.


  [Child, why? Why are you refusing my power?]


  “…”


  [Child, do you intend to betray God Yatan?]


  After becoming a black magician and joining the Yatan Church. Yura had committed many wrongdoings. This was the fate of a black magician. The quests given to black magicians always required causing conflict or harming people.


  Did she feel guilty? It was uncomfortable, but it was a level that she could endure. Satisfy was essentially a game. It was different from reality. She had a clear distinction between good and evil, and she wasn’t evil. Yura just faithfully played her role as a user who chose the path of evil. The result was that she became Yatan’s Servant.


  But now she felt irritated. Was she belatedly feeling guilty? No. There was a reason.


  “Yes, I intend to betray you. If I accept your strength and remain God Yatan’s Servant forever, I will eventually become the enemy of that man.”


  [Man? Who are you talking about?]


  “Grid.” Yura’s clear eyes pierced into Amoract’s soul. “The Yatan Servants’ Slaughterer.”


  [What?]


  Not long ago, Yura received the news that Grid killed Dark Bus, making it a total of three Yatan Servants. It had been a long time since the Yatan Church designed Grid as an enemy. Yura didn’t want to support the Yatan Church anymore. But she couldn’t leave the Yatan Church. It was a foolish act, since she would lose everything she obtained so far.


  Now the situation changed. Why did a choice exist for a SS-grade quest reward? It was easy to guess. If she refused the compensation, she could get a corresponding ‘hidden reward.’


  “Yatan’s Servant, I will quit. In fact, I didn’t like Yatan from the beginning.”


  She just chose a black magician because it seemed interesting. If she knew that she had to unconditionally serve God Yatan, she wouldn’t have become a black magician in the first place.


  [Disgraceful girl!]


  Amoract’s warm and gently voice changed to something terrible. The momentum alone seemed like it could kill Yura. But Yura didn’t shrink back. She was well aware that it wasn’t possible for Amoract to appear on the earth at this time.


  Ttiring.


  [You have refused Amoract’s magic power.]


  [You have been deprived of your position as Yatan’s Servant.]


  [You are expelled from the Yatan Church.]


  [You have lost your black magic power.]


  [The Yatan Church will be forever hostile to you.]


  [The legendary class, Demon Slayer, has been obtained.]


  [Your level has dropped.]


  [You are now level 1.]


  “Oh my.”


  She had expected to get a legendary class. However, she had no idea that she would drop to level one. The list of newly acquired skills appeared in front of the surprised Yura.


  On this day.


  Yura’s name disappeared from the list of rankers. Of course it was a big topic. All types of speculation occurred across the world.


  ***


  He woke up at 4:30 in the morning. He had slept for 13 hours. Youngwoo exited his room with a blank expression, where his parents greeted him.


  “Son! Why is it so hard to see you when we live in the same house?”


  “It has been 10 days.”


  Youngwoo’s parents were farmers who grew crops and sold them at their vegetable store. They went to work early in the morning and came home late at night. On the other hand, Youngwoo spend most of his day in the capsule. In particular, he had been playing for an exceptionally long time during the past 12 days because of the quest. It couldn’t be helped that it was hard for the three people to see each other.


  “I heard Youngwoo’s story on the news a few days ago. I know that you are busy doing big things, but don’t overdo it.”


  “Take care of your health. I’m concerned because you haven’t been exercising recently. If you get sick, we won’t be the only ones who will feel sad.”


  ‘A big deal… The nation…’


  Youngwoo was treated as a hero after raising the status of South Korea in the National Competition. To be honest, he still hadn’t adapted to it. It was too big of a gap from when he was taunted as a game obsessed loser. 


  ‘I have become successful in my field.’


  It felt good. He was very proud of it, especially when he saw how proud his parents were of him. Youngwoo was stretching while listening to their words, when he suddenly wondered.


  “I appeared on the news?”


  “Yes, there was something about how the seven or eight guilds invaded your city?”


  “Huh?”


  “Youngwoo, you and your colleagues repelled them without any damage?”


  “Huh?”


  “Asura? Ashur? Some unbelievably great earl helped you?”


  “Eh?”


  “The experts who appear on TV praise our son every day. Ohoho.”


  “…”


  Youngwoo was confused as soon as he woke up. He couldn’t understand anything the two people were saying.


  ‘Roughly speaking… An alliance of seven guilds tried to invade Reidan and it seems like they were defeated by Earl Ashur.’


  Why didn’t he know about this?


  ‘That Lauel.’


  The ‘little thing’ he talked about was referring to this incident.


  ‘It was trivial.’


  Youngwoo laughed. He was able to guess why the Overgeared Guild didn’t report this incident to him.


  ‘There was no damage, so it wasn’t important.’


  They didn’t want to disturb his quest. Then when he returned from completing the quest, he was too tired to stay connected for long. He could feel that his companions’ thoughts towards him were growing.


  ‘I reap what I sow.’


  In the past, Shin Youngwoo was filled with poison and only concerned about himself. At that time, he was always alone. He didn’t respect anyone. He didn’t care for others. But not anymore. After he succeeded, he could afford to care for others, and as a result, he was respected. Now he could call them ‘friends.’ These were truly happy days.


  “Hasn’t it been a while?”


  He finished eating breakfast with his parents. Then Sehee greeted him as she came out of the bath. Her sister had become prettier in the short time they hadn’t seen each other.


  “You have grown…” Youngwoo said as he looked at her from head to toe, causing Sehee to blush.


  “Where are you looking like a pervert?”


  “Pervert?”


  Why should he be called a pervert when he was just confirming his sister’s growth? Sehee threw a white sweatshirt towards the bewildered Youngwoo.


  “Now that you have some time to relax, shouldn’t you go exercising?”


  “Is that so?”


  In the last 12 days, he hadn’t moved his body except when he was doing some light stretches and push-ups.


  It was frustrating, so Youngwoo was pleased that his sister offered to go running with him. He went out after a long time and ran excitedly. Youngwoo’s body and spirit felt refreshed from the clean air entering his lungs.


  Then they returned home. A man was waiting at their house for Youngwoo..


  “It’s the first time that we’ve met in reality.”


  Peak Mine… No, Peak Sword.
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  “It’s the first time that we’ve met in reality.”


  Youngwoo returned home after jogging with Sehee. Youngwoo encountered a man in his mid-30’s in a nice suit.


  “Peak Sword?”


  He gave off a stronger feeling in the game, but it was definitely Peak Sword. He was a South Korean who always asked foreigners ‘Do you know?’


  “Hahaha! It’s an honor that God Grid recognized me.”


  “It isn’t unusual.”


  In fact, Youngwoo had a close relationship with Peak Sword. A friendship formed after they raided Hell Gao in Cork Island Dungeon together, as well as the Sakura Guild. Youngwoo didn’t feel uncomfortable despite Peak Sword visiting without any notice. Rather, there was a pleasant feeling. But he was confused.


  “I heard you’re usually jogging around this time, so I came to find you in the morning. I was afraid that I wouldn’t be able to meet you, but luckily, I got the timing right.


  Peak Sword extended a card.


  [Korean Patriotic Association]


  President Kang Daehan.


  Kang Daehan. It was Peak Sword’s real name.


  “Korean Patriotic Association? What is that?”


  “Our task is to spread South Korea to the world. For example, if we encounter a foreigner…”


  “I understand.”


  He didn’t want to hear a more detailed explanation. He could guess it was something absurd just from the description.


  “For reference, my sibling’s name is Minguk.” (TL: South Korea pronounced in Korean is Daehan Minguk.)


  Daehan and Minguk. It was clear that Peak Sword’s unique patriotism came from his parents.


  “It’s a cool name.”


  “Right? But my sibling hates the name.”


  “Why?”


  “She’s a girl.”


  “A girl is called Kang Minguk?”


  “Yes.”


  “…I would hate it as well.”


  “Yes, I am the same. But she can’t change her name. If the name of Minguk disappears, the meaning of my name won’t be shown. In the first place, does it make sense to change the names our parents give us?”


  “Indeed.”


  Then…


  ‘Why are we having such a pointless conversation?’


  He was dragged into Peak Sword’s pace. Peak Sword seemed to have a lot of talent as an insurance salesman. Youngwoo raised his awareness and asked.


  “Why did you come to find me?”


  “That…” Peak Sword was about to explain when he suddenly saw Sehee. He greeted Sehee with a heavy 90 degree bow. “It is an honor to meet God Grid’s sister and Saintess Ruby. This brother and sister are truly the treasure of South Korea.”


  Sehee turned red. She was embarrassed by the excessive formality and praise.


  “Oppa, I will enter first. Talk to each other.”


  She hurried into the house while Peak Sword looked after her with a warm expression.


  “She is pretty and polite. My sister Minguk is also pretty.”


  “…”


  “Well, won’t do we go drink coffee and have a talk?”


  Youngwoo was thirsty after jogging so he nodded.


  “Yes.”


  The two men found a nearby cafe.


  ***


  The end of June. Thanks to the university students who had already finished their final exams, the Tomorrow Cafe had a few empty seats.


  Rattle.


  “Welcome.”


  The employee said as the door opened. Some of the guests reflexively gazed towards the entrance and were shocked.


  “Peak Sword?”


  “Wow, it really is Peak Sword.”


  Peak Sword, the other South Korean ranker apart from Yura. He was a top star of Korea.


  Snap snap!


  People started taking photos of Peak Sword with their phones.


  Rattle.


  Another guest entered the cafe after Peak Sword. Youngwoo.


  “G-God Grid!”


  “Wow! Grid! We live in the same neighborhood, but this is the first time I’ve seen him in real life!”


  “Kyaaak! Youngwoo-ssi is so cool!”


  “What is Noe doing?”


  The attention of the people instantly concentrated on Youngwoo. Youngwoo was the trend right now. It was enough to make Peak Sword seem like a third-rate celebrity. Peak Sword watched Youngwoo proudly before giving his order to the employee.


  “Cappu…chino.”


  His voice was shaking. He appeared to be sad. Youngwoo ignored the people and ordered a banana shake. The two people were seated at a table in the corner. Finally, Peak Sword cut to the chase.


  “I want to merge the Silver Knights Guild into the Overgeared Guild.”


  “Huh?”


  “We want to become members of Overgeared.”


  The scale of the Silver Knights Guild was huge. There were more than 200 guild members and they were the owners of Cork Island, famous for their gold mines and sightseeing spots, so they were well funded. It was enough to put their name on the list of top 50 guilds. This great guild wanted to be merged into Overgeared. It didn’t make sense.


  Youngwoo questioned it. “The Silver Knights Guild is enjoying great glory, so why you you want to enter the Overgeared Guild?”


  Peak Sword replied honestly. “Our guild’s growth is up to here. There is nobody in the guild with a unique talent, and Cork Island has a geographical limit as an island. It’s difficult to expand our forces, and we will eventually be left behind.”


  Then they would be culled.


  “In addition, I want to add strength to the team that you are leading, the pride of South Korea. I want to build the strongest guild together and raise the status of South Korea.”


  Peak Sword never dreamed that Youngwoo would refuse the offer. Who would refuse the chance to devour a huge guild? But Youngwoo showed a surprisingly cold reaction. The reason was simple.


  “You seem to have misunderstood something. I didn’t establish Overgeared for my country. The only reason I made Overgeared is so that my colleagues and I can earn money and live better.”


  That’s right. Youngwoo was completely different from Peak Sword. He had an entirely different nature.


  “Increasing South Korea’s status? Don’t even dream of joining my guild if it is for such a reason. The Overgeared members and I don’t care about that. Don’t you know that Overgeared is a multinational guild?”


  Honestly, it was a waste. Youngwoo wanted to close his eyes and swallow up the Silver Knights Guild. However, if he allowed them to join while still thinking this foolishness, it could cause a crack in his guild in the future.


  He had now broadened his view. It was one of the virtues infused in him by Lauel.


  ‘Above all, I like this guy.’


  If he had no affection for Peak Sword, he might’ve merged the guild without hesitation. Then once he took full advantage, he would’ve discarded them. This was also the specialty of Lauel and Rabbit. But Youngwoo liked Peak Sword. He didn’t want their relationship to be broken.


  Peak Sword was embarrassed after reading this.


  “Thank you for speaking honestly. My thoughts were too selfish.”


  “I’m thankful that you understand.”


  A waitress brought over the drinks they ordered. She brought the drinks directly because she wanted to see Youngwoo close up.


  ‘He is okay.’ He had sharp eyes and an impressive physique. It was hard to call him handsome at first sight, but he became more charming the more she looked. ‘He is constructing a 10 billion won building?’


  Her life would be easy if she caught this man. These were the thoughts revolving around the waitress’ head. She tried to get his attention, but Youngwoo wasn’t interested. His lack of experience with popularity was the cause. Youngwoo couldn’t grasp the meaning of the gaze that the female sent him. It might’ve been different if the employee had a D cup.


  Youngwoo drank his banana shake. Peak Sword waited for the waitress to withdraw before speaking again.


  “I still want to merge the Silver Knights Guild into the Overgeared Guild.”


  What? Youngwoo frowned as Peak Sword repeated his words. Peak Sword bowed his head. “I am also a ranker. I want a better environment. I want to belong to the best guild and play in a better environment. It is the same for everyone else in the Silver Knights Guild.”


  Overgeared Guild. The synergy between the legendary blacksmith and top talents was sure to explode, resulting in the strongest force in the future. Peak Sword’s personal greed made him want to join. This decision was solidified after he actually met Youngwoo.  From his point of view, Youngwoo was a good person.


  “More than anything, I want to be with you. I still can’t forget that Hell Gao raid. It was the most enjoyable day of my gaming life.”


  “Hrmm.” Youngwoo remembered the swordsman who mined the fire stones and gave a strange smile. “Are you mining these days?”


  During the Hell Gao raid, Peak Sword awakened to the fun of mining. He felt an addictive pleasure every time he obtained a fire stone.


  “I often enjoy it. When hunting in the dungeon, I will mine while waiting for my health to recover. It’s much better than just sitting down and resting. I have fun, earn money, and my stats go up.”


  “What’s the level of your mining skill?”


  “Beginner level 9. I will master the beginner level soon.”


  “Hoh.”


  Youngwoo thought Peak Sword had some talent when watching him mine the fire stones, but his growth was faster than expected. It would be good to get more miners. 


  “Aren’t there a lot of mines on Cork Island? Miners as well?”


  “Of course. Most of the residents of Cork Island are in the mining business. In addition, there are a few miners in the guild.”


  Youngwoo’s smile widened further.


  “Okay. I will accept the Silver Knights Guild.”


  “Really?”


  Peak Sword’s pleasure couldn’t be described. Youngwoo added a condition. “However, you must promise not to force the other guild members to love South Korea.”


  Youngwoo was also Korean. It was a rotten country in many ways, but he still loved South Korea. However, he didn’t want to force the guild members to feel the same way.


  Peak Sword agreed. “I understand.”


  With this, it was finished. Youngwoo finished the banana shake and rose from his seat.


  “Let’s go. I need to connect to Satisfy and share this guild merger with Lauel.”


  “Yes!”


  Peak Sword cried out jubilantly. Did he abandon his patriotism to join Overgeared? No. Not at all. He knew. Even if he didn’t taken any actions for South Korea, as long as Koreans belonged to the Overgeared Guild, the status of South Korea would naturally increase. There were many benefits to joining Overgeared.


  “Hey.”


  Youngwoo left the cafe with Peak Sword. Peak Sword called out to a foreign couple passing by. He pointed to Youngwoo and asked.


  “Do you know Grid?”


  “…”


  Youngwoo was embarrassed. Peak Sword was paying attention to his actions, but there seemed to be a limit. He was worried that the Overgeared members wouldn’t be able to adapt for a while.


  ‘Well, those parts will be handled by Lauel.’


  It was fortunate that he had Lauel. Youngwoo said goodbye to Peak Sword and went home. Then he entered his capsule.


  “Login.”


  There was a mountain of work to do. After accepting Piaro and Asmophel, he had to create a knights division. After that, he had to observe and seal Lifael’s Spear, acquire the design for a myth rated item, and save Isabel.


  ‘I also need to make more of the Grid set.’


  Youngwoo’s vision darkened as he planned many things.




  Chapter 264


  {Welcome.}


  {You came!}


  {Are you rested?}


  The Overgeared members welcomed Grid when he connected. Grid looked at the guild members list and questioned.


  {Where and what are Pon and Regas doing?}


  They were connected, but their location was marked as ‘unknown.’ This was the first time.


  {They have been like that for a fortnight already. I can’t get in touch with them, so it seems like they’re trapped in an unusual dungeon.}


  {Should we organize a search party?}


  {Search party? Grid, are you worried about those two?}


  {There’s no need to worry about them. Look at their levels. It went up by one in just a fortnight.}


  {I think they found a huge hunting ground}


  {We don’t need to worry about those monsters. It’s a waste of emotions.}


  ‘Really?’ Pon and Regas were level 307. It was two levels higher than Faker. It was a rapid growth, considering there had only been a one level difference between them. ‘Where did they discover such a great hunting ground?’ 


  From level 299, the amount of experience needed to gain one level increased exponentially. But they were level 306 and gained one level in just a fortnight… The stunned Grid recovered his mind. Then he delivered the news.


  {By the way, the Silver Knights Guild will merge into the Overgeared Guild.}


  {The Silver Knights Guild? What about Peak Sword?}


  Currently, the members of Overgeared were rapidly raising their level and causing an upheaval in the rankings. The existing rankers dropped at least 5 spots, 20 if it was severe. They were stolen by the Overgeared members.


  On the other hand, Peak Sword rose in the rankings. 15th on the unified rankings. It was in the absence of the best hunting ground called Reidan. This meant that his level of skill was the same as Pon and Regas.


  The Overgeared members were interested.


  {Hey, Peak Sword will become our companion? Isn’t this encouraging?}


  {Peak Sword is the master of drawing a sword. I watched his war video against the Sakura Guild one year ago.}


  {I also saw that video. Peak Sword was so great at that time. A Sakura Guild member died every time he drew the sword.}


  {Did you see that lump of pride, Yoshimura, run away?}


  ‘…Is Peak Sword that great?’


  Grid liked Peak Sword. He liked and respected Peak Sword’s personality. However, he didn’t acknowledge Peak Sword’s combat ability. At the time of the Hell Gao raid, Peak Sword had just been a miner and wasn’t helpful in combat.


  ‘He helped once when I was in danger.’


  Peak Sword had grabbed Hell Gao’s attention. Thanks to that, Grod could get one fire stone unharmed. That’s it. After that, Peak Sword didn’t play any offensive role.


  ‘Well, at that time, Peak Sword was only a second class.’


  The abilities of a 2nd advancement class couldn’t afford to take on Hell Gao. Now Peak Sword would have a third advancement class and be much stronger than he was in the past.


  {But why is the Silver Knights Guild trying to merge with us?}


  {The Silver Knights Guild rules Cork Island. The scale of their guild is huge and they have tremendous financial power. So why the merger?}


  Grid explained to the puzzled Overgeared members. After listening to the story, the Overgeared members recalled what they knew about Peak Sword and were convinced.


  {Ah, that makes sense if it’s Peak Sword.}


  {It isn’t strange if he builds a religion to Grid.}


  {Lauel, the matter of the guild merger…}


  {Leave it to me.}


  Lauel was very happy. Piaro, Asmopehl, Rabbit, and the Silver Knights Guild… It was amazing that Grid was constantly rallying the best powers. Grid truly was great.


  “They seem to like it.”


  The guild chat window was in a frenzy. Everyone was excited because the Silver Knights Guild would merge with them. 


  The Overgeared Guild was in a difficult situation. The Overgeared Guild had too little manpower. They might be the top rankers, but including Grid, there were only 28 people in the guild. It was hard to include two of them(Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl), as they didn’t play often. In this situation, absorbing the Silver Knights Guild was huge.


  Then Piaro and Asmophel approached Grid.


  “Duke Grid.”


  Piaro. A man who respected Grid but didn’t yield to him. He bowed towards Grid. It was the same for Asmophel.


  “Give us an opportunity to serve you.”


  Finally, the moment had come. Grid smiled widely.


  “It’s my pleasure.”


  The sunshine through the window shone on Grid’s face. It was a bright and dignified face. Piaro recalled the day he first met Grid in Kesan Canyon. Grid had been a dark and depressed young man. He was really ugly. 


  ‘But his potential is excellent.’


  Piaro never realized that Grid would grow to this point.


  ***


  The great hall was wide without any decorations, and it reflected Reidan’s financial condition. In short, it was pitiful. Piaro and Asmophel vowed allegiance to Grid in this place as the Overgeared members watched.


  Grid experienced a new system.


  [You have accepted Piaro as a subordinate. The effect of Reidan’s barracks will increase by 30%. The probability of a good harvest will increase by 100%.]


  [You have accepted Asmophel as a subordinate. The effect of Reidan’s techniques research institute will increase by 30%.]


  [You have people who are qualified to lead a knights division. Would you like to establish a knights division?]


  There was no reason to hesitate.


  “Form a knights division.”


  [Appoint a leader for the knights division that will be created.]


  -List of people who can be appointed as leader of a knights division-


  [Piaro]


  Piaro can lead a total of 50 knights.


  Piaro’s knights will have their physical attack power increased by 10%, attack speed by 3% and movement speed by 5%. 


  The effect is permanent as long as the person belongs to the knights division.


  Knights Division’s Passive Skills: Increased Health Regeneration (High), Decreased Stamina Consumption (Medium).


  [Asmophel]


  Asmophel can lead a total of 35 knights.


  Asmophel’s knights will have a 5% increase in physical attack power and magic power. Skill cooldown time will be reduced by 8%. 


  The effect is permanent as long as the person belongs to the knights division.


  Knights Division’s Passive Skills: Increased Mana Regeneration (Medium), Decreased Stamina Consumption (Low)


  It seemed that classes that depended on skills were better suited to Asmophel’s knights division.


  ‘Huge buffs.’


  Only admiration emerged. Grid formed two knights divisions.


  “Piaro and Asmophel.”


  [Piaro and Asmophel’s knights divisions have been created.]


  [Please name the knights division.]


  “1st Overgeared Knights Division. 2nd Overgeared Knights Division.”


  “Wait! Wait a minute!” Lauel hurried out from where he had been watching nervously. Then he trembled as he begged. “Please! Please give it a fantastic name!”


  “Um…”


  Was it too shabby to divide it by one and two? Grid felt some remorse after seeing Lauel’s tears. Therefore, Grid renamed it.


  “Overgeared Knights Division. Overgeared Magic Knights Division.”


  “…”


  Lauel was at a loss for words. He couldn’t help resenting Grid’s naming sense.  But when he thought about it, hadn’t the boat already sailed after the guild was called Overgeared?  Given the name of the guild, Overgeared Knights Division and Overgeared Magic Knights Division wasn’t so bad.


  ‘It doesn’t feel good.’


  Was his taste increasingly becoming like Grid? It was like a nightmare for Lauel. A notification window appeared in front of Grid.


  [Congratulations! You have become the first owner of a knights division!]


  [’Ruler’s Cloak’ has been acquired.]


  A bright red cloak. There was the golden insignia of a dragon on the shoulder. It was a gorgeous and elegant cloak that caught everyone’s eyes.


  [Ruler’s Cloak]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: None


  * Skills ‘Charge Command,’ ‘Military Command,’ and ‘Ruler’s Voice’ will be generated.


  It is a cloak that symbolized the monarch who is qualified to rule over an army.


  Weight: 33


  [Charge Command]


  Grants the ‘Charge’ skill to your soldiers.


  When the soldiers advance in the direction of the enemies, movement speed and damage will increase by 200%, depending on the distance.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 5 minutes.


  Nothing will be consumed by the skill.


  [Military Command]


  You can change the direction of the marching soldiers immediately.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 3 minutes.


  Nothing will be consumed by the skill.


  [Ruler’s Voice (Passive)]


  You can deliver a clear voice to soldiers at any location.


  ‘These are skills to be used in a war.’


  They were simple but effective skills. Considering that most of Satisfy’s users were ordinary people who hadn’t commanded an army before, the value of this item was astronomical.


  Grid was in the army, so he could recognize the value of the cloak.


  ‘Sure and swift commands will make an army stronger. Unfortunately…’


  There were no separate features. It would’ve been better if it had the option of raising defense, resistance or stats. He used the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill, but there were no hidden functions. Maybe if he used the Legendary Blacksmith’s Disassembly skill?


  ‘Maybe there is something.’


  Grid wasn’t perfect yet. It was still only Pagma’s Descendant. It was difficult to see himself as a true legend. If he mastered the skills of a legendary blacksmith or completed a quest…


  ‘At that time, my current self will be no comparison. Maybe I will learn modification skills.’


  If he wanted that day to come, he should play the game harder. Grid made up his mind and put the Ruler’s Cloak in his inventory. Then he spoke to those who were gathered in the great hall.


  “Each of you should join the knights division and then continue with your missions. Lauel should coordinate with Rabbit to give Piaro and Asmophel separate areas. Ah, and please handle the guild merger.”


  “…Yes.”


  ‘I will take care of it. Believe in me,’ he wanted to answer.


  But he somehow wasn’t feeling motivated today. It might be due to the ‘Overgeared Magic Knights Division’ floating in his status window.


  “Sob sob.”


  Lauel could only cry. At that time, Grid approached Piaro and asked an absurd question.


  “Piaro, can I join your knights division?”


  He wanted the buff. Unfortunately, the lord couldn’t join the knights division.


  “…That isn’t possible.”


  “…”


  Grid wanted to cry like Lauel.


  ***


  Grid left the rest in Lauel’s hands. Huroi joined him as he left.


  “I will accompany you, My Lord.”


  The red drake was waiting for Grid in the garden. Huroi was to be Grid’s driver. They were ready to go to the Vatican.


  ‘In any case, this is great.’


  Huroi was the colleague who followed Grid before anyone else, so he was a special existence for Grid. Grid got on the drake with a willing heart and confirmed Huroi’s level.


  ‘290.’


  Ssik.


  There was a meaningful smile on his face. Huroi couldn’t help feeling curious as he saw it.


  ‘What is he thinking about?’


  Grid asked the puzzled Huroi. “You heard about what happened between me and Damian?”


  “Yes, I was impressed after hearing that you raided Pope Drevigo alone.”


  “The Rebecca people know me well. Right?”


  “Of course. They all praise My Lord. Just…”


  There was one point. Damian was fighting the other candidates to become pope. Maybe those candidates would be hostile to Grid. Saving Isabel meant being Damian’s guardian. Huroi got an eerie feeling.


  ‘Perhaps?’


  The pope candidates who were hostile to Lord Grid…


  “Why aren’t you starting? Aren’t we going to the Vatican?”


  “…”


  It was certain. His lord was ready to provoke a bloodbath in the Vatican.




  Chapter 265


  A golden ceiling and white exterior walls. Three big and ornate buildings like palaces were situated on the hills of Rolling. They were in harmony with the forest and landscape. There was a small waterfall behind each building. A golden statue of Rebecca rose in the center.


  It was the center of the Rebecca Church, the most important religion on the continent. This was the Vatican. 


  “Isabel-chan!”


  Damian returned to the Vatican and sought out Isabel. It was to check her status.


  “…”


  Isabel’s health hadn’t improved. No, it was worse. She seemed to have completely lost her hearing and vision. There was no reaction when he called from right beside her.


  “Cough! Cough!”


  She coughed up blood. The crumbly platinum hair was pulled off with a single touch, and the skin was pulled tightly over her skull. Isabel sat on a shabby bed like a doll without a soul.


  Damian’s eyes crumbled at the sight.


  “Dammit… Why is this room always cold…?”


  “You came.”


  A priest with a faint presence approached. His emotionless eyes gave off an ominous feeling but unlike his appearance, he could be trusted.


  It was Cassus. He had been taking care of Isabel when Damian wasn’t present.


  “The mission to destroy the Yatan Church found in the west of the empire… I thought you would finish it in 40 days and come back.”


  It was a week later than expected. Goddess’ Agent, Damian. Maybe his skills didn’t meet everyone’s expectations?


  Damian explained to the concerned Cassus. “I accomplished my mission more than a month ago. I was delaying my stay in the Eternal Kingdom.”


  More than a month ago? He spent only a few days destroying one of the Yatan Church’s temples? Cassus felt thrilled.


  “But why the Eternal Kingdom…?”


  “I met Grid.”


  “Grid!”


  The only person able to seal Lifael’s Spear. In the past, he saved the Rebecca Church by bringing down the corrupt Pope Drevigo.


  “He’s coming here now.” Just as he did in the past, he would save Isabel. She would regain her beautiful smile. “I will start competing with Pascal in that gap.”


  There was 42 days left until the pope election. Damian thought this was sufficient. Thanks to the class effect of Goddess’ Agent, many members of the church believed in and followed him.


  ‘I will base the campaign on them, defeat Pascal, and become the pope.’


  Pascal from the Judar church was the number one candidate. He was politically strong and experienced. He also had the honor of being 5th Pope Franz’s direct descendant. His father was even an earl of the Saharan Empire.


  ‘But he’s corrupt.’ He wanted to use the Rebecca Church to strengthen his family’s power. ‘If he becomes the pope, the Rebecca Church will walk a worse path than when Drevigo was in charge.’


  Many members of the church already knew this truth. Those members would choose Damian for the future of the church.


  An innocent Damian believed so.


  ***


  The elders assembly.


  They were the agency that acted on behalf of the empty vacant pope position. It consisted of 23 of the highest ranking elders.


  They summoned Damian and ordered. “There’s a report that the Yatan followers are active in the Gauss Kingdom. Goddess’ Agent, Damian. Immediately go to the Gauss Kingdom, then search and destroy the Yatan Temple.”


  “There are 42 days left until the pope election. I am a pope candidate. You want me to leave during such an important period in the campaign?”


  Damian was 30 years old. He lived his life in his own way so he lacked social experience. He wasn’t accustomed with such irrational practices.


  The elders laughed at his naive self. “You can’t do your duties because of the election? You’re confessing your own incompetence.”


  “This is a task you should do as a dutiful son… Tsk, how pathetic.”


  “You shouldn’t cause trouble with your work just because you are registered as a pope candidate. Why don’t you just resign your candidacy?”


  “Or Isabel will do the work.”


  Being ignored, mocked, provoked and looking at him with contempt. It was obvious that the elders assembly were hostile towards Damian.


  ‘They are fully with Pascal. But this is still too much.’


  Damian was honestly shocked. He was afraid since they opposed him so plainly.


  ‘I was thinking too easily.’


  Damian was doing Isabel’s missions to save her.  On the other hand, the elders assembly were trying to get rid of Isabel. They wanted Isabel to die so they could find a new master for Lifael’s Spear.


  ‘In this situation…’ 


  He needed to neglect the campaign for Isabel’s mission? If Isabel performed this task, then she would die. He couldn’t allow it.


  Damian wanted to become a pope for Rebecca’s Daughters. He couldn’t throw Isabel away just because of the election.


  “…I understand. I will go to the Gauss Kingdom immediately.”


  He was desperate. This mission included searching for the temple.  It was doubtful if he could find the Yatan Church before the pope election day.


  ‘In the first place, this temple might not even exist.’


  It was an obvious trap. But he had no choice. It was impossible to disobey the command if he wanted to protect Isabel.


  ‘Isabel needs to survive until Grid arrives and seals Lifael’s Spear.’


  Four days. From Reidan to the Vatican, that was how long it took running nonstop. Grid had sent a whisper yesterday that he was leaving Reidan, so Isabel needed to survive three more days.


  ‘Please.’


  Step step.


  Damian left the assembly room with powerless steps. He inwardly begged.


  ‘Please save Isabel-chan, Grid.’


  By the time he got back, Isabel’s health would be restored. He would be able to see her smile.


  Creak.


  The gigantic door of the room opened by itself. It seemed to be urging Damian to leave. The moment that Damian was about to walk out the door.


  “Don’t go.”


  “…!”


  A voice he wanted to hear was heard from outside the door. Damian’s gaze moved upwards from the floor.


  “Isabel-chan…”


  She held Lifael’s Spear in her hand and blocked the door. She was standing straight on her own. Her eyes were also clear.


  This was the power of White Transformation. The transcendental divine power was restoring her broken body.


  Of course, this was only temporary. Now that the spear was in her hand, Isabel would be in greater pain than before. No, she would die.


  “Why…? Why? Why are you here?”


  Three days. She could’ve lived if she waited three days.


  “So why…?”


  As Damian felt frustration and despair, Isabel smiled.


  “Thank you again, Damian.” She had dimly heard his cry. She knew that he struggled alone for them. “You must become the pope.”


  It must happen. If Pascal became the pope, there would be more miserable children like her.


  “Don’t you know this? Damian, you can’t miss the opportunity to become pope because of me.”


  “…”


  Damian was well aware of this. If he didn’t want the second or third Isabel to be born, he must become the pope. Now was the time for Isabel to sacrifice herself.


  ‘But I don’t want you to die.’


  Damian was confused.


  Isabel stroked his head as he hesitated. 


  “I will go to the Gauss Kingdom. In the meantime, you should become the pope. Please succeed for Rin, Luna, and my successor. Be sure to protect those children.”


  She stroked his hair. It was a bony hand. But it was warm. Tears formed in Damian’s eyes as he felt Isabel’s hand.


  Then a man laughed at him. “Someone who wants to become pope is shedding tears in front of others?”


  It was Pascal. He touched his thin mustache and ridiculed Damian.


  “You truly don’t have the dignity of a pope. It will be a disgrace to the church if this crybaby becomes the pope. Isn’t that right, Elders?”


  “That’s right.”


  “Damian is a small bowl.”


  “The pope must be Pascal.”


  The 23 elders chimed in to support Pascal. They mocked Damian. Then Isabel glared at them.


  “Daring to disparage the Goddess’ Agent, isn’t this no different from blasphemy?”


  “Your attitude is bad. Isabel, the Yatan Church is your enemy, not us.”


  Pascal approached Isabel who was holding Lifael’s Spear.


  “Know your subject. You have forgotten your position. You are Goddess Rebecca’s daughter only because you can handle the divine artifact of our church. You are only a tool. A weapon of war to fight for the goddess and our church.”


  Pascal’s eyes were as cold as ice as he faced Isabel. It didn’t seem like the eyes of a person.


  “Just like this spear, you are a weapon of slaughter. Don’t think and don’t talk. Do you understand?”


  “Shut up!”


  Damian exclaimed. He wanted to beat up Pascal right away. But if he did that, he would be immediately kicked out of the church. It would ruin everything.


  Damian clenched his fists as Pascal looked at him.


  “Rebecca’s Daughter, who you love so much, is being abused in front of you. But you are swallowing your anger? You are just a coward who can only shout.”


  “Put away that cheap provocation.”


  “…!”


  Damian, Isabel and Pascal. The eyes of everyone present widened.


  “You are having a lot of fun after grabbing the weapon point. Is it fun to harass people?”


  180 cm tall with a solid body. Black hair and sharp eyes. The eyes and voice that were filled with confidence.


  Pagma’s Descendant, Grid. He was walking from the other end of the hall.


  “Multiple people are bullying one person? Huh?”


  “W-Why are you here?”


  Pascal and the elders were disturbed by the emergence of an unexpected person. Isabel was stunned.


  “Grid!”


  Damian smiled widely. Grid’s appearance was exquisite timing and he patted Damian’s shoulders.


  “You endured well.”


  Grid arrived at the Vatican much faster than expected thanks to Huroi’s drake. He declared to the frowning Pascal and elders.


  “From now on, I am behind Damian.”


  “…Behind?”


  Pascal couldn’t properly understand Grid’s words. Huroi translated it for him. “As of this time, I, Duke Grid of the Eternal Kingdom, am the guardian of Damian, the Goddess’ Agent.”


  Orator Huroi’s voice was filled with charisma. It pierced through the spacious building and made Pascal and the elders feel sick.


  Grid declared, “Don’t bother him. Or you will be scolded by me.”


  “If you ridicule pope candidate Damian again, you will be punished accordingly.”


  “Do you have any complaints? Then bring it on, you masses of experience. I’m in a different position from Damian, so I can deal with you as I like.”


  “…”


  It was hard to wrap their heads around it. Even Huroi was speechless as silence filled the room.




  Chapter 266


  ‘It’s baffling.’


  Grid. He was a very special person for the Rebecca Church. The hero who saved their church by punishing the corrupt Pope Drevigo.


  Most of the members praised Grid’s feat. A big wave was unavoidable if he claimed to be Damian’s guardian. Numerous members were likely to support Damian.


  ‘That Damian, he was preparing for his loss.’


  It was a deadly move. The elders never imagined that such a foolish guy would call someone big like Grid to help him.


  ‘It’s a crisis.’


  The election wasn’t the only method that Grid could help Damian. By sealing Lifael’s Spear, it was possible to remove Damian’s weakness.


  ‘Ah, this is a quandary.’


  Unlike the elders, Pascal’s face was relaxed. He had experience with Grid, and could turn this crisis into an opportunity.


  ‘Grid isn’t a hero.’


  The reason why Grid defeated Drevigo. It wasn’t for the Rebecca Church, but for Grid himself. Pascal knew the truth.


  ‘He said he killed Drevigo because he needed to bless the odd mineral called pavranium.’


  Grid was selfish and violent. At the time that the pavranium received God Judar’s blessing, Pascal had peeked at Grid’s nature.


  ‘The more selfish a person is, the easier it is to handle them.’


  Why was Grid claiming to be Damian’s guardian? It was because there was something good in it for him.


  Ssik.


  Pascal smiled widely.


  ‘Grid, I can give more to you than Damian.’


  Wealth, power, and beauty. He would give Grid everything he wanted.


  ‘So leave Damian and come to me.’


  If he could get Grid on his side, he could unseal all three divine artifacts as well as win the election. It was a great opportunity to become pope with the strongest Rebecca’s Daughters. Pascal had this thought and broke the uncomfortable silence. “Hey hey! Who is this? The savior of the Rebecca Church! Hero among heroes! If it isn’t Grid!”


  Pascal exclaimed while smiling as brightly as possible. He praised Grid with exaggerated words and shook hands with him.


  “I’m so glad to see you again.”


  Grid was confused.


  ‘This guy, he can smile instead of feeling angry after my blatant provocation?’


  It was an unexpected response.


  ‘He was like this in the past.’


  Grid had taken the Holy Light set that Pascal wanted. But rather than being hostile to Grid, Pascal welcomed him.


  He thanked Grid for punishing Drevigo, held a banquet and gave God Judar’s blessing without any conditions. He was someone to watch out for. Pascal was someone reluctant to make strong enemies.


  ‘I have to provoke him some more.’


  Grid thought this and responded to the handshake.


  “Nice to see you as well.”


  Pascal’s spirit rose at Grid’s response.


  ‘It’s like this. I don’t know about the other elders, but he shouldn’t be rude to me.’


  Grid should also be aware of it. The fact that Pascal would be more helpful than Damian. Pascal was filled with confidence and quickly led the situation.


  “You’re a duke of the Eternal Kingdom? You’re truly a hero. Your outstanding abilities have been recognized. Now, let’s move the location. I will prepare a reunion celebration banquet, so let’s talk to each other after a long time.”


  Damian paled as he watched the situation.


  ‘Grid and Pascal knew each other?’


  It was serious. Pascal was extremely rich. Grid could be tempted by money. As Damian was worrying, Pascal nailed in the final wedge.


  “Sir Grid, I will prepare many gifts for you today.”


  “Hoh, gifts. i am looking forward to it.”


  Grid started to show interest. Damian was frustrated, while Pascal showed a deep smile. It was at that moment.


  “But Pascal, I’m a duke, right?”


  Kwack!


  Grid gripped the hand he was shaking with more strength. Pascal’s face rapidly twisted.


  ‘What is this…?’


  It was an incredible grip. Pascal started to feel pain in his hands. He struggled, but Grid didn’t let go.


  “You aren’t a pope yet. A pope candidate is asking for a handshake instead of politely greeting me? You seem to be making fun of me, Pascal. Was it a lie when you praised me as a hero?”


  ‘You’re just the duke of a small kingdom!’


  Pascal was a noble of the Saharan Empire. He recognized all nations apart from the empire as small, and thought they were barbaric. He was a nationalist who believed that only the empire should be blessed by Goddess Rebecca. For Pascal, there was no humiliation worse than being treated like this by  a noble of a small kingdom.


  “What is this violence? Heok?”


  Pascal yelled, then became filled with consternation the moment he met Grid’s eyes.


  ‘You…!’


  He was unable to read the emotions or measure the depth in Grid’s eyes. He didn’t know the intentions, but Grid had such profound eyes. Grid’s eyes were showing a clear meaning. A provocation. ‘Bring it on Pascal. I want to destroy you.’ Grid’s eyes were clearly saying that.


  ‘A beast!’


  The moment that Pascal was feeling agitated, someone fell from the ceiling. A knight wearing red armor. His name was Kamiyan. The 30th knight of the Red Knights, the emperor gave him to Pascal in the hope that Pascal would become the pope.


  “Let go.”


  Kamiyan warned with his sword at Grid’s neck. Grid snorted.


  “What if I don’t want to?”


  “I will cut off your hand.”


  Kamiyan showed no hesitation. His sword moved towards the hand that was holding Pascal’s.


  Pascal shouted, “Stop!”


  Kamiyan’s sword stopped just above Grid’s wrist. Grid’s eyes narrowed from where he had been able to summon Failure from the inventory.


  ‘Too bad.’


  Pascal barely managed to escape from Grid’s hand.


  “Sir Grid, I will close my eyes to your rudeness today.”


  “You don’t have to? I told you already. If you have a complaint then come forward. Bring it on.”


  “…”


  Anger boiled inside Pascal’s heart.


  He was the son of a Saharan noble, who had gained a high status after joining the Rebecca Church. This was the first time that he had been treated like this. Pascal couldn’t be rational or prudent anymore. In his heart, he wanted to tell Kamiyan to immediately hit Grid’s neck. But he had to endure it. He needed Grid’s strength to release the seals on the three divine artifacts.


  “I hope that we can laugh with each other when we meet again soon. I will always have a gift for you.”


  Pascal withdrew with a red face. Kamiyan and the elders followed him. Grid’s face was filled with regret as he looked at them.


  ‘His endurance is great.’


  Grid couldn’t attack senior NPC priests first. As long as they weren’t abandoned by the goddess like Drevigo, they were always protected by the goddess.  If he attacked them first, the goddess would curse him.


  [Goddess’ Curse]


  The unlucky stat will be generated.


  The unlucky stat was vague since it wasn’t a status condition. Grid was reluctant to be cursed by the goddess. That’s why he tried to provoke Pascal, but eventually failed.


  ‘Well, don’t be nervous and just wait.’


  From Pascal’s point of view, Grid was an eyesore. He would eventually attack Grid.


  After Pascal and the elders left.


  Isabel, who had remained silent the whole time, approached Grid.


  “It has been a long time.”


  It was a dissatisfied voice. It seemed like she had something to complain about.


  ‘I hate you.’


  Isabel was plagued with terrible pain because of Grid. This situation happened because Grid forgot to seal Lifael’s Spear.


  “I’m sorry.” Grid sincerely apologized. 


  Isabel gritted her teeth at the sight of him. “Why are you sorry? Are you apologizing for unsealing Lifael’s Spear? Don’t make me laugh. I was able to save my friends thanks to you releasing the seal. Thanks to you, the entire church was saved. So don’t apologize.”


  She was grateful.


  ‘Then why is she angry?’


  Tears filled Isabel’s eyes while Grid was puzzled.


  “You always do this. Why do you only show up when I’m in a desperate crisis? Like a prince on a white horse.”


  Isabel had a crush on Grid. Her emotions were stimulated because she was saved just before falling to hell. But Grid had already ignored her once. It would be the same this time as well.


  “You won’t accept me anyway, so why are you acting like this…?” Isabel whispered as she bowed her head. Her words didn’t reach Grid. The problem was that her voice was too small.


  ‘Her condition is strange. Indeed, she must be in a lot of pain.’


  Grid watched Isabel. Her beautiful platinum hair was now close to grey and it wasn’t even shiny. Her lustrous red lips were pale and her skinny body looked like a mummy. There was a bigger problem.


  ‘Her breasts have decreased in size.’


  It was the effect of losing weight. Her original B cup breasts were now an A cup. It was really a pity.


  “W-Where are you looking? Pervert!” Isabel covered her chest with her arms and shouted.


  “What is there to look at?”


  “What is there to look at? What does that mean?”


  “Do I need to explain?”


  “That’s okay!”


  It had been a really long time since Isabel had been so energetic. Damian watched her and Grid and smiled.


  ‘Isabel-chan, you have always missed Grid.’


  He hoped her heart would be communicated to Grid. He truly was cheering her on. Damian wasn’t a rival for Grid.


  ‘It’s natural for the heroine to be connected with the hero.’


  He was just an extra. He was too incompetent, so he was satisfied just watching Rebecca’s Daughters from the side. Huroi approached Damian and whispered. “Don’t worry. She doesn’t fit My Lord’s taste.”


  “…”


  The beautiful Isabel-chan didn’t suit Grid’s taste? It was upsetting. Damian was making a subtle expression when Grid urged him.


  “How long are we going to stand here? Guide me to a suitable place.”


  It was time to figure out how to create and seal Lifael’s Spear.
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  “Beautiful and benevolent Goddess Rebecca, give your light to this weak and foolish servant who can’t move without it. I will use your light to save the weak and punish the wicked.”


  The first prayer room. Pascal was praying in a place that originally only the pope could use. It was to shake off his anger about Grid and regain his senses.


  “…May the whole world be bathed in the warm light.”


  After a long time, his prayers finished. Pascal made a refreshed expression and got up from his seat.  His anger was cleansed and he was now calm.


  ‘It isn’t simply riches or power that the current Grid is coveting now.’


  If it was, Grid wouldn’t have been able to shake off his temptation.


  ‘It seems like there is a special link between him and Damian.’ This was an unexpected variable.  ‘But eternal friendship doesn’t exist. Even blood and flesh will kill each other in front of greed.’


  The only concept that didn’t change in this world was faith.


  Ssik.


  Pascal commanded with a smile, “Open the warehouse.”


  “Yes!”


  Pascal’s loyal followers that he brought from the Judar Church moved immediately.


  Creak.


  The secret warehouse door behind the statue opened and glittering gold poured out. There were treasures and gold piled up in the warehouse. Pascal used the secret warehouse that Drevigo had made during his days as the pope.


  ‘Grid, how much will make you satisfied?’


  Pascal’s men started to gather up the gold coins. These gold coins would be used to obtain Grid.


  ‘I will offer more if it’s still lacking. If that is not enough, I will give even more. In the end, you will be caught by my hands.’


  Kamiyan watched Pascal and asked. “That person called Grid, isn’t it better to just kill him?”


  “He is the only one who can unseal the three divine artifacts of our church. He can’t die.”


  “What if you can’t obtain him?”


  “Haha, that won’t happen. He’s very greedy. He will surely accept my heart.”


  “…”


  Pascal was confident, but Kamiyan was unsure.


  ‘He’s a wild beast. He can never be tamed.’


  Kamiyan had noticed it when he aimed his sword at Grid’s wrist. Grid didn’t blink once. He was prepared to give his hand to strike Kamiyan’s neck. Honestly, it gave Kamiyan goose bumps.


  ‘It isn’t a skill that develops after fighting once or twice. His momentum was overwhelming. Perhaps I would’ve had to fight properly. His power might be praised by the church, but it will be painful in many ways if he becomes an enemy.’


  The emperor had commanded Kamiyan. Pascal must become pope. Kamiyan faithfully carried out the emperor’s commands, so he couldn’t neglect any dangers.


  “Come out.”


  Kamiyan moved to avoid Pascal’s eyes and summoned an assassin from the emperor. An assassin of the emperor, the assassin called ‘Crow.’ There was a flashing light in the darkness and the shadow asked Kamiyan.


  “You saw that guy called Grid, right? Can you assassinate him?”


  “Is that a question that needs to be asked? I can even kill a mouse.”


  It wasn’t a lie. Crow had the ability to assassinate enemy knights. One day, the strongest assassins Doran and Kasim disappeared, so Crow was now the strongest assassin in existence.


  “Good answer. Kill Grid as soon as possible.”


  “Look forward to tomorrow morning. He will be hung on Goddess Rebecca’s statue.”


  Crow immediately disappeared.


  ***


  Grid frowned as he was guided into Isabel’s room.


  “What is this?”


  It was a small room where the only furniture was a shabby bed. A chill that would make the bones ache dominated the inside of the room.


  “There isn’t even a fireplace? It will be freezing in the middle of winter.”


  He touched the grey wall and stone powder fell down.


  “Hey, you will catch pneumonia.”


  Grid shook off the dust and turned to Isabel.


  “It’s still like this?”


  “…”


  Rebecca’s Daughters had also suffered under Drevigo. Despite being the strong force, they didn’t rebel against the leaders of the church and endured this unfair treatment.


  It was frustrating when he thought about it, but what could he do? The church raised Rebecca’s Daughters as a weapon and they were taught only obedience. This deep brainwashing was like a shackle.


  It was the church’s fault, not theirs. On the surface, the church expressed peace and charity, but there was no charity.  From what Grid could see, the Rebecca Church was no different from the Yatan Church.


  ‘Bad people.’


  Grid’s expression distorted as he thought about how Pascal and the elders treated Damian and Isabel.


  The words that the assassin Shay had spoken popped up.


  ‘The Yatan Church is the one that stands for pure evil. They believe that evil is the right way. But the people from the Rebecca Church commit atrocities, even though they realize they have to do good deeds. The front and back are different, so they are far sneakier and more dangerous than the Yatan Church.’


  This wasn’t the case with the Rebecca Church in the past. But Drevigo ruined everything.


  ‘He caused the rot.’


  The current leaders of the Rebecca Church were those affected by Drevigo. Most of them had already tasted the sweet fruit he offered them and realized they felt joy in harassing others.


  Could they let go of this pleasure?


  No. The evidence was that they were following Pascal without trying to overcome his temptations. Pruning was required.


  ‘Damian should be pope.’


  He might be an otaku, but Damian was a pure person. The Rebecca Church would change if he became the pope.


  ‘First of all, Pascal can’t become pope.’


  Pascal was from the empire. He was the son of the powerful Earl Chirita of the empire. If Pascal became the pope, the empire would be able to utilize the Rebecca Church freely. Lauel was convinced that the empire would become much stronger than it was now. Grid agreed.


  ‘Someday I will become hostile to the empire when I become king, so they shouldn’t become stronger than they are now.’


  Grid silently thought for a moment before opening his mouth.


  “Damian, you should start your campaign right now. Make sure you thoroughly advertise that I am your guardian. Huroi will help you.”


  “Yes!”


  The first ranked orator, Huroi. His words had the power to capture people’s ears and hearts. He would surely be a great strength to Damian.


  “In the meantime, I will seal Lifael’s Spear.”


  Grid sat on Isabel’s bed. Then he observed Lifael’s Spear in her hand.


  “Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.”


  [The blacksmith who became a legend can appraise items with an excellent discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will be found.]


  [Lifael’s Spear]


  Rating: Myth


  Durability: 1,500/1,500


  Attack Power: :1,330~1,890


  * Divine Power +3,000


  * All stats +200.


  * 300% increase in health recovery.


  * Fixed damage of +5,000 on each attack.


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘Light Wheel’ skill.


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘Shield of Light’ skill.


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘Light of Guidance’ skill.


  * The skill ‘White Transformation’ will always be invoked.


  * Attack power +50% against those with dark magic power.


  It is one of the three divine artifacts of the Rebecca Church.


  It contains a tremendous divine power that human beings can’t afford to handle, placing a heavy burden on the user’s mind and body.


  Since Rebecca’s Daughters became short-lived after being unable to cope with the power of this weapon, 5th Pope Franz asked Pagma to seal its power.


  However, Pagma’s Descendant appeared in the days of 13th Pope Drevigo and released the seal on the weapon.


  Conditions of Use: Rebecca’s Daughter.


  Weight: 400


  [You have already uncovered the hidden feature of the item.]


  ‘In order to reseal this…’


  He needed to understand the structure of the item. Then he could figure out how to make it. In order to do so, the process of disassembly and assembly, as well as observation, were essential.


  After becoming Pagma’s Descendant, Grid had often disassembled and assembled items. He was confident that he could quickly grasp the structure of Lifael’s Spear. That’s why he thought this task would be easy.


  ‘But the reality is different.’


  Things became difficult. Isabel was the problem. Her health was far more serious than expected. If she let go of Lifael’s Spear, she would die immediately. It meant that he couldn’t disassemble Lifael’s Spear.


  ‘I have to do it with observation.’


  He couldn’t guarantee how long it would take. But one thing was clear.


  “Isabel, I will be sure to save you.”


  Isabel was a precious person. She was a person he shared memories with and was loved by somebody. Damian thought of her the same way Grid thought of Irene.


  ‘I won’t allow you to die.’


  Grid started to observe Lifael’s Spear. He carefully looked at the features several times. Was it possible to raise the understanding of an item to 100% just by looking at it? It was impossible at this time. It was out of reach with Grid’s current abilities. But Grid believed in his imperfection.


  ‘I have abilities that haven’t blossomed yet.’


  Originally, if he completed the class quests, then he would gain abilities. These abilities were drawn out of him.


  ‘I can do it.’


  Grid’s class quest couldn’t proceed at the moment. It had already been more than a year since he received it.


  ‘The developers aren’t brainless or manipulative.’


  It was clear that they would’ve prepared some way to awaken his power in the case of an incomplete class quest.


  The answer was likely to be hidden in Lifael’s Spear. What was the reason for Grid unsealing Lifael’s Spear? The system. In the past, the system arrow led Grid to unseal Lifael’s Spear. That lead to this present situation. It was a clear arrangement.


  ‘An arrangement that will allow my skills to blossom.’


  Grid’s eyes sharpened as he observed Lifael’s Spear. His concentration started to rise to the extreme. The willpower and spirit he trained over many experiences was in effect.


  ‘Grid…’


  Isabel’s mind calmed as she sat opposite Grid. Somehow, she seemed to hear the voice of Goddess Rebecca.


  ‘Believe in him.’


  ***


  A serene dawn.


  Crow appeared in the shadows of the window and looked at Grid.


  ‘It’s already been 8 hours.’


  Grid was sitting in a small room. He had been examining Lifael’s Spear for 8 hours already. His mind was solely focused on Lifael’s Spear. It meant he was full of holes.


  ‘Rebecca’s Daughter has fallen asleep. This will be an easier assassination than I expected.’


  Crow landed underneath a tree. Then he entered the building that contained Grid. He didn’t make the slightest noise during all of this.


  “…”


  Crow moved stealthily down the hall. Even the sensitive rats didn’t detect his presence. But something was looking at him from the shadows.
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  But something was looking at him from the shadows.


  Noe.


  Twitch, twitch. Twitch, twitch.


  His small, chubby butt shook from side to side. The short paws were completely pressed against the floor. The best demonic beast of hell was moving secretly to catch his prey.


  ‘This is a scientific, beautiful and perfectly designed hunting posture! Nyang!’


  “…”


  Crow was unable to perceive Noe’s presence in the darkness. He was a good assassin, but it wasn’t at the level of sensing the best demonic beast of hell.


  Suuk.


  Crow climbed towards the landing of the third floor. The third floor was where Isabel’s room was located.


  ‘Soon.’


  Crow imagined it. Stabbing Grid with his dagger. It was at that moment.


  “Kyong!”


  Noe jumped towards Crow. The sharp and small fangs gleamed in the darkness.


  “…!”


  Crow was confused. He never thought the day would come when he was surprised by a cat.


  ‘I didn’t notice a cat following me?’


  It was the biggest shame and embarrassment he’d experienced since he was born. But it was only for a moment. He quickly regained his composure. Crow was a professional. He had survived many crises and assassinated 89 humans. In the process, he realized something. It was that he must remain calm under any circumstances. Crow’s experience meant he didn’t make a fuss about the surprise appearance of a cat.


  Paang!


  Crow blocked the cat’s paw swiping at him with his dagger. Then Crow hesitated as he was about to counterattack.


  Snap.


  He couldn’t properly move his wrist after the blow.


  ‘Why is this cat so strong?’


  This wasn’t a normal cat. Crow noticed Noe’s peculiarities. There were small horns on the forehead and short wings on the back. A high class demonic beast.


  ‘How is this demonic beast here?’


  This place was the Vatican. The Vatican was filled with divine power. Monsters couldn’t come near the Vatican. A monster that took one step inside the Vatican would die from the divine power.


  That was the problem. Currently, Noe couldn’t exercise his skills properly.


  ‘It’s serious.’


  Noe’s master had ordered. Be prepared for any enemy while Master was concentrating. If an enemy invades, don’t hesitate to hurry to Grid and tell him the news. But the problem was…


  ‘I unconsciously moved.’


  Noe recognized himself as a rational being, but reality was different. Noe was still young and faithful to his instincts. When a dark man showed up and moved quietly through the darkness, he instinctively attacked. It was unintentionally done and the current situation was the result.


  Noe was affected. He couldn’t gather any strength in his body. The divine power of the Rebecca Church’s Vatican was terrible. But how could the best demonic beast of hell lose to a human?


  “Nyaang!”


  Noe once again swung his paws.


  Chukak.


  Sharp claws tore at Crow’s ears. Crow felt a chill as he barely managed to escape a deadly blow.


  ‘Fast…! A high class demonic beast!’


  The cat was clearly a demonic beast. It might not look like it, but it must be a huge monster. Maybe it had the skills of an intermediate level demonkin. If not, it wouldn’t have been able to move inside the Vatican that was filled with divine power.


  ‘I need to take it seriously.’


  The reason why a demonic beast was here didn’t matter. It was just one more target to kill.


  Clink.


  Crow, who had been fighting with only one dagger, pulled out a short sword. A dagger in his right hand and a short sword in his left hand. His attitude changed after he grabbed another weapon. It was the appearance of the famous Crow.


  “Kiyong!”


  ‘No strength.’


  Crow defended against Noe’s scratches with his short sword. He drew his short sword in a diagonal line. Then he stabbed with his dagger. A light wound appeared on Noe’s chest. The sword sword was cut slightly and the dagger was avoided.


  Crow’s expression twisted.


  ‘It avoided it?’


  Noe bared his fangs.


  “Nyaang!”


  Jjejeong! Jjeejeeeong!


  “Kuk.”


  Noe’s claws became faster and stronger. Crow found it difficult to avoid, and he tried to defend by crossing his short sword and dagger. Then he realized Noe’s real power.


  ‘A senior demonkin!’


  Was this possible? Weren’t demonic beasts originally subordinates of the demonkin? Crow was shocked and pulled out the trump card he had been saving. The walls, the floor and the shadows on the ceiling started to shake. A shadow technique was activated.


  Noe’s eyes widened with surprise at the strange sensation, while Crow smiled with satisfaction.


  “Go to hell.”


  Crow was convinced of his victory and opened his mouth for the first time. At the same time, the shadows on all four sides moved and changed their shape into that of a thorn.


  Pa pa pa pat!


  Six thorns flew from different orbits and pierced Noe’s body. Noe determined it was dangerous and used Fluidization.


  [Fluidization]


  It was a skill that made it impossible for physical damage to impact his body. However, Noe couldn’t use it properly due to the influence of divine power. He couldn’t use Soul Ingestion at all. Unfortunately, Fluidization didn’t work and Noe received damage.


  Puok!


  “What, nyang?”


  One of the six thorns penetrated Noe’s small body. Noe let out a pained scream and fell to the floor.


  ‘It is unfair, nyang.’


  The biggest problem was that Noe couldn’t use the Soul Ingestion skill. Noe hated the Vatican.


  Crow trampled on Noe’s protruding belly.  Noe’s snout gaped open. Then a pained sound emerged. Crow laughed at him. “This is the end of the demonic beast.”


  Clink.


  Crow aimed at Noe’s face with the short sword.


  “Die.”


  “It’s up to here.”


  “…!”


  Suddenly, a voice was heard. The surprised Crow hurriedly turned his head, but no one could see it. There were just darkness all over the place.


  ‘A hallucination?’


  He had no choice but to feel doubts. There were no signs of anyone. It was a stealth ability beyond human limits.


  “Eh?”


  Crow’s eyes twitched as he felt something. He was losing control of the shadows.


  Pahat!


  The shadows rose like a wave. Crow tried to avoid it, but it was impossible. The speed of the shadows was too fast.


  Kwack!


  Crow’s body was pressured by the shadows.


  “Kuak!”


  Crow turned pale was he was caught by the shadows and thrown into the air.


  ‘The speed of the shadow control is ridiculously fast…!’


  The shadow technique could evolve to this extent? He couldn’t believe it. While Crow was feeling confusion, the shadows kept tightening around his body. Crow struggled but the pain just got worse. Who on earth could so easily overpower him? Crow’s questions were deepening when a man appeared from the darkness.


  “Y-You…!”


  It was a man with black skin. His body was very dry and his arms were abnormally long. There was only one person who came to mind once all these things were summed up.


  Crow screamed, “Kasim!”


  Someone who could control shadows beyond mere attacking and defending. He was able to make soldiers from shadows. The assassin who led an army. His nickname…


  “King of Shadows!”


  Why was that monster here? Crow had more questions. But the answer that came to him was death. The shadows pressed on him more strongly and he couldn’t even scream as he died. Kasim removed Crow’s body so there were no traces left. The shadows swept over the area and even the bloodstains disappeared.


  “The more I look, the cuter it is.”


  Kasim looked at Noe, who was unconscious, and disappeared into the shadows.


  ***


  Chirp! Tweet!


  Birds made noises. Warm sunshine wrapped around his body.


  “Nya.”


  Noe woke up from his serene sleep. Then he looked to the left and right.


  “Heok! What is going on? Kyak!”


  When it was dawn. He had been fighting a savage human. Then he was hit by a lousy technique and got knocked out. Noe thought up to here and found it ridiculous. How could the best demonic beast of hell by beaten by a human?


  “It’s a disgrace! Nyang!”


  This was unacceptable, even if the location was the Vatican. Why should this great body, that could overcome humanity with its paws, suffer from such indignity? Noe trembled with anger and belatedly questioned it.


  “Why am I alive? Nyang?”


  If he was knocked out by a human, wouldn’t he be killed? Noe pondered it and concluded.


  “It was a dream! Nyang!”


  That’s right. What happened last night wasn’t real.


  “Nyahahat! That is it! How can the best demonic beast of hell be beaten by a human? Nyahahat!”


  Noe was sure of it.


  In fact, he had no choice but to think that way. Otherwise, how could Noe explain why he was still alive? Due to his tremendous resilience, the wounds he had the day before were completely gone, so Noe’s thoughts were justified.


  Ttiring~


  Noe’s status changed from frustration to self-gratification. But Grid had no interest in Noe. He was too busy with Lifael’s Spear and didn’t see the pet window at all.


  ***


  ‘I’m screwed.’


  Grid was feeling nervous. He had observed Lifael’s Spear, but despite two days passing, he couldn’t figure out a way to seal it.


  ‘Was I thinking too easily?’ Had he let his recent victories get to him? 


  ‘I can’t understand what’s connecting the parts of the spear.’


  The bonding area was too clean. Grid wasn’t even sure what techniques were used.


  ‘It’s impossible to do this with forging alone. However, it isn’t one whole item…’


  If he disassembled and assembled the spear, he could uncover the secrets behind how the two parts were joined. But he couldn’t do that because of Isabel. Grid continued to observe the spear while logically grasping its structure.


  The next day, an uninvited guest came. It was Pascal.


  “I want to give you a present.”


  Pascal extended a box containing one million gold. It was almost twice as much as Damian’s 530,000 gold. It was 1.2 billion won in cash.


  [Would you like to receive Pascal’s gift?]


  [If you receive the gift, you must unconditionally accept one of Pascal’s requests.]


  “Are you kidding me? This is the extent of your gift? Get lost.”


  Grid wasn’t simple enough to cling to simple profits anymore. He was always looking ahead. He wouldn’t allow the empire to swallow the Rebecca Church just for one million gold. 


  Two more days passed. Grid drove away Pascal and decided to change his viewpoint while observing Lifael’s Spear.


  ‘Maybe the secret isn’t in the technique but the materials?’


  The main ingredient of Lifael’s Spear was adamantium. Adamantium was a silver material but the color of the combined area was blue.


  ‘No minerals were used other than adamantium. It seems like the adamantium is mixed with something else.


  There was clearly something.


  ‘This… perhaps?’


  At that moment, something passed through Grid’s head.
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  ‘This… perhaps?’


  At that moment, something passed through Grid’s head.


  ‘Goddess’ Essence!’


  The Goddess’ Essence was an unknown item dropped by Pope Drevigo. He had neglected it for over a year. Grid pulled it out of his inventory.


  ‘It is unlikely that Drevigo would’ve dropped a useless item.’


  Drevigo wasn’t a typical boss. He was a person who had a big influence on Satisfy’s story. The man who ruined Satisfy’s first religion, the Rebecca Church. What was the probability that the liquid he dropped was simple water?


  ‘None.’


  The name alone made it sound special. Grid thought about it. The reason why he unsealed Lifael’s Spear. The cause of Pascal’s appearance. The cause of the elders sympathizing with Pascal’s cause…


  It was all due to Drevigo.


  ‘It’s highly likely that the item dropped by him is a solution to this.’


  This was originally a game. The items that the final boss dropped were often clues to overcome despair.


  “I shall check it.”


  Grid decided and opened the lid of the small glass bottle. Then he placed one drop of it on Lifael’s Spear.


  Tok.


  The moment that Lifael’s Spear made of adamantium and the Goddess’ Essence met.


  Swaaaah!


  A bright blue light emerged and filled the small room.


  “Ah!” Isabel exclaimed.


  Grid gazed at the beautiful light before turning to her. A notification window popped up in front of Grid.


  [The information about the Goddess’ Essence has been updated.]


  ***


  Five days had passed with no news from Crow. Kamiyan was forced to admit it.


  ‘Crow has died.’


  At first, Kamiyan was dubious. Crow’s assassination skills were the best. It was difficult to imagine that he failed in his assassination. But on the fifth day, it was obvious that Crow had failed.


  ‘Stupid, you spoke such confident words.’ 


  Anyway, things had become clear.


  ‘Grid’s strength is on the same level as me. There is no doubt.’


  Even more.


  ‘I have to be careful.’


  Grid hadn’t announced that there was an assassination attempt. It was like he had never received the assassination threat. It was a clear sign of his willingness to remain calm until he figured out who was behind it.


  ‘I thought he was ridiculous when he treated Pascal and the elders in that way, but he’s actually a fox.’


  A tricky bastard. To be praised by members of the church while having individual power…


  ‘Pascal’s gift attempts are failing every day. It isn’t good to drag this out longer.’


  Kamiyan shifted his gaze out the window. Damian and Huroi were still campaigning today. They were a nuisance.


  ‘Especially that person called Huroi…’


  His speaking ability wasn’t common. He quickly took control of the hearts of the church members. Some of the senior priests bought by Pascal now seemed to favor Damian. If Huroi called dog feces a drug, they would believe it.


  ‘I will deal with it personally.’


  In one week. The event that took place exactly 30 days before the pope election. The pope candidates would give speeches to the priests of the Rebecca Church scattered across the continent, as well as the nobles.


  At that time, Earl Chirita of the Saharan Empire was going to attend. Pascal’s father was different from Pascal. He got rid of any risks.


  ‘I have to receive his support to hit Grid.’


  He acknowledged that Grid’s individual power was superior. However, Grid’s total power wasn’t good. It was a Rebecca’s Daughter who might die today, Damian, and the orator Huroi. It would be easy to take care of him if Kamiyan joined forces with Earl Chirita.


  *** 


  [Goddess’ Essence]


  A liquid that contains the divine power of Goddess Rebecca. It is simple liquid to the general public, but it is a poison to those who possess black magic power and a miracle drug to those who serve the goddess.


  When mixed with minerals, it will maximize the viscosity of the minerals and improve the mineral’s unique functions. In addition, it will inject divine power.


  Weight: 0.1


  ‘Maximizing the viscosity? Does it mean like clay? This would make it easier to shape the item.’ 


  The secret of the spear combination was hidden here.


  [Your understanding of Lifael’s Spear will increase by 40%.]


  [You have discovered the hidden secret of the item! A great achievement!]


  [Insight has increased by 30.]


  [Intelligence has increased by 30.]


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill has improved. When you observe an item, the understanding of it will increase.]


  “Wow. Amazing.”


  Grid was delighted. He was pleased that he had uncovered the purpose of the Goddess’ Essence and the secret behind how the spear was joined. Now he also received bonuses.


  ‘Even more.’


  Grid turned to stare at Isabel. Her complexion had noticeably improved. It was the healing effect caused by the ripple that occurred when the Goddess’ Essence touched Lifael’s Spear.


  ‘First, save Isabel.’


  This was imperative. Isabel needed to be healthy to be separated from Lifael’s Spear.


  ‘Then I can proceed with the disassembly and assembly process.’


  The mission was clear. Grid rose from his spot. He handed the Goddess’ Essence to Isabel, who admired it.


  “Drink.”


  Isabel refused, “I-I don’t want to.”


  “Why?”


  “I can’t receive such a precious thing.”


  “Aren’t you at the crossroad of life and death? Just drink.”


  “I don’t want to.”


  “Why won’t you drink it? Just drink a drop.”


  There was 1 ml of Goddess’ Essence. The volume of one drop of water was 1/20ml, so it meant there were 20 drops. Isabel’s health improved because of just one drop resonating with Lifael’s Spear. Isabel could be healed if she drank one drop directly.


  Grid was confident. But Isabel was stubborn.


  “I appreciate the courtesy, but I don’t want to be beholden to you anymore.”


  “No, isn’t it just one drop?”


  “I don’t want to.”


  The last five days. Isabel had many conversations with Grid while they were alone. In the process, she discovered something. Grid was already married. She couldn’t look at Grid in this way anymore. Isabel suppressed her feelings for Grid. In order to do so, she needed to draw a line. She didn’t want to receive Grid’s kindness anymore.


  Grid shrugged as she bowed her head. “Isabel, aren’t you misunderstanding me?”


  “…?” 


  “The reason I helped you is because it benefits me. It isn’t unconditional goodness. So don’t be mistaken and drink it right now. I’m busy.”


  Isabel was too embarrassed to refuse after Grid’s words.


  “Come on.”


  “…”


  Isabel accepted the small glass bottle from Grid. Then she hesitantly raised it to her mouth. She was concerned that she would accidentally drink several drops.


  ‘She has become very timid.’


  Originally, Isabel was a very willful girl. But she suffered thanks to Drevigo and Pascal. She was a tool, not a human, and was going to die… She had listened to those words for a while and couldn’t help changing. She truly was a poor kid.


  Grid sighed and took the bottle from her. He placed a drop of liquid on his finger and raised it to Isabel’s mouth.


  “Lick.”


  “Eh…”


  Isabel’s face reddened. A man. Furthermore, the man wanted her to lick his finger. Her mind became complicated.


  “Ah really, do I have to feed it to you directly?”


  Grid shoved his finger into Isabel’s lips.


  “Hah…!”


  Combined with the title effects, Grid’s dexterity was over 2,300. Isabel shivered as Grid’s finger entered his mouth. The sensations that she felt for the first time stirred her body and made her dizzy.


  “Hah…!”


  The thick and solid finger touched Isabel’s uvula…


  Omitted.


  After a moment.


  “Hah… Hah…”


  The drained Isabel collapsed on her bed. A warm blue light wrapped around her body. The Goddess’ Essence was immediately effective. Her platinum hair started to shine beautifully again, while her rough skin became transparent and smooth.


  “Really pretty. Now if you can just recover your old figure.”


  Isabel’s faced turned redder at Grid’s compliment. She covered her face with both hands and gasped for breath, while Grid wondered.


  ‘Her status is odd.’


  Her health is recovering. But why did she look more tired?


  Dok. Dok dok.


  As Grid was feeling puzzled, a homing pigeon tapped on the window. It was a homing pigeon sent by Irene. Grid received the letter before taking Lifael’s Spear.


  “You said there was a smithy here? I will go to the smithy, so you rest here.”


  “Yes…”


  Isabel’s eyes were wet as she peeked at Grid through the gap in her fingers. It seemed like she was eager for something. Her eyes were enough to remind him of Irene in bed.


  Gulp.


  Grid involuntarily swallowed his dry saliva. It was to shake off his raunchy imagination.


  ‘It seems that the process of restoring her health is quite pleasant.’


  Grid thought and left the room.


  “Nyang.”


  Noe was sunbathing on the windowsill in the corridor. Grid looked at the cat rolling around on his plump stomach like he was pathetic.


  “Tsk tsk, I gave him a job, but he’s just sleeping.”


  Grid wasn’t aware that an assassin had come after him five days ago. It was a pity for Noe.


  [White Transformation is activated.]


  [You don’t have any divine power. White Transformation has failed to be activated. Side effects will occur to your body.]


  [You have resisted.]


  The notification windows kept popping up. 


  Before heading to the smithy, Grid stopped in the garden and put down Lifael’s Spear. Then he sat on a bench and opened the letter.


  [I can feel the movements of the child in my belly. Every day is mysterious and fun. I want to share this happiness with you soon. Dear Husband, what do you want your child to be interested in when they grow up?]


  [Answer your wife’s question. This will affect the child’s abilities after they are born.]


  I want the child to be interested in martial arts.


  I want the child to be interested in magic.


  I want the child to be interested in learning.


  I want the child to be interested in theology.


  I want the child to be interested in techniques.


  I just want the child to be healthy.


  ‘I don’t like number four.’


  Grid had a negative opinion of religion thanks to Drevigo and Pascal.


  ‘I don’t want number six either. The child might turn out like Jude.’


  Among the remaining options, the most attractive one was…


  ‘Techniques.’


  Grid thought that his child would become the estate’s labor force when they were older, and started to write his reply. He wrote that he loved Irene and then gave his answer.


  ‘I will go to her once I finish my work here.’


  Grid finished the letter and tied it to the leg of the homing pigeon.


  Kwaduduk.


  The homing pigeon flew towards the south west. It was the direction of Winston. As Grid was looking after the pigeon, someone approached.




  Chapter 270


  “Duke Grid! What are you doing outside today?”


  It was Pascal, who was accompanied by his men. A person needed to bend in order to obtain anything big. Pascal was determined to obtain Grid and completely abandoned his pride.  He placed his disgrace deep into his heart and acted politely to Grid. He also didn’t forget to have a bright smile on his face.


  “Huh…?”


  Pascal instructed his men to drop the treasure chest. His eyes shone.  It was because he found Lifael’s Spear.


  “T-This…”


  The false smile that concealed his anger inside transformed into a real one.


  ‘Isabel seems to have finally died.’


  She was just like a cockroach. It would be more comfortable if she died.


  ‘It feels like a 10 year blockage has finally been relieved.’


  Rebecca’s Daughters were meant to follow commands. They should be controlled. In that sense, Isabel, Rin, and Luna were truly troublesome. The former Pope Ruiz, who led the church to the light, and the former Pope Drevigo who corrupted the church. These girls served both popes, so they grew to a level where they could judge right and wrong. Rather than obeying orders unconditionally, they questioned it.


  It was serious.


  ‘They are tools.’


  For Pascal, who planned to make the Rebecca Church a part of the Saharan Empire, the current Rebecca’s Daughters were an eyesore. But now Isabel was dead, so his worries had disappeared. He would give Lifael’s Spear to a new owner, then order Rin and Luna to be removed in turn.


  ‘Finally, my world will come.’


  He felt like he was flying with joy. Pascal’s heart wanted to burst out. But he refrained after looking at Grid. Grid was looking at him with cold eyes. “A girl who had her life sucked out for Goddess Rebecca and the church has died. Why are you so happy?”


  ‘Sucked out?’


  Pascal’s face distorted. He wanted to beat Grid up for using such words to diminish serving the noble goddess. But what about all his patience so far?


  Pascal barely repressed his anger and opened his mouth. “As you have said, Isabel is a child who has served the goddess and the church for all of her life. That child is heading to the goddess’ side… She can serve the goddess forever in the world of the gods and live happily ever after. I am happy and proud, so I can’t help smiling at the thought.”


  ‘Bullshit.’


  Grid couldn’t stand the nonsense. Pascal handed him the treasure chest.


  “I wish you would accept this today.”


  [Pascal wants to give you 1.8 million gold. Would you like to receive Pascal’s gift?]


  [If you receive the gift, you must unconditionally accept one of Pascal’s requests.]


  “Damian won’t be pope anyway. What can he do if he wins the hearts of the congregation? There are only 100 senior priests with voting rights and at least 80% of them are already mine. Duke Grid, please look at the future and make a wise choice…”


  “I don’t want it.” Grid interrupted Pascal’s words. “I have no intention of holding hands with you, when just looking at your face makes me nauseous.”


  Grid hated Pascal. This was because Pascal resembled those who tormented him in the past. He couldn’t erase the image of Pascal bullying Damian and Isabel in his mind. He would never hold hands with Pascal, even if he was given 100 million gold. In the first place, political issues were also intertwined.


  “That’s too bad.”


  The smile had disappeared from Pascal’s face. His patience had reached its limit.


  “Then is it fine to stop talking nicely? For the past few days, I have done my best to be friends with you, but you always mock my efforts and insult me. Don’t you know the meaning of courtesy?”


  “Why should I be polite to you? Don’t you usually enjoy mocking and insulting your opponent?”


  “Ack…!”


  Grid’s attitude showed that he wouldn’t be persuaded. Pascal was nervous and spoke bluntly.


  “Tell me what you want! I’m willing to give you whatever you want as long as you join my side! What would make you hold my hand?”


  “You will give me anything?”


  “Yes!”


  “Hoh, isn’t this very tempting?”


  There was finally a nibble. Pascal was delighted and prepared to listen to Grid’s requirements. Grid told him, “A thousand trillion.”


  “…?”


  A thousand trillion? Was it the name of a treasure?


  ‘It is the first time I’ve heard of it?’


  Grid spoke again to Pascal, who was struggling to understand.


  “Give me one thousand trillion gold. Then I will be your true friend.”


  “This is crazy!”


  He reflexively exclaimed. One thousand trillion gold was the empire’s treasury. No, it was an astronomical sum that would wipe out all the treasuries of the nations on the continent. Grid demanding such a ridiculous amount showed he wasn’t normal.


  “What? Crazy? You said you would give my anything I want, but I’m crazy?”


  “Ah, no. I became delirious due to my shock…”


  Grid waved his hand at Pascal. He didn’t want to hear any excuses.


  “The negotiations have collapsed. Then let’s each go our own way.”


  Grid reached for Lifael’s Spear. It was for the purpose of moving to the smithy. Then the silently watching Kamiyan aimed his sword at Grid’s neck.


  “Leave Lifael’s Spear. How long is an outsider going to carry the item of the church?”


  “…”


  Grid’s eyes sank as he looked down at the shining blade.


  “Second.”


  “What?”


  “This is the second time you’ve pointed a sword at my neck. I’m the duke of a kingdom.”


  Kamiyan ridiculed him, “So what? Will you run to Wiesbaden, your king, and tell on me?”


  The knight of another nation was disparaging his king. How heated would Grid become? Kamiyan deliberately tried to provoke Grid.  Grid would lose his temper and be unable to use his skills properly. But his intentions came to naught. In the first place, Grid didn’t have much loyalty to the king.


  “It’s good that you called my king’s name as if he was the next door neighbor’s dog.”


  Grid grabbed Lifael’s Spear.


  [White Transformation is activated.]


  [You don’t have any divine power. White Transformation has failed to be activated. Side effects will occur to your body.]


  [You have resisted.]


  “You can’t afford to play with me.”


  The reason that Grid couldn’t attack the elders and Pascal was due to the Goddess’ Curse. On the other hand, what about Kamiyan? He wasn’t a priest of the Rebecca Church.


  There was no reason to hold back.


  “Let’s go.”


  Suuk.


  Grid knew the strongest spearman, Pon. He had watched Pon fighting. In fact, they had sparred many times. Grid had developed an incomplete method of Pon’s spear technique.


  Chaaeng!


  The spear moved in a diagonal manner, causing Kamiyan’s sword to be deflected downwards.


  “You!”


  Kamiyan was surprised by the naturally flowing spear and stepped back. Grid extended his right leg back in this gap and stabbed the spear forward.


  Peeeeeong!


  [Lifael’s Spear’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘Light Wheel’ to be generated.]


  [Lifael’s Spear’s option effect is activated, dealing an additional 5,000 damage to the target.]


  “Keook!”


  Kamiyan couldn’t believe it. Grid’s stab suddenly shifted to a circle. It was an irregular attack that even those with ‘Keen Senses’ couldn’t respond to.


  “Cough! Cough!”


  Kamiyan was hit in his waist by a heavy blow, causing him to fall down while coughing up blood.


  ‘Such power…!’


  Kamiyan was stunned. The pain was as if his bones were broken, while his internal organs felt like they were going to burst. This was the power of a myth rated weapon and skill.


  “T-this is impossible…”


  Pascal was astonished as he watched Kamiyan. Red Knight. One of the strongest knights on the continent fell down so easily? There was something even more surprising.


  “H-How can you use Lifael’s Spear?”


  The Rebecca Church’s three divine artifacts were available only to selected beings. They needed to have innate transcendent divine power. The person also needed to pray to Goddess Rebecca for at least nine years. Finally…


  ‘They needed to be a woman!’


  Pascal shouted.


  “Y-You…” Grid remained impassive as Pascal turned pale blue. “Grid, you! Are you a woman?”


  “…”


  It was the most uncomfortable phrase Grid had heard since he was born. It wasn’t even worth arguing about, so the 181cm tall and sturdy Grid tightened his grip on Lifael’s Spear. He really meant to kill Kamiyan.


  Pascal couldn’t accept it and used Heal. Kamiyan was able to recover thanks to this and rose from his spot. There was fear on his face as he fixed his sword posture.


  ‘I has been a long time since I’ve seen Heal.’


  Heal in Satisfy was much better than in usual games. It was because too much had to be given up in order to become Rebecca’s priests. There were very few users who chose to become a Rebecca priest.


  ‘There are too many eyes watching.’


  People were flocking to the garden. Grid believed that killing Kamiyan could adversely affect Damian’s election, so he withdrew.


  “I will leave it for today.”


  Kamiyan’s eyes glared at he gazed after Grid who was leaving leisurely.


  ‘Kill…! I will kill you Grid!’ 


  The reason he was defeated today was due to his carelessness. He never dreamt that Grid could use a divine weapon.


  ‘Damn bastard!’


  The wound in his side was causing him severe pain. He felt nauseous. Kamiyan pledged that he would make Grid kneel in a week when Earl Chirita back.


  “Then I am going.”


  The smithy inside the Vatican. The weapons for paladins were produced here. Grid held the Legendary Blacksmith’s Hammer in his hand.


  “Shall I begin?”


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Lifael’s Spear. The weapon that a god made was reinterpreted by human hands.
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  Combat. In particular, replaying battles where one was defeated was a big help to their growth.


  Kamiyan closed his eyes and replayed it.


  ‘When Grid decided to stab me.’


  What if he didn’t defend, but decided to push forward instead?


  ‘I would still be hit. If Grid hit me from the side, the result would be the same.’


  What if he backed off?


  ‘I would still be hit. At that time, Grid was already narrowing the distance between us with the maximum stride.’


  No matter how he looked, defense was the best choice. However, the problem was that Kamiyan’s swordsmanship couldn’t defend against it.


  ‘It took an instant for the straight orbit to change into a circle.’


  The spear flying in a straight line changed to a circular orbit just before it his his sword. Honestly, it gave Kamiyan goose bumps. He was able to feel that Grid was an expert with the spear.


  ‘I have to respond with a skill.’


  If he used Super Armor, he could defend against the attack. Then he would be able to counterattack while Grid was being pushed back.


  ‘Then I would’ve been the winner.’


  He was hesitant to use his trump card in the first battle. He didn’t use the skill, so the result was a defeat.


  “Dammit… I didn’t think it would hurt so much.”


  He wore the Red Armor, but he couldn’t even survive one shot. The attack power of Lifael’s Spear was beyond imagination. It was truly a divine artifact.


  ‘It was a wrong fight from the beginning.’


  Kamiyan hadn’t expected that Grid could use Lifael’s Spear. Therefore, he wasn’t vigilant and didn’t respond when Grid retrieved Lifael’s Spear. From there, the flow passed onto Grid. It was unfair.


  ‘Isn’t he a swordsman?’


  Several members of the church had witnessed Grid fighting against Drevigo. There were also elders among them. The elders had explained what happened. Grid was said to use a greatsword. Then how could he use a spear?


  ‘In addition, it’s Lifael’s Spear!’


  Wasn’t Lifael’s Spear a weapon that could only be used by a few ‘women’ who received the goddess’ divine message?


  “It’s really annoying.”


  The biggest cause of his defeat was ‘wrong information.’ This error-prone information planted useless preconceptions and caused him to lose.


  ‘I should’ve assumed that Grid could use Lifael’s Spear.’


  Then he wouldn’t have been hit so hard!


  Kwaduduk!


  Kamiyan gritted his teeth. It was enough to drive him crazy. He was boiling with anger. The anger was unleashed through his sword, as he trained.


  “Grid! Next time will be different! I will be alert! I will show you the true power of the Red Knights!”


  It was evaluated by the enemies that the current Red Knights were weaker than they were in the past. It was inevitable. The former Red Knights had the great swordsman Piaro, so the current Red Knights without Piaro were judged to be one level lower. Duke Limit had never once won against Piaro. But that was a story of the past.


  ‘Lord Limit is now over Piaro.’


  It was clear that the Red Knights who studied under Duke Limit had also surpassed him. In order to prove it, the Red Knights had to be undefeated. Kamiyan was determined to beat Grid.


  “You will see soon!”


  Kwajak!


  Kamiyan’s sword was covered in aura and smashed the large rock. He became even stronger. 


  ***


  “Pagma.”


  The legendary blacksmith and the best swordsman after Sword Saint Muller. He was known to be able to handle all types of weapons. The same was true for Grid, who inherited his power. But to even be able to use the three divine artifacts of the church…


  “This is very frustrating.”


  Pascal needed to quickly determine Isabel’s successor. Pascal planned to raise his position by appointing a girl he secretly fostered as the new Rebecca’s Daughter. But the problem was that Grid would definitely not hand over Lifael’s Spear.


  “…Damian, that bastard.”


  This must be Damian’s trick. He asked Grid to protect Lifael’s Spear in order to contain Pascal.


  “I won’t be hit by such a trick.” Pascal went to meet the elders. He made them write an order for Grid to return Lifael’s Spear. “Grid, even you can’t violate the official order of our church.”


  If the command was broken?


  ‘Then it can’t be helped. You will be considered an enemy… Huh?’


  Pascal held the order while heading towards the smithy.


  “Pascal?”


  “Damian!”


  Pascal stumbled across Damian, who was campaigning. Damian was raising the atmosphere with the help of that fellow called Huroi, who was like a charlatan. Pascal was upset when he saw Damian.


  “You! Lifael’s Spear is a divine artifact of our church! How could you give it to Grid illegally? You have to clear this up or you will be punished!”


  Damian didn’t understand. “What are you saying? The current owner of Lifael’s Spear is Isabel-chan. She is the one who left it directly to Grid…”


  “Shut up!”


  “…”


  “Isabel is already dead! So the ownership of Lifael’s Spear returned to the elders… Heok?”


  Pascal suddenly closed his mouth. He looked like he had seen a ghost. His complexion was worse than when he wondered if Grid was a woman. It was because he saw a woman with brightly shining platinum hair approaching.


  “What’s the fuss?” The woman questioned. It was Isabel.


  “W-What is this?”


  Isabel wasn’t dead? Rather than dying, her color was completely recovered and she was walking fine on her own? Damian asked the stunned Pascal, “Isabel-chan is dead? Have you finally become senile?”


  “Unbelievable!” 


  How did she suddenly recover her health after dying?


  ‘Things are going terribly wrong!’


  Some unknown actions were occurring in a place that he couldn’t see. This was a serious problem. Pascal held his head as he tried to understand the situation. Then he saw something dropping. It was hair. The stress that occurred since Grid appeared led to hair loss.


  Hwaduk. Hwaduuk.


  “…”


  A bunch of hair fell every time he touched his head, causing Pascal’s anger to escape.


  “Gridddd!”


  This person. Things started to become twisted the moment he appeared. Pascal could no longer tolerate Grid’s presence. He nervously tore up the order he just had written.


  ‘Grid! You are now my enemy!’


  It was thoroughly decided. Damian and Isabel felt a sense of catharsis after seeing Pascal’s state and clapped.


  ***


  [Light Wheel]


  Stabbing, hacking, cutting, etc.


  Any type of attack will be linked to a circular attack. The target won’t be able to escape this irregular attack.


  * The hit rate is 100%.


  * Contains the light attribute.


  This skill gave Lifael’s Spear a 100% hit rate. There was no resource consumption or cooldown time. This skill had a ‘high’ chance of activating during a general attack, and the power was really fraudulent.


  “I thought it wasn’t good because there was no additional damage.”


  It was a miscalculation.  Thanks to the extraordinary high base damage of Lifael’s Spear, the option of a 100% hit rate was huge.  It was enough to knock down a famous Red Knight with one hit.  It was an unexpected result even for Grid.


  ‘Lifael’s Spear. This is the majesty of a myth rated weapon.’


  But there was one regrettable thing.


  “A spear doesn’t fit with me.”


  Pagma’s Swordsmanship Lv. 3 When deactivated, it increased Grid’s attack power by 32%, the chance of a critical attack by 22% and the damage of a critical attack by 15%. When activated, it allowed him to use active skills such as Kill, Link and Transcend.


  However, this was on the condition that it was a sword type weapon. The skill wasn’t activated when weapons other than a sword type were equipped. It was a sad fact for Grid.


  ‘I have to give up on using Lifael’s Spear for myself.’


  However, he scheduled it to be included in Grid’s set. It was for Pon, the guild members, and the soldiers who used the spear as their main weapon. That’s right. Grid planned for a day when the guild members and soldiers would wear Grid’s set.


  “Kukukuk! Puhahahat!”


  Overgeared Kingdom! Grid felt a thrill at the people who would praise the cool name, while the soldiers of his fantastic kingdom would wear the Grid set.


  “That person… Isn’t he scary?”


  “Right? I think so as well.”


  “He doesn’t seem like a normal person…”


  The smithy inside the Vatican. The blacksmiths muttered as they felt an negative energy coming from Grid. Their eyes weren’t good as they looked at Grid. But Grid didn’t care about the gaze of others. No. To be precise, there was no need to worry about it. His mind was solely focused on Lifael’s Spear.


  Ttang! Ttang! 


  Lifael’s Spear was completely disassembled over two days. Grid tried to figure out the hidden structure of the spear through the process of reassembly. He spent a few days studying the spear in the smithy.


  The process of observation, disassembly and assembly were tirelessly repeated. Thanks to his natural talents of ‘persistence’ and ‘concentration,’ Grid was able to immerse himself in the tedious process without ending it. The result…


  [Your understanding of Lifael’s Spear  is now at 100%!]


  [Blueprint: Lifael’s Spear has been acquired.]


  [Experiencing every detail of a myth rated weapon will raise your skills to the next level!]


  [The level of all skills related to production will increase by one.]


  [(Witness of God’s Weapon) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill has evolved into (Understanding of Gods’ Weapons) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill.]


  “Good!”


  Including the time he spent with Isabel in her room, he achieved this in 11 days. The hidden abilities didn’t appear as he expected, but he grasped how to use the Goddess’ Essence and various skills were strengthened. No, that wasn’t all. He had acquired the design of a myth rated item.


  Grid was just as happy as when he obtained Piaro and Asmophel.


  “First of all.”


  Right now, he had no material to make Lifael’s Spear. But…


  Grid made a meaningful smile and grasped the hammer again.
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  ‘I just need to obtain the materials if I don’t have them.’


  Grid’s eyes were filled with greed as he dismantled Lifael’s Spear.


  ‘Shouldn’t I get some profit?’


  Grid had saved Isabel by sacrificing the Goddess’ Essence. He wanted to receive a little something in return.


  ‘I will melt Lifael’s Spear.’


  Then he could obtain some adamantium. It was a unique opportunity to obtain a god mineral for free.


  ‘It will be okay if I can take off a small portion of the spear.’


  (Understanding of Gods’ Weapons) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill was level 6 and ‘greedy eyes’ was mastered. According to the result of his analysis, Lifael’s Spear was longer and thicker than necessary. It was somewhat unsuitable for women to use.


  ‘It will turn out nicely for Isabel if I reduce the length and thickness of the spear.’


  Grid justified it to himself as he threw the spear into the furnace. There was no hesitation. The essence of Grid’s nature was greed. This was fueled by his desire as a blacksmith to make an item of a higher level as soon as possible. The present Grid was the embodiment of desire. No one could control him. Even the person involved couldn’t suppress himself. He was like a drug addict in front of drugs.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid’s hands were much faster and sophisticated than before. It was thanks to the increase in skill level of his production skills. Lifael’s Spear became shorter and thinner under his hands.


  “Ohh!”


  The blacksmiths in the smithy were at a loss for words. They looked at Grid’s skills and wondered if this was a blacksmith of the gods.


  “It’s finished!”


  After three hours of struggle, Grid reconstructed Lifael’s Spear. His face distorted. The result was terrible.


  [Incomplete Lifael’s Spear has been created.]


  [Incomplete Lifael’s Spear]


  The harmony designed by god is broken. This is a useless stick.


  “…It’s like this.”


  Had he experienced this only one or twice? Satisfy was thoroughly designed not to give any easy benefits.


  “Sigh.”


  Ttang! Ttang!


  The frustrated Grid started to restore Lifael’s Spear.  Unfortunately, it couldn’t be helped. He didn’t know what Goddess Rebecca would do if he gave Isabel an incomplete spear.


  Ttiring~


  Thus, he invested another three hours into restoring Lifael’s Spear. Then there was a cheerful sound effect and an unbelievable message window popped up.


  [The result was terrible, but your vision and spirit to challenge reinterpreting a god’s weapon is deserving of high praise. You are qualified to become a true legend.]


  [One of Pagma’s Descendant’s hidden pieces ‘Sealed Ability’ has been acquired.]


  [The skill ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Reconstruction’ has been acquired.]


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Reconstruction Lv. 1]


  Reinterpret items with a 100% understanding into a new form.


  The performance of the modified item will depend on your interpretation, skill and intentions.


  * An item can only be reconstructed once.


  * When the skill level increases, the number of reconstructions will increase by one.


  [You have taken one step closer to becoming a true legend by opening the hidden piece ‘Sealed Ability.’ Skill cooldown time will be reduced by 10%.]


  [Reputation throughout the continent will rise by +2.000.]


  [You currently have 30,011 reputation throughout the continent. You can now use the Reputation Store.]


  “…The old saying isn’t wrong.” Grid clenched his fists before he burst out laughing. “Nice people live well! Kuhahahahat!”


  Grid benefited greatly from returning Lifael’s Spear to its original shape, and saw himself as a good person. That’s right. His original malicious intent of trying to obtain adamantium was erased from his memories. The brain resembled its owner and was selfish.


  ***


  OGC was the world’s first gaming specialty channel.


  Decades before the emergence of virtual reality games, it held various game content and established the e-sports culture. Now Satisfy dominated the games market and OGC reigned as one of the world’s top gaming stations.


  “Let’s do a live broadcast of the pope candidates’ speeches.”


  The director of OGC. He was a former PD who rose to an executive status, and had many accomplishments. It was enough to give him the nickname of ‘Guaranteed Viewership.’ But the members of his planning team raised concerns.


  “How many people will be interested in who the pope of the Rebecca Church is? No one will be interested apart from the users who are part of the Rebecca Church.”


  “Speech events are just static. The ratings will hit the floor and it won’t be easy to obtain advertisements.”


  “Wouldn’t it be better to air the PvP tournament that is taking place in the Zik Principality at that time?”


  “We can record it, but why does it have to be a live broadcast? It’s the prime time.”


  “It isn’t worth recording. It is better to cover it briefly in the news…”


  The director watched his rebellious team and clapped. Once he confirmed that their attention was on him, he made a shocking remark.


  “I was informed that a user is a pope candidate.”


  “Heok?”


  “I-Is this true?”


  Last year, the Rebecca Church had around 71 million members. But this year, the number of members had crossed 80 million. It was estimated that it would cross 90 million by the end of this year. It truly was Satisfy’s first religion, as the growth rate was unbelievable. It was difficult to gauge how big it would grow in the future.


  Then what if the master of this religion was a user? This was a rare scoop. It was a scoop comparable to the events that Grid was involved in. The motivation of the planning team started to burn.


  “A live broadcast is good! Start promoting it right now!”


  “I will seek sponsors.”


  “I will obtain advertisements!”


  “Whoa, whoa.” The director calmed his excited team members. “Do you want to create rumors? I don’t want to share this expensive information with other broadcasters. Our goal is to have the exclusive live coverage. This information should only be disclosed once it has started.”


  As SNS evolved, the people’s speed of information sharing was fast enough to exceed common sense.


  “This pope candidates speech event. At the start, the ratings might by less than 0.1%, but it will reach at least 15%. The prices of the ads we insert in the middle will be a new record. Now, go and prepare.”


  “Yes!”


  “Ku~ we will be busy.”


  At the time, the director didn’t know this. OGC would secure the highest audience rating since its creation.


  ***


  Earl Chirita.


  Pascal’s father was a mere viscount 10 years ago. The political circles of the empire didn’t pay attention to him. But 10 years ago. His position suddenly changed after his son Pascal became the head of the Judar Church. He was the father of the leader of a church with 20 million members, so he played a major role in politics and he earned the title of earl.


  And now…


  “Hup~! The air of the Vatican is very clear!”


  Earl Chirita received the favor of Emperor Juander. It meant he became one of the best powers in the empire. It was natural, since his son would soon be pope. The earl’s body was covered with various luxuries, so he really stood out. The various nobles who came to listen to the speeches of the pope candidates gathered around him.


  “Earl Chirita, it’s an honor to meet you.”


  “In a month, you will be the father of His Holiness.”


  “Won’t you be awarded the title of duke at that time?”


  The earl was excited at the behavior of the nobles from other nations. His life had changed like this thanks to having a good son. Pascal approached him at this time.


  “Welcome, Earl Chirita.”


  “Ohh, Sir Pascal. It has been a long time.”


  Pascal was married to the church. Since he had an official position, he had to treat his father like everyone else. The two people excused themselves and moved to a secret place.


  “Did you receive support from the emperor?”


  “Um, yes. He sent five Black Knights and one Red Knight.


  Pascal’s face twisted.


  ‘Only one Red Knight…’


  The Red Knights were called the strongest group on the continent. But not long ago, didn’t Grid take down Kamiyan with one blow? He was skeptical about sending only one Red Knight as support.


  “What is the number of the knight?”


  “The 19th knight.”


  “…!”


  Pascal’s eyes widened with surprise. The disappointment and anxiety on his face disappeared.


  ‘A knight in the 10’s was sent!’


  The number attached to the knight was a measure of strength. The 30th knight was called a 100 man army, while the 20th knight was called a 1,000 man army.  The 10th knight? They were at a level that could cope with five people with the strength of the 20th knight alone. The 19th knight was dozens of times stronger than the 30th knight, Kamiyan.


  ‘The emperor truly cares about me!’


  Pascal trembled with excitement when Earl Chirita asked him.


  “But why did you ask for support?”


  “A fly is bothering me.”


  Pascal had seen Grid as a disaster just a while ago. But not anymore. Now that the 19th knight came, Grid was just a fly.


  ‘My hair loss will soon disappear.’


  Pascal’s forehead had become exposed in just a few days, but now he had a wide smile on his face.


  ***


  “There will be a fuss.”


  The Vatican was fully crowded. Grid frowned as he watched the surging crowd.


  ‘OGC Station?’


  Broadcast cameras were installed throughout the Vatican. Choi Hyeyoung, an OGC announcer was rehearsing in front of the fountain.


  ‘It will be annoying.’


  The public’s interest in the pope election seemed to be much higher than expected. If they saw him here, he would be flooded with interview requests. In order to avoid this, Grid wore the Slaughterer’s mask and eye patch. His face and ID were hidden.


  ‘It’s easier these days.’


  Damian and Huroi approached the relieved Grid. Isabel was with them. Then Grid handed Lifael’s Spear to her.


  “White Transformation was sealed. It won’t eat at your health anymore.”


  “Thank you… Thank you very much.”


  Isabel was thrilled to tears. Thanks to Grid, she was saved from a hellish life and she liked Grid more than before. To her, Grid and Damian were bright lights from Goddess Rebecca. Meanwhile, Huroi was sighing with relief.


  ‘I was worried that My Lord would try to take some of the materials and receive a divine punishment…’


  Fortunately, it seemed like he didn’t do anything to the divine weapon.


  ‘Not becoming greedy when seeing such a great item… My Lord has grown further. It’s really commendable.’


  Huroi gave Grid a thumbs up.


  ‘Why is he doing that?’ Grid was bewildered. 


  Meanwhile, there were eyes closely watching him.
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  OGC Station’s PD, Park Jongsoo. He entered Satisfy directly and watched Damian.


  “He’s the pope candidate?”


  “Yes, the audience ratings will become 15% due to him. Stick seven cameras to him.”


  “That’s the rumored Isabel who is a Rebecca’s Daughter? She’s prettier than the rumors say.”


  “That’s right. Put two cameras on her.”


  Her beauty will increase the number of male viewers. It was an indispensable element in broadcasting.


  “I understand. Eh? That person…?” Park PD was looking at Damian and Isabel, when he became excited at the sight of an Asian man. “Huroi! The person next to Damian is Huroi!”


  “Huroi? The first ranked orator, Huroi?”


  “Yes! Overgeared!”


  “The person closest to Grid?”


  “It’s certain!”


  “Hoh? What is this?”


  Someone close to Grid was attached to a pope candidate? The eyes of the director shone.


  ‘Is Grid related to this election?’


  Grid. He was the first to obtain a legendary class and South Korea’s pride. He was involved in a variety of events, and now he was intervening in the Rebecca Church?


  “Maybe this… Perhaps we might obtain a scoop?”


  Of course, regardless of Grid, Huroi could be doing a personal activity.


  “But we need to keep an eye out. We need to find out what type of relationship pope candidate Damian and Grid have. Put two cameras on Huroi as well.”


  “Yes, I understand. Then what about that man?”


  The man wore a bizarre half mask that had a curious symmetry between crying and smiling. His face and ID couldn’t be seen. He seemed to be close with Damian’s group.


  “Put one camera on him.”


  The courtyard that Huroi was in. Park PD agreed with the director’s command to observe the man more thoroughly.


  ***


  Grid’s current insight stat exceeded 1,400. He could feel the attention of two low level users from 50m away.


  ‘They are the station officials.’


  As soon as they logged out, the cameras would start to roll. Grid was able to grasp their exact distance, despite not seeing them.


  ‘It’s too annoying, which is why I hid my identity.’


  Grid scoffed. He didn’t find the cameras particularly intrusive. It would be easy to escape them. 


  Damian asked him, “You have sealed Lifael’s Spear, so are you returning to Reidan?”


  Both Damian and Isabel looked regretful. Grid shook his head.


  “No. I still have something to do.”


  Pascal finally recognized Grid as an enemy. It was what he wanted. The moment that Pascal attacked him…


  ‘I will get experience.’


  Damian spoke to Grid who was smiling wickedly. “Then please watch over me. I will do my best. I will tell everyone why I must become pope. I believe it is the reward for your infinite grace.”


  Damian had been making speeches with Huroi, so his eyes were filled with confidence. Grid nodded as he saw the imposing gaze.


  “I’ll trust you.”


  “Thank you. Then go and get ready.”


  “Grid, you must tell me before you leave. Don’t leave without telling me. Understood?”


  “Yes.”


  Damian and Isabel left for the venue, leaving Grid and Huroi alone. Isabel looked back a few times, like she was worried that Grid might disappear, but Damian just looked ahead and vowed again.


  ‘I have to work hard today to build a foundation that will allow me to become pope.’


  Grid saved Isabel-chan. Huroi also helped Damian gain the trust of the church’s members. Damian was desperate to give back to those who hadn’t been able to hunt for two weeks because they were stuck in the Vatican.


  ‘I need to gain the ability to repay them. And in order to defend Isabel, I must become pope.’


  Damian looked like he was heading to the battlefield. After a moment. Huroi asked carefully after he was left alone with Grid.


  “Can I ask what it is you still have to do?”


  “Hunting.”


  “Hunting… What are you saying?”


  “Yes, apart from Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl, aren’t you and I the only ones who haven’t reached level 300? Since we came all the way here, shouldn’t we get some levels?”


  The Vatican was an area with no monsters. It meant there was nothing to hunt.


  “What are you going to catch to level up…? Can I ask about your plan?”


  He had some idea. But he wanted his prediction to be wrong, so he asked out loud. Grid laughed at Huroi. “Elders.”


  Pascal and the elders. They were trash who despised the weak and were a huge barrier to Damian.  What would they do if Damian gave a good speech? He could never become pope with Pascal in the way. Grid had to take care of Pascal.


  “And.”


  Grid’s gaze shifted behind Huroi.


  “There is a bonus of seven knights.”


  “…!”


  Huroi hurriedly looked back. There were two knights in red armor and five knights in black armor.


  “Grid, I will pay back that disgrace.”


  Grid welcomed Kamiyan, “You came.”


  He was relaxed. According to his own experience, the Black Knights and Red Knights were weak, unlike the rumors. The rumors must be exaggerated. Grid judged that he could take care of two Red Knights and the Black Knights in an instant.


  At that moment.


  [The pope candidate’s speech event will begin soon. For the sake of safety, all outsiders are prohibited from possessing weapons.]


  [All weapons in your inventory will be disabled.]


  “…Eh?”


  “Huh?”


  The bewildered Grid and Huroi cried out. Kamiyan laughed at them and pulled out his sword. Kamiyan received the warning from Pascal ahead of time and registered the knights with the Rebecca Church. It was an effective temporary measure. Unlike Grid and Huroi, they could use weapons.


  “This will be your grave.”


  ‘Ah, really.’


  It had been a really long time since he stepped in shit. As Kamiyan approached, Grid retreated behind Huroi and said.


  “We should leave here for now.”


  “Good decision!” Huroi immediately summoned his drake. “Descend! Lord of the Skies above the Grasslands!”


  “…”


  There was only silence. Grid’s expression stiffened.


  “Why isn’t your drake coming?”


  “T-That…” Huroi started sweating. “My pet summoning doesn’t work.”


  “That joke isn’t funny in a situation like this.”


  Grid tried to summon Noe and Randy.


  [Goddess Rebecca is watching the pope candidates. Due to the extreme divine power concentrated on the Vatican, non-human existences can’t enter.]


  [Pet summoning has failed.]


  “There really is a variety of things.”


  The relaxation disappeared from Grid’s face as he grumbled.


  ***


  “The problem with the Rebecca Church is that it is divided into several factions. Unity must be achieved in order to properly go against the Yatan Church…”


  The speeches from the pope candidates began. They were free to speak as they liked. It caused drowsiness.


  OGC Station. The employees had dark expressions. It was because the rating for the live broadcast didn’t meet their expectations. 


  “Did you spread the information that a user is appearing among the pope candidates?”


  “The candidate’s speeches are more boring than expected. There isn’t enough to make the viewers stick around.


  “Try to focus on Damian more than the speeches of the other pope candidates. Keep filming the people I mentioned.”


  “I understand.”


  Out of the dozens of monitors, the most notable one was Isabel’s beautiful face.


  “This?”


  The director was biting his fingernails out of nervousness, when his eyes suddenly widened. Something was happening on a small monitor at the bottom.


  “Number 19! Look at monitor number 19!”


  ***


  –This is boring.


  –Why am I watching this broadcast?


  –Isabel is really pretty.


  The netizens, who came to the OGC web channel after hearing that there was a user among the pope candidates, started complaining. The chat window was bombarded with curses.


  –No fun. No fun.


  –Guys, is the pope going to be decided today?


  –Nope. The pope election is in one month. This is just publicity for the pope candidates.


  -What? Then I don’t need to watch this.


  –I know who the pope candidate is, so I will be going.


  –The PvP tournament is live on another channel right now. There is more benefit to watching that.


  –I should go see. There’s no point watching this broadcast.


  Thus. There was a quick reduction in the number of viewers on the OGC web channel. Suddenly, knights in red armor and black armor filled the screen that previously contained Isabel’s face and the boring pope candidates.


  –Huh? Red Knights?


  -Wow! Red Knights and Black Knights?


  –This isn’t fake?


  –It’s real if you look at the pattern on the armor.


  -The Saharan Empire’s strongest knights!


  Their unannounced appearance excited the viewers.


  -But why are the Red Knights and Blacks Knights in the Vatican?


  –Who are they fighting?


  The attention of the audience focused on the people that the enemy knights were attacking. The opponents were two users.  One was an unidentified masked man and the other was the first ranked orator, Huroi.


  –Why are users fighting knights…?


  –Huroi will die.


  –Even if he is part of the Overgeared Guild, he still can’t beat a knight ~ ㅋ ㅋ ㅋ


  –It will be the first time the Overgeared Guild is defeated.


  –Who is the masked man?


  -Who cares? It won’t last long.


  It was a one-sided battle. The knight called Kamiyan was driving back the man in the mask, while five Black Knights were surrounding Huroi. They wielded swords, while the masked man and Huroi could only evade and defend without any weapons.


  Why weren’t they holding weapons? As the viewers started to question it, subtitles rose that explained the current situation.


  [Non-Rebecca Church members are prohibited from using weapons.]


  Who was the man in the mask? Why and how were they under attack by the Red Knights and Black Knights? The viewers wondered.  But they quickly realized that their questions wouldn’t be resolved.


  –It’s over.


  –Boring.


  This fight will soon be over.


  The man in the mask and Huroi would soon be pierced by the swords and turned to ashes, then the screen would once again show the boring speeches of the pope candidates. The viewers were sure of it, but the man in the video didn’t allow the obvious development.


  “You disgraceful bastards are really cheap.”


  The man in the mask cursed…


  This voice was familiar?


  –Eh???


  -Grid?


  –God Grid!


  The comments in the chat window and the ratings started to rise exponentially. OGC’s director was startled. As everyone’s attention was focused on the screen…


  “Lifael’s Spear.”


  Grid pulled out a gold spear. It was the pavranium that used to be divided into seven blades in the past. Now it exerted an overwhelming attack power, causing blood to spray from Kamiyan’s chest. Earlier, the director said that Damian would cause the ratings to rise to 15%.


  “We are unable to measure the audience ratings!!!”


  The call to raise the advertising shook OGC Station.
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  Detecting the target. Predicting the risks. These were phrases that described the insight stat. Before meeting Piaro, Grid had only used insight to measure combat power.  But in fact, insight was an absolute factor that could elevate his combat power.


  In other words, he could predict risks.


  “You rat bastards!”


  He could read the enemy’s movements. Grid didn’t easily allow Kamiyan to attack him.  He evaded or defended, then linked a counterattack. These were movements that Piaro had taught him several times.


  “Keok!”


  The efficient movements helped him draw out 100% of his abilities. Grid dealt a strong punch.


  “K-Kuaaack! You bastard!”


  Kamiyan couldn’t believe it. Rather than overwhelming an opponent who didn’t have a weapon, he was receiving damage.


  ‘The difference between me and this guy is so large? Something is wrong…! It can’t be!’


  Kamiyan believed that the empire was the whole world. He was indifferent to the happenings of small kingdoms.  Therefore, he had no idea about Grid. He only knew about the first time Grid came to the Vatican.  Grid was just someone who ‘barely’ defeated ex-pope Drevigo.


  But what was the truth? Grid had experience raiding bosses much more powerful than Drevigo.  Under the guidance of Piaro, he had fought Pagma’s clone 83 times. To be exact, Grid studied under Piaro, who was once the captain of the Red Knights. He wasn’t an opponent that the 30th knight Kamiyan could go against.


  Grid provoked Kamiyan. “Is your sword just a decoration? Isn’t it disgraceful that you can’t even subdue a bare handed opponent?”


  “Shut up!”


  Kamiyan lost his composure, then a gold spear suddenly flew and stabbed his chest. It was because his movements had become bigger after falling for Grid’s provocation. This gave an advantage to Grid. The ‘Vital Spot Detection’ of the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch combined with his high insight to create an explosive synergy. At this moment, Grid was the person controlling the puppet called Kamiyan.


  Peok! Peeeeok!


  The strongest martial artist, Regas. It might be awkward, but Grid could follow his movements. Sometimes short, sometimes cool, his powerful fists stretched out nonstop. The attacks that tenaciously aimed at the seams of his armor confused Kamiyan.


  ‘Another five…!’


  When Grid punched once, his gloves intermittently emitted light. Once that happened, Kamiyan felt like he was struck five times.  It was the effect of the ‘5 Joint Attacks’ attached to Holy Light Gloves.


  That’s right. Grid was actively relying on his items as always.


  Swaeek!


  Puk!


  Lifael’s Spear shot like a bullet every time there was a gap. This was the pinnacle of the power of items, a reproduction of a divine weapon made of pavranium. Unlike Grid’s bare hands, it dealt damage to Kamiyan that couldn’t be ignored.


  [You have dealt 3,830 damage to the target.]


  ‘Okay, this time it struck properly.’


  [Lifael’s Spear (Reproduction)]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: None


  Attack Power: 101~730


  * Divine Power +200


  * Fixed damage of +1,500 on each attack.


  * There is a low probability of activating the ‘Light Wheel’ skill.


  * Attack power +20% against those with dark magic power.


  Maybe by the blacksmith G, who is being reborn as a true legend.


  It is a miniature version of one of the three divine artifacts of the Rebecca Church, Lifael’s Spear.


  It is made from the legendary mineral with a a will, pavranium. Therefore, it has a strong tendency to protect its owner. It makes decisions and moves by itself. 


  Weight: 14


  There was no handgrip on the spear, so people couldn’t use it directly. So it wasn’t classified as a weapon. It might be due to that, or because it had divine power, but Lifael’s Spear was free from the ban on weapons. 


  Grid aggressively took advantage of it. Kamiyan became increasingly injured.


  “Kuaaah! Kill! I will kill you!”


  Originally, Kamiyan was planning to play with Grid slowly. Now he became irritated and impatiently used a skill.


  Papat!


  Kamiyan used Keen Senses and consecutively avoided Grid’s attack. His sword drew several lines without a time delay. It was the manifestation of Dual Cross Sword. It was only four strokes, but the quickly was comparable to Link. This was followed by a wave of energy.


  The red light from Grid’s eyes darkened. His high insight was warning him.


  ‘I can’t avoid it.’


  Should he fight back right afterwards? No. Grid’s bare hands would only receive damage that way. It was too weak. Then,


  ‘Crush it.’


  Grid formed a fist. Confronting an aura blade with his bare hands, it was crazy. Kamiyan believed that Grid’s fist would be torn into eight pieces. The millions of viewers watching the battle were the same. But it was too arrogant to judge a legend by a moderate genius.


  There was a reason for Grid’s behavior that the public couldn’t imagine. The power of items.


  Chaaeng!


  The moment the cross sword collided with Grid’s fist…


  Flash!


  There was a light from the ruby ring Grid was wearing.


  [The option effect of ‘Dark Bus’ Earring’ is activated, neutralizing the target skill.]


  “What?”


  Kamiyan was shocked!


  –Wow, what is that?


  -The skill disappeared;;


  –No, in the first place, why is Grid’s control so good? How can he punch back against such quick swordsmanship? Is that really Grid?


  –His agility is high.


  -ㅇㅇ It seems like his agility is maximized by his gear.


  The viewers admired it.


  ‘If I can’t avoid it, then I should use it.’


  Grid’s expression shot through the magic ball was splendid.


  ‘Take a good look.’


  Chaaeng!


  Grid’s fist pierced through the cross sword and struck Kamiyan’s face. Kamiyan staggered and Lifael’s Spear aimed towards him. Grid took out the Red Lightning Summoning Bead that he obtained from hunting the Frostlight Orc Chief in the past.


  ‘I am the master of the Overgeared Guild.’


  The Overgeared Guild was the strongest.


  ‘Don’t look down on us!’


  This was a warning to the seven guilds who dared to invade Reidan while he was away. Then the red lightning bolt fell.


  Kurururung.


  The red lightning bolt that fell from the sky was nestled in Lifael’s Spear.


  Puok!


  Additional lightning damage was added to the spear, which pierced Kamiyan.


  [Critical!]


  [The red lightning adds 30% damage. The target has received an electric shock.]


  [You have dealt 17,300 damage to the target.]


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Kamiyan screamed. It was the worst pain since the battle began. Now that he was in shock, it was a chance to deal a fatal injury. Grid determined and activated Blacksmith’s Rage. Rather than using Grid’s Boots that maximized the power of a greatsword, Grid equipped Braham’s Boots. Then he wore the Hooded Zip Up. His movement speed was increased by 40%.


  “W-Wait a minute…!”


  Kamiyan begged as he was faced with the evil red light, but it was useless. Unbreakable Justice, the skill that was learned by rescuing Huroi and acquiring the title of Apostle of Justice. It was expressed through Grid’s fist.


  Kwaaaaang!


  “…!”


  Kamiyan couldn’t even scream. His head was struck and he was thrown into the smithy wall.  His teeth were broken and blood covered the Slaughterer’s Mask.


  [Critical!]


  [The Holy Light Gloves’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  [You have dealt 7,020 damage to the target.]


  Jjejeok! Jjejejeok!


  Cracks started to appear on the wall of the smithy above where Kamiyan’s head had struck. This scene was proof of Grid’s strength, which exceeded the level of a human. But more than two-thirds of Kamiyan’s health still remained.


  This was the limit of bare fists. First of all, Kamiyan’s health and defense was too high.


  ‘He won’t be defeated unless he dies.’


  There was another Red Knight in the distance. Grid would take full advantage of the lazy attitude of the knight who stood on the sidelines without participating. Grid would kill Kamiyan before the knight intervened.


  Chaaeng! Chaaeng! Jjejejeok!


  Grid’s fists continuously punched Kamiyan’s face. Grid’s damage and speed were enhanced by Blacksmith’s Rage, so he completely neutralized Kamiyan. Kamiyan used Super Armor and tried to get away from Grid, but Dark Bus’ Ring neutralized it.


  ‘This bastard is a dragon!’


  The golden spear, fast moving boots, ring that neutralized skills, gloves that hit several times, armor with overwhelming defense, and so on. Grid was covered with artifacts that appeared in legends. It was like an imperial treasury was walking around. Due to the short life span of humans, it was impossible to collect such artifacts in their entire life.


  Kamiyan didn’t like Grid. In the meantime, Grid’s punching continued.


  Kururung!


  The wall of the smithy completely collapsed. As the place to lean on disappeared, Kamiyan fell down and Grid’s knee hit his jaw. Then Lifael’s Spear flew towards Kamiyan and wounded him,


  Puoook!


  Blood scattered all over the remnants of the smithy. It was a scene reminiscent of a battlefield.


  -Wow…


  -God…


  This strength was beyond common sense. After the golem invasion, Grid had grown much more aware from the public’s eyes. He seemed to have also overcome his only weakness, control. Items, skills, stats and now control, Grid was becoming truly perfect.


  –I had to change my underwear.


  –I’m wearing a diaper.


  –But isn’t a Red Knight weaker than the rumors?


  –This is the 30th knight? It is said that they are strong according to their number.


  –ㅇㅇThe single numbers must be a real wall.


  –What? I was almost scared of Grid again.


  –I am scared.ㅡㅡ


  –So that’s the 30th knight? Even other rankers can defeat him.


  –No. Grid is using his bare hands.


  –What bare hands? He has the golden spear. Isn’t that a weapon?


  There were dozens of chat messages per second in the OGC web channel chat window. The chat administrators tried to restrain abusive users, but were forced to give up halfway. On the other hand, the TV channel’s ratings were exceeding 30%. The ratings soared in real time.


  It was 6:20 p.m. on a Saturday. It was prime time with various popular programs, so this was a phenomenal record for a cable channel.


  ‘Indeed, Grid’s power on audience ratings is beyond imagination.’


  It was difficult to predict how the ratings would go up. But there was one problem.


  “Isn’t this too cruel?”


  “We will be hit with a warning. We might have to stop broadcasting for a while.”


  Grid’s battle style wasn’t good for minors to watch. The opponent was an NPC, but Grid kept smiling as he hit the vital points. He was called a psychopath for a reason.  The team members were concerned.


  “I will take responsibility for everything. Don’t worry and keep broadcasting.”


  His broadcaster’s blood was boiling. He would take responsibility for any repercussions, even if he needed to take off his clothes. He would write a new legend in the broadcasting world.
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  19th knight, Fulito. He was dissatisfied with this mission. His high pride meant he was upset at having to follow the orders of a priest.


  ‘I am a knight in the 10s.’


  He questioned why a such a distinguished person the Red Knights had to do a chore like this.


  ‘It is sufficient for the guys in the 20s, tsk.’


  This disgruntled thought disappeared the moment he witnessed Grid overwhelming Kamiyan.


  ‘Strong.’


  Was he a duke of the Eternal Kingdom? That person called Grid, his skills were excellent and he was also holding several artifacts that were at the level of a national treasure. In particular, the performance of the golden spear was phenomenal.


  ‘A competent person is hiding in a small kingdom.’


  It was true that Kamiyan was inexperienced, but he was still a Red Knight. He was a member of the strongest group. It was honestly surprising that Grid could crush him so easily.


  ‘It is approximately the level of the 21st knight. I have to intervene.’


  The restlessness and boredom in Fulito’s eyes disappeared. He was finally motivated.


  “Let’s take a look.”


  Lifael’s Spear stabbed continuously at Kamiyan, who suffered a fatal wound. Right before Kamiyan died, Fulito fired a skill. At the same time, Grid used Fly. Fulito witnessed Grid flying towards him and smiled with satisfaction.


  ‘Did you notice that I am your rival?’


  Fulito wasn’t careless. He pulled out his sword and tried to attack Grid, only to stop.


  ‘What?’


  Regardless of his will, his consciousness headed to another place. He became completely indifferent to Grid. He didn’t swing his sword.


  ‘Why am I doing this?’


  Swaeek!


  Grid brushed past the side of the confused Fulito. It was a dreadful speed.


  ***


  “Pant… Pant…”


  Apostle of Justice’s Partner. Very few people knew about this part of Huroi’s identity. When he was with Grid, all of his stats increased by 20%. He also had many skills that could be used without needing weapons. But he was different from Grid.


  He didn’t have overwhelming stats like Grid. He was fundamentally an orator, so his combat related stats like strength, stamina and agility were extremely low. He didn’t even have the power of his items. It was impossible for him to confront five Black Knights with his bare hands.


  “Ugh…”


  Huroi moaned while bleeding.  The Black Knights glared angrily at him.


  “Wicked person! How could you scorn my late grandmother? I will surely kill you!”


  “Why are you talking about my parents?”


  “My colleagues didn’t ask me to pick up soap!”


  That’s right.


  Huroi had already ridiculed them. He debuffed the enemies, but now he reached his limit.  The cooldown of Spiteful Tongue had yet to end and his whole body was already wounded. His health had fallen to a dangerous level.


  But Huroi wasn’t worried about his own life right now. He could die a hundred times. Lost experience and items? It was incomparable to his lord’s life. Huroi just wanted his lord to be safe.


  “M-My Lord…!”


  How much frustration was he feeling while fighting against a Red Knight with his bare hands? Huroi turned his gaze towards Grid. He thought that Grid would be going through a lot. But it was different.


  “Die! Die! Die! Puhahahat!”


  “…”


  Grid was fine. He was enjoying himself while one-sidedly beating up the Red Knight. The knight’s face was swollen to the point that it was pitiful.


  “Wow.” Huroi felt like an idiot for worrying.


  Puok!


  As Huroi’s attention was wandering, a sword flew and deeply pierced his side.


  “Where are you looking?”


  “Kuck!”


  Huroi’s field of view shook. Now he had less than two-tenths of his health left. If he received two or three more attacks then he would die. Huroi gritted his teeth.


  ‘I need to bring one of them with me.’


  It would relieve the burden on Grid. Huroi made up his mind and moved with all his strength. He grabbed one of the Black Knights and punched with all his strength. But with his skills and strength, he couldn’t hurt the Black Knight.  His fists falling on the black armor was just like a cotton bat.


  “This weak brat! I don’t even feel a tingle!”


  The sneering knight grabbed Huroi’s wrist and raised his arm. Then the area around Huroi’s heart was exposed. Another Black Knight stabbed precisely with his sword.


  –This is normal. How can a Black Knight be taken down without a weapon?


  –Right… Grid is abnormal.


  Huroi and the viewers took Huroi’s death for granted. But Grid was different. Grid didn’t party with Huroi because of the waste of experience, but he didn’t want Huroi to die. He was anxious about Huroi and used the ‘Secret Hero’ ability.


  Secret Hero was one of the titles he won while raiding Dark Bus. The condition to acquire this title was to ‘raid’ three named bosses higher in level ‘alone.’ It wasn’t a title that just anyone could get, and its value was unmatched.


  [You have dispersed the consciousness of the enemies.]


  The aggro was turned off.


  [The skill ‘Influence’ has been activated. This effect will last for 10 seconds.]


  [Reduces the defense of all enemies within 50m of you by 50%.]


  [The skill ‘Freely Move’ can be used once.]


  [Creates a high level daash skill that avoids all attacks until it reaches the ‘desired target’ that is within 200 meters.]


  “You dare!”


  Teong!


  Grid became furious after seeing Huroi and floated in the air. Then he rushed towards the Black Knights. His movement speed was so fast that the camera lost him for a moment.


  “Huh…?”


  Fulito, who was rushing towards Grid, stopped in place. He wasn’t able to focus on Grid due to the effect of his consciousness being dispersed. Grid ignored him and passed by.


  “A really strange ability.”


  Fulio clicked his tongue and swung his sword towards the distant Grid.


  Pahat!


  A strong aura poured out like a flash of light. Grid’s back was fully exposed. It was natural that he would be hit by Fulito’s aura. But Grid had Freely Move activated. He was able to avoid all attacks except for automatic targeting skills. As if he had eyes in the back of his head, Grid moved his body and avoided Fulito’s attack. Then he broke through four Black Knights.


  “W-What?”


  The Black Knight trying to stab Huroi’s heart was shocked. Grid’s movements were phenomenal.


  “Get lost.”


  Peeok! Puk!


  “Ugh!”


  The combo of Lifael’s Spear and Unbreakable Justice was used. The Black Knight’s defense was reduced due to Influence, so he suffered great damage. Grid kicked the Black Knight away and grabbed Huroi.


  “Are you still weak? You still have the status of a punching bag.”


  “Haha… I am weak.”


  In the end, the power of his items was still lacking.


  “Let’s aim for the third advancement class soon. Then I’ll make new items for you. Your biggest problem is that you are lacking items.”


  “I will keep that in mind.” 


  “Join my party now.”


  It happened when Grid extended a hand to Huroi. Kamiyan regained his posture, rushed over and attacked Huroi.


  “Cough…!”


  “…!”


  Huroi’s blood soaked Grid’s Hooded Zip Up. Grid’s expression stiffened. Huroi was worried about Grid even when dying.


  “Please… Stay alive. My Lord absolutely can’t collapse.”


  [Your morale has increased.]


  [Your attack power and magic attack power will significantly rise for the next attack.]


  [The next attack will be a critical hit!]


  Flop!


  Huroi sat down after using the strongest buff skill that he saved for Grid. Kamiyan wielded his sword again, aiming at Huroi who only have a sliver of health left. He saw that Grid cared about Huroi.


  Chaaeng!


  It went as Kamiyan intended. Grid moved to protect Huroi. He took out the Divine Shield after a long time and blocked Kamiyan’s attack.


  “You! You are like a turtle!”


  Kamiyan laughed at Grid who was protecting his colleague with a shield and swung his sword.


  Chaaeng! Chaeeeeeng!


  Puok! Puk puk!


  Grid could only face Kamiyan and defend. He couldn’t respond to the Black Knights who were stabbing from the rear. He couldn’t avoid it and protect Huroi at the same time. Huroi didn’t like it.


  “My Lord, why are you sacrificing yourself for me! Wake up! Fight against the enemies! I don’t want to grab at My Lord’s ankles!”


  “You and I, aren’t we friends before the master and subordinate relationship?”


  “…!” 


  “Well, I usually treat you more like a subordinate than a friend.”


  He would repay Huroi’s honest heart someday. He had promised many times.


  Puk! Puuok!


  Seokeok!


  After that, the injuries on Grid’s body increased as he protected Huroi.


  ‘Foolish man. Sacrificing yourself to protect your subordinate, you are no match for me.’


  Fulito folded his arms. He lost interest in Grid and returned to his bystander’s attitude. Meanwhile, Kamiyan’s onslaught continued.


  “Without that golden spear, you are nothing!”


  Kamiyan didn’t give Grid a chance to breathe. Then a notification window flashed in front of Grid.


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience skill has been activated.]


  [Health, defense and dexterity will rise by 200% for one hour.] 


  It was a skill that couldn’t be used intentionally. It was only triggered when he was showing extreme patience. Grid had some room to move thanks to its help, while Kamiyan and the Black Knights turned pale.


  ‘What ridiculous defense!’


  Grid wouldn’t fall, no matter how much he was injured. Therefore, Kamiyan and the Black Knights looked at Grid like he was a monster. Grid’s armor and shield were so powerful. How long could he endure?


  “Light Sword!”


  Kamiyan used a skill that he developed from Duke Limit.


  Chaaeng!


  A sword of aura moved through the air and struck the Divine Shield. It was the overwhelming attack power. Grid’s body was defenseless for a moment, and five Black Knights stabbed at him.


  At that moment. The Slaughterer’s Mask that covered half of Grid’s face was painted a clear red. This was why Grid allowed the attacks of the Black Knights without defending using Lifael’s Spear.


  [The effect of Evil Spirit’s Bloody Tears is activated. Attack power will increase by 50% for 5 seconds.]


  “Now it’s my turn.” Grid invoked Blacksmith’s Rage and declared towards Kamiyan. “I will kill all of you within five seconds.”


  A dark red light shone from his eyes. Kamiyan perceived the danger and triggered Keen Senses. Grid’s fist flew towards him. Kamiyan tried to avoid it, but Lifael’s Spear flew and constricted his behavior. 


  “Kuheook!”


  What was this damage? It was much more powerful than before. Grid’s fists continuously struck Kamiyan’s face, who was shocked by the previous impact through the red armor. The Black Knights tried to control Grid by attacking him, but it was useless. Lifael’s Spear flew over and protected him.


  Chaaeng! Jjang! Jjejejeok!


  Crash!


  Blacksmith’s Rage, Evil Spirit’s Bloody Tears and Morale Boost.


  Kamiyan was constantly struck for four seconds by Grid’s fists that had the strongest buff skills overlapped, and eventually kneeled down. His remaining health was already low so he couldn’t survive five seconds.


  “This… Yo…u.”


  A grey pillar rose into the sky. It symbolized Kamiyan’s end.


  “…”


  A Red Knight was defeated with bare hands! Everyone was shocked. All of South Korea was shaking. The news spread around the world within minutes. Currently, OGC’s audience rating was 41%.


  “Are you having fun?”


  OGC Station.


  The director was cheering like it was a jackpot, when a visitor arrived. Her perfect proportions and slender legs captivated everyone’s eyes. She was so beautiful that all other existences faded away. It was none other than Yura.


  “I came to receive Youngwoo-ssi’s payment.”


  Yura made a smile that fascinated those of all ages. Her eyes were as cold as ice.
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  Yura was praised as one of the best beauties in the world. Her beauty transcended race and people’s tastes. She was a hundred times more beautiful in reality than on TV or photos. It felt like they would go blind when they stared at her.


  It was so astounding that everyone was silent.


  “…”


  The director was entranced by Yura’s beauty and came forward. He was 45 years old. He married his first love 20 years ago and hadn’t cheated once. But this was the first time he faced a crisis.


  “Hum hum! Hum!” The director regained his senses. He cleared his throat and smiled brightly. “It is the most auspicious day for this station thanks to Yura-ssi’s presence. But why did you come here?”


  “I came to claim Youngwoo-ssi’s fee.”


  “Youngwoo…?”


  One man came to mind.


  ‘Grid.’ 


  His real name was Shin Youngwoo. The team members were agitated.


  “Did Grid give you permission to broadcast live?”


  “What permission? We didn’t know it was Grid in the first place.”


  “Huh, you can be in big trouble if you aren’t careful.”


  “Why is Yura coming forward for Grid?”


  “The rumor that she is close to Grid is true.”


  “…Isn’t Grid together with Jishuka? Wasn’t there a scandal last time?”


  “There was also a scandal with Yura.”


  “…”


  The men trembled. They really envied Grid. It was to the point where they wanted to cry. 


  ‘In my next life, I must be born as Grid!’ 


  They would hit the ground and wail with regret if they were born as Grid, but they didn’t know this fact.


  “Let’s go somewhere else.”


  The director led Yura to his office. The chief director’s office. Elegance flowed from Yura as she sat on the sofa. Even the way she held the cup of tea was reminiscent of a noble. Yura sipped the tea before cutting to the chase.


  “Pay Youngwoo-ssi 30% of the ad revenue generated by this broadcast. Then Youngwoo-ssi will forget that it was broadcasted without his permission.”


  “30% of the ad revenue?”


  It was absurd.  It was enough to break down the broadcasting system.


  “This joke is too much.”


  Currently, the best star in South Korea was Yura. Even she wasn’t given a proportion of the advertising revenue for a broadcast. Grid was a popular trend, but Yura’s demands were too unrealistic.


  “I will give 350 million won.”


  It was an amount that put him in the same class as Yura. This was more than necessary. But it didn’t come close to satisfying Yura.


  “You know that you can be held seriously liable if you use the gameplay video of another person for commercial purposes without permission.” 


  “…”


  “Many cruel things were shown on this broadcast, so the Communications Commission is likely to come down harshly on you. It will become bothersome. Excess greed is just a poison.”


  Yura was one of the wealthiest people in South Korea. She had the best lawyers. The director wasn’t ignorant of this. He thought carefully and replied, “I know that our position is disadvantageous. But 30% is too much.”


  It was estimated that the advertising revenue of this live broadcast would be close to 15 billion won. This was an industry record.  But to hand over one-third of it to an individual?  It was beyond common sense and he couldn’t make the decision alone.


  “In the first place, we relayed without knowing that the man in the mask was Grid. There is no reason to believe that we intentionally exploited Grid. In addition, Grid didn’t directly reveal his face, so it doesn’t infringe on his image rights. Besides, the filming stage was a public event. We have the right to broadcast everything that happens in a public venue…”


  In fact, OGC Station’s position wasn’t disadvantageous. However, the person holding the sword was Yura.


  “Please handle it flexibly. If you show me your sincerity, I will coordinate my schedule with OGC. Who knows? Youngwoo-ssi might also like OGC because of this work.”


  “Ah…!”


  It wasn’t time to look at the immediate profit and loss. Grid and Yura. Wasn’t this an opportunity to build a relationship with the two top stars who represented South Korea?  If he could plan a broadcast around them, OGC would be able to steadily generate profits like today.


  “I will contact you after a meeting. If we’re to transfer the advertising revenue, we will need to draw up a few separate contracts that I hope you’ll review.” 


  “Okay, now the conversation is good.”


  Yura smiled brightly at the director’s clever judgment. Then the director asked her a careful question as she rose from her seat.


  “However… You recently disappeared from the rankings. Is it because you obtained a hidden class like everyone guessed?”


  “Maybe one day I will explain in an interview with OGC news.”


  “Oh my! If this is true… I’m happy just imagining it!”


  A huge smile. The director’s rising lips were unwilling to go down. He escorted Yura out of the building.


  Click.


  Yura entered the limousine with a bright expression. She was very satisfied, because the negotiations proceeded more easily than she had expected.


  ‘It would’ve been different if this was a major broadcasting station.’ Fortunately, the opponent was OGC. As a broadcaster that only dealt with the ‘games’ genre, they appreciated Grid’s value. ‘Won’t Youngwoo-ssi be happy?’


  Demon Slayer was a class hostile to the Yatan Church and demonkin. Therefore, she had no choice but to build up a relationship with the Rebecca Church. Yura was interested in the pope candidates for this reason.  She watched OGC’s live broadcast of the speeches.


  But what was this? The broadcast’s main character changed to Grid. Yura was worried when she watched the broadcast. Grid still didn’t know about the broadcasting world and this could harm him. She was concerned and immediately took action.


  She visited OGC and made it so that Grid received a huge profit rather than a loss.


  Her reasoning was simple: Yura wanted to look good to Grid. As the former 5th ranked user, she was well aware of Overgeared’s importance and wished to join them. She needed a place to rely on until her level was restored.


  A few private emotions were also mixed in.


  ***


  The Vatican.


  “Such a pathetic person.”


  Kamiyan might be inexperienced, but Fulito never thought he would be killed by a fist. He was the shame of the Red Knights.  Fulito didn’t mourn Kamiyan’s death. Rather, he cursed Kamiyan.


  “I’m in this embarrassing situation because of that jerk.”


  After Piaro betrayed the empire. The new Red Knights developed by Sword Duke Limit were reputed to be black-hearted. They sneered at the residents of the empire, calling anyone not part of the Red Knights weak. In such a situation, a Red Knight was killed by a man’s bare fists? The dignity of the Red Knights was shaken to its roots.


  Fulito was obliged to prevent this situation.


  “Wait until the end of the event.” Grid would be able to use weapons once the event was over. “At that time, I will beat you up and regain the dignity of the Red Knights.”


  “Hoh.”


  This was good news for Grid. Fulito’s combat power couldn’t be measured. He was much stronger compared to Kamiyan. He wasn’t someone that could be beaten just by relying on Lifael’s Spear. Grid hadn’t been sure how to deal with him, so it was good that Fulito was giving him a chance.


  The viewers cheered.


  –Wow, Fulito of the Red Knights is a little scary. He gave Grid time to beat his colleague to death.


  –His confidence is incredible. Is he a single number?


  -No, single number knights have gold epaulettes on their shoulders.


  –Hrmm… Then he must be in the 10’s.


  –Even the 20th knight is several times stronger than the 30th knight.


  The illegal gambling sites were booming with all types of speculations. 


  [Grid vs. Red Knight Fulito]


  The gamblers started betting on who would win the match. Surprisingly, many gamblers bet on Fulito’s victory. He had leisurely watched while Kamiyan was killed by Grid. Considering that he also gave Grid time to use weapons, Fulito must be much stronger. In any case, Fulito seemed certain that he was stronger than Grid, so the winner of the battle would naturally be Fulito.


  –It’s time for my chicken to come.


  –My chicken arrived 5 minutes ago and I’ve already eaten two chicken legs.


  –Sigh… When will this start? I will drink a bottle of soju while waiting.


  –There are many boring pope candidates.


  -Ahㅋㅋㅋㅋ I just remembered that this broadcast was originally a speech event for the pope candidates ㅋㅋㅋㅋ


  As Grid waited for the end of the event, OGC’s audience ratings surpassed 43%. Rumors that the confrontation between Grid and the Red Knight would be started soon began to spread. Millions of foreign viewers flooded to the OGC web channel, almost paralyzing the server.


  As the whole world was watching,


  [The pope candidate’s speech event has ended.]


  [The weapons that have been disabled for safety are released.]


  [The +9 Failure has been equipped.]


  [The +8 Doppelganger’s Greatsword has been equipped. Only 50% of the weapon’s attack power will be applied due to the penalty.]


  Grid held the two greatswords in both hands. The users were excited.


  -Two sword style?


  –Is he a rookie? How can Two Sword Style be used with greatswords? Really stupid;;


  –It should be very restrictive to swing two large weapons at the same time. His posture will easily crumble.


  –Aish, you should only use one greatsword while fighting. This is just to look cool.


  The community of the gambling sites fell into chaos. The gamblers who bet on Grid started complaining.


  –Ah, this sucks.


  –I stupidly believed in him. Hah…


  –I was mistaken when I thought he was better than before. 


  –The nightmare is starting again…


  -Does he know he’s being ridiculed?


  Grid attacked Fulito without saying a single word.


  Jjejeong!


  When the attack from the Doppelganger’s Greatsword was blocked…


  Papat!


  Failure was swung. Unlike Kamiyan’s Keen Senses which was an active skill, Fulito’s movements were affected by a passive skill, so it was hard to hit him. Fulito avoided Grid’s counterattack and used a skill.


  “Light Sword.”


  The power of this skill was incomparable to what Kamiyan used before. It was obvious that Grid would take a lot of damage when defending, and the orbit was too exquisite to avoid. Then what should Grid do? The maturing Grid knew how to cope with this.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Revolve.”


  Peeeeeong!


  A counterattack triggered at the perfect timing. The power of the skill also rose due to the Doppelganger’s Greatsword. Blood spurted from Fulito’s chest.


  ‘What?’


  Fulito was shocked. Grid was much stronger than when he defeated Kamiyan. It was natural.


  Pagma’s Swordsmanship increased attack power, critical attack chance, and critical attack damage, as well as generating all types of passive skills. But this was only applied when a sword type weapon was equipped.


  When armed with a greatsword, Grid was strong enough to exceed the extent that Fulito had assumed.


  –Wow, Two Sword Style really appeared.


  –Kyah~ truly God Grid.


  As always, the viewers’ switch in opinion was fast. The people who were ignoring Grid just a minute ago were now praising him.


  Currently, OGC’s audience rating was 45%. Reaching 50% wasn’t a dream.  It was a record in the decades of Korean broadcasting. Grid was once again writing a new legend.
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  Rankers were mainly popular around the world, but Grid was different. Most foreigners disliked Grid. There were those who mocked and criticized him for his poor control skills in the National Competition.


  But at this moment, the flow started to change. Grid elevated his control after endless efforts and was silencing the criticism against him.


  “Aura Festival!”


  Pepeng! Pepepepeong!


  It was like firecrackers. The chain of aura explosions put pressure on Grid.


  ‘Let’s concentrate.’


  It was a great skill, but there was no need to shrink back in front of it. A red light shone from Grid’s eyes. He utilized his high insight to grasp the trajectory of the explosions and evade, causing the viewers to feel admiration.


  [You have suffered 2,362 damage.]


  [You have suffered 2,510 damage.]


  [You have suffered 2,487…]


  The advantage of Aura Festival was its range. It was such a widespread attack that it was impossible to avoid them all  completely with Grid’s agility. However, it was such a large-scale skill that its damage was weak. Allowing a few attacks wasn’t fatal. Thanks to the doppelganger’s accessory set, his indomitable stat was maximized and helped reduce the damage.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Kuooooh!


  The atmosphere in the sky started swarming towards Grid. A huge explosion of energy burst from Grid. No, it was at the level of a gravity pull. It was the precursor to Grid’s conversion from a close range damage dealer to a ranged damage dealer.


  “Transcend.”


  Supak!


  Every time Grid swung the sword,


  Kukwakwang!


  An energy blade was shot at Fulito on the ground. The momentum was comparable to lightning.


  “Ugh!”


  The attack speed and downpour of energy blades from Grid served as a disaster for Fulito. Failure hit once. Then the Doppelganger’s Greatsword hit once again. The two greatswords that were continuously swung without rest were fast and strong. They didn’t give Fulito any breathing room.


  ‘An entirely different level!’


  Fulito ran around the crumbling ground and gradually realized the seriousness of the situation.


  ‘A single number…!’


  The single number knights were a target of awe for their fellow Red Knights. Grid’s skills resembled them. From the moment Aura Festival was beaten, Fulito had already determined the gap between himself and Grid.


  ‘Eternal! A mere small kingdom was hiding a monster like this!’


  It was scandalous and dangerous. He had to tell this fact to the emperor. There was an obligation to raise their vigilance towards the Eternal Kingdom.


  Peeng!


  Fulito was hit in the right shoulder.


  ‘Damn!’


  He was helpless. He couldn’t avoid the storm of energy blades that was pouring towards him. Fulito used Super Armor.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The golden protective layer neutralized the energy blades. It was tremendous defense, but unfortunately, the duration of Super Armor wasn’t very long. Fulito shouted to the Black Knights.


  “I will retreat! Tie up his feet and earn me some time!”


  It was a desperate command. The Black Knights paled at the thought of sacrificing themselves. But the principles of the subordinates were absolute. The Black Knights grasped their swords and attacked. They confronted Grid’s energy blades to allow Fulito to retreat.


  Grid stopped using Transcend and descended to the ground before using Link.


  “This is Huroi’s share.”


  It was punishment for their sin of attacking Huroi.


  Chaaeng! Chaeeeeeng!


  The Black Knights’ attacks were offset by Link and then the onslaught began.


  Pit! Pipipipipit!


  Puhwahak!


  “Kuaaaak!”


  Blood emerged from the seams of the black armor. His swordsmanship combined with Vital Spot Detection was much more mature compared to the past.


  “Don’t send…!”


  The Black Knights barely managed to strike back against Grid. They all aimed at him. They used their strongest skills, without caring about defense. It was an obvious crisis for Grid.


  –Wow.


  –Will Grid die?


  The viewers were immersed in the broadcast and forgot to eat their chicken.


  Hwiririk!


  A white hooded zip up was seen. Grid used the movements that he saw when Piaro sparred against Faker and rotated his body like a spin top. The Black Knights simultaneously used five skills, but two of them were non-targeted skills and didn’t hit him. He was lightly grazed and only received minor damage.


  “Shit!”


  The frustrated Black Knights found themselves covered in a blue light. Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave threatened the five Black Knights.


  “This is my share!”


  This was punishment for the sin of aiming their swords against him!


  “Kuheok!”


  The waves of energy that stretched out from Grid caused the Black Knights to scream. In the process, Grid was hit by three skills, but he suffered less damage than the Black Knights. It was natural. Grid was currently armed with the armor set made by the legendary blacksmith Pagma out of a god mineral.


  “This is my share! Pinnacle!”


  “Why do you have another share?”


  The behavior of Grid, who took more of a share than the beaten up Huroi, confused the Black Knights. Anyway, the attack hit them regardless of their feelings.


  Seokeok!


  The Black Knights were slowed by the effects of Grid, and the one in the front had his armor completely broken by Grid. It was the power of Failure.


  [You have defeated Black Knight Dever.]


  [8,960,000 experience has been acquired.]


  [79 gold has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  Grid had gained a large amount of experience from Kamiyan, so he enjoyed the sight of the level up notification window. He was now level 296. There were four more levels left until he reached 300. Very soon, his stats would undergo the third awakening.


  Ssik!


  Laughing while cutting a person in half? Grid was wearing a bizarre mask with an eerie red light behind it. He looked like a blood covered demon as he laughed. In other words, he seemed crazy.


  –It reminds me of old times.


  –When Grid was called the Butcher?


  –Right. It when when he killed the Giant Guild. At that time, a regular user going against the Giant Guild. It was invigorating to watch.


  What was the reason why users became fans of rankers? It was because they could live vicariously through them. The users were thrilled when they saw the rankers do things that were impossible for them. Then they gradually became fans. This was how the viewers watching Grid felt now. There were also foreigners watching the broadcast through the web channel. In the chat window, the anti-fans fell silent.


  Teong!


  Grid used Fly magic to break through the Black Knight that turned into ash. He moved at a fast speed and reached Fulito, before switching his shoes. Braham’s Boots disappeared and Grid’s Boots were equipped.


  At the same time, the Fly spell was turned off. Grid’s body rapidly gained weight and fell to the ground. Fulito used a skill to defend against the two greatswords that were falling rapidly.


  “Red Sword!”


  It was one of the strongest skills passed down through the Red Knights for generations. A secret technique that only the Red Knights from the 10s onwards could receive.


  Hwaruruk!


  The golden aura around Fulito’s sword was stained red. It was flames itself. The flames flying towards Grid were enough to blow away a small mountain. But the viewers knew.


  –Grid has more skills.


  –Legendary skills. 


  “Kill.”


  The greatsword was strengthened by Grid’s Boots, so the fierce Kill decided Victory.


  Peeeeeong!


  “Heeok?”


  Kill crushed the Red Sword that it collided with. One of the Red Knights, with their 300 years of history, collapsed to this extent? Fulito’s face was stunned as the blow overwhelmed the Red Sword. Fulito screamed as he offset half the power of Kill with Limit Sword.


  “Who the hell are you? How could a strong person like you be so anonymous in the meantime?”


  Fulito had determined that the source of Grid’s power was in the artifacts, including the golden spear. But that was a clear misjudgment. Grid’s strength was his swordsmanship. It was a rare transcendental swordsmanship.


  Transcendental swordsmanship! It wasn’t an exaggeration. Grid had inherited the powers of Pagma, the legendary blacksmith and great swordsman, as well as studied under Piaro. Just looking at this environmental aspects, Grid had the foundations to leapfrog above existing legends.


  The problem was that his natural talent was low.


  “Anonymous? I am famous?”


  The Red Knights believed that the Saharan Empire was the whole world. Grid was well aware that they were frogs in a well and stabbed Failure at Fulito’s heart.


  “It won’t be so easy!”


  Fulito fired Super Sensitivity, which lasted for five seconds, avoided Failure and rushed to Grid’s side. Using Super Sensitivity caused his brain to overload, so Fulito was already determined to die.


  ‘If I have to die, I will take you with me!’


  This was the last resort. But by the time he reached his destination, the Doppelganger’s Greatsword was already flying. Grid had predicted the behavior. If the stabbing of a greatsword failed, how would the enemy respond? 


  ‘I fought Randy who cloned Pagma over 80 times.’


  Puok!


  “T-This…!”


  “Goodbye, fake knight.”


  Piaro and Asmophel. Only Red Knights with their strength would be a threat to Grid. No, Piaro’s strength surpassed Grid. Compared to them, Fulito was just shameful.


  “Kukuk…! You might be strong enough to win over Kamiyan and I! There are many Red Knights who I can’t be compared with! You can’t go against the single number knights!”


  “Stop speaking long words.”


  Grid didn’t exert his full skills in this battle. There were still a lot of items and title effects that would be saved.


  “Damn bastard!”


  Fulito still had one-third of his health left despite his heart being pierced. He was secretly preparing a counterattack. He secretly gathered his aura while pulling Grid’s attention.  He was planning to inflict damage on Grid by exploding his aura and then link up his swordsmanship. But Grid’s sword was faster than the aura explosion.


  “Where are you going?”


  Grid read the suspicious actions and successively swung Failure and the Doppelganger’s Greatsword. The two greatswords crossed many times and Fulito’s health fell to the bottom. Grid checked it and declared.


  ‘Bring it on, Pascal.’


  The price for aiming at Grid’s life would be repaid. Then Grid smiled as many notification windows appeared in front of him.




  Chapter 278


  [You have defeated Fulito, the 19th Red Knight of the Saharan Empire, who slaughtered ethnic minorities under their banner.]


  [If this news is spread to the empire, the empire will order your assassination.]


  [43,908,500 experience has been acquired.]


  [81 gold has been acquired.]


  [Red Armor has been acquired.]


  [Skill Book: Aura Festival has been acquired.]


  [Red Armor]


  Rating: Unique


  …


  …


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher. Advanced Heavy Armor Mastery Level 5 or higher.


  [Skill Book: Aura Festival]


  Rating: Unique


  Launches aura that causes a wide explosion.


  The higher the skill level, the better the range and power.


  Acquisition Conditions: Must be able to use aura.


  The red armor was too heavy and boasted high durability and defense instead of having options. It was lacking for the Overgeared members to use.


  ‘But it can be sold at a pretty high price.’


  The Overgeared members felt like the Red Armor was lacking because Grid made items for them, but general users were different. For general users, the Red Armor was an S-grade item. It was the case even if they couldn’t wear the armor.


  ‘But it’s better to sell it after making modifications.’


  If the reconstruction was successful, the value of the item might surge. Maybe it would be enough for the Overgeared members to use.


  ‘Skill book…’


  It was amazing. Aura Festival. There was a reason why it was dangerous.


  ‘Unique skill.’


  Skills could be used permanently once learned.  The value of a unique skillbook was similar or better than the value of a legendary item.


  ‘I should sell this to Pon or Ibellin.’


  He earned a huge amount of money after a long time. He had been living as a beggar after pouring all his money into the building construction, and now he had room to spare again.


  ‘I’ll have a pizza for celebration.’


  He planned to eat a cheese crust, which cost an extra 3,000 won more. He would also add grated Parmesan cheese and hot sauce for an extra 700 won each.


  “Kukukuk.”


  Grid was filled with joy. His smiling face while wearing a bloody mask caused the viewers to get the chills.


  ‘Wait.’


  Grid stopping laughing and turned his gaze towards the camera.


  ‘Aren’t a few people watching?’


  OGC was recognized as a professional gaming channel. Grid assumed there would be at least 100,000 people watching the broadcast right now.


  ‘A broadcast that appeared unexpectedly.’


  He should thoroughly utilize this. Grid started promoting his guild.


  “The Overgeared Guild is recruiting guild members with secondary classes like cleaners, chefs, tailors, construction workers, blacksmiths, alchemists, etc. For more information, please contact Lauel.”


  Except for Grid and Euphemina, the Overgeared members were solely dedicated to combat. The soon to be merged Silver Knights Guild also had a much higher percentage of combat classes. In order to develop his estate, he needed to employ a large number of secondary classes.


  ‘Maybe 100 people will apply to join. There should be a few talented people that could be used.’


  Grid never knew it, but OGC’s audience rating now exceeded 55%. The peak audience rating was close to 63%. A record was set after half a century. It was the first time a single channel in South Korea monopolized the views since the end of full-fledged channels in 2011.


  15 seconds of advertisements were sold for around 3 billion won. Now that the broadcast reached its climax, Grid was promoting to millions of people for free. The impact was tremendous. Right now, tens of thousands of users were writing letters to Lauel to ask to join the guild.


  Now Lauel was so busy that he even ran out of time to sleep. Grid unintentionally gave a lot of work to Lauel.


  Then a new notification window appeared in front of Grid.


  [The time attack quest ‘Evidence Destruction’ has been created.]


  [Evidence Destruction]


  Level of Difficulty: AAA


  The fact that you have defeated the Black Knights and Red Knights of the Saharan Empire will inevitably bring a crisis towards you.


  Destroy the remaining enemies and kill or appease the leaders of the incident.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Eliminate the surviving Black Knights (0/4). Kill or reconcile with the leaders of this incident, Pascal and the elders.


  Quest Clear Rewards: Rumors about you won’t spread to the Saharan Empire.


  Quest Failure: The Saharan Empire will issue an order for your death.


  Time Period: 2 hours.


  “Huroi.”


  “Yes.”


  Huroi had restored his health under the protection of Lifael’s Spear while Grid had been fighting Fulito. Grid told him, “Kill the remaining Black Knights.”


  It would give him an opportunity to get revenge for his humiliation and get some experience. Huroi was thrilled as he understood the meaning and replied, “Leave it to me.”


  “Okay.”


  Grid immediately left the place. His destination was the elders’ meeting room. After being left alone, the Black Knights immediately surrounded Huroi. They smiled with satisfaction.


  “Grid, he’s stupid. Leaving you alone.”


  “We’ll kill you, then return to the empire to accuse Grid!”


  “Don’t mention My Lord’s name with your dirty mouth.”


  “Someone who will soon die should shut their mouths!”


  The Black Knights made fun of Huroi. They had seen Huroi’s skills earlier, and they was terrible. Didn’t Grid actually say it? Huroi was weak. The Black Knights were the second most influential knights group on the continent. It was four against one, so the fight seemed advantageous to the Black Knights.


  “Die!”


  The Black Knights attacked in unison.  The momentum was overwhelming. However, Huroi didn’t shrink back. Huroi pulled out the smaller one-handed version of Dainsleif and defended against the Black Knights’ attacks.


  “You…!”


  “You aren’t our opponent!”


  The Black Knights increased their momentum and tried to attack again. Then a huge shadow appeared above them.


  Kuwooooh!


  A red drake roared. It was said that only 100 out of two billion users owned a drake.  This was Huroi’s true identity.


  “I am weak, but that is only when compared to My Lord.”


  “T-This…!”


  Kwaaaaah!


  Flames poured out. Huroi broke down the Black Knights one by one. The Apostle of Justice’s Partner started his rampage.


  –Wow…


  An orator killing the Black Knights? Huroi’s appearance gave a new shock to the viewers.


  ***


  One hour before the pope’s speech event began.


  Pon and Regas, who had been out of contact for a month, finally returned to Reidan. Did they succeed in clearing the dungeon? No. It was a failure. The strongest duo in Overgeared died without even reaching the boss. The vampire city had countless numbers of powerful vampires.


  “It isn’t a dungeon that is originally intended for two users. There needs to be at least 10 third advancement classes in the party. More than 20 people is probably necessary if we want to clear it within four days.”


  “The vampires’ evasion ability is designed to disable attacks apart from the divine attribute. If we want to hunt them more easily, we need weapons or skills with divine power.”


  “We tried to reach the boss and obtain the information before we died, but it wasn’t enough.”


  “Our preparations were too insufficient. We ran out of potions and food, and our items’ durability fell, so it was unavoidable.”


  And so on.


  Pon and Regas shared the information about the vampire city with the guild members. Lauel looked at the overall situation.


  ‘There are at least 13 vampire cities in the western part of the Eternal Kingdom.’ 


  The city was categorized as a dungeon and the entrance was blocked 10 seconds after people entered.  The exit wouldn’t be created until the vampire boss was knocked down.  The only way to escape was to hunt the boss or die.


  ‘In the 13th city, the vampires are at least level 280 to 350. They are sensitive to the smell and blood and light, and have excellent ability to read facial expressions. Their main skills are dark magic and the evasion of other attributes. Some of them use the sword as a weapon. The items they drop are various jewellery and cloth armor.’


  In the case of ‘true blood vampires,’ which were classified as quasi boss grade monsters, they also dropped spellbooks and elixirs.


  ‘Elixirs… It’s huge.’


  Elixirs permanently raised stats. Naturally the value was astronomical. A vampire city was a great growth platform for a guild if they could monopolize it.


  ‘The boss monster information is still unknown.’


  Seuk seuk.


  Lauel’s hands moved quickly as he wrote a report for Grid. He was concentrating when he heard a knock on the door.


  “Come in.”


  “Hasn’t it been a while?”


  Lauel was an earl of the Eternal Kingdom and acting lord of Reidan. There was only one person, apart from the Overgeared members, who would treat him like this. It was Minor, who was famous for being indifferent.


  About 3 months ago. Grid had ordered the minerals detector boy to search for pavranium, and he had finally returned safely.


  “Sigh, really. It was a hard search.”


  Lauel didn’t object to the rude behavior of the boy, who sat on the couch without permission. Lauel’s standards for evaluating people were their capabilities over personality.


  That was how he decided to follow Grid.


  “I’m glad to see you’ve come back safely.”


  Lauel said with a smile, causing Minor to shrug.


  “I’m not glad at all.”


  “Hahaha! You’re still like this. By the way, did you find the golem’s labyrinths?”


  “No. No labyrinths exist here in the west.”


  Lauel’s expression stiffened. “No pavranium…? Duke Grid will be very disappointed.”


  “Who said there is no pavranium? I just said there were no golem labyrinths.”


  “What are you saying?”


  Minor handed a map to the puzzled Lauel. “I can feel the energy of pavranium from these dungeons marked here.”


  A map of the west. There were 15 places marked with a X and unfortunately, one of the coincided with the vampire city.


  ‘This, perhaps…?’ Lauel asked. “Are the dungeon entrances in the form of an ant hill?”


  “Eh? How did you know?”


  Indeed. The places that Minor marked on the map were vampire cities.


  “Kukukuk…”


  Lauel covered his face with his hand and his shoulders shook as he laughed. He muttered as he exposed the whites of his teeth.


  “This, this… If the pavranium are sealed in the vampire cities… Lady Luck that I used to love in my past life hasn’t forgotten me, and it’s giving me great help. In order to give back to her, I should retrieve the memories of my past life that I have sealed. Then I will give her a kiss on the cheek.”


  ‘Crazy guy.’


  Minor was a young boy, but he could see that normal people were rare to find around Grid. It was natural. Grid himself wasn’t normal.


  ‘I don’t belong in this place. I should be the emperor’s genius right hand.’


  He dreamed of a place with great fame.


  “Huhuhut…”


  “Kukukuk…”


  Lauel and Minor laughed wildly while absorbed in their thoughts.


  “Um.”


  Jude felt a strange feeling as he came to the office to report to Lauel.




  Chapter 279


  “There’s gold painted on his mouth.”


  Damian was the biggest player in the pope candidates’ speech event. The other candidates criticized the factions, the Yatan Church, and showed their political colors, while Damian emphasized charity.


  By calling up the basic doctrines pursued by the Rebecca Church, it stimulated the nature of the clergy and reminded them of how wicked Pascal’s behavior was. It was a speech technique based on Huroi’s teachings that if the audience’s attention was scattered, it was better to approach them indirectly.


  The effect was big.  Pascal’s supporters stood indecisively as cracks showed, and some showed a small affinity for Damian. In the past two weeks, Huroi had thoroughly trained Damian. But Pascal was scornful.


  “Your ideals can never be realized. Most of the existing senior priests are already dirty because of Drevigo. Charity? Why are you so obsessed with that meaningless act?”


  “What do you want to say?”


  “It means that flattering the junior priests are useless. The senior priests with the right to vote won’t agree with you. Your speech targeted the wrong people.”


  Damian wasn’t upset at all.


  “That might be the case right now. However, it will change slowly. Most of the priests aren’t rotten to the core, unlike you. I will try my best to help the priests recover their past. Today is only the first step.”


  “You…”


  Damian’s atmosphere had changed significantly over the past two weeks. He was more proud and didn’t know fear. A firm belief was giving him confidence. He had unwavering eyes since Grid emerged.


  ‘It’s unlucky.’


  He was becoming more like that dirty Grid. Pascal shrugged and said with a sigh. “Well, you might believe in Grid now, but that is just short-lived. Sooner or later, you will realize reality. I look forward to it. In a month, I will become pope and treat Rebecca’s Daughters harshly. You will be helpless and have to watch with despair.”


  Isabel, standing next to Damian, flinched. Her past hell-like days surfaced when she saw Pascal’s snake eyes. She felt the fear more strongly because she was at the crossroad of life and death just a few days ago. Damian hid Isabel behind his back and declared, “Even if you are the pope, I will protect Isabel-chan.”


  “You still haven’t grasped things to the end. If you don’t have the strength, you should shut up and sit down. It’s providence.”


  Only the strong could reign, while the weak existed to be trampled on. It was the value of the empire that conquered many colonies and turned the people into livestock. If Pascal became the pope, the Rebecca Church would be transformed into a religion that followed the interests of the empire.


  “Hahahahat!”


  Damian covered the frightened Isabel. Pascal laughed at them and left the room. Damian shook his head and reassured Isabel.


  “Don’t worry. Isabel-chan will be happy. I will make it so.”


  “Damian…”


  The young man’s pure and true heart started to reach the girl. 


  ***


  The elders’ meeting room.


  23 elders were having a drinking party in a place that oversaw the divine affairs of the Rebecca Church. Some people had naked women beside them. They were prostitutes that Earl Chirita brought from the empire. 


  Pascal’s face twisted. “What are you doing? Have you forgotten how many people from all over the world are coming to see the Vatican today? You should be careful today when there are a lot of eyes!”


  “Now, now. Don’t be so angry. Aren’t we in a secret place?” Earl Chirita rose from his seat among the elders. He pulled Pascal down into a chair and smiled at him. “That guy called Grid, he should be dead by now.”


  Pascal suppressed his temper.


  “Are you sure?”


  “Isn’t it obvious? 19th Knight Fulito is capable of killing thousands of soldiers alone. As soon as Grid became his target, there was no room to escape, no matter what tricks he used.”


  There was no doubt. The Red Knights might be less than the ones of the previous generation, but the power of the knights in the 10’s was absolute. They couldn’t be defeated. 


  “Let’s drink to my son, he will become the father of 80 millions members in a month.”


  Pascal received Earl Chirita’s drink. They were father and son, but their behavior was quite natural.


  “Hrmm.”


  Grid was an eyesore. He couldn’t help feeling pleasure at the thought of Grid being dead. It seemed like new hair would grow out from his bald patches.


  ‘I am finally free from that damn hair loss.’


  Pascal was feeling invigorated over the glass of alcohol when the door burst open. Was it Fulito returning after his mission? Everybody thought so.


  “Kuak!”


  Ku tang tang tang!


  Someone crossed the door without permission.  No, one of Earl Chirita’s knights came flying. He was one of the six knights guarding the entrance. He was already dying.


  “R-Run away.” The knight stuttered. He was frightened. It was like he had witnessed the grim reaper.


  “Run away?”


  This was the meeting room of the elders. As one of the most sacred places in the Vatican, its safety was guaranteed for hundreds of years. This was the final stronghold that people escaped to, not run away from! So what was this person saying now?


  A drunk elder rose from his seat.


  “Who dares intrude on this sacred place?”


  “Is this a sacred place? I thought it was a rotten place?”


  Then a sarcastic voice was heard from behind the door.


  Step step.


  The steps came closer. It was someone that nobody expected. The identity of the intruder…


  “G-Grid?”


  “Unbelievable!”


  Pascal and the elders looked like they were seeing ghosts. Wasn’t Grid supposed to be killed by the Red Knights and Black Knights!?


  ‘It can’t be!’


  A chill went down Pascal’s spine.


  ‘Grid defeated the 19th knight?’


  As the confusion spread, Grid looked over at the prostitutes. There were some women with large breasts, and usually his gaze would be fixed on them.


  “Look at this.”


  At this moment, Grid was convinced.


  ‘Goddess Rebecca is wrong.’


  They broke the doctrines and committed wicked acts, but they still had divine power as long as they sincerely believed in her? She was a very narrow-minded and careless goddess.


  ‘No, the goddess might just be pure.’ 


  The problem was with those who abused the purity of the goddess.


  ‘Whatever, it doesn’t matter to me.’


  Now there was only one thing Grid wanted. “All of you will die here.”


  “…!”


  Pascal and the elders flinched with fright. Grid grinned at them with a hard expression in his eyes.


  “Didn’t I tell you? I’m in a different position from Damian, so I can deal with you as I like. This is the truth, but thank you for aiming at me.”


  Pascal and the elders turned red. The system recognized that they had sent the Red Knights and Black Knights as assassins. Therefore, he could attack them without fearing the Goddess’ Curse. Earl Chirita yelled at the grinning Grid.


  “You dumb bastard! Don’t you know who I am? Who are you to come her and say such random things?”


  Thanks to his son, Earl Chirita had lost his sense of reason. He thought that everything would always go his way.


  “What are you doing? Go and kill him!”


  He ordered the wounded knights. They were going to die anyway. The knights of Earl Chirita rose up again. Then they immediately struck at Grid. They didn’t feel fighting spirit, or the will to live. They only felt fear. However, they weren’t in the 200’s yet and couldn’t be Grid’s opponent.


  Seokeok!


  The biggest advantage of a greatsword was its destructive power. The superb sword cut the knights to pieces. The blood of the knights scattered all over the table filled with delicacies.


  “Kyaaak!”


  The prostitutes and Earl Chirita fell back down.


  “R-Really… He is stronger than Fulito…”


  Earl Chirita muttered blankly, while Pascal tried to calm Grid down.


  “Duke Grid, what happened that made you in such a rage? First of all, let’s settle down and talk out the misunderstanding.”


  Indeed, Pascal was a real trickster. At this moment, his acting was really natural.


  Grid snorted. “What should we speak about when you sent the Red Knights and Black Knights to assassinate me? Just stay silent and die.”


  Pascal angrily denied it. “No, was there such a thing? I don’t know anything about it.”


  “Stop acting.”


  “Ah!” Grid didn’t believe him, so Pascal glanced towards Earl Chirita. “Earl Chirita, was it you? Did you send assassins to kill Duke Grid?”


  “W-What…?”


  This guy was trying to sell out his own father? Earl Chirita received a big shock and was speechless. Pascal whispered to him, “Sacrifice yourself. I am the one who is going to be the pope.”


  “Pascal…! How can you do this to your father?”


  Pascal’s expression became angry as he gazed at Earl Chirita.


  “Over the past decades, you were able to become a favored lord thanks to me. Haven’t I done my best as your child? On the other hand, what about you? Have you done anything for me as my father?”


  “P-Pascal…”


  “You should be a father once before you die. Isn’t that right?”


  “U-Ugh…”


  Earl Chirita finally shed tears. It wasn’t due to fear of Grid. He was shocked and sad when he was treated as insignificant by his son, who was his only pride. As he bowed his head and sobbed, Pascal grinned towards Grid.


  “Haha, it’s like this. Earl Chirita seems to have done something foolish. Now Duke Grid. Pour your wrath towards the earl and receive my glass of alcohol…”


  “Crazy bastard.”


  The fundamental reason why Grid hated Pascal was because he was the type to trample on the weak. He was in a bad mood whenever he saw Pascal, because he was reminded of the people who taunted and bothered him in the past. But at this moment, Grid found another reason to hate Pascal.


  “Unfilial bastard.”


  Grid was born and grew up in the East. He was a filial son who gave the chicken legs to his parents whenever they ate chicken. Pascal sacrificing his father was unacceptable, causing Grid to feel extreme hatred.


  “Don’t try these tricks on me. In any case, I am the only one who can leave here alive.”


  Grid clearly changed as he equipped the mask and eye patch. Pascal was threatened by the red light and shouted.


  “Quit being stupid! The Saharan Empire will punish you if you touch its ambassadors! Aren’t you afraid of them?”


  “Of course I’m afraid.”


  He couldn’t become the enemy of the Saharan Empire just yet. Reidan would be crushed in half a day if it had to face the power of the empire.


  “So I have to kill all of you. The fact that I killed the Red Knights and Black Knights can’t be passed onto the empire.”


  “You should be worried! Even if you kill us, things would go out of control! Do you think there is no one who witnessed you heading here? You will die after being pinpointed as the criminal, and Damian won’t become pope since he has ties with you!”


  “There’s no need to worry about that. ‘I’ am currently chatting with the church members in the Vatican’s gardens.”


  Doppelganger Randy.


  “I have the perfect alibi.”


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about!”


  “It doesn’t matter. You will die soon.”


  “Ugh!”


  Grid’s killing intent thickened. Pascal realized the battle was unavoidable and shouted to the elders.


  “We can endure if we use buffs and heals! The paladins will rush over once the turmoil grows!”


  Pascal’s divine power was currently close to former pope Drevigo. It was truly great to have pope level divine power despite not being crowned pope yet. What if Pascal and the 23 elders decided to join forces?


  ‘We won’t die!’


  As long as they weren’t killed by a single blow, they could continue to heal each other. It was a fairly rational thinking. But the problem was that the opponent was Grid. Divine power and black magic power were the antithesis of each other.


  “Blackening.”


  [Your black magic power has increased.] 


  [You don’t have any black magic power. It will be replaced with demonic power.]


  [While Blackening is activated, your species will change to half-demon.]


  [As a half demon, your maximum health is reduced by 50%. Your attack power, magic power and agility will increased by 20% each.]


  [All attacks will be converted to the black magic attribute.]


  Blackening.  This was a skill that belonged to the legendary rated accessory, ‘Dark Bus’ Earrings.’ It had good compatibility with Grid, who possessed demonic power.


  Sururuk.


  His skin became pale white and there were no whites in his eyes, as it became entirely black. The black hair fluttering with demonic energy made him look ominous. Grid’s current appearance wasn’t much different from the demons imagined by humans.


  “Transcended Link.”


  A berserk demonic power filled the room. The elders’ meeting room was filled with fear.




  Chapter 280


  Kwa kwang!


  Kukwakwang!


  It was like being hit by a tsunami of black energy blades. The elders’ meeting room was turned into ruins in an instant.


  ‘Enormous damage!’


  Pascal and the elders thought. The prostitutes shaking in the corner were protected by Lifael’s Spear, but the elders only had each other to rely on..


  “Holy Shield!”


  “Resist the Dark!”


  Pascal and the others increased their physical and black magic resistance before using heals on each other. There was no room to worry about mana.  Their top priority was enduring and surviving the aggressive attack.


  “The paladins will rush over when the turmoil grows! Buy time until then!”


  “Don’t stop healing!”


  Flash!


  The green light restoring their wounds and health shone without rest. It was like looking at an aurora. These were heals used by the highest ranked priests of the Rebecca Church. It could even endure a dragon’s breath for a while. But the current reality was different.


  ‘The amount of recovery can’t keep up with the damage!’


  ‘This isn’t a destructive power that humans can exert! Grid is surely a demonkin!’


  The +9 Failure. It was a weapon that had an attack power comparable to the Rebecca Church’s three divine artefacts. The +8 Doppelganger’s Sword. The attack power couldn’t be fully exerted thanks to the penalty, but it had the option to increase the damage of skills by 20%.


  The power of the legendary skills used by these two swords was more than imagined.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “Kuaaaak!”


  The 23 elders had an average level of 300. Among them, seven were still second advancement priests with a level of 290. They were the ones severely injured.  


  Black magic was the antithesis of divine power.


  ‘These people are the hole.’


  The seven elders were torn into rags. Grid’s red light detected their weaknesses.


  ‘I have to finish it as quickly as possible.”


  The duration of Blackening was only five minutes. If he didn’t win in five minutes, he wouldn’t be able to cope with the resilience of Pascal and the elders’ heals.


  “Blacksmith’s Rage.”


  [Attack power will increase by 25% and attack speed will increase by 40%.]


  Blacksmith’s Rage was now level 4, so the duration was longer. 35 seconds. It was a golden opportunity for Grid.


  Teong!


  He leapt over the crushed round table. He moved carefully so that the prostitutes wouldn’t be harmed.


  “Link.”


  Pit! Pipipipipit!


  Several dozens of black energy swords were drawn around the seven elders as Grid narrowed the distance. Afterimages were formed because of his quick speed.


  ‘What?’


  The elders didn’t even notice that they were cut.


  Puhahak!


  They were bewildered for a moment. Blood simultaneously poured from the bodies of the seven elders.


  “Hueok!”


  “H-Help me…!”


  Those struck didn’t even know it. How creepy was this? The terrified elders used Heal. However, Grid’s attack speed was much faster than the casting speed of Heal. In the first place, they shouldn’t have allowed him to get close.


  Seokeok!


  Puok!


  “Kyaak!”


  The ‘5 Joint Attacks’ attached to the Holy Light Gloves and the ‘Bisect’ skill attached to Failure turned the elders to grey ash.


  [You have defeated the corrupt elder Huda.]


  [12,910,300 experience has been acquired.]


  [Advanced priest’s clothing has been acquired.]


  [A high quality emerald ring has been acquired.]


  [You have killed a human in the half demon state, so demonic magic power has increased by 10.]


  [You have defeated the corrupt elder Furell.]


  [12,552,000 experience has been acquired.]


  [Advanced priest’s shoes have been acquired.]


  [You have killed a human in the half demon…]


  …


  …


  …


  The notification windows after killing the seven second advancement elders came to a halt in Grid’s sight. The dropped items weren’t anything special, but the experience was significant.  However, the fact that demonic power increased by 10 points made Grid uneasy.


  The increase in demonic power made it possible for him to go to hell, but was that really all? Perhaps he might change species into a demon.


  Chaaeng!


  A green light hit Grid while he was filled with anxiety. It was a Heal from Pascal. He had aimed it perfectly after Grid took care of the seven elders.


  [You have been affected by Great Heal.]


  [The Holy Light Armor raises the recovery magic’s power by 300%.]


  [Great Heal is a deadly poison to a half demon!]


  [You have suffered 23,640 damage.]


  “Kuak!”


  The Holy Light Armor gave Grid absolute power. That strongest armor was now his weakness. Grid’s health gauge fell by two-thirds in a single blow. Pascal identified Grid’s pain and was confused.


  ‘What? It was more effective than expected?’


  Why? Pascal didn’t know the exact reason, but he interpreted it in his own way.


  ‘The goddess is blessing me!’


  For sure! Goddess Rebecca was hoping for Grid’s death! Pascal was convinced by this and his momentum rose.


  “Now! Pour out your heals towards him! Give the goddess’ punishment to that wicked demon, who is trying to deceive everyone!”


  Flash!


  All of the survive 16 priests were third advancement priests. The power of the Great Heals they used was different from the seven elders who died earlier.


  Chaaeng! Jjejeong!


  16 rays of green light hit Grid.  At first, Grid tried to avoid it, but he stopped in place as soon as one attack was allowed. Grid was caught by the light and hit by multiple healing magic. Pascal and the elders smiled with satisfaction at the sight. 


  ‘Surprisingly easy!’


  ‘He sold his soul to the demons!’


  ‘Grid is killed!’


  The moment that Pascal and the elders were convinced of their victory.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Rather than dying within the light, Grid started moving again.


  “What?”


  Teong!


  Grid approached the astonished Pascal. It was really a tremendous speed. It was due to Quick Movements that was attached to the +8 Ideal Dagger. A blue light shot in a straight line.


  “Kill!”


  Peeeeeong!


  Pascal’s Holy Divine Shield was crushed in a single blow. This was despite the fact that it was three times more powerful than a typical Holy Shield.


  “Y-You! Why are you alive?”


  Grid’s status wasn’t fine either. He was deeply wounded everywhere and shedding blood.. There was a hole in the vicinity of his chest. It wouldn’t be strange if he died. However, Grid had a passive skill.


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  Grid had long been dependent on the invincible skill, and he was now enraged.


  “Rotten bastards! How can multiple people attack one person?”


  “What now…? Aren’t you the one who came to attack all of us alone?”


  Pascal felt that Grid was ridiculous as he used Heal on himself. At the same time, his Holy Divine Shield was restored. It was double casting. Grid didn’t stay still. Evil Spirit’s Bloody Tears had been activated and his attack power increased.


  After using Wave to slow down Pascal and the elders’ speed, he was able to link Unbreakable Justice with no time difference, not giving Pascal the chance to complete the shield. Then he used his strongest skill straight away.


  “Linked Kill!”


  Puk!


  One blow to Pascal’s heart.


  Puok!


  The second blow.


  Puoook!


  The third blow. Two greatswords stabbed at the same time. Grid smacked his lips.


  ‘I would’ve been able to kill him if there were two more blows.’


  The number of strikes that Linked Kill dealt was random. It couldn’t be intentionally controlled. It was unfortunate. Pascal was struck in the heart and suffering from terrible pain.


  “Y-You cruel bastard…!”


  Grid hadn’t once frowned while persistently aiming at the heart. Now he looked like he found this delicious, so he certainly wasn’t normal.


  “What right do you have to denounce and punish me, when you are just as cruel?”


  Pascal cried out to Grid with an unfair expression.


  “The right of the strong.”


  This was enough. Pascal had trampled on many weak people just because he was strong. Now he was reaping what he sowed. Pascal felt like he had been hit in the back of the head.


  There were no apparent objections, so Grid wielded Failure successively. The elders used Heal to save Pascal, but it wasn’t enough. Pascal was directly hit by Linked Kill and lost almost all his health. Demonic power also infiltrated his body, so Heal couldn’t have a proper effect.


  “This guy!”


  The veins bulged on the balding Pascal’s head and his eyes became red and bloodshot. In one month! In one month, he would’ve become pope and reigned over 80 million people!


  “Why did you appear before me…? Youuu! Kuaaaaak! I won’t die alone! Light Blaze!”


  Pascal was level 330. His divine power was lower than former Pope Drevigo, but his level was much higher.  Named NPCs grew in proportion to the average level of the users. The magic that he used couldn’t be ignored.


  Peeng!


  Pepepepeong!


  Pascal caused a divine explosion, firing dozens of magic power rays at Grid.


  ‘It isn’t a big deal!’


  There were still two seconds left on the invincible duration. Grid attacked without fleeing from the magic power rays.


  “Crazy!”


  Pascal couldn’t understand the situation at all. He meant for both of them to die, so why didn’t this person lose momentum?


  “Even if you are a zombie, you won’t be able to survive this! Goddess’ Wrath!”


  Pascal had no place to retreat anymore. He depleted all of his divine power and health to cast this spell. It was his final decision to end Grid who ruined his life.


  Papat! Pa pa pa pat!


  Two large gold circles, approximately 3m in diameter, were quickly created behind Pascal’s back. It was the magic spell that Pope Drevigo used in the past. The size of the magic circles was much smaller than when Drevigo used it, since he was lacking divine power. However, it was still enough power against the current Grid.


  Kuwaaaang!


  A brilliant flash of light was emitted from the circles. The whole room shook and cracked in the aftermath. This was the goddess’ magic that surpassed Transcended Link in terms of power. As the light shot at him, notification windows appeared in Grid’s vision.


  [The duration of Invicible is over.]


  Would he die?


  ‘No.’


  The strength of Pascal with the healing shuttles called the elders was beyond Grid’s expectations. But the result wouldn’t change. Grid knew it from the beginning.


  ‘I will win.’


  It had been a year and three months since the fall of Pope Drevigo. In the meantime, Grid had made considerable progress. Regardless of the variables, it was impossible for Grid to be defeated by Pascal, who was on the same level as Drevigo.


  “Freely Move!”


  It was the skill attached to the title ‘Secret Hero.’ There were limits to the range of use, and the cooldown time was one hour.However, it was a top dashing skill that allowed him to avoid all non-targeting skills until he reached his target.


  Teong!


  Grid rushed towards Pascal. He turned in the air and avoided two flashes of light from Goddess’ Wrath.


  Kuooooh!


  His raging demonic power concentrated on Failure and the Doppelganger’s Greatsword.


  “This is ridiculous!”


  His magic couldn’t hit the target in front of it? The greatswords fell towards the astonished Pascal.


  “Pinnacle!”


  [The level of Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Pinnacle has increased.]


  [The amount of damage done to the target and the mana consumption will increase.]


  Seokeok!


  “Kuk…! Kuaaaaak!”


  Pascal screamed. The elders determined they couldn’t save him and used Heal against Grid.


  Flash!


  It was immediately after Invincible and Freely Move ran out. He only had one health left and 16 rays of green light were aiming at the unprotected Grid. Would he die now? No. Grid was no longer the helpless person who tasted countless deaths.


  He was careful and clever… No, it was common sense. It was easy to calculate.


  [Dark Bus’ Earrings have been turned off.]


  [The effect of Blackening will disappear.]


  [You have been affected by Great Heal.]


  [The Holy Light Armor raises the recovery magic’s power by 300%.]


  [Your health has been restored.]


  [Your health has been restored.]


  [Your health…]


  “What…?”


  Shortly before dying. Pascal was happy at the thought of having Grid as a companion on his journey of death, only for his expression to twist. Grid was close to death, only to be restored by the elders’ Heal.


  “This is crazy!”


  It was Pascal’s last call before he turned to ash.
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  Earl Chirita’s third son, Pascal. He was well aware of the world’s unreasonableness, just because he was born later in the line of succession. Did he feel frustration and resentment against the world?


  No. Pascal tried hard. After looking for a path, he endured the trials and only served Goddess Rebecca. As a result, his fate changed. He could soon become pope.


  ‘Now it is my turn to reign!’


  He was ready to enjoy the end of this unreasonable world. 


  Then Grid intruded.


  ‘Grid! You ruined my life!’


  He felt resentful. His heart felt like he was going to burst. Blood was ejected from his eyes.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Pascal’s resentful gaze penetrated Grid as he started turning grey. Grid knew that curses were contained in that gaze. But Grid wasn’t afraid.


  ‘Curse? Try it if you want.’


  He had already lived and overcame a life of hell. Even if this curse opened up a new hell, he could overcome it. It was the firm belief of the growing Grid.


  "This guyyyy!”


  Pascal witnessed Grid’s unshakable eyes and couldn’t hide his anger even as he disappeared. The scream echoed through the room, then new notification windows appeared in Grid’s field of view. 


  [You have defeated pope candidate Pascal, who has caused heartbreak to numerous people.]


  [725,477,950 experience has been acquired.]


  ...


  ...


  The amount of experience was a huge 720 million! Pascal gave a truly huge amount of experience as a high level named boss. But Grid wasn’t satisfied. He seemed disappointed.


  ‘I thought it would be at least two levels.’


  So far, Grid always gained multiple levels every time he raided a boss. But now he was level 296, so things were different.  The problem was that the amount of experience needed to level up dramatically increased. Despite having gained over 700 million experience points, the experience gauge wasn’t even half full.


  This was an unexpected result.


  ‘Now it’s impossible to raise my level with raids alone.’


  Grid had made giant leaps in level by hunting bosses alone, but now there was a limit to that method. Now grinding mobs was required. Prepare potions, go to hunting grounds, kill monsters and repeat. It was time to experience these repetitive tasks. Of course, the first hunting targets were...


  “Heok.”


  The 16 remaining elders flinched as they met Grid’s greedy eyes.


  “All of you.”


  The ‘Blackening’ effect that belonged to the Dark Bus’ Earrings could only be used once every 12 hours. The duration was five minutes and the cooldown time was 12 hours. Unlike  White Transformation attached to the divine artifacts, the Blackening  built into this one artifact was incomplete. It wasn’t efficient.


  Now Grid couldn’t rely on demonic power. He faced the 16 elders with pure power.


  “Holy Missile!”


  “Holy Wave!”


  “Great Heal!”


  The elders tried to resist Grid. Their determination not to suffer like Pascal amplified their concentration. Their spell casting speed was faster than before.


  “Link!”


  Grid had acquired one of the hidden pieces ‘Sealed Ability’ and his skills cooldown time was reduced by 10%. Now he was able to use Pagma’s Swordsmanship more often. After swiftly slashing at two elders, he finished with Unbreakable Justice.  This was followed by Kill.


  Puok!


  Despite his companions using Heal on him, the elder coughed up blood on the Hooded Zip Up. He looked stunned at the blue greatsword piercing his chest.


  “K-Kuack...!”


  [You have defeated the corrupt elder Haiber.]


  [45,908,230 experience has been acquired.]


  [Your demonic power has increased by one.]


  [You have defeated the corrupt elder Sairus.]


  [46,441,000 experience has been acquired.]


  [Your demonic power has increased by one.]


  [You have defeated the corrupt elder Raid.]


  ...


  ...


  The experience of third advancement priests was terrific. It was at least 10 times more than normal monsters. It was possible because they were semi-named NPCs. It was pleasing for Grid, but the actual situation wasn’t good.


  After Blackening was gone, Grid didn’t deal much damage to the elders. It was impossible to hurt them without using a skill. Grid was stuck with his skills on cooldown, so the elders were able to hold on with Heal, while aiming attack magic at Grid.


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  The bombardment of light continued. The number of wounds on Grid increased. The Holy Light Armor was dyed with blood and became rags.


  'This can't continue.'


  Grid determined and recalled the pavranium that was protecting the prostitutes. It was an unavoidable choice.


  Jjejeong!Jjejejeok!


  The golden spear started to assist Grid. Sometimes it defended Grid, sometimes it attacked the enemy, doubling Grid’s attack power.


  “Kuaack!”


  Lifael’s Spear broke the Holy Shield and the Grid attacked, lowering the health of the elders. He took mana potions and used skills whenever the cooldown ended, dealing with the elders one by one.


  ‘It is hard to endure!’


  The faces of the elders were panicked. In  the first place, priests were more suitable for secondary roles than  fighting at the front. Their ability alone couldn’t deal fatal injuries  to Grid. 


  "Ohhhhhh!"


  Grid’s rampage grew increasingly wild. His physical abilities far exceeded the elders. Of course, there was a moment of crisis, but Doran’s Ring saved him. 5 seconds of invincibility and Doran's ring.


  It was like Grid had three lives. It was a fraudulent combination of his class and items.


  ‘Dammit!’


  There were eight elders left. They eventually used the worst means. They took the prostitutes trembling in the corner as a hostage.


  "Don’t move a single muscle. If you move, I will kill them”


  Innocent prostitutes. They witnessed a scene of slaughter and were now being threatened. It was regrettable. The elders smiled as Grid hesitated.


  ‘Indeed, it worked!’


  ‘Now we just need to hold on until the paladins arrive!’


  Grid had protected the prostitutes with the golden spear. Thus, the elders assumed that he cherished the life of the prostitutes. But.


  “Kill them.”


  “What...?”


  Grid once against started walking. He didn’t care that the power of the elders was aimed at the prostitutes.


  “I won’t receive any damages even if they die.”


  Of course, he felt bad. This was a moral issue. He might be called a psychopath, but who would accept an innocent person being swept away by the turmoil he caused. Thus, Grid did his best. He took care not to damage the prostitutes and supported Lifael’s Spear.


  That was enough. He didn’t want to fail the quest because of them.


  ‘This is better.’


  The prostitutes were witnesses. As the witnesses who saw Grid hunt Pascal and the elders, there was concern that she would bear testimony against Grid. It was better for them to die instead of Grid.


  Step, step.


  The frightened elders cried out as Grid approached.


  “D-Don’t come closer! I really will kill them!”


  Yiing.


  The power in the fingertips of the elders pointed towards the prostitutes became stronger. Grid snorted. “Kill them?”


  Teong!


  Grid leapt forward. The eyes of the elders widened as Grid drew his sword.


  "I really will kill them!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The bodies of the fearful prostitutes were swept away by an explosion of light. Grid’s eyes sank as he identified their ashes.


  “Wave.”


  Chaaeng!


  A wave of energy hit the eight elders. Their speed fell and they were cut by the blue sword. After around 10 minutes of fighting.


  “Pant... Pant...”


  Now there was only Grid and Earl Chirita left in the room.


  “P-Please! Please spare me!”


  Earl Chirita staggered and begged as he approached Grid. He witnessed the helpless Pascal and the elders, and was half insane. Grid spoke coldly, "I told you. I’m the only one who will survive here.”


  Puok!


  “Cough...!”


  [Earl Chirita of the Saharan Empire has been defeated.]


  [3,110,400 experience has been acquired.]


  [2,000 gold has been acquired.]


  [Your demonic power has increased by one.]


  "This is another unexpected harvest.”


  2,000 gold. It was 2.4 million won. Earl Chirita dropped a huge amount of gold from his luxurious clothing.


  [The time attack quest ‘Evidence Destruction’ has been completed!]


  [Rumors about you won’t spread to the Saharan Empire!]


  Kurururu...


  Due to the aftermath of the battle, the room started to collapse. Grid identified the sinking ceiling and cracking pillars, before hurriedly leaving this place. 


  "Master! Why do you look like this? Nyang!”


  Grid escaped to Isabel’s room. Noe worried about him as he lay on the bed. It was because the atmosphere around Grid was dark. Grid stroked Noe’s head while feeling guilty about the prostitutes who died because of him.


  "It isn’t a big deal.”


  He forgot this fact sometimes due to his love for Irene, but this was ultimately a game world. It was good to cherish NPCs, but this could also be a poison. Grid controlled his heart. Then he looked at the items Pascal dropped one by one.


  [One Goddess' Essence.]


  [5 Blessed Weapon Enhancement Stones.]


  [7 Blessed Armor Enhancement Stones.]


  [11 High-rated Magic Stones.]


  [Pascal’s Secret Warehouse Key]


  No equipment items dropped. It was somewhat disappointing, but Grid was satisfied enough.


  [Goddess' Essence]


  It was an essential material when making the three divine artifacts of the Rebecca Church (Reproduction). It was only a small amount of essence, but he was happy that Pascal dropped it.


  [High-rated Magic Stones]


  Each one was worth 4,000 gold and could be used to make magic items. 


  ‘The more enhancement stones I have, the better.’


  None of the items dropped by Pascal were unrecognizable. Among them, Grid was particularly interested in a golden key.


  [Pascal’s Secret Warehouse Key]


  The key to opening Pascal’s secret warehouse.


  There is a mountain of gold and silver piled up in Pascal’s warehouse.


  ‘Mountain...!’


  How many riches were there for it to be described as a mountain?


  ‘I will become rich!’


  Grid rose up excitedly. Then he received a whisper from Damian.


  -It is a mess out here!Someone has killed Pascal and the elders!


  -I killed him.


  -Huh?


  Grid asked the puzzled Damian.


  -Do you know the location of Pascal’s warehouse?


  Damian was absent minded for a moment, before replying belatedly.


  -Warehouse...?I don’t know, but Pascal always uses the first prayer room.


  ‘The first prayer room.’


  Grid didn’t delay. He ran straight towards the first prayer room.


  Clink.


  He opened the warehouse door by inserting the key.


  Swaaaaah!


  The brilliant gold light filled his field of view. It was painful to the eyes.


  “Amazing...”


  Gold was really piled up like a mountain inside the huge warehouse. It was the epitome of a dragon’s lair.


  "Is this all mine?”


  If he took all of this, he would have tens of billions of won. He was so excited that his sphincter muscles contracted.


  “Puhahaha! I will be rich! Rich!”


  The joyful Grid!


  The notification window that popped out was like lightning out of the blue.


  [The safekeeping system of the secret warehouse has failed to detect Pascal’s divine power and has activated.]


  [The warehouse will explode after three minutes!]


  [Gather as much riches as possible in three minutes.]


  “Dammit!”


  Things were going to well. What should he do to get as much gold as possible in three minutes? Grid thought hurriedly as he poured gold coins into the mouth of the confused Noe.


  “Summon Knight.”


  The system that he never used when he was a crisis, in order to save experience, was triggered.


  "I have responded to My Lord’s call.”


  “Please give a command."


  “Grid!”


  Piaro, Asmophel and 10 members of Overgeared emerged from the light. Grid shouted, "Get the money! Money!”


  "...”


  Their historic first mission, after being the pillars of the empire in the past, was to pick up gold coins. Complex emotions crossed Piaro and Asmophel’s face.




  Chapter 282


  ‘I want to see him.’


  Expert archer Jishuka.


  She was doing her duties as ruler of Bairan. When developing Bairan, she regularly raided the Guardian of the Forest and distributed the resources generated from the raid. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that Reidan was able to hold on thanks to her efforts.


  However, Jishuka felt irritated. She hadn’t met Grid once in seven months. She was dying to see Grid. She was regarded as the most beautiful woman in South America and courted by the world’s top 0.1% males, but she was irritated because of Grid.


  “Hah.”


  She sighed and wanted to drop everything so that she could go to Grid’s side.


  [Your lord ‘Grid’ has summoned you. Would you like to accept the summons?]


  “Oh my?”


  The notification window she had been waiting for finally appeared at the right timing.


  ‘Do you know that I want to see you right now?’


  It must be telepathy. Jishuka felt like this was fated, and her heart started thumping. Her delusions unfolded due to her lack of dating experience.


  ‘Asking for a summoning without prior notice…’


  Did he prepare a surprise event?


  “Jishuka, I wanted to see you too. I imagined your beautiful appearance every night and struggled.”


  She imagined Grid talking like this with a sexy appearance. She smiled widely. Jishuka’s blinded eyes looked down at her body. She was shy. This was the first time she had liked someone since she was born. The problem was that her clothing and attire were unsuited for minors to see.


  “I will respond to the summons.”


  Jishuka responded to Grid’s call without worrying about it. The sight she first witnessed after being teleported to Grid’s side was a mountain of gold coins.


  ‘Did he prepare this for me?’


  Jishuka’s long eyelashes trembled. She was touched by Grid’s event.


  “This money would be used for our wedding funds.”


  Jishuka’s face turned red as she imagined it.


  ‘Grid, dating should come before marriage.’


  It wasn’t urgent to get married before they even had a chance to date. She might have a crush on Grid, but she wasn’t someone who acted prematurely.  Jishuka wanted to know more about Grid before she got married. What type of man he was during the day and what type of man he was at night…?


  Then familiar voices broke through her delusions.


  “Hey Jishuka. Hasn’t it been a while?”


  “Have you become prettier in the meantime? Did you get a boyfriend?”


  “Why does women’s armor become more exposed the higher the level? I am thankful.”


  Pon, Regas, Vantner, Toban, Faker, etc.  Once she returned her eyes to reality, she was able to see all of the Tzedakah members.


  “…?”


  Grid wasn’t trying to meet her alone? The embarrassed Jishuka turned her gaze towards Grid. Grid didn’t even look at her. He was busy shoving gold coins into Noe’s mouth. Grid shouted, “Get the money! Money! This place will explode in 2 minutes and 40 seconds, so make sure you get as much money as you can!”


  “…This is the reason for summoning us.”


  The Overgeared members quickly grasped the situation. On the other hand, Lauel urged the blank Jishuka.


  “What are you doing? Go and grab the money.”


  It was a huge amount of gold coins. If they could obtain it, Reidan could overcome its financial burdens.


  [62 gold has been acquired.]


  [75 gold has been acquired.]


  “There is a limit to picking it up one by one.”


  The amount of gold coins a user could take in a single action was limited. The problem was the volume that the hands could contain.


  “If Euphemina was here, she could move it all at once with Mass Teleport.”


  “That… Why is she disconnected when this is happening?”


  “I’ll use a shovel.”


  “Should I pick it up with my shield?”


  “Oh, that is a good idea?”


  “Hrmm.”


  Lauel thought for awhile between the grumbling Vantner and Toban before using a skill.


  “Dragon Claws.”


  Kururung!


  Three stone pillars appeared from the bottom of the warehouse and soon disappeared. Lauel confirmed the depths of the pit, then created wind.


  “Wind Dragon’s Roar.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The wind poured the gold coins into the pit like a waterfall. The gold coins buried in the ground were not guaranteed to be safe from the explosion that would soon occur. The other Overgeared members also started utilizing their skills.


  “Mach Spear!”


  Kuwaaaang!


  Vantner’s sonic spear broke the wall of the warehouse. A passage was opened to the outside.


  “Charge!”


  Kuuong! Kung!


  The combination of Vantner and Toban, standing side by side with their shield, was reminiscent of a bulldozer. They slowly pushed the mountain of gold coins towards the collapsed wall. On the other hand, Piaro climbed on top of a mountain with a hand plow and hoe in both hands.


  “Free Farming.”


  Pa pa pa pa pak!


  It was amazing. The hoe and hand plow moved at a speed that wasn’t visible, extracting gold coins from the mountain. A large amount of gold flew outside the wall and piled up neatly. Amosphel, who hadn’t been able to adapt to the mood, no longer stayed still.


  “Aura Explosion.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Due to the strong explosion, a hole larger than the one drilled by Pon appeared in the wall. Asmophel aimed a large Aura Tornado there and blew a huge amount of gold coins out the wall. It was an amazing sight. It seemed like they could carry out most of the gold coins in the warehouse within the time limit.


  Then what about Grid?


  “Oh! I will pack all of this!”


  Both hands squeezed out gold coins into his inventory and Noe’s mouth. Piaro suggested that Grid was so blinded by money he couldn’t look around.


  “This limited field of view is poisonous.”


  Grid already knew this. But he forgot due to his boiling greed. Grid recovered quickly and observed the Overgeared members.


  ‘I can use skills.’


  Grid had a late epiphany and let go of Noe. Tears appeared in Noe’s large eyes.


  “Spit spit spit! These shiny things are tasteless! Nyang! Kuuock!”


  “Taste isn’t important. Don’t spit it out and keep eating… You, why are you burping?”


  “Didn’t I say I won’t eat this? Nyang!”


  “No! Don’t chew it and keep it in your mouth! Like a squirrel keeps acorns!”


  Noe, the best demonic beast of hell. When using Soul Ingestion, the size of his mouth could be increased freely. It was obvious that he could constantly inhale the gold coins. The confident Grid ordered Noe to obtain the gold coins, then he pulled out Failure.


  ‘Grid, how much have your skills increased now?’


  The attention of the Overgeared members focused on Grid. Piaro and Asmophel were also expectant. Grid wore the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch and used a skill.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcend.”


  Kuooooh!


  There was an emission of energy and Grid’s black hair fluttered. The red light contemplated the gold coins and he carefully swung Failure.


  Kwaang! Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Kurururung!


  The mountain of gold coins’ balance collapsed due to the exquisite strike and poured out of the hole in the warehouse previously created by Pon and Asmophel. Piaro and the Overgeared members were amazed as they saw the gold coins pouring out like the tide.


  ‘Wonderful.’


  His skills had increased. It was proof that Grid hadn’t be relaxing while acting alone for the past few months. The ability to break down the balance of things was great, even if he relied on the power of an item. As everyone was feeling thrilled, Jishuka pouted and pulled back her bowstring.


  “Avoid this. Phoenix Arrow!”


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  It was overwhelming power. Half of the mountain of gold coins left in the warehouse caught on fire as they were blown outside. A great amount of them couldn’t withstand the high temperatures and melted, but it wasn’t regrettable. It was already 10 seconds until the warehouse exploded. If Jishuka hadn’t acted, half of the mountain of gold coins would be lost.


  “Pant pant… Avoid it!”


  Grid winced after almost being hit by the Phoenix Arrow, then he and the other members ran out of the warehouse. Immediately afterwards, there was an explosion that shook the earth.


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  “Kyaaak!”


  “What is it this time?”


  The guests gathered near the collapsed building turned their gaze in the direction of the explosion. The first prayer room beyond the waterfall was burning. The paladins shouted, “It must be the criminal who murdered the elders! Go there now!”


  Damian quickly called out to them. “Wait a minute.”


  “Yes, Goddess’ Agent.”


  Damian might’ve been ignored by the elders, but he gained great support among the members. Damian spoke to the paladins who stopped.


  “You will remain here and investigate. I will go there with Isabel-chan and Grid.” 


  “I will follow the will of the Goddess’ Agent.”


  Damian was currently one of the highest ranking survivors. The paladins immediately opened the path for him.


  “Let’s go.”


  Damian glanced at Isabel and Grid. The Grid in this location was Randy. His shape was gradually becoming strange due to the influence of divine power. He was like Grid, but not.


  “Follow!”


  The OGC team moved hastily after Damian’s group. OGC Station wanted to find out who killed the elders of the Rebecca Church. However, Damian didn’t stand still. He exhibited the swordsmanship that he developed training with Piaro and Kraugel. Then he poured our dozens of magic spells. It caused indignation among the viewers, but he didn’t hesitate.  


  It was an effort to protect Grid.


  ***


  “It is Pascal’s hidden wealth.”


  Grid and the Overgeared members were shoving the scattered gold coins into their inventory. Damian’s expression twisted as he saw this. He remembered what Pascal had done with these riches and hated it.


  “Damian, become the pope.” Grid spoke with a serious expression. He didn’t look as impressive while squatting down and picking up gold coins. But to Damian, Grid seemed to shine.


  “I will surely become the pope, whom you need.”


  Grid had done everything. He saved Isabel and killed Pascal. If Damian couldn’t become pope after this, he would have no pride left. Grid was reassured by Damian’s resolute eyes and laughed, “I believe in you.”


  “…”


  Damian was shaken. He was well aware that Grid didn’t help him for pure motivations. But Grid still believed in him? It was the first time Damian, who was an otaku, was treated like this.


  “Perhaps… Would you like to join Overgeared?”


  A pope becoming a guild member? It was nice to hear. However, Lauel restrained Grid.


  “The Rebecca Church is supposed to be neutral on the surface.”


  It was right to maintain the neutrality of the Rebecca Church, who preached their doctrines regardless of species or nationality.  It was feared that the value of the church would decline if various powers opposed the blatant favoritism.


  “That’s right.” Grid was sincerely sorry and held out a hand to Damian. “Well, so what if we aren’t in the same guild? It doesn’t change the fact that we are eternal companions. Join the guild after your term as a pope is over.”


  “…Yes.”


  He got a friend. Damian smiled with delight and shook Grid’s hands.
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  The mountain of gold coins was close to a height of 4m. During the three minute time limit, how much could the Overgeared members obtain? The result of adding up the amounts they obtained.


  “21 million gold.”


  “Heok! Really?”


  “Wow, terrific.”


  “Grid did it again! This is amazing!”


  21 million gold! When converted to Korean money, it would be around 25.5 billion won. It was close to half the salaries of the world’s top sports players. The impressed Pon asked Vantner.


  “At the time of the Vasco raid, how much profit did Seuron get?”


  Two months before the Reidan invasion.  Soul Predator Seuron went through Vasco’s Labyrinth with his guild members. Vantner had watched it in real time, so he pulled up his memories.


  “Adding up the value of the Brutal Heavy Sword, it was about 8 million gold.”


  “Grid got nearly three times that amount alone?”


  Strictly speaking, this time it wasn’t alone. If it was Grid alone, he wouldn’t have been able to pick up 200,000 gold by hand. It was true that he raided Pascal through his own efforts, choices and abilities. His decision to summon the knights was admirable. Grid’s achievements couldn’t be downplayed.


  “Grid, you’re the best.”


  “Of course our master should be the best.”


  “Congrats on becoming a rich man!”


  The Overgeared members praised Grid.  They sincerely congratulated him for the huge sum of money, and rejoiced as if it was their own. There was no jealousy or envy. Their respect and friendship with Grid wasn’t cheap.


  “Haha!”


  “Kilkil.”


  “…”


  The Overgeared members were excited, producing a cheerful atmosphere. On the other hand, Grid was silent. The Overgeared members thought he was so happy that he was at a loss for words.


  But it was a misunderstanding.  Grid was sincerely angry. He was speechless because it was ridiculous.


  ‘Why? Why isn’t it one trillion?’


  The amount of gold coins that Grid had seen in the warehouse was beyond imagination. He thought it would be at least one trillion won. Yet he only got 21 million gold?


  “This is ridiculous! We carried out most of the gold coins in the warehouse before it exploded! Countless gold coins were kept! But why? Why is it only 21 million gold!!!”


  “…”


  Who would use the word ‘only’ for 21 million gold? The Overgeared members fell silent at this unexpected reaction.


  “It’s a scam! A scam!”


  Lauel explained to the furious Grid.


  “The explosion was so strong that it affected the outside of the building. At that time, a lot of gold coins were lost. In addition, there were many gold coins that were damaged after being hit by a skill.”


  Gold coins that were damaged slightly were always destroyed. It seemed to be some type of safety device designed by the S.A Group.


  “Dammit!” The damaged gold coins were designed to be destroyed and the warehouse to explode? “You bastards!”


  It couldn’t resist angrily screaming out curses. After losing his temper, the only person who could completely calm him down was Lauel.


  “Isn’t 21 million gold a huge amount? In fact, the S.A. Group must be more baffled right now. They never imagined that we could get so many gold coins in just three minutes.”


  How could they imagine that he would use the skill Summon Knight for gold coins? They might’ve predicted that Grid could only obtain up to one million gold. The result was that Grid had hit the S.A. Group in the back of the head. Grid should be the one feeling invigorated. However, Grid didn’t get any comfort from this.


  “Shit! Dammit! The gold coins could at least be melted down and made into metal, so why were they destroyed?”


  ‘It does seem to be the case.’


  The Overgeared members started to sympathize with Grid. The S.A. Group’s effort to fight inflation wasn’t so well received. There were more than two billion users in Satisfy. If the NPCs were included, billions of people used the same currency. The possibility of the value of currency falling was extremely low.


  Grid and the group left the Vatican.


  “You said you were going to Winston?”


  “Sigh… Yes.”


  “I thought so. You should show your face to your wife.”


  “Isn’t she pregnant?”


  “The childcare system and a prince maker, I am envious. It would be fun to raise a child.”


  “Umm… Grid Junior. Umm…”


  Grid regained control once the story of Irene and his child emerged. He couldn’t lose his composure so easily when he was going to become a father. After a moment of consideration, he handed Lauel 20 million gold.


  “Let’s use this money for Reidan’s development fund. If all of you weren’t here in the first place, I wouldn’t have been able to obtain so much.”


  “…!”


  Lauel and the Overgeared members were greatly amazed. They never dreamed that Grid would be willing to invest the money into the territory.


  “Aren’t I incompetent because I do nothing as a lord? I should at least give you money.”


  Grid should originally be the one working the hardest for Reidan. But what was the reality? Grid  didn’t fulfill his obligations as the lord, and the Overgeared members were suffering from all types of problems. Grid was always sorry and thankful about this fact. He wanted to help with the development of the estate.


  “If Reidan develops, the benefits will return to all of us in the end. Isn’t that right?”


  “Your words are correct.”


  The development of Reidan would make Overgeared strong. This would be a stepping stone to build Grid’s kingdom and would bring enormous wealth to Grid. 20 million gold couldn’t be compared to that huge amount of money. Grid already knew this. That’s why he decided to invest in Reidan.


  “By the time you come back, Reidan will be more developed than before. Look forward to it.”


  This 20 million gold was enough to invigorate Reidan. Once the yellow mithril mine was activated and the alchemy business expanded, Reidan would become one step closer to its goal.


  ‘The second Talima!’


  Talima. A city of dwarves that produced the best battle gear. But it was in the territory of the dragon Trauka, so it was off limits to humans. If Reidan could one day compete with Talima…


  Lauel’s brain turned quickly. He kept in mind the merger with the Silver Knights Guild and made plans for Reidan’s development.


  ***


  “This is the first time we have walked together alone.”


  “Y-Yes.”


  After saying goodbye to Lauel’s group. Grid and Jishuka were heading to Winston.


  Gulp!


  Grid couldn’t help gulping through the journey. This was a very natural phenomenon. He couldn’t help appreciating Jishuka’s beautiful face and great body.


  ‘Grid is looking at me.’


  Jishuka was conscious of Grid’s eyes and deliberately walked like a model. She showed a gentle gait that emphasized the curves of her body.


  Gulp!


  Grid couldn’t resist staring at her swaying hips. This was unavoidable. Jishuka’s busty body was perfectly to Grid’s taste. It was the same with her personality.


  “Let’s camp here today. Excuse me… Grid, can I use your arm as a pillow?”


  “Huhu, Grid’s body is so solid.”


  A provocation woman by night.


  “I will cook.”


  “Oh my, Grid. Shouldn’t you watch where you are going? You should focus on hunting.”


  “I am embarrassed.”


  A mild-mannered woman during the day.


  “I’m going crazy.”


  Grid’s appreciation towards Jishuka rose exponentially. He was seriously considering buying a ‘Love Potion’ from the Reputation Store that would reset the penalty once a month. However, Jishuka had no intention of allowing that.


  ‘There is no point in Satisfy.’


  Grid was already married to Irene. She couldn’t be a concubine. It was appropriate to convey her true heart in reality. Right now, she was just acting to stimulate Grid. Thanks to that, Grid was suffering. He wanted to quickly see Irene.


  ***


  Just before arriving in Winston. Grid promised to meet Jishuka six hours later and logged out. It was because he received a call from Sehee outside the capsule.


  “Why did you call?”


  Grid exited the capsule and bluntly asked Sehee.


  “A guest.”


  “Guest?”


  He saw that it was 11 a.m. A Sunday morning. What guest would come at a time when families should be together? Grid tilted his head. No, Youngwoo went out into the living room. Then he panicked.


  “Y-Yura?”


  Yura was sitting on the sofa and smiling while chatting with his parents. She looked particularly beautiful. Her neat charm was the best. If Jishuka’s beauty 100% matched his tastes, Yura had a beauty that made his taste meaningless.


  Youngwoo admired Yura’s beauty before recovering his spirit. It was due to his mother’s words.


  “Youngwoo, what are you staring at? Come and sit down.”


  “Ah, yes.”


  Grid awkwardly sat on the couch. His parents were sitting side by side on one sofa, so Youngwoo naturally sat beside Yura. A nice scent tickled his nose. Yura asked for understanding from his parents and said to Youngwoo.


  “Please buy me a meal.”


  “What?” Youngwoo was confused by the sudden request. “Why are you suddenly asking me to buy you a lot of food? Can’t you buy food for yourself? No, how did you hear that I made money?”


  This witch had come for his money! Yura was different from the Overgeared members. She helped him a lot, but he was still wary of her. It wasn’t enough to be considered a friend yet. His parents noticed Yura’s sad expression and scolded him.


  “How can you talk that way to a guest?”


  “Youngwoo, we taught you better.”


  Yura was pretty, talented, and had a lot of money. Youngwoo’s parents wanted her to be their daughter-in-law.


  ‘You don’t know that her nickname is Blood Witch.’


  A murderer who hurt people without changing her facial expression! The impression from his first meeting still wasn’t erased from his brain. Youngwoo sighed and got up from his seat.


  “Let’s go.”


  Youngwoo didn’t care about washing up. He was still dressed in sweats that had food splattered on them. Youngwoo’s mother tried to convince him to change, but Yura didn’t care. She thought that Youngwoo not caring about impressing others was attractive.


  ***


  A restaurant near his house.


  “What’s going on?”


  Yura observed the inside of the shabby restaurant while Youngwoo ordered two servings of bulgogi rice. Yura extended a passbook to him.


  “What is this?”


  “This is the broadcast fee from OGC Station.”


  “Ah.”


  He didn’t expect much of a broadcast fee. Youngwoo didn’t understand why Yura had it, but he was happy about receiving money.


  ‘I should go to a restaurant tonight for a celebration.’


  He would eat a big meal. Bean sprouts as well. A lot of monkfish! He thought it was millions of won, but his eyes bugged out when he opened the passbook.


  “Eh…? Eek!”


  It was a huge amount. A huge 500,000 mi…


  “No, it is 5 billion?”


  Yura explained to the astounded Youngwoo.


  “Some of it was withheld as tax.”


  “N-No, why is it so much?”


  “It is my ability.”


  It wasn’t arrogance.  Yura was just telling the truth.


  “Why are you doing this for me?”


  Yura answered Youngwoo’s question without hesitation.  She had a busy life, so time was valuable to her.


  “Please let me join Overgeared.”


  Youngwoo didn’t hesitate. Collecting talent was his desire and Yura was a better talent than anyone else. Wasn’t she 5th on the unified rankings? That’s right. As a private ranker, Youngwoo wasn’t interested in the ranking system and didn’t yet know that Yura had disappeared from the rankings list.


  “Welcome!”


  The two people ate the delicious bulgogi meat. Yura had a happy expression throughout the meal. People who knew her would be surprised.




  Chapter 284


  ‘Did he forget about me?’


  The great magician Braham. Much longer than a year ago, he had commissioned Grid to make him a Vessel of the Soul. A Vessel of the Soul was necessary for his resurrection. But until now, there was no news from Grid.  Based on the little he observed through Mumud’s Orb, Grid seemed to have no desire to fulfill the request.


  ‘He plans to take all the pavranium!’


  Braham had reached the limits of his patience. He had sent a golem army as a warning. However, things didn’t work out and Braham’s anger skyrocketed.


  [Pagma’s Descendant…!]


  The expression of a soul’s emotions was honest. His soul fragments scattered throughout the continent simultaneously turned red. There was someone who found one of the soul pieces.


  The first vampire city.


  “Oh my? I feel a dirty magic power, who is it?”


  The wards were easily cracked and a mysterious woman appeared in front of Braham’s soul. The magic power that could be seen inside her was tremendous, like the light from a dragon heart. It was enough to make even Braham nervous.


  [Y-You…!]


  A black-haired beauty who exuded gentleness and sensuality. She was so beautiful that it was unrealistic, but Braham’s soul shook frantically.


  [Marie Rose! How did you escape from your seal?]


  Vampire duke, Marie Rose. A direct descendant of the founder Shizo Beriache and the one with the strongest magic power, she directly grabbed Braham’s soul.


  “I was able to break the seal at any time. I was just bored and enjoyed sleeping.”


  Then she woke up due to the bloody smell coming from a human male’s cloak. Marie Rose’s eyes curved into a crescent moon shape.


  “Braham, you lost your pure blood and degenerated, eventually dying. Now only your soul is left. This insignificant appearance suits you.”


  [Don’t taunt me!]


  Marie Rose gazed at Braham’s soul, which was gradually turning redder.


  “Our Braham wouldn’t have no countermeasures. What are you planning to do now?”


  Marie Rose handled Braham’s soul like it was clay, then she suddenly smiled. It was a brilliant smile that was enough to illuminate the dark city.


  “You, are you dreaming about resurrection?”


  Braham was a peculiar presence. He didn’t rely on the innate power of the clan and explored magic power. He might’ve completed the resurrection magic. Braham didn’t deny it.


  [Then what are you going to do? You can’t stop my resurrection! If even one of my souls hidden in all parts of the continent doesn’t disappear, I will someday be fully resurrected! Then I will surely use all my effort to destroy you!]


  Marie Rose found the shouting soul to be cute.


  “I wonder how far you can go as a mortal.”


  […!]


  Mortal! Braham hated that cursed word. Marie Rose returned the soul to its original position and turned around. Braham called out to her.


  [Aren’t you going to destroy my soul fragment here?]


  Braham had been banished from the clan. He used the fact that it was dark to hide his soul in the clan’s cities, but he thought they would be destroyed because they were found by Marie Rose.


  However, Marie Rose had no intention of dealing with Braham. Braham was a mere worm in front of her.


  “How annoying.”


  This was the end.


  Marie Rose immediately returned to her palace. Braham’s soul looked like a flame as he watched her leave.


  ‘This mutation that transcends the founder…!’ He must be resurrected. ‘I will kill the one who made me like this, take away the their heart, and regain eternal life!’


  ***


  Winston had problems. As it grew into the second largest city in the north, all types of groups infiltrated it and problems occurred. Various forces were created and confronted each other, causing the deterioration of security.


  ‘Lady Irene needs to recover…’


  After entering the sixth month of her pregnancy, Irene became depressed. Her only flesh and blood, her father, was at Frontier, and her husband Grid was in Reidan, so she was alone.


  “Sigh…”


  A wrinkled face sighed.  Winston’s chief knight, Phoenix, was now old. It was too much for him to supervise the work that Irene was supposed to do.


  ‘If only Grid was here.’


  Phoenix was sighing over a pile of documents, when an urgent voice was heard.


  “Captain Phoenix! Blood is being shed in Rein!”


  Rein was the name of a bar in the slums. It was a place filled with many crooks that disturbed security. Phoenix’s face twisted.


  “Who is causing trouble?”


  “The Double-Billed Merchant Group and the Yellow Guild are colliding!”


  The Double-Billed Merchant Group had a tight grip on Winston’s market.


  Recently, they started to buy orc leather and collided with the Ikeil Merchant Group as they expanded their business. The Ikeil Group seemed to have hired the Yellow Guild to attack the the Double-Billed Merchant Group.


  ‘Those Yellow bastards!’


  The Yellow Guild was a powerful group. The average level was close to 200 and they were the strongest guild in Winston. In order to suppress them, Phoenix had to go out himself. 


  “Let’s go!”


  Phoenix was accompanied by soldiers and knights.


  ***


  “The strongest knight in the north isn’t that great?”


  Rein Tavern. Dozens of people watched as Phoenix fell to his knees. He was badly hit by the Yellow Guild.


  “You…!”


  Phoenix gritted his teeth.


  He was glaring at a priest of the Rebecca Church.


  Dong Pao. The Rebecca Church priest, who once enjoyed PKing with Shay’s group, recently added his strength to the Yellow Guild. Of course, it was due to money. How wonderful and happy was it to earn money by playing games?


  “This is a tip.”


  The master of the Yellow Guild, Ank, threw a purse towards Dong Pao. It was the payment for approaching Phoenix as a Rebecca priest and distracting him. Dong Pao smiled with satisfaction after confirming the amount.


  “Good, good. Don’t forget to kill all the witnesses just in case.”


  “Of course.”


  Ank had no intention of sparing Phoenix and his men. Was he scared by the penalty of killing the knights and soldiers? He could take the chance. He planned to leave the Eternal Kingdom after this work.


  ‘If only I can obtain the Sword of Self-transcendence!’


  Sword of Self-transcendence. A legendary item that was supposed produced by Grid during his novice days. The expected selling price was 1.5 million gold.


  ‘No, the number of users who are level 180 have increased recently, so it will go over 2 million if I put it on auction.’


  It was an amount that could reverse his life.


  ‘I can go drink with girls!’


  Indeed, it was a low level of greed. The joyful Ank approached Phoenix. Phoenix was in a miserable condition. He fell into a trap and struggled against 40 Yellow Guild members alone. More than half of the guild members had died, so the price wasn’t cheap.


  “Please drop the Sword of Self-transcendence after dying.”


  Ssik!


  Ank said with a smile. If he could get money, he wouldn’t feel guilty for killing NPCs. Ank was a man who didn’t care about killing.


  Swaeek!


  The moment that a vicious sword was able to stab into Phoenix’s forehead.


  Puok!


  A golden blade flew and stabbed Ank in the neck.


  [You have suffered 3,900 damage.]


  “Ugh!”


  A throwing weapon could cause him that much damage? Ank turned his gaze in the direction where the blade was thrown.


  “Where is this fellow?”


  The answer came from behind him.


  “Guess.”


  Kwajak!


  [You have suffered 11,900 damage.]


  ‘This is crazy!’


  Why was this attack power so strong? The astonished Ank looked at the greatsword that was stabbed in his side. It was a blue greatsword that reminded him of the predator of the sea.


  ‘D-Don’t tell me!’


  Ank turned pale and looked back. Then it was like he saw a ghost.


  “Grid!”


  Why was he here in the north when he should be in the west? Ank and the other Yellow Guild members couldn’t believe it. Grid swung the greatsword at those who were speechless.


  “These cheeky bastards, how dare you mess around in my wife’s territory?”


  Peok! Puk puk!


  The one-sided assault wasn’t even worth describing. Users in the early 200’s couldn’t stand up to Grid. 


  “G-Grid, it has been a long time since I’ve seen you.”


  Dong Pao, who was hiding in the corner, awkwardly greeted Grid. The scammer started to act.


  “Today I was moved by the guidance of Goddess Rebecca. I happened to be reunited by you in this place! Grid! I have been repenting since I first met you, but then I was taken hostage by these villainous people and used! You have saved me, so I should repay this grace…!”


  “Who are you?”


  Dong Pao was embarrassed by the unexpected question.


  “Y-You don’t remember me?”


  “Yes, I can’t remember you because my brain capacity isn’t good enough.”


  “W-What are you saying?”


  “Shut up.”


  Peok! Bam bam bam!


  “Kuheook!”


  On this day.


  The Yellow Guild and Dong Pao, who was beaten up like a dog, were deprived of their citizenship. Now they couldn’t step anywhere in the Steim territory. They were also sentenced to two weeks of Satisfy time in prison.


  It was frustrating for a user to be imprisoned for two weeks. In particular, Dong Pao felt the desire to quit the game because his work had been ruined twice by Grid.


  “I need to set up security straight away.”


  Grid received a report on the statue of Winston from Phoenix and immediately summoned Jude. Jude was very strong after being armed with Dainsleif and the best armor. His level was above Phoenix, who was no longer developing due to his age.


  “Teach the soldiers here and punish those who cause disturbances without any mercy.”


  “Yes.”


  Jude had no thoughts. He just followed Grid’s orders. The Winston soldiers had to taste hell from Jude’s harsh training. There were deserters and wounded soldiers as a result, but the few soldiers who endured the training could become elites.


  Jude rallied the soldiers and quickly stabilized Winston’s security.




  Chapter 285


  A pleasant breeze blew over the grass. A young couple was sitting next to each other under a big tree.


  Grid and Irene.


  “Dear husband. Heheh.”


  There seemed to be hearts around them. Irene was reunited with Grid after six months, so she was the happiest person in the world. 


  “This moment seems so unreal. I don’t want this dream to end.”


  Irene’s smile couldn’t be erased. She had already overcome the depression she had been suffering from. The more she rejoiced, the more pained Grid became. He felt sorry that he made her so lonely.


  ‘I want to take her to Reidan.’


  It was his original desire.  But unfortunately, Irene couldn’t leave Winston.


  “I love you.”


  “I love you too.”


  Their love deepened in proportion to the amount of time they missed each other. The two people felt like this time was more precious than ever as they hugged each other.


  “I’m happy about this system.”


  The parenting system. There was a child in Irene’s belly. Grid pressed his face to Irene’s swollen belly.


  Duguen. Duguen.


  The sound of the fetus’ heartbeat reached his ears. It was a small but energetic sound. 


  Grid felt the infinite mysteries.


  ‘My child…’


  He would be a father. He felt fear since it was his first experience, but his happiness was greater. It felt like he had left his trace in this world. Words couldn’t describe the sense of fulfillment.


  ‘I was lonely until last year and never thought this day would come.’


  Money, colleagues, friends. A woman he loved and now a home. Grid had obtained all these things from Satisfy. Satisfy wasn’t just a game, but a world that was as precious as reality. Irene’s small hand grabbed Grid’s big and rough hands. She felt a desire that she expressed.


  “I want our child to be a boy with nice hands like yours. Do you want that as well?”


  The Eternal Kingdom’s treatment of women wasn’t as bad as the south. Compared with other kingdoms, the social status of women was very high. But it was an undeniable reality that most nobles wanted a male heir.


  For Irene, she was Marquis Steim’s only daughter, so she was well aware of this. Marquis Steim had actually wanted a son. Irene wanted to have a son, but she couldn’t help feeling a little bitter from her position as a woman.


  Grid’s high insight read her mind and he answered quickly. “I’d like a daughter.”


  “Isn’t a daughter lacking in many ways to be  the heir?”


  “No, such things don’t matter. I just want a daughter who is as beautiful and kind as you.”


  Love wasn’t a skill. Grid were merely telling the truth. Irene was thrilled by his unexpected answer. Her eyes filled with tears and she blushed.


  “Dear husband is so good.”


  “…”


  The moist eyes and flushed cheeks were adorable. This stimulus caused Grid to gulp. Irene could see what he wanted.


  “I love you. It is hard with the child in my belly but…”


  “Eh… H-Huh?”


  Irene was still a girl. She had a purity that made it seem like she hadn’t known a man yet. Therefore, Grid was embarrassed by the meaningful remark she made that didn’t match her appearance.


  “Now, let’s go.”


  “W-Wait a minute.”


  “There is no need for time.”


  Irene led Grid to her bedroom. After that. The two people shared their love in a different way due to Irene’s pregnancy, and the result was good.


  [The child in the belly has felt the couple’s true love.]


  [All stats of the child in the belly will permanently increase by one.]


  ***


  A whisper came from Lauel.


  After 10 days, he intended to hold a merger ceremony with the Silver Knights Guild.


  “I guess I have to leave.”


  Grid had spent three happy days with Irene. He wanted to stay near Irene, but he couldn’t enjoy it forever. He knew the responsibility as the Overgeared master had to be fulfilled.


  ‘If I have my kingdom, I won’t see anyone else and will place you as my queen.’


  This was one more reason to become king. Phoenix approached Grid as he prepared to leave. “Duke Grid, can’t you take Lady Irene with you?”


  “Take Irene to Reidan?”


  “Yes, My Lord. That is Marquis Steim’s wish.”


  She would give birth in 4 months. Marquis Steim didn’t want her to be lonely in the meantime.  It was the same with Grid, but wasn’t Irene ruler of Winston?


  “Can she leave this place?”


  “Marquis Steim has sent a substitute.”


  “That is good.”


  Grid smiled widely. Phoenix was in tears as he saw Grid’s delight.


  ‘My Lady, you are truly loved.’


  “Hold on tightly to me.”


  Grid hugged Irene and flew with Braham’s Boots. The sight of the two people in the clouds was reminiscent of a scene in a romantic movie.


  “It is too mysterious and exciting. It’s like a fairy tale world.”


  “I think every moment with you is a fairy tale.”


  “Dear husband…”


  [The child in the belly has felt the couple’s true love.]


  [All stats of the child in the belly will permanently increase by one.]


  [The child in the belly has witnessed the marvels of nature.]


  [The child in the belly is curious.]


  [The intelligence of child in the belly will permanently increase by two.]


  “My mana is low. Let’s walk for a while.”


  “Huhut, I remember walking through the forest with you on the day we met.”


  In the past, Grid had rescued Irene from Malacus and they headed through the forest. He recalled that time. Grid wrapped an arm around Irene’s slender shoulders.


  “Danger won’t come to you again. I will protect you.”


  “Dear husband…”


  [The child in the belly has felt the couple’s true love.]


  [All stats of the child in the belly will permanently increase by one.]


  The couple’s liking grew exponentially during the journey to Reidan and had a good effect on the child. Monsters and thieves appeared occasionally to threaten the couple, but they were just experience to Grid.


  [The child in the belly has witnessed his father’s sword dance and admires it.]


  [The child in the belly is interested in swordsmanship.]


  [The strength of child in the belly will permanently increase by one.]


  [The child in the belly has witnessed his father’s weapon repairing and admires it.]


  [The child in the belly is interested in blacksmithing.]


  [The dexterity of child in the belly will permanently increase by one.]


  Every so often, these notification windows would pop up in front of Grid.


  ‘This is like a joke.’


  Level 1 characters had a total of 22 stat points.. On the other hand, it seemed like the baby would have at least 50 stat points from the moment they were born.


  ‘Well, the important thing is the maximum limit of the stats.’


  Grid didn’t expect much from the stats of his child.  It was because NPCs had a limit on their stats, except for named NPCs. He just hoped for a nice and pretty child who resembled Irene. That’s right. He was forgetting. It was the fact that his child was a special person who inherited the blood of the legendary Grid and Marquis Steim of the Eternal Kingdom.


  ***


  Guild Name: Overgeared


  Level: 10 (MAX)


  Master: Grid


  Capacity: 28/250


  Affiliation: The Eternal Kingdom


  Alliances: Marquis Steim


  Hostile Relationships: There are no forces that can be called clear enemies, but there are many who are on guard.


  Inclination: An unconditionally favorable relationship with Marquis Steim.


  Territory: Reidan.


  Originally, raising the level of a guild was very tough. It took the top guilds at least a year to reach level 10. But Overgeared was a special case. Due to the huge rewards from the golem invasion, they were able to achieve level 10 in just 7 months. But Grid wasn’t satisfied.


  “Why is there only 250 guild members? This guild system is completely bad.”


  The Silver Knights Guild had a total of exactly 225 members. The conditions of the merger included all of them, so Grid was puzzled.


  Lauel explained. “You can make another guild.”


  “One person can make multiple guilds?”


  “No. Someone in Overgeared should create a new guild and assign that guild to Overgeared. In other words, it is a second guild.”


  “Ah, this is how the guilds with more than 250 members operate?”


  “Yes…”


  Lauel’s eyes became weary. Grid didn’t even know this basic system.


  “Yes, well. Create a new guild.”


  “I’m still lacking.” Lauel pointed to Jishuka. “Jishuka was the master of the Tzedakah Guild, which is like the mother of Overgeared. She can lead a second guild well.”


  “Yes, yes.”


  Grid had absolute trust in Lauel. He believed he would succeed if he followed Lauel’s advice. However, Jishuka refused to become the master of the second guild. She already had enough responsibility as ruler of Bairan.


  Lauel reassured her. “Over the past six months, the Overgeared members have been learning how to manage a territory. There are many people who can handle Bairan on your behalf, so don’t worry.”


  “Then it’s okay.”


  The Overgeared members gathered together and Jishuka formed a new guild.


  “What will the guild name be?”


  It was up to the guild master to pick a name. Jishuka and the Overgeared members focused on Grid. Grid thought about it.


  “Overgeared Two.”


  “Ah, really!”


  Lauel cried out angrily, but the Overgeared members didn’t show any signs of rejection. They had already adapted to Grid’s naming sense. On the other hand, Lauel was desperate.


  “The second and third guilds are usually named according to their role! The second guild will be filled with secondary classes, so you should name it according to its characteristics!”


  “Workforce?”


  “Sigh.”


  In the end, it was determined that the second guild would be called Overgeared Two.


  ***


  The day of the guild merger.


  The 225 members of the Silver Knights Guild, including Peak Sword, arrived in Reidan. Thanks to the power of the 15th ranked Peak Sword, the monsters in the desert couldn’t stop them.


  “Amazing.”


  The Silver Knights Guild were overwhelmed by Reidan. Reidan’s development was increasing by leaps and bounds. It was a big city with all types of buildings, and the soldiers were well armed. In particular, the alchemy facilities and agricultural fields couldn’t be compared to other cities.


  This was the power of the 20 million gold that Grid invested.


  “Welcome to Reidan.”


  A black haired man appeared among the soldiers. It was Grid. There were almost 30 members of Overgeared following him, all of whom were rankers or famous. Peak Sword and the Silver Knights Guild trembled at the thought that they would soon be one group.


  “Master, I look forward to working with you.”


  Peak Sword knew how to distinguish between public and private. He might be older than Grid in reality, but he knew his status was far below Grid’s in Satisfy. This attitude would help establish the discipline in the newly expanded Overgeared Guild.


  “I am as well.”


  It was the moment when the man who was ignored by the neighborhood children was reborn as the leader of a huge guild. If a documentary was made of Grid, this would be a featured scene.


  Was this the life that Grid would walk from now on? No, it still wasn’t smooth. Right now, the minerals detector Minor was hurriedly heading towards him.




  Chapter 286


  The announcement of the merger between the Silver Knights Guild and Overgeared was an issue that would cover a whole page of newspapers in various countries. But the merger ceremony was small. Not one reporter was invited. There was no reason to help other forces by publicizing the growth of Overgeared.


  It wasn’t yet time.


  “Puhahahat!”


  “Kukuku!”


  A banquet was held after the merger. It was intended to promote unity with the existing members of Overgeared and the new members from the Silver Knights Guild. The atmosphere was good.


  “Vantner! It’s an honor to be your colleague! I have admired you for a long time! You are the reason why I became a strength type guardian knight!”


  “Oh, you’re completely ruined. You’re still level 180, so I recommend you delete your character and raise a new one. Or else you will have to live with this bad build for the rest of your life.”


  “…”


  “Faker, I heard about how you smashed one of the seven guilds, the Ice Flower Guild, alone, and I trembled. How should I develop my stats and skills to be a great assassin like you?”


  “…”


  “Mister? Mister Faker? Why aren’t you saying anything? Mister?”


  “…”


  “Regas! I heard that you really like Taekwondo and South Korea? The South Koreans thank you! Then have you tried kimchi? Huh? Do you know kimchi?”


  “…”


  Both guilds were a bit unconventional. It seemed like more time was needed to become closer. Grid was busy observing the faces of the guild members.


  ‘Do you know kimchi…? That person is similar to Peak Sword. The Korean Patriotic Association? Huh, that person looks fairly young, but he’s quite reticent? I should watch closely because I’m a blacksmith.’


  The 225 new colleagues were future friends and family members. Grid made an effort to remember their IDs, faces and features. Of course, it wasn’t that easy. How easy was it to remember 225 names and faces?


  ‘Ouch, my head hurts.’


  In the end, Grid’s brain was overloaded less than an hour later.  In the past, his brain would’ve been paralyzed in five minutes, so this was a great improvement. Jishuka, Lauel and Peak Sword were engaged in a conversation next to Grid.


  “The average level of the Silver Knights Guild is 220? At this level, they can’t exert any strength against the desert monsters, so it is urgent to raise their level. Let’s have the Overgeared members take turns to help them.”


  “No. Improving the working environment of the yellow mithril mine is the top priority. The low level members should be sent to Cork Island and Bairan to make them grow, while the higher levelled guild members should devote their efforts to fighting monsters near the mine.”


  “Then wouldn’t the low level guild members fall too far behind?”


  “No. For the lower levels, the environment of Bairan and Cork Island is much better than Reidan for hunting. In the first place, I have negative feelings towards power levelling. What will happen when they borrow the power of others to level up? It’s obvious that they will be unable to exert the appropriate skills for their level.”


  “That’s right. I was too short-sighted.”


  “The key is who we should appoint to Bairan and Cork Island? A good lord will develop both the territory and the low level guild members well. It might be better for Peak Sword to be kept as the lord of Cork Island. How about it? Peak Sword.”


  “That isn’t possible. Grid told me to go and mine.”


  “Yes?”


  Peak Sword was a swordsman. He was ranked 15th on the unified rankings, and it was evaluated that he should be on the same level as Pon and Regas. He was someone who could compete with the top rankers. That type of person was being used as a miner?


  ‘What is Grid thinking? Is there a story I don’t know?’


  As Lauel was feeling confused, a boy rushed into the banquet hall. It was the minerals detector, Minor. The boy ran over to where Grid was sitting.


  “Pant pant… Hey, Duke. Shouldn’t you move quickly to obtain the pavranium?”


  “Why are you in such a hurry? Did something happen?”


  “The pavranium sealed in the vampire cities are beginning to be eroded by a strange energy.”


  Minor was arrogant and had no loyalty to Grid. But he was surprisingly faithful to his duties. Today he had gone to look at the state of the pavranium.


  “Strange energy?”


  What was he talking about? A quest window appeared in front of the frowning Grid.


  [A new quest has been created!]


  [Vampire City!]


  Difficulty: ?


  An incident has happened in the vampire cities that is the center of chaos.


  The enormous power has spread its presence throughout the 15 vampire cities, blessing the vampires while harming the pavranium.


  If you can’t secure the pavranium quickly, this presence will erode and alter the pavranium, making it lose its extraordinary function and turning it into an ordinary mineral.


  Head to the vampire cities right now to secure the pavranium.


  * Every vampire city has one piece of pavranium sealed inside it.


  * Obtain as much pavranium as possible within 90 days.


  * The pavranium that can’t be secured within 90 days will be permanently destroyed.


  * It is highly likely for there to be hidden quests linked along the way.


  ‘The degree of difficulty is a question mark ‘?’’ A question mark! In Satisfy, this often referred to matters that were ‘impossible to measure.’ This meant that the difficulty of this quest was likely to be the highest difficulty that exceeded the SS-grade.


  ‘This is bad.’


  A chill went down Grid’s spine. He knew about the vampire cities thanks to Lauel. In order to clear one city, wasn’t at least 10 third advancement classes required?


  ‘The estimated time to clear one city is 10 days.’


  It was huge enough that it couldn’t be compared with normal dungeons, and the level of the monsters was also high. In any case, this was the conclusion.


  ‘Isn’t this a quest that is impossible to clear by myself?’


  No, what was this dirty thing! Pavranium could be considered the inherent weapon of Pagma’s Descendant and was limited to exactly 28 pieces. He couldn’t help cursing at the possibility of losing 15 of them.


  “Ahh… Dammit, really. Things were going too well.”


  He once again realized there was nothing free in this world. Jishuka and Lauel became worried after seeing hearing sigh.


  “What is it Grid? What type of quest did you get?”


  “Can you share the quest?”


  After a moment. Jishuka and Lauel frowned after confirming the contents of the quest.


  “Isn’t this a quest that can’t be cleared?”


  Pon and Regas had failed to clear even one vampire city. This was despite the fact that they invested one whole month. Grid had to clear 15 cities in 90 days alone? It was impossible.


  “But it’s a quest that must be cleared. Losing the pavranium is like weakening Grid. It can’t happen.”


  “How about the guild members help you out?”


  “That would be good. However, our guild now has to manage three territories. The number of people who can support Grid is around 10.”


  Euphemina wasn’t at the merger ceremony because she was on a separate mission. Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl weren’t even level 120 yet, so they were out of the question.


  “10 of them… Even if it isn’t 15, we can at least obtain 9 pieces of pavranium.”


  “Yes, it is possible.”


  Grid’s face wasn’t good as he looked at the two people discussing the matter.


  “Stop it. I don’t want to bother the guild members because of my personal quest.”


  It was the right mindset. A guild master using members for individual quests was harmful behavior that should be avoided. Lauel smiled at him and explained, “A lot of experience can be gained from the vampire cities, as well as a low probability of obtaining elixirs. The guild members can develop by helping you with your quest.”


  “But…”


  Suddenly, a group of Overgeared members gathered near the hesitant Grid.


  “I haven’t been hunting in a long time.”


  “Let’s gain some levels.”


  The Overgeared members were hoping to become the strongest rankers. They didn’t want to miss an opportunity to raise their level at the best hunting grounds. In particular, Vantner was extremely active.


  “I need some stamina elixirs. Please take me with you.”


  “…”


  Whatever their reasons, they were still trying to help him. It was different compared to the days when Grid couldn’t depend on anyone, so he couldn’t help forming some happy tears. A wide smile spread on Grid’s face.


  “Thank you. The next time you come to Korea, I will buy you kanjajang.”


  The golem invasion of Reinhardt. Grid had rejected going to the king’s banquet because he wanted to eat kanjajang. Through this remark, he convinced the Overgeared members.


  ‘Kanjajang… It must be an incredibly precious food.’


  ‘Is it the food for the Korean royalty?’


  How expensive was it? As the Overgeared members were engrossed in this vain delusion, Peak Sword watched quietly and mourned.


  “I like jjampong.” (Jjampong=like a spicy seafood noodle soup. It is common in Korea to ask if you like jajangmyeon or jjampong more)


  Now that they were colleagues, Peak Sword was thinking about helping Grid.


  ***


  The expedition was organized.


  Grid, Jishuka, Pon, Regas, Peak Sword and Faker were the damage dealers, while Vantner was the tanker. Huroi came to buff while Zednos was the support in the rear. They had 90 days to clear 15 dungeons, so the combination was important.


  It was a combination aimed at quickly reaching the boss by piercing through the mobs. Lauel couldn’t leave as temporary lord, so he wasn’t part of this expedition. Before the expedition departed, Lauel warned them again.


  “As you all know, the balance of the cooperation is important. There is a probability of surprise attacks, so always keep an eye on your surroundings.


  “I understand, I understand. Are you our mother? How many times do you have to repeat the same thing?”


  Vantner whined, but Lauel continued speaking without paying attention to him.


  “Considering that the entrance if blocked and communication cut off once you enter the city, there is a 99% chance that summoning your knights won’t work. Please don’t face a desperate situation.”


  He wouldn’t be so uneasy if Piaro and Asmophel were included in this expedition. But unlike users, NPCs had only one life. They couldn’t be risked. Grid laughed at the worried Lauel.


  “I’m going.”


  Grid pledged to complete Lifael’s Spear through this expedition.


  ‘If I can reclaim all 15 pieces of pavranium, I can make a Lifael’s Spear that is purely composed of pavranium.’


  It was a weapon that could easily overcome Failure. His heart was already thumping as he imagined the weapon flying around alone and helping him out.


  “Let’s depart.”


  The strongest party in Satisfy’s history, led by Grid, embarked on their journey. There was a person following them.
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  There was a mysterious person following Grid’s party. He had long arms, thick lips, and impressive skin that was as black as charcoal. His name was Kasim.  The last descendant of the Nero people destroyed by the Saharan Empire, and the ultimate assassin with the title of ‘King of Shadows.’


  “Hrmm.”


  Kasim had observed Grid from before he became a duke. He always maintained a distance of 5m from Grid. Recently, he had to increase the distance to 7m thanks to the skills of the young assassin called Faker, but it wasn’t a huge hindrance. There was still a large difference between Kasim and Faker’s skills.


  “Vampire city…”


  Kasim found out the destination of Grid’s party. 


  Vampires. A branch of the demonkin, they lived in the human world rather than in hell. Their strength was overwhelming. It was natural since they were designed to hunt humans. Entering their lair was an act of suicide.


  ‘In particular, the problem is the True Blood clan. Duke Grid can deal with a viscount but…’


  He wasn’t a match for earls yet. Kasim was sure of this because he had a firm grasp of Grid and the Overgeared members’ power.


  ‘If they meet an earl, they will all be wiped out.’


  Should he stop it? No, that wasn’t necessary. Based on Kasim’s observations, Grid and his companions were all immortal cursed existences(users). The cost of death for them wasn’t big.


  ‘Sometimes defeat is a good medicine.’


  Wasn’t that right? Doran. They had fought thousands of times and a defeat in one spar didn’t always mean victory in the next.


  “…I miss you.”


  Doran. A friend who grew up together under the same mentor. Why did Grid have the ring Doran inherited from their mentor?  Kasim questioned. He was following Grid to figure out why.  It didn’t take long to figure out why. All his questions were answered after finding out that Grid was Irene’s husband.


  Nevertheless, the reason he stayed with Grid was because he saw the possibility of Grid growing to rival the Saharan Empire. The Saharan Empire! They persecuted the innocent minorities and wiped them out if they refused to submit.


  Kasim had a huge grudge against the empire. He wanted to watch Grid one day destroy the empire.


  Suruk.


  Kasim disappeared. He would stay by Irene’s side until Grid came back. Nothing should grab Grid’s ankle while he was growing.  Kasim planned to thoroughly protect Irene, who Grid loved.


  Piaro was working in the fields, Asmophel training soldiers, and Kasim was hiding in the city. Now Reidan was much safer than when Kraugel had been here. It was an impregnable fortress unless a dragon or great demon attacked.


  Administrator Rabbit could develop the city with confidence.


  ‘In a few months, we can finally escape from a the deficit. I have to slowly raise the labor costs to increase the efficiency of the workers. Is it enough if I raise it by 0.1%?’


  Grid was unaware of this, but there were many positive people around him. All of this was created by Grid’s changes and growth, so he should be proud.


  ***


  [The giant worm has been destroyed.]


  [2,330,900 experience has been acquired.]


  [The desert toad has been destroyed.]


  [2,607,400 experience has been acquired.]


  ‘It is great.’


  They headed to the vampire cities. Grid’s group slayed desert creatures as they moved forward. Peak Sword marvelled from among them. 


  ‘These monsters give too much experience. I can’t adapt.’


  The desert monsters gave at least 20% more experience than the monsters on the top floor of Cork Dungeon. However, it didn’t take long to hunt them. This was absurd. It was the reason why the Overgeared members monopolized the top rankings after Grid was appointed as lord of Reidan.


  ‘The vampires will give a lot more experience than the desert monsters. Maybe I might achieve level 307 in this expedition.’


  Peak Sword didn’t think that entering the top 10 was a dream. On the other hand, Grid was full of complaints.


  ‘The experience is too low.’


  Most users raised their levels by hunting or quests, but Grid was a special case who raised it through raids. So it was natural for him to complain.


  Considering that the knights and elders of the Rebecca Church gave tens of millions of experience, and Pascal gave 700 million experience, the two million of the desert monsters was terrible.


  ‘When can I reach level 300?’


  Pagma’s Descendant didn’t have the concept of second or third class advancements. But at level 300, his stats went through the third awakening like any other user. Since Grid had unusually high stats, he would be dramatically strengthened the moment he reached level 300.


  He dreamed of that day, but Grid was currently only level 296. His experience gauge wasn’t even half full yet. He was sighing when he suddenly recalled the Reputation Store. He broke through 30,000 reputation after obtaining the ‘Sealed Ability’ hidden piece and was able to use the Reputation Store.


  He had looked at it the other day.


  ‘There is a potion that gives an experience buff.’ What if he took that potion after entering a vampire city? ‘I can level up!’


  Grid opened the Reputation Store.


  “Reputation Store!”


  Ttiring~


  [This is a special service for the best in Satisfy!]


  Immediately after this phrase, a golden carriage only visible to Grids eyes fell from the sky. It was very similar to the golden carriage that occasionally came to front line troops that had no PX (Post exchange).


  Grid was convinced that the inventor of this system was someone who served in the military.


  [Introducing the luxurious goods to our guest!]


  [Sweet Candy]


  A little candy bar! 


  A candy with natural sweetness is the best! 


  There are no chemicals added!


  Effects: When the sweet candy is in your mouth, all stats will rise by 30% for 5 minutes.


  * This item can only be purchased five times per account.


  Price: 20,000 reputation.


  It started with the limited-edition products that offered the best performance to…


  [Good-looking Sunglasses]


  The large frame is the highlight of the square sunglasses!


  It is big enough to cover half the face, so it will help someone ugly look handsome!


  Effect: Look handsome.


  * The charm stat isn’t created or increased. It is a simple accessory with no special function other than a visual effect.


  Price: 5,000 reputation.


  …Items that had no practical use.


  The golden carriage. No, the Reputation Store had around 30 products displayed. There were event-limited products that were occasionally released. In any case, Grid only needed one item right now.


  ‘Where is the experience potion? Ah, found it!’


  Grid’s gaze fixed on a specific produce.


  [Draw! Draw! Draw everything!]


  A random drawing machine.


  At the price of 999 reputation, you can get a variety of items randomly.


  * Limited edition items aren’t included.


  * There is a certain chance of gaining an experience buff potion.


  Price: 999 reputation.


  ‘This is great!’


  Satisfy didn’t have a maximum level, so experience buffs could exponentially increase the gap between users. The experience buff potions common in ordinary games couldn’t be found in Satisfy.


  But the Reputation Store was a special place. Only a few users could gather such great achievements, so it needed to be attractive to them. That attraction was the experience buff potion.


  Grid went over there in a flash.


  ‘The cost is cheap. Why is it 999 reputation instead of 1,000?’


  There were many 20,000 products in the world valued at 29,990 won. This was a marketing technique to deceive people.


  ‘It is an opportunity to get a buff potion for a low price!’


  999 reputation. Considering that he got 150 reputation when making a unique item and 500 reputation from a legendary item, it wasn’t a cheap price. However, Grid judged that it was worthwhile to try and used 999 reputation on the drawing machine.


  [Draw! Draw! You have drawn a product.]


  Chwaruruk!


  The goods in the machine started spinning. Then after a while.


  Rattle!


  An item popped out.


  [Congratulations! Pretty Hairpin has been acquired!]


  [Pretty Hairpin]


  A colourful and pretty hairpin.


  If you gift it to a woman, she will be delighted.


  Weight: 0.1


  “…?”


  It was the result of losing his mind at the thought of a experience buff potion. Grid temporarily forgot about the odds of a game like this.


  “Dammit!”


  The blue hairpin was really pretty. It would surely have a great effect with Irene’s silver hair. However, it wasn’t worth wasting 999 reputation on. Grid cursed and tried to throw the hairpin away, but eventually put it in his inventory. It would be a gift for Irene.


  He pictured Irene and his anger calmed.


  “Yes, it is hard for things to happen the first time.”


  The second time. He would try a second draw. Grid bought another spin.


  [Congratulations! You have acquired the world’s most delicious skewer.]


  [World’s Most Delicious Skewer]


  It is a skewer of a hell dog’s hind legs aged for 100 days, then roasted with a secret sauce.


  It is the supreme taste that gourmet raiders enjoy.


  “It’s just dog meat!”


  [This! You have failed! Unfortunately, please look for the next opportunity.]


  “There is even a failure?”


  Prior to the release of virtual reality games. Grid hadn’t experienced the mobile games that most people in the world played. He only played MMORPGs that he could enjoy on his PC. He didn’t know the fear of drawing games, and was confused.


  “Dammit! Bullshit!”


  Grid’s anger aimed at innocent creatures. On the way to the vampire city, Grid killed more monsters than anyone else. Even Pon and Regas were surprised at his speedy hunting.


  “Grid is really motivated.”


  “He is in a high position, so he feels a strong sense of responsibility.”


  “Grid has matured even more after the guild merger. Truly wonderful.”


  Bias was scary. Filled with misunderstandings, Grid’s party finally arrived at a vampire city.
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  The 13th vampire city.


  Pon and Regas had already explored this place, so they opened their mouths prior to entering.


  “Once we enter here, we have to go down a 12m high cliff. There is no danger when climbing down the cliff, but there is a risk of falling down because it’s dark and steep. The people with less than 400 agility should move carefully.”


  “There aren’t any lights and it is dark, so you won’t be able to see anything for around two minutes. Your vision won’t be perfect after two minutes pass. The darkness places a limit on our mobility, so it will be difficult for us to exert 100% of our power. Ah, Jishuka and Faker have their passive skills Hawk Eyes and Assassin’s Eyes.”


  Vantner expressed his doubts.


  “Why can’t we light torches if it is dark? Why are we trying to stay in the dark? Are we cavemen?”


  “The vampires pay attention to fire. You will be isolated as soon as you turn on the torch.”


  “Ah, that’s right. I heard that before.”


  “Stupid.”


  Pon continued the explanation.


  “There is a city half the size of Bairan below the cliff. The average level of the vampire familiars wandering the streets are well below the giant worms. However, combat capabilities depend on the existence, so be vigilant.”


  “Familiar? Where are the vampires?”


  “The vampires are asleep in buildings scattered throughout the city. Once we enter a building, they will wake up. But there are rare cases of some of them ambushing us.”


  “Hrmm… The boss must be sleeping in one of the buildings.”


  “It’s a reasonable guess. We can only go through the buildings in order to find the boss.”


  “In the process, you should be careful of the True Blood vampires. Sometimes they pop up and they are much stronger than ordinary vampires.”


  “How so?”


  “It was hard to kill them even if Regas and I joined forces.”


  “A field boss?”


  “No, not that strong. If we don’t have divine power, we can’t do much damage. However, if all of us join forces, we should be able to easily defeat them.”


  Jishuka, Grid, Pon, Regas, Faker and Peak Sword, the most powerful damage dealers were gathered together. It was Pon’s judgment that they could exert attack power that could easily take care of the True Blood vampires.


  “Okay. Immediately after entry, please pay attention to the darkness and cliff, and refrain from manifesting as much light as possible. The True Blood vampires… Quickly handle them. This should be enough?”


  “Yes.”


  Grid did a final check on the status of the party.


  Party Name: Pavranium Expedition


  Party Leader: Grid (Pagma’s Descendant. Level 296)


  Party Members List:


  Pon (Spear Knight.  Level 307)


  Regas (Asura. Level 307)


  Peak Sword (Hidden Sword) Level 306)


  Faker (Master of Swiftness. Level 305)


  Jishuka (Red Flame Archer) Level 305)


  Vantner (Impregnable Fortress. Level 302)


  Zednos (Storm Magician. Level 301)


  Huroi (Orator. Level 292)


  Item Distribution Method: Party Leader Acquisition


  Thanks to enough rest, everyone’s health, mana, and stamina were full. The item distribution method was also correct.


  “Let’s go.”


  Grid didn’t delay any longer. He entered the ant hell.


  [You have entered the Vampire’s Underground City (13).]


  [The entrance of the dungeon is blocked. Contact with the outside world will be blocked.]


  [You can’t escape the dungeon until you have died or kill the dungeon boss.]


  ‘It is dark.’


  It was his first feeling after entering. There was  a deep darkness that dominated the whole area. He would be confused if he didn’t listen to Pon and Regas beforehand. It was as the party was trying to adapt to the darkness.


  Puduk. Kwaduduk.


  “What…?”


  They heard the sound of wings flapping, then hundreds of small red lights appeared in the darkness. It was countless bats flocking.


  “Crazy! What is this? I didn’t think there would be an attack until we went down the cliff!”


  The wrong information could be a big threat on the battlefield. Everyone could understand why Vantner cursed as he quickly set up his shield.


  Teteng!  Teteteteng!


  [Grid’s Shield: Prototype A]


  It was a shield based on the Divine Shield, and combined high defense and magical resistance.


  He used black iron, which was relatively easy to obtain among the higher ranked minerals. The disadvantage was that it was heavy, but that wasn’t difficult for Vantner, who had abnormally high strength.


  The hundreds of bats rammed into the giant black shield and scattered blood.


  Kwajik!


  There was a creepy sound as small skulls were crushed successively.


  “Ugh!”


  A groan emerged from Vantner’s mouth. He could block the bats flying in front, but he was bitten by the bats that fled to the left and right.


  “Damn! Forcing me to use a skill so early! Guard of Steel!”


  [For three minutes, physical defense will increase by 30% and there will be a 50% increase in resistance to stabbing and cutting.]


  Tatak! Tak!


  Vantner’s defense became firmer. The small but sharp teeth of the bats no longer reached Vantner’s flesh. Jishuka and Faker were the first ones in the party to adapt to the darkness and they started supporting Vantner.


  “Dancing Arrows.”


  Papat! Pa pa pa pat!


  It was a skill associated with Multi-shot. Dozens of arrows were fired at the same time and rotated as they pierced the bats, changing their orbit. The bats were hit by the arrows flying in all directions and fell down the cliff.


  Faker’s actions were also great. He threw 20 daggers equipped with an ‘Explosion Rune,’ turning the bats to ashes. By the time the rest of the party adapted to the darkness, most of the bats were already destroyed. Vantner sat down and gasped for breath.


  “Pant… Pant, dammit. I almost died as soon as I came in.”


  “I’m sorry. I didn’t think the pattern would’ve changed.”


  The monsters in most dungeons had a constant position and behavior pattern. They thought it would be the same here. Vantner could no longer grumble after seeing Pon’s sincere apology. Afterwards, Grid’s group waited until Vantner had recovered his health. Vantner was the party’s only tanker, so his status was important.


  “Easy, easy.”


  “Yes.”


  Once Vantner recovered, the group started descending the cliff. While everyone was struggling, Grid and Zednos could relax. They were able to use Fly magic. The two people were able to descend comfortably.


  Taack!


  The two people landed first below the cliff and looked around. It was to prepare for any enemies while the group was descending the cliff. Not surprisingly, there were five large wolves rushing in the distance.


  “They are scarily large.”


  Their size was much larger than common wolves. It was at the level of a bear. But Grid and Zednos didn’t feel any fear.


  [The +9 Failure has been equipped.]


  [The attack power of the +9 Failure will increase by 20% in dark places.]


  [The +8 Grid’s Boots has been equipped.]


  [The defense of the +8 Grid’s Boots will increase by 20% in dark places.]


  Grid believed in his items.


  ‘Grid is with me!’


  Zednos believed in Grid. The wolves, who wanted to prey on the two people, quickly realized their folly.


  Yip! Yelp!


  [You have defeated a vampire wolf.]


  [490,800 experience has been distributed.]


  [You have defeated a vampire wolf.]


  [487,210 experience has been distributed.]


  [Vampire wolf leather has been acquired.]


  [Vampire Wolf Leather]


  Very sturdy leather. If it can be tanned well, it will be a suitable material for making armor.


  Weight: 15


  The experience was quite good considering it was being shared by nine people. Indeed, the vampire cities were good places to level up.


  ‘There are three tailors in the Silver Knights Guild right?’


  Grid could also make leather armor.  But several experiments showed that the performance was considerably worse than when he used minerals. From Grid’s perspective, it was more profitable to make things other than leather armor.


  “Why don’t we distribute the various materials among the guild members and give them requests? We will sell the items made from these materials and raise the guild’s profits. There will be a separate reward for the makers.”


  Grid gave his opinion to the people who descended the cliff. It was rare for Grid to have such a plan. No, it was the first time, so his impressed companions nodded their heads. Pon and Regas were silent for a moment at the sight of Grid’s further growth, but then they expressed their concerns.


  “It’s strange. The atmosphere is different from when we came here before.”


  “The bats and vampire wolves weren’t here before. The environmental radius of the familiars is much wider than before. The experience given has also increased by 10%.”


  Regas was talking when Pon suddenly asked Grid about his quest contents.


  “You said that strange energy is coming from the vampire cities?”


  “Yes.”


  “This is the problem. The strange energy seems to have increased the difficulty of the vampire cities.”


  Gulp!


  Peak Sword was nervous. He worried about this expedition failing. However, the other Overgeared members were grateful. If the difficulty had gone up…


  “There is a higher probability of huge benefits!”


  “That’s right! Level up speed will be fast!”


  “…”


  It was difficult for the tense Peak Sword to understand the mindset of the Overgeared members. He was stunned and swept away in their flow. They called the familiars roaming the streets, accumulating experience and items. Then they were soon standing in front of an old-fashioned gothic high-rise building.


  “There are around 10 of these buildings?”


  They had to search the buildings quickly and thoroughly in order to kill the boss and secure the pavranium. The moment Grid tried to open the huge door of the building.


  [The master of the 13th city, Vampire Earl Elfin Stone has appeared.]


  [A strong evil influence is making your magic power turbid. All types of spells and skills aren’t available.]


  [A vampire’s gaze will subdue lower species. Your body is subjected to a strong oppression.]


  The notification windows simultaneously appeared in front of Grid’s party.


  Sururuk.


  Black smoke appeared over Grid’s head. The blond handsome man who emerged from the smoke was more beautiful than jewelry.


  “Humans dare enter my city! Polluting the air!”


  Elfin Stone had a story. It was around a month ago. He woke up after a few months of sleeping, only to find his city a wreck. He heard from his subordinates that it was due to two crazy humans.  Humans dared invade a vampire’s city with just two of them?


  It was ridiculous and reprehensible. The incensed Elfin Stone couldn’t sleep properly for the past two months. He was so angry that he couldn’t sleep well. Today, he got only 18 hours of sleep and went out for a stroll.  However, he discovered some humans. It was a great opportunity to get rid of his anger.


  “Die so that I can sleep!”


  Elfin Stone aimed his strongest skill at the man who seemed to be the strongest among the humans.


  [Extreme Blood Transfusion]


  It was a terrifying attack and recovery skill that restored his health by taking away large quantities of the target’s health. The disadvantage was that he could only use it once a day, but it was suitable for scaring these trivial beings.


  Puhahahak!


  The human male was covered by a curtain of blood. He would certainly die! Elfin Stone was certain of it.


  “Kukukuk, I will come back in awhile. I will kill another person, and then another one the time after that! This will be repeated again and again. I will show you the extreme taste of fear!”


  Suruk!


  Elfin Stone turned into smoke and disappeared. At the same time, the blood curtain was lifted. Grid emerged alive from it.


  “What the hell is this?”


  The mighty passive with a 24 hour cooldown time had been lost. But he lived.


  Grid and Elfin Stone, both of them were floored.
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  “Humans dare enter my city! Polluting the air!”


  The Overgeared members were appalled the moment the blond man appeared. Ominous notification windows consecutively appeared in front of them.


  [For the next five minutes, you can’t use ‘Wind Curtain,’ ‘Black Mace,’ and ‘Storm of Eternity.’]


  [For the next five minutes, you can’t use ‘Shield Throw,’ ‘Damage Break,’ and ‘Guardian’s Power.’]


  [For the next five minutes, you can’t use ‘Multi-shot,’ and ‘Red Flame Arrows.’]


  …


  …


  …


  With the exception of Grid, all of them had at least two or three skills sealed off. Those who unfortunately had their main skills sealed were particularly disappointed. But that wasn’t the end.


  [All speed will decrease by 30% for the next five minutes.]


  It was a very strong oppression. If just attack speed or movement speed was reduced, the user wouldn’t be able to exercise their true ability. This level of oppression was tremendous.


  “Grid! Avoid it!”


  Faker hurriedly exclaimed. But it was too late. The vampire earl, Elfin Stone. The furious master of the city was already attacking Grid.


  Puhahahak!


  A bloody curtain swallowed up Grid. Elfin Stone was convinced that Grid had died.


  “Kukukuk, I will come back in awhile. I will kill another person, and then another one the time after that! This will be repeated again and again. I will show you the extreme taste of fear!”


  Suruk!


  Elfin Stone assimilated with darkness and disappeared like a mirage. The Overgeared members didn’t even think about chasing him. They were grateful that he left. Elfin Stone’s presence was that overwhelming.


  “…”


  After a few moments of silence. The curtain of blood lifted and Grid frowned.


  “What the hell is this?”


  Grid only had one point of health left. This wasn’t the end.  His whole body was bloody and most of his defense equipment, excluding the Holy Light Armor, was in rags.


  “Grid! Are you okay?”


  The members came running. Anxiety was on their faces. In particular, Jishuka was deathly pale. This was a reminder that her heart was thinking of Grid.


  “As you can see, I’m not okay.”


  Gulp gulp.


  ‘Shit.’


  Tears formed as the potion poured down his throat. Super Health Recovery Potion. It was a potion made by the alchemists of Reidan. The price of this top grade potion which restored 15,000 health was worth 10 gold. If he drank three bottles of this, he could buy two chickens in reality.


  Peak Sword sighed with relief. “Phew, it’s fortunate. Surviving with only one point of health left, isn’t this a complete miracle? It is unbelievable despite seeing it with my own eyes. It’s surprising.”


  Peak Sword didn’t know about Grid’s invincible passive. Grid explained to him. He thought Peak Sword needed to know if they were to be trusted colleagues.


  “I have an invincible passive. If I die, my health will be fixed at one point and I will be immune to all damage for five seconds. The cooldown time is 24 hours.”


  “Wow…”


  Despite the long cooldown, it prevented Grid from dying? It was like having two lives! A complete scam. A legendary class was truly different.


  Grid laughed at the envious Peak Sword.


  “So always keep this in mind. In the worst situation, I will stand in front.”


  Grid emphasized this. If a stranger heard this, they would think he purposely had Elfin Stone aim at him.


  “Hey Regas. Elfin Stone never appeared earlier when you were explaining?”


  “Yes, this is the first time I’ve seen him.”


  “That’s right. We explored for a month and never encountered him.”


  “Then you were lucky.”


  “…”


  The mood became serious. This was because the strength of the city’s boss transcended the scope of the Overgeared members.


  “Grid is the one with the highest health, but even his invincible passive was invoked. This means that we shouldn’t give him a chance to use the skill. However, the casting time is short and it’s difficult to prepare since we can’t detect when he will appear.”


  “This means we will die one by one whenever he appears.”


  “Should we do a full-scale attack rather than being wiped out one by one?”


  “The result is that we will likely be wiped out. We can’t rule out the possibility that our main skills will be sealed.”


  Five minutes was a long time in a struggle with a strong enemy. Having their skills sealed for five minutes was huge and beyond imagination.


  “What should we…?”


  “There is no answer.”


  It was a completely depressed mood. Grid heard this and quietly muttered, “It wouldn’t be so desperate if I had more time.”


  Yes, time to raise his level.


  ‘If I reach level 300…’


  Elfin Stone was obviously strong. It was around the same as Hell Gao when he had all his fire stones. In particular, the ability to erase skills was the best. Grid’s insight showed him the worst situation. But what if he achieved level 300 and his stats were awakened to the third level?


  ‘It will be possible to read when he appears and counterattack.’


  If he could fight back with Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Revolve, he could cause fatal damage to him. He would be able to hold on for five minutes while his colleagues’ combat power was reduced.


  ‘Then the chances of this raid succeeding will dramatically increase.’


  But Grid was only level 296. Since entering here, he had gained a lot of experience and could reach level 297. However, reaching level 300 wasn’t possible in a day or two. It was only possible if he drank an experience potion and swept away all the vampires in the city.


  “Dammit.”


  Elfin Stone said he would come back later. It might be in five minutes, or maybe ten minutes. Grid had no time. The conclusion.


  ‘This expedition will fail.’


  Grid’s expression darkened. There were 15 vampire cities to clear, but he was already stuck at the first one. It was frustrating.


  “Dammit! The quest difficulty is too high!”


  Grid was furious at the thought of losing 15 pavranium. The Overgeared members also looked desperate. They all realized that the expedition was likely to fail, so they couldn’t comfort Grid. But Jishuka was different.


  Prior to Satisfy opening, she was one of the best players in the MMORPG ‘L.T.S.’ so she came up with an analysis that gave hope to Grid.


  “The time it takes for Elfin Stone to reappear might be longer than we think. I don’t think the cooldown will be short when looking at the power of this skill.”


  The monster’s rhythm usually followed the skill reuse time. Just like the Fusers of Skeleton Island. They appeared after exactly seven minutes, spat acid and ran away.


  “If the period before he returns is long, there’s hope for us. Let’s raise Grid to level 300.”


  “How?”


  “Run away and give the experience to Grid. Given the amount of experience these monsters give, Grid can achieve level 300 in at least a week.”


  “Once Grid reaches level 300, there is a higher chance to defeat Elfin Stone. But how should we deal with Elfin Stone who keeps appearing?”


  “We can only hold out against his skill as long as possible. The first few times won’t be possible, so we will have to sacrifice ourselves. We might find a way to handle it eventually.”


  There was no method other than the one Jishuka proposed. All the members agreed to the Grid-building project. Grid felt ashamed.


  “I’m sorry for putting you at risk due to my personal quest.”


  “If you are sorry, work hard. Please try and reach level 300.”


  He would surely do so. Grid nodded and opened the Reputation Store.


  ‘I need to save even one of these people.’


  He needed to reach level 300 as soon as possible. Thus, he needed the experience potion.


  ‘This time I will draw it!’


  Grid stood in front of the ‘Draw! Draw! Draw Everything!’ machine. He had 28,013 reputation. One try consumed 999 reputation, so he had a total of 28 attempts.


  ‘I should at least get one out of 28 attempts. I will certainly do it. It is strange if I don’t get one.’


  Rattle.


  Grid pulled the machine. The result…


  [This! You have failed! Unfortunately, please look for the next opportunity.]


  [This! You have failed! Unfortunately, please look for the next opportunity.]


  “Crazy!”


  Two successive failures! Grid’s heart sank.  If possible, he wanted to return to the time before he started drawing items. His reputation vanished for nothing. However, reality was cold and temptation was terrible. He couldn’t turn back time or stop the drawing.


  Draw! In the past, it was the worst gambling system that plagued many gamers’ wallets and bloated the game producers. Now it was causing great pain to Grid.


  “Shit! Yes! Let’s try it!”


  In the end, Grid cursed and started the machine again.


  [Congratulations! The best chocolate has been acquired.]


  [This! You have failed! Unfortunately, please look for the next opportunity.]


  [Congratulations! Block Toys to Help a Child’s Development has been acquired.]


  [This! You have failed! Unfortunately, please look for the next opportunity.]


  [This! You have failed! Unfortunately, please look for the next opportunity.]


  Ah! Why were the odds so low the more he drew? Grid’s nervousness reached its peak as his reputation dropped below 10,000.


  ‘Putting aside the experience potion, why isn’t anything useful coming out?’


  His head hurt and he was dizzy. He wanted to stop now, but his hand was turning the machine continuously. He wanted to get his money’s worth somehow. His remaining reputation dropped to 6,000.


  [Congratulations! An Experience Increase Potion has been acquired.]


  [Experience Increase Potion]


  Increases experience gained by 20% for the next three days.


  Weight: 0.1


  “F-finally…!”


  He was happy. He was happy, so why was his chest so sore? He felt like a loser because most of the reputation he earned over the past year was gone.


  “Sigh… At least it appeared.”


  Grid disciplined his mind and pulled Malacus’ Cloak out of the inventory. It was the moment when the cloak, which easily attracted monsters because of the bloody smell, was revealed after a long time. Grid passed it to Vantner.


  “Put it on.”


  “Uh…”


  What could be done to speed up Grid’s experience gain? Vantner’s vision darkened as he was discussing it with the group.




  Chapter 290


  “M-Malacus’s Cloak.”


  This was a little too much. Weren’t vampires sensitive to the smell of blood? The vampires would come flocking like dogs if Malacus’ Cloak was used. It was like digging his grave.


  ‘I have to wear this?’


  Vantner hesitated. On the other hand, Grid and his colleagues showed a firm determination.


  “Vantner, there is no time to spare.”


  “Speed is important. We have to make them keep coming.”


  “We will help you, so don’t worry and put on the cloak.”


  “…Okay, I understand.”


  Every member of Overgeared was prepared to die. Vantner was no different.  He prepared his mind and took the lead after wearing Malacus’ Cloak.


  “Let’s go.”


  Grid didn’t delay. He entered the large building in front of him.


  ***


  “It is really wide. It is bigger than it seems from the outside.”


  “This is bad. It is better to fight a lot of enemies in a narrow space.”


  “Yes. This place is completely open without any cover.”


  The voices of the party members echoed in every corner. The first floor of the building was a huge hall. It could accommodate at least 2,000 people. The ceiling reached to the 7th floor and there were two staircases leading upstairs. 


  “I think it’s better to get in a formation on the stairs, as it’ll be easier for us to be surrounded by the enemies on the upper levels than to be surrounded on all sides.”


  This was Jishuka’s opinion. The other members agreed and quickly moved.


  “It is dreary.”


  “It is like a cemetery.”


  In the center of the dark hallway, hundreds of coffins were randomly arranged. It was a creepy sight.


  Kung! Kung kung!


  It happened when Grid’s party reached the stairs. The silent building suddenly became noisy. It was because the hundreds of coffins started shaking in unison. The vampires sleeping in the coffins were reacting to the bloody smell of Malacus’ Cloak.


  “They’re coming!”


  “Be prepared.”


  Grid’s group quickly got into formation and pulled out their weapons.


  There was a dark red greatbow that resembled a roaring dragon, a blue spear with a great appearance, gauntlets that seemed like they could easily crush the enemy, dazzling silver daggers and so on.


  They were all Grid’s works. The existence of Grid for the Overgeared members was incredibly large.


  Kung! Kung!


  Kwajak!


  The coffins opened and the vampires appeared. They had pale skin, long fangs, and red eyes. Their red eyes turned towards Grid’s group. To be precise, it was towards Vantner.


  “This fragrance is good.”


  “As soon as I open my eyes, I can celebrate with human blood.”


  The vampires were the top predators. They didn’t feel any nervousness about the people who invaded their territory. Rather, they laughed like they were happy.


  ‘Fast!’


  The vampires living in the underground cities were different from those who popped up all over the continent. Their combat power was between level 280~350.


  “Give me blood! I shall enjoy it!”


  “Ohuhut, shall we aim for that man’s clean neck?”


  The 200 vampires quickly narrowed the distance to Grid’s group. It was a tremendous speed. They aimed for Vantner who monopolized their aggro.


  “I don’t think I can hold out for long! Guard of Steel! Guardian of Wisdom! Giant’s Blessing!”


  [For three minutes, physical defense will increase by 30% and there will be a 50% increase in resistance to stabbing and cutting.]


  [For three minutes, magic resistance will increase by 30% and attributes resistance will increase by 50%.]


  [A shield that will absorb 20,000 damage has been created.]


  Vantner had invested all his stat points into strength until level 200.  Nonetheless, he was able to play his role as ranker thanks to the excellent defense skills of a guardian knight.


  “Sun Guard!”


  Flash!


  A bright light shone on the bald Vantner. It was the reflection of the light emitted from his shield.


  “Ugh!”


  The sudden emergence of light caused the vampires to lose momentum. Most of them lost their eyesight and stopped in place for a moment. But the 50 vampires in the rear were relatively fine. They hit Vantner first.


  Jjejeong! Jjejejeok!


  Kukwakwang!


  [You have suffered 5,600 damage.]


  [You have suffered 5,980 damage.]


  [You have suffered 7,110 damage.]


  “Ack! It hurts! Hurts!”


  Vampires had excellent physical abilities, magic power, and intelligence. They used magic to provoke Vantner’s magic resistance skills, then linked physical attacks. In some cases, it was the opposite. Vantner was unable to demonstrate a complete defense and was quickly wounded.


  The Overgeared members weren’t watching quietly. Zednos started first. As Vantner pulled the aggro at the bottom of the stairs, he completed the long chant for the Storm of Eternity.


  Kwaang!


  The storm rapidly rotated around a previously determined point, trapping the 50 vampires within and making unable to do anything. It was the ultimate storm from the Storm Magician Zednos that could confine many enemies for a minimum of 30 seconds to a maximum of 5 minutes. The disadvantage was that no attacks from outside could occur, but it was a strategically useful magic.


  “Well done!”


  Thanks to Zednos, Vantner could now breathe. He took a potion, while the remaining 150 vampires restored their eyesight and rushed over. Vantner’s suffering began from now.


  “S-Save me! Aaack~!”


  Papat! Papapat!


  The vampires were skilled in hand to hand combat or swordsmanship, depending on their strength and agility. They aimed magic towards Vantner who was struggling to block the attacks with his shield.


  “Cripple!”


  “Dark Binding!”


  “Neder’s Grab!”


  Various curse magic lowered Vantner’s magic resistance and his body was restrained.


  “This!”


  His limbs were caught by hands of darkness. The vampires’ swords aimed at his weak points. One greedy vampire even used his fangs.


  Puok!


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Vantner screamed as his neck was bitten and he was stabbed through the armor. Vantner felt a sense of hopelessness. If his health fell to the bottom when there was no healer, it was likely he would have to use his one-time invincible skill, ‘Guardian’s Power.’ However, he needed to save this for Elfin Stone’s reappearance.


  “Shit! Do something!”


  Vantner shouted as vampires constantly approached him. His colleagues responded.


  “You are doing well!”


  “It will be over soon!”


  Pon, Regas, Faker, and Peak Sword. Once all of the vampires were focused on Vantner, the four of them succeeded in efficiently killing. The vampires were taken by surprise and received fatal damage.


  “Kuhak!”


  “You dare! These humans!”


  The wounded vampires then shifted their gaze to the four people and said,


  “The main character is here. Ah, should I say heroine?”


  Unlike the lower part of the stairway that was like hell, the upper part was tranquil. Jishuka unabashedly exposed her sensual body and pulled her bowstring.


  Pepepepeong!


  Dozens of arrows soared into the air like missiles. It was once again a perfect surprise attack on the vampires defending against the onslaught of the four people.


  “Kuaaaak!”


  There was a flood of fire and blood. The silent and dark interior of the building quickly heated up. The vampires struggling in the sea of fire now had 60% health left. Finally, it was the turn of the protagonist.


  “My Lord! Now!”


  [Your morale has increased.]


  [Your attack power and magic attack power will significantly rise for the next attack.]


  [The next attack will be a critical hit!]


  Huroi used the strongest buff on Grid. Grid withdrew from the party in order to monopolize the experience, took the experience buff potion and put on the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch. He used Blacksmith’s Rage and started his sword dance.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Who said that dark spaces limited abilities? No, it was quite the opposite.


  Kuoooooh!


  In the darkness, the blue Failure showed its true value. A powerful aura surrounded it and seeped into the area. This was the precursor to the strongest wide area skill.


  “Transcended Link.”


  It had risen one level after the Pascal raid, so the power of Transcended Link was incredible. Not only had the number of strikes and the damage increase, it also had a penetration effect.


  Kwa kwang! Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The blue-black energy blades swallowed everything in its path and attacked the vampires confronting the Overgeared members. Then it passed through the vampires that had just escaped from Zednos’ storm.


  [Critical!]


  [The Holy Light Gloves’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  [You have dealt 5,490,500 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 5,670,000 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt…]


  …


  ..


  [This is a phenomenal record!]


  [You have dealt over 100 million total damage in 5 seconds!]


  [Reputation throughout the continent will rise by +5,000.]


  He had to make 10 legendary items to get this much reputation!


  ‘I have recovered five draws of the machine!’


  It was an unexpected massive revenue.


  “Kiyaaaaack!”


  “Keooook!”


  The building echoed with screams. Most of the 200 vampires were seriously injured and trembled. The important thing was to increase his experience! Grid jumped from the stairs into the center of the vampires and used Wave.


  Kurururung!


  The waves of energy stretched over all the vampires, dealing a huge blow and slowing them down.


  “You!”


  “I will take your blood!”


  The vampires were provoked and only focused on Grid. At first glance, it seemed dangerous. But the Overgeared members couldn’t help Grid. There was a concern that they would be judged to deal more damage, greatly reducing the amount of experience gained by Grid.


  [Your attack has missed.] 


  “What?”


  Grid showed a puzzled reaction. The vampires changed their bodies to black smoke, so all his skills and attacks missed. The momentum of the vampires rose.


  “Kuhahahaha! I’m not someone who can be killed by a human!”


  “Your attacks can no longer harm us!”


  Shaaaah!


  The black smoke moved like a hurricane around Grid. Once Grid was confused, they planned to use the blood transfusion skill. But it was impossible for their plan to be realized.


  “Go around once.”


  Grid issued a command to someone.


  Noe? Randy? No. Grid had no intention of sharing his experience with the children. Grid issued the command to Lifael’s Spear.


  “Heok!”


  The Rebecca artifact that was the antithesis of all beings with dark power! The power of the reproduction was weaker than the original, but it was enough to turn the vampires back to their bodies.


  “U-Unbelievable!”


  The vampires weren’t able to move properly. They were in a severely wounded state and influence by the divine power. Grid looked at their forms that had lost their arrogance, as they crawled on the floor and tried to escape.


  “Kuhahahahat! These lovely guys!”


  The strongest boss, Elfin Stone. Grid was so happy about the experience in front of him that he forgot about Elfin Stone’s existence.


  Seokeok!


  Puok!


  The blue greatsword killed a vampire every time it moved.  Of course, the vampires didn’t stay still. They tried to attack. But Jishuka and Zednos interrupted using arrows and magic.  Pon, Regas, Faker and Peak Sword blocked any methods of retreat.


  The current Grid was on a bus from a huge conglomerate. No, he was on a comfortable plane. The destination was level 300.




  Chapter 291


  [A junior vampire was vanquished.]


  [4,901,000 experience has been acquired.]


  [4,855,000 experience has been acquired.]


  [An intermediate vampire was destroyed.]


  [6,954,300 experience has been acquired.]


  [6,899,000 experience has been acquired.]


  The amount of experience from the vampires was more than expected. It was nearly three times as much as the desert monsters. This was a considerable number considering that the Overgeared members also got some experience for reducing the vampire’s health.


  This was also due of the experience buff potion.


  ‘Reputation is worthwhile!’


  It was the moment when wasting 25,000 paid off. However, he had no intention of challenging it again.


  ‘I might draw a red pepper again.’


  Grid vowed again. The battle wasn’t very good. It was due to the resistance of the surviving vampires.


  “Blood Transfusion!”


  “Dark Missile!”


  The vampires determined they couldn’t beat Grid in a melee, so they opened the distance and used magic. Due to that, Grid’s body became injured. There was a chance to completely resist black magic with the Holy Light Armor or counter the vampires’ evasion with Lifael’s Creation.


  If it hadn’t been for these two things, Grid might’ve become a cold carcass by now. The vampires were strong. It varied from individual to individual, but they were several times stronger than the Black Knights. In particular, the vampire’s bloodsucking skill. They kept recovering their health. The answer was to smash them in one blow.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link!”


  For fusion skills like Linked Kill and Transcended Link, the higher the level, the greater the features. For example, Transcended Link received a penetration effect when it reached level 3. On the other hand, basic skills like Kill, Link, and Wave only increased the damage whenever their skill levels went up.


  For example, while Link had a skill level of 5, it was weak in comparison to the power of the fusion skills. If the vampires were in a perfect state, they would’ve survived Link; however, they were now severely injured and were thus swiftly torn apart by Grid’s sword.


  Flash!


  Once 50 out of 200 vampires had died, a pillar of light fell onto Grid’s body.


  [Your level has risen.]


  [10 stat points have been acquired.]


  Grid had already been on the verge of leveling up when he entered the building, and now he reached level 297. There were only three levels remaining before he reached level 300.


  “Distribute my stat points.”


  Grid distributed the 10 points he gained into agility as usual. His stats distribution method was based on the great swordsman Piaro.


  Strength 1: Agility 1: Stamina 0.7.


  Piaro was aiming to be a sword saint, so there was no way his stats would be a mess. Grid speculated that Piaro’s stats ratio was likely to be the perfect golden ratio. And his guess was right. As Grid’s agility neared his strength, the power of his swordsmanship gradually increased.


  Seokeok! Puk!


  “Kuaack!”


  His attacks became faster and more powerful than before, as he stabbed and slashed at the vampires. The vampires were dying at a faster speed.


  [The Finest Tailcoat have been acquired.]


  [Junior Vampire’s Ring has been acquired.]


  [Finest Tailcoat]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 120/120     Defense: 301


  Charm +50


  An essential item for stylish vampires.


  This tailcoat is wonderful enough to capture everyone’s attention. It also has excellent defense and can be used for protection.


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher. A man.


  Weight: 120


  [Junior Vampire’s Ring]


  Rating: Epic


  * During normal attacks, 5% of the damage done to the target will be restored to you as health.


  * This effect is only invoked once every 15 seconds.


  A unique magic power dwells in the vampire’s ring.


  It is a ring used by junior vampires so the rating is low, but it is very helpful for the wearer’s survival.


  User Restriction: Level 280 or higher.


  Weight: 1


  The item drop rate of vampires was very low. If he killed 30~40 vampires, only one of them would drop an item, so it was the worst drop rate. However, the value of the items dropped was very good.


  ‘Vampire accessories!’


  Vampire items dramatically increased combat endurance and survival. They were very rare, meaning this was the first time Grid saw one since the launch of Satisfy.


  ‘Let’s try out the effect.’


  [The Junior Vampire’s Ring has been worn.]


  Puk! Puk puk!


  “Kuaack!”


  “I…! To a human…!”


  After being pierced by Lifael’s Spear, the vampires were hit by Failure and the Doppelganger’s Greatsword. The wounds Grid received from them slowly recovered. This was the greatness of the Holy Light Armour combined with the vampire’s ring.


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 9,300 damage to the target.]


  [5% of the damage has been absorbed due to the option effect of the Junior Vampire’s


  [The option effect of the Holy Light Armor has increased the power of recovery magic by 300%.]


  [1,350 health has been restored.]


  The effect was only triggered once every 15 seconds, but this was enough for Grid. Sometimes, the 5 Joint Attacks skill of the Holy Light Gloves was triggered, causing his health gauge to climb noticeably. Thanks to his items and skills, Grid’s base damage was uniquely high.


  “Kukukuk! Kuhahahahat!”


  “Hiik!”


  “V-Vampire slaughterer!”


  Grid burst out laughing while wearing the Slaughterer’s eye patch and mask, filling the vampires with terror. The situation had completely changed. The vampires on the first-floor were all killed by Grid, giving him experience and new items.


  Before he knew it, Grid’s experience gauge exceeded 20%. But he couldn’t be pleased. He was worried about Elfin Stone appearing, and the vampires on the upper levels also started to gather. The upper floor vampires had a much higher level than the first-floor vampires.


  “Stop!”


  The Overgeared members stood on the stairs and intercepted the vampires’ path. Rather than acting straight away, they made a defensive formation. It was to give Grid time to recover his health, mana, and stamina. Grid felt thankful and rested straight away.


  Meanwhile, Vantner once again tasted hell.


  “Ugh! I need to endure this again!”


  Peok! Peok peok! 


  Kwajak!


  Vantner cursed Malacus’ Cloak. No, he lamented that he chose a tanker. It didn’t fit his aptitude. He mistakenly raised this character, but he wanted to delete it and make a new character. As he was complaining, the Overgeared members lowered the vampires’ health. Then Grid finished them off at the proper timing.


  It took half a day to finish attacking one whole building, and Grid’s experience gauge was up to 60%. This was a ridiculous growth rate considering it took the Overgeared members an average of two weeks to go from 297 to 298.


  “Wow, it is faster than expected.”


  “It is natural. There are seven users in the top 20, as well as Huroi.”


  “That’s true. Anyway, if we clear four more buildings in the future, you will reach level 299.”


  “The problem begins at level 299. The amount of experience needed to level up is four times as much as level 298.”


  “Considering it takes half a day to clear one building… You can achieve level 300 in five days?”


  “Assuming that Elfin Stone doesn’t appear.”


  “…”


  The key was who Elfin Stone would use his skill on after reappearing. Vantner and Huroi had a one-time invincible skill that could invalidate damage, but the others were different.


  “If one person dies, the balance of the party is disrupted, drastically slowing down the speed of the hunt.”


  “Well… It depends on luck. But why hasn’t he appeared yet?”


  It has been half a day since Elfin Stone first emerged. It was a long time considering he said he would be back.


  “Well, it is good if he is late.”


  The Overgeared members moved to the next building. In this building, a few True Blood vampires emerged.


  [True Blood Vampire: Boras]


  [True Blood Vampire: Rujul]


  As named monsters, they were very strong. They were far superior to the 19th Knight, Fulito, and also had dozens of subordinates. Vantner felt a crisis. He inevitably had to use his invincible skill, Guardian’s Power. It had a cooldown time of 48 hours, so one of the precautionary measures against Elfin Stone fell.


  The party’s morale fell. Huroi tried to encourage them.


  “Don’t worry. The next time Elfin Stone appears, I’ll try to provoke him.”


  It was impossible. Elfin Stone appeared and used the skill instantly. It wasn’t a skill that someone could deliberately draw towards them. But Huroi believed in his speaking ability.


  “Words are faster than action. I will try to attract his aggro before he uses the skill.”


  “…”


  Sooner or later, Elfin Stone’s parents would be mentioned. The Overgeared members were now familiar with Huroi. They were grateful that Huroi wasn’t their enemy. They shook just imagining what he would say.


  [The True Blood vampire, Boras has been destroyed.]


  [44,690,500 experience has been acquired.]


  [A complete ruby has been acquired.]


  [The True Blood vampire, Rujul has been destroyed.]


  [45,900,000 experience has been acquired.]


  [The Third Piece of ??? has been acquired.]


  [Complete Ruby]


  A gem that can be used as a material for top-rated accessories.


  Weight: 2


  [Third Piece of ???]


  It can’t be determined what this is a piece of yet. 


  A minimum of three pieces must be collected before it can be determined.


  Weight: 15


  The second building was completed. With the help of his colleagues, Grid was about to kill 150 vampires and two True Blood vampires to reach level 298. However, there was a feeling of disappointment.


  ‘True Blood vampires have a chance of dropping elixirs.’ 


  Drinking an elixir could permanently increase stats! If not, how good would it be if an intermediate or advanced vampire accessory dropped? It was clear that the Blood-sucking Third Piece of ??? was a unique item, but he didn’t know if it was more or less valuable than elixirs and vampire accessories.


  Then a notification window flashed in front of Grid.


  [The cooldown time of the title skill ‘One who Became a Legend is over.]


  His invincible passive skill was restored.


  ‘Now I can fight with more ease.’


  He felt anxious when he didn’t have this immortality. Just as Grid was sighing with relief…


  “Didn’t I say I would come back?”


  An eerie voice was heard from above Grid’s head.


  [The master of the 13th city, Vampire Earl Elfin Stone has appeared.]


  [A strong evil influence is making your magic power turbid. All types of spells and skills aren’t available.]


  [A vampire’s gaze will subdue lower species. Your body is subjected to a strong oppression.]


  “Elfin Stone!”


  He was finally here. Huroi hurriedly opened his mouth.


  “You…”


  However, this time actions were faster than words. Huroi only managed to speak one word before Grid was swallowed up by a curtain of blood. Elfin Stone smiled coldly.


  “I will come back soon. I will kill another person, and then another one the time after that! This will be repeated again and again. I will show you the extreme taste of fear!”


  Suruk!


  All traces of Elfin Stone disappeared. Grid trembled once he got out of the curtain.


  “That crazy bastard!”


  Why did he keep attacking Grid? Grid was grateful, but he felt very dirty.




  Chapter 292


  [You have been hit by a deadly blow!]


  [You have suffered 68,300 damage.]


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  At level 200, one strength stat increased health by five, while one stamina stat increased health by twenty. If he added the 6,000 health from the Holy Light set, and the 3,000 health from the Man who has Touched Hell title, Grid had more than 55,000 health in total.


  That was 6,000 points higher than Vantner, who already had a high amount of health due to his class characteristics. Therefore, Grid could be called the user with the highest health among the two billion users.


  Despite this fact, however, Elfin Ston’s attack contained an enormous power that wiped out all of Grid’s health in one blow. The Holy Light Armor reduced 50% of magic damage, so this skill could truly be called a blow of death.


  “Kuaaaak! That crazy bastard!”


  Grid died again as soon as the cooldown time of his invincible passive ended, so he couldn’t help being furious. He pulled his hair and stomped his feet. On the other hand, the faces of the Overgeared members were rosy. It was thanks to the positive hint they received.


  “Elfin Stone’s re-emergence cycle is 24 hours.”


  “Elfin Stone attacks the person with the highest number of stats.”


  “Elfin Stone is arrogant. He doesn’t have any doubts about Grid being alive.”


  In other words.


  “He will continue to attack Grid whenever he appears.”


  “This is ideal. If this continues, all of us will be able to live until Grid reaches level 300.”


  “We can prepare perfectly for the fight against Elfin Stone.”


  “…”


  The biggest advantage of a virtual reality was the perfect implementation of the five senses. But this was a great disadvantage in battle. It hurt if the enemy struck you. It wasn’t just their imagination, they really felt pain. 


  Suffering a large amount of damage at once was like being hit by a person’s fist. Did he have to suffer from this terrible pain for the next five days until he reached level 300?


  Grid was sad. He looked at his happy and laughing colleagues. He couldn’t deny that this was a good thing. Grid calmed his mind and urged the members.


  “Let’s move on to the next building.” 


  He was eager to reach level 300 quickly so he wouldn’t be hit by that skill so much. Grid rushed ahead. The party members followed him to the third building. They had already cleared two buildings, so the cooperative play of Grid’s group had developed. It was easier to kill the vampires.


  Grid’s experience gauge continued rising at a fast speed.


  ***


  “I can sleep today.”


  He would return to strike terrible fear into the humans who dared invade his city. As soon as he arrived at his mansion, Elfin Stone changed into pajamas and put on a sleeping hat before laying down in a white coffin. He was happy imagining the humans who would be shivering with fear right now.


  ‘Kukuk, they must want to die soon. But I have no intention of killing you all at once. Slowly… Hrmm.”


  He was sleepy. Vampires were powerful existences but they were victims of the ‘Curse of Idleness.’ An average vampire slept for 20 hours and the stronger vampires slept for even longer.  Elfin Stone was an earl, so he had to sleep for at least 23 hours a day and could sleep for a year straight.


  “Hah.”


  Elfin Stone fell asleep.


  ***


  Satisfy’s 8th Development Team Leader, Ashley Tosun. He was one of the 33 scientists who built the virtual reality system with Lim Cheolho. In the company, he was known as the father of vampires. He was the one who made the vampires in Satisfy.


  Of course, he also designed Elfin Stone. If enemies threatened the city, Elfin Stone would repeat the act of murdering the ‘strongest being’ every 24 hours for seven days. After losing seven of their strongest consecutively, the invading party would panic, lost strength and be destroyed.


  However…


  “This is crazy.”


  The 13th city had one of the highest difficulties among the 15 vampire cities. Ashley monitored the entry of Grid’s party and was convinced that their expedition would fail. However, now he felt some doubts.


  It was because Grid’s immortal passive neutralized the characteristics of Elfin Stone. Elfin Stone wasn’t able to distinguish the power of Grid’s group, despite appearing there for the second time.


  “This is really…”


  The problem was that Grid’s attack power, defense, and magic power were the highest among the party members. Originally, Pagma’s Descendant wasn’t a class that could be strengthened to such a degree.


  The moment five legendary items were made, their stats growth would gradually fall and their combat power gradually weakened, making them more suitable as a production class. Grid was unlucky so it took a long time to produce five legendary items.


  This was a factor that wasn’t expected and as a result, Grid’s stats were abnormally increased. Thanks to that, Grid succeeded in various raids and continued to grow stronger. The process was tough, but it was a good outcome for Grid.


  “Maybe this… He might collect all the pieces?”


  Team Leader Ashley had an expression of interest on his face. Following Lim Cheolho and Yoon Sangmin, another fan of Grid’s appeared in the S.A. Group.


  ***


  “Good!”


  Grid’s party cleared the third building. The profits from this building were tremendous. No elixirs or spellbooks were obtained, but one vampire’s ring was acquired. It was regretful that it was just from a junior vampire, but it was millions of times better than nothing.


  After a short discussing, the party chose Peak Sword as the owner of the ring. His offensive power as a swordsman was the best among the group, so he could maximize the effectiveness of the ring.


  “I have a vampire accessory…”


  Peak Sword was full of strong motivation as they challenged the hunting grounds. It was really good that he merged with Overgeared. Peak Sword’s endurance in battle dramatically increased.


  Hidden Sword. It was a class with a fatal disadvantage in that both general attacks and skills must go through the process of the sword being drawn, so the attack time was too long. However, the attack power and attack speed were both at the top.


  The moment the sword hidden in the sheath was revealed, the target was already wounded. Now the vampires suffered from it.


  “Kuak!”


  “T-These humans…!”


  The fourth building had a structure similar to a cathedral. There were coffins jammed together between long benches. It seemed to be a meeting place for vampires.


  Taack!


  The moment Peak Sword leaped over the benches and pulled his sword from his sheath.


  Seokeok!


  There was a flash of light and blood burst from a vampire’s chest. It was very difficult to fight against this invisible and fast attack.


  Jjejeong! Jjang!


  Peak Sword didn’t even allow a counterattack. He always held his sheath in his hand and used it as a protective shield. His health was maintained thanks to the vampire ring as he blocked the vampires’ attacks and unsheathed his sword again.


  Due to Peak Sword’s actions, the fourth building was cleared faster than the third. Now Grid was level 299. It was estimated that his experience gauge would reach 20% after the next building.


  ‘Okay, not long now.’


  If his stats went through the third awakening, he would be able to beat Elfin Stone, who already attacked him twice. The moment Grid was imagining this, a notification window appeared in front of him.


  [The cooldown time of the title skill ‘One who Became a Legend is over.]


  Originally this would be good news, but now it was a different matter.


  “Damn.”


  Grid braced himself for the pain that was about to come. A blond man appeared above his head. It was Elfin Stone.


  “Didn’t I say I would come back?”


  Puhahahak!


  A red light swallowed up Grid. Elfin Stone was convinced that Grid had died and shouted.


  “I will come back soon. I will kill another person, and then another one the time after that! This will be repeated again and again. I will show you the extreme taste of fear… Huh?”


  The excited Elfin Stone shook his head. The number of humans.


  ‘It is the same as yesterday?’


  There were nine people yesterday and he killed one, so there should be eight people left? Thinking back, he felt like the number of humans on the first day was nine…


  ‘I am mistaken.’


  Elfin Stone smiled. There were no humans who could survive Extreme Blood Transfusion. The humans originally had 11 people. Elfin Stone believed in his skills rather than his memory.


  “Now then. I will see you again soon.”


  “…”


  Grid wanted to correct it to tomorrow, rather than soon. The party was convinced that Elfin Stone was very dumb after he disappeared. But in fact, Elfin Stone’s intelligence wasn’t low. Elfin Stone slept for 23 hours a day and was barely awake the rest of the time.


  It was reasonable that he couldn’t remember the exact number of Grid’s party. Why would he need to remember how much prey there was? He didn’t care about the numbers of Grid’s group.


  “Damn bastard…”


  Grid cursed as the curtain lifted. His items’ durability was already at its limit, and repairs were needed.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  The legendary blacksmith took out his hammer and repaired his equipment. The party members were envious of him.


  If one’s equipment was damaged during a hunt, then ordinary users would have to repair their equipment using the expensive Repair Tool Set. However, Grid could freely repair his items and even accumulate skill proficiency while doing so.


  Grid promised again,


  ‘Elfin Stone…! I will repay this disgrace and inflict double the suffering on you!’


  ***


  [The duration of the Experience Increase Potion is over.]


  “Ah, damn.”


  It happened after clearing the seventh building. His experience gauge hadn’t reached 50% yet, but he heard the worst news.


  ‘It seems like I have to attack three more buildings before I can level up.’


  From level 299, the amount of experience required to level up increased by four times. He needed to kill the vampires without any rest. Elfin Stone appeared again when Grid was fretting. This was the fourth appearance. However, this time he was a little strange. He looked at Grid without attacking immediately.


  ‘Why?’


  Elfin Stone asked the nervous Grid.


  “You, why are you still alive?”


  “…!”


  Grid’s party were thunderstruck at the unexpected response. Maybe Elfin Stone would change his behavior pattern and kill them all. In other words, it was the worst situation.


  ‘I’m not level 300 yet…!’


  Unfortunately, it couldn’t be helped.


  ‘There is no way other than to fight.’


  The moment Grid was about to summon Noe and Randy.


  “Your parents must’ve had a hard time after giving birth to you!”


  “W-What…?”


  Huroi revealed his personality. Elfin Stone received a big shock and his handsome face distorted.
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  Earl Elfin Stone woke up!


  Then he found Grid’s party today. He had killed one human every day for the past three days. However, it was strange.


  ‘Isn’t there the same number as yesterday?’


  This time he wasn’t mistaken. He counted yesterday, so he knew the exact number. The number of humans hadn’t decreased.


  ‘What is this?’


  Elfin Stone questioned as he looked at Grid’s group. It was to find out if the person he thought he killed yesterday was alive or not. But just as humans had difficulty distinguishing between beasts, vampires had difficulty distinguishing between humans.


  Sniff sniff.


  Sniff sniff!


  Elfin Stone was unable to find Grid with his eyes, so he sniffed like a dog. He was looking for the smell of blood.


  ‘This guy!’


  Elfin Stone’s gaze fixed on Grid. His air was rough, but he was a strong-looking fellow. In other words, he was definitely the one who Elfin Stone attacked yesterday. No, it wasn’t just yesterday, but the first and second day as well.


  Elfin Stone’s eyes sank coldly.


  “You, why are you still alive?”


  How did he survive Extreme Blood Transfusion for three days in a row? He certainly wasn’t an ordinary guy. This was a good guy.


  ‘It was a close call.’


  He almost missed a delicacy. It wasn’t easy for him to realize that he almost destroyed good human blood. He was thankful for the human’s survival!


  ‘Should I try it once?’ 


  Step, step.


  Elfin Stone felt a strong appeal from Grid and moved slowly. Grid shook nervously as Elfin Stone approached.


  “Your parents must’ve had a hard time after giving birth to you!”


  “…!”


  Even the lowest of humans thought about their parents. Then what about the vampires who recognized themselves as superior to humans? In particular, the True Blood considered their parent as a god.


  Shizo Beriache. She was the one who gave them eternal life! She wasn’t an existence that a mere human could disparage.


  “This is the second time I have become so angry over the past 300 years!”


  The blood rose to Elfin Stone’s head. His face distorted in a terrible manner and he shouted.


  “I will feed on all of you today!”


  Kuwooooh!


  Elfin Stone released his overwhelming magic power. It hadn’t reached the level of a great demon, but it was several times stronger than the best rated demonkin. It was slightly above Hell Gao after his flesh was destroyed by Muller.


  Grid and Peak Sword speculated from among the astonished party members. They had fought with Hell Gao, so they could more accurately assess Elfin Stone’s strength.


  ‘This is bad!’


  Hell Gao had the fire stones weakness, but Elfin Stone was different. Grid observed him with the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch, but he couldn’t grasp any weak points. In other words, he was one of the high ranking bosses.


  ‘Shit!’


  Huroi’s aggro was too much. He stimulated Elfin Stone more than necessary. He knew he would be severely beaten up one day because he mentioned the parents, but… 


  ‘Why is it today?’


  Grid lamented, while Jishuka tried to encourage the party members.


  “This is fine! There’s a chance to win!”


  The first reason they were afraid of Elfin Stone was his attack the moment he appeared. It was a level of surprise they couldn’t cope with, and they had to assume that one person would die. But now the situation had changed. Elfin Stone was in front of them, so there was no need to fear a surprise attack. If they built a good formation, there was a chance…


  “…Not.”


  The group had to shake their heads when Elfin Stone showed a formidable appearance.


  “Blood Field!”


  Puhahahak!


  Magic power stretched out around Elfin Stone and dominated the land in a 30m radius. Grid’s party was within it. To be precise, the party was adversely affected except for Grid.


  [Your blood is influenced by Blood Field.] 


  [153 health will be transferred to Earl Elfin Stone per second.]


  [All healing effects will be reduced by 80%.]


  The people with the lowest health in the party were Jishuka, Zednos and Faker. Archers, magicians and assassins all had around 20,000~30,000 health. Losing 153 health per second was a huge pressure on them. They would lost two-thirds of their life in just two minutes.


  Furthermore, this health would also restore Elfin Stone? It meant that Elfin Stone recovered 1,400 health per second.


  “Such a scam.”


  “Fighting here means defeat.”


  The party tried to escape from the area of Blood Field. But Elfin Stone wasn’t standing still.


  “Blood Requiem.”


  Elfin Stone swung both arms. It was reminiscent of the elegant actions of a conductor. Then pillars of blood fell over the party members’ heads.


  Pepeng! Pepepepeng!


  Blood Requiem! It didn’t matter how many people were in the group. It was Elfin Stone’s unique skill that attacked all enemies inside the Blood Field. The damage was at least 10,000! The wide area skill had incredible power.


  “Kuack, how do we defeat that?”


  “I’m going crazy.”


  The Overgeared members coughed up blood and took potions to restore their health. However, the 80% reduction in healing effects meant the potions weren’t effective. Grid urgently summoned Noe and Randy.


  He planned to have Noe eat Elfin Stone’s stats and have Randy copy some of Elfin Stone’s skills to increase the odds. But Noe and Randy couldn’t play a role.


  “I can’t swallow the souls of noble True Blood vampires… I tried to swallow, but the curse of blood turned on me, nyang…”


  Noe’s short legs twisted and he flopped down. He was depressed that he couldn’t help Grid. Randy also an apologetic expression on his face.


  “I can’t copy that target.”


  “Didn’t you copy Pagma? Is Elfin Stone stronger than Pagma?”


  That wasn’t the case. There was the racial limitation and physiology that couldn’t be overcome. The True Blood vampires were a superior species to doppelgangers, so it was impossible to copy them.


  ‘Dammit.’


  The trump cards he believed in had disappeared. It was a desperate situation. Elfin Stone summoned something while Grid was feeling frustrated.


  “Iyarugt.”


  ‘Yakult?’


  The pronunciation was similar to the 200 won drink that Grid enjoyed. But it wasn’t a weapon that could be made fun of. From the handle to the blade, it was a smooth strip of red. Elfin Stone’s slightly curved sword was made of blood stone and was so sharp it could cut anything.


  Blood stone! If adamantium represented the world of the gods, blood stone was a mineral that represented hell. Adamantium occasionally appeared in the human world because the gods loved humanity, but blood stones were different. There had been little present throughout the history of the human world, so it was an unfamiliar mineral to Grid.


  ‘This…!’


  It felt a lot different from Pagma’s words. If it wasn’t Pagma, what blacksmith could make this type of sword? Grid was fascinated by the beautiful appearance and rational structure of Iyarugt, when he suddenly recalled the ‘Third Piece of ???’.


  It was because the color of the unidentified fragment was similar to the color of Iyarugt. Elfin Stone’s white robes flapped amidst the bloody magic power as he declared.


  “There has only been one being who survived Iyarugt. And there will be no one else in the future.”


  Chaaeng!


  Elfin Stone’s first target was Huroi. Peak Sword defended against the blood red sword. It was possible to predict the behavior.


  “…!”


  Elfin Stone’s eyes curved up slightly. He was somewhat surprised that a human managed to defend against his sword. But that was it. Peak Sword recovered the sword that confronted Iyarugt, exposing a one second gap when it was put back in the sheath.


  Seokeok!


  “Ku…heok!”


  The red sword moved through this gap and struck Peak Sword’s shoulder.


  ‘This is like Iyarugt is…!’


  It was obvious that it was an ego sword. The ego sword showed its owner the best route. Peak Sword was able to tell. Elfin Stone’s movements weren’t optimized for swordsmanship, making it difficult to predict the sword.


  Peeng!


  Elfin Stone was wielding the sword at Peak Sword again when a spear aimed at his side. It was Pon’s Mach Spear. But even that wasn’t a big threat to Elfin Stone. Ordinary vampires could only turn all of their body into smoke, but Elfin Stone could change certain parts of his body. His waist turned into black smoke and Pon’s spear missed, then he swung his arm to counter.


  “How the hell do we kill him?”


  Pon grabbed his wounded chest and exclaimed. In the meantime, the other party members started the offensive. Flaming arrows, unpredictable kicks, swift daggers and powerful storms. Everything covered Elfin Stone.


  Not even Elfin Stone could neutralize all these attacks. The Overgeared members standards were too high. However, there was no fatal damage.


  ‘We will be wiped out if this continues.’


  At a time when everyone was certain, Grid thought of a way to break from this situation. It was only possible because it was Grid.




  Chapter 294


  “What method…? How can we escape from the immediate crisis?’


  Grid had numerous experiences with raids. He had raised his level through raids rather than hunting. Therefore, it was safe to say that he was crazy in an emergency. Furthermore, the bosses of Grid’s raids weren’t monsters that appeared with a “Kuwoooh!”


  Satisfy had named bosses that exerted a big and small influence on the worldview of the game, and they overflowed with individuality. Perhaps that was why?


  Grid had a very unique perspective about bosses. He didn’t just concentrate on the combat patterns of the bosses like everyone else, he also considered their personality and background. The more he identified the boss’ tendencies, the easier the raid was…


  At the time of the Pascal raid, Grid hadn’t haphazardly used his strength. The situation was designed to work in his favor. He was a professional. He would be the first job called ‘raid expert,’ who gave raid advice to various guilds and users. But it was a shame that Grid had no brains to turn this talent into money.


  ‘Elfin Stone is the key to this situation.’


  Grid thought about it. Elfin Stone was able to destroy their party at any time. But in the past four days, he only attempted to kill one of them. Why? It was surprisingly simple when looking at his nature.


  ‘It was for fun.’


  Elfin Stone repeated the same thing every time he appeared. He would let them experience extreme fear by killing one person a day.


  ‘His aim is to see us scared and shivering.’


  What if he focused on killing all of them at once?


  ‘It would be futile.’


  He would lose his toys and Elfin Stone didn’t want that.


  ‘I have to use this point.’


  Grid’s face darkened.


  “Rapid Pressure.”


  Peeeeeong!


  As Grid was thinking, the Overgeared members were struggling. Elfin Stone’s aggro was thoroughly taken by Huroi, so the party members left Huroi’s protection to Vantner and focused on attacking.


  The Overgeared members had different characteristics and could create a 120% synergy by connecting their skills. They were indeed users in the top 20 rankings, and were models for everyone.


  In particular, Faker’s performance was dazzling. It was difficult for even Elfin Stone to respond to his swiftness. The dagger caused blood to shed before he could turn his body into smoke. 


  However, Blood Field was the problem. Elfin Stone recovered over 1,000 health per second from the Overgeared members! His recovery power was phenomenal. It was estimated that his total health was 8 million. It was impossible to knock him down with the attack power of a few people.


  “Lightning Kill!”


  Kwajijijik!


  Regas’ fist pierced Elfin Stone’s chest. However, Elfin Stone didn’t suffer any damage. He turned into smoke at the point of attack.


  “This is the real thing!”


  Regas rotated his body without recalling his fist. He aimed his heel towards Elfin Stone’s head. It was an irregular and exciting attack.


  “Kkuk…!”


  Regas’ strength was his unpredictable attack patterns. Elfin Stone didn’t expect this type of behavior and groaned. On the other hand, Pon was rushing forward.


  “Rain Spear!”


  Pepeng! Pepepeng!


  Pon leapt and repeated stabbed his spear. The spear poured down like rain. It was an unavoidable attack, as long as the whole body wasn’t turned into smoke. But if the whole body was turned into smoke, there was a large delay and counter attacking was impossible. It was an act that Elfin Stone had to avoid.


  “Blood Shield!”


  Jjejeong! Jjeejeeeong!


  Elfin Stone consumed some of his health to release blood, creating dozens of red shields. The spears and shields collided in the air.


  Puk! Puk puk!


  Faker approached in secret and repeatedly stabbed Elfin Stone in the neck. The higher the number of hits, the more damage that would be accumulated. Elfin Stone shouted.


  “I’ll have to deal with you first!”


  “…!”


  Faker was nervous. It was because Elfin Stone’s gaze was no longer focused on Huroi.


  Peeng!


  Iyarugt glowed red, causing his ears to burst. 


  Chiing!


  The Overgeared members instantly felt their ears ringing. This was the ‘Blood Cry’ skill attached to Iyarugt. The Overgeared members lost their balance and Elfin Stone used a skill.


  “Blood Thorns!”


  Puuok! Puuok!


  Dozens of thorns emerged from Blood Field and stabbed Faker’s thigh. Blood Thorn! The attack power wasn’t strong, but it was the worst magic that polluted the blood stream of the target. Movement speed was drastically reduced, so Faker’s swiftness was blocked.


  Elfin Stone smiled and wielded Iyarugt. He wanted to cut Faker’s head off. Just in time, flaming arrows came flying and stopped the action. It was Jishuka’s cover. 


  “You are pretty good humans.”


  Elfin Stone was stimulated by the Overgeared members. Elfin Stone was in a better position the longer this went on.


  Kwajak!


  Elfin Stone lightly snapped an arrow. His current health was still at 8/10ths. On the other hand, the Overgeared members had their health reduced by at least one-third to a half. It was the power of Blood Field.


  “If this continues, we’ll be wiped out in two minutes.”


  Zednos restored Faker’s movement speed with Blessing of the Wind, and spoke with a desperate expression. Vantner shrugged.


  “I agree.”


  Elfin Stone’s strengths weren’t his attack power, magic power, defense, or speed. These were low compared to bosses of the same level. However, the reason he felt so strong was his unrivaled utility.


  Wide area status damage, wide area defense and attack skills, wide area vampire skills, single target defense skills and so on. It seemed impossible unless all the Overgeared members were summoned.


  Could they win even if Grid reached level 300? It happened when the party members were feeling doubts.


  {Sacrifice Huroi. The reason why Elfin Stone is on a rampage is Huroi, so he will stop after Huroi dies.}


  What nonsense was Grid speaking?


  “…?”


  Everyone except for Huroi frowned and doubted their ears. Regas evaded Iyarugt’s fierce attack and questioned Grid.


  {Selling out our companion? Did I hear it wrong?}


  Grid shook his head.


  {No, you heard it properly.}


  Pon shouted angrily.


  {Don’t make us disappointed!}


  Jishuka was the same.


  {Grid, a man who sells out his companions doesn’t deserve to stand at the top.}


  Peak Sword, Zednos and Faker didn’t give opinions, but they couldn’t hide their uncomfortable feelings. It was a natural criticism. But Grid wasn’t ashamed. He looked at all the members with dignified eyes.


  “This is to protect more companions.”


  That’s right. Grid wasn’t going to sacrifice Huroi for nothing.


  ‘Eight people will be saved by one sacrifice.’


  Ordinary people couldn’t easily make the choice to sacrifice someone for the greater good. Especially if the person was someone precious. However, Grid was more pragmatic. Making decisions out of affection? Grid wasn’t the type.


  “Cough!”


  Faker was hit by an attack. Grid ran towards him and pulled out Failure.


  Chaaeng!


  The blue Failure collided with the red Iyarugt.


  [The durability of the +9 Failure has decreased by 5.]


  The strength of the blood stone was far superior to that of the blue orichalcum. Looking at just strength, it seemed to be above adamantium.


  ‘The creator of Iyarugt is better than my current self.’


  Grid clicked his tongue and sent a whisper to Huroi.


  –Do you understand what I mean? You have to sacrifice yourself for everyone.


  Huroi didn’t hesitate at all…


  –I understand, My Lord.


  The reaction was as expected. This made Grid’s heart ache even more. Grid smiled bitterly.


  –Why don’t you ever say it if you don’t like something? I’m even more sorry if you are too good.


  –I only follow My Lord’s commands. If it’s a reasonable order like right now, I am even more willing!


  The loss of experience, item durability loss or item drop penalties after death were fatal to anyone. In particular, Huroi’s combat power was low so his level up speed was slow. Thus, it was more critical. Nevertheless, Huroi was always willing to follow Grid’s orders.


  –I will surely get revenge on Elfin Stone. And I will make sure that you are compensated enough to make up for today’s sacrifice.


  –There is no need for compensation. It is my mission to sacrifice myself for My Lord and your precious people. I desire nothing in return. In addition, this situation is all my fault…


  –I don’t need you to take responsibility. And don’t forget that you are also a precious person to me.


  -…


  Grid prepared his heart. He proposed to Elfin Stone, who was gazing at him coldly over the sword.


  “I will hand over my companion who dared to mention your parents. Kill him to release your anger.”


  Elfin Stone couldn’t believe his ears.


  “Selling out your companion to save your life? Humans are truly dirty and ugly.”


  “So, you don’t want to?”


  A smile appeared on Elfin Stone’s face.


  “I want.”


  ‘Indeed.’


  It was as Grid expected. Elfin Stone waned to enjoy the game of hunting humans for a long time.


  “Go and die.”


  Grid commanded as he treated from Elfin Stone, and Huroi took immediate action. He ran over to Elfin Stone. The people who saw him cried out.


  “No!”


  “What are you doing, you crazy guy!?”


  The words were useless. Grid had already made up his mind, and Huroi followed Grid.


  “I will kill you cruelly.”


  Puok!


  Huroi didn’t resist as Elfin Stone played with him like a toy. Blood Thorns pierced his ankles to restrict movement, while Iyarugt cut at his wrists so he couldn’t hold a sword. Then the body was sliced up like steak, until he eventually hacked into the head.


  “…”


  The physical pain was nothing compared to the mental impact, but Huroi didn’t even groan. His mind had been disciplined by spending hundreds of hours trapped in a dark dungeon. 


  “I can’t look anymore!”


  The Overgeared members were filled with righteous indignation. Grid warned those who were about to save Huroi.


  “Don’t be ridiculous and get out of here quickly. If you violate this command, I will expel you from the guild.”


  “…”


  Grid lacked charisma. What did it matter how high his dignity stat was? He seemed frivolous because he only cared about money and glamor. But at this moment, he was different. He felt guilt and sorrow at forcing someone to die.


  Grid tried to keep the emotions from his eyes as he made a strong expression. The qualities of a leader were slowly blooming. The Overgeared members calmed down and retreated.


  On this day, Huroi died.
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  “…”


  As soon as they ran away from the area of Blood Field, a notification window popped up.


  [Your party member Huroi has died.]


  The atmosphere was heavy.


  “Shit… There is a day when I have to sacrifice my companion to live…”


  “This is the result of our lack of power. Let’s take this opportunity to work harder.”


  The party members no longer blamed Grid. They knew Grid hadn’t chosen to abandon Huroi because he wanted to. When they looked at it calmly, Grid’s decision was right. No, maybe it was better. Thanks to Grid’s decision, the rest of the party were able to escape the crisis.


  He took the nature of the boss into consideration and created such a situation? It was the day they noticed that Grid wasn’t evolving in just personality and abilities, but in intelligence as well. The present situation wasn’t bad when they thought about it positively.


  But Regas was still shivering.


  “It would’ve been better for all of us to die, rather than sacrificing someone.”


  Originally, Regas was a sympathetic person who valued righteousness above all else. When Grid was still immature. Regas was the only one who respected and trusted Grid, who was ignored by everyone else. Thus, Grid could understand Regas’ anger. But understanding didn’t mean he could accept it.


  “If you have time to grumble, kill more monsters. We now have to clear four buildings in 23 hours.”


  “…!”


  Grid’s group took an average of 10 hours to clear a building. This was a lot. The first two days, it took them at least 12 hours to finish a building.


  There were many strong vampires in each building. In particular, those with more than two True Blood vampires were particularly dangerous. There were times when Vantner needed to use his invincible skill.


  Now Grid declared that the strategy was to spend six hours per building. In particular, the number of people had decreased by one. In a way, it proved that Grid was the most enraged person about Huroi’s sacrifice.


  “Look. We’ll be wiped out if we hurry. It will be unlucky if we encounter a party with more than three True Blood vampires, and if there is no rest…”


  “Vantner is correct. We should maintain our previous pace. Don’t you know that we can get more hurt if we’re too hasty? Grid, I understand your feelings, but don’t be too irritated.”


  Pon persuaded. However, Jishuka and Peak Sword’s thoughts were different.


  “No, we have to do as Grid says. Elfin Stone will come to us again tomorrow.”


  “If Grid doesn’t reach level 300 by then, this situation will happen again.”


  The goal was set.


  “More haste and more speed. We have to hurry.”


  Grid entered the new building and immediately aimed Transcend at the ceiling.


  Kurururung!


  There was a loud sound as the ceiling collapsed and dust covered the place.


  Bump!


  Kung! Kung!


  There were piles of stones.


  Kwaang!


  Kwang! Kwang!


  The coffins in the part of the hall with the collapsed ceiling opened simultaneously. Hundreds of vampires escaped and gazed around angrily.


  “Who dares to awaken us from our sleep!?”


  “These human scum want to die!”


  “No, I want to kill you.”


  Grid held Failure and the Doppelganger’s Greatsword with a cold expression.


  ‘I am angry.’


  His party members were here to help him with his quest. He was shaken by his helplessness.


  “I…!”


  Grid led the way. There was no stopping. The red light of the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch shone in the darkness.


  “I! I’m going to become stronger!”


  Yes, he would become strong enough not to experience this dirty feeling twice. The best! Grid finally had a goal to play this game. What was the one thing he needed? Numerous combat experience, level and senses. As well as the power of items.


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  Grid entered the middle of hundreds of vampires! In the darkness, Failure and Grid’s Boots became more powerful. Now he was able to fight better than before he arrived in the vampire city.


  He had struggled with a large number of enemies all day long and grew more proficient. But he should remain calm at all times.


  “Kek! Ugh! H-Hik! Save me!”


  “…”


  Grid moved like a madman among the vampires and quickly became ragged. The party members had to struggle to clean up his mess.


  ***


  Reidan Castle’s resurrection point.


  Pahat!


  Huroi appeared with a burst of light. He looked fine considering that his body had been torn apart by Elfin Stone a while ago.


  “Pant… Pant…”


  Huroi’s breathing was rough. His body was trembling like crazy. He had a strong mentality, but he hadn’t experienced his body being hacked apart before. He breathed out as he shook off the shock and opened the status window.  He checked his experience gauge.


  ‘10%….’


  The drop in experience was a huge 29.3%. From level 200 onwards, the loss of experience after death was in proportion to the level.


  ‘Fortunately, no items dropped.’


  It wasn’t comforting. The durability of all of his items had dropped by at least 100 points. If Huroi was an ordinary user without Grid, he would’ve had to spend a lot of money on repairs.


  “Huroi?”


  Lauel ran over to Huroi. He was the busiest person in the guild. Lauel was tired.


  “What happened?”


  He knew of only two ways to escape from a vampire city. It was to kill the boss or die. There was only one reason for one member of the party to return.


  “…You, did you die?”


  Huroi nodded at Lauel’s question.


  “The boss is too strong.”


  “Please tell me the story.”


  There was no reason to hide it. Huroi told Lauel all the details of what happened in the vampire city. Lauel’s reaction to the story was surprisingly bright.


  “Grid used such a method? Haha! Incredible! Grid’s brain wasn’t just a decoration!”


  “…”


  Lauel was truly jubilant about Grid’s growth. But this choice of words was inappropriate, so Huroi couldn’t help glaring.


  ***


  “Grid’s expedition of the 13th expedition will end in failure. Maybe this time tomorrow, Grid’s party will appear at the resurrection point.”


  The meeting room in Reidan Castle.


  Lauel convened the former members of the Tzedakah Guild and delivered the news of Grid’s party to them. The Overgeared members murmured at the desperate story.


  Toban gritted his teeth, “I should’ve gone.”


  Toban was a paladin with divine power. He was the antithesis of vampires. But he didn’t take part in the expedition because he was in charge of the yellow mithril mine. There were few people in Overgeared who could manage the workers, so Toban was an invaluable presence.


  Lauel waited until the atmosphere calmed and opened his mouth again.


  “As you know, pavranium is indispensable for Grid. The more pavranium that Grid obtains, the stronger he will become. So I will send an additional two people to support Grid’s party.”


  Reidan, Bairan, Cork Island. These three territories must be managed so more support was impossible. Just sending two people as support was hard for Lauel. If only two people were missing, Lauel would have to reduce his sleeping time and managing the territory would become more difficult.


  Toban declared, “I am going to join.”


  “Nope. Not you.”


  “Ik…! Think about it! I will be the biggest help to Grid’s party right now!”


  “I’m aware of that. But now that the number of miners is over 100 people, you can’t leave.”


  “Then what about me?”


  It was the human beast, Toon. Lauel shook his head again.


  “Not you either. If you leave the guild while the main force is absent, the guild’s attack power will drop to a dangerous level.”


  “Then who are you going to send?”


  “Hrmm.”


  Lauel examined the Overgeared members. Including Huroi, there were a total of three people. Who could be a big help to Grid without taking away too much from the territory management?


  Lauel struggled before pointing out one person.


  “Ibellin.”


  “Yes!”


  The flamberge master, Ibellin! He was delighted at being called. For the past few days, he had just been hunting the monsters near the mine.


  “The second one… Hah.” Lauel sighed at the thought. “No matter how I look, there isn’t another useless person like Ibellin.”


  “You bastard!”


  Lauel and Ibellin were still rivals from their days in the Ten Rookies. As the two people were fighting, somebody knocked on the door of the meeting room.


  “Come in.”


  Lauel called out and a soldier opened the door.


  “A guest has come.”


  “Guest?”


  What guest would come to the guild?


  “Heok.”


  “T-This is ridiculous…”


  The Overgeared members were surprised. It was because they confirmed the identity of the guest.


  “Nice to meet you.”


  Even the voice was beautiful. White skin and black hair. A slender figure and neat impression that radiated charm. It was her, Yura.


  Lauel smiled widely.


  ***


  “Pant pant… Shit, I’m going to die now.”


  The bloodstained Vantner cursed and screamed. The situation was desperate. There were over 100 vampires surrounding Grid’s current party, and there were also three True Blood vampires.


  On the other hand, the eight people of Grid’s group were now ragged. Their health and mana was at the bottom and even their stamina was low, so it was difficult to raise a finger. It was the aftermath of hunting without any rest.


  “It’s too much.”


  “I wanted to slam my fist into that bastard Elfin Stone’s face. It’s too bad I’ll die before that.”


  The party assumed the worst. Even Jishuka, who always encouraged the group, was silent. Grid stared at her chest that moved with every hard breath she took and tightened his grip on Failure.


  Kwajak!


  He squeezed out all his strength and aimed at the skull of a vampire. The vampires’ aggro fell on him and they simultaneously stared at Grid.


  “Crazy!”


  “Hey! How can the leader die first? We should be the first ones to die!”


  The terrified party members moved towards Grid.


  “Pant… Pant…”


  Grid didn’t say anything. He kept panting as he wielded his sword towards the vampires. The only good thing was that Lifael’s Spear wasn’t affected by his tiredness and hovered beside him. Grid would’ve died sooner if it wasn’t for Lifael’s Spear.


  “Sigh, one last rampage.”


  Vantner was stimulated by Grid and grabbed his shield. He had already consumed his invincible skill and couldn’t even use basic defense skills. Potion? He took them every time the cooldown ended. The other members were the same.


  “Die!”


  The vampires unleashed an onslaught. The three True Blood vampires were at the center. Vantner wanted to block their attacks with his shield, but he was forced down. The other party members also killed two or three vampires before reaching their limits. They allowed attacks and their health quickly sank to the bottom.


  “Jishuka!”


  The enemies penetrated through the collapsed front line and aimed at Jishuka. Zednos squeezed out the last of his mana, but the wind failed to be of any help to Jishuka. This was the end.


  “Hah… Hah…”


  The party members could only await death. Just as the vampires were about to take away the last of their health.


  Chaaeng!


  There was a splendid pillar of light. It was the signal that someone had levelled up. That someone was naturally…


  “You’ve been waiting.”


  It was Grid.


  [Congratulations!] 


  [You have reached level 300 and achieved the third stats awakening!]


  [For every point of stamina, health will increase by 25 and defense will increase by 0.9.]


  [For every point of strength, health will increase by 7 and attack will increase by 0.6.]


  [For every point of intelligence…]


  …


  …


  [One of Pagma’s Descendant’s hidden pieces ‘Sealed Ability’ has been acquired.]


  [The skill ‘Item Combination’ has been acquired.]
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  [All resources will be restored to the maximum in commemoration of reaching level 300.]


  It happened at level 100 and level 200. Health, mana and even stamina were completely restored, encouraging the party’s morale.


  “Very good.”


  Grid stretched and stood upright. As his wounds were restored by the level up, he declared to the vampires.


  “You’ve been waiting.”


  The aftermath of the various stats awakening was abnormally high. It was beyond imagination. Even Grid was surprised.


  Jjejeong! Jjejejeok!


  “…!”


  The vampires were shocked. The person who was dying just a moment ago now swiftly attacked, showing ridiculous attack power.


  “What is this…? Kyaack!”


  The 20 vampires surrounding Grid immediately collapsed. The blue and jade lights flashed all over the place, while blood and flesh scattered. Death with one blow! Reign supreme!  The words that could represent the present Grid were exaggerated. He was truly overwhelming!


  “Oh my, look at this.”


  A mere mortal couldn’t grasp who they were going against, it was unpleasant. A True Blood vampire about to bite Vantner stood up. Her name was Lexi. She had exceptional magic power and skill in blood magic.


  “Give me a handful of blood. Blood Chain.”


  Puhahahak!


  The blood emitted by Lexi split into dozens of stems and surrounded Grid. It was a wide area magic that bound and attacked the target, and was difficult to avoid. However, it wasn’t a threat to the current Grid.


  His enhanced agility and insight allowed Grid to use more sophisticated movements. He avoided the first two blood flows and used Revolve. The blood streams that should’ve wrapped around Grid reversed directions and covered Lexi.


  “Kyaaak!”


  Who would’ve thought that she would be hit by her own attack? Lexi became an unexpected victim and screamed in pain. Grid neared where she was trapped and swung Failure towards her chest. There was no such thing as mercy to women.


  Seokeok!


  “…!”


  Lexi’s eyes widened with surprise. This human could damage the body of a True Blood vampire that was harder than steel? She looked at the huge wound on her chest and used a spell. 


  “Blood Shield!”


  Using the blood spurting from her chest, Lexi unfolded multiple shields in the air and tried to open the distance. But it was useless.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  The red shields were smashed by the jade greatsword. Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Kill, aimed at Lexi.


  “What is this…?”


  Lexi tried to prevent it. She turned to smoke to prevent the dreadful greatsword precisely aiming at her pretty face. But…


  Puok!


  Lifael’s Spear flew around Grid, defending against the vampire’s attacks before aiming at Lexi’s chest. The smoke was lost and Lexi’s body was clearly revealed again.


  “Eek!”


  Lexi raised her arms and covered her face. Her appearance was pitiful, but her arms could exert a defense superior to steel shields. However, it was mere paper in front of the damage of Kill that came from the Doppelganger’s Greatsword.


  Peeok!


  There was a sound like a watermelon cracking.


  Crash!


  A True Blood vampire might have eternal life, but even they were bound to die if they lost their heads. Lexi collapsed like a broken doll and turned into a grey light.


  [The True Blood vampire, Lexi has been destroyed.]


  [56,901,500 experience has been acquired.]


  [The Sixth Piece of ??? has been acquired.]


  [An Intermediate Vampire’s Ring has been acquired.]


  He didn’t know exactly what the ‘??? Piece’ was yet. He could only infer that it was a fragment of something made by the same mineral as Iyarugt. He wasn’t sure if it was a jackpot, but the Intermediate Vampire’s Ring was different.


  [Intermediate Vampire’s Ring]


  Rating: Unique


  * During normal attacks, 10% of the damage done to the target will be restored to you as health.


  * This effect is only invoked once every 12 seconds.


  A unique magic power dwells in the vampire’s ring.


  It greatly elevates the wearer’s survival skills.


  User Restriction: Level 320 or higher.


  Weight: 1


  It was able to absorb 5% more health than the Junior Vampire’s Ring, and the cooldown time was three seconds shorter. Grid wore the ring without any hesitation. Unfortunately, its function didn’t overlap with the Junior Vampire’s Ring.


  “I’m grateful for this.”


  Vampire items were very rare, so the Intermediate Vampire’s Ring would be worth hundreds of gold.


  Step, step.


  Grid ran through the remnants of vampires and stood in front of the party members, as if protecting them.


  “Everyone has suffered. Now you can rest.”


  “…”


  The Overgeared members looked shocked. Grid’s strength was more than they imagined, so they were speechless. He became so much stronger just from reaching level 300? It was difficult to tell how high Grid’s total stats were.


  “This guyyyy!”


  The aggro of the vampires instantly focused on Grid after Lexi died. The two True Blood vampires were also mixed in. The Overgeared members were worried, but Grid was pleased. He was grateful that the prey came to him. Just as Elfin Stone saw hunting humans as entertainment, Grid had reached a point where hunting vampires could be viewed as entertainment.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave.”


  Kurururung!


  The waves of energy! The vampires were swept away by a terrible pain and realized something. Humans weren’t a subspecies. Their potential was even greater than the vampires. They weren’t a species to be ignored and treated like cattle.


  ***


  A black magician was more difficult to solo than attack classes because they specialized in debuff magic. Black magicians hunting alone was considered a penance. Most black magicians focused on party-oriented play.


  But with the exception of special circumstances, more parties preferred buffers over debuffers. Black magicians couldn’t easily find parties, making it difficult to find them in the rankings.


  Except of course for Yura. She was a mythical figure who maintained her fifth spot in the unified rankings despite being a black magician. She was special. A genius among genii. She was evaluated like this, and many users yearned for her.


  This precious talent suddenly visited Reidan. Lauel and the Overgeared members couldn’t help being excited.


  “What brings a person like you to this humble city?” Lauel asked her.


  Lauel also admired Yura. What guy wouldn’t have a crush on a world-class beauty who was good at games? Yura smiled brightly at Lauel and the Overgeared members, whose eyes were shining like lanterns.


  Ahh, so beautiful and brilliant. They were convinced that her presence contributed to world peace.


  “I want to join Overgeared. Youngwoo-ssi… No, Grid has already agreed, so please check with him.”


  “…!”


  Yura’s smile captivated Lauel and the Overgeared members. They let out surprised yelps. One of the solo rankers, apart from Kraugel and Agnbus, was asking to join Overgeared! It was shocking but joyful.


  “Welcome!” Lauel shouted.


  Yura thought that his words and phrases resembled Grid. Lauel would probably be shocked if she knew what she was thinking. But it was the truth. The longer he spent with Grid, the more Lauel resembled Grid.


  Lauel liked Grid from the bottom of his heart. But he didn’t want to be similar to Grid.


  ***


  The epic battle ended.


  “Brilliant.”


  “Grid, you were cool.”


  “Kyah! Truly God Grid! Do you know God Grid?”


  “Are those the only English words you know…?”


  The Overgeared members were able to escape from the crisis and praised Grid. But the good atmosphere didn’t last long. It was true that Grid was stronger than expected, but could he take down Elfin Stone?


  Grid spoke to the worried party.


  “Don’t waste time on worrying. There is one hour left until Elfin Stone appears. In order to increase the odds, we need to recover as much stamina as possible.”


  Grid’s state was the worst. The Overgeared members constantly supported him, but he fought against almost 100 vampires alone. His whole body was wounded and his items durability was low.


  He wondered if he could fully recover his stamina before Elfin Stone appeared. However, Grid had a trump card.


  [Item Combination]


  Two items with a 100% understanding can be combined to enhance the performance.


  The performance of the combined items will depend on the compatibility between the items.


  * The combination retention time is limited to two minutes. Once this time limit is over, the items will return to their original appearance. At this time, the durability of the items will decrease by 50. This is consumed on a fixed basis.


  * The time it takes for the combination to occur will depend on the structure of the item.


  Skill Mana Cost: 1,000


  Skill Cooldown Time: 6 hours.


  What if he combined Failure and Lifael’s Spear?


  ‘It will be a great weapon if the advantages are maximized.’


  Grid believed that he could create the strongest weapon that would defeat Elfin Stone. But he kept in mind that the combination time was only two minutes.  In addition, he was anxious since the time it took to combine items wasn’t precisely specified.


  ‘I wish I could experiment with it.’


  Newly acquired skills always made people excited. Grid shared the sentiment and wanted to try out Item Combination. But there was the cooldown time. He needed it when dealing with Elfin Stone, so he had to restrain himself.


  ‘Well, it will be okay. I have a strong style.’


  Grid evaluated himself and relaxed. Then he started repairing his items. There wasn’t much time left before Elfin Stone’s emergence.
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  “What will happen?”


  Three men were sitting side by side in a spacious living room that was like a playground. What was the identity of those enjoying the cool soju and spicy chicken feet while wearing 3D glasses? 


  They were Chairman Lim Cheolho, Director Yoon Sangmin, and Team Leader Ashley Tosun. They were major figures in the company. The reason why these busy people gathered in Lim Cheolho’s mansion wasn’t for a simple drinking party.


  On the big screen, Grid’s party would soon encounter Elfin Stone. Could they really succeed in the Elfin Stone raid? The three people wanted to check it out. There was a debate.


  “In order to raid Elfin Stone, at least three third advancement healers are needed in the party.”


  The top priority was to neutralize Elfin Stone’s Blood Field. But Elfin Stone took only 1.8 seconds to deploy Blood Field. It was difficult to block it from being activated, so it needed to be offset with continuous healing. A eight person party with no healers wouldn’t be able to raid Elfin Stone.


  The father of vampires, Team Leader Ashley, was confident.


  "I  don’t know what would’ve happened if Huroi was alive, but the  possibility of Grid’s current party successfully raiding Elfin Stone is  zero.”


  Huroi was able to maximize the attack power of the party members while maintaining aggro. Ashley thought that Grid was stupid for sacrificing someone so important to the party. But Lim Cheolho gave a different opinion. In the first place, Grid’s party would’ve been wiped out if they hadn’t sacrificed Huroi.


  "In  addition, the strength of Pagma's Descendant is far above what was  originally planned. One of the five people who can cause miracles in  Satisfy is Grid.”


  Grid wasn’t the only special one in the party. Jishuka, Peak Sword, Pon, Regas, Faker, Vantner and Zednos. They had excellent control and senses, demonstrating a strength that was beyond the concept of levels and classes.


  "Wouldn’t they have the power to beat Elfin Stone?”


  Yoon Sangmin ate a chicken feet and speculated carefully.


  "I  agree with both of you. But to be honest, I don’t think Grid’s party  can succeed in this raid. The influence of Blood Field is too strong.”


  In the past, Yoon Sangmin cursed Grid for being stupid and frustrating. He was resentful that someone so stupid took one of the nine legendary classes. But now he was different. He  watched the changes and growth of Grid that took place over a year, and  now supported Grid. His wife didn’t know it, but he was a great member  of Grid’s fan club. However, even Yoon Sangmin was skeptical about this raid.


  Lim Cheolho’s lips, which were swollen due to eating spicy chicken feet, curved in a smile.


  “Then my odds will rise.”


  That’s right. The leaders of the world’s largest corporation gathered to bet on Grid. They seemed to have a lot of free time, but this wasn’t the case. They weren’t wasting time watching Grid. Grid was a special existence. They didn’t want to miss the biography of a person who grew up through Satisfy.


  ***


  The former 5th ranked Yura. She was the world’s best female ranker who suddenly lost her ranking four months ago. What was the reason? This was still a big issue and caused curiosity among countless people.


  Lauel and the Overgeared members were exposed to the truth.


  “Demon Slayer...!”


  Yura joined Overgeared with the authority of the lord’s agent, Lauel. The guild members weren’t familiar with her class. As many people guessed, she obtained a hidden class. It was also a legendary hidden class!


  Lauel and the Overgeared members were thrilled. The Demon Slayer class was written in gold, just like Pagma’s Descendant. But there was something odd.


  ‘According to Grid, legendary classes get their level reset to level 1?’


  On the other hand, Yura was currently level 203. It meant she went from level 1 to level 203 in just four months. A typical user. No, it was three times faster than the growth rate of the strongest rankers.


  ‘It’s amazing.’


  She was someone who maintained the 5th ranking as a black magician that was hard to raise. Acquiring a legendary class was like growing wings on her back. She  used her innate talents, effort and the know-how she accumulated as the  5th ranked user to raise her level at a speed that exceeded common  sense.


  Lauel and the Overgeared members were amazed, while Yura watched Reidan Castle’s resurrection point.


  ‘I was told Youngwoo-ssi would appear soon.’


  She heard about what happened. The group of eight encountered a boss that was impossible to raid and would be wiped out.


  ‘I don’t think so.’


  Yura was always watching Grid. She looked at all the stories related to him. Taking into account Grid’s growth and the features of a legendary class...


  'Youngwoo-ssi can produce results that others can’t imagine.’


  Yura knew about Grid’s past. He had gone through all types of hardships due to a lack of natural talents and bad fortune. He had lived an unhappy life for 26 out of his 27 years and suffered countless wounds. Yura wanted him to no longer feel despair. She simply wanted him to be happy.


  ‘I will share my good luck. So please come back safely with a bright expression.’


  Yura’s true heart was shown when Grid was in trouble.


  ***


  Elfin Stone slept for 23 hours and his condition was the best. The day before, he tortured the human who dared insult Shizo Beriache and was able to get a good rest.


  "Today I should work harder than usual.”


  There were thousands of familiars who roamed the underground city that was Elfin Stone’s home. They became Elfin Stone’s eyes and ears when he was awake. Elfin Stone knew that Grid’s group had slaughtered the vampires in the city.


  "The city will be completely destroyed in the near future if this is left alone.”


  Elfin Stone didn’t care about the deaths of the ordinary vampires. He could always raise more. However, the True Blood vampires were different. Only Shizo Beriache and her immediate family could create them. They were precious resources. It was troublesome to lose them.


  ‘I have to eat two people from today onwards.’


  He would keep the black haired man alive until the end. He would leave the most delicious food to last.


  'He sold out his companion, but in the moment when he accepts death, will he feel despair?’


  It was fun to imagine the people crying. Earl Elfin Stone maximized his outward appearance by changing into a white tailcoat. He strolled out of his mansion. His destination was the location of Grid’s party.


  ***


  ‘Which one should I eat?’


  In the thick darkness. Elfin Stone’s red eyes burned as he sniffed. It was to distinguish between the members of Grid’s party. He would hunt Pon and Regas today.


  'It is better to get rid of those two first.’


  In fact, the assassin called Faker was the most annoying. However,  Regas and Pon were a little bit stronger than Faker. Their physical  strength was good, so it would be annoying if they were left alive for a  long time.


  If he took care of them first, he could enjoy the slow hunt.


  ‘Then I am going.’


  Sururuk.


  Elfin Stone turned into black smoke and completely assimilated with the darkness. He approached Grid like lightning, at a speed that far exceeded Faker’s.


  ‘Now! Give me your fresh blood!’


  Humans were truly inferior. No one noticed that he was approaching above their heads. This stupidity was funny. Earl Elfin Stone ridiculed them and used Extreme Blood Transfusion. His target was Pon.


  Puhahahak!


  A blood curtain stretched out towards Pon. Now Pon would be destroyed and his health would become Elfin Stone’s food. This was normal. However.


  “I’ve been waiting.”


  “What...?”


  Elfin Stone’s eyes widened. The black haired man called Grid! The man behind Pon was staring at him?


  ‘A human noticed my approach? This has never happened before.’


  He didn’t know what was happening. But it was too late. Extreme Blood Transfusion was already used and Pon would soon die. This was Elfin Stone’s unshakable faith. But Grid broke that faith. Just like the other bosses that Grid hunted, Elfin Stone was forced to feel confusion.


  “Revolve.”


  “...!”


  It was an unbelievable sight. The Extreme Blood Transfusion heading towards Pon was caught by Grid’s greatsword and turned back towards Elfin Stone?


  "Heok!"


  Extreme Blood Transfusion was the strongest magic. He couldn’t avoid being wounded. Elfin Stone turned pale and hurriedly tried to turn to smoke. It was neutralized by the golden spear that stabbed his side.


  “What is this...?”


  Puhahahak!


  The blood curtain swallowed up Elfin Stone. This process happened in a short amount of time. All the Overgeared members nervously waiting for Elfin Stone to appear were surprised. Grid suddenly moved and Elfin Stone fell wounded from the sky.


  "Cough! Cough!”


  Elfin Stone vomited blood on the ground. The face beautiful enough to captivate a man was distorted.


  “You!”


  The angry and confused Elfin Stone immediately got up. The terrible notification windows popped up in front of the Overgeared members.


  [The master of the 13th city, Vampire Earl Elfin Stone has appeared.]


  [A strong evil influence is making your magic power turbid. All types of spells and skills aren’t available.]


  [A vampire’s gaze will subdue lower species. Your body is subjected to a strong oppression.]


  The Overgeared members were helpless. At least two to three skills were sealed and all speeds reduced, so their minds and bodies felt very heavy. But Grid was fine.


  [You have resisted.]


  It was a resistance only given to legendary classes. Grid was able to exert his strength.


  “Blood Field!”


  Elfin Stone sealed some of the powers of the humans with his evil influence, and he didn’t miss this gap to use a skill. No, he attempted to use it.


  Puok!


  “...!”


  It was before Blood Field was completed. Grid rushed at a speed comparable to the assassin called Faker and stabbed his blue greatsword at Elfin Stone’s heart. His magic power flowed backwards and Blood Field was stopped.


  ‘What?’


  This guy, he wasn’t affected by the evil influence? Grid gazed calmly at the disbelieving Elfin Stone. It was a cold look.


  “My share ends here. After this, it’s Huroi’s share.”


  In the past, Grid found it difficult to control his emotions. His personality was immature and he lacked social skills, often making him go on a rampage when he was angry, sad or happy. But now it was different.


  The experience of sacrificing his close friend made Grid fully aware of what it meant to be ‘on top.’ Now he was able to stay calm, despite being filled with anger and a desire for vengeance.


  Pit!


  Pipipipipit!


  Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link.


  The sword was wielded dozens of times without a time difference in an unshaken and sophisticated manner.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  On this day, Elfin Stone screamed for the second time since he had been born.
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  ‘This is the ability of a human?’


  Elfin Stone had existed for over 350 years. Over the years, he’d met countless humans. Among them were genii as well as those called warriors. But in the end, they were inferior. For Elfin Stone, humans were just prey to be hunted and eaten.


  But his perception changed at this moment. Extreme Blood Transfusion, that couldn’t be seen with the naked eye, was blocked by a sword? It was outstanding. This person wasn’t inferior.


  Elfin Stone’s face twisted.


  ‘It is like Braham said.’


  Braham, the first one to give him anger and pain. Braham did all types of bad things and was eventually banished.


  [Do you fail to understand my inquiring mind even until the end? Brethren, you are worse than humans. The humans you regard as livestock aren’t lazy. They are different from us, they are always working and developing. One day a transcendent entity will emerge that will threaten us, and it will be a human.]


  ‘That damn bastard…!’


  Braham Eshwald, who studied human magic and vampire magic, sacrificing countless vampires in the process. Some of Elfin Stone’s blood relatives were the lab rats, including his lover, Leah.


  “Kuk… Kukuk…”


  How hard had he worked over the past hundreds of years? In order to forget the terrible memories, Elfin Stone slept more and hunted to clear the wounds in his heart. Meeting these humans stirred up his memories again.


  ‘It makes me think of Braham’s disgusting face.’


  He couldn’t forgive Braham. Elfin Stone’s eyes were full of hate as he glared at Grid.


  “Your skills are decent, but in the end, you’re just a human! You are my prey!”


  Puhahahak!


  Elfin Stone’s blood gathered into a sphere. It shot towards Grid and caused a powerful explosion. It was the manifestation then explosion of blood. Its power was far above those of the continent’s 10 great magicians.


  ‘I can’t avoid it.’


  The blast range was too big. He had no choice but to defend. However, he wondered if he could completely absorb the damage with the Divine Shield. The moment Grid was about to take out the Divine Shield.


  “I will protect the leader!”


  Vantner embraced Grid and used ‘Thousand Shields,’ a skill that greatly reduced the power of magic, thereby reducing the power of Blood Explosion.


  Peeeeeong!


  “Kuak! I’m dead!”


  Even Thousand Shields couldn’t completely suppress the force of Blood Explosion. Thousand Shields was destroyed by the explosion and Vantner suffered severe injuries from the contaminated blood scattered by the explosion. Grid raised his thumb from within Vantner’s arms.


  “Thank you. Although it isn’t a great feeling to be in a man’s arms.”


  “Kukuk! I’m not doing this because I like it! Now go!”


  Vantner shouted with a laugh. The new version of Grid had already shot forward.


  “You!”


  Elfin Stone saw that Grid was fine and furiously fired Blood Missiles. The blood-guided missiles chased Grid and tried to block his approach.


  ‘It’s hard to shake off.’


  The missiles were fast and relentless. Avoidance and interception was impossible. He couldn’t protect his body with just Lifael’s Spear.


  ‘It can’t be helped.’


  Grid started his footwork. He planned to use Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave, to shoot down the missiles. But at the moment, dozens of flaming arrows appeared from the rear.


  Pepeng! Pepepepeng!


  It was amazing. They shot down all the missiles aiming at Grid. There was only one person in Satisfy with such bow skills. Expert archer Jishuka.


  “Leave the cover to me.”


  Jishuka winked with a bright appearance. Grid’s heart thumped as he kept moving forward. He narrowed the distance to Elfin Stone and declared.


  “Kill!”


  Kuwooooh!


  ‘Isn’t this crazy?’


  The two greatswords that came flying at Elfin Stone! The dimension of the swordsmanship was different than before. Elfin Stone used Fly and tried to avoid it in the air. However, he couldn’t fly because a strong wind pressure pushed down on his shoulders.


  It was the influence of Zednos’ Storm of Eternity. The original Storm of Eternity was a magic that completely restrained the target. However, Elfin Stone’s magic resistance was so high that only some of his movements could be limited.


  Of course, that alone was a great help to Grid. Grid realized. Yes, now he wasn’t alone. He could count on the people with him.


  ‘Now I…!’


  He was stronger than ever!


  Puoook!


  “Kuk…! Kuaaaaak!”


  The two greatswords penetrated Elfin Stone’s chest. It was enough to drive him crazy. Grid alone was enough to make Elfin Stone feel alert, but the humans supporting Grid meant the battle was developing in an unexpected way.


  It would’ve been different if Blood Field was deployed, but there was still 3 minutes left of the cooldown time. It was the worst situation caused by his failure to use the skill before.


  “I will kill all of you in this place!”


  Today would be different from yesterday. There were no negotiations. Using the blood from his chest as a medium, he blew Grid away with an explosion and called out.


  “Iyarugt!”


  Kiiing-


  It was the advent of the red longsword. The moment that ‘Blood Cry’ cause the Overgeared members to lose their sense of balance…


  ‘Now!’


  Grid would also be affected by Blood Cry! Elfin Stone smiled and wielded Iyarugt. The red line crossed Grid’s stumbling body…


  “What?”


  Elfin Stone was confused. Grid defended against his sword?


  “Who the hell are you?”


  Grid wasn’t affected by his evil influence and he wasn’t disturbed by Iyarugt’s Blood Cry? Was this really a human? Grid confirmed Elfin Stone’s shaken eyes and replied.


  “Who will kill who?”


  Grid scoffed. His gaze was focused behind Elfin Stone.


  ‘Ah!’


  Elfin Stone hurriedly moved his sword. But it was too late. 


  “The Price of Living.”


  Puk! Puk puk puk!


  Faker’s silver dagger pierced Elfin Stone’s neck again and again. The Price of Living. It was a skill that did more damage according to the number of strikes. Yesterday, Elfin Stone had only allowed three strikes, but today was the worst. He actually allowed seven hits. This was due to Grid perfectly catching the aggro.


  “Kuock… You rat bastards!”


  Elfin Stone’s health gauge naturally decreased as Iyarugt aimed at Faker. The aggro was changed to him due to the Price of Living. In a normal raid, drawing aggro could endanger the part. But this situation was different. It was because Grid originally had more utility as a damage dealer than as a tanker.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Pinnacle!”


  Seokeok!


  Pinnacle was used. Elfin Stone paid a heavy price for looking away from Grid.


  [You have dealt 210,900 damage to the target.]


  ‘Not enough.’


  Grid’s expression became dark. This was because 5 Joint Attacks wasn’t activated.  Elfin Stone’s current health was at 80%. This was the result of being hit by Extreme Blood Transfusion, Kill, Price of Living and Pinnacle. 


  Elfin Stone’s health and defense was outstanding as a named boss.


  ‘I was unlucky!’


  If 5 Joint Attacks was activated with Kill, it would’ve been a fatal wound. However, he had the worst luck and 5 Joint Attacks wasn’t activated at all. 


  ‘No, there is no need to worry.’


  A smile appeared on Grid’s face. He was reminded that he had companions to cover for his lacking luck.


  “Sura Descends!”


  Regas approached Elfin Stone’s side and started his lightning assault. His destructive power at this moment was enough to make even Grid speechless.


  Pepeok! Pepepepeok!


  The shining punches and kicks that left an afterglow! Once Regas became an Asura, the true power of Grid’s Lightning Duke’s Knuckles started to explode.


  [The 6th combo has been achieved!]


  [The unique effect of the Asura class is activated, dealing 5,000 fixed damage to the target.]


  [The effect of the ‘Lightning Duke’s Knuckles’ has been activated, causing additional physical damage to the target.]


  Peeng!


  [The 7th combo has been achieved!]


  [The unique effect of the Asura class is activated, dealing 8,000 fixed damage to the target.]


  [The effect of the ‘Lightning Duke’s Knuckles’ has been activated, causing additional lightning damage to the target.]


  Kwa kwang!


  [The 8th combo has been achieved!]


  [The unique effect of the Asura class is activated, dealing 12,000 fixed damage to the target.]


  [The effect of the ‘Lightning Duke’s Knuckles’ has been activated, causing additional physical and lightning damage to the target.]


  Jjejejeok!


  [The 10th combo has been achieved!]


  [The unique effect of the Asura class is activated, dealing 20,000 fixed damage to the target.]


  [The option effect of the Lightning Duke’s Knuckles is activated, deploying Lightning Beam three times.


  Chaaeng!


  [The 12th combo has been achieved!]


  [The unique effect of the Asura class is activated, dealing 30,000 fixed damage to the target.]


  [The effect of the ‘Lightning Duke’s Knuckles’ has been activated, causing additional physical damage proportional to the target’s maximum health.]


  “Kuheok! Ugh! Kuak!”


  Elfin Stone groaned. Regas opened up the power of an Asura and demonstrated a speed and power that couldn’t be endured by even Elfin Stone. However, the disadvantages were that the duration was short and the after effect was large.


  Regas’s combo reached its peak.


  “This is the last one!”


  Kwajak! Kwajajajak!


  [The 15th combo has been achieved!]


  [The unique effect of the Asura class is activated, dealing 100,000 fixed damage to the target and reducing defense and recovery by 50% for 5 minutes. In addition, Lightning Spear is used.]


  Puoook!


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  90% of Elfin Stone’s total screams occurred today. He was pierced by the lightning spear that fell from the sky and finally sat down. Lightning Spear. It was the Asura’s ultimate move that disabled the target for 1.5 seconds.


  “Heok… P-Please…”


  Flop!


  The drained Regas collapsed. He consumed a large amount of stamina at once, so he wouldn’t be able to move for three seconds. It was up to his companions to fill this gap.


  “Mach Spear!”


  “Draw Sword, Blow.”


  “Phoenix Arrow!”


  “Black Winds!”


  The party members’ ultimate moves poured out. Elfin Stone tried to turn to smoke, but Lifael’s Spear was the problem. He was forced to allow the attacks.


  “Good!”


  Grid smiled with satisfaction and started his sword dance. Thanks to the party members, Elfin Stone’s health had fallen to 45%, so Grid would used Linked Kill to ensure their victory. However, something unexpected happened.


  “You dare…! You dare!!!”


  Certain bosses became stronger once health fell to a certain level, and Elfin Stone was one of them.


  Puhahahak!


  Magic power stretched out around Elfin Stone and dominated the land. Blood Field, which Grid had previously blocked, was instantly used.


  [Vampire Earl, Elfin Stone has opened up his real power. All of Elfin Stone’s stats will rise and his recovery ability will increase by 300%.]


  [Your blood is influenced by Blood Field.] 


  [153 health will be transferred to Earl Elfin Stone per second.]


  [All healing effects will be reduced by 80%.]


  The Overgeared members felt desperate as the notification window appeared before them.


  “I will eat all of you.”


  Elfin Stone got up and declared. His red eyes were tinged with black. The feeling of intimidation was incomparable.


  “…Now how should we defeat him?”


  The Overgeared members were lost. They weren’t sure how to deal with Elfin Stone, who had all his stats increased by Blood Field. As everyone was feeling desperate…


  “Don’t you know that I have a hidden power as well?”


  Grid spoke meaningful words. Elfin Stone and the Overgeared members focused on him.


  ‘A hidden power?’


  Elfin Stone was nervous.


  ‘Truly God Grid!’


  ‘He had a trump card!’


  The Overgeared members were delighted. As everyone’s attention was fixed on him, Grid shouted.


  “Item! Combi!! Nation!!!”


  “…?”


  Was it a cool animation like the transformation robots that were popular in his grandfather’s generation. No, it was…


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid took out a hammer and anvil, before squatting down and starting to hammer. Honestly, it was ludicrous behavior.


  “This person has become crazy from fear.”


  The previously tense Elfin Stone ridiculed Grid. The Overgeared members felt embarrassed.




  Chapter 299


  The premise of this raid’s success was the obstruction of Blood Field. But in the end, that failed. Elfin Stone opened his real power and succeeded in using Blood Field. The chances of this raid succeeding declined exponentially. If Elfin Stone couldn’t be defeated in the next three minutes, Grid’s party wouldn’t be able to avoid annihilation.


  ‘I need more power.’


  There was no room to be leisurely. Grid pulled out two accessories from his inventory.


  [Dark Bus’ Ring]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 15/15


  A ring worn by the 7th Yatan Servant, Dark Bus.


  The wearer’s mana is constantly consumed, and the dispel function will depend on this.


  * 50 mana per second will be consumed by the ring. If the consumed mana reaches 5,000 then you can use Skill Deletion twice in 10 minutes.


  * If you lose more than 5,000 mana and Skill Deletion isn’t used twice within 10 minutes, the ring will overload and explode. At this time, the wearer will suffer a deadly wound and the ring is permanently destroyed.


  * Within 3 minutes of wearing the ring, the ring will disappear if you don’t lose more than 5,000 mana.


  * Skill Deletion is only used when the hand wearing the ring touches the desired skill.


  * Skill Deletion doesn’t apply to skills with a continuous effect.


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher.


  Weight: 0.1


  A thin black ring. There were severe restrictions on the use and the conditions were tricky. In particular, Grid’s total mana was only slightly above 4,000. In order to properly use Dark Bus’ Ring, he needed to take mana potions and use skills systematically. It definitely hurt in many ways, but…


  ‘The performance is excellent.’


  He had mastered the use during the process of beating Kamiyan. Grid wore the ring then pulled out small black earrings.


  [Dark Bus’ Earrings]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 55/55


  Earrings worn by the 7th Yatan Servant, Dark Bus.


  A vehicle to summon a great demon, it has powerful black magic. 


  There is enough magic power to control the body and mind of the wearer.


  * The skill ‘Blackening’ can be used every 12 hours.


  * The maximum duration of Blackening is 5 minutes.


  *The frequent use of Blackening has the potential to awaken you as a non-human being.


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher. Has a reserve of black magic power.


  Weight: 0.1


  The conditions of user were simple compared to the ring, but it was dangerous.


  ‘I don’t mind.’


  If he didn’t use it now, when would he use it? There was no point saving it. Grid wore the earrings without hesitation. Then he used the new skill he acquired after reaching level 300.


  “Item! Combi!! Nation!!!”


  Grid was expecting a cool scene from a movie.


  Bam bam bam~ baaaam~


  He expected a magnificent background music while the two items fused together nicely. But reality was a gutter.


  [Take out your hammer and anvil.]


  After the notification window emerged, his body moved and pulled out a hammer and anvil. Then…


  [Put the two items to be combined on top of the anvil.]


  “…?”


  It was a completely unexpected coercion. Grid was baffled. However, he couldn’t afford to waste time.  He hurriedly did as the system directed. He placed Lifael’s Spear and Failure on top of the anvil.


  At that moment.


  [Try to combine Lifael’s Spear and Failure.]


  Ttang! Ttang!


  His body moved on its own again. Regardless of his will, Grid started hammering the items. Item Combination was a skill where forced motion was applied.


  ‘I look stupid.’


  Squatting and hammering during a battle? What type of skill was this? Grid inwardly cursed.


  “This person has become crazy from fear.”


  “…”


  Elfin Stone treated him as a madman. Even the party members had shame in their gazes. Grid felt embarrassed and like it was unfair. A notification window appeared in front of him.


  [Analyzing the time required to combine the items. Please wait for a moment.]


  […3]


  […2]


  […1]


  Ttiring~


  [The analysis has succeeded! It will take 43 seconds to combine Lifael’s Spear and Failure.]


  [Keep hammering for 43 seconds.]


  ‘This is crazy!’


  A chill went down Grid’s spine. He had to hammer for 43 seconds during a battle? Wasn’t it asking the enemy to eat him? Furthermore, the opponent was the strongest boss.


  ‘This is bad.’


  The party members asked the pale Grid.


  {What are you doing? Why are you hammering? Did you eat something bad?}


  {Grid, no matter how desperate the situation, calm down and act wisely.}


  He was treated as a completely crazy person. Grid explained the situation.


  {These are the motions of a newly acquired skill. I need you to buy me 40 seconds.}


  {…}


  The party members frowned. A skill that had forced motions during a battle. It was also 40 seconds? It just sounded like nonsense. However, there was no reason for Grid to be joking. The party members checked on Elfin Stone.


  Elfin Stone kept an eye on Grid.


  “It’s suspicious.”


  The blue greatsword and golden spear emitted a strong aura every time Grid hammered. Elfin Stone was nervous.


  “I don’t know what you’re doing, but I won’t let you.”


  Kurururung.


  Powerful magic started to concentrate on the blood-drenched ground. It was the forerunner of Blood Wave, a magic linked with Blood Field.


  “Protect Grid!”


  On this cracking ground, the wave of magic power aimed at Grid. Zednos detected this and acted to protect Grid.


  “Do you think you can stop me?”


  Elfin Stone was overflowing with confidence. He had absolutely faith in himself now that Blood Field was deployed. And the reason for his faith was shown as the magic was deployed.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Waves of red magic sprang from the ground and flooded towards the Overgeared members. Vantner used Thousand Shields and Zednos triggered Wind Curtain. The two skills boasted excellent magic resistance, but it wasn’t enough to handle Blood Wave.


  Pepeng!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “Aack!”


  “Ah! I will die!”


  Thousand Shields shattered while Wind Curtain was scattered like an illusion. Vantner and Zednos were hit by Blood Wave and fell down. Blood Wave continued despite the actions of the two men.


  The goal was Grid. Peak Sword interrupted.


  “Draw Sword, Annihilate.”


  Seokeok!


  The moment Peak Sword drew his sword, light gleamed and crossed Blood Wave. It was possible because Blood Wave’s power was weakened by Vantner and Zednos’ sacrifice.


  “Okay! Eek?”


  He protected God Grid! Peak Sword’s excited face suddenly distorted with pain. It was because his thighs were pierced by red thorns that emerged at his feet.


  “Shit!”


  Peak Sword’s movement speed significantly reduced. Elfin Stone moved past him.


  “You…!”


  Peak Sword couldn’t let him pass and put a hand on his sheath again.


  [You have suffered 9,980 damage.]


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  The notification window was accompanied by intense pain. He wasn’t able to recognize it, but he was hit by Iyarugt.


  “It’s natural to kneel before me.”


  Elfin Stone checked that Peak Sword was down and got closer to Grid. Grid saw it and checked the remaining time.


  [27 seconds until the items are combined.]


  ‘Should I cancel the skill?’


  No, he couldn’t do that now. He would believe in his companions and wait.


  “Don’t go.”


  In response to Grid’s belief, the duo of Pon and Regas blocked Elfin Stone’s path.


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeok!


  The spear and unpredictable attacks aimed at Elfin Stone. But Elfin Stone was freed from Lifael’s Spear, so he could avoid their attacks by turning into smoke.


  “Shouldn’t you understand the subject?”


  Sususuk.


  Elfin Stone’s body scattered as smoke before returning to its original form. The location was behind Pon and Regas.


  “Ghost!”


  The scared Pon and Regas aimed their spears and fists behind them. However, Iyarugt was faster.


  Seokeok!


  “Keook!”


  “Kkuk…!”


  The red sword slashed at Pon and Regas’ chest. The two people suffered huge damage and had to take a health potion. However, only 20% of the potion’s effect was applied thanks to the influence of Blood Field.


  Pahat!


  Faker appeared behind Elfin Stone, who was trying to deal the finishing blow to the duo. Elfin Stone was always hit by Faker’s surprise attack, but now he was different. Faker’s swiftness and stealth were useless in front of the fully powered Elfin Stone.


  “Blood Tornado.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Blood winds stirred around Elfin Stone’s body. Faker wasn’t able to attack Elfin Stone and was blown away.


  “Too strong.”


  Jishuka bit her lip as she fired arrows to cover her companions. Elfin Stone was too strong. She didn’t know how to deal with him.


  “Kuhahahaha!”


  Elfin Stone ran wild like a fish that met water and finally burst out laughing. He felt great pleasure in knocking down the humans who dared threaten him.


  “Now! Only the two of you are left!”


  Grid was still hammering and Jishuka was protecting him. Elfin Stone’s gaze was fixed on both of them. Around him were the collapsed Overgeared members. Blood Field was constantly taking their health and they would die within a minute.


  “I will eat until I’m satisfied!”


  Teong!


  Elfin Stone leapt energetically and narrowed the distant to Grid and Jishuka instantly. Jishuka used Multi-shot and Dancing Arrows to try and slow Elfin Stone’s momentum, but it was wishful thinking.


  Seokeok!


  Blood rose from Jishuka’s smooth shoulders and Elfin Stone finally reached Grid.


  “Iyarugt!”


  Kiing!


  The red Iyarugt responded to Elfin Stone’s call and aimed for Grid. At the same time, the sword emanated an abnormal sharpness that seemed like it would stab right through Grid’s armor.


  “This is the end!”


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid was still hammering. Iyarugt was bound to be stabbed into his neck. The Overgeared members closed their eyes.


  ‘This is the end.’


  They didn’t know what the newly acquired skill was, but it wouldn’t work since it took too long to activate. It was over. The Overgeared members were desperate while Elfin Stone was delighted.


  [The items have successfully combined!]


  The notification window he had been waiting for finally appeared. A smile appeared on Grid’s face.


  “Blackening.”


  Kuwaaaang!


  Black magic exploded.


  ‘This power…!’


  Amazement appeared on Elfin Stone’s face.


  Peeeeeong!


  The gold-blue greatsword collided with Iyarugt and the earth shook. The ensuing blood that scattered came from Elfin Stone.




  Chapter 300


  [The items have successfully combined!]


  [(Combination) Failure + Lifael’s Spear]


  Rating: Legendary (Transcendent)


  Durability: Infinite


  Attack Power: 1,100~2,390   Defense: 100


  * Agility +100


  * Divine Power +400


  * Fixed damage of +2,200 on each attack.


  * There is a certain probability of activating the ‘Light Wheel’ skill.


  * Attack power +30% against those with black magic power.  


  * There is a certain probability of blocking the enemy’s attacks.


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘5 Joint Attacks’ skill.


  * The skill ‘Bisect’ will be generated.


  * There will be a fear effect if the enemy is more than 15 levels lower than the user.


  * Attack power +30% in dark places.


  A weapon that maximizes the merits of the legendary rated ‘Failure’ and ‘Lifael’s Spear (Reproduction)’ after being combined by the legendary blacksmith G.


  Conditions of Use: Pagma’s Descendant


  * The combination time is 2 minutes.


  * This item can’t be traded.


  ‘Transcendent legendary…!’


  The result was more than expected. The performance of Failure + Lifael’s Spear was close to a mythical weapon. It was safe to say that Item Combination was one of Pagma’s Descendant’s ultimate techniques.


  ‘It is a pity that the combination time is only 2 minutes.’


  Anyway, this battle would be decided within a short amount of time. Elfin Stone would either be killed in two minutes, or Grid’s party would be wiped out. This was the only outcome now that Blood Field was deployed.


  Grid held the golden Failure. He revealed his power.


  “Blackening.”


  Kuwaaaang!


  Black magic stirred as Grid’s skin became pale and the whites of his eyes turned black.


  [Your black magic power has increased.] 


  [You don’t have any black magic power. It will be replaced with demonic power.]


  [While Blackening is activated, your species will change to half-demon.]


  [As a half demon, your maximum health is reduced by 50%. Your attack power, magic power and agility will increased by 20% each.]


  [All attacks will be converted to the black magic attribute.]


  Blackening was a skill that greatly increased his combat related stats in return for half of his maximum health.  Grid felt strength boiling inside him. However, his status was a little strange. His heart rate elevated and he had an excruciating headache. it was hard to breathe through the pain in his head.


  ‘Why?’


  A notification window popped up the moment Grid felt doubts.


  [Your demonic force and divine power of the weapon opposes each other.]


  [The divine power of (Combination) Failure + Lifael’s Spear has doubled the strength of the demonic power.]


  [All your attacks will have both demonic and divine power at the same time.]


  [Whenever you hit a target with an attack, there is a clash between the demonic power and divine power, causing an explosion.]


  [The demonic power will increase the power of Blackening by devouring the divine power.]


  [Maximum health will drop by 50%. Your attack power, magic power and agility will increased by 10% each.]


  It was an obvious mistake. He was so focused on gaining power to overcome the crisis that he didn’t consider the compatibility of Lifael’s Spear and Blackening.


  “Ack…!”


  The headache was getting worse. Iyarugt came running at his neck.


  Chaaeng!


  Failure’s blade had a small blade reminiscent of a shark’s fin attached to it. It blocked Iyarugt’s sword. Grid didn’t intentionally use his swordsmanship, relying on the power of the items.


  [The option effect of (Combination) Failure + Lifael’s Spear has been activated in order to block the enemy’s attack.]


  Kwaang!


  A dark explosion occurred at the point where the two swords hit each other. Both Grid and Elfin Stone suffered damage.


  [You have suffered 5,300 damage.]


  [You have dealt 15,900 damage to the target.]


  It was an explosion that contained demonic and divine power. Unlike Grid who had a certain resistance to both attributes and the Holy Light Armor which reduced magic damage, Elfin Stone was vulnerable to divine power and suffered greatly.


  But the result wasn’t good for Grid either. Grid’s maximum health had fallen to 16,000 points, so 5,300 damage was fatal to him. Meanwhile, Elfin Stone’s current health was 4 million. From his standpoint, the damage from the explosion wasn’t that threatening.


  However, Elfin Stone didn’t know this about Grid. He thought Grid intentionally caused the explosion and felt a chill.


  ‘Is this really a human?’


  A human manifested demonic power and divine power while exerting a physical ability that was comparable to a True Blood earl. It was both transcendent and strange.


  “What the hell is your identity?”


  “…”


  Grid didn’t say anything. To be precise, he had no room to speak. He was barely maintaining his reason with this severe headache.


  “Kuaaaah!”


  It was like the roar of a beast. Grid approached Elfin Stone and used Kill. The speed and damage wasn’t comparable to the past. It was a tremendous level. It was a fearful attack. Elfin Stone moved with all his might and succeeded in evading Kill.


  ‘Dammit!’


  Elfin Stone sweated as he barely avoided the attack.


  ‘I felt fear!’


  He was a direct descendant of Shizo Beriache.  Yet he was scared of this unknown human?


  ‘I can’t tolerate it.’


  Embarrassment boiled inside him.


  Kwaduduk!


  Elfin Stone widened the distance with Grid. If the two swords collided with each other, there would be an explosion. So he tried to use magic so that he wouldn’t be damaged.


  This was a big mistake. Grid had Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcend. He was able to switch to ranged attacks and thus was safe from the explosion that occurred every time the attack hit the distant target.


  Pepepepeok!


  Explosions kept occurring around Elfin Stone as he was hit by a bombardment of energy blades.


  [You have dealt 15,760 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 16,400 damage to the target.]


  [Lifael’s Spear’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘Light Wheel’ to be generated.]


  [You have dealt 82,900 damage to the target.]


  [The option effect of (Combination) Failure + Lifael’s Spear is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  [You have dealt 60,040 damage to the target.]


  “Kuaaaack!”


  Elfin Stone let out a horrible shriek. The heavy onslaught and explosion of black light contained a destructive power that even a vampire earl couldn’t ignore.


  “Wow…”


  “Really strong.”


  “…It’s terrifying.”


  The Overgeared members were stunned. They might be in the top 20 rankings, the attack power shown by Grid was different.


  ‘Maybe. Maybe this…’


  At this moment, wasn’t Grid comparable to Kraugel? Pon had encountered Kraugel in the past and knew his strength. Just as he was thinking that.


  “Shit! Shitt!”


  Elfin Stone started cursing. It wasn’t possible to turn to smoke due to the divine power in Grid’s attacks, while Blood Shield couldn’t completely protect his body from the damage of the explosions.


  ‘In the first place, it was wrong for me to move back!’


  Elfin Stone belatedly realized and changed his posture. Anyway, it was meaningless to defend so he planned to confront Grid with force. It was both his pride and a wise judgment.


  Kuwooooh!


  Elfin Stone’s scattered blood gathered in one place. Then the blood turned into a spear and shot towards Grid.


  “Heart Seeker!”


  Peeeeeong!


  Heart Seeker was a targeted skill that unconditionally hit the target. It was a definite death sentence. The strength surpassed Extreme Blood Transfusion, but Elfin Stone was reluctant to use it because it consumed his health. The fact that Elfin Stone used Heart Seeker meant he recognized that Grid was strong.


  Kiiiing.


  It was an absolute majesty. The bloody spear penetrated straight through Grid’s bombardment of Transcend and Blacksmith’s Rage. Then…


  Puoook!


  “Grid!”


  The Overgeared members paled from fear. Grid failed to respond to the spear and it pierced his heart.


  “Cough!”


  Red blood poured from Grid’s nose and mouth. Elfin Stone wasn’t careless.


  ‘He survived the Extreme Blood Transfusion’


  Confirmation was necessary. Elfin Stone once again used another spell despite already consuming a large amount of health and magic power.


  “Blood Wave!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Blood Wave shot towards Grid. A smile appeared on Elfin Stone’s mouth as he confirmed that Grid was about to be hit by it.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship…”


  “…!”


  Grid used the Skill Deletion of Dark Bus’ Ring and penetrated through Blood Wave to reach Elfin Stone. Elfin Stone tried to hinder Grid by hurriedly deploying Blood Thorn. However, Grid used the left and right movements of Link to avoid most of the thorns coming from the ground.


  “Damn bastard!”


  Elfin Stone shot out Blood Laser. It was blood magic that penetrated through a narrow range. But Grid waved his hand and destroyed it. He actively utilized Dark Bus’ Ring.


  “This is nonsense!”


  Elfin Stone was alarmed by the sight! In the end, Grid narrowed down the distance, avoiding Iyarugt with the footwork of Kill. Then he used his best skill.


  “Linked Kill.”


  Kuwooooh!


  Both black and gold light shot out like fireworks.


  Chaaeng!


  Elfin Stone used Iyarugt to resist the first strike of Linked Kill. But the explosion that occurred afterwards was the problem.


  “Kuk!”


  Elfin Stone shook. It was the same with Grid. Elfin Stone was the one who fixed his posture first. It was close, but this difference could be huge in battle. Iyarugt aimed for Grid’s heart. Grid’s immortal passive was activated after Heart Seeker, so this was a tremendous crisis from Grid’s standpoint.


  ‘I can’t lose after coming this far.’


  Grid didn’t give up. He might die but he continued to use Linked Kill. And he received a reward for this.


  [The option effect of (Combination) Failure + Lifael’s Spear is activated, causing the skill ‘Light Wheel’ to be generated.]


  It was a skill that unfolded at an exquisite moment. Thanks to that, Linked Kill’s thrust quickly changed. Elfin Stone exposed a gap after aiming Iyarugt at Grid, and was wounded instead.


  [Critical!] 


  [You have dealt 304,600 damage to the target.]


  ‘Unbelievable!’


  The magic sword Iyarugt made the wearer into a master of swordsmanship. But what was this sword technique? Elfin Stone staggered from the shock and was struck by the third consecutive Linked Kill. 


  Puok!


  [You have dealt 119,400 damage to the target.]


  Next was the fourth blow.


  [You have dealt 122,000 damage to the target.]


  Then the fifth.


  [The Holy Light Gloves’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  [You have dealt 608,500 damage to the target.]


  The sixth blow.


  [Critical!]


  [The Holy Light Gloves’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  [Lifael’s Spear’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘Light Wheel’ to be generated.]


  [You have dealt 3,054,900 damage to the target.]


  Grid’s sword kept striking at Elfin Stone. The explosion that occurred every time also landed on Grid. Grid wore Doran’s Ring and took a supreme health potion, but the amount of recovery couldn’t keep up with the damage. In the end. 


  “Kuk…! Kuock!”


  His love, Leah. Elfin Stone recalled the last time he saw her smiling face and scattered into black smoke.


  [You have died.]


  Grid also turned into a grey light.


  [Vampire Earl Elfin Stone is forced to sleep after exhausting all his powers.]


  [Your party leader Grid has died.]


  [The Pavranium Expedition has acquired Elfin Stone’s Ring.]


  [The Pavranium Expedition has acquired Iyarugt.]


  [The Pavranium Expedition has acquired the 4th Piece of ???.]


  [The Pavranium Expedition has become the first party to capture a vampire city!] 


  [The Pavranium Expedition party members will receive bonus experience points and increased item acquisition rate in all vampire cities for the next month.]


  Many notification windows popped up. However, Grid’s vision was turning black so he had no way to verify it.
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  On the large screen, Elfin Stone scattered into black smoke. It was an incredible result.


  Lim Cheolho stretched out a hand towards Yoon Sangmin and Team Leader Ashley, whose mouths were gaping open.


  “Come on, give it to me.”


  The two people pulled out a 50,000 won note.


  “Ugh…! My allowance…”


  “I won’t be able to buy chicken this week…”


  Yoon Sangmin and Team Leader Ashley had some of the highest salaries in South Korea. However, they both had strict wives and only lived on a small amount of money.  Their loss in the bet was really heartbreaking.


  “I shouldn’t have bet… I never imagined this.”


  They were convinced that Grid’s party wouldn’t succeed in the Elfin Stone raid. Lim Cheolho smiled warmly. “Grid won because he blocked the first Blood Field. If Blood Field was deployed at the beginning of the raid, the Overgeared members wouldn’t have been able to hold on that long.”


  “I agree.”


  Grid’s skills were improving day by day.


  After reaching level 300 and waiting a short time to activate his newly acquired Item Combination skill, he could exert a fighting power comparable to the combat specialist legendary classes.


  It was strong enough to transcend all presumptions. There was a reason Grid was included in the ‘five people who could make miracles’ that Lim Cheolho mentioned.


  “But Grid… Isn’t it a little dangerous? Didn’t he die in the Blackening state?”


  Chairman Lim Cheolho laughed at Yoon Sangmin.


  “Grid will get to experience a whole new world.”


  In the meantime, Grid’s radius of activity was too narrow. The Human World. He was active only in the Eternal Kingdom on the continent. It was necessary to experience the wide world that two billion users enjoyed.


  “In the first place, it isn’t a dangerous place. Most of the residents are friendly and similar to humans.”


  ***


  [You have died.]


  Grid had died before in the past. He died four times to the green slime that even level 5 beginners could go against. However, death was unfamiliar to Grid after he became Pagma’s Descendant.


  The last time was with Doran. It had been a long time since he struggled against Yura and died. If it was the Grid of the past, he would’ve been trembling about the penalties caused by death. He would’ve cursed. But now he was different. He was worried about the safety of his party members.


  ‘Is everybody okay?’


  Grid wasn’t sure if the Elfin Stone raid succeeded. His mind had darkened the moment the 5th strike of Linked Kill had landed.


  “Status window.”


  Lv.300 (11.05%)


  “…Hah.”


  Grid smiled as he checked the experience gauge on his status window. When he encountered Elfin Stone, Grid’s experience gauge was only 0%. If he had failed the Elfin Stone raid? Of course, his level would’ve decreased. However, now his experience gauge was at 11%.


  In other words.


  “The raid was a success.”


  The death penalty at level 300 meant a 30% drop in experience, so he had gained 41% experience from Elfin Stone. It was a huge number, as expected of a named boss.


  ‘Everyone will be safe.’


  Thank god. A relieved Grid was reminded of the pavranium.


  ‘Did he drop my pavranium?’


  There was no need to worry even if it didn’t drop. His party members would search the city for it.


  “In the meantime, I…”


  The durability of his items was ruined by death. In particular, the item combination meant that Failure only had 10 durability remaining. If things went wrong, it would’ve been destroyed.


  ‘I need to repair my items.’


  Grid turned to head to Khan’s smithy and hesitated.


  “…Where is this place?”


  Grid’s resurrection point was Reidan. The landscape that unfolded before his eyes should be familiar. But the surrounding scenery was unfamiliar. It was a small and tranquil village with around 20 shacks. Grid stood alone in the center of it.


  “…?”


  The confused Grid unfolded the map. However, Grid’s location wasn’t marked anywhere on the map.


  “What the hell is this?”


  Grid frowned and swept over the village. There wasn’t a general store in the village. There were just 20 shacks, macaroon trees, and a small stream.


  ‘There aren’t any people.’


  Grid picked a sweet and sour macaroon and placed it in his mouth. Why did he resurrect here instead of Reidan? A bug was unlikely. He never once heard of a bug being discovered in Satisfy.


  “Kuk….”


  Grid’s thinking ability was unable to analyze the current situation.


  ‘I need to go back to Reidan.’


  In order to do that, he needed to know his current location. Grid tried to ask the guild members for assistance.


  {Does anyone know my location right now?}


  [You have failed to send a message to the guild. Hell is disconnected from the human world.]


  “…Hell?”


  Hell was a place with a blue sky and warm breezes? Shouldn’t hell be darker and filled with lava?


  “Dammit!”


  In the end, Grid revealed his nature.


  “This is hell! I fell down into hell!”


  If he knew this, he would’ve lived a nice… No, he would’ve paid more attention to his demonic power figure!


  ‘I killed too many people in the empire, the Vatican, and Winston.’


  Grid currently had 401 demonic power. It happened when Grid was sure that he fell into hell because his demonic power was too high.


  “They are…?”


  A group was entering through the entrance of the village. They had strange appearances. Some men had horns on their foreheads, while some women had purple skin. They didn’t look strong, but it was hard to see them as humans.


  ‘Demonkin?’


  He didn’t want to fight when the durability of his items was so low.


  The demonkin found Grid who was trying to run away. It was so fast that Grid failed to escape.


  ‘Damn… In the end I have to fight. But demonkin do farming?’


  The demonkin held farming equipment in their hands and their clothes were dirty. It was like Piaro’s usual appearance. The demonkin asked him a question.


  “Who are you?”


  “A traveller…? Why would a traveller come to a place like this?”


  “…?”


  The demonkin weren’t wary or hostile towards Grid. They treated him normally. It was great for Grid. 


  ‘The demonkin aren’t hostile towards humans?’


  Grid felt doubt and suddenly looked down at his hands. They were pale. He looked at the rest of his body, but it was the same. Grid realized.


  ‘Blackening wasn’t over.’


  That’s right. Grid was currently in a half demon state. The demonkin perceived him as their own people. An old demonkin put down a basket full of unfamiliar plants and looked benignly at Grid.


  “You seem stiff for some reason. Don’t be nervous. Everyone’s just curious because it has been almost 100 years since a visitor came to this village. Wasn’t it an exhausting trip? Would you like to have a meal? As you can see, this is a poor village and we can only cook Atura grass.”


  “…Grass? You eat grass? You don’t eat humans?”


  Grid blinked and questioned. The demonkin laughed.


  “This young friend made a funny joke.”


  “How can we eat humans?”


  “We are fortunate not to be eaten by humans.”


  “…?”


  Their perception of humans was quite strange. These demonkin seemed different from the stories that Grid had heard.


  ‘Living in this shabby neighborhood… Are they weak among the demonkin?’


  Then Grid cocked his head with surprise. It was became a demonkin called Helmis came up and grabbed his wrist.


  ‘Do they know that I am human?’


  Grid was nervous as Helmis looked at his hands with interest.


  “Looking at your calluses, you are a blacksmith? Isn’t this very interesting? I’ve never heard that there was another blacksmith among the demonkin.”


  ‘Blacksmith?’


  Blacksmith among the demonkin?


  ‘Perhaps…’


  Was the one who made Iyarugt a demonkin?


  A notification window popped up in front of Grid.


  [Blackening will end in one minute.]


  Blackening wasn’t lifted even if he died. The problem was that it wouldn’t last forever.


  ‘This…’


  He didn’t know what would happen if he changed back to a human here. The demonkin were surprisingly good people so Grid asked them.


  “Do you know how to go to the Human World?”


  The demonkin said hopelessly.


  “We don’t know either. Even the great demons can’t freely enter the human world, so how can trivial people like us know the way?”


  “Why do you want to go to the Human World? You, aren’t you a little strange?”


  “Something is suspicious.”


  The demonkin started to question Grid.


  ‘Did I screw up?’


  Grid gulped. At that moment, Noe jumped out of Grid’s pet inventory.


  “Nyang! It was the smell of home!”


  The short-legged cat sniffed and his tail waved as he smelled the familiar scent of hell. Looking at his bright expression, Noe seemed quite happy. He even seemed to be doing a shoulder dance.


  ‘Cute.’


  Grid wanted to continue watching Noe dance. The demonkin’s faces turned pale as they gazed at Grid.


  “Heok! M-Memphis!”


  “The best demonic beast of hell!”


  The astonished demonkin shouted and knelt down when they saw Noe. A memphis. The most intelligent and mighty servants of the great demons, they were objects of worship for common demonkin. Then Noe finally noticed the bowing demonkin.


  “Ah! Do you see Master? This body is so great!”


  Grid scolded him.


  “You only hid when I was trying to hunt Elfin Stone.”


  “I’m sorry…”


  Noe’s expression changed rapidly. The demonkin started speculating when they heard Noe called Grid his master.


  “M-Memphis’ Master!”


  “We didn’t know who you were and we dared offend you!”


  “Kill us!”


  Although they were demonkin, they were also friendly people who invited him for a meal. It happened when Grid was about to answer them.


  [The duration of Blackening is over.]


  [Your demonic power is sealed and your species has returned to a human being.]


  [It is impossible for ordinary humans to enter hell. You are expelled from hell.]


  “Kuk…!”


  Grid’s vision blurred. Then after a moment, he opened his eyes at Reidan’t resurrection point.


  {Grid! Are you okay?}


  {What, why were you marked in an unknown location?}


  There was an uproar in the guild chat window. Jishuka and the Pavranium Expedition members were clamoring. Grid could feel how worried they were.


  ‘The Elfin Stone raid must’ve succeeded if they can make contact with the outside world.’


  {Grid! Look look! These are the items Elfin Stone dropped!}


  {Really amazing! A growth type item! We didn’t even know that these items existed!}


  “…!”


  Grid’s eyes widened. It wasn’t because he checked the item options of Elfin Stone’s Ring and Iyarugt that was shared by the party members. There was another reason why he was surprised.


  “You came.”


  “…Yura?”


  Why was she here? Yura looked at Grid and her cheeks puffed out. She could make a cute face like this?


  Yura was standing next to Lauel and the Overgeared members.


  ‘Acting like this because she’s pretty. Tsk tsk, those pathetic guys.’


  Grid was smiling despite this. The power of beauty was truly great.
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  Grid’s party would fail at the Elfin Stone raid. It was regrettable, but it couldn't be helped. Elfin Stone was too strong. The Overgeared members all thought so, except for Yura.


  She believed that Grid would produce results that would overturn everyone’s expectations. This wasn’t an inadequate belief that stemmed from her liking towards him. It was because she became a Demon Slayer and realized the power of a legendary class.


  “Didn’t struggling with the strong help you?”


  She believed that Grid would succeed in the raid. Yura smiled at Grid. Grid’s expression was full of confidence as he replied.


  "Yes, it was a very big help."


  There was an insurmountable wall in Grid’s consciousness. It was none other than Hell Gao. The great demon whose body was sealed by Sword Saint Muller, with only the soul remaining. He was very strong. It was impossible to defeat him unless the fire stones were taken.


  But now it was different. Grid was comparable to Hell Gao. No, he might even be stronger after gaining the experience of defeating Elfin Stone.


  'Sooner or later, I will hunt Hell Gao again.’


  Then it would be different from the past. Grid would raid Hell Gao without resorting to the fire stones, and would eventually reach a higher ground.


  ‘I must become the best.’


  He  didn’t want to ever sacrifice his colleagues again due to his own  helplessness. It was enough to only experience that dirty feeling once. Grid’s expression as he vowed was more mature than before. The growth of the 28 year old youth was continuing without stopping.


  How charming would he be once he was over 30 years old? Yura’s heart thumped at the thought. She trembled as Grid stared at her.


  “But why is your level so low? The 5th place ranker is only level 203? Have you been cheating people?”


  What was this? He seemed to go back to the time when he spat things out without thinking. But Yura accepted it well. She thought he was better than a man who was pretentious or always bluffed.


  “Check my class.”


  "Class? Aren’t you a black magician?” Grid only saw Yura’s level in the guild members information and belatedly confirmed her class. Then he was shocked. “Demon Slayer? What is this? Huh? Uh? L-Legendary...!”


  At the press conference for the 1st National Competition, Lim Cheolho had stated this: There were a total of nine legendary classes.


  However, two legendary classes were part of Overgeared. Grid’s heart was overflowing with joy.


  “You are really welcome!”


  Grid was so happy he wanted to embrace her. But he didn’t want to be labelled as a molester and refrained.


  After that.


  Grid left Reidan with Yura and Huroi. It was to join up with the Pavranium Expedition. He had 84 days left in his quest to secure the remaining pavranium. City 13 was one of the most difficult ones, and it was already cleared. Their power was strengthened, so it would be easier to secure the rest of the pavranium.


  ***


  The 13th vampire city.


  After Grid died killing Elfin Stone, the surviving party members searched all over the city. The ultimate goal of this expedition was to secure the pavranium. But it was difficult to find. The scale of the city was too big and it was also dark.


  "The torches have already run out.”


  "If I had known this, I would’ve packed more.”


  “Zednos. You’re a third advancement magician, and yet you can’t use any light magic?”


  “I only learned wind magic.”


  "Sigh, you should learn the basic spells, regardless of attribute.”


  “I’m willing to continue with this path. Who knows? If I keep learning only one type of magic, I might obtain a hidden class.”


  “Ugh... What if we ask for Minor to be sent? He would find it quickly.”


  “Let’s look a little more.”


  Four more hours passed. They killed the scattered remnants of the vampires’ familiars while searching and eventually found a deep cave. The entrance was covered by a rock wall, making it look like a secretive and suspicious place.


  “This seems like it?”


  Vantner took the lead. The moment when all the people behind him entered the cave.


  [The Guardian of the Labyrinth has detected an intruder and woken up from a long sleep.]


  [The traps have been activated.]


  Papat!Pa pa pa pat!


  Kwarururung!


  A rain of arrows fell from the ceiling while spikes rose up from the ground. The chain lightning that came from the walls was stronger than many magicians. In the past, Grid couldn’t cope with the damage from Braham’s traps and survived due to his immortal passive. But it was somewhat lacking to threaten the current Overgeared members.


  “Titan.”


  Kuwaaah!


  Vantner  summoned an illusionary giant. It was a skill that increased the  physical defense power of each party member, as well as blocking the  projectiles.


  Jjejeong!Jjeejeeeong!


  Most of the arrows were neutralized by the giant. The  thorns rising from the ground pierced the soles of their feet, but the  increase in defense allowed them to avoid any fatal wounds.


  “Wind Curtain!”


  Chain Lighting was weakened by Zednos’ magic. Thanks to that, the party members could escape from the traps. Two very large golems were waiting for them.


  "Wow, they’re huge. Aren’t they a bit bigger than the ancient weapons that attacked Reinhardt?”


  “This golem...”


  Jishuka and Vantner were familiar with these golems. The two people thought about it.


  “They resemble the golem that Grid fought when he obtained the pavranium.”


  "However, they look much bigger and stronger.”


  "It means this place definitely has pavranium.”


  "Okay, let’s take them down lightly.”


  The two guardians of the labyrinth! They  were 150 levels higher than the golems that Grid defeated in the past.  They were also stronger than the ancient weapons that invaded  Reinhardt. But the Overgeared members also grew. The golems couldn’t exert any power against the elites of the Overgeared Guild. No  matter how high their stats, the golems had simple defensive patterns,  so they weren’t a threat to rankers who had transcendent control skills.


  “The defense is quite high.”


  "Slow down and concentrate on the feet. Knock it down.”


  “Zednos, look for the mana core. Then I can deal fatal damage to the mana core with my quick-draw sword technique.”


  Kurururu!


  20 minutes after the battle started. The guardians of the labyrinth had high defense and health, but they eventually collapsed. The party members’ expressions brightened as they identified all the minerals that dropped.


  It was because they imagined Grid’s happiness. As they were thinking this, someone’s voice was delivered into their minds.


  [Now dogs and cows dare touch my things.]


  “Dog?”


  “Cow?”


  "Us?”


  He was referring to them, who were in the top 20 of two billion users?


  “Who are you to say that?"


  Vantner growled and asked the voice.


  [I am the great magician Braham.]


  Braham was looking forward to it. He wanted to see their terrified reactions when they heard his name. However, the Overgeared members responded in a completely unexpected way.


  "It’s just a specter of the past.”


  "You’re the one who installed the traps? You have a sneaky personality.”


  "If you’re dead, you should leave peacefully. Why are you staying in this world to harm people?”


  "Give us the pavranium.”


  [You guys...!]


  Braham knew that the intruders were Grid’s subordinates. It  was thanks to Euphemina, who was currently in the Siren Kingdom. Braham  had watched them through Mumud’s Orb when she had been staying at  Reidan. Braham didn’t like them.


  [You truly fit together! All of you are just like Pagma’s Descendant!]


  Grid, the thief who stole the pavranium instead of making the Vessel of the Soul. Even now, he was sending his minions to rob Braham’s pavranium. It was an act that couldn’t be forgiven.


  [I will show you!]


  Grid would take a direct hit if he killed these guys! Braham pulled out the weapon he had prepared for when he would reunite with Grid.


  [Mumud!]


  Kwajak!


  An old coffin emerged from the ground. The Overgeared members were surprised at the sight of the coffin.


  “Another vampire?”


  “What magician can summon a vampire?”


  The Overgeared members determined that it was a vampire, but this was a big mistake.


  Creak.


  It was a skeleton, not a vampire, that emerged from the open coffin.


  "Skeleton?"


  In Satisfy, skeletons were summoned using bones. What skeleton was kept in a coffin? Zednos turned pale as he found the orb in the skeleton’s hand.


  “Mumud...! I knew that name was familiar. He was Braham’s disciple!”


  "Then?"


  "That skeleton, it’s a lich!”


  “What?!”


  A lich was on a different dimension from a skeleton. They possessed infinite magic power and were rumored to surpass the 10 great magicians of the continent. Braham’s soul fluttered as he identified the nervous reactions of the Overgeared members.


  [Demands  are a privilege of the strong. You want me to give you the pavranium?  You children who don’t understand who you are going against, I will  punish you.]


  Kiyaaaaaah!


  The lich stood up. The magic power emitted by it was reminiscent of Elfin Stone.


  "Let’s escape. We can wait until Grid comes back.”


  "Yes, we don’t have to fight it now. Let’s go back safely.”


  They  were still exhausted after the Elfin Stone raid. The risk was high and  there was no merit to fighting the lich without a plan. The Overgeared members quickly judged the situation and tried to escape.


  Step step.


  At that moment, someone’s footsteps were heard in the cave.


  ‘Perhaps?’


  ‘Grid!’


  Grid always appeared with perfect timing. He was like a character in a movie who appeared in a moment of crisis. He was a person who made them feel a strange anticipation.


  “I finally found it. Lich Mumud.”


  “...!”


  The Overgeared members thought the footsteps belonged to Grid. Their brightened faces distorted instantly. They never imagined the true identity of the owner of the footsteps.


  “Why are there so many guests?”


  A man appeared in front of the Overgeared members and the lich. He swept back his pale green hair and scanned the Overgeared members.


  “Look at these guys who are rushing around because they received their third advancement. Don’t you know how to play alone?”


  Who could speak in such an unreasonable manner to the prestigious Overgeared members? There was only one person. This man had the nickname of Crazy Person. Or Mad Dog.


  “Agnus...!”
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  “Agnus…!”


  He was ranked 6th after Yura disappeared from the rankings list. He was originally thought to have an epic class, but now it was known that he had a hidden growth class. He never showed up in public. However, a few top rankers knew his strength. They often bumped into him at the hunting grounds.


  “Hey, Overgeared noobs.”


  Jishuka, Peak Sword, Pon, Regas, Faker, Vantner and Zednos. Agnus didn’t shrink back despite facing the party of eight. Rather, he poked fun at them.


  “I’ve been looking for that lich for 11 months. Don’t touch my prey or I’ll kill you.”


  “You bastard!” Vantner cried out furiously towards Agnus. “If you don’t want to die, don’t make fun of us!”


  Agnus shrugged. “Bald Vantner. You’re really stupid.”


  Vantner’s face turned red.


  “I’m not stupid or bald! This is a shaved head! Aren’t you the one interfering? We found this place first!”


  “So what? Are you going to fight that lich?”


  “Why not?”


  “Kukuk! Aren’t you funny? You look tired, probably from defeating the master of this city? Mumud was close to being a legendary magician. Now that he’s beyond death, he’s even stronger. He isn’t something you guys can go against.”


  “You bastard! Yet you want to raid him alone…? Oof! Oof!”


  “Relax. Our purpose isn’t to raid the lich.”


  Jishuka blocked Vantner’s mouth. Then she suggested to Agnus.


  “I will give you that lich. We won’t get involved in the raid. Instead, we have something separate to do. Can you not restrain us?”


  “I will think about it if you kneel down.”


  “You should act in moderation, Agnus.”


  “Kukuk, yes, yes. I understand.”


  Jishuka was surprisingly passive towards Agnus. This was also a good development for the Overgeared members. Agnus would get the lich and they could concentrate on securing the pavranium.


  Vantner couldn’t accept it.


  {Are you going to just let him go? Why are we leaving it alone when he is treating us like this?}


  Vantner was the lowest ranking member of the party. He had no experience with Agnus. However, the other members were different. They all had at least one hunting ground overlap with Agnus.


  {It’s better to avoid Agnus.}


  The sky above the sky, Kraugel. Pon acknowledged Kraugel as this. However, that was just in a one-on-one fight. Agnus was king of the dead and could rule over hundreds.


  {He’s a man who absolutely shouldn’t be our enemy.}


  Vantner didn’t understand.


  {All of you have been saying that he’s great for a long time, but I honestly don’t know. Is he so strong that we have to flee, despite there being eight of us?}


  {We aren’t running away. We are just avoiding him?}


  {That is the same thing! Ah, damn! I’m sorry towards Grid! Ignoring the Overgeared Guild is no different from ignoring Grid!}


  {…Speaking of Grid. If the two people meet, they will fight.}


  {Their personalities are similar. Grid and Agnus absolutely shouldn’t meet.}


  {We need to find the pavranium before Grid arrives.}


  Papat!


  The determined Overgeared members scatter all over the cave. Vantner was left staring at Agnus alone, and eventually had to follow his party members. Agnus looked at them and muttered.


  “Don’t rush. I have to test the performance against you if I get Mumud.”


  Braham shouted at Agnus, who was smiling in a disgusted manner.


  [Why do things keep on getting twisted? Who are you?]


  “Me?” Agnus’ gaze shifted towards Braham’s soul. “I am someone looking for your body.”


  Kwajik! Kwajijik!


  The ground around Agnus split apart and hundreds of skeletons popped out. Death knights and a lich were included.  Third advancement necromancers could obtain death knights, but liches were different. There was no lich summoning in the skill tree of the third advancement necromancer.


  In the first place, liches were originally human. Even the great magician Braham couldn’t fully control Lich Mumud. He took advantage of the coffin for vampires. Braham identified the lich summoned by Agnus and was astonished.


  [You…! You are Baal’s Contractor!]


  “Don’t bring up that damn name.”


  Agnus frowned and waved his hand. Then the death knights and hundreds of skeletons hit Lich Mumud.


  Kiyaaaaaah!


  Mumud fired off magic power. The flash of light shot forward in a straight line, turning the skeletons in front to powder. It was like a dark dragon’s breath.


  “Hoh.” Agnus didn’t shake despite losing dozens of skeletons at once. Rather, he was pleased. “As expected.”


  Now, become his.


  “Kuahahaha!”


  Agnus burst out laughing. In response, the death knights, lich and skeletons’ eyes turned red. Braham’s soul shook like a lamp in front of the wind.


  [This dog…!]


  He couldn’t lose Mumud. Braham only had a handful of souls left, so Mumud was almost his only support. But Baal’s Contractor showed no mercy. The powers of the death knights and lich strengthened the skeleton soldiers, gradually driving Mumud on the defensive.


  [Indeed, you were chosen by Baal for a reason…!]


  Puok!


  The death knight’s sword struck Braham’s soul fragment. At the same time, Braham’s voice stopped. It took a few more minutes before Lich Mumud was under control.


  “Sigh.”


  Agnus made a tired expression. His dark circles had noticeably become thicker. He sighed and swept away his matted hair. Then he approached the captured Lich Mumud and drew an unidentified sigil on the skull. It was a sigil of absolute domination, that could only be used three times in total.


  Kyaak!


  Lich Mumud screamed. It was strange, since the undead couldn’t feel pain.


  “Kukuk.”


  After a while. Lich Mumud stood next to Agnus. Agnus stroked his skull like he was cute and looked around.


  The Overgeared members had already left.


  “I took too long. Well, it’s okay. This has brought me closer to my heart’s desire. I’ve become the owner of two liches. The third and final one will be saved for you, Braham.”


  He would surely find out where Braham was buried.


  “Kukukuk!”


  Agnus laughed and left the cave.


  After a while.


  The Overgeared members appeared one by one in a corner of the empty cave. They wore the invisibility cloaks and received a huge shock as they watched Agnus. Vantner was sweating as he asked.


  “Agnus is a necromancer with a lich? I can understand the death knights and skeleton soldiers, but how can he summon a lich? Even Braham can’t…”


  A lich and three death knights. It was a power that could be considered an army. It was a level that could wreck a nation.


  Pon looked troubled. “His strength is on a completely different dimension compared to when I saw him last year. This is making me anxious.”


  It wasn’t good for such a crazy person to gain such power.


  ***


  “The entrance is open.”


  The 13th vampire city. The entrance that was like an ant hill was wide open. The city’s master Elfin Stone was defeated, so the entrance was released.


  “Where are they?”


  Grid was waiting with Huroi and Yura, and eventually sent a whisper to Jishuka.


  –We just arrived at the city’s entrance. Where are you? Have you found the pavranium yet?


  Jishuka hurriedly replied.


  –We found it! We will leave here soon, so head towards the 14th city first.


  –Why do we need to go first? We’ll wait at the entrance.


  -No, just go ahead!


  ‘What is this?’


  It was strange. A thought crossed Grid’s mind as he frowned.


  ‘Perhaps…’


  Could they be in danger? They were considerate and didn’t want him to get caught up in it? It was quite possible.


  ‘How useless.’


  Grid was no longer a person to be protected. It was the opposite. Grid turned a cold gaze towards Yura and Huroi.


  “Are you ready to fight?”


  “Of course, My Lord.”


  “I’m always ready.”


  “Okay, then let’s go.”


  Grid’s group went through the entrance. At the same time.


  “Huh?”


  Agnus popped out of the ant hill. It was exquisite timing that allowed Grid’s party to barely avoid him.


  “Was I mistaken?”


  He thought he felt something when he warped through the doorway, but he wasn’t sure. In any case, his work here was over, so Agnus looked at his schedule.


  “Next is the Sword Grave.”


  The legendary blacksmith, Pagma. At the end of his life, he allegedly made and destroyed thousands of swords. According to the history records acquired through quests, Braham often visited it…


  Agnus sent a whisper.


  –Veradin, have you located the Sword Grave?


  –I’m sorry. I mobilized all of my resources, but couldn’t find it.


  –Really worthless.


  –I’m sorry.


  -Find it quickly. I’ll head to the next one.


  –I will keep that in mind.


  “Tsk.”


  Agnus clicked his tongue and started to cross the desert. He didn’t shed a single drop of sweat, despite the boiling heat.


  ***


  “Huh? You’re safe?”


  Around 10 minutes after entering the 13th vampire city. Grid reunited with the Pavranium Expedition. Jishuka examined the puzzled looking Grid and asked.


  “Are you okay? You’re not injured? You weren’t bitten by a crazy dog?”


  Jishuka told Grid to head to the 14th city first because she was worried that he would face Agnus. Fortunately, it didn’t seem like that happened.


  “Why would there be a dog in the desert?”


  Grid responded like it was absurd. A relieved Jishuka handed him presents.


  “Then take this.”


  They were the items dropped by Elfin Stone, various minerals, and pavranium.


  “Everyone has suffered.”


  Grid bowed in thanks to Jishuka and his companions. The party members smiled brightly.


  “It was you who suffered the most.”


  Strictly speaking, it wasn’t the case.


  Grid got a bus ride from them. If they hadn’t given up the experience, he wouldn’t have reached level 300 and they would’ve failed to clear the city. Securing the pavranium? He couldn’t even dream of it.


  Grid vowed.


  “Once this expedition is over, I will give all of you the best items.


  “Are you talking about the Grid set you mentioned before?”


  The moment that the party members were becoming excited.


  “What? Why is this girl here?”


  Jishuka belatedly discovered Yura with Grid. Yura calmly replied, “You still speak in such a violent manner. I’m afraid that it will have an adverse effect on Youngwoo-ssi’s feelings.


  “Youngwoo-ssi? He’s Duke Grid. Can’t you distinguish between reality and the game?”


  “I will call him what I like. It’s none of your business.”


  Pajijik!


  Sparks flew as the two women’s gazes crossed.


  ‘Beauties are fighting over Grid…’


  ‘Grid already has Irene…’


  The party members were jealous of Grid. They were truly envious. However, Grid didn’t pay attention to them. He was busy identifying the newly acquired items.


  [Three pieces of ??? have been collected.]


  [The information about the ??? Pieces has been updated.]


  ‘This…!’


  Grid’s eyes widened.
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  [Three pieces of ??? have been collected.]


  [The information about the ??? Pieces has been updated.]


  Ttiring~


  [Red Mirror Piece]


  Pieces of a round mirror made of blood stones.


  The exact function of the mirror isn’t known.


  The third prince of the Saharan Empire is looking for this mirror. It is recommended that you gather all the pieces and give them to him.


  Weight: 3


  ‘This…!’


  Grid verified the updated information of the unknown pieces. Then another item passed through his head.


  ‘Amethyst Shield!’


  [Amethyst Shield]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 200 


  Defense: 200   Magic Resistance: 200


  A beautiful shield that shines purple, red, or black depending on the angle. It is a symbolic piece that is awarded only to the head of the Red Knights. 


  It was an item lost three years ago when Piaro, who was framed as a traitor by Asmophel, fled to the Eternal Kingdom.


  The third prince of the Saharan Empire is looking for this shield. It is recommended that you bring it to him.


  Weight: 350


  It was an item he acquired more than a year ago in Satisfy time. The Awakened Guardian of the Forest had dropped it. How could he meet a prince of the empire? He had placed the item in his inventory and forgotten about it.


  ‘The performance isn’t very good, but I kept it because it’s a quest item.’


  How could he have forgotten about it…?


  ‘Well, a busy person can forget about the little things.’


  His memory wasn’t bad. Grid had a habit of getting involved in incidents every day, so he rationalized it to himself.


  ‘Anyway, there seems to be a big episode since the empire’s third prince is always mentioned.’


  Could he get a hint from Piaro, the owner of the Amethyst Shield?


  ‘Once this expedition is over, I should talk with Piaro.’


  Grid determined and checked the remaining items. First was Iyarugt.


  “Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.”


  [The blacksmith who became a legend can appraise items with an excellent discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will be found.]


  [Iyarugt]


  Rating: Unique (Growth)


  Durability: 351/351  Attack Power: 793


  * Sword Mastery Level +5.


  * The skill ‘Blood Cry’ is generated.


  * Decreases the healing ability of the target by 50% when they are hit.


  * A critical strike will cause a bleeding status that will last for 3 seconds. The bleeding damage will be proportional to your attack power.


  * The target’s bleeding effect will be maximized when three combos are achieved. At this time, the damage done to the target will increase by 200% for 1 second.


  * When five combos are achieved, the target’s thinking ability will be destroyed for 0.3 seconds. At this time, you can link the skill ‘Hell Sword.’


  Iyarugt is a sword made by the only blacksmith of hell, out of a soul and blood stones. It has exceptional damage for a one-handed sword.


  The soul of Iyarugt will turn the wearer into a master of swordsmanship. However, he rarely accepts anyone as a master.


  Conditions of Use: A person chosen by Iyarugt.


  Weight: 290


  [A hidden function doesn’t exist.]


  ‘Amazing…!’


  A legendary rated two-handed sword had an attack power of 1,040~2,166. On the other hand, Iyarugt was a unique rated one-handed sword, but its attack power was close to 800. This was a tremendous number considering the fact that two-handed swords normally had more attack power, while one-handed swords normally had more speed.


  ‘It also increases the level of Sword Mastery by 5. The average damage might rise or fall slightly compared to Failure. It will be far superior if it’s raised to a legendary rating.’


  It was an excellent sword. The material was far superior to blue orichalcum, but there was also the skills of the blacksmith.


  ‘Hell’s only blacksmith…’


  Helmis. A demonkin he met when he died in the Blackening State and fell to hell.


  ‘Is it his work?’ But it was strange. ‘He seems to have an affinity with the blacksmithing class itself… If we meet again, will he teach me?’


  Grid was filled with expectations.  But he didn’t want to go to hell. Of course, hell was very different from his imagination. It was a peaceful world with a clear blue sky and grasslands. The demonkin were also surprisingly friendly.


  However, he shouldn’t be misled by appearances. A rash decision was always poisonous.


  ‘Hell is the land of evil.’


  He should avoid that place, as long as he didn’t know what risks might be present. Grid dismissed the reunion with Helmis and examined Elfin Stone’s Ring next.


  [The blacksmith who became a legend can appraise items with an excellent discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will be found.]


  [Elfin Stone’s Ring]


  Rating: Epic (Growth)


  * During normal attacks, 12% of the damage done to the target will be restored to you as health.


  * During skill attacks, 5% of the damage done to the target will be restored to you as health.


  * This effect is only invoked once every 21 seconds.


  * Strength, stamina and health +20


  A ring that contains Earl Elfin Stone’s unique magic power.


  It raises the potential and survival ability of the wearer.


  Weight: 1


  ‘This is also amazing…!’


  In Satisfy, a potion’s cooldown time was long and healers were precious, so the value of a vampire’s ring was astronomical. In addition, Elfin Stone’s Ring was applied to skill attacks.  This was a unique feature that went against common sense, and the compatibility with Grid’s legendary skills was excellent. The only thing lacking was that the cooldown time was 21 seconds, but that wasn’t a huge disadvantage.


  ‘It gives me a 60 point stat bonus…’


  Wasn’t it like gaining six levels? Grid’s heart pumped. He was glad about obtaining another top quality accessory after Doran’s Ring and Dark Bus’ Ring. It was worth sacrificing his life to succeed in this raid.


  A notification window popped up in front of Grid.


  [This item has a hidden function.]


  [The information of Elfin Stone’s Ring has been updated.]


  “…!”


  Grid’s eyes widened. He was amazed to see the true function of Elfin Stone’s Ring.


  * If this ring grows to a legendary rating, the wearer can summon Vampire Earl Elfin Stone.


  “…Uh?”


  He was able to summon the strongest and worst boss? There was no mention of whether the summoned person would be a subordinate, or if he would still be hostile to Grid. But if he thought about it with common sense, Elfin Stone was more likely to be his subordinate.


  Grid clenched his fists tightly. He was thrilled as he imagined Elfin Stone becoming his slave. However, there was one thing that bothered him. Grid turned to stare at the party members.


  “All of you should know the value of these items. It’s too burdensome for me to gobble them up alone.”


  The party members smiled brightly.


  “Don’t you normally do this for us?”


  “We can get items from a legendary blacksmith for free, as long as we provide the materials.”


  “Besides, don’t forget that the main player in this raid is Grid.”


  “In the first place, we wouldn’t have raided Elfin Stone if it wasn’t for you.”


  “Everyone…”


  He was deeply grateful for their help with his quest, as well as giving him such consideration. Where in the world did such nice and kind friends existed? Grid vowed yet again. He had to return double the grace they showed to him. But before that, there was something he needed to do.


  “Jishuka. Please fire Phoenix Arrow here.”


  “Huh? Why?”


  Phoenix Arrow was a symbol of Jishuka’s authority, as well as her ultimate skill. It was the strongest skill that summoned a fire bird and turned the whole area into a sea of fire. Why did Grid want her to use Phoenix Arrow here? Grid pointed towards the pavranium that Jishuka had given him.


  “To smelt this.”


  “…”


  Jishuka recalled a disgraceful moment from the past. Grid had wanted her to use her ultimate skill as a substitute for a blast furnace. Her pride was upset. However, she couldn’t refuse her guild master just because of pride. Moreover, Yura was also present. Jishuka wanted to prove that she was better than Yura.


  “…I understand.”


  Jishuka used Phoenix Arrow. It was a tremendous decision considering her normal prideful personality. Her colleagues looked at her with a pitying gaze.


  ‘Grid’s attitude towards women is too lacking.’


  ‘He isn’t delicate…’


  ‘Our poor Jishuka. Falling in love with an uncaring guy like that.’


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid became a bad guy who devoted himself to making an item. Using the fire that Phoenix Arrow generated, he smelted the pavranium and attached it to Lifael’s Spear. As a result, a small handle was attached to Lifael’s Spear. It meant that he could swing Lifael’s Spear by holding it in his hand.


  But it still wasn’t complete. In order to truly be reborn as Lifael’s Spear, he needed to acquire the remaining 14 pavranium.


  ‘If I collect all 14 pavranium…’


  The length of the handle had to be increased in order to enhance the spear to its best performance. At that time, it would be truly reborn as Lifael’s Spear. Its power would be comparable or even higher than Iyarugt’s.


  “Give me any equipment you want repaired.”


  Grid reached out to his party members. Then they entrusted him with the items that were damaged during the course of the city raid.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Indeed, Grid was a legendary blacksmith. There were dozens of items to be repaired. His speed was several times faster than ordinary blacksmiths. Grid’s true power was revealed when he was holding the hammer.


  After that.


  “Let’s depart.”


  After the maintenance, Grid’s party left the 13th city and headed towards the 14th city. They planned to conquer the 14th and 15th cities first, then start sequentially from 12 down to 1. They were tired at the thought of all the city masters being like Elfin Stone, but the party didn’t shrink back.


  It was because Grid’s increased strength and the addition of Yura raised the morale of the party. Unlike the concerns of the party, the expedition proceeded smoothly. The masters of the 14th and 15th cities were only barons, not earls. They were ridiculously weak compared to Elfin Stone.


  “Indeed, if vampires like Elfin Stone were so common, then this world would’ve already been dominated by vampires.”


  The party was able to deduce that the difficulty of the 13th city was exceptionally high. Only Grid was suffering among the party members who had regained their composure.
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  ‘No, dammit!’


  Pagma’s Descendant could wear all types of equipment items unconditionally. This was one of Pagma’s Descendant’s greatest strengths, and was the source of his destructive power. However, he couldn’t equip Iyarugt. It was because Iyarugt rejected Grid.


  –An inferior demonkin? The demonic power that I feel from you is too weak and low quality. You don’t deserve to be my master.


  [You are rejected by Iyarugt.]


  [You have failed to wear Iyarugt.]


  If Iyarugt had cursed him, he could’ve cancelled it with his passive immune status. But Iyarugt just didn’t tolerate Grid’s existence itself. It wasn’t a matter that could be overcome with status immunity.


  Grid was baffled. He never imagined that there would be an item he couldn’t wear.


  ‘It’s frustrating.’


  There was only one way to increase the rating of a growth item. Use it a lot. However, Grid couldn’t wear it so he had no way to increase the rating. Grid wanted Iyarugt to become a legendary weapon, so he was now in a difficult situation.


  ‘I have to increase my demonic power?’


  Iyarugt rejected Grid because his demonic power was too low. If he increased his demonic power, Iyarugt would no longer reject Grid. But Grid was unwilling.


  ‘The higher the demonic power, the more likely I am to go to hell.’


  Demonic power rising. It meant he would become a demon sooner. The reason Grid could be sure of this was because of the notification windows he saw when he was in hell.


  [The duration of Blackening is over.]


  [Your demonic power is sealed and your species has returned to a human being.]


  [It is impossible for ordinary humans to enter hell. You are expelled from hell.]


  The system had clearly said so. It was impossible for a human to enter and stay in hell. In other words, if his demonic power was high enough to allow him entry to hell, he had already become a demon.


  ‘A demon…’


  If he played a species hostile to humans, would it be possible to progress normally in the game? It would be tough. He wouldn’t be able to keep his position as lord of Reidan, which meant the collapse of Overgeared. In the worst case scenario, Irene and Khan would leave his side. Grid wanted to avoid becoming a demon as much as possible.


  ‘For the time being, I will use Iyarugt only when Blackening is activated.’


  If he handled it briefly, he would improve his understanding of the item. If it reached 100% understanding…


  ‘At that time, I will use the Legendary Blacksmith’s Reconstruction.’


  He would change Iyarugt into a soul that obeyed him, making him the perfect master of Iyarugt. Grid’s face distorted in a wicked manner as he pledged.


  ‘I will change its name to Yakult.’


  It was a 200 won drink that Grid had drank since he was a child, and Iyarugt was hard to pronounce. It was a good choice to change the name into something easier to call.


  “Kukukuk…!”


  The demon sword Iyarugt, which had swordsmanship comparable to a great demon. It wasn’t long until his noble pride would be brutally trampled on.


  ***


  Yura joined the party from the 14th city onwards. She was level 203 when she joined. She might’ve been the former 5th ranked user and a legendary class, but wasn’t her level too low? The party members judged that Yura joining them was too premature. She would be a burden, rather than help the party.


  But she defied everyone’s predictions. The legendary class, Demon Slayer, seemed to be fatal to all demonkin. Yura showed off a transcendent combat power against the vampires.


  Tatang! Tang tang!


  A Demon Slayer’s main weapon was a magic gun. For convenience, a magic gun was a weapon that could only be produced at an alchemy facility and it depended on the user’s control ability. It required discharging a constant amount of magic power quickly and properly as a bullet.


  Every attack required a series of steps, so it wasn’t easy. If Grid was given a magic gun to use, he would fail more than 100 times. Maybe it would take him more than three minutes to shoot a bullet.


  But Yura was different. She skillfully handled the magic gun based on her masterful control from her time as a black magician, as well as her innate talent. Even magic gunmen would admire her skill.


  “Kuak!”


  “Kiyaaak!”


  The pure white pistol blended with Yura’s white skin. Every time she fired a magic bullet, the inferior vampires would shed blood.


  “What is this…?”


  The vampires made disbelieving expressions. A human woman with ebony hair tied up. She was so beautiful that she even attracted the vampires who regarded humans as food, and she didn’t have any divine power. Yet her abilities were deadly to them.


  Their bodies turned to black smoke, but still received damage. It was an attack that even neutralized the black smoke.


  “This woman…! What is your identity?”


  A vampire shouted when he saw his kin die from the bullets. The vampires reigned as a top-level predator, but they were now terrified of a human. Furthermore, a Korean woman! Peak Sword’s patriotism rose at the sight.


  “Do you know Yura!!!?”


  “…That person, it’s obvious that ‘do you know’ are the only English words he speaks.”


  “He doesn’t even know how to use it correctly.”


  The party clicked their tongue at Peak Sword’s tendencies. Yura just focused on the battle. The passive skill that was fatal to all demonkin, ‘Purification’ was refined into the magic bullets and then she shot them with ‘Demonkin Contempt.’


  Tatang! Tang tang!


  The biggest advantage of a magic gun was the speed of the bullets. It was almost impossible to cope with the bullets, unlike arrows. The disadvantage was the slow firing speed.


  Unlike the guns of modern society, the magic guns had to undergo the magic refinement process, making the shooting speed very slow. This was a fundamental problem that couldn’t be overcome, even with Yura’s skill.


  Click!


  Yura shot at the head of a bullet and was reloading her magic power.


  “Damn human!”


  The surviving vampires rushed over and wielded their sharp nails at Yura.


  “This!”


  Vantner, the only tanker of the party, was protecting Zednos. It was because Zednos used a wide area spell and attracted the aggro. He couldn’t help Yura. Someone ran over as Vantner looked shocked.


  “Yura!”


  The person desperately called out Yura’s name. Was it Grid? No. Grid was struggling with Iyarugt while hunting alone. In the first place, he wasn’t paying attention to Yura. The person rushing to help Yura was Peak Sword. Yura was the proud daughter of South Korea, so he couldn’t tolerate her being hurt.


  “I’m coming! Yura!”


  Peak Sword shouted. In fact, Yura didn’t need his help. A legendary class. In addition, it was a combat focused legendary class.


  Supak!


  Yura put away her magic gun and pulled out a sword. She used the skill ‘Brilliance Sword’ and swung at the vampires. The vampires tasted the pain of burning flesh. Peak Sword couldn’t help admiring it.


  “You can even use swordsmanship…!”


  That’s right. A Demon Slayer’s main weapon actually wasn’t a magic gun. A Demon Slayer possessed the Weapons Mastery skill and could use all types of weapons. It was just that the active skills specialized in the gun and one-handed swordsmanship.


  “You’re really running wild against the small fry!”


  The intermediate vampires witnessed the junior ones being beaten up by Yura and rushed over. Panic appeared on Yura’s face. The junior vampires were in the mid-200s, while the intermediate vampires were at least level 280. The level difference between them was so large that Yura couldn’t do any damage at all.


  “Where are you looking?”


  Jishuka’s voice was heard as Yura looked around for a way to escape the vampires. Jishuka was talking to the vampires.


  “Your opponent is me!”


  Pepepeng!


  The arrows revolved like a drill and pierced the hearts of the vampires. Jishuka connected fire arrows with the dancing arrows, causing them to explode.


  “I didn’t help you. I was just maintaining my experience.”


  Yura smiled at the words.


  ‘I’m happy.’


  Due to her innate talent and beauty, Yura was always alone. People of the same sex were jealous or wanted to borrow money from her, so she never opened up her heart to make friends. But the Overgeared members were different.


  They were all people with the same talent as Yura. They didn’t give Yura special treatment or try to keep her in check. Yura was able to realize again. It was much more rewarding being with someone, rather than being alone.


  ‘It is really good that I joined Overgeared.’


  The reason why Yura joined Overgeared was because of Grid. She wanted to quickly regain her ranking by joining Overgeared. There was also her personal liking. Grid was different from ordinary men. He was indifferent to her. Every once in a while, he showed annoyance.


  This aspect was attractive to Yura. Was she masochistic? No (perhaps). Yura just felt comfortable with the man who didn’t put pressure on her.  The main point was that Grid’s help in the National Competition was very attractive. It was the first time she had a crush on someone, so Yura wanted to be near Grid.


  However, now she liked the Overgeared Guild itself.


  “It’s up to here!”


  Chaaeng!


  It was around two days after Grid’s party started killing the vampires in the 10th city. The boss appeared in the middle of the city, as windows of a building were shattered. Just like the 14th, 15th, 12th and 11th cities, the boss was a True Blood Baron.


  “Daring to make a mess in my city! It can’t be forgiven!”


  Kuooooh!


  Bloody magic power spread in all directions. The surge of magic power was enormous. It was much stronger than a normal dungeon boss. But it was nothing compared to Elfin Stone. Grid’s party had experience raiding Elfin Stone, so the baron vampires were no threat. 


  “Blackening.”


  Grid revealed his power from the beginning. The red sword and dark power coming from him made him look like a grim reaper.


  “K-Keok! Why are humans so strong…?”


  The boss of the 10th city scattered into black smoke. The vampire ring he dropped was distributed among the Overgeared members.


  “Okay.”


  His understanding of Iyarugt was approaching 20%. It was very slow, but it was at least going up. Grid once again vowed to rename him Yakult and started searching for the pavranium.


  Then he encountered Braham’s soul in the cave with the pavranium. It was a reunion after around one and a half years of Satisfy time.


  [Pagma’s Descendant! We finally meet!]


  ‘Eh?’


  It was an unexpected reunion. It was because Braham’s soul didn’t appear in the 11~15th cities. To be honest, Grid had almost forgotten about Braham’s existence.


  ‘Will he be angry?’


  Grid was stealing the pavranium instead of performing the quest, so Braham would obviously be angry. Grid greeted him awkwardly.


  “I-It has been a while.”


  But Braham’s response was surprising.


  [Please help me!]


  Not only was Braham not angry, he was actually begging. It was different from the personality that Grid knew. The class quest left abandoned was about to undergo an upheaval.
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  Braham Eshwald.


  One of the nine direct descendants of Shizo Beriache. He was one of the cleverest in the clan, and one day he had a deep question.


  ‘God Yatan gave us the Curse of Idleness because of our strength and ambition, but why?’


  God Yatan had a destructive desire. He wished to bring destruction to all the beings blessed by the goddess of light, Rebecca. Absolute strength and cruelty was necessary to accomplish this desire, and the right species was the vampires.


  Vampires were powerful and could achieve God Yatan’s wish. So why seal their power with the Curse of Idleness? He couldn’t understand it.


  Furthermore.


  ‘Why wasn’t any prohibition placed on the great demons?’


  It stunk.  Braham smelled something nasty and started to explore deeper into the gods. Then after 483 years, he discovered a fact. God Yatan’s destructive instinct only activated in a certain cycle.


  ‘Once human desires reaches the peak, chaos will come to the world.’


  In other words, it happened when Goddess Rebecca could no longer control the world. Only then would God Yatan’s destructive instincts be exercised.


  ‘God Yatan will emerge to destroy the world, then Goddess Rebecca will once again create a new world.’


  Yatan and Rebecca. The two opposing gods on the surface were actually cooperating with each other.


  “Kukuk… We’re just playthings in the hands of the gods.”


  Even now, the creatures of Yatan and Rebecca were hating and slaughtering each other. It was originally designed like this. Yatan and Rebecca were actually in a relationship to maintain the balance of this world?


  Braham felt a great sense of betrayal. His infinite reverence for Yatan vanished. He suddenly realized the reason why Shizo Beriache, originally one of the great demons, was expelled from hell into the human world.


  ‘Mother was like me.’


  The clever Beriache would’ve known about the reality of Yatan. She questioned him and was cursed with the Curse of Idleness, as well as being expelled from hell.


  ‘What about the other great demons?’


  Did they know the truth, or were they just obedient puppets?


  ‘No matter what.’


  There was only one thing Braham wanted.


  ‘I will overcome the Curse of Idleness.’


  Shizo Beriache was a great demon of predation. The vampires who inherited her blood also had the same tendencies. Among them, Braham wanted to eat knowledge. However, due to the Curse of Idleness, he slept most of the day and it was almost impossible.


  ‘There is deep meaning in the great god’s curse.’


  He must’ve cursed us to restrain our appetites. But what was the reality?


  ‘There is no god in the first place.’


  Yatan. In other words, the omnipotent entity they thought of as a god didn’t exist. He was a passive machine that existed just for the providence of the world. There was no reason to serve it or endure the current trials.


  ‘Yatan, I will overcome the curse you laid on us and will be faithful to my instincts.’


  He would accumulate knowledge and become a perfect existence! On that day, Braham pledged to explore all the disciplines and magic of the world. Over hundreds of years, he built up his knowledge and devoted himself to magic research by using all types of species as his test subjects. Among them were his clan members.


  And this was the beginning of the worst situation.


  ***


  “Braham! I’ll kill you!”


  A vampire was crying while hugging his lover’s dead body. It was Elfin Stone, the 9th child of Shizo Beriache.


  “Leah, you dare do to her…! Leah!!!”


  Elfin Stone was enraged that his lover was the victim of the research. Braham asked him, “Brother, do you fail to understand my inquiring mind even until the end? Don’t you wonder about the source of my inquisitiveness?”


  “I don’t understand! How can I understand your strange behavior when studying magic, to the point of even sacrificing your clan members? You’re just crazy!”


  “…You’re saying this as well?”


  He blamed the Curse of Idleness. They didn’t question anything. They found everything annoying and only coped with the things in front of them.


  “There is no value for our clan.”


  Braham confirmed it.


  “Brethren, listen to me. You’re worse than the humans you treat as livestock. You have no right to grab at my ankles.”


  “Stop talking such sophistry!”


  Elfin Stone used Blood Field and summoned Iyarugt to attack Braham. But he wasn’t his match from the beginning. Braham was a duke while Elfin Stone was just an earl, so the difference was clear.


  “Dammit…! Dammit! Brahammmm!”


  “Disgusting.”


  The sight of the screaming and bleeding Elfin was sad and funny. Even as Elfin Stone was about to be killed by the enemy, he couldn’t endure the drowsiness and his eyes were closing.


  “Braham.”


  A woman appeared in front of the laughing Braham. Shizo Beriache.


  “Mother…”


  Braham was shaken. Beriache had been sleeping for hundreds of years after being directly cursed by Yatan, so why was she awake at this time?


  ‘She should’ve woken up in 50 years.’


  Braham was confused when he suddenly felt something strange from Beriache.


  ‘I can’t feel her vitality.’


  Beriache was dying. Why? She should have eternal life.


  ‘That girl…!’


  Braham belatedly noticed the girl standing next to Beriache. It was a black-haired girl who looked exactly like Beriache.


  “Is this my 10th sibling?”


  Braham’s expression distorted. The magic power coming from the girl was far beyond Beriache’s power.


  “Mother! You gave birth to a being beyond yourself!”


  “…You broke the taboo that the clan members shouldn’t be harmed, no matter what.”


  “Mother, that…”


  Braham tried to explain, but closed his mouth. He knew that his actions of sacrificing his clan members for his greed wouldn’t be forgiven. Beriache looked at him with hatred.


  “I have loved you more than anyone.”


  “…”


  Tears appeared in Braham’s eyes. It was because Beriache, who should be enjoying eternal life, now had wrinkles on her neck. All of this was due to that girl! Braham struck at at his new sibling. And he failed to hit the girl, Marie Rose.


  “Excuse me for doing this from the beginning.”


  “…!”


  The power of Marie Rose was absolute. Despite being a newborn, she defeated Braham who was the strongest of the clan.


  Paduduk!


  “Ack…!”


  Braham groaned angrily as he grabbed his injured wrist. Beriache’s hate-filled gaze didn’t leave him. She was merciless.


  “I have warned all of you that our clan has a craving for predation, so an unimaginable situation will occur if we hurt each other. You have killed many clan members while I was sleeping, and now you want to harm your sibling in front of me? I will punish you to set an example!”


  “…!”


  Braham’s expression twisted. Marie Rose’s little fangs bit his neck and all the blood in his system was sucked out, causing unimaginable pain. On this day, Braham lost his eternal life. He was banished from the clan.


  After 100 years.


  Braham concealed himself as a human while studying magic and succeeded in overcoming the Curse of Idleness. But now he had a finite life. He needed to regain eternal life in order to eat more knowledge.


  Braham started to explore immortality magic, and in the process, he gained the title of great magician. In the end, he couldn’t complete the magic of eternal life. But there was no need to feel despair. It was the next best thing, but he completed the resurrection magic.


  ***


  Braham finished recalling the past and returned to reality. He stood in front of the human called Grid.


  [I asked you to make me the Vessel of the Soul. Then I will be resurrected. I will be able to repeat this resurrection several times in the future. But you said that you can’t create the Vessel of the Soul because you can’t receive God Yatan’s blessing?]


  “Yes. It’s impossible, since I have a hostile relationship with the Yatan Church.”


  Braham begged Grid.


  [If so, please give me permission to possess your body.] 


  “Possess… What?”


  Grid doubted his ears. Possession! It meant that a ghost would be inside his body! Wasn’t this the material of a third-rate horror movie?


  “W-What if I don’t want to?”


  Grid disliked supernatural phenomena. Braham tried to persuade him.


  [There is no need to worry about your body. The only thing I will do is fly to the Yatan Church to receive Yatan’s blessing.]


  “Will it be that easy?”


  Grid asked suspiciously, but Braham answered without hesitation.


  [I can smash the Yatan Church, even if I was occupying the body of a five year old child.]


  Indeed, this was the confidence of a legendary great magician who survived fighting against the dragon Trauka.


  [I will give you all the pavranium I possess if you let me borrow your body for half a day. In addition, I will teach you one spell.]


  “Why does an already dead person want to be resurrected?”


  Braham’s answer was simple and concise.


  [I want to explore all the knowledge that exists in this world. I will become immortal!]


  Then a notification window popped up in front of Grid.


  [The Second Class Quest: [Great Magician’s Resurrection has been updated.]


  [Great Magician’s Resurrection]


  Great Magician Braham is insatiable. He has no intention of stopping his search for knowledge.


  It is part of his natural instincts, so he can’t be condemned.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Accept Braham’s soul and make a Vessel of the Soul out of the pavranium that has been blessed by God Yatan.


  Quest Clear Reward: Learn a magic spell. Acquire all the pavranium scattered throughout the continent. 


  ‘The total number of pavranium was 28.’


  Out of that number, Grid currently owned 11 pavranium.


  ‘I need at least 18 pieces of pavranium to perfectly reproduce Lifael’s Spear.’


  If he obtained all the pavranium, he would have 10 pieces remaining, even if he made Lifael’s Spear. No, he didn’t need to cling to Lifael’s Spear. He should be able to create an even better item if he took advantage of all 28 pavranium. But the reward of the magic spell attracted Grid more than the pavranium.


  ‘Can I really learn magic as a blacksmith?’


  It might be only one spell, but it was a spell taught by a great magician. Obviously the spell would be terrific. The thrilled Grid accepted the changed quest without hesitation.


  “Okay! I will accept your request!”


  At the same time.


  [An excellent choice!]


  Braham’s soul fragment shouted and flew towards Grid.


  [Braham is trying to enter your body. Would you like to accept?]


  “Of course!”


  At the same time, Grid’s body was surrounded by light.


  [You have accepted the soul of the great magician, Braham.]


  [Your class will be changed from Pagma’s Descendant to Great Magician.]


  [From now on, your body will move according to Braham’s will.]


  “Wow…”


  The party members watching the situation let out impressed sounds. It was because Grid’s status window was amazing after he accepted Braham’s soul.


  Grid (Great Magician)


  Lv. 545


  Health: 858,310


  Mana: 13,965,000


  The party information window didn’t show detailed information such as attack power, magic power, defense, skills list, etc. However, they could guess it based on the level, health and mana. The white-haired, red-eyed Grid spoke to the open mouthed party members.


  “I am thankful to everybody. The securing of the pavranium is now meaningless, so return to Reidan first.”


  Pahat!


  Grid’s body disappeared with the light.




  Chapter 307


  A vast body of water. There was a flash of light over the endless sea and a man appeared.


  Grid. As Braham’s soul occupied his body and immediately teleported to this place, he opened up the status window.


  Name: Braham Eshwald (Grid)


  Class: Great Magician


  Title: Possessor of Great Knowledge


  * The best intellectual of this time. The truth hasn’t been learned yet, so he is still obstinate. This pursuit of knowledge is very strong, sometimes acting as a poison.


  * Intelligence will rise by 35%.


  * There is a low probability of running wild.


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  * Abnormal conditions don’t work well on you.


  * You won’t die when health is at the minimum.


  * Easily acknowledged.


  Title: ???


  * ???


  Level: 545


  Health: 858,310/858,310 (Correction)


  Mana: 13,964,000/13,965,000 (Correction)


  Strength: 258    Stamina: 3,400


  Agility: 1,009     Intelligence: 15,880


  * In this human flesh, Braham Eshwald’s full strength can’t be drawn out. Most of his stats are sealed.


  Every level up gave 10 stat points. In other words, it meant that the sum total of Braham’s stats at level 545 exceeded 20,000, which was beyond common sense. Of course, there were many ways to raise stats apart from levelling up, but even considering this, Braham’s stats were too unrealistic.


  Grid’s total stats exceeded 14,000, but that was because he had a large variety of stats. Grid only had around 6,000 points in his combat related stats. It was ridiculously high, but it just seemed shabby in front of Braham.


  ‘It even says that Braham’s stats are sealed. What was his original strength?’ 


  Considering his health and mana, Braham’s strength and stamina should be at least 10 times higher than it was now.


  ‘Rather…’


  ‘In this human flesh, Braham Eshwald’s full strength can’t be drawn out.’


  This phrase really bothered him.


  “You, are you not a human?”


  [My appearance is no different from humans, and I have a finite life.]


  ‘…Does that mean he’s human?’


  Humans were humans. No. If that was the case, answer simply instead of making it so complicated.


  “So, where is this place?”


  It was difficult to distinguish the sea from the sky. Grid was confused about whether his feet were in the sky or sea right now, or if he was standing upright or upside down. Braham laughed at him, who was struggling before the overwhelming majesty of nature.


  [A legend feels awe at something like this?]


  “Isn’t it natural for humans to feel smaller in front of nature?”


  [A legend is transcendent. You shouldn’t think of yourself as a simple person. It is no different from making a wall around yourself.]


  ‘It is plausible.’


  Originally, Grid was suspicious of Braham. Pagma was recorded as dying 100 years ago. On the other hand, Braham said that Pagma died 300 years ago, making him a liar and suspicious. But was it because Braham’s soul was now inside him? His suspicions and wariness towards Braham faded and he started to sympathize with the words.


  [You should only beware those who can threaten you, and feel contempt towards the rest. That is the attitude of a legend.]


  “Then do you fear caution as well?”


  Grid sounded him out. Grid’s mouth smiled. It was Braham’s smile.


  [I am beyond the boundaries of fear.]


  “…Ah, I see.”


  It was like this when they met a year and a half ago. Braham had high pride. He was already dead, but what would he have been like when alive?


  “In any case, where is this place?”


  Grid asked Braham again.


  [The Red Sea]


  Red Sea. It was the largest sea that separated the East Continent and West Continent. In the past thousands of years, both continents had poured a myriad of resources into crossing the sea, but they failed.


  Only a few people succeeded in intercontinental movement. In the process, tens of thousands of victims were said to have shed blood here, turning the sea red.


  [This is the center of the world. It is a source of infinite mana. That is where the worst creatures can exist deep in the sea.]


  “You don’t have to explain every trivial detail.”


  [Okay, I will get to the point. I can obtain something from here.]


  Kuooooong.


  Immediately after Braham’s meaningful remark, big waves occurred on the surface of the sea.


  Kururung!


  A tsunami occurred in a short amount of time. A thunderstorm occurred in the darkened sky, causing a shiver to go down Grid’s spine.


  “What is this all of a sudden… Heok?’


  The grumbling Grid suddenly realized it. The source of irritation that stirred the endless sky and sea. It was Braham. The notification windows proved this.


  [Braham has used Spell Drain.]


  [There is no target.]


  [The target isn’t limited.]


  [Magic power has been stolen from the atmosphere.]


  [Magic power has been stolen from the sea.]


  [Magic power has been stolen from the sun.]


  [Your magic power has temporarily increased.]


  [Your magic power has temporarily increased.]


  [Your magic power has temporarily…]


  …


  …


  ‘This is ridiculous!’


  Spell Drain. It was a magic that could steal a certain amount of magic power from the targeted user, monster, or NPC. It was a basic spell that any magician could learn, and the effects were insignificant.


  Braham’s Spell Drain was showing a power that was beyond common sense. By designating the target as all of nature, the amplification rate of the magic power was unthinkable.


  [This is enough.]


  Braham stopped Spell Drain when his magic power was several times higher than before and used Teleport. Grid’s body disappeared again with the light.


  ***


  The location of the Yatan Church’s main temple changed from time to time. There were many hostile forces, so they had to keep the location a secret. Since Satisfy opened, there wasn’t a single user who knew the location of the temple. Even the black magicians who were members of the church didn’t know the location of the main temple.


  But today.


  “I finally found it.”


  The 1st ranked explorer, Skunk’s party succeeded in finding the Yatan Church’s main temple. It was truly a historic achievement.


  “Isn’t it small and unimpressive? I thought it would be a nice place like the Rebecca Church’s Vatican.”


  “The Vatican is unnecessarily big.”


  Eighth Canyon. The steep walls were in the shape of the number eight, and the temple was located on the outskirts of the canyon. At first glance, it was like a shabby temple in a rural village. However, the three pillars placed at the entrance of the temple looked exactly like those described in the book.


  “Contact every guild and church. Sell this information at an expensive price.”


  The Yatan Church had committed a lot of evils. There were many users with quests to subjugate the Yatan Church. Skunk’s party could become rich if they traded the information.


  “Hao is offering 1.5 million gold.”


  “That dog.”


  “The Giant Guild is offering 1.8 million gold.”


  “It is still lacking.”


  “The Violet Guild is offering 2.35 million gold.


  “Violet? Oh, the first paladin of the Dominion Church.”


  Damian of the Rebecca Church, Toban of the Judar Church, and Violet of the Dominion Church. They were often called the three main paladins. Among them, Violet’s ranking was the lowest. However, it was rumored that her combat ability was the best. In the first place, it was natural that the Dominion Church’s paladins would be more specialized in battle than the paladins of other religions.


  “2.53 million gold… It’s a little less than I expected.” 


  Skunk made an ambiguous expression while his companions tried to persuade him.


  “It has already been one year and eight months since the massive war between the allies and the Yatan Church started. But there are fewer people obsessed with the Yatan Church’s quest than I thought.”


  “The Dominion Church is a religion that admires war.”


  “I don’t think anyone will offer more than Violet. Make the deal with Violet.”


  Skunk nodded.


  “Hmm, okay. Instead, I have a condition.”


  “What condition?” 


  “She should come with reporters from at least 15 countries.”


  Skunk’s party had found the Yatan Church’s main temple! Skunk was planning to increase the value of himself and his party by spreading this great news all over the world. The party members nodded.


  Then three days later. Skunk’s party met up with Violet. Dozens of reporters filmed their meeting.


  “The publicity is excellent.”


  Skunk shrugged at Violet, who handed over the advance with a cynical smile.


  “Don’t you want to spread the word that you are the one who shattered the Yatan Church’s main temple? Take them to the Yatan Temple and have then film you in action.”


  “Our guild operates an internet broadcasting station. It is more profitable to spread the quest’s progress through the guild’s station rather than sell it to other broadcasters.”


  “Ah, is that so? Then the reporters should go home alone.”


  Violet paid the reporters for their work. Then she followed Skunk’s guidance and headed towards the main temple.


  “Chase after them.”


  The reporters weren’t going to miss this scoop. Unlike their promise to Violet, they secretly followed her group instead of leaving. The next day. The Violet Guild were able to reach the Yatan Church’s main temple, hidden in Eight Canyon.


  “This is the place….”


  Gulp.


  Violet’s party members couldn’t hide their tension as they stood in front of the main temple. Tallos, the Yatan Church’s First Servant, was at the main temple. Could they really succeed in raiding him?


  There were over 90 of them and their preparations were complete, but the information about Tallos was lacking. They only heard rumors that he was the strongest black magician.


  Violet encouraged her uneasy troops.


  “The class combination of our group is ideal, and there are four people who have third advancement classes. Our strength is enough to kill the First Servant, and then we will shatter the main temple of the Yatan Church.”


  There was a reason for Violet’s confidence.


  [Kill the First Servant of Yatan (SS+)]


  It had been one year and eight months since she received this quest. Violet was only a first advancement paladin who hadn’t reached level 200 yet when she got it. Now she was a third advancement paladin.


  Couldn’t she defeat Tallos, who was a named grade boss that she received at the time of the second advancement? Tallos’ level was likely to be lower than everyone expected. Violet made this positive analysis and her group entered the main temple, with the reporters following closely behind.


  Then after a while. Violet’s group fell into misery.


  “Look at these trivial things.”


  Yatan’s First Servant, Tallos. His strength was beyond belief. As a fourth advancement black magician, he overwhelmed Violet’s group alone. Even his subordinates were third advancement black magicians.


  Violet’s face distorted as she fell victim to a curse.


  “This is crazy…!”


  She would miserably fail the quest that she had for one year and eight months! Violet thought it was unfair. Her stomach cramped because she paid 2.35 million gold to Skunk and 300,000 gold on the preparations. She wanted to split apart the head of the alliance general who gave her this difficult quest at level 200.


  On the other hand, the reporters were busy capturing this scene. They forgot about acting secretly so that they wouldn’t be seen by Violet.


  ‘Amazing!’


  ‘A huge scoop!’


  Yatan’s First Servant that was wrapped in a veil of mystery, Tallos! He was more than expected. The audience ratings would be huge the moment they showed the large scale group that included four third advancement users being overwhelmed. The reporters could get this year’s press award and special bonuses.


  The moment that Violet’s group was feeling desperate.


  “Magic Missile.”


  It was a basic spell that level 10 magicians who just started the game could learn. The weak spell pierced through the temple and struck Tallos’ chest.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  “Huh?”


  “Huh?”


  What was wrong with him? Tallos, who hadn’t flinched despite being hit by the third advancement users, was screaming with pain. It was natural for all eyes to move in the direction that Magic Missile came from.


  “A fake. Hey, where is Amoract’s soul hiding?”


  The white haired man speaking in a haughty manner to Tallos. The people who identified him were astonished.




  Chapter 308


  “Grid…?”


  The man who made Tallos scream with just one Magic Missile. The ID ‘Grid’ was above his head. Violet’s group and the reporters were extremely confused.


  “Is that Grid?”


  The first legendary class, Grid! How many people in this world didn’t know him? Except for children under six years old and elderly people over 80, most people had probably heard Grid’s name.


  Violet’s group also knew about Grid. How he lived a hard life before obtaining a legendary class, how he absorbed the Tzedakah Guild, and so on. There wasn’t much that the rankers and reporters didn’t know about Grid.


  That’s why the impact was larger.


  ‘How could Grid use a spell?’


  He often used Fly. However, it was already analyzed that it was a magic that only showed up when he was wearing certain boots. Then what about now? They didn’t know why, but Grid wasn’t wearing a single item. He was wearing the basic clothes that were provided to everyone.


  In other words, the Magic Missile he used a while ago wasn’t magic attached to an item, but a spell he used directly.


  ‘How can a blacksmith use magic…? Heok! D-Don’t tell me?’


  ‘Perhaps! A second class!’


  The mysterious Mongol was the first to earn a second class. Over a period of a year and a half, more than 100 people with second classes had appeared. They couldn’t rule out the possibility that Grid was one of them.


  ‘A legendary class and now a second class…!?’


  ‘This is a headline!’


  The cameras of the excited reporters were focused solely on Grid. They had completely lose interest in Violet’s group.


  ‘This is…!’


  Violet felt bad for many reasons. She invested millions of gold in this raid, reporters were filming this failure, and now Grid interfered? It was tiring and annoying. She threatened the reporters with legal action, then shouted to Grid.


  “Grid! Don’t you know the basic etiquette? Intervening in an ongoing raid without permission, it is an act that deserves criticism!”


  Violet was a woman, but she spoke like a man. In addition, her outward appearance was no different from a man. Her hair was short and she was wearing heavy armor with no embellishments. The complex about her physique was a large reason behind her neutral appearance.


  “Etiquette?”


  Grid slowly descended from the collapsed ceiling. He looked down at Violet with a chilling gaze and smirked.


  “You want to impose etiquette on someone superior to you?”


  “W-What…?”


  Violet’s face reddened. Speaking in this tone to someone he met for the first time? And he was superior? What a bunch of crap!


  “It’s the first time I’ve seen such an arrogant expression!”


  Grid was a legendary class, duke of a kingdom, and master of the Overgeared Guild. As a representative of all of them, he should be more careful with his remarks and behavior. Violet was extremely disappointed and embarrassed about these arrogant actions.


  The same was true for Grid.


  ‘Braham you bastard…!’


  Braham currently had control of Grid’s body. He was the one who just said those words.


  “I didn’t say that!”


  Grid shouted, but it only echoed in Braham’s brain. He was feeling frustrated while Braham approached Violet. Redness appeared on both of Violet’s cheeks.


  ‘H-Handsome?’


  Originally, Grid’s appearance was ordinary. His cool eyes and prideful attitude made him look not bad, but he couldn’t be called handsome. But now he was different. The white skin that was in harmony with the white hair, the sharp jaws, and the ruby eyes. The subtle difference highlighted his facial faces and brought Grid’s appearance to another level.


  Even Violet’s heart started pounded, despite lacking confidence as a woman and building up a wall against the opposite sex. The reporters also realized that Grid’s appearance was different from normal.


  ‘What? How is he so handsome just from dying his hair?’


  ‘This is obviously…’


  The puzzled reporters suddenly recalled something.


  ‘Plastic surgery!’


  The reporters were convinced that Grid received plastic surgery, since South Korea was famous for it. But it was a misunderstanding. Grid didn’t get plastic surgery. He had no major complaints about his face, and was brave enough to endure it if he ever received a terrible injury.


  If it wasn’t plastic surgery, how did Grid look like this? It was the aftermath of accepting Braham’s soul. Grid’s appearance was partially assimilated with Braham’s appearance. Just as women had the power of makeup and celebrities had lighting, Grid currently had the power of a soul.


  “I am not the one being rude, you are. You should be thankful that I saved you, yet you dared speak to me in such a way.”


  ‘Wow, really arrogant.’


  Violet’s group and the reporters all clicked their tongue at Grid’s arrogance. Violet was filled with anger. She wanted to apply for a PK duel with Grid right away. But her opponent was the leader of Overgeared. She didn’t know how her guild would suffer if she did.


  Violet refused to talk to Grid anymore, but he didn’t mind. No, Braham liked it.


  “Yes, lower your tail. It is your duty.”


  ‘I’m screwed!’


  Grid wanted to cry. He was scared about gaining a large number of anti-fans because of Braham.


  ‘I will be cursed in every Internet article about me!’


  The number of fan club members would decrease and there would be a flood of personal attacks. In the worst case, people might curse his parents, like how Huroi normally spoke. As Grid was grieving, his body moved on its own. 


  He ignored Violet’s group and faced Tallos.


  “Where is Amoract’s soul hiding?”


  During the time Grid wasted speaking to Violet, Tallos had restored his wounds.


  “What is Amoract’s soul? Why are you asking me?”


  “Magic Missile.”


  Puok!


  “Keok!”


  Tallos was appalled. It was because the Magic Missile used by the white haired person penetrated his chest once again.


  ‘How can this be?’


  Tallos was a fourth advancement black magician and one of the 10 great magicians on the continent. Strong magic power was always surrounding his body, so weak spells couldn’t penetrate through it.


  Now a Magic Missile pierced his chest. It was something that shouldn’t have happened.


  “No way… What the hell is your identity?”


  He tried to repair the wound while asking the question, but Grid once again launched a Magic Missile. Tallos was hit in the thigh and fell to his knees.


  ‘This is crazy!’


  Tallos was about to go crazy. He was elected as the agent of Amoract, yet he was suffering because of Magic Missiles? He couldn’t accept it. Grid fired another Magic Missile at Tallos, who realized the seriousness of the situation.


  “Kuaack!”


  Tallos screamed as his heart was pierced this time. He coughed up a large amount of blood, as Grid casually asked.


  “Just answer my question. Where is Amoract’s soul hiding?”


  “Ack…!”


  Unlike what the world knew, Tallos wasn’t Yatan’s First Servant. The true First Servant was Amoract, the great demon of conflict. The only ones who knew this truth were the servants of Yatan.


  Tallos questioned it.


  ‘What is his identity? How is he so strong, and how does he know about Amoract?’


  Grid fired another Magic Missile at him after he didn’t answer.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Tallos fell after being hit. It was painful, but his shame was greater. He was one of the continent’s 10 great magicians! On the surface, he was Yatan’s First Servant! The dogs of the Dominion Church were watching as he was humiliated by Magic Missile! It was an absolute disgrace!


  The incensed Tallos started to attack.


  “I won’t forgive you…! Death Fear!”


  Kyaaaak!


  The illusion of hundreds of evil spirits appeared behind Tallos, and a powerful shock wave occurred. The members of the Yatan Church, Violet’s group, and reporters from various national television stations. 


  All of them felt terrible pain and panic under the influence of the magic that didn’t distinguish between friend or foe. They collapsed and their blood vessels turned black. But Grid was fine. Tallos was greatly confused, but he didn’t make a mistake and linked the next spell.


  “Dark Rage!”


  Kwa kwang!


  Grid was hit by black magic power. It was a spell that could even penetrate the thick leather of a basilisk. Tallos smiled with satisfaction but was still alert. Magic was linked continuously and the ground around Grid was devastated as it burned with flames summoned from hell.


  He used all his power. It was normal for Grid to be turned into ashes. However, he was fine.


  “O-Only Shield…!”


  The lowest level defense magic, Shield. It absorbed a certain amount of damage. This extremely simple and basic magic disabled four of his strongest black spells. Did he have trouble? No, it was simple!


  “Does this make sense?”


  20 years. Tallos had been playing the role of Amoract’s representative for that long. He always maintained his grandeur, but now he was suffering like this.


  “You monster! I’m not a match for you, so kill me quickly!”


  Grid’s attitude towards him didn’t change at all.


  “Magic Missile.”


  “Kuaaaaak! Shit! Shit!! Kill me in one blow with Meteor!”


  “Magic Missile.”


  “Kuheok! You cruel bastard!”


  The First Servant of Yatan, killed by Magic Missile! If this rumor spread, he was concerned that the image of the Yatan Church would be severely damaged. Tallos hoped that the white haired man would kill him with higher level magic.


  However, the white haired man continued to use Magic Missile, making Tallos go crazy. It didn’t take long for the strong mental power of the strongest black magician to succumb.


  “P-Please… Please stop with Magic Missile…”


  Tallos was begging. Grid stopped just as he was about to use Magic Missile again.


  “Where is Amoract’s soul hiding?”


  “L-Ludhadan Cave…”


  Magic Missile was more effective than any mental spell. The stronger the opponent’s pride, the more they were affected. It was enough to open Tallos’ mouth, despite his deep loyalty to Amoract.


  “Okay. I will take your trivial life in exchange for that answer.”


  Tallos begged. He wasn’t begging for his life. He wanted something separate.


  “P-Please kill me with advanced magic.”


  He would be too embarrassed if he was killed with Magic Missile. Tallos didn’t want such a situation. Grid nodded at Tallos, who was desperately asking for advanced magic.


  “Fireball.”


  “This dog �


  …!”


  Tallos’ curse didn’t last long. He was swallowed by flames that were as hot as hellfire and turned to ashes.


  [You have defeated Amoract’s agent, Tallos.]


  [2,620,090,770 experience has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [A Dark Rune has been acquired.]


  ‘Wow…’


  Grid confirmed that Braham was still level 545 in the status window. This meant that Grid was the one who levelled up, not Braham.


  ‘S-Such profit…’


  The Overgeared members would be shocked. Grid raised his level and received an unidentified rune just for accepting Braham’s soul! He was feeling thrilled by the unexpected gain when the reporters rushed towards him.


  “Did you acquire a magician as a second class?”


  “Why is your Magic Missile so powerful? That was Magic Missile, right?”


  “Your shield’s defense was beyond imagination! How high is your magic power?”


  “The fireball seemed like hellfire! What’s the secret behind this great skill?”


  The reporters looked at him with envy. Their resentment towards Grid’s arrogant attitude disappeared.
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  “The Violet Guild is famous for their excellent raid skills. A month ago, they raided the Rotten Horned Rayon. They couldn’t compete with Tallos’ strength, but you succeeded with just Magic Missile and Fireball. Please give us an explanation.”


  The questions of the excited reporters continued. Grid was troubled because some of the questions were are sharp as knives.


  ‘Rumors might spread that I am a bugged user, or that the S.A. Group is supporting me from the rear.’


  Based on the experience he gained, Tallos was far more powerful than Pascal. It was impossible for a user to kill him alone, especially with just basic magic. Grid was troubled by the suspicious reporters.


  “I don’t think you understand me.”


  Braham borrowed Grid’s mouth and started to chatter.


  “I am a legend. I am omnipotent. Trivial beings like you can never imagine, let alone understand me. It is normal.”


  “Wow.”


  The reporters were shocked. At this moment, Grid was beyond arrogance…


  ‘Chuunibyou!’ 


  He was calling himself omnipotent with a serious expression? It was also in front of dozens of cameras! Grid wanted to curl his hands in shame.


  ‘How embarrassing.’


  Grid used to be a chuunibyou. But at the age of 27, Grid met the chuunibyou Lauel and was able to overcome it. Therefore, the 28 year old Grid had a stigma towards being called a chuunibyou.


  ‘Braham, please act more moderately for me!’


  He was thankful for gaining a level, but that was it. He didn’t know how to get rid of the mess that Braham had entangled him in. As Grid was feeling troubled, Braham used Teleport and left the reporters behind.


  ***


  “13 minutes ago in real time, the guild master of Overgeared, Grid, destroyed the First Servant of Yatan with Magic Missiles and Fireball.” 


  “Tallos, Yatan’s First Servant, is a fourth advancement black magician, and even Violet’s group failed in the raid. Grid killed him with basic magic, so his strength is beyond common sense…”


  “People all over the world are raising suspicions that Grid is a bugged player. The S.A. Group has issued an official position that this isn’t the case. However, the suspicions of users isn’t fading. There’s a conspiracy theory that there is some type of deal between Grid and the S.A. Group.” 


  The international media covered the Grid incident. Of course, the public opinion wasn’t good. Most people were suspicious of Grid’s overwhelming strength. There was a lot of speculation on SNS.


  Then the experts from various fields stabilized public opinion.


  “Grid is likely doing a story-driven quest.”


  “Story-driven quest? Ah, you are talking about the ‘Bring Chocolate to the Mother Wolf’ type of quest?


  “Correct. A typical quest that occurs only when the user meets certain conditions. A story-driven quest is often to ‘experience something.’ A typical example is ‘Bring Chocolate to the Mother Wolf’ quest that most of us would’ve experienced in the early days.” 


  Bring chocolate to the mother wolf. It was a quest acquired at level 8. The user who accepted the quest wouldn’t be able to control their body, as they turned into a young wolf and brought chocolate to the mother wolf. The user’s role was just to observe the story of the wolf and appreciate it.


  “Grid’s appearance and tone are different from usual. The fact that he also easily handled a named boss is proof that it isn’t Grid. It is likely that he is experiencing something very special.”


  “That’s right. However, who is that special being?”


  South Korea, the United States, France, Canada, Russia, China, Japan and so on. The international experts came up with a common thought.


  “Braham Eshwald.”


  “The legendary great magician.”


  After that, the portal sites around the world became dominated by articles about Grid.


  [The legendary blacksmith, Grid! He is experiencing what is it like to be a legendary great magician!]


  [Is a great magician the second class that Grid will acquire?]


  [The arrogance of a talented and handsome man is charming? Women all over the world are raving over the white haired Grid!]


  [Grid’s arrogant way of talking is trending on SNS… It’s likely to become a social problem.]


  [The popularity of Grid in Japan, the origin of chuunibyou, is huge! Is this the advent of the 5th Korean wave?]


  [The number of Grid’s fan club members have doubled in 3 hours… The advertisements are soaring.]


  ***


  ‘It would’ve become a mess by now.’


  Grid sighed. He was afraid of the aftermath of Braham’s words.


  ‘I saw the reporters’ faces. Their reactions were disgust.’


  He could easily imagine how they would write the articles. Grid chuunibyou, Grid is arrogant, Grid is bugged, Grid is crazy, and so on. All types of malicious articles would spread on the Internet, and he would gain millions of anti-fans.


  ‘I am probably taking over the real time search words…’


  He was afraid to log out. Knowing his bad luck, he might be chased around the streets.


  ‘Should I hire bodyguards?’


  How long would his suffering last? Grid had no idea of the actual situation and was feeling frustration, while Braham scoffed as he moved through the Ludhadan Cave.


  ‘Amoract, you are as careful as Mother said.’


  The level of the veil placed over the cave was considerable.


  ‘But it isn’t at a level to mislead me.’


  Grid asked as Braham moved deeper into the cave without hesitation.


  “By the way, who is Amoract?”


  Why did he need to hide himself behind a representative? Braham’s answer was simple and concise.


  “The great demon of conflict.”


  “Great demon…! The First Servant of Yatan is a great demon?”


  Grid was completely shocked by the unexpected answer.


  “Surely you don’t mean to fight a great demon right now?”


  “The Amoract here isn’t in a perfect state. It’s just a part of Amoract’s soul, so there’s no need to feel scared. A soul fragment is helpless against me.”


  A great demon wasn’t his opponent. It was like he was declaring that a great demon wasn’t tough.


  ***


  The deepest part of the dark cave. There was a white soul floating above an altar in the center of a large space.


  [You came.]


  The soul greeted Braham. The response was as if it had been waiting for Braham. Braham borrowed Grid’s mouth and said.


  “Amoract, you were aware that I would look for you.”


  [Of course. I know you need the blessing of the gods to get rid of your mortality.]


  “If my guess is correct, you’re going to listen to my demands?”


  [That’s right.]


  “Kukukuk, Marie Rose must be pretty annoying to Yatan.” 


  ‘Marie Rose?’


  It was a familiar name to Grid. A vampire duke who showed absolute dignity. A chill went down Grid’s spine as he recalled her existence.


  ‘If she’s somewhere in the vampire cities…’


  It would’ve been impossible to obtain all the pavranium. It was fortunate that he accepted Braham’s soul to complete the quest.


  [God Yatan favors you, regardless of Marie Rose. Always remember this.]


  “He isn’t a god.” 


  […Be careful with your mouth.]


  Amoract’s sweet voice hardened. It was a level of intimidation that made Grid’s chest tighten. However, Braham wasn’t agitated at all.


  “Shouldn’t you step foot on this land before trying to intimidate me?”


  [It isn’t about intimidation, but manners.]


  “I won’t show courtesy to Yatan. I don’t serve him anymore.”


  ‘Anymore?’


  Did this mean Braham once served Yatan? Grid had doubts, but it wasn’t a question that could be resolved at this time. Braham ordered Grid.


  “Take out the pavranium.”


  [You have temporarily gained control of your body.]


  The notification window popped up and Grid regained his freedom.


  ‘Now I got a little taste.’


  It wasn’t pleasant to give up control of his body to others. Grid felt peace of mind as he summoned Lifael’s Spear. Then Braham commanded Amoract.


  “Now give it Yatan’s blessing.”


  [I don’t like it but… Okay. This is the will of God Yatan.]


  Amoract’s white soul grew bigger and bigger. Then after a short period of time, a dark beam fell from the ceiling.


  Chaaeng!


  Lifae’s Spear was struck by the dark light and shook. Then the notification windows were updated.


  [God Yatan’s blessing has fallen on the pavranium.]


  [Pavranium has gained the ability to increase magic power.]


  Goddess Rebecca’s blessing boosted recovery speed, God Dominion’s blessing increased attack power and God Judar’s blessing increased defense. These blessings were always applied to Grid, who was the owner of the pavranium.


  Grid had been expecting a lot from God Yatan’s blessing. However, the magic power buff was disappointing. Magic power wasn’t very important since Grid couldn’t just magic.


  ‘No, no.’


  Given that he would learn one spell from Braham, it wasn’t so bad that his magic power increased. Grid thought about it positively, while Braham was feeling thrilled. Their souls were assimilated so Grid could feel his intense joy.


  “Finally…! The time has finally come!”


  The resurrection that he had been desiring for hundreds of years. The excited Braham shouted.


  “Now Pagma’s Descendant! Make the Vessel of the Soul!”


  “Okay.”


  Braham’s dubious elements weren’t important to Grid right now. Grid just wanted the enormous rewards from Braham.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid stripped a small amount of pavranium from Lifael’s Spear and made a small bowl. It was a bowl that seemed somewhat rough, but the craftsmanship of the maker could be seen.


  “Kukukuk! Kuahahaha!”


  Braham’s soul left Grid’s body and moved to the Vessel of the Soul.




  Chapter 310


  The moment Braham’s soul was added to the Vessel of the Soul.


  Flash!


  A blue light emerged that brightened the dark cave. Grid’s heart shook wildly.


  ‘With my hand, I’m reviving a legendary great magician…!’


  Braham Eshwald. He was the person who established the current magic system and was regarded as the father of magic. The achievements he left behind were so great that he was truly worthy of being called a legend.


  Grid would resurrect that person with his hands! He was filled with a strange pride at the thought.


  [The soul fragments of Braham scattered all over the continent have gathered in the Vessel of the Soul.]


  The moment the notification windows appeared.


  Syuong! Syuuong!


  Dozens of blue souls shot through the entrance of the space. It was truly spectacular. The appearance of the souls flying in the darkness was like looking at the universe. If there was only one flaw…


  ‘I should’ve made the bowl more beautiful.’


  The bowl produced by Grid was too plain. It had a bright gold color, but the shape was just a rice bowl. Brahan’s soul pieces were the rice. To be precise, it looked like blue rice was being cooked.


  ‘Cough… I’m sorry Braham.’


  It was a true emotion. Grid received Braham’s soul and shared some emotions and thoughts, so a rapport had developed. Despite his wariness towards Braham, he felt a sense of kinship with him.


  It was complete carelessness. This was Braham’s intention. Braham’s soul asked Grid a question as he started to unite with the Vessel of the Soul.


  [Do you remember the words I said on the first day we met?]


  “Roughly.”


  [History states that Pagma died 100 years ago. But I told you that Pagma died 300 years ago. Have you ever wondered why?]


  “Either you or history, one of you is telling a lie.”


  Of course, it was likely that Braham was the one who spoke the lie. Grid had obtained Wendy’s diary from the doppelganger raid. Pagma had appeared before them 140 years ago. In other words, Braham was a liar when he said that Pagma died 300 years ago.


  However, the truth was different.


  [No, there is no lie. Both statements are true. Pagma died 300 years ago, but he existed 100 years ago.]


  ‘What are you saying?’


  Grid’s comprehension wasn’t excellent. He couldn’t understand Braham’s words.


  [I first met Pagma around 300 years ago, and I was amazed beyond admiration. His blacksmithing skills far exceed human standards, making even me feel awe.]


  After that, they became friends. Braham, looked down on others, including his kin. This was the first and last time he respected and socialized with others.


  [Pagma taught me a lot. I was able to evolve further thanks to him.]


  They spent 10 years together. Braham’s vast knowledge was expressed with Pagma’s techniques, greatly contributing to the growth of both.


  [Thanks to Pagma, I was able to study the magic of eternal life more deeply and succeeded in designing the Vessel of the Soul. However, in order to produce the Vessel of the Soul, a special mineral that transcends the god mineral adamantium was required. The only person who could create that mineral is Pagma.]


  The mineral that the two people created was called pavranium.


  “But didn’t you say that Pagma died of old age after making the pavranium?”


  [I thought it was like that.]


  “…Thought?”


  They were meaningful words. As Grid wondered this, Braham’s soul fragments combined into one. The blue that was like the clear sea switched to an ominous red color.


  [Pagma’s Descendant, my soul has become perfect. It’s all thanks to you.]


  “Stop making small talk about Pagma. Give me the rewards that you promised.”


  [But isn’t it strange?]


  “What?”


  Braham’s words were designed to amplify his curiosity. Grid frowned with irritation and Braham spat out horrifying words.


  [Is it possible to resurrect with just a perfect soul? There is no body.]


  “…!”


  Grid’s eyes widened. He finally noticed that something was wrong. Braham’s soul flew towards Grid as he hurriedly pulled out Failure from his inventory.


  [Give me your lowly body!]


  ‘Bullshit!’


  Just what was this bullshit? What type of quest was this? Grid couldn’t understand the situation at all.


  ‘The quest clear condition was to produce the Vessel of the Soul!’


  Grid had already made the Vessel of the Soul. The Great Magician’s Resurrection quest should’ve been completed by now. But rather than the quest being cleared, Braham was aiming for him. This was going against the system.


  ‘Is it a bug? I thought this was a bug free game! Dammit!’


  Would he be the first user to experience a bug in Satisfy?


  ‘Why do I always have to go through this…!?’


  Grid grumbled and complained to the gods, while struggling against Braham’s soul. Braham’s soul circled him and evaded Grid, before entering Grid’s body.


  [The Great Magician Braham is trying to take away your body.] [The player’s body is safely protected. Braham’s attempt has been neutralized.]


  ‘So it’s like this…! There isn’t a bug in Satisfy!’


  Grid’s terrified expression changed to delight as the notification window popped up. Braham spoke to the relieved Grid.


  [Didn’t I say it at the Red Sea? Be wary of anyone who can threaten you.]


  “Why are you preaching after trying to strike me in the back of the head? You bastard! You were trying to take the pavranium and get out of teaching me magic, weren’t you?”


  [It’s a misunderstanding. As you know, only you and Pagma can control the pavranium. Apart from the Vessel of the Soul, the pavranium is just a simple mineral in my hands. It’s also very easy for me to teach you magic. I will fulfill my promise.]


  “…?”


  Wasn’t this the person trying to kill him a moment ago?


  ‘A personality disorder?’


  For example, multiple personalities. Then a notification window popped up in front of the suspicious Grid.


  [The quest ‘Great Magician’s Resurrection’ has been cleared.] [17 pieces of pavranium have been acquired.] [You have acquired the spell ‘Magic Missile.’]


  “What…?”


  It was very encouraging that he cleared the quest safely. He was also happy at acquiring a large number of pavranium. But he actually learnt Magic Missile?


  Joy and anger.


  “You… You!”


  A legendary great magician taught him basic magic? Grid’s face turned red as Braham spoke.


  [Know and understand the subject. You committed a crime by stealing the pavranium for one and a half years, but now I feel good and will forgive you.]


  Braham’s soul was arrogant to the end as he faded away.


  “Dammit…! Dammit!”


  Grid yelled as he was left alone. Amoract’s soul carefully looked at Grid from the alter.


  ‘The Yatan Servants’ Slaughterer. He has gained Braham’s favor.’


  Sururuk.


  Amoract’s soul disappeared from the cave. He failed to turn Yura into a demon, but he succeeded in setting up a way to keep Marie Rose in check, so his role in the human world was complete.


  ***


  “In the end, it went as planned.”


  The chairman’s office in S.A. Group’s headquarters. Lim Cheolho smiled bitterly as he monitored Ludhadan Cave.


  Braham. This was a mysterious existence. He was captivated by the irresistible instinct for knowledge and ended up experimenting on his clan. Braham envied his disciple Mumud, but never harmed him, despite intercepting his achievements. He also hated and missed the friend who betrayed him.


  However…


  ‘He tried to kill Grid, but also feels favorable towards him.’


  Just as Grid felt close to Braham through their souls assimilating, Braham also felt close to Grid.


  ‘Or he might’ve judged that Grid is worthy after inheriting Pagma’s skill.


  It was hard to judge Braham. He was an imperfect existence that felt a conflict before his instincts and the humanity he acquired. Lim Cheolho had always been interested in Braham, whose personality changed drastically after losing eternal life and living as a human.


  “Living a life where he lies to himself and others, turning a blind eye to his changing self… It’s lonely.”


  No matter how tragic, Satisfy’s story was going through the planned sequence. It might not change much for the users who were playing the game, but the progress of the story was fun to watch as an observer.


  ***


  “Hah…”


  Grid sighed as he remained alone in the cave.


  “Magic Missile… I am a Magic Missile magician…”


  Magic Missile was a basic spell that magicians acquired at level 10. It was a basic spell, so the magic power efficiency was terrible. It was hard to inflict a scratch against someone with a certain level of magic resistance. The only advantage was its fast casting speed.


  ‘If I can use it properly, I can use it to disperse the enemy’s gaze or to restrict their movements.’


  Of course, it wouldn’t do any damage if the enemy’s magic resistance was high.


  ‘I can only use it to hunt slimes…’


  Now that he was level 301, he wouldn’t be hunting slimes anytime soon.


  “Hah, really.”


  Grid grumbled and confirmed the information of Magic Missile.


  [Magic Missile (Enhanced) Lv. 1]


  A magic missile developed by the legendary great magician who has completely overturned the activation formula.


  It boasts tremendous power, but consumes a lot of resources.


  It deals damage equal to twice your current magic power to the target. It also ignores the enemy’s magic resistance.


  Resource Consumption: 400 Mana.


  Skill Casting Time: 1 second.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 5 seconds.


  “What type of Magic Missile uses 400 mana?”


  It consumed more mana than Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link. A beginner level spell consumed mana that was equal to a legendary skill?


  ‘What is this…? Heok?”


  Grid skimmed through the spell’s explanation and was belatedly shocked.


  ‘Deals damage that is double my magic power? Ignores magic resistance?’


  What about a regular Magic Missile?


  {Does anyone have the information on Magic Missile?}


  Grid asked in the guild chat window, and a few magicians shared their skill.


  [Magic Missile Lv. 10 (Master)]


  It is one of the most basic spells.


  Deals damage equivalent to 5% of your current magic power to the target.


  Resource consumption: 20 Mana.


  Skill Casting Time: 1 second.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 2 seconds.


  “Wow.”


  It turned out that it wasn’t an ordinary Magic Missile. The Magic Missile that Braham gave him was a legendary magic. Grid’s magic power was low compared to magicians, but it wasn’t bad to use it as a trump card.


  “…I can’t hate you.”


  Grid’s opinion of Braham was becoming better. The relationship with him, it might end here.




  Chapter 311


  ‘Naive… No, a fool. Learn how to be more suspicious and vigilant.’


  Braham had no intention of taking Grid’s body from the beginning. He needed to be resurrected in his own body, not somebody else’s.


  The reason why he attempted to take Grid’s body was to make an alarm ring with Grid. It might seem threatening, but it was intended to do a favor for Grid.


  Why?


  ‘He’s a person who makes me nervous, but he’s also the benefactor who achieved my 300 year old wish.’


  It was his way of expressing his appreciation. Grid didn’t know it.


  [Well, we might be enemies when next we meet.]


  Braham’s soul started moving. His destination was the Sword Grave. It was where Braham’s body was sealed.


  ***


  Reidan was a city that aimed to be the next Talima. Therefore, Administrator Rabbit invested most of the budget into blacksmithing and alchemy development.


  But it was funny. Currently, the most developed area in Reidan was agriculture. Fields spread out in all directions around Reidan.


  “Now the crops are growing.”


  Grid returned after completing a quest that he had left alone for a year and a half. He looked around at the fields.


  “I think the scale has become bigger…”


  He didn’t know why, but Piaro had a passive skill that had a 100% chance of making the land fertile. Thanks to this, Reidan always enjoyed the pleasure of a  good harvest, no matter what crops were grown. The agricultural products accounted for the largest portion of the items that Reidan exported.


  ‘It is rumored that this is an agricultural city.’


  A city with a legendary blacksmith had become an agricultural city? It was indeed ironic. Honestly, Grid didn’t like it.


  “Huh?”


  The agricultural section of Reidan was growing despite not having a big budget invested in it! He didn’t know if he should be glad or sad. The confused Grid stopped in place at the rice fields. It was because a scene captured his gaze.


  “You can do it! A newcomer will arrive in one hour!”


  “Okay! Heok? Dammit! We have been waiting for a new guy!”


  Heave ho, heave ho.


  Farmers were working hard, using various farming equipment. Users were mixed in among them?


  ‘What?’


  The desert ecosystem had stabilized thanks to the activities of the Overgeared members, but the barrier of entry was still high. It was unthinkable to step foot in this place unless they were level 260+ users. In Reidan, it was difficult to find users other than the Overgeared members, and the residents were NPCs. In such a situation, why were users farming?


  As Grid was feeling doubts. Piaro, leader of Overgeared Knights Division and commander in chief of Reidan appeared in the fields. He started to lecture the hard working users in the field.


  “It isn’t about the quality of the hand plow. More wrist…”


  “Isn’t the ground too fine? This isn’t the only way to plant seedlings. Brownie trees grow better in rough soil.”


  “…”


  [A legendary farmer has been born!]


  He recalled the phrase he witnessed a few months ago. Grid was blank with shock for a moment, before shaking his head.


  “No. Piaro dreams of being a sword saint, so he can’t be a farmer. My Piaro isn’t a farmer.”


  He decided, but he couldn’t bring himself to check Piaro’s details using the Great Lord’s Sword.


  ‘I should ask about the Amethyst Shield next time…’


  He didn’t want to talk to Piaro while he was wearing a straw hat.


  Trudge trudge.


  Grid’s footsteps were heavy as he ignored Piaro and moved away from the fields. On the other hand, 21 users were working in the fields under Piaro’s direction.


  ‘Dammit… A 55th ranked magician has to be farming.’


  ‘I have to swing a hand plow instead of a sword…’


  The 21 users caught by Piaro had a high level. Most of them were in the late 200s. They came to Reidan to join Overgeared, but unfortunately couldn’t join the guild. It was because they were caught by a crazy farmer.


  The crazy farmer was naturally Piaro.


  In the past when he dreamed of  becoming a sword saint, he enjoyed fighting with strong users and caught the ankles of high level users. After becoming a legendary farmer, he caught the users’ ankles for another reason.


  “I will develop Reidan into the best agricultural city.”


  The problem was that Administrator Rabbit didn’t increase their budget. In particular, he was lacking manpower. Insufficient manpower? He had to make up the difference.


  “Uhuh! That isn’t how you use a hand plow!”


  “…Hah.”


  The users caught by Piaro could only sigh. However, the reason they stayed in the fields was because of the reward of the quest.


  [Fun and Enjoyable Training!]


  ★ Hidden Quest �


  Live with the farmer Piaro in Reidan. If you join him, you can grow significantly.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Live together with Piaro for three weeks.


  Quest Clear Rewards: All stats +10. The skill ‘Farming’ will be obtained.


  The reward was low compared to the hidden quest that Kraugel and Damian received. However, that was just a story for the two people. From a general point of view, the reward of +10 to all stats was tremendous.


  “There is a crazy farmer in Reidan. He will fight you and knock you down. Don’t run away. That’s right. If you can endure the trials that will follow, you will be able to taste sweet fruit.”


  A strange rumor started to circulate on the Internet. Most people thought it was a ghost story, but the seven guilds were different.


  “Crazy farmer…!”


  Reidan was still being guarded by him? The 2nd ranked Zibal grabbed his forehead. His forehead was still sore.


  ***


  The first person Grid looked for when he arrived in Reidan wasn’t Irene or Khan. It wasn’t Lauel or Rabbit either.


  “Eh? Grid?”


  Laella. A beautiful British woman who was a world class idol. 


  Grid was once her fan. Rather than her excellent vocal ability or appearance, Grid liked her because her body suited his tastes. Her breasts were very large. It was enough to be reminiscent of fruit.


  “…”


  “What did you find me for?”


  Grid stared at her breasts as always. Laella’s face turned red with embarrassment and she hurriedly asked. Grid regained his spirit at her reaction and explained his purpose.


  “Hum hum, this time I learned magic. I want to accurately test its power.”


  Laella was in charge of the magicians at Reidan. There was a facility for measuring magic power in the mage barracks that she was in charge of, and Grid wanted to use it.


  “Magic?”


  Laella’s eyes widened. The blacksmith Grid could use magic?


  “How can you use magic…? Ah! You did a quest related to Braham. Did you learn a spell from Braham? What spell did he teach you?”


  Grid replied to Laella without hiding anything.


  “Magic Missile.”


  “…Ah, yes.”


  Indeed, it would be hard to teach a blacksmith proper magic. Laella couldn’t hide her disappointment and led Grid to the training ground behind the barracks.


  “Fireball!”


  “Ice Arrow!”


  It was the Ul Clan, who Grid had saved from destruction. They were gifted in magic and were training on one side of the training ground. Laella pointed to a silver scarecrow as Grid was observing the Ul Clan with a proud expression.


  The scarecrow was produced by Reidan’s alchemy facility. It was a type of magic sandbag that could set the magic resistance from 0 to 5,000.


  “First, set the magic resistance to zero.”


  Grid stood in front of the scarecrow and Laella said to him.


  “I have set it up.”


  “Okay! Magic Missile!”


  Grid aimed at the scarecrow and shouted. Then a white flash struck the scarecrow.


  [You have dealt 2,894 damage to the target.]


  The effects of various titles, Malacus’ Cloak and the Black Quartz Earrings meant that he currently had 1,048 intelligence. The resulting magic power was 1,258. The buff on the pavranium increased magic power by 15%, so Grid’s final magic power was 1,447.


  The expected maximum damage of Magic Missile (Enhanced) was 2,894, and this was the result that emerged. Laella was startled.


  ‘Isn’t this surprisingly powerful? Is he wearing items that amplify magic power?’


  A blacksmith didn’t invest points in the intelligence stat. Laella thought that Grid had 400 intelligence at most. The damage that users could exercise with a Lv. 1 Magic Missile and 400 magic power was very small.


  Grid’s Magic Missile was remarkably powerful. Grid spoke to the stunned Laella.


  “Increase the scarecrow’s magic resistance to the maximum.”


  The maximum was 5,000. Even most boss monsters didn’t have this much magic resistance. Magic Missile would be completely ineffective against it.


  “There will be no damage.”


  Grid just urged Laella.


  “Hurry.”


  ‘It’s a pointless experiment.’


  Laella thought that Grid was so excited about magic that rational judgment was impossible. She imagined Grid’s look of disappointment as she set the scarecrow’s magic resistance to 5,000. Then after a while.


  [You have dealt 2,894 damage to the target.]


  “W-What…?”


  Laella was astonished. Grid’s Magic Missile ignored 100% of the target’s magic resistance. In short, it was a scam. Laella hiccuped with surprise, while Grid made a satisfied expression.


  ‘It isn’t very efficient in hunting or raids.’


  It was great against users whose maximum health was only 10,000. The activation time was one second and the cooldown time was five seconds. It was a spell that would be very useful in PvP.


  A dark smile appeared on Grid’s face. Then a guest came to see him. It was a completely unexpected guest.




  Chapter 312


  Following the Magic Missile test, Grid headed to Khan’s smithy. Thanks to Grid, Khan was able to achieve Advanced Blacksmithing level 7. He was a more capable blacksmith than he was in Winston.


  He supervised and taught over 80 young blacksmiths, while producing the supplies that Rabbit and the army commissioned.


  “Don’t you look younger?”


  Grid’s face brightened after not seeing Khan for a long time. Khan looked much better than before. Khan chuckled.


  “Interacting with young people, isn’t it natural to become younger and healthier? This is all due to you. I’m so happy that I could meet you at the end of my life and enjoy such blessings.”


  “I’m happy that you’re happy.”


  Grid had known Khan since the days when he was invisible. Grid’s affection for Khan was endless, and Khan was the same.


  “For the rest of my life, I will always work hard for you. I will raise the blacksmiths of Reidan until I die.”


  “No, you’re still young and healthy, so you have a lot of time left. Don’t say that even as a joke. Huh?”


  Grid belatedly looked around the castle. The other blacksmiths were watching him nervously. Work had stopped since the duke came and they were also restless.


  “You worked hard. Don’t mind me and continue what you were doing.”


  “Yes!”


  The blacksmiths bowed deeply and returned to their place. Grid stood next to Khan and observed them.


  “There are already two blacksmiths who have risen to the intermediate rank.”


  It had only been half a year since Reidan started training blacksmiths. The fact that intermediate blacksmiths were already born was an incredible growth.


  “The environment is good. They can often see the work of a legendary blacksmith, so their talent can bloom faster.”


  That’s right. It was useless to have excellent talent if the environment didn’t support them. The reason why the blacksmiths of Reidan could develop rapidly was because they received teachings from Grid and Khan, and had a good space to work.


  “Until the day that they all become craftsmen, please continue to work for a long time Khan.”


  Khan was the first friend in Grid’s life, so he was more important than anyone else. Grid was eager for Khan to live a long time.


  “I understand. I will persistently survive and raise 10,000 craftsmen.”


  It was a joke, but Grid wanted it to be reality.


  “I’m looking forward to it.”


  “Hah, truly. You want this old man to overdo it.”


  “You won’t grow old. You will still be in full swing even when you’re 70.”


  “So I will be in a cage?”


  “Oh, that’s a good idea?”


  Duke Grid and the commoner Khan, it was a strange relationship. The difference between the two people was greater than the heavens and earth. Yet they were on such friendly terms…


  ‘Indeed, our teacher is great!’


  The young blacksmiths felt more respect towards Khan and were brimming with enthusiasm.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  The hammering sounds in Reidan didn’t stop today.


  ***


  Grid confirmed that there were promising and talented blacksmiths. He was filled with joy as Irene greeted him.


  “Dear husband~”


  Irene ran into Grid’s arms with a large smile. As always, she freely expressed her affection towards Grid. Irene’s love was delightful and precious for Grid, who had little experience with being loved by someone.


  “I’m glad you have returned safely.”


  Irene buried her face in Grid’s wide chest. A pleasant smell exuded from her soft and clean skin.


  “I’ve missed you so much.”


  “I also wanted to see you.”


  Grid kissed Irene’s forehead. The words were great. It was an an unimaginable appearance for the normal Grid.


  “Indeed…”


  Lauel saw Grid and Irene and gave a meaningful smile. He covered half his face with one hand and sent a provocative gaze towards Grid.


  “I saw it on the news, but I am convinced at this moment.”


  “What?”


  Grid was confused by the words and looked at Lauel in a questioning manner.


  Kukuk, Lauel’s shoulders shook as he laughed. 


  “You must’ve been my only friend and rival in a past life, Angel Sylvanus.”


  “…”


  Lauel’s chunnibyou symptom was in full bloom after witnessing the white haired Grid. He recognized Grid as similar to himself and included Grid in his delusional worldview. 


  ‘When will this sickness be healed…?’


  Tsk, Grid ignored Lauel and touched Irene’s belly.


  “In the next two months, I can meet Gold.”


  “Huhut, that’s right. I wish that day will come quickly.”


  “…Gold?” Lauel’s face was disturbed as he regained his reason. “Grid, are you planning to call your child Gold?”


  Surely he wouldn’t name his child Gold? It was something that shouldn’t happen. The possibility of it being called Grid II was also too big.


  “You have to consider the position of the child when naming it!”


  Grid looked sharply at Lauel.


  “What are you saying? I’m not crazy enough to call my child Gold? It’s just a temporary name.”


  “R-Really?”


  He was glad. Grid’s naming sense was too bad. Then Lauel asked again.


  “What will you name the child when it is born?”


  Grid replied with a confident expression, “I was thinking of Grene after Irene.”


  “Yes?”


  “Grene.”


  “…?”


  Was this a joke?


  ‘Of course it’s a joke.’


  Lauel wanted to believe that. But Grid’s proud expression and Irene’s reaction were terrible.


  “Oh my, dear husband. The name Grene is too pretty. It is a pretty and cute name that will suit a boy or a girl.”


  ‘What on earth…?’


  It was scary. Irene thought any suggestion from Grid was good. Nobody knew that this absolute love and faith came from Grid’s dexterity.


  ***


  Grid’s office. Grid called Piaro and asked him.


  “What do you know about the 3rd Prince of the Saharan Empire?”


  “He’s the third son of the deceased Empress Aria and has an introverted personality, unlike his siblings. I only saw him a few times and don’t know any details. Why are you suddenly asking about him?”


  “This.”


  Grid pulled the Amethyst Shield out of his inventory. Piaro’s eyes widened with surprise.


  “How do you have this…?”


  “A monster called the Guardian of the Forest dropped it. It was originally an object of honor?”


  “It is a symbol that has been inherited from generation to generation by the captain of the Red Knights.”


  “Is there anything special about it?”


  “Yes, it is just a shield with a gorgeous appearance. The performance itself isn’t very good.”


  “Then why is the 3rd Prince looking for this?”


  “3rd Prince…?”


  “It seems like he is looking for several things.”


  “Hrmm.” Piaro suddenly recalled one fact. “That reminds me, there was a time when the 3rd Prince was interested in some ritual. His hobby is rituals, so he might be collecting the items necessary for it.”


  “Ritual? What ritual?”


  “I don’t know. It is just likely that the Amethyst Shield is useful as a tool for the ritual.”


  “Hrmm.”


  Was it a black magic ritual?


  ‘It is a shame.’ It might be better not to hand these things over to the 3rd Prince. ‘But it could be a quest related to an episode, so I can’t ignore it completely… Well, I’ll look at the situation and act accordingly.’


  In the first place, it wasn’t urgent. Grid had separate priorities. At that time, Lauel sent a whisper to Grid.


  –A guest has come.


  ‘Guest?’


  The guest wouldn’t be normal if they could arrive in Reidan. In particular, the person must be big if Lauel was talking to him about it.


  –Who?


  –Chris.


  –Chris? 3rd on the unified rankings?


  –Yes.


  Chris was the head of the Giant Guild, the largest of the seven guilds. Grid hadn’t heard about him since the First National Competition and the Reinhardt golem invasion.


  ‘But Chris has a hostile relationship with the Tzedakah Guild.’


  Why would he take the risk to come here? Grid was interested and immediately rose from his spot.


  –Bring him to the drawing room.


  ***


  The Giant Guild lost their territory after the golem invasion and had a hard time for half a year. In particular, Chris’ reputation was hit hard because he was defeated by Regas in the National Competition.


  But Chris and the Giant Guild didn’t get frustrated. They overcame the trials! Their power became bigger than before. In particular, Chris obtained a very useful second class. He was several times stronger than before.


  However, there was a problem. He couldn’t find a satisfactory weapon. Despite watching the item trading sites and in-game auction site for 24 hours a day, a suitable weapon didn’t show up. Chris gradually became nervous because he knew how important items were to the game.


  Thus, he looked for Grid.


  “Make me the strongest weapon.”


  This was the first time Grid met Chris. He only saw the 3rd ranking user on the news or from far away. In the past, the Giant Guild had a conflict with the Tzedakah Guild, but Grid had no personal grudge against Chris.


  However, the other members of the Tzedakah Guild were a problem.


  “I remember that Jishuka hates you quite a bit. Why should I ignore my guild members to make you an item?”


  Grid had the advantage. Grid was currently in a much higher position. Of course, Grid didn’t intend this, but it worked out excellently. Chris was in a bad position and had to bow to Grid.


  “I will give you a lot of money. In addition, the Tzedakah Guild doesn’t have a big grudge towards me.”


  “Then why was there a feud?”


  “It was due to my one-sided competition, and the Tzedakah Guild didn’t avoid the fight.”


  When playing the game called L.T.S., Chris and the Giant Guild had always been defeated by the Tzedakah Guild. The grudge was deeply rooted and this sense of competitiveness carried over to Satisfy.


  On the other hand, the Tzedakah Guild didn’t even look at the Giant Guild. It was the victim who clung onto the relationship.


  “I will check it out. In any case, how much will you pay me if I make you an item?”


  “I will give you something more precious than money.”


  Chris pulled a potion out of his inventory. Grid’s eyes widened as he examined the details.


  ‘Elixir…!’


  It was a rare potion that was hard to obtain, even after clearing five vampire cities. Companies with huge assets and rankers aiming for the top wanted them, but the supply was scarce and the price soared.


  Elixirs were also necessary for Grid. To be precise, it was the agility elixir. In order for his swordsmanship to become more powerful, it was necessary to make his agility equal to his strength. Coincidentally, the elixir that Chris presented was the agility elixir.


  Grid’s brain started to rotate quickly.


  ‘It is a deal that must be unconditionally accepted.’


  However, there was a problem. Chris might become the enemy of Overgeared. Obviously, he should avoid the act of making his enemies stronger.


  ‘But it is too good to decline… Aha.’


  Ssik.


  A wicked smile appeared on Grid’s face as he contemplated the elixir in front of him.




  Chapter 313


  ‘Grid will accept the deal.’


  The value of elixirs were so high that Chris was convinced. Satisfy had all types of medicines, but the effect of the elixirs were unique among them.


  ‘It can increase the stat by up to 10 points…’


  Taking one was like gaining one level. How many people in the world could resist this? He could confidently declare that there were none.


  “Okay, I will make you a weapon.”


  Grid naturally accepted the deal.


  “Please make me the best weapon. Like the blue greatsword that you are using.” Chris earnestly asked again. He would cancel the deal if it wasn’t similar to Failure.


  “Believe in me.”


  Grid pledged.


  He wanted to obtain the elixir, and he also felt honored.


  ‘Please make me the best weapon.’


  It was the first time he received an item commission from a non-guild member. He felt proud as the master of Overgeared and a legendary blacksmith. He had no intention of poorly carrying out the request.


  ‘I will add this to the Grid set.’


  After Grid’s Boots, it was time to make a greatsword. Failure, Dainsleif, the Doppelganger’s Greatsword, Lifael’s Spear, Iyarugt and so on. Grid’s Greatsword would be created based on the best weapons that he had used in the past.


  ‘I’ll add a special option.’


  Grid’s wily smile grew thicker.


  ***


  “I can’t see the Tzedakah Guild members anywhere.”


  “Are they hiding because they heard we were here?”


  Five people were gathered in the garden of Reidan’s castle. They were the five captains of the Giant Guild. They came with Grid to Reidan and were greatly disappointed. The Tzedakah Guild had been their enemies since the days of L.T.S. Now they couldn’t be seen anywhere.


  “I wanted to see Regas after such a long time.”


  In particular, the 1st ranked magic swordsman, Mihara, was disappointed. He fought a total of 14 times with Regas, and the result was three draws and 11 losses. Today, he intended to add a win to this humiliating number, but couldn’t find Regas anywhere.


  “We didn’t come here to fight. Please suppress your emotions and don’t make trouble.”


  It was the 1st ranked swordsman, Zirkan. He had lost his ranking to Ibellin for a while, but now he consolidated his first rank. Ibellin was promising as one of the 10 Rookies, but he didn’t have enough experience to go beyond Zirkan yet.


  “Sorry, sorry. I’ll restrain myself. I was just saying.”


  Mihara had a tendency to be wild and self-indulgent, but he always complied with Zirkan’s orders. The other captains were the same. Zirkan was Chris’ teacher, so it was hard to resist him.


  “By the way, this castle… There’s nothing to see.”


  The only woman, Pinky, changed topics. She thought that Reidan’s castle was ugly. It was large, but there were no gorgeous landscaping or decorations. It wasn’t just that.


  “The population is small.”


  Reidan was a big city, but there were no people on the streets. The difficulty of the desert was too high and accessibility was low.


  “The speed of Reidan’s development is much slower than our predictions.”


  “In the first place, there aren’t even 30 members in Overgeared. They don’t have the ability to properly manage this big city.”


  “Isn’t the farming doing well?”


  “It is a testament to their incompetence that such a big city was developed into an agricultural city.”


  The Overgeared members were only good for fighting. The overall ability of the guild was low. The five captains of the Giant Guild thought so. They didn’t know that Overgeared had secretly absorbed the Silver Knights Guild. In addition, there was a yellow mithril mine somewhere in the vast desert.


  Bairan was a small city in the north of the Eternal Kingdom. Cork Island, which had a wealth of resources. What if the five captains found out that the current Overgeared members were divided between these three places?


  They would be shocked by the power of Overgeared.


  “Ah, I’m bored. I will be going for a walk, so please let me know when Master comes out.”


  “Don’t cause any incidents.”


  “Okay, I understand. Who do you think I am?”


  He laughed heartily at the Overgeared members. In order to soothe his boredom, Mihara left the group and wandered around.


  “Wow, there really is nothing to see. How is this a duchy?”


  Mihara was in the worst mood after finding out that Regas wasn’t here. He was someone who always pursued stimulation, so he didn’t welcome an ordinary situation.


  “Huh?”


  The grumbling Mihara suddenly stopped walking. His gaze was fixed on the old fountain. A pretty NPC maid caught his eye.


  “This is perfect for wasting time.”


  Mihara approached the maid.


  “Hey, let me touch your body.”


  Unless they were NPCs that gave quests, users didn’t usually show any respect towards general NPCs. In particular, NPCs with a low status weren’t treated as people. Since humans always hurt each other, it was impossible to protect the rights of NPCs. This was one of the biggest problems with Satisfy, which guaranteed a high degree of freedom.


  “Kyaaak!”


  The maid, pouring water on the flowers, was disgusted at the man who suddenly appeared and grabbed her ass. Mihara found her reaction funny.


  “What are you screaming about? Isn’t it just a small touch?”


  At that moment.


  “Who are you?”


  A deep voice was heard in Mihara’s ear. Mihara moved his gaze. A middle-aged man could be seen. He held a hand plow and looked like a farmer. His name was Piaro. He was also an NPC like the maid.


  “This is an agricultural city, so there are farmers everywhere.”


  Mihara angrily waved his hand.


  “Get lost.”


  “I asked who you were.”


  Rather than stepping back, Piaro asked again. Mihara no longer paid attention to him. He chose to keep touching the maid’s body rather than care about a farmer NPC. Mihara couldn’t imagine the disaster that this act would bring.


  “All of Reidan belongs to Duke Grid. Even the emperor of the Saharan Empire can’t covet anything here.”


  Piaro’s voice lowered even more. Mihara frowned.


  “This bastard is talking nonsense. I am busy touching this maid’s… Heok?”


  A hand plow flew towards Mihara. Mihara’s level and and agility were lower, so he barely detected it. Mihara used Haste to evade the hand plow and seethed.


  “How dare a farmer threaten me?”


  Hwaruruk!


  Mihara pulled out a flaming sword. At this point, his judgment was blurred by the threat from the farmer. He tried to kill Piaro. But it was nothing from the viewpoint of Piaro.


  “This is Reidan.”


  Teong!


  “What…!?”


  Mihara was astonished. It was because the farmer threw a small seed at him.


  “You trash.”


  Teong!


  “Keook!”


  Mihara was struck on the forehead with a seed.


  [You have suffered 9,150 damage.]


  ‘This doesn’t make sense…!’


  “This is a place where a person like you isn’t allowed.”


  Teong!


  “Kuaack!”


  Mihara shrieked. A seed flew again and struck his heart, causing him terrible suffering.


  ‘W-Will I be killed by a seed?’


  Mihara checked his health gauge and thought this was a nightmare. The farmer threw seeds at the 1st ranked magic swordsman. It was a small seed like a sunflower seed, but he couldn’t be killed by this. But reality was relentless.


  [You have died.]


  Mihara was hit in the forehead by a fourth seed and saw a grey world.


  ‘I won’t touch an NPC’s butt again…!’


  The NPC protection system had been strengthened so far! Mihara was logged out.


  ***


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation Skill]


  You can create three equipment item production methods every time the skill level of the ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill’ goes up.


  Number of items that can be created at present: 12/18.


  * When items are produced using this skill, the name of the creator is automatically placed on the item.


  A long time after Grid’s Boots, Grid started to design an item. Prior to creating Grid’s Greatsword, he sketched a plan in his head. It was tremendous prudence compared to the days when he created items without any thought.


  ‘The worst thing about Failure is the excessive size.’


  A greatsword was cool when bigger. It was the reason why Grid designed Failure to be 3m long, but he experienced discomfort after using it. It took too long to recover the sword, and it was greatly constrained by the terrain. In particular, it often hit the floor.


  ‘A length of 1m and 40cm is the most suitable.’


  It would be better to increase the width by 4cm. One of the advantages of a greatsword was that it was suitable to use for defense.


  ‘Let’s increase the feeling of weight.’


  The biggest advantage of Failure was that it was made of blue orichalcum and was lightweight. The attack speed wasn’t decreased despite being a big sword, but its destructive power wasn’t maximized because it had no weight behind it.


  ‘Then the materials will be a mix of blue orichalcum and black iron.’


  The cutting power of the blade would be maximized by increasing the blue orichlacum content, while the weight of the blade would be increased due to the black iron.


  “…”


  Grid had already closed his eyes for two areas as he drew out the shape of a new item. The young blacksmiths in the smithy couldn’t understand his behavior as Grid mediated to one side.


  “Why is he only doing that after coming to work?”


  “Is he taking a nap?”


  “What reason would he have for taking a nap? That is meditation. The duke is trying to figure out the type of weapon he will create before he begins.”


  ‘Hoh.’


  Among the blacksmiths sharing their opinions, there was those with exceptional eyes. They were the two young men who became intermediate blacksmiths first. Khan’s evaluation of them increased.


  ‘They are the children who will be a great force for Grid after me.’


  Currently, Khan was giving a break to all the blacksmiths. He wanted to give them a chance to see Grid work. The young blacksmiths asked questions as they looked at Grid’s actions, allowing them to grow step by step.


  “Now, let’s get started.”


  After the meditation, Grid used the Item Creation skill and designed Grid’s Greatsword. Then he finally pulled out his hammer.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  The young blacksmiths of Reidan watched every move that the legendary blacksmith made.


  ***


  It was three days after Grid received the commission.


  –It is completed.


  Chris was hunting monsters in the desert when he finally received Grid’s whisper. He joyfully headed straight towards Reidan.


  “Ohh…!”


  Chris was amazed as he received the details of the item created. The performance of the item was more than he expected. But his face stiffened after he checked the options.


  * This item can only be repaired by the maker.


  ‘This guy…!’


  Wasn’t he very sly, unlike the rumors of his stupidity? Chris didn’t know that Grid had grown steadily.


  “Is it a deal?”


  Grid laughed as he asked.  Chris was very displeased. But the performance of the item was so desirable that he inevitably nodded.


  “I will… trade…”


  It was the moment the 3rd ranked user and head of the Giant Guild fell slave to the power of items. Now he became someone who couldn’t live without Grid.
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  So far, Grid only considered the performance when it came to item creation and production.


  This was understandable. Items were things that existed for the convenience of the user and to increase their stats. The most important factor for an item was the performance, and Grid always considered this.


  However, the circumstances were different this time. He had to make an item for someone who wasn’t a colleague, but a potential enemy.


  ‘It will be sickening if a future enemy is armed with the most powerful item I have created.’


  He couldn’t refuse the deal. If so, he needed to set up a device so that Chris wouldn’t become an enemy. How? The conclusion he came to after a long period of thinking.


  ‘I need to make the buyer of the item dependent on the creator.’


  But how? Grid came up with a simple yet dramatic solution.


  ‘This item can only be repaired by the maker.’


  The absolute maker of the item! Grid’s Greatsword would establish a relationship between the maker and buyer, and it would be effective as a type of slave contract.


  ‘I need to make a complicated structure so that only the maker can repair it.’


  Designing it wasn’t a problem.


  ‘I am a legendary blacksmith.’


  Great Magician Braham had said it. A legend was a transcendental presence. Don’t make a wall himself.


  “I will design an item that no one can imitate.”


  Grid encouraged morale by copying Braham’s tone. He grabbed the thought, used Item Creation and designed Grid’s Greatsword. It was a practical design that excluded beauty. He considered the balance between performance and usage conditions.


  The strengths were combined. It contained a distinctiveness. It was faithful to the basics while bringing out the best performance.


  Ttiring~


  His design was finished after struggling for half a day.


  [’Grid’s Greatsword’ has been added to the list of item production methods!]


  Grid was satisfied. 


  Grid’s Greatsword


  Rating: Unique ~ Legendary


  Unique Rating Information:


  Durability: 575/575


  Attack Power: 953~1,191


  Attack Speed: -5%


  * There is a low probability of blocking the enemy’s attacks.


  * There is a certain probability of activating the ‘3 Joint Attacks’ skill.


  * The damage of slashing attacks will increase by 20%.


  * Skill damage will increase by 10%.


  * Attack power +20% in dark places.


  * It you hit the same target six times, the sixth attack will unconditionally be a critical attack.


  Legendary Rating Information:


  Durability: 840/840


  Attack Power: 1,274~1,440


  Attack Speed: -3%


  * There is a certain probability of blocking the enemy’s attacks.


  * There is a certain probability of activating the ‘3 Joint Attacks’ skill.


  * The damage of slashing attacks will increase by 30%.


  * Skill damage will increase by 20%.


  * Attack power +20% in dark places.


  * It you hit the same target five times, the fifth attack will unconditionally be a critical attack.


  * If you succeeded in linking a skill within 0.5 seconds of 3 Joint Attacks, additional damage will be inflicted on the target.


  It is a weapon designed by the legendary blacksmith Grid.


  In a blind spot in the center of the blade, the content of black iron is increased to maximize the weight, and the cutting power is increased by adding blue orichalcum to both sides of the blade.


  It is designed for the user’s convenience and is perfectly balanced, helping the user achieve the best swordsmanship.


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher. More than 2,800 strength. Advanced Sword Mastery level 5 or higher.


  * This item can only be repaired by the maker.  


  Weight: 1,540


  “Good!”


  Grid’s Greatsword wasn’t better than Failure. The attack speed, maximum attack power and durability of Failure were all better than Grid’s Greatsword. In addition, the level limit of 300 was identical.


  But Grid appreciated Grid’s Greatsword more than Failure. There were many reasons.


  First of all, the design of Grid’s Greatsword was more efficient than Failure. Unlike Failure, which was inconvenient to use due to its excessive size, Grid’s Greatsword had a very appropriate size.


  In addition, the minimum attack power of Grid’s Greatsword was far superior. When attacking a target, the minimum attack power was always guaranteed, unlike the maximum attack power. A weapon with a higher minimum damage was bound to have higher damage. There were also the options that increased slashing damage and skill damage.


  There was only one part where Grid’s Greatsword was worse than Failure. It had 3 Joint Attacks instead of 5 Joint Attacks. Grid had done his best to pass on the merits of Failure onto Grid’s Greatsword, but it wasn’t a complete success.


  But Grid thought about it positively.


  ‘This is fine. The terms of use might become ridiculously higher if it was 5 Joint Attacks.’


  There was also a secret hidden in Grid’s Greatsword. There was a deep groove across the center of the blade. It had a tremendous effect when used, but only Grid, who designed it, knew about it.


  “Then let’s get started.”


  Grid smiled with satisfaction and stood in front of the furnace. Then he confirmed the number of minerals he currently had in stock.


  29 blue orichalcum.


  99 black iron.


  1,290 iron ores.


  32 mithril.


  Blue orichalcum was a mineral dropped only by the Guardian of the Forest. There was a limit on the quantity that could be obtained, so it was virtually impossible for a person to have this much.


  But Grid had Jishuka. While acting as ruler of Bairan, she steadily raided the Guardian of the Forest, gathered the blue orichalcum, and gave them all to Grid. The value of her help couldn’t be converted to money, and Grid really appreciated her at this moment.


  ‘Thank you, Jishuka.’


  Grid felt thankful once again and started to melt the minerals in the furnace. His perfect understanding of the minerals and control of the temperature was engraved into the young blacksmiths.


  ***


  ‘Finally…’


  Over the past two days, Grid dedicated himself to making the item. As a result, two greatswords were in front of him. They were black swords with a deep groove in the center, while the blades gave off a subtle blue light. The harmony of colors was luxurious and seemed to improve the quality itself.


  However, both were incomplete, as the handle wasn’t attached yet.


  “Sigh.”


  The handle was a length that could be grasped with both hands. Grid took a deep breath before combining it with the greatswords. The young blacksmiths felt doubts.


  ‘Why is he upset before combining the handles?’


  ‘Is something wrong?’


  The young blacksmiths thought Grid had a deep meaning behind delaying the completion of the sword. But it was a misunderstanding. The present Grid was engulfed with fear.


  ‘What if both are completed with a unique rating…?’


  Grid used 19 blue orichalcum and 44 black iron just to produce one greatsword. Black iron was a relatively common mineral that could be obtained with money, but the blue orichalcum was different. It was a rare mineral that could only be obtained once every three months.


  What if he used 19 of them just for a unique rated greatsword to be produced? It was obvious why he was trembling with nervousness. There was also the ‘special event’ that would happen in exchange for making the 10th legendary item. Even if he received a penalty, Grid wanted this to be a legendary greatsword. He couldn’t always avoid legendary items.


  ‘Please…!’


  Grid strongly grasped the hammer.


  ‘God, Buddha, Goddess Rebecca, God Yatan! Please give me good luck!’


  Grid even prayed to God Yatan! As everyone watched, he attached a handle to the two-handed greatsword. The result was amazing.


  [You have succeeded in making Grid’s Greatsword (Legendary)!]


  [A legendary rated item was produced, so all stats have permanently risen by +10 and reputation throughout the continent has risen by +500.]


  [You have succeeded in making Grid’s Greatsword (Legendary)!]


  [A legendary rated item was produced, so all stats have permanently risen by +10 and reputation throughout the continent has risen by +500.]


  “Ohh…! Ohh!!”


  The blacksmiths were unable to close their mouths as they watched the completion of the greatsword. Khan was teary-eyed. He was pleased because Grid gave birth to a wonderful result. On the other hand, Grid was distracted.


  [You have proven your potential by making 10 legendary items.]


  [Now you are growing into a blacksmith comparable to Pagma.]


  [The penalty that occurs when an item’s usage conditions isn’t met has disappeared.]


  “Penalty removal!”


  Grid’s eyes widened. The greatest disadvantage grabbing onto his ankles since he became Pagma’s Descendant was now gone. Grid trembled with excitement. But that joy was brief.


  [Your growth has deteriorated due to the blossoming of your potential.]


  [You won’t acquire any additional stats in the future when making items with a unique rating.]


  “This damn thing!”


  He had already expected to experience a penalty to some extent. But once the moment came, he couldn’t help feeling bad.


  ‘If I want to increase my stats in the future, I have to produce legendary items…!’


  The rate of producing legendary items was the worst. He had been Pagma’s Descendant for over a year and he had only been able to produce 11. Grid felt desperate and frustrated. In the past, he would’ve cursed at the game operators for a few days. But now it was different.


  Grid quickly overcame the frustration due to the growth in his mentality.


  ‘…Not bad.’


  The deterioration of his stats increase was bad, but the item penalty had also disappeared. What did this suggest?


  ‘In the future, I will truly be dependent on the power of items.’


  It was the rise of the overgeared legend, which didn’t require potions or skills.


  ***


  “I will… trade…”


  The legendary rated Grid’s Greatsword. Chris verified the details of it and finally accepted the deal. A slave contract. In the future, Chris would have to leave the repairing to Grid, so he could never become Grid’s enemy. If he did something wrong against Grid, his item wouldn’t be repaired.


  “Okay, let’s work well together in the future.”


  Grid held out a hand to shake.


  “…”


  Chris looked at his smile and once again wondered if his choice was right. However, he desired Grid’s Greatsword too much. It was the best item Chris had seen while reaching level 314.


  “P… Please…”


  Chris shook his hand without any strength. The look in Grid’s eyes was relaxed as he looked at Grid. The present Grid was closer to being reborn with the attitude of a legendary, like Braham mentioned.
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  [Your agility has increased by 10.]


  After completing the deal with Chris. Grid took the elixir without any delay, and his body felt lighter.


  Strength: 2,790


  Agility: 1,756


  ‘There’s still a long way to go.’


  He needed to gain at least 104 levels in order to make the ratio of strength and agility 1:1. Grid thought it was frankly out of the question. Amoract’s agent, Tallos. Despite the fact that he gained a huge 2.6 billion experience, he only gained one level. So how long would it take to gain 104 levels?


  ‘Every time my level increases, the amount of experience required increases too much. This is why a fourth advancement class hasn’t emerged even after one year.’


  No, would it be possible for Kraugel to get a fourth advancement class in one year? His level was 319, which was four levels higher than the second place.


  ‘A monster… That guy must be only hunting.’


  The 1st ranked Kraugel. Grid had never met him and never saw him on TV. However, Grid acknowledged that his level up ability was unique.


  ‘Anyway, it would be nice if I could frequently take the agility elixir.’


  It was an unrealistic wish. Elixirs were a rare potion. This type of transaction might not happen again.


  “Hrmm.”


  Grid looked at the location of his guild members. The Pavranium Expedition was still hunting in the remaining vampires cities. After raiding Elfin Stone, they got experience and item acquisition buffs.


  ‘Wow… Pon and Regas are already level 308. Aren’t they accumulating a lot of experience? I should go back to the vampire cities.’


  [Experience and item acquisition rate has increased by 5%. This effect only applies to the vampire cities. The time remaining is 25 days, 13 hours, 40 minutes and 15 seconds.]


  ‘The next 25 and a half days. If I hunt while the buff is maintained…’


  Couldn’t he gain at least three levels and an elixir if he was lucky? The inspired Grid headed to the smithy before leaving. He had some work to do.


  First of all.


  “Item Creation.”


  [What item do you want to create?]


  “Armor.”


  [What materials would you like to use?]


  “Blue orichalcum and black iron.”


  [Please design the item.]


  A blank blueprint appeared in front of him. It was already the seventh design, so Grid was able to seamlessly design an armor. After a while, Grid completed the armor with a satisfactory appearance and explained the features of the item.


  “This armor can never be pierced. It won’t get any scratches from a sword, and even a dragon’s breath won’t melt it.”


  [That isn’t possible. There are limits on the level of material and design used.]


  “…Indeed.”


  It was as expected. The item penalty had disappeared, but his dream of arming himself with a weapon with 999,999,999 attack power and armor with  999,999,999 defense was just a fanciful dream.


  In the first place, (Understanding of Gods’ Weapons) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill was only level 6. The standards of an item that could be made with blue orichlacum and black iron was only slightly better than Failure. In the past, Failure was created without taking into account the conditions of use.


  ‘This will change if I use pavranium as a mineral, but…’


  It needed to be on the level of Lifael’s Spear. Grid’s lacking design level was a big obstacle.


  ‘Right now, it is better to use pavranium was a secondary item than an equipment item. It is urgent to obtain minerals better than blue orichalcum.’


  Grid realized this and summoned Minor, the minerals detector.


  “Find and report on any minerals that are superior to blue orichalcum.”


  “Huh? What is this?”


  Minor frowned at the words.


  “Didn’t you promise to let me live as a miner if you collected all the pavranium!?”


  Minor’s innate talents were more suited to minerals detection than mining. Minor’s grand ambition was to become a legendary miner that surpassed Gis and become the right arm of the emperor. But Minor trembled because Grid didn’t give him a chance to become a miner.


  Grid patted the boy’s shoulder.


  “Endure it a little longer. Don’t you know that I am a legendary blacksmith? I sincerely hope that you will become a great miner and give strength to me. But not yet.”


  “Kuoh…!”


  Minor gritted his teeth. There was poison in his eyes. This was truly the attitude of someone who would betray his master. Grid inwardly tsked.


  ‘He needs to know reality.’


  Minor’s talent was clearly outstanding. He had the qualities to be a huge miner. But it wasn’t enough to become a legendary miner. That’s what the Great Lord’s Sword was telling him. In other words, Minor’s dream was useless.


  ‘You are more suitable as a minerals detector.’


  The ability of minerals detection was rare. Grid occasionally observed the people of Winston Bairan and Reidan, but Minor was the only NPC with a minerals detection talent. Grid hoped that Minor would grow as a minerals detector and would become a great force for him.


  “Hasn’t your mother’s health worsened in Bairan? I will talk to the lord of Bairan to give your mother the best treatment. Now Minor. If you want your mother to regain her health, go on an adventure. Find the best minerals. Fighting!”


  “Shit…! Shit! This evil person!”


  Minor was only 14 years old. Grid struck at the boy’s weakness, so he seemed evil. However, Grid was convinced that this was the right way to deal with Minor. He believed that a life as a minerals detector would work out better for Minor than just being an excellent miner.


  Minor trembled and left. Then Grid sent a whisper to Euphemina.


  –How many of the Water Clan King’s Tears did you obtain?


  –Four.


  -Oh, that is a lot more than I thought?


  Water Clan King’s Tears. It was a rare material that permanently gave magic to an item. It was a production material with a unique effect, but the Water Clan’s King only shed tears for one day every five months. Grid was surprised because Euphemina collected four tears in the three months after leaving for the Siren Kingdom.


  –I was lucky. I got a special quest.


  -Special quest? What is it?


  –Hehe, I’ll tell you later.


  ‘She’s excited.’


  She must’ve gotten a fairly good quest.


  Grid nodded with a smile.


  –Yes, I’m looking forward to the good news. If you have any difficulties along the way, please feel free to contact me. First of all, place the tears in the guild’s warehouse.


  After a while.


  Grid picked up the Water Clan King’s tears from the warehouse and started to smelt the pavranium.


  ***


  ‘A legendary item maker… This really exists!’


  Chris’s smile stretched from ear to ear after he made the deal with Grid. He might be in an unfavorable position to Grid, but what were the chances to get such a good item? It was safe to say that it wasn’t common.


  Grid’s Greatsword transcended common sense, and it was more than what Chris wanted. Chris was convinced that the performance was more than Kraugel’s White Fang and Seuron’s Brutal Heavy Sword.


  ‘I can use it until at least level 360.’


  It wasn’t an exaggeration.


  Grid’s Greatsword was much better than the level 320 unique rated item that Chris acquired from a raid. Based on his analysis, he judged that level 350~360 items wouldn’t be as good as Grid’s Greatsword.


  ‘I don’t have to worry about weapons for at least 10 months. But the situation is serious…’


  Didn’t it mean that Grid and the Overgeared members were armed with such items? Grid seemed remarkably strong compared to other forces.


  ‘Can they be left unchecked?’


  Chris was the master of the Giant Guild. He wanted a higher position and to become a king, so that he could obtain the best wealth and power. From this standpoint, Grid was likely to be a big obstacle.


  “Let’s go.”


  Chris spoke to the Five Captains. (TL: Author uses the Five Captains as a title here, rather than using it to signify the number of people. So he will keep referring to them as the Five Captains, despite one being missing.)


  Chris walked towards the gate with them when he suddenly felt doubts.


  “Mihara?”


  “I haven’t seen him since three days ago, when he said he was going to Pedro first.”


  Mihara had been acting freely in Reidan. His capricious personality meant it wasn’t strange for him to return first.


  “That guy. Huh?”


  Chris suddenly stopped walking. The fields stretched out widely outside Reidan.


  There was a farmer blocking their way?


  “Who are you?”


  One of the Five Captains, Asellas questioned the farmer who was blocking their path. Then the farmer held out five hoes.


  “Clear the ground.”


  “What?”


  Was this farmer crazy? He appeared and told them to clear the ground? Everyone was speechless because it was so absurd, then Chris spoke.


  “Why should we help you?”


  The farmer, Piaro’s, logic was simple.


  “Your companion dared touch a maid of Duke Grid’s. You failed to properly control your companion, so now you will help develop Reidan’s agriculture.” 


  Their companion molested a maid? Chris and the Five Captains were feeling disbelief when they remembered Mihara.


  ‘That stupid brat is doing something trashy again…!’


  Mihara always caused incidents in the past. Chris sighed and nodded.


  “I understand what you want to say. I will punish the one who touched the maid. Don’t be too angry and open the path.”


  Chris thought the farmer called Piaro was doing some type of performance. He thought it was the cry of a weak farmer who knew about Mihara’s sin. But it was a misconception.


  “I have already punished him, so now you have to work in the fields.”


  In the end, Asellas raised his voice.


  “Why do you keep talking nonsense? This is a viscount of the Eternal Kingdom and master of the Giant Guild, Chris! You shouldn’t even look him in the eyes, so how can you skip etiquette and even ask him to work in the fields?”


  It had been a long time since they started Satisfy, and they hadn’t interacted with farmers for a while. Piaro looked indifferently at Asellas, who was seething with anger.


  “I watched from afar, and you didn’t show any politeness towards Duke Grid. I’m just following your rude behavior.”


  “Rude behavior…!”


  Unlike NPCs, etiquette didn’t play a huge role between users. Chris and the Five Captains had to bow and be polite to Duke Grid? It was impossible. The five people thought that the farmer wasn’t aware of reality.


  “Get lost!”


  Their ankles couldn’t be grabbed by a farmer forever. Asellas pushed the farmer. No, it was a shove.


  “Eek?”


  Asellas’ eyes widened. He wanted to grab the wrist of the farmer, but his vision instantly changed to that of the sky.


  ‘What is this…?’


  Asellas lay on the ground while the Five Captains were amazed, Chris as well.


  ‘Reidan’s monster farmer…! He really exists!’


  They believed it was a rumor, but now they knew it wasn’t the case. Chris felt a great interest and grabbed Grid’s Greatsword.


  “You’re the one who knocked down Zibal? Those skills, show them to me!”


  The reason why the alliance of the seven guilds, except for the Giant Guild, failed to invade Reidan was due to the unidentified farmers. A farmer who was strong enough to knock down the 2nd ranked Zibal, what if Chris beat him?


  After obtaining a second class, the 3rd ranked Chris believed that he was stronger than Zibal. He rushed towards Piaro.




  Chapter 316


  The 1st National Competition and Reinhardt’s golem invasion.


  Grid appeared in public and always used a greatsword. Nevertheless, the public perceived the best user of the greatsword to be Chris, not Grid. It was natural. Grid overwhelmed his enemies with skills and items, but his ability with the sword itself wasn’t special. The ability he showed at the time of fighting the Red Knight was merely excellent.


  On the other hand, Chris’ greatsword technique caused the viewers to feel wonder.


  “You’re the one who knocked down Zibal? Those skills, show them to me!”


  A greatsword covered in a blue light. It had a considerable weight to it at first glance and felt good in his hand. The speed wasn’t fast. But a considerable pressure was felt from it.


  This was the effect of the passive skill, Rule with Might’s Path. All enemies in the path of the charge had their casting speed and agility slightly reduced.


  ‘He’s scared.’


  Piaro stood still despite Chris’ rush. The disappointed Chris mistook it for fear.


  ‘This is the person who knocked down Zibal?’


  No, his opponent’s level wasn’t low. It was just that his level was higher. The Rule with Might’s Path skill had a greater effect depending on his strength. The effect of having 3,000 strength at level 314 was now being demonstrated.


  Chris neared Piaro, who was standing like a stone, and wielded his greatsword.


  Kwaang!


  There was no superfluous movements in the slash. There was a violent explosion of wind and the target was pushed back.


  ‘Perfect!’


  Chris admired.  The size and shape of the greatsword was very suitable, making the time it took to pull back the sword shorter than usual.


  So far, he had used hundreds of greatswords, but this was the first time he had a greatsword that was perfect for his hands. It seemed to be a greatsword made exactly for him. He felt awe towards the maker, Grid.


  ‘Dead?’


  Chris was worried that he might’ve killed Piaro with this strike. NPCs had one life. No, it was because they only had one precious life that they were NPCs. He felt a little guilty about taking his life…


  “Eh?”


  Chris’ gaze had been glued to Grid’s Greatsword. He was confused as he looked towards Piaro. It was because Piaro was still alive and well. Piaro clicked his tongue.


  “Looking away after one hit? Your arrogance has reached the extremes. It’s important to believe in yourself, but that can be a poison.”


  Chris couldn’t believe it.


  ‘There was clearly the sensation of something being hit?’


  Was he mistaken? Chris was feeling confused when he suddenly saw the cut up straw hat at Piaro’s feet.


  “Ninja…!”


  Like most westerners, Chris, a Canadian, had fantasies about ninjas. He knew a little bit about ninjas, and learned that there was a ninja technique where the body was swapped with something else. Once he saw it, he was certain that Piaro was a ninja pretending to be a farmer.


  ‘An assassin-type hidden class NPC! No wonder Zibal was killed!’


  Chris was nervous. He guessed that now the ninja would throw knives at him, or aim a lightning punch at him.


  ‘I must be prepared!’


  Like other warriors, Chris’ agility was only 200, because he focused his stat points on strength. It was virtually impossible for him to see and respond to the enemy’s attacks.


  ‘I won’t give up!’


  Chris got ready to fight back. He could overcome his lack of agility with thorough preparation and prediction. Piaro felt pleased at the sight.


  ‘Excellent.’


  His lord had many outstanding talents. In particular, Regas and Ibellin were amazing. And the man in front of him had their level of talent. It was a more refined talent. This was the first time since Kraugel.


  “I acknowledge your skills.”


  Piaro acknowledged Chris. He pulled out a weapon with a serious expression.


  Gulp!


  Chris gulped. Would he pull out a recognizable ninja weapon? Or maybe a whip? A ball and chain?


  ‘Is it a whip?’


  Chris’ head spun quickly. He would take different actions depending on what weapon Piaro pulled out. But the weapon Piaro held completely deviated from Chris’ predictions.


  “Hand plow!”


  That’s right. Piaro’s weapon was a hand plow. It seemed to have just been used, as it was covered with moist soil. Chris failed to conceal his embarrassment as he shouted.


  “It isn’t a hand plow! You’re deceiving me!”


  “That isn’t the case.”


  Was there a need for long words? It was better to show it with actions.


  Teong!


  Piaro moved. It was truly tremendous speed suitable for a ninja. The distance that Chris decided was ideal was instantly narrow, and the hand plow moved.


  “You!”


  The incensed Chris swung his greatsword. He was determined to blow away the hand plow and Piaro. However.


  Dok.


  “What?”


  As he aimed for Piaro’s chest, the hand plow struck the front of the greatsword. Chris’ balance collapsed and his upper body leaned forward.


  ‘What?’


  The eyes of the captains watching widened. They couldn’t understand why Chris looked like this. But Chris and Zirkan were different. They determined the situation in an instant.


  ‘It was what he intended!’


  Large weapons were much heavier and longer than one-handed weapons. The weight was great and had to be focused in order to exert more destructive power. Chris was faithful to the basics, and Piaro aimed for this. He accurately grasped the point where Chris focused the weight of the greatsword and struck it, causing Chris’ center of gravity to shift.


  ‘This is ridiculous!’


  Wasn’t this like the protagonists of the 20th century Hong Kong movies? The hand plow flew towards the stumbling Chris. It was an attack that used the recoil of hitting the greatsword to link the next strike. Chris felt a chill and raised his shoulders. The hand plow that should’ve pierced his neck struck his shoulder instead.


  [You have suffered 12,300 damage.]


  ‘What is with this hand plow’s damage…!?’


  Even if this was a critical hit, it was an unbelievable amount of damage. Piaro was stronger than a named boss. Chris groaned and tilted his body forward. After limiting Piaro’s movements by sticking close to his body, he recovered the greatsword.


  At this time, the greatsword moved naturally to strike at Piaro’s heart. Based on his hundreds of thousands of combat experience, Chris showed his dignity that threatened the enemy no matter what situation he was in.


  “Sowing.”


  A smile appeared on Piaro’s face after he was lightly wounded on the chest. He sprinkled several small seeds at Chris’ feet.


  ‘What?’


  Why were seeds being sowed in a battle? Chris was confused, before suddenly realizing.


  ‘This is a mere trick!’


  The opponent was a ninja. Ninjas were people who used tricks to deceive the enemy. Chris glanced away from the seeds that fell at his feet. It was a fatal mistake to ignore this.


  “What?”


  Chris tried to swing his greatsword again. The seeds that Piaro sowed had sprouted and clasped tightly around Chris’ ankles and thighs.


  “What is this?”


  Plants instantly grew from the seeds that were just sown? In addition, the pressure of the plants was very high. It wasn’t something that could be understood with Chris’ common sense.


  It was natural. It was a legendary skill. Piaro who chose the path of a farmer after forsaking a sword saint! The ‘Free Farming’ method that he completed after becoming a farmer was at a level comparable to the legends in history.


  In other words, today’s Piaro was much stronger than the one who competed with Grid.


  “You are the second strongest person I have ever met. You should be proud of your potential.”


  The second? Then who was the first?


  ‘Is he talking about Zibal…!’


  Chris’ ego was shattered. The difference between them was just one level.  He couldn’t overcome that level difference, but he believed he was stronger. But he was weaker?


  “Kuaaaak!”


  Chris shouted and aimed his sword at the plants around his lower body. Then an energy blade aimed at Piaro. It was the Rule with Might Sword that made ranged attacks possible. As the powerful blade was about to penetrate Piaro’s chest,


  “Free Farming 4th Style, Plowing the Field.”


  Piaro pulled out a plow and started digging at the ground. As it struck the ground, the soil rose up and became a barrier that blocked the blade.


  “This is ridiculous!”


  Satisfy had started exactly two years and two months ago. He steadily trained with the goal of becoming number one. He was even equipped with the best items. Chris thought this person was a ninja who hid as a farmer, but he actually was overwhelmed by a real farmer?


  He suffered defeat from farming methods such as sowing, plant growing and plowing.


  ‘I can’t accept it!’


  Chris barely managed to restore his mental state. The opponent was someone who beat Zibal. It was naive to think he could win when his level was lower than Zibal’s, but Chris couldn’t tolerate this.


  “Kuaaaah!”


  Chris used Tyrant’s Strength which temporarily increased his strength by 20%, tearing apart the plants binding his lower body. It was done with pure strength. Piaro saw this and thought.


  ‘I am lacking practice.’


  Free Farming Style 1 ‘Sowing’ and style 2 ‘Rapid Growth.’ The durability of the plants grown was weaker than expected. It was proof that Rapid Growth hadn’t reached the right level yet.


  ‘I have to work harder in the fields.’


  As Piaro vowed this, the energy blades covered Piaro. The hand plow defended against every strike, then Piaro tried to break Chris’ center of gravity again.


  ‘His enlightenment is fast.’


  Piaro was surprised to see Chris’ skill in recovering his greatsword every time the hand plow collided with it.


  ‘It’s higher than Kraugel when I first met him.’


  Piaro acknowledged it and started to swing his hand plow. His skill with the farming equipment overwhelmed Chris. But Chris’ momentum didn’t go down. His chest was struck but he didn’t retreat as he shouted.


  “I am above Zibal!”


  Kuwaaah!


  It was like a lion’s roar. There were farmers and users scattered throughout the vast fields. They were amazed and frightened, while the captains of the Giant Guild also blocked their ears. It was the power of Chris’ second class, Tyrant.


  ‘This is the time!’


  There was no one who would be safe when facing Tyrant’s Growl. Chris used the gap caused by Tyrant’s Growl to attack the temporarily confused Piaro.


  Kurururung.


  There was an earthquake centered on Piaro. The only person able to withstand this earthquake was Chris, the one who caused it. Chris expected Piaro to be swept away by Tyrant’s Advent.


  “Wow.”


  Chris was at a loss after using the skill. He saw Piaro standing on a large number of rice plants growing out of cracks in the collapsing land.


  “You have messed up the land. You will have more work to do.”


  “…?”


  It was strange. It sounded like Piaro was trying to make Chris do something. Chris was feeling confused when rice rained down on him. He defended by swinging his greatsword.


  [The durability of Grid’s Greatsword has decreased by 10.]


  [The durability of Grid’s Greatsword has decreased by 11.]


  Hollow rice. They were a weak plant that had no sense of weight. No, this was a concept higher than aura. Chris couldn’t endure it, and became a rag along with Grid’s Greatsword.


  ***


  “Repair my greatsword.”


  “What?”


  20 minutes after saying goodbye, Chris returned. He handed his greatsword to Grid. Grid frowned as he checked the greatsword, which was cracked.


  “What is this? Did you meet a dragon?”


  ‘You awful bastard!’


  Chris believed that this incident was caused by Grid. The monster called Piaro was Grid’s subordinate, so he was forced to think this way.


  ‘Is it to let us know who is superior in our relationship?’


  He couldn’t believe the rumors. Grid was rumored to be stupid, but he was actually incredibly scary. Grid extended a hand to Chris.


  “The cost of the repairs. It is 3 gold for every one point of durability.”


  “What…?”


  It was 10 times more expensive than the normal repair price. It was an unreasonable price, but he couldn’t refuse the transaction.


  ‘This demon… I absolutely can’t make him an enemy!’


  Chris handed over 853 gold with trembling hands and returned to the fields. The five leaders of the Giant Guild had to work there.




  Chapter 317


  “Sigh… It is hard, hard.”


  “It is too hard to fill the quota. Does it make sense that there are only 400 people working in these vast fields? Looking at the scale, there should be at least 10 times more workers.” 


  “Dammit! If this is an agricultural city, increase the number of farmers!”


  “They want to save money on the labor costs. I heard that Grid is quite cheap.”


  “He’s beyond the level of cheap. Cutting labor costs and kidnapping users to become farmers, is this something normal people would do?”


  The 21 users caught by Piaro and forced to work. They complained about Grid every time they gathered. It was because they were convinced that Piaro, who kidnapped them and turned them into farmers, was doing it under Grid’s orders.


  However, the reason they didn’t run away was due to the rewards of the hidden quest. Honestly, they were happy about getting a hidden quest and didn’t hold any animosity towards Grid.  The reason they came to Reidan was because they wanted to join Overgeared, and they basically liked Grid.


  But the work was too hard, so it was hard to survive unless they complained. It was inevitable that Grid would be frequently mentioned.


  “Are they new?”


  The grumbling users working in the fields focused on one place. From far away, Piaro was leading five people over.


  “This time it’s a group of five.”


  “Tsk tsk, poor guys.”


  The average level of the 21 users was 270. They had to be at least that level to cross the desert to Reidan. The group of five people would also be high level users. Wasn’t it too absurd that they were being dragged as dogs to become farmers? They felt a sense of compassion.


  “Ah?”


  “Eh?”


  The users looking at the five newcomers sympathetically became confused. They were the master of the Giant Guild and the Five Captains!


  “T-This is ridiculous!”


  They were dealt a big blow in the golem invasion, but they were still very strong. The Giant Guild was one of the best guilds. In particular, the Five Captains were third advancement users and Chris was 3rd on the unified rankings, so they were a high sky for the users. But they weren’t even Piaro’s opponent?


  ‘That crazy farmer is bigger than we thought!’


  The users were astonished, while Piaro introduced Chris’ group to them.


  “They are new farmers. I hope you get along well with them in the future.”


  “Who is a farmer?”


  “Damn bastard!”


  Chris, the 3rd ranked user, leader of the Giant Guild and viscount of the Eternal Kingdom was being introduced as a new farmer! The captains trembled at Piaro’s absurd attitude.


  But Chris wasn’t offended. The opponent was stronger than him. Despite being able to kill him, Chris was spared and given a hidden quest. He didn’t intend to make a fuss.


  “Let’s get along well.”


  Chris greeted the senior farmers with respect. The Five Captains were forced to bow their heads.


  “W-We will work hard.”


  On this day, Chris and the Five Captains joined the fun and exciting training.


  A strange rumor started to circulate on the Internet. The master of the Giant Guild and the Five Captains became serfs of Grid. It was a rumor that couldn’t be believed. No one believed the rumor.


  “What is this nonsense?”


  Grid was more disbelieving than anyone else.


  ***


  Grid had obtained 27 pavranium for helping with Braham’s resurrection. Originally, there were 28 pavranium. However, one of them became the Vessel of the Soul and entered Braham’s possession.


  ‘It is painful that I can’t get one, but…’


  Fortunately, all 27 out of 27 pavranium had the blessing of the four gods. As the master of the pavranium, Grid received a 15% buff on his attack power, defense, recovery and magic power. As a legendary class exclusive item, the pavranium was truly a scam.


  ‘It was only because of Braham that I could receive the blessing of God Yatan, so let’s not think too much about giving him one pavranium.’


  Grid had become a very positive and generous person compared to the past. In fact, a little while ago, he had reduced Chris’ repair price by 2 gold.


  ‘2 gold is two ramyun.’


  He could imagine how much Chris appreciated it. Grid didn’t doubt that Chris would feel a great affection towards him. He thought about a future alliance with the Giant Guild, then wondered what he should do with the pavranium.


  ‘I can’t make Lifael’s Spear.’


  Lifael’s Spear was the strongest weapon in existence. It was an undeniable truth. Unfortunately, it was an inefficient weapon for Grid. The spear wasn’t influenced by Pagma’s Swordsmanship and he was poisoned by its divine power when he used Blackening.


  ‘It is enough to have Grid’s Greatsword, Failure, and Yakult as weapons.’


  Then would it be better to make armor?


  Grid was equipped with the Holy Light armor, gloves and a crown that were made by Pagma, and they boasted an outstanding performance when worn as a set. He also efficiently swapped between Grid’s Boots and Braham’s Boots for the shoes.


  On the other hand, he was lacking a shield. But Grid used a greatsword as a weapon, so there weren’t many opportunities to use a shield.


  ‘Is there anything special that isn’t a weapon or armor?’


  Pavranium was a mineral with its own will. It considered Grid’s safety as the top priority and moved with its own judgment. It was far more efficient to give it freedom than to limit it to his body. What was the best type of item to utilize that freedom?


  ‘A symbol of freedom…’


  “Snack.”


  “…It is a snack. Eh?”


  Grid frowned. Snack? Who was the person who suddenly interfered with his deep thoughts by speaking nonsense? Grid shifted his gaze in that direction. The guy who had devoted himself to monster hunting since arriving in Reidan was now resting on the window sill.


  “Give me a snack! Give it to me! Nyang!”


  He had a very proud and arrogant attitude. It was almost a command.


  “Have you lost your senses? No, in the first place, why are you after a snack? Don’t you eat monster or human souls?”


  “That is food! Snacks are snacks, nyang!”


  “What jerk gave you the concept of snacks…?”


  “Your wife! Nyang!”


  “…”


  Setting aside where he learnt the word ‘wife,’ he was talking about Irene.


  ‘I heard that Irene has a hobby of baking cake these days.’


  Irene was the daughter of an earl, so she never learned how to cook. Now after coming to Reidan, she wanted to learn how to cook and bake, so that she could give Grid a little joy. Thanks to her, the Overgeared members and the soldiers were able to enjoy sweet snacks. Noe seemed to have been added as well.


  “Sigh, okay. Take a nap and don’t interfere with my work.”


  Grid decided to ignore Noe and started thinking again about what to make with the pavranium.


  ‘An item that can highlight the advantage of moving on its own…’


  “Teddy bear.”


  “…A teddy bear is good… Ah, you.”


  Grid frowned. Teddy bear? Who was interfering this time? The incensed Grid turned towards the owner of the voice. It was Randy, who was in the appearance of a little girl.


  “I received a teddy bear from Irene!”


  Randy was pure and cute as she extended the bear. Grid nodded roughly towards the child.


  “Okay. Go and play with the teddy bear.”


  “Yes!”


  Randy smiled and went next to Noe to play with the bear. But her playing didn’t last long. Noe teased Randy by repeatedly batting at the teddy bear.


  “…I’m going crazy.”


  Randy started crying while Noe laughed, interrupting Grid’s meditation time. So he kicked them out. Then he wondered again.


  ‘The item I should make out of pavranium…’


  “Please make farming equipment.”


  “…The answer is farming equipment… Hah.”


  Grid’s face distorted like a demon. Farming equipment? This time, someone was pouring cold water on him! The owner of the voice was Piaro. Piaro was wearing dirt-stained clothing. Grid could no longer overlook it.


  “Piaro, what is your job?”


  “I am the leader of the Overgeared Knights Division, commander of Reidan, and a farmer.”


  “Isn’t there something strange in there?”


  “No.”


  Grid couldn’t understand it at all.


  “Why on earth do you keep clinging to being a farmer? Are you doing your duties as knight captain and commander of Reidan?”


  “Yes.”


  Piaro answered without hesitation. He felt pride in his responsibilities.


  “Then I’m glad. But what about your goal of becoming a sword saint? If you don’t have time due to your duties, isn’t it better to quit farming and practice your swordsmanship?”


  [A legendary farmer has been born!]


  The main character of the notification window that all users in Satisfy saw wasn’t Piaro. Grid was certain, but he couldn’t help feeling nervous. In this case, his uneasy feeling was proven correct.


  “I realized that I am a farmer, not a sword saint.”


  “…”


  Grid was no longer a fool. Piaro was faithful to his role as a farmer. It was rumored that the seven guilds’ invasion of Reidan was repelled by farmers. The users doing field work, and so on. All of these things attested to the fact that Piaro was the legendary farmer.


  Grid just didn’t want to admit it.


  Sword Saint Muller. Grid hoped that Piaro’s strength would be recognized as the strongest among the legends.


  “…Is it because your talent isn’t enough to pursue the peak of swordsmanship? In the end, you gave up and became a farmer.”


  Grid couldn’t hide his anger as he tried to provoke Piaro.


  “…”


  Piaro knew the role that Grid wanted for him. He knew the sense of loss that Grid would be feeling. Piaro was determined to prove himself to Grid. He would prove that he was superior compared to when he was a great swordsman. 


  “Farming is the foundation of our lives and it is more valuable than anything else in the world. I just chose a more valuable path.”


  “It is possible for women to harvest the crops. You aren’t the only one who can do farming.”


  “However, I’m the only one who can master it.”


  “Why do you need to master farming? Ah, to create a good harvest? It is very minor. If you have power, you can occupy more territory. Then there would be more people and we can secure a large amount of food using it. It is much more profitable to develop the armed forces to aim for more land.”


  “Mastering farming isn’t merely raising crops. I can exert more power if I have an understanding of nature. I can confident that I am necessary for My Lord.”


  “Really? Then prove it. What type of power can a farmer exert?”


  This was what Piaro wanted. He had been wanting this situation since he asked for farming equipment.


  ‘I must be acknowledged by My Lord.’


  He would let Grid know the greatness of a farmer. Piaro took out his hand plow and plow, while Grid armed himself with Failure and Grid’s Greatsword.


  “I will return you to your original form. Your hands are meant to hold a sword, not dirt-stained farming equipment!”


  At present, Piaro wasn’t sane. Grid had to return him to the right path. Grid put on the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch and used Blacksmith’s Rage to overpower Piaro. Piaro made a sad expression.


  ‘His talent is weak compared to Kraugel and Chris.’


  Grid made great strides after defeating Pagma’s Doppelganger, but his lord was fundamentally unskilled. It was unlikely that his growth had continued since then.


  ‘You might be poisoned with frustration after losing, but I believe that you can overcome this poison as usual.’


  Piaro would first relieve his burden by proving his value. Piaro judged and blocked the blue greatsword Grid was swinging, then counterattacked while avoiding a dark blue greatsword. In his head, Grid had already collapsed.


  But what was Grid’s specialty? It was the power to overcome common sense and destroy predictions.


  Chaaeng!


  “…!”


  As soon as the blue greatsword and hand plow collided, Piaro’s eyes widened.
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  As soon as the blue greatsword and hand plow collided, Piaro’s eyes widened.


  ‘Heavy!’


  Grid’s swordsmanship was rough. It wasn’t outstanding. However, his high strength and agility wrecked considerable havoc. 


  ‘How far has he come?’


  Piaro had experience teaching Grid. He knew more than anyone that Grid was dull-witted. Even though he inherited the legendary skills, Piaro was confident that a rapid growth wasn’t possible for Grid.


  But he was mistaken. Grid’s growth rate was comparable to the geniuses that Piaro recognized, Regas and Ibellin.


  ‘Now!’


  The synergy between the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch and his high insight exploded. As Piaro was feeling confused, Grid’s eye flashed red and he shook the hand plow off Failure. At this point, Grid’s greatsword moved horizontally.


  Chaaeng!


  “Uh…!”


  Piaro groaned. A powerful shock was delivered despite the defense of the plow. Blacksmith’s Rage and the buff on the pavranium meant that Grid’s attack power currently surpassed Chris. In particular, Grid’s high agility gave him wings.


  Chaaeng! Jjang! Jjejeong!


  In the time it took Chris to attack twice, Grid had attacked three times. Piaro was very surprised. It was surprising since Grid was predicted to be below Chris’ level. But this surprise didn’t last long.


  Grid had one lacking point. It was his understanding of swordsmanship. Chris executed a trajectory that forced the enemy’s movement to slow, while Grid was just fast.


  First, defend and then pierce through the gap. Piaro turned to the left, aiming his hand plow at Grid’s left shoulder. It was an attack that precisely aimed for the weak point, but something unexpected happened.


  A golden blade flew and guarded Grid. Piaro blocked the attack and was amazed.


  ‘Indeed!’


  A legendary blacksmith. Grid made up for his lack of swordsmanship with tools. However, didn’t the golden blade stiffen from one strike? Piaro didn’t consider the pavranium to be a variable. This was a natural judgment. It was too early to express this as carelessness.


  But who was Grid? Once again, he was a legendary blacksmith. He transcended predictions with his items.


  Peeng!


  “Heok?”


  Piaro had been the strongest ever since he became a great swordsman. He was considered invincible and rarely experienced a fright. The golden blade went stiff after protecting Grid’s shoulder. Then it launched Magic Missile!


  “Ugh!”


  It was a completely unexpected type of attack. He never imagined that magic would come from the blade. Then Grid leapt forward through that gap.


  Chaaeng!


  Once the attack was blocked, he took advantage of the rebound and swung Grid’s Greatsword. It was an exciting linked combo.


  Puok!


  “…!”


  Blood dripped down Piaro’s chest. However, the damage didn’t seem to be great and there was no shaking in his posture. Grid knew how robust he was and linked the attacks without hesitation.


  Slashing and a descending cut. Landing and then a horizontal slash. The subsequent counterattack was defended by Failure and then countered with Grid’s Greatsword. He succeeded in a total of five attacks with Grid’s Greatsword. Then the option of Grid’s Greatsword was activated, making the fifth attack a critical attack.


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 22,900 damage to the target.]


  ‘Ridiculously durable.’


  The person wounded was Piaro, but Grid was the one who felt surprised. It was because Piaro’s defensive power exceeded Elfin Stone’s, despite him only wearing simple clothes. His health must be at least 300,000.


  Piaro was a legendary farmer, so he now had significantly higher stats than when he was a great swordsman. In addition, he raised his level through continuous training. Piaro’s current level was 405, which was 38 levels higher than when Grid observed him with the Great Lord’s Sword.


  Grid was only level 301, so his attacks couldn’t deal proper damage. This was a judgment based on level that the system decided by default.


  Piaro expressed his respect.


  “I am proud of you.”


  Had he been working hard since the day he struggled with Pagma’s doppelganger?


  “I have to salute My Lord, who has done your best despite your lack of talent.”


  [Piaro’s loyalty has soared to the peak.]


  [The absolute trust in his lord has increased Piaro’s willingness and opened up his potential. Piaro’s stats will permanently increase by 10%.]


  “Heok.”


  Grid would normally be glad about the notification windows. But now was an exception.


  “W-Wait a minute!”


  Piaro should become stronger after the battle! He didn’t have time to put that thought in his mouth.


  “Free Farming 1st Style, Sowing.”


  Pa pa pa pat!


  Piaro sprinkled dozens of seeds.


  The pavranium responded because it was aimed at Grid.


  Out of the 27 pavranium, four of the pavranium turned into blades had been mixed with the Water Clan King’s Tears. The remaining 23 were the basic form, showing a weak defense. They couldn’t fully defend against all the seeds sowed around Grid and stiffened.


  [You have suffered 9,320 damage.] 


  “This damn thing!”


  Grid was hit by a rice seed that penetrated through the stiff pavranium and screamed. In the past, a low level user in Patrian was hit by a bone and died. Now Grid was in the same position.


  “Free Farming 2nd Style, Rapid Growth.”


  Kwaduk! Kudududuk!


  After hitting the pavranium or Grid, the seeds on the floor started growing rapidly.


  ‘What is this?’


  Grid freaked out as he saw the rice growing.


  “This is a power that only a legendary farmer can exert.”


  Piaro’s will was firm. As a legendary farmer, he wasn’t incompetent. So he wanted to be acknowledged. But Grid couldn’t accept it. No matter how strong a legendary farmer, he couldn’t get rid of the idea that a sword saint was better.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link!”


  A sword dance was quickly unfolded.


  Pit! Pipipipipit!


  Dozens of attacks flew out and scattered the rice plants. Grid and Piaro’s eyes met.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship…!”


  “Free Farming!”


  Kuooooh!


  The air around Grid sank heavily. The intense aura around Grid was concentrated at the end of the greatsword, making the target feel an extreme threat. It was the manifestation of Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Kill.


  Piaro’s skill was even more amazing.


  “6th Style! Flailing!”


  The plow was replaced by a flail. It ruthlessly struck Grid’s Greatsword that was aiming for his chest.


  Pepeok! Bam bam bam!


  “Heok?”


  Grid was surprised. It was because the energy of Kill was unable to bear the power of the flail and dissipated.


  ‘This is crazy!’


  Flailing! One of his strongest skills was disabled by a farming technique. The thing that made him even more irate was that the old flail Piaro was using was a rare rated farming tool that Grid made a few months ago. In contrast, his weapon was legendary rated!


  ‘Shit!’


  It felt like he was grain hit by a flail. Piaro’s skill wasn’t just strong. It also had a tendency to break the enemy’s self-esteem. It was very powerful.


  ‘He might be a farmer, but a legend is a legend. This is pretty amazi… No, no.’


  He couldn’t acknowledge Piaro as a farmer. Piaro should only be a sword saint. Grid barely recovered from his confusion and gave orders to four pavranium blades that contained Magic Missile.


  ‘Shoot from all directions!’


  The pavranium only followed Grid’s will. They immediately reacted by surrounding Piaro and firing Magic Missile all at once.


  ‘This basic magic isn’t a threat to me!’


  Piaro was caught off guard before, but not now.


  Piaro demonstrated the hidden technique of Free Farming, ‘Natural State.’ Then the earth, air, trees and everything in nature gave him strength, causing his stats to rise dramatically. It was natural that his magic resistance would also increase.


  But it was useless.


  Pepepepeng!


  “Cough!”


  The Magic Missile (Enhanced) Grid received from Braham completely ignored the target’s magic resistance. Despite the use of Natural State, Piaro suffered a lot of damage.


  ‘What is with the strength of this magic?’


  Piaro had fought with Earl Ashur, one of the 10 great magicians of the continent. But Earl Ashur didn’t have magic that was this fast and powerful.


  ‘The magic of an artifact transcends that of a great magician…!’


  His lord was truly great. Piaro felt sincere respect.


  On the other hand, Grid was cursing.


  ‘Dammit.’


  He was able to add magic to pavranium thanks to the Water Clan King’s Tears sent by Euphemina, but there was a problem. In order to deploy the Magic Missile attributed to the pavranium, Grid’s mana was consumed.


  Malacus’ Cloak and the Black Quartz Earrings increased Grid’s intelligence, giving him mana close to 16,000. The mana cost of the legendary skills was very high, so it was too much to use both Pagma’s Swordsmanship and Magic Missile (Enhanced).


  But in this situation, Piaro became even stronger.


  ‘Natural State…’


  It amplified his stats, like Braham’s Magic Drain. It was an excellent legendary buff skill.


  ‘On the other hand, my Blacksmith’s Rage…’


  Blacksmith’s Rage was based on sympathizing with blacksmiths! It couldn’t be denied that it was a great buff that increased attack damage and attack speed, but the disadvantage was that the duration was too short. The skill at level 5 only lasted for 35 seconds. Piaro’s Natural State and Braham’s Magic Drain were undeniably better.


  Pepeok! Bam bam bam!


  “Ugh!”


  Would Blacksmith’s Rage one day be reborn to match a legendary skill? Grid’s thinking was broken by Piaro’s flail. Grid tried to defend, but it was difficult. The flail was light, its attack speed was fast and its trajectory was irregular.


  ‘This is a joke…!’


  Piaro was very fast after using Natural State. He avoided all the Magic Missiles fired by the pavranium again. Grid was distressed about the one-sided beating.


  ‘If only I had two more hands…!’


  He would be able to resist Piaro’s flail and also reverse the situation by using Item Combination.


  ‘Ah?’


  Grid was struck with an epiphany.


  ‘Yes, hands!’


  The hands of a legendary blacksmith! What if he could reproduce these great hands with the pavranium? Just imagine it! The legendary blacksmith hands that moved according to his command.


  During combat, he could use multiple items, maximizing the power of his items. In addition, they could be his substitute for the long activation time of Item Combination.


  ‘I can make several items at the same time, so the efficiency of my work will increase!’


  …Irene would also be pleased.


  Grid smiled with satisfaction and called out.


  “Time! Wait! Stop! I said stop!”


  “…?”


  Not admitting defeat in a battle, just stopping? Piaro stopped moving his flail. It was truly great loyalty. Grid shouted to him.


  “Let’s fight again tomorrow!”


  Grid was too careless today. Even if Piaro was a farmer, he was still a legend. Tomorrow, if Grid lost again despite his full preparations…


  ‘At that time, I will respect your choice.’


  Grid’s eyes were filled with confidence. The reason why he felt confident despite not reducing Piaro’s health by one-tenth today was because he had absolute faith. He had faith in his items.


  At this moment, a legend of the new era started to evolve. He was in the process of catching up to the legends of the previous generation and overcoming them.
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  ‘Piaro is at least level 400.’


  Grid didn’t even need to observe him with the Great Lord’s Sword. There was no other way to explain why his attacks didn’t do any damage despite Piaro wearing no armor.


  ‘At least a 100 level difference…’


  The difference of 100 levels was big. It was a gap that couldn’t be filled. Apart from the level compensation system, the difference between the stat numbers and power of skills was different. Using common sense, the probability that Grid would beat Piaro was 0%.


  But.


  ‘I have a means of destroying common sense.’


  This meant…


  ‘Of course it’s items.’


  It was the attraction of items that could destroy the balance of the system. For those who couldn’t afford it, items were a curse. But it was the opposite for Grid. He would stand at the peak as an overgeared person. On the other hand, Piaro was only using rare rated farming equipment and old clothing.


  ‘The odds are good enough.’


  Grid knew the strength of a legendary farmer. However, how could it compare to a sword saint?


  ‘Piaro, I will break your stubbornness.’


  He would make Piaro dream of becoming a sword saint again! Grid pledged and used the item disassembly skill.  After extracting the Water Clan King’s Tears from the four golden blades, he poured a total of 27 pavranium into the furnace.


  It was the beginning of the smelting.


  ‘What is he trying to make this time?’


  Khan and the young blacksmiths flocked to Grid’s side. They focused on Grid’s behavior and tried to figure out his intentions. However, they couldn’t understand Grid’s state.


  ‘What is he doing?’


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid produced a mold while the pavranium melted. But the model of the mold wasn’t common. It wasn’t a blade or a spear, but Grid’s hand itself.


  ***


  The pavranium expedition repeatedly attacked the 10~15th vampire cities.


  They wanted to challenge the cities that hadn’t been attacked yet, but they took Grid’s warning to heart.


  “There is a vampire duke called Marie Rose. Braham says she’s sleeping somewhere inside the cities. If we don’t want to be killed, only hunt in the places that we have secured. Yes? How old is she? Um… She is strong enough to wipe out all of the Overgeared members? This is a complete scam, a scam.”


  ‘Many times stronger than Elfin Stone…’


  ‘Perhaps a dragon class?’


  Grid had succeeded in the Elfin Stone raid after reaching level 300. He recently became more and more suited to be called the strongest. They were also proud that the Overgeared members was the best guild. But this vampire had a presence that could overwhelm all of them alone?


  Indeed, Satisfy was wide. There were many unknown areas and existences that hadn’t been met yet.


  “The elixirs are really dirty. Since the first day we came here with Grid, the number of vampires we hunted has surpassed 10,000. So why hasn’t even one elixir dropped?”


  “I agree. If only one stamina elixir dropped…”


  “There is even the buff that increases item acquisition, so the drop rate is worse than rumored.”


  “We still obtained 11 Junior Vampire Rings. That is big enough.”


  In cities where they had already raided the boss once, the appearance rate of the True Blood vampires dropped. The boss was also weaker than the first boss. This meant the difficulty of the dungeon fell, resulting in lower quality items dropped.


  The Overgeared members couldn’t make as much as they expected. But their attitudes were positive. It was because the vampires gave a lot of experience. The vampire cities were still the best hunting grounds. It was phenomenal, causing the level 203 Yura to rise to 210 in just one week.


  “But why isn’t Grid here? There are only 25 days left on the experience buff.”


  “He has something important to do, so he will come in two days.”


  “Important? He made a greatsword for Chris a few days ago, so what now?”


  “Perhaps Chris hit Grid in the back of the head?”


  “That’s not it. He said that he’s making an item that is the peak of being overgeared.”


  “Peak of overgeared…?”


  Swords, spears, bows, etc. They were always discussed when talking about the peak of fighting. But the peak of being overgeared, they couldn’t understand what this meant.


  “Did he find a way to do Item Combination without the merging time?”


  “…It might be possible.”


  Didn’t Pagma’s Descendant have many abilities? In addition, couldn’t Grid take advantage of all of them? The Overgeared members still couldn’t predict the result.


  ***


  Grid thought rapidly.


  ‘Hands? They’re easy to make!’


  Grid currently had close to 2,600 points in dexterity. There was also a large rise in proficiency due to making the two greatswords. Grid was more confident than ever, and made molds in the shape of his hands. Then he poured the molten pavranium in the five molds.


  After a while.


  “Okay! Perfect!”


  Five golden hands floated and started moving around Grid. Grid was filled with joy. It was fun to imagine how these five hands could help him in the future. He couldn’t ignore the battle-oriented aspects.


  Just imagine it! The five hands would protect him with shields, while attacking the enemy with swords. Grid would be absolutely invincible.


  “Ohh…!”


  Khan and the blacksmiths were amazed to see hands floating in the air alone. Creating moving hands, they looked at Grid like he was a god.


  “Huhut… Now, shall I test your performance?”


  Grid took out Failure, Iyarugt, Grid’s Greatsword, the Ideal Dagger and the Divine Shield from his inventory and commanded the five hands.


  “Arm yourselves!”


  Pa pa pa pat!


  The five hands flew towards Grid and collided with the five items. That’s right. They collided instead of grabbing the weapons.


  “…?”


  Rather than equipping the items, the hands let them drop to the ground. Grid was dismayed.


  “What are you doing? To hold an item, you must fold your fingers. Why are you keeping your palms open?”


  He asked with frustrating, but the pavranium didn’t answer. They might have a will, but the pavranium was only a mineral. They couldn’t possibly talk.


  “Ah, this is frustrating.”


  The five hands lined up in front of Grid. Then he tried to teach them by repeatedly folding and unfolding his fingers.


  “This is rock! This is scissors! This is paper! Now follow me!”


  “…”


  The pavranium didn’t move despite his passionate shouts. They just kept their palms open.


  “No, try to follow me!”


  “…”


  Grid cursed at the five hands floating in the air. The blacksmiths were baffled because Grid wasn’t acting as normal.


  ‘Why is he acting like this?’


  ‘What’s wrong?’


  ‘Why is the great sun of Reidan…?’


  Among the young blacksmiths, Khan shook his head.


  “It’s been a while since I’ve seen this…”


  ***


  [Hand Model of a Legendary Blacksmith]


  Attack Power: 22


  A model of the hands of the legendary blacksmith Grid.


  It is made of pavranium, so it can move by itself.


  If the open palms hit the opponent’s cheeks, the provocation effect is activated.


  Weight: 15


  “…Ah.”


  Grid read the item description several times and belatedly realized. How delicate were the hands of a body? Due to the presence of multiple joints and muscles, fine control and all types of actions were possible.


  In other words, it was necessary to produce the joints for these pavranium hands to function properly. Without the joints, it was no different from a plaster of a hand. The fingers couldn’t bend.


  “…Hah.”


  Grid could only sigh. He needed to fully understand the structure of a hand in order to produce what he desired. It was dark in front of him.


  “First of all, look at the encyclopedia… Although…”


  Didn’t the anatomy books need at least an IQ of 100 to understand? Grid trembled.


  “Needing to know the structure of the human body to make an item in game…!?”


  The Grid in the past would’ve cursed, asking why they didn’t make a game for stupid people to play. However, not the current Grid. In order to get what he wanted, he needed to put in the effort.


  He took a deep breath and logged out.


  ***


  ‘The hands consist of the thumb, the index finger, middle finger, ring finger and little finger. The thumb consists of two joints, while the fingers have three joints… The front and back of the finger have tendons, while the outer sides have the nerves and blood vessels…’


  Shin Youngwoo searched for ‘hand’ in Korea’s largest portal site. He entered a medical encyclopedia and learned about the shape and structure of the hands. He repeated the same thing several times in order to memorize it. It couldn’t be helped because he didn’t have a good memory.


  ‘I don’t want to forget the contents after logging in.’


  To be honest, he didn’t think this was necessary. In order to create an item that perfectly reproduced the functions of the hand, he could rely on the correction effect of the creation skill. He just needed the basic knowledge in order to draw a blueprint.


  But Youngwoo did his best to memorize the contents. It was an act that originated from the desire to create perfect hands.


  His mother’s voice was heard while he was studying for a long time.


  “Youngwoo! Take out the trash!”


  “…Disturbing your son who is studying for the first time in five years!”


  His mother always had excellent timing. If he wanted to do his homework, he would be interrupted. If he sat down in preparation to study for five hours straight, she would come into his room and lecture him.


  “Is she a psychic…?”


  Maybe she had a hidden psychic ability? Youngwoo childishly imagined it and followed her order. He didn’t forget to wear a mask and sunglasses that perfectly covered his face.


  ‘I will have millions of anti-fans because of Braham, so I have to be careful.’


  Maybe he would be attacked.  Youngwoo was too afraid to search his name on the Internet these days. He still didn’t know the repercussions of the incident with Braham.
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  What should he do if he encountered someone? The nervous Youngwoo shot a movie for three minutes while taking out the trash bags. He looked around every time he took a step, and occasionally took a low crawling posture. He hid behind a telephone pole whenever car lights approached.


  He was a former sergeant of the Republic of Korea army and was a reservist. Thanks to this, he was able to return home safely after taking out the trash.


  “Sigh… It was good that I went into the army.”


  He had struggled during his days of active duty, but the things he learned during the army were really worthwhile. First of all, the army was a sacred duty. Youngwoo didn’t think it was a waste of time to go into the army. Rather, he took pride in it.


  His mother, who was peeling garlic in the living room, looked at him with confusion.


  “Why are you wearing a mask and sunglasses at night?”


  “I have to do this because of a false accusation. I have to consider my body, so have Sehee take out the trash for a while.”


  “Are you insane? False accusation? Consider your body?”


  His mother had a concerned expression on his face. Youngwoo didn’t want his mother to be concerned and changed the topic.


  “It’s a joke, a joke. I’ll help you with the garlic.”


  Pak! Pa pa pa pat!


  Youngwoo peeled the garlic at a great speed. It was a level that transcended the skill of his mother, who had been peeling garlic for 30 years. His mother was astonished when she saw how quickly the white flesh of the garlic was revealed.


  ‘My son is also talented!’


  Youngwoo hadn’t done well since he was a child. He didn’t reveal any talents.  His mother always took it to heart. She felt sorry that her son had no talent, and she also felt guilty.


  But now he had her ability to peel garlic. She was thrilled that her son’s talent was belatedly discovered. It was to the point of tears. But he wasn’t particularly happy. 


  ***


  After dinner, Grid accessed Satisfy. 


  He went to visit Irene as always. She would give birth in 50 days, so Grid was motivated to whisper endearments to her and to maintain a faithful attitude.


  “Dear husband, have a good day today.”


  Jjuk!


  Irene’s lips touching his cheek was softer and more thrilling than anything else in the world. Then a notification window flashed in front of Grid.


  [The child in the belly has felt the true love of the couple, increasing all stats by 1.]


  It happened for the first time in a while. It had been 10 days The rise in the child’s stats was constantly being repeated in a certain period of time.


  ‘A good start!’


  The road was clear. The confident Grid ran to the smithy.


  “We greet the great sun of Reidan, Duke Grid!”


  The young blacksmiths greeted him in unison. Khan also laughed. Grid responded to them, then closed his eyes.


  ‘Concentrate.’


  Grid didn’t delay. He recalled the structure of the hand that he had memorized and immediately triggered the creation skill.


  “Item Creation.”


  [What item do you want to create?]


  ‘Will it work?’


  Item Creation wasn’t an almighty skill. A simple example was that Grid couldn’t create accessories.  Grid could only create items that were suitable for blacksmiths to produce.


  Gulp.


  Grid gulped nervously and replied.


  “Hands. I want to create hands.”


  […]


  It was silent for a while. The system didn’t have a reaction.


  ‘Is it impossible?’


  It was the worst case scenario. The moment Grid was going to frown with disappointment,


  [It is hands, not gauntlets?]


  The notification window was different from usual. It was a more organic question.


  ‘Something is coming!’


  Grid sensed this was a prelude to a special event and nodded.


  “That’s right! I want to create hands! Hands based on mine!”


  [It is possible if you set the material as pavranium.]


  “…!”


  His morale started to rise.  Grid was delighted. He shouted with excitement.


  “I will set the material as pavranium!”


  At that moment.


  Ttiring~


  A cheerful sound was heard, and he couldn’t imagine what happened next.


  [You have had the same idea as the legendary blacksmith Pagma.] 


  [The third class quest ‘What Pagma couldn’t Achieve’ has been created.]


  [What Pagma couldn’t Achieve]


  Difficulty: Class Quest.


  300 years ago, the legendary blacksmith created the strongest mineral called pavranium.


  Pavranium is a mineral with a transcendent performance, even above the god mineral adamantium. It is said that it  would’ve never been completed without the knowledge of Great Magician Braham.


  Pagma was inspired. It was his desire to make something that even transcended the gods using the pavranium. But there was a clear limit to the quantity of pavranium, so Pagma had to think about how to use the pavranium.


  At this time, he came up with the ‘God Hand.’


  Several golden hands that could demonstrate a dexterity equivalent to the legendary blacksmith! With the God Hands, Pagma believed he could produce items in an area that he had never reached. 


  However, he was unable to make the God Hands. Human life was finite and Pagma was already old.


  Now you have reached the same idea as Pagma, so create and produce the God Hands. Transcend the foundation set by Pagma by achieving the goal that Pagma couldn’t reach.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Fully produce hands made of pavranium.


  Quest Clear Reward: One of the hidden pieces of Pagma’s Descendant, ‘Sealed Abilities’ will open.


  ‘It is as Braham said!’


  Pagma existed 300 years ago. In addition, he was dying at that point. So how did he appear in history 100 years ago? Grid gradually started to accept Pagma’s existence.


  ‘Perhaps a ghost… No, it’s useless to think about it now.’


  It was something he would naturally discover during the progression of his story quests. Grid shook his head and focused on the challenge ahead of him.


  ‘I’ll do it!’


  Grid was filled with a burning motivation. He was confident after memorizing the shape and structure of a hand for three hours.


  [Please design the God Hand.]


  A blank blueprint appeared in front of him.


  Grid drew the structure he learned and a form that resembled his own hand. As a result, he was able to design a quality hand that exceeded his knowledge due to the Item Creation skill’s compensation effect.


  [’Design: God Hand’ has been acquired!]


  God Hand. The name itself was tremendous. The performance was obviously great just based on the name. The blissful Grid smelted the pavranium. Then he used the Legendary Blacksmith’s Hammer to forge it.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid focused silently. He didn’t let anything obstruct him. 


  “…”


  It was quiet. For Grid, the only things that existed in the world at present were the pavranium, the anvil, and the hammer. There was nothing else.


  Ttaang – ttang -!


  The hammer and Grid were no longer separate existences. They were fully joined. The hammer was Grid and Grid was the hammer. The body and hammer moved as one.


  Ttaaang!


  The pavranium gradually took the shape of the God Hands. The complex and delicate structure was recreated. A clear sound rang out. Khan and the young blacksmiths were impressed as they watched the golden hands being completed.


  [Your extreme concentration has activated the Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath.]


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath has increased the effectiveness of your production items.]


  “…!”


  At the end of a long work, Grid finally returned to reality. His eyes widened as he confirmed the result.


  ***


  ‘There is no possibility that I will lose today.’


  Piaro didn’t doubt it. Grid’s level was beyond his expectations, but it still wasn’t a match for Piaro.


  ‘I’m sorry towards My Lord.’


  Grid was growing quickly. But that was it. Grid hadn’t yet become a suitable candidate for the title of legend.


  ‘There is still a sky between you and me.’


  A person’s skills couldn’t transcend that gap overnight. Piaro recalled the battle from the day before and was confident that he could win against Grid today without any injuries.


  Puk! Puk puk puk puk!


  Pa pa pa pat!


  As Piaro was thinking, his hands moved without any rest. He quickly dug out the vegetables in no time. Chris and the Five Captains were amazed at the sight.


  ‘I want such a farmer in our territory!’


  It was Chris’ desperate wish. Pedro. The territory ruled by the Giant Guild was different from the past. Everything was trampled by the golem army, so they were currently in the process of rebuilding.


  Of course, the fields were also a mess, and it was impossible to produce food. But what if they obtained a Piaro? Pedro’s crops would get better every quarter and the Giant Guild’s finances would rise. People would become motivated after getting food and the rate of the reconstruction would increase by several times.


  “Sigh…”


  Chris could only sigh. He was envious of Grid, who had a great number of named NPCs like Piaro.


  “Um, I should end it here today.”


  Piaro rose from his spot. He finished work three hours earlier than usual.


  “Are you going already? What about the sparring?”


  It was Chris who talked to Piaro with extreme respect.


  “I have something important to do today. After finishing the field work, we will spar at night. I’ll see you later.”


  The dirt-stained Piaro left the fields.


  “It must be huge if that old man, who is crazy about farming, left.”


  “Maybe something happened with Overgeared?”


  The Five Captains’ guesses were reasonable. Piaro usually cherished working in the fields. What happened that would make him leave early?


  “Follow him.”


  Chris felt curious and followed Piaro. Piaro’s insight was so high that they had to be a considerable distance behind, but they were able to easily follow him. It was because Reidan’s population was low.


  “Huh?”


  “Grid?”


  Chris and the Five Captains followed Piaro to a large smithy. They were confused at the sight of Piaro confronting Grid. Grid was armed with two greatswords and had a grim expression on his face, like he was planning to fight Piaro.


  ‘Is there a feud between the two?’


  If so, was this a chance to recruit Piaro? Chris was inwardly cheering with delight.


  “This idiot doesn’t understand who he is facing.”


  The other captains scoffed, except for Zirkan. Grid couldn’t beat Piaro, who defeated even them. The Five Captains predicted that Grid would be killed with a hand plow in 10 seconds. They believed it was a natural result.


  ‘Because we were beaten!’


  After reaching the third advancement, the Five Captains were stronger than ever. They were aware of the level of Grid’s skills. But what was the truth?


  “Heok.”


  The Five Captains watched the sight unfold before their eyes and couldn’t close their mouths. Chris was also shocked.
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  “I greet My Lord!”


  The vacant lot in front of Khan’s smithy. Piaro came at the promised time. Grid’s expression wasn’t good. It was because Piaro was the same as yesterday. He was wearing old clothes covered in soil and holding a rusty hand plow.


  The outright image of a farmer. In addition, a poor farmer!


  “Not dressing formally as the captain of the Overgeared Knights Division and commander of Reidan. Can’t this be interpreted as disloyalty towards me?”


  Grid came out strongly. It seemed he still hadn’t accepted Piaro as a farmer.


  Piaro stood his ground.


  “I dress appropriately when carrying out my duties as commander and captain of knights division. Right now, I am a farmer, so I look like this.”


  “This damn farmer’s life, I’ll settle this today.”


  “You don’t have to. Isn’t this the increase in power that My Lord wanted? As a farmer, I am capable of exercising power beyond what was possible before. Now I am much stronger than when I was a great swordsman. Please respect the path I chose and acknowledge this fact.”


  “It’s weaker than a sword saint! Get rid of that farmer and become a sword saint!”


  Grid didn’t speak for long. He pulled out two weapons.


  [The +9 Failure has been equipped.]


  [The +8 Grid’s Greatsword has been equipped.]


  The plain Grid’s Greatsword from yesterday was now shining with the color of a +8 enhancement. It was a result of investing all the enhancement stones that Grid had gathered. It was unfortunate that it didn’t reach +9.


  “Today I am different from yesterday!”


  Confidence filled Grid’s eyes. Piaro couldn’t understand it at all.


  ‘Why does he believe this?’


  Didn’t he see the difference between them yesterday? His skills couldn’t have gone up in a single day, so what was the basis for his confidence?


  ‘He is the master of 20,000 people and a legend.’


  It was a bigger problem if he was arrogant. This could easily create enemies and cause danger. Piaro had a different set of values from Braham. Out of loyalty to Grid, he made a decision to break Grid down.


  “I will show you my power today.”


  As soon as Piaro armed himself with a hand plow and hoe, Grid attacked as if he had been waiting. He advanced and utilized the long reach of Failure.


  Chaaeng!


  He blocked with the hand plow, and used the repulsive force to retreat back.


  Kuooooh!


  The air around Grid started to boil. His black hair and the stones on the ground started rising. Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcend.


  [Entering the transcendent mode.] 


  [Attack power is doubled. Your basic attacks will be converted to ranged attacks.]


  [This effect will last for 30 seconds.]


  “If you don’t want to die, avoid this.”


  Kwa kwang! Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Grid continuously wielded his two greatswords. He swung them without a break. Every time he did, powerful energy blades poured out.


  ‘Hah.’


  Piaro admired it. Grid’s momentum rose and Transcend had a powerful force.


  ‘Certainly, he is different from yesterday.’


  Yesterday, Grid relied on pure swordsmanship and suffered. Today, Grid used Pagma’s Swordsmanship from the beginning. It was a very wise decision. The legendary skills were the only means of narrowing the gap between Piaro and himself. Piaro was impressed with Grid’s wisdom.


  ‘But…’


  The difference in basic abilities was too great. Wisdom alone couldn’t overcome the fundamental issue.


  Pepeng! Pepepepeng!


  Piaro confronted the heavy bombardment with his hand plow and hoe.  There was an explosion whenever the farming equipment collided with an energy blade, and the energy blade would disappear. Piaro wasn’t hurt by Grid’s skill.


  But to a third party, Piaro seemed to be in a great crisis. Piaro was in the center of a series of explosions and seemed like he would be injured.


  “This is impossible…”


  “Wow, that is complete damage.”


  Chris and the Five Captains were astonished as they watched the battle from a distance. Grid’s use of Transcend was great. It looked impressive. Grid seemed like he was completely overwhelming PIaro.


  ‘Grid can easily fight an opponent we couldn’t…?’


  ‘Grid is strong!’


  They thought they had become stronger than him after reaching the third advancement, but this was a mistake. Compared to Grid’s legendary class, they were still lacking. As they grew, Grid was also growing. Chris and the Five Captains’ pride was crushed at this time.


  “Sowing.”


  Piaro spoke from the centre of the explosion. Chris and the Five Captains were delighted as they confirmed that Piaro was fine.


  ‘Indeed! Piaro would never be defeated by Grid!’


  ‘Grid, it looked amazing, but there was no substance behind it!’


  They weren’t any worse than Grid after reaching the third advancement. As Chris and the Five Captains were feeling happy, seeds shot like bullets towards Grid. The female of the Five Captains, Pinky, was certain.


  “This is the end for Grid.”


  Piaro’s seeds weren’t something that could be blocked or avoided. They were fast and powerful, unconditionally dealing blows to the target.  A few days ago, Pinky had been hit by the rice seeds and feel into a critical state. How could Grid handle this technique?


  Pinky was certain. But she too arrogant. Pinky made this conclusion on the assumption that she was superior to Grid. But the reality was that Grid was much better than her.


  “Freely Move.”


  It was the skill attached to the title ‘Secret Hero.’ There were limits to the range of use, and the cooldown time was one hour. However, it was a top dashing skill that allowed him to avoid all non-targeting skills until he reached his target.


  Piaro’s Sowing was quick and exquisite, but they couldn’t reach Grid unless it was a targeted skill.


  “…!”


  Piaro’s eyes widened with surprise. Grid showed a surprising swiftness as he approached through the rice seeds.


  “Aren’t I different from yesterday?”


  Puok!


  Grid whispered to the surprised Piaro and attacked. With the help of Freely Move, he arrived in front of Piaro and used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Pinnacle.


  “This is impossible!”


  The Five Captains were shocked. Piaro had a big wound on his shoulder and was bleeding. They couldn’t believe it.


  “The opponent that even Chris couldn’t harm…’


  ‘He received a fatal wound!’


  Chris reminded the dumbfounded Five Captains.


  “No, Piaro is fine. This is the limit for Grid.”


  It was true.


  Piaro’s posture didn’t collapse despite the wound on his shoulder. Grid struck properly, but the level difference made it possible to avoid a fatal blow.


  Chaaeng!


  Piaro ignored the greatsword stuck in his shoulder and struck forward with his hoe.


  ‘I will be hit!’


  Grid read it with the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch and his insight, and tried to defend. He wanted to block the hoe by moving Grid’s Greatsword. However, Piaro’s attack contained an anomaly. It seemed to rush in front, but it actually moved to the side, making Grid’s defense useless.


  [You have suffered 11,900 damage.]


  ‘This is crazy!’


  Grid paled as his side was struck. He was wearing the most powerful armor set in existence, but he received so much damage from a rare rated farming equipment? The hand plow flew towards his forehead.


  “This is the end!”


  This time, Asellas was sure of it. A few days ago, he had been defeated by Piaro’s blow to his forehead with a hand plow. However, this was also a mistake. Grid had something that Asellas didn’t. It was the power of items.


  Jeeeong!


  “Ah!”


  Piaro cried out with alarm. He was greatly astonished. It was natural. A shield suddenly appeared in front of Grid and blocked the hand plow. The hand holding the shield didn’t belong to Grid…


  ‘A hand that’s moving alone!’


  This hand even held an item! He could imagine all the ways that it could be used. Grid laughed at the shaken Piaro.


  “Let me show you the power of items.”


  Grid declared and threw Failure and Grid’s Greatsword into the air.


  ‘What?’


  Forsaking a weapon during battle? Chris and the Five Captains couldn’t grasp the exact situation because they were watching from afar.


  “E-Eh?”


  “What is this…?”


  Something ridiculous happened. Two more gold hands appeared and grabbed the greatswords thrown by Grid?


  “Take a good look!”


  Chris hurriedly spoke. This might be the only opportunity to get a glimpse of Grid’s power. He couldn’t miss anything.


  “Who are you?”


  “…!”


  Chris and the Five Captains flinched with surprise while they were concentrating. It was due to the appearance of a handsome man with blonde hair to his waist. His name was Asmophel, and he wore white armor and a blue cloak.


  An NPC.


  “Who are you?”


  Chris’s response was angry because he was interrupted in an important moment by a NPC. Asmophel responded with a nonchalant expression.


  “A captain of the Overgeared Knights Division.”


  “Overgeared Knights Division?”


  “Pfff!”


  The name of the knights division was funny. Chris and the Five Captains reflexively laughed. Asmophel didn’t like this reaction.


  “Now you’re sneering at My Lord’s knights.”


  Suuk.


  Asmophel pulled out a sword. It was a one-handed sword that seemed to be a compact version of Dainsleif.


  “Who dares draw a sword in front of us?”


  “Everyone is looking down on us! Don’t make fun of us just because we’re covered in dirt!”


  The Five Captains were furious and armed themselves, and they had to pay a harsh price.


  “Red Sword.”


  “Keok.”


  “Ugh.”


  It happened in an instant. There was a red storm of light and all of the Five Captains, except for Zirkan, were bleeding.


  “There wasn’t only one monster…!”


  Zirkan barely defended against the attack, but it was pure luck. Zirkan’s eyes shook as he realized the difference with Asmophel from just one skill. Asmophel saw him and sighed.


  “Many of my skills are dead.”


  He was once the only rival of a great swordsman, so it was shameful that he couldn’t get rid of this weak person with one blow. Chris shouted as Asmophel was about to attack again.


  “Look!”


  “…”


  Chris was clever and had experience with Piaro. He was well aware of how to act foolish. 


  “We have a mission from Piaro to work in the rice fields! Then we’re going!”


  What was more valuable than their lives? Chris and the Five Captains ran away from Amosphel. Asmophel didn’t bother chasing after them. The important thing right now was the confrontation between his lord and his friend.


  ‘What is this?’


  Asmophel knew Piaro’s strength better than anyone else. Therefore, he couldn’t believe the sight that was unfolding before his eyes. The four golden hands that were holding three greatswords and one dagger.


  “Blackening.”


  His lord was surrounded by black magic. Piaro started to be pushed back.
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  Grid was shaken when Transcend was blocked.


  ‘I can’t believe it was defeated!’


  The number of times he had fired the energy blades in 30 seconds was well over 50 times. But Piaro stood in place and blocked it with a hand plow? He recognized Piaro’s skill from the beginning, but his agility seemed higher than yesterday.


  ‘Truly amazing.’


  Grid felt a thrill. He realized that he was blessed to have such a great subordinate. But Grid didn’t like that Piaro was a farmer. His subordinate would become much stronger if he was a sword saint!


  ‘Now I will make you a sword saint!’


  Grid rushed forward towards Piaro while avoiding the dozens of seeds. He used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Pinnacle that could only be performed once an hour. But the result fell short of expectations.


  [You have dealt 10,500 damage to the target.]


  ‘Ah! Damn level system!’


  Piaro’s stats were high and the level difference of 100 was too much. His attack power wasn’t properly applied, catching Grid’s ankles. But he didn’t feel despair. He had the power of items!


  ‘It is impossible to win with skills alone!’


  Grid faced the incoming hand plow and finally summoned a God Hand, defending by equipping the Divine Shield.


  Chaaeng!


  “…!”


  Piaro was greatly surprised by the sight. Grid smiled at the sight.


  “Let me show you the power of items.”


  [God Hand]


  Rating: Unique (Growth)


  Durability: Infinite


  Dexterity: 814  Strength: 813


  A hand made by the legendary blacksmith Grid, using the material pavranium that was made by the former legends Pagma and Braham. Since it reproduces Grid’s hands, all items can be worn without restrictions.


  An item born from the intervention of three legends, it has the ability to transcend a divine item.


  However, steady learning is essential in order to open up its potential.


  * The unique rated ‘God Hand’ only receives 30% of its master’s strength and dexterity.


  * The unique rated ‘God Hand’ isn’t yet able to reproduce its master’s skills. 


  However, the skills possessed by items can be fully used. Buff skills will influence the master.


  * ‘God Hand’ can learn blacksmithing, swordsmanship and shield techniques. 


  Currently, the Blacksmith skill of God Hand is advanced level 1, while Sword Mastery and Shield Mastery are beginner level 2. Once the mastery reaches a certain level, the rating of God Hand will increase.


  * Magic Missile (Enhanced) is attached. Due to the effect of the Water Clan King’s Tears, this spell is reproduced with 100% of its power.


  * Depending on the usage, it is easy to obtain the favor of the opposite sex.


  Conditions of Use: Grid.


  Weight: 21


  The conditions of use was Grid rather than Pagma’s Descendant. As a dedicated item exclusively for Grid, its performance and role fulfilled his expectations. There was a high likelihood of growth. It might be comparable or exceed a myth rated item, so he was full of expectations for the future.


  But there was one regrettable thing.


  ‘I was only able to make four.’


  He was able to make five if he only reproduced the shape, but the pavranium consumption rate was too high once he had to make all the structures.


  ‘Well, I still like it.’


  Wasn’t it still four hands more than other people? Grid threw Failure and Grid’s Greatsword into the air.


  ‘Why?’


  Forsaking a weapon during battle? Piaro couldn’t understand Grid’s intentions and was confused.


  ‘Perhaps…! There isn’t only one golden hand!’


  Piaro’s gaze hurriedly turned towards the sky. Two golden hands appeared and grabbed the greatswords. Piaro paled.


  “Is it the time to look away?”


  Grid replaced the Divine Shield with the Ideal Dagger, then he shouted.


  “Cut!”


  Papat! Papapat!


  The speed of the pavranium was comparable to hell’s best demonic beast, a memphis. An ordinary person wouldn’t be able to react. Three God Hands approached and wielded their greatswords and daggers at Piaro. The golden hands were moving and wielding their weapons by themselves. They might be fast and amazing, but their sword skills were terrible. It was like child’s play to Piaro.


  “This isn’t the end!”


  Chaaeng! Chaaeng!


  Piaro blocked all the hand attacks with just one hand plow! He tried to aim the hoe at Grid.


  Chaaeng!


  ‘There was one more hand!’


  A chill went down Piaro’s spine. A golden hand holding a jade greatsword aimed at his back! Grid realized it the moment he saw Piaro sense and defend against the attack.


  ‘The current God Hands can’t go against Piaro.’


  He was a monster who blocked all attacks, even if they struck simultaneously from all four directions.


  ‘But it is okay.’


  The presence of the God Hands alone were a great help to him. The swordsmanship and strength were low, but all the items were top rated weapons. Piaro was forced to be conscious of them, and Grid would aim for that gap.


  ‘I will do my best.’


  Kuwaaaang!


  Grid was covered in black energy. It was the manifestation of Blackening that belonged to Dark Bus’ Earrings.


  [Your black magic power has increased.] 


  [You don’t have any black magic power. It will be replaced with demonic power.]


  [While Blackening is activated, your species will change to half-demon.]


  [As a half demon, your maximum health is reduced by 50%. Your attack power, magic power and agility will increased by 20% each.]


  [All attacks will be converted to the black magic attribute.]


  Piaro’s eyes widened.


  ‘Demonic energy!’


  His lord wasn’t a human? He suspected for a moment. Then he noticed that the cause of Grid’s demonic energy was the earrings he was wearing.  Piaro frowned despite feeling relieved.


  “This doesn’t look good!”


  Grid’s skin was whitened and his eyes turned black, making his appearance unbearable. Piaro didn’t like that his lord was borrowing the power of a demon. But Grid wouldn’t hear of it.


  “Don’t give it any big meaning. This is just an extension of the items system.”


  Grid’s nature was more aggressive in the Blackening state. How far would this power go against Piaro? Grid felt pleasure as he gave an order to the hands.


  After deploying Wind Blast attached to the Ideal Dagger, while Failure and the Doppelganger’s Greatsword simultaneously hit the left and right sides of Piaro. At this time, Grid’s Greatsword was falling from the air.


  “Where are you going?”


  The attacks towards Piaro weren’t threatening at all. They were easy to beat. However, he couldn’t help taking action towards them.


  “Iyarugt.”


  Grid summoned the demonic sword that he got from the Elfin Stone raid. The demonic energy left an afterimage and a red line was painted.


  Chaaeng!


  ‘Unbelievable!’


  Piaro was astonished. Grid’s damage and speed was incomparable after he used Blackening. The speed wasn’t much different from Piaro. Moreover, Grid’s swordsmanship suddenly increased greatly. It was thanks to Iyarugt.


  [Due to the option effect of Iyarugt, Sword Mastery has increased by 5 levels.]


  [You don’t have the Sword Mastery skill. Beginner Sword Mastery level 5 is created while wearing Iyarugt.]


  It didn’t seem to be that much. What was the effect of beginner Sword Mastery level 5? It increased attack power and attack speed by 3% when a sword was worn. However, Grid’s basic stats were unusually high. He was in a state where his stats were enhanced by Blackening.  This 3% was forced to become a large number.


  Moreover, there was Iyarugt’s real strength.


  [The strongest enemy I have met in centuries! Go and fight! Fight without stopping! Let me grow!]


  Iyarugt. The strongest demonkin when alive. His spirit dwelled in Iyarugt, transmitting his excitement to Grid. In Grid’s field of view, dozens of red lines were created and cleared. Grid followed the most brilliant line and swung his sword. This became the best trajectory that put pressure on Piaro.


  ‘My Lord…!’


  Piaro was thrilled as he confronted it. Since acquiring the title of great swordsman, how long had it been since he was pushed on the defensive by someone? It was the first time. Thus, he was glad. He was even more delighted that the opponent was his lord!


  “Free Farming 4th Style!”


  The demonic sword was too sharp. Once the hand plow’s durability fell to the limit, he was forced to pull out a plow.


  “Plow the Field!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  As the plow swept through the ground, the earth shook like there was an earthquake and pillars of earth rose.


  “Kuk!”


  Grid reflexively moved backwards and barely avoided the pillars. But the crisis was still continuing. Piaro sprinkled seeds on the land that was cleared. The seeds quickly grew into thorny vines that surrounded Grid’s body. It was the linkage of Plowing, Sowing and then Rapid Growth.


  “God Hands!”


  Grid quickly cried out as he was about to be overtaken by the front vines. Then four golden hands flow and swung their weapons, cutting through the thorns. However, there was a limit. The thorns grew faster than the hands could act.


  In the end, Grid was forced to use Link in order to avoid the crisis. It was the moment he wasted an important skill for defensive purposes. Piaro leapt quickly and wielded his sickle.


  “Free Farming 5th Style, Harvest!”


  Seokeok! Seokekeok!


  The huge thorns were separated from the roots by the sickle. At the same time, they moved like a wave towards Grid’s body.


  [You have suffered 9,100 damage.]


  [You have suffered 8,700 damage.]


  [You have suffered 8,930 damage.]


  “Kuak!”


  It made him feel very bad. The problem was the skill name of ‘Harvest.’ He didn’t want to die from a farmer’s sickle.


  [Now!]


  Iyarugt had been waiting for this opportunity and presented a new sword trajectory to Grid. It was a sword trajectory that aimed perfectly for when Piaro landed. However, Grid’s speed wasn’t fast enough to catch it. The distance to Piaro was too far. He did the next best thing and fired off four Magic Missiles, but he was interrupted by the thorns.


  [What are you doing, incompetent bastard!]


  Iyarugt urged him as he felt frustration.


  ‘Why?’


  Grid was baffled. Then he came up with an idea. It was the skill belonging to the Ideal Dagger that he forgot about for a while.


  “God Hands!”


  Grid shouted and the hand with the Ideal Dagger used the skill. Quick Movements was used.


  [Your evasion rate is increased by 30% and your agility doubled for 1 minute.]


  This was why Grid kept the level 180 Ideal Dagger. Double his agility! The Ideal Dagger’s abilities were low, but the skill attached to it was great.


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  Grid rushed along the sword path. This speed overturned common sense, so there was no way for the confused Piaro to avoid it.


  Puok!


  A red flash was launched in a straight line towards Piaro’s shoulders. Originally, it was aimed at the heart. However, the orbit was twisted because of Piaro’s flail. But Grid wasn’t shaken. It was because he knew his present speed far exceeded Piaro’s.


  Seokeok!


  [You have dealt 3,900 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 3,790 damage to the target.]


  [You have succeeded in the 3rd combo!]


  [The amount of damage the target will receive will increase by 200% for 1 second!]


  ‘Now!’


  Kuooooh!


  A skill was launched with Iyarugt. It was Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Kill. Grid had the legendary skills so there was no sense not using them.


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 125,600 damage to the target.]


  Piaro’s health fell by half in an instant.


  [Piaro has realized what he is lacking. The level of his farming techniques have risen from this enlightenment!]


  [A hidden quest has been created.]


  A quest window appeared to increase the value of this match.
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  Piaro allowed Grid to deal a deadly attack.


  He realized it.


  ‘My use of the farming equipment is wrong!’


  He had already mastered swordsmanship. Therefore, he used it as the base for his farming techniques. He was following its principles.


  ‘This is an obvious mistake!’


  Farming and swordsmanship were completely different. Wasn’t farming equipment a tool for life, while a sword was a tool for death? The farming equipment could be enhanced by the sword techniques, but they were fundamentally different. It was right to change his approach.


  ‘Discard swordsmanship!’


  There was no reason to use swordsmanship with farming techniques. It was poison from the beginning, since he should use swordsmanship with a sword. Piaro’s awareness drastically changed. He seemed to be another person.


  The hands gripping the farming equipment loosened, and he now had a free and relaxed attitude. He stood like a farmer.


  Flash!


  Piaro’s body was surrounded by light. A quest window appeared in front of the confused Grid.


  [Lord’s Confidence]


  ★ Hidden Quest �


  Piaro has gained new enlightenment and awakened as a true farmer.


  He has completely forsaken the sword.


  At this moment, he wants to be acknowledged by you.


  Spar with Piaro!


  Please experience Piaro’s skills and acknowledge him!


  Depending on the results, Piaro will grow even more!


  Quest Clear Conditions: Win or lose in a spar with Piaro.


  Defeat in a spar with Piaro: Piaro will gain great pride as a farmer. Piaro’s stats and skills will significantly rise.


  Victory in a spar with Piaro: Piaro will feel skeptical and once again walk on the path of the sword again. The stats that rose as a result of Piaro becoming a legend will be destroyed.


  [Hidden Quest ‘Lord’s Confidence’ will proceed.]


  [Now you and Piaro have entered sparring mode.]


  [The spar will continue until the health of one person reaches the minimum.]


  [You won’t die in sparring mode.]


  Lord’s Confidence. This was a type of bonus quest. Grid was the lord, so being defeated by Piaro would raise Piaro’s morale and allow him to grow. It would be a huge benefit and Piaro would be able to become even stronger.


  If Grid was a conventional lord, he would be happy and dancing while thanking the heavens. However, Grid was hoping that Piaro would become a sword saint. Grid was paying attention to the result of his victory, not his defeat.


  ‘Walk the path of the sword again?’


  It was confusing. He would either make Piaro definitely stronger as a farmer, or make him walk the path of the sword again.


  ‘If he walks the path of the sword, he can develop into a sword saint.’


  Of course, he couldn’t be certain of this. No matter how great Piaro was, it wasn’t certain that he would become a sword saint. It was also disconcerting that Piaro’s current abilities would fall.


  ‘Is it right to lose?’


  No, no.


  Kkuok!


  Grid strongly grasped Iyarugt.


  ‘I will do my best.’


  Lose on purpose? Piaro wouldn’t want such a method.


  ‘If you want to prove the value of a farmer, beat me.’


  If he couldn’t beat Grid, take up the sword again. Pioneer your path with your own strength!


  Teong!


  Grid jumped forward at that thought. There was still 30 seconds left of Quick Movements. Grid meant to win during that time.


  “Blacksmith’s Rage!”


  [Attack power will increase by 25% and attack speed will increase by 40%.] This effect will last for 35 seconds.]


  Grid’s strength reached the peak. He approached Piaro and excitedly attacked him. He wasn’t just fast. The trajectory was the best because he attacked along the path that Iyarugt was telling him.


  However, Piaro avoided it. It was an unexpected move. He bent over and squatted down?


  [This guy’s talent suddenly became low!]


  Iyarugt was disappointed. It meant he didn’t understand Piaro’s intention, and was proof that Piaro was far beyond Iyarugt.


  Puok!


  Piaro squatted and hit the ground hard with the hand plow. Water shot up in an instant.


  “What…?”


  The problem was that the gushing water interrupted his field of view. Grid was confused and in this gap, Piaro quickly sprinkled seeds all over the land. At the same time, something incredible happened.


  The whole area was quickly transformed into a field. Numerous wheat tinged with gold grew around Grid.


  ‘This is nonsense!’


  A wheat field just before harvest was created in just an instant? It was just as spectacular as the magic that Braham showed. No, in a sense, it was more amazing. Piaro started doing PR to the disbelieving Grid.


  “Imagine it. What if a legendary farmer is marching with an army and circumstances lead to a food shortage? I can immediately clear a field and feed the soldiers!”


  “Heok!”


  It was amazing to hear. There would be no food shortages with an army led by Piaro. Grid was about to be persuaded when he asked a question.


  “What if there is no water?”


  “Use the water from nearby rivers or have magicians summon water.”


  “What if there are no rivers or magicians?”


  “…It will rain.”


  “If it doesn’t rain?”


  “Free Farming 5th Style, Harvest!”


  The time for questions was over. At this moment, Piaro gained a new enlightenment again and wielded the sickle. A sharp qi was projected and the wheat was cut.


  “Ack!”


  Grid immediately bowed to avoid it and cried out. There were thousands, tens of thousands of wheat scattered everywhere. It was a dizzying sight.


  ‘This is too unnecessary!’


  It happened when Grid was nervously brushing away the wheat in front of him.


  Pepeng! Pepepepeok!


  The many wheat exploded without notice.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Grid screamed as the entire field was engulfed in an explosion. If it hadn’t been for the God Hand covering him, Grid would’ve suffered so much damage it wouldn’t be strange for his health to fall to the minimum.


  “Kuk…! Ugh! Cough! Cough!”


  The harvested wheat exploded?


  “How is there such a process in farming!?”


  Grid shouted as he was covered with scorched flour.  Piaro bluntly replied.


  “It is polishing.”


  “What polishing!?”


  Polishing referred to the process of removing the surface of the grain to make it clean and white, not turning it into ashes. Grid was about to reply when he suddenly realized.


  ‘I lost my composure. I was too shaken because of the wheat field.’


  Grid barely managed to focus his mind. In order to gain the momentum again, he decided to use Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcended Link.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  Dozens of dark energy blades overpowered Piaro. It contained a fierce momentum worthy of one of the best skills.


  Grid didn’t stay still either.


  He moved forward, planning to attack when Piaro was distracted defending against the energy blades. It was an excellent plan. But the opponent was too strong. Piaro used Natural State and overwhelmed Grid’s speed.


  Teteteteng!


  The flail flew forward. Like a feather duster, it moved without hesitation towards Grid. It scattered something with every move, reminiscent of dust.


  “Ugh! Kkuk! Keok! Kek!”


  This dust. Grid kept moaning. His health gauge fell in an instant. Iyarugt was astonished.


  [I can’t read the trajectory!]


  ‘Useless!’


  In fact, he wasn’t in a position to blame others. Grid felt helpless. Piaro was really strong. He used all types of items and skills to win, but he couldn’t narrow the gap. Yes, it felt like he was facing a wall that couldn’t be overcome.


  However, Grid didn’t give up. He still had a trump card remaining!


  “Piaro…! I’m not backing down yet!”


  What were the God Hands doing now while Grid was being beaten by the flail? Why didn’t they come and protect their master? Piaro saw Grid’s confident face and suddenly found the four hands hammering at an anvil behind Grid.


  ‘What is going on?’


  Piaro was alert.


  [You have succeeded in combining Failure and Grid’s Greatsword!]


  Grid smiled. The God Hands flew quickly and handed the greatsword to Grid. The combination of Grid’s Greatsword and Failure was truly transcendent. This wasn’t the end. In the center of the merged greatsword, the Darkness Rune was installed. Then an explosion demonic energy was emitted from the greatsword, making it a perfect match with the blackened Grid.


  But it didn’t work against Piaro.


  Peok!


  “Ugh.”


  So what if he had the strongest weapon in hand? He couldn’t even swing it! The duration of Quick Movements was over, so Grid could overcome Piaro’s speed in the Natural State. He allowed attacks and in the end, he was forced to admit it.


  “You as a farmer…! Farmer! Ugh! I will recognize your path as a farmer!”


  At the same time.


  [Your health has fallen to a minimum, so sparring mode is finished!]


  [The hidden quest ‘Lord’s Confidence’ has been completed.]


  [Piaro’s stats and skills will significantly rise.]


  As a result of today, Piaro was able to be reborn as a true legend. His level was still low compared to the previous legends, but all other aspects were comparable. Then Grid…


  “Damn! I’m also a legend, but why am I in this shape?”


  The great demons, Braham, Marie Rose and now Piaro. There were too many mountains to overcome. Grid was eager to become stronger. He didn’t want to feel this helpless again, or experience failure.


  ‘In order to become stronger.’


  Increasing his control and agility was a top priority. The means that could help both grow at the same time was naturally hunting.


  ‘Level up!’


  But before that, there was something Grid had to do. It was to create a set of farming equipment.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  As the best weapons (?) used by his top subordinate, Grid devoted a few days to making it. Thanks to that, even Piaro was equipped with the power of items. In short, a monstrous scam was born.


  “Okay.”


  Grid was barely satisfied with his work and headed towards the vampire cities. He joined the Pavranium Expedition and hunted until the experience and item acquisition buff was over. By the time he reached level 305 and returned, there was less than a month left before Irene gave birth.


  ***


  Epilogue


  “Huh?”


  Chris and the Five Captains were bewildered as they plowed the fields. It was because Piaro had six sheaths hanging at his waist. He normally wore farming equipment there, so why were there sheaths?


  ‘No, is he holding a knife?’


  ‘There are six of them…’


  Were they going crazy?


  Piaro cleared his throat as he approached Chris and the Five Captains. Then he proudly straightened and pulled out the knife from the sheath… No, it was farming equipment. That’s right. The luxurious sheaths at Piaro’s waist were actually for farming equipment. It was the work that Grid had carefully made for Piaro.


  “Wow.”


  Chris was filled with a strong desire to possess them. He also wanted to have such nice storage places for farming equipment. Chris was third on the unified rankings.
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  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcended Link!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Dozens of blue-black energy blades covered the vampires. The vampires cursed as they suffered damage.


  “Damn human!”


  “How ludicrous!”


  “Hiik!”


  50 vampires rushed over in unison, so Grid had no choice but to run away.


  “Hohohohut!”


  “He’s intimidated!”


  The vampires enjoyed hunting humans. They herded Grid like a bunny and surrounded him.


  Flop!


  Grid’s legs loosed with fear as he saw their sharp fangs and he sank to the ground. The trembling and tearful Grid was reminiscent of a frail girl. It was a sad sight that stimulated protective instincts. But the vampires didn’t have any mercy.


  “Eat!”


  The moment that the hungry vampires were going to pounce on Grid.


  “Nyang!”


  A black cat fell on a vampire’s head. The vampire screamed as the front paws hit his forehead.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  “What is it? Heok?”


  He was in pain from a cat? The vampires freaked out when they discovered the identity of the cat.


  “Memphis…!”


  Noe puffed up his plump belly and laughed.


  “Nyahahat! That’s right! This is the best demonic beast of hell! Nyang!”


  “Why is a great demon’s pet cat here?”


  “I’m not a cat! Kyang!”


  “Get rid of him!”


  The vampires were also demonkin. However, they were expelled from hell and became hostile towards other demonkin. They no longer aimed for Grid and started attacking Noe, when four white flashes penetrated their chests.


  Magic Missile.


  “Cough!”


  “Keook! How can Magic Missile deal so much damage?”


  The astonished vampires turned their gazes in the direction that the magic came from. There were four golden hands holding greatswords and a dagger.


  “What is that?”


  Hands that could move on their own and fire magic? The vampires couldn’t understand the golden hands. The golden hands flew towards the confused vampires and wielded their swords.


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  The swordsmanship wasn’t great, but it was fast. Moreover, the weapons were so powerful that they couldn’t avoid a deadly blow when hit.


  “Kyaak!”


  The vampires screamed due to the demonic beast of hell and the unknown hands! It happened when they were feeling extreme confusion and fear.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave.”


  Kwaang!


  After the waves of energy, a person appeared wielding a demonic sword. The vampires weren’t able to cope and turned to a grey light.


  “I’m still scared.”


  The demonic Grid looked at the Grid who was crying on one side. To be precise, it was Randy who copied him. Randy kept crying as she returned to the appearance of a young girl.


  “I won’t cry next time!”


  “You are admirable.”


  “You should praise me! Nyang!”


  As Grid, Randy and Noe were having a conversation, the God Hands were struggling with the vampires.


  [The Sword Mastery of ‘God Hand’ has increased to beginner level 6.]


  ‘Okay.’


  A grin appeared on Grid’s face as he confirmed the notification window. The mastery level of God Hand grew steadily in proportion to the number of times it was used. It was quite powerful compared to when he fought with Piaro. Indeed, it was encouraging.


  On the other hand, the Overgeared members were speechless.


  ‘This is a scam.’


  ‘It is outrageous.’


  They met Grid again a week after the Elfin Stone raid. He had become an incomparable monster in just a few days. It wasn’t just the concept of increased control.


  Four golden hands, Noe and Randy. They moved in all directions around Grid, so Grid’s hunting rate was unmatched. Grid hunted at least 10 vampires in the time it took Pon and Regas to hunt two or three. This was an average figure, and he hunted up to 100 vampires at a time.


  It was a combination of being overgeared and his pets. This hunting speed was much faster than the top ranked necromancer. Thanks to that Grid was able to gain four levels in 42 days. It wasn’t just due to his speed of hunting. There was the power of the buffs from the Elfin Stone raid and the experience potion from the Reputation Store.


  That’s right. After being defeated by Piaro, Grid was filled with a desire to become stronger and tried his hand at gambling again. The result was that he exhausted all his reputation, but could gain three experience potions.


  Grid thought positively.


  ‘In the first place, the high value products have a limited number of purchases per account.’


  Assuming that they were purchased only when absolutely necessary, it wasn’t a bad choice to invest his reputation into experience potions. But due to the nature of the drawing, there was a possibility of not giving a single item he wanted if his luck was bad.


  ***


  Grid reached level 305 and returning from the vampire cities, deciding to stay in Reidan for a while. Irene was going to give birth in less than a month, so he wanted to always stay beside her.


  He planned to use this time to fulfill his duties as a lord and blacksmith.


  [Minerals Strengthening]


  Increase the hardness and strength of specified minerals, while lowering the brittleness.


  Hardness meant the hardness of the mineral’s surface, strength meant the degree to which the mineral could withstand force and brittleness was how fragile it was. Generally, hardness and strength were directly proportional to each other, but brittleness tended to increase from impacts. After completing the third class quest, Grid obtained Minerals Strengthening. If he used this skill, he could make the ideal mineral.


  ‘It doesn’t seem useful right away.’


  Minerals Strengthening wasn’t an immediate skill. If he put 30 grams of a mineral in the strengthening frame, he needed to wait 30 days. An average of 4kg worth of minerals was needed for a one-handed sword, so it didn’t seem that useful. Grid was honestly disappointed at first.


  But after thinking about it more, he wondered if Minerals Strengthening was the foundation for Minerals Creation.


  ‘Just like Pagma and Braham created the pavranium, one day I will be able to create my own mineral.’


  Grid thought positively about it and placed a small amount of blue orichalcum in the strengthening frame. He wanted to strengthen the pavranium, but that meant having to disassemble one of his hands.


  It was something Grid wanted to avoid if he was going to quickly raise the rating of the hands.


  [30 grams of blue orichalcum have entered the strengthening frame. There are 30 days until the strengthening is complete.]


  “There is no time acceleration function.”


  Grid pulled out the 30 grams of enhanced blue orichalcum that he had put in the frame before going to the vampire cities. It was certainly a bit harder than the normal blue orichalcum.


  “Um… I have to steadily use this function.”


  Grid was experimenting in a corner of the smithy with a notification window appeared.


  [Congratulations! The level of the alchemy facilities in Reidan have risen to intermediate level 4!]


  At the same time, Administrator Rabbit ran in.


  “Duke Grid! The level of the alchemy facilities finally reached intermediate level 4! If we can keep up this speed of development, it can become an advanced facility in one year and one month!”


  Once the alchemy facilities reached an advanced level, they would be able to fully utilize the yellow mithril. After that, they would be able to randomly assign special options to items and the value of the items would skyrocket.


  However, Grid’s expression wasn’t good.


  “One year and one month? I invested 30 million, but we still need to wait one year and one month?”


  “As you know, alchemy is a discipline that is neglected in all kingdoms. The field isn’t systematically developed and it’s hard to find experts, so the development itself is bound to be delayed. The work has been progressing faster than planned thanks to your investment, so I hope that you will wait for me.”


  Administrator Rabbit was capable. He was the great man who made the ghost city of Reidan turn a profit, so Grid absolutely trusted him. Grid nodded and had a question after he confirmed the status of the estate.


  “But look at this. Why is agricultural our most profitable area? It is ridiculously high compared to the investment amount. Is this all thanks to Piaro?”


  “…That’s right. Sir Piaro’s ability as a farmer is wonderful enough to be written in the history books. It was truly a wise decision when you allowed him to remain a farmer.”


  Lauel, who was with Grid all the time, also agreed.


  “I think it was a good decision as well. The person who was hoping Piaro would become a sword saint is now appreciating him as a farmer, I never dreamt this day would come. It was a wise and charitable choice.”


  Charitable? Wise?


  ‘Bullshit.’


  There was no deep meaning behind Grid acknowledging Piaro as a farmer. He just lost. However, he couldn’t bear to tell the truth to his subordinates, so he remained silent.


  ***


  Shin Youngwoo’s current total account balance was 5,013,009,281 won. Youngwoo’s day started by accessing his Internet banking. 5 billion won! Every time he checked the account balance, he still couldn’t help thinking this was a dream, causing him to cry.


  “One year ago, I was debt-ridden…! Sob!”


  Why did he get tears every time he checked in the morning?


  Blow!


  Youngwoo pulled the tissue away from his nose and prayed again.


  “God, Buddha, gods of heaven and earth. Please take care of me…”


  Youngwoo requested every time despite never making a donation to a church or temple. He wandered into the kitchen and made an espresso with the coffee machine he bought a while ago. He took a sip and handed it to his sister Sehee, who emerged from her room.


  “Drink. This is called a morning coffee.”


  “…Can I not drink?”


  “No? Didn’t you want to drink from the beginning?”


  Youngwoo earnestly mixed the coffee. Sehee sat in front of the TV and asked him.


  “Are you coming to my school festival?”


  It was the autumn festival held at the Young Ladies High School in three days. There were many pretty girls and the scale was big, so it was a fairly famous festival. Many ordinary people came to visit. Youngwoo recalled the text he received from Yerim a few days ago and shook his head.


  “Yerim invited me, but I’m not going.”


  Braham’s actions might’ve caused him to get millions of anti-fans.  He was still afraid to search up his name on the Internet, so he couldn’t go outside. Recently, he had to cover his face with a mask when going jogging.


  ‘Maybe someone will be aiming to kidnap me.’


  Usually ordinary people enjoyed themselves when they became rich, but Youngwoo was different. He cherished his body even more. A wide smile appeared on Sehee’s face.


  “Good.”


  Sehee hummed as she headed towards the bathroom and Grid sighed.


  “She is ashamed of her brother…”


  It couldn’t be helped if he was hated by his younger sister. He was now helping his family, but he had been acting pathetically for decades. Youngwoo rose from his spot and headed towards the capsule. He would soothe his heart by spending time with his lovely Irene and concentrating on work.


  On the other hand, in the empty living room, news was flowing out of the TV about the Young Ladies High School’s festival.


  [It’s said that actor Kim Doohyun will participate in the autumn festival of the Young Ladies High School…]




  Chapter 325


  The 31 year old Kim Doohyun.


  A male actor from South Korea who boasted a warm appearance. Three months ago, he became popular as a world star in the Hollywood movie, ‘The Diary of a Murderer.’ Over the last three months, he had shot 15 CFs, and his popularity rose.


  During a time when Satisfy’s rankers were crowding the CF market, Kim Doohyun’s breakthrough had given hope to other actors.


  “You want to cancel a shoot to attend a festival? Hey, Doohyun. Why are you doing something so stupid? Are you trying to cause a stir?”


  The representative of the company tried to persuade him, but it was useless. There was a look in Doohyun’s eyes that couldn’t be read. He exuded a mysterious charm as he looked out the window and spoke firmly.


  “There is something more important than immediate money and popularity. I will attend the Young Ladies High School festival.”


  The expression of the representative darkened.


  “Don’t tell me that the rumors are true?”


  “What rumors?”


  “You are… There’s a rumor that you are a high school girl killer.”


  “…”


  Doohyun remained silent. He had a reticent personality and he didn’t feel there was any value in answering this question.


  “Hah.”


  The representative could only sigh. He worried that if a scandal broke out after touching a high school girl, it would be fatal to Doohyun’s popularity.


  ***


  “I’ve come to ask you to repair the sword.”


  The master of the Giant Guid, Chris, now had to often visit Reidan. It was troublesome and tedious, but it couldn’t be helped. The only person who could repair Grid’s Greatsword was Grid.


  “It isn’t too bad? While hunting the desert monsters on your way, you can get experience and items.”


  “I won’t deny it.”


  Chris hunted in the basilisk area on the way to and from Reidan. The desert basilisks usually moved in groups of three, so rankers were unable to hunt them alone. However, Chris was third on the unified rankings.


  He utilized his abilities and know-how to hunt basilisks alone, earning great profits. And above all, Piaro was in Reidan. Every time he sparred with Piaro, his skills grew steadily, making Chris want to stay in Reidan all the time.


  “Today I will give you a discount of four gold. It’s 599 gold.”


  “…”


  Grid spoke like he hadn’t overpriced it in the first place. It was frustrating. But it was a little cheaper since it was less than 600 gold.


  ‘…No, it’s expensive! I shouldn’t be swayed!’


  Chris regained his spirit and paid the repairing fee with trembling hands. He was about to leave when he suddenly stopped.


  “The Blood Carnival’s celebrity hunting has recently been going too far. You should be careful.”


  “Blood Carnival?”


  The Overgeared members often told him to pay attention to the person called Agnus. Grid thought that the Blood Carnival was related to Agnus.


  “Is that the group that Agnus belongs to?”


  Chris sighed.


  “Your information is too weak, despite having Faker as a subordinate. Or are you just not interested in the situation? Agnus has no affiliation with the Blood Carnival. The Blood Carnival are a group of unofficial rankers.”


  “Are they strong?”


  “Not only are they strong, they’re bloodthirsty. You won’t be safe if you become their target. They are just as dangerous as Agnus. So be careful. It will be troublesome if you get caught when repairing my weapon.”


  “Hrmm… I will keep it in mind.”


  Chris’ tone wasn’t sweet. But it was true that he was doing Grid a favor. Grid smiled and accompanied Chris outside.


  “Go well and relax in the future. This isn’t a historical drama, so there’s no need to act like it.”


  “I understand. I’m not saying this because I like it.”


  Chris said goodbye to Grid and went to find Piaro. He applied for a spar and then asked, “Is there a big difference between my skills and Zibal’s?”


  According to the rumors circulating among the seven guilds, Zibal was said to have been narrowly defeated by Piaro. Then what about Chris? He couldn’t deal a small wound to Piaro, meaning he was much worse than Zibal!


  Piaro asked Chris, “Zibal? Who’s that?”


  “Heok.”


  He didn’t even remember Zibal’s name?


  ‘Then does Piaro remember me?’


  Chris was mistaken and became greatly frustrated. He was leaving with powerless footsteps when Piaro spoke.


  “I don’t know who Zibal is so I can’t predict the difference between him and you, but I can tell you one thing. You are the third strongest person I have seen recently. You should have great pride in yourself.”


  “…!”


  Chris’ eyes widened. Was he thrilled by Piaro’s words? No. It was an unpleasant feeling and a big shock.


  ‘Last time, I was the second strongest!’


  He wasn’t mistaken. He had definitely heard this from Piaro on the first day. At that time, he was second. Now he was third?


  “I know that you sparred with Duke Grid recently. Is Duke Grid stronger than me?”


  Piaro nodded without hesitation.


  “That’s right.”


  “Then… The other person who is stronger than me. Who is stronger, him or Duke Grid?”


  Piaro thought about it a little bit this time. Then he answered with an uncomfortable expression.


  “My Lord is not yet his opponent.”


  “…I see.”


  Zibal, when did he become so strong? Chris was amazed by Zibal.


  ‘He truly is 2nd on the unified rankings. You must be the next strongest after Kraugel and Agnus.’


  His evaluation of Zibal was rising every day. Zibal didn’t know why, but he couldn’t help feeling good.


  ***


  One of the best benefits about God Hands was the automatic hunting. If the hands were still within 30m of Grid when the monster was killed, Grid would gain the experience without having to do anything.


  Grid wanted to make better use of this advantage.


  ‘Should I create a portable furnace?’


  Only doing blacksmithing at the smithy, or doing it while letting the God Hands hunt. Which one would be more beneficial? Of course, it was the latter. He would be able to acquire experience and items through hunting, while making items at the same time.


  It could also be the reverse. Grid could hunt while the God Hands made items.


  “…Am I a genius?”


  It wasn’t a joke. Grid was serious. He truly admired himself for coming up with such a brilliant idea.


  “Let’s try it once.”


  Grid used Item Creation to try and design a portable furnace. The result was successful. His knowledge as a legendary blacksmith meant he perfectly understood the structure of a furnace, making it easy for Grid to produce the desired item.


  [’Blueprint: Portable Furnace’ has been acquired!]


  [Portable Furnace]


  Rating: Unique


  It is a furnace that can be used anytime and anywhere, as long as there is enough firewood and adequate space.


  However, it is impossible to smelt large quantities of minerals at the same time because of its small size.


  * Item creation speed is 60% lower than when using a normal furnace.


  Weight: 7,390


  “Good!”


  Grid was excited. It might be slower, but he was happy about being able to smelt minerals and modify items anytime and anywhere. It felt like he had grown wings on his back.


  A huge smile!


  Grid started to produce the portable furnace.


  ***


  Puuok! Puuok!


  Kyaack!


  [2,121,500 experience has been acquired.]


  [2,287,000 experience has been acquired.]


  [The Sword Mastery of ‘God Hand’ has increased to beginner level 7.]


  “Kyong!”


  “Hang on!”


  Kuwek!


  [Your memphis Noe’s level has risen to 190.]


  [The level of the doppelganger Randy has risen to 126.]


  Ttang! Ttang!


  [You have succeeded in making Mass Production Grid’s Sword (Rare)!]


  An interesting sight was taking place in the desert near Reidan Castle’s wall. Grid was sitting at an anvil in front of a small blade furnace and making items with a hammer, while four golden hands and two cats flew around hunting monsters.


  The four golden hands were the God Hands, while the two cats were Noe and Randy, who had copied his appearance. Grid actively utilized his hands and pets to hunt, while earning profit through item making.


  “The giant worm died and left a shell! Nyang!”


  “I got the tongue of the desert toad! Nyang!”


  “Leave it there.”


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid kept hammering. Loot was piled up like a mountain on the side. It was thanks to the hands, Noe and Randy were gathering the items dropped from the monsters they hunted. It was an amazing, absurd, and fraudulent sight, as Grid earned experience and money while sitting.


  “Wow… Is it possible for Grid to raise his level to 5th on the unified rankings?”


  “Setting aside Noe and Randy, now he has the hands as well? He can nap while the God Hands hunt and raise his level.”


  “Macro…”


  The legendary class exclusive items were truly great. The Overgeared members were envious of Grid.


  ***


  “I heard that Kim Doohyun has decided to visit Ruby’s school festival?”


  It happened while Grid was distributing the ‘Mass Production Grid Set’ to the soldiers of Reidan. Thanks to the hands, he made items and earned experience for free.


  Grid was confused. “Who is Kim Doohyun?”


  Peak Sword thought it was absurd.


  “Wow… You don’t know Kim Doohyun?”


  “I don’t know. Who is he?”


  Peak Sword explained to Grid who asked again.


  “His Hollywood movie ranked first in the North American and Korean box office for five consecutive weeks, he is the protagonist of a ‘Diary of a Murderer.’ He’s the pride of the Korean cinema, and the Korean Patriotic Association has awarded him two medals.”


  “…Did you give permission to give him the medal?”


  “Why is permission needed for the medal? It’s based on the person’s achievements.”


  “I-Is that so? I didn’t know since I have never received it.”


  “Anyway, there is one area where Kim Doohyun is lacking.”


  “What is it?


  “Two years ago, there was a rumor that he was dating a minor, a 17 year old idol.”


  “How old is Kim Doohyun?”


  “31.”


  “Hmm, well. Age doesn’t matter when it comes to love… Heok! Don’t tell me?”


  Grid’s face suddenly distorted. He felt an ominous feeling. Peak Sword snapped his fingers.


  “That’s right! Isn’t Ruby pretty? A girl who is completely different from you and praised as the second Yura! I am worried that Kim Doohyun might try to approach Ruby.”


  “…”


  Grid was hoping that his sister Sehee would meet a good man that he could be friends with. But he didn’t like it if the other person was a celebrity. It was because he encountered the ugly side of the entertainment industry when he did the broadcasts after the National Competition.


  ‘A good actor would have a lot of females who like him.’


  It was okay if he was a playboy, but Grid couldn’t tolerate a playboy flirting with his sister. Grid hurriedly got up. He checked the time and saw that the festival would start in two hours. Grid was about to log out.


  “…That reminds me, I have to be afraid of the people at the festival.”


  How terrible would it be if he was surrounded by anti-fans? Peak Sword saw Grid’s expression and misunderstood.


  ‘Truly God Grid! As the protagonist of the 5th Hallyu Wave, he is so popular that it is a burden to go alone!’


  Peak Sword suggested, “I will go with you! I will act as your manager!”


  “…”


  Grid was unwilling. He would become more noticeable if he went together with Peak Sword.


  ‘But isn’t it safer than being alone?’


  Peak Sword was a Taekwondo black belt holder and his appearance was quite threatening. Grid determined that he was sufficient as a bodyguard and nodded.


  ***


  ‘I can finally meet Noe.’


  World star Kim Doohyun was a quiet man. He was mistaken as a cold city man because he was a man of few words. But what was the truth? Kim Doohyun was from the countryside, and he was a warm man who loved animals.


  The rumor about him being a schoolgirl killer was untrue. The idol who confessed to him started the rumor.


  ‘I want to touch Noe’s padded feet.’


  Doohyun liked all animals, but he especially loved cats. He thought cats were perfect. They had a cute unexpected charm, and always made him smile. Among them, Noe was at the peak. The shining black fur and eyes, the small horns and tail, all of it was very cute. The pink soles and small wings on the back were also impressive.


  That’s right.


  Kim Doohyun was a fan of Noe. He was one of the top 10 members of the Noe fan cafe, which had nearly five million members. It was a sign that he participated more than anyone else when it came to the cafe activities.


  He had only one wish! It was to see Noe in person and touch him! In order to fulfill this wish, he decided to attend the Young Ladies High School festival. The famous Saintess Ruby attended the school, so he thought he would be able to meet her older brother, Grid, there.


  ‘This is an opportunity to make friends with Grid and see Noe.’


  The problem was that the opposite of the world star’s wish occurred.
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  There were less than 400 students enrolled in the Young Ladies HIgh School. However, the scale of the school was incredibly large. A total area of 161,150 ㎡. There were two playgrounds, as well as an indoor and outdoor pool. It was fully equipped with training rooms, exhibition halls, gymnasiums, and various facilities.


  It was similar to the size of a university, so it was remarkable for a high school. Why was a high school like this created? The reason was the ideology of Kim Jeongsook, the founder of the school and chairman of the foundation.


  An affluent environment was needed to bring up a great lady!


  It was her philosophy.


  In fact, the Young Ladies High School was able to become one of the most prestigious schools after 50 years. Many girls wanted to enter the Young Ladies High School due to the excellent facilities and beautiful landscape.


  It meant that the Young Ladies High School’s large grounds was working for them.


  ***


  The festival of the Young Ladies High School was in full swing.


  In this crowd, there were two men. The people who completely covered their faces with large sunglasses and a mask were none other than Youngwoo and Peak Sword.


  “Wow, why is this school so big? I heard the rumors, but I didn’t expect it to be like this.”


  Youngwoo went to a local university. It was a university that he could afford, and the size was very small. Compared to that, the Young Ladies High School was three times bigger.


  “Isn’t this your sister’s school? But this is your first time seeing it?”


  “I always waited at the front gate. This is the first time I’ve seen inside.”


  “I see… Huh?”


  Peak Sword frowned while conversing with Grid. He trembled.


  “Takoyaki? Okonomiyaki? Yakisoba? Dammit! This isn’t Japan! Why are these dishes being sold at a Korean high school festival?”


  Peak Sword was angry. Many of the stalls lined up from the front gate of the school to the inside of the campus had signboards written in Japanese. It was like walking the streets of Hongdae, only to find a Japanese pub. It was hard to tell if this was Korea or Japan.


  “The Korean people are very kind and generous! Our ancestors suffered during the Japanese occupation, but their descendants have forgiven Japan and accepted their culture! My goodness! Our tolerance is too great!”


  “…”


  Peak Sword was president of the Korean Patriotic Association and loved Korea very much. He tended to think too positively. Youngwoo clicked his tongue and looked around.


  ‘There are too many people.’


  Youngwoo wasn’t interested in whether the street vendors sold Korean, Japanese, or Chinese food. Youngwoo was only worried about Sehee.


  ‘Kim Doohyun!’


  Youngwoo was determined to stop Doohyun from reaching Sehee and using his position of world star on her. But there was a problem. It was this great crowd. It was hard to take a step, because the crowd was much greater than he expected. It would take him 10 minutes to move 100 meters.


  ‘Maybe many fans came because they heard Kim Doohyun was coming…’


  It happened when Youngwoo was busy thinking.


  “Hey there, handsome oppa.”


  One student approached them with a shy expression. It was a small student wearing an apron and cooking hat. She was very cute and pretty.


  “Huh, why did you call me?”


  He was reminded of Sehee when he saw the schoolgirl, so he was very kind and friendly. It didn’t match his usual appearance, so Peak Sword got goosebumps.


  “We have a new desert that our dessert club has released for this festival. Would you like to try it? It is only 3,000 won.”


  The schoolgirl waved her apron to tempt them. That’s right. She was active in soliciting street sales for the stall her club was operating. Youngwoo didn’t want to spend money. However, this person might be Sehee’s friend.  Youngwoo finally nodded.


  “Yes, give me one.”


  “Hehe! Thank you!”


  The schoolgirl dragged Youngwoo and Peak Sword to her stall. But the menu attached to the street stall was strange.


  ‘Kimchi ice cream? Kimchi cake?’


  He got an ominous feeling. Youngwoo turned pale, while Peak Sword’s eyes shone like lanterns.


  “Ohh! These kids are the only ones! Making kimchi as a dessert so that it is more accessible to foreigners, it’s really amazing!”


  “…It is amazing.”


  In the first place, why did they need to force kimchi onto foreigners? In addition, wasn’t there any other food to represent Korea except for kimchi? Youngwoo couldn’t understand it at all. Then he heard the voice of the schoolgirl holding a cup of kimchi ice cream.


  “Look. Didn’t I bring some people? I smiled once and they followed right after me.”


  “Hehe, it seems like they are suckers for schoolgirls.”


  “…”


  Please make your words more inaudible. Youngwoo reminded himself of his sister and swallowed down his anger as he reached out for the two ice creams.


  “8,000 won!”


  “What? Didn’t you say it was 3,000 won?”


  “Two of them cost 8,000 won!”


  Youngwoo looked at the smiling face of the schoolgirl and his expression darkened. Kids were truly scary these days. Youngwoo sighed and flicked the girl’s forehead.


  “Act moderately, you brat. Who do you think you are?”


  “H-Hik.”


  Tears filled the high school girl’s eyes.


  Youngwoo had a good skeletal frame and his strength was quite good from exercising for a while. He didn’t know how to control his strength.  Youngwoo was confused when he saw the girl crying and stroked her forehead. It was an effort to relieve the pain.


  “D-Don’t cry. Then the price…”


  “Hnng.”


  The girl let out a strange sound as she was touched in the forehead. Her neck, ears and cheeks turned red while her legs loosened. Youngwoo was horrified when he saw her cloudy eyes.


  ‘My damn dexterity…!’


  It was good that it was effective, but there was a time and place! Youngwoo didn’t want to be called a sexual harasser, so he hurriedly shouted towards Peak Sword.


  “Quickly pay the price!”


  “Eh? Y-Yes!”


  What was the problem? Peak Sword couldn’t understand the situation. Wasn’t he the one who wanted to buy the ice cream in the first place? He paid 8,000 won and followed behind Youngwoo.


  After a moment.


  “Ohhhhhh!” This is a real delicacy! The sweet kimchi melts on the tongue! Foreigners will love it!”


  “…Eat everything.”


  Youngwoo passed his ice cream to the thrilled Peak Sword. Then he opened up his phone. He checked the text message that he received from Yerim one hour ago.


  [At this festival, Sehee and I are working at a haunted house *^0^* I am a sexy ♥ ghost]


  “Cough…”


  A photo was attached to the words. Yerim was wearing a uniform that revealed her white thighs and part of her chest, not looking suitable for her age.


  “This is obviously a virgin ghost.”


  There were no male ghosts. Well, it was still nice to see. However, he was concerned and uncomfortable when he thought of his sister dressing like this. Kim Doohyun was sure to target her! Youngwoo nervously tried to find a way through the crowd when he was reminded of something.


  ‘My dexterity.’


  He made thousands of items in Satisfy and pleasured Irene, training his dexterity. It reached the point where he decided to use these techniques in real life.


  ‘It will turn out okay. I’ve figured out the trick after peeling garlic every night.’


  It was being used against schoolgirls? This wasn’t what Youngwoo intended at the time.


  Ttuduk! Dduk.


  Youngwoo opened his hands and told Peak Sword.


  “Follow along well.”


  “Hmm?”


  How was he going to make it through the crowd? Peak Sword looked puzzled while eating the ice cream.


  “Hnng!”


  “Hat!”


  “Kyaak!”


  Whenever Grid’s hands lightly touched the waist or back of a woman obstructing their way, the woman would make a strange sound and sit down.


  ‘W-What is this?’


  It was like Moses’ miracle was being reproduced. The women sat down and opened the path whenever Youngwoo moved, so this phenomenon could only be described as a miracle.


  “T-Truly God Grid…!”


  He didn’t know the principle behind it, but God Grid was really great. Peak Sword followed proudly behind Youngwoo.


  ***


  The festival was held for a total of three days, with an average of 10,000 visitors during the festival. It went beyond the concept of a high school festival, and also played a large economic role. It was intentional marketing when the Young Ladies High School festival was often mentioned in the news.


  “I am very pleased that Doohyun-ssi has decided to attend our festival.”


  The principle of the Young Ladies High School, Lee Cheongsun, welcomed Kim Doohyun enthusiastically. Every year at the festival, she spent a lot of money to invite idols. However, Kim Doohyun decided to attend the festival for no attendance fee, despite being a world star. 


  Thanks to this, Lee Cheongsun was very pleased. She would be highly evaluated by the board of directors.


  “It’s nothing.”


  Kim Doohyun started to check the festival’s schedule. He only checked the events related to Satisfy.


  Satisfy pet contest.


  Satisfy swimming competition.


  Satisfy fighting competition.


  “Did Grid decide to participate in any events?”


  After the short meeting, Doohyun asked the question he really wanted to know. Principle Lee Cheongsun’s eyes darkened.


  “He isn’t participating in any events. I sent him a request to attend the festival, but he rejected it.”


  Doohyun was embarrassed. If he was Grid, he would’ve wanted to raise his sister’s status by attending events at the school, so it was surprising that he wasn’t.


  ‘Priorities need to be separated… Indeed, Grid’s nature is suitable to be Noe’s master. I have to learn from him.’


  Doohyun misunderstood and asked again.


  “Ruby… No, did Miss Sehee decide to participate in any events?”


  “Look here. The fighting competition.”


  “…”


  It was surprising. He expected her to participate in the pet contest or swimming competition, but it was the fighting competition? Anyway, this was the schedule. He would naturally approach Sehee and then get to know Grid.


  Doohyun made up his mind.


  “I  also want to participate in the fighting competition. Ah, the pet contest…”


  Doohyun enjoyed Satisfy.  On days when he wasn’t busy, it wasn’t unusual for him to play with his pet dog or play Satisfy. He had mentioned it a few times in interviews. Most people would think he was just doing something he liked.


  ‘How cute will the kids in the pet contest be?’


  Dugun dugun.


  His heart beat in anticipation. Doohyun’s face was much more attractive than usual. Principle Lee Cheongsun, who was 60 years old this year, couldn’t help feeling attracted.
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  Buzz buzz!


  A disturbance occurred at the Young Ladies High School festival. It was because hundreds of women fell down for unknown reasons. The victims showed common symptoms of a red face and panting. Fortunately, it was a temporary phenomenon and they recovered quickly.


  However, the Young Ladies High School was obliged to discover the cause.  They dispatched medical staff and guards to investigate, but weren’t able to achieve clear results.


  “The good news is that the victims aren’t offended by what they went through. They actually said they felt good.”


  “What? But they suddenly collapsed? Why?”


  “I can’t tell you why.”


  “Hmm, this is good. I thought they would be crying out for compensation.”


  “Yes, thanks to this, the festival won’t have any problems.”


  “But it isn’t all good… What happened to cause this incident?”


  “All the affected women will have something in common. We’ll check it with the CCTVs.”


  The Young Ladies High School. They had CCTVs installed all over the grounds. 


  It was confident to the square, so the students’ privacy was guaranteed.


  “This!”


  The staff and medical personnel who watched the recorded video were amazed. A mysterious man who covered his face with big sunglasses and a mask! Whenever his long and thick fingers touched a woman, the woman fell down!


  “W-What is this?”


  “He must be spreading a virus. Otherwise, the phenomenon can’t be explained.”


  “A special agent sent from the North!”


  “Hah, truly. How is that a virus? How ignorant.”


  “…”


  “Uh, anyway, he needs to be arrested for the sake of maintaining public order…”


  “Don’t call the police. It is just a pervert, and we don’t want to spoil the atmosphere by calling the police.”


  Dozens of security guards were quickly dispatched. It was in order to secretly capture Youngwoo. However, Youngwoo didn’t have to worry. He had a shield called Peak Sword!


  ***


  “Pant pant… Is it here?”


  The duo of Youngwoo and Peak Sword broke through the crowd. They finally arrived in front of the haunted house.


  ‘Shit!’


  Youngwoo gasped for breath. He felt an uncomfortable pain from his ten fingers. It was the result of continuously using them. He had overworked himself.


  ‘Reality is different from the game.’


  In the game, he was able to move his fingers all night to please Irene. But in reality, he only lasted 30 minutes. The difference between the game and reality was huge. Youngwoo sighed and called Sehee.


  [The phone is turned off, and the voicemail…]


  Sehee’s phone was turned off. Yerim’s phone was the same.


  ‘She hasn’t checked the message yet.’


  Youngwoo had urgently headed towards the Young Ladies High School for a reason. He couldn’t get in touch with either Sehee or Yerim. All the text messages from Yerim were around a few hours ago. It seemed they couldn’t check their phones because they were busy with the festival.


  Youngwoo was frustrated and nervous because he couldn’t warn them to be careful of Kim Doohyun.


  ‘That’s why I came here to talk to them directly!’


  Youngwoo had an extreme hatred of supernatural phenomenon. Honestly, ghosts were scary.  In the past, he had seen the ghosts of Khan’s ancestors in Satisfy. But wasn’t the haunted house in front of him made by schoolgirls? It would be at the level of charming.


  Youngwoo turned to stare at Peak Sword. A garlic smell was coming from Peak Sword after he ate two kimchi ice creams. Youngwoo ordered him.


  “I’ll enter and meet Sehee, so wait here.”


  “I want to go in and play.”


  “Did we come here to play? Something might happen. What if those kids come out while I’m inside?”


  “Um, yes! I understand!”


  Peak Sword reminded himself of his duties. Wasn’t he supposed to act as Youngwoo’s manager? It was right to perform this role instead of enjoying himself. Peak Sword nodded at the entrance to the haunted house. After paying the entrance fee of 9,000 won, Youngwoo entered the haunted house.


  And.


  “Kuaaaaaaah!”


  Youngwoo thought that his heart was going to stop. It was the first time he screamed like this since he had been born. It was because he encountered bizarre bloody dolls as soon as he entered the haunted house.


  ‘This is bad.’


  Youngwoo realized. This haunted house wasn’t at the level of being charming. The props inside and the dismal lighting maximized fear. The intermittent sound effects caused the heart to sink. It was proof that the level of special effects of the Young Ladies High School went beyond the ability of ordinary high schools. It was comparable to Hollywood.


  ‘Go back now.’


  Youngwoo didn’t have the courage to go through the labyrinth alone. He tried to go back, only to stop. He came here for his sister’s sake, only to run away because he was scared? He was a truly pathetic brother.


  “How rotten…”


  Youngwoo cursed and took a deep breath. He controlled his mind and headed through the labyrinth. It was courageous compared to the past.


  ***


  A ghost stood at the end of the dark labyrinth. It was Yerim, dressed in a high exposure costume.


  Kyaaaack!


  Someone screamed from the entrance.


  ‘That customer won’t be able to reach here.’


  Yerim sighed. The problem was that the haunted house was too realistic. Everyone who entered was too frightened and ran away, so it was boring for Yerim, who was located at the end of the labyrinth. There wasn’t a single customer who reached her, even two hours after opening the haunted house.


  “There are too many scary things.”


  Yerim licked her lips and looked at herself. Indeed, she looked sexy. It was unfortunate that Yerim couldn’t show this fascinating appearance towards anyone.


  ‘’Well, I am satisfied as long as I can show my husband, Youngwoo.’


  Yerim smiled cheerfully and turned on her phone. It was okay since there weren’t any customers.


  “Huh?”


  Yerim’s eyes widened.


  It was because there were a large number of missed calls and messages from Youngwoo.


  “Hehe.”


  Did he get her report about her sexy look? Yerim thought it was because of the photograph she sent him and checked the messages.


  –What is with those clothes?


  –Is Sehee with you?


  –Why is your phone turned off? ―,.―


  -Hey, be careful of that guy called Kim Doohyun. That bastard might try tricks on you.


  “He’s worried.”


  Yerim’s white face flushed. The opposite sex was attracted to her. It was a normal routine for Yerim, but this was the first time she received attention from the person she liked. It was also her first experience with liking someone.


  Dugun dugun.


  Her heart beat faster.


  -Shin Youngwoo, you don’t have to worry about me. I won’t cheat even if he is a world star ♥ and Sehee is currently doing the Sati…


  Yerim was carefully writing a reply.


  “I finally found you.”


  2 hours and 23 minutes after the opening of the haunted house. The first guest arrived at the end of the labyrinth where Yerim was located. Yerim confirmed his appearance and her eyes curved as she smiled.  It was an alluring smile that would even overwhelm adult women.


  “So good.”


  “Ack!”


  Youngwoo was exhausted because he had to overcome many adversities. He was unable to cope with Yerim’s voice and his legs collapsed. Yerim’s beauty and charm was comparable to Youngwoo’s dexterity.


  The compatibility of both would be fantastic.


  ***


  The Young Ladies High School’s 2nd playground. This playground was normally used for various athletic students, but now thousands of people were gathered there. The reason was that Satisfy’s fighting competition would shortly be held here.


  “Doohyun oppa is participating right?”


  “Announcer Lee Minjung as well!”


  “I came to see Saintess Ruby!” 


  “Sehee! Sehee! Sehee!”


  “Doohyun! Doohyun! Doohyun!”


  “M-Minjung! Minjung!”


  Principle Lee Cheongsun was competent. She found out about the popularity of Shin Sehee, Kim Dooyun and Lee Minjung and used them in the marketing. As a result, the fighting competition was able to enjoy an exceptional boom. Lee Cheongsun felt thrilled as she watched the audience.


  Meanwhile, Sehee was in the waiting room and looking at the list of participants.


  There were 16 participants. They were celebrities in every field. Celebrities, athletes, the literary field, etc.


  They were people who would attract attention. The Young Ladies High School’s Satisfy tournaments were for goodwill and publicity, so the inclusion of celebrities was a basic premise. Of course, the balance was a mess.


  There were level 40 beginners as well as users over level 200. But nobody cared about that. Winning or losing wasn’t important in this competition.


  ‘My opponent is…’


  Go Jimyung. It was the KBO league player. (TL: Baseball) He once had the reputation of the best hitter in South Korea. However, since last year, he had entered a relationship with the leader of the girl group Farina and his score plummeted.


  He received a lot of criticism from his fans, but he was still fairly popular.


  ‘Okay.’


  Go Jimyung’s level in Satisfy was 187. It was the second highest level among the 16 participants. Sehee would naturally be defeated in a fight against Go Jimyung, but she didn’t mind. In the first place, she participated in the competition because of the school’s request. They asked her to participate in Satisfy related events for the sake of the festival. As a student, Sehee couldn’t refuse. It was good for her to be eliminated quickly.


  She didn’t notice Go Jimyung sneakily looking at her. He was very motivated. It was his girlfriend Reina’s request.


  “Aren’t there are a lot of penalties when dying in the game? You must kill that girl called Sehee in this tournament.”


  ‘I don’t know why, but I should listen to the request of my goddess.’


  The Young Ladies High School’s fighting competition would be held in sparring mode. Health would only fall to a minimum and the participants wouldn’t die. But that wasn’t an obstacle. If his opponent applied for sparring mode, he would decline and then kill her.


  ‘Kukukuk.’


  Go Jimyung was seduced by a bad woman. As a result, his life was gradually on the verge of self-destruction. 


  ‘I feel dirty for some reason.’


  At Yerim’s suggestion, Youngwoo was wearing a festival doll mask instead of sunglasses. He arrived at the 2nd playground with Yerim and Peak Sword, and felt an instinctive displeasure.


  ‘This is all due to Kim Doohyun.’


  Youngwoo was horrified as he imagined the actor flirting with his sister at this moment.
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  Reina. The leader of the popular girl group Farina, she fell in love with Doohyun at first sight two years ago and confessed to him.


  The result? It was cold. She had received many confessions, but it was her first experience with being rejected. Reina received a big shock and her pride was shattered. Love transformed into love-hate, and love-hate turned into obsession.


  She spread rumors that she was dating Doohyun, causing severe damage to his image. That’s right. It was Reina who gave Doohyun the stigma of a high school girl killer.


  “Kim Doohyun…”


  Last year, as soon as her CSATs were over, Reina started dating Go Jimyung. But she was still obsessed with Doohyun. In the first place, she dated Go Jimyung in order to induce Doohyun’s jealousy. However, there were no results until today.


  “Do you think that I will let you flirt with other girls?”


  Reina was trying to do something crazy once again.


  Shin Sehee. Pretty. No, to be honest, she was a very pretty girl. She looked prettier than Reina, despite all the makeup Reina wore. Was she just pretty? Her grades were in the top of the country and she got a hidden class in Satisfy. She was even the sister of the famous Grid.


  In other words, a perfect daughter-in-law.


  According to Reina’s conjecture, Doohyun attended the festival in order to seduce Sehee. Why else would a world star participate in a high school festival? Reina had no intention of forgiving Sehee.


  She planned to use Go Jimyung to thoroughly trample on Sehee. 


  ***


  ‘I’m too late.’


  The fighting competition’s waiting room. By the time Doohyun arrived, it was Sehee’s turn. She was standing next to the two Satisfy capsules on the stage.


  ‘We will talk after the match.’


  A smile appeared on Doohyun’s face. He imagined a scene where he became friendly with Sehee and Grid, then he would meet Noe one day. However, Doohyun’s smile didn’t last long. It was because he saw that Go Jimyung was Sehee’s first opponent.


  ‘Perhaps…’


  Doohyun knew better than anyone that Reina wasn’t a normal person. Was it really a coincidence that her lover participated in this festival and faced Sehee? Unfortunately, the odds weren’t great.


  Doohyun ran off somewhere.


  ***


  ‘Oh my, she looks so beautiful.’


  Announcer Lee Minjung had great skills and a beautiful appearance. The reason why she was able to climb to the position of top MC was because she was aware of how to use her beauty. However, even she paled in front of Sehee.


  Big eyes and a small face. Sehee looked like a doll. There was a reason the press called her Little Yura. It was an unusual beauty. The discouraged Lee Minjung suddenly regained her spirit. She shouted towards the audience members who were watching the stage with shining eyes.


  “From now on, I will start the Young Ladies High School’s Satisfy fighting competition. But before that, shouldn’t we first take the time to talk with the participants?”


  Lee Minjung’s ability was outstanding. She increased the atmosphere by interviewing the nervous Sehee and excited Go Jimyung. Once the audience’s excitement reached its peak, Announcer Lee Minjung finally announced the beginning of the first match.


  “Waaahhhhhhhh!”


  “Sehee, have strength!”


  “Go Jimyung! Just like when you play baseball!”


  Sehee and Go Jimyung entered the capsules as the crowd cheered.


  ***


  Pahat!


  Rania Coast.


  Lights flashed in the place designated as the stage for the competition, before scattering like glass fragments. The sparkling light reflected off the sea shone on the white clothes of the beautiful girl who appeared.


  She was Ruby, Shin Sehee.


  “Sigh, a hidden class has a gorgeous effect when logging in.” Go Jimyung pulled out a mace and approached Sehee. He spoke in a very small voice. “A brother and sister both got a hidden class, do you have a relationship with the S.A. Group? Will you introduce me?”


  Sehee didn’t answer. From the beginning, she didn’t like Go Jimyung. It was because she felt that Go Jimyung had a hostile relationship towards her. In particular, the wily look in his eyes was uncomfortable.


  Go Jimyung frowned, “Not answering, are you ashamed?”


  “Just start.”


  Sehee replied bluntly and sent an invitation for a spar.


  Go Jimyung refused, “Look at how rude you are. Grid’s personality is the same, so aren’t you truly siblings?”


  Sehee’s eyes sank coldly.


  “Are you messing with my family?”


  “I never said anything. I just told the truth!”


  Buuong.


  Go Jimyung wielded his mace as hard as he could. It wasn’t the usual form of swinging it since he was a top batter. Sehee couldn’t avoid the hit and coughed up blood.


  [You have suffered 1,880 damage.]


  Sehee was only level 116. She was focused on her studies so she didn’t have much time to play the game. However, the armur that Grid produced for her was epic rated and its performance was unrivalled. Thanks to this, Sehee was able to endure the attack of the level 187 Go Jimyung without a fatal injury.


  Go Jimyung’s expression distorted further.


  “What? Why are you only bleeding this much? Oh, aren’t you Overgeared’s little sister?”


  “Didn’t you get the application for a spar?”


  “Yes, but you can’t kill people in sparring mode.”


  “Can you afford the storm that will happen? A famous baseball player ignoring the rules of the game and killing a high school girl, there will be public criticism.”


  “I don’t care about the public’s opinion. I only want to be loved by my goddess. In the first place, I will retire without renewing my contract after this season.”


  “You aren’t even 30 years old. It seems a bit disappointing to retire already.”


  “Kukuk! Is it disappointing? Do you know my annual salary after travelling back and forth between Korea and Japan for years? It is an average of 10.2 billion, 10.2 billion! I have enough money for my sick brother to not have to work for the rest of his life!”


  There was nothing else to be said. Sehee sighed and used Hope. It was a top rated healing skill that consumed 10% of her mana to restore 10~30% of her health.


  [Your mana has fallen by 816 after using the skill Hope.]


  [2,005 health has been restored after using the skill Hope.]


  “It won’t be easy.”


  It was inevitable for celebrities to have anti-fans, and Grid had many toxic anti-fans. Sehee believed that her brother was the reason why Go Jimyung was hostile towards her, and she didn’t want to lose. This person who disliked her brother.


  ‘It is hateful!’


  [You have worn the +9 Wooden Staff.]


  It was her class-exclusive weapon that Grid enhanced. Sehee swung it. Go Jimyung avoided the ridiculous attack and laughed.


  “Puhahat! What is that wooden stick? Did you steal the stick that my sick grandmother used?”


  Go Jimyung’s mace descended. He was a warrior with a blunt weapon as his primary weapon, so he wasn’t very agile. Sehee was able to respond to it. She raised the wooden staff with both hands and blocked the attack.


  “Uh!”


  The difference in strength was too big. Sehee’s stats were aimed towards stamina and intelligence, so her strength was very low. A warning window flashed in front of her.


  [You have received a great shock, paralyzing both arms for one second.]


  One second paralysis in a battle was fatal. It was the perfect opportunity for the opponent to link their attacks. However, this wasn’t a problem for Sehee.


  [You have resisted thanks to the effect of Upright Heart.]


  It was the power of her class.


  Chaeng! Chaaeng! 


  Kwaang!


  “Huh?”


  Go Jimyung frowned.  The lower levelled Sehee blocked the successive attacks.


  ‘This staff, is it a legendary weapon?’


  The material looked like ordinary wood, but a white light was surrounding it.  Would someone really bother to enhance an ordinary wooden staff to +9? It was certainly an unusual weapon.


  ‘It looks like Grid made it.’


  A dark smile appeared on Go Jimyung’s face. Overgeared? He also had it!


  “Didn’t I tell you? I have a lot of money. Do you think I’m armed with common items?”


  Hwaruruk!


  Then Go Jimyung’s mace started to emit huge flames. It was the majesty of a unique rated weapon.


  Peeng! Pepeng!


  “Kyaaak!”


  Sehee wasn’t accustomed to PK and screamed when she could no longer defend. The flames that constantly came from Go Jimyung’s flames were painful. Sehee used her two healing skills, but the cooldown time was 1 minute and 30 seconds, and 3 minutes, so she could only receive damage.


  Sehee’s body became darkened and Go Jimyung was convinced that he would win.


  ***


  Youngwoo was foul-mouthed. The people who heard it couldn’t help turning red. His number of curses increased after he became friends with Huroi. It meant Huroi was an effective teacher. Of course, this was when he maintained his reason.


  “This crazy bastard!”


  Youngwoo finally got up from where he was sitting in the audience and rushed somewhere. He couldn’t tolerate the situation that was happening on the monitor. Go Jimyung’s ID turned red the moment he attacked Sehee. This proved that the confrontation between the two people wasn’t in sparring mode, but was an ordinary PK.


  “Hey, these #%@!% organizers! What are you doing? Sehee is in danger!”


  A person wearing a doll mask screamed. He was glad that no one knew who he was. Peak Sword calmed Youngwoo down.


  “Look backstage. The management is around Go Jimyung’s capsule. They will soon normalize the situation.”


  “Calm down?”


  Youngwoo struck Peak Sword. At this moment, his worry for his sister allowed him to temporarily overcome a taekwondo master.


  “Oh my!”


  Peak Sword fell on his butt as Youngwoo ran straight for the stage. Yerim watched him with a rapt expression.


  “Cool.”


  Yerim had been watching in her ghost costume. She was fascinated by Youngwoo’s appearance and exhaled.


  “Is he like this in bed?”


  Puok!


  The men gazed at the excited Yerim and immediately got nosebleeds. Yerim’s innate power of seduction was too excessive. Perhaps she was a succubus in a past life.


  ***


  “I will connect and mediate.”


  Behind Sehee and Go Jimyung’s capsules. Kim Doohyun and the organizers were standing beside an extra capsule prepared for these type of situations.


  “A warning message has already been delivered to Go Jimyung. He will soon calm down and switch to sparring mode, so don’t worry.”


  “He intentionally avoided a spar in the first place! Let me directly connect!” Doohyun cried out furiously.


  But the organizers were frustrating to deal with.


  “Haha, what reason would Go Jimyung have to do that? Doohyun-ssi, please calm down. A third party’s entry into the contest will cause a disruption to the schedule. As you know, those who are participating in the competition have a tight schedule because they are VIPs…”


  “Get lost!”


  “Ugh!”


  Doohyun and the organizers suddenly flew back. It was because a man in a doll mask ran between them and gave a drop kick.


  “Eek! What are you doing?”


  “Me?”


  The unidentified man opened the capsule without permission. Then he threw off the doll mask. The eyes of the organizers and Doohyun widened as soon as the man’s face was exposed.


  “G-Grid…!”


  “Yes, I am Sehee’s brother. So don’t interfere. And you.”


  “Me?”


  Doohyun was confused about being pointed out by Grid. Youngwoo growled at him.


  “Don’t think that you can create a dramatic scenario so that you can save Sehee like a white prince.”


  “…?”


  Why was he saying? Doohyun was baffled while Youngwoo sat in the capsule and logged into Satisfy.


  [Iris recognition…]


  [The user’s information has been completed.]


  [The user isn’t registered with this capsule. Checking the capsule information…]


  [A S.A. Group approved event capsule. Capsule number 31F000B4C.]


  [The log in location is forcefully designated as Rania Coast.]


  [A legendary presence, welcome!]


  The familiar and unfamiliar notification windows alternated.


  “You.”


  “Heok!”


  “O-Oppa?”


  Grid, Sehee and Go Jimyung faced each other. The burning mace hitting Sehee like a sandbag was stopped due to Go Jimyung’s shock.


  “Grid! Why are you here?”


  “Go Jimyung? You are permanently forbidden access to the Eternal Kingdom.”


  Someday he would be the king of the Eternal Kingdom. He could say such remarks because of this thought. Go Jimyung’s teeth grinded together at Grid’s declaration.


  “You are just the master of Overgeared! You don’t have the authority to say this!”


  “Just Overgeared?”


  This low level person was treated Overgeared so lightly? The most important element in the game was items, and the power of items was great.


  “Then I won’t use items to defeat you.”


  Grid spoke meaningfully and raised a finger. Go Jimyung and the thousands of people watching were confused. At that moment.


  “Magic Missile.”


  Peeng!


  A white flash shot out from Grid’s finger. Go Jimyung was hit in the heart and blood emerged from his mouth.


  “Keook…!”


  How could Magic Missile do so much damage? Go Jimyung couldn’t believe it. Grid aimed at the stricken Go Jimyung again.


  “Magic Missile.”


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  At this moment. The number one search term on the portal sites was Magic Missile. The second place search query was ‘Grid’s Magic Missile learning method,’ not Grid.
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  The Young Ladies High School’s Satisfy fighting competition. This part of the school festival was a hot topic of interest. The 16 participants were celebrities in their field and it was a chance to see Saintess Ruby.


  In fact, tens of thousands of people were watching the match on the Internet.


  –Eh? Why is Go Jimyung’s ID red?


  –He isn’t in sparring mode.


  –Wow, look at that jerk Go Jimyung trying to kill Sehee. Is he crazy?


  –He has gotten into many incidents since dating Reina, and he’s alienating his fans.


  –This is why you should meet a good person… ㅉㅉ What are the organizers doing? They’re just letting it play out?


  –This XX, trying to kill our Saintess!


  The public weren’t fools. The viewers saw that Go Jimyung was intentionally trying to hurt Sehee. However, the Young Ladies High School didn’t do anything to stop the match. The audience and viewers condemned the Young Ladies High School and Go Jimyung, but their cries didn’t work. If they didn’t help Sehee, she would eventually die of her wounds.


  It was at that moment.


  “Magic Missile.”


  Grid. One of Satisfy’s greatest users, he appeared without warning to punish Go Jimyung. Did anyone blame him for breaking the rules of the competition? No. The audience and viewers all cheered.


  “Truly God Grid!”


  Peak Sword felt joy. Magic Missile. The Magic Missile fired fired from the middle finger crushed the other person’s body and mind. The ruthless attitude of Grid towards the enemy was very exciting to Peak Sword. A truly dependable colleague.


  At this moment, five people approached him. They were solid men dressed in black suits. They had a menacing atmosphere around them, so Peak Sword became alert.


  “What?”


  “You will be arrested for lewd conduction, including sexual assault.”


  “What? Sexual assault? Lewd conduct? Me?”


  Peak Sword was dumbfounded. He couldn’t understand what these people were rattling on about.


  “In the first place, are you even capable of arresting people? You aren’t the police.”


  “We might not be the police, but we have the power to capture criminals on this campus and transfer them to the police.”


  “No, I don’t know what you are talking about? Why am I being treated as a criminal?”


  Ah, perhaps? A scene passed through Peak Sword’s brain. It was the miracle of Moses that Grid caused.


  “Hah, truly.” 


  He had become Grid’s patsy.


  ‘This is unfair.’


  Peak Sword wanted to be honest. The molester was Grid, not him. However, Peak Sword couldn’t sell out a friend. He couldn’t speak honestly.


  “Catch him!”


  The guards hired by the Young Ladies High School were elites in their field. They boasted excellent physical strength and athleticism. Peak Sword wanted to cry out as he was dramatically chased by them.


  ‘Why is it like this?’


  ***


  ‘T-This… How did this happen?’


  Go Jimyung couldn’t understand the current situation. Grid suddenly appeared and he fell into a critical state after being hit by two Magic Missiles? The confused Go Jimyung fell down as Grid stopped in front of him.


  “You dare to beat up my sister? What type of guy are you?”


  There was uncontrollable rage in Grid’s sharp eyes. Go Jimyung watched Grid’s magic power concentrating and felt fear. Was he worried that he would be killed and drop experience and items?


  No. If he invested time and money, he could recover this experience and items. Go Jimyung was afraid of his girlfriend, Reina’s, rage. She asked him for this favor, so would she be disappointed and want to break up? He was horrified just imagining it.


  ‘Why?’


  He was thinking about how to stop his death and suddenly shouted.


  “Stop! If you touch me then you won’t be safe! I know gangsters!”


  “Gangsters?”


  Grid jumped. He was helpless in reality, unlike the game.  He couldn’t easily overcome Go Jimyung’s threat.


  ‘You lousy bastard.’


  Grid hesitated when he suddenly recalled Beast Master Toon. He had been active in Overgeared since the days of the Tzedakah Guild, but wasn’t he in the mafia? He was also constructing a building in Korea like the other guild members.


  A wicked smile appeared on Grid’s face.


  “You know gangsters?”


  “Yes! He is very cruel!”


  “Is he worse than the Italian mafia?”


  “What? The mafia?”


  “Yes, the mafia. My friend is part of the mafia!”


  Grid spoke arrogantly. Go Jimyung was dumbfounded. A friend was in the mafia? What type of bluff was this?


  ‘Crazy bastard!’


  Go Jimyung shouted at him, “If that is true then kill me!”


  Grid didn’t hesitate.


  “Magic Missile.”


  Peeng!


  “Keook…!”


  Once again, a white flash emitted from the middle finger pierced the head of Go Jimyung. Go Jimyung realized his mistake.


  ‘This guy really has a friend in the mafia…!’


  [You have died.]


  [You have lost 18.7% of your experience and the Flaming Mace (Unique).]


  ***


  “Kuaaah!”


  Go Jimyung sprang out from the capsule. It wasn’t a problem to lose experience or items. He was afraid of Reina and he was also furious. He was killed in front of thousands of people using Magic Missile!


  “I won’t forgive you!”


  Go Jimyung kicked out angrily. He looked around and ran towards the capsule where Grid was sitting. No, he tried to.


  “Shouldn’t you act more moderately?”


  “It’s you?”


  Go Jimyung’s face distorted like he was a demon. Kim Doohyun. A world star and Reina’s old love. The man who was an eyesore was now blocking his way at this crucial moment.


  “If you don’t want to be injured then get lost!”


  Go Jimyung was once the greatest batter. In particular, his arm and shoulder muscles were very developed. Most people avoided his eyes when he spoke in a threatening manner. However, Kim Doohyun was different. He stood in front of Go Jimyung with a silent expression.


  Go Jimyung made a fist.


  At the same time.


  “Eek?” 


  Go Jimyung’s head shot up. With the benefit of hindsight, he realized that Kim Doohyun’s elbow has hit his jaw.


  “T-This…!”


  Crash!


  Go Jimyung was shocked at being pushed back, while Kim Doohyun whispered in his ears.


  “Go and tell Reina this. ‘The reason I’ve been ignoring your actions is because you’re still young. But now that you are an adult, you will be held responsible for your own actions.’”


  “K-Kuack…”


  Thanks to the his natural strength and athleticism, Go Jimyung was a king in his school days. After graduating from university, he made his professional debut and had never had a shameful day like this.


  ‘You damn…! You will see one day!’


  Go Jimyung became weak and fell unconscious. Grid, who was spying on them from inside the capsule, ran outside.


  ‘He is really stunned!’


  Grid ran to check Go Jimyung’s state and kicked him. Now he felt relieved.


  “Then.” Grid glared at Kim Doohyun. “Did you make Go Jimyung do this so that you can look cool in front of Sehee?”


  Kim Doohyun was able to realize why Grid was hostile to him.


  ‘He heard that I am a high school girl killer.’


  Doohyun spoke bluntly, “I participated in the festival in an attempt to meet Sehee, so that I can meet you.”


  “Me?”


  Grid still didn’t relax. Doohyun took out his smartphone, entered Noe’s fan cafe and showed it to Grid.


  “Look at this.”


  “Huh?”


  What was this? Grid remained alert while checking the screen of the phone. Then he became aware of Doohyun’s true identity.


  Member ID: Noe’s Slave


  Member Rating: Best Member


  “…Wow.”


  Grid was confused.


  Doohyun bowed and begged, “Please accept me into Overgeared!”


  “…Your level?”


  “Well… I have recently been busy so I didn’t have much time to play the game. I’m level 190.” 


  Was he unqualified to join Overgeared? Doohyun’s earnest expression was very different from his usual image. Grid’s anger disappeared and he now felt sympathy.


  ‘Level 190 is pretty good?’


  Grid thought again.


  “Your class? If you are a production class then I will consider letting you join the guild.”


  “I’m not a production class, but a pet master… A unique class. Is it not possible?”


  Grid grabbed Doohyun’s hands.


  “Welcome!”


  “…”


  ***


  “There’s less than a month left.”


  This was how long King Wiesbaden of the Eternal KIngdom had left to live. The 1st Prince, Ren’s, face darkened. He wasn’t mourning his father’s death. He was afraid of the monsters living in Reidan.


  The golem invasion of Reinhardt. Ren still remembered the words of Duke Grid.


  “I, Grid, swear eternal loyalty to Your Majesty.”


  He swore allegiance to King Wiesbaden, not the royal family. This was like a declaration of war towards the 1st prince, so Ren was always afraid.


  ‘I must strike first.’


  Ren watched the situation of Reidan. He knew that Reidan currently only had 1,000 troops.


  ‘There won’t be another opportunity if I don’t strike now.’


  Ren made up his mind and hurried to his palace. Then he called the strongest warriors that he’d invited from all over the continent.


  “I want you to join my army that will conquer Reidan.”


  “I’ll willingly do it.”


  The warriors answered without hesitation, including a grey haired middle aged man. His name was Hurent. He was the one who lost to Grid in the 1st National Competition in just 5 seconds.


  [The quest is in progress.]


  Hurent checked the notification window in front of him and smiled.


  ‘Grid, I will pay back the humiliation in the past.’


  Hurent’s eyes were filled with confidence.
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  “Duke Grid still hasn’t learned of my father’s illness. The proof of this is that Reidan’s army is still weak, so we must strike against Reidan at this time. There won’t be another chance.”


  1st Prince Ren was well aware of how strong Grid and his subordinates were. It was natural, since he’d witnessed their actions in the Reinhardt golem invasion. Nevertheless, the reason he was hostile to Grid was firstly, it was obvious that Ren would be eaten up if he stayed still. Secondly, he believed in the power of his warriors, including Hurent.  


  The contents of the linked quest was being updated in front of Hurent.


  [Prince of the Eternal Kingdom – Chapter IV-]


  Level of Difficulty: Not measurable.


  1st Prince Ren has seen the strength of aura and has absolute confidence in you. He believes that you are the only rival for Duke Grid.


  Advance to Reidan with Ren’s army! 


  Strike down hard on Duke Grid, who is making fun of the royal family!


  Quest Clear Conditions: Occupy Reidan.


  Quest Clear Rewards: Ren will be crowned king and you will gain the title of Merit King. If you establish a kingdom, special benefits will be given.


  Quest Failure: Unpredictable.


  [Would you like to accept the quest?]


  It was impossible to measure the degree of difficulty. Quests with users as the target often couldn’t guess the difficulty or consequences. Hurent smiled and nodded without hesitation.


  “I am willing to help you.”


  It was around 10 months ago in real time. Hurent had been humiliated after losing to Grid in just 5 seconds. It was also in front of the entire world. How much contempt had he received since then?


  ‘I’m going to regain my honor with this quest.’


  Merit King? It was just minor title. Hurent wanted to regain the title of the strongest, and he believed that he was now qualified.


  ‘Grid, I will show you the true power of an aura master. It will be in front of the whole world!’


  His efforts over the past 10 months would cause a disaster.


  ***


  Garosu-gil Road during autumn.


  “What exactly is a pet master?”


  After the festival was over.  Youngwoo went to a restaurant with Sehee, Yerim, and Doohyun. Doohyun explained to Youngwoo after ordering the food.


  “You can look at it as an enhanced version of a monster tamer. I can train monsters to act as pets or temporarily take away another person’s pet. I can also buff my pets and your pets.”


  Buff fellow pets? Even the strongest buffer, Huroi couldn’t do this. Huroi could only give buffs to his own pet. Furthermore.


  “Take away another person’s pet?”


  “I can command the pets. The duration is a minimum of 15 seconds and it can go up to 50 seconds.”


  “Can the pets that you command use their skills?”


  “Yes.”


  “It’s a scam.”


  It wasn’t an exaggeration. Taking an enemy’s pet and using their original abilities? It would consume the mana of the pet and hit the enemy. If the pet possessed a buffing skill, it could be used on allies.


  Anyway, it was very useful. This could be a great advantage in combat.


  “But the real power of a pet master is something else.”


  Doohyun was speaking many words, unlike his usual self. Was it due to the beautiful Sehee and Yerim? Not at all.  Doohyun was only looking at Youngwoo. To be precise, he was excited about meeting Youngwoo’s pet, Noe.


  “Your true ability?”


  “I can check the details of the targeted pet. It means I can quickly grasp the stats, skills, weaknesses and advantages of the pet. Also.”


  ‘Also?’


  Youngwoo’s eyes lit up. The better Overgeared became, the happier he was. He was full of expectations for what Kim Doohyun called the ultimate advantage of a pet master.


  “I have the pet beauty ability.”


  “…Beauty?”


  “Yes, so please introduce me to Noe. If I can, I will make Noe more beautiful. I want to be Noe’s private hairdresser!”


  “…”


  A unique hidden class was dreaming of being a hairdresser? It seemed like this new member also wasn’t normal. Youngwoo recalled something that Vantner said about the Tzedakah Guild in the past.


  “By the way, it looks like the people who joined the guild after Grid aren’t normal. A crazy person attracts other crazy people.”


  ‘Is it me?’


  He belatedly realized that Yerim was holding some rolled pasta to his mouth.


  “How about it? Is it delicious?”


  Youngwoo was surprised and told the truth, “Not so much. It is too salty so I would rather buy two cups of ramyun.”


  “The food that a sexy woman like me is giving you isn’t delicious?”


  “What sexy woman…? You aren’t sexy.”


  “Aish~ even with this?”


  “Hik! Don’t do that in a public place!”


  ‘Grid, this person.’


  Doohyun realized it as he saw Youngwoo sitting between Yerim and Sehee. Youngwoo was the true high school girl killer.


  “But where did Peak Sword go?”


  Towards the end of the meal. Yerim had an afterthought. Until now, they had completely forgotten about Peak Sword.


  “He’s probably out there playing around.”


  Peak Sword, who receive the stigma of a sexual harasser due to Youngwoo! He had been chased after by security guards for hours.


  ***


  [Mass Production Grid Set]


  It consisted of weapons, helmet, armor, gloves and shoes. The weapons were one-handed swords, spears, bows, and shields, and Grid designed them with the intention of giving them to the soldiers of Reidan. They had an excellent performance and the effect when worn as a set was great, compared to other equipment of the same level.


  However, there was a problem. The level restriction was 160. On the other hand, Reidan’s soldiers were level 133, so the equipment couldn’t be distributed immediately.


  ‘But the performance will go down if the level limit is lowered too much.’


  What should he do? Grid thought about it and summoned Piaro and Asmophel.


  ***


  “Hah.”


  Piaro and Asmophel blinked after they came running at Grid’s call.


  Beside Reidan’s outer walls. Grid was sitting in front of a portable furnace and making items, while four golden hands were hunting monsters near him.


  ‘However, the level is still low.’


  The giant worms were very weak monsters, based on Piaro and Asmophel’s standards. They were able to cut the giant worms easily, and it would be the same if Duke Grid used a skill. Then what about these golden hands?


  The four hands joined forces, but it took them more than four minutes to hunt a giant worm. They couldn’t take the initiative when fighting. It was strange that swords were moving on their own, but it wasn’t that scary when looking closely. The only point worth paying attention to was the exceptional speed.


  However, Piaro appreciated the potential of the golden hands.


  ‘They’re much better than when I fought him. I’m looking forward to how they grow in the future.’


  Grid asked Piaro and Asmophel.


  “How long does it take for the soldiers to gain one level?”


  “Currently, it’s five days.”


  “Wow…”


  The level up speed was much faster than expected. Considering that the level of the Winston soldiers remained in the 80’s for several months, the soldiers of Reidan were raising their levels at a phenomenal rate. It was a glimpse of Piaro and Asmophel’s outstanding training methods, who were once destined to be the pillars of the empire.


  “Then the soldiers will reach level 160 in five months?”


  “That’s right.”


  Asmophel answered without hesitation. He was so confident that Grid couldn’t help feeling greedy.


  “Can you raise their level faster?”


  “The intensity of the training is already very high. If we overwork the soldiers, they might be injured and there will be many complaints.”


  “Does it matter as long as they don’t die? And so what about complaints? A soldier needs to do this.”


  Grid had experience being a soldier in the South Korean army. High intensity training? As long as they didn’t die, they would eventually adapt. And if they worked hard, they would be too tired to complain.


  “Yes? Let’s do it.”


  “…I understand.”


  Piaro and Asmophel swore allegiance to Grid. They had a obligation to follow him, even if it was a somewhat difficult command. In the end, the soldiers of Reidan had to suffer.


  “Run! Roll! Gear up!”


  “Stab! Shoot! Cut! Chop!”


  Piaro and Asmophel showed no mercy. The 1,000 soldiers of Reidan had to endure harsh training every day until their muscles screamed. As a result, the level up speed of the soldiers increased from 1.3 times to 1.5 times. 


  [The loyalty of Reidan’s soldiers has dropped by 9.]


  [Reidan’s soldiers don’t respect you.]


  “…”


  Grid was the target of the soldiers’ resentment. It was very serious from a ruler’s point of view. If the loyalty of soldiers towards the lord was lowered, it was difficult to restore.


  But Grid wasn’t shaken. Why?


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Every day and night without covering production and mass production-type grid set. Grid knew that the soldiers’ respect and loyalty would rise again the day the Grid set was distributed to them.


  ***


  Irene’s due date was in five days. Because of this, one of the main powers of the Eternal Kingdom and ruler of the north, Marquis Steim visited Reidan.


  “Welcome, father-in-law.”


  “Ohh! The duke came out to meet me, I’m so flattered!”


  Marquis Steim’s eyes were bright as he looked at Reidan. He only knew Reidan as a ghost town, but it had developed quickly after Grid became the lord. The population was still only 20,000, but it was excellent compared to other cities in the Eternal Kingdom.


  No, it was unchallenged when it came to agriculture. Even the Saharan Empire didn’t have such a great agricultural city.


  ‘I’m amazed at the level of determination to develop an agricultural city in the middle of the desert!’ 


  Indeed, his son-in-law was great. Marquis Steim smiled proudly.
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  Irene’s bedroom.


  “Father!”


  “My daughter!”


  Irene and Marquis Steim hugged tightly.


  It had been nine months since they had seen each other, so they couldn’t control their emotions. They checked each other’s health and shed tears of joy. In particular, Marquis Steim sniffed with a runny nose.


  Irene used to follow her father around everywhere. Now his daughter was going to be a mother, so he felt strange and lonely. Marquis Steim confirmed her appearance and shifted his gaze towards Grid.


  “I hope you will always love and cherish my daughter like you do now.”


  Grid answered with a genuine heart, without hesitation.


  “I will love her more than I do now.”


  At the same time.


  [The child in the belly has felt the true love of the couple, increasing all stats by 1.]


  Grid whispered words of love to Irene every day, but there had been no response from the baby in the last few days. There was five days left before she gave birth. Perhaps today would be the last prenatal education.


  ***


  Grid was chatting with Irene and Marquis Steim.


  Outside Irene’s bedroom, the knights of both families were standing side by side. The eyes of a young man suddenly sharpened. His name was Laden. After Phoenix, he was the best talent in the north.


  “There are four people, not three in the bedroom. Does Duke Grid have a shadow?”


  ‘Four people?’


  Piaro and Asmophel were confused at Laden’s question. They could only feel three people in Irene’s bedroom.  Duke Grid, Irene and Marquis Steim.


  ‘Does this young man want to show off his skills?’


  A knight of the marquis. He was making something simple, bigger.


  “Did you say you are Sir Laden? Are you certain enough to interrupt the duchess?”


  Irene needed absolute stability. Taking the risk to go into Irene’s bedroom and making a disturbance? What if there was no third person? It was obvious that Duke Grid and Marquis Steim would be furious. 


  Piaro warned Laden that he would be held responsible. Laden understood and nodded, “I will take responsibility.”


  If so, there was no need to delay. Piaro knocked on Irene’s bedroom door.


  “What’s going on?”


  Piaro and Laden confirmed Grid’s response. Then the knights of both families entered Irene’s bedroom.


  “What’s going on?”


  Irene became upset at the crowd entering, so Grid frowned.


  “Why is it so loud?”


  Laden took a step forward.


  “There is a rodent.”


  “What?”


  Rodent? Grid was feeling confused while Laden pulled out a sword at his waist. Then he kept stabbing his sword at the ceiling?


  “…Gone.”


  “What?”


  It was the worst. Piaro hit his forehead and Grid’s expression distorted. Laden explained, “A little while ago, I felt someone hiding on the ceiling. But now they have disappeared.”


  Grid was dumbfounded. His insight was a huge 1,550. Faker couldn’t even secretly approach within 3m without Grid noticing.


  “There was a rodent hiding above me? If this is true, why didn’t I know about it?”


  “…”


  Laden couldn’t say anything. He just bowed his head and waited to be punished. Grid asked Marquis Steim, “Who is this person?”


  Marquis Steim replied with a little bit of embarrassment.


  “An outstanding person. He’s still young so he sometimes makes mistakes, please understand.”


  “Ah.”


  The Northern Nova, Laden. It was the moment when he was branded as a bluffer by Grid.


  ***


  ‘Amazing.’


  King of Shadows, Kasim. He was the strongest assassin in the world. It was surprising that he was caught by a young man.


  ‘Time has given birth to talent.’


  The Eternal Kingdom. Compared with the Saharan Empire, a great number of talented people were being born in the small kingdoms. In simple terms, the Saharan Empire had 10 times the population of the Eternal Kingdom, so they produced more talent. This wasn’t a good thing from the viewpoint of Kasim, who was burning with vengeance towards the empire.


  ‘Anyway, I’ll have to be more careful for the moment.’


  Suruk.


  Kasim disappeared into the darkness.


  ***


  “My money.”


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid went to the smithy for the first time in a while. Two anvils were lined up next to him and on top of them, four hands were hammering like Grid. The young blacksmiths were amazed by the sight.


  Khan approached Grid, “You look upset. What’s wrong?”


  “Marquis Steim brought a young knight and he made me upset.”


  “Huhu, giving you a bad impression. The young man is pitiful.”


  “Irene is sensitive because of the child… Ah, I want to block his career path.”


  “It’s a bad idea in your position. You’ve witnessed it from the side of the victim, that persecuting the weak can cause bad feelings.”


  “…Indeed. I wasn’t thinking.”


  Up until two years ago, Grid was also weak. He knew how terrible it was to be persecuted by strong men. But now that he had power, he was thinking about abusing it? Grid was disappointed in himself.


  “Thank you. You’re too good for me.”


  “Huhu, you are also very very good.”


  “An old man should keep his dignity.”


  Grid smiled and leaned his head against Khan’s shoulder for a moment. It was like a grandchild leaning on his grandfather. But the young blacksmiths thought differently.


  ‘These two are very close.’


  ‘A love that transcends status, sex and even age?’


  ‘Umm… They should watch their mouths.’


  Ttang! Ttang!


  In the midst of this deepening misunderstanding, the God Hands kept working. They produced the necessary basics for the Mass Production Set and delivered it to Grid, who only trusted himself with the high quality materials.


  [The skill level of the God Hand’s Blacksmithing has increased to advanced level 2.]


  [The skill level of (Understanding of Gods’ Weapons) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill has increased to level 7.]


  [The number of times the Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation skill can be used has increased by three. Number of items that can be created at present: 13/21.]


  Grid’s growth continued today.


  ***


  “Run!”


  ‘How rotten!’


  “Roll!”


  ‘Damn!’


  “Gear up!”


  ‘Dammit!’


  Reidan’s training grounds. Thanks to the ‘Will of Duke Grid!’, the soldiers were being overworked today. They rolled over sand that was burning from the sun, crawled out, jumped over dangerous obstacles, and endlessly stabbed their swords and spears.


  ‘How long will this last?’


  These questions were on the verge of disappearing. It felt like all thoughts were being swept away due to the pain. It was the process where their muscles were being reconstructed. They wanted to give up many times.


  “The more you sweat, the more you guarantee your family’s safety.”


  “Do you want to go back to the old days of starvation! Then withstand it! Protect your home!”


  Piaro and Asmophel cried out every time their hearts weakened.


  ‘Yes, stand up!’


  The soldiers’ eyes were filled with hate. Wasn’t it funny to give up now? They had always been training with the idea of overcoming these trials. Still, they swore at Grid when they were tired.


  ‘If I think about it, there isn’t a war right now, so why do we need to be trained like this?’


  ‘Duke Grid must be bullying us on purpose!’


  ‘Damn Duke Grid! Curse Reidan’s sun! Fall on the road and break your nose!’


  [The loyalty of Reidan’s soldiers has dropped by 7.]


  [Rumors have spread that the soldiers of Reidan hate you.]


  “Wow.”


  Loyalty could be raised at any time. Grid thought this and ordered that the training be gradually increased, not decreased. Now he started to feel alarmed. He was being hated? Wasn’t this a stage beyond resentment?


  ‘It is time to give them a carrot.’


  Grid looked at the list of Reidan soldiers. The list briefly listened the information of Reidan’s 1,003 soldiers. It was their name, gender, level, and occupation. The detailed stats, skills and unique story could only be checked with the Great Lord’s Sword.


  “Eh?”


  Grid’s eyes widened as he sorted the list of soldiers in order of level. One person. There was one soldier who achieved level 150? Compared to the average level of the other soldiers, which ranged between 136~139, it was a tremendous growth rate.


  ‘What?’


  Grid summoned Piaro.


  “Did you call?”


  After Lauel and Rabbit, Piaro was the next busiest person. It couldn’t be helped, since he had to manage the fields and army at the same time. But unlike Lauel and Rabbit, who were always tired, his color was very good. It seemed he had no concept of tiredness because his basic stamina was so high. He was busy, so Grid immediately cut to the chase.


  “When I saw the list of soldiers, Royman stands out. What happened? What special training did you give them?”


  “Nothing. Asmophel and I instruct all the soldiers the same.”


  “Then why is Royman’s growth rate so different?”


  “It’s the difference between talent and motivation. There are soldiers who follow the training schedule without thinking, but there are also soldiers who try to make it work better for their growth.”


  “Hrmm, can you give extra training for the soldier called Royman?”


  “Do you want Royman to grow faster?”


  “Yes, to at least level 160.”


  “I understand. I had already planned to configure a special group, so I will direct my training towards Royman.”


  “Special group?” 


  It seemed to be something great. What would be the name of this special group?


  ‘Overgeared Task Force?’


  It happened when Grid’s eyes were shining like lanterns.


  “Duke Grid! Irene had gone into labor!”


  “What?”


  Her expected due date was supposed to be in two days. Grid abandoned the items he was making and ran to the castle in a hurry. Piaro also followed. A notification window appeared in front of Grid.


  [When the baby is born, do you want it to be a boy or a girl? Your answer will have a profound impact on the child’s gender.]


  Grid answered without hesitation.
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  Grid answered without hesitation.


  “Daughter! I want a daughter!”


  Wasn’t a son better than a daughter as the successor? That didn’t matter to Grid. He just wanted a child that was like Irene. The girl would be bright, kind, and beautiful, unlike him.


  ‘I am afraid a son will resemble me!’


  Typically, a daughter resembled the father and the son resembled the mother, but Grid didn’t believe this. He didn’t think a girl would have his appearance and personality.


  [Do you really want a daughter?]


  “Yes!”


  [Okay. The baby who will be born soon will reflect your will.]


  “Okay!”


  From the smithy to the castle. Grid ran through the streets using the shortest path. He wanted to see his child’s face as soon as possible.


  ***


  “You aren’t late.”


  Lauel was waiting for him at the gates.


  “It’s been 30 minutes since them midwife entered. Maybe the child will be born soon. Before that, are you really going to name your child Grene? Huh? How about rethinking the name?”


  Lauel was sleep deprived, as always. In the game, he was busy managing Reidan, Bairan, and Cork Island, while in reality, he was responding to the endless flood of inquiries about joining the guild. So Lauel’s somewhat tense words were heard as they headed to the 3rd floor.


  Cry! Cry!


  The cries of a newborn baby was heard from Irene’s bedroom at the end of the hall.


  “Congratulations!”


  The maid assisting the midwife ran out and shouted. The emotions in Grid’s heart were indescribable. He really became a father! He felt a vague fear, but his joy was much greater.


  “Daughter!”


  The maid responded with a bright expression.


  “Your son!”


  Eh?


  “What?”


  It was an unexpected and shocking answer. Grid received a mental blow. On the other hand, Marquis Steim and his vassals were dancing.


  “A precious baby boy was born in our family! A young gentleman, young gentleman!”


  “Congratulations Duke Grid and Marquis Steim!”


  “I wish you the best!”


  “…”


  A young gentleman.


  ‘A son?’


  Didn’t it say that his choice would have a large effect on the gender of the child when born, so what was this?


  “…Ah!”


  Grid belatedly replied.


  ‘I was originally unlucky.’


  When had anything ever gone as he wanted? There were few occasions. The result always went against him. He had been lucky since becoming Pagma’s Descendant, but before that, he had been so unlucky that he wondered if he had sold a country in his previous life.


  Yes, this was the reality.


  “Hah.”


  Grid sighed and entered Irene’s bedroom.


  ***


  “Dear husband… It’s a boy who resembles you. I’m so happy.”


  Irene’s complexion was noticeably tired. It was difficult to fathom how painful childbirth would be. But Irene’s smile was brighter than ever. Grid realized something.


  ‘It might be more influenced by Irene’s wish than my bad luck.’


  Grid was relieved when he saw the baby in Irene’s eyes. What did it matter if it was a daughter or a son? Proof of their precious love had been born. He was glad and happy. In the first place…


  ‘We can always have another child if I want a daughter.’


  Irene was the only daughter of her family, so she had a strong desire for many children. She wanted to constantly give birth if she could. Grid smiled and kissed Irene’s forehead.


  “You must’ve suffered. Thank you. Thank you for giving this gift to me. Above all, I wish for you to be healthy.”


  “Dear husband…”


  Irene was always affectionate towards Grid. Irene was thrilled and handed the child to Grid.


  “Please hug him.”


  “U-Um.”


  Grid was startled. Didn’t the child have black hair like him? It was concerning. His son, he looked like Grid.


  ‘Please let his nature be different…’


  Grid sincerely wished as Irene handed the child to him. Then his eyes widened.


  ‘Why is he so pretty?’


  Babies who were just born and couldn’t open their eyes reminded him of monkeys. But what was this? The white skin was resilient and the already opened eyes were blue like Irene. They were intense eyes like gemstones.


  Grid’s mouth stretched widely as he looked at his son. It was an exquisite combination of himself and Irene, so an infinite affection rose inside him.


  “What is the name of our grandchild?”


  Marquis Steim asked. His mouth was also stretched widely. He looked even more delighted than Grid.


  “The child’s name…”


  Everyone’s attention focused on Grid. In particular, Lauel was staring at him with eager eyes.


  ‘Please don’t let it be Grene!’


  Was his wish heard? Grid spoke a normal name for some reason.


  “Lord.”


  Don’t be despised like him, be loved and respected by all. Don’t be envious of others like him, but have a wide heart. It was a name filled with these wishes.


  ‘Lord…!’


  It was a good name. It happened when everyone, including Lauel, was feeling happy.


  “Maybe I should add my initial preceding it, G-lord.”


  “…!”


  Lauel’s expression twisted. He shouted angrily.


  “Glord! That is a name that copies the format of an orc chief!”


  “Ah.”


  Grid felt relieved of the frustration that filled him for a decade. Glord. It was a name that he came up thanks to all his naming experience.


  “Phew, it’s cool.”


  Lauel saw Grid’s expression and shouted again.


  “Please just name him Lord!”


  “Isn’t that too common?”


  “It is better than a name that copies an orc chief!”


  He was correct. Glord was a proper noun in Satisfy, so it was right to avoid it. After a moment, Grid nodded.


  “Okay, I understand. The name of this child is Lord.”


  At that moment.


  [Congratulations on the fruit of the couple’s love!]


  [You are the first user to become a father!]


  [The title ‘First Father’ has been obtained.]


  [First Father]


  * When you are in a party with your child, all of your stats will increase by 8%. 


  If the child’s health drops below 30%, the passive skill ‘Father’s Instinctive Love’ will be activated, increasing movement speed by 80% for 20 seconds and resetting skill cooldown.


  Resetting skill cooldown time! It was truly a huge passive skill. Grid was glad when he suddenly felt doubts.


  ‘Party?’


  Why would he go hunting with his child?


  ‘Why is it like this?’


  Then Lord’s status window floated in front of Grid’s eyes.


  Name: Lord Steim


  Age: 0 years  Gender: Male


  Occupation: Young Nobleman


  Title: Grid’s Son


  * The son of a legendary blacksmith. He has inherited most of his father’s abilities.


  Title: Genius of Eternal


  * A genius that represents a country. He overwhelms local geniuses, and his level and abilities will rise 40% faster than normal. In addition, he can acquire skills in a wide range of fields.


  However, there is a limit to the level and abilities that can be raised until he is 15 years old.


  Title: One who Will Become a Legend


  A person who will leave his name in history. There is an 80% chance of being immune to all status effects and illnesses. When attacked, if his health falls to 1 point, he will enter the immortal state for 2.5 seconds.


  Level: 1


  Strength: 31   Stamina: 39


  Agility: 25     Intelligence: 47


  Dexterity: 90  Strength: 100


  Dignity: 15    Insight: 78


  Skills: Beginner Blacksmith Skill (F), Beginner Weapons Mastery (C), Discerning Eyes (S), Overwhelming Charm (S), Famous and Legendary Pedigree (SS).


  His mother is the successor of a noble family in the Eternal Kingdom and his father is a legend. He has inherited all of his parent’s strengths, so his potential is outstanding. Teaching him will be inspiring.


  However, his talent and environment are so good that he is likely to become arrogant. Education will determine his history.


  “This is completely…”


  A gold spoon in Satisfy. Grid was forced to admire it.


  Lord Steim. It was the day when the overlord of the world, who would later have the name of the Overgeared clan, was born.


  ***


  “Abu. Abu.”


  It had been a week since Lord was born. Compared to when he was born, the beauty of the child was already shining. He had Grid’s eyes and high nose, the good parts of Grid, as well as Irene’s face, skin, lips, and pupils.


  “So pretty.”


  Saintess Ruby arrived in Reidan two days ago. She had wanted to see her nephew’s face. She smiled and didn’t leave Lord’s side. On the other hand, three women were uncomfortable.


  Yura, Jishuka, and Sexy Schoolgirl. The women who gathered in one place after a long time were struggling.


  “Well, I’ll admit that the baby is pretty. However, the next baby that I’ll give birth to will be better. Think about it. How dignified and sexy would a child born from Grid and I be?”


  It was Jishuka who talked with confidence. Sexy Schoolgirl couldn’t believe her ears.


  “Oh my~ Jishuka, are you going to marry Grid? Ah, in the game like Irene?”


  “Huhut, this young girl is talking nonsense. If I was to marry Grid, it should be in reality. You can play the role of concubine in the game.”


  “Sister, do you not like me? Are you afraid that I will be sexier than you after one or two years? Yes?”


  “This kid, shouldn’t you be more self-conscious?”


  “Be quiet. I don’t have the emotions of a kid.”


  Yura intervened between the two girls. She was calm in front of Lord, unlike Jishuka and Sexy Schoolgirl.


  “Yura, aren’t you worried? Irene and Grid will probably become closer after Lord is born. Our positions will become smaller.”


  Yura spoke to Sexy Schoolgirl in a nonchalant manner, “I am already treated as a folding screen. I don’t need to worry.”


  “…”


  In the meantime, Grid was indifferent towards Yura. One of the world’s most beautiful women, Yura, was treated as a folding screen. Jishuka and Sexy Schoolgirl honestly couldn’t believe it. Sehee laughed from where she was playing with Lord with the baby toys that Grid had drawn.


  ‘It is because Oppa is very shy.’


  Everyone forgot it because Grid was married, but he had no experience with love in reality. In reality, he hadn’t even held hands with a woman. An unrealistically beautiful and talented woman like Yura was too high of a barrier to be his first love. Ah, it might be different if Yura had a big chest like Jishuka.


  At the same time.


  “It’s really amazing.”


  The soldier Royman reached level 160 under the thorough guidance of Piaro and Asmophel. Grid was thrilled when he confirmed Royman’s information with the Great Lord’s Sword. 


  At this time, a huge 5,000 troops were entering Reidan’s vast desert.
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  1st Prince Ren’s expedition to Reidan had to proceed in secret.


  Spreading the news would allow Grid time to respond. Ren secretly recruited his army by organizing small number of troops and moving through through the estates of the nobles. It took a lot of time due to that, but Ren didn’t hesitate.


  It was right to be prudent.


  ***


  The day before Grid’s son, Lord, was born. There was a big disturbance in the fortified city of Patrian. 1st Prince Ren visited the city with 7,000 troops.


  “I greet the prince.”


  Earl Ashur greeted him. He had the strength to control the balance of the world, but he did his duty as someone loyal to the nation.


  “Earl, you don’t need to do this. Get up. Come on.”


  Prince Ren was uncomfortable. Even the prince of a kingdom couldn’t afford to go against a great magician. It was the same in the empire.


  Earl Ashur asked him, “Why has the prince visited this place with an army?”


  Prince Ren explained honestly. He intended to from the beginning.


  “Unfortunately, the king’s life won’t last much longer. I feel like as part of my duty to the stability of the kingdom and the royal family, I have decided to strike at Grid.”


  “…”


  Earl Ashur had also heard rumors about what Grid had said at the rewards ceremony after the golem invasion. He understood the feelings and position of Prince Ren. But he was confused. The wicked Grid was holding his son hostage. His son might be in danger if Reidan was invaded.


  Prince Ren saw Earl Ashur’s worried face and opened his mouth.


  “I’m well aware of your situation. Your son Bland is being held hostage in Reidan? Several months ago, Duke Grid used this weakness so that you would help him.”


  “…”


  Earl Ashur couldn’t say anything. He was too proud to admit the fact that one of the continent’s 10 great magicians was in someone else’s hands.


  Prince Ren looked at him. “I will surely defeat Duke Grid and rescue Sir Bland. Trust me and cooperate with me.”


  “Do you have a good plan?”


  Prince Ren was well aware of the strength of Grid’s forces. Then what was this confidence? Earl Ashur showed interest and Prince Ren introduced a few people to him. It was the Royal Knights commander, Chucksley, and other people, including Hurent.


  Earl Ashur was amazed as he examined their faces.


  ‘Prince Ren had such a network?’


  Recently, Chucksley was in the spotlight for shooting down three flying birds with one arrow. The kingdom’s influential figures were following Ren. Among them were users (those who received the blessing of God), such as Hurent.


  Their power was hard for even Earl Ashur to gauge.


  Ren explained to him, “The ideal thing would be for you to personally join my army, but… Duke Grid could hurt Bland. I can’t ask that of you, so please do me a favor. Teleport 3,000 of my soldiers to the Altes Mountains.”


  Altes Mountains!


  Strictly speaking, it was the territory of the Saharan Empire located to the west of Reidan. It was the exact opposite position to Patrian, which was to the east of Reidan.


  “A diversion?”


  “Yes, the 4,000 soldiers will cross the desert and draw Duke Grid’s eyes, while 3,000 soldiers will attack from the rear.”


  Reidan had many excellent talents, but there were only 1,000 soldiers. A diversion was highly likely to work. It wasn’t bad. However, Earl Ashur found it hard to answer.


  Teleporting 3,000 people?


  It might be possible for the legendary Braham, but it was hard for Earl Ashur.


  ‘2,000 soldiers might be possible.’


  He would consume all his magic power at once and would probably receive a serious injury. It would be difficult to use magic for at least a fortnight.


  Prince Ren kneeled and looked up at Ashur. “I know that this is an unreasonable demand. But please, for the royal family. No, for the sake of this kingdom and Sir Bland.”


  The prince of a kingdom. The heir to the throne was kneeling while thousands of soldiers watched on. If Earl Ashur rejected this, it was clear that his reputation would be the worst. Earl Ashur realized.


  ‘1st Prince… He is quiet sly, unlike his pure and decent appearance.’


  Now Earl Ashur realized how he could acquire so many talents.


  ‘Yes, he will be able to deal with that evil Grid.’


  Earl Ashur laughed. He was elated by Prince Ren’s plan and answered.


  “I understand. I will follow your will. However, my lowly ability can only teleport 2,000 troops.”


  “That alone is good enough! Thank you!”


  Prince Ren was thrilled to tears. Earl Ashur knew the tears were false, but the soldiers were different.


  “Waaaaahhhhh!”


  “Hooray 1st Prince!”


  “Hooray Earl Ashur!”


  [The morale of the army has risen. The stats of all soldiers will rise by 5% and the stamina consumption rate will decrease. This effect will continue as long as morale doesn’t fall.]


  It was auspicious. 


  Hurent smiled at the notification window.


  “The great magician who grabbed the ankles of the seven guilds is helping me. How about it? Bunny Bunny. Do you feel the difference between me and the seven guilds?”


  He would get revenge on Grid and get rid of his humiliation in front of the whole world. Hurent took Bunny Bunny, the best gaming BJ in the world, with him to fulfill that. Bunny Bunny, who had been recording the whole process with his camera, raised his thumb.


  “I must admit that there is a clear difference.”


  In fact, this situation was Prince Ren’s achievement, but Hurent ignored that. Hurent had the vision to recognize Prince Ren’s skill and accept the quest.


  ***


  Name: Karin


  Age: 21  Gender: Female


  Occupation: Soldier


  Title: Royman


  A pseudonym used since she started pretending to be male. She really feels like a man, so her confidence increased and her strength increased by 5%. However, her charm is greatly reduced.


  Title: New Star of the West


  A genius that represents the region. Her level and abilities will rise 20% faster than normal. In the ‘desert’ terrain, all stats will increase by 150%.


  Title: Watched by a Legend


  She has attracted the attention of the legend Piaro. He has given her private lessons under the guise of military training. The rise in stats is very large and it is highly possible to acquire new skills.


  Strength: 630 (▲)   Stamina: 331 (▲)


  Agility: 655 (▲) Intelligence: 99 (▲)


  Belief: 10


  Skills: Beginner Bow Mastery (F), Beginner Shield Mastery (F), Intermediate Sword Mastery (D), Farming (B), Prestigious Pedigree (A), Life Saving Sword (S)


  In the days when Reidan was called the second capital, Karin was born the daughter of Reidan’s greatest warrior. She trained in swordsmanship for a long time and dreamed of becoming a knight like her brothers.


  But 10 years ago, Reidan became a desert, and her dreams were shattered. She lost her father to the monsters that constantly appeared, and her brothers disappeared in the vampire cities. Their status was unclear and her family fell.


  No, it is correct to say that all of Reidan fell. Since then, Karin has been living every day waiting for her brothers to return. She is truly grateful to Duke Grid for restoring Reidan and giving her time to wait for her brothers.


  She even abandoned her sex in order to do her best as a soldier.


  Grid trembled.


  “It’s really amazing.”


  A named NPC with no limit on how their stats could increase. It was very difficult to build a relationship with these people. He heard it was more likely to win the lottery. However, named NPCs kept appearing around Grid.


  ‘My luck is getting stronger!’


  Grid thought this, but it was hard to see it simply as luck. It was simple when considering Grid’s current status. A legendary blacksmith and duke of a kingdom. The number of people he had was still small, but he had unshakable power. It was natural for talent to gather around this power.


  “But to think she was a woman.”


  She was quite pretty. Her skin was rough and her hair was short, but her thick lips and long eyelashes were attractive.


  “Woman?”


  Piaro expressed doubts about Grid’s words. Woman? Royman? That excellent soldier? It was ridiculous. It was the moment Grid was about to explain to the disbelieving Piaro.


  “Right? She is…”


  “Duke Grid!”


  Royman fell to her knees. She looked up at Grid with mournful eyes.


  “I am a man! My dream is to become a knight and then a soldier, becoming a good man at your side!”


  “…”


  So please keep this a secret. Grid understood the implications.


  “It’s a joke, a joke. Rather, I have a gift for you.”


  Grid opened his inventory.


  In the inventory, 31 sets of ‘Mass Production Grid Set’ were listed by type. In fact, he had over 100 sets but they were left in the warehouse due to their weight. Everything he put in the warehouse were normal~rare rated.


  On the other hand, the Grid sets in his inventory had an average of an epic rating.


  “Now, take this.”


  He gave Royman a unique rated set with the highest completion.


  “U-Unbelievable.”


  The duke was personally giving her battle gear? The emotional Royman accepted the battle gear. Grid looked at her tearful eyes and urged her.


  “Go ahead and put it on.”


  “Yes, yes!”


  Royman held the Grid set in her arms and ran into the barracks. Piaro didn’t like this.


  “That kid always changes his clothes secretly. It’s one of his few shortcomings.”


  “…”


  Grid heard that Piaro had no experience with dating. It seemed like he didn’t have a sense for women and couldn’t distinguish a man from a woman. Grid couldn’t say anything. He never would’ve thought Royman was a girl if he hadn’t checked her details.


  After a moment.


  “This is amazing!”


  Royman ran out in grey armor made of steel and black iron.


  “Is it good?”


  “Not good, it’s great! I have never seen such great battle gear since I was born! Three times…! No, I feel four times stronger!”


  “That is being overgeared.”


  “Overgeared…! I don’t know what that means, but it’s really amazing!”


  Royman’s tone kept rising due to her excitement. She couldn’t hide her female tone and Piaro frowned. Piaro determined that it was a top priority to raise Royman’s masculinity.


  “If you are four time stronger, the intensity of your training should be increased by four times.”


  “Huh? A-Are you serious?”


  “Have I ever spoken in vain?”


  “…”


  She was already working twice as hard as other soldiers and even had to do field work at dawn, now she was going to get more training? And by four times? Royman couldn’t help feeling afraid. She was like a frightened puppy.


  However, Piaro had no mercy.


  “Jump! Run straight up Altes Mountains!”


  “A-Altes Mountains! It will take two days just getting there!”


  ” We will be back by tomorrow morning!


  “P-Piaro!”


  Piaro was full of motivation and Royman started her suffering as she began to run. There was anxiety on Grid’s face as he looked at them moving away. Thinking about it again, didn’t Royman have the Farming skill?


  “Surely the special group doesn’t have something to do with farming?”


  No way. He had a bad thought. Grid left this place.


  At the same time, Altes Mountains.


  Pahat! Pa pa pa pa pak!


  Thousands of rays of light fell. Hurent and Bunny Bunny were at the forefront of the 2,000 troops that appeared.


  “The great Hurent’s play, I want you to capture it on camera.”


  “Hehe, please leave it to me.”


  The humiliated Hurent getting revenge on Grid. As long as he recorded this clearly and broadcasted it, Bunny Bunny could become rich overnight.


  ‘I wish that there would be many cool scenes!’


  He wanted to capture the brilliant battlefield where strong players fought and skills ran rampant. It was Bunny Bunny’s desire.


  “I hope you can clear the fields here.”


  “Piaro, why are you taking out a hand plow all of a sudden?”


  “This is part of the training. And while doing field work, take off your armor. Feel nature with your flesh.”


  “…Yes.”


  The spectacular sight of Hurent and Bunny Bunny’s army appeared in the distance.
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  ‘The two of them have good chemistry.’


  Piaro was a person who liked to teach others. There was no one in the Tzedakah Guild who hadn’t been taught by Piaro. Royman also dreamed of reaching a higher ground, so if they stuck together, they could become a fantasy pair.


  ‘Please don’t lean towards becoming a farmer.’


  The unique rated Mass Production Grid set. It had a 160 level limit and had significant value. In particular, it was suitable for people who wanted to grow rapidly. It was an investment, so Grid wanted Royman to achieve a growth beyond his expectations.


  “Duke, we’ll return to the north.”


  The road to the castle. Earl Steim’s knights came and spoke to him.


  “My father-in-law?”


  Grid was puzzled because he didn’t see Marquis Steim and Laden explained.


  “The lord wants to stay near the young nobleman. We have to protect him, but the north is currently slightly unstable. It can’t be left empty, so we’ll return first. I ask you to please look after My Lord.”


  “I don’t care what you say, but isn’t the situation in the north unstable? Is it okay for Father-in-law to leave his position?”


  “We will go first so that it will be okay, even if My Lord isn’t there.”


  ‘Father-in-law has many good subordinates.’


  Grid nodded.


  “Okay, I understand. I will look after Father-in-law, so please go. If you’re having a hard time in the north, go to Jude in Winston. He doesn’t have any thoughts, but he has great strength, unlike a braggart like you.”


  “…I will listen. I am grateful for your care.”


  Laden and the knights respectfully said goodbye and left Reidan. It was with 1,000 soldiers. 500 elites were left behind to protect Marquis Steim.


  “Vacating his territory because of his grandchild. He had no dignity as a marquis.”


  Grid said so, but he fully understood Marquis Steim’s mind. Lord was cute, smart and pretty!


  “Lord, wait! Father is coming!”


  Grid hastened his pace. He wanted to see his son’s face as soon as possible. Lauel gazed at Grid as he entered in a hurry.


  “Do you know that your work efficiency has been very poor since Lord was born?”


  “Ugh.”


  Grid knew. Every day, he had played with Lord for at least two hours, so he had a tendency to neglect item making and hunting. Lauel grinned at Grid, who couldn’t speak.


  “Well, your current look is very good.”


  “Eh?”


  Grid was confused since he thought he would be scolded again. Lauel gazed at him carefully.


  “It is right to get used to loving someone. You will learn to be generous through this.” 


  Grid was fundamentally a simple and narrow-minded person. What was the reason? Lauel could roughly guess.


  ‘It is because he has been despised most of his life by others.’


  Grd had a low self-esteem and was narrow-minded compared to his ability. He wasn’t good at interacting with others. If Lauel listened to the Tzedakah Guild, Grid was much worse in the past. He only thought about himself and was always jealous of others.


  But Grid started changing, and at the center of this change were Irene and Khan. Receiving love and giving love. Grid became more mature because he experienced one of the basic principles of human relations.


  “You will eventually rule over millions of people and receive a lifetime of taxes from them. To become a good and wise king, you must learn compassion first.”


  “…”


  If Grid was a normal user, he would’ve responded incredulously. Love? Charity? Good and wise king?


  ‘Are you shooting a movie alone? This is just a game,’ was what they would say.


  However, Grid was different from a common user. Satisfy wasn’t a simple game for Grid. It was a world that was a precious as reality, where he got wealth, friends, a lover and a child.


  “I understand what you’re trying to say. But isn’t it better to think of the people first instead of me? We can’t even raise the taxes, right?”


  “It will be fine as long as I coordinate with you. As you know, I have the qualities of a tyrant like you. The two of us complement each other.”


  “Qualities of a tyrant… Two of us…”


  Grid shivered. He struggled to shake off this feeling.


  *** 


  Reidan’s desert was full of heat.


  There were powerful and wild monsters here, as Prince Ren was well aware. Nevertheless, the reason why he marched his army without any hesitation was because he had a countermeasure.


  “That way.”


  “Beyond there as well!”


  The Royal Knights Captain, Chucksley. The best archer in the palace, Ferrell.


  The two people, known as the strongest men, were leading a handful of troops. Their mission was to eliminate the monsters on the way. It was possible because the royal monster scholars displayed the location of the desert monsters on the map.


  “It’s easy.”


  The squads scattered in all directions around their base, defeating monsters. This allowed the base to safely advance. While this progressed smoothly, the smiling Ren gave orders to 20 assassins.


  “Head to Reidan first. If the war begins and there’s a gap in Reidan’s defenses, grab the duchess and bring her to me. Alternatively, you can also kill her.”


  “Yes!”


  The assassins moved quickly. Ren confirmed this and gained greater confidence, speeding up his march.


  “Hurry! We have to arrive at Reidan tomorrow to match up with Hurent’s schedule!”


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  The soldiers’ morale increased. The heat of the desert? It wasn’t an obstacle for a person who would soon become king.


  ***


  “What’s this?”


  The northern knight leading 1,000 soldiers across the desert. He looked up at the high sand dune and stopped the march.


  Tadat!


  Laden climbed up the sand dune. The soldiers admired his slick movements. Then the sight of thousands of soldiers appeared before him.


  “That flag is…!”


  Laden’s expression stiffened. It was a silver dragon with wings. It represented the royal family of the Eternal Kingdom.


  ‘Why are royal troops here in the west?’


  The royal army was advancing towards Reidan.


  ‘Is it to celebrate the young lord’s birth?’


  However, the scale of the march was too big.


  ‘It can’t be!’


  1st Prince Ren hated Duke Grid. No, strictly speaking, he was afraid of the duke. A rat cornered by a cat would act! Marquis Steim was concerned that Prince Ren would act against Grid after King Wiesbaden died. Therefore, he wanted to mediate between Prince Ren and Grid. 


  ‘My Lord’s efforts have been ruined.’


  It was clear that King Wiesbaden was dying. It happened when Laden was thinking.


  “Why are northern troops here in the west?”


  He heard someone’s voice behind him. Laden turned and saw 300 people on horseback. They were one of the squads hunting monsters. The elite royal cavalry, the Iron Wind. The leader of the Iron Wind, Beida, was famous for being a master of two spears.


  “I asked why northern troops are here in the west.”


  Beida approached and asked again. There weren’t any hostile intentions and they were from the same kingdom, so the northern soldiers didn’t bother him. But Laden was different.


  “Get down!”


  Laden shouted to the soldiers. The spear flew over the heads of the soldiers who had reflexively ducked. The spear was swung by Beida.


  “H-Hik!”


  The soldiers who survived peed themselves. The few people who were unable to escape had their heads separated from their bodies, causing the entire northern army to turn white. Beida’s gaze fell on Laden.


  “You have very good eyes. What is your name?”


  “You keep asking questions. You’re like a coquettish woman.”


  “…!”


  Laden’s attitude that showed no fear stimulated Beida. He slowly revealed the wild nature that was hidden under his calm expression.


  “You…! I will cut off your arms and legs first before asking again. Hiyah!”


  Beida ran forward. It was a speed beyond common sense as he rushed through the desert hills. The northern troops were frightened, but Laden remained calm.


  “The sin of killing Marquis Steim’s soldiers, I will pay it back with death.”


  “Bah!”


  Laden placed a hand on the sheathe at his waist and watched Beida.


  “You are still wet behind the eyes!”


  Puok!


  Beida’s spear stuck in the sand. It was the place where Laden had been standing just a moment ago. Laden avoided the spear and swung his sword at Beida’s thigh.


  Chaaeng!


  Beida defended with his spear and declared angrily.


  “You are fast but not very strong… Kuk?”


  Beida paled as he realized it. Blood was rising from the wrist that held the spear.


  “You!”


  Phoenix wasn’t the only strong one in the north? Laden knocked down the astonished Beida and commanded the northern troops.


  “Kill all of them and return to Reidan.”


  Until yesterday, they were serving the same king. Laden believed that Marquis Steim would be on Duke Grid’s side, rather than Prince Ren, and quickly knew what to do.


  ***


  ‘It won’t be long now.’


  Hurent’s mood was heightened as he descended towards the foot of the mountain. His blood boiled as he thought of paying back the 5 second humiliation.


  ‘I will show you the true power of aura.’


  The biggest advantages of aura were the fixed damage and form changes. At the time of the National Competition, Hurent couldn’t properly make use of the form changes, but now it was different.


  It was a power that made imagination become reality. With this fraudulent power, Hurent believed that he could defeat Grid. No, it wasn’t just Grid. It included Kraugel, the top rankers, Agnus and the hidden rankers.


  Hurent had no doubt that he would overwhelm all of them.


  “Who are you?”


  It happened when Hurent and the 2,000 troops had just left Altes Mountains and were about to enter the desert. Two farmers blocked their path. Hurent was upset and fired aura at them. The farmers’ eyes widened as they saw the aura stretching like a whip.
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  Swaeek!


  The aura whip aimed at the farmers. The farmers standing here were Piaro and Royman.


  ‘How can aura have this form?’


  Royman was familiar with aura. Her father was a prominent swordsman and able to skillfully use aura. But this was the first time she had seen such a changeable aura. It was released from the sword? This wasn’t aura, but magic!


  ‘There are many masters in this world!’


  Royman accepted Hurent as a master of a new world. She felt awe.


  Chaaeng!


  The aura blade aimed for her neck as she stared blankly. Piaro tsked and blocked it with a hand plow.


  “Not reacting when a blade is coming at your neck, it’s a convenient way to commit suicide.”


  “I-I’m really sorry!”


  Royman was confused. That amazing aura was blocked by a hand plow?


  ‘I knew Sir Piaro was strong, but this much?’


  Royman expected Piaro to have the strength of an ordinary knight. It was natural since he did field work every day. He didn’t look very special. But not now. Perhaps Piaro’s strength was higher than Asmophel.


  “I will teach you to reflexively defend, even if you don’t have two arms. Let’s plant rice for three hours every day starting from tomorrow.”


  “Huh?”


  She was sincerely grateful for her life being spared. He would be her savior for the rest of her life. But planting rice? This wasn’t a penalty game, so Royman couldn’t understand what was going on.


  On the other hand, Piaro was somewhat confused.


  ‘Is there another strong person?’


  The Red Knights.


  Piaro carried out wars all over the continent when he was a part of them. He spent more days falling asleep on the battlefield than he did at home, and he had to face countless enemies. He saw the powerhouses that represented each nation.


  However, the enemies he met while staying at this peaceful(?) Reidan were much more brilliant.  It was truly amazing.


  ‘Reidan entices powerhouses.’


  Or maybe it was just a different time. In any case, Piaro enjoyed it. The invasion of enemies would be the food that further strengthened the legendary farmer’s power. He was caught up in this positive feeling and told Hurent what he thought.


  “Your ability to control aura is amazing. But it’s still lacking strength.”


  “…Ah.”


  A farmer praising an aura master’s aura, Hurent couldn’t be happy.


  ‘However, his skills are real.’


  The dirt-covered farmer had blocked his aura with a hand plow. It wasn’t a dream. The 2,000 soldiers all saw it.


  ‘The rumors were true?’


  He heard that there were powerful farmers in Reidan. There were rumors that the reason the seven guilds failed was due to farmers.


  ‘Of course, I thought it was nonsense.’


  Now it seemed to be true.


  “Hrmm.”


  Hurent turned towards Bunny Bunny. Bunny Bunny had the camera in hand and was filming the situation. From his excited expression, he also seemed to be aware of the rumors about Reidan’s farmers.


  ‘I don’t need to take risks before meeting Grid.’


  He was confident about getting revenge on Grid, so he couldn’t fall victim to this farmer. Hurent judged and turned towards Royman.


  ‘Use him.’


  Hurent’s judgment and execution were excellent. There were no unnecessary delays. In order to increase his concentration, he closed his eyes and used ‘Aura Impact.’


  [You have released your aura.]


  [Accurately imagine the shape of the aura within 2 seconds. If there is even a small error in the image, the skill will fail.]


  He had been practicing image training every day for the past 10 months in order to bring out the true power of an aura master! Hurent’s eyes flashed and he shouted.


  “Dragon’s Roar!”


  [You have developed the breath of a dragon! By reproducing the power of a transcendent being, the power of your aura is greatly increased!]


  [There is a limit to the power that a unique rated aura can exert.]


  Kuwaaaang!


  The aura fired by Hurent blew out in a straight line. The strong energy that stirred the earth and caused a sand storm couldn’t be compared to the whip from before.


  “Ha!”


  Piaro was sincerely amazed. When he was a great swordsman, he realized the limits of aura. However, the man in front of him was different. He broke through the limits of aura. He was a truly respectable person who achieved a level that Piaro couldn’t reach.


  “In honor of your talent, I will also use my full power.”


  Piaro couldn’t afford to relax. To be precise, he had no room to spare. He had to protect Royman, who would grow to be a strength for his lord. The power of the aura breath was strong and wide. He couldn’t just stand by and watch.


  “Free Farming 4th Style.”


  Suruk.


  Piaro moved his hand to his waist. It was to extract a plow from one of the six sheaths hanging there. A plow that Grid created. As soon as he pulled it out, Piaro’s power exploded.


  The power of items.


  [All skills related to farming will increase by 20%.]


  “Plow the Field!”


  Pepepepeng!


  Piaro’s plow struck the ground, causing it to rise like a tsunami.


  ***


  ‘Amazing!’


  The world’s top gaming BJ, Bunny Bunny. He pointed his camera and admired the whip-like aura. Hurent’s control skills were extraordinary. However, Bunny Bunny was disappointed when the shabby farmer blocked it with a hand plow.


  ‘A farmer could block that skill?’


  Aura Master Hurent. His aura was gorgeous, but it was without strength. There was a reason he was defeated by Grid in 5 seconds.


  ‘Instead of getting revenge on Grid, will he die in four seconds this time?’


  Bunny Bunny was extremely disappointed in Hurent when he suddenly had a thought.


  ‘I heard a rumor that there was a monster famer in Reidan…’


  Was the rumor true?


  ‘A huge scoop!’


  This was a great opportunity to inform the world about the truth of the rumors. The excited Bunny Bunny focused on filming.  Hurent used a tremendous skill that was reminiscent of a dragon’s breath.


  ‘Ohhh!’


  Hurent’s abilities were real. It was too early to be disappointed in him. Bunny Bunny started sweating as he saw the power of that breath. How would the rumored farmer cope with this cool technique?


  ‘Increase my viewership with a spectacular battle scene!’


  Bunny Bunny prayed, but his wish was soon popped.


  “Another farming equipment?”


  The hand plow changed to a plow! The farmer called Piaro didn’t seem to be showing a brilliant battle scene, unlike Bunny Bunny’s expectations. No, Bunny Bunny was crazy to have high expectations in the first place.


  Bunny Bunny frowned.


  “Free Farming 4th Style, Plowing the Field.”


  Pepepepeok!


  The earth rose and collided with Hurent’s aura breath. At the same time, the ground started to be cleared for use as a farming field.


  “What is this…?”


  Bunny Bunny’s camera picked up the stunning sight. Streams of water were rising from the center of the cleared land.


  ‘This is the desert!’


  Water was found in the desert? Bunny Bunny’s cognitive abilities failed to keep up with the scene in front of him.


  “Free Farming 1st Style, Sowing.”


  Papat! Pa pa pa pa pak!


  Seeds poured down like rain over the confused Bunny Bunny and 2,000 soldiers.


  ‘What is this?’


  It was a series of processes that reminded him of farming.


  ‘No, this is impossible.’


  No one was crazy enough to start farming in front of 2,000 enemies…


  “Free Farming 2nd Style, Rapid Growth.”


  Kwaduk! Kudududuk!


  “Heok!”


  Bunny Bunny’s face turned white. It was because the thousands of seeds scattered on the ground started to sprout all at once.


  ‘This is crazy!’


  He wanted a spectacular battle scene, but it was a farming diary? Bunny Bunny felt more anger than wonder as he stared at the scene of a desert being turned into rice fields. At this time, Hurent was aiming for Royman.


  ***


  [Block Toys to Help a Child’s Development.]


  It was an item Grid got from the Reputation Store. At first he thought it was a useless item, but he was glad to see Lord playing well with them.


  “Abu. Abu.”


  A small baby was sitting on the bed and building a spire with the blocks. It was a crude shape that anyone could recognize as a castle. A child only 10 days old was building a castle with blocks? It was an unbelievable sight.


  “A genius! The best genius of the continent!!”


  Marquis Steim was sure of it. It was an objective assessment, not because he was blinded by love. Irene made a happy expression.


  “It’s good that his dexterity resembles my husband’s. I think he will become a master of blacksmithing.”


  Grid replied with a smile.


  “He’s just like you.”


  “Dear husband…”


  “Irene.”


  The eyes of the couple were filled with affection. The couple’s love was much deeper than before. Every night, the six hands…


  Omitted.


  So it was natural that their love would deepen.


  “Hum hum.”


  Marquis Steim coughed as the coupled embraced each other. It was a signal that they shouldn’t forget he was here.


  “What type of education are you planning on focusing on for Lord?”


  Marquis Steim’s question activated the child care system.


  [Please select Lord’s education.]


  [Lord’s age is still young, so there are limited options to choose from.]


  Leave it until he is older.


  Basic academic education.


  Basic etiquette education.


  ‘Don’t rush.’


  What education should he give to a child who was only 10 days old? Grid was able to pick option one when he suddenly stopped.


  ‘No, if I think about it, isn’t the current Lord twice as intelligent as Jude?’


  Jude’s maximum intelligence was set at 20, while Lord was born with 48 intelligence.  He was young, but had a good brain, so he was already at a level that could be taught. That’s why basic academics and etiquette were provided in the options.


  ‘He is highly likely to become arrogant.’


  Grid pondered and made a decision.


  “I will teach him etiquette. He was born with a gold spoon, but he shouldn’t be too indulged.”


  “Um, yes. Early education is important. It’s especially important for talented children.”


  “I’m in favor of Dear Husband’s will.”


  [Lord’s early education method has been selected. Your wife Irene will teach Lord.]


  At this moment.


  ‘Eh?’


  Grid could see Lord’s face, which had been smiling happily the whole time. Now Lord looked like he wanted to complain about something.


  ‘Don’t tell me he doesn’t want to study?’


  Did he understand their words?


  ‘I must be mistaken.’


  Grid was being too sensitive. Grid laughed it off.


  “There’s a strange expression on Lord’s face, so it seems like he has done a poo.”


  “Oh my, really?


  Irene confirmed it and called a maid.
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  “Indeed, my grandchild is great! He doesn’t cry when doing a poo, he’s a real man! Just like me!”


  “It’s good if you’re dexterous like me. He is also pretty like Irene, and smart.”


  “Ha! He’s perfect! It is almost a perfect work by God! Giving birth to such a great son, I respect you!”


  “I admire the man who helped give birth to a lovely woman like Irene!”


  “Kelkelkel!”


  “Hahaha!”


  Grid and Marquis Steim made a fuss as the maid changed Lord’s diaper. The great lords who represented their nation had forgotten their dignity. Irene was somewhat disgruntled, but didn’t say anything. She didn’t want to break their excitement because she understood their hearts.


  “Lord is sleepy. We shouldn’t interrupt his nap time, so we should go out.”


  “T-This… I want to play together a bit more.”


  “Father is right. Don’t you know how important sleeping is for a child when growing up? We shouldn’t prevent him from sleeping.”


  “…It can’t be helped.”


  “Sleep well, Lord. Chu.”


  The Grid couple left the child to the nanny and left the room with Marquis Steim.


  After a moment.


  It happened when the nanny fell asleep.


  “…”


  Somebody fell from the ceiling. It was done secretly with no sound. The sleeping nanny and knights guarding outside didn’t notice the appearance of the visitor. It was natural. The man with dark skin and long arms was none other than Kasim, king of shadows.


  How many people could detect Kasim’s stealth? There were only a few throughout the continent.


  ‘He’s cuter up close.’


  Originally Kasim was protecting Irene, but now he was by Lord’s side. Most nobles cherished their heir more than their wives. Grid was the same, so Kasim changed his protection priorities.


  ‘Once he’s older, he will attract many women.’


  The last 10 days.


  Kasim was amazed as he watched Lord. It was the first time he had seen such a beautiful and clever newborn. Kasim didn’t share a single drop of blood with him, but he was glad to watch.


  ‘If it wasn’t for the empire…’


  He would be able to marry a Nero woman, have a child, and live a normal life.


  Kwaduduk!


  It was at this moment that Kasim’s desire for revenge on the empire was revived. Suddenly, the sleeping Lord opened his eyes. The newborn baby detected him when the nanny and knights outside the door couldn’t.


  Kasim was thrilled.


  ‘His innate senses goes far beyond an ordinary person.’


  “Abu! Abu!”


  Lord reached out to Kasim. There was clearly a smile in his eyes. It felt like he was just looking at Kasim.


  ‘Does he know that I am guarding him?’


  This baby was the real thing. Kasim, the strongest assassin currently in existence. He became greedy when he saw the transcendent genius.


  “Little boy, do you want to play with me every night from now on?”


  “Abu! Abu!”


  His eyes shone like they had lanterns. It seemed like an answer. Kasim smiled with satisfaction, picked up the block pieces and arranged them on one side of Lord.


  “Throw this. Like so.”


  Kasim demonstrated directly. He threw a block and hit one of the dolls placed on the window frame.


  Tok! After seeing that the doll fell, Lord laughed. But with the baby’s control, the dolls were still too far away.


  “Bubu! Bu!”


  Lord waved his arms when the block he threw wasn’t able to reach the window. His pride seemed to be hurt that he couldn’t match Kasim. Kasim thought it was absurd.


  ‘A newborn baby is aware of my words and is also burning for victory…!’


  Also!


  ‘His strength is already better than most boys!’


  The block that Lord threw was very light. In order to throw it towards the window, he needed the strength of a 14 year old. However, Lord was still 0 years old. Kasim’s enthusiasm grew. This child’s innate senses and power!


  ‘I might be able to impart the completeness of the secret techniques Master left behind!’


  Doran and Kasim were slightly lacking in talent. They could only learn half of their master’s secret techniques.


  ‘But this child…!’


  Lord Steim.


  It was the day he met the first of his seven mentors.


  ***


  “Oh my!”


  The nanny woke up and felt like she had been hit by lightning. It was because the formerly clean room now had blocks scattered around it.


  ‘Was it the young Lord?’


  A newborn baby climbed down from bed and played with toys? It was nonsense, the nanny was well aware of this. But if someone had entered the room, the knights outside the door would’ve called out and woken her up. She was forced to suspect Lord.


  However…


  Lord was in a deep sleep. His sleeping form was consistent with when she last saw him.


  ‘Lord is sleeping, so what happened?’


  She got goosebumps. It seemed to be a ghost. On the other hand, Kasim was shocked from his spot on the ceiling.


  ‘A newborn baby is pretending to sleep!’


  It was amazing.


  ***


  The desert had been turned into a field.


  The soldiers freaked out as the hot desert turned into a golden wheat field.


  “Wow… What is this?”


  “Am I dreaming right now?”


  The 2,000 soldiers were confused at the unbelievable situation.


  ‘What is this sudden scene?’


  Bunny Bunny was angry.


  “What’s the point of making a field? It’s in vain!”


  Hurent rushed towards Royman.


  “Uh!”


  Chaaeng!


  Royman barely defended against Hurent’s blow. A blue light aimed at her waist. It was Aura Impact, which he used to create another blade and attack through the gap.


  ‘It is the end!’


  Royman felt sure of her death. She closed her eyes as the aura blade flew at her.


  “Is there more than one life? Fight to the end and don’t give up so easily.”


  Piaro. He seemed to be busy with the wheat field, but he ran to protect Royman.


  “Sir Piaro…!”


  Royman looked at Piaro different after her life was saved again. She was full of longing. But she couldn’t look into Piaro’s eyes for long. She was embarrassed and shyly bowed her head.


  “…”


  A person of talent who had just started to walk along his path. There was no need to feel ashamed for being powerless against the strong. He spoke words of comfort, “I will add two hours of planting.”


  “Heok.”


  Piaro had no mercy. He turned towards Hurent after reducing Royman’s sleeping time to 3 hours and 30 minutes. Hurent was smiling despite his attack being blocked. He could afford to relax.


  “I heard that a crazy farmer was the guardian of Reidan. I’m embarrassed, since I didn’t expect it to be true.”


  “You seem quite amused for someone who is embarrassed.”


  “Of course I’m amused. What if I defeat the farmer who stopped the seven guilds from reaching Reidan? Won’t my evaluation soar up infinitely?”


  “Don’t put impossible words in your mouth.”


  “We’ll see. I know the long and short of it.”


  “It seems like you believe in the 2,000 soldiers.”


  “No, I only believe in me.”


  Ttaak!


  Hurent snapped his fingers. Was it a signal for the soldiers to attack? Piaro thought so, but the soldiers didn’t move.


  ‘What?’


  “Uh!”


  Piaro was puzzled as Royman suddenly groaned. It was because she started to feel pain from her side, which had been lightly grazed by the aura blade.


  “My aura left a mark.”


  “Mark?”


  “Yes, a mark where aura can manifest. Imagine it. If I release aura from your lover’s side, what will happen to your lover? She is so fragile that she will break in two.”


  “…!”


  Piaro’s eyes widened. He was certainly upset.


  Hurent smiled with satisfaction.


  “Now, make your choice. Allow my army to advance! Or I will break your precious lover apart in front of you!”


  Hurent shouted with confidence towards Piaro.


  “Is that a mark that can be carved into the ground?”


  “Eh?”


  What? There was no tension in that question. Hurent was confused and nodded.


  “T-That’s correct. It is a technique with a high utilization.”


  “Hoh.”


  Ssik!


  A smile appeared on Piaro’s face. He looked very wicked.


  “Won’t this be useful for clearing the fields?”


  “What?”


  Clearing the fields?  What was this? Hurent couldn’t understand the words and frowned. Piaro copied his style of speaking.


  “I will give you a choice. Work in the fields with me. Or do you want to work in the fields after losing all 2,000 soldiers?”


  ‘No, what nonsense is he saying?’


  Wasn’t Hurent the one in an advantageous position right now? It was like talking to a wall. Hurent realized it.


  ‘He was called a crazy farmer for a reason!’


  This farmer truly wasn’t sane. Hurent determined and triggered the skill to let Piaro know his position.


  “Kyaaak!”


  Royman couldn’t bear the pain coming from her waist and sat down. Her side was already soaked with blood. Piaro saw it and shouted, “You have chosen!”


  “…Eh?”


  “Free Farming 8th Style. Polishing!”


  The reason why Piaro left Hurent alone and cleared the field. It was because his enemy wasn’t just Hurent. Piaro was thinking about the big picture.


  Pepeng! Pepepepeok!


  The wheat field that covered the whole area. Explosions occurred where the 2,000 soldiers and Hurent were standing. The myriad of wheat had become powerful bombs, destroying the whole area.


  “What?”


  Hurent was at a loss for words as he saw the soldiers screaming and dying. A ranged skill that could target 2,000 people? This was equivalent to the Meteor skill that could only be learned by a legendary great magician.


  “Don’t tell me, a legendary…!”


  Piaro approached the astonished Hurent and wielded his hand plow.


  Puk!


  [You have suffered 15,500 damage.]


  Puk!


  [You have suffered 15,900 damage.]


  Puk!


  [You have suffered 16,100 damage.]


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage in a short period of time! You are in a critical condition!]


  ‘T-This is crazy!’


  What was this? Hurent was hit successively in the forehead by a hand plow and sat down.


  The sight behind Piaro was a mountain of bodies and a river of blood.
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  Hurent had been playing Satisfy since the closed beta. He went through a lot of adventures, so he knew better than anyone how vast the world was. A farmer was stronger than him? He could accept it.


  Yes, it wasn’t surprising if a legendary farmer could use a meteor type skill.


  ‘The legendary fisherman might be friends with the dragon king by now.’


  There were many hermits in this world. But there was one thing that Hurent couldn’t accept. A legendary farmer was excellent.  Then why was he Grid’s subordinate?


  ‘Grid, where is your limit?’


  He gained a legendary class faster than anybody else, and now he also had a legendary NPC? Grid was an object of hatred, but Hurent had to acknowledge his superior abilities. Piaro reached out to the frustrated Hurent.


  “Come with me.”


  “…”


  The crazy farmer. He didn’t even blink after killing thousands of people, making him look strange. Hurent wanted to resist. However, his body wasn’t in a state where it could move. In the end, he had to give up.


  “Yes, I will follow. Drag me to Grid, where you can boil or bake me to your heart’s content.”


  “No, you will do farming with me.”


  “What?”


  Was he really crazy?


  It was funny to say this with his own mouth, but Hurent was the leader of an army that wanted to invade Reidan. From Reidan’s point of view, he was a sinner that they could acquire a lot of information from. As a person of high importance, it was right to handle him carefully.


  But he was going to do farming? It was surreal and his ego was hurt. Did Piaro read his mind? Piaro made a ridiculing sound at Hurent’s expression.


  “The leader of an army who died before reaching Reidan has no value. You just have to think about doing farming.”


  “Eek!”


  Hurent’s ego was shattered. He panicked and made a mistake.


  “I have a lot of confidential information! If you don’t obtain the information from me, Reidan will be turned into a sea of fire! So treat me as a high priority prisoner!”


  “Oh, really?”


  Piaro’s expression changed. It was the moment Piaro transformed from a farmer into the commander of Reidan. Hurent realized his mistake.


  ***


  “Kuheok! Cough! Cough!”


  The explosion of countless wheat was enormous. More than half of the 2,000 soldiers died, and the rest were seriously injured. Bunny Bunny’s state was in the middle. He barely survived with 15% of his health left and he was gripped with an unknown terror.


  ‘He is a huge monster!’


  Reidan’s crazy farmer. Rumor had it that he overwhelmed the 2nd ranked Zibal and the 3rd ranked Chris, turning Chris into a serf. The rumor that he blocked the seven guilds alone(?) was also not an exaggeration.


  ‘How terrible was Zibal’s fight with that monster?’


  The world was wide and there were many monsters. Bunny Bunny was caught in a desire to capture all of them with his camera. He wanted to become a conglomerate by monopolizing all the viewers. 


  But to do this, he needed to survive. Swiftness was needed to catch all types of scoop, so he steadily raised his agility with every level. It should be enough to avoid death.


  ‘The first thing is to live.’


  It was enough that he captured video of the rumored farmer. The farmer made a wheat field in an instant and used it for an explosion that destroyed most of the 2,000 soldiers. There was no longer any reason to stay here.


  Then Hurent? Wasn’t Hurent going to get revenge on Grid?


  Puk!


  “Heok!”


  Puk!


  “Kuack!”


  Puk!


  “Kuheeok!”


  “…”


  Looking at Hurent being hit three times on the forehead with a hand plow, Hurent’s desire for revenge on Grid seemed like a dream.


  ‘Discard Hurent!’


  Bunny Bunny determined, wore the ‘Fast Boots,’ and quickly left the battlefield. He was planning to join Prince Ren. Prince Ren had many talents who were above Hurent. What if he filmed the gorgeous clash between them and Overgeared?


  ‘I will be sitting on money! I must shoot a video worth 100 billion dollars today!’


  Bunny Bunny’s aspirations were great.


  ***


  “Where have all the kids gone? Why don’t I see any of the guild members?”


  After playing with Lord. Grid stopped by Lauel’s office before going to the smithy. As always, paper was piled up like a mountain.


  “Everybody is busy. They aren’t at the estate because they are committed to their missions or hunting.”


  “Aren’t they only hunting in the vampire cities?”


  “That is the most efficient method. Aside from the experience, vampire items and elixirs can be obtained. The desert ecosystem is in a fairly stable state, so this is appropriate.”


  “Did anyone find an elixir?”


  “Not yet.”


  “Ah.”


  The drop rate was truly the worst. It was a shame for Grid, who coveted the agility elixir.


  Lauel asked him.


  “Do you remember how 10 years ago, the former lord of Reidan sent out an expedition to the vampire cities?”


  “I remember. Why are you asking about it all of a sudden?”


  “It’s annoying because the Overgeared members haven’t found any traces of the vampire expedition, despite searching all over the vampire cities.”


  “Why is it annoying? It was 10 years ago, so is it strange for all evidence to be wiped out?”


  “Yes. The records left behind showed that there were close to 18,000 people on the vampire expedition. It is normal that some traces of them should remain.”


  “Well, there are many vampire cities that we haven’t visited yet. The evidence might be somewhere there. But is it an important issue?”


  “At the present time, no.”


  “At the present time? Then it could become an important issue later on?”


  The moment Grid asked the question.


  “Earl Lauel”


  A young knight ran into the office. Entering the office without even knocking on the door? Lauel was offended, but this didn’t seem like a situation where etiquette was important. The knight’s entire body was covered in wounds.


  “Aren’t you one of Marquis Steim’s knights? What is going on?”


  “Well… Heok!”


  The knight was going to explain to Lauel when he panicked. It was because he noticed Grid sitting on the couch.


  “I-I greet Duke Grid!”


  Grid waved his hand.


  “There is no time to say hello so please explain.”


  “Ah, yes! 5,000 enemy troops are advancing towards Reidan!”


  “5,000 enemy troops?”


  The face of the knight was filled with despair.


  “It is the royal troops!”


  “Royal troops? Eternal?”


  “Yes! Sir Laden is leading the 1,000 northern soldiers to slow the enemy’s march, but it’s a terrible situation!”


  “Eh?”


  Grid couldn’t believe it.


  “Why is the royal army of the Eternal Kingdom coming to invade Reidan? Aren’t we on the same side?”


  Lauel smiled. “The rice that we sowed was eaten.”


  “Sowed rice…?”


  The Grid in the past would’ve failed to understand the present situation until the end. But Lauel had been his subordinate for 9 months in reality and 27 months in game time. It had been so long, so how could Grid not learn something?


  “Did King Wiesbaden die?”


  “…!”


  Lauel’s eyes widened. He honestly never imagined that Grid would guess this himself.


  ‘He has grown steadily, but to think he reached this level!’


  The astonished Lauel was speechless for a while.


  “This situation is interesting.”


  Grid rose from his spot and smiled darkly.


  “Lauel, have Asmophel convene the soldiers. It’s time for the storm.”


  Grid headed towards his private warehouse. The warehouse was filled with ‘Mass Production Grid Sets.’


  ***


  “Kuaack!”


  “M-Marquis Steim… I couldn’t hold out until the end…I’m sorry… Cough! Cough!”


  The 1,000 troops led by Laden and 10 knights. They fell into a crisis after wiping out the Iron Wind troops. It was because he was caught by the unit led by the great swordsman, Chucksley.


  “You’re great.”


  Great Swordsman Chucksley. He was comparable to the past Piaro of the empire. He praised Laden, who defended against his sword four times.


  “20 years later. No, you might’ve been able to hit me in 10 years. I have never seen anyone with such a terrific talent like you.”


  “Pant… Pant…”


  Laden had defeated Beida and several others talents alone. He was exhausted and at a disadvantage when facing Chucksley. To be honest, it wouldn’t be strange if he collapsed immediately. However, Laden didn’t show weakness to the end. He knew that the moment he fell, the 1,000 troops he treasured would be wiped out.


  ‘I have to give my all for My Lord.’


  He felt disappointment and despair at not meeting expectations.


  Kkuok!


  Laden tightened his grip on his sword. He ignored the blood in his mouth and laughed.


  “Are you sure? I don’t need 10 years. Five years. No, I will go beyond you in three years.”


  “…”


  Chucksley’s face distorted. He was unable to deny Laden’s arrogant remark, making him feel uncomfortable.


  “Isn’t that only if you survive?”


  “…That’s right.”


  “Yes, try to survive.”


  Chucksley’s family had been loyal to the royal family for generations. For him, Marquis Steim was an annoying presence that could threaten the royal family. It was more so after his son-in-law became Duke Grid.


  But now. It was a golden opportunity to catch both Marquis Steim and Duke Grid. It was fortunate that he met the northern troops by chance in the desert. It was evidence that Marquis Steim was in Reidan!


  Chaaeng!


  “Ugh!”


  Chucksley’s swordsmanship was sophisticated without any deviations. He was faithful to the basics, which excluded any variables. However, it wasn’t something that Laden, who lacked training and experience, could go against.


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  Puok!


  “Kuaaaak!”


  As the exchange of blows continued, Laden’s wounds increased while Chucksley’s technique became sharper. The northern army and Chucksley’s Black unit were clearly divided as they watched the confrontation.


  ‘We won.’


  ‘It is over.’


  The Black unit cheered while the northern troops were frustrated. At this moment, 5,000 soldiers appeared on the horizon. Was it the appearance of a friend like a miracle? No way. The identity of the great army was the main troops of Prince Ren, the enemy.


  Tears flowed down Laden’s bloody and dirty cheeks as he saw it.


  ‘My Lord…’


  He felt guilty for his lacking strength.
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  “Pant… Pant…”


  He reached his physical limits. Nevertheless, he was able to hold on for only one reason. It was to hold up the enemies until Marquis Steim received the news of the invasion. Laden struggled to buy some time.


  But now it was over. The moment he witnessed the 5,000 troops, unbearable despair suppressed Laden’s tired mind and body.


  “Bow to the prince!”


  Chucksley easily overpowered Laden and forced him to kneel.


  “K-Kuack…!”


  Laden didn’t want to bow his head. The royal family of Eternal? Future king? No matter what, it was still his lord’s enemy.


  “Damn bastard!”


  Chucksley pushed down Laden’s head. Due to the pressure on his neck, Laden’s gaze was finally directed towards the ground. The satisfied Chucksley bowed to the prince.


  “I greet the prince!”


  “You suffered on the way here.”


  Prince Ren talked to Chucksley before turning his gaze to Laden.


  “You defeated Beida? You have great skills for your young age. I heard that the northern powerhouse is Phoenix, but that seems to be a story of the past.”


  “…”


  Laden didn’t answer. It was enough to incite the wrath of the royal retainers, including Chucksley.


  “You! You should appreciate the prince’s generosity!”


  “Shut your mouth, it isn’t an honor!”


  “Calm down.”


  Ren stared at the northern army. They looked frightened. They were accused of opposing the royal family, so only fools wouldn’t realize they would die. Ren smiled benevolently towards them.


  “You are also people of the Eternal Kingdom and it is right to follow me, successor of the royal family. If you repent and surrender, I will forgive and accept your sin.”


  In the end, they were people from the same nation. The prince’s attitude weakened the hearts of the northern troops. They started looking at each other the moment they saw a hole to survive.


  At this point, Laden shouted, “The one who protected us was Marquis Steim, not the king! It is only thanks to the marquis that our northern people can exist, and we have pledged allegiance to him! So I can’t accept your suggestion!”


  The north was formerly a land of war. The area was filled with the most monsters and barbarians, causing the royal family to give up on it. Thanks to that, the northern people were always threatened and felt despair.


  The person who led them was Marquis Steim. He wasn’t frustrated, despite the royal family cutting off their support. He had excellent leadership and united the northern people to protect and stabilize his territory.


  Marquis Steim was a hero and savior for the northern people. The northern troops recalled this thanks to Laden’s cry and firmed up their hearts. Rather than surrendering, they held their weapons and took an attitude of resistance to the end.


  “Everybody is so excited to die.”


  Ren’s expression distorted. It was unpleasant to miss the opportunity to obtain 1,000 soldiers. He revealed his true nature as he gave an order to Chucksley.


  “Kill those useless dogs.”


  “Yes!”


  Chucksley answered and pointed his sword at Laden’s neck. Laden didn’t feel any regret. It was better to die than to beg for life and betray his master.


  ‘Duke Grid, please guard my lord.’


  Kingdom’s Hero. His strength would be able to overcome this ordeal. Laden didn’t doubt it and closed his eyes.


  Jeeeong!


  A golden hand glowed under the desert sun. It flashed through the 5,000 troops and protected Laden.


  ‘What is this?’


  Chucksley’s eyes widened. It was absurd. A golden hand was flying alone and swinging a sword without a master? It wasn’t very threatening, but he had to admit that it was fast. He couldn’t understand it.


  “What type of person?”


  Chucksley shouted as he blocked the golden hand. The answer came from the sky.


  “The duke.”


  “…!”


  It was a calm and relaxing voice. It was the middle of a battlefield. Chucksley, Prince Ren, the 5,000 royal troops, Laden, and the northern army stared up at the sky. There was a man with black hair. The man had a small crown on his head. He wore harmonious red armor and black boots as he looked down at the battlefield.


  “Beggars move around in groups. Foolish.”


  The man spoke with arrogance on his face. That person was Grid. A person who rose from a commoner to a duke! His sudden appearance reversed the atmosphere of the battlefield.


  “Grid…!”


  “Duke Grid!!”


  The 5,000 royal troops shrank back because of a single man, while the northern army were delighted. It was a presence beyond common sense.


  ***


  Fast Boots boasted a wonderful movement speed. Stamina and endurance suffered from a rapid decline, but movement speed increased by up to three times in all terrains.


  Bunny Bunny ran through the desert and was able to catch up to Prince Ren.


  ‘I’m not too late!’


  Bunny Bunny felt relieved and switched his view to camera mode.


  Peeng!


  “What…?”


  Something moved swiftly over his head. At first, he thought it was a huge bird. But then he zoomed in and saw that it was Grid.


  “It’s natural!”


  Bunny Bunny thought Grid appeared in a dramatic moment to save the northern troops. Grid had done it countless times in the National Competition and the Reinhardt golem invasion. He was a hero who made the crowd cheer by appearing at the perfect timing.


  ‘Why did I only realize this now?’


  Unlike other celebrities in Satisfy, Grid had a lot of anti-fans. This was because he relied on items rather than skills. It was the same with Bunny Bunny. Bunny Bunny didn’t like Grid. He judged that it was difficult to raise the public’s enthusiasm for Grid as the protagonist. In other words, it wasn’t easy.


  He always watching Grid through sunglasses, but it was different now. Now he belatedly realized. In the first place, items weren’t a factor that could be underestimated. Didn’t Bunny Bunny arrive here quickly because of the Fast Boots? Items were an indispensable element in the game. It meant he wasn’t looking at Grid through sunglasses.


  Bunny Bunny discarded his useless egotism and focused on Grid.


  “Grid! Show me the performance of a hero!”


  His video would make people cheer all over the world.


  ***


  [Great Lord’s Sword]


  It was a rare sword only given to the greatest lords and it made it possible to closely observe the target. Normally this target was only limited to one person. It was difficult to observe several people at the same time.


  However, Grid had a high level of insight. His insight further amplified the power of the Character Observation skill attached to the Great Lord’s Sword. Thanks to that, Grid could simultaneously observe the information of the people on the battlefield.


  Instead, the information was very brief.


  Name: Chucksley Rokan.


  Level: 313


  Name: Ferrell Shaiva du Bon.  


  Level: 305


  Name: Andu


  Level: 301


  …


  ..


  It included the knights of the royal army.


  Name: Laden


  Level: 258


  …


  ..


  The northern knights. In addition, there were the royal soldiers and the northern soldiers. Grid could identify their name and levels. It was impossible to check the details information including stats, skills and stories, but this alone was a big help.


  ‘The average level is 130… It is surprisingly high.’


  The average level of the northern soldiers was 110, while the average level of the royal soldiers was 20 higher. Given that the Winston soldiers he saw a few months ago weren’t even level 100 yet, the level of the royal soldiers was well above the average. In other words, they were the elite of the kingdom.


  ‘But so what?’


  It wasn’t as good as Reidan’s soldiers. The average level of Reidan’s soldiers was 148.


  ‘Today they will reach 160!’


  Ssik!


  It was truly a wily smile. It was enough to make the royal army uneasy. Grid dismissed the Great Lord’s Sword and swapped Braham’s Boots with Grid’s Boots.


  [The magic Fly is no longer available. Fly is stopped.]


  [You will fall.]


  Kwaang!


  Grid’s Boots boasted a heavy weight. Sand scattered as Grid fell onto the desert sand.


  “D-Duke Grid!”


  Laden was baffled. He discarded his favourable position in the sky and fell into the middle of the enemy? He couldn’t understand Grid’s judgment. Grid spoke harshly towards him.


  “You are really weak.”


  “…Huh?”


  “I’ve known you since you started bluffing. You are a braggart who can’t fight properly.”


  Grid judged Laden using three things.


  Firstly, it was the first time they met.  Laden said there was a rodent hiding in Irene’s bedroom. But the result? There wasn’t even a fly, let alone a rodent.


  The second was his level.  The level of the royal knights was at least 300, while Laden was only level 258. It meant that while everyone was hunting hard, Laden was playing alone.


  The third thing was results.  The royal knights and soldiers were fine, while Laden and the northern army were dying. No matter how great the number, this one-sided result proved that he was powerless.


  “Tsk tsk… I don’t understand why Father-in-law appreciates you so much.”


  “Ugh…”


  Laden’s heart was stabbed as he heard the words.


  ‘The duke’s words are true. I am too weak and useless.’


  Laden fell into shame. He felt guilty to his lord. Meanwhile, the royal army was astonished.


  ‘He got rid of Beida and the Iron Wind.’


  ‘He is strong enough to defend against Chucksley’s sword many times.’


  ‘Yet he is weak?’


  Grid’s measure of strength seemed to be much different from theirs. Indeed, it was natural. Grid was the kingdom’s hero. He already showed overwhelming strength in the golem invasion. They couldn’t be compared. The 5,000 army shrank back.


  “Plunging into enemy territory alone, you don’t understand the situation.”


  Chucksley pointed his sword at Grid. His momentum was great. Great Swordsman. He had the title of one of the continent’s strongest swordsman, so he didn’t shrink back despite the opponent being Grid.


  “During the Reinhardt invasion, I was somewhat lacking. I could only watch you from a distance.”


  But.


  “Since then, I have made an effort to become stronger than before.”


  Chucksley wielded his sword. It was a straight trajectory with no flaws. It truly was a sleek and sophisticated blow. Bunny Bunny exclaimed as he filmed the scene from a considerable distance.


  ‘Too fast!’


  It was an unavoidable attack. The problem was that Grid gave the enemy an opportunity. Bunny Bunny was sure that Grid would be hit first.


  But.


  Jeeeong!


  A blood sword emerged from a dark space in front of him. It wasn’t a greatsword that Grid normally used, so his attack speed surpassed that of Chucksley.


  ‘Fast!’


  It was so fast that it couldn’t be seen! Grid scoffed at Chucksley, whose attack was blocked.


  “Are you a fool? Do you think that I was playing around while you became stronger? I have grown stronger, just like you. You won’t catch up.”


  “Won’t catch up?” (TL: Grid uses an Internet slang that basically means someone who can’t catch up)


  What did that mean? Grid’s onslaught poured towards the puzzled Chucksley.


  The repetitive use, disassembly and assembly process led to a 100% understanding, and Iyarugt was now going to turn the battlefield into disarray.
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  At the time of the pope candidates episode.


  Grid got a great chance to study Lifael’s Spear. He repeatedly disassembled and reassembled a myth rated item and raised his understanding to 100%. This was valuable research that couldn’t be converted into money. It was a dream that other blacksmiths couldn’t even hope for.


  “Cry, Yakult.”


  It wasn’t difficult for Grid to raise his understanding of Iyarugt, which was still only unique rated. It was very easy compared to understanding Lifael’s Spear. Grid was now able to control Iyarugt without resorting to Blackening.


  However, the renaming failed.


  [Iyarugt is the best sword of hell! You, don’t replace my noble name just because you find it hard to pronounce!]


  Iyarugt had tremendous pride in his name. He followed Grid, but he couldn’t accept a new name. He didn’t know what it meant, but he felt an instinctive rejection towards Yakult. Grid didn’t care. The sword would obey his command, no matter what name he called it.


  [Iyarugt has used Blood Cry.]


  [All targets within a 30m radius will lose their sense of balance for 1.5 seconds.]


  Kiiing…


  “Ugh!”


  Blood Cry didn’t distinguish between friend or foe. The northern troops and royal army around Grid all groaned with pain and stumbled. It was the same for Prince Ren and his escort knights.


  ‘Making me fall to my knees!’


  Prince Ren was the heir of the Eternal Kingdom. As the 1st Prince, he had never bowed to anyone except the king. But now. Grid used a skill to make him kneel for a while. It was really terrible. His ego was shattered.


  ‘No?’


  Amazement appeared on Prince Ren’s face as he looked up. He looked around and saw that knights and soldiers on both sides were all kneeling together. Even Chucksley seemed on the brink of collapse.


  The person who was standing in this spot? It was only Grid. It was an absurd appearance where he overpowered everyone.


  ‘This is the strength of a legend…!’


  He truly was a fearful enemy. If possible, he never wanted to go against Grid. However, he was a mountain that must be overcome if Ren wanted to become king. While Prince Ren was shivering, Grid was baffled.


  “What? You endured it?”


  Blood Cry consumed a lot of mana and had a long cooldown time. It was also dangerous because it didn’t distinguish between enemies. It was a great way to exert his power, but Chucksley was relatively stable. He had resistance comparable to a boss monster.


  “I won’t fall from something like this!”


  Chucksley demonstrated an extreme mental strength as he overcame Blood Cry and defended against Grid’s attack, then he fought back. It was a simple trajectory. Thanks to the Iyarugt, Grid was able to respond without much difficulty.


  Chaaeng!


  Chucksley and Iyarugt collided in an impressive manner and dust flew all over the place. It was an ignorant attack. Grid and Chucksley exchanged looks through the dust. Unlike the composed Chucksley, Grid didn’t look very good.


  He was confused because the opponent was exceedingly stronger than he expected.


  ‘What is this guy?’


  He had high status resistance and his swordsmanship was odd. His technique seemed simple, but it was strong when actually facing it.


  ‘This is the first time.’


  Grid’s surroundings were filled with geniuses. Except for Grid, even Jude could be considered a genius in certain areas. In particular, there were the sword geniuses, Piaro and Ibellin. What did they have in common?


  They were the masters of anomalies. They used unconventional swordsmanship to confuse and overwhelm their opponent. Then what about Chucksley? He didn’t show any gaps, because he was faithful to the basics and excluded variables.


  This style of swordsmanship was bad for Grid, who was still lacking. All of Grid’s techniques were blocked.


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  ‘Hey, this…’


  The more Grid competed with the sword, the more he understood Chucksley’s strength. Grid had the advantage in speed, but he couldn’t use it.


  ‘I want to see his status window.’


  He wanted to swap to the Great Lord’s Sword and view Chucksley’s information. Chucksley was probably a named NPC. But he couldn’t afford to do it.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  The extremely honest, but fast and powerful sword, put pressure on Grid. Grid was forced to focus on defense.


  “Okay! You’re doing well, Sir Chucksley!”


  Prince Ren cheered after standing up. He gained confidence after seeing Chucksley overpower Grid.


  “Grid! This is the result of your pride and self-righteousness!”


  How could he confront 5,000 soldiers alone? The royal army was helped by Grid’s stupidity. Prince Ren was sure that he would win this war.


  “Kill him! Kill Grid and go straight to Reidan!”


  Prince Ren shouted while Bunny Bunny cursed in the distance.


  ‘Dammit!’


  The protagonist of Bunny Bunny’s video was originally Hurent. But Hurent was dominated in an instant by a farmer. Then he tried turning the main character into Grid, but…


  ‘Grid is losing to Chucksley!’


  Bunny Bunny didn’t want this result. He wanted Grid to defeat the strong enemies. However, the current situation looked helpless. Bunny Bunny was feeling resentful when a voice entered his ears.


  “The majority of the northern army seems to have survived. We made good time.”


  “…!”


  Bunny Bunny was a second advancement assassin. A person could get close to him without him noticing? They could only be a top ranker. In other words, the owner of the voice next to Bunny Bunny wasn’t ordinary.


  “You…!”


  Bunny Bunny turned around and was shocked. It was the master of beauty, Lauel of the silver hair. One of the 10 Rookies who played for the US team in the National Competition, and someone who was now one of Grid’s top aides.


  Bunny Bunny’s eyes shone at meeting a celebrity and Lauel grinned.


  “It’s interesting to see Bunny Bunny, who I’ve only seen on TV before. Are you live?”


  “T-That’s impossible. I need to solve the problem of image rights, so I’m taking a recording.”


  “Ah, it’s a relief that you aren’t stupid. Please contact me before you start the broadcast. We have to talk about the distribution of revenue.”


  “Yes, yes. I will keep that in mind.”


  Lauel’s profile stated that he was 20 years old. Bunny Bunny was seven years older. But he couldn’t feel comfortable around Lauel. The only thing that mattered in society was power and wealth.


  “Earl Lauel, the soldiers are ready.”


  A blond man appeared behind Lauel. He was an NPC called Asmophel. There were 1,000 soldiers gathered behind him with excellent military discipline. Every soldier had killing intent in their eyes and they were orderly. Compared to them, the royal army that was considered the best in the Eternal Kingdom was like a child.


  ‘What is this?’


  Bunny Bunny admired it. He never imagined that Grid could train an army to this degree.


  ‘Grid is even great at nurturing an army!’


  The more he discovered, the greater he thought Grid was. But what was this? Why was he on the verge of dying alone in enemy territory? Bunny Bunny directed his gaze back to the battlefield.


  Grid was still dueling Chucksley. He didn’t have any wounds, but it was the same for Chucksley. Chucksley overpowered Grid with his swordsmanship, while Grid made up for what he was lacking with speed.


  The problem was that there were 5,000 soldiers behind Chucksley.


  ‘The moment those 5,000 soldiers move…’


  The balance would collapse and Grid would die. Bunny Bunny felt nervous and asked.


  “Lauel, shouldn’t you help Grid?” 


  Lauel was relaxed. As he watched the battle of Grid and Chucksley through the dust, he made a meaningful remark.


  “You don’t know Grid’s abilities.”


  In the first place, Grid’s strength wasn’t swordsmanship.


  “I don’t know why he’s playing around with swordsmanship with that person, but I don’t need to worry. Knight Chucksley, he might be strong, but he isn’t comparable to the people that Grid has faced so far. Isn’t that right? Sir Asmophel.”


  “The opponent’s skill is still insufficient.”


  ‘Playing around? A great swordsman is lacking?’


  Bunny Bunny doubted his ears. He thought that Lauel and Asmophel were speaking unreasonably. At that moment.


  “Kuaaaack!”


  A terrible scream shot into the sky. It must be Grid! Bunny Bunny freaked out and zoomed in on the direction.


  “This is impossible!”


  Bunny Bunny was at a loss for words.  The great swordsman Chucksley, who had been dominating the whole time, was now bleeding from the chest.


  “Now.”


  Lauel instructed Asmophel, who shouted towards the soldiers.


  “Aim your bows!”


  Reidan’s soldiers moved in a sleek manner. They quickly stabilized their feet in the sand, took out a bow and pulled back the bowstring.


  ‘What are they thinking?’


  Bunny Bunny wondered. The distance from here to Grid was approximately 300m. It was too far to hit the mark. Even if there was a lucky shot, it was obvious that the person wouldn’t suffer a great impact because the power would be greatly reduced.


  However, Reidan’s soldiers had a hidden secret. It was the power of items. Reidan’s soldiers were equipped with items produced by Khan. The power and accuracy were completely different from typical bows. What if the power of qigong master Lauel was added?


  “Wind Dragon’s Roar.”


  Kuoooooh!!


  A westerly wind started to sweep through the desert.


  “Fire!”


  Papat! Pa pa pa pat!


  1,000 arrows were simultaneously shot. On the battlefield, the royal army watching Grid was forced to accept the baptism of arrows pouring down.


  “Wow…”


  Bunny Bunny trembled.


  It was the first time he saw the scene of 1,000 soldiers being wrapped in a pillar of light, symbolizing they had levelled up at the same time.
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  Training, training, training! And more training! Why did they have to go through such hellish days. Reidan’s soldiers had always questioned it. They couldn’t understand why they had to train so much every day.


  ‘I know that it’s necessary to become stronger to protect our home and families. But still, isn’t this too much? Once we adjust to a training regime, we are forced to do a new one and then adjust to that. What if this keeps repeating?’


  “The baker was a former soldier. I don’t think there is any army on the continent training as hard as us.” 


  “The infantry in the rear are grumbling. The level of training we receive has already exceeded the level of ordinary soldiers?”


  “Of course. Isn’t our training at the level of special forces? It’s crazy. Why do we have to climb a wall without a ladder?”


  “I don’t like the giant worm hell training. When I move through sand that is pouring down like a waterfall, I really feel like a hamster on a wheel. Then when I see the giant worms, I get goosebumps…”


  “Isn’t it ridiculous to train new archers by firing at birds? No, we’re infantry, so why do we need to have good archery skills?”


  “I don’t understand why we have to do field work. Isn’t this exploitation of labor instead of training?”


  “Hah… Why is the duke giving us such trials?”


  Reidan’s soldiers loved and respected Grid. It wasn’t an exaggeration. Duke Grid was the one who saved them from starving in their bleak homeland. The soldiers would lay down their lives for Grid.


  But those thoughts gradually faded. As they were forced to do harsh training by Grid, this gratitude disappeared and hatred started growing. It was a natural phenomenon. The training that the soldiers of Reidan received?


  It was similar to the training received by the Black Knights, the second strongest knights division of the empire. It was much higher compared to normal training, so it was at a mental and physical level that ordinary soldiers couldn’t afford.


  But they somehow managed to endure.


  Piaro and Asmophel.


  It was possible because the two people, who were originally supposed to be pillars of the empire, instructed them.


  ***


  “Prepare!”


  A westerly wind started blowing in the desert. The soldiers of Reidan pulled back their bowstrings without a single error. These were the poisonous eyes of those who had endured the hell training.


  Grid was struggling on the battlefield alone.


  “Shoot!”


  Pak! Pa pa pa pa pak!


  The 1,000 soldiers simultaneously fired their bows. Their posture was really good and the arrows flying with the wind were perfect.


  Puk! Puuoooook!


  “Kyaak!”


  “Hik!”


  Khan had achieved Advanced Blacksmithing level 8. He was Albatino’s descendant, and Grid’s friend and disciple, so the power of the arrow and bows he produced were beyond imagination.


  The arrows flew 300m away and killed the royal troops.


  “Do it again!”


  The soldiers of Reidan became covered with the level up pillars of light as the number of casualties in the royal army increased. Their strength, stamina, and agility increased as they pulled the bowstring again.


  Grid’s form was seen in their fierce gazes.


  ‘Duke Grid!’


  ‘This is why you forced us to do such difficult training!’


  ‘You predicted the enemy’s invasion!’


  ‘I am impressed with My Lord’s foresight! I really admire you!’


  Today.


  The unexpected invasion of Reidan and the misunderstanding involving Grid allowed all their hatred to disappear. Loyalty burned fiercely inside them.


  ‘Facing the enemy alone to minimize the damage!’


  ‘You are truly great and courageous!’


  ‘I will devote myself more to you!’


  It was the first battle they had been in since they started training with Jude. The soldiers of Reidan showed a high concentration which greatly affected their skills.


  “Shoot!”


  Pak! Pa pa pa pa pak!


  Asmophel ordered and arrows once again flew.


  Puk! Puuoooook!


  “Ugh!”


  “Kuheok!”


  Reidan’s soldiers kept growing in real time through level ups.  Hundreds of royal soldiers couldn’t endure the powerful arrows and died.


  “What is this?”


  Prince Ren was severely shaken. The 5,000 soldiers were focused on Grid and allowed a surprise attack. The shock was huge. He felt desperation and despair on this battlefield where one man demonstrated an absolute power.


  ***


  Ferrell, the chief archer of the Eternal Kingdom, was amazed.


  ‘Don’t tell me that they’re all archers!’


  Reidan’s 1,000 soldiers. Firing arrows from a distance of 300m wasn’t something that ordinary soldiers were capable of. By default, talented people needed to train their archery skills for 10 years before being capable of this.


  Thus Ferrell was confused.


  ‘I thought that Reidan was a dying city.’


  There were 20,000 people in the city and Grid had only taken over it for 16 months. He could train such elite archers in only 16 months? It was nonsense. It was impossible. Ferrell was confident because he had personally trained archers.


  ‘Also!’


  He heard that Reidan had a total of 1,000 troops. Wasn’t it probable that all 1,000 would be archers? No. An army without infantry was powerless. Grid would be insane to train an entire army to be archers. 


  ‘It can’t be…!’


  A shocking thought passed through Ferrell’s mind.


  ‘What if they’re all knights?’


  Archery was included in the arsenal of knights, and a knight level talent would be capable of learning archery to this degree after 16 months.


  ‘This! Reidan is a complete gold mine!’ 


  There were so many talents to train as knights! Ferrell misunderstood and pulled out his bow. It was the Thunder Bow, which was a family heirloom passed down from generation to generation.


  “Reidan…! I will cut off that bud!’


  Pachik! Pachichik!


  Thunder sparked as Ferrell pulled back the bow. There was a flash and an arrow that was more like a lightning bolt flew.


  Peeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  The screaming in the sky! Thunderbolts after thunderbolts appeared in succession. Reidan’s 1,000 soldiers. They didn’t know what to do when faced with the magic arrow.


  “Heok?”


  “Suddenly!”


  The soldiers of Reidan had endured hell training that put them on the verge of death. But this was the first time they experienced such a sudden danger. They paled as they saw the flying arrow, then someone appeared in front of them.


  With his red cloak flapping, it was Asmophel. He took out a long sword that he had used since his days in the Red Knights. He moved his sword in a trajectory that was like a stream of paper, or a calligrapher writing on blank paper.


  Pepepepeong!


  “What?”


  Ferrel’s vision was as good as a hawk, so he was shocked. It was the first time he saw a sword destroying his arrow.


  ‘Even Captain Chucksley can’t face my arrow head on…!’


  Ferrell was astonished and blinked blankly.


  “Try and stop this!”


  There was no meaning for an archer who couldn’t hit his target. Ferrell was the best archer in the kingdom and fired his bow again. The arrow he fired this time was several times stronger and faster than the previous one.


  Kwa kwang!


  Thunder rang out as the arrow flew towards Amosphel’s nose. The corners of Asmophel’s gorgeous lips curved up. Was this his first chance to play an active role since serving Duke Grid? The only thing he had done so far was collect gold coins and train the soldiers.


  Asmophel wanted to prove his value by playing an active role and Ferrell was a good opponent. Asmophel’s manifested a red aura and blocked Ferrel’s arrow with his strength, then he shouted.


  “I will cut off the enemy’s head!”


  Taack!


  It happened when Asmophel jumped from the sand dune and was about to head to the enemy.


  “That bow, it looks good?”


  To be precise, he was interested in the materials that made up the bow. Grid didn’t hide the greed in his eyes as he reached Ferrell first. Asmophel wanted to cry.


  “My Lord! Please give me a chance to work!”


  Asmophel’s voice failed to reach Grid. It was due to the screams of the thousands of confused royal soldiers being attacked that dominated the battlefield.


  Puok!


  “Kuk…!”


  Ferrell was only focused on Asmophel. He thought Grid was fighting Chucksley and had no idea that he would receive a surprise attack. He allowed the attack and started bleeding, while Grid connected the next blow.


  [Critical!]


  [Iyarugt’s option effect is activated, reducing the target’s healing power by 50%.]


  [Critical!]


  [Iyarugt’s option effect is activated, giving the target a bleeding status that will last for 3 seconds.


  [The 3rd combo has been achieved!]


  [The bleeding effect is maximized. The damage that the target will receive is increased by 200% for 1 second.]


  ‘Now!’


  Grid’s eyes shone as he aimed at the named NPC who had a high health.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Pinnacle.”


  Seokeok!


  Pinnacle descended. Blood spurted like a fountain from Ferrell’s chest, filling his field of view as Grid raised his sword to strike again.


  [The 5th combo has been achieved!]


  [The target’s thinking ability has been destroyed for 0.3 seconds! You can link Hell Sword.]


  In the blink of an eye. Ferrell was stunned by the repeated onslaught.


  “Hell Sword.”


  Kwajik!


  Pajijijijijik―!


  Dozens of red-black stems emerged from Iyarugt and pierced Ferrell’s chest.


  The sight,


  “Okay! Gorgeous! The best!!”


  Bunny Bunny’s video seamlessly moved between the sky and the ground. Grid dominating the battlefield would surely be passed onto the viewers.


  On the other hand.


  “Ferrell!”


  Chucksley fell victim  to Grid who suddenly used a skill when exchanging sword blows. He was outraged by the sight of Ferrell being blindsided due to his carelessness and attacked Grid.


  “Rising Sword!”


  It was an extremely irregular technique that looked like it rose from the ground. Chucksley was sure that Grid would be hit by this technique. But he was wrong. The reason why Grid was unable to subdue Chucksley despite his speed advantage was due to the firmness of the swordsmanship. Chucksley used a big technique and abandoned his own strength, revealing a gap.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Kill.”


  Peeeeeong!


  Grid was hit in the chest while Chucksley’s waist was struck. The difference between the two sword skills was clear. Grid was hurt in a much more deadly area. It was the moment when Chucksley seemed to have the initiative.


  “Ohhhh!”


  “My Lord!”


  Prince Ren and the royal troops cheered, while Asmophel and Reidan’s soldiers felt desperate. Even Bunny Bunny’s face darkened as he filmed. Except for one person. Lauel had a smile on his face as he looked at Grid.


  “Gotcha.”


  Grid grasped Chucksley’s neck.


  “My Lord’s strength isn’t swordsmanship.”


  Lauel shrugged. This was a fact that the two people knew. Grid wasn’t a swordsman.


  “It’s being overgeared.”


  Receiving a wound in a critical area? His armor had outstanding defense and minimized the damage. He couldn’t hit the enemy? He would maximize his damage with superior weapons.


  Clink!


  Clink clink.


  Four golden hands flashed and surrounded the gasping Chucksley. Then a white flash stunned the battlefield.




  Chapter 341


  Grid had done his best in the duel to persuade Piaro. He took out all the cards he had and realized one thing in the process of defeat. The suitable weapon for more advanced swordsmanship was a one-handed sword, not a greatsword.


  ‘The relatively big and heavy greatsword’s trajectory is simple and limited.’


  Grid’s basic battle style was to repeatedly hit. Therefore, he preferred a greatsword with strong destructive power. Pagma’s Descendant had a damage oriented skill tree, so the greatsword was very good for that.


  However, Grid felt the limitations. From Elfin Stone to Braham and Piaro. The appearance of unmatched powerhouses meant that his previous way of fighting became ineffective. So what about strong destructive power? It couldn’t deal with the strong opponents!


  ‘I need to familiarize myself with one-handed swords.’


  He obtained the strongest one-handed sword, Iyarugt, which wasn’t lacking in power compared to a greatsword. After the confrontation with Piaro, Grid devoted himself to training with the one-handed sword.


  What if it was the him in the past? ‘How annoying. All I need is items.’


  Grid would think that, but now it was different. He did his best to get used to one-handed swords, just like when he made items. This change was possible because he had a desire to become stronger.


  ***


  ‘Compared to the old days, I increased my control skills and didn’t neglect training.’


  He was arrogant. He learned today that against Chucksley, a knight he’d never heard of, his techniques didn’t work. Iyarugt gave him the best sword trajectory, but he could only hold on. To be honest, it was quite frustrating for Grid.


  He judged that it was hard to overcome Chucksley without the help of the God Hands. But this place was in the middle of the enemies. He didn’t know when other enemies would attack, so he had to place the God Hands on the defensive.


  Then the situation changed. Allies arrived and the enemies had fallen into confusion. The focus on Grid was eased. Grid used that chance to deploy Magic Missile that he’d saved as a trump card and managed to shake off Chucksley.


  He pursued Chucksley’s ally and this became the bait.


  ***


  “Kuk…!”


  Chucksley was hit by Kill and his health gauge fell to two-thirds. Grid took great damage when enduring the blow to grab Chucksley’s neck, and blood was pouring from his chest. But his health gauge wasn’t reduced at all.


  It was the power of the Holy Light Armor and Doran’s Ring.


  Grid sensed the power of the Rising Sword used by Chucksley and wore Doran’s Ring in advance. It was the judgment ability he was able to exert due to the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch.  The ability to use this item perfectly would impress rankers.


  Grid smiled coolly and whispered to Chucksley.


  “Have you heard of being overgeared?”


  “Overgeared?”


  What did that mean? Grid used such difficult terms to understand. To Chucksley, Grid was an intellectual.


  ‘I thought he was ignorant because he was a commoner, but he uses such complicated jargon…!’


  It was incredibly frustrating to listen to. Four golden hands flew around Chucksley, who was unable to interpret the meaning of overgeared.


  ‘This!’


  The golden hands were moving and wielding their weapons by themselves. There were three of them? Chucksley detected the danger and shook off Grid. Grid was unable to suppress him with force and shouted without any delay.


  “Magic Missile!”


  Jiing.


  Grid’s magic power gathered at the tips of the four hands.


  Pepepepeng!


  White flashes of light flew out and hit Chucksley.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Chucksley felt a pain that couldn’t be ignored. The Magic Missiles launched by the golden hands contained incredible power for low-grade magic. Chucksley couldn’t understand it at all.


  ‘Why is the resistance of my White Armor being ignored!?’


  The Lokan family that Chucksley came from had served the Eternal royal family for generations. He had countless achievements and received the praise and recognition of people. One of the things he received was the White Armor.


  The armor boasted good physical defense and high magic resistance, so it easily blocked variables. Chucksley was always invincible in war when wearing this armor. He crushed the enemy’s physical attacks with his sword and resisted the enemy’s surprise magic attacks with his armor.


  However!


  “Cough! Cough!”


  This low level spell penetrated his armor and dealt a perfect blow? No, Pagma’s Descendant was a blacksmith, so how could he use magic in the first place? The secret must be in the gold hands!


  ‘What is the identity of those golden hands…?’


  Chucksley’s head was a mess as he coughed up blood. He wasn’t able to figure out Grid. It felt like he was facing a person on a different dimension. Yes, this was the feeling he’d had using the Reinhardt golem invasion.


  ‘Why…?’


  He had trained in swordsmanship until he vomited blood and as a result, he got the title of great swordsman. The person who was once called the greatest swordsman, Piaro, had disappeared. But there was still such a gap between them?


  ‘This is a legend!’


  Hadn’t Grid already become a legend? Grid’s growth should already be over and he should become stagnant.


  “Why…? Why have you become stronger?”


  “…”


  Grid’s eyes were different from when they first met. Grid no longer ignored Chucksley and respected him. He honored the strong. That’s why he spoke honestly.


  “I am still weak.”


  “What?”


  Grid defeated the golems who were threatening the kingdom and now overcame Chucksley! Then what were these words? Chucksley was agitated as Grid repeated something he had heard.


  “The world is wide and there are many strong people. You will know if you ever meet a real powerhouse one day. How incomplete I am.”


  Braham and Piaro. Compared to them, he wasn’t a legend. He had yet to achieve his full growth. One reason was that he couldn’t complete the class quest, but Grid knew the truth.


  ‘It isn’t because of the class quests.’


  It was because he didn’t have the ability to progress through the class quests. If it was Yura or Huroi, they wouldn’t have been stupid enough to be stuck for such a long time on one quest.


  ‘I have no talent.’


  He didn’t have control skills like Regas and Faker, or the ability to raise his level like Jishuka or Pon. Grid didn’t have any advantages that would be his weapons. The reason he was able to get to his current position was his tenacity. Without that tenacity, Grid wouldn’t have become Pagma’s Descendant and would still be ordinary. No, he would’ve still been a low level user.


  “Well, I mean… I will devote myself more and more. As long as I can survive here.”


  Killing intent filled Grid’s eyes. Respect for the strong? This was enough. Grid had no intention of forgiving the enemy who dared to invade Reidan. It wasn’t simply due to the threat of losing his territory.


  Reidan had 20,000 people. The people had an infinite affection towards him. The enemies in front of him were trying to harm those people. He couldn’t forgive them. No, he couldn’t tolerate their existence.


  –Grid, everything is ready.


  The composition of the battlefield had transformed to the ideal form. Reidan’s soldiers fired arrows without a break and reduced the number of royal soldiers, while Laden and the northern army tied up their feet. Then Lauel cast the strongest skill of a third advancement qigong master, ‘Master of Flow.’


  Now all that was left…


  Please imprint on the world that your territory is off limits.


  –Y-Yes…


  Lauel would take care of it. Grid decided to take Ferrell’s life first. Ferrell was gasping due to his wounds and couldn’t resist the sword that pierced him.


  [You have defeated Viscount Ferrell, the best archer of the Eternal Kingdom.]


  [The Bon family will be forever hostile towards you.]


  [356,410,000 experience has been acquired.]


  [The Thunder Bow has been acquired.]


  [Your demonic power has increased by two.]


  “Ferrell!”


  Chucksley and Ferrell were fellows who relied on each other. Chucksley gazed at Grid with hateful eyes. Grid thought this was ludicrous.


  “Don’t forget who caused this situation. You’re the ones who aimed your swords first. Forgetting the fact that I saved the kingdom, all of you are less than dogs.”


  Grid looked arrogant and wicked. The conditions to instill fear and regret in the enemy wasn’t just overwhelming power, but also attitude. He had been intentionally trained in this by Huroi.


  “This guy!”


  “Viscount Ferrell!”


  Ferrel Shaiva du Bon. The ruler of the family who ruled the Shaiva estate for generations and who had a high reputation. His death would be enough to buy the wrath of the Shaiva estate and the royal family. A huge 300 knights and soldiers headed towards Grid.


  “Protect the duke!”


  Laden screamed and tried to move the army. However, Grid raised his hand and stopped him.


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  “Die!”


  The isolated Grid gazed at the 300 enemies rushing towards him.  Prince Ren watched the battlefield from where he was hiding among the escort knights.


  ‘That guy, I will make him regret it.’


  Grid started his sword dance. It was a enchanting sight as a sword dance was unfolded in the middle of a battlefield filled with blood and flesh… No, he seemed like a madman who couldn’t grasp the mood.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave!”


  Kurururu!


  Iyarugt had a higher attack speed than the greatsword. It exerted havoc in a long battle, but it was forced to fall behind a greatsword when it came to single attack skills.


  Grid had swapped to Grid’s Greatsword the moment he started the sword dance. Grid’s Greatsword was a superior weapon with the best attack power, and an option effect that increased the damage of skills.


  It wasn’t possible for the 300 troops from the Shaiva estate to endure the black waves spreading all over the place.


  ‘This monster!’


  Grid’s eyes gleamed with a red light and caused infinite fear inside Prince Ren. However, Prince Ren endured it.


  “Don’t overdo it! Time is on our side!”


  After a while. If they waited a little longer, the 2,000 soldiers would cross the Altes Mountains and hit Reidan.


  Also!


  ‘Grid! Your wife will enter my hands soon!’


  Until then, they just needed to endure. Prince Ren was confident that he would win the war with this web-like strategy.




  Chapter 342


  Puk!


  ‘Now!’


  Puk puk!


  ‘It will be soon!’


  A young man was digging at the ground. He was a beautiful young man. His beauty and grace didn’t fade, despite having sunburned skin and dirt stains.


  ‘Not long now!’


  Puk puk! Puk!


  The young man with the shy expression. He was digging at the ground with a hand plow when he heard the cry he had been waiting for.


  “It’s time for a snack!”


  “…!”


  The pupils of the young man greatly expanded. He jumped up and quickly used magic.


  “Haste!”


  Haste. It was a spell that raised the target’s speed from 1.2 to 2.5 times. It wasn’t easy to learn, but it was a useful magic that could be used extensively. Even if a person learned it, their performance would differ according to the capacity of the caster.


  A magician who could double their speed with Haste?  There were no more than 100 of them on the continent. However!


  Swaeeek!


  The squatting young man showed off a phenomenal performance. His speed was doubled and no one could catch up with him.


  “That lousy person…!”


  “He’s trying to take all the potatoes today!”


  The farmers were indignant. The young man who used Haste was Bland. He didn’t hesitate to commit a foul by using magic to gain more potatoes.


  “Did you forget that Piaro said we should divide it among ourselves?”


  “I will tell Piaro!”


  The farmers saw that he was about to leave and used a childish attack. Bland hesitated for a moment.


  ‘I have to eat!’


  Earl. Bland who had a rich life as the son of Earl Ashur, one of the 10 great magicians on the continent! For him, potatoes were just food that pigs were forced to eat. He had never eaten potatoes, and only consumed the finest ingredients, which were more nutritious and tastier than potatoes.


  However, that changed after being held hostage in Reidan. Bland ate only potatoes to survive. Then he became thrilled. He was surprised by the gorgeous taste and the instant feeling of fullness.


  In particular, the Rainbow Potato was a delicacy. He could get seven different types of tastes from one potato. A potato that he could only eat after being captured and suffering from a desperate situation. To Bland, it was more sacred than any blessing from a god. He was able to shake off all types of troubles and anxieties thanks to it. 


  There was plenty of food in the developed Reidan, but the potatoes were still the best for Bland.


  ***


  “You want one today?”


  The housewives asked Bland, who had run across the vast fields.  Bland nodded without hesitation.


  “That’s right.”


  “Wow…”


  The housewives thought it was pitiful. The beautiful young man in front of them. The housewives heard he was a precious child of a prestigious family. What wrong did he commit to live in slavery to Duke Grid?


  Every day Bland worked in the fields, then there were rumors that he was taken separately by Piaro to be beaten in all types of ways. It was clear that this young man must be experiencing a terrible life. It was painful enough to want to die every day.


  ‘Eating to relieve his stress…’


  ‘It’s a pity for such a good looking person.’


  A housewife tearfully handed the snack to Bland. There were 10 baked potatoes and 10 boiled potatoes.


  “As you know, there is only supposed to be one potato per person…”


  “I know that you are always suffering, so I will give you all of this.”


  “Please eat and gain strength!”


  ‘The people pity me.’


  Bland had a unique bloodline and had been on the best elite course in the kingdom. He didn’t have many opportunities to associate with the common people. However, his time in Reidan started to change his perception little by little.


  ‘The people have a hard life, but they still take care of others. It’s too much.’


  It was ridiculous. But he couldn’t help admiring it. Bland received the handkerchief containing potatoes and frowned.


  “There’s no need to worry about me. My bloodline means my physical strength isn’t weak, so I won’t get sick. There’s no need for unnecessary worry.”


  Bland’s speech was prideful and could hurt the housewives’s feelings. But the housewives were fine. They thought it was cute that the young man didn’t know how to express himself.


  “Potato… I originally thought it was pig food, but I will eat it anyway.”


  Bah! Bland snorted and held the handkerchief close to his chest. Contrary to what he said, he clearly cherished the potatoes. He left the place. At this time, the farmers belatedly arrived.


  “He took so much!”


  “Some of us might not have enough to eat!”


  “Damn that man!”


  ‘Noisy.’


  They were so excited that they had to run around and yell? It truly was shameful. Bland clicked his tongue and moved to a secluded place. It was near the north wall. He sat down to eat the potatoes when his eyes sank.


  ‘There are a bunch of rats’.


  There was a suspicious group clinging to one side of Reidan’s high walls. There were 20 of them. They were moving carefully and slowly climbing the wall. The color of their clothes was similar to the color of the wall, making their stealth great.


  The Bland from before he came to Reidan wouldn’t have been able to detect them.


  “Hrmm.”


  Half a day ago. Asmophel led the army away, so it seemed like something big was occurring.


  “It doesn’t have anything to do with me.”


  Bland didn’t care if the 20 assassins climbing the wall were successful in infiltrating Reidan. He wouldn’t care even if they slaughtered people and set Reidan on fire. In fact, looking at it from his position, he should be applauding them.


  “Then why…?”


  Why didn’t he like it? Bland placed a boiled potato in his mouth and stood up. The delicious potatoes, the farmers who suffered with him, and the housewives who cooked the potatoes and cared about him. They might be harmed.


  “I feel bad.”


  More than anything else.


  “…Irene.”


  The woman he once loved was in Reidan. He had no lingering feelings for her. She had already become the woman of another man.


  ‘I want her to be happy.’


  Bland’s mind was made up by the time he put the third potato in his mouth.


  “Fire Arrow.”


  Hwaruruk!


  The 20 assassins climbing the wall. Eight fire arrows were shot at them. The momentum was completely different from a usual Fire Arrow. It was natural. He had been trained by Piaro for 16 months while doing field work every day.


  He farmed… No, he could now borrow the natural mana of the ground. It was similar to the Natural State that belonged to the legendary Piaro.


  ***


  Daluka. A legendary assassin wrapped in the veil of mystery. There were many speculations that Doran and Kasim were disciples of Daluka. Then one day 10 years ago. The Eternal Kingdom were lucky enough to obtain one of Daluka’s hidden techniques.


  From then on, they started raising the Silver Dragons group. They took 5,000 orphans from all over the kingdom and trained them as assassins, giving them Daluka’s hidden technique.


  Of course, it wasn’t easy. Of the 5,000 children who endured the training and survived, only 40 were trained in Daluka’s technique. Of these 40 people, not one of them had mastered the technique. They could only scratch the surface.


  But this alone was enough. One year since the launch of the Silver Dragons group. The Silver Dragons had a 100% success rate with their missions.  Prince Ren was confident. With the power of the Silver Dragons, the Eternal Kingdom would grow until they could eventually threaten the Saharan Empire.


  At that time, the silver dragon drawn on the flag would spread open both wings again.


  ‘What is happening?’


  The 20 members of the Silver Dragons were baffled. Agricultural fields spread out in all directions from Reidan’s outer walls. They had to pass through this place to get to Reidan, but the conditions of the farmers were strange.


  ‘Why are they farmers?’


  There were dozens of farmers scattered through the vast fields. But their movements were unusual. The way they wielded the sickle and hand plow was reminiscent of swordsmanship. In particular, a few farmers were strong enough to make the Silver Dragon members sensitive towards them. They seemed like influential people who would represent a kingdom.


  ‘What is this?’


  The Silver Dragons had learned Daluka’s Absence of Worldly Desires technique. It was a breathing method that allowed them to infiltrate many places, even if it was only at the 5th stage. And the 20 people assigned to this mission were elite 5th stage Absence of Worldly Desires members. It meant they wouldn’t show any agitation, even when facing death.


  However, the farmers couldn’t help making their hearts unsettled.


  ‘It is better to move more carefully.’


  The Silver Dragon members made the correct judgment and lay flat on the ground, crawling through the fields. They didn’t want to be seen by the farmers. The result.


  ‘Pant pant… It’s dirty.’


  A lot of time and stamina was consumed by the time the Silver Dragons reached Reidan’s outer walls, making them  fall behind schedule. Originally, they should’ve already had the duchess. Yet they hadn’t even crossed the outer walls yet?  It was truly shocking for the Silver Dragon members.


  But they were elites.


  ‘Erase the shaking.’


  The members regained their calm thanks to Absence of Worldly Desires. Then they used ‘Daluka’s Clothes.’ It was a technique that could achieve the ultimate stealth by making them like a chameleon.


  Susuk.


  Sususuk.


  Even the gods in the sky wouldn’t be able to see them right now! Then fire arrows flew towards the backs of the Silver Dragons climbing without any doubts.


  “Heok!”


  How were they noticed? The Silver Dragons avoided the magic and hurriedly looked around. The magic flew from the direction of one person. It was a farmer eating potatoes. The sun-tanned skin really made him seem like a hillbilly. It was unexpected, but this person was certainly a farmer.


  ‘Did he use the magic?’ 


  It was fast and powerful magic that they couldn’t completely avoid!


  ‘The farmers in this area are crazy!’


  The eyes of the Silver Dragons shook. Their 5th stage Absence of Worldly Desires started shaking.


  ‘We can’t delay any longer. Should we ignore him and continue the mission?’


  ‘No. Witnesses must be taken care of immediately in order to complete the secret mission.’


  The Silver Dragons made a quick decision. They dropped down from the wall towards the farmer chewing potatoes. A magician had very weak defense. They believed that they could easily overpower the magician.


  The magician’s bombardment? There was no need to worry about that. Don’t give him time to cast!


  “Heok?”


  The confident faces of the Silver Dragons distorted. The guy was a farmer or magician. Now he was creating a shield and pulling out a sword?


  ‘What is his identity?’


  Farmer, magician, swordsman. It was uncertain. Bland shot Fire Blast at the Silver Dragons. Using another spell while creating a shield as well?


  “Double casting!”


  The Silver Dragons paled. Their 5th stage Absence of Worldly Desires was broken.


  At the same time.


  “Throw it again.”


  King of Shadows, Kasim. The strongest assassin who had taken numerous lives was busy spending time with a newborn baby. He kept forcing the baby to do something.


  “Abu! Abuuuu!”


  The baby clamored with sharp eyes that resembled his father’s. It felt like he was saying that he would do it this time. Then…


  Peok!


  Lord flew a block at a doll 3m away and it fell. It was an achievement that had taken two days. The growth was much faster than what Kasim predicted. Kasim was convinced as he felt something beyond admiration.


  ‘This child…! This child will be able to master all of Master’s skills!’




  Chapter 343


  The power of a legend was truly great. Duke Grid, who saved the 1,000 northern troops, and caught the ankles of the 5,000 royal troops. He clearly proved his strength. Honestly, Prince Ren felt awe. Grid, who swept through the battlefield with four golden hands, was like the incarnation of the battlefield itself.


  But!


  ‘The important thing in a war is resources, but power!’ 


  War wasn’t just limited to the battlefield. Those who had a bigger perspective of the strategies and tactics spread out like cobwebs would win. In that sense, Grid was the worst. A ruler plunging into enemy lines alone? It was truly stupid.


  ‘Grid! I will make you regret the fact that you entered the middle of the enemy troops!’


  After a while, a separate group would hit Reidan from the rear, and then the Silver Dragons would capture the duke’s wife. Then the initiative would be completely on Prince Ren’s side. Grid would be completely isolated. The victory of the royal army would go as he planned.


  ‘Huhut! Your stamina can’t endure forever!’


  In fact, Grid’s movements were different from when he first appeared. He was tired and dusty from dealing with the soldiers, arrows, magic, and the surprise attacks of the knights. He had clearly become sluggish.


  ‘I just need to buy a bit more time!’


  A dark smile spread on Prince Ren’s face as he watched Grid. He already felt like he had won. He just needed to hang on longer.


  Puk!


  Puuoooook!


  “Kuak!”


  “Heeok!”


  A rain of arrows from Reidan’s soldiers fell around Grid. It felt like the arrows wreaking havoc on the royal soldiers were becoming stronger?


  ‘I must be mistaken.’


  At first, he thought so. But he soon realized.


  ‘I wasn’t mistaken!’


  Puuoooook!


  “Kyaaak!”


  The number of casualties from the arrows were rising rapidly. It was clear that the attack power of Reidan’s soldiers had increased significantly since the beginning.


  ‘What is this…?’


  Chucksley called out to Ren, who was pale and nervous.


  “The archery skills of the enemies are growing in real time! If this is the case, we won’t be able to control the damage to our side! It’s better to have the knights keep Duke Grid in check, while the soldiers defend against the arrows!”


  “No! We can’t do that!”


  Training one knight was much more difficult than nurturing 1,000 soldiers. Prince Ren wanted to minimize the sacrifices of the knights. The role of grabbing Grid’s ankle should be left to the soldiers.


  ‘I just need to endure a little longer!’


  It wouldn’t be long now. Soon, an army would appear and hit the enemy archers from behind. However!


  “Prince! The arrival time of the reinforcements has been exceeded!”


  “…?”


  Prince Ren looked up at the sky. It was just before the sun was about to set. If things went according to Prince Ren’s plan, it was time for Hurent’s group to arrive here and slaughter the enemies. Then why?


  ‘Why haven’t they arrived yet?’


  Hurent was comparable to Chucksley. Hurent and the 2,000 troops couldn’t be held back by monsters or thieves. Prince Ren thought for a moment before his eyes widened.


  ‘It can’t be!’


  What if Grid had discovered the existence of the second group?


  ‘He might’ve prepared an ambush for them!’


  Grid! A person who didn’t receive formal education managed to see the flow of the battlefield?


  ‘Does he have an innate talent for strategy?’


  Grid noticed the existence of the second group and prepared an ambush for them! It was just amazing. Then another sad piece of news was passed onto the disgruntled Prince Ren.


  “Prince! I can’t detect the Silver Dragons!”


  “W-What?”


  There was a magic power detector implanted in the bodies of the Silver Dragons. The purpose was to thoroughly supervise and manage them, as it was possible the brainwashing might be broken and betrayal would occur.


  Now they couldn’t be detected? This meant the death of the Silver Dragons.


  ‘How?’


  Prince Ren had 100% confidence in the abilities of the Silver Dragons. He didn’t doubt that they were the strongest assassination group on the continent. Yet they failed to abduct one woman? He couldn’t even imagine it.


  ‘Unless the duchess is protected by someone as strong as Grid, it is unlikely that the Silver Dragons will fail… Heok!


  Perhaps the duchess had a protector that was as strong as Grid? The Overgeared members who assisted Grid during the Reinhardt golem invasion in the past. Prince Ren shook as he was reminded of their existence.


  ‘Considering their abilities at the time, can the Silver Dragons go against them?’


  Grid!


  ‘What the hell are you…?’


  Prince Ren was suffering from extreme confusion when Chucksley shouted at him.


  “It’s difficult to come back from this situation! We should change our strategy now!”


  “W-Why? What should we do?”


  “It’s meaningless to buy time!”


  Chucksley tightened his grip on the sword he was holding.


  “Put all our strength into killing Duke Grid!”


  It was a signal. The knight captain Chucksley and deputy captain Andu. Those two skilled people, 50 royal knights, and thousands of soldiers rushed towards Grid. It was an offensive that wasn’t afraid of losing people.


  Dust covered the area where Grid was standing.


  ***


  ‘It’s dirty.’


  The average level of the enemy was only 130. Setting aside Grid, most rankers would be able to slaughter the royal soldiers alone. However, Grid wasn’t in a position to hurt the royal soldiers. He had an obligation to concede the experience to the soldiers of Reidan.


  It was hard.He had to subdue them without killing! He had to regulate his strength, causing his stamina to be quickly consumed.


  ‘In the first place, there are too many of them.’


  5,000 enemies.  When he faced them directly, there seemed to be no end to them. The soldiers of Reidan killed hundreds of enemies with their arrows, but nothing changed. When 10 soldiers were killed, countless others took their place.


  The attacks coming from all directions? He would’ve been hit a few times if it wasn’t for the God Hands.


  ‘War is never easy.’


  He wanted to evolve Reidan’s strength so that he wouldn’t suffer from this again. Grid breathed out roughly as dust covered him on all sides.


  “Hit Duke Grid!”


  “…!”


  Grid frowned. Chucksley and the knights who had been by Prince Ren’s side. They were simultaneously rushing towards him? The soldiers built a defensive formation around them and also ran.


  “This is a bit dangerous?”


  Grid was thinking when a whisper from Lauel was heard.


  –Pull out your power.


  The chunnibyou instructed Grid. Lauel sensed his reluctance and urged him.


  –You can’t afford to let the soldiers attack any longer. Excessive greed will poison you. I’ll let the soldiers know what they have to do, so go crazy.


  –Yes, I understand.


  There was no room to spare. Grid nodded and took a position that was suitable for unfolding his sword dance.


  “Duke Grid!”


  Laden and the northern troops rushed to protect Grid.


  “It’s too unreasonable! Leave it to me and avoid them!”


  “…You.”


  Laden’s expression was shrouded. At first glance, he was ready to die. Grid realized why Marquis Steim appreciated Laden so much.


  ‘His loyalty is at the level of Jude.’


  No, it was higher than Jude. Jude didn’t care about his life because he had no thoughts, but Laden was prepared to sacrifice his life despite having a normal brain.


  ‘It would be better if he had the skills to back it up.’


  Grid didn’t know Laden’s skill and misunderstood to the end. Meanwhile, Laden wielded his sword at Chucksley.


  “I won’t let you pass!”


  “Newbie! Open the path!”


  Laden and Chucksley’s swords collided in the air.


  “Think about your body.”


  Grid grabbed Laden’s shoulder and pulled him back. Thanks to this, Laden was safe from Chucksley’s attack. However, Grid was the one in trouble instead. Chucksley let dozens of knights to strike at Grid.


  “Duke Grid!!”


  Laden hurriedly exclaimed. It was impossible for Grid to deal with dozens of knights alone. Even the four golden hands were useless because they were busy dealing with the soldiers. The shouting Laden feared the worst for Grid. Grid couldn’t help smiling.


  “Cute guy.”


  “…?”


  He was smiling in this situation? Laden was worried that Grid had lost his mind. Then an amazing sight occurred in front of him.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Restraint.”


  It was a daunting sword dance. Grid’s feet trampled on the desert sand and was reminiscent of a military style.


  Jeeeong!


  The air around Grid became heavy and oppressive.


  “Umm…”


  The knights and soldiers around Grid lost their momentum and retreated. There was only one person. Chucksley was able to overcome the oppression with his mind and body, and stabbed at Grid. But his sword didn’t reach Grid.


  Pahat!


  Something rose from behind Grid. It looked exactly like Grid and rushed out to defend against Chucksley’s sword. It was Doppelganger Randy, who copied Grid’s appearance.


  “A clone…!”


  Chucksley and the knights were agitated.


  It was common sense that clones were merely illusions. However, Grid’s clone clearly felt real. It was like facing another Grid.


  “Pagma’s Descendant! Why do you have these techniques when you’re a blacksmith?”


  The confused Chucksley shouted.


  “The power of pets.”


  “Power of pets?”


  What was that? Chucksley’s mind became complicated because Grid used hard to understand words. Meanwhile, his swordsmanship overwhelmed Doppelganger Randy, who only had 30% of Grid’s abilities. But he couldn’t play around forever.


  “Dragon’s Stretching.”


  The qigong master’s third advancement class, ‘Master of the Flow.’ Its single combat ability was relatively inferior, but it was a class that existed for war because it could change the climate and terrain… 


  In order to fulfill his role as Grid’s aide, Lauel used a skill he obtained after becoming Master of the Flow.


  Kurururu!


  The desert shook. The earthquake stirred up the area, causing the sand to pour down in all directions and swallow up the royal troops.


  “Blackening.”


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  Darker than the starless night sky. Grid released his power in the center of the chaos and brought disaster to the royal army. Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave, Link, Kill, Transcend, etc. Grid poured out everything without holding back. He also had the support of Lauel, the northern troops and Reidan’s troops, causing the war to end quickly.


  The northern army in the middle of the battlefield was forced to suffer great damage, but it was a great achievement for Reidan because they weren’t damaged and they raised their levels. It was truly a one-sided victory.


  But Asmophel wasn’t satisfied with this result.


  “Please give me a chance to do something…”


  He wanted to be seen by His Lord. Then Grid cried out to the eagerly waiting Asmophel.


  “Asmophel! Recover the loot with the soldiers!”


  “…Yes.”


  It was this role again. Asmophel, who was once considered one of the two pillars of the Saharan Empire. The tears of a person that Piaro acknowledged soaked the battlefield.
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  ‘He is already tired.’


  Grid played a big role on the battlefield, but Lauel wasn’t satisfied. Honestly, it was below expectations.


  ‘I wanted him to show that he wasn’t lacking anything.’


  The ability to read and respond to the enemy’s movements, ability to utilize the terrain, the timing to use skills and take potions, the abilities of the items, etc. The current Grid wasn’t bad overall, but it wasn’t enough to compare with the high rankers.


  This wasn’t meant to disparage him. The most appropriate expression was not the best or the worst.


  ‘It’s more exciting to see Yura’s skills. Grid is still lacking. First of all, he has poor control over his stamina and mana.’


  Grid had to bear that in mind at all times. The power of legendary skills was excellent, but they consumed a lot of resources.


  ‘Every time he is a crisis, he has a habit of relying on Wave and Restraint. It is a fatal weakness against those who can avoid non-targeted skills. I don’t know why he uses Magic Missile so much.’


  That wasn’t all.


  ‘The God Hands have a mere artificial intelligence. There are attacks that the God Hands can’t cope with right now… For example, what if they are attacked by a superior attack?’


  Among the rankers, there were those who were called ‘supreme.’ As a simple example, Kraugel and Agnus had something in common. A way to strike at them couldn’t be found. Then what about Grid?


  There were still a lot of gaps. As far as Lauel could see, Yura would surpass Grid as soon as she reached level 300.


  ‘For sure…’


  Grid was steadily growing and would continue to do so. Lauel trusted him, but he still couldn’t help feeling worried. It was because every human had a limit.


  ‘But.’


  It didn’t matter if Grid reached the limits of his talent.


  ‘He can overcome it with items.’


  Grid had the skill to create legendary items. It was possible to create completely new types of items, making the possibilities endless.


  ‘I will help you make more creative items than typical items.’


  Lauel thought while looking at the battlefield and commanding the soldiers. Unlike his attitude, his vision captured the movements of Prince Ren.


  “He’s finally leaving the battlefield.”


  The knights blocked Grid, while the northern troops and Reidan troops were busy dealing with the soldiers. No one noticed that the enemy, Prince Ren, was running away. Lauel laughed.


  ‘This will make him easier to capture.’


  Lauel opened the list of Reidan’s soldiers and arranged them in order of level. Then he named 13 soldiers.


  “Arm yourselves with this and follow me.”


  “Yes!”


  The soldiers that Lauel pointed out. They had all reached the level 160 required for the Mass Production Grid Set.


  ***


  ‘It’s impossible! This is ridiculous!’


  Prince Ren had an excruciating headache. The moon shining down on the cold desert didn’t cool the boiling heat in his head.


  ‘Using power to overcome the difference in numbers and detecting all my strategies!’


  Grid!


  He was far beyond what Prince Ren assumed. A person that shouldn’t be turned into an enemy. Despite the loss of his royal dignity, he had to admit this. The Patrian horses running through the desert sand.


  Prince Ren held the reins tightly as pain, anger, regret, and despair dominated his mind. The defeat today might’ve completely destroyed the foundation of the 1st Prince. He was feeling frustrating when a group appeared behind him.


  Lauel and the 13 soldiers.


  “Prince Ren! If you don’t want to die, surrender right now! Stop if you want to live!”


  “Would you stop if you were me?”


  Prince Ren thought scoffed at Lauel’s nonsensical words and spurred the horse on. Lauel sighed and beckoned to the soldiers.


  “Shoot.”


  “Huh?”


  Shoot a bow while riding on a horse? The Reidan soldiers were baffled. They were novices in riding horses, so shooting on horseback was a long time away. Lauel shouted as they hesitated.


  “Trust in the power of items!”


  “Items…!”


  Common NPCs didn’t know the concept of being overgeared, but the soldiers of Reidan were different. Their superiors had sat them down and told them about being overgeared and the power of items. They pulled out their bows while their horses ran.


  Lauel was the same. Then a notification window popped up in front of him.


  [You have let go of the horse’s reins! Danger! The risk of falling from the horse will increase by 60%!]


  [The Mass Produced Grid’s Gaiters have attached to the stirrups. The risk of falling has decreased significantly.]


  ‘He made it properly!’


  The skills of elite soldiers included horseback riding. But it took a considerable amount of time to train them to wield a sword or shoot arrows on a running horse. In particular, the desert terrain of Reidan made it harder for beginners to learn. Lauel was worried about this and made a request to Grid.


  Solve it with items. Grid’s response to this was the Mass Produced Grid’s Gaiters. It was made in a form where the gaiters could be attached to the stirrups. There was the disadvantage of being uncomfortable when getting off the horse, but…


  ‘We will get used to it!’


  Kirik!


  On a running horse! Lauel and 13 soldiers pulled back their bowstrings! Prince Ren was shocked by the sight.


  ‘Soldiers have learned the skill of fighting on horseback?’


  It was difficult for even knights to learn! A smile appeared on Lauel’s face as he saw Prince Ren’s expression.


  “Reidan’s soldiers, you are the loyal subordinates of Duke Grid! Place your anger in the sharp arrowheads! Pass on the arrows of regret and despair towards the head of the enemy who dared invade Reidan!”


  The 13 soldiers got goosebumps at Lauel’s horrific shout. But they were the soldiers who endured Piaro and Asmophel’s hell training, so they calmed their minds and fired the bow in an unwavering manner.


  Pahat!


  Pa pa pa pat!


  “Protect the prince!”


  As the heir, Prince Ren’s importance was very high in the Eternal Kingdom. He was constantly guarded by members of the Silver Dragons. Daluka’s Clothes were turned off, and the five Silver Dragons following the prince revealed themselves, breaking the 14 arrows with their daggers. The silver color in the darkness was very sharp.


  ‘They are strong!’


  Panic appeared on the soldiers’ faces. Their skills weren’t at the level to deal with high level assassins. But Lauel was still smiling.


  “Noe!”


  It was the best demonic beast in hell. Throughout this war, he had been asleep on Lauel’s chest. Grid had ordered that he escort Lauel.


  “Nyang!”


  A black cat with small demon wings! His chubby body flew to the assassins and swung his sharp claws.


  “Nya nya nya nya nyang!”


  “Heok!”


  “Ugh!”


  “Keok!”


  The Silver Dragons were strong. It wasn’t easy for Noe, who was only in the early 200’s, to easily overpower them. The daggers focused on blocking Noe’s attacks. However, Noe had a secret technique.


  “Kyong!”


  Noe’s mouth stretched wide open. The agility of the Silver Dragons was swallowed by Noe.


  “I’m much better compared to my previous life.”


  Qi was focused on Lauel’s fingertips. Then the Dragon’s Claws sprang up from the ground and fatally injured the weakened Silver Dragons.


  “U-Unbelievable!”


  The Silver Dragons were easily subdued!


  ‘What is that crazy cat?’


  Prince Ren increased the speed of his horse. But Noe’s movement speed far exceeded it after taking the agility of the Silver Dragons.


  Peok!


  “Ugh!”


  The cat’s paws struck the back of Prince Ren’s head and knocked him down. It was the shame of a lifetime.


  *** 


  The Reidan army’s military barracks. The 1st Prince Ren, who abandoned his army and retreated, and the soldiers who were captured.


  “You guys dare!? Don’t you know who I am?”


  Royalty. Ren, who was first in the line of succession, recognized himself as a holy presence. Wasn’t it too insulting to be caught by soldiers and dragged around like a dog? He would rather die than bear this shame. Grid read the anger and resentment filling those stubborn eyes and scoffed.


  “This totally crazy bastard.”


  “What…?”


  He might be a prisoner, but wasn’t he still a prince of the Eternal Kingdom? He should be treated with a minimum of courtesy, not dragged around and forced to kneel like a dog!


  “E-Ek? Duke Grid! You! How can you say such words?”


  “It’s easy. Aren’t you really crazy? First, you’re the one who invaded my territory, but you want to blame me? What is with this impertinent attitude?”


  “Don’t talk nonsense!”


  Kwaduduk!


  Prince Ren coughed up blood. It felt like something was broken. Grid sighed, “You don’t know your mistake.”


  This was the temperament of the strong. They were accustomed to trampling on others and living their own way. They were unaware of their own faults.


  ‘It was the same with Lee Junho and Choi Chansung.’


  Grid had been bullied by them for a long time, so he was well aware of it.


  “People like you don’t change easily. It’s the same for me.”


  Grid’s current personality was mostly shaped by what he experienced. 


  He had been submissive and trampled on for most of his life, giving him an obsession to pay back any grudges and a tendency for violence. His basic tendencies still hadn’t changed, even with his life improving.


  “Lower your eyes.”


  Peeok!


  Grid didn’t treat the other person in a special manner just because he was a prince. He forced Prince Ren to bow his head and made an immediate decision.


  “You are sentenced to death.”


  There was a commotion in the surroundings. There was a captivity law in the West Continent. It was a common law that lasted for hundreds of years that prisoners couldn’t be harmed if they were nobility or royalty.  The fact that Grid would violate this law astonished Prince Ren and the royal army.


  Lauel sent Grid a whisper.


  –Hold on. If you kill Prince Ren, Reidan will become independent and have a completely hostile relationship with the Eternal Kingdom.


  –Then let’s be independent. Won’t I be king anyway?


  –It’s premature. If Reidan becomes independent from Eternal right now, there’s a possibility that Marquis Steim’s northern territory will be taken while it is isolated, and Reidan is likely to become the empire’s prey.


  –Hmm.


  Grid’s understanding was low. But he paid attention to what the other person said.


  –I don’t know… Then what should I do?


  –Be magnanimous and spare him. Anyway, Prince Ren is responsible for this war and he has completely lost his foundation. By sending him back alive, you can make him build up forces loyal to you, killing two birds with one stone. More forces will support you and Reidan can establish a greater presence in the Eternal Kingdom.


  -But I already declared that I wouldn’t send the invaders back alive.


  –I’m telling you to reverse the decision. You won’t lose any dignity. No, many users will admire your wise choice.


  –That… Really?


  Reversing the decision. Grid didn’t particularly like it.


  –You, you aren’t planning to stab me in the back later right?


  –It will never happen, as long as you are ruling above me.


  -…I will work hard, even if you’re scary.


  –Huhuhut!


  The smiling chuunibyou Lauel. The fact that he would never commit betrayal, Grid knew this better than anyone else.
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  Grid accepted Lauel’s advice and nodded.


  –I’m convinced. Then let’s handle Prince Ren.


  Grid’s black eyes that were filled with anger slowly calmed down. He learned from watching Huroi and Lauel. He thought carefully before opening his mouth.


  “Prince Ren, let me ask you one thing. The fact that you invaded Reidan means that something happened to the king?”


  ‘He is too clever.’


  Grid saw through his tricks and neutralized them. Those black eyes. They gave the illusion that they could see through everything. It was hard to believe that Grid didn’t come from noble birth.


  Prince Ren felt awe as he gulped and nodded.


  “Yes. The life of the king is running out and I had to strike at you in order to safely succeed the throne.”


  Prince Ren replied. His face once again distorted with rage and resentment.


  “You…! If you had just pledged allegiance to the royal family and not just the king on that day! I wouldn’t have chosen such an extreme method!”


  It wasn’t a simple matter of transferring responsibility. Prince Ren exposed himself to Grid. The position that Prince Ren was in, it was all as Lauel intended. Lauel had a wicked smile on his face.


  ‘Your extreme choice has weakened the royal family’s power and raised Grid’s position.’


  ‘That Lauel.’


  Grid got goosebumps at Lauel’s smiling face. Smart guys were too frightening.


  “Hrmm… As you said, I swore allegiance to the king.”


  Grid read the wider political perspective. He suppressed his trivial rage towards Prince Ren.


  “I, Grid Reidan du Steim have decided. Prince Ren tried to shake my foundation by invading, but Prince Ren is also the king’s successor and the pillar of the Eternal Kingdom. As your servant, I will forgive the prince’s sins.”


  “…!”


  The eyes of Prince Ren and the royal army widened. Grid was treating the prince with disrespect, but that wasn’t the problem right now. Forgive the sins. This meant no responsibility would be held. Such great mercy was unheard of.


  Prince Ren couldn’t believe it and asked again, “Just before, you gave me the death penalty…! Why are you suddenly eliminating my sin? What absurd thing are you trying to do?”


  Grid’s eyes became flat.


  “Why are you having a conniption when I’m giving you a break?”


  Grid eventually revealed his true nature due to Prince Ren’s attitude. Lauel shook his head and glanced at Bunny Bunny. This scene was meant to be edited. The quick-witted Bunny Bunny immediately nodded.


  Grid spoke again, “I’ll let it go. You’re the successor to the king who I swore allegiance to. In order to maintain my loyalty to the king and to suppress chaos in the Eternal Kingdom, I will let it go, you jerk.”


  “Why…? Why would you make such a decision…?”


  Prince Ren was thrilled after realizing that Grid’s heart was as wide as the sea. He felt guilty.


  ‘Whatever the reason, I tried to destroy Duke Grid.’


  The fact that he was forgiven…


  Prince Ren was deeply moved as he spoke.


  “I, 1st Prince Ren of the Eternal Kingdom, make this pledge. Duke Grid, sacrificing yourself to forgive this sinner for the sake of the kingdom… I will never forget this and spend the rest of my life paying it back.”


  “Don’t stab me in the back.”


  Grid grumbled and rose from his seat. Then the 1,000 Reidan troops and 500 surviving northern troops stood on his left and right. It was truly spectacular. He was certainly one of the top users among the two billion users.


  ‘Everyone starts the game on equal terms.’


  However, while some people were still wrestling with orcs, Grid became the duke of a kingdom and reigned over thousands of soldiers. He was truly a great person. Bunny Bunny’s gaze was filled with envy as he looked at Grid…


  ‘Now I see that he is a good person.’


  After using Blackening, Grid’s eyes became completely black and he turned pale. The distinct tones gave him the illusion of being handsome. He appeared very well on the screen. Still, it was no comparison to the ‘white-haired Grid version,’ which once made women around the world feel thrilled.


  “Then I will leave now.”


  Bunny Bunny captured Grid’s image. He had no regrets. The army withdrew from the barracks and returned to Reidan. The last thing he saw before leaving was Chucksley, who was mixed in among the royal army survivors.


  Chucksley vowed.


  ‘A hero of the kingdom who has a wide range of skills.’


  He was deeply grateful that his prince was forgiven.


  ‘I swear that the Lokan family will honor you and your family forever.’


  It originally should be like this. Grid was the kingdom’s hero. However, Prince Ren and Chucksley forgot this fact while they were busy being defensive, so they truly felt guilty.


  ***


  “I am thankful that my life is spared, but… It’s bittersweet. Now I’m completely out of the line of succession.”


  There weren’t even 1,000 royal troops left. Out of 7,000 troops, he lost more than 6,000. In addition, he lost 24 Silver Dragons, 39 knights, Ferrell, and Andu. Due to this war, the forces supporting the royal family were hit hard, so he couldn’t avoid taking responsibility. He would be pushed down the line of succession and probably disciplined.


  “The blood of the royal family is more precious than any other gem. Your Highness was able to keep your life, so that’s enough. In addition, it’s a big achievement that you confirmed Duke Grid’s loyalty to the royal family.


  Chucksley reassured him as much as possible. Prince Ren was grateful that he always served the royal family with a great heart.


  “Let’s hurry. I have to stay by Father’s side when it is the end.”


  King Wiesbaden had less than a week left to live. Prince Ren’s sin would be heavier if he wasn’t by his father’s side. Prince Ren and Chucksley hastened their pace with an impatient mind, when two men appeared in front of them.


  One was Eternal’s 2nd Prince, Aslan, while the other one was covered in robes and unidentified.


  “Aslan? Why are you here?”


  Prince Ren was confused by his brother’s unexpected appearance.


  “I was sure that Brother would be defeated. Did you really think you could defeat the legendary Duke Grid with just an army of 7,000? A legend isn’t someone who can be hurt by a soldier. The royal family doesn’t yet have the power to oppose Duke Grid.”


  “…I’m sorry. I was overwhelmed by my anxiety, dealing a big blow to the royal family.”


  “No. You don’t have to apologize to me. Rather, I’m thankful to Brother. Why do you think I didn’t stop you, despite foreseeing your defeat?”


  Aslan was originally a reticent prince. He didn’t open his mouth easily and even when he spoke, he thought about it at least 10 times. Ren might be his brother, but he’d rarely heard Aslan’s voice in the last 30 years. 


  But now.


  Aslan was speaking without hesitation, with a provocative expression. The contents were also disturbing. Prince Ren’s expression distorted.


  “Aslan, don’t tell me that you…”


  A wide smile spread on Aslan’s face.


  “Did you notice? I wanted Brother to self-destruct. In that sense, the current result is a little unfortunate. It would’ve been ideal if you lost your life to Duke Grid.”


  “Prince Aslan! That’s too much!”


  Chucksley was someone who had sworn allegiance to the royal family itself, not to Prince Ren. He prayed for the well-being of the royal family. He didn’t want disagreements between the princes. Aslan reached out Chucksley, who was trying to calm down the mood.


  “Sir Chucksley, come. I will take the life of my big brother here, and I hope that you won’t be swept away by it.”


  “What…!?”


  Chucksley doubted his ears. He couldn’t move easily as Aslan spoke to the robed man with him.


  “Please spare Sir Chucksley, if possible. He’s the treasure of our kingdom.”


  The silent robed man nodded.


  “I understand.”


  Flap.


  The unidentified man threw his robe into the sky, making Prince Ren look away for a moment.


  Teong!


  The man who took off his robe suddenly approached Prince Ren.


  “You!”


  Chucksley hurriedly moved. He did his best to block the sword that was about to stab Prince Ren. However, the man’s swordsmanship was at a level that Chucksley couldn’t go against. It avoided Chucksley’s sword and moved across Prince Ren’s body in a diagonal line.


  “Ke…heok!”


  Prince Ren coughed up blood as the sword went through his armor. The hot blood quickly soaked the cold desert sand.


  “Prince!!”


  He had to live! Chucksley was filled with that conviction and rushed to Prince Ren. Somehow, they had to leave this place and do first aid. However, the unidentified man Aslan brought blocked Chucksley’s way.


  “Who the hell are you?”


  He was a great swordsman. One of the strongest swordsman on the continent. Now there was a swordsman who surpassed him? The unidentified man replied to the confused Chucksley.


  “I am called the 9th knight.”


  “…!”


  Chucksley belatedly examined the man. The man was wearing red armor that symbolized the Red Knights.


  “A single number knight!”


  The strongest knights of the Saharan Empire who dominated the continent for hundreds of years. It was said that their reputation was known even on the East Continent.


  But!


  ‘I am a great swordsman!’


  If a singly number knight was the strongest knight in the empire, he was the strongest swordsman on the continent. It was normal for him to be upset.


  ‘Then why?’


  The 9th knight shrugged at the confused Chucksley.


  “A mere 100 years ago, Great Swordsman wasn’t the title for the strongest swordsman. A sword saint was the best.”


  “But in the last 100 years, nobody with the qualifications to become a sword saint has emerged. A great swordsman appears once every 20 years.”


  “You might’ve perceived yourself to be the strongest, but there are many talented people born with the qualities of a sword saint. If you look at it, a great swordsman is common.”


  “You are also a great swordsman!”


  “Indeed. But I am much closer to becoming a sword saint than you.”


  Puok!


  A strange sword with a Y-shaped end. It bounced off Chucksley’s sword and pierced Prince Ren’s heart.


  “Your Highness!”


  The body of Prince Ren in his arms was rapidly cooling down. Chucksley despaired as he sensed this, while Prince Aslan took care of the soldiers with the 9th knight.


  ***


  Originally, 20 members of the Silver Dragons came to kidnap Irene.


  They were held captive by a potato enthusiast who might be a swordsman, magician, or farmer, and thought they would be killed. However, the potato enthusiast unexpectedly gave them mercy. Rather than taking their lives, he removed the magic power detectors controlling their bodies and minds?


  “There must be a reason you guys wanted to do something so bad. Anyway, now you’re free. I don’t want to defile my body and soul by killing you.”


  They were orphans and then forced to become assassins. Now he gave freedom to those who had always lived in hell? The Silver Dragons were impressed. They were grateful to the potato enthusiast whose name they didn’t know. The problem was that they now had no place to go.


  “We want to follow you with a sincere heart.”


  “…”


  It was annoying for the potato enthusiast, Bland. He didn’t need the help of these weak assassins. But they would be helpful to someone else.


  “You are just a nuisance to me. However, if you want to do something, protect Duchess Irene.”


  “Yes!”


  The Silver Dragons moved immediately. At this time, Irene was in Lord’s room. It was the realm of Kasim, king of shadows.


  “Who are you?”


  “Heok!”


  There was someone whose presence they couldn’t detect? Kasim examined the Silver Dragons who appeared.


  “Hoh, that is Daluka’s breathing method? You guys are learning something pretty interesting.”


  Lord Steim, who would be the continent’s future.


  It was the day when the foundation of the strongest assassin group, ‘Overgeared Shadows’ was set.
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  When they returned to Reidan.


  The level difference between Reidan and the northern army was evident during the marching process. Reidan’s soldiers weren’t breathless at all, while the tired northern army was on the brink of collapse.


  The northern troops had made great sacrifices in the war, so were they exhausted because of mental weakness?


  No.


  It was the difference in basic stats. The northern army was regarded as one of the best in the Eternal Kingdom, but it wasn’t comparable to Reidan’s army, who had endured the hell training by Piaro and Asmophel.


  Reidan’s soldiers not only had a high level, their strength and stamina also far exceeded the average. Moreover, their ability to adapt to the terrain was so high that it was difficult to see them as soldiers.


  ‘I would like to get a copy of the soldier training method of Reidan.’


  While Laden was feeling impressed with Reidan’s army, Grid spoke to Asmophel in the lead.


  “Asmophel, you had a hard time training the army. Thanks to your hard work, I was able to win easier in the this war.”


  “You’re overpraising me, My Lord. In addition, the military training wasn’t done solely by me.”


  “No, it isn’t too much praise. The difference between the royal army and Reidan’s army is as big as the sky and the earth. This was my chance to get to know your abilities. And Piaro? Doesn’t he usually spend his days in the field? You are a hundred times better than him.”


  “My Lord…!”


  After serving Grid, Asmophel had been in the shadows without performing well. He was afraid that he would never be seen by Grid, but this was groundless. Grid recognized his efforts and acknowledged his abilities.


  Asmophel was thrilled and exclaimed, “I will work hard to achieve your goals in the future!”


  “Yes, good. Continue to focus on training the army.”


  “…Huh?”


  Asmophel’s official position was head of the Overgeared Knights Division 2. In fact, this didn’t mean training the soldiers.  The leaders of the knights division were supposed to performance high level missions. In particular, Asmophel played a pivotal role in the Saharan Empire, the strongest nation on the continent.


  ‘He wants me to continue the military training in the future?’


  The problem was that Asmophel wasn’t active.


  ‘My Lord is still not aware of my skills.’


  His position was being downgraded to a mere trainer?  Grid asked the anxious and frustrated Asmophel, “By the way, how much loot did you get?”


  “…The royal army dropped 933 blades, 712 spears, 250 bows, 195 shields and 141 armor pieces.”


  “Is that the end?”


  “Yes…”


  “Why?”


  “Huh? That… They are all the items dropped by the royal soldiers.”


  “Weren’t there 4,000 casualties? So shouldn’t there be at least 4,000 items dropped?”


  “…”


  Just like monsters and users, NPCs didn’t always drop items when they died. It was natural for there to be many cases of empty hands. Grid was well aware of this, but he still thought it was too low. Asmophel stayed silent and Grid asked Lauel.


  “Lauel, how much money did we win? You said we could sit on a pile of money if we took the spoils? But what is this? Were my expectations too high?”


  “There is a total of 2,090 normal rated level 130 equipment. 141 normal rated armor. If I calculate it at the minimum price, it is a profit of 25,000 gold… Sooner or later, you will become a building owner. Are you really going to dismiss this much money?”


  “Heok?”


  25,000 gold was around 30 million won. The profit earned from half a day of fighting was enormous.


  “How can it be so much money?”


  “Level 130 normal rated weapons are at least 10 gold, while armor is 30 gold. You can’t ignore quantity. If you melt all of it and use it as material to make items, you will be able to earn a bigger profit.”


  “…War is a good thing.”


  “Indeed. If you take advantage of war, not only can you gain loot, you can also establish a logistics business. It will be very beneficial to the economy. This is why the empire has been constantly fighting for hundreds of years.”


  “Then should we fight every day from now on?”


  “Is it that easy? Well, it is undeniable that Reidan is a territory optimized to serve as a base for war. There is a desert everywhere and monsters pop up in large quantities. We can also produce large amounts of food thanks to Piaro. It will be useful when it’s time.”


  “Piaro…”


  Grid’s face distorted as he heard that name. The person who had the role of commander didn’t participate in this war. It was scandalous the more he thought about it.


  “Why did he go to Altes Mountain just before there was a war? He used the excuse of just training one soldier. His timing is really great.”


  Piaro had actually smashed the separate group led by Hurent that attacked in the rear. He even obtained 850 new farmers… No, he had secured prisoners. Piaro could be said to have the best achievement in this war, but Grid didn’t know this.


  ***


  “Your Highness…! Your Highness!”


  The cold desert night. A person of a noble lineage died without leaving a will behind.


  Chucksley hugged Prince Ren’s corpse and tears flowed down. Aslan’s expression was benevolent as he looked at Chucksley.


  “Sir Chucksley, I am reassured of your loyalty to the royal family. Now, take my hand. Serve me until the day I die.”


  “…”


  Chucksley didn’t have any particular special feelings for Prince Ren. He equally revered all of the royal family. But at this moment, he felt hostile towards Aslan. His cruelty where he didn’t blink when he murdered his brother was rejected by Chucksley.


  ‘He is scary!’


  In addition, the value of Chucksley’s existence was decreased. He felt helpless that he couldn’t protect Prince Ren. Chucksley swallowed his fear, anger, and despair as he bowed to Aslan.


  “…I will follow.”


  This was his duty. No matter what Aslan was, Chucksley had to follow him since he served the Eternal Kingdom’s royal family.


  But.


  ‘A person blinded by the throne and borrowing the power of a foreign nation to kill his brother, I can’t really be loyal to you.’


  He would just perform his duty. Chucksley’s hot loyalty for the royal family cooled. However, Prince Aslan wasn’t aware of his internal thoughts and was happy.


  “Today is a happy day.”


  Prince Aslan, who was destined not to be king just because he was born two years later than Prince Ren. He had always cursed his fate. As a prince who couldn’t be king, he hated his rotten life. Now his fate changed thanks to Prince Ren’s stupidity.


  “Now, let’s go back. I will take care of my brother who was killed by Duke Grid.”


  February 10th, Year 406 of the Eternal Kingdom.


  1st Prince Ren started his invasion of Reidan with only an army of 7,000 people.


  February 17th, Year 406 of the Eternal Kingdom.


  13th King Wiesbaden died and 2nd Prince Aslan became king.


  February 21st, Year 406 of the Eternal Kingdom.


  14th King Aslan declared at a meeting.


  “Duke Grid might’ve killed the prince, but he isn’t guilty. Prince Ren forgot about Duke Grid’s merits and invaded without any justification. He was clearly wrong and Duke Grid only defended himself.”


  After that.  Grid was able to maintain his position and lead a life that wasn’t any different from before, despite being charged with killing Prince Ren. His position as one of the great lords of the Eternal Kingdom was still solid.


  But this wasn’t what Lauel desired.


  ‘In my original plan, Grid’s position should already be beyond the royal family’s.’


  He intended to take advantage of Prince Ren. However, all his plans were useless after someone killed Prince Ren. The culprit who killed Prince Ren? Lauel was convinced that it was King Aslan. But this wasn’t a problem that he could bring to the surface. There was no exact proof and no justification for it. King Aslan was showing favor towards Grid.


  ‘Clever.’


  By acting like this, he restrained Grid from growing, while accumulating friendship with Grid. On the other hand, the king teamed up with the empire and could expand his economic and military power.


  ‘There was an attitude of explicit cooperation with the empire immediately after Aslan was crowned King. This proves that the imperial royal family is behind Aslan. Aslan will be able to lay his foundation thanks to the empire, while the empire can perfectly control the Eternal Kingdom. It’s a good thing for both of them.’


  Aslan, he was a troublesome opponent. Rather than frowning, Lauel laughed at the thought.


  “Kukukuk…! King Aslan, this was good. You’re the first opponent to stimulate my passion. The folds of my brain are twitching with excitement.”


  Lauel held up a big hand and covered half of his small face. He leaned back on the window and lifted the transparent glass.


  “I can’t wait. The master of the glass filled with bitter tears will be me.”


  So…


  Grid was rejoicing while Lauel was immersed in this atmosphere.


  “King Aslan sent another gift? Hey, he’s a nice guy. Hahaha! He is much better than the former king!”


  After the war. 


  He acquired a lot of loot and King Aslan sent gold treasures, so Reidan became abundant. This would be the foundation on which all 1,000 of Reidan’s soldiers could arm themselves with the Mass Production Grid Set. The soldiers of Reidan were being reborn as true elites.


  ***


  “Eh?”


  Grid was busy making the Mass Production Grid sets with the four God Hands. He went out for a walk and to spend time with Lord, only for his eyes to widen. The cause was the large number of farmers working in the fields. It seemed to have grown by 1,000 people.


  “Where did all these people come from?’


  Reidan was suffering from a population problem, so how were there so many farmers? Piaro came over to the grumbling Grid and explained.


  “I picked them up by chance in the Altes Mountains.”


  “…”


  Picked up people in the mountains? It was also more than 800 people? It was a ridiculous explanation. However, Grid believed it because he had a history of bringing the Ul Clan here.


  “There must be an ethnic minority living in the Altes Mountains. Very good. It is no wonder why I didn’t see you during the war.”


  It was the moment when soldiers of the Eternal Kingdom were treated as a minority.


  Royman had a question. She confirmed that Grid was busy with Lord in his arms and asked Piaro.


  “Piaro, why didn’t you tell the duke the truth? They aren’t a minority, but people from the Eternal Kingdom like us.”


  “I don’t want the workforce I obtained to be taken away into the army. This isn’t an act to deceive My Lord. Farming is a national power, so in the end, I made a choice for My Lord. I will also train them to do some military exercises.”


  “I see!”


  Royman witnessed Piaro’s overwhelming skills and sincerely admired Piaro. Everything that Piaro said sounded right. Anyway, 850 farmers were added to Reidan. They worked in the fields in the morning and received military training at night. Mixed among them was Aura Master Hurent.


  ‘What am I doing now?’


  It was very confusing and embarrassing, but he couldn’t help desiring the results of the ‘★ Hidden Quest ★ Fun and Exciting Training.’ Reidan was becoming stronger day by day.
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  The typical profit structure of BJs was through lunar balloons (goods received from viewers).


  In fact, the main source of income for BJs was advertising.


  Brands advertised themselves through the BJ’s clothes or accessories. There were also banner ads inserted on the screen and video ads that increased sequentially according to the number of video playbacks.


  A BJ’s advertising revenue increased dramatically depending on the number of viewers and video plays, so the popular BJs made millions of won as monthly revenue.


  The pinnacle of this was Bunny Bunny. After his splendid recovery through the ‘Seven Guilds invasion of Reidan,’ the average number of viewers was 150,000. The viewers were from all over the world. Once the broadcast started, there were a flurry of lunar balloons. The advertising companies also guaranteed him the best treatment.


  “The new broadcast will raise my value even more.”


  Tadak. Tadak. Tadak.


  Bunny Bunny sat in front of a computer for three days. He had his meals in front of a computer and reduced his sleep. He concentrated on editing the video while wearing thick glasses.


  “Okay, very nice.”


  Bunny Bunny was very pleased with the 10 hour video that was gradually being completed. 


  Prince Ren marching off resolutely. A young knight struggling against the great swordsman, Chucksley. Grid appearing in a dramatic moment to overpower Prince Ren’s army. The Reidan soldiers, who turned the royal army into masses of experience. In the end, Prince Ren fell to his knees before Grid. Grid showed mercy to Prince Ren and reigned over thousands of soldiers.


  As a bonus, the farmer who crushed Hurent…


  The war footage of the Reidan army and royal army was a blockbuster. There were plenty of spectacular and stimulating sights to make the viewers enthralled. Thanks to Bunny Bunny’s great filming and editing techniques, there was nothing boring.


  ‘In particular, the finale is the highlight.’


  Grid looked down at the kneeling Prince Ren with a haughty attitude. The viewers would realize something when watching Grid say ‘I will forgive your sins.’ They would know that Grid was a clever person who looked to the future.


  ‘The ones who mock Grid for only using items will be shut down.’


  Bunny Bunny liked Grid’s character very much. He showed a great dignity as a lord, while showing abrupt speeches and absolute force. He always appeared in dramatic moment and was suitable to be a protagonist.


  ‘His appearance is also becoming better.’


  His skeleton had been further refined by exercise. In particular, his sharp jawline was now visible. It was a subtle difference when actually looking at him, but it was different in the video. This was because elements on the screen could be changed significantly by minor factors.


  ‘I want to get closer to Grid in the future in order to obtain more opportunities to film.’


  Ttiring~


  Bunny Bunny was putting the final touches on the editing when an email arrived. It was from Lauel. Bunny Bunny narrowed his eyes as he checked the contents of the email.


  “He is as thorough as rumored.”


  Lauel had two requirements. First, pay 40% of all Grid-related proceeds to Overgeared. Secondly, delete the scene where Grid allowed Prince Ren to live.


  ‘The profit distribution is more than twice the average…’


  Still, it was something he could afford. It was worth spending this much. But why did he want to delete the last scene that would imprint Grid’s charisma onto the public?


  Why? Bunny Bunny worried about it for a long time before figuring out Lauel’s intentions.


  ‘Wasn’t Grid framed for killing Prince Ren?’


  In such a situation, what if it spread that Grid released Prince Ren?


  ‘…Some people might think that Grid stabbed Prince Ren in the back.’


  It would be misunderstood that Grid let Prince Ren leave alive, only to chase and assassinate him.


  ‘It is a situation where the person who killed Prince Ren can’t be specifically pointed out. Well, the misunderstanding might be resolved if Grid tries to explain it.’


  However, it was a sensitive issue, so the public might be indifferent to the clarification.


  ‘Yes, there is no need to scratch at the surface.’


  Bunny Bunny was convinced and started editing the video again.


  Then two days later.


  The nine hour video of the war between Grid and Prince Ren was broadcasted by Bunny Bunny. The reaction was explosive. It exceeded even Bunny Bunny’s expectations.


  -Wow… That knight called Laden has excellent skills. Not giving into the enemy until the end for his lord… 


  –A Named NPC? Ordinary players like us can never meet them…ㅋ


  -Chucksley is the real thing. He’s a great swordsman.


  –Ohh! Grid!


  –Crazy; Look at Grid;;;


  –Wow… I never thought he could match Chucksley… He’s even giving Reidan’s soldiers experience while dealing with Chucksley ㅋㅋ


  –I can’t look away.


  –I felt it since he hit the Red Knight, but Grid has really improved his control skills.


  –I agree. There is no comparison to the National Competition or the golem invasion.


  –What are those golden hands? ;;


  –What Grid ㅋㅋㅋ Does he want to be a thousand-armed person in the future? ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ


  –Grid oppa has used Blackening.


  –I prefer the white version.


  In the past, there were many people who expressed dissatisfaction towards Grid. Some even showed hostility. They couldn’t acknowledged Grid, who showed poor skills and only relied on items. But now it was different.


  People felt attracted to Grid. Over time, the users saw Grid growing and ‘wanted to become like Grid someday.’


  –Eh?


  The enthusiastic audience watching Bunny Bunny’s broadcast became quiet. It was due to Hurent, who won Prince Ren’s trust and led 2,000 troops. He repeatedly said that he would repay his grudge while moving through the Altes Mountains.


  –Farmers?


  That’s right. Farmers blocked their way. The viewers were disappointed.


  –What is wrong with those farmers? ㄷㄷ 


  –Blocking the front of an army… Do they want to commit suicide?


  –How poor… Pitiful.


  That was the common belief. All the viewers were worried about the lives of the farmers. But what was the real scene? 2,000 soldiers were defeated by a farmer who used a legendary wide area skill. They should be worried about Hurent.


  Puk.


  “Eek?”


  Puk.


  “Huk!”


  Puk.


  “Heeeok…!”


  “…”


  At present, the number of viewers for Bunny Bunny’s broadcast had reached 300,000. The first user to become a duke, Grid, and the prince of a kingdom were fighting. It was a hot topic that caused the audience interest to explode.


  As hundreds of thousands of viewers watched, Hurent was defeated by a farmer. He was hit in the forehead three times by a hand plow and became a rag. It was a shocking event that would cause a wave beyond the legendary ‘5 second logout’ incident.


  The world was in an uproar for a while. News related to Grid was played unceasingly in South Korea as well as the world.


  “This war hasn’t revealed Duke Grid’s real power. Jishuka, Regas, Pon and the other Overgeared members didn’t participate.”


  “Grid’s actual power must be several times stronger than what was shown here.”


  Various media and public opinion was concentrated not just on Grid, but Grid’s forces. Numerous experts rated Grid’s power as two or three times what was shown. But they didn’t know. Two times? Three times? How funny. After merging with the Silver Knights Guild and obtaining Yura, Grid was 10 times stronger than what he showed in the war.


  Even now.


  Grid’s strength was increasing by leaps and bounds.


  “Let’s build a temple for Goddess Rebecca in Reidan.”


  14th Pope Damian. The first user to acquire the status of pope was trying to start his first foreign activity after stabilizing the church.


  ***


  The spacious fields of Reidan.


  Hurent hadn’t been able to stretch his back for hours already. There was no time to breathe, thanks to Piaro’s thorough supervision.


  “Don’t bend your knees when bowing your back.”


  Furthermore, Piaro had too many unnecessary requirements. Hurent was exhausted and he couldn’t bear it anymore.


  “Don’t bend my knees when bowing my waist? Isn’t that too hard? It’s complete torture!”


  “Hard work is the way you train your body. If it’s easier, your body won’t be trained and you might be hurt in the long run.”


  “…I see.”


  Hurent was confused. Wasn’t he a prisoner? But he was being trained rather than treated as simple labor. In fact, the rewards for the ‘★Hidden Quest★ Fun and Exciting Training!’ was of immense value.


  “Why are you being so good to me? Do you plan to make me Grid’s subordinate? It won’t work. I will never be Grid’s subordinate. My goal is to make Grid kneel within four seconds. 


  Piaro explained to Hurent.


  “In one week, I will be heading into Altes Mountain to do a mass-scale land clearing. My goal is to train you as much as possible by then to make you the best labor force.”


  “…Dammit. I knew it. You wouldn’t do this for no reason.”


  Hurent grumbled but followed Piaro’s instructions. He couldn’t help it when looking at the quest reward. The moment he was immersed in the rice planting.


  “It’s been a long time, Brother.”


  A man with his face and name deeply covered by a straw hat arrived. He walked across the fields in a leisurely manner and gave a friendly greeting to Piaro.


  “You have grown!”


  Piaro was a crazy farmer who attacked people for no reason.


  ‘I don’t know who he is, but I feel sorry for him.’


  Hurent shook his head. The man with the straw hat. The foolish man who greeted Piaro was attacked. Piaro’s hand plow attacks were quick and irregular. Even an aura master couldn’t match it. Hurent predicted that the man in the straw hat would have his forehead struck by a hand plow.


  However, the result was different from what he expected.


  Chaaeng!


  A beautifully shining white sword easily blocked Piaro’s hand plow.


  “Heok.”


  That crazy farmer’s hand plow could be blocked? Hurent was astonished while Piaro cried out.


  “You have far exceeded my past self…!”


  There were only two people who had ever made Piaro feel thrilled. Pagma’s Descendant Grid and White Swordsman Kraugel. That’s right. The identity of the man in the straw hat was the 1st ranked user, Kraugel.


  “I’m stuck at the last wall blocking my ultimate goal. I’m asking for a spar with you in order to break that wall.”


  The peak of two billion users and…


  A unique existence who gobbled up all types of titles. He was trying to get ahead of everyone else.


  And on this day.


  It was the historic first meeting between Grid and Kraugel. It was a turning point for both men.




  Chapter 348


  “I’m stuck at the last wall blocking my ultimate goal. I’m asking for a spar with you in order to break that wall.”


  “Hoh, the ultimate goal you are aiming at. The goal must be…”


  They were meaningful words.


  Piaro asked carefully, “Is it becoming a sword saint?”


  Kraugel didn’t deny it.


  “That’s right.”


  “Haha.”


  Sword Saint. It meant a saint of the sword.  A person who reached the extremes of swordsmanship and received enlightenment was always the strongest in history. Muller, who managed to suppress and seal the bodies of the great demons like Hell Gao, Drasion, Morax, Astaroth, and Purpu.


  After Muller, no sword saint had been born in the last 100 years. Now Kraugel was close to reaching a level that even Piaro couldn’t achieve.


  ‘He has enough talent.’


  Piaro had been very amazed when he first met Kraugel. It was because Kraugel’s talent was higher than the person who was praised as the strongest swordsman on the continent. Yes, Piaro had seen through him from the beginning. If there was a person who would surpass him one day, it would surely be Kraugel.


  ‘But.’


  He felt strangely irritated after seeing Kraugel’s growth.


  ‘I never even saw the threshold…’


  Duguen.


  Duguen! Duguen!


  His heart beat wildly. The fighting spirit that had been lost since becoming a farmer was currently wriggling. This uncontrollable fighting spirit made his blood become hot like lava.


  “Are you qualified?”


  Was he qualified to achieve something that even Piaro, a legend, couldn’t do? Kraugel read Piaro’s feelings from his provocative question and made a serious expression.


  “Please check it for yourself.”


  Just as Piaro was always the strongest, Kraugel was the same. He was always aware of his position as the peak of two billion users. He didn’t consider himself inferior to others, and was filled with passion and pride. For him, Piaro was a good friend as well as a mountain that must be surpassed.


  “I will apply for a spar. Do you accept?”


  “Of course.”


  Piaro nodded. This would allow Kraugel to achieve the quest prerequisites. 


  [Sword Saint]


  Difficulty: SSS


  Win against a legend.


  It was a simple and clear quest, assuming that he could meet a legend. But the degree of difficulty was high enough to be described as absurd. A person who wasn’t a legend had to win over a legend? This was indeed…


  ‘Interesting.’


  That’s right. Rather than grumbling or being disgusted like a regular person, he felt delighted. New challenges were necessary to increase his passion. On the other hand, Hurent doubted his ears.


  ‘Sword saint? A sword saint! It can’t be!’ 


  There were only one other person who was a candidate for a sword saint. Hurent stared at the man in the straw hat. He wanted to look at the skill of a sword saint candidate. He left the field and followed after Piaro and the man.


  ***


  “Stab.”


  “Hiyap!”


  “Cut.”


  “Haap!”


  “Chop.”


  “Huriyat~!”


  The war 10 days ago had awakened Reidan’s soldiers. Reidan’s soldiers no longer wasted time complaining during the practical training. They needed strength to protect their family, home, lover, and friends!


  They couldn’t be lazy because they felt the importance of it through the war. Now, even if Asmophel didn’t force them, the soldiers enthusiastically immersed themselves in training and wanted to increase its intensity.


  Their grudge against Grid melted away. They felt greater loyalty than before.


  He trained them in anticipation of the enemy’s invasion, showed them a great dance on the battlefield and gave them the most powerful ‘Mass Produced Grid Set,’ so the soldiers felt respect and thanks.


  “How about it, young lord? These brave young men are soldiers of Duke Grid. Aren’t they really reliable?”


  Asmophel asked with a confident expression. Lord sighed as he watched the soldiers’ training from within Ruby’s arms.


  “Abu… Bububu.”


  “…?”


  Asmophel was stunned. Lord’s attitude and disgruntled expression seemed like he was saying, ‘The level of the soldiers is poor.’


  ‘What?’


  The young lord could understand his words and answered them? Furthermore, he could see the strength of the trained soldiers? No, how could a baby sigh in the first place?


  ‘…Was I dreaming for a moment?’


  Asmophel wasn’t convinced and felt confused in many ways. Ruby smiled at him.


  “It hasn’t even been a month since my nephew was born. How can he understand your words? Don’t pay attention to the baby’s reactions.”


  “…Yes.”


  Yes, he was interpreting it in the wrong way. Asmophel nodded at Ruby’s words, while Lord pointed elsewhere with his fingers. It was the direction of the magic tower.


  “Oh my, does this mean you want to see where the magicians are?”


  Ruby asked and Lord nodded. Asmophel saw him and was terrified.


  ‘You really are aware of our words!’


  He heard that Lord was a genius, but he thought it was exaggerated. Now it turned out that the rumor actually downplayed it.


  ‘Being able to communicate with adults less than a month after being born… There is no doubt that he will be an outstanding scholar or magician in the future.’


  It was understandable that he should think so. Lord didn’t respond to the strong soldiers of Reidan because he didn’t have the knowledge.


  ‘He was born with intelligence, not the eyes to see martial arts.’


  The moment Asmophel thought this.


  “I want to use this place, so can you ask the soldiers to leave?”


  Piaro, a long-time friend and commander of Reidan, visited and asked for help. He was supposed to be doing field work at this time, so Asmophel questioned him.


  “What will you be doing?”


  Piaro pointed to the man in the straw hat who came with him.


  “I am going to spar with this friend.”


  “Hoh.”


  Asmophel detected Kraugel’s strength with one glance and expressed interest. 


  ‘He’s difficult to measure.’


  It was the first time he had seen this since Piaro. Asmophel checked the schedule and ordered the soldiers.


  “Go around the desert once.”


  The desert around Reidan was vast, but Asmophel spoke it easily. Frankly, it was a tall order. Yet the soldiers replied enthusiastically.


  “Yes!”


  They would run until they died. This was the current attitude of the Reidan soldiers. The soldiers got ready and left the training grounds at noon.


  Then the huge training grounds that could accommodate thousands of people only contained Piaro, Kraugel, Asmophel, Ruby, and Lord. There was a total of six people if Hurent was included.


  He thought he had gone unnoticed, but Hurent had been caught from the beginning. Asmophel approached him as he watched from behind a huge tree.


  “Outsiders aren’t allowed in this place.”


  “Heok?”


  Hurent was startled. He hid himself as much as possible using aura, but he was still found in an instant? This person called Asmophel, he definitely had great skills like Piaro.


  ‘Where did Grid collect all these monsters?’


  Hurent was a famous ranker, but he didn’t have much experience with named NPCs. Acquiring named NPCs as subordinates? He never even imagined it. Named NPCs had a strong influence on Satisfy’s world and each one had a distinct personality, making it hard to become friends with them.


  Hurent was admiring Grid when Asmophel urged him.


  “Aren’t you going to leave?”


  “Hrmm.”


  Hurent didn’t want to step back. He wanted to peek at the skills of the man in the straw hat.


  “Can’t I just watch a little bit?”


  Asmophel glanced coldly at Hurent.


  “Why should I do such a favor for an outsider?”


  He disliked repeating the same words. Hurent shrank back at his pressure. A heat spread through his body.


  ‘When did I become an aura master?’


  After being defeated by Grid in the 1st National Competition in five seconds, he hunted and trained repeatedly, raising his aura to the unique rating. He believed he was the strongest. He was sure he could beat the famous Kraugel and Agnus. His confidence soared into the sky.


  However, his confidence crashed down after he met Piaro. A legendary farmer had oppressed him with three blows from a hand plow, so he had to question his own abilities.


  Therefore.


  “I will back off…”


  Hurent decided to retreat. This was the first time in his life that he had acted as a mild sheep. Hurent swallowed down his shame and left the training ground. He couldn’t help wondering. He had always reigned as the strongest except for the 5 second event, so why was he so weak here?


  This Reidan, it was extraordinary. It felt like Alice in Wonderland.


  ***


  Saintess Ruby.


  Grid’s sister and a high school student. Her goal was to aim for a prestigious university, so there was little time to play the game. She played for 30 minutes a day. That’s why her level was still low, despite changing to a hidden class alongside Yerim. She was a real light user.


  But she had changed recently. It was since Lord was born. He might be a child in the game, but he was her cute and pretty nephew. Ruby looked at Lord and became fascinated by him. She recently spent more than an hour a day connecting to Satisfy and spending time with Lord.


  It was the same today. She was enjoying a peaceful time while holding Lord in her arms. Lord was very happy to spend time with his beautiful aunt. He enjoyed his aunt’s soft and nice scent. But there was a limit for babies.


  “Hrmm.”


  Lord started to yawn. It was the signal that it was nap time.


  “I must go back now.”


  It was time to return to reality. It happened when Ruby was about to leave the training ground and log out.


  Chaaeng!


  Kraugel and Piaro clashed with each other.


  “Abu?”


  The sleepiness suddenly fled from Lord’s eyes.


  “Abu! Abuuuu!”


  Lord shouted excitedly, waving his short arms. His blue eyes shone as he watched the confrontation between Kraugel and Piaro. Asmophel was astonished when he saw it.


  ‘The young lord…!’


  He didn’t see Reidan’s soldiers as ‘poor’ because he didn’t have the ability to see martial arts.


  ‘It is because his vision was too high!’


  The man in the straw hat wielded his sword at Piaro. And the legendary Piaro. The two people caught Lord’s interest. Asmophel trembled. It was difficult for him to figure out what Lord’s character would grow into later on.


  “Abuoo-!”


  Lord was touched by the confrontation between the two people and gradually grew. The child could instinctively feel it. The fact that one of his future seven mentors was in front of him.
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  Four months ago in Satisfy time.


  Kraugel had spent one month with Piaro. He watched Piaro’s every move and they sparred together 30 times. He personally witnessed when Piaro became a legendary farmer. Thus, Kraugel knew Piaro’s strength better than anyone.


  ‘The basic level difference is huge.’


  At the time of separation, Piaro was level 380. This wasn’t mere speculation. It was calculated using all types of indicators, so Kraugel was convinced that it was accurate. He trusted his understanding of the game.


  ‘And now.’


  Kraugel calculated that Piaro should be level 385~386. It was the conclusion he came to after studying the experience values required to level up and the growth rate of named NPCs. On the other hand, what was Kraugel’s level?


  326.


  ‘There are 60 levels between us.’


  It meant he dealt 30% less damage and would receive 30% more damage. It was a big penalty, considering there was such a big difference in the basic stats of normal classes and legendary classes. But Kraugel didn’t shrink back.


  ‘The odds are good enough.’


  Kraugel had maintained the 1st ranking since Satisfy opened. He was the first in all types of fields, gobbling up achievements and titles. This could cover the gap in level and class.


  ‘Also.’


  Piaro’s farming technique was based on the sword. Plow, sickle, hand plow, flail etc. It was unusual since farming equipment were used as weapons, but it was still in the form of swordsmanship.


  ‘It is ideal to use swordsmanship with a sword.’


  Using swordsmanship with farming equipment? It was meaningless and the only fatal weakness of the ‘farmer’ Piaro. This was the decisive reason why Kraugel thought he had a chance of winning.


  ‘I only have to be careful of the instant kill skill.’


  It was Fated to Perish, which logged Zibal out in a single blow.


  ‘I can’t allow him to use it.’


  The recent broadcast of ‘Polishing’ had caused a stir, but Kraugel felt more appreciation for ‘Fated to Perish.’


  Clink.


  Kraugel took out White Fang. It was the legendary sword that he acquired from one of the great demons Drasion, who was defeated by Sword Saint Muller.


  “Can you give me a chance to attack first?”


  In a duel, attacking first was important. It was a means of ensuring a definite advantage for a short time. That’s right. Now Kraugel was asking Piaro to concede something. He weighed up all the penalties and decided that this advantage wasn’t too much to ask for.


  Of course, Piaro should reject. But who was Piaro? He was a person who had always been called the strongest. He showed off a confident figure.


  “I’ll accept.”


  It was as Kraugel expected.  Piaro gave Kraugel a chance to win and Kraugel had no intention of missing it.


  ‘The opponent is a legend. The difference in stamina is overwhelming, so it will become disadvantageous to me in the long run. I have to finish it quickly.’


  Pahat!


  It was a time when the sun was shining overhead. Under intense sunlight or moonlight, this footwork gave off a stealth function around Kraugel’s body. White Light Steps. In the past, Piaro hadn’t been able to see through Kraugel’s stealth.


  But now he was different. He was quick to respond to Kraugel’s movements, blocking White Fang that aimed for his left side.


  Chaaeng!


  ‘Indeed, the gap in level is too big.’


  The stealth was useless. If he couldn’t lean on White Light Steps, his odds would fall by 1%.


  ‘It is still within the permitted range.’


  Kraugel was still calm. He wasn’t shaken even when faced with the worst situation. It was the attitude of someone at the top. On the other hand, Piaro blocked White Fang with a hand plow in his left hand and wielded a sickle with his right hand.


  It was a diagonal attack. It was fast enough to exceed Kraugel’s predicted range.


  ‘What?’


  How could Piaro’s agility be far beyond the assumed level? Kraugel was surprised, but he responded without making a mistake.


  Chaaeng! Chaeng! 


  Chaaeng!


  In a 0.1 second gap, Kraugel avoided Piaro’s strike and counterattacked. He didn’t need to go through a process of decision making to respond. He used his experience and reflexes developed from countless battles. Of course, the help of ‘Keen Senses’ was also great.


  Chaaeng!


  “Kuk!”


  Kraugel let out a groan. He blocked the hand plow and sickle with White Fang, but was baffled by the strength behind them. A normal person would’ve felt sure of their defeat the moment they felt this gap in strength. But Kraugel saw an opportunity in the crisis.


  “Tearing the Sky.”


  Kwajak! Kwajajajak!


  One of the ultimate skills of a White Swordsman was revealed. A beast’s claws clashed with Piaro’s equipment.


  Chaaeng!


  There was a slight crack in the hand plow and sickle as blood flowed from Piaro’s chest.


  ‘The equipment that My Lord made…!’


  Piaro was startled. He couldn’t help being surprised that the farming equipment made by a legendary blacksmith was damaged by the blow. However, Kraugel was even more surprised.


  ‘There wasn’t a lot of damage?’


  The damage formula for Tearing the Sky was difficult to calculate because it was utilized as a counterattack and the orbit was limited, while also taking into account the user’s attack power + attack power of the enemy.


  Kraugel had predicted that Piaro would receive at least 40,000 damage. However, the damage was only 7,000, making Kraugel realize.


  ‘Piaro must be over level 400.’


  This was bad. The level difference was too large for the damage formula to be properly applied. The fourth stats awakening was a wall that couldn’t be overcome by the effects of different titles.


  ‘How? How did Brother grow so quickly?’


  Kraugel didn’t know it, but this was all due to Chris, other high level players, and Grid. Kraugel didn’t know that Piaro was constantly turning high level rankers who visited Reidan into farmers and training them, as well as achieving rapid growth through his spar with Grid.


  It was a pity.


  Swaeek!


  Kraugel was hit by a flail while trying to regain his composure. His eyes widened as he was about to read the orbit.


  ‘It isn’t swordsmanship?’


  Piaro had changed from swordsmanship to farming techniques. It was an entirely new form. It was the moment when the strength of ‘Sword Saint Candidate’ Kraugel to see through numerous swordsmanship techniques was neutralized.


  Peeeeok!


  “Ugh!”


  Kraugel wasn’t able to react and was hit hard, causing his shoulders to shake. The right arm holding White Fang fell into a paralysis state. Piaro read this and thought.


  ‘Counterattacking is impossible.’


  Kraugel would absolutely take an evasive action. It was likely to be the footwork called White Light Steps. Piaro determined this and swung the flail.


  Suuk.


  Far from Kraugel avoiding it, he clung to Piaro. It was an approach that applied a footwork different to the White Light Steps. Kraugel used brilliant footwork to come close, making it difficult for Piaro to attack.


  It was the precursor of ‘Hwimori.’


  Peok! Pepeok!


  Pepepepeok!


  Kraugel was able to reach the East Continent with the help of the sage, Sticks. Before he changed to a white swordsman, he explored the place that imitated the culture of the east and reproduced the fast and odd footwork of someone he met. Piaro felt like he was possessed by a ghost as he was kicked.


  But.


  “It’s just a tickle!”


  Piaro had been hit by Tearing the Sky, so the kick couldn’t do much damage to him. Piaro accepted all of Kraugel’s kicks, but he was fine. He pushed Kraugel with his shoulder, withdrew the flail that stretched forward, while at the same time, taking out a plow with his other hand.


  “Free Farming 4th Style, Plowing the Field.”


  Sururuk.


  Kraugel stumbled and the ground around him was cleared in an instant. Piaro was about to sow seeds when he stopped. It was due to the storm caused by Hwimori.


  Puk. Puk puk!


  Puuoooook!


  The kicks were fast and light, but were weak. Piaro’s body seemed to be affected by the technique.


  “Cough!”


  Piaro coughed out black blood. At this point, Kraugel overcame the paralysis in his right hand.


  “Storm Sword.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The light blade tore Piaro’s old clothes to shreds. Piaro’s health gauge was decreasing little by little as he allowed successive attacks. However, he wasn’t upset at all. Rather, his momentum increased.


  “Fun!!!!”


  Kraugel had a different type of power from Grid. It was the first time in ages that an opponent made Piaro so excited. The excited Piaro dug at a vein of water.


  Peeng!


  A pillar of water shot up and crashed into Kraugel’s body. Piaro linked Sowing and Rapid Growth together.


  Kwarururung!


  ‘Legendary skills…!’


  Kraugel paled as he witnessed the thorns growing rapidly in the field. He escaped through the air with White Light Steps and restored the posture of White Fang. It was the manifestation of ‘Meteor Sword.’


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The whole area was scorched. The meteor blades that feel from Kraugel’s sword went through the thorny vines. At the center of the field, Kraugel’s White Fang and Piaro’s hand plow collided head on. 


  ‘Blocking Meteor Sword…!’


  Even the composed Kraugel couldn’t stay calm. He launched a nervous onslaught, causing a thunderous sound to ring out every time it was stopped by Piaro’s farming equipment. Piaro was amazed.


  ‘He has already penetrated through my farming techniques!’


  Kraugel’s vision surpassed Piaro’s. Kraugel subsequently crushed the seven farming tools used by Piaro, increasing the number of wounds on Piaro’s body. It was based on pure control ability and battle senses. 


  But his level was a problem.


  Piaro still had more than two-thirds of his health left despite allowing successive attacks, while Kraugel avoided most attacks but his health fell to less than half. His movements were relatively high compared to Piaro, so he was consuming stamina quickly.


  ‘White Light Sword isn’t a match.’


  After blinding the opponent, he could link his top skills. But Piaro was a legend and immune to status conditions. It meant that the opponent was someone he couldn’t unleash 100% of the white swordsman’s power against. 


  ‘No, those are all excuses.’


  He had encountered numerous opponents immune to CC and he had beaten them all. He always overcame his lacking areas with his control. However, his skills weren’t prevailing against Piaro.


  The moment that Kraugel thought this.


  “I guess I should use all my power.”


  Piaro barely escaped from a nasty wound, spoke meaningful words and used Natural State. At the same time, his amplified stats overturned the situation. Now Kraugel was the one allowing attacks.


  Piaro’s speed and power, enhanced by Natural State, started to overwhelm Kraugel. Most of his health was lost in an instant, causing Kraugel’s eyes to flash.


  “Super Sensitivity.”


  [Super Sensitivity has been used.]


  [100% of your mana has been consumed.] 


  [For the next six seconds, all senses transcend cognition.]


  [Agility is increased by 20% and you can 100% predict the behavior of all objects within 10 meters.]


  [This will be exhausted in six seconds.]


  Kraugel’s strength wasn’t due to skills or title effects. Kraugel himself had natural abilities. The moment Super Sensitivity was used, Kraugel was reborn.


  Seokeok!


  It was enough to overcome Piaro’s enhanced speed and deal a deadly blow.


  ‘What?’


  This was an unfamiliar experience to Piaro. Was it because he received a deadly wound? No, this wasn’t something new. Piaro was always injured when he fought. The problem was his instincts. His instincts were shouting that it was dangerous. It warned him not to confront Kraugel.


  ‘Does it want me to run away?’


  Piaro’s fighting spirit peaked. The moment he lost his dignity as the strongest person, he showed a technique that he didn’t use against Grid. 


  “Free Farming Peak Style!”


  ‘This!’


  Kraugel entered the transcendent realm thanks to Super Sensitivity. He tried to escape the moment Piaro spoke with a serious look on his face. It was because he perceived the danger that couldn’t be resisted. However, it was already too late.


  “Pounding Mortar!”


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  It was a disaster. Something fell from the sky and dug into the ground, like a mortar. At the same time, Reidan shook. It was like a great earthquake.
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  “Pounding Mortar!”


  The moment that Piaro took out his peak technique.


  Kurururu!


  A tremendous sound was heard from the ground. Thunder? No. It was a more threatening and artificial feeling.


  Kuooooh!


  The larger the shadow cast became, the heavier the atmosphere. 


  Jjirak. Jjirak.


  Kraugel’s body was filled with an instinctive fear.


  ‘Unbelievable.’


  Kraugel stood on turbulent ground. He looked up at the sky and faced a disaster. It was as big as a house. It was falling down at a fast speed.


  Kuwaaaaaah!


  “…!”


  Kraugel couldn’t even scream. The enormous mortar caused infinite suffering and fear as the mind and body crumbled. It was a pressure that could kill someone.


  ***


  [You have been hit by a lethal blow!]


  [The durability of the Plain Straw Hat (Normal) has been completely lost and is permanently destroyed.]


  [The durability of the White Clouds Clothing (Unique) has decreased by 128.]


  [The durability of the White Clouds Footwear (Unique) has decreased by 150.]


  [The durability of the White Clouds Gloves (Unique) has decreased by 163. There is a risk of damage.]


  [The durability of the White Fang (Legendary) has decreased by 61.]


  [You won’t die in sparring mode. Your health has fallen to a minimum, so sparring mode is finished!]


  The mortar that was the size of a house. It disappeared like a ‘mirage’ after it crushed Kraugel.


  “…”


  There were no more clouds in the sky. This was the aftermath of being torn by the force of Pounding Mortar. Kraugel was at a loss for words and belatedly realized.


  ‘I lost.’


  Did he lose because Piaro was over level 400? It was nonsense. A level difference in the game was due to the difference in skills. It meant his growth process lagged behind.


  ‘I completely lost.’


  What if they fought again?


  ‘It will still be the same.’


  The current Piaro was different from the past. He was a legend who completely overcame his immaturity after just becoming a farmer and relied on swordsmanship.


  ‘He is a wall that can’t be overcome.’


  Did Kraugel’s heart sink down after realizing this? No.


  ‘…I can’t overcome him yet.’


  People praised Kraugel as a genius. He overcame trials and adversity, believing in this talent alone. Of course, that was a big mistake.


  ‘One day, I will go beyond him.’


  Were there any geniuses who had it easy? Unlike what other people thought, Kraugel was accustomed to defeat and failure. He always faced challenges, because he was always challenging difficult situations. But he didn’t give up. By working hard and overcoming the trials, he trained and raised himself. He would continue doing so in the future.


  “Kuk… Kukukuk.”


  The straw hat’s destruction exposed the black-haired man with a wounded face.


  [Kraugel]


  The world’s most prominent name burst out laughing as he laid on the ground.


  “Kuhahahahat!”


  It was a cool laughing sound that made the listeners happy. He was delighted by the spar that allowed him to realize his own shortcomings.


  ***


  Ruby and Lord were present at the outskirts of the training grounds where Piaro and Kraugel were sparring. Nevertheless, what was the reason why Piaro was able to use his peak technique?  It was because he trusted Asmophel. 


  Kuuuuuuong!


  The moment the large mortar slammed against Kraugel and the training ground.


  “Hup!”


  Asmophel protected Ruby and Lord. He held the two people in their arms to protect them from the earthquake, creating a barrier from the sand storm. There was a wave of energy.


  “T-Thank you.”


  “Abuuuu!”


  Ruby expressed her gratitude while Lord cried out loudly.


  “This world might perish, but I will protect both of you.”


  Asmophel asserted. His loyalty moved Ruby’s heart. On the other hand, Lord showed no interest in Asmophel.


  “Abu! Abuuuu!”


  How could a baby be so strong? After forcefully pushing Ruby away, Lord fell to the ground and started to move towards the center of the training ground. The crawling speed made it hard to believe he was a newborn baby.


  “Pant… Pant… Umm?”


  Piaro was tired from the aftermath of using Pounding Mortar. He was thrilled when he found the approaching Lord.


  “Young Lord…! Do you recognize my skills?”


  Piaro had a discerning eye. He had glimpsed Lord’s genius early on. He wanted to propose a lifetime of doing field work together, so he coveted Lord’s talent.


  ‘As expected of the young lord.’


  He understood Piaro’s strength through this duel. He wanted Piaro to serve as a mentor and they would work together in the fields! The young Lord would be his best disciple.


  ‘No, I’m still not good enough!’


  The moment that Piaro was full of expectations. The crawling Lord reached Piaro. Then he just passed by Piaro.


  “…”


  Hwiing~


  The wind blew. Piaro was ashamed.


  ‘This baby…?’


  The depressed ground that was hit by the mortar. Kraugel found the baby crawling towards him and was disconcerted. It was so unrealistic that he couldn’t say anything to Lord.


  “Abu! Abuuuu! Bubu!”


  “…?”


  Kraugel couldn’t understand the language of a newborn baby. But he dimly understood the meaning. The blue eyes staring at him. There was clearly envy in the eyes that shone as bright as jewels.


  ***


  [Thunder Bow]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 366/490


  Attack Power: 370~601


  * Arrows can’t be loaded.


  * 100 mana will be consumed per attack.


  * The skill ‘Penetrating Flash’ will be generated.


  * 10% increase in firing speed.


  A heirloom of the Bon family in the Eternal Kingdom.


  A bow made from a mixture of magic stones and ure stones, it consumed the user’s mana every time the bowstring is pulled to create a light arrow.


  If a common arrow is loaded, it won’t be able to withstand the lightning and will become ashes.


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher. More than 2,000 agility. Advanced Bow Mastery level 5 or higher.


  This was the bow dropped by the best archer in the Eternal Kingdom, Ferrell. It was something that many archers would covet. However, Grid didn’t appreciate the Thunder Bow’s performance.


  ‘How many archers will have such high mana?’


  Consuming 100 mana just to shoot one arrow? Even Jishuka, an expert archer, wouldn’t be able to fire more than 40 rounds. Its endurance was poor.


  ‘The attack power is twice as high as similar bows.’


  In the first place, the attack power of the bow itself wasn’t important.


  ‘The attack power of the arrow is more important.’


  Yet arrows couldn’t be loaded? Could this really be called a bow?


  “Trash.”


  Grid came to this conclusion and dismantled the Thunder Bow. He didn’t hesitate at all. The reason why Grid coveted this bow from the beginning was the ‘ure stone.’


  “Then I’m starting.”


  Grid approached the blast furnace. The four God Hands kept the furnace temperature high. Their ability to control the bellows was at the level of advanced blacksmiths.


  “This should be enough.”


  Grid confirmed the temperature and threw the disassembled Thunder Bow into it. It was to dissolve the rush, debris and other foreign matter through smelting in order to extract pure ure stones.


  After a while.


  [You have succeeded in refining the mineral!]


  [3 pieces of ure stone has been acquired.]


  Ttiring~


  [Ure Stone]


  A mineral that is produced only when the great demon Astaroth is present in the human world.


  The lightning attribute could be given to an item and it is also good to feed to demonic beasts. 


  The demonic beast will be very pleased when fed.


  Weight: 5


  “The concept of the mineral is similar to the fire stones that show up when Hell Gao appears… Eh?”


  Grid was immersed in reading the item explanation and suddenly made an absurd expression.


  “Feed it to a demonic beast?”


  Was he crazy?


  “What type of crazy person would feed these precious minerals to a demonic beast?”


  It was a really useless function. He had no intention of feeding this to Noe. Grid put the three ure stones in his inventory. He was planning to use it as a mineral when creating new items.


  At that moment.


  Kuuong!


  The large smithy that contained 100 blacksmiths shook greatly. Everything on display on one side of the smith fell to the ground, and the flames in dozens of furnaces shot upwards. The minerals were burned and lost their value.


  “E-Earthquake?”


  “What are you doing? Go and grab the minerals!”


  The smithy instantly became a mess. An earthquake in the middle of a desert city? The blacksmiths were unfamiliar with natural disasters but they showed professionalism, gathering the minerals and turning off the fire.


  On the other hand, Grid was angry.


  ‘It isn’t an earthquake.’


  His high insight let him know. The previous shook was due to the aftermath of battle.


  “Khan, please deal with the situation here.”


  It was good to have someone to trust. Grid entrusted the smithy to Khan and left.


  ***


  Kraugel recovered his stamina to a certain extent.


  “Brother, you truly are great. I was able to learn many things. I’m not lying when I say that I admire you.”


  “…”


  Piaro always wanted to be the strongest. It was the destiny of the strongest to be connected with strong people. But there was something that couldn’t be helped. Kraugel’s talents were beyond prediction, so Piaro had to be prepared.


  “Really? Someday you will surpass me.”


  He had learned this from the young Lord. The young Lord had gone to Kruagel. The young Lord felt that today’s winner was Piaro, but it would be different in the future. Kraugel asked the jealous Piaro.


  “By the way, what is with this child?”


  At first glance, this baby wasn’t ordinary. It wasn’t Piaro who answered the puzzled Kraugel.


  “My son.”


  A heavy voice resonated through the training ground.


  “I greet My Lord!”


  Piaro, the absolutely strongest man who could look down at the whole world, and the best knight Asmophel, bowed down. It was shocking for Kraugel.


  Step, step.


  “Abu! Abuuuu!”


  Lord smiled brightly. The owner of the voice, Grid, smiled at Kraugel.


  “What is the 1st ranked user doing in my land?”


  Grid was showing obvious hostility. It was natural. He didn’t feel good because he witnessed a person he didn’t know laughing with his family and friends. Wasn’t he also the culprit because the destruction of the training ground?


  “…”


  Kraugel couldn’t open his mouth. Piaro spoke on his behalf.


  “My Lord, this person is called Kraugel. He is a brother that I have a close friendship with.”


  ‘Brother…’


  Kraugel’s heart warmed. He was touched that Piaro tried to defend him. But this impression didn’t last long. Piaro wasn’t ‘defending’ but ‘reporting.’ Brothers? That was important, but his loyalty came first.


  “After not meeting for a long time, he applied for a spar and I accepted, resulting in the training ground being like this. I will dispose of him according to My Lord’s decision.”


  “…”
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  “You’re the cause of this?”


  Grid received an explanation from Piaro and observed the pit in the ground. The traces left behind of the battle were impressive. He was able to get an indirect glimpse of the 1st ranked Kraugel.


  ‘He competed against Piaro, who was reborn was a legend.’


  In the previous confrontation, Grid was able to consume only half of Piaro’s life. Then what about now?


  ‘I can only decrease it by 1/4th.’


  Piaro had grown.


  During the spar with Grid, he had woken up to the true use of farming techniques. Then after the spar, he gained the bonus of increasing his stats and greatly increasing his skills. There was also the bonus of raising his level.


  Then a person who managed to compete against Piaro?


  ‘Even a normal class…’


  Kwack.


  Grid clenched his fists with all his strength. Strange emotions sprang up, making his chest burn hot. Kraugel noticed his silence and apologized.


  “My first impression is bad. I apologize that Reidan suffered damage because of my personal greed. I will pay you back as much as possible.”


  The person who actually caused the damage was Piaro. However, Kraugel felt a strong sense of responsibility.  He applied for a spar with Piaro and this incident happened, so he thought it was primarily his fault.


  Grid made a snide remark at his sincere apology.


  “Yes, a good answer deserving of the number one rank. Do you have a lot of money?”


  An earthquake had occurred in the aftermath of the battle, causing all of Reidan to shake. Just looking at Reidan’s smithy alone, the overall loss of wealth was quite big.


  “Can it be reimbursed by an individual alone? As a close brother to Piaro, shouldn’t you take responsibility?”


  “M-My Lord.”


  Piaro stuttered. He felt like his lord was more upset than usual.


  ‘Why?’


  Piaro couldn’t figure out Grid’s heart. Asmophel was different. He could read the emotions in Grid’s eyes.


  ‘Envy and jealousy…’


  Asmophel was born as the second son, so he always felt these emotions. Now Grid was displaying it towards Kraugel. They were emotions that couldn’t be understood by Piaro and Kraugel, who were always the best.


  “Don’t worry about reimbursement. Instead.”


  Shaaaaaah–


  A clear blue transparent sword appeared in Grid’s left hand and a black-blue greatsword in his right hand. It was Failure and Grid’s Greatsword.


  “Fight me.”


  “…?”


  Wanting to randomly fight? Kraugel was baffled. He couldn’t understand why things were happening like this. In addition, this was Grid’s city. Everything here belonged to Grid. Piaro wasn’t an exception.


  ‘Does he mean to isolate me?’


  A death penalty was huge. Should Kraugel interpret it as never stepping foot in this city again? Kraugel looked grim while Grid pointed Failure at him.


  “Don’t think too deeply about it. I am applying for a fair one-on-one fight.”


  A one-on-one match? If so, Kraugel welcomed it. Grid was also a legend.  It was a golden opportunity to win against a legend and complete the ‘Sword Saint’ quest. But Kraugel couldn’t justify accepting the fight. Using a complete strange to clear his quest, his ego couldn’t tolerate it.


  “Why do you want to fight me?”


  Kraugel’s sentences became shorter. It was natural. Grid didn’t show any courtesies to him, so there was no need to be polite.


  “You are called the top, or the sky above the sky? I want to see if you’re really such a great person.”


  “Do you have the qualifications to get a glimpse of my skills?”


  “You’ll find out soon.”


  Grid sent a sparring application to Kraugel. This was Reidan, Grid’s domain. Despite Kraugel receiving a big penalty if he died, Grid applied for a duel, demonstrating that he took this fight seriously.


  “Sehee… No, Ruby. Use healing on him.”


  “Are you going to fight?”


  Ruby asked in a testy manner. She was worried about her brother because she had seen Kraugel’s skills. However, she was embarrassed to show her worry, so she looked testy instead. Grid prompted her.


  “Hurry.”


  “…Be careful.”


  Ruby read her brother’s sincerity towards Kraugel and ended up using ‘Hope.’ Hope was the ultimate heal that randomly recovers 10~30% of the target’s maximum health. Kraugel confirmed his rising health and admired it.


  ‘Saintess…’


  Grid’s sister.


  Kraugel wondered.


  ‘Territory, family, subordinates, colleagues, and friends.’ 


  Was it fun to be in such a limited space with the same group of people? Did they need to repeat what they always did in reality in the game? The world of Satisfy. It was so wide that it would take the rest of his life to explore it. As a user of the game, wasn’t it right to travel around alone, not bound by anything, in order to experience new things faster than anyone else?


  Sehee used Hope in succession and Kraugel’s health reached the maximum. Kraugel made a decision and shared his quest information with Grid.


  [Sword Saint]


  Difficulty: SSS


  Win against a legend.


  “This confrontation with you might be a help to me. Is it still okay?”


  Grid stopped.


  Sword saint. Could he give the strongest legendary class to other users? The past Grid would’ve cancelled the fight immediately. But now he was different. He was the leader of Overgeared, a lord, and the father of a child. Eyes were watching him. In particular, he couldn’t take it back with Lord watching.


  ‘What would Lauel do?’


  Grid worried about it for a moment.


  “It’s also a good thing if you turn into a sword saint because of me. The 1st ranked user owing me a favor, won’t you pay it back one day?”


  He phrased it in such a way that Kraugel owed him a favor, despite Grid being the one to propose the fight in the first place.


  “And I don’t think I will lose.”


  He expressed his dignity with an expression of unwavering confidence.


  Kraugel replied honestly, “Grid, I have seen your capabilities many times on broadcast. That’s why I know it well. You can never beat me.”


  “Stop speaking so long.”


  At the time of the Elfin Stone raid. After sacrificing Huroi due to his powerlessness, Grid pledged never to feel so helpless again.


  ‘I will be the best. I will be the best and not sacrifice my colleagues again.’


  It was his dream, whether it was fanciful or not.


  ‘I will check it through you.’


  Step, step.


  Grid walked out without hesitation. At first glance, it was an ordinary gait, but he was actually using the footwork of Pagma’s Swordsmanship. He was hiding the use of his skill. Two years in real time after Satisfy opened, he was finally using the basics of the game. But Kraugel saw it instantly.


  It was easy because he had keen eyes and good insight.


  “Kill.”


  Kraugel sidestepped the legendary skill and counterattacked.


  “Mole Ascension.”


  “Revolve.”


  Pagma’s Swordsmanship. It was a relatively demanding skill that required taking an average of five steps. Grid had used it for hours over the years and gradually adapted. The skill was used at an incomparable speed to before, resulting in damage to the unique presence called the sky above the sky, Kraugel.


  [You have suffered 17,500 damage.]


  The white swordsman’s defense was lower than other third advancement normal classes. Moreover, he didn’t wear his gloves because he was afraid they would break if they received further damage.


  On the other hand, Pagma’s Descendant was a legendary class that could exert the ultimate attack power. Grid was equipped with the best items. Kraugel’s health was cut by a quarter in a single blow.


  This was also due to the title effects and defense, otherwise it would’ve been a fatal blow. However, Kraugel wasn’t shocked by Grid’s attack power. 


  ‘I was wounded by a user?’


  There were no users who had touched his body except for Agnus, king of the dead, and the ‘duo’ from Blood Carnival. Kraugel’s eyes sunk. It was the moment he recognized Grid as a strong person.


  “White Light Steps.”


  Susuk.


  Under the sun, Kraugel disappeared from Grid’s field of view.


  ‘Stealth?’


  Grid watched carefully. He thought about what to do and pulled out Kenen’s Belt.


  Pepeng!


  Grid’s appearance was obscured by the smoke that emerged. But Kraugel still remained calm. He quickly saw Grid’s shape being covered by the smoke screen and stopped his attack.


  ‘Gone?’


  The puzzled Kraugel stopped as ‘Keen Senses’ sent him a sharp warning. The danger came from behind him.


  “If you use stealth, I will become invisible.”


  Grid revealed his appearance in a white hooded zipper and swung his greatsword. Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Pinnacle, fell vertically towards Kraugel.


  ‘An invisibility cloak, it’s amazing.’


  Kraugel laughed to see Grid using such great items so casually. He rotated his body and swung White Fang. It was the appearance of his counterattack, Tearing the Sky, whose orbit was limited to going up.


  Chaaeng!


  [You have suffered 21,050 damage.]


  “Cough!”


  Grid was hit by the powerful skill and his health gauge sharply declined. Kraugel didn’t give him a break. He continuously swung White Fang and seized the momentum.


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  ‘This orbit…!’


  Grid was currently armed with the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch. His high insight and synergy with the item meant he could reach most of the enemy’s attack orbit. However, Kraugel’s swordsmanship contained a much deeper orbit than that of Piaro.


  [You have suffered 3,500 damage.]


  [You have suffered 3,610 damage.]


  [You have suffered 3,485 damage.]


  The wounds on Grid continued to increase. He tried to counterattack with Link, but Kraugel didn’t allow it. He avoided or blocked everything. In the first place, it was almost impossible to hit Kraugel with a non-targeted skill. Kraugel’s control skills were that excellent. In the end, Grid summoned the God Hands.


  “Magic Missile!”


  Pepepepeng!


  Light flashed from four direction and threatened Kraugel. Grid gave Grid’s Greatsword, Failure, and the Doppelganger’s Greatsword to the God Hands, then used Quick Movements. He summoned Iyarugt while rushing forward.


  [Over here!]


  Iyarugt gave him the best sword path. The red light shot forward towards Kraugel. But Kraugel barely managed to respond. He avoided it using the least amount of movements, and counterattacked, stabbing White Fang into Grid’s chest.


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 8,300 damage to the target.]


  Kraugel thought it was absurd.


  ‘His defense is ridiculously high.’


  It was hard to imagine what type of armor Grid was wearing. However, Grid thought it was more absurd.


  ‘The defense isn’t applied properly because he is only hitting my vital spots.’


  Hitting his vital spots every time? He was like a supercomputer, not a person.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship…!”


  Energy gathered around Grid and surged violently like a wave.


  It was the precursor of Wave.


  But it wasn’t manifested.


  Kraugel hit Grid’s legs, causing the sword dance to be cancelled.


  “Storm Sword.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  As Grid stumbled, Storm Sword emerged from White Fang and hit Grid’s chest. Blood spurted from Grid’s chest, while Kraugel leapt forward and attempted to link ‘Meteor Sword.’ The God Hands tried to keep him in check but it was wishful thinking. The God Hands’ Sword Mastery skill was still at the beginner level, meaning it was impossible to threaten Kraugel.


  “Meteor Sword.”


  The moment that Kraugel had shaken off all the God Hands and succeeded in using Meteor Sword. Blood Cry.


  Chaaeng!


  “…!”


  Kraugel’s body shook as a strong wave was emitted. A strong tempest hit him and he lost his balance. As he started to fall helplessly, a flash came from Grid. His skin whitened and a black haze of demonic energy appeared around him. 


  The speed of his demonic sword was incomparable to before. It was the linkage of Blacksmith’s Rage and Blackening. It was Grid’s power.


  Puok!


  The clouds that were already torn due to Pounding Mortar scattered even more. In the center of it, Grid had stabbed Kraugel’s heart with Iyarugt. Blood spurted up like rain.


  “My Lord!”


  Piaro groaned.


  Kraugel. As someone who was always looking for the best opportunity in a crisis, he managed to counterattack.


  Puok!


  White Fang flew and penetrated Grid’s neck. Even Iyarugt couldn’t see the sword orbit, so Grid couldn’t take advantage of Doran’s Ring.


  [How did he…?]


  “Ugh…! Pagma’s Swordsmanship…!”


  Grid’s current health, which decreased due to Blackening consuming maximum health in exchange for attack power, rapidly headed towards the bottom. But he didn’t shrink back. It was because he believed in his immortality passive.


  Kraugel’s attacks? He could still allow attacks for five seconds. Grid judged calmly and used Restraint, planning to connect it with Link to end Kraugel. However, Kraugel used his skill faster than he could use Restraint.


  Chaaeng!


  The powerful kicking effect of ‘Charging’ slammed Grid’s body to the ground.
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  Kuwuong!


  Dust rose as Grid crashed into the ground. Grid was relatively fine. No, his health wasn’t very good, but he was relatively rosy. The wounds on his body were fairly recovered. It was thanks to recovering 13,000 health after wearing Doran’s Ring as well as utilizing the option effect of the Holy Light Armor the moment he got kicked at close range.


  But Grid wasn’t satisfied.


  “It would’ve been better if I took advantage of it when it was a sword attack, not a kick.”


  His health would’ve been three times higher than it was now.


  “Isn’t that right? Yakult.”


  […]


  Iyarugt was silent despite being called Yakult. He felt bad that he couldn’t read Kraugel’s sword orbit and caused Grid to fall into an awful position.


  “It was the same when I fought Piaro and Chucksley. You seem to have no use.”


  [That…! It’s because most of my original abilities are sealed! If I could really demonstrate my abilities, these guys would be nothing!]


  “Well, let’s say that is true.”


  In fact, Iyarugt’s rating was unique. It would be more help once the rating was increased to legendary. 


  The center of the depressed ground.


  Suuk.


  Grid, who was deeply embedded in it, slowly raised his body. It wasn’t meant to be, but this break away from the battle was very important. Grid’s head calmed and prevailed over his frustration. He suppressed his extreme idea of relying on his immortality. Grid would use this incident to further strengthen himself.


  ‘Did I use Blackening too soon?’


  Blackening consumed 50% of his maximum health to increase his damage, magic power and agility by 20%. It was a double edged sword because he could suffer catastrophic damage if hit by the enemy. Just like before. 


  ‘If I used it when things were more conclusive… No, it’s better to use it than to save it. I wouldn’t be able to threaten him if I didn’t use Blackening.’


  The difference in skills was too great. Kraugel could avoid most non-targeted skill and find the perfect opportunity to counterattack.


  ‘Based on his attack speed and attack power, there surprisingly isn’t much difference between our stats.’


  This was the part he was most curious about. Grid had went through the minus levels, received all types of titles, and steadily raised his stats through making items. It was right that he would have more stats than anyone else.


  However, Kraugel’s stats were also unbelievable.


  ‘Isn’t it natural?’


  The 1st ranked Kraugel. He was ahead of everyone else, and gained a lot of advantages from this. He gobbled up the useful quests and titles, so his stats were likely to have significant growth. He probably also did separate training.


  ‘When I was level 80…’


  Yes, it was before he became Pagma’s Descendant. 


  ‘At that time, Kraugel had already crossed level 240.’


  It was correct that there was a gap between both of them that couldn’t be narrowed yet.


  ‘At least, I think he’s ahead of me in combat related skills.’


  Kraugel was equipped with the appropriate items. His defense wasn’t great, but his weapon was enormous. It was comparable to the legendary weapons produced by Grid.


  “…In many ways, I still have a long way to go.”


  Was he going to lose? The moment that thought ran through his head.


  Kwaduduk!


  Grid’s face distorted in a frightening manner. In the past, he had lived as a loser due to his lacking talent.


  ‘Let’s stop losing now.’


  Didn’t he overcome a lacking talent with effort? Some people might think it was ridiculous, but Grid was most aware of it. He was able to become Pagma’s Descendant due to his own efforts.


  ‘I want to win.’


  Kraugel. He was praised as the sky above the sky, and an object of envy for rankers. Grid wanted to wash away the stigma of the past and start a new stage by winning against him. He wanted to be recognized as a true talent.


  In order to do that, he needed to put in more effort. As much as possible.


  “This is the second round.”


  [Grid’s Boots have been removed. Movement speed and evasion rate have been restored to normal.]


  This was his first mistake. Grid’s Boots were designed to boost the power of a greatsword, but it was poison when used with the one-handed Iyarugt. The slowness and lowered evasion rate weren’t taken into consideration.


  [Braham’s Boots have been equipped. Movement speed has increased by 10%. Skill cooldown time will be reduced by 20%.]


  Braham’s Boots were limited in defense, but they had excellent options. Indeed, it was an item from a legendary great magician. Grid didn’t sell them and used them steadily for a reason.


  [The spell ‘Fly’ has been used.]


  Teong!


  Grid flew up. The lightness wasn’t comparable to before.


  ***


  “Pant… Pant… What?”


  At the top of the pit in the training ground. Kraugel was gasping for breath when his eyes widened. It was because he saw through the smoke, Grid flying up while looking fine.


  ‘Is he a human?’


  He had to question it.


  ‘Sword Saint Candidate Stage 5,’ ‘Virtuous Man of the West Continent,’ ‘Pandea’s Hero,’ ‘Person who Creates Miracles,’ ‘First…,’ ‘First…,’ ‘First…,’ ‘First…’


  The value of all the titles that Kraugel obtained couldn’t be converted into money. His attack power was unmatched and users couldn’t endure it. But Grid endured it again and again. Now his health had recovered like a lie, and his momentum had risen even more.


  In Kraugel’s eyes, Grid was like a boss monster.


  ‘He was once a subject of ridicule, but he’s truly a legend.’


  Kraugel also had eyes and ears. The owner of a legendary class with poor control skills.  A coward who overcame his shortcomings with items and his class. Now he was an overgeared person with some ability.


  Kraugel was knowledgeable about Grid. In fact, he watched the video of the pope candidate speeches. But now he realized. Everyone was always growing, and Grid was the same. Grid had grown.


  The proof was that he was one of the few players who managed to hurt Kraugel.


  ‘You aren’t slow-witted.’


  Grid put in more effort than other people.


  ‘In the first place, he wouldn’t have become a legend if he didn’t work hard.’


  Kraugel admitted it. Grid was a great person. He shouldn’t be taunted by anyone.


  “I will sincerely pay my respects to my opponent. Meteor Sword.”


  Kraugel used the skill that had been cancelled because of Blood Cry. Qi energy filled the atmosphere like meteors.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Kraugel rose steadily while Grid started his sword dance. It was as Kraugel expected. Grid was a character with legendary items and skills, so he would be more confident in them than in anything else. It was obvious that he would confront Meteor Sword head on.


  ‘That’s your mistake.’


  Meteor Sword was a multi-stage skill. It cut several times in a short period and every time it hit, the damage increased. This could cause terrible damage when facing it head on. Kraugel was confident, but Grid made a choice that was contrary to Kraugel’s prediction.


  “Transcend.”


  Kuooooh!


  The flow of air caused by Kraugel’s qi changed. Grid absorbed the transcendent energy.


  ‘The second mistake.’


  It was trying to face someone with better control skills than him head on.


  [Entering the transcendent mode.]


  [Your attack power is doubled and your default attacks will turn into ranged attacks. This effect will last for 30 seconds.]


  Suuk.


  Utilizing the advantage of Fly, Grid floated in the air and opened up a distance from Kraugel. At the same time, the energy blades shot forward.


  [You have suffered 10,700 damage.]


  “Cough!”


  Meteor Sword’s course was simple. This was the limit of a targeted skill, which resulted in a restriction of Kraugel’s control skills. Kraugel was hit by a black energy blade and blood poured from his mouth.


  ‘Change the route…!’


  Kwaang!


  Kraugel fell to the ground and got straight up. There were three energy blades already heading towards him. Kraugel rolled on the ground and used a skill.


  Kururung!


  A white cloud spread from White Fang and covered the area. It was a trick to hide Kraugel’s body. But it was useless. Grid had a combination of high insight and the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch. He couldn’t detect Kraugel’s sword, but he wasn’t completely helpless. 


  Grid ‘quickly’ grasped Kraugel’s location within the clouds. It was proof of how high Grid’s present concentrating was.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Sharp energy blades flooded towards Kraugel every time Grid swung his sword. Kraugel, who was hoping to avoid the incessant energy blades, allowed another attack.


  ‘Kuk… Is this different from the skill called Transcended Link?’


  Grid didn’t use Transcend in the two broadcasts Kraugel had watched. The only ranged attack he used was Transcended Link. The difference between the one-time Transcended Link and the persistent Transcend made Kraugel feel baffled.


  Pepeng! Pepepepeng!


  A heavy rain of energy blades poured down from the sky. Kraugel used his power to avoid it and eventually regained his composure. He was truly a genius who adapted to the speed and trajectory of the energy blades.


  Shortly afterwards, the heavy rain of energy blades stopped.


  ‘The duration of the skill is over.’


  Kraugel determined and jump up towards Grid. A wicked smile appeared on Grid’s face.


  “Fake.”


  Peeng!


  The duration of Transcend was 30 seconds. There was still five seconds remaining. Grid once again fired energy blades at Kraugel. Unlike the ground, there was a limit to moving in the air, so Grid believed that Kraugel wouldn’t be able to avoid the attack. However, Kraugel changed the trajectory of his body using the back of White Fang. It wasn’t like Grid’s flying magic, but he seemed like he was flying through the sky.


  ‘Dodge it!’


  Grid felt shocked.


  “Haaap!”


  Kraugel moved through the air and reached Grid, swinging White Fang.


  Seokeok!


  Grid’s chest was badly cut. Kraugel heard Grid speak the moment he was able to link the next attack.


  “The third mistake…”


  God Hands.


  He reproduced his hands, but so far he only used it for Magic Missile or wielding weapons. Indeed, it was the worst mistake.


  Deopsseok!


  “…!”


  Kraugel got goosebumps. The swordsmanship was pathetic, but the four golden hands had far superior movement speed. They flew over and held onto his wrists and ankles. He was easily caught by the hands. Kraugel tried to quickly remove them, but a gap was shown.


  Grid didn’t miss that gap.


  “Linked Kill.”


  “Super Sensitivity!”


  [The cooldown time of Super Sensitivity still isn’t over.]


  “…!”


  Puk.


  Puk puk puk!


  Just as the excellent use of skills was recognized as part of one’s abilities, making use of good items was also a part of their abilities. Grid climbed the cliff persistently, despite being frustrated by his poor talent.


  He defeated the ‘sky above the sky’ that even famous rankers couldn’t reach. The Overgeared members, who belatedly arrived, witnessed the scene and couldn’t close their mouths. On the other hand, Lord’s eyes were shining like jewels as he was held in Ruby’s arms.


  Lord Steim. It was the moment when the perception that ‘Father is the best’ was stamped on the future absolute power.
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  [You have been hit by a lethal blow!]


  [The durability of the White Clouds Clothing (Unique) has decreased by 15.]


  [The durability of the White Clouds Footwear (Unique) has decreased by 21. There is a risk of damage.]


  [The durability of the White Fang (Legendary) has decreased by 9.]


  [You won’t die in sparring mode. Your health has fallen to the minimum, so sparring mode is finished!]


  Kraugel had been reigning at the top since Satisfy opened. He was praised for being the sky above the sky.


  ‘I lost.’


  It was just after he fought Piaro and he had many disadvantages, so was this the cause of his defeat? It was flimsy.


  ‘I lost to his efforts.’


  There were no excuses. If he made excuses every time he tasted frustration, the present Kraugel wouldn’t have existed.


  Shaaaaaah–


  Was it mourning for the broken sky? Dark clouds formed in the blue sky and rain poured down.


  “Ku…ock!”


  Kraugel exchanged looks with Grid as blood flowed from his body. He was about to fall when Grid caught up.


  “Be careful.”


  “…?”


  “You’ll die if you fall from this height.”


  Grid used more strength while bluntly speaking. He was tired, so it was difficult to control his body. Kraugel laughed as his head rested on Grid’s neck.


  “I’m thankful that you saved my life.”


  “Of course. You would’ve lost your experience if it wasn’t for me.”


  “…Yes, thanks to you, I’m able to keep my number one ranking.”


  “Protect that position until I take it from you.”


  “It means I will have to play the game for 100 years.”


  “…It won’t take that long.”


  After decreasing his body fat through constant exercise, Grid showed off his good frame, as well as his thick eyebrows and high nose. Once he entered his late 20’s, he was able to look more mature and gave off a manly charm.


  On the other hand, Kraugel was a man with a neutral type of charm. He was beautiful with stubborn eyes, fine skin, red legs, and well styled black hair. The two men leaning against each other while landing on the ground gave women a strange stimulus.


  ‘It’s to the extent that I feel jealous.’


  Jishuka couldn’t help laughing.


  ‘Now I am being pushed by a man.’


  Yura was frustrated.


  ‘I would rather see Oppa with a man rather than a woman…’


  Ruby had dangerous thoughts.


  The two men, Grid and Kraugel, descended safely and stared at each other for a moment, while they were watched by the Overgeared members.


  ‘Can I win if we fight again?’


  ‘I don’t want to turn him into an enemy.’


  Grid felt awe towards Kraugel. The jealousy caused by an inferiority complex was completely erased. Was it the leisure of a winner? It wasn’t such a simple concept. This was pure respect. He was driven to the defensive by Kraugel, who had a normal class. Grid was glad to meet him.


  Kraugel also had similar feelings to Grid. Grid had the best talent, despite not inheriting talent from the heavens. Kraugel felt respect for Grid, who put in effort to overcome everything he had endured over the years.


  Kraugel asked, “How do you have time to grow despite your status, family, and colleagues?”


  Grid asked in return. “Is it possible for a person to grow alone? I can’t do that.”


  “…I think the concept of growth that I am talking about is different from your concept of growth. But, well, I understand.”


  Kraugel accepted it and stood up. The rain stopped and the sun appeared again. A smile appeared on Kraugel’s face.


  “It looks good.”


  People crowded around the wounded Grid. They were the famous rankers belonging to Overgeared, baby Lord, Ruby, and Piaro. Dozens of people were only looking at Grid. Looking at their worried and proud eyes, Kraugel was able to see how much they cared about Grid.


  He wanted to be the best. So he had to get ahead of anyone.  Alone, quickly.


  Grid became a new inspiration to Kraugel, who always isolated himself.


  “I will see you again one day.”


  Then Grid caught up to Kraugel, who was trying to leave alone. 


  “Stop by the smithy. I will repair your items.”


  “I don’t want to owe more than this.”


  “Aren’t you going to pay for the cost of the repairs? So it isn’t a debt. Come on, let’s go.”


  “…”


  ***


  “What happened?” Jishuka asked.


  How did the 1st ranked Kraugel come to Reidan and how did he face Grid? Jishuka and the Overgeared members wondered about the situation.


  “That…”


  Piaro explained honestly. The Overgeared members were filled with anticipation after finding out the whole story.


  ‘Kraugel is a close brother to Piaro?’


  ‘Hopefully this…’


  ‘Is it possible for Kraugel to join Overgeared?’


  If so, it was a jackpot. The power of Overgeared would jump by leaps and bounds.


  ***


  [+8 White Clouds Clothing]


  Rating: Unique (Set)


  Durability: 150/389     Defense: 317+168


  * Overall speed will increase by 5 + 1.5%.


  * Evasion rate will increase by 10 + 3%.


  -When 3 set items are equipped: Defense +300, evasion +5%.


  -When 5 set items are equipped: Defense +600, evasion +12%.


  Clothing that the people of the East Continent enjoy.


  The appearance is plain, but its functionality isn’t.


  The blue leopard’s fur woven into the silk material gives it excellent defense and durability.


  Weight: 411


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher. White Swordsman, saurabi, spiritualist, hermit, etc.


  [+8 White Clouds Gloves]


  Rating: Unique (Set)


  Durability: 11/190     Defense: 53+36


  * There is a low chance of activating 3 Joint Attacks.


  * Attack speed will increase by 4 + 1%


  -When 3 set items are equipped: Defense +100, evasion +5%.


  -When 5 set items are equipped: Defense +250, evasion +12%.


  …


  …


  [+9 White Clouds Footwear]


  Durability: 25/210     Defense: 120+62


  * There is a 5~15% reduction in skill cooldown time.


  * The effect of movement skills will increase by 10 + 4%.


  …


  …


  The smithy. Grid was convinced when looking at Kraugel’s equipment.


  ‘Saurabi, spiritualist, hermit… Just like this continent mimics the culture of the west, the East Continent must be based on oriental culture.’


  The appearance of the clothing was very similar to those worn in the Joseon Dynasty.


  Also.


  ‘It’s like Pagma’s attire.’


  It might be the case. No, there was a high probability that he needed to visit the East Continent. But how? As Grid played Satisfy, he constantly heard talk about the East Continent. Even the explanation of Piaro’s Supreme Swordsmanship mentioned the East Continent.


  Grid learned something in the process. In order to reach the East Continent, he had to cross the Dead Sea. Beyond the Dead Sea? It was impossible to enter the East Continent.


  ‘How was Kraugel able to enter the East Continent?’


  Grid was curious. He wanted to ask Kraugel about this. But he didn’t open his mouth. What did Kraugel have to do to reach the East Continent? Grid didn’t want to be the impertinent person who asked for such high value information. This was also his pride.


  Grid repressed his curiosity and asked, “The set item effect? Take out the other two. I will repair the whole set.”


  “This is all.”


  “…Do you mean you were only wearing three pieces of armor when fighting me?”


  In fact, it was two pieces. He didn’t wear the gloves. However, Kraugel didn’t give a lengthy explanation. It was just the excuses of a loser.


  “It was the same when fighting Brother Piaro.”


  “…You are great.”


  Grid started to repair the White Clouds clothing, shoes and gloves. As a legendary blacksmith, Grid could produce cloth-type armor with good quality, so repairing them wasn’t difficult. Kraugel watched Grid and admired his dexterity, then he handed over White Fang.


  “Can you repair this as well?”


  “Yes.”


  Grid repaired the armor and grabbed White Fang. Then he became thrilled.


  ‘Truly great.’


  [+9 White Fang]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 170/409  Attack Power: 915+486


  * Attack speed will increase by 7 + 2%.


  * Skill damage will increase by 10 + 5%.


  * Ignores 20 + 10% of the target’s defense.


  * After succeeding in three combos, further damage will be dealt in the form of cutting damage.


  The favorite weapon of one of the 33 great demons, Drasion.


  Weight: 887


  User Restriction: Level 310 or higher. Advanced Sword Mastery level 5 or higher.


  ‘There was a reason to be scared. How did he get this to +9…? He must’ve spent a lot of money.’


  The probability of enhancing legendary equipment was the worst. Grid had a passive skill that increased enhancement rate, but even he had to pour a huge amount of money into enhancing Failure to +9.


  It was impossible to gauge how much money Kraugel would’ve spent in enhancing White Fang.


  ‘Anyway, its performance is great.’


  White Fang. As a great demon’s weapon, it was a very excellent weapon.


  The options were somewhat lacking, but that wasn’t a disadvantage. The few options meant that the basic attack power was unique. It was comparable to Failure, despite being a one-handed sword.


  Grid was admiring it when he felt doubts.


  ‘Isn’t this too weak for a weapon used by a great demon? The level limit is too low.’


  The material was strange. The color was reminiscent of mithril at first glance, but its hardiness was several times better than mithril.


  ‘A metal that even a legendary blacksmith can’t recognize…’ 


  It was likely to be a mineral that could only be collected from hell, like the blood stones.


  ‘If I know the exact material, my proficiency in the blacksmithing skills will greatly increase…’


  Grid thought for a moment and opened his mouth.


  “Maybe. It’s possible that I can draw out the true power of this sword.”


  “…?”


  Draw out the true power of the sword? Kraugel didn’t know about the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill, so he couldn’t understand the concept. Grid made a suggestion to the puzzled Kraugel.


  “If I was to upgrade the performance of this sword, could you help me with one thing in return?”


  Games. In particular, items were especially important in MMORPGs. It was an unchanging truth that the 1st ranked Kraugel was well aware of. Therefore, he spent a lot of money on enhancing his equipment.


  That’s right. The reason that Kraugel didn’t have the full armor set was the limitation of the the white swordsman class. In this situation a legendary blacksmith was offering an item upgrade. It was an irresistible temptation.


  “I am willing to accept the deal. However, I will pay the value of the upgrade if you make a ridiculous demand.”


  “Okay.”


  Grid used a skill with a happy face.


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill has been used.]


  [The blacksmith who became a legend can appraise items with an excellent discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will be found.]


  [You have discovered a hidden feature in White Fang!]
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  [You have discovered a hidden feature in White Fang!]


  [The information about White Fang has been updated.]


  Ttiring~


  [+9 True White Fang]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 170/609  Attack Power: 1,015 + 539.


  * Attack speed will increase by 10 + 3%.


  * Skill damage will increase by 15 + 7%.


  * Ignores 25 + 15% of the target’s defense.


  * Slashing attacks will add an additional 20 + 10% damage.


  * After succeeding in three combos, further damage will be dealt in the form of cutting damage.


  * The skill ‘Heart Selection’ will be generated.


  * The curse ‘Bunhelier’s Gaze’ will be applied.


  It was produced by smelting the fang of the evil dragon Bunhelier, giving it the ultimate power. But it contains a curse. The owner will be followed by Bunhelier’s Gaze.


  The great demon Drasion sealed a portion of the sword’s power to avoid this gaze, but the legendary blacksmith Grid released the seal.


  Weight: 887


  [Heart Selection]


  Passive.


  When striking at the target’s heart (including both normal and skill attacks), there is a normal chance that double the damage will be dealt. There is also a low chance of instantly killing the opponent.


  Resources Consumed: None.


  Skill Cooldown Time: None.


  [Bunhelier’s Gaze]


  Curse.


  The evil dragon Bunhelier is always watching over you.


  You might be attacked on a day when Bunhelier is feeling grumpy.


  Skill Activation Condition: random.


  [Information about ‘Bunhelier’s Fang’ used to make the item has been obtained!]


  [The skill proficiency of (Understanding of Gods’ Weapons) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill has increased by 10%.]


  ‘Amazing…!’


  There was a persistent problem with legendary skills. Was it the long cooldown time and resource consumption? No, that was a secondary issue. It was basically very difficult to raise the level.


  It was the same for the Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill. Grid had become Pagma’s Descendant three years ago in Satisfy time. He invested a considerable amount of time and effort into making items, but was only able to raise the level of the Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill to seven.


  It couldn’t be helped. After reaching level seven, his skill proficiency only increased by 1% when making unique items. But now, he gained 10% experience just from learning about a new mineral 


  It was a dragon material. Grid felt like everything paid off.


  ‘Moreover, the results of the White Fang appraisal are also good.’


  The attack power and durability increased by 100 and 200 respectively, and an additional option was added. Grid was thrilled with the performance, as he got some idea of what Iyarugt would be like if it grew to the legendary level.


  In particular, the skill Heart Selection would have a great synergy with Kraugel. Kraugel’s godly control skills meant he could freely take advantage of Heart Selection. But there was one thing Grid couldn’t accept.


  ‘A cursed item?’


  Grid’s face stiffened as he read the item description until the end. It was good that White Fang’s performance was enhanced. But a curse? It was the worst curse, to be surveilled and attacked by a dragon!


  ‘…Crazy.’


  It seemed like he had done something wrong. After the spar with Kraugel. Grid wanted to do a favor for him, but it turned out to be poison.


  Gulp.


  “What’s going on?”


  Kraugel had an ominous feeling after seeing Grid’s color drain away and snatched White Fang. Then he stood like a petrified statue after checking the item information.


  “…”


  An awkward atmosphere flowed.


  Grid and Kraugel. The two men both remained silent. Grid was the one to break the uncomfortable silence first.


  “…I’m sorry. I am ashamed.”


  Grid was no longer shameless. He acknowledged his own mistakes and was ready to take responsibility for them. This was because he had to maintain his honor as Lord of Reidan, leader of Overgeared and father of Lord.


  “I’m really sorry. It wasn’t maliciously done. Give me time and I will return the item to its original state.”


  Grid apologized again. Kraugel looked at White Fang quietly and spoke in a trembling voice.


  “…Amazing.”


  “Eh… Huh?”


  “Seeing the hidden abilities of an item and drawing them out, you truly are a legendary blacksmith. Among the two billion users, you’re the only one who can do this. It is truly amazing.”


  Kraugel expressed his admiration. The peak of two billion users, how many users were able to impress the 1st ranked Kraugel? It would be enough to be counted on 10 fingers. Grid’s ability was unique and great.


  Hwik.


  Hwiik.


  Kraugel wielded White Fang a few times and spoke to Grid.


  “Thank you.”


  “…?”


  Grid was stunned. Kraugel’s reaction was completely different from his expectations, making him confused. Kraugel shrugged at the puzzled Grid.


  “Thanks to you, I can now own the best item.”


  It wasn’t an exaggeration. Kraugel was sincerely happy. The True White Fang’s performance was enhanced. In particular, he was inspired by the Heart Selection skill.


  ‘I will become two, no three times stronger than before.’


  Kraugel was confident that the Heart Selection skill would be his greatest weapon in the future. Striking the target’s heart? It was easy for him, since he had complete control over his movements. 


  Grid carefully asked the delighted Kraugel.


  “That… Is it okay? There’s a curse.”


  Kraugel laughed.


  “Ah, you were worried. You don’t have to worry about Bunhelier. I remember a verse from the folk song of the Trempet people, stating that ‘Evil dragon, a hero sealed it 500 years ago.’ It is highly unlikely that Bunhelier will appear at this time.”


  ‘Where is Trempet?’


  While ordinary users played the game by exploring Satisfy, Grid was a unique case who stayed in the Eternal Kingdom. In other words, he didn’t know the names of rural areas.


  ‘And a verse from a folk song?’


  Grid was insufficient in this regard. He played Satisfy and often missed minor parts. Kraugel was the opposite. His senses were sharp and he was cautious about everything, so he didn’t miss anything trivial. The evidence was that he remembered the folk song of a remote village in a small kingdom called Trempet. 


  “So, what is the price I have to pay?”


  “That…”


  Grid wasn’t able to easily speak the price for repairing the True White Fang. The thing he most wanted was to obtain Kraugel. Of course, it was to join Overgeared. But Grid couldn’t readily say this.


  Wasn’t the reason why Kraugel was always alone, despite being ranked 1st for the past several years, because he wanted to do it himself? Grid had to take into consideration Kraugel’s tendency to dislike belonging to groups. It was proof that he grew.


  Grid thought about it for a while before opening his mouth.


  “Tell me how to get to the East Continent.’


  “Good.”


  Kraugel’s mind became lighter. He had inflicted damage to the territory in his spar with Piaro. Grid had protected his experience. White Fang received an upgrade. He was thankful for the help, so he could relieve his burden by telling Grid the way to get to the East Continent.


  The value of this information was great. It was information that could only be completed if knowledge and information gathered around the continent for at least one year were aligned like puzzle pieces. 


  “There is an archipelago in the sea south of the Sea Kingdom Media called Benhen. It is an archipelago made up of a total of 66 small islands.”


  Grid listened closely.


  Kraugel sent him a provocative look.


  “There is a sage present somewhere called Sticks. If you find him, you will be able to move to the East Continent.”


  “If I can find him? Are you saying that he’s hiding in a place that is hard to find?”


  “The Behen Archipelago is a very dangerous place. You have to cross 66 islands one after another. A few high rankers became frustrated and couldn’t even pass the 10th island. And Sticks usually lives on the 25~29th islands.”


  “Media… Behen… Sticks…”


  Grid didn’t forget to take notes of the information obtained. Kraugel was shaking with excitement as he watched Grid.


  ‘What island can he reach?’


  Even Kraugel reached his limit at the 30th island. This island was believed to be the limit of the current users. But Grid was the one who beat him. Maybe he would be able to get something bigger from Sticks?


  ‘I am looking forward to it.’


  A person ridiculed as a dull-witted. Kraugel hoped that despite all the trials, despair and frustration, Grid would grow up and inspire Kraugel to grow. It was the true wish of Kraugel, who gained a precious rival.


  ***


  “Why is it so bustling?”


  Grid fully repaired Kraugel’s items. He was confused as he left the smithy with Kraugel. Jishuka, Lauel, Regas, Pon, Vantner, and the other members of Overgeared were all gathered in front of the smithy.


  Their eyes were staring at Kraugel. They were hoping that Kraugel would join Overgeared.


  “Eh, um…”


  Grid was perplexed. As leader of Overgeared, he had failed to meet their expectations. Grid felt guilty and turned towards Kraugel.


  “How is it? Do you want to have a meal with us?”


  “Hrmm.”


  Just as Grid’s liking towards Kraugel increased after the spar, Kraugel also liked Grid as well. He personally wanted to become friends with Grid. He believed that both of them could help each other.


  However, he was burdened by the attitude of the Overgeared members. Kraugel slowly opened his mouth as he watched the Overgeared members, who were saying ‘be our friend’ with their eyes.


  “My mother suddenly called, so I should go. Log out.”


  Suruk.


  “…?”


  The peak of two billion users. The sky above the sky. The best. The absolute leader of the rankings, who monopolized all types of titles, Kraugel.


  Was he an elementary school student, to use his mother as an excuse to log out? It was a rather childish appearance. Grid and the Overgeared members thought it was absurd.
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  After a few minutes of silence.


  Vantner stared at the spot where Kraugel logged out.


  “We should stay here until Kraugel logs in again.”


  “Is that a good idea? Once he logs in, we will immediately kidnap him.”


  “Okay! We’ll make him a slave of Overgeared!”


  “Ohh! The 1st ranked user will join Overgeared!”


  The members of Overgeared made a plan. Grid frowned at them and said, “Cut it out. Don’t force it.”


  Jishuka was surprised.


  “You want to miss out on the chance to get the best power?”


  Grid was the embodiment of greed. Considering Grid’s usual tendencies, he should be obsessed with obtaining Kraugel. She couldn’t help feeling curious.


  ‘Does he personally not like Kraugel?’


  Grid spoke to the questioning Overgeared members.


  “We can’t get colleagues by force, right?”


  Of course, there were those who were baited by Overgeared. For example, Lauel. But Lauel and Kraugel were different. Lauel was a person who became fascinated with the power of items when he was looking for power, while Kraugel was a person who disliked belonging to a group.


  If they forced him to join, would he really be born again as a true companion?


  “And I already have the best colleagues. All of you. So don’t cling to Kraugel.”


  It wasn’t a pretense at all. Grid believed that he could accomplish any goal with his current colleagues. He didn’t feel great regret towards Kraugel. Grid had a separate role that he wanted for Kraugel.


  ‘Kraugel.’


  Go your own way. Be sure to become a sword saint. Then on the day they met again. 


  ‘Make me grow stronger.’


  Grid had learned a lot in the spar with Kraugel. How to avoid non-targeted skills, how to deal with targeted skills, how to use mana and physical strength, how to use items and skills, how to use the terrain and so on. Every one of Kraugel’s judgments and movements were deeply engraved in his heart.


  ‘Of course, I can’t be like Kraugel right away.’


  Grid believed it. If he keep trying and trying, one day he would be able to fight a better match against Kraugel.


  That’s right. Grid was conscious of Kraugel as his rival. A stupid person having a rivalry with the best genius? Some people might laugh. But Grid didn’t doubt his eligibility. It was because he had a high pride as the unique being who broke the sky above the sky. It was a pride unmatched by the arrogance that had been used to cover up his deficiency.


  ***


  Jishuka returned to the castle with Grid and asked.


  “Why didn’t you call us when Prince Ren’s army tried to invade Reidan? Do you know how absurd it was when I had to hear from the news that our territory was invaded by the enemy?”


  “You were working hard hunting the vampires, so I didn’t want to disturb you. In the first place, it was possible to resolve it with Lauel alone.”


  “You should call us if there is an incident! What if you were in danger?”


  “…”


  In the past, Grid would’ve responded casually, saying ‘If I was, I would summon a knight.’ But now Grid was different. He realized why Jishuka was angry and apologized.


  “I’m sorry the actions that I chose made you dissatisfied.”


  It wasn’t because he thought they were useless, or because he didn’t think of them as colleagues. It was pure goodwill. Grid apologized with gentle eyes and Jishuka couldn’t say anything more.


  ‘It is becoming harder to deal with him.’


  Jishuka couldn’t help being conscious of Grid. Grid had a weak and stupid side, so sometimes he felt young. That wasn’t the case anymore. Since becoming a father, Grid had been changing rapidly. He felt a strong sense of responsibility and his deficiencies were being erased one by one.


  Jishuka liked this appearance even more.


  ‘He will be great by the time he reaches 30 years old.’


  She wanted to see the mature Grid. As Jishuka felt mesmerized, Lauel approached Grid. Then he randomly apologized.


  “I’m sorry.”


  “What is it all of a sudden?”


  “Actually…”


  Lauel honestly confessed.


  “When I saw you on the battlefield a while ago, I thought you were still lacking. But this time, I realized that my eyes were wrong. You won against Kraugel, the sky above the sky. In the future, I won’t doubt your skills again.”


  After the 1st National Competition, Lauel had been with Grid for more than 10 months in real time. So far, Lauel had never looked at Grid with ‘envy’ or ‘respect.’ But now it was different. The emotions in Lauel’s eyes deepened.


  “I, Lauel, will stop following you just for your items. In the future, I will serve you will an honest and pure mind. This is the true oath of my soul that will penetrate the past and present.”


  Grid and the Overgeared members got goosebumps at Lauel’s words. Their hands and feet shrunk and they couldn’t think of anything else. Huroi was the only one thrilled by Lauel’s oath.


  ***


  Going back in time, to when Grid had just completed the Elfin Stone raid.


  『 A non-NPC player was elected as the pope! In addition! A Japanese person! 』


  Japan was overturned.


  Damian. An exceptional person who rose to the 2nd ranked paladin, despite being a paladin of the Rebecca Church. One day, he suddenly disappeared from the rankings list, so there was a rumor that he’d obtained a hidden class. And he was an otaku.


  One of Japan’s best Satisfy players was elected as pope of the Rebecca Church. The Japanese were filled with joy. They weren’t able to win a medal at the 1st Satisfy National Competition, but Japan cheered at the birth of a savior.


  『 Damian! Congratulations on being elected pope! The Japanese people are very proud! 』 


  『 Thank you. 』


  『 How hard was it for you to become a pope? The whole nation wants to know. What how did you overcome the trials and adversities to achieve something so great? 』


  The power of the pope of the Rebecca Church was absolute. Even the kings of a few kingdoms had to bow to the pope. This was why the Japanese had high hopes. Damian would develop a lot of policies favouring the Japanese users, making a great contribution to Satisfy’s development in Japan.


  This changed once Damian started the interviews with various media outlets.


  『 I only became the pope thanks to Grid. 』


  『 The legendary blacksmith Grid? There was a big battle with Grid and the Red Knight on the day of the pope candidate speeches. Was this how he helped Damian? 』


  『 It isn’t just that. From beginning to end, I could only become pope thanks to Grid’s help. 』


  Grid’s popularity was steadily rising.


  In particular, since the release of the white-haired version of Grid, a large fandom had formed in Japan. It was enough to make him the protagonist of the 5th Korean love. But as always, the Korean wave was a story that applied only to a small number of people.


  Most of the Japanese people didn’t care about the Korean wave. In such a situation, the Japanese hero Damian praised Grid exclusively, causing resentment. Grid was one of the main people who frustrated Japan in the National Competition, causing a backlash among the extreme right-wing people.


  “Why is Damian attributing all his achievements towards Grid?”


  “Doesn’t he know how much Japan suffered because of Grid?”


  “Grid is our nemesis! Not only did he destroy the Japanese rankers in the National Competition, he was also involved when the Sakura Guild attacked the Silver Knights Guild in the past!”


  “What? Grid is completely the worst! Damian, why is he praising that bastard? Is he a Zainichi (A Japanese word referring to Koreans who live in Japan)?”


  “It’s possible! It makes no sense that a pure blood Japanese would be a traitor!”


  The Japanese felt public outrage.


  ‘Damian is a Zainichi’ appeared on various SNS. A rumor that he ‘wanted to improve the image of Korea in Japan’ started to spread. It was the dirty masterpiece of the Japanese extreme right-wing forces.


  But Damian didn’t care. He had always been mocked for being an otaku, so such accusations were familiar to him.


  『 Rumors are raging about whether Damian is Korean or not. What do you think about this? 』


  『 I am a pure blood Japanese. 』


  『 However, Damian tends to portray Korea in a good manner by mentioning Grid in all interviews. There are many people who are questioning your intentions. 』


  『 I have never portrayed Korea in a good manner. I just thanked Grid, and it was misinterpreted by some people. 』


  『 In any case, it’s true that Damian’s image isn’t good for our country. In order to change your image and remove suspicions, why don’t you build a Rebecca Temple in the territories ruled by the Japanese? 』


  『 Strict conditions must be met in order to build a Rebecca Temple in certain areas. A temple can’t be built just because we belong to the same country. 』


  『 Then… Damian, do you have no intention of helping Japan after becoming pope? 』


  『 Of course. What does being pope have to do with Japan? As a pope, I must always be neutral. 』


  『 …I see. Then can I ask about your first official plan of action as pope? 』


  『 It is to build a temple of Goddess Rebecca in Reidan. 』


  『 No, didn’t you say that strict conditions had to be met to build a temple? Reidan’s current population is only 20,000, so doesn’t it fail to meet the conditions? You said you are neutral, but aren’t you blatantly favoring Grid? 』


  Fuji TV. It was one of Japanese’s leading right-wing media outlet, with the announcer representing the extreme right-wing people. He conducted an interview with a very negative view on Damian’s behavior.


  If Damian was a common person, he would’ve been afraid of the influence and retaliation of the extreme right wing forces. But Damian was an otaku. An otaku’s firm belief wasn’t easy to bend.


  『 I’m not showing favoritism to Grid, but repaying his grace. Grid is the person who saved me and the Rebecca Church! Goddess Rebecca has given me a divine message to repay his grace! Praise God Grid!! 』


  『 … 』


  “Crazy bastard!”


  The Japanese extreme right wing forces were furious. The Japanese had gained great power, but that person wouldn’t help his own people, or convince the Koreans to help him. They started thinking up a terrible plan.




  Chapter 356


  What was the terrible plan that the Japanese right wing forces set up?


  “We will kill Damian. Let’s show him the taste of fear and despair, so that he won’t talk about Grid again.”


  “We will tame him and use him to thoroughly strengthen the forces of the Japanese guilds.”


  “Let’s support the rankers who will participate in the next National Competition. If there are 10 Rebecca healers per ranker, who would be able to beat them in the National Competition?”


  That’s right. In the name of patriotism, they were trying to use force to dominate someone else’s life. It was a complete human rights violation and a terrifying idea.


  ‘I want to step on Grid.’


  That thought was on their minds. The right wing Japanese forces had no intention of touching Grid. The Seven Guilds didn’t have the power to threaten Grid, so they couldn’t even if they wanted to.


  They were weak to the strong, and strong against the weak. Just like the mass protests against Korean and the small anti-Chinese protests, the Japanese extreme right wing forces chose the path they believed was wise.


  Grid was the fundamental problem, but they turned away from him and aimed the arrow at the relatively weaker Damian. But they overlooked one thing.


  Damian was never weak. He might’ve been acting as an informal ranker for nearly a year, but he was originally a high ranker. He was also the first person to obtain a unique hidden class. Now he had become the pope.


  He was definitely one of the strongest people. However, when compared to Grid…


  ***


  Lauel was always interested in international affairs.


  Collecting a wide range of information while playing Satisfy was a basic skill, and knowing the issues of each country was a great help when it came to gathering information.


  “Eh?”


  It was early in the morning. Prior to accessing Satisfy, Lauel was looking at the overseas topics and was baffled when looking at the news from Japan.


  [Pope Damian! He announced that he would build a Goddess Rebecca temple in Reidan!!]


  “This person…!”


  Lauel’s expression twisted. Didn’t he advise him several times that the cooperative relationship between Overgeared and the Rebecca Church should proceed discreetly?


  In fact, during Damian’s campaign, Grid and Huroi had acted as carefully as possible. They tried to help Damian’s campaign while avoiding people’s attention. On the day of the pope speech candidates, they accidentally appeared on air, but there was no doubt that they were trying their best.


  Now Damian was turning all their hard work to naught.


  “Stop worshipping Grid!”


  The more influential religions were, the less biased they should be. They had to maintain a neutral position and treat everyone equally. It was because certain powers might collude with others to weaken the power of the religion.


  Lauel immediately connected to Satisfy and whispered to Damian.


  –Why are you ignoring my advice? How many times have I told you that you must keep your help towards Grid and Overgeared a secret?


  –It couldn’t be helped. It’s hard to maintain a neutral position forever because I’m receiving too much pressure inside and outside of the game. I had to make a choice.


  –Inside the game? Apart from the Japanese extreme right wing groups, there is another force putting pressure on you?


  –Yes, the Saharan Empire is trying to take the Rebecca Church as a state religion.


  Lauel’s expression stiffened.


  The Saharan Empire, based on a nationalist ideology, was trying to make the largest religion on the continent its state religion? The aftermath would be enormous. It would be prohibited to serve Goddess Rebecca unless they were part of the empire.


  The Saharan Empire was already the greatest power.  There were a total of 17 nations on the continent, but it wasn’t an exaggeration to say that all of them were under the rule of the empire.


  ‘The Saharan Empire…’


  They grew arrogant, as there were no enemies in the world.


  ‘If I was going to hand the Rebecca Church over to you, I wouldn’t have made Damian the pope.’


  The cynical Lauel laid out a map of the West Continent. Then he examined several kingdoms that bordered the Saharan Empire.


  ***


  Thorny Vine Forest.


  It was one of the roads connected Reidan and the Saharan Empire, and was the place where the legend of Faker, the god of death, began.


  “Isn’t this where the Ice Flower Guild was wiped out by Faker?”


  “Do you believe that ridiculous rumour? The Ice Flower Guild is one of the strongest guilds, and part of the Seven Guilds. How could they be wiped out by Faker?”


  “That’s right. Bondre alone would be able to take care of Faker.”


  “Grid just spread an exaggerated rumor in order to increase the reputation of Overgeared. It’s just a bluff.”


  Japan’s leading right wing guild, the 180 players of Sakura, were hiding in the forest. Their goal was Damian. Their first task was to kidnap and detain the traitor who was heading for Reidan.


  “We can wait around here. We’ll make that traitor pay for betraying his country.”


  “Building a temple in Grid’s damn territory, he must be a Zainichi.”


  “Whoa whoa, suppress your killing intent. We can’t kill the person who will become our puppet.”


  The Sakura Guild members gritted their teeth. After a while, they witnessed a long procession entering the forest.


  “Happy-chan~ isn’t it difficult? Do you want me to do it?”


  “Your Holiness, please maintain your dignity.”


  “I don’t care about my dignity if it means ignoring girls who are having a hard time.”


  “…”


  “Now~ Happy-chan, come on. Yes? Are you shy? You are completely cute. I want to pat your head like this.”


  “Kyaaak! Your Holiness! Don’t use too much strength!”


  The Sakura Guild members frowned. Pope Damian was part of a procession with 200 young girls? They heard he was an otaku, but they didn’t know he was a lolicon as well.


  “He’s enjoying this world properly after becoming pope.”


  “Bringing his harem girls on a journey…!”


  “Is he the emperor of the Lorije Empire?”


  Kkirik!


  Yoshimura, the master of the Sakura Guild, pulled back his bowstring. The bow of the person who was once the 2nd ranked archer was aimed exactly at Damian’s heart.


  “First, eat this!”


  Piing.


  A quick shot was fired. Yoshimura might’ve fallen to 4th place on the archer rankings, but it was rare to see someone with such a good bow skill in the world. The arrow quickly broke through the gap in thorns and precisely struck at Damian’s heart…


  “…This is?”


  Yoshimura was astonished. The 200 beautiful girls in white clothing who were following Damian. The young girls aged from 10 to 15 years old instantly brought out spears, swords, and shields, and blocked Yoshimura’s arrow?


  ‘Reading the arrow’s position and even blocking it? An arrow shot by Yoshimura?’


  ‘These kids are freely swinging a blade bigger than their bodies?’


  ‘The speed at which they take their formation is like well-trained soldiers!’


  The Sakura Guild members couldn’t believe the sight that was happening in front of them. They wondered how little girls could show such great talents and agile movements. It didn’t make sense.


  “…”


  Deep in the quiet forest.


  The Sakura members’ mouths gaped open as they hid, while the beautiful girls looked around the forest while holding weapons. Damian stood in the center and gave a meaningful smile.


  “Trying to fight the Rebecca’s Daughters candidates, how foolish.”


  The eyes of the Sakura Guild members shook.


  ‘Rebecca’s Daughters candidates!’ 


  The Rebecca Church only chose girls who were born with divine ability and talents, secretly training them to be the strongest paladins who could handle the three divine artifacts. And the name of the strongest paladins were called ‘Rebecca’s Daughters.’


  These girls were the candidates?


  ‘Shit! Aren’t the candidates secretly fostered in a secret temple of the Rebecca Church? Why are they accompanying Damian?’


  ‘These young girls are unbelievably strong…!’


  The confused Sakura Guild members were about to turn back after realizing the situation, when… 


  “Goddess’ Eyes.”


  Pahat! 


  A golden light concentrated on Damian’s fingertips and spread out all over the place.


  [The pope receives Goddess Rebecca’s blessing.]


  [Goddess Rebecca detects all living things within 300m of you. Undead and the demonkin will receive great damage.]


  “There are exactly 180 people.”


  Damian’s eyes sank coldly.


  “I don’t want blood covering the fine hands of these girls. I will do it myself. Goddess’ Blessing.”


  Pahat!


  Pa pa pa pa pak!


  It was truly spectacular. More than 200 green lights streaked through the dark forest, falling from the sky and hitting Damian and the girls.


  [The Goddess’ Blessing increases you and your party members’ stats by 10% for 5 minutes, negates one strike and will create a shield that absorbs 8,000 damage.]


  “Ack…!”


  The Sakura Guild watching Damian frowned. It was due to the intensity of the green light that wrapped around Damian and the girls that made them shine. Damian gazed towards the location where most of them were gathered.


  “Goddess’ Wrath.”


  Chiiiiiing!


  Two huge magic circles, around 3m in diameter, were quickly created behind Damian’s back.


  ‘What’s that?’


  The Sakura Guild couldn’t get a sense of Damian’s actions. It was natural. Among the users, only Grid would recognize the pope’s skills.


  “Die.”


  Damian’s declaration was a signal.


  Kuwaaaaaang! 


  It was like watching an anti-tank gun. Two huge rays were fired from the magic circles created behind Damian’s back, moving in a straight line that swallowed everything in its path. Half of the forest was destroyed.


  [Party member Gigs has suffered 14,100 damage!]


  [Party member Kinji has suffered 15,500 damage!]


  [Party member Rokman has suffered 14,990 damage!]


  [Party member Yoshimura has suffered 12,100 damage!]


  [Party member Orochi has suffered 9,900 damage!]


  [Party member…]


  [Party…]


  …


  …


  “This is ridiculous!”


  The faces of the Sakura Guild members turned white. It only took a few seconds to cast a large area skill that inflicted huge damage to dozens of guild members that were at least level 210? This was a complete scam!


  “How…? How can a user be so strong? This is ridiculous! It’s unbalanced!”


  Damian just laughed.


  “The pope’s tenure is limited to one year, so shouldn’t I be able to exercise this much power? Your level is just too low.”


  “Eek! We would be able to win if you weren’t the pope!”


  “I know that I’m the pope, but you’re stupid.”


  “I didn’t know a pope was so strong! Shit! Damn! If you were weak, we would be able to easily take care of you!”


  Truly unscrupulous guys. Damian sighed and pulled out a sword. Then he threw off his white clothing, revealing golden armor. ‘I love Isabel-chan, Rin-chan and Luna-chan’ was beautifully engraved on the armor.


  “I don’t need to use the pope’s power on you.”


  Teong!


  Damian rushed towards Yoshimura, the master of the Sakura Guild. Yoshimura calmly fired an arrow, despite being surprised at the paladin’s speed. It was a strong blow, but the arrow was offset by the shield of light around Damian.


  “It’s just this much.”


  “…!”


  Seokeok!


  Great skills.


  Damian showed a high level of swordsmanship that Yoshimura couldn’t escape with his agility, leaving him wounded. It was far beyond the range that the Yoshimura Guild estimated for the first unique hidden class and the pope.


  Damian might look silly because he was an otaku, but his ability was actually really great. However, when compared with Grid…
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  All paladins had similar swordsmanship.


  Every time they wielded the sword, they poured their whole heart into it, making it close to the concept of breaking the target. Due to this, the orbit was simple, and when the attack failed, it inevitably revealed a gap.


  Yoshimura had a lot of experience and was aware of this fact. How could an archer with high agility struggle against a paladin? It was like that until now.  For Yoshimura, paladins were merely solid targets. They wouldn’t easily fall down, but they weren’t a threat.


  Damian was the exception.


  Seokeok!


  “Kuak!”


  Every time Damian wielded his sword, Yoshimura’s body became covered in wounds. Yoshimura couldn’t avoid his attacks.


  “You..! How can a paladin use such splendid swordsmanship? Is it because you’re a hidden class and not a paladin anymore?”


  It was an incorrect guess. As Goddess’ Agent, Damian was still a paladin. However, it was a unique class. He was able to learn a higher Sword Mastery skill than general paladins, and that was the key to his high quality swordsmanship. Furthermore, Damian…


  “I’m a paladin. A paladin with the strongest master.”


  That’s right.


  Damian was a person taught by Piaro. He grew by leaps and bounds when he was farming under Piaro. It was thanks to a clear enlightenment, as well as the quest reward for ‘★ Hidden Quest★ Fun and Exciting Training!’


  “Supreme Swordsmanship might be slower than other swordsmanship techniques and less varied, but it is the most excellent one.”


  “Why?”


  “A good sword might be controlled with strength, while an excellent sword is controlled by the mind and heart. It can accelerate according to the speed of the mind, while making many changes like the heart.”


  “…”


  As a paladin, Damian couldn’t understand it. If this was reality, Damian wouldn’t have felt anything from Piaro’s teachings. But a game was different from reality.


  [You have received the teachings of the sword by Piaro and awakened!]


  [Accuracy is increased by 30% when wearing sword type weapons. This effect is applied separately from the Sword Mastery skill.]


  In other words, it was an additional reward for the hidden quest. Damian was well behaved and built up a great deal of favor during the hidden quest, and was able to gain great strength thanks to it.


  “The strongest teacher? What are you saying?”


  “There’s no need for you to know.”


  Puok!


  “Kuaaack!”


  “Master!”


  Yoshimura was deeply stabbed in the side and eventually sat down. Orochi saw this and ran over aggressively.


  “How dare you do this to Master!?”


  The strongest person in the Sakura Guild, Orochi. He was the master of twin swordsmanship. He was particularly strong in PvP as a high ranking player, capable of dazzling the target with his swordsmanship.


  But he wasn’t Damian’s opponent. Damian scoffed as he easily defended against Orochi’s sword with a shield.


  “Even Reidan’s farmer who likes potatoes will yawn against you.”


  Reidan’s farmer who likes potatoes?


  ‘Who is that?’


  Did he mean the legendary farmer who caused an uproar in the world by smashing Hurent and 2,000 troops in a short amount of time? Orochi felt doubts.


  Chaaeng!


  Damian pushed at Orochi using his shield and then stabbed his chest.


  “You aren’t my opponent. You should at least be a temporary farmer in order to deal with me. Oh, I am still lacking compared to him.” 


  Temporary farmer?


  “Who is that?”


  “I also don’t know.”


  “…?”


  From then on,  a one-sided massacre took place. The Sakura Guild lacked a third advancement class, so they were totally overwhelmed by Damian, who was over level 300. Damian’s basic defense was high and his healing was fraudulent, so it was difficult to kill him. 


  It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that Damian’s endurance in battle was the best. The Rebecca’s Daughters candidates were also a problem. The Sakura Guild’s hands and feet were tied up because they thoroughly assisted Damian.


  “Shit! Shitt!”


  Once their colleagues started dying, the Sakura Guild members became angry.


  Yoshimura cried out, “Why? Why are you helping a Korean person!?” (TL: Once again, a Japanese word meaning Korean person that has negative connotations)


  “Korean person? What an old-fashioned and racist remark. You should apologize.”


  “What? You… Keook…!”


  Damian no longer continued the conversation. He knew that the opponents weren’t worth talking with, so he just silently killed the Sakura Guild members.


  On this day.


  The Sakura Guild suffered big damage. All the guild members died and lost experience and some items. It was a huge loss, making them unable to do anything big for a while.


  ***


  Grid became certain of one thing after the spar with Kraugel. His goal of becoming the best wasn’t a fanciful dream.


  ‘Geniuses… No, it’s true that my talent is poo compared to the general public.’


  He didn’t deny it, since it was a reality he’d realized since his childhood.


  ‘But.’ 


  Grid had a weapon that no one else had. It was the power of items. It wasn’t the usual items, but the items which had collapsed the sky above the sky.


  ‘First, polish the weapons.’


  In order to regular users to obtain items, they had to devote themselves to raids or hunting. However, Grid was different. As a legendary blacksmith, he was able to produce ideal items directly.


  ‘But it isn’t easy.’


  There was a limit on the performance of items. It was virtually impossible to make a 10 billion damage weapon that could kill a target unconditionally, or to be invincible by making a 10 billion defense armor.


  ‘It’s about creating ideal items within the limits.’


  It couldn’t be done by staying in the smithy. Grid knew from experience. Then what did he have to do?


  “…”


  Reidan’s smithy.


  Grid was locked in thought for a while.


  “Expand my insights.”


  Would it be possible to build up his current skills if he was alone like Kraugel, even if he was a genius? It wasn’t possible. Through repeated adventures, meeting new people and enemies, and learning and growing through them.


  ‘I should do that.’


  There was a place that Grid decided to go.


  ‘Behen Archipelago.’


  It was made up of 66 islands. Even Kraugel had only managed to reach the 30th island. By challenging it and experiencing new things, he could overcome his shortcomings and design more ideal items.


  The determined Grid moved to the castle.


  ***


  “Abu! Abuuuu!”


  “Welcome back.”


  Irene and Lord welcomed Grid. Irene’s affectionate gaze and Lord’s envious gaze were directed towards Grid.


  ‘I want to make them happy for the rest of my life.’


  Satisfy was different from reality. Enemies were everywhere and his precious people could be in danger at any time. In order to completely protect them, Grid wanted to become stronger. Grid summoned Lauel.


  “Did you call?”


  Lauel, who was buried in a pile of papers in his office, came running wildly. Grid was thankful for his diligence, despite always being tired.


  “I’m incompetent, so you’re experiencing a lot of hardships by taking on everything.”


  “I wanted to do it. You don’t have to worry. Continue to rely on me.”


  “Yes, I will believe in you and leave for a while.”


  “…Huh?”


  “I’m planning to go to a place called the Behen Archipelago. Please look after Reidan and my family while I’m not here. Ah, can I also take some of the potions produced by the alchemy facility?’


  “Huh? Ah yes, of course.”


  Lauel was confused, but he didn’t ponder over Grid’s choices and actions. Grid had become more cautious since the spar with Kraugel, so Lauel thoroughly trusted him. After that, Grid made love to Irene, said goodbye to Lord, and left for the Media Kingdom.


  “Aba! Abubu! Abu!”


  Lord held the ‘Baby’s Wooden Sword’ in his hands and cried out as he looked at his father’s distant back. But there was no one who could understand the baby’s words. People thought that Lord was just saying goodbye to his father.


  However, the truth was different.


  A few days later. After some suffering, the pope procession succeeded in crossing the desert and finally arrived in Reidan. Damian’s heart was overflowing with joy. He was happy because he could see Grid and Piaro, who had helped him a lot without blaming him for being an otaku.


  But the touching reunion didn’t occur easily.


  “A murderer like you can’t enter the city!”


  The soldiers guarding Reidan’s gates blocked Damian’s way. It was unavoidable. Damian’s name was bright red from killing the Sakura Guild.


  “No, I’m the pope.”


  “Nonsense!”


  “Why would the pope commit such butchery?”


  “A murderer is trying to lie! Disgraceful person! Get out now!”


  “…”


  After a while, Damian was able to enter Reidan due to Lauel. However, Grid wasn’t there anymore.


  ***


  There were countless players hoping to cross to the East Continent.


  There were those who wanted to get ahead of everyone else, those who aimed for a reversal in a new land, etc. All types of people tried to reach the East Continent. The wealthy even invested an astronomical amount of money.


  However, most of them failed to reach the East Continent. They became stuck at the Dead Sea. Only a very small number of people succeeded. Out of two billion users, less than 1,000 succeeded in figuring out how to get to the East Continent.


  They were the people who grasped the existence of Sage Sticks by clearing a lot of linked quests. However, fewer than 10 people managed to cross to the Eastern Continent.


  Behen Archipelago. It was a difficult task to break through the 66 islands, which were like an instant dungeon.


  “Sigh.”


  After a long journey, Grid arrived at the Behen Archipelago and took a deep breath to calm himself down. Was he nervous because he remembered Kraugel saying that even famous high rankers had been eliminated at the first island?


  No. Grid was actually filled with confidence. The reason for his deep breathing was to stop himself from becoming angry.


  “Now, shall I get started?”


  Grid readied himself and started to cross the bridge between the mainland and the first island. A notification window appeared at the end of the bridge.


  [Do you want to enter the instant dungeon ‘Behen Archipelago’?]


  “Yes.”


  [The ‘Behen Archipelago’ is limited to one person and the escape method is unknown. Death is highly likely. Do you still want to enter?]


  “Go.”


  At the same time. Grid’s body was sucked into the gate.


  ***


  “It’s been a long time since there was a challenger.”


  The hidden sage, Sticks. He gazed into his magic ball and saw a man with black hair. Sticks examined him closely and didn’t feel inspired.


  “Anyway, he will be eliminated.”


  The first island dropped the challenger’s stamina to the limit. Faced with the terrible limit, they would cause their own self-destruction. Over the past few decades, most challengers lost their lives at the first island.


  Sticks was sure that the same thing would happened to this black-haired man. However, the result was different from what he expected.


  “Heok! N-No, how…?”


  Sticks was shocked. He looked like he saw a ghost. It was natural. The first island. The goal was to take advantage of the island terrain to hold out against the monsters that appeared ‘infinitely’ for 20 minutes.


  They should reduce the area that the monsters could attack from by moving to the highlands or into narrow places. It was a common strategy, but most people didn’t survive for 20 minutes even if they knew the strategy. There was a limit to their stamina.


  However, the man with black hair used an unconventional method. He cleared the first island easily without using a strategy. After summoning four golden hands that each held a weapon, he waited for the monsters to appear and killed them. It was a method that destroyed common sense, making even the sage Sticks embarrassed.




  Chapter 358


  [You have entered the first island.]


  The first island was much smaller than Grid expected. The area of one tenth of Yeouido Park. The structure was very simple. There were several rock piles, as well as white sand.


  “There isn’t anything?”


  Grid was looking around with confusion when he saw the notification window that popped up.


  [A mission will be created.]


  [First Island]


  Survive for 20 minutes!


  First Clear Reward: 1 Challenger Point.


  [The mission will start 30 minutes from now.]


  “Survive?”


  This place was Behen Archipelago, where even high ranking users died. What terrible things would happen in the future that he needed to ‘survive?’ Ordinary people would be extremely nervous and uneasy.


  But Grid was the person who broke the sky above the sky. This created a high pride, and he wasn’t easily upset. Grid was only focused on the compensation.


  ‘Challenger points? Is it something that only applies to certain areas?’


  Reputation was used as the currency in the Reputation Store.


  ‘What can I buy with this?’


  Grid was full of anticipation. He used Braham’s Boots and looked over the island from the sky. It was to grasp the situation before the mission started.


  ‘Magic circle?’


  There were four large magic circles engraved on the island. What were they for? Another person would’ve been able to grasp it more quickly, but Grid just had the intelligence of an ordinary person and only came up with an idea after a while.


  ‘Are they places where monsters are created?’


  Since it stated that he had to survive for 20 minutes, it meant he would be threatened for 20 minutes. Grid guessed that monsters would pour out of the circles as soon as the survival mission started.


  But he wasn’t fully convinced. It was to leave his mind flexible to cope with unexpected situations.


  “I have to prepare.”


  There was a few minutes left until the start of the mission.


  In order to secure the minimum of safety and prevent himself from wasting mana, Grid landed on some rocks. He summoned the God Hands and gave them the strongest weapons, before moving them to the different magic circles.


  “Attack as soon as the enemy appears.”


  The four God Hands swung their weapons as if in reply to Grid’s command. After a while.


  [The first island’s mission has begun.]


  Pak!


  Pa pa pa pat!


  A smile appeared on Grid’s face. He was delighted that his expectations were correct. That’s right. Monsters were created at the four magic circles.


  Kieeeek!


  Kyaack!


  The monsters that emerged from the magic circles were the creepy sellobu.


  ‘It has been a long time.’


  Sellobus. They were a spider type monster with low defense and stamina, but high attack power and speed. The sellobus were so fast that humans couldn’t counter. They were ghastly monsters that slaughtered players all over the continent.


  ‘Only level 200.’


  Now Grid could destroy the sellobus in one blow. But the God Hands were different. The God Hands only had 30% of Grid’s stats. In addition, his Sword Mastery was only beginner level 7. They had the most advanced weapons, but they couldn’t stop the sellobus instantly. It took them an average of three to four hits.


  ‘Too slow.’


  The speed at which the sellobus were created was much faster than the speed of the God Hands’ hunting. Their numbers started to get out of control and they shot poisonous liquid at Grid.


  “Kuk.”


  As expected of an offensive monster, their damage was flawless. The cumulative damage was a burden on Grid.


  ‘It’s a waste of experience, but it can’t be helped.’


  Grid used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcended Link, to kill the sellobus around him, then pulled out his next method.


  “Noe, Randy.”


  “Snack time! Nyang!”


  “Randy, Grid okay.”


  Noe and Randy, who was in the form of Grid, appeared. Grid ordered the two of them.


  “Support the God Hands in the east and north. I will support the hands in the south and west.”


  “Nyang!”


  Noe replied energetically, moving his wings and heading east. On the other hand, Randy didn’t know where the north was. However, he soon moved quickly when Grid pointed. Thanks to them joining, the east and north God Hands could quickly kill the sellobus.


  Grid also wasn’t idle. He reached out his hands to the left and right and fired the Magic Missiles, assisting the God Hands that were suffering under the sellobus. From this point on, numerous notification windows appeared in front of Grid.


  [You have killed a sellobus.]


  [612,000 experience has been distributed.]


  [Your pet Noe has acquired 204,000 experience.]


  [Your pet Randy has acquired 204,000 experience.]


  [You have killed a sellobus.]


  [612,000 experience has been distributed.]


  [Your pet Noe…]


  …


  …


  “Wow, this is a big hit.”


  Grid was astonished. He killed almost four sellobus per second, so the speed of his experience gain was beyond imagination. It was around 10 times faster than the current best hunting ground, the vampire cities.


  This wasn’t the end.


  [The Sword Mastery of ‘God Hand’ has increased from beginner level 7 to beginner level 8.]


  [The Sword Mastery of ‘God Hand’ has increased from beginner level 8 to beginner level 9.]


  The Sword Mastery of the God Hands grew at a tremendous rate as they wielded their swords without a break. Grid trembled with something that was beyond joy. As the Sword Mastery level of the God Hands increased, the speed of the sellobu hunting became even faster, causing an equivalent rise in the speed of acquiring experience. Now it was 20 times faster than when hunting in the vampire cities.


  [You have killed a sellobus.]


  [You have killed a sellobus.]


  [You have killed…]


  …


  …


  [The level of Noe has risen!]


  [The level of Randy has risen!]


  [The level of Randy has risen!]


  “Yes! This is honey! Amazing!”


  Grid was so excited that he couldn’t help cheering. The first island that frustrated so many challengers…


  The land of despair turned into a great hunting ground for Grid.


  ***


  [You have cleared the first island.]


  [You have acquired 1 challenger point for the mission success.]


  [Challenger Point]


  Can be used to purchase items from the Challenger Store that exists somewhere in the Behen Archipelago.


  “Ah, too bad.”


  Grid ended up hunting for 20 minutes. He gained an extra 15% experience.


  “It would be nice if the mission was surviving for 20 days instead of 20 minutes… Or maybe 20 hours…”


  Grid’s heart wanted to take advantage of the first island. He wanted to repeatedly clear the first island so that he could catch up with Kraugel’s level. But it was a stupid idea. There were still a lot of islands. Wasn’t it likely to have a better hunting ground later on?


  ‘In the first place, I need to escape from here before I can do it again, and I don’t know how to escape.’


  Grid hadn’t yet fully grasped the system of the Behen Archipelago. He needed to be more careful. He disciplined his heart and stepped onto the newly created bridge. The gate to the second island was located at the end of the bridge.


  ***


  [You have entered the second island.]


  This island was at least 10 times larger than the first island. The scenery was also different. There was the sound of waterfalls from the lush jungle, as well as a small mountain at each end of the island. There were also lakes and caves.


  “Huh? Treasure chest?”


  Grid looked around and noticed one place. It was a towering rock wall just behind the starting point. There were 10 golden boxes shining brightly. 


  “What is this… No, is it a trap?”


  Grid didn’t act carelessly, unlike the past, and notification windows appeared in front of him.


  [A mission will be created.]


  [Second Island]


  Open the locked treasure chests! 


  There are 10 keys hidden throughout the island.


  It is important to find as many keys as possible, as each box has a different key.


  Time Limit: 3 days.


  First Clear Reward: Every time you open a box, 1 Challenger Point.


  * If two or more boxes can’t be opened within the specified time, you will be expelled from the island.


  [The mission will start 30 minutes from now.]


  “This time, it involves searching.”


  It seemed to be very difficult to find the keys if the time limit was three days.


  ‘Of course it’s hard.’


  The island was big and the terrain was too complicated. There were bushes, lakes, waterfalls, caves, and cliffs all over. He had to find a small key in this place? It was no different from finding a needle in the desert.


  But Grid didn’t show any signs of being troubled. He still had a bright smile on his face.


  ***


  “The second island had the most dropouts.”


  Sticks observed Grid through the magic ball. He didn’t have much expectations.


  It was true that the black-haired man broke through the first island in an extraordinary manner, but the difficulty of the second island was extremely high when compared with the first island.


  “In order to break through the second island, you need the intelligence to bring together the different clues observed, without missing a single one. But…”


  The black haired man was sitting in front of the magic circle and just resting during the 30 minute preparation time before the mission began. He was wasting this time and not even looking for clues, so it was like the black haired man had already given up.


  “I don’t have much expectation for him.”


  Sticks was surprised when he looked at the magic ball. Why was he so surprised?


  “Keok…! Keok keok…. N-No! Don’t tell me that person is a legendary thief?”


  Sticks was bound to think so. The treasure boxes that couldn’t be opened unless it was the right key, the black haired man opened them with one key in his possession. It was a dexterity that could only be admired.


  “T-The second island in just 10 seconds…!?”


  It was an unprecedented record. It was the moment when Sticks, who was called a sage because he was wiser than anyone else, became a fool. On this day, Grid reached the ninth island. It also meant that Sticks was surprised a total of nine times.




  Chapter 359


  [You have cleared the ninth island.]


  [You have acquired 24 challenger points for the mission success.]


  ‘I have a total of 102 points.’


  Grid reached the ninth island at a fast pace and was still okay. There were no signs of exhaustion at all. It was natural. He didn’t get tired because it wasn’t hard for him.


  “It’s easier than expected.”


  To be honest, Grid felt deflated. But he didn’t become overconfident. Wasn’t the Behen Archipelago the place that caused difficulty for Kraugel?


  ‘The difficulty is likely to rise exponentially over the next few islands.


  Grid thought this and controlled his heart. He didn’t know.


  The endless monsters on the first island, the hidden keys on the second island, capturing the escaped fox mice on the third island, swallowing the raging fire on the fourth island, surviving the blizzard on the fifth island, passing through the poisonous sixth island, the seventh and eighth islands where the strong boss monsters appeared…


  And the ninth island that he just cleared…


  From a general point of view, they weren’t easy. Grid was the only person who felt like the hell islands were easy. Even Kraugel suffered on the first and second islands.


  [Do you want to enter the 10th island?]


  “Yes.”


  Grid was sucked into the gate.


  ***


  The 2nd National Competition was to be held in Paris in around two months.


  Thanks to that, the employees of the S.A. Group were constantly busy. They ate rice and frequently worked overtime, so they couldn’t stay healthy. They had to coordinate the details before the opening of the global festival.


  “Hah, it’s hard.”


  Even Chairman Lim Cheolho, who was more passionate than anyone, was sick. As soon as he returned from Paris, he sat down in his massage chair at work.


  “I’m too old. No matter how much I manage myself, I quickly become exhausted.”


  Kkuok. Kkuok. 


  The massage chair worked on his shoulders and back, giving a very good effect. Chairman Lim Cheolho properly recovered from his fatigue and asked the supercomputer Morpheus.


  “Did anything happen to them?”


  Them. They were the five miracles, including Grid and Kraugel. They were people who repeatedly caused results that even Morpheus couldn’t predict. Chairman Lim Cheolho watched the five of them with interest.


  Before leaving for Paris, he asked Morpheus to monitor them. Morpheus reported with a mechanical voice.


  [Kraugel and Grid confronted each other, while Agnus encountered Braham’s soul. The other two are just raising their level.]


  “Huh?”


  Lim Cheolho doubted his ears. His focus wasn’t on the part about Agnus and Braham. The meeting between the two of them was scheduled, so there was nothing special about it. On the other hand, Kraugel and Grid were different.


  “What did you say just now? Kraugel and Grid fought? Why?”


  [Kraugel visited Reidan after acquiring the Sword Saint quest.]


  “Hah…! He has the Sword Saint quest already!?”


  Kraugel was really amazing. As a player, he was perfect without lacking anything. No, his perfection could be described as transcendental. That’s why even the supercomputer Morpheus couldn’t predict all his actions.


  “He will safely become a sword saint.”


  It would be easy for him to deal with the relatively weaker Grid. 


  Sword saint.  The most powerful battle focused class. In the future, how much stronger would Kraugel become? Chairman Lim Cheolho’s expectations were amplified. Morpheus spoke unexpected words.


  [Kraugel failed to obtain the sword saint class.] 


  “…?”


  Lim Cheolho’s eyes widened with surprise.


  “It can’t be… Surely he didn’t lose to Grid?”


  Chairman Lim Cheolho knew better than anyone how great Grid’s power was. It wasn’t an exaggeration. Lim Cheolho evaluated Grid higher than Grid did himself. But Kraugel was different.  In particular, he was an overwhelming presence in PvP. Apart from Agnus, there was no player who could win against Kraugel in a one-on-one match.


  Morpheus explained to the confused Lim Cheolho.


  [Kraugel was incomplete. The cooldown time of an important skill hadn’t recovered yet, and his equipment was damaged, so he didn’t wear all of them against Grid. As a result, Grid’s odds increased from 21.13% to 54.98%.]


  “Grid’s odds were so high from the beginning?”


  [I analyzed the skill tree, items possessed and accumulated battle data of both people, but I can’t be sure it is accurate. Kraugel has made my analysis meaningless 185 times and Grid 13 times.]


  That was why they were called miraculous beings. A smile appeared on Lim Cheolho’s face and he laughed loudly.


  ‘Today is chicken and beer.’


  Lim Cheolho decided to have chicken and beer while watching footage of the match between Kraugel and Grid. He was the one with the most assets in the world.


  ***


  [You have entered the tenth island.]


  It was a room rather than an island. The floor, walls, and ceiling were painted white, and the size of the empty room couldn’t be measured. It was hard to get a sense of the distance. Grid frowned as he looked around.


  “What’s this?”


  There were white pointed pillars rising from the ground. They were thin metal poles around 5cm wide and 2m long.


  “There are hundreds… No, thousands?”


  What was the identity of this pillars? A notification window popped up in front of Grid.


  [A mission will be created.]


  [Tenth Island]


  Avoid the lightning that will pour down like rain!


  The lightning can’t be defended against by any means. You can only evade.


  Mission Success Conditions: Reach the gate for the eleventh island.


  First Clear Reward: 30 Challenger Points.


  * You will instantly die if hit by a lightning strike.


  [The mission will start 30 minutes from now.]


  [The ceiling is opened.]


  Kurururung.


  Then a roar was heard from above. He looked up and saw the sky that was revealed by the opened ceiling. It was a sky full of dark clouds.


  ‘A lightning storm that can’t be defended against.’


  The lightning storm that would cause instant death would come pouring down. Considering the speed of the lightning, it was a mission that couldn’t be cleared. Only people with excellent control abilities could. For example, people like Kraugel, Regas, and Faker.


  “The difficulty is growing.”


  Grid finally became nervous. As he was worrying about what to do, he became interested in the pillars that appeared everywhere.


  ‘They wouldn’t be here for no reason.’


  Identifying the use of the pillars was a priority. Grid approached the pillar closest to him and used a skill.


  “Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.”


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill has been used.]


  [The blacksmith who became a legend can appraise items with an excellent discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will be found.]


  Ttiring~


  [Lightning Rod]


  Durability: 1/20


  A metal rod with a pointed end that attracts and absorbs lightning.


  The durability is weak because it is severely damaged. It will immediately turn to ashes from one lightning strike.


  Weight: 3


  [A hidden function doesn’t exist.]


  [Your understanding of the Lightning Rod is now 100%.]


  [The ‘Lightning Rod’ production method has been acquired.]


  “Ah, a lightning rod. I have to use this to avoid the lightning.”


  Grid grasped the identity of the rods and looked more closely. The distance between lightning rods was around 15m on average. People had to properly utilize their dashing skills to use the lightning rod and avoid the lightning.


  ‘Can I do it?’


  Grid wasn’t in a position to do it with his control skills. He worried for a while before coming up with an idea.


  ‘It’s really good that I made this.’


  The item that Grid took from his inventory was the Portable Furnace that he created.


  ***


  The number of players who had challenged the Behen Archipelago was exactly 990 so far. More than half of them were high rankers who dropped out at the first and second islands. Only 392 people reached the tenth island.


  Of those 392 people, only 65 passed the tenth island. The degree of difficulty of the tenth island was incomparable.


  “Heok… Heok…”


  Sweat flowed down Sticks’ jaw as he sat on the ground. The burden on his heart was very painful. He took a deep breath and turned his gaze towards the magic ball again.


  “He really won’t pass here.”


  This person stimulated his bad heart, so Sticks couldn’t help giving him a bad evaluation. Sticks could clearly see that the black haired man had a strange ability, but the tenth island was a place where only people with divine control skills could pass.


  ‘It means he can no longer depend on artifacts.’


  Could that man move 2,000 meters while avoiding lightning that fell three or four times per second? Sticks believed it was impossible. It wasn’t a baseless idea. Unfortunately, that black haired man didn’t seem to be able to perfectly control his excellent body.


  “Ordinary movements will never… Huh?”


  Sticks murmured with confusion. In the middle of the magic space, the man pulled out a portable furnace and started lighting it with the bellows?


  “What is it this time?”


  There was no ‘portable blast furnace’ in Sticks’ wisdom. A furnace couldn’t be easily handled unless the person was a blacksmith.


  “In the first place…”


  Why bring out a furnace in this situation?


  ‘Is he crazy?’


  No, it was a problem because he wasn’t crazy. Sticks’ confusion increased as the black haired man raised the temperature of the furnace and started to smelt the iron ore.


  “…Eh?”


  Sticks had a large amount of knowledge as a sage. So he was forced to feel astonished.


  “What? That smelting skill?”


  The black haired man exerted a tremendous smelting skill that completely destroyed the concept of ‘smelting’ that existed in Sticks’ knowledge. The iron was instantly melted and purified.


  “A legendary blacksmith…!”


  He seemed like a magician when shooting magic, a warrior when wielding the sword, a person with a lot of artifacts, and a thief who could easily open solid locks. Now he was also like a blacksmith.


  “What’s your identity?”


  A question mark appeared over Sticks’ head.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  The mysterious man finished smelting the iron and started hammering it. Soon after that…


  “Lightning rod?”


  That’s right. A metal rod, similar to the lightning rods rising from the ground of the tenth island, was born in the hands of the black haired man. However, the size was significant. It was a huge 7m in length.


  “…”


  Sticks was no longer surprised. No, he tried not to be surprised. He was afraid that his heart pain would occur again.


  Kururung! Kurururung.


  Suddenly, a heavy rain of lightning started. The black haired man was safe. It was thanks to the floating golden hands that carried the large lightning rod. The man moved like a noble covered by the umbrella his retinue was holding as he moved through the island.


  “Uh… Urghh…”


  In the end, Sticks was surprised and he grabbed his chest as he collapsed. It didn’t match the appearance of the imposing Grid.




  Chapter 360


  The 31 year old Kim Doohyun.


  Korea’s top star had an outstanding appearance and a proven performance in Hollywood. Despite his busy schedule, he steadily played Satisfy and finally arrived at the desert city of Reidan.


  “How exciting.”


  Kim Doohyun, who only just reached level 197, ‘Nyangmong’ was deeply moved. It was hard to cross the scorching desert that contained powerful monsters.


  ‘If I was a normal class user, I would’ve never been able to make it through the desert.’


  Nyangmong was a pet master. As a unique class, he possessed useful skills and it couldn’t be denied that he was a master of solo play.


  An average person could have three pets, but he could have nine. He could even temporarily make monsters friendly, so the monsters in the desert might be strong, but they couldn’t block his way.


  However, they were nothing in front of some farmers.


  ‘It is immensely large.’


  Outside Reidan. Vast rice fields stretched out from the outer walls into the horizon.


  ‘Grid is the owner of this big city. A duke’s authority is beyond my imagination.’


  Indeed, there was something admirable about someone who was the best in their field. He could feel how great Grid truly was.


  ‘He must’ve worked hard in order to climb up to his present place.’


  Nyangmong had also undergone countless trials in order to become a top star. Therefore, he had a shallow idea of Grid’s life. Grid might be younger than him, but it was respectable, regardless of age.


  Step, step.


  His footsteps were light as he walked through the rice fields. He hummed as he thought about soon being able to meet Noe. A farmer blocked his cheerful humming.


  “Who are you?”


  “…?”


  Nyangmong was just walking along. He couldn’t think of anything in his behavior that would’ve caused wariness. Then why was this person blocking the road? Nyangmong was confused by the farmer’s question.


  “I am called Nyangmong…”


  The farmer closely observed Nyangmong. To be precise, he looked at the nine pets following Nyangmong. It was surprising that the various pets were showing absolute loyalty and affection towards Nyangmong.


  “I covet your talent. The giant oaks can be used for farming.”


  “…?”


  Farming? It was strange that a farmer would say that to someone passing by. That’s right. Nyangmong didn’t know about the crazy farmer of Reidan. He had a busy schedule and played Satisy whenever he was free, so he couldn’t watch TV.


  “I’m not a farmer. Please open the path. I have to go to Reidan.”


  “You aren’t permitted to enter Reidan without my permission.”


  “Why? Are you the owner of this land?”


  “The owner of this land is Duke Grid.”


  “Then why should I get your permission?”


  “It’s my heart.”


  ‘Is he crazy?’


  Nyangmong seriously felt doubts. He felt like there was nothing good about the farmer in front of him. The farmer caught up to him while he was trying to run away.


  After a while. Nyangmong and his lovely nine pets were brutally destroyed by the farmer. From Nyangmong’s standpoint, it was truly absurd and unreasonable.


  –G-Grid, I finally arrived in Reidan. But I was caught by a mad farmer and forced to become a serf. Help me…


  [The other person is in a place where they can’t receive whispers.]


  –Ruby, help me…


  [The other person isn’t connected to the game.]


  “…”


  “Follow me.”


  It was the day when the professional cattle man was born in Reidan. As a unique class, his abilities were excellent. Reidan’s agriculture was becoming stronger day by day. Nyangmong also became stronger. He was still inadequate to join Overgeared, but he grew rapidly thanks to the ‘★Hidden Quest★ Fun and Exciting Training!’ 


  ***


  [You have entered the 11th island.]


  He disabled the lightning storm by making a huge lightning rod. Grid broke through the notorious tenth island in a smart manner, but he was still restless.


  ‘Other blacksmiths could’ve come up with the same idea as me.’


  He wasn’t special. He repeated that painful truth many times. But it was also encouraging. He had managed to think about a way to break through compared to the old days when he couldn’t think of ideas by himself.


  ‘Yes, let’s grow slowly.’


  Grid’s eyes filled with an emotion he didn’t have in the past. It was a phenomenon where he became aware of his lack of talent and tried to become wiser.


  ‘Somehow, my head is clear.’


  It was the moment when his way of thinking started to expand. Now Grid was evolving. It wasn’t a cataclysmic thing. It was the fruit of his steady progress over the past two years as Pagma’s Descendant.


  Was this impossible? No, it was possible. Grid wasn’t dull-witted. Every human was able to broaden their thoughts and knowledge through learning, experience, and self-reflection. Grid was the same.


  “That reminds me.”


  Was it because his thinking ability was higher than before? Grid had a new question.


  ‘What’s on the last island?’


  The reason why Grid visited the Behen Archipelago was to meet Sage Sticks, but the ultimate content of the archipelago wasn’t Sticks. Sticks was located on the 25~29th islands. Not the last island. 


  In other words, what was on the 66th island and why did the Behen Archipelago called them ‘challengers?’ With the benefit of hindsight, he noticed the name ‘Challenger Point.’


  “It’s a question that can be resolved when I meet Sticks.”


  It was foolish to waste his thoughts on meaningless things that he couldn’t figure out alone. Once he met Sticks, he would obtain the way to the East Continent was well as figure out what was on the 66th island. He should directly ask Sticks any questions he had.


  A notification window popped up in front of Grid.


  [A mission will be created.]


  [11th Island]


  Defeat the lizardwoman!


  First Clear Reward: 36 Challenger Points.


  [The mission will start 30 minutes from now.]


  Lizardwoman. The lizardwoman was the boss monster that lizardmen served, and her value was quite high. The reason was that she dropped the Pink Leather necessary for making the finest leather armor.


  “Hrmm.”


  Grid had a chance to raid the lizardwoman, which was difficult to see easily, but he didn’t show much inspiration. Was it because he didn’t know the value of pink leather? No, that wasn’t it. Grid also knew about the value of the pink leather. He’d even dealt with it directly. Every time Faker asked Grid to make him an item, pink leather was needed.


  The reason why Grid didn’t show any inspiration was because based on previous experience, the monsters of the Behen Archipelago didn’t drop any items. That’s right. The monsters that emerged on the Behen Archipelago was merely a collection of experience.


  It was disappointing, but Grid didn’t mind. The reason he first visited the Behen Archipelago wasn’t to obtain items, but to meet Sticks. He just had to move forward.


  Grid used Fly and observed the location of the lizardmen village from the sky. It was a large village with 207 huts that could accommodate a few lizardmen at once. Grid was able to roughly guess the number of lizardmen, and he continued to observe the village to point out the important areas.


  ‘There are three ponds.’


  He calculated all the variables involved in hunting a powerful lizardwoman and a large number of lizardmen.


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid moved hastily to take advantage of his 30 minute preparation time, taking out his blast furnace and smelting iron. He made a large iron plate that was over 20m in diameter. An ordinary blacksmith would need several hours to spread the iron so much. But Grid was a legendary blacksmith. He even had the four God Hands.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid and the God Hands hammered at the iron plate. After a while, he completed three iron plates and moved to the lizardman’s village again. His timing was perfect as the notification window popped up.


  [The mission has started!]


  At the same time, lizardmen popped out of the 297 huts. There was close to 1,000 of them. Grid witnessed the sight and shouted.


  “Noe, Randy! Help the God Hands cover the pond with these plates! I will cover you!”


  “I understand, Grid.”


  “Nyahahat! Master, believe in me!” Nyang!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcend flew towards the lizardmen on the path towards the pond. Some of the lizardmen hurriedly raised their shields to save their lives, but others were sliced apart.


  Kieek!


  Kyaack!


  The screams of the lizardmen filled the village as blood splattered. But there were too many lizardmen. Grid didn’t rest as he wielded his two greatswords, but the number of enemies didn’t decrease.


  Chaaeng!


  The lizardmen narrowed the distance to Grid, who kept attacking.


  Huuuuuuong!


  The God Hands, Noe, and Randy finally blocked the three ponds with the iron plates.


  Kik?


  The lizardmen were amazed by the sound of iron plates falling. The ponds that amplified their strengths were hidden. That’s right. The lizardmen were monsters who received stat bonuses from water.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Grid was reminded of this trait when observing the village, and covered all the ponds in the village with the iron plates.


  “Transcended Link!”


  Kyaack!


  Kieeeek!


  The level of the lizardmen warriors living in the same village as the lizardwoman was quite high at 230. But they didn’t receive any stat bonuses, making it hard to endure Grid’s attacks. Their shields were also useless. Grid used his most powerful skills with the +8 Grid’s Greatsword, before handing it to the God Hands.


  Then he took out Iyarugt and cut at the lizardmen with Noe and Randy.


  Kyaaaak!


  The lizardwoman grasped the situation and came out with a roar. She was quite strong as a level 300 field boss, but it was lacking compared to Hell Gao and Elfin Stone, and Grid was stronger than ever.


  The 11th island was easily cleared and Grid continued up to the 20th island. However, the 20th island was different. Thousands of eyes floated in a huge circle in the sky like a sun, watching Grid. He couldn’t help gulping at the sight.




  Chapter 361


  [You have entered the 20th island.]


  “Heok… Heok…”


  Grid’s complexion was haggard as he gasped for breath. It was natural. He’d spent a total of 45 hours and 19 minutes breaking through 19 islands.  It meant more than 15 hours in real time. Connecting to virtual reality for 15 hours a day wasn’t easy. The physiological needs were a basic problem, and he also consumed a lot of mental and physical power.


  ‘Since the 11th island, I wasted a lot of time.’


  The 11th to 19th islands were hunting or raid missions. It inevitably took a long time, causing Grid’s exhaustion to sharply rise.


  ‘I’d rather finish this off today.’


  There was no time limit to the Behen Archipelago. There was no reason to endanger himself by being impatient. His level had risen to 306 and Grid was about to log out when he suddenly stopped.


  ‘What?’


  A huge shadow from the sky started to darken the surface of the island. It seemed like night time.


  “This…!”


  Grid looked up and was shocked. A huge circle was hiding the sun. It was a circle made of tens of thousands of eyes.


  “Ugh.”


  Grid frowned with disgust. He had to swallow to push down his urge to vomit. The appearance of the circle was that bizarre. There were countless things like blood vessels on the surface that squirmed as the eyes blinked. The bloated eyeballs stimulated human fear and disgust to the limit.


  What was this mission? The familiar notification window rose up as Grid ignored the eyes.


  [A mission will be created.]


  [20th Island]


  Avoid the gaze of the hell moon!


  First Clear Reward: 130 Challenger Points.


  [The mission will start 30 minutes from now.]


  ‘Hell moon?’


  The hell moon looked like this?


  ‘Perhaps.’


  Grid had experience with visiting hell. The hell that he saw was nothing like the human world. It was hard to believe that such a terrible moon would appear.


  ‘But who knows? I went to hell during the day.’


  It was disgusting to see. However, it was imperative to observe the target in order to understand the purpose of the mission. It happened when Grid was looking up at the hell moon.


  [A helper fairy has appeared.]


  A system that didn’t exist until after the 19th island was launched.


  “Hello Challenger.”


  Was it a height of 50cm? A little male fairy appeared in a burst of light and greeted him. His behavior and tone were extremely polite, but his expression was full of playfulness.


  “Who are you?”


  The fairy explained to the confused Grid.


  “I am Bini, a fairy of love and justice, who has been asked by Sage Sticks to help the challengers.”


  “Sticks asked you?”


  “Yes, Sticks is anxiously waiting for a great challenger who can defeat the Behen Archipelago.”


  “Hoping for…?”


  Grid thought that the trials that existed on each island were Sticks’ work. He thought it was to prove the qualifications of ‘those who wanted to go to the East Continent.’ Now he realized he was mistaken.


  “If it isn’t Sticks, who made all the trials for each island?”


  “I don’t know. It was like this from the beginning.”


  “What is on the last island?”


  “I don’t know that either. You can ask Sticks if you meet him.”


  “…I thought you were a helper fairy. You aren’t very helpful.”


  “Nope, I’m sure that I will help. My role is to help the challengers overcome the trials.”


  “Then why didn’t you appear earlier?”


  “I can’t help the rabble! I only help the challengers who have reached the 20th island by themselves! So please pay attention to me from now on!”


  Bini took out glasses and started to explain.


  “In order to escape the 20th island, you have to avoid the hell moon’s gaze. There is a theory that the hell moon has 66,666 eyes. There is no place on this island where the hell moon’s eyes can’t reach.”


  “Then how do I escape it?”


  “Pretend that you aren’t a person.”


  “What?”


  Pretend that he wasn’t a person?


  ‘Wait.’


  Grid was baffled by the ridiculous command when he recalled Blackening.


  “What if I turn into a demon?”


  “Wow, a challenger has the power of Blackening? Indeed, you’re someone who managed to get here! But unfortunately, that is wrong. It isn’t the right answer. The hell moon is hostile to all living creatures.”


  “Then from the beginning, it’s creatures.”


  “Challenger is a human, so I tried to explain it from your eye level. Hehet.”


  “So how do I pretend to not be a creature?”


  “Stop.”


  “…?”


  “The hell moon doesn’t recognize any stopped being as a creature. Just stop when the hell moon’s eyes are open. And exactly once every five seconds, you have to slowly move one step while all of the hell moon’s eyes are closed.”


  ‘Is it like Red Light Green Light?’


  Grid was reminded of a familiar game as he looked over the island. Then he frowned. The size of the island was considerable. It seemed to be two or three times the size of Yeouido.


  “Moving one step every five seconds… Where is my destination?”


  Grid’s voice trembled as he asked.


  Bini replied with a large grin, “To the other end of the island. The gate to the next island is there.”


  “…”


  If a person’s thinking power increased, would their personality change? That wasn’t the case. He might be developing, but this expansion of thinking power didn’t change his essential nature.


  “Are you crazy?”


  Grid eventually revealed his true nature as he grabbed the diaper Bini was wearing. Bini was very embarrassed because half of his butt was exposed.


  “What are you doing!?”


  Bini shivered as as Grid’s face came close to his.


  “Your method of helping me is to tell me that moving one step every five seconds is the best way to make it past this island? Rather than giving me help, you are just making fun of me.”


  He couldn’t imagine how many days it would take to make it to the other end of the island using Bini’s method. In the first place, it was doubtful if he could maintain his concentration and patience.


  ‘It’s the worst if I have to stop when a monster is attacking.’


  Bini hurriedly explained to the furious Grid.


  “12 hours! In 12 hours, the sun will come up! Once the sun rises, the hell moon will hide itself!”


  “I can only move one step every five seconds during the night, but I can act freely during the day?”


  “That’s right! Move during the day and fight with the hell moon at night! You only have to suffer for a few days! It will be difficult with sleep deprivation, but it’s possible!”


  ‘The difficulty is too high.’


  It was the moment he admired Kraugel, who reached the 30th island. 


  ‘Wait… Could I use that?’


  Grid released the diaper as he had a wonderful thought. The second item that he created after Failure. Could he take advantage of it?


  “Does the hell moon rely on senses other than sight?”


  “No. I have never heard of that.”


  Sticks was probably watching right now…


  Tears of shame came to Bini’s eyes as he answered.


  “Is that so?”


  A dark smile appeared on Grid’s face. He came up with a way to avoid the eyes of the hell moon. But now wasn’t the time. He needed time to rest, both physically and mentally.


  “Log out.”


  ***


  “Ah, so good.”


  A restful night’s sleep felt good. Youngwoo stretched as he went out to the living room, where he saw Sehee.


  “I got a call from Team Leader Do Minjun.


  “Team Leader Do Minjun?”


  She was a young elite of Saint Constructions. Saint Constructions. It was that best construction company that didn’t belong to any big corporations, and it was ranked 5th in South Korea. It was also the construction company responsible for the construction of Youngwoo’s 10 billion won building.


  “What did Team Leader Do Minjun want?”


  “It was an interim report about how the construction is going well. She told Oppa to come visit the site. It is the first time that a client hasn’t visited their own building.”


  “Where can I find the time to go there? I’m too busy playing the game.”


  “Shin Youngwoo, you are very trusting of people these days. In the old days, you would’ve thought they did a bad job since you can’t see them. You would’ve monitored the construction site 24 hours a day.”


  “Isn’t Saint Constructions doing the work in my name? In addition, it was a company recommended by Yura. Well, I don’t care. Sehee, do you want to go with our parents?”


  “Yes, understood.”


  Originally, Sehee thought of her brother as an object to be cared for. But that had changed. Now she trusted and followed her brother. Her brother’s words and behavior were increasing.


  Why did she trust her brother? Was it because her brother was earning a lot of money? Or because he was a celebrity? It wasn’t for such petty reasons. It was because Youngwoo’s nature itself had changed.


  “Kraugel, isn’t he an unbelievably great guy when I searched on the Internet?”


  “He isn’t just at the level of being great.”


  “Aren’t you excited about winning over such a man?”


  “There are no grounds for it. I probably would’ve lost if he and I fought under the same conditions.”


  “…”


  He was now equipped with humility? Sehee gave a bittersweet smile as she saw her brother’s deep eyes.


  ‘Why is he changing every day?’


  Her brother was growing everyday, but Sehee didn’t feel good. It felt like her brother was becoming more and more distant. However, she was also proud.


  “I’ll get dressed and have breakfast.”


  ***


  “When will he come?”


  Those blessed or cursed by the gods to not die. In other words, Sticks was aware of the existence of users. He waited calmly after the black haired man suddenly disappeared from the 20th island.


  Dok. Dok dok.


  Sticks tapped his staff while watching the magic ball. His eyes deep inside the robe contained tension and irritation. The moment that the black haired man appeared again.


  “Medicine. My medicine.”


  He swallowed his medicine first to prepare for what would happen. It was a homemade medicine. He took a deep breath to maintain his composure, before turning his eyes to the magic ball again.


  ‘Can he even break through the 20th island?’


  Honestly, the possibility was low. So far, there had only been one person to pass the 20th island. It meant the difficulty of the 20th island was extremely high. Extreme patience was needed in order to avoid the gaze of the hell moon. At the same time, they needed wisdom to prevent the raids of monsters.


  ‘Don’t be disappointed. Empty your mind.’


  But why? His expectations kept growing. The black haired man, so far he had exceeded Sticks’ wisdom.


  “Start!”


  Gulp!


  It happened when Sticks was looking at the red eyes of the hell moon and gulped.


  “He’s gone!!”


  It was a perfect invisibility that was incomparable to stealth techniques. The black haired man suddenly disappeared and avoided the gaze of the hell moon. 


  “This…! This isn’t invisibility magic!”


  As expected from a sage. Sticks quickly figured out why the man couldn’t be seen anymore. It made him even more surprised.


  “Invisibility cloak…! A heritage of the altar of legends…!”


  There were only two historic treasures left, so why did that man have it? There were no clues to that man’s identity.


  “Uh… Kuock…!”


  It was the moment that the sage’s wisdom became unclear.


  Flop!


  Sticks once again experienced a big shock, grabbing his chest and collapsing. He took the medicine prescribed by a professional pharmacist.




  Chapter 362


  [Hooded Zip Up]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 57/61     Defense: 10


  * Movement speed will increase by 30%.


  * Wind resistance will increase by 20%.


  A cloak designed by a legendary blacksmith. However, the appearance is different from the normal look of a cloak.


  Thanks to the sylphid scales being used as the material, affinity with wind and movement speed will increase. You can hide while wearing it, but the stealth will be turned off when an enemy is attacked.


  Conditions of Use: None.


  Weight: 5


  The biggest advantage was the duration of the Hooded Zip Up. His stealth was maintained just by wearing it. However, it didn’t consume any mana because it wasn’t magical invisibility. Unlike an assassin’s stealth skill, it could be seen through. It had the disadvantage of being ineffective against those with sharp senses.


  But this disadvantage didn’t apply on the 20th island. The hell moon only depended on sight. Grid rushed forward with his movement buff, and the hell moon wasn’t able to find him. Grid was able to easily break through the 20th island by avoiding the monsters scattered everywhere.


  The Hooded Zip Up was the perfect counter for the 20th island.


  ***


  [You have entered the 21st island.]


  ‘Amazing. It’s really amazing.’


  Grid felt thrilled during the process of breaking through the 20th island. Was he admiring his own ability? No. Grid was admiring Kraugel. Kraugel might be a sword saint candidate, but in the end, he only had a normal class.


  He didn’t have access to all types of items like Grid, so how did he reach the 30th island? His skills were truly phenomenal.


  ‘He isn’t only strong in battle and hunting. Kraugel is an overwhelming monster in all respects.’


  As he imagined the process that Kraugel used to pass the 20th island, Grid realized the weight of the of his nicknames.


  “Challenger?”


  Bini called out to the blank Grid. Grid quickly recovered and looked around. The foggy 21st island stretched out before him. He couldn’t see ahead of him.


  ‘I can’t even see my hands.’


  It was impossible to identify anything in front of him thanks to the thick fog. There was a sense of anxiety at not being able to see. Bini laughed at the anxious Grid.


  “You are lucky to win the Fog Island. You can pass the 21st island for free.”


  “Fog Island?”


  “It is an island with a store.”


  ‘A store…’


  Grid thought about the challenger points.


  “Are you talking about the Challenger Store?”


  “Yes, it is a store where you can buy goods with challenger points.”


  “Store… In other words, the emergence of Fog Island is random?”


  “That’s right. One extremely lucky person met the Fog Island on the 10th island. One unlucky person didn’t see it despite reaching the 30th island.”


  ‘That unlucky person is Kraugel.’


  Oh my god, there was a person who actually had worse luck that Grid. Grid felt sympathy as he asked Bini.


  “So, do you know where the store is located? I can’t see in front of me because of the fog.”


  “It is anywhere you go. The store will naturally be waiting for you. It’s better to think in advance about what you will buy from the store. The store is only open for five minutes.”


  “I don’t know what it sells.”


  “Hehe, did you forget that I am the helper fairy? I have already figured out most of the goods sold in the store.”


  “Ohu?”


  This person seemed quite helpful.


  Grid admired it as Bini put on his glasses again.


  “There are four types of products sold at the store on Fog Island. There are teleportation scrolls to the East Continent, elixirs, various class change books, and skill books. The class change books range from normal to rare rated, while the skill books range from normal to unique rated.”


  Grid’s eyes widened.


  The items sold in the store were really great. They were rare things that couldn’t be bought with money.


  “Among them, the item with the lowest value of the East Continent portal scroll. Maybe it’s sold because most of the challengers come here to find a way to move to the East Continent? But you can get it for free when you meet Sticks.”


  “Kraugel… The person who reached the 30th island got the scroll from Sticks?”


  “That’s right. But luckily for them, six challengers met the store before the 10th island and purchased the portal scroll. They didn’t even try to challenge the later islands. Cowards.”


  ‘It isn’t cowardly, but wise. There are seven users who have moved to the East Continent so far.’


  Grid thought about it as he moved through the fog and encountered a carriage. It was a pumpkin shaped carriage that emitted a gentle and calm light.


  “That is the Challenger Store.”


  Grid received Bini’s guidance and approached the carriage. Various goods were on display in the carriage.


  “Isn’t there a store owner?”


  “No. It’s an unattended store.”


  “Ah.”


  If there was an owner, he would’ve been able to ask questions. Grid started to scan the products.


  [East Continent Movement Portal Scroll]


  You can go to the starting village of ‘Pangea’ on the East Continent.


  Weight: 0.1


  Price: 50 Challenger Points


  [Elixir]


  A medicine that increases a certain stat by 10 points.


  Weight: 10


  Price: 250 Challenger Points.


  ‘An elixir is so cheap!’


  After clearing 20 islands, Grid had exactly 901 challenger points. It meant he could buy three elixirs that were worth millions of gold. He thought of the elixirs as cheap, but the reality was quite different.


  The people fortunate enough to find the pumpkin carriage on the 10th island had an average of 150 points. In other words, from a general point of view, the elixirs weren’t cheap at all. It wasn’t a kindness to the other challengers of Behen Archipelago, except for Grid.


  Grid took a look at the other goods.


  [Lightning Swordsman Class Change Book]


  Rating: Rare


  You can change into a lightning swordsman.


  Weight: 100


  Price: 1,000 Challenger Points.


  [Explosion Sorcerer Class Change Book]


  Rating: Rare


  You can change into a explosion sorcerer.


  Weight: 100


  Price: 1,000 Challenger Points.


  “Hrmm.”


  Rare rated hidden classes. A year ago, they would’ve sold for billions of won. Now the value of a rare class had been greatly reduced. People learned that there was a very small gap between 3rd advancement classes and rare rated classes.


  Rare classes didn’t go for a lot of money anymore.


  ‘Bini said that the classes only go up to rare rated.’


  Grid was disappointed after checking the list of class change books, then looked at the skill books.


  [Dash to Turn the Tables]


  Rating: Rare


  Dashes to the target and deals damage proportional to the target’s defense. They will be in a rigid state for 0.3 seconds.


  Conditions of Use: None.


  Price: 400 Challenger Points.


  [Blazing Short Rain]


  Rating: Epic


  Causing a rain of fire for three seconds in the specified area. The damage dealt to the enemy is proportional to the caster’s magic power and physical attack power.


  Conditions of Use: None.


  Price: 900 Challenger Points.


  ‘Pass.’


  Most players coveted rare and epic rated skills. But Grid had legendary skills and wasn’t interested. For Grid, they were just a waste of points. However, unique rated skills were different. 


  19th knight, Fulito. Like the skill book ‘Aura Festival’ that he dropped, all of his unique skills had an outstanding performance. Grid also desired them.


  ‘Aura Festival is rotting in my warehouse.’


  Aura Festival was a lesser version of Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcended Link. Grid kept it in storage because there was no reason for him to learn it. He waited for an opportunity to sell it at a high price.


  “Eh?”


  Grid’s eyes widened as he closely looked at the skills list. The skill he was looking at wasn’t a hidden skill that had a rare, epic, or unique rating. It was a normal rated skill that attracted Grid’s attention.


  [Weapons Mastery]


  Rating: Normal


  Type: Passive


  The Weapons Mastery skill.


  Price: 6,000 Challenger Points.


  ‘Weapons Mastery!’


  Weapons Mastery. It was a skill that increase attack power and accuracy rate regardless of what type of weapon was used. Only a small number of combat specialized classes could obtain it, and it could be called the strongest weapon unique to a few classes.


  However, this crazy store was selling the strongest weapon.


  ‘I want it!’


  Grid was filled with extreme greed. It was natural. Grid had the strongest passive skill that allowed him to use all weapons, so this was a ridiculous skill suited for him. His limitation was that he didn’t have any mastery type skill.


  Now he could overcome that limitation. It was natural that his greed was boiling. The problem was the price.


  “Why is a normal skill so expensive?”


  “Originally, passive skills are expensive. Among them, the Weapons Mastery skill is the most expensive.”


  “Shit.”


  The store would close soon. Grid checked the time limit and was irritated.


  “If you miss this store now, does it mean I can’t use it again?”


  “No. As I said earlier, Fog Island randomly emerges. It might appear again in the future. But it isn’t certain.”


  ‘Then I will wait for next time.’


  He had to clear all the items to get Weapons Mastery. The East Continent Portal Scroll was something he could get in the process of meeting Sticks. Grid decided to leave the store. Bini’s eyes glowed like lanterns as he looked at Grid.


  “I was afraid that you would buy the portal scroll and leave, but you truly are the challenger who broke through to the 20th island.”


  “It’s a waste to buy something when I can get it for free.”


  Would he be able to collect 6,000 challenger points?


  ‘Even if I fail this time…’


  He would get stronger and challenge it again. Grid was sucked into the gate.


  ***


  [You have entered the 22nd island.]


  “Come quickly.”


  Grid was burning with enthusiasm. As soon as he entered the new island, he looked around the structure of the island as usual while waiting for Bini to explain.


  Bini explained.


  “Up to the 25th island, it’s a fight against time.”


  Then a mission was created to prove these words.


  [22nd Island]


  Wipe out the monsters!


  First Clear Reward: 162 Challenger Points.


  “Okay, I see.”


  Grid didn’t delay. He immediately summoned the God Hands, Noe, and Randy and went to wipe out the island’s monsters. Experience, skill proficiency, and challenger points piled up, causing Grid’s will to burn.


  Four days later. Grid killed thousands of monsters on the three islands and finally reached the 25th island.


  Sticks was waiting for him.


  “You… You are Pagma’s Descendant… Even… Hell’s strongest… Demonic beast… If it’s you… Contaminated Hall of Fame… Arrived… Ugh! Kuk!”


  “…?”


  Sticks fell over while talking. Grid was nervous when he saw Sticks barely breathing in a scruffy robe.


  ‘Something is strange.’


  Grid knew how unlucky he was. The cruel reality spread out in front of him.


  [A quest has been created.]


  [Save Sticks!]


  ★ Hidden Quest �


  Sticks’ illness has worsened after watching your surprising performance.


  Fortunately, it can still be treated with medicine. 


  After learning the method to prepare the medicine from Sticks, take care of him!


  Quest Acceptance Reward: ‘Recipe: Elf’s Miraculous Medicine’ will be acquired.


  Quest Reward: Affinity with Sticks will rise to the maximum.


  Quest Failure: Sticks’ Death.


  [Would you like to accept the quest?]


  “…No, why will he die if it can still be treated with medicine?”


  He wasn’t convinced, but it was a hidden quest. The reward seemed special and Sticks couldn’t die. Grid thought as positively as possible and helped Sticks.


  Sururuk.


  Sticks’ face was exposed as the hood fell off. He was a surprisingly young man covered in sweat. He was a beautiful man with pointed ears.


  “Elf…?”


  Grid had played Satisfy for nearly two years, but it was the first time he saw an elf. He was curious, but dissatisfaction filled Grid’s face.


  ‘Normally, shouldn’t it be a female elf?’


  The first elf he met was a male? He had to nurse a man alone on an island with no one else! Once again, reality was relentless, unlike the movies and manhwa.
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  The 25th island was quite small and shabby. It was around 10 pyeong wide, and there were palm trees all over. Grid looked Sticks down under the shade of a tree and prompted.


  “Hey, if you want to live then tell me the elf’s recipe.”


  “Ugh… Urgh…”


  Sticks was sweating and breathing in an uncomfortable manner. His state was so serious that it was hard for him to speak. Grid hurriedly fed various potions to him, but they didn’t have any effect.


  The helper fairy, Bini, trembled and made a fuss.


  “Challenger! Please use your talents to save Sticks!”


  What should he do? The Grid in the past would’ve been confused about what to do. But he had greatly developed after meeting Kraugel and challenging the Behen Archipelago. He thought of a means to overcome the situation using his expanded thinking ability.


  “Believe in me and wait.”


  Grid calmed Bini down and grabbed a sword.


  [Great Lord’s Sword]


  It was a rare sword given only to the dukes of each kingdom, and greatly increased the insight, dignity and leadership of the wearer. It was a superb artifact that allowed him to peek at the stats and skills of the target NPC through the Character Observation skill.


  ‘Sticks, if you want to live, give me a hint.’


  [Character Observation has been used.]


  Ttiring~


  Name: Sticks


  Age: 881 years old   Gender: Male


  Race: Elf   Occupation: Sage


  Title: Wise Star


  * Benevolent and wise. Has extensive knowledge.


  * Isolated for a long time from the world. His knowledge is outdated.


  Level: 401


  Strength: 403 (▼)   Stamina: 880 (▼)


  Agility: 1,201 (▼)       Intelligence: 1,930 (▼)


  Wisdom: 2876 (▼)   Charm: 2,490


  Skills: Archery (B), Social Sciences (B▼), Engineering (B▼), Medicine (B▼), Humanities (B▼), Art (S), Magic Studies (S), Natural Sciences (S▼), Elementary Science (S+), Learning (SS), Education (SS).


  A high elf with a noble lineage.


  Originally, he should have a lifespan that is close to an eternal life. But in the process of protecting the world tree, he received the anger of the gourmet dragon Reiders and got a disease.


  * Currently in a state where his overall stats are declining.


  The world tree existed in Elf Forest. In other words, Sticks was originally a person from Elf Forest. Why did he come to the Behen Archipelago? Grid thought about this and turned to stare at Bini.


  “Why did Sticks come to the Behen Archipelago? Is it related to the disease from Reiders?”


  “Yes, that’s right! His original purpose for coming here was to treat his disease!”


  “Is there a medicine that grows only in this place?”


  “I don’t know. After coming here, I only saw Sticks eating the blue coconut… Ah!”


  “It’s that.”


  The means to treat the disease. Grid turned his gaze towards the palm trees. The blue coconuts filled his field of view. Grid had the God Hands gather the coconuts and brought them to Sticks.


  “Can you calm down if you eat this?”


  Sticks saw the blue coconuts and barely managed to open his mouth.


  “That… It if’s with the leaves of the world tree…”


  “Mix them together?”


  Sticks nodded. Grid cut the coconut shells while asking Bini.


  “What are the leaves of the world tree?”


  “I’ll find them!”


  Piece by piece. Bini searched inside Sticks’ robe. After a while, he pulled out some green leaves and handed them to Grid.


  [Leaves of the World Tree (6) have been acquired.]


  [Leaves of the World Tree]


  Leaves that periodically fall from the world tree that defends nature. They don’t dry out even after hundreds of years.


  Weight: 0.1


  “How many should I mix in?”


  Sticks raised one finger at Grid’s question. Grid put one leaf into the coconut and mixed it well. Then something interesting happened. The transparent liquid inside the coconut turned emerald.


  [You have succeeded in preparing the ‘Elf Miraculous Medicine’!]


  [Recipe: Elf Miraculous Medicine has been acquired!]


  [Elf Miraculous Medicine]


  Recovers from all abnormal states immediately.


  The effects are exceptional, but the recipe is extremely simple. Anyone can make it.


  Grid was astonished.


  ‘Recovers from all abnormal states immediately!’


  It was truly a great medicine. The Overgeared members wouldn’t have had such a hard time during the Elfin Stone raid if they had this.


  ‘But the question is how to secure a lot of leaves of the world tree and blue coconuts.’


  Gulp gulp.


  Was this like a person who had been thirsty for 10 years finally getting water? While Grid was thinking, Sticks was consuming the medicine. A notification window popped up in front of Grid.


  [The first aid for Sticks is successful!]


  [An elf will never forget your grace. Sticks sees you as a savior and will show your great affection in the future!]


  “Heok… Heok… Thank you. Thanks to you, I was able to overcome a big crisis.”


  Sticks got up and respectfully bowed.


  “I am the high elf, Sticks. Can I ask for my benefactor’s name?”


  Sticks’s beauty was more brilliant than before after his color was restored. Despite being male, he was beautiful enough to compare to Yura and Jishuka.


  “Grid.”


  Grid answered briefly and Sticks asked again.


  “Are you Pagma’s Descendant?”


  “That’s right. How did you know?”


  Sticks pulled out a transparent magic orb.


  “I observed you through this and realized it along the way. Powerful swordsmanship, the ability to possess and utilize all types of artifacts. Also showing great blacksmithing… There’s only one person who comes to mind after all this is added up, Pagma.”


  Grid nodded and asked a question.


  “What is the Contaminated Hall of Fame?”


  “It refers to the current Behen Archipelago. The original name of the Behen Archipelago was the Hall of Fame.”


  “The Hall of Fame?”


  “A sacred place that celebrates the feats of legends…”


  Stick’s golden eyes shone like jewels as he looked at Grid.


  “It’s a place of succession where the power left by the former legends are transferred to the current legends. It’s fate that you came to this place.”


  “What?”


  It was an unexpected and shocking answer. A notification window popped up in front of Grid.


  [A legendary class quest ‘Hall of Fame’ has been created.]


  [The legendary class quest ‘Hall of Fame’ has changed to ‘★Hidden Quest★ Contaminated Hall of Fame.’]


  ***


  The Overgeared members ranging from the former Tzedakah Guild members, Yura, Huroi, and Peak Sword. They were growing rapidly. They repeated hunted in the vampire cities, causing their levels to rise and the rankings to shake every day.


  In particular, the vampire rings were a huge help. Unlike Grid, who steadily enjoyed the effect of Doran’s Ring and the Holy Light Armor, recovery items were desperately needed by ordinary users.


  “Let’s move onto the next city.”


  The 10th city. Two months ago, Grid had encountered Braham’s soul. The Overgeared members were no longer interested in a place where strong bosses didn’t appear. They wanted stronger enemies for even faster growth.


  “Didn’t My Lord say not to widen the area because we might encounter a vampire called Marie Rose?”


  “What if we don’t encounter Marie Rose, but an Elfin stone level boss? We don’t have God Grid this time.”


  Huroi and Peak Sword were cautious and wanted to listen to Grid’s words. But who were Yura and the Tzedakah Guild members? They were people who always dreamed about reaching the top. Their basic ideals were very high.


  “Meeting a strong enemy is also an experience.”


  “So what if we die? It’s better to find good hunting grounds, even if we have to sacrifice ourselves, rather than become stagnant. Adventuring is the foundation of growth.”


  “And we have enough power to raid a Elfin Stone level boss.”


  The Overgeared members were growing. It was because they witnessed Grid mowing down Kraugel. They praised Kraugel as the sky above the sky and regarded him as an insurmountable wall. Thus, they felt shame after Grid broke that wall.


  Why should they set limits on themselves? Why shouldn’t they experience setbacks?


  “It’s time for a new challenge.”


  “Don’t worry too much if we meet a vampire stronger than Elfin Stone. This time, I’m with you.”


  Jishuka and Yura were sympathetic to those with the radical thoughts. The situation was like this, so Huroi and Peak Sword couldn’t say anything more.


  On this day.


  The vampire expedition led by Yura and Jishuka entered the 9th city.


  ***


  It had been 97 years.


  Sticks, who came to the Behen Archipelago to collect the blue coconuts, was astonished. He admired the islands with beautiful scenery that were a monument to admire previous legends, as well as the sanctuaries with a mysterious atmosphere.


  Then it was transformed by someone and filled with trials.


  “In order for the current legends to become true legends, they need to inherit the forces left behind by the former legends. However, all types of trials interfered with the legends entering, so I have to sacrifice myself.”


  He waited for a hero, in order to tell them the importance of the Behen Archipelago and cleansing it together. Sticks waited and dreamt about that day. 


  [You have entered the 29th island.]


  [This is a save point. Do you want to save your position?]


  [You have been registered. When you enter the Behen Archipelago later on, you will start from the 29th island.]


  Grid moved on while listening to Sticks’ long story. He smiled as he passed through the 29th island.


  “I will do my best so that your efforts aren’t in vain.”


  Grid coveted many skills that Sticks had, especially the Learning and Education skills. What if he let Sticks educate the talents in Reidan, as well as his son? In short, it was the best. That’s right. Grid was determined to obtain Sticks. Thus, he tried to show off his best side as much as possible.


  “Believe in me.”


  Grid confidently said as he stepped into the gate for the 30th island.


  At that moment.


  [You have entered the 30th island.]


  [Your level has dropped to level 1.]


  “… Eh?”


  Grid’s eyes widened.


  “This is the reason why I couldn’t break through here.”


  Sticks belatedly sighed.


  “There is a very powerful curse. I can’t draw out all my strength.”


  “…”


  Grid frowned.
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  According to Sticks, the Behen Archipelago was a beautiful and holy place until 200 years ago. It was praised as a sanctuary where former legends passed on their power to current legends. But that was a story of the past.


  Now the Behen Archipelago was transformed into a field of trials with all types of dangers. Who caused this? Sticks didn’t know, despite his age. He vaguely guessed that he would find the answer if he reached the last island.


  “I must find the answer. If the succession doesn’t function properly, the legends of the current day won’t be able to exercise their full strength.”


  “What does that have to do with you?”


  Sticks wasn’t a legend. He wouldn’t lose anything if the Hall of Fame failed to function.


  “I don’t know why you sacrificed 97 years because you want to purify this place. But I am thankful from my position.”


  Sticks smiled gently and explained his reason.


  “The legends need their strength to protect the order of this world.”


  “The order of this world?”


  It was cloudy, but Grid got a rough feeling.


  “You’re doing this for everyone?”


  “Yes.”


  “It’s a noble mission.”


  It wasn’t a mockery. His son Lord, his beloved Irene, Khan, Piaro, Jude, Rabbit, and everyone else. Grid was aware of the precious world they lived in. He didn’t know the specifics, but Sticks was sacrificing himself to protect the world.


  “I will repay you for your hard work. Believe in me.”


  Grid confidently said as he stepped into the gate for the 30th island. Then he was shocked.


  [You have entered the 30th island.]


  [Your level has dropped to level 1.]


  “E-Eh?”


  Grid doubted his eyes. His level had dropped to one? His cognitive ability couldn’t figure this out.


  ‘What is this?’


  Sticks sighed and said to the confused Grid.


  “Has your body changed? This is the reason why I couldn’t break through here. There is a very powerful curse, so I can’t draw out all my strength.”


  “…”


  No, wasn’t it too much for a curse to bring him back to level one? Sticks explained to Grid.


  “It reproduces the nightmare of the challenger.”


  The 30th island, Nightmare.


  “This island reproduces the greatest trial that the challenger has already experienced. In my case, I was confronted with Reiders in front of the world tree. My power was suppressed to what it used to be and I couldn’t run away from Reiders. I can never break through the 30th island. I hope that the trials you experienced in the past aren’t too heavy.”


  “…?”


  A question mark appeared above Grid’s head as he listened to Sticks.


  ‘Wasn’t the greatest trial when I was looking for Pagma’s Rare Book?’ 


  His level and situation at that time should be reproduced, so why was he level one? What big ordeal could he experience at level one?


  “…Ah.”


  Grid looked around at the scenery of the island and frowned. The scene reproduced by the 30th island. He belatedly realized that it was the beginner area around the fortified city of Patrian.


  ‘I was killed dozens of times by the rabbits and bears.’


  It was the moment when the black history he sealed off for his self-defense emerged again.


  ***


  “Piaro intervened.”


  The showdown between the 1st ranked Kraugel and legendary class Grid. Chairman Lim Cheolho watched the recorded video from beginning to end and was convinced by the results.


  “But surely… I didn’t know that Kraugel would challenge Piaro.”


  Kraugel’s pride and challenging spirit was higher than predicted, as he chose the hard way by challenging the strongest. Lim Cheolho emptied a beer can and laughed.


  “I never imagined that Piaro would grow to that extent.”


  It wasn’t enough to create a new legendary class, which was different from the nine legendary classes that were inherited. Piaro’s current appearance was contradictory to the original plan. ‘Originally, he was a key character prepared for the Empress Marie, Episode 3 storyline, as well as the people’s alliance storyline.


  Grid was amazing, finding a character filled with hatred and vengeance and making him walk a new path.


  ‘Making an NPC his subordinate and actively utilizing him…’


  Satisfy was a game with a large degree of freedom. He didn’t know if Grid did this on purpose from beginning to end.


  “Um.”


  Chairman Lim Cheolho emptied his third can of beer and rose from his seat. It was to get a new can of beer out of the fridge. At that moment.


  [Quest SH100B7 has been triggered.]


  “…!”


  Chairman Lim Cheolho’s eyes widened as he heard Morpheus’ words.


  “By whom?”


  In fact, it was a nonsensical question. Quest SH100B7. It was a quest activated when a legendary class user reached the 25th island of the Contaminated Heben Archipelago.  At this point, there were only two legendary classes.


  Grid and Yura. But Yura’s level was still too low.


  [Grid.]


  “Kuooh, of course.”


  Lim Cheolho was sad. Grid’s current self couldn’t clear the Contaminated Behen Archipelago quest.


  “It is relatively easy to reach the 25th island using items…” 


  But from the 30th island, a higher level of control was required. Most of the items wouldn’t be applied, so Grid was at a disadvantage.


  “It might be possible if Grid maintains his current growth and challenges it again in half a year.  At present, isn’t the quest clearance rate close to zero?”


  Morpheus replied with an answer that surprised Lim Cheolho.


  [Grid has a 88.19% of clearing the SH100B7 quest. The difficulty of his trials is very low.]


  “…”


  Lim Cheolho ordered one more chicken. He was planning to monitor Grid in real time.


  ***


  [30th Island]


  The place and situation where you had the most deaths is 100% recreated.


  Overcome the trial and jump past your previous self!


  Mission Clear Condition: Gain three levels.


  First Clear Reward: 500 Challenger Points.


  [The mission will start 30 minutes from now.]


  ‘The space where I suffered the most deaths…’


  Thus, the space reproduced was the novice area of Patrian. It was a reminder of how incompetent Grid was when he first started playing the virtual reality game.


  Hop hop.


  Bark bark. Bark bark bark!


  There were rabbits in the forest, deer at the lake shore, and dogs playing with children. Sticks nervously observed the scenery of the peaceful forest and tilted his head.


  “Why was this chosen as a trial?”


  Grid was too embarrassed to explain to Sticks. It was too unfortunate to see that these rabbits and deer were comparable to a terrible dragon like Reiders. Therefore, Grid remained silent as he opened his status window.


  Name: Grid


  Class: Beginner


  Health: 123    Mana: 15


  Strength: 6   Stamina: 7


  Agility: 4     Intelligence: 5


  Skills Possessed: None


  “…”


  The situation was recreated 100%, so even his class and titles were reset. He was armed with equipment for beginners. Most of his hard earned items were disabled.


  Sticks kept making a fuss.


  “Where is this place? It’s so common that it’s difficult to tell. Is there a huge monster at the end of this forest? An ordeal given to Pagma’s Descendant… Heok, don’t tell me you met a dragon? This… It’s said that the difficulty of the 30th island has increased in proportion to the challenger’s ability.”


  “…”


  Grid didn’t say anything. He ignored Sticks, walking out towards the rabbits grazing.


  ‘I will get revenge.’


  He hadn’t been able to adapt to virtual reality games yet. He couldn’t move his fingers or toes at all, and his arms and legs moved separately from what he wanted.


  ‘The white rabbit who killed me with its front teeth, the black rabbit who slapped me with its hind legs, the grey rabbit that headbutted me to death!’


  He would completely wash away his disgrace and write a new history!


  Buuong~


  Grid firmed up his heart and wielded his sword. The wooden sword flew at a very slow speed. It was a level that the hopping rabbits could avoid.


  “Kuk.”


  Just a few minutes ago, Grid had 2,800 strength and 1,800 agility. It was difficult to adapt after it decreased to 6 and 4 points respectively. It was like regressing from a healthy adult to a newborn baby.


  Grid was embarrassed by the slow attack as the rabbit ran up to him. In the past, the grey rabbit had given Grid hell by hitting him a few times. But now its strikes couldn’t hit Grid.


  Deftly.


  Grid used the footwork of Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link, to move to the left and evade the grey rabbit. They were skilled movements that an ordinary level 1 user wouldn’t be able to show. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that it was like a level 60 user. It was enough to be listed in the Guinness Book of Records for movements that a level 1 beginner could show.


  “Okay!”


  Grid marvelled at his own ability. However, there was no time to rest. The rabbit started to realize that its attack was in vain and called its kin for a pincer attack.


  “This…!”


  Grid’s face tensed for the first time. In the past, he would’ve allowed the rabbits’ pincer attack. But now Grid was different.


  “I…!”


  Teong!


  Grid showed the highest concentration as he blocked the white rabbit’s long, pointed front teeth with a wooden sword. At the same time, he aimed his fist.


  Peeok!


  The white rabbit was in tears after being hit hard. The eyes of the black rabbit shone. The black rabbit’s kick aimed at Grid’s chest, who avoided it.


  ‘This ridiculous guy.’


  Grid scoffed and aimed his wooden sword.


  Ppak!


  Jjik!


  The black rabbit’s head was hit hard and it collapsed. Grid kicked it and roared.


  “I am a legend!!!”


  Currently, Grid’s performance was higher than his stats.


  In no time, he had fully adapted to his 6 strength and 4 agility, and could freely manipulate his body to strike at the rabbit with the wooden sword.


  He was the legend who killed several strong bosses, such as the Yatan Servants, Pope Drevigo, the Great Demon Hell Gao, Vampire Earl Elfin Stone, and who had experience fighting the legendary Piaro and 1st ranked Kraugel.


  Peeok! Peok peok! Peeeeok!


  [You have defeated a white rabbit.]


  [5 experience has been acquired.]


  [You have defeated a black rabbit.]


  [5 experience has been acquired.]


  …


  …


  Grid’s fighting style became more sophisticated the more he fought. He beat the rabbits with a skill that was hard to believe for a level 1 user. But Sticks wasn’t inspired as he watched from the side.


  At the same time, in Reidan.


  “Abubu! Abuoo~!”


  Lord, armed with the ‘Baby Wooden Sword’ made by his father Grid, was hunting a ‘desert rabbit’ that was twice as powerful as a normal rabbit. Lord caught the rabbit while crawling around on all fours. It was enough to raise the admiration of Piaro, who once dreamt of being a sword saint.


  ‘The young lord has an excellent talent in swordsmanship.’


  Perhaps, the ultimate genius wasn’t Kraugel, as Piaro thought.
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  Peok peok!


  Peok peok peok!


  The battle between Grid and the rabbits was coming to an end. He squeezed out his last remaining power to prevent the rabbits from attacking, evading and then succeeding in a counterattack to win.


  Jjik!


  Kuuong!


  “Hahat!”


  The rabbits made X-shaped eyes and died. Grid saw them and felt like a 10 year slump had disappeared. He had been killed by rabbits more than a dozen times in the past! He was glad to be able to erase that terrible black history that he didn’t want to think about again. His mind was lightened and pleasure filled his body. 


  He felt rejuvenated.


  “Kuahahahat!”


  Grid laughed with joy. Of course, he paid special attention to his image as lord of Reidan and master of Overgeared. He tried to laugh in as dignified a manner as possible. Sticks’ face was confused as he watched Grid.


  ‘One of the nine legends, Pagma’s Descendant is fighting with rabbits?’


  It couldn’t be. Sticks denied reality and urged Grid.


  “Grid, stop joking and start now.”


  This seemed like a peaceful forest, but there would certainly be a fearsome monster at the end.


  ‘I encountered a gourmet dragon… What if Grid encounters a light dragon or dark dragon?’


  He wouldn’t be deceived by Grid who was harassing ‘innocent’ rabbits. There was a high possibility that a rare dragon existed in this forest. In a short while, Grid would fight against the dragon.


  The moment Sticks tried to maintain his tension.


  Fla~sh!


  A flash of light fell onto Grid’s body, who was holding a wooden sword above a rabbit. It was the symbol of a level up. Sticks saw it and faced reality.


  “D-Don’t tell me… Does this mean hunting rabbits was really your biggest ordeal?”


  No, what was this? Sticks couldn’t understand it at all.


  “Hum hum.”


  Grid turned away from the confused Sticks. He was embarrassed and had nothing to say. He just checked the notification window that appeared.


  [Your level has risen.]


  [10 stat points have been acquired.]


  ‘Okay.’


  The lower the level, the lower the power of the stats. The basics stats were so low that it was easy to feel strong with a new investment of stat points.


  ‘First of all, increase agility to 10.’


  The rest would be invested in strength. It was the ideal stat distribution to increase the speed of hunting for novice beginners.


  [Your agility has risen.]


  [Your agility has risen.]


  …


  [Your strength has risen.]


  [Your strength…]


  …


  Gaining three levels was the condition to clearing the 30th island. Grid invested his stat points without any delay.


  ‘Next is the deer.’


  He faced the threat that were the thirsty deer at the lake shore.


  Sneak sneak.


  Grid approached the deer as sneakily as possible. Originally, the deer were difficult for level 2 beginners. The deer’s physical strength and attack power was at least three times higher than rabbits.


  But who was Grid?


  ‘I am a legend!’


  Grid was filled with courage as he hunted the deer. He paid attention to the deer’s kick, keeping a distance favorable to him before striking the deer with the sword.


  The 30th island. The worst gateway that caused a challenger’s despair by 100% reproducing their worst trial…


  It was the moment when 1st ranked Kraugel’s place of frustration was turned into a basic training field for Grid.


  ***


  [You have succeeded in the mission.]


  [500 challenger points have been acquired.]


  [Your level has returned to normal.]


  Grid, who returned to the level 306 Pagma’s Descendant from the level 3 beginner, was impressed.


  ‘My body feels great.’


  His body was light and boiling with power. He stretched out his hand and a sharp wave burst out. He jumped slightly and reached an explosive height.  He had perfect and delicate control over each of his 10 fingers.


  This was the flesh of a legend, compared to a level 3 beginner.


  ‘I was unaware that my body has grown to this extent.’


  In other words, it meant he hadn’t been using his body properly.


  ‘Moving forward, I have to pay more attention to it.’


  Grid contemplated on his past self.  He was growing in real time. Sticks wasn’t aware of this and asked with a loud voice.


  “…Are you really Pagma’s Descendant?”


  It was a question full of distrust. Grid’s appearance was shocking as he struggled with the rabbits and deers. In the end, Grid couldn’t ignore him any longer and spoke honestly.


  “I am dull-witted. I was always inferior to others, and went through trials that others wouldn’t have experienced. Does that mean I shouldn’t be a legend?”


  Pride was in Grid’s eyes. It was pride in himself. Sticks felt his confidence and shook his head.


  “No, that isn’t it. I don’t have any doubts.”


  A dull-witted person was born again as a legend. That was even better than the genius legends. It meant he tried harder than anyone else.


  “Maybe I respect you more.”


  Sticks smiled and spoke in a straightforward manner. Grid smiled in response and walked to the gate of the 31st island.


  ***


  [You have entered the 31st island.]


  The 31st island was uncharted territory for Sticks. He was surprised to see the scene stretched out in front of him.


  “City…?”


  That’s right. The 31st island was a city. Hundreds of buildings were lined in four rows, and the streets were crowded with carriages and people. ‘Where is this place? Why is a city recreated?’ Grid’s voice was heard as Sticks tried to reason it out.


  “This is the fortified city of Patrian.”


  He couldn’t forget the city that he stayed in for one year, from level 1 to level 80.


  “But why was this recreated? From what I recalled, I died less than 10 times in the city.”


  “Huh? You died so many times within a city? Did you commit a crime that deserved the death penalty?”


  “No way, that’s impossible. I was just walking on the streets when I was hit by a wagon, died from a flowerpot dropped from the third floor, or was caught and killed by hoodlums.”


  “Your luck isn’t ordinary.”


  As the two people talked, several notification windows popped up. Thanks to this, Grid knew what needed to be done here.


  [Your level has dropped to level 23.]


  [A mission will be created.]


  [31st Island]


  The place and situation of the quest that you failed the most number of times has been 100% created.


  Overcome the trial and jump past your previous self!


  Mission Clear Conditions: Succeed in the quest that you failed in the past.


  First Clear Reward: 600 Challenger Points.


  First Clear Reward 2: The rewards you obtain with the quest.


  [The mission will start 30 minutes from now.]


  “The quest I failed the most times?”


  It was difficult to pinpoint what quest he failed the most number of times. A golden exclamation point appeared on one side as Grid tried to recall the memory. It was a quest window.


  [Participate in the Reserve Forces Training]


  Level of Difficulty: Regular quest.


  Patrian is a fortified city built for the purpose of controlling the Gauss Kingdom.


  Players who belong to Patrian are obliged to do a certain amount of training as part of the reserve forces.


  Train under the instructor at the training ground.


  Quest Clear Condition: Get a passing grade for each training course.


  Quest Reward: Depends on the passing rank.


  “Ah, this quest.”


  It was a quest that repeated once a month. They would be trapped in the barracks if they refused to do it. It was an obligatory quest that users belonging to Patrian had to perform. Of course, Grid also participated in the full time training.


  However, there was a problem.


  ‘I never got a passing score…’


  He didn’t know how many times he failed. It couldn’t be helped. The significance of the military training was to raise usable soldiers. It was natural for Patrian to endeavor to nurture reservists to a level that could be used. The problem was that Grid didn’t respond to Patrian’s efforts.


  ‘The training was too difficult.’


  Patrian’s reserve army training was largely divided into weapons training, formation building training, and squad training, which was very difficult.


  ‘There were many people besides me who didn’t receive a passing mark.’


  In fact, there were less than 10 people, but Grid’s memories showed that there were hundreds of them.


  ***


  Name: Grid


  Class: Warrior


  Level: 23


  Health: 1,161    Mana: 45


  Strength: 187   Stamina: 40


  Agility: 22     Intelligence: 15


  Skills Possessed:


  Beginner Sword Mastery Lv. 2, Beginner Armor Mastery Lv.2, Charge Lv. 1, Full Swing Lv. 1.


  “The stats distribution is too ignorant.”


  The balance of stats was too bad. He wanted to curse his level 23 self.


  ‘It’s all about strength except for a little bit of stamina.’


  His agility and intelligence was stagnant as the basic ability of a warrior. His attack speed and evasion were the lowest, and he didn’t have the mana to use skills. Using the Charge or Full Swing skill once would deplete all his mana.


  The items he had:


  [Blunt Greatsword]


  Attack Power: 32~71


  Attack Speed: -3%


  [Old Skull Helmet]


  Defense: 2


  [Old Orc Armor]


  Defense: 13


  [Old Goblin Shoes]


  Defense: 2


  ‘The items are also messed up… No, isn’t it better to have set items from one type of monster?’


  How had he been playing the game in the past?


  ‘This is why I only reached level 80 despite playing the game for a whole year… No, I only got to level 79.’


  He could only sigh. In his current state, it was doubtful if he could clear the quest.


  ‘I just need to focus on the training and it will be good.’


  It was a matter of technical training and sparring. He could handle the sword at a good level and was also decent with the spear due to Pon. Therefore, he was only worried about archery. He didn’t have Bow Mastery and his agility was the lowest, so he wondered if he could hit the target with a single arrow.


  ‘I am also worried about not being able to use skills properly during the spar.’


  Sticks looked at Grid’s anxious expression and became nervous.


  “Is the difficulty of this trial so high? Don’t tell me…! This time it is a dragon…!”


  He was suffering under a curse from a dragon, so his dragon trauma was quite strong.


  “Don’t worry. You won’t meet a dragon when you are with me.”


  Grid reassured Sticks and took a deep breath.


  ‘Now believe in me.’


  Since becoming Pagma’s Descendant, he went against many enemies that ordinary users couldn’t overcome alone. Now he would overcome his past self.


  “Let’s go.”


  Grid braced himself and entered the training camp. The instructor saw him and shouted.


  “There you are, Blue Falcon! You’re late again! Hurry up, hurry, you bastard who is weaker than a dog!”


  “…!”


  Blue Falcon! (https://en.wiktionary.org/wiki/blue_falcon)


  It was an embarrassing nickname that he had erased from his memories. Grid’s face distorted like a demon as he stared at the instructor. The castle’s training instructor. The old man who ignored him and harassed him to death!


  ‘I might’ve had no experience at that time…!’


  But not anymore.


  ‘I will make shock appear on your face!’


  Grid’s determination was boiling up.




  Chapter 366


  Grid was well aware of the importance of drills as a former member of the South Korean army.


  It was to quickly and easily control the army, for order and unity, to reduce the number of incidents, and to instill a sense of purpose. Drills were the most basic and crucial virtue of the army.


  “The biggest reason why an army operates effectively is due to the formations. Imagine a large group of people. What if the shield troops were in the rear and the archers were in the vanguard? Isn’t that just rubbish?”


  The higher the level of training, the faster the speed of the formation. The faster the speed that a formation was formed, the higher the probability was of winning the war. Grid smiled as he watched the instructor explain why drills were so important.


  ‘In the past, I wasn’t able to concentrate.’


  The reserves were brought to the training ground and given theoretical education. What type of game was this? In the past, Grid had grumbled and couldn’t concentrate on learning.


  “Hey, Blue Falcon.”


  Instructor Kaesul  glared at Grid.


  “Why is it that you doze off every time I an educating you?”


  Patrian was a fortified city, so the military training was very strict. Of course, this also applied to players.


  “Is my education useless? Have you already mastered this?”


  The instructor shouted angrily.


  “Stand up!”


  Grid stood up. He knew it was wrong to laugh at the instructor, and absolute obedience was necessary to receive a passing score.


  “Attention! Parade rest! Align right!”


  Grid followed the simple command while the instructor smiled.


  “I will teach you to smile while I’m talking.”


  After that, the instructor forced Grid to follow all types of actions. He tried to make it confusing and complex by making Grid move to the front, back, and right side, then he would punish Grid when he got it wrong. However…


  Cheok!


  Cheok cheok cheok cheok!


  ‘Wow.’


  Instructor Kaesul was puzzled when Grid didn’t hesitate when following the orders.


  Blue Falcon, Grid. He never received a passing grade in any training and was inferior to the other troops, so how could he follow this? Despite his weak stamina, he performed the commands perfectly without losing concentration.


  There was something even more surprising.


  ‘Did his eyes always look like this?’


  Grid was famous with Instructor Kaeul and the assistants. He was dumb, not motivated, weak, and had eyes like rotten fish. Now Grid wasn’t stupid, was full of desire, and concentrated enough to overcome his weak stamina.


  The rotten fish eyes? They were sharp and keen, like there was a reversal. Some people would shrink back when facing it.


  “…Hum hum.”


  When would this inferior soldier collapse? Instructor Kaesul kept giving commands and eventually gave up. He cleared his throat and spoke while avoiding Grid’s gaze.


  “You have mastered these drills. How hard did you practice? Go back to your spot.”


  “Yes!”


  Grid responded vigorously and rejoined the ranks. Honestly, he didn’t feel good. As the duke of a kingdom, he was being insulted by a trainer and tested on an extreme level? It was shameful. But this wasn’t a situation to hold onto his pride.


  ‘Right now, I’m only a level 23 warrior.’


  Yes, this was currently the past. He had to conform to this situation in order to pass the 31st island.


  “I will conduct the test from now on!”


  After around three hours of training, the test was started. The result was amazing. Blue Falcon Grid was ranked number one in the test. Compared to the other reservists, he maintained his concentration and performed the drills of the instructor completely and thoroughly.


  ‘Did he eat something wrong?’


  The instructor and assistants were bewildered.


  ***


  Camp building exercises. It was about climbing up a mountain behind the training ground and making a shelter.


  “It’s just shovelling.”


  “How hard is it to dig a pit?”


  The reservists holding one shovel thought it was easy. However, Grid knew the significance of building a camp. It was to provide cover from enemy attacks and to protect their teammates.


  ‘It isn’t just digging a pit. It needs to have defensive power.’


  Grid judged and looked carefully at the mountain. Then he found a place where there were vines and bushes between two trees. He approached it and started digging. The other reservists laughed at him.


  ‘The trees and bushes will interfere with the digging action.’


  ‘It will take a while to dig a pit.’


  ‘Noob, no wonder why he’s being ignored by the instructor.’


  He would receive the lowest points. The reservists made fun of Grid and started digging at the ground. Their digging pace was incredible. It was obvious that they wanted to finish this tiresome training.


  On the other hand, Grid’s digging speed was slow.


  ‘Digging too quickly is exhausting.’


  Grid had served in the Korean army for more than a year, so he was used to labor. For Grid, digging was one of his few specialties.


  ‘Digging works the heart and muscles because it leans on the upper body.’


  If he didn’t want to collapse from tiredness, it was more effective to do it slowly and steadily.


  Puk!


  His right hand grasped the handle while his left hand grasped the bottom portion of the shovel. His speed was very slow compared to others, but that only lasted for a short period of time. The speed at which Grid dug the ground was three times faster than the others. The others became exhausted while Grid maintained his pace. 


  “Hah… Overcoming low stamina with know-how.”


  The instructor and assistants observing the reservists couldn’t keep their eyes off Grid. Grid’s digging skill was the best. It was enough to remind them of a professional digger. It was natural that Grid would take the first place in the camp building test.


  ‘Good.’


  Grid’s face brightened as he erased a few pathetic memories from the past. His high pride after fighting with Kraugel became more robust.


  ***


  Weapons testing.


  The reservists, who learned the basic skills of handling spears, swords, and bows, stood in front of a scarecrow.


  Instructor Kaesul shouted, “First is the spear!”


  At the same time.


  Blue, red, and green dots covered the bodies of the scarecrows in front of the reservists. The blue dots were the size of a 500 yen coin, while the red and green dots were like billiard balls.


  “Over the next three minutes, the three types of dots will emerge alternately. You will get one point when striking the blue dot, 5 points for the red dot, and 10 points for the green dot. You will pass if you get at least 50 points in three minutes.”


  In the past, this was a test that Grid had never succeeded in.


  The dots with the three colors flashed too quickly before disappearing, and there was no regularity. In the past, Grid couldn’t exert much control over the spear and wasn’t able to gain 50 points in three minutes.


  Now it was different.


  Cheok!


  Grid moved his right foot back and wielded the spear. He’d hunted with the strongest spearman Pon, and got a look at the spear techniques and movements.


  More than anything, the current Grid…


  ‘I am a person who understands the divine spear.’


  Once he understood the structure of a weapon, he naturally realized how to use it.


  Flash!


  Grid’s eyes saw the signal in front of him.


  Beeeok-!


  “…!”


  The instructors, assistants and even reservists were surprised by the sound and turned their attention to Grid. Grid had stabbed precisely at the blue dot on the scarecrow. Everyone who saw it were shocked beyond admiration, but Grid wasn’t satisfied.


  ‘Indeed, my agility is too low.’


  The speed of the spear was slow and it wasn’t very precise. He tried to aim at the center of the blue dot, but it deviated to the left. Grid was complaining when he suddenly realized.


  ‘Kraugel wouldn’t complain like me.’


  He would overcome the ordeal, no matter how bad his condition.


  ‘Yes, I don’t have the time for regrets.’


  He concentrated harder and tried to use the spear to the best of his ability.


  Peeeeeong!


  The spear let out a sound again as it struck. The instructor couldn’t close his mouth when he saw that Grid once again hit the blue spot.


  ‘No, what’s up with him today?’


  He knew the Blue Falcon. He seemed like a completely different person.


  Diririri-


  After a while, Grid’s scarecrow scoreboard achieved 100 points.


  “What…?”


  The instructor turned pale. 100 points in 1 minute and 23 seconds. Grid set a record that even the most experienced knight apprentices couldn’t beat. The instructor couldn’t tell if this was a dream or reality.


  A notification window appeared in front of Grid.


  [You have set a new record in Patrian’s reserve forces training Spear Test!]


  [The rare skill ‘Spear Shot’ has been acquired as a hidden reward.]


  [Spear Shot Lv.1]


  Throws a spear that deals 600% physical damage to the target. The enemy will fall down. 


  * You must reclaim the spear in the thrown window. If you fail to retrieve it within 30 seconds, you will lose ownership of the spear.


  Mana Consumption: 150


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 minute


  “Wow.”


  Grid was astonished by the completely unexpected benefit.


  It was a hassle to recover the thrown spear, but compared to Pagma’s Swordsmanship, the skill cooldown time was very short and the damage was also good. In addition, it was a medium range skill that would be useful in many ways.


  ‘This… Will I be able to get rare skills in the sword test and archery test?’


  Grid’s motivation grew even more.
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  ‘It isn’t bad to have one spear.’


  Spear Shot.


  It was a skill that used the concept of ‘throwing the spear,’ so it was somewhat tricky for general warriors to use. The slightest slip meant they could lose their weapon. But Grid was different. There were many ways for him to retrieve the thrown spear using the God Hands. He was confident that he could use Spear Shot properly.


  “The test has finished!”


  While Grid was feeling satisfied with his new skill, all of the reservists ended their test. The average score of the reservists was 50 points, and it took a full three minutes. It was a level that was barely above the cut line. There were four people who failed.


  Grid’s score of 100 points in 1 minute and 23 seconds became even more outstanding.


  “Hrmm… Next is the swordsmanship test.”


  Instructor Kaesul was still stunned. The sudden change and growth of Blue Falcon Grid was unbelievable, even when he saw it directly with his own eyes. While Instructor Kaesul was feeling confused, Grid and the reservists followed the assistants. Each of them stood in front of a new scarecrow.


  The scarecrows had solid lines on them.


  The instructor explained.


  “If you cut along the solid red line, you will get 5 points. If you stab it, you will lose 5 points. Stabbing the green dot will earn you 5 points, cutting it will lose you 5 points. Stabbing the blue line will earn you 10 points, cutting it will lose you 10 points. You will pass if you get 50 points in three minutes.”


  It was a bit more complicated compared to the spearmanship test. Grid was lacking in the past and had barely gained any points from the three colored solid lines. In particular, the weapon that Grid normally used was a greatsword, and it wasn’t effective when it came to stabbing. This was the biggest cause of his low score.


  However, after becoming Pagma’s Descendant, Grid had used Kill hundreds of times. Now he could stab with a greatsword. The continuously intersecting solid lines and dots? Compared to Piaro and Kraugel’s movements, they were trivial enough to make him yawn.


  “G-Grid passed…!”


  100 points in 39 seconds. Grid was like one with the sword as he obtained this score. Instructor Kaesul and the assistants’ mouths gaped open at the sight.


  ‘He has the makings of a knight!’


  ‘He was just acting as a Blue Falcon until now!’


  They didn’t know why he was acting.  Anyway, they had to admit it. Grid had the best qualities. On the other hand, Grid wasn’t feeling inspired at all. He had fought against countless strong enemies, so striking a scarecrow was just boring.


  [You have set a new record in Patrian’s reserve forces training Swordsmanship Test!]


  [The rare skill ‘Continuous Stab’ has been acquired.]


  [Continuous Stab Lv. 1]


  Quickly stab the target 5 times.


  Every stab that hits will deal 100%, 120%, 150%, 190%, and 240% of your attack power respectively.


  Mana Consumption: 300


  Skill Cooldown Time: 3 minutes.


  It was a multiple hits skill. It could be defended against or avoided, but it was useful against sluggish enemies, as it was a type of skill that contained explosive power.


  ‘Yes, it’s weaker than Kill.’


  It was a good substitute skill for when Kill was on cooldown.


  ‘Good.’


  In the past, he felt like it was hell. Now he was getting great rewards from the reservist training, so he wanted to dance with joy.


  ***


  Shoot!


  Grid and the reservists stood side by side with a target 10m in front of them. The archery test was about to begin.


  ‘This test is to get 50 points with 10 arrows.’


  The target was divided into 10 points, 8 points, 6 points, 4 points and 2 points.  Tension filled Grid’s face.


  ‘In the past, I couldn’t even hit the target with one arrow.’


  To be honest, he wasn’t very confident. In the absence of Bow Mastery, the hit rate of the arrows was proportional to agility.


  ‘But.’


  He had watched Jishuka shoot for more than a year. He’d made hundreds of bows for Jishuka and the soldiers of Reidan.


  ‘I’m not a complete newbie to archery.’


  Believe in himself.


  ‘10 meters. It is only 10 meters away. I can focus enough.’


  Every time he made a bow and tested the performance, the target distance was 100 meters. Grid took a deep breath and watched the center of the round target. He was aiming for 10 points.


  ‘I will be sure to acquire a rare skill!’


  He felt hope as the distance to the target was too short. He could do it if he concentrated.


  “Hmm?”


  Grid was trying to reproduce Jishuka’s posture when he frowned. It was because the quality of the training arrows for the test was very low.


  ‘Did beginner level 3 or lower blacksmiths make this?’


  The shaft was twisted and the weight balance was off.


  ‘Anyway, the reservist training environment is disappointing in reality and the game.’


  The shaft should be leveled and the balance between the arrowhead and shaft adjusted. The weight of the arrowheads should also be balanced. An unbalanced arrow wouldn’t fly far, no matter how hard they were shot.


  ‘A material with a heavy weight can cover it to some extent, but this arrow is made from the worst material.’


  The legendary blacksmith, Grid. As Pagma’s Descendant, he had made over 100,000 arrows. He might’ve lost the Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship skill, but his eye for arrows hadn’t disappeared.


  ‘I can win, even without the power of items.’


  Determination flashed in Grid’s eyes.


  “Grid, what is it?”


  Instructor Kaesul’s attitude towards Grid had toned down. He didn’t call Grid ‘Blue Falcon’ or curse at him. Grid unabashedly demanded, “The arrows I’ve received are in a very bad state. Can I have a look at the ones in your hands?”


  “What?”


  Instructor Kaesul was very embarrassed.


  “Look. The structure of the arrow is so simple that anyone can easily make it, but it doesn’t just depend on the arrow when being fired. A novice who doesn’t know anything touching them, of course the arrows will be bad. If the arrows are a problem, I will give you new arrows.”


  Instructor Kaesul gave a signal. Then an assistant brought new arrows to Grid. But the state of the arrows were just as bad.


  ‘It might be different if I had the Bow Mastery skill.’


  Grid was determined and asked again.


  “Let me handle the arrows myself.”


  “Geez, he isn’t a blacksmith.”


  “It seems he’s become arrogant just because he gained some skills.”


  The assistants complained. They were dissatisfied with Grid, who was slowing down their schedule. However, the response of Instructor Kaesul was surprisingly favorable.


  “I understand. If you can, then try it.”


  The reason why Instructor Kaesul felt contempt towards Grid before wasn’t just because he was incompetent. Grid didn’t try to overcome his incompetence and had an attitude of hating everything.


  Now Grid was overflowing with enthusiasm. The instructor didn’t want to pour cold water on that positive change.


  “Thank you.”


  Grid left the group of reservists. While the other reservists did the test, Grid started to repair the arrows.


  ‘I would prefer to cut the shaft thinly and make it flatter.’


  Grid currently had 0 dexterity. He wasn’t able to exert his full ability just by relying on experience and theory alone.


  ‘I could break the shaft. Forget my greed and focus on the balance.’


  Grid picked up a stone that was three times smaller than the arrowhead. Then he tore a few branches and tied it to the back of the arrowhead.


  ‘Good.’


  The arrows, which were so light they couldn’t go against wind resistance, now had a moderate weight. Grid smiled with delight and pulled some of the feathers behind the shaft. It was an extreme measure to balance the left and right side of the shaft.


  ‘It’s crude, but better than before.’


  A notification window popped up as Grid tried to improve the curve of the shaft.


  [The options of the ‘Reserve Troops’ Arrow’ has changed.]


  [Reserve Troops’ Arrow]


  Attack Power: 1~2   Accuracy: +2


  Someone saw what was wrong with the arrow and fixed it.


  The workmanship is poor, but the performance of the arrows has improved. It will fly quite far when fired well.


  Weight: 0.01


  “Now it purely depends on my abilities.”


  Grid spoke to an assistant and took deep breaths on the shooting range.


  Kkirik!


  He remained tense, but there was no hesitation in his actions. The bowstring was drawn back.


  ‘Remember when I test the performance of my bows.’


  He followed the posture of an expert archer. It was a posture he had seen from Jishuka since the days of the Malacus raid. He would be able to hit a target 10 meters away.


  ‘Now!’


  Grid stopped breathing and aimed the arrow tip. At that moment, the arrow burst out with a cheerful sound and flew away. It fell in a parabola and succeeded in penetrating the target. It was 6 points. He was aiming for the center, but it deviated to the right.


  ‘Then.’


  Grid aimed more to the left of the first shot. But he failed to read the wind direction in his rush. The direction of the wind changed and the arrows fell down. It was another 6 points. His opportunity to acquire a rare skill was flying away.


  The Grid in the past would’ve cursed with irritation.


  But.


  ‘It’s still okay.’


  Grid was calm. The reservist training included sparring, so the level of the participants needed to be similar.  In other words, the power of the 50 reservists currently participating in the training were around level 20 like Grid. It would be difficult for them to hit the targets with all 10 arrows.


  ‘The record will be for the level 20 reservists in the past. It’s still possible.’


  He couldn’t give up. This time, Grid raised his concentration to the maximum, read the wind direction, and fired the arrow.


  Puok!


  10 points. There was no difficulty after he got it once.


  Puk puk puk!


  Grid completely grabbed the feeling and got 10 points eight times in a row. The result.


  “Grid has 92 points!”


  [You have set a new record in Patrian’s reserve forces training Archery Test!]
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  “G-Grid has 92 points!?”


  [You have set a new record in Patrian’s reserve forces training Archery Test!]


  [Your understanding of archery, the bow, and arrows is higher than your ability.]


  [An ability correction will be applied to the hidden compensation.]


  [The normal skill ‘Bow Mastery’ has been acquired.]


  [Bow Mastery]


  Beginner: Lv.1


  You can handle all types of bows.


  When equipped with a bow, attack power and hit rate will increase by 4%, and the probability of a critical hit will increase in proportion to agility.


  Current Critical Hit Probability Increase: 0%.


  ‘Bow Mastery!’


  An archer had been described many times as a class that exerted a unique physical attack power. The reason? It was thanks to the Bow Mastery skill. Bow Mastery had the highest attack and accuracy rate of all masteries, and was the source of an archer’s power.


  ‘I never thought I would get Bow Mastery.’


  Grid was strong at a distance because he had Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcend, and Transcended Link, as well as Magic Missile. But that was a story when he had enough mana. The skill cooldown time was also a problem.


  ‘On the other hand, a bow guarantees steady attacks if there are enough arrows.’


  Grid referred to Piaro’s stats distribution when increasing his agility. For him, Bow Mastery was a very good passive skill.


  ‘If I can get Weapons Mastery as well…’


  The foundation for further strengthening would be completed. Grid’s body shivered as he thought about it.


  ***


  The stats of the level 23 Grid were a mess, but the level of the reserve troops participating in the training were only level 20. Grid was at the top of the rankings and won in the sparring. He completely overpowered his opponent.


  “The top graduate, Grid!”


  Clap clap clap!


  The training graduation ceremony. Instructor Kaesul called out his name and the assistants and reservists clapped. Grid had shown enough during the training to be respected by everyone.


  ‘Not Pagma’s Descendant…’


  ‘Shin Youngwoo’ was the one acknowledged. He was beyond thrilled by his own growth. Grid smiled and walked up to the stage. Then…


  [You have taken the top position in the training of Patrian’s reserve forces!]


  [You have obtained the first prize ‘Senior Reserve Forces Citation’.]


  [Senior Reserve Forces Citation]


  You have become the role model for the Patrian reservists.


  I want to thank you for your enthusiasm during training.


                 -Earl Ashur-


  “???”


  Surely that wasn’t it? Grid was expecting more from the compensation, so confusion filled his face. Instructor Kaesul smiled at him and said.


  “It is an honor to receive a citation from Earl Ashur, lord of Patrian, and a great magician of the continent. It is an heirloom that can be passed on to your descendants.”


  “This nonsense… There isn’t a separate compensation?”


  The moment that Grid asked this question.


  [Mission success!]


  [You have cleared the 31st island.]


  [You have acquired 600 challenger points for the mission success.]


  [Your level has returned to normal.]


  [The skills Spear Shot, Continuous Stab, and Bow Mastery have been acquired.]


  Shaaaaah-


  The fortified city of Patrien, Instructor Kaesul, the assistants, and the reservists. The perfect reproduction of the 31st island scattered like a mirage. Grid was left alone. He changed his mind about tearing up Earl Ashur’s citation and throwing it away.


  “…It isn’t bad to keep it as a memento.”


  It was the first award he received in his life. His personal feelings towards Earl Ashur had already been resolved to a certain extent, so Grid placed the citation on one side of his inventory.


  ***


  Reidan went through a big change while Grid was away.


  First of all, the monsters around the yellow mithril mine dried up. It was thanks to the great success of the knights who raised their level in Winston and returned. Reidan was now able to extract the yellow mithril in earnest. The yellow mithril caused a remarkable growth in the alchemy technology of Reidan, thanks to the fairy dust. It finally reached a level where alchemy could be combined with blacksmithing.


  Secondly, the magical talents of the ‘Ul Clan’ that Grid rescued from the empire had blossomed from the steady education. Reidan now had 930 magicians. Among them was Princess Hwarin of the Ul Clan, whose ability was unrivalled. The unique rated passive skill, ‘party’s magic power increased by 30%’ was a treasure for the magicians.


  Thirdly, the farming area of Reidan extended to the Altes Mountains. This would increase food production by three times.


  Lauel was confused, ‘There is a limited number of farmers, so how has Piaro developed agriculture to this degree? Surely he didn’t do all that work alone?’


  Lauel wasn’t yet aware that Aura Master Hurent and Pet Master Nyangmong were being held by Piaro.


  Fourthly, a Rebecca Temple started to be built under Pope Damian’s authority. The Rebecca Temple would give a big blessing to the city and foster healers, so the population of Reidan would increase dramatically.


  Fifthly, the Rebecca’s Daughters candidates brought by Damian were incorporated into Reidan. Piaro trained them to become the best farmers in the future. No, they were going to be the paladin unit.


  Lauel was worried about the fifth point.


  “Is this too excessive?”


  Rebecca’s Daughters were the absolute force of the Rebecca Church. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that without Rebecca’s Daughters, there would be no Rebecca Church. The Rebecca Church wouldn’t be convinced by Damian’s compassion for the candidates.


  “You might get kicked out of the pope position before you can finish your term. Your tenure needs to last in order to help Grid.”


  The power of the pope was mighty. It was best to aim for remaining pope for the rest of his life. However, Damian might lose his position just because of a few girls. Lauel felt like he was stupid.


  But Damian was stubborn.


  “The reason I became pope was because I hoped a second Isabel, Rin and Luna wouldn’t be born. You can’t imagine it. The pain of the young girls who are stuck in a facility, undergoing constant brainwashing and hard training… Being used as a weapon for all their lives, it isn’t possible for me to tell you how harsh it is.”


  “Hrmm.”


  Lauel was someone who would use and slaughter players to achieve his goal. He couldn’t understand Damian, who empathized with NPCs. But he tried to understand. Grid was close to NPCs like Irene, and had a child called Lord.


  Lauel had a duty to take into account Damian’s heart.


  “…To be honest, I still don’t understand you and Grid. However, I respect it. I will find a way to solidify your position that will be shaken by this incident.”


  Damian’s nervous face relaxed.


  “Thank you!”


  ‘Contact with the vampire cities has been disconnected and the work I have to worry about is growing.’ Lauel’s dark circles thickened.


  ***


  All the islands in the 30’s reproduced the challenger’s past trials. Situations where the challenger died a lot or failed a quest many times appeared sequentially. The rankers were armed with excellent talents and skills. For those who didn’t play an easy game, the islands in the 30’s were a disaster.


  But Grid was different. The trials that Grid suffered in the past, he could now easily overcome. 


  [You have entered the 40th island.]


  [This is a save point. Do you want to save your position?]


  [You have been registered. When you enter the Behen Archipelago later on, you will start from the 40th island.]


  “That is amazing. It’s really wonderful.”


  Sticks kept praising Grid. He wasn’t able to overcome his trials, and he was impressed by the fact that Grid grew in real time.


  “What’s the big deal about catching orcs and goblins?”


  Grid responded with a smile and checked the time.


  ‘I should rest for a while.’


  A total of one month had passed since he entered the Behen Archipelago. It took longer than expected, so Grid needed to manage his stamina. After six hours of game connection, he adjusted his condition by logging out, eating, and exercising.


  ***


  ‘The harvest that I obtained from the islands in the 30’s is great.’


  Apart from Spear Shot, Continuous Strike, and Bow Mastery, he gained 7 strength and stamina, as well as 5 agility and intelligence.


  The rewards earned from the quest were cumulative, demonstrating the effect of two elixirs. What were the rewards waiting for him on the remaining islands?


  Behen Archipelago. There was no place more appropriate for growth.


  ‘It would be good to use it as a training place for the guild members before it is cleansed.’


  The Tzedakah Guild, Yura, and Peak Sword were skilled enough to reach the 20th island. If they could collect a few elixirs with the challenger points, Overgeared would become even stronger.


  Ttiring~


  Shin Youngwoo was thinking about this when a message arrived on his phone.


  –A mail has arrived.


  ‘Is it the periodic report from Lauel?’


  Youngwoo stopped running and opened the mail.


  The third week of September.


  The alchemy facility has successfully studied yellow mithril, producing fairy dust. 


  * As soon as Grid returns, be prepared to try a fusion of alchemy and blacksmithing techniques.


  A magic unit has been constructed around Princess Hwarin of the Ul Clan.


  Piaro has expanded the farming area.


  …


  …


  …


  It is now the 24th day of Satisfy time since the vampire expedition entered the 9th city. I have lost touch with them.


  “…!”


  Youngwoo’s expression hardened as he read the contents of the mail. Marie Rose. The name of a transcendent being penetrated his mind.


  ‘It can’t be…!’


  Youngwoo rushed back along the jogging course he had just run. He was breathing roughly, but didn’t easily collapse.
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  Most gamers liked to dream, but they became frustrated by their talent and environmental limitations, causing them to abandon their dreams.


  From a general point of view, Grid was also like this. However, Grid obtained an opportunity after hard work. He had been trying his best ever since becoming Pagma’s Descendant.


  He wanted to escape his poverty, wanted to show off, and then wanted to overcome his inferiority. Now he didn’t want to lose what he had obtained, and also to protect his precious ones. His aspirations were refined in a more upright direction.


  He couldn’t sit still while his colleagues were at risk.


  “Login.”


  ***


  Behen Archipelago, the 40th island.


  Sticks was drinking a blue coconut.


  “Why did you come back so soon this time?”


  Grid cut right to the point.


  “Instant dun… No, can you forcefully enter a place where access is limited, like the Behen Archipelago?”


  No. Anyone would give that answer. But Grid was full of hope. Sticks.  He was called a sage because he accumulated more knowledge and wisdom than others. Indeed, Sticks met Grid’s expectations.


  “There is one way. But it is likely to fail and I can only try it twice a year.”


  “Can you give it a try for me?”


  “…Can I ask about the situation?”


  Grid was his benefactor and had infinite appeal. But Sticks couldn’t blindly help without knowing the situation.


  “There are people who I want to protect.”


  Grid gave a clear and brief explanation. His eyes were deep, warm and bright. Sticks didn’t inquire anymore after hearing the explanation.


  “First, let’s get out of here.”


  Sticks got up from his seat. The purification of the Contaminated Behen Archipelago? It was better for Grid to solve his problem first before returning. Grid would be able to concentrate more. 


  ***


  The members of the vampire expedition were as followed. Pon, Regas, Faker, Jishuka, Yura, Huroi, Peak Sword, Vantner, Toban, Zednos, Ibellin, and Toon. They were the elites of Overgeared.


  Since raiding Elfin Stone and growing from the 10th vampire city, they were filled with confidence. With the exception of Marie Rose, who Grid told them to be careful of, they were convinced that there weren’t any vampires they couldn’t raid.


  Now they greatly regretted challenging the 9th city.


  “Dammit, I’m lost at this age.”


  The 9th city was a castle. The castle was several times larger than Reidan, the second largest city in the Eternal Kingdom. Traps were set up everywhere, the corridors were like labyrinths, and the Overgeared members unintentionally became scattered.


  “Ka~kung.”


  Pon and Vantner were separated from the group. They were moving between a forest of pillars when a playful woman’s voice was heard from behind them. The surprised Pon and Vantner swung their weapons, but they only hurt the pillars and felt a pain from their wrists.


  “Oh! This nasty woman!”


  Vantner’s bald head turned red. He was like an octopus, so Pon burst out laughing. Vantner’s head became even redder.


  “This situation isn’t funny!”


  “You should look in the mirror. It’s impossible not to laugh.”


  “This bastard!”


  Vantner and Pon were still at odds. It happened when the agitated Vantner was going to grab Pon’s collar.


  “If you’re bored, then play with me.”


  The playful voice of a woman was heard from the ceiling instead of behind a pillar. Pon was still being held by the collar, but stabbed upwards with his spear. Vantner let go and grabbed his axe.


  They leapt towards the vampire baron, Ran.


  Puuok!


  The sharp fingernails moved with high agility and scratched the chests of the two men.


  “Kuk…!”


  “Oh!”


  Pon and Vantner’s faces became irritated at their failed counterattack.


  “Huhuhut~ silly Brothers.”


  Ran hid herself in the darkness and taunted them, causing Vantner to grumble.


  “Wouldn’t Faker be a match for that woman?”


  “I agree. If Faker was here, then we would be able to easily catch that woman instead of suffering like this.”


  “That’s what I wanted to say!”


  The two of them couldn’t work together and the number of wounds gradually increased. Ran’s laughter echoed in the darkness.


  ***


  “Do you think this body will be hurt by that small dagger?”


  A large hall on the first floor of the castle. Faker had fallen into a trap and was fighting a vampire alone. Like his name, Mountain held an unusually large weapon and was covered with armor. The body of the vampire baron was as big as his name. He was at least 3m tall.


  ‘Amazing.’


  His throwing skill wasn’t enough to get past the defense. Rare tension appeared on Faker’s face.


  ***


  “This is the worst.”


  A corridor to the north of the castle’s first floor. Jishuka and Zednos was isolated in the middle of it without any cover. There were vampire soldiers coming from both sides of the corridor.


  “We can’t let them get here.”


  “I know.”


  Jishuka was an archer and Zednos was a magician. They were vulnerable when it came to close combat. They shot arrows and magic to the other side of the hall to prevent vampires from approaching…


  “Damn humans!”


  The number of angry vampires didn’t show signs of diminishing. Zednos saw that they were gradually narrowing the distance and clicked his tongue.


  “The average level is 20 levels higher than the vampires of the 10th city?”


  “…I agree.”


  The two people felt desperate.


  ***


  “Is everybody safe?”


  Regas, Huroi, Peak Sword, Toban, Ibellin, and Toon. They were at the forefront of the party and was move towards the 2nd floor when they activated the ‘Teleportation Trap.’ It was impossible for them to confirm if the colleagues left on the 1st floor were safe.


  “I can’t see their health and location.”


  “I think they are in danger.”


  “No, Regas. This is why I told you to let Faker go first. Why were you in the front when you don’t have a searching ability?”


  “…I’m sorry. I was so motivated that I moved ahead.”


  “Let’s go down to the 1st floor instead of blaming anyone.”


  Peak Sword. He used to be the guild master of the Silver Knights Guild. When he was serious, he showed a high leadership and judgment ability. The others were well aware of this fact and followed Peak Sword without saying anything.


  However, there were people blocking the path to the 1st floor. They were three vampire barons.


  “…This place is great.”


  In the 10th city, one or two vampire barons emerged as intermediate bosses. However, the 9th city contained an absurd number of vampire barons.


  “Draw Sword, Annihilate.”


  Sakak-!


  Peak Sword initiated the battle.


  ***


  Demon Slayer, Yura. Her level was 247. The level that the general public took two years to obtain was achieved in just seven months. It was the result of the know-how from her 5th place ranking, a legendary class, and the best hunting ground that was the vampire cities.


  The present Yura was strong enough to compare with the main powers of Overgeared. However, her level wasn’t enough to deal with a vampire viscount alone.


  “Is this your limit?”


  A viscount was far stronger than the vampire barons. The viscount, Tiramet, looked down at the kneeling Yura. He was overflowing with magic power and his infinite physical strength made him arrogant.


  “I was a bit nervous about the dirty bullets you shoot, but it isn’t interesting. A Demon Slayer is just this much.”


  Yura asked Tiramet, who had spoken in a ridiculing tone.


  “You know about a Demon Slayer?”


  “It’s impossible for me to not know.”


  Tiramet raised his silver hair. Then he revealed a deep wound on his forehead.


  “I was wounded by that guy.”


  His killing intent rose. Tiramet’s hostility exploded as he thought about the past.


  “Woman who inherited that power. Today I will thoroughly step on you.”


  Peeng!


  Like most vampires, Tiramet was good at magic and physical fighting. He used a style of fighting that weakened the enemy with magic and then ended it with physical attacks.


  “I won’t be hit by the same thing again.”


  Yura cancelled the magic by shooting a purification bullet and immediately opened the distance. She narrowly avoided a flying kick and fired a bullet again.


  Tatang!


  It hit. The bullet accurately hit between Tiramet’s eyes. It was a great marksmanship. However, Yura’s complexion was still pale. She was only level 247, so she couldn’t deal a big blow to a named level 360 boss.


  “Kuk…! Girl!”


  A Demon Slayer’s attack was a deadly poison to demonkin. No matter the level difference, Tiramet felt a great deal of pain, so his anger soared into the sky.


  Peeng! Peeng!


  Kwaang!


  Every time he waved his hand, black magic power struck to constrict Yura’s behavior.


  “I’ll break you!”


  A smile broke out on Tiramet’s face because he was confident in his combat abilities. His kick flew out like lightning and aimed accurately at Yura’s face.


  Peeok!


  A sound rang out.  Tiramet was convinced it was the sound of fragile human bones being broken.


  “Kukuk…! Huh?”


  Tiramet stopped laughing while imagining brains pouring out of the dying human. He felt doubts.


  ‘What is this?’


  Where did the golden shield that appeared in front of his leg come from?


  ‘What is this damn girl…!?’


  The moment that Tiramet backed away.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  A storm of blue-black energy blades flew and covered Tiramet. Tiramet reflexively used a defense spell and was astonished.


  ‘Strong…!’


  It was a level of damage that couldn’t be defended against. Tiramet’s body became wounded as he moved backwards.


  “What bastard?”


  Immediately after the storm of blades finished, the outraged Tiramet tried to counterattack. He was about to use magic when he stopped. Four golden hands came flying over and bound his arms and legs!


  “What is this…?”


  Tiramet struggled to shake off the golden hands. But this wasn’t an easy task. He had the advantage in power, but the dexterity of the fingers meant he couldn’t easily get rid of them. At that moment, a gap was revealed for a few seconds. 


  Someone was flying above Tiramet’s head. It was a black haired human. 


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  It was Grid.


  “Linked Kill.”
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  Elfin Stone, master of the 13th city, was an earl, while the master of cities in the 10s were viscounts. Yura was well aware of the strength of a viscount type vampire.


  ‘At least five of the elites of Overgeared must be present to raid them.’


  It might be possible if she completed all her class quests and went over level 300, but she couldn’t do it alone right now. Yura judged this and focused on survival. She fought defensively in order to buy as much time as possible for her scattered colleagues to return.


  But Tiramet’s combat power was too destructive. He was stronger than the other viscounts she had met.


  ‘He met a former Demon Slayer and survived.’


  It was clearly a unique event, meaning… 


  ‘Named boss!’


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  “Ah.”


  Yura avoided the bleeding magic, but her range of actions was constrained. Soon after, she was faced with a kick flying at her.


  ‘I can’t avoid it.’


  She would lose at least a third of her health. The key was to not allow any linked attacks. Yura calculated the angle and deliberately moved her body. The moment she was hit, she would be blown back to the rear pillar and planned to use that gap to regain her posture.


  At that moment.


  Syuk~


  Chaaeng!


  A shining golden shield came flying and protected Yura from Tiramet’s kick.


  “…!”


  Yura’s normally always calm eyes widened. She knew who the owner of this golden shield was.


  ‘Grid!’


  Why was he here when he should be in the Behen Archipelago? How did he enter, and why did he only show up in important moments to help her?


  ‘I will keep depending on you if this happens.’


  Even Yura’s sad expression was beautiful. 


  ***


  The True Blood vampires were divided into two types.


  There were the nine children born directly by Shizo Beriache, and those made using their blood. Viscount Tiramet was a direct descendant. He was at least three times stronger than the usual made vampire viscounts, so it was right to call him a quasi-earl.


  He was being threatened by a human? It didn’t make sense. Unless his opponent had the title of a legend!


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Linked Kill.”


  Puk.


  Puk puk puk!


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Tiramet’s body was pierced five times by a blue-black energy blade, causing him to scream terribly. The black haired human who suddenly appeared, his attack power was devastating.


  “You!”


  The angry Tiramet waved his hand, causing his magic power to move. It was the manifestation of transfusion magic that hit all targets and took away their health.


  ‘A non-targeted skill.’


  The black haired man, Grid’s, eyes changed. He withdrew the greatsword that was inserted into Tiramet’s chest, while using the footwork of Link to avoid the blood magic. It was a remarkable accomplishment, considering the timing and speed of the magic. Of course, the aid of the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch was also great.


  “You rat bastard!”


  Tiramet shouted as his health went down and he punched out. But Grid’s skill deployment was quicker, since he was already completing the footsteps of Link.


  “Link.”


  A little while ago, Grid had stabbed Tiramet’s chest rather than his head. The head would receive more damage, but he wasn’t able to hit the enemy’s head with 100% accuracy with his current skills.


  On the other hand, Link was different. The range of the slashes was much wider than a stabbing attack.


  “This will hurt.”


  Pit!


  Pipipipipit!


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  At the same time as Grid’s proclamation, Tiramet’s face was mangled. Tiramet was shaken by the terrible pain and pulled out a trump card.


  “Blood Tornado!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Magic power moved around Tiramet like a whirlwind. Grid’s body was swept into the air by it.


  “I’ll kill you!”


  Kwa kwang!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Five blood missiles flew towards Grid.


  “God Hands!”


  Syuok! Syuok!


  Two golden hands came flying at Grid’s call. They spread open their palms and blocked the Blood Missile, but stiffened. The three remaining Blood Missiles hit Grid’s head and chest.


  Pepepepeng!


  “Cough!”


  There was an explosion and Grid coughed up blood. Tiramet confirmed it and laughed with excitement.


  “Kuhahat! You’re quite strong, but you’re still human! There’s a large physical difference between you and I! A human body is like dry leaves, while the body of a True Blood vampire is like steel!”


  This was true, but Tiramet was also hurt by his wounds. The damage from the human destroyed common sense and half his health was consumed.


  ‘But!’


  He had vampire magic. Tiramet smiled and aimed magic at both Grid and Yura.


  “My body is a stone.”


  “…!”


  Tiramet’s eyes widened. The human received three Blood Missiles and was far from death!


  “Why is a human so durable…?”


  “Magic Missile.”


  Jiing.


  Peeng!


  “Cough!”


  Magic Missile (Enhanced) Lv. 2. The legendary spell, which had become more powerful in the Behen Archipelago, accurately penetrated Tiramet’s heart. Tiramet thought it was ludicrous.


  ‘I was hit by a Magic Missile?’


  Why was a magician so tough? No, why did he use a sword so well if he was a magician? Tiramet was feeling astonished when Grid appeared above him, drinking a health potion.


  Chaaeng!


  The blue-black greatsword struck like a lightning bolt! The momentum was great, but it was easily caught by Tiramet’s left hand.


  “This body won’t be caught by the same pattern!”


  Tirament stretched out his right hand. He grabbed Grid’s neck and pushed him into a pillar.


  “Blood Burn!”


  Peeng!


  Grid’s body was pushed into the pillar and swept away by the explosion of blood.


  “Grid!”


  Yura’s face paled. No matter how good his items, stats, and class, she was worried that Grid wouldn’t be safe from this attack. She had forgotten for a moment. Grid was someone who fought against Kraugel.


  “Already making me use Doran’s ring.”


  Grid’s appearance was moderately fine. But his expression wasn’t good. 


  ‘I still have a long way to go.’


  Kraugel wouldn’t have been caught by the neck when the attack was blocked.


  ‘He would’ve aimed for the head with the first Linked Kill.’


  Was Grid frustrated after knowing he was lacking so much, despite going to the Behen Archipelago? No. Just like Kraugel and Yura, Grid was now aiming to be the best. He couldn’t be so easily frustrated.


  “Let’s start properly.”


  “This guy keeps on speaking nonsense… Hah?”


  Tiramet, who was laughing with a relaxed expression, hurriedly moved from his position. Two golden hands appeared in the air.  The hands could fly on their own through the air with weapons?


  ‘Artifacts that can be used for both offense and defense, and move by themselves…! It is big!’


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  The God Hands’ Sword Mastery level had grown from the beginner to intermediate level. It was the result of Grid repeatedly using them in the Behen Archipelago. They wielded the Ideal Dagger, the Doppelganger’s Greatsword, and fired Magic Missiles to tie up Tiramet’s feet for a while.


  But it wasn’t enough to drive Tiramet to the defensive.


  “What can you do with such shameful artifacts?”


  Jjejeong! Jjejejeok!


  Tiramet grasped the trajectory of the two God Hands, avoided them and reached for Grid.


  “Die!”


  Peeng!


  He fired Blood Fire, which dealt both fire damage proportional to his health. Grid faced the heat and revealed his power for the first time.


  “Blackening.”


  [Your black magic power has increased.] 


  [You don’t have any black magic power. It will be replaced with demonic power.]


  [While Blackening is activated, your species will change to half-demon.]


  [As a half demon, your maximum health is reduced by 50%. Your attack power, magic power, and agility will increase by 20% each.]


  [All attacks will be converted to the black magic attribute.]


  “Quick Movements.”


  [The skill attached to the Ideal Dagger equipped to the God Hand has now been activated.]


  [Your evasion rate is increased by 30% and your agility is doubled for 1 minute.]


  “Blacksmith’s Rage.”


  [Attack power will increase by 25% and attack speed will increase by 40% for 35 seconds.]


  Then…


  [The items have successfully combined!]


  [The combination time of Failure and Iyarugt will last 2 minutes.]


  The reason that Grid only used two God Hands during the battle wasn’t to make fun of Tiramet. He recognized and appreciated Tiramet’s strength, so he had used the Item Combination skill with two God Hands just before entering battle.


  Clink!


  The two God Hands flew here and gave Grid a new weapon. Based on his increased agility, Grid evaded the Blood Fire and gave orders to each God Hand.


  “Open. Magic Missile.”


  Syu syu syu syu syuk!


  Pepepepeng!


  The hands scattered all over the place fired a Magic Missile at Tiramet, making it difficult for Tiramet to avoid.


  “This technique… Heok?”


  Tiramet cried out as he deployed Blood Shields to defend against the Magic Missiles. The black haired man, who was hard to define as a human anymore, was coming closer?


  “Fling Blood!”


  “Continuous Stab!”


  Puok!


  Jjejeong! Puk! 


  Chaaeng! Jjejeong!


  Tiramet wasn’t ordinary. Using the Fling Blood skill, he was able to boost his stats and defend against three of Grid’s five attacks. Grid judged that he was unable to achieve five combos in this situation and used Blood Cry.


  Kakiing.


  “Kuk… No, that’s Elfin Stone’s!”


  Tiramet’s eyes widened. Grid saw an opportunity and chopped at Tiramet’s shoulder with Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Pinnacle. From here, Iyarugt’s power activated properly.


  [The 3rd combo has been achieved!]


  [The damage done to the target will increase by 200% for 1 second.]


  “Kill.”


  [Critical!]


  “Urgh…”


  Tiramet’s face wrinkled as he was affected. Yet he tried to fight back, proving his strength. It wasn’t comparable to Elfin Stone, but Tiramet far exceeded the weakened Hell Gao. Grid was expecting Tiramet’s counterattack.


  “Revolve.”


  The counterattack came on cue. It was the moment when Grid’s aim was completed.


  [The 5th combo has been achieved!]


  [The target’s sense of reason has collapsed for 0.3 seconds.] 


  [The skill ‘Hell Sword’ can be linked.]


  The skill must be activated within 0.3 seconds. Now Grid could strike at the right timing.


  “Hell Sword.”
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  Hell Sword.


  It was a conditional activation skill attached to Iyarugt, and the power was great. It was comparable to the legendary skill, Pagma’s Swordsmanship. If he analyzed it in detail, it overwhelmed the power of Kill Lv. 4.


  [Hell Sword]


  Inflicts 2,400% physical attack power to the target.


  Every time the target is hit, an addition 100% damage will be dealt.


  Mana Consumption: 1,000


  Skill Cooldown Time: 15 minutes.


  Chiiiiing!


  Iyarugt was combined with Failure. 


  Pachik!


  Pachichik!


  Black sparks rose around Iyarugt. A crescent shaped line was drawn. It was a bisection.


  Sakak-!


  “…!”


  Tiramet was slashed from the crown of the head to the crotch. A total of 24 black rays gathered around him, making him unable to scream. Grid moved and controlled everything.


  ‘One.’


  Peng!


  ‘Two.’


  Pepeng!


  ‘Three.’


  Peeng!


  He manipulated the direction by moving his fingers. Of the 24 rays, only three managed to hit Tiramet. The remaining 21 ceased to exist after the one second time limit.


  ‘It’s too hard.’


  He couldn’t adapt to the continuous command input. It was complicated and the time was too short. It wasn’t something he could adapt to after one or two times.


  ‘If I knew, I would’ve gone to the game room more often when I was young…’


  He wasted his time sitting at a desk and studying. In the corner of Grid’s field of view, the notification windows were being updated sequentially.


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 1,229,112 damage to the target.]


  [Health has been absorbed due to the option effect of Iyarugt’s Ring.]


  [You have dealt 17,071 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 17,071 damage to the target.]


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 51,213 damage to the target.]


  [The duration of Blacksmith’s Rage is over.]


  After Hell Sword, he followed it with the combo of Transcended Link, Linked Kill, Link, Kill, Pinnacle, and Revolve. He even used Item Combination and Blackening. At this point, Grid was betting on Tiramet’s end.


  ‘He shouldn’t still be alive.’


  He used all his strength against Tiramet from the beginning. He only had 33 mana left after using his strongest skills in succession. What if Tiramet survived? Grid would be forced on the defensive until the mana potions and skills cooldown ended.


  But that wouldn’t happen.


  ‘Hell Gao with one fire stone obtained wouldn’t be able to withstand this combo…’


  “What?”


  Grid’s expression stiffened.


  ‘Why isn’t he dead?’


  He didn’t receive any messages about Tiramet’s death, or the experience and items obtained. Grid stayed alert.


  “…Ahh, yes, yes. This is why Elfin Stone suffered.”


  Tiramet opened his mouth while his heath gauge was completely exhausted.


  “It’s because his body is weak, unlike me.”


  ‘What?’


  Grid was baffled about why this guy didn’t die. Tiramet’s body was torn like a rag, but magic power rose around him like a rag.


  “Among my siblings, I am weak in magic. Unlike my other siblings, I can’t use magic effectively. But instead…”


  “…!”


  Grid’s eyes widened. It was because the black magic power around Tiramet completely restored his body.


  “I have the ability to focus my magic power on regeneration. It’s the perfect immortality.”


  Tiramet laughed, revealing pointed teeth.


  “Now, let’s start again.”


  Cheok!


  Tiramet took a fighting stance. He was like a skillful martial artist. Yes, it was a form that was reminiscent of Regas. It reflected the will to not be caught by surprise anymore.


  “For reference, I become stronger every time I half die and revive.”


  Peeeong!


  Tiramet moved one foot and swung his fist, causing magic power and wind pressure to explode at the same time. It was a combination of magic damage and physical damage.


  ‘This is a viscount?’


  Apart from the tremendous attack power, his speed was also faster. Grid called the God Hands and took an active defense. It would be enough until the mana potions and skills cooldown ended.


  But Tiramet’s stats were significantly higher than before. It was difficult for Grid, who couldn’t use a single skill.


  Jjejeong! Jjeejeeeong!


  As the number of Tiramet’s kicks and punches increased, the intervals at which the God Hands stiffened became shorter. Grid realized that the God Hands would soon be neutralized.


  ‘It is bad for me.’


  In the case of Elfin Stone who used Blood Field, he was skilled in CC and magic, but his physical ability itself wasn’t special. Elfin Stone was unable to exert a great deal of force against Grid, who could neutralize CC and a few spells. Tiramet was the opposite case. He was a difficult opponent for Grid to take advantage of, since he depended on physical skills. 


  ‘In the first place, his revival ability is ridiculous.’


  Grid was foolish to use the strongest skill combo to end it quickly. If he hadn’t grown, he would’ve fallen into disarray and chaos.


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  As Grid looked worse, Tiramet’s momentum rose. The speed at which he wielded his fists and feet gradually rose. Grid tried to block but there was no escape.


  “I’m not a viscount because I’m weaker than Elfin Stone. I just don’t want to be annoyed by the responsibilities.”


  Taack!


  Grid started relying on the Divine Shield.


  Tiramet used the shield as a springboard and spun like a drill as he fell. The magic power concentrated on his toes caused a tornado, causing the area to be affected by the aftermath of the intense aura.


  ‘It’s no use.’


  Grid judged and took evasive action, but it was impossible to escape from Tiramet. It was because the duration of Quick Movements was over.


  “Hahahahat! Yes, you humans are best suited to being on the ground!”


  Tiramet’s feet crushed Grid’s shoulders.


  Kwaaaaang!


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Grid let out a terrible scream. Tiramet grabbed Grid’s head and whispered in a grim voice.


  “I will break you from now on.” 


  Chaaeng!


  Tiremet’s knee struck Grid’s face.


  Jjang!


  The second blow.


  Jjejejeok!


  Three blows in a row.


  Yura screamed as blood scattered from Grid’s head.


  “Grid!”


  ***


  [Mana has been consumed to refine the ‘Extinction Bullet’.]


  [Your magic gun doesn’t support rifle mode. There is a very high probability of a misfire.]


  [The Extinction Bullet has failed to launch properly.]


  [The durability of the Emilfa Magic Gun has fallen by 95. It might be destroyed.]


  [Mana has been consumed to use the ‘Vindictive Sword’.]


  [Your magic gun doesn’t support bayonet mode. There is a very high probability that Vindictive Sword won’t manifest.]


  [Vindictive Sword has failed to be activated.]


  [The durability of the Emilfa Magic Sword has fallen to 0 and it has been destroyed!]


  [Destroyed items can’t be recovered!]


  Demon Slayer Yura was still unable to exert her full strength. Was it because she failed to complete her class quest? That’s right. Was it because her stats hadn’t gone through the third awakening? That was also right.


  But the most important reason was that her magic weapon was only level 180. A magic engineering gun. For convenience, the magic gun was a weapon that could only be produced at an alchemist’s facility.


  In fact, magic guns produced by the alchemy facilities were merely unfinished products. Human alchemists only grasped the approximately working principles of a magic gun, but they didn’t yet understand the exact structure. The true magic guns that supported pistol mode, rifle mode, and bayonet mode could only be made by dwarves.


  However, Yura was blocked from proceeding with her class quest and was unable to enter the dwarf city of Talima.


  “Grid…!”


  The only man who stirred her heart. Yura felt grief about not being able to do anything, despite him being trampled on. Yura’s chest ached.


  ‘Why are you doing this for me?’


  Why did he have to sacrifice himself? She felt sorry for Grid and hated her own helplessness.


  ‘I have to save him somehow.’


  She tried to use her strongest skills, only for her weapon to be destroyed. Yura urgently armed herself with her secondary weapon, the level 120 Rianfa Magic Gun, and rushed to Tiramet. She felt gratitude and guilt to Grid, as well as her own pride. The combination of emotions linked together to make her behave that way.


  “You have forgotten your opponent…!”


  Stop! Yura shouted at Tiramet and pointed the muzzle, only to stop. It was because she heard Grid’s voice.


  “Relax. I’m okay.”


  “…Grid?”


  The voice was too good for a dying person caught by Tiramet. His voice came from a strange location. Tiramet jumped with surprise.


  “A fake?”


  That’s right. The Grid beaten up by Tiramet was Randy, not the real body. Grid fell from above Tiramet’s head. It was the moment when Randy’s new skill, after achieving level 200 in the Behen Archipelago, ‘Change position with the copied target’ was used to great effect.


  “These people swapped…!”


  “Kill!”


  Puok!


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Tiramet cried out with pain after Iyarugt’s head was pierced. However, it was too much to say that Grid would win. Grid was still lacking mana and the cooldown of other skills hadn’t come back in full.


  Furthermore.


  ‘What if I pour everything into it and he doesn’t die?’


  It was the worst. Then it would really be over.


  ‘There is the possibility that the boss can’t be defeated until certain conditions are met.’


  Grid suggested to Yura.


  “Let’s run away.”


  But Yura’s opinion was different. She felt relief when she realized that Grid was safe, and regained her cool head. She figured out a way to kill Tiramet with her brains.


  “There is a wound where he was hit by a former Demon Slayer.”


  Why didn’t the wound heal despite her overwhelming regenerative power? The answer was likely to be in the class called Demon Slayer.


  “Maybe I’m the only one who can kill him.”


  It was a rational judgment. Someone clapped at her judgment. It was Sticks. He was watching the battle from outside the area and he grinned at Yura.


  “It’s the correct conclusion.”


  “You…?”


  It was the first time that Yura had seen an elf. She was confused for a while and realized.


  “Grid, did you manage to come here with his help?”


  Grid nodded.


  “That’s right. The hidden sage, Sticks.”


  Sticks handed a small box to Yura.


  “This is the gun that Alex used in his youth.”


  Alex. A former Demon Slayer and a man who was a close friend of Sticks. Grid, who was barely maintaining his composure, snapped out.


  “You don’t have any items that Pagma used in his youth?”


  “No, I wasn’t close to Pagma.”


  Sticks replied firmly. Grid thought it was unfair.


  ***


  Damian, who had been staying in Reidan for a month.


  He was having a lot of fun. Was he watching the construction process of the temple? That was secondary.


  Lord Steim. It was a lot of fun to play with Grid’s son.


  “You already understand the principles to manifesting divine power. Lord isn’t just a genius, but a super genius.”


  “Bubu!”


  Lord nodded proudly as a warm ray of light poured out from his fingertips. It was a feeble light, but considering that he had only be training for a month, Lord really was a genius. He understood whatever was taught, so Damian felt a sense of fulfillment.


  “You can use divine power to protect your friends and easily deal with demonkin. For example, the vampires.”


  Damian was intent on teaching Lord.


  Kasim and the Silver Dragons assassins hiding in the darkness were guarding Lord’s back.




  Chapter 372


  "You deceived me.”


  Randy, who copied Grid’s appearance, was beaten to death. Tiramet nervously threw down the slime-like creature.


  [Doppelganger Randy's health has fallen to 0.] 


  [Randy is forced to return to the pet inventory. You can’t summon it for the next 24 hours.]


  "You will pay with your lives.”


  Kwajak!


  Tiramet broke the ground as he leapt. The speed at which he reached Grid’s group, only Grid could react and cope. Yura was too low in level and Sticks’ eyesight was low.


  Chaaeng!


  Grid blocked Tiramet’s fists with the combined Failure and Iyarugt and was pushed back two steps. Grid had a unique strength stat among users, yet he was pushed back by the force.


  Pakak!


  Tiramet tilted her upper body and swung his fist at Grid’s temple.


  [You have suffered 9,975 damage.]


  “Kuk...!”


  Ku tang tang tang!


  Grid groaned as his body threw back against a wall. Tiramet’s  basic attack was very difficult to deal with because it combined magic  damage and physical damage, and also had changing features.


  ‘This isn’t good.’


  Grid was filled with extreme tension. In the past, he might’ve fallen into a panic. However, it was a good opportunity for the current Grid to face strong opposition.


  'Kraugel, you could’ve beaten this guy.’


  Grid wanted to prove that he was one step closer to Kraugel. Grid rose with this thought. Then he immediately rushed towards Tiramet. Despite being wounded, his momentum didn’t die.


  “You bastard!”


  Tiramet yelled as he received a nasty cut from Grid’s Greatsword. It wasn’t that he couldn’t avoid it, but that he didn’t. Tiramet grasped Grid’s face with a large hand. The moment his fangs shone in a threatening manner.


  "Magic Missile."


  Peeng!


  A white flash aimed accurately between Tiramet’s two eyes, while the God Hands grabbed the shaking Tiramet. At the same time, blood rose from Tiramet’s neck. Tirament got a headache.


  ‘How is he maintaining his concentration?’


  His first attacks were in vain and now he was overwhelmed in battle, so why didn’t he feel despair? This person had a different mentality from ordinary humans.


  ‘So far, all the humans have felt despair and frustration after realizing that I’m an immortal being.’


  Tiramet didn’t like it. Tiramet’s eyes shone red as he used magic to drive Grid on the defensive. Meanwhile, Yura was trying to grasp the function of the item.


  [Alex’s Magic Engineering Gun]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 215/215


  * Pistol Mode


  Attack Power: 419


  Mana Purification Rate: +30%


  * Rifle Mode


  Attack Power: 914


  Mana Purification Rate: -20%


  Firing Speed: -50%


  * Bayonet Mode


  Attack Power: 705


  Attack Speed: +10%


  Stabbing Attack: +30%


  * It is only possible to change modes once every 5 seconds.


  A magic weapon made by the dwarven craftsman Milepeu, who taught Pagma before he became a legend.


  Contains the essence of dwarf technology.


  Conditions of Use: Demon Slayer


  ‘It’s great.’


  The magic guns used by Yura only supported pistol mode. In  addition, it was lacking when it came to attack power, and didn’t have  the option to increase the speed at which mana was purified into  bullets.


  Sticks smiled as she checked Alex’s magic gun and shook.


  "I have watched you closely. This gun can bring out your true strength.”


  Yura had a question.


  “Why are you giving me this gun without any conditions? Today is the first time we’ve met.”


  "You are Grid’s colleague.”


  Originally, a Demon Slayer had to visit the Behen Archipelago and reach the 25th island to obtain Alex’s magic gun. It was a type of hidden quest. However, Yura skipped the intermediate process and got a reward just because she was Grid’s colleague.


  ‘It was you.’


  Chaaeng!


  Chaeeeeeng!


  Grid was having a bloody fight with Tiramet. Yura’s eyes further deepened as she looked at him.


  ‘He is a man like a fishnet.’


  She couldn’t escape from him. She never imagined that she would be so dependent on someone. Yura aimed at Tiramet’s head and made a subtle smile.


  Wiing- click.


  [Alex's gun will switch to rifle mode.]


  The blue barrel stretched out and Yura’s mana was transferred into the gun.


  "Extinction."


  Peeng!


  “...!”


  Sticks’ eyes shone as he watched Yura from the side. It was because the speed at which she refined mana into a bullet reminded him of Alex. Of course, he wouldn’t be surprised if she was faster.


  Kwa kwang!


  “Kuaack!”


  Tiramet’s  face half exploded while he was busy dealing with Grid and the God  Hands. Blood and flesh dripped down and his skull was revealed. It was an accurate shooting skill and great power.


  Tiramet struggled with the pain. His hate-filled eyes gazed at Yura and Grid didn’t miss this opportunity.


  “Linked Kill.”


  Puok!


  Grid’s greatsword accurately hit Tiramet’s half-face. Tiramet couldn’t even scream.


  Puk puk puk!


  Grid’s greatsword kept targeting Tiramet’s face. Unfortunately, two of them missed, but four strikes were successful. A critical popped up all four times, and the effect of the Holy Light Gloves was activated three times.


  Grid had the momentum.


  “Link!”


  [Link has risen to level 6.]


  [The power of Link will rise.]


  Pit!


  Pipipipipit!


  Chaeeeeeng!


  Tiramet was amazed. Despite the deadly injury, most of the swift sword strikes were blocked with both arms. But now his opponent wasn’t just Grid. Focusing on Grid once again revealed a gap to Yura.


  “Vindictive Sword.”


  Shaaaah!


  She used Extinction Bullet to approach Tiramet and then used an aura sword attack. The white flash in a straight line once again caused great damage to Tiramet.


  Grid was amazed.


  ‘It is very strong.’


  Demon Slayer. It was a great demonstration of the passive and active skills that dealt additional damage to the demonkin. Yura’s level, stats and items were far below Grid’s, but she dealt 1.5 times more damage to Tiramet.


  “Ugh!”


  Tiramet was confused. It was absurd that one of Beriache’s nine direct descendants was on the defensive from two humans. It was a shock that was comparable to when he met Alex, 150 years ago.


  ‘First retreat...’


  Pahat!


  Tiramet’s body scattered into smoke as he forgot about his pride. He planned to retreat, but Grid and Yura didn’t allow him to.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave.”


  [Wave has risen to level 5.]


  [The power of Wave will rise.]


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Waves spread in all directions, slowing down Tiramet’s speed.


  “Light of the End.”


  Pepepepeng!


  Yura caused a golden explosion that shook the space.


  “This... W-what is this...? Kuaaaaak!"


  The overwhelming regenerative power of Tiramet was neutralized by the Demon Slayer. Tiramet started to disappear without recovering from his fatal injuries. His screams echoed in the area as he faded away.


  [Vampire Viscount Tiramet is forced to sleep after exhausting all his powers.]


  [1,325,810,470 experience has been acquired.]


  [Tiremet’s Belt has been acquired.]


  [Tiremet’s Shoulderguards has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Tiremet’s strength is engraved on the Rune of Darkness.]


  [The  blacksmith who became a legend can appraise items with an excellent  discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will  be found.]


  [Tiramet’s Shoulderguards]


  Rating: Unique


  Defense: 95  Health: +3,000


  * There is a low chance of nullifying physical attacks.


  It is the favourite shoulderguards of the vampire viscount, Tiramet. Gives the wearer a high survival capacity.


  User Restriction: Level 320 or higher.


  Weight: 190


  [Tiramet's Belt]


  Rating: Epic (Growth)


  * Reduce damage received by 10%.


  * Stamina +100.


  A belt that contains the unique magic power of Vampire Viscount Tiramet.


  Weight: 13


  [This item has a hidden function.]


  [The information about Tiramet's Belt has been updated.]


  * If this belt grows to a legendary rating, the wearer can summon Vampire Viscount Tiramet.


  ‘Hah...’


  Elfin Stone’s ring could summon Elfin Stone and Tiramet’s Belt could summon Tiramet. Assuming  that all items with the unique mana was like this, it seemed that  summoning the vampires would make them his subordinates.


  ‘It is a big hit.’


  The thought of having big bosses like Elfin Stone and Tiramet as subordinates in the future was electrifying. Yura approached Grid and reached out.


  “...Please.”


  "Yes, of course.”


  She wanted the items to be distributed. Grid interpreted it that way and handed Tiramet’s Belt to Yura.


  ‘It is a bit disappointing.’


  He  wouldn’t have been able to raid Tiramet without Yura’s help. In  addition, Yura’s growth was Overgeared’s growth, so it was natural and  reasonable to distribute the items to her. But Yura didn’t take Tiramet’s belt.


  "Not the items.”


  "...Then what?”


  Grid felt puzzled, while Yura blushed and avoided his gaze.


  "Hold my hand. As a token for my efforts.”


  Yura asked shyly. Grid was bewildered, but he shook her hand vigorously.


  Sticks shook his head.


  ***


  "Mama! Ma!”


  Lord’s  sense of balance increased day by day and he started walking a week  ago. He didn’t fall until he reached his mother Irene. Irene was thrilled and hugged Lord.


  “My son, you are the spitting image of your great father.”


  “Wow.”


  Ruby, who was staring at Lord from the side, was embarrassed. Her  brother was someone who wore diapers until he was 5 years old. It was  ridiculous that he would be compared to the super genius Lord.


  But sometimes it was good for the truth to be buried. Ruby remained silent.




  Chapter 373


  ‘I haven’t grown enough.’


  Grid’s total health in his blackened state was slightly less than 30,000. Tiramet could kill him in just 3~4 hits. But Grid had endured it. The attacks with a relatively easy orbit were directly blocked and avoided, while he relied on the God Hands and Randy for the attacks that were difficult to cope with.


  Grid’s self-evaluation of his control and ability to use items.


  ‘There’s still a long way to go.’


  He wasn’t satisfied. It was a fact that the enemies he would face in the future would continue to be strong.


  ‘Is there a definitive way to become stronger? No matter how much control I develop, it’s impossible to not get hit at all during a battle.’


  What if he made an item that received hits?


  ‘A simple example is a damage reflective item.’


  Or, ‘Armor with a black hole? I will drag the enemies that hit me to another dimension.’ It was fun to imagine fanciful things. For Grid, imagination was a type of power.


  Why?


  ‘I have the Item Creation skill.’


  There were many items in Satisfy that had functions that Grid didn’t know yet. Grid’s imagination meant he had infinite possibilities. Grid believed in his own potential and grasped the Rune of Darkness.


  [Rune of Darkness]


  Bound Item


  It is permanently preserved in your inventory. Trading, dropping, or destroying it is impossible.


  -Usage Effect: Demonic power state will rise in exchange for its use.


  * Normal attacks and skill attacks will deal an addition 20% dark damage.


  Unique Lasting Effect: When dealing with named demonkin and demons, you can absorb unique attributes.


  * Tiramet’s Power: If your health drops below 10%, health will be restored to 30% in an instant. Cooldown Time: 12 hours.


  ‘My survivability is getting higher.’


  Grid observed the Rune of Darkness and came up with one idea.


  ‘It would be ideal to be a pure tanker.’


  There were many damage dealers in Overgeared, but few tankers. The only tankers to be relied on were Vantner and Toban.


  ‘If I become a tanker, the synergy with the guild will explode…’


  He imagined himself armed with heavy armor and shields. Then he frowned.


  ‘…Then Pagma’s Swordsmanship will be useless.’


  Grid was someone with the strongest attack skills. It was a waste of talent to turn into a pure tanker. But when he thought about it more, it wasn’t the case.


  ‘No, can’t I swap between items?’


  What if he had an offensive set and defensive set that could be swapped if necessary?


  ‘It would be easier to cope with a sudden situation like the Tiramet raid.’


  The appearance of the concentrating Grid was mature and gentle. Yura’s gem-like eyes were wet as she watched him.


  ***


  “It’s dirty.”


  “It’s been a long time.”


  The east side of the first floor of the castle, where towering pillars spread out like a forest. The irritation of Pon and Vantner were soaring. They were angry at the tricks of Ran, the vampire baron who attacked through the darkness and the pillars.


  “The terrain is too much of a disadvantage. I would rather break it all down.”


  Crunch.


  Pon greatly twisted the arm holding the spear. His muscles swelled up as he gathered his strength.


  “Crasher Spear.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  It destroyed everything in its path.   It was a powerful attack that would even make the allies afraid. The spear cut from top to bottom, causing the towers to collapse. Then the shadow hiding behind the pillars came into view.


  Vantner didn’t miss this opportunity.


  “Sun Guard!”


  Fla~sh!


  Vantner’s shield shone like the sun and drove away the darkness. The light rays were so bright that it was reminiscent of a nightclub. Ran no longer had a place to hide and fired magic bullets at the two people.


  “It isn’t a big deal!”


  The magic was laughable compared to Elfin Stone. Vantner blocked the magic bullets with his shield, while Pon flew through the dust and tried to aim his spear… But Vantner ran ahead and interfered with Pon’s path.


  Kung!


  “You damn pig!”


  Pon staggered as he was hit by Vantner’s massive body. Vantner also cried out.


  “You idiot! There is a path in front of you. Why run towards me?”


  “Why do I need to explain each reason individually? You ignorant bastard.”


  Pon and Vantner growled at each other. Thanks to this, Ran passed the crisis and was able to escape through the pillars in the rear that hadn’t yet collapsed.


  ‘I’m glad that their teamwork is a mess.’


  Ran thought with relief and fired magic from behind a pillar.


  Jiing.


  Peng!


  The red flash broke the ceiling and the falling debris restrained Pon and Vantner’s actions. Ran moved back through the darkness and aimed sharp nails at Pon’s neck.


  Puok!


  The blood red nails pierced a hole in Pon’s neck.


  “Puhaha! You were hit!”


  Vantner laughed and taunted Pon. The journey of the two people was long and harsh.


  ***


  [The blacksmith who became a legend can appraise items with an excellent discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will be found.]


  [A hidden function doesn’t exist.]


  Grid appraised Alex’s gun. He was somewhat disappointed with the results and moved quickly with Yura, Sticks, and Bini.


  “Over there is the closest.”


  Sticks borrowed the power of the earth and wind elementals to figure out where a battle was occurring. He also allowed Grid to enter the vampire city, so he was helpful in many ways.


  ‘But he didn’t give me an item…’


  Yura got Alex’s gun for free. Grid couldn’t help feeling a bit jealous.


  “… Eh?”


  Grid moved through the door that Sticks indicated and made an absurd expression. It was the same for Yura who followed behind him. The reason?


  “You useless octopus head!”


  “I would’ve died earlier if I wasn’t a tanker!”


  “If you weren’t there, the vampire baron would be killed!”


  “…”


  There was evidence of destruction through the room. There were still dozens of pillars left and Pon and Vantner were fighting each other. It was in front of the enemy.


  “Hohohohut!”


  “Kuk!”


  “How rotten!”


  Because they were grabbing each other’s collars, Pon and Vantner weren’t free. The two men allowed the female vampire to attack and retreat behind the pillars, causing Grid to feel anger.


  “I won’t say anything about the personal relationship between the two of you. But…”


  Step, step.


  Grid moved and used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Restraint. Ran, who was flying to the new target Grid like a moth to the fire, stopped in the air.


  ‘What?’


  Ran’s body started sweating as Grid activated Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Pinnacle, then followed up with Kill.


  “Kyaaak!”


  Ran let out a terrible scream and rushed towards Pon and Vantner. She was released from Restraint and attempted to hide in the darkness, but Yura didn’t allow it.


  “Purification Bullet.”


  Tatatang! Tang tang!


  The bullets made from blue mana turned Ran’s body into a beehive.


  “Linked Kill.”


  Puok!


  Puk puk puk!


  Grid neatly finished it off. 


  [Vampire Baron Ran has been destroyed.]


  [525,810,470 experience has been acquired.]


  [Two Blessed Weapon Enhancement Stones have been acquired.]


  [Seven weapon enhancement stones have been acquired.]


  [Skillbook: Dark Fairy Tale has been acquired.]


  Swaaah.


  Blood poured out and a black smoke rose. In the meantime, Grid sent a very sharp and intimidating look towards Pon and Vantner.


  “In the future, fight in the appropriate time and place. Think about the pain that your colleagues are going through while you unnecessarily waste time here.”


  It wasn’t an exaggeration. Grid ran here from the Behen Archipelago for his colleagues. He couldn’t stand Pon and Vantner, who ignored their colleagues because of personal feelings.


  “…I’m sorry.”


  “I will be careful in the future.”


  Pon and Vantner bowed and apologized. They understood the reason why Grid was angry and acknowledged their mistakes, and were also aware of Grid as their leader. Grid reached out to the two people who couldn’t lift their heads. Was it an offer to shake hands so that they weren’t too discouraged? Pon and Vantner interpreted Grid’s gesture in this way.


  “Lend me a spear.”


  “…?”


  Grid made an unpredictable demand.


  ***


  A large hall on the first floor of the castle. Faker was struggling in a place where chandeliers hung like ornaments.


  Kuuong!


  The vampire baron, Mountain. He wore unusually heavy armor and used a heavy weapon for a vampire. The ground shook every time he moved, threatening Faker’s sense of balance.


  Chaaeng!


  Faker, whose posture collapsed and was slow to react, blocked the mace with his dagger. Faker used the recoil that occurred when the weapons collided to float in the air like a feather, while Mountain reached out a hand.


  “Blood Binding.”


  Kwarururung!


  Blood chains rose up and surrounded Faker’s body. But it was merely Faker’s clone.


  Peeng!


  The chains exploded and the remnants of Faker’s clone filled the air.


  Suuk.


  Faker took advantage of the swiftness of his class and appeared behind Mountain. He swung at Mountain’s thick neck. Faker aimed precisely at the gap in the armor joints.


  Puk!


  Puk puk!


  As the number of hits increase, the damage built up. The blow, that caused a deadly blow to Elfin Stone, pierced Mountain’s neck in succession. No emotions appeared in Faker’s eyes as blood soaked his face.


  “You rat bastard..!”


  Mountain shook from the shock and released magic power in every direction. Thanks to that, Faker flew back. A large axe flew at him as he tried to regain his balance in the air.


  ‘I have to allow this.’


  If he used ‘Flash’ here, his mana and skills linkage would become twisted. It happened when Faker was preparing for the shock.


  “Spear Shot.”


  Kurururu!


  Peeng!


  A silver-white spear flew from the entrance and penetrated Mountain’s head. Thanks to that, Faker was able to avoid the large axe whose obit was changed, and he moved his face towards the entrance.


  “Thank you, Pon… Grid?”


  He never imagined that Grid would be the person who saved him. Grid waved at Faker, who had a rare look of shock in his eyes.


  “To be driven on the defensive, isn’t this too bad?”


  Faker was someone who was often beside Grid. He was reminded of this and shrugged at Grid.


  “…But with you, I can be extraordinary.”


  It was a signal.


  “These damn humans!”


  Mountain’s aggro shifted to Grid and Grid handled it as always. Thanks to him blocking Mountain, Faker could move like he had wings on his back. Once Vantner and Yura stepped in, Mountain quickly became scarred.


  “My spear. My spear…”


  Pon was busy reclaiming his spear.




  Chapter 374


  [Vampire Baron Mountain has been destroyed.]


  [211,555,002 experience has been acquired.]


  [Three Blessed Armor Enhancement Stones have been acquired.]


  [Nine armor enhancement stones have been acquired.]


  [Skillbook: Skin Enhancement has been acquired.]


  A vampire baron. A semi-boss grade monster that could be raided in 10~15 minutes when five of the Overgeared elites were gathered together. But once the power of Grid and Yura were added, the raid speed was shortened by at least three times.


  “Catching a semi-boss monster in 5 minutes…’


  “…”


  The power of Grid and Yura was so good that it made Pon, Vantner, and Faker lose their words. They knew from the beginning that Grid had the trinity of stats, items, and class, but Yura’s growth was astonishing and dazzling.


  “It’s the power of my class and items.”


  Yura explained briefly and clearly. She was also becoming overgeared.


  ***


  A corridor to the north on the castle’s first floor. Jishuka and Zednos were isolated in the middle with enemies on both sides. It was the aftermath of the teleportation trap that Regas stepped on.


  “Multi Shot.”


  “Wind Wave.”


  Jishuka blocked the vampires in the right corridor, while Zednos blocked the ones in the left corridor. Arrows and magic poured out and slowed down the vampires’ momentum. But of course, there was a limit.The number of vampires was endless, so Jishuka and Zednos’ mana gradually depleted.


   “The respawn speed is ridiculous.”


  “We’re really isolated in the worst place.”


  Their stamina fell to a dangerous level. Jishuka and Zednos were covered with sweat and breathing roughly.


  Peeng!


  Pepeng!


  The vampires took advantage of it with their magic. One of the blood shots flew through the gap and hit Jishuka’s shoulder.


  “Jishuka!”


  Jishuka’s form collapsed as she was loading a new arrow, Zednos was shocked and dozens of vampires approached the two.


  “Wind Cutter! Wind Missile!”


  Zednos started to go on a rampage. He only thought about protecting Jishuka, so he cast magic without considering his mana. Thanks to that, they could pass the immediate criss.


  [You have no mana.]


  [Your mana potion cooldown time hasn’t returned.]


  “This…!”


  Zednos’ face turned white. Then Jishuka’s voice was heard.


  “Bow down.”


  Zednos didn’t delay. He thoroughly trusted Jishuka and immediately followed her words.


  “Phoenix Arrow.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  A giant fire bird flew over Zednos’ head and turned one of the corridors into fire. Over 50 vampires were swept away and Jishuka urged.


  “Use this gap to escape.”


  Zednos didn’t easily move.


  “What are you doing?”


  “What? I’m buying time while you run away.”


  Jishuka stood up to secure Zednos’ retreat. Despite her noticeable slowed speed after Phoenix Arrow, she stood up to the vampires approaching from the other corridor. The arrows fired from her hand precisely penetrated the vampires.


  The mithril arrows and silver arrows dealt additional damage to the vampires, but Jishuka was already exhausted. The vampires were shot in the head, but continued to move forward to hit Jishuka.


  “J-Jishuka.”


  Why aren’t you leaving? Shouldn’t you go and join our colleagues?”


  “…I understand.”


  Jishuka had opened a path, but it was unknown when new vampires would appear. Zednos didn’t want Jishuka’s sacrifice to be in vain and was about to leave.


  “Jishuka, avoid it.”


  Sururuk.


  Between Jishuka and Zednos. Someone suddenly appeared in a place where nothing had been present. It was Grid who was wearing a white hooded zip up.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcended Link.”


  Pepepepeng!


  As the blue-black energy blades shot out, dozens of vampires in the corridor facing Jishuka disappeared. New vampires appeared straight afterwards, but the respawn rate couldn’t hold up against the overwhelming attack power of Grid.


  “Grid!”


  Jishuka, who was saved by Grid at the moment of crisis, felt thrilled and hugged Grid. Her sweaty skin and something big gave a huge stimulus to Grid.


  ‘Ga… Ganadaramabasa…’


  It was a soft and supple feeling. Grid’s nose was affected by the excitement.  Yura, who belatedly arrived, witnessed his appearance and looked down at her chest.


  ‘I’m not small either.’


  It was significantly larger than the average size of Korean women, but Grid’s taste was too unrealistic.


  ***


  Regas had an overwhelming combat sense, Peak Sword had a sword that was hard to read and cope with, Toon could transform into all types of beasts and demonstrated effective combat power, Ibellin’s talents weren’t fully developed yet, but he was recognized as a genius by Piaro, Toban was the 1st ranked paladin that acted as a poison to vampires, and Huroi was the 1st ranked orator.


  This combination showed the strongest combat power. Regas and Toon acted behind Huroi and Toban, who attracted the enemy’s gaze. Peak Sword and Ibellin struck through any gaps, so the three vampire barons didn’t last long.


  [A strength elixir has been acquired.]


  “Wow.”


  “Wow, amazing.”


  It had been two months since Overgeared started exploring the vampire cities. They had hunted tens of thousands of vampires so far, but not one elixir had dropped. The party were thrilled by the unexpected benefit and then realized.


  “There’s no time to be idle. Let’s go save our colleagues.”


  The vampire expedition was strong. But without Toban and Huroi, the stability of the party would fall. Peak Sword knew this point and urged the party. At this moment…


  “How have you been?”


  Grid. Their boss came.


  ***


  “Damn Regas, I had to suffer because of you.”


  “Please never go in front again.”


  “…I’m sorry.”


  Pon and Vantner scolded Regas. Regas’ behavior put his colleagues at risk, so he was deserving of criticism.


  “I will be careful about becoming too excited.”


  Regas regretted his mistake and showed repentance. Pon and Vantner closed their mouths with satisfaction, and Jishuka asked Grid.


  “How did you get here?”


  A vampire city’s entrance was blocked after someone entered. It meant it was impossible to enter the city while the dungeon raid was going on.


  Grid explained, “This is his power.”


  Everybody looked at Sticks. Elves, the noble race that was called the incarnation of beauty and who fought for the pace of the world. Among them, the well known high elf Sticks introduced himself to everyone.


  “Hello, I am Sticks. I owe Grid my life.”


  ‘Another named NPC…’


  Grid’s network expanded every day, causing the Overgeared members to feel surprised. It was an unique ability to become friendly with named NPCs. Grid suggested to the excited and happy guild members.


  “Let’s leave here. If we borrow Sticks’ power, we can escape from this place.”


  “What?”


  The Overgeared members were alarmed.


  “Grid, is it okay to leave when we can capture this place?”


  “The 1st floor has been cleared, so why do we have to run away?”


  Some of the party members weren’t convinced.


  “I’m in favor at Grid’s suggestion. There are many baron grade vampires on the 1st floor. In the worst case scenario, the 2nd floor might be filled with viscounts.”


  “The 1st floor’s boss was a viscount called Tiramet. It is likely that marquis grade vampires will emerge on the 2nd and 3rd floor.”


  “In the worst case, Marie Rose might appear and I don’t think we can go against her with our strength.”


  There were some members who agreed with Grid. It was those who had fallen into danger and needed to be rescued by Grid. In this bad atmosphere, Grid gave them a meaningful smile.


  “Let’s do special training.”


  “Special training?”


  “There is a place called the Behen Archipelago. The entry is limited to one person, but since it’s an instant dungeon, you can enter separately and proceed at the same time.”


  What was the Behen Archipelago and what could they get from there? Grid started to explain what he had experienced. The faces of the Overgeared members turned rosy as they listened to the story.


  ***


  The Sword Grave.


  Hundreds of thousands of weapons were embedded in the hill, and it was known as the place where the legendary blacksmith Pagma spent his last years. But Agnus’ reason for finding it was unrelated to Pagma.


  The legendary magician Braham. It was to secure his body.


  “I don’t know.”


  He heard that there was an ice wall somewhere in the Sword Grave, and Braham’s body was sealed there. But despite searching for nearly a month, Agnus couldn’t find any ice walls.


  “At that time, I should’ve secured the soul.”


  One month ago. Agnus had encountered Braham’s soul here, but missed it. He still trembled when he thought about that time.


  “I didn’t think his soul could use magic.”


  Takak.


  Takak takak!


  As Agnus leaned back against a greatsword, hundreds of his summoned skeletons were thoroughly searching the hill. They touched the swords embedded in the hill, searched the ground and tried to find Braham’s body. However, finding the body was impossible.


  “…I can’t stay here forever.”


  Fortunately, there were a lot of monsters in the vicinity so his level up speed didn’t lag behind. But due to staying in one place for one month, his various quests didn’t progress. In the end, Agnus confirmed the Rune of Death.


  [Rune of Death]


  Bound Item


  It is permanently preserved in your inventory. Trading, dropping or destroying it is impossible.


  -Usage Effect: Increases the abilities of your summons in exchange for some leadership stats.


  * There is a 20% increase in the stats of all summons.


  Unique Lasting Effect: When you take the body of a named person or monster and make it your own, you can absorb their unique characteristics.


  * Blue Knight’s Faith: Creates a shield that absorbs 10,000 damage. Cooldown Time: 1 hour.


  * Bentao’s Talisman: Exchange your health with the target’s health. Cooldown Time: 12 hours.


  * Tarant’s Swordsmanship: The Advanced Sword Mastery skill is created. You can use ‘Bloodless’ when wearing a sword type weapon. It is a unique and lasting effect.


  * Mumud’s Knowledge: Magic casting speed will increase by 15%. Mana regeneration rate will increase by 30%. It is a unique and lasting effect.


  If it went as originally planned, Braham’s trait should also belong to the Rune of Death.


  ‘I wanted a legendary lich.’


  Agnus sent a whisper to Veradin.


  –Where is the nest of the great demon, Furfu?


  Time was equal to everyone. As Grid and the Overgeared Guild were growing, the other players were equally growing.
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  The influence of the 1st National Competition was enormous. The average worldwide ratings surpassed 63%, overwhelming the audience of existing competitions like the Olympics and the World Cup.


  It was a natural phenomenon. The number of people who played Satisfy or engaged in Satisfy related businesses was in the billions.


  “I read an article about the economic effects of the National Competition.”


  S.A. Group’s director of operations, Yoon Sangmin. He was directly facing Shin Youngwoo, one of the busiest people in the world.


  “The S.A. Group really appreciates the possibility of developing the National Competition. We want to broaden the influence of the National Competition every year, and have decided to make a biggest investment.”


  Cafe XX in Geumcheon-gu.


  Shin Youngwoo drank coffee while listening to the story and Yoon Sangmin smiled confidently at him.


  “We will be offering unparalleled benefits to the participants of the National Competition compared to last year.”


  In other words.


  “You want to convince me, Shin Youngwoo, to participate in the 2nd National Competition.” Youngwoo opened his mouth for the first time. “Please persuade me.”


  He finally showed some interest. Yoon Sangmin was relieved and started the briefing.


  “It’s simple. We will increase the value of each medal.”


  The value of the medals wasn’t high in the 1st National Competition. The governments just paid the medalists a prize money.


  “But from the 2nd National Competition onwards, the S.A. Group will also give a reward. We will give special items to the medalists.”


  “What is the performance of the items?”


  Grid didn’t have high expectations. He thought it would be an epic~ unique rated accessory. But Yoon Sangmin’s reply was unbelievable.


  “Since Pagma’s Descendant is in the blacksmith category… You will be able to acquire the god mineral adamantium. The more high value medals you get, the more adamantium you can obtain.”


  “!!!!”


  Grid’s eyes widened. Adamantium! As the best mineral in the world, it didn’t have a will, but its performance was comparable to pavranium. Adamantium was also the material of the Holy Light Set, which Pagma had produced in the past.


  ‘I’m not sure how to obtain it.’


  As long as he could secure adamantium, he would be able to design more diverse and powerful items. It was a reward that he couldn’t miss. Yoon Sangmin watched Shin Youngwoo shake and gave a meaningful smile.


  ‘A small provocation is needed.’


  Yoon Sangmin had been observing Shin Youngwoo for almost a year. He knew how to handle Shin Youngwoo.


  “Of course, gaining medals won’t be an easy task. The 2nd National Competition is a lot different from the 1st National Competition. It is virtually impossible for South Korea, a country weak in Satisfy, to aim for a medal.”


  “…”


  Shin Youngwoo’s eyes turned cold.


  Himself, Yura, and Peak Sword. The strongest members of Overgeared were gathered in South Korea, yet it was still classified as weak? He couldn’t tolerate it. Rather than patriotism, his self-esteem was leader of Overgeared was stimulated.


  The Shin Youngwoo of the past would’ve declared that he would participate in the 2nd National Competition right now. But.


  ‘There is a reason why I didn’t put my name on the participants list until the last moment.’


  In the 1st National Competition, Shin Youngwoo won three gold medals and placed South Korea third in the overall rankings. The world was paying attention to what he would do in the 2nd National Competition. In other words, Shin Youngwoo was a ‘symbol’ of the National Competition.


  ‘Lauel gave me advice.’


  Ask to be treated as a symbol. South Korea and the S.A. Group would do their best to contact him, so please stand firmly.


  “Director Yoon, let’s clean this up.”


  “…?”


  Shin Youngwoo’s expression and tone were completely calm, unlike what he expected. Yoon Sangmin felt surprised, but he was a talented person who became a big business executive at a young age. He didn’t reveal his psychological state.


  “Speak.”


  Director Yoon Sangmin said with a smile.


  “Give permission for the Overgeared Guild to do the opening for the National Competition.”


  Shin Youngwoo made a ridiculous demand. He wanted them to hand over the opening of the event, which would be watched by billions of people, to specific users? This was going too far! If Shin Youngwoo was an ordinary ranker, Yoon Sangmin would’ve scoffed and left.


  But Shin Youngwoo was a person whose personality and intelligence developed through Satisfy. Shin Youngwoo was a good example of Satisfy, so Yoon Sangmin listened to him.


  “What’s the reason for your absurd request?”


  “Guild promotion.”


  “Huh? Guild promotion?”


  He was going to use the opening that billions of people would watch in order to promote the guild? 


  “Doesn’t Overgeared already have a reputation as one of the best guilds? I don’t think you need marketing.”


  “The issue is that we are one of the best guilds. Overgeared should be a unique and exclusive guild.”


  Right now, Shin Youngwoo was representing Lauel’s opinion. In Satisfy, the ultimate content was to have a kingdom. 


  In the first place, Overgeared was an organization designed to make Youngwoo king. In order to build and defend a kingdom, they needed to have strong national power. And in order to advance, they needed to prevent the invasion of foreign powers.


  There were many forces beside the seven guilds that could threaten them. The opening of the National Competition was a means to show off the majesty of Overgeared and to deter the ambitions of others.


  Lauel was hovering around Youngwoo’s head. Was this being too serious towards a game? This question was funny. Satisfy was a huge ‘cash’ game. If he set up a kingdom, he could accumulate wealth beyond imagination. It was natural to be serious.


  ‘Soccer players and basketball players, sports which are less popular than Satisfy, are earning hundreds of billions of won a year.’


  It was reasonable for Satisfy players to sit on a pile of money.


  ***


  The opening of the 2nd National Competition was to provide a spectacular sight.


  Against the backdrop of Paris, France, seven players representing each country formed a group and acted out a specific situation. The overwhelming CG and story stimulated the people of the world, while the world’s best rock band celebrated their 30th anniversary by singing the opening song.


  The opening that S.A. Group’s marketing team planned. It was cancelled.


  S.A. Group’s executives. Several dozens executives gathered together with Chairman Lim Cheolho.


  “The opening that Grid proposed isn’t bad.”


  “In the first place, the opening that our marketing team produced was vague when it came to the order of appearance for each country.”


  It was because the venue was Paris, so the French team should being the opening. However, the United States was ranked 1st in the 1st National Competition.


  “The order of the appearance of Grid, who won three gold models with his own strength, was also vague.”


  However, Grid’s opening was different. Rather than emphasizing the nationality of the National Competition, the focus was on individual traits and Grid could clearly be called the symbol of the National Competition.


  Of course, the intentions were impure. Of the 224 National Competition participants, 43 of them belonged to Overgeared. Those people would do the opening with Grid. It was like a promotional video for Overgeared.


  There was resistance.


  “There are already rumors that our group is supporting the Korean rankers like Grid and Yura. This will just give the media around the world an excuse to latch onto.”


  “The purpose of the National Competition is to turn Satisfy into a sport. The aim is to encourage the people of each country to immerse themselves in the game while cheering on their teams. We should focus on the countries, rather than individuals.”


  There was a debate. But it eventually tilted to one side. It was due to Yoon Sang-min’s remark.


  “Grid has declared that he won’t participate in the National Competition unless he’s given the right to direct the opening.”


  He played a dominant role in the 1st National Competition and later on in Satisfy, the main character who constantly raised a topic. If the best star of Satisfy didn’t participate in the National Competition, it was inevitable that the popularity would drop.


  “It’s a problem that we can afford. Whether or not Grid participates in the National Competition, the average audience rating is likely to be no different from last year.”


  Nevertheless, there was a separate reason for Yoon Sangmin and some executives to stick to Grid.


  “But the story changes with Kraugel.”


  The 1st ranked Kraugel. His popularity was higher than Grid, and he had the title of sky above the sky. His fans were at the level of fanatics. Unfortunately, he never once made a public appearance.


  However.


  “If Grid competes in the National Competition, Kraugel will also participate.”


  Humans with the word ‘best’ attached to them had something in common. Their pride was huge. Kraugel wanted to face Grid on the world stage of the National Competition.


  “If Kraugel participates in the National Competition, the power of the 2nd National Competition will overwhelm the first one.”


  “…”


  There wasn’t a single executive who denied Yoon Sangmin’s words.


  It was decided.


  ***


  『 The 2nd National Competition will take place in 43 days! Kraugel, Grid, Zibal, and Chris will be participating, as well as many more countries than the 1st National Competition’… 』


  『 A total of 32 countries are participating in the 2nd National Competition, and the events are open to the public. Compared with the 1st National Competition… 』


  『 Today, when the 2nd National Competition is 42 days away, the opening video was released through the Internet and worldwide broadcasters! 』


  『 The opening video, which is causing hot repercussions through the public, is well received because it expresses the characteristics of each player representing the countries. But at the same time, it is also being criticized. 』


  『 The title is called the National Competition, yet it is more focused on the participants than the countries. But… 』


  『 This brilliant video that lasts 4 minutes and 31 seconds is enough to make everyone’s heart beat faster. 』


  ♬-


  It started with the thrilling performance of the rock band, which had been popular for 30 years.


  Syuong~


  A red meteor flew across the dark blue sky.


  Peeng!


  The camera shook with distant explosions.


  Ssik.


  A black haired and white skinned man filled the screen. It was Grid’s Blackening state. The camera rapidly rotated around him, revealing the members of Overgeared. The viewers cheered as Yura and Jishuka, dressed more beautifully than ever, appeared behind Grid’s shoulders.


  After that, it showed players from various countries, including Zibal and Chris. Before they knew it, the camera reached someone staring up at the red comet. The man had a neat beauty that couldn’t be believed, the sky above the sky, Kraugel.


  The lone Kraugel and Grid, with 42 colleagues, exchanged a glance.
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  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  A haze spread around Grid’s body and there was a faint light as he started a sword dance. The first legendary class in Satisfy demonstrated absolute dominance.


  “Transcended Link.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  20 red-black energy blades filled with strength flooded towards Kraugel. The sight caused the billions of people watching the video to hold their breath.


  Sururuk.


  Kraugel avoided them with minimal movements, neared Grid, and his white sword moved in a curved line.


  Chaaeng!


  Grid defended like he was waiting for it. The camera shook as the two swords hit each other.  Then it changed to a black and white screen with 2XX3.10.27 on it.   It was the opening video that announced the date and time of the 2nd National Competition.


  –Great.


  –It’s cool, really cool.


  –The opening of a game should taste like this.


  –Something is bubbling up inside me. It’s much cooler than the Demon Hero movies.


  –Everybody has different tastes ^^. I prefer the Demon Hero movies.


  The public’s interest in the opening video of the 2nd National Competition was hot. Among them, the Korean people were enthusiastic about the existence of Yura and Peak Sword.


  –Yura and Peak Sword are in position with the Overgeared members.


  –When did they join Overgeared?


  –There is continuous breaking news.


  -Wow… I never imagined that Yura and Peak Sword would join Overgeared. Grid’s forces seem truly unique.


  -It is likely that there are eight main guilds in Satisfy now, not seven. The existing seven guilds and Overgeared.


  -Isn’t Peak Sword the master of the Silver Knights? Did the Silver knights merge with Overgeared?


  –It’s likely.


  –We can think of Overgeared as a Korean guild. Their master is Korean and most of the guild members are Korean.


  -Kya ~ ~! Do you know Overgeared?


  –Hah… Yura and Jishuka are really pretty. I will have no other wishes in my life if I can meet them once once.


  –No, it’s absurd to get both of them ㅡㅡ Choose one of the twoㅡㅡ


  –He’s even a couple in the game with Irene. Ah, I’m so envious.


  –People can get everything if they are successful in their field. I will try my best when it comes to writing comments on the Internet as well. ^^


  –Then I guess I only have Satisfy from now on. I will be like Grid and buy an 800 million won car.


  –I’ve been only playing Satisfy since it opened, but I’m still level 250 ㅎㅎㅎ. I can’t be Grid.


  –Fun. The users with levels above 250 should comment here.


  The dignity of Grid and Overgeared were clearly communicated to the Korean people. It was Lauel’s intention. However, contrary to Lauel’s intentions, the people of other countries were concentrating on something else.


  -Wow… Kraugel will participate in the competition.


  –Yes. I thought he would stick to the mysterious concept for the rest of his life.


  –It isn’t a mysterious concept. He just focuses on levelling up to the end.


  –I wonder why Kraugel is participating in the tournament?


  –Of course, he must covet the prizes.


  –Now that Grid’s reputation is growing to a level that can threaten him, his pride means he has come to show the difference in skill.


  –Indeed… Kraugel is in a different class.


  -What are you saying ㅡㅡ Grid has shown many times what he can achieve, their classes are too different.


  –What nonsense. Don’t you see how easily Kraugel avoided Grid’s skill?  Kraugel is a wall. I don’t mean to ignore Grid, but Kraugel is too great.


  –What are you saying? How do you know Kraugel managed to avoid Grid’s skill? You can’t distinguish between reality and directing.


  –You don’t believe Kraugel’s skills? In the old days, rankers shot videos of Kraugel hunting and his control ability exceeded common sense. Search on Mytube.


  –Ah, that video… It had over a billion hits.


  “Shit.”


  Lauel’s face distorted as he confirmed the public’s reaction. Public interest was focused on Grid and Kraugel, not Grid and Overgeared, so his initial intention to maximize the existence of Overgeared was broken. He was upset.


  ‘It is because of Kraugel.’


  He wondered why the S.A. Group listened to their request, but it was because there was this motivation behind it.


  ‘This is bad.’


  The opening was a secondary problem. Lauel planned to impress the public with the Overgeared Guild by having the members win a medal in each event. Now he might miss it due to the variable called Kraugel.


  ‘Considering Kraugel’s inclinations, he is likely to participate in PvP, raid, and the siege.’


  The gold medals in the three most popular events in the National Competition were very valuable. However, as long as Kraugel existed, it was realistic for the Overgeared members to give up on the gold medal.


  ‘…No, not if it’s Grid.’


  According to Grid, the reason he could win against Kraugel was because Kraugel wasn’t in a perfect condition. But Lauel believed.


  ‘The sky isn’t untouchable.’


  Snow, rain, thunder, and typhoons would pour down, but the sky wouldn’t fall. Lauel knew that Kraugel shouldn’t have been knocked down, even if he was in an imperfect condition. Grid being able to break down the sky, it wasn’t a coincidence or a miracle…


  ‘It is skills.’


  Kwack!


  Lauel clenched his fists and started to write a letter to someone. He was someone who always tried to change the worst crisis into an opportunity.


  ***


  ‘Genius at fighting’ Hao.


  The millions of Chinese people were thrilled and enthusiastic when he expressed his intention to participate in the 2nd National Competition, since he didn’t participate in the first one. They expected to see China ranked first in the National Competition.


  However, Hao was different.


  ‘…Kraugel.’


  His only object of reverence.


  ‘I didn’t think you would participate in this tournament.’


  Hao’s expression was already tense and sweat was trickling down.


  ‘Can I play an active role against Kraugel?’


  No. Hao was sure of it. He would never be able to reach the faraway sky that was Kraugel. Then a homing pigeon flew towards him. The sender was Lauel. The chief of staff of Overgeared wrote the letter.


  [You didn’t accept my friend request, so I can’t send you a whisper. Thus, I had to send a letter. 


  You are the first person to not accept the best of the 10 Rookies and the brains of Overgeared’s request.


  This provocative attitude stimulated the other soul in my heart…]


  Omitted.


  Hao quickly skimmed down the nonsense and found the main point.


  [Do you remember the promise that you made in the past? If my lord, Grid, breaks down the sky and becomes a new sky, you will spread your wings and fly into Grid’s arms.]


  “…”


  Hao distinctly remembered it. The seven guilds failed to invade Reidan because they were crushed by farmers, and Hao was forced to retreat. Hao received an offer to serve Grid in exchange for his life.


  At that time, Hao said that the only thing to hold a dragon was a sky, and of course, that sky was Kraugel. Grid would break Kraugel?


  “It’s impossible.”


  Kwajak!


  Hao crumpled up the letter. He acknowledged Grid’s skills. Grid had appropriate control and exceptional items. The current Grid was one of the top rankers. But he was nothing compared to Kraugel.


  ‘Someone who can’t overcome me won’t be able to beat Kraugel.’


  The more he thought about it, the more absurd it was. Hao’s chest burned hot when he thought about Kraugel.


  ‘It would be good to make them understand their target.’


  Overgeared Guild. He would let them know that the world was very narrow. Hao’s golden eyes became determined to prove it.


  ***


  Grid and the Overgeared members escaped from the 9th vampire city with the help of Sage Sticks. They had a busy day with various media interviews and filming the opening video of the National Competition. Now they gathered in Reidan after a long time.


  “Ba! Baba!”


  “Heok.”


  Lord toddled forward and greeted them. Grid was moved to tears by the appearance of his big son.


  “Is he calling me papa? Didn’t you hear?”


  It was exciting for Grid, but the other Overgeared members didn’t show much reaction. It was because…


  “Ba! Bababa!”


  Lord used the same title for all the Overgeared members, not just Grid!


  “Heok… Surely you haven’t forgotten your dad after not meeting for so long?”


  Grid turned blue with shock. Lord turned his gaze away from the one who couldn’t hide his sadness and smiled meaningfully. Kasim watched him in the darkness and shook.


  ‘A little baby is already teasing an adult…’


  ***


  “What?”


  Grid shared the joy of a reunion with Irene and left the bedroom. He observed the sleeping Lord with the Great Lord’s Sword and was astonished.


  Name: Lord Steim


  Age: 0 years  Gender: Male


  Occupation: Young Nobleman


  Title: Grid’s Son


  * The son of a legendary blacksmith. He has inherited most of his father’s abilities.


  Title: Genius of the Continent


  * A genius that represents one continent. He overwhelms national geniuses, and his level and abilities will rise 60% faster than normal. In addition, he can acquire skills in a wide range of fields.


  However, there is a limit to the level and abilities that can be raised until he is 15 years old.


  Title: One who Will Become a Legend


  A person who will leave his name in history. There is an 80% chance of being immune to all status effects and illnesses. When attacked, if his health falls to 1 point, he will enter the immortal state for 2.5 seconds.


  Level: 3


  Strength: 40   Stamina: 45


  Agility: 54     Intelligence: 47


  Dexterity: 90  Charm: 100


  Dignity: 17    Insight: 80


  Skills: Beginner Blacksmith Skill (F), Beginner Weapons Mastery (C), Daluka’s Methods (A+) Discerning Eyes (S), Overwhelming Charm (S), Lantier’s Method (SS), Famous and Legendary Pedigree (SS).


  His mother is the successor of a noble family in the Eternal Kingdom and his father is a legend.


  He has inherited all of his parent’s strengths, so his potential is outstanding. Teaching him will be inspiring.


  However, his talent and environment are so good that he is likely to become arrogant. Education will determine his history.


  ‘There is a title change and two more skills?’


  According to Irene, Lord had received constant discipline during the month when Grid was away. It wasn’t surprising that his level and stats rose slightly. But why did ‘Genius of Eternal’ change to ‘Genius of the Continent?’


  It meant an increase in potential. There must’ve been a reason.


  ‘What on earth happened?’


  Daluka’s Methods and Lantier’s Methods. He was also nervous about the high ratings of the newly acquired skills. In particular, Lantier’s Methods was a huge SS grade, meaning it was a legendary skill.


  ‘Who is the discipline teacher…?’


  How was he teaching to make a monster like this? This was completely…


  ‘A profit.’


  Grid sent a whisper to Rabbit, telling him to raise the discipline teacher’s salary. Thanks to this, the wages of the discipline teacher rose from the minimum wage by 1 silver.
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  At the time of the National Competition’s opening video shoot.


  A total of 224 players from 32 countries gathered in France, where the S.A. Group had created a temporary server. They were the top performers that represented each country and Satisfy. The most prominent person among them was the 1st ranked Kraugel.


  “Wow, being able to see Kraugel in real life, I am really rewarded for being a ranker.”


  “He’s surprisingly young. He isn’t even 30 years old and is already at the peak of two billion users…”


  “I’ve been a fan of Kraugel for a long time. Can we bribe him to enter our guild?”


  “If he was easily bribed, he would’ve already joined a group. Most of us here are probably fans of Kraugel.”


  Kraugel’s greatness was better known by the rankers than anyone else. The higher the level, the harder it was to raise the level, so rankers could experience it more than ordinary users. For the rankers, Kraugel was a transcendent being who was beyond the realm of a genius.


  Buzz buzz.


  Like children who had never seen a celebrity, the rankers kept their eyes on Kraugel and made a fuss. Most of them wanted to speak to Kraugel. However, no one dared to approach Kraugel. They just gazed at the distant sky.


  It was the same with Zibal.


  ‘I am shrinking back…’


  Zibal. He was the leader of the Snake Guild and 2nd on the unified rankings. He had failed against Overgeared, but there were few people who could deny that he was one of the best in the world. Yet even he flinched in front of Kraugel. 


  In the midst of this awkward atmosphere.


  “Hello.”


  Someone reached out to say hello to Kraugel. It was Grid. The rankers laughed at him.


  ‘The Overgeared Guild is trying to cling to Kraugel.’


  ‘He will be despised by Kraugel.’


  The rankers didn’t know about the relationship between Grid and Kraugel. They thought that Kraugel would show contempt to Grid, who would become ashamed. But they were wrong. Surprisingly, Kraugel welcomed Grid. It seemed like the two men already knew each other.


  “It has been a while.”


  “Have you been well? I saw the rankings list. You’ve widened the gap with the 2nd place?”


  “This is all thanks to you. The performance of White Fang has been upgraded, increasing the efficiency of hunting and raids. Thank you.”


  “I ought to be thanking you. Thanks to you, I was able to visit the Behen Archipelago and grow.”


  “Were you able to reach the 30th island?”


  The 30th island. The trials of the past were reproduced, causing Kraugel to be eliminated. Then Grid gave a shocking answer.


  “I’ve just arrived at the 40th island.”


  “…”


  Kraugel’s expression stiffened. He acknowledged Grid’s abilities to reach an area before him, but this frankly exceeded expectations. He felt like he had been hit in the back of the head with a hammer. But it was a positive stimulus.


  “It’s the first time I’m worse than anyone else.”


  Interesting. Existences that could drive him forward, how many were there?


  Grid smiled meaningfully and told Kraugel the truth, “I didn’t set a high record because I’m better than you. The trials of the Behen Archipelago are just suited for me.”


  “You don’t need to be humble.”


  Grid and Kraugel suddenly stopped talking while walking next to each other. It was because they felt the others following them.


  “There are many ears listening. Tell me the details next time.”


  “Wait.”


  Grid called out as Kruagel was saying goodbye to him. He declared with a provocative gaze.


  “Have you seen the plan for the opening? The last scene ends with me attacking you. I will do my best, so be careful not to die.”


  He was curious. As his skills grew, who would prevail between him and Kraugel? Grid’s eyes blazed with determination and Kraugel nodded.


  “I’m looking forward to it.”


  And on this day.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcended Link.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  One of Grid’s ultimate skills, Transcended Link was avoided by Kraugel. There was exactly 20 of them. It wasn’t frustration that Grid felt.


  ‘I still have a long way to go.’


  He had to keep growing. Grid was full of motivation, while Kraugel felt admiration.


  ‘The orbit is sharper.’


  During the spar that occurred two months ago in Satisfy time, the Transcended Link sent by Grid hadn’t given Kraugel any sense of threat. It aimed in a straight line towards the target, making it easy for Kraugel to read and avoid.


  But this Transcended Link was different. The orbit wasn’t in a straight line, with different directions mixed together. If the orbit became even more irregular…


  ‘It will be very interesting.’


  Among the players, the only ones who could provoke him were the malicious ones. A prime example was Agnus. But Grid was different. It was really positive that he met someone with pure intentions. The more time he spent with Grid, the more convinced he was that he would develop further.


  ‘Also.’


  He couldn’t easily overlook the fact that Grid was ahead of him in the Behen Archipelago.


  Chaaeng!


  Kraugel swung White Fang at Grid, who blocked it. This verified Kraugel’s determination.


  ‘I also need a new challenge.’


  He would keep developing until the National Competition began. He promised himself as he received a signal stating that the filming was over.


  “Kraugel, it is nice to meet you. I am the 2nd ranked Zibal and I’m just below you on the rankings.”


  Zibal approached and held out a hand to shake. He thought that Kraugel would accept his greeting after talking so nicely with Grid. Kraugel sent him a sorry look.


  “My mother is calling.”


  “…?”


  In front of more than 200 rankers and 100 S.A. Group officials.


  Pahat!


  Kraugel refused to shake hands with Zibal and logged out.


  “Pfff!”


  Zibal’s face became hot as Chris started to laugh.


  ***


  A shabby housing complex on the outskirts of Moscow, Russia. One of the crumbling houses was Kraugel’s residence.


  Kraugel.


  He was a Koryoin (https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Koryo-saram) who grew up in poverty.


  Due to this, he was the target of prejudice and discrimination, suffering many crises in his life. But thanks to the teachings of his kind and wise mother, he didn’t give up and was able to enter a prestigious university, eventually getting a good job.


  She was a gigantic existence and he could never pay back what she had done for him. Recently, his mother had become thinner.


  Pipipipipi!


  The emergency light installed on the capsule started flashing. As soon as he heard it, Kraugel logged out of the game and left the capsule. The place he headed was his mother’s bedroom. She had an incurable disease that couldn’t be cured with modern medicine, Alzheimer’s.


  He tried to invite the world’s best medical staff with the money he earned, but his mother’s condition didn’t improve.


  “My son! Where is my son?”


  His mother gazed at Kraugel with a mad look. She threw things around her in a rage, until Kraugel hugged her.


  “Don’t worry, calm down. You will be able to meet your son soon.”


  Kraugel never smiled. In order to cure his mother’s illness, he quit his job and devoted himself to Satisfy, never giving up. The wealth he accumulated through Satisfy was poured into his mother’s treatment, and he believed that one day his mother’s warm touch would return.


  Until then, in order to endure without despair, Kraugel watched his mother with all his heart, while feeling pleasure playing Satisfy. He always committed himself to everything, so the negative thoughts didn’t invade his life.


  ***


  『 We have learned one thing from the fact that the Silver Knights Guild was absorbed into Overgeared. The Overgeared Guild has a total of three territories. Reidan, Bairan, and Cork Island. 』 


  『 Isn’t it unheard of for one guild to be running three territories? There is speculation that the Overgeared Guild is accumulating a lot of wealth. What do you think about this 』


  『 Of course they are making a huge amount of money. Reidan is a large city, Bairan has many hunting grounds with various levels and Cork Island is famous for its tourist attraction. They will be sweeping up a huge amount of taxes every month. 』


  『 The Overgeared Guild’s funding ability will evolve every day. At this moment, there are many reasons why so many players want to join Overgeared. 』


  The opening video for the 2nd National Competition was available. The media focusing on Kraugel started to shift their attention to Grid and Overgeared. It was because of the lack of information on Kraugel. Thanks to Lauel’s plan, the Overgeared Guild became a hot topic and their popularity rose every day.


  “There are too many fanciful stories. Overgeared is rich? Nonsense. We are living in poverty every day.”


  Vantner snorted. All the revenue was poured into Reidan, so it was funny that the experts were predicting that they were a rich guild when they were actually suffering.


  “Reidan is so isolated that there is a lot of futile speculation. It is unlikely that anyone can guess the actual situation of Reidan.”


  Lauel was very satisfied. As the reputation of Overgeared expanded, the number of hostile forces would reduce while talents would come swarming.


  “By the way, when are we departing for the Behen Archipelago?” Regas asked.


  He was always dreaming about becoming stronger, so he had great enthusiasm towards the Behen Archipelago. Most of the Overgeared members were the same. Lauel rose from his seat.


  “We will depart in an hour. Sticks will guide us.”


  “Grid?”


  “Grid will stay in Reidan for a few days. He wants to try the combination of blacksmithing and alchemy.”


  “Will combining alchemy and blacksmithing recreate the dwarves’ unique techniques?”


  “That is a long story for later. For the moment, adding a unique option to an item is the limit.”


  Lauel believed that this one option might upset the battlefield.


  ***


  [Baby’s Blacksmith’s Hammer]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 28/28  Attack Power: 10~12


  Odds of Making a Rare Rated Item: +2%


  Odds of Making an Epic Rated Item: +1%


  * Dexterity +5.


  A hammer made of a solid, but light, black stone.


  The legendary blacksmith Grid made it for his young son, so the focus is on making it easy to use.


  Conditions of Use: None.


  Weight: 3


  “Lord, you will be working with Papa for awhile.”


  It was funny that the son of a legendary blacksmith was learning the techniques of a beginner blacksmith. During his stay in Reidan, Grid planned to train Lord.


  “Ba! Bababa!”


  Lord was excited. Lord really wanted to share this with his father.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Dung dung! Dung!


  The two people started hammering at an anvil. Kasim’s covert skills and vigilance rose every day as he watched the similar father and son.
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  There were 17 nations on the West Continent.


  Once the number of people and users from these 17 nations were added up, the population of the West Continent was in the billions. Lord was considered the foremost genius among them. Lord’s learning ability, speed of development, and thinking power clearly went beyond common sense.


  But blacksmithing wasn’t easy.


  Dung! Dung dung!


  “…”


  It had been less than 100 days since Lord was born. Tapping minerals with a light hammer wouldn’t affect it. Lord’s innate dexterity was high, but he had no experience and his strength was low.


  “Puhut.”


  Who knew that his son could make such a face? Lord was sweating, but he couldn’t get any results from the hammering. Things didn’t go the way he wanted, so he puffed up his cheeks in a cute and lovely manner.


  Grid stroked Lord’s dark hair that resembled his and called out to a blacksmith.


  “Bring me some clay.”


  “Yes!” 


  It was the command of Duke Grid, lord of Reidan and a legendary blacksmith. The blacksmith immediately ran and grabbed some clay.


  “Abuuuu!”


  His father looked wonderful when ordering people around. Lord looked at his father with eyes full of envy. At this moment, Lord was determined to learn how to speak as soon as possible. Grid didn’t know this and handed his son the clay.


  “You don’t have to make anything useful right away. Hammer at this to figure out the form.”


  “Bubu! Buuu!”


  Lord started complaining at his father’s words. His ego was bruised.


  “Bububu!”


  ‘I’m not a four or five year old child. I can’t play with clay!’ Grid was embarrassed by Lord’s attitude.


  “Do you have a high pride like Irene?”


  He had a noble lineage. Khan approached as Grid was clicking his tongue.


  “Huhu, isn’t it easy to teach the young lord?”


  “The child has my natural dexterity, but as you can see, he’s too young to refine the minerals.”


  “It’s natural. Genius doesn’t mean everything. The young lord won’t be able to deal with fire and minerals until he’s at least 12 years old. You have to teach him step by step.”


  Huff!


  Lord’s eyes twitched. Kasim glimpsed it from where he was hiding in the darkness.


  ‘Heok… Lord is provoked.’


  Kasim had been teaching Lord for over two months, so he fully saw through Lord’s character. Lord had a strong pride and was full of commitment to fulfill that desire. Lord never retreated from anything.


  “Ba! Abubu!”


  The excited Lord clamored at Grid and Khan. Grid and Khan didn’t understand Lord’s words, but Kasim understood exactly what he meant.


  ‘Rather than 12 years old, you will become a blacksmith by 2 years old?’


  Wait, then when will you practice my master, Lantier’s, techniques? Lord gazed at the worried Kasim. He would try his best to prevent any disruption to the existing schedule.


  ‘Hrmm… Lord might be able to do it.’


  Kasim didn’t place Lord in the category of a genius. He recognized Lord as a transcendent being beyond the realm of a human. Therefore, he didn’t see Lord’s determination as a bluff.


  “What does he keep saying?”


  “Huhu, he is saying that he loves you.”


  “Haha, is that it, Lord? I love you too.”


  “Ahh! Abuuuu!”


  Unlike Kasim, Grid and Khan spent less time with Lord. The two people didn’t understand what Lord meant, so they just thought he was cute. From this day onward, Lord’s special training began.


  ***


  The usage of alchemy was categorized into five broad categories.


  Production of various potions.


  Raising the rating of minerals.


  Creation of weapon and armor enhancement stones.


  Making special items.


  Giving items extra options.


  It was truly amazing. Alchemy facilities seemed absolutely useful. But what was the reality? Most kingdoms on the West Continent didn’t invest funds in alchemy. It meant that the value of alchemy was low, and there was a reason for this. 


  Alchemy was a field where the possibility of ‘failure’ always needed to be kept in mind. When doing certain things with alchemy, there was always a higher chance of failure than success. It also applied to the creation of potions.


  [Reidan’s Alchemy Facility]


  Level: Intermediate 8.


  * Superb quality health and mana recovery potions can be created.


  -The success rate is 36%.


  * Advanced buff potions can be created.


  -The success rate is 14%.


  * The lowest grade to low grade minerals can be upgraded.


  -The success rate is 14%.


  * One option can be given to items.


  -The success rate is 1%.


  “…?”


  One year had passed since the beginning of Overgeared’s reign in Reidan, and the Overgeared Guild has poured an enormous amount of money into alchemy. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the revenue from Raiden, Bairan, Cork Island and the individual members of the guild were invested in the alchemy facilities.


  But it was like this. It was natural that Grid’s reaction would be cold.


  “I was expecting a lot from giving items an option, but what is the probability of success? Only 1%?”


  Executive Rabbit explained.


  “As I said before, once the level of the alchemy facility reaches the advanced level, the probability of the item options will increase dramatically. Before that, I want to test it out today…”


  “Hoh, the probability will jump dramatically? What percentage will it rise to?”


  “Around 5%…”


  “????”


  Grid frowned. The value of the alchemy facility that he and his guild members plunged a lot of money into seemed absurdly low.


  “It is no wonder why other kingdoms don’t invest a lot of money in alchemy facilities.”


  He was too blinded by the goal of making Reidan a second Talima. Honestly, he didn’t know if it was worth it. It was almost a scam. Rabbit sent Grid a meaningful smile.


  “But Reidan has yellow mithril.”


  Yellow mithril. A mineral that could only be mined from the mine near Reidan. It was the raw mineral of fairy dust, which dramatically increased the probability of success in alchemy. It was the basis for Rabbit’s claim to develop alchemy in Reidan.


  “I have prepared fairy dust. I want to let my lord experience it.”


  [Fairy dust has been acquired.]


  [Fairy Dust]


  A powder made by refining yellow mithril at an alchemy facility.


  Increases the success rate of alchemy by 20%.


  Weight: 0.1


  ’20 percent…’


  It was still a low probability. Grid was so regretful that he wanted to turn back the time that he invested into the alchemy facility.


  But.


  ‘It is true that the probability increased dramatically.’


  While the success rate of other alchemists stayed in the single digits, Reidan had at least a 20% chance of success. Reidan was the only city on the West Continent that could demonstrate the value of alchemy.


  They were setting their feet in an area that other kingdoms couldn’t even see. Grid tried to think as positively as possible.


  “Okay, I will try it once. How great will an option given to an item be?”


  ***


  The best alchemist on the continent, Silverun. He had been involved in alchemy since he was a young man and poured his life into alchemy for the last 50 years.


  However, the science of alchemy wasn’t recognized anywhere, meaning Silverun couldn’t receive the environment and funds to utilize alchemy. He was like an invisible man whose existence wasn’t acknowledged by the world. Unfortunately, Silverun couldn’t find an opportunity to unfold his knowledge and talents.


  Then one day.


  “Duke Grid of the Eternal Kingdom has heard rumors about you and is personally sending you an invitation. Duke Grid doesn’t doubt your alchemy skills. Why not spread out your wings with his support?”


  Rabbit came to Silverun and introduced himself as the administrator of Reidan.


  Silverun. The best alchemist on the continent who wasn’t recognized by anyone. He lived in lonely poverty, so Duke Grid was a very special person to him. Silverun vowed. For Duke Grid’s sake, he would show the value of alchemy to the world.


  …Grid didn’t know this.


  “I greet Duke Grid!”


  Reidan’s alchemy facility.


  Silverun greeted Grid, who visited there after a long time. It was a truly exaggerated greeting.


  ‘Who is this person?’


  Rabbit whispered to the puzzled Grid.


  “I picked him up for My Lord.”


  “…”


  He felt like this whenever he met up with Lauel and Rabbit. It truly was convenient to be with smart people. Grid, who acquired another loyal person without knowing, reached out to Silverun.


  “Get up.”


  “Ohh…!! Ohh!!”


  The great duke who acknowledged alchemy was holding out a hand to him? Silverun grasped Grid’s hand with his trembling fingers.


  “It is so inspiring that the duke himself will visit here. I’m in tears.”


  “…”


  It was very burdensome. Grid turned away from the tearful Silverun and looked around the alchemy facility.


  “I want to give this sword a new option.”


  The sword that Grid took out was Iyarugt. It was a growth type item that could increase to the legendary rank, an ego sword that had the soul of a demon in it.


  Would the effect of alchemy work on special items like this?


  Silverun gave a positive answer to the dubious Grid.


  “It’s possible for me.”


  Silverun had the best ability in this field. He was filled with confidence.


  “But you should know that the level of options given to an item with intermediate alchemy ranges from a minimum of F grade to a maximum of A grade. In addition, as you know, alchemy is a discipline that always has a possibility of failure.


  “If the option fails, will the inherent performance of the item fall?”


  “There is no such thing.”


  “Okay, let’s try it.”


  “I will guide you there.”


  It was a chance to repay the grace of the master who acknowledged alchemy and Silverun. Silverun was filled with enthusiasm and showed Grid to one side of the facility. It was a room that was filled with many equipment.


  Silverun placed Iyarugt on an altar that was located in the center.


  “Then I will start.”


  Peeeeeong!


  An intense blue light filled the room the moment Silverun gave a signal. In the midst of this light, a notification window popped up in front of Grid.


  [You are attempting to grant a new option to Iyarugt.]


  [Congratulations! A new option has successfully been granted.]


  Ttiring~


  “What?”


  Grid’s face became baffled as he checked the option.
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  [You are attempting to grant a new option to Iyarugt.]


  [Congratulations! A new option has successfully been granted.]


  Grid was excited by the notification window.


  ‘It succeeded at once!’


  Grid had bad luck. He hardly ever won in an odds game until now. If there was a lottery with a 99% chance of winning, he would be the 1% who didn’t win. Now he won in a game where the odds of winning was only 21%. 


  Grid was deeply thrilled. But it only lasted for a moment.


  [The B grade option ‘Coolness’ has been given to Iyarugt.]


  “What?”


  [Iyarugt has become even cooler.]


  Ttiring~


  [+8 Iyarugt]


  Rating: Unique (Growth)


  Durability: 351/351  Attack Power: 793+365


  …


  …


  * The ‘Coolness’ option has been added with alchemy.


  “?????”


  What? Coolness? The coolness level rose? 


  ‘No, what is this?’


  Among the many options, it happened to be coolness? He thought things were going too well. He never dreamt that it would be such a useless option. 


  “I can’t believe this… Things never work out well at once…”


  Grid was feeling frustrated when Silverun cheered.


  “Ohh…! Ohhh! The best of the B grade options, ‘Coolness’ was given! It’s beyond expectations!”


  “…?”


  Coolness was the best option in the B grade? Grid doubted his ears.


  ‘This is the best option for the B grade? Then how bad are the other options?’


  The science of alchemy, the more he knew, the worst he thought it was. The money he invested was being ruined. Rabbit gave positive feedback while Grid was squeezing his head.


  “Coolness is an important factor. Whether it is people or object, a good appearance is an easy way to build up favor.”


  It was the same in reality. People were constantly trying to be cool.  They paid attention to their hair style and attire, and could spend hundreds of millions of won on luxury goods and plastic surgery.


  The reason was simple. To increase the value. In fact, when a person judged an object, appearance was an important concept that they looked at first.


  “…I see.”


  When Grid thought about it, he heard rumors that the hidden class Skin Maker, the user was making a killing when it came to money. It only changed the appearance of an item, not the performance, but there were many people who paid big money to look more beautiful.


  Grid observed Iyarugt and had a positive opinion. A gentle radiance was flowing from the long, red blade. Certainly, it looked much cooler than before.


  Buuong. Buoong.


  Every time he wielded it, Iyarugt shone like jewels. Grid looked cooler when he wielded it. It was obvious that people’s attention would be concentrated on him in the National Competition. But once again, Grid wasn’t satisfied.


  ***


  “Until the alchemy facility reaches the advanced level, we will continue to accumulate fairy dust without using it.”


  “…Yes.”


  Grid replied in a listless voice. He was disappointed by the option given to Iyarugt. Rabbit bowed with an awkward expression.


  “Then I will be going back to work.”


  “Yes… Work hard.”


  Grid separated from Rabbit and returned to the smithy. He wanted to make weapons to utilize Spear Shot and Bow Mastery prior to departing for the Behen Archipelago.


  ‘It’s enough to make the same bow that I made for Jishuka.’


  He would made a spear that was specifically for throwing. Grid devised a plan.


  ***


  “Create hand plow.”


  [The hand plow has been developed.]


  Paaaat!


  Over 50 hand plows rose simultaneously at the newly opened fields near the Altes Mountains. It wasn’t a typical hand plow, but a hand plow developed with aura.


  Pa pa pa pa pak!


  The 50 aura hand plows started digging at the ground at once. It was an overwhelming sight. It was as efficient as 100 farmers doing field work at the same time. It was the majesty of Aura Master Hurent.


  Hurent. He was embarrassed worldwide after being defeated by Gird in PvP in just 5 seconds. He had a strong desire for revenge against Grid.


  ‘In the next 40 days.’


  The 2nd National Competition would be held in 40 days.


  As a representative of the United States, Hurent would participate in the National Competition, compete against Grid and win this time. But there was a problem.


  “My eyes are correct. Your skills are very suitable for field work. Do you want to work with me a little longer?”


  Legendary farmer Piaro. He was a wicked person who kidnapped Hurent, but Hurent knew how much the value of the hidden quest was worth. Hurent felt his resentment towards Piaro melting away like snow, so he carefully asked.


  “How much longer?”


  “Three months?”


  “Three months…!”


  It was too long. He had many things to prepare for the National Competition, which would take place in 40 days..


  “Can’t it be one month?”


  Piaro shook his head at Hurent’s question.


  “If you are only going to help for a month, it is best to just leave now. I am going to teach you a new skill, suitable for farming, and it can’t be learned in one month…”


  “…”


  Hurent stood at the crossroad of choice. Should he leave Piaro right away to dream of revenge on Grid, or get stronger by staying near Piaro and then get revenge on Grid?


  “U-Ummm…


  Hurent tried to think objectively. Could he win against Grid right now?


  ‘To be honest, there’s no guarantee.’


  Three months ago in Satisfy time. He was convinced that he was stronger than Grid when he invaded Reidan with Prince Ren, but not anymore. It was because of Piaro’s words.


  “You are strong. But there are many people stronger than you. What? How do you compare to My Lord? Of course, My Lord is stronger than you.”


  At first, Hurent thought that Piaro was biased. However, after experiencing Piaro’s personality, he knew that Piaro wasn’t someone who spoke empty words.


  ‘If I can’t beat Grid now…’


  He was likely to once again be embarrassed in front of the world. If that was the case…


  “…I will help you.”


  There were many opportunities. Even if he didn’t participate in the National Competition this year, there was the one next year and the year after that. Until then, Hurent wanted to grow as much as possible. He was determined to evolve the Aura Master class to legendary.


  “Good choice.”


  Piaro smiled at Hurent’s new commitment. Since this day, Reidan’s agriculture started to develop at a faster pace and Hurent gradually adapted to the life of a farmer. He tried so hard for Reidan that his revenge on Grid was in vain.


  ***


  Zibal of the Snake Guild, Chris of the Giant Guild, Seuron of the Golden Guild, Hao of the Hades Guild, Bondre of the Ice Flower Guild, Bubat of the Yak Guild, and Ralph of the Zeraph Guild.


  The leaders of the seven guilds gathered in one place. They were the strongest players in the top 30 of the unified rankings and also participants of the 2nd National Competition.


  “It has been nine months since we united to invade Reidan and were disgraced.”


  After that, the seven guilds lost their honor and dignity. The seven guilds were once an object of fear, and now they were made fun of. Only the Overgeared Guild was the best.


  “We must regain our honor in the National Competition.”


  Seuron expressed doubts at Zibal’s words.


  “You mean to smash the Overgeared Guild in the National Competition? How?”


  The National Competition wasn’t a guild war. It was a competition in which countries fought against each other. The members of Overgeared were divided into several nationalities, so it would be very difficult to only be hostile to Overgeared.


  Zibal smiled in a meaningful manner.


  “Grid is the symbol of Overgeared. In addition, Grid is Korean. We must thoroughly shatter South Korea.”


  The power of a symbol was beyond imagination. What if they completely trampled on the Korean team led by Grid? It would prove that the seven guilds were still alive, while being able to crush Overgeared’s reputation.


  “The Overgeared Guild is no longer the best.”


  Zibal was certain because he had items made by Panmir, the 1st ranked blacksmith, in his inventory. The items were produced with dwarf techniques, so they weren’t lacking compared to Grid’s items.


  “Let’s join forces to trample on South Korea and regain the honor of the seven guilds.”


  The difference between the best and the worst was huge. When the seven guilds were called the best, the masters of these guilds earned a huge amount of money. It was natural to miss those days. The silent Chris gazed at Zibal and opened his mouth.


  “Zibal, since when were you our representative?”


  Originally, the seven guilds weren’t one.


  Like regular guilds, they kept each other in check. Sometimes they were hostile, sometimes they were allies as they all competed against each other. At one point, Zibal established the alliance of seven guilds and took the lead.


  Chris didn’t like this fact.


  “Hey, Chris. What are you saying? Representative? I’m the representative? I never thought of myself like that. I see all of you as equal companions.”


  The seven guild masters were all people full of pride. Chris said something that would irritate them, so Zibal tried to laugh it off.  He wanted to make sure that the atmosphere of the alliance didn’t deteriorate.


  Chris scoffed, “Who’s your companion?”


  Chris never participated in the alliance of the seven guilds. He didn’t participate in the Reidan invasion. The reason he attended this meeting was to make it clear.


  “The name ‘Seven Guilds Alliance,’ don’t use it in the future. My Giant Guild has never joined the alliance.”


  Chris declared and rose from his seat. The other guild masters didn’t care about his actions. There was no reason to force him to join the alliance just because they were the seven guilds. But Zibal thought differently. He judged that it would be better to break Chris down, rather than leaving him as a variable.


  Zibal stood in Chris’ way and smiled grimly.


  “The rumor that you joined Grid is true.”


  “Chris and Grid?”


  The impassive guild members started to react. Chris frowned.


  “I’m with Grid? What are you talking about?”


  “One of my men came across you in a hunting ground… The weapon you used at that time looks exactly like one of Grid’s weapons.”


  The atmosphere of the room sunk.
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  “One of my men came across you in a hunting ground… The weapon you used at that time looks exactly like one of Grid’s weapons.”


  He was probably referring to Grid’s Greatsword. In this chilly atmosphere, Chris responded nervously.


  “I will say it again. In this world, aren’t there one or two items that resemble each other?”


  Chris tried to leave as planned, but Zibal grabbed his shoulder.


  “This isn’t like you, Chris. Originally, wouldn’t you be angry when receiving an unfair accusation like this? Are you just laughing because what I said was the truth?”


  “I’ve only ever responded in a gentlemanly manner.”


  Kwack!


  Chris firmly shoved at Zibal’s hand on his shoulder. Chris had high strength due to all his labor, so Zibal wasn’t able to cope with it.


  “Don’t push people with unfounded rumors.”


  Chris spat out. He didn’t shrink back, despite knowing that no one was on his side. This was the dignity of the third ranked user. But the opponent was Zibal. He might’ve been killed in one blow by a crazy farmer, but his strength and influence among the users was absolute. No matter how high Chris’ charisma, Zibal wasn’t affected at all.


  “If you’re so confident, why don’t you share the details of your weapon with us?”


  Ssik.


  Zibal suggested with a bright smile. He didn’t have anything to lose in this situation. If the weapon information was revealed and it was related to Grid, Zibal would be right. Otherwise, he could apologize if it was unrelated to Grid.


  Chris faltered for a moment before acting wisely.


  “Please don’t go overboard, Zibal. Who would reveal the information of their item?”


  Items could be a person’s strength or weakness, so it was always a variable. Disclosing a weapon’s information was no different from revealing a private part. The masters of the seven guilds knew this better than anyone else.


  They tried to deter Zibal.


  “Zibal, please act moderately. Don’t make trouble when you are already struggling with Overgeared and the Blood Carnival.”


  “Yes, why are you suddenly doing this to Chris?”


  The flow started to change. It happened when Chris was feeling relieved.


  “Do you use the same weapon as Grid?”


  The master of the Golden Guild, Seuron, stood up. A combat specialized unique class, Soul Predator. He might’ve been defeated by the crazy farmer during the Reidan invasion, but Seuron hadn’t fully adapted to his class at the time.


  But now it was different. Now Seuron would be able to fight the temporary and full-time farmers.


  “I don’t want to obediently send away a person who might be the enemy of our alliance.”


  Seuron spoke meaningful words and raised his Brutal Heavy Sword. After being defeated by the temporary farmer, he invested more than 10 million gold to increase it to a +9 weapon. His finances suffered quite a blow, but Seuron was satisfied. The gap between a +9 and a +8 weapon was large.


  “Hey, Chris. Take out your weapon.”


  Seuron’s goal was to be number one. By default, he was aggressive so he didn’t want to miss a chance to kill a competitor.


  “You don’t intend to bring it out obediently? Then I will make you take it out.”


  Pa pa pa pat!


  Four spears appeared in thin air on Seuron’s left and right. It was the manifestation of the Soul Spears, which required a human or monster soul to be summoned. Sueron accumulated the maximum number of souls through continuous hunting, so he was in the best condition.


  Pepepepeng!


  The soul spears shone as they shot forward. It was a very fast attack that was hard for Chris to deal with, because he invested most of his points in strength instead of agility.


  Puuok!


  Two spears pierced Chris’ body. Seuron used this time to approach Chris with the Brutal Heavy Sword while using Soul Shackles. Chris stood at the crossroads of choice. Should he take out Grid’s Greatsword, or take out a second weapon to block it?


  ‘I have no choice.’


  Chris had no intention of deepening the false accusation that he had an alliance with Grid. His guild would be damaged if he became hostile to these people. In the end, Chris pulled out his secondary weapon.


  Jjejeong!


  “Hoh.”


  Seuron’s eyes widened. He admired the fact that Chris struck the Soul Shackles and blocked his sword the moment he took out his weapon.


  ‘Chris’ control is greater than rumored.’


  They were slow and efficient movements. It allowed for the maximum effect with minimal movements. Chris’ greatsword technique was truly brilliant.


  “But.”


  He wasn’t Seuron’s opponent.


  Yiing.


  The sword that was engaged with Chris’ greatsword was reinforced with the effect of Soul Transference. At that moment.


  Chaaeng!


  “Kuk…!”


  Chris’ strength became meaningless. As the weapon’s attack power was enhanced, Chris started to be pushed back. This game was truly about items. Chris realized again as he was pushed back a few steps.


  Soul Arrows flew towards his head. Chris sensed it.


  ‘It’s a combo!’


  If he was hit by continuous attacks, the probability of falling into a stiffened state was very high. And top rankers were able to fully take advantage of that moment of stiffness. Chris prepared for pain and suffering.


  Suddenly, the arrows pouring down on him were shattered by a chain. Hao intervened in the battle.


  “Seuron, don’t just do whatever you like.”


  There were many crazy people in the world. It wasn’t unusual for someone to enjoy fighting like Seuron. But there was an appropriate line. Hao didn’t understand Zibal and Sueron, who were trying to make someone big like Chris into an enemy.


  “Hey Hao. Isn’t Chris suspicious? Look at the weapon that he brought out. It’s complete rubbish! Do you think that is his real weapon? He’s hiding his weapon!”


  “Let’s say Chris’ weapon and Grid’s weapon are the same. Is that solid proof that the two are colluding?”


  “…”


  Hao asked logically and Seuron fell silent. Bubat also started to help Hao. He shook a hand towards Seuron and Chris.


  “Let them play. It isn’t bad to experience each other’s ability ahead of the National Competition. Isn’t it beneficial?”


  Seuron shook. He already concluded that Chris was below him. That wasn’t all. Everyone in this place thought so. It was a very short fight, but it was true that Seuron completely overwhelmed Chris.


  “…I’m going if there isn’t anything else.”


  Chris stepped back.


  It felt like he was a dog retreating with his tail down.


  “To think that he is 3rd in the rankings. How pathetic.”


  Seuron laughed at Chris. Seuron and everyone in this room couldn’t imagine it. Chris actually hid his skills.


  ‘There will be many opportunities in the future.’


  And the best stage was only 40 days away. Chris’ eyes filled with fighting spirit.


  ***


  Weapons Mastery.


  It was the ultimate mastery skill that gave extra damage no matter what weapon was equipped. But it wasn’t a miracle. The extra damage that Weapons Mastery gave was low compared to the mastery skills optimized for only one weapon.


  Therefore, Grid was obsessed with the level of Bow Mastery. If Weapons Mastery added 10% additional damage and Bow Mastery added 11% additional damage, the effect that Grid would gain when he was using a bow was Bow Mastery, not Weapons Mastery.


  In other words, even if Grid later learned Weapons Mastery, Bow Mastery could be used to the end.


  ‘If I can give items an option that quickly increases the experience of the mastery skills…’


  How good would it be? He didn’t intend to use the alchemy facility. Alchemy gave random options and the success rate was low, so he couldn’t rely on it.


  “Khan.”


  In this situation, Grid tried to get Khan’s advice. Khan’s was an advanced level 8 blacksmith. As well as being excellent in daily life, he had accumulated experience for decades, making him very knowledgeable.


  “Have you ever heard of an item that can quickly increase the experience of mastery skills?”


  “Hrmm…”


  Khan’s family had been in the blacksmithing business for generations. Among his ancestors was Albatino, who inspired the legendary blacksmith Pagma. Khan looked through his decades of knowledge and finally shook his head.


  “I’m sorry… I don’t know…”


  Grid had always been a big help to Khan. He wanted to pay Grid back if he ever got the chance. But now he couldn’t help Grid when he needed it, making Khan feel depressed. His shoulders were sagging when he had a thought.


  “Perhaps you should ask Piaro.”


  “Piaro?”


  “Yes, shouldn’t he know how to train in weapons more efficiently? If you listen to him, you might gain an idea about how to add it to an item.”


  It was the power of infinite favorability. Khan freely gave Grid advice. Grid gained great enlightenment and hugged Khan.


  “Thank you!”


  “Haha! I’m happy to help!”


  The sight of the two people hugging was familiar to the blacksmiths of Reidan. The blacksmiths just looked away, trying not to interfere in the relationship between Grid and Khan.


  On the other hand, Lord was shocked.


  “Abubu…?”


  Lord was hammering in a corner of the smithy. He was happy to hear his father’s voice, only to get question marks above his head. Lord couldn’t understand why his father was hugging someone other than his mother. In the darkness, Kasim whispered to him.


  “This is the friendship between men.”


  “Woo…”


  He liked the sound of the word ‘friendship.’ Lord vowed. Someday, he would find himself wonderful friends.


  Later, Lord would have the strongest colleagues.




  Chapter 381


  Piaro had already lived a failed life once.


  He was swept away in conspiracies and betrayal, losing everything. The reason why Piaro could recover again was due to Grid. Grid motivated him when he was heart sick, and also released the misunderstanding with Asmophel.


  For Piaro, Grid was a benefactor who he would serve his whole life. But what about Piaro? Why was he training Grid’s enemies like Chris and Hurent? This was an insult to Grid and people could accuse Piaro.


  However, Piaro was confident. In the past, he had experienced betrayal and learned from it. The present Piaro could see into a person’s true nature.


  ‘The more I look, the more sincere and motivated he is.’


  The fields near Altes Mountains.


  Piaro watched the hard-working Hurent with a satisfied expression. Piaro judged that Hurent was a person with a good character. He was burning with a desire for revenge due to past events, but this vengeance was due to passion rather than malicious looks.


  If Piaro guided him well, Hurent would become a person who would surely grow in a positive direction and had the potential to become Grid’s right hand later on.


  ‘I didn’t know about all the possibilities of aura.’


  Hurent’s aura was different from the usual aura. It wasn’t limited to pure power, but also focused on the shape’s diversity. Therefore, it was more useful and had unlimited possibilities for development. If he grew up well, he would show a heroic figure on the battlefield as well as show huge efficiency on the fields.


  ‘I need to steadily give him carrots.’


  Everything was for his lord. Piaro could truthfully say this.


  ***


  The distance between Reidan and the fields near the Altes Mountains was one day.


  But Grid managed to arrive in less than half a day. It was the result of utilizing the movement speed buff of Braham’s Boots and Quick Movements from the Ideal Dagger.


  “The desert is becoming a forest…”


  Unlike the fields on the outskirts of Reidan, half of the fields cleared by Piaro near the Altes Mountains were orchards. There were immature trees that still hadn’t born fruit, but it was likely to become a lush forest.


  Grid was amazed by Piaro’s power.


  “Even if he’s a legendary farmer, making a forest in the desert…”


  According to Administrator Rabbit, Piaro had less than 500 farmers. But Piaro was very grateful because he was able to secure human resources and develop the agriculture on his own.


  “Huh?”


  Grid’s face suddenly distorted as he was filled with admiration. It was because he witnessed 200 young girls in their early teens who were working under the sun.


  “Turning young children into serfs…”


  The girls seemed pretty, but their skin was tanned. If he looked closely, their hands were full of calluses, which meant they hadn’t just been working for a day or two. Grid was very disappointed with Piaro.


  “No matter how obsessed he is with farming, does he have to make little girls work?”


  Originally, Grid was selfish. He wasn’t interested no matter what misfortune other people went through. But now it was different. As Lord’s father, he couldn’t watch in silence as children were overworked.


  “I must speak to them.”


  It happened the moment Grid stepped on the fields.


  Flash!


  The 200 girls holding farming equipment in their hands. The moment he stepped on the field, their eyes changed and they pulled out their weapons? Grid realized it the moment he saw the girls pulling out their swords, spears, and shields.


  ‘Don’t tell me that they are the Rebecca’s Daughters candidates?’


  Lauel had sent him a report. The Rebecca’s Daughters candidates were being trained by Piaro. In other words, these 200 girls weren’t serfs, but Piaro’s disciples. The farming itself was part of the training.


  ‘Phew… I’m glad they aren’t unfortunate girls.’


  Just as Grid was sighing with relief…


  “This is Reidan, the territory of the great Duke Grid.”


  “Goddess Rebecca won’t forgive anyone who invades it.”


  “We will follow Piaro’s will and repel all intruders.”


  “Eh?”


  It was a problem. 200 girls rushed towards Grid, calling him an intruder. Grid didn’t know what to do at first.


  Buuong.


  Syuk!


  Peeng!


  The 200 girls handled the swords, spears, and shields in a wonderful manner. Grid felt pleasure.


  ‘Isn’t this tremendous?’


  Rebecca’s Daughters.


  As a symbol of the Rebecca Church’s mightiest forces, their abilities were far beyond what Grid imagined. It wasn’t something that players could afford to go against. The candidates all had excellent qualities. Maybe they were named NPCs. It was enough to make him think.


  “You are strong!”


  “But you can’t go any further than this!”


  The girls cried out as their attacks were in vain. Nevertheless, they were the secret weapons of the greatest religion on the continent, so they didn’t lose their courage.


  Grid’s heart leapt.


  ‘Becoming stronger.’


  He wasn’t talking about himself. Reidan’s farmers, Reidan and Overgeared were becoming stronger in real time. These great results were achieved with all his colleagues, not alone. It was fun to develop his forces, and he felt even more proud that the growth wasn’t alone.


  “Let me help you train.”


  Grid imagined the Rebecca’s Daughters candidates growing up to become a symbol of Overgeared. He shook with joy and pulled out Iyarugt. At this moment, the eyes of the 200 girls shone like lanterns.


  ‘Beautiful!’


  The effect of the alchemy B grade ‘Coolness’ was amazing. Iyarugt shone like jewels every time it moved, making everyone dazzled by its appearance. It wasn’t a concept that had the same effect as ‘bewitchment,’ but it was effective to stamp Grid’s existence into the viewers.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Restraint.”


  Grid started to unfold a spectacular sword dance. At this point, a brilliant light flowed around him like cherry blossoms. Grid had +600 dignity and +800 charm thanks to the effect of the ‘First Duke’ title, so it was enough to stimulate the young girls. 


  Piaro came after hearing the nose and clicked his tongue.


  “Duke Grid. Tricking young girls…”


  “…”


  Grid caused a huge misunderstanding and it almost became a social problem.


  ***


  “How do you quickly raise the technical proficiency of weapons?”


  In the mid-point between the field and orchards. Surrounded by 200 girls, Grid sought advice from Piaro.


  “Isn’t repetitive movements the most important thing?”


  “I want a shortcut. Then I can add it as an option to the weapon.”


  “You want to make weapons that can quickly raise the skill level. Hrmm…”


  Piaro started to think about it. Just as Khan was ignorant about the technical parts behind using weapons, Piaro couldn’t easily answer because he was ignorant of blacksmithing. As Piaro was thinking, the girls started talking to Grid.


  “Duke Grid, it’s an honor to meet you.”


  “Thanks to the duke, Damian has become the pope and peace is restored in our Rebecca Church.”


  “Goddess Rebecca has certainly blessed you.”


  The Rebecca’s Daughters candidates were  brainwashed in a secret facility for a minimum of 5 years to a maximum of 10 years. They weren’t like others their age, and were restrained from thinking and making decisions by themselves.


  However, they could change thanks to Damian and Piaro. They realized the happiness that humans should pursue and transformed into youthful young girls. In other words, the current Rebecca’s Daughter candidates were susceptible girls.


  It was a good age to experience first love, and Grid was very suitable for that purpose. The hero who saved them, the one who received the Goddess’ blessing, the charm of an adult male. The tall, solid body and mature facial features were stamped in the girls’ hearts.


  But Grid knew. Girls’ hearts changed as easily as the wind blew.


  ‘It is similar to middle-school girls.’


  Grid laughed as he patted a girl’s head and spoke.


  “Please grow up healthy and pretty, and look after my son Lord.”


  “Yes…! Duke Grid!”


  Grid never imagined how much his innocent request would make Lord suffer. The pretty girls laughed as they heard the words, then Piaro finally spoke.


  “If you use weapons in bad shape, you will increase your proficiency faster in exchange for overcoming the difficulties. How about using that part in the weapons production?”


  “Hoh.”


  Grid thought about it. A weapon that reproduced bad conditions every time it was used?


  ‘…Can I make a garbage item?’


  The legendary blacksmith was trying to do trolling.


  ***


  The elites of the Overgeared Guild gathered at the Behen Archipelago. It included all the members of the Tzedakah Guild, as well as Yura, Lauel, Peak Sword, and Huroi. They only had one goal.


  “Become stronger.”


  Grid had prepared a strategy for them. They had to pass as many islands as possible and secure a large number of points in order to buy the necessary elixirs and skillbooks. 


  Pak!


  Pa pa pa pat!


  The Overgeared members entered the Behen Archipelago one by one. The Behen Archipelago was an instant dungeon with a one person entry limit, so they had to proceed separately.


  “Hrmm.”


  Lauel confirmed the position of his colleagues in the rear and sent a whisper to Euphemina one more time.


  –Are you really not going to challenge the Behen Archipelago?


  –Yes, I think I should focus on my ongoing quest.


  –It seems to be a massive quest. Can I ask about the contents?


  –That…


  Euphemina’s story began and a dark smile appeared on Lauel’s face.




  Chapter 382


  What items should he make in order to quickly raise the level of Bow Mastery? Grid listened to Khan and Piaro’s advice and came to a conclusion.


  ‘I have to make a bow that is hard to handle.’


  If a weapon was used in the worst condition, the faster the skill proficiency would go up! Grid look at his list of item production methods. Grid received the commission of items from the Overgeared members, so there were already hundreds of items in his items production method list.


  “Hrmm.”


  The bow production methods that Jishuka collected with much difficulty. Among them, Grid looked at the ones with the highest level limit.


  ‘The fire attribute bows that Jishuka favors aren’t compatible with me.’


  Grid didn’t have any fire related skills. He avoided the bows that strengthened the fire attribute instead of the basic performance.


  ‘Pass on the greatbow.’


  Its speed was slow, but it had high accuracy rate and attack power. The problem was that the accuracy was high. Grid wanted to produce a bow that had bad conditions.


  ‘I need a low accuracy.’


  It was an obvious story, but Grid always tried to make the best items. He never had the experience of making failed items. Was that why?


  Ssik!


  Grid was having a lot of fun at this moment. It was fun to think differently about items with disadvantages, rather than advantages.


  ‘People troll for a reason.’


  Grid realized this as he looked at two production methods.


  [Pattern: Angel Bow]


  Rating: Rare ~ Unique


  Rare Rating Information:


  Attack Power: 230~249  Firing Speed: +13%


  * When an arrow hits the target three times in a row, 150% additional damage will be done.


  Epic Rating Information:


  Attack Power: 269~280  Firing Speed: +17%


  * When an arrow hits the target three times in a row, 200% additional damage will be done.


  * There is a 10% chance that the target will fall into the ‘bewitched’ state.


  Unique Rating Information:


  Attack Power: 300~334  Firing Speed: +21%


  * When an arrow hits the target three times in a row, 300% additional damage will be done.


  * There is a 20% chance that the target will fall into the ‘bewitched’ state.


  A beautiful bow with both ends of the bow spread like the wings of an angel.


  Every time an arrow is shot, it feels deceptive because the white feathers are blurred.


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher. Advanced Bow Mastery level 2 or higher.


  [Pattern: Quick Fire Bow]


  Rating: Rare ~ Unique


  Rare Rating Information:


  Attack Power: 210~228  Firing Speed: +16%


  * Every time you shoot an arrow, the firing speed will increase by 1%. This effect will only be applied up to 50%.


  Epic Rating Information:


  Attack Power: 230~250  Firing Speed: +19%


  * Every time you shoot an arrow, the firing speed will increase by 1%. This effect will only be applied up to 55%.


  Unique Rating Information:


  Attack Power: 253~280  Firing Speed: +25%


  * Every time you shoot an arrow, the firing speed will increase by 1%. This effect will only be applied up to 60%.


  A bow with a resilient bowstring.


  It is optimized for fast shooting.


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher. Advanced Bow Mastery level 2 or higher.


  ‘I will make the Quick Fire Bow.’


  The basic conditions for raising the mastery level was to use it quickly. The faster the firing speed, the better it was for Grid. Grid settled in front of a furnace.


  Hwaruruk!


  The perfect senses of a legendary blacksmith controlled the furnace’s temperature to the ideal level.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  He perfectly controlled the power at which he hammered at the molten metal.


  “Ohhh!”


  “Duke Grid!”


  The young blacksmiths in the smithy admired it. Grid’s skill was amazing every time they saw it. But the shape of the finished product was a bit odd.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  The balance of the bow made by Grid was off. To be honest, the young blacksmiths thought that the bow had a very poor quality. But wasn’t Grid a legendary blacksmith? No matter how bad the bow looked, it was made by Grid, so the young blacksmiths tried to think positively.


  It was similar to the evaluation of works by renowned painters who just put dots on a piece of paper, and it would sell for millions. Grid completed one bow.


  Ttiring~


  [The Extremely Disgraceful Quick Fire Bow has been created.]


  [Extremely Disgraceful Quick Fire Bow]


  Rating: Rare


  Attack Power: 30~183   Firing Speed: +5%


  Accuracy: -80%


  * It is unknown where the arrows will fly.


  A bow made by the legendary blacksmith Grid.


  The structure of the bow is good, but the balance is off. Therefore, the power and accuracy is very low.


  It is unknown where the arrows will fly, making it the worst.


  If you use this bow, you might attack the same side.


  It is the stain of Grid’s life.


  Conditions of Use: None. It is advised not to use this weapon.


  “…”


  Grid had the level 7 (Understanding of Gods’ Weapons) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill. It meant that all the items made by Grid would receive at least 20% more stats than what was specified in the production method.


  But the shape was like this. The power of the completed Quick Fire Bow was too terrible.


  ‘Maybe I should go against the production method.’


  The way to make an item was to 100% follow the production method. He made an item with a unique look and performance despite following the production method. What if he didn’t make it according to the production method? He didn’t know what obstacles would occur.


  ‘But I don’t want to use the Item Creation skill for a troll item.’


  Kwack!


  Grid once again started hammering. This time, he started to make a new bow, planning to improve the balance slightly.


  The result.


  Ttiring~


  [The Strange Quick Fire Bow has been created.]


  [Strange Quick Fire Bow]


  Rating: Rare


  Attack Power: 160~181   Firing Speed: +12%


  Accuracy: -60%


  * * Every time you shoot an arrow, the firing speed will increase by 0.5%. This effect will only be applied up to 30%.


  * It is unknown where the arrows will fly.


  …


  …


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher. Advanced Bow Mastery level 2 or higher.


  ‘This time it is slightly better.’


  But it wasn’t enough. Obviously, Grid wanted a bow with a low hit rate. However, it didn’t make sense to not know where the arrows would fly. Grid didn’t want to be someone who killed his team members, so he started carefully hammering again.


  The result of the third bow was very positive.


  [Poor Quick Fire Bow]


  Rating: Rare


  Attack Power: 180~203   Firing Speed: +14%


  Accuracy: -40%


  * Every time you shot an arrow, the firing speed will increase by 1%. This effect will only be applied up to 40%.


  * The probability that the arrow will fly in an unintended direction is very high.


  * If you hit the ‘desired target,’ you will gain additional Bow Mastery experience.


  A bow made by the legendary blacksmith Grid.


  It’s great if you can hit the target with this bow.


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher. Advanced Bow Mastery level 2 or higher.


  Additional mastery skill experience! He finally got the option that he wanted.


  “A little bit more.’


  Grid made a determined expression and started hammering again. On the other hand.


  “Abubu?”


  In order to be recognized by his father, Lord visited the smithy today. He identified that his father was making bows and grabbed one of them.


  “Abubu!”


  What was Lord saying? The bows made by his father were wonderful. He seemed to be saying. In the darkness, Kasim whispered to him.


  “Well done. I should teach you archery as well.”


  A bow made by a legendary blacksmith so be easy to use and have a high accuracy rate.


  ‘Although, it is a bit strange.’


  Kasim felt doubts as he pulled out an arrow and handed it to Lord.


  “Now, shoot an arrow.”


  Ttang! Ttang!


  None of the people currently in the smithy were paying attention to Lord. Khan and the 100 young blacksmiths were watching Grid, while Grid was dedicated to making items. There seemed to be no problem if Lord shot an arrow.


  “Abuuuu!”


  Lord nodded vigorously. Kasim confirmed it with a proud face and showed him how to shoot the bow.


  Consequently, Lord pulled the bow.


  Kiririk!


  “Okay, now is the time. Pull the bowstring.”


  Kasim looked at Lord’s posture and breath before giving a signal.


  Tatang!


  “…!”


  Kasim was astonished as soon as the arrow left the bow. Lord was aiming at the wall of the smithy, but why did the arrow fly in the opposite direction?


  ‘This is ridiculous!’


  Kasim was currently the strongest assassin. He had very high agility and excellent skills. He had hardly ever been hit by an arrow. However.


  Puk!


  “Ugh.”


  An arrow was stuck to Kasim’s ass. The arrow flew in a trajectory that couldn’t be seen with the eyes. Kasim was thrilled.


  ‘It can’t be…!’


  Was Lord the second coming of Povia, the legendary archer? In the midst of this deepening misunderstanding…


  “Abu?”


  [The beginner ‘Bow Mastery’ skill has been acquired.]


  Lord grew quickly because his arrow had hit Kasim, who was over level 360.


  “Abuuuu!”


  Lord rejoiced as he held the Extremely Disgraceful Quick Fire Bow in his hand.


  ***


  “Everyone is amazing.”


  Behen Archipelago, the 40th island.


  Sage Sticks watched the Overgeared members with shining eyes. All of them entered the Contaminated Behen Archipelago and passed through the 10th island.


  “All of Grid’s subordinates are talented.”


  Looking at just their talent, the Overgeared members currently challenging the Behen Archipelago were so powerful that they could become legends. They were the ones who would write a new history with their own strength.


  But all of them were Grid’s subordinates.


  “The more I see, the more amazing they are.”


  Grid became even bigger in Sticks’ mind. He once again felt admiration.


  “Wahh! Sticks! What should I do?”


  The helper fairy, Bini, flapped his small wings with confusion.


  As a helper fairy, he had to give advice to the challengers who entered the 20th island. Now that dozens of challengers entered the 20th island at the same time, he couldn’t help being confused.


  “Haha…”


  Sticks was at a loss for words.


  The fame of the Overgeared Guild was rising even today.




  Chapter 383


  The key to firing quickly was the resilience of the bow. It was the reason why a drake’s tendon was one of the materials necessary to produce the Quick Fire Bow. 


  Drake. The strongest pet that a player could tame. It had excellent combat power and was difficult to hunt due to its high intelligence.  In the first place, they were hard to find because the population was low. Even if they found a drake, players were more inclined to tame them than hunt them.


  For these reasons, it was difficult to obtain a drake’s tendons, and the price was very expensive. Despite only having a small number of users, the minimum price was 10,000 gold each. Grid might be wealthy, but it was a huge burden to invest a lot of it into expensive materials.


  ‘I have to be satisfied with this one.’


  [Spiral Quick Fire Bow]


  Rating: Epic


  Attack Power: 215~249   Firing Speed: +17%


  Accuracy: -30%


  * Every time you shoot an arrow, the firing speed will increase by 1%. This effect will only be applied up to 50%.


  * It is difficult to control the trajectory of the arrow.


  * If you hit the ‘desired target’, you will gain additional Bow Mastery experience.


  …


  …


  Honestly, Grid wasn’t satisfied. However, this was the best of the five bows that Grid made.


  ‘It is enough if it increases the experience rate of the mastery skill.’


  Anyway, his intentions were achieved. Grid would raise the level of Bow Mastery by controlling the trajectory of the arrow.


  ‘There is a lot of work to do before the National Competition.’


  He needed to raise the level of his newly learned skills while attacking the Behen Archipelago. he also needed to figure out his deficiencies while doing it and create new items. There were 40 days left in real time until the National Competition started, and Grid planned to increase his gameplay time even further.


  The only space where he could prove his worth was in Satisfy, which he devoted his life to. 


  ***


  『 Which country do you think will win the 2nd National Competition? 』


  It was the latest international news.


  Once the anchor asked a question, the experts in each field came up with enthusiastic answers.


  『 The United States will be first. The average level of the US team participants is the highest of all the participating countries. 』


  『 The United States has many top rankers such as Zibal, Asuka, Lauel, Box, and Black Teddy. Unlike last year, I don’t think Hurent is participating, but the power balance is much better than other countries. 』


  『 But won’t Lauel act as a variable? Isn’t Lauel one of the closest people to Grid in Overgeared? During the competition, it’s possible that he will help South Korea, not the United States… 』


  『 The Overgeared members aren’t young three year olds who can’t distinguish between different matters. They know that the National Competition is classified as a different area. 』 


  『 In the first place, there’s no need to be concerned. Helping other nations is a violation of the rules and they won’t be able to escape severe punishment. Not just Lauel, but all the other Overgeared members will keep this in mind. 』


  It was logical. In fact, the Overgeared members were going to fight for the honor of their country in the National Competition. Grid was destined to face Lauel’s smarts, as well as competing against the members such as Pon, Regas, and Faker.


  『 Who are other contenders apart from the United States? 』


  『 Canada and France have the most top rankers next to the United States. 』


  『 What about South Korea, who have Grid and Yura, or Russia, who has Kraugel? 』


  『 The 2nd National Competition is very different from the 1st National Competition. There are more events and some rules have changed, so it’s impossible for a few players to raise a country. South Korea will be in the top 15, while Russia will be in the top 18. 』


  『 Isn’t South Korea still too high? Isn’t it a country without any rankers except for Grid, Yura, and Peak Sword? 』


  『 Of course, on the surface, South Korea is classified as a weak team. But Yura is a variable. If she obtained a unique hidden class as rumored… 』


  In the 1st National Competition, South Korea was classified as the weakest. Most of the participating countries looked down on South Korea. Compared to that time, the evaluation of South Korea in the 2nd National Competition was very good.


  The reactions of the Korean people varied.


  –Why are they ignoring South Korea? Did they forget Korea’s third place last year?


  –I agree. Even last year, Peak Sword didn’t participate.


  –Yura was just a normal class.


  –But this year, we will get a better ranking because we have Peak Sword and Yura, who has a hidden class.


  South Korea can be one of the contenders for victory.


  –Are the people from the Patriotic Association bombarding the message boards?


  –What was the reason why Korea could get the 3rd ranking last year? Grid was too good.


  –Correct. South Korea is still a country weak in Satisfy. Last year, Grid won all three gold medals for South Korea. This year and last year, the overall power of South Korea is too weak.


  –Don’t you think that Grid can win three gold medals this year? Of course. He is God Grid. But the problem is that the value of the gold medals this year is very different from last year. In last year’s National Competition, there were nine events. But now there are 21 events.


  –Peak Sword? In other countries, Peak Sword is just an average player.


  There were also skeptics. As it happened, most Koreans shared negative opinions like this. Peak Sword was irritated.


  “It’s so funny that I have to sit down.”


  The Patriotic Association’s headquarters in Seoul. Peak Sword accessed the Internet as soon as he logged out, and now his expression distorted.


  “They are underestimating God Grid and South Korea. And what? I only have average skills in other countries? These guys, do you know Peak Sword?”


  Peak Sword’s enthusiasm grew. He had to make South Korea the winner of the 2nd National Competition…


  “…It seems too fanciful.”


  Peak Sword thought realistically. He would make South Korea enter the top 10 rankings of the 2nd National Competition. Step by step, he was hopeful that one day, South Korea would raise its status in Satisfy.


  Up until this point, people around the world, including Peak Sword, were unaware of something. This was just the opening of the legend of Grid and the Overgeared Guild.


  ***


  Grid, Grid, Grid, Grid, Grid, Grid, Grid!


  This name was heard if the TV or radio was turned out, from phones, in the newspapers, on the Internet and even when neighborhood aunties gathered together. There was only talk about the National Competition and Grid everywhere in South Korea.


  It was enough to drive Go Jimyung crazy.


  “Damn Grid!”


  Go Jimyung.


  A player of the KBO League.


  He once had the reputation of the best hitter in South Korea. However, since last year, he entered a relationship with the leader of the girl group Farina and his performance fell, as well as being caught up in a series of accidents.


  It wasn’t just a level to be dropped from the team, but an exit from the league itself.


  “Grid…!”


  In the Young Ladies High School’s Satisfy tournament, Go Jimyung was asked by his girlfriend to defeat Ruby. He risked breaking the rules to kill Ruby, but failed due to Grid getting in his way. In the aftermath of that, he was pushed to his current crisis. He had been branded as garbage by the public and his girlfriend broke up with him.


  Go Jimyung considered the cause of this to be Grid. It was the typical blaming everything on others.


  “I won’t forgive you.”


  Kwaduduk!


  Go Jimyung went somewhere. It was to call the chief of the big gang ‘Poisonous Wave,’ who lived in the back world of Seoul.


  ***


  “We’ll check on the building and sleep at Grandpa’s house.”


  Youngwoo’s parents and sister went on a family outing after a long time. Of course, Youngwoo didn’t go with them. It was because he was busy preparing for the National Competition.


  “Please stay healthy.”


  As soon as his family members left, Youngwoo logged straight back into Satisfy. There was someone waiting for him.


  ***


  000-0 Street, XX Neighborhood, Geumcheon-gu.


  Grid was a famous resident of the area. It was also a place where people constantly went in order to meet Grid. But due to the opposition of the residents, the district council designated it as a out-of-bounds area and the defense was tight.


  As a result, Grid’s neighborhood changed into one that was good to live in. Grid’s popularity in the area skyrocketed.


  “Why does a poor area like this have the same defense as the palace?”


  The person in charge of distributing drugs for the Poisonous Wave gang, Kang Cheolgyu. He was known as one of the Five Fingers in Seoul due to his excellent punching skills. Go Jimyung was a senior from his hometown, so it was easy for Kang Cheolgyu to accept the request to cripple someone.


  The problem was reaching the target’s house. It unexpectedly took him two hours.


  “I will charge another 500 million won.”


  Kang Cheolgyu had a sly smile on his face. His eyes were looking at the 800 million won car in front of the target’s home.


  ‘Grid. Grid…’


  More Koreans set up Grid as a hero, but Kang Cheolgyu thought it was ridiculous. The hero of their country was a gamer? Kang Cheolgyu wasn’t able to understand the psychology of people who were so enthusiastic about a gaming contest.


  “Drink alcohol over playing games, stupid people.”


  Kang Cheolgyu waited for Grid’s door to open. He planned to aim for the moment when Grid left the house. For 1 hour, 2 hours, 3 hours, 4 hours, 5 hours… 10 hours passed, but Grid’s door never opened.


  ‘What?’


  Grid wasn’t coming out? It was a cold autumn night. Kang Cheolgyu was weak to the cold, so his complexion gradually became worn down.




  Chapter 384


  “Whistle!”


  A chilly autumn morning, in front of Grid’s house. Before he knew it, Kang Cheolgyu had been waiting for 13 hours and his nose became runny. He felt confused as his cold body shook.


  ‘The car isn’t leaving…’


  For Kang Cheolgyu, a house was just a place to sleep. To him, it was impossible for someone to stay in their house for more than 13 hours.


  ‘What’s wrong with him?’


  A single storey house. It was a very small house that was 25 pyeong, and this included the garden area. Kang Cheolgyu somehow felt sorry as he thought of the young man living alone there.


  “Poor fellow.”


  Kang Cheolgyu lost his parents early on. He lived in poverty and had no place to lean on. He remembered the days when he lived in a basement room off ramyun noodles and how cold it was. Now the current Grid seemed to overlap with his own past, causing Kang Cheolgyu’s heart to feel sorry.


  “…No, wait.”


  Wasn’t Grid living with his family?


  ‘I’m not in a position to worry about him.’


  Kang Cheolgyu was suddenly filled with doubts.


  ‘Even though he lives with his family, why hasn’t anyone left for 13 hours?’


  The lights in the house weren’t even turned on.


  ‘Perhaps…’


  Could it be a robbery?


  Kang Cheolgyu was worried.


  ‘Perhaps Grid and his family are being held hostage by robbers?’


  It wasn’t possible. Grid was his target. He needed to hurt Grid to be paid.


  “Shit, I guess I have to rescue them.”


  Kang Cheolgyu might have a good fighting ability, but his head was bad. It wasn’t just that he didn’t go to school and read, but that he was born with a terrible brain. He forgot the reason that he watched Grid’s house for 13 hours was because the house had a security sticker on it and started to climb the fence. 


  The reason for making such a stupid choice was nervousness.


  Chirpppppppp!


  The sensor detected Kang Cheolgyu hanging from the fence and the alarm sounded. It was a loud noise that rang out through the neighborhood.


  “Heok.”


  Kang Cheolgyu was startled and jumped from the fence. He tried to escape when someone blocked his way.


  “A rat came here.”


  “…?”


  The man was wearing a eyepatch over his left eye. He was a young Westerner with a big nose, light green eyes, and short grey hair.


  “Who are you?”


  Kang Cheolgyu was alert as the Western spoke in a foreign language that couldn’t be understood.


  “Kyaaack~ spit!”


  The Westerner didn’t speak for long. He spat out phlegm and acted like he was going to make a move on Kang Cheolgyu. Kang Cheolgyu’s face distorted.


  “This crazy one-eyed bastard.”


  They wanted to act against the chief of the Poisoned Wave gang?


  “I don’t know who you are, but you will regret this.”


  Kang Cheolgyu’s fists were fast and powerful. It was three consecutive blows and a jab, a perfect killing technique based on boxing. But the Westerner was several times better. The Westerner blocked all of Kang Cheolgyu’s punches with just his right hand, then grabbed Kang Cheolgyu’s wrist.


  Kang Cheolgyu’s face paled.


  ‘This guy!’


  He saw through the lightning fast punches and even neutralized it? The movements were at the level of a world-class boxer! The Westerner saw Kang Cheolgyu’s shaking eyes and raised a long leg.


  Pakak!


  “Kuk…!”


  Kang Cheolgyu shook as he raised his left arm to guard against the Westerner’s attack. He tried to pull away the right wrist held by the Westerner, but the grip was too powerful. The Westerner pulled Kang Cheolgyu and raised his knee.


  Peeok!


  “Heeok!”


  Kang Cheolgyu’s nose was crushed by the hard knee. The Westerner still gripped his wrist as he tried to block the blood. Kang Cheolgyu determined he couldn’t break free with force, so he rotated and swung his elbow.


  The Westerner had a sharp scar on his nose. It was like a knife cut.


  ‘Fairly good.’


  The Westerner was somewhat impressed. But it was only up to there. Kang Cheolgyu’s strength was broken after he suffered great damage to his face. In the first place, the Westerner was more proficient, since Kang Cheolgyu suffered from a one-sided violence.


  Bam bam! Bam bam bam!


  The Westerner was really cruel. He kept punching, punching, and punching Kang Cheolgyu. Blood flowed down from Kang Cheolgyu’s face, and he now seemed pitiful.


  “You… Who the hell are you…?”


  Why was this Westerner so strong, and why was he beating Kang Cheolgyu to death like this? The Westerner introduced himself to Kang Cheolgyu.


  “I’m Grid’s bodyguard, Toon.”


  That’s right. The identity of the Westerner was beast master Toon. He once broke the balance of the Italian mafia, and was the strongest player in reality. The reason he was staying in South Korea was at Yura’s request.


  “Toon-ssi, you are lacking funds to buy land in South Korea? If you want to move to South Korea like the other guild members, I will arrange a place for you to live. Instead, please be responsible for Grid-ssi’s safety.”


  Grid’s safety was the desire of all Overgeared members, not just Yura. Because there was Grid, the Overgeared Guild could exist. Because there was the Overgeared Guild, they could be in their current positions.


  In particular, Toon had a great tendency to rely on Overgeared. The existence of colleagues who he could rely on was very important for an orphan.


  “Touch, Grid, kill.”


  Chill.


  Toon’s eyes were as cold as a beast as he spoke in broken Korean. Kang Cheolgyu nodded.


  “U-Understood. I won’t step on Grid’s shadow in the future!”


  The moment he declared this.


  Creak.


  The door to Grid’s house opened and a young man appeared. Grid had been lying in the capsule for 13 hours and ran over when he heard the alarm sound.


  “What? What’s going on? Eh? Toon? Why are you here? When did you come to Korea?”


  There was an unidentified man and Toon. Grid couldn’t figure out why. At this time, three security company cars arrived in front of Grid’s house.


  “You’re safe!”


  The security company’s employees descended from the cars and checked Grid’s safety. Grid wasn’t just a customer, they were also fans of Grid.


  “Eh… Well, I’m okay.”


  Grid replied while standing next to Toon, so that there wouldn’t be any misunderstandings. Meanwhile, the security company employees arrested Kang Cheolgyu and reported it to the police station. The officers were astonished when they saw Kang Cheolgyu’s face.


  And at dawn.  There was an explosion of TV and Internet news.


  [Grid, he played a significant role in the arrest of a drug trafficker.]


  [Kang Cheolgyu, the chief of the drug dealers in South Korea, was caught by Grid and his colleague Toon.]


  [The city of Seoul is awarding an honorary citizen’s medal to Grid and Toon.]


  [The National Police Agency will provide an appreciation plaque and prize money to Grid and Toon.]


  [The Blue House is thinking about a president’s citation.]


  “…Ah, I have to play the game.”


  Grid didn’t even know why he received the honorary citizen’s medal. It was an honor, but Grid’s expression showed that it was merely inconvenient. He didn’t want to waste time travelling to Seoul City Hall and the police station with Toon, as well as have interviews with reporters.


  “I don’t have time to play the game.”


  “…”


  Toon felt vaguely sorry towards Grid.


  ***


  [You have entered the 40th island.]


  Grid educated Lord and made a spear and bow to be used. He was fully prepared and returned to the Behen Archipelago. Sticks greeted him.


  “You finally came.”


  “I will start the challenge immediately.”


  Grid didn’t ask if the other Overgeared members had reached the 20th island. He had faith that his colleagues would do well, and now he had to concentrate on his own development. The reason why Grid was so worried?


  It was simple. The 2nd Satisfy National Competition was to be held in Paris, France. Grid had to play a big role there.


  ‘I must unconditionally win three gold medals.’


  Was it because he coveted the god mineral adamantium? Of course. But that was just secondary. The reason Grid wanted to act in the National Competition was because he was aware of his position as representative of the country.


  Grid had the hopes of 50 million people and his family on him. Grid didn’t want to disappoint them. That’s right. Now Grid felt a strong sense of responsibility. It was a noble attitude that couldn’t be compared with his personal feelings during the 1st National Competition.


  “Hoo.”


  Grid breathed in deeply as he stepped foot into the gate of the 41st island. His vision darkened before a new landscape unfolded in front of him. It was a serene bamboo forest.


  [You have entered the 41st island.]


  [A mission will be created.]


  [41st Island]


  Fight with yourself and win.


  First Clear Compensation: You can raise the level of one skill.


  ‘There aren’t any challenger points?’


  But Grid wasn’t disappointed. Grid had legendary skills that were hard to raise their levels, so he was quite pleased with a skills level up.


  ‘This feels like a bonus stage.’


  The mission of the 41st island was to overcome his ‘past self’ and transcend his ‘present self.’ It felt like a test. What was at the end of the Behen Archipelago, which forced the challenger to constantly grow?


  Grid wondered while looking around nervously.


  Sururuk.


  A person who looked exactly like Grid appeared. There were four golden hands moving around him.


  ‘The God Hands are recreated?’


  It seemed like the copy of Grid reproduced all of Grid’s items and skills. Grid became tense. Then the clone moved to Grid’s shock and horror.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Linked Kill Wave.”


  “…What?!”
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  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Linked Kill Wave.”


  “…What!?”


  The disadvantage of Pagma’s Swordsmanship was its high mana consumption and long cooldowns. But he overcame those shortcomings with the powerful combination of skills. That’s right. Grid knew that it was possible to combine the skills of Pagma’s Swordsmanship. But according to the experiments conducted by Grid, it was limited to combining two skills. However, Grid’s clone had combined three skills. 


  ‘I never managed to do it.’


  The impact on Grid was great. It showed a skill combination that he didn’t even know about? His pride was hurt and he was confused. Now he couldn’t afford to be worried.


  ‘It’s urgent to determine what skills it has.’


  The time that passed was less than a second. Grid’s brain started turning quickly.


  ‘In the case of the level 2 Linked Kill, the power of Kill is weakened, but it can shoot anywhere from 3~8 attacks.’


  Then what if Wave was added to it?


  ‘It can’t be!’


  A terrible thought passed through Grid’s head.


  ‘Will Kill be continuously unfolded in a wave?’


  No, that was too much of a scam. There was no way. He tried to shake his head, but couldn’t help but have a bad feeling.


  Kurururung!


  Grid’s clone moved its sword in the air and quickly connected Kill.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The red afterglow of Kill was overlaid with the blue of Wave, spreading out in all directions. It was truly overwhelming. The power of each one was lethal, and also had the slowing function of Wave.  Grid used Fly to escape, but it chased after him like a hungry beast.


  ‘Unbelievable!’


  Grid felt like when he was confronting Piaro’s skill. The fusion of three of Pagma’s Swordsmanship skills was powerful and perfect. Yes, this was a true legendary skill.


  ‘I must learn it.’


  Grid felt admiration, astonishment, and desperation. He needed to cope with the eight Kills.  His past self would’ve likely been hit before he could escape. But.


  ‘I have Revolve.’


  Revolve had a cooldown time of 2 minutes. But using it first would be disadvantageous. What if he used Revolve? The other side would also use Revolve to send it back to him.


  ‘Not yet.’


  Grid summoned four God Hands to block four of the Kill attacks. However, the clone also used his God Hands to keep Grid’s God Hands in check.


  ‘Dammit!’


  Grid saw that the God Hands were blocked and summoned Randy.


  ‘Change locations with me!’


  –Yes!


  He felt sorry and ashamed that he had to sacrifice Randy. But what could he do? A user would lose experience and items when dying, but a pet only received the penalty of not being summoned for 24 hours. Objectively, it was right to sacrifice Randy instead of Grid.


  Supak!


  Randy copied Grid’s appearance as soon as he appeared and changed positions with Grid.


  Pepepepeok!


  Afterwards, Randy was hit by the eight Kill attacks.


  “Kyaaak!”


  Randy cried out with pain as he turned to grey. Grid felt a stinging pain in his chest.


  [Doppelganger Randy’s health has fallen to 0.] 


  [Randy is forced to return to the pet inventory. You can’t summon it for the next 24 hours.]


  “You!”


  Grid’s eyes were grim as he saw the rising notification windows. Randy and Kill collided, causing an explosion. Then Grid moved through it and used Kill on the clone. Grid wanted his clone to respond with Revolve. Grid would then respond with the Lv.3 Revolve, which returned 160% of the damage. He could neutralize the counterattack and cause more damage at the same time.


  However, the clone didn’t do as Grid wanted. Unlike the stupid BOT (artificial intelligence players) that could be seen in normal games, Grid’s clone was equipped with the artificial intelligence of a named NPC. The clone recognized the fact that using Revolve first was a disadvantage.


  Puok!


  It was perfectly calculated. The clone judged that he wouldn’t die even if he was stabbed in the heart with Kill. A chill went down Grid’s spine. The clone started moving his feet the moment he was hit by Kill.


  ‘This is the footwork of Link…!’


  Kill had straight footwork, while Link was curved. Of course, Grid judged that it was possible to avoid Kill using the movements of Link. In fact, Grid’s clone knew it as well.


  Halt!


  The clone used the footwork of Kill to move backwards, then moved to the left and right. At this point, Grid cut at his clone with Link.


  Pit!


  Pipipipipit!


  Blood splattered. However, the momentum of Grid’s clone didn’t die. Grid received solid evidence. Grid’s clone succeeded in using a skill while hit by Link.


  “Pinnacle Kill.”


  “…!!”


  Combining a skill without using Link as the medium? Grid’s eyes widened. At this moment, Grid’s confusion was reaching the extreme. But the countless battle experience he’d built up so far wasn’t in vain.


  Grid acted instinctively. He responded by twisting the trajectory of Link to cut the Pinnacle Kill. But Link was a technique that focused on speed rather than power. The power wasn’t comparable to Pinnacle Kill or Kill. It was a bad idea to defend against the combined Pinnacle Kill with Link.


  Chaaeng!


  Pinnacle Kill crushed the power of Link.


  Puok!


  [You have suffered 59,300 damage.]


  “Kuaaaak!”


  Grid let out a large scream and felt stunned. A targeted skill that combined the power of Kill and Pinnacle. It was an outrageous power that made Grid’s defense obsolete.


  [You have lost more than half of your health in one blow! You will be stunned for three seconds!]


  [Resisted with the passive effect of One who Became a Legend.]


  “Shit…”


  Grid hurriedly moved. He wanted to use Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave, to open up the distance and escape. However, there was a clear difference between Grid and Grid’s clone. The moment that Grid’s clone used Linked Kill Wave, Grid had tried to find a way to avoid it. But the clone’s main focus was on blocking Grid’s skills. This meant that the clone was a cut above Grid.


  Puok!


  “Kuk…!”


  Grid shook tremendously as he used Wave. It was because the clone precisely broke his ankle, causing his posture to collapse. Due to that, the skill casting was cancelled.


  ‘This rotten person knows my weaknesses better than me.’


  He couldn’t help cursing. Grid was still lacking. He hated his own ignorance that allowed the clone to stop his casting.


  Swaeek!


  Iyarugt was swung towards Grid. After using the skill with Grid’s Greatsword, it had swapped to Iyarugt. It was proof that the clone had high comprehension of items.


  “Blackening.”


  Peeng!


  Black magic exploded with Grid in the center. Grid avoided the enemy’s attacks while confirming his rising stats. He linked Blacksmith’s Rage and Quick Movements, before using Linked Kill. It was so fast that Grid’s clone couldn’t prevent it.


  Puok!


  Puk puk!


  [You have dealt 35,300 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 36,106 damage to the target.]


  ‘I did it properly!’


  He stabbed the greatsword forward and bet on his victory. Grid believed he would clear the 40th island the moment that the next Linked Kill strike was about to strike flesh But what was the truth? It was the wrong judgment.


  [The target has recovered 54,159 health.]


  Doran’s Ring instantly restored 50% of the damage as health, while the Holy Light Armor raised health regeneration by 300%.


  Grid’s clone quickly restored his health by taking advantage of these two items. He followed up with Blacksmith’s Rage and Quick Movements, succeeding in avoiding Grid’s third Linked Kill.


  ‘It’s a scam.’


  The effect of Doran’s Ring and the Holy Light Armor was ridiculously excellent. Had he been using such fraudulent items all this time? He felt sorry for all the enemies he’d faced in the meantime.


  ‘Well, whatever.’


  Doran’s Ring had a cooldown time of 10 minutes. Grid hadn’t used Doran’s Ring yet. He had one more card than the clone.


  ‘…It’s still absurd.’


  The clone might show new fusion skills in the future. Grid clicked his tongue and fired the remaining Linked Kill. But the clone responded in an unexpected manner. He didn’t avoid and responded with Revolve?


  Jjejejeok!


  ‘Now!’


  Grid smiled with satisfaction and counterattacked.


  “Revolve.”


  Jjeejeeeong!


  Revolve was countered with Revolve. This was the ideal result! Grid cheered as the energy of Linked Kill became incomparable to before. It was immensely powerful. Grid was confident this would defeat the clone in one shot.


  At that moment.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Revolve.”


  A new Grid appeared behind the clone and used Revolve? It was Doppelganger Randy. 


  ‘It also cloned the pet!’


  A notification window popped up in front of Grid.


  [You have suffered fatal damage!]


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  Grid realized.


  ‘I lost.’


  He couldn’t win like this. A dark smile appeared on Grid’s face. Was it an insane smile? No, he was smiling with joy.


  ‘I have to do it again.’


  Until the advent of the National Competition, he would absorb everything and grow.
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  ‘I lost.’


  Grid realized he was defeated, but he didn’t get frustrated. He was burning with motivation.


  ‘This isn’t the only chance. I must go beyond you (me).’


  The clone had 100% of his stats, skills, and items. The clone was now kindly telling him.


  ‘You can be as capable of me. So exert yourself.’


  Kwack!


  Grid strengthened his grip on his greatsword. The duration of his immortality was 5 seconds. In the meantime, Grid was trying to combine Linked Kill Wave or Pinnacle Kill. He didn’t worry about winning, losing, or dying right now.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link.”


  Cheook!


  Grid started a light and cheerful dance like a butterfly. His black eyes shone more sharply than usual, resembling that of a bird of prey. Grid’s appearance was gradually developing along with his solid heart and mature brain. His appearance and expression that were full of passion didn’t look bad.


  Teong!


  Grid lightly circled around and narrowed the distance to the clone. At this time, Grid’s Greatsword moved horizontally in the movements of Kill. It was the precursor for Linked Kill. Grid tried to link Wave to it.


  However.


  [The cooldown time of Linked Kill hasn’t returned.]


  [The casting of Linked Kill is cancelled.]


  Of course it was like this. Combining Linked Kill and Wave was an incomprehensible realm for Grid.


  ‘Why is my clone capable of it?’


  Grid was confused, but didn’t stop his actions. He used Pinnacle and Kill. He wanted to try to acquire Pinnacle Kill.  But once again, the combination of Pinnacle Kill didn’t work. Pinnacle was activated before Kill was completed.


  Seokeok!


  The power might be less than that of Kill, but Pinnacle fell and deeply cut the heart of the clone. However, it wasn’t enough damage to threaten the clone whose health had recovered thanks to Doran’s Ring and the Holy Light Armor.


  Grid was wishing for one thing in this situation.


  ‘Come on, counterattack.’


  Honestly, he wanted to avoid losing. The first problem was that he could lose his experience and items, and the second problem was his pride. That’s right. Grid didn’t give up despite sensing defeat.


  The moment the clone’s counterattack reached him, he wore Doran’s Ring in order to recover his health and hope for a reversal. But the clone was Grid. No, he knew Grid better than Grid did himself. The clone acted with the knowledge that it would be pointless and dangerous to attack the invincible Grid.


  Suuk.


  ‘You bastard!’


  Rather than fighting back, the clone ran away, causing Grid to frown. He ran all over the battlefield, causing irritation to rise. Right before the immortal duration ended…


  Snap!


  [15,000 health has been restored.]


  Grid took the super health recovery potion taken from Reidan’s alchemy facility.


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  The clone calmly devoted himself to defense. He fully understood and blocked Grid’s sword with Iyarugt. Then he started counterattacking as soon as Grid’s immortal state was over. Of course, he didn’t forget to use a powerful one shot technique that would keep Grid from relying on Doran’s Ring.


  It was Kill. Blackening, Blacksmith’s Rage, and Quick Movements. Since Grid used it one step ahead of the other, the effects ran out for Grid first. Therefore, he couldn’t avoid the clone’s Kill.


  [Doran’s Ring has been equipped.]


  [You have suffered fatal damage!]


  [You have died because health has dropped to 0.]


  [You have lost 30.6% experience.]


  [Mission failed!]


  [Exiting the 41st island.]


  [Moving to the last save point, the 40th island.] 


  A black screen that hadn’t been seen for a long time. Grid’s vision turned black.


  ***


  “Are you okay?”


  The 41st island. The moment that Grid came here after dying, he saw Sticks’ distressed face. He was worried that Grid would suffer a mental blow, since this was his first defeat since entering the Behen Archipelago. But Grid was fine.


  “Don’t worry.”


  Grid smiled at the worried Sticks and though positively.


  ‘I’m glad I didn’t lose any items.’


  Of course, it was painful to lose a lot of experience. His current experience gauge was 2%. If he challenged the 41st island and failed again, he couldn’t avoid losing a level. But Grid didn’t shrink back.


  ‘This is an opportunity.’


  He might fail a few more times, but if he overcame this trial, he would surely grow. Grid was confident and grateful for this situation.


  ‘I have to overcome this trial.’


  Effort was needed.


  ‘I need to wait until the cooldown of Randy and the immortality passive returns.’


  The next 24 hours. In the meantime, Grid concentrated on studying Linked Kill Wave and Pinnacle Kill.


  ‘The order of the skills isn’t wrong.’


  The wrong element was somewhere else. Finding it was the key.


  “Sigh.”


  Grid took deep breaths and sat down to meditate. He tried to follow Regas’ usual practices.


  ‘Think about it.’


  The clone’s Linked Kill Wave and Pinnacle Kill were different from when he used it. Grid recalled the previous battle and concentrated on analyzing it. He tried to get a clear picture of each and every one of the clone’s actions.


  ***


  “Meditation is the act of transcending from the pain of the mind and returning to a pure state of mind, without any distortions. It is the best way to look at yourself, or to look at specific situations and find a solution.”


  The desert city of Reidan.


  Piaro returned to the city after working all day in the fields, and was giving a lecture to Lord.


  “Meditation can also be used as a means to increase strength and stamina, and to reduce the cooldown of your skills. But humans are always self-centered. Meditation is a very challenging method of training that even the most famous knights find difficult. So young Lord, you don’t need to practice it right away. It is sufficient to know the concept… Heok?”


  Piaro made a sound of surprise.


  Lord Steim. The genius that Grid and Irene gave birth to quietly closed his eyes and started to maintain a constant breathing.


  ‘A perfect state of selflessness!’


  Lord’s mana flowed around him as he breathed. It proved that Lord was affecting nature, so it was natural for Piaro to be astonished.


  ‘I was only able to acquire Natural State after becoming a legend.’


  Of course, Lord wasn’t perfect yet. But just awakening the basic concepts was a tremendous achievement. It was because some of the world’s most powerful and tenacious minds couldn’t enter this natural state.


  ‘This is…’


  What was Lord going to grow up into? Maybe he would be the only one who could transcend Muller, one of the greatest legends in history.


  ‘He will grow more and more in the future.’


  It would surely give Piaro a new enlightenment. Piaro’s heart burned hot.


  ***


  [The skill ‘Meditation’ has been acquired!]


  [Meditation]


  Increases health and mana regeneration rate by 50%, and stamina regeneration by 30%.


  Skill cooldown time will be reduced by 10%.


  Resource Consumption: None.


  Skill Activation Condition: Focus.


  * This isn’t a skill that can be artificially invoked. It will activate automatically when your concentration is extremely high.


  In Satisfy, there were several skills that could be learned naturally when certain conditions were met. One of them was Meditation.


  ‘Good.’


  Despite the fact that Grid gained a way to increase his stamina recovery rate and reduce skill cooldown time, he didn’t make a fuss. He kept calm. He was too busy focusing.


  ‘Think about it.’


  Grid quickly erased any thoughts about the Meditation skill and recalled the movements of the clone. Was there any difference in the actions that the clone took with Link? No. He was certain. If so, was there something different about the actions of Kill? There was also nothing. He was certain. What about the behavior of the clone when using Wave or Pinnacle?


  ‘It is me.’


  Then why was it only possible for the clone to use Linked Kill Wave and Pinnacle Kill?


  “…Ah!”


  Grid had been thinking for over five hours when he finally got a flash.


  ‘The timing is different.’


  The action that connected Link and Kill, in the case of Linked Kill, it seemed to have been done immediately. However, Linked Kill Wave seemed to have a slight gap. But he didn’t know the exact interval.


  ‘I will try it once.’


  Grid didn’t delay once he had this thought. He got up and used Grid’s Greatsword to try and connect Link and Kill with a little time difference.


  Then Link was triggered.


  ‘The interval is too long.’


  There was no need to worry about it. He would shorten the interval in the next attempt. Grid took a deep breath and made a second attempt. The result? It was also a failure. In order to used Linked Kill Wave, the timing of Link and Kill had to be sophisticated and perfect.


  ‘I will challenge until it succeeds.’


  Failure wasn’t shameful. It was a stepping stone to success. Grid knew this fact better than anybody because he had repeatedly lived a life of failure.


  After that.


  Grid failed to use Linked Wave Kill several times, but he didn’t give up to the end. A smile appeared on the face of the watching Sticks.


  ‘Truly Pagma’s Descendant.’


  Sticks knew that Pagma’s Rare Book was one of the treasures that couldn’t be found. Yet Grid managed to find it. Sticks guessed that Grid’s tenacity was great, but it was actually even more than he expected. In Sticks’ eyes, Grid was the type of person who would have a much brighter future.
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  [You have entered the 20th island.]


  The time it took Grid to pass 19 islands and reach the 20th island was exactly 45 hours and 19 minutes. He broke through the treasure hunt mission with a versatile key and avoided the thunderstorm with a giant lightning rod. These missions wasted a lot of time for ordinary contestants.


  It was the same with the Overgeared members. The Overgeared members were prepared due to Grid who had reached the 40th island. They were able to enter the 20th island as fast as Grid.


  ‘The mission of the 20th island is to avoid the eyes of the hell moon.’


  The Overgeared members thought of the method that Grid came up with.


  Sururuk.


  They used the invisibility cloak and hid their traces on the island. Thanks to that, the hell moon couldn’t do anything. All of this was thanks to Grid.


  ***


  39 days remained until the National Competition.


  The 1st ranked Kraugel stood at the crossroad of choice. For the remaining period of time, he could re-challenge the Behen Archipelago or re-challenge Piaro.


  ‘I can acquire skills and elixirs in the Behen Archipelago.’


  If he won against Piaro, he could change to a legendary class. Even if he only succeeded in one of the options, Kraugel could play an overwhelming role in the National Competition.


  ‘Both are likely to fail.’


  Could he challenge Piaro and win? Kraugel calculated that the odds were only 30%. Then what about the Behen Archipelago?


  ‘The probability of clearing the Behen Archipelago is even lower.’


  The reason why Kraugel couldn’t re-challenge the Behen Archipelago was the nonsensical 31st island. The 31st island recreated his past trials. There, Kraugel had to fight the great demon Furfu. It was in a state where his level was lower than 180.


  ‘Furfu…’


  One of the great demons who lost to Sword Saint Muller. In the past, Kraugel had dismissed Furfu. A great demon who lost his body. Kraugel was confident that he could raid Furfu by himself, despite Furfu borrowing the body of an intermediate demon.


  The result? It was terrible. He had been killed three times in succession, with Furfu chasing him to the ends of the world. If he hadn’t received help, he might’ve died a few more times.


  ‘The Behen Archipelago isn’t a place I can clear with my abilities.’


  Kraugel’s expression was bitter as he made this judgment. He compared himself with Grid. Grid, the first player who defeated him. He said he passed the 30th island. Grid was a man with the amazing ability to overcome past trials.


  “…Hrmm.”


  Kraugel thought this and turned his attention to the East Continent. He could gain exclusive White Swordsman items, exclusive skills and rapid level increase from the East Continent. There were many rewards that were less valuable than the Behen Archipelago or Piaro, but they couldn’t be ignored.


  ‘I have to stay on the East Continent until the National Competition.’


  Kraugel made his decision and used the East Continent’s portal scroll.


  ***


  “This is very hard.”


  The 41st island.


  Grid studied the combination of Linked Kill Wave and Pinnacle Kill in three days of game time, but didn’t achieve the desired result. It wasn’t easy to catch the timing if Linked Kill Wave and Pinnacle Kill.


  ‘It is absurd.’


  He tried from 0.1 seconds to 3 seconds to connect Link and Kill. But rather than Linked Kill Wave, only Link or Linked Kill were activated, making Grid go crazy.


  ‘I’ve been doing this for three days already…’ 


  The fact that he couldn’t get the results he wanted despite doing his best was irritating him. Grid’s head hurt. He once again lamented his low talents. But he wasn’t frustrated. Grid still had hope.


  ‘Perhaps it isn’t the gap between Link and Kill, but the fulfillment of other conditions.’


  How could he figure out what conditions there were?


  “I will fight my clone one more time.”


  Grid knew better than anyone that he couldn’t win against his clone in his current state. However, Grid wasn’t afraid. If he was afraid of failure, he would become stagnant.


  “Do it again.”


  Grid breathed in deeply and moved through the gate of the 41st island. He would once again fight with the clone, while taking note of the process for Linked Kill Wave and Pinnacle Kill.


  ***


  [You have entered the 41st island.]


  [A mission will be created.]


  [41st Island]


  Fight with yourself and win.


  First Clear Compensation: You can raise the level of one skill.


  A flat island with no geographical features. The moment Grid stepped onto the small island, the clone came forward to meet him.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Indeed, it was the same as three days ago. Grid’s clone attacked the moment Grid entered the island.


  ‘Will he open with Linked Kill Wave again?’


  Grid focused. He watched the movements of the clone without blinking in order to figure out the secret behind Linked Kill Wave. Then the skill was used.


  “Transcended Link.”


  “Dammit.”


  It used Transcended Link instead of the skill Grid wanted? Grid also used Transcended Link, as dozens of energy blades were fired. The bombardment caused the earth to shake. The impact was enormous as it was a clash between legendary skills.


  Kuaaaaang!


  “Kuk…!”


  The swirling sandstorm disturbed Grid’s visibility and he retreated backwards, while the clone made another choice. Despite the pain of the sand getting into the eyes, the clone persevered as he rushed forward and swung Iyarugt at Grid. It was immediately after using Transcended Link and Grid was still armed with Grid’s Greatsword, so he couldn’t read Iyarugt’s orbit.


  Seokeok!


  Grid’s thigh was cut. He belatedly swapped to Iyarugt, but…


  “Wave.”


  The clone swapped from Iyarugt back to Grid’s Greatsword, and used a skill, hitting Grid successively.


  ‘Why is his weapons swapping speed so quick?’


  Weapon swapping required a series of processes. It required opening the inventory, putting in the item then bringing out the desired item. In Grid’s case, the process took around 2 seconds on average. Grid was confused because the clone did it in less than a second.


  ‘Will I get used to it if I do it often?’


  Grid suppressed the confusion and thought as positively as possible while wielding Iyarugt. It was necessary to deal as much damage as possible while the clone was armed with Grid’s Greatsword.


  Puok!


  Iyarugt stabbed at the clone’s side, leaving a blood-like glow.


  ‘I have to continue this momentum.’


  Grid didn’t use a skill. He quickly wielded Iyarugt, not giving the clone a chance to use skills. It was clearly an effective choice. The clone was forced to concentrate on defense.


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  The battle entered a lull. Iyarugt and Iyarugt collided with each other, leaving a bloody afterglow in the area.


  ‘Let’s think about it.’


  How could he shake off the clone in order to use a skill and change the shape of the battle? The clone extended a finger while Grid was thinking.


  “Magic Missile.”


  Peeng!


  “Kuk.”


  Magic Missile (Enhanced)’s casting time was only one second. It required one finger to be extended, so it was possible to cast while wielding a sword. Grid also knew this, but the one who changed the battlefield using Magic Missile was the clone. It proved that the clone’s thinking ability was better than Grid’s.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Grid winced as he was hit by Magic Missile. The clone swapped to Grid’s Greatsword in an instant and carried out the footwork of Link. Grid also wanted to offset it by using Link the same way, but the problem was that it took time to swap to Grid’s Greatsword.


  The moment Grid’s Greatsword was pulled out, the clone’s Link was already complete.


  ‘Shit.’


  Grid gritted his teeth. It was to prepare for the pain. But the pain didn’t come. The clone was still continuing its sword dance.


  “Kill.”


  Link and then Kill.


  ‘Linked Kill!’


  It was lucky.  He wouldn’t have been able to cope if Link was immediately used, but he was given time.


  Taack!


  Grid hurriedly pulled out the Divine Shield.


  “Wave.”


  “…!”


  The clone combined Linked Kill with Wave. It was Linked Kill Wave.


  Kurururung!


  Subsequently, waves of Kill attacks filled the air.


  ‘I understand!’


  Grid gained enlightenment. In order to combine Linked Kill Wave, it was essential to withdraw back before connecting each sword technique.


  ‘Finally, I also…!’


  Grid watched carefully. But it wasn’t a situation where he could just sit back and enjoy.


  Pepepepeng!


  8 Kill attacks were directly aimed at Grid. Grid summoned Randy and had him use Revolve.


  Chaaeng!


  The 8 Kills were sucked in by Revolve and turned around, heading back to the clone. The clone remained calm. He also summoned Randy and responded by using Revolve. In the meantime, Grid was completely aware the movements of Link and Kill.


  He calculated the time accurately and didn’t forget to step backwards before connecting Link and Kill. Then he started on the sword dance for Wave.


  Kuwooooh!


  A powerful energy centred on Grid. It was the energy of Linked Kill Wave.


  ‘Okay!’


  Grid was filled with joy. After two Revolves, the more powerful Kill attacks headed towards him.


  Kuaaaaaaang!


  There was an explosion and the earth shook. Did Grid receive catastrophic damage? He succeeded in Linked Kill Wave, but couldn’t even use it? No, that wasn’t it. Grid wasn’t in a crisis.


  “Linked Kill Wave.”


  “…!”


  By changing his position with Randy, he was able to appear at the side of the clone and unfold the best skill.
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  “Linked Kill Wave.”


  Kukukukung!


  A thunderous sound burst from Grid’s sword. It was the strongest skill, which cast Kill eight times continuously and attached the features of Wave to it, Linked Kill Wave. The momentum and strength was legendary.


  [The new skill fusion has succeeded.]


  [Your intelligence has increased by 10 due to the successful fusion of a new skill.]


  [Linked Kill Wave is added to the list of Pagma’s Swordsmanship techniques.]


  [Linked Kill Wave]


  Performs three sword dances simultaneously.


  Summons eight consecutive Kill attacks that inflicts 1,500% attack power, chasing all objects within a 2m radius.


  The targets hit will have all speeds reduced by 50%.


  * This skill doesn’t share a cooldown with Link, Kill, and Wave.


  Skill Mana Cost: 2,000


  Skill Cooldown Time: 20 minutes.


  It was a targeted skill that dealt up to 12,000% damage. Depending on the number of targets, it could be used as a single or wide area skill. The three combination skill was several times stronger than the two combination skill, and the utilization was also high. It was truly a legendary skill.


  Pepepepeng!


  The fierce momentum of Linked Wave Kill shot towards the clone. At first glance, it seemed to be Grid’s victory. But what about the clone? Just as Grid summoned Randy to deal with Linked Kill Wave, the clone could use the same method.


  “Kyaaak!”


  The clone’s Randy was hit by Linked Kill Wave instead, turning him to grey.


  Grid’s eyes looked all over the place.


  ‘Where?’


  Randy’s ‘Change Locations with the Copied Target’ was similar to Teleport. Depending on where Randy was when switching positions with the target, he could aim for the enemy’s blind spot. Grid nervously looked around with the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch.


  Kuooooh!


  A menacing aura of hatred and killing intent filled the air. The clone was using Kill. Grid determined that it was difficult to avoid or defend against and used a skill.


  “Freely Move.”


  It was the skill attached to the title ‘Secret Hero.’ There were limits to the range of use, and the cooldown time was one hour. However, it was a top dashing skill that allowed him to avoid all non-targeting skills until he reached his target.


  Suuk!


  He avoided Kill and at the same time, leapt towards the clone and used Pinnacle.


  Puok!


  Blood spurted from the clone’s chest. But the clone didn’t shrink back. Pinnacle had the advantage of being a targeted skill, but the power was less than Kill. It was difficult to inflict death on the clone who was armed with all types of items.


  Chaaeng!


  Grid defended against the clone’s counterattack. Since both sides had equal stats, no one was overwhelmed in a frontal battle. A tense contest began.


  Kikik! Kkikikik!


  Grid exchanged blows with Grid’s Greatsword and provoked the clone.


  “Why don’t you use Pinnacle Kill? Won’t it be hard to beat me without that?”


  “…”


  The clone didn’t say anything. The clone was Grid, but it capabilities were confined. The clone was a puppet doll without feelings. The reason for the clone’s existence was to kill Grid, so it had no thoughts or comments.


  “Magic Missile.”


  “Magic Missile.”


  It was at the same time. Grid and the clone looked at each other through interlocking swords and fired Magic Missiles, both of them flying back with damage.


  ‘This time, we did it simultaneously.’


  Grid was satisfied. Previously, he hadn’t been able to use Magic Missile first and was one-sidedly hit.


  Pa pa pa pat!


  Four golden hands appeared behind the clone’s back. It was the copied God Hands. They were armed with the Ideal Dagger, the Doppelganger’s Greatsword, Failure, and Iyarugt. Grid also summoned the God Hands.


  Pahat!


  It was truly spectacular. Four golden hands holding weapons were behind Grid and the clone. Someone who could use five weapons at the same time. It was a nonsensical fraudulent character from the point of view of an ordinary person.


  ‘How can I take advantage of God Hands in this situation?’


  The reason Grid didn’t take out the God Hands was because it wasn’t useful. What would happen if he took out the God Hands? The clone would just use his God Hands to neutralize it, and it would eventually become a one-on-one match again.


  Cheook!


  Did the clone want to prove Grid’s thoughts wrong? The clone started to actively make use of the God Hands.


  Hwiririk!


  ‘Wheel formation?’


  The God Hands formed a circular shape and rotated, wielding the weapons one after another at Grid’s God Hands. Rise and fall. Rise and fall. The effect of the wheel formation, which didn’t have any breaks between attacks, was amazing.


  Grid’s God Hands were completely overwhelmed and made obsolete.


  ‘This is possible!’


  The commands that Grid gave to the God Hands were simple. It was classified as attack, defense and waiting. He only gave detailed commands when he wanted them to grab onto something.  It was because Grid didn’t have the ability to concentrate while giving more complex commands.


  Think about it. Focusing on battle while giving complex commands to four God Hands? An ordinary person couldn’t do it.


  On the other hand, the clone was different. He had the same stats as Grid, but was optimized for battle. Since he only existed to hurt Grid, his concentration was extremely excellent.


  Jjejeong!


  The clone’s God Hands kept rotating. Grid’s God Hands were attacked with no time difference and they stiffened in order, then the clone’s God Hands flew towards Grid. Of course, the God Hands couldn’t threaten Grid.


  The wheel formation? How funny. The God Hands only had level 2 intermediate Sword Mastery, so Grid was able to shake them off with no difficulty. But the problem was the time spent in the process. The clone approached while Grid was dealing with the God Hands and used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link.


  Pipit!


  Pipipipipit!


  “Ku…ack!”


  Blood splattered from Grid’s body. If the God Hands hadn’t lost their stiffness and flown over to defend him, Grid would’ve suffered unimaginable damage. Grid fired Magic Missile and retreated in order to drink a health potion. However, there was no time to drink a potion because the clone’s God Hands attacked.


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  Grid was busy blocking the strikes of the God Hands.


  ‘Strong.’


  The difference in basic judgment ability and control was too great, despite the clone having the same stats and items.


  Ssik!


  A smile appeared on Grid’s face. He was happy. He realized that he still had room to grow.


  ‘I have to try and improve the control of the God Hands.’


  After learning a new skill combination, now he could see the usefulness of the God Hands. Grid grinned with joy as he commanded the God Hands to capture the fake ones. At this time, the clone started to deploy Pinnacle Kill.


  At this moment.


  ‘I must look.’


  Grid’s concentration became extremely high.


  Kkuok!


  A stronger force was added to the God Hands holding the fakes. It was testament to the fact that Grid’s order to ‘hold’ the God Hands was more elaborate.


  “Pinnacle.”


  The clone’s sword moved.


  “Pinnacle.”


  Grid showed an extreme concentration as he followed the actions of the clone.


  “Kill.”


  The curved orbit of Pinnacle changed to a straight line. Grid did the same.


  “Kill.”


  [The new skill fusion has succeeded.]


  [Your intelligence has increased by 10 due to the successful fusion of a new skill.]


  [Pinnacle Kill is added to the list of Pagma’s Swordsmanship techniques.]


  [Pinnacle Kill]


  Performs two sword dances simultaneously.


  Deals 2,000% of your attack power to a specified target.


  It changes the trajectory of the sword in the middle, making it hard to deal with.


  * This skill doesn’t share a cooldown with Pinnacle and Kill.


  Skill Mana Cost: 2,000


  Health Consumed by Skill: 4,500


  Skill Cooldown Time: 5 minutes.


  Puok!


  Seokeok!


  “Ack…!”


  At the same time, blood poured from the nose and mouth of Grid and the clone. At the same time, both of them lost half their health. They quickly raised their swords and made different choices. The clone immediately used Linked Kill, while Grid summoned Noe to slow down the clone.


  “The best demonic beast of hell has emerged! Nyahahat!”


  Noe laughed as he appeared after a long time. But this laughter didn’t last long. It was because Noe was hit by the clone’s Linked Kill.


  “Kyaak!”


  Noe’s fur bristled. He got fresh air after a long time, but was surprised at instantly suffering a crisis. But who was Noe? The greatest demonic beast of hell, a memphis. He had the best speed in hell and the skill to minimize physical damage, Fluidization.


  Puok!


  Puk puk!


  Noe barely escaped the second Linked Kill by using Fluidization. The guy with a cute mouth barely escaped! Then he opened his mouth. It was the manifestation of the worst skill, Soul Ingestion, which take away half of the highest stats of the target.


  Noe swallowed up the clone.


  [The effect of Soul Ingestion will increase your strength by 1,408 for the next minute.]


  Power boiled up inside him. Grid paused as he was about to use Linked Kill.


  ‘Will the clone also be able to summon Noe?’


  Now that his strength temporarily rose to 4,224, what if the clone summoned Noe and used Soul Ingestion? The clone’s strength would increase dramatically. Grid visualized the worst case scenario and couldn’t easily attacked.


  “Stupid master! What nyang? Attack this guy! Nyang!”


  Noe moved forward to deal a blow to the clone instead of his hesitating master. But despite the use of Fluidization, it was difficult to deal a fatal blow. Grid heard Noe’s voice and rushed forward.


  “Linked Kill.”


  Puok!


  Puk puk puk!


  “…?”


  Grid was confused. The clone didn’t resist the attack and allowed it.


  ‘Why?’


  Why didn’t the clone summon Noe? Did he read the question in Grid’s heart? Sticks admired Noe while explaining.


  “A memphis is the most perfect creature after a dragon, except for their personality. Even the mysterious Behen Archipelago can’t reproduce a memphis.”


  “…Wow.”


  If he had known this earlier, he would’ve summoned Noe from the beginning. No, if he did that, he might not have learned Linked Kill Wave and Pinnacle Kill. Grid smiled positively and opened up the distance as much as possible.
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  The duration of immortality was 5 seconds. Grid would just receive damage if he tried to fight during that time. Grid planned to secure and maintain a safe distance from the clone until the immortality ended.


  ‘Once it finishes, I will immediately attack and finish off the clone.’


  He would get revenge on the clone.


  ‘How is it? Frustrating?’


  Grid smiled like a wicked person in the movies or manhwa. Suddenly, the clone sat down.


  ‘What?’


  Grid was confused. The clone was sitting down and closing his eyes? It was an unexpected development.


  ‘What is he doing…? It can’t be!’


  A chill went down Grid’s spine. It was because the clone’s complexion started to improve rapidly.


  ‘Meditation!’


  That’s right. After obtaining a safe distance from Grid, the clone used Meditation to restore his health and mana.


  ‘He can use Meditation as he likes?’


  Meditation was a skill that spontaneously occurred when concentration was extremely high. It wasn’t a skill that could be used anytime a person wanted. But the clone seemed to be the exception.


  “Che!”


  Grid urgently used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcend.


  Kwa kwang! Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Every time Grid wielded his sword, an energy blade was fired at the clone. However, it took more than three seconds to complete this sequence. The clone had already recovered some health. In addition, the clone took a super health recovery potion and used Transcend to cancel out Grid’s energy blades.


  Pepepepeng!


  “Ugh!”


  Grid realized that his control skills were still lacking. The clone’s energy blades had a much higher hit ratio than his.


  ‘Launching the energy blades while taking evasion action.’


  It was an area impossible for him. Grid tried to think as calmly as possible while being full of wounds.


  ‘There is no need to fret. The clone has lost his immortality.’


  On the other hand, Grid still had his immortality. He had more advantages. There was no need to shrink back. Grid swapped to Iyarugt and rushed forward.


  Chaaeng! Chaeeeeeng!


  Iyarugt was the sword that told its master the best route. It would be able to make up for Iyarugt’s lack of control skills. The battle with the clone began in earnest. However, this tense fight didn’t last long.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Linked Kill.”


  The clone’s Meditation skill meant that the cooldown time of the skills was shortened. The clone was able to use the skills faster than Grid, causing the situation to rapidly become disadvantageous. 


  Puk.


  Puk puk puk!


  “Kuuack!”


  The God Hands tried to defend Grid, but they were obstructed by the clone’s God Hands. Grid was hit by Linked Kill and his health quickly depleted. Doran’s Ring didn’t show a big effect, so he entered the immortal state.


  “You bastard!”


  The agitated Grid struck the clone. He was determined to kill the clone during the five seconds of the immortality passive. However, the clone easily escaped from Grid using the Fly attached to Braham’s Boots. Grid also belatedly swapped from Grid’s Boots to Braham’s Boots, but the distance between them widened considerably.


  “Master, believe in me! Nyang!”


  Noe reached the clone and swung his paws several times. But Noe’s claws couldn’t completely neutralize the defenses of the enemies, despite being harder than steel. The Holy Light Armor set was truly excellent.


  After a while, the second battle ended with Grid’s defeat.


  [You have suffered fatal damage!]


  [You have died because health has dropped to 0.]


  [You have lost 30.6% experience.]


  [Your level has dropped to 305.]


  [You have lost 10 stat points.]


  [Mission failed!]


  [Exiting the 41st island.]


  [Moving to the last save point, the 40th island.] 


  ***


  “Dammit!”


  Grid’s fury when he returned to the 40th island wasn’t just because of his level drop.


  ‘I got Noe’s help!’


  On the other hand, the clone didn’t have Noe. Even so, he lost. It was a huge shame.


  “Have strength, nyang.”


  Noe said while patting Grid’s shoulder. It was to comfort him. Noe had been with Grid for a long time, so his affinity towards Grid was very high.


  “Wasn’t Master originally weak and useless, nyang? Don’t be frustrated by one or two losses, nyang!”


  “…”


  Noe used great demons as a criteria for determining strength. It was the instinct of a memphis, a beast of hell. From Noe’s position, Grid had always been weak. 


  “…That isn’t comforting at all.”


  Grid was feeling resentment to Noe when he suddenly had a question.


  “Sticks.”


  “Yes, Grid.”


  “Are you sure that the 41st island can’t reproduce a memphis?”


  According to Sticks’ logic, a memphis was the best creature after a dragon, so the Behen Archipelago couldn’t reproduce it. There was a fault here.


  “Didn’t you say something on the way to the vampire city? The Behen Archipelago can reproduce a great demon and a dragon. So why can’t it reproduce a memphis?”


  “Good question.”


  Sticks smiled and explained.


  “The dragons and great demons reproduced by the Behen Archipelago have a common point. Their bodies aren’t complete.”


  “Bodies aren’t complete?”


  “Yes, all the great demons reproduced by the Behen Archipelago were those who had been sealed by Sword Saint Muller…”


  The gourmet dragon reproduced during Sticks’ trial weren’t really clones. Dragons were heavy on their hips and couldn’t move directly without magic, so the gourmet dragon Reiders was just a fake.


  “That’s right. Both the great demons and dragons are incomplete beings, so the Behen Archipelago could reproduce them.”


  Grid had another question.


  “Then the weakened great demons and dragons are less than a memphis?”


  “Maybe if the memphis is an adult?”


  “Adult…”


  Grid stared at Noe. He was a chubby cat with wings on his forehead and small wings on his back. Now he looked cute, but what if he was an adult?


  “Will he grow to be like a dragon?”


  Sticks looked at Grid and laughed.


  “No, there will be no big change in his appearance.”


  “Um… Then I’m glad.”


  Grid wanted Noe to always be cute. There were many fans in Noe’s fan club just because of his appearance.


  ‘One day, I will hold a fan meeting for Noe…’


  He would be very happy if he could get close to the female members and build up a good relationship. Grid imagined the bright future before having to face reality.


  ‘Now isn’t the time to be thinking about these things.’


  The clone on the 41st island was too strong. Grid could only use 50% of his own abilities, while the clone could take full advantage of it. He couldn’t find the answer to win against the clone.


  ‘It might be possible if my control skills grow dramatically.’


  Indeed, there was no end to learning. Once he grew, he would meet stronger enemies who mocked his growth.


  ‘If only I had as much talent as the Overgeared members.’


  It wouldn’t be necessary to undergo such frequent trials. The so-called geniuses, their growth rate was so fast that they were able to cope with new trials.


  ‘On the other hand, I…’


  Grid received direct teachings from Piaro and grew through the advice of his guild members, but he was still lacking. It was painful and sad that he had no talent.


  “…Wait.”


  Let’s look back. Since when had he been so obsessed with control skills?


  ‘It has been since I became aware of Piaro.’


  He realized that he needed control to deal with strong enemies. From that day on, he worked hard on improving his control skills. But was this really right?


  ‘It doesn’t matter if I try as hard as others.’


  He would only be able to achieve 20%~30% of their skills. It was too inefficient. Grid’s developed thinking ability came to this conclusion.


  ‘I don’t need to be so obsessed with control.’


  Was he dull-witted? No, he was Pagma’s Descendant.


  ‘I am a legendary blacksmith.’


  He could create and produce all types of weapons, and use them with no restrictions.


  ‘Yes, let’s return to the beginning.’


  The answer was the power of items. Grid’s eyes shone as he pulled out tools, including the portable furnace. Grid’s brain spun rapidly.


  ‘In order to clear the 41st island…’


  He couldn’t just make a good item. What would happen if he made a good item? The clone could also use it, making him stronger.


  ‘The item I need right now.’


  A gamble. In order to pass the trials that couldn’t be overcome with pure talent, Grid had to seek the help of the heavens.


  ‘I need to hope that my worst luck also applies to the clone.’


  Grid remembered Euphemina’s Rolling Dice skill. It was a skill that could quickly change a situation, either positively or negatively, by randomly generating different effects. If this could be applied to an item…


  ‘Just wait, Clone.’


  Victory or defeat would be determined by luck. He only needed to beat the clone once.


  ***


  Blood Carnival.


  A guild made up of unofficial rankers, its wickedness was unmatched. Hired murders, raid interference, stealing goods from merchant companies, etc. The Blood Carnival only moved for the sake of money. The number of players affected by them was unimaginable, including many top rankers.


  “There’s a new request.”


  Blood Carnival’s master. A secret existence whose identity was unknown, they smiled from behind a veil.


  “It’s to defeat Kraugel in the National Competition. At the time, the person fulfilling the request must have the logo of a particular company stamped on their item.”


  “It’s a top grade request.”


  “It seems to be a means for corporate advertising. Won’t the price be huge?”


  Kraugel had the myth of being undefeated. What if the world was watching when he was defeated? The international media would focus on the person who defeated Kraugel, and the company associated with the person would receive an astronomical advertising effect.


  “What event?”


  “It’s good if Kraugel loses in any event. However, the pay will be three times higher if Kraugel is knocked down in the PvP event.”


  “Then of course it has to be PvP.”


  “But is anyone participating in the National Competition?”


  “I am.”


  One of the strongest players in the Blood Carnival stepped forward. His face was full of confidence.




  Chapter 390


  Who was the hero of the informal rankers? If they heard such a question, ordinary people would say Grid. Grid’s accomplishments were great.


  But there was a law that existed in every world. There were those hiding in the darkness of Satisfy who were stronger than Grid. Tarma was one of them.


  Tarma. A player who had been acting as PKer since his early days in Satisfy. A notorious dark gamer, he had a very brilliant career. The most outstanding achievement…


  “The 2nd ranked Zibal lost his life to me.”


  It was true. Tarma’s PK skills were unmatched. In the first place, he had a hidden class specializing in PKing. The reigning Kraugel would lose his life to Tarma.


  “Hoh, Tarma should be able to do it.”


  “If Tarma plays in PvP, he will be able to move onto the finals.”


  The top rankers and Overgeared members that Tarma would meet in PvP? None of them could win in a one-on-one fight against Tarma. The executives of Blood Carnival felt reassured. Tarma was that excellent.


  “Well, it’s doubtful that you will win against Kraugel just because you reach the finals.”


  “Kraugel is special.”


  “He’s a monster beyond the level of a genius. There’s no one except Agnus and the twins in our guild who can fight one-on-one with Kraugel and definitely win.”


  “Shut up, you dog scum.”


  Tarma cursed at his colleagues. He spoke confidently to the master hidden by a veil.


  “Tell this to the client. I, Tarma, will surely defeat Kraugel. Oh, and ask them to give me an allowance for every celebrity I defeat in PvP.”


  “I understand.”


  The master of the Blood Carnival smiled from behind his veil. They trusted Tarma’s skills.


  ***


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation Skill]


  You can create three equipment item production methods every time the skill level of the ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill’ goes up.


  Number of items that can be created at present: 13/21.]


  * When items are produced using this skill, the name of the creator is automatically placed on the item.


  “Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation Skill.”


  The moment Grid used the skill.


  Ttiring.


  There was a loud sound effect and the notification window appeared.


  [What item do you want to create?]


  ‘Hrmm.’


  Grid didn’t want a powerful weapon. Grid wanted a weapon that purely relied on luck. He judged that it was the only method to deal with the clone.


  ‘I’m sick of making swords.’


  Anyway, it was a random item. It wasn’t an item he would use often unless he was in a situation like this, so making a different form would be fun.


  ‘It can’t be difficult to deal with, or have a low accuracy.’


  What was a fun and different weapon with a guaranteed hit rate? Grid thought for awhile and recalled Piaro’s flail. Flail. A farming tool used to harvest grains. There were three or four long twigs hanging at the end of a pole, and it was waved around.


  ‘It is hard to avoid.’


  Grid came to this conclusion after thinking about his fight with Piaro and smiled wickedly.


  ‘That damn clone… I will let you taste this dirty feeling.’


  He made a decision.


  “I want to create a flail.”


  “Heok.”


  Sticks was surprised from where he was watching. The Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation skill was a trump card of Pagma in the past. It needed to be used carefully because there was a limited number of uses. Yet Grid was using the skill to create a farming equipment.


  Sticks asked Grid, “You’re going to use this to create a flail? Please give me a convincing explanation.”


  “…”


  It was because he wanted to make a weapon with a high hit rate. A flail was a weapon with a high hit rate. But he also wanted something different, and being hit by a flail would give a dirty feeling to the target. It was a little embarrassing to answer honestly.


  “Hum hum.”


  Grid ignored Sticks and proceeded to the next stage of Item Creation.


  [Have you decided on a flail?]


  ‘Yes.’


  [What materials would you like to use?]


  “…”


  The reason why Grid could think of producing an item with a random effect was thanks to the gift that Alchemist Silverun gave him before he left Reidan. It was right after granting an option to Iyarugt and before heading back to the Behen Archipelago again.


  “I heard you are going to a very dangerous place. I will be praying for your safe return.”


  Silverun approached Grid and handed over a bottle filled with liquid.


  “What is this?”


  Was he trying to poison Grid because he knew that Grid thought alchemy was useless? Silverun smiled at Grid’s question and explained.


  “It is a mystery potion that I poured all my knowledge of alchemy into.”


  “What does that mean?”


  “I also don’t know.”


  “…What?”


  “Haha, to be precise, a random effect will be triggered. I’m excited because I don’t know the result. Isn’t this the attraction of alchemy? Anyway, if you’re in a moment of crisis, you can try drinking it. Who knows? The best results might happen.”


  “…”


  This was a crazy person. Grid completely lost trust in alchemy and the alchemists. Grid had pledged not to use this liquid for all his life. But now, a few days later.


  “The material will be Silverun’s Secret Remedy and black iron wood.”


  Grid was entirely dependent on Silverun’s secret remedy.


  [Have you decided?]


  “Yes.”


  [Please design the item.]


  The moment that the materials for the item was determined, a blank blueprint appeared in front of Grid. This was already the 9th item creation. Grid skillfully drew on the blueprint. 


  ‘The flail used by Piaro is the ideal form for a flail.’


  Suksak suksak.


  The flail drawn on the blueprint bore a striking resemblance to Piaro’s. A long time passed. Grid was pleased with the final design and pressed the confirmation button.


  [Have you decided? When you complete the blueprint, the number of available creation skill will decrease by one.]


  “I have decided.”


  [A great work of art has been completed.]


  [One skill count has been consumed.]


  [Please describe the characteristics of the item.]


  A system that required the features of the flail. Grid knew. A fanciful description actually acted as a poison to an item.


  Grid started to carefully explain.


  “Designed with black iron wood, it has excellent elasticity and attack power. It is sharp, like a sword made out of steel. Silverun’s Secret Remedy is added, so there will be a random effect every time the target is struck.”


  [It has been applied.]


  The blueprint of the flail that Grid drew was modified. The skill compensation effect. After a while, the perfected flail design emerged in front of Grid.


  ‘Okay, this is good.’


  The flexible pole was 1.3m long, while the four twigs hanging from it were sharp and threatening like a blade. It was more like farming equipment than a weapon, but Grid liked this. It was already fun to see how the dignity of the enemy would collapse when they were beaten by farming equipment.


  [Please name the item.]


  The system made a final request. This was Grid’s answer.


  “Motley Flail.”


  “…No, why?”


  The name was the worst. Sticks was at a loss for words. Well, it didn’t matter because Grid was satisfied with the completed design.


  [Motley Flail] 


  Rating: Unique ~ Legendary


  Unique Rating Information:


  Durability: 259/259  Attack Power: 143~191


  * A special effect will occur every time the target is hit. The effect is unpredictable.


  * Thrashing speed will increase by 150%.


  * There is no guarantee how the condition of the thrashed grain will change.


  Legendary Rating Information:


  Durability: 307/307   Attack Power: 218~275


  * A special effect will occur every time the target is hit. The effect is unpredictable.


  * Thrashing speed will increase by 200%.


  * There is no guarantee how the condition of the thrashed grain will change.


  Farming equipment designed by Grid, who has been reborn as a legend.


  It’s made of solid black iron wood and has excellent durability and attack power. It’s at a level to be called a weapon.


  However, the effects can’t be guaranteed due to the influence of Silverun’s Secret Remedy. Use with caution. It is recommended that you don’t use it.


  User Restriction: Level 200 or higher.


  Weight: 109


  “Um… Black iron wood is expensive, but I would like to give a present to Piaro.”


  Grid spoke big words. Anyway, thanks to this Motley Flail, Piaro later on… Omitted.


  ***


  After the creation of the Motley Flail. Grid logged out and rested, then returned to work in the best conditions.


  “Please give me a legendary item.”


  Grid had produced the 10th legendary item and went through the second special event. Now he only got additional stats if he made a legendary item.


  It was natural that Grid hoped for the flail to have a legendary rating.


  ‘I wonder about the effect of the third special event.’


  Grid had stayed in Reidan for a while to make the Mass Production Grid Set. He made more than 1,000 sets, with two legendary items successfully being produced. Now Grid just needed three more legendary items to experience the third special event. Grid wanted that day to occur, despite the possibility of a penalty. He believed that the benefits would outweigh the damage.


  “Now, shall I begin?”


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid was fundamentally a blacksmith. His face was more energetic than ever as he knocked on the anvil with the hammer.


  Sticks felt strange.


  ‘Indeed, he has the coolness of a legend, but I don’t trust it.’


  A legendary blacksmith created farming equipment. It was even called the Motley Flail? Sticks thought that Grid had already given up on cleaning the Behen Archipelago. His heart hurt.




  Chapter 391


  The flail was a swinging tool. It was impossible to stab or cut with it. It was why Grid chose the black iron wood as the material.


  ‘Resilience is important for this type of weapon.’


  Black iron wood was ‘bent iron.’


  It had high rigidity and elasticity. Generally, it was used as a material for spears and the price was very expensive. The rankers and knights of each kingdom needed to have spears made of black iron wood.


  ‘In short, it’s one of the best materials.’


  It was impossible to buy it without any pressure. However, Grid judged that it was natural to have the finest materials for the items he created. It was an item created by a legendary blacksmith, how could he use lacking materials?


  ‘It hurts that the expenses are so big.’


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid swallowed back his tears and devoted himself to working on the black iron wood. First of all, he made a 1.3 meter pole and attached four long sticks to the end. The pole was at a width that was comfortable to hold in his hands, while the slender twigs were trimmed as sharply and thinly as possible.


  ‘I have a good feeling.’


  Shaving, combining, etc. After repeating a series of processes, Grid looked at the thin sticks that had been shaped and expected the birth of a legendary item. But Grid’s feeling of ‘not bad’ didn’t fit.


  [You have completed the production of the Motley Flail.]


  [Motley Flail.]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 259/259  Attack Power: 143~191


  * A special effect will occur every time the target is hit. The effect is unpredictable.


  * Thrashing speed will increase by 150%.


  * There is no guarantee how the condition of the thrashed grain will change.


  Farming equipment designed by Grid who has been reborn as a legend.


  It’s made of solid black iron wood and has excellent durability and attack power. It’s at a level to be called a weapon.


  However, the effects can’t be guaranteed due to the influence of Silverun’s Secret Remedy. Use with caution. It is recommended that you don’t use it.


  User Restriction: Level 200 or higher.


  Weight: 109


  “…Shit, just a little bit more.”


  It would be nice if his hope worked out just once. Sticks didn’t notice Grid’s frustration and spoke.


  “That’s a great flail. It seems to be a good farming equipment.”


  It was his sarcastic way of asking why Grid was making farming equipment. In the end, Grid declared.


  “This isn’t conventional farming equipment, but a weapon. I’m going to use this to break through the 41st island.”


  “A weapon…!!” 


  Sticks admired it. Grid’s spirit was amazing to think about using a flail as a trump weapon. Sticks was a sage. He was a wise man. He tried to understand Grid rather than treat him as a strange person.


  ‘There must be something deeply profound.’


  However, that didn’t mean he had confidence. Sticks looked over. Grid was grabbing the hammer again.


  ‘I will give the unique-rated one as a gift to Piaro.’


  He would challenge it one more time.


  ‘I have to get a legendary rated flail!’


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid pledged and started working on the spare black iron wood. Finally, he got the desired form and added Silverun’s Secret Remedy. As a result, once again, a unique-rated flail was completed.


  “…This $%!#.”


  It had been a really long time since Grid cursed like this. His thinking power might’ve expanded and his personality matured, but his essence couldn’t change. A year and a half had passed since he became Pagma’s Descendant.


  Meanwhile, only 12 legendary items were made. Even a saint would be enraged.


  ‘Why can’t a legendary blacksmith make legendary items?’


  Probability games were really rotten. Grid realized it once again and soothed his mind.


  ‘Okay, let’s calm down. It isn’t necessary to have a legendary flail to break through the 41st island.’


  That’s right. Grid didn’t want a flail for its attack power. He only needed a random effect to cause a reversal. He wanted a legendary rated flail for the special event and rise in stats, but it was better not to be obsessed with it.


  “Now I will practice.”


  21 hours passed since the creation and production of the flail. Grid needed to get used to the flail in the next three hours, until the cooldown of his immortality and Noe and Randy returned.


  ***


  The 41st island.


  “Bring it on.”


  “…”


  The clone was puzzled when it saw Grid holding a flail. As a person with 100% of Grid’s abilities, it found it strange that Grid would use the flail.


  [Motley Flail.]


  …


  …


  “…”


  The clone checked the options of the flail and couldn’t understand Grid more and more.


  ‘It’s an inefficient weapon.’


  Why did he appear with this? The clone questioned it, but didn’t think deeply. The reason for the clone’s existence was just to hurt Grid. It was useless to question the behavior of someone who would die soon.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Teong!


  The clone moved forward. It was dazzling like a butterfly’s wings. It was the precursor of Link.


  Pit!


  Pipipipipit!


  The clone quickly unfolded the attack. The sharp energy blades shot out from Grid’s Greatsword and aimed at Grid. The Grid from 24 hours ago would’ve avoided this attack and fought back. But now Grid had regained his original judgment. The swords flying towards him?


  ‘I won’t stop it!’


  Pepepepeok!


  Blood spread like a fog around Grid’s body was he was hit by Link. Why didn’t Grid take any defensive actions? It was for a quick counterattack. Grid didn’t resist the enemy’s attack and swung the flail.


  Hwiririk!


  “…!”


  The clone’s eyes shook. That’s right, it was hit. Grid’s speed was incomparably faster, causing the clone to feel confused.


  Peeok!


  The clone was struck in the face with the flail. There was the sound of a watermelon bursting and blood scattered, but it was just the appearance. The four thin sticks on the flail were so sharp that they triggered bleeding, but the damage was actually low. But was damage important?


  Ssik!


  Grid’s mouth curved upwards.


  “Let’s try it once!”


  The Motley Flail caused a random effect when it hit the target. It could give a buff or a debuff. It would be the worst if the target was giving a buff.


  ‘A debuff is no use.’


  Grid knew. The clone was the same as him. A debuff wouldn’t have a big effect. Nevertheless, the reason why Grid fought with the flail was because he believed.


  ‘It will have a definite effect, not simple debuffs…!’


  For example, the effect of decreasing the target’s health to 1 point or increasing the weight gauge to MAX. These effects weren’t classified as debuffs, so Grid couldn’t withstand the physical effects.


  [The effect of the Motley Flail is triggered!]


  The flail had an immediate effect after hitting the clone. A light flashed once.


  [The target’s attack power will double for 10 seconds.]


  “…”


  Grid had already decided. An unlucky bastard like him, depending on an item with random effects, the probability of getting a positive outcome was like winning the lottery. But still, this was too much.


  ‘If it is double the attack power…!’


  Grid stepped back as the clone’s greatsword started moving.


  Seokeok!


  “Kuak!”


  This was a basic attack, but the level was that of a skill. Grid’s eyes shook as he received great damage. However, he didn’t forget to fight back.


  [The effect of the Motley Flail is triggered!]


  [The target’s maximum health will triple for 10 seconds.]


  [The effect of the Motley Flail is triggered!]


  [The target’s skill damage will increase by 20% for 10 seconds.]


  [The effect of the Motley Flail is triggered!]


  [Grants a shield spell to the target.]


  [The effect of the Motley Flail is triggered!]


  [The target has been affected by the silence state.]


  [The target has resisted.]


  “Ah, really!”


  Grid’s anger soared as the battle continued.


  Pisik.


  The clone ridiculed him. It was the first emotion that the clone showed.


  “You bastard…!”


  Grid gritted his teeth. At first glance, it seemed like he had lost his reason. But reality was different. Grid had already anticipated this and was prepared to die a few more times. He constantly struck the clone and activated the effect of the flail.


  On the other hand, the clone was careless. It was because the effect of the flail continuously favored him. He was careless as Grid continued to swing the flail. He didn’t avoid Grid’s attack as he kept pressing Grid.


  [You have suffered fatal damage!]


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  In the end, Grid went on the defensive. In order to generate more effects, he tried to speed up his attacks using Blackening, Blacksmith’s Rage and Quick Movements, but it just ended up helping the clone.


  ‘I have no choice but to be lucky in the next challenge.’


  Grid gave up on this game. He cleared his mind and wielded the flail. The clone didn’t even bother avoiding the flail. The odds of the flail threatening him was like finding a needle in the desert. Indeed, it showed that the clone had a very high artificial intelligence.


  The concept of ‘chance’ was insignificant to him. The clone was making fun of him.


  Peeok!


  “…!”


  Immediately before Grid’s immortality passive was over. The clone was surprised when it was struck in the face just as the match was about to finish. Grid was even more surprised.


  [The effect of the Motley Flail is triggered!]


  [Change health values with the target.]


  “…!”


  The confused clone hurriedly tried to pull out a potion.


  “Where are you going?”


  Grid smiled with satisfaction and kicked the clone’s abdomen. The clone’s health fell to 1 and it entered the immortality state.


  “I can’t miss this opportunity.”


  Grid declared and summoned Noe and Randy. The moment of the end of the long battle was approaching.
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  ‘Really long…’


  Grid had been tied up by the 41st island for five days. If Grid was an ordinary player, he likely would’ve been satisfied and abandoned the 41st island the moment that his new skills were acquired.


  This was normal. What player in this world could repeatedly challenge death? There would only be 1 in every 10,000. The more high level a player was, the more cautious they were.


  But Grid wasn’t an ordinary person. He was obsessed with overcoming his inadequate talent and was persistent. For Grid, giving up was a concept that should be avoided, and was one of the driving forces behind why he could stand shoulder to shoulder with geniuses.


  “Well, it ended sooner than expected.”


  He didn’t know that the effect of the Motley Flail would resolve it from the beginning. He thought he would have to repeat his death several times. Yet the best outcome occurred in the very first fight.


  ‘God has a conscience.’


  Was God sorry about always giving Grid bad luck and gave him good luck once in a while?


  Ssik!


  Grid smiled as he swapped to Grid’s Greatsword and neared the clone. The clone was in the immortal state. Grid was cautious of Meditation, so he was thankful for the clone’s actions.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Linked Kill Wave.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The sword technique was unfolded and eight stormy energy blades flooded towards Grid. Grid was lost the immortal passive, so the clone needed to gain the advantage in these five seconds. It was what Grid expected.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Linked Kill Wave.”


  Compared to the best artificial intelligence, his skill development rate was rather slow. Originally, it was difficult for him to use Linked Wave Kill, but the power of ‘prediction’ was great. Grid anticipated that the clone would use Linked Wave Kill and succeeded in unfolding it at the same time.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The storm of swords swallowed up each other and a powerful shock wave occurred. The land shook and the sea became chaotic.


  “Noe! Randy!”


  “Nyaang!”


  “Yes!”


  A tsunami seemed like it would swallow the island. Noe and Randy flew towards the clone at the same time. Randy used Link while Noe opened his mouth and attempted to steal the stats. But the clone wasn’t easy.


  “Blackening, Blacksmith’s Rage, and Quick Movements.”


  Peeng!


  The clone used buff skills as an explosion of dark magic occurred around him, shrugging off Noe and Randy and aiming for Grid.


  “Kuk…!”


  The movements were as fast as lightning. Grid reeled back as he was stabbed in the heart with Iyarugt. If the tsunami hadn’t covered Grid and the clone at the same time, a combo would’ve succeeded.


  Kwa kwa kwang!


  Grid and the clone were swept to the edge of the island by the tsunami. He swapped from Grid’s Boots to Braham’s Boots and used Fly to escape the destruction of the sea.


  “Heok… Heok…”


  The damp Grid laughed while panting. On the other hand, the clone revealed impatience. There was less than two seconds remaining on the immortality.


  “Magic Missile.”


  Pepepepeng!


  He summoned the fake God Hands and fired four Magic Missiles at Grid. At the same time, the clone used Transcended Link. Surprisingly, Grid responded with Revolve. Why would he use Revolve first when it was unconditionally disadvantageous to him?


  The clone was confused and also started to use Revolve. But at that moment.


  Pe-ng!


  “…!!”


  A flash of light struck the clone, who had been paying attention to the approaching strengthened Transcended Link. Where did this attack come from? It was from below. It came from the sea where the clone was standing.


  Magic Missile flew from it. The moment that the tsunami occurred, Grid left one of the God Hands in the sea and waited for this moment.


  “Ack…!”


  The clone stumbled. He had a pale complexion and coughed up blood. It was an unbelievable situation for the clone. Placing items to take advantage of the terrain and using a skill to draw attention? It was ridiculous that Grid had threatened the clone with such a trick.


  “Haven’t I grown? It is all thanks to you. You have helped a lot in developing me.”


  Grid dealt the killing blow.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  The clone screamed with rage as it turned to grey.


  [You have won the fight against yourself!]


  [You have succeeded in beating the 41st island!]


  [You have acquired 1 skill level point from the mission clear reward.]


  Grid lost a huge 61.2% experience from the 42nd island. As a result, Grid’s level fell to 305. He would have to hunt for at least 20 days to recover 61.2% of his experience. The time loss was enormous.


  But Grid didn’t think he received any damages. He gained the strongest skills Linked Kill Wave and Pinnacle Kill, as well as rich combat experience.


  “Very good.”


  It was strength that transcended the concept of level. A noble pride could be seen in Grid’s smile of satisfaction. A notification window popped up in front of Grid.


  [You have overcome your limitations and have taken one step closer to being a legend.]


  [One of Pagma’s Descendant’s hidden pieces ‘Sealed Ability’ has been acquired.]


  [The skill ‘Blacksmith’s Eyes’ has been acquired.]


  So far, Grid had acquired three hidden pieces. The first hidden piece gave him a 10% reduction in his skills cooldown time and also the Item Modification skill. He got Item Combination from the second hidden piece, and Minerals Strengthening from the third one.


  ‘Since then, it’s been a while…’


  Blacksmith’s Eyes? Grid felt anticipation as he checked the description of the skill.


  [Blacksmith’s Eyes]


  You can see some of the abilities and options when looking at the target item. Limited to equipped items.


  * The closer the distance to the target item, the better the analytical power.


  “In short… It is an item observation skill that applies to items I don’t own.”


  For example, he could get a glimpse of the armor and weapon that the enemy was using?


  “…?”


  What was the point of this skill? What was the point of checking items? Grid thought for a moment and was belatedly thrilled.


  “Heok, isn’t this a huge skill?”


  It was a huge scam being able to see the details of the enemy’s items. Why? He could block the trump cards hidden in the enemy’s items in advance, and also exploit the weaknesses.


  “Kuoh…”


  Grid’s fists clenched as he shuddered. It was a state where he couldn’t contain his joy.


  “I like it when Grid is happy.”


  “Me too, nyang.”


  Noe and Randy laughed and Grid stroked their heads. Sticks smiled as he watched the group of three. There was one fact that Grid overlooked. Grid’s clone had died in the Blackening State. The present Grid never imagined that this variable would provide a fun and positive environment for him.


  ***


  [Skill Level Point]


  Increases the skill level of a specified skill by 100%.


  “Um.”


  Raise the level of any skill?


  It would be nice to raise the level of powerful fusion skills like Linked Kill Wave, Pinnacle Kill, Transcended Link and Linked Kill. Unfortunately, the fusion skills didn’t have the concept of level.


  They were so powerful that they were already judged as complete skills.


  ‘It is better to raise the level of Kill.’


  No, it might not be the case. Grid couldn’t decide hastily.


  ‘It might be good to raise the Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill.’


  It was hard to choose right now. Grid decided to save the skill point and not use it hastily. Then Sticks approached him.


  “Do you want to move on to the next island?”


  Grid nodded without hesitation.


  “I will do that.”


  There was 36 days left until the National Competition. Prior to that, Grid planned to capture all of the Behen Archipelago, so he hastened his steps.


  [You have entered the 42nd island.]


  [You have entered the 43rd island.]


  [You have entered the…]


  The trials to overcome himself seemed to have ended. The 42nd to 49th islands were ordinary missions such as monster hunting and boss raids.


  ‘It is comfortable.’


  The monsters inhabiting the islands in the 40’s weren’t weak. They were just very easy compared to when dealing with his clone. Thus, Grid’s momentum continued until he reached the 50th island.


  ***


  Braham, who had mastered magic while being a direct descendant of Shizo Beriache. In the end, he was regarded as a legend and was close to the title of the strongest. Then what about now? After losing his body and becoming a soul, he was weak and miserable. The glory of the past couldn’t be found anywhere.


  [Dammit…! Dammit!]


  The 1st great demon, Baal. That monster’s contractor was one of the few people able to fight with a dragon. They caused trouble for Braham every time.


  [It can’t happen again this time.]


  Braham went looking for his body sealed at the Sword Grave, only to be weakened by Agnus. He felt irritation at his soul losing strength and was eventually reminded of Grid.


  [Pagma’s Descendant will be able to do it.]


  Just as Pagma had the power of a great demon.


  Pa-at!


  Braham’s soul squeezed out all his remaining magic power and triggered detection magic throughout the continent. It was to find Grid.
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  “Dammit!”


  The 3rd ranked Chris’ pride was as high as the sky. It was understandable. It would be strange to have low self-esteem when he was top three among two billion users.


  Chris only felt his limits with two people: Kraugel and Grid. In the case of Kraugel, he was overwhelmed by the incredible level up speed and physical abilities, while Grid was a legendary blacksmith.


  In other words.


  ‘I can’t believe I was jerked around by Zibal.’


  Chris thought that everyone except for Kraugel and Grid were less than him. Zibal was one level higher than Chris and fought closely with Piaro, but when Chris thought about it objectively, Zibal was a person with high political skills. He was right below Chris. But such a person played with him.


  Chris’ pride was greatly damaged when Zibal raised doubts at the gathering of the leaders of the seven guilds. It would be difficult to recover unless he showed his strength to Zibal.


  ‘I want to completely smash Zibal and the Snake Guild.’


  The Giant Guild, led by Chris, was the strongest guild in the past, but not anymore. It fell after being hit hard by the Reinhardt golem invasion. Now it would be fortunate if his guild power could be considered in the top three of the seven guilds.


  In this situation, he couldn’t guarantee an unconditional victory if he clashed with the Snake Guild. In addition, there was the problem of the other guilds allied with the Snake Guild. If Chris struck at the Snake Guild, the entire Giant Guild might be isolated.


  In the end, Chris had only one choice. 


  ‘I have to aim for the National Competition.’


  He would meet the seven guilds, including Zibal and Seuron, in the National Competition.


  ‘Trample them.’


  Kwaduduk!


  Chris was one of the strongest people in the world, despite being defeated by a farmer. His biggest strength? It wasn’t his level, control or items. It was his unique rated second class, Tyrant. This was Chris’ biggest weapon.


  A second class was a great concept. Since a user had two classes, it was hard to list the effects and benefits.


  ***


  Huroi’s combat power was the worst until he got his second class, Apostle of Justice’s Partner. He couldn’t use any weapons apart from a book and because he was an orator, he had to fight with words instead of attack skills. In the past, Huroi could only believe in his mouth every time he experienced a crisis.


  “Heok… Heok…”


  Behen Archipelago, the 31st island.


  After falling into his days as a level 73 orator, Huroi fell into a desperate crisis. He was surrounded by 13 level 85 monsters, the grey-mane wolves that boasted superb attack power and agility.


  ‘This is an island that recreates my past trials.’


  Huroi was desperate. He couldn’t use a sword without his second class and his overall stats were the worst. He wasn’t sure how to handle this crisis.


  ‘How did My Lord overcome such trials?’


  Huroi once again thought that Grid was great.


  ‘It was worth giving him all my loyalty.’


  Kwack!


  Huroi gained courage from this. As Grid’s right arm, he didn’t want to cause shame. Huroi wanted to overcome this trial. He made fun of the wolves.


  “Your mother is a fox!”


  “…!”


  The mother who gave birth to the wolves was a fox? It was an insult.


  “Awooooo!”


  Bark! Bark bark!


  The angry wolves started to go crazy, falling into a mental shock from Huroi’s Spiteful Tongue.


  “Your father has a yellow mane!”


  “You are dogs!”


  “Your ancestors were turned into my jerky!”


  It was a really low mud fight that made the listeners frown.


  ***


  “Haha.”


  It was one month to the National Competition. Chairman Lim Cheolho, who hadn’t been able to monitor the rankings for a while due to his busy schedule, watched the recorded video of when Grid hit the 41st island and laughed.


  Was he happy about Grid’s growth? No, that wasn’t it. Grid was making steady progress, so this wasn’t anything new. Right now, Lim Cheolho’s attention was on the clone who died in the Blackening state.


  “The clone should’ve been destroyed at the moment of death…”


  But it actually fell to hell due to the Blackening state, becoming an independent entity completely separate from Grid.


  “It this a bug?”


  Lim Cheolho was the creator of Satisfy, but he didn’t build all the systems alone. In order to minimize errors and create a larger system, Lim Cheolho left Satisfy’s overall operation to the supercomputer, Morpheus. Despite the end of Blackening, Grid’s clone wasn’t pushed out of hell to the human world. Therefore, Lim Cheolho felt doubts.


  Morpheus explained.


  [It isn’t a bug. Z10B005 isn’t a user. Therefore, he isn’t subject to the rules of Blackening and hell.]


  “Hrmm… This situation is very interesting.”


  Hell started to tremble with the arrival of Grid’s clone. What change would this cause in hell? In addition, how could the clone grow now that it was independent from Grid? 


  Lim Cheolho was very excited and was looking forward to it.


  ***


  [You have entered the 50th island.]


  [This is a save point. Would you like to register?]


  [You have been registered. When you enter the Behen Archipelago later on, you will start from the 50th island.]


  On the 41st island, Grid tasted great adversity. After that, he succeeded in reaching the 50th island in a short amount of time. But it wasn’t a pleasant feeling.


  “The mobs are over level 360.”


  The higher the number of the island, the higher the level of the monsters. On the 49th island, the average level of the monsters was 360~370. It was at least 55 levels higher than Grid. Their basic stats were very good and they had good defense, making it hard for Grid.


  Was it possible to go 5 against 1? He fought against level 360 monsters in a 5 against 1 match. It was great enough to make general rankers lose their words. But once again, Grid wasn’t satisfied. The stronger the monsters, the slower his hunting speed.


  “It’s doubtful if I can reach the end of the Behen Archipelago by the time the National Competition arrives.”


  It was a month in reality and 90 days in Satisfy time before the National Competition arrived. It might not be possible to reach the 66th island in this period of time if the difficulty kept increasing.


  “In order to increase the speed of hunting, I need Fog Island.”


  Before he knew it, Grid had collected 18,851 challenger points. It was enough to purchase the Weapons Mastery skill book and 51 elixirs.


  ‘51 elixirs.’


  It was equivalent to 51 levels. If he was able to acquire Weapons Mastery and the elixirs, Grid would be able to hunt the monsters of the Behen Archipelago more easily.


  ‘It is also possible to make the ratio of strength and agility 1:1.’


  This meant he could copy Piaro’s stats distribution. Grid was convinced that he would surely become stronger if he made the ratio of strength and agility 1:1.


  ‘I won’t follow anyone else, only Piaro.’


  Since Satisfy opened, Piaro was the third strongest person Grid had ever met. The vampire duke Marie Rose and great magician Braham were the other two, so Grid judged that he would become stronger if he copied Piaro’s stats distribution.


  “Huhuhut!”


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid repaired the items whose durability were severely damaged in the Behen Archipelago and laughed. He was imagining the scene where he would reach Fog Island and be compensated for his hard work.


  That’s right. Grid had forgotten. The fact this his wishes didn’t always occur the way he wanted.


  ***


  [You have entered the 51st island.]


  [A mission will be created.]


  [51st Island]


  Defeat 10 golden crowns in 20 minutes.


  First Clear Reward: 1,900 Challenger Points.


  ‘Golden crowns?’


  It was a high level mob that Grid was unfamiliar with. It was the same with ‘golden crown.’ It was the first time Grid had even heard the name.


  “What nuisances will appear this time?”


  Unlike his complaint, Grid’s expression was bright. Grid boasted the ultimate attack power, so he was confident in time attack missions.


  Kkirik. Kik.


  It was a small island with rock walls rising in every direction. Grid was about to deploy Fly to find the monsters called golden crowns when he suddenly stopped. It was because he had an unidentified sound coming from a relatively close place. Grid pulled out the blue-black Grid’s Greatsword and prepared himself.


  “Kyak!”


  A monster wearing a golden crown on its head fell from a rock wall. At the same time, it swung a big and heavy club.


  Chaaeng!


  Grid moved the greatsword horizontally and blocked it, before moving forward.


  ‘It is dirty.’


  The power wasn’t a joke. The damage was almost at the level of a skill. It felt like he would lose at least 6,000 health if he was hit with it.


  “But it doesn’t matter.”


  Grid had met many strong enemies since becoming Pagma’s Descendant. It was enough to make fun of common monsters like these.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Chaaeng!


  Grid blocked the club and used a skill while narrowing the distance.


  “Kill!”


  Puok!


  It was a monster with green, bumpy skin and a golden crown. The blue-black greatsword precisely struck the heart. However.


  [You have dealt 1 damage to the target.]


  “Eh?”


  Grid’s eyes widened.


  “Kyaooooh!”


  The golden crown started to counterattack.


  Jjejeong! Jjejejeok!


  He was puzzled by the unexpected situation. Most players would feel confused if the skill damage they were so proud of didn’t affect the target. However, Grid was surprisingly strong against variables.


  ‘I’ve been through this once or twice.’


  Jjeejeeeong!


  There was a piercing roar as the greatsword and club collided. Grid calmed down while frowning at the echoing sound. He used his developed thinking skills to try and find the blind spot of the golden crowns.
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  ‘For Kill to only do 1 damage, it isn’t just physical defense. They have resistance to physical attacks. The status resistance is also high.’


  [Kill Lv. 6 (57.1%)]


  A killing sword that expresses hatred.


  Deals 1,800% of your attack power to a single target. There will be a bleeding and desperation effect.


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  Skill Mana Cost: 1,000


  Skill Stamina Consumption: Consumes 20% of your stamina.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 380 seconds


  As with any skill, Kill was steadily strengthened as the level rose. The resource consumption and cooldown time decreased, while the power increased. The level 360~370 monsters on the islands in the 40’s would lose more than 60% of their health if hit by Grid’s Kill unleashed from Grid’s Greatsword.


  However, the golden crown received only 1 damage. This couldn’t be explained with just high defense.


  ‘I need to check to make sure.’


  Grid thought and planned as the golden crown aimed the club at his head.


  Peeok!


  [You have suffered 6,360 damage.]


  “Ugh.”


  It wasn’t a damage that Grid could make fun of.


  ‘One-tenth of my health disappeared in one blow.’


  At level 300, one strength stat increased health by 7, while one stamina stat increased health by 25.


  There was the 6,000 health added by the Holy Light Set, the 3,000 health added by the Man who has Touched Hell title, and 3,000 health added by Tiramet’s Belt and Tiramet’s Shoulderguards, giving Grid approximately 63,000 health.


  Now he received 6,000 damage from base damage, not a skill, so he became tense.


  ‘Let’s concentrate.’


  Grid moved forward. He aimed Pinnacle at the golden crown.


  [Pinnacle Lv. 3 (15.9%)]


  A sword that expresses the essence of a warrior god.


  Deals 780% of your attack power to a single target. This skill will ignore 62% of the target’s armor.


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  Skill Mana Cost: 700


  Skill Cooldown Time: 143 seconds 


  Seokeok!


  Pinnacle slashed at the wide chest of the golden crown. Looking at the momentum, it was a blow that could cut the golden crown in half. But the result?


  [You have dealt 1 damage to the target.]


  ‘Indeed.’


  Grid was convinced. This green monster with a golden crown resisted physical attacks. The proof was that Pinnacle, which ignored the target’s defense, only dealt 1 damage.


  ‘Their weakness…’


  Magic. Enemies immune to physical damage were vulnerable to magic, just as those immune to magic were vulnerable to physical attacks. This was common sense for users playing Satisfy, and the reason why party play was prevalent in Satisfy.


  It was difficult for a warrior with strong physical attacks or a magician with high magic power to overcome crises in the game alone. But Grid was different. He had the ability to play the game by himself.


  Was it because of his legendary class? No, it was because of his relationship with Braham. Due to that bond, Grid had learned magic.


  “Magic Missile.”


  Magic Missile (Enhanced) Lv. 2 (37%)


  A magic missile developed by the legendary great magician who has completely overturned the activation formula.


  It boasts tremendous power, but consumes a lot of resources.


  It deals damage equal to twice your current magic power to the target. It also ignores the enemy’s magic resistance.


  Resource Consumption: 380 Mana.


  Skill Casting Time: 1 second.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 4.8 seconds


  Peeng!


  A sharp flash of light pierced the heart of the golden crown.


  ‘Good.’


  The biggest advantage of Magic Missile was its fast casting speed. Grid smiled with satisfaction as he saw the golden crown that couldn’t cope with the sudden emergence of Magic Missile. But that smile didn’t last long.


  [You have dealt 1 damage to the target.]


  “What?”


  It resisted physical and magic attacks? The golden crown struck the confused Grid.


  [You have suffered 6,160 damage.]


  “This really hurts.”


  Grid wore the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch. His ability to read the enemy’s attack orbit was excellent. But the golden crown was a level 380 monster, so its physical abilities far overwhelmed the level 305 Grid. In addition, there was the penalty due to the level difference.


  As a result, Grid couldn’t fully read the movements of the golden crown and allowed a successive string of attacks. Grid was pushed back by the momentum.


  “Kiyaaak!”


  The golden crown approached and swung its club again.


  Jjejejeok!


  ‘This damn monster…!’


  There was 17 minutes and 1 second remaining for the mission time limit. He needed to hunt 10 golden crowns in 20 minutes, but he couldn’t even hunt one in 3 minutes, making Grid feel nervous. But he didn’t despair.


  ‘Keep my composure.’


  Grid had numerous experiences with unexpected things. He wouldn’t repeat the same mistakes again.


  Jjang! Jjejeong!


  Grid calmly blocked the golden crown’s onslaught.


  ‘Physical attacks and magic attacks don’t work on the opponent.’


  Then how could he hunt them?


  “Ah…!”


  Grid was blocking the club from hitting his collarbone when he remembered an unusual monster.


  ‘Mimic!’


  Mimic. They were monsters that looked like treasure chests to deceive adventurers. One of their greatest strengths was that they had the ‘resist all damage’ passive. Grid had only met a mimic once.


  ‘No matter the attack, it only suffers 1 damage.’


  However, this didn’t mean that a mimic was invincible. The maximum health of a mimic was 10~120 depending on their level. Grid only dealt 1 damage, but he would be able to hunt it if he hit it many times in a row.


  That’s right.  Grid judged that the golden crown was a monster like a mimic.


  ‘It is only 1 damage per hit, but they have low health.’


  He just needed to hit them a lot. Grod swapped from Grid’s Greatsword to Iyarugt to increase his attack speed and used Link.


  Pit!


  Pipipipipit!


  [Link Lv. 7 (61.2%)]


  A dazzling sword dance that is like the wings of a butterfly.


  Deals 800% of your attack power to a single target.


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  Skill Mana Cost: 300


  Skill Cooldown Time: 60 seconds


  The number of strikes for Link was proportional to the attack speed. With Iyarugt, he could do a total of 25 strikes.


  [You have dealt 1 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 1 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt…]


  …


  …


  The biggest advantage was that continuous attacks caused the target to stiffen. Due to the series of attacks, the golden crowns were unable to move. Grid used Continuous Stab during that gap. It was the skill he acquired from the reservist training.


  Puk!


  Puk puk puk!


  A total of five stabs struck the golden crown’s body. In the midst of this, the God Hands were also moving rapidly. All of them held a weapon and attacked the golden hands without stopping.


  ‘It should be now.’


  Grid believed that the golden crown’s health gauge should’ve fallen sharply. But reality was relentless when he checked it with his eyes.


  “Heok.”


  Despite the efforts of Grid and the God Hands, the golden crown’s health gauge was still full. Grid realized. The golden crown was different from a mimic.


  ‘Should I try another way?’


  Pakak!


  Grid’s face was hit by the club while he was trying to think.


  Kuuong!


  Grid felt pain as he was thrown back and hit a rock.


  “Kilkil!”


  Grid heard a bad laugh from above his head.


  ‘Don’t tell me.’


  Grid stiffened as he looked in the direction of the laughter. Then he felt despair. Three golden crowns were looking down at him from a rock.


  ‘The worst.’


  He couldn’t do anything against one golden crown. Now three more enemies were added.


  ‘I am going to die from normal mobs, not a boss.’


  In the beginning, Grid was killed by rabbits. But this experience became unfamiliar since becoming Pagma’s Descendant. The mental blow was very big.


  ‘There has to be a way…’


  The three golden crowns jumped from the rock.


  Fortunately, there was a lack of cooperation and the separate attacks could be blocked by the God Hands, buying time for Grid’s brain to work. He couldn’t think of a way to overcome this crisis.


  ‘Should I just give up and die?’


  He had barely recovered the experience that he lost from dying to the clone, and now he had to die again? It couldn’t be.


  ‘It would be better to give up the mission and survive.’


  Grid decided and was about to summon Randy and Noe.


  [The name is golden crown? The body isn’t the green monster, but the crown on its head.]


  It was an unexpected voice. The familiar voice entered Grid’s ears.


  “You…!?”


  Grid was confused by the unimaginable existence and raised his head to look at the sky, where a faint soul was floating. It was Braham’s soul.


  [Pagma’s Descendant is playing around in the playground that Pagma made.]


  Originally, Braham’s voice was filled with infinite power. It contained absolutely confidence and magic power. But not anymore. Compared to before, Braham’s voice was very weak.


  ‘He still hasn’t found his body? What on earth happened?’


  Why did he come here in the first place? Grid was puzzled but still kept an eye on the golden crowns. After avoiding the clubs flying from the front and rear, he cut the golden crown of a green monster with Iyarugt.


  Then.


  [You have dealt 5,900 damage to the target.]


  ‘This is the strategy to handle them.’


  Thanks to Braham, Grid got a glimpse of the light. But he still had to give up on the mission. There was 12 minutes and 59 seconds remaining. He might’ve discovered the weakness of the golden crowns, but it was difficult to beat 10 of them in that time.


  Braham suggested to Grid.


  [Accept my soul once again. This time for a bit longer than before.]


  Grid received a hidden quest.
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  ‘A playground made by Pagma?’


  This place called the Behen Archipelago, hadn’t the Hall of Fame existed since a long time ago? The timing wasn’t right to say that Pagma made it. 


  ‘Don’t tell me.’


  Did it mean that Pagma made the ‘Contaminated’ Behen Archipelago?


  ‘In other words, the person who contaminated the Behen Archipelago is Pagma?’


  Pagma was always being exposed through Braham. Grid didn’t 100% trust Braham, but he had positive feelings towards him.


  “And why should I accept your soul again? Did you fail to recover your original body?”


  No, what was this? Didn’t he say he would be resurrected if Grid made him the Vessel of the Soul?


  Jjejeong! Jjang!


  The onslaught of the golden crowns continued while Grid was asking Braham questions. It wasn’t easy to cope with the clubs from four golden crowns, and Grid couldn’t rely on the God Hands. The Sword Mastery level of the God Hands couldn’t cope with the remarkable movement of the level 380 golden crowns.


  Braham gave advice to the struggling Grid.


  [The golden crown is a parasitic being that uses other monsters as a host. Since there isn’t a limit in controlling the host’s body, the overall stats are better than other monsters at the same level. With your present skills, it isn’t easy to overwhelm them. So accept my soul.]


  “Speaking nonsense with my body, do you think I would agree to that again? Don’t just speak one-sidedly. Answer my questions.”


  Grid suffered greatly from the arrogant and chuuni words that poured from his mouth when he accepted Braham’s soul. He didn’t want to have the same experience again. In the first place, he was uneasy with not having control of his body.


  Peeng!


  Grid temporarily restrained the behavior of the golden crowns with Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Restraint. At the same time, he fired Magic Missile at the golden crown opposite him. The golden crown screamed but didn’t die.


  “Kakakakak!”


  “Ugh!”


  Indeed, it was as Braham said.


  The golden crowns didn’t care about the safety of the host monster.


  It showed movements beyond the limit, not caring if the muscles or joints were damaged. The arms swung the club like an electric fan. The bones that protruded from the broken elbows were used as weapons, making Grid feel confused in many ways.


  [The petty questions that you have, if you accept me then you will naturally get the answers. You can also easily overcome this crisis.]


  [A quest has been created.]


  [Legendary Great Magician]


  ★ Hidden Quest �


  Braham has failed to recover his original body. He wants to stay in a safe space until he recovers his exhausted magic power, and has chosen your body as that space.


  If you accept Braham’s soul, you will gain a powerful force.


  Quest Acceptance Reward: 50% increase in affinity with Braham. The legendary second class ‘Legendary Great magician’ will be acquired.


  ‘Legendary second class?’


  Grid’s mind shook like he was struck by a hammer. It was a truly shocking offer. He would get a second class that was hard to obtain, and it was also a legendary class? Was there anyone in the world who could enjoy such good luck?


  ‘This is a dream, right?’


  Since Huroi first obtained a second class, it was said that less than 100 users had obtained a second class. Most of them received a normal rated second class. The number of people with a higher rated second class could be counted on one hand. A legendary second class was an uncharted territory.


  But he was able to obtain it.


  ‘A legendary blacksmith and a legendary great magician…!’


  Grid shook.


  Sticks, who had been silent, cautioned him.


  “Grid, you might not know it, but Braham is actually a vampire, not a human. He is also one of the nine direct descendants of Beriache. Don’t be misled by him just because he is a legend. You might become his host, just like the golden crown monsters.”


  Sticks earnestly spoke. Grid looked at him in a mysterious manner.


  “The man who was silently watching while I was attacked by the golden crowns is now speaking up.”


  Now Grid knew Braham’s identity. But Braham helped him, so Grid didn’t feel negatively towards him. So what if he wasn’t human? Grid had gone through too many things to be prejudiced towards a person because of their species.


  Sticks was embarrassed.


  “I’m called a sage, but I don’t know everything. I didn’t know about the golden crowns, so I wasn’t able to give you advice. It wasn’t done maliciously.”


  “You don’t have to be so serious. I’m not trying to sell you off.”


  Grid was no longer interested in Sticks. He summoned Noe and Randy and started to attack the golden crowns while talking to Braham’s soul.


  “Braham, if I accept your soul, will you also freely move my body like last time?”


  If so, he couldn’t accept this hidden quest, even if he wanted the legendary second class. Grid’s caution couldn’t be compared to the past. Braham inwardly admired it while answering.


  [No, your flesh will purely be yours if you accept me. I won’t take over your body unless you want it yourself.]


  “It is a spiritual rapport?”


  Once Grid accepted Braham’s soul, he would be able to share his thoughts with Braham and communicate. It was a mysterious experience in many ways. Braham wasn’t 100% reliable, so it was right to draw a line.


  [Right now, I am very weak. If I communicate with you spiritually, I am likely to be influenced and absorbed by you. Rapport… It doesn’t exist unless I take over your body.]


  It was a satisfactory answer. Grid nodded and asked a question.


  “What is the duration of your stay?”


  [A minimum of one year.]


  “Give me a definite answer. Up to how many years?”


  […Four years.]


  From one to four years. It meant that Grid could only have the legendary second class for that long and of course, it was based on Satisfy time. Grid was a little disappointed.


  ‘It is too short.’


  It would be hard to bear if he suddenly lost power one day. Wouldn’t it be better to ignore that power from the beginning? Braham read Grid’s worry and tempted him.


  [Do you think you will get nothing from me? You will be able to learn all types of magic and wisdom from me. Isn’t that alone beneficial?]


  “…Okay.”


  There was no reason for Grid to reject. Sticks tried to stop him, but it was useless.


  “Grid, you don’t know how atrocious the demonkin are…?”


  “Demonkin or human, it doesn’t matter. I want to become stronger. “


  The reason that Grid was so devoted to Satisfy, despite making enough money, was to prove the value of his existence. In order to get further away from his despised past, Grid was looking higher and higher.


  His first goal was to win three gold medals in the National Competition. Grid once again wanted to be recognized. In particular, for those who tormented him, he wanted to show that he was living well. In order to do that, he needed to cross beyond the mountain called Kraugel.


  “Braham, I will accept your soul.”


  [A wise choice.]


  Flash!


  Braham’s soul was sucked into Grid’s chest. A notification window popped up in front of Grid.


  [You have become one with Braham’s soul.]


  [The second class ‘Legendary Great Magician’ has been acquired.]


  [You are the first player to achieve two legendary classes!]


  [It is truly a great achievement!! The title ‘Glimpsed the Myths’ has been acquired!]


  [Glimpsed the Myths]


  The minimum qualification to raise your class rating to ‘Myth.’


  The title itself has no effect.


  ‘Myth…!’


  Most players already knew about it. The highest rating in Satisfy was myth, not legend. They were able to know this because there were all types of myth rated items, including the Rebecca Church’s three divine artifacts.


  But who could’ve imagined it? A player could actually reach the myth rating.


  ‘Lauel didn’t even know it.’


  It was a great feeling of accomplishment to obtain new information before anyone else. A notification window appeared in front of Grid. But the contents…


  [You have learned all of Braham’s magic.]


  [It failed because of your low intelligence!]


  [In order to master Braham’s magic, you must raise your intelligence.]


  [In order to provide Braham’s soul with steady magic power and restore it, you must raise your intelligence.]


  [6 stat points will be forcibly invested into intelligence every time your level goes up.]


  [The skill ‘Assimilation’ has been generated.]


  [Assimilation]


  Will awaken Braham’s sleeping consciousness in your body and become one.


  At this time, your class will be converted to Great Magician’ and control of the flesh will be transferred to Braham.


  Skill Duration: 3 minutes


  Skill Cooldown Time: 10 days


  “…?”


  He acquired a legendary second class, but why didn’t the result look good? No, it didn’t look good.


  “%$(#!!”


  It stunk. He gained 10 stat points per level. Of those, six would be forcibly invested in intelligence? Grid naturally cursed. He couldn’t control his anger, so Sticks asked with an anxious expression.


  “Did Braham deceive you? A demonkin isn’t someone you should encounter.”


  “…”


  The elves who wanted to keep the balance of the world, and the demonkin who wanted to destroy the world, their relationship was the worst. Grid continued to ignore Sticks’ remark, since he had a bias against Braham.


  ‘I wasn’t deceived.’


  It was his fault for not asking what penalties he would receive if he accepted Braham’s soul.


  ‘For example, I already had the experience of falling to level 1 after becoming Pagma’s Descendant…’


  Nevertheless, he didn’t regret it, since obtaining a legendary second class was priceless. He never thought it was possible.


  “First of all, I have to test Braham’s strength.”


  The time left to clear the mission of the 51st island was only 8 minutes and 35 seconds. He needed to hunt 10 golden crowns. It was an impossible task for Grid alone, even if he summoned Noe and Randy.


  ‘But what if I use Braham’s abilities?’


  “Assimilation.”


  Sururuk.


  Grid’s wide shoulders and thick forearms started to gradually change. His jawline became tapered and his black hair was as white as snow.


  “…Kukukuk, failing to catch such dogs.’ I will burn them together with the whole island.”


  It was the white-haired version of Grid that attracted female hearts and brought about the 5th Korean Wave in Japan. This was indeed…


  “Fireball.”


  [The magic isn’t cast because your intelligence is too low.]


  “…”


  The first time Grid accepted Braham’s soul, it was full of magic power. Then what about now?


  ‘…Shit, it’s like this.’


  Now Grid wanted to cry at the compensation of the hidden quest. In many ways, it was regretful.
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  Behen Archipelago, the 51st island.


  Four golden crowns faced the white-haired Grid.


  “Fireball! Fireball! Fireball!”


  [The magic isn’t cast because your intelligence is too low.]


  [The magic isn’t cast because your intelligence is too low.]


  [The magic isn’t cast…]


  “…”


  He tried again, but the result was the same. The white-haired Grid, no, Braham, couldn’t accept it.


  “How can this be? How bad is your head that you can even get the formula for Fireball wrong?”


  Grid snapped back.


  ‘My head isn’t bad!’


  It was true. If they used the scale of the ‘intelligence stat’ to measure good or bad, Grid’s head wasn’t bad. Why? Malacus’ Cloak increased the wearer’s intelligence by 200 and the Black Quartz Earrings increased it by 15%, so he had close to 1,200 intelligence.


  The influence of items was great. Which blacksmith in the world would have intelligence over 1,000? No, it wasn’t just blacksmiths. Grid was currently level 305. Among the level 305 users, it was extremely rare for them to have more than 1,000 unless they were magicians or scholars.


  In other words, Grid was smarter than average. Once again, Grid was smart when using the intelligence stat as a measuring stick. But Braham saw Grid at the level of an idiot.


  “What a fool.”


  The level of Braham’s magic spells could be broken down into 10 levels. There were many types and uses. However, Grid’s current intelligence meant he could only use the lowest 10th level magic. Braham couldn’t even use Fireball, which was 9th level magic? Braham’s Fireball wasn’t a regular Fireball, but an enhanced one. It was impossible to complete the complex formula with Grid’s current intelligence.


  “Your intelligence is a means to overcome a crisis, but it’s like I entered the body of a skunk.”


  ‘…W-What?’


  Why did he keep being blamed for not being able to use magic? Grid thought it was ridiculous, so words couldn’t come out properly.


  Braham explained, “Currently, most of my soul is asleep in your body. I am just a fragment of that soul. I have to borrow your brain and magic power to use magic. But it has no meaning with your current status.”


  ‘Eek…!’


  Grid’s anger skyrocketed. He accepted Braham’s soul to become stronger, but the reality was that he just became angrier. It was truly a cursed life. There was no way to solve this.


  ‘Then is there any meaning in accepting you?’


  “Let’s see?”


  Braham just nodded at the agitated Grid. His relaxed attitude made Grid more heated up.


  ‘Dammit! What the hell is this?’


  Grid cursed and shouted.


  “Kieeek!”


  “Kyaak!”


  Suddenly, the mood of the golden crowns changed and they sprang at Grid. The atmosphere of the white-haired Grid was different from before, but they judged that he was still easy. Grid wanted to cry.


  ‘Will I die like this?’


  The duration of Assimilation, this useless skill where the miracle was 1+1=0, had 2 minutes and 30 seconds remaining. Grid had given over control of his body to Braham, so he thought he would die because he couldn’t rely on items or Noe and Randy.


  Braham read Grid’s fearful mind.


  “I must look very funny to you.”


  Braham was special among the legends. Unlike the other legends of human origin, his abilities were overwhelming. He was also unique enough to raise the science of magic to another level.


  “Do you think that this body will be hit by hybrids?”


  ‘…!’


  Grid was beyond shocked. Braham’s vision of the four rushing golden crowns was different from his own.


  “Magic Missile.”


  Peng!


  Pepepeng!


  Great magician. A legendary great magician was on a different dimension. The skill description for Magic Missile (Enhanced) said that it had a cooldown time of 5 seconds, but Braham was able to shoot four without a time difference.


  “Kuwek!”


  The golden crowns was accurately pierced and the monsters hesitated in pain. Braham didn’t give them a break.


  “Magic Missile.”


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  He used only Magic Missiles. But the power was effective enough. Braham was in assimilation state. In other words, Grid’s class was Great Magician. His Magic Missile was at the 10th level and the power was incomparable to Grid’s Magic Missile.


  Finally.


  [The golden crown has been defeated.]


  [13,498,000 experience has been acquired.]


  [The golden crown has been defeated.]


  [13,498,000 experience has been acquired.]


  [The golden crown…]


  …


  …


  Golden crowns. Golden crowns that emitted light to attract monsters.


  They used the lured monsters as hosts and were capable of showing overwhelming combat power, but they had one weakness. The health of the golden crowns were low when compared to monsters of the same level.


  Grid was filled with joy as he saw that they couldn’t endure the bombardment of master level Magic Missiles.


  ‘This might be possible!’


  He thought he might be able to clear the mission of the 51st island.


  ‘There is 7 minutes and 34 seconds until the mission ends.’


  Assimilation would end in 1 minute and 59 seconds. Would Braham be able to defeat 6 golden crowns in that time? Grid was looking forward to it, and Braham tried to meet those expectations. He used Magic Detection (Enhanced) to find the location of the golden crowns on the island, then fired Magic Missiles towards them.


  Pepepepeng!


  “Kyaak!”


  ‘Wow.’


  Grid once again felt admiration.


  In the case of Grid, he fought it difficult to hit four targets that were 50 meters ahead with Magic Missile. Meanwhile, Braham accurately struck the golden crowns that were 200 meters ahead.


  ‘Great.’


  Six golden crowns around the island were hit and flocked towards Braham. Grid trembled as he sensed the approaching success of the mission.


  ‘Shit, my mana is gone.’


  “…?”


  At level 300, every point in intelligence gave him 6 mana. Grid had 1,193 intelligence, giving him 7,158 mana. The master level Magic Missile (Enhanced) cost 350 mana, while the master level Magic Detection (Enhanced) cost 2,000 mana. Braham wasn’t joking when he said his mana ran out.


  Grid looked at the six golden crowns approaching and shouted.


  ‘A great magician can’t even properly control his mana?’


  “It is the first time I’ve had such a small amount of mana, so I made a mistake.”


  ‘Shit! Don’t waste time giving me excuses. Drink a mana potion!’


  Grid’s skills had a high consumption rate. Thus, he always kept mana potions on him.


  Click.


  Braham identified the mana potions in Grid’s inventory and pulled out one of them. It wasn’t the advanced mana potion that cost 20 gold each. Instead, it was the super mana potion produced by Reidan’t alchemy facility that didn’t have a price yet?


  ‘No, what are you…?’


  In fact, even advanced mana potions were a luxury for Grid. The mana restored by an advanced mana potion was higher than Grid’s total mana. However, the reason that Grid had the advanced mana potions was because the intermediate ones were lacking. Anyway, for Grid who was always in pain when drinking an advanced mana potion, he couldn’t stand Braham drinking a super mana potion. He even felt hatred.


  ‘You…! What are you doing?’


  The price of an advanced mana potion was more expensive than a chicken. But the super mana potions were at least 10 times more expensive. Braham shrugged at Grid, who couldn’t believe the scene occurring in front of him.


  “My mouth has luxurious tastes.”


  ‘What…? It’s the same!’


  Grid felt anger and annoyance. While Grid’s regret deepened, Braham showed his worth.


  “Magic Missile. Magic Missile. Magic Missile.”


  It was only one type of spell. Thanks to this, Grid was able to safely clear the 51st island.


  [1,900 challenger points have been acquired.]


  [The gate to the 52nd island is open.]


  [Your level has risen.] 


  [As someone with a second class, you will receive a level up bonus. 12 stat points have been acquired.]


  [6 stat points will be forcibly invested in intelligence.]


  [The duration of Assimilation is over. Braham’s soul will be asleep for 10 days.]


  “…”


  It was easy to clear the island and reach level 305 thanks to Braham. However, he couldn’t feel any happiness.


  Grid pledged.


  ‘I shouldn’t summon him in the future.’


  Grid thought he might die if he had to often face Braham. But Grid was also dimly aware. Braham had a great affinity towards him. His words, tone and expression were much softer than they were in the past.


  ‘He will gradually reveal Pagma’s secrets.’


  Grid gained the solid insurance called Braham, so his expression was bright, despite wasting points in intelligence. It was exactly 30 days in real time until the National Competition.




  Chapter 397


  ‘It isn’t a big loss if I think about it calmly.’


  A typical player gained 10 stat points for each level increase. But those with second classes like Grid were able to gain two additional stat points. Six of them were forcibly invested in intelligence, but it wasn’t a negative thing.


  ‘Intelligence increases my maximum mana, so I’ll be able to use more skills and the power of my magic will also increase.


  Above all, the important part was for Grid was to increase the efficiency of the Assimilation skill. It was very difficult to give control of his body to Braham, but there was an irresistible appeal about Assimilation.


  The charm of it was shining in the ‘Magic List’ right now.


  -Available Magic Spells that can be Learned!-


  [Magic Detection (Enhanced) Lv. 1]


  A magic detection spell developed by the legendary great magician who has completely overturned the activation formula.


  Emits a large amount of mana in all directions, locating all living things in a radius of 10 meters.


  The higher the magic level, the wider the detection range and the more information that can be seen.


  Resource Consumption: 3,000 Mana.


  Skill Casting Time: 6 seconds.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 10 minutes.


  -If you use this spell three times in Great Magician mode, you will learn it.


  Thus, it was possible for Grid to acquire magic used by Braham in Assimilation mode. It meant he could get the unique magic of a legendary great magician for free. This was a complete scam. It was so crazy that it wouldn’t be strange for others to be blinded by jealousy.


  ‘I want to learn more of Braham’s magic, so I need to raise my intelligence.’


  Grid’s main duty was as a blacksmith and then a swordsman. If he was blinded by immediate greed and invested a lot of stat points in intelligence, he was likely to shed tears of blood in the future.


  ‘A weak hybrid is the worst. Don’t be impatient.’


  Of course, the way to raise his intelligence wasn’t just stat points. He could wear items that increased his intelligence, such as Malacus’ Cloak and the Black Quartz Earrings. But it wasn’t easy to make items that raised stats. If it was that easy, Grid would’ve made agility items from scratch in order to make his agility and strength ratio 1:1.


  “I will try to challenge it later. First, I need to try my best to finish the Behen Archipelago.”


  He saved his 6 remaining stat points despite being filled with the sudden desire to raise intelligence.


  ***


  『 There were a total of eight events in the 1st National Competition. 』


  The director of the broadcast, which expected them to have a lot of interest, pointed  to the monitor on the stage. Boss raid, PvP, pet marathon, escape the labyrinth, the target processing match, international siege, and various production events were listed on the monitor.


  These were the events in the 1st National Competition


  『 Unlike the 1st National Competition where there were 17 participating countries, this time there is a total of 32 participating countries. The size and interest are naturally bigger. 』 


  『 The S.A. Group has found that it’s hard to show the best of the players with only eight events, and there is also a limit on the spectacles provided to the viewers. 』


  『 The number of events has been increased to 13, and many of them are non-combat events. It is more friendly to various classes rather than just the combat classes. 』


  『 Still, the most popular event in the 2nd National Competition will be the PvP, just like the 1st National Competition. 』


  『 The S.A. Group said they would be changing the PvP system so that no nasty results like the Grid vs Hurent 3 second incident or Grid vs Bondre 4 second incident will occur again. 』


  『 The damage of PvP (Player VS Player) will be reduced by 50% compared to the damage of PvE (Player VS Environment: a player’s actions against monsters, dungeons, traps, terrain, etc). 』


  『 In other words, if you use a skill that deals 100% damage to a monster, it will only deal 50% damage to a user. This will make the strategic elements of PvP more advanced, and viewers will be able to watch the spectacular sights for a longer time. 』


  “Hoh.”


  “This means they don’t need to watch out for the destructiveness of people like Grid or Chris.”


  “The importance of control has increased.”


  “The tankers will be the biggest beneficiaries.”


  The faces of the PvP participants in the National Competition brightened after they confirmed the changes. On the other hand, the Korean netizens felt resentful.


  –Ah… One of Grid’s gold medals will fly away.


  –To be honest, Grid’s strength is his powerful attacks. This is basically a patch to seal it. It is absurd;;


  –This is a patch completely aimed at Grid. It isn’t fair.


  –Once upon a time, when Korea was still the gaming powerhouses, there were many patches to balance the power of the Korean players. This reminds me of that time.


  –This is what is called a ‘nerf.’


  –Wow, that’s a classic game term;;; my father used it when he was young;;; how old is it?


  –Anyway, now that Grid can’t win a gold medal in PvP, Korea will never enter the top 10.


  –This is really… The S.A. Group is a complete traitor… Screwing up their own country like this…


  –This is the conspiracy of the world governments. It’s only the Koreans who are suffering.


  The foreigners named this PvP system the ‘Grid Nerf.’


  In particular, countries such as China and Japan, who had a big sense of competitiveness with South Korea, were dancing with joy.


  –Ah, ah. A small nation like South Korea is being squished by the world.


  –China will prove that they are the best country in Asia!


  –The best in Asia! China is the center of the world! Hao is participating, so it’s natural that he will win!


  –Don’t make me laugh. Japan is better than China.


  –China’s only strength is their tactics, because each country in the National Competition is limited to 7 participants. 


  –In the end, Damian, Katz, and Yoshimura are the best in Asia.


  –Let’s see.


  The 50% reduced PvP damage in the National Competition. As this patch was shaking the world…


  [You have entered the 56st island.]


  “Heok… Heok… Wow, this. It is really too much. The difficulty rises exponentially every time I pass an island.”


  The main subject of all the conversations, Grid, was solely devoted to capturing the Behen Archipelago. Was he pioneering his own way, regardless of what people said? That wasn’t it. Recently, Grid only had time to play the game, sleep, and eat.


  He was unaware of what was going around the world. Did he check the TV or Internet? No. Every moment of the day was too precious for Grid. The difficulty of the Behen Archipelago was so high that he had to focus his whole mind on it.


  In other words, Grid didn’t know that he was nerfed in the National Competition. Thus, the world started to misunderstand him.


  –Grid is silent.


  –Yes. He didn’t complain to the S.A. Group despite being nerfed. ㄷㄷ


  –If this had happened to other rankers, they would be accusing the S.A. Group in various interviews around the world;;


  –It’s common sense to ask for compensation.


  –Grid is seriously… A guy like this is cool.


  –Truly God Grid!


  The old stories on the Internet paint Grid as complete trash, but they must be written by anti-fans.


  -Absolutely. Grid is amazing.


  The spread of things was scary. Once favourable opinions about Grid started to appear, Koreans as well as people from all over the world started praising Grid’s attitude.


  He was acknowledged by the racists filled with the ideology of white supremacists, and even some terrible terrorist groups in the Middle East supported Grid. It was an amazing phenomenon.


  Once it was 22 days away from the National Competition, South Korea had a talk show about Grid.


  The guest was Peak Sword.


  『 Why isn’t Grid reacting to this patch? To Grid, this nerf is a minor problem. He is like this. Nerf? Try it. No one can stop me Why? I am God Grid! A healthy person from Korea! Do you know God Grid? Hooray South Korea! 』


  “Dammit.”


  Things had already become too big by the time Grid heard about it.


  In Grid’s mind, he immediately wanted to call the S.A. Group and say, ‘Why do you have to patch a person? Aren’t games supposed to be fair?’ However, he was too embarrassed to come forward now.


  It was due to Peak Sword’s words on the talk show.


  “Dammit…”


  Peak Sword. They had known each other for over a year, but he still wasn’t aware of Grid’s personality? The power of bias was too terrible.


  ***


  “Unfortunately, this is where I give up.”


  “This is also my limit.”


  “Everyone seems to be the same.”


  The Overgeared members challenging the Behen Archipelago. The vast majority of them failed to pass the 31st island and raised the white flag. The worst trials of the past caused even the famous geniuses to feel despair.


  “How did Grid pass?”


  “How far has Grid developed…?”


  “We’re on the same side, but he’s still scary.”


  The concept of the 31st island. The more genius a person was, the greater the difficulty they faced. Lauel was aware of this fact, but he didn’t want to pour cold water on the Overgeared members praising Grid.


  ‘Their respect and affection towards Grid is becoming stronger.’


  Lauel predicted that on the 31st island, Grid likely faced monsters like ogres.


  ‘In other words, the 31st island is a privilege for bad players.’


  Except for Grid, it was natural for the Overgeared members to drop out at the 31st island. 


  However.


  How did Yura, Jishuka, and Huroi pass the 31st island? Lauel found the results incomprehensible.




  Chapter 398


  ‘Well, I can understand Huroi to some extent.’


  The combat skills of the orator class were the worst, so his past ordeals were likely to have a low degree of difficulty. It wasn’t difficult for Huroi to overcome the trial, since he had grown after acquiring his second class.


  ‘But Yura and Jishuka are different.’


  They were both geniuses. The difficulty of their past trials would be beyond imagination.  So how did they get past the 31st island?


  ‘Did they never have hard times because they were so good in the first place? If so, it’s great enough to be compared to this body.’


  As Lauel was taking these ridiculous thoughts seriously, the other Overgeared members were comparing the items they purchased on Fog Island.


  “I bought five agility elixirs and one rare skill book.”


  “Huhuhu, I bought 13 stamina elixirs. I’m becoming increasingly qualified to be called a tanker.”


  “Wow, Faker and Vantner hit the jackpot. 


  “I’m envious… I found Fog Island too quickly and only bought four elixirs.”


  “I reached the 31st Island and didn’t see Fog Island at all. It’s irritating.”


  “Me too…”


  The system of the Fog Island in the Behen Archipelago purely depended on luck. It wasn’t easy to use the island because it appeared too soon or too late.


  “I’m worried about Grid.”


  “…Yes.”


  The world thought that Grid was an extremely lucky person. Wasn’t Grid the first legendary class? People appreciated Grid’s luck and assumed he was a person who saved a country in his previous life.


  However, the Overgeared members knew the truth. Grid was never lucky. The question was whether he had been abandoned by Lady Luck.


  “A legendary blacksmith who has bad luck and can’t make legendary items…”


  “Even if he completely clears the Behen Archipelago, what if Fog Island never appears again?”


  “…”


  The Overgeared members were genuinely concerned, while Lauel’s heart ached.


  ‘Even if you have bad luck as usual, keep up your mental strength, My Lord.’


  ***


  The Behen Archipelago.


  “What is this?”


  Grid frowned after entering the 56th island. There were two caves in front of him.


  ‘Why two instead of one?’


  Did he have to attack both?


  ‘The scale isn’t a joke.’


  On the 55th island, level 400 monsters started to pop up. If there were many monsters in the huge caves in front of him, Grid wouldn’t dare to challenge it.


  ‘It will take a long time to deal with those in the cave due to the level difference…’


  As he continued further into the Behen Archipelago, the difficulty increased exponentially. Grid’s confidence was declining when a notification window appeared in front of him.


  [A mission will be created.]


  [56th Island]


  Break through the labyrinth!


  First Clear Reward: 2,150 challenger points. Access to Treasure Island for 3 minutes.


  ‘Treasure Island!’


  Grid, whose shoulders were slumped, instantly brightened.


  ‘Treasure Island, the name is fantastic!’


  A place where legendary achievements were celebrated, the Behen Archipelago. In some ways, it was the most sacred place on the whole continent. A hidden Treasure Island, wouldn’t tremendous treasures be buried there?


  ‘It will be great if I can obtain adamantium.’


  The Holy Light Set that he used since the Pope Drevigo raid was made of the god mineral adamantium. Grid was convinced that he could make huge items if he had adamantium.


  “Okay… I will challenge it.”


  Grid regained his motivation and neared the entrance of the two caves. At the same time, Grid’s body stiffened like a stone statue.


  ‘Eh? I can’t move?’


  It was different from a status condition. His hands were stiff and couldn’t move as a choice entered his view. 


  [Do you want to go to the left cave or the right cave?]


  ‘Ah…!’


  From the moment he entered his island, the labyrinth had already begun. He wasn’t able to move in a direction other than the two options.


  ‘There are no variables.’


  Grid turned his gaze to the rear. He wanted to ask Sticks, ‘What should I do to clear the labyrinth?’ But he couldn’t speak.


  ‘It isn’t just my movements, but my mouth as well…’


  It seemed to be the same for Sticks. He was standing as stiffly as Grid.


  ‘This is confusing.’


  Grid had no experience with labyrinths. The complex structure and traps made the difficulty of clearing labyrinths so high that he never challenged it.  In other words, Grid didn’t have the knowledge to break through labyrinths. It was dark in front of Grid.


  ‘In the end, I have to gamble.’


  Grid thought about it for a while before taking one step forward. The direction he chose was the right cave. The result.


  ‘This is crazy!’


  As soon as Grid entered the right cave, he automatically screamed. It was natural. There were six paths in front of him!


  ‘I won’t be able to pass it like this.’


  Grid was able to get a sense of how much time it would take to pass through this massive labyrinth.


  ‘Maybe I won’t be able to pass it before the National Competition begins…’


  It was the worst. He was desperate. However, Grid had a trump card.


  “Assimilation.”


  Sururuk.


  Grid’s hair became white and his eyes shone like rubies. Did he borrow the wisdom of a sage? No, he borrowed the wisdom of someone much higher than that. Grid was gradually becoming more versatile.


  “Hoh, you thought about using this method to take advantage of my wisdom.”


  Braham used Magic Detection (Enhanced) and walked towards the path with the most powerful and malicious aura.


  After a moment.


  Braham handled the hidden monster and appeared in front of a new crossroads. Then he taught Grid.


  “The labyrinth has a habit of not wanting to miss anyone who steps in it. The closer you are to the exit, the more danger there will be. Use Magic Detection to move slowly.”


  The duration of Assimilation was 3 minutes. Braham gave Grid great advice and then fell asleep. A smile appeared on Grid’s face.


  ‘Thank you, Braham.’


  Thanks to him, Grid got a hint about how to break through the labyrinth and learned new magic.


  [Magic Detection (Enhanced) Lv. 1]


  A magic detection developed by the legendary great magician who has completely overturned the activation formula.


  Emits a large amount of mana in all directions, locating all living things in a radius of 10 meters.


  The higher the magic level, the wider the detection range and the more information that can be seen.


  Resource Consumption: 3,000 Mana.


  Skill Casting Time: 6 seconds.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 10 minutes.


  ‘If I move using Braham’s advice…’


  Paaaat!


  This time, Grid stood in front of eight paths and used Magic Detection that he had learned from Braham. Mana stretched out in all directions around Grid.


  ‘I found it!’


  The strongest aura was felt from the end of one of the eight paths. Grid was sure that there was a monster there. He summoned the God Hands, Randy, and Noe and entered the battle with his full power.


  “Heok… Heok…”


  The monster that appeared in the labyrinth had a level between 400~410. The level difference between the level 306 Grid and the monsters was so great that he didn’t do much damage, while Grid suffered from tremendous damage whenever he received a hit. It was like a boss raid every time Grid encountered a monster.


  ‘The problem isn’t the monsters.’


  The reuse time of Magic Detection was 10 minutes. This was reduced to 8 minutes if he wore Braham’s Boots, which reduced cooldown time. As a result, Grid could only move every 8 minutes.


  ‘How long will it take to break through this labyrinth?’


  His eyes were dark. He was mentally very tired. But.


  ‘I will continue.’


  Labor was a familiar area for Grid. Grid’s grim mentality started to shine.


  ***


  The master of the Yak Guild, part of the seven guilds, was Bubat.


  He was 53rd on the unified rankings. It couldn’t be compared to his 25th rank in the past, but nobody said that he was worse than before. He combined bold judgments and powerful CCs to be called Satisfy’s best initiator. The battlefield was always favorable to his allies when Bubat was fighting in the lead. His nickname was ‘Yak who Promises Victory.’


  But at the time of the last National Competition, Bubat was helpless. He didn’t live up to his reputation and disappointed people. Was it because he was in a bad condition? No. It was because he met Yura and Grid in succession. In the case of Yura, his CC was destroyed by her excellent physical abilities. Grid was too bad because he resisted all CCs.


  Bubat was frustrated because it couldn’t be helped.


  “But I won’t be the one feeling frustrated in this National Competition.”


  After reaching level 300, Bubat obtained many hitting skills. Unlike the past where he relied exclusively on CC, he now had appropriate attack skills. Besides, Bubat was fundamentally a tanker!


  “The biggest beneficiary of the patch is me! Huhuhut!”


  Grid’s legendary skills? 50% reduction in damage meant that Bubat could endure several blows. He would make it became a long battle and eventually break Grid with his high stamina.


  “I will repay the shame of the past while gaining a gold medal for my country, Turkey!”


  “Waaaaaaaah!”


  The people of Turkey cheered at Bubat’s declaration.


  At this moment.


  It wasn’t just Bubat. All the participants from all over the world were confident that they could handle Grid. One patch made a person into a pushover.




  Chapter 399


  “Grid? Certainly, he has grown. I was impressed when I saw the Eternal Kingdom war video.”


  The strongest nation in Satisfy, the USA.


  Thousands of people gathered at a press conference for Zibal. The theme of the interview was the 2nd National Competition. However, most of the questions were about Grid.


  “In the past, Grid played while relying on his items, skills, and stats. Now he has combined it with moderate control skills. Considering his talents, I guess it’s a result of his efforts. I admire his efforts.”


  “You described Grid’s control as ‘moderate.’ Are you saying that it isn’t at an amazing level?”


  “Well… Isn’t it good enough from the public’s point of view?”


  “Then he hasn’t reached the level of high rankers yet. It’s said that Grid’s power will be weakened in the National Competition due to the patch. How do you see it?”


  “I also have the same opinion. If it wasn’t for Grid’s items and stats… He will be very ordinary.”


  “I have a question about that. Is Grid really weak? If his damage has been halved, can’t Grid overwhelm the opponent in two blows instead of one?”


  The reporter’s question caused all the people in the room to laugh, including Zibal. The reporter’s question was very rudimentary. Zibal stopped laughing and opened his mouth.


  “Satisfy’s stats aren’t just attack power and health. Isn’t there also the concept of defense? For example, let’s say my defense is 100 and Grid’s attack power is 1,000. How much damage will I get if I am attacked by Grid?”


  “…Isn’t it 900?”


  The old and retired reporter didn’t know much about Satisfy. He was out of date, and in fact, he hadn’t even been intending to attend this press conference. But a sudden mishap occurred and he attended on behalf of his junior.


  Zibal saw that he was a layman and kindly explained. 


  “No, that isn’t it. A formula is applied to defense. First of all, besides the defense that can be found in the stats window, every class has a unique resistance that is additionally added to defense to reduce the enemy damage.”


  “In other words, this patch will reduce Grid’s attack power by more than 50%?”


  “That’s right.”


  “Then isn’t this patch fatal to other players with low attack power, not just Grid? How will you cause damage to each other?”


  The reporter continued to ask basic questions. Zibal shook his head and pointed to his head and heart.


  “It is to attack the enemy’s weak points. Be faster and more accurate.”


  But Grid didn’t have that type of skill. The old reporter finally understood and sat down to take notes. Other reporters’ questions followed. 


  “Now that Grid’s influence in PvP has weakened, what is your prediction for South Korea’s overall ranking?”


  “22nd? As you know, there isn’t any other talent in South Korea besides Yura. There will be a limit to her alone.”


  “What about Peak Sword?”


  “Of course, Peak Sword is excellent. But his attack mode is one strike. It’s very powerful, but the delay after each attack is long. He’s also one of the victims of this patch. South Korea is tragic in many ways.”


  “What about Russia and Kraugel?”


  “Russia has some great participants and Kraugel is the only competitor I admire… They can easily enter the top 10.”


  “What about the host, France?”


  “They can get at least in the top 5.”


  “The United States?”


  “Of course, we will be 1st. As always, in all areas.”


  ***


  Beijing, China.


  “Hao. You didn’t participate in the 1st National Competition held in South Korea last year. Because of that, China was forced to stay in 7th place. The reason you expressed your intention to participate in this National Competition is to sooth the disappointment of our Chinese people, right?”


  Hao kept his 16th ranking despite the Overgeared members causing a cataclysm in the unified rankings. The miracle of their country was known as a genius of fighting. Whether it was a solo exhibition or team play, he boasted overwhelming stats in PvP.


  Last year, Hao’s vacancy was huge for China, who couldn’t achieve remarkable results in PvP related events. He felt cynical towards the reporters’ questions.


  ‘I want to say that it has no relation to the hearts of the people.’


  Hao was a Chinese person, so he knew them well. If he made a slip of the tongue, he could be kidnapped one day.


  Hao took a deep breath and nodded.


  “That’s correct. Last year, I didn’t participate in the National Competition due to personal circumstances and deeply regretted it. I swear before the spirit of the great Mao Zedong and China, I will lead our country to victory in this National Competition.”


  “Last year, Grid and South Korea interfered with China and rose to the 3rd spot. Now that Grid has been nerfed, will you be able to repay the past disgrace?”


  ‘Grid…’


  According to Lauel, Grid was someone beyond Kraugel. He would dismiss it as nonsense, but Lauel wasn’t someone to exaggerate. It was clear that Grid had something.


  ‘I can’t say anything good.’


  Hao looked around the room. The reporters were staring with expectations in their eyes. Hao sighed and eventually opened his mouth.


  “Whether Grid is nerfed or not, he wasn’t my opponent in the first place.”


  “Ohh!!”


  The reporters got the answer they wanted. It was natural for the people of a great country to win over those of a small country.


  Snap!


  Snap snap!


  Hao’s remarks were written on Internet articles as photos were taken of him. Meanwhile, Hao sipped his cold water.


  ‘It isn’t a lie.’


  The only one better than him was Kraugel. Hao had a high evaluation of his own skills. It was because he was able to tie up the feet of several Overgeared members alone during the Reidan invasion.


  ***


  Paris. France.


  “Bondre, you experienced a humiliating defeat after being logged out by Grid in just 4 seconds. Did that incident cause trauma? Will you be able to participate well in the National Competition?”


  France was a strong favorite in the 1st National Competition. Surprisingly, many experts analyzed that France would win over the United States. But France’s greatest player, Bondre, was torn apart by Grid and everything became a tangled mess. France narrowly settled for second place. 


  Bondre scoffed at the reporters’ malicious question and made a scathing remark.


  “Trauma? That’s something that will happen to hyenas like you. I am a beast of prey. I will never shrink back.”


  “Your confidence is good. But isn’t this patch fatal for you? Your Absolute Zero won’t be able to function properly.”


  France was the host country of the 2nd National Competition. As the host country, the entire nation was hoping for them to win. But the public didn’t trust Bondre. Bondre ridiculed the reporter’s question.


  “You still think that Absolute Zero is my only skill?”


  “…?”


  “A year has passed since the first National Competition. In the meantime, I have learned many powerful spells. In the first place, an ice mystic specializes in defense and utility rather than high attack power. This patch is just giving me wings.”


  Bondre was so angry that he spoke in informal language. He declared to the dozens of media outlets gathered in this place, “Those uncivilized Koreans who eat dog meat, I will shatter them. Then your attitude towards me will change. I will lead France to victory.”


  ***


  Ottawa, Canada.


  3rd ranked Chris was also holding a press conference.


  “Last year, Canada was one of the strong candidates to win the National Competition. But we had to experience the shocking result of not being able to enter the top 3.”


  “This year, the country is hoping for a different result. Chris, do you have the confidence to revive people’s expectations?”


  Please provide a satisfying answer. Chris read the words in the reporters’ eyes and bowed his head.


  “Last year, I was helpless. I lost to Zibal in the boss raid, was defeated by Bondre in the labyrinth breakthrough, and was defeated by Regas in PvP. I want to borrow this place to once again apologize.”


  In fact, Chris shouldn’t have to apologize. Last year, Chris was very cool. He won the silver medal in the boss raid and labyrinth breakthrough, and reached the quarter-finals in PvP. That’s right. Chris struggled against the best players of the world alone. 


  “Lift your head!”


  “You’re our hero!”


  The reporters cried out, causing Chris to slowly raise his head. Then he smiled at them.


  “I will try to show a better performance this year. I am confident of winning against all opponents except for Kraugel and Grid.”


  “G-Grid?”


  The reporters were startled. Wasn’t Grid a victim of the patch? At this moment, rankers and experts from all over the world were evaluating that Grid would find it hard to play a big role in the National Competition. Why did Chris see Grid as superior to him?


  ‘Chris is also a victim of the patch, but…’


  ‘Chris has much higher skills when it comes to the greatsword. He is different from Grid.’


  Chris laughed at the reporters faces.


  ‘I can’t easily beat Grid, who competed with the crazy farmer for a long time.’


  The world didn’t know Grid’s true value. Chris couldn’t comprehend the public opinion, who ridiculed Grid despite all his achievements just because of his normal control. Of course, this didn’t mean Chris was already obsessed with defeat.


  Grid and Kraugel. Both men weren’t easy to beat, but Chris didn’t think there was no chance at all. This was the pride of the 3rd ranked user.




  Chapter 400


  Japan, Tokyo.


  Yoshimura exclaimed under a splendid chandelier in the press conference room.


  “Yoshimura will make Japan the most powerful Asian country!”


  Among the Japanese, Yoshimura was known as the ‘Defeated General.’ His fight against the Korean Silver Knights Guild for Cork Island was a disaster. Then he was defeated by Damian, who was considered a traitor from the right side extremists.


  Yoshimura had once been the 2nd ranked archer, but now his peak was over. Nevertheless, the Japanese still trusted Yoshimura. Yoshimura’s achievements in the past were so great that there were still a lot of expectations. Unfortunately, Japan didn’t have as many talented people as Yoshimura.


  “Ohhhh!”


  “It truly is Yoshimura!”


  The reporters applauded at Yoshimura’s flamboyant appearance. But they didn’t ask any questions because there was no big interest. The reporters were interested in Damian and Katz who were sitting to Yoshimura’s left and right.


  “Hum hum.”


  Yoshimura felt ashamed and sat down. The reporters first questioned Katz, who hadn’t appeared in public for a long time.


  “Katz, I’m looking forward to seeing you after a long time. What have you been doing this whole time?”


  “Bah, what a stupid question. Can’t you tell by looking at the list of rankers? I have been raising my level.”


  Katz was the son of one of the largest conglomerates in Japan. He grew up with everything since childhood, causing him to become arrogant. Due to that, he had a lot of anti-fans around the world. But the Japanese didn’t hate Katz.


  The reason was simple. Katz was one of Japan’s few hopes.


  The third epic hidden class. Blood Warrior Katz, he dreamt of becoming the 1st ranked user and only focused on hunting for the past year and a half.


  “That reminds me, you reached 19th on the unified rankings two weeks ago. At that time, all of the Japanese media outlets reported on Katz’ news.”


  “You must be happy to be the first Japanese person ranked in the top 20.”


  “…”


  The reporters praised him, but Katz was offended. It was embarrassing. A year and a half ago.  He declared to the world that he would take the first position in six months, but he hadn’t even entered the single digits yet. This caused Katz to go crazy.


  19th out of two billion users. It was certainly a huge achievement, but Katz’ pride was too high. Katz wasn’t satisfied at all.


  “What events do you plan to participate in this time?”


  “I haven’t decided yet.”


  “What are you expecting Japan’s ranking to be?”


  “How should I know?”


  “…”


  Based on Katz’ attitude, it seemed unreasonable to ask him any more questions. The reporters were satisfied that photos and videos were taken of Katz and turned their eyes to Damian.


  “The pope is known to have a special relationship with Grid. Will you be able to face Grid as an enemy in the National Competition?”


  It was a question with hidden meanings. Damian chose Grid over his country. Would he be able to face Grid as an enemy in the National Competition? As Yoshimura felt tense and Katz indifferent, Damian declared with a proud expression.


  “I know how to distinguish between the two. In the National Competition, Grid is naturally my enemy.”


  “Ohh…!”


  The questions from the reporters poured out.


  “What sort of events will you participate in?”


  “Any combat related events are okay.”


  “Does this mean you have confidence in battle?”


  “Of course. I am really big.”


  “What are you expecting Japan’s ranking to be?”


  “Hrmm.” Damian glanced sideways at Katz. “At least in the top 10?”


  “Ohhh!”


  Being in the top 10 out of 32 countries wasn’t low. It was likely to be the highest rank among the Asian countries. Damian, who had responded coldly to requests for cooperation from the right-wing groups, was now speaking favorably about Japan, causing the reporters to feel excited.


  They were once again glad that a powerful presence like the pope was a Japanese. But some right-wing media groups questioned Damian.


  “Is there still no play to build a Rebecca Temple in the territories that the Japanese Guilds rule over?” 


  “How about giving healers from the Rebecca Church as support for Japanese rankers?”


  Questions not related to the National Competition started to pour out. Damian was silent. He couldn’t understand the psychology of the extreme right-wingers who wanted one-sided help just because he was Japanese.


  “Tsk, I am building a temple in Reidan.”


  “You really must be a Korean.”


  The moment that the right-wing reporters made the atmosphere uncomfortable.


  “What do you think about this balance patch?”


  One young reporter asked a new question that reversed the mood. Damian’s answer was enough to excite the Japanese people watching the press conference broadcast.


  “It’s a patch to benefit me.”


  Damian had strong defense, recovery skills, and phenomenal buff skills. What person could damage him with this patch?


  “At least in the National Competition, I am invincible.”


  “Waaaaahhhhh!”


  Japan was overturned. The expectations of Japanese people towards Damian skyrocketed. The Internet speculated that perhaps Damian could win three gold medals in the National Competition. However, Damian poured cold water on them.


  “Well, as long as I don’t go against Grid.”


  “…”


  Why? Why did Damian praise Grid so much? The Japanese people didn’t know the details about the relationship between Grid and Damian, so they questioned it. More people wondered if Damian was actually a Korean.


  ***


  Moscow, Russia.


  The press conference held for the participants of the 2nd National Competition.


  “…”


  In the end, Kraugel didn’t attend.


  ***


  Seoul, South Korea.


  “Zibal doesn’t know anything. If he meets God Grid in the same event, he will eventually have to give God Grid the gold medal.”


  Kang Daehan of the Korean Patriotic Association. His ID was Peak Sword in Satisfy and he was sitting in front of hundreds of reporters.


  “And Hao? He doesn’t seem Chinese with how rude he is. Whether God Grid is nerfed or not, he is no match for God Grid.”


  “Excuse me… Kang Daehan, why didn’t Yura and Youngwoo attend this interview…?”


  “Also!”


  Peak Sword didn’t answer the reporters’ questions. It was only 17 days until the National Competition. There was only one reason why Peak Sword attended this press conference despite being busy. It was to refute the words of rankers around the world.


  Kung!


  Peak Sword slammed his hand on the table and shouted.


  “Bondre, the French person who called Koreans uncivilized because we eat dog meat! The French eat foie gras, which is far more atrocious! A pot calling the kettle black. Bondre, I will make you feel ashamed, so be prepared! Understood? Hooray South Korea!”


  “…”


  It was the moment when the National Competition’s press conference was turned into a Korean Patriotic Association meeting. The reporters thought it was silly, but also nice to have a character like Peak Sword in South Korea. He made them feel much better. 


  ***


  As the whole world was paying attention to the 2nd National Competition, Grid was still wandering the labyrinth.


  [You have killed a cavalry knight.]


  [16,112,300 experience has been acquired.]


  ‘Heok… Heok… Wow, I’m going crazy.”


  He had spent a fortnight of Satisfy time trapped in the labyrinth. It was hard to keep moving through the dark labyrinth without knowing how much was left until the exit.


  ‘It might be different if the monsters are weak.’


  The monster that appeared in the labyrinth were between level 400~420.


  It took Grid at least three minutes to hunt one. The monsters were strong. Allowing one attack would decrease his health by at least one-fourth. If he met three or more monsters at once, it was hard to deal with them without relying on his immortality passive.


  ‘If it wasn’t for the immortal passive, I would’ve died and gone back to the 50th island.’


  Just imagining it was horrible. Grid gulped and used magic.


  [Magic Detection (Enhanced) Lv. 1 (93.1%)]


  -The cooldown time is 4 minutes and 42 seconds-


  ‘Sigh…’


  After entering the labyrinth, the newly acquired skill was almost at level 2. It was catching up with the level of Magic Missile. It showed how many times Grid had used Magic Detection, and how long he had travelled. Yet he still couldn’t find the exit…


  Grid sighed and sat down. He would try and use Meditation to recover his health, mana, and stamina while waiting for the cooldown time of Magic Detection to end. But it was difficult to use Meditation since he needed the utmost concentration.


  Grid was able to succeed in Meditation after two minutes.


  [Entering a meditative state.]


  [Increases health and mana regeneration rate by 50%, and stamina regeneration by 30%.]


  [Skill cooldown time will be reduced by 10%.]


  ‘Not bad.’


  At first, it took him more than five minutes to succeed in Meditation. Grid was fairly satisfied with the current speed of Meditation while thinking back to that time.


  ‘The level of the God Hands’ Sword Mastery has gone up by quite a lot.’


  Grid had certainly improved when compared to before he entered the Behen Archipelago. He was proud that he didn’t walk on this path in vain. However…


  ‘When can I escape this labyrinth?’


  He wanted to at least clear it before the National Competition began.  Come to think of it, he should be able to use Magic Detection again. Grid got up and approached the three paths in front of him.


  ‘Magic Detection.’


  Pahat!


  Mana poured out as Grid tried to find life in one of the paths. However.


  ‘Eh?’


  No signs of life were detected anywhere. This was the first time.


  ‘What am I supposed to do?’


  According to Braham’s advice, the closer he was to the exit of the labyrinth, the bigger the risk. But all three paths had no danger, so Grid couldn’t help feeling confused.


  ‘Should I ask Braham for help again?’


  He already relied on Assimilation when he faced a big crisis three days ago. If he waited for the cooldown of Assimilation to return, wouldn’t he need to wait at least six more days here? It was too big of a waste of time.


  ‘In the first place…’ 


  He felt like he degenerated every time he depended on Braham.


  ‘Yes, haven’t I been doing it all by myself so far?’


  How could he overcome this situation? Grid took a deep breath and focused his mind to the limits. Then he discovered an answer.


  ‘Perhaps?’


  So far, monsters were waiting on all the paths he took…


  ‘Maybe I have already passed the labyrinth?’


  It was possible that the exit was right in front of him. However, he couldn’t go back after stepping on a new path, so he was terrified.


  ‘It will produce a much more valuable result than staying here.’


  If his thoughts were wrong and he fell into a new labyrinth, he would just need to find the way out again. Grid raised all his courage and took the path in the middle.


  At that moment.


  [You have succeeded in breaking through the labyrinth!]


  [You have acquired 2,150 challenger points for the mission success.]


  [You have entered Treasure Island (the 57th island)!!]


  [Escape from Treasure Island in the next three minutes.]


  “Ohh…! Ohhhhhh!”


  Grid was extremely excited. It was strange not to get excited as the island full of gold and treasures appeared before him.


  ‘Today’s lunch is seafood jajang!’


  The moment that Grid decided to summon Noe and Randy to get more treasures.


  [Fog Island haunts this island.]


  Treasure Island was covered with a thick fog.


  “Ah.”


  Grid shed tears. They were deep tears of regret.
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  [Fog Island haunts this island.]


  “Ah…”


  Grid had eagerly hoped to encounter Fog Island. It was because he had a lot of challenger points stored that could be exchanged for goods. But why?  Why did it appear at this timing?


  Flop.


  Grid opened his mouth like a carp and sat down listlessly. He howled like a man who lost his country after seeing all the treasures disappearing in the fog.


  “Treasure…!! My treasure!!!”


  Grid had to go through many trials to reach this 57th island. The clone on the 41st island, the golden crowns, the strong monsters in the 50s islands and the labyrinth he just passed. The degree of difficulty for the Behen Archipelago was atrocious.


  How good would it be if Fog Island had appeared in such a difficult area?


  ‘Then I wouldn’t have suffered so much…’


  The probability of missing a bonus stage like Treasure Island would’ve fallen dramatically. But reality was a gutter.


  “Dammit!”


  Grid realized once again. Lady Luck had abandoned him. It was rare for there to be such an unlucky person in the world.


  “Damn!”


  Grid kept weeping. If it was the Grid of the past, it would’ve taken him a considerable amount of time to escape from the shock. But now it was different. His spirit recovered fairly quickly.


  ‘…Still, the harder the island, the better the compensation.’


  Let’s take an extreme example.


  What if Fog Island appeared on the 41st island? Grid wouldn’t have met the clone and never had the chance to learn Linked Kill Wave and Pinnacle Kill.


  ‘Yes, it’s good that it didn’t show up on the 40th island.’


  Grid developed his thinking skills and thought as positively as possible as he got up.


  “It’s enough to get what I want.”


  Grid wiped away his tears and walked through the thick fog. Then after a while, he saw a light. It was the light emitted by the pumpkin-shaped carriage. Grid identified the products on display as he approached the carriage.


  ‘Pass on the hidden classes.’


  Fog Island sold a total of 13 hidden classes. The rare classes ranged from 1,000~15,000 challenger points. Currently, Grid had accumulated 31,001 challenger points and could purchase any of the class change books.


  However, they didn’t catch his attention. Since the emergence of the third advancement classes, the value of the rare hidden classes had fallen. There was no reason to invest points in it.


  ‘Next are the skill books…’


  There were a total of 46 skill books listed. The rating went from normal to unique. In particular, several unique rated active skills boasted outstanding abilities. However, Grid was a legend. He had the legendary skills, so there was no reason to be obsessed with unique rated skills.


  The mastery skills were the exception.


  [Skill Book: Weapons Mastery]


  Rating: Normal


  Type: Passive


  The Weapons Mastery skill is generated.


  Price: 6,000 Challenger Points.


  Weapons Mastery raised the power of every type of weapon. It was the highest mastery skill.


  “I have to learn this.”


  Of course, Weapons Mastery had its drawbacks. The increase in abilities was small compared to the mastery skills that were specific to one weapon. But Grid didn’t care. Weapons Mastery was a skill with fantastic compatibility with Grid, who could use any weapon without restrictions.


  ‘Live!’


  Over the past several months, he had worked hard collecting challenger points. Grid consumed 6,000 challenger points without hesitation. 


  [Skill Book: Weapons Mastery has been acquired.] 


  “Okay.”


  Grid was delighted as he confirmed that the skill book had entered his inventory. He was happy that he got the skill he wanted.


  “Learn it… Hrmm?”


  The reason Grid purchased the skill book wasn’t just to look at it. He planned to acquire it immediately without letting it stay in the inventory for too long. Then he stopped moving as a skill book caught his eyes.


  ‘Magic Mastery!’


  [Skill Book: Magic Mastery]


  Rating: Normal


  Type: Passive


  The Magic Mastery skill is generated.


  Price: 5,000 Challenger Points.


  “Ummm…”


  Magic Mastery? It increased magic power and shortened casting time. Of course, Magic Mastery wasn’t the same as the Weapons Mastery skill that could be learned from a skill book. This was because it needed a magician class to learn.


  ‘Originally, I would have no relation with this skill.’


  But thanks to the Behen Archipelago, he had a chance to enter a new realm.


  ‘I can now learn magic from Braham through Assimilation…’ 


  Learning Magic Mastery wouldn’t harm him.


  ‘No, this is a skill that must be learned.’


  Grid had low intelligence and couldn’t master Braham’s magic. He could only learn the lowest level of magic. But how could Braham’s magic be common? Magic Missile (Enhanced) and Magic Detection (Enhanced) had features that were incomparable to magic of the same type that ordinary magicians had. He had to unconditionally learn Magic Mastery.


  ‘The price is too expensive.’


  It cost 5,000 challenger points. He could buy at least 20 elixirs with that. Braham’s magic might be powerful, but was it enough to give up 20 elixirs? Grid worried about it for a while before deciding. 


  ‘…I will learn it.’


  Grid was looking into the future. He would keep levelling up and increasing intelligence. Then someday, he would be able to learn higher level magic from Braham. Grid bought the Magic Mastery skill book.


  The result.


  Remaining Challenger Points: 20,001


  “Ugh….”


  Grid had over 30,000 points just a while ago, so he felt pained seeing it fall to 20,000.


  But!


  ‘It isn’t in vain.’


  It was a skill book he purchased in order to become stronger. He shouldn’t be sorry. Grid controlled his heart and finally looked at the list of elixirs.


  [Strength Elixir]


  Permanently increases strength by 10 points.


  Price: 250 Challenger Points.


  [Stamina Elixir]


  Permanently increases stamina by 10 points.


  Price: 250 Challenger Points.


  [Agility Elixir]


  Permanently increases agility by 10 points.


  Price: 250 Challenger Points.


  [Intelligence Elixir]


  Permanently increases intelligence by 10 points.


  Price: 250 Challenger Points.


  From a common sense of view, the most important stat for a blacksmith was stamina and then strength. However, Grid didn’t buy elixirs for those two stats. In the first place, his strength and stamina were high enough.


  ‘Right now, I need agility.’


  Piaro had a strength to agility ratio of 1:1 when he was a great swordsman. Grid followed it in a desire to become stronger.


  Name: Grid


  Level: 306


  Class: Pagma’s Descendant


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  Title: …


  …


  …


  Strength: 2,830 (+160) 


  Stamina: 1,306 (+230)


  Agility: 1,836 (+130)    


  Intelligence: 771 (+340) 


  Dexterity: 2,916 (+680) 


  Persistence: 1,102 (+130)


  Composure: 718 (+130)  


  Indomitable: 973 (+240)


  Dignity: 1,626 (+130) 


  Insight: 1,466 (+130)


  Courage: 662 (+130)    


  Demonic Magic Power: 102


  Stat Points: 6


  …


  …


  “I should use all the remaining points to buy agility elixirs.”


  20,000 points was at least 80 elixirs. It meant he could gain 800 agility at once, which was equal to 80 levels. Grid pressed the purchase button under the agility elixir.


  [A consumable item.  Please enter the number you want to purchase.]


  Grid smiled with satisfaction at the notification window and was about to reply with ‘80’ when he stopped.


  ‘…Is this really right?’


  If it was before he fought the clone, Grid wouldn’t have hesitated. Now he was different. He could learn magic due to assimilating with Braham’s soul, and at the same time, he acquired Magic Mastery. Wasn’t it right to invest in intelligence in order to take advantage of this?


  ‘Every time I level up, six points will be put in intelligence.’


  If he gained 100 levels, he would only increase intelligence by 600 points. It was questionable if he could even learn Fire Ball before Braham’s soul left.


  ‘Yes, don’t be nervous and look at the future. I’m not tied to a legend. I will become a myth.’


  He should look at the forest, not the trees. Grid took a deep breath as he recalled Lauel’s saying and opened his mouth.


  “I will buy 40 agility elixirs and 40 intelligence elixirs.”


  Was being an all-rounder bad? Yes, a common all-rounder stunk. There were many people who weren’t strong or weak. But a legendary all-rounder was different. He would be an universal being.


  Grid didn’t have any doubts as his eyes shone brighter than ever.


  ***


  [You have learned Weapons Mastery.]


  [Weapons Mastery Lv. 1]


  * When a weapon is equipped, attack power will increase by 2% and attack speed by 1%.


  [You have learned Magic Mastery.]


  [Magic Mastery Lv. 1]


  Increases magic power by 3% and reduces casting time by 1%.


  [You have taken the agility elixir.]


  [Agility has risen permanently by 400.]


  [You have taken the intelligence elixir.]


  [Intelligence has risen permanently by 400.]


  He gained 800 stat points and two mastery skills at once. Now Grid was much stronger.


  “Let’s speed up the process.”


  Grid was full of confidence as he moved through the gate to the 58th island. The 58th island was a time attack type hunting dungeon. Grid was able to clear it within the time limit due to his increased attack and magic power.


  At the same time, the level of Weapons Mastery and Magic Mastery rose steadily. The level of the monsters was over 400, but the Mastery skills were only beginner level, so the increase in experience was bound to be large.


  Grid was thrilled with his growth.
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  Two months ago, the Overgeared members had difficulty hunting in the vampire cities. But this was old news. The Overgeared members had overcome various trials in the Behen Archipelago and made remarkable progress.  No vampire except for Beriache’s direct descendants could threaten them.


  A vampire city.


  The members of Overgeared, who became stronger in the Behen Archipelago, were massacring the vampires.


  –Kyaack!


  –H-Hiik!


  “…”


  The expression ‘the monsters have dried up’ seemed to be used in this case. Lauel frowned after seeing the disappearing vampires and expressed his doubts.


  “Everybody, didn’t you buy a East Continent Portal Scroll?”


  “Huh? Of course.”


  “After the elixirs and skill books, I used the remaining points to buy a portal scroll.”


  “Then why are you here? Why aren’t you going to the East Continent?”


  Lauel was once known as the hero of the Ten Rookies. If he had chosen a combat specialist class as his third advancement class, he would’ve become much stronger. But Lauel sacrificed himself.


  Rather than enhancing his individual strength, he chose the ‘Flow Master’ class. He could temporarily change the weather and terrain, but his combat power was the lowest.


  “I have been lagging behind for a while and can only hunt vampires, but… why are you raising your level here? I will pass this area by releasing my sealed self and causing bloodshed. You should go on a new adventure.”


  “…”


  Anyway, Lauel’s tone was really annoying. The Overgeared members scratched their heads like they were embarrassed by him and explained.


  “Didn’t we discover the presence of the Behen Archipelago because of Grid?”


  “If it wasn’t for Grid, it would be hard to figure out how to move the East Continent.”


  “Won’t it feel like a mutiny if we go to the East Continent before Grid?”


  “It’s like pouring cold water on him.”


  “…”


  Lauel’s blue eyes shook as he heard the Overgeared members’ explanation. He was thrilled.


  “You were trying to maintain your loyalty to My Lord. Isn’t this good?”


  One of the basic conditions for establishing a strong force was camaraderie. And the Overgeared members already had it. Lauel smiled and proudly said, “How wonderful. Then stop your solo play and join a party with me.”


  “Eh…?”


  “Shouldn’t you be loyal to me as well?”


  “…”


  Party play had the advantage of hunting much faster than solo play, but it also had the disadvantage of sharing experience and items. It was a loss to do party play in an area where the number of monsters was limited.


  But the Overgeared members couldn’t refuse Lauel’s request. They knew better than anyone, even Grid, how hard he worked for the guild.


  ***


  [Your level has risen.]


  [12 stat points have been acquired.] 


  [Six points have been forcibly invested into intelligence due to the influence of the second class, Legendary Great Magician.]


  The 59th island.


  It was a hell-like space where monsters level 420 or higher popped up on a large scale. Grid had to deal with at least three or four monsters that were 114 levels higher than him. It was a desperate situation for anyone, but Grid could earn a lot.


  The 400 extra points in agility and intelligence, as well as Weapons Mastery and Magic Mastery helped a lot.


  [Weapons Mastery level is beginner level 6.]


  [Magic Mastery level is beginner level 4.]


  [The Sword Mastery of ‘God Hand’ has increased to intermediate level 7.]


  [Your memphis Noe has risen to level 202.]


  [Doppelganger Randy has risen to level 161.] 


  ‘It’s hard.’


  It was big. The difficulty meant that Grid achieved a fast and steady growth.


  ‘It would be nice if I had more potions.


  In fact, Grid couldn’t predict that the difficulty of the Behen Archipelago so much. He didn’t have enough potions in the middle of his raid.


  Chaeng! Chaaeng!


  Grid felt regret as he was immersed in battle. Noe and Randy kept one monster tied up, while Grid faced two monsters at the same time. He faced each remaining monster one by one, as blue flames rose around it. He activated Blacksmith’s Eyes, a skill that he acquired through a hidden piece like Item Combination.


  [Blacksmith’s Eyes (Lv. 1) has seen through the target’s item.]


  [You have explored the function of the armour that the Troll Lord is wearing!]


  [Time Worn Leather Vest]


  Defense: ???


  Option 1: ???


  Option 2: ???


  Option 3: Reduce damage of stabbing attacks.


  ‘Ah, I got it.’


  He felt something was unusual when using Kill and Link.


  Chaaeng!


  Due to his rise in agility, he could swing Grid’s Greatsword faster than before. The moment he defended against the troll lord’s axe, he used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Pinnacle Kill.


  Seokeok!


  [You have dealt 90,300 damage to the target.]


  [You have lost 4,500 health due to the influence of Pinnacle Kill.]


  Kiyaaaaaah!


  Trolls were monsters with high health and regenerative ability. Among them, the troll lord was at the peak. But the boss was shaky in front of the destructive power of Pinnacle Kill, which completely ignored defense. Grid hurriedly withdrew from the monster that lost 90,000 health at once and scattered yellow blood.


  “Ah, really.”


  Grid knew that he shouldn’t give a troll a chance to act. However, the troll lord’s blood was highly acidic. Blood sprayed every time there was an injury, so Grid couldn’t easily link combos. He had to widen the distance.


  Kudu! Kududuk!


  The troll lord quickly recovered from Grid’s wounds. It sent Grid a provocative smile. It was like saying ‘you can never hurt me.’ Grid thought it was ridiculous.


  “You aren’t a named boss.”


  What were the four God Hands doing while Grid was fighting?


  Shuuuuong!


  “…!”


  The troll lord’s eyes widened.


  Flashing golden hands came out from a cave and gave a new weapon to Grid.


  “This is called Item Combination.”


  Kuoooooh-!


  It was a blue shark-shaped greatsword with red lights scattered around it like cherry blossoms. It was the beautiful harmony of Iyarugt and Failure.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Linked Kill Wave.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  “Ki…! Kieeeeeek!”


  So what if it was difficult to get close due to the acidic blood? He would attack from a distance. Grid laughed as the troll lord turned to grey ash. However, he couldn’t laugh for long. His skills were on cooldown and new monsters were gathering.


  ***


  [You have entered the 60th island.]


  [This is a save point. Would you like to register?]


  [You have been registered. When you enter the Behen Archipelago later on, you will start from the 60th island.]


  “Heok… Heok… Wow, I thought I was going to fall behind.”


  Grid broke through the 59th island and sat on the ground. He wanted to Meditate to restore health and stamina, but it wasn’t easy to enter the state.


  ‘I can’t adapt to the new skills.’


  The condition to activate Blacksmith’s Eyes was to watch the equipment for at least 3 seconds. Was this hard? Of course it was difficult during a battle. His field of view narrowed and he often missed the target’s movements, exposing a gap.


  The problems didn’t end there.


  ‘The information of the items covers my vision.’


  During a battle, the item information window seriously disturbed his view. It felt like the navigation screen was hidden while he was driving. Anyway, it seemed like he would take a long time to adapt.


  ‘I can gradually adapt.’


  Grid looked at his immediate problem. The islands in the 60s.  Would he be able to progress through here? The difficulty of the Behen Archipelago was amplified every 10 islands. The last island in the Behen Archipelago was the 66th island.


  It was possible to infer that the difficulty of the islands from 60 onwards would be incomparably higher than before.


  ‘Originally, I wanted to clear this place before the National Competition.’


  It seemed to be an impossible task. Grid sighed as he thought about it. Did it read his anxiety? The cooldown time of Assimilation ended and Braham’s soul woke up.


  [Challenge it first.]


  “Braham!”


  Grid had increasingly started to rely on Braham. Grid welcomed Braham’s voice and asked.


  “Do you mean I can win if I challenge the Behen Archipelago?”


  Braham scoffed.


  [You are too arrogant. I said that this is a playground made by Pagma. You haven’t reached Pagma’s full capacity yet and don’t have the ability to clear this place. I want you to challenge it to realize that you are still weak.]


  “…I wondered about this before, but what do you mean by a playground that Pagma created?”


  [Do you know about the original Behen Archipelago?]


  “I heard from Sticks. It was a Hall of Fame that celebrated the achievements of legends and a training ground for current legends.”


  [That’s right. It’s a shameful place for those who are hostile to legends.]


  “Those who are hostile to legends?”


  [Great demons. They saw an opportunity to destroy the Behen Archipelago, which connects legends. In order to prevent this, Pagma installed various gateways.]


  “A space created to prevent the great demons…”


  Grid suddenly felt some doubts.


  “How did Pagma make this space?”


  Pagma was a legendary blacksmith, not a god. He could install various devices, but it wasn’t possible to summon the monsters, reproduce past trials, or clone the contestants.


  ‘It might be different if he was a magician.’


  Then Braham spoke meaningful words to Grid.


  [It’s possible for a great demon.]


  “What?”
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  [It’s possible for a great demon.]


  “What?”


  Pagma was a great demon? It was ridiculous.


  ‘Wait.’


  Grid attempted to deny it when he suddenly stopped. He didn’t know enough about Pagma to judge, and Braham’s nature was also odd.


  ‘In fact, isn’t Braham a vampire, rather than a human?’


  A legendary great magician was a demonkin, so it wouldn’t be strange if a legendary blacksmith was also one. But why?


  ‘Why isn’t it mentioned in the legends?’


  Braham sensed Grid’s confusion and laughed.


  [Aren’t you an idiot, to take my words at face value?] 


  Grid frowned.


  “I have taken the intelligence elixirs, so why are you still seeing me as an idiot? No, what does that mean?”


  [To put it more accurately, Pagma is a human who accepted the power of a great demon.]


  “He accepted the power of a great demon?”


  [Baal.]


  “…!”


  Grid was startled. Did he know the weight of the name Baal? No. It was because Grid felt Braham’s anger. The anger was deeply imprinted in Braham’s soul like an abyss and it slowly boiled up. Grid held Braham’s soul, so he was also angry.


  [Pagma was Baal’s contractor.]


  “…!”


  Grid was once again surprised. Questions filled his eyes.


  “What is Baal’s contractor?” 


  […Hah.]


  It was the first time Grid discovered that souls could also sigh.


  ***


  The 1st great demon, Baal. As the peak of the 33 demons, he reigned as the master of hell. It was easy to call him the demon king. He was an absolute existence that even the dragons guarded against.


  [He is more faithful to his instincts as a demon than anyone else. He is proud, destructive, and does anything for pleasure. Plantings seeds of chaos through contracts with humans is very entertaining for him.]


  “Why did Pagma sign with such a bad demon?”


  [Ironically, he had to borrow Baal’s strength to protect the Behen Archipelago.]


  “Eh?”


  The words were confusing. Pagma wanted to protect the Behen Archipelago from the great demons, so he borrowed the power of a great demon?


  [It’s as you said. Baal likes taunting and deception.]


  “So?”


  [It is irrelevant to Baal whether the target being deceived is a human or a great demon like himself.]


  “…”


  The Grid in the past would’ve been frustrated without understanding to the end. But now it was different. He properly interpreted Braham’s remark using his developed thinking ability.


  “Baal wanted to enjoy the entertainment of protecting the invasion of great demons with the power of a great demon, so he signed a contract with Pagma?”


  [That’s right.]


  In other words, Baal screwed over his own people. Grid couldn’t understand Baal. Braham laughed at his confusion.


  [Don’t look at great demons with the prejudice. Don’t humans also betray and hurt their own people?]


  “But isn’t Baal the master of hell? Isn’t he the king of the great demons? A king sacrificing his servants just for entertainment… I guess there are some.”


  When he thought about it, there were many crazy people in the world. Grid was convinced and defined Baal as a psychopath great demon.


  “Um… Yes, this is why the Behen Archipelago changed in this way.”


  If so, there was another question. Why did Pagma leave the Behen Archipelago in this state? He protected the Behen Archipelago with a contract with a great demon, and then the Behen Archipelago eventually deteriorated and the original function was lost. If Pagma truly wanted to protect the Behen Archipelago, he would’ve returned it to its original state after the great demons were repelled.


  But he didn’t…


  ‘Was there a chance that the great demons would invade again?’


  Or maybe Pagma had no more power left.


  Grid asked a question.


  “What happened after Pagma contracted with a great demon to protect the Behen Archipelago? Did he die? Or is he still alive?”


  [Why do you think he is still alive?]


  “He contracted with a great demon, so wouldn’t his lifespan increase?”


  [That’s a ridiculous notion. The reason why demons contract with humans is to basically take their life force and soul.]


  “Isn’t something strange? Pagma lived for a long time, right? Didn’t you say that he lived for hundreds of years? Wasn’t it because of his contract with the great demon?”


  [You are mistaken. Pagma made the contract with Baal 100 years ago, not 300 years.]


  “…Ah!”


  Grid belatedly recalled that Sticks mentioned the Behen Archipelago being fine 200 years ago. Then a new question arose.


  “Does that mean that Pagma can live for hundreds of years, regardless of the contract with a great demon?” 


  What was Pagma’s identity? 


  “How can a human live that long?”


  […]


  The silent Braham didn’t answer, anger filling him again. Grid’s spine became soaked with cold sweat before Braham finally broke the silence.


  [The reason why Pagma could live for hundreds of years, despite being a human, was because my lifespan was taken.]


  “What?”


  His words didn’t make sense. Obviously, Braham was a vampire. Unlike humans, they had a life expectancy close to infinity so there might be a way to transfer his lifespan to someone. It wasn’t strange for a non-human and legendary great magician to do something that was beyond common sense.


  However, Braham said that his lifespan was ‘taken.’


  “Does that mean you didn’t give it willingly? Weren’t you and Pagma close friends?”


  [What if I was deceived and betrayed?]


  “…”


  He wanted to hear more of the story. Grid was curious, but Braham didn’t want to talk about it anymore.


  [Well, if you want to know more about Pagma, reach the last island. Move to the 61st island. Then after experiencing the difference between your skills and Pagma’s, see if you can challenge it again.]


  What on earth was on the islands in the 60s that Braham was so sure he couldn’t overcome? Braham spoke to the troubled Grid.


  [It is your duty to break through this place, so don’t think about giving up.]


  “I won’t give up, even if you hadn’t said this. I’m just a little worried about how dangerous it can be.”


  [What do you have to fear with an immortal body? As I said repeatedly, challenge it once.]


  It was as Braham said. The Behen Archipelago was deeply related to Pagma, and there was a high possibility that a quest related to Pagma’s Descendant was hidden here. Grid felt a need to investigate the islands.


  “Okay.”


  Grid moved towards the gate of the 61st island with determination. Then Sticks, who had been watching silently, urgently called out.


  “Braham is a demonkin. You must not be misled by him.”


  “I know that elves and demonkin have a bad relationship. But shouldn’t you cool your head? Aren’t you the one who is the most desperate for the Behen Archipelago to be purified? I can also get rewards, so I have to move forward.”


  “…”


  That’s right. He wasn’t someone who would be dazzled by Braham’s existence.


  The enlightened Sticks followed behind Grid.


  ***


  [You have entered the 61st island.]


  Kuooooh!


  An island covered with fire. The lush forest was burning and the river running through it was an ominous red.


  [The temperature is very high.]


  [You are affected by the heat.]


  [Health and stamina are being continuously consumed.]


  [You have resisted.]


  ‘The legendary passive is a scam.’


  Satisfy fully implemented the five senses. Users naturally felt the heat and cold, causing climate to be a disaster to them sometimes. However, Grid didn’t feel it due to being Pagma’s Descendant. He was able to maintain a proper body temperature and play the game in a much more pleasant environment than others.


  “Pant pant…”


  Unlike Grid’s refreshed face, Sticks standing behind him was sweating like a dog. It wouldn’t be strange if he collapsed immediately.


  “If you’re a sage, shouldn’t you have a countermeasure for the heat?”


  “There are a few ways, but I don’t have the materials…”


  “Can’t you use magic?”


  “It’s hard to use mana because of my illness…”


  “…”


  Please don’t die. Grid desired Sticks as a tutor for Lord, so he prayed while moving forward.


  ‘There are no monsters or missions.’


  The shape itself seemed different from the other islands.


  “…”


  Grid crossed the blazing island, looking to the left and right.  His attitude was more cautious than ever. He was extremely concentrated as he prepared for any sudden attacks. However, it was meaningless in front of an strong enemy that couldn’t be defended against.


  Step, step.


  The footsteps moving through the forest sounded relaxed and proud. The owner of the footsteps didn’t seem to care at all that Grid discovered his position.


  ‘Who?’


  Grid turned his gaze in the direction of the footsteps. Then he frowned. He couldn’t see anything because of the smoke.


  ‘The smoke has thickened?’


  Step, step.


  The footsteps were getting closer. Grid urgently pulled out his weapon and was surprised when he used Magic Detection (Enhanced) Lv. 2.


  [No life has been detected.]


  ‘What?’


  There was no life detected despite the footsteps? Grid was baffled, but he wielded Iyarugt in the direction the footsteps came from. But the smoke. No, it was darker than mere smoke and he couldn’t properly see the target.


  Puok!


  [You have suffered 50,040 damage.]


  “Keook…!”


  The enemy had moved? The attack was supposed to be in front of him, but it turned in a flash and struck his back.  Grid’s eyes widened as he lost more than two-thirds of his health with one blow.


  [That’s right. It’s Lantier.]


  Braham penetrated the identity of the enemy hidden in the smoke.
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  “Lantier?”


  It was a familiar name to Grid.


  ‘Where did I hear it?’


  He thought about it, but nothing came to mind. He summoned Noe and Randy, placed the God Hands all over the place, took a defensive position and asked while drinking a potion.


  “Who is Lantier?”


  [Lantier isn’t an individual’s name.]


  Eclipse, the strongest and and worst assassination group believed to have existed more than a thousand years ago.


  [Lantier is the name that has been passed down to the leaders over generations. But there is only one Lantier that I know.]


  Suuuuoh.


  The black smoke started to become thicker. As the black smoke became thicker until Grid couldn’t see in front of him anymore, Braham spoke shocking words.


  [The legendary assassin.]


  “What…?”


  The moment Grid felt astonished.


  Peeng!


  One of the God Hands protecting Grid was struck by a weapon. It couldn’t deal with the shock and went flying. It was the first time that the God Hands had this strong reaction to an attack instead of stiffening. He could infer how high the enemy’s attack power was.


  “Kuk!”


  Grid narrowly twisted his head to avoid the hand flying at his head. Noe hurriedly yelled as he looked at the God Hand.


  “Behind you! Nyang!”


  ‘Again?’


  When it first appeared, it instantly moved from the front to the back. It seemed to have a troublesome skill to instantly appear behind the target.


  “Save me!”


  Once Grid commanded, the God Hands moved all at once and gathered behind Grid. At the same time, it happened.


  Chaaeng!


  The dagger that flew like lightning and tried to pierce Grid’s neck collided with the God Hands instead. A shock wave occurred and cleared the smoke, allowing Grid to confirm Lantier’s appearance.


  ‘Skeleton?’


  That’s right. Lantier wasn’t a human. He had died a long time ago, becoming a skeleton. Lantier was moving with such a body.


  An enemy who competed with the four God Hands with the dagger held by thin finger bones. There was an aquamarine light shining eerily in their eye sockets.


  ‘Undead…! This is why I couldn’t detect it with magic power!’


  [No, the result would be the same even if Lantier was alive. It isn’t easy to find Lantier when he doesn’t want to be found.]


  The basics of an assassin was hiding. They had the ability to erase their presence. Lantier was a top assassin who got the title of a legend, so it wasn’t just at the level of erasing himself. He could deny his existence in the world.


  On the other hands, Grid’s Magic Detection was only at level 2. It was virtually impossible for the current Grid to find Lantier, let alone when he was undead.


  Sururuk.


  The skeleton, Lantier, disappeared into the smoke again. Grid tried to find him using his high insight and the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch. But it was wishful thinking. Grid lost Lantier and asked Braham.


  “Why is he an undead?”


  The answer was simple.


  [Baal’s contractor has the ability of a necromancer. Pagma found Lantier’s body and turned him into a death knight.]


  “Heok.”


  In other words, Pagma was a legendary blacksmith, a great swordsman, and a necromancer?


  ‘It’s a scam.’


  He also helped neutralized the invasion of the great demons alone. Grid felt desperate because of this. If the legendary assassin’s death knight emerged on the 61st island…


  ‘It is likely that other legends will emerge on the 62nd~66th islands.’


  The difference between the power of the previous legends and the current legends was remarkable. The previous legends were regarded as complete, while the current legends were still growing. Grid’s level was low and he hadn’t finished all his class quests yet.


  ‘How do I clear this place?’


  Braham gave hope to the frowning Grid.


  [The undead legends are very weak compared to their complete state. On the other hand, you have me. If you rely on me and keep learning magic, one day you will be able to beat them.]


  “That’s right.”


  Pagma might be a legendary blacksmith and necromancer, but Grid was a legendary blacksmith and magician. He was also qualified to become the strongest, and had the potential to overcome any trials. Just…


  [I just question if you can even learn Fireball.]


  “…”


  This situation wasn’t positive. Then Braham whispered to the frustrated Grid.


  [He’s coming back.]


  It was true. The God Hands that Grid scattered in all directions sensed the enemy and flinched. They were like a spider web. And a spider web was weak. A spider web might be strong enough to hold a small bird, but it was easily torn by beasts.


  Syuk!


  Lantier’s black cloak flapped as he appeared through the smoke. He easily shrugged off the God Hands flying from all directions and broke through Noe and Randy. Noe’s claws tried to slash it, but it seemed like the cloak had a high resistance. Lantier’s dagger was then captured by Grid using the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch.


  ‘Okay, I read the orbit!’


  This was the synergy between his high insight, the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch, and Iyarugt. Grid moved quickly and successfully avoided it. But the problem occurred next.


  Pahat!


  Lantier once again appeared behind Grid and stabbed. Grid wouldn’t suffer from this again.


  “I’m not an idiot who will fall for the same trick three times!”


  Grid had already used the footwork of Revolve and planned to return Lantier’s strike back to him, causing 50,000 damage. Braham clicked his tongue.


  [This obvious tactic is a trap.]


  Chaaeng!


  Lantier was blown away by Iyarugt. Grid smiled with satisfaction as he looked through the scattered red afterglow, only for his eyes to widen.


  ‘Fake?’


  Lantier disappeared like an illusion after being hit by Revolve. He appeared to the side of Grid. Grid tasted a terrible pain the moment he realized.


  Puok!


  [You have been hit by a lethal blow!]


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  “Hat!”


  Grid could only laugh. It was only two blows and his immortality passive was activated. The strength of the opponent was too surreal.


  [You have inherited Pagma’s power, but this is reality. As you are now, you can’t even win against a creature made by Pagma.]


  Why did Braham want Grid to realize his own powerlessness? It was simple. Braham wanted Grid to crave magic. In other words, he would want to grow as a magician now.


  Why? Did Braham want to resurrect himself faster by raising Grid’s intelligence? Of course, that was one reason. Rather, it was more because he believed that a magician was greater than a blacksmith.


  Braham thought it was better for Grid to grow as a magician. But Grid was a blacksmith to the bones. Right now, he was thinking from the perspective of a blacksmith.


  ‘Lantier is strong for a reason. His basic abilities and skills are excellent, but he also has good items.’


  The dagger shone with a white light. Grid just guessed, but it was probably made from adamantium. Assuming that the weapon was made by Pagma in his prime, the attack power of this dagger was probably far superior to Grid’s Greatsword.


  ‘The cloak also has high defense, so I can’t imagine the defense of the armor.’


  Thus, his conclusion.


  ‘In order to beat this place, do I need stronger items?’


  Unlike Braham’s intentions, Grid’s desire as a blacksmith was ignited as he activated Blackening and fought with Lantier for five seconds. The result was, of course, was a total failure. Lantier didn’t allow Grid to hit him once. Noe, Randy and the God Hands were obsolete in front of the legendary assassin.


  [You have died.]


  [Returning to the 60th island.]


  ***


  “This game is truly about items.”


  Level, stats, skills, and magic growth were just the basic premises. Later, when Grid once again challenged the Behen Archipelago, the most important thing to pay attention to was items.


  ‘Let’s assume that the legends on the 62nd~66th islands are also undead.’


  He needed to make items that would be deadly to the undead.


  ‘I also need to make items for Noe and Randy.’


  In retrospect, Noe always used his claws to fight and Randy used the copied weapon. They would become much stronger if he equipped them with items.


  ‘As a bonus, I will learn magic.’


  That would be the icing on the cake!


  “Kukukuk!”


  […]


  Grid laughed because he had tasted failure and frustration many times. This point of view was quite different from what Braham predicted.


  ‘Has he lost his pride after the fight?’


  Braham didn’t know anything about psychology and had this absurd thought. His anger soared into the sky.


  ‘He considers magic a bonus.’


  Braham’s affinity for Grid fell by 2. As a result, Braham’s affinity for Grid was at 68 points.  If the two of them were the opposite sex, it would be high enough for marriage. 


  ***


  It was an joyous day for Reidan.


  Lord Grid returned after a long time.


  “Dear husband!”


  Irene, the heir to the best family in the kingdom and lady of Bairan, as well as Grid’s duchess. She rushed to the outskirts of the city and greeted Grid. She was still bright, beautiful, and lovely.


  “Irene.”


  “Dear husband~!”


  Irene had become more aggressive after giving birth to Lord. She didn’t care about the residents and soldiers watching as she hugged and kissed Grid. Grid was feeling embarrassed when Lauel sent him a whisper.


  –In order to raise Reidan’s fertility rate, you must set an example as the lord. Please share your hot love even more where people are watching.


  “…”
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  –In order to raise Reidan’s fertility rate, you must set an example as the lord. Please share your hot love even more where people are watching.


  Lauel meant to actively express positive affection. A simple example was to stroke her cheek or whisper loving words in her ears. He wanted to engrave the perception ‘this couple’s relationship is beautiful and happy!’ into the public.


  But Grid misunderstood.


  ‘This guy has seen too many Japanese videos.’


  Why would he share a hot love in front of everyone? Wasn’t a hot love beyond kissing? Doing this act in the middle of the city, not the bedroom, and in front of more than 20,000 people? It was impossible unless he was a complete pervert. It was a completely crazy idea.


  –W-What is it?


  Lauel saw the contempt in Grid’s eyes and panicked. It was the day when the pure youth Lauel was labelled as a pervert.


  And on this day. Lauel was disappointed with Grid’s uncooperative attitude and made a pledge.


  ‘I will take initiative for My Lord.’


  Lauel’s project to create a second generation had begun. It was at this time that the legendary ‘Reidan’s Female NPC Strategy’ was written.


  *** 


  It was only six days before the National Competition and Grid was supposed to leave for France in four days.


  Based on Satisfy, Grid had 12 days to spare.


  ‘I must finish all the preparations.’


  Thus, he hurriedly returned to Reidan. Now wasn’t the time to be like this.


  “I love you, but I’m sorry. Please be satisfied with this today.”


  Time was short. Grid saw Irene’s nakedness after a long time and used his hand techniques. After a while.


  “…I love you, dear husband.”


  Grid’s dexterity stat had long gone beyond the realm of a human. Grid satisfied Irene in a short amount of time and left for the smithy.


  ***


  Reidan’s super large smithy.


  Khan and the young blacksmiths welcomed Grid, who had been missing for a few months. Grid observed Khan with the Great Lord’s Sword and felt admiration.


  ‘Advanced level 8?’


  In fact, Grid had thought Khan’s blacksmithing skill would stagnate at advanced level 7. But in contrast to his expectations, Khan was steadily developing. The process of training talented young blacksmiths seemed to give Khan a new understanding.


  “Maybe you have a chance to become a craftsman?”


  “Huhu, you are overrating me.”


  Historically, only 10 blacksmith craftsmen had emerged. Khan didn’t dare aim to be recognized as a craftsman. But Grid thought differently.


  ‘Khan is Albatino’s descendant. He comes from a long bloodline of blacksmiths and has more passion than anyone. If I support him well, he can become a craftsman.’


  Maybe he would be reborn as a named NPC. Grid felt greedy as he headed towards the furnace located in the innermost area of the smithy. A typical furnace was always dirty, but Grid’s was clean. It was thanks to Khan always cleaning it for him.


  ‘Really, I’m touched by that old man every time.’


  His first friend, Khan. He prayed for the old man to live as long as possible. Grid’s eyes were red as he started to prepare the firewood, while the young blacksmiths freaked out.


  “Duke Grid! Let us do these menial tasks!”


  “It isn’t your duty!”


  It was impressive. Two years ago in real time, he had been told by the old blacksmith in Bairan that he couldn’t even cut firewood. Now he was in a position where he shouldn’t be cutting them. He realized that he had become successful.


  Grid laughed and waved to the young blacksmiths.


  “You can go and do your work. Today, I want to go back to my state of mind as a beginner.”


  Grid thought that going through all the blacksmithing processes would improve his concentration. He prepared enough firewood and lit the furnace.


  Tak! Tatak!


  The flames in the furnace started to slowly rise. Grid controlled the temperature of the flames and suddenly laughed.


  ‘If Braham saw this, he would be laughing at me.’


  He would’ve argued that he could’ve raised the temperature of the flames instantly with magic power. But right now, Braham was silent. To be precise, he fell asleep just after using Assimilation.


  Did this mean that Grid used Assimilation recently? No.  Grid hadn’t use Assimilation during the past fortnight. The reason why Braham was exhausted and sleeping was due to what happened when Grid died on the 61st island some time ago.


  ‘I don’t want to go to hell.’


  Grid had used Blackening against Lantier, and was in danger of falling into hell due to dying in the Blackening state. Braham said that if he fell into hell in this state, he would fall prey to the great demons. Therefore, he suppressed the dark gate trying to suck Grid into hell with magic.


  In exchange, a message was added to Grid’s current status window.


  * Braham has 69 days, 9 hours, 3 minutes, and 15 seconds left to restore his magic power and wake up. You can’t use the Assimilation skill until Braham wakes up *


  By the time 69 days passed in Satisfy time, the National Competition would be coming to an end. In other words, Grid had lost a powerful weapon in the National Competition. But Grid wasn’t shaken. He believed he could play a role in the National Competition alone, without Braham’s help.


  ‘I will make that belief come true.’


  He needed items. He realized that there was a limit to developing his control. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t be a genius like Kraugel and the Overgeared members. Therefore, he needed to make the best items.


  ‘Horse knight’s helmet, troll lord’s vest, crying ogre’s gauntlets and golden crown’s leggings.’


  In addition, Lantier’s cloak. Grid wanted to reproduce some of the items of the monsters he met in the latter half of the Behen Archipelago. It was because he needed new, more powerful armor.


  ‘The Holy Light set is really good. But…’


  The Holy Light Armor had a high probability of resisting dark magic, increased the effectiveness of healing magic by 300%, and increased resistance to physical attacks. The Holy Light Gloves raised attack speed and accuracy, and had a low chance of activating the 5 Joint Attacks skill. The Holy Light Crown raised his intelligence and dignity stats.


  Once these three items were worn as a set, defense and health rose significantly. It was why Grid had been steadily using it since level 170. Yes, the Holy Light Set was very good.


  ‘If it was half a year to a year ago, I would still be able to call it a top-class armor.’


  But not anymore. As the level of monsters and users increased, the value of the Holy Light set was falling. He was able to realize it after meeting Kraugel and experiencing the Behen Archipelago.


  ‘The problem is that the basic defense is too low.’


  In particular, the crown and gloves had poor defense. It was almost defenseless. In the case of the Holy Light Armor, it wasn’t bad, but the defense wasn’t very high for armor. If there was no set effect, he wouldn’t have used it from the beginning.


  ‘The 5 Joint Attacks of the gloves isn’t too bad.’


  At this point, the only advantage of the Holy Light Set was for healing or when facing magic. This thought became more widespread after dying from two of Lantier’s blows.


  ‘I have to make an armor set for defense.’


  Monsters easily neutralized his attacks in the Behen Archipelago. He would gather the characteristics of the armor they were wearing.


  ‘First.’


  Grid confirmed that the furnace was at the right temperature and extracted the black iron and ogre blood.


  ‘Let’s make the troll lord’s breastplate.’


  From the time he became duke of Reidan until the present time, he’d earned around 147,000 gold from hunting and various quests. Of course, there was a separate sum that he invested into Reidan.


  In any case, 147,000 gold was approximately 200 million won. Grid was planning to pour all of this gold into making items.


  ‘I will use the finest materials.’


  The National Competition. It was the best stage of Satisfy that the entire world was paying attention to. Grid needed to invest enough to prove his worth on that stage. However, the concept of ‘enough’ wasn’t understood properly by Grid.


  In fact, 200 million wasn’t a big sum. The rankers of various countries participating in the National Competition poured at least billions of won into upgrading items and skill books. Were they crazy?


  Not at all. This was a realistic amount. There were many sponsors attracted to the rankers participating in the National Competition, so money poured out abundantly. Of course, many companies offered to sponsor Grid.


  However, Grid refused. It was because the amount was too small. None of the companies set a high price on Grid, who had been nerfed.  Most companies predicted that Grid would lose his events, so the average value they offered was 300 million. This was low compared to rankers like Chris and Zibal, who had been offered 12 times as much.


  Grid’s pride was hurt and he had to refuse the offers. Someone might think he was stupid for kicking away 300 million because of his pride. But Grid thought differently.


  ‘I will get the best result.’


  Companies that sponsored him would get astronomical results. Grid knew this fact, so accepting only 300 million won would make his stomach cramp with irritation.


  Grid vowed again. He would prove his worth to those who underestimated him and make them shed tears..
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  Scale armor.


  As the name suggested, it was armor similar to the scales of a fish. Several small pieces of iron plates were put on leather straps and then joined together with thick cloth or leather. The range of activity was high because it allowed free movements of the body. In addition, it was good at deflecting swords and other sharp weapons. It had resistance to stabbing and slashing as options.


  But the basic defense power was inferior when compared to other heavy armor. In particular, it was difficult to avoid a fatal injury if the joints where the iron plates were joined together were attacked.


  ‘In the end, the gap between iron plates is the biggest problem.’


  That’s why tankers hardly wore scale armor, despite it being classified as heavy armor. The scale armor had obvious advantages, but there were also obvious limitations. However, Grid thought of a way to overcome the limitations of scale armor. It was thanks to the hint from the troll lord’s breastplate.


  ‘If I make multiple layers of iron plates, I can maintain the advantages of scale armor while covering the deficient defense.’


  Typical scale armor was one layer of joined iron plates. The moment the weapon struck between the plates, the defense was forced to fail. The troll lord’s breastplate minimized this weakness with a double layer of iron plates. Was it possible that blacksmiths had never thought of this idea? 


  No. Existing blacksmiths also knew that multiple layers of iron plates would increase the defense. The reason why they didn’t make it…


  ‘The higher the iron content, the higher the weight and the more limited the movements.’


  In other words, it lost the advantages inherent to scale armor. Heavy and movement-limiting scale armor? Who would want to use it? If it was going to be inconvenient anyway, they might as well wear heavy armor with much higher defense.


  ‘But the items I make are different.’


  Black iron was two times harder and three times lighter than iron.


  ‘I can use this to make the plates as thinly as possible.’


  He would make scale armor that was light and easy to move in, even if the iron plates were doubled or tripled. This wasn’t an easy task. Black iron smelting was seven times more difficult than iron smelting. Even Khan, whose blacksmith skill was advanced level 8, wouldn’t be able to smelt black iron so thinly and shape hundreds of scales.


  However, Grid was different. Grid’s blacksmith skill was legendary level 7 and his dexterity was close to 3,000. For him, smelting black iron was just as hard as ordinary blacksmiths smelting iron.


  ‘I’ll prove why I’m a legend.’


  Compared to other legends, it was true that he was lacking many things when it came to combat. However, as a blacksmith, he could proudly say that he was the best.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  The taste of holding minerals in his hands was the best. The pleasure was greater compared to when killing monsters. Grid’s concentration rose rapidly as he started hitting the black iron on the anvil.


  ‘The width of the iron plate shouldn’t be too wide.’


  The joints between the iron plates increased the flexibility of the scale armor. Grid wanted the iron plates to have a narrow width, in order to maximize the characteristics. However, the smaller the plates, the longer the working time.


  In particular, the number of iron plates increased because he needed to make three layers. It was impossible to make hundreds of small iron plates and join them together, even if it took two full days.


  But Grid was a craftsman. The increasing workload? It didn’t matter. It was necessary if he wanted to make better items.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Small and thin black iron pieces were refined in Grid’s hands. The appearance, size, and shine reminded him of black dragon scales.


  ‘Beautiful scales.’


  ‘The scales are at least three times smaller than the scales of typical scale armor, but the details are much better. The technique of the duke is really delicate.’


  ‘Wow… It seems like he has made over 100 already? How many is the duke planning to make?’


  ‘This would be incredibly boring and difficult work for me.’


  Khan and the young blacksmiths were amazed at Grid’s workmanship and care.


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience skill has been activated.] 


  [Concentration, stamina and defense will rise to the extremes for one hour.]


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath skill has been activated.]


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath has increased the effectiveness of your production items]


  The roosters cried out at dawn. Beyond the blacksmith’s window, the spires of the castle rose in the distance. However, Grid didn’t take a break.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid relied on his high stamina to continue making the iron plates. He devoted himself to work, despite the day passing and it becoming night again. Excluding meal time and sleeping time, he never released his hammer.


  Then two days later.


  [You have successfully made the ‘Scale Armor.’] 


  [The structure is different from the ‘Scale Armor’ on your production list.]


  [Analyzing the scale armor.]


  [The function of your scale armor is phenomenal.]


  [Scale Armor (Enhanced)]


  Scale armor modified by the legendary blacksmith Grid.


  Unlike conventional scale armor, it has a triple layer of iron plates.


  Black iron is used to minimize the weight, and 621 iron plates were made as small as possible in order to increase the range of movement.


  “…?”


  [Scale Armor (Enhanced)]


  Scale armor modified by the legendary blacksmith Grid.


  Grid felt a sense of deja vu from these words. At first, he couldn’t think of anything, but then he remembered.


  [Magic Missile (Enhanced)]


  A magic missile developed by the legendary great magician who has completely overturned the activation formula.


  Yes, it was Braham’s magic. Just as Braham strengthened existing magic, Grid was able to strengthen existing items. At this moment, Grid was able to truly understand why he was a legendary blacksmith.


  [Please decide the name of the item you have created.]


  The system asked before listing the item’s ratings and options.


  “Um.”


  Grid thought carefully and came to a conclusion.


  ‘I made three layers of iron plates.’


  It matched well with the three-layered meat that Koreans were familiar with.


  “Let’s call it Three Layers.”


  It was the worst. Lauel would’ve tried anything to stop Grid if he was present. Unfortunately, Lauel wasn’t here. For the sake of Reidan’s future, Lauel was busy interacting with female NPCs and didn’t care about Grid. It was really a pity.


  [Have you decided on ‘Three Layers?’]


  “Yes.”


  [’Three Layers’ has been added to the list of item production methods!]


  [Three Layers has been completed.]


  [Three Layers]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 721/721     Defense: 1,115


  * 30% reduction in damage from physical attacks.


  * 50% reduction in damage from stabbing attacks.


  * Passive skill ‘Sword Breaker’ will be generated.


  * Strength +50


  Scale armor modified by the legendary blacksmith Grid.


  The 621 small, iron plates made by hand and joined into three layers has ensured a high defense and range of movement.


  In addition, each iron plate has a small groove. If the enemy’s weapon strikes it, there is a certain probability of the weapon being damaged.


  Like the black dragon scales, these 621 iron plates will shine whenever the wearer moves.


  Ogre’s blood was used to increase the durability of the leather straps, slightly increasing the strength of the wearer.


  User Restriction: Level 320 or higher. 1,500 strength. 1,830 stamina. Advanced Heavy Armor Mastery Level 5 or higher.


  Weight: 2,501


  [A legendary rated item was produced, so all stats have permanently risen by +10 and reputation throughout the continent has risen by +500.]


  “Wow.”


  It had been two and a half years since he became Pagma’s Descendant. Not in game time, but in real time. Grid had made a huge number of items in the meantime, but only 12 legendary items so far. He had no luck, despite being a legendary blacksmith.


  Thus, Grid cleared his mind. In the process of making items, Grid didn’t dare think about making legendary items.


  But today. He had a hard time over the past few months due to the Behen Archipelago, and now he made a legendary item after a long time. Grid was filled with anticipation.


  “Finally… Finally, the heavens knows my skills and heart.”


  Being rewarded for their efforts, it might be natural for geniuses, but not ordinary people. No matter how hard they tried, they often didn’t get reasonable rewards. It was particularly bad for Grid.


  But now Grid’s efforts were seeing results. It was a result achieved through Grid’s growth.


  “Okay… Keep this momentum going.”


  Grid was very pleased with the result. The material used for the Holy Light Set was adamantium, so the options and durability were much better. However, the defense of the Three Layers was superior.


  “Next is the helmet and leggings.”


  The balance patch to the National Competition that nerfed him?


  [Grid’s attack power, which is his biggest weapon, is suppressed.]


  Grid smiled as he recalled that headline.


  ‘I’m not a damage dealer.’


  Items were flexible. An overgeared person could be a damage dealer or tanker. In this National Competition, Grid was planning to show off an attack power that didn’t yield to the patch, as well as his defense. In other words, he would be a flawless damage dealer tank that would overturn the world.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  The helmet, leggings, and gauntlet were gradually completed, while Lantier’s Cloak was reproduced through Item Creation. It wasn’t long before he would become a matchless overgeared person.




  Chapter 407


  Cloak.


  It referred to a coat hanging from the shoulders without any sleeves. From a general point of view, tailors made cloaks because the commonly used materials were cloth and leather.


  But blacksmiths also knew how to make cloaks. It was natural. Blacksmiths made all types of leather armor, and due to this they were also skilled at making cloaks.


  Of course, it was a reality that the options and designs lagged behind cloaks made by tailors, since they were specialists in cloth and leather. However, the blacksmith cloaks had better basic defense.


  From that point of view, Lantier’s Cloak was clearly made by a blacksmith.


  ‘The cloak stopped my blade.’


  What was the quality and elasticity of the cloak that it couldn’t even be torn by Noe’s claws? Grid thought about it during his return journey to Reidan. He actively used his knowledge and experience as Pagma’s Descendant, looking at every type of leather. The leather he came up with?


  ‘None.’


  Of course, there were some leathers that were as hard as rocks that were excellent in defense. Typical examples were minotaur leather and blue griffin leather. In fact, they were used as materials for the best leather armor. But they weren’t appropriate as a material for a cloak.


  ‘It’s too thick and heavy. They aren’t soft enough, despite being leather.’


  Making a cloak with it? Rather than a cloak, it was more like a box. There was no utility as a cloak. If so, what was Lantier’s Cloak made out of?


  ‘I bet it isn’t cloth.’


  Pagma had prepared the equipment for Lantier, who became a death knight. Pagma was a blacksmith, so he couldn’t handle cloth at a high level.


  ‘Wait.’


  A smile appeared on Grid’s face as he recalled something. He remembered that with Lantier’s Cloak, the inside and outside were different colors.


  ‘The outer part is black.’


  And the inner lining was red.


  ‘Pagma used two types of leather to increase the defense of the cloak.’


  Once he realized this, he knew that he didn’t have to cling to minotaur or griffin leather. The durability might be lower, but there were more suitable leathers to make the cloak.  Now Grid went through the different types of leather to find a red and black one.


  ‘…None?’


  The black leather wasn’t too much trouble, but there was no red leather. The only one similar to red leather was the pink leather of the lizard queen.


  ‘The lizard queen’s leather is too hard to be used as the inner lining of the cloak…’


  In the past week, Grid had completed his armor, helmet, and leggings. He faced a challenge when he tried to recreate Lantier’s Cloak using the Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation skill.


  ***


  Her eyes were confident and her mouth relaxed. Yura was filled with unique intellectual charm and was the most beautiful woman in Asia. Her hairstyle had changed somehow. Her ebony hair fell down and reached her chest.


  ‘I am ashamed.’


  Yura blushed as she stood in a full-length mirror. The pink flush on her white face was reminiscent of a peach.


  ‘It feels awkward.’


  Her short dress revealed her thighs. It highlighted Yura’s ideal figure. Yura normally wore jeans, simple t-shirts, or suits, so she couldn’t adapt to her appearance in the mirror. She shivered shyly at the thought of going out with her body exposed. Honestly, she wanted to change her clothes right now.


  ‘But.’


  Today she was meeting Grid. In other words, she was meeting Shin Youngwoo. She wanted to increase her favorability with the first man she was interested in. Therefore, she changed her style. It was to match Grid’s taste.


  The problem was her breast size. Didn’t Grid like at least a D cup?


  “…”


  Yura thought about borrowing the power of items, but shook her head. It was a matter of pride. She was already bigger than average.


  On this day.


  “Heok…”


  “…Wow.”


  “I don’t care if I die right now!”


  The men who witnessed Yura on the streets cried out emotionally, regardless of their age. There were some people who vowed never to wash their eyes.


  ***


  Ding dong~


  There were 3 days remaining until the National Competition.


  Someone visited Youngwoo’s house.


  “Ohh~! God Grid!”


  It was Peak Sword.


  Youngwoo frowned in dislike at his loud voice.


  “You’re as lively as ever.”


  “I have to welcome God Grid, so of course I will be energetic!”


  “Ah, really.”


  Peak Sword was like Khan. They were people who had an infinite affection towards Grid. He couldn’t be disgusted by such people. Shin Youngwoo laughed and wore slippers onto the porch.


  “Hoh?”


  Light blue old slippers and a green training suit. Peak Sword was impressed as he looked Youngwoo up and down. Youngwoo’s body was much fitter than it was several months ago. His broad shoulders and thick thighs were very good.


  “Last time, you were jogging every morning. Now it seems like you are constantly working out as well?”


  “I need to be healthy so I can focus more on the game.”


  That’s right. He couldn’t play the game without stamina. In particular, the fatigue of virtual reality games was very high.


  “This is a very good attitude. But what are those severe dark circles under your eyes? Have you been sleeping lately?”


  “I’m making a few items before the National Competition… Huh?”


  Youngwoo, who came out of the house, discovered the car that Peak Sword was standing next to and felt astonished. Peak Sword saw his expression and asked earnestly.


  “How is it? Isn’t my new car very good? It is a rare sports sedan that can stand side-by-side next to God Grid’s 800 million won 13 series. Right?”


  “…Moonlight blue.”


  Youngwoo was paying attention to the color of Peak Sword’s car. It was blue under the sunlight, but black when in the shade.


  ‘Don’t tell me…!’


  The red leather that made up Lantier’s Cloak. It might not be red. After remembering that the 61st island was covered with flames, Youngwoo was enlightened and rushed into his house.


  “I’m going back into the game!”


  “Eh? H-Huh?”


  Peak Sword panicked. Wasn’t today the day when he promised to attend the operational meeting with the participations of the Korean national team? Now he was going to one-sidedly withdraw from that promise?


  “We can work out the plans, but Yura will be disappointed…”


  Yura and Peak Sword were friends since a long time ago. Peak Sword one-sidedly followed Yura after joining the ‘Do you know club?’, but he could still be regarded as a friend. In particular, after their reunion in the Overgeared Guild, they became closer and Peak Sword was able to notice that Yura was attracted to Youngwoo. She would be worried about what to wear today, but Youngwoo…


  “Well, this is fine.”


  This was God Grid, who broke the sky. The only Korean player who could be viewed as Satisfy’s best. Peak Sword didn’t want to disturb him. He respected Youngwoo’s choice, since it would eventually boost the status of South Korea.


  As a result, Yura became depressed.


  “…Youngwoo-ssi isn’t coming?”


  “Ah, eh, yes…”


  “…”


  The finest Korean restaurant in Gangnam.


  Yura, who was waiting for Youngwoo and Peak Sword with the other participants of the National Competition, changed clothes. She put on a white shirt and jeans instead of the alluring one piece dress that showed off her body.


  The men in the room were forced to blame Youngwoo, while the women could be freed from their feelings of self-consciousness. 


  ***


  “Yes, this is it! Why didn’t I think of this?”


  Reidan’s super large smithy.


  As soon as he reconnected to the game, Grid opened the ‘Item Production List’ and cheered. The item he was looking at was the leather armor that he gave to Faker a few months back.


  [Chameleon Armor]


  Rating: Epic ~ Legendary


  Epic Rating Information:


  …


  …


  Unique Rating Information:


  …


  …


  Legendary Rating Information:


  Durability: 390/390     Defense: 539


  * 35% reduction in damage from stabbing, cutting, and throwing attacks.


  * There is a normal chance of disrupting the enemy’s gaze.


  * The effect of the ‘Stealth’ skill will rise.


  * Various resistances will increase depending on the climate.


  Armor made from the skin of the chameleon lord.


  It boasts excellent elasticity and changes color and options depending on the surrounding materials and climate.


  …


  …


  Chameleon. The chameleon was around 2 meters in size and had muscular human limbs. Their leather was very resilient, making them resistant to physical attacks. Their color and nature changed instantly in order to protect themselves from danger.


  It was shown that Lantier’s Cloak could neutralize Noe’s claws and stay in the blazing fire.


  ‘Due to the high elasticity, a synergy will occur when it is attached to other leather. Then wouldn’t it be good to use the leather of the puri minotaur?


  Grid smiled with satisfaction and recreated Lantier’s Cloak using the Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation skill. The result was a great success.


  [Lantier’s Cloak]


  Rating: Unique ~ Legendary


  Unique Rating Information:


  …


  …


  Legendary Rating Information:


  Durability: 153/153   Defense: 206


  * 20% reduction in damage from stabbing, cutting and throwing attacks.


  * There is a 10% probability of deflecting the enemy’s attacks.


  * Various resistances will increase depending on the climate.


  The puri minotaur leather is used as the outer material, while the chameleon lord’s leather is used for the inner lining.


  The chameleon lord’s leather slightly alleviates the rigidity of the puri minotaur’s leather.


  The cloak boasts an unbelievable defense and is especially strong against blades. There is a low probability of blocking the enemy’s attack.


  The chameleon lord’s leather isn’t exposed to the outside, so the effect of disturbing the line of sight and increasing stealth can’t be expected.


  User Restriction: Level 320 or higher.


  Weight: 690


  “Good!”


  This was an excellent protective cloak that all Overgeared tankers should have. There were 10 hours before his departure to France. 


  Grid was becoming a complete tanker. His thorough preparations for the National Competition were complete.




  Chapter 408


  “What? 9 hours?”


  9 hours.


  It was the time it took to travel from South Korea to Paris, France. This was even non-stop.


  “We aren’t riding a boat. Why does a plane ride take so long?”


  “France is at the western end of Europe. It only takes 9 hours because this is a new passenger plane. It takes around 12 hours when flying on an older passenger plane.”


  “Kuk.”


  The road to Incheon International Airport. Youngwoo felt uncomfortable as he rode in a car with Peak Sword.


  ‘Isn’t 9 hours 27 hours in Satisfy time?’


  27 hours was a long time. Based on his level 307, hunting for 27 hours was enough to raise his experience gauge by 1.5%.  What about blacksmithing?  He could use that time to complete Noe and Randy’s items. Maybe he could even enjoy a hot love with Irene.


  He had to waste that time stuck on a plane? It was especially painful for Youngwoo, who used time and effort to cover his lacking talents and skills. It was enough to make him tremble.


  “Anyway, I can just go online from home. Why do I need to gather in Paris?”


  Shin Youngwoo muttered from the passenger seat. Peak Sword couldn’t concentrate on driving and turned on the self-driving capabilities of the vehicle.


  “What don’t you like? Tell me what it is that makes you uncomfortable. I’ll resolve it for you! Ah, are you worried there won’t be any kimchi in Paris? Don’t worry! I wrote out a list of Korean marts and Korean restaurants. If you want, I can even cook kimchi stew in front of the Eiffel Tower!”


  “…”


  Youngwoo was reminded that Peak Sword was someone who grabbed foreigners on the street and asked “Do you know kimchi?”


  “…No, please don’t do that. I just don’t like that I can’t play the game while stuck on the plane for 9 hours.”


  “Ah, I see.” Peak Sword understood Youngwoo’s feelings and smiled. “You’re really diligent. Then should we use Yura’s private plane?”


  “Private plane?”


  “I heard it in the meeting yesterday. There are Satisfy capsules on Yura’s private plane, so if you want to play Satisfy while travelling to France, you can use Yura’s private plane.”


  “Wow.”


  The fact that she had a private plane was surprising, and there was also a Satisfy capsule on it? It was an unrealistic world for Youngwoo, despite being the owner of a 10 billion won building that would be completed in the near future.


  ‘How rich is she?’


  Yura’s astronomical strength was shocking. Youngwoo was at a loss for words as Peak Sword asked again.


  “How about it? Do you want to take Yura’s private plane?”


  There was no need to think.


  “I will.”


  “Okay, I’ll contact her. Yura will be very happy.”


  Youngwoo didn’t question why Yura would be happy, because his head was filled with the National Competition. He was looking forward to it. He wanted to show his worth to the people of the world who kept denying him.


  ***


  “Welcome.”


  It was a long flight to France. Yura was originally dressed comfortably, but she changed once she heard the news that Youngwoo was coming. Her short skirt caught Youngwoo’s attention.


  ‘Really pretty.’


  Like everyone else, Youngwoo couldn’t help feeling admiration every time he met Yura. Hers was a timeless beauty that transcended the concept of race, causing everything in her surroundings to fade away. Jishuka was the only one who didn’t lose to Yura when it came to beauty.


  ‘No, Marie Rose as well.’


  Marie Rose combined Yura’s simple and intelligent charm with Jishuka’s provocative beauty. She might be an NPC, but he couldn’t understand how she could be so perfectly beautiful.


  ‘There is an effect.’


  Yura saw that Youngwoo was staring at her and felt delight. She thought it was correct to choose clothing that suited Youngwoo’s taste. But that joy was brief.


  “Where is the capsule?”


  “…”


  Yura felt ashamed as Youngwoo looked at her chest for a moment before asking. Youngwoo’s taste was firm.


  ***


  Grid sighed with relief as he connected to Satisfy.


  “Hah, I’m nervous.”


  He knew that Yura was pretty from the moment he saw her on TV. But he never saw her wearing these types of clothes. He felt a new charm from the always neat Yura.


  ‘Her body is so pretty that my ideal type might change.’


  That’s right.


  It wasn’t because of indifference that Grid ran straight into the capsule without having a long conversation with Yura. Rather, he was too conscious. She was too pretty. He couldn’t face her head on. Yura was a burden for Grid, who still lacked resistance to ‘real women.’


  ‘What is this? Yura wouldn’t be interested in me.’


  Yura always showed a positive attitude, but it was a type of partnership rather than a crush. He couldn’t misunderstand.


  ‘Why would a woman like that like me?’


  Yura’s perfect man had to be smart, sweet, handsome, rich, and have a good family. As Grid was recognizing Yura as part of a different world, Peak Sword sent a whisper to him.


  –Did you read the article that was announced a month ago?


  –Article?


  –It said that due to reducing the number of participants for each country, the chances of winning medals will increase.


  –I don’t think I saw the article since I was in the Behen Archipelago… In what way?


  –The 1st National Competition had a maximum of three events for one person, regardless of individual or team events. Meanwhile, the 2nd Competition doesn’t have a limit on the number of team events.


  -Team?


  –Boss raid, target match, and siege. The rules of these three events have been changed in order to allow all participants from all countries to participate. That’s why the participants gathered together for an operational meeting yesterday.


  –Hoh.


  A smile appeared on Grid’s face.


  –If I win three gold medals individually and three gold medals in the team events, does this mean that South Korea can win the National Competition?


  –It’s possible.


  -But it isn’t realistic.


  Despite the presence of Grid, Yura, and Peak Sword, South Korea was classified as weak because the level of the other participants was poor. In addition, unlike Grid, Peak Sword was greatly weakened by this patch. South Korea was forced to be weak in team events.


  –Unfortunately, in the siege and target match, there’s no way for us to win the gold meal. But the boss raid is different.


  Peak Sword had been watching Grid all the time. Grid’s harsh raid experience was much more than common users, so Peak Sword placed hope there.


  –I believe that if we support you well during the raid, we can get a gold medal.


  Grid couldn’t understand it.


  –I don’t know the siege rules, but why not the target match? Can’t we get a gold medal in the target match?


  Yura was a long distance damage dealer with her magic gun, while Grid could release Magic Missile with the God Hands. Grid judged that if the two people combined powers, they would be able to play an overwhelming role in the target match. But Peak Sword thought differently.


  –I don’t have the ability to protect you and Yura from the other participants.


  –Hrmm.


  –I’m sorry to be holding onto your ankles.


  “…”


  Grid didn’t like Peak Sword’s attitude. Who was Peak Sword? He might be ridiculous, but Peak Sword was a proud Korean. It was disturbing to see him shrink back like this.


  –Is the damage from the patch that big?


  Grid spoke in a serious voice.


  Peak Sword replied honestly.


  –It’s the concept of my class. My base damage is very high compared to other combat classes, but the delay after an attack is big. If I can’t deal a fatal blow with one strike, it will be counterattacked and I will be defeated. If my damage is halved in the National Competition…


  He stopped talking.


  “Umm…”


  Grid thought for a long time before asking.


  –Is the delay after an attack affected by the attack speed?


  –The delay is reduced if my attack speed is high. But the minimum length of a weapon that I can equip is 1 meter and 50 centimeters, and long swords have a limit on their attack speed.


  ‘That’s prejudice.’


  In the past, Grid had made the Ideal Dagger when he first faced Euphemina in the blacksmith match. It was a weapon with an excellent buff that raised his agility and attack speed. If the options of the Ideal Dagger could be reproduced with a sword, it would be worth using as one of his flagship weapons. However, it wasn’t possible to maximize the effect if he gave the option of the Ideal Dagger to a heavy sword.


  ‘I thought of a longsword.’


  Grid wasn’t in a hurry to make it. Grid had concentrated on producing armor instead of the National Competition was because he was fully satisfied with the weapons he was currently using. In particular, Iyarugt’s experience was at 83%, so it was likely that it would grow to a legendary level during the National Competition. PvP weapon experience gain was similar to PvE experience gain.


  ‘I don’t think I will lack attack power, because I also have Item Combination.’


  But wouldn’t it be better to be properly prepared? He should speed up the production of the Ideal Long Sword.


  –I will be working on a sword until we get to Paris.


  –Sword? F-For me?


  –Don’t get me wrong. It isn’t just for you. Now get the materials I need.


  –Yes, I understand! I will acquire them for you now!


  Just like Grid upgraded his items before the National Competition, the members of Overgeared also wanted to upgrade their items. But they didn’t ask Grid because they were likely to be his enemies in the National Competition.


  Grid also knew this fact, but Peak Sword was different. At the very least, he would be an ally in the team event.


  “I should increase the power of the same side.”


  People who played the game knew this feeling.




  Chapter 409


  Paris, Charles de Gaulle International Airport.


  It was one of the busiest airports in Europe, with around 530,000 planes landing and taking off every year. It was always bustling with people. It was good to see it crowded.


  “It was large and scary.”


  Korea’s national team descended from Yura’s private plane and entered the 2E terminal. Their mouths dropped open as they saw the interior.


  “Doesn’t it seem bigger than Incheon Airport?”


  “That’s right. It’s two times bigger than Incheon National Airport.”


  “Wow, look at the map. It takes an hour to walk to the nearest exit.”


  Yura explained to the astonished group.


  “Don’t worry. We can catch a bus.”


  Yura was the best beauty and ranked 5th in the unified rankings, so she had always been an object of interest and was invited to many countries. This was already her 9th visit to Paris. She was familiar with the landscape, and after following her, the group of people walked 20 minutes to a bus stop and boarded a bus. 


  Due to his habit from his school days, Youngwoo sat directly behind the driver’s seat and sighed.


  “Are we moving to the city with this bus?”


  He was worried about moving through a large airport, so he was glad that they could move relatively comfortably. Yura spoke shocking words to the relieved Youngwoo.


  “This is the airport shuttle bus.”


  “Airport shuttle…?”


  “Yes, we will take this to the nearest taxi stop and take a taxi to the city.”


  “…”


  The airport was enough to make a person tired. Youngwoo looked out the window and pledged not to visit Paris again. Paris was one of the world’s top tourist destinations, but Satisfy had a lot more beautiful spots. Therefore, he didn’t feel any inspiration.


  On the other hand, Yura was sitting next to Youngwoo and smiling softly. Youngwoo’s forearms were now solid and burly, different from when they first met. It was a pleasant and reassuring sight.


  ‘Why is she sitting next to me when there are plenty of empty seats?’


  It felt good to touch Yura’s soft skin. From the side, her nose was as beautiful as a sophisticated artwork. There were no spots on her white skin, making her look like a pure snow field.


  Thump thump thump thump.


  Youngwoo’s heart started beating faster as he became conscious of Yura.


  ‘Remain calm, calm.’


  The nervous Youngwoo formed tight fists. He was worried about what might happen if he moved a finger by mistake and touched Yura’s body.


  ***


  The Korean team travelled 40 minutes by taxi from Charles de Gaulle airport and arrived at their hotel.


  Shang X Lila Hotel. It was a 5 star hotel located 600 meters from the Eiffel Tower. The luxurious interior was reminiscent of a palace from medieval times, and the guest rooms had a view of the Eiffel Tower and Montmarte.


  “Furthermore, the restaurants in this place made it into the Michelin Guide?”


  “The rate for the rooms is probably ridiculously expensive.”


  “I heard that the cheapest room rate is 2 million won per night, while the expensive rooms are priced at 30~40 million won.” 


  “30~40 million? F-For one day…?”


  “Yes.”


  “…”


  A total of 224 people were participating in the 2nd Satisfy National Competition. The S.A. Group provided accommodations at 5 star hotels for all of them. It was for 16 days.  Indeed, this was the power of the world’s number one group.


  ‘It would’ve been great if Sehee could participate in this tournament.’


  Youngwoo admired the luxurious room assigned to him and was reminded of his sister Sehee. He imagined how delighted Sehee would be to see this place.


  ‘Well, there’s no urgency. I will be with her starting from next year’s National Competition.’


  Currently, Sehee was a student. She had little time to play Satisfy because of her studies, and her level was low, so she couldn’t participate in the National Competition. But it would be different starting next year. Sehee had a good understanding of the value of Satisfy and her Saintess class. Therefore, she was planning to concentrate on Satisfy after she entered university.


  “By the way, what are these clothes?”


  Youngwoo frowned as he unpacked his clothes. It wasn’t the training clothes and slippers that he normally wore. Instead, there were sneakers, slacks, cotton shirts, and jeans. There were even nice shoes.


  ‘You want me to wear something like this?’


  Youngwoo dressed just for convenience. Style? He had no interest in that. 


  He was traumatized by being ignored by his first love Ahyoung after wearing fashionable clothes to pursue her, and he didn’t pay attention to fashion after that. In particular, he hated the cramped nature of the collared shirts.


  Sehee knew these tendencies and still packed these clothes?


  “Sehee, this girl…”


  She pretended that she wanted to pack because he would be gone for a while, but it was just a trick? Youngwoo complained as he showered and changed clothes.


  He selected one of the coordinated sets that Sehee had arranged from 1 to 19. He chose the 1st set because it had number 1 on it. Today was his first day in Paris. He would wear set 2 on the next day.


  [Roll your shirt up to your elbow and tuck it in your pants! Wear this watch!]


  “…Wow, the man who will be her husband later on will really be tired.”


  Youngwoo checked the note that Sehee left and dressed according to the contents of the note. He stood in front of the mirror and his eyes widened.


  ‘Don’t I look very handsome?’


  In the past, Youngwoo had heard many times that he was ugly. The protruding cheekbones, high T zone, and eyes without double eyelids gave him an overall nervous impression.  His skin was rough and his shoulders were hunched over, so he gave off a bad impression.


  But in the past year and a half, Youngwoo had gained weight and trained his body through exercise. His features also matured as he got older and his skin care was good compared to the past.


  No, even if he didn’t compare to the past, he looked good when compared to the average Korean male. His high T zone and filled up cheeks emanated a Western charm, while his wide shoulders accentuated his masculinity. In particular, his eyes were sexy to women.


  Due to Sehee’s styling, Youngwoo was able to show off his charms.


  Knock knock.


  Youngwoo was staring blankly in front of a mirror and became astonished at the sound of knocking.


  “Come in.”


  “Are you ready?”


  Peak Sword came into the room and felt amazed.


  “Ohu, you’re dressed properly for once.”


  Peak Sword raised his thumb. Youngwoo felt better and left the room. The two people headed to the ground floor of the hotel, where the press conference would be held. The US, British, and Turkish teams, who were also staying at the same hotel, were seated already.


  “Grid!”


  Regas waved from where he was sitting as the representative of the British team. On the other hand, the US team leader Zibal was indifferent to Youngwoo, and Bubat, the Turkish representative, was staring at Youngwoo.


  “Huh? I’m South Korea’s representative?”


  He was confused when he saw ‘Shin Youngwoo’ as the Korean team leader and Yura belatedly explained.


  “We decided that at the meeting.”


  “Why? Heok.”


  Youngwoo swallowed his breath at Yura’s appearance. Yura appeared wearing a dress, looking like the goddess of beauty had descended. Youngwoo couldn’t take his eyes off the neckline that was revealed by her tied up hair.


  “You are the strongest among us, and aren’t you also the master of Overgeared? Who else would be the representative?”


  ‘Do I have leadership?’


  As the master of Overgeared, all he did was make items and hunt. Youngwoo wasn’t convinced, but Yura’s evaluation was different. During the Elfin Stone raid, Youngwoo showed unexpected leadership that minimized the damage to his colleagues.


  Yura was very appreciative of Youngwoo’s potential as the leader, so she aimed to train this potential in the National Competition.


  “Yes… Eh… Um…”


  Youngwoo was swayed by the unexpected praise and Peak Sword pushed him.


  “What? Everybody is waiting for you, God Grid.”


  “Kuk.”


  In the end, Youngwoo sat in the seat of the Korean team’s representative. At that moment.


  ‘His expression changed?’


  The hundreds of reporters and staff gathered at the meeting place were surprised at the same time. Youngwoo’s silly expression changed as soon as he sat down. His eyes gazed sharply as hundreds of eyes focused on him.


  “Sorry I’m late. I am Shin Youngwoo, also known as Grid, the Korean team’s representative.”


  An ordinary person would be nervous in front of the public. It was hard to maintain their spirit while being burdened by the many gazes focused on them. Especially the Youngwoo of the past. 


  He lacked confidence, so he had trouble communicating with someone in front of his eyes. He always looked at the ground. But he had developed since starting Satisfy. He realized his value and found his confidence. He became familiar with the public gaze as duke, hero of the kingdom, and head of Overgeared.


  Grid was the leader of more than 20,000 people and hundreds of guild members.  How could he shrink back in front of hundreds of journalists? It was impossible.


  “Is this a live broadcast? I would like to say hello to all the people who are watching me right now.”


  Relaxed eyes and stable intonation. It was incomparable to the Youngwoo from the 1st National Competition.


  “God Grid, this is why I decided to follow you.”


  Peak Sword knew how rare it was for a person to grow and change quickly. Peak Sword once again felt inspired to follow Youngwoo.


  “Great.”


  Today, from Youngwoo’s style to his attitude, everything was Yura’s favorite. On the other hand, the Korean people watching the press conference live on TV and on the Internet were impressed.


  “Was Grid’s personality always so intense?”


  “Last year, he seemed like a child, but now he clearly isn’t.”


  “Doesn’t he look handsomer than before? Plastic surgery?”


  “How is that plastic surgery? He used to look like that from the beginning, but it was just his style. You should go in front of a mirror and look at yourself. You look stupid.”


  “I think he did a lot of exercise.”


  “A diamond in the rough…”


  Satisfy had a culture beyond a simple game. And the representative of Satisfy in South Korea was Grid.


  Ttiring~


  Ttiring~


  The rankings of the search portals were renewed about Grid. Youngwoo’s parents watching the TV in their vegetable store was also impressed.


  “Our son has become more dependable… Our son is the representative of South Korea for two consecutive years…”


  “We gave birth to such a good son. Right?”


  The National Competition hadn’t even started yet. However, Youngwoo had already become prominent. Not as Grid, but as ‘Shin Youngwoo.’


  One foreign reporter didn’t like it and threw a provocative question at him from the beginning.




  Chapter 410


  “Mr. Grid, you didn’t fight back despite the one-sided damage caused by this patch. Are you admitting that it’s reasonable for you to be nerfed?”


  Last year, Grid was able to play a role in the National Competition due to his class and items. The result wasn’t due to Grid’s skills. This patch was to eliminate that unreasonable thing, so even Grid couldn’t complain if he had a conscience.


  The reporter interpreted it this way according to his taste.


  From Youngwoo’s position, it was an unpleasant attitude. He had great pride in himself, so if it was one year ago, he would’ve immediately become angry at the reporter. He would’ve snapped angrily.


  But now Youngwoo didn’t do that. He represented Overgeared and South Korea, and this press conference was a live world stage. Therefore, Youngwoo took a deep breath and watched the reporter. The ID hanging from the reporter’s chest had their name, the name of their media company, and their country.


  ‘French.’


  One of the candidates to win in the 1st National Competition. The French pointed out Bondre as the person to win the championship for their country. However, Bondre was defeated in four seconds after meeting Youngwoo in PvP. This shocking disgrace moved France further away from the championship.


  The antagonism that originated at that time, as well as vigilance and anxiety that the same thing might occur this time, dominated the French reporter. The enlightened Youngwoo felt more sympathetic towards the reporters.


  ‘His self-esteem is low.’


  Just like Youngwoo in the old days. As a strong winner, Youngwoo was able to respond to the reporter in a calm tone.


  “Everyone seems to have misunderstood. I’m not a victim of this patch.”


  “Huh?”


  The French journalist was embarrassed and the audience was agitated.


  A confused Chinese reporter asked.


  “Mr. Grid, isn’t your greatest strength your unbeatable attack power? Due to this patch, you lost that strength and will inevitably be in a disadvantageous position in PvP. Compared to the other rankers, isn’t your control relatively lacking?”


  “Why is my strength seen as attack power?”


  “You’re the one who logged out Hurent of the United States in just 5 seconds and Bondre of France in just 4 seconds. Attack power is naturally your greatest strength.”


  “Hrmm.”


  A smile appeared on Youngwoo’s face. The people watching the broadcast and the reporters couldn’t understand the meaning of this smile. But Yura, Peak Sword, and Regas knew the meaning of Youngwoo’s smile.


  ‘It’s ridicule.’


  ‘How absurd.’


  ‘The worst personality.’


  Youngwoo enjoyed the questions spreading through the reporters and opened his mouth.


  “You are pure.”


  “Yes?”


  Suddenly calling them pure? That smile seemed to be laughing at them. Youngwoo asked a Chinese reporter who had an unpleasant expression on his face.


  “What is the source of my strong attack power?”


  “It’s obviously your strong items.”


  “In other words, the power of items. That is the right answer.”


  “…?”


  Youngwoo explained to the bewildered reporter.


  “My strength isn’t attack power, but items. And items aren’t just limited to weapons.”


  “…!”


  The eyes of the Chinese reporter widened. He understood the meaning of Youngwoo’s words. Youngwoo turned his gaze away from the reporters and declared towards the camera.


  “If I can’t reproduce the strongest attack power because of the patch, then I will show the strongest defense. I will thoroughly use this patch to look much better than last year.”


  The nerf sniping at him? He would easily pass through it.


  “Pfft!”


  The reporters laughed. Youngwoo’s words were too ridiculous.


  “The blacksmith class is known to have low defense and because of the inherent limit of production classes, I don’t think a legendary blacksmith will be much different.”


  “I’ve never seen you use defensive skills.” 


  “It’s common sense that you can’t play as a tanker by just relying on armor, without any defense skills?”


  “You might’ve overcome the limitations of your class with items during the 1st National Competition, where there were only second advancement users, but this year will be different. Other participants have grown stronger by leaps and bounds.”


  “Mr. Grid, you are too obsessed with items.”


  The reporters weren’t wrong. The reporters were experts in Satisfy and had a basis for their words. However, the problem was that Youngwoo was a special case.


  “You will soon see. Ah, I will tell you this ahead of time.”


  Youngwoo scanned Zibal and Bubat with ridicule.


  “I don’t think anyone who participates in this competition isn’t equipped with items. The high rankers received a lot of money from sponsors, so it is irresponsible if they don’t have good items. Don’t use bad items as an excuse later on if you have a conscience.”


  The tone was provocative.


  Bubat responded to the taunt.


  “Aren’t you the one who relies on items? Don’t speak nonsense! I bet that this year, you will earn 0 gold medals!”


  Zibal was the same.


  “A person who only relies on items is saying this… I guess there isn’t a lot of talent in South Korea. There is a rumor that Yura, who disappeared from the rankings after obtaining a hidden class, isn’t as good as before. Well, I think it is good enough for South Korea to maintain a low profile in this competition.”


  After that, the reporters didn’t ask Youngwoo anymore questions. It was an attitude like they were no longer interested in South Korea. Thus, a Korean reporter asked Youngwoo a new question.


  “Grid, do you plan to participate in the blacksmith production competition? As a legendary blacksmith, you will surely get a gold medal if you participate.”


  The reporter wanted to show to the world that Korea could also get a gold medal. The international reporters read his intentions and stiffened.


  “A gold medal doesn’t have the same value.”


  “Winning a gold medal in a non-popular event isn’t a big story.”


  “So what… Whether it is a gold medal in a popular or non-popular event, it still shows in the score. It looks like South Korea won’t leave completely empty.”


  “No, that’s wrong as well. Have you seen the performance of the items made by the top ranking blacksmiths lately? There’s no guarantee that Grid can get a gold medal, even if he’s a legendary blacksmith.” 


  “…”


  The Korean reporter’s face reddened with shame as the reaction was different than what he thought. It was a fact that anyone knew, but most of the Korean people watching the press conference were angry at the insult.


  Knowing this, Youngwoo abandoned his patience and revealed a bit of his true nature. He would give a thrill to the Korean citizens, as well as enhance the image of himself and Overgeared.


  “If I participate in the blacksmith competition, isn’t this too unfair?”


  “…?”


  It was natural for blacksmiths to participate in the blacksmith competition. But it was too unfair? Grid was extremely arrogant. Just because he was a legend, he assumed that all blacksmiths were below him. It was a higher assessment of himself than necessary.


  In front of the frowning reporters, Youngwoo raised five fingers.


  “This is the minimum number of gold medals South Korea will be able to win in this National Competition without me participating in the blacksmith tournament. Expect it.”


  “What…?”


  Everyone was silent from the crazy nonsense.


  ***


  [Grid, he declared that he will win at least 5 gold medals.]


  [Grid won’t participate in the blacksmith competition. Can South Korea win a gold medal?]


  [The importance of representatives… South Korea will suffer a great disgrace due to Grid’s arrogance.]


  The media headlines of each country were dominated by Grid. On the other hand, there were only a few small articles about the 2nd ranked Zibal.


  “Grid, this guy…”


  Originally, he was supposed to be the main character of the press conference, but that changed due to Grid. His ego was badly hurt as he threw the newspapers to the side with a red face. Then he asked the young man with silver hair who was enjoying his tea.


  “What do you think are the five events Grid is talking about?”


  “Boss raid, target match and siege.”


  “What? The team events?”


  “And all other combat-related individual events.”


  “…”


  Lauel, the youth with silver hair drinking expensive black tea, just spoke ridiculous words. He was the chief of staff of Overgeared and Grid’s chief aide, the person closest to Grid. Still, he was from the United States.


  “I knew that Grid was arrogant, but this… Does he really believe that he’s the strongest?”


  No, Grid always thought he was lacking. That’s why it was scarier.


  ‘He’s someone who has already broken the sky above the sky.’


  Lauel shook his head and explained.


  “Grid said this based on his skills.”


  “Ah, really?”


  Zibal thought it was absurd.


  “How can you evaluate Grid’s skills so highly? Now that the average stats of users are going up and the value of items is decreasing, why are you so obsessed with Grid, who has nothing except for items?”


  “Hahat!”


  Lauel burst out laughing and swept back his hair. He covered half of his face with one hand, his blue eyes peeking out from the gap in the fingers.


  “This is why I don’t appreciate you, Zibal. Your zeal to judge people and circumstances based on prejudices just proves your limitations. The brightest moment for you is the present, not the future.”


  Zibal’s face turned completely red as he shook. He tried not to get angry at Lauel, who was disparaging him. Then Lauel spoke some shocking words.


  “Tomorrow, in the target match, the US is looking for a silver medal.” 


  “What?”


  It was natural that the US would win gold at team events. The US team’s overall ability was high when taking into consideration the average level, equipment, and skills of the participants. Yet they were looking at a silver medal?


  Lauel continued to speak nonsense.


  “When I pierce through the world with my eyes, the winner of the gold medal is South Korea.”


  Kung!


  Zibal pounded on the table, standing up and glaring at Lauel.


  “I know that you’re loyal to Grid… But keep in mind that your country is always your priority. You are Grid’s enemy in the National Competition. Don’t mislead your allies and encourage confusion with your words.”


  “I will keep that in mind.”


  Lauel laughed excitedly, like this was refreshing. Zibal hurriedly left this place. It was because he would crush Lauel’s pretty face if he stayed any longer.


  And the next day. After the grand opening ceremony, which was much bigger than the 1st National Competition, the first scheduled event began. It was the target processing match. The rules were simple.


  The S.A. Group designated 21 uninhabited islands for this National Competition. The representatives of 32 countries would be on the uninhabited island called ‘Tira.’ Each representative had to destroy small targets 5cm in diameter that were moving at a speed of 40m per second. Each target would give points, and the representatives could be attacked and logged out.


  Destroying one target gave one point, and no additional points were gained by logging out another user. The country that earned a total of 400 points first would win.


  『 Which country will be the first to win 400 points in this match? 』 


  -Waaahhhhhhhh!


  Hundreds of thousands of spectators cheered in the Stade de France National Stadium as the host raised the atmosphere. Among them, very few people were paying attention to South Korea.


  Despite Grid’s declaration at the press conference, almost no one predicted that South Korea could win a medal at the team events.


  But let’s go back to the situation from the beginning.


  Peng!


  Pepepepeng!


  White flashes emerged from four golden hands shining brilliantly under the sun. At the same time as the signal to start the match, the small targets were destroyed. The speed was fast enough to be unmatched by other teams.


  “Stop him!”


  The bewildered representatives from all over the world surrounded Grid.


  “Linked Kill Wave.”


  Grid used his strongest skill while feeling thankful to the enemies coming at him all at once. The result? Silence filled the agitated Stade de France National Stadium.




  Chapter 411


  One hour before the start of the opening event, in the Korean team’s waiting room.


  Peak Sword was pointing at 11 areas on a map of Tira.


  “The target processing will be very crowded because everybody from 32 countries is participating.”


  A huge 224 people were divided into 32 teams to compete. Enemies would be present in all directions.


  “The team that stands out too much is likely to be attacked. We should first focus on securing terrain favorable to taking care of the targets.”


  Yura’s marksmanship was optimized for targeting. But if she focused on destroying the targets, it was likely to raise the alertness of the other teams. Peak Sword decided that it wasn’t too late to start the target processing after leaving the center of the battlefield and finding a suitable spot.


  Park Jonghwa checked the points on the map and was puzzled.


  “Why are they hills and rivers?”


  Park Jonghwa was a level 235 archer. It was 39 levels lower than the average level of the participants in the National Competition, but he was the top ranker in the Korean team after Peak Sword, Yura, and Grid.


  He was a famous miser who always smoked and left his wallet at home when meeting friends, but he was quite good as an archer. From his point of view, the areas marked by Peak Sword weren’t very appealing.


  “Wouldn’t it be better to occupy the highlands? It’s easy to shoot the targets and snipe enemies.” 


  “The higher the terrain, the more noticeable we are to other teams. We won’t be able to occupy it for long.”


  Peak Sword realistically analyzed the power of the South Korean team. Apart from Grid and Yura, it was true that the average stats of the members was weaker than other teams. It was right to be extremely careful.


  “…”


  Park Jonghwa couldn’t say anything further. His pride was strong, so he didn’t like this opinions being ignored.


  “It’s easy to build a barrier on a hill or river. Compared to the highlands, the competition to occupy them will be lower. I think it’s good.”


  The level 233 tanker, Kyunghoon, responded positively to Peak Sword. The level 220 magician Sumin and level 191 tailor Jinhee also agreed.


  Since the most important Grid and Yura had nothing to see, they decided to go with Peak Sword’s plan.


  Peak Sword pointed to Area B among the 11 areas.


  “This point is particularly good. It’s deep in the forest and optimized for people to act secretly. As soon as the target processing starts, we’ll move to the northern forest, avoiding the enemy’s gaze and securing Point B. Then Jinhee will unfold his defensive tent and…”


  “Wait.”


  The silent Grid finally opened his mouth. Everyone’s eyes focused on him.


  “Is there a problem?”


  Peak Sword glanced at Grid. Grid and Yura recommended that he act as the operations manager in this National Competition, but Grid had the final say on plans. This was the authority and responsibility of the captain.


  “At first, I thought it was a good plan. But as I heard more, I noticed something strange.”


  “What is strange?”


  Peak Sword couldn’t easily understand Grid’s thoughts.


  Grid told him. 


  “Avoid conflicts with enemies and build up a base before aiming for the targets? Can we get a gold medal with such relaxed actions?


  “Gold medal…?”


  Jonghwa, Kyunghoon, Sumin, and Jinhee looked surprised at the words. South Korea, the team with the lowest average level and power, they would win a gold medal at the team events? It was only a dream. They thought Grid was joking.


  However, Grid was serious.


  “Don’t we need to obtain 400 points first to win the gold? Why are you wasting time camping? Meanwhile, the other teams will raise their scores by a significant amount. Just focus on taking care of the targets from the beginning.”


  Park Jonghwa frowned.


  “Do you plan to start a full-scale war with the enemies? It’s just a path to self-destruction. Grid, you might be strong, but the four of us aren’t. With our specs, it’s impossible to compete 1-on-1 with the representatives from other countries. It’s a team event, so you have to consider the average level of the team members.”


  Park Jonghwa believed that he was a clever person. He was absolutely negative about things that he saw were wrong.


  “We’ll be destroyed in an instant, even if we only face the US team.”


  Grid burst out laughing at the certain person.


  “Self-destruction? Destroyed in an instant?”


  Flinch.


  Grid’s eyes flashed ferociously. People shrank back at the sight. Grid hammered in the point.


  “It doesn’t matter if you discount your own value, but don’t put others down. In particular, I am stronger than you could possibly imagine.”


  Grid turned to stare at Peak Sword.


  “Answer me. What ranking will South Korea get with your plan?”


  “3rd place.”


  Peak Sword was confident in his plan. Their average power might be weak, but Peak Sword believed that they could win a bronze medal if they had a favorable terrain and the power of Grid and Yura.


  The bronze medal. Being ranked third among 32 countries was amazing. Perhaps most Korean people didn’t even hope for it. But Grid wasn’t satisfied with this. Grid wanted the gold medal in order to obtain adamantium.


  “3rd place? Come on, let’s go for something higher. Yura will focus on handling the targets from the beginning, while the rest of the members will try and protect her.”


  “But, we’ll be hit right away…”


  “In particular, we will be defeated in an instant if hit by the high rankers.”


  The higher rankers mentioned here were those in the top 80 who had completed their third class advancement. Grid spoke to the nervous team members.


  “Don’t worry. I will burn them all.”


  This was the result.


  “South Korea! Block South Korea!”


  “Is he crazy?”


  Shortly after the commencement of the target processing. The 31 teams watching each other concentrated on South Korea at once. It was a natural phenomenon. They didn’t know where this confidence came from, but after the game started, only South Korea was destroying targets.


  They were a good scapegoat for the other countries, who had to reduce the number of competitors.


  “We are going as well.”


  Grid smiled as he confirmed that the representatives of other countries were acting to stop the Korean team. Zibal wanted to smash Grid, who was like an eyesore.


  Lauel calmed him down.


  “Why do you need to be so obsessed with the Korean team when the other teams will take care of them? We’ll use this time to take over the highlands and concentrate on target processing.”


  “Um…”


  Yes, why should Zibal care about this person? Don’t get caught up in his emotions. Zibal coldly nodded and the US team broke away from the confusion. Britain, Russia, Canada, Italy, Brazil, Japan, and other teams from 20 countries made the same decision as the US.


  The teams aiming at South Korea were made up of 11 countries, including the Turkish team led by Bubat and the French team led by Bondre. It wasn’t a small number. The 7 members of South Korea had to fend off 77 people.


  Bubat and Bondre smiled with satisfaction.


  ‘PvP damage has been reduced by 50%.’


  ‘Grid’s Transcended Link is a ranged skill and can’t threaten us.’


  ‘Stupid Koreans! You will be embarrassed as the first to leave!’


  The 77 enemies rushed joyfully. They were like moths to a flame as Grid looked at them and started his sword dance. The sword dance had an unmatched splendor compared to his previous one.


  “Linked Kill Wave.”


  [Linked Kill Wave]


  Performs three sword dances simultaneously.


  Summons eight consecutive Kill attacks that inflicts 1,500% attack power, chasing all objects within a 2m radius.


  The targets hit will have all speeds reduced by 50%.


  * This skill doesn’t share a cooldown with Link, Kill, and Wave.


  Skill Mana Cost: 2,000


  Skill Cooldown Time: 20 minutes.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  It was Grid’s Greatsword, which had a basic attack power that exceeded Iyarugt and increased the damage of skills. The eight stems of energy released from it caused fear to appear in the enemies aiming for Grid.


  ‘Linked Wave Kill?’


  ‘It’s different from Transcended Link!’


  ‘Much more powerful…!’


  Pak!


  Papapat!


  The representatives attacking Grid scattered. It was an almost instinctive behavior. However, it was already too late. Eight of them already became targets of Linked Kill Wave.


  Swaeeeeek!


  Linked Kill Wave changed orbits like a guided missile and chased after eight people.


  [You have suffered 31,300 damage.]


  [You have become stunned from the big blow.]


  [You have suffered 34,100 damage.]


  [You have died.]


  [The Frame Shield has been used. Your defense will increase by 30% for 10 seconds.]


  [You have suffered 19,500 damage.]


  [Three Step Turn has been used.]


  [The evasion has failed.] 


  [You have suffered 37,500 damage.]


  [You have died.]


  …


  …


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  It was an overwhelming sight. It was enough to silence the hundreds of thousands of spectators in the Stade de France National Stadium, as the strongest representatives turned to grey.


  “S-Such a thing…”


  In the National Competition, PvP damage was reduced by 50%. Killing rankers with one blow?


  ‘Why is he so strong?’


  Grid’s attack power was beyond everyone’s imagination.


  ‘The patch has no meaning!’


  Wasn’t this patch to nerf Grid, who showed a unique strength in the National Competition last year? Bondre whispered to Bubat, who was amazed at the unbelievable result.


  “Stay calm. The deceased were only rankers in the 200’s who don’t have their third advancement class. Furthermore, most of them are damage dealers. Grid only attacked relatively weak opponents.”


  It was heard. Bubat regained his calmness and smiled grimly.


  “Grid, I think you used your ultimate skill. But didn’t you just handle the small fries?”


  Grid retorted.


  “You should know that you’re also a small fry.”


  Grid had to repay the debt to the masters of the seven guilds. Those naughty people who tried to invade Reidan when he wasn’t there.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Teong!


  Grid leapt forward and unfolded his sword dance. Bubat reflexively took a defensive posture. However, Grid didn’t use a skill.


  “Fake, you bastard.”


  “What…?”


  Grid passed by Bubat and reached Bondre. Bondre was excited to face Grid. 4 seconds! How much had he been embarrassed after being defeated by Grid in the National Competition last year? This was a perfect chance to pay back the grudge of that time. He had been waiting for this day!


  “Crying Ice Spears!”


  Kwaduk!


  Kwadududuk!


  “…!”


  The hundreds of thousands of spectators were astonished at the overwhelming sight that occurred. Bondre fled to the sky to avoid Grid, created dozens of sharp ice spears and caused them to rain down.


  “Bondre, that bastard!”


  The representatives from other countries, who were paying attention to the Korean team, screamed angrily. It was because they suffered a great deal of damage from Bondre’s wide area magic, despite temporarily being on the same side.


  [You have dealt 8,900 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 7,500 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt…]


  …


  …


  “Hahat! Kuhahahahat!”


  Bondre was thrilled by the constantly rising notification windows. He was excited with this spell that showed off his great power. Bondre believed that Grid was being beaten by the magic and would soon die.


  Crying Ice Spear was a continuously unfolding spell that lasted as long as his mana allowed, so it was possible for Bondre to completely destroy the area. But there was a phrase that constantly appeared between the notification windows that were rising.


  [You have dealt 3,100 damage to the target.]


  [The target has resisted the damage.]


  [You have dealt 2,900 damage to the target.]


  “What is this?”


  Bondre’s eyes widened. There was one person who wasn’t receiving his magic damage properly! That someone was naturally…


  “Gridddd!”


  “Fly, Kill.”


  Puok!


  Blood splattered from Bondre’s chest as he screamed at Grid, turning the ice spears red. The red ice spears had hit the strongest defense items against magic, the Holy Light Set.




  Chapter 412


  [Ice Shield (Lv.8) has been used.]


  [Creates a shield that absorbs 10,000 (+11,532) damage.] 


  [The shield will increase your physical defense by 30% and magic resistance by 20%, and will reflect back 30% of the damage as ice debris.]


  It was necessary to use a lot of magic in order to increase the proficiency of magic. But it shouldn’t be used in a meaningless manner. It needed to be used with a purpose to increase proficiency.


  For example, in order to increase the proficiency of shield magic, it was necessary to defend against an enemy attack with the shield.


  However, a magician was a class with low health and weak defense. They were extremely reluctant to allow enemy attacks, so the actual combat method was focused on not allowing enemy attacks. They took advantage of various spells to maintain a proper distance from the enemy and killed them before the enemy could approach.


  Therefore, most magicians only had low level shielding magic. However, Bondre raised the level of Ice Shield through his constant efforts. If he raised it two more levels, it would be mastered. It was a result of abandoning the typical magician combat style and confronting the enemy’s attacks with his shield.


  Why? Why suffer in order to raise the level of Ice Shield? The reason was simple. It was to prepare for a decisive battle with Grid.


  ‘I only dreamed about getting revenge!’


  Grid used Fly and his various resistances to magic in order to instantly narrow the distance. Indeed, this was the counter for a magician. But Bondre had already faced Grid once before and didn’t panic. As soon as he faced Grid’s Kill, he calmly cast the Ice Shield and then started the chant for an attack spell.


  ‘The shield can endure the bombardment!’


  Bondre believed in his shield. He was convinced that his level 8 Ice Shield  couldn’t be destroyed in the National Competition where PvP damage was reduced by 50%. But Grid caused a reversal.


  Jjejeong!


  Puok!


  [You have suffered 23,210 damage.]


  [21,532 damage has been absorbed.]


  [The target will receive 30% of the damage.]


  [You have dealt 6,963 damage to the target.]


  [Ice Shield is turned off.]


  “Cough…! N-No, this is crazy!”


  Bondre’s face distorted as he coughed up blood. Grid suffered the most damage, but Bondre’s mental shock was great.


  ‘What a monster!’


  His shield was smashed despite the 50% drop in damage? How powerful was Grid’s original attack? It was only a moment, but Bondre felt afraid of Grid. But it cleared in an instant. As the peak of 41,000 ice mystics and a representative of his country, he could never weaken or feel distress.


  Jjejeong!


  Bondre barely sidestepped Grid’s swing and shouted the last words of his spell.


  “Ice Dragon’s Fury!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The whole area became dominated with a chill. From the turbulent earth, huge ice pillars rose like dragons and threatened Grid. Power, speed and range. Bondre’s magic wasn’t lacking anything.


  The earth quickly froze and frost covered the forest. The frost, ice pillars and Grid who was stiff like a statue, not moving. It was like he was overwhelmed by the phenomenal magic.


  The French people who saw it cheered.


  “Grid is stuck!”


  “There is no escaping this magic! Indeed, Bondre is great! A genius!”


  “That’s right! Last year Bondre wasn’t alert! Go Bondre! Take down Grid!”


  “Bondre!! Bondre!! Bondre!!”


  At this moment, most people in the world thought that Grid would be defeated. Bondre was different from the person who couldn’t endure Grid’s strike last year. This impression was implanted on the spectators.


  In the distance, the US team competing with other teams to capture the highlands also believed in Bondre’s victory.


  Zibal smiled at the sight of the ice pillars rising high in the sky.


  “Bondre’s mighty power can’t be endured. By taking advantage of the structure of ice, the enemy’s actions are blocked and a complete victory can be achieved. The successful emergence of S-grade magic means it is the end for Grid.”


  “Don’t make me laugh.”


  Someone snorted at Zibal’s words. It was Pon, a member of the Spanish team that was confronting the US team. He asserted as he threatened Zibal with his spear.


  “You can’t measure Grid.”


  “Baby small fry.”


  Pon, who was 10th on the unified rankings, was one of the five influential figures of Overgeared. But Zibal was 2nd on the rankings. It was natural that he should be dominant. However…


  “What?”


  Zibal was shocked. Pon’s spear flying from the front suddenly changed orbit to the side. It was unexpected and Zibal was slow to respond.


  Puok!


  “Ugh!”


  Zibal groaned as his side was hit. He was once again shocked as he saw the damage.


  ‘Why is it so painful?’


  Zibal had been steadily taking elixirs and used the overwhelming resources he accumulated as master of one of the seven guilds to arm himself with the strongest equipment. He was even 20 levels higher than Pon. From a common sense point of view, it was normal for Zibal to not suffer great damage from Pon. But he was confused by the unexpected damage.


  Lauel summoned a gust of wind to block Pon’s next attack and warned.


  “Zibal, I admit that you are strong. But don’t be overconfident. The power of Overgeared can’t be compared to what it was a year ago.”


  That’s right. Due to the Reidan desert, the vampire cities and the Behen Archipelago, the Overgeared members reached a level that was beyond common sense. And Grid had achieved overwhelming development among the Overgeared members.


  [A powerful frost has frozen your body. All speeds will decrease by 20%.]


  [You have resisted.]


  “Revolve.”


  Kurururu!


  “Heok!”


  Grid stood still as he faced the huge and mighty ice pillar dragons. He wasn’t humbly accepting death. By rotating his sword, he reversed the path of the ice pillar, causing Bondre to be directly hit.


  “W-What? A counterattack…!”


  Typically, counterattacks could only be used against attacks of the same type. Physical force was counterattacked with a physical attack, while magic was counterattacked with magic. However, Grid used physical force to counterattack against magic. Furthermore, the attack was returned with more than 100% of the damage.


  It was unbelievable, a fraudulent skill.


  But Bondre wasn’t surprised at the function of the skill itself. He was amazed at Grid’s skill to fully utilize the counterattack. It needed to be used at the perfect timing, so very few players could use a counterattack in a fight against top rankers.


  But Grid…


  Grid, who was rated as having a low level of control, used a counterattack perfectly against Bondre.


  ‘This guy… What has he been doing in the past year?’


  Bondre became bloody. He looked at the deep eyes of the approaching Grid and realized.


  ‘I can’t measure him.’


  He didn’t know what trials Grid had gone through over the past year and how he had overcome them. Bondre couldn’t imagine it at all.


  {Bondre! We’ll join in!}


  The French representatives hadn’t participated in the battle because Bondre asked for a one-on-one match against Grid. Bondre hurriedly shouted at them.


  {No, abandon me and run away. We can’t handle Grid without some sacrifices.}


  {What?}


  The rankings were constantly going down due to the rapid growth of the Overgeared members, but Bondre was still in the top 20. His pride was high and he had some of the best skills. Bondre and most people believed that he was defeated by Grid last year because he wasn’t vigilant.


  But right now, Bondre acknowledged Grid’s skills. This person was above him. It was unfamiliar to the French team, who knew Bondre well.


  {I will earn as much time as possible, so run away. Leave the South Korean team alone and focus on the targets. Aim for a bronze medal.}


  As Bondre was talking with his team members…


  Shaaaaaah–


  Grid recalled Grid’s Greatsword and took out Iyarugt. The sword scattered a red light like jewels, capturing the eyes of the hundreds of thousands of spectators. The cameras were dazzled by Iyarugt’s beauty and zoomed in. It was natural that the appearance of Grid, the master of Iyarugt, would receive the attention of people from all over the world.


  “Bondre, you developed a lot compared to last year. I acknowledge your growth.”


  Grid’s original personality would’ve mocked Bondre. Bondre was one of the guild masters who dared to invade Reidan. However, Grid didn’t disparage Bondre.


  Was he worried about the image of Overgeared in the competition where millions of people were watching?


  That was a secondary problem. Grid didn’t ridicule Bondre, because he truly acknowledged Bondre’s skills. He could see how hard he had worked and how much Bondre had grown over the past year, and Grid couldn’t put him down.


  “You are strong. But I am stronger.”


  “…Hat! You are ridiculous.”


  Bondre burst out laughing and summoned ice barriers. He was worried that his team members would become Grid’s targets and wanted to buy as much time as possible by squeezing out all his power.


  “It won’t be so easy when we meet again next year.”


  Bondre shouted at Grid from behind the ice barriers. Grid nodded and rushed forward.


  Chaaeng! Jjejeong! Jjeejeeeong!


  Subsequently, the ice barriers were destroyed by Iyarugt. The sharp ice arrows and ice spears couldn’t stop Grid’s movements. Grid didn’t try to avoid the ice arrows and spears. He just accepted them while approaching Bondre.


  The magic resistance of the Holy Light Set was extremely high and there was also the 50% drop in PvP damage. The synergy between the patch and his armor made Bondre into a fool.


  『 B-Bondre, logout!! 』


  Bondre, a leading figure in France, eventually kneeled down and died. This helplessness left a great shock on the French people.


  “Next.”


  The rejoicing of the winner was short. After confirming that Bondre has logged out, Grid headed towards the South Korean team who were experiencing a crisis.


  “Blackening.”


  Peeng!


  The explosion of demonic power made a road around Grid. Grid’s skin became paler and contrasted with his black hair, causing the female viewers to cheer.
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  『 … 』


  The broadcasting companies showing the National Competition fell silent at the same time. They were shocked by Grid’s abilities that surpassed the imagination and were at a loss for words. But as professionals, they couldn’t remain silent forever.


  The broadcasters hurriedly regained their minds and proceeded again.


  『 Basically, Satisfy implements a system where the player’s defense mitigates the damage as a percentage. 』


  『 In the National Competition, PvP damage is reduced by 50%. 』


  『 Experts observed that PvP damage is actually 30~35% in the National Competition due to the player’s defense… 』


  『 …Grid quickly took care of Bondre and eight representatives. 』


  『 Grid’s damage is far too powerful. It seems like there’s a limit that the player’s defense can alleviate his attack. Even the patch can’t stop his might. 』


  『 It isn’t just high attack power. Grid perfectly utilized a counterattack against the high ranker Bondre. Is this just a coincidence? No. Grid is different from last year. Now Grid seems to have high quality control. 』


  『 … 』


  The hosts praised him while the experts who predicted that ‘it is fortunate if South Korea doesn’t come last’ were silent. Grid’s show was amazing. It was beyond expectations. God Grid. It was the moment when the arrogant nickname was once again engraved onto the minds of the world.


  On the other hand, Bubat of the Turkish team had a relaxed expression on his face. Grid’s level was just what he expected. 


  ‘Indeed, the patch had an impact.’


  When Grid used the new skill called Linked Kill Wave, Bubat predicted that all the people hit by it would die. But the result was only four deaths, three serious injuries and one minor injury.


  This alone was a very traumatic incident.


  There were few people who could sweep away the skilled people of each country with one blow. However, wasn’t their opponent Grid? Grid was a monster who destroyed dozens of people in the National Competition last year with just Transcended Link. Compared to last year, his power had definitely fallen.


  ‘He isn’t a threat to me now.’


  Bubat was convinced as he looked at Grid, who even Bubat couldn’t defeat. There was a reason for Bubat’s confidence.


  [Undefeated King’s Battle Gear Set]


  Madra, a man who had never been defeated and was called the Undefeated King. He was the 9th king of the Lubana Kingdom, which was now absorbed by the Saharan Empire. There was a legend that the Lubana Kingdom was unbeatable during his rule. The Saharan Empire in its prime couldn’t occupy the Lubana Kingdom that Madra defended. The Lubana Kingdom was safe until Madra’s death.


  ‘The undefeated king who endured the onslaught of the enemy knights alone.’


  Now Bubat had the strongest set of armor used by a legendary person. Bubat gained wings from the set and had the best tanking power.


  ‘You can’t imagine the sacrifices I made to get this, Grid.’


  Despite the failures he experienced, Bubat’s eyes remained brilliant and strong. After arming himself with a blue armour and holding a large shield in his hands, Bubat ran towards Grid and shouted.


  “I will stop you!”


  Bubat took out his unique rated weapon, ‘Seres’ Hammer.’


  ‘Now Grid will be frustrated.’


  He defeated four players with Linked Kill Wave and all the French players retreated after Bondre’s defeat, but the number of people here was still overwhelming. The South Korean team were surrounded and under pressure from over 60 enemies. South Korea would be in a crisis if Grid didn’t get there quickly, so Grid would be in a hurry.


  Then as if to prove his impatience…


  “Blackening.”


  Peeng!


  Demonic energy exploded from Grid. Grid increased his attack power but received a penalty of lowering his health.


  ‘As expected!’


  Bubat smiled with satisfaction as he watched the nervous Grid.


  “Bring it on!”


  Kuwong!


  [Taunting Shout has been activated.]


  [The enemy will be provoked.]


  The rare hidden class, Crusher. His stats was that of a typical tanker, but the greatest advantage of the class was its ability to destroy formations. He used the ‘Unconditional’ skill to rush within 3m of the target and used CC combos to instantly destroy the enemy.


  But last year, this didn’t exert any power on Grid. Grid was immune to abnormal status conditions.


  ‘Now it is different!’


  In the course of achieving level 310, Bubat acquired skills that forced the enemy into an abnormal status. This was originally designed to allow CC to work on boss raids, but it was currently deadly to Grid.


  [’Bubat’ has taunted you.]


  [You can’t resist.]


  Grid frowned.


  ‘Lauel’s concern was right.’


  Lauel was sure that for the sake of balance, skills that overcome the status conditions immunity would surely emerge. Grid had scoffed at the time, but Lauel’s concern was turned to reality.


  It was like when a game company sold the cash shop item ‘Shield that absolutely defends against an enemy’s attack’ and later sold an ‘item that breaks down the absolute shield’ at a higher price.


  As the zoomed in face of Grid distorted, the hundreds of millions of viewers realized the situation that was happening. The silent experts suddenly shouted.


  『 That armor that Bubat is wearing…! I’ve seen it in an ancient book! 』


  『 It’s Undefeated King Madra’s battle gear set! 』


  『 Undefeated King Madra was called a legendary tanker. There is a record stating that he endured the onslaught of the Red Knights alone! 』


  『 Bubat’s tanking power will be beyond imagination. Grid won’t be able to defeat Bubat. 』


  『 In the end, Grid failed to save the Korean team. 』


  The experts raised the anxiety of the Korean viewers.


  –Wow, really. I looked up Undefeated King Madra and he is wearing the exact same armor as Bubat.


  –One of the best tankers is equipped with the best armor… However, God Grid will win.


  –A lot of Grid’s skills must be on cooldown… It might be tough.


  If this was the reaction of Koreans, what about the foreigners? Most people believed that Bubat was a mountain that Grid couldn’t cross. However.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Grid arrived in front of Bubat, regardless of his will, due to the taunt. He used Blacksmith’s Rage and Quick Movements.


  “Haha! Try and hit me! You will realize that it is futile and feel despair!”


  Bubat provoked Grid to the end. Iyarugt aimed for the weak spot detected by the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch.


  “Pinnacle.”


  [Pinnacle Lv. 4 (0.5%)


  A sword that expresses the essence of a warrior god.


  Deals 800% of your attack power to a single target. This skill will ignore 64% of the target’s armor.


  Seokeok!


  “…Eh?”


  Grid’s attack speed suddenly became very fast? The attack orbit was hard to read. More than anything else…


  [You have suffered 17,050 damage.]


  ‘It hurts?’


  No, what was this?


  The shield held in Bubat’s hand became obsolete.


  “U-Uhh?”


  Bubat blinked because he couldn’t understand what was happening. It was natural. The Crusher possessed the highest level of defense among the numerous classes in Satisfy, and Bubat was also wearing the strongest armor set belonging to the undefeated king.


  Then why was it so painful? Bubat staggered and seemed to fall into a state of confusion. He tried to counterattack with his hammer, but Grid boasted extreme agility due to Quick Movements.


  The Slaughterer’s Eye Patch and Iyarugt told him the attack orbit and he could defend against it. But Grid ignored the hammer. He judged that Bubat’s attack power wasn’t threatening at all.


  Peeok!


  [You have dealt 1,090 damage to the target.]


  “…Eh?”


  Bubat’s eyes widened with astonishment.


  It was a unique rated hammer, so why didn’t it do any damage?


  ‘What? Isn’t this a big deal?’


  Did Grid’s defence go beyond their predictions?


  ‘A tanker? Don’t tell me?’


  “If I can’t reproduce the strongest attack power because of the patch, then I will show the strongest defense. I will thoroughly use this patch to look much better than last year.”


  Grid’s remark from the press conference entered his mind. That’s right. Bubat never even imagined it. Grid hadn’t even pulled out Three Layers yet. Grid aimed a finger at the confused Bubat’s forehead.


  “Magic Missile.”


  Magic Missile (Enhanced) constantly gained proficiency in the Behen Archipelago, but it was still level 2. The experience was only at 60%. The proficiency gain rate of legendary skills was the worst.


  On the other hand, the damage of the legendary magic was strong. It ignored the enemy’s magic resistance and dealt damage equal to twice Grid’s current magic power. Grid was still wearing the Holy Light set, meaning his intelligence was increased by 200 due to the Holy Light Crown. The elixirs also increased his intelligence by 400.


  Bubat was surprised by the high damage.


  Peeng!


  “Ugh!”


  Bubat’s head snapped back after he was hit by Magic Missile. Looking at the blue sky, Bubat was convinced that the situation was the worst. Notification windows appeared in front of Grid.


  [Critical!]


  [The option effect of Iyarugt has caused the target to bleed.]


  [The 3rd combo has been achieved!] 


  [The option effect of Iyarugt maximizes the bleeding of the target. The damage done to the target will increase by 200% for 1 second.]


  Grid attacked during this gap. It was Pinnacle Kill.


  [Pinnacle Kill]


  An attack that completely ignores the target’s defense and deals 2,000% of your attack power.


  * The sword can change orbit in the middle, making it hard to deal with.


  Seokeok!


  “Kuaaaack!”


  Just like most tankers, Bubat invested his stat points into stamina, and his agility was very low. However, he hardly ever encountered inconveniences due to low agility. Was it sometimes difficult to respond to enemy attacks because of low agility?


  It didn’t matter. His defense was high, so he could endure it. But Grid’s attacks were an exception. They hurt. He struck continuously and eventually linked Hell Sword. 


  It was a legendary attack skill attached to Iyarugt.  It was another star. It happened in less than a minute.
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  『 Bubat has been logged out! 』


  Criticisms towards Bubat flooded in as he died.


  The Turkish people were disappointed by his pathetic ability that allowed Grid’s attacks.


  –There are a large number of allies, so it’s natural to tank while your allies deal damage to the enemies.


  –What type of tanker challenges a person to a one-on-one battle?


  –Bubat lacks one-on-one experience. Seriously the worst.


  –Basically, Grid is the strongest. How did such a monster appear in a small and weak Satisfy country like South Korea? I’m sick because we have been grabbed by South Korea two years in a row.


  –This year, the one with the lowest ranking seems to be Turkey. 


  –Won’t Bubat lose his sponsors soon?


  “…”


  The logged out Bubat couldn’t raise his head. He was afraid to return to Turkey. On the other hand, Grid remained on the battlefield and was still admiring it.


  ‘It’s a huge passive skill.’


  Grid confirmed the damage of Pinnacle and decided that it was possible to finish off Bubat with Pinnacle Kill. But he was wrong. Pinnacle Kill did much less damage than expected. It was presumed that Bubat had a passive skill where ‘only a % of the maximum health’ was decreased by a strong blow. 


  ‘If his armor was unsealed, it would’ve taken much longer.’


  Grid had the Blacksmith’s Eyes skill.


  He could check the information of an item if he looked at it for three seconds. This could be a double-edged sword.


  It was because the item information window interfered with his field of view.


  Anyway, Grid learned one thing through the Blacksmith’s Eyes. Bubat’s armor was currently sealed and couldn’t perform at its full capabilities.


  ‘The undefeated king.’


  Was he also one of the nine legends? Grid’s expression wasn’t good as he moved. He spent longer than expected dealing with Bondre and Bubat.


  ‘I feel like my luck is really bad.’


  There was one reason why Grid used the Holy Light set instead of the newly created equipment, including Three Layers and Lantier’s Cloak. He was hoping to trigger the 5 Joint Attacks skill attached to the Holy Light Gloves.  If 5 Joint Attacks was activated, Grid would be able to deal with the enemy faster because he could deal five times as much damage.


  However, the problem was that it wasn’t activated. Since he entered the Behen Archipelago until now, the number of times 5 Joint Attacks was activated had significantly decreased. Grid felt like his odds when it came to games of luck was becoming worse.


  ‘I am angry.’


  He wanted to make an item that would increase his luck.


  ‘…Eh? Isn’t this good?’


  It was better than the good luck state in many ways. In an extreme example, if he wore items that increased luck, he could increase the chances of producing higher rated items. Grid thought such things while moving to save the Korean team.  


  At this moment. He didn’t show any signs of nerves, despite the Korean team being in a crisis.


  Why?


  He believed in his companions.


  The reason why Grid decided on this high risk operation, which was to immediately attack the targets and attract the aggro of the enemies, was because he trusted in Yura and Peak Sword’s abilities.


  ***


  4 minutes after the commencement of the target processing.


  While Grid was defeating Bondre and Bubat in succession, the Korean team was struggling against the allied teams.


  “Fire Wall!”


  “Multi Shot.”


  The archer Jonghwa and the magician Sumin didn’t consider their mana, trying their best to tie up the feet of the enemies while the tailor Jinhee did his best to set up a protective tent. The tanker Kyunghoon used skills to slow down the enemies’ advance.


  But they were weak. They were at least 40 levels lower than the other players, making it impossible to endure.


  “Shit, when is Grid coming?”


  Park Jonghwa said nervously.


  He had a negative impression of this plan from the beginning, so he couldn’t help grumbling. He fired his arrows relentlessly, but there wasn’t a single enemy who collapsed. His weak arrows couldn’t penetrate the enemies’ defenses.


  “Ugh!”


  Rather, his wounds increased due to the counterattacks. His health had already fallen to a risky level. He would’ve died sooner if it wasn’t for the 50% reduced PvP damage patch. Sumin’s mana reached the bottom.


  “I can’t use magic anymore…”


  “Shit! Hey, Jinhee! Haven’t you completed the tent yet?”


  “I-I’m sorry. I think it will take 3 more minutes.”


  “This… Ugh!”


  Ku tang tang tang!


  Kyunghoon barely blocked an attack with his shield and went flying. The person who blew him away was Australia’s leading ranker, Luca.


  “Stop the senseless resistance. Aren’t you just tiring yourselves out in this attempt to buy time?”


  Luca was 80th on the unified rankings and had a third advancement class. The Korean team members couldn’t go against him. He faced them with cold eyes.


  ‘The end.’


  Park Jonghwa thought with frustration.


  “Our goal is to win, not buy time.”


  Yura was handling the targets with her rifle while being protected by her team members. This time, she was the one protecting her team members. Luca looked at her and laughed.


  “I wondered what type of hidden class you got after disappearing from the rankings, but it was just a gunman?”


  Gunman, a hidden class. One of their advantages was that they used a rifle, which had a longer attack distance and more powerful attacks than archers. They had the highest attack power among physical damage dealers.


  But the weakness was clear. They had low health and defense, and their evasion rate was ridiculously low. They didn’t have as many utility skills as magicians. It was safe to say that once they allowed the enemies to approach, they would die.


  For Luca, a gunman was just good prey.


  “I don’t like the pretty faces of Asian people, so I will use this opportunity to trample on it.”


  Luca grinned and rushed towards Yura. His speed was very fast. His defense and evasion was great, so he avoided any fatal blows from the few shots fired by Yura.


  “Yura!”


  The South Korean team was desperate. It was the same for all Koreans watching the game. They didn’t want to see the goddess of Korea being trampled on. Did their wish reach the sky? 


  Yura didn’t panic. She avoided Luca’s attack and cut at him. Yes, it was a cut. From a gunman.


  “W-What is this?”


  Luca’s eyes widened as he felt terrible pain.


  ***


  “Draw Sword.”


  The moment that Peak Sword placed his hand on his sheath. Ten team members jumping at him flinched back. Peak Sword normally seemed stupid, but his presence was different on the battlefield.


  “Annihilate.”


  Flash!


  It was well known that Peak Sword had cut apart dozens of enemies during the Silver Knights war with Japan’s Sakura Guild over Cork Island. That famous story was now being reproduced in the eyes of the world.


  Seokeok!


  Peak Sword felt the ultimate pleasure at his Draw Sword. By using the shortest distance from the sheath to the attack point, the enemy couldn’t recognize it.


  “Eh…?”


  Kukukukukung!


  There was a flash and everyone in front of Peak Sword collapsed. The rankers felt a chill.


  [You have suffered 13,520 damage.]


  [You have suffered 12,144 damage.]


  [You have suffered 9,050 damage.]


  [You have suffered 8,600….]


  …


  …


  “Ugh!”


  “Cough!”


  The pain came late.


  ‘How can a ranged skill do so much damage…?’


  The rankers suffered serious damage from the strikes and couldn’t believe it. However, Peak Sword wasn’t satisfied with his own attack.


  ‘Damn, the effect of the patch is too great.’


  The only advantage of his class with a long attack delay was the power of his strikes. It was worth it since one attack could deal a fatal blow to the enemies. However, in the National Competition, Peak Sword couldn’t exert his original strength and the advantage of his class disappeared.


  “Hit him!”


  “Let’s go!”


  The wounded rankers of the allied teams rushed towards Peak Sword. They were aware of the weakness of Peak Sword’s class. Peak Sword couldn’t link an attack until the sword returned to the sheath, so their aim was this defenseless gap.


  But Peak Sword’s weapon was made by a legendary blacksmith.


  [Ideal Longsword]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 308/308  Attack Power: 680


  Attack Speed: +21%


  * The skill ‘Wind Blast’ is generated.


  * The skill ‘Quick Movements’ is generated.


  User Restriction: Level 310 or higher. Advanced Sword Mastery level 5 or higher.


  The durability and attack power was lacking compared to the same unique-rated Iyarugt, but it couldn’t be denied that it was one of the best one-handed swords. Furthermore, it was a longsword that maximized the advantages of Grid’s Ideal Dagger.


  It was a very suitable weapon for Peak Sword, whose attack speed was important. Furthermore, Grid had prepared another gift for Peak Sword. The gift was a sheath.


  [Peak Sword’s Sheath]


  * 20% increase in sword drawing speed.


  * 40% increase in sword recovering speed.


  It was a sheath that used one of the Water Clan King’s Tears that Euphemina obtained in the Siren Kingdom to attach Zednos’ wind magic. A gust of wind occurred to increase the speed of Draw Sword. at the same time, a whirlwind would recover the sword.


  “God Grid! I will surely become more overgeared!”


  Peak Sword tearfully cried out. The faces of the rankers turned pale at the sight.


  ‘That recovering speed…’


  ‘Ridiculously fast!’


  The rankers didn’t step back, despite the sight before them exceeding common sense. To be precise, they couldn’t step back. It was already all or nothing with Peak Sword.


  “Die!”


  “A country weak in Satisfy, you should collapse quickly!”


  All types of weapons stabbed at Peak Sword.


  Peeeeeong!


  The storm surrounded Peak Sword as there was once again a dazzling light.


  “Kuaack!”


  Peak Sword was thrilled as he confirmed the enemies’ screams and collapse.


  ‘This is the power of items!’


  Overcoming the limitations of his class with items… Peak Sword was excited and amazed.


  At the same time.


  “T-The sky above the sky…!”


  While South Korea and the allied teams were fighting chaotically on one side of Tira, Kraugel was in full swing elsewhere.
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  Tira had three mountains.


  The highest mountain was 723 meters above sea level and was the closest area to the sky. There was no better place to aim for the targets moving around in the sky. The team that won this spot?


  The United States. This was the inevitable result. The seven US representatives were all third advancement classes and had the best names.


  1st among the 10 Rookies, a Genius among Geniuses, Grid’s Brain, Chunni…  Lauel had many titles, and even he was merely ordinary in the US team. They had many business cards among them.


  ‘Lauel, this child.’


  Pon, who had been struggling to occupy the highlands, was hit by a landslide and fell down a cliff. The culprit who caused the landslide was Lauel.


  “Kuoong.”


  Pon barely inserted his spear into the cliff and saved himself from crashing down, but it was dangerous.  It wouldn’t be unusual for Pon to be logged out if he fell down.


  {Attack Zibal… Ugh!}


  {This! Zephyr is preventing the use of my skills!}


  {Dammit! Skull is behind you!!}


  {L-Lauel is causing another landslide…! Kuaaack!}


  Pon was isolated and the Spanish team’s party chat window was frenzied. The seven Spanish rankers were strong, but it wasn’t enough against the United States. The average power of the United States was overwhelming.


  ‘That Lauel, he’s the same as always, but now he is so scary.’


  It was unfortunate that they overlapped with the US team.


  ‘We need to give up on the medal.’


  Pon saw his colleagues being logged out one by one and pulled out the spear rammed in the cliff. Then as he fell, he used his last remaining mana to fire a blow. The target was the back of Zibal’s head at the top of the mountain.


  “I will make you a friend on my journey.”


  Pajik! Pajijik!


  Lightning formed around the red spear held in Pon’s hand. It was the precursor of Rail Spear, which used electromagnetic force to shoot the spear faster than the speed of sound.


  Kurururung!


  The cliff where countless joys and sorrows were taking place. Light shone in that dark place and a thunderous roar was heard. The moment the sound was heard, the spear was already almost at Zibal’s head.


  “What?”


  Zibal’s eyes widened.


  “Dragon Claws. Wind Dragon’s Roar.”


  Kurururung!


  Lauel considered Pon’s nature and predicted this situation, using two skills at the same time to protect Zibal. He summoned a wind to slow down the speed of the Rail Spear, then caused the ground to raise, creating a barrier to block the weakened Rail Spear.


  But it was useless. The power of the Rail Spear was too strong. It simply tore down the wind and earth barrier in its way. Lauel failed to protect Zibal and Zibal received a big blow. He would need to withdraw from battle for a while.


  “Poooooon!”


  “…Hat! Hahahahat!”


  Zibal’s shriek of rage was heard from the top of the mountain, while Pon laughed loudly from the bottom. This battlefield was becoming more intense.


  ***


  『 Pon has been logged out! The Spanish team has been annihilated! 』


  『 Spain couldn’t win against the United States. The United States is really strong! I can guarantee that the United States is the strongest at team events! 』


  At the start of the event, the Korean team and the teams that allied against them were struggling against each other. The Brazil team, led by Jishuka, moved secretly and reached the depths of the northern forest.


  “Is there a need to fight? You shouldn’t forget the fundamental purpose of shooting the target.”


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  Truly a godly archer. Jishuka fired without a break, quickly taking care of the flying targets in the area. Jishuka handled several more targets and asked the team members.


  “Huhu, how about it? Aren’t we first?”


  “Of course! Eh?”


  A Brazilian ranker responded and then checked the scoreboard, only to feel shocked. No matter how they looked at it, the score was strange. Jishuka became anxious when she saw him stiffen and checked the scoreboard. Then she was shocked.


  1st. South Korea – 41 points.


  2nd. Brazil – 23 points.


  3rd. United States  – 18 points.


  4th. Russia – 11 points.


  …


  …


  “What… What?”


  How could Korea flourish, despite being the target of various teams from the beginning? The confused Jishuka burst out laughing.


  ‘The God Hands.’


  Grid was facing the allied teams, while the God Hands were destroying the targets in the sky. The God Hands were very simple and easy to control, so it was possible.


  “He’s truly a great man.”


  Jishuka couldn’t understand why Grid destroyed the targets and attracted aggro the moment the game started. But now she sensed Grid’s deep meaning.


  ‘The God Hands have completely disappeared from the minds of the enemies. Grid is taking advantage of his presence.’


  He even used Yura as bait. On the current battlefield, it was rare for people to be aware of the presence of the God Hands in the sky. If South Korea was able to withstand the barrage, they would obviously obtain the medal.


  Since the allied teams were mostly weaker countries that couldn’t have won medals in the first place, it was likely that Korea could endure the alliance’s offensive. Apart from Grid, South Korea also had Yura and Peak Sword.


  ‘Grid, you’re great. But I’m sorry. The gold medal is mine.’


  Jishuka only started the target hunting after entering the forest and securing her safety. In other words, she started the match very late compared to the South Korean team. Nevertheless, the gap was gradually narrowing.


  The Brazil team could safely concentrate on the target hunting, while South Korea had to deal with enemy teams. Thus, there was a difference in speed. In particular, Jishuka’s archery was very great.


  ‘Grid, be satisfied with the silver medal.’


  Jishuka knew how to distinguish between public and private matters. She didn’t worry about her colleagues and wanted respect.


  Kkirik!


  Jishuka pulled her bowstring while feeling sorry to Grid in her heart. She would win the gold medal, become stronger, and get the title of strongest woman. Her gaze became more intense and sexier. However, her brightly shining eyes soon became shaken.


  “I can’t leave you alone, so I came after you.”


  A low voice was heard from the dark forest. The owner of the charming voice showed up between the trees. Jishuka and the Brazilian rankers paled as they saw him.


  “T-The sky above the sky…!”


  The 1st ranked user, Kraugel. His waist long hair was tied up and his beautiful eyes shone.


  “I’m sorry, but I have to do this.”


  He would make Russia 1st on the overall rankings. It was the condition of payment for the new drug developed by the Russian government that would help Kraugel’s mother. Kraugel only accepted these terms for his mother.


  He vowed to knock down the competitors, trample on them and lead Russia to victory. His goal in the target processing match was to assassinate the ranged dealers, and Jishuka was his fifth victim.


  That’s right. Unlike Grid, Kraugel had stealthily and faithfully acted in his role as a close range damage dealer to assassinate four ranged dealers while Grid was attracting the public’s attention. They didn’t even know it.


  “Who said I will be easy?”


  She didn’t think she would be caught by such a big person…


  Jishuka felt astonished, frustrated, and desperate as she pulled back her bowstring.


  Kkirik!


  The bow that originally aimed at the target switched to Kraugel…


  Peeng!


  Godly archer. The arrow of the godly archer that exceeded the human condition left the bowstring.


  Kiiiing-!


  Pepepepeng!


  The arrow rotated and split into five arrows, exploding and blocking Kraugel’s escape. Jishuka pulled her bowstring again during the time when Kruagel was delayed. She was hoping that Kraugel was alone.


  ‘First of all, I will deal as much damage as possible while the team members take up a pincer formation.’


  They had a chance of winning, even if the opponent was Kraugel. The 14th ranked Jishuka was qualified to make this positive analysis. However, her opponent was the sky above the sky, who made even gods insignificant.


  His innate skills and Keen Senses passive skill meant that he escaped most of Jishuka’s exploding arrows. Kraugel avoided big injuries and rushed through the blast towards Jishuka.


  “…Oh?”


  She didn’t think there would be someone who could emerge unscathed from that attack. Jishuka was at a loss, but she calmly fired her bow.


  Swaeek!


  Sharp arrows rained down on Kraugel’s head.


  Suuk.


  Kraugel twisted and avoided the arrows. As expected, Jishuka’s arrows exploded to try and inflict damage on Kraugel. Kraugel used White Light Steps and easily avoided it. He steadily broke through the Brazilian rankers.


  “Kuack!”


  “Eek!”


  “Hiik!”


  Kraugel’s moves weren’t as destructive as Grid and Chris, and they weren’t as dazzling as Faker or Regas.  But he was as strong as Grid and Chris, as fast as Faker, and as unconventional as Regas. 


  He was like flowing water. All of his actions seemed natural.


  “…Why did you lose to Grid?”


  Kraugel avoided Jishuka’s continuously firing arrows and eliminated the Brazil team in an instant. A few arrows hit his body, but he exquisitely avoided any fatal blows. The reason why Kraugel was called the sky above the sky, Jishuka understood after seeing it directly.


  ***


  『 Jishuka has been logged out! The Brazil team has been wiped out! 』


  “Once again, the world is wide and there are many strong people. Right?”


  Pon and Jishuka. Grid didn’t know that some of the strongest people in Overgeared were eliminated in succession.


  The teams from 11 countries also couldn’t have imagined. The fact that they would be crushed by a country weak in Satisfy, South Korea.


  “M-Monster…”


  The last survivor turned to grey. All of the team members were dead, and Grid was at the center. He was breathing roughly, but there were no obvious wounds on his body.


  Armor that looked like it was made out of black dragon scales. Giant red gauntlets reminiscent of an ogre’s fist. A black cloak that changed color whenever it flapped in the wind. Gold leggings and a plate helmet with horns rising up on both sides.


   Armed with new items, Grid’s appearance was like a magnificent mountain. The world was shocked because it looked like he would never collapse.
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  There was nothing in front of strength.


  This was one of the truths of the game. It was an undeniable law.


  An extreme example of this law was applied in boss raids. Bosses that had millions of health? If they suffered from tens of thousands of damage from dozens of players, they would eventually fall.


  But what if the boss monster had the power to knock down the players in one go? This truth was likely to be broken. In that sense, it wasn’t impossible for Grid to wipe out 37 people from the allied teams alone.


  ***


  South Korea vs the allies.


  Despite the efforts of Yura and Peak Sword, South Korea went increasingly on the defensive because the numerical disadvantage was too much. All of the Korean players except for Yura and Peak Sword were logged out.


  This was the end for South Korea! The moment that the people of the world were thinking the worst.


  “The protagonist appears.”


  After defeating Bondre and Bubat, Grid finally joined the battlefield. As always, he appeared with truly exquisite timing. Originally, the commentators and spectators would be thrilled to see him…


  『 Grid’s outfit is really unique. 』


  『 Um… It is vague. 』


  The commentators and spectators were embarrassed as they saw Grid. Black armor and cloak, golden leggings and helmet, and red gauntlets. Grid’s appearance was ridiculous after he wore different armor.


  “He has no sense of aesthetics.”


  “How can he go around looking like that? Isn’t it embarrassing?”


  “My daughter is in elementary school and she has a better grasp of colors than Grid…”


  If they looked at Grid’s armor individually, all the pieces were beautifully designed and nicely colored. But the harmony of colors together was a mess. The black armor and red gauntlets were okay, but the armor was the same color as the cloak, as well as the leggings and helmet…


  The combination didn’t look good. It was a funny outfit that comedians would wear when they played punishment games.


  “Grid, what are you doing? Are you aiming to kill us with laughter?”


  “How thick is the sheet of iron in front of your face that you can go around like that?”


  “I would rather be naked.”


  The momentum of the allied teams rose. They laughed at Grid’s state and lost their tension. In the first place, Grid had wasted a lot of skills and mana while dealing with Bondre and Bubat, so the allied teams believed that they could easily kill Grid if they worked together.


  But the result? They were all wiped out. Most of the team members had second advancement users and weren’t able to penetrate Grid’s defense. Meanwhile, Grid’s attack power shattered the defense of the allied teams.


  Grid paid back every blow with 10 blows and slaughtered 37 people.


  Hit, hit, hit, and hit. Grid’s simple battle strategy caused the enemies to feel an enormous fear.


  “If I can’t reproduce the strongest attack power because of the patch then I will show the strongest defense.”


  He didn’t keep this declaration. Unlike his declaration, he showed the strongest attack power and the strongest defense. It was truly an overwhelming display of items. It was a show of hope for millions of people dreaming of being overgeared.


  『 A-Amazing… Amazing! 』


  『 The current Grid can probably deal with two third advancement classes alone… 』


  『 At the end of Grid’s performance, the allied teams have been knocked out! 』


  It was the moment when the commentators praised Grid for the annihilation of the allied teams.


  “Grid…!”


  Zibal was sitting down and resting to recover from the powerful damage dealt by Pon. He watched the scoreboard with bloodshot eyes.


  1st. South Korea – 83 points.


  2nd. United States – 68 points.


  3rd. Russia – 47 points.


  4th. Canada – 36 points.


  …


  …


  Kwaduduk!


  The allied teams, those guys were useless. Not only did they not destroy the South Korean team, they couldn’t even stop South Korean from hitting the targets. Lauel saw that Korea was ahead and said.


  “I hoped that we could catch up while South Korea’s scoring was slowed down. Now that they can concentrate on the target processing, we’ll be forced to defend second place.”


  “What if we hit South Korea?”


  “We have a chance. South Korea is tired and we’re all strong, except for you.”


  Lauel emphasized the ‘except for you’ part. Zibal frowned at the words, causing Lauel to laugh.


  “But I can’t say how long it will take to defeat Grid. Currently, Grid has at least 3,100 defense and he seemed to have an extreme resistance to physical attacks.”


  “…”


  The average defense of the third advancement tankers was at least 2,500. Yet it was estimated that Grid had a defense that easily surpassed 3,000, despite being a blacksmith and not a tanker. He didn’t even have any passive skills to increase his defense.


  ‘Damn items.’


  Zibal also had excellent items due to the 1st ranked blacksmith, Panmir. It was why he wasn’t killed by Pon’s Rail Spear. But somehow, it seemed shameful in front of Grid.


  “If we fight Korea, we’ll be giving a chance to Russia and Canada. It’s better to be satisfied with second place.”


  The top of the mountain. Lauel handled the targets while looking down  at the Russian team. It was honestly surprising. Despite Kraugel not being present, the six people were handling the targets quickly while confronting the Italian team.


  ‘The four third advancement class rankers have better skills than rumored. Is Kraugel raising their morale?’


  『 Sofia has been logged out! The Hungary team is eliminated! 』


  “…A monster.”


  After crossing the forest and mountains, Kraugel assassinated famous ranged damage dealers. His destructive power was beyond common sense. It was unrealistic. Lauel questioned if even Grid could withstand Kraugel’s onslaught.


  ‘…Wait.’


  Looking at the situation, Kraugel was the most active person on the battlefield. Maybe he was aiming for gold? Lauel had overlooked Russia’s power and realized it late.


  ‘If that’s the case…!’


  Kraugel’s next target would be…


  ‘Yura of South Korea.’


  Would the biggest match of Grid vs Kraugel occur in the opening event? Before being Lauel of Overgeared or Lauel of the United States, Lauel was a player of Satisfy. His honest desire as a pure player was to watch the confrontation between Grid and Kraugel.


  It was the common wish among the hundreds of millions of people watching the National competition.


  ***


  “…”


  The Chinese and Japanese teams were facing each other on the lowest of the three mountains on Tira. Both teams believed themselves to be Asia’s ambassadors, so they couldn’t focus on target processing because they were busy interfering with each other.


  However, there were three people who weren’t tense. They were Japan’s Damian and Katz, and China’s Hao.


  “Indeed! Grid truly is great!”


  Damian. The strongest paladin who rose to become the first pope user was merely watching Grid’s activities and feeling admiration.


  “Bah, how boring.”


  Katz. One of Japan’s top rankers and an epic class user, he yawned without any hesitation. 


  “The sky above the sky…”


  Hao. The draconian and king of fighting was only conscious of Kraugel.


  “…Hey guys. What do we do now?”


  Yoshimura, who was once called one of the best rankers in Japan. He was strong against the weak and weak against the strong.


  Then Katz stepped forward.


  “Indeed, it’s less boring to kill these uncivilized bastards than to stay still.” 


  The faces of the Chinese rankers reddened.


  “What? Uncivilized?”


  “This nasty brat is speaking nonsense!”


  “I will kill you!”


  The Chinese rankers were hot-blooded. Once Katz provoked them, the rankers rushed forward at once.


  “Kukuk.”


  Katz laughed and pulled out a sword from his waist. It was the moment when the might of the Blood Warrior, which absorbed the enemy’s health with every attack and could use wide range skills using blood, was exposed. Hao saw Katz’ strength instantly and finally came forward.


  The struggle between the two Asian countries started in earnest. The Chinese mainland and Japanese island simultaneously went wild. But Damian’s remark poured cold water on them.


  “Korea will be the best anyway.”


  “…”


  It was the moment when the ‘Damian is Korean’ theory became stronger.


  ***


  ‘A 10 billion won neck.’


  Tarma was part of a dark gamers group, Blood Carnival, which committed all types of bad acts. He participated in the National Competition for Greece and his goal was to assassinate Kraugel. He was involved in all possible events that Kraugel would participate in, and he would aim for Kraugel’s neck every time. He didn’t care about the gold medal.


  ‘I will gain additional benefits if I kill him three times in PvP… Killing other famous rankers will also gain me benefits. Kukuk, I will make hundreds of millions of won and migrate to the US.’


  He would enjoy a luxurious life in a mansion with beauties every day! He dreamt of a brilliant future as he moved after Kraugel. Then a golden hand hovered around him? It was Grid’s famous God Hands.


  ‘This is very irritating.’


  Armed with a sword, it was flying alone and handling the targets. It didn’t care about what was happening in the surroundings. Tarma was afraid he might be spotted by Kruagel because of the God Hand, so he nervously hit the hand with a dagger.


  Chaaeng!


  The hand was hit hard and stiffened.


  “What?”


  He hit it hard enough for it to go flying, but it just stayed in place?


  “Go away!”


  Jjang! Jjang! Jjang!


  Tarma scowled and hit the God Hand several more times. Then all of the scattered God Hands gathered and headed towards Tarma. They recognized him as an enemy.


  “Wow.”


  They not only moved by themselves, but had the ability to make decisions. There was a reason why Grid was famous for his items. Tarma was feeling confused when he heard an unfamiliar voice.


  “What are you doing, assaulting someone else’s item?”


  “…Grid?”


  Grid appeared in front of Tarma, who had promised to win against Kraugel.


  Tarma snorted.
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  Grid.


  He was a legendary class, and the most famous one among the informal rankers. He was behind so many topics that even people indifferent to Satisfy knew Grid’s name.


  But evaluations were split in two. He was either an inexperienced person lucky to obtain a legendary class, or he had the ability itself to acquire a legendary class. And so on. A person who received both praise and criticism like Grid was rare.


  However, those who praised Grid and those who criticized him came to a common consensus. Grid was strong.


  But Tarma thought differently.


  ‘I’m stronger than a blacksmith.’


  In fact, Tarma had seen Grid’s battle video several times. Grid was lacking a lot when seen from the viewpoint of a combat specialist. His combat skills were all aggressive and lacked any defense, but he had no control skills to cover for that lack of defense.


  ‘Well, he might seem good when looking at it from the level of the public.’


  Tarma ridiculed and made a shooing motion with his hand.


  “Get lost, small fry. I don’t have time to deal with you.”


  Before the National Competition started, the world predicted that Grid wouldn’t play a big role, and it was the same for Tarma’s client. Tarma’s client didn’t put a bounty on Grid’s head. In other words, Tarma didn’t target Grid. It was a waste of energy to kill him. He intended on sending Grid away, but his tone was the problem.


  Get lost, small fry? Grid didn’t like Tarma’s attitude.


  “What did you call me? Get lost?”


  “What? What are you saying?”


  Tarma didn’t understand Grid’s slang. Then Grid raised his middle finger.


  “Eat this.”


  Grid was more welcoming towards the people around him, but his innate personality was still far from being gentle. The worst of his nature emerged when it came to people like Tarma.


  “You bastard…”


  Tarma’s face distorted like he was a demon. The second reason for Grid’s grudge was that Tarma was at the point where Grid expected Kraugel to be. Due to that, Grid missed the timing for a perfect surprise attack.


  “This can’t be forgiven…”


  Tarma growled out.


  “Small fry, I will give you a chance to die under my glorious hands.”


  The world knew Faker as the strongest assassin. Faker was responsible for wiping out one of the seven guilds, the Ice Flower Guild. But those who knew Tarma evaluated Tarma as higher than Faker.


  The unofficial ranker, Assassin Tarma. The activities he showed in the world of darkness were greater than Faker’s achievements.


  『 Tarma? Who’s that? 』


  『 Um, let’s see… A third advancement assassin belonging to Greece. His class is Shadow Master… He’s an unofficial ranker because his level isn’t disclosed. 』


  There were currently hundreds of cameras installed on Tira Island, capturing the movements of the participants in real time. However, the videos that the broadcasting stations could show were limited, so the users who weren’t famous weren’t exposed to the viewers. One of them was Tarma.


  But at this moment. Grid destroyed the allied teams and came across Tarma, making Tarma subject to the attention of the world.


  –Tarma? He has a third advancement class, which means he’s at a minimum, the same level as the 80th ranker.


  –There seems to be little exposure about him. He’s probably a person who only eats and hunts.


  Most viewers didn’t know Tarma. It was the same for the international commentators. But those who knew the world of Satisfy more deeply were well aware of Tarma.


  『 Tarma is a well known assassin. 』


  『 There is a rumor that Tarma has assassinated over 100 rankers. Even the 2nd ranked Zibal was assassinated by Tarma. 』


  『 Have you heard about that dark gamer group called Blood Carnival? Tarma is one of the monsters of that infamous group. 』


  『 There’s a saying that the true god of death is Tarma, not Faker. 』


  The Internet was shocked by the comments from the experts. The real time search terms on Internet portal sites were dominated by Tarma and Blood Carnival.


  –Wow… This is the first time I’ve heard of Blood Carnival, but their power is huge.


  –An unbelievably wicked group… Are they the Triads of Satisfy?


  –13 kingdoms have bounties on the Blood Carnival, but their base can’t be found. 


  –It seems like Tarma isn’t a simple assassin;; Did Grid pick the wrong opponent? Isn’t it dangerous?


  -Yiing


  Dozens of drones scattered through the forest started gathering around Grid and Tarma. It was proof that the world was paying attention to both people.


  “Hah, this is really…”


  Tarma scratched his head as he saw all the cameras. He was only in the National Competition to assassinate Kraugel, so he wanted to avoid people’s attention to act more freely. However, this was ruined due to Grid.


  “After I kill you, all the participating countries will be alert towards me. I’m being bothered by this little chick.”


  Suuk.


  Tarma complained while pulling out the logo of the Lion Group. The Lion Group. One of the world’s top 10 companies, they were the ones who sponsored Tarma.


  “Since so much attention is being paid to a small fry, I might as well get money from it.”


  Tarma attached the logo of the Lion Group to his chest. Then he started to emit a dark aura as he pulled out two yellow daggers. It was a PK only weapon that he acquired from quests in Gaya, the sandy kingdom on the East continent that most users hadn’t even seen yet.


  “This is the strongest weapon that makes those on the West Continent look stupid. Overgeared? Pffft! That’s a word that describes me!”


  Tarma shouted with confidence and shadows emerged from everywhere. The ground, bushes, trees, rocks, etc. Tarma’s shadow spread all over the place and deceived the viewers.


  “The shadows are moving!”


  Tarma disappeared into a shadow. It was perfect. It was at a level that could be called the strongest hiding technique, so the comments, experts and viewers around the world admired it.


  But Grid was different. In the past, Grid had experienced the shadow assassin called Kasim. He was able to grasp Tarma’s identity the moment that Tarma’s shadow started wriggling. Based on this, he used Magic Detection (Enhanced) Lv. 2 in advance.


  Magic Detection Lv. 2 had a long casting time and couldn’t accurately detect the position of an assassin moving in real time. However, Grid’s Magic Detection was one developed by the legendary great magician, Braham. It transcended common sense. 


  Furthermore, Grid had his high insight and the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch. All the conditions were in place to make it a perfect disaster for Tarma.


  “What?”


  Tarma emerged from the shadow of the tree next to Grid. He stared at Grid, intent on killing Grid before he was detected. But Grid’s Greatsword was aiming towards the point where he appeared.


  “Linked Kill.”


  Puok!


  Puk! Puk! Puk.


  “…!”


  An assassin’s weaknesses were their low health and defense. They were proud of their excellent stealth and lethality, but their bodies were the weakest of all damage dealers. How could an assassin survive Linked Kill, which was superior to Linked Kill Wave when it came to just attack power? It was only fortunate if they could avoid it.


  Tarma couldn’t even scream as he turned to grey.


  『 Wow. 』


  The commentators and experts took a deep breath. The 1st ranked real time topic on search portals was ‘3 seconds.’ After logging out Hurent in 5 seconds and Bondre in 4 seconds in the last National Competition, now Grid had set a new record. It was very cliche, but the world was once again astonished.


  From the first day of the National Competition, Grid was overturning the world several times.


  ***


  ‘A very strong guy.’


  Grid realized the moment he read where Tarma would emerge and used Linked Kill. Tarma didn’t give up and fought back, cutting Grid’s wrist.


  ‘I received 3,000 damage…’


  Grid resisted it, but the attack also caused poisoning and paralysis. The power was tremendous. If he couldn’t kill Tarma with one blow and if Linked Kill had only done three strikes, Grid thought it would have been dangerous.


  That’s right.


  Grid had eyes that could measure an opponent’s ability just by exchanging one blow. It was something he developed after numerous battles with enemies stronger than him. Now Grid was becoming a real powerhouse.


  『 The US team has started catching up with the South Korean team! 』


  『 Currently, there are only three survivors in the Korean team. It’s inevitable that their speed will slow down compared to other teams. Isn’t it possible for them to lose their first place to the United States? 』


  “This…”


  The words of the commentators alarmed Grid. After confirming the scoreboard, Grid used Fly and flew in the direction where targets were concentrated, unleashing Wave. Dozens of targets exploded.


  However, there was a limit to his mana. Grid had the God Hands continue to handle the targets and dropped to the ground after his mana was depleted. The Korean viewers who saw it were frustrated. The targets were difficult to deal with from the ground and South Korea only had one ranged damage dealer, Yura, so the US team was able to catch up. Maybe Russia and Canada would also catch up. 


  But who was Grid? He was a legendary blacksmith that could use all weapons. He had acquired the Weapons Mastery skill in the Behen Archipelago. The commentators and viewers were shocked as they saw him take out a bow.


  『 Bow? Why is he bringing out a bow? 』


  『 Don’t tell me… Surely a blacksmith isn’t trying to shoot a bow… 』


  Pagma was a legendary blacksmith and great swordsman. Everyone could understand why Pagma’s Descendant would use a sword, but they never imagined that he could shoot a bow.
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  [Spiral Quick Fire Bow]


  Rating: Epic


  Attack Power: 215~249   Firing Speed: +17%


  Accuracy: -30%


  * Every time you shot an arrow, the firing speed will increase by 0.5%. This effect will only be applied up to 50%.


  * It is difficult to control the trajectory of the arrow.


  * If you hit the ‘desired target,’ you will gain additional Bow Mastery experience.


  A bow made by the legendary blacksmith Grid.


  The structure of the bow and arrow is unusual. It is difficult to predict the trajectory of an arrow the user even hit rate is very poor.


  Kkirik!


  Grid took out the bow that he made after much suffering. Then a notification window appeared in front of him.


  [The effect of Beginner Weapons Mastery Lv. 8 is higher than the effect of Beginner Bow Mastery Lv. 3.] 


  [The passive Weapons Mastery skill is applied.]


  Grid learned Bow Mastery much faster than Weapons Mastery. However, the level of Weapons Mastery was much higher than Bow Mastery because Grid’s main weapon was a sword. Weapons Mastery accumulated experience with any type of weapon, while Bow Mastery only gained experience when using a bow.


  ‘When I use the bow, both Weapons Mastery and Bow Mastery increases. If the level of the two masteries is similar someday, I will start to see the advantage of Bow Mastery.’


  Paang!


  Unless they were some combat specialized class, more ordinary users only learned one type of mastery. Blacksmiths didn’t have any mastery skill at all. Grid was a blacksmith, yet he possessed Weapons Mastery, Bow Mastery, and Magic Mastery.


  He had endless potential.


  『 H-He is really shooting a bow! 』


  One arrow left Grid’s bowstring. The spectators looked on as it moved in a zigzag, the movements hard to predict. It was the moment that the dignity of the legendary Pagma’s Descendant class was howed to the world.


  Grid was confident.


  ‘I’m no longer someone you can ignore.’


  Grid had lived a life where he wasn’t acknowledged by people. He had always been despised for his lack of talent. But now it was different.


  Satisfy. In the end, it was a game where Grid broke the prejudices of the people who knew him and became the best.


  Peeeeeong!


  『 Grid has accurately hit the target!!! 』


  [Firing speed has increased by 1%.]


  [The arrow has hit the desired target. Additional Bow Mastery experienced has been acquired.]


  Kkirik!


  Grid pulled the bowstring again with calm eyes. As the stagnant score of South Korea started moving again…


  [Your arrow has missed.]


  [Your arrow has missed.]


  [Your arrow…]


  “…This is rotten.”


  Indeed, his luck was bad. It happened when Grid saw that the arrows were flying in a different direction.


  『 The situation is turned upside down! The United States has surpassed South Korea’s score! 』


  『 Russia and Canada are also close to South Korea’s score! 』


  『 The other countries are finally fully engaged in the target processing, but South Korea has only three survivors. They will keep falling behind. 』


  『 Hah… Regas and Seuron are still fighting. I want to express my sympathies to the people of Britain and Argentina. 』


  『 To the people of China and Japan… 』


  ‘Is there nothing I can do?’


  Grid’s heart weakened for the first time in a while. He had been trying so hard for the past year, so he felt frustrated because he couldn’t achieve his desired result.


  ‘…No, it isn’t over yet.’


  Grid bit his lip and firmed up his heart. The bowstring was pulled close to his red lips. Grid was extremely focused when there was a new change on the battlefield. The scores of the US and Russia stopped.


  ***


  {Shit! East cliff! Check it! }


  {U-Uhh? What? Why isn’t magic working?}


  {There’s a reason. Haven’t you heard the rumor that it is impossible to hit him with non-targeted skills?}


  {I thought it was an exaggerated rumor.}


  {An exaggeration? There is never any exaggeration when describing him. Rather, it’s too lacking.}


  Economies, industrial, science, culture, arts, military, academics, sports, etc. The United States had always been the leader in every field. There was nothing comparable to the largest and strongest country in the world.


  It was natural that the United States would hold the title of the strongest in Satisfy. But the strongest United States was currently in turmoil. It was due to only one person. The sky above the sky.


  ‘Kraugel…!’


  Lauel’s face distorted as he clung to the top of the mountain and looked at the battlefield.


  ‘It’s my mistake.’


  It happened the moment he was convinced that Kraugel would target South Korea’s Yura.


  ‘We should’ve adjusted the pace of our scoring until Kraugel had a direct conflict with South Korea.’


  But that didn’t happen. The United States overtook South Korea’s score before Yura was attacked, causing Kraugel to switch targets. Kraugel was only aiming for gold. From his point of view, it was natural for him to target the most threatening country.


  “Ugh… My health…”


  There were some rules in the 2nd National Competition’s PvP field. First, damage was reduced by 50%. Second, various recovery potions and buff potions couldn’t be taken. Third, pets couldn’t be summoned.


  These were measures to ensure that the participants fought purely with their combat abilities, and to allow the viewers to watch entertaining scenes for a longer time. It was why Zibal still wasn’t fully functional after receiving a large injury from Pon’s Rail Spear. Only two-thirds of his health had recovered.


  How could they deal with the monster called Kraugel in this state? It was a very regrettable thing for Zibal. But he couldn’t stay still.


  Lauel restrained him.


  “You should try to recover a bit more. If you rush it, you will just be hurt worse.”


  Healers were rare and precious in this game. He realized it again. Therefore, the value of Pope Damian and the Rebecca Church, which could train healers, was more important. He needed to be turned into a perfect ally.


  In this dire situation, Lauel was still thinking about Overgeared.


  {Russia is approaching through the western path. All personnel, except for Skull, should prepare to face the enemy. I will stop Kraugel in the east with Skull.}


  The United State’s power was certainly unique. They completely overwhelmed Spain. It should be relatively easy to deal with Russia if Kraugel’s feet were tied up. Lauel believed so and used Dragon’s Stretch to cause a landslide.


  Kraugel confirmed that most of the US rankers moved away, used White Light Steps to avoid the 8th ranked Skull and came face to face with Lauel.


  ‘Indeed. He always targets the head.’


  Smart people were always a target. Lauel predicted that Kraugel would aim for him. It was the reason why he made Zibal keep recovering here.


  “Zibal! Let’s see if your hands can reach the sky!”


  “I’m ranked 2nd! I’m the only person qualified to crack the sky!”


  Zibal received Lauel’s provocation and jumped up to face Kraugel. He had shown excellent skills in hunting and boss raids, but nothing in PvP. He didn’t participate in the 1st National Competition’s PvP event, so he had to prove himself now. The reason he neglected PvP was because he wasn’t interested, not because he was weak!


  “Kraugelllllll!”


  Zibal screamed and pulled out a grey rod. It was the emergence of the ego weapon made by the 1st ranked blacksmith, Panmir, who used the techniques learned from the dwarf city Talima.


  Peeng!


  The grey rod was 1m in length and soared into the sky. The length quickly grew to 3m in an instant and aimed for Kraugel’s chest.


  Suuk.


  The moment that Kraugel avoided it.


  Pakak!


  The end of the grey rod turned at a right angle and hit Kraugel’s temple. Kraugel couldn’t overcome the shock and fell down.


  Kuuuuong.


  “…This is items.”


  Lauel never imagined that Zibal could do this much. On the other hand, the world was in great disorder.


  『 T-The sky above the sky…! The sky above the sky!!! 』 


  『 He fell!!! 』


  『 It’s because of Zibal! 』


  They were skeptical of his abilities since he was assassinated by Tarma who was logged out by Grid in 3 seconds, but he truly was the 2nd rank. The rumor that he had a close fight with the crazy farmer of Reidan wasn’t a lie.


  “Waaahhhhhhhh!”


  “Zibal! Zibal! Zibal!”


  The Americans cheered and stomped their feet. A stir filled the Stade de France National Stadium.


  “I am Zibal! I am the most powerful American!”


  Zibal shouted excitedly. Kraugel responded by slowly raising his body. His condition wasn’t good. Was it due to the injury from Zibal? No. Kraugel’s defense wasn’t so poor that Zibal’s blow would cause a big injury.


  Kraugel was just tired. It had been 30 minutes since the target processing started and he had wiped out more than 10 countries alone. His stamina was low and as a result, his concentration dropped, and his movements became less stable.


  “It’s very unfortunate that it isn’t Grid, but this is a chance to break down the sky in front of the whole world…”


  Lauel finished casting Dragon Stretch and reached out towards Kraugel. The 8th ranked Skull had climbed the cliff and was aiming for Kraugel’s back.


  “Just rest.”


  Lauel proposed.


  Kurururung!


  Dragon Stretch crumbled the floor around Kraugel.


  “Open Arms!”


  Skull continuous hit Kruagel’s back.


  “I will wash away the stain on my reputation today!”


  Zibal controlled the grey rod and aimed it at Kraugel’s head.


  “…”


  Kraugel faced strong skills. He was sweating so much it was like raindrops, but he remembered his sick mother. A deep desire filled his black eyes. He struggled and endured because he only wished for his mother’s recovery.


  “Super Sensitivity.”


  Kakiing.


  The strongest skill that only a person who obtained the title of great swordsman could use was activated and the owner moved between Zibal, Lauel, and Skull.


  Seokeok!


  Peok!


  Kwang!


  America’s strongest players were shattered by the combination of a speed that couldn’t be followed with the eyes, an attack that seemed beyond cognitive ability, and the hard to match destructive power.


  At this moment, Kraugel was invincible. This was a truth that nobody in the world could argue against. The sky that Grid wanted to reach was endlessly high.
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  『 Skull and Lauel have been logged out!! 』


  『 The survivors of the US team have started to retreat. 』 


  『 It’s a big matter that Kraugel alone tied up three rankers. Russia has the numerical superiority. 』


  『 Zibal survived, but his loss in power is severe. The United States seems to be getting further away from the medal. 』


  『 Who could’ve imagined that a strong champion like the United States would be knocked out? Amazing!  Kraugel is really great! 』


  Since Satisfy’s opening, Kraugel had maintained his first place ranking on the unified rankings chart. However, due to his nature of acting alone without appearing in public, the public had no chance to get to know his skills. They just guessed he was strong based on the few rankers who were witnesses.


  To be honest, the public thought that all the nicknames for Kraugel were exaggerated. But that changed today. They were able to realize it after seeing Kraugel directly.


  The rumors about Kraugel weren’t exaggerated. Rather, they weren’t accurate enough.


  Kraugel was truly a transcendent figure.


  ***


  “So what if the trivial monkey is good at fighting?”


  The skinheads of Russia showed extreme racism. Over the past century, the number of Asians assaulted or killed by them was over 100,000.


  The Koryoin were no exception. Most Koreans voluntarily acquired Russian citizenship and lived in Russia for several generations, but they weren’t recognized by the skinheads. They were treated with threats and contempt. In 2005, there was a well known incident where the Koryoin Russian karate champion, ‘Yakov Khan’ was murdered by skinheads.  


  “What are you doing? The competition isn’t over yet.”


  Alexander. He was a skinhead and 22nd on the overall rankings. He treated Kraugel as less than a human. He didn’t cheer, honor, or respect Kraugel, who played a bigger role than anyone else. He was just like a dog.


  “…”


  Kraugel led Russia to victory by defeating Jishuka, Skull, and Lauel. He couldn’t even hold his body up properly as Alexander whispered to him.


  “Shake it off and keep going. Don’t you have to work hard to treat your mother’s disease?”


  “…”


  “What? You’re not getting up?”


  Alexander knew why Kraugel was in this National Competition and thoroughly took advantage of it.


  “Oh, I’m not feeling motivated anymore. I am tired of playing in the National Competition, so how about I quit and take a break?”


  “I’m sorry. I’ll get up.”


  Kraugel restrained Alexander, who was about to lie down, and barely got up. His legs were staggering as Alexander pointed to the scoreboard.


  “While we were fighting the United States, South Korea took back the number one spot. If you don’t want to miss out on the gold medal, you need to shatter them.”


  “…I will do so.”


  A new medicine that could treat his mother’s disease. It would take at least two years before it was commercialized. Kraugel couldn’t wait until then, so he firmed up his heart.


  ***


  1st. South Korea – 244 points.


  2nd. Russia – 195 points.


  3rd. United States – 167 points.


  4th. Canada – 153 points.


  5th. United Kingdom – 119 points.


  …


  …


  Grid’s face was tense as he checked the scoreboard.


  ‘The score of the Russians has started to rise again.’


  It meant that the battle between the US and Russia ended in Russia’s victory


  “As expected from Kraugel.”


  The average power of the United States was higher than Russia. The US was only defeated due to the variable called Kraugel. Yura and Peak Sword hadn’t expected the current situation and were surprised, but Grid was different.


  ‘I can’t play a more active role on this stage than Kraugel.’


  In the past, Grid had defeated Kraugel because Kraugel wasn’t in a perfect state. It was natural for Kraugel to achieve all of this, since he was so strong.


  “Hrmm.”


  South Korea had once again regained first place, but their the situation wasn’t very good right now. Grid’s God Hands were slowly and steadily accumulating points. However, Peak Sword was limited to close range damage, while Yura consumed mana with every shot. Yura’s target processing speed was remarkably reduced and the targets flying through the sky were too small to handle.


  ‘It would be a great help if Park Jonghwa was still alive.’


  Grid judged that Russia and Canada would eventually beat them.


  ‘The secret to how Russia is able to reach here.’


  They actively utilized the weapon called Kraugel. Kraugel moved through Tira, fighting the elements that threatened Russia alone. And right now, the country threatened Russia was South Korea.


  Kraugel needed to move again for Russia to get a more definitive victory. South Korea would be a target.


  ‘Kraugel will soon attack.’


  What will be the result if I fight against him?


  ‘South Korea will lose.’


  Even if Grid caught Kraugel’s ankle, Yura and Peak Sword were the only ones handling the target, so the speed of scoring will be slow. In the end, Russia would catch up.


  ‘If Yura and Peak Sword can confront Kraugel…’


  It was counterproductive. Yura had grown quickly through the vampire cities and the Behen Archipelago, but she was still only level 260. Peak Sword wasn’t Kraugel’s opponent in the first place. Grid could only handle dozens of targets before the two people were logged out by Kraugel. Then Grid would be left alone.


  The result where South Korea was defeated didn’t change.


  ‘How to get first?’


  If Grid was an ordinary player, he would’ve abandoned the gold medal. But Grid wasn’t a common player. Like Kraugel, he had a destructive power that overturned common sense. Thus, he could do something.


  ‘What if I hit Russia?’


  Yes, he didn’t have to take the risk of facing Kraugel. While Kraugel ran to this place to confront Yura and Peak Sword, he would run and smash the Russian team.


  ‘Afterwards, avoid Kraugel’s pursuit and handle the targets with the God Hands.


  Canada remained a problem, but Korea, Canada, and Russia weren’t the only countries remaining on the battlefield. Britain, Argentina, China, and Japan were still in a relatively good condition. They were also aiming for a medal, so they would read the situation and keep Canada in check.


  “Okay.”


  The cooldown of most skills had returned and his mana had recovered by quite a bit. Grid made a decision and spoke to Yura and Peak Sword.


  “Stand out so that you will be Kraugel’s target. Then when Kraugel attacks, escape as far as possible and buy some time.”


  “Grid, don’t tell me…”


  Yura was smart and Peak Sword had been the leader of a guild. They figured out Grid’s plan at once.


  “Are you going to strike Russia alone?”


  “It’s too dangerous, even if you’re God Grid! Russia didn’t beat the United States just because of Kraugel. The average power of Russia is strong, especially Alexander…!”


  “Isn’t it high list, high return? If we want the best result, I have to take this risk.”


  Grid cut off Peak Sword’s anxious words and entered the forest. Peak Sword looked at his back with dismay and muttered.


  “It is high risk, not high list…”


  Kindergartens taught English these days, so shouldn’t he know more? Peak Sword felt very good about his English, despite only saying ‘Do you know?’


  ***


  “South Korea’s scoring rate has slowed down?”


  “Is Kraugel already raiding Korea’s base?


  “No, Kraugel is tired. It will take him a considerable amount of time to reach the Korean base, and even if he reaches it, he won’t pose a great threat to Grid.”


  “Then why is South Korea’s score rising so slowly?”


  “Are they frightened of Kraugel?”


  “Well, there is Yura in the Korean team. She will quickly identify that she is Kraugel’s next target.”


  “Hahat! Cowards.”


  The Russian representatives were on top of the mountain that was originally the US team’s base. As a result, the speed of their scoring was very fast. It was at least five times faster than South Korea, so a reversal would happen soon.


  “But Alexander, isn’t it better not to bother Kraugel so much in the National Competition?”


  “I also agree. Kraugel is currently our largest power. It could backfire if you keep crushing his pride and morale.”


  Apart from Alexander, the Russian team representatives didn’t know the real reason why Kraugel participated in the National Competition. They just thought he wanted a gold medal and a reward like themselves.


  Alexander snorted.


  “Don’t worry. He wants to win the championship for Russia more than anyone else. He will do his best to the end, even if he’s treated as a dog.”


  Alexander disliked Kraugel. He felt honored to participate in order to make Russia great, and couldn’t stand the attitude of someone who participated for personal reasons. Thus, he wanted to crush Kraugel even more.


  The Russian representatives were chatting while handling the targets.


  “Are you harassing Kraugel? Hyenas are bothering a lion?”


  It was a familiar but also unfamiliar voice. Alexander and the other Russian rankers looked in the direction of the voice.


  “You…”


  “Grid?”


  Why was this bastard here? The Russian representatives quickly figured out the situation.


  “Hoh, I see. You want to hit us while Kraugel hits South Korea?”


  They felt grateful.


  “Planning to raid us alone, you’re crazy. Didn’t you just come here to die?”


  “You hit a couple of small fries and think you are so great?”


  “You aren’t Kraugel. Did you call us hyenas and Kraugel a lion? Then you are a dog, a dog.”


  Grid had been bullied throughout school and disliked harassment. He could roughly guess Kraugel’s position after hearing the conversation of the Russian rankers, so his eyes were sharp.


  “I’m a tiger, dumb bastards.”


  Kwack!


  Before arriving here, Grid used the Item Combination skill. By combining Grid’s Greatsword and Failure, he held the weapon with the highest attack power.


  “Transcended Link. And Linked Kill Wave.”


  The bombardment struck the Russian team.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  “…!”


  The energy blades, which were more threatening than a storm, destroyed the edge of the mountain peak. Unlike Lauel, who caused a landslide by taking advantage of the terrain, Grid caused a landslide using pure destructive power.


  The Russian representatives screamed as they were hit.
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  Kurururung!


  The mountain wasn’t able to cope with the explosion generated by Transcended Link and collapsed.


  The Russians showed their skills as the stones poured down like hail. Transcended Link was a non-targeted skill, so it could be avoided with control, while Linked Kill Wave could be countered with a corresponding skill.


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeong!


  Indeed, third advancement classes were different. The two second advancement users were unable to cope with Transcended Link properly, while the four third advancement classes handled Linked Kill Wave. They were hit by the landslide, but they moved their bodies properly and avoided a fatal injury. They were different from small fries.


  Among them, the 22nd ranked Alexander was a military student. He focused on the small shields hanging on both wrists and hardened them, completely neutralizing the strike of Linked Kill Wave. He wasn’t a tanker, so it was probably a skill to neutralize techniques. 


  “Indeed, you’re a monster.”


  Alexander shook his hands like it was numb.


  “If it’s just the power of the skill alone, you are stronger than Kraugel.”


  Just.


  “Aren’t your total abilities below me?”


  Alexander had also participated in the National Competition last year. He saw Grid defeat Hurent and Bondre in succession, winning the PvP event. At the time, he had been honestly surprised. He realized that he couldn’t beat this yellow monkey and his pride was hurt.


  But now it was different. Over the past year, Alexander had become stronger. He advanced faster than others. Grid would also be stronger than last year, but Alexander was certain that he had a bigger growth.


  “I also experienced the East Continent.”


  One of the people who knew about the Behen Archipelago.


  In this notorious instant dungeon, Alexander reached the 15th island and luckily found Fog Island. He bought a large number of elixirs and moved to the East Continent. There, he succeeded in countless quests, receiving all types of titles and a second class.


  “My current stats are around 400 points higher than the same level users. By hardening my aura, I can exert powerful attack power and defense at the same time. Can a monkey like you handle me?”


  Grid listened to the story and laughed.


  Alexander frowned.


  “What is funny?”


  “In my experience, talkative people like you usually die in one blow. I’m just curious about how many seconds it will take for you to die.”


  It was an obvious provocation. Grid noticed Alexander’s temper and taunted him. But Alexander was a surprisingly cool person.


  “Hey monkey. I know that you’ve been a winner for a while. But keep this in mind.”


  The world was wide and there were many people.


  “There are more than two billion users in Satisfy. Why do only a few rankers participate in the National Competition to represent their country? You’re strong, but there are countless others in the world that you don’t know about.” 


  The true users that were Kraugel’s level didn’t show up in the National Competition. Why? They didn’t want to expose their power to the world.


  “They don’t crave anything enough to risk exposing themselves. They are complete products.”


  “What is your point?”


  “Well, to put it simply, it means that the rankers who competed in the National Competition are only B-class. They are lacking many parts and are weak and pitiful beings who made a choice to expose their power. Don’t be so arrogant when you have only played against them.”


  “…Hoh.”


  It was a plausible logic. Grid had reasons for participating in the National Competition. First of all, he wanted the world to acknowledge his abilities. Secondly, he wanted to obtain adamantium and promote Overgeared.  He wouldn’t have bothered participating in the National Competition if he had no purpose. In fact, Faker hadn’t participated in the National Competition for two years in a row.


  Grid thought about it and came to a conclusion.


  “Then Alexander, aren’t you also B-class? Are you giving me an advance warning before I knock you out?”


  Alexander snorted.


  “No, I am A-class.”


  Alexander was already strong enough. He knew it wasn’t ideal to fight in the National Competition and expose his power. Nevertheless, he participated in the National Competition for only one reason.


  “I participated in this competition for the glory of my country. Now, experience the power of an A-class. Be the cornerstone of Russia’s glory!”


  “…!”


  Grid’s eyes widened.


  It was because something as sharp as thorns rose from the ground at his feet.


  His high insight and the power of the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch meant Grid quickly detected the abnormality of the ground. Then he moved around with the agility he gained in the Behen Archipelago, avoiding the thorns.


  The swift movements were more than Alexander anticipated.


  ‘Yes, this is the trinity of items, stats and skills.’


  Alexander linked skills while admiring it.


  “It is useless! Aura Explosion!”


  Pepepepeong!


  The aura thorns that rose from the ground where Grid stood became hard. They exploded and caused damage to Grid…


  [You have dealt 680 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 599 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 605 damage to the target.]


  “Eh?”


  Alexander’s eyes widened with surprise.


  ‘What? Why isn’t the damage higher?’


  That Grid, did he move quickly and get away from the blast radius? Alexander watched the dust caused by the explosion and belatedly realized.


  ‘No, he didn’t avoid it.’


  Grid’s defense was just absurdly high.


  ‘Overgeared…’


  The first time that Grid appeared in front of the world in the past. He called himself overgeared when facing Neberius, a Yatan Servant. It was a defense that made Alexander recall Grid’s intense first appearance.


  ‘But it will eventually break!’


  Alexander moved forward.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  Twin swords slashed through the air towards Grid. If Grid didn’t have flying magic, he wouldn’t have been able to respond easily. Now Grid was accustomed to Fly after nearly two years. He could move as freely in the sky as he could on the ground. It was relatively easy to block Alexander’s swords.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “What…?”


  Currently, Grid was armed with a greatsword. It was common sense that his attack speed would be slow. But Grid’s attack speed was very fast. The attack speed was between that of a one-handed sword and a greatsword, so it was hard to defend against.


  ‘Even the destructive power…!’


  Alexander barely defended with his shield, but he couldn’t bear the weight of the greatsword. He fell to the ground. Grid immediately rushed towards him.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  In the empty air, he moved while using Link.


  Pit!


  Pipipipipit!


  A quick swordsmanship that made it hard to believe it came from a greatsword. Dozens of black lights appeared around Alexander’s body. Grid believed that dozens of strikes would emerge from Alexander’s body. It was a maneuver to deal with Link.


  But Alexander wasn’t an ordinary person. As soon as Grid used Link, he developed an aura tornado, creating a barrier of aura around his body and making it harder.


  At that moment.


  Pepepepeong!


  Link hit the aura barrier and it broke. Grid and Alexander’s gazes met through hundreds of scattered aura fragments. Alexander laughed.


  “Louder than before! Aura Explosion!”


  Puaaaaaaaah!


  “Kuk!”


  Grid groaned.


  It was the first pained expression he made after the target processing started. It would be difficult to cope with the damage caused by the simultaneous explosion of dozens of aura fragments.


  “This is the power of an A-class!”


  Alexander took advantage of the momentum to hit Grid’s chest with his left hand, while pushing the sword in his right hand into Grid’s abdomen. It wasn’t a weak attack. However, Grid’s items were much better.


  [The Largest Gloves have reduced physical damage by 4%.]


  [The Shiny Gauntlets have reduced physical damage by 5%.]


  [The Heavy Helmet has reduced physical damage by 6%.]


  [Lantier’s Cloak has reduced the damage of all stabbing and cutting attacks by 20%.]


  [Triple Layers has reduced physical damage by 4%.]


  [Triple Layers has reduced the damage of stabbing attacks by 50%.]


  [The enemy’s sword is caught in the gap of Three Layers. The skill ‘Sword Breaker’ is used.]


  [The target’s weapon durability has dropped.]


  Kwajijik!


  “…What?”


  Alexander paled. The durability of his swords decreased severely just from cutting and stabbing Grid. It even got stuck. It was like dealing with a named golem boss.


  Grid told him.


  “If you are A-class, then I am S-class?”


  ‘Damn items…!’


  Alexander removed his sword and attacked Grid again.


  It was the manifestation of his strongest attack skill, ‘Exceed Sword,’ which concentrated hardened aura at the end of the sword. Exceed Sword had the option of ignoring a certain amount of the enemy’s defenses.


  Grid didn’t avoid it. To be honest, it was difficult to avoid it. He didn’t bother wasting strength and just let it hit. He believed in the Heavy Helmet, Largest Gloves, Shiny Gauntlets, Triple Layers, and Lantier’s Cloak, which had high resistance to physical attacks.


  Of course, his items certainly paid back Grid’s faith.


  [You have suffered 8,144 damage.]


  “This is ridiculous!”


  Alexander’s strongest attack skill only did this much damage? The durability of his sword was further reduced. Grid struck the miserable Alexander. Alexander couldn’t avoid it. Grid used a skill the moment he welcomed the attack, so there was no time to avoid it.


  Linked Kill pierced Alexander’s heart before Alexander could recover his sword.


  Puk.


  Puk puk puk!


  Alexander did his best to the end.


  He succeeded in defending against the first strike of Linked Kill with his hardened aura shield. But Grid’s Linked Kill was a skill that hit the target at least three times. Luckily, this time it was six strikes. 


  Alexander couldn’t deal with the overwhelming power exerted by Grid’s Greatsword + Failure and turned to grey.


  “…”


  The Russian representatives were speechless.


  They never imagined that Alexander, who was the next strongest after Kraugel, would lose against Grid. Frankly speaking, they expected Alexander to crush Grid. But the result was the opposite.


  Then Grid said to them.


  “Am I still a dog?”


  The Russian representatives shook their heads.
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  Grid’s shocking strength and bravery were backed by his items. It was enough to qualify as a tiger. It was relatively easy to avoid the combo of Transcended Link and Linked Kill Wave, but even Russia was forced to shrink back from the power of the items.


  ‘Alexander was overwhelmed… I didn’t know that the power of items was this much.’


  ‘It isn’t a match for Kraugel, but it can be compared to Night. ’


  ‘There’s a limit on what the three of us can do.’


  Night.


  Night, an unofficial ranker who destroyed Alexander at the PvP competition held by the Russian government. Grid was so strong that they were reminded of Night’s strength. The Russian representatives shuddered, while the third advancement users thought quickly.


  ‘The two second advancement classes failed to escape from Grid’s Transcended Link and fell down the mountain.’


  ‘Those two are weak. If we’re killed by Grid, it’s impossible to win with just Kraugel and those two.’


  ‘We should compromise here.’


  Step, step.


  Grid was approaching. If they didn’t want to experience a catastrophe, they needed to make a quick decision. The Russia representatives made a suggestion to Grid.


  “How about making an alliance?”


  “Haven’t you suffered a big loss of power? We won’t fight until the end, instead we will help each other out with other countries. Won’t we be invincible if we join forces?”


  “Let’s share the gold and silver medal.”


  The Russians thought that Grid would willingly accept the proposal. Currently, the only survivors of the Korean team were Grid, Yura, and Peak Sword. It was also clear that Yura and Peak Sword would soon be logged out by Kraugel.


  ‘Grid would be left alone.’


  ‘Grid will stubbornly fight.’


  ‘It’s the end for South Korea if Grid dies.’


  ‘If Grid isn’t a fool, he won’t fight us until the end.’


  The Russian representatives were sure of it.


  “What if I don’t want to?”


  Grid showed an unexpected reaction. Was he stupid? No. He had steadily developed in the past year. It wasn’t just his power, but his thinking abilities as well. He was always aware of Lauel’s advice and grasped the battlefield more accurately.


  “The moment we ally with each other, it’s likely that the other counties busy fighting each other will become alert towards us.”


  The countries currently alive were powerful. It wouldn’t be good if they worked together in a pincer attack.


  “Let’s make it simple. I will kill you here as originally planned.”


  The Russians thought it was absurd. They hurriedly tried to persuade him.


  “Think about it calmly! It’s better to combine strengths rather than fighting and destroying both of us!”


  “Destroying?” Grid asked like he didn’t understand. “I will be destroyed by you?”


  “…?”


  The Russian representatives frowned.


  “What is with this reaction? Don’t tell me you believe that you can easily beat the three of us alone?”


  “It doesn’t seem that hard?”


  Grid shrugged as he held Grid’s Greatsword + Failure, which only had a short duration remaining. Grid’s Greatsword and Failure were both weapons with a legendary rating. Once they were joined together through Item Combination, their power exceeded the ‘sealed’ myth rated weapons.


  It was a weapon that couldn’t be understood using the common sense of current users. What happened if the Rune of Darkness effect was added to the Blacksmith’s Rage buff skill? It would make the 50% drop in PvP damage pointless. 


  [Opening the Rune of Darkness. Demonic power has permanently increased by 10. * For one minute, 20% addition shadow damage will be added to normal attacks and skills.]


  [Blacksmith’s Rage has been used. Attack power will increase by 25% and attack speed will increase by 40% for 35 seconds.]


  Teong!


  Grid rushed towards the Russian representatives. The Russians clicked their tongues at his ridiculous judgment and threw their weapons to weaken Grid’s power.


  Teteteteng!


  “…!”


  Their eyes widened. Grid surrounded his body with the black cloak and the weapons thrown at it were stuck or bounced back.


  {W-What? Did you see that? What in the world is that cloak?}


  {I’ve seen several legendary cloaks, but nothing like this…}


  {Don’t make a big fuss. Stay calm.}


  Indeed, it was funny to be surprised at items. From the very beginning, Grid was the king of being overgeared.


  {No matter how great his items are, he’ll have definite limits.}


  Grid’s control skills were at the level of the low level rankers.


  {Aim at this point.}


  Pahat!


  As soon as Grid got within a certain distance, the representatives of Russia formed a triangle shape with Grid in the center, isolating him. They linked skills that made use of the strengths of their different weapons, disturbing Grid and dealing constant damage.


  It wasn’t that Grid didn’t know their intentions. His intense combat experience amplified Grid’s judgement ability in a positive direction.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Grid moved naturally while using Pagma’s Swordsmanship, avoiding the Russian rankers’ non-targeted skills. This made the Russians feel astonished.


  ‘Avoidance skills?’


  ‘Grid?’


  They didn’t know. Over the past year, how hard Grid had been working to defeat stronger enemies and how much he developed. Then Grid gave them despair.


  “Restraint.”


  A wide area CC was activated in an instant, causing the Russians to look contemplative. Grid swapped from Braham’s Boots to Grid’s Boots to raise the destructive power even more, and dealt a blow to them. At this moment, commentators, experts and viewers around the world were thrilled.


  『 Pagma’s Swordsmanship, it had an obvious weakness! The footwork is needed to use it. 』


  『 In fact, in last year’s National Competition, Grid was hit by a few rankers using this weakness. 』


  『 But this year’s Grid is different! He uses the skill while moving! Grid has learned how to avoid this weak point! 』


  『 Overcoming weaknesses and sublimating weapons…! It’s really amazing! Really great! Grid is actually a genius! 』


  It was more than two years since Grid was exposed to the world. It wasn’t a short amount of time, and at last, the world started to see Grid’s true value.


  A true top class.


  ***


  ‘A monster was hiding on this small island.’


  The Chinese representatives were upset. They ignored Japan as a small country. Yet Katz’ strength was incredible. It was more than they predicted. Meanwhile, Damian was also very surprised.


  ‘He’s above the average level of Overgeared.’


  ‘Genius at fighting’ Hao.


  The best person in China, whose population was over 1.3 million, his strength was unrivalled. In particular, he had excellent control skill over secondary weapons like chains. Damian thought that Hao was equal to the top members of Overgeared.


  Yet the more surprising thing…


  ‘Katz is the same as Hao.’


  “Blood Breath!”


  “Dragon Fear!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  It was like a Hollywood blockbuster movie. As the magnificent and destructive confrontation between Hao and Katz deepened, the environment became worse. Damian used a wide range protection spell so that his teammates wouldn’t be hurt by the damage.


  ‘What will be the outcome?’


  The Chinese representatives stood arrogantly, believing only in Hao’s strength. On the other hand, the Japanese were nervous that Katz would be defeated by Hao. In the end, Japan couldn’t wait any longer and moved.


  “Don’t fight head on. Retreat and fight!”


  China boasted the best power in Asia and their average level was higher than Japan by 15. There were three third advancement classes. The moment that Yoshimura and the Japanese representatives were being pushed back by the momentum of the Chinese representatives.


  “Don’t run away and fight. Divine Protection, Incarnation of Light, Goddess’ Blessing.”


  Damain used various buff skills.


  [Divine Protection increases the defense of you and your party by 20% for 3 minutes.]


  [Light Incarnation increases the attack power of you and your party by 10% for 3 minutes.]


  [The Goddess’ Blessing increases you and your party members’ stats by 10% for 5 minutes, negates one strike and will create a shield that absorbs 8,000 damage.] 


  “…!”


  The effect was comparable to the buffs used by priests. In particular, the effects of Goddess’ Protection was beyond imagination, causing the Japanese rankers to feel shocked.


  Katz was also impressed.


  ‘He isn’t the pope for nothing.’


  The Blood Warrior had a passive blood-sucking effect, so his battle endurance was very good. With Damian’s buffs and healings, Katz would be able to hunt infinitely. Katz decided that he would surely turn Damian into his own person after the National Competition ended. He didn’t doubt it, because he believed in his wealth.


  “Kuk…!”


  Hao groaned because he couldn’t adjust to Katz’ rise in stats. It happened when Katz smiled triumphantly and was going to link a combo.


  “Shed Weapon.”


  “…!”


  Hao showed wonderful control through a different skill. He accurately grasped the orbit and speed of Katz’ sword, grabbed it and dropped Katz’ weapon to the ground.


  [Your weapon ‘Crave’ has been released!]


  [This is the result of a skill. You won’t lose ownership of the item. In 12 seconds, the item will return to your inventory.]


  ‘My weapon was forcefully removed?’


  If he couldn’t pick up the sword that fell to the ground, he wouldn’t have a weapon for 12 seconds. Hao hit Katz’ chest and shoulders and used another skill.


  “Shed Armor!”


  “Shit!”


  Once his armor was caught in Hao’s hands, Katz cursed as he felt the worst result. Then Hao’s sword tore through the single piece of cloth and pierced his abdomen.


  “Cough…!”


  ‘It’s up to here.’


  Hao wanted to finish Katz off completely. But he was worried about Damian’s intervention. While Katz was flinching, Hao stepped back and examined the battlefield.


  “Ugh!”


  “Hiik!”


  Most of the screams came from the Chinese representatives. China was completely shaken by Japan.


  ‘Pope…’


  Along with the fraudulent buffs, Damian occasionally used offensive magic and healing magic. He was showing off the ridiculous abilities of the first pope user, standing there with a laidback expression, like an old man who was drinking alcohol.


  ‘Japan is a strong team this year.’


  They were also a candidate to win. Japan felt stronger than any country that Grid and the Overgeared members belonged to. It was almost like Russia or the United States. Thus, Hao had a question.


  “Why? If you have this much power, why aren’t you absorbed in the target processing? Why abandon getting a medal?”


  Damian responded like it was obvious.


  “Isn’t Grid participating in this? Rather than losing and lowering the morale of the team, it’s better to give up on this event.”


  “…?”


  Hao had no direct experience with Grid. He’d only witnessed Grid’s videos in the past, so he couldn’t understand.


  Lauel and Damian. Why did people who he acknowledged keep overestimating Grid?


  ‘No?’


  The puzzled Hao became shocked. The only object of his awe, the score of the Russian team that Kraugel belonged to, completely stopped, while Korea’s score started to rapidly accelerate.
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  Hao was able to guess what had happened when the scoreboards of Korea and Russia, who were first and second, stopped at almost the same time. Korea and Russia were confronting each other. Then after a while, Russia’s score would move again while Korea’s score would stop forever.


  Hao believed it.


  The result was the exact opposite. 


  ‘It can’t be… Don’t tell me Grid defeated Kraugel?’


  Hao was confused. The words that Lauel spoke during the Reidan invasion rang in his ears.


  “Watch Grid’s path. You will soon know that he is the only sky.”


  It was an obvious lie, so Hao just snorted. But.


  ‘What is this?’


  Stagger.


  Hao’s body lost its balance. He leaned back against a tree and could barely stand because of dizziness. Hao had received a huge mental shock.


  ‘Kraugel.’


  The only one who brought frustration to Hao, who had believed he was the most gifted person in the world. No matter how Hao tried, he could never reach that sky. That high sky was being collapsed by another person, not him?  He was bested by Grid?


  “I have to confirm it… I must see it with my own eyes.”


  Until then, he couldn’t understand. Like a man possessed by a ghost, Hao tried to escape the battlefield. Damian blocked his way.


  “I can’t let you go. If I let you go, I will be misunderstood by people again. This time, I might be called Chinese.”


  “You aren’t qualified to decide if I go or not.”


  Hao didn’t understand what Damian was talking about, but he opened his true power.


  Kwaang!


  There was an intense wave of energy.


  Jjejeok! Jjejejeok!


  Hao’s muscles rapidly swelled, while the skin of his chest, back, shoulders, abdomen, thighs and other parts of the body cracked. What appeared in the cracks of the skin? It wasn’t flesh, muscles, or blood vessels. It was red scales.


  Flap.


  A pair of wings emerged from Hao’s back and spread wide. They resembled the wings of a dragon.


  Kudu! Kududuk!


  10 black fingernails protruded like blades, while the white pupils tinged with gold froze the heart of anyone who looked in them.


  Kururung!


  Hot breath emerged like flames. The facial features were close to that of a human, but Hao also had partial features that were similar to a dragon. Currently, Hao’s half-draconian form was level 2.


  It increased his strength, agility, health, and resistance by 15%. He also got an incomplete flying ability, fire ability, and stamina regeneration ability. The disadvantage was that he couldn’t use most of the skills available to humans, but the draconian Hao was less likely to rely on skills.


  He had the ultimate physical form, so he relied on this and secondary weapons to win. The transformation into a draconian maximized his combat power.


  “Get lost!”


  Kuwaaaang!


  A breath spewed out. His feelings about Kraugel were close to pure longing. One day, in the process of gazing at Kraugel with a desire to overcome him, he became a passionate follower of Kraugel.


  Kraugel didn’t know Hao, but Hao’s route in life was closely related to Kraugel. The reason why he participated in this National Competition was because he heard Kraugel was participating.


  Peeng!


  Damian used a shield to block the fired breath and Hao approached Damian. Then he wielded his sharp claws. It was once against defended by Damian’s shield.


  Hwaruruk!


  However, he was burned by the influence of the flames around Hao’s body. Damian didn’t feel great pain. He was the first paladin of the Rebecca Church, obtained the the first unique class Goddess’ Agent and was now the pope.


  His swordsmanship was taught by Piaro and was comparable to Grid’s level. He boasted an overwhelming defense and endured Hao’s flames.


  Sakak-!


  He couldn’t dream of being a great swordsman, but he fought Hao with skills that could match a great swordsman.


  Hao shook.


  ‘He’s even good with the sword?’


  Hao knew that the pope was the ultimate priest. He was far different from the paladins that used swords and blunt weapons. But Damian had the various buff skills, healing skills and wide area attack skills of a pope, as well as the swordsmanship of a paladin.


  That’s right. Damian was a fraudulent character with the potential to become the greatest pope ever. He was really top class.


  Chaaeng!


  The moment Damian tried to slash at him, Hao spun to minimize damage and counterattack by kicking at Damian. Using the rebound, he opened the distance and used chains to restrain Damian’s wrists.


  Kkirik! Kik.


  Damian’s wrists were bound and he couldn’t use a sword or shield. Hao looked at his confused expression and spread open his wings as widely as possible. Then he flapped once.


  Peeng!


  Hao’s body accelerated and he shot towards Damian like a lightning bolt. It would be hard for Damian to cope. The wrists restrained by chains were pulled to the left and right, and he was forced to stand with his arms wide open like a crucified Damian. The moment Hao was about to stab his claws into Damian’s chest.


  “Goddess’ Wrath.”


  In the end, Damian showed off the power of the pope.


  Chiiiiiing!


  Two huge magic circles, around 3m in diameter, were quickly created behind Damian’s back.


  Peeeeeong!


  Two huge pillars of light, which erased everything in a straight line, emerged from the circles and penetrated Hao’s body. The momentum was so enormous that it caused an upheaval in the earth. Thanks to this, Hao flew far away and the chains binding Damian were loosened.


  After releasing the chains, Damian wiped the sweat off his forehead.


  “If this was before I became the pope, I wouldn’t have been able to deal with you.”


  Hao angrily replied to Damian.


  “It’s the same now that you’re the pope. I admit that you’re strong, but you can’t beat me.”


  Wide area magic had limits. In addition, the current state of the battle was the National Competition, where PvP damage was only at 50%. Hao wasn’t affected by Goddess’ Wrath. He was just knocked back.


  Hao regained his posture and rushed to Damian again. He freely took advantage of the momentary acceleration caused by flapping his wings, showing off dazzling movements. Damian’s defenses were exquisitely shredded and his counterattacks avoided.


  As the battle progressed, Damian suffered one-sided damage.


  “You’re really strong.”


  Damian spoke honestly. Damian had lost one-third of his health, while Hao’s health had recovered. Hao was really strong. It was difficult to hit him because his movements were so great.


  “I’m going to show this skill to someone other than Grid.”


  Damian sighed.


  He used the ultimate skill of the Goddess’ Agent, Light’s Blessing. It was the manifestation of the highest buff skill that was comparable to the pope’s Goddess’ Blessing.


  [Light’s Blessing will increase the defense attack power and accuracy of you and your party members by 80% for 3 minutes.]


  It was ridiculous. The downside of this skill was the somewhat long cooldown time and high mana cost. In the case of the Goddess’ Agent, the maximum mana wasn’t high. Therefore, if a slight mistake was made with controlling mana, the skill couldn’t be used at all.


  But now Damian was the pope. His mana was at least 10 times higher than it was before, so he was able to use this buff skill without any burden.


  Seokeok!


  “Kuk…!”


  The hit rate of Damian’s sword suddenly increased. He read the orbit and moved like his body was a magnet. Hao was upset.


  ‘A buff that dramatically increases hit rate…!’


  High accuracy was the ‘system’ that disrupted control based evasion. It was the reason why rankers valued accuracy highly. However, items or skills that increased accuracy were rare. Therefore, it was hard to find a ranker with a level of accuracy that would make Hao’s control skills ineffective.


  That person showed himself now.


  Damian. Thanks to the buff, even his damage and defense greatly increased.


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  The flow started to reverse. Hao went on the defensive. More importantly, the Japanese representatives started to overwhelm the Chinese side. After a while, Hao, the only survivor of China, was isolated.


  This sight shocked Asia.


  『 C-China…! Asia’s strongest country has been defeated by Japan! 』


  『 Damian’s abilities are far too great. He’s fighting one-on-one with Hao and isn’t pushed back at all. He also multiplied his party’s abilities several times with buffs… 』


  『 Maybe Japan will cause the biggest upset of the tournament? 』


  『 It wouldn’t be strange if Japan became the champion this year. 』


  The stir created by Damian was even greater than that caused by Grid. On the other hand, Hao asked a final question before he was logged out.


  “Despite having this much power, why do you value Grid so much?”


  Damian replied.


  “The one who made me who I am now is Grid.”


  The defeat of the fallen pope Drevigo, the conversion to Goddess’ Agent, and the defeat of pope candidate Pascal was all thanks to Grid.


  With Damian’s abilities alone, he would’ve been limited to just being the Rebecca Church’s first paladin. It was only thanks to Grid that Damian could grow and save Rebecca’s Daughters.


  “Grid is my god. It’s natural that he’s much greater than me.”


  “…”


  Currently, Damien had the attention of the world. Hundreds of cameras were filming Damian and transmitting it to every country in real time. Whether they understood or not. Thanks to Damian deifying Grid, the world was turned upside down.


  The world’s curiosity and enthusiasm for Grid deepened further.
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  Before Grid raided Russia.


  As Grid predicted, Kraugel targeted South Korea. It was because among the countries that remained, South Korea had the highest score. Of course, he didn’t intend to fight to kill. He planned to keep Korea in check by preventing them from concentrating on the target processing.


  Kraugel wasn’t in a perfect state. Yes, he was like a car out of fuel. It was the same as just after his confrontation with Piaro. What if he faced Grid now?


  Kraugel was sure that the probability of his defeat was more than 80%. It was shocking if Kraugel was to be defeated by someone, but Kraugel knew. He wasn’t invincible. In addition, Grid was strong.


  ‘This?’


  Kraugel stopped moving through the forest. In the sky above.  The golden hands holding weapons were handling the targets.


  ‘…The God Hands.’


  South Korea’s score was slowly but steadily rising. Kraugel realized that it was thanks to the God Hands. He looked around and confirmed that there were no signs of Grid. He had to neutralize the God Hands.


  But.


  Chaaeng!


  ‘Indeed, destroying them is impossible.’


  The God Hands were ridiculously durable. After being hard by White Fang, causing them to stiffen for 2~3 seconds was the limit.


  Bururu.


  The God Hands’ protection system was activated. They started targeting Kraugel.


  ‘The Sword Mastery skill is attached?’


  The God Hands had grown compared to when he faced them in Reidan. They were stronger and faster. Kraugel guessed that the God Hands could hunt level 200 monsters alone. They were really great items.


  Indeed, it was the private item of Pagma’s Descendant.


  ‘Will a sword saint have an item only for them?’


  Kraugel imagined it as he avoided the attacks of the God Hands in a relaxed manner. It was like a professional boxer facing four elementary school children.


  “…?”


  Once the God Hands were drawn to him, South Korea’s score had completely stopped. Now Kraugel jumped with surprise. It was because Russia had been increasing the gap from South Korea, only for their score to suddenly stop.


  ‘It can’t be!’


  Kraugel felt like he had been hit in the back of the head. It was clear that someone attacked Russia while he was away, and that someone was likely to be Grid.


  ‘Go back.’


  Kraugel determined that it was impossible for Russia’s representatives to deal with Grid and was going to return.


  Tatang!


  Around 120 meters to the rear. A sniper shot came from behind a huge rock. A bullet made of magic power. Based on the direction of the sound and the wind, Kraugel predicted the point of impact. He moved his waist and avoided the magic bullet.


  Peeng!


  The tree behind Kraugel exploded, the shockwave causing Kraugel’s long ponytail to become a mess. It revealed his face that was as beautiful as a sculpture.


  『 As expected from Kraugel! This is the control skill of the 1st ranked user! As long as it isn’t a definitive attack, he can avoid almost all of it!  』


  『 I received some statistics just now. In this target processing match, Kraugel avoided a total of 502 out of 537 non-targeted skills… Heok, is this data wrong? 』


  『 He has gone beyond the realm of a human… 』


  The former 5th ranked Yura. Despite her appearance and her hidden class, the world was only focused on Kraugel. Yura one of the most popular women in the world, was only a supporting figure when placed next to Kraugel, the peak of two billion users.


  『 How long will Yura grab Kraugel’s ankle? 』


  『 Currently, Kraugel is in a tired state. Since she was the 5th ranked user, shouldn’t Yura be able to hold on for five minutes? 』


  『 No. Since the old days, Yura was vulnerable to close combat. She can only withstand for one minute. 』


  As the commentators and experts speculated, Kraugel rushed towards Yura with White Fang. Kruagel was convinced that Yura was a gunman, so he focused on narrowing the distance. Yura planned to buy time while running away, but…


  ‘Fast!’


  Kraugel’s speed was much faster than expected. The actual speed of movement was similar to Yura, but Kraugel grasped the forest terrain in an instant and minimized his movements, making it more efficient.


  Kraugel caught up to Yura. At this time, the God Hands had completely left Grid’s sphere of influence. Therefore, they no longer targeted Kraugel and were forced to return to Grid’s inventory.


  Chaaeng!


  Kraugel wielded White Fang without any hesitation. Yura defended with Alex’s Magic Engineering Gun in rifle mode and shuddered. Kraugel’s white sword had gone over the top of the barrel and stabbed into her heart.


  Puok!


  “Uh…!”


  A truth that everyone overlooked was that Kraugel’s greatest strength wasn’t his control skill, but his ridiculously high level. Due to the  gap in level, there was a bonus to the attack power, defense resistance and accuracy.


  Yura had just reached level 260 and wasn’t able to cope with Kraugel who was level 343. She suffered great damage. Kraugel was surprised by this.


  “You, why is your level so low?”


  Yura was 5th on the unified rankings. Half a year ago, she had already crossed level 300. But looking at the damage that Yura received, she didn’t seem to have experienced her third stats awakening yet. She was just a paper body, despite the excellent condition of her armor.


  Why?  What would make her level drop so drastically? Kraugel was feeling confused when Yura whispered in his ear.


  “I believe that one day you will know why.”


  “…!”


  Kraugel hurriedly moved back. Yura’s magic gun suddenly transformed into a sword. The barrel divided into four and a blue blade emerged.


  Pit! 


  The aim was Kraugel’s face. The sword left a wound on his left eye, causing blood to flow.


  “…”


  The owner of the second legendary class, Yura. Like a flower blossoming, the blue light of the sword illuminated the strong will in her eyes. Kraugel’s black eyes sank coldly while the commentators were extremely excited.


  『 Yura has dealt a wound to Kraugel! 』


  『 Yura’s strength can’t be ignored! 』


  『 What is Yura’s weapon? How did the magic gun turn into a sword? 』


  General magic engineering guns only supported rifle mode and pistol mode. But Yura’s magic gun changed into a sword, making the commentators feel disbelief. The experts speculated.


  『 It’s a magic engineering gun made by dwarves. 』


  『 It’s likely that Yura has travelled to the dwarf city of Talima. 』


  『 However, this isn’t a card that will upset the battlefield. 』


  Yura was presumed to have obtained the gunman hidden class. She didn’t possess the Sword Mastery skill. In the first place, swordsmanship was out of the question for a black magician. This was what the experts thought, but…


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  Surprisingly, Yura’s swordsmanship was at a good level. She fought back and directly received Kraugel’s counterattacks. The spectacular effects that occurred when the two people crossed swords dazzled the viewers.


  But this tense confrontation didn’t last long. Yura’s swordsmanship wasn’t comparable to Kraugel, and above all, their level and stats difference was too great.


  Peok!


  After throwing away Yura’s sword, Kraugel raised his sword vertically. He put his knee on Yura’s shoulder and held the handle of his sword. It was the precursor of ‘Jajinmori.’ (TL: only thing I could find was related to music, basically the fastest tempo.)


  Peeeong!


  “…!”


  He was kicked in the chest and Yura rushed away. Kraugel tried to hit her by throwing a secondary weapon. But at this time, he felt an intense energy from the rear.


  While Yura grabbed Kraugel’s attention, Peak Sword aimed for a surprise attack from the rear.


  “Draw Sword, Sudden.”


  Piing.


  Once Peak Sword’s sword was pulled out, there was a sharp burst of energy and it suddenly flew at Kraugel. Fast. In the first place, drawing sword techniques weren’t easy to avoid.  Even Kraugel, with his keen senses and insight, wasn’t able to avoid the skill that was used with perfect timing.


  Seokeok!


  “Cough!”


  The sword penetrated Kraugel’s chest, causing him to cough up blood.


  ‘Dangerous.’


  The moment this thought crossed his mind, the figure of his mother appeared in front of him.


  ‘…Stand up.’


  Kraugel was at the last of his strength. Yura turned her weapon back into pistol mode and fired magic bullets at him.


  Pepeng! Pepepepeng!


  Kraugel’s body was consecutively hit by magic bullets. Peak Sword recovered his sword and prepared for his next attack. Then Kraugel used ‘True Clouds’. A blue cloud-like haze covered the area.


  ‘I can’t see.’


  Yura and Peak Sword were nervous because they could see Kraugel within the clouds. They didn’t know when and where Kraugel would appear to attack them. After 20 seconds, Kraugel didn’t attack them and the clouds completely disappeared.


  He had run away. It was because the continuous battles had pushed Kraugel’s stamina and mana to the depleted state. Kraugel decided to survive and maintain Russia’s score, keeping the silver medal, rather than kill Yura and Peak Sword.


  Then 20 minutes later. South Korea scored 400 points and the target processing match was automatically stopped.


  ***


  『 The 2nd Satisfy National Competition, there was an upset from the very first event! 』


  <(Review) Let’s analyze Grid’s items in depth.>


  <(Column) Maybe the real strongest person is Damian?>


  <(Column) The gap between second and third advancement classes is greater than expected.>


  After the opening day finished. There was a brief press conference and the players returned to their rooms.


  Shang X Lila Hotel. The Korean representatives were gathered in Grid’s room.


  “Amazing! Amazing! Korea won the gold medal at a team event. No one would’ve imagined it!!”


  Peak Sword shouted excitedly.


  “This is all thanks to Grid, Yura, and Peak Sword.”


  “I’m sorry that we were no help to you.”


  “Hah, we are useless. We were completely disruptive…”


  Kyunghook, Sumin, and Jinhee couldn’t lift their heads. The proud people trembled from their helplessness. The atmosphere suddenly sank. Surprisingly, the one to encourage them wasn’t Peak Sword.


  It was Grid.


  “No, this result is due to all of us. If all of you weren’t present, we wouldn’t have won the gold medal.”


  Grid had been despised for incompetence his whole life. That’s why he knew.


  “There are no worthless people in the world. Everyone has their own personality and talent. Always have pride in yourself.”


  As soon as a human saw themselves as unnecessary, their lives would be at risk. Their self-esteem would collapse and they couldn’t overcome misfortunes due to their misery. Just like the Grid of the past.


  The smiling Grid. As the protagonist of the gold medal, he wasn’t arrogant and shared his achievements with everyone. Yura felt that he had matured. It was interesting and pleasant to watch a man who was becoming an adult day by day.
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  Ture Hotel.


  The hotel where Russia, Brazil, and Japan were staying had a special area. It was a capsule room limited for just the National Competition.  The representatives from various countries could play Satisfy any time they wanted in their hotels.


  Kraugel visited this place. There was 14 hours and 23 minutes remaining until the start of day two of the National Competition. In the meantime, Kraugel planned to raise his level in Satisfy. Most representatives were exploring Paris or unburdening themselves with drinking, but Kraugel couldn’t afford to enjoy the present.


  His only aim was to win the National Competition, and he would do his best to achieve this goal. Kraugel was about to sit in the capsule when someone called to him. It was Alexander, one of the representatives of Russia.


  “So what if you play games until you die? In the end, it’s about winning the gold medals.”


  Alexander moved in front of Kraugel. He had a height of 190cm and a muscular figure, making him look threatening to anyone. His thick finger poked Kraugel’s chest.


  “The sky above the sky? Stop fooling around. In the end, because of your incompetence, Russia missed the gold medal and you won’t be able to fix your mother’s illness.”


  The skinhead Alexander treated yellow skinned people as more useless than monkeys. Russia was beaten by Grid and Alexander pushed all responsibilities Kraugel, who didn’t come to save them. Kraugel was silent for a moment.


  Kwack!


  “Ugh!”


  Alexander’s face crumpled. It was because Kraugel grabbed his wrist and his grip was too strong and terrible.


  ‘How does a yellow skinned person have such power?’


  Kraugel was as feminine as a woman. Alexander couldn’t believe that Kraugel could exert more power than him. With a force that was enough to break the wrist, Kraugel whispered in a desolate voice.


  “I was forced to endure it on the opening day, but not anymore.”


  Yes, Kraugel hadn’t figured out the team’s tendencies at the start of the match. He was forced to give the lead to Alexander, but not anymore.


  “You aren’t in a position to say anything. I am the dominant one in this relationship.”


  Flinch!


  Kraugel’s black eyes were deeper than the abyss. Alexander felt a strange fear because he couldn’t read any emotions in these eyes. This was just a yellow skinned person. Alexander couldn’t admit it and tried to swing his fist.


  “This damn monkey hasn’t grasped who you are going against…!”


  “…”


  Did the physical abilities of the real body affect the virtual reality body? The experts’ opinion was ‘no.’ The body in virtual reality was completely separate from the physical body.  In order to move the virtual reality body better, the important factor wasn’t the physical abilities, but the interaction of the brain.


  In this regard, Kraugel thought that ‘experience’ was an important factor. For example, swordsmanship. Swinging a sword 10 times in reality meant it was possible to use a sword in the virtual world without Sword Mastery. Of course, the ability to use a sword was communicated through commands from the brain.


  Before Satisfy was released. They were the days when he didn’t know about his mother’s condition. Kraugel participated in many sports and martial arts with pure passion. It was with the attitude of becoming the supreme person in Satisfy.


  A slender body? That was only when wearing clothes. Kraugel’s sleek muscles hidden under his clothes were comparable to professional martial artists.


  Peeok!


  “Kuack…!”


  Kraugel evaded Alexander’s fist and punched his face. The process was as fast as lightning, causing Alexander to fall and see stars.


  Kuuong! 


  Kraugel placed his foot on Alexander’s thick neck.


  Kkuok!


  “Kek…! Keeek!”


  Alexander felt great pain from his vocal cords being pressed on. Kraugel spoke to the terrified Alexander.


  “I know people like you. You’re a type of gangster who doesn’t obey until you are trampled on. You decided that I couldn’t be targeted in virtual reality, but reality is different. Isn’t that right?”


  Kkuok!


  Kraugel placed greater weight onto the foot on Alexander’s neck. In the end, Alexander’s face turned white. He still couldn’t see any emotions in Kraugel’s eyes. Alexander realized that Kraugel wasn’t afraid of hurting people.


  ‘This guy… This guy is the real deal.’


  He could kill a person. A person who absolutely shouldn’t be touched. 


  Alexander shook as Kraugel gave a last warning.


  “If you ever mention my mother with that filthy mouth of yours again, I will pull your tongue out. In addition, don’t grab my ankle in the next team event. New medicine? Russia isn’t the only one who has it, so you can’t control me.”


  “…!”


  Tang tang!


  Alexander, who had difficulty breathing, banged his hand several times on the floor in surrender. It was a signal of surrender. But Kraugel didn’t let him off easily. He pressed down on Alexander’s neck, staring down silently for a long amount of time.


  Alexander felt dizzy due to lack of oxygen and couldn’t meet Kraugel’s eyes. The hierarchical relationship was perfectly established.


  ‘An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth.’


  Kraugel was forced to be an eternal outsider in Russia, where trash like Alexander lived. This personality was revealed during his first meeting with Piaro. Alexander ran away after Kraugel let him go.


  Kraugel lay down in the capsule with an uneasy expression.


  ‘Russia is the only one who has the new medicine.’


  Satisfy was the largest culture and business in the world, so Kraugel’s value was astronomical. There were countless countries who wanted him to immigrate there. However, none of them had developed a new drug that could treat Alzheimer’s.


  Yes, Kraugel needed to lead Russia to victory. 


  [Scanning your body.]


  [Recognize your iris.]


  [Verifying the user’s information.]


  [The capsule protection system is working.]


  [Log in to Satisfy.]


  Chiiiiing!


  Kraugel’s eyes slowly cleared. His five senses were sucked into Satisfy. Then after a while. A capsule in the corner opened. The person who got up was Jishuka.


  “Kraugel had this story.”


  She had laid down in the capsule before Kraugel and heard a noise before logging in. Then she unintentionally learned Kraugel’s story. This information, she needed to tell Grid and Overgeared. Jishuka rushed over to Shang X Lila Hotel.


  ***


  “The combination of sweet and salty is very good.”


  “It melts in my mouth.”


  Shang X Lila Hotel’s restaurant.


  The South Korean representatives were dining there. The restaurant had three Michelin stars, so the food was excellent. Even Peak Sword, who was an enthusiast about Korean food, had to acknowledge this taste.


  “The cooking skills are great. I want to try the kimchi stew made by the chef of this restaurant.”


  “…”


  It was hard to understand why he would want to eat kimchi stew made by a French chef. In this atmosphere, Grid felt frustrated.


  “Why is the rate of service so slow when the amount of food is so small? The restaurant owner is incredibly lazy.”


  Grid was a typical modern Korean used to delivery food. The average time was 15 minutes. However, the French restaurant took 2~3 hours on average for a course, causing Grid to feel horribly frustrated.


  “In this case, it would be better to just boil ramyun. Michelin is a waste of time.”


  “Um… I would like to try the soybean paste stew made by the chef of this restaurant…”


  “…”


  The frustrated Grid and Peak Sword who was talking nonsense. The two people made it difficult to relax and enjoy the food. The party thought that they shouldn’t eat with Grid and Peak Sword from the next meal onwards.


  On the other hand, Yura was glad. She felt a strange happiness just sitting at the same table as Grid. If she was with Grid, she could endure eating instant noodles three times a day for the rest of her life.


  “You’re this far from home, how about having a glass of wine?”


  A restaurant where a nice piano melody was flowing. A youth with silver hair approached the raucous South Korean table. His blue eyes was as beautiful and clear as the sky. It was Lauel. Despite his casual appearance, he looked like a noble as he held out a bottle of red wine.


  It was a relatively recent vintage of Romane X. Only 6,000 bottles of wine were produced a year, it was one of the finest limited quality wines. Lauel had prepared such a precious wine for Grid and was touched by his own loyalty.


  “This body of wine, like the blood that flowed in my body for thousands of years, is lavish and sublime. This red wine is the symbol of me, Lauel… It reflects my will to be in your heart forever.”


  The Korean members paled. Their hands and feet shrivelled up from Lauel’s words. But Grid, Peak Sword, and Yura were fine. Yura had outstanding composure, while Grid and Peak Sword didn’t have good English.


  “Okay, okay.”


  “Do you know God Grid?”


  Grid and Peak Sword responded as they accepted the wine that Lauel brought. However, drinking soju and rice wine was still the best.


  “…”


  Lauel was speechless as he watched tens of thousands of dollars disappearing in vain. In this chaotic atmosphere…


  “Listen to my story!”


  Jishuka ran in and started to tell Kraugel’s story. But there wasn’t a translator so the only people who could understand here were Yura and Lauel. Lauel watched Grid and said to Yura and Jishuka.


  “For the moment, keep this a secret from Grid.”


  Lauel knew that Grid and Kraugel had a great affinity with each other. If Grid knew about Kraugel’s circumstances, he might not be able to fully concentrate on the National Competition.


  “I will fix this problem.”


  He learned how to get Kraugel into Overgeared. Lauel smiled with satisfaction and headed to his room.


  Then the next day. The 2nd day of the National Competition began.




  Chapter 425


  There was a total of three events on the 2nd day of the National Competition.


  The first game was ‘Keep the Base.’


  The goal was to defend against an infinite amount of monsters, installing defense turrets and traps from goods present in the base, surviving longer than anyone else. The placement of the turrets and traps was the key, requiring a high amount of strategy and wits.


  Park Jonghwa was the Korean representative who participated in this game.


  『 Lauel of the United States has won the gold medal and Bondre of France has won the silver medal! 』


  『 Bondre was doing well until the middle of the game, where he rapidly lost concentration in the second part. 』 


  『 In a situation where the anti-aircraft guns were insufficient, the appearance of the flying monsters on a large scale was a critical factor.  』


  『 On the other hand, Lauel had enough anti-aircraft guns. Despite the fact that flying monsters didn’t appear until the second half, he didn’t neglect the existence of the anti-aircraft guns on the list, consistently installing them. 』


  『 The bronze medal went to Vantner of Canada, who used the traps well. 』


  『 Using his taunting and charging skills properly, he placed the monsters into the traps. It’s to be admired. 』


  『 It’s hard to believe he’s the hot-blooded person who grabbed Chris’ ankle during the target processing. 』


  『 Um... Originally, tankers should have good teamwork. However, Vantner seems more specialized in solo play. He’s a person who would act like a variable in Overgeared. 』


  The Spanish representative, Pon, snorted as he watched the match.


  "He’s a vacuum, not a variable.” 


  Pon smiled sarcastically. He fought with Vantner every day, but they had known each other for a long time. Pon congratulated Vantner and was happy.


  The second event that followed was ‘Catching Pigs.’ Out of the thousands of identical pink pigs, the participants had to find the pigs with black dots and handle them. The pigs without dots had unlimited health and couldn’t be killed, so their numbers continued to grow.


  The gold medal winner was the person with the ability to observe their target and not lose concentration...


  『 Brazil's Jishuka! 』


  『 Her observation abilities are great. How can she find the dots among all the identical pigs? 』


  『 It must be Hawk Eyes, Hawk Eyes. It is the ability to see 30m away while maintaining a safe distance from the target. 』


  『 The crowd became mixed up again when a target was handled, but she didn’t miss any shots. She has great concentration. 』


  『 Jishuka alone scored higher than the sum of the scores of the 2~5th places. 』


  『 In one word, it’s overwhelming. 』


  In the second event, Brazil won the gold medal, Britain the silver medal, and the bronze medal went to the United States. The countries with outstanding archers monopolized the score.


  "Grid, did you see? Later in the night, I will go to your room and receive your congratulations!”


  At the press conference after the event. One of the sexiest women in the world, Jishuka made a remark that caused shockwaves.


  -Going to his room? -_-;;


  -An adult man and woman, what are they going to do in the room...?


  -Hah... I’m jealous of Grid... Doing things at night with a sexy girl like that...


  -He probably saved the planet in a past life.


  -Damn Grid...


  “Why are my ears ticklish?”


  As Grid become the public enemy of the men of the world, the competition was becoming heated up. 


  Then the third game in the afternoon.


  Hell running. It was a map that embodied a part of hell. The first person to arrive at the destination while avoiding obstacles and the threat of the demonkin would be the winner. The interest of the Satisfy players was very high. It was comparable to their interest in team events and PvP.


  Hell. It was a great opportunity for them to indirectly experience the land that no one had visited yet.


  “You should pay attention. Hell is likely to be the ultimate content in Satisfy.”


  The reserved audience seats. Lauel suddenly came to the place where the Korean representatives were gathered and sat beside Grid.


  "Hell will be one of the countless lands that you will reign over.”


  Except for Grid and Peak Sword, the Korean representatives moved away from Lauel. They still didn’t have resistance towards his chuuni nature.


  "Hell... It was a little strange.”


  Grid was currently wearing an interpreter. Thanks to that, Lauel understood his words and was shocked.


  “Have you visited hell before?”


  “Just for a short time.”


  “Wow.”


  He visited hell? It sounded like a joke or a bluff. But the one saying it was Grid. Lauel had to believe him.


  “What was it like?”


  “Hrmm.”


  Lauel’s eyes shone like lanterns, but Grid turned his gaze away. Yura was participating in ‘Hell Running’ for South Korea. The match was about to start.


  “Confirm it with your own eyes. It’s much better than hearing from me, since I only experienced it for a few minutes.”


  Grid was also interested in hell. His demonic power was now at 830, so Grid never knew when he would go back to hell.


  ***


  It was very meaningful to experience certain contents ahead of others. They were able to acquire faster and more accurate information than others, becoming a driving force of their growth. In that sense, hell running was a very important event and the participants were spectacular.


  Zibal of the United States, Hao of China, Seuron of Argentina, Regas of Britain, etc. The strongest people of each country were participating in this event. Their intentions were to experience hell, rather than focus on the gold medal. In a nutshell, they prioritized individual development rather than national honor.


  The criticism of the people? In this event, they didn’t mind. They were those who were dreaming higher.


  Kraugel foresaw this. That’s why Alexander participated in hell running instead of Kraugel. He judged that Alexander would be able to secure gold. He might miss out on the opportunity to experience hell, but he was doing his best to treat his mother’s illness.


  [You have entered hell.]


  [You are affected by a strong evil energy.]


  [Your body is exhausted. Attack power, defense, and agility will decrease by 30%.]


  [Health won’t recover naturally.]


  [You have received a mental blow. Mana regeneration rate will slow by 50%.]


  “There are a lot of debuffs.”


  “There’s no health recovery? Do we have to depend on only potions and recovery skills?”


  “Look at the speed of mana regeneration. We can’t abuse our skills.”


  “Um... Solo play in hell is impossible.”


  The representatives were confused by the debuffs. They felt like they were being rejected from hell. However, Yura was different.


  [Hell is a Demon Slayer’s true stage!]


  [All stats will increase by 20%.]


  [Skill cooldown time will be reduced by 20%.]


  [The power of all purification skills will increase by 15%.]


  [Magic bullet production rate has increased to the maximum.]


  [Health and mana regeneration rate will increase by 50%.] 


  ‘My stage.’


  The Demon Slayer class. Yura was amazed and thrilled by the power of the legendary class, which was superior in all respects to a normal class. However, it fell behind in many ways when compared to Pagma’s Descendant. Of course, Grid had opened up several hidden pieces while Yura couldn’t open even one. Even taking that in consideration, the Demon Slayer was a combat specialized class, yet it had a much weaker impact than Pagma’s Descendant.


  Yura wondered if she was wrong about this class and became anxious. But now it turned out that the Demon Slayer had a real stage. In accordance with the name, this was a class that exerted its true power in hell. This was very positive news. Sooner or later, the content about hell would open and Demon Slayer was predicted to be the strongest class in hell.


  Yura was looking forward to how she could develop in the future.


  『 32 participants representing each country are at the starting line. 』


  『 We have all the greatest players gathered together. 』


  『 I’m particularly looking forward to Damian, Hao, Sueron, Zibal, Pon, and Regas. 』


  『 I don’t know what type of variables the stage called hell will produce... For now, they could be considered the biggest favorites to win. 』


  『 In particular, I’m expecting a lot from Damian. A pope who can use the power of the goddess of light will surely do great damage to the demonkin. 』


  『 I agree. In this event, there’s more room for Damian to act than Kraugel. 』


  『 Is that why Kraugel gave up on this event? 』


  People didn’t care about Yura. She struggled against Kraugel, so the expectations for her were low. The hidden class she obtained wasn’t that great and the limitations were clear. But after a while, people in the world were paying attention to Yura.


  Hell moon. It distinguished between those who experienced the Behen Archipelago and those who hadn’t. Yura quickly dealt with the demonkin and avoided the obstacles. The other participants were focused on grasping hell itself.


  In contrast, Alexander was running alone and complaining about Yura. He couldn’t overlook the fact that she was ahead of him.


  ‘This damn girl.’


  She was beautiful and had excellent abilities. But she was still yellow skinned. Kraugel and Grid were inevitable, but other yellow skinned people shouldn’t be ahead of him. Why? The race itself was trivial.


  Alexander thought this and attacked Yura. The hardened aura stretched out and stabbed Yura in the back. Alexander was strong and had a much higher level than Yura. When viewed objectively, Alexander was in a position to crush Yura. But an unexpected result occurred.


  The environment was the problem. Currently, Alexander received serious debuffs while Yura received rather large buffs.


  "Kuaaaaak!"


  Yura stopped Alexander’s attack by turning her weapon into a sword, then she immediately fired a magic bullet. Alexander suffered terrible pain. After firing at him a few more times, Yura shifted her gun into a sword and attacked. After that. The main character of hell running and the one who won gold was Yura. Alexander barely escaped from Yura and received the silver medal.


  After the event was over.  n front of reporters, Yura looked at the camera and said.


  "Grid, tonight I will go to your room for praise...please let me in.”


  Her expression was detached but her voice was shaky. Her white face turned red. Yura was embarrassed, but she didn’t want to lose to Jishuka. There was another uproar on the Internet.


  -Grid #$!~@#


  -A man must have no conscience to steal two beautiful girls.


  It was the day when the incarnation of jealousy was born all over the world. Grid’s anti-fan cafe, which had been quiet for a while, suddenly became noisy.




  Chapter 426


  『 This year’s National Competition has reduced the number of participants in each country. 』 


  『 Thus, the siege system has been changed. 』


  『 Now that the siege is ahead of us, let’s take a look at that changed system. 』


  Siege was classified as a team event. All participants from 32 countries had an obligation to participate. It would be held in a tournament form, the matches determined by drawing lots.


  『 Up to here is the same as last year. However, there are a few things added. Every country will get 50 NPCs that are level 300. It’s the organizer’s intention to expand the size of the siege and diversify the strategies. 』


   『 Level 300 means they are third advancement NPCs. The presence of these NPCs will be overwhelming given that only 47 out of the 224 National Competition participants are third advancement. 』


  『 That’s right. The key to this siege is how effectively you use the NPCs, rather than the strength of individuals. 』


  『 Will they destroy the enemies or take possession of the enemy’s castle? The two countries with the highest probability of winning are... 』


  『 It’s the United States and Japan. The United States has Lauel’s strategies while Japan has Damian’s buffs. 』


  『 Lauel’s strategy and Damian’s buffs... Doesn’t Damian have a high chance? So what if Lauel has an outstanding strategy? The Japanese team’s NPCs who receive Damian’s buffs will be overwhelming. 』


  『 We can’t ignore Bubat of Turkey. He might be defeated by Grid every time in PvP, but Bubat’s true strength shines in large scale battles. Bubat might sweep through the battlefield. 』


  『 We also can’t miss Canada. As the peak of the guardian knights, Vantner has wide range taunts and the strongest tanking power. If this is combined with Chris’ overwhelming damage, they can neutralize the NPCs. 』 


  『 These five countries can be considered the best candidates. 』


  『 What about Russia and South Korea? They have Kraugel and Grid. 』


  『 Haha, that’s impossible. It’s true that Kraugel and Grid are the strongest. 』


  『 But Russia and South Korea don’t have any obvious buffers or strategists. 』


  『 If the third advancement NPCs can tie up Kraugel and Grid’s feet, Russia and South Korea will collapse. 』


  『 In particular, the South Korean players are weak... I think it will be hard for them to even move to the round of 16. 』


  The second day of events finished. Yura and Jishuka really came to Grid’s room. The purpose of their visit to Grid was very pure, unlike people’s dirty imaginations. They each won a gold medal. Therefore, they wanted to celebrate with their favorite man. They just wanted to have a good time talking with Grid.


  That’s right. Both women had no dating experience and were acting cautiously. Fortunately, Grid didn’t misunderstand Yura and Jishuka’s visit. It was because Grid lost confidence in relationships after being trampled on by his first love, Ahyoung. He thought that Yura and Jishuka treated him this way because they were friends and colleagues. He never imagined that the world’s greatest beauties and talents would like him. He treated them as friends.


  He sat on the couch and watched TV with them without any agitation. Grid was even chewing dried squid.


  "...”


  Even so, was there no mood? Yura wore a white dress down to her ankles and showed an innocent beauty. Jishuka wore a figure revealing dress that reflected her sensuality. They wanted to maximize their charms to appeal to Grid. They gazed at Grid who was scratching his stomach while wearing a t-shirt and shorts.


  In this uncomfortable atmosphere, Grid spoke after being deeply immersed in the news for a long time.


  "No matter how hard I think, it will be difficult to win a gold medal in the siege.”


  Grid knew better than anyone about Lauel and Damian’s strengths. He couldn’t beat them when it came to a siege. Jishuka leaned her chest on Grid’s forearm and responded.


  “Aren’t you giving up too easily?”


  Grid was aiming for the top. It was to reign as the absolute existence. Jishuka thought that Grid should try his best in any situation. Grid felt Jishuka’s soft chest and Yura’s cold eyes and cleared his throat. Then he spoke while chewing on dried squid.


  "I have directly experienced Damian’s buff, and it’s a complete scam. If it’s given to 50 third advancement NPCs...”


  Was it adding wings to a tiger? No, more than that. It was giving birth to a monster unit. It was terrible when he imagined it.


  "Then Youngwoo, do you think that Japan will win the siege event?”


  Grid nodded at Yura’s question.


  “Japan or the United States.”


  The arena selected for the siege was Anterava Forest. Two large castles faced each other across a forest. But this forest was huge. The thorny road that couldn’t be cut, the misty road where it was impossible to see in front, and the swampy road that was hard to escape from. There were many dangerous areas judged to be impossible to move through, so there were only eight ways to make it through the forest.


  It was a siege map with eight available routes to invade the other team’s castle. This was enough to make Lauel’s strategies shine.


  ‘It will happen like this as long as the US and Japan don’t meet in the beginning.’


  In the end, Grid assumed that the US and Japan would play in the finals.


  “Then what about South Korea?”


  Jishuka asked Grid, who was locked in serious thought. Grid’s response...


  "As the experts said, we would be lucky to enter the round of 16.”


  Yura didn’t deny it. South Korea relied on Grid too much, but it wasn’t difficult to tie Grid up with the third advancement NPCs.


  "Well, Brazil is the same.”


  Brazil was classified as a minor country in Satisfy. Furthermore, Jishuka was a normal class and didn’t have Grid’s potential.


  Suuk.


  Jishuka smiled bitterly and rose from the couch. She looked around at Grid’s room with curiosity and interest. She was trying to grasp Grid’s taste and tendencies.


  "Hehe, isn’t this bed quite big? It isn’t a bed for people to sleep in alone.”


  It was too hard on her yesterday and today and she fought for the honor of her country and Overgeared. Jishuka was mentally and physically tired, so she lay on Grid’s bed without any impure intentions. Then she literally fell asleep.


  “Wow.”


  "...”


  Grid was embarrassed and Yura was caught in a crisis. Yura thought she might lose Grid to Jishuka and eventually lay on the bed as well. Thanks to that, Grid slept on the couch. To be honest, he wanted to enjoy the luxury of sleeping next to Yura and Jishuka. However, he was afraid that he would be reported as a sexual harasser.


  ***


  Shang X Lila Hotel’s 3rd floor hallway.


  One man was hiding at the entrance of the corridor and watching Grid’s room. It was the representative of the United States and the 2nd ranked user, Zibal.


  “Ugh... In the end, he’s going to sleep with both of them?”


  Zibal was a man. He particularly liked pretty girls. In other words, like most men in the world, he had instinctive feelings for Yura and Jishuka. But they were very tough. He didn’t tell anyone this, but he actually had an experience where he was rejected.


  But Grid! This person who seemed worse than him was currently having a frenzied night with both women. It had already been three hours since Yura and Jishuka entered Grid’s room, and no one had come out. Zibal couldn’t understand why such bright women would fall for Grid.


  ‘You... You are big.’


  He had items in the game and boundless energy in reality? Zibal was feeling envious when a hand touched his shoulder. He looked back in surprise and saw Lauel.


  “I’ve been looking for you for a while. I didn’t expect you to be a voyeur.” 


  "I’m not a voyeur! What do you think of me...?"


  “Ah, calm down. It doesn’t matter what sickness you are suffering from. Come back to my room.”


  “Why?”


  "Why not? Are you going to hide here all night in front of Grid’s room? Do you want to get a glimpse of Yura and Jishuka’s ankles? Kukuk.”


  “That’s not it! Why do I have to go back to your room with you?”


  "I’m holding an operational meeting to prepare for the siege tomorrow.”


  “Ah...!”


  Zibal had been blinded by jealousy and couldn’t make a reasonable judgment. Lauel followed him into the elevator and thought.


  ‘The ideal flow of the siege tomorrow...’


  It included Japan’s early elimination and had Russia fight well. Lauel wanted to eliminate as much risk as possible so that he could confront Russia. The reason was simple. He hoped to use the bait of a gold medal to have Kraugel join Overgeared.


  But he was worried about whether Russia could do well in this siege event. The skills of the Russian representatives, including Kraugel, were greater than he expected. However, he wasn’t sure if they had any talent for strategy.


  ‘I will feel sick if Russia meets Japan or Turkey early and are eliminated.’


  At this moment. Even Lauel, who acknowledged and worshipped Grid as much as Huroi and Damian, didn’t think much of South Korea’s chances. There was little room for South Korea to play in the siege event.


  ***


  『 The 2nd National Competition that the whole world is paying attention to! It’s now day 3! It has started! 』


  『 The siege is the only event on day 3? 』


  『 Yes, it is a tournament format and team event, so it has to last a long time. 』


  『 At this moment, a representative from each country is climbing onto the stage. 』


  『 They’re drawing lots to determine their opponent. 』 


  『 The representatives who pick the United States or Japan as the opponent will receive the grudges of their team members and people. Haha! 』


  Who would have the golden hand and who would have the dirt hand? The whole world watched the monitor with anticipation. Then after a while. The world’s greatest dirt hand appeared. A character born with bad luck. Of course...


  “...Sorry.”


  It was Grid.


  Grid picked the United States. The Korean people were frustrated, while Grid started sweating.




  Chapter 427


  『 Huhu, Grid pulled out the A lot. 』


  『 The first match of the siege... It’s also against the United States. 』


  『 Look at Grid’s expression. He has never sweated like this before. 』


  『 It’s a rare appearance. This means he doesn’t have much confidence. 』


  The ratings of the siege relay started to rise rapidly. It showed that most people were having great fun with this situation.


  -Didn’t Yura and Jishuka sleep in Grid’s room last night?


  -I want to deny it, but it’s true... The paparazzi took photos of them leaving Grid’s room this morning...


  -Kuoh... He deserves punishment for being alone with the best beauties in the world.


  -The United States will trample on him!


  -Grid’s misfortune is my happiness!


  Hundreds of millions of men were blinded by jealousy. They wanted to see Grid collapse quickly. The Korean people were resigned.


  -Well... It would be hard to win a medal in the siege war, even if we didn’t meet the United States right away.


  -In retrospect, it’s better to be eliminated early. Our players will be able to take a day off and fight hard tomorrow.


  -In particular, Grid must’ve spent a lot of energy last night.


  -Grid was the one who drew the United States. He thought of the big picture.


  -Truly God Grid.


  The early elimination was confirmed. The Korean citizens tried to think as positively as possible. It was the same with Grid.


  ‘I’ll finish it quickly and go to the capsule room.’


  What if he concentrated on hunting while the other rankers were busy with the National Competition?


  ‘I can get a little bit ahead.’


  Grid only thought about the game and had no intention of exploring Paris. Lauel came near him.


  “Think of this as war exercises.”


  “War exercises?”


  Lauel grinned brightly at Grid.


  “Isn’t your ultimate goal to be rich, to be the best, and to be recognized by people? To achieve that goal, you must become a king.”


  The first condition for becoming a king was lineage, but users had no concept of lineage. What Grid needed was justification and a vast territory. It was his destiny to constantly take part in wars to expand his territory.


  “Originally, a war simulation requires huge manpower and money. It’s difficult to do with Overgeared’s current capacity. But today, we have an opportunity to try a free simulation.”


  "...”


  “Try your best. I will teach you strategies and tactics. Well, if you’re afraid, you can give up early. This is your limit.”


  Lauel was the only one in Overgeared who criticized Grid. Lauel always pointed out Grid’s faults, sometimes making him feel ashamed. The reason? He was hoping for Grid’s development. Yes, it was the same right now. Lauel spoke in a high and mighty tone, clearly provoking Grid.


  He knew. The current Grid had lost motivation. Thus, Lauel couldn’t stay still.


  "...”


  The Grid of the past would’ve felt resentful without grasping Lauel’s intentions. But now it was different. He saw why Lauel was provoking him and replied.


  “Okay, bring it on.”


  He was idle for a moment. Giving up? It was clear that he forgot himself these days.


  ‘Wake up.’


  Clap.


  Grid slapped his cheeks with both hands. His black eyes once again gained their like.


  'I will try my best to win.’


  As always.


  ***


  "You’re taking care of Grid.”


  “Do you think I will lose on purpose?”


  The American representatives heard the conversation between Lauel and Grid. Lauel shrugged at them.


  “You don’t need to worry. I will fight my best for Grid’s development.”


  Above all, he had to win until they met Russia. Lauel had no intention of being defeated by South Korea.


  ‘The variables that Korea has are the Ruler’s Cloak and the Hooded Zip Up.’


  Lauel was aware of most of Grid and the Overgeared members’ items. First, the Ruler’s Cloak. It was a legendary rated item that Grid acquired the day that Reidan’s Overgeared knights were created. Charge Command, Military Command, and Ruler’s Voice were all skills attached to the Ruler’s Cloak, allowing for a simple and efficient commands delivery system. If Grid took advantage of it, he would be able to efficiently command 50 NPCs and act as a moderate threat.


  Next was the Hooded Zip Up. The invisibility cloaks made by Grid out of the sylphid scales were luxury Overgeared items. Grid, Yura, and Peak Sword all possessed one, so it was necessary to guard against stealth.


  ‘Other than that.’


  He needed to pay attention to Grid’s basic attack power. Yura hadn’t grown enough to be comparable to the US representatives outside of hell, while Peak Sword could only tie up one US representative. The other Korean representatives weren’t worth discussing.


  "Let's go."


  South Korea and the United States were the opening match of the siege event. Hundreds of thousands of people cheered for them as they entered the capsule.


  *** 


  [You have entered Anterava Forest.]


  [You have 20 minutes before the siege starts. Please prepare during these 20 minutes.]


  “South Korea... They are only good for warming up the body.”


  "Can they even warm up the body?”


  “Hahaha!”


  In fact, the atmosphere in the United States team was the worst when Zibal picked the A lot. The siege where they only knew the map and simple rules. There was a lot of pressure because they didn’t have information about 50 NPCs and were expected to open the event in the first match. They were also worried about meeting Japan in the beginning.


  But Grid pulled out the A lot after Zibal. He was truly a nice guy. The US representatives could relax because they weren’t worried about South Korea. Their footsteps were light as they entered the castle, which had walls of a low height of one metre.


  “Hoh, they are the rumored NPCs.


  "Let’s take a closer look.”


  The castle’s garden. 


  50 NPcs were present. 15 of them were tankers who were heavy armor and were armed with large shields, while 20 were close combat soldiers wearing light armor and holding sharp weapons. On top of that, there were 10 archers and 5 magicians.


  "Panmir, check the status of their items. Then we will measure their stats with a simple spar.”


  Zibal was surprised to see the NPCs’ faces when he issued the orders.


  "Isn’t it rude to want to look at our equipment and skills just like that?”


  "A rude group of people arrived as reinforcements...”


  “Do you have any skills? I don’t trust you.”


  The NPCs remarked. Zibal and the US representatives were baffled at their attitude.


  ‘These NPCs aren’t our subordinates...’


  ‘They are equal to our position?’


  'We are playing the role of NPC reinforcements?’


  Then a notification window appeared in front of the US team.


  [A joint quest has occurred.]


  [Siege War]


  Level of Difficulty: Not measurable.


  Two countries are in a war for ownership of Anterava Forest.


  You are a member of Kingdom A.


  Cooperate closely with the knights of Kingdom A to occupy the castle of Kingdom B and take over Anterava Forest.


  * This quest is specifically developed for the National Competition and isn’t related to Satisfy’s story. However, the NPCs understand Satisfy’s worldview.


  Victory Condition: Take over Castle B or wipe out the troops of Kingdom B.


  * The time limit is 2 hours. If there is no victor within the time limit, the country with the highest number of survivors wins.


  * If you don’t attack and only defend, your affinity with the NPCs will drop exponentially and this will lead to defeat.


  ‘This...’


  They thought that the NPCs had the concept of soldiers. But they were allies? It was quite different from what they expected. It would be difficult to form an absolute command system.


  "Let’s go the enemy castle. Let those seven people follow our plan.”


  The NPCs started to act arbitrarily. If the US team couldn’t give orders to them, any plans developed would become useless. What should they do? The US representatives were in turmoil for a while before coming up with a good idea.


  {Lauel, explain your strategy to the NPCs.} 


  {Yes, if they listen to a good plan, they will understand and pass the command rights over to you.}


  It was true. However, it was doubtful if explaining the plan would change the attitude of the NPCs. They couldn’t rule out the possibility that there might be stupid NPCs. Lauel asked his team members.


  {Who has the dignity, leadership, or charm stats?}


  ‘Ah!’


  The US team members noticed Lauel’s intentions. Among them, Zibal, Skill, and Zephyr went forward. They were top rankers and held various titles, including a nobility title. They had at least 300 points in dignity. In particular, Zibal and Skull had opened up the leadership and charm stat.


  Lauel took the lead and declared to the NPCs.


  "I am Lord Lauel. As an earl and hero of the Eternal Kingdom, we won’t fail. If you trust in my honor and status and follow my commands in this war, I will guarantee victory.”


  Lauel was followed up by Zibal, Skull, and Zephyr. Then more than half of the NPCs exchanged looks and nodded.


  “I will trust you for the moment.”


  "But if you’re judged incompetent, we will no longer follow your orders. At that time, you will have to follow our orders instead.”


  “...Okay.”


  Lauel and Zibal nodded without hesitation. Exactly 31 NPCs bowed to them, while the remaining 19 NPCs watched silently. Still, it was a level where the chain of command could be completed. On this positive note, Lauel started to explain the plan to the NPCs. The NPCs became impressed by Lauel and gradually started to trust him.


  The viewers of the world watched this process and were impressed.


  -Wow, I thought it would be bad at first when I saw the status of the NPCs.


  -The dignity stat of the US representatives is enormous. Now the NPCs are following them willingly.


  -Lauel is first class.


  -Doesn’t Lauel seem to have over 500 dignity?


  -The dignity stat is the dignity stat, but the NPCs were quickly inspired by the plan. It seems like Lauel has prepared a great operation.


  Then what about South Korea? As the US representatives checked the equipment and skills of the NPCs, the screen switched to the Korean castle.


  『 Grid is the first user to become a duke, so it’s estimated that his dignity and charm stats are higher than Lauel’s... 』


  『 It’s unknown if the other Korean representatives have opened up special stats like dignity. 』


  『 In addition, South Korea doesn’t have a strategist like Lauel. We have to worry if it is possible for Grid to persuade the NPCs... Heok? 』


  『 W-What is this? 』


  The commentators were amazed and their mouths dropped open. It was the same with the viewers. Why? Grid wore a small crown and as he walked forward...


  “I will swear allegiance to you!!”


  “Just say the word! I will follow you!”


  The 50 proud NPCs knelt before him! The world fell into a great shock as Grid smiled.


  'Lauel, it doesn’t matter if you are good at strategies.’


  Grid would show his unique value by breaking all this down with items. Grid grabbed the Great Lord's Sword and gave an absurd command to the kneeling NPCs.


  “Take off your equipment.”
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  Apart from strength, stamina, intelligence, and agility, special stats could be opened by clearing specific quests or acquiring a title, position or class. In addition, it wasn’t possible to put points into special stats, so they were very difficult to increase.


  But Grid was different. Every time Grid created items with a certain rating, ‘all stats’ increased. There was also the various titles that increased his stats such as Apostle of Justice, Kingdom's Hero, and First Duke. He even had items. The Holy Light Crown increased his intelligence by 300 and his dignity by 200, while the Great Lord's Sword gave him 150 dignity, insight, and leadership.


  The result? At present, Grid had 2,000 dignity, 1,000 charm, and 300 leadership.


  This wasn’t the end. There was even the Pagma’s Descendant class effect of ‘easily acknowledged.’ NPCs, especially NPCs with the proper perspective, had no choice but to instinctively look up at Grid. They were able to sense that he was a ‘great person’ simply by meeting Grid’s eyes.


  Grid’s presence was overwhelming. This was one of the reasons Lauel often stated that ‘Grid is a qualified king.’


  However...


  Now, take off their equipment? No matter how great the person, it was an absurd command that couldn’t be easily accepted. They had to take off their equipment? It might be different if their affinity was high, but the 50 NPCs didn’t follow Grid’s unreasonable command.


  In this confused atmosphere, Grid put on the Ruler’s Cloak and ordered again.


  "Take it off. If you want to win the war, believe in me.”


  “...!”


  Grid was just repeating himself. However, Grid’s voice rang out through the castle. There was a heavy weight in his voice that caused the listeners to feel a thrill. This was the effect of the passive skill attached to the Ruler’s Cloak, Ruler’s Voice.


  “...I understand.”


  Grid’s words contained a mysterious power. For some reason, everything that Grid said seemed to be a reality. The 50 NPCs felt an infinite trust in Grid and started taking off their equipment.


  Grid observed them with the Great Lord's Sword.


  ‘The fastest and most obvious means of making them stronger is item enhancement.’


  At first, he thought about strengthening the equipment of the 50 NPCs. But the economic spending was too big. He couldn’t rule out the possibility that these NPCs were ‘disposable,’ so he had to avoid excessive investment. In the first place, he didn’t have a lot of enhancement stones. In order to prepare for the National Competition, he had enhanced the recently produced Triple Layers.


  Thus, Grid came up with two possible methods. The first was to utilize the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill. He planned to strengthen the NPCs by finding hidden features in their items. But the result wasn’t good.


  ‘Is it all a failure?’


  Grid appraised the items of all 50 NPCs, but none of them had a hidden feature. One method was discarded. Grid was disappointed, but he didn’t judge it to be hopeless yet. There was another way to strengthen the NPCs. This method was to utilized the Character Observation skill attached to the Great Lord's Sword.


  For example, in this way.


  Name: Tron.


  Level: 300


  Class: Heavy Armor Knight


  Strength: 1,610    Stamina: 1,300


  Agility: 500    Intelligence: 105


  Possessed Skills: Piercing, Charging, Three People Provocation, Shield Throw, Steel Skin, Intermediate Spear Mastery Lv. 3, and Intermediate Shield Mastery Lv. 5.


  Unique Skills: Increased Attack Power (Passive), Rotation Cut, and Advanced Sword Mastery Lv. 5.


  Name: Cary


  Level: 300


  Class: Armored Sword Knight


  Strength: 1,500    Stamina: 600


  Agility: 1,415     Intelligence: 80


  Possessed Skills: Increase Aura Attack Power, Three Stage Cutting, Ascending Slash, Intermediate Sword Mastery Lv. 8.


  Unique skills: Multi Shot, Quick Shot, Advanced Bow Mastery Lv. 6.


  “Tron.”


  “Yes!”


  "Throw away the spear. Take Cary’s sword and use it. Cary, give him the sword and take up a bow.”


  “Huh? Ah... Yes! I understand!”


  Everyone in the world had particular aptitude and skills. However, when living in society, it was inevitable that they would face a situation where they had to compromise, taking up a job that wasn’t suited to their aptitude or skills. It was the same for NPCs. Some of them were wasting their talents due to their own circumstances, or they weren’t aware of their aptitude.


  Grid realized it when watching the soldiers and knights of Reidan.


  “How did he...?"


  “He noticed my skills at first glance?”


  “There were no vacancies in the light armored knights, so I suffered from acquiring shield skills that I’m not interested in."


  “...Thanks to Grid, I’m able to use what I’m interested in."


  [Affinity with Tron has risen by 20.]


  [Affinity with Cary has risen by 20.]


  [Affinity with Faiba has risen by 20...]


  ...


  ...


  The affinity of the NPCs towards Grid started to climb. It was gratitude for Grid identifying their aptitudes and redistributing their items and roles. The amazed NPCs couldn’t tear their gaze away from Grid. It was the same with the Korean representatives.


  ‘How is this possible?’


  ‘Grid constantly shows things that are beyond common sense.’


  ‘He’s top class. Different from normal players.’


  As the Korean representatives and NPCs were feeling admiration. Grid was observing the rest of the NPCs when he suddenly made a strange smile.


  “I found someone interesting.”


  Grid’s sharp eyes were fixed on a NPC called ‘Lucky’ standing among the magicians. Lucky was the only one among 50 NPCs to have a special stat, and it was the good luck stat.  It was a stat that even Grid failed to have, despite his 14 stats. Well, it was a stat that Grid would probably never get.


  “You will use this weapon.”


  “...?”


  Grid handed something over to Lucky, causing all eyes to widen. They couldn’t understand the current situation. Grid seemed like he was playing around. It was natural. The new weapon that Grid gave to the ‘magician’ Lucky was a flail.


  “Why... why are you giving me farming equipment...?”


  He liked magic, but had no interest in farming. Why was he being given a farming tool in this situation?


  ‘Is he indirectly saying that I am useless?’


  Lucky was confused. His chest heart at the thought of his presence being denied.


  “Take it.”


  As an awkward silence flowed, Grid moved away from Lucky and pointed to another NPC.


  "Swan, follow me for a while.”


  Grid was smiling strangely again. The anxious Swan was brought to a tent.


  ***


  『 What is he doing? 』


  『 I can’t understand Grid’s behavior. 』


  The commentators for the National Competition were confused. It was difficult for them to understand why Grid had the 50 NPCs take off all the items and they swapped equipment around.


  -He’s changing the role of the NPCs?


  -It’s too absurd and stupid to interpret it as something deep.


  -Why did he give a magician a farming tool?;;;


  -I can’t understand it...


  As the chaos among the viewers increased, some keen experts speculated.


  『 I just remembered. Grid’s current sword looks similar to the Lord’s Sword. The Lord’s Sword can only be received from the king or emperor, and it’s capable of showing detailed information of the desired character. 』


  『 In other words, Grid is confirming the abilities of the NPCs and giving them roles and items more suitable to them... 』


  『 Unfortunately, we can’t be sure about this. The Lord’s Sword is a rare item without a lot of information about it, and Grid’s sword has some differences. 』


  『 Anyway, one thing is for certain, the act of giving a magician a farming tool is a joke. 』


  『 Haha... Ah, as we are speaking, the battle between South Korea and the US is about to start. 』


  20 minutes of preparation time ended. Now the first match of the siege event started.


  ***


  The US team.


  The US representatives and NPCs, led by Zibal and Lauel, left the castle. Zibal gazed at the Anterava Forest in front of him before turning his attention to the wall. The blacksmith Panmir was at the walls.


  "Panmir, I will ask you one last time. Is everything okay with the NPCs’ equipment?"


  "How many times have you asked already? According to my research, they are armed with level 300 rare items and there’s no problem with the durability.”


  "Okay, from now on, concentrate on making siege weapons.”


  "I already know, so stop telling me.”


  The 1st ranked blacksmith, Panmir. He learned the techniques of the dwarven blacksmiths. As a result, he could create a variety of items including ego items, magic weapons, and siege weapons. Panmir was confident that he was better than Grid.


  'Grid, please reach here. Then I will trample on you.'


  Grid luckily found a legendary class and became the best blacksmith without any effort. Panmir’s sense of hostility towards him was incalculable. Panmir started making the siege weapons, while Zibal looked at Skull. Skull led eight NPCs and was going to head to the point where Lauel predicted Grid would appear.


  “Will Grid really appear here?”


  "It’s 100% certain.”


  "Hrmm... You must have a reason to be so sure. Well, I will believe in your brain for now. But there’s one problem. Do we really need this many people to tie up Grid’s feet? Even Skull...”


  Lauel looked at Skull’s unit and reminded Zibal.


  "If Grid uses Blackening, he’s stronger than Kraugel before Super Sensitivity is used.”


  "To that extent? Even so, the duration is only approximately three minutes.”


  "We need Skull and eight third advancement classes to hold on for those three minutes.”


  "...”


  He was frankly unable to understand. Zibal was 2nd in the rankings, but he would find it hard to face Skull and so many third advancement classes. However, he couldn’t deny Lauel’s opinion.


  "Okay, I understand. Then I will move.”


  Zibal disappeared into the forest.
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  There were a total of eight paths in Anterava Forest.


  Some paths were intricately intertwined like mazes, some paths had numerous obstacles, and some were narrow enough to only allow single file movement. Of course, there was also a wide road. They all had different appearances. The paths had different lengths and travel times, but they all had one thing in common.


  They would eventually lead to the castle. Yes, no matter which route was chosen, they could reach the enemy castle.


  ‘This is the difficult part.’


  How could they win by moving forward while defending against eight paths? There were too many variables. It was virtually impossible to produce definitive results. But Lauel believed. When the environmental and military conditions were equal, the most important factor in designing a strategy was the enemy’s tendencies.


  Lauel was confident of victory because he perfectly understood Grid’s character.


  ***


  The path through the center of Anterava Forest.


  It was the path that took the shortest amount of time to reach the enemy castle, and was flat, so many people could move at the same time. The South Korean side made their way along it. It was meaningless to go against Lauel’s genius, so they judged it was better to concentrate their power in one place and play a quick game.


  Of course, this was expected by Lauel.


  “Welcome.”


  “...!”


  The Korean army moving along the path were surprised and stopped. It was because the US team ambushed them from the forest on the left and right. The tankers immediately raised their shields, but...


  Puk! Puuoooook!


  Pepepepeok!


  “Kuak!”


  "Kkuk!”


  The US archers had already fired their arrows and the magicians finished casting their spells, causing a great deal of damage to the Korean army. It was difficult to block arrows and magic that was suddenly fired. The Korean troops were confused because of the sudden ambush.


  "Hit them!”


  Puaaack!


  The US tankers and close damage dealers lead the way, assaulting the Korean army. Zibal was planning to trample on South Korea, but...


  ‘What?’


  Did the NPCs have different levels? It was strange. The NPCs that the US and Korea received should be equal, but the Korean NPCs seemed better. It was difficult to overwhelm them, despite starting the battle with a perfect ambush.


  “Che.”


  Zibal was tied up by three NPCs. In the rear of the Korean formation, Yura was firing her magic bullets while the magicians cast spells to counterattack. There was a brief lull.


  “Get ready!”


  Lauel appeared as the Korean representatives were hurriedly organizing the troops.


  “As expected from Grid. He properly took advantage of the Great Lord's Sword.”


  ‘Great Lord’s Sword?’


  Zibal had heard of the Lord’s Sword, but it was the first time he heard of the Great Lord’s Sword.


  ‘Don’t tell me it’s a special sword only given to dukes?’


  Zibal shook as he felt doubts.


  “Lauel... How were you so certain of our route? What courage did you have to lay forces here for an ambush?”


  “Prior to the beginning of the siege, I declared to Grid that I would show great strategies and tactics.”


  He emphasized strategy.


  “I wanted to plant a bias in Grid. The bias was that Lauel will use complicated maneuvers and strategies.”


  As a result, this situation was created.


  "Grid gave up on predicting my movements and decided to focus on moving quickly.”


  In fact, it was impossible for Lauel to not know that pressing forward with force was Grid’s specialty. He spoke loudly, causing Peak Sword to look horrified.


  "In other words, we used the route that you intended?”


  "That's right.”


  Papapapang!


  At the same time as Lauel’s reply, the US archers once again shot their bows. But this time, the Korean rankers were prepared and blocked the arrows with their shields. The arrows blocked by the shields fell to the ground, trampled on by the swordsmen.


  "Did you speak to make us uneasy? You guys, you are quite empty. Don’t you have 10 less troops than us?”


  A smile spread across Peak Sword’s face.


  “Maybe you were anxious that we wouldn’t use this route and deployed one or two defenders on the other paths?”


  Lauel asked, “Is that so?”


  "You’re all in trouble.”


  Lauel made an interested expression.


  “Why? Do you think you can break through this road just because there are more of you?”


  "Let’s see?”


  Grid had redistributed the roles and items of the NPCs, making it possible for the Korean NPCs to be stronger than the US NPCs. But the level different between the two countries was too great. The US had many strong users such as Zibal, so there difference of 10 troops didn’t mean victory was guaranteed.


  ‘But.’


  Peak Sword had faith. It was in Grid. Grid had separated from the main force alone. He selected another route and was moving down that way. Lauel had set aside plans for any situation, so he probably set one or two people on every path.  As soon as they encountered Grid, they would be killed as soon as possible and Grid would advance to the US castle faster than anyone else.


  ‘Until then, we have to somehow endure.’


  Grid would break through and Lauel’s plan would be in vain. They had to hang on. Under the leadership of Peak Sword, Korea maintained a thorough defense. Lauel looked at them and muttered.


  “There’s one person missing.”


  It was as expected. No other words were needed. They were members of the same guild, so he didn’t want to cruelly give them despair. 


  ***


  The road through the southernmost part of the Anterava Forest. It was very narrow, had many obstacles and was long. Of the eight paths through the forest, it was the route that took the most time to reach the enemy castle.


  But Skull and eight NPCs were using this path. Their mission was to grab the feet of Grid, who would appear here. If Grid didn’t show up, they would move to occupy the Korean castle. But Lauel was convinced that Grid would appear here.


  If you didn’t have the means to win, you had to bet. If this was a gamble where victory wasn’t assured, Lauel would bet it on a person’s psychology.


  ‘Grid has flying magic, so the complicated terrain won’t be a problem for him. Lauel said he would come this way, but...’


  Skull was one of the people who appreciated Lauel. But this time, he couldn’t help feeling dubious. It was questionable if Grid would really appear here. What if he used a different route? The United States would only be able to rely on Panmir.


  "Hat!"


  Skull and the group moved as slowly as possible while Magic Detection was used. Suddenly, he burst out laughing at his frustration and anxiety. It was because the symbol of Grid, his items, could be seen from far away. There was a helmet on his head so the ID couldn’t be seen, but who else could it be?


  It was Grid!


  Skull shouted at the group.


  “The enemy! Hit him!”


  “I understand.”


  The NPCs pulled out their weapons and jumped at Grid. The magicians only used basic attack magic, because they had to keep the magic spells in case of an accident. But that alone was enough.


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  As expected from third advancement classes. Grid couldn’t withstand the attacks of eight people and was forced on the defensive.


  “Die!”


  Skull saw an opportunity and aimed for Grid’s beck.


  Puok!


  Nevertheless, he was overgeared. Grid’s defense was so strong that Skull couldn’t cause much damage, but he didn’t panic. Maybe it was because he lost composure from the plan going wrong, but Grid was moving terribly, unlike what he showed in the recent target processing match. He was so weak that eight NPCs weren’t needed.


  ‘I would’ve been enough by myself.’


  After falling to the ground to avoid Grid’s counterattack, Skull kicked up and attacked. Grid was hit and stated to hurriedly run away. He was trying to survive and accomplish his purpose, running in the direction of the US castle.


  ‘How ridiculous.’


  Skull chased after Grid. He was now enjoying this hunt.


  ***


  “Pant... Pant... They’re really solid.”


  "This is the United States.”


  The center of Anterava Forest. South Korea was on the defensive. They couldn’t move easily because their health and stamina were at the bottom. The United States had completely surrounded them, but couldn’t relax either. Most of their NPCs were hit hard by the South Korean NPCs. But what could they do when the US representatives like Zibal were more active than the Korean representatives? The Korean NPCs were 1-2 times stronger than the US NPCs, so it took too long to create this situation.


  ‘How did the Great Lord’s Sword create such a difference in the NPCs?’


  The overgeared Grid. Zibal felt envious. He gave an order to everyone.


  “Let’s end this.”


  Cheok!


  The US troops surrounding South Korea raised their weapons at once, causing the Korean representatives to feel frustration.


  ‘We couldn’t last.’


  Despite the fact that Grid strengthened the NPCs, they couldn’t hold on before Grid occupied the castle. They couldn’t help being ashamed of their helplessness. The United States stepped forward to deal the final blow.  At this moment, there was a noise.


  Chwack!


  The strange sound of hitting was heard from the Korean side. It was a very strange, yet light-hearted sound.


  ‘What?’


  The US and Korean representatives were puzzled and turned their heads towards the sound. Then they became embarrassed. A crazy magician was striking someone on the same side?


  ‘F-Farming equipment.’


  Suddenly, Zibal felt a pained feeling and grabbed his forehead as he recalled the bad memories.


  “...Finally.”


  The knight being hit muttered. Unlike the other NPCs, he was a knight without a name because his head was wrapped in cloth.


  ‘What?’


  The eyes of the Korean members’ widened. It was because the low health gauge of the faceless knight suddenly fully recovered. Their doubts deepened and an awkward atmosphere flowed.


  "Do you know how bad I feel that while you are fighting fiercely, I alone am standing still and being hit repeatedly by a flail? It was awful. I really thought I was going to die.”


  “...Heok!”


  The US and Korean representatives stiffened at the same time. The complaining knight took off the cloth and the name that appeared above his head...


  “Grid!”


  That’s right.  It was Grid. Originally, he intended to go alone to capture the US castle, but he was caught by Lauel. Despite strengthening the NPCs with Character Observation, he determined that they couldn’t cope with the US forces. Thus, Grid relied solely on items.


  The method was simple. Have Lucky continuously hit him with the Motley Flail. He would resist the debuffs and continue to be hit until the best buffs occurred. It was a dangerous plan that could end with the worst case situation of a ‘definite effect,’ such as health or mana falling to 1 point. However, he couldn’t win against the US using normal methods, so he had to take risks.


  And now, finally.


  [You have received a great blessing from the Motley Flail!]


  [All resources will recover by 100%!]


  [Your attack power and defense are doubled for 2 minutes!]


  [Your accuracy is 100% for two minutes!]


  [The next attack will be a critical hit!]


  "I’m on a roll now.”


  Rather than Triple Layers which he let Swan borrow for a while, Grid equipped the Holy Light set, Grid’s Boots, and Iyarugt. He immediately used Blackening, Blacksmith’s Rage, Quick Movements, and unfolded Pinnacle Kill. Zibal was in pain from being reminded of the farmer and allowed the blow.


  [Critical!]


  [The Holy Light Gloves’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  Grid marvelled at the effect that appeared after a long time. Thanks to this, Zibal received another bad name. It was the bad name of ‘punching bag.’
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  Debirion. The indigenous god that the monks served. He was known as the god of hunting.


  This was the reason why Zibal was Debirion’s Envoy. He chose a class specialized in hunting, aiming only to raise his level to reach first in the rankings. The fatal disadvantage was that it was weak at PvP.  He originally didn’t greatly feel this disadvantage. His innate sense of battle was great and he couldn’t perceive himself as weak. His experience of being defeated on the battlefield was so low that it could be counted on one hand.


  But that was against ‘humans.’ Now he realized that he was lacking in talent compared to the top classes, the so-called ‘skies.’


  ‘During the Reidan invasion...’


  Yes, he was killed in one blow by the hand plow of a crazy farmer. It was Zibal’s history of defeat. Killed by a hand plow! The moment he couldn’t believe this reality, he was killed by the assassin called Tarma and seriously wounded by Pon and Kraugel. 


  Above all, at this moment... 


  “Pinnacle Kill.”


  Puoook!


  “...!”


  [You have been hit by a lethal blow!]


  [You have died.]


  [This is a server dedicated to the National Competition. The death penalty won’t occur.]


  He died to Grid.


  Defeat, defeat, yet another defeat. The head of the Snake Guild and representative of the United States fell to the status of punching bag. Zibal’s shame and fury pierced the sky.


  ‘I have always been praised...!’


  He was proud about being better than anyone, so how could he be humiliated so many times in a row? This couldn’t continue. He had to restore his fallen honor. Zibal swore as he watched the landscape change to black and white.


  ‘I will become stronger!’


  He would no longer cling to the rankings.


  ‘I will obtain a strength that transcends the concept of level!’


  Zibal was a fool with talent. On that day, he established a foothold for his efforts.


  ***


  [Your party member Zibal has died.]


  Zibal turned to grey after one blow from Grid. When the 2nd ranked user died, it wasn’t just the people of the world who were shocked. It was Lauel as well.


  ‘What?’


  Lauel valued Zibal in many ways. Bold determination and execution, unique boss raid ability, fast level up skills and innate combat senses. Looking at Zibal’s advantages and the abilities of his character, it was enough to qualify Zibal to be in Satisfy’s top 10. He was strong and balanced.


  Yet he died in one blow. Zibal had less than half his health remaining, but it was an unintended result, considering Zibal’s equipment and level. Lauel’s gaze was stuck on the farming equipment in the hands of the Korean NPC magician.


  ‘That flail...’


  It was probably an item that had a chance to exert the strongest buff. Thanks to it, Grid’s current damage rose by at least double.


  ‘Crazy. When did he make such a strange item?’


  Grid had stayed in the Behen Archipelago for a while, so failing to grasp his latest specs was deadly for Lauel. Lauel was anxious and took a few steps back. It was to look at the entire battlefield.


  Puok!


  Kwajak!


  "...This is bad.”


  Blood and screams filled the battlefield. Lauel’s eyes twitched as he saw it. It was so absurd that he laughed. Grid was running wild like an unbridled foal. It was impossible to measure his strength as he tore through the US formation in an instant.


  ‘The third advancement NPCs are being cut down like they are straw.


  Grid’s current strength was just like Kraugel when Super Sensitivity was used. The level of a disaster. A level that humans couldn’t resist. But Lauel didn’t give up. Buffs had a time limit. In particular, the more outstanding the buff, the shorter the duration. Grid could only maintain this for approximately two minutes.


  Lauel started directing the troops again.


  "Set the forest on fire!”


  Was it to suppress the Korean army that started to move in response to Grid? The NPCs set fire to the forest and Lauel used Wind Dragon’s Breath, quickly turning the area into a sea of fire.


  "Restrain the actions of the enemies!”


  Lauel ordered without hesitation. The magicians summoned stone and ice barriers to forcibly lock Grid into a limited space. But the barriers built by the magicians were nothing in front of Grid.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “T-This is impossible.”


  The magicians doubted their eyes. It was an unbelievable sight, the barriers summoned by investing a lot of mana were shattered with a single blow by Grid. In the end, Lauel had no choice but to use Zephyr, who was keeping Peak Sword and Yura in check.


  The 1st ranked acrobat, Zephyr. He was a man skilled in using tricks to distract the enemy with his agile and abnormal behavior. When Kraugel attacked the US, Zephyr was low on mana and couldn’t act against Kraugel. But Zibal declared that Zephyr’s footwork was excellent.


  "Zephyr, please tie up Grid’s feet. In the meantime, I will take the Korean base.”


  “I understand.”


  Pahat!


  The monster who killed the 2nd ranked user and six third advancement NPCs in an instant, Grid. Zephyr showed no signs of tension as he headed towards Grid. He believed in his skills.


  ‘He might be a monster, but he can’t cope with my acrobatics.’


  It was funny that he had to just buy time.


  “Kyakyakyakyak!”


  Zephyr burst out into bizarre laughter while jumping over Grid’s head and spinning like a spintop. It wasn’t a meaningless act, but the activation of his ‘Acrobat’s Laugh’ skill. The enemies who heard the laughter would temporarily lose their hearing and become confused.


  But Grid resisted.


  Zephyr didn’t panic. He already knew that Grid had status resisting capabilities.


  “Kikikikikik!”


  Nevertheless, the reason he laughed was because he didn’t want the enemies to approach him and to also raise his morale.


  "Why are you repeating it?”


  The confusion was resisted, but the sound of the laughter was terrible. Grid frowned and swung Iyarugt towards the approaching Zephyr.


  Pahat!


  Red light scattered like jewels and cut at Zephyr’s body.


  Peeeeeong!


  “Kuk!”


  A powerful explosion occurred and Grid groaned. It wasn’t Zephyr that Grid attacked, but a Zephyr clone with the ability to explode. Beyond the smoke, Zephyr’s eyes were curved like a crescent moon.


  "Beast’s Ring.”


  Peeng!


  A blazing ring of fire was created around Grid.


  ‘What?’


  Like an elephant, a large cerberus appeared and jumped towards Grid in the center of the ring. The momentum was so terrifying that Grid reflexively took a defensive posture. However, no shock was delivered. The cerberus penetrated through Grid and the ring and disappeared like it was a lie.


  'What is this?'


  A mere trick? This pointless skill... Grid flinched the moment he thought this. It was because the burning ring, centered around him, had started to flare up.


  ‘It is popping!’


  Grid retreated with surprise and at this moment, Zephyr threw 12 balls that he had been rolling around in his hands.


  Pepepepeok!


  “Kyakyakyak! Does it hurt?”


  Zephyr headed towards Grid, who was once again swept away by the explosion. He was overflowing with confidence. Even if he couldn’t kill Grid, he was confident that he could play around with Grid for an hour. Of course, he was too arrogant.


  “It doesn’t hurt.”


  Step.


  Grid stepped forward from the smoke. He spoke to Zephyr, who was summoning hundreds of doves.


  "You will die in five seconds.”


  Grid had countless combat experience. He might not be smart, but he could quickly understand the characteristics of the enemies and judge how to cope with it. That’s how he could say this.


  “Kyakyakyakyak! I don’t know what you are talking about!”


  Zephyr burst out laughing like it was really funny and the hundreds of doves flew towards Grid. Grid’s field of view narrowed as hundreds of flapping wings and beaks threatened him. Disgusting things like bird dung and feathers also fell down. But Grid wasn’t shaken. He depended on all his buffs to rush in Zephyr’s direction.


  ‘It’s difficult since he’s resistant.’


  Zephyr clicked his tongue and took off his hat. The moment Grid attacked him, he planned to pull out a turtle to defend, and then a rabbit to increase his movement speed and fight back. But Grid was too fast. He stabbed as soon as he arrived, not giving Zephyr time to pull out a turtle or rabbit. Inevitably, he had to use Clown’s Tears.


  It was the ultimate skill that caused a hallucinogenic effect on nearby targets and increase evasion rate by as much as 70%. If he combined all his items, titles and class effects, it was an additional 21%, giving him an evasion rate of 91%. It would be difficult to hit the current Zephyr even with targeted skills. It was no different from being invincible.


  However...


  Puk!


  “Cough!”


  Zephyr’s heart was pierced by a sword. Questions rose at the unexpected pain.


  ‘Why can’t I avoid it?’


  He evaded Grid’s sword, only to be drawn back like there was a magnet. It was a phenomenon that couldn’t be understood. Zephyr coughed up blood as Grid dealt a second blow.


  Puok!


  “Kuheok...!”


  Why? Why couldn’t he avoid the enemy’s attack? Zephyr was filled with intense doubts when he suddenly had a hypothesis.


  ‘Don’t tell me that his accuracy exceeds my evasion rate?’


  It was ridiculous. There was no way such a fraudulent accuracy existed.


  ‘It’s just luck...!’


  Zephyr denied it as he died.


  "...”


  Silence filled the battlefield. This was Zephyr. One of the leading rankers was easily dismissed by Grid. However, the silence didn’t last long.


  “What are you doing? Sweep them all away!”


  At Grid’s cry, the South Korean representatives and NPCs attacked the US forces.


  "Shoot! Shoot!”


  The US archers and magicians resisted. They made Grid their top priority, so all of Grid’s attacks were focused on Grid. However, Grid’s defense had doubled. No matter how strong the third advancement users were, they couldn’t deal a fatal injury. In particular, the Holy Light set resisted some of the magic attacks. His items were really great. Grid used the ability of Elfin Stone’s ring to maintain his health as the enemy bombarded him.


  There was a bright smile on Lauel’s face as they met face-to-face.


  “I am proud of you.”


  Usually, he was criticized for only using items. But Lauel knew. A person also needed abilities to utilize their items. A pig wearing a pearl necklace? In particular, Grid actively showed the use of strategies with their items. Lauel was thrilled by the dramatic growth.


  “If you have no talent, you wouldn’t have grown to this point. Perhaps you could keep trying because you were stupid. I sincerely respect you.”


  Lauel was touched and spoke tearfully. But Grid felt offended.


  ‘Is that a compliment or a curse?’


  Anyway.


  “Can’t you tell the difference between business and personal matters? Stop being so delighted.”


  Right now, Grid was the representative of South Korea. In addition, he fought with his colleagues rather than fighting alone. He couldn’t be beaten on purpose by Lauel. Lauel understood. He was in the same position as Grid.


  “I can.”


  “...?”


  There was something strange. He was speaking from the standpoint of the winner...


  ‘It can’t be!’


  The worst result appeared the moment Grid sensed it.


  [Your castle was occupied by the enemy!]


  It was the notification window that signalled South Korea’s defeat in the siege. Lauel smiled at Grid.


  "Setting fire to the forest was a signal to Skull.”


  "...”


  Siege didn’t support the party chat or whisper function. The organizers were hoping for a more realistic and dramatic war to be produced. Thus, Grid was careless.


  Grid was very sad.


  The result of the first siege match. As expected, South Korea lost. But the world didn’t condemn or mock South Korea. Everyone, regardless of race or nationality, praised the Korean representatives, especially Grid.


  "Well fought!"


  Grid received more praise than when he won the gold medal. This meant that Grid showed an amazing scene. Now Grid was growing to be someone’s subject of envy.




  Chapter 431


  The NPC called Swan.


  He had the unique skills of ‘Adaptation’ and ‘Escape.’


  Adaptation showed the effect of ‘increased speed of recovery from abnormal conditions,’ ‘decreased terrain penalty,’ and ‘decrease in the usage conditions of items.’ Escape had the effect of ‘never being caught by the enemy and never dying in combat.’


  Grid had an idea the moment he saw Swan with the Great Lord’s Sword. He gave Swan the role that he originally intended for himself, under the assumption that Lauel predicted all his thoughts and actions and prepared countermeasures for them. It was to convince the enemy that Swan was Grid and make them follow Lauel’s plan.


  The result was commendable. Swan was armed with Grid’s Greatsword and Triple Layers. He was recognized as Grid and served as good bait for Skull’s group. The US determined that Lauel’s plan was a success and completely erased their guard against Grid.


  Thanks to this, Grid could act freely. He waited until the buff effect of the Motley Flail was activated and successfully pushed the US into a crisis.


  The result was a defeat.


  ***


  After the end of the siege.


  The resurrected NPCs gathered around Grid. The NPCs in the US team seemed to be resurrected as well. The NPCs for the siege weren’t disposable. At least, in the server dedicated to the National Competition, they enjoyed eternal life, just like players.


  “I’m sorry. I was unable to properly perform my role as bait.”


  Swan apologized and looked at Grid.


  Grid alternated looking between him and Lucky. He was filled with a powerful possessive desire to have them.


  ‘I want to take them to Reidan...’


  Third advancement NPCs. The level was nearly twice as high as the soldiers in Reidan, and a lot of them were able to deal with the unbuffed Grid.  In addition, Lucky had the good luck special stat and Swan had skills that would be useful in raids. But Grid had to end this relationship here. They would only temporarily be used for a limited amount of time in the National Competition.


  “You did nothing wrong. I’m sorry that you lost because I was lacking.”


  Those who were originally in a high position couldn’t easily recognize their mistakes because they had a lot to lose, and were also good at passing on responsibility. But Grid was the opposite. He apologized to Swan and even knocked on his shoulder to encourage him.


  Swan was thrilled because he was a noble person with humility and responsibility. There was a growing sense of respect in his heart. Grid reached out to the thrilled Swan. Did he want to shake hands?


  ‘A noble man is shaking hands with someone like me...’


  The moment the excited Swan grabbed Grid’s hand.


  “What are you doing?”


  “...Huh?”


  There was rising resentment in Grid’s eyes as he looked at the bewildered Swan.


  “Are you planning to keep my items?”


  “Ah...”


  He could feel killing intent. The frightened Swan hurriedly started to take off Grid’s items that he had been wearing for a while. Grid also gave back Swan’s items.


  "...”


  The two men had an expression of regret as they changed items. Someday, they hoped to meet again. On the other hand, the magician Lucky was staring at Grid in a hot and sticky manner.


  'The taste of hitting was very good...’


  He couldn’t forget the thrilling feeling whenever his flail hit Grid’s hard muscles. Due to Grid, Lucky got a new hobby. Unfortunately, his everyday life was destined to be difficult.


  ***


  Thanks to the match between South Korea and the United States, other countries were able to gather useful information. 


  First, the NPCs had hidden abilities. Second, the NPCs could be armed with new items. Third, there was no need to be deceived by the eight paths.


  “It’s a simple matter if you walk through the center.”


  The shortest and widest path. It was better to concentrate their forces on the most efficient path, rather than disperse their forces and take risks on inaccurate plans. Most of the countries thought this, making the siege matches very monotonous.


  The moment the siege started, they gathered in the central path and fought. The country who won there would win the siege. Of course, it wasn’t just a contest of power. The battle tactics was the key. The representatives of each country distributed their items as efficiently as possible, armed and strengthened the NPCs, and fought against the enemies in an extraordinary manner.


  As a result, the siege event maintained a steady high audience rating and produced many conversations. But the South Korea vs US match received the highest ratings. 


  Grid broke his existing image of ‘ignorant overgeared’ person and prepared a lot, while Lauel’s brains made everything useless. Grid’s destructive force which smashed the US formations.


  The South Korea vs US match had more elements to stimulate the viewers than any other match. Grid and Lauel’s reputations rose in an incomparable manner, and this was directly linked to the rise in awareness for the Overgeared Guild.


  ***


  The National Competition’s third day.


  After the round of 32, round of 16 and the quarterfinals, the four finalists were decided. Under the power of Damian, Japan earned the nickname of the ‘Strongest Army.’ Russia had Kraugel, who broke through the enemy and reached the castle. The world’s strongest United States.


  Thus far, there was nothing big. People predicted that the US and Japan would enter the finals, and Russia’s actions were also within prediction range. But Argentina was different. Few people expected Argentina to advance to the semi-finals. Even the people of Argentina didn’t expect it. Argentina was one of the countries weak in Satisfy, and they didn’t even qualify for the 1st National Competition. They were almost the same as South Korea.


  But they advanced into the top four and were facing the strongest countries. How did they do it?


  Seuron. The result was due to his absolute force.


  “Soul Predator...”


  The reserved audience seats. The South Korea representatives, including Yura and Peak Sword, kept a close eye on Seuron. They weren’t the only ones. Players from all countries were concentrating on Seuron as they watched the siege. It was due to Seuron’s presence. His strength was comparable to Kraugel, Damian, and Grid.


  'This is the dignity of combat specific classes.’


  Seuron’s unique combat ability to exploit the souls of enemy and allied corpses to increase his own strength was perfect. It was difficult to find any weak points in all aspects of physical attack, magic attack, defense, resistance, AOE , CC, etc.


  ‘I think that even God Grid will find it hard against Seuron...’


  Peak Sword had this thought, despite being a passionate follower of Grid. But Grid had no interest in Seuron. Grid was only focused on Kraugel.


  ‘How can he think about moving like that?’


  Kraugel’s movements avoided all the concentrated attacks of dozens of NPCs while breaking through the enemy at the same time. Grid couldn’t even imagine the movements, let alone mimic it. Grid realized one thing.


  ‘Imagination.’


  Maybe this imagination was one of the important elements of his strength? It was a tremendous weapon because Kraugel could move in ways that others didn’t expect. It was movement beyond predictions. However, did a person have to be smart to be imaginative?


  In other words...


  ‘He is good at fighting and smart?’


  Grid recalled that he heard people who were smart were good at sports.


  "This is very annoying.”


  It was a desperate reality for Grid who wasn’t smart. He felt like he faced a higher barrier than an average person living in this world. The Grid in the past would’ve trembled with anger and lamented.


  ‘But I’m not useless.’


  Grid now knew. It was much more profitable to overcome this than to blame his own talent.


  “Umm...”


  Grid grew more and more focused as he watched Kraugel. He was devising methods to win against Kraugel in PvP.


  At that moment.


  Ttiring~


  A mail arrived on Youngwoo’s phone.


  'Is it Sehee?’


  A phone that almost never rang. He expected it to be from his parents or sister, only to find something interesting. Comet Group. It was a mail from one of the domestic companies that offered to sponsor Grid.


  [Shin Youngwoo-nim.


  We’ve been watching your activities in the National Competition with great interest.  As a Korean citizen, I feel very proud and thankful. If you don’t mind, can we discuss the contract that was cancelled the other day? We will do our best to satisfy you. Please give us a positive response.


  Head of the Public Relations Team, Yook Shihyun.]


  It was the company that offered him 300 million. 300 million. He couldn’t deny that it was a huge amount of money to receive just for wearing the mark of the Comet Group on his chest. However, Grid’s value was much higher than that. It wasn’t a baseless pride. Weren’t there articles about Zibal got 3.6 billion from the world class company Radidas?


  ‘I should get at least 1 billion...’


  Yura spoke to Grid, who was looking at the text message.


  “Why aren’t you replying to it?”


  “Hrmm...”


  Grid turned to look at Yura. There was a pink flush on Yura’s white cheeks. She couldn’t help feeling embarrassed as Grid stared at her. But Grid wasn’t conscious about this at all.


  “I don’t want to meet them at all. They don’t know my value.”


  It wasn’t a grudge. Above all, Grid was in the position of master of Overgeared, so he couldn’t put down his value. He was worried that the value of Overgeared would fall if he was too cheap.


  Yura asked him with a serious expression, "Youngwoo, your current cash assets should be around 6 billion?”


  “No, it’s around 5 billion.”


  If he added the building that was to be completed in a month, his total assets would be 15 billion. It was huge for Grid, who was debt-ridden two years ago. He couldn’t help being proud as he recalled those days. The fact that he could eat food without worrying about money made him feel like he could have the world.


  Yura handed out reality to Grid with a gentle expression.


  "Youngwoo, 5 billion isn’t as much money as you think. It is likely that you will have to spend billions of won if you want to buy high end materials like adamantium or dragon scales, that ultimately must be collected.”


  Then Peak Sword chimed in.


  “There are many rich people in the world, and at this moment, a new rich person is being born. There are hundreds of gold spoons in South Korea alone who can collect cars worth more than 5 billion won. As the average level of the users in Satisfy increases, the value of items will rise more and more. We need to have enough money to adapt to the times.”


  The end point was simple. If he was aiming to be a king, he shouldn’t be complacent with what he currently had. Grid wasn’t in a position where he could reject the pumpkin that rolled up to him.


  ‘That’s right.’


  Grid received enlightenment and replied to the team leader.


  -4 billion.




  Chapter 432


  The average number of viewers for the Super Bowl was just 100 million people, so why were the advertising fees much higher than the Olympics and World Cup? It was due to the abundant concentration.


  Unlike the Olympics and World Cup, which were festivals of the world, the Super Bowl was only for the US. From the company's point of view, it was easy to identify and capture the needs of the Super Bowl viewers. A single ad was able to reach 100 million potential customers, so the value of the Super Bowl ads was inevitably high. 


  It 2030, it was natural for the advertising fee per second to exceed 250 million won.


  On the other hand, the Olympics and World Cup? The number of viewers overwhelmed the Super Bowl, but the concentration was too low. It was necessary to produce several advertisements in accordance to the interests of each country, and the advertisement effect was also limited because viewers were interested in different events and countries.


  The first time it occurred, companies from each country thought that the Satisfy National Competition would be similar to the Olympics. It might have the highest number of viewers, but the advertising effect would be low compared to the number of viewers. They didn’t actively invest in any advertisements, choosing to sponsor individual participants, similar to the Olympics. In the first place, it was funny to call gamers ‘players’ and to sponsor them.


  But the result was shocking. The Satisfy National Competition attracted the attention of people around the world, even though there were few participating countries. The advertising effect far exceeded the Super Bowl. In particular, the performance of the individual players had a huge impact.


  Sports and games were different areas. When watching athletes, the consciousness of the viewers stopped at ‘great.’ Meanwhile with gamers, it extended to ‘I am going to be like that,’ making the viewers immersion very high. Thus, the value of gamers was soaring. If they could sponsor a top-class gamer, a company wouldn’t hesitate to invest billions of won.


  Nevertheless, the 224 gamers participating in the 2nd National Competition had an average sponsorship value of 500 million won. This market was still not properly formed. Satisfy gamers didn’t know their value. They were people who played games from home, so they didn’t understand economic principles.


  What did the companies think about this? They sucked as much from the players as possible. Sooner or later, the players would have professional managers to handle these things. At that time, the value of the players would surge. Until that day, the companies wanted to benefit as much from the players as possible without paying as much.


  But it was reaching the limit. The players were starting to realize their value. The evidence was the 4 billion proposed by Grid.


  “He came out surprisingly strong.”


  The Comet Group’s PR team leader, Yoo Shihyun, laughed as she saw Grid’s reply. She didn’t think Grid would come out like this.


  ‘This is because of Radidas.’


  Radidas sponsoring Zibal for 3.6 billion won was the trigger. The players looked at Zibal and started to realize their true value. Grid suggesting 4 billion meant he judged that his value was higher than Zibal’s value.


  “...Well, it’s appropriate.”


  To be honest, it wasn’t just appropriate, but the best. As a result of sponsoring Grid for 4 billion won, the Comet Group could enjoy the huge promotion effect of tens of billions, maybe trillions of won. Grid’s power was that great. His global popularity was increasingly rising. Grid himself might not be aware of his true value.


  Yoo Shihyun smiled and called the direct line of the president of the Comet Group.


  Then after a while.


  After discussing with the president, she came to the best conclusion. She would offer Grid 10 billion won in exchange for a two-year contract. Grid’s value would obviously rise by the time the 3rd National Competition arrived, so it was a tremendous benefit to keep Grid when his price was still cheap. She was convinced that he would take the deal if she offered more than double the 4 million won.


  -Can I meet you now? I'm in Paris.


  Even at this moment, Grid’s value was going up. Other companies would try to make contact with Grid. Thus Yoo Shihyun urgently sent a reply to Grid.


  Grid’s answer was ‘Okay.’


  "Good.”


  A smile appeared on Yook Shihyun’s face. She sat in front of a mirror and made herself look as beautiful as possible. The basics of selling something was to convey a good feeling.


  ***


  "Now I'm going to make money.”


  The semi-finals were just beginning.


  United States vs Japan. 


  Russia vs Argentina.


  It was very interesting to study. Peak Sword was puzzled when Grid got up during such an important time.


  “Isn’t it better to watch the matches?”


  "I can watch it on TV.”


  Even if he sat in the audience, it was still watching on a monitor. He could watch it on any TV. In particular, his hotel room had a 3D TV that was a huge 120 inches. He would rather watch it on TV.


  “I’ll go as well.”


  Yura got up along with Grid. It was regarding a business deal, so she was uneasy about Grid going alone. However, Grid refused.


  “I can do it alone.”


  So far, Yura had handled his money. Grid thought he was sufficient since he learned from watching her.


  "If I keep depending on you, I will be a fool who can’t do anything alone. In the first place, you can’t be with me forever, can you?”


  "...”


  ‘We can be together forever.’ Yura wanted to say, but Grid had left before she could even open her mouth.


  ***


  The area around the Eiffel Tower was always troublesome. It was because there were too many tourists. But this was the time when the National Competition was in full swing. The streets were empty, as if to prove the overwhelming popularity of the National Competition.


  There were only a few roadside cafes that had guests.


  Thanks to that, Grid was about to recognize the person he was meeting at first glance. There was only one Asian woman sitting alone at the promised meeting place.


  “Team Leader Yook Shihyun?”


  "Hello, Shin Youngwoo-nim. It’s great that I can meet a global star directly.”


  The woman who answered Grid’s call greeted him politely. She smiled brightly and handed Grid her business card. Grid confirmed it and sat across from her. Yook Shihyun inwardly panicked. A man who remained nonchalant after seeing her beautiful face and body was unfamiliar to her.


  ‘I thought he was a womanizer because he’s dating Yura and Jishuka at the same time.’


  Yook Shihyun started a long attempt to persuade him. She talked about the Comet Group’s social position and the benefits that Grid would enjoy if he was sponsored by the Comet Group. But Grid interrupted her in the middle.


  “The conclusion.”


  Would she give him the 4 billion won that he asked for? Yook Shihyun smiled with satisfaction.


  “I will offer you 10 billion won. However, it’s for a two year contract.”


  "...”


  Grid’s expression didn’t change. His pupils didn’t even move. It was different from what Shihyun expected.


  ‘He can remain so calm after hearing 10 billion won?’


  In the game, Grid was close to a beast. He was always violent and crushed any enemy. But he was actually a very smart person. Yook Shihyun considered Grid’s potential for development and became greedy. She felt possessive.


  On the other hand, Grid was very surprised, unlike his outer appearance.


  ‘10 billion?’


  It might have a two-year contract attached, but it was more than Grid wanted. 10 billion! It might be insignificant to some rich people because it was ‘much lower than the price of the mansion my parents bought me for my birthday,’ but it was very big for Grid.


  Wasn’t it equivalent to four or five legendary items? Grid had only created 13 legendary items since becoming Pagma’s Descendant. 


  ‘Isn’t this a windfall?’


  Grid was about to chuckle when he suddenly had a thought. He learned all sorts of knowledge and reasoning during the year he spent with Lauel, so his thinking ability expanded.


  ‘My value was higher than I thought.’


  It was rare for there to be any free favors in the world. Especially when it came to business companies. The 4 billion he proposed was changed to 10 billion? A two-year contract... Maybe it means that my value will far exceed 10 billion won next year.’


  Grid had experienced the worst result one or two times after chasing the greed that was right in front of him. Grid took time to calmly consider it before opening his mouth.


  “I’m confused.”


  Of course he was confused! It was the first time that a company had placed his value so high! Yook Shihyun had a satisfied expression on her face as she looked at Grid.


  "I was hoping for 4 billion won per event, only to be offered 10 billion won for a two-year contract... Is the Comet Group a crook?”


  “...?”


  Yook Shihyun couldn’t understand for a moment. But she soon realized.


  ‘You’re the crook!’


  Well, strictly speaking, Grid had a point while the Comet Group was the crook. There was an awkward silence between them for a while.


  Ttiring~


  A mail arrived on Grid’s phone. No, it wasn’t one.


  Ttiring.


  Ttiring.


  Ttiring.


  Grid’s phone kept on making noise! Yook Shihyun had an uneasy expression on her face as Grid checked the contents and rose.


  "One company who offered me 3.5 billion won per event has eventually offered 4 billion won in response to my request.”


  Of course, it was a lie. But Grid was convinced that it would be realistic. Yook Shihyun cried out in a desperate voice.


  "4.1 billion! We will give you 4.1 billion!”


  “...Hah.”


  It was a painful thing for those who had no money. Grid grasped the concept of money and laughed. 


  ‘Indeed, this is why sports athletes have annual salaries of over 100 billion won.’


  Was his worth lower than them? No one could say that. This was the era where virtual reality games was more popular than any sport! Grid ordered coffee and declared.


  “4.2 billion. I will give you until I finish this coffee to reply.”


  "...”


  It was an espresso! The cup of coffee was the size of two thumbs, causing Yoo Shihyun to urgently call the president.




  Chapter 433


  Among the seven guilds, the Golden Guild was at a medium level. Seuron was the master and he had gradually been growing stronger after acquiring the Soul Predator class. It was enough to make him aspire to become the peak of two billion users.


  “Kukukuk!”


  Argentina met Russia in the semi-finals. Seuron was thrilled to face Kraugel.


  "Kraugel, I’m lucky that I have a chance to defeat you in front of the world.”


  Argentina wasn’t active in the target processing match because they didn’t have competent ranged dealers. Since they weren’t in the race for the medal, Seuron wasn’t obsessed with the event and just enjoyed himself. But things were different now. 


  In the battlefield where a hundred people were fighting for their lives, Seuron was able to create an environment with fresh souls, complementing his class effect. Seuron was confident. It might not be possible yet in a one-on-one match, but he could defeat Kraugel on the battlefield.


  "Become the stepping stone of my fame!”


  Seuron excitedly pulled out some of the souls accumulated in his body and turned them into beads. They were beads the size of soybeans. 


  Suuuuok.


  Dozens of glittering jade beads circled around Seuron. It was a beautiful effect comparable to Grid’s Iyarugt.


  “Bang!”


  Seuron shouted like a young child firing an imaginary gun. Dozens of beads turned fiercely and shot off. Their goal was Kraugel. The Russian representatives and NPCs near Kraugel weren’t targeted because they were recognized as trivial by Seuron.


  Tutututututung!


  The soul beads shot forward at a speed that second advancement classes couldn’t see and attacked Kraugel. They were like bullets fired from machine guns. The phenomenal thing was that Kraugel avoided all the beads. It was a miraculous move that combined Keen Senses, his high agility and his innate skills.


  Kraugel ran in a zigzag and reached Seuron, wielding White Fang.


  Chaaeng!


  Seuron defended with the Brutal Heavy Sword and felt the difference in strength.


  ‘Indeed, it’s clear that his battle stats have reached at least level 400.’


  It was the result of completing various quests and titles first. It was unknown if any elixirs had been taken. It was truly unique. Kraugel’s stats were beyond common sense.


  Peeok!


  Seuron was shaken by the blow, while Kraugel removed his sword and dealt a second strike. The moment that Kraugel was going to deal a critical strike.


  Pahat!


  The soul beads that stopped in the place where Kraugel was first standing started to move again. They flew to Kraugel and spread like a spider’s web. Kraugel’s reaction was somewhat late because he hadn’t expected such an efficient skill. One arm was caught in a spider web.


  [Your right arm is temporarily restrained.]


  "...”


  Kraugel’s expressionless face slightly distorted. Seuron’s sword came flying as he swiftly switched White Fang to his left hand. Seuron laughed as he avoided Kruagel’s counterattack and kept attacking.


  "Kukuk, I will bind your soul!”


  Seuron’s skill was activated. The soul web in contact with Kraugel’s body linked to Kraugel’s soul, giving Seuron temporary control of Kraugel’s soul.


  [Your body is out of control for seven seconds!]


  Kraugel had a different experience. His right foot moved when he tried to move his left arm. When he tried to move his left feet, his right arm moved. Kraugel’s best strength, his control, was contained.


  Seokeok!


  At this moment, Seuron summoned 14 soul spears and shouted with all his might.


  “Taste this unbreakable power!”


  It wasn’t a lie. Since changing to a Soul Predator, Seuron had never been defeated. There was only one person. He was defeated during the Reidan raid by the ‘temporary farmer.’ But that farmer was a named NPC, so he didn’t count as a user. At this moment, Seuron was sure of his victory. He didn’t know. The fact that the Kraugel in front of him was that farmer!


  “You have certainly grown.”


  Kraugel acknowledged Seuron, even when they met in the past at Reidan. He avoided all the soul spears pouring towards him and praised Seuron.


  ‘How?’


  Seuron was shocked. It was natural to be surprised, since the soul-controlled Kraugel moved just as swiftly and precisely as before.


  ‘Don’t tell me...! He was able to adapt in such a short amount of time?”


  White Fang pierced Seuron’s neck. Seuron was able to increase his defense using Soul Armor and killed his allies to obtain more souls. Then he attempted a counterattack. The brilliant battle between the two people received praises from all over the world.


  ***


  “Ah, I think I am going crazy.”


  Brr!


  Grid’s body continuously shook after he left the cafe. At first glance, the jerkiness was like a tap dance. It was the aftereffect of drinking the espresso. A headache was coming.


  “Dammit...”


  Grid didn’t like bitterness and only took the syrupy cold medicine for children when he had a cold. For him, coffee was like rotten water. He was disgusted by Americans who could drink it like it was bottled water. That’s why he only ordered juice or hot chocolate at a cafe.


  Then why did he drink a cup of espresso? It felt like he was drinking poison. But it was worthwhile. He got the ideal contract! Grid purposely chose a smaller drink in order to give Yook Shihyun a feeling of pressure.


  That’s right. The reason why Grid ordered an espresso was that it was necessary to his bluff. Now he was using a process called ‘pre-planning.’ He couldn’t just rush forward forever. He acted cautiously.


  -Please read the contract carefully. Read it several times until you completely understand it. Don’t forget to record it.


  -God Grid! Isn’t is amazing for a Korean to contract with a Korean company?


  -♣ Go! ◆If you join ◆ ♣ ※You will get ☜☜a 1 million♨★cash bonus�


  -Team Leader Kim Minyoung.^^


  Grid intended for messages to arrive during his conversation with Yook Shihyun. He had asked Yura and Peak Sword in advance to send him a message at this exact time. The spam messages came flying by chance. He hadn’t signed up for the spam blocker service because it cost him 2,000 won each month...


  ‘This is why people say that money shouldn’t be spent.’


  Grid received a new enlightenment and vowed he would only order jajangmyun instead of kanjajang.


  『 Oh my god...! The United States’ castle was captured! 』


  『 Against everyone’s expectations, Russia has won! 』


  The road to Shang X Lila Hotel. A loud noise was heard from the store that Grid was pssing, and Grid turned towards the TV in the store.


  ‘Russia won?’


  It was also against the United States? Grid clenched his fists tightly. He couldn’t suppress his feelings after learning that Kraugel had overcome the United States.


  ‘Kraugel...’


  Was he superior to Grid in every way? Grid couldn’t accept it. He didn’t intend to derail the value of the person called Kraugel. Grid couldn’t evaluate Kraugel’s innate talent and achievements. However, Lauel was a normal class user who beat Grid!


  It was a cruel reality for Grid. Grid felt how trivial he was. His self-esteem that he raised with much difficulty was crushed at this moment.


  ***


  The 3rd day of the National Competition ended.  The National Competition’s ranking was updated.


  1st. South Korea (2 gold) 


  2nd. Russia (1 gold, 2 silver) 


  3rd. United States (1 gold, 1 silver, 2 bronze) 


  4th. Brazil (1 gold) 


  Joint 5th. United Kingdom and France (1 silver) 


  6th. Canada (2 bronze) 


  7th. Japan (1 bronze) 


  It was a lot different from what most people expected. The most powerful country in Satisfy, the United States was ranked 3rd, while Korea and Brazil stood out? But people weren’t shaken. The National Competition was just beginning. There were 16 events remaining and as the days passed, it was clear that the overall ranking was taking shape as people expected.


  As everyone thought, the overall rankings stabilized on the 14th day of the National Competition.


  1st. Russia (4 gold, 3 silver, 2 bronze) 


  2nd. United States (4 gold, 2 silver, 4 bronze) 


  3rd. Canada (3 gold, 3 silver, 3 bronze) 


  4th. South Korea (2 gold) 


  5th. Spain (1 gold, 2 silver) 


  6th. Japan (1 gold, 2 silver) 


  7th. Brazil (1 gold) 


  Joint 8th place. United Kingdom, France (3 bronze) 


  Joint 9th place. Argentina, China (2 bronze) 


  10th. Turkey (1 bronze) 


  South Korea and Brazil hadn’t won a single medal since the third day, while the countries considered strong in Satisfy were constantly winning medals. It was the time when the difference between a strong team and a weak team was evident. Now there were only 5 events remaining.


  The people wondered about which of the three countries between the US, Russia, and Canada would win. But no one could easily predict it. All members of the United States could be called top-class. Russia was slightly weaker than the US, but they had the crown called Kraugel.


  Chris and Vantner were starting to show good chemistry for Canada. They were too powerful. It wouldn’t seem strange if any of them won.


  『 We are forgetting something. Isn’t there another country that could be a contender to win? 』


  Another championship candidate? The viewers from all over the world were puzzled by the experts’ words when they recalled someone. Grid. The main culprit behind the destruction of common sense hadn’t competed in any solo events yet.


  -Perhaps South Korea is another candidate to win?


  -At any rate, winning gold medals is the best thing to do in the National Competition. If Grid wins the gold medal in the raid event and his three solo events, Korea will win.ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ


  -Wow, that’s right. If Grid wins four gold medals and Russia and the US don’t win any, Korea will win.


  -But that’s impossible. -_-;


  Right now, people of the world were aware of Grid’s power. It couldn’t be denied that he was top-class. The problem was that there were many top-class players comparable to Grid. Kraugel of Russia, Chris of Canada, Damian of Japan, Seuron of Argentina, Pon of Spain, Regas of Britain, Zibal of the US...all of them were tough.


  Would Grid be able to win four gold medals alone against the specialists of each event? It was impossible.


  『 What if... What if Grid really wins four gold medals and leads South Korea to victory? 』


  『 He will be a myth. 』


  『 But it’s impossible. The peak of 2 billion users, Kraugel, is standing in his way. 』


  『 It’s questionable if he can cross the mountain called Kraugel. In addition, Zibal might seem weak, but isn’t he optimized for raids? There’s a less than 10% chance that South Korea will defeat the US in the raid event. 』


  These words kept coming. The atmosphere of the people of South Korea, who had been looking forward to Grid’s appearance, became solemn.
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  "I’m full.”


  It was his mother's words. His mother, who raised him alone in a cold and foreign land. She went hungry everyday, causing the skin of her belly to go taunt. But she took care of her son’s three meals a day without fail. She endured countless suffering that Kraugel couldn’t even fathom.


  Just.


  He wanted to repay the grace his mother showed when she raised him. But the heavens didn’t allow it. It taunted his mother, as if she was born to be unhappy.


  ***


  After the 14th day of the National Competition, the players were given two days of rest.


  It was a type of maintenance period. The players began their preparations for the remaining five events. There were some who obtained new items and raised their levels, some who cleared quests with high rewards, or some who raised their control skills with spars.


  Kraugel was one of them. He entered a dungeon that other players would find difficult alone and hunted monsters. He gained experience as the talk with the doctor passed through his mind.


  -Your mother’s symptoms are becoming worse. If she doesn’t receive the new medicine...


  During the National Competition, Kraugel was forced to hospitalize his mother and constantly kept in contact with her doctor. And the news that was delivered every day was unfortunate. There were physical complications and his mother might only have a few years left.


  "...”


  The only new medicine that could cure Alzheimer’s. Kraugel needed to lead Russia to victory to obtain it. He discarded his pride and conscience and agreed to a dirty deal. At the time of the siege. Kraugel couldn’t refuse Lauel’s suggestion to join Overgeared in exchange for Lauel ‘conceding’ the game.


  But the current flow wasn’t ideal. Judging by the five events remaining and the list of participants, Russia was unlikely to win. Russia could only aim at the gold medal in PvP, while the US was in a position to win gold medals in the boss raid and blacksmith production event.


  Unless there was a special incident, the winner was likely to be the United States.


  ‘There’s hope if another country wins the boss raid or blacksmith event, but...’


  Zibal’s ability in boss raids was unrivalled, while Panmir was the best blacksmith after Grid. In addition, Grid declared that he wouldn’t participate in the blacksmithing event. It was natural that the US would win gold medals in these two events.


  Had Heaven forsaken his mother?


  Kraugel’s feeling of despair deepened.


  ***


  The Overgeared members knew about Grid’s ability in raids. In particular, Peak Sword had witnessed Grid raiding Hell Gao. After that, there was Vampire Earl Elfin Stone and Vampire Viscount Tiramet... Grid had defeated many named bosses.


  But Zibal was more than that. There were rumors that the number of named boss monsters raided by Zibal was approaching 20. Debirion’s Envoy had a passive skill that dealt addition damage to monsters as well as various active skills. Zibal was a real specialist in raids.


  “God Grid! Let’s aim for a silver medal!"


  Grid watched Zibal’s raid videos. Peak Sword guessed he was nervous and energetically shouted. ‘Incompetent Peak Sword’ had failed to win a medal during the National Competition, so he could only keep up Grid’s morale.


  Ttiring~


  As they were watching Zibal’s videos against boss monsters and trying to analyze his raid skills more deeply, the phones of Grid and the Korean representatives rang at the same time. It was an announcement delivered to all National Competition participants by the organizers.


  [The information of the raid monster has been released. For more information, please check the TV or the Internet.]


  Grid confirmed the message and terminated the footage being played, turning the channel to Satisfy’s news station. The middle aged anchor was delivering the hot news that was just received. 


  『 The information about the boss monsters to be raided by 32 countries has been released. Let’s take a look. 』


  The life of breaking news was fast. The anchor moved quickly in case he lost viewers to other stations and the information of the boss monster flashed on the screen.


  [Drake]


  Level: 420


  A flying monster with a small amount of dragon’s blood.


  Their intelligence is greatly reduced compared to wyverns, but their combat power and power of the breath is overwhelmingly superior!


  They have high status resistance, extreme resistance to physical attacks, resistance to magic attacks, relatively high stamina, and can stay in the air infinitely.


  Drop items: Drake’s heart, drake leather, drake’s fang, drake’s bone.


  『 Drakes are a senior monster that have never been raided once. It means a strategy hasn’t been revealed yet. 』


  『 Doesn’t that mean all teams are in an equal position when starting? 』


  『 That’s right. It seems like the organizations have considered equality. 』 


  『 However, the players will be feeling desperate. In order to hunt flying monsters, ranged damage dealers and magicians are needed. How many ranged damage dealers and magicians are capable of damaging a drake? 』


  『 Blocking the flying ability is the key to the raid. But how can they block it when the monster has status resistance…? 』


  『 Since it’s a level 400 monster, they need to be at least at the third advancement to do damage. I wonder how many countries can succeed in the raid. 』


  “How do we defeat that?”


  "Won’t the US also find it hard?”


  The South Korean representatives were sulking. Yura and Peak Sword’s expression was also bad. Only seven people were going against a flying boss monster, and South Korea only had Grid and Peak Sword above level 300. Everyone judged that the raid was impossible and felt despair.


  “I’ll be in the capsule room for the next two days.”


  Grid rose from his seat.


  "Yes, let’s go hunting. I should gain at least one more level.”


  Peak Sword got up along with Grid. It was impossible to think up a strategy to defeat this boss monster. The South Korean representatives were tired and judged it was better to give up early and prepare for other events. It was the same for the representatives gathered in other spaces.


  Only the United States, Russia, Canada, and France were seriously concerned about a strategy against the drake.


  ***


  The National Competition’s 17th day.


  The last team event, the boss raid would take place. The interest of the world was hot.


  A drake. People were excited about the chance to indirectly experience the power of boss monsters that were difficult to meet. The players were motivated, unlike how they were originally. The organizers announced that the teams would keep the items dropped by the drakes.


  It was an extreme measure because they were worried that the unmotivated attitude of the participants would interfere with their performance in the event. The result was commendable. The representatives who grumbled ‘How can we catch a drake?’ and planned to drop out early became motivated. They needed to succeed in the raid in order to get the items that the drake would drop.


  It was the same with the Korean representatives. The materials dropped by the drake were incomparable to the materials distributed in Satisfy so far. It was a profit even if it was shared between seven people.


  “God Grid! Let’s do our best! Even if we can’t win the medal, we must fight to the end and make sure the drake dies!”


  Peak Sword shouted with tension. Meanwhile, Grid was still calm. His attitude made Yura uneasy.


  ‘Why?’


  Grid was promised a large amount of money from the Comet Group and raised his value of a Satisfy gamer. Despite feeling proud and pleased with himself, he somehow felt bad since he signed with the Comet Group. She wondered if he had some worries that she didn’t know about?


  Regardless of Yura’s concern, the competition’s schedule proceeded.


  『 All participants should go to the capsule room! 』


  The 244 participants from 32 countries moved to the capsules assigned to them and logged into Satisfy. The countries appeared in different maps, but a drake appeared in front of all of them and roared.


  Kurarararara!


  [The dragon’s blood deals fear to all subordinates!]


  [You will be in a rigid state for 10 seconds.]


  [All buffs are deactivated, with defense and resistance reduced by 50%. You will step back from the enemy.]


  [You have temporarily lost your hearing from the drake’s roar!]


  [All types of conversations will be blocked for 1 minute and 30 seconds!]


  [Your body has been suppressed by the gust from the drake’s wings!]


  [As long as the drake’s wings continue to flap, all speeds will drop by 30%!]


  Depending on the level and resistance of each player, the duration of the debuff was different. In any case, all the players of each country suffered. In particular, the players who pre-used buff skills lost them before they could even enjoy the effect.


  ‘The command system has collapsed.!’


  The United States was also overwhelmed. The drake’s roar had the effect of blocking all types of conversations. This was a problem because no matter what they said, the contents wasn’t communicated to their colleagues. An unknown enemy, the drake.


  Zibal quickly understood thanks to his numerous raid experience, but it was useless because he couldn’t communicate with his team members.


  “Kuak!”


  “Ugh...!”


  The drake, which was over 5m in length, moved at a speed that wasn’t suitable for its huge size. It started devastate the US team, making the world feel shock.


  『 The strongest US team is trampled on so easily...! Strong! The drake is really strong! 』


  『 The 30% slowness effect is deadly. Even Kraugel was hit. First of all, the strategy is to stop those wings... 』


  『 Ah! As soon as you spoke, Bondre of France used ice magic and froze one of the drake’s wings! 』


  『 ...But it was broken in an instant. Its resistance to magic is ridiculously high. 』


  The moment that the atmosphere became serious.


  “Eh? Comet’s new capsule is so much better than the performance of other capsules! I can move smoothly! Hey! It’s amazing!”


  The Korean Grid started speaking loudly. The attention of the commentators and viewers focused on him. On the upper chest of Grid’s Triple Layers, the logo of the Comet Group could be seen. Yura blushed as she looked at Grid and realized.


  Grid had been uncomfortable the last few days because he was embarrassed at the thought of speaking such words.


  "...”


  Yura looked at Grid while the viewers resented Grid’s obvious PPL (product placement) because it broke the immersion. Grid was being blamed for being a monster created by the age of materialism. Fortunately, the voices of the viewers didn’t reach Grid.


  Grid wasn’t shaken and could concentrate on the raid. He took out a pole that was 3m long and had a diameter of 80cm, inserting it deep into the group. Then he threw the trident attached to the pile by a rope towards the drake. It was the Spear Shot skill that he obtained from the Behen Archipelago.


  Puok!


  The trident pierced the drake’s leather and it tried to fly away. But the rope connected to the pole pulled it tightly and the drake’s flight was blocked. That’s right. Once again, it was the power of items. During the past two resting days, Grid had devised items that could neutralize the strength of flying monsters.


  He came up with several of them. Grid pulled out new items.


  TL Note: From now on, all previous mentions of drakes will be changed to wyverns. So Huroi’s pet and the pets used during the pet marathon are wyverns, not drakes.
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  Grid pulled out new items.


  There was a very large hammer that could be swung with both hands.


  [Dragon Hammer]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 400/400  Attack Power: 250


  A hammer made by the legendary blacksmith Grid.


  It is designed to hit the ‘Dragon Harpoon Pillars.’


  It is very big and heavy and the attack power is excellent. It can be used as a weapon, but it isn’t easy to swing.


  Conditions of Use: More than 3,000 strength.


  Weight: 5,500


  The Dragon Harpoon was a pillar with a trident. Yes, this large harpoon was designed to block a dragon’s flight.


  [Dragon Harpoon]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 500/500  Attack Power: 620


  * There is a 100% chance of hitting the target when the ‘restrain’ effect is activated.


  * The restraint effect will last while the pillar is embedded in the ground.


  * The pillar will come out a little bit every time the opponent resists.


  A secondary weapon made by the legendary blacksmith Grid.


  The harpoon optimized for throwing is made of jaffa, while the pillar designed to be embedded in the ground is made of a large amount of steel.


  The harpoon is thrown after the pillar is embedded in the ground, so the super large weapon is extremely difficult to handle.


  The ridiculous weight and the long time it takes to install makes it impossible to be popular.


  However, the effect is absolute.


  User Restriction: More than 4,000 strength. More than 2,000 dexterity. A skill in the javelin series.


  Weight: 30,000


  Putting aside the weight, the conditions of use were ridiculous. 4,000 strength was a stat that damage dealers only dreamt about, and 2,000 dexterity was impossible to obtain unless they were production class users. There was also the javelin type skill...


  How many people could meet these three conditions at the same time? It might be different in a few years, but at the moment, it was only Grid. It meant there was no material value. It was clear that no one would buy it if he put it on the auction house.


  But the power was excellent. The attack power and options were very different from normal secondary weapons, and the durability was high enough for it to not be considered consumables. But secondary weapons had limitations that couldn’t be overcome. Their persistence was weak.


  [The target ‘drake’ is struggling with the Dragon Harpoon!]


  [The pillar of the Dragon Harpoon is pulled out a little bit from the ground! (4/5)]


  [The target ‘drake’ is struggling with the Dragon Harpoon!]


  [The pillar of the Dragon Harpoon is pulled out a little bit from the ground! (3/5)]


  Five times. The pillar could only withstand the resistance of the object restrained for a certain period of time. The laws of physics didn’t apply. Regardless of the weight or strength of the object being restrained, it could unconditionally resist it five times.


  Kurarararara! 


  The drake struggled like crazy against the harpoon. Every time the giant body moved, the rope connected to the trident was pulled more tightly and the pillar stuck in the ground shone. Every time the pillar was shaken, it felt like a natural disaster where the ground shook and the earth rose was occuring.


  『 The South Korean team’s drake is extremely angry!』


  『 The pillar won’t last much longer. It will soon regain its freedom. 』


  The relay of the commentators became urgent. They were imagining the Korean representatives who would soon be killed. But Grid was fine. He held the Dragon Hammer and hit the head of the pillar.


  Kwang!


  [The target ‘drake’ is struggling with the Dragon Harpoon!]


  [The pillar of the Dragon Harpoon is pulled out a little bit from the ground! (1/5)]


  [The Dragon Hammer has hit the pillar!]


  [The Dragon Harpoon’s pillar has sunk deeper into the ground! (2/5)] 


  [The durability of the Dragon Harpoon is decreased by 57!]


  It wasn’t unusual for it to be pulled out completely, but Grid hammered in the pillar of the Dragon Harpoon again. It wasn’t a hammering machine.


  Kyaooooh!


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  Grid kept hitting the pillar while the drake went wild. The rope that connected the harpoon and pillar were stretched and loosened repeatedly. Grid confirmed that the durability of the Dragon Harpoon was rapidly decreasing and shouted.


  “What are you doing? Attack it while it can’t fly!”


  The Korean representatives lost their hearing from the drake’s roar and couldn’t hear anything. They didn’t understand what Grid was saying. But they weren’t fools, so they knew what to do.


  “Draw Sword, Sudden.”


  "Regulus.”


  “Flame that won’t turn off!”


  "Shield Boomerang!”


  Pepepepeok!


  The Korean representatives attacked the drake using their strongest skills. Yura had already been firing her magic gun from the beginning. However...


  [You have dealt 250,040 damage to the target.]


  [The target has avoided it.]


  [The target has resisted.]


  [The skill can’t penetrate the target’s leather.]


  The Korean representatives couldn’t damage the drake except for Peak Sword. Was it because the drake’s defense and resistance was ridiculously high? That was a secondary problem. The real problem was the low level of the South Korean team members.


  Apart from the level 306 Grid and the level 309 Peak Sword, the level of the Korean members were in the 200s. In severe cases, there was a 200 level difference with the drake. If the level difference was that big, then damage wasn’t applied properly. It was like smashing an egg against a rock.  No, maybe worse than that.


  ‘I’m not helping at all.’


  Yura was firing her gun. However, her beautiful face distorted as countless MISS messages emerged in front of her. She had reigned for a long time so this helplessness was difficult for her to bear.


  Kwaaaaah! 


  The drake fired a breath like this resistance was futile. It was powerful enough to turn this place into a sea of fire with one breath.


  "Aaaagh!"


  Screams were heard. Peak Sword and Yura endured the breath, but the remaining representatives suffered a deadly blow and fell into confusion.


  “...Hrmm.”


  Grid checked the damage of the breath. While the other team members were feeling stress and despair, he had a smile on his face and made an absurd remark.


  “Maybe I should do this alone? If so, all the drops belong to me okay?”


  “...Eh?”


  He would hunt that huge monster alone? The Korean representatives heard an absurd remark as soon as their hearing was restored, while the pillar of the harpoon was pulled out.


  Kuuong! 


  The durability was severely damaged and the Dragon Harpoon was a mess as the drake recovered its freedom. Grid placed the Dragon Harpoon to the side and looked at the monster flying into the sky.


  “You’re much weaker than Elfin Stone.”


  Vampire Earl Elfin Stone was a named boss with overwhelming abilities and skills. Despite the combined Overgeared elites, they experienced despair several times. On the other hand, the drake wasn’t named and only had a high level. It needed to be raided by combining the strength of the seven representatives, so the organizers came up with this gap between the drake and Elfin Stone. The only part where the drake was more tricky than Elfin Stone was that it was a ‘flying monster.’


  “I can move in the sky.”


  Grid armed himself with Braham’s Boots and flew up. The weapon he held in his hand as he shot through the sky wasn’t Iyarugt, Grid’s Greatsword of Failure.


  [Efficient Hunting Sword]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 410/410  Attack Power: 720


  * Deals an addition 30% damage to monsters.


  * Increases critical rate by 50% when attacking monsters.


  * The chance of a monster dropping items when killed is increased by 20%.


  A longsword made by the legendary blacksmith Grid.


  A weapon made by combining the advantages of the weapons that monster hunters love.


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher. Advanced Sword Mastery level 3. 2,000 strength. 1,000 agility.


  That’s right!


  Grid successfully produced an item that dealt additional damage to monsters! It was possible because he collected hundreds of production methods during the two years since he became Pagma’s Descendant. It was unfortunate that he only strengthened it to +7 because he was lacking enhancement stones. But in this state, the monster hunting ability was better than the +9 Iyarugt, the +9 Failure and the +8 Grid’s Greatsword.


  "Above all, there is an option to increase the item acquisition rate.”


  A weapon optimized for hunting like Debirion! Grid held a blade that was reminiscent of a half moon and unleashed his swordsmanship.


  Kurarararak!


  The drake wanted to kill this dirty human.


  Kuoooooh!


  The drake exerted a great pressure on the atmosphere as it headed towards Grid. But Grid didn’t shrink back. He held his posture to the end. 


  “Linked Kill!”


  Puok!


  He stabbed strongly at the large target that was thankfully coming towards him on its own.


  Puoook!


  Two hits.


  Puk! Puk! Puk.


  Three hits, four hits, five consecutive hits.


  Peeok!


  The drake hit Grid’s chest, but thanks to the strongest armor Triple Layers, Grid was able to endure the pain and link another sword technique.


  “Link.”


  [Critical!]


  [Critical!]


  [Critical!]


  [Critical!]


  A small human facing a monster that was bigger than a house. How many of the viewers watching thought he was like a flame in front of the wind?


  Kieeeeeeek!


  The monster’s fall!


  ***


  『 This is impossible! 』


  The commentators of the raid were silent. Were they admiring the systematic strength of the US team, which quickly recovered from the confusion and started to hit the drake?


  No.


  Were they admiring the stability of the Japanese team, which relied on Damian’s buffs and tank?


  No.


  Were they admiring Kraugel’s control skills as he completely controlled the drake’s aggro? That also wasn’t it. The representatives from each country were obviously impressive as they raided the drake in different ways, but it didn’t leave a deep impression.


  Only a single person. Only Korea’s Grid was able to create this feeling of thrill in the commentators. Grid faced the drake and played the role of tanker and damage dealer alone. Control? Strategy? He just smashed at the drake with overwhelming attack power. He also did it alone.


  "God Grid fighting!”


  The 15th ranked Peak Sword was cheering hard for Grid.




  Chapter 436


  Kwaaaaah! 


  The drake roared as it was repeatedly hit by Grid. At the same time, its tail moved nervously.


  Peeeeeong!


  “Kuk!”


  Grid’s body was hit by the quick and sharp tail. He trembled as he coughed up blood.


  ‘Shouldn’t a dragon type have more magic damage?’


  A dragon’s strongest technique was well known for being the breath. Grid thought the drake would be the same. However, he was mistaken. The drake had weak breath attacks and strong physical damage, the opposite of the wyverns.


  ‘Dammit! I thought it was weak due to the first breath!’


  It was actually pretty strong. Every time he was hit by the tail, his health decreased by 6,000 and it caused the ‘stunned’ and ‘stiff’ state. Grid was sure that there was no one who could raid a drake alone.


  So what if your raid abilities were excellent?


  The first strike from the tail would cause a state where they would die! However, Grid was different.


  [You have resisted.]


  Grid cleared away the stiff state the moment he was hit by the tail. He moved forward during the opening where the drake pulled back its tail and stabbed his sword. Once again, Grid targeted the drake’s brow.


  “Kill!”


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 635,900 damage to the target.]


  The power of the Efficient Hunting Sword was amazing. Criticals kept bursting out every time he used a skill, causing amazing damage. The situation was very pleasant for Grid, who was under the influence of 50% damage reduction in PvP during the National Competition. It felt like the shackles binding his hand and feet were released!


  Kurarararak!


  Why did it keep being hit? The drake was upset by Grid and fired a breath. A huge fire pillar headed straight for Grid. The drake was relieved. It laughed because it was confident that the human would be roasted. But Grid was fine! Grid wore Lantier’s Cloak, which had the option to raise various resistances depending on the climate. Grid wrapped the cloak around himself as he advanced through the flames and attacked the caught off guard drake.


  "Pinnacle.”


  Kieeeeeeek!


  There was a critical and the drake wailed like a newborn baby. It didn’t seem so dreadful now.


  “Wow... Really bad.”


  “He keeps hitting the same place... A demon, a demon.”


  The Korean representatives muttered at Grid’s brutality, but they knew. How difficult it was to hit and hit the same spot again and again. To be honest, the Korean representatives were extremely impressed.


  ‘It’s common sense that if you continue to hit the same area, the defense will weaken and the damage will become bigger.’


  ‘It’s really hard to hit the same spot when the target is moving.’


  But Grid was doing it. It was something that completely overturned the evaluation that ‘Grid doesn’t have good control.’


  "You finally understand? This is God Grid’s skills!”


  Peak Sword jumped excitedly as he watched Grid’s activities and shouted.


  “God Grid has always faced enemies stronger than himself!”


  Nobody knew it except for the Overgeared members, but Grid was the one who faced the most powerful NPC Piaro and the peak of two billion users, Kraugel. No matter how bad Grid was, it was impossible for him to not improve his control. However, Grid’s control wasn’t noticed during this National Competition because his items were so overwhelming. He didn’t have a chance to show off his skills because he defeated the enemies with his items before he could show his control.


  But the drake was strong, giving Grid a chance to show his power.


  “Do you know God Griddddddd?”


  Peak Sword’s yell reached Grid in the sky.


  Grid frowned.


  "That person is really loud.”


  It was enough to disturb him. His concentration was disturbed. Grid would prefer he be quiet, like during the Hell Gao raid.


  ‘I should make him a pickaxe soon.’


  He could mine minerals during these times. Peak Sword would feel sad if he knew this. Meanwhile, Grid checked the drake’s health gauge. 50%. This was the result after Grid’s serious onslaught that lasted seven minutes. It was poor compared to the US, Japan, Russia, and Spain who were raiding the drake as a team. In particular, the United States and Japan had already reduced the drake’s health by 70%.


  Grid also expected this. But Grid wasn’t worried. He wouldn’t stop attacking!


  Peeng! Peeng!


  The patterns of the drake changed after it fell to 50%, subsequently launching a breath.


  'I can’t let this hit.’


  The drake’s breath was weaker than expected, but it was still 3,000~4,000 damage. The cumulative damage was a burden. Grid concentrated and avoided it. He had fully adapted to flying magic over the past two years and was able to move freely in the sky. 


  However, the problem was that the drake’s breath cooldown time temporarily became 0.


  Pepeng! Pepepepeng!


  It meant it was impossible to avoid the breath indefinitely. In the end, Grid allowed one breath to hit him and was shaken. It was only for a moment, but the drake didn’t miss the gap and swung its tail hard.


  Peeeeok!


  The tail precisely struck Grid’s face. It was a well-timed attack. It was natural that a critical would pop up! The Korean representatives and commentators who saw it were certain.  Grid was in danger. In fact, Grid also felt a chill. But he was lucky. Grid didn’t feel any pain. It was thanks to the low probability of invalidating physical attacks option that was attached to Tiramet’s Shoulderguards. It was the moment when the drake’s tail became useless.


  Kurarararara!


  What were these items? The Korean representatives felt like this was what the drake was shouting.


  ‘If I was the drake, I would feel like dying.’


  ‘Me too.’


  ‘I would feel like cursing him now.’


  On the other hand, Grid rushed into the gap caused by the drake recovering its tail and was once again beating it up. The drake’s tail was powerful and fast, but was vulnerable after the gap was revealed. Grid was thoroughly taking advantage of this.


  Kieeeek!


  The drake screamed as its health fell below 50%. It felt danger. Then the changes begun.


  [The drake’ survival instinct has kicked in!]


  [The drake’s heart is beating faster!]


  [The drake’s body is burning!]


  [The drake’s defense and resistance drops, while its speed, attack power and magic power is greatly increased!]


  "Wow."


  The drake was surrounded by flames and looked like a volcano. A volcano floating in the sky! The pressure was so great that it made Grid’s chest tremble.


  Kwaang!


  The drake narrowed the distance to Grid. It was a speed that was above Grid, who had 2,000 agility. Grid borrowed the power of the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch, but still couldn’t fully capture the drake’s movements. It flapped its wings once and the drake’s foreleg hit Grid’s nose, making his face distort with pain.


  [You have suffered 9,300 damage.]


  [You have suffered 1,710 damage.]


  It hurt. His armor increased physical resistance and Tiramet's Belt reduced damage by 10%, but he still lost one-seventh of his health from that blow. There was also additional fire damage.


  ‘The level difference can’t be ignored.’


  Grid dismissed the drake’s strength as nothing more than level. The other representatives would’ve been outraged if they heard this. Why? Flying monsters had the advantage of being able to fly in the sky, so they were originally supposed to have low stats.


  Despite being a flying monster, the drake was superior in all aspects of attack, magic, defense and resistance, so it was really abnormal. Zibal had raided 20 named bosses and even he found it to be one of the strongest. The experts currently relaying the situation expressed their fear of the superior species, calling the drake unbalanced.


  But Grid didn’t think so. 


  The Yatan Servants, Malacus and Neberius. Pope Drevigo and pope candidate Pascal. The great demon Hell Gao and Braham’s golems. Vampire Earl Elfin Stone and Vampire Viscount Tiramet. Piaro and Kraugel...


  The drake wasn’t particularly special compared to the absurd enemies that Grid had fought. A top species? They were just mass produced anyway. They were different from enemies where only one existed. And Grid was the poster child of unbalanced.


  “Blackening.”


  Kakiing.


  Grid’s skin turned pale and the whites of his eyes became black. At the same time, there was a gaze of demonic energy around him.


  [Your black magic power has increased.] 


  [You don’t have any black magic power. It will be replaced with demonic power.]


  [While Blackening is activated, your species will change to half-demon.]


  [As a half demon, your maximum health is reduced by 50%. Your attack power, magic power and agility will increased by 20% each.]


  [All attacks will be converted to the black magic attribute.]


  He constantly allowed the drake’s attacks and lost half of health. Anyway, his maximum health would be reduced by 50% if he used Blackening, so it was good timing.


  'From now on, it’s dangerous to allow an attack.’


  The drake’s tail whipped and Grid wore Doran’s Ring while thinking. Grid tried to counterattack by using Quick Movements to evade the attack and aim for the gap, but the drake blocked it by launching a breath. It was evidence that the drake was capable of learning. The drake might have less intelligence than a wyvern, but it wasn’t a fool.


  The tail was no longer the drake’s weakness.


  ‘Learning faster than me...’


  It wasn’t just fast, but several times faster. Now Grid was dumber than a monster. The drake swung its forelegs at the frustrated Grid. It was ridiculously small compared to the huge body size, but its strength was powerful. The claws were harder than steel and the speed was like a jab from a world boxing champion.


  However, it wasn’t enough for Grid who had used Blackening and Quick Movements. Grid avoided the drake’s attack by borrowing the power of the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch and triggered Blacksmith’s Rage, instantly boosting his attack power and attack speed. Then he once again hit the drake.


  Kiyaaaaaah!


  The drake suffered a great deal of damage compared to before. It was the result of its resistance and defense weakening after its health fell below 50%. But the drake didn’t back down. Despite the blood pouring down from it, the drake cried out in a berserk manner, shooting a breath while flapping its wings at the same time.


  “...!”


  Flames filled Grid’s vision. His body failed to withstand the strong wind pressure generated by the drake and he fell to the ground. A great crisis! The drake descended and aimed at Grid’s upper body!


  It was like a meteor falling towards Grid, so everyone in the world sensed it. Grid would fail the raid. This meant there was actually a higher chance of Grid succeeding in the raid. Grid’s main feature was to overturn people’s expectations!




  Chapter 437


  The drake descended and tried to pin down Grid’s body. 


  The commentators foresaw the worst.


  『 Grid is in trouble. The drake is too fast and Grid’s posture is off. He can’t avoid it. 』


  『 He can’t use a skill because he is falling like this. Pagma’s Swordsmanship is a skill that can only be activated by moving his legs. Now that I look at it, Pagma’s Swordsmanship is a skill that is limited in many ways. 』


  『 Why didn’t Grid use Revolve? If he countered the drake’s attack, wouldn’t he be able to take the lead in the battle more efficiently? 』 


  『 He didn’t use it because he couldn’t. Is it so easy to get the right timing for the counterattack? It was more luck than skill that he succeeded in countering Bondre’s spell. Originally, a counterattack is very hard to use. Is there anyone in the world who can freely do it except for Kraugel? 』


  There was no one who ignored Grid. They all acknowledged Grid’s skill. But looking at it from a realistic perspective, the drake was stronger than Grid and fought well, so it was natural for Grid to be defeated.


  “Grid!”


  Yura, Peak Sword, and the other Korean representatives urgently cried out. They somehow wished to save Grid from the plunging drake. But except for Peak Sword’s attack, the drake wasn’t hurt and its momentum didn’t decrease. Peak Sword’s attack was relatively strong, but it wasn’t enough to change aggro.


  In the end.


  Kurarararara!


  The drake surrounded by fire was on the verge of seizing Grid. The drake seemed to be laughing. It revealed its fierce fangs as it got closer, but Grid was smiling rather than looking frightened.


  “You can’t kill me.”


  Grid said something meaningful the moment it happened.


  Puok!


  A trident came flying and struck the back of the drake’s neck.


  Kieeeeeeek-!


  The drake was shocked by the sudden attack, but it wasn’t at a level to stop its anger towards Grid. It ignored the trident in its neck and attacked Grid.  But the drake couldn’t reach Grid. It was because the rope attached to the trident pulled the drake’s neck backwards.


  It was the trident of the Dragon Harpoon. Who could use a weapon with such absurd usage conditions except for Grid?


  The God Hands. Since it reproduced Grid’s hands, all items can be worn without restrictions. A fraudulent item that could use weapons and magic! While Grid was fighting the drake, they repaired the harpoon and combined items. They flew towards Grid and handed him a sword.


  It combined a blue shark-like sword and the long crescent shaped sword.


  [Failure + Efficient Hunting Sword (Combined)]


  Rating: Legendary (Transcendent)


  Durability: Infinite


  Attack Power: 1,500~2,180   Attack Power: 120


  * Agility +100


  * There is a certain probability of blocking the enemy’s attacks.


  * There is a certain probability of activating the ‘5 Joint Attacks’ skill.


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘Cutting’ skill.


  * Deals an addition 40% damage to monsters.


  * Increases critical rate by 60% when attacking monsters.


  * The chance of a monster dropping items when killed is increased by 30%.


  * There will be a fear effect if the enemy is more than 15 levels lower than the user.


  * Attack power +30% in dark places.


  A weapon that maximizes the merits of the legendary rated ‘Failure’ and ‘Efficient Hunting Sword’ after being combined by the legendary blacksmith G.


  Conditions of Use: Pagma’s Descendant


  * The combination time is 2 minutes.


  * This item can’t be traded.


  Grid had made two Efficient Hunting Swords, not one. The reason he made more than one was because he wanted a legendary rating. In the end, he failed and only got a unique rating. Still, it wasn’t bad for Grid. 


  Kurarararal!


  As the drake was floundering from the Dragon Harpoon, Grid replaced the Largest Gloves with the Holy Light Gloves. The sun set behind him as he grabbed the new weapon. It was one of the reasons why Grid didn’t use Item Combination from the beginning. Grid wanted to maximize the option effect of Failure by calculating when the sun would set after the drake appeared. It was called looking at the big picture.


  “Now die and leave your materials. Leather, bones, teeth, claws, heart, eyeballs, everything.”


  At this moment, Grid didn’t recognize the drake as an enemy. It was only seen as prey.


  Taack!


  Grid stepped forward with dark energy around him, making him look cruelly beautiful.


  Kuwaaah!


  The drake was exposed due to the Dragon Harpoon and panicked. It roared pathetically and struggled, but it couldn’t escape because a God Hand kept hammering at the pillar. The combination of the Dragon Harpoon, Dragon Hammer, and God Hands could truly be called overgeared. If the durability of the harpoon was infinite then the target could be bound forever.


  “Hiyah!”


  Grid aimed precisely at the sparkling dot on the drake’s head that he saw with the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch. The second reason why Grid didn’t use Item Combination from the beginning! It was to create a weakness to maximize the power of Item Combination, and this weakness was the forehead that had been continuously struck!


  “Pinnacle Kill.”


  In the darkness, the strongest skill left Grid’s sword. It was an extreme stab that contained killing intent.


  [Critical!]


  [The weak spot has been attacked! Further damage will be dealt!!]


  [The Holy Light Gloves’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  [Failure + Efficient Hunting Sword (Combined) option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated.]


  [Failure + Efficient Hunting Sword (Combined) option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘Cutting’ to be generated.]


  [You have dealt 21,300,590 damage to the target.]


  [A player has dealt 20 million damage in one blow for the first time!]


  [Title: ‘Death in One Shot’ has been acquired.]


  [The passive ‘30% increase in critical strike damage’ will always be applied.]


  [The savage drake has died and returned to the soil.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired drake fangs (2).]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired drake claws (4).]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired drake scales (6).]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired drake bones (10).]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired a drake heart (1).]


  Kuuuuuuong!


  The drake’s body collapsed. It had almost half its health remaining, but it died in a single blow.


  "...”


  The commentators were at a loss for words. It was impossible for them to describe the current situation to the viewers. The spectators in the stadium and the viewers around the world had their mouths open like a carp. It was the same with the Korean representatives.


  But the South Korean representatives were surprised for a different reason.


  ‘When did he set the item drops to the leader setting?’


  No one knew. This meant that everyone was concentrating on Grid’s battle. They hadn’t even realized the God Hands had been hammering in a corner.


  ***


  [The savage drake has died and returned to the soil.]


  14 minutes after the start of the drake raid, the US team succeeded.


  “Okay!”


  "We have the gold medal!"


  The US representatives cheered. They might lose first place to Russia, so they were glad and proud about having won a valuable gold medal. On the other hand, Lauel’s expression wasn’t good.


  ‘It is like this despite the fact that I didn’t cooperate properly.’


  Lauel hadn’t given many comments in the operational meeting before the raid. The reason was that he ‘wasn’t a professional when it came to raids,’ but Lauel took this passive stance because he didn’t want the US to win the gold medal. He stayed silent despite knowing various methods to block the drake’s flight.


  The problem was that Zibal’s raid abilities were too excellent. Zibal completed a strategy to capture the drake in real time, utilizing the strengths of his team members and leading the raid to success. As a result, the drake was raided in only 14 minutes and 33 seconds, making the US team sure that they had won the gold medal.


  ‘20 minutes... No, if only it was 18 minutes.’


  Grid might’ve caught the drake first. Lauel thought it was a pity and logged out. Zibal also logged out with a bright expression.


  ‘I have finally proven that I’m not a punching bag.’


  He was only weak in PvP. Otherwise, he was top class. He was excellent in all other areas, especially raids. Zibal confidently exited the capsule and waited for the crowd’s cheers.


  But the reaction was marginal. Only a small amount of applause was heard intermittently.


  ‘Are they too surprised?’


  They were speechless because the US team defeated the strong drake too quickly. Zibal’s shoulder’s shook as he couldn’t contain his laughter. He was waiting. There would be the call stating that the US won the gold medal! However...


  『 At 14 minutes and 33 seconds, the US has succeeded in raiding the drake and won the silver medal! 』


  “What?”


  The US team couldn’t believe their ears. Lauel was the same. Their gazes was confused as they turned to the scoreboard. It stated the record of the team that raided the drake before the US.


  South Korea: 8 minutes and 59 seconds.


  “...?”


  This was ridiculous! It might be possible for Japan with Damian’s buffs, but South Korea took down the drake in 9 minutes? Grid, Peak Sword, and the other weak representatives succeeded?


  “It must be a hoax!”


  Zibal shouted with a red face. The record of the Korean team was so unacceptable that suspicions of manipulation naturally arose. Then the electric signboard changed to the Korean team... No, it was the highlight video of Grid’s raid.


  "...”


  The mouths of the US representatives fell open as they saw the footage. It seemed like their jaws would completely fall off.


  “Hahat! Puhahahat!”


  Only Lauel’s cheerful laughter could be heard.
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  Hwaruruk!


  The darkness of the world was split apart by a huge spark of light. A great flare! Just like a candle on the verge of being blown out, the injured drake was surrounded by flames.


  Kwaaaaah! 


  The presence of dragon’s blood in its body was weak. The pressure of the drake’s roar was enormous. It showed off its presence as a superior species that human beings couldn’t afford to look up to. But the drake was just a trivial existence to the man facing him. 


  The man flew up and wielded his blue greatsword without any signs of nervousness.


  Seokeok!


  A blue light in the darkness, like the Milky Way. The drake’s huge head was split in two and flames flew all over the place.


  Hwaduk.


  Hwaduuk.


  The black haired man with a blue greatsword that split the drake in half with one blow. The man with the wreckage of the drake pouring on him, his name was Grid. He confirmed that the drake had turned to grey and turned his gaze to the camera, opening his mouth.


  “Comet Group.”


  ?


  What was with the Comet Group? Grid only spoke two words. But that alone was enough. At this moment, the hundreds of millions of viewers focused on Grid discovered the Comet Group. Whether it was positive or negative, the Comet Group enjoyed astronomical advertising thanks to Grid’s words!


  “Amazing...!”


  The employees of the Comet Group watched the broadcast in real time and rose from their seats, clapping. In particular, the chairman felt like dancing. Thanks to Grid’s words, the Comet Group built global awareness and took a step to becoming a global company. He was so grateful that he wanted to introduce his granddaughter to him.


  On this day.  Grid’s professional attitude as he didn’t forget about PPL became the basis of capitalist society.


  ***


  The waiting room of the US team. 


  "That is pure luck!”


  Zibal shouted angrily as he saw Grid’s raid video from the beginning. He didn’t say it was due to items. He acknowledged that Grid had the excellent ability to utilize his items. But there were parts he couldn’t admit. It was Grid’s nonsense attack power that wiped out half of the drake’s health with one blow.


  "There was clearly a critical attack, as well as the options of his items and title being triggered!”


  It meant that all the potential of the items had been pulled to the extremes. This was a phenomenon that was impossible, equivalent to the luck of winning the lottery. Zibal was in denial.


  "That... That damn bastard has been blessed by the god of games...!”


  He said this because he didn’t know how unlucky Grid normally was. Lauel laughed silently as he heard.


  ‘If Grid was truly blessed by the god of games, by now all of his items would have the legendary rank.'


  The value of legendary items compared to unique items varied by dozens or even hundreds of times. To Lauel, a legendary blacksmith who couldn’t produce legendary rate items was the most unfortunate person in the world. The occasional good luck kicked in, but the cumulative bad luck made Lauel think.


  ‘How many countries did you sell in your past life…?’


  No, maybe he was a demon who destroyed the world.


  ‘Then you and I must’ve been enemies of the past. Well, it’s good. The ghosts of the past life are born again with a connection to the present life.’


  It happened when Lauel was thinking about his past life.


  『 Oh my! Thailand didn’t give up to the end, but eventually failed in the raid! 』


  『 Of the 32 countries participating, only 23 succeeded in the raid. 』


  The raid event ended. The final ranking was South Korea 1st, US 2nd, and Japan 3rd.


  ‘None of the countries that the Overgeared members belong to failed the raid.’


  It was beneficial since the Overgeared members would acquire the items dropped by the drake. In fact, Lauel couldn’t imagine that Yura and Peak Sword didn’t get any benefits as he headed to the press conference.


  ***


  "Did you make the harpoon set that restrained the drake?”


  “How did you come up with the idea of creating such a large secondary weapon? Coming up with repair tools to overcome the limitations of secondary weapons, I’m impressed. Do you mind showing the production process for that harpoon set?”


  "What are the God Hands? Let the public see the options of the God Hands!”


  “How much power is gained when two swords are combined?”


  "You killed the drake when it had 48% of its health left. The experts predict that Grid did approximately 20 million damage. Is this true?”


  “When the drake’s health was at 50%, the high ranking players found that they lost one-fourth of their health every time they were hit by the drake, but you only lost one-tenth of your health. Can you disclose the approximate level of your defense and health?”


  “What is the principle behind Blackening? It is the power of an artifact?”


  At the press conference, representatives of Korea, the US, and Japan were all gathered. But the hundreds of reporters only asked Grid questions. It was testament to the fact that the world’s attention was focused on Grid. Grid couldn’t reveal his own abilities, so he kept stating ‘No comment.’


  "As of today, the team events are over and there are only four individual events left. One of them is the blacksmith production game. Grid, you declared that you won’t participate in the blacksmith production game. Is that declaration still valid?”


  What if? If he really won three gold medals in the individual events, it was a situation where South Korea would be looking at first place. It was common sense that Grid would participate in an event where he was likely to win a gold medal, and the most likely event for Grid to win a gold medal was the blacksmith production game.


  The Korean reporters wanted Grid to change his mind and declare that he would participate in the blacksmith production game. But Grid thought differently.


  "I'm not going to participate in the blacksmith game.”


  No, why? The moment that the reporters were going to tear their tongues out at Grid’s stubbornness. One of the US representatives, the 1st ranked blacksmith, Panmir suddenly opened his mouth.


  “Grid, are you avoiding me because you are afraid?”


  It was an obvious provocation. At this moment, the hearts of the US representatives and the people were crying out. They were surprised at Panmir’s foolishness in allowing Grid to take the gold medal by making him participate in the blacksmith game.


  But Panmir had his own pride as a blacksmith.  He had no doubts that he was a much better blacksmith than Grid, who got a legendary class and would’ve obtained good items without any effort.


  "If you’re a man, try it. Don’t run away like last year.”


  Panmir wanted to prove himself. He improved his blacksmithing abilities from the beginning to now. His accumulated effort and passion! Thus, he continued to provoke Grid.


  “I will reveal to the world that you are just a legend in name!”


  "...”


  Panmir was a middle-aged man with grey hair. He was an older person, so Grid just listened at first. But it was impossible any longer. A legend in name?


  "This is outrageous."


  Suuk.


  Grid turned from the front towards the direction of the US team. The side profile of his high nose and sharp jaw gave off a masculine charm that females liked.


  Snap snap!


  There was the sound of camera shutters snapping in unison.


  Gulp!


  What scoop would they obtain? As the reporters watched Grid and Panmir, Grid finally opened his mouth.


  “Let me show you the difference between you and I.”


  “...!”


  It was the moment when the showdown that the people of the world desired, excluding the US, was achieved.


  ‘Good!’


  Lauel, the US representative, formed a fist underneath the table. Lauel’s gaze moved further, to where Kraugel was standing alone at the back of the wall.


  ‘Congratulations, Kraugel.’


  There was hope to obtain the precious medicine for his mother.


  ***


  The theme of the blacksmith production game was to make a longsword. It wasn’t a special sword. It was an ordinary sword with a level limit of 300. It was a game where the participants would all receive the same production method and materials.


  This was the biggest reason why Grid didn’t want to participate in the blacksmith production game. In the end, the production relied on luck! Grid was the icon of bad luck, so he wanted to avoid any game involving a gamble.


  [Ordinary Longsword]


  Rating: Normal ~ Legendary


  "...It will be embarrassing if I make a normal item.”


  In the case of items created by Grid himself, the minimum rating was from epic~ unique, while ordinary production methods started from normal~rare. Grid was afraid of the worst, but he soon controlled his mind.


  ‘I have produced more than 3,000 longswords.’


  Longswords were weapons with excellent balance. It was the weapon with the highest demand, so Grid had a lot of experience making longswords.


  Reidan’s 1,000 soldiers... No, it was almost 2,000 soldiers now. Grid had been steadily making longswords to distribute to them.


  To be honest, he could make a longsword with his eyes closed. Grid believed in his experience and know-how.


  ‘Let me prove it.’


  He was a legendary blacksmith and he never once neglected that role. Grid worked harder than anyone else because he knew he wasn’t lucky, so his pride wasn’t any lower than Panmir’s.


  "Login."


  Grid headed towards the capsule as soon as he returned to the hotel and connected to Satisfy. First, he wanted to verify the information of the items dropped by the drake.
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  "Panmir, are you crazy? Why did you do that?”


  “We have to say farewell to being the strongest country in Satisfy this year. The US will miss out on first place because of idiots like you.”


  After the press conference, the US representatives gathered in one place. The atmosphere was the worst. They all blamed Panmir except for Lauel. It wouldn’t be strange if curses emerged. But Panmir didn’t shrink back. He didn’t even feel sorry. He opened his mouth with a serious expression.


  “I have been working as a blacksmith since Satisfy opened. From the moment I log in until I log out, I keep hitting the anvil with my hammer.”


  He used the same materials and production methods, but did research and used techniques to create better items. Panmir had really trained his skills over the years.


  "Most people think that the result when making items relies purely on luck, but that isn’t true. It also depends on techniques and devotion. Zibal, don’t you know? The fact that I have invested 8 hours to create just one item.”


  ‘Grid takes at least 20 hours to make an item, sometimes it’s two days...’


  Speaking like this when it was only 8 hours! Lauel thought while Zibal nodded.


  “I know it. Panmir, your working time is twice as long as an ordinary blacksmith.”


  "Why do you think that is?”


  “...?”


  The dissatisfied American representatives started to show interest. Panmir confirmed the calm atmosphere and explained in earnest.


  "I stick to manual labor.”


  "Manual labor?”


  "In fact, making an item is simple. Open the design of the item you want to make, register the necessary materials, click the ‘Production’ button and the hammering will start automatically.”


  This was how most blacksmiths made items. Depending on the item, it would take a minimum of 5 minutes to a maximum of 6 hours. If the time spent was too little, it was likely that defective products would be born. However, since a long investment time didn’t necessarily result in a high rated item, the average time of blacksmiths was three hours.


  “But I don’t use the production system. I tap the hammer directly and make the item as best as I can. This is manual labor.”


  "What are the benefits?”


  "The probability of a high item rating and additional options will increase. Most blacksmiths who do manual labor like me become rankers. It’s clearly something that not anyone can do. How easy is it to concentrate and work for hours on one item? It’s a harsh job that consumes stamina.”


  Panmir continued.


  “Grid is Pagma’s Descendant and from the moment he changed classes, he learned the finest blacksmithing skills. He just has to press the production button and he will easily be able to mass produce rare and epic items. If he’s lucky, maybe he can create unique and legendary items. What does he know about effort? He will never know about manual labor. Even if he knew, he wouldn’t use it when he can take the easy method.”


  This was the point.


  “Grid only relies on luck and is different from me. In tomorrow’s game, Grid will rely on luck while I will show my techniques.”


  Tomorrow, Grid would simply create top rated items by clicking on the production button as usual. Maybe he could make a legendary item. On the other hand, no matter how much effort and skill Panmir used, he was stuck with epic and unique rated items.


  But Panmir wasn’t shaken. He believed that the epic~unique item he made with all his effort would have a better performance than the ‘name only’ legendary items that Grid would create.


  Skull, who had been listening to the confident Panmir, spoke a negative opinion.


  “In the end, Satisfy is a game. It’s obvious that the dexterity stat and blacksmithing skill level will have a big impact on the outcome. Systematically, there is more grounds for defeat than victory. I don’t understand why you are so confident.”


  Panmir burst out laughing.


  “My blacksmith skill is also advanced level 6. I have reached the intermediate level of the dwarf skills learned in Talima. This is why the items I make will have 12% better stats than what is seen on the production method.”


  Was that all?


  "My dexterity has been steadily increasing through manual work and is approaching 1,700. I assure you, my dexterity is much higher than Grid, who doesn’t make anything by hand.”


  ‘Grid’s dexterity is almost 3,000.’


  Was it just this? People always evaluated Grid using their own common sense. Lauel couldn’t help laughing.


  ‘We can’t measure him.’


  Grid worked harder than all of them. Unless Panmir realized this, he would always be below Grid.


  Lauel shrugged at this thought.


  ***


  [Drake’s Fang]


  Classified as a class 2 metal, it’s harder than any metal taken from human mines.


  It’s bigger, less curved, lighter and more elastic than an elephant’s ivory. It’s less hard than a drake’s claws, bones, and scales.


  It’s ideal as a material for a spear or bow.


  Weight: 100


  [Drake’s Claw]


  Classified as a class 2 metal, it’s harder than any metal taken from human mines.


  A drake’s claws are formed by several layers.


  Every time five years passes for a drake, another layer of the claws will grow. Thus, it’s possible to guess the age of the drake through their claws.


  It’s the hardest of all the drake’s body parts, and is ideal as a solid material for swords or spears.


  However, this makes it very difficult to smelt.


  Weight: 820


  [Drake’s Scale]


  Classified as a class 2 material, it’s harder than any metal taken from human mines.


  It’s tough and elastic. It’s classified as leather rather than metal, and is ideal as material for armor.


  Weight: 250


  [Drake’s Bones]


  Classified as a class 2 material, it is harder than any metal taken from human mines.


  The next hardest part after the claws.


  Although it is used as a material in armor, it is very brittle and has a weak impact surface.


  Weight: 300


  [Drake’s Heart]


  A heart with a little bit of dragon’s blood flowing in it.


  Generates an infinitely small amount of magic power and flames.


  Weight: 1,000


  Looking at the mines that existed in the human world, there should be mines in the god world and in hell. It was probably how the god mineral adamantium could exist separately.


  “It’s a jackpot.”


  Grid’s expression was very bright as he verified the information of the materials. Thanks to the two fangs, he could make the best bow and spear! For Grid, who had Bow Mastery and Spear Shot, bows and spears were excellent secondary weapons and worth the investment.


  ‘I will make a spear with the claws. I will keep the scales and bones for now.’


  Grid had recently produced Triple Layers, the Largest Gloves, and Lantier’s Cloak, so he was satisfied with his own defense. At the very least, he was confident there was no better armor in the National Competition. At this point, making a new armor was no different from a luxury.If a day when he required greater strength arrived, he would use it.


   Grid held the drake’s heart with a desire to deal with new production methods.


  This was the biggest reward from the raid. Grid noted that the heart produced infinite flames.


  ‘If I melt and attach this to a weapon, it will add fire damage every time I attack. If I attach it to armor, it will create a fire to defend and attack the enemy...’


  It was a pity that there was only one. Why did a drake have only one heart? It would be good if it had 10 of them!


  Khan’s smithy. Someone approached Grid who was in front of the furnace. It was Lauel.


  “I wish you victory in the production game.”


  Grid snorted.


  “Can’t you tell the difference between business and personal matters? Why are you cheering for me?’


  The value of the gold medal in the 2nd National Competition was astronomical. They could get the best reward every time they won a gold medal. As a simple example, adamantium was awarded to blacksmiths. Lauel should be praying for the US’ victory, for the sake of his own development.


  "Well, you doing well will work out better for me in the end.” 


  He swallowed down Kraugel’s story again.


  "Don’t worry about it and do your best. When making an item, please be sure to use manual labor.”


  "Manual labor? Of course a blacksmith should use manual labor. How else do they make items? What are you saying?”


  “...?”


  Lauel was surprised by Grid’s reaction. He thought for a moment before asking cautiously.


  "Do you know about the production button?”


  “Production button? What’s that?”


  "...”


  Indeed. The legendary blacksmith Grid seemed to be carrying a penalty that he didn’t know about. He didn’t benefit from the production system. Grid had been Pagma's Descendant for over two years and he handcrafted everything individually, even if it was one arrow.


  ‘This is why he works for so long.’


  Lauel glanced at Grid.


  “What? Why are you looking at me like that?”


  “Just... Have strength.”


  Grid felt bad for some reason.


  ***


  The National Competition’s 17th day.


  It was the day when the blacksmith production game was on. There was a total of 23 participants. Originally, the attention of the people should be divided between the 1st ranked Panmir and the 2nd ranked Stein. Now it was directed only towards Grid.


  How great was the item made by a legendary blacksmith? The items Grid made were limited and weren’t circulated in the market, so people’s curiosity and expectations were amplified to the peak.


  『 The time limit to produce an item is 8 hours! Blacksmiths, please only use the production method and materials you were given! 』


  It was prohibited to add additional materials or to modify the design. This was a game to show pure skills under the same conditions.


  ‘Anyway, it’s a game of luck.’


  Grid grumbled as he stood in front of the furnace. The other blacksmiths were the same.


  'Grid, you’re a legendary blacksmith who can easily make items. Your skills are fundamentally different from mine.’


  ‘Can you imagine doing physical labor like hammering for 8 hours straight?’


  ‘We will show you the power of manual work!’


  Before the host announced the start of the match. The blacksmiths standing before the furnaces and holding hammers in their hands gazed at Grid heatedly. But Grid wasn’t conscious of their gaze.


  ‘Make an item in 8 hours? Why is the time limit so short? Isn’t this bad?’


  Grid was more familiar with hard labor than anyone else. The other blacksmiths would be shocked if they knew what he was thinking.
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  『 The time limit to produce an item is 8 hours! Blacksmiths, please only use the production method and materials you were given! 』


  The National Competition’s 17th day.


  The blacksmith production game began. Originally, this was a minor event. But after Grid announced his intention to participate, the situation reversed. It attracted attention comparable to the team events. The blacksmiths participating in the event felt gratitude towards Grid.


  ‘Thanks to Grid, our value has been raised.’


  ‘Thank you for sacrificing yourself for us!’


  What if the people watching around the world saw the brilliant work of the advanced blacksmiths that made an item better than a legendary blacksmith? The blacksmith’s reputation would surely soar into the sky. Each item they produced would become a premium and the value would skyrocket.


  The eyes of the blacksmiths heated up as they planned to make Grid a sacrifice. Most of them believed themselves to be ‘craftsman,’ so they were very proud and didn’t feel any fear towards Grid. Grid relied on his class, while they had technique.


  On the other hand, Grid was looking at the production method and materials common to all participants.


  [Production Method: Longsword]


  Rating: Normal ~ Legendary


  An ordinary longsword.


  A distinct disadvantage it that anyone can use it easily and comfortably.


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher. Intermedia Sword Mastery level 7. 1,500 strength.


  The making of the longsword was plain and simple, without anything special. It was good that it was simple. Grid had produced thousands of longswords, so he could make it with his eyes closed. However, Grid wasn’t careless. The element that had a greatest effect on the result of an item was luck!


  What would happen if he carefully made a longsword? There was a possibility that the result would be a normal sword due to his bad luck. Grid had experienced this thousands of times already!


  ‘It would be different if I could change the production method.’


  Grid had accumulated experience and knowledge by making thousands of items. He used that experience and knowledge to change the production method. Grid’s true skill that no one else could do was minimizing the disadvantages of a production method with his own interpretation and highlighting the advantages.


  But this time, the rule was to follow the production method. Therefore, Grid couldn’t show off this skill. He was shaking with nerves.


  ‘This is the organizer’s manipulation...’


  It was clear that the rule was made to purely control him. Due to that, the legendary blacksmith had to feel tension against blacksmiths who hadn’t even reached the ranks of a craftsman. The world was unfair.


  "Hahh, shi...these evil people. Does it make sense to give a legendary blacksmith a penalty every time?”


  Grid barely suppressed his urge to curse. A boy came near him as fire started burning in the furnace. It was a pleasant looking boy with a bright smile.


  His ID was Steng. He was 2nd on the blacksmith rankings.


  "Grid, it’s been a long time!”


  “I agree.”


  It was already 2 years. When Irene had just been appointed as rule of Winston, Grid participated in the auction at the lord’s castle and briefly met Steng.


  "I was so surprised when I learned later that you were a legendary blacksmith! It’s a truly delightful and glorious memory!”


  "I remember... Are you still training under the NPC?”


  Steng was a very bright boy. His positive energy was overflowing, making Grid like him. Steng shook his head at Grid’s question.


  “I have been independent since last year and now I’m operating a smithy alone.”


  “You’re running a smithy alone?”


  “Yes! I direct the production and circulation of items so that I can provide consumers with quality items at a reasonable price. I’m also making a higher profit!”


  It wasn’t going through an auction house or merchants, so there was less of a burden from sale commissions.


  ‘Is this good?’


  Running a smithy was pleasurable in many ways for a blacksmith. If Grid hadn’t joined up with the Tzedakah Guild, he might be running a smithy now.


  "Do you make a lot of money?”


  He estimated that Steng was around 18 years old. Based on the fact that he was British, he might already have a license.


  'With these looks and driving a supercar, he can change lovers every week...!’


  Grid had a bias towards good looking people, making him feel envious. Steng scratched his head and shrugged.


  “Hehet... I can support my grandmother and my sister on behalf of my deceased parents. I’m always happy and thankful for this fact.”


  "...”


  Somehow, Grid felt like he hadn’t grown up yet. As soon as he made a fortune and cleared his debts, Grid bough a 800 million won car! He coughed while the temperature of the furnace reached the ideal level. Steng watched Grid pouring in iron ore and clapped with admiration.


  “Amazing! Your ability to adjust the fire is spectacular!”


  Apart from Grid, the other blacksmiths hadn’t been able to start smelting iron ore yet. Adjusting the furnace to the desired temperature was simple and easy for him.


  ‘I think your skills are much worse than mine.’


  Grid clicked his tongue. Steng and the other blacksmiths weren’t able to handle the fire as well as Panmir, the 1st ranked blacksmith who talked highly at the press conference. Panmir was so sloppy that he couldn’t be compared to Khan! 


  ‘This is the first ranked blacksmith.’


  It was a disgrace to be nervous about dealing with someone with such low techniques. Grid shook his head and started to concentrate on smelting the iron ore. The impurities in the melted iron ore were filtered out, the orange molten iron emerging from the furnace was brilliant and beautiful.


  Gawking.


  The eyes of the blacksmiths watching Grid widened.


  ‘How can he draw out molten iron with such high purity?’


  ‘So quickly...!’


  ‘The power of his class!’


  The blacksmiths admired and denied it. The reason for Grid’s excellent smelting skill wasn’t his experience and techniques, but a skill of his class. However, Steng thought differently as he watched from beside Grid.


  'This is Grid’s pure talent!’


  Grid’s movements were of the highest quality. Steng was 2nd on the blacksmith rankings, meaning he could recognize that such movements weren’t possible by relying on the auto production system.


  ‘Grid is also doing manual labor!’


  Steng’s enthusiasm grew. The legendary blacksmith was showing his true abilities, stimulating Steng. He wanted to do his best to compete with Grid and grow more from this experience.


  “Grid! I look forward to going against you!”


  “In any case, it’s a game of luck.”


  Steng smiled cheerfully and also finished smelting his iron ore. Grid felt surprised by the skill that was different from Panmir and other blacksmiths, causing him to tremble as he once again felt the absurdity of the world.


  ‘This kid... A person who isn’t a legendary blacksmith has such talent!?’


  It was also important to have innate talent.  Life was also about talent.


  ‘How comfortable would I be if I had a talent?’


  As he recalled his past, Grid started hammering like crazy.


  Chaaeng! Chaaeng!


  “...!”


  Steng, who was making a frame for the sword shape prior to forging, was surprised. It was because Grid didn’t put the molten iron into the frame. Rather, he chilled it in water and started hammering at it on the anvil.


  ‘Going ahead with forging without the shape?’


  Pouring the molten iron into the frame was important for the shape. No, it was an essential process. For a longsword like they were making now, the frame was required to balance the shape of the blade. Yet Grid omitted that process! He just held it with tongs and started hammering at it.


  ‘What? Surely he hasn’t given up on the game?’


  Steng lost concentration because of his agitation. He couldn’t focus on the quality of his forging as he stared at Grid. It was because the shape wasn’t made by the frame. Rather, the shape was gradually appearing under Grid’s fingertips.


  “Wow...”


  Grid’s skill transcended common sense. It was more amazing than any NPC Steng had met during his quests. Steng could indirectly guess how many items Grid had made in the meantime.


  ‘People have misunderstood!’


  Was it that easy to be the best in a field? It was impossible to be the best simply by luck. Thus, Steng couldn’t understand or recognize the prejudice of those who dismissed Grid’s abilities as luck simply because he was a legendary blacksmith. And he was sure of it at this moment.


  To reach this place, Grid had been working harder than anyone else! As Stein was feeling thrilled, Grid reheated the steel that was in the shape of a blade and kept forging. This was repeated a few times, increasing the strength of the steel. It was also done three times faster than ordinary blacksmiths.


  ‘Amazing...! You’re really amazing!’


  Steng was convinced.


  "Grid, you are a genius who also puts effort in! I respect you!”


  “...?”


  A genius?


  Grid scoffed because it was one of the silliest things he had heard. Grid didn’t know. From the moment he overcame his lacking talent, he had already crossed the wall of mediocrity.


  ***


  "Isn’t this surprisingly interesting?”


  “It’s exciting.”


  8 hours of making items. People thought it would be boring. Nobody imagined it would be fine to watch blacksmiths hammering in front of a fire for 8 hours. But the situation was different. Despite producing the same items with the same ingredients, the blacksmiths showed different methods of working and it was great to see them working up a sweat in front of hot flames.


  The commentator’s witty comments during the work also made it not boring. They sat with friends, family, or lovers and 8 hours passed in a flash.


  『 The participants have started to complete their items! 』


  『 Ohh...! Look at that glistening sword! Amazing! 』


  The swords that the 23 blacksmiths made got a close-up in turn. The basic appearance was the same, but each sword was slightly different.


  『 Hey! The 1st ranked Panmir and 2nd ranked Steng have made unique rated swords! The other blacksmiths also made epic rated or rare rated swords with added options... Eh? 』


  The information of the swords were disclosed to the audience and viewers. The MC who entered the stadium and checked the longswords was confused.


  『L-Legendary blacksmith Grid was the only one who made a normal rated sword...? 』


  “Normal?”


  The viewers doubted their ears as the camera zoomed in on Grid. Whether he knew it or not.


  “Shit...”


  Grid’s expression distorted and he eventually couldn’t resist cursing.


  The world was in turmoil.
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  [The production of the ‘Longsword’ has been complete!]


  [The experience of the Advanced Blacksmithing Skill Lv. 6 has raised this item’s stats by 9%!]


  [The experience of the Intermediate Dwarf Skill Lv 1 has raised this item’s stats by 3.2%!]


  [The Intermediate Dwarf skill Lv 1 has tried to plant a feeble ego into this item!] 


  [Success!]


  [The Intermediate Dwarf skill Lv 1 has tried to plant a small change function into this item!]


  [Success!]


  [A unique rated item is made and all stats will rise by 12!]


  Ttiring~


  [Powerful and Noble Long Sword]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 450/450  Attack Power: 451


  * There is a very rare chance for the sword length to change when attacking. 


  *Normal attacks will deal an additional 15% damage.


  * Accuracy will increase by 7%.


  * The durability isn’t easily damaged.


  A longsword made with delicate workmanship by the renowned blacksmith Panmir, who has accumulated training in Talima.


  The merits of a longsword are highlighted and it is very stable. There is an irregular aspect due to the changing qualities.


  The dwarf technique has implanted the creator’s high pride in the sword. It won’t break easily and only the chosen ones can use it.


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher. Intermedia Sword Mastery level 7. 1,500 strength. The user will be selected by the sword.


  ‘Unbelievable!’


  His three and a half years as a blacksmith! According to Satisfy time, Panmir had produced at least 20,000 items over 10 years. Among them, more than 500 items had at least 6 hours invested in them. But despite producing so many items, there were few works that Panmir could proudly claim to be ‘masterpieces.’ This meant he was less likely to produce a top rated item with more efficient options.


  But today! In front of the world that was watching, a masterpiece was born! It was perfect timing. He felt like the protagonist of a movie. It was the first time Panmir experienced such bliss in the 50 years he had lived.


  “Good!”


  Panmir forgot his age and cheered. He was so happy to prove that he was the best blacksmith against Grid, who was just luck to become a legend. He was thrilled that the past few years wasn’t in vain.


  ‘I won!’


  Panmir didn’t doubt it. He was convinced that Grid couldn’t defeat him, even if a legendary rated sword was made. Powerful and noble. He combined the blacksmith skill with the dwarf skill to make the best level 300 two-handed longsword. Then he heard the voice of the MC.


  『L-Legendary blacksmith Grid was the only one who made a normal rated sword...? 』


  “...!”


  The host confirmed the items created by each participant and declared. Panmir and the other blacksmiths were stunned by the host’s words.


  The legendary blacksmith Grid made a normal rated item?


  It was a situation they couldn’t even imagine.


  ‘Even the advanced blacksmiths made at least rare rated items...’


  ‘A legendary blacksmith just needs to press the production button and a rare item will pop out.’


  What crazy thing did Grid do to make a normal item? Did he have no luck? There was only one explanation.


  ‘Did he forget a few ingredients?’


  'The smelting process seemed perfect... Maybe he made a big mistake during the forging process.’


  As the blacksmiths were speculating, Steng, who had made a unique sword like Panmir, cried out like he couldn’t understand.


  "It isn’t possible for Grid to make a normal rated item!”


  Steng had witnessed the skills and concentration of Grid next to him.


  "Grid struck the steel three times in the time I took to strike it once. When I was breathing from exhaustion, Grid’s posture was unchanged!”


  It was a truth without any exaggeration. Steng believed that a normal rated item couldn’t have been produced unless Grid was a villain who destroyed a galaxy in his previous life.


  “Check the item information again! This is obviously a mistake...!”


  It happened when Steng kept sticking up for Grid.


  “...Shit.”


  The deeply frowning Grid let out a curse. He felt tremendous anger. It looked like Grid really had made a normal rated item!


  “S-Such a thing...”


  A result that completely negated Grid’s skills and efforts was born? Was this the rumored manipulation of the game operators? Steng paused and stared at Grid.


  ‘Grid is really unlucky...’


  Steng fully grasped Grid’s character after a few hours. Then Grid asked him.


  “The ownership of the item created... We don’t keep it, do we?”


  Grid’s voice was trembling. Steng was able to feel how angry he was and barely managed to nod.


  “That’s correct... It was be permanently displayed in the National Competition’s Hall of Fame.”


  It meant that a normal rated item produced by the legendary blacksmith would be displayed forward to the people of the world. From Grid’s position, it was embarrassing. There was nothing more disgraceful.


  ‘I would be ashamed and want to find a hole to hide in...’


  Steng was sorry. He was worried that Grid would become frustrated and quit the game. Then Grid grumbled with a deep sigh.


  “Hah, I have to return this. It’s ridiculous.”


  “...?”


  Steng soon realized that something was strange. Wasn’t Grid angry at the wrong thing? The host kept talking.


  『 How many of you would expect a legendary blacksmith to produce a normal item? Yes, that’s right! I couldn’t even expect it! 』


  The participants gathered in one place and looked at the sword made by Grid. Panmir and Steng’s eyes widened.


  ‘At first glance, it looks like a plain longsword without anything special, but...’


  ‘This is huger than anticipated!’


  This was a normal rated longsword? In addition to Steng and Panmir, the other blacksmiths started to realize that Grid’s sword was unusual. But they were able to grasp this because they were excellent blacksmiths. The ordinary public was different.


  -What type of legendary blacksmith makes normal items? It might be different if he made it in 10 minutes, but hasn’t he been hammering for 8 hours?


  -Was he just hammering the air?


  -Was he sleeping...? ㅋㅋㅋ


  -I’m only a beginner blacksmith, but my analysis is that Grid seems to have very low dexterity. He doesn’t have experience with manual work because he can easily make items with his class, thus not raising his dexterity.


  -Is that why the result is so bad? No, there’s no way. No matter how low his dexterity is, won’t there be a compensation effect due to his legendary class? Then how did he make a normal rated item?


  -It seems to be the result of his insufficient skills + worst luck.


  -Insufficient skills ㅋㅋㅋ His combat skills have increased since last year, so he must’ve neglected his blacksmithing.


  -Stop talking nonsense. What evidence is there that Grid’s skills are lacking?


  -That's right. Look at the items that Grid was wearing. He made it himself, so it doesn’t make sense to say that Grid’s skills are bad. This time, he was just unlucky.


  -Is there any proof that the items worn were made by Grid? Maybe he obtained them from raids?


  There was a thorough discussion on Grid’s blacksmithing skills. To be honest, there was a lot of public criticism and ridicule. People hadn’t forgotten that Grid spent the night with Yura and Jishuka, two of the world’s most beautiful women. At this moment, Grid’s anti-fans were in full active mode.


  Meanwhile, South Korea was in an uproar.


  (Breaking News) Shocking! The legendary blacksmith Grid made a normal rated item!


  (Breaking News) South Korea missed the gold medal... It’s virtually impossible to get 1st place now! Grid, he enjoyed a promiscuous private life and forgot his duties.


  It was regrettable as a citizen of South Korea. South Korea, a country weak in Satisfy, could only dream about being ranked first due to Grid. But the media forgot this fact and wrote articles blaming Grid.


  Grid, no, Shin Youngwoo’s family were pained.


  "This is disgusting...! They are scum!”


  "Oh my, Honey. No matter how angry you are, don’t use such words in front of Sehee!”


  “Hum hum.”


  Youngwoo’s parents felt sorry for their son who was on the TV. He was in a faraway land for the honor of their country, only to receive a massive outpouring of criticism due to one mistake!


  "How resentful would he be!?”


  "He paid off all his debt and cleared his father’s debt as well.”


  “N-No, Honey... How many times have I told you that I will pay Youngwoo back? If you say that at this timing...”


  Sehee, who had been watching TV silently beside her parents, smiled.


  “Oppa is fine.”


  Sehee was worried about his incompetent brother and took responsibility for him most of her life. She never outwardly expressed it, but she had been watching her brother closely. She saw her brother’s expression and knew what he was thinking.


  ‘He is frowning, but his left eyebrow is raised.’


  Right now, her brother was feeling happiness and sadness at the same time. It was Sehee’s analysis that the worst thing hadn’t happened, and her insight was correct.


  『 A legendary blacksmith made a normal rated item? I think there are countless people who are disappointed with the outcome! But let that disappointment go! This is why a legend is a legend! Grid proved to be in a different class from the other participants!! 』


  The host spoke meaningful words, and at the same time, the options of Grid’s sword were revealed.


  [Sealed Transcendent Sword]


  Rating: Normal (Growth)


  Durability: 360/360  Attack Power: 401


  * One option is added every time the rating increases.


  The legendary blacksmith Grid made a longsword with skills and a commitment beyond human limitations.


  A blade of steel that was hammered more than 45,000 times in a short period of time, it is beyond ideal and has a transcendent power.


  However, it is limited by the typical form, causing its power to be sealed.


  It will gradually find the right form and release its true strength in the process of being cut, hit and reworked.


  User Restriction: Level 300 or higher. Intermedia Sword Mastery level 7. 1,500 strength.


  "Heok!”


  “A growth type item?!”


  Panmir, Steng, and the other blacksmiths realized it. The typical form that they believed to be ideal was actually a limit, and their mission was to break that limit. It wasn’t possible for them to belittle Grid’s abilities as just due to his luck or class. Just by looking at the longsword produced by Grid, they found out the difference between his skills and theirs.


  ‘Grid, I misunderstood you.’


  Grid must have worked and trained like Panmir did to reach his current level.


  '...Respect.’


  He couldn’t see this person properly because he was overwhelmed by his own pride and bias. Feeling embarrassed by his foolish self, Panmir admitted his defeat in his heart and bowed his head. The other blacksmiths were the same.


  This was the moment when Grid reigned over the world’s finest blacksmiths.  The ratings of the National Competition once again set a new record. There was one person who didn’t care.


  ‘Ah, shit. I became nervous when the Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath appeared.’


  Grid was sad.
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  [You are extremely concentrated and the Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience skill has been activated.]


  [Vitality, defense, and dexterity will rise by 200% for one hour.]


  [The production of the ‘Longsword’ has been complete!]


  [The skill level of (Understanding of Gods’ Weapons) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill has increased from level 7 to level 8!.]


  [The (Witness of God’s Weapon) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill Lv. 8 has increased the item’s stats by 20%.]


  From this point on, Grid was filled with great anxiety. The probability of the Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath being activated was much less than the Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience. There was still 0.2% left the Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship skill, so why did it level up?


  ‘This, perhaps...’ 


  Could it be that the item he had to give up would have a legendary rating? Grid shivered as the worst situation came to mind.


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath Lv. 6 has been activated.] 


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath Skill Lv. 6 has increased the item’s stats by 8%.]


  [The growth type item, ‘Sealed Transcendent Long Sword’ has been successfully produced!]


  [As the first player to produce a growth type item, the title ‘Person who has Reached the Absolute Truth of Battle Gear’ has been acquired.]


  [The title effect ‘increased item experience gain’ passive will always apply!]


  “Ah...!”


  An item greater than a legendary item was lost. He felt sick. It was like a lottery winner losing his prize.


  “...Ah!”


  Grid was frustrated.


  ***


  A growth type item.


  It became stronger the more it was used. It could accumulate experience in PvE and PvP, increasing the rank. Their stats were high compared to items of the same rating, and their stats increase with every rating was also great. Growth type items were classified into two types.


  First, an item that a specific soul belonged to. Every time the rank of an item rose, the skill or attributes that the soul possessed when it was alive blossomed. The number and power of the skills and stats varied according to the soul’s rank, and it might not by compatible with the master. There was a special story related to the soul, meaning it was likely for there to be a hidden quest.


  Elfin Stone’s Ring and Iyarugt acquired after the Elfin Stone raid belonged to this category. Nobody knew the soul rating of Elfin Stone and Iyarugt yet.


  Secondly, there were items without a soul. One option was added every time the rating increased. Since options were added to help the user rather than being random, the higher the rating, the better the compatibility with the user. In other words, it had similar characteristics to a class item. Its power was more stable compared to those with souls, but it also meant it was difficult to enjoy a dramatic effect.


  Grid’s Sealed Transcendent Sword belonged to this type.


  'No matter what, the value is astronomical!’


  The world was still.


  "...”


  The hundreds of thousands of spectators filling the Stade de France National Stadium and the millions of viewers watching the TV and Internet held their breaths. Out of these people, 99.99% were aware of the concept of growth type items. However, they had no experience with seeing them, so the impact of Grid’s work was great.


  'It is an item that most players probably can’t get in their entire lives...’


  ‘Grid made it directly!'


  He wasn’t just a legendary blacksmith. The footsteps that Grid was leaving were all legendary. The host opened his mouth while everyone was captivated.


  『 As I announced in advance, the item screening criteria for this match is ‘value.’ 』


  The list of 23 swords produced by the blacksmiths appeared on the screen.


  『 The value is measured by the ‘rating’ and ‘performance.’ As you can see, Panmir and Steng’s swords have the best rating, while Panmir has the best performance. 』


  Grid’s work wasn’t mentioned. It was natural. For the performance to be good, it needed a higher rating. Grid made a growth type item, but the longsword had a normal rating, meaning the performance was inferior to Panmir’s longsword. But that was only a story for now.


  The 13 silent judges started to open their mouths.


  『 We have to consider the potential value of the item. 』


  『 The item with the highest potential is definitely Grid’s longsword. 』


  『 The performance will increase as the rating becomes higher 』


  『 It’s obvious that Grid’s longsword will perform better than Panmir’s longsword. 』


  『 Moreover, Panmir’s longsword has a disadvantage. A condition of use is added. 』


  『 The performance is excellent, but the usefulness and value of the item will decrease if the conditions of use are increased. 』


  『 Thus, the 13 judges have decided that Grid’s work is the best. 』


  『 We will award the gold medal to Grid. 』


  There was no backlash against the judges’ decision. There was no room to refute.


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  Thousands of people screamed and celebrated Grid’s victory. Panmir also admitted defeat. But there was a problem. Grid wanted to reject the gold medal!


  "I would rather have my sword than the gold medal.”


  Through this competition, Grid learned the principles behind making a growth type item. It was to follow the existing production method of an item, but to impose a power that couldn’t be realized by the production method. However, it wasn’t that easy to make. What would happen if he made an item according to the production method? Even if he made 1,000 or 10,000 items in the future, his luck meant it wasn’t realistic for him to get the items he wanted.


  “Dammit...! Give me my sword!”


  Grid was desperate. He was determined to regain the Sealed Transcendent Sword that was in the hands of the host. Fortunately, Grid’s words weren’t passed onto the viewers. It was the power of the mute option.


  “What is Grid saying?”


  "Doesn’t it look like he is angry at the host?”


  "No, why can’t we hear Grid’s voice?”


  The audience murmured as they started to detect the strange atmosphere. Director Yoon Sangmin of the S.A. Group and the French prime minister approached Grid. It was to place the gold medal around Grid’s neck.


  “Ohh, Grid. Nice to meet you. I watched your actions well~”


  The French prime minister greeted Grid in poor Korean. There would probably be few people in the world who would refuse a handshake from a high ranking politician of another country. But Grid refused! No, he didn’t even see the French prime minister.


  Grid was only interested in his longsword. Grid started to form tight fists. He was about to lose his temper when Director Yoon Sangmin whispered to him.


  "Grid, your work will be displayed forever in the Hall of Fame and receive numerous praise. Countless people will appreciate your work and honor your achievements, increasing your value. So don’t get stuck on the immediate benefits and calm down.”


  The rules were the rules. Not sticking to them would just bring him damages. Grid identified Director Yoon Sangmin’s warning and eventually controlled his temper, bowing his head.


  “...Damn.”


  "...”


  Snap! 


  Snap snap!


  Photos were taking of the French prime minister, who barely managed to suppress his unpleasant feelings, placing a gold medal around the frowning Grid’s neck. Shouldn’t a gold medalist be rejoicing? Grid’s current appearance was similar to Sohn Kichung at the Berlin Olympics.


  It was terrible.


  ***


  “I will go beyond you in the next National Competition.”


  "Grid, I really learned a lot today! It was a valuable experience! If I get a chance, I will see you again later!”


  "...”


  The words of the blacksmiths, including Panmir and Steng, didn’t reach Grid’s ears. He was locked in deep thought.


  'Why am I so unlucky?’


  He already realized that he wasn’t a lucky person. But he never imagined that this bad luck would be holding onto his ankles for all his life.


  ‘Why is it a top item when I can’t keep it?’


  Why didn’t it appear usually? Dammit!


  “...Wait.”


  Grid was walking down the corridor when he suddenly smiled. It was because he had an interesting idea.


  'If I continue to resist and do my best, I will someday overcome even my bad luck.’


  This was just a trial. That’s right.  At this moment, Grid perceived that he could overcome the ordeal from the sky.


  ‘Yes, let’s see who will win.’


  As always, he would be the final winner. Grid vowed to go against the heavens as he started his mind control. Just look back at this National Competition.


  ‘I got many things.’


  He learned how to make growth type items and got gold medals. The sword was a small sacrifice to obtain these precious things, so his mind calmed.


  “This is interesting.”


  The same fact could be seen from a different perspective. Most people naturally knew this, but Grid only discovered it when he matured.  Someone came towards him as he started humming.


  The long National Competition was now reaching its final stages.




  Chapter 443


  
	“Grid!”


  
	The person who shouted Grid’s name was Blood Warrior Katz. Grid was very surprised because he was an unexpected person.


  
	‘Why is he coming to see me?’


  
	Grid had no connection to Katz. In the days when he was still a beginner. Grid enhanced the Ideal Dagger to +6 and went to the market to boast, only to witness Katz’ +8 weapon by chance.


  
	"What do you want?”


  
	Katz spoke bluntly to the puzzled Grid.


  
	“Make me a growth type item! I will give you as much money as you want!”


  
	"...”


  
	As expected from a diamond spoon. Grid shrugged as he was reminded that Katz was the son of a prominent conglomerate in Japan.


  
	"Unfortunately, I’m not accepting production commissions.”


  
	To be precise, Grid wouldn’t accept it from him. Grid wasn’t in a position to always make growth type items, and even if he made one, the priority would be selling it to the Overgeared members.


  
	"Kuoh...!”


  
	Katz frowned as he received the negative answer. Katz was called rogue, trash, arrogant, and other words. Grid thought that Katz might take a threatening attitude. But reality was different. He might treat others with contempt, was selfish and said foolish things in public, but he wasn’t a fool. He knew that his position was inferior to Grid, so he suppressed his nature and lowered his posture.


  
	“Your... No, what do I have to do to qualify for your items?”


  
	‘Look at this guy.’


  
	Grid was able to get a glimpse of Katz’ desperation. He was a person prepared to do anything to get what he wanted.


  
	‘...Can I use him?’


  
	Katz’ value was very high, despite his nature. Grid considered it and made a decision.


  
	“Go and ask Lauel.”


  
	"Your chief of staff?"


  
	"Yes, if you want one of my items, try and fulfill Lauel’s request. I will make you an item depending on Lauel’s decision.”


  
	Grid was sure that Katz would be useful to Lauel.


  
	“...I understand.”


  
	Katz nodded and left this place. Grid looked at him walking away and was filled with joy.


  
	‘A person who didn’t acknowledge me two years ago is now bowing to me...’


  
	It wasn’t just Katz. Since his abilities as a blacksmith had been revealed, it was clear that many prominent figures would approach him in the future.


  
	‘I am a real big shot.’


  
	He could assert that he already had a successful life. Pride boiled inside him. But Grid already knew that this pride shouldn’t transform into arrogance.


  
	‘It isn’t good to be too excited. I have to act more carefully.’


  
	The attention on him was too high. He had to be careful of every action. Otherwise, there might be a backlash. Grid took a deep breath and moved to the waiting room.


  
	“Congratulations.”


  
	“God Grid! I knew you would do it!!”


  
	The Korean team’s waiting room.


  
	Yura and Peak Sword welcomed Grid. They were delighted by Grid’s victory. Thanks to Grid’s gold medal, South Korea now had a chance to take first place on the overall rankings, but that wasn’t why they were happy. They were delighted solely due to their liking for Grid.


  
	“Thank you for always encouraging me.”


  
	Grid replied in an unusual tone and sat on the couch. Peak Sword was confused.


  
	‘Why is God Grid acting like this? Did he eat something bad?’


  
	Ah, he thought about it. It seemed like Grid’s mental state was a mess because he was deprived of the growth type item he made. Would he be able to demonstrate his full ability in the pet marathon if he was in this state? The anxious Peak Sword started thinking up plans to fix Grid’s mental state.


  
	"I'm going to close my eyes for a while.”


  
	Grid lay back on the couch and closed his eyes. Grid wanted to go back into Satisfy and check Noe’s status again, but he didn’t have time.


  
	Indeed. He had barely closed his eyes for 10 minutes when a call came. As a pet marathon participant, he was invited to attend the press conference.


  
	“There are no breaks.”


  
	"Time is limited, so it can’t be helped...”


  
	This was why other players refrained from participating in two events a day.


  
	‘Will Grid’s concentration and stamina last?’


  
	Peak Sword couldn’t hide his worries as he asked.


  
	“You must be tired from hammering for eight hours. How about you take a break while I go to the press conference?”


  
	"I don’t know about Huroi, but making you my spokesperson...”


  
	Grid was worried it would be a repeat of ‘Do you know?’


  
	'Still, I would rather it be Peak Sword than Huroi.’


  
	Grid imagined Huroi cursing at the reporters, shook his head and got up.


  
	“I’ll go.”


  
	***


  
	“Hoh... Grid said something like that?”


  
	One of the audience seats in front of the pet marathon. Lauel heard the story about how Katz came to him and felt amazement. He realized that Grid was learning how to deal with people.


  
	‘Taking advantage of Katz’ position to send him to me... He really is growing in many ways.’


  
	Originally, Grid was a slow learning person. He experienced the same conditions as others, but was always behind. However, that changed the moment he visited the Behen Archipelago. His growth rate had accelerated.


  
	“Kukukuk, this is interesting.”


  
	Katz’ hands and feet shrivelled due to Lauel’s unique laugh.


  
	‘Katz...’


  
	Considering his power, financial strength, and position in Japan, Katz was an S-class person. He had many available things. The disadvantage was his personality, but most members of Overgeared were already strange, so it wasn’t a problem.


  
	‘It’s better to obtain him.’


  
	Lauel decided and asked Katz.


  
	"I know you have the power to join guilds, so why haven’t you?”


  
	“I don’t like being interfered with. I dislike rules.”


  
	"Wow, you. You would’ve fainted if you were born a South Korean. You would’ve had to go to the army.”


  
	“...I would’ve gotten out of it. No, why are you suddenly asking this?”


  
	“Join the Overgeared Guild.”


  
	“You want me in Overgeared?”


  
	Katz’ face distorted.


  
	“I don’t want to.”


  
	Katz refused without thinking about it. However, Lauel expected this and just laughed.


  
	“You don’t have to if you don’t want to. You will never be able to obtain Grid’s items.”


  
	"...”


  
	Katz's eyes shook. He really coveted Grid’s items.


  
	‘Well, it’s natural.’


  
	Katz was aiming for the top. He already declared two years ago that he would reach first in the rankings. However, he wasn’t able to achieve his goal because of his lacking abilities and items.


  
	‘Anyway, there’s nothing to lose.’


  
	Lauel was overflowing with confidence. He made a wicked grin reminiscent of Grid and made the offer again to Katz.


  
	“Join Overgeared.”


  
	He swallowed down the words, ‘become Grid’s slave.’


  
	“However, if you want to join Overgeared, you have to beat Grid in PvP.”


  
	“Beat Grid?”


  
	"Yes, you’re able to defeat him. Your fighting style is a good match against Grid... How about it? If I tell you how to beat Grid, why don’t you try it once?”


  
	"...”


  
	Wasn’t Lauel the closest person to Grid? Why did he want Grid to be eliminated? Katz didn’t question it. He grew up watching friendship be snuffed out like a candle in front of greed. Now Katz only felt one thing.


  
	Anger!


  
	"You will teach me how to win against Grid? Stop talking nonsense! I can beat Grid with my own power, even if you don’t tell me!”


  
	Katz’s character had changed a lot compared to when he just became a Blood Warrior. He realized that everything in the world wasn’t solved by money and there were a limit to his talent. From that time, he gave up on his arrogance. In other words, his declaration that he could beat Grid was a judgment based on reasonable grounds.


  
	“Okay, I will beat Grid. In addition, I don’t care how you use me. I will do anything if it means getting Grid’s items. However, if you use me and then hit me in the back of the head, be prepared. I will put my whole power into killing you in the game.”


  
	“Huhuhut... Our agreement has been established.”


  
	"...”


  
	Goose bumps formed on Katz’ skin.


  
	***


  
	There were 53 people participating in the pet marathon. An average of 1.5 people from each country participated. They sat facing hundreds of reporters.


  
	“Grid has hell’s best demonic beast, a memphis. In last year’s National Competition, the memphis showed its dominance by beating dozens of wyverns alone.”


  
	"It is the opinion of many people that the winner of the pet marathon this year will be Grid. What do you think about this?”


  
	Did the other players have the power to fight against Grid? Most people around the world were curious about this part. The players answered easily.


  
	"There is nothing perfect in Satisfy.”


  
	"We have already grasped Noe’s weakness and figured out a strategy.”


  
	“Noe won’t win a gold medal for Grid!”


  
	“...Isn’t this tiring?”


  
	Grid looked tired as he watched the players shouting with confidence.


  
	‘Isn’t the repertoire of every event the same?’


  
	Before the start of the game, it was a pattern of confidence and then eventual defeat.


  
	***


  
	The pet marathon started 30 minutes after the press conference.


  
	“Nyang!”


  
	Noe appeared at Grid’s side. He had been eating well over the past year, meaning his black fur was shiny and his tongue was a vivid pink. The soles of his feet were softer.


  
	“The best demonic beast of hell has emerged! Nyang!”


  
	Noe shouted as his stomach protruded! The � shaped mouth opened with a complacent expression, making people realize.


  
	“Fearsome guy... The level of cuteness has increased so much that his level must’ve risen tremendously!”


  
	“He will be a tough opponent.”


  
	The other players who summoned wyverns couldn’t help admiring Noe’s strength. But they still didn’t lose confidence. It was because in the last year, they gained a lot of information and fully understood the memphis’ weakness.




  Chapter 444


  Of the 53 players who participated in the pet marathon, 52 of them (except for Grid) were pet specialists. Since their classes were in the monster tamer series, their understanding of pets and their ability to collect information was unmatched. It was no wonder that they studied the memphis and came up with a strategy against it.


  ‘Even if it’s called the best demonic beast of hell...’


  ‘In the end, a memphis is just a cat monster.’


  ‘A cat monster has many weaknesses!’


  They made confident expressions and started summoning more pets after the wyverns. Surprisingly, the pets they summoned weren’t strong like wyverns. Rather, they were insect-like monsters such as giant glow worms, gold cockroaches, and light butterflies. They had weak combat ability and low intelligence, so they generally weren’t used.


  “What?”


  “Aren’t they going to try their best?”


  In order to win the pet marathon, the pet’s combat ability, agility, and endurance were the key. They had to reach the destination first while keeping other pets in check. Then why did they summon weak insect type monsters? The viewers were confused by the unexpected situation.


  On the other hand, the experts immediately understood the players’ intentions.


  『 The players are well aware of the weaknesses of cat monsters. 』


  『 For viewers who are unfamiliar with it, there is one thing that the summoned pets have in common. They produce light by themselves. 』


  『 And cats are creatures sensitive to light. In particular, they have the habit of chasing light when they see it moving. 』


  『 In that sense, the giant glow worms, gold cockroaches, and light butterflies will act as counters to the memphis. 』


  Giant glow worms, gold cockroaches, and light butterflies. These three monsters had the ability to emit their own light. The worm-like 2 meter long giant glow worm emitted a gentle light from its tail, the gold cockroach flashed an intense gold, while the wings of the light butterfly emitted light. They were all beautiful lights used to dazzle their target.


  Noe’s mouth twitched as he saw them.


  “Nyong. Nyong nyong.”


  His pupils became bigger. He made a strange sound and lay flat on the floor, his chubby butt up in the air. He shook his butt to the left and right as the glowing light from the monsters caught his eyes. He looked like a cat trying to hunt a mouse.


  “What are you doing?”


  Grid was perplexed by Noe’s strange behavior and urgently checked his status.


  Status: Committed


  (I must catch these shiny things! Nyang! I was born into this world to hunt them! Nyang nyang!) 


  "This is...”


  The only weakness Grid knew was Noe’s tail. He had made a tail guard to thoroughly prepare for this. But he was hit by an unexpected weakness. The moment Grid made an absurd expression.


  『 Then the match will start! 』


  The referee shouted! A magic bead exploded. The explosion was the signal as the wyverns at the starting line immediately unfolded their wings. The other players approached Grid as they looked at the wyverns flying away.


  “How about it Grid?”


  “Aren’t we different from the last National Competition?”


  Last year’s National Competition was very different from this year’s. Simply put, this year was much more professional. The common denominator with last year’s participants was that they had wyverns. However, this year the participants were pet professionals. Unlike last year’s contestants, they had the ability to fight back against Noe.


  "...”


  The players comforted the silent Grid.


  "Well, you don’t have to be ashamed. We’re the best in our field.”


  “Yes Grid. Don’t bear bad feelings towards us. In the first place, you couldn’t beat us in this event. No one will criticize you.”


  "...”


  Grid was silent to the end.


  “Nyong nyong. Nyong.”


  He just quietly watched as Noe sneaked up in order to chase the lights. The players shrugged.


  “Don’t even think about resisting. Can’t you only have three pets without a skill, and you can only summon two pets at a time?”


  “On the other hand, we can summon up to five pets simultaneously. Even if you summon a wyvern-class pet, we can summon a new pet and neutralize it.”


  "Haha, you probably want to hold a sword and fight directly, but how can you? This is the pet marathon stage. You can’t move directly. Just watch silently.”


  “Five at a time...”


  Grid finally opened his mouth. Then he smiled meaningfully.


  “Isn’t it strange? If you can summon five pets, why are you only summoning two?”


  As if it was a tacit rule, none of the players summoned another pet apart from the wyvern and one to keep Noe in check. Grid looked at the players preparing to pursue the drakes that disappeared beyond the horizon.


  “If you summon several pets at a time, isn’t it harder to control? It is similar to how your control weakens when your wyvern gets further away.”


  "...”


  The players were inwardly embarrassed. It was because Grid spoke as if he had just realized something that was common sense to everyone else.


  "Well, I guess you learned that by yourself...”


  The players decided to ignore Grid and move quickly.  Noe had been neutralized by now. They no longer perceived Grid as an enemy and were planning to focus on victory.


  At that moment.


  "Kyong!”


  Noe, who had ran towards the giant glow worm, screamed in pain. He was hurt due to the invisible thread spread like a fortress around the glow worm’s body. The players saw Noe and smiled with satisfaction.


  'That's it. Grid is now completely contained.’


  ‘From now on, the game will truly begin!’


  The players were happy about blocking the only variable. But they didn’t know one thing. The fact that Grid had a hidden hand! 


  “Come out, Randy.”


  Jeurereuk.


  Grid gave a command and black liquid poured out of Grid’s pet inventory.


  ‘Slime?’


  The players were confused by Grid’s new pet.


  “What can you do with a slime?” 


  “This is too shabby for a last hurrah.”


  Grid wasn’t an expert in the field of pets. He might’ve luckily obtained a memphis through a raid or quest, but it would be very difficult to tame the new pet afterwards. Thus, he brought out this slime. The players smiled like it was cute.


  “Turn into me.”


  Grid gave a bizarre command to the black liquid. Then the liquid wriggled and did something surprising. It transformed into Grid!


  “It wasn’t a slime, but a doppelganger?”


  “I’ve never heard of a black doppelganger.”


  The players were impressed. A doppelganger could be used in many ways, but they were hard to tame because they were A-grade. It was difficult unless the person was a high quality pet trainer. Grid’s doppelganger seemed different from usual doppelgangers, so they felt wary.


  "He has talent at scaring people.”


  “He truly deserves to be called God Grid. He’s very versatile.”


  The players clapped. They were curious, but didn’t feel a large amount of tension. It was because doppelgangers didn’t have high combat skills. A doppelganger dominated into a pet had very weak abilities. It could only copy 10% of its master’s stats. It was clear that Grid’s doppelganger was a named monster, but it couldn’t copy more than 15% of his stats.


  ‘This isn’t worth watching.’


  The insect monsters they summoned could easily handle the doppelganger. Randy gave despair to the confident players.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  "...What?!”


  The doppelganger could copy skills? It was also a legendary rated skill? The players finally realized the seriousness of the situation and urgently tried to summon new pets.


  “Wave.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Waves of energy spread out, hitting the dozens of giant glow worms, gold cockroaches, and light butterflies...


  “The level of those hastily obtained as a countermeasure for Noe wouldn’t be high.”


  Grid declared as he watched the dozens of ash pillars rising towards the sky.


  “I’m sorry, but I’m going to take the gold medal.”


  Grid had been aware from a long time ago. He had to be careful of his words in order to not lost his prestige as master of Overgeared and lord of Reidan. That’s why he didn’t speak lightly. That’s right. Since the press conference at the beginning of the National Competition, Grid was already convinced that he would win the pet marathon when he declared that ‘South Korea would win at least five gold medals.’


  “Catch them, Noe.”


  “Nyang!”


  Noe regained his spirit and energetically moved. His speed completely exceeded the speed of the wyverns as he followed their path.


  “Shit! Stop him!”


  The players summoned all their battle pets at once and tried to stop Noe. For this moment, they were allied. 


  Grid spoke in a calm voice.


  “I’ll leave it to you, Randy.”


  "Believe in me.”


  Clink!


  Randy had copied Pagma’s appearance and defeated Grid 82 times. Once he reached level 240, the ‘Copy’ skill was strengthened and the strongest doppelganger slowly regained the power of the past. Now he faced the dozens of pets alone. It was enough to thrill the world.


  Grid’s legend was written down.


  


  


   rainbowturtle's Thoughts


  (12/20)


  Translator: Rainbow Turtle


  Editor: Jay


  OG: Glossary Link. 


  Current schedule: 20 chapters a week.


  Patreon Link


  Check out my Patreon for early access to a certain number of unedited chapters and well as achieve the goals for extra chapters. The early access chapters will be updated after I finish releasing all chapters for the day.




  Chapter 445


  Randy's original Copy skill. He could copy 30% of his master’s stats and two random skills. But now things were different. Randy evolved the moment he reached level 240, being able to copy 35% of the master’s stats and three skills! It didn’t matter if the skills were only level 1.


  ‘Won’t he be able to copy me perfectly someday?’


  Grid appreciated the possibilities of Randy’s development. It wasn’t a baseless overestimation. Grid later found out that ordinary doppelgangers couldn’t copy legendary skills. In other words, Randy was different from ordinary doppelgangers the first time he copied Pagma’s appearance.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  A pet was classified as a monster. The effect of the Efficient Hunting Sword inflicted additional damage on monsters, so Grid armed himself with it before calling Randy.  Thanks to that, Randy was running wild.


  “Link.”


  Pit!


  Pipipipipit!


  “Kyaak!”


  “Kuwek!”


  Randy copied Grid’s appearance. With the Efficient Hunting Sword (Copy) in his hand, he slaughtered dozens of pets. The pets were much weaker than wyverns and couldn’t stand up to Randy.


  “Kuwaaaah~!”


  A big monster, the two-headed hippopotamus, didn’t lose its momentum and tied up Randy’s feet. It withstood Randy’s attack with its very thick skin and then threw him back using its 3.5 ton weight.


  Kuuong!


  “Uh...!”


  Blood emerged from Randy’s mouth. Despite the fact that he was wearing Triple Layers (Copy), his health was reduced by a quarter and his face distorted from the pain.


  ‘I’m sorry.’


  Grid knew Randy’s heartbreaking story. He sincerely sympathized with Randy. He wanted Randy to be happy, unlike the past. But how could things in the world be easy? Grid always faced a major crisis and every time it happened, Randy experienced pain. In particular, ever since Randy learned the swapping locations skill, the number of times he was used as a bullet had increased.


  Grid felt sorry. However, there was no guilt. Why?


  ‘Happiness is victory!’


  Randy had to be strong in order to fight and win. That’s right. Grid wanted Randy to become stronger and obtain happiness with his own strength. In fact, Randy was a pet, so being strong was an important factor.


  ‘I will keep pushing you.’


  Did Randy happen to feel Grid’s scary heart? Randy felt a chill as he avoided the second round of attacks from the two-headed hippo and used Revolve. A counterattack triggered at the perfect timing. The master of the two-headed hippo, the American Belatra was shocked.


  "Piercing my Jeep’s leather with a blow...!”


  The two-headed hippo had one of the top three defensive power among the big monsters. They were classified as tank-type pets and Jeep was over level 210. It was the pet that Beletra focused on the most after the wyvern. The food was top quality and Beletra really raised Jeep with a lot of pampering. Yet Jeep lost one-third of its health despite the hard work and love poured into it.


  “What the hell is this doppelganger...?”


  As Beletra was in shock, Randy discovered that the weakness was its long body and short legs and linked attacks. It was difficult and slow to cope with the attack because Randy had moved to a place where the two-headed hippo couldn’t easily see.


  “Kuwaaang!”


  The two-headed hippo started to cry and the commentators spoke words of admiration towards Randy.


  『 A pet using a counterattack...! It’s clear that Grid’s doppelganger must be equipped with the same level of artificial intelligence as an NPC! 』


  『 It’s certain. Grid isn’t just overgeared, his pets are over... No, they are really amazing.. 』


  『 It’s truly a top presence! 』


  In the last National Competition, Grid won three gold medals alone and made South Korea ranked second. This was a tremendous feat and most people predicted that Grid couldn’t do it again. But at this moment! Grid was going to break his record! 


  The little demon wings spread open as the chubby legs and tails moved. The commentators guessed that Noe was flying at a speed faster than any monster in the pet marathon and would catch up with the wyverns.


  『 Don’t tell me... Grid might really become a myth? 』


  Everyone believed it was impossible. But now it didn’t seem impossible. Grid was likely to win a gold medal in this pet marathon, and if so, Grid would’ve won four gold medals alone. South Korea’s current third place ranking would rise to the top, making Grid the unprecedented person who made a country number one through individual effort.


  This was a solid record worthy of praise.


  『 Um... Maybe Grid can even win gold in PvP? 』


  『 Haha... Then Korea’s 1st rank will be confirmed? 』


  『 Haha, it’s impossible. Isn’t Kraugel participating in PvP? 』


  『 Indeed, even Grid can’t beat the sky above the sky. 』


  The commentators laughed while Randy and the pets continued fighting.


  “Shit! We’re using up all our power!”


  Despite the fact that they had formed an alliance, the other players were unable to defeat Randy. They became nervous and summoned new pets in order to attack Randy. Randy’s momentum shrunk after he consumed skills and stamina to defeat the two-headed hippo.


  The monster tamers tamed monsters that were usually difficult to hunt. Randy was Grid’s pet and had a high level, but he couldn’t face all of them.


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  Randy was pushed to the defensive and couldn’t attack. The crowd and viewers booed as Randy gradually slowed from the wounds on his body.


  “All players were working together!! Why isn’t the referee stopping this?”


  “It’s really too much. No matter how great Grid is, 52 people concentrating on him...”


  “Grid and the Overgeared members fought fairly when they met each other in the competition. What about these bastards? Don’t they have a conscience?”


  "Wow, Grid and the Overgeared members are trying their best for the purpose of the National Competition. They are a guild with a very high level of awareness."


  "They are different from the Seven Guilds.”


  “Hey, you bastards! Do it properly! This isn’t a pet marathon but a Grid raid!”


  The anger of the crowd and public opinion on the Internet became the worst. The referee couldn’t overlook it anymore and was about to restrain the 52 players.


  “It doesn’t mean anything now.”


  Grid muttered while the whole world was in turmoil. The commentators were talking like madmen.


  『 Noe has caught up to the wyverns! 』


  『 This is despite departing five minutes late...! Indeed, a memphis is the best demonic beast of hell! 』


  『 The players made a mistake. They summoned several pets because they were obsessed with Randy. Due to this, they couldn’t control the wyverns in the distance and the wyverns became confused. 』


  『 Noe didn’t miss this chance! 』


  『 Ah! Noe just devoured the souls of the wyverns! Wow! Look at that acceleration! It’s faster than earlier!! 』


  There was no need to argue anymore. Grid won the pet marathon. Grid overwhelmed 52 pet specialists with just two pets. Grid’s pets were just incredible.


  ***


  1st. South Korea (5 gold) 


  2nd. United States (4 gold, 4 silver, 5 bronze) 


  3rd. Russia (4 gold, 3 silver, 2 bronze) 


  4th. Canada (3 gold, 3 silver, 3 bronze) 


  5th. Spain (1 gold, 2 silver, 1 bronze) 


  6th. Japan (1 gold, 3 bronze) 


  7th. Brazil (1 gold) 


  8th. United Kingdom (4 silver) 


  9th. France (3 silver) 


  Joint 10th place. Argentina, China (2 bronze) 


  12th. Turkey (1 bronze) 


  "...”


  Kraugel was thrilled when he checked the rankings after the pet marathon. It was surprising that Grid alone could sweep up the blacksmith game and pet marathon, where the US had been expected to win gold medals.


  ‘Grid, you are certainly great.’


  How many people could prove they were the best in several fields? In that sense, Grid was special. He was unique in many ways, including his combat abilities, blacksmithing skills, ability to use items, and his pets. 


  Kraugel felt a lot of respect. It was the fourth time that Kraugel had such feelings towards another player. But he couldn’t get lost in his appreciation. Kraugel had to be composed. He was now in the position to make Russia first and obtain the medicine for his mother. To do that, he had to win the gold medal in PvP. Even if he respected Grid, he couldn’t show this when they met in PvP.


  "...I must win this time.”


  There were only two events left in the National Competition. The individual ‘carriage transporting’ event and PvP. There were no more events where the US could aim for a gold medal. On the other hand, South Korea and Russia were in a position to win a gold medal in PvP, making it likely that one of them would be ranked first in the overall rankings.


  “Sigh.”


  Kraugel let out a deep breath and started to examine everything Grid showed in this National Competition. In a survey, 92.3% of respondents predicted that it would be Kraugel’s overwhelming victory in the PvP that was three days away.


  


  


   rainbowturtle's Thoughts


  (13/20)


  Translator: Rainbow Turtle


  Editor: Jay


  OG: Glossary Link. 


  Current schedule: 20 chapters a week.


  Patreon Link


  Check out my Patreon for early access to a certain number of unedited chapters and well as achieve the goals for extra chapters. The early access chapters will be updated after I finish releasing all chapters for the day.




  Chapter 446


  “Dammit!”


  Ku tang tang tang!


  After confirming the updated rankings, Zibal couldn’t contain his anger and kicked the table. As his body that had been trained through exercising, his strength was incredible. The table flew into the door and shattered.


  "The United States...! The US has missed the first ranking!”


  The US had been a leader in all areas for nearly two centuries. For example, in the case of sports, the US Olympics had been first in the rankings 25 times. It was natural for the US to win the Satisfy National Competition, so neither the American people or the players doubted the result.


  But the result changed. It was due to only one person! Grid!


  “That crazy monster...!”


  Zibal was truly going crazy. He couldn’t discount Grid’s abilities anymore and had to acknowledge his skills, but this was too much.


  “This is pure luck...”


  He tried to argue, but it was too much. Zibal was convinced and eventually admitted it with a deep sigh.


  “What has he been doing over the past year to become such a monster?”


  Grid had overcome all the weak points that were pointed out in the last National Competition and highlighted his strengths. It was virtually impossible for a person to grow to such a degree in one year.


  “That guy... Was he originally a genius?”


  He lived roughly until last year, so his skills couldn’t show up properly? Lauel thought it was a ludicrous question.


  ‘Other people are misunderstanding Grid as a genius...’


  Strictly speaking, Grid was a genius of hard work. Anyway, Lauel felt good about Grid’s evaluation. Zibal’s rage was redirected to Panmir while Lauel was inwardly laughing happily.


  ‘This is all because of him.’


  If only Panmir hadn’t provoked Grid. Grid wouldn’t have played in the blacksmith production game and the US would’ve solidified the number one spot. The US was placed in the worst situation because of Panmir. Zibal wanted to pour out all the blame onto Panmir. But he wasn’t in a position to do so. Panmir was a blacksmith that the Snake Guild couldn’t lose before he was the US representative.


  “...Hah.”


  Zibal was also at fault for losing the gold medal in the raid event. He took deep breaths and calmed his mind. Then he desperately asked Lauel.


  "Do we have any possibility of winning a gold medal in the carriage transporting?”


  "As you know, the carriage transporting participants needs high eloquence or the charm stat to prevent the mercenary NPCs from having dark intentions. Zephyr might be a master of deception, but there is a limit to the sustainability, so he can only win a silver medal.”


  In the end, the winner of the carriage transporting was a country with a merchant or orator. If Grid had participated in it, he would’ve easily won the event with his transcendent charm.


  “Hrmm... Then PvP?”


  Lauel shrugged at Zibal’s question.


  "I'm well aware of Skull’s strength. It’s why I entrusted Skull with the most important role every time during the siege. But he can’t be compared to Grid and Kraugel.”


  "...”


  Zibal felt wronged. Look at the current medals status! The 1st place South Korean had 5 gold, while the third place Russia had 4 gold, 3 silver and 3 bronze. On the other hand, the United States had 4 gold, four silver and 5 bronze medals. If they simply looked at the medal count, the United States was overwhelming.


  He was sincerely angry that they couldn’t aim for first place because of one gold medal.


  "If only we could win one gold medal...”


  Wouldn’t there be an endless number of criticism from the people of their country and the media? Last year, Zibal had been criticized despite leading the US to the number one position in the National Competition. It was because he lost several gold medals to Grid. However, this time the first spot would be taken away, so it was obvious that the criticism would be incomparable to last year.


  Skull watched Zibal sigh and opened his mouth.


  "PvP has yet to be determined. Grid and Kraugel might face each other in the beginning and I might break one of them. Already giving up on the championship, I frankly don’t like it.”


  Yes, the United States was the strongest. The representatives were the best in their field. Skull’s power might seem lacking compared to Grid and Kraugel, but he had never thought of himself as weak.


  “I’m sorry Skull. I will trust you.”


  Zibal regained his composure and asked Skull for a handshake. But Skull refused to shake hands and walked away.


  "...”


  The nickname of the 2nd ranked Zibal was punching bag.


  ***


  『 ...For this reason, the winner of the carriage transporting event is likely to be Spain. The 1st place on the overall rankings will be determined by PvP. 』


  The schedule for the National Competition had already been disclosed to the public three months ago. Based on this, after the end of the pet marathon, there would be another three days of rest. The reason for such a break to be included in the competition?


  It was to give the players time to recoup, but who would believe that? It was actually so that the French government, the host country of the 2nd National Competition, could attract tourists for a longer time, while the broadcasters could attract more advertising fees.


  This was the age of capitalism. And the monstrous Grid, who led this capitalist era, was talking with Yook Shihyun of the Comet Group.


  -Then I will ask you to act well in your next event.


  “Only if you make the deposit.”


  -Huhu, we have thoroughly calculated it. Then I will be going.


  Yook Shihyun gave a charming laugh and hung up the phone. She was young, influential, and thought it would be nice to have a lover like Grid, who was wealthy. She worked extra hard, calling Grid and meeting him for no reason, but it was wishful thinking.


  She couldn’t gain Grid’s attention with just the specs of ‘pretty charming and good ability!’ There were much more attractive and talented people around Grid! Yura, Jishuka, and Irene. Due to environmental factors, Grid’s eyes for women were mislead and they needed at least a D... Omitted.


  Grid connected to Satisfy and first looked at the state of Assimilation.


  [Assimilation]


  Will awaken Braham’s sleeping consciousness in your body and become one.


  At this time, your class will be converted to Great Magician’ and control of the flesh will be transferred to Braham.


  Skill Duration: 3 minutes


  Skill Cooldown Time: 9 days, 13 hours, 7 minutes and 5 seconds.


  The reuse time of Assimilation was 10 days. But Braham was hit hard by closing the door to hell, making the skill reuse time increase by more than 80 days. It was why Grid didn’t use Assimilation throughout the National Competition...


  ‘If the speed of the carriage transporting or PvP is slow, I can use Assimilation in the finals.’


  Please don’t let him meet Kraugel until the finals. It was doubtful if his earnest prayer would work as he wished. In addition, even if he reached the finals, he couldn’t be sure that the cooldown time of Assimilation would be over. Grid took out his hammer and repaired his equipment perfectly, then he left the smithy.


  Unlike usual, he headed straight for the fields without looking for Irene. Piaro and thousands of farmers were seen.


  “What do you get when you plant beans in the field?”


  “Beans!”


  “So pathetic! You still haven’t seen the peak of agriculture yet! How many times have I told you that a real farmer would make beans and red beans grow at the same time!?”


  “No... Piaro, how can we achieve the peak of agriculture?”


  “You want us to grow both beans and red beans?”


  "Huhu, you have moved a hand plow 100,000 times a day and still haven’t received enlightenment... It reminds me of someone."


  "...”


  Grid tried to ignore the conversation and checked the status of the farmers. They had sleek muscles wrapped in something like thin armor and their skin was a healthy bronze. Their eyes were also fierce. They looked more like warriors rather than farmers. In particular, the former soldiers of Prince Ren that Piaro picked up in the Altes Mountains had grown to become knights.


  ‘Crazy.’


  How did Piaro abuse the farmers to create this? Grid admired Reidan’s farmers who were much more powerful than the empire’s elite soldiers, before approaching Piaro. Piaro already noticed Grid and greeted him politely.


  "You are busier than anyone, so why did you come to this place?”


  Grid bluntly asked him a question.


  "Am I still weaker than Kraugel?”


  “Yes.”


  Piaro replied without thinking about it. It was as Grid expected.


  ‘I am foolish.’


  Despite establishing a master and subordinate relationship, Piaro hadn’t changed. He was always honest and loyal. He didn’t butter up to the master in the guise of mocking.


  “Dammit... Okay, I understand.”


  The reason Grid visited Piaro before the PvP event was to gain some courage.  But it just backfired. Instead of courage, Grid was only able to obtain the painful reality, making him leave the fields with weak steps. Piaro continued bowing until Grid disappeared, then he muttered.


  "However, if the both of you fight, My Lord can win.”


  Kraugel was strong because of his extraordinary mind and senses. During a battle, he kept in mind everything that could happen and anticipated the enemy’s behavior, allowing him to respond quickly. But what if he couldn’t predict Grid? Grid’s battle style started to take advantage of his items and there were parts that even Piaro couldn’t understand.


  Why didn’t Piaro tell this to Grid?


  The reason was simple. Grid didn’t ask who would win if he fought Kraugel, only who was stronger. Except for items, Kraugel’s strength was much higher than Grid’s.


  "Let’s go to the rice paddies.”


  Piaro held his farming equipment and started to farm again. He was now Piaro, who was a farmer.




  Chapter 447


  “Kieeeek!”


  [A junior vampire was destroyed.]


  [4,901,000 experience has been acquired.]


  [An intermediate vampire was destroyed.]


  [6,954,300 experience has been acquired.]


  [One deluxe magic stone has been acquired.]


  Three days until the PvP. It was nine days in Satisfy time, which Grid was going to spend hunting. It was to stimulate his combat senses while raising Iyarugt’s experience at the same time. But it wasn’t easy.


  [Iyarugt]


  Rating: Unique (Growth)


  Experience: 85.98%


  "The experience gain isn’t very good.”


  He’d killed 40 junior vampires and 25 intermediate vampires, but the rate of experience increase was only 0.01%. The vampire cities were limited in the number of monsters, the vampires had excellent survival ability, and the speed of hunting was slower, making Grid feel nervous. He wondered if he could raise Iyarugt’s rating in nine days.


  ‘I would rather fight against other rankers in order to quickly gain experience. Um... Are there any better hunting grounds around here?'


  He missed the islands in the 50’s on the Behen Archipelago where high level monsters were scattered. But Grid’s current save point was the 60th island. It was pointless to go to the Behen Archipelago because he couldn’t move past the 61st island.


  "...Information is really important.”


  He would’ve been able to overcome this shortage of hunting grounds if he had excellent information. If he knew this, he would’ve made efforts to gather information.


  “Ah?” 


  Grid was smacking his lips together with regret when he recalled a conversation he had with Lauel a few months ago.


  ‘Now that Reidan has the basic facilities, we are planning to install special facilities.’ 


  ‘Special facilities?’


  'Now that we have the minimum of infrastructure and an army by raising agriculture, industrial, and academic facilities to a certain level, we must focus on collecting and exchanging information. First of all, we are going to set up a foreign department and assassin organization. In addition, there will be an adventurer’s guild where we can buy information from adventurer NPCs and players.’


  ‘Um, I see... You are quite busy. I believe you will do it well.’


  “This is really...”


  At the time, he didn’t know the importance of information and laughed at Lauel’s words. But now he realized the importance of information, allowing him to know how excellent Lauel’s foresight was.


  ‘Lauel, if it wasn’t for you, I would’ve given up by now.’


  He wouldn’t have been able to lead Reidan properly, making it decay and eventually giving up. Grid, who was once again grateful for Lauel’s existence, deliberately allowed the vampire to attack his side and counterattacked with Iyarugt.


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 79,900 damage to the target.]


  [You have absorbed 9,588 health due to the option effect of Elfin Stone’s Ring (Epic).]


  What was one of the most important things in hunting?  Was it the overwhelming attack power that could deal with the monsters? Was it the defense that could withstand the monsters’ onslaught? No.  No matter how high these two were, it was meaningless if the duration was short.


  One of the most important parts of hunting was the endurance in combat. It was easier to hunt for a long time because of this endurance. Potions were a necessity for hunting. In general, players had to hunt while waiting for the cooldown of the potions, making it very tiring.


  However, Grid was different. Grid had Doran’s Ring that could restore damage, as well as Elfin Stone’s Ring which had a bloodsucking effect every 12 seconds! He also had the most efficient potions from Reidan’s alchemy facility, giving him the battle duration of a healer. No, he was probably as good as someone else. It was comparable to Blood Warrior Katz.


  ‘I would like to raise the rating of Elfin Stone’s Ring.’


  Elfin Stone’s ring didn’t gain as much experience as Iyarugt. The effect only occurred once every 12 seconds, so the experience was limited. Similarly, Tiramet's Belt only accumulated experience when it was attacked, due to the nature of armor.


  ‘Still, if I compare the item experience rate to the rate before getting the buff, it’s definitely faster.’


  It felt 1.5 times faster? But it was still lacking. Grid was immersed in hunting and eventually left the vampire city. Then he sent a whisper to Lauel.


  -Do you have information about any good hunting grounds?


  -No.


  Lauel answered emphatically.


  -...I see. Well, getting new information isn’t that easy. I understand.


  In the end, Grid was forced back into the vampire city. Meanwhile, Lauel apologized several times to Grid in his heart.


  ‘In fact, I got a new update about a hunting ground that is better than the vampire cities a while ago...’


  He couldn’t say it yet. Lauel didn’t want Grid to grow. Why? Lauel was hoping Kraugel would win in PvP!


  ‘I can create any variables that will stop Kraugel from joining our team. Grid, this result is for you. Please forgive me.’


  It was justified, but deceiving his master weighed on his heart.


  Sigh.


  Lauel sighed heavily, covered half of his face with his hand and leaned against the wall.


  "Alas, the greed of the loyalist is a terrible and beautiful thing...! But the tears of blood that I am shedding are for Grid. I can tolerate this pain forever...!”


  The hands and feet of the maids passing by Lauel curled in disgust. The road to the production of Lauel’s ‘Reidan Female NPCs strategy’ was long and tough.


  ***


  『 Today I’ll take a look at the top candidates to win the National Competition. First, the United States. They have the largest number of medals and there are two events remaining. Unfortunately, it will be difficult for them to obtain a gold medal. 』


  『 It’s a pity. If they could just win one more gold medal, the US obtaining 1st on the rankings would become a fact. But this isn’t possible... 』


  『 Still, I think they have shown the dignity of the champion of the 1st National Competition. The United States is the only one out of the 32 participating countries to reach the top in all events. 』


  『 But it isn’t meaningful. Isn’t a gold medal the best result? Look at South Korea. 』


  『 They have five medals... All five are gold medals... 』


  『 It’s truly an unusual record. It’s a country specialized in some events. 』


  『 Isn’t it more appropriate to see it as ‘Grid’ rather than a country? Grid alone won four of the five gold medals. 』


  『 Yura picked up a gold medal in hell running, but she tends to be overshadowed by Grid. To be honest, I can call it a one-man team. 』


  『 Grid is really great. He’s full of surprises every time he appears in public. But can he play an active role in PvP? 』


  『 It isn’t possible because there is Kraugel, who is first in the overall rankings. 』


  『 Grid is more versatile than Kraugel, but in the end, he’s evaluated as weaker than Kraugel. Let’s look at the survey on the Satisfy website. 92.3% of the 280 million respondents stated that Kraugel would win. 』


  『 Of the 280 million people, around 260 million are expecting Grid to lose? 』


  『 That’s right. Kraugel is the peak of two billion users and is called the sky above the sky. It’s natural for him to overwhelm Grid. 』


  『 Invited experts, do you think that Grid will be defeated by Kraugel? 』


  『 Grid is difficult to predict, making me reluctant to say anything, but I’m also expecting Kraugel’s victory. 』


  『 Looking at the two people’s combat records in this competition, it’s obvious that Kraugel is far superior. 』


  『 Grid dominates in attack, defense, and health, but Kraugel can neutralize most of that. Meanwhile, Grid can’t neutralize Kraugel’s advantages... 』


  『 Um... You will see why Kraugel is called a god. 』


  The players, including Grid, were connected to Satisfy to prepare for the last event. The international stations broadcasted special programs every day talking about the confrontation between Grid and Kraugel. Indeed, numerous broadcasters and experts analyzed Grid and Kraugel. Based on this, the likelihood of Kraugel winning in a confrontation between the two people was over 90%.


  Did this indicate that Grid was weak? No, that wasn’t it. Grid’s strength had been well proven and everyone in the world admitted this. However, the opponent was too bad.


  The sky above the sky, Kraugel. A unique presence that was like an insurmountable mountain. Even the Overgeared members determined that it would be hard for Grid to win.


  ‘In the Reidan match, Kraugel was tired and not at full strength.’


  ‘His ultimate skill was on cooldown.’


  But.


  ‘We couldn’t have won against the weakened Kraugel.’


  ‘It was only Grid who could win.’


  ‘Grid, have strength.’


  ‘Beat everyone’s predictions!’


  Grid, who wanted to raise Iyarugt’s rating. Kraugel analyzed Grid’s power and prepared dozens of strategies in order to block all variables. In addition to them, strong users such as Damian, Pon, Regas, Seuron, Chris, Katz, Hao, and Tarma thoroughly prepared for the PvP.


  As expected, the winner of the carriage transportation was Spain and the PvP opening ceremony was held afterwards.


  『 First, the lots will be draw! The 64 participants of PvP are going on the stage! 』


  Just like the siege, the opponents they would be facing was decided by drawing lots. This was for the sake of fairness, but Grid couldn’t help feeling anxiety.


  ‘What if I face Kraugel in round one?’


  Grid feared his own bad luck! He nervously gulped and firmed up his heart. He vowed to overcome his own bad luck.


  ‘...Go.’


  Grid’s eyes sharpened and he climbed onto the stage with the other players.


  "Why didn’t you participate in the carriage transportation? You should have high charm as a duke, and then you would’ve won the gold medal in that event.”


  Kraugel asked Grid. Grid’s answer was simple.


  “I wanted to fight you again. This time, in equal conditions.”


  There was a reason Grid declared that ‘South Korea’ would win at least five gold medals in the press conference before the National Competition. He didn’t mention six gold medals because he thought he would be defeated in PvP. That’s right. Grid planned to participate in PvP from the beginning.


  He intended to lead South Korea to the championship, win gold medals and receive big rewards.


  “The fight with you is enough to sacrifice them.”


  Fighting with someone superior. Grid believed that this would be a stepping stone to help him grow leaps and bounds from the past. No, it didn’t matter.  Grid just wanted to compete with Kraugel.


  "I am also dreaming high. How high is the sky that I am going to break?”


  "...”


  The flower of the National Competition, the PvP event. With hundreds of millions of viewers watching in real time, Grid and Kraugel faced each other on the stage.


  “Waaaaaaaaah!”


  “Grid! Grid!”


  “The sky above the sky! The sky above the sky! The sky above the sky!”


  The two people were driving the entire world into a crucible of excitement.




  Chapter 448


  "I will challenge the best, Kraugel.”


  Grid’s eyes were burning with passion. Prior to victory and defeat, he was enjoying this moment. 


  Kraugel’s conscience was smashed.


  ‘I’m sorry.’


  Grid didn’t know it, but he had already made an unfair deal with Lauel.


  ‘I don’t deserve to answer your pure heart.’


  Kkuok.


  Kraugel’s face was disgusted and saddened as he formed a fist. Satisfy was no longer a game to him. He couldn’t enjoy it. It was merely a means of achieving his purpose. He felt ashamed and sorry towards the many players aiming for him, including Grid. But there was no reason to collapse from the guilt.


  “...I will only fight to win.”


  Kraugel swallowed down the poison in his heart. People didn’t noticed the shade that covered his face as he stepped onto the stage, each step with the hope of fixing his mother’s illness.


  Except for one person.


  "...”


  A hospital on the outskirts of Moscow, Russia. Kraugel’s sick mother was lying in a room for a long time. She shed tears as she saw her son on the TV.


  『 The lots will be drawn according to the country’s ranking. 』


  Grid received the instructions of the host and was the first of 64 players to approach the glass barrel. Then he grabbed one of the colorful balls inside it without hesitation. He would drive away the bad luck that plagued him all his life! The host identified the number on the ball Grid picked up and shouted.


  『 Number 32. Grid has been assigned the 32 group. The next person is Skull of the United States.』


  『 Skull has been assigned number 12. 』


  『 Kraugel’s turn is next. .』


  A lot of attention! The viewers focused on the TV as Kraugel approached the glass barrel. Then...


  『 Number 1! Kraugel is number 1! 』


  『 Huhu, this is very dramatic. 』 


  『 Indeed. The best candidates to win, Grid and Kraugel, won’t meet until the finals. 』


  『 If the two players meet in the finals, won’t the audience ratings exceed imagination? 』


  『 Maybe most of the world’s roads will be empty? 』


  "Waaaaahhhhh!"


  The commentators were excited, while the audience and viewers were enthusiastic. The international broadcasters cheered. The biggest and best match was likely to happen, giving them record advertising rates! But the person who was even more joyful...


  It was Grid.


  ‘Yes!’


  Grid inwardly cheered with delight. He couldn’t believe that he wouldn’t meet Kraugel until the finals and thought he had finally shaken off his bad luck. But he soon realized his mistake.


  『 Hah... Another strong winning candidate, Hao of China, was assigned to group 32 with Grid. 』


  『 It will be a fierce battle from the first round. 』


  『 Chris, 3rd on the unified rankings, and Soul Predator Seuron will compete in the 31st group. 』


  『 The winner will fight the winner of group 32. 』 


  『 Four winning candidates on one side of the draw... It’s a complete group of death. 』


  『 Hah, Damian has drawn number 29. 』


  "...”


  Grid couldn’t shut his mouth as he saw the completed tournament table.


  ‘No, does this make sense?’


  Hao, Chris, Seuron, Pon, Regas, Damian, and Katz. The winning candidates were assigned close to Grid. Grid would have to fight someone strong in every match! Reaching the finals wouldn’t be easy.


  "...This is too mentally exhausting.”


  It was impossible to shake off his bad luck.


  Grid shook as he once again realized it.


  "Well, it’s good to build up experience.”


  ***


  ‘This is an opportunity.’


  The miracle of the continent, Hao. He had no doubt that Kraugel was the only one stronger than him and now he stared at Grid.


  ‘I will break him.’


  His strength would surely be proven and Kraugel would become aware of him. Hao burned with motivation as he looked between Kraugel and Grid.


  ‘Kraugel, I will make you look at me.’


  The only one Hao acknowledged as strong was Kraugel. Hao had always been conscious of Kraugel and aimed for him. He wanted to be recognized and appreciated by Kraugel. Grid was a good scapegoat for this.


  ‘I will completely smash him.’


  Hao promised. Lauel looked at Hao with a dark smile from where he was sitting on the stands.


  ***


  "It doesn’t look like Grid will be able to make the finals.”


  "Being matched with Hao in the first game...”


  “Drawing the 32nd number and fighting four consecutive winning candidates, it’s ridiculous.”


  “One moment of weakness will cause him to be eliminated.”


  "What is this table…?”


  The expressions of the Korean people were dull. South Korea for number one! The dream that they would able to see due to Grid was going to crumble!


  “Isn’t this manipulation?”


  “It is 100% manipulated. Otherwise, it wouldn’t be so hard for Grid alone.”


  “Look at Kraugel’s path. Isn’t his luck ridiculously good? The only one who can face Kraugel on that side is Skull.”


  “Bubat or Blood Carnival’s Tarma were brilliant when they first appeared, but they died against Grid.”


  “Russia must’ve paid the organizers. They want to win.”


  The Korean people couldn’t imagine. The reason why Grid’s draw was the worst. It wasn’t due to manipulation, but purely the result of Grid’s bad luck.


  ***


  ‘This worked out well.’


  Tarma. Even the 2nd ranked user was assassinated by him. He had been ignored by people since dying to Grid, but he didn’t care. No, he viewed the situation positively. It meant his assassination target, Kraugel, wouldn’t be paying attention to him.


  ‘A 10 billion won neck.’


  He was confident.


  Pisik!


  Tarma smiled as he checked the tournament table. The 1st match of the round of 64. Kraugel vs Tarma.


  “Kuk...! Kukukuk! Good, this is very good!”


  The worst dark gamers group, Blood Carnival! Tarma would show his abilities that allowed him to be ranked in the top five! Tarma was filled with killing intent as he climbed onto the stage.


  In the center of the huge stage, Kraugel was already waiting. His eyes were sunken as his black hair fluttered in the wind. Deep and dull eyes. His atmosphere seemed different from the past, but Tarma didn’t care. The atmosphere meant nothing.


  “The sky above the sky! The sky above the sky! The sky above the sky!”


  The crowd yelled. No, the world didn’t doubt Kraugel’s victory and cheered enthusiastically for him. But Tarma wasn’t shaken. Not only did the crowd’s voices not enter the world of Satisfy, he was already accustomed to being blamed.


  ‘Kraugel, I will knock you down.’


  Then he would go to the finals and get revenge on Grid.


  “Kilkil.”


  Tarma laughed before putting on a mask. This wasn’t an ordinary mask, but an item that strengthened his Stealth skill. The host identified Kraugel and Tarma and shouted.


  『 The 2nd National Competition’s closing ceremony, the PvP event! This is now the first match! Start!! 』


  The PvP had an environment where participants could fight at will. A flat and wide stage. The skill cooldowns and item durability would be reset at the end of each match. In the case of Grid’s Assimilation, it was on cooldown before the match and didn’t get the benefits of this system. In any case, the participants could do their best without worrying, allowing Tarma to open up his hidden power.


  Pahat!


  Tarma created shadows in all directions and hid himself in the shadows. The viewers were nervous when they saw him disappearing on stage.


  『 Tarma’s shadow technique has been invoked! 』


  『Shadow hiding is easier to hide in than Stealth and the emergence area can’t be predicted. 』


  『 Viewers, please focus. Tarma will probably emerge soon from the shadows near Kraugel... 』


  The commentators worked hard to explain the situation.


  Puok!


  Kraugel suddenly put his hand on the ground and said calmly.


  "Heaven and Earth Rupture.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  It was truly an overwhelming sight. A destructive power that couldn’t be compared to an earthquake shattered the ground and sky with intense force.


  "Kuaaaack!"


  Tarma became wounded from the blast and emerged near Kraugel with a scream. But it was from Kraugel’s rear side. In the midst of the terrible pain, he tried to stab Kraugel without losing his coolness. However, his powerful dagger with the additional PvP damage and poisoning option didn’t reach Kraugel. Kraugel predicted how Tarma would respond with his natural acumen and sharp senses, easily avoiding it and striking back.


  “Cough...!”


  Tarma had his heart pierced by White Fang and realized it as he looked into Kraugel’s hollow eyes.


  ‘This man is a monster...!’


  The only one worthy of being the first ranked user. The sky above the sky! Someone on an entirely different dimension from Zibal.


  “The sky above the sky...!”


  Dozens of shadows spread around the moaning Tarma, surrounding Kraugel. Who could’ve predicted that the shadows would be used as a direct means of attack? Tarma believed that Kraugel wouldn’t be able to cope. In fact, Kraugel was upset by the number of Tarma’s clones.


  His intuition told him it would be dangerous to allow an attack. Thus, he used Super Sensitivity. He completely surpassed the human realm as he avoided Tarma’s shadow attacks and struck Tarma.


  『 Tarma! Logout! 』


  The match was over in a flash. Some techniques might be very flashy, but they were also meaningless.


  “...A scam.”


  “He’s almost invincible.”


  The audience was startled. Super Sensitivity was a fraudulent scam that allowed Kraugel to have a 100% evasion rate and accuracy. It was amazing because no matter how many times they watched, they couldn't get a sense of Kraugel at all. It was the same with the PvP participants.


  Apart from the few people called the winning candidates, the participants were very wary of Kraugel’s Super Sensitivity. Then Grid...


  "Hrmm.”


  He yawned with boredom. It seemed like he had no interest in this match in the first place. There was no proof that he recognized Tarma as someone strong just a few weeks ago.




  Chapter 449


  ‘He also used hiding as a means of attack when fighting against me. The specs are excellent. He can’t escape from the innate limitations of an assassin?’


  Surprisingly, Grid was appreciating this battle between Kraugel and Tarma. It was testament to the fact that Grid’s thinking ability had evolved to another level after competition with the high rankers and elites during the National Competition.  


  ‘I don’t know about assassination, but using stealth as a means of attack isn’t advisable in an all-out war. It was obvious that the assassin would eventually reappear, and if they could predict where he would reappear depending on the situation, the strength of the hiding ability would become meaningless. It can be dealt with using a wide range attack.’


  Tarma was a shadow assassin. Since he could use shadows as a means of attack and defense, it was better to leave it as a hidden card than to use it to attack. Just like the shadow assassin Grid once met in Winston. Wasn’t he called the king of shadows, Kasim? He utilized not just his own shadow, but all the shadows from the NPCs around him.


  ‘His ability to utilize stealth was also great...’


  When he first heard the name ‘King of Shadows,’ he thought it was a bluff. Now that he thought about it, Kasim was a really strong man.


  ‘...A named NPC.’


  What if Kasim at that time had pointed a knife at him?


  ‘There is a 100% probability I would’ve died. He didn’t run away because he was afraid.’


  He let Grid off. It was questionable.


  ‘Why?’


  Grid thought deeply, but he had no way of knowing the truth. That’s right. Despite how high his stats and insight rose compared to the past, Grid still didn’t know. The great king of shadows was guarding his son, Lord!


  ***


  PvP.


  The area of one-on-one matches where no one was allowed to intervene. Only an individual’s ability controlled the game. The victors of PvP could enjoy the feelings of joy and pride, while the losers felt the shame of defeat. A scene where hearts intersected.


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  The crowd shouted loudly. The spectacular battles of the greatest representatives of each country was making the crowd excited.


  “Hey, who is this? Isn’t it the 3rd ranked user who ran away from me with his tail between his legs the other day?”


  The 31st match that occurred after dozens of matches.


  Chris vs Seuron. Two men who were the masters of one of the seven guilds stood on stage. Soul Predator Seuron started talking.


  "Watching your weak self, I once again realized that the concept of ranking is pointless. Isn’t that right? No matter how high your level, your skills are weak.”


  The meeting of the seven guilds that occurred a few months ago. Seuron and Chris had fought after an argument. The result was Seuron’s one-sided victory. Chris was defeated without being about to strike back at Seuron. Was Seuron stronger than Chris?


  No. It was because Chris hid his power. At the time, Chris had refused to join the alliance of guilds and they were suspicious that he was allied with Grid, leaving him isolated in the middle of enemy territory. He was in danger of being killed, and accepted the shameful defeat because of that.


  But now the situation had changed. This was one-on-one, not the middle of enemy territory. No one could intervene in the battle.


  “As you said, rankings aren’t an absolute measure of strength. Otherwise, Zibal wouldn’t be ranked second right now. However, I’m different.”


  "Kukk kuk, you have already been one-sidedly crushed by me. What are you going on about?”


  “Then take a look.” 


  Clink!


  Chris pulled out Grid’s Greatsword, which he used 1.2 billion won to strengthen to +9. The blue-black sword was covered in a white fog, looking overbearing, yet beautiful. Seuron frowned at the sight.


  “You’re using the same weapon as Grid! The rumor that you’re allied with Grid is true!”


  “Who says my weapon is the same as Grid’s? It isn’t. Isn’t it completely different?”


  Chris spoke a lie that seemed absurd. Seuron raised his voice.


  “Nonsense! The greatsword you are holding right now looks exactly the same as Grid’s greatsword! It is the same weapon!!"


  Chris shrugged.


  "It’s different. Grid’s Greatsword is only +8, while mine is +9."


  "...”


  Grid bowed his head with a grim expression as he watched the match from the standby seat.


  “Hah.”


  Grid could only sigh. The legendary blacksmith, Pagma’s Descendant, had a passive that increased the chances of item enhancement.  Grid should have more highly enhanced items than anyone else. But Grid had only been able to enhance items up to +8 around 15 times. In particular, he only enhanced 3 items to +9.


  Reaching the maximum enhancement that was +10? It was a product of his imagination.


  "...There is no chance with my bad luck.”


  Grid couldn’t lift his head because he was ashamed. The other players looked at him with sympathy, while Chris and Seuron pointed swords at each other.


  “I will show you the power of a unique rated combat class!”


  Seuron had already trampled on Chris once, but he couldn’t help shouting angrily at Chris. On the other hand, Chris was calm.


  "It’s useless if you don’t support your class with skills.”


  No more words were necessary.


  Peeng!


  The moment the host called the start of the match, Seuron used Soul Explosion as a driving force to narrow the distance between him and Chris. At the same time, his sword moved at a fast speed. The number of people who could react to Seuron’s sudden attack could probably be counted on one hand.


  But Chris was 3rd on the rankings. He didn’t raise his level quickly because he got a special class optimized in hunting like Zibal. Chris was comparable to Kraugel, not Zibal. He was a man who came to his present position with his swordsmanship and skills!


  Peeeeeong!


  “...!”


  Seuron’s eyes widened with surprise.


  ‘He blocked it?’


  Setting aside Grid, the majority of people who used greatswords had slow attack speeds. It was the same for Chris, who was at the peak of greatsword users. He distributed stats based on strength and stamina rather than agility, and the greatsword itself caused a decrease in attack speed.


  But for Chris, the concept of attack speed was meaningless. He overcame the disadvantages by extracting maximum efficiency for minimal movements. It wasn’t enough to stop Seuron’s sword, so once the two swords collided, Chris concentrated his strength and threw Seuron’s body back before counterattacking.


  ‘Using attack and defense at the same time...!’


  Seuron was amazed as he summoned Soul Armor to minimize the damage caused by Chris’ counterattack. Then he fired Soul Arrows.


  Pepepepeong!


  Using a ranged attack while moving backwards was a very effective way to keep an enemy in check. Especially if an attack motion wasn’t used. Seuron’s attack skills used souls, so he was able to use them without any motions and his casting time was also fast. This was the tremendous ability of a combat specific class!


  "Hup!"


  Chris couldn’t catch up and stopped the Soul Arrows with his greatsword. Seuron secured the desired distance and used Soul Transformation to strengthen the Brutal Heavy Sword.


  Wuuuong...


  Just like Chris, the Brutal Heavy Sword had been enhanced to +9 and it was wrapped in a strong blue light. Then the light shot out.


  Swaeeeeek!


  Grid was convinced.


  ‘It should unconditionally be avoided.’


  It was a powerful attack where the damage couldn’t be completely adsorbed, even if a tanker blocked with a shield. If Chris blocked with the greatsword, he would receive a heavy blow and his greatsword would be damaged. Grid would unconditionally avoid it instead of facing it head on. The attack was so sharp and quick that it would be hard to use Revolve.


  But Chris thought differently. In the first place, for a greatsword user with low agility, avoiding was something they were bad at! He boldly gave up on defense and swung the greatsword to counterattack!


  Seokeok!


  Puok!


  “Ack...!”


  "Hup!"


  Chris and Sueron groaned at the same time. However, the one who suffered greater damage was Chris. Chris’ greatsword had struck Seuron’s shoulder, while Seuron’s sword was pushed deep into Chris’ heart. At this moment, Seuron was sure of his victory.


  He recovered his shield, summoned Soul Spear to block Chris’ movements and cause additional damage, and tried to stab forward again. However, Chris’ toughness was beyond imagination due to the unique rated second class, Tyrant. He overcame the stiffness that occurred due to the deadly blow. Then he ignored the soul bombardment and sent more power into the hands gripping the greatsword.


  Ttududuk!


  "Kuaaaaak!"


  Chris’ greatsword dug further into Seuron’s shoulder, causing him to scream and bend his knees. Due to this, the orbit of his sword was twisted and he couldn’t reach Chris. The battlefield sharply tilted. Chris used the oppression of a Tyrant to deal a fatal combo. Sueron deployed Soul Prison to block Chris and try to fix the situation,. However, his health quickly became depleted because of Chris’ strong power.


  『Victory! Chris!! 』


  "Wahhhhh!”


  "This is a high ranker!”


  "Different from Zibal!”


  The fierce battle heated up the atmosphere of the Stade de France.


  『 Now! Let’s introduce the players who will be fighting in the next round! 』


  『 The miracle of the continent! The dragon of China! ‘Genius at fighting’ Hao!! 』


  『 A monster who won four gold medals and raised South Korea to the top of the overall rankings! The first legendary class! Pagma’s Descendant, Grid!! 』


  “The protagonist appears.”


  Grid climbed up on stage. The beautiful sword Iyarugt dazzled the spectators as it scattered jewel-like blood red light. Hao declared in front of everyone.


  "10 minutes. I will knock you down in 10 minutes.”


  Grid wanted to be the new sky? It wasn’t even funny. Kraugel was the only sky and someday, Hao would break him.


  Grid replied to Hao, who was burning with fighting spirit.


  “I will take one hour. I will knock you out shortly before the time limit.”


  “...?”


  Why did it feel like the two people had changed? Grid always took down his opponents in a short amount of time, so his declaration made the commentators and crowd feel bewildered.
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   “I will take one hour. I will knock you out shortly before the time limit.”


  “...?”


  It was strange since Grid always declared that he would suppress his enemies in an instant. The bewildered commentators and viewers realized at once.


  ‘Grid has a high appreciation for Hao’s skills.’


  ‘Indeed, it’s natural. Hao’s control skills have received the ultimate evaluation of society.’


  Wasn’t he called the miracle of the continent, the genius of fighting?


  ‘He’s one of the people mentioned outside of Kraugel. Recently, Grid’s control skills have grown to be comparable to a high ranker, but it is still less than Hao’s.’


  ‘Moreover, Hao has a skill to take off weapons and armor. Grid’s biggest strength isn’t available against Hao.’


  ‘In other words, it’s the worst... Grid has no luck.’


  People didn’t forget that Grid was a strong champion. But the word champion didn’t mean invincibility. Candidates for winning had their own weaknesses. Unfortunately, Hao was the counter for Grid. Grid was an unlucky person who met Hao in the first round. The viewers watched Grid with compassion, while Hao expressed his confidence.


  "Do you think you can hold onto me for one hour? You will even knock me down? Don’t speak impossible words. You will soon realize the reality.”


  “Eh?”


  Grid suddenly looked surprised at Hao’s provocative remark. He tried to make his eyes as big as possible, but his facial muscles seemed stiff.


  ‘What?’


  Hao and the audience were confused by Grid’s surprised and awkward manner.


  “Hey! Just released by the Comet Group! A diamond studded top of the line sound system installed on the capsule! Wonderful! I can clearly hear Hao’s voice and the sound of his breathing! It is just like talking in real life! Hey! This is amazing! I must buy it!”


  "...”


  Grid used PPL. He stuttered and blushed while shouting, but recited the script to the end. It was an image to show children and teenagers watching the National Competition how hard it was to make money.


  "...Grabbing some advertising fees because it’s obvious you are going to lose.”


  Hao frowned. This shameful guy who only cared about money was going to beat Kraugel? Lauel’s crazy words circled around his brain, making Hao angry.


  ‘I will step on him.’


  Hao also knew that Grid was strong. But it wasn’t at a level comparable to Kraugel or Hao. Hao was qualified to have such high pride. Who was Hao? In the past, he was the monster that tied up 15 members of Overgeared alone for 5 minutes. Lauel had been amazed by his strength and wanted to recruit Hao.


  “You absolutely can’t crack the sky. I will smash you before you reach the sky!”


  Hao declared. Then...


  『 The last match of the 1st round! Grid vs Hao, the match will start now! It has started! 』


  The host shouted. That was the signal.


  Taack!


  Hao rushed as soon as the match started. He simply moved straight ahead, so it was easy for Grid to deal with. The Slaughterer’s Eye Patch, Iyarugt, and his high insight meant he could anticipate Hao’s point of attack and respond with Iyarugt. But at that moment, something amazing happened. Hao’s sword suddenly split into three!


  ‘What?’


  Which of the three swords were real? Grid was confused.


  Seokeok!


  Hao’s sword slashed at Grid’s waist.


  ‘Unbelievable!’


  Hao had a passive that ignored some of the opponent’s defense. Grid was amazed when he saw the rising notification window. Hao read his expression and smiled.


  “It must be bad.”


  "...”


  Grid didn’t say anything. He just gazed at the notification windows in front of him. The shock was too great. Was it because the attack damage was too big? No.


  [You have suffered 2,900 damage.]


  3,000 damage. It was high, despite the fact that Triple Layers and his helmet reduced physical damage. However, this damage wasn’t enough to threaten Grid, whose health was as high as 70,000. To be honest, Grid could express it as a tickle. Why was Grid so surprised? There was a reason.


  [The experience of Tiramet's Belt has increased by 0.1%!]


  ‘Jackpot!’


  Grid trembled with joy. The growth type item, Tiramet’s Belt. This epic rated item, which increased its experience whenever it was attacked, only increased by 0.1% whenever it was struck 100 times by a vampire. Yet Hao’s one attack raised the experience! It was comparable to when Grid fought the drake!


  ‘Doesn’t this mean that Hao’s attack power is high?’


  Grid was thrilled by Hao’s work. Maybe...


  ‘I might be able to increase the rating of Tiramet’s belt in this round!’


  There were two main reasons why Grid planned to fight Hao for an hour. First of all, he wanted to buy as much time as possible for the cooldown of Assimilation to end. Secondly, he wanted to maximize the experience of Iyarugt, Elfin Stone’s Ring, and Tiramet’s Belt. But he had no idea the experience would increase so much.


  ‘The class is different.’


  Grid acknowledged it. This much experience hadn’t accumulated when he allowed hits from Bondre and Alexander. Certainly, Hao seemed to be different from them. In fact, Iyarugt was also nervous. He spoke for the first time in ages since the Piaro and Kraugel duel.


  [This person’s attacks are very good. They are difficult to predict.]


  ‘I feel it every time. You are really useless when fighting strong opponents.’


  [Eek...! It can’t be helped! I can’t exert my power in this sealed form!]


  Iyarugt had a strong pride as hell’s best swordsman, so his sword kept emitting petals of a bloody light as he protested. The beautiful effect dazzled Hao and the viewers.


  "That sword is too much for you.”


  "This guy is so cool because of me.”


  He invested a huge amount of money into the alchemy facilities, but the option that was added was ‘Coolness.’ Grid shuddered as he recalled the terrible result and said to Hao.


  “How long are you going to rest? Come...”


  Shortly before his words finished. Hao moved in a zigzag to approach Grid and stabbed. In contrast to the earlier attack, this path was simple and easily blocked by Grid.


  Chaaeng!


  The moment the two swords collided.


  Chwaruruk!


  Hao’s chain wrapped around Grid’s waist with the aim of temporarily stopping Grid’s actions.


  “...!”


  The resistance to abnormal statuses didn’t work with physical restraints. Grid’s body was pulled forward and Hao stabbed with his sword. It was two attacks.


  [You have suffered 2,830 damage.]


  [You have suffered 2,910 damage.]


  [The experience of Tiramet's Belt has increased by 0.2%!]


  "Kuah! It’s true.”


  It was good that his item experience was rising, but it was uncomfortable to be hit so one-sidedly. In addition, the accumulation of damage was burdensome.


  ‘Very strong.’


  The passive that ignored defense reduced the effect of Triple Layers. No, maybe Hao had a passive that dealt extra damage in PvP. Grid frowned as he released the chains and tried to counterattack. He launched a straight and narrow attack to prevent Hao from avoiding it.  The sword with the shortest orbit threatened Hao, but he easily blocked it.


  But there was a problem. It was Grid’s ridiculously high strength.


  Kkirik! Kkikikik!


  ‘What is this...?’


  Was this the feeling of being trampled on by an ogre? Grid’s strong power started to crush Hao, who couldn’t bear the weight of Iyarugt.


  Chwaruruk!


  Hao winced, stepped back and once again threw his chain. However, Grid had rich battle experience and was unlikely to be hit by the same pattern. The moment that Hao threw the chain, he narrowly moved to the left, avoiding the chain. At this point, Hao didn’t try to hit back because he was off balance. This gave Grid the change to use Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Kill.


  ‘Let’s increase Yakult’s experience!’


  Kuooooh!


  The extreme sword filled with killing intent! Hao gulped at the fearsome energy and hurriedly moved.


  ‘I can’t allow it to happen!’


  Half draconian Hao didn’t have too many active skills, but he had a variety of passive skills. Increase in PvP attack power and defense, ignore some of the target’s defense, neutralize some of the damage received, fast recovery etc. It was easy to say that he had a body optimized for combat. In a battle between players, it was possible for him to deal more than 10,000 damage. Depending on the situation, he would deliberately allow the enemy to attack and then use it to counterattack.


  However, Grid’s attack power was too burdensome. Hao thought of other rankers dying in one blow and desperately moved his hands.


  Teook!


  It was perfect timing. Hao grabbed Iyarugt with his hand and twisted it slightly.


  [Iyarugt has been unequipped!] 


  [This is the result of a skill. You won’t lose ownership of the item. In 12 seconds, the item will return to your inventory.]


  It was the usage of Weapon Shed. A secret technique that needed to be used at the perfect spot that was marked! It was a skill with the highest difficulty, much harder to use than a counterattack, and it made Iyarugt drop to the ground. 


  “Haaap!”


  Hao used Dragon's Breath and stabbed his sword at Grid’s heart. Grid was empty handed and couldn’t block the attack, but it was too fast to be avoided. Hao was convinced that he would deal a deadly blow to Grid.


  ‘It doesn’t matter if he uses the God Hands.’


  Hao was ready to threw chains to constrain them. In this situation, the only way for Grid to resist was with Magic Missile. Hao just needed to avoid that and...


  “What?”


  Hao, who was smiling confidently, became shocked.


  Jeeeong!


  What gap did he pull it out of? Grid equipped himself with a blue black sword in lieu of the lost Iyarugt. The camera zoomed in on Hao’s shaky gaze as the attack was blocked.
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  Hao was confused. 


  ‘It can be dangerous to have my judgment impaired in this state.' 


  Hao made a brilliant decision and leapt back, opening a wide distance from Grid. He was worried about the possibility of Grid catching up and dealing a counterattack. Hao thought about it after securing a safe distance.


  ‘He pulled out a new weapon in one second?’


  It was simple to swap to new items. First open the inventory, reach inside the inventory that was created in the air and think of the ‘desired item.’ However, it took at least 2.5 seconds to complete this sequence. This was also based on high rankers.


  The time it took to open the inventory and reach inside was around 1 second, then it took around 1.5 seconds to clearly recall the item they wanted. A player with very high concentration could shorten that time to 2 seconds, but to do it in 1 second?


  It was impossible. Yet Grid did it.


  ‘What did he do?’


  Hao couldn’t understand it and touched on something sensitive.


  “A bug?”


  It was a ridiculous question for anyone who knew the game. Satisfy was famous for never having a bug since it opened. Grid stared serenely into Hao’s shaky gaze and laughed.


  “I have been stupid since I was young.”


  No matter how hard he studied, he couldn’t do better than others. He couldn’t even maintain an average score. In particular, he always got less than 30 points on tests in subjects where he had to understand formulas. There were times when he didn’t even get one point.


  “Thus, I was obsessed with simple memorization. Every day, memorize, memorize, and memorize...”


  As a result, he was able to receive 80 points for subjects with simple memorization. He barely succeeded in enrolling in university, a placed described as ‘where those with money can enter.’ But it was very difficult for him to follow the university classes.


  “Then the virtual reality game was released and I committed to it.”


  However, his lack of talent grabbed his ankles even in the game. Grid played Satisfy all day, but couldn’t reach an average player. He became debt-ridden instead of making money.


  “I was stupid and kept hunting the same mobs. While others were hunting 10 or 20 of one mob, I was hunting thousands. But what was the point of that? My level and items didn’t develop and I couldn’t pay the capsule fee, forcing me to finally find construction jobs.”


  He tried hard at first. But what did it matter?


  “I couldn’t learn skills because I lacked comprehension.”


  Thus, he focused on simple tasks. Shovelling, carrying materials, cleaning, and so on.


  “I was always bored.”


  Study, gaming, and work. He couldn’t do anything other than simple tasks, making him feel ashamed and not enjoy it. But he didn’t give up. He complained about his lacking talent and just wanted to be average. He didn’t want to be ignored by people anymore!


  The result that Grid obtained?  Indomitable tenacity. Once the goal was set, Grid focused on it without giving up to the end. In other words, Grid’s concentration was greatly disciplined and this was steadily proven after he changed to Pagma’s Descendant. Every time he made an item, he hammered for many hours and didn’t give up when facing various trials.


  "Therefore, I think my concentration is better than others.”


  Grid spoke casually, but his concentration was already beyond the category of a human. He was about to summon the inventory and think about the item he wanted at the same time. It was also in the middle of combat. Of course, this wasn’t easy.


  It happened since he fought his clone in the Behen Archipelago. He was inspired after seeing the clone swap items as needed and steadily practiced.


  "Well, this is the power of effort.”


  “...?”


  Hao couldn’t understand any of what he just heard. Grid’s words were too ridiculous. Because he was an idiot, he tried hard and gained a concentration that exceeded humans?


  ‘Isn’t that more of a genius than an idiot?’


  There weren’t many people who could overcome their limitations with effort alone. Hao saw Grid as a genius. It was absurd that Grid was so obtuse. On the other hand, Grid was conscious of the camera.


  "Indeed, the diamond class capsule from the Comet Group is great. As soon as I thought about it, all systems reacted and the inventory was opened immediately. I was able to escape from the crisis thanks to this.”


  "...”


  PPL even in the midst of this?


  ‘Stop being so ridiculous!’


  Hao looked at Grid who picked up Iyarugt from the ground with renewed killing intent.


  "Yes, it doesn’t matter if you are an idiot or a genius. Anyway, I'll be the winner! I’ll show you my real skills!”


  Jjejeok!


  Jjejejejeok!


  Hao screamed as his skin split apart and red scales started to emerge. It was the step to transform into a draconian. A pair of huge wings emerged from the back of his body, grabbing the attention of the viewers.


  『 The power of a draconian is finally being used! 』


  『 Hao is very strong in this state. He beat Katz, one of the strong winning PvP candidates, and fought against Damian for a while. 』


  Hao’s eyes turned completely gold and fangs were revealed as he opened his mouth. Then he fired flames at Grid.


  Peeng!


  Grid avoided it. Triple Layers reduced the damage of physical attacks, but a breath was filled with magic power.


  “How long can you last?”


  Hao flapped his wings and approached Grid, who was bending back to avoid the breath! The speed was lightning fast as he waved his hands.


  Jjejeong! Jjejejeok!


  There was a reason he threw away a sword after turning into a draconian. Hao’s sharp claws, which were stronger than a sword, struck Grid’s Triple Layers. 


  [You have suffered 3,230 damage.]


  [You have suffered 3,260 damage.]


  [The experience of Tiramet's Belt has increased by 0.3%!]


  ‘Amazing!’


  The more Grid was hit, the more thrilled he felt. He wondered how many times he had such happy moments in his life! The commentators and viewers were alarmed as they saw Grid smiling while being wounded. 


  ‘Smiling during this...’


  Was Grid a pervert? There was also the time he was hit by the flail during the siege, causing speculation to grow.


  “Can you feel the difference?”


  Hao shouted. As he kept hitting Grid, Hao was convinced that the class difference between himself and Grid was like the difference between the sky and the earth. Grid’s health had already fallen to almost half. Hao’s attack speed after throwing away his sword was so fast that the speed of Grid’s health loss accelerated.


  Chwaack!


  “...!”


  Hao’s sharp claws cut at Grid’s chest. Grid was hit hard by the critical, but he wasn’t the one surprised. It was because Hao’s claws were caught on Triple Layers and wouldn’t move!


  [The draconian’s claws have been bound to this armor!]


  [The draconian’s claws have been forcibly pulled out!]


  [The durability of the draconian’s claws has decreased by 3!]


  ‘How absurd...!’


  After transforming into a draconian, his claws had a durability of 10. Repairing them wasn’t possible and they would be destroyed when the durability was low. It took a day for them to grow back. But Hao had never experienced the durability of his claws falling.


  A half dragon’s claws were very hard. His claws were always fine when hunting golem based monsters or attacking a high ranker’s weapons.


  ‘This is huge armor...’


  Hao was astonished by Grid’s items as he rotated in the air and the heel of his foot precisely struck Grid’s jaw. At this moment, Grid’s health gauge dropped to one-third. Hao believed that Grid would use the God Hands and Blackening and started attacking more fiercely. He fired breaths and swung his claws.


  On the other hand, Grid didn’t even counterattack. He could only block or avoid attacks. Nevertheless, he allowed most attacks, showing how good Hao’s control skills were. The commentators were embarrassed by this one-sided battle.


  『 I knew that Hao was the counter to Grid, but this... 』


  『 I didn’t realize the level difference was so big. 』


  『 Now Grid is just holding on. 』


  “Blackening.”


  Peeok!


  “Use it!”


  Peeeeok!


  "It won’t succeed!”


  Kwa kwang!


  Hao’s momentum rose as the one-sided violence continued. Grid kept being hit, hit, and hit. Hao confirmed that Grid’s health was down to a quarter and prepared the final blow.


  "This is the end."


  20 minutes had passed since the match started. He couldn’t keep his promise to beat Grid in 10 minutes. Hao was very sorry, but what could he do? Grid’s defense and health were ridiculously excellent! But this was the end. He dealt the ending blow.


  “Dragon Claws.”


  Kiiing.


  Hao’s claws grew longer. In other words, the draconian’s claws became harder and sharper. At this moment, Hao’s claws were strong enough to match a real dragon’s claws.


  “Die!”


  The moment when Hao’s claws moved from left to right and hit Grid. Grid stepped backwards and used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Revolve. The commentators and viewers regarded it as Grid’s last hurrah. Nobody imagined that Grid, who hadn’t been able to resist until now, would be able to get the right timing.


  However, a chill went down Hao’s spine. The timing of Grid’s counterattack was too perfect!


  Jjeejeeeong!


  "Kuaaaaack!”


  Hao screamed and shed blood.


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 25,600 damage to the target.]


  [You have recovered 1,280 health thanks to Elfin Stone’s Ring!]


  In a single strike, Hao’s health was reduced by almost half while Grid recovered his health. Grid, who moved back and blocked the chain thrown by Hao with Lantier’s cloak, secretly put on Doran’s Ring and provoked Hao.


  “The next 40 minutes. Can you endure?”


  “You bastard...!”


  The cooldown time for any counterattack skill was long. In addition, few users had two or more counterattack skills. The duration of Dragon Claws wasn’t over yet, so Hao swiped at Grid’s face.


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 12,590 damage to the target.]


  'That's it!'


  It felt like Grid’s defense had decreased suddenly, but it was a good sign. There was no need to worry. This would give him a chance to win again.  Hao smiled with satisfaction. But that smile didn’t last long.


  [The target has recovered 18,885 health.]


  "What?”


  What effect was this? Hao looked like he had seen a ghost as he stepped back. Grid looked at him and lifted Lantier’s Cloak, which he had wrapped around himself to defend against the chain. The armor revealed was the Holy Light Armor, not Triple Layers. The defense was lower than Triple Layers, but it was the armor with the ridiculous option of increasing the effect of recovery skills by 300%.


  “Come again.”


  After the synergy of the Holy Light Armor and Doran’s Ring was revealed, Grid replaced it with Triple Layers again. Hao looked at him grimly and came to a simple conclusion.


  “I give up.”


  It was a shocking declaration. The 1.4 billion Chinese people supporting Hao were frustrated and doubted their ears. But the person who was even more frustrated than the Chinese...


  “Why?”


  It was Grid.


  “There are still 40 minutes left! Why?!!”


  On this day. One of Grid’s hidden sides was exposed to the world. It didn’t bode well.
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  ‘He can restore 150% of the damage done?’


  ‘It must be a one-time thing.’


  Everyone in the world was paying attention to Grid. The players who were participating in PvP right now, as well as the healers who didn’t participate in the National Competition.


  Grid. He combined top class power with the best blacksmithing skill, and was also capable of exercising a tremendous force as head of Overgeared. There were countless forces in the world who hadn’t yet proven to be overwhelming, but were watched with vigilance. This was a great chance to analyze Grid’s strengths and weaknesses, so people focused on Grid, especially Kraugel.


  ‘Grid...’


  If Kraugel thought about his mother, he hoped that Grid wouldn’t reach the finals. But his heart wanted the opposite result. He wanted to compete with Grid. He wanted to fight, enjoy, and develop with Grid.


  '...A selfish greed.’


  Kraugel painfully repressed his heart and left the waiting room. It was to prepare for the second round that would start in 30 minutes.


  ***


  Boo!


  Boooooo!


  The crowd was booing. Amidst the booing, Chinese curses could be heard.


  "Ni chi fan le ma!” (https://hinative.com/en-US/questions/4621545)


  That was 100% a Korean. In any case, the crowd couldn’t hide their anger towards Hao. There were even people throwing rubbish.


  "Why did you give up!?”


  After logging out, Grid refused the interview from the host and ran up to Hao. Why would he give up after beating up Grid for 20 minutes? It was obvious slapping and hitting! It didn’t feel like Grid had won. Above all, Grid wanted to fight longer to reduce the cooldown of Assimilation and gain item experience.


  Peok!


  Hao, whose face was hit by a plastic bottle thrown by a Chinese audience member, turned towards Grid. His eyes were clear as he looked at Grid, no signs of anger, resentment, or regret anywhere.


  "It’s foolish to cling to a losing fight.”


  Things would’ve been different if it wasn’t official. Hao would’ve fought against Grid without giving up to the last minute. He would ‘learn.’ But this was the National Competition. All types of people were watching the battle and there was great risk in revealing all his skills.


  "I have been fighting you for 20 minutes, but my attitude from the start was the problem. I am ashamed that I didn’t recognize your skills.”


  Grid was above him. Hao realized the truth and humbly bowed his head.


  "I am in awe of you.”


  Think about it. Why did Grid call himself dull-witted? Then Hao looked back. Grid’s past. All the information on him. Then Hao was able to come to a conclusion. Grid had reached this position because of his hard work. Other rankers had the weapon of ‘innate talent.’


  "...You are special.”


  Hao’s passion was lit. The next person since Kraugel. It was also the complete opposite to Kraugel.


  ‘The genius Kraugel was the sky from the beginning.’


  The dull-witted Grid was a tower. He stacked the stones piece by piece and headed towards the sky. Hao had no choice but to feel awe. However, there was one thing that worried him.


  “Don’t let it fall.”


  A tower would eventually collapse at some point. The more height that was accumulated, the riskier it was. If Grid met a disaster that couldn’t be overcome with effort, it was doubtful that he could escape from the impact. Hao didn’t know if Grid would admit defeat or give up.


  ‘I don’t know who I should be worried about right now.’


  Hao smiled and turned his back to Grid.


  “If Grid breaks the sky, I will have to serve Grid.”


  Lauel’s strong words once again rang in his mind. This time, Hao was no longer offended.


  ***


  32 participants entered the second round. Among them were the strongest candidates: Russia’s Kraugel, Canada’s Chris, Japan’s Damian and Katz, the United States’ Skull, Spain’s Pon, and Britain’s Regas.


  『 And there is the Korean Grid. 』


  『 Hey... I didn’t expect China’s Hao to be eliminated in the first round. It was also a forfeit? It’s an unheard of incident. 』


  『 Grid’s ability to grow and recover transcended Hao’s expectations. No matter how hard Grid is beaten, he is like a zombie and his attack power even becomes stronger? 』


  『 But Hao still gave up too easily. Maybe Hao’s stamina was too weak 』


  The second round started while the commentators were talking. The contents of the matches weren’t bad. It was a situation where each of the winning candidates beat the opponent to advance to the next round. 


  Kraugel effortlessly won without allowing a single attack. Skull was doing his best in the belief that he would lead the United States to victory. Katz was intoxicated by his own strength. Pon won while dreaming about being the best spearman. It happened when the ratings started to drop slightly due to there being no big surprises.


  『 It’s finally here! 』


  『 The 15th match in the second round! 』 


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  The somewhat quiet atmosphere of the Stade de France National Stadium changed drastically. The ratings of the international broadcasts rose sharply. It was a glimpse of how high the interest in the 15th match was.


  『 The main characters of the match that everyone has been waiting for! 』


  『 Damian and Regas! Regas and Damian! 』


  The first user pope, Damian. He specialized in the sword and magic, had overwhelming tanking power and buff power, in addition to his recovery power. He boasted the perfect combat balance and was comparable to Kraugel and Grid. Regas also couldn’t be ignored.


  He was the strongest since the days when the Overgeared Guild was the Tzedakah Guild. He was the idol of all martial artists in the world for a long time and attracted attention as the only ‘Asura’ class.


  『 Isn’t the Asura class really tricky? 』


  『 It is said to have the highest difficulty among the 3rd advancement classes. I would rather get a hidden class than the Asura. 』 


  『 There is speculation that the Asura 4th advancement class will be linked to a hidden class. Due to this, many martial artists haven’t switched to a third advancement class and are focused on the Asura class quest. 』 


  『 The strength of an Asura is amazing... Each skill has an abnormally high accuracy and every hit adds combo damage. 』 


  『 There is an additional aspect that when fighting the enemy, it deals extra lightning damage. 』


  『 But it is questionable if he can link a combo with Damian... 』


  Nobody could predict the winner. Damian and Regas greeted each other onstage.


  “It feels strange to meet you in a place like this.”


  “Yes.”


  The two smiling men. They were usually very good friends. Damian liked Regas, who never despised him for being an otaku, while Regas was just friendly to people. But their eyes changed the moment they received the signal to start the battle.


  “Divine Protection, Incarnation of Light, Goddess’ Blessing.”


  From the beginning, Damian used buffs that increased his attack power, defense, all stats, and pulled out a shield. It was because it wasn’t possible to deal with Regas in a no buffs state.


  “Great! Hahat!”


  Damian was surrounded by a gold and silver aura that gave off a brilliant radiance. Regas couldn’t find a gap and rushed wildly towards him. Kraugel, who returned to the waiting room and watched the match, was rarely amazed.


  ‘Isn’t this too hasty?’


  If the opponent used buffs, you should buy time until the buffs ended. Especially if the opponent was someone strong like Damian. Kraugel couldn’t understand why Regas attempted a frontal match against Damian. Even he thought it was too difficult to touch Damian in a full buffed condition.


  It was as he expected. Regas rushed wildly and received a counterattack. Damian’s shield absorbed the damage and unleashed a fast and elaborate attack. An Asura had the worst defense and it was lightly shattered.


  ‘...It can’t be.’


  Regas countered against Damian’s shield, allowing attacks and not worrying about his rapidly dropping health gauge. His attack speed was slowly but surely getting faster. But the only person who detected this was Kraugel. In fact, even Damian didn’t notice the slight change in Regas and before he knew it, he allowed a strong counterattack.


  “Cough!”


  Damian didn’t have time to raise a shield as he was hit in the stomach, causing him to fall towards the ground. His face was then hit by Regas’ ruthless knee.


  "Kkuk!”


  The damage of the second strike was different from the first. The second blow was more painful. The third blow would be even more painful.


  'I can’t allow him to achieve a combo...!’


  Damian hurriedly lifted his shield. The timing and angle was perfect to block Regas’ fist. Just before Regas’ fist was blocked by the big, square shield.


  Peeok!


  “Keok!”


  Damian coughed up blood again. He was struck by Regas’ kick!


  ‘When did he kick...?’


  Regas could freely move his arms and legs with no time difference? No one was surprised by Regas’ skills.


  『 Regas, who defeated the 3rd ranked Chris in the National Competition last year and played a nice match with Grid...! He has further evolved! 』


  『 He has good control skills comparable to Hao, and has transcended the existence of a martial artist. I can only feel admiration. 』


  Would Regas win this time? As everyone was carefully guessing, Regas’ next attack struck Damian’s chin.


  “Wow...”


  The crowd exclaimed. The more combos that were linked, the more damage that Regas dealt. Damian’s health gauge was noticeably reduced. But Damian was a pope.


  “Goddess’ Breath.”


  An absolute recovery skill. The most powerful healing skill that restored 100% of his health, and 70% of his party member’s health.


  “Goddess' Protection.”


  Peeeeeong!


  A shield that negated the enemy’s attack once, it completely stopped Regas’ combo. Then Damian used an aggressive skill.


  “Goddess’ Wrath.”


  Puaaaaaaaah!


  A gleam of light struck Regas.


  ***


  『 The winner is Damian!! 』


  Damian vs Regas was the most intense match in the first and second round. The two men fought for 31 minutes and 20 seconds, putting on a show that thrilled the spectators and viewers. The commentators couldn’t express the richness and depth of the confrontation.


  Perhaps that was why? The people of the world couldn’t emerge from the afterglow. They couldn’t focus on anything that the host was saying on stage. But it was only for a short moment. 


  Grid and Chris. The moment that the two big names were mentioned by the host, people concentrated their attention on the stage again.
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  『 I must admit that Chris’ name value is the highest. But he lost to Regas in last year’s National Competition. I don’t think he is Grid’s opponent. 』


  『 Isn’t this year’s Chris different from last year? At this point, Chris is stronger than Regas. Regas couldn’t beat Seuron, while Chris won over Seuron. 』


  『 During the past year, Chris seems to have pushed his strength of ‘offensive power’ to the limit. If there is anyone who can crush Grid and Damian’s powerful defense, it’s Chris. 』


  『 His strength is clear, as well as his weakness. Chris would have invested most of his stats into strength to increase his attack power, which would make his health very low. He won’t be able to withstand Grid’s attacks. He needs to knock down Grid before he falls first. 』


  『 Putting aside the strength state, doesn’t the stamina stat also increase health? Chris is third on the unified rankings. He should have survival skills due to the know-how and knowledge he accumulated. Chris’ ability with the greatsword is also unparalleled. 』


  Who would win if Grid and Chris fought? The commentators and experts couldn’t easily predict the game. The international broadcasters used real-time ARS to make money, the match between Grid and Chris ending up at 6:4. Grid was slightly ahead.


  On the other hand, Grid and Chris were waging a fierce war of nerves on the stage.


  “You enhanced that weapon to +9. Don’t you have good luck?”


  "It’s the power of money, rather than luck. Haven’t you made a lot of money from the Comet Group? Why didn’t you enhance your weapon before the match started? Grid’s Greatsword seems much better than the one-handed sword you are using now.”


  "...It isn’t a problem that can be solved by pouring in money.”


  For Grid who was dominated by bad luck, Grid’s Greatsword was a cursed weapon. He put his name on it, making the enhancement probability really bad. Grid pledged to change the name of the Grid Set.


  ‘Well, I have enhanced Iyarugt to +9, so let’s be satisfied with this.’


  Iyarugt had been enhanced to +9 in preparation for the National Competition and had showed off a powerful performance. The problem was that it was insufficient compared to the legendary rated Grid’s Greatsword.


  ‘+9 Grid’s Greatsword...’


  The base attack power of 1,440 would reach 2,500 after reaching +9.


  It had a chance to block the enemy’s attacks, do 3 Joint Attacks, deal 30% increase in cutting damage, 20% increase in skull damage, increased attack power in dark places, activate a critical after hitting the target five times and if a skill was connected within 0.5 seconds after 3 Joint Attacks, additional damage would be dealt. 


  It was a weapon with all types of brilliant and overwhelming options. How much would it hurt? A chill went down Grid’s spine as he imagined it.


  '...Not even Triple Layers can endure it.’


  In the first place, the gaps in Triple Layers was unlikely to do any damage to a greatsword. The blade was wide and thick, so the barbs in the gaps wouldn’t work properly.


  ‘Maybe this time, it’s better to abandon the idea of raising the belt’s experience.’


  Grid decided that in order to avoid as much damage as possible, he would fight aggressively and focus on acquiring experience for just Iyarugt and Elfin Stone’s Ring. At the same time, the host announced the start of the match. In order to take advantage of the slow speed of a greatsword, Grid immediately used Link to maximize the quick attack speed of the one-handed Iyarugt. There was no way for Chris to cope.


  Pit!


  Pipipipipit!


  Dozens of energy blades were created and shot towards Chris. Grid imagined Chris shedding blood all over his body. But that didn’t happen.


  "Huup!”


  It was because Chris swung his greatsword in a circle and deflected all the strikes. Grid clicked his tongue. Chris's swordsmanship was perfect. It used the shortest path while the range was very large, making it easy to cover for the slow speed.


  ‘Truly great.’


  Grid felt a lot of emotions as he watched Chris throughout the National Competition. It was envy. Grid treated his greatsword as his main weapon before he got Iyarugt, so he cherished Chris’ swordsmanship.


  ‘I also want to be like that.’


  ‘I will become like that.’


  He really didn’t know how many times he thought this.


  Chaaeng!


  Chris deflected the dozens of stranges of Link and counterattacked, striking with the greatsword. Iyarugt blocked it, but Grid was pushed back by the force.


  ‘This bastard, don’t tell me...’


  Was Chris’ strength higher than Grid’s? It was an unpleasant experience for Grid to be pushed back, since he always had an edge when it came to strength.


  Jjejeong!


  Jjeejeeeong!


  Chris continued the momentum. He repeatedly twisted his waist and linked a second, third, fourth and fifth attack. Every time the swords collided, the repulsive force slightly increased Chris’ attack speed. And every time Grid defended against an attack coming from the left and right, he received a shock and moved backwards.


  [The durability of Iyarugt has decreased by 4!]


  [The experience of Iyarugt has increased by 0.1%!]


  The notification windows appeared, but Grid didn’t seem happy. It was because it was impossible to confront Chris’ successive attacks.


  Jjejeong!


  In the end, Grid couldn’t bear the weight of Chris’ attack and was bounced back. Chris’ greatsword was already heading towards him at a right angle.


  Seokeok!


  Grid’s chest was cut from the bottom to the top. Grid was astonished.


  [You have suffered 4,977 damage.]


  ‘Isn’t he better than expected?’


  He had expected Chris’ attack power to be one step higher than Hao. However, he didn’t know it would be this much. Chris dealt 5,000 damage in one basic blow, making him feel like a boss monster.


  "Magic Missile."


  Grid maintained his composure, summoning four God Hands and firing Magic Missiles at the same time.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Grid aimed at the gap while Chris’ body was being hit and used the footwork of Kill. Chris didn’t block or avoid them. To be precise...


  Chris’ choice was hitting them.


  “100 ton Sword!”


  ‘This skill...!’


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Puok!


  As Chris used his skill, Grid’s Kill touched his chest. Grid suffered 10,000 damage while Chris suffered 17,000 damage. Grid’s skill damage was higher, but Chris’ weapon was stronger. The difference in damage came from their defense. Grid also had a slight recovery in health thanks to Elfin Stone’s Ring.


  However, Chris didn’t shrink back. He already aimed his greatsword again towards Grid’s tattered chest. Grid thought that it was best not to confront him head on, so he defended against the attack with the God Hands and used Pinnacle in the gap.


  This was a mistake. Chris's second class, Tyrant, had a number of ways to boost his strength stat, one of which was to absorb some of the strength stats of ‘all beings’ in a 5 meter radius!


  “Hufff!”


  The unique rated ‘God Hands’ received 30% of their master’s strength and dexterity! Chris took away the strength of the God Hands and Grid, sweeping his greatsword through the battlefield. Then.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  The four God Hands were unable to withstand Chris’ blow and stiffened. Then just before Grid completed Pinnacle, Chris’ greatsword struck him.


  [You have been hit by a lethal blow!]


  [The skill Pinnacle has been cancelled!}


  [You have suffered 8,900 damage.]


  ‘Crazy!’


  It became more painful! Grid was once again surprised by Chris’ crazy attack power and used Revolve for Chris’ next strike. But the effect was minimal. It was because Chris struck it. Chris hit the reflected Revolve and was able to avoid a fatal blow.


  ‘What was that?’


  Grid was dumbfounded.


  ‘He thought to use the momentum?’


  Ssik.


  Chris smiled. Grid realized something.


  ‘A fake!’


  Jjejeong! Jjang!


  Kwang!


  Chris’ onslaught was very intimidating and Grid rushed to defend with Iyarugt. The red black and blue black lights intertwined, causing a wonderful exploding effect that made the viewers feel ecstatic.


  "Grid is being pushed...?”


  “It doesn’t look like Grid can endure. Chris’ attack power is so high that an average player would stiffen every time they defended.”


  "Then it is safe to say that Chris’ attacks have a 100% chance of inducing an abnormal status?”


  "Really strong... He was strong from the beginning, but now more than ever.”


  “Was he hiding his skills?”


  Chris was underestimated. The spectators and viewers belatedly realized that Grid could be defeated. 


  “This is enough.”


  The different in strength and the weapon’s attack power meant that Grid would keep being pushed back. He decided this couldn’t continue and pulled out a means to overturn the situation. Blackening? That wasn’t enough.


  Teong!


  Grid recalled Iyarugt after clashing with Chris’ greatsword and pulled out the +9 Failure. It was a lightning fast item swap.


  “What are you doing Grid? Pulling out a weapon used in the National Competition last year! Surely you aren’t giving up?”


  Chris didn’t stop attacking Grid despite his misunderstand. The number of attacks increased and Chris was about to invoke the Tyrant’s Pleasure passive. Grid blocked the incoming Chris. 


  Kwa kwang!


  The result of the collision between the shark-like +9 Failure and the +9 Grid’s Greatsword.


  “...!”


  Chris was pushed back! Grid stayed firmly in place while Chris shook slightly. It was a completely reversed situation. Grid laughed at Chris, who had a disbelieving expression on his face.


  "It is too bad for you, but Failure is the strongest.”


  The +9 Failure had a maximum attack power of 3,682. It was at least 1,000 points higher than the +9 Grid’s Greatsword.
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  Chris faltered from the shock caused by the exchange between him and Grid. His upper body was shaking as he blocked the continuous attacks from Grid. It meant he was being pushed when it came to power.


  ‘Chris is being pushed back in a battle of strength?’


  The waiting room assigned to the participants for the third round. Kraugel was surprised as he sat alone and watched the confrontation between Grid and Chris. He didn’t think a player that could beat Chris when it came to strength existed. It was natural when he thought about it.


  ‘Chris has a unique strength stat.’


  None of them could win against Chris with strength, even Kraugel. Yet Grid won.


  ‘The more I know, the more amazing he is...’


  Every person had a different depth and that depth had a limit. As a person was more and more exposed, their foundations would eventually be revealed. But Grid was the opposite. New and wonderful things were discovered about him every time.


  Kraugel was thrilled.


  “Maybe...”


  Was it possible for Grid to clear the ‘Beat Baal’s Contractor’ quest first? Agnus. Grid might be the only one who could go against the monster that was growing rapidly right now.


  Of course.


  “That is a story for a distant future.”


  Had Grid ever met Agnus? Kraugel was suddenly curious.


  ***


  A general greatsword design had a linear structure. Due to that, a greatsword had a unique wild charm. However, Grid’s blue greatsword was thin like a shark’s fin and there were curved details in every part of the sword. It was more three dimensional and beautiful. If a common greatsword was Rambo X, Grid’s greatsword was PeXri! It was even more powerful. At first glance, it was better than Grid’s Greatsword.


  “Why is the name Failure?”


  Chris was pushed in attack power.


  Jjejeong! Jjang!


  Chris’s eyes were shaking sharply as he gradually stepped back while defending against Grid’s attacks. There was a big psychological impact.


  ‘I can’t be like Kraugel.’


  Chris knew he wasn’t perfect, so he dug into one path. It was the path he was most confident in, attack power. He didn’t know about anything else, but he promised to be good with attack power. After receiving the Tyrant second class and Grid’s Greatsword, he was confident he had achieved his goal.


  But reality was different. He was pushed by Grid’s items.


  “What is that weapon? Why is a greatsword you made more than a year ago better than Grid’s Greatsword?”


  Chris had the best knowledge about greatswords. Based on his knowledge and experience, the blue greatsword Grid was currently using was the strongest weapon. Grid explained to the confused Chris.


  “Failure is the origin of Grid’s Greatsword. Strictly speaking, Grid’s Greatsword is the mass produced version of Failure.”


  “What...?”


  Grid’s Greatsword, believed to be the most powerful weapon just two minutes ago, was just a mass produced weapon? Chris gritted his teeth.


  “I see. This is why you didn’t strengthen Grid’s Greatsword to +9. There is no reason to invest a lot of money into mass production items.”


  Chris asked him to make the best weapon, but it was actually a mass produced one...


  It felt like a scam. The back of his head was tingling. Grid panicked as he saw the betrayal in Chris’ eyes.


  "There seems to be a misunderstanding. Grid’s Greatsword is actually better than Failure. The options of Grid’s Greatsword are far superior. Failure is only better when it comes to attack power.”


  “The most important thing when it comes to a weapon is attack power!”


  Chaaeng!


  The two people kept swinging their swords while they were having a conversation. There was a burst of energy whenever Failure hit Chris’ greatsword.


  “...Well, maybe that’s true. It has high attack power.”


  But Failure was still a failure. There was no player able to meet the conditions of use, so it couldn’t be commercialized.


  ‘But Chris...’


  Wouldn’t he be able to use Failure in around a year?


  ‘At that time, I will be using a much better weapon.’


  A sense of superiority. It was enough to make him feel excited. A wide smile spread on Grid’s face. For him who lived a life of defeat and frustration, this feeling of superiority was a very nice and happy feeling. But he wasn’t stupid. He had a duty to try his best to knock Chris down.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Jjejeong! Jjang!


  Grid started his sword dance. As he moved forward while slashing horizontally, his waist slightly twisted.


  “Linked Kill.”


  It was different from one year ago. Other people had grown like him and were strong. Thus, Grid felt a greater bliss. Once he knocked down a true powerhouse, his value would rise!


  Peeng!


  It was like a cannon being fired. Chris’ response to the fearsome energy blade was simple and ignorant. It was to stop it. This was an inevitable choice. Grid’s attack speed was so fast that Chris couldn’t avoid it with his low agility. In addition, Grid’s agility was over 2,000 points.


  "Smash!"


  Peeeeeong!


  The moment that the unique class skill ‘Tyrant’s Destruction’ hit Linked Kill, a huge shockwave occurred. It was like an earthquake. The huge rectangular stage shook so much that it wouldn’t be strange if it collapsed right now.


  "The attack power of the two people... How high is it?”


  The commentators and viewers were amazed as they commented on Grid and Chris’ unparalleled destructive power.


  “200 ton Sword!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The second blow of Linked Kill collided with Chris’ skill, causing a roar. The cloaks that Chris and Grid were wearing shook like they were caught in a typhoon.


  “God Hands!”


  Grid shouted as the third consecutive Linked Kill shot forward. The God Hands reacted immediately, attacking Chris with their weapons. Chris endured the pain and used 300 ton Sword, cancelling out the third Linked Kill.


  “Kuk...!”


  Grid groaned. He was overwhelmed by Chris from the moment that 200 ton Sword was used. It was difficult to endure the 300 ton Sword.


  [The durability of Failure has decreased by 20.]


  ‘Enormous damage!’


  Grid admired Chris, while Chris’ appreciation of Grid was more than that.


  ‘Great mountain...!’


  Chris realized it from the beginning. He couldn’t break Grid down. But he didn’t feel frustrated. Chris enjoyed it. It was an overwhelming experience to fight someone in a contest of strength, making his blood become heated up.


  “1,000 ton Sword!”


  The ultimate destructive attack was used in response to the fourth Linked Kill. The momentum was above the level of Kill. Indeed, the ultimate skill of the third advancement class had as much power as a legendary skill.


  “This is crazy...!”


  Should Grid use Blackening? Grid’s face paled as he prepared for the shock.


  Kwaaaaang!


  The 1,000 ton Sword literally tore through the 4th Linked Kill and struck Grid’s chest.


  [You have suffered 25,900 damage.]


  [The durability of Triple Layers has decreased by 55!]


  [The durability of the Thick Helmet has decreased by 21.]


  [The durability of the Largest Gloves has decreased by 15!]


  [The durability of the Shiny Leggings has decreased by 34!]


  “Kuak!”


  It was the moment when the explosive synergy between the passive skill ‘Defense Penetration’ and the passive skill of the unique second class, ‘Additional damage is dealt in proportion to the target’s defense’ was displayed. Grid couldn’t avoid huge damage despite being equipped with armor that decreased physical damage.


  Grid’s body was bloody, but he showed signs of life.


  "This is interesting... Would I have died if 3 Joint Attacks was activated? Yes, let’s see who will fall first.”


  An eye for an eye! This was it! He would repay the damage that he received. It happened when Grid corrected his posture and was about to use Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Pinnacle Kill.


  『 Chris has been defeated! 』


  “...?”


  Chris turned to grey. Throughout his exchange with Grid, he kept being hit by the God Hands and eventually ran out of health.


  “...Ah.”


  Grid was in a bad mood. He won, but it didn’t seem like he won.


  ***


  “Couldn’t you have died after one more strike?”


  It was unfair that he was beaten up so much and couldn’t repay it. Contrary to the upset Grid, Chris had a refreshed expression on his face. He competed in a frontal match without any deception. He might’ve lost, but it felt pleasant.


  “Let’s fight again if there is another chance.”


  "...”


  Chris smiled and extended his hand for a handshake. Grid stared at him like an eagle and eventually laughed.


  "Let’s hang out one day.”


  It was a refreshing feeling.


  ***


  The waiting room for the round of 8 contestants.


  Katz was with a surprising person.


  It was Lauel. 


  "Should I tell you the way to beat Grid now?”


  Lauel asked as soon as the confrontation between Grid and Chris was over. Katz snorted.


  "I can beat him simply because I am stronger.”


  “...You’re reliable. But if you want to increase the odds, you should keep my advice in mind.”


  Lauel started to explain. Lauel was more familiar with Grid than anyone else, and he was now giving this information to Katz. Katz asked doubtfully after listening to the explanation.


  “Aren’t you exposing too much of Grid’s weaknesses? What if I later become Grid’s enemy?”


  Lauel shrugged.


  "You want Grid’s items, so the possibility of you becoming hostile to him is very low...”


  That was a secondary reason. Lauel really believed in Grid.


  “Grid is growing right at this moment. It’s too quick for others to imagine. He will sooner or later overcome the weaknesses that you currently know.”


  "...”


  Katz got an impression of Damian around Lauel. It was the appearance of a Grid worshipper.
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  -Wow… To think that someone could win over Chris with strength... I get serious goosebumps when looking at Grid;;


  -Truly God Grid. He had the worst luck, but still advanced to the 3rd round.


  -He’s on a different level. He’s the first and only one to obtain a legendary class ㅎㅎ


  -Isn’t it funny when you think about it? He was beaten up, but won... ㅡ ㅡ;;


  -Reallyㅋㅋ I think he was hit more often than he dealt damage. In particular, he barely managed to hit Hao.


  -Grid looks like the loser... 


  -What if? 


  -If Grid really wins gold in PvP, South Korea will be first in the rankings.


  No matter his appearance, Grid was actually a winner. There was the atmosphere of a festival in South Korea. Who would’ve imagined that one of the weakest countries in Satisfy could possibly be first in the rankings? It was thanks to Grid, who caused the people of South Korea to go wild.


  “God Grid! God Grid! God Grid!”


  Dream ★ come true!


  Grid’s name was chanted in every house and various media outlets praised Grid’s activities. People got together to talk about Grid and even top stars who represented South Korea were supporting Grid on their social medias. The number of members for Grid’s fan club exceeded the members of Noe’s fan club for the first time since its establishment.


  It was a level of popularity equivalent to Park Chanho, Park Seri, Park Jisung, and Kim Yuna, who raised the status of the country in the past and received great love and respect from the people.


  "Our Youngwoo is great!”


  Grid’s parents were busy receiving congratulatory calls from their cousins and other acquaintances. They felt proud of their son, who could reach his current position with his own strength.


  However, Grid wasn’t excited. The attitude of the press could easily be changed at any time, and the mindset of the public changed accordingly. Grid already knew this through experience. Wasn’t it during the blacksmithing game? The Korean media criticized him as soon as Grid made a normal item.


  ‘The reaction of the people is meaningless.’


  Grid didn’t want a short lived popularity. His goal was to achieve a more complete and steadfast reputation. Shin Youngwoo wanted to make sure that nobody could ever ignore him again.


  ‘In order to achieve that wish.’


  He needed to win in PvP. It was the fastest way.


  ***


  The 3rd round. 


  There were no surprises regarding the results of the first to sixth matches. Kraugel won in the first match and Skull won in the third match as experts predicted. But no one could easily predict the winner of the seventh match.


  Pon vs Katz.


  The strongest players representing Spain and Japan! Pon was always mentioned as the top three in Overgeared, while Katz was a Blood Warrior and showed great strength. It was difficult to say who was stronger.


  ‘I will fight Grid.’


  Pon gazed at Katz with wild eyes. He resembled Regas. He pursued the ultimate peak, and wouldn’t allow anything irrational to interfere in the process. A man who wanted fair growth, fights, and results. It was the reason why Lauel didn’t tell Pon about his plans to recruit Kraugel. If Pon knew Lauel’s plan, he would’ve been uncooperative and mad.


  ‘Pon, please lose to Katz.’


  In the end, Lauel could only hope.


  ‘Please don’t let Katz be defeated.’


  Pon wasn’t capable of beating Grid. No, not just him, but all of the Overgeared members. Grid was a person who constantly made items that could minimize the disadvantages of the Overgeared members. Therefore, he clearly grasped their strength and weaknesses! If Pon won against Katz and advanced to the fourth round, Gird was sure to advance to the semi-finals. 


  Thus, Lauel hoped for Katz to win.


  ‘Katz is the one who has a chance against Grid.’ 


  Other people didn’t know it, but Lauel knew. The reason why Grid had allowed a large number of hits during his matches!


  ‘The reason...’ 


  He wanted to increase the level of his items.


  ‘This is an opportunity for Katz.’


  A Blood Warrior became more powerful as more blood was shed. If Grid was fatally wounded and Katz survived the immortal passive...!


  『 The 7th match of the 3rd round! Pon against Katz! Katz against Pon! It has started! 』


  Lauel watched as Pon and Katz climbed onto the stage. It was only when ‘riding’ that Pon could reveal the true power of a spear knight. Katz watched Pon’s hair blowing as he rode a white horse and thought.


  ‘The Overgeared members are handsome or beautiful.’


  There were exceptions such as Grid, Vantner, and Toon, but the proportion of beautiful people was very high. It was enough to make him wonder if the guild members were accepted due to their face.


  '...Should I get plastic surgery?’


  Katz was seriously hoping to join Overgeared. The reason was simple. He also wanted items. But he needed to prove himself before joining Overgeared.


  ‘My own strength!’


  Kwarururung!


  Hundreds of blood vessels started appearing on Katz’ plain sword. It was the moment when a Blood Warrior’s vampire sword revealed its disgusting appearance. Katz watched Pon as he was surrounded by a bloody light.


  ‘I have to be careful with Mach Spear and Rail Spear.’


  Lauel had told Katz the strategy for Pon as well as Grid. Katz himself repeatedly studied Pon’s combat videos dozens of times.


  ‘It is impossible to react when those two skills are activated. But it’s easy to tell, since they use a unique motion. I can aim for that gap and strike.’


  His first priority was to increase his stats. The moment that Katz stepped forward.


  Pajik!


  “Mach Spear!"


  “...!”


  Pon immediately triggered his strongest skill. It was without any preparatory actions!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “Kuack!”


  What was this? Katz felt confused as he was struck in the heart and received a fatal wound. He was in a ‘stunned’ condition and the metal shock was too great. Pon explained.


  “The power of items.”


  [Pon’s Draw]


  Pon was helpless during the Tiramet raid. It was a special one-time use spear that he commissioned from Grid to overcome his weakness. It had less attack power and durability then a normal spear, but it was easy to use and maximized the passive skill ‘Shortening the skill motion when riding’ of a spear knight.


  The biggest disadvantage was that it was a one-time consumable.  The necessary materials were also difficult to to obtain, making it virtually impossible to make several. This was the first time Pon used the item. 


  Ching!


  In the wake of Rail Spear, Pon took out a new spear and rushed over. He ran on the stage and aimed Mach Spear at Katz’ neck, who was still in the stunned state. In order to maximize the characteristics of a Blood Warrior, Katz didn’t wear heavy armor and turned to grey.


  『 K-Katz has been logged out! 』


  "Waaaaaaaaaaah!”


  5 seconds. Pon secured a win in only 5 seconds. The combination of the overwhelming attack power of a spear knight and Grid’s item led to an unexpected variable. Hao, who was well aware of Katz’ strength after facing him in the target processing event, couldn’t help feeling appalled.


  ‘The Overgeared Guild... Crazy.’


  The reason Pon could win so easily as that he pulled out a trump card. It wouldn’t work so easily on players in the future. Pon had exposed a large amount of his power to win this showdown. The resulting storm could someday grab Pon on the ankle.


  ‘Was it worth it to win this match? He can’t win a gold medal anyway.’


  No matter what the users thought, the atmosphere of the National Competition increased because of this confrontation. The heat of the Stade de France National Stadium rose like an active volcano.


  『 A shocking result!! 』


  『 It reminds me of Grid from last year! 』


  Lauel gritted his teeth as the host’s excited voices were heard.


  ‘Making an item like that and not reporting it to me... No, he kept it a secret because it’s such an item.’


  It was a good move. 


  ‘Now the only one left is Damian...’


  If Damian lost, Grid would meet Kraugel in the finals. If Grid won, the plan to recruit Kraugel was useless. Lauel’s sacrifice of one gold medal would be in vain. Grid and Damian walked onstage as Lauel was nervously biting at his fingernails. The host interviewed the players in order to further enhance the atmosphere.


  “Damian, countless people have predicted your victory. Do you have confidence?”


  People were aware that Grid had the special Blackening skill. Blackening was a skill that transformed a player into having a dark attribute. It was natural to be vulnerable to Damian, who had the ultimate divine power. However, Damian’s answer was unexpected.


  "Of course, I’m not confident.”


  “...?”


  Damian surprised the host with his answer. Damian’s absurd remarks didn’t end there.


  “Grid is the one who beat Pope Drevigo and Pope Candidate Pascal in a one-man raid! Grid is completely a pope killer, a pope killer! A new pope like me isn’t his opponent!"


  “...Huh?”


  The host and viewers doubted their ears. The fact that Grid raided Pascal was something that many people could guess. But to raid him alone? No, the problem wasn’t the pope candidate. Former Pope Drevigo! The existence who killed the ruler of tens of millions of followers was Grid?


  Grid had been completely obscure at the time, so this was a very shocking truth.


  “Grid is an onion...”


  Someone muttered. There was nothing more suitable to describe Grid.




  Chapter 456


  The US representatives who were supporting Skull on one side.


  “It’s ridiculous.”


  They started to deny Damian's words. 1 year and 8 months ago, Grid had raided the pope alone? It wasn’t something that could be understood with common sense.


  “That’s when the rankers would’ve had their second class.” 


  “Grid would’ve been around level 200. At the time, Grid wouldn’t have the specs to raid a named boss.”


  At the time, the Tzedakah Guild had just raided Malacus and became famous. Considering that Grid was a member of the Tzedakah Guild, it was likely that they raided Pope Drevigo as a guild.


  “Damian is a lunatic who calls Grid a ‘god.’ Most of what he says about Grid is a bluff and exaggeration.”


  “I agree.”


  The US representatives denied reality. Was it possible for one level 200 user to raid a pope? But surprisingly, Zibal believed Damian’s words.


  ‘It’s certainly possible.’


  The pope was a priest. Compared to his level, his combat ability and defense was inevitably low. First, he was a humanoid boss with low health.


  ‘Grid’s nonsensical items and offensive power can neutralize the pope’s heals, killing him. Of course, that is on the assumption that a one-on-one situation was created.’


  The US representatives were buzzing.


  ‘You are stupid people.’


  Lauel made a proud expression because he knew the truth.


  ‘Grid was exactly level 150 when he raided the pope. It’s a story that I heard directly from Grid.’


  What level 200? Well, Grid was able to raid Pope Drevigo due to Damian’s buff, but that wasn’t important. Listening to Damian, Grid had actually fought the pope alone.


  ‘Grid is the best.’


  Grid had accomplished a unique feat and kept walking forward. Lauel once again felt thrilled by Grid.


  ‘I also hope that you win.’


  As someone who swore allegiance to Grid and a fan, Lauel sincerely hoped so. He wanted to see Grid collapse the sky above the sky above the whole world. However, Lauel was a politician.  Since he wanted glory for Overgeared and Grid, Lauel’s reason had a desire for the opposite result.


  ‘...Please.’


  There was no one who could win forever. Everyone was supposed to taste frustration. This was life.


  ‘If you are going to taste frustration anyway, wouldn’t it be nice to do it at a good timing?’


  The Overgeared Guild no longer needed to be afraid if Kraugel successfully joined. The seven guilds? The hidden forces, including the Blood Carnival? They weren’t worth anything. The Overgeared Guild would be able to challenge the vampire cities, the East Continent, hell, all types of territories, dragon lairs, and even the Saharan Empire.


  Lauel imagined it. Grid winning the title of the first user king and his right arm, Kraugel. Then the Overgeared members... It was an ideal composition that would lead to a perfect future.


  “Please... Please.”


  Lauel suppressed his personal feelings and focused on reason. He could do this because Grid was the type of person who used frustration as a stepping stone for his efforts. Lauel’s trust in Grid was absolute.


  ***


  The mysterious person who killed Pope Drevigo and brought the Rebecca Church into a new phase was Grid? The spectators and viewers who knew the amazing truth was suspicious, but they were also extremely excited. There was a sense of reverence in their eyes as they gazed at Grid.


  “Player Grid!”


  The host didn’t forget his duty in this inflamed atmosphere. Countless questions poured towards Grid.


  “Did you really raid Drevigo? Did you get to know Damian in the process? What were the circumstances behind raiding Drevigo? What type of person was Drevigo? Ah! What type of items did Drevigo drop?”


  "...”


  Grid didn’t respond to the host’s questions. He had no obligation to answer and his mind was already focused on Damian.


  ‘Damian.’


  Since the first day they met, Damian’s eyes had always been on Grid. Grid didn’t mind. Damian always looked at him with a bright smile and spoke his true heart. Damian might be four years older than Grid, but it felt like watching his younger brother.


  “Damian.”


  “Yes!”


  Damian smiled and immediately replied to Grid’s call. If Grid demanded his surrender, he would immediately agree. However, Grid didn’t hope for an easy victory.


  “Do your best.”


  Grid knew better than anyone that he was still lacking to challenge Kraugel. Grid felt the need to grow, and Damian was strong enough to be the driving force of that growth. Damian might underestimate himself, but Grid highly appreciated Damian’s strength.


  Damian reminded him of Kraugel. In particular, the nonsense buff that raised accuracy by 80%... It made it impossible to avoid or defend against attacks.


  "I will challenge you with all my heart!”


  Damian’s eyes shone like lanterns. His confidence in Grid was absolute and he was convinced he couldn’t beat Grid. He would just try his best.


  “Divine Protection, Incarnation of Light, Goddess’ Blessing, Light's Blessing, and Divine Favor.”


  They were skills that were indispensable for the Goddess’ Agent class and pope position. The skill names were similar, plain, and didn’t have much impact. It was similar to the skills that a priest used. However, the actual strength was absolute.


  Flash!


  Flash flash!


  There were flashes of green, white, and golden light pillars as Damian’s attack, defense, and accuracy were increased and a damage neutralizing shield was created. The duration of all buffs was three minutes.


  “I can only show the majesty of a pope for three minutes. I still can’t reach your toes.”


  Grid grasped Grid’s Greatsword, which had the option to increase skill damage, and activated the Rune of Darkness socketed in the centre of the greatsword.


  “You keep on disappointing me whenever you say that.”


  [The Rune of Darkness effect is activated. Demonic power has permanently increased by 10. For one minute, 20% addition shadow damage will be added to normal attacks and skills.]


  “Blackening.”


  [Your black magic power has increased.] 


  [You don’t have any black magic power. It will be replaced with demonic power.]


  [While Blackening is activated, your species will change to half-demon.]


  [As a half demon, your maximum health is reduced by 50%. Your attack power, magic power and agility will increased by 20% each.]


  [All attacks will be converted to the black magic attribute.]


  Kuoooooh-!


  An ominous black energy appeared around Grid. Lantier’s Cloak also turned black.


  “Blacksmith's Rage and Quick Movements.”


  Peeng!


  It happened when Grid used all his buffs. Grid, whose skin was whitened from Blackening, suddenly appeared right in front of Damian.


  “Continuous Stab.”


  Peng!


  Pepepeng!


  It was a rare skill acquired in the reservist training reproduced in the Behen Archipelago! Grid used this multi-hit skill instead of Pagma’s Swordsmanship to get rid of Damian’s one-time attack neutralization shield. But Damian was in a full buff state.


  He reacted perfectly to Grid’s move, setting up a square shield to prevent all attacks. A light shone from the side of the shield. It was the moment that Damian exerted his swordsmanship, which he developed from doing field work with Piaro.


  Puok!


  [You have suffered 9,900 damage.]


  Grid suffered terrible damage as he was stabbed in the stomach. Damian exerted the ultimate divine power and also had the attack power buff, so it was impossible for it not hurt. But Grid was calm. He attacked Damian’s right wrist that was exposed beyond the shield with Link. Grid had used Link hundreds or thousands of times, so he was used to unfolding the footwork in a minimal space.


  Pipipipipit!


  Jjeejeeeong!


  Seokeok!


  [Goddess' Protection has invalidated the enemy’s attack.]


  [The absolute shield has disappeared.]


  “As expected from Grid...!”


  Damian felt admiration as he blocked all of the Link strikes except for one. Grid confirmed the disappearance of the green light around Damian and used Pinnacle Kill, since it would be able to get through Damian’s high defense. Suddenly, Grid had a question.


  ‘Why did he use the shield in advance?’


  If he was Damian, he would use the shield at the right timing to neutralize a skill. Why did he meaninglessly consume it ahead of time...? Grid cancelled the casting of Pinnacle Kill and moved. Damian counterattacked with his shield and shouted with a smile.


  “As expected from Grid! You didn’t bite the bait! Goddess’ Wrath!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Damian and Grid’s swords exchanged blows. At the same time, there were two white flashes from the magic circles behind Damian. The target was naturally Grid. Grid would be hit because he was busy exchanging blows with Damian. But Grid had the God Hands.


  Pepeng!


  Two God Hands stiffened as they blocked the white flashes, while the other two God Hands fired Magic Missiles and hit Damian’s wrist. Damian’s sword became dull for a moment and Grid used Pinnacle in this gap.


  Seokeok!


  “Kuk...!”


  He was hit in the face and Damian entered a state of ‘blindness.’ It was because blood entered his eyes.


  Jjejeong!


  Jjeejeeeong!


  Fortunately, the duration of blindness was only two seconds. It only took two seconds. Damian raised the shield and hid behind it like a turtle. Grid moved to the rear and repositioned it by taking advantage of the repulsive force of an attack. This allowed the shield to be lifted. He accurately struck with Kill.


  『 ... 』


  The commentators of the international broadcasting stations were silent. Since Grid and Damian in full buff state were so fast, few people could understand the battle process and explain it in real time.




  Chapter 457


  Satisfy’s history was still short. It had been less than two years since e-sports established itself as the most popular culture. The experience of the commentators for the broadcasting stations in each country was poor and there were inevitable limits.


  -What are the commentators doing? Why aren’t they explaining the battle?


  -Really dumb ㅎㅎㅎ They should take care of their paycheck.


  -Hah... Grid and Damian are so fast that I can’t follow them with the eyes. The screen is switching too swiftly;;


  -Once the game is finished, the video will be replayed in slow motion...


  The viewers around the world started complaining. The commentators could only close their mouths with frustration. At this time, a comment appeared on the Internet.


  -Korea’s OGC Channel is giving correct commentary.


  OGC was the world’s first gaming specialty channel.  It had a history of being an authentic e-sports broadcasting company. The rich experience and professionalism of the commentators there couldn’t be compared to those from other stations. Viewers from all over the world started to flow to OGC’s Internet channel.


  Then they witnessed an unexpected person. It was Peak Sword. On the OGC channel, the local Peak Sword was acting as a guest commentator.


  『 Did you see how God Grid’s exquisite skill was used to induce Damian’s blindness? But the even more impressive thing was his ability to control the God Hands just previously! I’m sure you know how difficult it is to give four different commands to the God Hands while fighting! This is the class of God Grid! Do you know God Grid? 』


  "...”


  As expected from a ranker. Peak Sword was able to accurately grasp and explain the contents of the battle, relieving the thirst of the viewers. However, they had to suffer through the terribly biased commentary.


  ***


  “Kill.”


  Puok!


  Grid’s strike penetrated straight through Damian’s full plate armor. Damian confirmed there was 16,000 damage and was thrilled.


  “As expected from Grid...! That’s amazing! Cough, cough.”


  Damian coughed up blood while praising Grid. He confirmed his health gauge as soon as the blindness disappeared.


  ‘One quarter of my health disappeared with that blow.’


  The unique class Goddess' Agent was strictly classified as a tanker. By default, it boasted high defense and health, especially when the full buff state and additional defense was added. This was the first time Damian experienced receiving more than 10,000 damage from a user.


  ‘Right now, only 50% of PvP damage is applied.’


  He was convinced by the damage because the opponent was Grid. Damian laughed and used a healing skill.  It wasn’t Goddess’ Breath, which restored 100% of his health, but Pope’s Charity.  He only recovered 5,000 health, but this alone was enough to put a strain on Grid.


  ‘There is only Pinnacle Kill.’


  Grid was in full buff state. When armed with Grid’s Greatsword, he was confident that he could kill a few high rankers with one blow. It didn’t matter if PvP damage had been reduced to 50%, he only dealt 16,000 damage? Damian’s extraordinarily high defense and healing with a short casting time made him frustrated.


  ‘A unique battle duration...’


  Grid’s odds might be lowered if they fought for a long time. It was wise to make quick decisions. But there was one thing he had to consider.


  ‘Why did he consume the shield in advance?’


  How could the skill that would definitely protect Damian’s life be consumed so meaninglessly? But Grid couldn’t guess what Damian’s intentions were. He just instinctively sensed danger based on his cumulative combat experience.


  Chaaeng!


  Chaaeng!


  It was two seconds or so. The four God Hands were bothering Damian while Grid was thinking. Each of them was armed with a sword. It was all blocked by Damian’s shield, but it wasn’t meaningless.


  [The Sword Mastery of ‘God Hand’ has risen!]


  [The experience of Iyarugt has increased by 0.1%!]


  ‘...I want a long battle.’


  Damian’s defense abilities were excellent, increasing the experience of the God Hands and Iyarugt. If they fought for a full hour, he might have a chance for Iyarugt’s experience to reach 99%. But Grid shook his head.


  ‘It’s dangerous.’


  What if he lost to Damian because he wanted to raise his item rating? He wouldn’t be able to fight against Kraugel, his goal.


  Pepeng! Peng!


  The battle was entering a new phase. Damian noted that Grid had a high level of physical defense and started to aggressively use magic.


  "Holy Cross!"


  Damian was originally a paladin, so he didn’t have a lot of magic. Apart from Goddess’ Wrath, he only had a few basic magic spells. But that alone was sufficient to threaten Grid in the Blackening state. The pope’s absolute divine power burned at Grid.


  [You have suffered 4,100 damage.]


  [You have suffered 3,990 damage.]


  “Ack...!”


  A burning pain! Grid swung his greatsword after being hit by the magic. It was once again easily blocked with Damian’s shield. However, it wasn’t bad for Grid. In return for defending against Grid’s attack, it allowed the God Hand’s strikes to go through!


  “Uhhhh...”


  Damian groaned as his side was hit. The God Hands had much lower attack power than Grid, but they were aimed with the best items, such as Failure and Iyarugt. They dealt excellent damage, so Damian couldn’t ignore the God Hands.


  ‘There is a reason why Chris died from the God Hands.’


  Damian was convinced and used Pope’s Charity when the cooldown ended. Then he became confused.


  [2,500 health has been restored.]


  “Ah?”


  The healing amount was halved. It was due to Iyarugt that one of the God Hands was using. One of Iyarugt’s basic options was to ‘reduce the target’s healing ability by 50% when attacked,’ and this was fatal for Damian.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave.”


  Kurururung!


  As Damian was feeling confused, Grid used the footwork of Wave! Damian was hit and his speed slowed down. For Damian, who was slower than Grid from the start, the slowdown debuff was very painful. Grid’s Greatsword moved in a big line. It wasn’t a profound sword and there was no reason to be excited.


  “Ku....ock!”


  Damian failed to defend and tried to counterattack, but he was too slow. Grid avoided the sword and struck again. Blood rose like a fountain at every spot where the blue black sword moved. Damian kept bleeding. At this point, Grid’s Rune of Darkness activation only had 10 seconds left. 


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  He couldn’t be passive because he feared the opponent. Grid knew that he needed to sacrifice something to achieve any result.


  Kwadududuk!


  Grid twisted his arm in a bizarre direction and used a skill.


  “Pinnacle Kill.”


  The ultimate cutting skill. It boasted a 100% accuracy and the option to ignore defense. The moment that the most powerful skill penetrated Damian’s body.


  "Sacred and Inviolable!”


  There was a sharp flash of light around Damian’s body and Grid instantly became a rag. It was the effect of a reflection skill.


  [You have dealt 40,600 damage to the target.]


  [The target has reflected the attack!]


  [You have suffered 31,050 damage.]


  Reflection skills were different from counterattack skills. Counterattacking returned the attack to the enemy, on the premise of completely protecting the user. On the other hand, reflection skills were triggered when an enemy’s attack hit. The person had to take the damage, so it wasn’t compatible with counterattack skills. However, the advantage was that the difficulty was much lower.


  “Kuack!”


  “Keok!”


  Grid and Damian screamed at the same time. Both were wounded and their health gauges fell sharply.  In particular, Grid was on the brink of death. He had less than 100 health left. It was like a miracle that he survived!


  -Wow, Grid survived that. ㅡㅡ;;


  -He has good luck! ㄷㄷ;; 


  It was extremely rare for anyone to know about Grid’s immortal passive. It was only the Overgeared members and Kraugel. The viewers thought that Grid’s survival was purely based on luck. But what was the truth?


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  "Ohhhhhh!"


  “Goddess’ Breath.”


  Grid decided to fight during the five second window, while Damian set up a square shield and used Heal to slow down his momentum.


  [50% of your health has been restored immediately.]


  “This...”


  The one who spoke was Damian, not Grid. Originally, Goddess’ Breath restored 100% of his health, but this was halved due to Iyarugt.


  ‘Dangerous!’


  Jjejeong!


  The momentum behind Grid’s greatsword was terrifying. Damian had no reason to meet it face-to-face, so he used magic.


  ‘Damian will win!’


  Everyone in the world was convinced, except for Kraugel and the Overgeared members. It was natural. Grid’s health was currently at the bottom! It was obvious he would die when hit by magic and Damian would be the winner. But the result was different from what everyone expected.


  ‘Eh?’


  ‘Why isn’t he dead?’


  Pepepepeng!


  Grid flew into the air and pierced through Damian’s magic. He didn’t die and his sword pierced Damian’s heart.


  Puok!


  “Indeed...”


  The second blow.


  “You...”


  The third blow.


  “...Are a god.”


  Puok!


  The fourth blow. It was Linked Kill. Damian had all his abilities returned to normal due to the duration of the buffs being over. He couldn’t withstand Linked Kill and turned to grey. His last appearance of giving a thumbs up to Grid gave a strong impression to the Korean people.


  "Good work."


  Grid was left alone on stage. He landed on the ground and paid homage to Damian. There was a notification window that the rating of Tiramet’s Belt had increased.




  Chapter 458


  [Tiramet’s Belt has been upgraded from epic to unique!]


  [Tiramet's Belt]


  Rating: Unique (Growth)


  * Reduce damage received by 10%.


  * Stamina +250.


  A belt that contains the unique magic power of Vampire Viscount Tiramet. * If this belt grows to a legendary rating, the wearer can summon Vampire Viscount Tiramet.


  Weight: 13


  ‘It added 150 points to the stamina stat?’


  The third awakening increased health by 25 and defense by 0.9 for each point in stamina. The value of a 250 increase in stamina was tremendous, making Tiramet’s Belt a coveted item for everyone, regardless of class. He could even summon Tiramet if it was raised to a legendary level. A powerful monster that even Grid found hard to raid.


  ‘...Then.’


  There was one thing Grid wasn’t happy about. The ‘Tiramet’s Power’ attached to the Rune of Darkness wasn’t triggered.


  [Tiramet’s Power]


  If your health drops below 10%, 30% health will be restored in an instant. 


  Cooldown Time: 12 hours.


  Grid had high expectations for this recovery skill that could overturn the unfavorable battlefield. He always thought of it as a solid insurance. But it was never activated in the critical moments. It was the same when he met Lantier in the Behen Archipelago. 


  Grid was embarrassed and betrayed. It felt like he met an insurance company that he had to pay huge sums to every month. He felt like it was a scam. The Grid of the past would’ve suspected a bug or manipulation. But now Grid was different. There was a reason for the phenomena.


  ‘When I met Lantier, the immortal passive was activated... The immortal passive is triggered when I’m about to die. Maybe this is why Tiramet’s Power doesn’t work.’


  In other words, Tiramet’s Power didn’t restore Grid’s health because he was already dead. In order to enjoy the effect of Tiramet’s Power, his health needed to fall below 10% and have the immortal passive not be activated.


  “Comet Group.”


  Grid thought this before suddenly looking at the camera and using PPL. Sure enough, he was the model of promoting in the broadcasting industry. Damian received the crowd’s applause and cheers as he logged out and greeted Grid.


  "I have learned well, Grid. You are my eternal idol.”


  “Don’t exaggerate. Don’t you know that the difference between our skills is just one sheet of paper?”


  "...”


  Damian knew. Grid hadn’t used all his power. If Grid had used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Restraint, the match would’ve been much easier. However, Grid didn’t use Restraint. 


  ‘It is to maintain my pride. If a pope is defeated too easily, my reputation will plummet.’


  Damian interpreted it freely and was thrilled. In fact, Grid hadn’t used Restraint because he wanted to raise his item experience a bit more. In addition, high rankers had a high level, stats, and recovery ability.  There were also accessories that increased resistance to status conditions.  Damian overcame most states in one to three seconds, so the effect of Restraint wasn’t absolute.


  "I want the pope’s term to end quickly so I can serve you.”


  Damian wanted to free the Rebecca’s Daughters during his term and then move to Reidan with Isabel. But that wasn’t what Grid wanted.


  "No. If you really want to follow me, you shouldn’t retire.”


  "...”


  Maybe he would never be able to retire from being a pope? Damian was seriously worried.


  ***


  『 The fourth round is finally here. The end of the long National Competition is approaching. 』


  『 Viewers, please stay on this channel until the last minute. 』


  The broadcasters asked in vain. More viewers around the world were focused on OGC’s channel. They were fascinated by the biased and precise commentary of Peak Sword.


  “Why don’t you become a commentator?”


  It was a big hit. The OGC director excitedly asked Peak Sword after seeing that the number of viewers was over 100 million.


  “I will answer if you occasionally invite me, but I’m a Satisfy player.”


  “Haha, indeed. You are one of the heroes who represent South Korea.”


  "...What hero?”


  Peak Sword looked sad. It was natural. He was 15th on the unified rankings and one of the strongest in South Korea, but he received the nickname of ‘Useless Peak Sword.’ He was very frustrated and disappointed that he couldn’t win a medal.


  ‘Let’s go into mining as Grid suggested...’


  Peak Sword was seriously considering it as the fourth round began.


  The process was very fast. The winner of the first match was Kraugel, the second match was the US’ Skull and the third match was won by Canada’s Dean.


  『 Despite PvP damage being reduced by 50%, the match is over in an instant. 』


  『 It’s because they are high rankers. Thus, their attack power is too strong. On the other hand, there is a limit to their health. In particular, there are skills that apply fixed damage or ignore defense, making the defense system ineffective. Well, it’s rare for there to be a long battle because the difference between opponents is clear. 』


  『 The fourth match is starting. 』


  『 It’s the Grid vs Pon match that everyone expected. 』


  『 Peak Sword, who do you think will win? 』


  The viewers were able to anticipate Peak Sword’s answer.


  'Naturally, God Grid will win.’


  ‘It is his victory.’


  ‘Will he win in three seconds?’


  Peak Sword had greatly favored Grid over Damian. It was possible to say that he made the buzzword ‘God Grid.’ But surprisingly, Peak Sword’s answer was different.


  『 Pon is very strong. In particular, the attack speed of Rail Spear and Mach Spear will be hard to handle, even for God Grid. If God Grid is hti by one of those two skills, it might be difficult to win. 』


  『 Hoh... Isn’t this an unexpected answer? Does this mean that God Grid will lose? 』


  Peak Sword denied it.


  『 No, why will God Grid lose? It will be hard, but God Grid will win. Do you know God Grid? 』


  『 Ah, yes... 』


  It went as they expected. People saw Peak Sword was someone who would say that God Grid would win over Kraugel. At this time, the fourth match of this round started. Whatever the result, it would be interesting and fun! The commentators and viewers were filled with intense anticipation as they started on the match. 


  But surprisingly, the match ended easily. Grid used the four God Hands to immediately restrain the legs of the white horse Pon was riding and it tilted. Due to the impact of losing his mount, Pon’s stats fell and he was pushed by Grid’s power. It was a battle method that accurately attacked the shortcomings of a spear knight, who had to be ‘riding’ to use their full power.


  “Shit... I could’ve fought better if I had a pegasus or soul horse.”


  There was a limit to ordinary horses with no combat ability. Grid reached out a hand to Pon.


  "If you buy the diamond class capsule from the Comet Group, you will get a egg that hatches random pets every day as a gift. Maybe a pegasus will hatch from that? Ha. Ha. Ha.”


  "What? Is there something like that? I should buy the diamond class capsule from the Comet Group right away...!”


  "...”


  Pon fell for a typical capitalism method. He maximized the effect of Grid’s PPL, increasing the appeal of the Comet Group. The Comet Group accepted this very positively. Now there were few people in the world who didn’t know about the Comet Group. In South Korea, the birth of another conglomerate after the S.A. Group was about to be born.


  ***


  'Am I actually incredibly strong?’


  As a third advancement class, Dean of Canada was classified as a high ranker. In fact, he worked with Chris and Vantner during the National Competition to make Canada fourth in the rankings. But he made it to the semi-finals of the PvP. This was an unexpected result for Dean, his teammates, and the Canadian people.


  ‘At first, I thought I was just lucky...’


  Yes, he thought it was luck when he made it to the round of 16. He never met one of the winning candidates. But this thought changed after he made it to the round of 4. Was there anyone weak among the PvP participants? No. They were all high rankers. Even those who didn’t qualify as winning candidates were in the top 0.1%.


  Was it possible to reach the semi-finals just by being lucky? Never. There was also a limit to luck. He must have skills as a base. Dean realized it.


  ‘Yes, in fact, I am very strong.’


  His confidence grew steadily.


  ‘I am qualified to go to the finals.’


  It didn’t matter if he didn’t attract attention because he wasn’t a winning candidate.


  ‘I am strong!’


  Dean climbed onto the stage with that firm belief. On the stage, a man with black hair was waiting for him. Grid had sharp eyes, like a beast of prey. A talented person who had defeated a lot of winning candidates to reach the semi-finals. A monster who won four gold medals alone in the National Competition.


  But.


  ‘I am also a monster.’


  Dean didn’t shrink back.


  'I am also equal to Grid.’


  That’s why he was standing on the same stage as Grid.


  “Grid... From now on, you will be the basis of my great legend.”


  'Is he the same as Lauel?’


  Grid wondered as he looked at Dean.


  “Haaap!”


  The host announced the start of the match and at the same time, Dean swung a rod at Grid. Then Dean faced a notification window after 10 seconds.


  [You have died.]


  "...”


  He had been lucky. Dean tearfully figured out the truth as he died.


  All that was left was the final match between Kraugel and Grid.
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  『 Grid’s victory!! 』


  ‘This is ridiculous.’


  He only struck a few times before Dean died! Grid was astonished.


  ‘How did he reach the semi-finals if he was so weak?’


  Currently, Iyarugt had 98.3% experience. It wouldn’t be long before the rating increased. Grid’s goal was to accumulate as much experience as possible before meeting Kraugel. But Dean was too weak. He only received a few strikes before dying. It was embarrassing because it was unintended.


  ‘I should’ve adjusted my power.’ 


  Hao, Chris, Damian, and Pon. He lost touch with reality because he only dealt with strong people through the PvP. His mistake was not adjusting his strength for Dean.


  “Cough...”


  Grid cleared his throat as he logged out. Lauel’s expression was frustrated as he sat with the US representatives.


  ‘Now everything depends on Kraugel.’


  It was correct to say that it returned to the beginning. Without relying on anything else, fighting using his own strength to create the desired result. Kraugel had always been like that.


  ‘Have strength.’


  If you want to save your mother. Lauel clenched his fists as the match to determine the third place started. It was between Skull, who was defeated by Kraugel, and Dean, who was defeated by Grid. The winner was naturally Skull. Skull had a fierce battle against Kraugel and his skills as the 8th place ranker weren’t lacking compared to the other winning candidates.


  "Well fought, Skull!"


  "I won’t forget your performance!”


  The Americans in the crowd started to shout Skull’s name. Skull, who struggled to the end to make his country first in the rankings, left a big impression on the American people.


  “Next year... Next year will be different...”


  The image of Skull tearing up as he resented his own helplessness was engraved in their minds. Lauel also felt guilty. He deliberately lost in the siege so that he could bring Kraugel to Overgeared. His conscience was pained because he was the reason his country lost first in the overall rankings. But Lauel was the chief of staff for Overgeared. It was natural for him to be faithful to that role.


  “This is the fate of those who bear a mission... I will pay this price in my next life...”


  The hands and feelings of the US representatives curled as Lauel spoke in his own language.


  ***


  The long-awaited PvP finals!


  It was the main stage of the National Competition which had been going on for almost a month, so the interest and expectations of the people were very high. Even the elderly had their channels fixed on the Satisfy competition. In particular, Russia and South Korea were in an uproar.


  In this match, the first ranked country would be decided. Therefore, there was heated cheering for Grid and Kraugel.


  『 I am so proud of Grid. Hasn’t South Korea’s status in Satisfy increased thanks to Grid? I’m so excited when I see that foreign players can no longer make fun of South Korea on the Internet. 』


  『 I never dreamed that South Korea could be ranked first! Thanks to Grid, I’m enjoying watching the National Competition. 』


  『 The chicken sales have increased by 2,000% during this period! Grid saved our store that was almost ruined! He is the benefactor of my family! 』


  『 My parents are quite old and not interested in Satisfy... These days, they have started to show interest after watching the news about Grid. Thanks to that, I have a capsule at home. Of course, it was purchased from the Comet Group. 』


  『 Recently, the Satisfy membership for people over 70 is increasing rapidly. The elderly are saying that Satisfy is like a second life... 』


  『 As the stock prices of the S.A. Group and the Comet Group are surging rapidly, South Korea’s economic rate is also soaring. Experts call this the ‘Grid effect’... 』


  『 Recently, the number of Japanese and Chinese tourists have increased rapidly. They are visiting the area on the outskirts of Seoul, where buildings are being constructed under the names of Grid and the Overgeared members. Economists say this is a phenomenon that suggests a new main street. 』


  『 The best K-pop group, ‘We are Legendary Class’ has announced a new song ahead of the PvP finals. The title of the new song is ‘God Grid’s Praise Song’ and the lyrics wishing for Grid to win the National Competition are receiving favorable reviews. Two minutes after its release, it is first place in various real time music sites. Their agency, Urek Entertainment, is confident that the God Grid’s Praise Song will enter the Billboard chart as well. 』


  『 I received information that top star Song Yekyo, who is loved for her cute appearance and glamorous body, has secretly left for Paris last night.  Song-ssi also wrote posts on her SNS supporting Grid. After seeing that Song-sii is going directly to Paris to support Grid, netizens are concerned that Song-ssi will be his conquest after Yura and Jishuka. 』


  『 The president said that we should nurture a second and third Grid at a luncheon with representatives of the ruling and opposing parties. Unexpectedly, the members of both parties all agreed. The Satisfy Rankers Training Policy will be brought up in the near future to the parliament... 』


  The wavelength generated by Grid was overturning all of South Korea. Grid’s parents and his sister Sehee became worried once things became too big. They were worried that the people’s excessive interest might put a strain on Grid. There was also the chance that people would stick to Grid and mislead him in the wrong directly.


  But there was no need to worry. Grid had already become accustomed to people’s attention since he became lord of Reidan. He knew how to manage himself well. Also, when people changed, the environment also changed. Now many talents were gathered around Grid and actively assisting him.


  ***


  『 Who dares to doubt Grid’s abilities after he climbed to the finals by defeated the winning candidates? Grid is the strongest. 』 


  『 However, that is on the premise of ‘after Kraugel.’ In the winner’s prediction survey that was held again, only 5% expected Grid to win. Almost everyone is confident that Kraugel will win. 』


  『 It’s unavoidable. Kraugel’s undefeated myth is well-known, and the abilities he has shown is beyond Grid. 』


  『 One variable is that Grid has an immortal skill. I think the key to this match is Grid’s immortal skill 』


  "...”


  A 30 minute break was given before the finals would take place and Kraugel was in the waiting room. He meditated with his eyes closed, only thinking about his mother.


  ‘Mother.’


  The only thing in the world that was irreplaceable. She lost her husband at a young age due to illness and sacrificed her life to raise her son. 


  ‘I can sacrifice everything.’


  “The effect of this new drug is certain. The clinical trials are done. However, there are no plans for commercialization. Why? Because I know its tremendous value. This medicine will be one of Russia’s powerful bargaining tools. Haha, medicine should be used to heal people? That’s right. However, it’s only the people with value.”


  If he wanted it, improve his status in Russia! Kraugel once again thought about the Russian government’s proposal. Then he opened the pendant with a portrait of his mother that he always carried around.


  “Mother...”


  Kraugel had no memories of a healthy mother. She used her weak body to raise her son alone, becoming a middle-aged woman who suffered from illness. This was a chance to repay all that she had done for him. Yes, this was a unique opportunity.


  “...Definitely.” 


  He would be sure to see her healthy smile.


  ‘Win.’


  He absolutely couldn’t fail. Kraugel ate all the poison in his heart and rose from his seat. There was five minutes until the finals started.


  ***


  “Lauel, why don’t you report the truth to Grid? If we explain Kraugel’s situation to Grid, won’t it easily solve the problem? A person’s life is at stake. Grid will choose defeat and Kraugel will join the guild.”


  This was Vantner’s opinion. Jishuka answered his foolish question.


  "Lauel doesn’t want to place strain on Grid.”


  The reason that Lauel wanted to recruit Kraugel was purely for Grid and Overgeared. In addition, he knew how much Grid had been looking forward to winning against Kraugel. If Grid knew about Kraugel, his dream would be broken and he would receive psychological pressure.


  This was contrary to the reason for recruiting Kraugel Lauel wished for a natural result that Grid could adapt to.


  “Objectively, it’s good to pray for Lauel’s wish to come true.”


  But Jishuka’s heart was different.


  “Grid, win.”


  It wasn’t necessary to drag Grid down due to Kraugel’s matters. Jishuka knew how hard Grid worked and she wished for his dream to come true.


  ***


  『 There are numerous ways to describe this person, but this one will suffice. The peak of two billion users! Kraugel!! 』


  "Waaaaahhhhh!"


  “The sky above the sky! The sky above the sky! The sky above the sky!”


  “Show us the dignity of the 1st ranked user!”


  The crowd chanted as Kraugel climbed onto the stage. They were fans, regardless of which country they came from. The shouts for Grid were also incredible.


  『 The fury of South Korea! The first legendary class! Grid!! 』


  "Go Grid!”


  "Show me there is no eternal majesty.”


  "...”


  Duguen! Duguen! Duguen!


  Grid couldn’t hear the loud cheering sound. He could only hear his strong heartbeat. That’s right. Grid was nervous. He tried not to show it. He didn’t want to look strained in front of someone he considered a rival.


  “Kraugel.”


  Before the host announced the start of the match. Grid faced Kraugel with a solemn gaze and declared.


  “I will obtain the title of the strongest.”
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  “I will obtain the title of the strongest.”


  A challenge towards the sky! Grid’s provocative words heated up the Stade de France National Stadium.


  “Grid! Grid! Grid!!”


  “Do you think you can win over Kraugel!?”


  Some people cheered for Grid and others disparaged him. Most of them were the latter. It meant that Kraugel’s popularity was absolute. It was natural. Kraugel was a subject of reverence without anyone daring to feel envious and jealous, making him special in people’s hearts.


  In the first place, looking at it objectively, Grid wasn’t Kraugel’s opponent. People saw Grid as someone who couldn’t grasp who he was going against. In the midst of this turmoil, Kraugel opened his mouth.


  “This time, I won’t lose. No, I can never lose.”


  They were shocking words.


  "...”


  The crowd instantly fell silent. Everyone shut their mouths and doubted their ears.


  ‘This time I won’t lose...?’


  'This time...?’


  ‘It can’t be!’


  Kraugel had already been defeated by Grid? The turmoil disappeared like it was a lie and the match began in silence. The system notification window informed them of the start of the match, rather than the host.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Grid calmed his trembling heart and moved.


  “White Light Steps.”


  Kraugel spoke with a determined expression. The two men with black hair moved at the same time. Every step that Grid took was gorgeous, with a blood red light scattering with every move. Meanwhile, Kraugel was more elegant and covert. He disappeared from Grid’s field of view in an instant. 


  White Light Steps. It was a footwork skill that increased movement speed and improved the ability to adapt to the terrain. It could be applied as a charging or avoidance skill according to the user’s proficiency.  Under intense sunshine or clear moonlight, it had a stealth function. And right now, the sun was shining down on the stage.


  It was a time when Kraugel’s abilities were fully exercised.


  “Whoa!”


  “Disappeared!”


  The crowd’s eyes widened with surprise. It was surprising to see Kraugel disappear from in front of Grid. Would he now appear like a ghost, dealing a deadly blow to Grid? Everyone was expecting it.


  Grid used magic while unfolding his sword dance.


  “Magic Detection, Link.”


  Magic Detection (Enhanced). It was different from normal Magic Detection. Great Magician Braham completely overturned the formula, minimizing the casting time and maximizing the effect. Due to this, Grid grasped Kraugel’s position in an instant and fired dozens of energy blades.


  Kraugel failed in his surprise attack and went on the defensive.


  Chaeng!


  Chaeeeeeng!


  Fast and strong. Iyarugt’s red light and White Fang’s white light intertwined several times per second, creating an intense storm of energy. Sparks scattered all over the place, burning some of the stage. The ultimate effects created by two top performers were captivating.


  On the other hand, the commentators and even Peak Sword of OGC weren’t able to read the movements of Grid and Kraugel. 


  “This is crazy.”


  Godly archer Jishuka. Only the player with the highest agility and Hawk Eyes could catch Grid and Kraugel’s movements. But she could only see it. It wouldn’t be possible for her to respond if she faced them.


  “It isn’t just fast. The sword’s ever changing orbits...”


  One of Kraugel’s nicknames was Godly Control. It was a nickname given to those who demonstrated control abilities that transcended the human realm. But Grid? Even Jishuka didn’t know that Grid’s control skills had grown to this point.


  ‘Did he grow again in this National Competition?’


  In particular, he faced the strongest people in PvP.


  Jjejeong!


  After the last strike from Link, Grid and Kraugel were thrown away from each other. The feelings of the two men who stared at each other were completely opposite. 


  ‘He’s incomparably stronger than before.’


  Kraugel was only feeling admiration.


  ‘Crazy... Blocking the skill like that?’


  Grid was shocked. Whenever Kraugel encountered Link, he weakened the orbit of Link to his advantageous side, weakening it.


  ‘Is this a person...?’ 


  Indeed, Kraugel was a monster who surpassed Piaro during his peak as a great swordsman at the time when Kraugel competed with Piaro in Reidan. Piaro called Kraugel ‘a genius who’s eligible to be a sword saint.’ There was nothing to be surprised about.


  ‘I can never win in a pure physical fight.’ CC needed to be actively utilized.


  Grid decided to use Restraint while summoning the God Hands to keep Kraugel in check. While Kraugel was busy dealing with the God Hands, Grid could safely complete Restraint. The plan worked out exactly as he planned. They wielded their swords and launched Magic Missiles, causing Kraugel to waste around 1.5 seconds. In that gap, Grid completed Restraint.


  But there was a problem. The moment that the effect of Restraint was activated, one of the ten rings on Kraugel’s fingers shone and a shocking message appeared in front of Grid.


  [The target has resisted the ‘overwhelmed’ effect!]


  “...Items!”


  Yes, the power of items wasn’t exclusive to Grid and the Overgeared members. In particular, Kraugel was someone who experienced more adventures and raids than anyone else. He acquired countless items as well as accessories that resisted certain status conditions.


  Kraugel rushed towards the upset Grid and swung White Fang. He aimed for the heart using the passive effect of Heart Selection, but Grid had the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch and Iyarugt. He didn’t easily allow an attack.


  Jjejeong!


  White Fang and Iyarugt met once again.


  [The experience of Iyarugt has increased by 0.1%!]


  “Hah...!”


  The experience of a unique item went up so much from just one blow? It wasn’t just because of Kraugel’s swordsmanship. Their level difference also played a large role.


  ‘Anyway, thank you!’


  If he could hold on, it was possible that Iyarugt’s rating would increase in a matter of minutes and he could reverse the battlefield...


  [You have suffered 2,100 damage.]


  “...!”


  When? Grid’s eyes trembled as he was stabbed in the side by a dagger that Kraugel had pulled out. Kraugel continued his offensive with White Fang in one hand and a dagger with a dragon’s tail engraved on it in the other.


  Jjejeong!


  Jjeejeeeong!


  “Ku....ock!”


  Kraugel’s swordsmanship became more threatening after he started using two blades. The gap between attacks was minimized and the orbit became more complicated. It was difficult to respond to the attacks that were even more irregular than Regas’.


  Grid started to allow attacks.


  [You have suffered 1,950 damage.]


  [You have suffered 5,130 damage.]


  The damage of the dagger wasn’t very burdensome thanks to the increased rating of Tiramet’s Belt. Grid was also wearing the strongest armor, Triple Layers! The problem was White Fang.


  [+9 True White Fang]


  Grid was familiar with its power. If he let Kraugel reach the third combo, he couldn’t avoid a serious injury. He tried to somehow stop the attack, but failed.


  [You have suffered 4,900 damage.]


  [Your weakness is exposed!]


  [Doran’s Ring has been equipped.]


  [You were hit by a sharp cut and suffered 12,900 damage!]


  [Health has been absorbed due to the option effect of Doran’s Ring.]


  “Cough...!”


  Grid became covered with wounds and coughed up blood. The crowd and viewers reacted to the sight.


  “The fierce battle became one-sided in an instant...”


  “Grid is better than I thought, but it’s over now.”


  “Indeed! The sky above the sky won’t lose to Grid!”


  Originally, strength was relative. Grid had shown excellence in the past, but he was shabby in front of the ‘peak.’  That’s right.  Now people were overlooking him. Grid was a person who couldn’t be measured!


  “Haaap!”


  Grid allowed Kraugel to strike him and reached into the air. One of the God Hands flew to him and handed him Grid’s Greatsword.


  [The +8 Grid’s Greatsword has been equipped as a secondary weapon.] 


  [Only 50% of the weapon’s attack power is applied due to the double wielding penalty.]


  [Grid’s Greatsword has increased attack power by 30% and skill damage by 20%.]


  Grid also specialized in double wielding. He faced Kraugel while holding Iyarugt in his right hand and Grid’s Greatsword in his left hand. Kraugel became tense.


  ‘This attack speed with a greatsword...’


  How high was Grid’s agility? In addition, the blue-black greatsword didn’t seem to have an attack speed drop penalty.


  Jjejeong!


  "Hup...!"


  Kraugel’s body was pushed by the offensive power and flew through the air. He couldn’t withstand it when Grid pushed with strength. This was a chance for Grid. As Kraugel was unable to control his body properly, Grid used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Pinnacle Kill.


  A targeted skill that couldn’t be avoided, Pinnacle Kill.  Kraugel discovered that it contained a mighty power that made defense insignificant, so he tried to use a counterattack.


  ‘I can’t let this hit.’


  The power was too strong. Unlike Grid, Kraugel’s counterattack skill was ordinary and it was overwhelmed by the attack power of Pinnacle Kill. Should he use Super Sensitivity? Kraugel couldn’t because it was highly likely this would be a prolonged battle against Grid.


  In the end, Kraugel’s choice was a kick at close range.


  "Jajinmori.”


  Peeeeeong!


  The ‘charged’ kick precisely struck Grid’s abdomen. However, Grid wasn’t pushed away and safely used Pinnacle Kill. Kraugel’s expressions twisted. It was because his kick had been blocked by a God Hand.


  Seokeok!


  A powerful stab penetrated Kraugel’s abdomen.


  Puok!


  The red rain pouring down from the sky shocked the world.
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  ‘It was predicted.’


  Jajinmori was a kick used without any preliminary actions. It hit the target at close range, so it was impossible for the opponent to see it and respond. But Grid perfectly blocked it with the God Hand. It was clear that Grid took into consideration the timing of the action that had been performed only once in public before.


  ‘That is enough.’


  Kraugel appreciated Grid more than anyone else. Even more than Lauel, Damian, and Peak Sword. But now it seemed like he had undervalued Grid. Grid’s true abilities surpassed Kraugel’s assumed range.


  ‘An incredible growth rate. Is this due to special training with Piaro?’


  Kraugel couldn’t imagine that Grid had reached the 60th island of the Behen Archipelago. He raised his rating of Grid to a new level.


  ‘He can’t be estimated.’


  Kraugel had already prepared a number of things. He looked for the best method in real-time.


  Duk.


  Duduk.


  Blood was dripping from Kraugel’s abdomen. Red and wet drops fell on the stage where signs of destruction remained. It was a very surreal sight.


  “T-This is impossible...”


  “Kraugel was wounded...?”


  The crowd was shocked, as if the sky had fallen. The sky above the sky. The high sky that no one could reach.  Had he ever been hurt in a one-on-one match? No. It was common sense that Kraugel was invincible. However, Grid destroyed it at this moment. Their common sense was broken!


  『 When Kraugel said he lost to Grid... It was true? 』


  『 That’s impossible. It’s impossible for Kraugel to lose in a one-on-one match. In the first place, isn’t he a monster that doesn’t get hit by non-targeted skills? It’s impossible for anyone to beat him. 』


  『 Grid succeeded with a targeted skill, but the battle situation will soon change again. It will become favorable towards Kraugel! 』


  The people of the world still believed in Kraugel’s victory, but Grid was different. He found hope that he could win. He recovered the greatsword in Kraugel’s abdomen and at the same time, he linked another attack with Iyarugt. Grid’s face had a desire for victory.


  However, reality wasn’t that easy.


  "Mole Ascension.”


  Kraugel was over 40 levels higher than Grid. In addition, he possessed more than 15 titles that exerted all types of effects. He wouldn’t collapse because of one hit from Pinnacle Kill. He avoided Grid’s attack while a beam shot upwards from White Fang. Iyarugt and Grid’s Greatsword crossed in an X to try and defend, but Kraugel interfered by stabbing the dagger in that gap.


  Seokeok!


  “Kup...!”


  Grid was hit in the jaw and resisted the ‘fainting’ status. Then he used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Pinnacle. During the process, he was stabbed twice in the side by Kraugel’s dagger, but ignored it. He was convinced that he could take the lead in the battle by accumulating damage with Pinnacle Kill and now Pinnacle. However, the destructive power of Pinnacle was different from Pinnacle Kill, and Kraugel was able to counter.


  “Tearing the Sky.”


  Tearing the Sky was one of the White Swordsman’s ultimate moves. The fatal disadvantage was that it consumed mana, but it was a counterattack skill that exerted a high power by ignoring a certain percentage of the target’s defense.


  Kwajajajajak!


  Huge beast claws were carved into the sky where Grid was. The aura of Pinnacle was broken and the durability of Iyarugt and Grid’s Greatsword was damaged. Five rows of blood appeared on Grid’s chest.


  "Kuaaaak!"


  Grid let out a rare loud scream. It was because his defense was so high that he rarely felt pain. However, the damage suffered from the +9 True White Fang’s counterattack was enormous. Now almost all his defense was ignored and the pain was unbearable.


  Then Kraugel’s kick hit Grid’s face.


  Peeng!


  There was a sound like a balloon popping. Fortunately, Grid’s face was unharmed. It was impossible to damage Grid with a generic kick, even if it was Kraugel. However, he successfully used Grid’s face as a foothold to gain a favorable position. His black robe flapped and Kraugel rose in the air, an intense light shining around White Fang.


  It was the precursor to a certain skill that Grid remembered.


  ‘Meteor Sword!’


  Kuooooooh!


  Kraugel used White Light Steps to shoot towards the ground. A gigantic momentum like a meteor falling was created, and a deep pit formed in the 10m area of the stage around Grid. Grid struggled to try and stand upright.


  ‘Magic Detection is still on cooldown...!’


  Grid missed Kraugel’s position because of the cloaking effect of White Light Steps and eventually used Revolve. Then he invoked Blood Cry.


  Kiiiing.


  Iyarugt cried out enthusiastically. In the past, it was a balance loss inducing skill that was able to cancel out Kraugel’s Meteor Sword in Reidan. One of Kraugel’s rings shone.


  Peeng!


  It was a ring with the effect of ‘awakening.’ It burst and restored the wearer’s mind.  Thanks to it, Kraugel was able to get rid of the tinnitus in his ear and safely complete Meteor Sword.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  "Kuaaaaak!"


  It was thanks to the items that boasted the best defense such as Lantier’s Cloak and Triple Layers that his life was saved. The power of the enemy’s sword, which dealt damage equal to the target’s defense + fixed damage, inflicted a serious wound on Grid.


  Tak.


  Unlike his fierce momentum, Krauel landed lightly and threw the dagger to one side. It was towards the four God Hands in the distance, that were hammering in front of a small blast furnace. A notification window popped up in front of Grid.


  [The skill Item Combination has been cancelled!]


  'Dammit!'


  It was a difficult skill to use in practice. Grid had one third of his health remaining and was standing at the crossroad of choice.


  ‘I can’t use Blackening either.’


  His stats would rise with Blackening and he would be able to fight evenly with Kraugel. But he hesitated. It was because Iyarugt’s experience was at 99%.


  ‘I can raise the rating if I endure the next 50 or so attacks.’


  If he lowered his health with Blackening, it would be harder to hold on. He didn’t want one of them to die before Iyarugt’s rating increased. Of course, it was Grid who was likely to die.


  'Endure first.’


  He made up his mind and put Grid’s Greatsword into the inventory. He wasn’t confident enough to concentrate on dual wielding while facing Kraugel.


  ‘Does he have a way?’


  Kraugel felt alert because Grid didn’t use Blackening. The health that had decreased due to Pinnacle Kill was slowly recovering due to the effect of the title ‘Troll King’s Curse.’ He believed that time was on his side, but became nervous due to Grid’s attitude.


  ‘I don’t think I should drag out the time.’


  He couldn’t make a hasty decision just because he wanted to free his mother from pain as soon as possible. At this time, Kraugel analyzed the situation more calmly and carefully than before. Thus, he believed in his own judgment.


  ‘Fast paced!’


  Kurururung!


  There was the sound of thunder from the clear sky and the earth began to surge. The stage that Kraugel and Grid were standing on shook violently, tilting and partially collapsing.  The commentators shouted simultaneously.


  『 This...! 』


  『 This is the precursor to the wide-range skill that Kraugel used to defeat Tarma! 』


  Heaven and Earth Rupture. It was the unique rated skill that Kraugel learned from the East Continent prior to the National Competition. It wasn’t lacking in terms of range or power. It was the strongest attack that dominated the sky and earth.


  "Heaven and Earth Rupture.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  From the sky, heavy lightning bolts rained down and lava rose from cracks in the ground. There seemed to be no way to escape, meaning Grid would be hit hard. The Russian citizens cheered.


  “Kraugel won!”


  "Russia is first!”


  On the other hand, the Korean people were frustrated.


  "How to avoid a skill like that...?”


  “It seems like the world is tilting...”


  It was the moment when the audience ratings of the National Competition reached its peak!


  [The effect of the title ‘Secret Hero’ has been used.]


  [You have dispersed the consciousness of the enemies.]


  The aggro was turned off.


  [The skill ‘Influence’ has been activated. This effect will last for 10 seconds.]


  [Reduces the defense of all enemies within 50m of you by 50%.]


  [The skill ‘Freely Move’ can be used once.]


  It was a high level dash skill that avoided all attacks until it reaches the ‘desired target’ within 200 meters.


  Peeeeeong! 


  Grid used Quick Movements and ran like a lightning bolt. His movement speed was so fast that it left a long afterglow. It wasn’t a straight movement. Grid moved from side to side, avoiding the lightning and lava that were in his way.


  “...!”


  It was like looking at Kraugel. The crowd and viewers were speechless at Grid’s phenomenal control.


  “Blackening. Blacksmith's Rage. And Linked Kill.”


  Lasting 50 blows against Kraugel? It was crazy. Now he needed to win!


  Peeng!


  Grid made a decision and swung Iyarugt once.


  Pepeng!


  The second blow.


  Pepepeng!


  The third blow. Kraugel stabbed forward in order to break it. But it was useless. Grid’s attack speed was too fast for him to handle and the God Hands also pincer attacked him. This made Kraugel collapse in the process of dodging.


  ‘Too late...!’


  Peeeeeong!


  In the end, the fourth blow of Linked Kill precisely struck Kraugel. Kraugel chose to give up avoidance and blocked. Of course, it wasn’t possible to completely stop it. However, he used Eagle’s Descent and pressed down on Iyarugt in order to minimize the damage. However, due to the high attack power from Grid’s buffed state, Eagle’s Descent couldn’t stop Iyarugt’s momentum.


  Puoook!


  Kraugel’s chest was struck! He had one fifth of his health left, and straightened his staggering posture. Subsequently, White Fang moved upwards in a diagonal manner.


  Chaaeng!


  Grid blocked it and counterattacked. Kraugel also blocked it and repeated a counterattack.


  Chaaeng!


  Chaeeeeeng!


  The bodies of the two men gradually rose into the sky as they exchanged blows. It was a phenomenon caused by not resisting the repulsive force that occurred whenever the two swords collided.


  "...”


  They knew that Kraugel was strong. But this strong? In addition, how was Grid able to pull out Kraugel’s full power? 


  The rankers in the National Competition started to feel the level difference.


  ‘We... We haven’t even experienced half of their abilities.’


  An entirely different class. The sky called Kraugel was much higher than they thought, and Grid was an impregnable tower, not one that would collapse.
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  Chaeng!


  Chaeng!


  Grid and Kraugel’s bodies rose into the sky. The blood and sweat coming from the two men scattered, reflecting like starlight.


  ‘His attack power is too strong.’


  Kraugel was desperately exchanging blows with Grid, who was in a full buff state. Every time their swords collided, Kraugel twisted the sword’s orbit to offset the powerful destructive force, causing a rapid decline in stamina and pain in his wrist.


  Above all, the big problem was the psychological pressure. What if his concentration was disturbed and he allowed one of Grid’s attacks? The result would be defeat and he wouldn’t be able to treat his mother’s illness. The tension at the thought of his mother’s health caused a huge burden on Kraugel’s mental state.


  ‘Definitely...!’


  He had to win! Kraugel vowed and his concentration once again began to transcend the category of a human. He raised the passive effect of Keen Senses to the extremes and properly used dual wielding. After blocking Iyarugt with White Fang, he stabbed his dagger in the gap that was exposed.


  Puk!


  Chaeng!


  Puk!


  Chaaeng!


  The number of injuries on Grid started to grow. Blood intermittently covered the mask on his face.


  ‘It’s unbelievable.’


  Grid was surprised. He had the advantage in attack power, attack speed, and stamina, so why was he the only one getting hurt? The Slaughterer’s Eye Patch and Iyarugt gave him the best path, but he never touched Kraugel’s body. It was like grasping at air.


  ‘This is the sky...’


  No matter how hard he tried, he would never be able to reach it. The Grid of the past would’ve resented the natural difference in talent and felt inferior. He would’ve lost his temper. But now it was different. Grid no longer had a sense of inferiority. Grid started to enjoy himself.


  ‘If I knock you down...!’


  Yes, he would prove himself to be the strongest if he defeated Kraugel. 


  ‘I will win the title of the strongest!’


  His lack of talent wouldn’t hold onto his ankles. It was a great opportunity to prove that his effort wasn’t small.


  “Me!”


  Jjejeong!


  “I will win!”


  Puk!


  Grid shouted as loudly as possible to raise his own morale, but the battlefield was the worst. In fact, he was once again stabbed in the side by Kraugel’s dagger. The OGC station’s commentators, who had the largest number of viewers at the moment,were saddened.


  『 Ahh... It will end soon. 』


  『 Grid’s really great. We will never forget his actions in allowing the Korean people a new dream. 』 


  『 That’s right. Grid deserves to be praised forever as the player who raised South Korea from being ridiculed in Satisfy to being able to look at first in the rankings. 』


  『 In the end, Grid is defeated. However, no one should blame him. He fought well. 』


  It was also alone. The young Satisfy players in Korea watching the match started to burn with motivation.


  “I will be strong like Grid.”


  "I will become Grid’s power in the next National Competition.”


  The desire to stand on the same stage as Grid filled the hearts of the young people. That’s right. Just like Grid felt awe and envy toward Kraugel, many young people of South Korea were feeling envy towards him. The past fool who wasn’t acknowledged by anyone!


  『 I don’t think God Grid is going to lose. 』


  The viewers didn’t resist all the commentators predicting that Grid would lose. At the time when everyone was overwhelmed by Kraugel’s power, some people believed in Grid until the end.  One of them was OGC’s guest commentator, Peak Sword.


  『 God Grid won a fight against Kraugel before. No, it wasn’t just Kraugel. He has always fought stronger enemies alone, and it’s the same this time. Definitely! 』


  Starting with Peak Sword’s excitement.


  "Our son will win!”


  "...”


  Sehee held hands with her parents and prayed for Grid.


  “I bet 100,000 gold that Grid will win!”


  “One million gold!”


  "Then I am all in!”


  "Hey, these people. We can’t bet on Grid.”


  The Overgeared members.


  “Dammit... We used to mock and harass you, but not anymore. You might never forgive us, but we are all acknowledging and cheering you on now. So please win, Shin Youngwoo!”


  The 45th class of the Heroes High School.


  "Youngwoo oppa, fighting!”


  Sexy Schoolgirl Yerim.


  The people who witnessed Grid’s process of change believed in Grid until the end and cheered him on. They didn’t want Grid’s efforts to be in vain. But reality didn’t flow according to faith and wishes.


  Puok!


  Grid allowed consecutive dagger strikes and was stabbed in the neck with White Fang.


  “...Ah!”


  This was the end. The crowd cheered for Kraugel and the people expecting a reversal were saddened. Lauel closed his eyes tightly on the stands. He wanted Kraugel to win, but it was also painful to see Grid’s defeat.


  『 Look! Grid still has hope! As seen in the Damian match, he possesses a one time immortal skill! 』


  During the battle against Damian, Grid survived being hit by magic despite his extremely low health. After that, the commentators were convinced that he had an immortal passive. At this time, a notification window appeared in front of Grid.


  [The effect of Evil Spirit’s Bloody Tears is activated. Your attack power will increase by 50% for 5 seconds.] 


  Every time he allowed an attack from Kraugel, he had become more blood-soaked. The Slaughterer's Mask became completely covered with red. This was one of Grid’s plans.


  “Haaap!”


  Jeeeong!


  "Hup...!"


  The sudden rise in Grid’s attack power wasn’t something that Kraugel could overlook. The moment that he collided with Iyarugt, White Fang severely lost its durability and Kraugel’s right arm became numb. The overwhelming difference in strength that occurred suddenly! Kraugel’s eyes shook as he couldn’t withstand the effects of gravity anymore and fell to the ground.


  ‘A berserk skill?’


  A skill that increased attack power as health decreased. Grid was a blacksmith, so how did he have a berserk skill? There was no reason to feel doubts. Once again, it was the power of items!


  “Ack...!”


  The God Hands started swinging at Kraugel as he fell, causing him to feel pain. His face became shadowed. It was Grid, who was emitting a different type of energy than the God Hands!


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  “Super Sensitivity!”


  “Linked Wave Kill!”


  Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa! Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  Blood red energy blades poured down like a tsunami! Every one of them was filled with a strong energy that could be called a disaster.


  ‘It will be over if just one hits!’


  In addition, he needed to win within seconds after activating Super Sensitivity. The key was to insert the last strike just after Grid’s passive ended.


  Suuk.


  Kraugel barely escaped the bombardment of energy blades and widened the distance with Grid. The energy blades followed him to the end, but Kraugel’s movements as he used the terrain to destroy them was divine. But Grid was like a wild beast. He didn’t care about being hit in the immortal state, so he chased after Kraugel, narrowing the distance again in an instant.


  In the end, Kraugel allowed Grid an opportunity to attack.


  Chukak.


  The bloody light barely brushed right past Kraugel’s nose.  Kraugel barely avoided it thanks to Super Sensitivity and accurately struck at both of Grid’s eyes. It was intended to cause the blindness status.


  Supak!


  A white flash aimed accurately towards a teardrop. Right before it reached Grid’s eyes, the duration of immortality was 3 seconds and Super Sensitivity was 4 seconds.


  Kaang!


  The God Hands protected Grid from Kraugel’s attack. 


  2.5 seconds, 3.5 seconds.


  “Wave.”


  Grid used Wave and reached Kraugel, but Kraugel escaped again.


  2 seconds, 3 seconds.


  Jjejeong!


  The distance once again opened between Kraugel and Grid as Kraugel used the God Hands as a foothold.


  "Huraah!”


  Grid predicted that Kraugel would run away and threw a spear.


  Puok!


  “Kuk...!”


  Kraugel had overlooked this skill and the spear pierced his shoulder. Kraugel rapidly paled while Grid partially recovered some health thanks to Elfin Stone’s Ring.


  1 second, 2 seconds.


  Right here.


  Taack!


  This time, Kraugel rushed towards Grid. He easily dodged the Magic Missiles fired by the God Hands and reached Grid. It was White Light Steps combined with Super Sensitivity.


  ‘Finally.’


  This tough fight was over. Kraugel’s mother was in front of him, smiling brightly.


  Syuk!


  Kraugel was filled with hope as his sword was about to pierce Grid’s neck.


  [Braham’s soul, which lost a great deal of power from closing the hell door, has woken up from his sleep!]


  [The cooldown time of Assimilation is over!]


  “Assimilation!”


  Grid’s last trump card was used. His hair turned white and his eyes became sharper than usual, causing the hearts of female viewers around the world to throb, while Kraugel’s heart sank.


  “Shield.”


  Jjeejeeeong!


  A translucent magic barrier blocked Kraugel’s sword. The white haired Grid made a funny expression as Kraugel’s face distorted with shock and despair.


  “This is a talent from the heavens. But you’re still young.”


  Hwaruruk!


  The moment a spark formed at Grid’s fingertips.


  Tak!


  Kraugel threw away White Fang and placed his hands on the shield surrounding Grid.


  “Crying Tiger.”


  “...!”


  Peeng!


  An intangible energy pierced Grid’s chest beyond the shield while the flames from Grid burned Kraugel’s body.


  "U-Unbelievable."


  “Who won?”


  The world fell into chaos as both men turned grey at almost the same time. Was it the sky or the impregnable tower? The results couldn’t be guaranteed until the video was replayed. However, Grid and Kraugel already knew the result.


  “Mother...”


  Kraugel trembled as tears poured from his eyes.
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  [The duration of immortality is over.]


  The worst notification window emerged as Kraugel was about to strike Grid’s neck with White Fang. Was he going to lose? But Grid still had a trump card.


  [Braham’s soul, which lost a great deal of power from closing the hell door, has woken up from his sleep!]


  [The cooldown time of Assimilation is over!]


  “Shield.”


  Jjeejeeeong!


  The moment that Assimilation was used, a shield blocked Kraugel’s attack and Grid was convinced of his victory. Until Braham opened his mouth.


  “This is a talent from the heavens. But you are still young.”


  ‘Stop making noise and use a spell!’


  Grid shouted, but Braham trusted his shield. He believed it would never be broken and summoned a flame. It wasn’t magic of a particular form. It was simply flames made of pure magic power. Grid’s mana was almost empty, so it was impossible to use a spell.


  ‘Well, this is enough.’


  The man in front of Braham was also in a bad state. A light attack was possible. The moment that Braham smiled.


  Tak!


  Kraugel laid a hand on the shield. It was similar to Regas’ technique, who temporarily boosted his body’s weight by using its rotational power.


  ‘Don’t tell me...!’


  Grid and Braham simultaneously became nervous. 


  “Crying Tiger.”


  Peeng!


  An intangible energy passed through the shield and struck Grid’s chest. The damage wasn’t strong, but Grid had only recovered 400 health from the effect of Spear Shot and Elfin Stone’s Ring.  Grid was unable to withstand the blow and died immediately. Once again, he couldn’t enjoy the effect of Tiramet’s Power attached to the Rune of Darkness.


  In his final moments, he saw Kraugel’s body being burned by the flames.


  ***


  Kraugel was uneasy throughout the fight against Grid. In the end, would he lose? Would he not be able to treat his mother’s illness? Grid was so strong that he made even Kraugel, the ultimate player in the game, have these thoughts.


  The ruler of the battlefield, Ares. The Black and White sisters. And Baal’s Contractor, Agnus.


  Grid was no less skilled than the four people working on Satisfy’s central story and wasn’t left behind when it came to the possibility of development. In particular, at the end.


  “Assimilation.”


  Kraugel’s heart froze as Grid’s hair turned white and Blackening was lifted. Grid’s white haired version had taken out Yatan’s First Servant with Fireball. It was only supposed to be for a certain quest, but this power could be used in PvP? It was outside of Kraugel’s scope and he faced a great crisis.


  But in the end, he won. Kraugel’s Crying Tiger was one step ahead of the white haired Grid’s flames. The difference was as thin as a sheet of paper. If Grid hadn’t been confident and used the magic immediately after Shield, the result would’ve changed.


  [You have won a battle against a legend.]


  [The legendary class, Sword Saint has been obtained.]


  [Your level has dropped down to level 1.]


  “Mother...”


  He felt a surge of emotions. He would be able to free his mother from her suffering. He could repay the love his mother gave him all his life. Once again, he could be called ‘Son.’ Kraugel trembled as tears poured from his eyes. They was tears of joy.


  ***


  As a result of the video replay, it was discovered that Grid died before Kraugel. It was a mere difference of 0.1 seconds. 


  『 Only 0.1 seconds... The moment that South Korea and Russia, Grid and Kraugel’s fate changed. 』


  『 The winner is Kraugel! Russia has taken first in the overall rankings! 』


  『 It’s really disappointing from Grid and South Korea’s perspective. If Grid’s magic had been 0.1 seconds faster, South Korea would’ve won first place. 』


  Indeed, it was really competitive. As a result, Grid was defeated, but the sky fell. Who could possibly label Grid as a loser?


  『 The title of the sky is no longer exclusive to Kraugel. 』


  『 That’s right. Grid also deserves to be called the best. 』


  『 As of this moment, Satisfy has two suns. 』


  The commentators of various stations started to praise Grid and most of the world was in agreement. However, Grid was different.


  'In the end, I lost.’


  He realized that he was still lacking to receive that title. But Grid wasn’t frustrated. He was glad. It was true that the distance between him and Kraugel was gradually narrowing.


  ‘Next time.’


  Next time would be different. At that time, he would win the title of the strongest. Grid pledged with a grin as he gazed at Kraugel.


  ‘Is he this happy to win over me?’


  Kraugel was grabbing his chest with tears in his eyes. Grid thoroughly misunderstood the meaning of his tears.


  'Rejoicing so much after beating me...’


  Huhuhut!


  Grid was proud despite losing.


  ***


  1st. Russia (5 gold, 3 silver, 2 bronze) 


  2nd. South Korea (5 gold, 1 silver) 


  3rd. United States (4 gold, 4 silver, 6 bronze) 


  4th. Canada (3 gold, 3 silver, 3 bronze) 


  5th. Spain (1 gold, 2 silver, 1 bronze) 


  6th. Japan (1 gold, 3 bronze) 


  7th. Brazil (1 gold) 


  8th. United Kingdom (4 silver) 


  9th. France (3 silver) 


  Joint 10th place. Argentina, China (2 bronze) 


  12th. Turkey (1 bronze) 


  The final rankings for the National Competition was revealed. The United States and Canada, who were strong winning candidates, ended up third and fourth respectively. Most people didn’t predict this result. In particular, it was shocking that South Korea, which was evaluated as one of the weakest countries, ended up second in the world.


  『 South Korea is a very unusual case. Grid alone won five of the six medals. 』


  『 It was also 4 gold medals and 1 silver medal. 』


  『 If I had to pick an MVP for this competition, I would definitely pick Grid. 』


  Of course, Kraugel’s work was also dazzling. The impact alone allowed him to be compared to Grid. However, the person who won more medals was Grid. Few people would disagree if Grid was chosen as the MVP.


  ***


  The 2nd Satisfy National Competition. The best one month festival held in Paris came to an end. The participants from all over the world stood on the stage for the spectacular closing ceremony. The person with the most spotlight was Grid. A new person who was the best! The second sun! And so on.


  Grid had all types of new nicknames and the attention of the media on him was enormous. Beautiful... In particular, glamorous reporters wanted to interview him about the white haired Grid, causing Yura to poke Grid in the side.


  “You’re drooling.”


  “Heok.”


  Unbelievable! He was drooling while the entire world was watching!


  'Why is there D cup...!?’


  He had worked hard to manage his image, but this blew away instantly. Grid felt embarrassed and blushed, causing Yura to pull out a handkerchief and wipe at his mouth.


  "...”


  Really, she was a woman who behaved in misleading ways. The crowd and players from all over the world looked at Grid with jealousy.


  "People are misunderstanding because you keep acting like this. Act moderately,  or I will start thinking that you like me.”


  "...”


  Yura’s lips twitched. This was a great chance to confess that she liked Grid. But she couldn’t honestly confess. She had received countless love confessions, but it was awkward and embarrassing because she had never confessed to anyone.


  “It’s very lively.”


  Peak Sword laughed. It was like looking at pure children when he saw Grid and Yura, so it was fun. Of course, he also felt frustrated. For reference, Peak Sword had also been solo since his mother’s womb. While Yura and Grid’s love affair (?) was causing an uproar, Chairman Lim Cheolho of the S.A. Group climbed onto the stage. 


  He looked at Grid with an unknown meaning and spoke to the camera.


  “Hello? I am the developer and operator of Satisfy, Lim Cheolho. I would like to thank all the staff and players who have worked hard for this competition... Now, I will deliver happy news to all the people watching on their TVs.”


  The good news delivered by Lim Cheolho was as followed: 


  First of all, to commemorate the National Competition, every player in Satisfy would receive a 10% experience buff. Secondly, additional buffs would be awarded to players who had entered the National Competition. The buffs would depend on their country’s ranking.


  Some people shouted that it was unfair. Too much benefit was given to the players who won medals in the National Competition. But the purpose of the S.A. Group was to increase the influence of the National Competition. It was reasonable to provide proper compensation so that the 3rd and 4th National Competitions would become bigger.


  In any case, the Korean players could look forward to a buff that increased their experience and item acquisition rate by 27% for the next fortnight. As a result, Grid became a true national hero.  The Korean players got a chance to grow rapidly thanks to Grid.


  Grid won four gold medals and one silver medal, so he obtained four adamantium and one bloodstone as the blacksmith’s reward. In addition, a huge sum of 20 billion won was added to his bankbook. It was the advertising fee that the Comet Group deposited.


  Once autumn passed. Grid realized that he would be hit with another 38% tax bomb in next year’s comprehensive income tax report and shed tears of blood. He tried to comfort himself that the taxes he paid would be used for the country’s development, but the billions of won lost in taxes was still too much of a burden. Would he get hair loss again?


  After the closing ceremony. Lauel approached the worried Grid.


  “I have something to say to you.”


  “...?”


  ***


  "Hee~~ This is the kingdom of the Water Clan that I heard about. A pretty place? It makes me furious.”


  “Hihit! Yihihihit!”


  The Water Clan kingdom, Siren.


  Uninvited guests came to the place where Duplicator Euphemina had been staying for several months already. It happened much sooner than Euphemina expected.
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  “What did you want to talk to me about?”


  After the closing ceremony. 


  The Overgeared members gathered at a restaurant near the Eiffel Tower. As a multinational guild, everyone’s skin and eye colors were different, but there was no sense of incongruity when they were together.  They looked at each other with trust and affection, seeming like a family.


  "Baldy.”


  "Shut up! I’m not bald, I shaved!”


  Of course, there were exceptions such as Pon and Vantner.


  "I have brought Kraugel into Overgeared.”


  Lauel spoke amazed words in the midst of the turmoil. Some of the members were agitated.


  "The sky above the sky will join Overgeared?”


  “How?”


  Pon and Regas asked. Unlike the other Overgeared members, they didn’t know about the plan to recruit Kraugel. Of course, Grid was the same. Lauel started to explain the story to those who don’t know.


  “...That is what happened. Thus, we have the right to recruit Kraugel.”


  "...”


  Lauel told the whole story without any exaggeration. His expression was dignified. Lauel believed that Grid and the Overgeared members would be delighted by the Kraugel recruitment project. However, Grid’s expression wasn’t good. Grid thought for a moment as he emptied his glass of beer before giving a shocking reaction.


  “Don’t recruit Kraugel.”


  “...Huh?”


  It was unexpected. Why not recruit the best power? Lauel and most of the Overgeared members were puzzled.


  "We must recruit Kraugel! Kraugel’s blood will flow through the arteries of Overgeared! The Overgeared Guild will be stronger than ever...!”


  Lauel started to talk about Kraugel’s value, but Grid interrupted.


  "Can you force someone to become our colleague?”


  Pon added.


  “Kraugel is the type of person who has always played the game by himself. Doesn’t everyone know that he hates belonging to a group? Can we obtain his true heart if we recruit him like this? There might be a crack in the relationship, which could be dangerous one day.”


  Lauel countered.


  "People change. Look at us now. The reason we became colleagues wasn’t pure. We joined because there was something we wanted. In the course of fulfilling it, our hearts opened and we became true co-workers. The same is true for Kraugel. He might rebel right now, but someday...”


  "No, it’s okay.” Grid was adamant. “Not only is he an existence that shouldn’t be caged, we aren’t weak enough that we should be obsessed with him.”


  Since he started Satisfy, Kraugel had been a solo player and this allowed him to reach the peak. His way of playing was appropriate for him. If he was locked into the framework of a group and changed the way he played, he would no longer be Kraugel. Weren’t there many cases of that in CD games? The enemy would become weak after joining their party!


  “Those are just assumptions!”


  It was Lauel who reacted to the end. Most of the members of Overgeared understood his feelings. This was the opportunity to recruit the strongest power, but it might be missed due to internal opposition. How annoyed would Lauel be? Grid saw Lauel’s heart and spoke openly without hiding anything. 


  “Lauel, I lost to Kraugel.”


  Kraugel was Grid’s goal. He was the sky that Grid wanted to reach. In the end, he failed to reach it.


  “Some people might laugh, but I think of myself as Kraugel’s rival. I want to continue competing until I someday surpass him.”


  “...Ah.”


  Lauel realized.


  ‘I... I can never fathom Grid’s mind!’


  It was very uncomfortable and damaging to the pride to have someone he couldn’t defeat under him. Lauel understood Grid’s position and nodded.


  "I understand... I won’t make the deal with Kraugel.”


  Grid asked like he didn’t understand.


  "Why not?”


  "...Didn’t you say not to recruit him?”


  Grid smiled wickedly at Lauel.


  “Not recruiting him doesn’t mean we can’t make a deal.”


  ***


  After the closing ceremony, people’s interest in the National Competition started to disperse as other topics became popular in the various media. Kraugel’s name disappearing from the list of rankers’ shocked the world. Therefore, Kraugel was forced to take refuge in the Russian players’ jet after being chased by reporters.


  ‘Lauel said he would contact me in 30 minutes.’


  He would connect to Satisfy for a while. Kraugel connected to Satisfy using the capsule installed in the plane. Then he opened his status window.


  Name: Kraugel 


  Level: 1


  Class: Sword Saint


  * Sword type weapons can be used without restrictions.


  * You will bring out the hidden functions of sword type weapons when they are equipped.


  * You can create new sword techniques. The number of times it can be created will increase every time the level of ‘Complete Sword Mastery’ increases.


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  Title: East Continent’s Pioneer


  Title: Troll King’s...


  Title: ...


  ...


  ...


  Health: 1,485/1,485


  Mana: 100/100


  Strength: 50 (+120)   Stamina:15 (+50) 


  Agility: 30 (+60)    Intelligence: 10 (+10)


  Composure: 10  Indomitable: 10 


  Dignity: 10    Insight: 10 (+40)


  Regeneration: 30


  Super Sensitivity: 0.1


  ‘It’s beyond imagination...’


  Kraugel was shocked by the Sword Saint class. His level had fallen to 1 and the skills and stats he worked hard to train had been reset to the beginning. Fortunately, his titles remained and the basic skills and abilities of the Sword Saint were amazing. Russia received a 30% experience buff thanks to being 1st in the overall rankings, so it wouldn’t be difficult to recover his level. In particular, Kraugel’s passive skill Keen Senses disappeared and the originally active Super Sensitivity was changed to a stat.


  ‘The Super Sensitivity passive...’


  It could be considered a passive that could be trained without any limits. In the short term, the performance was weaker compared to the old Super Sensitivity. However, that would change later. If he developed the stat properly, Kraugel would become an absolute person who was always in the Super Sensitivity state. Of course, it was likely that the performance would fall compared to the initial Super Sensitivity when it was an active skill.


  -Kraugel! Can you come out for a while?


  A voice came from outside the capsule when Kraugel was connected to the game. Alexander. The skinhead Alexander. As an extreme nationalist, he originally disregarded Kraugel and showed resentment. Now he was acting as Kraugel’s loyal dog. It was because he had infinite respect for Kraugel, who made Russia the first ranked country.


  -What?


  Alexander explained to Kraugel.


  -That monkey... No, a Korean person said he wanted to meet you.


  -Who?


  -G-Grid. Why did he come after losing to you in PvP? What should I do? Should I send him back?


  -No, wait.


  Kraugel immediately logged out. He knew why Grid had come to see him.


  ‘Lauel told him the story.’


  Now Grid had learned the truth. He came to receive the vow of allegiance. Originally, a group always had a hierarchy. Kraugel smiled bitterly as he emerged from the capsule. Then he witnessed an amazing sight.


  "Ugh...!"


  “Hnng~~”


  At the airplane’s entrance. The Russia players with big physiques were falling helplessly. The reason wasn’t clear. He didn’t know why, but this phenomenon was caused every time Grid’s fingers touched their bodies.


  “H-Huaaat~~!”


  Another Russia player let out a strange moan when touched by Grid.  At the same time, he blushed and looked down slowly...


  Omitted.


  "W-What the hell is he doing?”


  Alexander was terrified and hid his big body behind Kraugel. He was afraid of Grid, who offered ecstasy to his colleagues with just one finger.


  “Hello?”


  Grid discovered Kraugel and greeted him. Kraugel took off the translator and responded in Korean.


  “It’s good to see you. It’s only been two hours.”


  "Isn’t your Korean quite good?”


  "I can’t be poor at my native language.”


  "Hrmm..."


  Grid took off the useless translator and glanced doubtfully at Kraugel. The outline of the body was correct, but Kraugel looked too much like a woman. It was also a pretty woman. Grid looked at the long eyelashes and came to a conclusion.


  "Friends.”


  “...What?”


  Kraugel expected Grid to ask him to join Overgeared, so he was baffled by the words. Grid approached him and reached out a hand.


  "Let’s help each other when it’s difficult. In the future, you don’t have to fight alone like this.”


  Grid knew. There were limitations to being alone. Grid anticipated that one day, Kraugel would need his power.


  "I’m not inviting you to join the guild. We’ll just help each other when it’s needed.”


  “...Why?” Kraugel couldn’t believe it. “Why are you treating me so good?”


  Why didn’t Grid forcefully make him join the guild? It was possible in his position. Why do such a big favor?


  Grid replied simply to Kraugel.


  "I need a competitor in the future. I want your development. If I fight against you as you become stronger, I will also develop. In the first place, I’m already satisfied with having Piaro in the guild.”


  "...”


  The present Grid was completely different than the one Kraugel met in Reidan. There were no shadows on his face and his eyes were dignified. He had a dependable atmosphere around him. Kraugel felt thrilled and grabbed Grid’s big and rough hand.


  “I’m glad.”


  ‘I will run whenever you call me. And thank you.’


  Kraugel swallowed down those words. He thought that Grid would know even if he didn’t say it. And Grid also knew.


  “Thanking me? Promise me one thing. Every time I call, run over. You are able to treat your mother’s illness thanks to Lauel. Shouldn’t you return the favor?”


  “...I understand.”


  What was the concept of friends that Grid was talking about? Kraugel felt seriously concerned as Grid patted his shoulders.


  "Once your mother recovers, come to South Korea to play. I’ll show you around."


   “...Yes.”


  Thank you. Kraugel gave a rare smile, looking more beautiful than ever. Kraugel longed for the health and well-being of all mothers in the world.


  On this day. The players who participated in the National Competition left for their home countries. A new adventure was waiting for them.
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  Grid had many challenges left for him to overcome: Aslan, with the Saharan Empire behind him, the man who kept Reidan in check and also falsely accused him of killing Prince Ren. There was also the vampire cities that he needed to fully capture before the war began.


  In addition, he had to figure out what the 3rd prince of the Saharan Empire was planning and figure out a way to capture the Behen Archipelago. The whole process was likely to be linked to hell, so he planned to arrange sufficient preparations such as putting effort into raising Yura.


  Prior to that, Grid had something to do personally.


  ‘Smelt the adamantium and bloodstone.’


  The moment of making his 15th legendary item was approaching. He would experience further growth with the third special event. According to Lauel, Kraugel had obtained the strongest combat class. However, Grid didn’t think he was lagging behind.


  He was able to find a better use of items through this National Competition.


  ‘Kraugel, the stronger you are, the stronger I will become.’


  But before that!


  ‘First of all, I will move!’


  The building that costed him both 10 billion won and 13 months of construction was finally completed. Thanks to the recognition that he developed during the National Competition, inquiries about moving in didn’t cease and the surrounding commercial area began to develop. He heard that the value of the 10 billion won building had actually soared to 15 billion!


  ‘I am now a top landlord!’


  He would receive monthly rent and not have to worry about starving to death for the rest of his life! The throne that nobody could dream about, Grid felt like he was on top of the whole world!


  “Father, Mother! In the future, I will protect both of you as well as Sehee!"


  Grid confidently swore in front of his family members, who embraced him with tearful eyes. They finally realized that this was the end of hardships and the beginning of happiness. Grid and his family were busy for a while as they moved away from the old house they had been living in for around 30 years.


  ***  


  “Eh~~? Kraugel disappeared from the rankings?”


  The Belto Kingdom was a very poor kingdom that offered huge tributes to the Saharan Empire every year.


  Few of the two billion players used the Belto Kingdom as their starting point, as it was classified as a remote area due to its geographical distance from the center of the continent and its underdeveloped nature. It was natural for there to be a small number of players.


  However, this place recently started to change as it gradually grew stronger by absorbing the weak kingdoms around it. How was this possible when the Belto Kingdom had no funds to train the army? It was the result of the unofficial ranker Ares and his soldiers.


  “He finally got a hidden class?”


  Ares, who had been organizing the supplies from the enemies, responded to Luck’s cry. Luck made a frustrated expression.


  “Ah~~ that person has become stronger, and this is your only reaction? You should be more nervous, more nervous!”


  “Why should I be nervous about someone who almost lost to a blacksmith? He was never my opponent in the first place.”


  "Hyuu~ isn’t your memory really bad? Didn’t you lose to him?”


  “At that time, I was weakened. I would’ve won if my condition was perfect.’


  "Hmmm~~ anyway, it is true that he is a tough guy.”


  “So what? Should I be shaking with fear?”


  "Hyu~~ No, you should keep Kraugel in check. Won’t it be scary if he becomes stronger?”


  “Aish, making me care about something like this. Release the kids and take care of it.”


  "Ye~~~s!”


  The number ‘two billion’ was too big to easily estimate the scale. The best rankers who represented their country in the National Competition?  They would be weak against the countless reclusive users scattered across Satisfy.


  These hermits all had one goal in common: to become a master.  Ares was one of said hermits, and his goal was to become the ruler of the continent! He dreamt of building his own country and someday taking over the Saharan Empire.


  ***


  The Water Clan kingdom, Siren.


  The size of this mysterious kingdom under the sea was quite small. Its population was only 100,000 strong, and the land was similar in size to Reidan. There were few hunting grounds and quests, so the number of players became scarce.


  However, this place was heaven for Siren’s first discoverer, Euphemina. Thanks to the title ‘Friend of the Water Clan,’ she easily accumulated affinity with the water clan, and was able to experience many hidden episodes. Four months ago, she received a hidden quest.


  [Upcoming Destruction]


  ★ Hidden Quest �


  The heart of the water clan contains enormous magic power.


  The prophet ‘Miong’ has prophesied that evil humans will invade Siren for this purpose.


  You have a connection with the water clan through the disciple of a great magician, Mumud.


  Defend Siren against the unknown enemies!


  Quest Clear Condition: Protect Siren from enemy invasion.


  Quest Failure Condition: More than 70% of Siren is destroyed or Siren’s population is reduced by more than 40%.


  Quest Clear Reward: Acquire the title ‘Defender of Siren.’ Acquire Mumud’s Spellbook. MAX affinity with the water clan’s royal family.


  While Euphemina didn’t know what effect the title ‘Defender of Siren’ had, since it was a title obtained from saving a kingdom, its effects certainly wouldn’t be low. Euphemina judged that it would show off a tremendous performance. More than that, Euphemina was expecting a lot from Mumud’s Spellbook.


  Mumud, the disciple to the legendary magician Braham. Several documents testified that Mumud might’ve been a better magician than Braham. It was natural that Euphemina was expecting a lot from Mumud’s Spellbook.


  ‘Finally, maximum affinity with the royal family.’


  Over the years, Euphemina had been steadily building up affinity with the water clan’s king, Maxong. She needed to be friendly with Maxong in order to obtain his tears, and the result was successful. But the other princes were a problem. The conservative princes were unfriendly towards humans and many clashes occurred.


  What if she defended Siren and the affinity reached the peak? All of the princes would show a favorable attitude to Euphemina and it could be an opportunity to establish an alliance with Overgeared and Reidan.


  ‘I must keep watch.’


  Two months before the National Competition, Euphemina reported the quest to Grid and he promised to actively help her. It was the day when Euphemina sent a whisper to Grid and he made a meaningful smile. But there was a problem.


  ‘The invasion is faster than expected!’


  The invasion happened one month earlier than the prophesied date, meaning Grid’s support would be delayed.


  ‘Grid said that he would send troops three weeks later...!’


  She needed to hurry. Euphemina hurriedly sent a whisper to Grid.


  -Grid!


  [The target isn’t connected.]


  “What?”


  Originally, Grid was someone who always connected to the game except when he was sleeping. Now was the time when Grid should be awake. Then why wasn’t he connected? The confused Euphemina sent another whisper, but the result was the same.


  ‘Did something happen?’


  It was a desperate situation. Euphemina felt worry instead of resentment towards Grid, who was currently absent. As a member of Overgeared, she had much respect and adoration for Grid.


  -Lauel!


  Euphemina hurriedly sent a whisper to Lauel. Was he carrying out a heavy workload again as soon as the National Competition was over? Lauel replied in a powerless voice,


  -Yes... Tell me, our hidden gem, Euphemina.


  Euphemina shouted urgently,


  -Send support to Siren...!


  Lick!


  “Kyak?!”


  Something rough, soft, and sticky licked Euphemina’s white cheeks. Euphemina screamed in horror at the uncomfortable feeling.


  “Hihit! Yihihihit!”


  An unidentified woman with round eyes like a frog placed her face close to Euphemina.


  “You! Did you lick my cheek just now?”


  Euphemina stared at the woman with a long tongue with a disbelieving expression.


  “Hiit! Hihit! Soft!”


  “I feel bad.”


  Euphemina frowned and immediately used magic. Judging by the current situation, it was normal to attack without asking any questions.


  "Aqua Throne!”


  It was the spell of the water clan’s 1st Prince Paong, who had excellent magical talent. The S-class magic was the strongest magic to use against a single enemy. However...


  “Hiit! Yihihihit!”


  Peeng!


  The woman with round eyes smiled strangely and floated. The user with an ID of ‘Black’ faced Aqua Throne head on and wielded sharp claws at Euphemina.


  “Bah!”


  Euphemina was the first of two billion users to earn an epic hidden class because of her experience, skills, and effort. In particular, since becoming a Duplicator, she had seen many great battles in the pursuit of high rankers. It meant she wasn’t someone who easily allowed an enemy’s frontal attacks. She avoided the attack of the woman and decided to take the situation seriously.


  ‘Perhaps she is wearing armor and artifacts with high resistance to the water attribute?’


  It was a testament to the fact that the enemies were fully prepared when invading Siren.


  -Send assistance to Siren...!


  Euphemina once again sent a whisper to Lauel, only to see a terrible notification window.


  [You have failed to send a whisper!]


  [The ‘Chaos Field’ is blocking contact with the outside world!]


  "Ha, you are really prepared.”


  They prepared many things in order to carry out the surprise attack. Euphemina pulled out a new duplicated skill as she stared at the black pendant hanging between Black’s curves.


  ***


  “Brother! Evil humans have broken through the outer wall and entered the city! They are trampling on our homes and the people!”


  1st Prince Paong was outraged by the words of 3rd Prince Gulong.


  “This is all due to that human female called Euphemina!”


  That cursed human found Siren, making it the target of greedy humans. He cursed with resentment as he ordered the army to take out their spears and orbs.


  “Go and fight! Defend our kingdom and its people against the enemy!”


  "Ohhhh!”


  Since the loss of the princess years ago, King Maxong had locked himself away. Therefore, it was up to Paong to raise the morale of the soldiers. But war wasn’t something that could be won just by enthusiasm. The human army that invaded Siren was very strong. The soldiers weren’t able to oppose them.


  In particular, the white-haired woman who was like a ghost. Even Paong, who was capable of both magic and using the spear, wasn’t her opponent.


  "The god of the waves has abandoned us...!”


  Why did he allow the invasion of the enemies? The terrible screams and the sight of their family and colleagues dying in front of their eyes...


  “It’s good that we were chosen as the vanguard. It is true that Lauel’s eyes are excellent. He plays an active role in the lord’s absence.”


  “Hey! Stop talking nonsense and lie down! The wyvern can’t maintain its balance!”


  “Wow... This is almost a Vantner-level troll.”


  Five people rode on Huroi’s wyvern and were crossing the endless ocean. Huroi, Peak Sword, Pon, and Regas. In addition, Blood Warrior Katz.


  At the same time. 


  “Ha... It is hard.”


  Grid was busy moving. He didn’t hear the ringtone of the phone that he had placed in the corner. In the center of Grid’s new room, the diamond capsule from the Comet Group flashed and stood out.
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  Empress Marie.


  The mother of the 4th prince, she had the ambition to place her son on the imperial throne. After Empress Aria’s death and captivating the emperor’s heart, she built up a strong relationship with the nobles and reorganized the Red Knights into her own limbs.


  At one time, the Red Knights were judged to be weaker than the Red Knights of the previous generations. But now? Quite the opposite. The current knights receive the instructions of the enlightened Sword Duke Limit and had the power of a great swordsman. It was no surprise that the Red Knights of the modern world were judged to be much better than the past knights.


  Thanks to that, Marie’s position increased further. Whatever her intentions, she brilliantly trained the Red Knights, making the emperor more favorable towards her.


  Originally, Marie should’ve been happy. However, it was actually a headache. Ever since the Five Pillars were obtained, the emperor recognized the Red Knights as ‘usable tiles’ again. The number of tasks the Red Knights received from the emperor gradually increased, causing frequent gaps in Marie’s armed forces.


  ‘Juander... I know that you love me, but it’s impossible for me to control you.’


  He wasn’t the emperor of an empire for nothing. It wasn’t easy for him to be deceived by his heart. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t completely get him under her thumb. She felt a sense of crisis since Asmophel was kidnapped by someone, and created a new group as a defensive instinct.


  She would use dogs that were only loyal to herself, out of reach of the emperor and other nobles.


  ***


  Once every four months, two full moons would overlap in one night. When the coastal waters of Brinichi experienced a low tide, a secret path would be revealed. A purple road leading into the deep abyss of the sea. It headed towards Siren. That’s right. Originally, Siren was a place that could only be entered once every four months.


  However, since it was released by Euphemina, numerous players visited there and succeeded in finding several new paths. Now Siren became a place that could be visited at any time.


  “Is it really there?”


  Rab. Based on the speed of the wyvern, it was a place that could be reached by flying for two hours from Reidan’s desert. Katz gulped as he confirmed the gigantic whirlpool swirling in the centre. They had to fly into that whirlpool to enter Siren? Katz couldn’t understand it.


  “If we fall down there, won’t we 100% die?”


  Surely these guys weren’t trying to kill him because they disliked him? Katz didn’t trust his colleagues because he had just joined the team. He couldn’t believe people due to the environment that he grew up in. He fought against his blood brothers and sisters over who would become the successor. 


  For Katz, trusting humans wasn’t easy.


  “I don’t know why you’re so timid.”


  As a descendant of an independent fighter, Peak Sword hated Japanese people who made racist remarks like Alexander of Russia. Fortunately, Katz didn’t mind his tone. He didn’t forget his mistake of ignoring and criticizing the Korean people in the past. Katz might have a selfish personality, but he wasn’t the type to deny his mistakes.


  "I understand why you hate me. I want to apologize for my attitude and remarks in the past.”


  “...Eh?”


  Peak Sword was embarrassed by Katz’ unexpected reaction. The Katz that he knew was a bastard. He didn’t show such a mild attitude in the past.


  ‘Isn’t he a bad guy?’


  How should he respond?  Katz kicked the butt of the worried Peak Sword.


  “Why aren’t you apologizing?”


  "Ah, this X!”


  Peak Sword fell into the whirlpool that was the entrance and Katz checked to see if he had died or not. Pon and Regas laughed like they found it funny. Huroi watched the four crazy people and realized again.


  ‘Normal people are rare in Overgeared. I should stay alert so that Grid isn’t damaged.’


  Huroi was someone whose specialty was talking about parents. Looking at it objectively, he was the most garbage person in Overgeared.


  ***


  Water clan. Their physical characteristics were very similar to humans. They looked like humans apart from the gills on their shoulders and arms, as well as the sparkling scales on their thighs. It was easy to think of them as humans who could live in water.


  However, their strength and magic power were several times higher than normal humans and the possibility of development was high. If they didn’t have the fatal weakness of low fertility and not being able to live long on land, they would’ve built a civilization that would’ve surpassed humanity.


  “I found a means of harnessing the magic power accumulated in their hearts. Go to Siren right now and obtain as many hearts as possible... No, take them all.” 


  White was one of the best users of Blood Carnival. Half a year ago, she joined the Rose Knights who served Empress Marie and had been loyal to Marie ever since. Marie was one of the few people who could satisfy her desires.


  “It’s bad luck not being pretty.”


  White reminisced about Marie’s explanation and command while looking around Siren. She noticed a sand castle rising in the center of the beautiful underwater kingdom. 


  Escente laughed at the sight of the water clan being killed as they fled.


  "It’s rare to have beauty. Do you think the water clan are stupid because they’re fish? Why build a castle with sand?”


  Escente was a member of Blood Carnival like White. But he had nothing to do with Marie or the Rose Knights. He could participate in this expedition because White shared the quest with him.


  “One heart is 80 gold... 100 hearts can be converted into 7,000 dollars.”


  “It’s 70,000 dollars if it is 1,000 hearts! Kukuk! This isn’t a triple S quest! It’s a very lucrative quest!”


  In addition to Escente, many Blood Carnival players participated in this expedition. As many as 30 people. Around one third of Blood Carnival was gathered in Siren. Blood Carnival was a group specializing in combat and slaughter, so the capabilities of 30 of them gathered at once was beyond the imagination.


  They’d also hired mercenaries or gathered colleagues, so there were close to 1,000 people. The average level was 233! The seven guilds? Overgeared? Those groups of people couldn’t even give them business cards. The Blood Carnival people were proud and strong.


  The water clan soldiers who weren’t used to war were just prey in front of them.


  Seokeok!


  Siren City.


  After killing an elderly man shivering on one side, Escente laughed as he defeated two soldiers who ran over aggressively in succession.


  "Easy, easy! Really easy! Their levels are too low! Instead of 1,000, I will catch one million!”


  The average level of the thousands of citizens were around 100, while the soldiers had an average level of 180. One variable was being able to use water attribute magic, but that had already been expected. It wasn’t much of a threat since they wore items to increase resistance to the water attribute as much as possible.


  Water clan. They were weak and easy prey worth 80 gold each.


  Blood Carnival and their army were filled with excitement as they started the slaughter. The Siren Kingdom’s beautifully made city of water and sand became tinged with blood instantly.


  3rd Prince Gulong arrived at the battlefield late and cried out.


  “Wicked humans...!”


  The water clan weren’t aggressive. They knew satisfaction and didn’t easily covet things. For them, the human race who didn’t care about deceiving, stealing, or killing others was a target of disgust.


  “Why? Why do you come into the depths of the ocean to invade and slaughter us? Even the women and children who can’t resist...!?”


  Gulong swung a scimitar at Escente. Escente was surprised as he blocked the attack. It was because after the sword exchange, Gulong leaned forward and knocked against Escent with his rock-hard shoulder. He wasn’t merely a fighter, but a warrior capable of tactics.


  “Ugh.”


  Escent was hit in the chest and flew far away, but got up immediately. His mouth twisted in an ugly manner.


  "Does it really mean anything to catch a fish? This damn fish!”


  “Disgraceful person!”


  Gulong’s movements became more aggressive as he was provoked. It was stronger and quicker due to maximizing the effects of fast swordsmanship, but it also left gaps. Escente counterattacked with a shield and struck Gulong’s jaw.


  “Aha! It is easy to go against a stupid bastard!”


  Gulong was a named NPC. If Escente could catch this NPC, wouldn’t he receive at least 100,000 gold? The greedy Escente started to push at Gulong. However, Gulong was stronger than he thought. The third advancement Escente couldn’t knock him down and was eventually driven to the defensive.


  “Somebody help!"


  Escente belatedly realized and shouted urgently, but there was no one to help him. The Blood Carnival was merely a group created to share information that was beneficial to one another. There was no desire to help each other.  If there wasn’t the minimum of rules, they would’ve already stabbed each other in the back.


  "Block with your shield before you die! That’s what you get for being too greedy!"


  “Kyakyak! Look at that unseemly form! Pathetic!”


  Escente’s companions mocked rather than help him.


  “Son of a bitch...!”


  After passing through this crisis, Escente wanted to pass on the aggro to the others. But this damn Gulong showed no gaps. At least three third advancement classes working together would be needed to raid him.


  ‘Why am I facing this monster...?’


  He had only collected 27 hearts. He only got 2,160 gold and the loss would be too big if he died.


  ‘I’m ruined!’


  The moment Escente was feeling frustration.


  "Kyaaack!”


  “Aah! Mother! Father!”


  Blood Carnival and their army started to increase the pace of their slaughter. They entered the locked houses and killed the people hiding inside, irrespective of gender or age. Screaming women and crying children. They didn’t care about the pain and sadness. They wouldn’t have joined Blood Carnival or accepted this quest if they worried about such things in the first place. 


  “Stop! Stop right now!”


  Gulong couldn’t bear to see the innocent people being cruelly murdered. Escente stabbed a sword in Gulong’s side and shouted.


  “Hahat! Looking away during a battle!”


  "Ugh!"


  Gulong realized that the situation was desperate. The number of his soldiers was ten times more than the number of humans, but numbers had no meaning, considering the strength of the humans. One of the strongest warriors of the water clan couldn’t help because he was tied up by one human.


  ‘Brother...!’


  1st Prince Paong was isolated among humans and seemed to be in a crisis. As the prophet Miong said, was god abandoning them? The moment that Gulong closed his eyes, waiting for the human to hurt him... 


  Kwajajajak!


  A flash fell from the sky like a lightning bolt and struck Escente’s head. It was an unexpected blow. The skill ignored defense, and Escente, who fell into a stunned state, turned his eyes in the direction it came from. Then he saw a man.


  “A beautiful river of blood.”


  Ssik.


  The ID of the laughing man was Katz. His smile was tinged with insanity. Compared to Escente and other members of Blood Carnival, he seemed the most insane.


  “Blood Warrior...?”


  Kuoooooh!


  The blood of the water clan on the battlefield slowly rose into the sky, a strange, cruel, and beautiful sight that enchanted people.
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  A transparent outer wall surrounded all of Siren. Beyond that, the deep sea views inspired awe in the viewers. However, Katz’ present appearance was more surprising than the scenery.


  “Blood Warrior...! What are you doing here?”


  Escente overcame the stunned state in just one second and shouted while taking a potion.


  Katz snorted.


  “A worthless person like you is pretending to be a landlord. Why should I tell you my reason for coming here? Who are you in the first place?”


  “This crazy guy! Why are you attacking someone you don’t know?”


  Escente felt resentful of Katz’ attitude before suddenly realizing.


  "Aha! That's right! You're trying to make money here!”


  Siren was a kingdom lacking hunting grounds and quests. There was only one reason why Katz, a high ranker, would come to this place where even level 100 users were reluctant to visit. Escente was sure of it.


  “Yes...! You received the quest from White too! You came here to hunt the water clan people!”


  Strictly speaking, they were on the same side. So why was he hit?


  “You lousy bastard! You want to obtain the money from the water clan on your own!”


  Escente was confident of his plausible reasoning. Katz thought it was cute.


  “I’m moving for money? Kukuk! That’s a fresh idea.”


  'Ah!’


  Wasn’t he someone with money? Katz reminded them that he was the son of Japan’s leading conglomerate.


  “If that’s the case... Then you came here because...!?”


  "That's right. I came here on the side of the water clan. As Grid’s servant.”


  “...Servant?” (Raws is a slang word)


  What? It was a unique Japanese term that Escente couldn’t understand. However, he could infer it from the current context.


  ‘Katz has joined Overgeared? Then the Overgeared Guild came to save Siren?’


  How did this happen? Did White know about this? But he couldn't afford to think too deeply.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  The shed blood from the brutally murdered water clan. It became a stream of blood that flew around Katz as a living snake. It was a very quick attack that made Escente feel surprised and desperate. As a result, he easily avoided it. The trajectory of the blood flow wasn’t complicated, so he could adapt quickly.


  Kwa kwak!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwak!


  Straight, right angle, and straight line. The blood flow moved simply compared to the terrible momentum behind it. The targets weren’t hit and only the ground was broken. In the course of avoiding the bloodstream, Escente was brought to the side of his colleagues.


  ‘Bah! This is nothing... Wait?'


  Wasn’t this too easy? Soul Predator Seuron, Ruler of the Battlefield Ares, and Blood Warrior Katz. These three were considered dangerous people who should never be met on a battlefield. On a battlefield where an enormous amount of blood was shed, Katz’ skills were enormous.


  Escente predicted the worst outcome.


  ‘Don’t tell me...!’


  Maybe moving near his colleagues while avoiding the bloodstream was Katz’ intentions? The moment that ominous thought occurred.


  Pepeng!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The bloodstream suddenly exploded, swallowing up Escente and his colleagues.


  "Kukuk! Small fries!”


  A dark smile appeared on Katz’ face. As the Blood Carnival members and their army were screaming from the pain, Katz hummed happily like a psychopath. He pulled out a sword and moved among the enemy.


  "Thank you for your help, but... What is with your happy expression while killing? Do you enjoy slaughtering humans?”


  "...”


  Originally, Katz’ personality meant he would’ve ignored the question from a NPC. But now he was a member of Overgeared and he knew that Grid respected NPCs.  Grid was a person who even married a NPC!


  “...Hrmm.”


  Katz had to consider Grid’s position and the image of the guild. He kindly answered Gulong’s question.


  "That's right. Is there anything in the world as entertaining as fighting and killing?”


  “Wow...”


  The faces of Gulong and the water clan soldiers turned white. It was the moment when the water clan people became more prejudiced and distrustful towards humans. It was a misfortune caused by Katz’ unnecessary kindness.


  ***


  Euphemina. She had an appearance like a cute girl and was called the hidden gem of Overgeared. She was almost obscure because she didn’t have any outside activities, but she was actually one of the best powers in the team. She was active in various fields due to duplicating skills, and she always had the greatest combat power. Therefore she was considered a guardian angel of Overgeared.


  Of course, this was on the premise that ‘top level skills were duplicated in large quantities.’ In this complete state, even Grid called her OP and was afraid of her. In fact, she had the power to smash Faker in the past. She even managed to fight with Piaro.


  The current Euphemina was in top shape. It was possible because she had received the hidden quest from the prophet Miong for the last half a year. In the meantime, Euphemina had duplicated the skills of high ranking players. She didn’t doubt that she was the strongest.


  But this battle was difficult.


  Black.


  The woman, who had a mature body that Grid was partial to, was extraordinarily agile. It was so fast that she couldn’t follow Black with her eyes.  It was impossible to hit her without targeted skills. Euphemina invoked one of the S-grade spells that she had saved, Giant’s Embrace, and blocked the sword coming towards her.


  "Fire Hell!”


  Hwaruruk!


  Tall pillars of fire appeared in an 8 meter area around Euphemina. It was wide area magic. There was no better means to neutralize an enemy’s swiftness than wide area magic. In the end, Black was burned. She tried to retreat from the range of the Fire Hell, but it was already too late. Euphemina completed the chant for Storm Gravity Field immediately after Fire Hell.


  Kududuk! Kwaduk!


  There was a strange sound and Black’s body plummeted to the ground. She was crushed by the gravity field that had increased by dozens, hundreds of times.


  “Hihit!”


  Was it desperation after sensing defeat? Black burst into laughter. Her body was swallowed up by a storm and Euphemina fired several more fire arrows at her. Then Black turned to grey as she died.


  ‘5 minutes and 31 seconds...’


  Euphemina was tied up by Black for that long. In this process, eight skills had been consumed. Euphemina couldn’t help puffing up both cheeks like a squirrel.


  "Really strong.”


  Black wasn’t inferior to the strongest people in Overgeared. Where was this strong person hiding in the meantime? Euphemina questioned as she prepared to move to the center of the battlefield, only to look like she saw a ghost.


  “Hiit! Yihihihit! How is a cute little girl like you not known to the world? I will ask my sister!”


  “...?”


  Black. The person who turned grey had once again appeared in front of Euphemina. It was without a single injury!


  “Twins?”


  It couldn’t be, because the ID was exactly the same! Euphemina’s beautiful red eyes shook. It was just like the first time she met Grid!


  ***


  Peng!


  Pepepepeng!


  Siren, which had been peaceful for thousands of years, had turned into a battlefield in only 15 minutes. The city was already being devastated. There were continuous explosions as humans destroyed the civilization built in Siren and indiscriminately massacred the people.


  "Stop...! Please! Please stop!”


  1st Prince Paong. He was one of the strongest warriors of the water clan and was desperately resisting. He tried to beg. But it was wishful thinking. The overall power gap was so severe that the human atrocities were beyond imagination.


  “P-Prince...”


  "Yaong! Myoong!”


  The young knights who grew up with him since childhood, as well as the middle-aged knights and magicians who were his teachers. They died one by one to the humans.


  "Despicable...! Wicked humans!” 


  Shielding the people! Some might think he was foolish and laugh.  But the water clan couldn’t allow their own people to be hurt. By defending the ordinary residents against the enemies, the soldiers were attacked one-sidedly and easily collapsed.


  White found it funny.


  "Fools."


  “You are the devil!”


  The furious Paong rushed towards White. He first needed to get rid of the human female holding up him. But White was too strong. Even Paong, one of the strongest warriors of the water clan, couldn’t go against her.


  Teong!


  She blocked his spear with her bloated belly. 


  Peeok!


  Her forearm hit Paong in the face. She had a weight of 2 tons and was a master of fighting, knowing how to use her physical characteristics properly.


  “T-This...!”


  “I will praise you for not comparing me to a pig.”


  White smiled and blew a kiss at Paong in a creepy manner. Paong stiffened and White frowned.


  "What is with that look? Do you also not like me for being fat and ugly?”


  Peeok!


  The angry White’s gigantic fist struck Paong’s face once more. Paong couldn’t believe it. How could a human without a weapon be so strong? He was feeling confused when he heard somebody’s voice.


  "A martial artist who knows how to properly distribute their weight.”


  A clear and clear voice. The owner of the voice without any darkness sounded convinced.


  “What are you?”


  Paong expressed hostility as a human male approached and held out his hand. His distrust and hatred for humans had reached the peak. Paong pointed his spear at the human male, Regas, who held out his hand with a sad expression to the end.


  “Why...” The sadness in the clear eyes turned to anger. "Why do they have to taste this pain and sadness?”


  Regas’ always laughing eyes turned fierce. He glared at the white haired White.


  "Don’t look at me like that...! It isn’t a sin to be fat! I’m someone who will be fat even if I only drink water!"


  Peeng!


  White talked nonsense as she struck Regas’ fist. At this moment, Regas realized.


  ‘I’m not her opponent...!’


  ***


  “I have a question.”


  Beast human Toon paid a monthly rent and moved to the 5th floor of Grid’s building. He was helping Grid move in return for moving in without a deposit.


  “Why don’t you hire a moving company to carry your things?”


  Grid replied while carrying a box.


  “Save money. Don’t you know how expensive labor costs are these days?”


  “Wouldn’t it be much better for you to play the game during the time it would take for you to move everything?”


  Grid’s value was astronomical. The revenue he could earn from playing the game for one hour was beyond the imagination of the general public. No, his name recognition was so great that he could make money just from saying ‘Comet Group’ on the Internet.


  “Ah...!” Grid was frustrated. “Dammit...! I have been living as a poor man for so long that my sense of economics is strange!"


  He was having trouble adjusting properly. Toon handed a small booklet to the tearful Grid. It was the instructions for the diamond class capsule given to Grid by the Comet Group.


  "Leave the finishing up to me and go play.”


  “Y-Yes... Thank you.”


  Grid rushed to his room. There was anticipation in Toon’s eyes.


  “How much stronger will you become?”


  Toon was astounded when he discovered the capsule that Grid had been using during the moving process. The capsule used by Grid was released in the early days and was the infamous lowest priced entry-level capsule that had the ‘worst assimilation rate.’


  Meanwhile, the diamond capsule was a top rated model. It was 150 times more expensive than the capsule Grid used, and its performance was overwhelming. It was incomparable to the intermediate capsules supplied to players in the National Competition.


  “Don’t forget that life is about items.”


  Toon laughed and called the moving center.




  Chapter 468


  “Wow... Isn’t this completely different from what I expected?”


  "Yes, this is serious.”


  Huroi, Peak Sword, and Pon entered Siren. They climbed onto the walls of sand and frowned as they looked at the battlefield. The level of the players who invaded Siren was so high that it exceeded the range assumed.


  “There are 1,000 of them. The average level is in the mid 200s.”


  "Of those, around 30 are third advancement classes. This isn’t at the level of rabble. They’re specialized in combat.” 


  The words were surprisingly casual. No, they weren’t enjoying it as the players slaughtered the people and soldiers of Siren. The eyes of the three people were observing the movements, equipment, and skills of the enemies when they noticed something in the center of the battlefield.


  "Eh?”


  "Regas is being pushed?”


  "White? Who’s that?”


  Regas had entered the battlefield first with Katz. Pon and the others weren’t concerned about him. Who was Regas? He was a talented person who fought against Damian in PvP. If Kraugel and Grid were classified as SSS-grade, Regas was SS-grade. In other words, he was strong. He could dance naked on the battlefield and it was still unlikely he would die from an enemy.


  Thus, Pon’s group weren’t worried about him. But what was this?


  White. A fat woman with an unfamiliar ID was completely overwhelming Regas. She was better than Regas in stats, skills, and control, forcing Regas on the defensive. It was a level where he was being beaten. In other words, White was a monster on the level of Kraugel.


  “Where has a woman like that been hiding?”


  The first time Kraugel became known to the world. People were shocked at how strong a player could be. They thought Kraugel was an NPC. Now there was White.  She showed a shocking presence the first time she appeared in the world, just like Kraugel.


  “...The world is wide.”


  Shake shake.


  Pon’s body trembled. Was it from fear and tension? Of course, he felt such emotions. But he was feeling more jubilant. Pon was pursuing the peak. In order to become stronger, he had a tendency to crave fighting the strong. Just like Regas, who was laughing as he fought White. For them, White was a new challenge and a platform for growth.


  “I will join Regas. You should take care of the rest.”


  "There are no small fries here.” Peak Sword grabbed Pon’s shoulder, reminding him that the enemies were strong. "I understand your heart, but please put up with it. What we have to do now is reduce the number of enemies as much as possible while Regas is tying up that monster’s feet.”


  “Peak Sword is right. It’s our job to keep the damage to the water clan as minimal as possible until the reinforcements arrive. Forget your personal matters.”


  “Cough...”


  Pon recovered his cool thanks to Peak Sword and Huroi, pulling out a spear. He regretted his greed and used Rail Spear.


  "Isn’t it okay to throw this to help Regas?”


  The muscles of Pon’s right arm swelled and made a strange sound. Peak Sword and Huroi held their tongues as they saw Pon’s arm twisted at an angle that seemed impossible.


  ‘That looks terrible.’


  There were skills that caused pain in exchange for their use. There were also skills that caused a loss of health and physical defects. Among them was Pon’s Rail Spear. Pon had to pay a heavy penalty in exchange for using Rail Spear. Instead, the effect was amazing.


  Peeeeeong!


  Huroi and Peak Sword gulped a few times as they watched. Pon’s Rail Spear flew towards White, who was 300 meters away. It was a skill that was impossible to avoid, causing White to let out a scream of pain as her back was pierced. Thanks to this, Regas was able to breathe and he raised a thumb in thanks.


  “Wow. That idiot about fighting thanked you for helping him."


  “Yes. I thought he would be mad about the interference.”


  "That girl is really strong.”


  Tension started to appear on the faces of the three men. They finally faced the seriousness of the situation. Some of the Blood Carnival members slaughtering the water clan turned to look at them.


  “Pon!”


  “Peak Sword!”


  "Why are these Overgeared people...?”


  "They’re trying to interfere with us!”


  Their position was exposed in exchange for helping Regas and they missed the chance of a surprise attack. The three people exchanged looks as they were targeted by the enemy and then started their own actions.


  “Our future missus Yura is prettier!”


  The orator Huroi boosted morale with sweet words.


  “Draw Sword.”


  Piing.


  The Ideal Longsword emitted a white light inside the sheath made by Grid.


  "Sudden.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Most of the players heading over here, except the third advancement users, died from the blow.


  “Phew.”


  Pon was impressed by Peak Sword’s strike and rode a white horse. His spear reached the bottom of the cliff in an instant, and every time he moved in a straight line, two or three enemies died. The water clan people who were saved thanked the group with tears of appreciation. Pon’s eyes sharpened as he saw a young child who wouldn’t leave the body of his dead mother.


  "Fall into misery.”


  “Crazy...! Stop him!"


  As everyone knew, strength was relative. Just as Pon saw White as a monster, the Blood Carnival users and their army saw Pon as a monster.


  ***


  “I’ve seen an immortal skill, but this is the first time I’ve seen a resurrection skill. Is it a class trait? Or the effect of an item or title? I very much covet it.”


  “Hiit! Yihihihit!


  The first fight took 4 minutes and 31 seconds, while the second fight took 5 minutes and 20 seconds. Euphemina barely managed to overpower Black and placed a hand on Black’s head. It was a small and soft hand. There was a good scent. But Black could feel it. The stench of death was covered by this sweet fragrance.


  Peeok!


  [Retribution]


  A C-grade spell. Unusually, the power of this spell varied according to the distance at which it was used. It had the strength of a B-grade spell when used in close range. Euphemina identified that Black’s head was smashed and that she’d died, before taking a deep breath.


  "Resurrecting twice is impossible.”


  She received a whisper from Huroi that he arrived in Siren. Euphemina wanted to quickly join her colleagues and minimize the damage to the water clan. However...


  “Hiit! Yihihihit! You, are you getting weaker?"


  “...Eh.”


  Black, whose head had been blown away, appeared in front of Euphemina in a perfect state. Perhaps it wasn’t a simple resurrection skill, but a higher level technique.


  “You’re just like a cockroach.”


  Euphemina cried out as she once again attacked Black with magic. At the same time, an explosion occurred that sent shock waves in every direction, destroying a building. Euphemina’s quest wasn’t just to protect the people of Siren, but the facilities as well.


  Euphemina started to feel nervous. Her skills, mana, and stamina were being rapidly consumed, causing her to think about Grid. Euphemina blushed and shook her head.


  'This isn’t about any feelings. I was just reminded of that guy.’


  “Hiit? Uhit?”


  Euphemina was blushing alone in the midst of battle. Black looked at her strangely. She was being treated as strange by a crazy person. Euphemina’s battle concentration rose because of the unpleasant feeling.


  ***


  "30 unofficial rankers...? And sun-grade users?” Lauel analyzed the information arriving from the advance team and was convinced. ‘Blood Carnival.’


  A force superior to the seven guilds. No, maybe they were comparable to Overgeared. The group that invaded Siren this time held a large number of unofficial rankers.


  ‘I didn’t want to be hostile to such a group.’


  Blood Carnival was a group that only pursued money and fun, not knowing common sense or morality. It was obvious that becoming hostile to them would be tiring in many ways. Jishuka saw Lauel’s troubled expression and gave an alluring smile.


  “Don’t worry. If we handle this perfectly, they’ll be so afraid of us that they won’t bother us again.”


  Lauel laughed heartily.  “That’s correct. We have to smash them so that they won’t become hostile to us anymore.”


  Unlike his words, Lauel was feeling uncomfortable. White was at the level of a sun.


  ‘It would’ve been nice if I brought Faker.’


  To be honest, Lauel judged that him and the first team could save Siren with Euphemina. Therefore, he only brought eight members with him. The reason he thought it would be easy? It was because the force invading Siren were ‘players.’ He considered them to be at the level of an average player.


  However, he was mistaken. It was unexpected that the worst group out of two billion users, Blood Carnival, would be involved.


  ‘It will be hard. If only Grid was here...’


  Why didn’t he pick up his phone? Lauel was sighing when a guild notification window popped up.


  [Master ‘Grid’ is connected.]


  ***


  The structure of a virtual reality game was very simple. The player transmitted brain waves to the server and the server implemented the movements of the player based on the brain waves. The reaction in Satisfy was slightly slower than it was in reality.


  Let’s say it was 0.1 second. But the worst and cheapest capsule that Grid had been using for over two years was 0.3 seconds late. It was an early model and had technical limitations. Grid had never shown interest in the capsule itself and didn’t consider it important. He didn’t think about the 0.3 second delayed reaction time and used the existing capsule.


  Then he felt something in the 2nd National Competition. Fast reactions. As soon as he thought about stretching out his hand, it moved. When he tried to say something, it instantly popped out. It was a subtle difference, but it was hard to adapt to for a while.


  And today.


  “Heok.”


  Grid experienced a new world. His body moved like it did in reality. There wasn’t the slightest disparity between thinking and speaking. He was connected to Satisfy, but why did he feel like it was reality?


  “T-This...!” Grid was filled with joy as he recalled the ‘best sync rate’ that was stated in the instructions of the diamond capsule. “I can please Irene even more!”


  He could move his waist more quickly and...


  Omitted.


  “What?”


  Lululala~


  Grid was humming as he headed to Irene’s room when he suddenly stopped. A whisper arrived from Lauel.




  Chapter 469


  -Grid, come to Siren right now.


  -Why Siren?


  He wanted to please Irene! Was there another husband in the world who thought so much about his wife? Grid was rushing forward when he stopped in place.


  Lauel explained.


  -The enemy has invaded. There are approximately 1,000 of them. Of those, 30 are third advancement users and one is a sun-grade. In other words, a person who is on a similar level to you.


  ‘Sun-grade?’


  Lauel’s words were tremendous. Grid smiled, but his eyes were pained.


  -The invasion is a month earlier than scheduled. Okay, I’ll go right now.


  He wanted to enjoy the reunion with Irene and Lord, but it was something he could do anytime. He could postpone it. Grid was worried about his colleagues being harmed and immediately wore Braham’s Boots. He paid attention to Lauel.


  -Currently, whispering seems to be restricted within Siren. Communication with the advance team is intermittently interrupted. If you can’t whisper me on the way, don’t panic and go straight to Siren. I will go ahead and clean the path for you to step on.


  -Uh, yes... Please protect as many of the water clan as possible.


  -Your wish will become reality...


  Grid’s hands and feel curled and he felt the desire to block Lauel’s whisper. Why were Grid and Overgeared actively helping in Euphemina’s personal quest? Was it to thank Euphemina, who always did her best for Overgeared? Of course, that was one reason.


  However, there was another reason why Grid and Overgeared decided to support Euphemina. By establishing an alliance with the water clan, they had another framework to expand their forces, as well as obtain the tears of the water clan’s king. They were the true motives behind the Overgeared Guild. In order to enter the alliance in the best possible position, it was necessary to minimize the damage to Siren and be a great benefactor. 


  Grid was hurriedly flying when he heard a longing voice.


  “Father!”


  It was Lord. The baby growing up in Satisfy, where time flowed was several times faster than reality, was becoming a child in a flash.


  “Lord...!”


  Time was tight, but how could he ignore his son? Grid descended to the ground and held Lord. It was very fresh. Lord might be a virtual existence, but he was Grid’s child born from a woman he loved. Lord was pretty and lovely.


  "Where are you going? Father is busy every day and Lord and Mother are worried!” From Lord’s position, it had been a few months since he saw his father. As a continent-level genius, he learned quickly and was a mature child.. “I want to play with Father! I can make a knife like Father!!”


  “Haha, is that so? I am looking forward to it.” Lord had been trying hard all alone. He was truly very admirable. Grid stroked Lord’s black hair. "I will finish this quickly so that I can see my son’s work. Until then, listen to what your mother says.”


  “...Yes.”


  Lord had learned all types of things from studying with Sage Sticks. He was well aware of his father’s position as a duke. He knew that his father was busy. Lord tried not to feel sad, but tears couldn’t help forming in his big eyes. Grid was stroking his cheeks when he suddenly felt surprised.


  ‘What?’


  There were dozens of beautiful girls standing behind Lord with shy faces. They were the Rebecca’s Daughters candidates that Damian had brought here.


  ‘They should be working in the fields with Piaro. Why are they following Lord?’


  Grid questioned it. Lord read his expression and gleefully explained. He pointed at the girl standing closest to him. “This sister is Epona. My first lover."


  "First?"


  Then there was a second? It was real. Lord’s tears completely disappeared as he pointed to another girl.


  “This sister is Arna... My second lover.”


  "...”


  This wasn’t the end. Lord had over 20 lovers!


  “Heok...”


  A baby who wasn’t even two years old had over 20 lovers? Grid had married Irene at the age of 30 without having a single lover. It was impossible for him to understand Lord’s position.


  ‘Is he confusing the words ‘friend’ and ‘lover’?’


  The problem was that Lord was a genius, so it wasn’t possible. The girl called Epona explained to Grid.


  "Duke Grid, you told us to look after Lord well...”


  ‘Ah right.’


  As soon as he heard the blushing girl’s shy words, Grid recalled the words he said the first time he met the candidates. Yes, Grid had spoken like this on the fields.


  "Please grow up healthy and pretty, and look after my son Lord.”


  Grid clicked his tongue.


  ‘My words at that time gave Lord a harem?’


  Grid recalled that there were 200 Rebecca’s Daughters candidates and felt resentment towards his own father.


  ‘Ah...! Father! Why weren’t you like me...?’


  Introduce a girl to your son!


  “Father?” Lord was worried about the frustrated Grid. The barely sane Grid grasped Lord’s hand.


  "Yes, it is better to be a playboy than a lifelong solo like me. Just look at Peak Sword. It’s wonderful, Lord. But please take care of yourself. Your essential parts can be ruined if you aren’t careful.”


  “Huh? Essential parts? What’s that?"


  “That... I don’t know because I haven’t experienced it.”


  But Lord would come to know through experience. He felt really envious of his son. He was truly the best golden spoon. Grid tearfully gave Lord one last hug and flew off.


  After a while.


  Kasim let out a breath from where he had been observing Grid in Lord’s shadow.


  ‘Duke Grid... He’s completely different from a few months ago.’


  His expression and tone had become gentle compared to the past, but he was sharper than before. The moment he gazed into those laughing eyes, he felt a sense of crisis and stopped breathing for a few minutes.


  ‘Doran, now I can see why you gave your ring to Duke Grid.’


  Since the past, Doran had excellent discerning eyes. Perhaps from the beginning, Doran had recognized that Grid was a great person.


  ‘Duke Grid, I will punish all the enemies who threaten your precious people. Please rest assured and continue to grow. Then destroy the empire with your own hands and pay back my clan’s grudge.’


  ***


  “I don’t know if I’m a farmer or not.”


  “Me too... But who cares as long as I get stronger?"


  “That’s true. But I don’t want to fight with farming equipment in a war. I’m tired of rainbow potatoes...”


  “Heok. Don’t say that when Bland is right in front of you. The potato addict will definitely be angry if he hears it.”


  The knights and soldiers completed the morning training at the training grounds and moved to the fields under Asmophel’s guidance. It was because they had to farm under the name of ‘afternoon training.’ Asmophel sent those who were confused about their identity a look of sympathy and stood face to face with Piaro after a while. Worker... No, Piaro smiled as he waited for the soldiers and knights to train.


  “You’ve gone through a lot of trouble since dawn, Captain of the Overgeared Magic Knights.”


  "Now you will suffer, Captain of the Overgeared Knights.”


  Their best friend. The two men had once fallen into the trap of a wicked woman and regarded each other as enemies. After going through many trials, their relationship was now stronger than before. It was all thanks to Duke Grid. Piaro and Asmophel. The two who were once called the ‘Pillars of Saharan’ now respected and followed Grid. It was with loyalty from their hearts. 


  What was their lord doing now? The moment that both of them missed Grid.


  “Piaro!”


  A voice was heard from above. It was a low and not very frivolous voice. There was a definitely sense of weight about it. The one who spoke was Grid.


  “My Lord!”


  Was he looking for Piaro? Asmophel was glad to see Grid after a long time, but he also felt sad.


  “Hello? Asmophel, it has been a long time. Your efforts are always appreciated.”


  Grid descended from the sky and stood beside the two people. At that moment, the thousands of soldiers and the knights kneeled down.


  “Eternal’s savior! Reidan’s sun! We greet the great Duke Grid!”


  The people who had been steadily growing since becoming Reidan’s lord. It felt good to hear this. His heart was full. It wasn’t just Reidan’s residents, but many people around the world calling him a sun. Grid was reminded of this as he looked around at his army.


  Now there were 4,000 soldiers. In addition, there were 8 knights. He expected a lot from the knights, since they were selected and trained by Piaro.


  ‘I am really happy.’


  The once pathetic person was now lord of tens of thousands of people and thousands of soldiers... It was a marvelous story that wouldn’t be believed if he went back three years ago, or even 10 months.


  ‘Should I write an autobiography later on?’


  The title would be the ‘Myth of Overgeared.’ The problem was that at least 50 volumes were expected.


  “My Lord, are you going to join Earl Lauel’s army?”


  Piaro was concerned about his lord not getting any rest. Grid nodded while holding the Great Lord’s Sword and summoning Noe.


  "That's right. I need to borrow some of your stats because I’m in a hurry.”


  Grid planned to boost his stamina stat by taking some away from Piaro. Grid was pleased when he used Character Observation and saw how Piaro had grown. Then he saw Asmophel’s status window.


  “...Huge?”


  Magnificent Sword Asmophel, he was once the only person who could match Piaro. It wasn’t until two years after coming to Reidan that he regained his former condition and was finally recognized by Grid.


  “Asmophel! You're a great person!”


  “My Lord...!”


  His worth was finally seen! Asmophel was feeling thrilled.


  "It is you, nyong!” Noe, who was sitting quietly on Grid’s shoulder, suddenly opened his mouth and swallowed Asmophel.


  "High agility is complete! Okay! Thank you! I will be able to arrive much faster thanks to you!”


  “M-My Lord...?”


  Asmophel, who was covered in Noe’s saliva, stared blankly after Grid who had already disappeared. Once again, Asmophel was one of the strongest in the Saharan Empire. Asmophel missed the glory of the past and became determined.


  “Piaro... I can’t forgive myself for using the pretense of a drug addiction and broken heart to be lazy. Please help me. Train me starting from today!”


  Piaro’s face turned rosy.


  “Good! First, the hoe!”


  “...Me too?”


  Once again, Asmophel had been the most powerful person in the empire. He was also a prestigious noble.




  Chapter 470


  Before entering Siren. Lauel cast Wind Dragon’s Breath the moment that the group entered Siren. The arrows and magic flying towards the eight members of Overgeared, including Lauel, were scattered by his wind. Lauel frowned as he verified the destroyed buildings.


  "This is a tremendous welcome. Let’s not make too much of a disturbance in the area.”


  “What? Did you plant a mole among us? How did you know about our surprise attack in advance?”


  The Overgeared members actually came to support Euphemina, who had been active in the guild since the Reinhardt golem invasion. As a matter of fact, Overgeared had no idea that Blood Carnival was involved in this quest. Blood Carnival felt the need to shut out reinforcements from Overgeared and positioned troops at the entrance to Siren. Then they killed anybody who entered.


  However, only innocent people died. The reinforcements from Overgeared blocked the surprise attack.


  Lauel snorted at the Blood Carnival members. “I wouldn’t be chief of staff of Overgeared if I couldn’t read your thoughts.”


  Lauel smiled and swept back his hair. He was looking at the pendants around the necks of the third advancement users from Blood Carnival.


  ‘Chaos Field.’


  An item that blocked the whispers of all players within 10 meters of the wearer.It was less useful because it didn’t distinguish between friends or enemies, but it was relatively cheap and easy to obtain. It was the favorite item of assassin or guerrilla units. 


  ‘Indeed, this was why communications with Euphemina and the first team was disconnected.’


  The price was relatively cheap compared to the ‘Complete Chaos Field.’ The price of the Chaos Field was 500 million won. It couldn’t be distributed to all 1,000 people, so it was likely only the 30 third advancement members of Blood Carnival had it. In other words, it meant that Euphemina and the advance team were facing members of Blood Carnival.


  “Hurry.”


  There was a chance that Euphemina and the advance team could lose their lives. In particular, he was worried about Euphemina, who became vulnerable as more time passed. An arrow flashed over the nervous Lauel’s shoulder.


  ‘Godly archer...!’


  The Blood Carnival members stiffened and took a defensive posture. But it was useless.


  Pepeng! Peng!


  Jishuka’s arrows changed their orbits freely in the air and plugged into the enemies’ gaps. The rising blood was the signal. Toban, Ibellin, and the other members of Overgeared started attacking Blood Carnival.


  ***


  “Pant... Pant... This isn’t easy.”


  “I agree.”


  Regas was tying up White’s feet. Pon’s party tried to join Euphemina while wiping out as many enemies as possible. But it was difficult. It was impossible to locate Euphemina and there were too many enemies. After killing five or six enemies at a time, others immediately came forward. In particular, the rear archers and magicians were annoying. It was hard for them to fight and protect the water clan.


  “There’s no end to it. My stamina is falling.”


  “Regas won’t last long...”


  "I’m frustrated because I can’t send a whisper.”


  “Kuoong...”


  In the midst of this confusion, Pon’s group became surrounded by new enemies. The average level of the enemies was in the mid 200s. They could handle the enemies in seconds if it was a one-on-one match. But it was different when dealing with large numbers. Their skills, stamina, and concentration were quickly consumed. It wasn’t possible to neutralize all attacks coming from various directions unless they were Kraugel, so their health was constantly decreasing. 


  But the biggest problem were the contents of the mission. If it was simply a mission about destroying the enemies, it might be possible to kill the enemies without worrying about the future. However, the party had an obligation to protect the water clan and join Euphemina. They couldn’t fight blindly.


  “We need to find the right facility to protect the water clan.”


  Peak Sword was the master of the Silver Knights Guild and his ability to grasp the battlefield was high. Lauel appointed him as leader of the vanguard for a reason. He identified a relatively safe area and instructed Pon and Huroi to move the water clan there. Then he blocked the route of the enemies.


  "Draw Sword, Annihilate.”


  “Kyak!”


  "Aack!"


  Indeed, the power of Peak Sword was enormous. However, the mana consumption was large and the cooldown time was long.


  Puok!


  “Ugh...!”


  A scimitar accurately aimed for the moment when Peak Sword’s sword was returning to its sheath. Peak Sword was wounded and fell down. It was a huge attack power. Peak Sword glared at the person who caused him such damage.


  “Damn bastard using a dirty trick...!”


  “Blame your incompetence for not looking around the battlefield.”


  “W-What?”


  Incompetence! It was a reminded of the nickname Peak Sword got during the 2nd National Competition. Peak Sword had no choice but to respond in a sensitive manner.


  “Dammit! I will show you who is incompetent!”


  Peak Sword immediately attacked the owner of the scimitar. The opponent’s ID was Matdashi. It was Korean. A person from the same country! Peak Sword was amazed while attacking.


  “A third advancement class? There was a third advancement user in South Korea?”


  Matdashi shrugged and replied, “Aren’t there a lot? Unlike Grid, we don’t do anything prominent. I don’t want everyone in the world to like me, unlike you.”


  “You traitor...!” Peak Sword wielded his sword with a red face. "You have strength, but you’re living as a hermit! You should participate in the National Competition and increase the status of our country!”


  “I live in a democratic country. It’s my freedom to decide what to do.”


  Matdashi easily struck Peak Sword one more time. Peak Sword was a quick draw swordsman, not a normal one. His Sword Mastery skill was different from that of general swordsman, so it was very weak. Without a sheath, Peak Sword had no attack skills. He was vulnerable in a one-on-one match, which was why he didn’t participate in PvP at the National Competition.


  Peak Sword needed someone’s help to demonstrate his full strength. However, Peak Sword was currently alone. Pon and Huroi were desperately protecting the water clan from the enemies.


  'Shit!' Peak Sword trembled as he started to allow attacks. ‘Receiving a surprise attack when Draw Sword is on cooldown...!’


  In a perfect situation, he wouldn’t have gone one-on-one with this guy. The moment that Peak Sword was feeling dejected.


  "Hat, how weak.”


  Someone’s mocking words were heard.


  Kurururung!


  Then a pillar of blood swept over Matdashi.


  [You have suffered 21,500 damage.]


  [The terrible smell of blood has caused dizziness. Skill casting time is increased by 20% and resistance is decreased by 20%.]


  [Sticky blood has crept into the gaps in your armor. Your armor won’t move properly. Your defense is reduced by 10% and your movement speed has slowed.]


  [Your sword is covered in specks of blood. The blade is weakened and attack power is reduced by 10%.]


  ‘What...?’


  It was basic common sense that debuffs had weak attack power. However, the pillar of blood that swallowed Matdashi was as powerful as the ultimate attack from a high levelled player. The contents of the debuffs were fatal. Matdashi was appalled.


  ‘Monster...!’


  Surely a named boss monster hadn’t appeared? Matdashi turned his gaze and witnessed an unexpected person.


  “Blood Warrior?”


  Why was someone unrelated to Overgeared here?


  "Don't call me Blood Warrior anymore. I feel like my level is being dragged down because it’s similar to your organization’s name.”


  Katz joined the guild because he wanted items. He had a duty to look good to Grid. Thus, he told Peak Sword, “In the future, call me Grid’s servant.”


  “Servant...!”


  It was a familiar term for Koreans.


  ‘I don’t know what’s happening.’


  Either way, it became clear that Katz belonged to Overgeared. Matdashi immediately took action. It was a retreat. He couldn’t beat the Blood Warrior on a battlefield filled with blood!


  “Running away? It’s inevitable. Pride is useless for people like you.”


  This person was claiming to be Grid’s servant? Peak Sword felt doubts.


  "Blood of One Thousand People. This will hurt a lot.”


  Katz aimed the pillar of blood at the running Matdashi. The more blood there was, the more that the specialized skills of a Blood Warrior were strengthened. Matdashi couldn’t escape and died.


  “Wow...”


  Katz cut down a third advancement user in an instant, thrilling Peak Sword. Perhaps at this moment, Katz was stronger than Kraugel and Grid? Katz whispered to the dumbfounded Peak Sword.


  "Please tell Grid what just happened.”


  "...”


  *** 


  Blonde hair became wet as sweat flowed down the white cheeks.


  “Hah... Hah...”


  Every time she breathed out, her chest shook tremendously. Duplicator Euphemina. She was already exhausted. It was because her stamina was drained during the fight with the third resurrected Black. Euphemina didn’t have a high stamina stat, so her stamina was weak. It was now all used up.


  “Hiit! Yihihihit!


  On the other hand, Black was fine. Her big breasts shook as she laughed and licked her lips.


  “Did I win? Hithit!”


  “You’re a complete scam.”


  How did she keep being resurrected? Skill Observation couldn’t measure the ability of the opponent, so Euphemina had no clue.


  ‘I can’t endure anymore.’


  This quest was a failure. Her reason for staying in Siren for over eight months was completely gone. It was unfortunate that all her hard work during that time was in vain. But Euphemina felt more sorry for her colleagues.


  ‘I can’t give back anything to those who came to help me. I hate owing people.’


  Euphemina was feeling disappointed as Black approached her.


  “Hiit! Hihit! My~ turn~ to ~ kill~?”


  “...Hah.”


  The skills Euphemina had copied were still there. But they were of no value if she couldn’t use them. In the end, Euphemina closed her eyes and cried out.


  “Kill me quickly.”


  It was someone else’s voice who responded, not Black.


  “You shouldn’t give up.”


  “...Hiit?”


  Black stepped back as she was about to deal the final blow to Euphemina. It was because an unknown energy constrained her behavior. Euphemina knew this energy.


  ‘Restraint...!’


  Then Kill struck Black.




  Chapter 471


  Pets had different ratings. Of course, the higher the rating, the more valuable the pet.


  So how was this value calculated? Was it based on stats and skills? That’s right. Even appearance was added. A pretty, nice, and cute pet was rated higher than an ugly pet. However, the more important thing than abilities and appearance was their intelligence.


  Pets that could only understand the follow the commands of attack, defense, movement, etc. were low rated, even if they had excellent stats and were pretty. They were difficult to utilize effectively. On the other hand, intelligent pets were different.


  They fully understood their master’s words and thoughts and were able to carry out higher rated orders. Thus, they had a higher rating despite their stats being somewhat lower. They were much more useful than the low intelligence pets. This was why wyverns reigned as the ‘best pet’ for many years.


  Wyverns had high stats and enough intelligence to understand their master’s thoughts. In order to achieve their master’s purpose, a wyvern always did their best and was very helpful to a player.  The value of wyverns was high enough that all players in the world dreamt of becoming the master of a wyvern.


  But now people didn’t call wyverns the best. Pets more excellent than a wyvern had emerged. They were Noe and Randy. As it happened, both of them were Grid’s pets.


  “Nyahahat! Master told me to help! Nyang!”


  Noe flew on small wings, causing Regas’ face to brighten.


  “Noe...! Thank you!”


  His opponent was a very strong martial artist who freely used her weight while fighting. Asura Regas was the only one capable of going against her and even he was now at his limits. He was just about to die, so Regas was relieved to see Noe. Noe placed his pink soles on Regas’ wounded shoulders and cried out.


  “The strongest demonic beast in hell isn’t someone who will help humans. Nyang! But Master told me to help you! Nyang!”


  "Hahat, you are a good kid who listens to your master.”


  “Nyahahat!”


  Noe danced because of the praise. Regas stroked his chin and requested.


  "Take away her stats.”


  "I understand! Nyang!”


  Originally, a pet’s skill activation was based on their master’s command. They couldn’t use a skill if they didn’t receive a command. However, Noe was a pet intelligent enough to communicate with players. He judged the situation himself and used his skills.


  Noe flew towards White and opened his mouth wide. He planned to swallow White in one go. But White was an agile person with brilliant control. She stepped back, avoiding Noe’s mouth. Then she raised a finger and accurately stabbed Noe’s throat. Noe’s eyes widened as he fell to the floor in pain.


  "Ah... Hurts nyong.”


  "...”


  Regas’ face filled with dark clouds again.


  ***


  [You have been overwhelmed by an enormous energy.]


  [Resistance has failed. Retreating from the source of the energy.]


  [You have suffered 34,720 damage.]


  Black was surprised by the sudden attack. The laughing face that she had throughout her entire fight with Euphemina hardened for the first time.


  “Hi...ik?”


  Almost 35,000 of her health had been consumed? It was from just one attack? It made it through all her legendary rated items?


  ‘Who?’


  A blue-black greatsword was penetrating her chest. Black stared at the man with trembling eyes.


  ‘Grid...!’


  That’s right.  It was rare for someone to be able to do this much damage to her. Black recalled that Grid was the head of Overgeared and swung her arms. It was a quick but exquisite gesture. The sharp line of her tachi accurately aimed at Grid’s face. 


  Suuk.


  Grid retrieved his greatsword and withdrew. He was surprised that Black was relatively fine after being hit by Kill.


  “Your leather armor is quite durable... Eh?”


  Shake.


  “...Shaking?”


  Was it bigger than Jishuka’s?


  ‘The armor design is a bikini?’


  It was completely to his tastes. Instinct was a force that couldn’t be denied! Grid unintentionally became dazed by certain parts of Black’s body and Euphemina shouted urgently.


  “Recover your mind!”


  Was it because of jealousy that her accent increased? Euphemina denied it. She believed that her accent increased because she was worried about Grid. It was natural to be worried. Every moment was crucial in a battle. Losing your judgement for one second was a gap that the enemy could exploit. Moreover, 0.1 seconds was important in a battle between strong people. How could Grid be safe when he lost concentration?


  “Hihit!”


  Black laughed and used Screw Sword. When it hit the target, the attack reduced the healing effect of the target and damaged the item (the item effect decreased).   The effects were intimidating, forcing the target to feel worried. Black’s speciality was using footwork to gain control of the opponent’s rear.


  Jjejejeok!


  Indeed. Black moved and the confused Grid barely blocked the attack. Then Black appeared behind Grid in this gap and linked a new strike.


  “Grid!”


  Euphemina’s voice echoed through the deserted area of Siren. Euphemina was worried for Grid, but Grid was still calm. At attack that he couldn’t react to?


  ‘It is fine.’


  Puok!


  Black’s taichi pierced Grid’s back. It was the skill Pierce Sword, which pierced the body of the target deeply and induced a definite critical hit. The damage coefficient was very high and normal people couldn’t endure this attack. But Grid was fine.


  “Hi...?”


  It didn’t even do 10,000 damage? Black was surprised by Grid’s abnormally high defense and tried to reclaim her sword.  However, the barbs in Grid’s armor didn’t make it easy, greatly decreasing the durability of the sword during this process. Black’s body was struck by a flash of bloody light.


  After swapping to Iyarugt, Grid’s attack speed was slightly faster than it was in the National Competition. Black had close to 3,000 agility, but even she was astonished by Grid’s attack speed. She hurriedly raised the small shield worn on her left wrist and tried to defend.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  “...!”


  Black’s body shook after she collided with Iyarugt. Her strength and stamina stats were relatively low and she couldn’t withstand Grid’s overwhelming attack power. Her upper body tilted and Black fell to the ground.  Grid pursued her as she drew back. He prepared to link another attack, but Black had already restored her posture and succeeded in avoiding it. She was like an acrobat.


  “Hihit!”


  Black didn’t shrink back despite the fact that her opponent was the runner-up in the National Competition’s PvP event. She laughed at Grid. She was confident that she had the advantage in agility and control. However, physical abilities wasn’t the only important factor in combat.


  “The power of items.”


  “...!”


  Black’s dark eyes shook. It was because something cool and solid came flying and restrained her wrists and ankles. The famous God Hands.


  “Hiik!”


  Grid whispered to Black, who was struggling to shake off the God Hands.


  "I don’t see a woman.”


  This was a gender equal society!


  Puk!


  Black’s body was stabbed by Iyarugt.


  “Hiik! Hik! Kyaak!” 


  Black had already suffered a great deal of damage from Kill, so she died after allowing a few more hits.


  “Well.”


  Grid felt disappointed at not getting to see Black’s large chest anymore. He stretched out a hand towards Euphemina.


  "You endured well.”


  Euphemina’s eyes were bigger than usual.


  “You... Haven’t you become stronger?”


  "It turned out this way.”


  Grid didn’t say it, but he had suffered a lot of trials while Euphemina was away. The battles against the vampires Earl Elfin Stone and Baron Tiramet improved his battle skills, while his intelligence was forced to develop in the Behen Archipelago. In addition, he overcame his own limitations.


  The peak was the National Competition. Grid saw and learned a lot from fighting the strongest people who represented each country. In particular, he made another breakthrough during the confrontation with Kraugel.


  "By the way, that girl called Black isn’t your opponent. How did you end up in danger?”


  Grid’s eyes were quite discerning compared to the old days. Euphemina laughed and explained, “She is like a cockroach. She has resurrected three times already. I became disadvantaged as more time passed.”


  “Resurrected? She dies and comes back again?”


  "Yes, I don’t know if it is a class specific skill or the effect of an item...”


  Euphemina’s face hardened as she spoke.


  “Hiit! Yihihihit!


  Black. She once again appeared with a perfectly fine appearance.


  “Heok.”


  Euphemina started to explain her thoughts to the dumbfounded Grid.


  “It doesn’t seem to be a skill with a limited number of uses. If the number of resurrections was limited, she wouldn’t come at me so hard.”


  “Right.” 


  “But it doesn’t fit that such a fraudulent resurrection skill wouldn’t have any penalties. Perhaps the Black in front of us is just a renewable clone and the real body is hiding someplace else. But I refuse to believe there’s such a strong clone.”


  “Um... It’s plausible. I will set up video shooting mode."


  “Oh my.”


  Euphemina smiled. Grid’s action of recording a video of a fight against someone strong. It showed he was much wiser than before.


  ‘It will be replayed a few times.’


  He was always ready to study. Euphemina was feeling glad when she suddenly frowned.


  “Hehe.”


  It was because she belatedly noticed that Grid’s gaze was fixed on Black’s chest.


  “It’s low-grade.”


  Euphemina muttered while looking at her own chest. Then Black used ‘magic.’


  “What’s this...?”


  Euphemina watched the flying flames and fell into confusion. Wasn’t Black an assassin class? Then how could she use magic?


  "Don’t tell me, it’s possible to change classes?”


  Euphemina panicked.


  "Aha, my physical resistance is high, so you’re trying magic?”


  Grid swapped his armor to the Holy Light set and was hit by Black’s magic. It was a way to show off his overwhelming power difference. The effect was large. Black confirmed that Grid had only lost as much health as a rat dropping and lost control.




  Chapter 472


  "Hihit, how many replacement items do you have?”


  Grid didn’t change his expression at Black’s question.


  “Isn’t it at least more than your number of lives?”


  In fact, Grid wasn’t worried if Black ended up having infinite resurrections. It was enough if he killed, killed, and killed again. He could raise his item experience, so it was killing two birds with one stone.


  “Hi... Hihit...”


  Black’s face became strained. The players she had met so far had shrank back from her infinite resurrections. She was afraid of Grid, who showed the attitude of ‘let’s experiment to see how many times you can resurrect.’ Grid was much more ignorant than Kraugel, but he gave her more pressure.


  “Kihit!”


  In the end, Black opted to retreat. She judged that Grid was a bad opponent. In such a situation, pride wasn’t a problem.


  Hwaruruk!


  Black summoned a barrier of fire to block Grid’s path and his field of view. At the same time, Black used Fly to move through the air. However, Grid didn’t miss her. The Holy Light set reduced magic damage. Grid flew through the wall of fire with the brilliant armor and chased after Black. The horrific scenery of the destroyed Siren unfolded under their feet.


  Peng!


  Pepepeng!


  “Hiit! Hihihit!”


  As he was about to catch up with her, Black fired sparks towards the rear to keep Grid in check. But it was useless. Grid had high health and didn’t care about the small injuries caused by the magic bombardment. He didn’t bother wasting any time avoiding it.


  “Your flames are rubbish compared to Laella’s.”


  “Hi…”


  Time passed. Grid relied on his high agility to speed up, while Black’s speed feel sharply.  The swiftness and stamina she showed when she was an assassin class weren’t present.


  ‘It is natural for the stats to change every time she changes class.’


  Grid flew through the backwind and used Blacksmith’s Eyes. Then Black’s perfect back... No, he started analyzing the items that Black was wearing.


  ‘The wand and robe have a significant level...’


  Items that allowed resurrection or switching classes weren’t possible. In other words.


  ‘It’s a class specific skill.’


  Of course, it could also be a skill attached to a title. However, that possibility was low. It didn’t make sense to have the fraudulent skills of ‘resurrection’ and ‘class change’ be due to a title. In fact, Grid assumed that Black had a legendary class.


  ‘A scam.’


  It was a class that could resurrect at least four times and could change classes.


  ‘Assuming that there’s a reasonable penalty, it’s still unbalanced.’


  Yes, just like Pagma.


  "Pinnacle.”


  Grid narrowed the distance to Black and used Pinnacle. She used magic to create a shield, but it was impossible to deal with Grid’s attack power with a shield. Grid was so powerful that it was absurd.


  “Hihit!”


  A very big mouth. Black laughed, revealing white teeth as her chest was cut by Grid’s Pinnacle. He combined it with Iyarugt’s combo effect and finished her off. Grid identified that Black had turned to grey and immediately used magic. Magic Detection (Enhanced) Lv. 2 detected all life within a 13m radius. The mana consumption was 2,000 points, making it a heavy burden to use. However, it was clearly effective because it showed the power of a master level Magic Detection.


  Grid tried to find Black’s body based on Euphemina’s speculation that they were clones.


  ‘Water clan. Water clan. Water clan. Water clan. Water clan. Water clan...’


  Only life that was being snuffed like flames in front of the wind was detected. How much sin was created from killing the innocent? Grid thought with a frown before detecting a new being. It was a player moving in the opposite direction to Black.


  Name: ???


  Level: ???


  Class: ???


  Race: Human


  Status: Player


  “Good!”


  Since Magic Detection was still only at level 2, it was somewhat unfortunate that he couldn’t see the details of the target. At present, it could only identify the location of the target, but it wasn’t a big problem.


  “Quick Movements.”


  The deep sea became the sky and the fish were like clouds. Grid saw the mysterious sight as his agility increased and his movement speed became extremely fast. He crossed the space at a fearsome speed. He aimed at the person believed to be Black’s main body.


  After a while. Grid witnessed a thin woman moving while using ruins as a cover.


  'The front and rear are the same...’


  The woman moving under the cliff had no sense of volume. Her face was too dry, so it looked like a skull. Her front teeth also protruded. Her arms and legs were like thin winter branches. She was a baggy black dress that highlighted her thin body.


  ‘Black.’


  The body was completely different, but Grid was sure about it. It was because the features of the skinny woman was similar to those of Black. In the first place, her ID was also Black.


  ‘How many people has she killed?’


  Grid clicked his tongue and quickly descended towards Black.


  “Hiik!” Black was shocked as Grid suddenly dropped in front of her and blocked the way. “H-How did you...?”


  Black’s class was an illusionist. She had the power to turn illusions into reality. She was able to create the most ideal being or place, and gave the creature she created immortal resurrection abilities. She was like a god. The Black that Euphemina fought was an illusion created by Black.


  "Can you explain your tremendous abilities?”


  Black retreated from Grid’s interested expression.


  "W-Who would speak to a man who is horny like a dog!?”


  Black shouted while covering her chest. Grid found it absurd.


  "Dog? No. I don’t like this type of chest.”


  Grid had a clear taste! Black’s face turned red.


  “D-Don’t mock my body!”


  “...Hah.”


  Grid was able to tell at once. Black had a deep inferiority complex.


  ‘Just like the old me.’


  He felt pity. Grid talked rather than try to kill her at once. Did he think about sparing her due to his compassion? No. Grid wasn’t compassionate enough to be generous to an enemy. In particular, she tried to kill his valued colleague, Euphemina. Grid intended to firmly punish Black so that she wouldn’t mess with Overgeared again. He didn’t want to look like a pushover. He planned to let her know why she shouldn’t mess with Overgeared.


  However, he was curious. He wanted to know Black’s class and skills. He slowly opened his mouth.


  “What’s your class? It has a legendary rating, right?”


  "...”


  Grid asked directly, without any intention of coaxing Black to reveal her identity. Black thought it was absurd.


  "I won’t tell you!”


  “I know. Well, I’ll naturally discover it when we fight.”


  “Aih!”


  She couldn’t die without any resistance. This wasn’t a matter of pride. She wasn’t afraid of falling experience. But what if she died when her infamy was at the peak?  She would be sure to drop one of the items kept in her inventory. She kept all types of excellent items on her to equip her illusions.


  'Illusion Manifestation!’


  Black used her remaining mana to call a new illusion.


  [The number of illusions created today has exceeded 5.]


  [The price of the sacrifice has grown. Your level has dropped by 1.]


  Losing one level was a terrible penalty. That’s right. Black lost experience every time she called an illusion. If the number of summoning was too high in a day, she would lose a level. However, today was her second experience of calling so many illusions that she lost a level. The first was when she met Kraugel.


  ‘There are two monsters like White...’


  It was also a man!


  Kwaduduk!


  A bewitching woman appeared in front of the enraged Black. She was the ideal woman that Black thought of. The total number of stats was the same as Black. However, the distribution of stats differed depending on the class. This time, the summoned Black had extremely high stamina and strength.


  Magic swordsman. It was the means that Black thought of to overcome Grid.


  "H-Hit! How about this? The combination of attack power and magic power will make your items worthless!”


  Would he wear the Holy Light set or Triple Layers? Black forced Grid to choose. Grid scoffed.


  “Are you stupid?”


  Grid replaced the Holy Light Armor with Triple Layers. However, he was still wearing the Holy Light Gloves and Crown. It was the attitude of responding with medium defense and magic resistance.


  “...”


  Black was at a loss for words. It was the worst. Black felt despair as her illusion was broken by Linked Kill Wave and Pinnacle Kill in turn. Of course, Black’s resistance wasn’t terrible. She was stronger than the top rankers who participated in the National Competition. But it wasn’t at a level that could go against Grid using the diamond class capsule.


  “Kiyaaaaak!”


  In the end.  Black, who had defeated hundreds of people and acted like the ruler of the food chain, was eaten by a beast above her. The beast was naturally Grid.


  [The player Black has been killed!]


  [The punishment of the wicked person has increased your reputation by 2,000!]


  [Iyarugt has grown from the unique to legendary rating!]


  [The information about Iyarugt has been updated.]


  “Good!”


  At the time of the PvP finals. Iyarugt’s experience had stopped at 99.98% and now it had finally evolved. Iyarugt shook. The bloody light that it emitted became more intense and beautiful than ever as it shook.


  “...Huh?”


  Grid looked away from Iyarugt as he turned his head towards the ground. A ring was shining in the place where Black died.


  “It’s been a while since I’ve picked up an item that a player dropped.”


  Indeed, what was the item dropped by Black who was presumed to have a legendary class? Grid’s heart pounded as he took a deep breath before checking the item.


  ‘No, don’t expect too much.’


  Had things every turned out well when he was full of expectations?


  ‘It will be a garbage item.’


  Grid soothed his mind as much as possible and confirmed the information of the ring. Then he trembled.


  “P... Pro...!”


  Indeed.


  “...Profit!! It’s a profit!”


  Grid tasted the excitement of winning in the game.




  Chapter 473


  [Ring of Absurdity]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 7/10


  * Reduces the resources consumed by magic or a skill by half.


  * Mana recovery rate will double.


  An artifact produced by the great magician Pauld.


  A masterpiece born by chance, it displays the effect of ignoring ideas.


  Conditions of Use: None.


  ‘Hoh, this is great. Pauld did well in his last years.’


  Braham’s soul showed a rare interest.


  "Pauld?” Grid asked Braham. 


  ‘Don’t you know Eternal Benevolent Pauld? That’s the name that most people know.'


  “I wouldn’t ask if I knew.”


  ‘...Hrmm... Indeed, a blacksmith can’t be blamed for not knowing the history of a magician. Pauld was a poor boy. He was born in the same era as me and never reached the top in his lifetime. Well, he’s a tragic figure. He had some moderate achievements, but it was lacking compared to me.’


  “I’m sure.”


  Grid was tolerant of Braham’s self-pride. He started to closely observe the ring. On the inner side of the ring, unidentified characters were engraved. A regular person would’ve been inspired by the delicate skill, but Grid had 3,000 dexterity and wasn’t very inspired.


  “The effect of the artifact is due to these small characters?”


  ‘That’s right.’


  “It’s a real jackpot.”


  The resources consumed by a magic spell or skill wasn’t just mana. Depending on the type of magic and skill, it could consume health or vitality, all of which were labelled as resources. It was also true for the special gauges like ‘Fighting Spirit’ that some combat-specialized classes possessed. Fighting spirit accumulated when fighting and was consumed when using the ultimate skill.


  "This is truly absurd.”


  Artifacts that reduced the consumption of resources had astronomically high prices. It was especially true for players like Grid, whose top skills consumed a lot of resources. No, it was essential. Then why? Why didn’t Grid use such items if they were so good?


  The reason was simple. They were so rare that he couldn’t obtain them. At one time in the past. An artifact that reduced resource consumption by 20% appeared on the auction house and was sold for 3 billion won to an anonymous player. The mystery person who won the artifact for three billion won later became the envy of rankers... Resource reduction artifacts were worth it.


  ‘But this ring...’


  It reduced resource consumption by half. There was also the bonus of doubling mana recovery rate. The value couldn’t be measured. If this ring was placed on the auction site, the numerous wealthy people in the world would run like crazy.


  “Amazing... A serious jackpot...”


  Shake shake!


  A jackpot-level item! Grid was unable to convert the value and shivered with joy. There were even tears in his eyes. He hadn’t been so happy since making much more money than expected from saying ‘Comet Group’ ten times.


  ‘Should I be a professional bounty hunter who focuses on PKers?’


  Grid seriously thought about it as he turned back to Iyarugt. Iyarugt was floating in the air and still emanating a storm-like energy. The process of evolution would take more time.


  ‘Indeed, the legendary rating is special.’


  It was fortunate that it didn’t evolve during the confrontation with Kraugel. Grid thought positively as the notification window he was waiting for emerged.


  [The growth of Iyarugt has been completed!]


  “Ohh...!”


  Iyarugt slowly descended and stopped in front of Grid. The transparent red light had become much darker than before. It was more brilliant and beautiful than a red diamond, one of the best jewels. In particular, the black handle that rippled like a wave was impressive.


  The overall design of Iyarugt became more stylish and feminine. It wasn’t only beautiful, but also emitted a rough pressure.


  ‘How much better is the performance?’


  Dugun dugun!


  A notification window popped up in front of the excited Grid.


  [Iyarugt’s unique skills and attributes are opened!]


  [The information about Iyarugt has been updated.]


  Ttiring~


  [Iyarugt]


  Rating: Legendary (Growth)


  Durability: 522/522  Attack Power: 1,293


  * Sword Mastery Level +7.


  * The skill ‘Blood Cry’ is generated.


  * The skill ‘Summon Sword Demon Iyarugt’ has been generated.


  * Decreases the healing ability of the target by 70% when they are hit.


  * A critical strike will cause a bleeding status that will last for 5 seconds. The bleeding damage will be proportional to your attack power.


  * The target’s bleeding effect will be maximized when three combos are achieved. The damage done to the target will increase by 300% for 2 seconds.


  * When five combos are achieved, the target’s thinking ability will be destroyed for 0.3 seconds. At this time, you can link the skill ‘Hell Sword.’ ‘Sword Demon’s Senses’ will be activated, making evasion rate extremely high for 5 seconds.


  *Iyarugt’s sensory effects aren’t activated when Sword Demon’s Senses is used.


  Conditions of Use: A person chosen by Iyarugt.


  “Heok.”


  The basic attack power had increased by a huge 500 points. It was a number comparable to the legendary rated Grid’s Greatsword. Of course, a one-handed sword had much faster attack speed than a greatsword, while Grid’s Greatsword had a high maximum attack value. This was just the default attack power. Considering that the effects of all the options had increased, Iyarugt was a weapon that could be called the best, along with Failure. 


  ‘What is today?’


  Iyarugt’s growth was beyond expectations. He also obtained an unexpected item. He wanted to have another lucky day like today.


  ‘Maybe...’


  Was this a sign that bad luck was coming?


  “Crazy.”


  How big was the bad luck that was going to descend on him? Grid saw a flash and raised his head. Siren’s central city area. He heard a huge explosion and shouting from the place where Regas was supposedly fighting White.


  ‘Regas...!’


  There were at least 1,000 enemies, with 30 of them being third advancement classes. Grid started to run. He wanted to keep his promise of not sacrificing his colleagues.


  ***


  ‘Black died?’ 


  White saw that Black had died due to the party notification window.


  “Who...? Who dares beat up my sister!?”


  It was very difficult to raise the level of an illusionist. Black’s combat ability was weak, so she had to leave all the hunting to her clones. But when the clones died, Black’s experience fell. Raising her level was difficult, so dying was something that must be avoided.


  In particular, Black’s current infamy value was at the maximum. There was a 99% chance of dropping items. An item with a unique rating at the minimum would be lost. This death would be fatal to Black, who kept buying items to arm her clones.


  “I will kill you!”


  Now the quest to kill the water clan wasn’t an important issue. The rewards for killing 10,000 water clan people or 100,000 weren’t a match for Black’s level. White was incensed and called out to her guild members and their army.


  “Kill the water clan later! Find all the Overgeared members and wipe them out!”


  Originally, Blood Carnival was an organization without a hierarchy. Even the master didn’t give the guild members commands. There was no guild member who would follow a command. Rather, they took commissions or exchanged quests. But this was an emergency.


  The Overgeared members were running wild. The Blood Carnival members and their soldiers or friends gathered around White. Then Regas and Noe became surrounded by almost 1,000 soldiers.


  "Kyaak! What is this, nyong!?”


  In the past, Noe had mistaken a wyvern for a dragon. He was afraid of death, despite being the best demonic beast of hell. Now his eyes widened and his fur bristled, causing Regas to hug Noe.


  "Don't worry. I will protect you.”


  “Nyoong... How dare a human look so cool, nyang.”


  Noe looked at Regas with eyes that shone brightly.


  “Regas!”


  Lauel’s call came late. Huroi, Peak Sword, Pon, and the Overgeared members followed after him.


  “Hold on a little longer!”


  Lauel hurriedly used Sky Dragon’s Tears and summoned rain and lightning, while Zednos and Laella hurriedly cast spells. Jishuka also fired her bow. Pon, Peak Sword, and the other damage dealers jumped into the battlefield with Huroi’s buffs and Toban’s tanking abilities.


  But it was too late. In the first place, Regas had fought for too long alone. He didn’t have the power to hold on until his colleagues reached him.


  “Goodbye Noe.”


  Regas smiled brightly, revealing his pure white teeth. Ignoring the blood and sweat, he stroked Noe gently and then used the last of his strength to throw Noe into the air. Noe escaped safely from the battlefield thanks to this. Then he found someone and shouted, “Master! Nyang!”


  “Freely Move.”


  The strongest skill attached to a title that allowed him to avoid all non-targeted skills until he reached his target. Grid instantly reached Regas’ side and muttered in an angry voice.


  “Summon Knights. Faker, Vantner, Toon, Asmophel.”


  “You! The bastard who killed my sister! Gridddd!”


  White was attempting to attack Regas when she found Grid and switched targets. Grid faced her and spat out the name of the last knight.


  “And Piaro.”


  “...!!”


  Pak!


  Pa pa pa pa pak!


  Five golden pillars fell around Grid. At the same time, a middle-aged man in dirty work clothing and a hand plow in his hands clashed with White.


  Kuaaaaang!


  “...Heok?”


  A farmer suddenly appeared? How did he attack her vital spot?


  "T-This disgrace...”


  White clutched her forehead where it had been hit by the hand plow while feeling confusion and embarrassment. It might’ve been her weak spot, but the hand plow caused too much damage. The farmer approached White, this time pulling out...


   A sickle.


  “You, do you want to work with me in the fields? It will help you lose weight.”


  “What nonsense are you saying?”


  White shouted while nervously pulling out the hand plow stuck in her forehead, then attacked. It was an attack that concentrated her weight that was close to 200 kg, creating an enormous force. Even Regas couldn’t take this attack head on. But this wasn’t a big threat to Piaro. Lauel might call White sun-grade, but her level hadn’t reached that of the legendary farmer.


  Puk!


  White screamed as a sickle hit her this time instead of a hand plow.




  Chapter 474


  “U... Ugh..."


  She was attacked twice in the same place? It was also from a farmer!


  “You, what is your identity?”


  White had always prided herself on being the strongest player, so the farmer in front of her was a traumatic existence. It was too much to accept this from an ordinary farmer. But Piaro didn’t consider himself an ordinary farmer.


  “I am a great farmer who serves Duke Grid.”


  "Great...! Farmer!”


  “That’s right.”


  “Right... Eh? What? It just means a farmer in the end!”


  “Is that so?”


  ‘This is nonsense! Is he crazy?’


  Somehow, she felt like she shouldn’t face him. White stepped back from Piaro and suddenly recalled something while trying to get help from her colleagues.


  ‘The Seven Guilds invaded Reidan and were repelled by farmers.’


  It was brief news. It was too absurd and White wasn’t interested in the Seven Guilds in the first place.


  ‘Thus, I couldn’t remember...’


  Were the Seven Guilds really defeated by a farmer? Was the farmer in front of her a real farmer?


  ‘A farmer can be so strong?’


  It was possible. Then there was a problem.


  ‘Are all of Reidan’s farmers this strong?’


  Reidan. The territory that Grid controlled. If even a farmer was this strong, how much stronger were the soldiers?


  ‘It doesn’t make sense!’


  At the time when White’s confusion was growing, Piaro invited her again.


  “Plants seeds in the ground with me. You have enough talent. It will help you lose weight.”


  White’s eyes widened.


  “You should be glad to hear that you have a talent in farming!”


  Then!


  “I’ll kill you! Kill! Kill! Why are you calling a perfectly fine person a pig? Hey, Mister! Would you call me a pig if I was a man? You, right now, this is sexual harassment caused by gender discrimination! I’ll kill you!”


  “Huh? I have never said you were a pig?”


  Piaro made a puzzled expression. Sexual harassment caused by sexual discrimination? What did that mean? Piaro couldn’t understand what White was talking about.


  White called out to her colleagues, “What are you doing? First of all, join me in killing this crazy old man... Heok?”


  White was amazed as she belatedly looked around. This was because the large group of 1,000 people were being slaughtered by less than 20 enemies. In particular, the knights summoned by Grid were very active.


  “Go if you can pass me! Puhahat!”


  “Shit.”


  “This is too hard! How can we get through this?”


  Dozens of people were tied up by the bald Vantner.


  “Kuhahahahat!” 


  "Aaaagh!"


  “Kuak!"


  Every time the person called Toon attacked, five or six of them were smashed.


  "...”


  “Heok...”


  “Ugh...”


  Every time Faker appeared without a sound, someone died without knowing why. Above all, there was a great man.


  “Spark Sword.”


  “Kyak!”


  “Keook!”


  He was an NPC called Asmophel. He swung his sword and the head of an ally fell off. He was like a knight-level NPC, but wasn’t Reidan a city where the farmers were strong? He was probably just a soldier.


  “A soldier is so strong...!”


  “...?” Asmophel doubted his ears when he was called a soldier.


  "Eeit!”


  There was no chance of winning. The Overgeared members were stronger than Blood Carnival. There were two overwhelming NPCs. A numerical advantage was nothing against these monsters.  White determined this and flew towards Grid. She planned to take the enemy’s leader as a hostage and reverse the situation. Piaro caught up with her, but she expected that. White responded wisely.


  "Rising Body Fat!”


  [The amount of fat in your body has temporarily increased by 10 times.]


  [Invalidates the enemy’s attack for this duration and can fly to any target within 10 meters.]


  Puk!


  “Huh?”


  Piaro was amazed as he hit White in the back with a hand plow. It was because there was a hard sound instead of something behind hit. It was a subtle difference, but it was enough to give him a sense of heterogeneity. At the same time. The hand plow popped out of White’s back. Due to the elasticity generated, Piaro’s body was blown far away.


  “Gridddd!”


  There was nothing to fear now that the obstruction had gone. White ran like an angry boar towards Grid who killed her sister. She used the elasticity of the soles of her feet to lift up her bulging body, giving a sense fear rather than looking funny. But Grid didn’t shrink back.


  ‘Physical attacks bounce off?’


  He looked at Piaro who had been blown away.


  “God Hands. Use Magic Missile."


  Piing.


  Piiing! Pipipipiping!


  The four God Hands rose up behind Grid and continuously fired white flashes. Thanks to the Ring of Absurdity, it was possible to use Magic Missile more easily than before because the resource consumption was halved.


  ‘Magic Missile?’


  The lowest grade magic wasn’t a threat to White. White made a scoffing noise...


  Peng!


  Pepepepeng!


  "Uck...!"


  White frowned every time she was hit by a white flash.


  ‘It hurts?’


  It was natural for it to hurt. The power of Magic Missile (Enhanced) attached to the God Hands using the Water Clan King’s Tears reflected Grid’s intelligence! In addition, Magic Missile was now at level three. The level had risen again after his steady use in the National Competition.


  Magic Missile (Enhanced) Lv. 3! It completely ignored the target’s magic resistance and dealt 120% of Grid’s intelligence as damage. Taking into account the 40 intelligence elixirs he took in the Behen Archipelago, it was 120% of 1,171 intelligence!


  [You have suffered 2,576 damage.]


  [You have suffered 2,576 damage.]


  [You have suffered 2,576 damage.]


  [You have suffered 2,576 damage.]


  “Waaaaah!”


  It was an absurd damage. White took a potion as she dropped above Grid’s head. But her massive body couldn’t reach Grid. Grid was already wearing Braham’s Boots and used Fly. The moment that she fell to the ground, he rose into the sky.


  "Magic Missile. Magic Missile. Magic Missile. Magic Missile. Magic Missile.”


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeok!


  The four God Hands and Grid unleashed a magical bombardment. He made a hypothesis.


  ‘White specializes in physical resistance.’


  Asura Regas competed against Damian in a full buff state and his offensive power caused even Grid to feel afraid. However, White easily won against him and she survived three attacks from Piaro. In particular, one of them bounced off. It meant that she had a strong defense and the ability to neutralize physical attacks.


  “Then it’s a magical bombardment.”


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeok!


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Grid stayed in the sky with an emotionless face and fired five Magic Missiles every second. It was comparable to the existing magician rankers. It was an overwhelming force that blacksmiths shouldn’t be able to exert. In particular, this power was fatal to White, who was vulnerable to magic.


  “You lousy bastard...! If you’re a man, come down and fight fairly!”


  White shouted as she wore a few accessories that increased magic resistance.


  Grid replied sarcastically, "Eh? I should fight fairly simply because I’m a man? Isn’t that completely sexist?”


  ‘What is this guy?’


  Blood Carnival had a lot of bad people, spiteful people, and crazy people. But there was no one more obnoxious than Grid. He played for two consecutive years in the National Competition and was the leader of a great guild! White rushed forward again. She tried to reach Grid.


  Of course, it wasn’t a wild rush. White was the strongest. She calculated the timing and trajectory of Grid’s Magic Missile and leapt using perfect timing.


  At that moment.


  “How dare you?”


  The crazy farmer chased after her and swung his flail.


  “Hit!”


  "Kyaaak!”


  White’s wrath soared as she was hit in the back by the flail.


  “You cowardly wretch! 2 against 1?”


  “How is it cowardly on a battlefield?”


  Grid shrugged and laughed, but didn’t interfere with Piaro. Piaro faced White relatively alone. Was it to be fair? No. Grid was filled with a great desire to kill all of Blood Carnival’s third advancement users and obtain their items. That’s why he didn’t want to lose time with the relatively strong White.


  “Piaro, the item that drops when she dies... No, give me all the loot.”


  “Yes My Lord!”


  The ‘she’ was obviously referring to White.


  “Who will be the one who dies?”


  Making fun of her? White used her ultimate move to overturn the situation.


  "Fat Burning!”


  Chiiiik!


  Smoke started to emerge from the body that was over 200kg. It was the process of which White’s fat was burned.


  “Hoh?”


  “Wow.”


  Piaro was interested and all the Overgeared members, including Grid, were astonished. It was because White’s fat body suddenly became like a model’s. She had long and slender arms and legs, a tight waist, a full ass, and large breasts. The face was an immense beauty. It was somewhat lacking compared to the world-class beauties like Yura and Jishuka, but she was still beautiful. It was like White won the lottery.


  "Even Kraugel hasn’t seen this appearance of mine. Realize the honor.”


  White confidently shouted and kicked towards Piaro. The power and torque behind the kick was tremendous.


  ‘Will he try to avoid it?’


  In the blink of an eye. The moment that White was trying to predict Piaro’s response.


  “Fated to Perish.”


  Puk!


  [You have died.]


  “...?”


  One blow from the hand plow. The Blood Carnival members and the soldiers fell into confusion at White’s death.


  “Kill everyone and take their loot!”


  Grid’s powerful command rang through the battlefield.




  Chapter 475


  Had they ever been hunted? If someone asked them this, the Blood Carnival members would answer ‘NO.’ They had always reigned at the top of the food chain. At least, until yesterday.


  “Pant... Pant...! What are these monsters?”


  Blood Carnival’s Marty’s face was white with terror. He was afraid because he’d accumulated a lot of infamy and now met enemies stronger than him.


  ‘I have to somehow escape.’


  The loss of items was more fearful than the experience loss. The items he currently possessed were so expensive that half the money he earned in the past half a year would be blown away.


  “...Now!”


  A boy swordsman called Ibellin. At this moment, the mercenaries hired for an expensive amount approached and Ibellin turned his gaze towards the arrow coming from the rear.


  Syuok!


  Marty accurately measured the timing and threw the bomb. It was a homemade bomb and its power was greater than single-target A-grade magic. Marty had raised his passive skill ‘Intermediate Bomb Throwing’ to level 9, so the throwing speed and accuracy of the bomb were excellent.


  Peeeeeong!


  The bomb exploded where Ibellin was standing. The power of the explosion couldn’t be ignored. Beyond the transparent wall surrounding Siren, the waves surged.


  ‘Perfect!’


  He did it properly. Ibellin would definitely fall into a stunned state from this damage.


  ‘Should I finish it off?’ Marty thought about it for a moment. ‘I shouldn’t waste time catching a kid.’


  Wasting time meant he could be targeted by other Overgeared members. Marty decided to flee and had only taken two steps.


  “It hurts. Don’t you have a great deal of attack power?”


  Ibellin’s voice was heard from right next to him.


  ‘This bastard...!’


  He resisted the stunned state from the bomb and instantly caught up with Marty? Marty observed the accessories Ibellin was wearing and spat out a small bomb that had been inserted between his molars. It was a bomb the size of a bean. It was accurately shot at Ibellin’s’ face. But before it hit.


  Puok!


  Ibellin’s flamberge was faster as it pierced Marty’s brow.


  “Kuk...! Shit!”


  Marty was vulnerable before approaching. He was going to die like this.


  ‘But I won’t die alone!’ Marty smiled with satisfaction. ‘The bomb I spat will soon approach... What?’


  Marty’s expression twisted. The small bomb that he launched earlier. He witnessed it split in half on the ground.


  ‘He stabbed me at the same time as cutting the bomb in half?’


  Puk! Puk puk!


  Ibellin’s flamberge pierced Marty again. Marty felt terrible pain as he cried out.


  “This kid...! You’re only playing games without attending school! Why is your control so good...? Cough! Cough!"


  “Ah really. Don’t you know that kids are originally good at playing games? And I’m now 18 years old.”


  Ibellin lightly slashed Marty’s neck. Once Marty died, Ibellin checked the details of the paper he dropped and scratched his head.


  “Unique rated bomb recipe... This is fairly expensive... Hrmm... I will give it to the alchemy facility.”


  A boy with the aspiration to go beyond Kraugel and become the ultimate swordsman. He was one of the 10 Rookies and was growing steadily. It was as a member of Overgeared.


  ***


  "Hey, does this make sense?”


  Knox’s face was blank as he looked at the battlefield. The mercenaries that he hired were nothing more than sandbags in front of the Overgeared members.


  “Why are the numbers like this?”


  The army of 1,000 had decreased to less than 700. Scott explained to the bewildered Knox, "Katz is present. At least 100 people died because of him.”


  “Katz? Blood Warrior?”


  “Yes.”


  “Why is he here?”


  "It seems like he’s joined Overgeared.”


  “Hah... Scary, scary.”


  It was difficult to predict the scale that Overgeared would grow to. In particular, the power of the rumored farmer was beyond imagination. There was also the NPC called Asmophel.


  "Wouldn’t it be better to talk to Master and persuade him to step on them early? It will be hard to keep them in check later.”


  "Brother doesn’t want that. Guild wars are a form of extreme warfare, so it is more efficient to conquer NPCs and tax them.


  "Right... As the Overgeared Guild is growing stronger, so are we. Well, we don’t have to be scared. Obtaining named NPCs is becoming a trend.”


  "Yes, a farmer is a peasant without much room to grow. We don’t need to fret. Once the scale of the fight expands to a war, we will be victorious.”


  Scott and Knox. They were people who served Ares, the ruler of the battlefield who was aiming at becoming the ‘emperor.’ The reason why they accompanied Blood Carnival was to keep a close eye on the rumored White and Black sisters.


  "Now that we’re well aware of their skills, they no longer matter. We should go back to Brother now.”


  "Wait. Can’t we fight a few members of Overgeared? I’d like to fight that person called Faker.”


  “Grid, Piaro, and Asmophel. The three of them are dangerous. We should get out while we can. It’s possible that the person called Lauel can block all paths of retreat.”


  “Keok, I understand.”


  Scott and Knox hastened to leave. They suppressed the water clan soldiers who tried to block them, but didn’t kill any. Meaningless killing wasn’t the path they pursued.


  ***


  “Fire Shield!”


  Laella was using magic while Vantner protected her. As the first ranked fire magician and the one in charge of Reidan’s magic tower, she saw a wind blade flying towards her and hastily used defensive magic.


  Peeng!


  There was a shockwave as two spells collided. Then a woman could be seen beyond the flames. She was a woman with the ID Maika. 


  “Hehe, it’s pathetic to see a global idol playing games. What are you doing? Shouldn’t you be singing songs for your fans?”


  Laella calmly replied to Maika’s sarcastic words. “This isn’t just a game. Satisfy is just as fun and precious as reality. Of course, that doesn’t mean I’m neglecting my fans. I refrain from appearing on air, but am steadily holding my concerts. Ah, I will be releasing a new song January of next year. Please look forward to it.”


  “Bah! Who said I was your fan?”


  Maika became angry when her taunt failed and cast a tornado spell. She planned to break through Laella, who seemed relatively easy among the Overgeared members, and leave the battlefield. But Laella wasn’t an opponent easily dismissed. She might seem weak among the Overgeared members, but the title of 1st ranked fire magician couldn’t be won by just anyone.


  Pepepepeng!


  Laella read the flow of the tornado and shot five arrows at the same time.


  ‘This is impossible!’


  Maika was astonished. Laella used the direction of the wind to increase the force behind her fire arrows. Wind and fire could be used to complement each other depending on their use, and Maika was pushed by this.


  "Kyaaaaak!"


  Maiak screamed as she was swept up by the flames.


  “You don’t need my help. You have grown, my Laella.” Jishuka looked at Laella in a happy manner while killing the enemies from above. Zednos, the 1st ranked wind magician, puffed up his chest proudly.


  “Laella has been sparring with me every day. It’s a piece of cake for her to deal with wind magic.”


  "Piece of cake? Isn’t that a Korean saying?” (TL: Korean saying translated loosely into an English equivalent)


  "I’ve often heard Peak Sword say it... I was naturally influenced.”


  “Hahat.”


  A relaxed conversation. Someone might misunderstand the conversation as taking place between friends enjoying teatime. However, this was the battlefield filled with blood and screams. Jishuka and Zednos had killed over 100 enemies while laughing and talking.


  ‘Huge firepower.’


  In the sky above. Grid, who was searching for prey using Fly, thought as he saw Jishuka and Zednos. In particular, he admired Jishuka’s attack power every time. He couldn’t deny that archers were the class with the strongest physical damage.


  “I found you.”


  Grid’s eyes shone again. Approximately 50 meters away from the battlefield. He found a rodent moving in a place filled with thick seaweed. The ID was extremely red, suggesting that he was a third advancement user of Blood Carnival.


  “Give me your item!”


  Grid was a complete thief. He was blinded by greed and started firing at random. He used Transcend, making his ranged attacks extremely powerful.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  A heavy bombardment of energy blades shattered the ground. Garuda, who was moving through the overgrown seaweed, barely managed to overcome the crisis by using a defensive skill. No, he thought he was safe.


  ‘When...?’


  Grid kept swinging the sword like crazy in the sky. This guy, how long was he going to keep shooting the energy blades?


  ‘Is his mana infinite...?’


  Garuda couldn’t even imagine that this was an ‘autoattack’ skill. He hoped that the bombardment would be over, while an unexpected person near him saw the opportunity and waited.


  ‘Damn Grid!’


  The person with a hostile attitude to Grid was Tarma. It was the assassin who participated in the National Competition to assassinate Kraugel, only to be smashed by Grid and Kraugel in a row.


  'It’s your fault that I was disgraced!’


  During the target processing. Tarma had a chance to assassinate Kraugel. But he was interrupted by Grid and killed in a matter of seconds, causing a big shock to his spirit.


  ‘After that, I eventually lost to Kraugel...!’


  His colleagues kept teasing him. His face turned red and his heart was empty when he watched the ‘Tarma 2 seconds’ video floating around on the Internet. He wanted to hide in a mouse hole.


  ‘I will get revenge!’


  Tarma calmed his heart and looked for an opportunity. He seized the moment when Garuda died and Grid was picking up his item. It was complete carelessness!


  ‘Go!’


  Sururuk.


  Tarma moved without a sound and took control of Grid’s rear. The moment that his dagger was aimed for Grid’s neck.


  [You have died.]


  ‘What?’


  He was dead?


  ‘Why?’ 


  When? By who? What was this? As the confused Tarma’s vision turned grey, the name ‘Faker’ could be seen.


  “Huh? What’s this?”


  Grid was shocked when picking up the shoes that Garuda dropped. It was because he found another new item behind him. Euphemina ran up to him.


  “The situation is roughly finished. An audience with the water clan’s king... Do you want to go see him with me?”


  “Hrmm, I will see him.”


  Most of the third advancement Blood Carnival members had died or disappeared, with only the mercenaries remaining on the battlefield. Grid was guided by Euphemina and headed to the royal palace.




  Chapter 476


  The war hadn’t ended yet.


  500 people in the Blood Carnival army had survived and were resisting.


  It was a desperate level of resistance.


  “We must survive...!”


  Was it because they didn’t want to die? If they died, they would lose items and experience!


  “Don’t retreat! Push fiercely!”


  "There are less than 20 enemies! Consume their stamina!”


  The resistance and morale of Blood Carnival gradually grew. A mouse pushed into a corner would fight back at the cat, and the Overgeared members felt pressure due to the large numbers. In these circumstances, Grid was still calm. He didn’t feel the slightest bit of tension. He even decided to leave the battlefield.


  "Lauel, come with me and Euphemina to meet the water clan’s king.” Grid descended from the sky and said.


  Lauel responded in an unwilling manner. “Must you meet him now? The war hasn't finished yet. Is it necessary to leave your position and risk your friends...?”


  "Maxong, the water clan’s king, only leaves the bedroom once every three days. It’s currently this time. If not now, we’ll have to wait another three days before we can meet him. Oh, in addition, the system blocks anyone from invading the king’s bedroom.”


  Lauel frowned at Euphemina’s explanation.


  “The king is stuck in his bedroom all day? Even now, when there’s a war?”


  "He lost his mind when the princess died. It has been years since he stopped caring about the kingdom.”


  "Pathetic... A person who doesn’t have the qualities of a king was born to the throne and is now abandoning his kingdom.”


  Three days was a long time. There was a lot of work to be done, and this was directly linked with material gains and losses. In the end, Lauel decided to leave the battlefield with Grid. Wouldn’t it be dangerous for their colleagues?


  Grid patted Lauel’s shoulders.


  "There's no need to worry. Piaro and Asmophel are here.”


  "I’m well aware of the strength of both of them. Piaro is worth 1,000 people and Asmophel is strong like the Overgeared members. However, the Overgeared members are tired.” There were too many enemies. There were six third advancement users still alive. "I wonder if the Overgeared members can hold on until Piaro wipes out the enemies...”


  Lauel was worried. It was a reasonable worry. This wasn’t Lauel’s original personality. Depending on the situation, he could even discard his colleagues. Lauel was this type of ruthless person.


  ‘But not anymore... Lauel, you are changing like me.’


  Grid felt good and patted Lauel’s head.


  “Rest assured. Asmophel’s skills aren’t that low.”


  In fact, Grid had also underestimated Asmophel until he saw the ‘fully recovered Asmophel’ with the Great Lord’s Sword. He saw Asmophel at a level comparable to the top rankers in Overgeared. Yes, that was an underestimation. Asmosphel’s real strength that Grid discovered...


  "He’s right next to Piaro.”


  It was above Grid. Asmophel even had infinite potential. Grid once again shivered as he recalled Asmophel’s unique characteristics, ‘Great Talent Matures Late’ and ‘Determination of the Number Two.’


  ‘Kraugel will someday go beyond Piaro.’


  Asmophel might be able to rise above him as well.


  ***


  “Unbelievable...! One soldier is so strong!”


  "I’m not a soldier. I’m the captain of the Overgeared Magic Knights division under direct control of Duke Grid...”


  “Ugh...! I’m going to die because of a soldier...! How shameful!”


  "...”


  Asmophel was once the next greatest swordsman after Piaro. He was called the ‘pillar’ of the empire, but never felt as frustrated as he did now. It was because the enemies continued to treat him as a soldier after the woman named White called him one. It was pointless no matter how much he explained. The Blood Carnival troops didn’t listen to the words of a soldier. They were busy looking for ways to live.


  "Ugh... A farmer and a soldier are so strong...! How many monsters are present in Reidan?”


  "No, I’m not a soldier. I...”


  “H-How is that bastard Grid raising his soldiers? Dammit! I’m not going near Reidan for the rest of my life!”


  "...”


  Had Asmophel ever had a chance to act since serving Duke Grid? No. In the first place, he couldn’t even step on the stage to demonstrate his skills. However, this time he had a perfect stage. Asmophel didn’t want to miss this opportunity. He wanted to be acknowledged by Duke Grid. But no matter how valiant he was when killing the enemies, he was treated as a ‘soldier’ to the end.


  ‘What if My Lord misunderstands and thinks I’m only a soldier?’


  Seokeok!


  Puok!


  Asmophel was anxious and swiftly killed the enemies. The second advancement users. Their strong and controlled attacks were effectively avoided and he dealt a fatal counterattack. Asmophel’s actions were enough to raise the Overgeared members’ admiration.


  ‘Asmophel was this strong?’


  ‘I thought he was just an NPC specializing in military training in the barracks...’


  Really strong. A way to describe his strength was Faker’s swiftness with Peak Sword’s attack power, without the long cooldown. It was comparable to Piaro, Grid, and Kraugel, who overwhelmed the enemies with power.


  "...But he’s being treated as a soldier.”


  The members of Overgeared laughed as they watched the strong Asmophel. The atmosphere of the battlefield changed.


  ***


  Euphemina described Siren as a ‘well.’ The kingdom had a population of only 200,000. It was located deep in the sea and there were no exchanges with other countries, knowing only their own culture.


  “Most of the water clan people are narrow minded and lazy. They have a very narrow viewpoint and no passion. For them, this is the whole world.” This simpleness felt good. “Those who crave development or change are rare, and King Maxong is the same. In fact, most of the water clan don’t care if the king rules the kingdom or not.”


  "The isolated environment created a stagnant people. The stagnant people gave birth to an incompetent king. What a kingdom... It’s completely mixed up.”


  “...?”


  Euphemina made a strange expression at Lauel’s ‘mixed up.’ It was because the word wasn’t translated into Satisfy’s official language.


  Grid was confused, “Lauel, when did you learn that saying?”


  “I have been studying Korean in order to get to know you properly. It’s a very scientific language and easy to understand. Combined with the brilliant knowledge that I inherited from my first life, I have mastered Korean in just four days.”


  “So this saying is something you learned...?”


  "It’s more efficient to convey the meaning by learning the words used in everyday life. I also know the word ‘Eumgunjin.’ That is my current condition right now. Strict, hardworking, sincere.” (Eumgunjin takes the first letters of the three words to make it an abbreviated form.)


  "...”


  Lauel wasn’t a prospective Korean immigrant. At the time of the 1st National Competition, he wasn’t a member of Overgeared and missed the opportunity to buy land near Grid’s building. Nonetheless, he was the first to master Korean, making Grid feel surprised.


  Lauel asked the still puzzled Euphemina, "Maxong is mourning the dead princess, but I heard there are three other princes. What about them?”


  "2nd Prince Nuong is very lazy. He uses the minimum of energy to eat and sleep. On the other hand, 1st Prince Paong and 3rd Prince Gulong are diligent. Unlike the common water clan people, they have radical ideas. But they still can’t escape from the limits of being born in the water clan. They want to block Siren from danger by isolating it from humans again. They don’t dream of reforming Siren.”


  "Well, they’re at least better than their father. I understand their minds. From the position of the innocent water clan, I also wouldn’t want to interact with greedy humans.”


  Lauel nodded as they walked down the corridor. He was deep in thought. What else was he planning? Grid and Euphemina were filled with curiosity and were about to question him.


  "Let’s change the king.”


  Lauel expressed an outrageous idea.


  ***


  Siren’s 35th king, Maxong. He was a person who obtained the throne because he was the eldest son. As most kings, he didn’t do much for the kingdom. He just looked after his own well-being using the authority of the king. His eyes were dead, like a rotten fish, without any motivation. He sat on the throne and greeted Grid’s party.


  "If it wasn’t for you... Right now, Siren would be destroyed? I will express my thanks on behalf of the people. The compensation can be obtained if you go to see the prophet Miong.”


  His attitude towards the kingdom’s hero was very weak. Grid was upset despite receiving a description of Maxong in advance. The moment that Lauel was about to advise the frowning Grid on how to act.


  "First of all, take your ass out of that pearl chair. Next, get up from your seat and walk in front of me.” Lauel closed his mouth. Grid glared at Maxong with intimidating eyes. “Then bow your head. Say thank you for saying your people and the royal family.”


  “...?”


  Maxong doubted his ears. He was a prince since he was born and then a king. Nobody had ever spoken to him this way. The soldiers lined up on his left and right made dumbfounded expressions. They couldn’t cope immediately because there were no sense of realism. There was an awkward silence and Grid spoke again, “Come down.”


  Grid originally hoped for an alliance with Siren. The military and commercial sectors would develop in a positive direction under the mutual exchange. But now that idea had changed. He judged that there was no value in establishing an alliance with the current Siren. If that was the case...


  “I will put Siren under my feet.”


  If he became a king, he would be able to earn more than mid-sized companies. Grid heard this and dreamt of becoming king. That’s right. At first, he just wanted to be rich. But now it was different.


  The best. As the head of Overgeared, which gathered the strongest people in each field, he wanted to become a person without any shortages. This was a natural desire. In particular, more players dreamt of being the top in games where PvP was highlighted. Grid was qualified to have such dreams.


  “The king of Siren will serve me from now on. If you don’t respond, I will oppress you with force.”


  Grid once again drove a wedge into the disbelieving Maxong.


  Lauel smiled.


  ‘Now he’s good at taking care of himself.’


  In terms of the people and the geographical characteristics, Siren was an easy country to manage. It was better to obtain it, even if some bleeding was required. Lauel felt that Grid was developing every day.




  Chapter 477


  "I am the king of Siren. I am the sea. I embrace and swallow everything just by existing. Something like this... It doesn’t make sense to serve a human.”


  Someone with a height of over 2 meters. Maxong, the impressive looking water clan king with aquamarine scales embedded on his body, finally responded. It was the first time his expression changed since losing his daughter. The emotion that could be seen from his changed expression was anger.


  “You dare... Daring to spit at the king... Haven’t you experienced the fear of the sea?”


  Kwaang!


  How big was the pearl? Maxong rose from the throne of white jade that was impossible to see in the mortal world.


  “I won’t serve anyone! I am the only existence to be honored!"


  Maxong’s voice contained a fearsome power. The soldiers who heard it grabbed their bleeding ears, and Euphemina and Lauel also stumbled.


  [Maxong has cast ‘Wrath of the Water Clan’s King.’]


  [In the voice of the chosen king, there is a dignity of the sea that the perpetrator can’t withstand!]


  [Resistance to the water attribute has dropped by 50%!]


  [You are injured! Health will consistently be consumed.]


  [Your sense of balance is off and all speeds will drop by 20%.]


  [Skill and magic cooldown time will be increased by 20%.]


  [You have fallen into the ‘fear’ state!]


  [You have fallen into the ‘confused’ state!]


  [You have resisted.]


  [A tsunami is coming!]


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  Mana started to stir at Maxong’s roar, turning into a tsunami that hit Grid. Grid was nervous because it clearly contained great power.


  ‘This is the first time I’ve seen such strong water attribute magic...!’


  It couldn’t be avoided. It felt like he was going to be devoured. It was dangerous to Euphemina and Lauel.


  ‘I will protect them!’


  Grid swapped to the Holy Light set and summoned the God Hands. He took out the Divine Shield after a long time and placed himself in front of Euphemina and Lauel.


  “Root Curtain!”


  Euphemina used a S-grade defense spell. Vines shot up from the ground and formed a barrier in an instant, absorbing the tsunami that hit it and expanding further from the nourishment. It was the moment when the king’s chambers filled with luxurious decorations was transformed into a forest in an instant.


  “Wow... You resisted it?”


  “I’m always ready. I can always prevent the worst from happening.”


  The vines absorbed the tsunami and became huge. Euphemina responded to Grid’s admiring words by sharing the quest.


  [The hidden quest ‘Water Clan King’s Fury’ has been created!]


  [Water Clan King’s Fury]


  ★ A hidden linked quest with the Hidden Quest ‘Upcoming Destruction’ ★ (A maximum of 5 people can participate)


  Five years ago, Maxong lost his beloved daughter Ohong. His ears, eyes, and mind are closed, as he misses Princess Ohong. Now his closed mind is released because of extreme anger.


  Suppress Maxong, the powerful water clan king! If you defeat him, who has never lost since he was born, he will be shocked and awaken. His eyes will be drawn back to reality and he might become a wise king.


  Quest Clear Condition: Reduces Maxong’s maximum health by 90%.


  Quest Failure Condition: Maxong’s death, or the destruction of the quest facilitator.


  Quest Clear Rewards: Maxong’s awakening. Become Maxong’s benefactor. Speed up the development of Siren.


  ‘A hidden quest...!’


  Satisfy had a high degree of freedom and there were countless quests. After clearing a specific quest, there were often cases where a linked quest could be obtained if a subsequent action was done. Most linked quests guaranteed high rewards. Since this was a linked quest for a hidden quest, the value would be indisputably high.


  "Then the reward is Maxong’s awakening... Why is it just this?”


  “This is evidence that Maxong is a huge part of Satisfy. Maybe this is a golden opportunity to obtain a named NPC as great as Piaro.”


  Unlike Euphemina, Lauel recovered from the status conditions a little bit late and opened his mouth.


  “A rare hidden quest. We must succeed.”


  But it would be difficult. It was estimated that the clearance difficulty of this hidden linked quest that was unintentionally generated would be more difficult than any quest Lauel had experienced so far.


  ‘A quest that occurs when the person who clears ‘Upcoming Destruction’ has to anger Maxong...’


  It was a quest with a difficult starting condition. The quest was discovered because Grid ignited the NPC’s pure emotions.


  ‘The difficulty is the worst... It doesn’t make sense to fight the king of a nation while the destruction is proceeding.’


  In reality, a king didn’t mean a strong man. But in Satisfy, a king was a named NPC and most named NPCs were strong by default. There were exceptions, but it was right to exclude Maxong from those exceptions As a representative of a species, there was a high possibility that he would exert power beyond common sense. Wasn’t the attack he just sent very threatening?


  "It would be nice if Faker was in here instead of me... I’m sorry for our colleagues outside, but you should call Piaro and Asmopehl.”


  Lauel urged Grid to sacrifice his colleagues for the best results. It was a reminder of his own incompetence that he had to make such a choice. Grid refused, “I don’t want to.”


  He didn’t want to feel the helplessness and guilt he experienced at the time of the Elfin Stone raid. That’s why he had been working harder.


  “I have become stronger.” It was time to show the fruits of his hard work. "I will catch Maxong without the help of Piaro and Asmophel.”


  “Grid...!”


  Lauel’s face paled. He thought it was impossible. At that moment.


  Teong!


  Maxong pushed off from the ground. It was a fast pace unbelievable for a mass of muscles. Euphemina and Lauel couldn’t respond. Only Grid managed to capture the movements.


  Jeeeong!


  “Ack...!”


  Iyarugt collided with Maxong’s right elbow and Grid was pushed back a step. It was clear evidence that Maxong’s physical power surpassed Chris.’ Was that all?


  Peeeeeong!


  “Kuak!”


  A water column was ejected from Maxong’s hands, hitting Grid’s chest and causing him 7,800 damage. This was while he was wearing the Holy Light set. Maxong’s magic power was double that of the drake. But Grid was also tough. He blocked Maxong’s attack, allowing the God Hands to counterattack.


  Puk!


  Puuok!


  It was the +9 Failure that boasted an overwhelming attack, the +8 Grid’s Greatsword with excellent balance, the +8 Doppelganger’s Greatsword that ignored a certain amount of the enemy’s defense and the +7 Ideal Long Sword, which was based on the Ideal Dagger. All the weapons pierced Maxong’s chest and waist.


  Flinch.


  Maxong gritted his teeth. He was pain from the wounded areas. However, he didn’t hesitate one bit.


  Kwarurung!


  There was a thunderous sound in Grid’s ears. Before he realized it, Maxong was already in front of him.


  Peeok!


  [You have suffered 5,900 damage.]


  Grid was struck by the scaly feet and was blown thrown the vines.


  "How dare you!”


  The angry Lauel used Dragon’s Claws, causing a sharp stone pillar to rise up where Maxong was standing. But it didn’t hurt Maxong. Maxong immediately summoned blue water to mitigate the damage of the stone pillar. Lauel didn’t panic. From the beginning, his role was to attract attention!


  "Tree Giant’s Hug!”


  Grid and Lauel pulled Maxong’s aggro. Meanwhile, Euphemina once again used a S-grade spell. It was also a spell highly resistant to the water attribute. Before visiting the sea kingdom that was strong in water magic, she obtained many wood attribute spells in case it was needed.


  Kudududuk!


  "Huup!”


  The vine forest from before quickly took the shape of a giant and wrapped around Maxong’s body. It tightened and twisted, trying to completely tear the body apart. Grid rushed towards the groaning Maxong. There was a large killing intent around Iyarugt.


  “Kill!”


  Puoook!


  "Kuaaaaak!"


  Iyarugt was much more effective than before after reaching the legendary rating, and its attack speed was also faster. Grid wore the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch and maximized the damage by hitting the weak spot.  Iyarugt struck exactly at Maxong’s clavicle, a weak point. As Maxong screamed with pain, Grid rotated while retrieving the sword and fired off a series of Magic Missiles. At the same time, he developed a footwork and linked up Pinnacle Kill.


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 455,000 damage to the target.]


  “...!”


  Grid consumed health in exchange for using Pinnacle Kill. As he unfolded Link, he hurriedly took a defensive posture and tried to generate combos with Iyarugt. It was to prevent Maxong’s counterattack, who had broken free from the Tree Giant’s Hug.


  Jjejejeok!


  He blocked the fists and kick that simultaneously struck at the top and bottom with Iyarugt and the God Hands.


  Pepepeng!


  He allowed a water bomb attack. Grid coughed up a large amount of blood and grumbled.


  'Shit... Why isn’t 5 Joint Attacks activating these days?’


  It was the ultimate option attached to the Holy Light Gloves. In the past, it had burst out and helped him. Nowadays, it didn’t appear at all. It was the same during the National Competition. Grid was uneasy.


  ‘I have been earning money these days, so this is the bad luck I get in return...?’


  Damn Lady Luck! Grid grumbled at the gods while continuing to fight Maxong.


  Pepeng!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Maxong attacked Grid as much as possible, while avoiding Lauel and Euphemina’s magic attacks. Grid realized something as he stared at the blue eyes filled with anger and laughed. It was a laugh of absurdity.


  ‘Son of a bitch.’


  The more he thought about it, the more absurd it was. Rewarding the heroes who defended Siren? In the first place, Maxong wasn’t even interested in Siren!


  "Shit! You unscrupulous old man! You don’t deserve to be a king!”


  Uncontrollable anger bubbled up inside Grid. He wanted to show Maxong. But Maxong’s strength was comparable to vampire earl Elfin Stone. No, maybe more than that. He wasn’t someone that three people could raid. Thus, Grid pulled out all the cards he could afford. First, he summoned Noe and Randy.


  “Summon Knight! Jude!”


  The first knight in charge of Winston’s defense.


  “Summon Demon, Iyarugt.”


  Finally, he summoned someone who shouldn’t exist.


  Now Grid demonstrated his quantity.




  Chapter 478


  [Summoning Sword Demon Iyarugt!]


  Kurururung!


  The moment that Grid used the skill, Iyarugt let out a roar that was like thunder. A bloody light was emitted in all directions, barely missing Grid. It was a horrific force. Grid was unable to hold on to the sword!


  “Ugh...! You disgraceful bastard!”


  It tried to hit its master. Grid felt the need to educate the sword properly. However, it didn’t stop. Iyarugt broke away from Grid and rose into the sky. The translucent red color of the smelted bloodstone started to darken. It was a darkness darker than night.


  "Beautiful...”


  Euphemina couldn’t help exclaiming. The ancient golden characters carved on the black Iyarugt were mysterious and beautiful. Grid, Lauel, and even Maxong were gripped by the sight.


  Kuoooooh-


  Iyarugt didn’t move anymore. The light being emitted also calmed down and everything became silent.


  "...”


  It was static, like time had stopped. It felt like a moment or eternity.


  Paaaat!


  The silence was broken. A red bead popped out from Iyarugt. Hell’s best swordsman, a Sword Demon, Great Demon Zepar’s only rival, etc. It was the moment when the soul of Iyarugt, who had all types of titles attached to him, appeared in the world.


  ‘Hoh... This is great.’


  Braham woke up inside Grid’s body and felt amazement. It was admiration, not just interest. How great was this presence that even Braham felt admiration? Grid felt expectant and was also nervous. Iyarugt’s soul, which emitted a light that was like the stars in the universe, started to gradually change. It took the shape of a person.


  An old man bent over.


  Grrr...


  The old man had flames that burned like blood around his body. The white-haired old man with horns rising sharply from his forehead, bulging muscles and sharp eyes was Hell’s best swordsman, Iyarugt. He had the magic power of a lower demon. He only trained in the sword to be able to compete with a great demon. Marbas, one of the major powers in hell evaluated Iyarugt as ‘one who can change the order of the great demons.’


  “...Sweet.”


  He took a breath after 300 years. The sweet air of Siren entered his lungs and awakened every cell.


  ***


  “Isn’t this unbelievable?”


  King Maxiong of the water clan was surprised. It was because the energy of the demon summoned by the cheeky human was unusual. It was enough to give him a hazy feeling of crisis.


  ‘This is the power of a great demon?’


  Siren was an isolated kingdom, but the knowledge of hell and great demons had spread to some extent. In particular, Maxong was a king with extensive knowledge, so he knew some things about great demons. Iyarugt seemed like one of the 33 great demons that he’d only heard about.


  ‘How can a human summon a great demon? Isn’t there a hostile relationship between humans and great demons?’


  His knowledge was too light. Maxong didn’t know the true power of a great demon, nor did he know that humans and demonkin often formed a contract.


  “Haha...”


  Maxong misunderstood Iyarugt as a great demon and laughed. He looked between the black cat sitting on Grid’s shoulder and the small human girl holding onto Grid’s wrist.


  ‘They are also creatures...’


  The creatures had considerable strength. Possessing beings that should be in hell, Grid didn’t seem like a normal human. However, Maxong was more concerned with a different human male.


  ‘What is that human?’


  A human with confidence equivalent to him. Out of the four beings that Grid summoned, Maxong was most off-balance by the human male. It was even more than the great demon. The reason was simple.


  “Why is he naked?”


  "...”


  That’s right. The human man that Grid summoned, the knight Jude, was naked.  His nakedness revealed his perfect muscles.


  "Kyaaak!”


  Euphemina belatedly saw Jude’s goods and turned her head with a blush. However, her huge eyes continued to watch appreciatively.


  “Keo...?”


  Grid and Lauel were speechless at Jude’s unusually huge size. There was an awkward silence for a moment.


  "Why are you naked?" Grid regained his spirit and cried out indignantly.


  Jude stood there unabashedly and replied simply, “Jude. After training. Bath.”


  It meant that he responded to the summons in the bath.


  "This is absurd."


  The problem was that the game was too much like reality. All NPCs had human emotions and their life patterns were similar. They bathed daily. Thus, this misfortune occurred.


  “Why didn’t you grab your weapons and armor before answering the summons?”


  “My Lord. Called. I come.”


  "It’s inspiring loyalty.”


  One of the biggest differences between a player and NPC was the presence or absence of an inventory. The NPCs had no inventory. In other words, the currently naked Jude was in a ‘no items’ state. Jude might be over level 300, but what strength could he exert using a body with no items?


  ‘What should I do?’


  Jude wouldn’t be any help and was also at a risk of dying. The moment that Grid was worried about Jude.


  “Demon. Kill.”


  Peeok!


  Jude swung his fist. The target wasn’t Maxong of the water clan. It was towards the elderly man burning with demon energy, Sword Demon Iyarugt. Iyarugt shook when he was punched in the face by a human who he thought was an ally. The demon who had the high reputation of the best swordsman of hell until he was defeated in a battle against the great demon Zepar and died, he was hit by a human?


  “You are fearless."


  He took a deep breath. It had been 300 years. He wanted to savor the sweet air. But that excitement was broken. Iyarugt became deeply angry and recognized Jude as an enemy.


  Kuoooooh-


  The demonic sword Iyarugt started to respond to Sword Demon Iyarugt. It ignored its owner Grid and flew into Iyarugt’s hands. Grid hurriedly called out as the sword headed towards Jude.


  "Stop!"


  It was useless. After growing to the legendary rating, Iyarugt regained some of the strength of the past and its self-esteem soared into the sky. It didn’t follow Grid’s command.


  Seokeok!


  “Ugh.”


  The blood red sword cut at Jude’s bare chest. At the same time, Jude’s health gauge was reduced by 40%. Grid was startled.


  ‘What is this damage...?’


  Jude’s body was bare but his basic strength and stamina was very high. His natural defenses couldn’t be ignored. But Iyarugt dealt serious damage with just one blow. It was also the basic damage. This was equivalent to Grid using the +9 Failure.


  “Jude. It hurts. Endure. Kill. Demon.”


  Stagger.


  Jude wasn’t frightened by the serious injury. He moved with his wounded body towards Iyarugt. Iyarugt thought it was ridiculous. He had lived 500 years and had been a soul for 300 years, but he had never seen anyone as ignorant as Jude. No, it was the first time he saw a life like this.


  “Fearless person...! Do you have 10 lives? Even a hydra failed to land an attack on me!”


  Iyarugt wielded his sword again. But Grid was too fast.


  “Jude!”


  Jude’s life was in danger. His first knight. He was special because Grid had selected him and trained him directly from among the soldiers. Grid couldn’t just watch as he lost Jude. It was also to an ally! Jude heard Grid’s shouted and stopped with a flinch. Then without thinking, he somehow caught the sword with his bare hands and took it away. It was the ideal linkage of the I have no Idea passive skill and Weapon Capture skill.


  “Heok?”


  Iyarugt didn’t like it. His attacks had been avoided a few times, but it was the first time someone took away his sword with bare hands. A sword demon having his sword stolen, it was a reality that was hard to believe.


  ‘This guy is actually really big!’


  Iyarugt thought Jude was a fool because he wandered around naked. Grid approached Iyarugt and Jude.


  “You aren’t enemies. From now on, I will give a severe punishment to those who attack their allies.”


  “Daring to command me...” Iyarugt expressed his resistance.


  “Yes.” Jude nodded without thinking.


  Why was he fighting this evil old man in front of him? Jude had already forgotten. His maximum intelligence was 20. Maxong had been watching the situation dumbly. He couldn’t bear it any longer and shouted. "What are you doing?"


  The enemies were playing around in front of him? It was reprehensible. He had wanted to punish them while they were attacking each other, but he couldn’t use such a contemptible method as a king.


  "Daring to ignore this king! Receive a fair punishment!”


  Maxong used Water Clan King’s Fury and the tsunami rushed again. At the same time. Iyarugt was staring angrily at Jude, Jude was doing nothing, Euphemina had lost her spirit because of Jude’s goods, and Lauel watched the absurd scene with a dazed expression.


  “First of all, make the loud one fall silent.”


  “It’s a good idea.”


  They turned to Maxong at once and used their ultimate moves.


  Kwarurung!


  Lauel’s thunderbolt struck Maxon, delaying him. Then Euphemina’s spell dealt serious damage to Maxong. Lauel was the best of the 10 Rookies and Euphemina was the first one to obtain an epic hidden class. Now they were overgeared and had enough power to threaten Maxong.


  But Maxong was tough and good at fighting. He protected his vital points with hard scales and unleashed an attack. The first target was naturally the naked human. Maxong had experienced many battles. It was right to aim for the easiest enemy to get rid of.


  It was the wrong judgment. The opponent wasn’t easy. Jude held the unique skill ‘I have no idea’ that was SS-grade. Why did the skill have such a high rating? Even Grid didn’t know why, but the high rating meant it had a definite effect. Jude didn’t hesitate to attack Maxong because he had no thoughts, and it was a judgment that broke Maxong’s expectations.


  Instead of avoiding the flying water column, Jude broke through the front and grabbed Maxong’s face. Jude had 2,000 strength, far exceeding the common sense of a soldier. However, it wasn’t a threat to Maxong. Maxong wasn’t hurt when his face was caught by Jude’s hands. It felt like a fly. The problem was that his vision was obstructed.


  “Sublime Sword.”


  Puoook!


  Iyarugt aimed for this gap and pierced Maxong’s heart. Maxong flinched as he suffered massive damage.


  “It smells good! Nyang!”


  Noe became happy at the fishy smell of the water clan and swallowed Maxong. At the same time, Grid had his strength greatly enhanced thanks to Soul Ingestion and used Linked Kill at the same time as Randy.


  "Kuaaaack!"


  Maxong screamed.




  Chapter 479


  Noe used Soul Ingestion and the following notification windows emerged.


  [The memphis Noe has taken away half of Maxong’s strength.]


  [Your strength will increase by 2,511 for 3 seconds!]


  “Hah.”


  Grid found out that Maxong’s strength was over 5,000 and was astonished.


  ‘It isn’t just his strength.’


  Maxong had physical attacks and magic attacks. It meant his intelligence was close to 5,000. Simply looking at his total stats, he was really strong. It was almost frightening. But at this moment, the situation was reversed. It was Maxong’s turn to feel fear.


  “Blacksmith's Rage. Blackening.”


  Grid used buff skills in order to maximize the effect of his greatly increased strength. He immediately used the overwhelming strength of Linked Kill.


  [Critical!]


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been activated, adding 30% critical damage!] 


  [The weak spot has been attacked! Further damage will be dealt!!]


  [You have dealt 4,230,400 damage to the target.]


  [Critical!]


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been activated, adding 30% critical damage!] 


  [You have dealt 3,500,100 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 1,691,600 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 1,590,400 damage to the target.]


  There were a total of four blows. Two of them were critical hits. Thanks to this, Maxong received over 10 million damage, despite having more defense than Elfin Stone.


  "Kuaaaaak!"


  There was also the addition of Randy’s Linked Kill, causing Maxong to scream. Was he dying? Euphemina and Lauel were worried, but Grid didn’t care.


  ‘It should be fine.’


  The pet status window showed that Iyarugt’s stats were significantly higher than Grid’s. In particular, the Sublime Sword that he used dealt more damage than Pinnacle Kill. However, Maxong only lost 20% of his health after being hit by Sublime Sword. Now he was hit by Grid and Randy’s Linked Kill, receiving over 10 million damage, but only 10% of his health was lost. 


  It meant that Maxong’s maximum health was close to 100 million. He had enormous health as the representative of a species. It was a testament to the gap that existed between named NPCs. Maxong was still tough.


  Kwajak!


  “Kyak!”


  Maxong counterattacked and Randy was hit by one of the water pillars. At the same time, he fell into a stunned state and allowed another water pillar to be fired. 


  [‘Doppelganger of the Mysterious Forest’ Randy has been fatally wounded!]


  [Randy’s transformation has been lifted.]


  “Randy!”


  Grid had no time to worry as Randy returned to the guise of a little girl. He was faced with Maxong’s spray of water and a kick to the face. Avoid it? It was nonsense. Right now, Grid’s strength overpowered Maxong. He attacked in return.


  Chaaeng!


  "Ugh!"


  Maxong’s face distorted as the jade scales of his shins collided with Grid’s Greatsword. He felt a terrible pain.


  ‘My strength suddenly weakened. Is it because this cheeky human stole it?’


  The problem was that he was swallowed by that black creature for a moment. Maxong started analyzing it.  Grid used Linked Kill Wave. He aimed to reduce Maxong’s health as much as possible before his strength returned to normal levels. This was Grid’s top priority.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “Disgraceful person!”


  The moment he saw the storm of energy blades, he summoned dozens of water drops at the same time. The size of each water droplet was slightly larger than a watermelon. Grid experienced something terrible as a result of the collision of Linked Wave Kill with the water droplets.


  [You have suffered 920,330 reflective damage!]


  [You have suffered 899,100 reflective damage!]


  [You have suffered 918,555 reflective damage!]


  [You have suffered 905,700 reflective dam...]


  ...


  ...


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  “Kuaack!” 


  The water droplets summoned by Maxong had the ability to reflect damage to the attacker. It was a strong wide area magic like Elfin Stone’s Blood Field.


  “Grid!”


  “My Lord!”


  Euphemina and Lauel realized the danger of the water droplets thanks to Grid’s unintended sacrifice. They wanted to go and help Grid, but there were too many water droplets. They were unable to use magic and were completely blocked from reaching Grid and Maxong. They would suffer from the reflective damage and die.


  ‘Inducement magic...!’


  Euphemina examined her skills to see if there was one that would overcome the current crisis.


  “Jude. Seek. My Lord.”


  Jude ran with his naked body. He had no fear. He just took action.


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  The dozens of water droplets blocking the way? He just broke through with his bare body. The only thought running through Jude’s head was his lord’s safety. He didn’t care about his own well-being. Thanks to Jude’s actions, Grid’s companions were able to figure out the weakness of the water droplets.


  ‘They will explode and disappear from even a small impact!’


  That’s right. The water droplets summoned by Maxong had a weak durability and popped when hit by a fist. Instead of using the fraudulent ability to reflect damage, it was a blind spot.


  Pepepepeong!


  Lauel and Euphemina quickly destroyed the water droplets in their path. An attack with minimal damage meant minimal reflection. As soon as they secured a path, they immediately cast their strongest skills. Meanwhile, Jude was struggling to reach the fighting Grid and Maxong.


  “Jude. Help.”


  “This idiot!”


  Grid’s immortal state was harsh. Maxong’s strength had recovered to normal levels, but Grid fought fiercely. He didn’t have to worry about dying, so he didn’t care about suffering damage. Grid’s plan was to attack as much as possible until the immortal passive ended, then he would wear the Holy Light Armor and Doran’s Ring just as the immortal passive ended.


  But Jude interfered with his plan. Jude wasn’t wearing any items, so his health and defense were the worst. Grid flew forward, afraid that Jude would die because of Maxong. He had to protect Jude.


  "This person seems to be precious to you!”


  Maxong felt a sense of crisis about Grid who wouldn’t die, but that ended right now. He smiled with satisfaction and stretched out a hand towards Grid, who had exposed a gap to help Jude. The moment that the water pillar was about to hit Grid.


  [The duration of immortality is over.]


  “Shit...”


  Was he going to die? Euphemina and Lauel’s magic casting still wasn’t over. The timing was too short to use Assimilation. The God Hands were too far away.


  “You must live!”


  Peeok!


  In the end, Grid was prepared for death and pushed Jude down. He didn’t want Jude to be swept up in the explosion range of the water pillar and die. At that moment.


  "Bah, I hate humans, but I like you as much as possible.”


  The old man who had been watching the situation for a while, Iyarugt. Grid was mistaken when he thought Iyarugt had betrayed him. The reason Iyarugt withdrew from battle was to observe Maxong and identify any weaknesses. In the first place, losing his master wasn’t good for Iyarugt. Iyarugt’s aim was to get revenge on Zepar and this wasn’t something he could do on his own.


  Pepeng!


  Iyarugt moved his sword and protected Grid. The water pillar that originally intended to cover Grid was destroyed.


  “Demon!”


  Maxong was furious at losing his chance to kill the human due to Iyarugt. He angrily aimed a fist at Iyarugt. However, it was a movement that Iyarugt predicted. Iyarugt avoided the fist by bending his back, took a step forward and wielded his sword in a half moon. It was one of the five unique skills that Sword Demon Iyarugt possessed, Hell Moon Cut.


  “Keeoook!”


  Maxong knelt down as blood spurted from his chest. At the same time, Euphemina and Lauel finished casting their spells and simultaneously aimed it at Maxong. The finishing blow naturally came from Grid. What were the God Hands doing all this time? They were hammering in front of a portable furnace. It was for the sake of Item Combination.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  Kakiing.


  The combination of the +9 Failure and +8 Ideal Longsword moved in his hand.


  “Kill!”


  Puoook!


  It was an unbelievable blow. Maxong’s eyes widened as his wounded chest was hit again.


  [You have won the fight against the king of the water clan, Maxong!]


  [Maxong has received a great mental shock after being defeated. This is the momentum needed to awaken Maxong’s spirit and mind. He will take a step back and look at himself.]


  [The hidden linked quest ‘Water Clan King’s Fury’ has been cleared!]


  [The information about Sword Demon Iyarugt has been updated.]


  [The information about Jude has been updated.]


  Name: Iyarugt


  Age: ?? Gender: Male


  Species: Horned Demon


  Title: Best Swordsman of Hell


  * When sword type weapons are used, the attack power is doubled. There is a 100% chance of a critical strike when hitting a weak point. Evasion rate will increase by 50%.


  Strength: 3,503 (▼)   Stamina: 1,090 (▼)


  Agility: 3,201 (▼)       Intelligence: 330 (▼)


  Skills: Swordsman’s Eyes (S), One Way of Life (SS-), Sword Dance Explosion (SS), Volcanic Circulation (SS), Hell Moon Cut (SS), Sublime Sword (SS+).


  A horned demon classified as a lower demon.


  As a result of training in swordsmanship without giving up, he became the strongest swordsman of hell. But he failed to overcome the limit of his birth and was defeated in a battle with the great demon Zepar and died.


  After that, his soul was cursed and attached to a sword.


  * By winning in a battle against the strong, he can regain a feeling of life. Repeating this a few more times can recover all of his skills (1/10)


  * Must win against an opponent who is recognized as an ‘enemy.’


  * Iyarugt has a strong camaraderie that will develop into liking towards you.


  Name: Jude


  Age: 30  Gender: Male


  Race: Human


  Title: Grid’s Knight


  * If he is with Grid, he will only look at Grid.


  Level: 303


  Strength: 2,080/2,380   Stamina: 908/1,108


  Agility: 330/430    Intelligence: 20/20


  Skills: Advanced Sword Mastery (A), Snatch the Enemy’s Weapon and Use it as a Weapon (S), Silence (A), I have no Idea (SS-).


  A rare fool born in Winston. When it comes to strength, he doesn’t fall behind anyone. He is a natural warrior who doesn’t know fear.


  His brain is less evolved, but since becoming Grid’s knight, he had steadily grown to become the best warrior.


  * His body has exceeded the limit by experiencing a battle with the strong. Maximum strength, stamina and agility has increased (1/20)


  * Must win against an opponent who is recognized as an ‘enemy.’


  “...Wow.”


  Maybe Jude could be reborn as a named NPC? If he joined in all the raids, a rapid growth would be possible. But.


  ‘I’m afraid he will die before becoming named.’


  How should Grid raise Jude? Grid remembered and threw clothes towards Jude. They were clothes for blacksmiths.


  "Thank you."


  “...Ah.”


  Euphemina felt regret. Then she became shocked at herself and shook her head.




  Chapter 480


  During the unexpected battle between Grid’s party and Maxong. Outside of the palace, the Blood Carnival members had been completely swept up. It was the result of the cooperation between the Overgeared members and the water clan.


  "Aren’t there many expensive items? In particular, the items with additional PvP damage and defense. They aren’t easily found.”


  "It’s because they’re enthusiastic about the PvP content. But generally, the level limit is too low for most of us to use.”


  "Aren’t most of the Silver Knights members still in the 200s? Give it to them for a cheap price.”


  "Show it to Grid before that. Maybe it will help him learn new production methods.”


  "Yes, of course.”


  Most of the Blood Carnival members had very high infamy, meaning there was a lot of dropped items. Some things were worthless, but there were a surprising few with high value. 1st Prince Paong and 3rd Prince Gulong came to the Overgeared members who were checking the loot.


  “Thank you. Really, thank you.”


  “Thanks to you, our kingdom...! The people were saved! Children, parents, lovers, and the elderly! They are saved thanks to you! Really...! Thank you very much!”


  The princes kept nodding their heads. Their heads even touched the ground. They sincerely appreciated the members of Overgeared who saved the lives of their precious people. Tears even fell.


  "Our water clan will surely pay you back.”


  "That's right! We will surely help you someday!”


  Grace would be repaid with grace. They swore with their honor as princes. 


  The surviving soldiers and people were reuniting with their loved ones. Children cried as they found their parents. Parents found children they thought were lost and rushed over to hug them. The elderly were sad that they didn’t die instead of their children. Lovers embraced each other. Those who found themselves alone were dismayed.


  The Overgeared members looked at those who survived the Blood Carnival’s cruel slaughter with complicated expressions. They felt proud, but sad that they couldn’t protect the already dead people. In this solemn atmosphere, Katz clicked his tongue.


  ‘Only dead NPCs...'


  He wasn’t being exceptionally callous. Katz's response was common. NPCs were just graphics and artificial intelligence. They had emotions and shed blood like humans, but they only existed in virtual reality. It was rare for someone to feel empathy for NPCs.


  The Overgeared members were a unique case. Of course, it was due to Grid’s influence. It could be called a good point or bad point... It was a value that couldn’t be assessed.


  “Let’s go see Your Majesty! A great banquet will be prepared for you!”


  "By now, your lord will be talking to our king. Let’s go.”


  The Overgeared members received the guidance of the princes and went to the palace. Jishuka took the lead, while Piaro and Asmophel followed her.


  After a while.


  The party were surprised when they arrived at the palace. It was destroyed by a battle. At the center of the fierce battle, the water clan King Maxong was collapsed. It was a bloody sight. The obvious cause was Grid’s party.


  “Your Majesty!”


  “Father!”


  1st Prince Paong and 3rd Prince Gulong ran forward. Anger and betrayal flared in their eyes as they supported Maxong.


  "You guys...! Wicked humans! They pretended to help us while actually aiming for His Majesty!”


  “Shit...! I trusted you! I sincerely thanked you!”


  "...”


  The Overgeared members couldn’t respond. In fact, they couldn’t understand the situation.


  "What happened?”Jishuka asked for clarification.


  Grid was trying to explain to her when he stopped. It was because someone unexpectedly opened their mouths first. It was Maxong.


  “I’m fine.”


  Flop!


  Maxong was helped by his sons and knelt down in front of Grid. The king of the water clan was kneeling to one human. It was also in front of everyone watching. The stir was huge. The princes and soldiers couldn’t understand what was happening. The Overgeared members were also confused. The turmoil grew louder.


  Except for one person. Grid didn’t act foolishly. He gazed at Maxong silently and waited for Maxong’s words. Then Maxong bowed deeply. “Human. I realized why you were angry with me during our fight. You sacrificed yourself for the sake of one man. Thus, you can’t recognize the king who is arrogant and neglects his people.”


  "...”


  "That's right. I’m not qualified to be a king. A king should take care of his people like they are his children, but I failed.”


  He used the grief over his daughter’s death as an excuse and turned away from the people he should’ve protected. Now that he looked back, he was certainly the worst king. He felt sorry to the people and ashamed that he didn’t set an example for the princes.


  "First of all, my daughter who left for the deep abyss of the sea would be sad to see such a pathetic father.” Maxong looked at Grid with respect. “Despite being a human, you’re someone who controls creatures and demons. You care more about one person’s life than your own, making you qualified to be a king."


  The power of the sea was reflected in the king’s voice. Every time Maxong spoke, the mana around him turned into blue waves.


  Sururuk.


  The waves gently wrapped around Grid’s body. Grid felt his mind and body becoming stable.


  “I feel a deep respect towards you. I hope my sons will see and learn from you, becoming good kings, unlike their foolish father. I hope that Siren, which has been stagnant for a long time and was helpless in this invasion, will develop and become stronger.”


  It was his desire.


  "Siren. Teach and guide the royal family of Siren. We will truly follow you.”


  Bururu.


  The Overgeared members, Piaro, and Asmophel simultaneously shivered. The king of another species was pledging allegiance to their lord. What an honor! Like his colleagues, Grid tried to calm down his heart. He took several deep breaths before taking action. First of all, he raised Maxong who was kneeling before him. Then he held out a hand to shake.


  “A king shouldn’t feel ashamed.”


  It wasn’t just Maxong. The Overgeared members gathered here, Piaro, Asmophel, Jude, Noe, and Randy. They all believed in him and swore to follow him.


  ‘I won’t disappoint those who acknowledge me. I will be careful not to waste their efforts.’


  The base had been formed on a desire for fame and not shame. The selfish but honest ‘hard working’ Grid’s royal road began.


  ***


  [The Overgeared Guild has concluded an alliance treaty with Siren of the Water Clan Kingdom.]


  [The Overgeared Guild and Siren will interact in all areas including military, literature, magic, commerce, and religion.]


  [Over the next two years, the Overgeared Guild will support Siren by giving 100,000 gold per month for its development. However, after two years, the Overgeared Guild will take 20% of the proceeds from Siren every month.]


  [For the defense of Siren, the Overgeared Guild has the right to assemble soldiers in Siren at any time. However, if Siren wants to move their army, they have to get the permission of Master Grid of Overgeared.]


  [If Grid acquires the status of a king, Siren will be incorporated into Grid’s territory. Until then, Siren won’t betray Grid.]


  Under Lauel’s leadership, a new treaty was signed. It was delivered to all members of Overgeared scattered throughout the continent, including Reidan, Winston, Bairon, and Cork Island. Now the morale of the almost 300 members of Overgeared soared into the sky.


  “This isn’t an alliance treaty. Doesn’t it make more sense to say that Grid has completely become the owner of Siren?”


  "Kuoh... Our forces will expand by leaps and bounds. God Grid is amazing.”


  "It’s good that we joined Overgeared!"


  The so-called Seven Guilds only had one territory. There were thousands of guilds in existence, most of which had no territory. Then what about Overgeared? It already had three territories and Winston belonged to Irene. Now it swallowed up a whole kingdom of a different species.


  Was that all? They had a full alliance with Earl Steim, one of the greatest nobles in the Eternal Kingdom. Two years after its creation, based on real time, it showed an unbelievable growth rate that made it qualified to be the best guild. The Overgeared members, especially those from the Silver Knights Guild, admired and praised Grid’s political power.


  “He married Irene and became the son-in-law of the best family.”


  "He acquired the Tzedakah Guild.”


  “He developed his estate while accepting individuals from minorities.”


  "Now the Water Clan Kingdom...”


  Truly God Grid. The pride of South Korea. The Silver Knights members analyzed and praised Grid in their own way. All over the continent, the Overgeared members danced and laughed. The players who witnessed their behavior spread the rumor that ‘there are more and more crazy people in Overgeared.’


  The Blood Carnival members became afraid when they heard the rumor.


  "More crazy people?”


  "There are already a lot of crazy...”


  "Cough, it is better not to be involved with Overgeared.”


  Blood Warrior Katz, Beast Man Toon, Bald Vantner, Cursing Huroi, etc. The Blood Carnival members shook in horror when they were reminded of the Overgeared members with screws missing. The individual natures of the Overgeared members scared even villains.


  Of course, not all Blood Carnival members shrank back. In particular, the White and Black sisters were motivated.


  "The result would be different if we had fought together!”


  "That's right! Give us a chance to get revenge! Lend us some strength.”


  They asked the master of Blood Carnival. But the master rejected their words.


  "We were merely a partnership to gain benefits. The act of helping isn’t appropriate.”


  “Shit! We’ll pay you money! It doesn’t matter how much we pay, so please ask for volunteers to knock down Reidan!”


  "Have you forgotten the absolute rule not to accept something that doesn’t have a high chance of success?”


  “Kuk...!”


  This was the judgment of the Blood Carnival master.


  ‘It isn’t time yet.’


  Yes, not yet. Growth wasn’t infinite. There were limitations to it. The Overgeared Guild was experiencing a great surge right now, but stagnation would soon arrive. For example, the ‘legendary farmer’ that boasted a unique strength right now would no longer be special.


  ‘Piaro... Right now, I have to find and recruit named NPCs comparable to him.’


  It was for his own sake.


  ***


  "I would like to farm here.” Piaro declared in Siren.


  Lauel was perplexed. "What crop can grow in a place where the ground is made of sand instead of earth? It’s impossible to farm here.”


  “No. Farming is the source of everything. There is no limit to farming. I will surely prove it. I will raise crops that can only be grown in Siren and will help the lord. Please give me permission.”


  Grid knew better than anyone how stubborn Piaro was. Grid had absolute trust in Piaro. Piaro was a legend. He was closer to being a perfect legend than Grid. In his own field, nothing was impossible for Piaro.


  "Yes, I will be looking forward to it.”


  “My Lord! If Piaro isn’t present, who will be Reidan’s guardian?”


  Piaro’s power couldn’t be replaced. If he was to leave Reidan, Lauel would have to be careful about Reidan’s defense and the number of jobs would increase. Grid heard Lauel’s opposition and gazed at Asmopehl.


  "The empty seat of Piaro will be filled by our soldiers.”


  “Ugh...!”


  Asmophel had an intense personality. He didn’t take jokes as jokes. He didn’t know that Grid was praising him as a substitute for Piaro and was only obsessed with ‘soldier.’


  ‘My Lord only trusts me at the level of a soldier...!’ If that was the case... ‘I will start again from the beginning!’


  He really was going to be a soldier.


  ‘I will build up my skills!’


  Asmophel’s Determination of the Number Two skill was successfully activated. It was a moment that would later shock the world, the birth of the ‘legend of a soldier.’




  Chapter 481


  "May the sea god protect you.”


  Maxong sent off Grid and the Overgeared members as they left the palace. The princes and hundreds of soldiers followed him. Their king had been in danger, and they felt a commitment to protect the king. Grid was dumbfounded. Who was Maxong? A person who turned away as the kingdom was invaded and the people died. He didn’t have any qualifications to be king. He deserved blame. Yet the princes and soldiers were loyal to him until the end.


  ‘He might’ve turned a blind eye to the people, but he is king. They’re showing absolute loyalty to Maxong just because he is king?’


  Grid felt it was pitiful. The water clan were passive and foolish. He realized the reason why Siren didn’t develop.


  “But it’s good from the position of a ruler.” Lauel whispered to him. It was like the voice of the devil. "The more loyal and stupid the people are, the more beneficial it is to the king. It’s really lucky that we obtained Siren.”


  "...”


  It was too calculating. Some people might blame Lauel. But not Grid. Grid wasn’t a saint, he was an ordinary person.  Like most people, he was greedy. However, there was a small glimpse of cleverness in him.


  “But isn’t it true that the smarter the people are, the stronger the kingdom becomes? Looking at it in the long run, a wealthy kingdom will fill up the king’s stomach more.”


  Of course, it would be very difficult and tiring to rule over smart people. However, it was natural. In the first place, was politics so easy?


  “Haha!” Lauel started laughing. It wasn’t a ridiculing laugh. “That’s correct. In fact, I think the same as you.”


  Lauel liked Grid more and more. Grid wasn’t a fool who would be blinded by the greed in front of him, and there were endless depths to him that hadn’t been revealed.


  ‘It seems like just a few days ago when his head was the same as his back...’


  Grid seemed to have evolved into an adult one morning. Grid’s growth was fast and dazzling.


  ‘Yes, let’s completely forget about Kraugel.’


  The Overgeared Guild could be the best even without Kraugel. Lauel was busy looking at Grid with joyful emotions.


  “My Lord.” Piaro approached and bowed to Grid. “My body might be far away from My Lord, but don’t forget that my heart is always with you. Please call me whenever you need me. I will run over right away, no matter when or where I am.”


  "Understood. Please look after Siren.”


  “Yes, and this...”


  Piaro pulled something out and handed it to Grid. It was black tights. Stocking-like pants that stretched from the waist to the ankle. In Satisfy, they were usually equipment worn by assassins, martial artists, and archers.


  “This?”


  "It’s loot that I picked up after killing White.”


  “White...!”


  To borrow a phrase from Lauel, she was a sun-grade person. He heard she was equivalent to Kraugel, and she really was very strong. If Piaro hadn’t quickly used a skill to kill her, long-term damage would’ve been caused. How special was the item that she dropped?


  Dugun dugun!


  Grid was expectant as he confirmed the item’s information.


  ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.’


  Ttiring~


  [The blacksmith who became a legend can appraise items with an excellent discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will be found.]


  [You cannot fully understand the features.]


  [Kruger’s Pants]


  Rating: Legendary (Set)


  Durability: Infinite   Defense: 430


  * Reduces damage received by 40%.


  * Agility will increase by 10%.


  * Jumping ability will increase by 40%.


  * All lower body skills will increase by 20%.


  * Set Effect:???


  A masterpiece made by the legendary tailor Kruger. It boasts an infinite stretch and will never tear.


  Conditions of Use: None.


  Weight: 350


  “Heok.”


  The options were crazy. Grid sucked in a breath as he felt amazed.


  ‘40% reduction in damage and 10% increase in agility?’


  Generally, damage reduction options were divided into ‘cut,’ ‘piercing,’ ‘magic attacks,’ ‘physical damage,’ etc. But the tights simple had the option of reducing ‘damage’ by 40%. This meant that regardless of the type of attack, all damage would be reduced. It was the best item, since the options increased by a percentage, rather than by a fixed number of stats.


  ‘It even has infinite durability...’


  The Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal couldn’t grasp the material. Based on this and the fact that the name of the item maker was Kruger...


  ‘It is highly likely to be a fabric created by the legendary tailor Kruger.’


  It must be similar to pavranium.


  ‘This is crazy.’


  However, it wasn’t good for Grid to use. The defense was very low compared to heavy armor. Grid had a battle style that emphasized his ability as a tanker, so defense was important.


  ‘This way, the limits are revealed.’


  He would’ve worn these tights if he had Kraugel’s control abilities. Grid made a bittersweet smile as he thought about Jishuka, Faker, and Regas.


  ‘Which of the three should I sell it to?’


  Grid could put it up for auction, but he abandoned this idea. It was clear that all three people would desire Kruger’s pants. Competing over the price might upset them.


  ‘I don’t want cracks in their relationship to form.’


  It was unlikely considering the friendship between the three people, but Grid had to keep in mind the worst situation.


  ‘Then I have to choose one of the three people and sell it to them personally...’


  Should he decide by order of preference? Maybe she liked him. The world’s best beauty who could make him think that, Jishuka. The silent, but always protecting his companions, Faker. The good-hearted friend who gave Grid unlimited confidence from the first day they met, Regas.


  “Shit.”


  All three of them were good. It was impossible to decide based on the order of preference.


  ‘...In the first place, this isn’t the right attitude for a leader.’


  It was right to prioritize efficiency rather than personal feelings. He thought again.


  ‘First, pass on Jishuka.’


  Was it because she would no longer be exposed? Of course, that was one reason. However, it was more because Jishuka couldn’t enjoy one of the options of the tights. All lower body skills would increase by 20%. Jishuka was an archer and she only had one lower body skill, a kick that had a dashing function. On the other hand, Regas and Faker had numerous skills involving the legs.


  ‘Then out of the two of them...’


  Grid pondered about it before deciding.


  ‘Faker is good.’


  Asura Regas had a special gauge called Fighting Spirit. It was a necessary resource that rose in proportion to the amount of damage received from the enemy.


  ‘If his defense is too high, the accumulation of the gauge will be slow.'


  On the other hand, the assassin Faker had many lower body skills and no special gauge. He fought on the assumption to not be hit. Giving him tights with a high defense would be a great help. 


  'In particular, the attack power of an assassin is affected by agility.’


  The jump enhancement option would also maximize Faker’s speed. As Grid was deciding, Euphemina finished casting Mass Teleport.


  Pak!


  Pa pa pa pa pak!


  Grid and all the Overgeared members were simultaneously moved to Reidan. Euphemina was with them. The contract included Maxong’s tears, meaning she didn’t have to stay in Siren any longer.


  “Ah...”


  Piaro was suddenly embarrassed as he was left alone. He belated recalled Aura Master Hurent, who was left in Reidan.


  “Well... He isn’t a kid, so he will behave well.”


  ***


  "Dear husband!”


  In fact, Grid was very busy. First, he had to appraise all the items that the Overgeared members acquired in Siren to see if there were any hidden features and to learn their production methods. Secondly, he had to design a new item using the adamantium that he obtained by winning four gold medals in the National Competition. Thirdly, he couldn’t forget to establish the hierarchy of his relationship with Iyarugt. Fourth, there was a need to concentrate on hunting before the experience buff that South Korea players received ended. And so on.


  Grid had many things to do. He didn’t have time to spare. But in the midst of this, Grid didn’t forget his family. He first went to Irene.


  "I’m glad that you weren’t very lonely during my absence thanks to Lord.”


  Irene looked sulky within Grid’s arms.


  “Lord is Lord, you are you. Both of you are equally important. I’m happy just seeing Lord, while dear husband...”


  What was she thinking? Irene’s white cheeks suddenly turned red.


  “That... That...”


  She was probably having very shameful thoughts. The blue eyes looking up at Grid were moving back and forth.


  “Hah...”


  She had become more cute and lovable in the time he hadn’t seen her. Grid sensed it. Now was the time to unleash the true power of the diamond class capsule!


  "It would be nice to have a second child.” Grid said with a confident expression and carried Irene to the bedroom.


  "Kyaaak~”


  Irene buried her face in Grid’s chest and beamed. She seemed like an innocent girl. But after a while. In the bedroom, she became completely different. There was no innocent girl.


  Omitted.


  ***


  Duplicator was a class with clear limits. She couldn’t always copy the skills she needed, and even with the copied skills, they would disappear after using them once, thus the battle duration dropped significantly. Euphemina wondered how good it would be if she at least had a few combat skills. She felt resentment towards the inherent limitation of the Duplicator that couldn’t ‘learn’ magic or skills.


  But that was only until yesterday. She broke through her limits with Mumud’s Spellbook, the item she acquired from clearing the hidden quest in Siren.




  Chapter 482


  “I don’t want it.”


  Faker confirmed the information of Kruger’s Pants that Grid handed him and refused. Grid was baffled because he’d been expecting an entirely different reaction.


  “Why? Why don’t you want this? I thought you would be jumping with joy.”


  “It’s too good.”


  Kruger’s Pants could be regarded as one level higher than Grid’s current items. It had golden options and high defense, making it too good. Thus, it was a burden.


  "Grid, you tend to give too much to us.”


  “...Eh?”


  Since when? Faker calmly explained to Grid, who wanted to refute it.


  “How many of the two billion users can wear items made by a legendary blacksmith? It’s only the Overgeared Guild. We’re always thankful to you and that’s why I want to return the favor. I can’t keep demanding things from you.”


  Grid was dumbfounded. “What are you saying? When have I ever made free items for you? You’re a customer who buys items from me for a reasonable price. I’m not doing you favors.”


  The Overgeared members provided the necessary materials and methods for Grid to make the items. Grid learned how to make items for free and was also able to earn money by selling the items to his colleagues. Anyone could see that Grid benefited. That’s why Grid always felt appreciative.


  "Thanks to your steady commissions, I was able to produce more items and build up my skills. I even make money while doing it. This time as well. I’m selling this to you, not giving it for free. Isn’t it a reasonable price?”


  “...You don’t know your own value.”


  There were many rich people in the world. The items made by Grid were more expensive than the Overgeared members could afford, but the wealthy would be willing to buy them. Yet they never got a chance. Grid was so busy that he barely had enough time to produce items for the Overgeared members. In other words, Grid was pouring all the opportunity costs into the Overgeared members.


  Faker and his colleagues always felt sorry.


  "In fact, you can earn a much larger amount of money. But you’re tied to the guild...”


  "Bullshit.” Grid frowned and interrupted. "Tied to the guild? It’s nonsense. I’m the one who made Overgeared. I’m thankful that you accepted my invitation.”


  “Aren’t we seeing greater benefits as a result? So I won’t buy the pants. You should use it.”


  At the very least, don’t concede such a good item.


  Grid shrugged. "I know what you mean, but the options of the tights will have no effect on me.”


  Rise in agility, rise in jumping ability, and increase the power of lower body skills. They were options that occurred theoretically because the tights were light and comfortable. Overlapping it with heavy armor would cause the effects to disappear. It was a phenomenon that occurred because Satisfy pursued realism. It was one of the important systems that increased immersion, but was tiring in many ways.


  “However, isn’t the defense applied?”


  "No, dammit. It’s too tight. Cutting my blood off just for a bit more defense? In the first place, I can simply make something layered that only increases defense.”


  In fact, the layered defense effect used in Triple Layers was just as good.


  "...”


  "Don’t be stubborn. And don’t forget. The favors I’m doing all of you are because of Overgeared. The thing you can do for me is become stronger. Don’t give me something useless.”


  “...Yes.”


  Faker gave a rare smile. There seemed to be a halo around his face, showing the best merits of a mixed Eastern and Western person.


  ‘Really handsome.’


  Why were all the Overgeared members so handsome? Honestly, Grid was too shabby compared to them. What if they immigrated to South Korea and went out every day? He was glad to have them as friends. But he could also feel depressed.


  ‘I should recruit new guild members that are uglier than me... Yes, they should be like Uncle Vantner?’


  Grid still had no idea how attractive his masculine looks were. He was feeling seriously distressed when Faker spoke hesitantly.


  “That... Can I pay by installments?”


  "...”


  The value of Kruger’s Pants were around 6 billion gold, which was burdensome to pay all at once. Grid eventually nodded. "I understand. But just so you know, I’m not selling it at an expensive price. There are no conditions of use, so I can sell it to much wealthier people.”


  “...I’m well aware.”


  In fact, it wasn’t cheap. Faker once again felt thankful that Grid didn’t require interest on the installment payments.


  ‘I will become stronger in order to repay the favor.’


  It didn’t matter who the opponent was. Yes, he wouldn’t allow even Kraugel to threaten Grid and the Overgeared Guild. Daring to go against Kraugel? Somebody might laugh and see Faker’s attitude as arrogance. But Grid and the Overgeared members knew Faker’s true value. 


  In the darkness, his power was equal to or greater than Grid. If Euphemina was the hidden gem of Overgeared, Faker was the invisible pillar supporting Overgeared. In order to be faithful to his role, Faker was obliged to be stronger than anyone else.


  ***


  [Mumud’s Spellbook]


  Rating: ??


  The old spellbook containing the magic of the genius magician Mumud.


  Usage Effects: ??


  Conditions of Use: ??


  Weight: 10


  “...Hrmm.”


  Euphemina’s room that faced Grid’s bedroom. After returning from unburdening her heart with her colleagues, Euphemina’s expression was very serious. She couldn’t guess the value of Mumud’s Spellbook that she received as a quest reward.


  ‘The rating is unknown.’


  Typically, the rating of a spellbook followed that of magic. For example, a spellbook that contained the A-grade magic Fire Storm was rated A. In other words, spellbooks were divided from D~S ranks. Then what about an unknown rating?


  ‘Is it not acquiring a single magic?’


  For example, there were multiple spells with different ratings, making the rating of the spellbook unknown?


  ‘In any case, this is a spellbook that teaches magic.’


  Then there was a problem. Euphemina wasn’t a magician. She could copy magic, but she had no talent to learn it.


  ‘The spellbook might explode...’


  In fact, Euphemina wanted to sell this to Zednos or Laella. She judged that it was more stable in many ways. But Grid stopped that idea. A spellbook that couldn’t be judged using the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal. Grid guessed that the spellbook had more value than a legendary class change book.


  "Braham said this. Mumud was even more of a genius than him, making Braham feel afraid and wary. In other words, he had talent beyond a legendary magician. What if you sell the spellbook and then find out its real value afterwards? You might regret it too much. Don’t play the game cautiously and just try it out. You might be worried that the spellbook will disappear without an effect, but you will regret it less than giving it to others.”


  ‘Grid is right.’


  In fact, Euphemina was one of the few people in Overgeared who didn’t know Grid’s nature. She misunderstood Grid as a great figure even when he was a dunce. For Euphemina, Grid was a target of envy, especially the current Grid. This was why she engraved his advice in her.


  "Yes, I must learn it.”


  She didn’t delay once she made a decision. Euphemina immediately opened Mumud’s Spellbook.


  [Mumud’s Spellbook has been read.]


  [Mumud’s magical knowledge is flowing into your brain.]


  [Your intelligence stat is less than 5,000. You are unable to accept the new knowledge. Failed to acquire the knowledge...]


  The notification windows that gave her despair popped up.  Euphemina became anxious.


  [You are under the title effect of ‘Defender of Siren.’ Mumud’s knowledge favors you. The knowledge is reorganized to make it easier to understand.]


  [You have completed the acquisition of new knowledge.]


  [Mumud’s Magic Tree has opened.]


  [Your constitution isn’t suitable to acquire Mumud’s fire attribute magic.]


  [Your constitution isn’t suitable to acquire Mumud’s wood attribute magic.]


  [Your constitution isn’t suitable to acquire Mumud’s earth attribute magic.]


  [You have learned Mumud’s water attribute magic.]


  [You have learned Mumud’s no attribute magic.]


  [Mumud’s Water Attribute Magic]


  Rating: Legendary (Growth)


  Stage 1: You can turn magic power into water and ice, which you can use for your own purposes. Casting time and cooldown time will differ depending on the form of magic. Research will be needed in order for it to be used more efficiently.


  [Mumud’s No Attribute Magic]


  Rating: Legendary (Growth)


  Stage 1: The ‘Ignore 30% of magic defense’ effect will be applied to your magic power.


  [The hidden quest ‘Mumud’s Soul Liberation’ has been created.]


  [Mumud's Soul Liberation]


  ★ Hidden Quest �


  During his life. 


  As a disciple of the legendary great magician Braham, Mumud excelled as a genius. But genius is short-lived. His heart had been weak since he was born and he would die before he turned 30. He didn’t reveal his illness to anyone and devoted himself to researching and creating a magic system that anyone could easily use.  It was his achievement as a magician. This allowed Mumud to feel satisfied with his life.


  It might be a short life, but he was happy and felt fulfilled at contributing to the development of the world. He could humbly accept death. But it was only for a moment. His achievement was taken away by his master Braham, causing him great shock. Mumud burned with anger and vowed to get revenge on Braham. He would create a new magic formula that transcended Braham, leading him to Siren to obtain a powerful orb.


  However, he didn’t carry out his revenge. His life was too short. He would rather spend it on happiness instead of revenge. He fell in love with a water clan woman he met in Siren and happily closed his eyes.


  But he is suffering even after death. His body was taken away by Baal’s Contractor and used to commit acts of slaughter that goes against his soul’s will.


  You have saved the Siren that Mumud loved and know Mumud’s story. Use this newly obtained strength to release Mumud’s crying soul.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Destroy Mumud’s lich that is in the hands of Baal’s Contractor ‘????’ and liberate the soul.


  Quest Success Reward: The growth type legendary class ‘Mumud’s Descendant’ will be acquired. All of Mumud’s magic will be opened.


  Quest Failure Condition: None.


  “W-What is this?”


  Euphemina was shocked. She was stunned because the value of Mumud’s Spellbook far exceeded her imagination. She had suffered for a long time in Siren for Grid and Overgeared. Now she was rewarded with new wings. She obtained an opportunity to be extraordinary.


  It was the moment when the power of Overgeared greatly increased.
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  “Grid!”


  “Huh?”


  Shortly after making love to Irene and talking with Faker. Grid was in Khan’s smithy when someone called out to him. It was Euphemina.


  "What’s so important that you’re making a fuss?”


  He faintly noticed.


  ‘Was there a positive result from Mumud’s Spellbook?’


  But Grid wasn’t that expectant. He would just feel disappointed if the effect of Mumud’s Spellbook was less than expected. Grid was trying not to count the chickens before they hatched when Euphemina grabbed him. The small girl reminiscent of a squirrel fit comfortably against Grid’s wide chest.


  Grid panicked at the abrupt embrace.


  “H-Hey, what’s this all of a sudden?”


  He might be a married man, but Grid was ignorant when it came to relationships. With the exception of Irene, he still wasn’t used to touching women’s skin. He hurriedly pulled Euphemina away, only for her to hug him again.


  “Thank you...! Thank you very much!”


  “...Ah.” She was happy enough to cry. It made him feel glad. "There’s no need to thank me. Congratulations.”


  Grid smiled and stroked Euphemina’s blonde hair. Euphemina thought his big and solid hand felt good. Caring yet dependable. If she had a brother, it would’ve felt like this.


  “Heok?”


  Grid was shocked as he held Euphemina in his arms and stroked her head. It was because he met the eyes of Lord, his son who was looking at him.


  “S-Since when have you been watching?”


  This was a scene that could be misunderstood! Lord replied innocently to Grid, who was feeling fear and guilt. "I saw it when Father hugged the pretty sister.”


  "I didn’t hug her!” Grid was agitated and unknowingly raised his voice. Then he pulled Euphemina away, approached Lord and whispered, "D-Don’t tell your mother about this.”


  Grid asked this for the sake of peace at home. Lord just laughed brightly.


  "The beautiful sister is Father’s lover!”


  “W-What...”


  A married man having a separate lover? As expected, Lord was the Casanova who already had 200 lovers.


  “This is a big deal! Lord, this sister isn’t your father’s lover but my...”


  “Your first lover? Second lover? Father is cool!”


  “...Cool?”


  A married man. Lord misunderstood that his father was cheating and even said it was cool! Lord’s ideas about the opposite sex were so different that Grid already started to worry about his future daughter-in-law.


  "I don’t know who will marry you...” 


  Yes, Lord’s future wife was pitiful. Grid had serious thoughts about his son.


  ***


  "Wow, it’s beyond imagination.”


  Khan’s smithy.


  Grid was surprised when Euphemina shared the quest information she received. A growth class starting at the legendary rating? Combining Pagma’s blacksmithing techniques and Braham’s magic only gave Grid a glimpse of the myth rating. Meanwhile, Mumud’s Successor alone could reach the myth rating.


  In other words.


  'Mumud was a genius at the level of Lord?’


  He was amazing enough that Braham felt afraid and vigilant. Braham’s soul spoke while Grid was feeling admiration.


  ‘There’s nothing to be surprised about. If Mumud had lived a little longer, he would’ve transcended Muller.’


  "...”


  Sword Saint Muller who sealed the great demons. Mumud was someone who could reach that level.


  ‘Truly great.’


  His colleague would be able to obtain the best class. Grid was pleased rather than jealous. Braham scoffed.


  ‘You have no guts.’


  ‘It is better than being narrow-minded enough to feel jealous of a colleague.’


  In the first place, having stronger colleagues would unconditionally benefit Grid.


  ‘Isn’t it good if I have strong people to count on?’


  ‘Nonsense.’


  Even if the woman here became Mumud’s successor, would she be stronger than Grid? Braham swallowed down these words. He was too narrow-minded to admit Grid’s infinite potential.


  “Congratulations, Euphemina.”


  Euphemina showed a shy smile at Grid’s sincere words.


  "I want to be more helpful to you in the future.”


  ‘Che, playing around.’


  Braham was annoyed and started taunting Grid.


  ‘There’s one think you are overlooking. How strong is Baal’s Contractor? Even Sword Saint Muller wasn’t able to match Pagma when he obtained Baal’s powers. You should know. It is close to impossible to fight Baal’s Contractor and free Mumud’s soul.’


  ‘You’re speaking too much.’


  Baal’s Contractor. A person who formed a contract with the 1st great demon, Baal. According to what he learned in the Behen Archipelago, Baal’s former contractor was Pagma.


  ‘Pagma is dead... Then who is Baal’s Contractor?’


  Braham kindly answered Grid’s question.


  ‘Your subordinates know him.’


  "Eh?”


  Grid was deep in thought when he suddenly let out a bewildered sound. 


  "What's wrong?" The puzzled Euphemina asked Grid.


  "Do you know who Baal’s Contractor is?”


  "No, I don’t know. This is the first time I’ve heard of Baal’s Contractor.”


  “Hrmm.”


  Information about hell and great demons was an unfamiliar area for most players. Euphemina didn’t know. In the end, Grid asked in the guild chat window.


  {Do you know who Baal’s Contractor is?}


  {I don’t know.}


  {What is that?}


  Nobody knew. Grid frowned and complained to Braham.


  ‘The kids don’t know. You kindly provided an answer, but it was just a lie?’


  ‘Change the question. Ask them about the necromancer they met in the vampire city.’


  ‘Vampire city?’


  Lauel, Jishuka, Pon, Regas, Vantner, etc. Grid was unaware that a few people met Agnus by chance in the vampire city. He dubiously asked again.


  {Is there anybody who saw a necromancer in the vampire cities?}


  {...}


  Lauel and Jishuka panicked after realizing that the person Grid was looking for was Agnus.  They were all hoping that Grid would never encounter Agnus. Grid watched the quiet chat window and asked again.


  {Did no one see a necromancer?}


  {Master, where are you?}


  Then Lauel came forward. He obtained Grid’s location and ran to the smithy.


  “Why are you asking about Baal’s Contractor?”


  Grid looked at her and Euphemina shared the quest information with Lauel. Lauel read the contents and felt admiration.


  “Unbelievable...! A growth class starting at the legendary rating...!”


  But.


  ‘In order to clear this quest, she must be hostile to Agnus... Is this fate’s joke? My bad karma in a previous life is affecting Grid and my colleagues... Everything was so good...’


  Lauel’s face became shadowed.


  Grid asked again, "Why are you worried rather than pleased? Who is Baal’s Contractor that you’re so afraid?”


  Sigh.


  Lauel took a deep breath and spoke the name that he never wanted to mention.


  “It’s...Agnus.”


  “Agnus?”


  Grid was familiar with the name. A high ranker in the 5th position after Kraugel and Yura vacated their spots. A person who obtained an epic class early on along with Katz and Euphemina. Yura had said this during her black magician days. He was much stronger than her.


  "It’s definitely big.”


  Grid could easily guess that Agnus was strong. He was one of the ‘three epic classes’ along with Euphemina and Katz, and Braham had just called his class the ‘strongest.’ Yes, Agnus would certainly be strong. Maybe he was in the same class as Kraugel.


  “But that isn’t enough to cause fear. The strength of Overgeared isn’t at a level that individual players could go against. Find him and sweep him away.”


  Attacking an innocent player for a quest? It was a morally wrong idea. Grid knew that. But Grid didn’t hesitate. He couldn’t always be just when building up his strength to become a king. He would make countless new enemies. He already anticipated this and was prepared.


  Lauel was thrilled by Grid’s determination, but tried to calm him down.


  “It’s too early to be hostile with Agnus.  First of all, Agnus isn’t an individual. Numerous players are fascinated by his insanity. In fact, there are rumors that several small and medium sized guilds have pledged allegiance to him. We need to be ready for war if we have a conflict with him, but we can’t afford that.”


  Aslan of the Eternal Kingdom had the Saharan Empire behind him. Aslan had blamed Grid for Prince Ren’s death and then kept Overgeared in check.


  "We will become the target of the Eternal Kingdom if we go to war.”


  “Hrmm... Aren’t you too passive? First of all, our power will increase dramatically if Euphemina becomes Mumud’s Descendant. If we raise Euphemina quickly, we can destroy Eternal’s forces and Agnus at the same time.”


  "Your basic premise is wrong from the beginning. Agnus is strong.  Victory isn’t guaranteed. What if a hostile relationship is formed, only for Euphemina’s class change to fail? Our territories will become a sea of fire.”


  Grid couldn’t accept it.


  "What are you saying? Can’t we easily kill one player if the elites of Overgeared act together?”


  “Agnus has already transcended the category of a player.”


  When they encountered him in the vampire city, Agnus was accompanied by a powerful lich and death knight. He didn’t participate in any external activities like the National Competition and only focused on growing, making him much stronger than before.


  “Please excuse me, but just looking at pure combat capabilities, he is several times higher than Master. And we can’t afford to send all the main forces of Overgeared. The domestic affairs of our territories became worse when we went to Siren, so everyone is doing their duties. Above all, you have to level up if you don’t want to be left behind.”


  "...”


  Grid frowned. He trusted Lauel’s advice more than anyone, but...


  ‘He is that much stronger than me?’


  Braham also said it was impossible to fight Baal’s Contractor to liberate Mumud’s soul, but Braham was Braham and Lauel was Lauel. Lauel didn’t know all the facts. It was shocking. His ego was bruised. Lauel didn’t mind Grid’s shaking.


  “Agnus is a psycho. Literally. It isn’t good to go against him. We will suffer for the rest of our lives. To be honest, I was hoping that the Overgeared Guild would never become mixed up with him...” But it couldn’t be helped now that Euphemina had received such a great quest. Agnus was an enemy that needed to be taken down. "First of all, let’s clean up our affairs in the Eternal Kingdom and refine our power. Then I will make a detailed plan.”


  “...I understand.”


  Grid trusted Lauel. That’s why he made Lauel the lord’s proxy. He didn’t refuse Lauel’s decisions or advice unless it was a special case.


  "I will get used to the new magic and strengthen myself. In the end, it’s my quest. I will become strong enough to solve the problem.”


  Once the conversation was over, Euphemina rose from her spot. She expressed her will not to be indebted to her colleagues, bowed in farewell, and headed to the magic tower. It was to systematically learn and understand the magic knowledge she was given. Lauel also left in order to do his work.


  Grid was left alone in front of a furnace. For him, who had been only aiming at Kraugel, Agnus’ emergence was a positive thing.


  "Several times stronger than me...? Someone who has transcended the category of a player?”


  He would deny it. Grid pulled out the god mineral adamantium. He obtained it as reward for the gold medals he won in the National Competition. What could he create to become stronger? He’d already been thinking about it, but his concentration at this moment was the best. He was confident that he could create greater items.
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  [Adamantium]


  A mineral that could only be collected in the world of the gods, Asgard.


  It has the strength, hardness, and brittleness desired by manufacturers. However, there is a limit.


  It’s correct to say that it is a mineral close to perfection, but it can be tricky because of the strong divine power.


  Smelting Conditions: Advanced Blacksmithing Level 7.


  Weight: 30


  ‘Hoh, this is adamantium. Apart from pavranium, it could be called the best mineral along with bloodstones.’ Braham showed interest. 'What are you planning to make with this?’


  “A weapon.”


  In fact, he originally planned to strengthen his defense. He was able to cover his lacking physical defense without sacrificing the inherent performance if he sacrificed the adamantium to the Holy Light Set, which was classified as a light armor due to its lacking weight. Then the need to swap to Triple Layers would disappear and he could demonstrate the ideal tanking ability even if he fought against opponents with both physical and magic attacks.


  But Grid changed his mind along the way. Looking back, there was no need to obsess over defense.


  'For now, it’s enough to have Triple Layers and the Holy Light set.’


  In the first place, Triple Layers, the Largest Gloves, the Horned Helmet, and Lantier’s Cloak were designed to withstand Lantier’s attack power. The legendary assassin Lantier. Was there any enemy likely to have a stronger attack power at the moment?


  He realized it again. There was one area where Grid’s defense was lacking, but it wasn’t a big thing.


  ‘It is the armor swap. However, strong opponents with both physical and magic attacks are rare.’


  In the first place, Grid had the immortal passive. He could hold on. It was more urgent to have a powerful attack that could knock down enemies.


  ‘Iyarugt’s attack power increased at the legendary rating, but there’s a gap.’


  Grid lost ownership of Iyarugt when Sword Demon Iyarugt was summoned. Iyarugt was actually more efficient as a summoning tool than a weapon now. Grid needed a weapon to replace Iyarugt. However, this caused another problem. It was Blackening. If he made a weapon using adamantium that contained strong divine power, would he be able to use Blackening? He had already experienced it with Lifael’s Spear. There was a big penalty when divine power and demonic power clashed. It wasn’t stable.


  ‘What will you do?’


  Braham glimpsed Grid’s troubles. How would Grid overcome the reaction between Blackening and divine power? It was fun to watch.


  ‘At best, there might be a chance if it’s fused with bloodstone.’


  The bloodstone’s demonic energy would suppress adamantium’s divine power. Grid had also thought about this. But he couldn’t give up on divine power. Why? Divine power dealt catastrophic power to demonkin and the undead.


  ‘There are the death knights in Behen Archipelago and Agnus also has a lich and death knight.’


  It was stupid to abandon adamantium’s divine power in this situation. Grid had to think. There had to be a way for Blackening and adamantium to coexist. Thus, he knocked over his ideas.


  “The weapon, is there any need for me to use it directly?”


  ‘...?’


  Not using the weapon himself? An average person wouldn’t understand Grid’s words. But Braham noticed it right away.


  'You will make a weapon for the God Hands?’


  "Bingo." Grid planned to actively take advantage of the God Hands. "A weapon made from adamantium. It won’t be affected by Blackening if the God Hands are using it.”


  ‘Certainly... It’s an interesting idea.’


  But.


  ‘Pavranium is incredible. However, it has its limits. The God Hands have weaker swordsmanship. What if they can’t threaten the enemy even if you give them a good weapon?'


  That’s right. The God Hands were just a surplus power. They didn’t pose a major threat to Kraugel in the National Competition. It wasn’t just Kraugel. They were blocked once the opponent reached a certain level.


  “That’s why I plan to make weapons for my God Hands.”


  Grid thought about it during the fight with Kraugel. What if he made a powerful weapon that would ‘hit’ the enemy and gave it to his God Hands? The God Hands would no longer by a surplus power. The effectiveness of the God Hands in battle would be absolute. 


  “The enemy will have to be on guard against both me and the God Hands. They will quickly consume their mental focus and stamina.”


  ‘I understand your intentions. But is there a weapon that will definitely hit the enemy?’


  Swords, bows, guns. No matter how high the hit rate, an absolute accuracy wasn’t guaranteed. Non-targeted attacks could somehow be avoided.


  ‘In other words, it needs a targeted attack that can’t be avoided.’


  Ssik.


  Grid smiled meaningfully and asked Braham. 


  "Braham, isn’t it possible with your abilities?” Magic Detection (Enhanced) showed the location of the enemy. "What if you transform that spell into a passive form? Then what if I attach it to the weapon?"


  The target moving fast enough to not be followed by the eyes or dazzling movements that mislead a person would be made obsolete. Magic Detection (Enhanced) had the property of tracking the mana of the captured target to the end.


  ‘The weapon will move in the direction of Magic Detection.’


  It was clear that the system would guarantee a high accuracy. There were obvious drawbacks. Magic Detection only found and tracked mana, so the ‘judgment’ ability was zero and danger couldn’t be detected. If people used the weapon to move in the direction that Magic Detection indicated, they could experience a major crisis. They could become subjected to a bombardment. But it was a different story with the God Hands. The God Hands had infinite durability and any damage they suffered wasn’t transferred to Grid.


  "How about it? Isn’t this okay? It’s only possible if you cooperate with me.”


  ‘You...’


  Braham only wanted to look at what type of weapon would be produced, but he needed to act? Braham had a high liking for Grid, but he wasn’t tolerant enough to accept Grid’s unconditional demands. He felt displeased at the idea of being used and was about to refuse.


  “It’s fine if you can’t. It isn’t easy to transform magic.”


  Grid provoked him.


  'Who can’t do it? It’s an easy task for me!’


  Braham’s strong pride meant he easily fell for the provocation. It was about personality, not being stupid.


  'Whoops!'


  Grid asked the embarrassed Braham.


  “I need your great power. Please lend it to me.”


  ‘Why should I…?’


  “Aren’t you looking forward to it? How powerful will the weapon made by combining the power of the legendary great magician and the legendary blacksmith be? Everyone in the world would be amazed.”


  ‘...Cough.’


  He was expectant. Working with Grid seemed to be fun.


  ‘I can produce a lot more than I’m expecting, like the pavranium, and it will give me a lot to research.’


  He recalled the time he made the pavranium with Pagma.  His emotions became complicated. Braham was afraid that this moment with Grid might be fun, but he would someday be abandoned again.


  ‘Hah.’ Braham had no words, so he could only laugh. ‘I... The great magician Braham is afraid of being abandoned.’


  It seemed that he’d liked Grid for quite a while. In addition, the pain he suffered when he was betrayed by Grid was too great.


  ‘...More than anything, I am weak.’


  His soul had existed for too long without flesh. His heart was weak because there was no center. Maybe he was too old.


  ‘Why should I bother with a new life?’


  The times were changing rapidly. A new generation was spreading their wings. There would come a point where the legends of the past became obsolete. Once Braham resurrected, it would be difficult to enjoy the glory of the past again. It was highly likely he would just suffer disgrace. 


  ‘Even if that doesn’t happen, I will be threatened by Marie Rose and the great demons. Now is the time to let go.’


  Braham was struggling not to reveal his weak mind. He thought that Grid wouldn’t be able to hear his inner voice. However, he had been with Grid for too long. Despite Braham’s efforts, Grid read his heart. Then he said, "Why are you going to leave? You can’t leave until you teach me magic.”


  ‘...Indeed.’


  Braham realized it. Grid was different from Pagma. Pagma obtained strong power for his sense of duty. He always strived for the ‘peace of the world,’ giving him a relentless aspect. It was easy for him to throw away a small tie.  Meanwhile, Grid’s vessel was small. Justice? He gave it up and only worked for himself and the people around him. That’s why Braham realized.


  ‘This person won’t betray me.’


  He was happy. Braham talked in a cold voice to hide his heart.


  ‘It’s impossible for you to learn all my magic before you die. If you really want to learn magic, you can never betray me. Understood?’


  Grid laughed at Braham’s words and shrugged. 


  “Well, I guess so.”


  Grid built a friendship with a strange person. On the other hand, there was a person watching Grid from a corner of the smithy. It was Khan.


  Tears could be seen in his eyes.


  “Now he is talking to himself... His illness has worsened.”


  Khan misunderstood. This was why it was important to control your image.


  ***


  “Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation Skill.”


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation Skill]


  You can create three equipment item production methods every time the skill level of the ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill’ goes up.


  Number of items that can be created at present: 11/24.]


  * When items are produced using this skill, the name of the creator is automatically placed on the item. 


  The moment Grid used the skill.


  Ttiring!


  There was a loud sound effect and the notification window appeared.


  [What item do you want to create?]


  He’d already thought about it. Grid answered quickly, “Hammer. I will make a hammer.”
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  ‘Hammer?’


  The main weapon that Grid focused on was a sword. Braham had expected Grid to create a sword. But a hammer? Grid explained to the confused Braham, "First of all, blunt weapons have a high accuracy.”


  A blunt weapon could strike the enemy in every manner. There was no need to try to attack with one side like a sword or spear. In other words, it was very easy to use and the system guaranteed a high accuracy.


  ‘Certainly, it fits your purpose of making a weapon with high accuracy. But aren’t there obvious limitations to weapons that are easy to use?’


  A blunt weapon was subject to the law of inertia because its center of gravity was to one side. It was to maximize the power, but the opportunities rarely came. In the course of attacking, evading, and counterattacking, weapons with weight focused on one side often acted as a poison. It was especially bad if the enemy was more skilled in fighting.


  ‘It’s difficult to find an opportunity to use the weight and can also lead to a loss in the center of gravity. Basically, it means the balance is a mess. Think about the reason why most people use a sword as a weapon. The sword is perfect in all aspects of offense and defense...’


  "Hey, don’t you know a lot about weapons for a magician?”


  He was like someone who collected all knowledge.


  "That's right. A blunt weapon has many disadvantages. Compared to commonly used weapons like swords and spears, the balance is bad, and above all, the attack power is weak.”


  Most people thought that a blunt weapon was stronger than a sword. Systematically, the maximum attack power was much higher than a sword’s. But that was the maximum attack power. In other words, it was a story for when the weight was used well.


  A blunt weapon had the advantage of being able to hit the enemy on all sides, but it couldn’t ‘stab’ or ‘cut.’ Of course, it would be a different story if a blade was attached. However, that would weaken the unique advantage of a blunt weapon. It meant it was difficult to deal a fatal blow to enemies with high defense. The probability of applying the minimum attack power rather than the maximum attack power was overwhelmingly high.


  “Don’t forget. I’m a legendary blacksmith, and the God Hands are artifacts made by literally modelling my hands.”


  For a blacksmith, hammers were the best tool.


  "I can see the pros and cons of a hammer, and it’s the ideal weapon for the God Hands."


  Of course, Grid didn’t want to use it directly. In terms of balance, it was true that a sword was much better. In particular, when fighting someone of an equal ability, the use of a blunt weapon would likely fail. But wasn’t Grid planning to make a God Hands only weapon? The God Hands had infinite durability. They didn’t need to fear the enemy’s counterattack. They could ignore whatever the enemy was doing and just hit.


  “Also.”


  He wanted to improve the efficiency of the Item Combination skill, which was difficult to use in actual combat. That’s right. Grid wanted to create a hammer that not only boasted a high accuracy rate, but also a hammer that shortened the time of Item Combination.


  ‘Hrmm.’


  Braham no longer gave an opinion. There was no room for disagreement. Grid became certain and turned his attention to the notification window.


  [You have decided to create a hammer. What materials would you like to use?]


  "Adamantium, drake’s fangs, Water Clan King’s Tears, and ogre tendons.”


  [Have you decided?]


  “Yes.”


  [Please design the item.]


  A blank blueprint appeared in front of Grid. This was already his 14th item creation. Grid skillfully drew the blueprint using his experience and high dexterity stat. He didn’t do it too fast. He was slow and careful.


  ‘The handle is made from drake’s fangs.’


  The role of the handle was important. It was a way to get the best performance from a tool. In particular, a hammer was a tool used for hitting hard objects. Every time the target was hit, a repulsive force was generated and the user became tired.


  However, the disadvantages could be eliminated if the handle was made from the fang of a hard and resilient drake. The repulsive force would be absorbed by the handle. The drake’s fang was commonly used as a material for spears. It was bound to be robust, since it was so hard to obtain.


  “Not too large.”


  It needed to be the right size for the God Hands to swing. Grid set the handle to the fairly short length of 15cm.


  "Heavy is good.”


  Increasing the weight would naturally increase the power. There was the disadvantage of increasing the strength requirement, but it didn’t affect Grid and the God Hands, who could use ‘all items.’ In the end, Grid set the size as 15cm in length and 30cm in width. The handle was short, while the metal plates seemed extremely large and lacking in efficiency. However, since the size was so big, it was unlikely that it would miss when hitting the enemy. This was what Grid intended.


  ‘I need to add some utility.’


  At the bottom of the handle, there would be a red cord made of ogre’s tendon. The user’s finger could be placed there to throw the hammer. Depending on the situation, it could be thrown like a meteor.


  ‘In order to shorten the item combination process, I will add an option to increase refining speed... I can increase the thermal conductivity.’


  How long passed? It became dark outside the window as he focused on drawing. Grid originally was nocturnal when playing games. He found that night increased his concentration. Grid’s hand movements became more delicate and the quality of the drawing became higher.


  Two hours later. Grid was pleased with the final design and pressed the confirmation button.


  [Have you decided? When you complete the blueprint, the number of available creation skill will decrease by one.]


  Grid didn’t hesitate.


  “I have decided.”


  Busy. Grid planned to create two items today. One was a hammer for the God Hands and the other was a ‘sword’ for him to use. If he used the materials obtained from the drake raid, he was confident about making a good sword comparable to Iyarugt.


  [The blueprint has been completed.]


  [One skill count has been consumed.]


  [Please describe the characteristics of the item.]


  Fanciful descriptions weren’t good. The actual description must accurately portray the functions of the item while enhancing the quality.


  Grid started to carefully explain.


  “The main material that makes up the metal plates is the god mineral adamantium. Apart from pavranium, it can destroy any other material once struck a lot. Compared to the size of the plates, the handle is relatively short, requiring less force when swinging. It also has a higher hit rate. Structurally, it is easy to use with one hand and it speeds up the refining of items. In addition, the Tears of the Water Clan King mean a new spell can be attached."


  [Analyzing.]


  Chiing.


  The design that Grid drew was erased by itself and another image appeared. The skill compensation effect.


  [The blueprint has been completed.]


  ‘Okay!’


  Grid verified the perfectly completed design and was delighted. A hammer that could be wielded with one hand. The gold, shiny, thick, and sharp metal plates that formed the head gave off a foreboding feeling. It looked like it could shatter an ogre’s skull in one blow. In addition, the black handle with the red cord was full of elegance.


  Braham saw the name ‘Grid’ written on the bottom of the golden hammer and felt rare admiration.


  ‘Great...’ The mix of gold and black always looked good. It was luxurious and full of dignity. The colors matched Braham’s taste. ‘The harmony of the appearance and colors gives off a considerable amount of awe. It is enough to give the enemy a sense of fear. Now it just needs a name.’


  “The name...”


  The notification window asked him to set the name. Grid pondered for a moment and made a decision.


  “Adamantium Hammer?”


  ‘...’


  Braham finally got a sense of Grid’s poor naming ability. He didn’t want this amazing looking golden hammer to have such a cheap name.


  ‘The perfection of a work isn’t just determined by its power and appearance. The name should be classy.’


  “Then Adamantium Hammer.”


  Grid liked it because it felt good. He meant it.


  Sigh.


  There was no answer. Braham had just given up when Lauel suddenly appeared and hurriedly suggested.


  “How about Mjolnir?”


  "Myol, what?”


  "It is a hammer used by Thor. It’s consistent with the hammer you created in many ways. It has a relatively short handle and can be thrown.”


  It didn’t have the ability to come back when thrown, but Grid’s hammer was comparable to Mjolnir when it came to ‘smashing’ and ‘destroying.’


  “Oh...” It was great. Grid liked the name Mjolnir. Then. “Why are you here? How long have you been here?”


  “That...” Lauel made an awkward expression. "All of a sudden, Khan came running to me and said you seemed crazy... He was worried about your state and asked me to look at you. Then I arrived here and watched your process of creating an item.”


  "Eh? I seemed crazy?”


  What was this? Grid turned his gaze towards Khan. Khan’s eyes were red and swollen, as if he had been crying. His red eyes met Grid’s gaze and he shouted, "I was watching and you kept talking to yourself! Wouldn’t you be worried if I was talking to someone in a place where I was alone? I thought you had gone crazy!! I was really worried!”


  "...”


  Grid vowed to use caution when he talked to Braham again. At that moment.


  [Please decide the name of the item you have created.]


  The system demanded again. It was heartless to rush a person like this. Grid clicked his tongue and replied.


  “Mjolnir.”


  [Have you decided on Mjolnir?]


  “Yes.”


  [An item called ‘Mjolnir’ already exists. A separate model name will be attached to distinguish between them.]


  [The item creation has been completed.]


  [Mjolnir - Human World Version]


  Rating: Unique ~ Legendary (Growth)


  Unique Rating Information:


  Durability: 610/610 


  Attack Power: 660~1,090


  * Accuracy +20%.


  * Acceleration will rise when it is thrown.


  * Every time the target is hit, there’s a high probability of causing a 0.1 second of stiffness.


  * The durability of any objects hit will fall (except your own items).


  * 1,990 fixed damage will be dealt to demonkin and the undead.


  * There is a chance to induce the ‘fear’ state in those who recognize it as an enemy.


  * The workmanship speed of blacksmith related skills will slightly increase.


  Legendary Rating Information:


  Durability: 689/689 


  Attack Power: 790~1,400


  * Accuracy +35%.


  * Acceleration will rise when it’s thrown.


  * Every time the target is hit, it will cause a 0.1 second of stiffness state.


  * The durability of any objects hit will fall.


  * 2,400 fixed damage will be dealt to demonkin and the undead.


  * There is a high chance to induce the ‘fear’ state in those who recognize it as an enemy.


  * The workmanship speed of blacksmith related skills will rapidly increase.


  A tool that the legendary blacksmith Grid made from the god mineral adamantium. It is an all-purpose hammer that can exert absolute power when it comes to destruction and creation. The huge metal plates give off a considerable amount of foreboding.  It can easily hit the target and cause fear.


  It is a weapon that can be compared to the divine weapon Mjolnir depending on the growth.


  * Magic Currently Attached to It: None


  User Restriction: Level 350 or higher. 3,000 or more strength. More than 3,500 dexterity.


  Weight: 4,900


  “...Amazing.”


  It was perfect. More than he expected. It could possibly grow to the myth rating, making it the ultimate weapon. He couldn’t help noticing the dexterity attached to the conditions of use. It was a result caused by optimizing the design for Grid and the God Hand’s use.


  ‘It’s still okay.’


  It was originally a weapon made to climb to the highest position. He had no intention of selling or sharing it with others.


  "How about it? Is it well made?”


  Lauel asked as he noticed the satisfaction on Grid’s face.


  ‘It’s more balanced than Failure?’


  Lauel was full of anticipation.  Grid shared the information with him.


  “Heok...”


  A masterpiece created by the legendary blacksmith with the god mineral. Lauel was speechless as he saw that the performance of the item far exceeded his expectations. Grid declared to the astonished Lauel, “Agnus? How long can he be stronger than me?"


  The more items Grid created, the stronger he became.


  “I am the strongest.”


  Lauel didn’t feel any doubts about Grid’s assertion. He just felt infinite trust. On the other hand, Braham was comparing Grid to Pagma.


  ‘Creating the best battle gear...’ A legendary blacksmith indeed had infinite potential. ‘If my magic power is added, there will be no limit to his growth.’


  Braham thought about it. Pagma easily betrayed and killed him just because he was a vampire. Ironically, in the end, Pagma had to make a deal with a great demon for the peace of the world.


  ‘Pagma, I will help Grid. Grid will be reborn as someone stronger than you, who contracted with Baal. Watch from hell and feel regret. You shouldn’t have betrayed me and chosen Baal.’
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  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid’s production of Mjolnir lasted 10 days and nights. It was his desire to create a perfect work. Braham was amazed.


  ‘This guy’s concentration...'


  It was truly beyond imagination. It was more than when Pagma made the pavranium. It felt like he was looking at Mumud researching magic.


  ‘...A genius of effort.’


  Grid’s overall talent was lacking when compared to Mumud and Pagma. In the first place, he wasn’t someone who could be placed on the same level as such geniuses. But his effort and will to pursue the best wasn’t lacking. Braham saw this very positively.


  ‘There is no talent as important as effort. Well, if he had extra talent than he could grow a lot faster than he is now.’


  It was really great when seeing it, but also very poor. Braham tsked and felt sorry.


  “Shit... This time is also a failure.”


  Grid threw the unique rated Mjolnir back into the furnace. He was exploiting the fact that adamantium and the drake’s fangs had a very high durability. He would repeatedly destroy and remake it until Mjolnir was finished with a legendary rating.


  'Hah, this guy really... He’s starting that hard work again from the beginning?’


  Braham didn’t know how many times it had been already. Maybe Grid would repeat this for the next few months. Braham realized that Grid’s determination was at a fearsome level.


  ***


  "Grid is still at the smithy?”


  Grid had been stuck in the smithy for a fortnight.


  "He should be devoting himself to hunting while the experience buff is still present. Why is he making items now?”


  “Yes. He isn’t lacking weapons. He’s wasting the experience buff.”


  Some of the Overgeared members couldn’t understand it. But Jishuka, Lauel, Regas, Pon, Ibellin, etc. Those who were classified as geniuses understood Grid’s feelings.


  "He has to solve the problem first.”


  "Rationally, Grid knows that this is wrong.”


  “But he would rather place satisfaction before efficiency.”


  "It’s so his motivation can burn until the end. Yes.”


  "...”


  It was true that the difference between a genius and a fool was one sheet of paper.


  ***


  The abyss.


  Iyarugt’s soul was displeased. He recovered his power to a certain extent. However, Grid didn’t summon him, making him feel frustrated.


  ‘I will fix his head the next time we meet.’


  The demonkin were those who followed the principle of the ‘survival of the fittest.’ Among the demonkin, there were those born innately strong. From Iyarugt’s point of view, it didn’t make sense to serve Grid, who was weaker than him.


  'Yes, I have to make our relationship clear. After showing him the difference in power between us, I will make him my servant.’


  He would make Grid find him prey and regain the powers of the past. Then!


  ‘I will defeat Zepar!’


  The 29th great demon, Zepar. Iyarugt couldn’t forgive the demon who dismissed the swordsmanship he spent his whole life developing. His soul was sealed by Zepar’s cowardly move and his grudge that he nursed over the last 300 years pierced the sky.


  Grrr...


  Iyarugt’s soul expressed his killing intent. He was spending time in this deep darkness when a familiar voice was heard.


  “Come, Iyarugt.”


  It was Grid. Iyarugt didn’t know how long it had been since he last saw Grid.


  ‘Finally...!’


  Flash!


  The darkness of the abyss that Iyarugt was floating in was split in half. Iyarugt moved towards the light.


  “...Sweet.”


  The air flowing into his lungs tasted so good. Grid didn’t let him enjoy this feeling of liberation.


  "Why do you say the same thing every time you appear? Isn’t this concept too boring?”


  The grey haired Iyarugt grabbed the blood red sword and scoffed.


  "Funny guy. A weak person like you is looking at me without any fear.”


  Now, shall he fix this habit? The determined Iyarugt aimed his sword at Grid.


  “Kneel down. That is the difference between you and me.”


  "...”


  It was a trend that appeared in manhwa decades ago. Grid replied bluntly, “You are corny.”


  “I guess that’s your answer!”


  Iyarugt let out a thunderous shout. Then he aimed his demonic sword at Grid’s thigh. Grid stopped his attack and swung his sword in the same direction. It was a black longsword never seen before. It looked like a newly made weapon, but Iyarugt didn’t care. Grid’s skills were so far below him that changing weapons wouldn’t matter.


  ‘I can easily take care of you!’


  Pahat!


  Iyarugt twisted his wrist slightly. Then the bloody sword flying towards Grid’s thigh changed orbits and headed towards Grid’s jaw. It was like a snake striking. No one could respond. Iyarugt was confident that his attack would hit and smiled.


  Chaaeng!


  “What...?”


  Grid’s new black sword. All of a sudden, it split into two and one of them blocked Iyarugt’s irregular attack. The other one cut Iyarugt’s thigh.


  “Separating swords...! This shallow guy! Kuock!”


  Iyarugt’s demonic sword hit Grid’s sword. He used the strongest sword technique, Sublime Sword. But before it could be activated.


  Pepepepeng!


  Four God Hands flew from all directions, swinging hammers. The immense golden hammer burst through the air, causing Iyarugt to flinch. He hurriedly hit one of them while hastily defending against another flash. The red eyes that saw the best sword path...


  ‘Can I stop all of them?’ He defended against the golden hammers that were flying from all directions. ‘It doesn’t make sense that there’s no way to avoid them!’ 


  Iyarugt used footwork and tried to shake off the God Hands. But it was pointless no matter what he did.


  Peok!


  Peok peok peok!


  “Cough!”


  The golden hammers boasted overwhelming weight. The divine power hit Iyarugt in the back of the head, causing him to lose his spirit for a moment. He stumbled and Grid’s black sword pierced his heart. Grid whispered to him, "Shall we try again tomorrow?”


  ***


  ‘Heok! W-What?’


  It was difficult to grasp the situation.


  Once he recovered his mind, he was in the abyss again.


  ‘Why...?’


  The hammers that couldn’t be avoided?


  What the hell was that hammer’s identity?


  Iyarugt’s soul was in chaos.


  ***


  ‘Wonderful. The weapon exerts more power than expected.’


  An old demon called Iyarugt. He was a ghost like Braham. His body and momentum were mere illusions and the magic coming from him was weak and unimpressive. It was like a candle on the verge of being snuffed out. But what was this? Iyarugt was strong.


  Despite being a ghost, he demonstrated abilities similar to a true blood baron. During the fight against Maxong of the water clan, he had been surprised to see Iyarugt’s swordsmanship. He even assumed that Iyarugt wasn’t as strong as a great demon.


  But right now.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Iyarugt lost to Grid. It was in an instant. It was thanks to Mjolnir. Iyarugt couldn’t escape from Mjolnir’s attack and died. It was evidence that Mjolnir’s accuracy and attack power was deadly. Iyarugt returned to the sword. Grid smiled broadly and said to the admiring Braham.


  “This is all thanks to you.”


  Braham had successfully made a variant of Magic Detection (Enhanced). The detection range was narrowed to less than 1 meter, but the pursuit ability was strengthened and it was converted to a passive that was safely attached to Mjolnir. Thanks to this, Mjolnir’s accuracy rose by 50% and the legendary rated Mjolnir had the additional accuracy rate of 85%. It wasn't an exaggeration to call it the best weapon.


  “However, the power isn’t so great. As expected, the maximum damage not being unleashed is the problem.”


  Unfortunately, the inherent limitations of a blunt weapon couldn’t be overcome. So what if maximum attack power was high? Due to the nature of the blunt weapon, there was a much higher chance of the minimum damage being displayed.


  ‘Yes? But Iyarugt couldn’t easily ignore it.’


  "It isn’t because of Mjolnir’s attack power, but Iyarugt’s weak body.”


  Iyarugt’s body was made of his soul and magic power. Sword Demon Iyarugt had a desperate weakness. He could only be summoned once every 24 hours and it was only for 10 minutes. His maximum health was 10,000 and his defense was even less.


  It was a level where he would disappear from three or four of Grid’s blows. However, Grid highly appreciated Iyarugt. He would be useful in hunting, raids, and PvP. Iyarugt’s overwhelming attack power was sufficient to overcome his weak tanking ability. He also had sophisticated swordsmanship that didn’t allow the enemy to strike.


  ‘It is a perfect backwards compatibility with Kraugel.’


  Of course, that was just an evaluation for this moment in time. Once Iyarugt regained some of his past power, he might surpass Kraugel. For Grid, Iyarugt was the strongest swordsman who had to be tamed.


  “Well, I can easily overpower Iyurugt thanks to Mjolnir. But this guy also played a big role.”


  It was evident that Mjolnir’s high accuracy was a perfect counter to Iyarugt. However, there was the black sword that created a gap in Iyarugt before Mjolnir was used. Grid looked at the longsword in his hand. From the handle to the edge of the blade, it was all black. It was to the extent that it was impossible to distinguish between the handle and the blade. At first glance, it was like a sword made of coal. But this was a perfect sword.


  [Sword Ghost]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 1,109/1,110    Attack Power: 1,836


  * Can be separated into small and large pieces.


  * When separated, the small piece will have 930 attack power and the large piece will have 1,480 attack power.


  * For every attack that hits the same target, 10% attack power will accumulate (up to 100%).


  * The skill ‘Strike’ is generated.


  A sword made by the legendary blacksmith Grid. It is designed to only exert a strong attack power.


  The materials are the drake’s fangs, claws, bones, and scales.


  The black sword is a compressed drake.


  There are two knobs, one in the middle of the blade and one in the bottom, made of drake fangs. Turning the knob in the middle will separate the pieces. In addition, you can deal serious damage to the enemy’s mind if you hit the enemy with these knobs.


  Since the surface is entirely black and the circumference of the blade and the knob is the same, it isn’t easy to distinguish the knob with the naked eye.


  User Restriction: Level 360 or higher. Advanced Sword Mastery level 7. More than 2,500 strength. More than 3,000 dexterity.


  Weight: 4,390


  Iyarugt was the Sword Demon, so Grid gave this black sword the name Sword Ghost to counterattack it. It was made using all drake materials, which boasted a better performance than any other mineral in the human world. He even used the scales that were originally intended for armor.


  The result was amazing. It was a one-handed sword, but it had a higher durability and attack power than Mjolnir. It was a real master weapon.


  “Thanks to its separation ability, I could pierce through Iyarugt’s loopholes and create a gap. Mjolnir became more effective thanks to this.”


  Grid was inspired by Kraugel in the National Competition and produced separating long swords. After 29 days of making items, he made a breakthrough.


  “Then the thing I have to do now...”


  Grid headed towards the auction house to look for enhancement stones.




  Chapter 487


  Grid purchased enhancement stones at the auction house and returned to Khan’s smithy. Braham saw him pull out the enhancement stones and asked, ‘This time it’s enhancement?’


  Grid nodded.


  “Yes, it’s a natural process.”


  The higher the enhancement value, the higher the item’s basic stats and options. The concept of enhancement was required. The problem was that the odds were so low.


  ‘Indeed, enhancing a weapon will be easy for you. Pagma was the master of enhancement and you have inherited his skills.’


  "...”


  Grid jumped. For him, enhancing weapons was never easy. The passive skill ‘Increases the probability of item enhancement’ was applied, but there was no doubt that Grid had no luck.


  "Braham, you have a funny way of looking at the world. How can something be easy in this dirty world? In particular, enhancement isn’t a process that can succeed with effort, only good luck... Sigh, I only have a few enhancement stones in the first place.”


  The price of the enhancement stones had started to skyrocket half a year ago and was currently at 250 gold for one. When converted to Korean money, it would be around 300,000 won. The blessed enhancement stones were 10 times more expensive. Grid had earned close to 20 billion won in revenue from the National Competition, but it was still a lot of pressure to freely use the enhancement stones.


  “The game company is crazy...”


  Enhancement stones were originally expensive. Since the early days of the server, they had been traded at 100 gold per stone. At the time, the player’s resistance wasn’t a joke. The players with no money urged the S.A. Group to increase the probability of enhancement stones dropping, otherwise they would never be able to use the enhancement system.


  But the S.A. Group was immovable. They didn’t modify the probability of dropping enhancement stones and the result was the current situation. As the number of high level players increased, the demand for enhancement stones increased. However, the supply remained unchanged.


  ‘Most high level players invest a lot of money into the game.’


  It was a world where a person could earn money by sitting at home and playing games. In particular, high level players earned tens~hundreds of millions of won per month even if they only live broadcasted on the Internet.  It was thanks to the viewers who sent them moon balloons (donations) in order to cheer them on or to feel envious about a level they couldn’t reach. Thanks to this, the high level players were very passionate about the game. They worked hard to gain more viewers and invested a lot of money into the game.


  “It’s because of people like them that the price of the enhancement stones is like this... Shit, it is really too much. Ordinary players like me are bending our backs because of you.”


  Grid’s fundamental problem was ignoring and blaming others. This time, he swallowed his tears as he purchased 50 enhancement stones and 10 blessed enhancement stones. Then he prayed.


  ‘My goal is to have Sword Ghost and the four Mjolnirs to reach at least +8.’


  There was an almost 100% success rate up to +5. But from +6 onwards, the probability of enhancement failure was very high and if it failed, the enhancement value would fall. In particular, when using a general enhancement stones, failing an enhancement could lead it to fall by three or more values. That’s why it wasn’t easy to see +7 or higher items. People with money used blessed weapon enhancement stones to reduce the failure penalty as much as possible, but an average person couldn’t.


  [Blessed Weapon Enhancement Stones]


  A magic stone used to enhance weapons.


  The successful enhancement of a weapon will increase the enhancement value by +1~+3.


  The failed enhancement of a weapon will decrease the enhancement value by -1.


  Weight: 20


  “Sigh... Okay."


  He had prepared enough materials. Now it was time to test his luck. Really. Effort wasn’t necessary for the enhancement system. He only prayed for good luck.


  "Reach +8 at once.” After enhancing Sword Ghost and the four Mjolnirs to +5, he planned to used the blessed enhancement stones to make them reach +8 at once. “I will begin!”


  Grid was motivated and started to enhance the five weapons. Fortunately, he reached +5 for each weapon without failing and looked at the options.


  ‘The options values have stayed the same.’


  Some items had option values that increased at +1, while others would only increase after +7. Most of the higher rated items had a fixed numerical value for their options. The basic stats only increased until at least +8, where some option values might increase.


  “It is for the balance, balance, balance.”


  Grid grumbled before desperately using a blessed enhancement stone.


  “Please... Please!”


  Enhance it by +3 at once! Grid prayed to all the gods in the world as he applied the blessed weapon enhancement stone to Sword Ghost first.


  [You have used the blessed weapon enhancement stone on the +5 Sword Ghost.]


  Ttiring!


  [You have succeeded in enhancing it by +1.] 


  [The +6 Sword Ghost has been completed.]


  “Eh?”


  What was this?


  “Is this a lie?”


  To be honest, Grid was planning to use the weapon only if it reached +7. But +6? The blessed enhancement stone that cost roughly 3 million won only did a +1 enhancement? Did this make sense?


  “It’s really too much... This is the same as using regular enhancement stones.”


  Grid started shaking.  He was very upset. He never imagined that he would face such an unlucky situation from the beginning.


  ‘What?’


  Grid sat down and stared at the wall. He was stunned at the 3 million won that flew away. Then Braham provoked him.


  'Are you going to give up just because you failed in the weapon enhancement once? Pathetic. How could you get enhanced battle gear with such weak mentality?’


  “...Yes, you are right. I can’t give up! I still have 9 blessed enhancement stones remaining!”


  Grid was stimulated by Braham and rose from his spot. Then he immediately used one of the blessed enhancement stones on the +5 Mjolnir.


  Ttiring!


  [You have succeeded in enhancing it by +1.]


  “This is really XXX.”


  In the end, Grid started cursing. It was the moment when his dirty personality that had been sealed for a while was revealed.


  “Does this make sense? Eh? You damn $@#!! %## game makers! Oh!”


  What did players want when playing the game? They hoped for a legitimate system where they would be rewarded for trying hard. But the damn game company introduced a system of probability, frustrating the users who relied on effort.


  ‘If you obtain a lot of enhancement stones and keep challenging, you can reach the +10 enhancement~’


  He seemed to hear Chairman Lim Cheolho’s voice in the distance.


  “Damn luck X system...!”


  He had failed in two consecutive tries. It was obvious that Grid would be angry after losing 6 million won in cash in the blink of an eye. Anyone would’ve been furious. It was enough to make him tearful. However, Braham was a NPC and 100% couldn’t understand Grid.


  ‘You still have a lot of enhancement stones remaining. Why are you so agitated about just two failures?'


  “...You are right. Yes, it’s only two times. 


  He still had 8 blessed enhancement stones remaining. Grid took deep breaths and barely calmed down. Then he used the third blessed enhancement stone on the Mjolnir.


  Ttiring!


  [You have succeeded in enhancing it by +1.]


  “...?”


  Three +1 enhancements in a row?


  Flop!


  Grid was shocked by the unbelievable result and sat down. He stared into the air again for a while. Braham told him, ‘Aren’t you dreaming high? The process of reaching the top is much harder than enhancement. You will experience numerous ordeals. Do you think you can achieve this dream if you give in to frustration?’


  "That's right... Braham is right...” In order to be the best, he must have the best mentality. He couldn’t be shaken so easily. “I’m okay...! I’m okay!”


  Grid shouted like it was a spell and once again used the blessed enhancement stone. The result was okay this time.


  [You have used the blessed weapon enhancement stone on the +5 Mjolnir (3).]


  Ttiring!


  [You have succeeded in enhancing it by +2.] 


  [The +7 Mjolnir (3) has been completed.]


  “Good...!”


  He was overcome it. He was prepared to use all 10 blessed enhancement stones.


  “I am rich!”


  He would overcome his dirty luck with money! If necessary, he would continue to buy enhancement stones and enhance the items! Grid shouted while feeling angry at the company who created this mess. He used the last five enhancement stones.


  ‘It was +1 and +2, now it will be +3!’


  He was hoping to see the ideal result.


  [You have succeeded in enhancing it by +1.]


  “Kuaaah!”


  Grid’s eyes widened. A strong mentality?


  “Bullshit! Give it to me!”


  Grid was completely hysterical! He had successive +6 Sword Ghost and three +6 Mjolnirs.  Continuously without stopping! The result was amazing!


  [You have failed to enhance the +6 Sword Ghost. The enhancement level has fallen by 1 to the +5 Sword Ghost.]


  [You have failed to enhance the +6 Mjolnir (1). The enhancement level has fallen by 1 to the +5 Mjolnir (1).]


  [You have failed to enhance the +6 Mjolnir (2). The enhancement level has fallen by 1 to the +5 Mjolnir (2).]


  [You have failed to enhance the +6 Mjolnir (4). The enhancement level has fallen by 1 to the +5 Mjolnir (4).]


  “Hah! Hahahahat! Yes! Let’s see who will win!”


  Now he didn’t swear. Only dumbfounded laughter emerged.


  “Kuahahaha!"


  Grid started laughing like crazy as he used the blessed enhancement stone on the +7 Mjolnir (3). He knew with his head that he shouldn’t do this, but his hand couldn’t stop. He wanted to somehow make up for the loss. This was why gambling was so scary.  Lottery games and other gambling content made normal people go crazy. It wasn’t a system that the bad luck Grid could use.


  [You have used the blessed weapon enhancement stone on the +7 Mjolnir (3).]


  Ttiring!


  [You have succeeded in enhancing it by +3.] 


  [The +10 Mjolnir (3) has been completed.]


  [Congratulations! You are the first player to gain the ultimate weapon!!]


  [The title ‘Uncommonly Lucky Person’ has been acquired!]


  [The special stat ‘good luck’ is opened!]


  "...???"


  It was a result he never expected. Grid’s body stiffened like a stone statue.


  “This... Is it a dream?”


  He couldn’t even pinch his cheek because he was afraid it would break the dream. Braham applauded his achievement.


  ‘You achieved the ultimate enhancement. You are truly Pagma's Descendant.’


  That’s right. It wasn’t a dream.
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  "Wow, +10...”


  It was enhancing the item to the maximum. Grid never included it in his goal. He didn’t dare to. It wasn’t realistic to dream about a +10 weapon that even the wealthy heirs in the world didn’t have.


  “How can I get +10...?”


  According to the statistics of a rich person who said he used billions of won just purchasing enhancement stones, if a person was lucky enough to get to +7, the probability of a +1 reinforcement was 0.01% while the probability of a -1 failure was 99.9%.


  Adding more than +2 was impossible, no matter how much money was poured it. Of course, the +8 and +9 items had a lower success rate and higher failure rate. Thus, even the wealthy people tended to abandon strengthening items above +7. They aimed for enhancing +6 items with the blessed enhancement stones in the hope of making a +9 item. Some tried more than a thousand times and only succeeded once.


  It was Grid, not one of the wealthy heirs, who got a +10 enhanced weapon. He realized that the passive skill of Pagma’s Descendent, ‘increase the probability of item enhancement’ was very helpful.


  “Indeed... I have an almost 100% success rate up to +5.”


  Apart from Grid, most people found it easy to enhance to +5. The enhancement success rate was very high up to +6. But there was also a probability of failure and some people tasted that frustration. Yet Grid didn’t. He almost always succeeded up to +5. He grumbled every day, but he had actually been enjoying the passive effect of increased item enhancement probability.


  “Uhhh...”


  Grid suddenly grabbed his chest.


  Thump thump thump thump.


  The moment that he realized this was reality, not a dream, his heart started pounded at a tremendous speed. His whole body started sweating and he was breathing roughly. Was it joy at being the first player to get a +10 enhanced weapon? He couldn’t even feel it. His head was so blank that he couldn’t feel excited at all.


  ‘Hrmm.’


  Braham watched silently. The ultimate enhancement. In fact, Pagma had accomplished this a few times. Braham wanted to give Grid a chance to enjoy it, no matter how he felt about the current Grid. Then after a while.


  “Hah... Hah...” Grid regained his stability and breathed in deeply. His eyes were shining. “I did it! I did it!!”


  Grid jumped forward. He was happy at fighting against the evil bad luck that plagued him all his life. Of course, it was likely that this good luck would be returned to him as bigger misfortune later on.


  ‘That doesn’t matter.’


  He would just overcome it again. Grid made a fist and confirmed the information of the +10 Mjolnir.


  [Ultimate Enhanced Mjolnir - Human World Version]


  Durability: 689/689


  Attack Power: 1,333~2,363


  * Accuracy +50%.


  * Acceleration will rise when it’s thrown.


  * Every time the target is hit, it will cause a 0.3 second of stiffness state.


  * The durability of any objects hit will fall (except your own items).


  * 3,800 fixed damage will be dealt to demonkin and the undead.


  * There is a high chance to induce the ‘fear’ state in those who recognize it as an enemy.


  * The workmanship speed of blacksmith related skills will rapidly increase.


  * Magic Detection (Enhanced) has been attached to it. The bonus of addition accuracy was increased to 50%. 


  Enhancement was difficult. There was a overwhelming high probability of failure and losing millions of won. It was a tremendous burden for ordinary people. But there was a reason people clung to it. The ability to raise the stats with the enhancement level was great.  Every time an item was enhanced, the item’s stats increased by 5~7%.


  “Really crazy...”


  The attack power and options increase were enormous. The minimum damage was a huge 1,333. It was more powerful than most legendary weapons. Of course, this was a story when compared to +6 weapons.


  “Anyway, I have overcome the limitations of a blunt weapon.”


  It didn’t matter if only the minimum attack power appeared. It could inflict massive damage on the enemy. The only major drawback of Mjolnir was overcome by the high enhancement value.


  ‘It’s worth it.’


  He had stayed in the smithy for 29 days to make all four Mjolnirs have a legendary rating. It was so painful that he wanted to give up many times. But he did it in the end. After repeated production, destruction, production and destruction, all four hammers were completed with a legendary rating.  In the process, one of the drake’s fangs was destroyed and the durability of the remaining adamantium reached its limit.


  Now he succeeded in enhancing one to +10. He was happy. Really happy.


  ‘I have to play harder in the future.’


  Grid burned with motivation as a notification window appeared in front of him.


  [The cooldown of the skill ‘Summon Sword Demon Iyarugt’ has returned.]


  “...Okay.”


  It was a good opportunity to test the weapon. Grid grinned wickedly and headed for the training ground.


  ***


  The abyss.


  Iyarugt’s soul was indignant.


  ‘How can the best swordsman of hell be beaten by a human…?’


  It was impossible. He blamed it on his sealed strength. He wanted to quickly regain his strength. But before that, his idea of taming Grid was still intact. He would be able to speed up the resurrection time if he could use Grid. However.


  ‘He’s trying to tame me.’


  Yesterday, there were no enemies around when Iyarugt was summoned. It meant Grid summoned him for a one-on-one match.


  ‘Disgraceful person.’


  It was a chance to tame Iyragut so Grid attacked with the weapons he prepared in advance?


  ‘You were planning on fighting me from the beginning...!’


  Damn bastard! This weak person! Once Iyarugt found his original strength, bring it on.


  Grrrrr!


  Iyarugt’s anger rose. The more he thought about it, the more furious he became. It was too humiliating to fall for the trap of a human.


  ‘It won’t happen again.’


  Iyarugt would be prepared when he was summoned again.


  ‘I will win if I’m alert.’


  Iyarugt suddenly changed his mind.


  ‘No, maybe it could be dangerous.’


  There were four golden hammers.


  ‘The divine power is too risky.’


  They were surprisingly powerful weapons. If the weapons were a bit stronger, they could threaten the great demons.


  ‘Right now, I can’t endure the power of those weapons.’


  He had to fight and win in order to tame Grid. He was a demon who followed the will of strength.


  ‘In order to win against him, I need to neutralize the hammers...'


  The problem was that the hammers were hard to avoid. The four golden hands seemed to be swinging randomly, but there was no way to avoid them. Was there any way to prevent Grid from using the hammer? Iyarugt thought of a good idea.


  ‘It will hurt my pride, however...’


  Bending his head and then striking when Grid was unprepared was the most appropriate method.


  ‘Okay. Today I will get revenge for yesterday and then tame Grid every time I’m summoned. Kukukuk!’


  The moment Iyarugt was feeling excited alone.


  Pahat!


  Light appeared in the darkness. It was the summoning.


  ‘Okay, here goes!’


  Iyarugt’s soul moved to the light. He borrowed the sword to form a physical body.


  "Sweet."


  Iyarugt recited a fixed phrase. Then he bowed to Grid who was staring at him.


  “I’m sorry for yesterday. I was impolite for randomly starting a fight.”


  It was an apology from the best swordsman of hell. Iyarugt was sure that his apology would be accepted.


  ‘Now he will accept my apology and ask for a handshake.’


  Grid wouldn’t be impolite.


  ‘After pretending to shake hands, I will kick and then...’


  It was perfect. He would succeed in his revenge.


  “Kukuk... Heok?”


  Iyarugt was laughing wickedly when he became surprised. It was because four God Hands appeared behind Grid. The God Hands were holding the golden hammers from yesterday. Grid spoke to the irritated Iyarugt with an emotionless face.


  “I don’t like your attitude when apologizing.”


  Iyarugt cried out angrily, “What...? Then should I have knelt down before you? I am hell’s best swordsman! You’re just a human!”


  "I’m not just a human. I’m your master.”


  At the same time, Grid finished speaking.


  Pepepepeng!


  The God Hands rushed towards Iyarugt. They swung the hammer crazily through the air.


  “Eek! It’s futile!”


  Kwaduduk!


  Iyarugt grinded his teeth together as his anger soared through the roof. The golden hammers were swinging ignorantly. It was difficult to find a way to escape them, so he acted defensively. However.


  Kaaang!


  “Eek?”


  Iyarugt exclaimed as he blocked one Mjolnir with his sword. It was because the strength coming from Mjolnir was so powerful that he couldn’t endure it.


  ‘W-What? Why is the weapon more powerful than yesterday?'


  That’s right. The Mjolnir that Iyarugt defended against was the +10 one. The result was terrible.


  [The demonic sword Iyarugt couldn’t withstand the powerful shock and durability has dropped by 80.


  [The impact from the hammer is large. You will be rigid for 0.3 seconds!]


  [The impact from the hammer is large. You will be rigid for 0.1 seconds!]


  [You will be rigid for 0.1 sec...]


  The Ultimate Enhanced Mjolnir boasted a 100% accuracy and anyone struck by it would be rigid for 0.3 seconds. There was 0.1 seconds of stiffness when hit by the other Mjolnirs. Yes, infinite stiffness was possible if the Mjolnirs hit the target in turn. Iyarugt died more quickly than he did yesterday.


  “K... Kuoock... This... Why...”


  Yesterday, there was an excuse of being caught off guard by the separating swords, but not today. He was completely defeated to a terrible degree. It was also against weapons!


  “I... Iyarugt only fought against weapons...!”


  Iyarugt couldn’t help his resentment. Grid watched his soul start to be consumed by fire and opened his mouth.


  “I won. You can’t even win against my weapons, how can you win against me?”


  "Don’t be stupid...! Only your weapons are strong, not you!”


  “Yes, I am the one who made the weapons. Thus, I am strong.”


  “...!”


  Iyarugt was silent. Grid’s words were difficult to understand, but he couldn’t refute them. Grid smiled at him. It was the smile of a complete winner. It was full of relaxation.


  “I will see you again tomorrow. I hope that tomorrow your killing intent can reach me."


  “Ugh...!”


  Iyarugt completely lost his form and returned to the demon sword. Grid felt a joy that other people couldn’t imagine.


  ‘This is really amazing.’


  Beating the enemy without having to lift a finger. Grid wanted to enjoy this power and turned his gaze to the vampire cities.


  "I should set a new record while the experience buff is still present.”


  He was told that the seven people elite party of Overgeared had shortened the time it took to clear a vampire city to 5 hours. What if he broke the record alone? It was possible. It was the moment when the myth of Grid’s levelling was about to break the world.
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  S.A. Group’s headquarters were located in Seoul.


  The operations team monitoring Grid cheered in unison.


  “Whoa! Grid finally did it!”


  "Yes, all the Mjolnir are legendary rated!”


  “It’s a human victory!”


  For 10 days in real time, the S.A. Group had been concentrating on one thing. It was the process of Grid’s item production. Grid created the golden hammer Mjolnir using the Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation skill. It was a hot topic because he spent 29 days of game time focusing on making legendary rated Mjolnirs.


  "Hey, I never thought he would accomplish it.”


  "The power of obsession. He destroyed an item he took an average of 22 hours to make and repeatedly made it again. I could never do what Grid did.”


  “Right. It isn’t just hammering for 22 hours. You have to work with extreme concentration. Is it easy to repeat this dozens of times?”


  “It’s great. I would’ve given up after the third or fourth time. Think about it. What if after making an item all day, it isn’t legendary rated? The frustration would be huge and crush my mentality. But Grid managed it.”


  "Hrmm... What is the special event that Pagma’s Descendant will experience when they make the 15th legendary item?”


  The 10th legendary item removed the item penalties. It was obvious that even greater benefits would be received at the 15th legendary item. But they didn’t know what it was.


  “Only Grid and the 1st Development Team knows.”


  The team leader of the 1st Development Team was Lim Cheolho. It was a team that developed the pivotal settings and stories of Satisfy. Therefore, all the legendary classes except for the growth type were produced by this team.


  “Kung... I would ask them but they won’t reveal anything. Shit, I’m really curious. Can we only continue to monitor him?”


  On the other hand, Grid in the game was beating Iyarugt. The operating team admired the power of Mjolnir’s high accuracy, only to click their tongues.


  "Grid is going to suffer again.”


  Grid was buying a large amount of enhancement stones from the auction house. The operating team shook their heads when they saw his finger tremble every time he pressed the BUY button.


  ‘This time, Grid will explode.’


  It was natural. Grid had no luck. As usual, he would continue to fail and it would reach the point where the S.A. Group talked about raising the probability. Team Leader Yoon Nahee shrugged, “Hey, we don’t know yet. Grid made more than 20 billion won in the National Competition. Would he curse like his old self after a few enhancement failures?”


  After a while.


  “...Still the same.”


  "...”


  In the video, Grid was half crazy. His anger soared into the sky due to the consecutive enhancement failures. Curses started to fall from his mouth.


  “How pitiful...”


  The operating team used to enjoy Grid’s luck in the past, but not now. Now Grid was the pride of South Korea. It was the honest opinion of the operating team who hoped for Grid to keep raising South Korea’s stature in the National Competitions. In their minds, they wanted to help Grid directly.


  However, the S.A. Group weren’t allowed to intervene in the game in principle. It was impossible systematically as well. Not even Chairman Lim Cheolho could do it. All control was placed in the hands of the supercomputer Morpheus in case of unintentional manipulation.


  “Eh?”


  "Ah, it’s a complete failure.”


  The operating team members were saddened. The +6 items failed in succession and now Grid was trying to enhance the +7 Mjolnir. There was a 99.9% of failure when enhancing a +7 weapon. The team members expected that Grid’s Mjolnir would drop to +6. But what was the truth?


  “Huh...?”


  The operating team members were stunned. Inside the game, Grid was cheering. At this moment. The monitors of the operating team as well as the development teams started flashing red. It was the signal that a big issue had occurred in the game.


  [The ultimate enhancement item has appeared in the game. The ultimate enhancement item has appeared in the game. The player who succeeded in the ultimate enhancement is ‘Grid.’]


  ***


  There were a total of 15 vampire cities. But the Overgeared members only succeeded in clearing seven. There was a possibility that the strongest vampire called Marie Rose would appear in cities 1~8. However, the situation had changed. It was because with Braham’s help, Grid could figure out the exact location of Marie Rose.


  "She’s in the 2nd city?”


  ‘Yes, there’s no possibility of her appearing in another city.’


  “Okay. Then I will start from the 8th city in an orderly manner.”


  South Korea was ranked second overall in the National Competition and their players received a 27% experience buff for a fortnight. The whole nation benefited from Grid’s actions. But Grid had gone to Siren and was then focused on making items. He didn’t see any benefits from the buff. He hadn’t be able to hunt once and now there were only two days remaining for the buff. He thought it was a waste.


  “Well, I would’ve chosen this result.”


  Grid had made four legendary rated Mjolnirs, and one of them was the ultimate enhanced weapon. He felt positive. There were no regrets about his choice. It was natural since the results were good. Grid crossed the desert and reached the entrance of the 7th city. Then he checked the rankings window.


  After the National Competition, the rankings had gone through a big upheaval.


  1st. Chris.


  2nd. Mando.


  3rd. Red


  4th. Agnus.


  5th. Fang.


  'Who are Red and Fang?’


  Zibal had recently disappeared from the rankings. It was estimated that he had acquired a hidden class. The 1st ranked Kraugel and 2nd ranked Zibal had disappeared. Chris naturally took the first place, Mando (the previous 4th) was in second place and Agnus in fourth place.


  Grid didn’t know who Red and Fang were.


  ‘Unofficial rankers?’


  There were many unofficial rankings high enough to threaten the existing rankings. Grid was one of them. No, he wasn’t one of them.


  ‘Right now, my level isn’t even in the top 60.’


  While he stayed in the smithy, the rankers were enjoying the experience buffs of their country and raised their level. The gap had widened considerably. Yet Grid judged that there was no problem. No, he saw this as a good situation.


  “It’s time to show off.”


  It was natural to aim for the number one spot. In addition, Grid wanted to show his process to the whole world.


  “Ranking registration.”


  [Disabling the informal ranking will reveal your level to all players. Is it okay?]


  "Of course it’s fine.”


  Grid checked the +7 Sword Ghost, the three +7 Mjolnirs and the +10 Mjolnir before entering the 7th city.


  ***


  “Eh?”


  “Grid! Grid registered in the rankings!”


  Grid turning off his unofficial ranking became a hot topic in the world. The international media and players started to show a high interest in Grid.


  “Why would he register in the rankings?”


  "He wants to brag about the level he reached from the buff.”


  “Isn’t his level surprisingly low? It’s only 306.”


  "Only 76th rank... I guess his levelling ability is bad.”


  Gaming skills naturally included the levelling ability. People couldn’t deny Grid’s strength, but his overall rating lowered due to his level. In particular, the netizens who were envious of those better than them started to pay attention to Grid.


  -If I was Grid, I would be the 1st ranked player by now. ㅉㅉ 


  -He’s weak in gamesㅋ ㅋ Only relying on items.


  -No, is that right? How can a person who can’t play the game get five medals in the National Competition?


  -Then why is Grid’s level so low?


  -I guess he was too busy to hunt.


  -Bullshit. The most basic content of a game is hunting, but he can hunt because he is too busy. ㅋㅋㅋ  Grid just can’t play games.


  Didn’t Grid foresee this situation? Why did he bother registering on the rankings now when he would be targeted?


  “Why is Grid doing this? Did he eat something bad?”


  Lauel laughed at Vantner’s words.


  "He’s trying to make an impact.”


  “...?”


  Vantner could imagine that Grid, who was only level 306, was aiming for the top of the rankings. 99.9% of the world couldn’t imagine it. But those who knew Grid’s capabilities and potential realized Grid’s intent. One of them was Kraugel.


  “This is a problem.”


  After his mother’s health improved, Kraugel was once again able to enjoy the game with a pure heart. He laughed as he tried to regain the throne of the first ranked user. Well, it seemed like it was going to be difficult to regain the throne. Then he received a whisper from Hao.


  -Kraugel, are you still in Paonel Swamp? Do you want potions?


  After the National Competition. Kraugel unintentionally formed a force. Hao, Alexander, and numerous high rankers followed him. No, it happened because Kraugel’s personality changed. The old Kraugel would’ve stopped people from approaching him, but he couldn’t do that anymore. It was due to Grid’s influence. Kraugel watched Grid playing and enjoying the game with his colleagues and gradually changed his thinking.


  “What? This weak expression? Isn’t it out of place?”


  It happened when Kraugel smiled pleasantly and was about to reply to Hao’s whisper. A man with a haircut similar to a soldier appeared before Kraugel. 


  "You haven’t reached level 120 yet? This is a good opportunity. I will kill you often in the future.”


  “Luck...!”


  Kraugel was upset. He never imagined that he would encounter one of the war god’s soldiers in this low level hunting ground.


  "Haha, the sky Kraugel can make this expression?”


  Luck laughed like it was funny and moved.


  Peeok!


  It was in an instant. Luck’s fist struck Kraugel’s face. Nine-tenths of Kraugel’s health gauge disappeared in one blow.
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  [You have suffered fatal damage!]


  [You have become ‘stunned’.]


  [You have resisted.]


  “Ugh...!”


  Kraugel lost nine-tenths of his health in one blow. He endured the pain and hastily jumped back. Luck didn’t bother going after him. He was confident that he could kill Kraugel at any time.


  "Level reset and stun resistance… Did you obtain a legendary class? In particular, it’s likely to be the first tier Sword Saint. Oh my, I need to tell Brother Ares to grow to the legendary rating quickly.”


  The top players performed more quests than regular players and their information gathering was excellent. In particular, the Ares Guild’s main activity was invading and conquering cities, giving them many opportunities to gain old literature.


  They had already identified many features of a legendary class.


  "Well, it was somewhat expected. Still, it’s shocking that the immortal passive wasn’t activated. Did you collect around 20 titles?”


  Even if Kraugel had titles that enhanced his health and defense, Luck was level 335. Kraugel was only just past level 100, so it was surprising that Luck couldn’t kill him in one blow. Kraugel regained his expressionless face and opened his mouth.


  "I’m not weak enough to fall because of a swordsman’s punch. You have to pull out a sword to knock me down.”


  "Hahat, now you feel like Kraugel. That’s right. Kraugel is prideful. It’s because of this that people call you the sky above the sky. Do you know why I came?”


  “It is funny to ask me that after attacking randomly. Don’t you want my head?”


  "Yes, I am going to take your head. No just this time, but hundreds of times.”


  "...”


  Kraugel was constantly looking around while talking to Luck. He was looking for an exit.


  ‘There’s no way other than to use that rock.'


  Kraugel noticed a rock rising in the middle of the swamp. He would make use of the White Light Steps that he learned again after becoming a Sword Saint and leap for that rock. Movement speed fell by 90% in the swamp, so he judged that he could escape if he made it into the swamp.


  The problem was that the rock was 11 meters away. It was a distance he could reach with two consecutive White Light Steps, but the current Kraugel had low mana because of his level. It wasn’t enough to use White Light Steps two times in a row.


  ‘I need to take a mana potion the moment I use the first White Light Steps.’


  The act of taking a potion out of the inventory while unleashing his footwork in the air. It wasn’t easy. Among the top 10 players, only four of them could pull it off. However,  Kraugel had to perform this sequence of actions within 0.7 seconds. In order to reach the rock without falling into the swamp, it was necessary to link the second White Light Steps within 0.7 seconds of the first.


  "I'm sorry. This is cowardly. Trying to keep you in check when you’re weakened. It’s truly shameful.” 


  "...”


  "But you must understand my side. I can’t just sit back and watch you become a threat to Ares. Three months. Endure it for three months. I will kill you for only three months.”


  It meant Kraugel wouldn’t be able to hunt for at least three months. This wasn’t unusual behavior. There was an organization that focused on brutally harassing and crushing players. In the past, there were many attempts on Kraugel. The best guilds hadn’t known Kraugel’s true strength at the time and tried to kill him to keep him in check.


  But at that time, Kraugel was stronger than anyone else. He destroyed all enemies and reigned at the top. However, things were different now. Now Kraugel was weak. Over time, he would become several times stronger than he was in the past. But right now, he was only level 109. Compared to the Grid of the past who took a year to reach level 89, Kraugel’s level up speed was unmatched as he reached level 109 in a fortnight.


  “What? There isn’t any shaking at all? Haven’t you thought about begging?”


  Kraugel’s face consistently remained emotionless, making it no fun for Luck. Then Kraugel asked him, "Are there any tigers who would shake because a dog is barking?”


  “What...?”


  Luck’s expressions twisted.


  Pahat!


  Kraugel immediately took action. He used White Light Steps, kicked off from the ground and moved at an angle that allowed him to enter sunlight. At the same time, Stealth was used. It was only for one second, but the effect was enough. Luck panicked as he lost Kraugel.  Kraugel pulled out a mana potion and immediately used White Light Steps after drinking it.


  Swaeeeeek!


  Kraugel quickly crossed the swamp. He was about to step on the rock that was his destination when he heard Luck’s voice in his ears.


  “Oh my, amazing. I should’ve expected this much.” 


  Luck pulled out his sword and wielded it. A red aura stretched out in a straight line. The target was naturally Kraugel.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The swamp where the aura passed was shaking. If the depth was a little deeper, a large wave was likely to happen.


  “Kuk...!”


  Kraugel leaned back in order to avoid it. The aura passed by the tip of his nose and collapsed a tree on one side. Kraugel became dismayed. It was because the rock was caught in the storm of the aura and shattered.


  “Hahat!”


  Luck laughed.


  He hoped that Kraugel would fall into the swamp. However, Kraugel easily broke his expectations. The level and stats were inferior to before, but Kraugel was Kraugel. He used his godly control to step on the fragments of the rock and quickly left the swamp.


  “What?” Luck was astonished. He never imagined that Kraugel would move on the rocks flying through the air. 


  Kraugel secured a safe distance from the swamp and declared to Luck, "Once I recover my strength, I will surely repay today’s debt.”


  “Eek!”


  Luck fired his aura again. But this was Kraugel. He used his Super Sensitivity passive and his innate abilities to avoid the aura and leave his position.


  "Damn! Where can I learn how to do that?”


  Luck had missed his target. The scream that lamented at his own stupidity echoed through the serene swamp.


  ***


  ‘It was too dangerous.’


  Kraugel’s complexion was dark as he left the swamp and checked his status window. His stamina was on the verge of depletion. This was the sorrows of a low level.


  ‘It can’t be helped.’


  Kraugel was worried about Luck and decided to log out. The sky above the sky.  The person praised as the sky above the sky was running away. Some people might be shocked about this. However, Kraugel didn’t care. Unlike what people thought, he wasn’t invincible.


  He had experienced defeat and running away numerous times. Of course, it was mainly from NPCs and monsters. He only had one experience of being defeated by a player.


  ***


  “Mother? You woke up early.” Kraugel panicked as he left his capsule and found his mother cooking in the kitchen. “Leave this to the housekeeper. Why are you…?”


  His mother smiled at the worried Kraugel. It was a kind smile that warmed up the heart.


  “I want to cook the son I love breakfast.”


  “...Thank you.”


  Thank you, thank you again. He felt thankful to his mother who fought against the illness. In addition, there was Grid and the Overgeared members who prayed for his mother’s recovery. Kraugel was suddenly reminded of Grid.


  ‘If Ares’ forces continues expanding this way, it will be seen in one year.’


  Kraugel was well aware that Overgeared was the strongest guild. But the Ares Guild was an army. They were more systematic and had powerful soldiers. Ares’ wide area buff passive, originally used on the battlefield, was a fraudulent power that tilted the balance. In addition, many of Ares’ subordinates like Luck and Scott had threatened him in the past.


  'Luck is a level below Scott, but...’


  He was believed to have the passive skill ‘Unconditional Counterattack.’ An absolute passive skill that couldn’t be evaded, there was a 100% chance of a counterattack every time Luck was hit. He was likely to serve as a perfect counter to the Overgeared members, who had strong attack power.


  'In the end, I must grow quickly.’


  Kraugel was sorry towards Grid, but he had no intention of joining Overgeared. But wasn’t there a way for him to help without joining the guild? Of course there was. Kraugel set up a plan to help Grid, and one of them was containing Ares’ forces. Kraugel vowed that Ares’ ‘Plundering’ skill would never include Grid and Overgeared as its targets.


  ‘Before that, my position is a problem.’


  His mother passed a bowl to the sighing Kraugel. Kraugel took a sip of the bubbling stew.


  ‘Mother’s taste... It’s still the same.’


  Kraugel blinked and gazed at his mother.


  “Mother... You should leave the meals to the housekeeper.”


  "...”


  His mother had no talent in cooking.


  ***


  Luck barely escaped the swamp. He judged that Kraugel wouldn’t have made it far with low agility and stamina, so he started to search the area. But Kraugel's trail was gone. Kraugel disappeared completely without leaving any footprints behind. 


  “It seems like he logged out, but I can’t figure out the location. Erasing all traces, isn’t this at the level of an assassin?”


  No, there was nothing impossible for Kraugel. He was too universal.


  ‘Nevertheless, Kraugel is dangerous. We can’t leave him alone. But it will be hard to keep him in check with me alone... Damn, I need more people.’


  Why did Luck cling to Kraugel? It was because he had a bad experience. In the past, Ares and his troops invaded a small town, only for Kraugel to receive a ‘Protect’ quest there. Kraugel grabbed their ankles and Luck realized it. A person with a strong power could be a danger at any time, simply by existing.


  Thus, Luck wanted to stop Kraugel from restoring his power. At least, he wanted to slow Kraugel down. It was all for the sake of the construction of the Ares Empire.


  ***


  Japan.


  Damian became an international star after the National Competition and was being interviewed. Normally he refused all interviews, so why did he specifically agree today? It was because the contents of the interview involved Grid.


  "Why do you think Grid registered in the rankings now?”


  “It’s proof. Grid is going to prove that his levelling speed is faster than others and show his greatness.”


  "Does it make sense to say that Grid’s levelling speed is fast?”


  At the 2nd National Competition. According to the report of an ‘anonymous Korean player’ who partied with Grid in the siege, Grid was level 306 at that time.


  "It has been 16 days since the National Competition and Grid’s level is the same. Doesn’t this prove that his levelling speed is bad?”


  South Korea was ranked second in the National Competition and received a huge 27% experience buff. In addition, many ideal hunting grounds for level 300 players had recently been released on a large scale. In this situation, Grid couldn’t gain one level in the 45 days of gaming time. Anyone could see that his levelling abilities were terrible. It was normal to gain at least three levels in the past 16 days.


  Damian asked the reporter, “Isn’t Grid’s currently level 307?”


  “Huh?” Wasn’t it 306 this morning? "Ah, he must’ve accumulated a lot of experience before registering in the rankings. It explains why his level went up in just half a day.”


  Damian hummed as the reported interpreted it arbitrarily.


  "You want to deny Grid’s greatness, but I will tell you one truth.”


  “Truth?”


  “The 1st place in the rankings will be occupied by Grid.”


  “...Ah, yes.”


  That evening. Damian’s interview was released and Japan’s websites heated up. Damian was accused of being a Grid otaku who didn’t know the world.




  Chapter 491


  “Understood? First, Number 1 must unconditionally attack. You must attack the enemy and give them 0.3 seconds of stiffness. Certain victory! Do you understand?”


  Grid numbered every God Hand. It was to make them easier to distinguish and for a clearer and faster command system. The God Hand with the +10 Mjolnir was number 1. A.k.a. the ‘Captain’ waved its finger. It was a gesture that it understood Grid’s explanation. The problem was that it was the middle finger. Grid felt bad. However, he didn’t bother pointing it out because he knew the God Hands had no malice.


  “Number 2, 3, and 4, you will hit the target after number 1 in turn and just keep hitting it. Infinite stiffness! Okay? This is the default battle style when fighting a strong enemy.”


  The God Hands with the +7 Mjolnirs were 2, 3, and 4. The so-called ‘soldiers’ responded with a finger. It was also the middle finger. The God hands repeatedly bending and opening their middle fingers eventually caused Grid to be angry.


  “If it’s like this...”


  Grid decided that the God Hands needed better education. He also set a ‘use only for this enemy’ rule. It was an education that taught the God Hands to use a finger to taunt the enemies.  It was a glimpse into Grid’s dirty personality.


  The silently watching Braham asked, ‘Why did you come to occupy the 7th city? The 9th and 8th cities haven’t been cleared yet.’


  "Don’t you know that the 9th city is a three story castle? Tiramet was the 1st floor boss there. There will clearly be more true blood vampires on the 2nd and 3rd floors, meaning it isn’t early to clear alone. I'm planning to challenge it with my colleagues at a later date.”


  ‘The 9th city was once a fortress, so it has more troops than other cities. They are trivial, but... Then the 8th city?’


  "I will start here and then go to the 8th city. In the first place, is there a need to clear it in order?”


  Grid chose the 7th city for a simple reason. He was expecting a lot from lucky number 7.


  “I feel like I can find a jackpot here.”


  He had a good feeling. Grid believed in his own intuition. Why?


  'I am the lucky person who obtained a +10 enhanced weapon!’


  Right now, Grid believed he was the symbol of good luck rather than bad luck. He burned with enthusiasm as he entered the city. It was dark and silent.


  Kuoooooh!!


  There were a total of 13 large buildings where only the sound of birds crying could be heard. Looking at the scale, each building seemed to house at least 500 sleeping vampires. Grid once again confirmed his status window.


  Name: Grid


  Level: 307


  Class: Pagma’s Descendant


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  Title: ...


  ...


  ...


  Strength: 2,880 (+160) 


  Stamina: 1,356 (+230)


  Agility: 2,286 (+130) 


  Intelligence: 1,227 (+340)


  Dexterity: 3,008 (+680)


  Persistence: 1,182 (+130)


  Composure: 768 (+130)  


  Indomitable: 1,023 (+240)


  Dignity: 1,676 (+130)


  Insight: 1,516 (+130)


  Courage: 712 (+130) 


  Demonic Power: 850 


  Good Luck: 1


  Stat Points: 10


  “Huhuhut!”


  Thanks to Sword Ghost and the four Mjolnirs all having legendary ratings, his stats had increased by 50 each. The belatedly opened good luck stat didn’t see the benefits, but it wasn’t a big deal.


  ‘Where is it?’


  He wanted to laugh every time he saw the good luck stat.


  [Good Luck]


  The likelihood of lucky phenomenon will increase.


  * The higher the number, the higher the effect.


  * Stat points can’t be distributed to this stat.


  The lucky phenomenon mentioned here probably meant the probability of positive effects occurring, such as critical hit occurrence, chance to avoid attacks, probability to obtain good items, and probability to enhance an item. Grid felt like he had the whole world.


  ‘I will become the master of battle, luck, and enhancement in the future!’


  Grid believed this with just 1 point in the good luck stat. He was feeling thrilled when Braham asked him a question.


  ‘Why don’t you raise your intelligence?’


  The remaining stat points were irritating him.


  "Hrmm..."


  Grid was still troubled by it. First of all, should he adjust his strength and agility ratio to 1:1 to become a more powerful swordsman? Or he should invest the points into intelligence to learn new magic from Braham?


  ‘Isn’t it naturally to raise intelligence? It’s right to learn my great magic first.’ Braham said after reading Grid’s troubles.


  Grid would’ve normally ignored it, but this time was different.


  ‘Certainly...’


  Since obtaining the four Mjolnirs, Grid could theoretically cause ‘infinite stiffness.’ The need to be obsessed with high level swordsmanship was gone.  He could become more powerful by learning magic and improving his utility.


  ‘I don’t know.’


  Stats distribution couldn’t be reversed. In the first place, Braham’s magic was uncertain. His intelligence needed to be at a minimum of 2,000 to learn basic magic. He couldn’t bring himself to raise it that much.


  "Intelligence or agility... I will think about which one to raise some more.”


  Should he be a blacksmith swordsman or a magic swordsman blacksmith? The one that was the better choice, he would worry about it after accumulating more combat experience. 


  The determined Grid entered the nearest building. Blue moonlight shone down through the cracked ceiling in the building. There were hundreds of coffins irregularly placed. Of course, vampires were asleep in the coffins. Hunting would be easier if the vampires could be woken up one by one, but that was impossible.  The vampires in the coffin woke up the moment they heard a commotion. n addition, Grid had no intention of such a leisurely hunt. Hunting quickly was the best shortcut for a huge leap in level!


  "Okay, shall we begin?"


  Grid breathed in deeply and signalled to the God Hands.


  ‘Start!’


  Braham was looking forward to it. How overwhelming would Grid be when slaughtering the vampires with the enhanced weapons! In this solemn atmosphere, Grid started taking action.


  "Item!"


  ‘...?’


  “Combi!"


  ‘...??’


  “Nation!”


  ‘...???’


  Ttang!


  Ttang! Ttang!


  ‘...’


  Grid suddenly squatted in front of the vampire coffins. It was absurd enough to pour cold water on the serious atmosphere as Grid pulled out the portable furnace and hammered with the God Hands. No, it was beyond absurd. Sitting down alone in the middle of enemy territory?


  ‘This person really isn’t sane...’


  It was a moment of misunderstanding because Braham didn’t know about Item Combination yet. The +9 Failure which had been the best weapon just three days ago and the +7 Sword Ghost were reborn at Grid’s fingertips. It was a blue-black blade that resembled a shark. It wasn’t cool, but the power was fearsome.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Suuuk.


  Under the moonlight. Grid moved in an impressive manner and performed an advanced sword dance. His eyes that shone in the darkness were sharp and unshaken.


  “Linked Wave Kill.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  The blue and black energies tangled together. At the same time, a strong explosion shook the earth as energy waves moved in all directions and covered the vampires sleeping in the coffins.


  [A junior vampire was destroyed.]


  [A junior vampire was destroyed.]


  [4,931,000 experience has been acquired.]


  [4,915,500 experience has been acquired.]


  [An intermediate vampire was destroyed.]


  [An intermediate vampire was destroyed.]


  [7,054,300 experience has been acquired.]


  [6,998,000 experience has been acquired.]


  The vampires enjoying their sleep inside the coffins were killed. Dozens of vampires screamed without knowing why. Linked Kill Wave only unleashed a total of 8 Kills, but Grid used the explosion to cause massive splash damage. Grid was filled with joy as he confirmed the quickly filling experience gauge.


  “Good! It’s the start of my giant level up!”


  ‘...Fairly good.’


  Braham felt admiration. For vampires, the coffin wasn’t just a bedroom, but a protective tool as well. To ensure their safety while sleeping, the coffins had high durability and gave the vampires high defense. Yet the presence of the coffin was moot to Grid as he killed the sleeping vampires. Braham realized that the combination of weapons and Pagma’s Swordsmanship was more powerful than he thought.


  On the other hand.


  “How dare a human do this?”


  "Our kinsmen!!"


  "Rotten bastard! Attacking sleeping vampires!”


  The vampires woke up at the noise and were outraged when they saw the situation. Sharp fangs flooded towards Grid. The true blood vampire was at the forefront. He was a noble. The baron grade true blood vampire, Kri. His overall stats were weak, but he had a huge 5,000 agility.


  “Insignificant human! I will kill you when you’re unaware!”


  Peeng!


  Kri used a vampire’s unique blood magic to increase his speed. He was fast enough that Grid couldn’t follow him with the eyes. He approached Grid instantly and wielded his nails that were sharper than a knife. At that moment. The God Hand holding the +10 Mjolnir swung at him.


  “Bah! Slow!”


  Kri tilted his head slightly to the side. From his point of view, he was avoiding the attack of the slow God Hand. However, it was different from what he intended. The Magic Detection (Enhanced) attached to the Mjolnir pursued him stubbornly.


  Peeok!


  “Keok?”


  Just before his nails pierced Grid’s heart. Kri coughed up blood and paused. The large golden hammer had accurately hit his back.


  ‘W-What is this?’


  Didn’t he avoid it?


  ‘Why couldn’t I avoid such a slow attack?’


  Kri was feeling confused when the rest of the God Hands holding the +7 Mjolnirs hit him in succession.


  Peok! Peok! Peok! Peok! Peok!


  “Ugh! Eek! Keok! Eek! Ugh!”


  [The Ultimate Enhanced Mjolnir has hit the target. The target will become rigid for 0.3 seconds. The target is a demonkin. Further damage is applied.]


  [The +7 Mjolnir has hit the target. The target will become rigid for 0.1 seconds. The target is a demonkin. Further damage is applied.]


  [The +7 Mjolnir has hit the target. The target will become rigid for 0.1 seconds. The target is a demonkin. Further damage is applied.]


  [The target will become rigid for 0.1 sec...]


  [The target will become rigid for 0.3 sec...]


  It was perfect. Infinite stiffness! Grid aimed at Kri, who was bleeding from being continuously hit.


  “Linked Kill.”


  Puk.


  Puk puk puk!


  “...!”


  Kri had been turning his head to the left and right while being beaten by the hammers. He was hit by a powerful stab that penetrated the heart and couldn’t even scream as he died. The cumulative damage from Mjolnir was too great.


  [The Vampire Baron Kri has been destroyed.]


  [180,909,300 experience has been acquired.]


  [The Vampire’s Pajamas has been acquired!]


  'Pajamas?’


  It was a doubtful item. However, he had no time to confirm the information of the acquired item. Once the true blood vampire died, the angry vampires went on the offensive. Grid used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave, to hit all the vampires around him and buy time. The God Hands approached the vampires in this gap.


  "Kek!"


  “Eek!”


  “Ack!”


  The vampires became rigid whenever they were struck by a golden hammer full of divine power. The stiffness had the effect of cancelling offensive motions and skill casting. Therefore, under the protection of the Mjolnirs, Grid had an absolute area of protection around him. The absolute domain where no counterattacks were possible. It was truly great efficiency. The God Hands consumed no resources. There was no skill cooldown time.


  The current Grid. He was unbeatable in close combat. He was able to slaughter all vampires in the 7th city at a rapid pace. It was an ignorant and cruel way of killing with the hammers.


  ***


  “Eh...?”


  “W-What?”


  The South Korean media and Internet communities around the world fell into chaos. Grid was level 307 last night and now he was level 309.




  Chapter 492


  It was exactly 23 hours. Grid had gained two levels.


  “What is this...?”


  “This is nonsense!”


  The world was overturned. The Satisfy experts, journalists, and people all over the world noticed it late. No one could understand Grid’s levelling speed. It was natural. How much time did it take level 300 players to gain one level?  The average was 10 days. It was also thanks to the newly discovered hunting grounds. Before that, it took 20 days to gain one level. Of course, this was on a real time basis. This was on the premise that they maintained their hunting time while sleeping.


  However, Grid gained two levels in one day. It was a speed that couldn’t be accepted. It broke common sense.


  “It doesn’t make sense, even considering the experience buff.”


  “But Grid is very big. He’s in a position to use various special items. Who knows? He might be sweeping through the monsters because he made items that greatly increased the speed of hunting.”


  "No, that doesn’t make sense.”


  The experts calculated it. How could a level 307 user raise two levels in 23 hours? He needed to slaughter monsters that gave at least ‘3 million experience’ at a rate of 1 per minute.


  China’s hunting expert, Panda Dagger, held a press conference.


  "For a level 307~308 user, they must hunt level 320 monsters to gain 3 million experience from each one. Look at the table I prepared. It has the average health and defense figures of the level 320 monsters revealed to date. As you can see, they have a lot of health and high defense. There’s no need to talk about their combat strength.”


  Hunting these monsters in one minute?


  "It isn’t possible even for Grid. He might be able to hunt one or two instantly with the ultimate weapon, but he can’t keep killing one every minute.” 


  Even if it was possible, Satisfy had the concept of stamina. Once stamina was depleted, a user couldn’t lift their fingers.  Rankers with high stamina and a fast stamina recovery rate still had to take breaks every four hours when hunting. But Grid didn’t seem to take a break. This was assuming that he killed level 320 monsters.


  But what was the truth? Grid also had to rest while hunting. He couldn’t avoid the pressure of consumed stamina. The reason he could maintain such a fast levelling speed...


  [A junior vampire was destroyed.]


  [4,951,000 experience has been acquired.]


  [An intermediate vampire was destroyed.]


  [7,254,300 experience has been acquired.]


  [A senior vampire was destroyed.]


  [11,000,050 experience has been acquired.]


  [The True Blood vampire Pok has been destroyed!]


  [59,970,111 experience has been acquired.]


  In the 7th city, the average level of the vampires was 300~360. Vampires were classified as a top species, so they gave much more experience than monsters of the same level. Among them, the true blood vampires were special. The quasi-boss monsters were generally perceived as difficult to solo raid and gave several times more experience.


  This meant that Grid was hunting monsters much stronger than the experts were analyzing. It was also on a per minute basis. Sometimes it was in seconds!


  “Nyahahat! Take this super ultra punch from the best demonic beast of hell! Nyang!”


  Dok.


  Noe’s paws hit a vampire’s forehead. It was a light punch. He called it the super ultra punch. But after a moment. 


  “Kyaaack~”


  The vampire rolled over and screamed. It was because Noe’s claws suddenly swiped his face.


  ‘Memphis... The great demon’s pet is evil.’


  Braham tsked. The memphis declared it was a ‘punch’ to try the opponent.


  ‘Cute... Truly adorable. Now I know why the great demons value a memphis so much.’


  He would like to raise one of his own. The moment Braham thought this.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  “Kill.”


  “Kill.”


  Puok!


  Randy, who copied Grid’s appearance, and Grid used the same skill.


  “You!”


  The vampires witnessed their kin dying and rushed over. However, they couldn’t easily approach due to the God Hands’ hammers.


  “What is this...!?”


  Unavoidable hammers! Once hit by one, they were hurt and then hit again. The golden hammers filled with divine power were threatening.


  “The kids are too far away. I understand why hunting high intelligence monsters is avoided.”


  Grid wanted to increase his hunting speed. But the vampires shrank back from the Mjolnirs and didn’t approach quickly. They used the pillars, stairs, ceilings, etc inside the building as defenses. Grid decided it would take too long chasing them to defeat.


  “Assimilation.”


  Magic power gathered. Grid’s wide shoulders and thick forearms started to gradually change. His jawline became tapered and his black hair was as white as snow.


  [Your class is now Great Magician.]


  [The list of available skills has changed.]


  [You have lost control of your body for 3 minutes.]


  “Fakes with no real value.”


  Only the nine vampires directly born from Shizo Beriache deserved to call themselves vampires.


  Ssik!


  The white-haired Grid laughed and stretched out a hand towards the ceiling. He fired the master level Magic Missile (Enhanced).


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  "Kyaak!"


  “Kuaaack!”


  The vampires hanging like bats on the ceiling couldn’t avoid the bombardment of white magic power and fell to the ground. In the midst of the rain of blood and debris, the white-haired Grid shone with a red light. His merciless eyes caused all the vampires in the hall to become frozen.


  "Great blood...!”


  “T-The smell of nobility!”


  It wasn’t a human? The vampires were confused.


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeok!


  The white-haired Grid wore Malacus’ Cloak, the Holy Light Crown, and the Black Quartz Earrings that increased intelligence by 15%. Intelligence went over 2,000 and the master level Fireball (Enhanced) was fired in all directions. The magical bombardment borrowed the power of the Ring of Absurdity, which reduced all resource consumption by half, in order to display an overwhelming bombardment.


  Kurururung!


  “Aaaaack!”


  The vampires screamed echoed through the burning building. It was the moment that the 7th vampire city was turned upside down.


  “What?”


  "The enemy is invading!!"


  The 13 buildings scattered throughout the city. Once the commotion was heard, all the vampires woke up and poured out of the buildings. There were thousands of them. Grid barely secured his safety in the midst of the ruined building and his eyes widened.


  “Wow...”


  Thousands of vampires covered the city! The duration of Assimilation ended as Grid was thinking.


  “What is this...? This is crazy! Why don’t you act moderately!?” He wanted to speed up his hunting, but not to this extent. "Why did you destroy the building?”


  Grid shouted towards Braham, who carefully asked, ‘Are you unable to deal with it?’


  Grid replied immediately.


  “Of course! Damn!”


  Dealing with thousands of vampires at once? This was Grid, not Kraugel. No, even Kraugel couldn’t deal with this situation alone.


  ‘I’m sorry.’


  “Aish! Let’s move to a narrow place!”


  Grid used the ‘absolute protection’ made by the God Hands and quickly ran away.


  “Kahahahat!”


  “It’s fun to watch the little bug running away!”


  The vampires were excited about seeing prey after a long time and chased him. Their sharp nails and fangs aimed for Grid.


  Chaaeng!


  Chaeeeeeng!


  “What...!”


  The hands of a legendary blacksmith. The God Hands skillfully swung the hammers and blocked most of the vampires’ attacks. But the problem was magic. Mjolnir couldn’t block magic. 


  Kwa kwang!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Magic poured from the vampires chasing Grid.


  “Ugh.”


  Grid was wearing the Holy Light set, but it was virtually impossible to be safe after being hit with hundreds of spells. In the first place, vampires were strong. If Grid was a normal level 300 ranker, it would be impossible for him to deal with more than five at a time. Thousands of them chased him, making the crisis tremendous. His health started going down quickly.


  ‘Shit...! I planned to save this for the city’s boss!’


  It was unavoidable due to Braham’s trolling. Grid decided there was only one way to break through this crisis and used the new skill he acquired in return for making the 15th legendary item.


  “Item Transformation!”


  [Item Transformation]


  A skill that can be triggered if the legendary mineral ‘pavranium’ is possessed.


  It transforms the pavranium into the shape and performance of a specific item.


  * It can only transform into items you have learned how to make.


  * The duration of the transformation is 3 minutes. After the transformation is released, the pavranium will return to its original form.


  Skill Mana Cost: None.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 6 hours.


  [What item do you want to turn the pavranium into?]


  Before he could answer, Grid coughed up blood as he was hit by a magic spell and commanded all the God Hands.


  “Throw your Mjolnirs!”


  Hwiririk!


  At the same time. The God Hands placed their fingers in the red cord attached to the bottom of the handles and threw them in unison. Then...


  Peok!


  Pepepepeok!


  The ‘increased acceleration when throwing’ option made the Mjolnirs more powerful as they flew through the vampires. Multiple grey-colored pillars show up among the vampires and Grid’s experience gauge rose noticeably. ‘It would be great if it did wide area divine damage... Ah, isn’t Mjolnir a weapon of the God of Thunder?’ If he added the lightning attribute with the ure stone, he would be able to apply lightning damage with wide area damage.


  ‘Wouldn’t it be really invincible if I add electric shock to the rigid state?’


  Grid thought about it while giving an answer for what he wanted the hands to turn into.


  “Lifael’s Spear.”


  It was a fake, but it was still based on the divine artifact of Rebecca, the goddess of light. The pavranium material meant it even moved on its own.


  "Go!"


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The four God Hands turned into holy spears that pierced the vampire’s formation. At the same time, notification windows announcing the death of the vampires were updated in Grid’s vision.


  ***


  "So what are you trying to claim?”


  "Do you have doubts about Grid’s abnormal levelling speed?”


  “Do you believe Grid to be a bugged player like the Internet rumors?”


  The press conference held by Panda Dagger. The atmosphere grew heated as the reporter’s questions started pouring in. Panda Dagger smiled with satisfaction as he got numerous people’s attention.


  “There is no bug in Satisfy, which is managed by the supercomputer Morpheus. Even if there was a bug, is Grid stupid enough to reveal it? I want to talk about the existence of the Reputation Store.”


  “Reputation Store...”


  “That’s right. A fantasy store that only the top players on the continent can use! It’s obvious that Grid bought experience buff potions from there! He’s able to level up at this speed by overlapping the experience potions with the experience buff of the National Competition!”


  It was a reasonable guess.


  "But in order to obtain an experience buff potion, he must make use of the shop’s drawing items system. It’s very difficult to obtain an experience buff potion because the probability is low. It’s impossible for Grid to obtain a lot of experience potions, even if he invested all his reputation.”


  In other words.


  “The myth of Grid’s levelling is now over. The moment the experience potions run out, he will be like any normal ranker... No, his level up speed will be much slower.”


  “Ohh...”


  The analysis of an expert was different. Panda’s reasoning seemed correct and the reporters started to write it down. The stimulating headline ‘Grid’s levelling myth is just a dream of one night’ started to spread on the Internet sites of each country.




  Chapter 493


   “Ah, this is the case.”


  The secret of Grid’s leveling up speed was the ‘experience buff potion’ obtained from the Reputation Store. The moment that all the potions were consumed, Grid’s levelling speed would return to normal. In addition, it was estimated to be very soon. The chance of obtaining an experience buff potion from the so-called ‘drawing game’ was less than 1%, making it hard to secure in large quantities. The number of experience buff potions that Grid had was very limited.


  People who read these articles felt refreshed. The question of Grid’s nonsensical levelling speed was solved. After feeling relieved, they felt deceived.


  -It’s really nice that it isn’t a bug. The game is truly without bugs. And God Grid is a bit ahead.


  -What ahead~ He is just relying on potions in the end~


  -Class, items, and now potions -_-;; He really only depends on systems.


  -Based on the content of the article, Grid’s levelling speed is very low without the experience buff potions.


  -He was level 306 during the National Competition and it was the same a fortnight later.


  -Without the potions, Grid’s ranking would be lower.


  -Grid is relying on potions and taking positions away from the poor rankers. 


  -Right now it might be unfair, but don’t the rankers also have access to the Reputation Store? They can also rise if they obtain experience buff potions like Grid.


  -Grid will be pushed out of the top 100 rankings ㅋㅋㅋ


  -Grid might not even be in the top one billion. ㅎㅎ He has an inferiority complex when looking at people better than him. His standard is really low.


  -In the first place, why is Grid obsessed with the rankings? Didn’t he almost beat Kraugel?


  -No. I would be obsessed with the rankings if I was Grid. No matter how strong you are, what does it matter if you aren’t ranked?


  -Rather than such a simple reason, I think there is significance to being 1st ranked. After fighting so well in the National Competition, he eventually lost to Kraugel. I think he wants to win in the rankings.


  -He is human garbage ㅋㅋ Trying to take the crown when Kraugel is absent.


  -I just got goosebumps. Right now, most of the people blaming Grid or talking sarcastically are Koreans.


  -It seems that the country has forgotten that they got the experience buff thanks to Grid being active in the National Competition. Koreans are truly...


  -Kek? Who knows if Grid fought for South Korea? Grid was purely trying to get rewards and the experience buff. ㅎㅎ


  -Look at you. Really disgusting.


  -Don’t misunderstand. It isn’t all Koreans saying this, just a small number of Korean netizens. What country doesn’t have jerks?


  The Satisfy communities were talking about Grid. There was someone who looked at the Internet and became angry. Was it the Grid worshipping Damian? No. Recently, Damian was very busy with events related to the Rebecca Church. He had no time to check the Internet. Then was it the Grid worshipping Lauel? No. Lauel was too busy with Siren-related tasks and didn’t care about the Internet.


  Then who was furious? It was Sehee. Grid’s little sister.


  “Unscrupulous people...”


  Sehee was well aware of the habits of netizens who humiliated and mocked people. But she couldn’t accept it since this was her brother. He was the one who raised South Korea’s honor, but their attitude changed as soon as the National Competition was over? Sehee hated and resented the netizens who always treated people rudely.


  "Of course, I know only some people are like that.”


  However, it was still enough to hurt the person involved. In fact, right now her brother was...


  "Why do I like pork more than beef?”


  Grid had finally come out of the capsule after hunting all day. Sehee was worried as she watched him put sizzling pork into his mouth without stopping.


  ‘How much stress is he under to binge eat like this?’


  Her brother looked like a toad as his cheeks bulged from all the food. In the end, Sehee decided.


  “Oppa.”


  "Yum yum. Huh?”


  “I will help you.”


  “Gulp. What?”


  "Oppa’s hunting.”


  “...?”


  Sehee had her CSATs right in front of her. (University exams)


  She should be studying. Why did she suddenly want to help him with his hunting? Unlike Sehee’s worries, Grid was confused because he didn’t know the Internet situation.


  “Don’t you need to study?”


  "I’m smart. I can get into any university I want without studying any more.”


  She said this, but Grid was well aware. He knew how hard Sehee had been studying her whole life. The origins of this confidence wasn’t overconfidence in her brain, but pride in her efforts. He didn’t want that effort to come to nothing.


  “Cut it out. Don’t interfere in my critical period when I’m raising my level.”


  "...”


  Sehee’s heart warmed. He was someone who was more angry and irritable than anyone she knew. The current mature appearance of her brother who wanted to solve everything alone was wonderful and also sad. If he had a girlfriend to rely on...


  ‘What a pity...’


  For the sake of her brother who didn’t have a girlfriend despite his power and status, she would work hard. Sehee became determined.


  “No. For me, family is more important than university.”


  During the time when her brother was unemployed, she put entering a good university as a top priority because she had to take care of her brother. But not anymore. She didn’t have to be her brother’s nest. Now her brother was the nest and she had an obligation to protect the nest until she was independent.


  “I will show you the power of a Saintess.”


  “...?” What was this? "Gulp."


  Grid couldn’t help swallowing his saliva as he saw the motivation burning in Sehee’s eyes.


  ***


  Grid’s plan to attack the 7th city was virtually a failure. He beat the city boss, but it took 6 hours more than he planned. Thanks to that, his levelling speed was much slower than expected. Of course, Braham was to blame.


  "If you hadn’t destroyed the building...”


  ‘...’


  Braham would’ve laughed or become angry at Grid if the situation was normal. He wasn’t bold enough after knowing what Grid had gone through while fleeing from thousands of vampires. No, he was brazen enough to do that, but not to Grid. He actually liked Grid.


  “Sigh, truly a troll.”


  Wasn’t it Braham’s fault that he was defeated by Kraugel in the National Competition? The fact that Kraugel could treat his mother’s illness was good, but Grid couldn’t deny that it was Braham’s fault.


  “Troll. Troll. Troll.”


  Braham questioned Grid.


  ‘Troll? Why am I a troll?’


  Braham didn’t know the meaning of Internet trolling. Grid laughed as he recalled the troll monsters.


  “You are slow. You fool.”


  ‘Do it moderately!’


  In the end, Braham could no longer tolerate it. If he had a body, he would’ve angrily pulled Grid’s hair. As the two people were arguing, they arrived at the entrance of the 8th city. There were people who welcomed them. Saintess Sehee (Ruby) and Saintess’ Knight Yerim (Sexy Schoolgirl).


  “Youngwoo oppa!”


  This was a high school student? Yerim, who had a more enchanting atmosphere about her, came running towards Grid.


  “Ummm...”


  Grid used to see Yerim as just a ‘kid,’ but that now changed. He could feel that Yerim was a woman. The cause was the size. The detailed description will be omitted. While Grid was feeling shocked, Braham flinched when he observed Sehee and Yerim.


  'What? What is this divine power of these girls?’


  ‘Be careful how you speak. One of them is my little sister.’


  '...What are these women? They aren’t Rebecca’s Daughters, so why do they have such strong divine power? Furthermore, the shape of this divine power...’


  Grid replied to the nervous Braham.


  'They are a Saintess and a Saintess’ Knight.’


  ‘Saintess!’


  Braham was beyond shocked. It was an unexpected reaction for Grid.


  ‘What is it? Is being a Saintess that surprising?’


  ‘Saintess...!’


  The moment Braham wanted to explain. Sehee barely removed Yerim clinging to Grid and urged them.


  “Let’s go hunting.”


  “Eh? Ah, yes.”


  Grid, Sehee and Yerim formed a party immediately before entering the 8th city. Grid was surprised when he saw their levels in the party information window.


  “Level 180? Why is it so high? Don’t you only play on the weekends?”


  “Huh? Isn’t it easy to raise your level? Of course, it would be difficult to raise it to Oppa’s level.”


  “...?”


  In the past, Grid only reached level 80 in a year despite spending most of his time playing the game. Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl didn’t know the game and didn’t spend a lot of time playing, so their levelling speed gave him a huge shock. Yerim linked her arm with his.


  “Let’s go! You have to get on the bus!”


  Bus. In online games, it meant high level players helping low level players raised their level. It felt like the situation was reversed, but Grid thought it was an appropriate term. When Grid, Sehee, and Yerim were in a party, Grid would monopolize most of the experience from the monsters. It was due to the difference in levels.


  Of course, Sehee and Yerim also knew this. They purely joined this party to help Grid.


  ***


  People learned the secret to Grid’s levelling speed thanks to Panda Dagger’s analysis. Grid’s levelling speed would drop little by little. It was a result of roughly calculating Grid’s reputation and how many experience buff potions he would’ve obtained.


  "Grid was gaining two levels per day until yesterday.”


  "Starting today, it might be hard to gain one level.”


  “Soon his ranking will fall.”


  Everyone was sure of it. However, the result was different from what they expected.


  [(Breaking News) Grid gained three levels today!]


  "...??"


  Panda Dagger’s reputation as the best hunting expert fell to the floor. No, it crashed into the underworld. Accusations from all over the world poured towards him and even the Chinese called him an embarrassment. The experts in other fields saw it and clicked their tongues.


  "Yes, you’re analyzing Grid.”


  They had learned from experience not to apply common sense to Grid.


  ***


  "Bah, you were negative towards Grid, and in the end, suffered like this.”


  There was one person who was interested in this matter from the beginning and kept watch. He laughed at Panda Dagger. That person was punching bag... No, it was the former 2nd ranked Zibal. He was a true hunting expert, unlike the theory-poor Panda Dagger, and accepted Grid’s hunting speed.


  ‘However, it’s on the premise that two high level priests are hired.’


  Was it that easy to hire a senior priest from the Rebecca Church? Enormous achievements and money were required to have the qualifications to hire one. Not even Zibal had achieved it.


  ‘But it’s possible for Grid.’


  Zibal envied Grid. But he wasn’t jealous and focused on his own path. He was confident after gaining a new power. He wouldn’t worry. He was looking towards the distant future.




  Chapter 494


  [You have entered the Vampire’s Underground City (8).]


  [The entrance of the dungeon is blocked. Contact with the outside world will be blocked.]


  [You can’t escape the dungeon until you have died or kill the dungeon boss.]


  "Hehe, this is the instant dungeon that I’ve only heard about.”


  “It’s a completely separate space that isn’t tied to another? I’m glad there will be no other people around.”


  "There are no men to feel inspired by... Mmmm~ Well, it’s nice that I won’t be disturbed on my date with Youngwoo oppa!”


  It was Sehee and Yerim’s first time in an instant dungeon. Grid became nervous at their excitement.


  “You reached level 180 without entering an instant dungeon? Have you done a proper raid?”


  "Our gameplay time was too short. We had to avoid content that required investing a lot of time.”


  “I’m glad the first experience is with Oppa. Another first time with Oppa...”


  “Yes, I will teach you how to drink next year.”


  "Ah~ That isn’t the first time I am talking about.”


  "Yes, yes.”


  “Oof! Oof oof!!”


  Yerim stomped her feet and waved her arms after Sehee blocked her mouth. Grid couldn’t help laughing as he watched them.


  ‘It is nice to see they are getting along. I hope they keep this innocence.’


  ‘Idiot.’


  ‘What?’


  Insulting him all of a sudden? Grid became angry at Braham’s words.


  “By the way, isn’t it very dark?”


  Sehee barely calmed Yerim down and opened her mouth. The city didn’t receive any light, not allowing her to see inside it. In this state, it was likely they would be defenseless against attacks from monsters. Sehee wanted to use light magic until she heard Grid’s words.


  "Over time, you will gradually adapt to the darkness. It’s easy to become the target of monsters if we turn on the light. It is better to go slowly.”


  “I see.”


  Sehee and Yerim admired the advice that was based on Grid’s experience. They believed that Grid’s was the world’s best player, making his words plausible. 


  “...Um.”


  Sehee and Yerim’s eyes shone like lanterns as they gazed at him. It was a lot of pressure for Grid.


  ‘I’m nervous.’ Making a mistake in front of his sister... 'I have to maintain my pride as the older brother. Braham, please support me well. Understood?’


  ‘...’


  Braham replied with silence to Grid’s request. He had been less talkative since entering the city. It was as if he was hiding his existence.


  'I don’t want to scold you. Why are you acting like this?’


  Braham was surprised to learn that Sehee was a Saintess. Did he have bad memories to do with a Saintess?


  ‘Indeed, in the first place, the name of a Saintess is fatal for demonkin.’


  Grid thought about it as he moved forward. The monsters that appeared before they arrived at the city were the vampires’ familiars. In an ordinary situation, he would move forward without hesitation. However, he was now together with Sehee and Yerim. In order to keep them out of danger, Grid moved as carefully as possible, slowing down his speed.


  "...”


  The silence continued. Grid carefully lead the way while Sehee and Yerim silently followed him. The atmosphere naturally became heavy and tense. Sehee and Yerim realized it again as they saw the serious Grid.


  ‘That’s right. The monsters here are at least level 300.’


  'We might be holding Oppa back rather than helping him. We have to be careful not to be a burden.’


  They controlled their excited minds. Sehee and Yerim were clever girls, so they avoided doing anything that would be a nuisance to Grid. They responded to Grid’s cautious attitude.


  "...”


  How much time passed? As their eyes became accustomed to the darkness, the structure of the city started to come into view.


  Kyaooooh!


  The big-teeth wolves sensed the approach of humans and waited for Grid’s group to arrive. The timing was perfect and Sehee and Yerim were caught by complete surprise. Even some level 300 rankers would panic!


  “Ah...!”


  Sehee hurriedly raised the +7 Wooden Staff. It was to protect her body from the wolves’ claws. Saintess’ Knight Yerim immediately used the skill ‘Sacrifice for Saintess’ in order to receive the damage instead of Sehee. But their actions were meaningless. Grid’s actions were much faster than theirs.


  Seokeok!


  Puok!


  Peok!


  Kyaooooh!


  Pagma’s Swordsmanship Lv. 3. When deactivated, it increased Grid’s attack power by 32%, the chance of a critical attack by 22% and the damage of a critical attack by 15%. When activated, it allowed him to use active skills such as Kill, Link, and Transcend.


  In other words, Grid’s swordsmanship was extremely powerful even with Pagma’s Swordsmanship deactivated. It was a disaster for the targets he judged were so weak that he didn’t need to use active skills. The wolf about to attack Sehee were struck by Grid’s sword and its health fell sharply. The wolves started to run away.


  Grid didn’t miss any experience. He had the God Hands chase them and finish them off.


  Bam bam bam!


  The golden hammers smashed at the wolves’ head like a garlic mill. The sight was cruel and overwhelming. Sehee and Yerim felt admiration.


  “Amazing!”


  "A strong monster was defeated easily! So cool!”


  Grid shrugged it off. "They’re pretty weak. They’re the familiars of the weakest vampires living in the city.”


  The real fight was after entering the city.


  "I will protect you. Don’t fall too far behind, stick together, and follow me.”


  "...”


  Sehee and Yerim’s expressions stiffened at the same time. They realized that they were already a burden to Grid. It was unacceptable. They came here to help him, not interfere!


  "No, Oppa just needs to look in front.”


  "We will take care of ourselves. Oppa just needs to hunt.”


  They weren’t weak people who couldn’t understand the situation. Sehee had the passive skill Upright Heart that blocked the access of the demonkin and undead. In addition, Saintess’ Knight Yerim had strong attacks that would hold off the enemies as much as possible. At the very least, they could protect themselves.


  In the first place.


  "The vampires won’t be able to pay attention to us. Holy Weapon. Holy Impact. Holy Armor. Holy Explosion.”


  [Divine damage has been added to party leader ‘Grid. This will last for 5 minutes.]


  [Divine splash damage is applied every time party leader ‘Grid’ attacks. This will last for 3 minutes.] 


  [Additional defense against evil will be added to party leader ‘Grid.’ This will last for 5 minutes.]


  [There will be an explosion of divine fire every time party leader ‘Grid’ attacks.] This will last for 2 minutes.]


  'Splash damage? Explode?’


  It was different in many ways from Huroi’s buffs. The effect?


  ‘Well... I can’t expect much.’


  Sehee was only level 180. She was an excellent healer due to the percentage heal, but as a buffer? He didn’t have any great expectations. In fact, the additional bonus damage shown in the status window was only 500. It meant he could do a fixed 500 damage to the undead and demonkin whenever he attacked. The effect of cumulative damage was undeniable, but it didn’t have a dramatic effect. It was honestly pathetic compared to the 3,800 divine damage of the +10 Mjolnir.


  But he wasn’t disappointed. He was just grateful that his sister was thinking of him and working hard.


  “Then I’m starting.”


  Grid entered the city. He stood in front of a building that was like a cathedral. There were around 400 coffins in the building. It was fewer than the buildings in the 7th city, which had at least 500 coffins.


  ‘This is better.’


  Too many vampires meant it was difficult to protect his sister.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Grid acted without hesitation. In order to reduce as much vampires as possible while they were sleeping, he used Linked Kill Wave.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The vampires sleeping in the coffins received a storm of damage. Many vampires died and the others that woke up flew at Grid. Grid brandished his sword as usual at the vampires. Then he was shocked.


  [You have dealt 6,730 damage to a junior vampire.]


  [The effect of Holy Impact deals an addition 500 damage to all ‘evil’ targets within 5 meters of the target hit.]


  “Eh...?”


  Originally, splash damage had a narrow range. It was natural.  A convenient wide area damage that could attack multiple enemies without a single loss of damage?  It was a complete scam. The balance would collapse. Sehee’s Holy Impact was one that could collapse the balance. Currently, she only added 500 holy damage. But what if she raised the skill level and did damage in the thousands?


  Imagine it...


  ‘Dealing wide area damage with every hit? It’s crazy. Really crazy.’


  A vampire approached while Grid was in shock and scratched him.


  Puok!


  [You have suffered 3,300 damage.]


  [The target that attacked is evil. Holy Explosion will return half of the damage received.]


  Peeng!


  "Kyaak!"


  The vampire who attacked Grid suffered from a sudden explosion of light. On the other hand, Grid was fine.


  [Saintess Ruby has restored your health.]


  ‘This is a scam.’


  It was looking at it objectively, not because she was his sister. At this moment, Grid realized that he was mistaken when he thought he fully understood the value of Saintess Sehee. Yes, he was mistaken.


  [Saintess Ruby has used Holy Weapon and Holy Impact on the God Hand (1).] 


  [The God Hand (1) has attacked a junior vampire.]


  [The effect of the Ultimate Enhanced Mjolnir has dealt 3,800 divine damage to the target.]


  [The effect of Holy Weapon has dealt 500 divine damage to the target.]


  [The effect of Holy Impact deals an addition 3,800 + 500 damage to all ‘evil’ targets within 5 meters of the target hit.]


  “...Hiccup!”


  The result of adding the power of a Saintess to the God Hands was amazing. The effect was remarkable enough to break the common sense of ‘common sense destroyer’ Grid. Grid was so surprised that he hiccuped.


  Peng!


  Pepepepeng!


  Once Holy Weapon and Holy Impact was granted to the God Hands, they ran wild and started slaying the vampires. It was the moment when Grid’s hunting speed became at least six times faster.




  Chapter 495


  “Wow... There is unconditional wide area divine damage.”


  Holy Weapon added 500 divine damage to every strike he made. The effect of Holy Impact was overwhelming. Dealing 100% of the divine damage to all evil targets in a 5 meter radius. This result transcended common sense. Every time Mjolnir smashed a vampire, four to nine vampires around it suffered from divine damage at the same time. It meant he had the power to harm not one enemy in one blow, but multiple enemies. 


  However, it was a strength with many preconditions, such as the target needing to be evil and to possess divine power.  It was truly perfect if these preconditions could be established. Currently, Grid established all the preconditions.


  The vampire city and Mjolnir. Everything was perfect.


  "Kyaak!"


  "Kuaaaak!"


  Kwang!


  Kwa kwa kwang!


  A white light exploded whenever Mjolnir was swung. The pained screams of the vampires echoed through the building. The vampires were confused.


  “What is this...?”


  “There’s no access!”


  There were only three invaders and 400 vampires. If they could cover the invaders, they could get rid of them in an instant. However, it wasn’t possible to hit the invaders all at once. Whenever one vampire was beaten, many of their peers fell bleeding at the same time. It was hard because their formation continued to collapse. The true blood vampire ‘Tigol’ watched the situation from the back and paid attention to Sehee.


  ‘That human is the problem. Well, I can easily solve it.’


  If it was difficult to approach, shoot with magic. The simple solution was to use a spell.


  Pachichik!


  A sphere of blood was summoned and shot towards Sehee.


  Peeng!


  It was at a tremendous speed. There was a bang from behind enemy lines and then the blood sphere appeared in front of Sehee. Sehee was upset but not afraid. She believed in her friend Yerim!


  "Yap!"


  Yerim had been standing guard next to Sehee. She threw herself in front of Sehee. The blood sphere hit a brilliant silver shield. It was the shield that Grid produced in the past. It was an improved version of the Divine Shield and boasted high magical resistance. But the level of the true blood vampires in the 8th city was 350...


  Yerim was only level 180 and couldn’t fully absorb the attack.


  [The attack has exceeded the damage absorption ability of the Small Divine Shield!]


  [Only 5,800 damage has been absorbed!]


  [The durability of the Little Divine Shield has dropped to 190!]


  [Lofty Will has been activated. You have avoided death.]


  [You have suffered 13,050 damage.]


  [You have received a lot of damage with one blow and have fallen into the ‘stunned’ state.]


  “Ugh.”


  A high level hunting ground was too hard. Yerim had less than one-tenth of her health left and was frustrated and worried about Sehee. Youngwoo was currently surrounded by hundreds of vampires. He couldn’t afford to help.


  ‘I... I must...’


  "Ignorant human girl! Receive my magic!”


  The vampire Tigol was furious at the failed assassination attempt. This time, she created two blood spheres and fired them at Sehee again.


  ‘No...!’


  A Saintess wasn’t invincible. She was strongest in buffs and heals, but her defense was weak. It was the Saintess’ Knight that covered this deficit. However, Yerim was stunned and couldn’t fulfill her role. Sehee had buffed Grid and the God Hands and was in a state where her mana was temporarily depleted.  It was difficult to use Discipline, which restored the status conditions of party members and Hope, which restored the health of the target. Both Yerim and Sehee were in a crisis, indicating that their combat experience was still lacking.


  “Why did you use so much mana? You should always leave some behind to handle emergencies.”


  Sehee and Yerim closed their eyes tightly when they saw the flying blood spheres. Then Grid’s voice was heard in their ears.


  “Oppa!”


  Sehee and Yerim opened their eyes at once.


  Pepepepeng!


  They saw Grid being hit by the blood spheres in order to defend them.


  “No!”


  In the end, Grid suffered. They didn’t like this situation. The women felt guilt and helplessness as Grid was hit by a powerful explosion and shed blood. Then Grid’s large hands stroked their small and soft heads.


  “Don’t worry. This much isn’t anything to be afraid of."


  Grid was wearing the Holy Light set that minimized magic damage. Despite being hit by two blood spheres from the true blood vampire Tigol, he only lost 15,000 health. Grid took a potion to restore his health and precisely aimed his sword at Tigol floating on the ceiling. Then he used Transcended Link.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  10 black energy swords that dealt 150% of Grid’s attack power went flying.


  “You...!”


  Tigol was sweating nervously, but she didn’t lose her smile. She might not be a direct descendant, but she had the blood of a noble lineage. She believed that she couldn’t be defeated by humans. She summoned a shield of blood and confronted Transcended Link head on.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The collision shook the building. Noe and Randy, who had been blocking the advance of the vampires while Grid was absent, as well as the vampires all stumbled. Indeed, it was a huge shock. However, Tigol was safe. She had fully defended against Grid’s Transcended Link!


  ‘The degree of difficulty is higher than the 7th city?’


  Grid was startled. He hadn’t expected a true blood vampire to compete with his fusion skill. But he wasn’t nervous. Grid found it interesting.


  ‘Will she give more experience?’


  Tigol became furious at Grid’s smile.


  “Human! Know your position!”


  This time, Tigol produced three blood spheres. However, she failed to launch the spheres as they exploded. 


  An old man bent over. It was the aftermath of Iyarugt appearing and cutting at Tigol.


  “Kuock! N-No...?”


  Reaching here without her knowing? Tigol looked at Iyarugt with a distorted expression. But Iyarugt didn’t even look at her. To Iyarugt, Tigol was at the level of stepping on weeds.


  “Damn bastard. Summoning me just to kill these things.”


  Grid ignored the grumbling Iyarugt and gave commands to Noe, Randy, and the God Hands.


  "Stay here and kill the remnants with Iyarugt.”


  “Nyang!”


  “Yes!”


  Noe and Randy agreed and Grid left the building with Sehee and Yerim. They headed to the next building. His experience constantly rose every time Noe, Randy, and Iyarugt killed the vampires.


  ***


  “W-What is going on?”


  The experience buff for the Korean players ended yesterday. But Grid’s levelling myth didn’t end. His levelling speed was even faster, despite the experience buff disappearing. Level 314. Before they knew it, Grid was at the entrance of the top 40 rankings, causing the world to feel astonishment and doubt.


  Where was Grid hunting, with whom, and how was he hunting that such speed was possible? There were people who wanted answers to these questions.


  ***


  "This is Grid’s building.”


  “Doesn’t it cost 10 billion won?”


  “Having a building like this at a young age. I’m envious.”


  "I feel respect rather than envy. This is a product of Grid’s efforts. I should’ve worked harder in my youth.”


  The outskirts of Seoul. A black luxury sedan stopped in front of a seven-story building that looked modern and contemporary. There was nothing special in terms of structure, but the blue exterior was quite sophisticated and neat.


  "Hrmm."


  People got down from the car and looked at the building. They were Director Lee Gookrae and PD Park Jongsoo from OGC Station.


  “Are you certain Grid is inside?”


  "Yes, it is certain. According to the testimony of the tenants, he hasn’t gone out in recent days.”


  “Indeed... He’s too busy raising his level. Okay, let’s give it a try.”


  Director Lee Gookrae and PD Park Jongsoo entered the building. They wanted to board the elevator to go to the penthouse where Grid resided, but it was impossible.


  “What? The buttons end at the 5th floor? What about the 6th floor?”


  “Maybe the owner has a separate elevator.”


  Grid was a celebrity. It was normal to have a minimum of privacy.


  “Kung... We should’ve gone to the guardhouse.”


  “It would be much more difficult to speak to Grid if we have to go through the guardhouse. We tried calling for three days, but there was no answer.”


  "Ah... Yes, let’s use the stairs on the 5th floor.”


  The two men decided to press the button for the 5th floor. After a moment, the elevator stopped at the 5th floor.


  Dding~


  “...Um?”


  The 5th floor had black marble floor and walls. The high ceiling with chandeliers was a splendid sight. It was like the entrance of a luxurious hotel.


  "It’s quite well built...”


  "It seems like solid contractors built this.”


  "By the way, where are the stairs to the 6th floor?”


  Exit signs couldn’t be seen in the hall. There were only six doors that were presumed to be for officetels.


  "Isn’t this a violation of the building codes?”


  The moment that Director Lee Gookrae spoke. A door opened in the innermost part of the hallway and a grey-haired foreign person appeared. His body had large muscles and he looked like a mixed martial arts fighter. He was like a leopard. The impression was fierce and dirty.


  “Who are you? Why was there no contact from the guardhouse?”


  He chewed gum while asking the question. He looked somewhat familiar? PD Park Jongsoo recognized him first.


  “Toon!”


  “Toon? Ah! The Beast Master of Overgeared!”


  In reality, he had been part of the Italian mafia. Why was he here?


  "What do you want?”


  Toon glanced at them sharply.


  "Gulp."


  Director Lee Gookrae and PD Park Jongsoo gulped at the same time. They were overwhelmed by the look in Toon’s eyes. Their knees weakened.


  Shake.


  Director Lee Gookrae took out a business card with trembling hands and introduced himself.


  "I am a director of OGC Station, Lee Gookrae. We came to meet Shin Youngwoo to discuss broadcast related matters. Can we meet Shin Youngwoo?”


  Director Lee Gookrae vaguely became aware of something. Toon was actually in charge of protecting Grid. He rented out the entire 5th floor to stay near Grid.


  'This seems much safer...’


  The security was on a different scale. Toon paused for a moment before opening one of the six doors in the hallway. Then he unlocked another door that appeared. Now the emergency staircase leading upstairs could be seen.


  “Go up. Bunny Bunny is already there."


  “Bunny Bunny!”


  The world’s leading BJ, which had more influence than a decent TV station, had come to South Korea?


  ‘He got to meet Grid?’


  The player might be stolen. Director Lee Gookrae and PD Park Jongsoo hastily ran up the stairs.




  Chapter 496


  "It isn’t the 6th floor.”


  The 6th floor was the residence of Grid’s family. This was what Grid had said in a magazine interview. He lived independently in the penthouse.


  "Yes, I’m aware of that. I have paid attention to Grid’s interviews. Since I’m also a Grid fan...”


  "Haha, right now, most people are his fans.”


  Thus, they needed to get Grid. Director Lee Gookrae and PD Park Jongsoo passed the 6th floor and headed straight to the 7th. The 7th floor was a rooftop. It was a rooftop with a lawn. There was a small pond with carp, a table made of high quality wood and impressive flowers swaying in the breeze. This garden scenery calmed the minds of anyone who saw it. It was beautiful.


  At the end of the garden, there was a small house with an outer wall made of glass. This was Grid’s rumored penthouse.


  “Wow... This is killing me.”


  “I would like to live in a place like this someday. I think it will be possible in my next life.”


  The experts commentated that Grid was an emerging ‘chaebol.’ (TL: A large family-owned business conglomerate.) 


  Indeed, such a great person would live in a special place like this. Director Lee Gookrae and PD Park Jongsoo couldn’t close their mouths. They were looking around the rooftop when they heard a woman’s voice.


  "Welcome."


  “Y-You?”


  Her ebony hair, snow-white skin, and mysterious atmosphere enhanced her beauty. Her big eyes were as deep as a lake. The person who came out to meet Lee Gookrae and Park Jongsoo was none other than Yura. The most beautiful woman in the world. She finished off the intelligent yet sexy look with a white shirt and black skirt. She was so beautiful that they felt their minds go blank. The rooftop garden was nothing in front of her.


  Lee Gookrae and Park Jongsoo were baffled by Yura’s beauty, but Lee Gookrae recovered first. This was the power of a married man with a loving wife.


  “Why is Yura here?”


  In the past, Yura had visited OGC Station in relation to Grid’s broadcast. She had raised Grid’s price, so Lee Gookrae couldn’t help feeling nervous. He gulped as Yura smiled at him.


  "Is it strange that I’m here? Can’t you vaguely guess the relationship between Youngwoo and I?”


  “Ah!”


  They were lovers!


  ‘I’m envious...’


  Grid had wealth, fame, and a beauty. The director might be a married man, but he couldn’t help envying Grid’s life. PD Park Jongsoo was a solo and his jealousy soared into the sky.


  ‘In my next life, I must be born as Grid.’


  As the two men were confused by the misunderstanding, Yura sighed quietly. She thought it would be nice if Youngwoo was her lover as they thought.


  ‘In reality, I’m just his property manager...’


  Yura shook her head and turned away from reality. She smiled again and led Director Lee Gookrae and PD Park Jongsoo to the table on one side of the garden.


  Tak. Tak.


  The sound of the small spinning wheel placed in the pond next to the table was heard.


  "Do you want to broadcast Youngwoo-ssi’s hunting process?”


  “Yes, that’s correct.”


  There was no need for long words. Lee Gookrae promptly responded to Yura’s question. In response to this, Yura immediately presented the conditions.


  "The amount you have to pay is 20 billion won. In addition, you can’t monopolize the broadcasting rights. You will have to share it with Bunny Bunny, who runs a private station.”


  “What…?”


  Park Jongsoo was upset. They had to pay 20 billion won just for footage of hunting? It wasn’t even an exclusive! This was a complete mockery of the industry.


  ‘Of course we will refuse.’


  PD Park Jongsoo was disappointed.


  “...I understand. I will write up the contract right away.”


  But Lee Gookrae showed an unexpected response.


  "D-Director?”


  Was he senile? PD Park Jongsoon somehow swallowed down his words as Lee Gookrae sighed.


  "There is no discount.”


  In fact, OGC Station had prepared a blank check in exchange for Grid’s ‘exclusive’ hunting broadcast rights. They judged that it was worth it. If they could exclusively disclose the secret behind Grid’s levelling that the world was curious about, they could raise the awareness of OGC while also earning an astronomical amount of advertising revenue.


  Honestly, 20 billion was a small amount. This was even considering the fact that they had to share the broadcast rights with Bunny Bunny. But there was one thing he wanted to emphasize.


  “We paid 5 billion won last year for the broadcast of Youngwoo fighting the Red Knight in the Vatican. What did Yura say at that time? You will give OGC ample rewards. Didn’t you say that you and Youngwoo-ssi would actively appear on OGC? Then what about after that? You refused several love calls from OGC. It’s very sad."


  The thing that Lee Gookrae wanted to say was very simple.


  "I hope we can further develop our relationship with this deal. From now on, please respond to OGC’s love call.”


  Yura’s answer was simple. "If you create a program worth appearing in, I will review it positively at any time.”


  Worth appearing in! It meant she had no intention of appearing in a trivial program.


  ‘The programs that we devised are insignificant...!’


  OGC was called the best gaming broadcasting station in the world, so this stimulated Director Lee Gookrae and PD Park Jongsoo.


  “Okay... I will surely make a valuable program. A wonderful program that you will emerge in!”


  “I’m looking forward to it.”


  It was a year later the legendary programs that would be popular in South Korea and worldwide were produced.


  ***


  "Is it really like this? You’re able to send away a person who flew from the United States so easily? Huh?”


  The world’s top gaming BJ, Bunny Bunny. He wanted to obtain Grid’s broadcasting rights, coming to a faraway foreign land to sign the contract he wanted. It was a contract to cover and broadcast Grid’s hunting process. Of course he was happy. On the other hand, he was also agitated. Grid never left the capsule!


  “Really too much! Not showing your face to someone who came all this way!”


  Yura responded to his agitation.


  “Do you think you can think like a ranker? They are people who play the game while reducing meal time and sleeping time. I can’t interrupt Youngwoo-ssi’s time, even if the president of the United States comes.”


  In fact, Yura’s situation was no better than Bunny Bunny’s. She was generously donating her time to help him, but Grid didn’t even have time to drink a cup of tea with her.


  ‘It makes me sad when I think about it.’


  Had she ever been treated so poorly in her life? Now her pride was stimulated.


  “...?”


  Bunny Bunny was surprised when he saw Yura’s sudden sulky expression.


  "It’s amazing that you can make an expression like this.”


  "I am amazed myself.”


  Her feelings for Grid were unfamiliar. It was fun and complicated. Yura’s smile was more beautiful than ever as she thought this.


  ***


  Overgeared Two. The name of the secondary Overgeared Guild. It was clearly a sloppy name. Many people laughed and made fun of it. However, the members who belonged to Overgeared Two had no major dissatisfaction with their name. Originally, it was supposed to be called ‘Overgeared Workforce.’


  "The average level of Overgeared Two, which was launched after merging with the Silver Knights Guild, has finally exceeded 200.”


  Most of the production classes belonged to Overgeared Two. The levelling speed couldn’t help being delayed. It was very encouraging that the average level now exceeded 200. It proved that the party hunting of the Overgeared Guild was more active than expected. In addition, the Overgeared Guild could produce a wide variety of items in the future.


  Lauel planned to amplify the guild’s morale with a magnificent celebration.


  “How will we celebrate?”


  "A simple way to celebrate the collective effort is to fight and win. Let’s fight. We will win and share the joy of victory.”


  It was a guild that started with a small number of elite members. It took a considerable amount of time to settle the guild and it looked like a social group on the surface. However, this was just a big misunderstanding. Originally, it was a group intended to take advantage of Grid as a king, gain power, and gain benefits.


  War was natural.


  "Grid is currently stuck in the vampire cities. Is it the right time for a war? What crazy words are you saying?”


  "Now is the perfect time for a war.”


  Currently, the world was concentrated on Grid. It was a perfect time to move the troops. Lauel unfolded a map of the Eternal Kingdom and pointed to one place. Patrian. A fortified city situated on the border of the north and west of the Eternal Kingdom.


  "Everybody knows that it has been difficult to make contact with the north after Aslan took the throne.”


  Aslan’s containment against Grid wasn’t blatant and proceeded slowly. On the surface, he acted like he wanted to maintain a good relationship with Grid. But this was just a two-sided strategy. Every time Aslan sent gifts to Reidan, the taxes in the north rose slightly. Every time Aslan sent a letter to Grid, the roads connecting the north and west were closed one by one. It wasn’t easy to raise a fuss because the reason was always plausible.


  Lauel could no longer stand it.


  "It’s very likely that our territory in the north, Bairan, will be isolated. From then on, King Aslan will reveal his true colors.”


  Before that, they had to capture Patrian to connect the north and the west.


  "Will it be as easy as it sounds? When we invade Patrian, King Aslan will send troops to Bairan. Then won’t we completely lose the north and be isolated in the west?”


  "Hah, foolish Vantner.”


  Lauel patted Vantner’s bald head. Then he explained, "Have you forgotten that the ruler of the north is Grid’s father? Marquis Steim will keep King Aslan in check. The ones we should be cautious about are other players, not King Aslan.”


  Once the Overgeared members invaded Patrian, the players would receive a quest to defend Patrian. From this point on, the Overgeared Guild would be categorized as a hostile force to the Eternal Kingdom. Then all the players belonging to the Eternal Kingdom would receive a quest against the Overgeared members.


  "The key is to slow down the timing of the quest. In that sense, the best time to invade is when the players are focused on Grid.”


  They would align the time of the invasion for when Grid’s hunt would be broadcasted. The audience rating of the broadcast was likely to be equivalent to that of the National Competition. There were countless people who wanted to solve the question behind Grid’s levelling speed. It was obvious that the number of people connected to Satisfy would be reduced as soon as Grid’s hunting broadcast started.


  “Our march will be relatively secret and we can take control of the empty Patrian in an instant. Do you understand now, ignorant Vantner? Kukukuk!”


  Lauel covered half his face with his hand and was playing out the chuuni role alone. Thanks to this, he could be faithfully immersed in his role.
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  [An intermediate vampire was destroyed.]


  [A senior vampire was destroyed.]


  [A senior vampire was destroyed...]


  [The title ‘Vampire Slaughter King’ has been obtained!]


  [1,000 fixed damage will be dealt every time you attack a vampire!]


  “Wow... Heok! Wah! Woohoo!”


  Grid let out different cries of excitement. The strength of the God Hands, the items, and the Saintess combined together was constantly surprising him.


  Step.


  Every time Grid moved.


  Peeeeok!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The God Hands that were granted Holy Weapon and Holy Impact struck four vampires with the Mjolnirs, causing dozens of vampires to be simultaneously damaged. Simply put, Grid only had to lightly move for dozens of vampires to collapse.


  ‘Crazy! This is really crazy! A scam!’


  It was so easy to hunt! The excited Grid suddenly became uneasy.


  '...Will I get my account suspended?’


  It was the crime of making an illegal macro called the God Hands...


  “Hah, I am a man.”


  The God Hands were so outstanding that he felt guilty. Items that could wear all items, move by themselves, and kill monsters. They didn’t even have the concept of stamina. He wondered if there were any better items in the world!


  “How did Oppa think about creating such items? Completely amazing! So cool!” Yerim cheered. 


  Grid didn’t have to lift a finger as Noe, Randy, and the God Hands slaughtered the vampires. It was similar to an absolute player portrayed in movies. Watching him was really exciting. On the other hand, Sehee’s appreciation was different.


  “It feels more like a Chinese workshop that I saw in the news...”


  Chinese workshop! It was a place where Chinese people gathered in large numbers for infinite hunting. Their goal was to hunt quickly with pets and dispose of the the items gathered for money. 


  "...Well, I should take a break.”


  Grid ignored Sehee’s words and sat down. It was to restore his fallen stamina. Noe, Randy, and the God Hands continued to hunt while he was taking a break.


  [An intermediate vampire was destroyed.]


  [Experience has been acquired.]


  [An intermediate vampire was destroyed.]


  [Experience has been acquir...]


  Grid was filled with joy as he watched his experience keep rising during his break.


  "It feels like I’ve achieved a dream from a long time ago...”


  “What dream was it?”


  Sehee replied instead of Grid to Yerim’s question.


  "President of vice.”


  He kept making money while pushing his employees to work, then he spent that money freely. Grid had dreamt of being such a person.


  “I’m ashamed when thinking about it now...” Grid scratched his cheeks. "Of course, my dream is different from then.”


  As his life became richer, his mindset expanded, and his perception changed little by little. He didn’t want to exploit the weak now. Sometimes, he felt like wanting to help. Recently, he even gave 3,300 won to a sponsorship program at Uni X.


  ‘I don’t know if I will go to Heaven after death.’


  He really was a good person. Then Sehee asked him.


  “Is the last boss in that building?”


  There were only seven buildings in the 8th city. The number of vampires sleeping in each building was small, making it much smaller than the other cities. However, the total amount of experience was similar. This meant that the average level of the vampires was higher than the other cities and Grid was only to conjecture that the 8th city’s boss was a high noble.


  "That's right. Now only the boss is left.” Grid confirmed that his stamina was recovered and stood up. Then he said to Sehee and Yerim. "From here on, I will go alone.”


  If the city’s boss was a baron~viscount level, he would be able to raid it one-on-one. He was now strong. But he wasn’t certain about earls or higher. In particular, it was dangerous if a direct descendant showed up. Sehee and Yerim couldn’t die. Sehee and Yerim expressed doubts about Grid going to the battlefield alone.


  "Won’t we die anyway if Oppa fails the raid?”


  "This is a dungeon that we can only escape if the boss dies or we do. In order to increase our chances of escape, isn’t it better to fight with you?”


  “Yes...”


  It made sense. In the end, Grid opened the door of the last building with Sehee and Yerim. Randy, Noe and the God Hands returned to his side after clearing the vampire remnants.


  ‘I will succeed in the raid.’


  He was stronger than ever. He was confident about facing Kraugel during his prime. The moment Grid was burning with confidence.


  [The owner of the 8th city, Vampire Viscount Latina has appeared.]


  At the end of the red-carpeted hallway. A dark haired woman was sitting on a throne. She was an obvious beauty, but her ice-cold skin and blue lips gave off a bizarre feeling.


  "Oh my, there are humans? Prey has arrived after a long time.”


  Latina smiled as her red eyes shone. She waved her hand once.


  Kuduk!


  Kudududuk!


  The ground split apart and zombies appeared.


  Clack! Clack clack!


  The joints of the skeletons made bizarre sounds as they approached. The zombies staggered and stared with hollow eyes. There seemed to be 1,000 of them.


  “What is this...?”


  A vampire that was a necromancer? Braham warned as Grid shrank back from the zombies’ sickening smell.


  ‘Latina is one of the nine direct children born from my mother.’


  “...!”


  It was the worst. The moment Grid’s heart sank.


  [The vampire viscount Latina has released a sweet magic power.]


  [You have become confused.]


  [Your spirit can’t endure it. Mana regeneration rate will decrease by 80% and magic resistance by 50%. There is a chance that skills was fail to activate.]


  [Your arms and legs don’t have any strength.]


  [Attack power will decrease by 50% and all speeds will decrease by 30%.]


  [You have resisted.]


  'The kids...!’


  Grid hurriedly looked back. He was worried about Sehee and Yerim. How confusing and scary would it be for the kids to see the creepy skeletons and zombies? Grid was concerned, but Sehee and Yerim were fine. No, they were excited.


  "They are undead.”


  “The skeletons are cute.”


  “...?”


  They didn’t shrink back, despite seeing the 1,000 skeletons and zombies? In addition, the pressure didn’t have an effect on them? The moment that both Grid and Latina were feeling confused.


  “Light of Repentance.”


  Swaaaah!


  Sehee gathered her hands together and prayed. Light poured from her and cleansed the whole area. The skeletons and zombies were surrounded by a warm light and fell to their knees, shedding a few tears before turning to ash.


  [You have killed a monster by yourself.]


  [The level difference with your party members is ignored and you will receive 100% of the experience.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  “...?”


  The undead were at least level 250. She made 1,000 undead fall to their knees and destroyed some of them? Grid was overwhelmed by Sehee’s unreasonable strength. Yerim was also tough. She placed divine buffs on her body and smashed the undead affected by Sehee.


  “Wow...”


  Grid was at a loss for words and Braham’s trembling voice was heard in his ears.


  ‘The Saintess can even destroy the souls of the great demons. Trivial undead can’t raise their heads in front of her.’


  “Ah...”


  There was something that Braham, Iyarugt, and the great demon Hell Gao had in common. It was the fact that even when they died and lost their bodies, the soul didn’t disappear.


  ‘Is the soul of the demonkin immortal?’


  Only the Saintess could destroy the soul. Grid was thrilled as he realized that Sehee’s value was much higher than expected.


  ‘Latina is pitiful.’


  Braham felt sorry for his sister.


  ***


  ‘What is this?’


  Latina was one of the nine children directly born from Shizo Beriache. She had a lowly title because she avoided the annoying responsibilities. Her power was absolute. In particular, she was the only one of her brethren who could rule over the dead, which resembled the power of first great demon Baal. Thus she was very proud of herself. Until Marie Rose appeared, she believed that she could reign over all the vampires. 


  The great Latina was now embarrassed by humans. Humans. They were a species that was the vampire’s prey.


  ‘Originally, they should’ve collapsed at the sight of me...’


  One male and two females. They weren’t ordinary. Rather than kneeling before her great magic power, they stood upright and even made the dead kneel. It was a situation she couldn’t understand.


  ‘No, I heard there are some strong people among the humans.’


  Hundreds of years ago, there were some scandalous people praised as legends. She never saw them directly, but perhaps these humans were in the same class.


  ‘What rubbish.’


  Ssik!


  Latina grinned wickedly and shouted to the dead.


  "Get up and fight!”


  Kikik! Kik!


  Kuwaaah!


  The skeletons and zombies on their knees slowly started to raise themselves. Latina increased the amount of magic power to the undead, causing the low level power of the Saintess to not work anymore.


  “Hohoho! This is it!” Latina used the momentum and shouted, "Kill them all!"


  Creak. Kik!


  Kuwaaah!


  The skeletons and zombies headed for Grid.


  “As expected, we’re still not helpful. Oppa, have strength. Holy Weapon. Holy Impact.”


  Shaaaaaah-


  The God Hands floating next to Grid were covered with a white light.


  Peok!


  Peok peok peok!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The buffed God Hands started beating the undead with Mjolnir. Latina opened her mouth as she saw the bone fragments and rotten flesh scattered all over the place.


  “Why is it so easy?”


  It didn’t make any sense. Latina suddenly noticed the human male. He seemed to be the ones controlling the floating golden hands.


  ‘It’s annoying, but I have to go out directly.’


  Latina decided and flew towards Grid. Her body turned to smoke and she approached Grid without a sound, stabbing her sharp nails towards Grid. But Grid’s Sword Ghost was faster than her nails.


  “The bait was taken.”


  Grid laughed at the amazed and puzzled Latina. As his hair turned white, he placed his hand on the defenseless Latina’s face and shot a Fireball.
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  [You have dealt 205,000 damage to the target.]


  [20,500 fire damage will be dealt per second for 13 seconds.]


  [The magic has been fired at close range. The explosion effect of Fireball is maximized.]


  [You have dealt 410,000 damage to the target.]


  [The blow has caused bleeding (large) in the target’s affected area.]


  [The target has resisted.]


  [The target has been affected by the ‘confused’ state.]


  [The target has resisted.]


  “...!!”


  Grid dealt a counterattack to Latina. The mental shock she suffered was larger than the physical.


  ‘What? This guy with weak magic power...!?’


  The direct descendants of Beriache inherently had high magic power. Among them, Latina’s magic power was exceptional. The humans classified as great magicians were just small fry in front of her. Then how did this human hit her with magic. There was no chance. It was impossible.


  Yet Grid did it. He was someone with only 2,000 intelligence! Did Grid have something special?  No, it was because Braham’s pure magic was so powerful. The magic wasn’t called ‘enhanced’ for nothing. The white-haired Grid. In other words, Braham, trembled.


  "My magic does such terrible damage... This is the limit of a stupid body.”


  “...!”


  Latina’s eyes widened with surprise. The human in front of her. His atmosphere had completely changed from a moment ago.


  ‘This tone...'


  The arrogant expression and eyes. Even the impression of the magic power gave her the creeps. Above all, the dark red eyes.


  “No way. You are?”


  Latina hurriedly withdrew as she speculated. The white-haired Grid smiled at her.


  “It has been a while.”


  “Braham!”


  There were originally 10 direct descendants, rather than nine. But the vampires didn’t mention the 10th. Braham Eshwald. They didn’t want to think about that lunatic who was exiled.


  “You... What are you doing here?”


  Braham called the clan a ‘lazy and useless race’ and wanted to destroy them. There were countless clan members who died because of him, including Elfin Stone’s fiance. Latina loathed Braham. She also feared him. Braham looked at her shrieking self and laughed.


  "Can’t you see this face? Right now, I am borrowing it. This face isn’t mine. Otherwise, how could you forget your brother’s face?”


  "Shut up! Don’t joke around with that filthy mouth!"


  The more frightened a beast, the more they barked. Latina showed her survival instinct and summoned new undead. They were on a different dimension from the previously summoned skeletons and zombies. More than 200 Skeleton warriors, skeleton mages, and ghouls simultaneously rose from the ground.


  The surprising thing was that a death knight was leading the undead. It was a impressive skeleton in black armor and holding a burning sword.


  ‘This looks serious... Isn’t it dangerous?’


  Grid was concerned, while Sehee and Yerim shrank back.


  -Oppa, I can’t do anything to the senior undead because my level is low. I will support you with buffs and heals as much as possible.


  Sehee sent a message in the party chat to the white-haired Grid.


  “I don’t need help.”


  "...”


  Was this her brother? His tone was completely different from usual. His appearance had also changed. His manly look had become a pretty face that could only be seen in manhwa. The rumor was that the white-haired Grid was a completely different entity from the original Grid. The white-haired Grid looked at the confused Sehee.


  'I can’t feel it yet. She is still beginning.’


  At times like this, he thought it wouldn’t be bad to show it in advance. Saintess, a unique being who could destroy him. If he didn’t want to suffer later, it was better to appeal to her now. Braham decided and spoke to Grid.


  'Manipulate the God Hands. Move according to my intentions.’


  Braham was requesting cooperation? It must be because the opponent was a direct descendant. Grid felt tense and replied.


  ‘Believe in me.’


  "...”


  Could Braham trust him? He didn’t know why, but he couldn’t believe in Grid. At the same time.


  “Advance to the beat!”


  Kurung! Kung. Kurururung.


  Latina’s magic power started to roar loudly. It was refined like a melody and became music.


  [The stats of Latina’s summoned undead has risen. The movement speed will greatly increase.]


  [The stats of all living creatures will fall.]


  [You have resisted.]


  “Kihihit!”


  The strengthened undead started to advance. The undead overcame one of their biggest weaknesses, the slow movement speed, and quickly surrounded Grid’s party.


  "...”


  The white-haired Grid didn’t look back at Sehee and Yerim. t wasn’t that he didn’t care. He knew that he had an obligation to look after them. Nevertheless, the reason he didn’t look back was because his goal was to win before they were in danger. The white-haired Grid pointed to the death knight at the forefront.


  “Hit it at once!”


  ‘Understood!’


  Grid responded to Brahan’s request and ordered Noe and Randy. Noe, Randy, and the God Hands assaulted the single death knight. The result was terrible.


  [Your pet ‘Noe’ has attacked Death Knight Buratan.]


  [Scratch has dealt 8,300 damage to the target.]


  [Your pet ‘Randy’ has attacked Death Knight Buratan.]


  [Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Linked Kill has dealt 36,000 damage to the target.] 


  [God Hand (1) has attacked Death Knight Buratan.]


  [You have dealt 2,500 damage to the target.]


  [The effect of the Ultimate Enhanced Mjolnir has dealt 3,800 divine damage to the target.]


  [The effect of Holy Weapon has dealt 500 divine damage to the target.]


  [The effect of Holy Impact deals an addition 3,800 + 500 damage to all ‘evil’ targets within 5 meters of the target hit.]


  [The God Hand (2)...]


  [The God Hand (3)...]


  [The God Hand (4)...]


  [The effect of Holy Impact deals an addition 2,700 + 500 damage to all ‘evil’ targets within 5 meters of the target hit.


  [Your pets ‘Noe’ and ‘Randy’ have been affected by Holy Impact and suffered 13,900 damage.]


  “Nyang! It hurts!”


  “H-Hurts...”


  ‘...’


  Noe and Randy were creatures. They were classified as evil creatures and were hurt by the divine power. Grid overlooked the fact that they were close to the God Hands and were hit by the splash damage. Grid felt guilty as he saw Noe and Randy struggling with the pain.


  "Is stupidity a difficult disease to fix?”


  The white-haired Grid scoffed and used magic. He concentrated the explosion at the area affected by successive Holy Impacts. In other words, Grid precisely aimed the magic at Death Knight Buratan. It wasn’t any special magic. The magic that Braham could use with Grid’s current magic power was limited.


  This time it was once again Fireball (Enhanced). However, the power of this Fireball was different from the previous one. The explosion effect was attached to Braham’s enhanced Fireball.


  Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa! Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  The explosion effect of Fireball was maximized, generated a huge shock at the point of impact. The undead’s movement speed was greatly reduced and Latina was also shaken. In a short period of time, Braham calculated the way that her upper body would lean and fired Magic Missile (Enhanced) with no time difference.


  Continue, continue, continue. He fired until his mana was completely depleted!


  Peng!


  Pepepepeong!


  “Ugh! Kiyaaaaaak!”


  The scary thing about Braham’s basic spells, the mastered versions, was that there was no casting time. Latina’s shield was quickly consumed and her health decreased. Braham criticized her.


  "This is the end of your laziness.” A lazy person didn’t develop, would be left behind and eventually become prey. "This way will just lead to the decline of our clan.”


  If they were going to be destroyed anyway...


  "Become my food.”


  [You have no mana.]


  [You have failed to activate Magic Missile (Enhanced).]


  This notification window popped up. Then Grid’s hair and eyes turned black as he reached Latina. The undead that should’ve protected Latina? They were scattered across the floor due to the combined effect of Holy Impact and Fireball’s explosion. The death knight and some sturdy undead were rushing over, but it was too late. Grid took a mana potion made by Reidan’s alchemy facility and performed a sword dance.


  “Open Rune of Darkness. Blackening. Blacksmith's Rage. Quick Movements. Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  “You! Brahammmm!”


  A ghost was bothering her! Tears poured down Latina’s face as Holy Weapon, Holy Impact, and Pinnacle Kill hit her. At the same time, Latina counterattacked, piercing Grid’s chest with her nails that were surrounded by blood magic.


  [You have suffered 133,300 damage.]


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  [The target that attacked is evil. Holy Explosion will return half of the damage received.]


  Latina's counterattack. It was more deadly to her because she had been prepared to die in order to kill the enemy. But she was a direct descendant. She didn’t die easily.


  “Life Drain... Heok?”


  Latina attempted to reverse the battlefield by absorbing Grid’s health, only to be shocked.


  ‘This guy doesn’t have any health?’


  How was he still moving?


  “You! Are you a zombie?”


  "Linked Kill Wave, Linked Kill, Transcended Link, Kill, Link, Pinnacle, Wave and Transcend.”


  Grid attacked during his 5 seconds immortal state. He disregarded whatever Latina did and used Pagma’s Swordsmanship continuously. The storm of brilliant skills effects wrapped around Grid and Latina, forcing Sehee and Yerim to stare at the battle that was on a different dimension. Then after a while, their vision was dominated by multiple notification windows.


  [Owner of the 8th city, Vampire Viscount Latina is forced to sleep after exhausting all her powers.]


  [The level of party leader ‘Grid’ has risen!]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired Latina’s Necklace.]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired the Direct Vampire’s Pajamas.]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired 3 blessed weapon enhancement stones.]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired 5 blessed armor enhancement stones.]


  Up to this point, it was the information windows that Sehee and Yerim saw. The followed notification windows were only for Grid.


  [Latina’s strength is engraved on the Rune of Darkness.]


  [You have sealed three of Shizo Beriache’s direct line. The title ‘Qualification of a Blood King’ has been acquired.]


  [Qualification of a Blood King]


  It is the qualification to be the king of all the direct descendants.


  You will give a sense of pressure to ordinary vampires. The abilities of general vampires fighting against you will decrease by 10%.


  You will give a sense of hostility to true blood vampires. The abilities of all true blood vampires fighting against you will increase by 10%.


  Direct vampires will be interested in you. The chances of meeting a direct descendant will increase. Gaining favorability with direct descendants will be relatively easy.


  "...??"


  Qualification of a Blood King. The name was cool but the effect was uncertain. Grid grumbled and asked Braham.


  ‘Is this good or bad?’


  'It’s naturally bad. Why do you want to become friendly with such trash? I am the only worthy vampire friend.’


  ‘...??’


  Why was he so sensitive? Grid couldn’t understand the sulking Braham.
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  Grid ignored the uncooperative Braham and thought about it, coming to his own conclusion.


  "I think it’s good.”


  The probability of true blood vampires emerging was very low. 1~2 true blood vampires would appear for every 200~300 vampires. In other words, most of Grid’s experience came from hunting normal vampires.


  ‘A 10% drop in an ordinary vampire’s stats will result in faster hunting and levelling up.’


  Thus, the Qualification of a Blood King title was good. Of course, the 10% increase in the stats of a true blood vampire was a big burden. Strong enemies were going to become stronger.


  ‘Right now, I have Mjolnir and my sister with me.’


  He was close to unbeatable in the vampire cities. He didn’t need to worry about the increase in power for the true blood vampires.


  ‘The story will change if I meet a true blood vampire above an earl.’


  However, it was extremely rare that simple true blood vampires, who weren’t direct descendants, would gain such a high title. Grid shook off his anxiety and confirmed the information of the newly updated Rune of Darkness.


  [Rune of Darkness]


  Bound Item.


  It is permanently preserved in your inventory. Trading, dropping, or destroying it is impossible.


  -Usage Effect: Demonic power state will rise in exchange for its use.


  * Normal attacks and skill attacks will deal an addition 20% dark damage.


  Unique Lasting Effect: When dealing with named demonkin and demons, you can absorb unique attributes.


  * Tiramet’s Power: If your health drops below 10%, health will be restored to 30% in an instant. Cooldown Time: 12 hours.


  * Latina’s Power: The ‘Can you Become the King of the Dead?’ skill is generated.


  “What?” Grid frowned. "What is with the questionable skill name?”


  Looking at the name, it had the smell of a B-grade skill.


  "No. The skill that I obtained can’t be B-grade.”


  It was the skill obtained by defeating a direct descendant. It would certainly be a noble ability. Grid suppressed his doubts and increased his anticipation as he confirmed the details of the skill.


  [Can you Become the King of the Dead?]


  You can summon to ‘Growth-type Skeletons’ that will gain five stat points every time the level is raised.


  The skeletons will start off at level 1.


  The skeletons’ basic stats are 3 strength, 3 stamina, 3 agility and 1 intelligence.


  Skill Mana Cost: 3,000


  Skills Duration: Until the summoning is release or the skeletons are destroyed.


  Skill Cooldown Time: None.


  “Ah, shit.”


  A skill to summon level 1 skeletons? There wasn’t even a skill level. It was just this feature.


  "Complete garbage. The mana consumed is also ridiculous.”


  Generally, the stats of a pet were affected by the summoning skill and the summoner’s stats. Let’s look at a necromancer who summoned skeletons for example. The necromancer’s basic skills included ‘Summon Skeleton’ and ‘Skeleton Enhancement,’ and their unique stat was ‘Domination.’ The higher the level of the skills and this stat, the stronger the skeletons that the necromancer summoned. It meant that necromancers didn’t need to raise skeletons directly from level 1. 


  However, this damn Can you Become the King of the Dead? skill forced him to raise the skeletons directly.


  “There was a garbage skill like this?”


  The name indicated that the skeletons could grow. They were likely to develop into very high level skeletons. But they were still skeletons. Slow, dull, and weak. In addition, they only gained 5 stat points per level. The default stats were also trash!


  “Sigh... I would like to have the skill to summon a death knight.”


  Why should he suffer in order to raise the skeletons? Furthermore, if he wanted to raise the skeletons, he needed to move to a novice training ground, which was a waste of time.


  "I'm going to abandon this skill."


  Grid used the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill on another item.


  Ttiring~


  [The blacksmith who became a legend can appraise items with an excellent discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will be found.]


  [You have discovered a hidden feature in the item!]


  [Latina’s Necklace]


  Rating: Epic (Growth)


  * Intelligence +300


  The favorite necklace of Latina, one of Beriache’s direct line.


  It has the effect of raising the stats of undead pets by 20%.


  * If this necklace grows to a legendary rating, the wearer can summon Vampire Viscount Latina.


  User Restriction: Level 320 or higher.


  Weight: 10


  “I’m going crazy.”


  Wasn’t this a necklace for necromancers?


  “Why are there only useless items?”


  Grid knew that he could get tens of billions of won if he placed this on the auction site. However, he couldn’t sell this item. In particular, what if it landed in the hands of Agnus? It would be the worst. There was no need to invite danger.


  ‘I should use it myself instead of selling it.’


  The performance of the necklace itself was quite decent. It increased intelligence by 300. 


  ‘The amount of mana to use Braham’s magic will increase. It will be useful in many ways.’


  It was only an epic rating. The necklace was likely to give +1,000 intelligence once it reached the legendary rating.


  ‘Yes... I will use it. I can also strengthen the skeletons.’


  He felt like he was branching out more and more, but why turn a blind eye to a means to get stronger? Grid decided to test out the Can you Become the King of the Dead? skill. It was to accurately grasp the state of the skeletons.


  “Summon Skeletons!”


  [The Ring of Absurdity has reduced resource consumption by 50%. 1,500 mana has been consumed.]


  Clack!


  Clack clack clack clack!


  The moment the summoning skill was used. Two skeletons emerged from beside Grid, shaking from side to side. Their bones hit each other and the sound steadily became louder, causing Grid to be irritated.


  "You’re noisy.”


  The skeletons were truly sloppy. It started from their appearance. The color was yellowish and their skulls were partly cracked. It was likely that the bones didn’t have any strength.


  "You should drink a lot of milk... Tsk tsk.”


  Clack clack! Clack!


  Their owner spoke harsh words from the first meeting, but the skeletons raised their jaws as if they liked whatever Grid said.


  ‘Ah, the skeletons have no intelligence.’


  Undead monsters had no feelings and thoughts. They needed to be at least a death knight or lich for cognition to occur.


  "You won’t be able to understand my words for the rest of your lives...”


  Grid checked their status window.


  [Skeleton (1)]


  Lv. 1


  Health: 45/45    Mana: 3


  Strength: 3


  Stamina: 3


  Agility: 3


  Intelligence: 1


  Items Worn: None


  Skills Possessed: None


  "Wow, this is like daylight robbery.”


  The skeletons summoned by a typical necromancer had old longswords by default. Grid’s skeletons were completely bare.


  "I have to give you weapons as well?” 


  No, wait?


  'What if I make items that are suitable for them to wear?’


  Perhaps the overgeared skeletons would be born?


  “Wow...”


  Maybe they would be quite useful.


  ‘If I add the effect of Latina’s Necklace...’


  Skeleton generals or death knights might be a dream, but he could likely raise them to be skeleton warriors. Grid had this thought and looked at the skeletons affectionately.


  “You will be Overgeared Skeleton One. You will be Overgeared Skeleton Two.”


  Clack clack!  


   Clack!


  The skeletons nodded.


  ‘Are they happy about the good name?’


  Of course, that wasn’t possible. The skulls had no emotions or thoughts.


  “Oppa?”


  Sehee and Yerim approached Grid, who was looking at the skeletons. They gave Grid the blessed enhancement stones and showed interest in the skeletons.


  “They’re your skeletons?”


  "The skeletons are cute! Don’t the eye sockets look like half-moons? Is this called glaring eyes? Lovely~”


  “This is a dirty impression, not nice... Eh? What happened?”


  Grid was shocked when he saw Sehee’s staff. The Wooden Staff that he put a lot of effort into enhancing to +9 had lost its light.


  “Why isn’t there a light?”


  A +9 enhanced weapon scattered beautiful white light. Sehee’s staff had no light around it. It was like it wasn’t enhanced.


  ‘Don’t tell me...’


  Sehee gave the worst news to Grid.


  “I failed in the enhancement.”


  "...”


  “Two weeks ago, it fell to +7. Then I tried the blessed enhancement stone that Oppa gave me before and it fell to +6. Isn’t enhancement really hard?”


  "...”


  ***


  Grid’s group left the 8th city and took a moment’s rest in the desert. It was to decide the next schedule. Grid wanted to go straight to the 6th city, but...


  “I’m going to sleep now since I have school tomorrow.”


  “It’s already 2 a.m. Ohh, I have to sleep at 10 p.m. in order for my breasts to grow...”


  “Go. And thank you for today.”


  “See you tomorrow!”


  "...”


  The girls logged out, leaving Grid alone. It felt strange as the bustling atmosphere immediately quieted down.


  "It’s because the cute kids have left.”


  Should he sleep early today? Grid’s expression became sneaky as he thought about the last item Latina dropped.


  [Direct Vampire’s Pajamas]


  Rating: Legendary


  A short, white nightgown.


  The skin will shine through when wearing it. Be careful when wearing it.


  Conditions of Use: None.


  Weight: 30


  “Huhuhut.”


  The Direct Vampire’s Pajamas. There was no way of knowing its performance. But one thing was for sure, the design of Latina’s pajamas was very sexy.


  ‘It will suit Irene!’


  The underwear... It seemed he would be able to give her 10 more babies.


  Then a whisper flew to the chuckling Grid. It was from Lauel.


  -Grid, I have finished the arrangements with the broadcasting station and decided the schedule.


  -OGC and Bunny Bunny? Did they approach first as you expected?


  -Huhut, indeed. Well, there’s no need to admire my brilliance. It wasn’t much for a day or two of work.


  -Uh... Yes, how is the contract information?


  -Yura did her job very well. Check it later.


  -I understand. Brief me about tomorrow’s shooting schedule and future plans.


  -The plan hasn’t changed. Your hunt will be broadcast live all over the world. While people’s attention is focused on you, the Overgeared Guild will go to Patrian. 


  -Is it really okay? Patrian has Great Magician Ashur.


  Satisfy raised the level of NPCs in accordance to the average level of the users. It was highly likely that Earl Ashur now had his fourth advancement. He would be incomparably stronger, making Grid worried about whether the Overgeared members could handle him.


  Lauel calmed him down.


  -I have a way. Don’t worry about it and enjoy your playing.




  Chapter 500


  1 year and 3 months in real time was 3 years and 9 months in game time. This was the period that Lauel had served Grid. From the first moment he realized Grid’s potential until now. For a long time, Lauel had worked harder for Overgeared than anyone else.


  As any Satisfy player, he once dreamt of great achievements. It was to be the protagonist behind a kingdom construction.


  ‘Long...’


  It was difficult and painful. But that made him enjoy it even more. Grid and the Overgeared members. He had gone through many incidents and sufferings with his fellow colleagues. There were many crises, such as Grid naming the guild Overgeared, Grid naming the guild Overgeared, and Grid naming the guild Overgeared, but it was rewarding.


  "...”


  Lauel’s office. Lauel was filled with joyful emotions after his whispers to Grid and opened his eyes. Faker stood in front of him. As usual, he appeared without a sound. Lauel had adapted, so he asked without any surprise. “Have the results from the scouts arrived?”


  The soldiers of Reidan had been trained by Piaro and Asmophel. The soldiers trained by the former pillars of the Saharan Empire were exceptional. The soldiers of Reidan had high levels and their skills and stats were much better than soldiers of the same level. There was also Grid’s items. In short, they were elites. Elite soldiers.


  Among them were scouts who were trained by Faker. They learned how to move covertly and quickly. Thus, Lauel believed in the skills of the scouts. Of course, Faker gave him a wonderful answer.


  “I have obtained the layout of Patrian.”


  “Ohh!”


  Lauel’s face turned rosy. He was pleased and requested the report. However, Faker asked him with a serious expression. 


  "Can we expose Grid’s power like this?”


  It might allow them to easily win the battle, but Faker questioned if they should reveal Grid’s hunting scene. If Grid’s current power was revealed, it was no different than giving hostile forces a strategy against him.


  ‘This is true.’


  Faker was quiet and didn’t often express his thoughts. However, he was also a member of Overgeared. He was always worried about Grid. It wasn’t enough to call it loyalty or justice. It was friendship and affection.


  ‘Hasn’t he been watching Grid much longer than me...?’


  Lauel smiled. He stared confidently at Faker.


  “You don’t have to worry about the world knowing about Grid’s full power.”


  Grid’s greatest strength was the flexibility of his items. He was a person who could exert a completely new power by making and wearing items to suit the time and place.


  “The him today is not the same as the him tomorrow. The world will never be able to measure him.”


  If a force analyzed Grid’s weaknesses based on his power today, they would never be able to threaten him. In the meantime, Grid would produce new items and have different abilities than before. 


  ***


  Bland.


  The only son of Earl Ashur, one of the 10 great magicians on the continent. He had been taken hostage by Grid for three years already. He learned a lot from Piaro over the years. He now knew how to use all the farming equipment and how to utilize his mana for farming.


  He had excellent talent in magic like his father, and was also skilled with the sword. Now that he learned Piaro’s farming methods, he reached a new field and people called him the ‘Magic Swordsman of the Field.’ In the fields... He was really strong.


  “Have you looked back on your life in Reidan?”


  It was the farmers’ snack time. Despite the bloodline of a noble of the Eternal Kingdom, Bland was covered in dirt and eating a potato. Lauel came to him and asked.


  Bland put the potato in his mouth and replied cynically. "You want me to look back on my life as a hostage?”


  “No. That isn’t the case. We have never treated you as a hostage.”


  "...”


  “You have always been respected and allowed freedom. I’ll ask you again. How was your life in Reidan?”


  "...”


  There was nothing wrong with Lauel’s statement. After being brought to Reidan, Bland had never been forced to do anything except for farming on the first day. He wasn’t monitored and didn’t suffer any restrictions or discrimination. In fact, Bland could’ve escaped at any time. But Bland didn’t run away.


  He kept living in Reidan. It was comfortable. As a prestigious heir in the kingdom and the son of a great magician, he grew up with the prejudices and anticipation of the people. His life as an ordinary farmer was delightful. It was thanks to the Overgeared members and Reidan people who didn’t discriminate against him.


  “Well... It isn’t that bad." Bland avoided his gaze and answered.


  Lauel asked again as Bland’s cheeks bulged from the potato.


  “What would you do if you lived here with Earl Ashur?”


  “...!”


  Bland was shocked. His eyes opened angrily and he cried out.


  “Earl Lauel! What are you saying? Don’t tell me you...!”


  Prince Ren waged war against Duke Grid and was killed by Prince Aslan, who rose to the throne. Bland knew the truth that the world didn’t know. He couldn’t help it, being in Reidan. He had been expecting it. King Aslan regarded Reidan, which knew the truth, as an eyesore. Someday, Reidan would become independent from the Eternal Kingdom. His father would be swept up in it. But Bland didn’t know it would be this fast.


  “You intend to rebel against the royal family and threaten Patrian...!”


  Bland shouted, filled with anxiety about his father. Lauel raised two fingers.


  "There are two things wrong with your words. It’s true that we are hostile to the Eternal Kingdom, but we aren’t rebels. Duke Grid only pledged allegiance to King Wiesbaden. From the time of the king’s death, we no longer belonged to the Eternal Kingdom. In other words, it isn’t a rebellion if we are hostile towards the Eternal Kingdom.”


  "...”


  It was sophistry. But originally it was called politics. It was easy to use a justification like this when there was the smallest gap. Bland didn’t deny it and Lauel continued.


  “And I don’t intend to threaten Patrian. How can we threaten one of the best fortified cities in Eternal, ruled by Earl Ashur, one of the 10 great magicians on the continent? We just want to embrace it. I need your strength in order to do that.”


  "Do you want me to persuade my father? He won’t abandon the Eternal Kingdom to serve Duke Grid!”


  The family of Earl Ashur had served Eternal’s royal family for generations. It was impossible to betray Eternal. Earl Ashur would never betray the royal family. Bland was certain of it. However, Lauel’s thoughts were quite different.


  "The person who should’ve been on the throne is Prince Ren, not Prince Aslan. However, Prince Aslan borrowed power from a foreign nation and stole Prince Ren’s throne. This is an unforgivable sin and the current Eternal royal family isn’t authentic. There’s no reason why Earl Ashur should be loyal to the current royal family.”


  "...”


  Bland’s eyes started to tremble. Lauel whispered to the confused Bland.


  “The pure and honest Bland who likes potatoes... If you don’t want your father to be a puppet duped by a false king, you should accompany me to tell him the truth. I will protect you, even if there is some danger in the process.”


  Bland’s hands and feet curled up. At the same time, the muscles of his body contracted and sweat dripped down his back. Bland was embarrassed by this sensation that he felt for the first time and nodded, trying to regain his calmness. Then he carefully opened his mouth.


  "I understand... I also want to give my father a taste of the rainbow potato.”


  His father dedicated his life to the country simply because their family served the royal family for generations. Bland wanted to show his father new pleasures in life. Lauel looked at him in a pleased manner before turning his attention to the sky. It was the direction of Gauss.


  ‘I’ve prepared the fishing rod. Now I need the bait.’


  ***


  "By the order of Earl Lauel!”


  "We will leave in four hours!”


  There were a total of nine knights in Reidan. One of them was Jude, who had served Grid for a long time, while the other eight were young talents raised by Piaro and Asmophel. The swordsmanship, agricultural, and tactical abilities of these young knights were very good. It wasn’t a match for the Red Knights yet, but they were far superior to the Black Knights. If Piaro and Asmophel kept training them, it was highly likely they would develop into Red Knights. They were confused as they ran around and checked the soldiers.


  “The commander?”


  "No way, he didn’t appear again today?”


  It happened since going to the place called Siren. Commander Asmophel was strange for several days and suddenly disappeared. In the past month, he hadn’t been seen anywhere in Reidan. The anxious knights asked the Overgeared nobles, including Lauel, about Asmophel’s whereabouts, but the only reply was that they shouldn’t worry.


  No one knew where Asmophel was. However, he was strong and clever. There was no need to worry about him... Yet he didn’t appear even before a campaign! Commander Piaro was in Siren, so who would command the army if Asmophel wasn’t here? The eight confused knights turned to attention to Jude, who was standing quietly on one side.


  "Will he lead the army on behalf of Asmopehl?”


  "Rumor has it that he has served Duke Grid for a long time. There should be numerous achievements...”


  “I don’t know if he’s capable enough to replace Asmophel."


  "He’s someone that Duke Grid chose. Of course he will be amazing. He has acted as protector of Winston for a long time.”


  The young knights talked among themselves and soon approached Jude.


  "Sir Jude, the soldiers are ready. We can leave at any time.”


  "What should we do now?"


  "...”


  Jude was silent. He looked silently at the soldiers. His eyes were so solemn that the young knights couldn’t help gulping.


  ‘Did we make a mistake?’


  'Did we mislead the soldiers?’


  The young knights were nervous. Jude stayed silent for a while before finally opening his mouth.


  “We. Go. Where?”


  “...?”


  ‘Is this a joke?’


  The young knights didn’t yet know the reality of their senior knight. On the other hand, among the 3,000 soldiers of Reidan who were standing in front of Jude and the eight knights. One soldier had sharp eyes.


  ‘I am still not from enough. Unless I start again from a soldier and build up achievements and experience, I won’t be recognized by Duke Grid. I won’t be able to reach a higher ground. I will do my best as a soldier.’


  The identity of this soldier was surprisingly Commander Asmophel.




  Chapter 501


  "Let's go! Overgeared Skeletons!”


  Clack! Clack clack clack!


  Reidan’s desert. A black-haired man was crossing the desert with two skeletons.


  Hwiiiing~~~~~~~


  "Ah!” Spit! Spit spit!


  A young man felt pained as the wind blew sand into his eyes and mouth. Two skeletons followed obliviously behind him.


  Clack!


  Clack clack! Clack!


  The skeletons couldn’t withstand the pressure of the wind and their joints twisted in different directions. They were like gentle dancers as their limbs broke down.


  [The Overgeared Skeletons have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  [Overgeared Skeleton (1) has returned to the soil.]


  [Overgeared Skeleton (2) has returned to the soil.]


  [The Overgeared Skeletons won’t lose experience.]


  "...”


  After capturing the 8th city. Grid wanted to try hunting young scorpions in the desert with the skeletons. The level of the young scorpions was only 20~30. Rather than being classified as monsters, it was classified as a monster’s prey. If Grid supported them well, the Overgeared Skeletons could hunt them and raise their levels.


  But what was this? The Overgeared Skeletons were destroyed by the wind before they could even meet the scorpions! Grid was stunned.


  “Wow... Seriously trash.”


  Undead monsters were known for their weak durability. Their bodies were easily broken and this was directly related to a decline in fighting ability.  But the Overgeared Skeletons were different. Since their basic stats were garbage, their bodies were broken and they were killed. These skeletons were pathetic and were among the weakest undead Grid had ever encountered.


  “The power obtained from defeating a direct descendant...”


  He knew that the Overgeared Skeletons were highly likely to have great growth potential. But no matter how well they were raised, it was evident they would never compare to a death knight. Was it worth the trouble to raise these guys? Grid couldn’t help questioning.


  ‘But if there’s one good point...’


  The Overgeared Skeletons didn’t lose experience if they died. They just died. If he repeatedly summoned them to hunt, he might be able to raise their levels.


  "I should hunt rabbits when I return to Reidan.”


  Grid lost motivation and logged out. It was time to sleep. He hadn’t been able to sleep well for two days, so his head and body were very tired.


  ***


  While Grid was sleeping. As always, Lauel was working on behalf of Grid. The appearance of the hard working staff member became an inspiration for the Overgeared members, while inspiring compassion at the same time.


  The Gauss Kingdom. A kingdom located on the northernmost point of the continent, bordered by the Eternal Kingdom. The east and west areas of the two kingdoms were close to each other and had a bad relationship. The Eternal Kingdom and Gauss Kingdom didn’t have a good relationship.


  In order to advance into the central part of the continent, Gauss must pass through Eternal. In order to advance to the sea, Eternal must pass through Gauss. A separate tariff had to be paid in order for them to trade with each other. The Gauss Kingdom was in a worse position than the Eternal Kingdom, which could easily enter the center of the continent.


  “If it wasn’t for Earl Ashur...!”


  Marquis Valtin. He had been serving the Gauss Kingdom for generations and was responsible for the defense of the fortified city Borneo. Borneo was a very important base for defending the border of the Gauss Kingdom. It faced the fortified city of Patrian in the Eternal Kingdom and frequently clashed with Patrian.


  Historically, the number of battles between Borneo and Patrian had reached the hundreds. But war didn’t occur in the present day. It was due to one of the 10 great magicians on the continent. Earl Ashur. Since he became lord of Patrian, Marquis Valtin didn’t dare go against Patrian. What did it matter how well trained his army was? They would be burned to ashes by the magic!


  "I should’ve learned magic when I was young...”


  Instead, he learned swordsmanship. Marquis Valtin was staring out the window when the voice of a deputy entered his ears.


  "A guest from the Eternal Kingdom has come to see you.”


  “Hrmm.”


  The Gauss Kingdom might be at odds with the Eternal Kingdom, but that didn’t mean there were no interactions. As a neighbouring kingdom, there were many superficial policies implemented. In order to enter the Gauss Kingdom from the Eternal Kingdom, everyone had to go through Borneo. Therefore, Borneo was often visited by the king or nobles of Eternal.


  “Come in.”


  Marquis Valtin politely welcomed the guest. No matter what he thought, he was a professional politician. He couldn’t be rude to guests visiting from Eternal. After a moment. A man entered Marquis Valtin’s office. He was a young man with silver hair.


  ‘No, isn’t he a boy?’


  The guest was very young. The inwardly confused Marquis Valtin smiled and spoke, "Welcome to Borneo. But what should I call you?”


  The silver-haired boy bowed and introduced himself politely.


  "I am Earl Lauel of Eternal. I come on behalf of Duke Grid of Reidan.”


  “Hah...”


  Marquis Valtin’s eyes sharpened. The names Lauel and Grid. Marquis Valtin were familiar with them. There was no way he couldn’t know their names. A few years ago, they were the ones who rescued Reinhardt from the golem invasion. Marquis Valtin was interested in those who were praised as the ‘Kingdom's Heroes.’ Thus, he was familiar with the latest situation.


  ‘Grid killed Prince Ren, who was first in line for the throne.’


  Due to that, the relationship between the Eternal royal family and Reidan was very bad. Perhaps Reidan was already isolated within Eternal. The fact that people were sent here...


  ‘If it’s true, this situation will be fun.’


  Marquis Valtin was filled with anticipation. He didn’t show it as he asked calmly, "You’re the famous Earl Lauel? Huhu, we have heard of you even in the Gauss Kingdom. It’s an honor to meet you.”


  Lauel shook the thick hands of Marquis Valtin as politely as possible. Then he replied, “It’s an honor to meet Marquis Valtin, the lion of Gauss. Isn’t even Earl Ashur, one of the great great magicians on the continent, afraid of you?”


  “Hahahat! I guess so!”


  Marquis Valtin had an inferiority complex towards Earl Ashur. Lauel’s flattery was sufficient. In addition, Lauel wasn’t telling a lie. Marquis Valtin had mastered a specialized combat style. The ruler of Borneo. There was no person more suitable for the role of defending the Gauss Kingdom.  In fact, the reason Earl Ashur didn’t invade Borneo was due to Marquis Valtin.


  Marquis Valtin laughed pleasantly and naturally asked, “Why did you come here?”


  Lauel explained bluntly. "Eternal’s royal family is making Reidan impoverished. Duke Grid can no longer endure it and has decided to become independent from Eternal.”


  It was a well-known story that Grid only pledged allegiance to King Wiesbaden when he became a duke. In addition, he was currently framed for Prince Ren’s death. On the surface, there was a bad relationship between Grid and the Eternal Kingdom. That's why Lauel was certain. Marquis Valtin wouldn’t doubt his words.


  “Duke Grid needs Marquis Steim’s help to become completely independent. In order to connect the north and west, Duke Grid made a plan to invade and occupy Patrian.”


  "...”


  Marquis Valtin waited patiently. He tried to suppress the smile that wanted to leak out. He was inwardly filled with joy as Lauel asked him.


  "As you know, Reidan is a desolate land. The population is less than 20,000 and the troops are few. It’s natural for the quality of the soldiers to be low. We can’t occupy Patrian with just our strength. So Marquis Valtin, please help us. Send the powerful soldiers of Borneo as reinforcements and help us occupy Patrian.”


  Lauel bowed his head and begged as much as possible. He was showing his desperation. Marquis Valtin didn’t doubt the current situation and nodded.


  "What will the Gauss Kingdom get in return for helping Duke Grid?”


  "If the occupation of Patrian succeeds, the north and west of Eternal will be connected and ruled by Duke Grid.” Lauel passed the papers he prepared in advance to Marquis Valtin. “Duke Grid has promised to remove all tariffs, as well as give a monthly tribute to the Gauss Kingdom. The details are contained in this agreement."


  “Hrmm...?”


  Marquis Valtin’s smile became progressively larger as he read the contents of the agreement. The conditions were so great that it was difficult to control his facial expression any longer. He finally made a suspicious expression.


  "I know that Duke Grid is Marquis Steim’s son-in-law. Marquis Steim is ruler of the north. Why don’t you borrow his power to occupy Patrian instead of coming to me?”


  "King Aslan is blocking all communications with the north and there’s no way to contact Marquis Steim. Due to that, Duke Grid has become more obsessed with Patrian.”


  It was an answer that was easy to guess. Marquis Valtin nodded. “Okay, I understand. However, Duke Grid needs to handle Earl Ashur. We want to avoid losing as many troops as possible.”


  "Of course. Believe in us. I’m sure that you’re aware of our skills.”


  “Kingdom's Hero... It should be enough to keep Earl Ashur in check. Okay, I will send the army.”


  The soldiers of Borneo were the elite. They were trained to participate in war at any time, making them thirsty for it.


  ‘Of course, it’s the same for me!’


  The first thing the excited Marquis Valtin did was to send a letter to the Gauss royal family. After delivering the story about the war to the royal family, the army was reorganized and headed to Patrian with Lauel. The final number was 10,000 troops.


  ***


  Reidan had a total of 4,000 troops. 3,000 of them were involved in this expedition. If this expedition failed, the base of Reidan would be shaken. But the Overgeared members weren’t nervous. It was difficult for them to think they would be defeated in a war where all the Overgeared members except for Grid were participating. In particular, the presence of Blood Warrior Katz gave a strong belief to everyone. It was difficult to find a stronger presence on the battlefield.


  “But why is the marching speed so fast?”


  The Overgeared members wondered as the 3,000 soldiers crossed the desert. The marching speed of the army was much faster than expected. Reidan’s soldiers might be accustomed to the desert, but wouldn’t this fast marching speed make them tired more easily?


  Toban soothed his worried colleagues. “Commander Asmophel must have a reason. His strategies are above ours. We just have to believe in him.”


  "Hmm, indeed.”


  The Overgeared members were in the rear to protect the supply wagons from being attacked by giant worms. They thought that the man at the forefront of the army was Asmophel. They never dreamt that Asmophel would be missing in such an important moment.


  “Go. Destination. Patrian.”


  His maximum intelligence was 20. The commander who didn’t know anything, Jude, started the rapid advance.




  Chapter 502


  『 The first legendary class! The first person to become a duke! The holder with the most medals in the National Competition! The master of the Overgeared Guild! The name of this brilliant person is Grid!! What’s the secret behind his level up that shot up forward 33 positions in the rankings? Are you curious? Do you want to know? Yes! I’ll tell you everything! In a while, Grid’s hunting video will be revealed on OGC Station! A live broadcast! You can watch it on TV, the Internet, or on the radio! Please use the OGC channel!! 』


  OGC put a lot into this broadcast. They invested all their capital into advertising because they were certain it would be an unconditional success. As a result, OGC’s ads were repeatedly played in dozens of countries on the Internet, TV, newspapers, and magazines.


  It was an excellent choice. The spread of the advertisements to the whole world was enormous. OGC’s Internet channel became congested with users and OGC quickly secured more advertising funds than they invested. OGC had a festive atmosphere.


  "This is completely the best...! It’s way more than we expected!”


  “It has no choice but to succeed. We have secured a number of viewers that is comparable to the National Competition.”


  "One billion views will look funny in a few days.”


  "Bunny Bunny’s private station has also gathered millions of people.”


  “This is Grid’s influence! He really is God Grid!”


  “Everyone is wondering where Grid is hunting and how he’s raising his level so quickly.”


  “They dream of becoming a ranker by obtaining the secrets to levelling.”


  “Okay! Let’s do our best for a perfect broadcast! This is an opportunity for OGC to secure the world!”


  After a while. The live broadcast of Grid’s hunting began. The number of viewers continued to rise, while the number of users logged into Satisfy decreased. It was almost similar to the time of the National Competition.


  This was Lauel’s intention.


  ***


  “Move forward. Move forward. Move forward.”


  Reidan’s army had Jude at its head. Their marching speed was very fast. They crossed the hot desert as if they were running. The soldiers felt like they were going to die. The hot sun shone down on them and the desert was sizzling. Armed with heavy armor and weapons, they didn’t rest and marched as if they were running.


  It was hell. They couldn’t deal with the hardships. The field work under Piaro and Asmophel’s mental education wasn’t as hard as this.


  “Pant... Pant! Th... Thirsty! Give me a break to drink water, please."


  “Pant pant! Aren’t we going to die?”


  “Hah... I see my dog that died last year in that haze over there... She’s calling me over...”


  "Seeing an illusion of a dog, not a woman... This guy has never experienced love...”


  The limit. The soldiers were covered in sweat and on the verge of collapsing. There were some who wanted to kill somebody, some who wanted to go home, and most of them had tears in their eyes.


  ‘An army that can’t maintain its rank has lost its role as an army.’


  ‘They still have stamina but morale has dropped to the worst.’


  ‘Unbelievable... In this state, there will be those who run away. The army will collapse before they even fight.’


  'They’re also the elites of Reidan...!’


  The eight young knights selected and trained by Piaro and Asmophel. They tried not to express it, but they were also tired. They followed Jude while looking at the soldiers and finally couldn’t bear it.


  "Commander Jude, can I ask for the reason behind such a fast marching speed?”


  “There is plenty of time before the arrival time that Earl Lauel specified. I don’t think we need to hurry. The soldiers’ morale has lowered and their stamina...”


  Jude had been Grid’s knight for five years. It was rumored that Grid even specifically picked him. The ravaged Reidan that had turned into a desert. Grid was the great hero who saved their home, which had been abandoned. The young knights naturally envied Jude, who had been recognized by Grid for five years. They didn’t dare doubt Jude’s abilities. They believed in him and followed him.


  But now they felt doubts. Jude’s way of commanding the army was too ignorant. It was illogical and inefficient. Maybe Jude was weak when it came to strategy?


  Jude replied to the shaken young knights. He did it while moving forward.


  "The meeting point. Quickly. Quickly. My Lord. He said it. Quickly.”


  “...Hah.”


  The battlefield where they would risk their lives was called a meeting place? The young knights were thrilled.


  'For him, the battlefield is...’


  'A place where he meets friends?’


  ‘Truly great...! This is the dignity of a veteran who has stood right beside the great hero...!’


  “Heok?”


  The young knights were suddenly astonished. For some reason, they thought the desert heated up even more and a sea of fire appeared in front of them.


  “T-The desert is burning?”


  "Heok! Stop! Stop!"


  They didn’t know what was happening. The desert was burning and blocking the path to Patrian. It was impossible to jump into the fire with the precious soldiers. The young knights urgently ordered the soldiers to stop marching at once. But Jude continued to run. He didn’t shrink back from the raging fire and just advanced.


  “What are you doing?”


  “Please stop!”


  The young knights tried to stop Jude. But it was too late. While they were taking care of the soldiers, Jude was already running into the flames.


  “This is crazy...!”


  Was he crazy? The moment that the young knights paled.


  Swaaaah!


  The flames swallowed up Jude faded away. A splendid oasis was present where the flames had been. It was clear blue water. The 3,000 soldiers of Reidan couldn’t close their mouths.


  "The fire was an illusion...! Earl Ashur created a trap!”


  "Commander Jude noticed it!”


  “Amazing! Really amazing!”


  Jude was soaking himself in the oasis. He plunged into the sea of fire only for it to be cool, making him smile.


  “Water. Good. Clear. Jude. Thirsty. Drink.”


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  The morale of Reidan’s troops pierced through the sky. Their weariness disappeared. The young knights were shocked by Jude.


  ‘He knew the resting point in advance? He’s thorough.’


  'Earl Ashur was aware of Reidan’s rebellion and designed something to keep us in check.’


  ‘Commander Jude is in a different dimension from us. He truly is Duke Grid’s knight.’


  At that moment, the young knights and 3,000 troops had complete trust in Jude. Jude obtained a new title.


  [Trusted Commander]


  The physical strength and defense of the troops he commanded would slightly increase, while the stamina consumption rate would decrease.


  ***


  “Isn’t this amazing?”


  "It truly is Sir Asmophel.”


  "No wonder why he was called one of the pillars of the empire.”


  At the rear of the 3,000 troops. The Overgeared members were escorting the supplies convoy and their speed was naturally slow. They were moving wagons and couldn’t keep up with the marching rate of the main army. The Overgeared members felt disbelief.


  Asmophel was completely neglecting food transportation, one of the most important aspects. They suspected him of being an incompetent commander. However, these doubts disappeared after a while. The vibration and dust that occurred because of the 3,000 troops was huge. This disturbance was transmitted underground and suppressed the appearance of the giant worms.


  ‘He stopped the giant worms from showing up? It’s a strategy that fully understands and exploits the characteristics of the giant worms.’


  ‘Thanks to this, the rear of the army and the food supplies are perfectly safe.’


  ‘He lead the weary soldiers to an oasis and immediately gave them a break.’


  ‘He figured out the location of the oasis?’


  Indeed, Lauel was great. He accurately identified Asmophel’s talents and boldly delegated 3,000 soldiers to him. The Overgeared members believed that the future was bright.


  ***


  The fortified city, Patrian.


  Earl Ashur perceived a mysterious atmosphere. Adventurers started to disappear from the streets and an unpleasant silence dominated the city. In addition, one of the traps he set up on the road between Reidan and Patrian had been destroyed.


  “...Is Grid finally moving?”


  It was natural for Grid to invade Patrian. Grid had killed Prince Ren who swung a blade at him. It was no different from announcing his hostility to the Eternal Kingdom. That's why Earl Ashur was well prepared. He thoroughly defended Patrian, the only route that Grid could use to advance to the north. The sea of fire was one of the defenses.


  ‘It was broken so easily... I can still stop him.’


  Earl Ashur understood Grid’s strength very well. He had seen it for himself. But now the situation had changed. At that time, he had been careless when facing Grid. In addition, he was confused because of the swordsman who looked like a beggar. Now he had grasped Grid’s power. He was confident that he could beat Grid because he was fully prepared.


  In the first place, a magician showed their overwhelming firepower in a war. In particular, the terrain was on their side. There was no chance that Patrian would be occupied.


  ‘There is one variable.’


  The presence of his son Bland, who was taken as a hostage. The only remaining flesh of his wife.


  ‘Can I turn away from him?’


  His family had served Eternal’s royal family for generations. From a cold point of view, it was right to chose the kingdom over family.


  'My father, grandfather, and great grandfather would’ve all chosen the kingdom.’


  Yes, he knew. It was possible to give birth to more children, but there was only one kingdom.


  ‘I know...’


  His heart ached like it was torn. He hated his fate as a guardian that had been given to him since he was born. There was nothing more sad than having to turn away from the person he loved most in this world.


  ‘Bland... If this stupid father drives you to death, I will also die. Only after I smash Reidan!’


  Earl Ashur stared out the window with hollow eyes. Then someone came up to him.


  "I understand your sad heart.”


  The man was covered by a robe. He was someone who had been staying in Patrian for a few months already. His identity? Earl Ashur didn’t know. The person was sent by King Aslan. Earl Ashur wasn’t feeling good and frowned at the robed man.


  “Are you finally going to show off your skills?”


  King Aslan said that this robed man was the ‘force’ that would defend Patrian against Duke Grid’s attack. In fact, Earl Ashur was aware that the robed man was someone great. But he wasn’t happy. He didn’t want a person with an unknown identity near him. The robed man faced Earl Ashur’s hostility and bowed respectfully.


  “I will definitely rescue your son. Believe in me.”


  “...?”


  The robed man who made the ridiculous declaration. As he bent forward, his robe moved to reveal a blade that was strangely split into a Y character. It was the sword that had killed Prince Ren on a cold desert night last year. It was the emergence of the Solo Number Knight who defeated the Great Swordsman Chucksley.
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  [You have entered the Vampire’s Underground City (8).]


  [The entrance of the dungeon is blocked. Contact with the outside world will be blocked.]


  [You can’t escape the dungeon until you have died or kill the dungeon boss.]


  ‘Right here...’ 


  ‘Grid was able to raise his level so quickly in this place.’


  ‘8th city, does this mean that Reidan has seven more cities like this?’


  ‘A territory with eight instant dungeons, the value is astronomical. This is why the Overgeared members can dominate the rankings.’


  The world’s best gaming BJ Bunny Bunny and the shooting staff of OGC Station. They entered the dungeon to shoot Grid’s hunting broadcast and were immediately perplexed.


  “Huh? Isn’t it too dark?”


  “Nothing can be seen.”


  "Turn on the lights!"


  A darkness that didn’t allow anything to be seen! The OGC staff and Bunny Bunny decided this couldn’t continue and turned on their lights. Was it a view of the city that appeared as soon as the lights were turned on? No. It was the sight of at least 50 bats and wolves.


  “Heok?”


  "L-Large-toothed wolves and red-eyed bats!”


  They were powerful monsters that were at least level 270. Dozens of these monsters showed up? The shooting staff shrank back while Bunny Bunny showed his professionalism.


  “Viewers, look at this! A huge number of high level creatures are coming! Ahh! We will be wiped out! Will we die before we can pass on Grid’s levelling secrets?”


  The moment that the viewers gulped and felt great tension because of Bunny Bunny’s words.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Grid’s dancing had become much more natural after getting the diamond capsule. His cloak flapped as he moved quickly and generated a strong energy.


  “Transcend.”


  Kwaaaaang!


  At the same time, there was a blast of energy! The stones around Grid floated in the air. Grid’s eyes became sharper under his black hair as he swiftly swung his sword.


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeok!


  Every time he swung the sword, energy blades shot out and killed the bats and wolves.


  “Wow.”


  “Wah... So strong.”


  The shooting staff let out sounds of admiration. They knew that Grid was one of the best in Satisfy, but this was the first time they saw him hunting! They didn’t think he would slay 50 monsters with levels in the late 200’s in a flash. Grid scolded those whose mouths were open with shock.


  “Next time, if you act selfishly and risk yourselves, then I won’t save you again.”


  “Ah...! Ah, yes! I’m sorry!” 


  Unlike the hurriedly apologetic staff, Bunny Bunny asked unabashedly, “The monsters that just appeared are the vampires’ familiars. Do you raise your level while hunting the familiars until you meet the boss?”


  Grid asked like he didn’t understand.


  “The vampires’ familiars?”


  “Huh? Ah, yes. Indeed.”


  “I should hunt vampires.”


  "...???"


  Vampires were a senior species. They were overwhelming stronger than monsters of the same level and was a monster with the trinity of physical power, magic power, and intelligence. Common players avoided hunting vampires because they were very demanding to handle. Yet Grid said he was going to hunt vampires.


  Bunny Bunny doubted his ears and turned his gaze towards his camera.


  “Did you hear that? Grid says that he will hunt vampires! Maybe today we can witness the huge scene where a player hunts three or four vampires at the same time...! Heok!”


  Bunny Bunny’s face turned white. The buildings in the city. Grid was standing in front of hundreds of coffins, not dozens? It was the first time Bunny Bunny realized that there were so many vampires in the world.


  OGC’s announcer, Park Shinye carefully speculated. “Perhaps... Grid will raise his level by quietly breaking each coffin one by one... Kyaack!”


  Announcer Park Shinye shrieked. The reason why she was surprised...


  “Linked Kill Wave.”


  Crazy Grid. He used a wide area skill to wake up hundreds of vampires simultaneously.


  -Wow, boss class ㅋㅋ


  -The shooting team is wiped out!


  -Sweet ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ


  The viewers forgot to eat their chicken. Every action that Grid showed after entering the vampire city was amazing and interesting. The immersion wasn’t a joke. However, they felt desperate. Grid’s levelling secret. It was impossible to follow him, even if they learned the secret.


  ***


  Near Patrian.


  ‘They are rabble.’


  This was Marquis Valtin’s impression after he joined Reidan’s army. Reidan’s soldiers were unimpressive. They were covered with sweat and panting like a tired dog on a summer’s day.


  ‘They weren’t trained in the usual manner.’


  Becoming this tired just from crossing the desert? Their stamina was low. It was truly pathetic.


  ‘Indeed... They won’t have the stamina to train normally.’


  The circumstances behind Reidan’s desertification and impoverishment were well known. It was difficult to even obtain food to eat. How could they afford to train the army in the harsh manner? It was natural for Reidan’s soldiers to be weak.


  ‘Just gathering 3,000 troops is great.’


  There were 20,000 residents and 3,000 soldiers. It seemed like all the young men had come out.


  ‘It will be the end of Reidan if we lose today.’


  Pisik.


  Marquis Valtin made a scoffing sound. Meanwhile, Lauel was talking in the guild chat with the Overgeared members.


  &Jishuka: We arrived half a day ahead of schedule, but we joined just in time?


  &Toban: How did you know to align the time?


  &Lauel: Jude would overuse the soldiers, so I took that into account. After thinking about it, I hastened the meeting with Marquis Valtin. Well, it’s good that this is happening so quickly.


  &Pon: ...Jude? Why Jude?


  &Lauel: What’s with this reaction? Surely you still don’t know? Jude is Reidan’s commander. Asmophel received my permission to act freely.


  &Vantner: Wow. Nonsense. The great commander was Jude?


  &Ibellin: Lauel. Are you crazy? What fool would entrust Jude with an army? You should’ve left it to Jishuka or Peak Sword.


  &Lauel: Does the commander have a role other than directing the march? It’s a task that can easily be carried out by Jude. In the first place, I don’t want to place the Overgeared members at the front where Marquis Valtin can see. He might become wary if he sees such outstanding people.


  The convoy escort was also the most important part of the march.


  On the other hand, Marquis Valtin’s gaze was fixed on Jude.


  ‘Amazing. He’s like an ogre.’


  Large muscles harder than stones could be seen. Indeed, a person praised as the hero of Eternal would have such a great physique.


  That’s right. Marquis Valtin thought that Jude was Grid.


  ‘He is only staring at the front?’


  Grid (Jude) was just looking at the front, not even bothering to thank Marquis Valtin who brought a large army of 10,000 troops. His eyes were hollow and Marquis Valtin didn’t know what he was thinking. It was the point where Grid wouldn’t hear anything. This wasn’t a normal appearance. It was remarkable.


  Marquis Valtin felt admiration.


  “The small fries are here.”


  The height of 20 meters. The man who appeared on Patrian’s high walls gave both Reidan and Borneo soldiers a sense of oppression and despair.


  Kurururung!


  There was a thunderstorm above them and rain poured down. The man’s ghost-like pale face was revealed under the flashing sky.  It was Earl Ashur. The man who was still beautiful at 50 years old opened his mouth.


  “I expected Reidan’s revolt, but I never imagined it would coincide with Marquis Valtin’s march. You are fools who don’t know honor.”


  Marquis Valtin laughed.


  "Your tough talk is still the same, Ashur! But I won’t fall for your provocations today!”


  He was confident. Originally, he would be scared of Earl Ashur. However, Grid was by his side.


  ‘Grid and Reidan’s army will keep him in check, while my troops can easily enter Patrian and occupy it.’


  He was the reinforcements, so he wasn’t in the position where he had to sacrifice his troops.


  Ssik!


  Lauel took a step forward as Marquis Valtin smiled. Then he politely spoke to Earl Ashur. “I am Lauel and I serve Duke Grid. It is an honor to meet one of the 10 great magicians on the continent.”


  The fishing rod and bait that Lauel prepared. He threw the fishing rod first.


  "As you know, Sir Bland is currently secured by us.”


  Lauel glanced over at the eight young knights and Bland stepped forward from beside them.


  “Father...”


  “Bland!”


  Earl Ashur’s eyes trembled. Lauel didn’t miss his agitation and immediately tried to negotiate.


  “The one who killed 1st Prince Ren wasn’t Duke Grid, but King Aslan. He killed his older brother and placed all his sins on Duke Grid. The truth will be proven by Bland.” 


  “What...?”


  Earl Ashur’s face filled with confusion as Lauel continued.


  "Earl Ashur has no obligation to be loyal to the royal family that has lost its legitimacy. Come join Duke Grid. Duke Grid will dispose of the false royal family that deceived you and will give you greater honor and power than before... Urgh.”


  Lauel let out a groan of pain and stumbled. It was because a dagger had flown without a sound and pierced his chest.


  “What?”


  "Protect Earl Lauel!”


  The eight knights hurriedly ran to where Lauel and Bland were standing. Then something dropped from the high walls. It was a robed man. The 9th knight of the Saharan Empire’s Red Knights. A solo number knight who could destroy a city by himself. He pulled out a strange Y-shaped blade and made it at lightning fast speed.


  Chaeeeeeng!


  “Ugh.”


  “Keok.”


  The eight young knights selected and trained by Piaro and Asmophel were defeated in an instant. They couldn’t even follow the robed man’s sword. A serious injury was dealt and they barely survived.


  “E-Earl Lauel...!”


  The eight knights screamed. Lauel was paralyzed by the poisoned dagger. In no time, the robed man reached him and swung his sword.


  “Fast!”


  All the Overgeared members running from the rear of the army were shocked. The swordsmanship was so amazing that Faker, Pon, and Regas became nervous. What about Lauel, who was the target?


  ‘I’m dead!’


  This was bad. He never thought that such a monster would be hiding in Patrian.


  ‘Why am I always weak when it comes to variables?’


  Lauel scolded his lacking qualities and closed his eyes.


  Chaaeng!


  A pebble came flying from Reidan’s troops and stopped the sword of the solo number knight.


  “?!”


  A man hiding among the soldiers! A chill went down the spine of the solo number knight.
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  Only 19 seconds. That was the time it took for the solo number knight to jump from the wall, get through the eight young knights, and reach Lauel.


  Syuk!


  The Y-shaped sword flashed towards Lauel’s neck. Fast. Lauel’s death seemed inevitable. But Lauel lived. A pebble came flying from Reidan’s troops and stopped the sword of the solo number knight.


  ‘Unbelievable!’


  A solo number knight. They referred to the top nine of the Red Knights, the strongest people on the continent. It was evaluated that their strength was higher than Piaro, the former leader of the Red Knights. It was because all the Red Knights of the present day had accomplished the status of great swordsman.


  The 9th knight, Nautilus, couldn’t believe it after his sword was blocked by a stone.


  ‘A person who can throw a stone that can block my sword exists?’


  It was also in a small kingdom?


  ‘Duke Grid?’


  No, Nautilus had already penetrated through Grid’s skills and talent. He had watched from afar during the war with Prince Ren and fully understood Grid’s fighting skills. He was strong, but a few levels below Nautilus. Grid wouldn’t be able to reach this level even if he trained all his life. If that was the case?


  ‘It can’t be... Piaro?’


  There was information that the last place the traitor hid was the Eternal Kingdom. It was possible that this was Piaro.


  ‘No, no. It isn’t Piaro.’


  Piaro hadn’t been capable of this in his prime. He couldn’t stop Nautilus’ sword with a stone when his skills had fallen far below what it was in the past.


  ‘Who is it?’


  1 second. Nautilus was feeling confused.


  “Lauel. Protect.”


  Jude arrived and swung the +8 Dainsleif (Reproduction). The black sword fell towards Nautilus’ head like a lightning bolt.


  Chaaeng!


  “Kuk!”


  Nautilus’ arms and legs shook when he collided with Jude’s sword.


  ‘What is this strength?’


  It wasn’t simply high muscular strength. The person in front of him seemed to have learned how to exert double or triple his actual strength.


  Kwang!


  Kwa kwang!


  Nautilus realized as he defended against two more strikes from Jude.


  ‘He isn’t afraid of death.’


  He seemed to have 10 lives. This person didn’t care about being hit by a counterattack or his own well-being. He just wielded the sword in order to destroy the enemy. It was more intense and threatening because the opponent was an animal that acted through instincts.


  ‘Is he from Durima?’ 


  They were a crazy clan that raised puppets who only knew how to kill with weapons.


  ‘Anyway, he’s weak.’


  Nautilus regained his coolness, avoided Jude’s diagonal slash by bending his knees, then he stabbed his sword upwards.


  Seokeok!


  A white aura sprang out and caused a deep wound on Jude’s thick chest. Nautilus jumped into the air and stabbed his sword in Jude’s shoulder.


  “Ouch. It hurts.”


  “Jude!”


  The Overgeared members running from the rear were worried. They was concerned about Jude dying, but it wasn’t easy to move through the gaps between 3,000 soldiers. Faker stepped lightly on the soldiers’ head and was the fastest. However, he was still far away.


  “This is the end.”


  The moment that Nautilus’ sword aimed at Jude’s head.


  Chaaeng!


  Once again, a stone blocked Nautilus’ sword.


  “Crazy..!”


  It was like a ghost. Nautilus paled and hurriedly shouted to Earl Ashur on the wall.


  “Command the army to attack! I will rescue Bland in that gap!”


  ‘Don’t listen to Lauel’s words and end the war as quickly as possible.’


  Nautilus felt desperate because he feared the unidentified enemy, but Earl Ashur was a clever man. He thought first instead of acting rashly.


  'Does Grid get any benefits from killing Prince Ren?’


  No. On the other hand, King Aslan obtained the kingdom with Prince Ren’s death. It was too early to dismiss Lauel’s claim that Aslan was behind Prince Ren’s death as a false one. 


  ‘Besides, he said that Bland would testify...’


  Was Grid really framed? Earl Ashur was taken aback by the thought.


  ‘Bland is a hostage.’


  He would’ve suffered terrible pain and humiliation while being held in Reidan. Earl Ashur couldn’t believe Bland’s words, as his body and soul might’ve been torn down. He might’ve been threatened in order to lie.


  ‘My first priority is to rescue Bland. I will secure his safety and then discover the truth.’


  Earl Ashur decided and finally issued a command.


  "Shoot!"


  Papat!


  Pa pa pa pa pat!


  The 2,000 archers on the walls fired simultaneously. Indeed, the archery abilities of the Patrian soldiers called the ‘Heart of Eternal’ were excellent. Thousands of arrows flew in a curve. However, Earl Ashur’s magic was more surprising than the skill of the soldiers. All the arrows shot by the soldiers simultaneously gained the fire attribute and accelerated.


  The Reidan soldiers panicked as the arrows poured down like meteors.


  “Hiik...! B-Block!”


  "Raise your shields!”


  “If you want to live, hurry! We have to reunite with our families in Reidan!”


  The idea of surviving raised the concentration of the soldiers. Thanks to the harsh training, Reidan’s soldiers moved into rows and succeeded in blocking most of the arrows with their shields. However, there were some people who were unlucky.


  “Ack!”


  "Ugh!"


  The arrows penetrated through the gaps in the shields and struck the soldiers. Some died instantly, while others would be crippled for life.


  “Leo! Franc!”


  The soldiers cried out at the sight of their bleeding comrades. Desire to live once again filled their faces as they used the shields to block the enemy’s arrows.


  Chaaeng!


  Puk!


  “Kyak!”


  The battlefield filled with sharp screams and the sound of metal clashing was fierce and terrible. It was a pit of grief and anger. Asmophel held a shield and moved among the soldiers.


  ‘This is what soldiers on the battlefield sees...’


  Asmophel was born a noble. He received a command role as soon as he entered the military. He always treated his soldiers with great care, despite the desire to win. However, this was the first time he had been in the position of a soldier. Did he enjoy it?  It was awful. He didn’t know that war was so horrendous in the days when he was the commander who held tens of thousands of lives in his hand.


  ‘The important thing for soldiers isn’t the war or the compensation.’


  It was only survival. They were the weak who were afraid of even one arrow. Asmophel was avoiding the flying arrows when he was hit by a shield that a soldier was setting up. His eyes widened as his nose became bloody. Beyond the shields, a large rock fired from the enemy’s catapult was falling.


  “Uwaaaack!”


  “R-Run away!”


  The screams of the soldiers echoed as they tried to escape from the rock. They pushed other people away as they started to run, including Asmophel.


  ‘So far, I have only experienced a fraction of war.’


  Now he knew.


  ‘Duke Grid called me a soldier so that I could experience the life of one.’


  In fact, Grid never invited Asmophel to experience being a soldier. But whatever the case, Asmophel accepted it and a positive change occurred.


  ‘I will be a commander who knows the heart of the soldiers. I won’t forcibly sacrifice the soldiers. I will come up with a strategy to win the war with a minimum of sacrifices.’


  But before that.


  'I have to perfectly perform the role of a soldier!’


  Asmophel picked up a spear and threw it. It was towards the rock falling on his allies. 


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  The spear shattered the rock in the air.


  [Asmophel has acquired a new skill.]


  [Asmophel has acquired a new skill.]


  [Asmophel has acquired a new title.]


  ***


  “Why is it so hard?”


  “No matter how I shoot the arrows, they don’t die...”


  On the walls, the Patrian soldiers gradually lost morale. It was because the equipment of Reidan’s soldiers were so hard that no matter how many arrows they fired, only a few casualties appeared.


  “Soldiers are wearing armor that is normally for high ranking knights... Is Reidan that rich?"


  “A desert city is rich? It’s proof that Reidan’s lord is taking care of the soldiers. Duke Grid cherishes the soldiers and gives them good armor.”


  "Such a great master... I envy Reidan’s soldiers...”


  Earl Ashur panicked as soon as morale started to rapidly deteriorate.


  ‘I must reverse the atmosphere.’


  Borneo’s army was advancing towards the gate while Reidan’s soldiers performed the role of blocking the arrows.


  Kung!


  Kung!


  The walls shook and the soldiers trembled in fear every time Borneo’s siege weapons slammed against the gate. In the end, Earl Ashur could no longer stand still. He would show them the value of a magician in a war!


  “I will show the majesty of the 10 great magicians on the continent!”


  Kurururung!


  Earl Ashur’s voice spread through the battlefield as he started to chant a spell, causing the atmosphere to heat up quickly. It was the precursor to the mass destruction magic, Fire Storm. Lauel recovered from his paralysis and hurriedly shouted to Bland.


  “What are you doing right now? Go and stop your father!”


  "...I can freely take action?”


  Bland was baffled by Lauel’s words.


  “Have I ever blocked your freedom?”


  "...”


  No more words were necessary. Bland used magic to fly through the sky. He cried out as he approached his father.


  “Father! Listen to Earl Lauel!”


  “...?!”


  Earl Ashur’s eyes trembled. How could his son, a hostage, move freely on the battlefield?


  ‘Perhaps...! Maybe!’


  Earl Ashur stopped the magic spell and Lauel asked from the ground.


  “King Aslan killed Prince Ren and framed Duke Grid. If this is the truth, will you abandon Eternal’s royal family and serve Duke Grid?”


  "I can feel betrayed by the Eternal Kingdom, but I don’t intend to serve Duke Grid. I don’t want to serve someone incompetent.”


  Ssik!


  Lauel smiled evilly and threw the bait. “So you will serve Grid if he is capable? Okay. I will immediately prove Grid’s capabilities.” 


  “...?”


  It was like Lauel predicted his answer. He declared to the puzzled Earl Ashur.


  "The fortified city Borneo of Gauss, which hasn’t been occupied for hundreds of years by Eternal, will now fall.”


  The moment he finished speaking. The Overgeared members that Lauel placed in the rear started to target the 10,000 Borneo soldiers attacking the gate.


  Pepepepeong!


  The Borneo soldiers became panicked at the bombardment of magic and skills that dealt catastrophic damage.


  “W-What is this?”


  Marquis Valtin was in turmoil while Earl Ashur felt astonished. Lauel properly explained the situation to them.


  "The Eternal Kingdom and Gauss Kingdom will all fall into Duke Grid’s grasp.”


  “...!”


  The moment that Earl Ashur was shivering.


  “Earl Ashur! Don’t be deceived! He’s telling lies!”


  Nautilus belatedly cried out from where he was surrounded by Regas, Pon, and Faker. He painfully shook off the three men and threw himself at Lauel. He hoped to kill Lauel and somehow straighten out the confusion.


  "Get lost!”


  The enemy troops blocking the path were nothing. Dozens of soldiers were instantly slain as he reached Lauel and struck.


  Chaaeng!


  Suddenly, one of the soldiers guarding Lauel blocked Nautilus’ attack.


  “Who are you?”


  The soldier pointed a spear at Nautilus and stated.


  “Private Ars.”
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  “Private?”


  Nautilus was stunned and asked again.


  “You’re a soldier in the army?”


  A soldier who called himself Ars. His eyes were the only thing that could be seen through the deep helmet and he shook his head.


  “No.”


  ‘That’s right. I heard wrong...’


  “I’m a private, not a soldier.” (TL: Unsure of this. It seems to be some type of word game in Korean)


  “You crazy guy! Making puns!”


  It didn’t matter what he called himself. The fact that he said he was a soldier was the problem. A soldier was strong enough to block the sword of the 9th ranked Red Knight? It was something that had never happened in the 41 years he lived.


  “You’re deceiving me! I know that you are the one who stopped my sword twice before! Reveal your true identity! That is only polite!”


  Nautilus threw a dagger as he shouted. It was the poisoned dagger that made Lauel paralyzed for a while. Private Ars drew a circle with his spear and blocked it. No, Asmophel clicked his tongue.


  "You’re talking about politeness? How shameless.”


  Asmophel’s discerning eyes could tell that this robed man was a knight. He was a knight that learned the swordsmanship of the Saharan Empire. In the old days, it was inconceivable that a Red Knight would use hidden throwing weapons. This was inconsistent with an honorable act.


  ‘The Red Knights have become corrupt.’ 


  Asmophel smiled bitterly and mourned.


  ‘Indeed, the Red Knights are different than before.’


  All the chivalrous knights had been framed by Empress Marie and were dead or scattered. The Red Knights of the present day only had the same name. Otherwise, it was a completely new organization with different tendencies.


  ‘Marie...’


  The damn woman who killed all their families and friends! 


  ‘On the day that Grid devours the Saharan Empire, I will surely take everything back... Heok.’


  Asmophel shook his head as he fell into his thoughts.


  ‘Right now, I’m Private Ars.’


  A private didn’t need to think about the empire’s empress. Most ordinary soldiers in the world didn’t even know the face or name of the empress! Asmophel took a deep breath and stuck to his current role as Nautilus flew towards him.


  "Daring to think in front of me!”


  Syuok!


  Syuok!


  Nautilus’ sword aimed for two points. The ends of the Y blade were only aimed for weak spots like the heart, throat, and eyes. The grains of sand that rose up were split in half every time. 


  ‘Great skills.’


  Regas, Pon, and Faker felt admiration. The level of the robed NPC was estimated to be at least 400. The strength of a fourth advancement class was overwhelming for the Overgeared members, who were still only in the third advancement. But the Overgeared members were shocked by the soldier, not the robed man.


  ‘Why is a soldier so strong?’


  Why did the soldier seem better than the robed man? Regas, Pon, and Faker were speechless when they heard Lauel’s call.


  "How long are you going to stand there blankly? Go help the guild members destroy the Borneo army!”


  “Y-Yes...”


  The most threatening presence on the battlefield, the robed man, was being kept in check by a soldier. Thus, they could feel assured and do their roles well.


  "Then who is that private?”


  “Ars.”


  "So who is Ars?”


  “I don’t know.”


  "Where did Grid pick up another named NPC?”


  "In any case, Grid is great.”


  The three men who misunderstood separated. On the other hand, the battle between Nautilus and Asmophel was becoming more intense.


  Chaeeeeeng!


  Nautilus’ sword moved at a fast pace while Asmophel focused on defending with his spear that had a wide range. The two people looked even. This was why Nautilus felt indignant.


  “What? What’s your identity? How is someone like you hiding in a small kingdom?”


  "Private Ars of Reidan.”


  "Stop repeating the same bullshit! You’re too strong to be a soldier! Reveal your true identity!!”


  "No, any soldier can be as strong as me if they learn Reidan’s spearsmanship.”


  Reidan’s spearsmanship. It was something Asmophel had made after brainstorming with Piaro. All the soldiers of Reidan learned these techniques, which collected the merits of the ‘Imperial Spearsmanship Style’ that was passed down to only a handful of knights recognized by the Saharan Empire’s court.


  However, the difficulty level was high and not one soldier had learned it to a good level yet. Of course, Asmophel had a complete understanding of it.


  "Reidan’s Spearsmanship 2nd style. Dragon’s Tail.”


  Peeng!


  Asmophel swung the spear and a wave of energy shook Nautilus’ cochlea.


  “What?


  Nautilus lost his balance and barely defended against Asmophel’s attack. Then his eyes widened. It was because Asmophels’s spear, which was in contact with his sword, curved and stabbed at his neck.


  ‘This is bad...!’


  Puok!


  “Keok!”


  Blood emerged as Nautilus was stabbed lightly. In the meantime, he predicted Asmophel’s movements and counterattacked. However, Asmophel was able to avoid him.


  “You are forever dancing in the palm of my hand.”


  "Ugh."


  If a passersby was grabbed and asked about the strongest knights on the continent, they would all say the Red Knights. And among the Red Knights, Nautilus was the 9th strongest. Nautilus was confident that there were only around 30 people stronger than him on the continent. Yet he was being overpowered by a soldier of Reidan. It was also a private!


  “How? Why is someone like you...?”


  It was serious. He couldn’t have the stigma of a ‘solo number knight defeated by a soldier.’ It was absurd. Nautilus decided to flee and used Aura Rage, threatening Asmophel by erupting aura everywhere, creating a sand storm.


  ‘Use this gap to escape... Heok!’


  Nautilus believed that he’d disturbed Asmophel’s view and ran away.


  "It’s strange for a Red Knight to show his back. Originally, a Red Knight should have the instinct to ignore the limit and exceed it if they meet a stronger opponent. You’re actually like this?”


  That damn voice was heard right above his head?


  ‘How did he escape from the bombardment of Aura Rage?’


  A chill went down Nautilus’ spine as Asmophel stabbed his spear several times.


  Papang!


  Papapapang!


  One, twice, three times, four times, ten times! Continue, continue, continue! Continue!


  Puuoooook!


  "Kuoooak!" Shit! Shitt!”


  Nautilus tried to cope with the ruthless bombardment that was pouring down on him, but Asmosphel was too fast. Nautilus was constantly battered despite his resistance. 


  "Reidan’s Spearsmanship 3rd style.”


  Kurururu!


  The spear stabbing and piercing Nautilus’ body became surrounded by a golden light. It was the precursor to the peak technique of Reidan’s spearsmanship, Splitting the Seven Seas.


  “Golden aura...? This is ridiculoussss!”


  Nautilus whitened as the spear led to a storm of golden aura. He was afraid that his identity would be exposed and didn’t wear the Red Armor, the symbol of the Red Knights. Now he felt disappointed and helpless by this fact.


  Puoook!


  The golden-colored spear split Nautilus’ chest in half.


  "Kuaaaack!"


  Nautilus suffered catastrophic damage and collapsed. He belatedly thought. 'Yes, this is the best spearman on the continent...’


  Kirinus! That monster was hiding among Reidan’s soldiers!


  ‘I would’ve had a chance if I wore the Red Armor... Too bad...’


  Nautilus turned to grey. He never knew. Asmophel wasn’t Kirinus, and his swordsmanship was much better than his spear techniques.


  ***


  “Whoa...”


  "A-Amazing.”


  The Reidan soldiers witnessed how an ordinary private (?) defeated the enemy.  They obtained new hopes and dreams. If they kept working hard on Reidan’s spearsmanship, they could one day be strong like Private Ars? The morale of the Reidan soldiers rose and Lauel issued a timely order.


  "Full force! Rush and hit Borneo! And I will promote Private Ars to a Private First Class right now!”


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  The prize might seem a bit low since Ars defeated an enemy that no one else could stop, but this was the unfortunate treatment of commoner soldiers. Since there was a private first class who could perform the role of 50 people, it was relatively easy to advance.


  ‘Let’s earn achievements like Ars!’


  The soldiers of Reidan burned with desire and attacked Borneo. After a while. Lauel whispered to Ars as they were left in the rear.


  "I didn’t even dream that you would be Asmophel.”


  “I’m Private Ars.”


  Asmophel tried to conceal his identity, but he couldn’t deceive Lauel’s eyes.


  "Huhut, you don’t need to hide your identity from me. I can guess your reason behind becoming a soldier. Is it to give encouragement to the soldiers so that they can train better? Always thinking about developing the army... Truly a great commander. You’re someone who is hard to fully grasp, like Grid and Piaro. Kukuk.”


  “...?”


  Lauel’s interpretation made Asmophel embarrassed. He tried to deny it by repeating the same words.


  “I’m Private Ars.”


  "Haha! Understood. Please continue to act as a soldier in the future. Private First Class Ars.”


  Asmophel said again to the smiling Lauel. “I’m Private Ars.”


  "...Do you have a fetish with being a private?”


  "I should start from the beginning instead of getting the role of a private first class.”


  He wanted to experience everything about being a soldier. Therefore, he refused. Lauel was delighted by Asmophel’s strong will.


  ‘I can reduce our financial expenditure.’


  There was a big difference between a private and a private first class. Since Asmophel received a salary as the captain of the Overgeared Magic Knights division, it was a waste to pay him the salary of a private first class as well. 


  "It’s good that Ars has this private disease.”


  The Saharan Empire’s solo number knight. He was killed by a soldier of Reidan. Unfortunately, this news was quietly buried. No one except for King Aslan and Asmophel knew that Nautilus was a solo number knight.


  The next day at dawn. The long and intense battle ended. Borneo’s 10,000 troops were defeated by Reidan’s 3,000 troops. The members of Overgeared were active, but the crucial difference between the Borneo and Reidan soldiers were their items. The Borneo soldiers couldn’t go against the mass production Grid set that the legendary blacksmith Grid that every 1 in 10 soldiers had. There was also the activities of Private Ars.


  At the same time, the vampire city.


  "The vampires are simple to handle using this method. Just have the God Hands hit them with Mjolnir. How is it? Simple right? The viewers can try it as well.”


  "...”


  Grid was fooling viewers around the world. It wasn’t intentional, but it was unavoidable. The viewers became confused by Grid’s explanation.
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  Using the God Hands wielding Mjolnir to hunt the vampires and gain experience! The viewers showed a variety of responses after learning Grid’s secret.


  -What should I do if I don’t have the God Hands and Mjolnir?


  -Buy a hammer with divine power.


  -Even if you hit them with a hammer with divine power, will the vampires really die so easily?


  -It’s only possible with the God Hands.


  Some people took Grid’s levelling secret seriously while others just enjoyed it.


  -Ah, what is this? I watched the broadcast to learn how to raise my level quickly like Grid, only to get nothing.


  -Tsk~ I could’ve been playing the game during this broadcast time.


  Some people grumbled. But few people directly criticized Grid. In the first place, Grid wasn’t obliged to reveal the secret behind his levelling. It was a position where people couldn’t complain, even if they couldn’t get any help from Grid’s broadcast. Most people were happy and thankful that Grid appeared on air to resolve their questions. Grid might be ridiculed, but his popularity was real.


  However, OGC Announcer Park Shinye felt somewhat uneasy.


  How to hunt like Grid. She was worried that the ordinary players couldn’t follow Grid’s actions and the audience ratings would fall. In the end, she used the interim advertising time to speak to Grid.


  “Youngwoo-ssi, can’t your attitude be more serious? Shouldn’t you do your best to satisfy the viewers of the broadcast?”


  "Serious attitude?"


  Grid became confused where he was sitting and resting.


  “Aren’t I being serious?”


  His role was to show the viewers how he hunted and he stuck to this role. What was the problem? Park Shinye explained to the puzzled Grid. “You need to make the viewers feel that it is worthwhile watching this. For example, when catching a vampire, explain the weakness of the vampire in detail...”


  Grid frowned.


  “Why should I?”


  Did he need to be that kind? If OGC had asked him for such a role from the beginning, he would’ve declined to appear. Grid disliked the fact that Park Shinye was making demands for things that weren’t in the contract. His negative reaction stimulated Park Shinye.


  "Youngwoo-ssi, you don’t have the attitude of a professional. I heard that you received 20 billion won in exchange for appearing on this broadcast. Shouldn’t you at least be aware of the value of that money?”


  “The value of the money? I think this is enough.”


  Grid was well aware that broadcasting stations weren’t charities. He could easily guess that OGC had already earned over 20 billion won revenue from this broadcast.


  “Hey Shinye, what are you doing all of a sudden?”


  “Relax. Don’t make a fuss.”


  The moment that the OGC staff were trying to stop Park Shinye.


  “The smell of humans!”


  “Delicious. Prey has arrived after a long time.”


  The vampires sensed it as Grid’s party became lively and flocked.


  "They showed up again.”


  "Withdraw to the rear.”


  The broadcasting staff who were initially afraid of the vampires were now calm. They weren’t nervous because they knew that Grid could easily handle the vampires. However.


  “W-What are you doing?”


  Grid didn’t get up, despite the vampires approaching. He just sat and waited. The broadcasting staff belated noticed this strangeness and became anxious. In particular, Park Shinye urged Grid.


  “Youngwoo-ssi! Get rid of the vampires! Everybody will die like this!”


  Her shouts were useless. Grid stayed still until the end and the staff were eventually attacked.


  "Kyaaak!”


  Park Shinye was dressed conspicuously and became the first target. She was pierced by the vampire’s nails and bitten on the neck, dying instantly. Then Grid rose.


  "Phew, good riddance.”


  There was a refreshed smile on Grid’s face! Bunny Bunny gulped as he watched Grid command the God Hands and start hitting the vampires.


  ‘I should be careful.’


  He had noticed it a long time ago, but Grid didn’t have a nice personality. He knew how to treat the people around him well and wasn’t rude, but he was never nice or innocent. It was important not to forget this.


  ***


  The fortified city, Patrian.


  "You lowly and wicked man! Stabbing your allies in the back! You have no honor or goodness! If today’s incident is known to the world, Duke Grid’s reputation will fall to the bottom!”


  Marquis Valtin shouted at Lauel while being tied up. It was against common sense to betray and attack allies during a war. There were few such incidents in the whole continent. Marquis Valtin thought Lauel was the worst person. 


  Lauel acknowledged this fact. "Indeed. If this is known to the world, I will be stigmatized as the worst trash and Grid’s credibility will also fall. No one will trust Reidan again, and we will be isolated both economically and with the military.”


  “Then you understand! The only thing waiting for you is ruin! You were blinded by the immediate benefits and have made an irreversible mistake! There’s no future for you!”


  "...”


  Lauel fell silent. He couldn’t refute Marquis Valtin’s words. The Overgeared members were agitated.


  "Isn’t this situation serious?”


  “It’s serious. The other forces won’t sit idly by after this incident. The concept of an alliance is to be trustworthy, so the wave caused by this will be big.”


  “What are we going to do now?”


  “As Marquis Valtin says, the future won’t be smooth.”


  “Wow... Then we should cover it up as much as possible to prevent the world knowing that we stabbed Borneo in the back.”


  “How can we conceal an incident where tens of thousands of people were present?”


  "Eh... Then are we ruined?”


  Ssik.


  Marquis Valtin smiled with satisfaction when he saw the agitated Overgeared members.


  "Free me and my army right away. This is an opportunity to make up for your mistake!”


  According to the common law, killing enemy nobles captured during a war was prohibited. It was resolved after receiving money. The liberation period was normally delayed as much as possible, but Marquis Valtin was convinced.


  ‘They have to release me now.’


  They would want to escape from the worst situation. However, it was already too late. ‘You will never be forgiven!’ Once he returned to Gauss, he would immediately find the king and urge for an alliance with Eternal. 


  ‘I will make an alliance with Eternal and punish all of you!’


  Lauel smiled awkwardly at Marquis Valtin. "I'm sorry, but I can’t release you. Now that I have done this, I won’t be able to regain the trust that has been lost. I can’t risk freeing you when you will become a greater enemy in the future.”


  “What are you saying? Don’t you know that the common law is not to kill captive nobles?”


  "I'm aware of that. So I have to manipulate the truth. Uhh, well. Marquis Valtin was hit by an arrow on the battlefield and died.”


  “Don’t make me laugh! The 3,000 Borneo soldiers who survived are my witnesses! My soldiers will attest that you executed me!”


  Borneo was forced to surrender in the late afternoon, resulting in 3,000 troops still surviving. Behind the tied up Marquis Valtin were 3,000 soldiers kneeling down, their weapons thrown away. Lauel acted like he didn’t understand Marquis Valtin’s confident words.


  “Where are the 3,000 soldiers? All 10,000 Borneo troops were wiped out in the war.”


  “What...?”


  Marquis Valtin’s heart sank. The Overgeared members were also shocked.


  “L-Lauel, do you mean to kill all of them?”


  Lauel nodded easily at the whisper of the Overgeared members.


  “Yes.”


  “What?”


  Even if they were NPCs, they were still alive. It was also 3,000 lives! It was terrible to kill 3,000 soldiers who had already declared surrender. Lauel looked indifferently at the rejection from some of the Overgeared members.


  "It’s difficult to gain power if you aren’t evil. Those who behave justly are always bound to receive damage.”


  "...”


  “Execute all 3,153 Borneo soldiers, including Marquis Valtin. The execution will be carried out be Reidan’s soldiers. Raise the level of the soldiers.”


  Some people would accuse him of being a demon and some wouldn’t want to look at him. But Lauel didn’t care. He wasn’t part of the Overgeared Guild to play around. Marquis Valtin shook at his emotionless face and shouted, "I wonder if you can cover the sky! The evil you committed today will eventually be revealed and will lead to Duke Grid’s destruction!”


  Lauel laughed as he imagined it.


  "No, Duke Grid will be extraordinary. I will block and overcome everything that gets in his way, no matter the trials.”


  Lauel foresaw this from the time he planned to take over Borneo to acquire Earl Ashur. The fate of Overgeared was to be isolated. Nevertheless, it was inevitable for his plan. What if they didn’t ally with Borneo and occupied Patrian with their own power? They would still be stigmatized as ‘those who betrayed the kingdom.’


  ‘Since we are going to be isolated no matter what, it’s better to get as many benefits as possible.’


  Independence. The power of Overgeared, his brains and the forces of Marquis Steim and Earl Ashur would be their foothold!


  ‘It doesn’t matter if other kingdoms don’t acknowledge us to the end and are hostile.’


  Break through this with force. Lauel pledged as Marquis Valtin and 3,153 Borneo troops were executed. Then he received a new title.


  [You have caused a massacre using the pretext of war. You have become an object of hatred to an unspecified number of people. On the other hand, you will also have enthusiastic followers.]


  [The title ‘Wise Villain’ has been acquired!]


  [The stat ‘political power’ will be opened due to the title effect.]


  [Political power has increased by 500.]


  [Attack power and magic power will slightly increase due to the title effect.]


  [You have gained the skill ‘Madness’ as a result of the title effect.]


  [You have gained the skill ‘Harsh Tax Levy’ as a result of the title effect.]


  [You have gained the skill ‘Merciless Commands’ as a result of the title effect.]


  “This, this... I received great strength at the cost of sad slaughter. Look forward to the future of the dark shadow Lauel, who will be responsible for the darkness of Overgeared...”


  "...”


  The Overgeared members were worried about Lauel’s increasingly serious illness.
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   “...Now I see.”


  Earl Ashur realized as he watched Lauel execute all the prisoners of the Borneo army.


  "The reason why the greedy and stupid Grid is able to solidify his position is due to this person.”


  Lauel used the alliance with the Borneo army to not just occupy Patrian. He deserved to be accused, but it couldn’t be denied that he was excellent. Choosing the cruel means in order to achieve better results was especially great. Could Grid come up to his current position if it wasn’t for this person?


  ‘It wouldn’t have been possible.’


  Earl Ashur denied it with certainty, making Bland speak.


  "Father, with all due respect, Duke Grid isn’t incompetent. It’s true that Earl Lauel’s achievements are big, but his actions would be limited if Duke Grid was incompetent.”


  “...?”


  Earl Ashur felt that his son was strange after reuniting after two years. Bland had a bad relationship with Grid and was also held hostage by Grid, yet he acknowledged Grid?


  ‘Grid even took Irene from him. Now there are no grudges in his eyes...?’


  Bland seemed to be brainwashed. How was he tortured? It was truly horrible. Earl Ashur made a heartbroken expression while Bland smiled brightly.


  "Father, it’s nothing like you are imagining. I have been enjoying life in Reidan.”


  “Bland?”


  Earl Ashur was surprised. His son Bland could smile so brightly again after losing his mother and brother? After Irene married Grid, this kid definitely should be darker and more pained!


  "What is life like in Reidan that you can make such a bright face?”


  Bland told the truth to the confused Earl Ashur.


  “Field work.”


  "W-What?”


  "I eat potatoes every day.”


  “What?!!!”


  Earl Ashur was furious. His precious son, a noble of Eternal, had to work in the fields like a serf? He was even eating potatoes like a pig! He had been living this hellish life!


  “Ahh! Bland! You’ve gone mad at the end of your life!” Earl Ashur lamented and hugged Bland. “I’m sorry! Your life was ruined due to this foolish father!” Sob sob.


  Bland handed a boiled potato to Earl Ashur who was weeping. A rainbow colored potato.


  "I’m not going to speak any longer. Eat this potato. Your misunderstanding will be wiped out the moment you taste this.”


  “This...”


  His son was crazy. What son would invite his father to eat the same pig food? Earl Ashur lamented. Bland determined there would be no progress in this conversation and acted. He shoved the rainbow potato into his father’s mouth.


  "Heok!"


  Earl Ashur’s eyes shone as the pig food entered his mouth.


  ‘W-What is this?’


  It was a new world. The shock and pleasure that was comparable to opening a new mana circle caused him to be stunned. As soon as it was inserted in his mouth, it melted and the taste was sweet, salty, spicy, sour, and refreshing. It was as if all the delicacies in the world were concentrated in one potato.


  Bland spoke excitedly to the shocked Earl Ashur. “Isn’t it delicious?”


  "Delicious! What?” Earl Ashur was agitated. “How can you express this precious delicacy with just delicious!? Yes! A heavenly flavor! The food of the gods!!”


  "...”


  Blood was truly thick. Bland and Earl Ashur even had the same taste buds. Either way, it was the birth of a new potato maniac.


  ***


  “Will you serve Duke Grid?” Lauel arranged the situation and talked to Earl Ashur.


  Earl Ashur spoke in a blunt manner with a potato in his mouth. "What are you planning to do in the future? Duke Grid will become hostile to both Eternal and Gauss. It is doubtful that Duke Grid can withstand the pincer attacks of two kingdoms, even with the protection of Marquis Steim.”


  Lauel raised three fingers. “There is a part you are overlooking. The countries we will become hostile to in this war aren’t just Eternal and Gauss, but the Saharan Empire as well.”


  “The empire?’


  The power of the Saharan Empire, the real rulers of the continent, was overwhelming. They had over one million soldiers and the number of knights was close to 3,000. There were several great magicians as outstanding as Earl Ashur. In other words, it was an absolute powerhouse. Becoming hostile to the empire would lead to ruin.


  "Why would you be hostile to the empire?”


  Lauel explained to Earl Ashur with a firm expression.


  "The Saharan Empire is behind King Aslan.”


  Many circumstantial things prove the cooperation between King Aslan and the Saharan Empire. Lauel was convinced there was a relationship with the empire not long after Aslan was crowned.


  Earl Ashur thought silently and nodded. “That reminds me... Recently, the relationship with the empire is changing little by little. The policies have started to become favorable towards the empire? They seemed so trivial that I and the others were negligent.”


  It was murky.


  "Will there be a future for Duke Grid after becoming hostile to the empire? Won’t I just die a dog death if I serve him?”


  “No, there’s no need to worry. The empire currently has their army scattered due to insurgents in the south. It’s hard to get involved in matters of the north. I’m certain that there will be no direct conflict with the empire for the next two years. In the first place, King Aslan won’t send a request for support to the empire.”


  Eternal had a very strong pride as a neutral kingdom. They might have to give a tribute to the empire, but there were few kingdoms with full autonomy like Eternal. What if it was known that King Aslan borrowed the power of the empire in order to be crowned, and in return, implemented policies favorable to the empire? King Aslan’s position would be weakened and it might be the moment when the power of Prince Ren’s faction would be revealed.


  Lauel came to the conclusion that King Aslan couldn’t announce his relationship with the empire.


  "...You’re a person who can read the situation of the whole continent and use it.”


  “Isn’t this the basics?”


  "It isn’t something that anyone can afford.”


  Earl Ashur thought about it for a moment.


  “Okay. I’m someone who can’t return to Eternal already. My base is too weak to build an independent force. I will serve Duke Grid. However, I expect high treatment.”


  “They are fair words. You’re one of the 10 great magicians on the continent. Just...” Lauel gave a friendly smile. Then he spoke to Earl Ashur with a gentle expression. "Always remember that your only mission is to serve Duke Grid. It’s unacceptable if you hold a sword to his neck.”


  "I know."


  Earl Ashur was curious. How much had Grid grown to be able to make talented people like this serve him?


  ‘I want to see it.’


  His grudge against Grid disappeared the moment he learned that Bland had been living a healthy and happy life. Earl Ashur was full of expectations when he suddenly had a question.


  “Where is Duke Grid now?”


  The war against Patrian was an important event that would determine Reidan’s future destiny. Yet Grid hadn’t been seen at all during the war. How could he be away during such an important moment?


  Lauel replied. "Duke Grid is currently hunting.”


  “...?”


  Earl Ashur doubted his ears for a moment before becoming convinced.


  "Ah, that's right. He is struggling alone to defend his territory against those who threaten it?"


  “Well... Something similar."


  Grid’s growth was the absolute weapon. The stronger Grid became, the stronger Overgeared was. But Lauel allowed Earl Ashur to interpret it as he wished. Lauel made a warm expression and sent a whisper to Faker.


  -The road to the north is finally opened. As scheduled, go to Marquis Steim and tell him about Grid’s independence.


  The moment that Marquis Steim promised to serve Grid.


  -We will make Grid a king.


  Right now, no big changes could be made if Grid became king. Grid’s kingdom would suffer, surrounded on three sides by the Eternal Kingdom, the Gauss Kingdom and the Saharan Empire. In the worst case, it could quickly fall. But Lauel didn’t care. There was only one reason. He wanted to give Grid the title of ‘First King.’


  ‘I can’t give it to Ares.’


  He bet it was a legendary rated title. Lauel speculated that the effect would be much better than Kingdom's Hero.


  ***


  "Patrian has been taken?”


  “It isn’t just that. Earl Ashur has committed betrayal and joined Duke Grid.”


  “T-This...”


  The capital of the Eternal Kingdom, Reinhardt. King Aslan never dreamt that Patrian would collapse, and he sat down without any strength. He stared into the air for a moment before asking.


  "W-Where is the knight I sent to Earl Ashur?” 


  “He was killed during the war. He was also defeated by a soldier of Reidan.”


  Why did he send a knight that was weaker than a soldier as reinforcement? The questioning eyes of the people present stabbed at King Aslan.


  Aslan was confused. ‘A soldier defeated a solo number knight?’


  It couldn’t be. The news must be distorted. Aslan was sure of it.


  ‘Duke Grid learned that Nautilus was a Red Knight and took care of it.’


  He pretended to be as soldier in order to kill the Red Knight.


  ‘The empire can’t reveal that Nautilus is a solo number knight. They can’t make a big issue against Grid.’


  From the empire’s perspective, how could they announce that one of the solo number knights they were so proud of was killed by a soldier? No. In order to avoid embarrassment, Nautilus couldn’t be revealed.


  ‘Duke Grid...’


  He was scarier and more clever than imagined. That’s right. King Aslan could never imagine. Grid wasn’t involved in this incident at all. Perhaps it wouldn’t be strange for Grid to not participate in future wars. Lauel was hoping for Grid’s infinite growth. Whether the Overgeared members went to war or a kingdom was established. Lauel desired for Grid to focus on solo play.


  ‘Like Agnus.’


  Agnus had a guild of necromancer rankers under him. He played solo while his forces gained honor and glory for him. Why couldn’t others do the same thing? Lauel had a rivalry with Veradin, Agnus’ chief of staff. He aimed to give Grid more comfort and glory than Agnus.


  It was the beginning of the ‘Grid: Emperor of the World’ project.
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  After annihilating Borneo’s army and absorbing Patrian. Lauel took control of Borneo and looked at a map of Eternal.


  “By conquering Patrian, we have succeeded in completely connecting the north and the west. From now on, we’ll use the resources produced in the north to defend against the empire’s invasion based on Reidan, the Eternal Kingdom’s invasion based on Patrian, and the Gauss Kingdom’s invasion based on Borneo.”


  Reidan, Patrian, and Borneo were able to form a triangular defense zone. The disadvantage of having to disperse their troops was created, but there was the tremendous advantage of not having to worry about their rear. 


  ‘Looking at the current situation, we’ll be able to hold on for the next two years. If we hold on, there’s a chance to counterattack.’


  The problem was Cork Island, separated from the southern part of the Eternal Kingdom by the sea. It was impossible to protect it. Lauel made a painful decision.


  "...Give up Cork Island. Please have all the members residing there return to Reidan.”


  Peak Sword fiercely argued against it. "Cork Island is the territory that the Silver Knights Guild won after a fierce battle! We can’t give it up so easily!”


  Toban spoke carefully. “Cork Island has a high profit as a tourist destination and has 23 mines. It’s the territory with the highest value, so it’s hard to obediently give it up.”


  Lauel replied coolly. “But what can we do? It’s impossible to spare resources and forces for Cork Island.”


  Lauel also felt regret that they had to give it up. It would be a lingering regret. But he needed to make a realistic decision.  He couldn’t be emotional like Peak Sword or express an opinion without a solution like Toban. Lauel had the responsibility of being Grid’s representative.


  "Cork Island won’t be able to last long against an offensive from Eternal. It’s better to not be obsessed with it and give it up instead of receiving huge damages.”


  Lauel showed an objective judgment, but Peak Sword declared.


  “I will go to Cork Island. I’ll protect it for as long as I can. Just give me permission to take 10 guild members from the Silver Knights. I’m well aware of the lacking manpower, but please do me this favor. I will make sure that you benefit from this.”


  "...”


  Peak Sword’s skills were among the top in Overgeared. He didn’t perform well in the National Competition. However, it was inevitable due to the nature of his class. Looking at simple combat ability, he was just below Regas and Pon, and his leadership was better than theirs.


  "...If you have the Silver Knights members, you will be able to extend the time it takes for Cork Island to be occupied.”


  The limit was probably one or two months. The resources and taxes from those two months would certainly be a great help to Overgeared. But Lauel thought the damage was larger than the benefits.


  "Peak Sword, Cork Island doesn’t have any monsters suitable for third advancement classes to hunt. Your growth during your stay there will be stagnant. In the long run, this will be a huge loss of power for Overgeared. Thus, I can’t send you...”


  "No, I can grow without hunting.” Peak Sword interrupted Lauel’s words with a hoe. No, it was a pickaxe. "I will stay in the mines when I’m not defending the island.”


  Steady labor would raise his mining skill as well as his stats. He would become stronger little by little. They could also obtain ores there.


  “Cork Island is a special territory for me. It resembles Dokdo. So Lauel, please sent me to Cork Island. I will protect it as long as possible.”


  He was prepared to die many times. One month, two months. No, he would secure funds for Overgeared by defending Cork Island for three or four months. Lauel finally gave up when he saw the flames burning in Peak Sword’s eyes.


  “I understand. Your stubbornness is comparable to Grid’s and I can’t break it.”


  Were all Korean people like this? Lauel laughed at the thought. A gentle smile that couldn’t be seen when confronting the enemy spread across his face.


  “Peak Sword, I will believe in you.”


  Lauel personally liked Peak Sword. A person with persistence and a noble mind, he closely resembled Grid.


  "Stay as long as possible on Cork Island.”


  Peak Sword respectfully rose from his seat and said to Lauel.


  "I will hold it and collect resources for the guild warehouse.”


  Peak Sword moved quickly. He left Borneo for Cork Island on that day. He had 10 elite members of the Silver Knights with him. There was a pickaxe in the corner of their inventories.


  After that. Lauel dispersed the Overgeared members between Reidan, Patrian, and Borneo, telling them their top priorities.


  "Always be prepared for war and concentrate on levelling up. Spend all the assets you’ve collected on potions and just keep hunting."


  Lauel would stay in Reidan. He placed the safety of Duchess Irene and Lord as his top priority.


  ***


  “Finally, it’s starting.”


  King of Shadows, Kasim. Immediately after Lord was born, Kasim stayed by his side and taught him Lantier’s techniques. Therefore, he heard when Reidan became hostile to the Saharan Empire. He looked at the residents and soldiers of Reidan who were preparing for war.


  "Don't be afraid. My shadows will embrace you.”


  The Nero who had been destroyed by the empire. As the last survivor of the Nero, Kasim’s hatred for the empire was great. Lord spoke to the man who was burning with the desire for vengeance.


  "Teacher, control your breathing. Assassins must manage their emotions.”


  “Hah... Haha, yes. I made a big mistake because I’m still lacking.”


  Kasim controlled his heart and was thrilled to see how Lord was growing.


  Sururuk.


  Kasim disappeared into the darkness.


  "Young Nobleman Lord, it’s time to study.”


  Sticks visited Lord. Lord’s response wasn’t good.


  "Are we studying great demons today?”


  "Yes, the great demons are the enemies of all species on this earth. It’s natural for you to acquire information about the great demons in advance, since you will be ruling over many humans in the future.”


  "I don’t like great demons.” 


  Lord, who had advised Kasim just a while ago to manage his emotions, wasn’t controlling his emotions at all. He pouted and started complaining. Even a continent-level genius couldn’t control his emotions when he was still under four years old.


  "I hate talking about great demons. It’s scary. Let’s study something else. Yes~? Teacher?”


  Lord’s innocent facial features were combined with his begging eyes. The child had a lovely appearance that combined the merits of his mother and father, causing Sticks to feel a strong pain in his heart.


  ‘Ugh... So cute.’


  Maybe it was because he almost died from a heart attack previously. Sticks breathed roughly to ease the pain of his heart and stroked Lord’s head.


  "Young Nobleman Lord, you have to learn it because you hate it.”


  "...”


  It was somewhat philosophical. Grid wouldn’t have understood what it meant, but his young son did. He focused his mind on Sticks’ lecture.


  [You have gained new knowledge. You have acquired the ability to detect weaknesses in some low-grade demonkin.]


  [You have gained new knowledge. Dark magic evasion and defense has increased.]


  Sticks’ vast knowledge was gradually passed down to Lord. The combination of a genius student and a mentor with close to infinite knowledge was producing great results.


  ***


  “Why is Bunny Bunny broadcasting with OGC? Where did Park Shinye go?” 


  After the end of the advertising break. The broadcast of Grid’s hunt resumed and the viewers were confused. It was because OGC’s announcer, Park Shinye disappeared without a trace. What happened during the 10 minutes when ads were playing? The viewers questioned it and Park Shinye felt confident.


  ‘Grid, don’t you know how popular I am?’


  As an announcer representing OGC, she had countless fans. After the truth was revealed, her fans would accuse Grid. She was confident that Grid would lose some popularity. Unfortunately, people’s concerns about her didn’t last long. Finally, the final boss of the vampire city appeared.  Everyone’s attention focused on Grid and the boss. From the beginning, Park Shinye’s existence was infinitely weak in front of Grid.


  『 Kukukuk! I am a true blood kindred! Vampire Viscount Steg! 』


  The vampire descended with a bloody energy around him. His force wasn’t a joke. An overwhelming feeling was being emitted by his shining eyes and dark trident. This was like the dignity of a king. He seemed much stronger than the drake that appeared in the National Competition. It seemed impossible for Grid to raid him alone. But Grid was stronger than he was during the National Competition and he had something that made the vampires much weaker than drakes.


  Peok! Peok peok peok!


  "Heeeeeok!”


  The God Hands wielded Mjolnir and caused infinite stiffness! Steg wasn’t able to resist and died, while Grid gave advice to the viewers.


  『 A sub-boss can’t resist CC with a short duration like stiffness. It’s simple to raid them after causing infinite stiffness. 』


  "...”


  No, what did he mean by infinite stiffness? The viewers started to become heated. Grid, Bunny Bunny, and the OGC staff succeeded in leaving the vampire city. At this moment, Grid’s hunting broadcast stopped. Grid reached level 317 and turned to a new hunting ground.


  ‘The East Continent.’


  He was planning to follow the footsteps of Kraugel, who had held the number one ranking with his overwhelming levelling speed. His ultimate goal was to get ahead.


  ‘I will make you go after me.’


  Grid’s motivation shot up. He always set a new goal so that he wouldn’t become stagnant.




  Chapter 509


  Snore. Snore...


  Lord practiced his assassin skills every morning and every night. But nobody knew this fact. Kasim's presence itself was a secret.


  "Uhuh! Young Nobleman Lord, are you sleeping in class?”


  He didn’t know that Lord had been training all of last night and this morning. Sticks smiled bitterly as Lord started dozing off during the second half of the lecture.


  ‘He might be a genius that represents the continent, but he’s still a child... He’s lacking concentration and stamina.’


  Sticks didn’t intent to reduce the lecture time, despite knowing this. Sticks wanted to teach Lord more and more.


  "Young Nobleman, if you feel tired then let’s take a break for an hour before continuing the lessons. Rest your eyes for a moment.”


  “Uhhh... Yes.”


  Lord answered sleepily. He headed out into the beautiful garden where petals were swaying in the breeze. It was a garden that existed due to the past activities of the Overgeared members.


  “Oh my? Lord, did today’s class end early?”


  “Kyaaah! I’m happy! We can play a lot today!”


  There were dozens of girls waiting for Lord in the garden. They were girls more beautiful than the flowers, each with a different personality.


  “Ohh... It isn’t over. A quick break. I’m going to sleep.”


  Lord yawned, headed into a girl’s arms, and fell asleep straight away. The girls loved this cute and loveable Lord. “Kukuk, so cute.”


  "Sleep well and grow up quickly, our Lord.”


  Some girls poked Lord’s cheeks, others kissed him, and some hugged him. There were also girls who stroked his head. They were the Rebecca’s Daughters candidates.They were Lord’s girlfriends.


   "Hah.”


  Vantner found Lord sleeping in the girls’ arms and blinked.


  ‘...I’m envious!’


  He never thought that a child of Grid would be so beautiful and have so many pretty girls. Vantner angrily poked Lord in the side with a branch and ran away. After a while, he was caught by the girls chasing after him and beaten up.


  "Any actions that threaten Lord are unforgivable, even if you’re a member of Overgeared.”


  "Duke Grid himself asked this of us! We will take good care of Lord!"


  "...”


  Vantner, who failed in his 103rd blind date a few days ago, was miserable in both mind and body. He was frustrated for a while and belatedly realized something.


  'Why are these kids so scary?’


  Vantner had overlooked it, but the girls were strong. In the first place, they were taken to be Rebecca’s Daughters because they were talented. Then after coming to Reidan, they received Piaro’s training. The power of Reidan was much stronger than that of Overgeared. 


  One of the people who contributed to this rising power was Aura Master Hurent.


  ‘By the way, Piaro didn’t come again today?'


  One day, Piaro had suddenly disappeared. Hurent had been disguised as an unnamed serf and trained by Piaro for several months already. He was in a bad mood after Piaro disappeared.


  ‘Where did that guy suddenly disappear to?’


  He wanted to ask people, but felt reluctant. He was worried that he would be thrown out by the Overgeared members if he was discovered. Hurent covered his face even more with the straw hat he received from Piaro and eventually started his field work again.


  ‘Come back soon. Until then, the fields that you cherish... No, I will defend these training grounds.’


  Hurent followed the field work techniques that Piaro taught him in order to become stronger. At first, he thought of Piaro as an enemy. After the great teachings, he truly considered Piaro as a true benefactor and teacher. His desire for vengeance against Grid had disappeared a long time ago.


  In the first place,it wasn’t Grid’s fault that he was disgraced after being defeated by Grid in five seconds. The result occurred because he was weak. He should focus on himself rather than feeling resentment towards Grid. However, if the opportunity came, he wanted to fight against Grid again. He would prove his strength.


  It was a pure desire, different from his previous grudges. 


  ***  


  [(Breaking News) Overgeared Guild captured Patrian and Borneo!]


  The world was overturned. Patrian and Borneo. Few players knew the names of the territories in small kingdoms. But they were clearly strategically important points when looking at a map. The Overgeared Guild swallowed these territories in two days. The amazing fact was that it occurred when Grid was on air.


  『 I didn’t know the power of Overgeared was this much. Taking two new territories without Grid... It was only one a few days ago. Isn’t the master of Patrian one of the 10 great magicians, Earl Ashur? 』


  『 It was possible because there was no Grid. There was a small number of players inside Patrian and Borneo because everyone was busy watching Grid. This meant Overgeared had relatively easy access to the two territories. In other words, it was an important empty fort. 』


  『 It’s a strategy that Lauel devised. He truly is a genius... It clearly shows the role of Overgeared’s brain. 』


  『 It isn’t just Lauel. There are many famous people in Overgeared. I appreciate Grid’s ability to gather so many individuals that are hard to control and managing them. 』


  『 I don’t think Grid is lacking anything. He has high level combat ability, unique blacksmith skills, raid and hunting ability, the charm to attract talent, and the wisdom to use that talent in the right places. As for the leadership that raised the guild to be the best... Isn’t this a perfect human being? 』


  『 Having a charm that attracts people means his personality is also good... Actually, he’s probably a very kind person. There’s a reason why Grid is loved by the world’s top beauties like Yura and Jishuka. 』


  People’s misunderstandings deepened every day. They talked about a perfect person called Grid. And the experts started debating.


  『 Grid will probably become the first king. 』


  『 It’s likely. It is unclear how many territories are owned by third parties, but Overgeared has Reidan, Bairan, Cork, Patrian, and Borneo. The combined size is enormous. Maybe Grid will soon be eligible to be king. 』


  Satisfy’s opening phase. Players, like NPCs, could become nobles and even royalty. In order to build up wealth, power, honor, and to reach a high status, the players worked tirelessly. As a result, many rankers had succeeded in becoming nobles. However, no one had yet become qualified to be a king. This was the first time that the media used ‘First King’ for a particular player.


  Of course, the shockwave was large. Many refuted it.


  『 Do you think a kingdom can be built just based on territory? The most important thing is the workforce, the workforce. 』


  『 The Overgeared members are only in the hundreds. They’re lacking the talent to build and manage a country. 』


  『 No. Personnel can be filled up with NPCs. 』


  『 Are competent NPCs that common? I assure you, the construction of a country for a player is only possible after at least three years. In addition, the player is likely to be someone other than Grid. 』


  『 Who is that? 』


  『 God of War Ares. He’s an unofficial ranker and his activities are limited to wars, so few people know about him... His ability in war and politics will surely overwhelm Grid’s. 』


  ***


  “You’ve grown since I last saw you.”


  Originally, Grid always looked for Irene first when he returned to Reidan. But right now, Lord was a priority. His love for Irene strengthened his love for Lord.


  "The more I look, the prettier he is.”


  All parents said their children were cute, but Lord was really beautiful. He had Irene’s white skin, oval-shaped face, and big blue eyes. He resembled Grid in his high nose and sharp eyes.


  These features harmoniously intertwined to create a perfect young man.


  “Huhuhut... It’s like my childhood...” Grid looked at the past and stroked the hair of the sleeping Lord. "Please always continue to grow up healthy.”


  ‘Don’t taste misfortune and always be happy. Don’t get upset when meeting someone strong. Become the pride of my love, Irene.’


  Grid made a gentle expression and confirmed Lord’s status window out of habit.


  Name: Lord Steim


  Age: 3 years old  Gender: Male


  Occupation: Young Nobleman


  Title: Grid’s Son


  * The son of a legendary blacksmith. He has inherited most of his father’s abilities.


  Title: Genius of the West Continent


  * A genius that represents one continent. He overwhelms national geniuses, and his level and abilities will rise 60% faster than normal. In addition, he can acquire skills in a wide range of fields.


  However, there is a limit to the level and abilities that can be raised until he is 15 years old.


  Title: One who Will Become a Legend


  A person who will leave his name in history. There is an 80% chance of being immune to all status effects and illnesses. When attacked, if his health falls to 1 point, he will enter the immortal state for 2.5 seconds.


  Level: 15


  Strength: 87   Stamina: 70


  Agility: 109     Intelligence: 87


  Dexterity: 150  Charm: 100


  Dignity: 17    Insight: 80


  Skills: Beginner Bow Mastery (F), Beginner Blacksmith Skill (F), Beginner Weapons Mastery (C), Daluka’s Methods (A+) Discerning Eyes (S), Overwhelming Charm (S), Lantier’s Methods (SS), Famous and Legendary Pedigree (SS). 


  His mother is the successor of a noble family in the Eternal Kingdom and his father is a legend.


  He has inherited all of his parent’s strengths, so his potential is outstanding. Teaching him will be inspiring.


  Recently, the discipline has been effective and he has learned humility. His heart is being tempered by the love from females.


  “Eh...?”


  Lantier’s Methods. Previously, Grid hadn’t know what it was when he discovered it, but now he knew. Lantier. The name of the legendary assassin Grid met in the Behen Archipelago.


  ‘How does Lord have Lantier’s power...?’


  No matter how much of a genius Lord was, there was no way he could learn the power of a legend on his own. Someone had to intervene with Lord’s teachings. The problem was that person’s identity. Who would give Lord such strength, and what were their intentions?


  Grid lost his smile as his eyes shone fiercely. He maximized his senses and caught something.
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  The current Grid was different from the Grid when Lord was born. He honed his control skills in the Behen Archipelago, gained combat experience from the National Competition, strengthened himself through items and raids, and raised his level in the vampire city.


  Grid’s steady progress maximized the power of his stats, titles, and items, increasing the effectiveness of his five senses. It was enough to feel the presence of the king of shadows, Kasim, on the ceiling!


  “Magic Detection!”


  Paaaat!


  It was so weak that Grid couldn’t be certain, making him use magic. The magic was deployed throughout all of Lord’s bedroom.  He clearly caught Kasim’s presence on the ceiling.


  “How dare you!?”


  Hiding in his son’s bedroom! The furious Grid pulled out Iyarugt and Sword Ghost, aiming them at the ceiling. However, he couldn’t hit the target.


  ‘Fled?’


  Grid was startled. The reaction speed of the person on the ceiling was so fast that he got the creeps.


  ‘Dangerous!’


  His sense of alertness deepened. In the first place, the person had been hiding in Lord’s room without being noticed by the Overgeared members. It was obvious that the person wasn’t ordinary.


  "Shit!"


  Lord’s safety was the number one priority! Grid hurriedly grabbed the sleeping Lord and aimed Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave, towards the person on the ceiling. Kasim on the ceiling was embarrassed.


  ‘Attacking without asking any questions!’


  At the very least, he might have a chance to introduce himself if Grid had asked who he was. But Grid just struck. He was confident Kasim was an enemy. Kasim was forced to resist in order to avoid death.


  ‘Shadow Move!’


  Supak!


  Kasim hid himself in the shadows to hide from the wave of energy hitting the whole ceiling. Then a black sword appeared in front of his eyes as he moved to a new shadow created by the collapsed ceiling debris. Grid used the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch to chase after Kasim and fired Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Kill.


  Kasim was astonished.


  ‘He has grown in the few months I haven’t seen him!’


  The stab filled with killing intent that headed towards him! Kasim was about to flee when he was caught by the God Hands. 


  ‘He blocked all the ways to escape?’


  It was a skill that accumulated from countless fighting experiences. It was a level that was hard to deal with. Kasim determined that he might die and used his strength.


  “Shadow Soldiers!”


  Pepepepeok!


  All the shadows that existed in the bedroom responded to Kasim’s call. The shadows formed large and small bodies and created a barrier around Kasim.  Kasim managed to defend against Grid’s Kill and the God Hand’s attacks and then moved. He aimed for the God Hands, not Grid.


  The shadow soldiers all threw shadow spears simultaneously. There were exactly 67.


  Teteteteng!


  [God Hand (1) has stiffened.]


  [God Hand (2) has stiffened.]


  [God Hand (3) has stiffened.]


  [God Hand (4) has stiffened.]


  [God Hand (1) has stiffened.]


  [God Hand (2) has stiffened.]


  ...


  ...


  “Crazy!”


  Grid was astonished. The unidentified intruder had a turban wrapped around his whole face and demonstrated an incredible ability to use shadows. All the shadows that existed around him were used for movements, defense and attack, while the defense and attack power were the best. The ability was unmatched compared to Tarma who he met in the National Competition.


  Where had this monster suddenly appeared from? A name suddenly popped into Grid’s questioning brain.


  ‘King of Shadows!’


  Kasim!


  ‘That damn bastard is aiming for me again!’


  During the days when Grid was still active in Winston. The assassin called Shay had hired Kasim to kill Grid. He was blocked by Huroi and Euphemina and eventually withdrew.


  “Noe! Randy!”


  Grid was certain that the opponent was Kasim and used all his power. Kasim was a named NPC. He had a third advancement when Grid met him a long time ago, so it was highly likely he was at the fourth advancement now. Grid judged it would be difficult to handle Kasim by himself and summoned his pets before using Linked Kill Wave.


  Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa! Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  The walls of Lord’s room were smashed and all of Reidan Castle shook. It was the overwhelming strength of Linked Kill Wave, which could be called Grid’s ultimate attack. However, it was unreasonable to hit Kasim with a non-targeted skill. Kasim avoided the eight strikes of Linked Kill Wave by moving through the shadows and ended up behind Grid.


  "Duke Grid, please calm down first and let me spea...”


  Kasim attempted a conversation.


  "Where are you going?”


  Randy copied Grid and threatened Kasim with Link.


  "Kyong!”


  Noe’s mouth opened to swallow Kasim. This was followed by the God Hands wielded Mjolnir. Kasim eventually had to use a hidden technique. It was the manifestation of ‘Greed,’ a technique that drew all the shadows to one point and swallowed everything around it. It was Kasim’s unique skill that he created by combining Daluka's Methods and Lantier’s Methods.


  Kuoooooh!


  "Kyaaack!”


  “Nyang! Scary!”


  Randy, Noe, the God Hands and the furniture in the room. Everything except for Grid was swallowed by the shadow. It was like a black hole, although it naturally wasn’t comparable to the power of the universe. Kasim’s Greed could only swallow the target for 3 seconds before spitting it out. Of course, these 3 seconds exerted absolute force during a battle.


  “Duke Grid! I’m not an enemy!”


  "Not an enemy?”


  Kasim finally got a chance to speak to Grid.  Kasim hurriedly shouted, “I want to become your ally!”


  "Ally? You?”


  Grid asked like he didn’t understand.


  “Uhhh...”


  Lord who had fallen into a deep sleep after working too hard the past few days. Despite the turmoil of the battle, the child only woke up now. Then he laughed when he saw that Kasim was in front of him.


  “Teacher!”


  “Teacher?”


  Grid was stunned.


  “Ah! Father!”


  Lord belatedly realized that he was in Grid’s arms and hugged him tightly. Finally, Greed spat out Noe, who shook his tail nervously. 


  "I suffered needlessly. If only you talked and resolved it from the beginning, nyang...”


  It was because he was born in the human world. Noe was gradually losing the instincts of a memphis, the best demonic best of hell that enjoyed combat and slaughter. A pacifist demonic beast.


  ***


  “There was a story like this.”


  For a long time, Grid heard a lot of stories from Kasim. Kasim’s past. The fall of the Nero. Being wanted by the empire. His relationship with Doran. His observation of Grid. The thoughts he had during the observation period. Protecting Irene and Lord and ultimately becoming Lord’s teacher, etc. Kasim told Grid all of it.


  What was Grid’s response?


  "Thank you."


  Their first meeting was the worst, but that was the past. It was a fact that Kasim protected Irene and Lord, with Lord even testifying directly. Grid wasn’t unscrupulous enough not to feel gratitude. He bowed his head deeply and thanked Kasim. Grid was also greedy. Kasim was the most powerful assassin in existence and the only person who knew Lantier’s techniques. Grid coveted him. He wanted to make Kasim his own person. He also knew he could have Kasim.


  Grid’s raised his head and stared straight into Kasim’s eyes.


  "Kasim, I will fulfill your desire. Starting today, formally serve me.”


  He was in a position where he needed to be hostile to the Saharan Empire. One of Grid’s ultimate goals was to win greater honor and riches, and to destroy the empire for Piaro and Asmophel. However, he knew that it was hard. Maybe it was impossible. But he would challenge it.


  "Didn’t you see the possibility when you looked at me? So believe in me and serve me.”


  Kasim had no reason to refuse. In the first place, it was also what he wanted.


  “I am grateful.” Kasim immediately kneeled and pledged. "I will be your shadow.”


  [King of Shadows Kasim has become your knight!]


  [Kasim has become a member of Reidan!]


  [Your charm has increased by 100!]


  ‘Good!’


  This was what he wanted. The thrilled Grid immediately gave Kasim a role.


  "I want you to protect my family like you are doing now. In addition, I’d like you to work hard on raising an assassin group. Is it possible?”


  "As I said before, there are a number of assassins from the Silver Dragons. They are acquiring Daluka's Methods, so I think it should be sufficient to make an assassins group out of them.”


  Grid nodded.


  “Okay. From now on, your position is leader of the Overgeared Shadows.”


  “...Yes.”


  He didn’t know what Overgeared meant, but it didn’t sound that great. Kasim was troubled, but couldn’t go against his lord. He nodded without saying anything. Grid observed him with the Great Lord's Sword.


  Name: Kasim


  Age: 36 years old.  Gender: Male


  Occupation: Leader of Overgeared Shadows.


  Title: Last of the Nero Clan.


  * The Nero have dark skin, making it easier to assimilate into the darkness. As the only survivor of the Nero, Kasim gains a large bonus effect when using Stealth. However, some of the power of throwing weapons is reduced due to his too long arms.


  Title: King of Shadows


  * Maximizes the effects and power of shadow techniques.


  Title: Disciple of Lantier


  * Knows the theories of Lantier’s techniques. However, he doesn’t have the talent to learn it himself.


  Level: 401


  Strength: 2,107   Stamina: 1,158


  Agility: 4,409     Intelligence: 933


  Persistence: 3,550


  Skills: Trap Installation (A), Daluka's Methods (A+), Evolved Body Techniques (A), Evolving Techniques (A), Evolved Sword Techniques (A), Evolved Throwing Technique (S), Evolved Assassination (S), Nero’s Stealth Techniques (S), Ultimate Shadow Technique (S+), Lantier’s Methods Knowledge (SS).


  It was unfortunate that only one special stat, Persistence, was opened. However, the numerical value of Persistence was unreasonably high. It was much higher than Grid’s persistence. Kasim would never give up. In addition, his high strength and agility demonstrated that his combat ability was equivalent to Asmophel.


  ‘He is equivalent to Piaro in places with a lot of shadows.’


  Grid felt like he had won thousands of troops.
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  The fuss ended.


  Grid watched the restoration work of Lord’s bedroom and asked Kasim for something. It was an extremely personal favor. Kasim hesitated before nodding.


  “Understood.”


  "Thank you for agreeing.”


  Grid was satisfied with the answer and summoned Lauel. It was to an office Grid hadn’t used for a long time. No, it was an office that he almost never stepped foot in.


  "Why don’t you take over this room? It’s several times larger than your office.”


  Lauel handled all tasks related to the guild and territory management. Grid suggested it because he wanted to create a better work environment for Lauel.


  "I have been given a lot of power as your proxy, but in the end, I am not you. I don’t dare sit forever in a place where you will have to sit.” 


  'It’s serious.’


  Lauel seemed to have become affected by historical dramas. Grid smiled at Lauel, who was immersed in the role of a loyalist. Then he was informed by Lauel about the current situation of Overgeared. Grid’s expression distorted.


  "I can’t understand what Peak Sword is thinking.”


  As a result of this war, losing Cork Island was inevitable. It was too far away, and both Lauel and Grid were aware that they couldn’t defend it. Nevertheless, they pressed on with the war because the benefits were bigger. In fact, Overgeared’s growth had increased by lengths and bounds due to absorbing two territories, Earl Ashur, and the 7,000 Patrian soldiers.


  But for Peak Sword, Cork Island was a special territory. He absolutely didn’t want to lose it. Grid belatedly understood his heart.


  “I will go to Cork Island.”


  He was already familiar with defending territories as a former soldier of the Korean army.  Grid was confident that he could defend Cork Island for months or years.


  “It’s my land. I must keep it.”


  Grid felt emotional about leaving the responsibility to just Peak Sword. Lauel couldn’t accept it. "It isn’t possible. If your growth stagnates, the Overgeared Guild will suffer a huge loss.”


  "But I can’t let Peak Sword do it alone.”


  Among his valued colleagues, Peak Sword was special. A fair person who shouted ‘Do you know God Grid?’ anywhere and to anyone. He also cheered, trusted, and supported Grid, handing over his guild and territory to Grid. Grid couldn’t repay his true heart, but he couldn’t ignore Peak Sword when he was in trouble.


  “I will go and help Peak Sword. Don’t worry about my growth. If I stay on Cork Island and make items for the soldiers, my stats and skill levels will continue to rise. I can be strong no matter where I am.”


  Of course, the rate of growth was much slower than hunting and raising his level. The moment that Grid was being stubborn.


  -God Grid, don’t come. It’s funny that I am saying this, but Cork Island is just the tip of Overgeared. It’s impossible to keep it forever. It’s just a waste of time for you to come here.


  A whisper came from Peak Sword. It was Lauel’s doing. Grid continued to insist on going, so Lauel sent a whisper to Peak Sword.


  -God Grid is the master. I’m just a guild member and the responsibilities I bear can’t be compared to yours. Don’t lose focus by caring about one guild member. Give priority to what you need to do. Become strong enough to take back Cork Island again at any time.


  "...”


  Grid didn’t insist any longer. He decided to accept Peak Sword’s heart because he knew his priorities.


  “Then I will go to the East Continent.”


  Grid was currently level 317. The vampire cities were no longer giving him a lot of experience. The vampire cities not conquered yet were under a direct descendant. Since the direct descendants were at least an earl, the danger was ridiculously high. But he didn’t yet have the ability to clear the Behen Archipelago. Grid wasn’t strong enough to defeat the legends that had been turned into death knights by Pagma.


  It was a stagnant situation. Grid judged it was the proper time to go to the East Continent.


  “Take care.”


  Grid asked the smiling Lauel one more time.


  “It is really okay without me?”


  “Yes, of course. Originally, it was a little dangerous. But things have changed after you brought in Kasim.”


  In fact, he couldn’t assert that it was completely safe. But Lauel didn’t want to hold on to Grid’s ankles. He exaggerated somewhat to make Grid’s footsteps lighter.


  "Then I'm glad. Okay, I have to say goodbye to Irene and...”


  Grid was relieved by the answer and left Lauel behind in the office. Grid ran straight to Irene’s bedroom. It was the last time he would share love with his wife before he left. Lauel looked at his back and became very excited.


  'My Lord, I will give you a surprise soon.’


  If Marquis Steim agreed to support Grid, the Overgeared members would be able to expand the scale of their forces at once and Grid would be qualified to be a king. Grid would have the incredible experience of being a king when hunting on the East Continent. Lauel wanted to see Grid’s shock and delight as soon as possible.


  *** 


  Before going to see Sticks and heading to the East Continent.


  “Irene, this is a gift.”


  “Oh my... Dear husband, it’s refreshing.” 


  After meeting with Irene, they entered the bedroom and Grid gave her pajamas. It was a white one-piece pajama. A legendary rated item.


  [Direct Vampire’s Pajamas]


  It had the effect of revealing the skin when a person wore it. At first, he thought it was a useless effect.


  ‘There’s a reason why it’s legendary rated!’


  Irene looked more alluring than ever when she wore it. The Direct Vampire’s Pajamas was a stunning item worthy of the legendary rating.


  "Irene!”


  “Dear husband.”


  Grid enjoyed Irene’s body, which had become more mature since Lord’s birth, and he used his legendary hand techniques. Irene’s moans that occurred every time Grid’s large and thick fingers moved over her skin became a thrilling melody.


  ***


  "It’s still dangerous.”


  Grid got minerals from the guild warehouse and went to visit Sticks. He heard a negative opinion from Sticks.


  "It is estimated that most of the top skills currently on the West Continent came from the East Continent. Looking at this, it is obvious that the overall level of the East Continent is above the West Continent."


  Grid knew. In fact, Sticks explained that the Supreme Swordsmanship that Piaro used during his period as a great swordsman originated from the East Continent.


  "The reason why the people of the East Continent created stronger skills is due to the harsh environment.”


  It was Sticks’ reasoning that the monsters inhabiting the East Continent were much stronger than those on the West Continent. Grid wasn’t nervous about this. Rather, he was quite excited.


  "I will become stronger quicker if I fight the strong. Sticks, I want to quickly become stronger. So send me to the East Continent.”


  The biggest reason he wanted to become stronger was because his valued family, friends, and colleagues were depending on him.  The second reason was he wanted to surpass Kraugel. It was Grid’s dream to break all the records set by Kraugel and to rise to the top. It was a natural desire to have as a game player.


  “No. It’s wiser to go after you have grown more from the vampire cities. Aren’t the vampire cities good hunting grounds?"


  One of the few candidates who could cleanse and repair the Contaminated Behen Archipelago. It was Grid. Grid also saved his life and was the father of Lord, his precious disciple. Sticks wanted Grid to behave more reliably. He hoped that Grid wouldn’t take unacceptable risks.


  “Those blessed or cursed by the gods... Grid, I know that you have more than one life. But that doesn’t mean you can overcome death completely.”


  That’s right. It couldn’t be compared to NPCs who only had one life, but players suffered an enormous loss from death. Their experience dropped, there was a chance of losing items, and the potential to fail certain quests. But how could a user play the game if they were afraid of this?


  ‘I would play CD games if I was afraid of failure. There are many save points.’


  Grid asked Sticks.


  "Sticks, will you only use addition if it’s hard to learn multiplication?”


  "...”


  “No? It’s time for me to challenge new times.”


  "...I am convinced.”


  It was a low-level example, but he could see Grid’s nature from this remark. Maybe Sticks’ egotism had grown as he became older. He realized that his thinking was too narrow and handed a piece of paper to Grid. It was originally an item that Grid had to purchase directly using points earned in the Behen Archipelago.


  [East Continent Movement Portal Scroll]


  You can go to the starting village of ‘Pangea’ on the East Continent.


  Weight: 0.1


  “Okay.”


  It was always good to get a freebie! Grid smiled widely as he said goodbye.


  “I’m going.”


  Flash!


  Grid used the scroll immediately and was engulfed in light. Sticks was startled by the sight and muttered.


  “No... You should also take the return scroll for the West Continent...” 


  ***


  [You have crossed the Dead Sea and arrived on the East Continent.]


  [You are the 31st player.]


  [The distance from the West Continent is too far. All forms of contact with players from the West Continent will be blocked.]


  [The energy flowing is very dark. Mana regeneration rate will increase by 10%.]


  [The gravity here is too strong. Strength and agility will decrease by 10%. Health regeneration will slow down.]


  [This is forced due to natural influences. It can’t be resisted.]


  "Isn’t this too beneficial for magician type classes?”


  Grid didn’t have any large complaints since he had many high mana consumption skills.


  “Rather, the 31st player...”


  Some new people must’ve stepped on the East Continent.


  "Eh?”


  The East Continent’s starter village, Pangea. Grid looked around and was startled.




  Chapter 512


  ‘Why is it so big?’


  Grid was surprised due to Pangea’s scale.


  ‘I thought it would be a small village because it’s a starter village.’


  It was the reverse. Pangea was large enough to be called a city. He couldn’t see an end to the wall, no matter how he turned his gaze. It seemed much bigger than Reidan, the second largest city in Eternal, with the population even being higher. Reidan was lacking in people, while everywhere in Pangea was crowded with people.


  ‘The lord here must have it good...’


  He would be earning a lot from all the taxes the citizens were paying. Desert cities, fortified cities, etc. Grid only owned cities that didn’t possess a lot of money, making him feel envious.


  “Ah?”


  Grid was constantly observing the area when he noticed something.


  'There’s a lot of ethnic variety?’


  Grid thought of the East Continent as Oriental. He imagined an Oriental style of living where the people had black hair and black eyes. However, while there were many inhabitants of Pangea who seemed Oriental, others were reminiscent of Westerners and Middle Easterners. The same was true for the architecture lining the streets. Some buildings looked like they came from the Joseon Dynasty of Korea, others looked like cathedrals from Medieval Europe, while mansions in the Middle East were also present.


  “Wow. This is very...”


  He thought he should eat jjamppong for lunch today. He was somewhat disappointed since he was hoping for the mysterious old Oriental mood.


  ‘But this might be an advantage. If a player of another nationality comes, they won’t stand out.’


  Pangea was just the starter village. This must be an arrangement for players visiting from the West Continent for the first time.


  ‘A city or kingdom with the Oriental atmosphere I imagined probably exists somewhere.’


  Grid’s reasoning was appropriate. The East Continent was known to be far larger than the West Continent. Grid lingered for a few hours in Pangea. He observed the shops and streets full of people in order to understand their rules, sentiments, and culture. It was an effort to adapt.


  He didn’t move without thinking like the old days. It wasn’t irritating if he thought about it as meaningful behavior.


  ‘There isn’t anything special. It’s the same for the people. I should head to a smithy now.’


  Grid determined that he had looked at Pangea enough and was filled with a new curiosity. He was curious as to how the blacksmiths of the continent worked and what type of battle gear they produced. He wanted to study it. Grid didn’t forget his duty as a legendary blacksmith.


  "Esteemed elder, excuse me. Can I ask a question?”


  Grid called out to a fat old man passing by.


  “Where is the smithy?”


  The elder NPC called Pao Woo looked over at Grid and asked.


  “Is this your first time in Pangea?”


  "Yes, I came from far away.”


  He didn’t say he was from the West Continent. Their perception towards the West Continent was still unknown, so he had to be as careful as possible. It was very smart of Grid.


  "Ahh, I see. There should be one or two smithies over there...”


  Pao Woo explained it based on the central square.


  “There is the White Hammer smithy on the east road, the Black Anvil smithy on the west road, the Red Tongs smithy on the south road, and the Blue Flames smithy on the north road. They are the most famous smithies in Pangea. If you visit one of them, you will surely be able to buy something that suits you.”


  “Are there many blacksmiths working there?”


  "A moderate amount. At least 100.”


  The goods produced in a smithy weren’t just battle gear. There were also a variety of items needed for everyday life, such as kitchen knives, hammers, farming equipment, etc. Therefore, the production demands for blacksmiths in cities with a large population were much higher. The West Continent set a limit on the number of smithies in each territory in order to keep the local lord in check.


  “Thank you.”


  He politely said goodbye to the kind old man and moved to the White Hammer smithy. He chose it because it was the closest one, a mere five minutes away.


  ***


  [You have entered the White Hammer smithy.]


  [The blacksmiths of the East Continent have a different viewpoint from those of the West Continent. The effect of Pagma’s Descendant won’t work.]


  “Hrmm.”


  Originally, Grid was favored by intermediate level blacksmiths and worshipped by advanced level blacksmiths whenever he visited a smithy. Excellent blacksmiths knew that Grid was a better blacksmith than them just by looking at his body and hands. But not the blacksmiths of the East Continent.


  Grid was disappointed. Was it because he wouldn’t be treated well? No, it wasn’t because of such petty reasons. It was because he thought the skills of the East Continent blacksmiths wouldn’t meet his expectations.


  ‘Their lack of a discerning eye means they lack ability.’


  He might not be able to learn any blacksmithing from the East Continent.


  ‘I should focus on levelling up and new titles acquisition as planned.’


  Flinch.


  Grid was about to leave the smithy when he suddenly stopped.


  Ttaaang!


  The sound of the hammer striking iron was so clear? Grid doubted his ears and changed the direction of his footsteps. Then he stared inside the smithy with a spellbound look. There...


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  Hwaruruk!


  Puok. Puok.


  Chiiiik!


  10 blacksmiths were working around a large furnace in the center. Someone was sitting in front of the anvil hammering, another person was cooling hot iron, while someone else was constantly working the bellows. Grid was impressed as he instantly grasped their skills.


  ‘They are blacksmiths who have reached the advanced level of the Blacksmithing skill.’


  The reason why the blacksmiths of the East Continent didn’t recognize Grid’s greatness. It wasn’t because they were ‘incompetent,’ but because they were different. The techniques of the Eastern blacksmiths were different than those of the blacksmiths on the West Continent.


  ‘No, it’s ahead.’


  In particular, the forging techniques were excellent. They stacked layers of metal together and repeated the process. It was a method that required tremendous physical strength, patience, and delicacy. But the common blacksmiths of the West Continent avoided this task. They chose the easy method most of the time.


  ‘This is clearly a superior professional mindset. Is it a phenomenon caused by the high competition rate of having so many blacksmiths?’


  Grid felt a strong sense of curiosity as he looked at their equipment.


  ‘When forging iron, they use an iron hammer. When forging mithril, they use a mithril hammer...’


  It was to increase the efficiency of forging while paying attention not to conflict with the nature of the metal. It was an idea that Legendary Blacksmith Grid had never thought of.


  ‘What is that liquid that’s released into the water used for quenching?’


  There was quite a lot he could learn from here. It happened when Grid was closely observing the work of the blacksmiths.


  "Do you want to learn blacksmithing from us?”


  Someone came up to Grid. He had dark skin and thick lips like someone from Africa. The muscles around his neck were so developed that they were as thick as Grid’s thigh muscles. His name was White. (TL: The spelling of this is more romanized to sound like white in English. Meanwhile, the name of the White sister is the actual Korean for White, which is spoken in a different way.)


  He misunderstood Grid as trying to become a blacksmith and said with a gentle expression.


  "Well, it’s wonderful that you want to learn, as long as you are prepared to work. But I have many people like you come here every day. I can’t accept just anyone. If you want to learn our techniques, you must first prove that you are qualified.”


  "No, I just want to briefly tour...”


  Grid couldn’t finish his words. White randomly handed him an axe and a notification window popped up.


  Ttiring~


  [A quest has been created.]


  [Chop Firewood!]


  Difficulty: ???


  White, the owner of the White Hammer smithy wants to test you.


  Bring back two 100 year old White Trees at the forest in the north of Pangea.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Cut down two 100 year old White Trees.


  Quest Clear Rewards: 12% experience. Get a job as an apprentice at the White Hammer smithy.


  Quest Failure Condition: None.


  ‘No, is this a joke? It’s outrageous.’


  Grid’s eyes narrowed. A level 317 user was expected to chop firewood? The reward was also to get a job as an apprentice blacksmith. He never imagined that in this world, there would be someone crazy enough to try and make a legendary blacksmith as an apprentice.


  ‘Certainly, there are things I can learn. But it isn’t big enough to spend a lot of time here.’


  The level of his techniques were far ahead of them. He could learn a variety of ideas here, not technical matters. It wasn’t worth investing time in this quest.


  ‘In the first place, isn’t this a quest for beginners on the East Continent?’


  Grid was about to refuse when he was surprised by something. When he cleared the quest, he would get 12% of his experience?


  ‘Crazy.’


  Based on a level 317 users, it was a amount that he would acquire from defeating 500 lower vampires. He could get a huge amount of experience just for cutting down two trees. He honestly couldn’t believe it, but the system didn’t lie! Grid’s eyes shone like lanterns as he confirmed again.


  "Really? I just need to cut down two trees?”


  “Yes.” White nodded.


  Grid smiled widely.


  “Then I will go!”


  This was paradise!


  ‘The East Continent is the best!’


  Grid recalled his beginner days as he ran towards the forest carrying the axe. He faded into the distance as he looked at the quest information on the map. White looked after him before someone asked him.


  "Do you really think he can cut down a 100 year old White Tree?”


  A 100 year old White Tree was as hard as iron and as fierce as an active volcano. A famous woodcutter couldn’t even cause a nick in it and a mighty shaman couldn’t suppress the fire. It wasn’t called the Daoism Tree for nothing. A perfect flame could be produced if it was used as firewood, but that was impossible. It was common sense for anyone who dreamt of becoming a blacksmith. But the black-eyed young man didn’t have that common sense. It was certain that he didn’t study anything about blacksmithing.


  “There are a lot of rabble coming in recent years.” White shook his head and returned to his spot.  He shouted at his men. “Hey you! Focus more! We have to win this year’s competition!”




  Chapter 513


  “It’s hard.”


  The gravity of the East Continent was much stronger than the West Continent. As a result, Grid’s stamina, strength, and agility received a penalty. The aftermath of this was quite large. From the center of Pangea to the White Tree Forest. He was already exhausted after only one hour of running. He would’ve been fine for another 20 minutes on the West Continent.


  ‘It would’ve been relatively comfortable if I flew.’


  But he didn’t use that method. Something annoying might notice him if he flew.


  ‘Huhuhut! Now I have become pretty smart!’


  Grid was pleased with his development and caught sight of the white forest below the hill. A white forest that existed in the city. The scale wasn’t huge. There were roughly 1,000 trees densely packed together. It was beautiful. Like snow had fallen, the leaves were white and the forest looked like giant cotton from the distance.


  ‘It goes well with the old Korean-style houses outside the forest.’


  It reminded him of a snowy winter landscape seen in historical dramas. At least this place gave him the Oriental feeling he was hoping for.


  ‘If I sit here eating kimchi...’ 


  It was best with soju. He wanted to take a break to log out and have some kimchi with soju. But playing Satisfy after drinking was a shortcut to defeat. It wasn’t uncommon for people to try enhancing their equipment under the influence of alcohol. Grid had to refrain from drinking if he was aiming for the top.


  "I need to use the break time to eat and exercise, raising my physical strength to play the game...”


  Grid controlled his heart and descended the hill into the forest.


  ‘I have to cut down a 100 year old tree?’


  In today's society, there were many ways to measure the age of a tree. They could know the age of the tree without having to cut it down and check the growth rings. It was the same with Satisfy. It was simple using the appraisal system. In particular, Grid had the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill.


  The Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill was unrivalled among the various types of appraisal items and skills in Satisfy. While top rated appraisal items revealed around 6~10 pieces of information, the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill revealed 10~12.


  “Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.”


  It was the nearest tree. Grid laid a hand on the tree that was around 5m high and used the skill.


  Ttiring~


  [White Phosphorus Tree]


  Status: Very healthy


  Age: 607 years


  It is assumed that the origin of this tree is Shangri-La.


  It is often called the Daoism Tree and is the national wood of Hwan Kingdom.


  The trunk and branches extend straight towards the sky.


  The hardness of this tree, which symbolizes high dignity and elegance, is comparable to dragon iron.


  "There’s a place on the East Continent called the Hwan Kingdom... What’s dragon iron?”


  The existence of Shangri-La and daoism weren’t surprising. In the past, Grid became aware there was a class called daoist. But he never heard of dragon iron.


  “It seems like the name of a mineral.”


  It was a name that he never heard of on the West Continent. Grid found it interesting.


  ‘Indeed, there are separate materials that only exist on the East Continent.’


  The natural environments of the East Continent and West Continent were different. It was expected that there would be things on the East Continent that weren’t present on the West Continent, and vice versa. 


  ‘It’s possible to produce different items.’


  Grid was full of expectations as he imagined that his base as a blacksmith would expand in the future.


  Lululala~


  He started humming as he appraised the other white phosphorous trees around him. Then he learned a surprising fact.


  “Aren’t the trees a lot older?”


  100 years old? How funny. Most of the white phosphorous trees were older than 500 years. There were some that were over 1,000 years old.


  'Cutting down trees that are hundreds of years old...’


  It was quite troubling about the trees, but that was all. It was a very easy quest. Then he could gain 12% experience.


  “I have decided on these ones.”


  Grid picked a 103 year old and 106 year old white phosphorous tree. He pulled out the axe he received for the quest.


  [White’s Axe]


  Rating: Normal


  Durability: 150/150  Attack Power: 53


  An axe made by the owner of the White Hammer smithy, White. It boasts great durability, allowing more trees to be cut down.


  It is highly popular among the nearby woodcutters.


  Conditions of Use: None.


  Weight: 109


  There were no options, but the durability was acceptable for an axe. The attack power was also considerable for something with no usage conditions. If White was active on the West Continent, his axe would be sold as a ‘weapon’ to novice players.


  “Similar to Khan...”


  White’s age seemed to be in the mid-30s. The fact that he was already comparable to Khan was great, considering he was a NPC.


  ‘He isn’t even a named NPC.’


  It was obvious that the blacksmiths of the East Continent were ahead of those in the West Continent. They seemed to have a lot of special know-how.


  ‘The difference is due to the environment.’


  While the West Continent limited the number of blacksmiths in each territory, there was no such restriction on the East Continent. The number of blacksmiths on the East Continent was far greater than the West Continent. This large number meant a bigger competition. The blacksmiths of the East Continent developed steadily while competing with each other. It was understandable that they would be more skilled than the blacksmiths of the West Continent.


  "As a result, the soldiers of the East Continent are stronger than the West Continent.”


  The East Continent soldiers would have better equipment than the Western soldiers, which would lead to a difference in attack power.


  "Well, I guess it won’t be better than my soldiers.”


  The Reidan soldiers under the aegis of the legendary blacksmith were the real overgeared soldiers! Grid was filled with pride as he opened Latina’s Power, which was attached to the Rune of Darkness.


  “Can you Become the King of the Dead?”


  ...He called out the skill name in question. Two skeletons popped up to Grid’s left and right. They were skeletons holding half moon axes. Overgeared Skeletons One and Two. Grid handed White’s Axe to Overgeared Skeleton One. Then he sat down to one side.


  “I will recover my stamina while you cut down the tree. You should be able to do this much, no matter how stupid you are.”


  Clack clack! Clack!


  In response, Overgeared Skeleton One struck the white phosphorous tree in front of him as hard as possible with the axe.


  Peok!


  The moment that Overgeared Skeleton One struck the white phosphorus tree with the axe!


  “...!”


  The eye sockets of the Overgeared Skeleton One became larger. The bones of the skeleton started to twist.


  ‘What is this?’


  Grid blinked at the behavior.


  [Overgeared Skeleton One has suffered catastrophic damage!]


  [Overgeared Skeleton One has returned to the soil.]


  Overgeared Skeleton One crumbled. The white phosphorus tree was fine, without a single scratch. Grid frowned.


  “These guys are really...”


  They were too useless. It was a skeleton that couldn’t even cope with the impact of hitting the tree. He didn’t know why. Grid clicked his tongue and spoke to Overgeared Skeleton Two.


  “Skeleton Two, I hope you are different from Skeleton One.”


  It was at this moment that he decided. He would only invest points in intelligence for the fragile Overgeared Skeleton One, raising it as a skeleton mage. Meanwhile, he would raise Overgeared Skeleton Two as a skeleton warrior. But what was the reality?


  Overgeared Skeleton Two was the same as One. Their level and stats were the same.


  Kaaang!


  Clack! Claack! Clack clack!


  Overgeared Skeleton Two struck the white phosphorus tree and was damaged like Overgeared Skeleton One. It soon crumbled.


  “This is crazy.”


  Grid was stunned when he saw Overgeared Skeleton Two return to the soil. He cursed as he picked up White’s Axe left on the ground.


  “You useless little bastards!”


  They couldn’t even cut down a tree! Grid controlled his heart and struck the white phosphorus tree with an axe. Then he had a shocking experience.


  Chaaeng!


  [The durability of White’s Axe has decreased by 37.]


  [There is a strong pain from your wrist. You are temporarily paralyzed.]


  [You have resisted.]


  [Health has decreased by 1,700.]


  [You were unable to damage the white phosphorus tree.]


  “Ugh!”


  It was hard. It was at least the steel grade. Grid was shocked and took one step back.


  ‘I expected it to be hard since it was compared to dragon iron, but it’s this hard?’


  Now he understood. This was why a woodcutting quest gave 12% experience.


  ‘This quest isn’t easy.’


  Grid guessed that the odds of a typical blacksmith not clearing this was 100%. But Grid was a legendary blacksmith. He put away White’s Axe and armed himself with the +9 Failure.


  “I didn’t know I would need to cut a tree with a sword.”


  Kkuok.


  Grid grasped Failure with both hands.


  Step.


  Among the pure white leaves falling like snowflakes from the white tree, he started a dazzling sword dance. It was Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link. The legendary rated skill was aimed at the white phosphorus door in front of Grid.


  “Link!”


  Pit!


  Pipipipipit!


  Dozens of energy blades struck the white phosphorus tree.


  [The durability of the +9 Failure has decreased by 4.]


  [The durability of the +9 Failure has decreased by 5.]


  [The durability of the +9 Failure has decreased....]


  [There is a strong pain from your wrist. You are temporarily paralyzed.]


  [There is a strong pain from your neck...]


  [You have resisted.]


  [Resisted...]


  [Health has decreased by 1,801.]


  [Health has decreased by 1,730...]


  [You were unable to damage the white phosphorus tree.]


  “Heok?”


  The +9 Failure also didn’t do any damage?


  ‘Shit, how hard is this?’


  “Yes! Let’s see who will win!”


  He felt sorry for calling the skeletons incompetent. In the beginning, the tree wasn’t an opponent they could go against. Grid apologized to the skeletons and unfolded a new sword dance. He used Pinnacle Kill, which was regarded as one of the strongest skills existing right now.


  Seokeok!


  The white phosphorus tree was damaged.


  “...What?!”


  Grid was astonished.


  Puaaaaaaaah!


  An explosion of light from the cracked white phosphorus tree hit Grid.


  [You have done great damage to the white phosphorus tree!]


  [The white phosphorus tree has exploded from the shock!]


  [You have suffered fatal damage!]


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  Kurururung...


  The white forest revolted. The ragged Grid was filled with confusion.


  “...Oh my god.”


  HIs immortality passive was activated while cutting down a tree? He never imagined it. It was a different experience. Grid was at a loss for words for a moment before bursting into laughter. It was a laugh of disbelief. At his feet, there were the fragments of the white phosphorus tree. They were the fragments that fell off from Pinnacle Kill just before the explosion.




  Chapter 514


  ‘This isn’t the time to lose your mind.’ Then Braham’s voice entered Grid’s ears. ‘Isn’t the duration of the immortal passive only 5 seconds?’


  Gold? No, this time was more valuable than a diamond. Grid needed to actively utilize this limited time.


  “Thank you.”


  Grid recovered thanks to Braham and immediately took action. He needed to confirm it.


  ‘First of all.’


  Jjejeong! Jjang!


  The first thing Grid did was to stab and slash at the damaged white phosphorus tree. It was to check if this damn tree was still hard or would explode after the fragment fell off. It was still hard and there was no explosion.


  ‘Is it correct to say it’s dead? It won’t explode if I throw them in the fire.’


  The white phosphorus tree was just hard. If he assumed that it would burn, there wouldn’t be a problem if it was used as firewood.


  ‘I don’t understand the reasoning behind using this tree as firewood.’


  Was there a special effect?


  ‘Of course there will be.’


  What were the effects?


  ‘Sooner or later, I will find out. I will experiment.’


  Step.


  Grid kept constantly moving. He fired Kill at the white phosphorus tree. 


  Chaaeng!


  [The durability of the +9 Failure has decreased by 6.]


  [There is a strong pain from your wrist. You are temporarily paralyzed.]


  [You have resisted.]


  [The immortal state is activated. Health isn’t lost.]


  [You were unable to damage the white phosphorus tree.]


  "Che, Kill doesn’t have an effect.”


  The defensive power of the white phosphorus tree was extraordinary. The fact that he couldn’t inflict damage it with Kill meant it was impossible without a skill that ignored defense.


  “Then what about this?


  Seokeok!


  Grid used Pinnacle this time. Failure moved across the trunk of the white phosphorus tree.


  [You have damaged the white phosphorus tree.]


  [The bark of the white phosphorus tree has spat out flames!]


  Compared to Pinnacle Kill, the attack power of Pinnacle was weak. It didn’t 100% ignore defense. Pinnacle didn’t cause damage to the white phosphorus tree and it didn’t explode after being hit by Pinnacle. Only one fragment dropped.


  ‘This is better...’


  Kurururu!


  Flames shot towards Grid from the white phosphorus tree.  The heat of the flames distorted the area. The flames that hit Grid were sharp and fierce, like fangs. But Grid was invincible in the immortal state. He didn’t receive any damage from the flames. Amidst the glowing flames, he spoke in a somewhat calm tone.


  "I can only use Pinnacle.”


  Pinnacle Kill was too powerful. The explosion of the white phosphorus tree dealt damage in a 4m radius.  Even Grid found it difficult to cope. On the other hand, the range of the flames that emerged after Pinnacle was limited.  He would be able to avoid it using the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch and Quick Movements.


  Braham asked, ‘Why don’t you give Magic Missile a try?’


  The duration of the immortality ended. After the flames died, Grid retreated from the white phosphorus tree that fell quiet again.


  “Doesn’t Magic Missile just penetrate through? Isn’t is inappropriate for logging?”


  ‘Aim at the branches. Pinnacle can only cut off one branch at a time, so isn’t it faster to use Magic Missile?’


  "But the Magic Missile that I shoot is weak.”


  It was doubtful if Magic Missile could scratch the white phosphorus tree, no matter the ignore defense effect attached to it.


  ‘Why don’t you try it instead of whining?’


  “Um...”


  Grid received Braham’s opinion and fired Magic Missile at the thinnest branch on the white phosphorus tree.


  Peng!


  "...”


  Indeed.  Grid’s Magic Missile didn’t even scratch the white phosphorus tree. Grid smacked his lips.


  “There really is only Pinnacle.”


  The cooldown time of Pinnacle was 2 minutes. It meant he could cut off one branch every 2 minutes.


  ‘It will take all day to gather enough firewood.’


  It was too much time to waste just to obtain 12% experience. It wasn’t as efficient as hunting in the vampire cities. Grid frowned and was troubled for a moment.


  ‘Should I use Assimilation?’


  Braham’s master level Magic Missile could collect the firewood relatively quickly.


  ‘...But.’ 


  He didn’t want to. It was too much to borrow the strength of a legendary great magician for logging.


  ‘Borrowing your strength just for this...’


  Grid didn’t want to use Assimilation for a reason. He didn’t know what dangers existed in the East Continent, making it too risky to act without his strongest card on hand.


  'Grid, can’t I help you? It has been a long time since I got some outside air...’


  Braham started to say something but Grid didn’t listen.


  “Now!”


  Grid confirmed that the cooldown time of Pinnacle had returned and used it again.


  Seokeok!


  Hwaruruk!


  Flames were fired the moment a branch was cut off. Grid borrowed the power of the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch and read the path. The problem was that the speed of the flames was too fast.


  ‘Shit.’


  Grid knew that he couldn’t completely avoid it and escaped using Quick Movements.


  “Phew...”


  Grid picked up the branch of the white phosphorus tree. He gritted his teeth. A legendary blacksmith and duke of a kingdom was struggling to cut firewood. It was enough to make his tears flow down.


  “Damn, this quest is completely twisted. That damn White person... Eh? Wait.”


  Grid suddenly had an idea.


  “The White Hammer smithies used an iron hammer for iron and a mithril hammer for mithril?"


  Something came to mind.


  ‘Diamond.’


  A diamond was needed to process a diamond.  There were many things in the world that could destroy a diamond, but only a diamond could cut another diamond.


  ‘Maybe the white phosphorus tree...’


  It had a property that made it hard to destroy. What if the white phosphorus tree was similar to a diamond? Grid reached this idea and didn’t hesitate. He gathered the scattered pieces of the white phosphorus tree and started to observe them with the perspective of a blacksmith.


  ‘Forging and tempering them is possible. But refining? Isn’t a process necessary?’


  Grid thought about it. He dreamed of a bigger growth and focused without becoming nervous. Then after a while. 


  “...Okay, I will try it once.”


  Grid smiled and entered the ‘axe’ category of his list of production methods. The pattern he pulled out was the Woodcutting Axe.


  [Woodcutting Axe]


  Rating: Normal ~ Legendary


  An axe optimized for cutting trees.


  It is an axe that any woodcutter dreams of having.


  Conditions of Use: Woodcutter Level 100 or more. Beginner Woodcutting Technique level 7.


  It was a matter of pride now. As a legendary blacksmith, he couldn’t be beaten by firewood. Grid burned with motivation as he took out a portable furnace. Then Braham advised,


  ‘No matter what you do, try summoning the Overgeared Skeletons as often as you can.’


  “Why those guys?”


  ‘By observing you, they may learn new skills or magic.’


  Grid was startled.


  "Eh? The skeletons have learning abilities?” 


  Then wasn’t a necromancer a true scam? Braham explained to Grid.


  ‘No, common skeletons aren’t capable of learning. But the Overgeared Skeletons have intelligence. They are recognized as a unique entity and can be summoned again after being destroyed. They are like death knights and lich.’


  "Their intelligence is in the single digits...”


  'Well, you should try it. Maybe they can learn low level magic or skills.’


  "Hrmm... Yes, it isn’t very difficult to follow your words. The Overgeared Skeletons might be trash, but I can use them depending on the situation if they acquire skills.”


  Grid had overlooked one thing. Braham considered most of the abilities in the world as inferior.


  ***


  "Shit! This won’t work! I need a stronger fire!”


  The White Hammer Smithy. White and his nine blacksmiths were irritated. Pangea’s lord held a blacksmithing competition every year. It was the goal of the White Hammer Smithy to win the competition and supply the battle gear of the army for one year, but reality wasn’t so kind. The battle gear created by the White Hammer Smithy was somewhat lacking compared to the level of the other large smithies.


  "Looking at the status of the final product, the championship has disappeared this year...”


  "We haven’t won the competition for five years since Master died...”


  The mentor of the White Hammer blacksmiths was White’s father, Dawhite. The White Hammer smithy had gone downhill since he died five years ago. There were people who said that the White Hammer smithy had lost their qualifications to be one of the four great smithies.


  This was despite White’s efforts.


  White trembled.


  ‘It’s all my fault. I didn’t listen to Father’s words and neglected the bellows.’


  White believed that forging was what created the quality. As the successor of the White Hammer smithy, he focused on the hammer and tended to neglect the bellows. In his youth, he didn’t realize that the difference of only 1 degree in the temperature of the flame could create a significant difference with the performance of the item.


  "The flames... If I can make them hotter...”


  White and the blacksmiths bowed their heads. Then an unfamiliar voice was heard.


  “I have come to deliver firewood.”


  "Firewood?"


  All the blacksmiths apart from White felt confused.


  "Didn’t we already acquire the firewood at dawn today? Then what is this delivery?”


  In the first place, the black-haired young man who said he came to delivery firewood was unfamiliar. He wasn’t one of the usual woodcutters they traded with. As the blacksmiths were looking at the young man...


  “Firewood... You brought it?”


  White was more flustered than when his wife was having an affair.
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  [Daoist Woodcutting Axe]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 1,000/1,000    Attack Power: 310


  * Emits strong flames every time durability is lost.


  * Easily cuts the white phosphorus tree.


  * Influences the flames of the white phosphorus tree.


  An axe resembling those used by the daoists in Shangri-La.


  It originally is something that can’t exist in the human world, but Legendary Blacksmith Grid broke the rules by producing it. There was no malice, nor was it a fluke. This is the result of Grid devising the ideal form and is purely from his abilities.


  The Daoist Axe produced by Grid has a much better effect than usual daoist axes.


  Conditions of Use: Daoist


  Weight: 410


  [An legendary rated item was produced, so all stats have permanently risen by +10 and reputation throughout the continent has risen by +500.]


  [There is a beneficial effect from producing the highest quality. The good luck stat has increased by 5.]


  It must be a special legendary item that he made for the system to attach a ‘beneficial effect’ to it. Grid felt lacking in his intelligence and good luck stat, so this made him happy enough to fly. He felt like rain had come after a drought.


  “16 good luck! Nice!"


  Good luck was more difficult to raise than any other special stat. It was impossible to distribute stat points to it, and the act of bringing out a ‘beneficial effect’ was unconditionally random, so training it was difficult and even the title effects weren’t applied to it. Now his good luck stat increased by 15 points at once, making it 16.


  “Amazing... This is really amazing.”


  What if his good luck stat kept rising like this?


  ‘There will be a day when there is a 100% chance of making a legendary item!’


  It was like saying he would always win the first prize when purchasing a lotto ticket. Grid was counting the chickens before they hatched. He was in a good mood and put on his best smile as he touched the axe.


  “This is really, very well made.”


  An axe made of white wood from the handle to the end of the blade. He had hesitated for a moment about making the handle with the white phosphorus wood, but it was a good choice.


  ‘I learned a lot as soon as I came to the East Continent.’


  He learned how to make use of the properties of minerals from the White Hammer smithy and was able to grasp the existence and characteristics of the white phosphorus tree through the quest given by White. In retrospect, White was a good person, not a bad one.


  ‘He was giving me a trial. Perhaps he instinctively knew my skills from the beginning.’


  He was ashamed of himself for blaming White the whole day. 


  ‘Indeed, there are no blacksmiths who are bad people. Isn’t he as nice as Khan?’


  Whatever happened, the result was good. During this process, Grid’s dislike for White had turned into liking. It was the aftermath of obtaining a good result.


  Lululala~


  Grid hummed happily as he finished chopping the firewood and returned to the White Hammer smithy. Then he shouted to White and the other blacksmtihs.


  “I have come to deliver firewood.” 


  Why was Grid so excited?


  [A special thing has happened after making the 20th legendary item!]


  This short phrase had come to mind the moment he produced the white phosphorus axe. It was the biggest factor behind Grid’s good mood.


  ***


  ‘Who?’


  The black-haired man who delivered firewood. White also initially failed to recognize who he was. He was the owner of one of the four great smithies in Pangea and couldn’t remember all the rabble.


  ‘When did I see him?’


  The wild eyes that were intense like a hawk. White remembered seeing them somewhere before.


  ‘Ah!’


  White gazed at the black-haired Grid silently before becoming surprised. Early this morning. Someone who dreamt about becoming a blacksmith but didn’t have any knowledge, he had left to cut down the white phosphorus tree. This young man was that very person.


  ‘What?’


  Surely he didn’t really cut the white phosphorus tree? The confused White burst out laughing.


  ‘That is impossible.’


  The white phosphorus tree was as hard as dragon iron. Cutting it? It was impossible unless the best people in the Hwan Kingdom came. There weren’t one thousand year old white phosphorus trees for nothing.


  "You are the friend from this morning. You’re aware that I don’t want ordinary firewood, right?”


  "Of course. I am well aware. This is very remarkable firewood.”


  Grid was beaming. White thought it was ridiculous.


  “Yes, it isn’t a firewood that anyone can obtain.”


  Saying that he came to deliver firewood?


  ‘Did this person paint oak wood white?’


  White wouldn’t be deceived by such a cheap trick. Grid grinned at White and raised a thumb.


  “Amazing. Did you see my skills with one glance and gave me a hard task? You knew it from the beginning. I’m able to chop down the white phosphorus tree.”


  “...?”


  White couldn’t understand this nonsense. They were talking face-to-face, but a conversation couldn’t be established. White was in the shade so only his dark skin was visible. Grid pulled out the white phosphorus wood.


  "I studied many things thanks to you. Here. It’s what you requested.”


  ‘This isn’t an ordinary trickster.’


  This was one of the typical characteristics of a scammer. It was to use ambiguous or distracting words to make a person less vigilant.


  'Hrmm, it won’t work on me.’


  White never trusted anyone since being betrayed by his wife. He was convinced that Grid was a scammer and started to look at the firewood with distrustful eyes.


  ‘Trying to trick me by painting oak wood white... Heok? Heooook!!”


  White’s face became darker. He looked at the firewood with a disbelieving expression and started looking through them. Then he became more and more shocked.


  ‘T-This is really white phosphorus wood?’


  He was certain. There was no doubt. Thus, White was confused.


  ‘H-He really cut down the white phosphorus tree?’


  The white phosphorus tree wasn’t hard to cut down just because of its hardness. It was the nature of the white phosphorus tree to emit flames as soon as it was hurt. Even if a person managed to cut down the white phosphorus tree, death was waiting for them.


  It was impossible to obtain firewood from a living white phosphorus tree. But this black-haired youth in front of White. To be honest, White didn’t catch his name, yet this unknown young man had cut down the white phosphorus tree.


  ‘...It can’t be!’


  The astonished White came to a conclusion. Maybe this man in front of him...


  ‘A legendary woodcutter!’


  Handling gold and silver axes!


  ‘Once a person reaches the peak in one field, they will become a daoist! Is this a daoist who is about to leave for Shangri-La?’


  Yes, it was White’s own mistake when he thought this young man was interested in becoming an apprentice blacksmith. In fact, he wasn’t a blacksmith, but a great woodcutter.


  ‘Ahh...! Who knew that my smithy would have such a person helping them?’


  Perhaps his father had made a deal with this person to help the White Hammer smithy. He must’ve thought about the old ties with the White Hammer smithy and ran over.


  “Thank you! I really appreciate it!”


  White was caught in a big misunderstanding and bowed to Grid. Bowing all of a sudden? Grid’s expression stiffened.


  "...Thanking me like this, does that mean you didn’t expect it? Don’t tell me that you’re trying to decrease the value?”


  Grid’s eyes changed the moment he spoke these words. He also lowered his voice. It was to express a threat about what would happen if White took away some rewards.


  ‘Ohh! This pressure!’ White felt a big thrill as he looked at Grid. ‘This is really a daoist. In fact, he doesn’t need a reward. But I will feel burdened if he helps me without receiving anything in return.’


  The heart was like a sea. White felt really thrilled.


  “No way. Of course I will give the appropriate rewards.”


  Ttiring~


  Then a notification window flashed in front of Grid.


  [The quest difficulty of ‘Chop Firewood!’ has been revealed.]


  [The quest difficulty of ‘Chop Firewood!’ is SS+.]


  [The clearance compensation for Chop Firewood! has changed.]


  [The character experience and experience of all skills will increase by 40%.]


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath is now Lv. 7.]


  [Blacksmith’s Rage is now Lv. 7.]


  [The level of Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link, is now Lv. 8.]


  [The level of Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Kill, is now Lv. 7.]


  [The level of Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave, is now Lv. 6.]


  [The level of Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Pinnacle, is now Lv. 6.]


  [The level of Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Restraint, is now Lv. 4.]


  [The level of Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcend, is now Lv. 4.]


  [The affinity with White, the master of the White Hammer smithy, has reached the peak!]


  [In the future, you can buy all items in the White Hammer smithy at a 20% cheaper price. The goods you sell will be bought for a 20% higher price.]


  “...Wow.”


  The quest was really difficult. He was convinced when he saw it was an SS+ quest.


  ‘No, what constitutes an SSS quest?’ 


  Grid thought he was probably the only player able to clear the white phosphorus tree logging quest. It was a quest that only one out of two billion users could clear. Considering the difficulty, he felt like 40% character experience and skills experience was actually less than he deserved. At the very least, he should’ve gained one level for each. Grid felt regret.


  Then White looked at him and asked carefully.


  “Perhaps... What is your name?”


  "...” This man didn’t even know his name? “Grid.”


  Grid replied with an absurd expression and White grabbed both his hands.


  “Do you know the famous battlegear production competition of Pangea?


  ‘Battlegear production competition?’ 


  Grid didn’t know. He couldn’t answer as White shouted towards him.


  “Grid! Please come to watch the competition! In order to repay your hard work, the White Hammer smithy will definitely win this year!”


  “Oh...”


  Grid’s mouth curved upwards. He couldn’t resist an opportunity to see the skills of the blacksmiths of the East Continent.


  “When is the competition?”


  "In three days."


  ‘Okay’


  He could spend three days adjusting to the hunting grounds near Pangea and return with loot to sell. Grid made a decision and nodded.


  “I understand. I will expect to see something good in three days.”
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  “Then I’m going.”


  The first thing Grid did after leaving the smithy was to set an alarm. It was an alarm so that he would return in time for the battlegear production competition held in three days.


  “I’m anticipating it...”


  Grid definitely had to watch the competition.


  White said that the skills of the blacksmiths participation in the competition were great.


  ‘The Black Anvil smithy specializes in tanning, the Red Tongs smithy in quenching, and the Blue Flames smithy in the furnace processes?’


  It was just like the blacksmiths of the White Hammer smithy being exceptional in forging.


  ‘This will be a good study.’


  Grid had inherited Pagma’s techniques, but his overall experience and knowledge tended to be lacking. The blacksmiths of the East Continent had built up their know-how for many years. Just like with the White Hammer smithy, Grid was expected to be able to learn new things from the competition.


  ‘I can’t be conceited despite being a legendary blacksmith!’


  The proud Grid wanted to learn from less talented blacksmiths in order to reach a higher ground. He puffed up his chest and walked in a dignified manner through the streets.


  “Hmm?”


  Grid received information that a monster community existed to the north of Pangea and headed to the north gate. He suddenly stopped walking. It was because he heard a familiar name in his ears.


  “Try it once! Just one bite of our orc cream pie will have your juices flowing! The combination of the fragrant orc fat and the refreshing cream is perfect! It’s a dish that Pangea’s little hero, Kraugel, admired for being delicious!”


  ‘Kraugel? Pangea’s little hero?’


  The chef was talking about the same Kraugel that Grid knew?


  ‘Of course.’


  Kraugel was the 1st ranked user and created a sensation wherever he went. Not only was he strong and fast at levelling up, he was also famous for his understanding of the quests.


  "Kraugel’s name resonates through all the villages and cities that he visits...”


  It wasn’t something just spoken between players. Grid smiled bitterly and approached the middle-aged chef.


  “One orc cream pie please.”


  He was curious to taste the dish that Kraugel praised. In addition, he wanted to know what types of activities Kraugel did here. 


  ‘Why is he called the little hero?’


  Grid wasn’t suspicious because he didn’t believe that the word ‘orc’ in front of the name meant the monster orc. He paid 1 silver to pay for drinks service and looked at the pie with anticipation. At first glance, the pie was an orange cream pie. The outside pastry looked crisp and the inside looked moist.


  “Ohu.”


  Grid thought that 1 silver wasn’t a high price as he took a bite of the pie. His face distorted. 


  ‘Not even a dog would eat this.’


  It was cream without the freshness of fruit and was sour like vinegar. It wasn’t smooth and stuck to the tongue. The mean inside was too tough and chewy. The pie looked crisp on the outside and moist on the inside? More like it was burnt on the outside and poison on the inside.


  ‘How can this be called food?’


  Rather than the ingredients used for this dish, the oxygen consumed by the chef was a waste. The chef approached the angry Grid and asked.


  “How is it? Delicious?”


  "...” 


  He was asking sincerely? Grid closed his mouth and the chef, Idan, spoke unabashedly. "Did you know that Kraugel ate four of these pies? They are really delicious!”


  “Is this true?”


  "Yes, hundreds of people saw it.”


  “Crazy...”


  Grid felt sympathy towards Kraugel. What type of tasteless food did he grow up with that he would praise this garbage pie? Grid hurriedly asked Idan a question. He had lost 1 silver, so he intended to get as much as possible from stepping foot in this restaurant.


  “Who is Kraugel? What did he do that made him be called a little hero?”


  “Ah, you are an outsider. I noticed that you didn’t know the taste of my pie.”


  ‘I know.’


  Grid barely suppressed the words that tried to come out.


  "Pangea was originally a rich and peaceful city for hundreds of years. But two years ago, that peace suddenly ended. Our great lord suffered an illness and his aide, Arube, was appointed as temporary lord.”


  “Then Arube was a bad person and Kraugel defeated him?”


  “Hat... Hum hum, it’s similar but different. Excuse me, this person. Please listen to everything I have to say first. I want to talk.”


  It felt like Idan had a lot of say.


  "Anyway, the story is as you predicted until the middle. Arube, who was famous for his good behavior, became a tyrant after being appointed as the lord. He came out from time to time to harass women, took away land from farmers using all types of excuses, and raised the taxes.”


  It was too obvious. Grid’s ears pricked with interest as Idan’s story entered a new phase.


  “One day, monsters started to infest the areas near Pangea. Pangea, where monsters have never showed up for hundreds of years!”


  “Is it the monster habitat in the north?”


  “Right, right. They were really frightening. The monsters moved systematically like an army and dealt tremendous damage to Pangea. People grumbled and hated the monsters that seemed to fall from the sky. We couldn’t resist them and were trampled on helplessly.”


  “Then Kraugel appeared?”


  "Yes! Our little hero appeared! As if he fell from the sky, he appeared and took down one or two monsters.”


  'One or two? The sky above the sky?’


  Grid thought that it would be something amazing, but it was surprisingly simple.


  ‘Usually stories are exaggerated when talking about heroism... Ah.’


  Grid realized.


  ‘The monsters on the East Continent are extremely strong.’


  The monsters that invaded Pangea. Even Kraugel could barely deal with one or two. That’s what the chef said.


  “Despite Kraugel’s presence, Pangea couldn’t escape from the crisis. The monsters were too strong. The cavalry and strategies that Pangea are proud of didn’t work... Yes, it was like someone was directing them to attack Pangea.”


  "Was that person Arube?”


  “Huh?” Idan couldn’t help feeling admiration. "How are you able to infer the story so easily and accurately? Are you perhaps a detective? Can you find the puppy that disappeared from my house?”


  "...”


  It was a tiring style. Grid remained silent and Idan went back to the main point.


  "Yes, the monsters were controlled by Arube. More than 2,000 monsters were controlled by one person. Isn’t it truly amazing? Arube was just an ordinary civilian before this!”


  “Wow, amazing.”


  The story was so obvious that it wasn’t anything special. Grid felt irritated because he had to eat unpleasant food and thought this was a waste of time.


  "In fact, there was a reversal here. Arube wasn’t Arube. It was a wicked demon who killed Arube, disguised himself, and then tried to destroy Pangea.”


  ‘This is the true story.’


  Anyway, things had become clear. The daoist priests of the East Continent were completely different from the magicians of the West Continent.


  ‘A legendary great magician wouldn’t be able to control 2,000 monsters like limbs, right?’ 


  ‘Right. It is impossible even for a taming master. Not all of them are strong, but it’s better to be on the lookout.’


  ‘Yes, let’s go.’


  Grid rose from his seat after Braham’s answer when Idan blocked him.


  “That’s why. Find traces of the great hero who helped kill the evil daoist priest that the little hero Kraugel couldn’t defeat alone.”


  Was this a quest? Why else would it go back to the true story? Grid had just come to a conclusion when a quest window appeared in front of him.


  [Find the Traces of the Great Hero!]


  Difficulty: A


  The evil daoist priest revealed his identity. The small hero Kraugel fought with him and tasted despair. Pangea seemed to be on the verge of destruction.


  But then a mysterious hero appeared. Later, the people of Pangea praised him as the great hero. The hero instantly defeated the evil daoist priest and saved Pangea from the crisis, but he didn’t disclose his identity and left. This made the residents of Pangea feel sorry. They have a strong desire to find the great hero and give thanks.


  In particular, chef Idan has a duty to find the great hero. It is to regain the frying pan that was passed down through the family’s chefs for generations.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Find the frying pan somewhere in the monster community.


  Quest Clear Reward: Free lifetime use of Idan’s restaurant. 30% character experience.


  Quest Failure: Idan, who is famous for his mouth, will talk about your faults all over Pangea.


  “The place where the great hero was last seen was the north! But it has long been famous for the wild beasts and since the monsters arrived, it’s hard for me to head there directly. Please find the great hero’s trail and get my frying pan back!”


  “...Ah.”


  It certainly wasn’t a bad quest. Grid planned to hunt in the north anyway, so he was in a position to look for the frying pan. If he could find the frying pan, he would receive 30% experience for free. The only disagreeable thing was the free lifetime pass to Idan’s restaurant.


  '...Well, I don’t have to eat there, so there’s no reason to refuse.’


  Grid made a decision and nodded.


  “I understand. It’s very hard, dangerous, and troublesome, but I will do my best. But I have one question. What is the correlation between the great hero and the frying pan?”


  Idan gritted his teeth.


  "When he appeared, the evil daoist priest... I was cooking in the kitchen and ran out onto the street with my frying pan. Then I bumped into the damn hero. He took my frying pan and beat the evil daoist priest with it?”


  “...He beat the daoist priest with a frying pan?”


  “Yes! It was great when the hero hit him with my frying pan! Wonderful and invigorating! But what? He left without returning the item he borrowed! He left with my frying pan!”


  "...”


  “For a chef, a frying pan is like the soul! It’s like that hero stole my soul! Then he threw it away somewhere without a thought!”


  There were really too many words. Just listening to the high voice was tiring. Grid quickly left the restaurant. Then he immediately left by the north gate.
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  “Magic Detection.”


  Magic Detection (Enhanced) Lv. 2 had a casting time of 5 seconds and a cooldown time of 8 minutes. It was significantly shortened compared to the Lv. 1 Magic Detection.


  “Magic Detection.”


  After leaving the north gate.


  Grid used Magic Detection every time the cooldown was over on the way to the monster community. Thanks to the reduced skill cooldown time option attached to Braham’s Boots, Grid was able to use Magic Detection every 5 minutes and 30 seconds.


  Why did he keep using Magic Detection? It was to increase the level of Magic Detection while preparing for any unknown danger.


  “Magic Detection.”


  The East Continent was a suitable environment for raising the level of Magic Detection. Originally, Magic Detection consumed 2,000 mana with every use, making it difficult to use often. However, the environment of the East Continent increased mana regeneration.  The Ring of Absurdity reduced the mana consumption by half, and then the East Continent increased the amount of mana regeneration. He predicted that it would be possible to use Magic Detection repeatedly during hunting.


  "This ring is really too good."


  The Ring of Absurdity obtained from Black. It was much more valuable than a bunch of equipment item. By default, an accessory with a special option attached had low basic abilities. The Ring of Absurdity was an accessory at the peak of all accessories. 


  ‘It would be nice if I could also make accessories...’


  Of course, Grid could create simple ‘wearable’ accessories. But what was the reason for the existence of accessories? It was to satisfy the sense of aesthetics and to give special options that couldn’t be implemented on equipment items. The accessories that Grid made weren’t worthy because their completeness was poor, they had no options, and they weren’t pretty. It was a waste of time, materials, and manpower to make them. Just like Idan’s cooking.


  “Ugh... I still feel sick. It’s amazing that the poor chef’s restaurant is still surviving.” 


  He was sincerely curious about why it wasn’t ruined.


  'It must not be bankrupt for a reason. Is there a special secret apart from the taste of the dishes?’


  The road in the north hadn’t been maintained, since it was occupied with monsters. Grid’s expression was serious as he moved along the dangerous road filled with weeds and cracks. It was an unknown land where he didn’t have the basic information. Grid realized once again that it was an area where he wouldn’t receive any help.


  ‘I am ahead of them.’


  Grid always felt like he was lagging behind because he compared himself to Kraugel. It felt like he was following the path that Kraugel pioneered. But looking at it objectively, Grid was a leader comparable to Kraugel.


  ‘Soon, I will be able to go ahead of Kraugel.’


  The present Grid was much stronger and more versatile than the Kraugel who visited the East Continent. Grid was confident that he could get ahead of Kraugel, giving him a high pride.


  ‘The rankers that I spend a year looking at from a distance...’


  Now he was heading for the top. Those who he felt envy and longing towards were now mostly under him.


  ‘This game is truly rewarding!’


  Every human had the natural desire to accomplish something, and the culture that now dominated the world was Satisfy. Being the best here meant being the best in the world. Grid trembled with excitement. Come on! Grid felt like shouting in a loud voice.


  The East Continent. Grid felt a sense of liberation as he saw the place where there were only NPCs and no players. It felt like falling onto a rich desert island! The game was much more enjoyable when Grid didn’t have to worry about his dignity as leader of Overgeared. He ran towards the pine forest in the distance with a loud laugh. Hahaha! His laugh was like the crazy person who was present in every city.


  ‘But it’s amazing.’


  Grid was abruptly running around like a dog in heat. Braham was amazed as he watched the pathetic Grid. Despite Grid acting like a fool, he still maintained the appropriate tension.


  ‘Being cautious even when his heart is excited?’


  In other words, there was no gap.


  ‘There are many things that are lacking because he is still growing, but he already has the minimum requirements to be a legend.’


  Looking at the current Grid, someone might see a gap and try an attack.


  ‘They would die.’


  The moment Braham thought this.


  Step.


  The moment Grid entered the pine forest full of pine needles.


  Kyaooooh!


  A giant beast appeared and roared at Grid. Yes, it was a beast. Not a monster. It was a tiger that ran away from the monster community and hid in the forest.


  "Die tiger, and leave behind your skin!”


  Grid had picked up the tiger’s presence with Magic Detection (Enhanced) and had been waiting for it. He cut down the tiger without any hesitation and obtained its leather.


  “It’s very quiet. Why isn’t there a single monster despite the monster community being beyond this forest?”


  ‘It isn’t accessible. Don’t use your demonic power here.’


  “Ah, is it because of this?”


  Grid looked at the notification window that popped up the moment he entered the forest.


  [This is a forest filled with a refreshing energy. Health and mana regeneration rate will increase by 20%.]


  "If I ever experience a dangerous situation when hunting in the monster community, I can escape here.”


  'It is a big step that you are capable of thinking similar to dogs or cats. It will be fine if you continue to develop steadily in the future.’


  Grid wasn’t offended by the rough words that Braham spoke. He could feel the emotions from Braham’s soul and they weren’t negative emotions. Rather, they were full of liking. But Grid also had a nasty personality. He didn’t let it pass nicely.


  "Tsk tsk, look at the way you are speaking. There’s a reason you were betrayed by your only friend.”


  ‘...’


  Braham was shocked. He was betrayed and killed by his only friend, and now his current friend was teasing him, it was really very sad. However, the legendary great magician wasn’t easily shaken by words. He tried to remain calm.


  ‘H-He, friend... He...wasn’t.’


  "...”


  Grid heard the quivering in Braham’s voice and belatedly felt sorry. He coughed with shame and quickly left the forest. The pine forest was small so he could escape quickly. Beyond the forest, the large community of monsters entered his eyes. There were arched tents installed everywhere in the community. There was approximately 500 of them. Assuming that there were two monsters per tent, that was at least 1,000 monsters.


  "There are tents and living tools. Doesn’t it seem like the monsters living in this habitat are quite intelligent? Are they lizardmen type monsters?”


  Grid consulted Braham’s opinion, but Braham was silent. He was still in a numb, shocked state. As a legendary great magician, he was originally very strong in spirit and his basic tendencies were cruel. But ironically, he was weak towards those he liked.


  Grid clicked his tongue at Braham. "How long will you stay like this? You’re not a kid. Aren’t you hundreds of years old?”


  In fact, Grid didn’t have any friends except the Overgeared members. His personality wasn’t good enough to make friends and he didn’t notice. In other words, Grid and Braham were in a similar category. He stopped trying to make fun of Braham and quickly understood the characteristics of the monster community.


  ‘Is it a monster housing complex?’


  The 500 tents in the community were separated by 50 meters each and each area was separated by each other by a low fence. Personal space seemed to be important to these monsters.


  ‘Looking at the tools, they are humanoid monsters, not lizardmen. They like living together.’


  A humanoid monster with high standards of living and strong independence. What was it? Grid remained confused no matter how much he thought about it, and then he realized.


  ‘Yes, this is the East Continent.’


  It was futile to analyze this based on common sense and information from the West Continent.


  ‘I have to directly see and experience it myself.'


  Sururuk.


  Grid’s figure disappeared. It was due to the Hooded Zip Up. He secretly moved towards the monster community and approached the nearest tent.


  ‘There are no signs?’


  Was this really a monster community? Did he come to the wrong place? The community was too quiet. Every tent showed no signs of life.


  ‘Did they all leave?’


  However, there would be traces if 1,000 monsters moved somewhere.


  ‘Don’t tell me...’


  Was it nap time? It was nonsense that 1,000 monsters would be napping at the same time. Grid suppressed this ridiculous thought and looked inside the tent. Then he was startled. A rat. No, it was similar to a hamster. A big hamster couple was sleeping inside the tent.


  ‘The monster is cute?’


  No, the cuteness was secondary. It seemed like a monster with the basic ‘hide’ passive. It was difficult to read the information even when looking at it.


  ‘Isn’t this a scam?’


  The moment Grid was confused.


  “Muong?”


  Kung kung. The hamster couple’s noses twitched and they got up. Then they looked around and pinpointed Grid’s exact location.


  "Kyaak!"


  The hamsters opened their mouths widely! The cute couple transformed into monsters in an instant.


  “Kuk!”


  Grid was stunned as he saw the hundreds of sharp teeth in the hamsters’ large mouths. Hundreds of sawtooth-like teeth were deeply embedded in their mouths. It was so gruesome and unhygienic that it was creepy.


  “Wow! Braham, do you see this? There is rotten food sandwiched between the teeth... Ugh!”


  Grid frowned and blocked his nose.


  Hamster. To be precise, the monster called the ‘big poisonous rat’ gave off a horrible stench when it opened its mouth. The stench was terrible enough to cause confusion and poisoning. He resisted thanks to the legendary status resistance passive, but the discomfort was significant.


  “Human! Muong! Kill! Muong!”


  The big poisonous rats became agitated by the intruder and started to wield their tridents. Their cute appearance was nowhere to be seen. The black eyes had turned red and the front protruding teeth dripped black poisonous liquid that threatened Grid.


  ‘Fast!’


  The attack speed of the big poisonous rats was equivalent to the true blood vampires. Sometimes their tails would accurately strike at Grid’s weak points.


  Peeng!


  The moment he was caught by the hamsters, Grid had switched from the Hooded Zip Up to Lantier’s Cloak. The ground where he had just been standing was hit by the big poisonous rat’s trident and exploded. The big poisonous rats caused players to become confused and poisoned just by opening their mouths, then used their quick and strong attacks to kill the player. They were similar to the ‘senior monsters’ on the West Continent.


  Then Grid? He felt excited instead of panicked. He already expected the monsters of the East Continent to be strong. The stronger they were, the more experience they would give.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Kill!”


  This was a somewhat large tent for a human. Grid used the footwork of his sword dance to evade and then linked the attack.


  Chaaeng!


  Kill accurately struck the hamster couple at the same time. A stunning notification window popped up in front of Grid as he killed them instantly.


  [You have defeated a big poisonous rat.]


  [35,970,411 experience has been acquired.]


  “Kek.”


  It was huge. It was far beyond his expectations.
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  [You have defeated a big poisonous rat.]


  [35,970,411 experience has been acquired.]


  [A big poisonous rat’s gallbladder has been acquired.]


  [The big poisonous rat’s leather has been acquired.]


  [You have defeated a male big poisonous rat.]


  [21,899,050 experience has been acquired.]


  The hamsters were monsters present near the ‘starter’ village. They were likely to be located on the lowest level of the East Continent food chain. Nevertheless, they gave excellent experience. The female hamster gave seven times more experience than junior vampires, five times more experience than intermediate vampires and three times more experience than the senior vampires.


  'Only the males clearly have a gender label and give less experience. Does this meant it is a matriarchal monster community?’


  In fact, it was funny to say that the males gave less experience. The males alone gave two times more experience than the senior vampires.


  ‘By the way, it’s really great..’.


  Grid roughly guessed that Kraugel came to the East Continent before his third advancement. He could hunt monsters like this, even if it was slowly? If the hamster didn’t have the poisoning and confusion ability, Grid would simply admire it as being Kraugel. No matter how strong the hamsters, Kraugel would be able to overcome their physical abilities.


  ‘But how did he cope with the abnormal states?’


  The cooldown time of the detoxification potion was 10 seconds and there were no potions to recover from confusion. On the other hand, the hamsters constantly caused poisoning and confusion by opening their mouths throughout the battle.


  ‘It would be possible if Kraugel had accessories to resist poison and confusion...’


  However, it was questionable if he would have status resistance accessories at the time.


  ‘No way, did he just block his nose?’


  Satisfy’s system considered realism, so Grid directly blocked his nose. But it was impossible to block out the stench.


  “Oof.”


  Grid felt nauseous and left the tent. Braham watched the pathetic Grid and finally opened his mouth.


  ‘Did you forget what the chef of Pangea said? The monster community formed here after Pangea was invaded.’


  The hamsters were likely to be one of the monsters defeated in the Pangea invasion and settled here afterwards.


  ‘They weren’t born near the village, so they might be a powerful monster species. Don’t assume that the big poisonous rats are the weakest monster on the East Continent.’ 


  “Well... Indeed.”


  The East Continent was very difficult. Since Satisfy’s opening, 31 people had visited the East Continent in three years. The East Continent was sure to have overwhelmingly higher content than the West Continent. But Satisfy was a game that considered balance.  Since there was the possibility of exchanges between the two continents in the future, the gap between the continents couldn’t be too large.


  ‘That’s right. No matter how difficult the content of the East Continent, the hamsters can’t be the weakest monster here.’


  Assuming that the hamsters were the weakest monsters, it meant that the soldiers of the East Continent had at least the strength of a hamster, which didn’t make sense.


  "Well, whatever. I just have to beat them. That’s why I came here.”


  There was no need to complicate it unnecessarily. Grid checked the information of the loot he picked up.


  [Big Poisonous Rat’s Gallbladder]


  A gallbladder filled with poison.


  Upon taking it, you will become poisoned for 10 minutes and receive all types of conditions.


  However, poisoning and confusion tolerance will permanently increase by 0.03% afterwards.


  Weight: 1


  [Big Poisonous Rat’s Leather]


  Smelly and tough leather.


  It is difficult to use in real life because the odor doesn’t disappear.


  Weight: 30


  “Wow.”


  Grid’s eyes widened. This was the first time he saw an item that increased the resistance to an abnormal state.


  ‘A lot of rich people will invest money to buy things like this gallbladder.’


  Grid had the status conditions resistance passive, so items that increased resistance to abnormal statuses were useless to him. But there were those who weren’t legends. For two billion users, status conditions were a challenge that must always be overcome. Everyone thought it was important to increase their resistance.


  ‘This would be pretty expensive!’


  The value would be at least one million won. But Grid didn’t have any thoughts about registering the gallbladder in the auction house.  It was because it would hurt him if others increased their resistance to status conditions.


  ‘Don’t put it on the auction house. Gather more and sell them to the guild members.’


  Grid didn’t intend to give it for free. He closed his inventory and approached another tent. He looked inside and saw a pair of sleeping hamsters.


  “Another couple?”


  Grid felt complex and subtle emotions.


  ‘Do I have to hunt a couple every time?’


  Wasn’t he destroying a family? Grid hesitated before shaking his head. Setting aside NPCs, there would be no limit if he started feeling empathy for monsters. Grid controlled his mind and separated the +7 Sword Ghost into the long sword and short sword form.  He used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcend, and swung his weapons continuously.


  Peng!


  Pepepepeong!


  The energy blades fired from the long sword were powerful and destructive, while the short sword was small and relatively stealthy. Grid bombarded the hamsters in the tent without causing much disturbance, and the sleeping hamsters in the surrounding tents didn’t wake up.


  “Muoong! It hurts!”


  “Human! Kill! Muong!”


  The hamsters were furious about being beaten in the middle of their sweet nap. It worsened as they watched their nest being torn apart. They grabbed their tridents and rushed towards Grid. But they couldn’t reach him. The God Hands wielded Mjolnir and defended Grid.


  Peok!


  Peok peok peok!


  “Muong! Muong! Muong!”


  There was nothing strange with the Mjolnirs. The hamster couple fell into an infinite stiffness. As the golden hammers moved from left to right and alternated attacks, the hamsters lost a lot of health. Grid finished them off, receiving a lot of experience and another gallbladder.


  "Isn’t the drop rate surprisingly high?”


  No, it was nonsense that an item that permanently increased resistance to abnormal statues would have a high drop rate. Grid interpreted it differently.


  "That's right, the drop rate isn’t high. It is purely because of my good luck stat!”


  He had 16 points in his good luck stat! Grid put a big significance on it. However, 16 points in a stat actually had no meaning. Looking at it, didn’t Jude have 20 intelligence?  It was just 16 points in good luck. But Grid felt infinitely positive. It was the good luck stat that he got after living unhappily most of his life.


  "Hunting is relatively easy. Hit them with the God Hands while they’re sleeping and then finish them off. Simple.”


  The large distance between the tents was helping Grid. It didn’t seem dangerous unless he made a lot of noise. Grid smiled with satisfaction as he moved next door to slaughter the couple. The couple in the next tent and the couple in the tent after that...


  ‘Dammit.’


  Grid shook as he watched the dying hamsters hold each other. This hunting was too terrible. It wouldn’t be strange if he obtained the title ‘Couple Slaughterer.’ Braham scoffed. ‘Are you feeling compassion for creatures? That is a severe weakness.’


  “No, doesn’t it look cute? Loving each other like that. It doesn’t matter if they’re monsters.”


  He didn’t know why he had to hunt couples. Making a player slaughter couples in Satisfy, there was probably a psychopath on the development team.


  “Okay. I have cleaned up the outskirts.”


  There were 500 tents filled with hamsters. He took care of the tents on the outskirts in order, then headed a little deeper. Due to the nature of the circular formation, the closer he got to the center, the narrower the distance between tents became. If he made a mistake then he would have to fight at least four hamsters.


  “Well, it isn’t bad.”


  The experience of the hamsters was similar to the true blood vampires. But their overall strength was less than the true blood vampires. Of course, the true blood vampires were also different in level. Grid was looking at the average ones. The true blood vampires weren’t a problem for Grid, so hunting several vampires at once wasn’t an issue.


  “I should reduce their numbers as much as possible before nap time ends. Now I will begin in earnest.”


  Suuuk.


  Four golden hands rose behind Grid. Grid grasped that the mana regeneration rate was 1.5 times faster than normal and commanded the God Hands.


  "Shoot!"


  Pepepepeok!


  The Magic Missile bombardment fell on the hamsters.


  Taack!


  Grid rushed with the God Hands and raided the hamsters. The hamsters tried to defend or counterattack, but the combination of the God Hands and Mjolnirs was perfect.


  “Revolve.”


  Jjeejeeeong!


  While fighting in the vampire cities, Grid had become more efficient in using the God Hands in combat. Rather than defending against the enemy’s attacks with the God Hands, Grid handled them directly while the God Hands swung Mjolnir during that time.  Once the target was stiffened?


  “Linked Kill.”


  Puok! Puk! Puk puk!


  He would finish them off.


  "Good.”


  Two pairs of couples... No, four hamsters died and Grid leisurely picked up the items they dropped.


  “...Eh?”


  On one side of the tent. He was something that was very familiar to modern people. It was a frying pan. Grid was surprised and checked its information.


  “Unbelievable...”




  Chapter 519


  [Big Poisonous Rat’s Frying Pan]


  Durability: 5/9 Attack Power: 2


  * When equipped, Beginner Cooking skill Lv.1 will be generated.


  A favorite cooking tool for the big poisonous rats.


  The big poisonous rats cook all types of food in this frying pan and use it as tableware at the same time.


  It is a frying pan made with coarse technology, but it’s better than nothing.


  Conditions of Use: None. 


  Weight: 70


  “...How did this happen?”


  He thought it was Idan’s frying pan. But it turned out to be the hamster’s frying pan. Grid was baffled.


  "No, this is ridiculous. Where in the world is there a hamster that cooks with a frying pan?"


  Of course, he knew that the intelligence of the big poisonous rats was very high because he experienced it himself. Looking at the language skills and living standards, they seemed much better than orcs or goblins. But in order to create tools, the concept itself was actually needed.


  In the end, the big poisonous rats were monsters. They were bound to be faithful to their survival instincts. This meant they understood that tools were needed to catch prey, producing weapons. But frankly, it was amazing that they even thought about cooking.


  “They normally eat raw meat. It’s funny that monsters have a desire for gourmet food.”


  Would they also be interested in cleanliness? However, they had bad breath. They should’ve made a toothbrush as well as a frying pan. Grid threw the frying pan to one side and left the tent.


  ‘The hamsters came up with the idea of making a frying pan from somewhere.’


  Maybe it was because Idan’s frying pan was abandoned here?


  ‘To clarify. They would’ve been influenced after finding Idan’s frying pan. Then things will fall into place.’


  Tak.


  The tent was in tatters from the aftermath of the battle. Grid lightly moved to the center of the big poisonous rats’ community. An exceptionally large tent appeared. It was 10 times bigger than a typical tent.


  ‘Over here.’


  It was the location of the boss of the big poisonous rats.


  ‘There’s a high possibility that Idan’s frying pan is inside there.’


  The problem was reaching there. Should he break through one point, or keep methodically getting rid of the tents on the edges?


  ‘It would be nice if I could go straight.’


  The gap between tents was really large. He would need to smash the tents in front of it, but that wasn’t a problem. Just.


  ‘If I reach the boss with most of the tents untouched...’


  The risk was too big. It would be annoying if the boss had a skill to call its surrounding allies. He might be swarmed by tens or hundreds in an instant, leading to death.


  ‘I will move forward from the outskirts. That will be easiest.’


  In any case, there were no players on the East Continent. He didn’t need to worry about anyone stealing his prey.


  “Right. There’s no need to fret.”


  It felt like having a whole server to himself! Grid decided to eat comfortably and moved with slow but sure steps. He moved steadily from the outer tents towards the center of the community, killing the hamsters. The result.


  [You have defeated a big poisonous rat.]


  [36,445,900 experience has been acquired.]


  [A big poisonous rat’s gallbladder has been acquired.]


  [You have defeated a male big poi...]


  [Your level has risen!]


  [As someone with a second class, you will receive a level up bonus. 12 stat points have been acquired.]


  [Six points have been forcibly invested into intelligence due to the influence of the second class, Legendary Great Magician.]


  [Your intelligence is over 1,300.]


  [A new magic spell can now be learned!]


  It was already his second level up since arriving at the monster community. By destroying hundreds of peaceful homes, Grid reached level 319 and surpassed 1,300 intelligence. But Grid felt ashamed rather than happy.


  “I... I am a homewrecker.”


  The big poisonous rats were very loving. The couples were sleeping in the beds and before their death, they gazed at each other gently.


  'Is this a new form of torture?’


  A hunting system that made players feel guilty. It left a bad taste. Grid felt increasingly sure there was a psychopath in the Satisfy development team. Braham prompted the agonized Grid.


  ‘Rejoice! You get to experience my strength which is different from the inferior people in the world!’


  The greatest power in the world? It was his magic. Braham was confident about it. He wanted to remind Grid of his greatness. On the other hand, Grid became excited.


  ‘New magic!’


  It was the second time since he got this second class. Apart from Magic Missile that he acquired by default, he had only learned Magic Detection. The reason was his low intelligence. Despite having the class ‘legendary great magician,’ it was very sad because he could only use Magic Missile and Magic Detection.


  But now wasn’t the time to be sad. The opportunity to acquire legendary magic would come as he increased his intelligence! Grid was filled with tremendous excitement and anticipation.


  "Now I can use Fireball!”


  A notification window popped up in front of Grid.


  Ttiring~


  [A new magic spell can now be learned.]


  [Alarm (Enhanced) Lv. 1]


  A spell developed by the legendary great magician who has completely overturned the activation formula.


  You can set all types of alarm sounds at the desired timing and location.


  As the level rises, the diversity of the sounds and the range will increase. 


  Resource Consumption: 500 Mana.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 minute.


  -If you use this spell three times in Great Magician mode, you will learn it.


  “...?”


  Grid was stunned after verifying the notification window. He couldn’t understand the situation properly as Braham’s laughter rang in his ears.


  ‘Huhuhut. This alarm...’


  "Noisy... No, be quiet.”


  ‘...?’


  “Please be quiet.”


  Grid wanted to be alone. It was common knowledge that the lowest level magic included Alarm, but he never dreamt that Alarm would be acquired after Magic Missile and Magic Detection.


  ‘Isn’t it a spell that should be learned by default like Magic Missile?’


  What garbage spell needed 1,300 intelligence to learn? Grid was stunned as his expectations were shattered. He was so frustrated that killing intent slowly filled his eyes. The anger boiling in his heart needed an outlet.


  “Kill...”


  Kkuok.


  He tightly gripped the Sword Ghost. Grid gritted his teeth and walked into the nearest tent. It was the beginning of the fierce but stealthy slaughter. Grid didn’t have any hesitation about killing the loving hamster couple. He couldn’t afford to care about other people’s circumstances right now.


  ***


  “Hah... Hah... I can now live a little.”


  The large community of tents filled with big poisonous mice. All of their tents were burned, torn, or collapsed. It was the result of Grid’s massacre that took half a day. There was only one thing still intact in front of him. The large tent in the center of the community. It was the place with the hamster boss and where Idan’s  frying pan should be located.


  The level 320 Grid used Magic Detection. It was to gauge the existence of the boss and to roughly guess the level.


  [Magic Detection (Enhanced) has been used.]


  [Magic Detection (Enhanced) has risen from Lv.2 to Lv.3!]


  [The power of Magic Detection (Enhanced) has increased! Magic Detection can now identify the target’s stats!]


  Name: Strong Male Rat


  Level: ???


  Class: ???


  Stats: ???


  Species: Big Poisonous Rat


  Status: Monster


  Name: Queen Rat


  Level: ???


  Class: ???


  Stats: ???


  Species: Big Poisonous Rat


  Status: Monster


  "Two here as well...”


  The boss didn’t even enjoy a harem and was a single-minded couple!


  "Truly principled rats!”


  Grid had felt expectant when the level of Magic Detection rose. Now he was once again angry. It was because the status windows showed question marks, making him feel betrayed by Magic Detection.


  'My Magic Detection is a great magic. The only thing lacking is your intelligence.’


  “Haha! That’s right! Blame me! It’s my fault that Alarm magic was created! Shit!”


  Why would a legendary magician use Alarm? The moment he became upset at Braham. Grid unwittingly raised his voice and it was transmitted to the hamsters inside the tent.


  “Muong? Why is a human here?”


  "You will pay the price for impeding our happy nap time. Muong.”


  The queen hamster wearing a crude crown and cloak was huge. She was twice as big as Grid. The hamster queen showed off her white chest fur proudly and pulled out a paw from her red cloak. She pointed the paw at Grid.


  “Muong. Humans are nasty because they have no fur. So disgusting. Muong, I’ll kill you right away.”


  The queen hamster also used a trident as a weapon.


  Swaeek!


  The queen’s trident was fast and seemed like it would skewer Grid. Grid hurriedly avoided it while Braham spoke.


  ‘Leave it to me. I will show you how to use Alarm.’


  "...”


  How to use Alarm? Grid didn’t expect much. But he couldn’t ignore Braham’s words.


  ‘The Alarm spell can be used during a battle?’


  Magic used by a legendary great magician. It wasn’t trivial if he thought about it calmly.


  “Okay.”


  Sururuk.


  Grid’s hair turned white.
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  [Assimilation has been used.]


  [You have become one with Braham’s soul. Control of your body has been given to Braham.]


  [Your class will be changed from Pagma’s Descendant to Legendary Great Magician.]


  [Braham is searching for intelligence related items.]


  [Malacus’ Cloak has been equipped.]


  [The Holy Light Crown has been equipped.]


  [There are no wearable items.]


  Sururuk.


  The moment that Grid used Assimilation. The angular jaw full of muscular beauty became thinner and the muscled shoulders and forearms changed.


  “Kukukuk!”


  White hair flowed down underneath the crown. The white skin contrasted with the ruby eyes, creating a mysterious atmosphere. It was the emergence of the legendary great magician Braham, who was once a vampire.


  “I never thought this body would be used to get rid of rats. It’s refreshing.”


  Braham laughed with an arrogant attitude. Grid prompted him three seconds after Assimilation started.


  ‘Come on, use magic! Don’t waste Assimilation again and be vigilant!’


  "You’re a legend. Don’t feel worried like the other lowly people.”


  Braham clicked his tongue and waved his hand. Then a master level Magic Missile (Enhanced) was created and circled around him. Grid was startled.


  ‘How are you doing that?’


  Magic Missile was the type of magic that launched after specifying the target. It immediately flew to the target as soon as it was used. There was no way to stop it in place. That was common sense.


  Pajik!


  Pachichik!


  A ball of mana, which contained explosion power, was thrown up beside Braham. Braham gave an amazing answer to Grid.


  "It’s Alarm.”


  ‘What? Alarm?’


  “Alarm is something that rings with no limit and isn’t simply noise.”


  ‘...?’ 


  "The Alarm spell is meant to ring in specified situations and times. Therefore, Alarm is inherently a timer magic. Then I strengthened that timer magic.”


  ‘I don’t understand what you’re saying. What does that have to do with stopping Magic Missile?’


  “Before using the magic, I entered the command ‘act when the alarm rings.’ It is like the ticking time bomb that dwarves make."


  ‘Ticking time bomb?’


  Braham’s clear example helped Grid understand. At that moment.


  “Muong! Human! You dare invade the queen’s castle! Myong!” 


  The intermediate boss of the monster community, the Strong Male Rat, shouted. He only targeted the white-haired Grid, Braham. Braham revolved mana around him and didn’t care. It was either bravery or ignorance. The big poisonous rats were a clever species, but they were a physical species and couldn’t use magic. The proof was that there were no magicians or shamans in the rat community.


  “Muong!”


  The wild-eyed Strong Male Rat reached Braham and stabbed with his trident. Braham precisely matched the timing.


  Didididi!


  There was a beeping sound from the Magic Missile hanging around Braham.


  Peeeeeong!


  “...!”


  The male rat was hit by the Magic Missile and fell back without even screaming.


  “Watch.”


  A few steps away from the male rat, Braham cast a total of six Magic Missiles simultaneously. It was the multi-spellcasting that could be achieved as a result of combining the master level Magic Missile and the legendary great magician passive.


  Pa-ang!


  Paang! Pang! Papapapang!


  ‘Wow...’


  Grid admired it. The white mana balls looked like moonlight around Braham. They were like illusions, but also beautiful. Grid had no artistic sense and even he could tell.  He switched to the observer’s viewpoint and captured the current scene with a screenshot.


  ‘I should set it as my phone wallpaper.’


  He was the only one who had even seen the wallpaper for his phone.


  “M-Muong...! Cowardly human!”


  How could the Strong Male Hamster be humiliated by a human with the Queen Rat watching? The male rat was ashamed and angry, and once again rushed towards Braham. His speed wasn’t lacking compared to Grid and the trident overwhelmed Grid’s strength.


  ‘At least level 400?’


  The intermediate boss was incredibly strong. It was unknown how strong the Queen Rat would be. A chill went down Grid’s spine.


  Didididi!


  Didididididi!


  The six Magic Missiles around Braham all sounded an alarm. And.


  Peng!


  Pepepepeng!


  “...!”


  One pierced the male rat’s chest, two in the side, on in the elbow of both hands, and the last one in a vital spot. The Magic Missile accurately pierced between his eyes. The male rat once again couldn’t scream as he shed blood, while Braham made a ridiculing sound.


  “This is one of the ways to use the Alarm spell. Predict when and how the enemy will move, set the time, and assign it to an attack spell. Then your attack spell will smash the enemy at the correct timing. With a minimum of magic, you can exert the same power as the God Hands.”


  ‘...’


  Grid understood what Braham was saying. But anticipating the opponent’s action in real time during a battle, setting the time for the Alarm spell, as well as the attack magic trajectory? Wasn’t it impossible unless it was Braham? Braham assured the embarrassed Grid.


  "There is an easier way of using it.”


  Tak!


  Braham kicked the male rat that was trying to rise and withdrew back. Then he summoned another six Magic Missiles. Four Magic Missiles flew simultaneously towards the charging male rat. 


  "I won’t take it anymore! Myong!”


  The male rat swung its trident in a line.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The powerful force struck the four Magic Missiles and destroyed them.


  Ssik!


  The male rat smiled with satisfaction. As soon as he swung the trident at the four Magic Missiles, the other two Magic Missiles and another six summoned by Braham had already hit him.


  Pepepepeng!


  “Muoong!


  The male rat flew after he was beaten by eight Magic Missiles. Braham shrugged.


  “It’s much easier to take advantage of attacks like this and the effect isn’t bad. Alarm magic will be a big help.”


  The level of Grid’s Magic Missile was still low. The cooldown was slower than the master level Magic Missile, so it was impossible to use two or more at the same time. But what if he used the Alarm spell? Grid could summon multiple Magic Missiles in sequence.


  ‘Keep in mind that Alarm can only be attached to magic itself. The distance is also limited. In particular, the Lv.1 Alarm is much more restricted. Well, you will soon know if you use it.”


  'Doesn’t the description say I can use it anywhere?’


  “That is a description of the magic itself. Once learned, the level specific explanations will be more detailed.”


  ‘Um...’


  Could he really use it? Braham gave encouragement to Grid who wasn’t confident.


  "In fact, it’s easy to take advantage of Alarm.”


  “Myooooong!”


  The ragged male rat jumped up. Braham looked at the beaten up rat and raised a finger. Then he snapped it. And...


  Wiiiiiiing!


  “Kyaaaak!”


  There was an annoying ringing sound from right next to the male rat’s ear. At that moment, the male rat’s eardrum burst and he sank down, his nose bleeding. It was the ‘forced balance loss’ state that couldn’t be resisted.


  ‘Making the alarm ring from his body...?’


  Wasn’t this a complete scam? It was a perfect disruption. Even a legendary’s passive resistance couldn’t resist it. Braham spoke with consternation as Grid felt admiration.


  "Well, to be honest, this can only be done at the master level for Alarm. Lv.1 Alarm should be like this.”


  Clack!


  Braham snapped his finger again.


  Pipipipipi!


  The alarm started to ring loudly beside the male rat’s ‘ear.’ Braham fired Magic Missile at the completely wide-open male rat and grinned, revealing his white teeth.


  “Does this look good enough for you?”


  Braham was filled with pride about the enhanced magic he created. Grid didn’t deny him.


  ‘Amazing... The best.’


  It was huge. A legendary rated magic. A notification window popped up in front of the shaking Grid.


  [You have destroyed the Strong Male Rat!]


  [205,700,890 experience has been acquired.]


  [The Strong Male Rat’s Gallbladder has been acquired.]


  [The Strong Male Rat’s Heart has been acquired.]


  [5 blessed weapon enhancement stones have been acquired.]


  [4 blessed armor enhancement stones have been acquired.]


  [Congratulations! You have learned Alarm (Enhanced)!]


  [The duration of Assimilation is over.]


  [You have regained control of your flesh.]


  [Braham’s soul has temporarily dimmed.]


  “...Eh?”


  It was already three minutes? When he was in school, he used to fall asleep in less than a minute and only focused on class for three minutes. Grid was very upset as his black hair returned. But it was only for a moment. He suddenly realized reality and was overwhelmed with despair.


  The Queen Rat. The real boss of the big poisonous rat community didn’t have a single scratch on her.


  “Human. You killed my husband. Myang.”


  “...Ah.”


  Damn Braham. Couldn’t he have killed the queen rat first? Grid confirmed that his mana was depleted and summoned the God Hands to keep the queen rat in check. Then he ran away. First of all, he needed to buy enough time to take two mana potions.




  Chapter 521


  [You have taken a high grade mana potion.]


  “Shit.”


  The alchemy facility in Reidan produced the superior mana potion. If he could take it, Grid would’ve filled up all his mana with only one potion. But the high grade potion only filled half his mana.


  ‘That Rabbit...’


  Before going to the East Continent. When Grid had requested the potion, Rabbit couldn’t raise his head.


  ‘The potions we have built up over the last few months has been depleted because they were supplied to the Overgeared members who participated in the war. I’m sorry.’


  Damn alchemy! He had questioned the value of the facility ever since the ‘coolness’ option was attached to Iyarugt. Reidan’s economy had recovered and was growing, but Rabbit still had an obsession with alchemy.


  ‘There is little effectiveness and it’s just wasting money.’


  However, the higher the level of alchemy, the more types of options that could be attached to the item. It was also possible to produce enhancement stones themselves in the future. Grid had poured a huge amount of gold into the alchemy facility. He couldn’t stop supporting alchemy now. Therefore, he could only hope that it would become useful in the future.


  “Myaang! My husband’s enemy is laughing!”


  The outraged Queen Rat kept chasing him. Grid ran with all his strength, but the Queen Rat gradually narrowed the distance. Grid stopped thinking and summoned the God Hands.


  “Buy me some time.”


  The level difference between the hamster couples was generally around 20 levels. The female rats were always at least 20 levels higher than the male rats. Based on the assumption that the Queen Rat was at least level 420, Grid didn’t dare face the Queen Rat head on. He planned to use the newly acquired Alarm spell to create a favorable situation for himself.


  Kung!


  Kung kung!


  The ground shook every time the Queen Rat took a step. He didn’t know how she carried her weight despite her wrists and ankles being thinner than Grid’s.


  ‘This monster!’


  There was the possibility that Grid could be overwhelmed and commanded the God Hands to attack. First of all, he had the God Hand swing the Ultimate Enhanced Mjolnir at the Queen Rat. It was the precursor of infinite stiffness. The Ultimate Enhanced Mjolnir boasted a 100% accuracy rate and struck the Queen Rat’s head hard.


  Peeok!


  [The Ultimate Enhanced Mjolnir has caused the target to stiffen for 0.15 seconds.]


  ‘What...?’


  Originally, the Ultimate Enhanced Mjolnir caused 0.3 seconds of stiffness. Then what was this 0.15 seconds?


  ‘Is it a 50% resistance to status conditions? Or is it due to the level difference?’


  A chill went down Grid’s spine. The Queen Rat quickly recovered from the stiff and blocked the strikes of the other God Hands with her trident. Then her red eyes glowed as she hit the God Hands.


  [God Hand (1) has received a strong shock and has become stiff.]


  'Dammit!'


  0.15 seconds was too short. It seemed impossible to cause infinite stiffness to the Queen Rat because she could recover before the other God Hands would link their attacks.


  “Myaang!”


  The Queen Rat caused all the God Hands to stiffen and threw her trident at Grid.


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  It was like a fighter jet was flying. The trident rushed through the atmosphere like a missile. Grid responded instantly.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  He had to run while waiting for the cooldown time of the potion to be over. How could he take advantage of Alarm to knock down that monster? He actively used his brain and coped with the thrown trident by using Revolve.


  Peeeeeong!


  The rotated light and trident hit each other.


  Puoook!


  [You have dealt 190,300 damage to the target.]


  The trident was turned around by Revolve and stabbed at the chest of the Queen Rat. The Queen Rat suffered 200,000 damage in one blow, but didn’t slow down at all.


  “Muong!”


  She pulled the trident out and chased after Grid again with the trident. Grid was able to figure out one feature of the Queen Rat.


  ‘She will unconditionally use a throwing attack once we’re a certain distance apart?’


  If he knew it in advance, it wasn’t difficult to cope with.


  Kuwooooh!


  The trident made a loud sound like an animal’s roar. Grid confirmed that the cooldown time of the mana potion returned, drank it, and used Blackening and Quick Movements.


  Peeng!


  Grid disappeared just before the trident reached him. The only thing left in his place were the remains of demonic power.


  “Muong?”


  The Queen Rat started to explore the area to find Grid. But he wasn’t easy to find. It was because Grid wore the Hooded Zip Up the moment he had escaped. It was only a matter of seconds before the Queen Rat could find Grid, so Grid needed to catch her during this time.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Grid appeared in the space where there was nothing. His position was above the Queen Rat’s head.


  “Muoong!


  The Queen Rat grasped Grid’s position immediately using her excellent sense of hearing. She showed a ridiculous reaction rate. She avoided Grid’s Pinnacle and prepared to counterattack. However, the Queen Rat hesitated before attacking. It was due to the God Hands. The God Hands had recovered from the stiffness and aimed at the Queen Rat with Mjolnir.


  'It’s the end if I kill that human! Myong!’


  Then Queen Rat made a decision quickly. She hesitated for only a moment. She ignored the attacks of the God Hands and waved her tail at the enemy human who killed her husband. 


  Peeok!


  Like a bee’s stinger, the sharp tail hit Grid’s face. In return, the Queen Rat allowed a hit from the Mjolnirs and became stiff for a total of 0.3 seconds. At this time.


  Sururuk.


  Grid flew back after being hit by the tail and changed into Randy.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  The voice of the ‘real’ Grid was heard behind the stiffened Queen Rat.


  “...Myong!”


  It was a fake? The Queen Rat’s eyes widened with surprise. She looked just like a hamster! Honestly, the expression was cute. But Grid wasn’t deceived by the outward appearance and connected the skill to the end.


  “Linked Kill!”


  “Myaang!”


  It was too late. 0.3 seconds of stiffness was too short. The Queen Rat was released from the stiffness and avoided the God Hands’ next attacks. She intended to counter the human’s attack. However...


  “Muong?”


  The Queen Rat was stunned. Didn’t she clearly hear the voice of the human using a skill behind her? Why was there nothing when she turned back? The moment that the Queen Rat was feeling confused.


  “Linked Kill Wave.”


  Grid’s voice was heard from the sky. That’s right. The real Grid was in the sky. Grid’s voice that the Queen Rat heard behind her was merely a fake recorded with the Alarm spell. As soon as he learned new magic, Grid applied it properly in practice.


  Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa! Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  The bombardment of black energy blades!


  "Kyaaaaang!”


  The Queen Rat screamed from the pain. In the interim, the God Hands continued to attack the Queen Rat and Grid took another mana potion. He accumulated Magic Missiles.


  ‘Magic Missile. Magic Missile. Magic Missile.’


  Magic Missile (Enhanced) Lv. 3 could be used once per second. He summoned it every time the cooldown returned and attached the Alarm spell to it. The result.


  Kuoooooh.


  Right now, Grid was as splendid as the sun as he floated in the sky. There were lumps of white mana around him.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  “Uhh!”


  By now, the Queen Rat had learned the name of Grid’s skills. In the midst of the bombardment of energy blades and Mjolnir, she caught Grid speaking the name of a skill. She used the ‘Maintain Dignity’ skill that was the privilege of the queen who led the big poisonous rats.


  Paaaang!


  Maintain Dignity was a one-time override threat skill that a few leaders of a species had. The effect was absolute. The energy pouring from the Queen Rat caused the God Hands to stiffen and the Queen Rat rushed forward.


  “Myaang!”


  The angry Queen Rat’s voice was heard to Grid’s right. This time, it was an attack where she intended to kill her husband’s enemy. But once again, the Queen Rat went hungry. The real Grid was in the sky while Grid’s voice that she heard was a fake caused by the Alarm spell.


  "This magic is a scam. Right?”


  Ssik!


  The Grid in the sky laughed and ridiculed the Queen Rat. The moment that the Queen Rat’s anger soared into the sky.


  "Where are you looking, nyang?”


  Noe suddenly appeared behind the Queen Rat and swallowed her. It was the activation of Soul Ingestion. The Queen Rat’s highest stat was weakened. The crisis of the Queen Rat started from here.


  “Sublime Sword.”


  The Queen Rat appeared again with fur wet with saliva. A demon stood in front of her confused self. It was a white-haired old demon.


  Sakak-!


  “Myaang!”


  A swordsman who had even threatened a great demon. The Sublime Sword struck the Queen Rat’s chest. The Queen Rat screamed as she suffered a great deal of damage and Grid in the sky pounced. He fired 50 Magic Missiles as well as Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Pinnacle Kill. Then...


  Kuwaaaaaaang!


  The past 2 years. The center of the monster community that made the people of Pangea tremble was ruined. It was an extraordinary accomplishment created by a single man passing by the East Continent.




  Chapter 522


  [The +8 Holy Light Gloves’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated!]


  [The +9 Failure’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated!]


  [The +9 Failure’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘Bisect’ to be used!]


  [Pinnacle Kill has completely ignored the target’s attack!]


  [Critical!]


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been activated, adding 30% critical damage!]


  [The weak spot has been attacked! Further damage will be dealt!!]


  [Magic Missile has pierced the target.]


  [Magic Missile has pierced the target.]


  [Magic Missile...]


  ...


  ...


  [You have dealt 23,230,470 damage to the target.]


  [You have renewed the highest damage record!]


  [The effectiveness of the title: ‘Death in One Shot’ has increased. Critical damage will increase by 10%!]


  [You are establishing unparalleled damage achievements. The protection of War God Zeratul has slightly increased attack power, defense, and penetration power.]


  [The blessings of God Dominion and War God Zeratul have combined to give the hidden passive skill ‘God’s Command.’]


  [God's Command]


  Rating: SSS


  The strongest passive attack power skill related to domain and ruling ability.


  When using an attack skill, there is a 50% chance to reset the cooldown. Reuse of a reset skill within 3 seconds won’t consume resources.


  “Ugh...!”


  The mass of notification windows was confusing. Grid dimly grasped that the notification windows contained positive contents. But he didn’t have time to verify the details. The situation was desperate.


  'Shit!'


  40 minutes. He had been moving through the community for a long time. Then he consumed his stamina avoiding the Queen Rat’s attacks while tying Alarm to Magic Missile. He freely took advantage of Alarm magic. But the result was the worst.


  ‘What is this crazy health?’


  He had been uneasy since he saw that the stat Noe took from the Queen Rat was stamina. The Queen Rat was a perfect tank-type boss monster and didn’t die even after suffering heavy damage from Grid. She still had two-thirds of her health left. She was a monster with ridiculously high health.


  “Pant... Pant... What the hell should I do against this rat?”


  His stamina gauge was flashing. It was a warning that if he didn’t take a break right now, he would fall into a state of incapacity. But the monster. How could he rest when a boss monster was right in front of him?


  "Noe, can you carry me and bring me away?”


  “Nyahahat! I am the best demonic beast of hell! But I am too small to carry Master... Nyang.”


  “Kuk.”


  The best demonic beast of hell, a memphis. Grid had never once felt envious of other players since acquiring him. But at this moment, he felt envious.


  ‘I would’ve been able to run away if I had a wyvern.’


  The Queen Rat couldn’t fly. If he had a bit more stamina remaining, Grid would be able to get away with Fly.


  ‘Mana isn’t a problem.’


  His mana could be replenished by taking potions, but stamina could only recover naturally.


  ‘I still lack the ability to manage my stamina.’


  There was never an end to learning. While Grid was thinking about his own shortcomings.


  “Muoong... Hu...man... The enemy of my clan...”


  The Queen Rat on the ground twitched and started to get up. The smooth and beautiful fur was now dirty with sweat, blood, and dust. However, her momentum was stronger than before. Her eyes were filled with the desire to tear Grid apart.


  “Human...! You are weakened! Myaang!”


  Thump thump thump thump.


  Grid’s face became darker as the Queen Rat charged.


  'It’s difficult to avoid. I have no choice but to fight in the immortal state.'


  But this wasn’t an opponent that could be beaten in 5 seconds. He couldn’t see any chance of victory. However.


  Kkuok!


  Grid tightened his grip on Failure. In addition, he summoned Magic Missile and Alarm. The raid might fail, but he was determined to fight his best to the last minute. Who cared if he failed? He just wanted to become stronger. Grid planned to gather as much information about the Queen Rat as possible and use it as a springboard for the future.


  ‘If today’s raid fails, it will be different next time!’


  It was the moment when Grid’s unique commitment appeared.


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience skill has been activated.]


  [Concentration, stamina, and defense will rise to the extremes for one hour.]


  A skill with terrible activation conditions. Since becoming Pagma’s Descendant, he’d experienced the effect less than 10 times. There was a low probability of it activating when he was focused on making items, and then all his fatigue would disappear. The Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience filled up Grid’s flashing stamina gauge.


  “Ah, really...”


  A dark smile appeared on Grid’s face as he felt the lightening of his body.


  “This feels like fate. Go, God Hands.”


  It felt like he was born with the mission to destroy the big poisonous rats. It felt like he became the protagonist of the world at this moment. Grid aimed precisely at a gap in the Queen Rat, who lost her momentum because she was beaten by Mjolnir. He moved in the steps of a sword dance.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  “Myaang!”


  “Linked Kill!”


  Jjejeong!


  Jjeejeeeong!


  The Queen Rat had planned to crush Grid. The moment she was about to strike Grid’s head, Grid responded with a series of intense attacks.


  [The hidden passive ‘God's Command’ has reset the cooldown of Linked Kill.]


  “...Eh? Hidden passive?”


  Grid realized that it was a skill he acquired a while ago that he hadn’t been able to look at! He was confused by it, but didn’t waste any time. He once again used Linked Kill on the Queen Rat who was floundering from the pain.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  "Muaaaaang!”


  Linked Kill didn’t have the effect of ignoring defense, but it boasted explosive damage. Unless the target had extremely high defense, it was expected that the damage of Linked Kill would be higher than Pinnacle Kill. This strong attack struck twice in a row. The Queen Rat’s momentum was broken. 


  “This male is so strong!”


  The Queen Rat was dismayed to realized that Grid had hidden his power. The God Hands were constantly acting. They repeatedly caused stiffness in order to prevent any damage to Grid.


  “Myaaaaaang!”


  Peeng!


  The Queen Rat broke through the sword and hammer bombardment. A powerful shock wave scattered Grid and the God Hands all over the place.


  “Shit...! Don’t be fooled by the cute little monster!”


  The God Hands and Grid were separated. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that his defense had weakened by at least two times without the protection of the God Hands. The Queen Rat narrowed the distance and brandished the trident at Grid.


  Chaaeng!


  Chaeeeeeng!


  Grid swapped to Sword Ghost and desperately defended against the onslaught. However, the basic difference in levels made it impossible for him to defend against properly.


  Puok!


  He could no longer endure the force and was stabbed in the side. 


  Pepeok!


  He missed the unusual trajectory of the tail and was hit in the cheek. There was a flashy kick that hit him on the chin, forcing his head back.


  "Ku...ack!”


  In the end, Grid allowed successive attacks and his health was exhausted, making him fall into the immortal state. Grid had only 5 seconds left. The worst result would happen if he couldn’t get rid of the Queen Rat in that time. Grid didn’t assume that the worst outcome would happen. It was the reason why he didn’t recall the God Hands in the distance.


  [You have succeeded in combining the +9 Failure and the +9 Iyarugt!]


  Mjolnir was a hammer and the God Hands were blacksmith’s hands. The blacksmith’s hands held the hammer and completed Item Combination in front of the portable furnace and anvil.


  Peeok!


  Pakak!


  In the immortal state, Grid ignored the Queen Rat’s attacks and looked at the finished product on the anvil. He avoided the trident of the Queen Rat and commanded the God Hands.


  "Throw Mjolnir! Item Transformation! Lifael’s Spear.”


  Pepepepeok!


  There was the additional acceleration effect of throwing Mjolnir, damaging the Queen Rat. Grid used this time to run to the portable furnace and grab the combined weapon.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Grid used Blacksmith's Rage and started a sword dance. Beside him, 20 Magic Missiles and the four God Hands that transformed into Lifael’s Spear (Reproduction) aimed at the Queen Rat.


  “Linked Kill Wave.”


  Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa! Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  The blue and red energy blades, the 20 white flashes, and four golden spears shot at the Queen Rat. It wasn’t over.


  [The hidden passive ‘God's Command’ has reset the cooldown of Linked Kill Wave.]


  “Linked Kill Wave.”


  A new rain of energy blades was unleashed.


  "Muaaaaang!”


  The Queen Rat tried to resist, but was too late. The 0.3 seconds of stiffness caused by the thrown Mjolnir earlier was fatal.


  Kuwaaaaang!


  The central part of the monster community was caught up in an explosion.


  [The ruler of the big poisonous rat community, the Queen Rat, has been defeated!]


  [The first gateway in the north of Pangea has been dealt with!]


  [The title ‘Pangea’s New Star’ has been acquired!]


  [The Queen Rat’s Walnut has been acquired.]


  [The Queen Rat’s Fur has been acquired.]


  [5 blessed weapon enhancement orders have been acquired.]


  [4 blessed armor enhancement orders have been acquired.]


  [Idan’s Frying Pan has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen!]


  “Pant... Pant...”


  He improved in the second half of the raid and was able to succeed. All his stamina was consumed in an instant and he couldn’t bear it anymore, flopping down on the ground. The struggle was over, so he checked the titles and rewards that he had acquired. Joy appeared on his face.




  Chapter 523


  “Huh??”


  Grid had question marks as he checked the information of the hidden passive skill God's Command. A bell rang. It was truly shocking.


  “I-It is good but...” 


  This was why the cooldown of Linked Kill and Linked Kill Wave was reset.


  ‘Amazing!’ 


  It truly had the best value. It was comparable to the time when he obtained Pagma’s Descendant and the Legendary Great Magician classes.


  ‘I never thought Dominion’s blessing would be such a big help.’


  During the Pope Drevigo episode, he obtained blessings from Rebecca, Judar, and Dominion. All three blessings were on the pavranium and buffed Grid. Rebecca’s Blessing increased the speed of health recovery by 300%, Dominion’s Blessing increased attack power by 15%, and Judar’s Blessing increased defense by 15%. At this point, Grid could make one guess.


  ‘Dominion’s Blessing is one of the three major passive attack power buffs...’


  Judar’s Blessing was one of the three major passive defense buff and Rebecca’s Blessing was one of the three major recovery buffs?


  ‘Isn’t there little odds of getting all of them?’


  It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the acquisition requirements for God's Command were ridiculous. With God Dominion’s blessing, he could gain unique damage achievements and receive Zeratul’s favor? How many of the two billion users would meet these requirements? It was difficult to imagine the other passive skills that could be acquired from Judar and Rebecca’s blessings.


  'It’s the same with domain and ruling ability.’


  Grid had many unlucky experiences, so the effect of domain and ruling ability was far more fraudulent than God’s Command.


  ‘In the future, my enemies will acquire the domain and ruling ability. No, maybe they have already learned it.’


  It was an obvious part of someone’s repertoire. This damn world wouldn’t let him off so easily.


  ‘Will I later die from the domain and ruling ability?’


  Of course, he didn’t intend to let it happen so easily.


  ‘From now on, I am invincible.’


  Why?  He had the good luck stat!


  “Kuhuhuhut! I will show you the combination of God's Command and good luck!”


  God's Command had a 50% chance of resetting the cooldown. What if the good luck stat affected it?


  ‘There will be a higher than 50% chance of resetting the cooldown!”


  Yes, just like a little while ago. There was a low probability of the skill cooldown being reset continuously. Grid believed in the good luck stat and aimed at the wrecked tent in front of him. He took a deep breath and fired Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave. It was to confirm the effect of God's Command. But the effect that he expected didn’t activate.


  Grid was very confused, but reacted calmly.


  “Hu... Hut! Well, it isn’t a 100% chance. It can fail once in a while.”


  The good luck stat might be in bad condition. Grid controlled his heart. Then he fired Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link. The result? The effect of God's Command wasn’t activated and the cooldown wasn’t reset. It was the same when he used Kill and Pinnacle.


  “Pant pant. This is really rotten.”


  There was a sense of instability. In retrospect, the 5 Joint Attacks skill attached to the Holy Light Gloves and Failure had also barely been seen in the last few months. Unfortunately, Grid’s bad luck was so high that it exceeded his low good luck stat.


  “No... Why? Why do I keep getting skills like this?”


  A less fraudulent skill. He wanted to get a definite skill that didn’t rely on luck.


  Flop!


  Grid’s happiness turned to frustration. No matter how much he thought about it, he had trouble believing in God's Command. Grid came to a conclusion.


  "I don’t need to be aware of this skill.”


  He would just receive setbacks if he fought with the assumption that God's Command would activate. He would rather fight as usual and thank the gods if God’s Command activated.


   “Yes... God's Command isn’t the only thing I got. I don’t need to be obsessed with it.”


  There was the title of Pangea's New Star.


  ‘I hope it’s a title that increases my good luck.’ 


  It was unfortunate because he felt like his luck would be bad forever. He desperately needed the good luck stat. Grid confirmed the information of the title.


  [Pangea's New Star 1st Stage]


  Stage 1: It is relatively easy to obtain information from the residents of Pangea.


  * Every time you destroy a monster community formed in the north, the level and effectiveness of the title will increase.


  “...”


  It was really less than expected. Maybe he felt more disappointed after seeing the hidden passive God’s Command.


  “Hah...”


  Grid sighed deeply and checked the items he received in turn.


  [Blessed Weapon Enhancement Scroll]


  A scroll used to enhance weapons.


  The successful enhancement of a weapon will increase the enhancement value by +1.


  If the enhancement fails, the strength of the weapon won’t fall.


  [Blessed Armor Enhancement Scroll]


  A scroll used to enhance armor.


  The successful enhancement of an armor will increase the enhancement value by +1.


  If the enhancement fails, the strength of the armor won’t fall.


  “...?”


  So far, Grid had thought of blessed enhanced scrolls as enhancement stones. Unlike the West Continent, the East Continent didn’t use an ore for enhancement. It was an item with the same effect, but had a different name and appearance. But that wasn’t it at all. The blessed enhancement scrolls weren’t as strong in enhancement. However, they had tremendous stability.


  'Wow, wouldn’t conglomerates buy this for a huge price?’


  The success rate of enhancing items was in the decimals. A person could try 100 times and fail 100 times. But the burden on players when enhancement failed wasn’t just a loss in money. The enhancement value of the item would drop every time it failed. That was the biggest problem. But this scroll had the effect of protecting the enhancement value. Wouldn’t the chaebols be willing to spend billions on the blessed enhancement scroll to reach +10?


  ‘They can’t afford to miss this.’


  Wouldn’t it sell for at least 10 million won per scroll?


  ‘What 10 million? I might sell in the billions.’


  The scroll was like a talisman. A language similar to Chinese characters was written on the centre and it could only be obtained on the East Continent.


  ‘An item that hasn’t been released on the market yet. Its value will be absurd.’


  It wasn’t necessary to dispose of the item right away, since Grid gained stability after becoming a landlord. He could watch the trends of the auction house and sell it at the price he wanted, or he could use it himself. Grid checked the next item. It was an item dropped by the Strong Male Rat.


  [Strong Male Rat’s Gallbladder]


  A very big and bitter gallbladder.


  You can fall into shock if you take too much.


  However, if it is endured, resistance to poisoning and confusion will permanently increase by 0.5%.


  Weight: 4


  [Strong Male Rat’s Heart]


  A heart filled with the natural strength of the Strong Male Rat.


  It is why the Strong Male Rat is so strong. 


  Once consumed, strength will permanently increase by 5.


  Weight: 2


  "Mini elixir!”


  He hadn’t obtained any elixirs despite killing so many vampires. The effect was halved compared to normal elixirs, but he would gladly eat it to permanently increase his strength stat. Grid took the heart without hesitation and packed the gallbladder into the inventory. The phrase ‘the possibility of shock’ was annoying, but he was planning to sell it to the Overgeared members.


  ‘The items dropped by the intermediate boss are great. It should be the same with the Queen Rat’s items.’


  Lululala~


  Grid hummed in anticipation. He checked the items dropped by the Queen Rat without hesitation.


  [The Queen Rat’s Walnut]


  A walnut that the Queen Rat stored for a quick meal.


  Weight: 1


  “...?”


  It was very embarrassing. Grid was stunned for a moment before using the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill.


  Ttiring~


  [A hidden function doesn’t exist.]


  “Shit.”


  A walnut soaked in saliva. It stunk like the hamsters’ saliva, so Grid threw it away. It was absurd that a boss dropped a junk item. The angry Grid appraised the next item.


  [Queen Rat’s Fur]


  The Queen Rat’s fur is called the best fur and has a very high value.


  But the Queen Rat is a fierce and powerful monster.


  Obtaining the fur of the Queen Rat is like picking a star from the sky.


  Weight: 120


  [This item has a hidden function.]


  [It is rumored that the lord is looking for the fur of the Queen Rat!]


  “...This is better.”


  It was obvious that it could be sold for an expensive price because it was one of the finest leather materials. But Grid wanted to use it himself rather than sell it.


  ‘Let’s make a legendary leather armor.’


  He didn’t have much interest in the quest. It was too much to waste this precious material on a quest.


  ‘Obviously, it is a quest that requires a rare item, so the rewards are likely to be enormous.’


  But there was a chance that the rewards wouldn’t benefit him, so it was better for him to use it directly. Grid already feel deeply betrayed by the odds of God's Command activating and the walnut. Finally, he was amazed by Idan’s Frying Pan.


  “This is real?”


  The chef who couldn’t cook, Idan. To be honest, Grid didn’t recognize this quest as important. He coveted the 30% experience, but it was faster to hunt monsters to level up than to waste time searching for the frying pan. The experience given by the monsters of the East Continent was enormous.


  But now that idea had changed. Grid placed tremendous significance on Idan’s quest.


  ‘The experience is just a side benefit.’


  He had to increase his affinity with Idan. The enlightened Grid rushed back to Pangea.




  Chapter 524


  Players no longer discussed the Seven Guilds.


  One force was stronger than the Seven Guilds combined. From that time on, the Seven Guilds lost their majesty. Far from getting the title of the strongest, the Seven Guilds gradually declined. They were more inundated with requests to leave than to join.


  “We will remove ourselves from the alliance.”


  The French representative, Bondre.


  Until he met Grid in the National Competition, he was the 1st ranked ice mystic with the nickname of ‘undefeated.’ He was also the master of the strongest magician group, Ice Flower. Now he expressed his intention to withdraw from the alliance.


  The leaders of the guilds in the Seven Guilds didn’t stop him. However, Bondre’s declaration of withdrawal became an ignition point. The other guild masters also declared their intentions to leave the alliance. It wasn’t necessary to obsess over the alliance that had become obsolete.


  Zibal, the leader of the alliance, was the same.


  “I won’t stop them.”


  Zibal had changed since the 2nd National Competition. In raids and hunting, he didn’t doubt that he was the best. However, he changed his perception after being beaten by Grid. He wasn’t the best. He wasn’t qualified to be self-confident and to force others.


  Zibal was no longer obsessed with the Seven Guilds. He chose to grow in order to regain his past glory. Now he was about to step foot in the Behen Archipelago. After confirming that the guilds had withdrawn from the alliance, he laughed and entered the Behen Archipelago.


  ***


  “What will happen to us now?”


  The Ice Flower Guild was somewhat uneasy. Ice Flower. They were an elite group of magicians and there were only 30 of them. It was obvious that many uncomfortable things would happen if they left the alliance. They had complicated relationships with some people due to disputes, and the guild had no production players, so item trading was disadvantageous for them.


  Bondre reassured the worried guild members.


  "We will go to the god of war. This will make our lives much better than before and we will be guaranteed a brilliant future.”


  “God of war?”


  "Who is it?”


  Bondre explained to the bewildered guild members. "Ares. An unofficial ranker with a unique ability. He’s equivalent to Grid.”


  “Wow...”


  How strong was he that their master Bondre would compare him to Grid? The Ice Flower Guild members were incredulous.


  “Then why is he unknown?”


  “Yes. This is the first time I’ve heard of him.”


  “Satisfy is wide. Do you know all the people in every field in the world in reality? It’s unknown how many of them there actually are. In that sense, Satisfy is like reality.”


  In fact, Bondre also had no idea who Ares was not long ago. However, Scott contacted him three days ago and told him about Ares. Bondre had been shocked the moment he saw the information.


  "The world is wide and there’s a lot of chaos.”


  Bondre heard a strange voice as he thought about joining Ares’ guild.


  "Yes, the world is wide. But you’re all under my feet.”


  “Who?”


  The Ice Flower Guild instantly became alert. They were embarrassed by the dozens of skeletons blocking the way back to their territory. The voice of the unfamiliar man was heard again as they perceived the danger and started to cast spells.


  "Bondre, become a sacrifice of the king.”


  Chill.


  Bondre and the Ice Flower Guild members got chills at the same time. The madness in the voice of the unidentified man made them feel an instinctive fear.


  ‘Entering a fear state just from speaking?’


  Boss monster?


  ‘A boss appeared on the road where thousands of people travelled every day?


  It was ridiculous.


  “Reveal yourself!”


  Bondre finished casting the level 8 Ice Cutter and fired the magic. It was a strike aimed directly at the location of the voice.


  Jeeeong!


  The sharp ice blade flying through the air stopped. Then it shattered. It was due to the curtain of darkness that was instantly created.


  ‘My magic was so easily blocked?’


  Swaaah.


  In the wreckage of the sparkling ice crystals.


  “Agnus?”


  Chwaaaak!


  Bondre was shocked as he saw the man who appeared from the dark curtain.


  Agnus. After the top ranked players like Kraugel, Zibal, and Yura disappeared from the rankings, he had risen to 3rd place. In addition, he was the rumored psychopath that even Kraugel avoided.


  “Kikikik!”


  His eyes shone gold as he looked at Bondre like a frightened rat.


  ***


  "The hunting grounds are far from the city. I should prepare a return scroll next time I go.”


  Originally, Grid planned to return to Pangea when it was time for the smithy competition. But his plans changed the moment he found Idan’s Frying Pan and he returned to Pangea. It was imperative to raise affinity with Idan. The reason was the information of the frying pan.


  [Idan’s Frying Pan]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 35/260 Attack Power: 89


  * When used, Intermediate Cooking Lv. 2 will be created.


  The moment it is used, the person will become a seasoned chef!


  It is the frying pan that has been used for centuries by the Idan family, who has a philosophy of cooking.


  It is optimized to draw out a unique taste from the ingredients.


  In addition, special events sometimes occur because the frying pan contains the desires of the elders of cooking.


  When an Idan family member cooks with this frying pan, there is a high probably that food with a buffing ability will be created and a low probability that food that increases stats will be created.


  However, the premise is that you eat all the food without leaving anything behind.


  Conditions of use: Beginner cooking master. A special effect will occur only when an Idan family member uses it.


  Weight: 40 


  'I don’t know about the taste, but this is why Kraugel ate it four times.’


  Idan. He was a golden goose who would give birth to elixirs. The chef might make bad food, but his value was astronomical. A one in a million talented person.


  Grid decided. He would leave here with Idan as his personal chef!


  “Idan!”


  Pangea’s North Street. Grid ran to Idan’s restaurant and immediately asked the waitress working there.


  “Where is Idan?”


  “The boss went out to obtain ingredients.”


  “Can’t he get the ingredients delivered?”


  "Yes, there’s no contractor who will deliver a rotten liver from a jiangshi.”


  “Jiangshi rotten liver?”


  A chill went down Grid’s spine. Idan’s Frying Pan was optimized to draw out the taste of ingredients. What if he cooked a jiangshi rotten liver?


  ‘...Really a mess.’


  It was crazy. His eyes darkened.


  ‘This is crazy... Why is he cooking rotten liver?’


  Even...


  ‘It’s the body of a jiangshi?’


  If he took Idan as a full time chef, would he have to eat such ridiculous dishes every time?


  ‘...No, that’s impossible.’


  Idan couldn’t make strange dishes every time. He had to make some ordinary dishes.


  ‘I have to eat. If not, I’ll ask him to make it for me.’


  Grid couldn’t believe it and asked the employee again.


  “Where is the jiangshi?”


  “If you go out the south gate and head north, a cemetery will appear. There’s an infestation there.”


  "Okay, Idan is there?”


  The moment Gird verified the information and was about to leave the restaurant.


  “Umm? You are?"


  Idan returned to the restaurant. There was a basket filled with something black in his hands. Grid ignored the rotten smell and handed the frying pan to Idan.


  “Here’s what I promised you.”


  "Hrmm."


  It was the hard to regain family heirloom. Did he not expect it to be found in just two days? Idan looked at the frying pan with a questionable expression before cheering.


  “Oh...! Ohh! Ohhhh! Unbelievable! You found my family’s heirloom so quickly!”


  Idan was genuinely pleased. The moment he held the frying pan, a notification window appeared in front of Grid.


  [The quest Find the Traces of the Great Hero! has been completed.]


  [30% character experience has been paid as compensation.]


  [Affinity with Idan has increased by 10.]


  “Eh?”


  Affinity +10? Affinity only increased by 10 despite returning a family heirloom? Grid thought it was unexpected.


  ‘Shouldn’t it increase by at least 50?’


  Idan guided the confused Grid to a table.


  "Have you not eaten yet? Now, sit down. I will treat the person who brought back my family’s heirloom to a wonderful dinner.”


  “Ah, yes.”


  Hopefully, this was a chance to eat food that increased his stats. Grid hesitantly sat down and belatedly said something.


  "Please note that I have a liver allergy.”


  In other words, don‘t bring out a dish made with jiangshi liver! Idan’s expression became as cold as ice.


  “Y...es? Is that so?”


  Idan clicked his tongue and headed to the kitchen. His unfriendly demeanor made Grid think the worst.


  'Don’t tell me that my affinity just fell?’


  It was likely that Idan was a NPC who only liked people who ate his dishes.


  ‘It is almost certain.’


  It was the reason why returning Idan’s Frying Pan only raised affinity by 10. On the first day they met, Grid left behind a lot of the orc cream pie and his affinity must’ve fallen.


  ‘This truly sucks.’


  In order to recruit Idan as a full time chef, a high affinity was required. How could he increase his affinity without having to eat the food that Idan made? The moment Grid was feeling frustrated.


  “This is my signature dish that I cooked just for you, japchae.”


  "...”


  Idan handed a dish of japchae to Grid. Japchae. It was a favorite dish for South Koreans, and clearly Grid as well.


  ‘Phew, thank goodness. It isn’t hard to make japchae delicious.’


  Vegetables, meat, and japchae noodles. Grid grasped a fair amount with his chopsticks and shoved it into his mouth without hesitation. Then he spat it out as soon as he ate it. The vegetables tasted of soil and were really crunchy. The slightly cooked pork was cold and hard. The noodles were chewy. There wasn’t even any strange ingredients in it. The original tastes of the ingredients were very strong and didn’t mix together.


  "No, this...”


  He was supposed to eat this? Grid was about to curse reflexively when he stopped. It was because Idan’s eyes were glaring at the japchae that he had spat out.


  "Did you spit it out because it didn’t fit your tastes?”


  “Nope. It’s delicious. I was so surprised by the delicious taste that I spat it out a little bit.”


  Endure. Grid blocked his nose. Then he shoved all of the japchae in his mouth at once.


  Chew chew.


  Grid chewed the japchae with a pale face while Idan asked.


  "Why are you blocking your nose while eating?”


  “It’s my eating habit.”


  "Huh, really? What an unusual eating habit.”


  ‘Your dishes are more unusual...’


  Grid sweated as he barely endured it.


  [The effect of eating Idan’s dish has permanently increased intelligence by 1.]


  “Ah!”


  It was the moment when Grid’s sorrow was larger than his joy.




  Chapter 525


  ‘I was wondering why there wasn’t a function to turn off taste every time I drank a bitter potion...’


  The bitter taste of potions was one of the barriers of entry in Satisfy. In particular, a few people tried to turn off their taste function because they disliked the bitter taste. But the S.A. Group didn’t accept their request. The sense of taste was one of Satisfy’s best features that created a sense of reality. They didn’t want to give the players the authority to lower their immersion. But at this moment, Grid interpreted it differently.


  'I can’t turn off the taste function and have to suffer from eating the food that Idan made... In other words, it sucks.’


  There was a pervert among the Satisfy crew. Grid was sure of it and asked the employee for a cup of tea. He needed something to get rid of the subtle sensation of dirt on his tongue.


  “Water... No, I don’t think that will work. Give me the cheapest herbal tea.”


  "The cheapest herbal tea?”


  “Yes.”


  “You don’t care about the smell or the taste? If you want to order tea based on the price, I recommend our citron tea. That’s the cheapest. It’s also delicious.”


  “Hoh?”


  Grid belatedly noticed the employee that he hadn’t paid much attention to. The girl was a considerable beauty whose emotions were hard to read, but she was only an A cup. It meant that Grid didn’t recognize her as a woman. But Grid had a great sense of liking towards her.


  ‘She’s an NPC with considerable intelligence.’


  It was uncommon for NPCs in hospitality to know exactly what the customer wanted. Satisfy’s artificial intelligence was perfect, but there was a big difference between NPCs. Store employee NPCs usually had slightly better intelligence than Jude. Given these points, the female waitress working in Idan’s restaurant was a very interesting NPC.


  ‘Could she be a pearl in the mud?'


  If Grid was a regular player, he wouldn’t have noticed Yang Fei’s unusual point. But unlike usual players, Grid concentrated heavily on NPCs. That’s why he knew.


  "Yes, a cup of citron tea please.”


  “Yes.”


  Yang Fei and Idan’s attention dispersed after Grid ordered the tea.


  Clink.


  Grid took out the Great Lord's Sword from the inventory and used Character Observation.


  Ttiring~


  Name: Yang Fei


  Age: 17  Gender: Female


  Occupation: Restaurant Employee


  Title: Quick-witted Person


  A commoner born in an ordinary household with 1 son and 14 daughters.


  As the 7th daughter among 14, Yang Fei had to take care of her sisters.


  Since she was born and raised in a home where there was a struggle over just one bean, her survival skills are remarkable.


  Level: 53


  Strength: 22/99   Stamina: 92/510


  Agility: 65/250     Intelligence: 204/1,090


  Dexterity: 139/650  Charm: 53/150


  Skills: Hospitality (A), Housework (A), Adaptability (S), Making a Living Detection (SS)


  "...”


  Even talented knights rarely had S-grade skills. It was like a bean growing in the middle of a drought. However, Yang Fei had an S-grade and SS-grade skill. She was a mere employee. Were all the NPCs on the East Continent like this? Don’t speak nonsense. Yang Fei was just special.


  ‘I have to bring her with me when I return to the West Continent.’


  It would be best to leave her as a maid for Irene and Lord, but it was a waste because her intelligence was very high for a mere maid.


  ‘In particular, there is the Making a Living Detection skill.’


  Grid decided.


  'Yes, I will make her Rabbit’s deputy.’


  Changing sand to a special remedy and selling it, or only paying Piaro 73 silver. For Rabbit, who was eagerly searching for ways to make a living, Yang Fei’s Making a Living Detection skill was a great talent.


  ‘It’s like giving him wings!’


  A huge smile. Grid was happy about finding new talents. He washed away the memory of eating poisonous food and laughed widely. Idan saw it and misunderstood.


  ‘This friend...’


  Had there ever been anyone who laughed while eating his food? This was the first time since the little hero Kraugel.


  ‘I had a good feeling since the first time we met.’


  Grid had no status in the East Continent. He was just a traveller. However, Gird had a high dignity and charm stat. It was easy to gain affinity with NPCs, even if he acted tactless. This was the reason why the famous Idan was talkative since he first met Grid.


  That’s right. Originally, it wasn’t easy to receive quests from Idan. But Grid wasn’t aware of this fact. Only 31 players had gone to the East Continent. There was no information available about it.


  “Hrmm... You.”


  “Huh?”


  Grid jumped with surprise as Yang Fei put the tea in front of him. He was worried about Idan misunderstanding again.


  ‘Will he wonder why I am rinsing my mouth after eating?’


  There was no mistake. The affinity dropped again.


  ‘Shit, I’m lacking subtlety.’


  Surprising, Grid realized that it was one of his problems. He smiled nervously as Idan spoke.


  “Smiling so happily after eating the meal I made. You are a true gourmet and you are polite to the chef.”


  ‘What is this nonsense?’


  The chef should be polite to their customers.


  ‘You can’t make food at all.’


  Grid wanted to say, but he maintained his smile. It was in an effort to get Idan’s liking. His effort succeeded.


  “You are a foreigner... Do you plan to stay in Pangea for a few days? If you don’t mind, I’d like to provide you with three meals a day. It’s in return for recovering my frying pan.”


  “Ah...”


  This was what he really wanted. Grid’s goal was to accumulate a lasting relationship with Idan and consume his food. At this moment, Idan was making a promise to cook for Grid. The situation was better than he expected. But Grid...


  '...Why aren’t I happy?’


  Grid got goosebumps at having to eat Idan’s food three times a day. He stared into the air for a moment. Then he spoke with a grin.


  "Yes, I will be honored.”


  “Ohh! Indeed! I knew you would appreciate it!”


  "...Ah, for reference, I like chicken, beef, and eggs.”


  They were ingredients that couldn’t be tasteless no matter how bad the chef. Idan readily agreed to Grid’s words.


  “Um, okay. I will prepare your three meals a day using these ingredients.”


  "It’s appreciated!”


  Grid was finally able to truly laugh.


  ***


  During this time with Idan, Grid paid attention to his relationship with Yang Fei. He tried to build up affinity with her using glances and words.


  The result.


  "Goodbye.”


  Yang Fei said goodbye to Grid at the entrance of the restaurant. Grid smiled as nicely as possible.


  “Yes, thank you. I’ll come again in the evening."


  The first friend in Grid’s life was an NPC. Even his wife and friends were NPCs. It meant he was an expert when dealing with NPCs. He was confident that he could quickly raise his affinity with Yang Fei. But in reality, it was only half right. It was true that Yang Fei was started to like Grid better, but it wasn’t for the reason he thought.


  She had the Making a Living Detection skill. She was aware of Grid’s nature.


  ‘A customer who orders without looking at the menu.’


  Grid had ordered the cheapest tea. He never asked for the menu. Yang Fei had a chance to deceive him. In fact, it wasn’t the cheapest tea, but the second cheapest.


  ‘Selling citron tea every time he comes in...’


  It seemed she would barely be able to receive this month’s salary. She didn’t have to let her thoughtless sisters and brother starve.


  ‘Sigh.’ Grid sighed as he watched Yang Fei. ‘I am lacking impact. It’s time to deepen this relationship.’


  Grid released the power of his hands.


  "Yang Fei, I think that your shoulders are too tense. Come here.”


  “...?”


  All of a sudden, touching her shoulders? Yang Fei tilted her head with confusion. Grid exerted his legendary hand techniques. He approached Yang Fei in an instant, aiming precisely at her shoulders and pressing firmly. Yang Fei’s expressionless face changed for the first time.


  “Ahak!”


  Grid saw Yang Fei as a young girl, but based on Satisfy, she was at an age to marry. However, Yang Fei wasn’t in a position to dream about marriage. Her sisters had to marry and leave the house first. In this case, it was likely that she would miss her prime age to marry. Yang Fei thought she would never feel the happiness of a woman for her whole life. But right now...


  ‘Ahh, this feeling must be...!’


  She had to feed her family, not think about romance. She only knew theories about relationships with men. Now, she finally experienced it in reality. Every time Grid’s fingertips touched her skin, she could feel the same sensation she got when reading books. Yes, this feeling...


  Omitted.


  “Hah... Hah...”


  The expressionless face was gone. Only joy filled Yang Fei’s face as she flushed and gasped for breath. Her most and trembling eyes stared at Grid.


  “How is it? Did your fatigue go away?”


  “...Yes.”


  "I'm glad. I’ll do it whenever we meet.”


  “...!”


  It was a massage for Grid, but Yang Fei thought differently.


  ‘Doing this naughty act every time we meet...?’


  It was embarrassing. But she couldn’t refuse.


  'Ah, I have become corrupt.’


  Yang Fei was feeling confused.


  On the other hand, Grid headed for the White Hammer smithy. He didn’t ask for any accommodations. For him, the smithy was the best place to stay and work.


  ‘There are 15 hours left until the blacksmith competition. I will trim the Queen Rat’s Fur and eat Idan’s dishes.’


  ***


  “Did you see the system message from two days ago?”


  "Of course. Wasn’t there the message about the 31st visitor?”


  "That's right. He’s alone.”


  "He must have little information about the East Continent, which is why he dared come alone.”


  “How foolish. Kukuk, I don’t know who he is, but it’s good. We can eat properly."


  A pub in Pangea. Players were sitting in a corner and laughing wickedly.




  Chapter 526


  The means of moving from the West Continent to the East Continent was estimated to be very diverse. But to date, the only clear method was to use the Behen Archipelago.


  This was a difficult task.


  How many people had used the Behen Archipelago to cross over to the East Continent? Over the past three years, there had been only 30. This was 30 out of two billion users. Behen Archipelago was a one player instant dungeon. It was an area difficult to break through, making a person feel pride just from reaching the 10th island.


  In other words, the players who made it to the East Continent were great. Of course, there were some exceptions. There were a few ‘lucky’ enough to meet Fog Island early on and managed to cross over to the East Continent.


  ***


  ‘I was the strongest on the West Continent.’


  ‘Who would’ve imagined that I couldn’t even leave the starter village?'


  ‘Shit, my bad luck. If I knew the East Continent was this type of place, I would’ve never come.’


  ‘I thought I was lucky to meet Fog Island earlier than others...’ 


  A shabby tavern on Pangea’s North Street. There were some men who were lamenting. The four people sitting down at a table and drinking were all players. They were level 310 ‘beginners’ who arrived on the East Continent a month ago, but hadn’t yet escaped Pangea.


  “That damn Kraugel.”


  The ultimate goal they had when they quickly crossed to the East Continent. It wasn’t just levelling. By clearing new content first, they would monopolize all types of titles, skills, and hidden items. This was the goal they pursued on the East Continent. But it was too late by the time they arrived on the East Continent.


  Pangea, the starter village in the East Continent, had already been swept away by Kraugel. Pangea entered a new episode in the aftermath and the difficulty rose exponentially.


  “The moment that a player comes from the West Continent, Pangea will experience a crisis. That player will become a hero by repelling the monsters that invaded Pangea...”


  Once again, the first person had the advantage. It was clear that as the first visitor to Pangea, Kraugel received a huge benefit. Due to that, they became the dogs chasing after the chicken.


  ‘How rotten... I’ve been in Pangea for a month and never once received a special quest. Kraugel alone obtained all the crucial quests.’


  ‘It would be best to leave Pangea and advance into a new territory, but...’ 


  The monsters in the north had been growing steadily since being defeated by Kraugel. Now they were too strong.


  ‘With our skills, it will be hard to move north...’


  ‘Ah, that asshole Kraugel.’


  They couldn’t achieve their original purpose in the present Pangea. Kraugel had cleared most of the hidden quests and the environment became too difficult. Anyway, moving to a new area was the best way. The problem was that it was impossible to move outside Pangea. They had to move north, but it wasn’t possible because the big and powerful hamsters were spread out in the north.


  “There are quests to run errands in the neighborhood and also to catch monsters near here, so the levelling up is quite good.”


  "Yes, we’re definitely growing. We’re much better than when we first came here. The renowned Seven Guilds and rankers of Overgeared are probably weaker than us.”


  “The East Continent is great. But we’ll just die in front of the Queen Rat. We can’t catch the Queen Rat.”


  But.


  “If we take advantage of the new arrival on the East Continent, we’ll be able to break through the monster community while the Queen Rat is distracted.”


  They hadn’t just been playing around during the past month. They completed all types of miscellaneous quests in order to discover the weakness of the Queen Rat. Then they achieved results. The Queen Rat was partial to the ‘golden walnut.’


  “Did you obtained the promised number of golden walnuts?”


  "Yes, I have 10.”


  "It adds up to 40... This should be sufficient.”


  "Damn, what type of walnut is so expensive? I went broke from buying this.”


  "I also spent all my money playing this game.”


  As the name suggested, the golden walnut shone gold. The taste and nutritional value was comparable to ordinary walnuts, but the effect was enormous. When it was eaten, it increased all stats by 10% for an hour and had an average chance of permanently increasing a stat by 5 points. It was the strongest buff potion, while also demonstrating half the efficiency of an elixir. It was a fantastic thing that any player would want to have.


  But the price was ridiculously expensive. The quantity was too limited because it was difficult to obtain. It was also a snack enjoyed by the nobles and royalty of all kingdoms on the East Continent. The price? A huge 160,000 gold. It was 160,000 gold for one! When converted to won, this small walnut cost at least 2 million won for one.


  No matter how great, the ‘elixir’ effect wasn’t guaranteed. Unless a person was rich or a gambling addiction, they would never buy the golden walnut.


  “Hah... We have to give such an expensive item to a monster.”


  "Stop it. We have to consider it a worthy investment.”


  "Those who left Pangea clearly used this walnut.”


  We will be able to achieve our desired goal if we can get beyond Pangea, obtaining a land of gold. It was worth investing the money if they could obtain one good item, title, or skill. If they got stronger and returned to the West Continent, they would soon become rich. The players were filled with anticipation.


  Then someone came up to them.


  "Eh? Are you users?”


  It was a black-haired man with a sturdy body. He was around 181cm tall. The wide shoulders, flat chest, and muscles made it an ideal body. Of course, this man was also a player. However, his ID was covered. It was because the man had covered up more than half his face with a black mask.


  ‘This guy is the newbie who just came to the East Continent.’


  'Our target came to find us, isn’t this big?’


  The players were excited, but tried not to show it. They greeted the man with a polite attitude.


  "I’m surprised. I didn’t expect to meet another player like us on the East Continent.”


  "You came all the way to the East Continent, so you must have a considerably high level? It’s nice to meet you.”


  "But what is with that mask?”


  “Is it an item for decoration? It’s nice that it looks somewhat threatening. But isn’t it uncomfortable to cover your vision...?”


  There were greetings and questions. The man scratched his head in an awkward manner.


  “I was called a sexual molester by the guards and chased, so I have to wear the mask for a while. I’m sorry, but please pretend to be my companions for a while.”


  “????”


  Introducing himself as a molester at the beginning of the conversation? It wasn’t exactly sexual harassment but a ‘molester.’ Was there any thief who would admit that he was a thief? No. The fact that he wore the mask and was being chased by guards meant he really was a molester.


  The players were embarrassed.


  ‘I’ve heard rumors that there are players who molest NPCs in the game, but I never expected to meet such a trash person.’


  The man who was a trash molester wore a bizarre laughing mask that covered half his face. That man was currently very upset. It happened after he gave Yang Fei a massage at the entrance of Idan’s restaurant. He was chased by guards while heading to the smithy? He was framed as a molester who harassed women in public.


  ‘Shit... What is this?’


  His legendary dexterity. It was incredibly useful depending on the use, but the risk was also great. Grid realized that he should seal the use of his hands in public. He avoided the guards by entering the tavern and came across four players.


  'Lane, Mook, Evan, and Oshihoz.’


  The four players were strange. Since they crossed to the East Continent, they must at least have their third advancement. But their IDs and faces were unfamiliar, so they must be unofficial rankers.


  ‘I met them by chance, but I should obtain some information from them.’


  The Grid of the past would’ve tried to take advantage of them. But now Grid could have moderately good human relations like an ordinary person.


  "Do you know any good hunting grounds? Sit at the bar and unburden your hearts."


  ‘Oh.’


  The eyes of the four players sparkled. It was a very nice situation because the prey approached by himself.


  ‘It’s tough since we don’t know his identity.’


  Maybe he was on guard and concealed his identity from the beginning. The players suppressed their curiosity in order to trap the man in the mask.


  "Yes, we got a huge jackpot today.”


  "Ever since coming to the East Continent, it feels like being in heaven every day. We made a huge amount of money and experience.”


  "We know a lot of good hunting grounds. Well, since you’re a skilled player who made it to the East Continent, your ability to find hunting grounds should be excellent.”


  Grid’s eyes shone from behind the mast.


  ‘Incredibly good hunting ground!’


  Grid’s ultimate goal behind coming to the East Continent was to level up. Grid had no choice but to be interested in these words.


  ‘In fact, I have been on the East Continent for less than three days and don’t know that much...’


  If the players knew this truth, they might not let him in. Grid made a bluff. He couldn’t expose his current situation. He needed to act with the dignity of the leader of Overgeared.


  "Of course I know a few good hunting grounds. Do you want to share information with each other?”


  ‘What would he know?’


  The players knew when the masked man arrived on the East Continent. This newbie was trying to trick them without knowing he was the one being deceived.


  “Ah, should we? It would be good for both of us. Okay. Players in a strange land should help each other out.”


  “That’s right, that’s right. The hunting grounds are very large and there won’t be any damage from adding one more person.”


  The players smiled widely and spoke to Grid.


  “We happened to finish our food and drinks while talking. We’ll be happy to lead you to a hunting ground."


  Grid readily accepted. “That sounds good. Later, I will share information about hunting grounds with you.”


  The players grinned wickedly at Grid. They left the tavern and headed northwards towards the community of big poisonous rats.


  Grid was astonished.


  ‘Ah, what? This is the good hunting ground?’


  Certainly, the community of big poisonous rats was ‘good.’ But not after the Queen Rat was killed. After the Queen Rat died, the respawned big poisonous rats were much weaker. Their average level fell by 30 and they didn’t give as much experience.


  ‘I wanted a place other than here.’


  Grid clicked his tongue.


  ‘Heok? What the?'


  ‘Why are the hamsters so weak?'


  ‘It’s so exhilarating. I don’t know what changed with the hamsters, but it is likely that the Queen Rat is still strong. Has the illusion magic been used on the walnut?’


  'Yes, there is no way for that guy to tell that this is a golden walnut. Even a top rated appraisal item will only display it as a simple walnut.’


  It was good that a newbie who could become bait had appeared in front of them. The players believed their plan would be successful. Of course, it was a misunderstanding. A misunderstanding that was likely to be good for Grid.




  Chapter 527


  Mook had considered himself a lucky person. He had felt confident about this since encountering Fog Island on the 7th island of the Behen Archipelago. However, that idea had changed since coming to the East Continent. It was a environment different from what he expected. The difficulty was beyond imagination. Due to this, Mook was isolated in Pangea for a month.


  ‘Ah, I really have no luck.’


  He crossed over to the East Continent just to run errands for the NPCs and take care of easy mobs? The situation was different from what he imagined. It would have been better if he hadn’t come here. The days when he was a high ranking player on the West Continent were much more interesting.


  It was bad luck, not good luck, that he encountered Fog Island. This damn East Continent, he wanted to get away from it. But it wasn’t a decision that could be easily made. Mook only had two East Continent Portal Scrolls. It was a phenomenon caused by lacking points because he encountered Fog Island too soon.


  Mook spent his days in Pangea feeling frustration. Then that thought once again changed today.


  ‘I am really lucky!’


  Why had the hamsters weakened overnight?


  'Heaven is helping me!’


  The hamster hunt was very easy. Before, there were dangerous moments because he had to fight two every time. Then he would have to rest for a few minutes after hunting four or five. Even if he didn’t manage his stamina or mana, the hamsters were so weak that he could hunt for 30 minutes without stopping.


  Of course, the amount of experience that they gave was lower. However, the number of hamsters that could be hunted at the same time was greatly increased. In the process of advancing to the center of the monster community, they steadily gained experience.  The gallbladders also dropped constantly, so he could probably achieve a 30% poison and confusion resistance.


  ‘Should I just stay here and hunt? If I could increase my poison resistance to 30%, I will be able to catch the poisonous trolls on the West Continent that I couldn’t before.’


  Honestly, the golden walnuts were too valuable to be wasted like this.


  ‘It’s better to save the golden walnuts... Isn’t this better?’


  Even spoke as Mook started to feel conflicted. "We can raise our level on the West Continent. And the gallbladder of the big poisonous rats can be collected later. Don’t forget our purpose. Our real purpose is to gain titles, skills, and items first.”


  Lane agreed. “Evan is correct.  Mook, don’t get bogged down by the immediate benefits. We have an obligation to escape from Pangea.”


  "It’s important to act quickly to monopolize various benefits first. The gap with the front runners can’t become bigger. We might be chasing after them forever.”


  Oshihoz' words broke Mook’s conflicted thoughts.


  "That's right. Your words are correct.”


  The newbie who came to the East Continent with good timing a.k.a. the masked man. It was time to use him to leave Pangea. Mook controlled his mind again and checked the party window.


  Lane - Level 311


  Class: ???


  Mook - Level 310


  Class: ???


  Evan- Level 312


  Class: ???


  Oshihoz - Level 310


  Class: ???


  ??? - Level 320


  Class: ???


  Lane, Mook, Evan and Oshihoz got to know each other on the East Continent. They might be in the same position, but the time to get to know and trust each other was too short. They only occasionally established a party in order to challenge the big poisonous rat community. But even if they were in a party, they set their class to private like now. That’s why the classes were just question marks.


  However, Mook judged there was no need to be so vigilant.


  ‘The PvP gap isn’t that big between combat classes. The balance is right.’


  It was disconcerting that the masked man was level 320. The skills that could be learned at level 320 were famous for being powerful. But there were four of them and he was alone. Even if the plan failed and their intentions were revealed, he wouldn’t be able to face them...


  ‘There is nothing dangerous!’


  Mook concealed a wicked smile with his hand.


  "Everybody, please wait.”


  They were close to the center of the community. It was night and the moon wasn’t out. In the distance, the large tent of the Queen Rat could be seen.


  "Half-face.”


  ‘Me?’


  Was he called Half-face because of the half mask?


  ‘This naming sense...’


  If he was going to have a nickname based on the mask, he would prefer something like Mask Man. Grid felt regret as he replied.


  “Yes.”


  "Do you see that big tent over there?”


  “Yes.” 


  "The leader of the community lives there.”


  ‘I killed her.’


  The respawn time for a field boss was approximately three days. In particular, the Queen Rat that Grid killed earlier was likely a named boss. As soon as the Queen Rat died, the big poisonous rats were weakened overall. It was likely that the future Queen Rat would be very weak.


  It was unfortunate. Mook wasn’t aware that the Queen Rat had already been hunted. He’d never dreamt of it.


  "It’s impossible to catch the leader with the number of people we have in our party. In particular, the Queen Rat is strong. How strong... Um, yes. Do you know the big name players like Kraugel, Zibal, and Grid? They wouldn’t be able to hunt it even if they formed a party.”


  ‘Why is my name at the end?’


  His ego was pricked by his name being after Kraugel’s. Grid snapped out, "So?"


  “Unfortunately, it’s our duty to defeat the leader. Why? It’s necessary to enter the fantasy hunting grounds much better than this.”


  'If that fantasy hunting ground is the next monster community... I can just go since the queen is already dead.’


  He didn’t bother speaking his thoughts. It would be annoying if he had to explain how he killed the Queen Rat.


  ‘In the first place, I wonder how they were planning to defeat the Queen Rat.’


  Grid was feeling interested when Mook handed him a small pouch.


  “What’s this?”


  Mook let out a laugh at the question.


   “Open it. It’s just walnuts.”


  “Walnuts?”


  “All of the big poisonous rats, including the Queen Rat, are partial to walnuts. It will lure them.”


  “Hrmm.”


  Grid opened the bag and saw that it really contained walnuts. They were walnuts in a perfect condition before being peeled. They were big with an extraordinarily smooth surface.


  “Starting from now, set the walnuts at 2 meter intervals leading up to the entrance of the Queen Rat’s tent. The Queen Rat will be attracted by the smell of the walnut and will be led away.”


  "You will leave the community during this gap?”


  Grid’s eyes flashed behind the mask.


  ‘What? At this moment, he seems like an entirely different person...’


  His eyes were fierce. It was like he was looking down at them with arrogance. To exaggerate it a little bit, he was like a king of heaven. The eyes behind the mask were similar to a raptor contemplating its prey. It was a force that felt difficult to resist. It happened because Grid was born with naturally sharp eyes and a high dignity stat.


  “Haha...” Mook forgot to breathe in front of those eyes. Then he responded calmly without losing his smile. “What are you saying? No. We naturally won’t leave without you.”


  Grid’s eyes returned to normal.


  “Oh, what is this? Won’t I become the target of the Queen Rat if I place the walnut at the entrance to the tent? Are you going to run away while I’m attacked?”


  “No. The Queen Rat is only attracted to walnuts and won’t notice you.”


  “How can I believe that? Why won’t you play this role?”


  “Haha, didn’t I tell you? We know a lot of good hunting grounds. We always use this method to move to another fantasy hunting ground. Putting walnuts at the entrance to the Queen Rat’s tent is something we do all the time. We want to give you this role so that you can experience what it is like to move to another hunting ground.”


  ‘Isn’t this strange?’


  It was impossible for it to be the truth. But Grid was filled with kindness. In the first place, the Queen Rat wasn’t present. There was no danger and no reason to refuse, so Grid nodded.


  “I understand. I will trust you and do my part.”


  "Good choice."


  Mook looked at Grid with relief, while also having a nasty grin on his face.


  ‘The Queen Rat does like walnuts. But she likes the flesh of humans more. She will try to taste you before the walnuts.’


  Be the scapegoat as planned. In that gap, they would leave this place and say goodbye to Pangea! The blissful Mook’s party left Grid behind. Grid looked at them in the distance and pulled out a walnut from the pouch.


  "There’s no need to scatter this on the ground for the Queen Rat.”


  It was better to eat the walnuts while moving to the next hunting ground. He had close to 3,000 strength. The hard walnut shell was useless in front of Grid’s strong fingers. He easily exposed the insides. It was amazing that the husk was completely powdered while the insides were fine. This was the result of Grid’s legendary dexterity.


  "Yum."


  Grid placed the walnut in his mouth. At that moment.


  ‘Delicious!’


  Grid’s eyes widened. As soon as the walnut was placed in his mouth, a unique nutty flavor exploded? Then sweetness spread as he chewed. It was so much better than Idan’s food that Grid was in tears.


  "I have to eat more... Eh?”


  Grid swallowed one walnut and was placing his hand in the pouch when he stopped. He was completely stiff, like a stone statue. He was amazed at the incredible effects.


  [You have eaten a golden walnut.]


  [All stats will rise by 10% for one hour.]


  [The kernel of the golden walnut is perfect without any damage. It provides a complete supply of nutrients.]


  [Intelligence has risen permanently by 5.]


  “...Eh?”


  Grid couldn’t understand the situation.


  “Ah...”


  Grid was filled with emotions. It was better than joy.


  “Those people... They are big pushovers.”


  They mistook this amazing walnut for common walnuts and tried to feed them to monsters? How pathetic. They couldn’t even take care of their own rice bowls.


  "Aigoo, tsk tsk. I don’t think they’re scammers.”


  Grid clicked his tongue and placed the walnut pouch to one side of the inventory. Of course, there was no way he would return the walnuts to Mook.
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  “Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.”


  The walnut pouch in the corner of his inventory. Grid pulled out a single walnut from it and used his appraisal skill to determine the true identity.


  [The blacksmith who became a legend can appraise items with an excellent discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will be found.]


  [6th grade illusion magic has been detected.]


  [The illusion is useless in front of your eyes and scattered like a mirage.]


  [The information about the walnut has been updated!]


  [Golden Walnut]


  Also called the blessing of nature.


  It is a snack and remedy enjoyed by all nobles and royalty on the East Continent.


  All stats will rise by 10% for one hour.


  In addition, there is a very low probability of permanently increasing one stat by 5 points.


  Weight: 0.1


  [You have discovered a hidden feature!]


  [Golden Walnut]


  Also called the blessing of nature.


  It is a snack and remedy enjoyed by all nobles and royalty on the East Continent.


  Somewhere on the East Continent, there are creatures whose main food is this walnut.


  All stats will rise by 10% for one hour.


  In addition, there is a very low probability of permanently increasing one stat by 5 points. The better you shell the walnut, the more likely it is that your stats will permanently increase.


  Weight: 0.1


  This was huge. Grid’s mouth widened. He shook with joy at the huge value of this walnut. Grid smiled and shook his head.


  "The more I think about it, the poorer they are.”


  The golden walnuts were covered by illusion magic. They probably never knew. If they knew, they wouldn’t have considered feeding it to a monster.


  Grid pledged. 'They are pitiful pushovers. I should be nice to them.’


  Grid was projecting his past self onto Mook’s party. He felt a great sense of sympathy when he thought about what they suffered on the East Continent. Then he thought about himself.


  ‘Who would’ve thought I would be so nice to people I met for the first time today? I am really too nice.’


  Well, if he wasn’t nice then he wouldn’t sponsor X University 3,300 won a month. Grid truly believed he was nice.


  ‘I’m not good enough to return the walnuts, but I’m still an angel.’


  Grid was proud in his heart. He refrained from eating another golden walnut.


  'Eat it sparingly. Before it’s an elixir, it is the strongest buff potion.’


  Buffs that raised stats usually had a duration of 1~10 minutes. On the other hand, the golden walnut had a buff duration of one hour. In addition, Grid knew of only one other buff potion that raised ‘all stats’ apart from the golden walnut. That’s right, the Sweet Candy. A buff potion that could only be purchased five times per account from the Reputation Store, it was a fraudulent item that raised all stats by 30%.


  ‘It’s too precious to eat, unless I encounter a dragon. This walnut is the best buff potion. Therefore, eat it sparingly.’


  Dragon! The strongest creature created by the S.A. Group that players couldn’t hunt yet. Grid didn’t want to encounter a dragon til his dying day. He planned to avoid it at all costs. But the world was still unknown. In particular, Grid had no luck. One day, Minerals Detector Minor might suddenly declare as he was searching around Reidan.


  "I have found the best minerals in a dragon lair!”


  "Then I can’t go to that place...”


  Please don’t let that happen.


  “Hmm?”


  Grid was praying when he thought of something. Was there a way to secure a large amount of golden walnuts? His face suddenly darkened as he was thinking of a new plan. Before he knew it, the time for breakfast was approaching.


  ‘Ah, XX.’


  Grid had improved greatly since he started exercising. In Satisfy, the maximum stamina would be temporarily lowered if a player didn’t eat three meals a day. They shouldn’t skip meals. But Grid wanted to skip today’s meals. His eyes were dark at the thought of eating Idan’s dishes.


  ‘No... Today will be different.’


  He made it clear yesterday. He liked beef, chicken, and eggs. They would food ingredients that were delicious even when not cooked well. Grid planned to use these ingredients so that Idan could make a dish that was better than dog food.


  ‘Hurry. I will eat and then go watch the competition.’


  Still, he was slightly concerned about Mook’s party.


  ‘Well, there’s no Queen Rat left in the community.’ 


  Step.


  Grid turned and left for Pangea.


  ***


  Darkness encroached on the big poisonous rat community. Dawn started to reveal its grand scale. Mook’s group felt disturbed from where they were hiding like dead mice.


  "This is the time that the hamsters will wake up.”


  "What should we do? We’ll be isolated.”


  "What else? We can’t run away anymore, so we can only wait.”


  It had been 15 minutes since the masked man left. Soon, it would be time for the man to place the last walnut in front of the Queen Rat’s tent.


  “One minute. Wait one more minute.”


  "The moment that the masked man places the last golden walnut in front of the tent, the Queen Rat will wake up.”


  "All the big poisonous rats will chase after him.”


  The big poisonous rats had a funny habit. They had the ability to detect when the Queen Rat was in danger, even if they were far from her tent, and would chase after the intruder. That’s right. Mook’s group planned to escape while the Queen Rat and all the big poisonous rats were chasing Grid. Grid was the sacrificial lamb. However...


  “Isn’t it strange?”


  “Why is it so quiet?”


  The expected time had passed and the big poisonous rats were still quiet. The health gauge of the masked man in the party window was still full. It meant the Queen Rat hadn’t appeared and the masked man didn’t fulfill his role properly.


  "No, is he stupid enough to not place the walnuts properly?”


  “Don’t tell me... He figured out the value of the golden walnuts and ran away?”


  “Don’t speak such nonsense!”


  “It’s impossible. My illusion magic might last for only an hour, but it can block the best appraisal skills. It boasts a tremendous sophistication.”


  “Then what is this situation? Why are the big poisonous rats so quiet?”


  If the masked man succeeded in attracting the Queen Rat as scheduled, all the big poisonous rats should’ve popped out by now. But the rats were dead silent. Surely the masked man hadn’t noticed their trap and ran away? Mook’s group came up with the worst situation and became nervous. They started to talk in the party chat. 


  -Excuse me... Half-face?


  -Where are you?


  -What happened to the walnuts?


  -Don’t you need to lure the Queen Rat?


  The person called Half-face! Grid belatedly replied to them.


  -There is no Queen Rat, so you can move freely. I’m going to get some breakfast. Then I’m going.


  [??? has left the party.]


  "...??"


  Mook’s party was stunned. They couldn't understand Grid’s words.


  ‘There is no Queen Rat?’


  ‘He withdrew from the party to eat breakfast?’


  First of all, it didn’t make sense that there was no Queen Rat. It was only possible if she had been raided in the past three days. The Queen Rat was raided? It was impossible. None of the players currently remaining in Pangea had the ability to catch the Queen Rat. There were four players still stuck in Pangea, which was Mook’s group.


  Oh, there was the masked man who joined a while ago. However, it was impossible for him to raid the Queen Rat alone.


  ‘Dammit... What happened to the walnuts?’


  It was extremely rare for a player to leave the party to eat food. Most of them cooked food and ate at the hunting ground. But this person withdrew from the party to eat breakfast. The situation was clear.


  ‘We’ve been tricked!’


  They were ruined. The masked man deceived them. They tried to strike him in the back of the head, only to be struck themselves.


  “That guy... He knew our ulterior motives from the beginning!”


  He pretended to be deceived and acted at the crucial timing to hit them in the back of the head. Evil and smart.


  “Shit...! Shit!”


  They were completely abandoned. The golden walnuts they spend all their money buying had disappeared. In a nutshell, they were ruined. Everyone was feeling frustrated when Mook gave them hope.


  "Hey, wake up. No matter how clever he is, it’s impossible for him to figure out the identity of the walnuts.”


  “That’s right! He might think that the golden walnuts are ordinary walnuts and abandon them on the side of the road!”


  “Okay! We’ll search for the golden walnuts from now on! We will get revenge after getting back the walnuts!”


  “Ohhh!”


  They regained their hope and morale, but it was only for a moment.


  "...By the way, how many walnuts are there in this large community?”


  "This is the time when the big poisonous rats are the most active... How can we deal with them if they leave the tent in a group? They might be weakened, but it will be hard to deal with a large number of them.”


  "Above all, the biggest problem is the Queen Rat. She often wanders around the tents in the morning. We will die if we meet her.”


  "...”


  It was a continuous cycle of frustration. What should they do? Mook thought about it and found an answer.


  “We... We’ll hide and wait until it is their nap time.”


  They had to hide for 10 hours until it was time for the rats to nap. They couldn’t move a single finger.


  "Once they go to sleep, we’ll start the walnut search operation.”


  They could find the golden walnuts if they repeated this for around four days. Mook’s group breathed slowly as the hamsters left the tents one by one. There were tears in their eyes. It was the day they remembered that people shouldn’t do bad things.


  ***


  "Right now, they should’ve passed on safely to the next hunting ground?”


  Who would’ve known his raid of the Queen Rat would be a big help to Mook’s group? It was something he had never thought about.


  "This connection is strange... Huhut.”


  Grid was glad to help the poor people. He arrived at Pangea that was bustling for the festival and took off his mask. Then he was startled.




  Chapter 529


   "...”


  Grid was surprised because the bustling crowd on the street all sat down. Tens of thousands of people. The festive atmosphere became as silent as a dead mouse. It was an unbelievable and unrealistic thing to experience.


  ‘Pagma?’


  The cause of the sudden silence! Grid got goosebumps as he watched the group of people that appeared in the center of the street. The group walked past the bowing crowd. They wore blue daoist robes and had long black hair tied up. It was exactly the same appearance as the Pagma that Randy copied in the Mysterious Forest.


  ‘These people are?’


  The men in robes boasted a beautiful appearance. Why did they look so much like Pagma, and why did people bow before them? Someone poked Grid’s side. It was a regular NPC. His head was bowed and he was shaking. It seemed like he was afraid to be noticed by the robed men.


  "Not bowing before the yangban, are you crazy? Do you have 10 lives?” (Wiki Link)


  "Yangban?”


  "The residents of the Hwan Kingdom!”


  ‘The Hwan Kingdom...’


  The kingdom that used the white phosphorous tree as their national tree. Grid bowed his head and asked the NPC.


  "Is Pangea part of the Hwan Kingdom?”


  “Tsk tsk. I should’ve known you were stupid the moment you didn’t bow in front of the yangban.”


  "...”


  “Pangea is part of the Cho Kingdom.


  "Then why are you bowing to the yangban of the Hwan Kingdom?”


  “What are you saying? Isn’t it natural to bow to people who serve their kingdom? Do you not know this because you’re stupid?


  “...?”


  Did the Hwan Kingdom have the concept of a common kingdom?


  'It seems like Pagma was born in the Hwan Kingdom...’


  He was gradually finding out information. Grid decided not to fret about it.


  "Hrmm."


  At this moment, a yangban in blue robes passed by Grid and gave him a meaningful smile. Grid felt awe the moment he looked into the yangban’s eyes. There was an unknown aura and overwhelming majesty that made his heart race.


  [You have an urge to bow.]


  [You have resisted.]


  This was just because Grid met his eyes?


  ‘Don’t tell me...’


  Grid gulped.


  ‘The power of a legend?’


  Grid was confused.


  "Huhut.”


  There was coy laughter as the yangban left Grid’s field of view.


  ***


  Idan's restaurant.


  "Would you like me to prepare the citron tea in advance?”


  A beautiful girl reminiscent of a cat. The employee Yang Fei asked the question with an impassive expression. But Grid didn’t answer. He was still thinking about the yangban that he encountered on the street.


  ‘I’m certain. That’s a legend-grade presence.’


  When Grid first lent his body to Braham.  Grid had been shocked and thrilled when seeing Braham gather all the mana. The yangban’s presence matched Braham of that time.


  ‘But... None of the legends were described as originating from the East Continent? It’s just my guess that Pagma came from the East Continent.’


  In the first place, there were nine legends. But the number of yangbans he saw today was over 10.


  ‘Don’t tell me that separate legends exist for the East Continent?’


  Separate from the nine legends of the West Continent.


  '...Ah, it’s natural.’


  The West and East Continents were isolated from each other. It stood to reason that they wouldn’t share legends.  It was right for them to be separate.


  ‘Look at Lord.’


  He was called a genius that represented the West Continent.


  ‘Hey... This is really...’


  The world became bigger. The powerhouses that couldn’t be seen on the West Continent and in Hell overflowed in the East Continent. But Grid didn’t feel frustrated. Rather, he found it interesting.


  ‘In the future, I will be stronger.’


  Even if he became stronger than he was now, he wouldn’t be criticized for destroying the balance. In other words, it meant Grid had the confidence to be strong.


  ‘I am a legend.’


  He was always trying hard. Yes, like right now!


  “Now! Sorry to keep you waiting!”


  "...”


  Idan cooked eggs for Grid’s breakfast. The yolk was cooked to the point of being burnt, while the whites were raw.


  “Crazy. It’s hard to deliberately make this.”


  Grid couldn’t help spitting out. Fortunately, Idan took it as a compliment.


  “It took a lot more work than normal egg rolls. After separating the yolk and egg whites, I cooked only the yolk and poured the whites, using the concept of them as a sauce.”


  "...Don’t you think you should cook them normally?”


  “Aish, this person. How can you eat ordinary egg yolk and egg whites?” 


  "You can cook moderately...”


  "I made this dish with a chef’s heart of wanting to feed my guest the best egg. Using the soft egg whites to cover the hard yolk, isn’t this new and ingenious?”


  'You could start off with soft-boiled.”


  It was surprisingly a dish not made out of malice. Grid really didn’t want to eat it, but he closed his eyes and poured the eggs into his mouth. The feeling of the egg whites wrapping around his teeth every time he chews made him feel bad. The smell of the egg spreading in his mouth made it hard to breathe and the unique flavour of the yolk disappeared after it was cooked too much, giving a feeling of chewing dry stone.


  Gulp!


  Grid wanted to spit it out but barely managed to swallow it, tasting sweet fruit at the end.


  [You have received food poisoning from eating uncooked food.]


  [You have resisted.]


  [Stamina has risen permanently by 1.]


  ‘The food wasn’t cooked properly...’


  But Idan was the serious problem. It was clear that Idan didn’t have a talent for cooking. 


  “Hah.”


  Then Grid asked him.


  “Why didn’t you use salt?”


  It would’ve been a bit easier to eat. Idan felt and replied to Grid.


  "Salt is bad for your health!"


  ‘You will die if you eat ramyun.’


  “Here.”


  Yang Fei served the citron tea to the grumbling Grid. She prepared it beforehand. Grid lit up at the thought of rinsing his mouth with the tea. Grid looked at Yang Fei like she was an angel.


  “Thank you.”


  Gulp gulp.


  Grid tried to get rid of the egg taste with the fragrant tea. Yang Fei spoke meaningfully as Grid’s face recovered its color.


  "That... My legs are sore today.”


  Yang Fei lifted her skirt slightly and exposed her white calves. It was a stimulating sight. But Grid wasn’t stimulated. For any woman under the age of 20. Grid didn’t recognize them as a woman unless they had a D cup.


  "Yes, I will massage it with sincerity today.”


  "...”


  Grid spoke carelessly while Yang Fei’s face became like a carrot. She already had a body that couldn’t live without Grid’s hands.


  ***


  “You came!”


  A large stadium to the north of Pangea’s Castle. Grid visited the waiting room of the stadium that reminded him of the Coliseum and White of the White Hammer smithy welcomed him. White grabbed Grid’s hands tightly.


  "Mr. Woodcutter, thanks to you, we can now create flames of the desired temperature with the white phosphorus wood. It will be your achievement if the White Hammer smithy wins the competition this year.”


  ‘Woodcutter?’


  Grid thought it was strange but didn’t question it.


  “What is the theme of the competition?”


  Grid was interested from the perspective of a blacksmith and White replied.


  “It’s the same as last year. It is to reproduce Pangea’s treasure that was lost in the war two years ago.”


  “What’s the treasure?”


  "Red Phoenix Bow. It’s a bow.”


  "Red Phoenix...Bow!”


  Grid felt a strong interest. Red Phoenix Bow. Based on the name, a red phoenix... Then the bow would have powerful fire properties. It was highly likely that Jishuka would have a high compatibility with it. 


  ‘This is a treasure of the East Continent, so the base attack power won’t be a joke. It would be nice to obtain the production design.’


  It was virtually impossible to get a production design just by seeing the item being made. One in 10,000 blacksmiths couldn’t do it. But Grid was a legendary blacksmith, not an ordinary one. He could try it.


  ‘Of course, the probability of success is low.’


  He would do his best as always. The excited Grid suddenly felt doubts.


  "Why is the theme of the competition the same as last year?”


  "Last year, the blacksmiths failed to reproduce the Red Phoenix Bow. The lord probably intends to keep the same theme until a perfect masterpiece is reproduced.”


  “What type of bow is the original Red Phoenix Bow? Do you have the design of the Red Phoenix Bow?”


  “It is a bow based on one of the four patrons, the blue dragon, the white tiger, the black tortoise, and the red phoenix. It’s a bow that shows the amazing destructive power of fire. Of course, there’s no design. It has been lost since ancient times. We can only use our imagination to create it.”


  "Hrmm..."


  If it was a bow with the fire attribute, was a fire stone used as material?


  'Melting down the fire stone and using it with iron... The iron bow originally boasts great destructive power... No, wait.’


  This was the East Continent. He couldn’t think about it with the perspective of a West Continent blacksmith.


  ‘There might be another specialized material on the East Continent with the fire attribute... Ah!’


  A sudden thought passed through Grid’s head.


  ‘The white phosphorus wood!’


  Grid was convinced.


  ‘I am the only one who can make the Red Phoenix Bow.’


  Why? He was the only blacksmith in the world who could cut down the white phosphorus tree! Grid’s eyes flashed.


  “What benefits will be received from winning the competition?”


  Greed was within Grid’s shining eyes.  A powerful greed that wanted to devour everything in the world! But White was blinded to Grid’s nature.


  ‘Oh, look at those passionate eyes!’


  White misunderstood and explained the situation.
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  “What benefits will be received from winning the competition?”


  “We will be able to exclusively deliver battle gear to the lord for a year. We will also be featured in the recommendation to tourists and will earn a huge amount of revenue as a result.”


  Pangea was twice as big as Reidan, the second largest city in the Eternal Kingdom. Unlike Reidan, it was constantly full and had a high floating population. The smithy that won this competition could indeed amass a large amount of wealth. They would be honored as the best blacksmiths of Pangea, so winning the blacksmith competition was the dream of all blacksmiths in Pangea. But that wasn’t White’s only purpose.


  “And... We become qualified to enter the dungeon of the lord’s castle.”


  “The dungeon of the lord’s castle?”


  In fact, there were castles that contained dungeons. Chris’ territory was an example. Chris was famous for having a vampire boss that appeared in his castle’s underground dungeon and accumulating elixirs. As it happened, Grid’s territories didn’t have a private dungeon.


  ‘I heard that a castle’s dungeon is also a good place to collect rare items...’


  Lauel’s strengthening Overgeared plan included the occupation of all such castles on the West Continent and monopolizing the dungeons.


  ‘It isn’t feasible.’


  Grid’s eyes recovered from their greed. At the same time, they sharpened.


  "What’s in Pangea’s dungeon?”


  “Armored needle...”


  “Armored needle?”


  “The enemy who murdered my father, the monster that produces the ‘Silver Thread’ that all blacksmiths dream about.”


  'Thread made of silver?’


  The silver thread sounded ordinary. But if it was simple silver thread, the blacksmiths of Pangea wouldn’t dream about obtaining it.


  "It isn’t like normal silver thread?”


  "It is silver thread obtained by the silver armor worn by the armored needles melting from their rotten blood. This silver thread is hardened by this process, repeating for many years. It’s said to never break and exerts mysterious effects.”


  “Your father being killed by the armored needles...”


  "It’s as you expect. My father won the competition several years ago, entered the dungeon to obtain the silver thread, and was killed by an armored needle.”


  White’s father got into trouble when he entered the dungeon with the lord’s troops who regularly entered the dungeon. White was afraid that he would step on the same path as his father, but he was angrier and greedier than he was fearful.


  “I will surely recreate the Red Phoenix Bow, win the competition, gain access to the dungeon, and gain resources from the lord. I will sweep away the armored needles and use the silver thread to make the White Hammer Smithy the best smithy. That was my father’s dream.”


  “...Hrmm.”


  Grid’s eyes changed once again as he looked at White. There was warmth in his eyes. Based on the humanitarian ideology of Pagma’s Descendant, Blacksmith’s Affection was expressed.


  ‘A blacksmith with dreams looks good.’


  It was at that moment.


  Ttiring~


  [A quest has been created.]


  [Win the Smithy Competition!]


  Difficulty: SSS


  You are the successor of Pagma’s techniques and will! You have Pagma’s humanitarian ideology of using ‘blacksmithing to benefit other people.’


  You are impressed with White, who is trying to make the White Hammer smithy the best smithy in Pangea for his father. Help White win the smithy competition! 


  The moment that the White Hammer smithy is crowned the best smithy in Pangea, you will have an absolute ally in Pangea.


  Quest Clear Conditions: A unique or higher rated Restored Red Phoenix Bow.


  Quest Reward: White’s affinity will be MAX. The lord’s affinity will rise by 30~80 points. Different compensation will be obtained depending on your affinity with the lord. The right to enter the dungeon of Pangea’s castle. Your level will rise by one.


  Quest Failure: Affinity with White will decline. Your reputation in Pangea will drop.


  ‘Good.’


  Grid’s desire to participate in the competition grew. He had a reason and would even receive compensation, so there was no reason for Grid to refuse.


  [Would you like to accept the quest?]


  There were only two options in the notification window. YES or NO. Grid chose YES without hesitation.


  “Now, Grid.”


  White responded after the quest was accepted.


  "In fact, I’m not confident about handling the white phosphorus wood properly. I am able to get better firepower than before thanks to it, but I can’t completely control it. But as a legendary woodcutter, don’t you also specialize in firewood? That... I’m asking despite the shame. Will you participate in this competition as a member of my smithy?”


  "...”


  A legendary blacksmith was mistaken for a woodcutter? Grid was embarrassed because the development was different than what he expected, but he nodded.


  “I understand. I will help you.”


  “Ohh...! Ohh! Thank you! I really appreciate it!”


  Of course, the legendary blacksmith was also good with the bellows. It wasn’t difficult for Grid to handle fire.


  ‘I just need to participate in the competition, no matter the manner.’


  Once the competition began.


  ‘I will take the lead.’


  *** 


  “Umm.”


  Han Seokbong. He was the descendant of a fallen noble family and had a poor childhood. But thanks to his wise mother, he was able to become a civil servant and rise in the ranks.  Han Seokbong was appointed to help the king of the Cho Kingdom. It was said that the policies developed by Han Seokbong made the Cho Kingdom strong. 


  He was the genius who was appointed as lord of Pangea at the age of 50. The hero who raised his family name, a role model to the common people, and a national treasure, he had been troubled in recent years. It was because of the loss of Pangea’s treasure, the Red Phoenix Bow.


  "In the end, the yangbans of the Hwan Kingdom moved!”


  The four treasures that contained the power of a god.


  The Blue Dragon Dao in the eastern Kaya Kingdom. The White Tiger Spear in the western Pa Kingdom. The Red Phoenix Bow in the southern Cho Kingdom. The Black Tortoise Jewel in the northern Xing Kingdom.


  The Hwan Kingdom gave these four treasures to each kingdom and ordered them to protect them well. Now the Cho Kingdom had lost the Red Phoenix Bow. It was when Han Seokbong was the lord of Pangea.


  'The yangban said they would give me half a year...’


  If he couldn’t regain the Red Phoenix Bow in half a year, Han Seokbong’s safety wasn’t the only problem. The Cho Kingdom had a lot of exchanges with the Hwan Kingdom, so it was likely the Hwan Kingdom would place severe restrictions for a few years. It was a situation where the status of the kingdom would plummet and become paralyzed.


  “Hah!”


  Han Seokbong felt resentment. Three years ago, an unidentified evil daoist priest invaded Pangea and stole the Red Phoenix Bow. Why did the Cho Kingdom have to be driven to a corner? ‘If the Cho Kingdom is weakened, the northern Xing will obtain the greatest profit... However, it was unlikely that Xing would’ve caused this incident since they knew the importance of the four divine treasures.’


  Maybe the enemy was within. There were only a few candidates who would benefit if the power of the Cho King weakened.


  'Seok Hyungong.’


  The king’s younger brother.


  'But he isn’t bold and his support base is weak.’


  In the worst case...


  ‘Maybe someone knew the meaning of the Red Phoenix Bow and desired it...’


  In this case, they might also go after the Blue Dragon Dao, the White Tiger Spear, and the Black Tortoise Jewel. It was dangerous. The entire continent might fall into chaos.


  ‘No, this isn’t an issue I should worry about now.'


  If the situation became serious, then the people of the Hwan Kingdom would come to solve it. Perhaps.


  ‘I just need to concentrate on regaining the Red Phoenix Bow.’


  But he didn’t know where the Red Phoenix Bow was. Due to the monster community in the north, communication with the outside was limited. It was more realistic to create a new treasure that would replace the Red Phoenix Bow, so Han Seokbong placed hope in the blacksmiths of Pangea.


  “Please... I hope you will recreate the Red Phoenix Bow this year.”


  A tombstone made of white jade. The voice of an old woman entered his ears as he looked at the place where the Red Phoenix Bow would’ve been.


  “Your face is becoming more anxious the more days that pass. Won’t it be more toxic if you feel meaningless anxiety?”


  “Mother!”


  Han Seokbong grasped the owner of the voice and rose from his seat. He was worried for his mother, who was 80 years old. She shouldn’t be coming all the way down here.


  "Your knees will be sore if you keep going up and down the stairs.”


  Han Seokbong ran to his mother, helping her up as she handed him a writing brush.


  “Your mother is still fine, so don’t be worried. Don’t forget that you must always be calm. Train your mind and body. Sigh.”


  Han Seokbong’s mother blew out the candles placed around the white jade tombstone. Then she sat down in the darkened room.


  "From now on, I will slice some rice cakes, so calm yourself.”


  “Yes...! I understand, Mother!”


  His mother had always been by his side since childhood. She appeared whenever he was feeling confused and anxious.


  ‘Once I start writing things down, my head always clears and my mind calms down.’


  Han Seokbong smiled cheerfully and started doing calligraphy. Writing in darkness was a new development. It was natural for the handwriting to be poor.


  “Ahat!”


  Han Seokbong’s mother cut her finger while slicing the rice cake. It was something that frequently happened and it was just a small cut.


  ***


  "Hey! Who is this? Isn’t it the dark White from the White Hammer smithy?”


  An hour before the competition. A guest came to the White Hammer blacksmiths who were gathering the materials to be used in this competition. It was the owner of the Blue Flames smithy, Enoch.


  “The White Hammer smithy has been disgraced for the last three years and it won’t be able to win again this year. Are you enjoying your last bit of fun?”


  Enoch was someone with a kind and comforting appearance. But his tone and words were nasty.


  "Your father would be sad. The White Hammer smithy will soon be destroyed because a blacksmith who can’t handle fire was made the successor."


  "...”


  Enoch talked about White’s dead father. White was furious. But he tried to be patient and not show his anger. In the end, Enoch’s words weren’t wrong. If he became angry now, wouldn’t that make Enoch laugh even more?


  ‘I feel sorry for my father.’


  White was guilty of being a bad son.


  Kkuok!


  Blood flowed as White formed a tight fist.


  “A blacksmith should cherish his hands.”


  Grid stepped forward from where he had been watching the situation. He took out a bandage he used when he was a beginning and handed it to White, before speaking to Enoch.


  "Are you good at handling fire?”


  Enoch thought it was ridiculous.


  “What’s this? I’ve never seen you before? A newbie like you dares to interrupt a conversation between adults? Is this your concept?”


  “What adult? There’s only a 10 year difference between us.”


  “Hah, the level of the White Hammer smithy is really low. I don’t like this type of rudeness. Tsk tsk, really. All the talented people are gathering in my smithy. Well, this year’s winner is obvious. Let’s celebrate in advance. Puhahat.”


  ‘What a funny guy.’


  Going to another waiting room just to argue? A complete gangster. Grid disliked this type of person.


  "I’ll have to beat you first.”


  A woodcutter made an absurd remark about beating the master of the Blue Flames smithy. White didn’t hear it. He was trying to swallow his anger.




  Chapter 531


  “Leader...”


  The White Hammer blacksmiths called out, but White didn’t respond. He sat to one side with his head bowed. He was trembling with shame after Enoch laughed at him. The White Hammer blacksmiths were worried. The ashamed White turned away from them. Grid approached White with a frown.


  “Is there time to be doing this?”


  “...?”


  "If you’re upset, pay it back. There’s no time to be absentminded. Do your best with your skills.”


  Grid had contempt for bullies. It was because he had once been ignored and despised by people. That’s how he could sympathize with White’s heart. Blacksmith’s Affection also added to the feeling of wanting to help White.


  "If you don’t like that feeling in your chest, blow it away. Then I’ll get right to the point. Pull it out. The design of the Red Phoenix that you envisioned.”


  “Huh? U-Understood.”


  White wanted Grid’s help with the bellows. It was his only task. There was no need for him to see the design.  In addition, this design was made by the White Hammer blacksmiths and it was something that shouldn’t be shown to just anyone. But White was in a daze and easily handed over the design to Grid.


  [The Red Phoenix Bow (Reproduction: White Hammer Version) design has been acquired.]


  [Red Phoenix Bow (Reproduction: White Hammer Version)]


  Rating: Normal ~ Epic


  Normal Rating Information:


  ...


  ...


  Rare Rating Information:


  ...


  ...


  Epic Rating Information:


  ...


  ...


  It was 1m 20cm in size. It is slightly larger than a short bow and much smaller than a longbow. The bow was divided into three big pieces. In the center, Hwangpyeong Mountain bamboo was used as a material, while both sides had mulberry wood. Grid checked the design and accompanying explanatory text before asking White.


  "What are the characteristics of the Hwangpyeong Mountain bamboo and mulberry wood?”


  "Hwangpyeong Mountain bamboo is specially selected because it contains a lot of fiber, while the mulberry wood is both soft and strong.”


  "In other words, the bow is made from materials that maximize elasticity?”


  “Huh? Oh, that's right. It doesn’t break easily and can fire the arrows.”


  Shouldn’t a woodcutter know all this? As White was feeling confused, Grid started to scan the materials.


  ‘Certainly, both the bamboo and mulberry wood are of the best quality.’


  It wasn’t comparable to the bamboo and mulberry on the West Continent. The trees on the East Continent was much better in quality.


  ‘Is it because they grow in an environment filled with mana?’


  Good. Obviously good.


  ‘But...’


  Based on the name, the Red Phoenix Bow had the fire attribute. No matter how outstanding the performance, it was questionable if the bamboo and mulberry wood could sustain the heat of the flames. Grid identified the next dubious part of the design.


  ...


  The exterior of the bow was wrapped with a fireproof leather.


  “What is that red leather?”


  "It doesn’t burn even when covered in flames. It’s Rascal Leather. It’s very solid and durable against fire.”


  “...Hrmm.”


  Now he understood. But the most important thing was the creation of flames. What did the White Hammer smithy think about to summon fire? Grid was filled with anticipation as he confirmed the final part of the drawing, only to deflate. He discovered that they used a fire stone.


  "What are you doing?”


  Why was the design that White made with all his heart being crumpled? White looked at Grid with a disbelieving expression. Grid realized his mistake and muttered as he unfolded the pattern again.


  “This won’t do.”


  Fire stone? It might be a rare ore, but it could be found on the West Continent. Grid was convinced since it was a production material he used quite often.


  ‘It might be possible with an iron bow or a composite bow, but a simple wood bow won’t be able to bear the weight of the fire stone. The balance would be off. If the weight of the fire stone is lowered, the firepower will weaken.’


  If a bow was made in accordance with this design, it wouldn’t be qualified to be called the Red Phoenix Bow.


  ‘Indeed, the answer is to use the white phosphorus wood. It’s certain.’


  The problem was that he didn’t know the shape and characteristics of the Red Phoenix Bow, but White could help with that.


  "White, you’ve seen the Red Phoenix Bow, right?”


  "Of course. It’s the treasure of my hometown, so I have seen it many times from a distance. The lord holds the Red Phoenix Bow for big events.”


  Liking faded from White’s eyes when looking at Grid. He didn’t appreciate his design being crumpled and his affinity fell. But Grid didn’t care. There were plenty of chances to make up for his mistake!


  "Is this design based on the Red Phoenix Bow that you saw?”


  “Yes... However, the Red Phoenix Bow wasn’t covered with leather. It was made entirely of wood... This is the result of trying to copy the form as much as possible.”


  “Was the color of the Red Phoenix Bow white?”


  "Huh, how did you know...? That’s right. The Red Phoenix Bow was white...”


  It was up to here. Grid no longer hesitated and immediately took action.


  "Item Creation.”


  [What item do you want to create?]


  “A bow.”


  [What materials would you like to use?]


  “White pho.... No, wait.”


  The white phosphorus wood was comparable to dragon iron. It was harder than steel and had weak elasticity. Thus, Grid was somewhat hesitant. White’s design was based on the Red Phoenix Bow that he saw and it had the shape of a bow that emphasized resilience. If the Red Phoenix Bow emphasized resilience like White interpreted, then white phosphorus wood shouldn’t be the main material used.


  'But what if White misinterpreted?’


  Then the story was different. Grid believed in his own intuition. It wasn’t arrogance.  It was the pride he had as a legendary blacksmith.


  "I will use the white phosphorus wood as a material.”


  Grid made his decision.


  *** 


  "What is he doing?"


  "Let’s see?”


  The White Hammer blacksmiths were confused. The woodcutter Grid was suddenly asking about the Red Phoenix Bow. After a while, he squatted in the corner and started drawing something. One blacksmith cried out with surprise.


  “Don’t tell me! He’s copying the design of the Red Phoenix Bow that we spend three years and countless trials and errors completing?”


  "Haha, how silly.”


  “It’s nonsense.”


  Grid couldn’t be a design thief. Surely a thief wouldn’t blatantly copy in front of the parties involved?


  "He would deliberately go to a place that is dark... Heok?”


  Was he really a thief trying to steal it? The blacksmiths became alert. White restrained those who were feeling hostile towards Grid.


  "You shouldn’t judge a person so casually.”


  Yes, just like White a few days ago. Didn’t he see only a few pieces of Grid and judged from that? White thought Grid was an unscrupulous person dreaming about becoming a blacksmith without even knowing the job.


  ‘I didn’t know he was such a distinguished person. Hrmm...’


  But now he was different. What was Grid doing while squatting down? Maybe Grid was actually taking part of their design as his fellow blacksmiths said?


  ‘No, he wouldn’t steal so openly... Hrmm.’


  White was worried. White was reminded of the darkness that lived in people and approached Grid. He looked at what Grid was drawing in the air and became shocked. He was amazed enough to jump like a rabbit. The picture Grid was drawing. It was the Red Phoenix Bow. It was a much more complete design than the Red Phoenix Bow that White had envisioned for the last three years.


  “N-No, how can this be...? How can a woodcutter do such a thing?”


  White still misunderstood Grid as a woodcutter. Grid laughed as he confirmed the information of the completed design.


  [Red Phoenix (Reproduction)]


  Rating: Epic ~ Legendary


  Epic Rating Information:


  ...


  ...


  Unique Rating Information:


  ...


  ...


  Legendary Rating Information:


  ...


  ...


  The treasure of Pangea that was reproduced by a legendary blacksmith. Its value can compete with the original.


  ‘Okay.’


  Now the key depending on the rating of the Red Phoenix Bow produced during the competition. Grid asked the baffled White a question.


  "Did you say the competition time was eight hours?”


  White replied with a dazed expression.


  “Ah... Yes, that’s correct. It’s too long to make a bow, but this is the competition to reproduce Pangea’s treasure...”


  ‘This is rotten.’


  The time was too short. For Grid who spent a day or two making a bow, eight hours was nothing.


  ‘I have to use it wisely.’


  There was also the new power he obtained from making the 20th legendary item.


  ‘Item Upgrade!’


  Grid was convinced he could clear this quest, even if he couldn’t perfectly reproduce the Red Phoenix Bow. He checked the time and rose.


  "Then let’s depart.”


  *** 


  “The White Hammer blacksmiths are entering!”


  “Boo! Boooooo!”


  The White Hammer blacksmiths entered the stadium with Grid in the front, not White. The spectators booed loudly since they lost the last three competitions. White and the blacksmiths shrank back, while Grid enjoyed it.


  ‘More.’


  Ignore him more.


  ‘The more you ignore us, the more dramatic the result will be.’


  Grid grinned widely, revealing his teeth. The blacksmiths of the other smithies on the stage ridiculed him.


  “Who is that person?”


  “It is the first time I’ve seen him... Isn’t he new?”


  "Why is a new person leading instead of White?”


  "White might be embarrassed and is using the new person as a shield.”


  "He’s pathetic to the end.”


  The tens of thousands of spectators and the hundreds of blacksmiths. They had no idea that this newbie would cause a huge commotion. It was the first step of Grid’s legend on the East Continent.




  Chapter 532


  “U-Um...”


  White and the White Hammer blacksmiths found it hard to understand the current situation. Why was a woodcutter asked to control the flames in front of all of them?


  ‘I want to tell him to stand back, but...’


  ‘He’s the great person who designed the Red Phoenix Bow!’


  ‘Who the hell is he?’


  'Maybe it’s as Leader White said...’


  'He might be a distinguished person...’


  ‘He’s someone who cut down the white phosphorus tree.’


  The White Hammer blacksmiths murmured among themselves while climbing onto the stage.


  "Bhhhhh-! Boooooo!”


  "White is a coward! All the other blacksmiths are standing at the forefront. Why do you have a newcomer in front of you?”


  "Isn’t it shameful to hide behind another person?”


  The crowd’s booing became stronger. The leader of the Blue Flames smithy, Enoch, walked over to White.


  “You dare to participate in the competition again? In any case, the result will be the same as the last three years. Isn't that right? For. Ever. Lo. Ser. Friend.


  "...”


  White didn’t respond to Enoch. Enoch was someone who liked ridiculing others and seeing their reactions. He would go away if White ignored him. But Enoch was persistent.


  “I really can’t understand you. Daring to risk the White Hammer smithy’s reputation by confronting me when you don’t have the talent. Ah, no. Didn’t the reputation of the White Hammer smithy already fall to the bottom after your father died? It was the day he foolishly died to the armored needle.”


  “You!”


  "Kukuk! It turns out to be like father, like son!”


  Enoch was crossing the line. White could no longer tolerate it. The moment he became angry enough to punch Enoch in the face, something interrupted him.


  “Bark bark. Bark. It’s the sound of a dog barking nonsense.”


  “...?”


  Enoch was watching White with pleasure, when he became shocked. The two people simultaneously turned their gazes in the direction of the barking. They discovered a black-haired man with sharp eyes. It was the unidentified newcomer of the White Hammer smithy.


  Grid scoffed and said to Enoch. "You’re a crazy dog. Just wait a minute. There’s no need to bother Teacher White. I will smash you myself.”


  “Teacher White?”


  White and Enoch were both surprised. White was stunned while Enoch laughed loudly. This was a jackpot.


  “You’re really crazy! White! You don’t know the topic and actually dare to be a teacher? A person with poor talent teaching someone else? Puhat! Puhahat! Oh, my stomach! If the other blacksmiths hear this, they would be laughing!”


  “Ugh...!”


  White’s face turned red. His skin was dark, making it hard to see, but he didn’t look good. White was really embarrassed. It was because there was nothing wrong with Enoch’s words.


  "...”


  He had spent the past three years as a loser. White lost his self-esteem and couldn’t help bowing his head.


  “Raise your head. Don’t get used to seeing the ground.” Grid stared at White and was reminded of his past self. "Today, the White Hammer smithy that you and your father love will win the competition.”


  Suuk.


  Grid’s finger pointed at White’s heart. White saw the hard calluses on the thick fingers.


  ‘Blacksmith hands?’


  White belatedly realized Grid’s real identity. He felt astonished as Grid confirmed it.


  “You will be the best smithy in Pangea.”


  Today’s victory would be achieved be relying on Grid, but not in the future. White was a person he used Blacksmith’s Affection on. His blacksmith skill level was destined to rise the moment that his affinity reached the maximum.


  ***


  "Enoch is becoming more and more distorted.”


  "It was because he respected Dawhite more than anyone else. He was disappointed when Dawhite chose White as a successor, despite not being able to support the smithy.”


  “Looking at it, the poor person isn’t White, but Enoch. Well, that doesn’t excuse his twisted personality.”


  "Ignore him. Enoch and White aren’t people we have to worry about.”


  Enoch had excellent skills and a twisted personality, while White was born with a unique talent, but was lazy in his youth. From the perspective of the skilled and older leaders of the Black Anvil and Red Tongs smithies, they were both inexperienced.


  “Hrmm, yes. We have to focus on the competition.”


  “Last year, I was careless and lost the title to Enoch.” 


  "This year will be our second victory.”


  The Black Anvil and Red Tongs leaders acknowledged each other as opponents. The appearance of the best blacksmiths in Pangea excited the audience.


  "Beoksan! La Hochul! Have a great match this year!”


  “Make the national treasure! Fighting!”


  "The firepower of last year’s Red Phoenix Bow was too weak! This year, make it heat of the fire properly!”


  Waaahhhhhhhh!


  It was a really different atmosphere. The White Hammer smithy was booed and received criticisms, while the Black Anvil and Red Tongs smithies received cheers. White was used to it, but he still felt sick. White bowed to Grid.


  “First of all, I’m ashamed and sorry for being unable to recognize you as a blacksmith. And thank you very much. You helped stop me from doing something I would regret.”


  "There’s no need to thank me...”


  Grid attempted to demonstrate humility, only to suddenly stop. This was the East Continent, not the West Continent. In this place, he was an ordinary person, not a noble or the leader of Overgeared. There was no need to consider his social status. He could act according to his personality. Grid changed what he was going to say.


  "Yes, you should feel deep appreciation.”


  Huhuhut! 


  White couldn’t help questioning Grid, “Why? Why are you helping me?”


  Grid’s answer was simple.


  "Of course, it’s for me. I have to stay here in Pangea for the moment. It will be helpful if I can obtain someone’s grace.”


  "...Why did you choose me?”


  "...”


  Grid was embarrassed. Why did Grid come to the White Hammer smithy and help White? There was no reason. He ran into White because the White Hammer smithy was the closest. Then he received the quest and the situation became like this. But White was full of expectations. He was criticized after losing his father, only for Grid to suddenly appear. He wanted to be special for Grid. Until now, he had lived a poor life. But was he actually qualified to be the protagonist of his life? Didn’t the sky drop Grid in front of him?


  Grid looked at White’s eyes that were shining like lanterns and smiled. It was a smile filled with genuine affection, not falsehood.


  “You are special.”


  What if someone like the current Grid had appeared before his past self? That’s right. Grid projected his past self onto White.


  "Only you are entitled to receive help from me. So I looked for you.”


  "Only... Me…”


  White’s heart started to beat faster. This was an unidentified blacksmith who completed the design of the Red Phoenix Bow in a short amount of time. A special existence that couldn’t be measured. Thus, his self-esteem started to rise again. But there was one part that weighed on his mind.


  Even if the White Hammer smithy won this competition, it wouldn’t be through their skills. White was grateful for the help, but it was meaningless to win through the hands of another person.


  ‘What if I’m not qualified after winning the competition?’


  He would lose even the glory of the past that he wasn’t qualified for.


  “Thank you... I really appreciate it. But... I think it would be better not to receive your help in this competition.”


  Grid grinned at the struggling White and shook his head.


  “Don’t think about complicated things and just accept. Didn’t I say it? You are special. After the competition, you will be qualified to be the winner.”


  ***


  The amount of times it was possible to use the Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation increased by three every time the skill level of the Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship skill increased. Most skills were mastered at level 10. Therefore, it meant the total number of times Grid could create an item was 30 in total.


  Grid needed to use the Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation skill cautiously. It was clear that if Grid used it carelessly even once, he would regret it for the rest of his life. In other words, Grid used the creation skill on the Red Phoenix Bow after careful consideration.


  ‘I definitely think it’s worth it.’


  Grid lined up with the White Hammer blcaksmiths and listened to the host announce the start of the competition. It was the ultimate joy to see a completed Red Phoenix Bow.


  ‘This is a bow for Jishuka.’


  If he could arm thousands of soldiers with it in the future...


  ‘I will be invincible.’


  Grid looked at the completed Red Phoenix Bow design and pulled out something from his inventory. White wood. The white phosphorus wood.


  “What?”


  The tens of thousands of spectators and hundreds of blacksmiths all felt doubt.


  “G-Grid.”


  Grid quickly attracted the attention of many people. White couldn’t help feeling nervous. However, Grid attracted the attention of countless people since becoming Pagma’s Descendant and was used to it. He didn’t feel nervous at all.


  “Now, I shall begin.”




  Chapter 533


  There was a clear similarity between the Red Phoenix Bow that Grid imagined and the one that the White Hammer blacksmiths designed. The bow was white and created powerful flames. It was the decisive moment when Grid was convinced that the main material of the Red Phoenix Bow was the white phosphorus wood.


  The white phosphorus wood was hard and comparable to dragon iron. However, it was also lightweight and generated its own powerful flames. It was suitable to use as a material for the Red Phoenix Bow. However, the other blacksmiths of Pangea never thought about using the white phosphorus wood. Very few people expected the material of the Red Phoenix Bow to be white phosphorus wood.


  Were they stupid? No. It was just common sense. The white phosphorus tree was something that could never be cut down by a blacksmith. No, it was common sense everywhere in the world. No one would think of making something with the white phosphorus wood.


  But Grid did it. He was the only person in the world who could cut down the white phosphorus tree!


  “Isn’t that white phosphorus wood?”


  “It’s impossible...”


  The tens of thousands of spectators watching the stage. All eyes were on the place that was surrounded by pine trees.  It was due to the white wood that the new blacksmith from the White Hammer smithy took out. Straight white wood. It looked exactly like the white phosphorus wood. However, people judged that it couldn’t be the white phosphorus wood.


  "The white phosphorus tree can’t be cut down, right?”


  "That's right. I heard that it will explode if cut.”


  “It’s impossible for it to be the white phosphorus wood. It just looks like white phosphorus wood.”


  But was there a tree that resembled the white phosphorus tree in this world? There might be a lot of white trees, but the white phosphorus wood was unique. The white phosphorus wood had no twisted parts at all. As people were feeling confused, someone shouted a negative opinion.


  "Those damn White Hammer guys! They can’t get people’s attention with their skills, so they prepared a useless performance!”


  On one side of the stage. It was a cry from the Blue Flames section facing the White Hammer section. It was Enoch’s voice. He was sincerely angry. He didn’t like that people were paying attention to the White Hammer smithy instead of the winner of last year’s competition.


  The White Hammer smithy was grabbing people’s attention with a performance, not skill. Pulling out fake white phosphorus wood? It was nothing more than an irritating and meaningless act. It was just embarrassing.


  Dawhite. The person he once respected most in the world. Enoch had complicated emotions because the White Hammer smithy that Dawhite built had completely lost its honor and was about to fall.


  ‘Dawhite!’


  Why did he pick White as his successor, destroying the White Hammer smithy? All of Dawhite’s achievements were now worthless.


  ‘It is sad that even the greatest human is obsessed with bloodlines!’


  Kwack!


  Enoch placed the finest firewood that he had prepared into the furnace. He used a secret technique to cause blue flames to burn in the furnace.


  "I’ll show you the most ideal flames in the world!”


  Hwaruruk!


  Enoch pressed on the bellows and the blue flames flared up. The hot heat made the stage boil and stimulated the crowd.


  “Ohh! Huge flames!”


  "Indeed, the glow of the blue flames is brilliant!”


  The quality of the blue flames was the best in the Cho Kingdom. Even Dawhite acknowledged the blue flames when he was alive. The lowest grade iron ore could be refined like the finest grade iron ore. That’s why these blue flames had the highest rating!


  The blazing flames caught the attention of the crowd. The crowd turned away from the White Hammer smithy and the white phosphorus wood. Meanwhile, Grid was also admiring Enoch’s flames.


  ‘He’s a blacksmith who is good at the bellows.’


  It seemed like Enoch had the skills of a craftsman when it came to flames. That’s right. It was just a craftsman. It was far less than a legendary blacksmith. Grid was surprised and disappointed.


  ‘I thought I would learn something from observing the Blue Flames smithy, just like I did from the White Hammer smithy."


  It wasn’t that much.


  ‘The technique of the White Hammer smithy is special.’


  It seemed like the Dawhite who kept being mentioned was an excellent blacksmith. Grid thought this and threw the white phosphorus wood in the furnace.


  At that moment.


  Peeeeeong!


  “...!”


  There was a loud explosion from the White Hammer smithy’s furnace. The surprised crowd and blacksmiths turned their attention to the White Hammer area again. Then they were shocked.


  "W-What? Those flames?”


  "It’s swallowing up the furnace?”


  Flames of immense size. The flames rose from the blast furnace and leapt outside, covering the entire blast furnace. Red flames burst into the air, like the surface of the sun. Unlike the people who were astonished, Enoch burst out laughing.


  “Puhahaha! A person who doesn’t know how to handle the bellows! The materials can’t be properly refined from such a strong fire! It will just burn everything up... Hak!”


  Enoch fell silent for the first time.


  Puok.Puok.Puok.


  Grid.


  The new White Hammer blacksmith was pumping on the handle of the bellows and repeated this movement.


  Hwaruruk!Hwaruk!


  The large flames in the furnace suddenly died down? Enoch and the chiefs of the Black Anvil and Red Tongs smithy all stared with wide eyes.


  ‘The flames that I thought were impossible to control was calmed in an instant?’


  ‘It’s ridiculous the way he is handling the bellows. That young man's hands... Yes, it’s like he has spent his whole life doing this.’


  ‘Who is that person? Standing in front of the heat that could melt the skin, he doesn’t shrink back and calmly handled the bellows? His skin didn’t even turn red?’


  Kurururung!


  A loud sound was heard from the White Hammer smithy. It was the sound generated by the rise in temperature of the flames in the furnace.


  “G-Great. But isn’t the temperature too high? Won’t you be turned into ashes before he can put the iron in?”


  Grid explained to the cautious White.


  “It might be dangerous, but this is a necessary process. The white phosphorus wood that is cut is merely hard. It doesn’t produce flames.”


  However, the fire attribute in it was still alive. The white phosphorus wood was material that was activated when stimulated by high temperatures. This was the knowledge of a legendary blacksmith that Grid obtained from the system correct effect.


  Hwaruruk!


  The flames in the furnace emitted a high temperature that made it impossible to stay close to. White and the other White Hammer blacksmiths took one or two steps back, while Grid stepped forward. Then he put the prepared white phosphorus wood into the furnace and accelerated his usage of the bellows.


  Puok!Puok!Puok!


  The unstoppable air steadily raised the temperature of the blast furnace.


  ‘It’s impossible!’


  The blacksmiths of the Blue Flames smithy started to deny reality. From their point of view, Grid wasn’t a human. He seemed like a great demon surrounded by the flames of hell. In particular, Enoch started to fear Grid.


  “Success.”


  Grid stopped the bellows and pulled the white phosphorus wood out of the furnace. The white phosphorus wood was much whiter than before. It showed off a beautiful white light. Grid grabbed it with the tongs and placed it on the anvil. Then he pulled out a hammer that only Pagma’s Descendant could use.


  Peeeeeong!


  The moment that Grid’s hammer struck.


  “Hat!”


  The chiefs of the Black Anvil and Red Tongs smithy took a breath. Grid’s forging quality. It was better than his handling of the bellows that they saw a while ago!


  'That young man...!’


  ‘Perfect!’


  He was far better than Dawhite in his prime. It was enough to make them think about the legendary blacksmith that they’d only heard about.


  Ttang!Ttang!Ttang!


  Grid continued the forging. He hammered at the white phosphorus wood that was as hard as dragon iron and gradually changed its shape. A notification window popped up in front of the sweating Grid.


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience skill has been activated.]


  [Concentration, stamina and defense will rise to the extremes for one hour.]


  Usually, the effect would be very welcome. But now Grid was entering a stage where nothing mattered. He was only dedicated to making the Red Phoenix Bow. He added the minotaur horn that he used all the time when making bows for Jishuka. This added elasticity and helped bend the wood into the shape of the bow. It looked exactly like the Red Phoenix Bow design that White saw.


  ‘In the first place, this is the most developed form of the bow.’


  The bow took shape under Grid’s busy fingertips.


  ‘Okay. This is really good.’


  Grid’s satisfaction and confidence rose.


  ‘In the worst case situation.’


  It was no problem if the Red Phoenix Bow was completed with an epic rating. He could use Item Upgrade to make it the unique rating and safely clear the quest. There was a limited number of times he could use Item Upgrade, just like the creation skill, but Grid judged that this quest was worth the investment.


  ‘I have to raise my affinity with White and Han Seokbong.’


  The reason was simple. Han Seokbong would be aware of the information of the other four guardians battle gear, which was in the same category as the Red Phoenix Bow. That’s right. Grid planned to acquire the method to make all of them while he was on the East Continent. Grid judged that the value of the four guardians items would be comparable to divine items. If he could mass produce them, Grid’s army would be invincible.


  Meanwhile, Enoch’s body was shaking in the distance.


  “How? How does that newcomer have these skills?”


  The black-haired man in front of him was better than Dawhite. Enoch didn’t want to acknowledge Grid’s skills, but it was impossible. As a blacksmith, he felt infinite respect for Grid’s skills. It was an instinct that couldn’t be resisted. Then...


  [The Red Phoenix Bow has been completed!]


  7 hours, 59 minutes and 49 seconds since the start of the competition. Grid finally stopped! The pure white bow with a fluid curve was beautiful enough to capture the attention of everyone present.


  “Red Phoenix...Bow!”


  The lord. The lord who had been keeping an eye on Grid throughout the competition rose to his feet. He felt the energy of the Red Phoenix from the bow made by Grid.




  Chapter 534


  “Good!”


  Grid cheered the moment that the Red Phoenix Bow was completed. He didn’t care about his dignity and honestly expressed his joy.


  “Asa! Yes! A jackpot!”


  “...?”


  He was as happy as a mating dog? White was confused. Grid had a dignified atmosphere when he was carefully making the item for eight hours. White couldn’t believe the man had transformed like this.


  ‘Can a person change 180 degrees? Did he accidentally hurt his head while hammering?’


  It was a silly question. The Grid who tried his best and the honestly happy Grid were all the true Grid. Grid was happy because the result was good. The result of making the item!


  [A legendary rated item was produced, so all stats have permanently risen by +10 and reputation throughout the continent has risen by +500.]


  [There is a beneficial effect from producing the highest quality. The good luck stat has increased by 5.]


  It was the moment when another legendary item was made, following the white phosphorus axe. Grid had never experienced such good luck. He looked at the 31 points in the good luck stat and his eyes reddened.


  ‘I once again overcame my bad luck!’


  To be honest, the process of eating Idan’s food was very rough and the God's Command passive didn’t work well, so Grid had been having a hard time. But then he obtained the golden walnuts for free and made legendary items, balancing out the bad luck with good luck. It felt like the work he was doing was getting better and better.


  ‘Is it thanks to the good luck stat?’


  There was no other explanation. Grid was thrilled by his good luck when the notification window updated.


  [The completed item’s rating is too high. Item Upgrade isn’t applicable.]


  Item Upgrade. It was the new skill Grid got from making the 20th legendary item. There were many constraints, but it was a powerful insurance for Grid.


  [Item Upgrade]


  * Your can increase the rating of your own item by one step.


  * Can’t be used for items that are older than 5 minutes.


  * An item can only be upgraded once.


  * The amount of times it was possible to use Item Upgrade increases by three every time the skill level of the Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship skill increases.


  Number of available uses: 24/24


  “Hrmm.”


  In any case, it was very regrettable that this skill could only be used on items less than 5 minutes old.


  ‘It would be a huge bonus if I could use it on an existing item.’


  What if he could use it to raise the level of the God Hands? As soon as the rating of the God Hands changed to a legendary rating, Grid’s attack power would skyrocket.


  ‘Should I melt them and recreate them?’


  He could melt the God Hands to extract the ingredients and recreate it. The God Hands had a chance to be made into a legendary rating. Even if it was finished with a unique rating, he could use Item Upgrade to get a legendary rating. But it wasn’t easy to try again.


  ‘In any case, the God Hands are a growth-type item.’


  He shouldn’t be too nervous. It was much more prudent to raise them like he was currently doing. There was a limit to the number of times Item Upgrade could be used, so he might regret it in the future.


  ‘Then...’


  Grid was filled with disappointment at something else.


  ‘It’s impossible to upgrade a legendary item to a higher rating.’


  The Red Phoenix Bow was finished with a legendary rating. Grid had hoped he could upgrade the Red Phoenix Bow to a myth rating. However, Item Upgrade was limited to a legendary rating.


  ‘No, maybe it isn’t the skill, but a limit of the Red Phoenix Bow.’


  Grid couldn’t rule out the possibility that the Red Phoenix Bow itself wasn’t qualified to be upgraded to a myth rating.


  ‘I thought the four guardians battle gear would be on the same level as the Rebecca Church’s divine artifacts, but it might be lower.’


  Grid was locked in his thoughts.


  “Waaaaaaaah!”


  Then the crowd cheered as the host announced the end of the competition. Finally, the details of the Red Phoenix Bow was confirmed.


  [Red Phoenix Bow (Reproduction)]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 901/901 Attack Power: 2,360


  * 60% increase in firing speed.


  * Accuracy will increase by 20%.


  * Contains penetrative damage that ignores the defense of the target’s armor.


  * Every time an arrow is shot or every time the bow is raised, flames will be generated. The flames will deal a fixed 4,000 damage to the enemy and cause a ‘burned’ state.


  * The skill ‘Fly Up!’ will be generated.


  The Red Phoenix Bow interpreted by the legendary blacksmith Grid, whose techniques are blossoming.


  It is made of the sturdy white phosphorus tree, but the addition of the minotaur horn and tendons has added elasticity.  It can shoot further, stronger, and faster, and also has a strong fire power. It has the ideal shape of a bow, so the performance is far superior to the original Red Phoenix Bow.


  However, the disadvantage is that it is very difficult to use. In addition, because the power of the Red Phoenix guardian is excluded, the overall ability is lower than the original Red Phoenix Bow.


  * This is a bow worthy of the power of the Red Phoenix guardian.


  Conditions of Use: Master level Advanced Bow Mastery


  Weight: 1,200


  “Wow.”


  Typical ranged weapons and large weapons tended to rely on random damage. Unlike a one-handed sword with excellent stability, the attack power was applied as ???~???. The maximum attack power was high while the minimum attack power was low. It was possible to deal a huge amount of damage to the enemy if they were lucky. However, if they were unlucky, then less damage would be dealt.


  This wasn’t a good system for someone with bad luck like Grid. Ordinary people tended to recognize the concept of random damage as drawing out the potential of ranged and large weapons, but Grid was afraid of it. Even so, he kept the greatsword as his main weapon.


  But the damage of the Red Phoenix Bow was fixed like a one-handed sword. It was even higher! This bow was rare.


  ‘In addition to that, there’s compensation for highs speed and high accuracy rate.’


  The arrows shot also had a powerful fire damage. The Red Phoenix Bow contained all the things that Grid thought was ideal for a perfect weapon.


  ‘More than anything else.’


  It was much better than the original Red Phoenix Bow. It was a bow that desired the power of the Red Phoenix guardian. If Grid’s Red Phoenix Bow was given the power of the Red Phoenix, it would boast a power that far transcended the original.


  ‘This means the original four guardians battle gear is equivalent to the Rebecca Church’s divine artifacts.’


  The Red Phoenix Bow was a legendary rating even before the power of the Red Phoenix. The Red Phoenix Bow might grow to the myth rating if it received the energy of the Red Phoenix.


  ‘But how do I get the energy of the Red Phoenix?’


  Grid tilted his head to one side and grinned. He realized there was no need to worry about it.


  “Red Phoenix...! Red Phoenix...Bow!”


  A man jumped onto the stage. The lord of Pangea, Han Seokbong. He ignored all the bows made by the blacksmiths of the Blue Flames, Black Anvil, and Red Tongs smithy. He headed straight towards Grid.


  "You are... No, who are you?”


  There was a strong liking in Han Seokbong’s eyes as he looked at Grid. The quest was cleared. In order words, Grid was convinced he won the competition and answered politely.


  “A blacksmith passing by. I stopped by here in Pangea and was impressed by White. I decided to help him for a moment.”


  Grid thought carefully about how to answer to increase affinity with both Han Seokbong and White. The effect was big.


  “Ohh...! White’s skills brought such a distinguished person to Pangea!”


  “Grid!”


  The moment that Han Seokbong and White were feeling overjoyed.


  “I can’t admit it!” Enoch, who was proud after building up a big friendship with Han Seokbong after winning last year’s competition, refused it. "Strictly speaking, this person isn’t a blacksmith of the White Hammer smithy! Therefore, this competition should be void!”


  Enoch protested to the end. Grid and White bristled but there was no need to worry.


  "My only desire was the restoration of the Red Phoenix Bow, and he has achieved it! In addition, this result was possible due to White’s skills and virtue. There’s no denying that the White Hammer smithy won!”


  Lord Han Seokbong directly defended the White Hammer smithy. Enoch was forced to close his mouth while Grid and White sighed with relief. At the same time.


  [The quest ‘Win the Smithy Competition!’ has been completed.]


  [The affinity with White, the master of the White Hammer smithy, has reached the maximum! White will never cause you any trouble!]


  [In the future, all items at the White Hammer smithy are available for purchase at cost price!]


  [If you sell items at the White Hammer smithy, you can sell them at 20% higher than the market price!]


  [All facilities in the White Hammer smithy will be freely available!]


  [Due to the effect of the Blacksmith’s Affection skill, White’s blacksmithing skill level has risen by 3!]


  [White’s blacksmithing skill has reached advanced level 8.]


  [The affinity with Pangea’s lord, Han Seokbong, has increased by 80! Unless you make a big mistake, Han Seokbong will infinitely favor you!]


  [You have gained access to Pangea Castle’s dungeon!]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Follow Han Seokbong. You can get a reward.]


  "Can I ask for the name of this distinguished person?”


  If Han Seokbong couldn’t restore the lost Red Phoenix Bow, both him and the Cho Kingdom would’ve been in danger. Han Seokbong recognized Grid as the benefactor of the kingdom and Grid needed to maintain a good relationship with him, so Grid answered politely.


  “Grid.”


  “Grid...”


  At this moment. A great name spread throughout the Cho Kingdom. Han Seokbong repeated Grid’s name several times before saying,


  "Well, let’s go to my castle first. Ah, please hand over the Red Phoenix Bow.”


  "?????"


  Curses almost emerged from his mouth. Grid felt like he had been hit in the back of his head.




  Chapter 535


  ‘This is... Isn’t it outrageous?’


  This was the Red Phoenix Bow that he made using his best effort. The Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation skill was used, and it contained the essence of Grid’s effort and skill...


  ‘I have to give it away?’


  Grid doubted his ears and Han Seokbong demanded again.


  “The restored Red Phoenix Bow will allow me to manage Pangea for the rest of my life. Now, please.”


  "No, this is... Ah!”


  Grid’s face turned red as he suddenly realized. Restoration! The word meant to recover something. The Red Phoenix Bow was the national treasure and Pangea wanted to restore it because it was lost.


  ‘Han Seokbong wants the restored Red Phoenix Bow...' 


  It was natural.  He wanted the Red Phoenix Bow returned to its original place! Oh, why didn’t Grid think about this earlier?


  ‘How rotten...’


  Flop!


  Grid grumbled and pulled his hair. He felt wronged. Was it the quest itself? No, he had no such complaints about the quest. This was a quest to become friendly with the lord and acquire access to the castle’s dungeon. It was a quest he would’ve accepted, even if he knew that he had to give up on the Red Phoenix Bow.


  In the first place, the white phosphorus bow that was used for the Red Phoenix Bow was readily available. It wasn’t too much if he gave the Red Phoenix Bow to another.


  ‘At least, if it was the epic or unique rating!’


  Then why?


  ‘Why did a legendary rating appear in this type of quest?’


  In retrospect, this was also the case with the National Competition. He created a growth type item and it was taken away. Grid couldn’t help feeling like it was unfair.


  ‘Creating a good item, just to hand it to someone else...’


  He had been proud like an idiot the moment that the legendary item was created.


  "My damn luck...”


  He was too unlucky. It was undeniable bad luck!


  “Now, let's go."


  Grid was sighing by himself. Han Seokbong personally raised him up. He brought White and Grid and headed to the lord’s castle.


  Waaahhhhhhhh!


  Their great lord was holding the hand of a blacksmith? The excited crowd cheered excitedly at the unusual sight.


  “He didn’t even treat me, last year’s winner, like this...”


  Blue Flame's leader, Enoch, was frustrated. White, who he had ignored so much, had transcended himself in one morning. 


  ***


  Pangea Castle.


  “Hah.”


  On the way to the castle. Grid inwardly complained for an hour and finally shut his mouth. He was captivated by the beauty of Pangea Castle. Pangea Castle reminded him of the castle from the Goryeo period that he saw in the historical dramas. 


  ‘However, it’s much bigger and more colorful.’


  He walked along the marble floor and crossed seven doors. Finally, he arrived at the innermost part of the castle. It was the most secret and important part of the castle where the lord and his family lived. White gulped. He clearly felt nervous. He was different from Grid. As an ordinary blacksmith, White never expected to be invited to the innermost palace.


  "That... Lord. I don’t think this is a place for a lowly blacksmith like me to step into.”


  It was Grid, not Han Seokbong, who responded to White.


  "Why are you a lowly blacksmith?”


  “Haha! He’s right! Blacksmiths are the base of national power! Furthermore, White is the best blacksmith in Pangea! It’s only when you treat yourself like dirt that the kingdom will be shaken!”


  "...”


  White felt like it was a dream. The person who had been ignored and despised by people just this morning was now recognized by the esteemed lord of this kingdom. The cheers of the people at the venue were still roaring in his ears.


  'My life changed in a moment...’


  All of this.


  ‘It’s thanks to Grid!’


  White’s eyes shone as he gazed at Grid. It resembled Noe’s eyes when he was hungry. Grid felt burdened.


  ‘The love of all these uncles...’


  It had been like this since the past. Grid was only loved by uncle or grandfather type NPCs. A prime example was Khan. Grid was a young man in his prime. He wanted to be loved by women more than men.


  ‘I heard there are a lot of female NPC blacksmiths.’


  Why did he only have blacksmiths that were old men around him? Even the only elf he met was a male.


  “It can’t be...”


  Was this the aftermath of his bad luck? It gave him goosebumps. Grid’s shoulders sank as he felt depressed. 


  Han Seokbong led him to one side of the innermost palace. It was a small room with calligraphy written on the wall.


  "Wow, there are others in the world who can write as well as me.”


  Grid couldn’t help admiring it. Han Seokbong coughed and removed the ‘rules’ stuck on the wall with a blush. No, it wasn’t ‘rules’ but the character for ‘fire.’ There was a small button hidden in the spot covered by it and once Han Seokbong pressed it, the flat wall split to the left and right. Then a stairway leading to the basement was revealed.


  “Now, let's go."


  Grid and the frightened White gazed at the dismal looking entrance. Han Seokbong smile benevolently and led them down the stairs.


  After a while.


  “A place like this is in the basement of the castle...”


  It was an underground space illuminated by brilliant jade monuments. It was a small space that gave a warm feeling. The blue moss on the wall shone brilliantly.


  “It’s too small to be a dungeon... What is this place?”


  Han Seokbong answered Grid’s question as he pulled out the Red Phoenix Bow. He stared to explain as he placed the Red Phoenix Bow on the altar present.


  “This place has good feng shui...”


  Omitted.


  'Waterway? What five elements? What is he saying?’


  It was a long description that Grid couldn’t understand. Grid was feeling confused and all of Han Seokbong’s words entered one ear and out the other.


  "In other words, this is the space where Grid’s great work will stay forever.”


  “Ah... Yes."


  One thing was clear. HIs legendary Red Phoenix Bow. He would never be able to get it back in his lifetime.


  ‘It isn’t hard to create a new Red Phoenix Bow because of all the white phosphorus trees on the East Continent, but...’


  Could he create a legendary rated Red Phoenix Bow again? He had no confidence.


  “Ah?” Grid trembled and suddenly doubted something. "But Seokbong ... No, Lord Seokbong. You must know that I have only restored the active function of the Red Phoenix Bow, not the aura of the Red Phoenix. Is this really the Red Phoenix Bow? Isn’t it useless?”


  Grid was unable to let go of the Red Phoenix Bow. He wanted it back. But Han Seokbong misunderstood.


  "Distinguished person... You are truly a brilliant person.”


  “Huh?”


  "I am truly grateful that you restored the Red Phoenix Bow, but you are concerned that you didn’t help me enough?”


  “...?”


  Grid was embarrassed by Han Seokbong’s interpretation.


  "You are virtuous enough to be compared to the most respectable king of the Cho Kingdom. I feel admiration just looking at you. If it isn’t impolite, I would like to present a title to you.”


  ‘A title!’


  Titles in Satisfy had a mysterious power. They raised certain stats, gave new skills, or new power. The more titles a person had, the better. There was no reason for Grid to refuse.


  “Give it to me! A title!”


  Han Seokbong nodded at Grid’s joyful shout. "You are a gentleman of virtue. In commemoration of Pangea, I will call you Pangea’s Duke of Virtue.”


  "Pangea’s Duke...of Virtue.”


  He had a very bad feeling. Braham’s voice rang in the mind of the disappointed Grid.


  'Just as some of the direct vampires have the title of the wise duke, human beings also have the title of ‘duke.’ Sword Saint Muller had the title of ‘Duke of Pressure’ and Blacksmith Pagma had the title of ‘Duke of Fire.’ The title of a duke is a symbol of legends and gives great power to legends. In fact, after getting the title of Duke of Fire, Pagma was able to bring out flames with his hammering and swordsmanship.’


  “Oh...”


  Grid’s disappointment disappeared. He was filled with new anticipation as he asked Braham.


  'Then what ability will I get as a virtuous person?’


  At the same time.


  [The title Pangea’s Duke of Virtue has been acquired!]


  [The passive skill ‘Incomplete Virtue of Mercy’ has been created!]


  [Incomplete Virtue of Mercy]


  Category: Passive


  When hunting monsters, there is a chance that you will show mercy and not take their lives.


  “Ah, XX.”


  In the end. Grid couldn’t resist inwardly cursing. Braham consoled him.


  ‘Don’t be an idiot. A duke title wouldn’t be terrible. Don’t be too concerned. The original duke titles aren’t for a single person, but lots of people. You might get new titles later. Well, even if you have a lousy title for the rest of your life, it won’t be a big problem if I take care of you.’


  "Ah, I don’t know. If this keeps happening I might fold the game.”


  At this time, Grid couldn’t imagine. The power of the virtuous title!


  *** 


  S.A. Group’s headquarters. Lim Cheolho was doing his work when he heard a report from the supercomputer Morpheus.


  [A duke title was acquired.]


  “What?”


  Lim Cheolho was startled. A duke title was a symbolic power that could only be given to players who succeeded a legend or would grow to be a legend. It was very difficult to get because it was very powerful. The person had to build up myriad achievements and gain full recognition from the residents of Satisfy.


  "Morpheus? Didn’t you say that these titles would only emerge in 1 year and 8 months?”


  [It is one of the 5 miracle players. Grid once again broke my predictions.]


  “Grid...! Haha! This time as well?”


  Lim Cheolho had a great liking for Grid. A poor person grew steadily in the game that he made, so he felt happy watching Grid. Lim Cheolho asked with expectations.


  “What new idea did he have to break your prediction this time?”


  [It wasn’t a new idea. As always, he gave off a great impression by respecting and saving NPCs. Once this repetitive action reached the 79th time, the title was opened.]


  “Um... That’s Grid’s specialty.”


  Grid was an expert at gaining the favor of NPCs. It wasn’t always intended and sometimes it was caused by a misunderstanding. Lim Cheolho and Morpheus obviously didn’t know that.


  "Then what title did he obtain?”


  [Pangea’s Duke of Virtue.]


  "Pangea’s...Duke of Virtue?”


  The distinguishing word (Pangea) in front of it meant that Grid hadn’t yet become purely virtuous. Well, it was no wonder. It was too early for a perfect title to emerge. Lim Cheolho was embarrassed that the title Grid obtained was Duke of Virtue.


  “Virtue... It doesn’t really fit with a blacksmith?”


  It was a title designed to match the legends of other fields.


  "No, why didn’t he get the Duke of Fire... Oh my, this is going to cause another uproar.”


  He could see that Grid was going insane. Lim Cheolho clicked his tongue.


  “Why did you have to treat NPCs so well every time...?”


  This was the result of Grid’s good heart. Lim Cheolho felt both sorry and delighted for Grid.




  Chapter 536


  Pangea’s Duke of Virtue.


  ‘If someone doesn’t know about the title, they would think that’s Pan Deokin!’ (In Korean: it is three characters, like a Korean name.)


  It wasn’t a problem to be misunderstood. The name Pan Deokin fit Grid’s taste. It wasn’t bad or good. The problem was the effect of the title.


  ‘There is a chance to spare monsters when hunting?’


  Then what about the experience? The money? The items!


  ‘In particular, what if I’m hunting a boss?’


  What if he poured dozens of minutes or a few hours into the raid and the moment he was about to succeed...


  [The effect of the title Pangea’s Duke of Virtue has been activated!]


  What if that notification window appeared?


  “Ugh...”


  He felt horrible just imagining it. His stomach was cramping. That’s right. Grid accepted the effect of the Pangea’s Person of Virtue title at face value. He didn’t guess things like saving a monster would build up a favorable relationship with it or perhaps give him a tamer class skill. It was natural from Grid’s position.


  Why? Grid was already an all-rounder. He was a blacksmith, swordsman, magician, and skeleton summoner. It was hard to imagine that he would get a new class from this. He didn’t want it in the first place.


  “Ah, shi...”


  He handed over the Red Phoenix Bow and got an affinity score of 80. He was expecting a reward other than this garbage! Grid was feeling frustration from the title when Han Seokbong handed him a bead. It was a red bead. Yes, it was a beautiful red bead like Braham’s eyes. At first, Grid thought it was a round ruby, but then he made a sound of surprise.


  "Flames?”


  The translucent red bead. A small flame was burning inside it. It was a small size, like the flames of a match, but the momentum from it seemed great. It was as if life was burning inside it. Grid examined it and asked, “A torch?”


  “...”


  A player in this place would appreciate Grid’s impression. But NPCs didn’t know what a torch was.


  “What is a torch?”


  White and Han Seokbong cocked their heads. Grid ignored the question.


  “Then this torch... No, what is this bead?”


  "The fire in the bead...”


  White thought of a name when he saw that beautiful bead.


  ‘It’s like the picture...’


  Then Han Seokbong explained.


  “It’s the Red Phoenix’s Breath.”


  “Breath?”


  "Yes, it is the breath that drops when the four divine guardians pass by to bless those who ascend to become a daoist immortal.”


  'Divine guardians... Daoist immortal.’


  It was a key setting for the East Continent. The Hwan Kingdom, national treasures, yangban, divine guardians. It was clearly greatly influenced by Korean and Chinese culture.


  ‘Then there will definitely be areas influenced by Japanese culture.’


  Peak Sword would surely be angry if he was there. He would probably question while the Korean S.A. Group was spreading other cultures around the world.


  Grid smiled as he thought about the friend he hadn’t seen for a while. A notification window appeared in Grid’s field of view.


  [You have obtained the ‘Red Phoenix Breath’ as a reward for the quest ‘Win the Smithy Competition!’]


  ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.’


  Ttiring~


  [Red Phoenix’s Breath]


  A blessing of the Red Phoenix.


  It will increase fire resistance by 30%.


  It can be used to infuse items with the powerful aura of the Red Phoenix.


  However, it can also be attached to items with a strong fire attribute.


  Weight: 2


  “Hah.”


  It turned out that the title of Pangea’s Person of Virtue wasn’t the only reward. This was the true compensation for the Red Phoenix Bow.


  “If you use this, it will become the real Red Phoenix Bow?”


  Han Seokbong nodded at Grid’s question.


  “That’s right. It’s the energy of fire that won’t die forever. There is no stronger fire energy.”


  ‘Amazing!’


  It was truly amazing. He couldn’t imagine how powerful it would be when harmonized with the white phosphorus tree.


  ‘This is a reward worthy of making a legendary rated item!’


  Wasn’t it possible to upgrade the Red Phoenix Bow to a myth rating if he combined with with the Red Phoenix Breath?  Grid was delighted and a smile appeared on Han Seokbong’s face. Pangea had a total of three Red Phoenix Breaths. One of them belonged to the original Red Phoenix Bow that was stolen, so there were only two left. It wasn’t something that should be given to Grid. If the Red Phoenix Bow was ever lost again, it might not be able to be restored.


  However, Han Seokbong was a man who knew how to repay favors. The Red Phoenix Bow that Grid made was more valuable than the original, so it was right to reward him with the most precious thing.


  ‘I don’t have to repeat the same mistakes.’


  He wouldn’t allow the Red Phoenix Bow to be lost again. 


  Grid asked Han Seokbong, “By the way, where is the castle’s dungeon?”


  Han Seokbong laughed at the question.


  "You can enter it through a well in the west of the castle.”


  “I see.”


  Armored needles! Silver thread! A new hunting ground. Grid’s fantasy about the dungeon that only a specific number of people could enter was too big. He was so excited that he wanted to jump forward, but Han Seokbong stopped him.


  "It’s true that you have the right to enter the castle’s dungeon. However, you can’t arbitrarily access the dungeon as before.”


  "Eh? I have access rights, but I can’t freely access it?” 


  “This is for your safety. You can enter if you have a complete guard escort.”


  "Guards?”


  Han Seokbong looked at White with a bitter expression.


  “Years ago, our Pangea suffered a terrible incident and lost a great blacksmith. Dawhite... He was Boss White’s father.”


  Dawhite won the championship and gained entrance to the castle’s dungeon. He was murdered by an armored needle. Then the lord realized. The lord couldn’t completely protect the weak.


  “Anyone who enters the castle’s dungeon must be fully equipped to protect themselves. You can only enter the dungeon if you have a minimum of six silver or gold class mercenaries to escort you.”


  “...”


  Mercenaries meant those who moved only for money. But Grid was Pagma’s Descendant, not an ordinary blacksmith. Since he was powerful, he didn’t want to spend money on hiring mercenaries. There was no reason to do so.


  "I have enough strength to protect my body.”


  "Everyone says that.”


  "No, I’m serious.”


  "Hrmm..."


  Han Seokbong looked Grid up and down. Grid was wearing worn-out clothing. He might give off an unknown dignity, but he seemed vulnerable when it came to defense.


  "In your current state, you will die if you are just scratched by the armored needle or silver thread.”


  “Then what about this?”


  Clink!


  Clink clink!


  As always, Grid was dressed in beginners’ clothing. Now he pulled out the Triple Layers from his inventory. His body was armed in an instant and Han Seokbong and White’s eyes widened.


  ‘A blacksmith can wear such heavy armor?’


  ‘Yes, a person of distinction... He has the strength and stamina of the greatest blacksmith.’


  Due to the nature of the job, strength and stamina were important for blacksmithing. A top blacksmith might have as much strength and stamina as a knight. It wasn’t unrealistic for Grid to wear such heavy armor. Yes, he was convinced at this point. But it was still dangerous for Grid.


  “Just because you can wear armor with your high strength and stamina, you don’t have the skills to deal with it. You can’t bring out the ability of the armor even if you’re wearing it.”


  The absence of heavy armor mastery. In other words, the penalty was being pointed out. Those who wore heavy armor without a mastery couldn’t even apply half the power of the armor. Grid spoke to the concerned Han Seokbong with a confident expression.


  “I will be fine.”


  Pagma’s Descendant was technically classified as a non-combat profession. The passive effect of Pagma’s Swordsmanship was similar to that of Sword Mastery, but he didn’t have any armor mastery skills. It was a fatal drawback. However, he didn’t get penalized when wearing items. In other words, Grid couldn’t bring out 101% of the armour effect, but he could bring out 100%.


  ‘Most of the other people were too confident and took risks. That is the nature of distinguished people.’


  Han Seokbong bitterly thought that Grid and Dawhite before he died were similar. He pulled out a trump card.


  “Then prove it.”


  "Prove?”


  "Yes, there’s a gatekeeper to the entrance of the dungeon. He has an attack power similar to the armored needle. Try to endure one of his blows.”  


  Of course, he would instruct the gatekeeper to adjust his power. If the gatekeeper used his real force, then Grid would die.


  ‘I will command him to use 30% of his power... That’s enough to not kill him.’


  Grid would just faint for a few days. Han Seokbong had this thought and guided Grid and White to the entrance of the castle’s dungeon.


  White’s complexion was dark as he followed. Like Grid, White was in a position to access the dungeon.


  ‘I want to get revenge on my father and earn some silver thread...’


  But it was impossible for him to even enter! He felt ashamed.


  Grid placed a hand on White’s shoulder. “The mass production Grid set... It’s a good armor that you can wear with your level and strength. How about it? Do you want to borrow it?”


  “Hah. C-Can I really?”


  White trusted Grid completely. Grid smiled without any doubts.


  “The hourly rental fee is 500 gold. Call?”


  In fact, Grid wanted to charge a separate price.  However, it was hard to behave so cruelly to White.


  “I will offer up everything I own if I can get past the gatekeeper’s trial.”


  The deal was established. The satisfied Grid opened his inventory. Then he pulled out a mass production Grid set placed in a corner of the inventory. It was a Grid set with a unique rating that had been enhanced to +7. It was the one worn by Reidan’s young knight, Royman.


  ‘That woman... Is she growing well?’


  He wasn’t talking about her breasts. He was referring to her skills as a knight. Royman was a talent picked and trained by Piaro. Grid’s expectations for her were high. 


  ***


  “We've arrived."


  A few minutes after Grid and White concluded the deal. The party finally reached the well in the west of the castle. It was the entrance to the dungeon. A two meter tall man stood beside it as a guard.


  “The experience of being hit by this man who can crush rocks into powder. Do you have to go through it?”


  Han Seokbong asked Grid one last time.


  “Hit me. I will be okay.”


  Ah, by the way.


  "White, you might get hurt. This gatekeeper isn’t normal.”


  “...Huh?”


  White was pale, but believed in the armor that Grid lent him. On the other hand, a person was watching them with an unpleasant face. It was the daughter of Han Seokbong, a knight belonging to the castle dungeon exploration team.




  Chapter 537


  Rare treasures, herbs, and various battle gear could be obtained from the dungeon underneath Pangea’s castle. In particular, people coveted the silver thread produced by the armored needles and called Pangea’s dungeon a treasure house. It was a land of opportunity that everyone wanted access to.


  Pangea’s knights and soldiers were exasperated by this. The castle’s dungeon was a treasure house? A land of opportunity? It was all crazy talk. The castle’s dungeon was hell. It was the worst place on this earth that was filled with powerful and atrocious monsters.


  Today, and tomorrow as well. The knights and soldiers had to go on expeditions to stop the monsters in the dungeon from looking for trouble in Pangea. They risked their lives, and now those seeking riches demanded entrance to the dungeon. A volunteer with no combat skills was just a burden on them. For example, these blacksmiths.


  ‘These blacksmiths have no shame.’


  Grid and White arrived with Han Seokbong. The blacksmiths who won this year’s competition were enemies in the eyes of the knights. They hated the blacksmiths for coming with such a light heart, while they shed blood in the dungeon. In this cold atmosphere, Han Seokbong’s daughter Sua came forward.


  “Father.”


  "Oh, Sua.”


  Sua was a beautiful woman who could be called the first beauty of the kingdom. Moreover, she was gentle, intelligent, and excellent at martial arts. Han Seokbong always boasted about her achievements. She was the captain of the dungeon exploration team, the Red Phoenix Group.


  She looked like an actress in a historical drama with her black hair tied up with a hairpin and her luxurious clothing.


  ‘Pretty.’


  Grid couldn’t help admiring Sua. It was very rare.


  Who was Grid? He was the husband of Irene and surrounded by the most beautiful women in the world, Jishuka and Yua. He even had a pretty little sister. In other words, Grid was very familiar with beauty. He was a man who didn’t feel inspired when seeing beauty.


  But he was overwhelmed the moment he saw Sua. The thick lips and glaring eyes captivated Grid’s mind.


  ‘There is something mysterious...’


  Was it because they were both Asians? Grid compared Sua to Yura, not Jishuka and Irene. Due to her overwhelming beauty, Yura made the surrounding scenery black and white. If she was a blooming flower, Sua was the moonlight.  She gave off a cool feeling that made him feel a strange lust. Was it the curves of her white neck?


  He couldn’t deny it, but there was something irritating him. There was a sense of disturbance despite her elegance.


  ‘Maybe...’


  Grid realized something. Sua was a similar age to Grid. She was more mature than Yura, who was a few years younger.


  ‘Won’t Yura change once she matures over the next few years?’


  Although her chest was unknown.


  ‘It will be sad if she gets medical help.’


  Grid was interrupted while thinking useless thoughts.


  “Is the expedition prepared?”


  "Yes, we do this every day.”


  "I was told by Captain Horang that the speed that the monsters are expanding their area is becoming faster... I am very worried about how long the Red Phoenix Group can endure.”


  “We all know that it’s over for Pangea if we fall. Don’t worry. We’re managing the schedule and taking care of our physical state.”


  Han Seokbong and Sua were talking about a heavy matter. Based on the contents of the conversation, the monsters in the dungeon were constantly expanding their area and becoming a threat to Pangea.


  ‘They can’t ask for help because of the monster community in the north.’


  Then he had a question.


  ‘What are the yangbans doing?’


  They were people were powers that he estimated to be equivalent to legends. In addition, the Hwan Kingdom they belonged to were affiliated with the Cho Kingdom.  It was said that Pangea’s Red Phoenix Bow was given to them by the Hwan Kingdom. Based on this, it was interpreted that the yangbans of the Hwan Kingdom would help out Pangea. 


  ‘It would be easy for the yangbans to solve the monster community in the north or the problem of the castle’s dungeon.’


  Then why did the yangbans leave Pangea alone?


  'Well, it’s good for me.’


  He could obtain this excellent hunting ground. A huge grin emerged on Grid’s face. He avoided Sua’s eyes. It was because his face would redden whenever he met her eyes. After the disappointment of his first love, Grid became very conscious of the opposite sex.


  "Hmm hmm, I want to enter the castle’s dungeon.”


  Rather than Han Seokbong, Sua was the one who responded to Grid’s words.


  "Can I ask why you would like to enter the castle’s dungeon?”


  Sua gave an oddly bewitching smile. Grid blushed the moment he met her eyes and tried to calmly reply.


  “I want to get the silver thread.”


  "Do you know how to obtain the silver thread? Oh, I was impolite. I’m Han Sua, and I’m the captain of the Red Phoenix Group that is in charge of the dungeon exploration. Please forgive me for the late introduction.”


  Sua bowed slightly and reached out to shake Grid’s hand. But Grid couldn’t hold her hand. His ears were red and he avoided looking at her. At this moment, Sua’s black eyes shone strangely.


  ‘This man...’


  It was obvious that he was someone who didn’t have experience with women. Sua thought he was funny. But that was it. She had no private interest.


  "I’ve already heard that you have succeeded in restoring the Red Phoenix Bow. Congratulations. I represent the people of Pangea and will pay back this grace. For example, giving you the silver thread as a gift.”


  “...!”


  Grid’s eyes shone as he heard he would be given the silver thread as a gift. It was a gift with tremendous value. But the two men had made up their minds.


  "No, I will get the silver thread directly.”


  Grid wanted to experience a new dungeon that would give him experience and raise his level. In addition, he wanted to help White get revenge for his father’s death by killing the armored needles. The two men were burning with fighting spirit.


  “The only way to get the silver thread is to hunt down the armored needles. But the armored needles are very strong. There are countless people who have lost their lives to this monster. One of them was Dawhite.”


  “...”


  "It is impossible for you to hunt an armored needle when you aren’t a warrior. It’s dangerous even if you go with our expedition. Unfortunately, I can’t allow you access to the dungeon.”


  "Didn’t the lord say I can enter if I resist one attack from the gatekeeper?”


  Sua’s expression changed at Grid’s words.


  “The gatekeeper isn’t an ordinary person, but a member of the Ung clan. He hasn’t learned martial arts, but his natural abilities surpass the imagination. Do you think you can endure the attack of the gatekeeper that is as powerful as the armored needle? Don’t hurt yourself and give up.”


  ‘Ung clan?’


  The gatekeeper standing by the well. He was over 2 meters tall and had a large belly. However, he wasn’t obese. It was just that his species was larger than others.


  ‘Let’s do it.’


  Grid shrugged.


  “Don’t worry. I can withstand it.”


  Grid tried to be as calm as possible. However, he was still uncomfortable and couldn’t meet Sua’s eyes. He was extremely conscious of Sua. 


  Sua scoffed at Grid. ‘The pride of an immature man is useless.’


  This futile pride could drive a person to their limits.


  ‘He can’t imagine it.’


  Han Seokbong sighed and whispered to Sua.


  “This is Pangea’s savior. Can’t you do it this once since your father is asking?”


  "I am refusing because he’s our savior. What if his body gets hurt?”


  "But look at the armor that he’s wearing.  Doesn’t it seem durable? He might not be able to use the armor properly, but at least survival is guaranteed. In addition, tell Ung to use only 30% of his power.”


  “...”


  Certainly, the armor looked really durable. It was armor made by stacking many iron plates sculpted to look like dragon scales. It was a beautiful masterpiece.


  "10% is enough. Otherwise he might be unconscious for a few days.”


  "Yes, you thought well. We will let him know not to be too greedy.”


  Nod.


  Sua led Grid and White towards the gatekeeper. Gatekeeper Ung. He didn’t care about the lord coming with precious guests. He was yawning while looking at the distant mountain.


  “What?”


  Sua whispered to Ung, who was scratching his head and looking confused.


  “Hit one of them. Use 10% of your strength.”


  “I understand.”


  Ung snorted like a bull and moved his huge arms. At that moment.


  "Prepare to move them to the infirmary.”


  Sua commanded the members of the Red Phoenix Group.


  Peeeeeong!


  Ung’s fist slammed into Grid’s belly. There was a sound wave as the sound of something hitting metal was heard.


  “This...!”


  Sua was stunned. Ung seemed to have used at least 50% of his strength.


  “No!”


  Han Seokbong paled. The person who restored the Red Phoenix Bow was going to be killed in front of him because he made a mistake.


  “What’s the fuss?”


  It happened when the Red Phoenix members were making troubled expressions.


  Shake shake.


  The fist stuck in Grid’s belly started shaking.


  “...Huh?”


  Han Seokbong, Sua, and the Red Phoenix members were shocked.


  ‘Why...’


  'Ung is making a pained expression?’ 


  That’s right. The big face of Ung was distorting. It turned red and sweat dripped down. On the other hand, Grid was fine. His expression was calm.


  ‘This is impossible!’


  ‘This can’t be.’


  Han Seokbong and Sua were amazed. They were expecting his intestines to be ruptured and his bones smashed, but Grid was fine? How solid was his armor? Someone muttered while Han Seokbong and Sua were speechless.


  “If he has this much defense, he will be able to save his life when attacked by an armored needle.”


  Grid was permitted access to the castle’s dungeon. But Grid looked troubled. Why?


  [You have suffered severe damage.]


  [Triple Layers has reduced the physical damage by 30%.]


  [You have suffered 2,303 damage.]


  Ung’s swinging fist was judged not to be a cut or a stab. It was considerable damage when taking into account that Triple Layers’ 50% damage reduction wasn’t activated. But this was only 10% of Ung’s power. The attack of the armored needle would be several times more painful.


  ‘Armored needle... They are much stronger than I expected.’


  They seemed more like boss monsters than ordinary monsters. If they appeared in large quantities, he would have to stop their attacks as much as possible.


  ‘It’s hard to operate the God Hands in the narrow dungeon.’


  This was a battlefield where extreme control was needed. Grid became tense. But White was even more nervous. He was extremely shocked when he saw the wound on the man’s hand that struck Grid.


  "That... I’ll give up today.”


  White thought that he could pay back his father’s enemies in another way. He was a wise man.




  Chapter 538


  “It’s a good idea.”


  Based on Ung’s fist, the monsters were a lot more powerful than Grid expected. He had no confidence that White could survive. White’s declaration that he would step down was very much in line with Grid’s thoughts.


  ‘At least he isn’t a disruptive character.’


  White was a middle-aged black man. Grid seriously liked him. He was looking at White with satisfaction when Sua approached.


  "It’s great that you are fine after being hit by Ung. Did you make this armor yourself?”


  Grid was able to withstand the attack for a reason. It was thanks to his stamina stat, not just Triple Layers. Grid had a huge 1,500 points in stamina. Grid’s minimum defense was equivalent to tankers in the mid-200s. But Sua wasn’t aware of this fact.


  From a common sense perspective, it was impossible for Grid to have high stamina when he was a blacksmith. Sua thought that Grid’s high defense was only due to his armor.


  "I made the armor."


  Chwaruruk!


  Grid puffed up his chest, highlighting the beautiful appearance of Triple Layers even further. The hundreds of black scales shone as they moved with Grid’s body, showing a superb art form created by a craftsman.


  “Okay. I won’t stop you any longer. You’re someone who can access the dungeon. However, if you want to preserve your body, be prepared to act according to our instructions.”


  “Yes.”


  Grid didn’t pay much attention to the instructions. Sua had been consistently polite from the beginning and her intentions were purely for Grid’s sake. There was no reason for Grid to think badly of Sua.


  ‘Well, I’ll end up doing what I want anyway.’


  Sua and the Red Phoenix members might be the elite troops, but they would have to concentrate on the armored needles instead of Grid after entering the dungeon. They wouldn’t have the capacity to control Grid.


  ‘Still, I won’t cross the line.’


  Considering the background of the East Continent and the strength of the armored needles, the skills of the Red Phoenix Group were probably above the Red Knights that he had met. It wasn’t unusual for them to be fourth advancement classes and to be stronger than Grid. They weren’t good people to become enemies with.


  ‘It would be fun to observe them one by one with the Great Lord’s Sword. I will take any talented people to Reidan.’


  As Grid was feeling greedy, the Red Phoenix team finished their preparations and started to enter the well one by one. They fell down the deep well without any hesitation.


  “Let's go.”


  “Yes.”


  Sua and Grid were left at the end.


  "Please be careful.”


  Sua was worried about Grid getting hurt. Her actions of trying to protect Grid made him smile.


  ‘Her sense of responsibility is unbelievably strong.’


  He had a good feeling. It wasn’t just because her touch on his arm was tender.


  ***


  [You have entered the dungeon of Pangea’s castle.]


  [The inner wall of the dungeon sucks out light. Using light tools or magic is meaningless.]


  [Your field of view has narrowed.]


  [This is a physical phenomenon. It can’t be resisted.]


  [You can only see within 5 meters of you.]


  'It’s worse than the vampire’s dungeon.’


  A darkness without any light. It was a darkness that seemed hard to adapt to, no matter how much time passed. Grid felt the need to estimate the size and shape of the dungeon. His fingers reached out to touch the wall and ended up stroking someone’s skin.


  At that moment.


  “Haaack!”


  A Red Phoenix member groaned as he was touched by Grid. The bearded man in his 40’s flushed and made a strange sound. It wasn’t good to see. His legs trembled and weakened.


  “Hey Ryu! I know that you have a lot of energy, but there is a time and a place!”


  "Doing something so wretched on the battlefield...”


  "At a time like this, when we’re with Captain Sua...”


  The Red Phoenix members seriously misunderstood.


  Stagger.


  Ryu felt chagrin as his body barely recovered.


  “I was just walking along! I didn’t do what you imagined!”


  “Making that sound just by walking?”


  "No, something suddenly caressed my wrist!”


  “...”


  Feeling like that just from his wrist being touched? Sua smiled at Ryu’s absurd plea.


  “Your body is very sensitive.”


  Ryu was ashamed and couldn’t raise his head, while Sua looked at him with interest. Grid thought it was like a cat with fish placed in front of it.


  ‘That pervert.’ 


  Sua probably wasn’t to his taste after all.


  ‘The mild Irene turns into a beast in the...’


  How much wilder would it be with Sua?


  ‘I should watch my hands.’


  Since he could only do it once a month, Grid hid his hands behind his back and gulped.


  Flash!


  Grid’s higher insight caught something shining in the darkness before anyone else.


  ‘Thread?’


  The dungeon passage allowed five heavily armed soldiers to walk side by side. The thread spread out like spiderwebs on one of the paths suddenly shone.


  ‘It can’t be... Is that silver thread?’


  The moment Grid felt astonished.


  “An armored needle!”


  The Red Phoenix Group discovered it one step later than Grid and prepared for battle. They pulled the bow and aimed at all the other passages apart from the one blocked by the silver thread.


  Step, step.


  The bows aimed at the passage that footsteps were coming from.


  "It’s coming!"


  Pik!


  Pipipipipit!


  The Red Phoenix members attacked in unison. It was quick and accurate archery.


  Puk!


  Puuoooook!


  “Kuwaaaah!”


  A scream rang out from the dark passage. It was proof that the arrows of the Red Phoenix members had hit their target.


  “Isn’t it great?”


  Measuring the position of an invisible target using sound and shooting the arrow accurately.


  ‘What is their Bow Mastery level?’


  Grid admired it while Sua handed him a yellow talisman.


  “During the battle, I can’t pay attention to your safety. Please have this talisman.”


  [The Protection Talisman has been acquired.]


  [It can invalidate an enemy attack when carried. This effect can only be used once.]


  [After defeating an enemy’s attack, your defense will increase by 20% for two minutes.]


  [The item will disappear after the effect ends.]


  ‘A one time invincible buff item?’


  It was unfortunate that it would be destroyed, but it had a great effect. In particular, it would be godly in PvP or raids. It would sell for a huge price if it could be traded between players.


  ‘The Red Phoenix Group is giving me such a valuable item...’


  Grid felt a great appreciation towards Sua. But he was soon disappointed.


  ‘It’s an untradable item?’


  He couldn’t even move it to his pet inventory. His plan to keep it and sell it later was useless.


  ‘Maybe it will be consumed in this dungeon.’


  Grid clicked his tongue with regret.


  “Kuwaaah!”


  Four armored needles with arrows piercing their bodies finally showed up. They were zombies wearing bamboo hats. Their silver armor was melting down, embedding in the rotten blood vessels of the zombies. Based on this, Grid deduced one fact.


  ‘The blood of the armored needles are hot enough to melt silver.’


  It was a good idea to avoid their blood when attacking the armored needles.


  ‘I have to rely on the God Hands for this part.’


  Chaaeng!


  Chaeeeeeng!


  The Red Phoenix members started to deal with the five armored needles. They actively used swordsmanship, which was even better than the archery skills they showed before. But the armored needles were undead monsters. They couldn’t feel pain and weren’t afraid of wounds. They fought fiercely despite being stabbed by the Red Phoenix members’ swords.


  Peeeeeong!


  The swordsmanship of the armored needles combined power and speed. They were so fast and powerful that the Red Phoenix members couldn’t avoid the blows. They had to defend, forcing them to take a few steps back every time. Some of them fell down.


  ‘But.’


  In Grid’s eyes, the armored needles weren’t a match for the Red Phoenix members.


  The Red Phoenix members were really proficient in battle and had high stats. There was surprisingly no fourth advancement class, but the armored needles were thoroughly marked due to the number superiority. It seemed impossible for the armored needles to hurt the group.


  However, this was a rash judgment. The armored needles started showing their true skills.


  Chwarururuk!


  “Be careful!”


  The armored needles realized that swordsmanship alone wasn’t enough to overpower the enemies and simultaneously changed battle modes. After inflating the muscles of their body, they extracted the silver thread embedded in their rotten blood vessels. Then they used the thread to threaten the Red Phoenix members.


  “Ugh!”


  The Red Phoenix members became busy. The silver thread was like a living serpent that stretched out in all directions. Sweat flowed down as they focused on protecting their bodies.


  ‘How hard is it?’


  The silver pieces melted into the blood vessels and the armored needles used them as weapons. The situation changed rapidly the moment the silver thread was used as a weapon. The Red Phoenix couldn’t find a way to counterattack and also had to protect their bodies.


  ‘Certainly... It is very tricky.’


  One armored needle took out around 8~15 strands of silver thread that were 10 meters long. The armored needles used great skill to wield all the strands freely at the enemies.


  ‘That can’t be avoided. I have to definitely fight with the God Hands.’


  It might be different if someone like Regas or Faker were here, but no one present could act freely in front of the silver thread.


  Jjejejeok!


  Pepepepeong!


  The silver thread was very strong. When it encountered the sword of a Red Phoenix member, the member was thrown into the air and pierced the ground or wall like a bullet.


  ‘Sometimes it’s like a blade, and sometimes a whip...’


  The durability was also considerable, seeing that the thread didn’t get damaged by the swords and armor of the Red Phoenix members. There was a reason why the blacksmiths of the East Continent considered the silver thread to be the best material. 


  ‘It looks like a version of pavranium that is as thin as a thread. What is possible?’


  What items could be made with the silver thread? As Grid’s infinite imagination as a blacksmith ran wild, the Red Phoenix group was facing a great crisis.


  “They have appeared!”


  There were two main reasons for blocking the passage with the silver thread. The first was to block the intruders from escaping. The second was to buy time for the armored needles to fuse together. The fusion of the armored needles was terrible.


  At least two armored needles were connected together with silver thread and became one. Of course, there was no inconvenience with their movements due to the seamless connection. Therefore, it could be described as a monster optimized for war, with at least two extra limbs.


  “Kyaaaaaah!”


  The sound of the monster’s roar exploded from the pathway blocked by the silver thread.


  “Everyone retreat!”


  Sua had never experienced facing four armored needles at the same time and instructed the Red Phoenix members to retreat. But the armored needles didn’t allow them to leave. The silver thread shot out like spiderwebs to block the retreat. The Red Phoenix members’ attempt to get to the passage behind Grid was blocked off.


  “This...!”


  The Red Phoenix fell into confusion. A fused armored needle with four limbs and five ordinary ones ran at them! Danger was approaching. Sua felt a strong sense of responsibility. She was the captain of the Red Phoenix group and successor of Han Seokbong. She couldn’t let the Red Phoenix members and the saviour of Pangea, Grid, die in this place. She flew forward without hesitation and faced the armoured needles alone.


  “I will buy time while you run away!”


  “Captain!”


  “Young Lady!”


  The Red Phoenix members couldn’t stop her. Sua was the fastest among them and had already fallen into the middle of the enemies. However, Grid was beside her.


  “You!?”


  No, what was with this blacksmith? Why did he come to die when she sacrificed herself to let him run away? Sua thought it was absurd when an unexpected development occurred.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Intense energy moved around Grid as he completed the sword dance and wielded the +9 Failure.


  “Wave.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  A powerful  light was shot from Failure and moved through the darkness.
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  Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave, had the lowest attack power among all the techniques. The level 6 Wave only dealt 230% of his attack power. It was a little over double his flat damage. It was incredibly low for a legendary rated skill. It was occasionally a powerful skill considering it was a ‘wide area’ attack. However, this lost its utility after the skills of the third advancement classes were released.


  But it still had unique strengths. All targets hit by it would be affected by a slowing effect. In other words, it was a wide area CC skill, and it was natural for the attack power to be low. This was if the user was an ordinary player.


  “Wave.”


  The white light that was emitted only by a +9 enhanced weapon. A powerful light wave of energy was shot from Failure. The bodies of the armored needles chasing after the Red Phoenix members were damaged.


  Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa! Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  The explosion shook the dungeon. Blood spurted from the armored needles while parts of the dungeon failed to survive the aftermath of the shock.


  [You have dealt 15,310 damage to the target. The target’s speed will decrease by 63%.]


  [You have dealt 16,004 damage to the target. The target’s...]


  [You have dealt...]


  ...


  ...


  “Y-You...?”


  Sua stared at Grid with a stunned expression. A blacksmith using swordsmanship? It was also extremely strong swordsmanship!


  “What is your identity?”


  Sua was confused. Grid placed extra strength in the arm wrapped around her waist. It was to protect her from the blood that was like lava that came from the armored needles. But it wasn’t easy. It was impossible to avoid all the blood with Grid’s control abilities.


  'The blood dissolves anything it touches.’


  It was impossible for a person to be safe. In the end, Grid called for the best assistance.


  “God Hands!”


  Pa pa pa pat!


  Four golden hands appeared immediately in response to Grid’s call and moved quickly. They protected Sua and Grid as much as possible from the blood.


  Chiiiik!


  The God Hands burned fiercely when touched by the armored needles’ blood. Sua’s surprise became larger.


  ‘They are fine despite being hit by the armored needles’ blood and can move by themselves?’


  The East Continent people had wide imaginations. In the treasure houses of the various kingdoms, there were many things outside common sense. Yes, like the golden hands currently summoned by Grid. That’s right. In Sua’s eyes, the God Hands looked like divine beings and Grid was a daoist, which was how he could use swordsmanship despite being a blacksmith. He was mysterious and overwhelming. 


  On the other hand, Grid was relieved.


  ‘Thank god she is wearing armor.’


  Grid had hesitated when he was about to put an arm around Sua to protect her. He was worried about what would happen if she experienced his hands. Fortunately, Sua was wearing excellent armor. No matter how dexterous Grid’s fingers, it was impossible to cause someone to feel pleasure by touching armor. Sua luckily didn’t feel Grid’s touch.


  "Step back.”


  The armored needles were currently slowed. Grid handed Sua to the Red Phoenix members and urged them to move away.


  “What is his real identity?”


  “A blacksmith using swordsmanship...”


  "I heard he used the white phosphorus wood to restore the Red Phoenix Bow. Is he really a daoist?”


  ‘They don’t know Pagma’s name?’


  White once mentioned a legendary blacksmith. In addition, Pagma was a person presumed to be born on the East Continent. Grid thought that people on the East Continent would know Pagma. However, that didn’t seem to be the case.


  ‘Well, not everyone will know a legendary blacksmith.’


  It was likely that Pagma didn’t have as much reputation on the East Continent because he was more active on the West Continent.


  ‘My reputation here might transcend Pagma’s reputation.’


  His heart jumped at this thought. An area that couldn’t be reached by others. Grid felt joy at the opportunity to gain new achievements. Grid’s smile was distorted with greed as he questioned Sua and the Red Phoenix members.


  "All of you are careless for a group who has been steadily exploring the dungeon. Are you originally like this? Or are you in bad shape today?”


  Grid felt great disappointment in the Red Phoenix members. Experiencing a crisis in their first engagement after entering the dungeon, it was absurd and pathetic. The armored needles were strong, but the skills of the Red Phoenix group wasn’t as much as he expected.


  “That...”


  Grid's sarcastic tone. It was enough to undermine their pride as those who dedicated their lives to defending Pangea. But the Red Phoenix didn’t get offended. No, they couldn’t feel offended. They weren’t qualified. They understood Grid’s tone.


  “...”


  Sua explained instead of the silent Red Phoenix members.


  “Originally, the armored needles rarely travel together. We have been coming here for several years and this is the first time we’ve been attacked by five.”


  The basic tactic of the Red Phoenix group was to form a team of eight people. Eight people were needed to hunt one armored needle, and the highest number that had appeared at one time was three. It was unusual for five of the armored needles to appear at the same time. The Red Phoenix members deserved praise for not instantly falling into confusion.


  But the result? It was the worst. They would’ve surely been wiped out if it wasn’t for Grid.


  “I don’t mean to imply that we are unlucky today. I am deeply embarrassed by our inability to thoroughly prepare for today’s situation. And... Thank you.”


  Grid didn’t respond to the bowing Sua. It was because of the conflict between the armored needles and the God Hands!


  ‘Already?’


  Grid was confused. Including the fused undead, there were a total of six armored needles. But still, what were the God Hands? He thought he could take advantage of the infinite stiffness and bind their feet for at least 20 seconds. But it failed to last even half of 20 seconds.


  ‘They can break Mjolnir’s offensive with their slow attacks?’ 


  Grid realized when it he faced the fist of the gatekeeper, but the armored needles were strong. The evidence was that they overpowered the God Hands. The lead God Hand. It held the Ultimate Enhanced Mjolnir and was the one with maximum power. It had fought for ages, but was now bound by the silver thread. The remaining three God Hands were hurriedly avoiding the silver thread.


  ‘I have to go hard.’


  Grid categorized them as boss monsters and summoned Noe and Randy.


  “Noe!”


  “Nyang!”


  There was a funny sound effect as Noe appeared and cried out.


  “The best demonic beast of hell has emerged! Nyang!”


  “Randy!”


  “I will help.”


  Then Randy appeared and copied Grid’s appearance.


  A talking cat. Two Grids.


  The Red Phoenix members were astonished as they watched Grid.


  ‘Sacred creature!’


  ‘A clone!’


  'Daoist! He is definitely a daoist!’


  It was natural for the Red Phoenix members to think so. Grid was too special. Grid didn’t care about what they were thinking and ordered Noe and Randy.


  "Noe, take the stats of the fused armoured needle. Randy will use ranged skills to help me. Make a gap so that the God Hands can strike the armored needles.”


  "I understand! Nyang!”


  “Yes.”


  Grid was convinced when he saw the armored needles break the God Hands’ infinite stiffness. The Red Phoenix members weren’t weak. They were the elites of the elites. It was just that the armored needles were too strong. Thus, it would be a challenge of strength. There was no room to hold back his strength.


  “Linked Kill Wave.”


  The armored needles were undead monsters. Their intelligence was significantly low.  They moved without thinking and conflicted with each other when moving along the relatively narrow passage. It was impossible for them to avoid Grid’s Linked Kill Wave in this passage.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Linked Kill Wave boasted damage that was several times higher than Wave. It shot out eight energy blades that contained 1,500% of his attack power. The armored needles hit by them were instantly turned to rags and their health gauge fell by more than half.


  Grid’s momentum increased. He calmly decided to finish them off as they rushed over.


  ‘If possible, let’s try not to consume the talisman in this fight.’


  It meant that he couldn’t be hit! It was ridiculous to deal with six boss monsters without being hit. However, Grid was serious.


  “Transcend.”


  The scene of transcendence was completed in an instant as Grid’s hair was swept upwards. Grid’s ears and sharp eyes were exposed as he stepped back from the armored needles and wielded his sword twice.


  Then two energy blades shot out.


  Pepeng!


  Pepepeng!


  "Kyaak!"


  The fraudulent ability of Transcend had been proven many times. It replaced Grid’s default attack with ranged attacks that had double his attack power. What if a buff skill was used in this state? It was a bombardment that no one could endure.


  “Blacksmith's Rage.”


  [Blacksmith's Rage has been used. Attack power will increase by 25% and attack speed will increase by 40% for 35 seconds.]


  “Kyaaaak!”


  The armored needles were angry. They were angry at being hit by their prey. They started moving quicker towards Grid.


  Pepepepeng!


  Pepepepeok!


  After using Blacksmith’s Rage, Grid wielded the sword three or four times while stepping back. The momentum of the armored needles decreased. In particular, the one at the forefront was on the verge of having its health extinguished. Grid was excited.


  “Hahat! Kuhahahahat! You are too slow!”


  “...”


  Sua and the Red Phoenix members were just watching the battle. The evil that had taken so many lives. The ghastly armored needles were just scarecrows in front of Grid.


  "How can he be so stro... Ah!”


  The Red Phoenix members flinched in unison.


  Puoook!


  It was because a few strands of silver thread appeared behind Grid. An armored needle secretly shot it through the ground in order to attack Grid.


  "Danger!"


  Sua hurriedly shouted but it was too late. Grid was busy with the armored needles in front of him and not paying attention to the rear.


  "Ah...!"


  The moment that Sua and the Red Phoenix members felt desperate.


  “Come out! Overgeared Skeletons!”


  Pahat!


  A little ahead of where the silver thread emerged. Two skeletons popped up behind Grid. Then they were hit by the silver thread instead of Grid.


  “Huh?”


  There were a large number of people on the East Continent who could summon skeletons. But it was uncommon for people to use them as shields. Grid summoned the skeletons again.


  ‘It is good that the East Continent has a high mana regeneration rate.’


  It was the environment that best harmonized with the Ring of Absurdity.


  Clack! Clack clack clack clack!


  Peok! Pasak!


  Noe, Randy and the God Hands were used for attack purposes, while the strands of silver thread were blocked by the Overgeared Skeletons. Then a notification window popped up in front of him.


  [Overgeared Skeleton (1) and Overgeared Skeleton (2) are gradually growing accustomed to the silver thread.]
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  [Overgeared Skeleton (1) and Overgeared Skeleton (2) are gradually growing accustomed to the silver thread.] 


  “Wow.”


  The Overgeared Skeletons had a concept of growing skeletons. The Overgeared Skeletons were so special that even Braham, who had the ‘most of the world is trivial’ mentality, advised that it would be better to give the Overgeared Skeletons an opportunity to learn.


  However, the Overgeared Skeletons started at level 1 and their basic stats and growth rate were low. Grid didn’t have much expectation for the Overgeared Skeletons.


  'I thought they would be useless for a few more months.’


  This was a mistake. The Overgeared Skeletons could be summoned freely within one meter of Grid. The Overgeared Skeletons were able to faithfully fulfill their role as a shield, even at level 1. Their potential was also exploding thanks to their unique learning abilities. It was amazing that they became accustomed to the silver thread after dying nine times. 


  ‘The fact that they are accustomed to it means they’ve grasped the characteristics of the silver thread?’


  The Overgeared Skeletons were able to analyze the elements of the silver thread and the attack patterns while dying nine times. Then they could construct a body that more effectively resisted the attacks of the silver thread.


  ‘I would say that they are a two time shield, not a one time shield... No, that’s too much.’


  Once again, the Overgeared Skeletons were only level 1. At level 1, they had 3 strength, 3 stamina, 3 agility and 1 intelligence. Their total health was 45 points. The Overgeared Skeletons would still die even if they analyzed the silver thread and strengthened their bodies.


  ‘Hrmm... Once I return to the village, I should catch chickens and raise their level.’


  It was great to see the Overgeared Skeletons grow.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Grid kept the armored needles in front of him in check. 


  Chwarururuk!


  The silver thread in the rear once again threatened Grid. Grid scoffed. He drank a mana potion and once again summoned the Overgeared Skeletons.


  “Come out!”


  Clack! Clack! 


   The Overgeared Skeletons made a distinctive sound as they emerged from the ground. Grid previously hated this noise, but now it sounded good.


  ‘These pretty guys. Now, become a shield with that hardened body... Eh?’


  Grid doubted his eyes. The Overgeared Skeletons summoned at the place where the silver thread was heading. The skeletons summoned to be a shield for their master were avoiding the silver thread instead?


  "Eh?”


  What were they doing? Of course, Grid standing behind the Overgeared Skeletons was hit by the silver thread instead.


  Jjejejeok!


  [You have been attacked!]


  [The Protection Talisman has been activated!]


  [A shield to block the damage has been created!]


  [Your defense will increase by 20% for 2 minutes.]


  “...”


  He lost his talisman that he wanted to save for bosses? It was also because of his pet! Grid thought it was absurd and closed his eyes for a moment, before exploding in anger.


  “You stupid things!”


  He summoned them to act as shields, only for them to avoid the damage? The Overgeared Skeletons stared back at Grid.  There wasn’t a single bit of guilt in their expressions. It was natural. A pet was obligated to be helpful to their master if summoned.


  However, the Overgeared Skeletons had already been killed nine times by the silver thread. It meant the Overgeared Skeletons weren’t faithful to their roles after growing. The sparkling thread killed them every time they were summoned. Their first priority was to survive and succeed.


  [The Overgeared Skeletons (1) and Overgeared Skeletons (2) have acquired the skill ‘Avoid the Silver Thread.’]


  [Avoid the Silver Thread]


  Category: Passive


  There is a low chance of avoiding the silver thread wielded by the armored needles.


  ‘It isn’t a rise in strength, but evasion.’


  It was very rare for a pet to acquire the proper skill under their own judgment. The potential of the Overgeared Skeletons was very high.


  ‘Can the skeleton warriors grow into death knights?’


  Clack! Clack clack!   


  Their ribs expanded as if they were talking to Grid. It was like they were waiting for compliments.


  “Sigh... Yes, well done. Good job.”


  Grid lost a huge item, but he was glad to see the potential of the Overgeared Skeletons. Grid laughed and gave an order to the Overgeared Skeletons.


  "Stand still and watch how I fight. It can be studied.” 


  Pepeng! Pepepepeng!


  The duration of Transcend was over. Grid quickened the speed at which he swung the +9 Failure. He ignored controlling his stamina and did his best. But it wasn’t a good situation. Why? The armored needles learned how to respond to Grid’s ranged attacks.


  Chwarururuk!


  The armored needles crossed their silver thread with each other, entangling the silver thread like a spiderweb.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Transcend was blocked by the spiderweb shield.


  ‘This is great.’


  Grid didn’t panic, and instead felt admiration. He knew from the beginning that one strand of silver thread had strength higher than steel. It was rare for the dozens of silver thread layered together to not be able to block any physical force. Yes, it was rare.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Taack!


  The moment Transcend ended. Grid changed his combat style from intercepting from a distance. He rushed at the armored needles.


  “What?”


  Sua and the Red Phoenix members were startled. They were confused that the calm Grid would suddenly jump into the enemy.


  “Plunging into the range of the silver thread...! It’s dangerous!”


  A member of the Red Phoenix group screamed out urgently. The armored needles were strongest when it came to melee ability. It was reckless for Grid to face six armored needles in close combat alone.


  “Let’s cover him.”


  Sua had the same thought. She decided that she needed to help Grid with the other Red Phoenix members. But after a moment.


  “...Huh?”


  “Ha!”


  Sua and the Red Phoenix members stiffened.


  “Pinnacle Kill.”


  The web of silver thread protecting the armored needles. There was a white flash as soon as it reached Grid.


  Sakak-!


  “...!”


  The web of silver thread split to the left and right, scattering.  Then the armored needle in the front was split apart. It was the moment when the ‘Bisect’ effect of Failure and the ignore 100% defense of Pinnacle Kill was combined.


  [Critical!]


  [You have defeated an armored needle.]


  [123,509,000 experience has been acquired.]


  ‘Good!’


  Once again, the experience lived up to the strength. Grid was delighted at gaining so much experience after defeating one armored needle. At the same time, he broke through the gap and fired Linked Kill.


  Puk!


  One hit.


  Puk puk!


  Two hits, three hits!


  Puk puk puk!


  Four hits, five hits, six hits!!


  It was difficult for the armored needles to endure after being subjected to the bombardment of Linked Kill Wave and Linked Kill. They turned to grey as soon as their health was exhausted. But Grid couldn’t let go of his tension. The largest fused armored needle remained.


  “Nyang! It hurts!”


  Noe screamed from where he was struggling to tie up the fused armored needle alone. Grid hastily shifted his gaze and saw that Noe’s plump body was full of wounds. His fur was covered in dirt and blood. His tail was hanging down and his eyes were moist.


  Grid used Restraint to save Noe that was tied up by the silver thread. The fused armored needle stepped back from Grid and the silver thread around Noe was loosened. 


  "Miong.”


  Noe flapped his wings tirelessly. He rushed towards Grid, who rubbed Noe’s head. 


  “You suffered. Go and rest.”


  “Nyang... I will be looking forward to a delicious meal.”


  Noe immediately returned to the pet inventory. Now the fused armored needle recognized Grid as an enemy.


  “Kyaooooh!”


  Teteteteng!


  Dozens of silver threads shot towards Grid like a bullet.


  Gulp!


  Grid swallowed his saliva. The gatekeeper had the same strength as the armored needle. Grid lost 2,303 health when hit by a fist. If he was attacked by the fused armored needle, it meant that a minimum of 23,000 health would be lost. Of course, it was likely that the damage would be much higher. Even Grid would shrink back, despite his high health.


  “Quick Movements!”


  The silver thread aimed at their target. Grid used a buff to increase his agility and then used Randy and the God Hands to defend. However, the God Hands and Randy could only defend from two or three silver strands each. The rest of the silver thread had to be blocked with Grid’s own power.


  “Link!”


  Chaaeng!


  Chaeeeeeng!


  It had been a few minutes since they started fighting. Grid was relatively familiar with the pattern of the silver thread and knew that it was difficult to avoid. But the number of silver threads controlled by the fused armored needle was nearly three times higher than the ordinary armored needles. It meant there were still hidden silver threads!


  Chwarururuk!


  As Grid struck the silver thread, the fused armored needle fired several more.


  ‘This is bad!’


  It couldn’t be avoided. The moment that Grid thought so, several silver thread pierced his chest.  Sua and the Red Phoenix members paled.


  “Pangea’s Duke of Virtue!”


  “Grid!”


  Grid was dead. Everybody thought so. However...


  [Lantier’s Cloak has reduced the damage of all stabbing and cutting attacks by 20%.]


  [Triple Layers has reduced physical damage by 30%.]


  [Triple Layers has reduced the damage of stabbing attacks by 50%.]


  [You have suffered 2,195 damage.]


  [You have suffered 2,308 damage.]


  [You have suffered 2,240....]


  [You have suffer...]


  ...


  ...


  [The enemy’s weapon has been caught by the niches in Triple Layers and Sword Break is used.]


  [The target’s weapon durability has dropped.]


  “...”


  What? The attack was more itchy than painful! Grid was surprised by the unexpected result, while Sua and the Red Phoenix members were more stunned. It was natural.


  Jjejejejeok!


  The silver thread was caught in the gaps in Triple Layers and cracked!


  “T-This is impossible...”


  The silver thread that had killed so many people was damaged by armor. But Grid was fine and managed to neutralize the silver thread.


  “How? How are you so strong?”


  Sua asked in a trembling voice and Grid replied.


  “It’s being overgeared.”


  Peeeeeong!


  The head of the fused armored needle was blown away.
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  “Overgeared...?”


  It was an unfamiliar word to Sua and the Red Phoenix members. As they were feeling puzzled, the fused armored needle howled.


  “Kiyaaaaah~!”


  The fused armored needle had taken many lives with overwhelming strength. Today its position was the opposite. Grid was the hunter. For him who was aiming to be at the top of two billion users, the fused armored needle was nothing more than a mass of experience.


  "You’re weak.”


  Grid laughed at the fused armored needle. The fact that he had been hit by the silver thread had long since disappeared from his memories.


  Puk! Seokeok! Puk.


  Grid’s Failure cut and stabbed at the armored needle. The increased 20% attack damage in the darkness caused the +9 Failure to be overwhelming.


  Puhahahak!


  The blood of the fused armored needle rose like a fountain. Grid couldn’t tolerate being hit by that much blood. He tried to avoid as much blood as possible while blocking the rest with the God Hands.


  Chiiiik!


  The blood that came into contact with the God Hands evaporated and disappeared.


  “Kukukuk!”


  The smile didn’t leave Grid’s face as he looked at the fused armored needle through the gap in the golden fingers.


  ‘This game is truly about items.’


  The armored needle and silver thread. It was weaker than expected, but think about it. What if Grid didn’t have Lantier’s Cloak? Grid would’ve suffered several times the damage and he would be in a great crisis. The armored needle was very strong when handling dozens of silver threads. It was only helpless in front of Grid.


  “Kyaaaak!”


  The two armored needles connected by the silver thread roared and inflated its muscles. Then the silver threads shot at Grid again. Exactly 27 threads tangled towards as one, turning into a drill that aimed at Grid’s heart.


  'It’s a really flexible weapon.’


  It could be used as a spider web to defend or a drill to attack. The more he looked, the crazier it was. Grid was filled with greed and counterattacked just before the silver thread pierced him.


  “Revolve.”


  Jjeejeeeong!


  The timing of using the counterattack was inevitable because Grid’s control abilities improved greatly after going against the top rankers in the National Competition.


  Peeok!


  The orbit of the silver thread was reversed by Failure and penetrated the head of the fused armored needle.  


  [The double fused armored needle has been defeated.]


  [259,504,141 experience has been acquired.]


  [A silver thread has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [As someone with a second class, you will receive a level up bonus. 12 stat points have been acquired.]


  [Six points have been forcibly invested into intelligence due to the influence of the second class, Legendary Great Magician.]


  “Sigh...”


  Grid checked his health status. During the battle, it was inevitable that he would allow some strikes from the silver thread. But this was largely neutralized by the increased defense and resistance of his items. But it still wasn’t an easy battle. In order to defeat six armored needles, Grid summoned Randy, Noe, and the God Hands, and used almost all of his skills. It was a matter of using all his effort.


  Thanks to his level up, Grid’s stamina was fully recovered. However, his mental state was quite tired. He hoped he could relax while his skill cooldown times came back. He sat down and opened his inventory. It was to check the loot he acquired. There were rotten leather, rotten bones, etc. Nothing was of value except for two silver threads.


  [Silver Thread]


  Attack Power: 100~????


  Durability: 1,000/1,000


  Fragments of silver armor that have been shaped in the blood vessels of the armored needles for many years.


  Unlike ordinary silver thread that only has a thin coating of silver, this is made of pure silver. It also contains the powerful magic power of the armored needle.


  Depending on the skill level of the user, it can be used in various ways due to its different forms.


  * It is classified as a secondary weapon.


  Conditions of Use: Secondary Weapons Mastery Advanced Level 5. More than 2,000 dexterity.


  * The silver thread can be shot quickly if you have more than 2,000 dexterity.


  * If you have more than 2,500 dexterity, you can twist 5 or less strands of silver thread together to create the desired shape.


  * If you have more than 3,000 dexterity, you can twist 10 or less strands of silver thread together to create the desired shape.


  * If you have more than 4,000 dexterity, the speed at which you can control the silver thread is doubled.


  *  If you have more than 4,000 dexterity, you can twist 20 or less...


  ...


  ...


  * The silver thread can be used as a material for making items. However, a craftsman level blacksmithing skill is required.


  Weight: 5


  The minimum damage was very low while the maximum damage seemed to have no limit. A little while ago, he saw the attack of the fused armored needle that twisted together 27 strands of silver thread.


  ‘Amazing... However, it’s rare for people to learn Secondary Weapons Mastery and the advanced level probably hasn’t appeared yet.’


  It was 10 meters long. At this point, it was a secondary weapon that probably only Grid could use.


  'I need to raise my dexterity...’


  Grid grasped the two strands of silver thread with his fingers. Irene would be delighted if he gained more dexterity... Sua approached him as he was seriously thinking.


  "Are your wounds okay?”


  Grid laughed at her worry.


  "As you can see, I’m strong.”


  The wounds caused by the silver thread were already healing. It was a tremendous recovery speed. Was it due to his high stamina stat? That was just the basics. The reason for Grid’s fast recovery speed was the God Hands. To be precise, it was the effect of Goddess Rebecca’s Blessing attached to the pavranium. The blessing of Goddess Rebecca increased Grid’s health recovery rate by 300%. This was a basic element that made up Grid’s strength.


  ‘This man...’


  Sua’s gaze towards Grid became more favorable. He didn’t lose composure despite facing six armored needles and there was also his strong body. He was the blacksmith capable of restoring the Red Phoenix Bow and was virtuous enough to get the title of Pangea’s Duke of Virtue.


  She couldn’t help feeling favorable towards him. Of course, it wasn’t a crush, but pure respect. Sua had a type of rational personality.


  ‘Indeed, he’s a daoist?’


  Daoist. It was a state of a half-god that only those who cultivated daoism could reach. They were known to enjoy eternal life in Shangri-La and had mysterious powers.  It was likely that Grid was a daoist. 


  “Hum hum.”


  Grid suddenly coughed. His face was red due to the beautiful Sua gazing at him. He looked around the area in a desire to hide it. Sua was convinced when she saw it.


  ‘He isn’t a daoist.’


  A daoist wouldn’t be like this. If Grid was a daoist, then he wouldn’t feel embarrassed about the opposite sex. In the first place, Grid’s force was overwhelming and beyond mysterious. It was a different existence from a daoist.


  ‘It’s different from the yangbans...’


  Of course, Grid wasn’t a yangban. It was unimaginable to most people, but the yangbans were trash who treated ordinary humans as insignificant beings. If Grid was a yangban, he would’ve watched as Sua and the Red Phoenix members died.


  ‘In the first place, he wouldn’t have wanted the silver thread if he was a yangban.’


  This meant that Grid was an ordinary person.


  'A regular person... Ah.’


  Sua was deep in thought and belatedly realized something. Grid was burdened by her gaze.


  “I was rude. I’m sorry.”


  Grid waved his hand at the bowing Sua.


  "There’s no need to be sorry. Was the silver thread originally this hard to obtain?”


  He killed six armored needles and only got two strands of silver thread. In order to use it directly as a weapon or as a material for items, Grid wanted to secure a large quantity. Sua belatedly noticed the silver thread in Grid’s hands and was shocked.


  "You got silver thread...!?”


  Originally, it was very hard to obtain the silver thread. It was because the moment the armored needles died, the silver thread in their blood vessels would disappear in an instant due to corrosion. In the four years since Han Seokbong organized the dungeon expedition team, only seven silver threads had been obtained.


  "You must be really lucky to obtain two silver threads.”


  Sua was delighted. Grid realized that the drop rate for the silver thread was the worst based on her reaction and stood up.


  "What’s the size of this dungeon?”


  "We haven’t been able to measure it. The Red Phoenix group hasn’t gone into the depths before.”


  The Red Phoenix group wasn’t as strong as Grid. They went into the dungeon every day, but could only kill two or three armored needles at best.


  "Our goal is to go to the end of the dungeon to investigate the cause behind the armored needles and destroy them. But unlike our hearts, we’re at a standstill every day."


  “...”


  "We still have pride. The residents of Pangea can enjoy a happy life because we’re able to stop the advance of the armored needles."


  Beautiful. Sua was pretty inside and out. 


  ‘Although she’s a bit of a pervert...’


  At that moment.


  [A quest has been created.]


  [Subjugate the Armored Needles (1)]


  Difficulty: S


  There are a large number of armored needles in the dungeon beneath Pangea Castle.


  Bring peace to Pangea by repelling those who can threaten Pangea at any time.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Kill 10 armored needles.


  Quest Reward: Affinity with the Red Phoenix group will rise. Five silver thread.


  ‘The armored needles are strong.’


  Grid hadn’t known that a monster hunting quest could be classified with a S-grade difficulty. The armored needles were truly strong. They had over 6 million health and their defense was twice as high as ordinary monsters. In addition, their swordsmanship was excellent, they had the irregularity of the silver thread and also their hot blood as a weapon.


  Grid expected that an ordinary level 300 player wouldn’t be able to go one on one with the armored needle. However, Grid was much stronger than the armored needles.


  “Okay. Then I’ll clear away as many armored needles as possible.”


  He had to gain the compensation of five silver threads. Grid’s motivation was burning as he started to move inside the cave. Then Sua cried out,


  "Why are you putting yourself in danger by running forward? Why are you struggling for other people?”


  Grid shrugged at her sincere worry.


  "I just want the silver thread. And I like you because you’re pretty.”


  “...Ah?”


  Grid spoke bluntly but the result was huge. Sua’s face turned red. She was called the flower of Pangea. A person who wasn’t affected when handsome men whispered sweet words to her was blushing? Grid didn’t know what a big deal it was. Grid was focused on the footsteps of the armored needles that he heard.


  ‘I’m starting.’


  Pahat!


  Grid threw the silver thread in the direction that the armored needle was approaching. It was very difficult to shoot the silver thread quickly. However, it was a simple thing for Grid who had over 3,000 dexterity.


  Pepeok!


  "Kyaaaak!"


  The armored needle screamed as it was pierced by the silver thread that Grid threw and sped up its approach. Grid recovered the silver thread and shot it again.


  [You have dealt 930 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 370 damage to the target.]


  The damage was terrible. The damage was minimal and in the hundreds, so the armored needle received little damage. But Grid wasn’t shaken. Throwing the silver thread didn’t consume resources, meaning it wasn’t a burden.


  ‘What if I twist them together?’


  Sururuk.


  Grid moved his hands at a tremendous speed. The two strands of silver thread were joined together, becoming thicker with one pointed end.


  '...Isn’t he good at this?’


  That man, was there anything he couldn’t do?


  '...Oh, he’s good at everything?’


  Anything here was omitted.


  Peeok!


  As Sua’s imagination headed in a strange direction, the arrow shaped silver thread shot by Grid dealt over 2,000 damage to the armored needle.


  ‘Now I know.’


  Grid was completely satisfied. He became more and more desperate to secure a large amount of silver thread and swung Failure at the armored needles.




  Chapter 542


  [You have defeated an armored needle.]


  [121,599,800 experience has been acquired.]


  [Number of armored needles killed: 2/10]


  ‘This is delicious hunting.’


  The experience given by the armored needle was more than two times higher than that of the true blood vampires. Compared to the junior vampires in the cities, they gave 30 times more experience. Thanks to that, Grid reached level 322 and was rapidly gaining experience.


  But it was difficult to recognize Pangea Castle’s dungeon as an ideal hunting ground. It was because the armored needles didn’t often appear.


  “It’s like Sua said.’


  Armored needles were monsters who acted on their own. The first encounter with six of them was a special case. The Red Phoenix group were filled with a sense of security at infrequently encountering one armored needle, while Grid felt large regret.


  ‘It would be good if they constantly respawned two at a time.’


  He wanted to acquire a lot of silver thread. Grid felt impatient and anxious. If he combined all his titles, Grid’s dexterity was exactly 3,723. He could control a maximum of 10 silver threads, meaning he wasn’t satisfied with just two. He wanted to maximize his abilities by securing eight more silver threads quickly.


  “Hrmm.”


  They walked around for 10 minutes and only encountered two armored needles. From the other side of the passage, the sound of slow footsteps was heard again. Grid tried something new against it. Just as the armored needles restrained Noe and the God Hands, he tied up with armored needles using the two silver threads. The name...


  "Needle Binding!”


  It was a somewhat familiar name. But this wasn’t a playful name. It was a name that Grid came up with after serious thinking.


  Hwiririk!


  The silver thread rotated and tightly tied up the body of the armored needle. The waist and both arms were firmly tied up. It was a scene that showed how great Grid’s dexterity was.


  ‘Okay! I did it properly!’


  A smile of satisfaction appeared on Grid’s face. But his smile didn’t last long.


  "Eh?”


  “Uwaaaaah!”


  The armored needle exerted its strength and the silver thread was released?


  ‘The binding is too weak.’


  Two silver threads didn’t have enough strength. It wasn’t just the armored needles. Most monsters above level 200 would shake off the binding of two silver threads.


  ‘There must be at least 10 strands for binding.’


  Grid recalled the silver threads while thinking this and twisted the two strands into one. Then he shot it like an arrow. It took two seconds to control the two strands of silver thread. It meant it would take around 10 seconds to control 10 strands of silver thread. Grid felt the need to raise his dexterity to 4,000 points. If his dexterity reached 4,000, the control rate of the silver threads would double.


  What if he could control 10 silver threads in 5 seconds? The strongest system next to the pavranium would be born.


  ‘The only thing lacking is the throwing speed of the silver threads.’


  In the end, the silver thread was still just thread. It was very light. There was a clear limit to the speed at which Grid could throw it. It would be less effective against agile opponents. 


  ‘In order to take advantage of the silver thread as a weapon, it would be better to put a blade at the end. Or I can set up a trap on the battlefield to take advantage of it.’


  Dugun dugun!


  Grid grew considerably in the process of devising how to use the silver thread. He suddenly realized it. His development potential had grown exponentially since earning the silver thread.


  ‘If my current self fought against Kraugel at the National Competition, I would’ve 100% won.’


  He was sure of it. The problem was that Kraugel was also getting stronger. Kraugel obtained the Sword Saint class that was described as the strongest combat class. Grid wasn’t sure how powerful Kraugel was now after dominating with a normal class.


  ‘...Ah, I think my pride is hurt.’


  He was lagging behind a normal class, despite having a legendary class? At the time, he thought it was natural due to his lack of talent. But now it was very shameful.


  ‘I need to wash away my mistakes.’


  Grid’s motivation shot up. His passion for forging ahead of Kraugel filled his heart.


  ***


  “Light?”


  Grid, Sua, and the Red Phoenix members finally recovered their normal vision when they reached deep inside the dungeon. The walls of the dungeon had the characteristics of sucking in light. Now jade covered the wall, letting out a soft light that illuminated the interior.


  “There was a place like this in the dungeon?”


  It had already been four years since the Red Phoenix group started the dungeon expedition. But in the meantime, they had never entered so deeply into the dungeon. They always returned after fighting a few armored needles at the entrance. But today was different.


  Grid took the lead and killed any armored needles that appeared, allowing those who followed him to enter deeply into the castle’s dungeon. Thanks to him, they were able to find themselves in a beautiful space surrounded by jade. They quickly started searching inside. There was a clear lake and precious herbs were naturally growing.


  “The temperature is just right. It’s a place where people can live if they have food.”


  "But what about these four passages? Won’t we be completely isolated if the armored needles attack us from all four passages?”


  “Um... That’s right.”


  What was this place? Some of the members who were searching found something immersed in the clear lake.


  "What is this? Heok! This!”


  “Treasure chest! Treasure chest!”


  As with any dungeon, treasure chests often appeared in Pangea Castle’s dungeon. But the probability was extremely low. In the last four years, the Red Phoenix group found no more than 10 treasure chests. Now a treasure chest was situated deep in a clear lake, like it didn’t want to be found. Grid showed great interest in it.


  "Will it contain gold?”


  It was three hours after entering the castle’s dungeon. Grid laughed brightly at the treasure box despite not being able to hunt a few prey. The Red Phoenix members stopped him as he reached out for the treasure chest.


  "It can be dangerous.”


  "Last year, a colleague opened a treasure chest found in this dungeon and was poisoned.”


  Their words were the truth. There was a 50% chance that a treasure chest in the dungeon would be a trap.


  “Then are you just going to leave it without opening it?”


  The Red Phoenix members shook their heads at Grid’s words.


  "That isn’t it. I’m just afraid that your life will be in danger.”


  "Leave it to us. Grid can’t be hurt.”


  Grid was clearing the armored needles on behalf of the Red Phoenix members. It was for his own reasons. But as a result, he was a great help to the Red Phoenix members and Pangea. The Red Phoenix wanted to repay the favor to Grid.


  Gulp.


  The Red Phoenix members pulled out the treasure chest from the lake and gulped. They were concerned about being poisoned or seriously injured when opening the treasure chest. They didn’t want to risk Grid getting hurt.


  Clink!


  The member’s hands shook and he grimaced. The Red Phoenix member eventually overcame his fear and opened the lid of the treasure chest. No, he tried to open it.


  “Huh? It didn’t open?”


  "Is this locked?”


  The tension of the Red Phoenix group was released for a moment. The solemn atmosphere somewhat brightened.


  “Isn’t it rare for locked treasure chests to contain traps?”


  "That's right. It’s usually filled with treasures.”


  “Ah...! Let’s give this to Grid!”


  They wouldn’t have made it here without Grid. The ownership of the treasure chest naturally belonged to Grid. The Red Phoenix group politely handed the treasure box to Grid.


  “There is a locksmith in Pangea. He can probably unlock this box within a week.”


  "It will cost quite a bit of money, since certain skills are required.” 


  “Yes.”


  Grid received the chest and frowned.


  [This chest contains special magic. The weight is incredible.]


  [Your weight gauge has been exceeded. Movement speed will decrease by 80%.]


  “...”


  His stamina being reduced to this level meant it was impossible to continue the armored needle quest. Grid still had to hunt three more armored needles, so this treasure chest would just be a burden. But Grid didn’t care. He had a universal key!


  Clink!


  Grid took out a black key and unlocked it at once. It was extremely easy. He just put the key in the lock, twisted it, and it was unlocked. Sua and the Red Phoenix members were shocked at the absurd sight.


  'Unlocking a dungeon treasure chest at once?’


  ‘What is this situation?’


  'Grid is really proficient... Was he born under a lucky star?’


  Sua didn’t know why her face was red. It was at that moment.


  [The trap box has been opened!]


  [Poisonous smoke has covered you!]


  [You have suffered 4,883 damage.]


  [You have been poisoned!] 


  [Your head is spinning around!]


  [You can’t move your lower body!]


  [You will lose 4,500 health per second!]


  [You have resisted.]


  [A mysterious figure appears!]


  [A quest has been created...]


  ...


  ...


  “G-Grid!”


  Sua and the Red Phoenix members were startled. It was because the poison emitted from the box was similar to the one that affected their colleague last year. Grid inhaled a lot of it and definitely wouldn’t be safe. The Red Phoenix members were surprised by the sudden situation, but Sua responded calmly and promptly.


  “Go to Grid and give him an antidote. Then escape from this place with Grid!”


  At that moment.


  “Who are you?”


  Someone’s voice was heard.


  “Kyaooooh!”


  Armored needles poured in from the four passages. There were eight of them. A middle aged man appeared behind Grid while the group was surrounded. Sua and the Red Phoenix members recognized him instantly. It was impossible not to recognize him.


  “Arube!”


  In the past, he was the closest aide for Han Seokbong. He was supposedly murdered by the evil daoist priest who attacked Pangea two years ago, only to be hiding deep in the dungeon. He was the master of the armored needles!


  “You... You betrayed father.”


  Sua was a smart girl. As a matter of fact, she sensed that Arube was behind the invasion two years ago.


  Arube smiled slyly. “Indeed, the anger of Pangea’s flower is beautiful. Okay, I will make you into a jiangshi. After death, you will serve me forever.”


  “You! How dare you insult the young lady!”


  The enraged Red Phoenix members pulled out their weapons and Arube smiled.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  “It has been seven years since I found the armored needles sleeping here. It was three years faster than Lord Han Seokbong. In the meantime, I have steadily tamed the armored needles, and they are now my faithful servants. You can’t lay one finger on my body. Before you reach me, you will be turned into minced meat by the silver threads.”


  “Ugh...”


  The Red Phoenix members flinched. They had forgotten about it due to their anger at Arube’s sudden appearance, but Arube had summoned eight armored needles. It was the worst situation.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Arube was filled with joy as he watched the frightened Red Phoenix members. He wrapped his arms around his chest as his face flushed.


  "Kukuk...! This is so exciting. Now you will know. I have dreamed of this moment since I happened to discover the armored needles seven years ago. The day that I can have Pangea and Sua in my hands!”


  “Crazy... Crazy traitor!”


  The Red Phoenix members realized that Aruba wasn’t sane. They became desperate. They didn’t know if Grid dying behind them was okay. They would die here today.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  “...”


  By the way, what was that sound? Why did they keep hearing the sound of hammering? Arube belatedly became aware of it, while Sua and the Red Phoenix members looked behind them. Then they became surprised.


  “G-Grid?”


  Grid was poisoned when opening the box. The person who was dying was currently squatting in front of an anvil.


  "?????"


  Question marks appeared over the heads of Sua and the Red Phoenix members.


  "Is he crazy?”


  Arube discovered Grid and frowned. He was very unhappy about a blacksmith ruining the historic moment.


  “Not knowing the current situation and hammering... Are you crazy?”


  Grid responded after Arube asked again.


  "Yes, I'm not normal.”


  Ttaang~!


  Item Combination.


  It had the disadvantage of being hard to use during battle due to the long usage time, but it produced overwhelming results once successful. Grid successfully combined the +9 Failure and +8 Grid’s Greatsword before commanding the God Hands.


  “Item Transformation. Failure.”


  Kiiiing.


  The four golden hands turned into golden shark-like greatswords. Soon after.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Since it was reproduced by pavranium, the four golden Failures exceeded the power of the original and pierced the bodies of the armored needles. The blood of the armored needles scattered in all directions, threatening Sua and the Red Phoenix members.


  “Linked Kill Wave.”


  Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa! Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  There was a storm of energy that overtook Arube.


  “Uh... Huh?”


  Arube couldn’t recognize the situation properly and reflexively shrunk back. Grid faced him and expressed thanks.


  “Thanks for the new quest.”


  Grid felt confident as soon as he learned about the contents of the SS grade quest.




  Chapter 543


  [Location of the Red Phoenix Bow]


  Difficulty Level: SS


  Arube, known to be murdered by the evil daoist priest, was actually alive.


  Arube is part of the group of a master daoist priests.


  The monsters were invited by the master priest, and now Pangea is isolated.


  Arube is now planning to occupy Pangea with his fully controlled army of armored needles.


  Find the whereabouts of the Red Phoenix Bow that was stolen by Arube and the evil daoist priest!


  Arube has a strong desire to survive and will give you a lot of information!


  Quest Clear Conditions: The capture or death of Arube.


  Quest Clear Rewards:


  1. Succeed in capturing Arube - Your character experience will increase by 30% and the quest ‘Location of the Red Phoenix Bow’ will link to the next part.


  2. Arube’s death - Your character will gain two levels and the quest ‘Location of the Red Phoenix Bow’ will disappear.


  ‘Amazing...’


  Shortly after being poisoned. Grid was thrilled when he checked the new quest. The story of Arube and the daoist priest was found because he met Idan and completed the ‘Find the Traces of the Great Hero!’ quest. He was able to enter the dungeon because he had a relationship with White and won the blacksmithing competition. Then there was a trap box unexpectedly found in the dungeon.


  The ‘Location of the Red Phoenix Bow’ quest was created the moment Grid’s actions came to a conclusion. It was presumed that if he completed the linked quest, he could acquire the original Red Phoenix Bow. The original Red Phoenix Bow? ‘Of course’ it was the strongest bow at present.


  It was said that Grid’s Red Phoenix Bow (Reproduction) was beyond the original, but the work had inherent limitations. The limits of a reproduction? The maximum rating was legendary. On the other hand, the original Red Phoenix Bow had at least a minimum rating of legendary and it could presumably go beyond that. It was inevitable that the reproduction of the Red Phoenix Bow was weaker than the original. This was the absolute system of the game. 


  What if unlike Grid’s expectations, the original was weaker than the reproduction? It didn’t undermine the value of the original. It was because the original had the Red Phoenix Breath.


  [Red Phoenix’s Breath]


  A blessing of the Red Phoenix.


  It will increase fire resistance by 30%.


  It can be used to infuse items with the powerful aura of the Red Phoenix.


  However, it can be attached to items with a strong fire attribute.


  Weight: 2


  It was the reward Grid earned in exchange for restoring the Red Phoenix Bow. If he obtained this one, he would have two. Grid’s fire resistance would be 60% just having it and if he used it as an item making material, he could double the power of the Red Phoenix Bow. He knew how strong the Red Phoenix Bow was. It wasn’t easy to judge unless someone experienced it themselves.


  “Kuk...! Kukuk!”


  The pleased Grid was quick to act. Arube appeared with the armored needles and made fun of Sua and the Red Phoenix members.


  “Item Combination.” 


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid took out the portable furnace and started work with the God Hands. Fire was instantly produced using the white phosphorus wood. Then he laid Failure and Grid’s Greatsword side by side on the anvil, hitting them with a hammer. The four Mjolnirs increased the speed of blacksmithing skills, boosting the speed of Item Combination. At the end of this work.


  “Is he crazy? Not knowing the current situation and hammering... Are you crazy?”


  Arube belatedly noticed Grid and cursed.


  “Linked Kill Wave.”


  Grid swung Failure + Grid’s Greatsword.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  A named NPC was strong. In particular, Arube was able to control the armored needles. Grid judged that he would be stronger than the armored needles. Grid carefully calculated as the storm of energy covered Arube.


  ‘Controlling the undead means he must have a necromancer type class. Even if he’s a named NPC, he can’t help having low defense and health. Considering the possibility of 3 Joint Attacks activating or a critical attack, I will take control of the match by using Transcended Link after Linked Kill Wave.’


  If he linked it with Pinnacle Kill then there was a chance that Arube could die.  Failure boasted the strongest attack power.  Grid’s Greatsword added 20% more skill damage, despite its attack power being less than Failure. The power demonstrated when these two greatswords combined together was terrible.


  Grid needed to control himself.


  “Uh... Uwaaaack!”


  Pepepepeok!


  Grid smiled as Arube screamed after being hit by Linked Kill Wave.


  ‘I will soon clear the SS grade quest.’


  It was really good! Grid used Transcended Link and immediately attacked Arube again. Suddenly, he stiffened like a stone statue.


  “...Eh?”


  Arube’s health gauge...


  “It’s gone?”


  Yes, gone. 


  During his freshman days in university. His boiler was turned off because Grid used his living expenses on the gaming fee.


  ‘Why?’


  He might be a necromancer, but how could he have such low defense and health? Grid was confused.


  “Uhhh...”


  [Arube has died.]


  Arube’s health was depleted by Linked Kill Wave and turned to grey. Then notification windows appeared in front of Grid.


  [Necromancer Arube has been defeated.]


  [89,005,310 experience has been acquired.]


  [You have obtained an unknown mark.]


  [Arube’s Ring has been acquired.]


  [The question ‘Location of the Red Phoenix Bow’ has been terminated. The linked quests will be destroyed.]


  [Your have gained two levels from the quest reward.]


  [As someone with a second class, you will receive a level up bonus. 24 stat points have been acquired.]


  [12 points have been forcibly invested into intelligence due to the influence of the second class, Legendary Great Magician.]


  “...Ah!”


  Flop!


  Grid sighed and sat down. The Red Phoenix Breath that dwelled in the original Red Phoenix Bow. He lost the only clue to tell him the whereabouts of the precious treasure, causing his mental state to be bruised. The Red Phoenix members approached the grumbling Grid.


  “You punished the villain that threatened the young lady and Pangea! You are the hero and savior of Pangea!”


  “Grid! Please tell us if you experience any trouble in the future! I will be willing to experience any inconvenience if it’s for you!”


  “...”


  The affinity with the Red Phoenix members had risen a lot. But Grid wasn’t pleased at all. He blankly questioned Sua.


  “Necromancer? Do they have inherently weak bodies and stamina?”


  "That's right. They’re as weak as a child. But they usually don’t allow hits, because they can summon things several times stronger than them.”


  "...I see.”


  "Pangea’s Duke of Virtue precisely dug at Arube’s gaps. Arube didn’t think a blacksmith would attack and couldn’t cope with it.”


  “...Um.”


  Grid shook off his gloomy mood. He didn’t get the best result for the unexpected quest, but he couldn’t be frustrated forever.


  ‘Think positively.’


  He gained two levels in exchange for defeating Arube. In addition, he obtained the Unknown Mark and Arube’s Ring. These were rewards he wouldn’t have obtained if he captured Arube.


  ‘Anyway, this is the reward for an SS grade quest. It’s possible that these have great value.’


  Maybe their value was better than the original Red Phoenix Bow. Of course, this was just a maybe. Grid was filled with hope and was about to use the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill to confirm the information of the Unknown Mark and Arube’s Ring.  


  Pepepepeng!


  However, the battle between the God Hands transformed into Failure and armored needle was deepening. In the beginning, the God Hands overwhelmed the armored needles with their power. But they started to be suppressed one by one with the silver thread. Now the armored needles were aiming for Grid and the Red Phoenix members.


  "First, I need to take care of these guys.”


  Grid stopped the appraisal and stared at the armored needles with a fearsome expression. He had targets to vent his anger on.


  ‘I will wipe these guys out before leaving the dungeon.’


  It was also time to go eat at Idan’s restaurant. Grid wanted to be strong, but his spirit was very pained from eating Idan’s food. It was painful and hard. Grid was burning with motivation for various reasons. Sua’s white face flushed as she gazed at him.


  "Wow... You never get tired.”


  “...?”


  Why was Sua’s face suddenly red? Grid didn’t want to know. No, he was afraid to know. It was because he sensed he would be corrupted as soon as he understood her mind.


  *** 


  Immediately after taking over the fortified city of Patrian and obtaining Earl Ashur. The Eternal Kingdom named Grid a traitor. Grid was stripped of all authority and status in the kingdom and his territories would be reclaimed.


  The first target was naturally Cork Island. It was the judgment of the Eternal Kingdom that Cork wouldn’t be as hard to reclaim since it was separate from Reidan, Patrian, and Borneo. But what was this? Two naval divisions had already failed to occupy Cork Island.


  Admiral Lebuck was going crazy after receiving the report.


  "The distance between Reidan and Cork Island is at least 15 days apart and there are fortresses from our kingdom all along the road. It’s impossible for the rebels to support Cork Island. Then how is Cork Island protecting itself from our offensive?”


  "There is a lot of food due to the abundant land, and the rebels have arranged elite troops. It’s an island, so they know that we’ll move the navy.”


  It was plausible. Lebuck made a decision.


  "We need to change the manner of attack.”


  Tak.


  Lebuck pointed to the north of Cork Island on the map. Cork Island was originally a territory of the Eternal Kingdom. Lebuck was completely aware of the geography of the island.


  "Once the sun goes down, send the diving rats to this place.”


  Diving rats. The official unit name was R77. They were the special unit of the Eternal Kingdom’s navy. Tonight, they would dive into the sea, enter the outskirts of Cork Island, move through the secret tunnels in the mines, and infiltrate Cork Castle.


  “Then cut off the head of the rebel leader. At that time, our fleet will strike at the island.”


  It had been a few years since the rebels ruled Cork Island. It was unlikely that the rebels would know about the secret tunnels that existed in the Cork Island mines.


  "Tomorrow, Cork Island will return to the Eternal KIngdom.”


  It was a winning strategy that could be developed due to knowing the geography of Cork Island. Lebuck was overflowing with confidence.




  Chapter 544


  There were surprisingly many players who chose the soldier class. They could receive a stable income and quests from the military, as well as learn new skills according to their rank. Few classes could learn as many skills as soldiers.  Of course, this didn’t mean it was the best. There were a lot more disadvantages.


  An example was that they had limited freedom. They needed to enter the game at certain times to attend military training. Quests given from superiors had to be unconditionally performed. They had to follow the principles of command and free travel was also impossible.


  Therefore, there was a question. Why choose a soldier when playing the game?  Was it fun to live a controlled life? How could it be fun? The majority of people saw the soldier class negatively. But some people had different thoughts. There were some people who appreciated the merits of the soldier class.


  Most of them were ambitious. It was possible for a soldier to be promoted according to their ability, and they were a class with the possibility to gain a lot of power. The players who chose the soldier class would play a controlled game, but they were patient enough to develop.


  In this place.


  There was a player in the R77 unit of the Eternal Kingdom’s navy. His ID was Soldier. It was a name that spoke of his desire to be a soldier. In reality, he was a soldier of the US army and enjoyed it.  He liked the strict rules and control, a type of person who took pleasure from legal killings.


  ‘Grid... Is there any figure more suitable for my promotion?’


  Grid became a hero through the golem invasion of Reinhardt. A wonderful politician who revived the deserted ghost town of Reidan.  A resourceful person who swallowed up the Tzedakah Guild and Silver Knights Guild.  A gifted man who used the media to disturb people around the world and seize Patrian. The only legendary item maker.


  Looking at Grid’s history, including the National Competition, Soldier couldn’t help admiring him. A perfect person. He wasn’t a legend for nothing.


  Soldier was excited. His achievements would become more noticeable if he defeated a perfect being.


  ‘Grid’s rebellion is a great chance for me. I could be promoted a few times in this war.’


  He could be promoted to commander in one step.


  ‘First, take care of today. I must contribute to the occupation of Cork Island.’


  Splash!


  Splash splash!


  Deep in the night. The 30 members of R77 jumped from the ship. They dived deep into the sea and avoided the enemy’s surveillance network. They were armed with the third-generation magic wetsuits developed by the navy magicians and were getting enough oxygen through that.


  Soldier used the Advanced Swimming Mastery Lv. 2 that he thoroughly trained in after being in the navy. His eyes were determined as he dreamt about becoming a war hero.


  ***


  Cork Island was a place that contained the memories of the Silver Knight Guild. Its actual economic value was the highest among the territories possessed by Overgeared. There were dozens of mines and it was famous as a sightseeing place. As the former master of the Silver Knights Guild, Peak Sword wanted to protect Cork Island. He didn’t want to hand it over to the enemy.


  Of course, in reality, it was impossible to stand up to the aggression of the Eternal Kingdom. Cork Island was isolated. He couldn’t expect to keep it. The number of soldiers was limited to 1,000 and the average level was 150. There were no named knights. It was a territory that couldn’t be kept even if Grid was present.


  Lauel said it was wiser to give up Cork Island. However, the will of Peak Sword wasn’t broken.


  "I’m a Korean who inherited the spirit of General Yi Soonshin. I will never give up.”


  One month. He needed to keep it for just one month. He would tie up the enemy troops as long as possible and collect more taxes from Cork Island for Overgeared. Peak Sword fought with all his might for the past five days. He actively utilized the coastal fortifications that Cork Island’s lord had built and sank several ships of the Eternal Navy.


  It was thanks to the efforts of the 10 elites from the Silver Knights guild and the soldiers of Cork Island, but Peak Sword’s maritime capabilities were also spectacular. In the past, he had a long battle with the Sakura Guild over Cork Island and grew into an excellent naval commander.


  "Brother, aren’t you overdoing it?”


  An Changsal, the second in command of the Silver Knights Guild, was worried about Peak Sword. He was worried since Peak Sword kept fighting while using buff potions.


  “Isn’t it really hard to earn money? You don’t be able to get married if you had no money. What’s the point of drinking potions if you’re a bachelor for the rest of your life?”


  The smart Lauel had warned Peak Sword. It would be difficult to keep Cork Island for more than a week. He refused to believe it at first. However, after experiencing the war directly, Lauel was right. It was impossible to withstand the navy’s offensive for more than a week with just An Changsal and the elites of the Silver Knights Guild. The difference in power was too great and there was a limit to their stamina.


  "There’s also a minimum of breaks and the soldiers are already exhausted. It isn’t a bad idea to keep the island, but there’s no point if the damage is too big...”


  “This isn’t useless damage.”


  Peak Sword cut off An Changsal’s words.


  "This is for Overgeared.”


  Peak Sword thought it was worth it if he could reduce the burden on Overgeared by sacrificing himself. He had a duty to do his best in order to repay Grid and Lauel. That’s why he would bring out his pickaxe today.


  Deep in the night. Peak Sword judged it was impossible for the enemy’s fleet to attack in the darkness and rose from his spot.


  “I will go to the mines.”


  “Oh my...” An Changsal clicked his tongue. "Why do you swing the pickaxe every night? You should take a rest when possible.”


  "There are no good hunting grounds. Rather than raising my level, I need to raise my stamina and persistence. God Grid would’ve done it. Do you know God Grid?”


  Repetitive labor led to a small but steady increase in stats. In particular, Peak Sword liked the feeling of mining. It was pleasurable when minerals emerged when he hit the wall with a pickaxe.


  "Everyone else should rest. I’m going.”


  Peak Sword left his colleagues alone and headed for the mine. It was the mine closest to the coast. The mining rate was low compared to other mines on Cork Island. However, Peak Sword had no choice but to use it. The other mines were too far away from the fortress.


  ‘It’s comforting that there’s a mine in a position where I can respond immediately to the enemy’s invasion.’


  Ttang! Ttang!


  The dark mine. Peak Sword lit a few torches and started swinging his pickaxe. He hit the solid wall and collected minerals. He wasn’t in a hurry. In the first place, the minerals weren’t the goal. He needed to raise his stamina. Labor was the only way to increase his stats.


  [Your persistence has increased by 1.]


  [Your stamina has increased by 1.]


  [The Intermediate Mining skill has increased to Lv. 3.]


  “Kuk...! Good!”


  How fun was this?


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  A smile appeared on Peak Sword’s face as he kept mining.


  Teong!


  Teeeeeong!


  “...?”


  The deepest part of the mine. A faint noise was heard from the end of a tunnel. Peak Sword tilted his head to one side. 


  “What?”


  It was fundamentally different from the sound of wind. There was a sense of weight to it and above all, the sound came from behind the wall.


  “...Perhaps?”


  Peak Sword’s eyes shone brightly.


  “Is there a secret dungeon?”


  If so, this was a big jackpot. He would receive a great reward in return for finding a new dungeon. He could also use the monsters to deal a big blow to the enemy.


  ‘This is a dungeon located near the battlefield. If I act properly, the mobs can be used against the enemy.’


  It was presumed that they wouldn’t do that much, but it was enough to have expectations.


  Gulp!


  Peak Sword was filled with anticipation and tension. He gripped the pickaxe and pointed it at the completely blocked wall.


  ‘A hidden place would have great value.’


  Peak Sword eagerly wanted to see it! He tightened his grip on the pickaxe. Then he took the familiar stance of drawing a sword. It was to enjoy the class bonus effect when using a weapon or tool from the drawing attention. In addition, it was to imitate Piaro, who combined farming and swordsmanship.


  “Draw Sword.”


  Surung!


  The pickaxe that Grid made. It had a different durability and attack power from normal pickaxes and could be used as a weapon.


  "Fang.”


  Paaaat!


  It was like a ray of light was shot from Peak Sword’s fingertips.


  Kurururung!


  The wall that was Peak Sword’s target suddenly fell down by itself? And...


  “Eh?”


  From behind the collapsed wall, a strange man appeared. The ID was Soldier. It was a player like Peak Sword.


  "?????"


  "?????"


  A moment of time. Peak Sword and Soldier’s eyes met and the same question appeared in their minds.


  ‘Who?’


  It was only a short amount of time. Peak Sword and Soldier understood the current situation but Peak Sword’s pickaxe hit Soldier first.


  Puok!


  “Kuk... Keeoook!”


  What the hell was this? A miner with coal covered his face. Why was a person mining in this critical wartime situation and why was he mining in front of the secret tunnel?


  “D...Dammit.” 


  A person who was going to become a powerful figure in the Eternal Kingdom’s army was going to die here?


  Stagger.


  Soldier’s confusion was maximized as he stumbled. Blood flowed from his forehead where the pickaxe hit and he slowly turned to grey. Drawing the sword. It took a long time to activate and recover, but the attack power alone was worthy of being among the top.


  This wasn’t an ordinary pickaxe, and the power of the skill cast through Grid’s pickaxe was incredibly strong. It was enough to knock out the level 250 Soldier, who was within the top 10,000 rankings. Peak Sword’s overwhelming presence gave the opponent a sense of resistance.


  “You... What are you?”


  The R77 squad members were confused when their colleague was murdered in front of their eyes. Peak Sword grasped the situation late and replied.


  “Swo... No, a miner. An ordinary miner of Cork Island.”


  "What?”


  Coincidences might’ve overlapped, but their ace soldier had died in a single blow. The R77 members knew that the miner in front of them was less likely to be an ordinary miner. However, it was hard to deny that he was a miner.


  Clink!


  On the other hand, Peak Sword recovered the bloody pickaxe and took an attack posture again. Of course, this time he used a sword instead of a pickaxe. The R77 members shouted when they saw him place a hand on the sheath.


  “This isn’t a joke!”


  It was already too late. The R77 troop members. They gave time to Peak Sword.


  “Annihilate.”


  Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa! Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  The R77 unit under the command of the Navy. The greatest elite troops who built up a lot of fighting abilities in all types of wars were now wiped out. It was a rare event that would make the navy rush around frantically.
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  [Grid’s Pickaxe]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 117/180 Attack Power: 233


  * 20% increase in mining speed.


  * 10% increase in attack power.


  * Shape conversion is possible.


  A tool with long blades extending on both sides.


  A pickaxe made by the legendary blacksmith Grid.


  At first glance, it is no different from a normal pickaxe. But there are obvious differences.


  The blades on both sides can be folded as needed and half the hilt is made of a blade.


  It can be used as a sword.


  However, since it is far from the ideal sword form, it isn’t recommended to be used with bad skills.


  Conditions of Use: Mining or Farming skill. Advanced Mastery Level 1. 1,200 strength.


  Weight: 880


  In fact, Peak Sword hadn’t understood it when he received this pickaxe. Shouldn’t a tool be faithful to its original role? Why did Grid make the pickaxe a weapon? Wouldn’t it be better to have a separate blade instead of a pickaxe? Peak Sword wondered what this was about. It was still an unknown world.


  Due to the peculiar form of the pickaxe, Peak Sword was able to use his style of swordsmanship and eventually destroyed the forces who secretly infiltrated Cork Island. He took the momentum and destroyed the R77 troops. 


  [Your level has risen.] 


  [You have neutralized the Eternal Navy’s covert operation.]


  [A signal flare has been found on the dead enemy’s body. It can be used to disturb the enemy.]


  “God Grid... You’re the best.”


  Grid made the pickaxe a weapon because he foresaw what would happen today. Peak Sword was thrilled by Grid’s foresight and respected him even more. The real reason why Grid made the pickaxe a weapon? It was purely for Piaro, but Peak Sword interpreted it this way.


  ***


  Skin that was golden from the sunlight. Red hair that was intense as blazing flames and lustrous lips. She was the best beauty of South America, Jishuka. She stood on the high walls of Patrian and looked down at the battlefield.


  "The players’ participation rate is increasing every day.”


  The Eternal Kingdom had named Grid and the Overgeared members as traitors. The players in the Eternal Kingdom received a tsunami of quests.


  Defeat Grid. Defeat Overgeared. Occupy Bairan. Occupy Reidan. Occupy Patrian. Capture Grid’s family, etc.


  The quests that threatened Grid and the Overgeared members promised huge rewards for the players. The players naturally wouldn’t refuse the quest. They coveted their rewards, and it was their natural obligation as people of the Eternal Kingdom to suppress the rebellion.


  That’s right. The players were immersed. Life as a citizen of Eternal. They weren’t just playing games, they existed as heroes of ‘another world.’ An overwhelming sense of immersion. This was the true attraction of a virtual reality game.


  “Why?”


  Jishuka swallowed her saliva. There were too many enemies. In fact, the 10,000 soldiers of the Eternal Kingdom wasn’t a big problem. Their average level was 160. They couldn’t be a threat to the elites of the Overgeared members. But the players were a problem. There were thousands of players, including high level rankers. The large variety of classes was diverse and the risk factors were huge.


  Jishuka laughed at the nervous Toban.


  “What are you doing?”


  Kkirik!


  Jishuka drew her bow and aimed at the army.


  Hwaruruk!


  Flames sparked at the end of the arrow.


  “Sweep them all away. Should we show any mercy to dogs who dare to bare their teeth at us?”


  “...No, what?”


  In this situation, why wasn’t this woman scared? Toban was surprised when he saw that Jishuka didn’t shrink back.


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  The fire arrows crossed the battlefield and struck the middle of the enemies, causing a powerful explosion. Dozens of people died in an instant. The players of the Eternal Kingdom turned white.


  "Red flames archer... It’s true that they’re fraudulent when it comes to sieges.”


  "How can we break that arrow bombardment?”


  In just a few seconds. The fire arrows shot by Jishuka consecutively flew through the sky. The battlefield became a sea of fire. It was truly huge firepower. It was a power optimized for mass destruction. Both the Eternal Kingdom and Overgeared members were amazed by Jishuka’s power, but Jishuka herself felt regretful.


  ‘I can’t display my power with this bow.’


  It was a bow she commissioned from Grid. She hadn’t been able to replace it, despite being 22 levels beyond it. It was because there was no good alternative. From the standpoint of Jishuka, this bow had a lower limit than her level and wasn’t satisfactory.


  *** 


  ‘Marquis Steim is more cautious than necessary.’


  Reidan. 


  Lauel had a headache. What was the biggest reason for occupying Patrian? It was to connect Reidan to the north and gain Marquis Steim’s support. But unexpectedly, Marquis Steim was just watching the situation. He wouldn’t side with Grid if it was unlikely Grid would become the king.


  ‘He isn’t nervous, despite Irene being in Reidan.’


  Marquis Steim loved his daughter. In addition, Irene was Marquis Steim’s only heir and Grid was Irene’s husband. Lauel expected that Marquis Steim would naturally take Grid’s side in this war. Grid becoming king would make his daughter a queen and his grandchild a prince.


  But Marquis Steim was a more cautious person than Lauel expected. He knew how to distinguish between business and personal matters and didn’t cling to his bloodline. If he made the wrong choice, the millions of people in the north would be affected. It was obvious that Marquis Steim was worried about their safety and aiming for a more certain choice.


  “Well... I don’t blame him.”


  Lauel understood and respected Marquis Steim’s choice. It was good to see a noble that cared for the people. Still, he couldn’t help feeling frustrated.


  ‘I appreciate the fact that your political accomplishments that have revived the north. But your ankle is caught by the people and you can’t be used as a tool.’


  He wasn’t a person who could be assigned to a key position when the kingdom was founded later. Lauel decided and opened the list of rankers. It was a habit. In his view, it should be the default to monitor the level of the high rankers.


  “...Eh?”


  Lauel was looking at the list of rankings to determine the level of the forces that could potentially be hostile to Grid. He doubted his eyes. Grid had been level 322 just three hours ago and he was now 324.


  “W-What?”


  Grid’s level had been rising rapidly in the East Continent. He was about to enter 15th place on the unified rankings. But no matter how fast he was, gaining two levels in just three hours?


  “9th rank on the list? Grid, what the hell are you doing?”


  He wondered if Grid was bugged. Lauel laughed as he anticipated the reaction of the media, only to suddenly feel anxious.


  ‘Maybe he’ll come back to the West Continent much sooner than expected?’


  Would Grid return before the project to make Grid a king be complete?


  *** 


  “...”


  In the darkness. Faker breathed as he watched Irene and Lord. He focused on protecting them from any threats. But Faker soon came to realize something. There was no need for his protection.


  ‘Potato?’


  Irene was reading a book with Lord in her arms. On the wall above where she was sitting, a worker bringing potatoes to the soldiers accidentally dropped one potato. It was the famous rainbow potato. The potato fell quickly towards Irene’s head and Faker prepared to move.  


  "Ahat.”


  Lord, laughing in Irene’s arms, suddenly pulled out a dagger and threw it towards the sky. It was so fast and stealthy that Irene didn’t even realize Lord had thrown it.


  Peeok!


  Faker made a bemused expression as the potato hit by Lord’s dagger split in half.


  ‘My protection... It isn’t necessary.’


  It wasn’t just due to Lord’s excellent abilities. There were 200 girls in the vicinity of Irene and Lord. Faker realized that they had also taken out their weapons to protect Irene from the potato. There was also Kasim, king of shadows, hidden in Lord’s shadow.


  "...Both of them will be safe in Reidan.”


  Faker had nothing to do. He wondered if there was anything more pointless than protecting the safest people in the world.


  ***


  [You have succeeded in killing 10 armored needles.]


  [The quest ‘Subjugate the Armored Needles (1)’ has been cleared.]


  [Affinity with the Red Phoenix group has risen and 5 silver threads have been acquired.]


  [Affinity with the Red Phoenix has risen to the peak.]


  [The quest ‘Subjugate the Armored Needles (2) has been created.]


  [Subjugate the Armored Needles (2)]


  Difficulty: S


  There are a large number of armored needles in the dungeon beneath Pangea Castle.


  Bring peace to Pangea by repelling those who can threaten Pangea at any time.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Kill 20 armored needles.


  Quest Clear Reward: 5 silver thread.


  He had only obtained two silver threads from defeating 10 armored needles. The drop rate for the silver thread was the worst. Grid judged that the most realistic way to acquire the silver thread was to complete the quests.


  'But giving out five threads for killing 20...’


  The appearance rate of the armored needles was too low. It would take a long time if he wanted to hunt 20.


  ‘It might take two days if I’m unlucky.’


  Grid sighed and left the dungeon with the Red Phoenix group.


  “Ohh! Pangea’s Duke of Virtue! You’re safe!”


  “Grid!”


  In front of the well. Half a day had passed since Grid entered the dungeon but White and Han Seokbong were still waiting. They were quite worried about Grid. Sua explained the whole story. She spoke about how Grid defeated the armored needles with overwhelming strength and condemned Arube. 


  The liking in Han Seokbong’s gaze towards Grid increased.


  "You really went through a lot of trouble, Pangea’s Duke of Virtue. You were a big help. Now, you must be exhausted and hungry. I have prepared delicacies that can only be enjoyed in Pangea for Pangea’s Duke of Virtue."


  [Lord Han Seokbong is feeling more favorable towards you.]


  [There is a place for you to stay in Pangea Castle. It is a place with hot springs for stamina recovery.]


  [All facilities of Pangea Castle are available free of charge and you will be served a meal whenever you want.]


  "Delicacies...”


  Grid gulped because he was starved. The thought of delicious food stimulated his appetite. But Grid was always rewarded for his effort and patience. He barely suppressed his appetite.


  “The meal... I will eat outside.”


  He had to go to Idan’s restaurant. It was important to secure stats, even if he experienced food poisoning. Grid swallowed his tears and left the castle. He walked with unmotivated footsteps and pulled out the Unknown Mark and Arube’s Ring.


  ‘I shouldn’t expect much... Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.”


  It was time to acknowledge that most of Grid’s predictions always went the opposite way.
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  Capture or kill Arube?


  If 100 players were given the ‘Location of the Red Phoenix Bow’ quest, 100 out of 100 would’ve chosen to capture Arube. It was natural. Capturing Arube would allow them to win the Red Phoenix Bow. Wasn’t it strongest battle gear? People wouldn’t be foolish enough to kill Arube just for a rise in level.


  '...I’m a stupid jerk.’


  How many of the two billion users would think that being too strong could be a sin? Grid accidentally killed Arube. He got two levels and Arube’s items in exchange, but he couldn’t help feeling depressed.


  “Hah.”


  Grid’s shoulders were slumped as he used the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal on the Unknown Mark and Arube’s Ring. Grid didn’t have high expectations. These were items that wouldn’t have been revealed to the world unless Arube was killed. In other words, it was unlikely that the items would be too good. 


  "Still, he was a named NPC so it wouldn’t be garbage... Eh?”


  Grid’s footsteps stopped as he checked the item details. He was so surprised by the outcome that his body stiffened like a stone statue.


  [The blacksmith who became a legend can appraise items with an excellent discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will be found.]


  [Unknown Mark]


  A black sun mark.


  The usage is unknown.


  [You have discovered a hidden feature in the item!]


  [Mark of Evolution]


  Rating: Unique


  A functional marker developed by the alchemy facility.


  If this mark is attached to your body, one of your strength, agility, stamina, or intelligence stats will increase by 200.


  User Restriction: Level 200 or higher.


  Weight: 0


  “Wow.”


  Grid’s mouth dropped open at the unexpected situation. An item that raised his stats when stuck to his body? It was also by 200 points!


  “Amazing!”


  The item wasn’t trash. It actually had tremendous value. Grid was thrilled. But the biggest reason for Grid’s pleasure wasn’t the value of the mark. It was the glimpse of the possibilities of alchemy. Grid was truly excited by this point.


  ‘Is it possible to someday produce these marks at Reidan’s alchemy facility? Rabbit, please prove that your choice isn’t wrong.’


  Grid prayed earnestly for Rabbit and examined Arube’s Ring. Then he sighed.


  [Arube’s Ring]


  Rating: Unique


  A ring completed after many experiments by Arube, who wanted to use the abilities of the armored needles.


  When worn, five or less strands of silver thread can be twisted together to the desired shape.


  Conditions of Use: None.


  Weight: 4


  “...”


  According to the item description of the silver thread, at least 2,500 dexterity was needed to handle five or less silver threads. That’s right. In other words, Arube’s Ring was an item that increased the wearer’s dexterity to 2,500.  It was useless for Grid, whose dexterity had already reached 3,700.


  "Sigh, giving me this...”


  Grid was grumbling while thinking about it. What if an ordinary player got Arube’s Ring? By now, they would be jumping with joy. In the first place, Grid was the only one qualified to handle the silver thread freely. From a general point of view, the two items obtained from killing Arube didn’t fall significantly compared to the Red Phoenix Bow. It was just Grid who didn’t feel all the benefits.


  “...No, wait. I think I can use it.”


  Grid suddenly thought of the Overgeared Skeletons. Skeletons that could wear equipment items, unlike normal skeletons. What would happen if they wore Arube’s Ring.


  ‘Won’t they support me properly in battle?’


  The use of the silver thread was endless. It would be a great help for Grid if the Overgeared Skeletons could use the silver thread to tie up the feet of the enemy for a while. There was no definite limit on the random damage of the silver thread. The level 1 Overgeared Skeletons wielding the silver thread might deal a blow to level 100 monsters.


  The minimum damage was only 100 and this could appear 999 out of 1,000 times. In any case, his expectations for the Overgeared Skeletons rose significantly.


  “Kukuk...”


  Grid couldn’t control the laugh that emerged. He felt so happy that he could fly away. He took advantage of the momentum and took out the Mark of Evolution. It was to increase his stats. He wanted either the intelligence or agility stat. Agility needed to be increased to match the ratio of strength and intelligence allowed Grid to learn more magic from Braham.


  ‘Stamina also isn’t bad. An increase in health and defense means my survival ability will increase greatly. The usage of Blackening will also increase.’


  It just couldn’t be strength. His strength was already overflowing.


  'The probability of gaining the desired stat is 75%.’


  There was only a 25% chance of being unlucky. Grid believed in the concept of probability as he placed the back sun mark on the back of his hand.


  Chiiiik!


  “Um.”


  There was a stinging feeling. Grid frowned, but didn’t lose his smile. Agility, stamina, and intelligence.


  ‘Which of the three stats will go up?’


  [The Mark of Evolution has been placed.]


  [Strength has risen by 200.]


  “...Shit.”


  The smile completely disappeared from the face of the frustrated Grid. No, dammit. There was a 75% chance of getting his desired stats and a 25% chance of getting unwanted stats, then what was this?


  "Why is it the 25%?”


  Grid was certain that the devil had made the idea of probability.


  “Ah... Is this irreversible?”


  Strength was the best stat for physical damage dealers. Not only did it increase physical attack power, it also gave a small amount of health. But Grid knew that he would be stronger if he adjusted his strength and agility to a ratio of 1:1. He didn’t want to widen the gap between strength and agility.


  “Ugh... It would be much better if intelligence rose.”


  Was there any blacksmith in the world who wanted to raise intelligence? It was sad. Grid became restless and closed his eyes. Then he looked at the information of the mark on the back of his hand. It was to check if he could reapply it.


  [Mark of Evolution]


  Status: Strength. 


  200 strength is added.


  You can try changing the stat.


  However, changing the stats will cause one of your stats to permanently drop by 5.


  “...”


  One of his stats would drop by 5 points. It was a truly fearsome penalty. This was half the value of an elixir, a number that could be gained by eating at least five of Idan’s dishes. Eating Idan’s food didn’t always raise his stats.


  ‘Why?’


  Grid grimaced while sweat flowed down his back. Should he be satisfied with the increase in attack strength, despite the inefficiency? Or should he lost five stat points for a more dramatic increase in attack power? His worries didn’t last long.


  ‘Anything would be good apart from strength. It’s worth it.’


  The odds were 75%. Furthermore, Grid had a lot of different types of stats. There was strength, stamina, intelligence, agility, persistence, composure, indomitable, dignity, insight, courage, charm demonic power, good luck, etc. It was a variety of stats that other people couldn’t dream of. It would be profitable if he could get 200 stats he wanted in exchange for losing 5 stats.


  ‘In particular, it will be a great hit if I lose the points from composure or demonic power.’


  Composure reduced the probability of entering an abnormal state and the recovery speed from it. Basically, it wasn’t a very useful stat for Grid, who was immune to status conditions. In addition, Grid was frightened about what would happen when demonic power became too high.


  Grid prayed earnestly. He hoped to gain agility or intelligence in exchange for sacrificing one of these two stats!


  “Change mark.”


  [The location of the mark can be reset.]


  Pahat!


  The mark of the black sun on Grid’s hand rose into the air again. Perhaps if Grid was a person who cared about appearance, he would’ve attached it to his chest or neck. But Grid wasn’t interested in appearance.


  ‘Isn’t there a higher chance of increasing intelligence if I stick it to my head?’


  Grid thought up this logic and placed the mark in the center of his forehead. At the same time.


  [The Mark of Evolution is being reconfigured.]


  [5 good luck stats have disappeared.]


  [Strength has risen by 200.]


  “XX.”


  He lost his good luck stats that he cherished the most and his strength stat rose again? Grid lost his reason and immediately rearranged the mark again. He pulled the mark off his forehead and slapped it onto his chest. It was just below the collarbone. The dark sun mark seen through the wide collar looked nice.


  [The Mark of Evolution is being reconfigured.]


  [5 good luck stats have disappeared.]


  [Stamina has risen by 200.]


  “...”


  At level 300, every point in stamina increased health by 25 and defense by 0.9. The 200 rise in stamina gave Grid an extra 5,000 health and good defense, so it certainly wasn’t bad. Still, it was less dramatic than the agility stat that increased his combat ability, or the intelligence stat that helped him learn new magic.


  Grid was a little sad, but what could he do?


  “Let’s just be satisfied with this...”


  He was too afraid to do it anymore. Grid moved like a beaten man after he lost 10 points in good luck. He arrived in front of Idan’s restaurant.


  *** 


  "You came!”


  As usual, the restaurant was empty.


  Idan welcomed Grid from where he was sitting. The reaction was a lot different from the last time they met.


  "You were a blacksmith? You don’t know how happy I was when I heard that you won the championship!”


  “Idan...”


  He was happy that Grid won? Grid, whose heart had become as desolate as the dry desert, felt touched. Despite being a mad chef, Grid was glad to see Idan. This lasted for one second.


  “Hahahat! Won’t guests come like a tide if I announce that the winner of the smithy competition likes coming to my restaurant?”


  "...Give me something to eat.”


  Grid sat down at a table. Yang Fei approached him with her expressionless face and handed him the citron tea.


  "Today's tea is a service. I’m just a poor girl, but I want to congratulate you on your victory. But I will have to starve this evening.”


  Her expression didn’t change despite her words. Grid knew that Yang Fei was responsible for her siblings and felt burdened. But he didn’t refuse the free service.


  ‘In any case, I will give her a salary when I bring her with me to the West Continent.’


  Grid rationalized it and enjoyed the taste of the free tea. Yang Fei gazed at him and carefully lifted her skirt.


  “That... Today my thighs are stiff.”


  Her pale face became extremely red. Yang Fei was very ashamed. She already knew. Grid’s massage wasn’t a simple massage.


  ‘This child...’


  It was strange how she was actively pursuing this. Maybe Sua would be the same.


  ‘Are the women of the East Continent like this?’


  Grid kneaded Yang Fei’s white thighs with his fingers. A soft feeling was felt from his fingertips.


  “Urgh.”


  Yang Fei lost strength in her legs and sat down. Grid thought her red ears were cute and started to actively move his hand.


  [Affinity with Yang Fei has risen.]


  [Affinity with Yang Fei...]


  [Dexterity has increased by 1.]


  Grid seriously thought that he would never starve to death as long as he had his fingers.
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  "Weeeeeek!"


  Food and shelter. They were the basic elements of human life and a source of human pleasure. It was hard for humans to live when they lacked food and shelter. They were beings that desired a bigger and nicer house, more expensive clothes, and more delicious food.


  However, Grid boldly gave up on this. His desire to be stronger was larger than his desire to eat good food. Of course, it wasn't that easy.


  “Cough cough! Damn Idan! How can the beef sirloin he cooks taste like shit?”


  The bathroom in Idan's restaurant. Grid was tearful and had a runny nose. It was the aftermath of vomiting up the garbage food. The terrible thing was that his stats didn’t go up despite eating such trash. Grid felt resentful of this world that was filled with the concept of probability. It was enough to make him tremble. 


  “But in the end, I’m the one who chose to eat Idan’s food... The result might be bad, but I feel no regret about my choice.”


  He couldn’t look serious talking while he was still vomiting. However, Grid had pride in himself. He maintained his patience and perseverance until he got the results he wanted. He was now aware that this wasn’t something everyone could do.


  “Well... The good news is that my empty stomach is resolved.”


  His stamina had been restored to normal.


  Spit spit. Grid left and headed straight to Pangea Castle. He lay down on the bed in the room assigned to him and logged straight out.


  ***


  "Ugh... I still feel sick.”


  Shin Youngwoo’s complexion was pale as he left the capsule. The taste of Idan’s food was still lingering in his mouth.


  “It should be okay if I eat something sweet.”


  He only gave up on good food in Satisfy. Now he was craving a sweet potato latte. It was warm, soft, and sweet. If he bought one on the way home after a morning jog, all his fatigue would melt away. It was a luxury that he wouldn’t have even thought of when he was poor. Now it was nothing for Shin Youngwoo to spend 6,000 won on himself. He donated 3,300 won to Uni X, so how could he hesitate to buy a 6,000 won beverage?


  Compare it. Originally, Youngwoo was only stingy with others. He wouldn’t have bought a 800 million won car if he was stingy with himself.


  “I will go eat.”


  Youngwoo stretched for a long time in the garden and entered the elevator. Then he headed to the famous cafe chain store on the first floor of the building.


  "Welcome."


  A panoramic cafe. It was a cozy space comparable to a cafe in the city center. A cafe employee greeted him with a bright smile and Youngwoo ordered a sweet potato latte. He sat at the sunny window seat and made a gentle expression.


  ‘The buildings of the guild members will soon be completed.’ 


  Six high-rise buildings were currently under construction next to Youngwoo’s building. They were buildings owned by Yura, Jishuka, Pon, Huroi, and Vantner. Youngwoo felt like a new person. He felt happy that his former debt-ridden self was now a landlord and that his colleagues were doing well. His heart was happy enough to fill the world.


  The employee handed him his drink with a soft smile, before asking with an anxious expression. “I’ve seen the news. The Overgeared Guild is having a hard time these days. Is it okay?”


  "?"


  The Overgeared Guild was having a hard time?


  ‘Aren’t we doing well?’


  Youngwoo was speechless and the employee explained to him.


  “I heard from the players that belong to the Eternal Kingdom. I heard that Bairan and Patrian are completely isolated by the enemy. It’s so sad. I would’ve fought for Overgeared if my level was a little higher."


  “...The players?”


  Youngwoo realized his mistake.


  ‘That bastard Aslan gave quests to kill Overgeared!’


  Lauel had said that Overgeared could block any enemy attacks even if Grid wasn’t there. Become strong in the East Continent and return. At the time, Grid had obediently nodded.


  ‘I didn’t expect the players to intervene.’


  He was still stupid.


  Kkuok!


  He jumped out of his seat. He was running to the elevator when he stopped in place. It was because the cafe owner had just brought out a cake that looked good.


  “I will eat well.”


  He couldn’t resist a free meal! Youngwoo collected the cake and boarded the elevator. He pressed the button for the penthouse and pulled out his phone.


  "...No. He’ll just tell me not to worry.”


  Youngwoo had thought about contacting Lauel.  He changed his mind and pulled out a business card from his wallet, calling that number. The call was set at the cost of the receiver. The reason?


  “Bunny Bunny? Uh, um... What is turn on the translator in English?”


  It was an international call!


  *** 


  Bairan.


  The small city adjacent to Winston was originally under the jurisdiction of Marquis Steim. After gaining big achievements in the north, it was given to Jishuka and then Grid. Yura wanted to protect it. Bairan was a territory that Jishuka, a founding member of Overgeared, brought as a gift.


  Yura only brought herself to Overgeared. In addition, she wasn’t able to do much after that. She just helped in the Tiramet raid. From the standpoint of Overgeared, wasn’t she worthless?


  ‘I need to prove my worth.’


  It wasn’t just a one-dimensional desire to look good for Grid. It was natural to contribute to the organization that she belonged to.


  Step.


  Yura stepped onto the wall of the small fortress. She pulled out a yellow hair band and tied up her long black hair. The souls of thousands of enemy players watching her flew away for a while. Slim limbs and a perfect face. The proportions of Yura’s body were so unrealistic that they wondered if she was made by God.


  “Wow... Her face became smaller after her hair was tied up.”


  “She’s better than NPCs. That’s a real person?”


  "So pretty..."


  People from various races exclaimed. Skin that was whiter than snowflakes. The gleaming lips and eyes that charmed anyone who saw them. It was natural for people present to be attracted to her. Pon saw the reactions of the enemies and laughed.


  ‘They’ve lost their minds. I admire her beauty every time I see her.’


  Pon only cared about becoming strong in the game. But in reality, he was a man who couldn’t live without women. For him, Yura was a really desirable woman. But he had already given up on Yura. He had no intentions of becoming rivals with Grid.


  "According to the report, there are 10,000 enemies. Half of them are players.”


  On one hand, it was encouraging that the players were incorporated into the army. It was because the kingdom’s army system made it easy to send in spies. Of course, it wasn’t weak enough to sneak in the Overgeared members. But Pon’s personality was moderate and he had a variety of contacts.


  "This is interesting. The average level of the kingdom’s soldiers is 180, and the players are 140.


  "Considering that most of the nearby hunting grounds are low to medium level, it’s natural that the players’ levels are low. But I didn’t expect the level of the kingdom’s soldiers to be so high.”


  "I agree. The average level of the soldiers that are attacking Patrian is only 160. Why did they send this army here instead of Patrian?”


  “It’s because Bairan is closer to the capital than Patrian. From the kingdom’s point of view, it’s more convenient to have a base in Bairan.”


  “I see. Tsk, they wouldn’t have dared attack Bairan if Marquis Steim had taken our side. Doesn’t he know that he became a marquis thanks to Grid?”


  “You have to understand the position of Marquis Steim. His essence is a loyal subject of Eternal. Even if the king killed his brother, it isn’t easy to betray him. More than anything else, war is scary. He’s afraid his precious people will be swept away by it. I respect his heart.”


  Yura was a former member of the Yatan Church and familiar with slaughter. She was always covered in the blood of the enemy and got the nickname of Blood Witch. But at that time, she was just acting faithful to her role. Unlike Lauel, she didn’t regard people as tools and appreciated Marquis Steim’s heart. She knew that a man who cherished his people had value.


  'A talented person who is essential for Youngwoo’s kingdom.’


  They would win the war without putting pressure on Marquis Steim. Yura pledged and pulled out a sword. Yes, it was a sword instead of a gun. It wasn’t a bayonet with a blade at the end, but a pure sword that was 1 meter in length. Pon tilted his head to one side. 


  "A sword? Isn’t a Demon Slayer’s main weapon a magic engineering gun?”


  "The sword can also be used as a primary weapon. A Demon Slayer has the same level of Gun Mastery and Sword Mastery.” 


  The reason she chose a gun was because the former Demon Slayer did so. She thought that a gun was a better weapon than a sword for a Demon Slayer. But she changed her thoughts since the National Competition. She had suffered in close combat since her days as a black magician. She didn’t want to be afraid of enemies approaching anymore.


  In addition, a crucial reason for her selection of the sword was Grid. Grid couldn’t make a gun alone. He needed the help of magic and alchemy. On the other hand, Grid could make a sword alone. Using a sword meant it was easier to receive a weapon from Grid.


  Thus, Yura chose the sword. This was a great choice.


  Black magician. She formulated and arranged magic with quick responses that were beyond common sense and displayed strong combat capabilities. Her ability to calculate in real time combined with swordsmanship made her as deadly as the thorns on roses.


  "Whenever the cooldown time of my basic skills return, I will open the gate and act.”


  “...Huh?”


  "The enemies are level 200. If I go out and kill 100 people, we will be able to win the win if this keeps repeating.”


  “...”


  Her brain resembled Lauel, while her personality was like Grid. Pon was confused by this crazy tactic and tried to stop her.


  "No, this won’t work no matter how strong you are. Your stamina is a problem, and the fortress...”


  He was too late. Yura had already jumped down the wall and ordered the soldiers to open the gate.


  Kiiiiik!


  “What?”


  "Opening the gate themselves?”


  “Are they crazy?”


  The kingdom’s soldiers and players laughed as they watched Bairan’s gate opening. They had 10,000 people, while the other side had 2,000. Bairan should be closing themselves up like a turtle, not opening the gate.


  “Hahaha! Bairan? You can’t fight and now you want to surrender? Keeok!”


  They expected to enter with no blood shed. Then the bodies of the excited players started to turn grey one by one.


  Peeng!


  Peng! Pepepeng!


  It was a grey feast of grey-colored pillars rising to the sky. Yura was at the center. Her expression was unchanged while the sword supposed to be for destroying demons was now taking human life. She was a grim reaper that was as beautiful as a goddess.


  “The female version of Kraugel?”


  Yura used Image Sublimation in the midst of the bombardment of arrow and magic. Pon couldn’t help having this thought as he watched Yura moving through the enemies like lightning. She was the former 5th ranked user. She was also a genius, and now she was a legend.


  ***


  “Crazy... What are these people?”


  The fortified city of Patrian.


  The players of the Eternal Kingdom turned white. Every time Jishuka fired an arrow, dozens of allies died. Hundreds of soldiers were stopped by Vantner and Toban’s shields. Every time the Overgeared members entered the battlefield with Regas in front, the army was ravaged. For the ordinary and low level users who couldn’t deal with more one or two soldiers, the Overgeared members were transcendent.


  The second day of the war. The high rankers quietly watching the Eternal soldiers and ordinary players shrink back stood at the crossroad of choice. Should they give their strength to the Eternal Kingdom and strike Overgeared as planned, or stand back?


  'I would’ve added my strength if the Eternal Kingdom was a bit stronger.’


  ‘The number of troops isn’t high, so I’m reluctant to help out.’


  At the start of the game. Most players chose the Saharan Empire as their starting point. The empire had a wide range of infrastructure that made it easier to enjoy the game. The Eternal Kingdom compared to the empire? It was a village located in the north of the continent.


  The awareness level was third-rate. As a matter of fact, the number of players belonging to the Eternal Kingdom was small and the quality was low. It happened when the high rankers decided to leave the battlefield.


  "Reinforcements have arrived!”


  A voice roared out on the battlefield. Everyone's attention naturally turned that way. Then the players of the Eternal Kingdom regained their color.


  Jeff, Ralph, and Bubat. The masters of the former Seven Guilds led their guilds to intervene in the war. Bubat, who had the strongest CC and a reputation for being unrivalled on the battlefield, smiled with satisfaction.


  "I can’t miss an opportunity to mess with Grid.”


  Bubet wasn’t a member of Eternal and hadn’t been given the quests to kill Overgeared. But that didn’t matter to him. Grid had frustrated him several times in the National Competition and the Reidan invasion, so he only dreamt of revenge.


  "Let's go! Wipe out Overgeared!”


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  The appearance of the powerful army enhanced morale. The high rankers noticed this and also joined the offensive. Jishuka’s beautiful face wrinkled.


  "The puppies have become dogs.”


  It was a bit dangerous.
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  [Reclaim Borneo]


  Level of Difficulty: Varies depending on the competency.


  Borneo has been captured by the Overgeared Guild.


  Borneo is a fortified city on the border of the Eternal Kingdom and is a vital base for the defense of the Gauss Kingdom.


  King Cactus has commanded you.


  Recapture Borneo and wipeout the malicious group Overgeared that dared to invade the territory of the Gauss Kingdom. Those who are loyal to the kingdom will gain reasonable rewards!


  User Restriction: Level 130 or higher.


  Quest Victory Conditions: Recapture Borneo in three days before the food supply runs out.


  Quest Victory Reward: 1 level. A 10% increase in experience for all skills. One unique rated weapon and one epic rated armor.


  * Additional compensation will be received if you defeat NPCs or players belonging to Overgeared.


  “This is great. It’s comparable to the rewards for the SS grade quest that I saw on the air.”


  "This is a war. I covet the rewards, but it isn’t possible with the Overgeared members running around.”


  "In the first place, there aren’t any quests with a 100% chance of success.”


  It was difficult for the Gauss Kingdom to advance into the central part of the continent due to the Eternal Kingdom. This place was more of a frontier than the Eternal Kingdom. There was no reason for players to choose this as their kingdom, so the number of players was very small. It was a kingdom for users who played lightly.


  But weren’t there less than 400 Overgeared members? Once all the troops were combined, the total number was only 6,000. On the other hand, there were 210,000 Gauss players who exceeded level 130. Even if only 1/10th of them participated in the quest, it was still more than double the Overgeared Guild. There was even information that the Overgeared Guild arranged less than 1,000 troops at Borneo. The restriction that there was only three days worth of food wasn’t a hindrance.


  ‘There are a lot of light users, so the participation rate of the quest is likely to fall.’


  ‘But the fact that we have overwhelming numbers doesn’t change.’


  The Gauss players believed it wouldn’t be difficult to recapture Borneo. They thought it would be resolved by pushing forward like a bulldozer. However, reality wasn’t that easy.


  Puk! Puuoooook!


  “Keok!”


  “Kyaak!”


  A fortified city was called that for a reason. In particular, Borneo was a fortress designed with Great Magician Ashur as the enemy. It boasted solid walls that neutralized the magic bombardment of the Gauss soldiers. In addition, there were the archers of Overgeared placed on the wall.


  The NPC archers were level 180.


  It was a glimpse of how hard Overgeared had worked to raise their soldiers. In fact, the level of the soldiers wasn’t the important issue. There was another fundamental problem and the Gauss players realized it. Why the Overgeared Guild was called overgeared!


  “Crazy...! The soldiers’ attack power is ridiculously high! Kuaaaak!"


  The arrows of the Gauss players and soldiers couldn’t penetrate the armor of the Overgeared troops, while the Overgeared arrows easily penetrated their armor. The power of the overgeared soldiers was preposterous. As a general rule, these weren’t items that would normally be supplied to soldiers.


  It was impossible even for the Saharan Empire. Not only did they need the money to mass produce the items and supply it to the soldiers, they needed a blacksmith with the skills to do so.


  “This is Grid’s power...!”


  The Gauss players felt like they were possessed by a ghost. Grid didn’t appear on the battlefield, but his presence was huge.


  "Shoot! Continue shooting!”


  The soldiers of Overgeared fired the arrows without rest. Under Piaro and Asmophel, they tirelessly built up their skills and stamina as elite soldiers.  There was the bravery they learned from Jude and the archery from Jishuka. They didn’t shrink back as they aimed the jaffa arrows at the enemy, and combined with Grid’s Bow, they showed overwhelming attack power. The arrows pierced the enemy’s shields, helmets, and armor without interruption.


  The Gauss soldiers couldn’t approach Borneo’s walls. The river of blood created seized the ankles of the Gauss soldiers like a deep swamp. It was a disaster and they started to lose their numerical superiority.


  “Kukukuk! Kuhahahahat!”


  A laugh rang out on the battlefield. The river on the ground wriggled in response. It was the advent of Blood Warrior Katz. A class that demonstrated the strength of a legend on a stage with a large amount of blood.


  “Be glad to know that the blood of worms like you is helping me. Blood Lane.”


  Kuooooooh!


  The blood on the battlefield started to gradually rise into the sky. It was like a reverse rain. The red ‘rain’ rose into the air, causing the Gauss soldiers to stiffen with fright.


  “Kukukuk! You will all die here today.”


  Swaaaaaah!


  At the same time as Katz’ declaration. The red blood in the air poured down on the Gauss soldiers. The battlefield became chaotic. The screams of the soldiers echoed infinitely and the blood they shed became Katz’ limbs, causing more casualties. The worst situation was infinitely repeated.


  "Kukuk! Kuhahahahahat!”


  Unlike the Eternal Kingdom that had to disperse troops to Bairan and Patrian, the Gauss Kingdom was able to concentrate on Borneo. Unfortunately, they met the demon king of blood and their first advance failed. But they were just the vanguard. The second reconnaissance army would arrive in two days, and it had more numbers and quality than the first army. The scary thing was that the second army included Soul Predator Seuron.


  Like Katz, he was an existence that showed absolute power in the battlefield.


  “I have to pay back Grid.”


  Pepepepeng!


  Seuron made dozens of soul spears by capturing the souls of the dead on the battlefield and massacred the Overgeared soldiers on the wall.


  “That Lauel... He told me to last at least four days?”


  The smile had disappeared from Katz’ face.


  ***


  “Do you see? This is the biggest war since Satisfy opened!”


  A battlefield where thousands of soldiers and NPCs were dying and killing each other. The scene of the carnage taken from the sky was more fierce and exciting than any raid image. The viewers’ blood was boiling with excitement, rather than shrinking back at the horrors of war.


  Think about it! What other game in the world could recreate such a war? Before Satisfy opened, the mmorpg L.T.S. had only 2,000 participants in a war.


  -Patrian Fortress is amazing... There are 15,000 people fighting;;


  -Borneo has 20,000 people ㅋㅋ


  -Lim Cheolho had repeatedly said this.


  -Satisfy isn’t a game, but another world. Therefore, there are no limitations.


  -The implementation of virtual reality didn’t make sense in the first place. Lim Cheolho seems to be an alien.


  The viewers were boiling with excitement. They were grateful to be born in an age where they could play Satisfy. They were envious of the Overgeared members who led thousands of soldiers and struggled for supremacy. They wanted to stand with the Overgeared members. Then...


  -Why isn’t Grid visible?


  -I saw that a few days ago, he gained two levels in a few hours. It’s either a bug or he’s performing a great quest.


  -Wow... Leaving the guild members alone on the battlefield while raising his level ㅡ ㅡ;; 


  -Or was there a mishap?


  Public opinion was running wild.


  As the Overgeared Guild gradually weakened on the third day of the war, there were various speculations about why Grid didn’t show up. Grid was garbage, Grid quit Satisfy, Grid had been kicked out of Overgeared, there was a traffic accident, etc.


  Most of them leapt to conclusions.  It was the same for the media. The second and third tier media outlets were more interested in getting attention than reporting facts. They wrote speculative articles without knowing the facts.


  『 I suspect that Grid is trapped somewhere. 』


  『 A few days ago, wasn’t there an accident in Gangnam XXX where a supercar hit a pole? There are rumors that Grid is the owner of that supercar...』


  『 Grid probably ran away. The Overgeared Guild is currently blocking the enemy by emphasizing the strength of an individual, but how long can this last? The Overgeared Guild will fall in a day or two. They will lose all their troops and territories, becoming broke. Grid probably knows there’s no hope and ran away alone... 』


  The media were originally masters of aggravation. They poked at all sorts of things, creating a big issue and spreading it to the world. The defense of the three Overgeared territories was of great interest to the world and the related broadcasts secured high ratings.


  And at that time.


  『 Everyone, can you hear me? 』


  The fortified city of Patrian. The world’s best gaming BJ, Bunny Bunny appeared on a wyvern.


  Lalalalala~


  It was the most powerful and brilliant fire wyvern. As he shouted loudly and the wyvern shot out a breath, the people struggling on the battlefield and the broadcasting cameras naturally paid attention to him. The satisfied Bunny Bunny opened his mouth. His cry was amplified throughout the battlefield.


  『 This is a message from Grid! I will kill anyone who hasn’t retreated when I arrive in one minute! 』


  “...”


  Was there anyone who wasn’t ready to die in a war? It wasn’t normal to retreat just because of a threat.


  "Hah, it’s so funny.” 


  "An arrogant bastard! If he can kill us, come and kill!”


  "Kill me! Then I will resurrect and come back!”


  The players of the Eternal Kingdom didn’t shrink back. It was already known that even a strong person couldn’t overturn a war with the power of an individual. Just look at Jishuka. She massacred thousands of soldiers since the war started and was now losing momentum. Her stamina was exhausted and the number of arrows she shot was significantly decreased.


  Grid would be the same. Everyone thought this, while Bunny Bunny laughed happily on the wyvern.


  ‘Good, good. This wouldn’t be a broadcast if you retreat so easily.’


  Endure and endure. Then they would be slaughtered by Grid, increasing the number of viewers. Bunny Bunny started counting down.


  『 You have 30 seconds. 』


  “Bah! Let him come!”


  『 20 seconds. 』


  “How can Grid handle all of us alone?”


  『 10 seconds. 』


  9 seconds, 8 seconds, 7 seconds, 6 seconds...


  The battlefield became silent as it reached 5 seconds. The Eternal players who were talking a while ago gulped hard. They had no doubt that they could handle Grid, but there would be huge sacrifices. And finally.


  『 0 seconds! Now God Grid will emerge! 』


  The moment Bunny Bunny mentioned Grid’s appearance.  The ratings of Bunny Bunny’s broadcast and all broadcasts reached the peak. People had high expectations. Grid would descend like a storm and wipe out his enemies! However...


  “...Not coming?”


  『 ... 』


  Grid didn’t appear and Bunny Bunny turned into a shepherd boy. At the same time, in Pangea on the East Continent.


  "How do I go back?”


  Grid became frustrated because he didn’t know how to return to the West Continent.




  Chapter 549


  A return scroll.


  It was an everyday supply for anyone who played Satisfy. If certain conditions were met, the player would move to the return point that they set. This was also the resurrection point. Grid also had return scrolls, since it was a routine consumable that everyone would use.


  Grid’s resurrection point was Reidan. Not long ago, he tried to change the point to Pangea. However, he stopped, since he realized his path to return to Reidan would disappear. That’s right. In other words, Grid had the idea that he could return to Reidan (West Continent) whenever he used the return scroll.


  This was natural from Grid’s point of view. But that conviction caused him grief.


  [The Return Scroll doesn’t work. Intercontinental movement isn’t possible with the formula in this scroll.]


  “...What’s this?”


  Intercontinental movement was impossible! It was enough to cause Grid confusion.


  “Eh... Um.”


  Grid made a blank expression. There was only one recurring phrase in his head.


  XX!


  One day ago in reality. Therefore, three days ago in game time, Grid called Bunny Bunny and spoke to him. Grid would return to the West Continent as soon as he cleared a quest, so announce his appearance to the world at the time he set. He wanted everyone’s attention to be concentrate on him. As always, Grid would impress the world by appearing in a dramatic moment.


  Finally, the promised time arrived. Grid finished the Subjugate the Armored Needles (2) quest and acquired five more silver thread. He was completely ready to act in the world. He would condemn the enemies who dared to invade his territory and attack his precious colleagues.


  But what was this?


  "The return scroll doesn’t work!”


  Grid started sweating while Braham became angry at him.


  ‘How did you come to the East Continent? Wasn’t it because of an intercontinental movement scroll? It is natural that an intercontinental movement scroll would be needed to return.’


  “...Intercontinental movement scroll? Where do I get that?”


  ‘The sage who handed you the scroll to the East Continent.’


  “...”


  Grid thought back.  It was the time when he received the East Continent Movement Scroll from Sticks. Sticks had looked shocked when Grid used the scroll as soon as he received it. Now he knew why.


  ‘He was embarrassed when I left without a scroll to return to the West Continent...’


  ‘...’


  “...”


  It was a situation where they had nothing to say. Grid sighed. He resented his own impatience.


  ‘I should always be calm and cautious instead of making constant mistakes...!’


  He was a pathetic person! Grid was pulling at his hair when Braham spoke.


  ‘It’s true that you are pathetic, but should you blame yourself? Anyone can make a mistake unless they are a dragon or a god. It’s the same for the great demons or geniuses.’


  "...Are you comforting me right now?”


  Braham, whose ego was as high as the sky, was comforting others? Grid doubted his ears and Braham raised his voice.


  ‘W-What! That’s not it! Find a way to get out of this current situation instead of being self-defeating! It’s frustrating to watch!’


  “Ah, yes... I don’t have time to do this.”


  Now wasn’t the time to lose his soul. Overgeared was limited in numbers while the enemies were infinite. The Overgeared members would reach their limit and have all their territory taken. Grid had to find a way to return to the West Continent quickly. He soon figured out how. In fact, it wasn’t difficult.


  "Isn’t it just a simple phone call?”


  Communication between the East Continent and West Continent was impossible. Grid was unable to send whispers to players on the West Continent and the summoning knights skill was also blocked. Grid logged out. Then he made an international call to Lauel.


  -Master, I’m honored that you have contacted me. But I’m still in the game and am quite busy. I really don’t have time.


  “...”


  -I won’t forget my sin today until my life ends and my bones decay. I will be punished for the rest of my life.


  Lauel tried his best to learn Korean but was speaking nonsense. Grid frowned at the words.


  “If you’re busy, then I’ll speak quickly. I want you to take a West Continent Movement Scroll from Sticks and come to pick me up.”


  -Huh? Surely you didn’t leave without a scroll to return to the West Continent?


  "I did.”


  -Kukuk! Oh dear, oh dear. Lord is truly great. It’s unusual for someone to escape from the worthless prison called common sense.


  "...Just hang up quickly, connect to the game and come to pick me up.”


  -I’m sorry, but that’s impossible.


  “What? Ah, it makes sense since you’re in the middle of a war. If you’re busy, then send someone else on your behalf.”


  -No. I’m your servant. I won’t break your orders in any situation. It’s just impossible to go to the East Continent because Sticks isn’t present.


  What was he saying?


  "What do you mean? Where is Sticks?”


  -Sticks not only has a vast knowledge, he has excellent magic abilities. So I asked him for a few favors. 


  “What favor?”


  -I asked him to take command of the Ul Clan, including Princess Hwarin, to attack the rear of the Eternal army and then go to Siren. 


  The Ul Clan. A minority that Grid had rescued from the empire in the past.  They had excellent magical talent, especially the royal family. If Sticks led them then their talents would sublimate to another level. Grid was able to guess half of Lauel’s intention. But he couldn’t understand the other half.


  "Why do you want them to go to Siren afterwards?”


  -It’s to call someone who is farming in the sea.


  There was only one person Grid knew who was farming in the sea.


  “Piaro?”


  -Yes.


  One of the biggest differences between a player and NPC was the ability to whisper. NPCs weren’t able to whisper. In order to communicate with them, they had to use old-fashioned means such as letters or magic communication devices. Siren wasn’t a developed city. Grid was convinced about the reason why Lauel asked Sticks to call Piaro.


  "The most efficient method is to have Sticks use teleportation to bring Piaro as soon as possible... But won’t Siren be in danger if Piaro leaves?”


  In the first place, the reason why he left Piaro in Siren wasn’t simply due to farming. It was to protect Siren from Blood Carnival. Lauel’s peculiar laugh was heard by the concerned Grid.


  -Kuk...! Kukuk! Aren’t you becoming gentler? Lord, let me remind you of why we have to protect Siren.


  “It’s to safeguard the treaty...”


  -I’m sorry to interrupt you, but why did we ally with Siren in the first place?


  "It’s for the sake of our development.”


  -That’s right. How can we care about Siren when we are on the verge of destruction?


  “...”


  -We can’t worry about Siren’s well-being right now. The water clan of Siren will join us in this war to help. Just as we have an obligation to protect their territory, they have an obligation to defend our territory.


  That’s right. But wasn’t it very hard to mobilize the water clan that still hadn’t recovered from the war? The more worrisome part...


  "Lauel, haven’t you been planning to be hostile to Eternal long before the alliance with Siren? Then Siren was a victim from the beginning?”


  -I can’t say that they will be a victim. I’m not planning to use them as simple arrows, but an army. The number of human casualties will be higher. In addition, there’s no guarantee that Blood Carnival will invade Siren again.


  “Hrmm... Yes.”


  Grid couldn’t denounce or deny Lauel’s words. In the first place, he gave Lauel all authority because he trusted Lauel. Based on the need to protect Overgeared, Lauel’s plans and ideas were justified. Lauel said goodbye.


  -I have been gone for four minutes. This will lead to a confusion in the command system. I have to return to the game. 


  "Yes, you worked hard. Please send Sticks to me as soon as possible. Tell him to come to the White Hammer smithy in Pangea.”


  -Yes, he will probably arrive in 5 days.


  The call ended. The conclusion?


  “Bunny Bunny... I’m sorry for making you a liar...”


  Grid’s return to the West Continent was a failure. The current Grid didn’t have the means to help his colleagues who were undergoing the greatest crisis since Overgeared were formed. He couldn’t help feeling nervous.


  "Always be calm and careful.”


  Grid calmed his mind as much as possible.


  First of all, he connected to the Internet and watched the war videos in order to grasp the power of his teammates from the point of view of a blacksmith.


  ‘Yura changed her main weapon. It’s a good thing. I can finally make her a weapon. Pon is still using the armor I made five months ago? He isn’t as lucky as me. Regas will soon reach the limit of the gauntlets’ durability because he blocks the items with his hand...’


  Overall, the equipment status of the Overgeared members was poor. It was the result of Grid concentrating on personal growth for a while.


  “Among them, the one in the most urgent need of a new item is...”


  Grid watched the video of Patrian. In the video, the beautiful woman with golden skin was struggling. Grid closely observed the bow she was using.


  “Jishuka, I will start with you.”


  Tak tak.


  Grid stood up. He entered the capsule and headed to the White Hammer smithy as soon as he connected to Satisfy. The blacksmiths of the White Hammer smithy actively welcomed the hero who helped them win the competition. They had all the requirements needed to help Grid produce an item.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  The furnace swallowed up the white phosphorus wood. Grid squatted in front of the heat, hammering at the anvil without stopping. It was the Red Phoenix Breath, which looked like a ruby.


  'This can be attached to an item...’ 


  Grid thought that it seemed possible to refine the ruby so that it burned more strongly. He thought that the stronger the breath was, the stronger the Red Phoenix Bow would be. Therefore, Grid challenged smelting the Red Phoenix Breath. But the breath was the essence of the Red Phoenix. It was difficult to handle it completely with the techniques of a legend. This smelting operation was the hardest thing Grid had done since becoming Pagma’s Descendant. He spent at least four days hammering at the anvil.


  Any normal person would reach the end of their patience. But Grid was filled with strong ambition.


  ‘It’s an honor to work with the finest materials.’ 


  Ttang! Ttang!


  The sound of Grid’s hammering return the atmosphere of the White Hammer smithy to its peak.
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  "This is embarrassing.”


  In the spacious fields of Reidan, farmer and Aura Master Hurent was impatiently waiting for Piaro to return. He grew nervous during trainingbecause he received the news that Overgeared was in the midst of a massive war. From his point of view, the news was like a lightning bolt out of the blue. He was worried that his valuable training ground would be ruined in the midst of the messy war.


  "It has been busy in the last few weeks... They were preparing for war.”


  Piaro taught Hurent to understand himself (?) and forgive (?) after he tried to invade Reidan. The training course he made according to Piaro’s suggested method was valuable. He was proud every time he saw grains and vegetables sprout in the land that he cleared, and his heart pounded when he saw people happily eating them...


  “No, this isn’t it.”


  Why was he thinking about this? Hurent shook his head and denied his heart. But the fields were his training grounds and he wanted to keep them.  He believed that showing the intact fields to Piaro would be a way to repay the favor. But how? The method was obvious.


  “I have no choice but to fight.”


  Hurent opened a map of the Eternal Kingdom. He looked at Reinhardt in the east, Bairan in the north, Patrian in the south, and Reidan in the west.


  ‘They have to pass through Patrian in order to advance from Reinhardt to Reidan.’


  Reidan and Reinhardt weren’t able to get to each other apart from through Reidan. The areas around Patrian were blocked by mountains or hills.


  'This is deliberately designed terrain.’


  It was easy to deduce. To the west of Reidan and the south of Patrian was the Saharan Empire and Gauss Kingdom respectively. In other words, Patrian was a fortress designed to defend the kingdom from foreign powers. Eternal chose Patrian’s position in order to intercept the Saharan Empire or Gauss Kingdom if they ever invaded.


  ‘Patrian is a natural fortress. But now it’s been taken by Grid?’


  It would be painful for Eternal. In order to get rid of the rebel Grid, they needed to reclaim Patrian. But it wasn’t an easy fortress to capture.


  ‘It will be difficult to attack a fortress that is built as a means to stop the invasion of two nations. Eternal will concentrate on Bairan.’


  It was best to attack Patrian from the north and the east simultaneously. They needed to occupy Bairan in order to do this. Hurent was convinced that Eternal’s top priority would be the occupation of Bairan.


  “Then I will protect Bairan.”


  Hurent decided to defend the fields of Reidan and immediately left Reidan. He once dreamt of becoming a sword saint. However, after realizing the value of aura, he pursued the ultimate path of an Aura Master. He was incomparably stronger than he was during the 1st National Competition and now he was moving for Overgeared.


  This was a variable that even the genius Lauel couldn’t think of.


  ***


  Eternal’s navy sent the R77 unit to infiltrate Cork Island through a secret tunnel. They believed that the elite forces of R77 would do a great job. After assassinating the enemy commander and paralyzing the command system, the navy would gain a foothold for victory.


  But the atmosphere was terrible. Originally, the flares should’ve appeared four hours ago. However, the set time had passed and there was no news. Cork Island in front of them was uncomfortably quiet. 


  "Did they fail the mission?”


  Someone couldn’t help asking. It was Navy Admiral Lebuck. The staff members flinched and started to give their opinion.


  "Until four days ago, only the king knew that there was a secret tunnel on Cork Island. It is absolutely impossible for the rebels to deal with the infiltration of the R77 unit.”


  "It is a fact that R77 landed safely on Cork Island. They will be performing their mission as scheduled. But there are always variable that will delay the time.”


  Lebuck frowned.


  "Isn’t there a possibility for R77 to be caught after they landed on the island?”


  "Admiral, R77’s covert nature is the best in the navy. It is unlikely that they would be discovered.”


  "Wait a little longer. Good news will surely come.”


  “...Hrmm.”


  Lebuck decided not to fret any longer. Combining all the factors, including the abilities of R77 and the use of the secret tunnels, the probability of the R77 unit failing was almost zero. Then he was rewarded for his faith.


  Peeeeeong!


  “Ohhh!”


  The promised signal appeared from Cork Island. The color of the signal flare was blue. It was the signal that indicated the leader of the enemy was destroyed and they should go.


  Lebuck ordered the entire fleet. "Don’t damage the island, since it will soon be our property again! Stop ranged bombardment and move forward! Land and show the enemies the full force of our strength!”


  The resistance of the enemy would be low after losing their commander. The artillery and magic shot from the coastal fortifications weren’t threatening at all. It would be a vain resistance!


  "Full landing!”


  “Assault! Assault!!”


  The navy ships arrived on the coast and the soldiers poured out at once. The soldiers’ morale was sky high from the assuredness of their victory. Peak Sword laughed from the fortress as he confirmed their appearance.


  "The blue signal that you told me was correct. I was a little suspicious.”


  "I have already committed myself to Overgeared. I have no desire to lie.”


  “That is a very good attitude. Keep this attitude for the rest of your life and learn from God Grid.”


  "Thank you for giving me a chance.”


  Soldier who was killed by Peak Sword. As soon as he resurrected, he came to Cork Island and expressed his intention to surrender. Why did he risk his career in the navy? It was because he realized there was no future in the Eternal Kingdom.


  Two nights before. Soldier was thrilled after infiltrating through the secret tunnel. Once he saw Peak Sword waiting in front of the secret tunnel, he realized that the intelligence network of Overgeared was above the Eternal Kingdom. Soldier was convinced. The winner of this war would be Overgeared, not Eternal. Immediately after the war ended, Overgeared would develop into a national unit. 


  He made a decision. He would serve Grid and Overgeared, becoming a great success in that kingdom.


  ‘A perfect opportunity to be a founding contributor. The chance fell down from the sky.’


  Soldier would succeed in the new country.


  On the other hand, Peak Sword was also excited.


  ‘I waited for my stamina to fully recover before launching the signal and succeeded in making the weak navy land at my feet. Maybe...’


  Was he going to break everyone’s expectations and succeed in defending Cork Island? It was a big jackpot.


  ***


  “Hoh?”


  The second army that appeared to reclaim Borneo contained Seuron. He was amazed after attacking the Overgeared troops on the wall with his soul spears. The archers he thought were going to die were still alive?


  ‘They have 20% of their health left?’


  Like any other game, Satisfy showed a disparity in strength depending on the level difference. It was virtually impossible for a level 100~200 user to survive the skill attack of a level 300 user. Katz was able to massacre the Borneo army using this fact.


  Objectively, Seuron’s attack was superior to Katz, but the Overgeared members didn’t die. Who was Seuron? A unique class specialized in combat. His skill damage coefficient was so high that it couldn’t be compared with normal skills.  But the lowly soldiers survived his skill?


  “How is this possible?”


  "If the soldiers’ bodies are this durable, how strong are the knights?”


  The Gauss players were buzzing. Their fear of the Overgeared troops started to grow out of control. However, Seuron was delighted.


  'Truly the Overgeared Guild... Even the soldiers are overgeared.’ 


  Seuron wasn’t part of Gauss. He didn’t have any obligations to enter the war and wouldn't even get rewards. It was because he wanted to pay Grid back for his frustration during the Reidan invasion and National Competition. He fought in this war in the hopes of damaging Grid.


  'Grid, I wonder how you raised the soldiers so well.’


  He became more motivated. What if he slaughtered Grid’s soldiers and took away all their items?


  "That Grid would become quite angry, right? Kulkul let’s play once.”


  Seokeok!


  Seuron wielded his sword. The +9 Wisdom Sword. A one-handed sword that increased the wearer’s strength and intelligence simultaneously. It had compatibility with the Brutal Heavy Sword and he used it during the 2nd National Competition. It wasn’t lacking compared to Grid’s production items and it was in the same class as Kraugel’s True White Fang.


  Furthermore, Seuron had a passive skill where ‘if he attacked a person or monster with his weapon, he would absorb some of the soul of the target and increase his weapon’s power.’


  "Kuaaaaak!"


  “W-What is this? Keeok!”


  The Gauss players and soldiers were killed. They were confused because Seuron, who they thought was a friend, started attacking them.


  Seokeok!


  Puk puk! Puok!


  All of a sudden, Seuron swung his sword and then the Gauss soldiers and players turned to grey. The unexpected sight made the world shocked.


  -What is with Seuron?


  -Why is he killing his allies when he is fighting to defeat the Overgeared members?


  The expression ‘ally’ wasn’t correct. Seuron wasn’t part of the Gauss Kingdom. Strictly speaking, he was a third party unrelated to the war. Seuron only entered the war in the first place because of an individual grudge, not in order to help Gauss.


  “S-Seuron, you! Kuaack!”


  7th on the unified rankings. A unique class specialized in combat. In addition, Seuron had powerful items. His sudden surprise attack wasn’t something that the Gauss army could respond to. The soldiers and players were all helpless. Seuron laughed at the Gauss players who were staring at him with angry and confused eyes.


  "The weak people like you should be honored to have a chance to help me.”


  Paang!


  Papapapang!


  The Wisdom Sword started to resonate. Seuron exploited the souls from the many dead bodies on the battlefield and formed soul spears. It was the soul spears he had used before. But this time it was a little different and had significantly high magic damage.


  Pepepepeok!


  The soul spears once again hit the Overgeared archers on the walls. The momentum was much better than before. The vast majority of viewers watching the war were expecting the collapse of the archers. But Katz overturned their prediction.


  "Blood Shield."


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  Just as Seuron seized the soul from corpses, Katz grabbed their blood to form a red shield and defend against the soul bombardment. It was the moment with those who exerted the greatest power on the battlefield, the Soul Predator and Blood Warrior, clashed.


  Who would win? Everyone in the world showed great interest and expected a wonderful battle. But Seuron dismissed Katz.


  “An epic class can’t be compared to mine. You are several levels below me. Isn't that right?"


  “...What?”


  In fact, Katz had been nervous since Seuron appeared. He was exhausted from obstructing the advance of tens of thousands of soldiers for the past three days. At this time, he encountered a strong man he couldn’t compete with. Yes, Katz recognized Seuron as an opponent. However, Seuron dismissed him and this hurt Katz’ pride that he was famous for.


  He gritted his teeth and showed his temper. “You beggar.”


  “What? Beggar?”


  A high ranker was called a beggar? Seuron laughed as he doubted his ears.


  “Calling me a beggar. It isn’t realistic... You are at the level of a kindergarten student.”


  Seuron snorted. Katz looked down at him from the wall and opened his mouth. He shouted in a voice that was loud enough for everyone on the battlefield to hear.


  "I will give one billion yen to everyone who injures that beggar’s body. It will be 100 billion yen for anyone who kills him.”


  “...?”


  1 billion yen? 100 billion yen? If it wasn’t Katz saying this, everyone listening would’ve laughed. But who was Katz? He was the son of a top conglomerate in Japan. His family’s collection of assets ranked as one of the top 10 in the world. Even oil-rich Middle Easterns would envy him. The weight of the 1 billion and 100 billion yen that emerged from his mouth wasn’t light.


  -I am connecting to the game now.


  -Forming a party to go and attack Seuron.


  The ratings for the war broadcasts started to fall sharply. Most viewers stopped watching and started to access the game. The situation on the battlefield wasn’t too different. The Gauss players, who were already hostile to Seuron, started pointing their swords at him. Seuron was forced to tense against such a huge number.


  “This crazy guy...!”


  Seuron gulped while Katz laughed at the sight from the war.


  "You should know that you are X in front of money.”


  A problem that couldn’t be solved by just being overgeared was solved with money.
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  Borneo. 


  The Gauss players started to feel excited.


  ‘What? 9 million dollars just for inflicting an injury?’


  ‘900 million for killing...!’


  How many chances like this would appear before ordinary people? It was low enough that it wouldn’t be strange if they never experienced it. Katz's proposal was enough to capture the Gauss players.


  ‘Money!’


  'I will become rich!’


  Money! Money! Money! This was a capitalist society that produced new monsters, a very desirable phenomenon for Katz.


  "Seuron, give me one blow please.”


  "No, please just die. Yes? Please.”


  The eyes of the Gauss players changed. They revealed their intent to kill a high ranker that they normally wouldn’t go against. Seuron was recognized as prey, like a chicken trapped in a poultry farm. Seuron gulped as he was surrounded by the Gauss players.


  “Do you really believe his words? Aren’t you just fools?” 


  The average level of the Gauss players was 100, with no rankers among them. If Seuron were behind some fortifications like Katz, he wouldn’t care how many opponents there were. But unlike Katz, however, Seuron was alone in the middle of enemy territory. He was isolated among thousands of enemies. Even the ‘Soul Predator’ Seuron had to feel tense. 


  Seuron determined that he had to be careful and tried to speak with a calm expression, "This isn’t $90,000 or $900,000. It is 9 million dollars and 900 million. Does it make sense that he will keep this promise?”


  In other words, it was worth billions of won. No matter how wealthy a person was, spending that much money just to hunt one person in a game? It was a bluff. Seuron was sure of it and people started to become dubious.


  "It is a lot of money. No matter how rich Katz is, can he really spend this much?”


  “That... I would’ve believed it if it was a more realistic amount.”


  They could gain enough money to reverse their life if they dealt one injury to Seuron! This extraordinary condition ended up grabbing Katz’ ankle. The Gauss players started to doubt Katz words and Seuron felt relief. 


  "Kukuk! Kuahahahat!” Katz’ shoulders shook as he laughed from the wall.  "People are fun. It is beyond your imagination so you deny it? Look, your imagination is too weak.”


  That was the only problem they had? Then he would adjust the level.


  "I will correct the amount. I will give 100 million yen to people who injure Seuron and 10 billion yen for the person who kills him. I promise in the name of the JIN Group. How about it? Are you going to believe it?”


  People didn’t know how scary a madman with a lot of money was. Why? It was rare to see a madman with a lot of money!


  “What are you doing? If you want to make money then you have to kill that beggar.” Katz prompted with cold eyes.


  It was the spark.


  “Waaaaaaaaah!”


  The players in the Gauss army no longer hesitated. Katz offered much better incentives than the quest rewards, making them all rush towards Seuron. Seuron shrank back from surprise and roared.


  “Shit...! Shit!! Overgeareddddd!”


  The Overgeared Guild was a nightmare for Seuron. He was killed by a farmer in the invasion of Reidan and was unable to do anything big in the National Competition due to the Overgeared members wearing the items that Grid made. Seuron hated the Overgeared Guild, who left a stain on his life. He wanted to trample on them and get rid of the shameful past.


  Yet now he was being trampled on with the power of money? Why did he get stuck in a situation where he was tied up with the Overgeared members?  It was enough to drive Seuron crazy.


  "Do you think you can leave a scratch on me?”


  “Kill! Kill Seuron!”


  “We don’t have anyone strong. Hit him at the same time! One hit means a lot of money!”


  “It’s mine!!”


  A clash between the angry Seuron and the money-blinded Gauss players! Katz enjoyed the fierce sight from the walls. The power of money that made enemies into allies caused the whole world to shake.


  *** 


  Bairan’s siege had a special pattern. It was the first ever siege where the role of the one being sieged and the one attacking completely reversed.


  Kiiiiik!


  The firmly closed gate of Bairan once again opened.


  “Hiik! Again!”


  “D-Damage once again! Use the soldiers as a shield!”


  The players belonging to Eternal started to retreat. The formations collapsed in an instant. The formations were a mess due to the players and the command system was temporarily paralyzed. The battlefield instantly became a mess.


  At this time.


  “I will show you my spirit today.”


  Pon rose a white horse through the open gate and threw his spear. Rail Spear.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  The lightning spear blew through the Eternal army like a lightning storm. Hundreds of soldiers and players turned to grey.


  “Hiyah!"


  Pon pulled out a new spear and ran out. He broke into the collapsed Eternal formation and wielded his spear. The soldiers were slaughtered. It was the scene of a one-sided massacre due to the overwhelming power difference. But the massacre didn’t last long.


  Just 100 people. Pon defeated 100 people before recovering his spear and returning.


  “Foolish guys! I told you not to let the ranks break!”


  "Reform the ranks! The enemy’s next attack is coming!"


  The commanders verified that Pon was gone and gave orders to the soldiers. They wanted the siege weapons that arrived late to be escorted. But time was too tight. In addition, the players were a problem. The average level of the players at Bairan was 140. Apart from a few people, the majority were low-level users who hadn’t received military training. The commanders did their best but the speed of the formations was too slow.


  In the meantime, Yura emerged from the gate.


  "I can’t let you use the siege weapons.”


  Peeng!


  A Demon Slayer acquired black magic power each time they slew demonkin. She could use this black magic as a resource to activate special skills. One of them was black magic. This was a specialty of Yura who used to be first in the black magic rankings.  She summoned black spheres and bombarded the enemy soldiers escorting the siege weapons. Her aim was the siege weapon and no one could stop her.


  The elite Eternal soldiers were still only level 180. Their abilities were useless in front of Yura’s agility and aggressiveness, making them fall into helplessness.


  Kurururung!


  “Shit! How long will we let her run wild?”


  The Eternal players realized the seriousness of the situation when they saw the collapsing siege weapons and firmed up their hearts. They started to concentrate on attacking Yura. They were eager to clear the quest as they fired arrows and magic. Their average level was lower than the soldiers but Yura was tired from the war that lasted five days.


  Pepepepeng!


  “Ugh.”


  Yura started to allow attacks. She came out of the castle to fight, so she was physically and mentally at her limits. The good news was that Eternal’s players were weak. The difference in level and items was so severe that Yura wasn’t seriously injured. After barely enduring the attacks of the enemies and defeating the quota of 100 people, she returned to the castle.


  Kuuong!


  She flopped down as soon as the gate closed. Yura sat down. She gasped for breath as she sweated, while Pon spoke to her.


  "The supplies are running out. The archers on the wall don’t have as many arrows and are running out of potions. We might only be able to last two more days.”


  Yura, Toon, and other skills members of Overgeared were concentrated in Bairan. They alternated going out of the castle and attacking the enemies in order to protect the castle without a loss of troops. But this wasn’t possible forever. They couldn’t get enough rest so their stamina recovery speed was slow and the durability of their items was at the bottom. Their potions were also running out.


  It was a desperate situation for Bairan. But Yura didn’t want to give up Bairan.


  “Definitely... I will definitely keep it. It will be dangerous for Patrian if Bairan collapses.”


  How much longer could they hold? Yura, Pon, Toon, and the Overgeared members. They risked their lives but wouldn’t be able to hold on for more than two days. Bairan would be finished if there were no reinforcements.


  ***


  Chaaeng! Chaeeeeeng!


  “Kikik! Kikikikik!”


  Puk.


  “Kiiiiik!”


  Red Sun Forest. For Korean players, it was known as the ‘Hypnotic Forest,’ where strange sights could be seen. The dubrick racer, or the nimble creatures that were deemed ‘unhuntable’ due to their species characteristics were being slaughtered by a single swordsman.


  Seokeok!


  Puhahahak!


  A speed that couldn’t be avoided. The white sword belonging to Kraugel blocked the dubrick racers that were three times faster than humans. The monsters that were 60 levels higher than him died. He wiped the sweat off his skin that was as beautiful as a woman’s and tucked his hair behind his ears. His high nose and deep eyes were revealed. The man was handsome enough to capture the hearts of men and women.


  “Kraugel.”


  Hao arrived at Kraugel’s side. After discovering that Ares’ men were aiming for Kraugel, he stayed by Kraugel’s side for protection. Now he asked with an anxious expression.


  “Is it really okay if you don’t go and help Overgeared?”


  Kraugel had a great liking for Overgeared, and couldn’t hide his impatience while he grasped the war situation of Overgeared in real time. It seemed like he wanted to go and help Overgeared. But Kraugel continued hunting without heading to the Eternal Kingdom.


  “Please let me know if there is anything stopping you from helping. I will assist you.”


  Kraugel could tell what Hao thought in his heart, since he was now quite familiar with Hao. Kraugel made a bitter smile and said, "Grid will want to avoid getting help from me.”


  “Why do you think that?”


  "We are rivals before we are friends.”


  ***


  Pangea, the East Continent.


  "Today is the third day...”


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  The White Hammer blacksmiths were uneasy. Grid had been constantly hammering for the last three days. Could a person be okay after working three days without any rest? In particular, forging was something that required a tremendous amount of stamina. They were concerned about Grid’s health.


  "Captain White, what do we do if Grid falls down? Shouldn’t he rest for a while?”


  White shook his head at the concerned question. White was also showing signs of weariness. It was the aftermath of watching Grid work without sleeping for the past three days.


  "Don’t disturb the concentration of Pangea’s Duke of Virtue.”


  Grid was a craftsman. Once he put his soul into making an item, he wouldn’t stop for food and rest. The work was the most important thing to them. White knew this because he grew up watching his father. He never intended to disturb Grid. This was a great choice.


  Grid was able to focus with White’s support and succeeded in smelting the Red Phoenix Breath one day earlier than expected.


  “Now... Now it is the real work.”


  Hwaruruk!


  Grid increased the temperature of the furnace. The Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience was activated for the fourth time and reduced his fatigue.


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid started the making of the Red Phoenix Bow. He had a vague inkling.


  ‘The best masterpiece will be born.’


  It was a well-founded confidence.
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   'The Red Phoenix Bow is the strongest weapon.’


  Grid thought this. Was it because he always did his best and wanted to be rewarded for his efforts? No, his faith didn’t come from such a vague thing. It was an absolute conviction because of several reasons.


  ‘The first evidence.’


  The quality of the design was the best ever. The original version of the Red Phoenix Bow was likely to be myth rated.


  ‘The second evidence.’


  The quality of the materials used in the production was the best ever. The white phosphorus wood and Red Phoenix Breath. In particular, the material called the Red Phoenix Breath was likely to be equivalent to adamantium. Adamantium was a mineral that was collected from the world of the gods. In other words, the Red Phoenix Breath was a by-product of a god. It was a ‘part of a god.’ 


  ‘The third evidence.’


  Grid’s concentration was at its highest level. The effect of the Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience had been activated four times over the last three days. It was the first time since he became Pagma’s Descendant.


  ‘Thanks to the Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience, I’m not tired at all and can devote myself to working without a break.’


  It was a feast of the best conditions! They overlapped and would obtain the best results.


  Ttiring~


  [You can no longer smelt the Red Phoenix Breath. It is already in the best form.]


  [Strengthened Red Phoenix Breath]


  The aura of the Red Phoenix enhanced by the legendary blacksmith Grid.


  Increases fire resistance by 40% even when carrying it in the inventory.


  It can be used to infuse items with the powerful aura of the Red Phoenix.


  However, it can only be attached to items with a strong fire attribute.


  Weight: 2


  The strengthened Red Phoenix Breath contained a stronger flame than before. The flames in the rube rose like they wanted to run wild.


  ‘Now I can make the bow.’


  Grid made good use of the extra time to heat up the furnace. He used all his knowledge to handle the white phosphorus wood. Now it was only necessary to add the additional materials such as the minotaur horns.


  ‘It is okay. The kids will be able to hold on well even without me. I don’t have to worry and just focus on doing my best.’


  Grid wasn’t aware of it but he was able to exert a higher concentration than usual in the production of this item because of his different mindset. His colleagues were in a crisis and he couldn’t help. Grid had to suppress his anxiety and nerves from imagining the worst situation and his concentration naturally rose during this process. He used a variety of tools during the production.


  Chiiiik!


  “...”


  Grid stared at the water vapour that was generated by cooling the heated white phosphorus wood in the water. It shone firmly without yielding. It looked like the starlight in the night sky.


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience skill has been activated.]


  “...Good.”


  The Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience skill once again activated! Grid smiled as sharp as a knife as his fatigue disappeared and his concentration stayed at the peak. The blacksmiths of the White Hammer smithy felt infinite awe as they watched Grid tirelessly work on the item for the fourth day in a row.


  The next evening.


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath has been activated.]


  Grid received a welcome notification window as he entered the final stages of the production. He attached the Red Phoenix Breath to the finished bow. Then a red aura appeared around the white bow. Grid prayed for the message ‘a legendary item has been completed.’


  ‘Please!’


  Give him a legendary rating!


  ...It might be too greedy. Maybe he should pray for a unique rating.


  ‘Then I can use Item Upgrade to make it a legendary rating.’


  The moment that Grid’s mind weakened.


  Paaaat!


  There was a gorgeous sight as the Red Phoenix Bow completely accepted the essence of the Red Phoenix, the white bow turning an orange-red colour. It was an intense colour like blazing fire. Then...


  [An unexpected situation has occurred!]


  “...?”


  Unexpected situation? A chill went down the spine of the expectant Grid.


  'What the hell is this situation?’


  Grid had been hit in the back of the head while playing the game more than once or twice. Grid’s expectations were always betrayed. Thus, he assumed the worst. However, it was the opposite.


  [The rating of the item you produced is higher than legendary.]


  [It is the result of breaking the limits due to the production method, the materials and the maker’s commitment.]


  “...Ah!!”


  Grid was reminded of something. It was during the pope election episode. During the process of understanding and recreating the myth rated item Lifael’s Spear, Grid’s blacksmithing technique was upgraded from ‘Witness of God’s Weapon’ to ‘Understanding of God’s Weapon.’ Thanks to that, Grid had a very low probability of producing a myth rated (reproduction) item. But the odds were very low and had never happened before.


  ‘I wasn’t expecting this!’


  At this moment, a myth reproduction was born. Grid was filled with a thrill that was beyond joy. The result far exceeded his expectations, causing excitement to flow like a tidal wave. But the result was different. The item made by Grid wasn’t a myth reproduction.


  [Congratulations!]


  [You are the first player to produce a myth rated item!]


  [The title, ‘Watched by the Gods’ has been acquired.]


  [(Understanding of Gods’ Weapons) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill has evolved into (Seeing the Gods’ Techniques) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill.


  “Wow.”


  Grid’s eyes widened. It wasn’t a reproduction but a pure myth rating. Grid was so surprised that his heart stopped. His head was refreshed. Grid looked at the updated skill information.


  [(Seeing the Gods’ Techniques) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill Lv. 8]


  There is a high probability of producing rare~ epic rated items.


  There is a certain probability of creating unique rated items.


  There is a rare probability of creating legendary rated items.


  If certain conditions are met, there is a very rare probability of making a myth reproduction or myth rated item.


  * All stats of a production item will increase by 21%.


  * When myth rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +10 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +1,000.


  * Something special will occur with every three myth rated items created. (Currently 1/3)


  “...”


  Grid was happy but frowned after a moment. The updated skill gave Grid a new penalty!


  “No, dammit... Legendary items don’t give me any stats now?”


  No, wasn’t this too severe? It didn’t make sense that he would be treated like this when making legendary items. The price for making a myth rated item was too high.


  Grid’s shoulders slumped.


  'The future is uneasy...’


  Something special would happen every time he made three myth grade items. Why did he feel like this might be a huge penalty?


  "This damn Korean game.”


  It was too stingy to players. They didn’t treat players who paid a full fee every month well. It was the typical attitude of a Korean game company. Grid couldn’t confirm the details of the completed Red Phoenix Bow when he heard a disturbance.


  “D-Demon...!”


  "Pointy-eared demon!”


  “...?”


  There was an uproar from the entrance to the smithy. The White Hammer blacksmiths cried out fearfully.


  ‘Pointy-eared demon?’


  What type of monsters would scare the blacksmiths? Grid armed himself with the Sword Ghost and exited the smithy. Then he was shocked.


  “Sticks!”


  The pointy-eared demon that the blacksmiths were scared of. It was Sage Sticks. The person Grid had been waiting for! By the way...


  "Why are you being treated as a demon?”


  An elf. He was a noble existence. Elves were those who loved nature and peace and were hostile to demonkin. They were historically honoured and loved by people. It was strange that the blacksmiths of the White Hammer smithy would call him a demon.


  Sticks reached out to Grid. "I can’t speculate but the East Continent might have a difficult situation that is hard to untangle. Let’s go back.”


  Now wasn’t the time to think about the East Continent. His colleagues were the top priority. Grid nodded and grabbed Sticks’ hand. Then the two people disappeared with a flash of light.


  ***


  "A stronghold of a small kingdom is at this level...?”


  The Yak Guild that was one of the Seven Guilds. Bubat was the master of a small territory. Therefore, he was able to see how magnificent the high walls of Patrian were.


  ‘The walls should be at least level 8.’


  The durability was at least one million. It was natural that it would be difficult to scratch the walls with a level 100 or level 200 magic or skill bombardment. In order to break down the walls, at least a third advancement magician or high level siege weapon was needed.


  ‘If only I could have one of these fortresses.’


  The Yak Guild had considerable manpower and capital and they spent five months raising the wall by one level. Of course, every time the level of the wall increased, the amount of capital and experience required for the next level up would increase. In other words, a player couldn’t build level 8 walls.


  ‘Grid got it for free... Tsk.’


  He noticed that Earl Ashur was on Grid’s side since the Reidan invasion. Grid had been raising Earl Ashur since the earliest days and consequently obtained this great fortress.


  ‘I don’t want to admit it...’


  Grid was a very wide character. He wasn’t the same as other high rankers who relied on force or skills.


  ‘Being able to capture the hearts of NPCs. This is Grid’s greatest strength!’


  If Grid was left alone, he would proceed forward without limits. Putting personal grudges aside, Bubat had an obligation to keep in check any high ranking competitors. But this wasn't an easy task. It was because there were too few third advancement classes in the Eternal Kingdom.


  ‘We have to use the siege weapons well.’


  Eternal’s army had 12 catapults. But they weren’t effective. Patrian had prominent magicians such as Zednos, Laella and Euphemina. Their magic easily neutralized the catapults’ attacks. In particular, the girl called Euphemina was a problem. She used the best defense spell with the right attributes.


  ‘This monster... Did she obtain a legendary great magician class?’


  Bubat clicked his tongue and turned his gaze to the leader of the Eternal army. Thousands of infantry tried to climb the walls of Patrian but they couldn’t deal with the pouring magic, arrows and stones. In particular, the Overgeared unit led by Regas. They ran out of the castle for a while and when they did, Eternal’s vanguard was severely damaged.


  ‘Fortunately, Jishuka is tired. Now that she is on a break, it is time to get rid of Regas.’


  If they defeated Regas’ group, it would be very easy to climb Patrian’s walls. Bubat believed this and looked at Jeff and Ralph.


  "We are going to act?”


  "My body was becoming stiff.”


  "We can’t just watch.”


  The damage dealers of Overgeared were busy destroying or keeping in check the siege weapons. It was a safe environment where Bubat, Jeff and Ralph could finally show their true colours.


  “The target is Regas!”


  "Kill all those who interfere!”


  Bubat, Jeff and Ralph guided their guilds forward. They killed any Eternal soldiers who blocked the road without hesitation and reached Regas. Regas screamed while fighting with Eternal’s soldiers.


  “Avoid it!"


  The Overgeared members who were part of the Silver Knights Guild. It was the moment when the 30 of them heard Regas’ call and tried to respond.


  Kurururung! 


  There was the sound of thunder and the ground erupted. It was an earthquake caused by Bubat who was considered the best initiator.


  “Aaaack!”


  “Hiik!”


  The average level of the Overgeared members in Regas’ unit was 230. They couldn’t resist the wide area CC used by Bubat and floated in the air. Regas barely escaped the CC and felt strained. Bubat grabbed the faces of two of the Overgeared members floating in the air.


  Bubat smiled widely.


  Kwajajak!


  Bubat grabbed the faces of two Overgeared members and slammed them into the ground. It was the signal for the reversal.
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  "Ugh!"


  “Keuok...”


  The Overgeared members had their faces pushed deeply into the ground. Following the air damage, they fell into a stunned state. Of course, the crisis didn’t end there. Bubat planned to completely destroy them.


  Peok!


  Peeeeok!


  Bubat’s one-handed hammer struck the back of the Overgeared members without hesitation. It was a cruel attack without any mercy.


  "Gorose! Han Woochan!”


  Regas’ eyes shook wildly as his colleagues died.  They were colleagues he’d fought with for the past week!  It was also by Bubat, a third party not involved in this war!


  “Wicked person! I will never forgive you!”


  Pachichik!


  Regas kicked off from the ground. Among the third advancement classes, his Asura had one of the highest difficulties. The intense power of lightning wrapped around him. 


  “Uhh!”


  ‘There’s no access!’


  The Eternal soldiers were swept up in the rush and felt pain as their skin was torn and burnt. They tried to widen their distance from Regas. He used the precursor for the Asura’s ultimate skill, ‘Send to Hell.’ That’s right. Regas was in a cold rage. Regas decided that the biggest risk Bubat had to be taken care of first, and he needed to prevent the enemy forces from reaching him. So he chose to use Send to Hell for his first strike.


  “Haaaah!!


  Peeeeeong!


  The moment Regas kicked Bubat like a lightning bolt.


  ‘What?’ 


  Regas was somewhat surprised. All the enemies he met so far always tried to avoid his ultimate move? On the other hand, Bubat excluded any evasion actions altogether. He crossed his arms and defended against Regas’ kick from the front. The cost was great.


  Kudududuk!


  Kuooooong.


  Bubat’s arms twisted in a strange direction after receiving Regas’ kick and the ground he was standing on was dented like an excavator had swept through the spot. It was a scene where the terrible attack power of Send to Hell could be seen. Thus, it was amazing. Bubat was still standing!


  “...!”


  Regas was shaken.


  “Cough!” 


  Bubat clenched his teeth and endured the pain. He ignored the warning windows that spoke about the damage and bone fractures as he laughed.


  "Have you forgotten? It’s impossible for even Grid to kill me with one blow.”


  Bubat’s hidden class ‘Crusher’ had a passive skill that ‘ignored damage after a certain level.’ Bubat was convinced that even a dragon’s breath couldn’t kill him with one blow. In addition, a Crusher specialized in close proximity CC, charging, and terrain destruction. It was the reason why Bubat didn’t flee from Regas. Rather than his broken arms, Bubat wrapped both legs around Regas’ neck.


  "I’ll send it to you!”


  Kwajajajak!


  Regas’s body rotated 180 degrees and his head slammed into the ground.


  “Keok!”


  Dirt and stones were pushed into his eyes, nose, and mouth. At the same time, Regas experienced a strong pain that caused him to see stars. He was in a stunned state.  Bubat wrapped his broken arms around Regas’ back and kept smashing him into the ground.


  "Kukuk! Puhahat! Your brain must be tired from fighting for the last few days!”


  In the first place, a Crusher was the perfect counter to a martial artist. Furthermore, many of Regas’ skills were on cooldown from when he was wiping out Eternal’s army. Bubat knew this and aimed for this timing.


  Chaaeng!Chaaeng!Chaaeng!


  Bubat kept slamming Regas’ head into the ground. 


  [You have suffered 3,900 damage.]


  [You have suffered 4,030 damage.]


  [You can’t regain your mental state.]


  [Your body is in a restrained position. It is difficult to move.]


  [You have suffered 3,980 damage...]


  ...


  ...


  The warning windows continuously rose in his field of view. Regas was aware of the serious crisis he was facing.


  ‘I will die.’


  The martial artist class was more about attacking than defense. Victory was settled the moment he was caught by Bubat and made helpless.


  “Regas! Endure it a bit more! We’re coming!”


  The Overgeared members tried their best to rescue Regas, but the Yak Guild appeared in the gap caused by Bubat’s air CC. The Overgeared members were surrounded by the Yak members and couldn’t rescue Regas. It was difficult enough to protect their own lives. Bubat was delighted when he confirmed that Regas’ health had fallen to one third.


  ‘I can finally get revenge on Overgeared!’


  Originally, Bubat had a good reputation for being undefeated in combat. But he was defeated by Grid every time in the National Competition and his reputation plummeted. He wanted to show a great appearance in this war that was being broadcasted across the world. After overwhelmingly defeating Regas, he would break down the walls with the army and take the heads of Jishuka and Euphemina.


  'Then I will intercept Grid who will eventually appear and kill him!’


  He would reclaim the glory of the past! Bubat was having fun as he imagined it.


  Syuk!


  Then an arrow flew and pierced him. To be exact, it stopped just before it pierced him. Bubat was protected by Jeff and Ralph. Jeff blocked Jishuka’s arrow with a water droplet.


  "Don’t you know that projectiles have no power in front of me?”


  Like Lauel, Jeff was a qigong master. But his combat ability was much higher than Lauel. Lauel specialized in climate and terrain changes as a flow master. Meanwhile, Jeff’s third advancement class was ‘Defying the Natural Order.’ He possessed many skills that were excellent in combat. For example, he could neutralize projectiles like arrows.


  "I will give it back.”


  Paang!


  The water droplets. To be exact, Jishuka’s arrow trapped in the water droplet shot in another direction. It was naturally towards Jishuka on the walls. It also had the same flying speed and attack power.


  "That bastard.”


  Daring to return her own arrow? Jishuka’s pride as the best archer was pricked and she frowned. 


  Papang!


  She shot down the arrow with another arrow and turned her gaze to Regas, who was still caught by Bubat.


  'I'm sorry, I can’t help you.’


  The magicians were desperately blocking the attacks from the catapults while the soldiers were stopping those climbing up the walls. Jishuka was currently the only one who could help Regas. However, her stamina was at its limits. It was impossible for her to use a skill. It would also be hard to rescue Regas from Bubat, Jeff, and Ralph with simple archery. They were some of the strongest rankers. There were few people who could easily neutralize them.


  ‘One of those people is Grid...’


  Grid naturally entered her mind. It was strange when she thought back to when she first met Grid. Jishuka never imagined when she first met Grid that she would rely on him so much. In the beginning, she just thought he was an idiot. But since then, he’d left a clear mark on Jishuka.


  It couldn’t be helped. When she realized that he was Pagma’s Descendant that she was looking for, when he first made an item, when he appeared in a crisis and saved her, etc. Grid was always special and intense. Almost like a drug...


  “...Oh my, what am I doing now?”


  This was a war. The screams of her colleagues and the soldiers never ceased, and the number of enemies crossing the wall didn’t show signs of diminishing. It was absurd that she was thinking about Grid in the middle of this situation.


  ‘I’m tired.’


  She realized it. There was no hope in this war. The enemies were stronger than Lauel anticipated. Overgeared’s strength was too weak.


  "Well, we can start from scratch if we lose everything.”


  Becoming frustrated and giving up didn’t fit her nature. Jishuka firmed up her heart and took out a new arrow from the inventory.


  "I don’t think we will lose everything?”


  “...”


  The battlefield filled with the sound of magic and weapons. It was so noisy that it was impossible to talk to the person next to her. Then why did she hear a clear voice?


  “Grid...”


  Jishuka turned her gaze in the direction of the voice. She smiled like the sun. Radiant, warm, and beautiful.


  Above her head. Grid floated in the sky and smiled evilly, making him look like a goblin.


  “Everyone has suffered.”


  Kiiiiiiing!


  Dozens of round white lights rotated around Grid as he observed the battlefield. Each sphere contained a strong aura.


  "What is that?”


  The battlefield. The soldiers started murmuring as they discovered the white spheres in the sky. There were multiple small moons?


  “...Eh?”


  The Eternal soldiers were unfamiliar with this phenomenon and started speculating. A black-haired man floating among spheres of white light. He was only the hero of Eternal and was now a rebel, Duke Grid.


  “A-Avoid it!”


  “Run away!”


  Grid wouldn’t produce a special scene without any meaning. The Eternal commanders hurriedly shouted but it was too late. The white spheres around Grid started to shoot all over the battlefield. They poured down on the battlefield like rain. 


  A reversal in the war?


  "Kill everything.”


  This was what it meant.


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeok!


  Hundreds of grey pillars rose simultaneously. Then Grid landed beside Jishuka and handed her a bow.


  "Congratulations on truly becoming overgeared, Jishuka.”
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  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  Dozens of white spheres hovered around Grid in the sky. The lights suddenly spread out and covered the battlefield.


  “What is this?”


  It was a wide range magic that had never been seen before. As the Eternal players were feeling confused, someone shouted.


  “Magic Missile! It’s Magic Missile!”


  Magic Missile was the lowest level magic. It had the advantages of a short cooldown time and activation time. In addition, the mana consumption was very small. This meant there was an obvious limit to its power. But Grid had clearly proven in the National Competition that his Magic Missile was different. Grid’s Magic Missile even hurt high rankers.


  "They will aim for us!”


  “A-Avoid it!”


  The Eternal players started to run with all their might in order to avoid the bombardment. But there was no freedom on a battlefield filled with tens of thousands of people. In the confusion caused by the rush to get away, some people fell over and were turned to grey. They were players who died under the feet of their allies.


  Peeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  Hundreds of Eternal players died.


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  Grid’s Magic Missile bombardment hit the ground. Did the fierce white flash pierce the hearts of the soldiers? No. That wasn’t their aim.


  They hit the ground where thick shields were placed. The places where the siege weapons were. A hill filled with archers. The magic corps meant for increasing the speed of mana regeneration.


  The places struck by Grid’s Magic Missiles couldn’t endure it and collapsed. Bubat watched the scene of the players and soldiers being devastated and felt alarmed.


  “What is this bastard?”


  Stopping Magic Missiles before they were launched and releasing them all at once?


  “This is ridiculously overgeared!”


  That’s right. Bubat thought the reason why blacksmith Grid could use magic was due to artifacts. This was the most common sense interpretation. The voices of the Yak Guild members were heard in his ears.


  “He intentionally caused an explosion by targeting the magic wards?”


  “He also broke the siege weapons and killed the soldiers.” 


  “That Grid, since when did he fight so cleverly?”


  Originally, Magic Missile was a spell that dealt damage to a single target. Splash damage couldn’t be expected because it was a penetration type of magic. But that story changed when it hit facilities or explosives. Jeff was angry at the Yak Guild members who felt admiration


  “What’s smart about that? It’s a basic arrangement that junior high school students could do.”


  They knew that Grid was strong. But they shouldn’t forget that the foundation of his strength was items.


  "Don’t shrink back just because you’re overestimating them.”


  Jeff glanced at Bubat.


  “What? Come and finish him off."


  He was talking about Regas stuck in the ground. They couldn’t give him a chance to recover.  It happened when Bubat nodded and was about to hit Regas with a hammer.


  Kiiiiiiing!


  There was an unknown sound and a heat filled the area.


  “What...?”


  Bubat, Jeff, and Ralph started sweating and they paled. A giant firebird appeared in front of their shaking eyes.


  ***


  "Congratulations on truly becoming overgeared, Jishuka.”


  [Ownership of the Red Phoenix Bow has been transferred.]


  “Truly overgeared?”


  Overgeared was overgeared, what did he mean by truly overgeared? Jishuka was puzzled when she suddenly got goosebumps.


  ‘Don’t tell me.’


  Did it mean an item she had been longing for since joining Overgeared? The bow had an intense color like flames were imprinted on it. Jishuka carefully guessed the identity of the bow that Grid passed her.


  “Is this a legendary bow?”


  Grid’s odds of creating a legendary item were very slim. It was the same probability of a named boss dropping a legendary item. Therefore, it was rare for people to have legendary items in Overgeared. It was the same for Jishuka. Grid laughed at Jishuka’s shining eyes.


  “Let’s see?”


  A meaningful answer!


  Dugun dugun!


  After Grid’s dramatic appearance, Jishuka’s wildly beating heart became faster. She was filled with anticipation as she confirmed the details of the Red Phoenix Bow. Then she became like a stone statue.


  “Eh?”


  What was with the rating of this bow?


  “Legendary... No?”


  [Red Phoenix Bow]


  Rating: Myth


  Durability: 1,203/1,203    Attack Power: 3,190


  * Accuracy will increase by 60%.


  * 80% increase in firing speed.


  * Fire resistance will increase by 50%. 


  * Fire attribute skill damage will increase by 30%.


  * 20% reduction in cooldown time of fire attribute skills.


  * Causes splash damage equal to 12% of your total attack power to all targets in a one meter radius. A player in the same guild in the range of the splash damage will be healed.


  * The arrows contain flames. It will added 4,000 fixed fire damage to your normal attack power and will cause burns. The splash damage doesn’t apply to you. Once a critical strike is activated, the fixed damage will double. 


  * If the bowstring is pulled for more than three seconds, a protective shield is created to resist at least one status condition. There is a 2 minute cooldown. There is a very low probability that this shield is applied to party members.


  * Every time you shoot an arrow, there is a chance to regain 1,000 health.


  * The skill ‘Fly Up!’ will be generated.


  * Passive skill ‘Incarnation of Fire’ will be generated.


  A bow that is a myth beyond a legend.


  The owner of this bow will leave countless achievements and will be the protagonists of hymns that future generations will sing. 


  It is made by Blacksmith Grid who has gone beyond his limits.


  It is structurally perfect because it has the ideal shape of a bow. You can shoot faster, further, and stronger.


  The breath of the Red Phoenix gives the wearer a mythical blessing.


  Conditions of Use: Top three in the archer unified rankings.


  Weight: 930


  [Fly Up! Lv. 1]


  Summons a copy of the Red Phoenix.


  The clone of the Red Phoenix will deal fire damage equal to 800% of the total attack power to all enemies visible in the summoner’s field of view. 


  * Skills attached to myth rated items can be upgraded.


  Mana Consumption: 2,000


  Cooldown Time: 12 hours.


  [Incarnation of Fire Lv. 1]


  A persistent passive.


  You have a body that is close to immortal due to the favor of the Red Phoenix. 


  Health recovery and stamina recovery will increase by 90%, and your stamina won’t drop below 5.


  * Skills attached to myth rated items can be upgraded.


  "U-Uh?”


  Not surprisingly, Jishuka was an educated woman. One of her hobbies was reading. Therefore, her ability to read and understand sentences was excellent. In a short time. She confirmed the details of the Red Phoenix Bow several times.


  “Is this a dream?”


  “...”


  It was a puzzling reaction. But she didn’t understand. Grid had created several weapons that were the strongest in existence, but this was the ultimate bow. Few people could readily convince themselves of this overwhelming performance.


  “It isn’t a dream.”


  “It isn’t...a dream?”


  Jishuka heard Grid’s answer and recognized reality. She blankly took a few steps closer to Grid. Then she leaned her forehead against Grid’s chest.


  "Thank you for your efforts, Grid.” Jishuka had been watching Grid for a few years. She knew how hard Grid worked whenever making one item. “You fought and studied hard on the East Continent.”


  Duguen.Duguen.Duguen.


  Jishuka smiled warmly as she listened to Grid’s heartbeat.


  Gulp.


  Grid’s face turned red as he swallowed his saliva. The world's greatest beauty. A beauty completely to his taste had her face buried in his chest. Grid wanted to enjoy this time, but it was too unreasonable.


  “Save Regas first.”


  Kkirik!


  Jishuka suddenly pulled away from Grid and pulled back her bowstring.


  Hwaruruk!


  The jaffa arrow started burning. The entire battlefield filled Jishuka’s eyes.


  “Fly Up!”


  The moment Jishuka’s shout was heard from the walls...


  Kiiiiiiing!


  The cry of the Red Phoenix rang out on the battlefield.


  Kurururururuk!


  Hundreds of thousands of fireballs fell from the ground, emitting black smoke. It was a disaster itself. It was an overwhelming force that made even Grid, the maker of the Red Phoenix Bow, feel frightened.


  *** 


  Kurururung!


  “Pant...”


  “What’s this?”


  Bubart, Jeff, Ralph and the hundreds of guild members led by them looked like they were possessed by ghosts. A firebird appeared in the sky and and generated thousands of fireballs with a flap of its wings. It wasn’t clear if this was a dream or reality.


  It was an unreal sight. This was reality.


  Thousands of fireballs poured out from the firebird and destroyed the battlefield in real time.


  “What is this magic?”


  The confusion of Bubat’s party reached its peak. But they weren’t rabble. They moved smartly in the midst of the confusion. They used defensive skills and evasion abilities to block the fireballs. 


  "These fireballs only aim once at one target! We just need to block it once!”


  Kwa kwang!


  Pepeng!


  Kurururung!


  All types of magic and skills were used, making the viewers happy. Bubat’s group barely managed to overcome the crisis.


  “Heok, heok... Heok?”


  They barely blocked the fireball bombardment. The faces of Bubat’s party turned white as they looked around again. Eternal’s players and soldiers. Close to 20,000 were burned and died at once. For those whose level was in the mid-100s, the fireball bombardment was a catastrophic disaster.


  “Unbelievable...”


  “Who’s using such an ignorant magic... Don't tell me?”


  They might be low level players and soldiers, but there wasn’t a class that could ‘sweep up’ thousands of people at once. The monsters such as Kraugel, Agnus, and Grid couldn’t do it. Therefore, Bubat was confident. It must by Earl Ashur. The great magician on Grid’s side finally showed up on the battlefield!


  “Shit! Retreat! Increase all magic resistance!”


  The Yak Guild members started swapping their armor and accessories and the Jeff and Ralph guild members followed them. This was an obvious mistake.


  Piing.


  A fire arrow was shot from the top of Patrian’s wall.


  “Jishuka!”


  Bubat belatedly noticed the flying arrow. This dumb woman was as persistent as a cockroach. He couldn’t understand what a single arrow like this could do.


  “Don’t be silly and stay down!”


  Bubat was frustrated because of Grid and Earl Ashur. He was angry because he missed the chance to kill Regas. At this time, Jishuka’s arrow was very irritating.


  Peeng!


  "You can’t tie up my feet for long!”


  Bubat used the small shield hanging at his wrist to block the arrow. He didn’t bother using any skills to improve his defense. A Crusher was basically a tanker. He had high health, defense, and resistance. Bubat was even armed with the Undefeated King’s equipment. He had no doubt that one arrow couldn’t damage him. He intended to shake off Jishuka’s arrow and laugh. But it was impossible to laugh.


  [You have suffered 7,390 damage.]


  [The area hit by the arrow has started to burn! You will lose 2,500 health per second for 12 seconds.]


  "Kuaaaaack!”


  Bubat screamed from the unexpected pain. There was an explosion and fire burned his body the moment the arrow collided with the shield.


  ‘This damn girl! She recovered enough stamina to use her skills!’


  Jishuka smiled brightly at Bubat, who hurriedly took out medicine for burns.


  "That was a normal attack.”


  “What?”
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  "That was a normal attack.”


  “What?”


  A normal attack? Bubat had pride as a tanker. If there was a defense power rankings, he was sure that he would be in the top 50. Yet a normal attack dealt nearly 10,000 damage?


  “Nonsense!”


  Jishuka’s arrow was accompanied by a great deal of fire damage and splash damage. There was a normal attack with such powerful features in the world? It wasn’t possible even for Kraugel, who had the strongest legendary class Sword Saint. Of course this was a skill attack. It couldn’t be a normal attack.


  "Do you think I’m a fool?”


  Bubat’s face turned red when distorted by pain. He was infuriated that Jishuka was making fun of him. The Yak members immediately stopped him from running towards the walls.


  “We have to run away!”


  "Don’t fall for that lowly provocation!”


  "Kuoh...!”


  Bubat barely suppressed his anger. He remembered that he would die if he delayed the time.


  “Jishuka! I’m not avoiding you because I’m afraid! You know! In a one-on-one fight, you would be stuck in the ground next to Regas!”


  Bubat participated in the war because he knew that the Overgeared Guild would be in a tough situation due to the numbers difference. The reason he could easily defeat Regas was by putting pressure on him using the numerical advantage. Now that the disadvantageous position was tilting, he planned to retreat.


  There was a reason he couldn’t help overreacting to Jishuka in the world. It was due to a past event.


  In the past, it had been four months since Satisfy opened. Grid was still level 40, and Bubat was level 100 and performing his class quest.  The contents of the quest was to hunt 100 twin trolls alone within a week. It was before he was a Crusher, when he was still an ordinary tanker. Bubat sought out the twin trolls. 


  But he couldn’t see any twin trolls in the hunting grounds. It was because Jishuka had run rampant and defeated the twin trolls. Thus, Bubat was irritated.  The 300 twin trolls took one week to respawn and the probability of success was low due to his weak attack power. He was furious at Jishuka.


  Therefore, he was determined. He would kill Jishuka and secure the hunting ground! Why didn’t he explain the situation and ask her to concede the hunting ground? It was because Bubat’s pride as a ranker didn’t tolerate it. In the first place, Bubat thought that the PK system of Satisfy was the best.


  The result? He fought her and died. Bubat wasn’t able to get his class advancement yet and wasn’t the opponent of Jishuka, who’d already completed her class advancement. He suffered from her arrows and died. One blow? No, it was nine blows.


  Jishuka didn’t easily forgive Bubat who tried to stab her in the back. She didn’t leave the twin trolls hunting ground, continuing to shoot at Bubat. Bubat received two death penalties in four days and lost access to the game. He naturally failed the class quest. If he failed, it would take another 10 days before he could do the class quest again.


  ‘That damn girl!’


  Bubat lost a fortnight because of Jishuka. In the early days of Satisfy, losing a fortnight was deadly, and his ID disappeared from the rankings for a while. Bubat still shook when he thought about that time. His chest throbbed from where Jishuka’s arrow had hit him nine times. 


  ‘Wait and see.’


  Kwaduduk! Bubat turned his back to Patrian’s walls. Despite the ghosts of the past and the pride he couldn’t get rid of, his top priority was to run away. Jishuka’s voice entered his ears as he was running away.


  "Where are you going?”


  Paang!


  Jishuka once again fired an arrow. It was another fire arrow. Jishuka claimed it was a normal attack.


  "This is the second shot!”


  Bubat used an iron wall skill this time. It was the ultimate defense skill that reduced the amount of damage done by half. However...


  Peeeeeong!


  Bubat’s face became dismayed as he blocked the arrow with a small shield on his wrist.


  [You have suffered 5,695 damage.]


  [The area hit by the arrow has started to burn! You will lose 2,500 health per second for 12 seconds.]


  “Ugh!”


  No, why was the damage reduction so small?


  ‘Don’t tell me it’s fixed damage?’


  Furthermore, why was there a huge burn every time he got hit?


  ‘How high is the probability of fire damage?’ 


  There was also the splash damage...  


  It was a really good attack skill. Of course, the cooldown time would be long. No, in the first place, Jishuka’s stamina was at the limit. She might’ve recovered a little, but it would be depleted again after shooting a skill twice in a row. Bubat hurriedly pulled out burn medicine and screamed at the guild members.


  “Don’t slack off and retreat! There was no reason to delay any longer!”


  They were already exhausted by the time Earl Ashur and Grid appeared. They had to flee before they became targets. Bubat ignored Jishuka and hastened his retreat with his guild members.


  Paang!


  Papapapang!


  Continuous sounds were heard from the walls of Patrian and Bubat felt puzzled.


  ‘Again?’


  It was the sound of flying arrows. It wasn’t just one or two, but at least ten. What other archer could fire arrows from the walls that were 400 meters away? As far as he knew, there was only Jishuka.


  “Don’t tell me!”


  Bubat turned his head back and his heart sank. It was because 10 arrows that looked the same as those that dealt great damage to him were flying.


  “This is crazy!”


  Continuously using skills? Wasn’t her stamina depleted?


  ‘No, why is the cooldown of such a powerful skill so short?’


  Perhaps it wasn’t an ordinary skill. 


  ‘Is it the ultimate skill of an archer?’


  This ultimate skill was too dirty. Bubat cried out urgently, "Scatter!”


  If they were gathered together, they would suffer great damage from the splash damage. As Bubat felt anxious and used a defense skill, Jeff laughed.


  “Have you forgotten?”


  The third advancement class of the qigong master. He could restrain flying projectiles and return it to the opponent. He had a perfect counter to an archer’s skills. It was the Qi Barrier that made an enemy’s ranged skill ineffective. It was one of the ultimate skills of Defying the Natural Order.


  "Don't worry about your back and just retreat.”


  Jeff laughed in a relaxed manner and consumed a large amount of mana to open the barrier. He didn’t doubt it. The barrier would destroy Jishuka’s attack and give her a sense of despair. But reality was the exact opposite. It wasn’t Jishuka who felt despair, but Jeff.


   “Heok?”


  The fire arrows hit the barrier. Rather than being extinguished, it passed through the barrier without any resistance. In other words...


  “This isn’t a skill!”


  Jeff made a disbelieving expression. In addition, Bubat and the guild members believed in Jeff.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  The fire arrows hit them and they were swept away by an explosion.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  This was after the bombardment of thousands of fireballs. A large number of casualties occurred and screams echoed on the now relatively quiet battlefield.


  “This bastard! Why didn’t you block it?”


  Bubat grabbed Jeff’s collar after confirming that some of the guild members had been injured. Bubat knew Jeff’s abilities. He thought Jeff would easily block Jishuka’s skill. Yet the attack passed through? It was enough to make him suspect if Jeff was an Overgeared spy.


  Jeff explained to the angry Bubat. “This isn’t a skill... It can’t be blocked by the barrier.”


  “It isn’t a skill? Then what is it?”


  "A normal attack.”


  “Eek! What nonsense are you spouting! Huh? Heok?"


  Bubat’s eyes widened as he inserted more strength into Jeff’s hands. It was because he saw more fire arrows pouring from Patrian’s wall. This time, there were more than 10.


  "No, what the hell is this skill?”


  Why did such a strong skill have a short cooldown? The fire arrows reached Bubat.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  A powerful explosion rocked the battlefield again. The area where Bubat had been standing became a sea of fire.


  ***


  Jishuka had perfect compatibility with the Red Phoenix Bow and became incomparably stronger than before. She laughed as she fired the bow and Grid looked at her warmly.  The sharp and threatening eyes seemed endlessly gentle today.


  ‘It’s the first time I’ve seen such delight.’


  In fact, Grid always kept Jishuka in mind. It had been ever since Jishuka listened to him and handed the Tzedakah Guild over. Grid felt a desperate desire to repay her.  However, he didn’t have a lot of chances to repay her. The rating was often low whenever he made her an item.


  ‘I never made a legendary rated bow.’


  But this time, he gifted her a myth rated bow. Grid was proud that he repaid the favor and sacrifices she had given him.


  ‘In fact, I wanted to use it.’


  There were limits to Grid’s archery. It was especially fatal that the range of arrows was limited. On the other hand, Jishuka had a lot of exclusive skills to enhance the power of archery. Therefore, she could use the power of the Red Phoenix Bow properly. It was better to hand it over to Jishuka. The stronger she was, the stronger Overgeared would be and the more Grid would get in return.


  Kwa kwang!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Jishuka devastated the battlefield with this bow. Grid felt reassured that she would play an active role in countless wars in the future. It was worth making a myth rated item.


  ‘This...’


  Jishuka belatedly realized that Grid was looking at her and blushed. She was fascinated by the power of the Red Phoenix Bow and forgot that Grid was by her side.


  '...Would he like a woman who smiles when killing people?’


  This was after Bubat’s party died. Jishuka bowed her head in a sad manner and Grid stroked her hair.


  “You are great. You are literally a weapon of mass destruction."


  “Weapon of mass destruction...”


  She heard that she was a weapon of mass destruction from her favorite man! Jishuka’s mindset became more complicated. Grid reached out to her.


  “...?”


  What was this? Jishuka looked at Grid’s big and thick hands and was filled with anticipation.


  ‘Asking me to hold his hand, does Grid like me?’


  Jishuka’s imagination unfolded and she tried to place her hand in Grid’s. Grid pulled back his hand in a startled manner and said.


  "No, I’m asking for money. The value of the bow.”


  “...Ah.”


  That’s right, it needed to be calculated. Jishuka’s eyes darkened. It wasn’t possible to determine the value of the Red Phoenix Bow. Everything seemed insufficient. In the end, she spoke after worrying about it.


  "Shall we...get married? You will get all of my assets if we get married.”


  "...That’s a funny joke.” Grid shook his head and signalled to Sticks. “Let’s go to Bairan first.”




  Chapter 556


  “Let’s go to Bairan first.”


  "Is Jishuka coming with us?”


  Mass Teleport was a very complicated spell. A magic circle needed to be drawn every time. Depending on the number of users and coordinates, the form of the magic circle was different every time. That’s why Sticks asked the question before drawing the magic circle. Grid replied, "No, it will just be the two of us.”


  The reason why they needed to defend Bairan was to defend Patrian. Patrian was the most important. Jishuka couldn’t be allowed to leave if the enemy’s offensive was going to continue. Jishuka knew this better than anyone.


  'It’s unfortunate that I can’t move with Grid...’


  She couldn’t not use the power that Grid gave her. Jishuka wanted to be a useful person for Grid. She waved to Grid.


  "Leave it to me. I will take care of Patrian. Let’s settle the accounts next time.”


  “Yes.”


  Grid replied with a smile. He was sincerely relieved.


  'I almost drank kimchi soup again.’


  In the past, Grid was the master of drinking kimchi soup. Every time a woman looked at him or tried to talk to him, he mistakenly thought she liked him. He cared too much about the opposite sex and interpreted it the wrong way if the other person showed even a little interest in him.


  But Grid realized it after the incident with Ahyoung. Reasonable grounds were needed in order to love someone. From this point of view, Grid thought that the best beauty Jishuka couldn’t be sincere about her offer. It was natural. Jishuka would be courted by all type of competent, handsome, and personable men. Jishuka couldn’t like him.


  ‘In the first place, why would a woman like Jishuka propose to a man first?’


  He almost took the joke seriously, but got goosebumps when he thought about Ahyoung.


  ‘I couldn’t tell it was a joke and almost misunderstood.’


  He finally grew into a man who could read the mood! Grid felt his growth as he disappeared with a flash of light. Once Jishuka was alone, she couldn’t bear it anymore and blushed.


  "I was rejected...”


  How many women in the world experienced being rejected after proposing to a man? Jishuka’s chest hurt and she was also ashamed.  She liked a man for the first time in her life and was rejected!


  "You fool.”


  The big problem was that she proposed before they were even dating. It was likely that Grid thought she was a strange woman. She blushed with mortification.


  “Hing.”


  Jishuka wiped her tears and sniffed, unlike her usual self. She was a solo person who became smaller in front of the opposite sex. On the other hand, on the battlefield below the walls...


  “Everybody forgot about me?”


  Regas barely recovered from where he was lodged in the ground. He was very sad.


  *** 


  Gangnam, Seoul.


  The finest luxury mansion that surpassed 50 billion won in value a year ago. Yura was sitting in the huge garden overlooking the Han River. Her dazzling white skin shone under the sun.


  ‘My body is heavy.’


  Over the past few days, Yura had connected to the game until the daily access limit was reached. It was in order to defend Bairan from the enemy’s offensive. She needed to minimize the amount of time she left. As a result, fatigue pushed against her like the tide.


  Her life patterns collapsed and the amount of food and exercise was insufficient. The biggest problem was that she couldn’t imagine when the enemy’s offensive would end. It was estimated that the Eternal Kingdom could mobilize approximately 500,000 soldiers. As long as Eternal had a complete food distribution route, it was possible that Bairan could deal with 100,000 enemies at once.


  Could she hold on? Yura shook her head.


  ‘I have to hold on.’


  She was working hard for Grid. They couldn’t lose in vain. Yura calmed her heart and confirmed the time. She could access the game in 30 minutes. She entered the living room and turned on the TV before taking off her clothes. It was for a shower. Her white skin was truly... Omitted.


  『 Breaking news. I just received news that the Eternal army invading Patrian have been driven away. 』


  Yura was heading to the bathroom and stopped when she heard noise from the TV. Patrian had excellent defensive features compared to Bairan. In addition, the average level of the soldiers that invaded Patrian was lower than those invading Bairan.


  But it still wasn’t easy. There were at least 20,000 Eternal soldiers attacking Patrian, with the guilds led by Bubat, Jeff, and Ralph among them. Yet Patrian drove Eternal to the brink of collapse?


  ‘How is it possible?’


  The TV started showing the Patrian war video, answering the question of Yura and the viewers.


  『 As you can see, the primary strike from Reidan’s mage unit dealt a primary blow to Eternal’s siege weapons. Since then, the offensive of the army weakened. 』


  『 The members of the magic unit are made of a species that is hard to see on the West Continent. Their skin color and tattoos are unique. 』


  『 According to the information provided by Satisfy researchers, they’re an ethnic minority called the Ul Clan. They are said to have natural talent in magic. 』


  『 Why are the Ul Clan in Overgeared? 』


  『 The Ul Clan suffered destruction due to the Saharan Empire. They lost their home and Grid seemed to have obtained them in a timely manner. 』


  『 Hah... Grid’s ability to attract and manage NPCs is truly exceptional. 』


  『 It seems he can raise the affinity of NPCs very easily. At this point, it might be fair to argue that the ability to be easily acknowledged by NPCs might be the effect of his class or titles.  』


  In the video, the Ul Clan suddenly appeared due to Mass Teleport. They bombarded the siege weapons deployed at the rear of the Eternal army and disappeared with Mass Teleport.


  『 Even if it’s a species specializing in magic, it’s amazing that they can use Mass Teleport. I heard that only a few players and the great magicians can use it freely at this time. 』


  『 No. If you look at the video closely, it isn’t the Ul Clan who are using Mass Teleport. Look at the person starting the Mass Teleport spell while the Ul Clan are attacking the siege weapons. 』


  The video zoomed in and showed Sage Sticks. The experts were surprised when they saw him.


  『 An elf...! Grid is also friends with an elf! 』


  Satisfy’s episodes were still in the early stages. The existence of other species were very rare and it was rare for the two billion users to actually encounter other species. Yet Grid already made friends with an elf!


  『 Grid’s affinity seems to be applied even to other species. Really amazing. 』


  『 Truly God Grid... 』


  『 It’s the first time an elf has appeared. But why a male instead of female? It’s disappointing. 』


  Some of the experts feeling admiration talked nonsense, but there wasn’t a problem. The nonsense represented the hearts of most male viewers!


  『 Hum hum, in any case, Patrian’s Overgeared members are able to breathe for a while due to the mage unit. However, a crisis will soon come. Bubat, Jeff, and Ralph were just watching the war and made their move. 』


  This time, the video showed Bubat’s group. Regas was quite exhausted but the power of Bubat’s group was overwhelming as they easily suppressed him. Jeff and Ralph was also successful as they slaughtered the Overgeared members. They showed the dignity of the high rankers. But it was only for a moment.


  『 At this point, most viewers probably expect Patrian to be occupied soon. The Overgeared members are in a desperate situation. But then Grid appeared. 』


  The dignity that Bubat, Jeff, and Ralph showed? They fell into disarray the moment Grid emerged. Grid showed his majesty to the world as he fired dozens of Magic Missiles at the same time, devastating the army.


  “Cool...”


  Yura’s jewel-like eyes shone as she saw Grid’s appearance on the screen. 


  『 Now he’s handing over a bow. 』


  Yura and the viewers witnessed the incredible sight of Grid giving Jishuka a bow. Then a firebird rose in the sky. The battlefield instantly turned into a sea of flames. Bubat, Jeff, and Ralph were helpless before Jishuka’s arrows.


  “The bow... What’s the rating?”


  An unidentified bow that raised the user to a legendary level. It was an unusual performance compared to conventional legendary weapons. The experts guessed carefully.


  『 It’s an extraordinary power, even considering the fact that the bow has good compatibility with Jishuka. In particular, the wide effect effects are overwhelming in a war. My guess is that it’s a quest only item. 』


  A quest only item. It was an item indispensable for clearing a specific quests. There were causes where the item had transcendent function in order to complete the quest.


  『 In other words, the Overgeared Guild has a quest to defend against Eternal’s offensive. In the course of the quest, Grid gained a powerful bow to prevent the enemy’s offensive and Jishuka became the incarnation of a fire god. 』


  『 I agree. The reason why Grid didn’t show up during the war is now being explained. 』


  『 Isn’t it great? Then the Overgeared Guild can prevent the Eternal invasion? 』


  『 It’s difficult. How can they win a war just because of one item? Once Eternal secures a steady food supply and starts the artillery bombardment, all of Overgeared’s territories will be occupied in an instant. 』


  『 But the Overgeared Guild will gain a reputation in exchange for losing their territories. The prestige of a single guild that fought fiercely against a kingdom. They will be legends in Satisfy, and that should be good enough. 』


  The experts were always making guesses. They were guesses based on speculation and were rational. The problem was that Grid’s abilities were unreasonable. The speculation of the experts were unfortunately wrong.


  *** 


  "Baron Duka and Earl Carrion have joined!”


  "Marquis Bela and Earl Red have joined!”


  As many as 100,000 people were gathered near Bairan. It was thanks to the leadership of the nobles under the command of the king. Chief Commander Duke Lucilliv smiled with satisfaction.


  "Thanks to the advance forces, the rebels are already tired. Today we will occupy Bairan, putting Patrian into our hands!”


  "For Eternal!”


  "For King Aslan!”


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  The morale of the 100,000 soldiers increased. The sight of the endless procession was spectacular. The beasts and monsters were surprised by the powerful march and ran away.


  “Now the war will end and the people will be at peace.”


  The soldiers who joined from various places were making bright expressions. Grid, the one-time hero of the kingdom, who was now a rebel not loyal to the royal family. The soldiers were pleased that the man who caused turmoil in the kingdom was finally going to be punished and peace would return. It was like they were going to a picnic instead of a battlefield.


  Only one soldier had a dark expression. A new recruit from Partu.


  “Hey Ars. Are you tense?”


  “...”


  "Haha, it’s natural to be nervous. This is the first time you’re in a war. But don’t worry too much. There are 100,000 of us. The rebels will be destroyed and the war will be over.”


  In fact, the senior soldiers of Partu were  somewhat uneasy. All the young people in the land prior to the war and even beggars whose identities couldn’t be proven were conscripted into the army, turning military discipline into a mess. It wasn’t just from Partu’s territory, but other territories.


  The size of the army wasn’t always advantageous. But what would happen? They could overwhelm the rebels with numbers.


  “The rebels will never be able to endure the endlessly pushing army.”


  Ars quietly listened to the words of the senior soldiers and muttered.


  "Until the command system is lost.”


  Ars’ gaze was fixed to Duke Lucilliv’s back. The leader of the 100,000 troops, Duke Lucilliv, was unaware of the gaze. 


  At the same time, in Bairan.


  “100,000 troops are advancing from the direction of Partu.”


  “What? 100,000?”


  It was crazy. The sweaty and bloody faces of Pon and the Overgeared members were filled with frustration and despair.


  "They have already moved such a large army? Lauel’s estimate was wrong?”


  Lauel said that Eternal’s army and transportation system had a blind spot. He predicted that Eternal wouldn’t be able to operate an army of 100,000 for at least two weeks. But that was wrong. Eternal’s army system was better organized than Lauel’s analysis.


  "Recently, Lauel has been making too many mistakes.”


  “He’s managing the guild and the territories alone. He’s too busy to be perfect.”


  “It can’t be helped, even with geniuses. In any case, we can’t hold on any longer. We need to retreat. Let’s join Patrian.”


  The Overgeared members couldn’t help thinking. How much better would it be if Asmophel was here? If the master of strategy led the army.


  '...Sigh, there’s hope even when he’s playing as a soldier.’


  Somewhere in the Overgeared territories, Private Ars was playing an active role. That’s how Overgeared could withstand the enemy’s offensive until now. Pon believed this.


  *** 


  -It’s finally done. The members can’t hold on any longer. I will join the war.


  Reidan.


  Lauel heard a whisper and rose from the seat.


  'Piaro and the water clan have arrived.’


  Over the past week.


  Lauel had scattered personnel throughout Eternal. It was in order to fully understand the military trends of the Eternal Kingdom.


  ‘I think I’m getting hair loss.’


  It was so hard and stressful that he lost hair in reality. A handful would fall out every time he ran a hand through his hair. But now wasn’t the time to be afraid of becoming bald. It was time for him to move. He needed to put an end to the making Grid a king project.


  "Before I leave, I would like to ask this of you, Kasim. Please do this in preparation for the empire’s raid.”


  Prior to directly leading the army, Lauel summoned Kasim and gave him an order. 


  Kasim felt admiration as he heard it. "This is a remarkable plan. I understand.”




  Chapter 557


  ‘Was he called Duke Lucilliv? The commander of this army is pretentious.’


  The procession of 100,000 Eternal soldiers. The golden armor of the soldiers in the lead flashed in the sun. Tung! The relentless sound of drums shook the sky. This was the momentum of a great army. Anyone would be overwhelmed by the greatness. But it was just their appearance.


  Most of the soldiers, apart from the ones in the lead, were wearing old leather armor, and their uneven marching was masked by the sound of the drums. The reason was simple. Half of the 100,000 soldiers weren’t professionals. More than half of them were rabble who hadn’t even completed basic training.


  “How rotten... Why are we supposed to be involved in a battle between nobles?”


  “What type of noble would attack the king? Shouldn’t the people unconditionally listen to the king?”


  "What does it matter if the king is betrayed if we starve to death?”


  The lowest class. They were always poor and hungry. They weren’t educated and didn’t have a lot of patriotism. Their purpose in life was just surviving.


  “Hah... Who will take care of my family without me? My pregnant wife is caring for our kids alone...”


  "Geez, wearing armor and carrying a spear is really difficult at this age...”


  The ordinary people. They labored all their lives for their family.


  “Sob sob... I want to see my mum. I’m scared.”


  “My legs hurt too much... I can’t endure it anymore.”


  Young boys who hadn’t reached adulthood yet made up more than half of the 100,000 troops. The role of all these tired and struggling people was to die.The vanguard. Once they arrived in Bairan two days later, they were destined to swap places with the golden armored soldiers and stand at the forefront.


  ‘But at this rate, they can’t be used.’


  Ars was in the same ranks as the vanguard. He had unusually bright blond hair and was cynical.


  'The golden armor flashing in the sun was a burden on the eyes and the drumming sound was just a noise that increased fear. Their mental state will reach the limit before they arrive in Bairan.’


  But Duke Lucilliv didn’t know this.


  The position of soldiers wasn’t something that could be understood by nobles. A noble wouldn’t think that such a marvelous march could put pressure on the soldiers. In the first place, they believed that people would give thanks just by receiving food.


  It was hard to call them incompetent. It was a very aristocratic way of thinking.


  'Was I the same in the past?’


  Ars thought as he barely managed to chew the hard barley bread.


  ‘Well, there will be a massive desertion at the next campsite.’


  Then the first chance would come.


  ***


  The giants of the Eternal Kingdom referred to Marquis Steim and Duke Lucilliv.


  Marquis Steim was a pioneer who revived the barren north, while Duke Lucilliv knew how to  use his natural lineage. It was due to the power of Duke Lucilliv that he managed to gather the powerful armies of Baron Duka, Earl Red, Earl Carrion, and Marquis Bera in one place.


  Who were they? As the masters of great territories in Eternal, they were great swordsmen and led large armies. Prince Aslan, who was on the throne in place of the dead Prince Ren, couldn’t move them.


  “Indeed, the duke himself is commanding the army.”


  Duke Lucilliv’s barrack. Earl Red admired the 2,000 golden armored soldiers and 5,000 cavalry that were brought. It was admiration, not flattery. He thought the procession of troops following the golden soldiers was wonderful. On the other hand, Marquis Bera showed a little concern.


  “You must’ve spent a considerable amount of money plating the soldiers’ armor... And isn’t it a waste?  We can easily take Bairan and Patrian even if we advance normally.”


  Duke Lucilliv sipped his wine and his shoulders shook as he shrugged.


  “Marquis Bera, your way of thinking is too small. Plating? My soldiers are wearing pure gold armor. The army led by Duke Lucilliv can’t be ordinary. Isn’t that right?”


  “Yes...?”


  All the nobles in this place, including Marquis Bera, were amazed. The golden soldiers at the head of the procession. In other words, Duke Lucilliv had at least 10,000 soldiers. They were all wearing pure gold armor? How much money was spent? Lucilliv shrugged at all the eyes on him.


  "Well, the armor is just decoration and their defense is lousy. The armor is thin because I lack gold.”


  "...Duke, will your soldiers be safe from enemy attacks?”


  Lucilliv lectured the careful Marquis Bera. “Why would my soldiers be in danger? Isn’t it possible for the thousands of other soldiers to finish the war in an instant? Will my soldiers even need to go out?”


  That’s right. The other nobles nodded at Duke Lucilliv’s call. Their goal was to establish great merits in this war. It was shameful if they didn’t participate in the war. They planned to occupy the rebel bases in an instant by directing the troops.


  "Right, right. We can trample on and slaughter the rebels with our troops. The soldiers of Duke Lucilliv will increase the morale of our soldiers.”


  “Haha! That is my exact intention! I’m trying to make the war more advantageous by raising the morale of our allies! Right?”


  "Indeed, the duke is great.”


  From their point of view, Duke Lucilliv’s intentions were very good. More than half of the 100,000 soldiers were rabble, but that didn’t decrease their value. They could be used as sacrifices in the vanguard. It would be enough to exhaust Earl Ashur’s magic, which was considered the biggest problem. It was important to raise the morale of the soldiers who would be attacked by a large number of arrows.


  But they overlooked one thing. Duke Lucilliv was able to pay for the gold armor of 10,000 soldiers because he took the money from the supplies area. That’s why the 100,000 soldiers only had enough food for 14 days. Most of it was three month old food sold by Duke Lucilliv.


  This was crucial to inducing a state of insecurity. The soldiers who had a tough march all day. Their physical strength was exhausted beyond the limit and their complaints soared to the sky after receiving their ridiculous meals. They were forcibly conscripted and couldn’t even eat proper meals?


  “Duke! Troops have deserted!”


  A knight shouted after entering the barrack and Duke Lucilliv couldn’t understand.


  "No, why?"


  This was a glorious chance for them to fight for their kingdom. Why would they desert? Marquis Bera ordered the knight on behalf of Duke Lucilliv.


  “Catch and execute all of them! Show the soldiers how terrible it is to desert!”


  “Yes!”


  The knights received the order and immediately left. A total of 1,831 soldiers were captured while trying to escape and then executed. They were lower class citizens forcibly conscripted. They tried to beg for help, but ended up dying. The senior soldiers of Partu approached one soldier who was watching quietly.


  "Don’t think about trying to escape. At least our Partu is treating the soldiers reasonably. You must always be grateful."


  "I’m afraid that if you run away, you’ll end up dying like that. If you want to live, stay until the end.”


  "Aren’t you much happier now that you can chew on dry bread rather than living on the cold streets?”


  “Private Ars. I understand."


  Ars’ gaze was fixed on Duke Lucilliv’s barrack.


  ‘The duke didn’t move, so there’s no gap in his guards.’


  Duke Lucilliv’s guards were a few levels below the empire’s Black Knights, but there were too many of them. Above all, the biggest problem was the other nobles around the duke. They could exercise considerable power and Ars couldn’t jump in blindly.


  ‘I will wait for the next time.’


  The incident that occurred today was enough to firmly plant fear and insecurity in the hearts of the soldiers. The morale of the soldiers was greatly diminished. Ars expected there would be more people trying to desert tomorrow.


  *** 


  Bairan was in a great crisis.


  The advance of the enemy forces could be seen from all the gates. The arrows fired by the Overgeared members were no longer as quick and strong as they were in the beginning. 


  "Your parents are suffering from poor circulation! Go home and blow on your parent’s hands and feet!”


  Huroi’s cries were no longer effective in disturbing the enemy. As the number of enemies decreased to 10,000, Eternal no longer had any place to retreat and managed to damage the gates and walls of Bairan.


  “This is serious.”


  Kuuong! Kung!


  As the enemy’s siege weapons kept striking the gate, the durability was rapidly falling. Yura became anxious as soon as the connection time limit was over and she entered the game.


  "It’s the end the moment that we allow the enemy to enter.”


  Yura and the Overgeared members had to deal with thousands of enemies at once? They would slaughter the Overgeared soldiers and trample everything in Bairan.


  “Shit... I want to go outside and kill the enemy’s momentum. However, the enemies will just enter if I open the gates now.”


  Pon gritted his teeth. His stamina was already on the verge of being depleted. He wouldn’t be able to use any skills if he left the castle. In this desperate situation, Yura and Pon received Lauel’s whisper.


  -Lead the remaining troops and retreat to Patrian.


  It caused a backlash with Pon.


  -What about the people?


  -In the end, Bairan’s people are still Eternal’s people. Why would the army bother killing people who didn’t cause any destruction? Retreat with confidence.


  -They’re people who serve the rebel Grid. Are you sure they really won’t be killed?


  -They will be busy with looting and assaults due to the excitement of victory. But what can we do? We can’t lose the soldiers that we worked so hard to nurture.


  -You...! Can you so easily abandon the people who believed in and served Grid?


  Bairan was originally the territory of the Tzedakah Guild. Pon and the Tzedakah Guild had been with the people of Bairan for a long time. It wasn’t easy to throw them away. Lauel recognized this but they were currently at war. It wasn’t possible for him to look at it with an individual’s position.


  -Is it possible to lost the tens of thousands of people in Reidan just because you want to protect thousands of people? Shouldn’t you be calmer?


  -Kuack!


  Pon gritted his teeth. He understood Lauel’s words with his mind but it was still unpleasant. In the end, he spat out words that he shouldn’t have said.


  -In the first place, it’s because you are incompetent! What? We’ll be able to endure the enemy’s offensive to the end? They won’t be able to organize an army of 100,000 for a long time? Stop talking nonsense! Everything you said was wrong! You incompetent...!


  Pon’s agitated voice became smaller. He belatedly realized his mistake. Who was Lauel?


  He was someone who worked harder than anyone else for Overgeared. He took on the heavy responsibility alone. This was the burden they placed on him. They didn’t help him enough. Now Pon was trying to put the responsibility on Lauel when the situation wasn’t good?


  -...I’m sorry.


  Pon sincerely apologized to Lauel. He felt really sorry because it was Lauel.


  -No, I’m the one who should be sorry. In fact, I’ve deceived you.


  -...?


  -I have to fool my allies to fool my enemies. I secretly kept a plan from you in the hope that you would fight fiercely.


  What was Lauel saying? Pon didn’t understand the words and Lauel explained.


  -Right now, I’m heading to Reinhardt.


  -What...!


  The capital of the Eternal Kingdom, Reinhardt. Now that most of the troops were gone, Lauel was leading his army there.


  -The war will end soon.


  At the same time, in a mysterious place. Sticks was coughing up blood with a pale expression while Grid looked at him with concern. 


  ‘He just had to have a heart attack at this timing.’


  Dozens of minutes ago. Mass Teleport was activated at Patrian. The curse of the gourmet dragon Raiders engulfed Sticks and he failed to manage his mana. Thanks to this, Mass Teleport was affected and Grid and Sticks landed in an unknown place.


  ‘It’s a place where whispers are impossible.’


  They fell into a strange place. It was an instant dungeon where nothing was visible. What was happening at Bairan? To Yura and his colleagues? Grid was nervous and uneasy, but couldn’t express his displeasure to Sticks. Grid waited quietly while Sticks took his medicine and recovered.


  'Is this the bad luck that came from making a myth rated bow?’


  The gourmet dragon, Grid wanted to strike it hard in the stomach.




  Chapter 558


  “Cough cough! I-I’m really sorry. In this situation... I don’t want to hold your ankles.”


  Sticks coughed while looking like someone who was about to die. However, he apologized because he was more worried about Overgeared than himself. It was a good attitude that Grid liked.


  'It’s because I made him use Mass Teleport several times...’


  It was meaningless to be irritated. He wasn’t in a position to worry about Sticks’ sickness, but he couldn’t help feeling sorry and worried. Grid controlled his mind and smiled benevolently.


  “Please don’t worry and just focus on recovery. You have to live a long and healthy life in order to pass on all your knowledge to my son.”


  “G-Grid...”


  Sticks’ voice trembled. The pointed ears that symbolized a high elf shook! The beautiful face turned red. He was moved by the words ‘long and healthy.’ Grid interpreted it this way but the reason for Sticks’ response was different from what he expected.


  “Only wanting me to give knowledge to young Lord... Does that mean you want me to live a short life? Huh? Do you want me to die early? I don’t want to...”


  “...”


  As a high elf, Sticks had a strong commitment to life. He was 983 years old. There was a moment of awkward silence before Sticks suddenly felt afraid.


  'This strong magic power! Don’t tell me!’


  He needed to recover and escape. Sticks hurried to recover. On the other hand, Braham’s soul was also fluctuating uneasily.


  ‘If this pathetic elf doesn’t recover, Grid will die.’


  In the first place, Grid shouldn’t have been in this place. Braham whispered to Grid.


  'That elf will recover quickly. Don’t waste time and gather Magic Missiles with the Alarm magic.’


  Grid nodded.


  “I will do so.”


  Grid was also disturbed by this place. His high insight warned him about something in the depths of the darkness.


  ‘My pride is hurt.’


  He tried so hard, but he was still very weak. Grid realized this and used Magic Missile and Alarm repeatedly. The loss of mana potions was very painful, but right now wasn’t the time to save money.  Then they left for Bairan after an hour.


  ***


  Kuuong! Kuuong! 


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “Ohhh!”


  “Finally!”


  Bairan’s southern gate failed to survive the ongoing attack of the siege weapons and collapsed. The soldiers were excited. In particular, the players shouted with joy. Over the past week. Most of the players had died many times in battle and received severe damage. Not only did they lose a lot of experience, some of them also dropped expensive items.


  The strong counterattack of the Overgeared members caused them countless pain and frustration. But that frustration would end today. From now on, it was time to receive their rewards for the sacrifices they made throughout the war!


  “Forward! Shoot!”


  “Enter Bairan! First smash all of the Overgeared members!”


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  The purpose of the players’ quest was to occupy Bairan! If they occupied Bairan, the rewards would be comparable to SS grade quests. An ordinary player’s life could be changed with these huge rewards. The surging momentum seemed to pierce the sky. In particular, additional rewards could be obtained if they defeated the Overgeared members or soldiers. As they entered Bairan, they climbed onto the walls and started attacking the Overgeared archers.


  "These damn scum! I suffered so much that I lost levels! Get lost!”


  “Revenge!”


  “Kuak!”


  The Overgeared soldiers wearing Grid’s set were very strong. The same level players couldn’t beat them in a one-on-one fight. Even at the same level, the Overgeared soldiers were stronger than the Eternal players. However, the Overgeared soldiers were very tired and inadequate in numbers.


  The Overgeared soldiers were unable to cope with the players constantly rushing in. They used Grid’s Dagger (Entry Level) to try and protect their bodies, but it was hard to last long. As a result, the soldiers turned to grey one by one. This made the Overgeared members angry. How much time and money did they invest into the soldiers?


  "You didn’t even go to your mother’s funeral!”


  Huroi cried out and pulled out a long sword. It was Grid’s Longsword that had been constantly improved since the days when the guild stayed in Winston. The players thought it was ridiculous.


  “An orator is holding a sword?”


  "There’s no way you can wield it!”


  An orator was considered one of the weakest classes in close combat. It wasn’t possible for the players to shrink back from Huroi. They regarded the sword that Huroi was holding as a decoration. However, Huroi had a second class. As the Apostle of Justice’s Partner, he could use a sword.


  Chaeng! 


  Seokeok!


  Chaaeng!


  Puuok!


  “Keok!”


  "Heeok!"


  Every time Huroi wielded his sword, one of the players died. The players were astonished.


  "How can an orator use a sword?”


  “It’s a second class!”


  They belatedly noticed, but it was already too late.


  “Bah! Descend! Lord of the Skies above the Grasslands!”


  The excited Huroi shouted.


  Kiyaaaaaah!


  “...!”


  A dazzling explosion filled the sky. It was the advent of a huge wyvern. It was also a red wyvern! A wyvern that boasted the strongest fire attribute!


  Kurururu!


  The red wyvern in the sky poured out a breath and 50 Eternal players caught on fire.


  "Aaaagh!"


  "H-Hik!"


  The players felt fear as flames burned their bodies. The lower level players were unable to deal with the damage and died.


  “T-This...”


  How was he so strong?


  “I thought he was all talk!”


  At the south wall.


  Huroi was the only Overgeared member protecting this place. The players assumed that they could easily occupy it, but reality was terrible. In fact, Huroi wasn’t on the front lines like Yura and Pon, and he also had the highest stamina.  In particular, he was one of 100 people who owned a wyvern.


  Strong. The south wall that Huroi defended became a hell for Eternal.


  “I am the descendant of the great blue wolf!”


  Seokeok! Puk.


  Kwarururung!


  Huroi flew on the wyvern and burned the Eternal players. Dozens of cameras watched as he proclaimed to the whole world.


  "I am Grid’s first servant!”


  "Ser...!”


  “Vant!”


  A top ranker was just Grid’s servant! The astonished Eternal soldiers were swept away by flames.


  *** 


  The east wall.


  “He’s fighting really well.”


  Pon watched Huroi at the south wall with admiration. The reason why he placed the smallest unit on the south wall was because he believed in Huroi’s strength. Now he felt rewarded for his faith.


  "Huroi is also top class.”


  The people who had been with Grid from the beginning. Euphemina and Huroi. Unlike the other Overgeared members, they rarely revealed themselves in public. However, they had the highest level of combat power and versatility. They were with Grid from the beginning for a reason.


  ‘Grid has a talent for choosing people.’


  The Overgeared members urged Pon while he was thinking.


  “The gates are beginning to collapse. We’ll soon be pushed by the enemies.”


  “Let’s run away while Huroi buys time.”


  It was time to flee through the north gate that Yura had opened. Huroi was able to get away at any time on the wyvern.


  "Yes, let's go. Order a full retreat.”


  Pon was concerned about the residents of Bairan, but he had to trust Lauel. The residents of Bairan were fundamentally people of Eternal. The Eternal army wouldn’t slaughter them.


  “Full retreat!”


  “Move through the north gate!”


  The Overgeared members moved in an orderly fashion. They quickly commanded the soldier and archers on the walls and moved them to the north gate. The northern wall already contained the elites of Overgeared, including Yura, who opened the path.


  However, Eternal didn’t watch in silence. The Eternal knights moved to the north and blocked the path of the Overgeared members. Magic and arrows poured from all sides to tie up the feet of Overgeared and the knights attacked, causing great damage.


  "Shit!"


  It wasn’t easy to take care of knights unless they were Grid. The Overgeared members couldn’t use skills due to their low stamina and were caught by the enemy’s offensive.


  “(#%$/@!P$#~*$!%##((:*!!!!”


  The wyvern flew high in the sky and Huroi shouted in a loud voice. His curses spread through the battlefield. It was the moment when the skills of an orator were activated.


  "That... Wicked person!”


  “How can you insult my dead ancestors!”


  “Do you have no parents?”


  As the Eternal army converged on Huroi, the broadcasters around the world were busy trying to censor Huroi.


  “Now!”


  The Overgeared members didn’t miss their chance to press ahead. They succeeded in securing their retreat and moved away from Bairan.


  ***


  『 The Overgeared Guild has abandoned Bairan. 』


  『 There were limits from the beginning. They probably would’ve been wiped out if they persisted longer. 』


  『 Bairan is just the beginning. Eternal has secured the route to attack Patrian by occupying Bairan. Now they can launch a full offensive against Patrian and the Overgeared Guild won’t be able to withstand it. They will lose Patrian and Reidan sequentially. 』


  『 It’s only a matter of time until all the territories of Overgeared Guild fall. 』


  『 It’s the aftermath of expanding their forces too hastily. They couldn’t avoid an economic and diplomatic catastrophe. The Overgeared Guild will have to live quietly like dead rats for at least one year in the future. 』


  Bairan had been the stage of an intense war for the past week. Eternal’s flags were stuck all over the ruined walls. Now that Bairan was once again the territory of the Eternal Kingdom, the thousands of players who participated in the Bairan occupation were surrounded with golden pillars symbolizing a level up. The amount of experience was enough to raise their level and skills, and they were also pleased with the epic and unique rated items they received.


  The commentators relaying the war predicted the future situations.


  『 The players of Eternal have become stronger in an instant. They’re growing as a result of the Overgeared Guild’s rebellion. 』


  『 The king of Eternal is still young. Opportunities are overflowing. Based on their growing military power, they will soon invade the Gauss Kingdom and expand. 』


  『 The future of the West Continent might... Eh? What’s this? 』


  The commentators suddenly became confused.


  Duong! Duong!


  Kung! Kung! Kung!


  The sound of 100,000 soldiers marching and their drums! The procession of a golden army came to Bairan. The commentators had covered many events in Satisfy, but this was the first time they were overwhelmed.


  『 Eternal’s army...! 』


  『 This is too huge! This large army will soon be advancing to Patrian! 』


  The commentators were filled with excitement. They couldn’t help feeling excited since it was the first time they witnessed a 100,000 large army. It was the same with the viewers. They realized that this was a war and how strong one country could be.


  Thanks to this, viewership of Bairan’s battle started to rise steeply. However, the broadcasting stations soon reached a point where they stopped with tears in their eyes.


  Why? It was because Duke Lucilliv, commander in chief of the 100,000 strong army, was trying to do something ridiculous. After gathering the thousands of Bairan residents into the center of the city, he had them stand in a line with bows aimed at them?


  『S-Surely he isn’t going to execute so many people? 』


  『 They’re just ordinary people. It’s their lord who rebelled. Why should they be held responsible and put to death? 』


  『 It’s really terrible. 』


  The commentators and viewers felt uncomfortable. The Bairan residents were going to be executed just because they were Grid’s people. No one could watch as the people, young and old, cried out in fear after becoming targets of the bows. The broadcasters realized it was a scene that young viewers couldn’t watch and tried to stop it.


  Pahat.


  A light flashed in the sky and a man appeared. He had hundreds of white spheres around him. The breeze blew through black hair, revealing sharp eyes.


  “Grid!”


  Yes, it was the emergence of Grid. The master of this rebellion had shown up in front of 100,000 soldiers! Duke Lucilliv was stunned for a moment before shouting.


  “Catch him!"


  [The ‘Fight the Rebel Leader’ has been created!]


  The Eternal players received a new quest.


  "Eh? Why isn’t anyone here...?”


  Grid started sweating. The timing of his appearance was too unfortunate.
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  At the center of Bairan.


  More than 9,000 people were tied up in a row. It was due to Duke Lucilliv’s words.


  "You didn’t leave here, despite Bairan becoming a den of rebels. It’s clearly a crime. Your taxes and labor have filled the rebels’ stomachs. As a result, you’re also against the royal family.” 


  The Bairan residents were no longer people of Eternal.


  Duke Lucilliv judged. “They are not qualified to live on Eternal’s lands. Kill them. All generations will be destroyed and the graves of their ancestors torn down.”


  “...!”


  The residents of Bairan thought it was unfair. Someone with courage tried to plea for mercy, but they weren’t allowed to open their mouths. The senior magicians used silence magic to forcibly shut the villagers’ mouths.


  “Hup...! Oof!”


  They couldn’t talk? Desperation filled the eyes of the residents.  At the very least, they wanted Duke Lucilliv to spare their children or parents. But Duke Lucilliv gave the command without caring.


  “Kill them.”


  “Oof! Oof!”


  The residents tried to resist. They couldn’t move because they were bound tightly by rope. The soldiers overpowered them and they became the target of the bows.


  “This is impossible...”


  More than half the 100,000 troops were conscripted soldiers. They trembled with fear as they watched the unbelievable sight in front of them.


  “Are they really going to kill all these people?”


  “This is nonsense... Why are they guilty? Wasn’t it the country’s incompetence that the land was taken away by rebels in the first place, rather than the people’s fault? Why are they placing the sin on the people?”


  "They’re facing death for just being in the presence of rebels! Even the young children who don’t know anything!”


  Their commander was someone who didn’t care about the lives of the people. As soon as they realized this fact, the morale of the common soldiers was sharply reduced. They lost confidence in their commander. It was the moment when their mental state was broken down after their physical strength was pushed to the limits from the hard march.


  ‘From now on, only fear can be used to control them.’


  Ars made an unpleasant expression.


  ‘I guess there will be more deserters tonight.’


  The number of people who deserted on the way from Partu to Bairan came close to 6,000. It would soon go over 10,000. Ars stared at Duke Lucilliv’s back.


  ‘There will be a chance very soon.’


  Duke Lucilliv had a small crack that he wasn’t aware of. The command system of the army would eventually break down and cause confusion. Wouldn’t it be ideal if Duke Lucilliv revealed a gap at that time? Based on the result of his observations, Duke Lucilliv placed his own safety as the top priority. He was always protected by 300 guards and 10 senior magicians, so Ars found it hard to find a chance to assassinate him.


  ‘If not, I need to rush to the front.’


  If the situation reached that point, he didn’t mind sacrificing his life for his master. In the first place, his life was saved by Grid. Therefore, he could offer his life for his lord.


  ‘I will entrust my revenge on the emperor to Piaro.’


  The moment a bittersweet smile appeared on Ars’ face.


  Paaaat!


  A light flashed in the sky and Grid appeared.


  “M-My Lord...?”


  Private Ars from Partu. His actual identity was Asmophel of Overgeared and now he felt shocked.


  ‘Why is My Lord here?’


  It was a situation where the troops protecting Bairan had already retreated! Then why did his master run to this place alone?


  'Don't tell me?' 


  His lord came to save the people left here?


  “Unbelievable...”


  A lord who faced 100,000 troops alone in order to defend his people. Asmophel’s chest was hot as he looked up at the sky. 


  “I would like to see the kingdom that My Lord will establish.”


  A king who thought about the people, rather than his own life. It was certainly stupid. The king was an irreplaceable entity, yet he was risking his life to protect the people? In the days when Asmophel was a noble, he would’ve laughed at the thought of such a king.


  But now Asmophel was looking at the world from the viewpoint of a soldier and his heart was different. He thought Grid looked nice. He wondered how Grid’s kingdom would look. Therefore, he would protect his lord.


  ‘I will protect you. I will be the force that carries out My Lord’s faith and will.’


  Kkuok!


  Asmophel’s hands shook as he held a spear. He started to move among the 100,000 troops as a bombardment was launched at Grid.


  ***


  "Eh?”


  Grid doubted his eyes when he arrived in Bairan with Sticks. The familiar faces weren’t there anymore and an army filled the city.


  “Why is no one…?”


  Grid discovered the flag of Eternal planted on the walls and the soldiers wearing golden armor.


  “...You? Shit.”


  Grid’s face darkened as he panicked for a moment.


  “Are they dead?”


  These bastards who took his land! His dead colleagues and soldiers! Grid couldn’t suppress his rage while Sticks, who was tired from continuously using Mass Teleport, hastily tried to calm him.


  “Pant... Pant... Grid, calm down. Do you think your soldiers and knights will be so easily beaten?”


  Right now, they were in the middle of enemy territory while the number of soldiers were like grains of sand in a desert. If Grid lost his temper and acted emotionally, it was inevitable that he would die. Grid barely regained his coolness at Sticks reminder and asked in the guild chat.


  @Grid: What happened to the members protecting Bairan?


  @Pon: It wasn’t possible to protect it, so we retreated. Sorry we couldn’t keep it Grid. We’ll be sure to get it back.


  @Ibellin: Brother Grid! Why did you come back so soon? Weren’t you planning to stay on the East Continent for a long time?


  @Vatnenr: The bow you gave Jishuka is amazing! It is really great!


  “Sigh...”


  Grid was relieved when he saw Pon’s answer. He thought it was the worst situation where all the power in Bairan was exterminated.


  “Let’s go. It was a strategic retreat.”


  The number of enemies was really countless. Grid hadn’t seen such a large number even on TV. It was hard to imagine fighting them alone.


  “...?”


  Grid was feeling overwhelmed when he noticed the Bairan people. They were all sentenced to death, regardless of gender or sex. He gazed at the targets that the bows were aiming at.


  Flinch.


  Grid stopped in place.


  Smith, who taught him how to make the jaffa arrows. The young people he repaired the walls with after stopping the invasion of the Yatan Church. The girl who gave him fruits and the elderly people who told him stories. Grid saw the people he had built ties with in his beginner days.


  ‘They’re going to be hurt?’


  Grid’s anger skyrocketed. He was someone who valued his bonds. In other words, it was unacceptable that Eternal tried to ‘steal’ what was his.


  “Grid?”


  The enemy archers and magicians were already starting the attack. Sticks cast a shield spell and made an uneasy expression as he saw the attacks filling the sky. Grid looked very serious.


  "Sticks, go to Patrian first.”


  Indeed.


  “Is it necessary to stand up against such a large army alone? It’s out of the question with how many there are. There were 100,000 enemies. I know your strength, but it’s suicide to deal with 100,000 alone...”


  "But isn’t it shameful to step back like this? I, the leader of Overgeared, retreated when meeting the enemies? It would shame the honor of my colleagues who fought for me.”


  Grid was conscious of the cameras from the broadcasting stations all over the world. 


  ‘Watch.’


  His power had grown steadily since the 2nd National Competition. Was he closer to the position of the best now? It was a good opportunity to let the people assess him. In addition, he was curious himself. He wondered if he could play an active role when it was a battle of 1 VS 100,000.


  ‘There’s 20 minutes until the alarm of Magic Missiles go off.’


  He would fight with all his strength until then.


  ‘My top priority is to secure the escape of the people.’


  Braham whispered to Grid.


  ‘Do you understand? For a legend, the concept of numbers is meaningless. A legend isn’t afraid to move against one million people, let alone 100,000. In other words, if you and I are together, the 100,000 soldiers... Well, it doesn’t have to be together.’


  The only thing that could overcome a transcendent existence was someone with similar strength. There were only a handful capable of that. Grid nodded and laughed.


  ‘I will look at the situation and call you if needed.’


  ‘Bah. I’ll do it if you insist.’


  Grid confirmed Braham’s answer and his eyes became serious again.


  ‘This is an opportunity to gauge the gap between me and the previous legends.’


  The first one who came to mind was Lantier on the Behen Archipelago.


  “I will check it and then challenge him again!”


  Chiiiiing!


  Grid had hundreds of white spheres around his body. The first thing he needed to do was deal with the archers aiming their bows at the people of Bairan.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcend.”


  [Attack power is doubled. Your basic attacks will be converted to ranged attacks. This effect will last for 30 seconds.]


  "Normal attacks will suffice.”


  Kwa kwang!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  Grid separated Sword Ghost into two pieces and swung his arms without stopping. 7~8 energy blades per second poured down from the sky towards the Eternal archers.


  "Kuaaaack!"


  It became pandemonium in an instant. Hundreds of soldiers instantly died. It was insane firepower!


  “Eek! First turn off the flying magic!”


  Marquis Bera hurriedly shouted. A magician from his territory immediately cast a spell. It affected the mana circuit of all magicians within range, making it impossible to use Fly. Yet the magic didn’t work on Grid. Grid used Fly through Braham’s Boots rather than his own magic.


  “No! The magic didn’t work?”


  "It’s due to a magic artifact!”


  The magicians panicked at wasting a difficult spell in vain. But there were 100,000 soldiers. Other people were attacking while the magicians struggled in vain.


  "Shoot! Continue shooting!”


  The elite soldiers gathered from various places. They succeeded in breaking down Sticks’ shield with arrows and magic before focusing their attacks on Grid. Grid was an easy target once fully exposed.


  ‘It’s deadly to be in the sky when hit.’


  After allowing a few magic bombardments, Grid swapped boots and landed on the ground. Then he was surprised. He deliberately landed in a narrow space between buildings. However, all four sides were already full of enemies.


  “Die!”


  The Eternal soldiers pushed at Grid. Due to their large numbers, they forgot about Grid’s strength and were courageous.


  "Hiyaaaah!”


  Right in front.


  Ten soldiers stabbed with their spears at the same time. The viewers around the world wondered how Grid would respond.


  -It’s impossible to counterattack against all 10 people.


  -I think he’ll wipe them all out with an attack skill. But using a skill consumes a lot of stamina.


  -By the way, how many people will Grid kill?


  -The Eternal soldiers have an average level of 160... I think Grid will kill at least 5,000.


  It was a really short amount of time. The amount of time it took the viewers to write a sentence.


  "Get lost."


  Grid pulled out Failure and swung it. Yes, he just swung it. It was a normal attack.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  "Kuaaaak!"


  The 10 Eternal spearmen were struck by it and died.


  -...


  -...


  The chat windows of the Internet broadcasting sites stopped like there was a lag.


  "This is funny."


  As the world fell silent, Grid laughed. He was excited when he recalled that the world was paying attention to him. However, he wasn’t careless. There were a number of elite knights and magicians in the 100,000 troops, so he was always on guard.


  However, a group of third advancement troops were under attack by a private.




  Chapter 560


  Blood flowed under the blazing sun and screams echoed.


  Grid wore a bizarre half mask that made it unknown if he was laughing or crying. Every time his sword swung in a half circle, 10 soldiers died. Sometimes it was 20 soldiers when he drew a full moon. The shark-shaped blue greatsword tore the soldiers’ armor apart.


  "There were rumors that his swordsmanship is strong.”


  Well, he already had a reputation for having great swordsmanship. But there was one thing that was hard to identify.


  “What are the white spheres circling around him?”


  Baron Duka. He was one of Eternal’s great swordsman that emerged after Chucksley. He earned Duke Lucilliv’s favor thanks to his strength and was promised the title of an earl after this war. Of course, this was on the premise that his performance was sufficient. If he could directly cut off Grid’s head, he would become a marquis instead of an earl.


  Baron Duka watched Grid with interest while his deputy spoke up.


  "According to the analysis of the magicians, it’s estimated to be Magic Missile. It’s probably through an artifact like Fly magic.”


  “Hoh... Magic Missile that isn’t immediately launched.”


  There were exactly 113 white spheres around Grid. The reason was clear. It was to help in combat. Grid intended to protect his own body and release a Magic Missile when he was in a crisis.


  ‘There are also the four golden hands called the God Hands.’


  Every hand guarded Grid’s rear while holding hammers. The amazing thing was that the hammers swung by the God Hands killed the soldiers.


  ‘Strong.’


  It was a perfect harmony between strong swordsmanship and overwhelming artifacts. Grid had great power as a legend.


  'It might be different if he was armed with ordinary weapons. Still, I wouldn’t dare fight him alone.’


  But Baron Duka wasn’t afraid of Grid. There were 100,000 troops here. Grid would kill the soldiers surging like a tsunami and become exhausted. It was impossible for Grid to block all the attacks. Right now, he was accumulating wounds by allowing the attacks from magicians and archers.


  ‘In the next few hours, he will become exhausted.’


  Then he would bring the knights and easily overpower Grid.


  “Hmm?”


  Baron Duka smiled wickedly at the thought.


  Step step.


  He heard someone coming up the stairs. The clock tower in the central square. Baron Duka came him in order to see the battlefield at a glance and ordered his troops not to let anyone up. Then who was coming up?


  ‘Marquis Bera?’


  There was no one else who would be authorized. Baron Duka naturally thought that the owner of the footsteps was a noble like himself. However, that wasn’t it. The clock tower had six floors. A soldier came to the spot where Baron Duka and his deputy were standing.


  It was a soldier wearing leather armor. A private with a low status who was conscripted.


  ‘How did a soldier come here?’


  The deputy went forward to question the soldier on Baron Duka’s behalf. 


  "It’s scandalous to leave your position during a war. What unit do you belong to? No, why did you come here in the first place?”


  A non-regular soldier, Ars. He answered while pointing his spear.


  "I am a soldier serving under Grid. The reason I came here today is to take Baron Duka’s head.”


  “...?”


  Bark bark.


  Why did he hear the sound of a dog barking? The absurd introduction of the soldier made Baron Duka and his deputy go blank.


  “Haha.”


  Baron Duka regained himself and laughed. Of course, it wasn’t a laugh of enjoyment. His real feelings were expressed by his deputy. 


  “You’re crazy.”


  The deputy made an angry expression and pulled out his sword without hesitation.


  “Grid’s spy! I will have your head!”


  Baron Duka’s deputy was also a master with the sword. He could easily kill one soldier.


  Seokeok!


  The sharp blade extended towards Ars’ neck. The sharp sword reached Ars’ neck in an instant. The deputy didn’t think much of it. The soldier in front of him would die without even realizing his head was separated from his body.  But it was strange.


  ‘Eh?’


  Where was the soldier whose head should’ve been cut off? And why was his gaze falling towards the ground?


  Duk.


  The head of the deputy fell to the ground. That’s right. The deputy hadn’t realized his head was cut off when he died.


  “...What’s your identity?”


  Grid’s subordinate had swiftly used the spear to cut off the deputy’s head. Baron Duka stared at the scattered ashes of his deputy and then the bloody spear. Ars picked up the sword and replied, “I am Grid’s soldier.”


  "Nonsense!”


  A person who could make a great swordsman nervous couldn’t be a lowly soldier! Killing intent filled Baron Duka’s eyes. His sword headed towards Ars. It was an incredible swordsmanship that cut from the left and right without a time difference.


  Chaaeng!


  However, Ars angled the spear to block the two swords at once and laughed at Baron Duka.


  “Your swordsmanship is poor compared to other great swordsmen.”


  Baron Duka had just recently become a great swordsman. It was lacking compared to when Piaro was a great swordsman of the empire. Ars had been growing steadily while serving under Grid and Baron Duka wasn’t a match for him. Baron Duka got chills as he realized the difference between their skills.


  “You are...! Kirinus!”


  The best spearman on the continent was serving Grid?


  "Reidan’s Spearsmanship 3rd style, Splitting the Seven Seas.”


  Peeeeeong!


  Baron Duka’s sword was deflected and the golden spear moved in a straight line. This was the technique that Nautilus of the Red Knights couldn’t withstand, so Baron Duka was devastated.


  "Kuaaaack!"


  Baron Duka was swept up by the golden flash and disappeared. Ars finished his mission and descended the clock tower. His next target was Earl Carrion. The earl had become a great swordsman one step ahead of Baron Duka. Ars would wipe out anyone who could threaten Grid.


  ***


  ‘This is easier than I thought. Is it still early?’


  Death in the game wasn’t comparable to death in reality. It didn’t mean a complete ending. But users who played the game were more afraid of death than anything else. They were frightened of losing their level and hard-earned items.


  Yes, Grid was amazing. He thought he was crazy when he plunged into 100,000 troops alone. But his fear disappeared as he fought. He displayed his overwhelming power and felt pleasure rather than fear.


  [Critical!]


  [The +9 Failure’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated!]


  [You have dealt 155,900 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 149,540 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt...]


  The level, stats, and items of the general soldiers were poor compared to Grid. Grid’s basic damage was like skill damage and all the soldiers within range of the attack were killed in one blow.


  "Magic Missile."


  Grid refrained from using skills in order to preserve his stamina. He used Magic Missile which didn’t consume any stamina because it was the lowest level magic. His maximum mana increased and it wasn’t difficult to use. He also wanted to raise the level of Magic Mastery that he learned from the Behen Archipelago.


  “You monster!”


  “Die!”


  Puk! Puuok!


  Grid wasn’t Kraugel. He had ranker level control, but that didn’t mean he was a god. He couldn’t completely block the attacks of all the soldiers. But it didn’t matter.


  [You have suffered 230 damage.]


  [You have suffered 155 damage.]


  “Good, good. You’re doing very well. Hit me more.”


  The benefits to Grid were significant after receiving damage from many people at once.


  [Weapons Mastery has risen to Lv. 5.]


  [The experience of Tiramet's Belt (Unique) has increased by 0.01%!]


  His skill experience and item’s experience rose at a tremendous pace. Grid was becoming stronger in real time.


  ‘If this continues, Weapons Mastery will hopefully gain one more level today and Tiramet’s Belt might accumulate 30% experience.’


  Weapons Mastery was a passive skill that raised his attack power and speed no matter what weapon was worn. Magic Mastery was a passive skill that raised the power of magic. Tiramet’s Belt reduced damage and allowed him to summon the vampire Tiramet if it reached the legendary rating.


  Grid was pleased with this growth. He was able to reduce the stress of having demonic power rise every time he killed a person. At this moment, Grid perceived the battlefield as a workplace. There was no tension. Why?


  ‘None of them are a match for me.’


  The 100,000 troops. It was literally just numbers. There were no enemies who could threaten Grid.


  ‘Are there no knights?’


  Braham spoke to the curious Grid. ‘The enemies are waiting for you to become tired. Then they will commit their true power.’


  ‘I know.’


  He needed to be vigilant. Grid controlled his mind and saw the soldiers rushing at him with shields.


  ‘Now they are using tactics?’


  Use the shields in the lead to block Grid while attacking Grid from the rear with spears. Duke Lucilliv used basic, but efficient, tactics to press at Grid. It was a means to reduce losing troops and accelerate Grid’s stamina consumption. But what if he pierced through?


  “Do you want to stop my sword with these cheap shields?”


  Seokeok!


  Grid wasn’t burdened by the shields. From the public’s point of view, the soldiers with large shields seemed very strong. But Grid slashed at them without hesitation. Then.


  “Kuaaaack!”


  The sword pierced through their shields and armor, killing the soldiers.


  “Heok.”


  The spearmen who believed in the shields panicked. Their upper bodies were exposed and Grid rotated, cutting at them.


  Seokeok!


  “...!”


  An overwhelming attack that made the combination of shields and spears useless! The morale of the Eternal army fell rapidly after they witnessed this.


  [The morale of the soldiers is at the bottom. The soldiers’ attack and defense will drop by 20% and their recovery speed is reduced.]


  “Wow.”


  The Eternal players were shocked by the warning windows that appeared before them. They couldn’t catch the timing to attack Grid. They coveted the rewards for the ‘Fight the Rebel Leader’ quest, but could they really obtain it? It was more likely that they would be killed by Grid.


  Grid’s momentum shot to the top.


  Pepepepeok!


  Then the magic bombardment from the rooftops of the two-story houses surrounding the central square began. Duke Lucilliv grabbed Grid’s eyes with the shield infantry and used the magicians in this gap.


  [You have suffered 2,200 damage.]


  [You have suffered 930 damage.]


  [You have suffered 1,660 damage.]


  [You have suffered 3,490...]


  ...


  ...


  “Ugh.”


  Grid’s face became tense for the first time. The magic damage was quite burdensome because he was wearing Triple Layers, not the Holy Light set. The bombardment poured at him from all directions. It was difficult to avoid or stop.  However, did he replace his battle gear with the Holy Light set? No, it was meaningless. The damage from the pouring arrows would just increase instead. 


  The reaction of the viewers was updated in real time.


  -Crazy;; Hundreds of magic spells are pouring down. It’s a big hit.


  -The Overgeared members wouldn’t be able to withstand that. ㅡㅡ;  It seems really dangerous.


  -A reversal... It’s the end for Grid.


  -5,000 people is nonsense. ㅋㅋ He couldn’t even kill 2,000 people. ㅋㅋ Kraugel would’ve killed way more. ㅋㅋ


  Pepepepeok!


  In the midst of the magic bombardment.


  “Item Transformation.”


  Grid transformed two of the God Hands protecting him. They changed to a bow. The Red Phoenix Bow. One Red Phoenix Bow was held by two God Hands while the other was held by Grid.


  “Fly Up!”


  Kiiiiiiing!


  Bairan Castle. Two red phoenixes appeared in the sky above it.
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  [Item Transformation]


  A skill that can be triggered if the legendary mineral ‘pavranium’ is possessed.


  It transforms the pavranium into the shape and performance of a specific item.


  * It can only transform into items you have learned how to make.


  * The duration of the transformation is 3 minutes. After the transformation is released, the pavranium will return to its original form.


  Skill Mana Cost: None.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 6 hours.


  It was the power that Grid obtained in return for making the 15th legendary item. It was a skill that maximized the value of pavranium. So far, the skill had been used to reproduce the myth rated Lifael’s Spear. Now he used it to reproduce the Red Phoenix Bow.


  Pagma’s Descendant lacked wide area skills compared to other combat classes. The Red Phoenix Bow was a good item to overcome this shortcoming. Of course, it was impossible to completely reproduce the myth rated Red Phoenix Bow. The prerequisite for the myth rated Red Phoenix Bow was the Red Phoenix’s Breath. As the essence of a god, it couldn’t be reproduced by pavranium.


  The Red Phoenix Bow that Grid reproduced was the legendary rated one that he gave to Han Seokbong.


  “Fly Up!”


  [Fly Up!]


  Summons a copy of the Red Phoenix.


  The Red Phoenix’s clone will deal fire attribute damage to all targets within 300 meters of the summoned spot. The damage is 600% of the summoner’s total attack power.


  Mana Consumption: 3,000


  Cooldown Time: 24 hours.


  It was a terribly weak effect compared to the Fly Up! attached to the myth rated Red Phoenix Bow. The attack range was too bad. The myth rated Red Phoenix Bow attacked all enemies within the player’s field of view, while the legendary rated bow had an attack range of 300 meters.


  But 300 meters wasn’t a small range. Wide area skills with such a large range were actually very rare.  It didn’t matter if this wasn’t the Fly Up! of the myth rated Red Phoenix Bow. The legendary rated Fly Up! would be used! It was a superb wide area skill.


  In addition, the myth rated Fly Up! also had limitations. It was difficult to exert the full effect when the user’s view was restricted. In terms of stability, the legendary rated Fly Up! was better. It was more efficient. However, the disadvantage was that it attacked all targets within range. In other words, it didn’t differentiate between friends of foe. But right now, there was only enemies here. All of them were enemies except for the inhabitants of Bairan.


  “Fly Up!”


  Kiiiiiiii-!


  The white phosphorus arrow was fired at the same time by Grid and the God Hands, leaving the Red Phoenix Bow and soaring into the sky. At the same time, the cries of birds rang throughout Bairan and two red phoenixes appeared. Birds surrounded by flames. The size was as big as a house. The Eternal soldiers fell into a panic as they saw the giant birds blocking the sun.


  “Phoenix!”


  “Grid summoned them!”


  There was no limit to Grid’s power!


  Flap.


  The birds in the sky flapped their wings and flames fell to the ground. Duke Lucilliv sensed the danger and screamed at the soldiers.


  "Spread out!"


  It was in order to minimize the loss of troops. But the large number of troops was a disadvantage. Bairan was full of Eternal soldiers. The place was too narrow to allow escape. Before they could move a few steps, their bodies collided, their feet became tangled up and they collapsed. The fireballs bombardment commenced above their heads while they were trapped in the streets and defenseless.


  Pepepepeok!


  "Aaaaack!"


  These were the screams of the survivors. The soldiers burnt by the flames couldn’t even scream as they turned to ash. A scene where thousands of soldiers were targets of the falling fireballs... People started sweating at the overwhelming sight.


  "The magicians as well...!”


  Duke Lucilliv felt anxious from his position on the walls. In front of Grid, the number of troops was meaningless. The battlefield was devastated. The bulk of the soldiers were lost. In particular, the loss of the magicians forced him to make a decision.


  "Send out the knights! We’ll only receive more losses if this continues!”


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  Finally, the real battle started. Around 5,000 knights in the mid-200s assaulted Grid.


  Duke Lucilliv laughed. "They’re different from the soldiers!”


  It was painful to lose knights. However, the ultimate goal of this war was Grid’s death. They needed to devote resources to take care of Grid.


  ‘The curse doesn’t care if he is a creature of the gods.’


  He had prepared a curse. A curse that only worked on immortal beings. It was an atrocious curse that increased the player’s death penalty by up to three times. It could cause fatal damage!


  Grid looked at the confidence Duke Lucilliv and released the transformation of the Red Phoenix Bow. Then he transformed the other two God Hands into Red Phoenix Bows.


  “Don’t you know I have two more left? Fly Up!”


  Kiiiiiiii-!


  Grid fired the bow and two more firebirds appeared in the sky.


  "Heok!”


  “This doesn’t make sense!”


  The 5,000 knights approaching Grid hastily stopped in place. It felt like a dream that such a powerful skill was used twice in a row.


  “A-Avoid it!”


  The knights started to flee between the soldiers. They used the soldiers as shields to protect their lives. But Fly Up! It attacked all targets within a certain range. Using people as shields were meaningless.


  Kurururung!


  Fireballs that poured like rain!


  “Kuaaaack!”


  The knights were struck by burning fireballs and screamed in horror. But knights were knights for a reason. Most of them didn’t die from the blow. The vast majority of them barely lived. But.


  [The hidden passive ‘God's Command’ has reset the cooldown of Fly Up! If reused within three seconds, no resources will be consumed.]


  "There is still one remaining.”


  Kiiiiiiii-!


  The red phoenix appeared once again. The knights couldn’t understand and shouted.


  “This is impossible!”


  It was a cry that was full of misery and wishful thinking. They turned to ashes from the fireballs. It was the moment when the proud knights of the Eternal Kingdom were destroyed. Duke Lucilliv was stunned as he lost his main forces in vain.


  “T-This doesn’t make sense...!”


  There was no way for even a great magician to use large magic spells consecutively. Grid’s power was infinite. Duke Lucilliv was filled with doubt and fear. He was afraid that he really might lose 100,000 troops to Grid.


  'No! Absolutely not!’


  Duke Lucilliv and his 100,000 troops couldn’t be destroyed by only one enemy. He would be labelled as the most incompetent person in the history of the West Continent. Duke Lucilliv needed to avoid this situation and decided to convene the elite group.


  “Baron Duka! Earl Carrion! Earl Red! Marquis Bera? It’s your turn!”


  They were the great swordsman and magicians who boasted the strongest power. The knights and soldiers they fostered were excellent compared to the Eternal Kingdom. Duke Lucilliv believed they would be able to kill Grid, even if they received damage.


  However...


  "Where is everybody?”


  They couldn’t be seen at all? Confusion filled Duke Lucilliv’s eyes. It was enough to drive him crazy.


  *** 


  『 What are we seeing right now? 』


  Jishuka summoned a red phoenix above Patrian. Experts from all the the world evaluated as a quest item. The power from a player was so strong that it must be a force that could only be used during the Eternal Kingdom’s war quests. But now they realized that might not be the case.


  The bow that summoned a red phoenix. Grid had several of them.


  -Grid can summon the red phoenix five times in a row, although it’s weaker than the phoenix summoned by Jishuka. No matter how weak the red phoenixes summoned, doesn’t Grid’s summoning ability seem much stronger than Jishuka?


  -I agree. It seems comparable to Meteor, which is a rumored high grade spell.


  -What was Grid doing after the National Competition? How did he become so strong in such a short period of time?


  -Don’t try to understand him. Did you see how easily he beat the vampires? He is a king/god gamer.


  -Right now, I think that the candidates to win the 3rd National Competition are South Korea and Brazil. Summoning a phoenix alone would end the war.


  -Now people are shutting up. Those cursing Grid are silent.


  The viewers around the world admired the sight. Grid summoned five red phoenixes in a row and destroyed more than 10,000 troops. Was there a player capable of destroying 10,000 troops in the blink of an eye? People started speculating. It was only Grid capable of doing this, not Kraugel.


  The basis for it was as followed:


  『 We shouldn’t overlook one thing. Grid hasn’t shown most of the skills he used during the National Competition. 』


  『 Grid still hasn’t fully revealed his abilities. 』


  *** 


  Akaru Fortress.


  It was located on the edge of the Saharan Empire. Geographically, it was facing Reidan’s direction and the reason for the fortress’ presence was to watch and keep in check the Saharan Empire. It was a neutral state but it wasn’t necessary to keep it in check. Like other kingdoms, the Eternal Kingdom also offered a tribute to the empire. As a result, there were few troops deployed to Akaru Fortress.


  But the atmosphere had changed in recent years. The noble called Grid revolted in the Eternal Kingdom, causing the Eternal Kingdom to be in turmoil. The Saharan Empire didn’t intend to miss this gap. In particular, the Saharan Empire had long since coveted Reidan. Now that the Eternal Kingdom was in turmoil, they planned to invade Reidan and take control.


  Now 20,000 elite troops were deployed to Akaru Fortress and this was a golden opportunity.


  "The Eternal Kingdom has moved 100,000 troops.”


  “There’s a group deployed from Reidan in response.”


  “Now Reidan is empty.”


  This was the time. The time had come to enter Reidan with no bloodshed and plant the flag of the empire. What about the Eternal Kingdom? The empire was just giving strength to the kingdom suffering due to the rebels. They were just protecting Reidan while the kingdom was recovering. After this, they could casually occupy it. 


  The takeover of a territory by a powerful nation! Earl Turich, commander of Akaru Fortress, didn’t even think about it.  He moved without any hesitation towards the empty Reidan. But he was forced to stop the march of the army.


  ‘This is impossible!’


  The mountain range that was between Reidan and Akaru Fortress. As they crossed the mountain range, they saw tens of thousands of Reidan soldiers in the vast desert. The large army was united and training in the same movements. The imperial soldiers got goosebumps.


  “How can tens of thousands of soldiers move the same?”


  There wasn’t a hair out of place. The tens of thousands of troops were doing the exact same movement with the spear. It was obvious with a glance that they were the elites.


  "...We have to step back.”


  Earl Turich judged and gave an order to his army. He never imagined it. There were actually only 1,000 soldiers training in the desert heat. The reason there seemed to be tens of thousands? It was due to the shadows that the 1,000 soldiers made under the sun.


  “Using my shadow soldiers strategically... Earl Lauel is really a great person.”


  Kasim’s heart thumped as he saw the imperial army retreat beyond the mountains. He become even more convinced that Grid, accompanied by powerful forces and talent, would surely destroy the empire.
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  The fortified city of Patrian. 


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  The night passed. Fire arrows relentlessly poured all over the place, lighting up the darkness.


  “Shit...! This is nonsense!”


  The players belonging to the 4th Patrian Reclamation Army. They believed that the 1st to 3rd armies would’ve been able to limit the power of Overgeared and that the war would end the moment they arrived. Instead, they became desperate in just half a day.


  The woman called Jishuka. She held the Red Phoenix Bow and became a true godly archer. She transcended the strength of a player. An infinitely strong firepower that could be used from a distance! She was the worst weapon of mass destruction and the Eternal army turned to ashes in front of her.


  “How do we defeat that?”


  The Eternal army fell into a panic. It was hard to think about breaking through the fire arrows that killed hundreds of them with multiple shots. 


  “What are the archers and magicians on our side doing? Turn Jishuka into a corpse! Don’t give her a chance to attack!”


  Someone shouted with frustration in the frozen atmosphere. There was a cynical response in return.


  “Don’t you know that Jishuka is a godly archer?”


  "Her archery skill level is unrivalled. Her range and accuracy are on a different dimension from us.”


  “We have to get within 200 meters to attack Jishuka. But Jishuka won’t allow us to get there.”


  “...”


  Patrian was the largest fortress in the Eternal Kingdom. The wall that Jishuka was on wasn’t just strong, but high as well. Jishuka’s power was maximized. Her Hawk Eyes allowed her to see the entire battlefield and kill the dangerous elements first. Eternal’s odds of victory became smaller.


  [The morale of the soldiers has decreased!]


  [The stats of all soldiers will drastically fall!]


  “This is crazy.”


  The players saw consecutive notification windows talking about the weakening of the the soldiers. They realized they would have to abandon recapturing Patrian. They couldn’t accept it. What was this absurd balance where one player blocked tens of thousands of people?


  "It doesn’t make sense that an existence that makes the existence of the army pointless actually exists.”


  "Jishuka needs to be nerfed. She is OP enough to block 20,000 troops alone.”


  The players grumbled.


  Some players refuted it.


  “That is nonsense. Jishuka put a lot of effort into becoming strong. Don’t you think it’s better to do your best instead of not working as hard as her?”


  This was a fact that players couldn’t overlook.


  "We are players like her. One day we can be as strong as her. We shouldn’t be feeling jealousy right now. We should be admiring her.” 


  Unlike NPCs, a player’s potential was infinite. The Eternal players were reminded of this by Jishuka and dreamt of one day becoming rankers.


  ***


  "Why did he ask this?”


  15 minutes ago. Grid had asked questions in the guild chat window. The question was about where all the people protecting Bairan were. After that, there was nothing. The Overgeared members including Pon and Yura were worried about Grid.


  "Judging by the tone, he’s in Bairan...”


  “Don’t tell me that he is isolated among 100,000 troops?”


  “...It seems so.”


  “...”


  The reason why Grid didn’t say anything in the guild chat window was because he had no time to talk while being attacked.


  “I’ll go there.”


  The Overgeared members worried about the worst situation. One of them was Yura. But she stopped the Overgeared members who wanted to go to Bairan.


  “Don’t be so hasty. It isn’t clear yet.”


  What if Grid wasn’t there when they returned to Bairan? They would just suffer a meaningless death from the 100,000 troops. It was correct to wait for Grid to talk again.


  “In the first place, Grid would’ve summoned his knights if he was really in danger.”


  “...”


  They were convinced after hearing about the knights summoning.


  ‘Youngwoo-ssi, I believe in you.’


  Yura’s beautiful face was filled with a strong trust.


  *** 


  [Your demonic power has reached 10,000!]


  [Your coordination with dark magic power has increased!]


  [Resistance to dark magic will increase by 10%!]


  [Resistance to divine magic will fall by 10%!]


  [The functions of the Blackening skill has been upgraded!]


  [One of the conditions for the memphis’ evolution is satisfied!]


  His demonic power naturally rose due to the mass killing. Grid was relieved when he saw the notification windows.


  'So far, it’s positive.’


  Demonic power was a stat that had opened since the best demonic beast of hell, Noe became his pet. Grid always felt anxious about going to hell if it rose to a high value. He thought he might change into a demon if his demonic power increased. Fortunately, it didn’t seem to be a species change just yet. 


  'In the first place, it isn’t that easy to change species.’


  In addition, it said that he could ‘freely’ access hell if his demonic power increased. This didn’t mean he would be forced there. Looking back, he wondered if his fear of demonic power had no basis.


  ‘I have Blackening and Noe, so it might be better for my demonic power to rise...’


  As Noe and Blackening became stronger, his force would increase by one step. The penalty of divine power resistance falling? It was worth it. Grid had a high rapport with most religions, including the Rebecca Church. On the other hand, he was a complete enemy of the Yatan Church.


  It meant Grid was more likely to be attacked by dark magic than divine magic. The effects of the increase in demonic power were appropriate for the current Grid.


  Pa pa pa pa pak!


  Hundreds of arrows fell towards Grid as he thought this. The magicians were destroyed by the five consecutive red phoenix summoning so the archers tried to slow down Grid. Grid instinctively avoided them and checked his health gauge.


  [You have suffered 250 damage.]


  [You have suffered 190...]


  ...


  ...


  The arrows fell on Grid who was wearing Triple Layers. He ignored the arrows as he took a potion, rotated his body like a windmill and swept his greatsword through the hundreds of soldiers.


  “Hah...”


  Duke Lucilliv expressed his admiration. Grid swept through the formation in an instant. The biggest problem was Grid’s stamina. The duke thought Grid would become tired after some time, but he was still fine.


  ‘There’s no end to this damage. I have no choice but to send them in.’


  Kkuok!


  Duke Lucilliv made a decision.


  "My brave soldiers! Cut off the head of the rebel!”


  At the same time.


  “Waaaaaaaaah!”


  The soldiers of Duke Lucilliv that were on the walls. The soldiers in golden armor jumped down from the walls. They rushed wildly towards Grid. The moonlight shining on their golden armor was spectacular.


  -Finally, the elite troops!


  -It’s the real battle from now on.


  The soldiers in the golden armor were different. Their strength seemed different from ordinary soldiers and the actual movements wasn’t ordinary. They moved through the allied soldiers and quickly reached Grid.


  “For the glory of Duke Lucilliv!”


  “Die!”


  The golden soldiers aimed their weapons at Grid. The players belonging to Eternal didn’t miss this gap.


  “Now is the perfect time!”


  “We will go!”


  These players were highly trusted by Duke Lucilliv. They believed that Grid would show weaknesses during the process of fighting the golden soldiers.  The moment that the golden soldiers were about to hit Grid.


  “The timing is great.”


  Kakiing.


  There were 113 white spheres hovering around Grid. They became rays that shot in every direction. This was the effect of Alarm.


  Pepepepeok!


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  “Cough!”


  The golden soldiers in the lead screamed.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave.”


  Kurururung!


  A blue wave of energy swallowed the area around Grid. Grid’s eyes widened as the golden soldiers died.


  [You have defeated an elite soldier of Duke Lucilliv.]


  [A Sharp Longsword has been acquired.]


  [A gold nugget has been acquired.]


  [A gold nugget has been acquired.]


  [A gold nugget...]


  ...


  ...


  “...Wow.”


  The soldiers Grid killed so far only gave old weapons or leather. However, Duke Lucilliv’s golden soldiers gave him gold. Soldiers giving him gold? Grid’s eyes became larger.


  [Gold Nugget]


  It is worth 50 gold.


  Weight: 5


  A gold nugget worth 60,000 won was in his inventory! Grid became too excited and revealed a gap. The players mixed in among the golden soldiers and rushed towards Grid. The third advancement players succeeded in approaching Grid.


  “Grid, I have no hard feelings towards you!”


  "Please understand that it is because of the quest rewards!”


  The rankers made excuses as they used skills.


  Kwarururung!


  The intense skills of the third advancement users would kill Grid.


  "I don't have hard feelings towards you either. But please leave your items behind.”


  “...!”


  Did he really relax and allowed a surprise attack? Question marks appeared over the heads of the high rankers.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Grid’s health fell by one-third after being hit by the skills of the high rankers. Yes, one-third. Grid’s defense and health was ridiculously high, making it rare for him to lose a lot of health in one go. But the high rankers had thought differently. They had been determined to put Grid in at least a critical condition with those attacks. But Grid only lost one-third of his health?


  ‘What is this defense?’


  ‘Crazy overgeared!’


  The high rankers turned pale. Something glittered when they were trying to link up with the following skills. It was a very thin thread. It shone in the moonlight.


  ‘What is this?’


  The moment they had that question.


  “You will be my shield.’


  Kwack!


  Grid’s grim voice was heard in their ears as a silver thread wrapped around them and restrained them.


  [Your body is bound by something unknown!]


  [It is a powerful binding! It isn’t easy to escape! This will last for 5 seconds.]


  “What...?”


  Five seconds of captivity? The bodies of the high rankers floated in the air. They were tied up like a spider web and were beaten by the golden soldiers.


  -Wow...


  -Look at Grid’s smile.


  Grid used the silver thread with dazzling hand techniques and five high rankers hung behind him as a barrier. It was in stark contrast to his expression. Grid was smiling while the high rankers were crying. This sight could only be seen as disturbing.


  One of the rankers who was bloody from the golden soldiers’ attacks couldn’t help asking.


  “Overg... is it possible to join Overgeared?”
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  The silver thread unfolded like a spider web and refracted beautifully in the moonlight. The flashing silver was reminiscent of a chandelier and Grid in the center was like an arrogant king. He looked around with cold eyes. He was so tranquil that it was hard to believe he was isolated among tens of thousands of enemy soldiers. He caused the audience and give high rankers captured by him to feel thrilled.


  “Overg...is it possible to join Overgeared?” 


  It wasn’t because their life was at risk. The high rankers felt a real dignity from Grid. They had a desire to follow him from the bottom of their hearts. They couldn’t help falling for Grid’s absolute power and dignity.  However, Grid misunderstood. They had just tried to kill him before asking to join the guild, so how could they be sincere?


  'These guys are speaking lame things because they don’t want to die.’


  Even stupid people wouldn’t fall for it!


  'I am different. Hut!’


  Grid gained a lot of insight from his accumulated experience. Setting aside his insight stat, Grid’s mind managed to puzzle out the intentions of the five high rankers.


  “No. I won’t accept you.”


  “...?!”


  The rankers were very embarrassed. Who were they? Rankers who achieved their third advancement. They were in the top 10 of the rankings for their class. The Seven Guilds also wanted to recruit them. Yet Grid refused to let them join the guild after they applied for membership? They could only think of one reason.


  ‘Is it because we tried to kill him?’


  They could understand Grid’s feelings. How could Grid trust those who tried to kill him and the guild members? The high rankers wouldn’t accept it, let alone Grid.


  ‘Then it can’t be helped.’


  ‘I will humbly accept my death today and pledge to him next time.’


  The high rankers hanging from the silver thread closed their eyes. They expected Grid to kill them. However, it wasn’t Grid who attacked them. It was Duke Lucilliv’s golden soldiers.


  Puuok!


  Puuoook!


  The blades that aimed for Grid ended up hitting the high rankers that were used as shields.


  “Cough!”


  The golden soldiers were second advancement soldiers. The soldiers of Duke Lucilliv exerted strength different to the Eternal soldiers.


  Flinch.


  Grid hesitated as he was about to deal the final blow to the high rankers who groaned with pain. Far away, in the central square of the city. It was because he saw soldiers of Eternal aiming their bows at the people of Bairan.


  ‘Those bastards!’


  They couldn’t overpower him, so they wanted to use hostages!


  ‘Why?’


  Why was it always the weak who needed to make one-sided sacrifices? The unhappy memories of his school days made him feel more unpleasant. Grid grimaced and his face distorted like a demon. He was above to move there when he stopped.


  ‘Stay calm.’


  The old Grid would’ve run over right away to rescue the hostages. But in the process of making the Red Phoenix Bow, he realized how important it was to be calm. He tried to remain calm as he thought about what his best choice would be. First, he killed the enemies attacking the high rankers before bringing the rankers in front of him.


  “...?”


  The high rankers were confused when they were freed from the silver thread. They expected to die. It was five seconds of captivity. It was possible to shorten the time depending on the individual’s ability. However, it would still allow Grid to strike them once.


  Being hit by Grid made it highly likely they would die instantly. In other words, Grid could kill them at any time. Yet he was sparing them?


  The rankers were puzzled as Grid continued to beat the enemies.


  "As I said earlier, I have no intention of accepting your application to join the guild. I can’t trust people who tried to kill me just a moment ago. Isn't that right? But I will give you a chance.”


  “...?”


  "From now on, you will fight for me. Cut down any enemies blocking my way.”


  “...!”


  It was a test to see if they deserved to be members of Overgeared. It was good that Grid was testing them. It was a golden opportunity and an inspiring event for the high rankers.


  ‘Giving us a chance before punishing us for trying to kill him? Grid has great personal skills!’


  ‘I now understand why other bigwigs are following him.’


  Grid had excellent insight that could look into a person’s heart. The high rankers replied to Grid at once.


  “We’re going!”


  Pahat!


  The high rankers shouted and surrounded Grid at once. They started to slaughter the golden soldiers targeting Grid. They were indeed high rankers in each class. Duke Lucilliv’s soldiers couldn’t interrupt them. Grid felt relief when he saw it.


  'I thought they were going to hit me in the back of the head. Fortunately, they didn’t.’


  Indeed, it was important to maintain his composure. It was possible for the high rankers to deal with a large number of soldiers while he rescued the hostages. Grid equipped the Ideal Dagger and used Quick Movements to run towards Bairan’s residents.


  *** 


  'The golden soldiers are just bait!’


  Duke Lucilliv knew how endless human greed was. Despite being second in the kingdom and having tremendous wealth, he still wanted more wealth. He was confident that Grid was the same as him. Grid would briefly lose his mind when the golden soldiers dropped gold lumps every time they died. In this gap, Duke Lucilliv would act.


  The central square. After making it seem like the residents of Bairan were going to be killed, he placed magic traps, guards and elite knights in the streets that Grid would have to go through.


  ‘He will definitely want to protect the people.’


  Grid was bound to fall into this perfect trap!


  "Kukuk!”


  Duke Lucilliv smiled wickedly. The Bairan residents under the silence magic inwardly screamed.


  'Duke Grid, you absolutely can’t come here.’


  ‘Don’t fall into the trap of that evil person because of us!’


  Tremble tremble.


  Despite death being around the corner, they were worried about Grid. It was natural. Grid confronted the 100,000 troops to save them. The people had no choice but to care about Grid who tried to save them. Duke Lucilliv felt excited while the villagers’ fear created a heavy atmosphere. On the other hand, the soldiers felt strong doubts.


  'Why are we serving the Eternal Kingdom?’


  ‘It’s true that we were born and raised in the Eternal Kingdom. Therefore, we love the kingdom and paid the taxes. But the kingdom treats us like cattle.’


  ‘Being forced to sacrifice ourselves because of a war...’


  ‘Taking the lives of innocent people...’


  The behavior shown by the kingdom they served wasn’t good. The 60,000 non-regular soldiers were disappointed in the kingdom. They started to doubt the reasons for their loyalty. This was the result of Duke Lucilliv’s behavior.


  Duke Lucilliv had royal blood flowing in him. As a great noble of the Eternal Kingdom, his duty should be to save the people. Yet he didn’t act like this at all and it made the non-regular soldiers think that all nobles were like Duke Lucilliv. Most of the non-regular soldiers conscripted from their respective territories saw the actions of Duke Lucilliv.


  Then what about Grid? He was different.


  In the distance.


  Kuwang!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Grid ran through the enemy in order to save his people. Despite his body becoming bloody, he only looked at the people and not himself. The non-regular soldiers started thinking. This was a person they wanted to serve.


  On the other hand, Duke Lucilliv thought that Grid looked stupid.


  "Putting yourself in danger to save these people, I can’t understand it at all. Well, I’m able to gain larger achievements thanks to you.”


  Duke Lucilliv didn’t read that the atmosphere of the soldiers was changing. For him, the common people were just pigs without any brains. He couldn’t even think that they would dare to oppose him. As Grid’s momentum rose, the duke proudly grasped his bow. Then he aimed it at one of the beautiful residents of Bairan.


  "If you can’t protect what you want to protect... Will your heart hurt?”


  Kkirik!


  He wanted to see Grid scream. The moment that Duke Lucilliv smiled wickedly and was about to pull back the bowstring.


  Peeeeeong!


  There was a loud sound in Duke Lucilliv’s ears.


  “What?”


  Duke Lucilliv perceived danger and instinctively paled.


  Next.


  Teong!


  One of the senior magicians guarding Duke Lucilliv was stabbed by a spear that pierced through the shield magic. The magician’s eyes widened.


  ‘Breaking the shield with an ordinary spear?’


  How great was the person who threw this spear?


  The other magicians and Duke Lucilliv all turned their eyes in the direction the spear came from. A soldier stood there. He was wearing leather armor that was covered with dirt and blood. He was a very handsome man with noble blond hair that didn’t match the rest of him.


  Private Ars. His face was delighted as he gazed at Duke Lucilliv.


  ‘I finally reached here.’


  It was a really long time. Ars had been sleep deprived for several days as he kept staring at Duke Lucilliv in order to find a gap. It wasn’t easy when Duke Lucilliv always had guards by his side. Now it happened thanks to Grid.


  “I’ll finish it quickly for My Lord.”


  Now that the loyalty of the non-regular soldiers was collapsing, the effect would be magnified if he defeated Duke Lucilliv, the one oppressing them. Most non-regular soldiers would put down their weapons and this war would end. Ars rushed towards Duke Lucilliv.


  “Stop him!"


  The magicians beside Duke Lucilliv tried to cast spells but it was too late. Ars narrowed the distance to Duke Lucilliv in an instant.


  “You!”


  The moment Duke Lucilliv felt his life being threatened!


  Pahat!


  The spear about to pierce Duke Lucilliv’s body disappeared in a flash of light, along with Ars.


  “...?”


  Duke Lucilliv and the senior magicians were stunned.


  At the same time.


  "M-My Lord?” 


  Bairan City.


  Asmophel looked at Grid with a very perplexed expression after Knights Summoning was used. Grid killed two of Duke Lucilliv’s guards and shouted.


  “Asmophel! Stop looking blank and do your job! The kids told me that they didn’t know where you were!” 


  “...”


  Do his job? Asmophel felt wronged. But now there was no time to explain. Asmophel nodded and blocked Duke Lucilliv’s guards.


  Grid summoned Noe, Randy, and Iyarugt.


  ‘More!’


  More! More! More! The group of high rankers, Asmophel and the pets quickly broke through the enemies. The distance with the central square narrowed to a certain number. Grid didn’t miss this opportunity and immediately used Blackening. Demonic power had reached 10,000 points and Blackening was further strengthened.


  “Freely Move!”


  Grid avoided all the guards, knights, and magical traps at once. This was the strength of the Secret Hero title.


  “...!”


  Duke Lucilliv and the Eternal troops stared like they had seen a ghost. There was an awkward silence before Grid came face to face with Duke Lucilliv.


  “Hah, that’s right. A trash that makes me tired.”


  The sun rose behind Grid’s back, shining on his black hair. After a terrible and fearful night for the Bairan people, a brilliant morning arrived.


  "The position of the weak who can’t resist, I will let you experience it for the first time today.”


  The sun of Reidan illuminated all of Eternal.




  Chapter 564


  Impertinent. Scandalous. Unpleasant. Shocking. 


  ‘I want to tear him apart!’


  Duke Lucilliv was furious as he faced Grid. Who was he? He was the younger brother of the late King Wiesbaden and the uncle of the present King Aslan. He had the most noble lineage in the Eternal Kingdom. No, even if his lineage wasn’t mentioned, he was still the most powerful man in the kingdom. He was even treated well by the prestigious nobles of the Saharan Empire.


  ‘A guy without any lineage dares to insult me?’


  It was an attitude that couldn’t be accepted.


  “Grid...! This behavior is too vulgar! You don’t even know filial piety and basic etiquette!”


  Duke Lucilliv shouted with a red face and Grid shook.


  "Even if I have manners, why should I be polite to trash? And what is filial piety? Don’t use words that are so difficult.”


  “T-This...!


  Again! Again! Again!!


  Using the word trash for a noble like him? He couldn’t help doubting Grid’s brain.


  ‘Don’t you understand how noble the royal lineage is?’


  Duke Lucilliv forgot the seriousness of the situation and became concerned. Grid pointed a dark blue sword at him. No, it was like a wooden sword rather than a longsword because there was no distinction between the handle and the blade.  Duke Lucilliv’s tension was released.


  ‘That’s right. He won’t dare hurt me. If he doesn’t submit to me, the hostages will eventually die.’


  “Duke Lucilliv!”


  "Protect the duke!”


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  The moment that Duke Lucilliv and Grid face each other. The Eternal troops deployed all over Bairan flocked to Grid, surrounding him by over 90,000 troops. It was an obvious crisis for Grid. Duke Lucilliv saw Grid as a beast trapped behind barbed wire.


  “Experience the position of the weak who can’t resist? You are the one who will experience it.”


  Duke Lucilliv pulled out a handkerchief to shield his mouth and nose from the dust caused by the movements of the soldiers. He truly acted like a noble. On the other hand, dust was nothing for Grid who always lived a fierce life. He was willing to eat all of it.


  "You'll see soon."


  Kwajijijik!


  Duke Lucilliv misunderstood that this was a wooden sword. Grid moved with the +7 Sword Ghost. The Eternal soldiers, including Duke Lucilliv, doubted their eyes.


  “D-Demon...?”


  A little while ago, the sun was rising when Grid reached here. It wasn’t possible to grasp Grid’s appearance because of the shade. But now. As the sun rose in the sky and the shade covering Grid disappeared, Grid’s appearance became clear.


  Darkness swelled. His white skin contrasted with that. White skin and red eyes. He was similar to the demons described in books. It was difficult to see him as an ordinary human.


  “D-Duke Grid is a demon, not a human?”


  “His strength makes sense now..."


  The soldiers muttered. Asmophel’s expression wasn’t good as he belatedly arrived at Grid’s side.


  ‘The hearts of the soldiers who feel envious towards Grid are starting to shake!’


  Grid had to remove the misunderstanding that he was a demon. But how? The moment Asmophel thought this. Grid judged that the soldiers had misunderstood and put on the Holy Light Crown. The crown used by Pope Franz who sealed Marie Rose, the strongest vampire. There was no need to talk about the divinity coming from it. The demonic energy Grid was giving off paled next to it.


  “Ahh...”


  The eyes of the soldiers towards Grid changed once more. After envy and fear, there was now awe. Grid started a spectacular sword dance.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Linked Kill Wave.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  Black energy blades flew like a gale towards Duke Lucilliv. It was also twice in a row!


  "There is one more Linked Kill Wave.”


  -?


  Was this a video replay? The viewers fell into confusion.


  ***


  Was there a need to have a large piece of land on the West Continent? There was a total of 17 kingdoms and a wide variety of ethnic groups on the continent. But in the end, the influence of the Saharan Empire couldn’t overtake it. It was right to call the West Continent itself the Saharan Empire. Some scholars had pessimistic interpretations.


  The power of the Saharan Empire was overwhelming. All kingdoms on the continent gave tribute to the empire, learned the culture of the empire, and some small nations even followed the empire’s orders.


  "...But I will change the landscape of the continent. The Eternal Kingdom will become the focal point of all nations in the shadow of the empire.”


  Eternal’s 14th king, King Aslan.


  He was a prince who had studied in the empire. Of course, it wasn’t from his desire, but because it was compulsory. Throughout the time of his studying, he experienced great contempt from the nobles and royalty of the empire. He didn’t want his descendants to experience such humiliation. He decided to change the world.


  He had grand aspirations. He had no intention of making the sacrifice of his brother Ren in vain. After killing his brother and becoming king, he was determined to leave behind great achievements. Aslan was confident at first. He was sure that he was better than his brother after winning the throne.


  ‘My first goal is to build Eternal into a fully neutral nation.’


  It was a challenge to become self-sufficient enough to stand up to the empire, who were able to exert pressure in the fields of economy, military, and science. This was why King Aslan was obsessed with Grid. He tried to keep their relationship as good as possible, despite the fact that Grid was a dangerous person who declared he wouldn’t be loyal to the royal family.


  But eventually it failed. Grid caused a rebellion. The worst thing was that the most reliable person in Eternal, Earl Ashur, was acquired by Grid. King Aslan became desperate. He lost strength before he could build up his strength and he saw that Eternal was walking down the path of defeat.


  ‘I hate the circumstances where I had to pin my brother’s death on Grid.’


  Over the past few months, Eternal had been declining. In order to recapture the territories taken by Grid, most of the kingdom’s funds were used for war supplies and developing the soldiers. In addition, the young people who were the future of the kingdom were conscripted into the war. What meaning was there in condemning Grid and successfully reclaiming the territory? In the end, the kingdom would be ruined!


  “Kukuk... I’m also incompetent.”


  King Aslan’s heart became sick.


  The reason he’d killed his brother was because he had a big dream in mind. Now that this happened, the justification for losing his brother disappeared and King Aslan’s heart became sick. He was drinking another cup of wine when somebody knocked on his door.


  There weren’t many people allowed to knock on the door of the king’s bedroom.


  "Come in."


  King Aslan spoke in a hoarse voice. The man who entered his room after receiving permission was Chucksley. He was the best swordsman in Eternal and was loyal to the royal family. In addition, he was one of the few people who knew that King Aslan was Prince Ren’s killer.


  "A guest from the empire has come.”


  Chucksley spoke gently, while Aslan replied cynically.


  "Is the payment for making me king still lacking? Ah~ that’s right. Are they here to get compensation for the solo number knight who died from a soldier?”


  Aslan had borrowed the empire’s power to become king. He wasn’t being used by the empire, he was using them. But now the situation was reversed. He couldn’t escape his destiny of being the empire’s puppet.


  “Kukuk... The late king must feel sorry. How terrible is it to see his son kill his own brother and hurt his kingdom.”


  "Your Majesty, please pay attention to your behavior.”


  Chucksley resented Aslan for killing Prince Ren. However, he had to serve Aslan. After all, Aslan became king and Chucksley had to give his loyalty to the royal family. Chucksley was concerned when he heard Aslan’s words. King Aslan’s chest hurt looking at him.


  ‘I’m saddened that he has met an incompetent master and lost his talent.’


  Chucksley had become a great swordsman with his own abilities. This wasn’t common even in the empire. It was said that there was no one better than Chucksley except for Piaro, Asmophel, and the top three solo number knights of the present Red Knights.


  If King Aslan had created a good environment for Chucksley, he would’ve become one of the best talents of the West Continent.


  ***


  “It has been a long time. This is late, but congratulations on becoming king.”


  “...!”


  King Aslan was very surprised when he entered the reception hall. Was it because the guest from the empire just nodded instead of kneeling before the king? No, that wasn’t it.  The guest who came from the empire wasn’t someone who needed to be polite to the king of Eternal!


  "Prince Benoit...?”


  The empire’s 3rd prince! Unlike the other members of the royal family, he had a weak presence in the empire. He rarely showed up for official appearances and he wasn’t someone with a loud nature. In any case, he was still a prince of the empire. It was tremendous, since he was 3rd in line to the throne. Why did he come to this small kingdom directly?


  King Aslan was surprised by the unexpected visitor and asked. “Yes. I haven’t seen you since I studied in the empire. Prince Benoit, why did you come to this place?”


  He spoke in a polite tone. Prince Benoit smiled at King Aslan’s caution. It was a warm smile like sunshine.


  "Are we fellow alumni since we studied in the same place? I heard you were in a crisis and came to help.”


  “Cri-sis?”


  Yes, he was in a crisis. But a crisis that made the prince of the empire come running over... 


  King Aslan was able to question it when Chucksley came in an shouted.


  “Your Majesty! It’s an emergency! I received intelligence that the rebel army is marching here!”


  “What?”


  King Aslan stiffened like a stone statue. Grid still had an army to fight back? Even if the size of the army was small, there were few troops stationed here. Most of the troops were committed to the war. King Aslan turned his gaze to Prince Benoit who was still smiling brilliantly.


  “Is this the crisis you were talking about?”


  Benoit didn’t deny it. He nodded and handed King Aslan a comb. Yes, a comb. It was a tool for combing hair.


  “What is this...?”


  Prince Benoit whispered to the confused King Aslan.


  “It is a tool to summon a great demon. You should try it.”


  In that gap, Benoit would find Piaro and the Amethyst Shield.




  Chapter 565


  King Aslan’s monologue and Benoit’s appearance! This secret episode was watched in real time by the black magician player Rose. She had the authority of a quest performer.


  [Prince Benoit has succeeded in delivering the summoning tool!]


  [Your have gained one level from the quest reward.]


  [You have acquired 10 stat points from the quest clear reward.]


  [Gulbas’ Staff has been acquired from the quest clear reward.]


  [The ‘Summoning of a Great Demon (4) quest has linked to the Summoning of a Great Demon (Final Part) quest.]


  [Summoning of a Great Demon (Final Part)]


  Difficulty Level: SS


  Faithful servant of Yatan, thanks to your hard work, a great demon will soon descend to this earth.


  The only thing left is to wait...


  Quest Clear Condition: King Aslan summoning a great demon.


  Quest Reward: Varies depending on the great demon summoned.


  Rose’s face brightened as she saw that the quest was renewed.


  ‘The story ended up this way. It became faster due to the war caused by Overgeared. Thank you, Overgeared Guild.’


  Rose rose to 1st in the black magician rankings after Yura changed to a hidden class. Following Yura, Rose became Yatan’s Servant and engaged in all types of activities. She spread fear and confusion throughout the world and in the process, she obtained a SS difficulty linked quest.  It had been three months since she met Prince Benoit, whose interests matched hers.


  “Are the offerings good enough?”


  Prince Benoit asked her.


  Rose nodded. "Yes, Reinhard is a rich and peaceful city. There are many good quality virgins.”


  "That's good.”


  Prince Benoit made a happy expression while Rose expressed concern.


  "What if King Aslan doesn’t summon a great demon?”


  In order to summon a great demon, sacrificing a large number of virgins was needed. Would the king of a nation hostile to the Yatan Church actually sacrifice his people to summon a great demon?


  Prince Benoit replied in a certain manner.


  “King Aslan is brimming with ambition. He wants to avoid a deadly end and won’t be able to escape from the temptations of the great demon.”


  "Then I'm glad.”


  Now they just had to wait. Rose asked a question that she had been wondering since she met Prince Benoit.


  “I always wondered. What’s your reason for summoning a great demon?”


  Prince Benoit wasn’t a believer of Yatan. Rose observed him and knew that he wasn’t a evil human who wanted to destroy the world. She had no idea why he was obsessed with summoning a great demon. Benoit stared at her curious eyes before looking out the window. His eyes were lonely as he gazed at the sky.


  “There’s someone I want to meet.”


  "Who is it? What type of person are they that you need a great demon to meet them?”


  Rose clearly differentiated between NPCs and humans. NPCs were simple superior artificial intelligences. She didn’t look at the circumstances of feelings of NPCs. She was like ordinary players. This was a mistake. She was unable to grasp the mood and missed the opportunity to raise her affinity with Prince Benoit. She didn’t realize this herself.


  “Don’t rush just because you are curious. I might have to summon a few more great demons, making you my greatest helper. I don’t want to kill you.”


  [Prince Benoit is emitting a killing intent.]


  [The bloodline of the Saharan Empire that has ruled the West Continent for many years is beyond superior. You are feeling an ‘irresistible’ fear. Your actions will be restricted for five seconds. Defense and magic resistance has decreased by 23%. Some skills and spells can’t be used.]


  "I-I'm sorry.”


  The 1st ranked black magician within the top 50 of the unified rankings was neutralized so easily?


  ‘What is this power? This is the royal family of the Saharan Empire?’


  Rose got goosebumps. Her ambition to make the Yatan Church the most dominant power on the West Continent blurred in front of the empire. 


  ***


  The result of the two consecutive Linked Kill Waves fired with the influence of Blackening. It could only be expressed in one way.


  -Crazy.


  It was insane firepower! The knights protecting Duke Lucilliv who were targeted by Grid? Their expensive heavy armor and large shields were useless as they turned to grey. The defense magic from senior magicians? It couldn’t even be used.


  "Kuaaaaack!”


  Duke Lucilliv let out a terrible scream as he allowed some of the bombardment from Linked Kill Wave. Grid approached as he was struggling with pain. It was at a speed that the cameras found difficult to capture.


  -Wow...Isn’t Grid faster than before?


  -It seems like the agility of a third advancement assassin.


  -What is that agility?I wonder if he’s wearing items that increase his speed.


  Blackening’s strength had been increased after his demonic power exceeded 10,000 and now it increased attack power, magic power, and agility by 30%. This 10% increase played a large role for Grid who had high stats. His movement speed was significantly different from before.


  “You!”


  Duke Lucilliv was furious. His anger wasn’t solely focused on Grid. His anger headed towards the helpless knights, magicians, and soldiers who couldn’t stop Grid. He only had incompetent subordinates! Duke Lucilliv lamented and eventually pulled out his sword directly.


  It was his final means of protecting himself after the formation failed to stop Grid. But he was just a high ranking noble. Did pulling out his sword have any meaning? The viewers thought that Duke Lucilliv would die from Grid’s sword. However, Grid was alert.


  'He survived a hit from Linked Kill Wave.’


  The duke of a kingdom. He was a named NPC. He had high defense and stamina as the default and could have unexpected combat abilities.


  ‘I will test him.’


  Grid judged that if he used a big technique, the duke would become angry. He broke through the soldiers’ defenses and finally approached Duke Lucilliv.


  Swaeek!


  The Sword Ghost that had a much faster attack speed than Failure! It moved in a straight line towards Duke Lucilliv.


  "A lowly person like you won’t be able to kill me!”


  Duke Lucilliv shouted and blocked Sword Ghost with his sword.


  Teong!


  At the same time, there was a heavy air flow.


  Kiririk!


  Duke Lucilliv rotated his sword and made Sword Ghost point towards the ground. His sword then aimed at Grid’s exposed chest.


  "Preach the greatness of Eternal’s royalty in hell!”


  At this moment. Duke Lucilliv was delighted. He believed that he could take Grid’s life with his own hands. But it was impossible. It was true that Duke Lucilliv’s swordsmanship was excellent.


  Puok!


  [You have suffered 2,500 damage.]


  Duke Lucilliv’s stats were relatively normal. The damage failed to penetrate Grid’s Triple Layers.


  "If I was going to be beaten by you, then I wouldn’t have come here in the first place.”


  Grid whispered in Duke Lucilliv’s ears and wielded Sword Ghost.


  “Hiik!”


  Duke Lucilliv paled and stepped backwards.


  "We will protect the duke!”


  A group of 10 senior magicians acted simultaneously to protect Duke Lucilliv.


  Chaaeng!


  The magic shields overlapped. Their defense transcended common sense and Sword Ghost couldn’t pierce through.


  “Now! Hit him!”


  The knight and soldiers rushed towards Grid who was blocked.


  -It looks like this is the end.


  -Grid fought well.


  -It’s amazing that he managed to kill so many of the 100,000 troops in the first place.


  There was no more hope. The viewers predicted Grid’s defeat. But the result was the exact opposite.


  “Pinnacle Kill.”


  It was the strongest single attack skill that ignored 100% of the target’s defense. It got through the defense of the shield and struck Duke Lucilliv.


  “Ku... Kuaaaaaaaack!”


  “...!”


  This couldn’t be. The senior magicians were at a loss for words as Duke Lucilliv started turning grey. But the knights and soldiers already reached Grid. Swords, arrows, and spears all aimed for Grid.


  Puk!


  Puuoooook!


  “Cough!”


  Grid allowed a large number of attacks and started coughing up blood. The dying Duke Lucilliv smiled as he was covered with Grid’s red blood.


  “Kukukuk! The perfect companion to hell...!”


  Of course, he was aware of the fact that Grid could resurrect. However, there was a curse that would affect the resurrection. Grid’s death penalty would be huge. Duke Lucilliv wanted Grid to feel despair. But the result?


  “I...I’m fine.” 


  Grid didn’t die. He smiled wickedly and cut off Duke Lucilliv’s head. Then he used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave, on the knights and soldiers around him and shouted.


  "The duke, I have killed him!”


  [The enemies have confirmed the death of Duke Lucilliv!]


  [You have succeeded in reclaiming Bairan!]


  [The title skill ‘Confront 100,000 Enemies’ has been acquired!]


  Confront 100,000 Enemies


  Type: Passive


  The more enemies you have around you, the higher your defense.


  There is a limit to the increase.


  “T-This is impossible...”


  Grid swept through the enemies by himself and eventually cut off Duke Lucilliv’s head. He stood in a devastated area and the 60,000 non-regular soldiers looked up at him. An absolute monarch who had the power to defend the people and would sacrifice his lives to protect the people. The cries of the Bairan residents entered the ears of the non-regular soldiers who wanted to serve him.


  “I’m alive thanks to Grid!”


  "Thank you. I love and respect you!”


  “Grid is our everlasting idol forever!”


  "My grandchildren will praise you!”


  "Waaaaahhhhh! Hooray Grid!”


  “Hooray Reidan’s sun!”


  The shouts praised Grid. This was the spark. The fascinated soldiers saw the happy and ecstatic residents and revealed their intentions to Grid.


  “W-We would like to be your people.”


  "Please accept us!”


  They didn’t want to live in a kingdom that treated people as livestock. The non-regular soldiers eagerly begged him. In fact, they doubted if Grid would accept them. From Grid’s perspective, they were enemies. They didn’t want to die so they asked humbly.


  But Grid’s choice was different. Asmophel whispered the story to him and Grid turned off Blackening and straightened the Holy Light Crown. Then he reached out to the soldiers.


  “I won’t disappoint you.”  


  “...!”


  Grid’s smile was bright and warm like the sun. A noble was smiling kindly towards the common people? The non-regular soldiers vowed to follow Grid for life.


  [You have obtained 63,387 people.]


  [Congratulations! The number of people serving you as exceeded 100,000!]


  [You have achieved the minimum qualifications to establish a kingdom!] 




  Chapter 566


  It took effort to make a beautiful smile. One famous actor said, ‘It’s necessary to practice to make a smile that appeals to everyone.’


  It made a lot of sense. Did everyone look pretty when smiling? Wrong. Unfortunately, some people couldn’t make pretty smiles, and Grid was one of them. In the past, people felt uncomfortable whenever he laughed. Was it simply because he was ugly?


  No. Smiling was a strange concept for Grid, who had no reason to laugh. When he smiled, his expression became awkward. This was a crucial factor. But now it was different. Grid gradually became used to smiling in the process of increasing his valuable bonds. Now he could deliver a smile that gave a good impression to everyone. His life had changed. This was one of the gifts that Grid acquired.


  “I won’t disappoint you.”


  Grid made a warm smile and declared. The hearts of the Eternal non-regular soldiers thumped. Their eyes became red and their blood boiled. The lowly people and commoners of the Eternal Kingdom. They had always been disappointed by their monarchs. No, they didn’t have any expectations in the first place. For them, a monarch was nothing but a person who abused and exploited the people. Of course, not all rulers were like that. But the rulers that they’d experienced were the worst.


  However, Grid seemed to be different. They felt a strong sense of trust from his behavior, words, and expressions.


  “The later generations of my family will follow you!”


  "I will go home and bring my family!”


  “Hooray Grid! Hooray Grid!”


  “...”


  Grid felt a strong sense of empathy and responsibility from the cheers. He recalled the first time he encountered the people of Reidan. The residents had felt despair because they couldn’t rely on anyone. It was like he was looking at the past.


  ‘I will let them know what happiness is.’


  Of course, this wasn’t volunteer work. He wouldn’t do anything without gaining benefits. Grid would play a reasonable role with them and take advantage of them.


  ‘60,000 people...!’


  He secured a labor force and a source of taxes!


  “Okay. Asmophel, dispose of the remnants of the enemies and repair Bairan. The five people here will help you.”


  Asmophel couldn’t hide his joy as he bowed deeply to Grid.


  "As you wish.”


  Grid wasn’t aware of it, but entrusting Asmophel with the Bairan repair operations was the best choice. Asmophel now had experience as a soldier and had a better understanding of the lowest class people than anyone else. He knew how to effectively lead them.


  “Log out.”


  Grid took a break and left the game.


  ***


  ‘It was surprisingly easy.’


  Grid felt giddy at the end of the battle. Duke Lucilliv showed an unexpected ability and Grid’s movements were stopped. He allowed the enemies’ attacks and the immortal passive was activated. If Duke Lucilliv had struggled a bit longer, Grid was the one who would’ve died, rather than Duke Lucilliv. The 50% drop in health due to Blackening was truly deadly.


  However, if Grid used all his power, then the war would’ve ended more easily. The battle of 1 vs 100,000 was much easier than expected. Of course, Youngwoo also knew that he didn’t do it alone.


  'Asmophel’s help was great.’


  Shin Youngwoo dissolved cocoa powder in warm milk and leaned against the window. He didn’t become aware of it until later. Asmophel had been dressed as an Eternal soldier. Nobody strong in the Eternal army threatened him. This was due to Asmophel’s actions.


  ‘60,000 people pledged allegiance to me today.’


  The TV was relaying battlefield videos of Patrian, Cork Island, and Borneo. Youngwoo watched his colleagues and subordinates fighting for their lives in various places.


  'Everyone is doing their best.’


  The time will come soon. 


  ‘I will rise to the throne after this war is over.’


  Yes, it was time to be king. It was a timely fashion. He had a big desire to make it worthwhile for everyone who followed him, not just to fulfill his self-desire. The kingdom name that he had been thinking about for a long time.


  ‘Overgeared Kingdom.’


  The Overgeared Guild built the kingdom, so the name should definitely be Overgeared. Then what would be the symbol of the king?


  ‘...Overgeared King!’


  Kkuok!


  Youngwoo gripped his cup of cocoa tightly. He was thrilled as he thought about himself being king.


  ***


  『 I heard there are many people who criticized and mocked Grid for fighting 100,000 troops alone. 』 


  『 That’s right. Grid was so overconfident in his own strength that most people foresaw Grid’s imminent death. 』


  『 But didn’t Grid retake Bairan? 』


  『 He didn’t simply recapture it. He absorbed at least 60,000 of the 100,000 troops. Immediately after Grid killed Duke Lucilliv, 60,000 soldiers knelt in front of Grid and swore allegiance to him. 』


  『 I watched the video. It was a scene that caused goosebumps. The number of views exceeded 200 million in half a day... 』


  『 What made the remnants of Eternal’s army obey Grid? 』


  『 I think they were impressed to see Grid take on 100,000 troops to save the people of Bairan. It’s also likely that Grid advanced knowing this. 』


  『 Do you mean that Grid hit 100,000 troops with the intention of absorbing Eternal’s soldiers? 』


  『 Isn’t that right? It’s scary to see Grid’s brilliance... 』


  『 I have a question. Would Kraugel be able to break through 100,000 troops and cut off the head of the leader? 』


  Everyone knew that Kraugel was stronger than Grid. It had been formally proven at the National Competition. It was a hot topic. If Grid could do it, then Kraugel probably could as well.


  『 It isn’t impossible when considering Kraugel. He has more abilities than Grid. However, I don’t think he has the defense and stamina to withstand a lot of attacks. 』


  『 In addition, looking at simple damage and breakthroughs, Grid is definitely better than Kraugel. In a war against a large number of people, Grid is probably superior to Kraugel. 』


  The international media from each kingdom praised Grid. Grid’s performance in the war was undoubtedly perfect and great. God of War Ares also acknowledged it.


  “Wonderful.”


  A middle-aged man placed crisp and salty potato chips in his mouth and drank coke. He wiped the potato chips powder off his hands and spoke to one of his closest aides, Scott.


  "Bring me another coke from the fridge.”


  “You’re truly carefree. Is this the time to be drinking coke?”


  Scott couldn’t resist raising his voice.


  "Don’t you realize the seriousness of the current situation? The title of the first king will be taken away by Grid! Our Ares army must support Eternal right now! We have to trample on the Overgeared Guild!”


  The activities of the Overgeared Guild was enough to frustrate Scott and the other Ares troops. From Satisfy to the present, they had been moving without hesitation to build the Ares Empire. While the other rankers announced their names to the world and enjoyed wealth and honor, they wandered around unknown, repeatedly fighting in wars.


  The first player to build a kingdom would naturally be Ares. They would be rewarded for their efforts. The Ares army thought this. Ares shrugged at Scott as he watched the members of Overgeared on the TV.


  "The empire is between us and Eternal, and we’re at war with the empire. What path can we use to move the army to Eternal?”


  "Is there a need to move the army? Just send a few small elites like me and Luck. Then we can interfere with those guys!”


  "Ah.” Ares scratched his groin before patting Scott’s shoulder. "Being ambitious is good, but don’t forget our goal is the Saharan Empire. Don’t be so obsessed with the immediate loss.”


  Ares pulled a coke out of the fridge, drank it, and lay down in the capsule.


  "Didn’t you see the war video? The commander, Duke Lucilliv, was incompetent. He didn’t have the leadership ability to manage 100,000 troops in a narrow city area. In front, Grid wasn’t fighting 100,000 against 1. It was a battle against thousands. The world doesn’t know this and they are praising Grid for going against 100,000 people.”


  “...”


  “The Saharan Empire will be deceived by that reputation. They will start watching Grid. We have to look for that gap.”


  First king? He didn’t want to miss that title, but he wouldn’t cling to it. He would devour the Saharan Empire.


  ‘Grid, please make more of an effort.’


  It would be good if Grid attracted the attention of Agnus. Ares laughed as he connected to Satisfy. Among his numerous titles, he had ‘First to Slaughter 10,000 People’ and ‘First to Slaughter 20,000 People.’ It was the reason why Grid and Jishuka didn’t get the titles, despite slaughtering masses of people.


  ***


  There was a fatal weakness in the Overgeared Guild. It wasn’t possible to produce siege weapons due to a lack of technology and resources. In order to produce siege weapons, a wide range of materials and technologies were needed as well as a blacksmith.


  Lauel was worried about this until he found something in the fields. A unique class who used various animals to improve their livestock farming efficiency. Lauel asked the pet master. Could the super large monsters be trained and used as a siege weapon? Originally, super large monsters weren’t easily tamed, but he had a ray of hope because of the unique class Pet Master.


  Nyangmong was naive. He replied that it was possible. A Pet Master could completely tame and educate super large monsters that were twice as big as wyverns. The price was great. He had to release the precious cat type and puppy type monsters that he’d trained in the past into the wild. It was to train the super large monsters that occupied three pet inventory spaces.


  ‘My cute babies... Are they starving because they can’t adapt to the wild?’


  In particular, he was worried about the short-tailed cat. He was a rough and arrogant cat who wouldn’t find a mate and would die alone of old age.


  ‘I hope he doesn’t cry because he misses his job... Cough!’


  The march to Reinhardt. The Overgeared members encouraged Nyangmong, who had fallen into a serious depression. 


  "I’m sure your kids are doing well. They’re monsters, so living in the wild is probably much more enjoyable for them.”


  "That's right. Monsters should live in the wild. They’re probably playing around and enjoying life right now.”


  Nyangmong’s expression became darker.


  “...It makes sense. It’s more fun for them to play with their friends. That’s right. Those children have found happiness after leaving me. I have been taking away the children’s happiness in the meantime.”


  “...”


  The Overgeared members stiffened. The Korean actor Kim Doohyun who was famous in Hollywood. They thought he was a normal person, but he wasn’t. He had a strange personality like other members of Overgeared. Grid, Lauel, Huroi, Regas, Peak Sword, Vantner, Toon, Katz, etc. Why were all the top players of their guild so strange?


  ‘Is it a curse or something?’


  ‘I shouldn’t go to South Korea...’


  As the Overgeared members were feeling seriously concerned, the army got closer to Reinhardt.


  Chief Commander Lauel shouted, "Subordinates of the great war god Grid, it’s the eve of war and I know that the blood in your veins is boiling. But rest is the most important thing. Visualize the Frost Queen's Breath and cool your blood. We will stop here.”


  “...Ah.”


  No, why couldn’t he just give a simple command to stop? Was it necessary to add the nonsense? Lauel might be an ineffective person as commander of the front lines. He was the type of commander who reduced the morale of the soldiers. Lauel let out a strange kukukuk laugh. Half of his face was covered with one hand as he laughed.


  ‘Reinhardt...’


  He would conquer it in two days and give it to Grid. He didn’t doubt that the timing of his Reinhardt invasion was perfect. But there was a variable. It was caused by Prince Benoit.


  "Bring the virgins!”


  On Reinhardt’s walls. King Aslan confirmed Overgeared’s army in the distance and made a decision.


  ‘I will summon the great demon!’




  Chapter 567


  The 33 great demons who ruled hell. There were countless books and documents on their mighty power. It was said that every time a great demon appeared on the earth, several kingdoms were destroyed and humanity experienced a large crisis.


  King Aslan was well aware of how dangerous great demons were. But he didn’t have any other choice. He wanted the throne to revive the kingdom, but he would end up destroying it. It couldn’t happen.


  ‘I will be too ashamed to face my brother in the underworld.’


  He couldn’t let the kingdom be taken away. He would rather rely on a great demon. King Aslan was leaning towards this idea when he heard a bizarre voice in his ears.


  "Your selfishness, anxiety, regret, despair, fear, and anger. I like all these feelings. Give me pure blood. Invite me to the earth. In return, I will listen to one wish.”


  ‘Great demon...!’


  An old comb that could often be seen. The voice was coming from the great demon summoning tool that Prince Benoit gave him. He couldn’t tell if it was male or female, young or old. Just listening to it caused his legs to shake and dizziness to occur.


  King Aslan was afraid. When he felt the great demon whispering in his ears, his human life felt like a rotten rope. It could be broken at any time. However, a great temptation that was proportional to the intense fear dominated King Aslan’s mind.


  In return, the great demon would listen to one wish.


  ‘My wish will be fulfilled?’


  The last words of the great demon constantly hovered in his ears. King Aslan gulped and asked for confirmation.


  "Definitely... You will definitely fulfill my wish?”


  "I'm one of the 33 supreme rulers of hell. I have my honor as a supreme ruler. My promises will be absolutely realized in the future. Now, tell me. What do you want? Eternal youth? Infinite riches? Great beauties?”


  Everything was wrong. King Aslan didn’t want youth, riches, or beauties. He had only one wish.


  "Make my kingdom the ruler of the continent! I don’t want my descendants to feel the same disgrace that I did! I want my bloodline to be praised as the greatest on the continent!”


  "...Deep inferiority always produces sweet results. Kukuk, good. I accept your wish.”


  Now he had to pay the price. The sacrifice of 9,999 virgins to bring the great demon to the earth! King Aslan made a firm decision.


  "Bring the virgins!”


  [The Summoning the Great Demon (Final Part) quest will soon be completed.]


  “Heheh.”


  Black Magician Rose was watching the quest in real time and became very excited.


  *** 


  "It wasn’t a short amount of time. In terms of reincarnation, it’s an eternity.”


  Lauel had followed Grid for two years. In Satisfy time, it was a long six years. In the meantime, Lauel had done many things. He led Grid to absorb the Tzedakah Guild and built a strong foundation for the Overgeared Guild. Then he took on the overall operation of the Overgeared Guild to expand their forces to the current state.


  If it wasn’t for Lauel, the current Grid and Overgeared Guild wouldn’t exist. Lauel was deeply moved.


  'I’m fortunate to be able to serve the lord of my destiny.’


  Lauel decided to serve Grid because of his blacksmithing abilities. Grid would be able to gain many talents, build a huge guild, and earn a lot of profit from his blacksmithing abilities. But Grid went beyond Lauel’s expectations.  Grid’s talent was unique. He not only improved in blacksmithing, but showed excellent growth in all aspects.


  Thanks to that, the Overgeared Guild became stronger more quickly than Lauel expected. It was enough to set a goal to build a kingdom!


  ‘Now there’s only one step left.’


  Conquer Reinhardt in front of him. The scale was 1.5 times bigger than Reidan and the population was 800,000! It was surrounded by endless walls and moats. The quality of the territory was different. The structure was enough to block even one million troops. But Lauel didn’t shrink back. He knew that the interior of Reinhardt was empty. Most of Reinhardt’s troops had been sent to invade the Overgeared territories.


  ‘There are less than 10,000 troops stationed in Reinhardt right now.’


  He estimated that there was likely to be 8,000 troops if he added the security guards and royal knights. On the other hand, he was only leading 3,000 elite troops wearing Grid’s mass production set. There was Lauel, Faker, Ibellin, other top talents of Overgeared, and Jude armed with Dainsleif.  In addition, there was the ‘greatest power in a war,’ Great Magician Ashur and his son Bland. 


  Was that all?


  "The reinforcements from Siren have arrived!”


  "W-Water Clan King Maxong has come in person!”


  "I have come to repay your grace.”


  Maxong was extremely strong when fighting Grid, despite not being in a perfect state. Now he fully recovered mentally and directly led 500 warriors to join Lauel’s army.


  "Piaro has returned!”


  "I developed a bean that grows in the sea, but there’s no taste... The water clan doesn’t eat it.”


  A legendary farmer. The ultimate person beyond Grid had also returned. It wasn’t over.


  "Reinforcements from the Rebecca Church have arrived!”


  "R-Reinforcements!”


  "His Holiness himself!!"


  "Hi everyone.”


  “Where’s Grid?”


  Damian, who joined the ranks of the best players. He had a number of useful wide area buffs and joined with Isabel, one of Rebecca’s Daughters. They would give wings to the elite troops of Overgeared.


  "An army has arrived from Pedro!”


  "It’s Earl Chris and his subordinates!”


  "If we help build Grid’s kingdom, we can request item commissions? Then there’s no reason not to help.”


  There was Damian and Chris, the leader of one of the Seven Guilds. The top players had joined. Lauel looked at them and was convinced.


  "Now I can easily conquer Reinhardt, even if I don’t release my sealed power.”


  It was because the members of Overgeared each played an active role in different areas. Peak Sword on Cork Island, Yura and Pon in Bairan, Katz in Borneo, and Jishuka in Patrian. Each one of them played a much bigger role than Lauel expected. Thanks to this, Eternal lost troops and Reinhardt was empty.


  'Everybody is great.’


  Lauel felt proud and thankful. There was only one regrettable thing. It was that Grid’s return to the West Continent was accelerated. He wanted to show that he could do this without Grid, but he ended up relying on Grid in the end.


  ‘Grid seems to be in a dangerous situation right now.’


  Grid had asked about the situation in Bairan. A day had passed since then with no news. It was likely that he felt a sense of responsibility and invaded Bairan alone.


  ‘There’s a high possibility that he’s surrounded by 100,000 troops right now.’


  There were too many enemies, even if it was Grid. It was dangerous. He needed to hurry. He had to conquer Reinhardt and then head to Bairan. Lauel felt a strong sense of responsibility and shouted, “Full assault!”


  “Jude. Go. City wall. Crush.”


  "This is a good land for farming.”


  "Let’s eat this hot potato before it becomes cold.”


  "Why don’t I see Grid?”


  "Isabel-chan is beautiful, even when she can’t forget her first love.”


  "...How are all these people gathered?”


  Chris thought there weren’t many normal people. But they were some of the strongest people on the continent. Their momentum pierced the sky.


  Kung! Kung! Kung!


  The overwhelming strength of Nyangmong’s super large pets struck Reinhardt’s gates.


  "We have to kill those who resist.”


  Earl Ashur used a wide area magic that made the archers unable to shoot their arrows.


  "Free Farming 2nd Style, Rapid Growth.”


  Kwarururung!


  Piaro cleansed the fields and planted seeds. A large number of vines grew and shot up the walls.


  Sususuk.


  As the vines rose, Ibellin and the Overgeared soldiers swiftly climbed them and overpowered the enemies on the walls.


  “Jude. Kill. A lot.”


  "Take this greatsword!”


  Jude and Chris rotated their big greatswords like windmills. Pope Damian strengthened everyone with his buffs. King Maxong and his warriors infiltrated the city by diving into the moats and assassinated the enemy leaders.


  -What am I seeing right now? The Overgeared Guild is a players guild, right? What’s this?


  -Even the soldiers ㅡㅡ;;


  -I’m sorry to break the admiring atmosphere, but what is that NPC doing? ㅋㅋㅋ Why is he farming on a battlefield? ㅋㅋㅋ


  -The king of the water clan is crazy. No spilling a single drop of blood, no matter how many soldiers he faces...


  -The rumor that Overgeared Guild acquired Siren is true...


  -Earl Ashur is too much. One hand gesture will cause death.


  -He isn’t one of the continent’s 10 great magicians for nothing. But how did Grid acquire so many NPCs?


  -Forget about the NPCs. Chris is helping Overgeared for some reason.


  -Doesn’t Chris have the same weapon as Grid? I’m sure there’s some type of deal between them.


  -Damian is shouting God Grid today.


  -The pope is a bit...


  -Rebecca’s Daughter is so pretty. She’s prettier than everyone apart from Yura and Jishuka.


  -Isabel-chan ㅋㅋㅋ


  “Perfect! It’s perfect!”


  Lauel climbed onto the occupied walls and contemplated the battlefield. He was excited as he watched the strong Overgeared Guild. However, he soon noticed something sinister.


  “This?”


  10,000 young women were lined up in front of the palace. The Overgeared members, who were trying to get into the palace to kill King Aslan, stopped in their place. The 10,000 women were weeping and their bodies shook from anxiety and fear. 


  Everyone except for Jude.


  “Jude. King. Catch.”


  Step.


  Jude held his blood-soaked greatsword and took one step closer to the palace. King Aslan, who had been sweating and hesitating, eventually closed his eyes tightly and cried out.


  “Fire!”


  At the same time. The knights, loyal to the king under any circumstances, threw torches at the 10,000 terrified women.


  Hwaruruk!


  Flames rose instantly. The 10,000 women covered in oil started to burn. Terrible screams filled Reinhardt.


  “Crazy..!”


  The Overgeared members couldn’t comprehend the cruel sight. Their faces turned white.


  [The 32nd great demon Belial has appeared.]


  [You are deceived by Belial’s beautiful appearance.


  [Resistance to status conditions has dropped by 50%!]


  [Skill and magic casting time have doubled and attack speed is reduced by 20%.]


  [Belial is the queen of fire. The flames surrounding her are very hot. You will receive 2,000 burn damage per second once you get close to her.]


  [Resistance to fire is 0%.]


  [The intense heat will cause 500 burn damage per second. It can’t be resisted.]


  [Belial is the queen of darkness. The demonic energy she emits seduces your mind and stimulates your desire for murder. When attacking Belial, there is a high chance of falling into a confused state and attacking your allies.]


  [Resistance to dark magic is 0%.]


  [Use of black magic is blocked.]


  “...!!”


  The advent of an incredible existence! The Overgeared Guild and the entire world were astonished.


  ***


  An old watchtower on the outskirts of Reinhardt.


  Prince Benoit was standing in a spot that nobody noticed. He checked the appearance of the great demon and frowned.


  ‘It’s a failure.’


  This wasn’t the great demon he wanted. He didn’t expect the great demon that he wanted out of 33 great demons to show up the first time. However, he still couldn’t help feeling disappointed. He shook off this lingering feeling and left Reinhardt.


  His destination was Kesan Canyon. It was the assumed hiding place of the former Red Knights captain, Piaro. 


  'I need the Amethyst Shield.’


  At the same time, in Seoul, South Korea. 


  “Kan jajang...so much...”     


  Shin Youngwoo enjoyed a delicious taste after a long time. His fatigue was completely washed away.


  There were two hours left before his Satisfy access restriction was lifted.




  Chapter 568


  A group of players causing a nation to fall into a crisis? The Overgeared Guild’s invasion of Reinhardt was very exciting. It was like they were the protagonists of Satisfy. The viewers wondered if they could be like Overgeared one day, and smiled as they used their imaginations.


  The Overgeared members’ move made their competitors nervous while offering great hope and surprise to the public.


  『 The conditions to establish a kingdom are shown below. It’s one of the pieces of content about Satisfy that the S.A. Group released. 』


  First, have at least three major cities. Second, have at least 100,000 people. Third, 60 million gold was needed for the founding.


  『 The Overgeared Guild have two major cities. Reidan and Winston. If the Overgeared Guild succeeds in conquering Reinhardt today, they will meet most of the qualifications to establish a kingdom. 』


  『 Isn’t Winston the territory of Marquis Steim? 』


  『 Strictly speaking, it is the territory of Irene, Marquis Steim’s daughter. Irene is Grid’s wife. If Grid can raise his affinity with Irene to the maximum, then Winston can easily be transferred. 』


  『 Finally, a kingdom will be established by a player! 』


  『 Haha... It isn’t as easy as it says. Is it that easy to maximum the affinity of a NPC? It’s uncommon for players to raise the affinity with a certain NPC to 90 or more. In particular, the relationship between Grid and Irene is a couple. Once a couple lives together, they will find faults with each other and minor things will pile up. This will cause affinity to lower. In particular, they are married, not just a couple. 』


  『 Well, it isn’t a problem even if Grid fails to build a good relationship with Irene. The Eternal Kingdom will be filled with chaos the moment Reinhardt is occupied. Once the kingdom is split up into dozens of parts and filled with confusion, isn’t it easy for Overgeared to occupy one more major city? 』


  A kingdom built by a player? The world evaluated that it would be better than the existing kingdoms. A player had modern and progressive ideas, unlike the royalty and nobles on the continent, who had feudal ideologies! A kingdom set up by a player was highly likely to develop in the direction that the other players agreed with.


  『The founding of the Overgeared Guild’s kingdom is just the beginning. NPC forces currently dominating the continent will gradually lose their place to player forces. Someday, the continent will entirely belong to players. 』


  『 I can already imagine the players dominating the continent. There will be many incidents and countless heroes will emerge. 』


  『 A new hero might emerge from all the people watching the broadcast right now. 』


  The commentators of each country were almost certain of Overgeared’s victory. The power of Overgeared contained a great magician and the pope. They would occupy the empty Reinhardt and set up a kingdom. But there was an unexpected development.


  King Aslan sacrificed 9,999 virgins to summon a great demon. The great demon was a goddess on a chariot pulled by six cerberus. From head to toe, Belial was covered in flames. The 32nd great demon. She looked at them with bewitching eyes and smiled.


  “Seeing all these humans... It’s really exciting.”


  “...!”


  Those who met Belial’s eyes shrank back and the commentators were astonished.


  『 G...Great demon! 』 


  『 How can such a big chapter unfold? The founding of Overgeared’s kingdom is over! 』


  Satisfy’s bosses were classified into three major categories. Field boss, dungeon boss, and named boss. A named boss was by far the strongest. The peak of the named bosses were the great demons. Satisfy set up great demons as a source of evil, and players needed to repel them.


  -I thought that the great demons raid content would be opened in a few years...


  -Why did a great demon appear now? Who can raid a great demon?


  -The difficulty of fighting a great demon is too high;;


  -XX. Are you kidding me? I left my character in Reinhardt, but I can’t log on.


  -You will die as soon as you log in. ㅋㅋㅋ 


  The flow of Satisfy was made by players. The actions of billions of players crossed each other, creating many new stories. The same was true for the emergence of a great demon. The actions and choices of the players accumulated, resulting in the moment when Belial was summoned.


  Who played such a crucial role? The moment that the world was wondering this.


  “I am honored to see the great ruler of hell.”


  It was Rose, who had risen to 1st on the black magician rankings. As the members of Overgeared stood like stone statues in front of Belial, Rose fell to her knees and greeted the great demon.


  "I am Rose, a servant of Yatan. I would like to add my feeble strength so that your life on this earth will be more enriched. Please give me permission.” 


  -That woman is the culprit.


  -Damn Yatan Church.


  -Anyway, kill all the Yatan bastards. I was kidnapped in the fields and offered as a sacrifice for black magic;;


  -Hah... It’s terrible to think of the great demon and Yatan Church spreading all over the place. We won’t be able to move around hunting grounds.


  -Why so negative? Isn’t this situation interesting? The game is more fun with steady stimulation.


  -I also enjoy it. There will be a lot of profits from quests to fight against the great demons.


  -What’s the meaning of a quest when it’s impossible?


  As the viewers were joking around, Belial looked at Rose with pleased eyes.


  "You’re a bold kid. I like it. I will spare you.”


  “Thank you! I’m so happy.”


  Rose’s face flushed as she confirmed the positive answer. She made a rapt expression and Ibellin shouted.


  “Can you please explain the situation right now?”


  Ibelin was very annoyed. The opportunity made by scattering the Overgeared members all over the place was ruined because of the appearance of a great demon. There was no way he could be calm.


  Rose scoffed at his anger.


  "I was just faithful to my role. I’m sorry that I damaged the Overgeared Guild in the process, but I had no choice? Someone else has to suffer in order for a person to gain benefits. In the beginning, not everyone can be the same. Kukuk, isn’t this what the world is like?”


  Her facial expression and words were completely hateful.


  "The conclusion is that you will be hostile to our Overgeared Guild?”


  It happened when Ibellin frowned and expressed killing intent towards Rose.


  “Free Farming Peak Style, Pounding Mortar.”


  “...?”


  Rose doubted her ears. A battlefield where blood and screams were always present. A lunatic was talking about farming in a place where the great demon of fear emerged?


  ‘It’s Pounding Mortar?’


  Pounding Mortar. It meant to put grains in a mortal and grind them. Rose couldn’t believe it.


  ‘What’s a crazy farmer doing in the middle of the battlefield? Heok?’


  Rose’s face suddenly turned white. She instinctively looked up at the sky because the ground and surroundings darkened. Then she saw something immense filling the sky. That’s right. An extremely huge mortar!


  “W-What is this?”


  The mortar was used to grind grains. Common sense meant it should be a size that people could hold. The mortar that appeared in the sky was too big. It seemed to be well over 100 meters in diameter.


  Kuwaaaaaaaaaang!


  There was a sound that tore at their ears. It was like the sound of dozens of fighter planes. The huge sound rang out through Reinhardt.


  "H-Hik...!"


  Rose felt danger. The super-sized mortal in the sky fell towards the ground!


  “D-Diamond Shield!”


  She could grasp the situation later. For the moment, she had to live. Rose moved with that thought. She tried to defend herself by deploying the highest defense magic that overcame the fatal weakness of a black magician. The staff she received in exchange for summoning Belial gave her greater strength. But.


  Kuuuuuuong!


  The mortar was too big and heavy. It wasn’t at a level that she could deal with.


  “...!”


  Rose couldn’t even scream. The huge mortal crushed her mind and body as she felt great fear and pain. It was the worst death. A terrible scene of a player being crushed to death.


  [Defense is meaningless.]


  [You have been hit by a lethal blow!]


  [The durability of Guruk’s Magic Robe (Legendary) has decreased by 230. There is a risk of breakage. The maximum durability of the item has dropped.]


  [The durability of Dolphina’s Magic Shoes (Unique) have decreased by 188. There is a risk of breakage. The maximum durability of the item has dropped.]


  [The durability of the Harmony Gloves (Unique) have decreased by 193. There is a risk of breakage. The maximum durability of the item has dropped.]


  [The durability of Belial’s Staff (Myth Reproduction) has decreased by 91. This item can’t be repaired. Please be careful when using it.]


  [You have died.]


  [32.8% experience has been lost.]


  [Superior Mana Potion (1,000 Pack) has dropped.]


  ‘XX...! XX!! XXX!!!’


  She wanted to curse angrily at the notification windows, but the dead were silent. Rose couldn’t say anything, as she had to observe the black and white world from the view of an observer.


  [You have rejected the resurrection.]


  [20 seconds left until auto resurrection is activated.]


  ‘Eh?’


  What the hell was that Pounding Mortar? The angry Rose looked around and became astonished. The Overgeared members and soldiers were safe from the mortar? Was that all? The great demon Belial. The being who had the power to destroy humanity was coughing up blood!


  “A-A human hurt me?” 


  Belial was confused. One arm was completely lost because of the mortar. If she hadn’t tried to avoid it, she would’ve suffered terrible damage. She was blindsided by human techniques! The chariot she was riding on was smashed to pieces.


  Yiiip... Yip!


  The six cerberus pulling the chariot were all dying.


  “You dare...! You dare!?”


  Belial’s furious gaze fixed on a middle-aged man standing between the Overgeared members. The man was holding a hand plow in one hand and a sickle on the other hand. He smiled and spoke to the other Overgeared members, including Lauel.


  "I will buy time while you all retreat.”


  They all realized. Piaro, he was ready to die.




  Chapter 569


  The fortified city of Patrian.


  "The enemy isn’t invading anymore?”


  Yura and Pon, who retreated from Bairan, worked with Jishuka to defeat the Eternal army. They could finally take a breath. The invasion of the enemy stopped almost 10 days after the war began.


  "My whole body is aching.”


  Jishuka’s stamina was close to infinite when she held the Red Phoenix Bow. But the mental fatigue of humans couldn’t be ignored. She leaned against the wall and longed for a break when an uproar occurred in the guild chat window.


  “Reinhardt...”


  “A great demon has appeared?”


  Jishuka’s eyes became bigger and she jumped up. The Overgeared members, including Yura, were already prepared to head to Reinhardt.


  “Let’s go.” 


  ***


  "I will buy time while you all retreat.”


  “...!”


  Absolute supremacy. A powerhouse on the level of a ‘sun.’ It was Piaro. It wasn’t necessary to add a lot of modifiers to express his strength. He was unbeatable.  Everyone was equal in front of Piaro’s hand plow. Those hit by Piaro’s hand plow would die.


  Now this unbeatable man said that he would ‘buy time.’


  Before big fights against strong people:


  Work in the fields with him.


  He would take care of it, etc.


  These were the words he normally said.


  The Overgeared Guild became shocked.


  'Piaro, who normally wishes for a struggle with the strong...’


  'He isn’t enjoying this?’


  'T-Then Piaro isn’t a match for the great demon?’


  ‘How strong is a great demon?’


  Satisfy’s setting meant that great demons were naturally strong. They were the biggest enemy that threatened the survival of humanity. In fact, they could see Belial’s force. The flames and demonic power around her were very threatening. Their hearts sank just looking at her.


  But Piaro was a legend. He was a named NPC who pioneered a new legend with his own power. The previous legends opposed great demons, so why couldn’t Piaro?


  As everyone questioned this, Ibellin laughed. “Ah, Master. We should we retreat? Isn’t it too much? Do you intend to solo a great demon alone?”


  Almost all the senior members of Overgeared studied with Piaro. They sparred with Piaro and maximized their control abilities. In particular, the swordsmen listened to Piaro’s advice and their skill level rose. One of them was Ibellin. To Ibellin, Piaro was his eternal idol and teacher. He admired and loved Piaro. Ibellin didn’t want to acknowledge Piaro’s weak heart.


  ‘A great demon isn’t a big deal for Master! I’ll bet on it!’


  He thoroughly denied reality. Despite Piaro smashing one arm, Belial’s heath gauge remained the same. Ibellin stared at her and moved.


  Pahat!


  He was also strong. He would use his strength to fight the great demon and plant courage in Piaro. But reality was cruel. Ibellin narrowed the distance to Belial and wielded his sword.


  [Belial’s flames are too hot. You will receive 2,500 burn damage per second.]


  [Belial’s darkness has invaded your heart.]


  [It has caused a delirium. You can’t attack Belial.] 


  [The desire for murder is triggered. Find the nearest human and attack.]


  These notification windows popped up.


  Duguen!


  Ibellin’s vision flashed red. His spirit was stunned as he took back the sword attacking Belial and turned to strike at his closest ally. The person was Faker.


  Chengkang!


  “T-This...!”


  He couldn’t even attack? Ibellin’s face distorted. Faker had blocked his attack with a dagger and muttered.


  “The confusion is only applied for one blow.”


  It was fortunate. It would’ve been more desperate if Belial’s confusion caused them to attack their allies for a ‘certain period of time.’ Faker glanced towards Lauel in the rear. It was a gesture that asked what they should do. The silent Lauel finally opened his mouth.


  "Piaro, lead the soldiers along with Maxong and retreat.”


  What was Lauel doing when the great demon appeared? He didn’t question it. The situation was too urgent to think about why a great demon had appeared. Laeul only thought about how to break through the worst development. Then he was convinced after the great demon managed to cope with Piaro’s Pounding Mortar.


  It was impossible to kill the great demon. Reinhardt’s occupation had failed.


  ‘Piaro is still growing.’


  In other words, his level was low. Piaro had only been a legend for 4~5 years. Lauel thought that Piaro needed more time to be able to deal with a great demon like the former legends.


  ‘I can’t lose Piaro and the soldiers.’


  He had to think about the future. He didn’t need to be obsessed with the occupation of Reinhardt when it was impossible. It was imperative to retreat while minimizing the damage. Piaro, Maxong, and the soldiers who they raised with difficulty needed to return unharmed.


  Of course, it was up to the players to buy time!


  “Earl Lauel! I will buy time!”


  “...”


  Piaro couldn’t accept the order to retreat, but Lauel ignored him. He spoke to Damian.


  "Damian, can I ask you to buff all the Overgeared members?”


  Confirmation was necessary before entering the battle. Could Pope Damian’s holy buff threaten the great demon? In addition, what were the odds of resisting Belial’s delirium when attacking her?


  "All members of Overgeared except for Piaro attack Belial.”


  The order was immediately executed. The 200 members of Overgeared, including Faker and Ibellin, attacked Belial. The former Silver Knights members were included. Most of the mid-200s users were forced to attack their allies instead of Belial. It was the same for Faker and Ibellin. They were affected by Belial’s confusion and attacked each other.


  Lauel frowned at the sight.


  ‘It can’t be resisted?’


  Belial didn’t allow any melee attacks. Everyone became ‘confused’ and attacked their allies.


  ‘Then what about ranged magic or attacks?’


  Lauel completed the spell late due to the penalty of a 20% decrease in casting speed and bombarded Belial with the other magicians. Of course, there was also great magician, Earl Ashur. However...


  [Belial has used Mirror Shield.]


  [Only 30% of your magic damage is applied.] 


  [The remaining 70% will be returned as damage to you!]


  Pepepepeok!


  “Kuaaaack!”


  It was the worst. There was no hope. The melee attacks caused confusion while magic attacks were neutralized and reflected. That was Belial. She seemed vulnerable to ranged physical attacks such as arrows, but she didn’t get hurt because of her high defense.


  Lauel and the Overgeared members realized what the ‘minimum conditions’ were for raiding Belial.


  It was a legend. Only people who could resist abnormal statuses could try and raid Belial. There was only one decision Lauel could make here.


  "We will become a human barrier until Piaro and the soldiers retreat. Don’t attack Belial first. Just defend. Damian and Chris. It would be appreciated if you could help Piaro and the soldiers retreat.”


  Damian and Chris weren’t members of Overgeared. He had no intention of forcing them to sacrifice themselves.


  Chris nodded.


  “Believe in me. I will thoroughly protect the soldiers of Overgeared as long as I can commission an item.”


  Damian shook his head.


  “I will stay and fight. Isabel will be sufficient to escort Piaro.”


  However, an unexpected development occurred.


  “I will also stay and fight.”


  Isabel, Rebecca’s Daughter. She pulled out Lifael’s Spear, one of the Rebecca Church’s three divine artifacts, and approached Belial.


  “I-Isabel-chan! Stop!"


  Damien shouted with a pale face. He was afraid that Isabel might get hurt. But Isabel didn’t stop moving. In the first place, the reason for the existence of the Rebecca Church was to destroy the Yatan Church and the demonkin. Among them, Rebecca’s Daughters were at the forefront of those who fought the demonkin.


  Isabel couldn’t overlook the emergence of a great demon.


  “White Transformation.”


  Kuhwaaaaaaang!


  Isabel’s brilliant hair and eyes turned white as she opened up her sealed power. She smiled at the sad Damian while surrounded by a golden aura.


  "I will repay the favor to Grid. Your Holiness, leave this place to me and go with the Overgeared members.


  “I-Isabel-chan! No! No!”


  There was no time to stop her. Isabel gained a transcendent ability from White Transformation in exchange for her lifespan. Time had passed since the Drevigo and Pascal episodes. The current Isabel was much more powerful than she was in the past, and could easily overpower even Pope Damian. She broke free from Damian’s hand and threw herself at Belial.


  "How ludicrous!”


  Belial had been angry since she was wounded and now her gaze focused on Isabel.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  Belial’s strong flames collided with the golden aura around Isabel’s body and caused a shockwave to shoot through the whole area. The ground shook and parts of the palace came tumbling down. Several Overgeared members and soldiers died.


  “Isabel-chaaaaaan!”


  Damian only became a pope to save Isabel. Now he had to sacrifice Isabel? Damian’s sad scream rang out while sadness filled the hearts of Lauel and the Overgeared members.


  “Eek!”


  Piaro was furious. Lauel was Grid’s representative. Piaro didn’t dare disobey his command, but he couldn’t stay still against Belial.  He had to do something for the many young women who were sacrificed. He stopped as he was about to run out and help Isabel. 


  It was because he heard Lauel’s voice. "Stop. If you take one more step, you are no longer Grid’s subordinate. Have you forgotten about everything he has done for you?”


  “...”


  “I will say it again. Retreat with the Overgeared soldiers.”


  Lauel felt sorry, but he couldn’t help Damian. In the end, Isabel’s power as Rebecca’s Daughter was precious.


  'I will pay off this debt someday, Damian.’


  Lauel gave orders with a dark atmosphere. He was turning a blind eye to Damian when he received a whisper.


  -I’m going now. Hold on a little longer.


  -Y-You!


  Lauel’s body stiffened like a stone statue. The person who sent him the whisper?


  -If my power is combined with Piaro and Damian, we might be able to seal the great demon.


  -Kraugel!


  The sky above the sky. The strongest player who showed his abilities that were beyond Grid before obtaining a hidden class. He acquired the strongest legendary class, Sword Saint, and was now running towards Reinhardt. Lauel’s brain moved quickly.


  At the same time, in Seoul, South Korea.


  “...”


  Shin Youngwoo woke up from sleep and stared at the TV with an ugly expression. He barely shook off his irritation as he thoroughly observed the great demon Belial. Sehee ran in at that moment.


  "Oppa! Right now...!”


  "Just relax and sit down. You’ll go with me.”


  Sehee’s shaking hand was caught by his as she was pulled to the seat.




  Chapter 570


  Shin Youngwoo was thinking fiercely.


  ‘Will Belial have a weakness, just like Hell Gao and the fire stones?’


  A great demon’s home was hell. It was unreasonable for them to exert their full strength in the human world. There was a precedent with Hell Gao, so Belial was likely to also have a penalty.


  ‘I need to find her weakness.’


  He could only watch as the Overgeared members death with Belial.


  Youngwoo believed that this was his current role, rather than fretting about not being able to run to the battlefield right away. He kept calm and cool and thoroughly observed Belial. He watched her skills, her voice, her actions, and even her expressions and eyes.


  It was a good decision. All of Grid’s growth became the nourishment for Shin Youngwoo.


  Meanwhile, Sehee was blushing as she sat next to her brother. How long had it been since she sat side by side with her brother…? She recalled a childhood memory. But the pleasure only lasted for a short moment. Sehee’s eyes shook while she was recalling old memories. Her lips pouted.


  It was because the great demon on the TV was almost naked. She was basically naked except for the important parts that were covered with flames! People needed to be at least 17+ in order to see it!


  “Are you okay?”


  “Huh?”


  Youngwoo was bewildered by the glares his sister kept sending him. It really was difficult to be an older brother.


  ***


  A king’s first duty was to protect his people. This was the basic principle that established the relationship between the king and the people. But King Aslan broke that principle. He sacrificed his people to summon a great demon. He abandoned the king’s authority on his own. It was an unfathomable event that would go down in the history of the West Continent.


   “The king killed my daughter!”


  “The king killed my sister!”


  “The king killed my friend!”


  “The king killed them!”


  “Aslan isn’t a king!”


  Outside the walls of the palace. The people felt hatred as they cursed and blamed Aslan.  Smoke filled the skies of Reinhardt. It was the remnants of the 9,999 innocent virgins burned at the stake.


  King Aslan didn’t care about the people who were angry, sad, or crying. The curses and accusations poured in one ear and went out the other. He thought it was better to endure the people’s complaints than to ruin the kingdom.


  ‘The people of a small kingdom are different from the people of the best kingdom on the continent. My determination today will lead to future splendor for all of you... You will know someday.’


  King Aslan rationalized his misguided behavior for summoning a great demon. He witnessed the sight of the huge mortar falling from the sky.


  Kukukukukung!


  "Heok...!”


  Was this a punishment from the gods? The guilty conscious buried deep in his heart rose and King Aslan fainted.


  “...Ha!”


  “Your Majesty!”


  “Your Majesty!”


  “...”


  A familiar voice was heard. King Aslan opened glazed eyes and looked relieved. He didn’t seem to be in hell if he was seeing Chucksley.


  “You’re alive... What is that mortar that fell from the sky?”


  Chucksley explained to the confused King Aslan.


  “It was a technique used by an Overgeared member. One of the great demon’s arms was destroyed.”


  “What?”


  A fatal wound was dealt to the strongest monarch of hell. No, Belial wasn’t the strongest. She was the 32nd great demon. The anxious King Aslan hastily looked out the window. He was worried that Belial would’ve died before King Aslan’s wish was granted.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Kurururung!


  The view outside the palace was pandemonium. It was in ruins. The Overgeared members were on fire from Belial’s flames. No, it looked like a one-sided battle. Belial was slaughtering the Overgeared members.


  “Ha! Hahaha! That’s right! A great demon wouldn’t be beaten so easily!”


  ‘Yes, Belial. Don't forget the reason for your summoning. Defend the kingdom and defeat the outsiders! Make Eternal the most powerful kingdom on the continent!’


  Madness filled King Aslan’s eyes as he cheered on the great demon. Chucksley was surprised by the sight.


  ‘The king has changed.’


  He wasn’t the right person to be king from the beginning. There had been some cause at the start. King Aslan’s sin couldn’t be forgiven, but at least he was qualified to be a king. But not anymore. King Aslan was going crazy.


  ‘...The end.’


  Chucksley realized that the kingdom his ancestors spilled blood and sweat for was facing its end.


  ***


  “Sky Dragon’s Tears!”


  Kururung!


  They had to hold on until Kraugel arrived. Lauel withdrew the order to retreat and struggled along with Piaro, Isabel, Maxong, and the other Overgeared members. Only the soldiers were left behind. The ultimate weather change of a Flow Master. Thunder and rain filled the sky and dampened a bit of the flames emitted by Belial.


  "Free Farming 4th Style, Plowing the Field.”


  Kurururung!


  Piaro’s pitchfork moved through the damn ground. It was amazing. He looked like the god of agriculture. The land that Belial was trampled on was cleared for farming in an instant.


  “Are you kidding me?”


  Clearing fields during a battle? Even Belial couldn’t be calm, despite being one of the 33 great demons of hell. She ridiculed Piaro as her flames exploded around her. Isabel intercepted her attack in order to allow Piaro to act.


  "Rebecca’s servant! You’re ridiculous!”


  Belial hated Rebecca, the goddess of light, due to their opposite temperaments. Her flames clashed with Lifael’s Spear as she reached out and grabbed Isabel’s neck.


  “Kuock!”


  Isabel was exhausted after competing with Belial for a while. She was grabbed by Belial and her face smashed into the ground. Fortunately, the land cleared by Piaro wasn’t firm, but soft. Her pretty face was covered with dirt, but there wasn’t any significant damage.


  “Isabel!”


  Damian hurriedly healed Isabel. Isabel soon got up, but Belial didn’t care about her anymore. She crossed the land that had become a rice field and reached Piaro.


  “Cough!”


  Piaro’s face hardened as he sowed the seeds. She was 100 meters away while he was still sowing. Belial’s movement speed was ridiculously fast. Piaro was feeling panicked when a black shadow moved. The person was Faker.


  Chaaeng!


  He couldn’t attack Belial, but he couldn’t defend against her attack. He crossed his daggers and prevented Belial’s stab. It was the moment when the dagger for murder turned into a dagger for protection.


  [Your perfect defense has failed.]


  [You have suffered 9,830 damage.]


  [The distance with Belial is too close! You will receive 500 heat damage and 2,500 burn damage!]


  “Kuk!”


  Faker shook. There was a monster like this in the world? His eyes shook as he glared at Belial.


  ‘An ordinary human could respond to my attack?’


  That’s right. Faker’s swiftness and control was admired by even a great demon. However, it didn’t have much significance right now. In the future, Faker could threaten a great demon if he reached the fourth advancement or fifth advancement. However, he only had his third class advancement currently.


  Hwaruruk!


  Flames exploded from Belial’s hands and penetrated Faker’s chest, turning him to grey.


  “Faker!”


  The person who wiped out the Ice Flower Guild was killed in an instant? Lauel, the Overgeared members, and the viewers were in shock.


  "Free Farming 1st Style, Sowing.”


  Papat! Pa pa pa pat!


  Thanks to Faker’s sacrifice, Piaro was able to plant a large number of seeds.


  "This is the end...!”


  This person kept doing something in the fields. Was he mocking a great demon? Belial was annoyed at the person who took one of her arms and didn’t focus. She passed through the dying Faker and attacked Piaro. She wielded her flaming hands and feet like lightning bolts.


  But the Overgeared members weren’t doing nothing after Faker’s sacrifice. Several Overgeared members already stood in front of Belial. It was a human barrier to protect Piaro. This was the role of the Overgeared members in battle.


  “Kuaaaack!”


  10 Overgeared members died from Belial’s attack.


  "Free Farming 2nd Style, Rapid Growth.”


  The angry Piaro blessed the seeds planted in the ground. Then!


  Kwadududuk!


  Hundreds of seeds instantly sprouted and grew into trees. They weren’t ordinary trees but beautiful trees that seemed to live for hundreds of years. They became natural prisons and locked Belial in.


  ‘Instantly raising trees?’


  Even the elves couldn’t do this. She honestly admired it, but the result was useless. Belial was the queen of fire! She thought Piaro was foolish for locking her into wood.


  "It’s enough if I burn it!”


  Hwaruruk!


  Belial exploded her flames around her in order to turn the trees to ashes. However, Maxong was one step faster.


  “It is up to here!”


  As the water clan king, Maxong was an expert with water and cast a spell.


  Kurururu!


  It was like a blue dragon ascended. Blue water rose from the ground where Belial stood, trapping her inside.


  [The flames surrounded the 32nd Great Demon Belial have temporarily disappeared!]


  [You are free from the terrible heat!]


  Maxong. He was the king of a species. Now that he overcame the sadness of losing his daughter, he was a powerhouse equivalent to Piaro. Of course, that was only if he was fighting in the sea. Still, he now displayed his strength.


  “Now Piaro!”


  “Yes!”


  Belial was engulfed in the pillar of water.


  “Fated to Perish.”


  Piaro took advantage of the gap and used the most powerful single target skill. His hand plow pierced Belial’s forehead.


  Puk!


  “...!”


  Fated to Perish was an absolutely invincible skill that had a 100% chance of instantly killing the target. Of course, targets classified as bosses couldn’t be instantly killed. However, critical damage could be dealt.


  “Kuk...! Kuaaaaaaaack!”


  Belial couldn’t bear the pain and let out a terrible scream. It was a different reaction from when she lost her arm.


  『 ... 』


  -...


  The commentators and viewers around the world were silent.


  Great demon. The process of raiding the worst and strongest boss...


  -This is an agricultural promotional video.


  -Farming is really great.


  -Let’s all take up a hand plow.


  Piaro seemed to be saying that. Many people watching the raid video started to become interested in the farmer class. This was the strength of a legend. This was Piaro, who pioneered the path of a new legend with his power alone. Piaro was special.


  The chairman of the S.A. Group, Lim Cheolho, paid direct attention to him.


  “To me...! Wounding me two times!”


  Belial grabbed her forehead that was hit by Piaro’s hand plow and fired demonic energy in all directions. She broke through the water pillar and trees restraining her and escaped. She finally noticed the reality of Piaro.


  “Now I understand. You’re a legend?”


  Sword Saint Muller. A transcendent existence who humiliated several great demons hundreds of years ago.


  “You’re the reincarnation of Muller!”


  "No, I’m a farmer, not Muller.”


  “Shut up!” She knew there were many legends in the human world, but she’d never heard of a farmer among them. He couldn’t be a farmer. "Stop mocking me!”


  “...”


  Now there would be no carelessness. She would use all her power! Belial became serious and revealed her true power.


  “Summoning the 32nd Hell!”


  Jjejeok!


  Jjeejeeeong!


  The landscape behind Belial split apart. Endless darkness emerged from the divided landscape.


  "I will tear you to shreds!”


  Belial smiled with satisfaction.


  Flash!


  The darkness swallowed up the world.


  [The 32nd Hell has been summoned!]


  [Skill and magic power is reduced by 20% and casting speed is reduced by 50%.]


  [Health and mana won’t recover.]


  [Stamina will fall faster.]


  [Potions can’t be used.]


  [Creatures of the 32nd Hell will emerge!]


  “Ah...”


  The Overgeared members lost hope. Piaro’s expression stiffened. Hundreds of beautiful succubuses with purple skin flew through the air.


  『 Ah, this is impossible. .』


  『 The great demon that makes even the Overgeared Guild useless... How can anyone kill it? Now the continent will be in turmoil and there will be limitations on game play. 』


  『 There’s no hope unless the Saharan Empire comes out at a large scale. 』


  The atmosphere of the world sank. It wasn’t just one or two people who were afraid of the future that the great demon would bring. Then a sword fell from the sky. The bodies of the succubuses attacking the Overgeared members were wounded.


  “I’m sorry for the delay.”


  The sky above the sky. It was the emergence of Sword Saint Kraugel.




  Chapter 571


  Clack clack, clack clack.


  It was in an instant. Bairan, which had been ruined by the aftermath of the war, was rapidly recovering. The wreckage of collapsed houses were removed in the blink of an eye and new buildings were built again in its place. It was possible due to the large number of manpower.


  A total of 70,000 people were working faithfully under the leadership of Asmophel and the five high rankers. Their physical force, tempered by the long march, was truly wonderful. Heavy loads were easily transported and they could make mountains in a few hours. They also had plenty of gold due to the large amount of golden armor that Duke Lucilliv’s soldiers were armed with.


  In the future, Bairan would become incomparably bigger and more abundant. However, there was one crucial problem.


  ‘There isn’t enough food.’


  Duke Lucilliv didn’t have enough food for 100,000 troops. It was his arrogance that thought he could end the war quickly. The food kept in Bairan was also low. They would run out of food in the next fortnight. Asmophel’s eyes were bitter as he looked at the fields that were deserted due to the war.


  ‘It would be nice if there was one farmer directly taught by Piaro.’ 


  He could’ve trained farmers in Bairan and grew rainbow potatoes to solve the food shortage. The rainbow potato was a specialty of Reidan. It grew very fast, tasted good, and had high nutritional value. But there were no Reidan farmers present in Bairan. It was regrettable.


  ‘We’re in a war and Reidan can’t afford the food but... We will need to import food.’


  His greedy lord would be sad, but they had to sell the gold.


  “Hmm?”


  Asmophel was looking at the fields when he saw someone coming from far away. The person gradually got closer. He was wearing dirty clothes and a straw hat. He was carrying various types of farming equipment at his waist. This was a farmer.


  ‘Who?’


  The direction that the farmer came from had a forest where various monsters popped up. A farmer broke through that forest alone and reached this place? Asmophel saw that the approaching farmer was an unusual person.


  “Eh? Are you Asmophel, Piaro’s friend?” 


  "You...!”


  Color returned to Asmophel’s face as he confirmed the identity of the approaching farmer. It was the farmer taught by Piaro before Piaro left for Siren, Hurent.  He came to Bairan!


  "Indeed, you are a person Piaro cared for. It was a great choice to train you.”


  “Huh?”


  "You predicted that Bairan needed you and ran over? Really great. Long words aren’t necessary. Please help clear the fields."


  “Huh?”


  "Teach the farmers in Bairan and grow the rainbow potatoes.”


  “Huh?”


  "Then we will have enough food to feed 70,000 people!”


  “Huh?!”


  “Then I am asking you.”


  [The hidden quest ‘Solve Bairan’s Food Crisis’ has been created.]


  “...”


  Aura Master Hurent. He came a long way with the belief that he was protecting Reidan’s fields, only to become a farmer in Bairan. The Overgeared members were unaware of this.


  ***


  "There’s no answer.”


  "These status conditions are completely...”


  The Overgeared members grumbled. The great demon Belial summoned the 32nd Hell and succubuses emerged. Debuffs were stacked on debuffs. Due to these status conditions, the Overgeared members were extremely weakened, as if they were naked. Even Maxong was upset, while one of Overgeared’s best members, Faker had already died. It  was also Belial’s second stage.


  “This monster...”


  Raiding a great demon? At this point, it was completely impossible. It would be a few years before they could challenge it. As a simple example, the level 452 was forced on the defensive against Belial.


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  Belial used the fires of hell to create stronger flames that burned around Piaro’s body. Piaro defended quickly.


  “There’s no hope.”


  Yes, the situation was so desperate there was no hope that the Belial raid would succeed. Now only despair was left.


  "Of course, I won’t give up so easily.”


  The Overgeared members didn’t intend to give up. Their guild master Grid never gave up, so how could the people gathered under him give up?


  “Wear some clothes and go home!’


  "Sadistic things!"


  The succubuses had sensual bodies. The Overgeared members started aiming their weapons at the various beautiful women who were lacking clothing. However, none of them could do anything big except for Ibellin. The level of the 32 Hell succubuses were level 320, while the average level of the Overgeared members was in the mid 200s. 


  "Huhuhut, you look sexy when angry. Now relax. I'll make you feel good.”


  "I want to lick your skin.”


  The succubuses started to bewitch the Overgeared members. There were at least 50 succubuses and it was difficult to reject the charms of beautiful women. They became more desperate at the sight of hundreds of succubuses flying in the distance. 


  [You have been caught by the succubus’ bewitchment!]


  [It’s hard to control your body.]


  [Magic resistance is reduced by 40%!]


  “You will be delicious to eat.”


  The succubuses’ faces were red with ecstasy as they revealed their true nature. They started to absorb the stamina of the bewitched members.


  “Ugh....”


  “Dammit...”


  The Overgeared members were caught by pain or pleasure and quickly became helpless. Then solid lines that resembled spiderwebs flashed across the field of view of the confused Overgeared members. They couldn’t hear anything. There were just flashes. But the result was amazing.


  [The succubus who has bewitched you has died.]


  [You are free from the bewitchment.]


  “What?”


  The Overgeared members were astonished. The succubuses that threatened them were turning to grey?


  ‘Who?’


  Who could kill dozens of level 320 monsters instantly? How many people in the world could use a wide area skill with such power? The Overgeared members were feeling stunned when a familiar voice was heard.


  “I’m sorry for the delay.”


  The sky above the sky. It was the emergence of Sword Saint Kraugel. The darkness of hell was split in half as he leapt lightly over the hellfire river. He approached Belial, who was driving Piaro on the defensive, and aimed his sword at her weak spot.


  [The distance with Belial is too close! You will receive 500 heat damage and 2,500 burn damage! You have resisted.]


  [Belial’s darkness has invaded your heart. You have resisted.]


  [Your mental... You have resisted.] 


  [Super Sensitivity has scanned the subject’s body.]


  [It’s hard to expect a big effect from slashing attacks. A stabbing attack is recommended.]


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 9,530 damage to the target.]


  “Ack?!”


  Belial’s eyes widened. A new human appeared, jumped towards her stomach, and stabbed her? The stinging pain made Belial feel uncomfortable.


  “Who are you?”


  The great demon asked about a player. But Kraugel didn’t care. To Kraugel, a great demon was just a monster that gave better items. He ignored Belial’s question and supported Piaro.


  “Brother, you have suffered.”


  “You...”


  Piaro’s eyes shook. Kraugel was clearly different from before. It was amazing compared to when Piaro was a great swordsman.


  "You have finally become a Sword Saint!”


  Piaro had appreciated Kraugel from the start. He could see that Kraugel was a person with more talent than himself. He believed that Kraugel could achieve the status of Sword Saint. It was faster than expected. Kraugel’s talent was much better than Piaro expected. It was Grid-like talent.


  "I was able to achieve it due to Brother’s teachings. In addition, Grid... Brother’s lord also helped.”


  “Hah... Haha.”


  His own hard work and talent was attributed to others? Piaro really couldn’t hate a person like that. Piaro couldn’t help congratulating him, rather than feeling envious.


  "Congratulations. We should spar at a later date.”


  "Shouldn’t we spar after defeating the great demon first? I’m not Brother’s opponent yet.”


  At this moment, Kraugel wasn’t better than Piaro. Lauel also knew this. Kraugel had become a Sword Saint in the National Competition’s PvP finals.  He was only level 160. This was the conclusion Lauel came to based on Kraugel’s understanding, intelligence, hunting ability, title effects, and Yura’s level up speed after she became a Demon Slayer. It was possible to reach level 160 in such a short amount of time because he was Kraugel. Lauel rated him extremely high.


  ‘But now I see...’


  Just like Grid, Kraugel was another person that Lauel couldn’t analyze. Kraugel killed 50 succubuses that were level 320. He might have passed level 200 instead of being level 160.


  ‘Is there hope?’


  Belial was a monster that even Piaro couldn’t cope with. Kraugel’s level was much higher than expected, but it was doubtful that he could threaten Belial when Piaro couldn’t. However, Lauel already decided to believe in him. Kraugel wasn’t the type of person to spit out frivolous words. It was obvious he had some method.


  The moment that Lauel felt faith.


  “This human dares ignore me.”


  Kraugel was attacked by Belial. She attacked Kraugel with fists and feet covered with flames. Kraugel avoided it with Super Sensitivity and his innate insights. Then he made a party with Piaro and Damian. The party system was one of the few systems that NPCs and players shared. Piaro accepted the party invitation without hesitation and was surprised.


  [You are in the field of party leader Kraugel]


  [Sword Saint’s Aura is perfectly applied. The damage done to enemies will increase by 30%. The damage of sword related skills will double. This will last for the duration of the party.]


  It was the same with Damian.


  [You can vaguely feel the party leader Kraugel’s field.


  [Sword Saint’s Aura is slightly applied. The damage done to enemies will increase by 10%. This will last for the duration of the party.]


  ‘A party buff?’


  Was this the dignity of a legendary combat class? Kraugel shouted to the amazed Damian. It was surprising that he could talk in the middle of avoiding Belial’s continuous attacks.


  "Give Brother the buff!”


  “Ah, yes! Light's Blessing!”


  [Attack power, defense, and accuracy has increased by 80%.]


  “Ohhh!”


  Strength flooded into Piaro. It felt like he became another person.


  Chaaeng!


  Kraugel could no longer escape from Belial’s attack and started bleeding. He stepped back while defending and handed White Fang to Piaro. Piaro became confused as he received the sword. Why was a swordsman handing Piaro his sword? The question was quickly resolved.


  "Can you show me your peak technique during your time as a great swordsman? Please enlighten my ignorant self.”


  "My peak swordsmanship...!”


  Supreme Swordsmanship. The most powerful swordsmanship born on the East Continent that was proud of its power. His Free Farming style was based on the Supreme Swordsmanship, but it was inevitable that the power was inferior compared to the killing swordsmanship. Piaro grasped Kraugel’s intentions and didn’t hesitate.


  “Running away!”


  As Belial chased after the retreating Kraugel, Piaro wielded the sword.


  “Supreme Swordsmanship 4th Style.”


  It felt like the flow of time stopped for Piaro. He stood alone with the sword. He didn’t shake as he faced Belial who was approaching here.


  "You’re so overwhelmed that you have become a stone statue!”


  Belial shouted as her momentum increased.


  "Splitting the Sky.”


  The sky fell.


  Kurururung!


  Piaro timed it precisely for the moment when Belial narrowed the distance. 


  Kwajak!


  Kwajajajajak!


  Hundreds of energy blades poured from the fallen sky. It turned the landscape of hell and Belial into rags.


  “K...Kuooooock!” 


  The third scream. Following Pounding Mortar and Fated to Perish, Belial’s health gauge once again decreased. It was a weak level, but there was new hope.


  Kkuok.


  Kraugel received White Fang back from Piaro and moved. He took the same stance as Piaro.


  “Swordsmanship Creation.”


  The strongest swordsman.


  "Splitting the Sky.”


  He inherited the power of the strongest swordsman.


  Kurururung!


  Once again, the sky collapsed and Belial couldn’t even scream.
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  [Swordsmanship Creation]


  You can create new sword techniques.


  The number of times it can be created will increase every time the level of ‘Complete Sword Mastery’ increases.


  * The term sword techniques refers to skills that can be used when wearing sword type weapons.


  * There are six factors that determine the power of the created sword technique.


  * Passive skills can’t be created.


  Number of sword techniques that can be created: 3/4


  Swordsmanship Creation was literally creation. It was completely different from copying and had the same concept as ‘Item Creation’ possessed by Grid. In other words, Kraugel’s Splitting the Sky wasn’t a copy of Piaro’s. It was redesigned and created to be more powerful. This was intended from the beginning.


  The reason Kraugel asked Piaro to use his peak swordsmanship technique was for this skill. Was it because he wanted to obtain a great sword technique for free? No, it wasn’t such lowly greed. This was pure respect.


  Kraugel desired to leave a trace of Piaro on the path of the Sword Saint that he would develop in the future. In order to prevent the blood and sweat that Piaro accumulated as a great swordsman, Kraugel sacrificed his precious Swordsmanship Creation. In fact, the redesigned Splitting the Sky didn’t compare very well with the skills of a Sword Saint.


  "Splitting the Sky.”


  Kraugel’s lofty will was conveyed to Piaro. Piaro didn’t doubt Kraugel. He was also a swordsman. He grasped Kraugel’s intentions and felt gratitude.


  “...!”


  Belial couldn’t even scream. Kraugel didn’t miss this gap.


  Puk!


  Puuoooook!


  They were persistent. Kraugel continued to stab White Fang at Belial. This was the stab that he practiced infinitely in the game as he attempted to become a Sword Saint. It was plain and basic, but the flat damage was powerful because it hit a weak spot.


  [Critical!]


  [Critical!]


  [Critical!]


  Complete Sword Mastery enhanced attack power, attack speed, critical damage chance, and critical damage when using sword type weapons. Now it exerted its power. The Overgeared members saw Belial shaking in pain and felt hope towards the great demon raid.


  ‘Overwhelming a great demon...!’ 


  ‘This is the sky above the sky! Maybe we can succeed in this raid!’


  The Overgeared members’ courage started boiling at the thought of such a great figure helping them. They threw away their weak hearts and fought their best against the remaining succubuses. On the other hand, Kraugel was feeling doubts.


  ‘Why didn’t she avoid it?


  Belial’s physical abilities were transcendent. As a great demon, she was one of the top 100 named bosses in Satisfy. The players’ stats couldn’t be compared to hers. But it was strange. She allowed the attacks of a level 214 player?


  ‘It can’t be... Is it that she can’t avoid it, rather than she won’t?


  The title effects, hidden quest rewards, and elixirs meant Kraugel’s agility was higher than some level 300 players. Kraugel’s movements were fast and above all, they were irregular due to Super Sensitivity. But the great demon should be able to respond. Kraugel was feeling puzzled when he thought about something.


  ‘Perhaps?’


  He thought about the way that Belial fought. The kicks and punches were fast and powerful, but were they threatening? No. Belial solely relied on her physical abilities while her techniques were lacking. Her attacks were threatening because of the flames.


  ‘She isn’t a martial artist?’


  The moment that Kraugel noticed this.


  "I won’t take it anymore.”


  A cold smile appeared on the face of Belial who had been stabbed several times. At the same time, it happened.


  Kuaaaaaaang! 


  Black magic exploded around Belial. The dark magic power extended all over the place and dried up the nearby succubuses, making them look like mummies. However, the target Kraugel was safe. The moment that Belial had exploded the dark magic, he predicted the range of the explosion and retreated outside it. It was an evasion that utilized the legendary footwork only available for a Sword Saint, Flow.


  “The more I look, the more amazing it is. Your physical abilities are much more efficient than any other I have seen.”


  Belial frankly admired it. She could afford to feel this way. Kraugel sweated as he confirmed that all the succubuses within range of the magic explosion were dead.


  ‘Magician...!’


  Yes, Belial’s specialty was magic, not physical fighting. Belial’s real power was that she could use magic in an instant. This meant she had overpowered Piaro and Overgeared without using any of her skills. Kraugel’s posture became tense. It was the special defense stance of a Sword Saint that raised defense, blocking probability, and evasion rate.


  ‘Buy a bit more time.’


  The great demon had a penalty in exchange for being summoned. He had Hao, who came with him to Reinhardt, observe from the outskirts of the hell. Kraugel’s goal was to hold on as long as possible until the whisper arrived.


  Belial waved her hand. 


  “I will inscribe my flames in your bones.”


  Hwaruruk!


  The flames around Belial’s body started to gather at once point. At the same time, her exposed skin was covered with dark energy, spreading like it was a dress. The directors of the broadcasting companies in each country were relieved. They almost had a heart attack when the broadcast changed to 19+.


  “Taste my flames!”


  The flames gathered at Belial’s fingertips and took the shape of a staff. At first glance, the staff was filled with enormous magic power. It clearly emphasized the firepower of the queen of fire.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  “...!”


  A storm of flames! Belial wielded her staff and a storm of flames aimed at Kraugel. Unlike typical spells, this one required no preparatory action and caught Kraugel, who was leaving his position with Flow. The moment Kraugel evaded the first spell, Belial immediately used a second spell.


  However, the form of the second spell was very different. The first spell shot out in a straight line, while the second spell was 13 firestorms emerging from the ground. Of course, this irregularity couldn’t threaten Kraugel. Kraugel had godly control. It was evaluated that his control ability had reached the domain of a god. He twisted his body in evasive maneuvers and escaped from the magic.


  The real problem was the third magic bombardment.


  Kurururung!


  Wide area magic fell from the sky. It was a meteor bombardment that had never been seen after Satisfy opened.


  “Meteor!”


  Supreme magic used by Belial!


  “...!”


  The range of the meteors was too wide and the speed of the fall was tremendous. They couldn’t be avoided, even at Kraugel’s level.


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  [Resisted the burn damage.]


  [Your right arm has been fractured by a meteorite. This is an unstoppable physical force.]


  [You have suffered 23,900 damage.]


  [The confusion has been resisted.]


  “Ku....ock!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  Kraugel groaned as he was hit by the meteor bombardment. Piaro and Damian also got hit and coughed up blood. Isabel and the Overgeared members were no exception. In particular, almost all the Overgeared members below level 300 died. The viewers were shocked. The power of the rumored Meteor was stronger than the red phoenix that Grid and Jishuka summoned!


  Kurururu!


  The 32nd Hell was ruined by the meteor bombing. Clouds of ash spread through the hell and the waters of hellfire boiled over everywhere. It was truly frightening. Belial’s eyes were cold as she looked over the groaning Overgeared members.


  "That brat?”


  The human called Kraugel. She wanted to kill him for inflicting terrible pain on her.  But he couldn’t be seen at all?


  "Hiding like a rat.”


  He must’ve used this opportunity to run away. Belial scoffed and used a spell again.


  "Can you survive this time?”


  Kurururung!


  Dark fireballs appeared in the sky above the hell. It was a precursor of a second Meteor. Belial had infinite magic power and could use supreme magic twice in a row.


  “Cough! Cough cough! Piaro...?”


  They would be wiped out. Piaro couldn’t resurrect. Lauel evaluated the situation and barely found Piaro. Due to his proximity to Belial, Piaro was seriously wounded by Meteor. He had fallen and couldn’t get up.


  “P-Piaro!”


  New meteorites were about to fall from the sky. Lauel was desperate. Piaro was the teacher for Grid and the Overgeared members. He was one of the strongest in Overgeared. What would happen if they lost him? If so, the Overgeared Guild would decline. Piaro’s presence was that great.


  “I...! I will die 100 times if it means you...!”


  Stagger.


  Lauel took weak steps forward. Despite the fact that he could be killed by Belial at any time, he kept moving without any fear.  He was only thinking about protecting Piaro. Belial confirmed that Lauel’s gaze was fixed on Piaro and found it amusing.


  "Yes, you want to save Muller’s descendant?”


  Belial’s misunderstanding of Piaro was still intact. Under the meteors in the sky, she aimed at Piaro with her staff, creating a fire spear.


  At that moment.


  “Muller’s descendant is right here.”


  Kraugel suddenly appeared behind Belial and stabbed her. It was a stab filled with tremendous energy.


  "My name will surpass Muller!”


  Kuoooooh!


  Kraugel roared like a dragon as he stabbed Belial’s neck.


  “What nonsense.”


  The moment that Belial moved the fire spear from Piaro to Kraugel.


  “Hell Regulation.”


  [The Demon Slayer has exerted influence on the 32nd Hell.] 


  [The debuffs of the 32nd Hell are temporarily turned off!]


  [The power of the 32nd Great Demon Belial has sharply fallen!]


  “W-What is this?”


  Belial was shocked. Her eyes bulged as a fire arrow flew towards her eyes.
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  Belial was overflowing with confidence.


  Kraugel’s sword that was about to pierce her neck? It had a sharp orbit, but was too slow. Kraugel had excellent technical abilities, but low physical abilities. She was confident that the fire spear could destroy him before the sword hit her neck.


  The farmer who was supposed to be Sword Saint Muller’s successor? He was in a critical state after being struck by several meteorites. Both legs were broken and he couldn’t move properly. She could kill him at any time. The others? She could burn all of them to death.


  Thus, Belial was certain of her victory in battle. But life was always unpredictable. This providence wasn’t applied only to humans, but great demons as well.


  “Hell Regulation.”


  “What?”


  Belial’s calm expression suddenly stiffened. Half of the infinite magic power in her body was lost, while the magic of the 32nd Hell faded.  It also triggered the stop of Meteor.


  “T-This power...!”


  Belial could feel it instinctively. It was the emergence of a being who was the ‘nemesis’ of the great demons. The name...


  Demon Slayer. An existence that could destroy hells. Unlike Muller, who defeated the great demons who descended to the earth, the Demon Slayer of the past came to hell and ‘hunted’ the great demons. The Demon Slayer had devastated five hells.


  A chill went down Belial’s spine.


  ‘Muller’s descendant and a Demon Slayer are present at the same time?’


  Puok!


  “...!”


  Belial was weakened and confused when a fire arrow shot at her. Shooting a fire arrow at the queen of flames? Belial laughed as she absorbed the flames, since this would be food for her recovery.


  “Ack?!”


  Belial felt a stinging pain. Surprisingly, the flames around the arrow were the antithesis of Belial’s flames.


  ‘Divine fire of a red phoenix?’


  How did a person on the West Continent get access to a red phoenix’s fire? Belial tried to remain calm despite the constant chaos. She turned her gaze in the direction that the red phoenix fire came from. She saw two beautiful human women. There was a woman with beautiful white skin and impressive ebony hair. The other woman had tanned skin that was full of elasticity. They were aiming at Belial with a gun and bow.


  ‘Alex’s gun!’


  It was dangerous. Evil creatures that were hit by a Demon Slayer’s cleansing shot would gradually weaken. Belial tried to avoid it but Kraugel’s sword was already penetrating her neck.


  “K...Kuaaaack!" 


  Belial’s confusion deepened. From her point of view, Kraugel’s stats were lower. Yet why did she get hurt every time?


  Puok!


  Kwa kwa kwang!


  Puuok!


  Kraugel’s sword pierced her, Yura’s bullets hit her chest and Jishuka’s arrows hit her, causing Belial to cough up blood. Her gaze headed towards Kraugel, who was grabbing her ankle.


  “I see...! Muller’s successor is you, not that farmer!”


  “No, I didn’t inherit Muller’s skills. I am the new Sword Saint that will surpass him.”


  “That is nonsense...!”


  There was a Sword Saint, Demon Slayer, and a farmer with potential equal to them. From the viewpoint of a great demon:


  ‘This is the worst scenario!’


  The legends that could threaten the great demons. The frequency of humans who reached this high level was historically very low. It was normally one person per era. Yet on this day, four people with that strength emerged. Belial thought it was unfair.


  ‘Why is it when I appeared?’


  Did that damn Rebecca curse her?


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  Belial bit her lips as she received a steady stream of bullets and fire arrows. She could destroy the magic and arrows if she could exert her full ability, but Belial was currently in a greatly weakened state. Her pride was damaged. The problem was that all her paths to avoid the attacks were read by Kraugel and blocked. If she tried to move to the left, he would appear and stab his sword. If she tried to dodge to the right, he was already standing there and blocking her.


  It felt like she was moving in the palm of his hand. It was unpleasant.


  Puoook!


  “...!”


  A spear penetrated Belial’s heart as she shook. It was Rail Spear thrown by Pon. In addition to Pon, the Overgeared members who came from Patrian bombarded Belial with their ultimate attacks. The succubuses were weakened due to the effect of Hell Regulation and couldn’t threaten the Overgeared members.


  This was also thanks to the great magician, Earl Ashur. A great demon was an opponent that his magic didn’t work on. Earl Ashur concentrated his magic on fighting the succubuses, not Belial. The Overgeared members were safe from succubuses thanks to Earl Ashur and Bland.


  “Ugh! These little things!”


  Belial’s anger soared into the sky as her health went down to two-thirds.


  "I would rather show this form than suffer this humiliation!”


  Belial was the queen of fire and darkness, but before that, she was the queen of lies. She used a beautiful false appearance in order to deceive humans. Now her real appearance was revealed.


  Jjejeok!


  Jjeejeeeong!


  Belial’s skin started to crack. The appearance of boiling lava and demonic energy from the cracks was awful.


  “Kieeeeeeek!”


  Belial broke away from her human form. Her body was made of lava and her four legs touched the ground. Her bloody eyes looked in every direction.


  “Kik! Kikikik! Once you see this form, you can never survive!”


  She was certain that the legends of this time still hadn’t achieved full growth. There might be a lot of them, but they were still young buds. She could step on them without any fear.


  Kurururung!


  The storm of flames filled with demonic energy covered the whole area. Kraugel, Piaro, Damian, and Isabel who were relatively close to Belial were severely wounded.


  “Kuk...!”


  It was serious. The damage accumulated and they couldn’t take any potions. They waited for death.


  ‘I can’t use Heal on its own!”


  Damian felt an awful sense of helplessness. As the Goddess' Agent and Rebecca Church’s Pope, why couldn’t he play a big role against a great demon? Damian was in shock.


  ‘I would’ve been a bigger help if I was a priest.’


  Yes, heals would’ve been able to increase the fighting strength of his colleagues. But he specialized in buffs. The problem was that the buff durations didn’t last long. Damian made a dark expression and was calling himself a useless human being when he heard Piaro’s voice.


  “You did your best. Without you, we wouldn’t have been able to fight this far.”


  “P-Piaro!”


  Damian was upset. Piaro used a hoe as a cane and approached Belial.


  “I will buy time. Both of you retreat.”


  Piaro thought about it. Kraugel, Damian, Yura, Jishuka and the other Overgeared members. They were all young. A beautiful future was guaranteed for them. If they grew and developed their talents, they would be able to defeat great demons more powerful than Belial.


  “Why aren’t you leaving?”


  Kraugel and Damian had no desire to escape while Piaro soon approached Belial. Belial thought it was ridiculous.


  “You can’t even stand properly.”


  Yes, if he wished.


  “I will kill you first!”


  In the first place, Piaro was the strongest and most threatening. It was safe to get rid of him first. Belial changed her target to Piaro.


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeok!


  Jishuka was crazy. The arrows no longer aimed at Belial as they flew randomly. The fire arrows exploded on the ground and attacked her allies.


  “Hah! Hahahahahat!”


  Belial’s eyes widened because she couldn’t understand and she burst out laughing.


  “Attacking your teammates? You must’ve gone crazy because you can’t beat me!”


  Humans were too weak and inferior. It was interesting to watch them in many ways. Huroi rode a wyvern and shouted at the delighted Belial.


  “You evil creature! Your parents are angels! You fell from heaven!”


  “...?!”


  Insulting this great body? Saying that the parents of a great demon were angels? Accusing a great demon of falling from heaven!


  “H-How dare you?”


  It was the first time she heard such insults in her thousands of years of living. She was several times angrier than when her power was sealed by Yura or when her movements were sealed by Kraugel. The moment that Belial’s eyes became incensed.


  “My body is light.”


  “This is amazing.”


  Piaro, Kraugel, Isabel, and Damian emerged from Jishuka’s flames. Belial was surprised when she saw their status.


  “Recovery?”


  That’s right. The humans who she thought would be burned by the flames had actually been healed. In particular, Piaro’s broken legs had returned to normal.


  “How is it? I’m the main healer of Overgeared.”


  Jishuka puffed up her chest proudly and bragged. The male viewers around the world watched her with hearts in their eyes.


  -She’s sexy and cute.


  -I want to be hit by Jishuka’s arrows.


  -The previous person is right.


  -Ah... I want to join Overgeared.


  -If I become stronger like Kraugel, I can join Overgeared.


  -Do you think you can be like Kraugel or Overgeared?


  -I want to fight.


  The ratings of the Belial raid peaked. It was slightly lower than the highest ratings established by Grid in the National Competition. Was it possible for Overgeared to defeat the great demon? The whole world was paying attention.


  “Light of Destruction.”


  Demon Slayer Yura used her ultimate skill. A pillar of light covered Belial.


  At the same time, Seoul, South Korea.


  "My share...?”


  Youngwoo, who had been nervous for his colleagues, now felt irritated.
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  [Light of Destruction Lv. 1]


  Can only be used against demonkin.


  Attacks the target with 2,070% of your physical attack power and 3,430% of your magic attack power. In addition, there will be overlapping penetration damage according to the number of demonic essences consumed. Penetrates a maximum of five demonkin in a straight line. The damage will be applied equally to all.


  A target hit by the Light of Destruction will temporarily lose their magic.


  Demonic power is the origin of demonkin.


  Once a demonkin loses their unique power, all their stats are reduced by 50% for three minutes and it is impossible to recover health.


  Cooldown: 4 hours (half when used in a hell)


  Mana Consumption: 1,799


  Demonic Essence Consumption: From 5 to 500.


  A Demon Slayer used magic bullets and swordsmanship as their main forms of attack. This meant they had to distribute stat points equally to strength and intelligence. She couldn’t afford to allocate stat points to agility and stamina, so her attack speed, defense, and evasion rate were low. But her skill damage was great.


  If Yura had possessed more than 100 demonic essence, she would’ve dealt a fatal blow to Belial.


  Peeeeeong!


  A large hole was formed in Belial’s body after she was pierced by the jade pillar of light. As one of the ultimate skills of a Demon Slayer, it really was a threat to a great demon.


  “Kuk...! Kuaaaack!”


  The demonic energy raging around Belial’s body disappeared like it was a mirage. Belial screamed loudly. The physical pain was great, but the mental suffering associated with losing her demonic energy was greater. Piaro and Isabel rushed towards her. The most powerful buffs of a Goddess’ Agent and Pope were amplifying their strength.


  Chaeeeeeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  Lifael’s Spear struck seven times per second. Isabel’s stabbing attacks annoyed Belial.


  "Damn Rebecca’s servant!”


  The wounds caused by Rebecca’s divine artifact caused pain even when defending. It was meaningless if she avoided it. However, Isabel received a buff in her White Transformation state, while Belial’s stats fell by 50%. It was difficult to avoid.


  Puk!


  Puooooock!


  Piaro’s hand plow stabbed Belial. This was real pain.


  “Uhh!”


  In the midst of this terrible pain,


  “Kieeeeeeek!”


  Belial lost her temper and started to counterattack.


  Dududududung!


  Hellfire! Hundreds of flames stretched out like fists towards Piaro and Isabel’s body.


  “Kuoong!”


  “Uh...!”


  Piaro and Isabel tried to defend as much as possible.


  “Space Sword.”


  The powerful blow from Sword Saint Kraugel cut through all the space of heaven and earth, and struck Belial’s body. This was one of the reasons why Kraugel told Lauel that they could seal Belial. This was a powerful blow. Originally, Kraugel would’ve used this skill after Hao found Belial’s weakness from outside the hell. But Yura’s Light of Destruction had weakened Belial.


  Kraugel used Space Sword earlier than planned and dealt catastrophic damage to Belial. The presence of a Sword Saint was revealed at this time.


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 11,300,599 damage to the target.]


  [The target has suffered irreparable damage! All attributes are reduced by 20% and all speeds are reduced by 50%!]


  [The target tried to resist. Only half the debuffs are applied.]


  [The target has exposed their weakness! For 30 seconds, any attacks to the target will unconditionally be a critical hit! Critical damage will be 1.5 times higher!]


  [The target’s resistance has failed.]


  [...!]


  [!!!!!!!!!!!!!!]


  [Your powerful sword has cut the world!]


  Paaaat!


  At that moment. The strike penetrated Belial and headed outside the 32nd Hell they were trapped in. The earth, mountain, sea, and sky. All things that existed in the path of the sword energy were split in half.


  [The power of a Sword Saint has been revealed.]


  [The peak swordsmanship is fighting against the world.] 


  [The earth’s gods have used their power. Everything split in half is restored.]


  “...!!!”


  『 ...!!! 』


  This phrase appeared in front of all players connected to Satisfy.


  Kurururu!


  The group shook for a while and all players on the continent doubted the reality.


  “The world...”


  “It split apart?”


  “Sword Saint!”


  “Kraugel!”


  The person who had been in the top rankings since Satisfy opened. At this moment, the world knew what hidden class he chose that made him step down from the throne. Youngwoo’s eyes widened as he watched the TV.


  “Kraugel!”


  This wasn’t the time to be happy about the growth of his allies like Piaro and Yura. His competitor had split the world with a sword while he was sitting in front of the TV? He didn’t like this situation.


  Puoook!


  "Oppa...”


  Sehee saw her brother’s clenched fists and looked worried. But she was soon relieved. It was because she saw the smile spreading on Youngwoo’s face.


  ‘You’re a good competitor.’


  Sehee thought. The stronger Kraugel was, the stronger and more enlightened her brother would become. Somehow, she felt that way.


  ***


  “...Ha?”


  Behen Archipelago, the 61st island.


  A man fought Lantier, the undead left behind by Pagma, who was Baal’s Contractor. It lasted day and night and he barely knocked Lantier down. It was Agnus, Baal’s Contractor. He swept back the pale green hair that was wet with sweat. Golden eyes flashed as notification windows appeared before him.


  [The power of a Sword Saint has been revealed.]


  [The peak swordsmanship is fighting against the world.] 


  “Kik... Kikik, the earthquake just now was caused by him?”


  The strongest legendary class, Sword Saint. Who could it be? It was a no-brainer.


  “Kraugel.”


  The rat had disappeared and now appeared more brilliantly than ever. They would meet again soon. It was fun just thinking about it. It was thrilling.


  “Kik... Kilkik! Kuahahahat!”


  Insane laughter echoed in the Behen Archipelago.


  The face of Bini the fairy was pale. ‘Sticks, I’m scared. This guy is too dangerous.'


  ***


  “Now!”


  Belial was weakened by the Light of Destruction and Space Sword in succession. The Overgeared members started their full offensive. Vantner and Toban marked the succubuses with Earl Ashur. Regas opened the power of an Asura while all the damage dealers attacked Belial, including Pon on a white horse.


  Ibellin was the one who played the most remarkable role. He used the Thorn of Deep Grievance that Grid made during the Tzedakah Guild days. He often used the skill attached to it, Laceration, when raiding boss monsters and succeeded in dealing 60% fixed damage to Belial’s heath!


  [The 32nd Great Demon Belial has suffered a fatal injury!]


  “Wow!”


  "Ibellin is amazing!”


  “You’re better than the Sword Saint!”


  “...”


  This was a real overgeared person. Ibellin could deal big damage beyond Kraugel! Kraugel was shocked in many ways when he heard Jishuka’s voice.


  "You should join Overgeared as well.”


  Peng!


  Pepepepeok!


  From the time of her appearance to now, Jishuka had been firing arrows without stopping. Kraugel also admired her.


  ‘How does she keep shooting her bow without a break? Is her stamina so high that she doesn’t need to control it?’


  The godly archer? Jishuka answered in a manner designed to lure Kraugel.


  “Of course, it’s my item.”


  Jishuka winked as she explained with a cheerful expression.


  “...”


  It was truly items. Kraugel realized that this was the true power of items.


  ‘If I joined Overgeared...’


  He would be much stronger than now, and he could be free of Ares’ suppression or the madman Agnus.


  ‘But I can’t be too greedy.’


  There was something called a natural destiny. Grid was a good rival before they were friends. They could depend on each other, but the basic competitive landscape needed to be maintained. In order to reach the ‘perfect peak,’ Kraugel intended to compete with Grid and use him as nutrients to grow. He didn’t want to join Overgeared and Grid didn’t want him either.


  ‘In any case, Overgeared will get Agnus’ aggro if I join.’


  Puuok!


  Puuoooook!


  Kraugel attacked Belial without stopping while he was thinking. Under the onslaught of Kraugel, Piaro, Isabel, and the Overgeared members, Belial’s health fell to 10%. Ibellin’s deadly blow was very huge.


  ‘It will end soon!’


  'We’re going to be the first players to succeed in a great demon raid!’


  What was the most exhilarating moment in Satisfy? It was when Grid made them new items or when they worked together to succeed in boss raids. The Overgeared members were already looking forward to the titles and items that Belial would drop.


  But a great demon wasn’t easy. Belial might be the 32nd great demon but the current players weren’t at Belial’s level. In the first place, they wouldn’t have been able to drive Belial to this point without Piaro and Isabel.


  [The effect of the Light of Destruction has disappeared.]


  [The 32nd Great Demon Belial’s unique attributes and abilities have been restored.]


  [You are scared by the terrible sight of Belial.]


  [Resistance to status conditions has dropped by 70%!]


  [Skill and magic casting time has doubled and attack speed is reduced by 20%...]


  [Belial is the queen of fire. The flames surrounding her are very hot...]


  [Resistance to fire is 0%.]


  [Due to the heat...]


  [Belial is the queen of darkness. The demonic energy...]


  [Resistance to dark magic is 0%.]


  [Use of black magic is blocked.]


  It was okay up to here. Belial just returned to her original state. Now Belial only had 10% health left, and Kraugel and Yura judged that they could finish her off. It was an arrogant judgment.


  [The effect of Hell Regulation is over.]


  [The environment of the 32nd Hell is restored.]


  [The 32nd Great Demon Belial has absorbed the magic of hell and revealed the hell monarch’s status.]


  Kurururung!


  Belial’s shape was in the form of a lava lump and her demonic energy started wriggling. Thunder struck after her and after a while, Belial’s new appearance was revealed.


  “...”


  The final form of Belial was the image of a devil often seen in books. She had two large horns on her forehead while her humanoid shape emitted a hot breath.


  “That...”


  “Is it her real appearance?”


  She didn’t give off any big pressure. A female demon who was only 160cm in height. She wasn’t a threat when just looking at her appearance. But the Overgeared members became unusually desperate.


  “W-What? Her health is full?”


  That’s right. Belial’s health, which had dropped to 10%, recovered to 100% during the transformation process. They fought for several hours with all their might, only to have to start again? The Overgeared members felt like collapsing.


  Belial made a wide smile and waved her hands.


  Peeeong!


  Her demonic energy was shot out and struck Jishuka’s chest.


  “Jishuka!”


  The moment everyone was feeling confused.


  ‘I’ve finally found it!’


  Lauel’s extraordinary brain was activated.




  Chapter 575


  Pounding Mortar of Free Farming and the ultimate technique of Piaro, Fated to Perish.


  Belial’s health gauge was fine despite these powerful skills being used. After that, she lost some health when hit with two Splitting the Sky. What was the reason? Lauel had pondered on it throughout the raid.


  'Is she a type of boss who only loses health after a certain amount of damage is received?’


  No, the probability was extremely low.


  Pounding Mortar might not go over the damage limit, but Fated to Perish was the best single attack skill in Satisfy. It was hard to see the damage of Fated to Perish as lower than Splitting the Sky. In particular, Kraugel was low-level and it was highly likely that the damage of Splitting the Sky was lower than Fated to Perish. 


  ‘At the time of Pounding Mortar and Fated to Perish, she might’ve consumed other resources instead of health...’


  For example, a mana shield.


  ‘But I didn’t see the specific effect?’


  What was the cause? Lauel’s thoughts deepened in the midst of the intense battle. In order to proceed with the raid, it was important to understand the characteristics of the boss. No matter how he thought about it, he couldn’t understand the formula behind Belial’s health. Now he didn’t need to understand it.


  It was thanks to Yura’s unique abilities. This was a situation where Belial’s health fell to 10%. It was no longer necessary to know why Belial didn’t lost his health at the beginning of the battle.  This terrible raid would end soon.


  The moment that Lauel was feeling relieved.


  Kuuong!


  There was an explosion of thunder and demonic energy, then Belial’s appearance changed.  It wasn’t a beautiful or a terrible appearance. She became a cold and emotionless female demon, like a doll.  Wings emerged from the skin that looked like an insect’s. She was black from head to toe except for her red eyes.


  “The health...”


  “It recovered?”


  The Overgeared members, including Lauel, doubted their eyes. After Belial’s transformation, her 10% health gauge was fully recovered to 100%.


  ‘Recovering from the transformation?’


  The majority of the Overgeared members thought this, but Lauel was different.


  ‘Her health wasn’t restored during her previous transformation process.’


  It was unreasonable to think that her health had only recovered in this transformation. The morale of the Overgeared members fell, while Lauel realized Belial’s true self.


  ‘The queen of lies...!’


  Let’s look back. Belial. She screamed, groaned, and frowned every time she was attacked. She behaved as if she was in pain despite her health gauge being fine.


  ‘Would she act like she felt pain if she didn’t?’


  It was hard to interpret it as that.  There was no reason for Belial to do such a meaningless performance.


  ‘Then...’


  Let’s change the point of view.


  ‘What if the actor isn’t Belial, but her health gauge?’


  Yes, Belial was the queen of lies. She used all types of funny gimmicks. He couldn’t rule out the possibility that she was using her health gauge as a tool of deception.


  ‘In retrospect, Belial was relatively calm when hit by Fated to Perish and Pounding Mortar.’


  But after that, she acted confused. It was due to the appearance of Piaro, Sword Saint Muller, and Demon Slayer Yura. Belial faced unexpected situations in succession, lost her cool, and her health gauge started decreasing from that time.


  ‘She must’ve forgotten about the trick with her health gauge.’


  Now he understood why her body was covered with dark insect skin.


  ‘It was to hide her wounds.’


  Lauel laughed while covering half his face with his hand.


  “The embodiment of Overgeared, don’t be agitated by the veiled appearance of the evil demon Belial. Her black skin is the epidermis to cover her wounded body and the emotionless expression was nothing more than a mask to hide her face of pain. Now Belial is just a weak beast wounded to the soul.”


  Lauel needed to increase the morale of the Overgeared members. The Overgeared members looked at Lauel with absurd expressions.


  "Acting like a chuuni in this serious situation...”


  "What is he saying alone?”


  “...”


  Heh, ordinary humans couldn’t understand him. Lauel smiled bitterly before explaining simply. "Belial’s health gauge is an illusion. As you saw earlier, her current health is only 10%. Don’t worry. Unleash a full offensive and finish the raid.”


  “Yes!”


  Lauel was saying this. The Overgeared members completely trusted Lauel, despite his chuuni ways.


  “We will finish this infernal fighting!”


  "It’s pointless to attack her directly! Beware of the confusion and assist Piaro, Yura, and Kraugel."


  Everyone except for Jishuka, who was severely wounded, rushed towards Belial. They were no longer fooled by the fake health gauge and burned with a desire to succeed the raid. But reality was cruel. Belial’s final form. Was she severely injured as Lauel interpreted? Now her combat power had risen dramatically and Kraugel and the Overgeared members couldn’t go against her when they were so tired.


  “Meteor.”


  Kwa kwang!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  Hundreds of meteorites surrounded by flames fell from the sky. It was a magic phenomenon that was hard to see. It was a catastrophe itself.


  “Kuaaaack!”


  “Ugh! I’m sorry!”


  "I heard frustration raises a human!”


  Pak!


  Pa pa pa pa pat!


  The Overgeared members were hit by the meteorites and turned to grey. The top powers of Kraugel, Yura, Jishuka, Damian, Pon, and Regas were severely injured.


  “S-Shit...”


  “There’s no hope...”


  The members of Overgeared felt desperate as they saw their dying colleagues. Then they noticed Piaro.


  "Master...!”


  “Piaro!”


  He repeatedly repelled the falling meteors with a sickle and hand plow. In return, his body had become bloody. His left wrist was broken and Belial was slowly approaching him.


  “N-No...”


  The Overgeared members wanted to save Piaro. They wanted to run over and grab him. But they couldn’t get up. The Overgeared members had broken arms or legs from the meteorites.


  “Ah!”


  Jishuka tried shooting an arrow. The target was Piaro’s feet. She intended to use the splash healing effect of the Red Phoenix Bow. But she failed. Her fallen posture and broken fingers made it impossible to fire the arrow in the direction she wanted.


  “Great Demon! I am my lord’s subordinate! Don’t touch the ones who will be my lord’s future power!”


  Kuwooooh!


  As Belial reached him, Piaro raised his remaining mana as if he was burning his life force.


  “Cough!”


  He spat out blood and wielded his precious hand plow. He was aiming for Belial. But Piaro was already seriously injured.


  “...”


  Belial avoided Piaro’s attack, blasted the hand plow with flames and grabbed Piaro’s head.


  "I’m curious about the lord you are talking about. A human monarch is weak. It’s funny that you’re thinking about him when on the verge of death. Now... You will all die. It’s refreshing to see the human head explode like a volcanic eruption.”


  Kkuok!


  It was the moment when Belial was about to insert demonic power into the hand holding Piaro’s head.


  “Jude. Kill.”


  Jude had no thoughts, but the pure youth started to gain a little interest in sex. He couldn’t stand seeing the exposed Belial and the succubuses and was stuck in a corner during the battle. But Belial was now covered in a dark skin and the succubuses were destroyed by the meteors, restoring his freedom. He finally took part in the battle.


  Puok!


  Dainsleif (Reproduction) struck Belial’s face.


  “Hoh?”


  Belial was startled. A human suddenly attacked her? Why wasn’t he affected by her demonic energy and attacking his friends? 'In the first place, how was he safe from the meteor bombardment?’


  Kwack!


  Belial grabbed the blade of Dainsleif that couldn’t penetrate her skin.


  “You’re also a legend?”


  Grip.


  In order to not lose Dainsleif to Belial, Jude held onto the sword with bloody arms and replied.


  “I. Jude.”


  “Jude? Then you are also a legend?”


  “I. Jude.”


  “...?”


  Wasn’t this state somewhat strange? Belial deemed Jude worthless and exploded Dainsleif with demonic energy.


  Peeeeeong!


  [Dainsleif (Reproduction) has been broken by the power of the great demon!]


  “...!”


  Breaking the sword that Lord Grid gave him? Jude was furious. But his anger was futile. Piaro was held in Belial’s hands and Jude was destined to die soon as well. The power of Belial was absolute.


  “Jude!”


  The two giants that supported Overgeared were going to disappear in front of their eyes. It was a hard reality for Overgeared to accept. Everyone hoped for the survival of the two people, but Belial didn’t allow it.


  “Die.”


  Peeng!


  Belial declared and fired magic at Piaro and Jude’s head.


  Pahat!


  Piaro and Jude, who were held captive by Belial, disappeared from her grasp.


  “What?”


  They disappeared without any signs of Teleport? The confused Belial looked around and suddenly turned her gaze towards the sky. The wounded Piaro and Jude were held by a strange man. The man had black hair and sharp eyes that were reminiscent of a bird of prey.


  "A human is looking down on me?”


  It was ridiculous.


  “Who is it now?”


  The black-haired man, Grid replied to Belial.


  “The lord of these people.”


  Kuooooooooh!


  Grid triggered Blackening. Belial was disgusted when she saw his change.


  “The man without a soul? H-How are you here?”


  “...?”


  Saying he didn’t have a soul the first time they met?


  "I’ve heard many harsh words in my life, but this is a different type of attack.”


  Grid handed Piaro and Jude to Saintess Ruby. He descended to the ground with a sword dance.




  Chapter 576


  『 Kraugel, Damian, and Overgeared... The strongest raid party, which might never happen again, is facing its biggest challenge. 』 


  『 I can’t see anymore hope. The opponent was too strong. It’s time to get our minds together. 』


  The Great Demon Belial raid was a failure. There was no one who could stop her. In the future, Belial would go crazy and the continent would be filled with fear and confusion.


  『 After the Overgeared Guild is defeated, Belial will be based in the Eternal Kingdom and it will gradually turn into a hell. 』


  The players were destined to engage in fierce fighting with the creatures raised by Belial. The difficulty of the game would rise exponentially. Everyone was feeling regret over the failure of Overgeared’s raid.


  Supak!


  A blue-white light broke the darkness of hell. The remnants of sunlight poured into the cracks to reveal the black and red 32nd Hell. One man showed up. The person who descended from light, it was the advent of Grid. He appeared with his sister Ruby and used Summon Knights to save Piaro and Jude from the crisis. He descended to the ground with a sword dance.


  『 G-Grid! 』


  『 Ahh! Just before the Overgeared Guild collapsed, a true hero finally appeared! 』


  『 He appears with dramatic timing as usual! It’s amazing! 』


  『 It’s almost deliberate. 』


  『 Purposely sacrificing his colleagues to make a nice appearance... Haha, isn’t that too big of an assumption? 』


  -Kuk, it is God Grid.


  -He’s so cool when he uses Blackening.


  -Doesn’t the decadent feeling fit well with Grid?


  -By the way, how long was he fighting the 100,000 troops in Bairan? He already recovered and came to support Reinhardt? Really great stamina.


  -He must have an item that allows him to recover quickly.


  -Overgeared ㅋㅋㅋ It’s truly Overgeared.


  -Grid is an overall overgeared person.


  The first legendary class. The holder of the most medals in the National Competition. The person with the shortest combat record. The leader of Overgeared.


  The appearance of Grid, who was comparable to the sky above the sky, stirred up the whole world. The viewers all over the world felt empathy for the Overgeared members in a crisis. Now they were jubilantly cheering. A great demon that was the enemy of all players! Many people prayed that Grid would defeat Belial and bring peace to the world.


  But was it that easy?


  『 Isn’t Grid lacking in ability compared to the more powerful Kraugel? 』


  『 Indeed... Even Kraugel’s attack that split apart the world couldn’t kill Belial. 』


  『 Now that all the Overgeared members are out of combat, I wonder if Grid will be able to defeat Belial by himself...? 』


  『 He appeared too late. It would’ve been nice if they fought together from the beginning... 』


  Were the viewers listening to the commentators of the broadcasting companies? As they denied their worries, Grid descended to the ground with terrifying momentum and showed the ultimate slashing attack. It was Pinnacle Kill. The combination of Failure and Grid’s Greatsword made with Item Combination struck Belial’s thick skin.


  Peeeeeong!


  “Kuock!”


  It sounded like bells rang throughout the 32nd Hell, followed by Belial’s groan. Belial stumbled and looked like she couldn’t believe it. The soulless person in front of her, why did he come at this time to disturb her? Belial’s confusion was revealed on the surface.


  Her 100% health gauge once again fell to 10%. The world was shocked.


  -????????????????????


  -Belial’s health...? How did she lose so much health with one blow?


  -Belial’s final evolution, doesn’t it have low defense and high attack?


  -No matter how low the defense, this is still a great demon;;; Losing 9/10 of her blood in one blow...


  -Originally, Grid’s attack power was at the level of a bug. Imagine if Grid had Kraugel’s splitting the sky skill ㅋㅋㅋ


  Grid’s status increased due to the misunderstanding. This wasn’t something that Grid intended.


  “You... Showing up so suddenly and then attacking! You’re still as shameless as ever! The great monarch of the 32nd Hell is talking. Listen to me!"


  Grid asked like he didn’t understand.


  “What is this nonsense? Who do you think I am?”


  “Nonsense? Stop talking nonsense!”


  Making fun of a ruler of hell? The Great Demon Belial wasn’t used to it. She was upset.


  "I will show you a bitter taste! Yes, good! Let’s see how you end up today!” 


  The soulless man suddenly appeared in hell and had an incredibly fast growth rate. He was so dangerous that he reminded her of the low-grade demonkin Iyarugt, who destroyed the ecosystem of hell in the past. Any great demons outside the 30th place were terrified, making it necessary to get rid of him.


  But the soulless man was the master of hit-and-run, so it wasn’t easy to catch him. Now there was an unexpected chance to hunt him.


  “Your demonic power is just half-pure, while mine is pure power! I am the queen of darkness! I will definitely imprint it on your empty heart!”


  Kurururung!


  Belial exploded her demonic power.  As the gravitational force spread around Grid and pulled him forward, a storm of dark lightning swallowed Grid.


  Kwajajajajak!


  There was a terrible sound, like meat and bones being crushed. The viewers and Overgeared members were terrified.


  “G-Grid!”


  “Grid!”


  Belial used new magic again? The moment that all the Overgeared members were surprised by the power of the great demon, Grid was swapping his items within the gravitational field.


  [Dark Bus’ Earrings have been released. Blackening if forcibly cancelled.]


  [Triple Layers has been released and the Holy Light Armor has been equipped.]


  Grid completely penetrated the structure of his items. Therefore, his speed at releasing items and wearing new items was really fast!


  [The effect of the Holy Light Armor has been activated, resisting the dark magic.]


  The Holy Light Armor had a low probability of completely resisting dark magic, making Grid safe.


  Kwarururung!


  Once the dark storm ended...


  [Player Kraugel has asked you to join the party. Would you like to accept?]


  [You have accepted. You have joined the Belial Raid party.]


  [You are in the field of party leader Kraugel]


  [Sword Saint’s Aura is perfectly applied. The damage done to enemies will increase by 30%. The damage of sword related skills will double.]


  “Phew.”


  A custom buff that existed just for Kraugel? Grid felt awe and delight while envying Kraugel’s abilities. Next.


  “Blacksmith's Rage. Linked Kill!”


  “What?”


  Puk!


  A huge greatsword appeared and dispersed the remnants of the dark storm.


  Puok!


  The second blow.


  Puuok!


  The third, fourth, and fifth blows. The final sixth attack didn’t hit because it was evaded by Belial, but she had already suffered terrible damage. A total of 22 million health was lost and the health gauge dropped to 9%. Grid’s Linked Kill was overwhelming compared to the Space Sword of the still low level Kraugel. But Grid wasn’t satisfied.


  'If I was Kraugel, the 6th attack would’ve hit.’


  It was likely that the sixth attack would even be a critical. Kraugel’s ability to grasp weaknesses was based on Super Sensitivity, and it was above the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch.


  ‘It’s time to obtain an item better than the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch.’


  Once again, he saw the gap between the purely power Sword Saint and Pagma’s Descendant, which ultimately depended on items. But Grid didn’t feel any sense of deprivation. His abilities weren’t too far away and he could make an army of ‘overgeared’ people. He was fully aware of his potential for development.


  “Armor with Rebecca’s blessing? How can a demonic person wear something like that?”


  It was confusing when thinking about the soulless man. Belial started to focus on the battle.


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeok!


  A storm of flames! Dark magic attacks weren’t effective, so Belial fired all types of fire spells. The magical bombardment poured from every direction and struck Grid.


  [You have suffered 3,800 damage.]


  [You have suffered 4,190 damage.]


  [You have suffered 6,930 damage.]


  [You have suffered 12,083 damage.]


  ‘How rotten.’ 


  It was difficult to cope with the different types of magic rushing at once. It wasn’t at a fatal level due to the God Hands. Belial headed towards Grid, who was enduring the pain. Grid was wounded, so she wanted to catch him and kill him. This was a mistake. Grid smiled grimly as he faced Belial.


  "Do you know what your weakness is?”


  “...?”


  “You are weak.”


  He realized it in the process of observing Belial through the TV. Belial was a few levels below Hell Gao. What if Hell Gao didn’t have his body destroyed by Muller? Unlike Belial, Hell Gao showed strength in close combat and magic. In the first place, Hell Gao was the master of hellfire and used hellfire directly to attack. Belial had a weaker firepower.


  "There’s no problem if I directly hit you!”


  Grid was confident. If he had been part of the Belial raid from the beginning, they could’ve succeeded in raiding Belial fairly quickly!


  Chwaruruk!


  Grid smiled with satisfaction as a silver thread caught Belial’s body.


  “Can you Become the King of the Dead?”


  Tak.


  Tak tak tak!


  Grid shouted with a red face and the Overgeared Skeletons responded. One of them wore Arube’s Ring and wrapped the silver thread around Belial’s body. The level 1 skeletons grabbed a great demon’s ankle!


  "Iyarugt.”


  Kuooooh!


  Belial was temporarily restrained. An old man holding a red sword appeared.


  “I-Iyarugt?”


  The one who the 13th monarch, Zepar, avoided...


  “Sublime Sword.”


  Thousands of bloody thorns grew from Belial’s thick skin. She was frightened and reflexively took a defensive posture. At this time, a cute cat with small horns and wings appeared in front of her eyes. Noe.


  ‘M-Memphis?’


  An endangered species and the best demonic beast of hell, a memphis! The soulless man obtained the best demonic beast that only the rulers above the 20th rank could tame?


  "W-Who are you?"


  Above Belial’s head.


  Peeeeeong!


  There was a blue flash from the sky. It was Saintess Ruby’s Sacrifice, which could revive someone in exchange for consuming her health and mana. The dead were revived while evil was destroyed.


  “K...Kuaaaack!" 


  Belial experienced the same pain as the Demon Slayer’s attacks. The bigger problem caused her to feel fear.


  ‘My soul..! My soul is burning!’


  It was possible for great demons to reincarnate for eternity. Their bodies might be destroyed, but their souls could start a new life. This was Yatan’s blessing. A great demon’s power was absolute. At this moment, her soul was being threatened. An incredible strength! It was the first time Belial felt fear!


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Grid took advantage of this golden opportunity. Grid completed Linked Kill Wave. After using Linked Kill Wave, Grid tried to link it with the movements of Pinnacle and Kill, only for a notification window to rise up.


  [The effect of the title ‘Watched by the Gods’ has been activated.]


  [Rebecca, the goddess of light who you did a favor for in the past, has given you a blessing.]


  ‘Man who doesn’t know how to give up, condemn the great demon who is threatening the world.’


  [A powerful force has united Linked Kill Wave and Pinnacle.]


  [The new fusion skill Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle has been learnt!]


  [The reward is too large! There is opposition from the other gods! The title of Watched by the Gods is permanently sealed!]


  Puk!


  Puuok!


  Failure + Grid’s Greatsword stabbed Belial’s body in a row. This was the essence of Linked Kill.


  Kwarururung!


  Then a wave surged around the greatsword, rising up Belial’s body. 


  Kurururung!


  The ascended wave fell and slashed Belial’s body due to Pinnacle.


  [Critical!]


  [The hidden passive ‘God's Command’ has reset the cooldown of Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle. If reused within three seconds, no resources will be consumed.]


  [Critical!]


  [The power of the 32nd Great Demon Belial has sharply fallen!]




  Chapter 577


  Reinhardt Palace’s garden.


  There was a black sphere present. It was an ominous sphere that emitted demonic energy.  Looking at it gave the illusion that the body and soul was being sucked in. The identity of this ominous sphere? It was the 32nd Hell that Belial summoned. From the outside, it looked like it could only fit three people. However, there was another universe contained in it.


  "Hrmm..."


  Hao searched outside the sphere for Belial’s weakness, only to suddenly turn his eyes towards the inner palace.


  ‘Could it be related to the summoner?


  King Aslan sacrificed 9,999 virgins to summon a great demon. If he met the king, he might be able to get a glimpse of the great demon’s weakness.


  ‘Hurry.’


  It had been four hours since Kraugel entered the 32nd Hell. Hao was on edge because he hadn’t done anything to help so far. He hastened his pace as he thought about helping Kraugel with the great demon. At that moment.


  Jjejeok!


  Jjejejejeok!


  Cracks appeared in the black sphere.


  Kurururung!


  There was an explosion from within the black sphere. Followed by...


  Jjeejeeeong!


  The black sphere shattered.


  “It can’t be...!”


  The sky above the sky. He had succeeded in the great demon raid! Hao’s heart beat faster as he was filled with joy.


  Pak!


  Pa pa pa pa pat!


  Hundreds of people started to pour out of the shattered sphere. Sword Saint Kraugel and the Overgeared members. All of them were seriously injured and bloody.


  “Kraugel!”


  Hao was startled. Kraugel was severely injured. He looked like he did after fighting Grid in the National Competition. It was too different from the look of a winner.


  “Are you okay?”


  Hao was in a hurry. He ran to Kraugel and gave him various potions, only to suddenly get goosebumps. Hao moved his gaze away from Kraugel and witnessed it. The collapsed remnants of the 32nd Hell. The giant demon was kneeling down in pain while Grid looked down at her.


  Hao doubted his eyes. He got chills at the sight of Grid looking down at the absolute monarch of hell.


  ‘That’s Grid...’


  Hao thought. What if he had known Grid first instead of Kraugel?


  ‘I would’ve admired him.’


  Of course, Kraugel was the best for the present Hao.


  ***


  [Watched by the Gods]


  The Red Phoenix Bow you produced is outstanding enough to be compared to the battle gear of the god realm.


  The gods see you as a legend who will go beyond history and eventually become a myth.


  This was the description of the title ‘Watched by the Gods’ that Grid obtained in exchange for the Red Phoenix Bow.  No special features were mentioned. Grid was naturally very disappointed. He was the first player to produce a myth rated item, but what was this title? The gods were just watching him?


  Grid was taken aback and thought it was absurd. The Satisfy team didn’t consider the possibility of a player making a myth rated item and made a bad title. But at this moment, Grid realized how great it was to have the attention of the gods.


  [The new fusion skill Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle has been learned!]


  [Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle]


  Four types of sword techniques are connected.


  1,500% of your attack power will be dealt to the target due to Linked Kill.


  If the target is hit at least four times, the damage of Linked Kill will increased by 200% and Wave will be summoned.  


  Wave will affect any enemy within a range of 5 meters. It will deal 500% of your attack power and all targets hit will have all speeds decreased by 30%. In addition, there will be definite damage from the Pinnacle that follows. 


  Pinnacle ignores 80% of the target’s defense and deals 1,800% of your attack power as physical damage.


  * This skill doesn’t share a cooldown with Link, Kill, Wave, and Pinnacle.


  Skill Mana Consumption: Half of the maximum mana.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 3 hours.


  “...!”


  The new ultimate technique! The power of Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle, born because of Goddess Rebecca, was above and beyond the power of Linked Kill Wave. It required four combos for the full effect to be activated, but Linked Kill would be useless if the enemy could avoid it that many times.


  ‘Get it right!’


  Grid trusted his control. He was proud of his growth after fighting countless strong people.


  Puk.


  Puuok!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  [Critical!]


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been activated, adding 30% critical damage!]


  [The weak spot has been attacked! Further damage will be dealt!!]


  [You have dealt 25,008,519 damage to the target.]


  [The hidden passive ‘God's Command’ has reset the cooldown of Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.]


  [Critical!]


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been...]


  [The weakness has been...]


  [You have dealt  2,691,399 damage to the target.]


  “K...Kieeeeeek!” 


  He was affected by Sword Saint Aura which doubled the power of his sword skills. Now he used Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle. It transcended the power of two consecutive Linked Kills. Belial couldn’t help screaming despite Grid’s attack power being reduced because of Belial’s high level. It was as painful as Piaro’s Fated to Perish.


  Grid confirmed that Belial’s health gauge had fallen below 4% and was excited.


  ‘This is a scam!’


  Belial had a high defense and level, so Grid’s attack power wasn’t applied properly. Nevertheless, he inflicted more than 25 million damage. The Sword Saint Aura was great, but at this level, he could easily kill the drake that he encountered in the National Competition.


  Grid was trembling with joy when Belial wildly struck at him. This was a great demon’s tenacity. It was a situation where her soul was burning. She was furious as she stood on the threshold of true death. She was determined to kill all the enemies in front of her, even if she had to die.


  “Damn human!”


  Kurururung!


  Belial’s hand stretched out towards Grid. The flames rotated like a drill. It seemed sharp enough to penetrate a dragon’s heart and contained a powerful explosive force.


  ‘Fast and dirty...!’


  Belial’s physical abilities overwhelmed even Piaro. Her technique was lacking, but her speed was formidable. It wasn’t a level that Grid could keep up with. Even the God Hands couldn’t keep up with this speed. It was the moment when Grid faced Belial’s attack and his life was threatened.


  “Nayooong!”


  Noe, who had been acting passively after being summoned, swung his claws at Belial. For thousands of years, a memphis had been a pet of the great demons. The desire to obey the great demons that was imprinted in Noe’s genes was very strong, but Noe overcame his instincts. He wanted to protect Grid who had been together with him from the moment of his birth!


  Puok!


  “...!”


  Noe passed by the God Hands and moved in front of Grid with his acceleration ability. Belial’s magic pierced him.


  “This memphis...!”


  What was this? Belial was confused as she faced Noe’s X-shaped eyes and red tongue sticking out. She was outraged at missing the golden opportunity to kill Grid. In fact, the great demon’s distorted face was enough to put fear into the viewers.


  But the world wasn’t panicked at the sight of Belial. In the first place, it was natural to sacrifice pets if necessary. The scary thing was Grid’s expression.


  -That person...?


  Grid’s eyes were wild with rage and his killing intent reminded viewers of his past.


  The Cruel Butcher.


  Psychopath.


  Crazy, etc.


  There was a madness in Grid that the general public couldn’t bear.


  “XXXX my cute Noe...!”


  Originally, Grid often sacrificed his pets. Pets were like players and resurrected no matter how many times they were killed. However, it was something that should be done with Randy and Noe’s agreement. He didn’t want his precious pets to be killed by the enemy when he didn’t plan it.


  “I will kill you!”


  Kwajak!


  Kwajajajak!


  The combination of Failure + Grid’s Greatsword, which had less than 20 seconds left, stretched out towards Belial. The God Hands holding Mjolnir also responded to Grid and aimed at Belial. However, it wasn’t easy to hit Belial. It was impossible to pierce through Belial’s defense of several layers of fire shields and demonic energy.


  The great demon was greatly weakened from the destruction of the 32nd Hell. Still, there was an overwhelming level difference and she gradually gained the edge on Grid.


  “Human! This is the difference between us! Legend? It’s ridiculous! No matter how hard a human tries, you can’t escape your natural limits!”


  Kwarururung!


  Belial stomped on the ground and flames rose and struck Grid.


  “Kuk...!”


  Grid tried to defend from the unexpected magic that rose from the ground but it was already too late. The flames hit Grid’s face.


  Kwa kwang!


  “Cough!”


  “G-Grid!”


  “Youngwoo-ssi!”


  Yura and Jishuka turned white. It was because Grid’s health gauge sharply decreased from this one blow. He would fall into the immortal state if he allowed one or two more blows.


  “This is the end!”


  Belial used this momentum to aim at Grid. However, she couldn’t reach Grid.


  Chaaeng!


  It was because Iyarugt’s sword blocked Belial’s way.


  "How long will you ignore me?”


  Belial scoffed at Iyarugt.


  "Your current strength is so low that you’re a bug who doesn’t interest me.”


  Belial had shrunk back when Iyarugt first appeared, but the current Iyarugt was greatly weakened. There was no reason to be afraid of him.


  “This guy!”


  This great demon would’ve never dared ignore him in the old days! Iyarugt attacked Belial. He used all his stamina and strength. But it was useless.


  Jjejeong!


  Belial easily blew away Iyarugt and aimed at Grid.


  “Die!”


  Belial yelled with an evil smile. She laughed as she saw the flames heading towards Grid’s chest.


  "Behind you.”


  At the same time.


  “Fated to Perish.”


  Puuuok!


  The hand plow fell from the sky and struck Belial’s head. It was Piaro’s resurgence. After the 32nd Hell was destroyed, Ruby and Damian were able to take mana potions and concentrated their heals on Piaro.


  “Kuock!”


  Belial received a strong shock from the hand plow and shifted her gaze. Her blurred vision saw the massive mortar falling from the sky. It was a disaster that even a great demon couldn’t avert.


  Kuwaaaaaaaang!


  [The raid of the 32nd Great Demon Belial has succeeded!]


  [The soul of the 32nd Great Demon Belial has been destroyed and won’t be able to reincarnate!]


  [The position of 32nd monarch has temporarily become vacant.]


  [All players who participated in the Belial raid will receive the title ‘Savior of the World.’]


  [All players who participated in the Belial raid will receive different compensation based on their performance!]


  [Piaro has obtained the raid’s 1st prize.]


  [Yura has obtained the raid’s 2nd prize.]


  [Kraugel has obtained the raid’s 3rd prize.]


  [Ibellin has obtained the raid’s 4th prize.]


  [Grid has obtained the raid’s 5th prize.]


  [Isabel has obtained the raid’s 6th prize.]


  [Damian has obtained the raid’s 7th prize.]


  [Jishuka has obtained the raid’s 8th prize.]


  [★ Saintess Ruby has obtained extraordinary rewards in exchange for annihilating the soul of the great demon!★]


  [Other personnel will be given equal compensation.]


  “Wow, amazing.”


  The Grid siblings participated in the raid at the end and still took the 5th prize and a special prize? The Overgeared members were astonished. They once again realized how great Grid was. But Grid wasn’t satisfied.


  '5th place... Well, it isn’t bad.’


  The compensation he didn’t receive was in the hands of his colleagues. There was no reason to be sorry. Piaro approached as Grid was thinking. He held Belial’s staff, horns, bones, and mysterious jewels in his arms as he bowed to Grid.


  "I will give the loot I got from exterminating the great demon to my lord.”


  A well-trained NPC worthy of envy! He smiled at Grid and Piaro’s appearance on that day changed the world’s perception of NPCs.




  Chapter 578


  (Breaking News) Great Demon Belial has been destroyed!


  (Breaking News) The Overgeared Guild has succeeded in the great demon raid! Their power will shoot up!


  (Breaking News) Kraugel’s hidden class has been identified. It’s the Sword Saint!


  (Column) In the future, the composition of forces should be centered around Overgeared.


  (Column) Is the Rebecca Church a complete ally of Overgeared? What’s the position of the Saharan Empire?


  (Column) Let’s analyze the potential of Kraugel based on the previous Sword Saint.


  (Column) The 32nd Great Demon Belial.


  (Column) Look at Piaro and Isabel. We need to invest more interest in NPCs.


  “The top rankers are different from us.”


  "I agree. Who would’ve guessed that they would’ve succeeded in a great demon raid?”


  “It’s thanks to the great actions of the NPCs called Piaro and Isabel.”


  "That's right. It’s a rare that they succeeded, because they had the agility to match Belial and enough tanking ability.”


  "In particular, Piaro...”


  “What about Kraugel’s godly control?”


  “Kraugel is truly worthy of his fame. Every time Piaro and Iaabel were in a crisis, he pulled back Belial’s aggro.” 


  “Kraugel’s movements were amazing. There’s no doubt that he’s a Sword Saint.”


  "That's right. He really is appropriate to be called the best. I wouldn’t have been convinced if any other ranker had become a Sword Saint, but it’s appropriate for Kraugel.”


  "But didn’t Lim Cheolho directly state that a Sword Saint is the strongest combat legendary class? Grid looks much stronger than him.”


  "Grid is a scam in all aspects. The potential of Pagma’s Descendant as a legendary item maker seems to be the best.”


  "There’s a rumor that your level is reset when you become a legend... Perhaps Kraugel’s level is still low?”


  "A level reset is absurd bullshit. Think about it. It might be a legendary class, but who would play the game if their level is reset?”


  "Indeed, it would be a ridiculous penalty for top rankers.”


  "By the way, how did Grid acquire the strongest farmer?”


  "That loyalty is amazing. Didn’t he give all the raid rewards to Grid?”


  "It’s the first time I’ve seen a NPC hand over an item to a player without it being a quest reward.”


  “Kuk... I’m envious of Grid. What must he feel when he sees the strongest NPC being loyal to him?”


  "Starting today, I’m going to be friendly to NPCs. Who knows? Perhaps one of them will be my Piaro.”


  "I’m more curious about something else. What is the reward for those who succeeded in the raid? A great demon must drop great titles and items.”


  The world was shaking. The influence of the great demon raid was beyond the National Competition. How much stronger would Overgeared, Kraugel, and Damian become after killing Belial and acquiring the loot? How would hell react to the destruction of a great demon? What should they do to get NPCs like Piaro and Isabel?


  As people all over the world were full of questions, the location of the Belial raid had a festive atmosphere.


  ***


  [Savior of the World]


  A hero who saved humanity from Great Demon Belial.


  The continent’s minstrels will sing your saga.


  * All stats +200.


  * If you listen to your epic song sung by a minstrel, you will receive a buff that lasts for three hours.


  "Hyah!”


  "Kya! She’s dead!”


  10 stat points were given for every level. It meant that a player with 10 types of stats would have to gain 200 levels in order to raise all 10 stats by 200 points. The value of the Savior of the World title was truly astronomical. The Overgeared members who participated in the Belial raid had an average of eight stats. They all achieved exponential growth.


  ‘The rise of Overgeared is beyond imagination.’


  There was a smile on Kraugel’s face as he looked at the jubilant Overgeared members. Kraugel recognized the Overgeared members as his peers. The Overgeared members were Grid’s colleagues. Kraugel was pleased that they became stronger. Grid laughed as he saw the smile on Kraugel’s face. Grid was pleased because Kraugel was pleased. He wanted to congratulate Kraugel on his growth.


  “Congratulations Kraugel. You’ll become stronger in the future.”


  "I also congratulate you. Maybe the biggest beneficiaries are both of us.”


  Currently, Kraugel had 15 types of stats. It was a tie with the number of stats that Grid possessed. The increase in battle potential of the two men wasn’t comparable with the others, since 15 stats gained 200 points at once. Grid was satisfied.


  "Do you know? In fact, I also have the title of Kingdom's Hero. It’s a title that increases all my stats by 120. I get 320 points to all my stats thanks to my titles.”


  Kraugel snorted.


  “I also have a lot of titles that raise all my stats. It’s a state where all my stats are increased by 350 just from my titles. Thus, I won.”


  "I-I have more titles that raise my strength or intelligence separately, so I think it’s similar.”


  "I also have a lot like that.”


  “What...?”


  Grid felt a sense of defeat. He had been proceeding with quests and raids, but still fell behind with titles?


  Kraugel shrugged at the frustrated Grid. "I know you’re frustrated but... It’s honestly unexpected that there isn’t a big difference between us, since I have been dominating the content since Satisfy opened.”


  "...Don’t bother comforting me.”


  Grid grumbled, but he inwardly thought different. His heart was warm. In retrospect, he wasn’t a match for Kraugel until after he became Pagma’s Descendant. Before he knew it, he was standing shoulder to shoulder with Kraugel.


  'The presence in the sky that I couldn’t see is now my friend...’


  People had a natural destiny, and the past Grid didn’t doubt this. An earthworm on the ground could never fly. But what was the reality? Destiny could be pioneered. Grid worked hard and overcame the natural limitations of an earthworm. He wanted to say this to everyone.


  ‘Try it.’


  Light could be won with effort. A person currently unhappy might be smiling in the future.


  ***


  [Belial’s Black Jewel (C)]


  A beautiful jewel that can be processed into a material for accessories. Noblemen will buy this giant great demon gem at a very high price.


  When making accessories, there is a low of chance of acquiring an option that increases intelligence or shadow resistance.


  Weight: 2 


  [Belial’s Red Jewel (C)]


  ...


  ...


  When making accessories, there is a low of chance of acquiring an option that increases intelligence or increased flame resistance. 


  Weight: 2


  [Belial’s Hard Skin]


  It can be used to make weapons or armor.


  When making weapons, there is a medium chance of acquiring an option that increases intelligence, damage, or attack speed. 


  When making armor, there is a medium chance of acquiring an option that increases magic resistance or movement speed. 


  These were the rewards obtained by everyone who participated in the Belial raid. There were five C-grade jewels and ten hard skins. Would these ten skins alone be enough to make an item? Grid answered the questions of the Overgeared members.


  "I can produce one armor or one weapon. Look at the equipment you’re lacking and give me a production request.”


  “Ohhh!”


  "Thank you Grid!”


  The faces of the Overgeared members shone brightly. They were glad that the legendary blacksmith was their master. They immediately asked Grid.


  "What rewards did you get?”


  “I’m also curious about the 1st prize that Piaro handed to you.”


  “I...”


  Grid confirmed the loot. The 5th rank rewards weren’t much different from the compensation received by other Overgeared members. There were five Belial B-grade black and red gems, and ten more scales.


  ‘A B-grade jewel seems enormous.’


  However, it was small in front of the first rank prize. Grid’s chest jumped as he confirmed the loot given to him by Piaro.


  [Belial’s Black Jewel (S)]


  A beautiful jewel that can be processed into a material for accessories. The value of this gem that can never be obtained is at the level of buying a city.


  When making accessories, you can acquire options that increases intelligence or shadow resistance. In addition, there is a possibility that a passive skill will be attached depending on the skills of the accessory maker.


  However, it will be difficult to find someone who can handle this jewel, like picking a star from the sky.


  [Belial’s Red Jewel (S)]


  ...


  ...


  When making accessories, there is a chance of acquiring items that increases intelligence or increased flame resistance. In addition, there is a possibility that a passive skill will be attached depending on the skills of the accessory maker.


  However, it will be difficult to find someone who can handle this jewel, like picking a star from the sky.


  [Belial’s Horn]


  A weapon material that contains Belial’s magic power.


  Various options are added when making weapons. 


  However, finding a blacksmith who can handle this horn is as difficult as picking a star from the sky.


  [Belial’s Staff]


  Rating: Myth


  Durability: 509/703    Magic Attack Power: 2,640


  * Intelligence will rise by 30%.


  * Magic casting speed will increase by 30%.


  * You can cast three types of magic at the same time. However, proficiency is required.


  * When fire magic and dark magic are cast simultaneously, both spells will have their power increased by 200%.


  * Every time a spell is cast, a shield that absorbs 5,000 damage is automatically created. Targets that strike the shield are subjected to fear and slowed stats.


  * Magic critical chance is increased by 20%. 


  * Magic critical damage is increased by 150%.


  * The passive skill ‘Belial’s Power’ is generated.


  A staff used by the 32nd Great Demon Belial.


  A staff that contains the blessing of God Yatan, it’s difficult for ordinary humans to bear its power.


  Conditions of Use: First ranked black magician. Or a great magician.


  Weight: 530


  [Belial’s Power]


  Type: Passive


  200% increase in mana regeneration.


  In hell, all magic cooldown times are reduced by 30%.


  “...”


  Grid was at a loss for words. He never imagined that a myth rated weapon would drop. Braham whispered to the thrilled Grid.


  ‘This is mine.’


  It was a voice that contained the intention to not let anyone else have the staff, unlike the Red Phoenix Bow. Grid understood it.


  “Hrmm... Yes.”


  This wasn’t something that should be transferred to someone else. This was different from the Red Phoenix Bow. Grid was able to acquire new legendary spells every time his intelligence increased.


  ‘A 30% increase in intelligence... Okay, I will become a legendary magician.’


  The legendary blacksmith renewed his commitment to be a legendary magician... 


  Anyone else would think it was absurd, but Grid had Braham’s soul. It was feasible. Grid clenched his fists when he suddenly discovered Piaro’s broken farming equipment.


  ‘I think it’s a good idea to use Belials’ Horn for Piaro.’


  The best farming equipment for the strongest human... It’s natural to make a weapon for him. It would be worth it. Piaro’s strength would benefit Overgeared. This was proven in the Belial raid.


  “The most urgent thing is to recruit an accessory maker.”


  He needed a skilled artisan to work with Belial’s jewels. Grid shook his head as Jishuka examined the B-grade jewels.


  “No, there’s something more urgent right now.”


  The reason.


  "To build a country."


  Talents would naturally assemble together. Grid’s eyes turned towards the palace’s entrance. King Aslan appeared.




  Chapter 579


   “...!”


  King Aslan doubted his eyes as he ran out of the palace. Great Demon Belial was really destroyed. The strongest monarch of hell, who had the power to destroy humanity, was beaten by a few hundred humans? King Aslan made an incredulous expression and soon found Grid. His eyes were filled with anger, resentment, and madness.


  “The power of a legend that can even destroy great demons...! Why you? Why did you use this power as a tool of rebellion?”


  King Aslan wanted to make his kingdom stronger. He didn’t know why he had to be disturbed by this pure and upright cause.


  “You don’t know! I always wanted a friendship with you! I really did my best to treat you well! Then why? Why did you ignore me to the end!”


  He was serious. King Aslan needed Grid’s power and did his best to make peace with Grid. But in the end, he was ignored.


  "Why weren’t you loyal to your kingdom!?”


  Aslan complained to Grid.


  Grid gazed at him silently before slowly opening his mouth. “You... How was that the case?”


  “...!”


  "No, did you think it would be fine by using me to cover up the fact that you killed Prince Ren? Think about it from my perspective. How ridiculous is it? I received all the gifts you gave me, but I never felt grateful.”


  “That... It couldn’t be helped from my position.”


  “Right. You’re a dog who killed your older brother because you wanted to be king, and then framed me for it. You’re just trash. Now you’re acting as the ultimate victim.”


  “You!”


  It was true to a certain degree. The king of a nation who was no better than a dog was just rubbish. Grid’s words were too much. King Aslan couldn’t bear it any longer. His lingering grudges towards Grid disappeared. Grid had nailed a wedge into the feelings already inside him.


  "Everything is gone. You and I weren’t destined to get on the same boat in the first place.”


  The reason Grid made Overgeared? There was only one reason. It was to build up enormous resources. His infinite greed couldn’t bear the small kingdom of Eternal.


  “If there wasn’t the incident with you and Prince Ren, you would’ve been kneeling before me already.”


  It had been decided from the beginning that he would swallow up Eternal. It was right after the Reinhardt golem invasion, where he refused to pledge allegiance to the royal family.


  Suuk.


  Grid’s sword pointed at Aslan. There was no hesitation in his action.


  “Let’s finish this now.”


  The moment that Grid finished speaking.


  Chaeng!


  Chaeeeeeng!


  All members of Overgeared simultaneously pointed their weapon. They were movements without any error. All of them were aiming for King Aslan and there was silence for a moment. Sounds were heard from beyond the palace walls.  It was the wails of the people.


  “Revive my daughter!”


  “Revive my sister!”


  “Kill the king!”


  “Aslan isn’t king!”


  The family and friends of the virgins sacrificed for the summoning of the great demon. The people of Reinhardt had been condemning and cursing Aslan for half a day. Their sorrow and anger couldn’t be reduced. Their innocent women were burned to death. They became the victim of a sin that couldn’t be understood.


  Reinhardt’s people were convinced. Aslan wasn’t qualified to be king. They cried out in order for the world to know the truth.


  "Kill the king of Eternal!”


  The people had turned away from Aslan. Grid carried out their will.


  “Aslan, I am not like you.”


  If his greed was first, his kindness towards the weak was second.


  Step.


  Grid took one step closer to Aslan. Chucksley blocked his way. The sword of Eternal. Grid smiled bitterly at him, who defended Aslan without hesitation. 


  "Aslan is the criminal who killed the legitimate successor to the throne, Prince Ren. He also sacrificed thousands of innocent people to summon a great demon. Is there a reason to protect him?”


  “There’s no reason. This is my destiny.”


  From the moment of his birth until now. Chucksley only lived for protecting Eternal’s royal family. He was raised this way. He couldn’t think of any other way.


  'Even if it’s the wrong king...’ 


  He couldn’t turn away.


  Kkuok.


  Chucksley’s expression was gripped his sword. But his eyes were sad. He blamed the fate that he couldn’t rebel against. Grid’s greed boiled as he looked at Chucksley.


  ‘I want him.’


  A named NPC who was absolutely loyal to his owner. Eternal’s first great swordsman. Grid recognized the value of Chucksley. Grid knew that Chucksley was someone he wanted, just like Piaro, Asmophel, Sticks, and Rabbit.


  Therefore.


  “I will deal with you myself. I’ll change your fate.”


  Chwarururuk!


  Rather than the Holy Light Armor, Grid’s body was covered with Triple Layers.


  Next.


  Teong!


  Grid ordered the Overgeared members to wait and shot forward. Chucksley shouted as he watched Grid, “This time will be different!”


  The growth rate of named NPCs was slightly above the growth rate of players. Chucksley was several times stronger than he was when Prince Ren invaded Eternal and he blocked Grid’s attack.


  Jjejejeok!


  He endured the overwhelming attack power of the +9 Failure without much difficulty. His sword cut down Grid’s chest.


  “Oppa!”


  Ruby was shocked when she saw Grid bleeding. She wanted to use Heal, but Piaro stopped her.


  "This is my lord’s battle.”


  In order to embrace the dragon, one had to be the sky.


  "Humans can’t help the sky. Just watch him.”


  “...?”


  Ruby couldn’t understand what Piaro meant. But Ruby was quick to notice. She controlled her heart as she watched Grid’s health quickly go down. Piaro watched her as if she was worthy.


  ***


  “Linked Kill Wave.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Thanks to Triple Layers, Grid considerably neutralized the attack power of Chucksley. He used the movement of his sword to get further away from Chucksley and unleashed a storm of swords.


  Chucksley responded.


  “Sword of Incision!”


  Chuckely’s origin was as a knight. The characteristic of his swordsmanship was excellent defense.


  Paaaat!


  Chucksley moved his sword around him, creating several layers of aura that defended against the bombardment.


  “Hoh.”


  Grid didn’t panic, despite his attack being neutralized. Rather, he enjoyed it.


  'I desire him even more!’


  Chwaruruk!


  As Chucksley defended against Linked Kill Wave, silver threads flew from Grid’s fingertips as he started a new sword dance. Dozens of strands of silver thread stretched out. Like the Milky Way pouring from the night sky, the beautiful silver thread wrapped around Chucksley’s body. No, they tried to wrap around him.


  ‘Gone?’


  It happened before the silver thread reached Chucksley.


  Pahat!


  Chucksley moved and appeared behind Grid. He moved as swiftly as an assassin despite being a swordsman in heavy armor. Piaro admired it.


  'A moving mountain.’


  A true rare breed. Unlike others, Chucksley was fast and hard. It was because he trained to run to the king’s side at any time.


  Jeeeong!


  “Kuk...!”


  Grid was struck from behind by Chucksley’s shield and his sword dance was cancelled. This was the limitation of his sword dances. The advantage was that the footwork required could be used to avoid attacks. However, it was difficult to see the advantage in swordsmanship that required a certain amount of footwork.  If Grid could use swordsmanship without needing to take steps then he wouldn’t have revealed such a gap.


  Pagma’s Swordsmanship was a powerful skill, but it also showed the inherent limitations of a non-combat class. However, Grid had already overcome this limit.


  Chaaeng!


  Jjejeong! Jjejejeok!


  Grid used a series of quickly movements to move from side to side, avoiding Chucksley’s shield and giving him a chance to swap weapons. It was a staff instead of a sword. Belial’s Staff.


  “Magic Missile!”


  Peeeeeong!


  Magic Missile could be used once per second and penetrated Chucksley quicker than ever. The strength was superior to the past. Thanks to the title of Savior of the World, the 200 extra points in intelligence increased his magic power and Belial’s Staff also raised the power.


  “Cough!”


  Despite his chest being pierced, Chucksley raised his shield instead of collapsing.


  Peng!


  Pepepepeng!


  The Magic Missile bombardment continued. Earl Ashur’s eyes were wide as he watched.


  ‘I would believe he’s a magician instead of a blacksmith.’


  Magic Missile alone was enough to reverse the momentum.


  “Ugh...! King’s Shield!”


  The continuous magic damaged Chucksley, who quickly used a defense skill. Then the light of defense stopped Grid’s Magic Missile bombardment. Grid swapped from the staff to Sword Ghost.


  ‘Now!’


  A gap was revealed during the item swap. Chucksley quickly tried to strike during this time. But the counterattack didn’t succeed. Grid didn’t allow it.


  "Behind you.”


  Grid spoke a meaningful statement towards Chucksley.


  Pepepepeok!


  The white spheres behind Chucksley’s back were released, penetrated Chucksley’s body. It was Magic Missile that contained Alarm magic. Chucksley had no idea that Magic Missiles were waiting for him and couldn’t react.


  Swaeeeeek!


  Chucksley staggered to one side and Sword Ghost pursued him.


  "Huup!”


  Chucksley tried to defend with his shield. The movement was incomplete, putting great strain on his knees and waist. But wasn’t it better than allowing an attack? Chucksley focusing on blocking Grid’s strike.


  Supak!


  The Sword Ghost aiming at Chucksley split into two, making two orbits.


  Chaeng!


  One Sword Ghost moved along the original orbit and slammed against the shield.


  Seokeok!


  The other Sword Ghost hit Chucksley’s chest.


  “Keok!”


  The match was decided. Chucksley still had half his health left while Grid only had 1/3rd, but Chucksley could tell.


  ‘This is an opponent I can’t win against...’


  Grid wasn’t using the golden hands. He just overwhelmed Chucksley with pure skill. Chucksley couldn’t deny his complete defeat.


  ‘But.’ 


  He still had a commitment to protect King Aslan.  This was his absolute destiny. In an unsafe posture, Chucksley tried to use his ultimate technique. It was aiming at Grid. At that moment.


  Kurururung!


  The golden hands knocked down a wall around the palace. At this moment, Chucksley saw the crying people enter.


  Grid asserted. “The king is respected because he protects the people. Chucksley, why should you protect a king who doesn’t care about the people?” 


  “...!”


  His destiny was lost. Chucksley looked at the crying people and understood. What reason did he have to protect the king? The sword was heavy. He let go of the sword. Chucksley fell to his knees and bowed his head.


  Grid confirmed this and gave an order to the Overgeared members.


  “Capture Aslan. From this time on, I will occupy the throne of Eternal.”


  『 ...!!! 』


  A new hot topic not long after the Belial raid! The media companies around the world were busy. Grid’s attitude that blatantly aimed at the throne was breaking news. In this heated atmosphere, Grid declared.


  “I will build a new nation with my people as well as the wounded Reinhardt.”


  The first player to become a king! The hearts of the Overgeared members ran wild and the attention of the world concentrated on Grid. In the midst of this anticipation and anxiety, Grid spoke the name he had thought hard about.


  “The Overgeared Kingdom!” I am Overgeared’s king, Grid!”


  “...?”


  『 ... 』


  -Is this true?


  A new legend had begun.




  Chapter 580


  Overgeared.


  It was a combination of the English word ‘item’ and ‘system.’ (TL: In Korean) It was a slang term that appeared in the early 21st century in South Korea. It was a term used to express users who depended on the ability of the item, rather than their skills, and was generally used for mockery.


  But now? Being overgeared was also recognized as a skill. People’s perception of it changed in Satisfy as a result of Grid. Now there was no one who made fun of overgeared people.


  『 Overgeared Kingdom! It’s a very cool name! 』


  『 It’s especially good that the meaning is clear. It is good since it symbolizes Grid and the Overgeared members. 』


  『 The name gives off a robust feel. All the people and soldiers of Overgeared will be armed with great items. 』


  『 Huhu, a kingdom where all the people and soldiers are armed with great items... The strongest kingdom has appeared in Satisfy. 』


  『 The neighborhood kids play around by pretending to summon a red phoenix... 』


  『 ...I think I should move to the Overgeared Kingdom. 』


  These were the reactions of the foreign commentators. From their point of view, overgeared was a foreign word and didn’t look very strange to them. On the other hand, the Korean commentators and viewers were baffled.


  『 No, the name of the kingdom is Overgeared...? 』


  『 I can appreciate that it has a clear meaning, but I don’t like it that much. 』


  『 ... 』


  -What’s the Overgeared Kingdom? Is this real?


  -The name is delicious. I want to eat rice because of it.


  -Isn’t it fitting? I laughed when I first heard it. Now it isn’t so strange and rolls of my tongue.


  -Even overgeared king sounds cool ㅋㅋㅋㅋ


  -Right. ㅋㅋㅋ Overgeared King Grid really fits. ㅋㅋㅋ


  -The reactions of the international community are explosive. I think the name Overgeared Kingdom is very strong.


  -It’s strong because Grid comes to mind whenever I hear the name ‘overgeared.’


  -But why is Lauel acting like that?


  -The lord he serves has become king.


  -Kuk... Thrills of excitement. How wonderful.


  -A beautiful picture of a lord and a loyalist. It gives off the feeling of a historical drama.


  The Korean viewers talking about the name ‘Overgeared’ started to pay attention to Lauel.


  On the screen, Lauel was shedding tears. Was it tears of excitement as the viewers thought? That wasn’t the case.


  ***


  “Overgeared Kingdom? Did you say overgeared just now?”


  After hearing Grid’s declaration, Lauel received a great shock.


  Grid nodded at the doubting Lauel.


  "Yes, it’s a name I have painstakingly built. Isn’t it cool?”


  “...”


  Lauel had been anxious since Grid named the Overgeared Guild. He was worried that Grid would name the kingdom Overgeared when it was set up.  His worries became a reality.


  “How is it cool? No, Overgeared Kingdom! No way! It stinks!”


  Lauel raised his voice and Grid responded like he didn’t understand.


  "Why isn’t Overgeared cool?”


  Grid once had the worst life and could stand upright due to items. Thanks to items, he became stronger, built up his self-esteem, and strengthened his finances.


  “My life can be defined by being overgeared. We were able to meet because of items. Isn’t it wonderful? Overgeared Kingdom.”


  Suuk.


  Grid looked at the other members for their opinions. Then the Overgeared members started to agree one by one.


  "That's right. It’s true.”


  “Isn’t it natural for the kingdom that the Overgeared Guild established be called Overgeared?”


  “I can’t think of a name other than Overgeared.”


  “...”


  A feast of unexpected responses! Was this a dream or reality? Lauel was confused, but he quickly calmed down.


  ‘Overgeared... Well, it’s special.'


  Grid was right. For the Overgeared Guild, the meaning of overgeared was significant. Everyone trusted each other, cheered each other on, grew while being rivals, and now they had set up a kingdom. It began with items and ended with items.


  ‘Overgeared Guild, Overgeared Kingdom.’


  And then Overgeared Empire. Looking back, it wasn’t so bad. Overgeared Kingdom. It sounded okay. Lauel turned pale as he had this thought.


  ‘...Unbelievable. Is my naming sense starting to become like Grid’s?’


  The name ‘Darkness of Infinite Destiny Kingdom’ that he had been thinking about for a few months became the crude Overgeared Kingdom?


  ‘It’s the worst.’


  He was influenced by Grid’s naming sense while serving him. It felt like he lost his dignity as a human.


  “Ugh...!”


  Lauel was disappointed that he couldn’t deny the coolness of the Overgeared Kingdom. He knelt down and started shedding tears. He felt sad and ashamed. However, Grid misunderstood.


  ‘This guy... He’s so excited that he’s crying. Well, the joy he’s feeling right now will transcend my joy.'


  Lauel was the one who helped Grid set up this kingdom. Lauel did all this for Grid. If Grid hadn’t met Lauel, he would’ve never dreamt about building a kingdom. He would’ve just remained a strong user. Lauel was a special person to Grid.


  “This is our kingdom. Together, let’s lead it well forever.”


  “...!”


  Together, forever. Grid’s words awakened Lauel’s heart and soul. Lauel was reminded of his deep loyalty and got up. Then he swore emotionally.


  “My soul and heart will be yours until the day that this body is crushed. And it will be repeated in the next life and the one after that!”


  “Eh? U-Uh, yes.”


  Grid sometimes was at a loss when he talked to Lauel. He got goosebumps as Piaro approached.


  "I brought Aslan.”


  “Um.”


  Grid and Lauel’s eyes moved to one side in unison. King Aslan stared at Grid from where he was tied up. There was madness and resentment in his eyes.


  “You’re like a rabid dog.”


  A notification window popped up in front of Grid.


  [King Aslan has sacrificed innumerable people for his personal ambition.]


  [Aslan has been morally corrupted. He has committed a sin that is unforgivable. In addition, Aslan is hostile to you. You have succeeded in defeating Aslan. You have the right to punish Aslan.]


  [Aslan has lost the ‘Absolute Protection’ passive applied to NPC kings.]


  [Would you like to punish Aslan? Please be cautious. Aslan is king of the kingdom and a high punishment is likely to cause opposition.]


  [Please note! If you dethrone or execute Aslan, the Eternal Kingdom will disappear. The Eternal Kingdom will be disbanded and this will have a profound influence on the continent. You will have a destiny that might be hard to handle.]


  All types of warnings appeared in front of Grid. But Grid didn’t hesitate at all. He would punish and destroy Eternal. This had been determined from the moment he started the war. He couldn’t be afraid now that the storm was over. There was only one ending.


  “Hand Aslan over to the people.”


  The people experienced sorrow, anger, and despair due to Aslan. Grid meant to give Aslan to those who were still crying so they could kill Aslan. Aslan cried out.


  “You..! The Saharan Empire is behind me! You will never be safe if you hurt me!”


  “...!”


  The soldiers belonging to Overgeared flinched. They were frightened at the thought of being hostile to the Saharan Empire. However, the members of Overgeared, including Grid, didn’t raise a single eyebrow. Grid approached King Aslan and smiled.


  "I don’t know what you have noticed, but I will eventually swallow the Saharan Empire. It’s natural to be hostile to them.”


  “What?”


  Swallowing the strongest nation that dominated the continent? Some people would think it was absurd nonsense. But King Aslan couldn’t laugh. The madness in his eyes were erased for a moment.


  "...I should’ve been this dignified.”


  Aslan borrowed Saharan’s power, despite his desire to beat them, and even waved Saharan’s power at the last minute. He blamed his stupid self and closed his eyes with regret. He decided to humble accept it, even if his body was torn apart by the people and his soul fell to hell.


  ‘Father, Brother. I am sorry.’


  On this day, Aslan, the last king of Eternal died.


  [You have succeeded in occupying Reinhardt!]


  [356,931 people in Reinhardt have decided to serve you!]


  [Aslan has died!]


  [The Eternal Kingdom has lost its anchor and has scattered!]


  [The surviving nobles of the Eternal Kingdom hate you!]


  Grid’s name was clearly stamped on the continent’s history.


  ***


  “...My son-in-law was right.”


  Marquis Steim. Grid’s father-in-law and lord of the north, he watched the war between Overgeared and King Aslan from beginning to end. He planted eyes and ears on every battlefield and observed. It was in order to know the truth. Did King Aslan really kill Prince Ren?


  He wondered if his son-in-law had lied. He had a duty to confirm it as a loyal subject of Eternal and Irene’s father. Now he confirmed that his son-in-law was right. King Aslan really did kill Prince Ren. An unqualified person was on the throne.


  “...”


  Marquis Steim’s heart was complicated. He was glad that his son-in-law hadn’t lied, but he felt sad about the things uncovered. Well, this type of sentiment had no meaning at all. He only had to make a decision. The Eternal KIngdom was scattered.


  Should he help Grid who would be threatened from various places?


  He wasn’t anxious. His choice was obvious.


  "I will give the north to my son-in-law.” 


  He was protecting his son-in-law with the force that he and his ancestors had built up, then set up Grid as king. Marquis Steim summoned Knight Laden without hesitation in order to prepare his tribute.


  *** 


  “What? 60 million gold?”


  The minimum conditions for establishing a kingdom was to have three cities, 100,000 people, and 60 million gold. 60 million gold. It was a huge sum of money equivalent to 72 billion won. It was an amount that he couldn’t afford, even if Grid had started becoming one of the rich people of South Korea.


  “This is crazy... Isn’t this robbing me?”


  The damn S.A. Group! He was furious about the developers who didn’t care about economic principles and were forcing their users to spend gold.


  Toban spoke to the furious Grid. “It isn’t a burdensome amount. If the guild members combine their assets, then it’s easy to raise 60 million gold...”


  The top rankers of Satisfy were able to amass a huge amount of money, especially the Overgeared members who were in the top rankings. As Toban said, it was possible for them to provide enough money to fund the kingdom. But Lauel refused.


  "Grid, I recommended that you provide the funding alone.


  “...You want me to raise 60 million gold alone?”


  Grid was shocked by the unexpected words. Spending 72 billion won by himself? Grid didn’t have such a large sum of money, despite accumulating considerable assets through the National Competition, various broadcasts and advertisements.


  "Hey, where will I gain such a huge amount of money? I’m not asking you to provide all of it, but isn’t a little bit fine? Eh? Just give me a little bit. Then I will pay it back with interest every time I receive the taxes.


  "I am urging you to provide the funding alone, so that this situation doesn’t happen.”


  “...?”


  "You will have all shares of the kingdom alone.”


  This was for the sake of Grid’s interests. It was for the future of Overgeared.




  Chapter 581


  Gobble up all the stakes of a kingdom alone? Grid’s expression wasn’t very good.


  “What? Are you asking me to be a dictator? What right do I have when everyone has suffered so much?”


  Grid’s reaction made Lauel smile.


  “Dictator... It would be nice if you could become a dictator and rule the kingdom well. For example, the Saharan Empire. This is a different world from reality. Due to the nature of these times, there wouldn’t be opposition if you were a dictator.


  "...Unfortunately, I don’t think I can rule a country well.”


  Grid knew his abilities. He didn’t have any political power. He was convinced that the country would soon perish if he ruled it according to his rule. This meant his 72 billion won would disappear. It was horrible just imagining it.


  Lauel laughed at the frowning Grid. “I’m not urging you to be a dictator. You should give your subordinates the proper authority. But I want you to be the firm center that can’t be displaced.”


  If a large number of guild members shared the stakes in the kingdom, Grid’s influence would become smaller. Lauel wanted to prevent the worst from happening.


  “Isn’t there a saying in South Korea that too many cooks will spoil the broth?” I don’t want such a thing to happen.”


  "A large number of cooks will spoil the broth...”


  There was such a saying in his country? Grid admired the American Lauel and nodded. 


  “I see. I understand.”


  Yes, it really made sense. He was convinced that it would be ideal to provide the funding for the kingdom alone. But there was one problem.


  "How can I raise 60 million gold?”


  Grid’s current assets exceeded 20 billion won. It was a level that could provide for him for the rest of his life, but it was lacking compared to the 72 billion won he needed.  Lauel shrugged at the troubled Grid.


  “Think about it yourself. It isn’t that hard."


  Lauel highly valued Grid. He didn’t doubt that Grid was the most valuable person in the world. But Grid didn’t realize this himself. It was a hundred times better than those who didn’t fear the world, but it was questionable if Grid could express his big vessel.


  Lauel wanted Grid to value himself more. Grid looked at the silent Lauel and had a thought.


  "Should I get a sponsor?” What if he got a large investment from a real-world company active in Satisfy? "I can ask them for an investment in return for placing advertisement signs on every main street in the cities. How about it?”


  “Well... That’s the common way.”


  It wasn’t bad. It was clear that the world would be paying a lot of attention to the first country set up by a player. In particular, there were many players and a high floating population would occur. From the viewpoint of the companies, they wouldn’t lose money investing in the kingdom. But it wasn’t the answer that Lauel wanted.


  Grid saw Lauel’s bad expression and asked. “Is there a better way?”


  "Of course.”


  “What is it?” Lauel grinned at Grid’s confused expression. The wicked smile was similar to Grid’s. His resemblance to Grid kept increasing. “Labor.”


  “...?”


  "Do labor. Stay in the smithy and constantly make items. Then you will be able to raise funds much sooner than anticipated.”


  “...”


  “If you set the customer base as mainly the Overgeared members, you can make a big contribution to the power of your allies and increase your skill level and stats.”


  “...”


  No, dammit. He thought he finally overcame poverty and became rich. Now he had to do labor again? Grid’s expression distorted, but Lauel didn’t shrink back at all.


  "You shouldn’t lose your beginnings. Do labor.”


  “...”


  ***


  “Labor... I have to do labor...”


  He was on the verge of becoming a king, yet he had to do hard labor again? It was uncomfortable. Of course, Grid knew it. His root was a blacksmith. It was right to do the work of a blacksmith. But he couldn’t imagine how long he would have to work to earn at least 50 billion won.


  ‘It’s easy for Lauel to say.’


  It took Grid two years to build his current assets. He earned some money by selling items, but most of it was revenue from broadcasts. How many years would it take to earn 50 billion won from just making items?


  "Do you have a moment?”


  The bustling Reinhardt. As the Overgeared members and soldiers helped the people, a man came over to the frustrated Grid. Sword Saint Kraugel.


  Grid smiled when he saw Kraugel. "I’m sorry that I thanked you so late. You saved my colleagues... In particular, Piaro was in great danger. Thank you for helping with the raid.”


  Kraugel shook his head. "No, if I hadn’t come in the first place, then the Overgeared members could’ve retreated safely. They missed the opportunity to retreat while waiting for me and were in danger because of it. I’m the one who is sorry.”


  "...It’s unusual.”


  Kraugel was always the best. He was called the sky above the sky and was an absolute person revered around the world. But he wasn’t arrogant. He was always respectful to Grid.


  'Someday, I want to be like you.’


  Kraugel didn’t know Grid’s mind.


  He asked Grid. "I was convinced when I saw you use the same skill twice in a row against Belial. Did you gain God’s Command?”


  “...!”


  Grid was startled. In addition to domain and ruling power, it was classified as one of the three major offensive passives. Kraugel knew the existence of Grid’s skill beforehand?


  “How do you know about God’s Command?”


  "I have also progressed in the 7 malignant episodes. I have gained knowledge about the three offensive passives, the three defensive passives, and the corrupt passive.”


  "Eh? 7 malignant episodes? What is that?”


  “...”


  Kraugel’s eyes cramped. He was speechless for a moment before asking.


  "Don’t tell me you obtained God’s Command without going through the seven malignant episodes?”


  "So? What is the 7 malignant episodes?”


  “...”


  Kraugel thought it was absurd. Grid had obtained God's Command as a result of coincidences and unpredictable events overlapping.


  '...It’s said that a hero is created by the times, not by themselves.’


  It would be correct to say that this era chose Grid as a hero. This truly was his rival.


  Kraugel felt admiration and trepidation. He barely managed to control his expression as he briefly explained.


  “The 7 malignant episodes is an old story about seven wicked people chosen by the gods who became corrupted. As you progress through the episodes, you will gain clues about the strongest passive skills that those seven people possessed. I haven’t gotten the skill I was aiming for because it’s too tricky... I’m certain that Agnus and Ares have acquired the skill they desired by now.”


  “Agnus... Ares...”


  Grid’s eyes sharpened. He heard how great Agnus and Ares were every time someone spoke about them.


  "Everyone appreciates Agnus and Ares. Are they strong enough to make you conscious of them?”


  Kraugel was Grid’s only rival. Grid unconsciously thought this, so he couldn’t help having a strange rivalry with Agnus and Ares. Kraugel didn’t know his mind and nodded.


  "I think their potential won’t be suppressed by you. I would advise you not to associate with them if you have any choice.”


  “Why?”


  Was Kraugel worried Grid would be beaten by them? Kraugel explained to the frustrated Grid.


  "Agnus is completely warped. If he learns more about you, he’s likely to become highly obsessed with you.”


  Agnus was an unhappy person. Like Grid, he lived the worst life before encountering Satisfy. Grid overcame his adverse fate by pioneering a positive direction in life. On the other hand, Agnus was still obsessed with the past and exploited his power.


  "You can see him as an evil spirit. He will never understand you. He will thoroughly deny you, who walks a completely different path.”


  “...”


  "On the other hand, Ares is a person with no shadow. He is a sun like you are now. Due to this, he’s strong. He has drawn many strong people to his side. If you become hostile to him...”


  Kraugel was convinced that even the Overgeared Guild would find it difficult. But he didn’t speak these thoughts. He thought it would pierce Grid’s pride.


  “...Well, this is just my advice. The choice is yours.”


  He had wasted too much time. It was time to eat with his mother.


  Grid stopped Kruagel who was trying to leave. He stared at Kraugel with eyes as deep as a lake and asked.


  “I will ask bluntly. Are Agnus and Ares stronger than you?”


  “For now.”


  "This means that in the end, you will become the best again?”


  "...I will make that happen.”


  "Then I understand. Kraugel, I will only look at you. Agnus? Ares? Nonsense. I don’t care about them. So put aside your worries. If you have a hard time, then you can contact your older brother at any time.”


  “Older brother?”


  “Me.”


  “You’re crazy. I’m two years older than you.”


  Kraugel responded before leaving.


  Like the wind, Kraugel left without any fuss. Like the sea, Grid stayed in place.


  Both of them cheered each other on in their hearts. Later on, he would be the best.


  ***


  Jishuka, the impressive beauty with provocative eyes. She was convinced by Lauel’s plan to make Grid pay the 60 million gold alone.


  "It’s a good idea. There might be a seed of discord someday if you share the stakes with the guild members.


  The problem was that Grid didn’t have 60 million gold. However, this was easily solved by Jishuka.


  "Isn’t it sufficient if I pay 60 million gold for the Red Phoenix Bow? Right?”


  "Cough! Cough!” 


  Lauel hadn’t confirmed the details of the Red Phoenix Bow yet. What item would have its value set at 60 million gold?


  Jishuka laughed at the suffering Lauel.




  Chapter 582


  "No, what item is worth 60 million gold? Isn’t the pricing too high?”


  It was unrealistic that the Red Phoenix Bow would be worth 60 million gold, even if it was a first-rate legendary item. It was a matter of common sense. Think about it. A kingdom could be built with 60 million gold. The fact that an item was 60 million gold meant the value was equivalent to a country. Wasn’t this a huge exaggeration?


  ‘The items made by Grid are great, but it’s hard to compare them to the value of a country. They are more comparable to cities.’


  Yes, Lauel also praised Grid. He saw the value of Grid’s items and thought the best ones were equivalent to a city. It was believed that people who were covered with Grid’s items could display a value on a national level. However, Lauel couldn’t recognize that a single item as being worth a kingdom.


  "Jishuka, I know you want to pay more than necessary to help Grid, but...”


  Lauel had been away from Jishuka in the war. He couldn’t obtain all the information in real time and didn’t know the true details of the Red Phoenix Bow.


  "Don’t exaggerate, no matter how much you like Grid.”


  “See it for yourself.”


  Jishuka shared the information of the Red Phoenix Bow with Lauel, who never imagined that it would be a myth rated item. At the same time, Lauel closed his mouth.


  "...????"


  Lauel’s eyes started to roll around. He looked like an unnatural doll as he confirmed the information of the Red Phoenix Bow.


  “...Heok.”


  Lauel only had question marks and he suddenly took a breath. He lost his soul thanks to the unrealistic stats of the myth rated Red Phoenix Bow and Jishuka asked him.


  “How is it? Isn’t 60 million gold good?”


  “Huh? What?” Lauel regained his spirit. "If you buy such a monstrous item for only 60 million gold, you have no conscience!”


  It was a huge transformation. Jishuka laughed at Lauel, who called her a thief, and shrugged.


  "I don’t intend to be a thief. 60 million gold is just a down payment. The rest will be paid off for the rest of my life.”


  Jishuka. A high ranker popular throughout the world for her beauty, charisma, and excellent gaming skills. One of the wealthiest young people in South America, she fell into a debt in front of Grid. This was the power of items.


  Lauel’s body trembled.


  "The true value of Grid...”


  The uniqueness of his class couldn’t be fully measured, even with Lauel’s infinite insight. Lauel couldn’t even count how many times he had been surprised now. Lauel was touched to tears. He watched the sunset and uttered improvised words.


  "Ahh, Grid is a descended god and I’m a feeble angel in front of him...”


  Lauel started laughing.  The Overgeared members around him watched him.


  “Did he lose his mind after the kingdom is set up?”


  "I guess so.”


  "He will wield the most power after the king, right? Is it okay for him to be so crazy?”


  “It will work out somehow. He has done well so far. Is there any reason for us to worry now?”


  "Stop talking and go stop Nyangmong.” 


  The wild cats and dogs started gathering in the central square of Reinhardt due to the whistle Nyangmong was blowing. People were scared, so they had to stop him.


  In addition, there was other work.


  "On the way, can you tell Jude to get dressed? I heard a complaint about his nakedness from the walls repair site.”


  "There are complaints that Vantner is threatening to make anyone who doesn’t surrender bald. Shouldn’t we stop him first?”


  “Eh, what? We’re so busy. Where did Regas disappear to?”


  “He has applied for a duel with Piaro.”


  “What? In this situation? Why did you just watch when you could stop it?”


  “...?”


  "Okay, okay.”


  "It’s sensitive.”


  ‘There is no one normal except for me,’ every member of Overgeared thought.


  ***


  “Yes, let’s not lose sight of my foundations.”


  Grid looked at the back of the distant Kraugel.


  ‘I am still weak.’


  He had been too excited after the Belial raid. He had relaxed like he was already the strongest. But what was the reality? Belial was the 32nd demon. It meant there were 31 monsters stronger than her. Not only that. There was vampire duke Marie Rose and enemies all over the continent. Grid didn’t have just one or two mountains to cross.


  In this situation, he forgot his duty as a blacksmith? Crazy. Grid had to bear it in mind at all times. The fact that he was a blacksmith. He would work in the smithy, raise his stats, make good items, and become overgeared. There was always something to do.


  ‘Labor isn’t something to be avoided. It’s my foundation.’


  This wouldn’t change even if he became a king.


  So.


  “Let’s start production.”


  Grid suppressed the excitement from winning the war and succeeding in the great demon raid. Was he moving towards a gorgeous and ornate palace? No, it was a smithy.


  'As Lauel said, let’s stay in the smithy for a while. My role hasn’t changed, even if I become a king.’


  Grid’s heart burned with motivation! A man and a woman approached him as he was pulling out a hammer for production.


  “Hello.”


  It was Pope Damian of the Rebecca Church.


  “Hello.”


  The beauty with platinum hair was a Rebecca’s Daughter, Isabel. Grid was full of gratitude for them who ran to help Overgeared.


  “It has been a while. I’m glad...”


  Grid smiled brightly before his face distorted. Isabel’s pale complexion was the cause.


  ‘The impact of White Transformation...’


  Isabel. A woman who was raised in the church with a weapon. Grid felt saddened when he saw her take up Lifael’s Spear in order to protect the world. Unlike other people, she couldn’t enjoy her youth. She struggled while exhausting her vitality.


  "Looking around Reinhardt, there’s only one Rebecca Temple. It’s big enough and the location is good. Out of personal greed, I want to build two more temples here. The more temples there are, the more priests and paladins that can be placed here. How about it? Will you allow me?


  Damian watched Grid and made a suggestion.


  Grid couldn’t refuse.


  "I’m very thankful. But is it okay? No matter how big Reinhardt is, I don’t think the Vatican will allow three temples in one city. Strictly speaking, isn’t it a waste of personnel from the Rebecca Church’s position?”


  “Huhut, there is no need to worry. Due to succeeding in the great demon raid, my position in the church has become solid. The Vatican also has a good impression of Grid and Overgeared for raiding the great demon. There won’t be a big backlash if I increase the number of temples in Reinhardt.”


  “It’s happy news.”


  As healers in Satisfy, the value of Rebecca’s priests were tremendous. It was an extraordinary privilege to be able to raise priests simultaneously at three temples. Grid imagined it. A healing vending machine... No, a healers division of Overgeared!


  ‘It is wise.’


  If the vampire city expedition team consisted of Overgeared members + healers, they would become an immortal corps.


  ‘I have to make the soldiers’ armor as strong as possible!’


  Grid asked Damian. "The Rebecca Church will pay for the construction of the temples right?”


  “Huh?”


  Damian was very embarrassed. He didn’t expect to be asked this question!


  “The kings or lords across the continent want to have a Rebecca temple. Not only do they provide the cost of building the temple themselves, they even send a gift of gratitude to the church.”


  In other words, the Rebecca Church’s response wouldn’t be god if Grid asked them to take on the cost of building the temple. Grid was asking them to take on the cost of building three temples in one city? It was likely to cause a backlash among the senior priests. But there was nothing wrong with Grid’s logic.


  "Doesn’t the Rebecca Church own the temples built in the city? I am providing the land for the temple for free. Isn’t it right that the Vatican pays for the construction cost?”


  "...I will try to push it.”


  His position raised by the Belial raid might fall down again. Damian was mourning while Grid started to closely observe Isabel. Isabel’s white face gradually heated up.


  “Why are you staring at me?”


  It was shortly after White Transformation was used. Isabel knew that she currently looked unhealthy. Therefore, Grid’s gaze was burdensome.


  Grid gazed at her steadily and grabbed her wrist.


  “Ah...”


  Isabel’s eyes widened and she shook like a rabbit. An unknown pleasure spread throughout her body as Grid suggested.


  "Can you leave Lifael’s Spear to me?”


  Grid’s blacksmithing ability had greatly improved while making the myth rated item. In addition, Grid had a perfect understanding of Lifael’s Spear. At the time of the pope election episode in the past, he raised his understanding of Lifael’s Spear to 100%.


  "Let me look at Lifael’s Spear. I will make it powerful without putting a burden on the user.”


  Grid was confident. Now that he made a myth rated item and upgraded his blacksmithing skill, Grid was convinced that he could reconstruct Lifael’s Spear more completely.


  “I hope that you and Damian will no longer suffer.”


  They were already special friends. He wanted to help those who already helped him a few times. He wanted them to be happy together for a long time. Grid conveyed his heart to Damian and Isabel. Isabel was thankful to Grid, while the sensitive Damian was already crying.


  “Grid-sama!!”


  *** 


  “What would you like to do?”


  The Overgeared members and soldiers running around Reinhardt. They were full of energy as they tried to restore the damage caused by the war. Just watching it would make a person feel good. Chris watched the scene quietly and spoke to his Seven Captains.


  "What do you want to do?”


  “...”


  “Tell me honestly.”


  Once Chris asked again, the oldest of the Seven Captains, Zirkan, came forward. He was Chris’ swordsmanship teacher and was once first ranked on the swordsman ranking, despite being nearly 70 years old. He had strong loyalty to Chris and was the person Chris most trusted in the Giant Guild.


  "Let’s enter Overgeared.”


  “Why?”


  “I believe that you would know it best. Grid has done great things and it’s better to join him than compete with him. If you’re with him, I believe you can accomplish a breakthrough.”


  Chris didn’t deny it.


  "His vessel is large enough to hold my vessel.”


  Chris decided to forsake the noble title of Eternal, which was now meaningless. The moment King Aslan died, his guild window showed a hidden quest called ‘Anti-Grid Nobles Alliance.’


  "We will go hunting.”


  Chris pledged to give Grid the heads of the Eternal nobles as a gift to join Overgeared.




  Chapter 583


  Grid was able to build up knowledge with his experience of making the myth rated Red Phoenix Bow. In order to make myth rated items, special materials containing a god’s power were required. For example, the Red Phoenix Breath.


  'Lifael’s Spear will contain a material associated with Goddess Rebecca.’


  Grid hadn’t seen it in the past, but he believed he could now that his blacksmithing ability rose sharply.


  ‘Once I figure out and understand the material of Lifael’s Spear, I will be able to remodel it.’


  The confident Grid started to disassemble Lifael’s Spear. He removed the decorative fleece hanging from the front part of the spear, then separated all the parts of the spears in order.  It was quick and delicate without damaging any of the connecting parts. 


  The blacksmiths of Reinhardt were impressed by the sight.


  ‘It’s like a hand touching the skin of a woman. Extraordinarily delicate.’


  ‘But it’s quick with no mistakes.’


  ‘Truly Pagma’s Descendent... It isn’t an exaggeration that he’s one of the best blacksmiths in existence.’


  ‘I don’t think any dwarf blacksmiths are a match for him unless they are a dwarf lord.’


  The blacksmiths watching Grid were fascinated. As their new king who was the supreme authority in this field, they had high expectations. The new kingdom would surely be a world of blacksmiths. The blacksmiths were delighted as they imagined it.


  ‘Maybe I will have an opportunity to learn from him directly?’


  ‘Will he hold a blacksmithing competition?’


  ‘Reinhardt will be the shrine of blacksmiths.’


  The blacksmith’s expectations were heightened as the atmosphere of the smithy increased. But Grid wasn’t affected. He continued his work without losing focus, as if he was in a world alone.


  Damian and Isabel watched him silently. The divine artifact of the Rebecca Church. Grid broke it down into several pieces and even melted it in the fire, but they weren’t nervous at all. It was because they believed in Grid. Unfortunately, their belief wasn’t paid back as Grid’s expression gradually changed.


  ‘I don’t know.’


  He had completely disassembled Lifael’s Spear. Grid was troubled as he looked at the materials he melted without any loss. He couldn’t find the aura of Goddess Rebecca from any of the materials.


  ‘It’s the same as what I saw before. The spear is made of pure adamantium. It’s the same for the secondary part of the spear.’


  Did the goddess’ blessing dwell in the adamantium itself? He used the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal on every part of the spear and then the adamantium itself but...


  ‘It’s just plain adamantium.’


  The goddess’ blessing didn’t dwell anywhere in Lifael’s Spear.


  'What on earth is going on? Can there be a myth rated weapon that doesn’t use any divine material?’


  Grid was confused. As he was feeling puzzled, he suddenly thought of a hypothesis.


  ‘This... Is it a weapon made by a god?’


  This could be the reason why Lifael’s Spear was a myth-rated weapon, despite not using the materials of a god. Was it because a god made the weapon?


  ‘If a blacksmith god exists, wouldn’t they make a myth rated weapon?’


  It was the worst. If this hypothesis was true, Grid wouldn’t be able to reconstruct Lifael’s Spear. It was virtually impossible to reconstruct a myth rated weapon with pure ability if he couldn’t rely on the materials. Just like how he couldn’t created a myth rated Red Phoenix Bow without the Red Phoenix Breath.


  ‘Shit.’


  Was it impossible to give Isabel freedom? He wanted to deny it.


  Grid asked Damian and Isabel, “Do you know who made this spear?”


  "I don't know.”


  “I have no idea.”


  "Do you know anything about the birth of the spear?”


  “Yes. There was a legend that a long time ago, the first pope was given the divine artifacts by Goddess Rebecca.”


  "Goddess Rebecca directly...”


  Legends weren’t always fanciful. Maybe it was the true history.


  It was just like the legends of Pagma and Braham.


  ‘The weapon that Goddess Rebecca handed down directly. This means it was born in the divine realm... It also means that a god probably created it.’


  It wasn’t the ‘aura’ of a god but the ‘technology’ of a god. It wasn’t something that he could remodel.


  “...”


  Grid bowed. He felt guilty for raising Isabel and Damian’s hopes. He was angry at his own incompetence. He could still push ahead with the reconstruction. But it was dangerous. He could destroy the functionality of Lifael’s Spear. In the end, Grid chose to give up. Lifael’s Spear was disassembled. He first restored the appearance of the spear completely before attaching the decorative fleece hanging near the front part of the spear.


  It was a fluffy white bundle that reminded him of a dandelion flower.


  ‘Eh?’


  Grid stopped as he was hanging it onto the spear. Then he realized he overlooked one fact.


  '...Is this fluffy thing part of the spear?’


  The white fluff had been present since the first time he saw Lifael’s Spear. So far, he treated it as a simple ornament that Isabel hung on it...


  ‘That isn’t the case.’


  Would Isabel hang a personal ornament on the divine artifact that Goddess Rebecca gave her? The chances were very slim now that he thought about it. For Isabel, Goddess Rebecca was a noble and sacred being. She wouldn’t do something like that. She wouldn’t dirty the divine artifact that she had been given.


  "Isabel, you didn’t hang up this fluffy ornament right? Was it originally on the spear?”


  “Yes, that’s right.”


  He determined the right answer. Grid laughed as the darkness on his face blew away.  Then he used a skill.


  “Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.”


  The target was the fluff.


  Ttiring~


  [The blacksmith who became a legend can appraise items with an excellent discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will be found.]


  [Fluffy Bundle]


  An ornament hanging on Lifael’s Spear.


  A pretty white fluff.


  Weight: 0


  [!!!!!!!!!] 


  [You have discovered a hidden feature in the item!]


  [The information about the target item has been updated.]


  [Goddess’ Fluffy Hair]


  Fine hair belonging to Rebecca, goddess of light.


  It has long fallen away from the goddess, but still contains a strong divine power.


  It destroys evil and humans can’t bear this divine power.


  Depending on the use, it might become a drug or a poison.


  Weight: 0


  “Wow...”


  This cotton-like bundle was the goddess’ hair?


  ‘Now it looks like fur.’


  He took a closer look at the thin bundle of hair. Every strand was thin and transparent. Goddess Rebecca’s appearance popped into Grid’s mind.


  ‘She is a great beauty when looking at the statues and portraits... It’s true that beauties have soft and downy hair.’


  In any case, it wasn’t important.


  Grid finished thinking and said to Damian and Isabel.


  "Believe in me.”


  A terrible spear that required the user’s vitality to use. Grid was determined to change this spear into an item worthy of the goddess of light. In order to do that, he needed someone’s help. It was Saintess Ruby.


  -Sehee, what are you doing?


  -I’m comforting the families of those sacrificed to summon the great demon.


  A Saintess had an obligation to do good deed every day. If she didn’t do this, she would be deprived of her qualifications as a Saintess. Sehee was always volunteering inside the game.


  -I will share my location so please come and help me.I need your strength.


  Ruby acquired a special reward for destroying the great demon’s soul in the raid. Grid had very big hopes for her.


  *** 


  "This is Reidan.”


  “Agricultural has developed to this unbelievable extent in a desert city? Everywhere is green.”


  "Bah, it’s thanks to that crazy farmer.”


  Blood Carnival. Known as the worst PK group, they had a grudge against Grid and Overgeared. In particular, the White and Black sisters had a great hatred for Grid. Not only did the invasion of Siren fail because of Grid, Black even lost the best accessory, the Ring of Absurdity, thanks to him.


  They were looking for a chance to get revenge on Grid and watched the war between Overgeared and the Eternal Kingdom. They gathered all their intelligence and realized that Reidan was almost completely empty of Overgeared members.


  Reidan. It was the home of Overgeared, and Grid’s wife Irene was believed to be staying here. White, who was on the same grade as Grid and Kraugel, smiled.


  “I will take away everything Grid has.”


  Unlike her sister White, who was a brilliant beauty, the skinny and gloomy Black nodded. 


  "Yes, we will make him feel a much bigger pain than what we felt.”


  The intelligence network of the Blood Carnival was the best. Due to their nature, quick information gathering was essential. Blood Carnival had a lot of forces that they traded information with every day. Thanks to that, Black and White were currently aware of Reidan’s strength.


  ‘The top powers of Overgeared, including the mad farmer, are scattered all over the battlefields.’


  ‘Reidan only has 1,000 soldiers around level 100 guarding it.’


  There was no existence that could stop the two of them. The White and Black sisters had faith in their skills. They wouldn’t have been so humiliated by Grid and the Overgeared members during the Siren invasion if they had been together.


  “Grid...! I will make you shed blood and tears!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The desert shook as Black and White started to run. Reidan, or to be precise, Irene, would soon face a crisis.




  Chapter 584


  “What? The king has been killed?”


  [King Aslan’s death has become known and the navy is in turmoil!] 


  [The power of Eternal’s navy has gone down. Skills and spells are no longer available.]


  [Eternal’s navy has retreated!]


  “Pant... Pant...”


  Cork Island. Peak Sword struggled against the navy with the help of Soldier, who he met during his mining activities. They had been in a big crisis after half the island was taken by the navy, so Peak Sword sighed with relief.


  “Lauel... God Grid. You did it.”


  The ending of the war was much faster than planned. Thanks to that, they could keep Cork Island. Against what everyone thought, they protected Cork Island with their Korean hands.


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  “We did it! We did it!!”


  The Silver Knights and the soldiers of Cork Island shed tears of joy. Their bodies and minds were exhausted from the war that lasted several days, but they enjoyed the pleasure of this moment. Peak Sword praised them.


  "Everyone has suffered. You all fought well like God Grid.”


  It was time to go back to Grid.


  “Let’s go to God Grid. We will bless our master who will soon come to the throne.”


  Grid would once again improve the reputation of South Korea. As the president of the Korean Patriotic Society, Peak Sword was more proud than anyone else.


  'I’m happy to be able to serve God Grid.’


  A smile appeared on Peak Sword’s face. It was a comforting smile that made the person who saw it feel warm. Unfortunately, the smile didn’t last long. A shadow suddenly appeared behind Peak Sword. The ID above the shadow that emerged from the ground was Tarma.


  An assassin of the dark gamers group, Blood Carnival! He whispered in a voice filled with spite after being horribly humiliated by Grid in the National Competition and the Siren invasion.


  “The world has many giants. Do you think that Satisfy is a world just for Overgeared?”


  “You...!”


  Peak Sword turned his head while placing a hand on his sheath.


  Puok!


  “...!”


  Tarma’s yellow dagger stabbed Peak Sword’s heart.


  [You have been hit by a lethal blow!]


  Tarma was strong. Grid acknowledged his skills despite easily winning over him. It would be dangerous if Tarma could hunt in an environment where he could attempt an assassination. It was virtually impossible for Peak Sword to defend against the surprise attack after suffering from the war. In particular, Peak Sword revealed a large gap while enjoying the victory.


  “Ugh...!”


  Puok! Puk. Puk puk!


  [You have been hit by a lethal blow!]


  [You have died.]


  [33.1% experience has been lost.]


  [Your level has dropped.]


  [10 of your most recently invested points will be lost.]


  [The item Peak Sword’s Sheath has dropped.]


  The yellow dagger continuously pierced Peak Sword who turned to grey. It occurred in an instant.


  “Peak Sword!”


  The members of Overgeared belatedly became aware of the situation and fell into chaos. A smile appeared on Tarma’s face.


  “Devastate Cork Island. Trample on everything and remove all traces of Overgeared!”


  He would deny everything they had built! The moment that Tarma shouted loudly.


  Pak!


  Pa pa pa pa pak!


  The assassins, who had infiltrated the island while Overgeared were concentrating on the war against the navy, started to run to the city in the middle of the island. The Overgeared tried to stop them, but Tarma couldn’t be stopped by them. The Silver Knights members of Overgeared didn’t yet have the skills to deal with high rankers and were completely fooled by Tarma.


  “Overgeared! I will plague you for the rest of my life!”


  There were at least two billion users in Satisfy. The intertwining interest and rampant causes didn’t make it easy. There was always something to lose. This logic pressed on Grid and Overgeared.


  ***


  “Kuk! Kukukuk! Kuhahahahahat!”


  The fortified city of Borneo.


  Katz burst out laughing on the walls. The Gauss users lost sight of their goal due to being blinded by money. They felt joyous every time Seuron screamed.


  "...Really amazing.”


  Yes, it was great to watch the power of money. It would never betray him.  It always brought him new fun. This was the world.


  “Money is the best.”


  Only a rich person could say such words! The Gauss troops under the wall made demands.


  “Seuron is dead!”


  "Now give us the promised reward!”


  "I hit Seuron 10 times!”


  “I put a hole in Seuron!”


  Money! Money! Money!


  The users on the ground reached out to Katz. They were worried Katz would forget his words and wanted the reward quickly. Katz looked warmly at those who became puppets before money.


  “Okay. I will give you the reward I promised.”


  “Ohh!”


  He would keep his honor as the son of Japan’s greatest conglomerate. The Gauss players’ eyes shone in anticipation of the promised reward. Katz gave them an email address. 


  “This is my secretary’s email address. Send the video of your attack on Seuron and your account number. The promised amount will arrive immediately after it is confirmed.”


  “...?”


  The hundreds and thousands of Gauss users froze in an instant. They were confused when Katz asked for the video. Katz gave them a baffled look.


  “What’s with this reaction? Is there anything wrong with my demands?”


  No, nothing was wrong. Katz had an obligation to clearly know who had hit Seuron and how many times they did it. A recorded video was definite proof. He had an obligation to check their videos to give them the promised reward. Most of the Gauss players had overlooked this.


  Someone shouted loudly.


  “There’s a limit to the capsule memory! Anyone who would record a video of the battlefield is crazy!”


  "That's right! How can we record a video on a battlefield where thousands of people are struggling and all types of skill effects are overflowing? The video will be too big to be stored in the capsule!”


  “Hah?”


  Katz frowned.


  "What’s your point? Do you want me to individually check and remember each person who hit Seuron and how many times they did it?"


  “T-That...!”


  The Gauss users realized it simultaneously. It was impossible for them to receive compensation from the beginning.


  “T...This wicked Japanese person!” 


  “Dammit! It would’ve turned out this way from the beginning!”


  "You just used us!”


  The Gauss users showed their hatred in unison. The Overgeared soldiers gulped as there were signs the war would start again. But Katz didn’t shrink back. He just made a surprised expression.


  “I can’t understand why you are blaming me. If you used the diamond capsule of the Comet Group in the first place, then you wouldn’t be lacking video recording capacity.”


  “...?”


  “You can’t record a video because you used a cheap capsule. Then isn’t it your fault that you can’t submit the evidence for the reward? Why blame others, when you should be lamenting your own lacking power?”


  “...”


  That’s right. Katz had no intention of deceiving the Gauss users. He planned to give them the promised rewards. His pride was so high that he could pay this much money to ordinary people. Katz just didn’t understand the position of ordinary people.


  “No matter how I think about it, I don’t understand. Why aren’t you using a diamond capsule? Didn’t Grid advertise it in the National Competition? It’s better to use this capsule.”


  “...”


  How could a commoner use a capsule that was worth 1.32 million won?


  “Damn rich people...”


  “A bad person.”


  The Gauss users no longer had the heart to argue with Katz. The commander of the Gauss army cried out.


  “Retreat! Full retreat!”


  The news of King Aslan’s death was transmitted to the Gauss Kingdom. Since Reinhardt was occupied, it was unknown when Overgeared would send reinforcements here. Thus, the Gauss army was forced to retreat. Katz shrugged as he watched the Gauss army retreating.


  “Anyway, the mission is complete.”


  Borneo. It was protected with only 2,000 troops. This was a result that Lauel didn’t expect due to the power of money.


  Money was the best. Katz once again realized it. Therefore, he thought that Grid’s items that couldn’t be bought with money were greater. 


  *** 


  The spacious fields of Reidan.


  Today, the farmers were working. The farmers maintained the attitude taught by Piaro and kept farming. Their origin varied. There were the people from Reidan, the minority that Piaro brought from the Altes Mountains (in fact, they were Prince Ren’s people), and the players who visited Reidan and were caught by Piaro. Unlike ordinary farmers, they had tempered bodies and unusual eyes.


  “Huh? What’s that?"


  The farmers wielding their farming equipment concentrated their attention on one spot simultaneously. Beyond this green orchard, a sandstorm was approaching from the desert. An artificial sand storm. It was like hundreds of horses were moving. The eyes of the farmers changed sharply.


  "Be alert.”


  Most of them were soldiers who had been on a battlefield. They had to keep their fields and cities. The farmers raised their alertness at the approach of unidentified people, while the sandstorm came closer.


  “I can’t believe a city is in the middle of the desert.”


  "How can there be such vast fields?”


  The sandstorm wasn’t caused by hundreds of horses. Surprisingly, they were two women. There was a white-haired woman with a sensual body and a black-haired woman with a dismal atmosphere.


  The Black and White sisters.


  The farmers holding farming equipment were looking at them but they didn’t care. They didn’t pay any attention at all. They just thought of the farmers as ordinary villagers. They would’ve been wary if the crazy farmer who appeared in Siren was in Reidan, but they received information that the crazy farmer was in Reinhardt. The Black and White sisters were overflowing with confidence.


  “Let’s go.”


  White ignored the farmers and walked ahead, followed by Black.


  Step, step.


  The two women walked across the fields. They carefully observed the walls of Reidan.


  ‘There are only a few guards.’


  ‘It’s deadly quiet.’


  This was really amazing timing for a surprise attack. The base of Overgeared was empty. They would completely devastate the work of Overgeared and get rid of Grid’s precious wife. White and Black established the perfect revenge plan.


  “...?”


  Hesitation.


  Black and White were moving with a smile when they stopped. Then they looked around with sharp eyes. They sensed a strange atmosphere.


  Suuk.


  Sususuk.


  The farmers scattered throughout the fields. Every farmer holding a dirt covered farming tool in their hands was approaching quietly but quickly. As the distance got closer, they took of their clothes, revealing armor or robes. They put away their farming equipment and armed themselves with spears or blades.


  White and Black shook.


  “A trap...!”


  Their surprise attack was predicted and planned for? Grid’s foresight was mysterious!


  “This isn’t normal...!”


  White acknowledged Grid while taking a battle posture. 


  At the same time, in Reidan.


  "Young lord, it is time to visit the field.”


  They were the Rebecca’s Daughters candidates. In addition to their natural talent, the 200 young girls became elites through training.


  "Ohh.”


  Lord’s cheeks swelled up like a balloon.


  It was fun to play assassins from Kasim, interesting to recreate the sword techniques learned from Uncle Kraugel, fun to train the divine power awakened thanks to Damian, and it was interesting to study with Sticks. However, he had no interest in field work.


  Whenever he farmed in the postures taught by Piaro, the muscles of his body were sore.


  “I want to go to the smithy.”


  Most of his study topics were fun, but the best thing was to raise his proficiency in blacksmithing. Indeed, Lord was Grid’s son. He had an aptitude with blacksmithing. Lord grumbled but the girls were determined.


  "No. There’s a fixed time for all your study topics.”


  "That's right. There will be a much bigger effect if you study according to the timetable that Sticks set.”


  “Che.”


  Lord’s cheeks became more puffed up. He looked sulky. Whenever this happened, he would be hugged or given a knee as a pillow. Lord looked so cute that the girls wanted to hold Lord in their arms.


  "Stop grumbling.” A voice was heard from the darkness. "You will soon be a prince. From now on, you have to maintain your dignity. Go to the rice fields.”


  It was Kasim, king of shadows. In the end.


  "Waaaaaaah~~!”


  Lord screamed as he was caught by the girls and carried to the fields. A young child who was having a hard day with his early education. Before he knew it, the four year old who was the best genius of the West Continent was going to be revealed.


  It was the precursor of a new historical wave.




  Chapter 585


  ‘Grid...!’


  Their attack was anticipated ahead of time and a trap was laid? It was even in the rice fields!


  ‘Bullshit!’


  Unless it was a particular season, the fields wouldn’t be a target. The crops that hadn’t grown significantly made the fields completely open, meaning it was hard to lay a trap or ambush. Therefore, the sisters were caught off guard. They never expected there would be a trap on the fields.


  ‘Soldiers and guild members are disguised as farmers!’


  It was surprising that soldiers were disguised as farmers and waiting for them. They sacrificed their time to carry out the orders of Grid. They had to stay in the fields without doing any work. It showed Overgeared’s loyalty to Grid.


  ‘He did it properly.’


  White was convinced. Grid was an absolute ruler and genius before he was a blacksmith, overgeared person, or high ranker. It was dubious but now she was certain. It wasn’t a coincidence that Blood Carnival collided with Overgeared in Siren!


  ‘Since then, we have been dancing on Grid’s hand!’


  It was clear from the beginning that Grid had been plotting against Blood Carnival and then made plans to keep Blood Carnival in check. Indeed, an amazing man. 


  Males. A simple-minded existence that only cared about appearance. The day had come when she would acknowledge such a disgusting presence? Her pride was bruised as she looked at her little sister Black.


  "Don’t shrink back. No one is a match for us. We will shatter Reidan as planned.”


  It wasn’t a bluff. White’s confidence was still perfect. She had never been defeated in battle when she joined forces with her sister, Black.


  “Yes, Sister. Let's fight.”


  They couldn’t be hit by Grid again. They were still furious at the Ring of Absurdity being taken away. Black’s grudge against Grid was unbearably large.


  ‘Grid, I will take all your precious things.’


  Black swallowed down the poison in his heart. The ability of a Illusionist had the ability to turn illusions into reality.


  Susuk.


  Sususuk.


  The fields where the farmers of Reidan were working...


  Hwaruruk!


  It changed into a sea of fire. The illusion building ability of an Illusionist, which many people assumed with a legendary class, was no different from reality.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  The farmers suffered burn damage from the fire that suddenly appeared.


  “Ugh! W-What is this?”


  The fields that gave peace and a feeling of rest to them was covered with flames? The angry farmers became confused and in the midst of their struggle, Black created a clone of herself. She made a beauty with a sensual body and brought it into reality. Then she equipped the clone with magic items and hid in the rear. It was the emergence of a fire magician that specialized in mass destruction.


  “Fire Spear!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The strength of a user that even Euphemina found difficult to handle swept away the farmers of Reidan. The number of spells used was very low compared to when she had the Ring of Absurdity, but the opponents were too weak for her to feel any regret.


  The storm of flames turned dozens of farmers into ashes.


  “As expected from my sister!”


  White smiled widely as she saw Black’s activities. The fat she burned while running to Reidan was slowly recovering. White chewed on a large piece of meat to speed up her fat recovery and became fat again. Then she swung her fists at the farmers.


  Kwaaaang!


  “Keok!”


  The farmers White thought of as Overgeared members were actually users. In other words, the users caught by Piaro and acted as farmers were in great shock. The users were powerful enough to break through the desert and reach Reidan. They were at least level 200. But they were like specks of dust in front of the unidentified women.


  ‘What are their identities?’


  ‘How strong are they?’


  A shield blocked White’s fist and the holder was thrown back 80 meters. White leapt towards the tanker whose shield was distorted. She used her bloated belly to attack.


  Peeeeeong!  


  "Hup...!"


  The farmer crushed by White’s belly rolled around and was swallowed up by flames. Silence fell as the user turned to grey. The Black and White sisters. The absolute strength of the unofficial rankers overwhelmed Reidan’s farmers and filled them with despair.


  “Shit... Why do we have to suffer like this?”


  The users started to lament. They didn’t have a relationship with Overgeared, so why should they sacrifice themselves to protect Reidan? They grumbled about the situation. They were reprimanded by other users.


  "Don’t forget everything you have received from Piaro’s hidden quests. You should at least reciprocate.”


  "Isn’t your pride hurt when you see the fields being ruined?”


  "Think of the Reidan residents who bring us snacks every day. We can’t let those monsters kill them.”


  “...Indeed.”


  The grumbling users felt a sense of solidarity. Who were they? People caught by a mad farmer and forced to become serfs? That was just the outer appearance. They were reborn as farmers. The farming they learned from Piaro wasn’t ordinary farming. Their physical abilities and skills with their weapons had greatly increased. Now was the time to prove their power.


  “Let’s fight together!”


  "Think about Piaro’s teachings! Remember the action when wielding the hand plow!”


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  “...!”


  White’s eyes became larger. She was confused that the moral of the enemies didn’t decrease at all.


  ‘Ridiculous people!’


  Their courage was doubled, instead of feeling despair and frustration?


  Kwaduduk!


  “This is funny!”


  White would rather die than be ignored. In particular, she couldn’t tolerate men making fun of her. White was filled with anger and burned the fat she accumulated.


  Chiik.


  Chiiiik!


  A haze of heat rose from White’s body and White became thinner and more beautiful. At the same time.


  Peeng!


  White’s fist contained the burned fat as energy and attacked the farmers. It was a fist that was several times smaller than before, but the power and speed were much higher.


  Kwajajajak!


  “Kuock!”


  “Ack!”


  The farmers fell one by one as White swung her fist. It was a sharp and destructive blow that pierced their armor. The players stiffened at White’s true skills and White made a satisfied expression.


  "Yes, my strength deserves reverence. It isn’t something for you to make fun of.”


  She might’ve been defeated by the farmer called Piaro but she was the strongest user. Kraugel? How funny. Her skills were several times higher. Basically, women were better than men! Then the voice of a child entered White’s ears.


  “Who is that sister?”


  “Huh?”


  A childlike voice was heard in the middle of a fight? White was confused and turned her eyes in the direction of the voice. Then she couldn’t help smiling.


  ‘Cute!’


  ‘Too cute!’


  There was a young boy with black hair, deep blue eyes, and white skin. The boy approaching the fields was very cute despite being male. His cheeks were soft and his eyes shone like jewels.


  “What? Why is a kid in a place like this?”


  White and Black had been neglected and discriminated against by men because of their appearance and body. They hated men very much, but they couldn’t hate a child. They were afraid of the child being hurt and stopped attacking the farmer.


  “Young Nobleman Lord~~~”


  "Why are you running away alone?”


  “...”


  There were 200 beautiful girls. They rushed to the young child named Lord and clung to him like they were his lovers. The faces of White and Black distorted in a frightening manner.


  “A person this young is already flirting!”


  "A man shouldn’t do this! All men are wolves! Wolves!”


  They didn’t want to see it. They could see what type of man he would become once he grew older. But so what? It was worrisome to hurt a child, even if he was a NPC...


  ‘Eh?”


  'Wait?'


  White and Black shivered before they belatedly realized something. The title attached to Lord.


  ‘Young nobleman?’


  That boy.


  “Don’t tell me... Are you Grid’s child?"


  Satisfy was a virtual reality game where marriage and childbirth between a player and user was possible. Lord nodded at the question, showing a ridiculous thinking ability.


  "Yes, the most wonderful Duke Grid is my father.”


  “...!”


  White and Black were filled with joy. They were happy about finding Grid’s hidden treasure.


  ‘Kill him!’


  ‘I like this! I will make tears fall from Grid’s eyes!’


  Black and White looked at each other and smiled.


  "So I will punish these sisters.”


  Lord had a cold expression that didn’t fit his age and pulled something out. It was a dagger. It was as sharp as a real knife. It wasn’t something that should be held by a child.


  ‘Why is a child carrying such a scary thing?’


  White and Black’s question was soon resolved.


  "Why do you want to hurt my father’s people? You have done something bad and need to be punished.” 


  Papat!


  At that moment. Lord’s daggers were thrown at the ankles of White and Black. It was the manifestation of Lantier’s Methods that Lord had learned. Lord was only level 40 due to the age level limit. However, the power of a legendary skill couldn’t be ignored.


  “Avoid it!"


  Black and White saw the power of the dagger and hurriedly moved. No, they tried to move. Suddenly, shadows rose from the ground like living creatures and grabbed their ankles. It was the shadow method passed directly from Kasim, king of shadows. 


  “This monster!”


  White and Black no longer saw Lord as a cute little boy. He was a monster in the shape of a child.


  Pahat!


  They barely managed to shake off the shadow and was about to launch a counterattack when a light flashed. It was Holy Light. A divine magic spell that only applied to evil beings. It didn’t do any damage to White and Black, but that wasn’t Lord’s intention. It temporarily obstructed their vision.


  “Ugh!”


  Due to the intense light, White and Black reflexively closed their eyes while Lord rushed towards them. It was the secret technique that Kraugel used during his time as a white swordsman.


  “Storm Sword.”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “...!”


  The eyes of the farmers watching the battle, as well as Black and White, twitched.




  Chapter 586


  ‘What in the world is that kid?’


  Lord was a child around five years old. However, his language skills were better than his age, so he must be a pretty smart kid. Yes, this was the first impression. The reality? He was a monster who couldn’t just be called smart. He was a threat pretending to be a kid, who knew shadow skills, divine magic, and swordsmanship. In addition, this wasn’t the usual swordsmanship. The spectacular skill effect showed that it was at least a unique rated swordsmanship.


  ‘This monster...!’


  Toddle.


  Dadadadada!


  Lord narrowed the distance by moving his short legs. A storm of energy emerged from his blade and aimed at White and Black. It felt as though they were looking at Kraugel’s swordsmanship. White judged that it was difficult to avoid it completely and made a different choice. Magicians had low health and low defense, so they used shields. On the other hand, White increased her defense and attacked.


  'How strong can a little kid be?’


  In the first place, Lord’s weapon was just a little baby sword. White judged that the attack would be weak, despite the splendid skill effects. She believed she would overwhelm him in a face-to-face confrontation. But the result...


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  [The sharp Storm Sword has decreased your defense!]


  [The level of the target who attacked you is unreasonably low. Most of the damage has been neutralized.]


  [You have suffered 2,880 damage.]


  ‘What?’


  White could change her stats based on her amount of body fat. Her basic defense was very high. As a top ranker, she had a variety of titles and even a unique rune. She had a great deal of pride in her ranking ability. However, she lost close to 3,000 health when hit by the sword of a five year old boy.


  Of course, it wasn’t a big blow for White to lose 3,000 health when her total health exceeded 60,000. But when looking at the notification window, the difference between Lord and White was at least 200 levels. Taking into account the level difference, it wouldn’t be strange if the boy only dealt damage in the hundreds.


  White was able to deduce an amazing fact.


  ‘This monster kid, isn’t the level of his skills and the stats ridiculously high compared to his level?’


  There was something even more shocking.


  ‘He even avoided my attack?’


  At this moment, White doubted her eyes. Lord attacked without any delay while using excellent footwork. It resembled White Light Steps. This was the footwork that represented Kraugel in his White Swordsman days. White’s fist had only hit the air.


  “Kid! What’s your identity!?”


  The kid’s iron sword looked trivial. But the sword was clearly powerful. Grid must’ve made it. Yes, the kid called Lord was overgeared. She was convinced up to here. But how could he used shadow techniques that only a master of shadows could acquire, and what was with the divine magic? And what about the swordsmanship and footwork that showed traces of Kraugel?


  “How can he use such a splendid technique when he doesn’t even have his first class yet?”


  The silent Black shouted angrily. An assumption crossed her mind.


  ‘Isn’t this kid a secret weapon that Grid is intentionally raising?’


  She received information that Damian and Kraugel were at the scene of the great demon raid. Based on this fact, Damian and Kraugel were obviously good friends of Grid. Did the three of them cooperate to raise a human weapon?


  ‘The unlimited potential of named NPCs... It’s theoretically possible to learn the best skills quickly if they’re trained from when they are a baby.’


  The most powerful human weapon would be created!


  ‘Grid, you fearsome bastard!’


  This was a game, but he was cruel for raising his own flesh and blood as a weapon. He might not shed even a drop of blood. Indeed, compared to women who had beautiful material instincts, the existence of a male was nothing but a piece of garbage.


  “Yes... You’re a truly miserable child. You have a trash parent and were raised as a weapon before you could even grow up.”


  White showed compassion towards Lord. It was unfamiliar to Lord, who had always been raised with envious or pretty eyes.  Lord made a confused sound.


  "Trash?”


  “...”


  The little boy who didn’t even understand that word. It was true that Grid and Kraugel were great for raising such a skilled child, but it was also disgusting. White hated Grid and Kraugel as she aimed her fist at Lord.


  “You’re destined to live an unhappy life. I’d rather kill you.”


  Kuduk!


  Kudududuk!


  A thick vein of blood started to swell on White’s fist. The muscles of her thin arms started growing. She turned fat into muscles.


  “Peerless Mountain Seizing Strength!”


  Peeng!


  A power that could seize mountains and cover the world. White opened her real power.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  Peerless Mountain Seizing Strength was amazing, as White’s stats increased and she would deal additional damage with every punch. Black scattered the flames she created with her illusions and divided the fields in two.


  Kurururung!


  "Oh."


  Lord fell backwards at the wave of energy. His stamina and mana were at their limits due to the skills he previously used. Lord’s resources were depleted because he hadn’t yet fully grown.


  "From here on, we will be your opponent!”


  “Lord should rest!”


  The 200 girls watching the struggle between Lord and White finally moved. They equipped swords, spears, or shields to protect Lord. White thought it was ridiculous.


  "It is a group of kids?”


  They would fall in one blow! White was confident.


  “Let’s join forces!”


  “Yes!”


  Kaaang!


  Hadn’t they been training every day? The 200 girls skillfully blocked White’s attack. 50 girls armed with shields blocked White’s punch and her movements, while those armed with swords and spears attacked White.


  ‘My punch was blocked?’


  How could girls in their teens be so organized? White was confused. But she couldn’t help feeling calm compared to when she was facing the five year old child. White didn’t show any gaps as she moved quickly to avoid the attacks and counterattacked.


  Kwajak!


  Jjejeong! Jjeejeeeong!


  "Kyaaak!”


  The Rebecca’s Daughters candidates. After hard training at the Rebecca Church’s secret temple, they were educated by Piaro and became very strong. They demonstrated a high growth rate as semi-named NPCs and already exceeded the average level of 200.


  But White was one of the best players. The Rebecca’s Daughters candidates weren’t her match yet. This was despite the numerical advantage.


  “Sisters...!”


  Lord cried out when he saw them fall down bleeding. He learned from his mother that he should cherish women. He learned from his father to protect all those precious to him.


  "Don’t harass my sisters!”


  Lord shouted as he barely managed to get up. The boy had the desire to kill for the first time in his life.


  At that moment.


  "An assassin showing killing intent. Didn’t I repeatedly tell you that you should keep your composure in a desperate situation?”


  A loud voice was heard from Lord’s shadow. It was Kasim’s voice.


  "Master!”


  Lord, who had been trying to attack White, regained his composure in a flash. He shut his mouth and endured as Kasim asked him.


  "What choice should you make now that you’re about to lose your precious ones?”


  Lord answered without hesitation. "I should ask for Master’s help!”


  “Correct.”


  Stupid stubbornness wasn’t needed. This choice was reasonable. In particular, Lord was in a position of power. The power he could wield wasn’t just an individual’s power.


  Kasim was satisfied with the answer. Sharp eyes could be seen under black robes.


  ***


  “Kyaaack!”


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  The girls couldn’t withstand White’s attacks and fell, only to be hit by Black’s magic bombardment. White planned to instantly neutralize the girls. She would use a large-scale killing technique that required consuming a certain amount of visceral fat.


  "I can’t keep you alive to help Grid’s future.”


  White smiled as she leapt high in the sky and inflated her fat. She was already familiar with slaughtering. She planned to smash all the girls in the range of her fist. But her plan couldn’t be realized.


  “What?”


  White paled as she fell towards the ground with a bloated belly. Hundreds of black darts were created from shadows all over the ground and rushed towards her?


  “Ugh...!”


  It couldn’t be compared to the shadows used by Lord. The confused White hurriedly returned her belly to its original state and avoided the darts. It was impossible to avoid all the darts due to the sheer number, but she was relatively safe due to the shield magic used by Black.


  “What bastard...?”


  Black urgently shouted towards White, who was searching the ground to find the caster of the shadow technique.


  “Sister! Above you!”


  “...!!!”


  White heard Black’s cry and raised her head. The shadow darts that were avoided. They changed to the form of a spear in the air and then fell again.


  ‘This is nonsense!’


  It was already amazing to create hundreds of shadow darts at one time, and now the shape was changed? The attack trajectory was even reset.


  ‘This is impossible!’


  The utilization of these shadows was different from what White knew. It was almost at the level of a scam.


  ‘Is it a bugged user?’


  The confused White hurriedly dropped to the ground and tried to shield her body using the Rebecca’s Daughters candidates. But it was wishful thinking. The shadow spear was like a guided missile. They repeatedly moved around the bodies and aimed at White.


  “Sister!”


  A counter had to be found quickly. Black reconstructed her clone in order to save White from the shadow spears. Due to the battle, the shattered fields were turned into a complete plains area, making it impossible for the shadow user to hide. Then White and Black saw the appearance of an unknown man. It was a tall man in deep robes.


  “You!”


  White and Black didn’t hesitate after finding the target. They ignored the bombardment of shadow spears and attacked the robed man. But their attacks didn’t hurt the man. It was because the summoned shadow soldiers completely protected the man.


  “How dirty...!”


  The shadow control ability was fast and perfect. It was strange. White knew only one person in the world who could handle shadows like this.


  “Eh?”


  White suddenly stiffened like a stone statue. It was because of the robed man’s identity.


  “D-Don’t tell me...”


  An assassin that could control all shadows in the world. Due to this great power, he earned the nickname of ‘king.’ Immediately after that.


  “King of Shadows!”


  "Kasim!!"


  Why? Why was the famous King of Shadows in Reidan? The confused White’s eyes were shaking like crazy.


  Suuk.


  Then Kasim appeared behind Black. He used the shadows to cross the distance in a flash.


  Puok!


  Kasim’s blade stabbed Black’s heart.


  “Cough!”


  Black made a pained expression as blood and tears poured down, but White didn’t shake at all. It was because Black’s true body had already infiltrated Reidan safely.




  Chapter 587


  Swaaaaah.


  Kasim and White’s eyes met as Black turned to grey. It was difficult for White to understand.


  King of Shadows, Kasim. Why did the continent’s strongest assassin serve Grid? She felt at a loss.


  ‘Does he have any weaknesses?’


  White was curious, but had no chance to resolve the question. It was because Kasim flew towards her.


  Kakakang!


  “Ugh...!”


  It was like she was surrounded by hundreds of enemies. Kasim’s ability to use the shadows that existed everywhere was a scam.


  “...!”


  White blocked the shadow knife that flew at her and then her eyes widened. Kasim moved through the shadows behind her and stabbed his knife.


  ‘Too much!’


  Chaaeng!


  At the same time, White swung her fist as hard as possible at the knife. It was an exciting counterattack that failed to reach Kasim. Kasim once again moved through the shadows to avoid the attack. However, White didn’t feel regret. It was sufficient that she managed to open up the distance. White gained a little bit of safety and chewed on a piece of meat. It was in order to accumulate fat.


  ‘What is with Reidan?’


  There were still monsters, despite the main force of Overgeared being away. The power of Overgeared might be more than she imagined.


  ‘Che, I need to hold Kasim’s feet until Black succeeds in assassinating Irene.’


  Could she hold on? He was a named NPC who created a lot of stories throughout the continent. White’s attitude was very careful as she calculated the odds of victory.


  ‘I was level 230 when rumors of the shadow assassin started spreading.’


  It meant Kasim had his third advancement class when she was still at her second advancement. White was currently level 370. Considering the experienced required to level up and the growth rate of named NPCs, Kasim’s level was likely to be in the mid-400s. It was fortunate that the level difference wasn’t over 100.


  ‘A level difference of 60 or so can be overcome by the titles and rune effect. It would be a different story if Kasim achieved his fourth advancement class, but it’s hard to say if he has.’


  The obvious problem was Kasim’s shadows. A shadow assassin had a great deal of defense and utility, unlike a normal assassin. They didn’t have any obvious weaknesses. White was merely a martial artist and had a lot of difficulty dealing with Kasim. But there was one hopeful fact.


  ‘A shadow assassin has weak attack power.’


  A normal assassin had a high attack power and a weak body, while a shadow assassin was very stable, but had a low attack power. Black was easily killed by Kasim because of her class characteristics and her clone was a magician.


  ‘It’s possible to hold on until Black assassinates Irene.’


  White thought of this and reduced her muscle mass while increasing her fat. It was to raise her defense in exchange for lowering her attack power and agility. 


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  White didn’t collapse despite the constant onslaught from Kasim. She gritted her teeth and persisted. Kasim confirmed that the shadow dagger didn’t kill White and clicked his tongue.


  ‘Too weak. The attack power is halved.'


  There was no panacea in the world. White didn’t know it, but Kasim had a weakness. His skills consumed too much mana. In other words, Kasim wasn’t weak just when it came to attack power. He was also weak in combat duration. It wasn’t good to have a long fight with White.


  But Kasim didn’t rush. No, to be precise, he couldn’t be in a hurry. It was because he detected the muscles hidden deep in White’s flesh.


  ‘A strong woman. She will attack the moment I show a moment of weakness.'


  He needed to be careful. In the first place, there was no need to be hasty. This was his lord’s territory. Everyone was an ally except for White in front of him. Kasim controlled his heart and arranged his mana. Then he started to slowly pressure White. He couldn’t know that White was happy with his choice.


  ‘Kasim, it’s easier to buy time because of your wariness.’


  White barely refrained from laughing. She had no doubt that good news would arrive from Black and the ideal results would be obtained.


  On the other hand, Lord was watching Kasim’s movements. He wanted to learn from his master’s fighting and become stronger. Why? He realized he needed strength to defend his precious people. Lord’s eyes shone like lanterns as he watched Lord fight. The profile of the young child was watched by the farmers of Reidan.


  ‘This is Grid’s son...’


  'Is this a super grade NPC? Isn’t he enormously gifted?’


  ‘Right... If he’s already a monster, I can’t imagine how great he will be afterwards.’


  '...Should we stick with him?’


  ‘Eh? There are too many talents in Overgeared and we won’t stand up.’


  ‘Let’s not join Overgeared. We should just serve Lord. Look at the future. If we serve Lord, who will become a big character later on, won’t we be famous as well?’


  'Oh, that’s a good idea?’


  The supreme continental talent that captivated even a user’s mind. They would become Lord’s support in the future. They would emerge in the world and build up an independent power. It was the birth of the special Overgeared unit.


  ***  


  [The summoned illusion has been damaged and has vanished.]


  [20% experience has been lost.] 


  "Che.”


  The performance of the Illusionist that made illusions real was so great it could be called OP. Of course, there were also penalties. A small amount of experience was consumed every time an illusion was made and a large amount of experience was lost when it was destroyed by the enemy. In addition, the ability of the Illusionist fell significantly. It was a class with an obvious limit to levelling.


  ‘I can’t dream about reaching level 400.’


  Black checked her experience gauge that had fallen sharply. She had currently succeeded in entering Reidan. Most of the troops were deployed elsewhere, leaving Reidan empty and with poor security. It was very difficult for the guards to find Black, who had an illusion around her.


  ‘Where is Irene’s bedroom?’


  Black was frustrated as she moved through the castle as secretly as possible. She was worried about how long her sister White could last against the monster called Kasim.


  ‘Eh?’


  Black was trying to find Irene quickly when her face turned red. It was because she found a silver-haired woman in the garden of the outdoor terrace. 


  “...Really pretty.”


  The silver-haired woman was so beautiful that Black was shocked. The woman didn’t raise her head from the beautiful garden full of flowers. Her name was Irene. She was the innocent beauty who was the first love of many players until she became Grid’s wife.


  ‘What a bright smile.’


  A beautiful woman like her would have a different life from Black. She was always loved and enjoyed happiness.


  ‘There are no shadows in her heart.’


  Swaaah.


  Wind blew through Black’s hair as she stood on the terrace and looked down at Irene. Black’s thin face filled with hatred.


  ‘Does it make sense that a NPC will be happier than me?’


  Kwaduduk! 


  Black had been abandoned at an orphanage with her sister White. She had never been loved by anyone from the moment she was born. She had been the subject of mockery and pity. Thus, she hated Irene. She couldn’t accept such a radiant existence. She felt a sense of deprivation when she saw those who were full of happiness. She wanted to take away the happiness they felt.


  “I’ll her her.”


  Kill. Kill. Kill. Black’s eyes were filled with madness as she looked at Irene. She laughed like a madman as she imagined herself with shiny silver hair. It was the precursor to Illusion Manifestation.


  At that moment.


  "Don’t infect her with your misery.”


  Black heard the voice of a stranger. It was a male voice. It was filled with a chill that seemed to penetrate into her bones.


  “W-Who?”


  Black was surprised and turned to look at the dark corridor.


  Step. Step.


  Footsteps came closer from the direction the voice was heard. After a moment. Black confirmed the identity of the man who appeared from the darkness.


  “F-Faker? You should be in Reinhardt!”


  The evaluation for Faker was very high. Despite being a normal class user, he had a clear reputation. Of course, the White and Black sisters also appreciated Faker. His control skills and ability to perfectly utilize his class characteristics were reminiscent of Kraugel.


  Strictly speaking, it was an inferior version of Kraugel. If Kraugel’s stats were evaluated as S grade, Faker’s stats were A+. Faker was well aware of this difference. He was a top ranker, but he wasn’t one of the best rankers. He believed it was a problem of talent that couldn’t be overcome with effort.


  But Faker now abandoned that belief. He realized it during the Belial raid. If he didn’t have a bigger greed, he would keep being a non-existent person.


  “Black. A sun grade player.”


  The same grade as Grid and Kraugel. Fighting spirit filled Faker’s eyes as he gazed at Black.


  “I will break my limits by beating you.”


  He would climb up the cliff and eventually crush the sky beside him. He had to take a leaf from Grid’s book. He couldn’t give up. Thus, he declared.


  “I will also reach for the sky.”


  Chwaruruk!


  Faker’s robe moved, attracting Black’s attention for a moment. Faker didn’t miss this opening. He immediately threw a dagger while narrowing the distance with Black.


  Chaaeng!


  ‘Fast!’


  Black hurriedly summoned a warrior-type clone and gulped as she blocked Faker’s attack. Unlike the famous high rankers, Faker had a normal class, but his attack was surprisingly powerful.


  ‘This is nonsense! What’s with these stats?’


  Faker had a lot of time while protecting his colleagues backs at the hunting ground. He did his best in his position. Standing in the shadows, he swung his sword a few thousand times in order to make sure this time wasn’t in vain.


  Chaaeng!


  Chaeeeeeng!


  Silver light shone in the darkness as Black’s clone went on the defensive.


  Rebirth. A legend about a normal class was being written.




  Chapter 588


  ‘Just like a flying squirrel!’


  An assassin’s counter class was a defensive warrior. It was a balanced warrior who could tie up the assassin’s fast feet with a determined charge, reduce the assassin’s strength with a high defense, and tear the assassin’s weak body with appropriate attack power.


  Black was convinced. Her warrior clone would be able to easily overpower Faker. However, reality wasn’t that easy. Faker’s impressive movements took full advantage of his class characteristics and control skills. It was too hard to hit him.


  Wuuong.


  Wuuong!


  The sword wielded by Black’s clone only swiped through empty air.


  Peeng!


  The warrior’s dash that immediately narrowed the distance to the target and suppressed them was also useless. Faker was able to see the timing and point of arrival of the dark by looking at the warrior’s preparatory movements before he used it. The warrior couldn’t catch Faker because it was avoided beforehand. 


  ‘Another Kraugel?’


  It was reminiscent to the movements of Kraugel, who wasn’t overpowered despite fighting one versus two against Black and her sister. Black made a decision.


  ‘First of all, the location is the problem.’


  Reidan Castle’s 3rd floor hallway. The dark and narrow space was like a prison for a warrior. The sword couldn’t be wielded properly, halving the power and speed. The accuracy rate also dropped, as she failed to keep track of the assassin’s fast movements in the darkness. It was due to the narrowness of the place that Faker could read the orbit of the charge.


  On the other hand, Faker was like a fish who met water. He kicked off the walls and ceiling of the hallway, maximizing his speed and doubling the dazzling nature of his movements. He dominated this space. It was virtually impossible for the warrior’s dull attacks to hit him.


  'This can't continue.'


  Black made a decision and ran towards the terrace. While her clone tied up Faker’s feet, she planned to run to the garden to capture Irene and neutralize Faker. She overlooked one thing. This place was the middle of enemy territory.


  "You can’t go to my lady’s side.”


  “Death to all invaders.”


  Pak!


  Pa pa pa pat!


  “What?”


  Black was standing on the terrace railings, only to become surprised and lost her balance. She fell off the railing. 13 assassins suddenly popped out around her. They were assassins wearing robes with a silver dragon embroidered on them. There was a separate Overgeared assassins group? There was no information about it.


  Black gritted her teeth. 


  “Who are all of you?”


  What was the most stupid thing in the world? It was asking assassins questions. Assassins were secretive and reticent. Never try to talk with an assassin. But the assassins with the silver dragon embroidered robes were far from reticent.


  “If you’re curious about our identity, we will introduce ourselves.”


  "We are the Silver Dragon assassins, raised by Prince Ren to help him succeed the throne. The Daluka's Methods that we learnt were incredibly strong. We are the best assassins of Eternal.”


  “This isn’t the end. Recently, we became even stronger. Since serving Duke Grid, we have been trained directly by Kasim, king of shadows.”


  "Now we are-”


  "The overwhelming Silver Dragons-”


  "The Overgeared Shadows group.”


  "We are loyalists who will devote ten of our lives to Overgeared.”


  “...”


  Who was this explanation for? It was as if characters who appeared after a long time were appealing themselves to the readers.


  Syuok!


  Syu syu syu syu syuk!


  The swords of the Silver Dragons flocked towards Black who was making an absurd expression. Indeed, they were terrible assassins. Their weapons moved quickly towards her weak points. 


  “Ugh!”


  Although her level was much lower than White, Black was still level 330. But it wasn’t easy to endure the attacks from the Overgeared Shadows, whose levels were in the mid-200s. It was the fatal weakness of an Illusionist.


  ‘Cooperative attacks are too demanding.’


  After being attacked successively by the Overgeared Shadows, Black suffered damage that couldn’t be ignored and made a choice. She made another illusion in exchange for a loss of experience.


  Sururuk.


  Dark smoke spread out from Black and it soon became a human form. It was Black’s new clone. This time, it was a paladin. It had excellent tanking, healing, and buffing ability.


  “Hee~ Brothers, will you have fun with me?”


  It was a beautiful and cheerful clone, unlike the real Black. She smiled as she equipped a square shield and one-handed sword.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  “...!”


  The Overgeared Shadows were baffled at the new Black. The weight of the shield carried by Black’s new clone was hard to bear with their daggers. Then stumbled and Black pushed them towards the corridor. Then the paladin used support magic on the warrior dealing with Faker.


  "Round Heal."


  Swaaaaah!


  A round green circle was created on the ground underneath the warrior who had been ravaged by Faker’s knife. It was Round Heal which restored the health of the target standing in the specified place.


  “Eh..!”


  The warm healing light wrapped around the warrior clone, whose face became rosy. It happened at the same time.


  Puoook!


  A silver taichi pierced the heart of the clone. It was a scene similar to the fangs of a beast biting its prey’s neck. The strength was amazing.


  [The summoned illusion has been damaged and has vanished.]


  [20% experience has been lost.] 


  [Your level has dropped.]


  [10 of your most recently invested points will be lost.]


  "What?”


  The first clone died while she was dealing with the assassins here?


  “What is this?”


  How could Faker’s attacks be so overwhelming, when he had a normal class? Black couldn’t comprehend Faker’s power, which was twice as strong as she estimated. She thought he must’ve used a petty trick.


  Step.


  Faker entered the range of Round Heal with a calm expression, recovered his health, and replied.


  “The power of items.”


  Was there a need for a long description? One of the means Faker chose to overcome the limitations of a normal class was items, which was natural as a member of Overgeared. Faker had always made best use of the items available from Grid. In particular, he became several times stronger since obtaining Kruger’s Pants.


  He might not be an opponent for Belial, but that wasn’t because Faker was incompetent. There was an insurmountable level difference and Faker was also too busy protecting his colleagues that he failed to demonstrate his skills. Then what about now? Faker was able to freely jump higher than Black.


  Pahat!


  It was the increased agility and jumping ability attached to Kruger’s Pants. The items made by former legends and current legends helped Faker’s stats. Faker moved quickly using his agility and jumping abilities and was above Black’s head in an instant.


  Black felt her own death.


  ***


  [Your party member Black has died.]


  "W-What?”


  White doubted the notification window that appeared in front of her. Reidan was currently empty of Overgeared members. Who in Reidan could hurt Black?


  “How? What is this?”


  Everything went wrong the moment they stepped in the fields. The process and results were different from what she expected. This was the curse of the fields. White was reminded of the crazy farmer who killed her in Siren. Her forehead seemed to throb and she grabbed it.


  “I can’t go back like this.”


  Grid and Overgeared had a debt that must be paid back. She couldn’t go back empty-handed after going all the way to Reidan and the sacrifice of her sister Black.


  “You...!”


  White looked at Lord in the distance. Grid’s son was Overgeared’s secret weapon. What if she killed the child raised by Grid and Kraugel? This would be true revenge.


  “Kik! Kilkik! Hahahahahat!”


  Her guilt was stimulated because she sacrificed her sister Black, who always suffered from severe stress due to difficult levelling. She laughed like she was insane and her body shook. She quickly burned her fat to turn it into muscles and approached Lord. She shot off using the instantaneous increase in acceleration.


  “Young Nobleman Lord!”


  “Avoid it!”


  The 200 beautiful girls hurriedly rushed to protect Lord. However, White’s speed was at the maximum due to reducing her body fat as much as possible. She approached Lord much faster than the girls and smiled at him.


  “Blame your father if you want. You’re going to die due to him!”


  White stared at Lord with killing intent. Her killing intent was too harsh for a child. A common child Lord’s age would’ve cried or fainted. But Lord was going to be a legend. He wasn’t easily affected by abnormal states. Tears filled Lord’s eyes but he endured it as he stared straight at White.


  “No! I don’t blame Father! My father is the best person in the world!”


  How many times had his father been with Lord since he was born? It was small enough that Lord could count it. Yes, sometimes he felt lonely and sad. He wanted to be with his father like other children. He wanted to follow his father around and learn many things like the gardener’s son. Lord wondered how good it would be if his father was always with him.


  But he never expressed his lonely heart to his father. Why? He knew that his father was always away for his family and people. Lord didn’t want to burden his father. His father was great. The mother who cared for him was great, and the father who suffered alone outside the family was also great. 


  Despite Lord’s father not being present to protect him right now, Lord didn’t blame him. He loved and respected his father forever.


  "T-This little kid!”


  Where did the faith in his eyes come from? It was strange. White felt an unpleasant feeling and punched out. It was a fist that had the power to break Lord’s head with a single blow. But she couldn’t hurt Lord.


  "Greed.”


  White thought that Kasim couldn’t hurt her, but this was a big mistake. Kasim could kill White whenever he wanted.


  Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa! Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  “H-Heok!”


  It was the manifestation of ‘Greed,’ a technique that drew all the shadows to one point and swallowed everything around it. It was Kasim’s unique skill that he created by combining Daluka's Methods and Lantier’s Methods.


  After a moment.


  Clang.


  All that remained in the place where White had been standing was a sparkling necklace.




  Chapter 589


  ‘She’s much stronger than I expected.’


  The moment White was killed. Kasim gasped for breath. He was frightened because White had shown a persistent vitality, even when restrained by Greed. Kasim was worried. As Grid grew, his enemies also grew. Kasim was worried that Grid would someday suffer greatly.


  ‘I’m particularly worried about the solo number knights.’


  The Red Knights of the Saharan Empire were by far the strongest armed forces on the continent. In particular, the solo number knights were evaluated as having the power to shatter a castle in one night. But their evaluation was wrong. Before meeting Grid, Kasim had spied on the empire in order to get revenge and discovered the truth.


  Solo number knights. In particular, the power of the 1~7th knights were strong enough to overthrow a kingdom. In the first place, they were people chosen as substitutes for Piaro. Their natural talents and training environment were different from ordinary knights. They could be regarded as Piaro class.


  Even Kasim, the king of shadows, was a weak presence in front of them.


  ‘The empire is an insurmountable mountain.’


  Grid needed to grow faster and stronger. Kasim believed it. Grid would someday surpass the mountain that was the empire. No, he would completely destroy it. This wasn’t a vague belief, but a conviction based on Grid’s potential. Until that day, Kasim’s role was to protect everything belonging to Grid. It was to help Grid grow in comfort.


  ‘In order to do that, I need to be stronger.’


  The difficulty was really high, but it seemed time to challenge the fourth advancement class that he’d been putting off.


  “Huh? What’s that?"


  While Kasim was locked in thought. Lord was looking at the necklace White dropped with interest.


  Kasim laughed and explained, "Loot will occasionally drop after defeating enemies or monsters. It’s compensation for the winner.”


  “Heh...”


  Lord’s eyes lit up. Kasim willingly handed the necklace that White dropped to Lord.


  “This artifact reduces the rate of skill deployment. It’s a rare treasure that would be seen as precious in the empire. Please keep it carefully and use it for your convenience.”


  Lord refused.


  “N-No! Master is the one who fought those bad sisters! Not Lord, but Master!”


  "You aren’t acting as a cute kid.” Kasim felt both admiration and regret that Lord was growing up much faster than his peers. “Please receive this. It’s a reward since you always study so hard.”


  "Uh! I’m so happy.”


  This child was so pure. Kasim felt guilty when he saw Lord’s happy tears.


  ‘I’ll have to give him more gifts so he can get used to it.’


  In retrospect, Lord never even received a birthday cake. It was inevitable since Grid was always absent. How big was his father’s vacancy? Kasim pledged to become a teacher that would fill this vacancy and smiled.


  “I will give Father this necklace. I hope this necklace will always protect my father.”


  “You...you are very special.” 


  If the Nero clan hadn’t been destroyed by the empire... Would he had lived a normal life and become a father of someone like Lord?


  ‘Now that I think about it...’


  There was too much blood on his hands. He dealt despair to countless people and didn’t deserve to dream of happiness. Kasim bowed his head with a dark expression. Lord grabbed his rough hand and placed it on his cheek.


  “Warm.”


  “...”


  *** 


  [Saintess Ruby has obtained extraordinary rewards in exchange for annihilating the soul of the great demon!]


  [The Saintess class has grown to the unique rating. All skill levels will increase by two. Two new skills will be acquired when you reach level 300.]


  [The Saintess’ private weapon, the Wooden Staff, has grown to the unique rating. The enhancement value is reset.]


  [The title ‘Denial’ has been acquired.]


  [Denial]


  Your divine power isn’t obtained from believing in the gods. It is a unique power that is built up because of the people’s worship.


  In this world created by the gods, only you can deny god.


  * When fighting creatures made by gods (great demons, divine creatures, demigods, etc), all your stats will rise and your skill power will rise. You can give them eternal rest.


  * Your heals won’t overlap with the heals of priests of other religions. When targeting the same person with a heal, only your heal is applied.


  This was the content of the special reward obtained after the success of Saintess Ruby in the great demon raid. It was very encouraging that her class rating grew, but there was some ambiguity about the title effect. Ruby had a low understanding of the game and asked her brother Grid about it.


  “This title is a good thing, right?”


  “Umm... Increasing a Saintess’ stats and their rare offensive skills... But it’s better than nothing. The rise in healing ability will increase the survival rate of raids.”


  Grid felt it was lacking for a special reward obtained by destroying a great demon. In particular, the penalty was bad. Ruby’s heals would no longer overlap with the heals of other priests. It was unfortunate, since Overgeared’s future plans involved a large-scale Rebecca Church presence.


  'I need to abandon my plan to make Sehee head of the healer group.’


  This was just a few hours ago. Grid couldn’t see the true value of the ‘Denial’ title. However, his thoughts changed after he came up with a plan to reconstruct Lifael’s Spear.


  ‘Can I use Sehee’s power to suppress the divine power of Goddess Rebecca?’


  The problem was that Goddess Rebecca’s power was too strong. It was enough to eat at the user’s health. If the strong divine power could be denied by Sehee, the power of White Transformation would be halved and it would protect the user.


  ‘I will try it.’


  The determined Grid immediately invited Sehee.


  ***


  “A success!”


  “Good!”


  It was as Grid expected.


  Once Sehee purified the goddess’ hair, the powerful divine power was greatly weakened.


  [Goddess’ Fluffy Hair]


  Fine hair belonging to Rebecca, goddess of light.


  It contains a divine power that can’t be tolerated by humans, but the power has been halved by the Saintess.


  Weight: 0


  ‘As the divine power is weakened, the strength of Lifael’s Spear will also weaken.’


  This was a problem Grid needed to overcome with techniques.


  “Sigh.”


  Grid took a deep breath and focused his spirit. He thought of all the items he had produced since becoming Pagma’s Descendant.


  ‘The skills and experience that I’ve accumulated isn’t light. Now I’m able to transform Lifael’s Spear into a more powerful and ideal form.’


  Flash!


  Grid raised his concentration like a sharp knife. He was confident that he could pull this off and had a desire to help Isabel. He pulled out the white phosphorus wood.  He finally started the full-scale production. Isabel’s heart pounded as she watched him.


  ‘He’s especially cool and manly when standing in front of a furnace.’


  “...”


  Isabel was looking at Grid like she was a shy woman. Damian’s expression darkened as he saw it. Isabel’s sweet heart, which couldn’t forget her first love, was both lovely and bitter. When would she look at him?


  ‘Maybe that day will never come...’


  He resigned himself to it. Damian smiled bitterly and dropped his head, only to become surprised. It was because Isabel suddenly grabbed his hand.


  “I-Isabel-chan..?”


  The trembling and warm Isabel’s hands made Damian’s heart beat faster. Isabel blushed and spoke to the dumbfounded Damian.


  “If... If Grid manages to free me from White Transformation.”


  “...?”


  "At that time, I want to accept Your Holiness’ heart.”


  “Isabel...chan...”


  In fact, Isabel had thought of Damian as a man with no care or consideration. He didn’t care about the other person’s position and kept expressing himself recklessly. This was an old story. Isabel came to know that despite Damian easily expressing his affection, the weight of his affection wasn’t light.


  She watched what Damian did for her and how straight and confident he was when thinking of her. Isabel developed a great liking for Damian in the process of this realization. It was a love that went beyond her longing for Grid. The feeling she had for Damian was real love.


  Nevertheless, she turned away from Damian’s heart. Why? It was due to White Transformation. The health that was consumed by Lifael’s Spear was always holding her back. She thought she would soon be dead and couldn’t accept Damian’s heart.


  But now.


  “Okay, should I begin?”


  Ttang!Ttang!


  There was a person sweating for her. Grid. He was someone who saved her many times from the moment they first met. If it was him, could he save her again this time?


  Kkuok.


  Isabel tightened her grip on Damian’s hand. It was filled with a desire to not miss this opportunity.


  ‘Please... Please help me.’


  She also wanted to feel happiness like an ordinary person. Isabel’s ardent prayer reached Grid.


  [Rebecca's Daughter Isabel is deifying you. Her faith in you is even more powerful and desperate than her faith in Goddess Rebecca. This isn’t a distorted faith. It is a natural phenomenon that Goddess Rebecca can understand. You have avoided Goddess Rebecca’s wrath.]


  [If you have experience in making myth rated items, you deserve to be deified.]


  [The title Glimpsed the Myths has been updated.]


  [Glimpsed the Myths]


  The minimum qualification to raise your class rating to ‘Myth.’


  [The special stat ‘Deity’ is opened!]


  [Deity]


  A holy dignity that can’t be tolerated.


  Every time this stat gains 10 points, you can gain a new power. The power acquired will depend on your personality.


  “...”


  What was this? Grid was confused and stopped hammering. Then he saw Isabel and made a warm smile. Isabel and Damian’s heads were leaning against each other as they held hands tightly, looking like natural and sweet old lovers.


  ‘Damian’s efforts have gained fruit.’


  Grid knew how much Damian loved Isabel. In addition, Grid had married Irene and had a child. He was different from those who evaluated friendship or love between NPCs and users as a mere outlet. He really supported Damian and Isabel’s love.


  ‘If you give birth to a daughter later, send her to my Lord.’


  Satisfy’s roots. The roots of the bonds created by Grid were spreading widely. Chairman Lim Cheolho said, ‘I hope Satisfy will develop into another world rather than a simple game.’


  [★Hidden Quest★ ‘For Isabel’s Sake’ has been acquired.]
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  [For Isabel’s Sake]


  ★ Hidden Quest �


  Isabel’s mission to defend the Rebecca Church at the expense of her own life is harsh.


  It is a fate that can’t be denied by the will and power of a human. Even Pope Damian can’t save her.


  But you are different.


  Perfectly reconstruct Lifael’s Spear and prove it.


  Your blacksmithing ability is a mighty force that can destroy fate.


  Reveal the absolute techniques that can’t be tolerated and become qualified to become a myth beyond a legend.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Weaken the divine power of Lifael’s Spear and ensure Isabel’s safety. However, Lifael’s Spear must be stronger than the existing spear.


  Quest Clear Rewards: Deity stat +1.


  ‘I need to build up my deity stat in the long run.’


  Hidden quests were absolutely correct. They gave rewards that weren’t possible with normal quests. The reward of the hidden quest was a point in the deity stat. This meant that the deity stat couldn’t be raised in an ordinary manner. It was like the good luck stat. The titles Kingdom's Hero and Savior of the World gave points to all stats, but they didn’t have an effect on deity.


  ‘It’s natural.’


  He wasn’t expecting much in the first place. It was rather strange if it was easy to raise a stat that can obtain a special power every 10 points.


  ‘Well, whatever.’


  There was another headache. He needed to suppress the divine power of Lifael’s Spear, but make the performance more powerful than before? It was a shameless quest. Think about it. The main reason for the power of Lifael’s Spear was its mighty divine power. It was logically impossible to increase the spear’s power while weakening the divine power.


  But.


  ‘I have to do it.’


  Grid grumbled as always, but he didn’t think about giving up. There wasn’t any limit on the quest duration and he wanted to acquire a point in the new stat. Above all, Grid wanted to give happiness to Isabel.


  ‘This is for the future of both Damian and Isabel. Don’t be in a rush. Do it slowly and carefully.’


  “...”


  Grid stood in front of the furnace and thought intently. It seemed like a deeply sorrowful look. An artist who wasn’t satisfied, the stubborn craftsman. The so-called years of experience.


  ‘It’s nice to just stand here.’


  ‘The atmosphere isn’t a joke.’


  ‘I want to be like him someday.’


  The blacksmiths of Reinhardt envied Grid. It was natural for blacksmiths to respect legendary blacksmiths.


  "Hrmm."


  Grid kept thinking.


  ‘It’s tough to raise the performance of the spear itself. What if I change the structure of the spear to a shape that fits Isabel?’ 


  It was likely that Lifael’s Spear would be more powerful than before, as the options were dedicated to Isabel.


  '...No, this is one of the three major artifacts of a religion. I don’t think it can be dedicated to just one person. Think about it.’ 


  Grid first took a normal approach. After considering the basic methods of raising the spear’s power, he planned to reconstruct the spear. But it wasn’t easy. After restraining the power of the goddess, it was virtually impossible to make Lifael’s Spear stronger with ordinary methods.


  ‘Wait.’


  The sun had gone down and the moon rose. Grid’s eyes sharpened as he stared at the furnace.


  ‘What about a change in the materials?’


  Adamantium was one of the best minerals. This was why Grid perceived the materials of Lifael’s Spear to be perfect. He wasn’t willing to add another material to Lifael’s Spear, which consisted only of adamantium. But looking back, didn’t he had materials equal to adamantium?


  'Belial’s bones and horns!’


  Adamantium was a ‘mineral’ that naturally grew in the god realm. But it was like a lower-grade material when compared to the body of a great demon. A dark smile appeared on Grid’s face.


  ‘If I make the spear with Belial’s bones, the power will be maximized.’


  Why didn’t he think of such a simple idea? Braham poured cold water on the cheering Grid.


  ‘Will you mix the bones of a filthy demon with Goddess Rebecca? Kuk kuk, it’s fun, but won’t it hurt the Rebecca Church?’


  “...Ah.”


  It was unacceptable to use the body parts of a depraved being for a divine weapon. Grid belatedly realized and got a headache.


  ‘It isn’t a simple matter.’


  Braham gave advice to the disappointed Grid.


  'Why don’t you try magic?’


  ‘...?’


  ‘Attach magic to Lifael’s Spear. If your goal is to increase the power of the spear, wouldn’t it be simple and effective to use magic?’


  Indeed, it was a simple answer. But it wasn’t feasible.


  “How can I do that?”


  Three steps were required to create a magic item. First, it was to imprint the magic power recovery formula so that the item could produce magic power on its own. Second, mark the item with a magic spell. Thirdly, insert the magic spell on the engraved mark.


  It seemed simple, but was a very difficult task. Even the so-called great magicians couldn’t easy create magic items. It wasn’t an area for Grid, who was a blacksmith. Braham spoke proudly to Grid.


  'I will teach you how to make magic items.’


  “Ah!!”


  Grid was reminded of something. Who were the ones who created the strongest mineral pavranium? They were Braham and Pagma. The legendary great magician Braham was likely to know how to create magic battle gear. Grid’s eyes lit up.


  “You will really teach me? I can create magic battle gear?”


  As long as Grid had the ability to make magic battle gear, the type of items he could make in the future would increase significantly. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the value was astronomical. Braham replied positively to Grid who had high expectations.


  ‘The making of magic battle gear was something that Pagma could do. You can do it with your skills.’


  “R-Really? Then why didn’t you tell me about it sooner?”


  ‘You have the potential to produce magic weapons because you destroyed Great Demon Belial and your intelligence increased from the reward. Until then, you were so ignorant that there was no hope.’


  “...”


  He praised the Savior of the World title. At that moment, a notification window appeared in front of Grid.


  [One of Pagma’s Descendant’s hidden pieces ‘Sealed Ability’ has been acquired.]


  [You can acquire ‘Magic Battle Gear Production Method’ by clearing the quest.]


  [A new quest has been created.]


  [Production Training]


  Difficulty: SSS


  The making of magic battle gear was originally just for magicians.


  But in the past, the legendary blacksmith Pagma created his own unique method of making magic battle gear thanks to Braham’s help.


  You can also learn from Braham how to make magic battle gear.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Achieve what Braham demands.


  Quest Clear Reward: Magic Battle Gear Production Method Lv. 1.


  “Braham, you...”


  He did so much, only to be abandoned by Pagma later on. Grid felt compassion and then Braham spoke.


  'Don’t betray me.’


  “...”


  The impact of being betrayed by a friend was very huge on Braham. If Grid was in Braham’s position, he wouldn’t trust a human again. Nevertheless, Braham showed a steady trust in Grid. What was the reason? Grid couldn’t help asking.


  "Braham, why do you like me?”


  Braham shouted angrily. ‘W-What!? W-Who likes you?’


  Braham denied it, but he felt favorable towards Grid and was a lot of help. Why? It was because Grid’s nature was different from Pagma. Unlike Pagma, who betrayed his friends for his cause, Grid was a person who cherished every friend. Braham had been expelled from the world of vampires and his personality gradually changed over hundreds of years. He also wanted to be important to someone.


  ‘Che.’


  Why was his heart weakening? It was from the time when Mumud was his disciple. Braham was jealous of Mumud’s talents, intercepted his achievements, and made up his mind to erase Mumud from the world. However, Braham couldn’t kill Mumud. Later, Mumud was busy trying to cure his illness.


  ‘...’


  Mumud. The innocent smile of a man who was more lovable and naive than anyone else.


  Grid prompted Braham. "What are you doing? Quickly teach me the Magic Battle Gear Production Method."


  ‘Right. Start with learning how to forge metal with Magic Missile.’


  “...?”


  ‘Do it 10,000 times. You need to hit the metal with Magic Missile that number of times.’


  "?????"


  Couldn’t it be a bit easier? Grid didn’t understand why he had to suffer every time.


  ***


  Lauel faced himself in front of a full-length mirror.


  "Lauel, you know that you are perfect in every way.” 


  His talent had already transcended the human realm and was enough to earn the jealousy of the gods. Ah, perhaps that was why?


  "...I’m under a terrible curse.”


  It was a curse that his military talent was merely at this level.


  "Lauel, you are not qualified to lead the army.”


  Lauel had a strategy to quickly end the war by targeting Reinhardt’s weakness. It was a great strategy to make sure all the members of his team did their best, but Lauel felt that he was lacking.


  ‘I can’t cope with variables flexibly and can’t handle a war that changes in real time. Someday, I will make a big mistake and cause the army to fall into a crisis.’


  His role was the chief of staff, not a general. He needed a talented person who was cool and charismatic, while having excellent skills. Piaro and Asmophel? They were lacking. They were able to win battles, but weren’t wise enough to win a war.


  'Of course, it might be different if Asmophel grows further.’


  Was there someone who could take over Asmophel’s role until Asmophel’s talent fully blossomed? Lauel’s face was ugly as he thought for a long time.


  “...N-No one?”


  Overgeared Guild. He couldn’t deny that they had the best talents, but most of these talents were biased towards individual force. Lauel felt desperate.


  “Kukuk... It can't be helped. I need to secure new talent from outside.”


  How? The method was obvious. Recently, the honor and authority of Overgeared was tremendous. At this moment, many people were working hard out of a desire to join Overgeared. Lauel planned to use this.


  "Toban, hold a large-scale tryout for Overgeared. Preach my will to the world right now. I will wait for those who will gain the honor of sharing my destiny.”


  “Ah... In other words, advertise a job availability around the world?”


  “...”


  There were no romantics in Overgeared. Lauel was depressed.
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  On the outskirts of Innsbruck, Austria.


  If a person walked along the mountain path, they would see an old castle. It was a castle by a transparent lake. It was beautiful enough to capture the gaze of passing birds. But why did it feel so dreary?


  Swaaah.


  The wind blew through the fields. There were no signs of life.


  ***


  A 100 pyeong room that didn’t have any furniture or decorations. There was only one capsule placed in this room.


  “Luna...”


  The man sleeping in the capsule seemed to be having a terrible nightmare. The dyed green hair was wet from tears, and the haggard face was distorted with pain and sorrow. 


  “Luna...!”


  The troubled man who repeatedly called out one name was none other than Agnus. He gave a loud scream and raised his body.


  “Pant... Pant...”


  He couldn’t see his lover, no matter how hard he looked around the desolate castle. The awful reality cooled Agnus’ cold head and blood.


  “Luna...”


  Agnus got up and moved to the window, his golden eyes staring at the lake. The landscape of the castle was reflected on the lake. He always felt warm when he saw this scene with her, but now it was the opposite.


  "...The landscape that you wanted to see every morning.”


  He had accumulated wealth. It was an immense wealth that allowed him to buy a whole castle. But he was alone. There was no one but him in this huge castle.


  Kkuok.


  Agnus barely suppressed his tears. His lover Luna had to face a terrible end because of his incompetence. Agnus wanted to kill himself every time he thought about the past. He resented that he couldn’t turn back time.


  “I... I want to meet you again.”


  Stagger.


  Agnus’ powerless steps headed back to the capsule. Then he connected to another world, Satisfy. It was to achieve a desire that couldn’t be fulfilled in reality.


  ***


  “Shit! Dammit!”


  “...”


  Black and White attacked Reidan but died, suffering enormous losses. They were filled with poison as they reunited at the resurrection point. White cursed while Black screamed inwardly. Their fury towards Overgeared pierced the sky.


  ‘What type of person is Grid? How did he get so many excellent NPCs?’


  ‘Faker... A normal class dares...’


  White wanted to run back to Reidan right now. This time, she would achieve her desire. Unfortunately, the opponent was too strong. She couldn’t dream of revenge. Did this make sense? They should feel fear when fighting Kraugel or Grid, not Grid’s subordinates!


  A gentle voice entered the ears of the trembling sisters.


  “It will be hard for you to confront Overgeared with your strength. It is safe to say that Overgeared’s current power is a match for the Ares army.”


  “...!”


  Who was at the resurrection point? The sisters’ eyes sharpened as they stared warily in the direction of the voice. Then they were surprised as they saw the owner of the voice. It was a white-haired young man beautiful enough to be a woman, Veradin.


  "Captain of the hyenas? Why are you here?”


  Hyena. It was a derogatory term for necromancers. A necromancer could manipulate the corpses of others. They were called hyenas because they had a habit of looking for dead bodies on the battlefield. The reason why the sisters called Veradin the captain of the hyenas was simple.


  Veradin was the top ranked necromancer.


  ‘The one who was called the best genius along with Lauel in the 10 Rookies.’


  ‘Unlike Lauel, he’s been acting quietly. Why did he approach us?’


  There must be a big picture. Veradin extended a hand to the sisters.


  “If you want revenge on Overgeared, why don’t you join us?”


  “Hah...!”


  White laughed. It was ridiculous.


  “Join the White Wolf Guild? You want us to join the guild led by someone weaker? Do you not understand your targets? In the first place, how can you help us?”


  It was a violent reaction, but Veradin wasn’t offended. The White Wolf was a guild in the top 200 of the guild rankings. However, Veradin acknowledge it wasn’t enough to recruit such big people like the White and Black sisters.


  “Please don’t misunderstand. I’m trying to recruit you into Immortal, not my guild.”


  “Immortal?”


  It was a big name.


  "The organization of necromancers?”


  The sisters laughed but then Veradin spoke amazing words.


  "Immortal is a secret organization that serves Agnus.”


  “A-Agnus?”


  The weight of Agnus’ name was enormous. Agnus, along with Kraugel and Ares, had a powerful force and a unique madness. Even the worst dark gamer group, Blood Carnival, avoided Agnus. None of them wanted to provoke Agnus and they were always wary of him.


  But so far, Agnus didn’t have much influence on the power structure. It was because Agnus was always alone, just like Kraugel. Now Veradin claimed otherwise. Agnus also had a force behind him.


  “Wait a minute. Isn’t it too dangerous to give power to that crazy guy?”


  "He smashes a city every time he’s bored...”


  “...”


  Veradin felt bitter that even the sisters, who weren’t classified as normal, perceived Agnus as the biggest madman. Veradin laughed and shook his head. “Unlike what you think, Agnus has a surprisingly cool mind. He doesn’t do mass murder unless his feelings are disturbed.”


  “...”


  In other words, he would commit mass murder if he was in a bad mood. Veradin once again made an offer.


  "Come to Immortal. If you’re with Agnus, you don’t have to be afraid of Overgeared.”


  “...”


  It made a lot of sense. Agnus’ presence was that big. In particular, there was Agnus’ Death Knight Transformation. It might be temporary, but he could become the strongest undead knight that didn’t have to fear death. 


  'If we’re with a person like that...’


  'We will gain wings on our back.’


  However, it was difficult to change forces so easily. They had to look at the conditions.


  “What is Immortal’s purpose?”


  “It’s to make Agnus the king of the living and the dead. The goal is to dominate the whole continent in the future by setting up a kingdom where undead and users coexist.”


  “...Interesting. It would be incredibly strong if you can create an undead army at the level of a kingdom.”


  “But won’t there be annoying activities if we join? We’re in Blood Carnival because we’re guaranteed freedom.”


  “Of course, you will also get freedom in Immortal. However, please be aware that Overgeared and the Ares army are our enemies. If there’s an armed conflict with the two forces, you will have to fight.”


  “...”


  The conditions weren’t bad for White and Black. Not only were they guaranteed freedom, they liked the fact that they were definitely opposed to Overgeared.


  ‘I’m wary about being hostile to Ares, but...’


  ‘Won’t we be invincible if our strength is combined with Agnus’ undead army?’


  Their worries didn’t last long. They felt reassured when thinking about Agnus.


  “Okay. Then we will withdraw from Blood Carnival.”


  Veradin shook his head at the Black and White sisters.


  "No, on the surface, you should stay in Blood Carnival. Just like I am staying in White Wolf.” 


  “You aren’t announcing to the world that there is an organization called Immortal yet?”


  "Yes, more than anything else, I’m curious. The master hidden behind Blood Carnival. What is his identity?”


  "Ha, we also want to know that.”


  The White and Black sisters scoffed, but didn’t express any complaints. They were also curious about the master’s identity.


  *** 


  The stronghold of Blood Carnival located deep inside the Dravian Mountains. One person spent most of his time in the previous nest of the light dragon Nevartan. Blood Carnival’s master, a.k.a ‘Dark.’ Only the three founding members of Blood Carnival knew the identity of the hidden master.


  ‘It’s annoying that the White and Black sisters are silent.’


  The sisters had attacked Reidan and failed. Based on their original nature, it wouldn’t be strange if they rushed to him right now. The Blood Carnival members gathered for the benefits of the individuals, so it was impossible for him to send forces to help.


  However, they were silent and this didn’t make him feel good. He thought about this and sent a whisper to Viola, one of the founding members of Blood Carnival.


  -Have you found any named NPCs on the level of Piaro?


  -I have roamed several kingdoms with the kids and haven’t seen a talented NPC. It’s the first time I’ve discovered that an independent NPC is so precious.


  -Everyone is greedy for talents. Hrmm... Maybe it is wiser to train one ourselves.


  -Train a named NPC? How?


  -Viola, have you seen the Bairan war video? One soldier was helping Grid covertly on the battlefield. Maybe Grid didn’t look for named NPCs from the beginning. He might’ve systematically trained an ordinary NPC and evolved them into a named NPC.


  -Is that possible?


  -We need to figure out if it’s possible or not. If you see a roughly gifted NPC, secure them. We will place them in the dungeon and raise their level.


  -U-Understood.


  Viola was dubious, but followed Dark’s command. Her confidence in Dark was this deep. After passing on the order to Viola.


  "I should keep it faithful to the owner.”


  Dark made a pleased expression and moved to a secret passage hidden behind a curtain. He descended the stairs and saw a complex maze. The creator of this maze?


  “Let’s work hard today.”


  It was none other than Dark.


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  A dungeon with a terrible difficulty was created by Dark’s hand that was holding a pickaxe. It was the emergence of a new hidden class, Dungeon Maker.


  This would later be a great gift for Grid and Overgeared...
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  A Dungeon Maker could build dungeons underground, in caves, inside buildings, etc.


  The rating of the constructed dungeon varied according to the location, design, and scale. The higher the rating of the dungeon, the greater the number of traps and monsters that could be placed. Therefore, the rank of the dungeon was a factor that directly contributed to the difficult.


  [The third section of the ‘Beware Dogs’ dungeon has been completed.]


  [The third section is structurally capable of placing 8 traps and 193 monsters. However, you can’t place flying-type monsters.]


  [This is a unique-rated dungeon. As a bonus, experience has increased by 10% and all stats have increased by 6.]


  [Every time someone destroys a trap or hunts a monster, you will share some of their experience. You can acquire a certain amount of gold and building materials every time someone acquires items. If a dungeon explorer dies during the dungeon, you will receive various special rewards.]


  The dungeon ‘Beware Dogs’ built in the Dravian Mountains by Dark was his masterpiece. It was a structure that thoroughly blocked intruders to protect ‘it,’ which would someday become its master. Of course, dungeons built by Dark weren’t always used for this purpose.


  Dungeons were a highly utilized space. Dark sometimes produced dungeons that trained his allies or were easy to attack for his own benefits. Often, he created special dungeons such as a ghost house and charged for admission, creating a tourist attraction.


  In any case, Dark didn’t doubt that Beware Dogs would fully protect him as he intended. But there was still a long time left until it was finished. The production time and cost for the dungeon was too big. In particular, money. More money was needed.


  ‘Should I raise the commission cost for Blood Carnival?’


  No, he couldn’t be too greedy. Competitors in the same industry had been on the rise in recent years, so he had to be nervous.


  ‘There are too many bad guys in the world.’


  In the shadowy parts of the world, he could see all of them. There were those who harmed others casually, those who killed people for a reason, etc. 


  Kaaang! Kaaang!


  Puok! Puk.


  Suksak.


  He repeatedly knocked down walls with a pickaxe, dug with a shovel, and built new walls with bricks. Dark was deeply involved in the creation of the dungeon when he felt skeptical.


  ‘What is this feeling? I have a hidden class, but have to do hard labor every day?’


  He looked at the pickaxe and shovel he never touched in reality and was appalled.


  “Sigh... Still, I’m glad because it’s a class that can earn me many rewards.”


  Dark sighed deeply. He was a lot like someone. That someone was naturally...


  “Magic Missile! Magic Missile! Magic Missile! Magic... Oh! Hey, this #@!$%~!”


  Grid. 


  Grid used Magic Missile for hours on the iron ore placed on the anvil. He already emptied a few mana potions in his mouth and asked Braham again for confirmation.


  “Is this real? Can I really learn the Magic Battle Gear Production Method by repeating this?”


  Braham replied to the desperate looking Grid.


  ‘That’s right. After hitting the iron ore 10,000 times, you need to hit the jaffa ore 10,000 times and then orichalcum 10,000... If you continue this process, you will eventually strike adamantium and bloodstone 10,000 times and you will be qualified to learn the Magic Battle Gear Production Method.’


  “Eh...??”


  It wasn’t just iron ore? Grid doubted his ears but didn’t forget to use Magic Missile. Then a notification window appeared.


  [Your intelligence has increased by 1.]


  [Your magic accuracy has increased by 0.01%.]


  “Ohhh!”


  It was fortunate that his stats increased from labor. He was particularly pleased that his intelligence stat was increasing.


  ‘...’


  Grid had just been cursing and now he was as happy as a child. Braham thought it was absurd.


  ‘There’s such a simple person in this world?’


  He wasn’t disparaging this simplicity. Braham thought that Grid’s talent came from this simplicity.


  ‘In particular, his simple personality plays a big part when he focuses on repetitive work.’


  A huge smile. Grid was happy at the sight of his rising stats and Braham whispered to him.


  ‘Please note that you can learn new magic if your intelligence increases a bit more.’


  “R-Really? Okay! Magic Missile! Magic Missile!”


  Teong! Teong!


  [Your intelligence has increased by 1.]


  [Your magic accuracy has increased by 0.01%.]


  [Magic Mastery has increased by Lv. 5 to Lv. 6.]


  There was compensation. Labor was always right. It didn’t matter if it was hard.


  “Pant pant! Magic Missile! Pant pant! Magic Missile! Magic Missile!”


  Grid’s satisfaction rose. His enthusiasm rose from the increasing stats and he continued to hit the iron ore with Magic Missile. At first, the iron ore was damaged or penetrated by Grid’s Magic Missile, but now it was become firmer every time. It was the process of training his magic.


  ***


  Minor. He had been serving Grid since he was a 13 year old boy. Now the talent forcefully obtained by Grid in Bairan had turned 18 years old. What had he been doing for the past five years? He was exploring all over the continent for new and better quality minerals. It was very difficult. It had been difficult to find new minerals during his stay in Reidan.


  But the power of education was terrible! His qualities had blossomed due to Grid forcing him to study, and at this moment, he found new minerals. The Dravian Mountains. It was renowned for being the nest of Light Dragon Nevartan.


  ‘This is really...!’ I feel the aura of a new mineral!’


  Now he had good news to tell Duke Grid.


  ‘No, he isn’t a duke, but a king.’


  Minor originally disliked Grid. Minor’s pride was high in the sky because he was such a unique genius and he thought it was shameful to serve only a duke.  Minor thought that only the emperor of the Saharan Empire was qualified to become his master.


  But his thoughts had changed recently. Despite being a commoner like Minor, Grid became a great nobleman and was even qualified to become the king of a nation. Minor’s impression of Grid changed a lot.


  ‘This is a person I can serve.’


  Minor was determined to serve Grid in the future. He would perform faithfully under Grid and learn a lot.


  ‘Huhuhu... Then one day I will become a noble and a king.’


  From now on, his goal was to become the second Grid. Minor felt resolved and pulled a pickaxe out of his bag. He planned to maximize his achievements by taking the newly discovered mineral directly to Grid. Grid utilized Minor as a minerals detector, but he liked mining more.


  Minor, who was as greedy as Grid and as self-conscious as Lauel, started climbing the Dravian Mountains. He had developed great mobility skills and raised his strength, stamina, and persistence while exploring the continent for the past several years.


  ***


  “Magic Missile! Magic Missile! Magic Missile!”


  The average time it took to use Magic Missile (Enhanced) Lv. 3 was 1.5 seconds. The cooldown time was less than one second, but this calculation was when it was used repeatedly due to the very short activation time. It consumed 420 mana for one. Thanks to various titles and items, his total intelligence was over 1,900 and his mana was 12,000.


  Calculating it simply, Grid’s mana was depleted when Magic Missile was used without rest for 40 seconds. There were limits, even if he took a mana potion. There was a waiting time for the potion reuse time. In other words, it was theoretically impossible for Grid to launch Magic Missile for dozens of minutes.


  Yet Grid had already used Magic Missile for over four hours. It was due to the Ring of Absurdity that reduced the consumption of resources by 50%.


  ‘This game is truly about items.’


  Grid realized the undeniable truth again and smiled with delight. The moment the 10,000th Magic Missile hit the iron ore.


  [You have learned the Iron Ore Magic Training method.]


  [In the future, you can train the iron ore with various attack spells. The power and skill of the magic you use will determine the speed of the iron ore training.]


  [The magically tempered minerals have a lower durability than traditionally handled minerals, but there is a possibility that special magic options will be attached. The types of options depends on the magic you use to temper it.]


  “Oh...! Ohh!!”


  Grid’s joy pierced the sky after repeating the same thing for 4 hours and 10 minutes. Braham urged Grid as he was checking the rewards.


  'Wouldn’t it be better to keep using Magic Missile? Next is the jaffa ore.’


  Perhaps Braham wasn’t aware of his own emotions. Braham’s voice also sounded excited and Grid laughed.


  ‘I want to see the magic battle gear that you can create quickly.’


  Iron ore, jaffa, mithril, orihalcum, black iron ore, blue orichalcum, and finally adamantium and bloodstone. Grid had to strike at least 19 types of metals 10,000 times and it would take at least a week. Of course, this included the stamina recovery time and Satisfy connection time limit.


  The same process needed to be repeated for a week or more. It would be terrible and disgusting for another person. But it wasn’t a big deal for Grid. Grid wasn’t frustrated because it merely required patience, not talent. Not giving up was Grid’s specialty.


  [The long term magic use has slowed magic recovery speed and the mana deployment speed.]


  [You are tired. Stamina is consumed more quickly. You have resisted.]


  'It might take 10 days instead of a week.’


  The system started to interfere. But Grid’s expression didn’t change at all. He had perfectly adapted to this training.


  ‘Isabel, wait a little longer. I will surely give you the best spear.’


  There was no anxiety. Grid’s expression was calm as he started striking the jaffa ore with Magic Missile. Only those waiting by the side were nervous.


  ‘How long is he going to repeat the same thing?’


  ‘Isn’t he bored? I’m dying of boredom just watching...’


  'Uhh, my body is tired standing next to him. I am sore.’


  ‘Please go and take a rest...’


  Reinhardt’s blacksmiths started to be afraid of Grid’s obsession. On the other hand, Damian and Isabel looked at Grid like he was a role model. They thought that Grid’s spirit was uncommon in this world.


  “Magic Missile!”


  Jeeeong!


  White flashes occurred in the smithy through the night. Lauel smiled at the sight from the distant walls.


  “This light is the glorious future that will lead this kingdom. Hut...!”


  The cool wind blew in the pleasant night.
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  While Grid was learning the Magic Battle Gear Production Method. 


  The Overgeared members were scattered all over and performing their own duties. They encouraged and helped the people greatly damaged by the war and repaired Reinhardt, Patrian, and Bairan. The person who played the biggest role in this process wasn’t the high rankers like Jishuka, Yura, Regas, or Pon. It was surprisingly Grid’s sister, Ruby.


  Ruby’s overwhelming healing power and benevolent spirit helped to heal and encourage the wounded bodies and minds of the people and soldiers.


  “Thank you! I really appreciate it! My friends and family are able to regain their health thanks to Saintess Ruby!”


  "I thought I would spend my whole life like this, but I’m able to walk thanks to the Saintess. I will thank the Saintess for the rest of my life and live well.”


  “Ah! Saintess Ruby is Grid’s sister? How could there be two such wonderful siblings?”


  The people’s love and respect for Ruby grew further. In accordance, Ruby’s sphere of influence was naturally expanded. It was right below Grid’s. Lauel thoroughly took advantage of this.


  "We will increase the speed of the recovery operation. Let the people and soldiers work more. If Ruby goes and preaches the necessity of labor, the people will be willing to work harder.”


  "Aren’t the people already working all the time except for when they’re eating and sleeping? No way. They’ll collapse.”


  “Ruby, can’t you heal them if they fall?” 


  Perfect infinite power! The value of the Saintess’ wide-area healing ability was great. Lauel really liked Ruby, who created an environment where the people and soldiers could be overworked. Ruby didn’t like Lauel’s words.


  “A bad person.”


  "You can condemn me, but I’m proud of myself. My decision is solely for the growth of Grid and Overgeared. I don’t think I’m wrong.”


  "Hmph, I have nothing to say to you.”


  Ruby turned around, going to the people and soldiers to ask them for more harsh labor. Ruby was also a member of Overgeared and couldn’t disobey Lauel’s orders.


  "I’ll take good care of you so that you don’t get hurt."


  Ruby promised the people.


  A smile appeared on Lauel’s face.


  “Unlike Grid, she has a cute side...”


  Duguen!


  The feelings deeply sealed in his heart were moving.


  ‘What? What is this hot flame moving through my heart?’


  Lauel didn’t know, but it was love. The late first love of the 22 year old Lauel began.


  *** 


  “What? Lauel ordered the troops to gather in Reidan?”


  "Yes, because it’s at the border of the Saharan Empire and must be thoroughly defended.”


  "Why did he make such a decision? Shouldn’t we be paying attention to the remnants of the Eternal Kingdom, not the Saharan Empire? From their perspective, they can’t forgive us for killing the king and dividing the kingdom. What if they gather their troops and advance to Bairan or Reinhardt?”


  Toban questioned Lauel’s command. He had served as chief of staff of the Tzedakah Guild. From his point of view, Lauel seemed to be making a big mistake.


  Euphemina and Vantner agreed.


  “Yes. In the current situation, the remnants of Eternal wouldn’t miss this gap.”


  “Did Lauel make a mistake because he is tired?”


  The moment everyone was feeling distrustful of Lauel’s judgment.


  “Lauel hasn’t overlooked the presence of Marquis Steim.”


  The silent Yura opened her mouth. Her peach lips captivated everyone’s eyes.


  "After the death of King Aslan, his evil deeds were revealed to the public and Marquis Steim has nothing to worry about anymore. He will unconditionally serve Youngwoo-ssi. But how can he come to Youngwoo-ssi with empty hands after he refused his support during the war?”


  “I see!”


  "There’s still Marquis Steim!”


  Vantner made a confused expression while Toban and Euphemina nodded immediately.


  "Sooner or later, Marquis Stein will arrive with a gift.”


  “The gift is the remnants of those who are against Grid. Indeed, Lauel is incredible. He expected this and stationed the troops in Reidan.”


  "Yura is also amazing for discovering it. Won’t Lauel have an easier time if Yura assists him?”


  “No. Yura needs to level up. She’s one of the strongest powers of our guild.”


  “...”


  The strongest power. Was it really like that? Yura couldn’t accept it.


  ‘I’m weak.’


  The epic class Euphemina, and Jishuka armed with the Red Phoenix Bow were comparable to the legendary rated Grid and Kraugel. She was weak, despite having a legendary class.


  ‘This is a problem. I need to devote myself to finding the hidden pieces as soon as possible.’


  It was a matter of pride. Yura also dreamt about becoming stronger than everyone else.


  ‘My next destination is...’


  Hell. The stage that maximized a Demon Slayer’s abilities. Once the establishment of the Overgeared Kingdom was complete and the Overgeared Guild regained stability, she would rush to hell and concentrate on her growth. Yura was prepared.


  *** 


  Three Rebecca Temples would be built in Reinhardt. The elders of the Rebecca Church accepted Pope Damian’s command. They would send full support to Grid and Overgeared, who destroyed the great demon Belial. The players belonging to the Rebecca Church received a quest.


  [The ‘Temple Construction’ quest has been created.]


  [Temple Construction]


  Difficulty: A


  The Rebecca Church plans to build three temples in Reinhardt, the territory of the great hero Grid.


  Help the construction of the Rebecca Temples.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Work for at least four days at the construction site of the Rebecca Temples.


  Quest Reward: You have the right to be assigned to the newly built temple. Divine Power +20. The compensation will differ according to construction contribution.


  "How much manpower are they lacking that they would make paladins and priests participate in the construction sites?”


  "Isn’t it common that the funds and manpower required for the construction of the temple be covered by the lord of the territory that the temple is built in?”


  “Wow... Surely we aren’t paying for the cost of the temples built in Reinhardt?”


  “Pope Damian is abusing his authority. It’s well known that he’s a fan of Grid.”


  "I can’t believe that the elders approved this.”


  The players in the Rebecca Church didn’t like the Temple Construction quest. They couldn’t understand why they were supposed to participate in the construction of the temple and felt uncomfortable because they seemed to be used for Damian’s private affairs. However, there were very few players who refused the quest. A-grade quests weren’t easy to get and the reward was quite good.


  ‘It increases divine power by 20.’


  ‘Reinhardt is one of the few very large cities on the whole continent. If I can get there, I can make great profits by clearing numerous quests every day.’


  ‘I don’t want to miss the chance to build up a friendship with Overgeared.’


  ‘Follow the trend for the future.’


  Talents started to gather in Reinhardt, which would become the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom. This was the power of Overgeared.


  ***


  “I’m sorry!”


  The members of the Silver Knights, including Peak Sword, returned. They thought of themselves as sinners. It was because Cork Island was completely destroyed. The Cork Island that flourished in the past couldn’t exist again. Tears flowed down Peak Sword’s face as he recalled the ruined Cork Island.


  “If we had handed it over to Eternal when you told me...”


  The island wouldn’t have been destroyed. It would’ve been taken away, but they could’ve used it in the future. They needlessly protected Cork Island and brought about irreversible results. Lauel comforted Peak Sword, who couldn’t even lift his head.


  “It isn’t your fault. It’s mine for not anticipating Blood Carnival’s strike.”


  There was no way to predict it, but he didn’t make excuses. Lauel never thought that Peak Sword would completely protect Cork Island from Eternal’s navy. In the first place, there was no reason for Blood Carnival to intervene. Unfortunately, Peak Sword was far more outstanding than expected and the result turned out like this.


  ‘Now that Cork Island is destroyed, the cost of restoring the destroyed facilities is too high. It’s better to give up neatly.’


  They didn’t need to be so obsessed. Originally, Cork Island was the major source of income for Overgeared. But this would change in the future. The territories belonging to Eternal that would be occupied by Overgeared were much more valuable than Cork Island.


  Then Lauel received a new report.


  “Katz has returned.”


  Blood Warrior Katz. His strength was comparable to Grid when he was on the battlefield. No, maybe it was higher than Grid. Lauel had big hopes for him. He hoped Borneo would be protected for 10 days. Lauel rushed over and greeted Katz.


  "You must have suffered a lot. We were able to protect our rear thanks to your actions.”


  It would be great if they could make Borneo completely theirs, but there were only 1,000 troops assigned to Katz. It was impossible to completely protect Borneo from the Gauss Kingdom which could move tens of thousands of troops. It was great work to keep it for just 10 days.


  Katz reported to Lauel. “The Gauss Kingdom’s army has given up on occupying Borneo and has retreated. I think it’s better to send reinforcements to Borneo so that the Gauss Kingdom doesn’t attempt it again.”


  “...Huh?”


  The Gauss Kingdom’s army gave up on occupying Borneo and retreated? The result was unbelievably shocking.


  "How did you keep Borneo?”


  Katz formed a circle with his fingers after hearing Lauel’s question.


  “Money.”


  “...”


  Well, he should speak to Grid. Lauel wanted to give Katz and Peak Sword good weapons for all their hard work.


  ***


  Chaaeng! Chaaeng! Chaaeng!


  Days passed. He kept using Magic Missile except for the time he spent sleeping.


  Chaaeng! Chaaeng! Chaaeng!


  “...”


  Grid used Magic Missile on the metals without a break. The dark circles under his eyes  were reminiscent of a dead man.


  “Grid...”


  Isabel’s beautiful face was filled with worry as she watched Grid in the smithy. She felt sorry that Grid was struggling for her. She wondered if she could really abuse Grid this much.


  ‘Suffering because of me... No. I can’t endure it anymore.’


  Isabel stood up. She didn’t care about her own matter anymore. She only hoped for Grid to be safe.


  “Grid...!”


  Isabel was about to tell Grid to stop. Then the adamantium was hit 10,000 times by Grid’s Magic Missile and shone brilliantly, lighting up the entire smithy. Grid turned to the amazed Isabel and smiled brightly.


  “Are you ready to enjoy your happiness?”
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  It was hard. It was seriously hard.


  One week?


  ‘Bullshit!’


  He spend over a fortnight striking 19 types of metals with Magic Missile. The penalty of using magic continuously was far worse than Grid expected.


  'Striking it?’


  As soon as he opened his eyes, he connected to the game and repeated the same thing until he fell asleep. His mind was bound to weaken. Grid thought several times about giving up. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say he was going crazy at the thought of firing Magic Missile 190,000 times.


  ‘How can a human do such a crazy thing?’


  It was different from the days when he looked for the North End Cave and became Pagma’s Descendant.


  Reaching the limits of his stamina and concentration wasn’t enough to dampen Grid’s will that was ignited by anger. Grid wanted to forget about that time even now. The idea that this repetitive action wasn’t something a human should do weakened his heart. 


  ‘No... No. I can’t give up now.’


  He would waste the efforts of the past few days the moment he gave up. Grid’s nature couldn’t tolerate this loss. More than anything else.


  “Grid...”


  “...”


  He couldn’t turn away from Isabel, who was making a pained face from guilt. He started this in the first place because he wanted to make her happy.


  ‘I won’t give up!’


  Kwaduduk!


  Grid once again started firing Magic Missile. 100 times, 200, 500, 1,000, 5,000, 10,000 times a day...


  From that moment on, he couldn’t count how many Magic Missiles he’d shot. He couldn’t afford to count.


  “Grid! That’s it! Stop now!”


  How many days had passed? The sight of Grid coughing up blood while shooting Magic Missile made Isabel become pale and confused. She couldn’t bear it anymore and shouted. She didn’t want Grid to suffer any longer because of her. At that moment.


  Jeeeong!


  Grid fired Magic Missile with a trembling hand.


  [The quest has succeeded!]


  [’Magic Battle Gear Production Method’ has been acquired.]


  Notification windows popped up. It happened when the 190,000th Magic Missile struck adamantium. 


  [Magic Battle Gear Production Method Lv. 1]


  Metal can be tempered with magic attacks. If you make an item with this metal, there is a certain chance of the item developing a magic option.


  * The rating of the metal enchanted with magic is subdivided from normal to legend. Depending on the rating, the magic options will be stronger and more varied.


  * Level 1 production. The magic that can be used to temper metal is limited to Magic Missile.


  * In order to raise the level of Magic Battle Gear Production Method, you must learn how to temper the metal with higher rated spells.


  “Good. Very good.”


  The reward that came at the end of a huge amount of effort was always satisfying. A delighted smile appeared on Grid’s haggard face.


  “Isabel, are you ready to enjoy your happiness?”


  “G-Grid...”


  Isabel finally burst into tears. She was forced to sacrifice herself for Goddess Rebecca, who she loved and believed in the most. Now a savior had appeared. Grid’s existence was becoming more and more special to Isabel. Her gratitude, respect, and trust in Grid was much stronger and more absolute than her heart that served Rebecca.


  'Wait?'


  Grid was proud when he saw the delighted Isabel, only to suddenly worry about his future.


  * In order to raise the level of Magic Battle Gear Production Method, you must learn how to temper the metal with higher rated spells.


  A phrase in the skill description made Grid uneasy.


  ‘Hey Braham. Raising the level of the Magic Battle Gear Production Method... Don’t tell me...’


  ‘Your guess is correct. Later, you will learn new magic and shoot it at all minerals 10,000 times.’


  “...”


  The reason Grid could fire Magic Missile 190,000 times despite grumbling about the difficulty was because the resources consumed by Magic Missile and the time needed to use it was small. It was impossible to compare 190,000 Magic Missiles to 190,000 higher rated spells.


  “Hah...”


  Grid sighed deeply like someone who had lost a country.


  *** 


  Recently, Brazil’s real estate market had been suffering.


  Jishuka. She accumulated a huge amount of wealth from Satisfy and had started to dispose of all the land and buildings she owned. It was a sudden sale. She hastily sold her properties at a cheaper price than the market value and converted it to cash.


  What was the emergency? People started speculating.


  Jishuka had received information that the Brazilian real estate market was going to collapse and disposed of her properties in advance.


  Jishuka was addicted to drugs and was disposing of her properties to pay for the drugs.


  Jishuka was preparing to move to South Korea to be with Grid. It was clear that her marriage to Grid was approaching. 


  And so on.


  People’s speculations about Jishuka ran wild. Once it became an issue, various types of media outlets came forward. The Brazil media requested an interview from Jishuka. Jishuka gave an interview in exchange for money and greatly shocked the Brazilian people.


  "Recently, Jishuka’s actions are making the Brazilian people uneasy. Can you explain the reason why you are disposing of your real estate so hurriedly?”


  "It’s to pay for an item.”


  “Huh?”


  "Item...? An item in Satisfy?”


  “Yes.”


  “...?????”


  It was estimated that Jishuka’s disposable real estate was worth almost 60 million dollars. It was big enough to make a company with a lot of capital. She was going to use this huge capital to pay for an item? The reporters barely regained their spirits and asked Jishuka.


  “Are you entrusting Grid to make you a set of items?”


  Yes, Grid was a legendary blacksmith. The value of the items he made was high enough to be different from normal items. If Grid produced a ‘set’ that covered the whole body, this astronomical price made sense.  Think about being covered from head to toe in legendary items. They would be able to quickly kill monsters and monopolize various contents.


  Jishuka shook her head at the reporters.


  “It’s the value of a bow.”


  “...”


  Grid’s items were priced at a premium that they couldn’t imagine. This article became a hot topic all over the world and the Internet was once again turned upside down.


  -Won’t Grid become the world’s largest conglomerate?


  -Grid is really...


  ***


  Yatan Church.


  The eternal enemy of the Rebecca Church. Their purpose was working to bring the great demons to this earth. This meant they had to defeat Rebecca’s Daughters. The Rebecca Church was the strongest force and placed too many restrictions on the Yatan Church’s activities. Thus, the Yatan Church was forced to pursue them.


  It was the reason why the quest ‘Kill Rebecca’s Daughters (SSS)’ was always on the list of quests for players belonging to the Yatan Church. But was it really that easy to kill a Rebecca’s Daughter? They were too strong. As the incarnation of divine power, Rebecca’s Daughters were deadly to black knights and black magicians. It was realistically impossible for the Yatan Church to kill these women.


  But at this moment, an opportunity came. Isabel, one of the most powerful Rebecca’s Daughters of this time. The Yatan Church acquired information that she was weakened in the battle against the Great Demon Belial.


  "Great Monarch Belial sacrificed herself for this chance.”


  "The current Isabel is extremely weak. It’s enough to send only the believers.”


  The Yatan temples hidden throughout the continent. They would be able to find Isabel quickly. The Yatan Servants sat around a table and smiled with satisfaction.


  ***


  The Yatan followers were divided into eight classes.


  The 8th grade believers were as weak as the soldiers of any kingdom, while the 1st grade believers had a mighty force. Although there were only 100 of them across the Yatan Church. Their battle ability alone was comparable to the Yatan Servants.


  “It’s here.”


  "Immediately after the war, the defense is weak.”


  The 1st grade Yatan followers, Bon and Adus, succeeded in infiltrating Reinhardt. It was just after the war and Reinhardt wasn’t able to fully control access of outsiders because the guard system wasn’t fully in place.


  “Where’s Isabel?”


  “I don’t know exactly. We must measure the divine power.”


  In the dark. Bon and Adus concealed themselves under the shaded walls and started to use dark magic. It was the precursor of Magic Detection that most senior magicians could use. Magic Detection used with black magic power was particularly effective in detecting divine power. Bon and Adus were able to find Isabel without much difficulty.


  “Indeed, she’s weakened like the information said.”


  "I think it’s possible even if we don’t go out.”


  “But this mission definitely needs to be resolved. Don’t leave it to the lower rated guys. We’ll go out directly.”


  “Unfortunately, it can’t be helped.”


  At present, Isabel’s divine power was like a flickering candle. It meant her health was fading. They didn’t need to watch out for White Transformation because she was so weak she would die immediately upon using White Transformation.


  Suuuk.


  Bon and Adus made confident expressions as they assimilated into the darkness and disappeared from the spot. Their destination was a smithy to the north of Reinhardt.


  “I see her.”


  Bon and Adus spied on the inside of the smithy. Despite the darkness, the light of the furnace showed a blacksmith working and Isabel watching him.


  “What’s she doing?”


  Rebecca’s Daughter Isabel was sitting idly in the smithy, despite dying. Bon and Adus didn’t understand the situation at all. But it was only for a moment. Their confused expressions changed to smiles.


  “Maybe Lifael’s Spear is broken?”


  "Rebecca’s divine artifact is broken? Is Rebecca’s divine power corrupted?”


  "Great Monarch Belial must’ve dealt a big blow.”


  “Ah!”


  Now the situation was convincing. Isabel was wounded and couldn’t return to the Vatican.


  "Lifael’s Spear is so badly damaged that it needs to be urgently repaired.”


  "This is a really great opportunity.”


  Isabel was weakened and her divine weapon damaged. Dealing with her was as simple and easy as hitting a fly. Bon and Adus exchanged a look before moving.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  They shattered the wall of the smithy with black magic. 


  "Kuahahat! Rebecca’s dog will be caught today!”


  They swung swords made of black magic at Isabel. But their swords didn’t reach Isabel.


  “What is this?”


  The blacksmith hammering in front of the furnace. Yes, it was a blacksmith. Bon and Adus hadn’t paid attention to the person hammering at the golden spear. Then.


  Paijijik!


  Dozens of Magic Missiles were fired from the golden spear.


  “What?”


  Pepepepeok!


  Bon and Adus were confused by the bombardment of Magic Missiles. They were Magic Missiles with divine power that made the dark shield useless.
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  “Kuaaaaak!”


  “W-What is this...!”


  A man whose face was covered in sweat and dust. The black-haired man was a blacksmith. There was no awkwardness to his movements as he hammered on the spear. He looked just like an ordinary blacksmith. But how could he wield Rebecca’s divine weapon and manifest magic from it?


  ‘What in the world is this blacksmith?’


  'Surely a Rebecca paladin isn’t disguised as a blacksmith? He’s been polishing his blacksmith skills for years just for this day?’


  Using common sense, it didn’t make sense that the weakened Isabel didn’t return to the Vatican. Was it possible for her to be left alone when she knew that the Yatan Church was after her?


  ‘Wait. Does it make sense that a paladin is trained in blacksmithing skills?’ 


  ‘No, have you forgotten how cunning the Rebecca bastards are? It’s certainly possible! We’ve fallen into the vicious trap that this angelic female has dug!’


  ‘T-That’s right!’


  Bon and Adus were indignant. They healed their wounded bodies with black magic and stared at Isabel and the blacksmith.


  "Yes, just like the Rebecca dogs. Placing a trap to lure people here?”


  “...?”


  Isabel was confused by Bon and Adus’ words, but Grid just laughed. It was annoying to argue with them when they were the one making a surprise attack. Grid had experienced ridiculous things more than one or twice already.


  "Uh, that's right. It’s a trap. So just die. Your deaths were determined the moment you fell into the trap.”


  Grid smiled widely. He was pleased to have an opponent to test the reconstructed Lifael’s Spear on. His attitude was an eyesore to Bon and Adus.


  ‘He’s laughing at some of the most talented people in the Yatan Church?’


  There were less than 200 1st grade followers in all of the Yatan Church. It meant it was really hard to be qualified as a 1st grade follower.  They were lacking in the fields of theology, intelligence, politics, and military matters, but their combat ability was comparable to the Yatan Servants. This was why Bon and Adus had great pride. They didn’t think they would be pushed, despite fighting Isabel on a one-on-one basis!


  "The hyena might dig a trap, but it can’t hunt a lion!”


  “Do you think Isabel can stop us in her current state?”


  Peeng!


  Adus spoke confidently and his black magic exploded. It was so powerful that a shockwave occurred. The interior of the smithy shook like there was an earthquake. The flames in the furnace became bigger! The smithy became a sea of fire. Amongst the flames, Grid’s smile widened. 


  'Indeed, they’re good opponents to test this on.’


  Bon and Adus’ names were written in gold. It meant they were named NPCs. They were strong. If Grid was a normal player, he wouldn’t dare be hostile to them. But who was Grid? Among the hidden classes, he showed off unique skills and was an outstanding figure. He had killed some Yatan Servants so the 1st grade followers weren’t his opponent.


  “I will start the test.”


  A myth rated spear that had been modified using the Magic Battle Gear Production Method. Grid held Lifael’s Spear that was surrounded by a white light.


  [Lifael’s Spear]


  Rating: Myth


  Durability: 990/990


  Attack Power: 1,530~2,190


  * Divine Power +2,000


  * All stats +200.


  * 250% increase in health recovery.


  * Fixed damage of +5,000 on each attack.


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘Light Wheel’ skill. Every time Light Wheel is activated, Magic Missile is shot. The number of Magic Missiles is determined according to the usage range of Light Wheel. The damage of Magic Missile is fixed at 4,000 per hit and will increase by 50% if the target is evil. No mana will be consumed.


  * When defending or evading, there is a high probability that Shield of Light will activate. Magic Missile (Enhanced) is attached to the Shield of Light. Any target that pierces through the Shield of Light will be hit by Magic Missile. The damage of Magic Missile is fixed at 4,000 per hit and will increase by 50% if the target is evil. The accuracy of the Magic Missile counterattack is 100% and does not consume mana.


  * When moving, there is a high probability of activating the ‘Light of Guidance’ skill.


  * It is possible to use the ‘Weakened White Transformation.’


  * Attack power +30% against those with black magic power.


  It is one of the three divine artefacts of the Rebecca Church. It contains a strong divine power that humans can’t bear. However, the blacksmith Grid has suppressed the divine power. 


  The power of technology has restrained the divine power. Lifael’s Spear is tempered by legendary enhanced magic and is now more powerful than before. 


  Conditions of Use: Rebecca's Daughter.


  Hwiririk! Cheok!


  Grid rotated Lifael’s Spear and thrust it. In the past, he had tried to copy Pon’s techniques. Now he acquired Weapons Mastery and his handling of the spear wasn’t awkward at all.


  ‘Strange?’


  Bon and Adus hesitated as they were trying to kill Grid. They felt a sense of incongruity.


  ‘Aren’t Rebecca’s Daughters the only ones who can handle Rebecca’s three divine artifacts?’


  This information wasn’t certain. But when looking back at the history of the Rebecca Church, only Rebecca’s Daughters had used the three divine weapons. But now this male blacksmith. No, the paladin disguised as a blacksmith, was using Lifael’s Spear?


  Grid rushed over as they were standing there bewildered. The spear wasn’t Grid’s main weapon and Bon and Adus were quite capable, so he didn’t want to miss this opportunity.


  “You dare!”


  Bon and Adus scoffed as Grid narrowed the distance and swung the spear. They ridiculed Grid’s movements, which was a slash instead of a thrust.


  'This slow attack can’t touch us... Heok!’


  The relaxed Bon and Adus both turned pale at the same time. The golden orbit drawn by Lifael’s Spear. Dozens of white flashes appeared simultaneously?


  ‘Another spell!’


  ‘How is this possible?’


  Magic Missile was the lowest grade magic spell, but dozens of them were used at once and in rapid succession? In addition, the Magic Missiles used by this guy...


  Pepepepeng!


  “Kuaaaack!”


  “It hurts!”


  It was enhanced Magic Missile!


  “Ugh... How can Dark Shield be penetrated with Magic Missile?”


  All things were born with a limit and magic was the same. Just like a pebble couldn’t break a rock, the lowest grade Magic Missile shouldn’t be able to penetrate Dark Shield, a superior defense spell.


  ‘It’s only possible if his magic power is tens or hundreds of times higher than ours...!’


  Chill.


  Adus got goosebumps. Was this an elder priest of the Rebecca Church? The blacksmith’s simple force might be weaker than them, but he overwhelmed them in magic power.


  ‘We were tricked!’


  Swinging Lifael’s Spear was just a gimmick. He was a priest, not a paladin. It was also a senior priest!


  'That’s why his spearsmanship is lousy!’


  The blacksmith pulled their attention to the spear. It was just a means to attract their attention, while his real attack was the magic he used.  Bon and Adus determined this as Grid swung the spear again.


  ‘I won’t be tricked anymore!’


  Bon and Adus smiled. They ignored the spear Grid was wielding and attacked Grid. It was possibility because they were confident they wouldn’t be hit by Grid’s spear. But the result?


  Seokeok!


  Puok!


  “Cough!”


  “Eek!”


  A single blow. Grid’s spear severely tore their armor and their shoulders were severely pierced. It was a powerful destructive force that couldn’t be compared with Magic Missile.


  "Y-You...!”


  Bon and Adus finally realized the seriousness of the situation. They finally guessed Grid’s real identity.


  “Tem...!”


  A secret weapon raised by the Rebecca Church.


  "...Templar!”


  There were only a few of them, but if they were left alone, they would become comparable to Rebecca’s Daughters. Grid shook his head at the astonished Bon and Adus.


  "I am overgeared.”


  “...!!”


  Peeeeeong!


  Grid swung the spear again. He had been stubbornly slashing so far, but this time it was a stab. It was a stab that maximized the attack distance of the spear. The speed and power of the attack was unmatched.


  “Ugh!”


  The targeted Adus hurriedly raised his sword. It was necessary to defend against the stab. But immediately before reaching Adus, Lifael’s Spear curved and struck Adus’ side instead. It was Light Wheel that had a high probability of activating.


  [Light Wheel]


  Stabbing, hacking, cutting, etc.


  Any type of attack will be linked to a circular attack. The target won’t be able to escape this irregular attack.


  * The hit rate is 100%.


  * Contains the light attribute.


  Puok!


  "Kyaak!"


  Adus screamed as the orbit of the attack suddenly changed. Bon standing next to him also suffered terrible damage. As Grid attacked Adus, Magic Missile was emitted from the golden trail created and struck Bon.


  Pepepepeng!


  “Ugh...! Uhhh...”


  Duk.


  Dududuk.


  The flames in the smithy became bigger and bigger. Adus and Bon’s groans mixed in with Isabel’s admiring cry. Adus and Pon were named NPCs and quickly got up.


  "Overgeared!”


  Yes, they remembered. The Yatan Servants’ Slaughterer. From Malacus, Neberius, Dark Bus, and the First Servant Tallos. It was the worst danger to the Yatan Church.


  “Grid... You are Grid.”


  Bon and Adus knew that Reinhardt was Grid’s territory after the war. But they couldn’t imagine that the blacksmith repairing one of the Rebecca Church’s divine artifacts would be Grid. It was hard to imagine, since Grid had risen to a major rank and there was also the rumor that Grid used Blackening. It was a violation of common sense that he could handle an artifact filled with Rebecca’s divine power.


  “Who the hell are you?”


  Blacksmith and swordsman.


  Swordsman and magician.


  A person who handled divine magic and the power of demonkin.


  Bon and Adus were filled with confusion as Grid replied.


  “Overgeared King.”


  The identity had already been established. It was thanks to the Overgeared Guild and it wasn’t long before the Overgeared Kingdom would be established. In the future, Grid wanted the world to call him Overgeared King.


  ‘What is overgeared?’


  Adus and Bon were filled with strong doubts. The two men had completely recovered. Grid’s performance test was enough. He handed Lifael’s Spear back to Isabel.


  "You can use White Transformation freely. It can be used as long as you have enough mana.”


  The spear no longer consumed health. It was tamer than before. But it was still strong.


  "Have strength, Isabel."


  He wanted to rest.  It might be a little dangerous for him to deal with Bon and Adus right now. The story would be simple if he used Belial’s Strength attached to the Rune of Darkness. But Grid had no intention of using that extraordinary power when he was sleepy.


  Grid shook hands with Isabel and left the smithy, leaving Isabel to use the White Transformation of Lifael’s Spear. She completely overcame the fear of death, making the power of the spear unfathomable.


  [The quest has succeeded!]


  [You have gained 1 point in deity from the quest reward.]


  [Isabel deifies you even more. Isabel will even become hostile to Goddess Rebecca for you if it is required in the future.]


  [Isabel will give you the loot she has acquired from Bon and Adus.]




  Chapter 596


  Swaaah.


  It was important to do everything steadily. Shin Youngwoo originally had a bad physique, but he’d been working out for the last few years, resulting in a solid muscular body.  The cold water coming from the shower that slipped over his smooth muscles was an attractive sight to look at. The changes in body and spirit were due to his efforts. This was one of the sources of Shin Youngwoo’s confidence. 


  ‘The pros and cons of the Magic Battle Gear Production Method are clear.’


  Shin Youngwoo thought as he cooled his overhead head with cold water.


  ‘Apart from hammering the metal, I have to train it with magic. It will take four times longer to handle and the durability of the metal is significantly reduced.’


  Lifael’s Spear. The original myth rated weapon had a durability of 1,500. But the durability dropped to 990 in the process of training it with Magic Missile. It had fallen by one-third.


  ‘If I enhance a weapon with a low durability like a dagger, I might not be able to use it...’


  Equipment items needed to be durable by default. The repeated use and repairs would inevitably drop the maximum durability. Therefore, people were reluctant to use items with low durability.


  ‘If I’m planning to make items just for selling, it would be wiser not to use the Magic Battle Gear Production Method.’


  Of course, it was true that items made using the Magic Battle Gear Production Method were excellent. In fact, Lifael’s Spear was much more beautiful than before. But that was possible because Lifael’s Spear was a myth rated weapon.


  ‘The higher the rating of the item, the greater the increase in options.’


  Considering that the average rating of the items that Shin Youngwoo produced was usually epic, it wasn’t worth investing so much time with the Magic Battle Gear Production Method.


  ‘However, I will use the Magic Battle Gear Production Method on the items that the guild members will use as their main force.’


  He could afford to spend valuable time on items for his colleagues. The disadvantage of the low durability was overcome by Shin Youngwoo’s repair techniques. It was because the maximum durability didn’t decrease when Shin Youngwoo repaired the item directly.


  『 The world’s attention towards the first country built by a player, Overgeared, is getting hotter day by day. It isn’t just South Korea. Everyone around the world is focused on Overgeared’s founding ceremony. There are many people who are wondering why Overgeared, who has already acquired the minimum qualifications to set up a kingdom, are delaying the establishment of the kingdom. 』 


  『 It must take a long time to prepare. It’s an event that all countries and people all over the world are interested in. They want to create an unprecedented splendid and magnificent founding ceremony. 』


  『 The restoration of the palace ruined by Belial will take quite a while. 』


  As Shin Youngwoo was taking a shower, stories about Overgeared started to flow from the TV set on the bathroom wall. Shin Youngwoo witnessed the news and turned off the shower.


  ‘Busy.’


  As predicted by the news, Overgeared was planning a magnificent and brilliant founding ceremony. It was to announce the dignity of the best guild while the attention of the world was focused on them. It was too big for Lauel to handle alone. Every member of Overgeared played a proper role, including Youngwoo. There was 14 days until the ceremony and Yougwoo needed to make items to reward the members.


  It was Lauel’s plan. Once the items made by the legendary blacksmith were revealed at the scene of the foundation of the kingdom watched by billions of viewers, the wavelength caused would be truly enormous. Imagine it. New items would increase the Overgeared Guild by leaps and bounds. The viewers who saw this would feel envious and be filled with a burning desire to join Overgeared.


  “Overgeared King... Kuoh.”


  It was a good name no matter how he thought about it. Shin Youngwoo admired his own naming sense as he left the bath and wrapped his wet hair with a towel.


  Diririri-


  The phone installed in the middle of the living room rang. It was Jishuka. Youngwoo was startled.


  ‘She has gathered 60 million gold already?’


  60 million gold was a huge amount of money. It couldn’t be secured just by selling items in the game. She had to use money to buy gold from the trading sites and he couldn’t imagine how big the transaction fees would be. Youngwoo opened his mouth as he kept in mind Jishuka’s hard work.


  "Pick up.”


  At the same time.


  Yiing- 


  The phone stopped ringing and a video appeared on his phone. He could see Jishuka with an endless blue sea behind her. As always, she was smiling brilliantly.


  “Hi~! Grid...!”


  Jishuka tucked her hair being blown by the wind behind her ears, only to suddenly close her mouth and blush.


  ‘Why?’


  Youngwoo cocked his head, while Jishuka’s face turned redder as her gaze focused on one part of his body.


  "Are you appealing to me?”


  “...”


  Ah, he wasn’t wearing clothes. Youngwoo belatedly felt a sense of shame and rushed to his room to grab clothes. In the video, Jishuka couldn’t help feeling embarrassed and delighted.


  "I think he’s perfect for me.”


  *** 


  The restored Reinhardt Palace.


  "Erase all traces of Eternal’s royal family.”


  The Eternal Kingdom had a history of 400 years. Reinhardt Palace might’ve been ruined in the aftermath of the Belial raid, but there were still traces of the Eternal dynasty remaining. It was from the small decorations to the architectural style. It was enough to bother Lauel.


  “What? The historical value? There’s no value to the history of the losers. Please remove all the statues of the Eternal kings and build a statue of Grid on the spot. Burn all the items engraved with the silver dragon emblem that symbolizes Eternal and imprint a hammer and anvil on the new items. All facilities designed for left-side traffic should be switched to right-side traffic, and...”


  Lauel directed the workmen. His hands were constantly on his head. The habit of worrying about his hair loss in reality had transferred to the game.


  Administrator Rabbit approached him and reported.


  “All the royal families of the 15 kingdoms have rejected the invitation to the founding ceremony. It’s an atmosphere where every kingdom on the continent aren’t acknowledging us.”


  Lauel didn’t panic.


  "As expected."


  Technically, Grid was a rebel who destroyed his kingdom. Recognizing Grid meant acknowledging rebels, so it wasn’t possible for the royal families of other kingdoms to recognize the Overgeared Kingdom.


  "Diplomatic isolation would be a major hindrance to national development. Is there a solution?”


  Lauel nodded at Rabbit’s question.


  "It will be resolved with diplomatic quests.”


  “...?”


  Overgeared was a kingdom set up by players. It was evident that it would evolve in the direction that players agreed on, since most of the people of Overgeared weren’t NPCs. Lauel’s focus was on the growth of NPCs and other players. In other words, quests.


  'If the players of Overgeared go out to other kingdoms and repeatedly hunt and do quests, our culture and influence will naturally spread to other kingdoms. One day, the other kingdoms would have to acknowledge and accept Overgeared.’


  It was a problem that would naturally resolve over time. There was just one point to pay attention to. It was the disruption of other forces such as the Saharan Empire, Ares, Agnus, and Blood Carnival. If the mighty forces sought to persecute the players of Overgeared, most players wouldn’t join the Overgeared Kingdom.


  ‘We must have the power to prevent that from happening.’


  They had to prove that they had the power. That’s why he invited not only Kraugel, Damian, and Chris to the founding ceremony, but also the high rankers who were once hostile to them.


  ‘I have to prove our influence.’


  Please let the rankers who received the invitation attend the ceremony. 


  Vantner approached the eagerly praying Lauel and whispered.


  "Grow head. Is the pronunciation unusual? It’s a Korean hair loss drug. It works well.”


  “Vantner, you...”


  He recognized Lauel’s grievance at a glance and recommended hair loss medicine?


  Lauel pledged. He would never use the hair loss medicine recommended by Vantner, even if there was a knife at his neck. He didn’t have any confidence in the hair loss medicine recommended by the bald Vantner.


  ***


  "Many followers have volunteered to attend the construction site of the Reinhardt temples.”


  “It’s a reflection of their respect for Grid, who defeated the great demon Belial and brought peace to this world.”


  The Rebecca Church’s Vatican.


  After the fall of Pope Drevigo and pop candidate Pascal. The high ranking priests sat in higher seats. Their gratitude and respect for Grid was sincere, making Damian feel good.


  Damian sensed the atmosphere and said, "I received an invitation letter from Grid asking me to attend the ceremony for the establishment of the Overgeared Kingdom. I’m going to attend. Do any of the elders want to come with me?”


  “...”


  It grew silent in an instant. The elders made fake smiles and shut their mouths.


  Damian realized his mistake.


  ‘They respect Grid, but we can get the persecution of the empire if we support the Overgeared Kingdom... Well, it’s a worry. I was too short-sighted.’


  Maybe he would be pressured to not attend the founding ceremony? The moment that Damian was feeling concern.


  Kung!


  The 15 silent elders rushed to their feet. Then they looked at Damian with resentful eyes.


  “W-Why?”


  Damian hesitated as he was pushed by their momentum and then the elders cried out.


  “It’s regretful! How can Your Holiness take the opportunity to bless the path of Grid alone?


  “...?”


  "We will go with you! We will lead all the believers of the Vatican to go and bless Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom!”


  "Please take us too!”


  “...Yes, yep.”


  Damian was surprised by the unexpectedly strong reaction and nodded.


  Isabel smiled from next to him. She was more beautiful than ever now that her health was completely restored and the shadows of her mind were gone.


  *** 


  "Kraugel, what about you?”


  “Are you going?”


  Sword Saint Kraugel. Hao and Alexander came to find Kraugel, who was clearing a dungeon with level 300 monsters alone. Would Kraugel, who was dreaming about reclaiming first place, participate in the Overgeared Kingdom’s founding ceremony? Alexander was convinced it wasn’t possible. Kraugel’s desire for strength was stronger than anybody else, and Kraugel wouldn’t be happy about having his training disturbed.


  But Kraugel’s answer was different from his prediction.


  “It would be nice to attend. I can’t let down a friend.”


  “...Eh?”


  Unlike the disbelieving Alexander, Hao laughed quietly.


  Then Kraugel suggested. "If you don't mind, how about coming with me?”


  “I understand. I will also come.”


  “...Understood. I will attend with the Russian rankers."




  Chapter 597


  Grid destroyed the Eternal Kingdom and seized this chance to build a new kingdom. Emperor Juander of the Saharan Empire had already seen reports of this, but didn’t respond. It was an attitude of not being interested in such a trivial matter.


  Grid inherited the power of a legend and was steadily expanding his reputation throughout the continent. But so what? There were countless talents in the empire that were comparable or better than Grid. He didn’t have time to care about a person who would soon self-destruct.


  “That’s what His Majesty said.” 


  1st Prince Roland smiled. 2nd Prince Dulandal confirmed that his teacup was empty, signalled to the maid and asked.


  “Brother, what do you think? Can we leave Grid unattended?”


  Roland lifted the cup that the maid had replenished and nodded.


  "I also know that the force of a legend transcends the human category. But in the end, that’s the power of an individual. He can’t afford to go against Saharan, our great empire which dominates the continent.”


  “There are many people in the empire that transcend the category of a human.”


  “That isn’t all. In the first place, Grid is a traitor. The royal families of other nations can’t tolerate his existence, since he won the throne through resisting the royal family.”


  "Acknowledging Grid will have an adverse effect on the people. Other kingdoms will hope for Grid’s destruction.”


  "That's right. They will constantly oppress him and keep him in check. Grid and the kingdom he builds will self-destruct.”


  1st Prince Roland and 2nd Prince Dulandal. They were the children of Empress Aria, who left the world six years ago. They were highly likely to be crowned as the heir due to their abilities and adaptability However, their positions had greatly reduced in recent years.


  It was because the emperor’s favorite, Empress Marie, politically isolated them. The trend in recent years was 4th Prince Edan. There was much talk that Empress Marie’s son would be become the crown prince.


  ***


  After Eternal’s royal family had been destroyed. Apart from the Saharan Empire, the royal families of the 15 nations gathered together. The place of the meeting was in the Gauss Kingdom, located close to the Eternal Kingdom. The king of the Gauss Kingdom, Cactus, opened his mouth.


  "I’m thankful that the princes of the prestigious nations are gathered here.”


  "It’s an honour to meet King Cactus.”


  "My father asked me to apologize for not being able to attend personally.”


  The atmosphere of the meeting place was cheerful because they were in accord. The reason for gathering was to discuss the Overgeared Kingdom which would soon be established.


  "There must not be peace for a kingdom that a rebel has established.”


  “That’s right. There’s no glory for rebellion. We need to ensure that our people know this.”


  "The Overgeared Kingdom must be destroyed quickly.”


  "Thus, we should put pressure on it.”


  "Of course. We won’t be establishing diplomacy with Overgeared.”


  "That's right, that's right. We have to isolate the Overgeared Kingdom and make them self-destruct.”


  The princes of the kingdoms spoke. There was a smile on the face of King Cactus, who looked at them as if they were cute. It was a smile that fit well with the appearance of a toad. 


  "It’s essential to isolate them. How about all 15 of us send a representative to Overgeared’s founding ceremony?” 


  “Huh?”


  The princes frowned at King Cactus’ sudden proposal.


  “Why do you want to send representatives to the founding ceremony of a kingdom that can’t be accepted?”


  "Do you want to celebrate?”


  There was a backlash from the princes.


  King Cactus shook his head.  "We will send a delegation that if he doesn’t pay tribute to our 15 kingdoms, we will condemn him. How about it?”


  “Hoh... That’s a great idea.”


  "Making the Overgeared Kingdom send tribute to us...”


  “It will accelerate the destruction of the Overgeared Kingdom! Hahahahat!”


  Loud laughter filled the meeting place. It was 10 days before the establishment of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  *** 


  Levanfield.


  It was a small town near Reinhardt. The peaceful village surrounded by mountains on every side was as quiet as a dead rat. From the outskirts, it looked like a ghost town where no one lived.


  “Hik... Hiik... S-Spare me Sir. Please...”


  Levanfield’s food warehouses. More than 2,000 residents were sobbing in a corner.


  Earl Logan screamed at them. “Shut up! The king has died and the kingdom is in turmoil, yet you’re still obsessed with your little lives?”


  Earl Logan was really angry. The flag hanging in the centre of Levanfield was a hammer and anvil, not a silver dragon.


  "These commoners...! This town is supporting the the rebels who have occupied the kingdom! You guys are turncoats and need to die!”


  “H-Hik...!”


  Earl Logan eventually pulled out a blade. He planned to kill all the residents of Levanfield. Then Marquis Vedaman spoke up.


  "Are you going to make your blade dull before tomorrow’s holy war? Don’t worry about the pigs who are too busy eating on their hands and knees when they’re given bread.”


  “Marquis Vedaman is right. The reason why we’re here isn’t to dispose of livestock, but to regain the kingdom from the traitor.”


  “Cough...”


  Earl Logan stopped his sword at the nobles’ words. The residents of Levenfield sighed with relief. Marquis Vedaman asked them, “The hammer and anvil is the symbol of the traitor Grid?”


  “Yes, yes! That’s right! A few days ago, soldiers arrived from Reinhardt and changed the flag!”


  At that moment.


  Seokeok!


  Earl Logan, who had wanted to pull back, brandished his sword as hard as he could. The head of the resident talking to Marquis Vedaman was cut off and rolled across the ground. Earl Logan gritted his teeth.


  “Flag! Acknowledging the rebels’ kingdom!!”


  "H-Hik...!"


  The faces of the Levanfield residents changed. The situation recently had been too confusing. The king, who had never done anything for them, died and the kingdom imposed hard taxes, depleting their food warehouses. Why should they be sad? Why should they hate the rebels? Was it their fault that the flag was raised by the rebels? They were taught to always follow the royal family and nobles. They just did what they were taught.


  “In the first place...! It isn’t our fault that the kingdom was lost! Weren’t you the one who lost the country because of your own helplessness?”


  A young man screamed as he held his dead father that was murdered by Earl Logan.


  "First, this is our kingdom! Eternal is our kingdom and we are not livestock!”


  “You!”


  Earl Logan’s eyes bugged out. His face distorted like a demon and he tried to swing his sword again.


  “Stop.”


  The tightly closed door of the food warehouse opened, revealing a middle-aged man. It was a man who looked like a bear. The moment he appeared, he radiated a large presence to the nobles and residents of Levenfield.


  “Marquis Steim...!”


  He used his natural bravery and superb mercenaries to clear up the monsters in the north, becoming its lord. The sudden appearance of one of the greatest powers in Eternal made the nobles, including Earl Logan, feel confused. Marquis Steim looked over the silent crowd and sighed.


  "Do you have to involve the people in politics? I’m ashamed of my fellow Eternal nobles.”


  “Ik...! Eek!”


  Earl Logan was silent for a moment before shouting in an enraged manner.


  “Marquis Steim! Why did you come here?”


  The rebel Grid was Marquis Steim’s son-in-law. In addition, Marquis Steim had remained silent during the war. He just watched as the kingdom perished. Earl Logan was convinced that Marquis Steim was allied with Grid. The other nobles thought differently.


  “Earl Logan! Politely greet Marquis Steim!”


  "Marquis Steim wouldn’t betray this kingdom!”


  Marquis Steim had always been a loyal figure to the royal family of Eternal. The fact that he didn’t act during the war didn’t mean that he supported Grid. Marquis Vedaman felt confident. Marquis Steim would surely help with the Eternal nobles’ independence movement. That’s why he sent a letter telling Marquis Steim of this place.


  "I have known for a long time that Marquis Steim isn’t stuck on petty things like marriage relations. I sincerely thank you for accepting my invitation. Together, we will punish Grid and set up the Eternal Kingdom again.”


  “...”


  Marquis Vedaman held out a hand to shake. Marquis Steim stared at it and asked, “Do you still not know the reason behind how Aslan rose to the throne?”


  “...Of course I know. King Aslan killed Prince Ren. However, that’s already in the past. There’s no reason for us to fall apart because of King Aslan. We must quickly wipe out the rebels and set up a proper king.”


  Marquis Steim shook his head.


  "No, there is no proper king. The moment Prince Ren and King Aslan died, the direct line of Wiesbaden was erased from the world.”


  “What?”


  It might be minor, but there were many places in the kingdom where the bloodline of the royal family still existed. This couldn’t be denied. It proved that Marquis Steim had a dangerous mindset.


  “Marquis Steim! In the end, you are siding with your son-in-law?”


  Marquis Vedaman noticed it at last, causing the nobles, knights, and soldiers to pull out their weapons. The soldiers hiding outside the food warehouse gathered together, isolating Marquis Steim and his men within thousands of people. But Marquis Steim didn’t even blink.


  "My son-in-law might not be the right king, but he’s qualified enough to become a new king. Is there any person in the world more suited to be king than my son with his power, strategy, and resourcefulness? I am sure that even the emperor of the empire won’t be better than my son.”


  “Nonsense!”


  Earl Logan couldn’t listen anymore. He was determined to cut off Marqui Steim’s head with his sword. But he coughed up blood and died before he could move even a few steps. It was due to a sword that came flying from behind. It was a man who the nobles firmly believed belonged to the Nobles Against Grid Alliance. It was the sudden betrayal of Viscount Chris.


  “Who are you?”


  Chris ignored the screaming Marquis Vedaman and bowed his head to Marquis Steim, staring at him from afar.


  “A friend of Grid.”


  Marquis Steim laughed.


  “A colleague of my son-in-law is also my colleague. Laden, kill the enemies.”


  “Yes.”


  The Northern Nova, Laden. The young man, a genius who represented the kingdom, moved as soon as Marquis Steim gave the order. He was like a black lightning bolt. Every time he moved, half a dozen enemy soldiers died. But the alliance also had talent. The good knights pressed Laden.


  Then Chris and the Giant Guild moved.


  Kwarururung!


  Grid’s Greatsword. The sword roared like a beast as it swept through the allies.


  [The ‘Against Grid Alliance’ quest was abandoned. The quest rewards have been permanently destroyed.]


  The quest reward? How could they be more valuable than the future with Grid? Chris and the Giant Guild members couldn’t guarantee it.


  “Kill them all! Don’t allow even one of them to reach Reinhardt!”


  “Kuaack! Chrissss!”


  The remaining nobles of Eternal started dying. It was a week away from the establishment of the Overgeared Kingdom.




  Chapter 598


  The Overgeared Guild won the battle against Belial and laid the foundation to establish a kingdom. Every member of the guild was faithful to their role. It was thanks to them that Overgeared was able to establish a kingdom. Grid knew this, so he wanted to reward all the members of Overgeared with magic battle items.


  But it was impossible in terms of both time and capital. In particular, Lauel’s objections were severe.


  “Don’t you know the meaning of meritorious retainers? It’s a word that refers to a subordinates who built up a lot of merits when establishing a country. Since we worked hard, we are all meritorious retainers? That’s ridiculous. Unless you select and reward those who sacrificed more, you will lose the meaning of meritorious retainers.”


  "It’s a shame.”


  But Lauel was right. Giving the same reward to both those who were active and who weren’t active? The people who were more active might feel a sense of deprivation.


  ‘Indeed, this isn’t a communist country. What is equal compensation?’


  As a simple example, people received different rewards in raids. Grid was convinced and broke down the contributions of the Overgeared members. He excluded personal friendship and thought objectively. 


  ‘The first person on the list of meritorious retainers is Katz.’


  At first, Katz was a disagreeable guy. He was a typical right-wing Japanese who disparaged Koreans. It was difficult for Grid to accept him. But Katz withdrew all his comments in the past and sincerely apologized. Not only did he apologize, he abandoned all of the narrow perceptions he had about South Korea. He attempted to atone by creating new jobs for Koreans living in Japan. After joining Overgeared, his activities were dazzling. Take a look at this war. He defended Borneo with only 1,000 troops. Katz alone defeated the Gauss Kingdom.


  ‘Thanks to him, we were able to fully concentrate on the war and raid.’


  It would’ve been terrible if Borneo was taken back by the Gauss Kingdom. The Eternal Kingdom would’ve worked with the Gauss Kingdom and Overgeared would’ve been completely isolated and destroyed.


  ‘Therefore, Katz must definitely be placed on the list of meritorious retainers.’


  The second was Jishuka. She defended Patrian until Grid’s arrival and completely flew once she received the Red Phoenix Bow. She completely destroyed Eternal and played a great role in reversing the situation by healing her dying allies in the Belial raid.


  ‘I shouldn’t forget about Piaro.’


  Without Piaro, they wouldn’t have been able to raid Belial.


  ‘Asmophel’s work was also great.’


  Grid now knew for certain the role that Asmophel played during the battle of 1 against 100,000. He watched the war videos playing on TV and confirmed Asmophel’s actions.


  ‘If Asmophel hadn’t assassinated the enemy leaders, I might’ve died during the battle.’ 


  What if he had died?


  ‘I wouldn’t have arrived at the Belial raid on time. Eventually, Piaro and all of Overgeared would’ve been destroyed.’


  That wasn’t all Asmophel did. During the war, he penetrated the enemy forces, secured all types of information, disturbed the enemy forces, etc. But.


  'Let's pretend not to know.’


  Grid felt sorry for Asmophel, but Asmophel’s passive skill called Determination of the Number Two exerted itself when he needed to prove himself.


  'As soon as I acknowledge Asmophel, Determination of the Number Two will weaken and his growth rate will slow down.’


  This didn’t meant that he would be excluded from the list of meritorious retainers. Asmophel was a pillar supporting the kingdom and he needed to be placed in the appropriate position.


  “Hrmm...”


  He had to give a title, but Asmophel’s value would decrease the moment he was given a title. What should he do? Grid worried about how to handle Asmophel for a long time.


  ‘I should consult with Lauel.’


  If he couldn’t think about it alone, then he should discuss it with Lauel. As always.


  ‘Thank you.’


  It had already become a habit to thank Lauel.  Grid completed the list of meritorious retainers and went to visit them one by one.


  "What item do you want to have?”


  Of course, every person needed different items. Some wanted a weapon that would maximize their class characteristics, some wanted armor to boost their survivability, while others wanted farming equipment that would improve the efficiency of farming. There was one point they all had in common.


  "If I can obtain Grid’s magic items, I can grow faster than ever.”


  “Okay.”


  It was a gratifying response. Grid was motivated to work. After securing the necessary materials to produce the items, he asked Sticks to move him to Reidan. Along with Khan and the Reidan blacksmiths, he lit up all the Reidan furnaces. He generously used the white phosphorous wood as fuel.


  "The intermediate blacksmiths should ensure the fires in the furnaces aren’t turned off and the advanced blacksmiths should refine iron ore. Khan will help me.”


  “I understand. Do you have anything for the beginner blacksmiths to do?


  "Tell them to focus on observing my techniques.”


  “...”


  The Reidan blacksmiths fell into confusion. A beginner blacksmith could do the work of one person in a smithy while an intermediate blacksmith could work as a private blacksmith. Furthermore, an advanced blacksmith was talented enough to work at a palace. But the beginner blacksmiths weren’t given any jobs, while the intermediate blacksmiths had to maintain the furnace and the advanced blacksmiths needed to smelt iron ore?


  Even Khan, a craftsman grade blacksmith skilled enough to work in the empire, was acting as an assistant? The blacksmiths confident in their skills couldn’t understand Grid’s role assignment. But none of them disobeyed Grid’s command. They witnessed Grid’s work after a long time and once again realized that even Khan wasn’t a match.


  ‘I will soon become an intermediate blacksmith thanks to Grid’s help.’


  ‘It’s the best honor to do odd jobs for him.’


  The Reidan blacksmiths understood the topic and no longer questioned Grid’s orders.


  “Father, fighting!”


  Lord held Irene’s hand and came to the smithy. He spoke the cheer he learned from Aunt Ruby and pulled out a small hammer. Then he watched his father’s movements.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Tatang! Tang!


  The sight of the father and son next to each other was peaceful and joyful. There was a happy smile on Irene’s beautiful face.


  ***


  “I want to see Grid look bewildered and scared.”


  Baron Kons was excited as the carriage moved. He wondered how surprised and frustrated Grid would be when he heard that he had to offer a tribute to 15 kingdoms, including Gauss.


  "It isn’t that simple to build up a kingdom.”


  If it was that easy to set up and maintain a kingdom, there would be hundreds of kingdoms on the continent by now. Baron Kons laughed as he imagined the look on Grid’s face.


  “We've arrived."


  Baron Kon’s carriage stopped in front of Reinhardt Palace.


  “Hrmm...”


  Baron Kons was surprised as he got out of the carriage. Unlike what he expected, there were no traces of war anywhere in Reinhardt.


  ‘The damage from the war was repaired so soon? Did he work the people as slaves?’


  That bastard called Grid was stupid. It was only a matter of time before the people’s hostility would grow and the Overgeared Kingdom would self-destruct much faster than expected.


  "Tsk tsk, abusing the people when you aren’t fully established yet. As expected, not just anyone can become a king.” 


  "Excuse me."


  A knight approached Baron Kons. The knights were wearing sturdy black armor.


  "Are you Baron Kons of the Gauss Kingdom?”


  “Yes.”


  It was hard to imagine that these excellent knights had just gone through a war. Baron Kons gulped nervously while the knights scratched their heads.


  "You don’t need to be polite to soldiers like us.”


  "Relax your manner of speaking.”


  "...???"


  Baron Kons was stunned. It was absurd that they were calling themselves soldiers when they were wearing such excellent armor.


  ‘Who are they trying to fool?’


  Why were these knights pretending to be soldiers and tricking him? Baron Kons soon became angry.


  ‘That’s right. Overgeared is trying to tell me not to look down on then because their soldiers are as well trained as the knights.’


  Yes, it was acting.


  ‘Who would be deceived by this?'


  Baron Kons shook his head as he was entering the palace garden.


  ‘There will be no well-known person.’


  Which famous person would attend the founding ceremony of a kingdom established by a traitor? Baron Kons predicted that it would be filled with random people or the event site would be empty. However...


  "Oh, Your Holiness. Look at that wonderful statue. Brother Grid’s appearance is really reproduced well.”


  “Wouldn’t it be nice to put a statue of Goddess Rebecca next to it?”


  "Grid wouldn’t want to pay for it.”


  "Huhu, Your Holiness is too much. Brother Grid has contributed so much to the Rebecca Church. How can he oppose the creation of a statue of Goddess Rebecca? A statue will be built at all costs.”


  “Heok.”


  Baron Kons became breathless as he walked through the garden. 15 middle-aged men dressed in the clothing of the elders of the Rebecca Church were calling a young man the ‘pope?’


  ‘This is ridiculous!’


  The pope and elders of the Rebecca Church. They didn’t even come when the emperor of the empire called, yet they were attending the founding of the Overgeared Kingdom? Baron Kons had to deny it.


  ‘It’s a scam. It can’t be true! It’s obvious that Grid dressed up his own men as the Rebecca Church’s pope and elders!’


  The pope was so dominant that no one dared judge him, but the Rebecca elders were famous for their heavy hips. In order to meet them, the great King Cactus himself had to visit the Vatican. Yet they were attending the founding of the Overgeared Kingdom?


  "Excuse me."


  A group brushed past Baron Kons as he was denying it. 


  'Fishy smell?’


  Baron Kon blocked his nose and frowned, then he looked at the group passing by. He recoiled like he had seen a ghost.


  ‘T-The water clan!’


  Water clan. A species that lived in Siren deep below the sea. They were famous for their excellent magic. Many kingdoms, including the Gauss Kingdom, wanted to ally with them. But they didn’t like humans. Humans were turned away, even during their most difficult times. Yet they were attending the Overgeared’s founding ceremony!


  ‘No, this is impossible.’


  The water clan were here for the Overgeared Kingdom’s founding ceremony? He wasn’t convinced. They must’ve come for other reasons.


  ‘Maybe Grid needs to repay the water clan somehow?’


  Baron Kons constantly tried to deny reality, but it became hard to deny it anymore.


  "King Maxong of the water clan is entering!”


  “?!?!?!?!”


  The water clan’s king? Baron Kons’ eyes widened as he turned towards the entrance of the garden. The existence who entered was much larger than the water clan people he saw earlier and give off a majestic and overwhelming presence.


  ‘R-Really. It really is the king!’


  While Baron Kons was feeling shocked, King Maxong approached the group pretending to be the Rebecca Church’s pope and elders.


  “Hello King Maxong.”


  "Oh, Your Holiness. It has been a while. Have you met Grid yet?”


  "I couldn’t see him yet.”


  “...”


  In this atmosphere, the pope and elders seemed to be the real deal. Baron Kons’ eyes trembled.


  ‘Is it true that a great demon descended to Reinhardt and that Grid and the pope united their strength to defeat it?’


  Rumors had spread throughout the continent that Grid had destroyed a great demon. But hardly anyone believed this rumor. The great demons existed to annihilate the human race. It didn’t make sense, even if Grid was a legend. The people in the world thought Grid had spread false rumors to increase his reputation.


  Now Baron Kons thought the rumor might not be false after all.


  ‘King Cactus... I... I can’t...’


  In an event where the greatest figures such as the pope and water clan king were attending, he needed to demand that Grid give them a tribute? It was too much for Baron Kons to do such a crazy thing.




  Chapter 599


  "All 15 kingdoms except the empire dispatched an envoy?”


  They refused the founding ceremony invitation, but now they sent representatives? The members of Overgeared reacted strongly when they heard the news.


  “Why are they acting as they please? Why are they acting like we are pushovers?”


  "It’s obnoxious, but the situation isn’t that bad. The fact that they sent representatives means they’re willing to deal with us.”


  "Isn’t that too unbelievable? Those bastards are accepting Overgeared as a kingdom?”


  “Why did they suddenly change their position?”


  “Overgeared will become as big as the empire in the future and they are trying to suck up to us! Puhuhu!”


  “Now they have realized the dignity of God Grid! Puhahahat!”


  The more the conversation progressed, the more excited the atmosphere became. The positive energy generated by Peak Sword and Vantner caused unfounded confidence.


  Lauel sighed and poured cold water on them. “That’s impossible. They will deny us until the end.”


  “Eh? So why are they sending representatives?”


  “Hut, isn’t it obvious? My reincarnation has already detected 100% of their intentions. Well, there won’t be too much trouble no matter how we act. Huhuhut, this is a very good opportunity.”


  “...”


  Lauel was very happy. He was like a snake looking at his prey: the representatives from 15 kingdoms.


  ***


  It was around an hour after the Gauss Kingdom representative arrived. The rest of the 14 representatives gathered in Reinhardt. Baron Cudan of the Murrary Kingdom was surprised.


  “There are a lot more people than I thought?”


  Reinhardt Palace, where the founding ceremony would take place, was really packed. No matter where he turned his gaze, he could only see people. Why was it so crowded, despite being a kingdom without a foundation? It was completely unexpected. The representative of the Ultana Kingdom shrugged at the confused Baron Cudan.


  "Aren’t they just pretending? Take a good look at their faces. There isn’t a single celebrity.”


  “Certainly...”


  There were no big people gathered at the venue. The majority of them were anchors and staff members of the broadcasting companies. There were also users with low or medium reputation. In the eyes of the NPC nobles, they were only flies.


  “Where is Baron Kons of the Gauss Kingdom who arrived earlier?”


  A knight dressed in black armor approached the representatives and explained.


  "He suddenly moved to a restroom because he felt sick. Can I help you?”


  “Um...? No, it’s okay.”


  The knight’s equipment was unusual. The armor and weapons were all exceptional.


  "I thought they wouldn't have enough money because they need to invest in the founding ceremony...”


  “Overgeared Kingdom... It surprisingly has significant capital.”


  “How can that be? It’s just bravado. The knights are only wearing good armor in front of the guests.”


  “But there are too many knights wearing the same thing...”


  “...”


  The gazes of the representatives shifted. The number of black knights scattered throughout the venue seemed to be around 1,000. The representatives were stunned.


  ‘What? Even the empire doesn’t have such a large number of knights?’


  There was a stir among the representatives. There was silence until Baron Briton of the Arc Kingdom trembled.


  “Grid... He’s a wicked man.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Think about it. How can a new nation have so many knights unless it‘s exploiting the people? These 1,000 knights were raised by squeezing out the blood of the people. It proves that Grid treats people as less than cattle.”


  “Hrmmm...”


  Treating the people as less than cattle? Some representatives didn’t agree with each other. On the other hand, Baron Cudan was furious.


  “What a demon!”


  A person who betrayed his kingdom and his king. A vicious demon. A kingdom ruled by such a person? It couldn’t happen. Baron Cudan touched the sheath at his waist.


  'For the peace of the continent, isn’t it better to kill him?’


  Baron Cudan’s momentum was fearsome as he thought about it.  It was enough to make the people around him shrink back. The other representatives admired it.


  ‘What a fearsome energy. Murray’s Lion isn’t an empty name.’


  Baron Cudan was famous for fighting one against two with the empire’s Black Knights. He was a very upright person which didn’t allow him to gain a high position. But Baron Cudan’s swordsmanship was well known throughout the continent. He wasn’t called Murray’s Lion for nothing. The moment everyone was feeling amazed by Baron Cudan.


  "Put away your sword energy.”


  “...?”


  One soldier approached Baron Cudan.


  “Why are you emitting sword energy? If you’re a representative, you should b e aware of the basic courtesies. Don’t you know the basic courtesies?”


  The blond soldier took a step forward. He was wearing shabby armor. As he scratched it with his fingers, the old leather armor seemed to tear. Overgeared Kingdom. The soldiers were treated so insignificantly compared to the elite knights?


  ‘It’s the soldiers at the forefront of the battlefield, not the knights... Grid is just bluffing.’


  The representatives laughed at Grid. On the other hand, Baron Cudan was white. 


  'What is this soldier?’


  The blond soldier in shabby leather. The soldier looked just like a soldier. Compared to the black armored knights he witnessed before, the soldier seemed like a trivial existence. However, it was difficult to gauge his status when actually facing him. The sword energy that Baron Cudan was proud of shrunk back in front of the soldier.


  ‘Eh... How can a lowly soldier seem so profound?’


  Goosebumps appeared on Baron Cudan’s body. If one soldier was so strong, what about the 1,000 knights scattered around the venue?


  Gulp!


  Baron Cudan stood like a stone statue and gulped.


  "How dare you say such ridiculous things?”


  "We’re soldiers of the great Murray Kingdom!”


  Baron Cudan’s knights were angry and drew their swords. The moment they were about to strike at the blond soldier. Baron Cudan hastily stopped them.


  "S-Stop!”


  If they attacked in this place, it would mean all their deaths. It was also from a soldier! Baron Cudan suddenly held his stomach and fell.


  “U-Ugh? No? Why does my stomach suddenly hurt? Oh my? I’m too sick too move?” 


  “M-My Lord?”


  Baron Cudan’s knights were embarrassed. Baron Cudan’s innate health was so great that they couldn’t help feeling like this once Baron Cudan complained of stomach pain. Baron Cudan urged them not to worry about the rude soldier anymore.


  “We need to go back to the kingdom. Let’s go back. Oh my, it burns. It must be the beef jerky I ate on the way here.”


  "B-But the king’s request...”


  “It burns! Go back!”


  “Heok! Yes, yes!!”


  Baron Cudan’s knights hastily took him away. The moment that the Murray Kingdom’s delegation left Reinhardt.


  “Look over here! Baron Cudan!”


  “Hah... What is this...?”


  The representatives were stunned. Baron Cudan left before fulfilling his duties as a representative.


  'It’s different from the usual discipline of the Murray Kingdom.’


  The representatives thought it was ridiculous as they watched Baron Cudan leaving this place. All of them didn’t recognize the Murray Kingdom anymore.


  On the other hand, Baron Cudan made a resolute expression as he left Reinhardt.


  ‘I must speak to the king about making peace with the Overgeared Kingdom.’


  How could the person called Grid be more vicious than the emperor of the empire? He might be a rebel, but his power seemed to transcend imagination. He was the trend.


  ***


  "What? The Gauss Kingdom’s representative has also left?”


  Two of the 15 representatives were gone. The remaining 13 representatives thought it was ridiculous.


  "What representative would return before completing his mission?”


  "Baron Kons and Baron Cudan are both incompetent.” 


  “It’s proof that their kings aren’t dignified.”


  Baron Vedika was the representative of the Ultana Kingdom. His nickname was ‘vampire baron’ because he hunted the intermediate vampires that appeared in his territory and acquired the vampire rings as loot. He had a reputation for his great sustainability in combat, since he restored his health by taking his enemy’s. It was rumored that he was almost immortal when he fought. He was a brave man and disappeared the runaway Baron Kons and Baron Cudan as cowards.


  ‘They ran out of fear after seeing the 1,000 knights.’ 


  They thought they would be struck by the knights the moment they demanded that Overgeared pay tribute to their kingdoms.


  ‘Truly pathetic. Anyone who represents their kingdom should put their honor of the kingdom above their fear. Tsk tsk tsk...’


  To be honest, Baron Vedika was also tense. He could gain honor as soon as he accomplished the mission, but he could be executed by the 1,000 knights that surrounded them. However, he had the power to overcome this fear.


  ‘I have the vampire ring.’


  It was a ring obtained by hunting the intermediate vampires in his territory along with all his knights. Baron Vedika believed that with the vampire ring, he could survive in a 1 vs 1,000 fight.


  “Huhuhut... Huh?”


  Baron Vedika was looking at the ring on his finger when he suddenly became aghast.


  "Will there be group activities after the founding ceremony? What is it?”


  “A group will be organized to hunt in the vampire cities.”


  “Ah, what? The vampires are too weak to be fun anymore, and they don’t give much experience.”


  "But isn’t it a good day today? We’ll be able to raise the level of the guild members in the second group.”


  “Well... Yes, if I have to go, then I should do my best.”


  "It would be fun to try a city we haven’t cleared yet.”


  “...”


  Organizing a group to hunt in the vampire cities? The vampires are too weak?


  ‘What are they saying?’


  Baron Vedika laughed as he heard the words of the group passing by. He believed they were just bluffing. This lasted until he spotted a ring on one of their fingers.


  “Pant... Pant?"


  Baron Vedika doubted his eyes. The dozens of people, including a bald man, were wearing vampire rings on their fingers. The rings also contained better magic power than the ring that Baron Vedika wore. Baron Vedika made a disbelieving expression, before gathering his courage and approaching the bald man.


  “If I’m not being impolite... Can I ask what you’re doing here?


  Gulp.


  Baron Vedika swallowed his saliva as he asked the question. Then the bald man replied.


  "We are King Grid’s subordinates. Why are you asking?”


  "...U-Urgh? Why am I suddenly feeling anemic? Isn’t it weird?”


  In the end.  The representative of the Ultana Kingdom also ran away from Reinhardt.


  "...???"


  The remaining 12 representatives failed to recognize the situation and finally settled in to observe the founding ceremony.




  Chapter 600


  The world’s attention towards the first country built by a player, Overgeared, was very hot. Many broadcasting companies around the world dispatched people to Reinhardt.


  "Move the positions of cameras 5 and 7! Be careful to film Grid from all angles!”


  "The Japanese people want to see Katz’ face more than once. Arrange the camera so that Katz’ face can be seen from time to time.”


  "There are many beautiful woman in Overgeared. Make the lights bright so that their beauty is stronger... Hey! Why are you filming Vantner? The ratings will fall!”


  Every broadcaster identified the trends of their viewers and designed their broadcasts accordingly. The female-oriented broadcasters with many female viewers focused on anyone handsome. The broadcasters who focused on accurate information communicated the situation of Grid, Reinhardt, and the Overgeared Guild. Political and diplomatic experts sat on a panel to deeply evaluate the future of the Overgeared Kingdom.  


  "Kuk, I am nervous.”


  There were cameras and lights everywhere they looked.


  Several Overgeared members were nervous at the thought of the whole world paying attention to them. Most of the members of Overgeared were from the Silver Knights Guild. Those who were high rankers were afraid of the camera because they weren’t familiar with appearing on air.


  "Aren’t you a citizen of South Korea and a member of the Overgeared Kingdom? Don’t be nervous and straighten your shoulders.”


  "Yes!" 


  Peak Sword’s encouragement was effective. The Silver Knights members didn’t shrink back anymore. They stood proudly as they appeared on the camera.


  『 I noticed it once again. There are a lot of Asians in Overgeared. .』


  『 Most of them are Koreans. It’s the impact of absorbing the Silver Knights Guild. 』


  『 But I’m surprised that they don’t show the national color. Usually, wouldn’t most guilds anchored to a country show bias towards them? 』


  『 This is a glimpse of Grid’s true heights. Overgeared started as a multinational guild. If he focuses too much on a certain country, some members of Overgeared might feel alienated. Grid deliberately excluded the colors of his country because of this concern. 』


  『 I can see how well Grid is coordinating the guild members just by looking at Katz. Who would have expected Katz, a famous Japanese nationalist, to adapt so well to the Overgeared Guild? 』


  『 As expected from Grid... He’s the person who built up a network of friends and NPCs. 』


  『 There’s no way to explain how big his vessel is. Grid goes far beyond ordinary standards. Recently, some people in China are claiming that Grid is the reincarnation of Liu Bei. 』


  『 Liu Bei? Liu Bei from China’s Three Kingdoms era? Hah, truly. China still has a habit of claiming any good thing as theirs. Why is the Korean Grid called the reincarnation of a Chinese person? 』


  『 Hum hum, please refrain from personal comments during the broadcast. 』


  The people who ignored Grid and laughed at him were now hard to find.


  He had proven his skills many times to people who didn’t acknowledge him and built up such unparalleled achievements that he was no longer treated as a psychopath. But was it truly possible to fully grasp someone? The world still didn’t know Grid’s true value.


  ‘The reincarnation of Liu Bei? What nonsense!’


  Grid trembled when he accidentally heard what some people were saying. Pangea’s Lord of Virtue. It was a title that had a certain probability of sparing a monster when hunting. Grid felt very uncomfortable when he forcibly acquired this useless title due to a misunderstanding.


  "Ugh, this is sick. Why isn’t there a feature to delete titles?”


  Grid was waiting for the coronation and founding ceremony. Lauel heard Grid’s grumbling as he approached through the crowd. 


  “In general, titles are things you can get after making a direct connection to Satisfy’s setting or stories. If there was a title removal function, Satisfy’s setup and story would collapse.”


  “...What is that?”


  Grid freaked out when he saw Lauel. Lauel had a black eye patch over his left eye and there was a black mask over his mouth. Both were items with no function. They were a favorite among middle school students. Lauel saw Grid’s confused face and raised two fingers.


  “Kukukuk! Grid, this is a style I prepared to coordinate with you. It’s a recreation of my days as a dragon knight. How about it? Isn’t it cool?”


  ‘What a waste of his face.’


  Pure white skin and silver hair. Lauel was a young man who gave off a mysterious feeling. It felt like he came from a manhwa. He was a charmed existence. But he was a chuuni. He didn’t care about love and only devoted himself to his previous life. Grid couldn’t imagine how many women would be saddened by this.


  “Tsk tsk...”


  He would never achieve love. Grid clicked his tongue and turned back to looking out the window.


  Suddenly, people started moving.


  ‘What?’


  The atmosphere was incredible.


  *** 


  『 Breaking news! Breaking news! According to reports from players, the remnants of the Eternal nobles are gathering near Reinhardt! 』


  『 The number of armed troops led by the nobles is as high as 100,000! On the other hand, there are no more than 5,000 troops in Reinhardt! 』


  『 Currently, most of the Overgeared forces are concentrated in Reidan. 』


  『 Reidan? No, why? Placing troops elsewhere ahead of a big event... 』


  『 It must be due to the Saharan Empire. What if they placed the troops here in Reinhardt? Reidan would be empty and a good prey for the empire. 』


  『 Hah... In other words, they were alert to the empire and forgot about the Eternal nobles? 』


  『 That’s right. This is clearly Overgeared’s mistake for not looking beyond a few steps. Grid and Lauel have overcome previous crises with superb maneuvering and armed force, but it’s very shallow compared to our experts. 』


  The founding ceremony that would be held in a few minutes was ruined in an instant. The anchors and panel members of the broadcasting stations, as well as the players gathered at the scene, started to shake.


  “Shouldn’t we run away? We’ll be swept up in the war.”


  "I don’t want to die just because I’m watching an event. Hurry.”


  "Wait. What’s the fuss? Grid has fought 100,000 people before. In addition, the high rankers of Overgeared are gathered here. The 100,000 enemies will be killed by Overgeared in an instant.”


  "Are you a fool? Don’t you know that the level of monsters and NPCs in the new episodes are far ahead of the level of monsters and NPCs in previous episodes?”


  “The enemy soldiers who might not be over level 200 during the war episode have probably completed their second advancement in this episode. Do you think that even Grid can deal with 100,000 second advancement soldiers?” 


  "Even though Grid and Overgeared wins the war, what about us? Will the enemies leave us alone?”


  Buzz buzz.


  The frightened players started making a fuss. Some people were already running away from the palace. However, the soldiers of Overgeared blocked the entrance to the palace.


  "Get out of the way! I want to leave!”


  “...”


  The players shouted but the soldiers were unmoved. They stood there silently. The international broadcasters and experts figured out the situation.


  『 This...! I think I know why Grid blocked the entrance! 』


  『 What? 』


  『 Grid is trying to use the players gathered here as sacrifices! 』


  『 Hah...!! 』


  The people currently gathered in the palace. From the enemy’s point of view, they were all on the same side. Soon the enemies would attack everybody they saw, intent on killing Grid and the Overgeared members.


  “Demon!”


  “Grid is a demon!”


  Everyone remembered Grid’s old nicknames. Psychopath, butcher. Grid was recently called a virtuous person, but what was his true nature?


  “H-Hik...!”


  Kung!


  Kung kung kung kung!


  The ground shook. It felt like tens of thousands of troops were surrounding the palace. The players became confused and frightened, while the broadcasters spoke in real time.


  -Wow, Overgeared... Are they going to sacrifice innocent people in order to live?


  -Really vicious.


  -It’s better than being fooled by kindness.


  -Does this really deserve to be the first kingdom built by a player?


  The people around the world had various reactions towards Overgeared. Some blamed Overgeared, some agreed with Overgeared’s choice, and some insisted they should imitate Overgeared. The turmoil increased.


  Step.


  Grid appeared inside the palace for the first time. He walked towards the entrance of the palace as thousands of players gazed at him with resentful eyes. Then...


  Kuuong!


  The marching sound of the large army beyond the walls stopped. It meant the 100,000 troops led by the Eternal nobles had reached the palace.


  “D-Dammit!”


  “Let me logout!”


  The faces of the players became paler. On the other hand, Grid remained calm. He looked at the crowd with his uniquely sharp eyes.


  "Open the gate.”


  He ordered the soldiers sealing the entrance to the palace.


  “...!!!!!”


  The players and broadcasting station staff were scared. Opening the gate when the enemies were outside? Everyone thought Grid was crazy and started blaming him. But Grid didn’t withdraw the order and the soldiers opened the firmly closed gates.


  Kiiiiiiiik-!


  The gates slowly opened. Tens of thousands of troops came into view, with the city behind them. The players were stunned. Grid wanted all of them to die. However.


  Cheok!


  The tens of thousands of people gathered beyond the gate. Rather than pushing inside the palace and starting the slaughter, they took a military stance?


  『 W-What is this? 』


  The players and staff of the broadcasting companies were stunned.


  "We see King Grid!”


  “Attention!”


  The tens of thousands of troops saluted Grid, shouting and saluting him without any distractions. The leader of the army was Marquis Steim. It was truly spectacular. It wasn’t just the players gathered at the scene, but the millions of people watching in each country. They all got goosebumps.


  As the world was feeling shock and doubt, Grid declared to the saluting soldiers.


  “In the name of the Overgeared King Grid, I will start the founding ceremony.”


  [A new kingdom has been born on the West Continent! The Overgeared Kingdom! The name of the king is Grid!]


  [The first player to become a king has appeared! His great achievements will remain in Satisfy’s history!]


  Snap! Snap snap!


  The lights that the broadcasters prepared focused on Grid. Thousands of cameras only captured Grid’s appearance. As the military band started playing music, the ratings of the founding ceremony skyrocketed.


  It was the beginning of a new era.




  Chapter 601


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  “Grid! Grid!! Grid!!”


  “God Grid! God Grid!! God Grid!”


  The players cheers rang through Reinhardt the moment that the announcement about the first player king being born was made. The cheers stirred the earth. Tens of thousands of players and hundreds of thousands of NPCs chanted Grid’s name and praised him.


  “Film it!”


  "Close in on the users and people! I want to see their faces filled with joy!”


  Who in the world could receive such enthusiastic cheers from so many people? It was as if the world’s president had been born. The broadcasters were absorbed in the atmosphere of the scene. They had a desire to give the viewers a live view of the scene.


  ‘All I can say is great.’


  The cheers of the people reached the sky. The players praised Grid, regardless of their nationality.  The broadcasting staff ran around the streets. In the midst of this turmoil, Zirkan trembled. His gaze was focused on Lauel.


  ‘Lauel, you’re a monster.’


  Who spread the rumor that the Eternal nobles had gathered and were advancing to Reinhardt? It was Lauel. It was designed to heighten the atmosphere of the scene and this dramatic directing was completed the moment Marquis Steim and the Giant Guild arrived.


  The result? It was the current scene. The founding of the Overgeared Kingdom was a huge topic. People would be talking about this moment for the next few days. How many times would the word ‘Overgeared Kingdom’ emerge from people’s mouths? It was immeasurable.


  ‘If Chris had a talent like Lauel...’


  Lauel laughed while wearing his black eyepatch. Zirkan gazed at him with greedy eyes.


  ‘Chris would be a king by now.’


  Zirkan. An old player who was the first ranked swordsman until Ibellin came along. As Chris’ long time friend and mentor, he was well aware of Chris’ potential. The prideful young man had grown into someone envied by all, established the Giant Guild, and took first in the unified rankings.


  ‘Chris is also qualified to be a king.’ 


  The reason he couldn’t become a king was due to his lacking subordinates. Zirkan lamented his shortcomings. Then Chris placed his big hands on Zirkan’s shoulders.


  "Zirkan, is my decision to follow Grid giving you a sense of loss?”


  They had been together for decades. Chris could read Zirkan’s heart just by looking at his expression. Zirkan spoke with the heart of a sinner.


  "If this old man had even half of Lauel’s strength, you wouldn’t have to bow your head.”


  "That isn’t the case.”


  Chris smiled and shook his head.


  "I don’t have the skills to attract people, the charm that would make people devote themselves to me, or the force to break the sky.” 


  As he looked back on himself, he could clearly see the difference between himself and Grid. That’s why he was able to decide. He would serve Grid.


  "Zirkan, keep this in mind. From now on, Grid is my standard."


  “...Standard?”


  "Yes, his choice is my choice and his path is my path.”


  Chris realized that he couldn’t afford to lead more than 500 guild members. The throne that was being first in the unified rankings? It was nothing more than a meal he obtained because Kraugel and Zibal pulled themselves out. He felt his limits thanks to Grid. Grid was a giant who could do things that Chris couldn’t. Grid even loved his colleagues as his own, something Chris hadn’t dared to do. Therefore, Grid was his standard.


  “Chris.”


  Grid called out Chris’ name from the stage. It was the first name spoked since the crown was placed on the head of the Overgeared King. It was to show honor towards the current 1st ranked user who led 500 guild members.


  “I have a formal request. Become my colleague.”


  Grid reached out to him.


  [The Overgeared Kingdom is awarding you with the title of a duke. Do you accept?]


  A notification window appeared in front of Chris. It was a notification window asking ‘are you prepared to devote everything you built since your first day in Satisfy to Grid?’


  Chris didn’t hesitate.


  “It is an honor.”


  Step, step.


  Chris walked onto the stage with powerful steps. He knelt in front of Grid, sending the world into chaos.


  “Chris and the 503 members of the Giant Guild will join the Overgeared Guild... No, we will be your servants and help protect the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  “....!!”


  One of the Seven Guilds was absorbed by Grid! It was one of the most shocking news in Satisfy’s history. Breaking news was reported all over the world and people’s enthusiastic support poured out.


  *** 


  -Wow, amazing.


  -The 1st ranked user and Giant Guild is absorbed all at once.


  -But isn’t it strange? Why is Chris becoming Grid’s servant?


  Chris was able to take 1st in the rankings because Kraugel and Zibal disappeared from the rankings. But nobody dared accuse Chris of gaining that ranking for free. Chris was strong enough that no one questioned his position. That type of person went under Grid. Most of the people in the world found it hard to understand the situation. They didn’t know why Chris made this choice.


  -Did Grid catch his weakness?


  -Was there intimidation from Overgeared?


  -How can one of the Seven Guilds be intimidated?


  -What are the Seven Guilds? The Overgeared Guild has the power of a kingdom.


  -Come to think of it... The Seven Guilds were nothing in front of Overgeared ;;


  -Wow... Then the Overgeared Guild will absorb other guilds and expand their power?


  -Later on, they will become bigger and bigger, owning Satisfy.


  In the midst of the viewers’ assumptions, the experts from each country gave a sharp analysis.


  『 Chris’ decision to join Overgeared is wise. The Giant Guild is too big and the land they possess isn’t very good. Perhaps Chris won’t be able to develop the Giant Guild any further. 』 


  『 That’s right. It’s much more profitable to go under Grid and secure new territories. 』


  『 Then the rumors of Overgeared threatening Chris are wrong? 』


  『 Of course. The Overgeared Guild are proud of their power. However, there would be a big backlash if they used such methods. Wouldn’t an anti-Overgeared group form and threaten them? 』


  『 The Overgeared Guild already have many forces against them. The risk of using force to increase their power is too large. Chris and the Giant Guild willingly went under Overgeared. 』


  『 Hah... But it’s hard to believe. The largest guild led by the 1st ranked user was absorbed... 』


  『 This is a glimpse of Grid’s true heights. Grid is a great person... 』


  『 ... 』


  The international broadcasters and experts praised Grid. It was hard to believe they blamed Grid for being stupid until a short while ago. The anchors and viewers were absurd.


  *** 


  "Did you say that the Overgeared Kingdom can only survive for the next few years?”


  S.A. Group’s headquarters.


  Chairman Lim Cheolho watched the founding ceremony and asked the supercomputer Morpheus.


  -Originally, the Overgeared Kingdom was likely to be destroyed after two years and three months. They would be gradually suppressed by the 15 kingdoms and eventually occupied by the Saharan Empire. But now that has changed. The Giant Guild joining Overgeared has increased their power by leaps and bounds.


  “Hah... Hahahat!


  Morpheus gave a completely different answer from earlier.


  Lim Cheolho laughed.


  Grid. How many times had he ruined the predictions of the world’s top supercomputer? He truly was one of the five miracle players. It was really pleasing to see. Morpheus’ report entered the excited Lim Cheolho’s ears.


  -The new time period for Overgeared’s destruction is 2 years and 8 months from now. 


  “...”


  -It will be the beginning of the light dragon Nevartan episode.


  "Hrmm, it’s time for that species? But at that time, most of the kingdoms will be destroyed, not just Overgeared.”


  There were many new stories prepared. Who would be the one to earn wealth and honor in the upcoming trials? Lim Cheolho was very excited and looking forward to it.


  *** 


  “Grid! Grid!! Grid!!!”


  "They’re too thoughtless.”


  "It’s a world where the name of a traitor is being shouted. It doesn’t make sense.”


  "It’s a lowly and unpleasant place.”


  The atmosphere of the founding ceremony had reached its peak. The representatives of the 12 kingdoms failed to hide their unpleasant feelings. All they could see was a group of crazy people chanting the name of the filthy Grid and Overgeared, who were like flames in front of the wind.


  "It’s unexpected that the prestigious Marquis Steim would go under Grid.”


  "There’s no future in the Overgeared Kingdom. There’s no tomorrow for a kingdom that doesn’t have the fundamentals of justice.”


  "But ordinary people wouldn’t know this. It’s a pity that they are so fascinated and excited by the splendor of the moment.”


  “We must remind them of reality.”


  The self-styled Overgeared King Grid. On the stage, Grid called Chris and Steim in turn, making them dukes. The founding ceremony was in full swing. It wasn’t the right timing for the representatives to step forward. But the representatives didn’t feel the need to show courtesy to the Overgeared Kingdom. They stood up and climbed onto the stage without permission.


  “Who are those people?”


  "Who? What's going on?"


  The broadcasting staff and players concentrated on the founding ceremony were confused by the appearance of the uninvited guests. The Overgeared Kingdom’s knights became cautious. No, the soldiers misunderstood as knights pulled out their weapons.


  "You want to do violence right away? Indeed, their master is someone who steals the throne with violence. It’s natural that his servants would also be barbarians.”


  The representatives scoffed as they were surrounded by soldiers. While the Overgeared members were feeling resentment, Grid didn’t show any reaction.


  Lauel spoke instead. "Aren’t you entering this event without permission? You don’t even know basic manners. The level of the kings you serve is also obvious."


  Lauel smiled as he insulted their kings. The representatives were furious, but they tried to remain as calm as possible. They could afford to endure this since they would be laughing at the end.


  “We’re too busy to wait for our turn to come.”


  "We’re too noble to join this farce that is called the founding ceremony.”


  "These dog-like bastards!”


  Vantner’s anger exploded at the representatives who were ruining the event. His face and bald head turned red as he tried to swing his axe, only to be stopped by Pon.


  "Wait. Maybe this situation is what Lauel wants. Wait until he gives a command.”


  “Cough!”


  The representatives took out letters as the turmoil increased. The cameras of the broadcasters zoomed in on them. The representatives opened their mouths and spoke in a linked manner.


  "Grid, listen.”


  "Our 15 kingdoms can’t acknowledge your presence when you took the throne by force.”


  "If you become king, it will go against providence and will be a stain that will remain on this continent’s history.”


  “Grid, listen to us.”


  "Our 15 kingdoms deny you and the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  "But what sin did your people commit? We don’t want to sow the ground with the blood of innocents.”


  “We will give you one chance.”


  “Grid, obey us.”


  "In the future, you will offer a monthly tribute to our 15 kingdoms.”


  "Throw away the desire to fill your own stomach.”


  "Starve, devote yourself, and reflect.”


  "Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom will be governed by our 15 kingdoms.”


  “...”


  The venue of the founding ceremony immediately became silent.




  Chapter 602


  The venue of the founding ceremony immediately became silent. People all over the world became aware of the seriousness of the situation. The 15 kingdoms demanded a tribute. What if Grid refused this demand? The 15 kingdoms would invade the Overgeared Kingdom and it would eventually fall into ruin.


  -Not accepting the demands means...


  -If they give a tribute to 15 kingdoms, they will soon become impoverished and self-destruct.


  -What? Then no matter what they do, the Overgeared Kingdom is dead? 


  -The Overgeared Kingdom died the moment the 15 kingdoms united. It seems that it’s too early for a player to set up a kingdom.


  -I never imagined NPCs would act this way. Was it designed by the system?


  -It seems so. The owner of a kingdom can amass astronomical wealth. Satisfy is famous for its high level of difficulty and won’t give big advantages to a user.


  -The S.A. Group is really... Grid’s 60 million gold will fly away.


  -It’s pitiful, but it serves him right. Grid was doing so well that I was jealousㅎ ㅎ


  -There are many people like you in the world. 


  People felt a variety of emotions at the first kingdom built by a player being destroyed. Some people felt anger, some were sad, some were happy. All of them were paying attention to Grid right now. What type of reaction would Grid show?


  -First, he will give a positive reply to the representatives, send them away, and then come up with a solution.


  -With Grid’s nature, won’t he kill the representatives? Will Grid be crushed after absorbing the Giant Guild and Marquis Steim’s forces? 


  -I think that Grid will choose to fight. I would rather fight against the 15 kingdoms then offer them a tribute.


  -60 million gold is so big that people can’t fathom it. 60 million gold is approximately 65 million dollars. 65 million is enough to live in a super luxurious mansion for the rest of my left, as well as allow me to buy a few supercars. Will Grid and the Overgeared Guild want to lose such an astronomical sum of money? Absolutely not. Grid can’t help but compromise.


  -Indeed... The money he has already invested is too big.


  People became certain that Grid couldn’t hurt the representatives. It was the same with the media outlets of each kingdom. They analyzed that Grid would compromise with the representatives and prepared articles in advance that could be sent out at any time.


  "Hrmm."


  On top of a stage made of marble. Grid wore the Holy Light Crown on his head and finally reacted.


  Gulp!


  The tense Overgeared members gulped.


  ‘Grid! Please endure it!’


  ‘The 60 million gold can’t fly away!’


  That’s right. The Overgeared members were different from others. They thought it was highly likely Grid would kill the representatives instantly. The Overgeared members knew Grid’s nature. But Grid’s reaction was different from what the Overgeared members expected. Rather than being angry at the representatives, he opened his mouth with a perfectly calm expression.


  “Let me ask you one thing.”


  “...?”


  "Why are there 12 of you, not 15, when you are representing the 15 kingdoms?”


  “....!”


  The representatives were embarrassed. How could they say that the Gauss, Ultana, and Murray representatives returned to their kingdoms using ridiculous excuses? It was unclear if the will of these three kingdoms would be the same as when they came to this agreement.


  Grid scoffed at the representatives who couldn’t reply. 


  "12 representatives are acting arrogant and vulgar, trying to convey the will of 15 kingdoms. I can only see bluffers who are telling lies.”


  “Ugh...!”


  Their words lost weight. The representatives had no room to refute Grid’s words. 


  "Damn scum.” Grid muttered in a small voice before sitting down and leaning back on his big and gorgeous throne. It was like he was the emperor of an empire. Then he called out to Huroi standing below the stage. “Huroi.”


  "Yes, Your Majesty.”


  "From now on, repeat my words.”


  "As you command!”


  The power of Huroi’s words were great. He made the same words sound more logical and he could communicate his thoughts in a noisy place. He was equipped with a compulsion to make everyone listen. In addition, he could cover up Grid’s rough words.


  “Hey, you bastards.”


  "Listen up, foolish and false representatives.” 


  "I didn’t violate the bullshit moral laws.”


  "I didn’t violate the moral laws. I’m not a traitor. Rather, I fulfilled my vow of loyalty to King Wiesbaden. He was the only one worthy of being followed.”


  The first ranked orator, Huroi. Huroi’s voice resounded through Reinhardt. The clear voice that somewhat conveyed Grid’s will captured the ears and hearts of the people filled with anxiety. 


  "The reason for taking the throne was to save the people suffering from the corrupt Eternal royal family. This is a noble cause that should remain in the continent’s history. You can’t distort the truth with false lies.”


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  Eternal’s royal family.


  The people of Reinhardt had suffered due to the crimes committed by King Aslan. They perceived Grid as a savior and genuinely accepted his speech. Their courage was regained after feeling afraid of the representatives words and they cheered Grid’s name.


  Lauel watched the situation quietly with a warm expression.


  'He’s coping very well.’


  It could’ve been a very serious situation if Grid committed violence against the representatives. Not only would they become completely hostile to the 15 kingdoms, it would also bring distrust and anxiety to the people. But Grid controlled his anger. He used Huroi’s clever words to paint the representatives as corrupt people. Thanks to this, the representatives were in a more disadvantageous position.


  ‘Damn, the atmosphere is strange.’


  ‘The plan to create a frightful atmosphere and stir up the people has been broken.’


  ‘But the loyalty of the people towards Grid was actually increased. What is this? Isn’t this giving the bowl of soup to him?’


  ‘This is all because of Kons and Cudan! This wouldn’t have happened if those insane guys hadn’t fled like they were possessed by ghosts!’


  ‘Everybody calm down. The plan to incite the people has failed, but nothing has changed. In the end, he will have to give us tributes. Then he will pay for today’s disrespect.’


  ‘Um...’


  The representatives embarrassed by the unexpected atmosphere quickly regained their calm heads. This didn’t change the fact that they were in an advantageous position. Baron Biz of the Violet Kingdom used this momentum and shouted.


  “This Grid! No matter how you dress it up with rhetoric, your evil deeds can’t be covered up! The king is the highest existence! No matter the reason, killing the king can’t be forgiven... Heok?”


  Baron Biz suddenly stopped talking. It was because the dozens of people around Grid pulled out their weapons with menacing expressions. His legs trembled from the killing intent.


  “D-Daring to threaten a representative...! All of you don’t have the basic common sense! Harming the representatives is no different from declaring war on our kingdom!”


  "Shut up.” Pon pointed a spear at Baron Biz’ neck. "Do you think you can live after talking to our king like that? You just said it yourself. The king is the highest existence. Isn't that right?"


  “U-Ugh...”


  He didn’t want to admit that Grid was a king, but Baron Biz’ life depended on his next words. He was terrified and shut his mouth. He was belatedly aware of his error.


  ‘I was too excited!’


  He was overcome by the momentum and talked too much. He couldn’t accept Grid as a king, but that was just his position. It wasn’t strange for Grid’s subordinates to cut off his head. Indeed, the other representatives weren’t trying to save him. Grid looked down at Baron Biz, who felt his death, and had a good idea.


  “Hey, you.”


  “...!”


  Baron Biz was surprised. He was someone with the death penalty in front of him. Now Grid was staring down at him with an ominous smile on his face.


  "I’ll give you a chance.”


  "A-A chance...?” 


  "Yes, you deserve to die, but I’m a benevolent person.”


  “...?”


  What was he trying to do? It was difficult to determine Grid’s intentions. As thousands of eyes focused on him, Grid rose from his throne.


  "This is an opportunity for you to preserve your life and an opportunity for me to show off the power of the Overgeared Kingdom. Let’s help each other out.”


  "W-What is this opportunity?”


  Baron Biz listened closely. He wanted to seize this chance. Then Grid spoke.


  "Looking at your body and the sheath at you waist, you have learned swordsmanship?”


  “T-That’s...right.”


  “Okay. A person who is a warrior should be able to protect yourself. Now, pick.”


  "What do you mean... Choose?”


  “An opponent to fight against. Pick somebody. I’ll forgive your sin if your win the fight. However, if you die during the fight, it’s your own fault. The Overgeared Kingdom holds no responsibility.”


  “...!!”


  Baron Biz’ heart thumped. It was natural since he got a chance to save his life. However, the other representatives were shaking.


  ‘Grid is using his head!’


  ‘If Baron Biz dies like this, the Violet Kingdom can no longer hold Grid responsible!’


  Baron Briton of the Arc Kingdom cried out.


  "It’s too unfavorable to call this an opportunity! You intend to harm Baron Biz by putting him against a stronger opponent that he can’t face!”


  “What is this nonsense? Do you have a novel in your head?”


  Grid clocked his tongue and shrugged.


  "I told you. You can choose your own opponent to fight.”


  “I-Is that true?”


  "Of course. I’m not a liar like you guys.”


  ‘I can live!’


  Baron Biz was jubilant. He was stronger in swordsmanship than a knight. If he could pick the opponent to fight, he could win 100%. Baron Biz looked around and smiled darkly.  He had determined his opponent. There was a blond soldier wearing old leather armor, unlike the 1,000 elite knights wearing black armor.


  'Just look at this inconsequential soldier! My opponent is you!’


  Baron Biz pointed to the blond soldier.


  “I-I will fight with him!”


  People might call him cowardly for pointing towards a soldier, but his life was a thousand times more important than his pride. Baron Biz expected Grid to ridicule him for fighting against the soldiers, but Grid easily accepted it.


  "You will fight the soldier. Okay.”


  Grid winked at the soldier. Then the soldier walked over to Baron Biz. Baron Biz looked much stronger. The baron was taller than the soldier and his equipment was better. No, in the first place, how could a soldier be an opponent for a noble who had learnt swordsmanship?


  The viewers from all over the world were frustrated.


  -Sigh, what is Grid doing? Why is he giving that bastard a chance to save his life?


  -This isn’t good.


  -That poor and innocent soldier... He made a mistake with his master and will be killed.


  Everyone in the world sympathized with the soldier. They thought he was being persecuted by an unreasonable boss. However, the soldier was happy. He faced Baron BIz and tied back his blond hair flowing under his helmet. The name of the soldier covered by a helmet was Asmophel.




  Chapter 603


  Grid’s mouth twitched. He was trying not to laugh.


  ‘Indeed, he picked Asmophel.’


  There were currently only 1,000 Overgeared soldiers stationed in Reinhardt. But they were the elites who completed their second class advancement and wore the Grid mass production set. It was easy for them to be mistaken as knights just by their appearance.


  Then what about Asmophel? He was someone who looked exactly like a soldier. He was the weakest looking in Reinhardt. It was easy to predict that Baron Biz would pick out Asmophel.


  ‘Is this Lauel’s trick?’


  Grid’s tactic of causing a situation that wouldn’t trouble him if the representative died was quite good. It was hard to believe it was a plan built and executed by Grid alone, so the Overgeared members thought that Lauel was behind it. But what was the truth?


  Currently, the person dealing with the 12 representatives was Grid alone. Grid created this situation alone. The smile couldn’t leave Lauel’s face.


  ‘Grid, your growth is once again burning up my heart. You have transcended the limits of your IQ. Huhuhut...’


  Lauel was caught up in the feeling of excitement.


  “Really? You’ll spare me if I win the fight against this soldier?”


  Baron Biz asked Grid again.


  Grid nodded. “I keep my promises. But don’t forget that the Violet Kingdom can’t hold us responsible if you die.”


  “Okay!” Baron Biz shouted vigorously to his men. "At this moment, I am not the representative of the Violet Kingdom. I am just Baron Biz! Even if I die, the Overgeared Kingdom didn’t kill the representative of the Violet Kingdom! Do you understand?”


  The death penalty was imminent, but he had a chance to save his life. He couldn’t miss this opportunity.  Baron Biz was confident that he could win the battle.


  ‘I will kill this soldier!’


  Chwaruk!


  Baron Biz pulled out his sword. His level and armor were considerable.


  『 Baron Biz’s level is at least 250. There is also the title ‘Noble who learned Swordsmanship’, meaning he is likely to have Advanced Sword Mastery... He will be stronger than any decent knight. 』


  『 Then how will the soldier fight Baron Biz? 』


  『 He's dead. The result is obvious. 』


  『 ... 』


  Foolish Grid! He had a chance to incapacitate a representative. But he wasted it and sacrificed an innocent soldier! This time, no one supported Grid’s choice. The media and viewers thought Grid made a serious mistake. That’s right. The world was about to be overturned again. Grid was a common sense destroyer who always produced results that were different or exceeded expectations.


  “I will bring the punishment of death to you who has despised and belittled my king.”


  The soldier sent out killing intent from his eyes deep in the helmet. Baron Biz confirmed the old spear that the soldier held and laughed. 


  "Kukuk, a simple soldier is spouting such ridiculous words.”


  Biz Baron was certain. If he combined the power of his swordsmanship with his equipment, he would be able to break the spear and armor in front of him. The difference between their items and skills were clear.


  “Haaap!”


  Baron Biz was fired up and rushed forward. It was high ranking footwork that narrowed the distance to the target in a short time. It had been passed down in Baron Biz’ family for generations.


  -It’s over.


  The viewers mourned the soldier. They were sure that the soldier would die without being able to take advantage of the spear’s long reach. It was a meaningless prediction.


  Puok!


  “...!!!”


  -Huh?


  Baron Biz narrowed the distance without any superfluous movements. It was like a lightning bolt, but the soldier was much faster. Before Baron Biz’s sword struck the soldier’s helmet, the soldier’s spear pierced Baron Biz’s chest.


  “Kuock!”


  Baron Biz made a disbelieving expression. How could the soldiers’ attack speed be faster than him, and how could the soldier tear through his armor with one blow?


  “A scam...!”


  It was a scam! There was something wrong! It was certainly cheating! But Baron Biz wasn’t able to speak these thoughts. It was because the soldier’s spear pierced his chest in succession.


  “Cough! Ugh! Kuaaaaak!"


  He was busy screaming. It was a series of strikes that didn’t allow Baron Biz to take any defensive actions.


  “...”


  “...”


  All the representatives present, the players at the venue, and the viewers watching the broadcast were at a loss for words. The hosts of the broadcasting stations could barely speak because they had an obligation to relay the situation.


  『 The soldier has completely overwhelmed a noble’s swordsmanship! This is unexpected! 』


  『 The difference between items is made moot by skills! What on earth was this? The Overgeared Kingdom has strong soldiers! 』


  The world was turned upside down by the unexpected result. The person who was more shocked than anyone was naturally Baron Biz.


  ‘W-Who is this person?’


  He thought the opponent was a soldier. Then what was this? The proud knights of the Violet Kingdom wouldn’t be able to deal with this soldier’s spear.


  Puk! Puuok!


  "Hik! Hiik!!”


  Baron Biz had been polishing his swordsmanship for many years. He tried to resist the soldier’s spear with his sword. But it was a worthless desperate attempt. If the soldier stabbed the spear 10 times, Baron Biz was struck 10 times. No matter how aggressively he resisted, he failed in his defense and evasion.


  “You...! What the hell are you? You can’t be a soldier! Why are you posing as a soldier?”


  Dark red blood emerged with every scream. The viewers who previously sympathized with the soldier now felt sorry for Baron Biz.


  -Baron Biz has fallen into a trap. It’s impossible for a soldier to beat a noble.


  -That's right. He doesn’t seem like a soldier. He might be a knight disguised as a soldier.


  -In fact, it doesn’t make sense? Does this mean that Grid expected the situation to come to this point and disguised a knight as a soldier?


  -Uh... Come to think of it.


  The viewers were confused. A soldier was smashing Baron Biz. If this person wasn’t a soldier, Grid was too great to anticipate this situation. If the person was a soldier, he had the strength of another kingdom’s knight. No matter how they interpreted it, Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom were great.


  -So scary.


  -This is crazy.


  -Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom are magnificent...


  The evaluation of Grid rose exponentially from just one incident! 


  ‘Grid’s honor will be restored and his reputation will be even higher.’


  Asmophel felt the situation change and put an end to the one-sided fight. Baron Biz was beaten bloody and died.


  Puok!


  [Baron Biz who represents the Violet Kingdom has died.]


  [Due to the agreement made by Baron Biz, the Violet Kingdom can’t transfer any responsibility to the Overgeared Kingdom.]


  “What is this?”


  The other representatives were terrified as they watched Baron Biz die. They couldn’t understand the situation and fell into a trap.


  Baron Briton of the Arc Kingdom shouted. “Grid...! How can you be such a villainous person? Disguising a knight as a soldier in order to trap Baron Biz!”


  “You.” Grid pointed to Baron Briton this time. “You pick.”


  “...?”


  "You should be held accountable for accusing and taunting a king in his own kingdom. Just like baron Biz.”


  “...!”


  He shouldn’t have said anything! Baron Briton fell into the same mess as Baron Biz. His face paled because he knew he had no way out. He tried to keep his mind as calm as possible as he looked around. He was looking for a weak opponent, just like Baron Biz had done before.


  Then he found one.


  “I will fight with him!”


  This person looked the weakest. It was surprisingly close.


  An orator. It was the orator who spoke for Grid.


  “Hoh... First it was a soldier and now an orator.”


  Grid made an interested look while the residents accused Baron Briton.


  “Lousy bastard! Pointing out an orator who never once held a blade!”


  "Are all nobles of the Arc Kingdom like you?”


  "Trying to fight a person who uses their mouth!”


  Boo! 


  Boooooo!


  The booing and criticism continued, but Baron Briton wasn’t ashamed. What good was honor if he was dead?


  ‘I can’t die in this savage kingdom!’


  It was his sublime belief. He couldn’t die so easily. Baron Briton grabbed the mace hanging from his waist. Then Orator Huroi summoned his wyvern.


  “....??”


  “??????”


  Kurarararara!


  Baron Briton and the residents were stunned when the red wyvern appeared and fired flames. An orator summoned a wyvern? It was also the most powerful fire wyvern!


  “W-Wait a minute... This is a scam!”


  "Your parents are a scam!”


  “What? What nonsense is this? Kuaaaaah!”


  Mentioning his parents? It was also from a person who was scamming him? Baron Briton was angry and frustrated, but he was helpless. He was burned by the flames of Huroi’s wyvern and died.




  Chapter 604


  “...”


  The 10 remaining representatives were dumbfounded. They were shocked when they witnessed the Overgeared Kingdom’s strength.


  ‘A soldier who is stronger than a knight...’


  ‘If this is the ability of a soldier, the talents of the 1,000 black armored knights must be beyond imagination.’


  ‘I can’t believe the orator has a wyvern.’


  ‘It is indeed a strong kingdom.’


  The Overgeared Kingdom’s soldier and orator were amazing enough to destroy all concepts.


  “Cough...”


  The representatives were in deep distress. They wondered if they should really be hostile to the Overgeared Kingdom.


  ‘It would be better to hold hands...’


  Currently, the power structure of the continent was composed of one empire and 15 kingdoms. The empire was naturally the Saharan Empire. If the Saharan Empire was a young and brave lion, the 15 kingdoms were bound rabbits. The 15 kingdoms didn’t know when they would be swallowed up and paid tributes to the empire. But the amount of the tribute they paid was enormous. The 15 kingdoms had to pay tribute to the empire and their speed of development fell exponentially. At this time, the emergence of the Overgeared Kingdom was like a rosy cloud.


  ‘If we combined the small number of troops in the Overgeared Kingdom and the three million troops from the 15 kingdoms...’


  ‘We can become self-reliant and break away from the empire.’ 


  ‘The timing is good. Currently, it’s difficult for the empire to turn their eyes to the outside world due to its policy of wiping out minor species.


  The gazes of the representatives changed as they looked at Grid. The contempt and hostility was replaced by anticipation.


  “King Grid!”


  Someone shouted courageously. It was Baron Guy of the Fold Kingdom.


  "Please forgive my previous rudeness!”


  An amazing sight was produced. Baron Guy looked at Grid and tore up the royal letter in his hand. He tore apart the will of the king he served in front of everyone! It was a scene where Baron Guy was prepared to ruin his own life. Everyone watching was surprised, while Grid made an interested expression.


  “Do you mean to withdraw the words you said before?”


  "Indeed! King Grid, I hope that the Overgeared Kingdom will be a permanent companion of the Fold Kingdom! I will give my king 100 reasons why he should ally with the Overgeared Kingdom! Also! I am convinced that my king will understand my explanation and reconcile with the Overgeared Kingdom! Overgeared is a great kingdom!”


  “...”


  This was a person who demanded a tribute just previously, saying that he could accept Grid or the Overgeared Kingdom. His attitude had sure changed quickly. He even went against his king’s will. Changing his position in the middle of the mission! This unprecedented event would spread the reputation of the Overgeared Kingdom throughout the continent.


  Grid was delighted.


  ‘Very good. It’s more than I expected.’


  The growth base of the Overgeared Kingdom would be solid if he allied with a few of the 15 kingdoms. In the midst of accumulating power to defend the kingdom from the empire, the need to worry about the stupid ones would disappear. It was the moment when Grid visualized a brilliant future.


  -Please refrain from replying and give honors to your retainers first.


  Lauel sent him a whisper. He had been silently watching the situation and finally opened his mouth.


  ‘I don’t know his intentions, but...’


  Lauel was the person that Grid trusted the most. He didn’t question it and acted as Lauel said. He ignored Baron Guy who was waiting for a reaction.


  “...Rude.”


  Baron Guy blushed with shame. He had torn up his letter in order to convey his sincerity, but he was ignored like a passing child rather than being impressed by Grid.


  Shake shake!


  The expressions of the representatives were disappointed as they looked between Baron Guy and Grid.


  ‘Grid will never have a big vessel.’


  ‘Baron Guy acknowledged his mistake and offered a bright future, but Grid is still upset by our previous rudeness.’


  ‘How can he rule over a kingdom when he is so narrow-minded?’


  ‘It isn’t right to establish diplomatic relations with such a savage kingdom.’


  Tsk tsk tsk.


  The representatives thought that Grid was pathetic.


  “Duke Lauel, come forward.”


  Grid started to call out his meritorious retainers in turn. Lauel was the first to kneel before him. Grid handed him a pair of gauntlets.  What type of materials were used for them? The gauntlets were mysterious and dark colored, with a glazed black surface. It was beautiful and elegant enough to capture anyone’s eyes.


  ‘But they’re just gauntlets. The level of reward for the person who had the highest merit in establishing a kingdom...’


  ‘It’s evidence that the Overgeared Kingdom is a small group of elites, but is poor. The foundation will be stable by absorbing Marquis Steim’s power but he needs our help.’


  ‘If the Overgeared Kingdom refuses to hold hands with us, only self-destruction is waiting for them.’


  Gauntlets were items that protected the hands and forearms. He should give his meritorious retainers a sword that can cut the enemy or armor to defend against an enemy’s attacks. Grid’s reward was indeed trivial. The moment that the representatives thought so.


  "Kukuk...! Kukukuk! Belial’s Gauntlets... This is something that transcends my expectations. The hot skin of Belial against my arms has succeeded in sealing the aura of the dark dragon. Huhuhut!”


  Lauel.


  His reputation had spread to the 15 kingdoms. The duke of the Overgeared Kingdom covered half his face with his hand and chattered nonsense. The representatives couldn’t understand what he was talking about. It was natural that they didn’t understand. The Overgeared members had been with Lauel for years and they still didn’t understand him.


  Lauel turned his gaze towards the representatives. One eye was covered with a black eyepatch, as if it was injured.


  "People from small and weak kingdoms, look at the great power that King Grid has entrusted to me.”


  Swipe.


  Yes, it was a swipe. Lauel swiped his hands just once. The wavelength was huge.


  Kakiing.


  The five fingertips of the gauntlets worn by Lauel created five white spheres. The spheres contained hot fire and cool demonic energy.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “...”


  The direction that Lauel waved his hand. The five spheres flew in the direction of the representatives and exploded. The representatives were shocked by the suddenly incident. They made stupid expressions like a carp. Lauel ridiculed those who couldn’t understand the situation and moved his hand again. Once again, five white spheres were created and flew to the feet of the representatives, exploding. Flames emerged from the explosion and the demonic energy polluted the atmosphere.


  The representatives were amazed and belatedly realized.


  “H-Heok!”


  “Unbelievable! Creating such powerful magic with just a wave of the hand!”


  "D-Don’t tell me the power of those gauntlets...?”  


  An artifact? No, it is impossible. Pagma’s Descendant, Grid. He might be a legendary blacksmith, but he didn’t have the capacity to produce artifacts. Artifact production was an area for a very small number of magicians.


  “Marquis Piaro, come forward.”


  The representatives tried to deny the power of the gauntlets.


  Step, step.


  This time, a middle-aged man climbed onto the stage.


  "...??"


  The representatives doubted their eyes. It was because the person on the stage was a middle-aged peasant farmer. The farmer was wearing old clothes covered in dirt and had a variety of farming equipment hanging from his waist.


  ‘Crazy?’


  A marquis was a farmer?  No, a farmer marquis? This was ridiculous. A disgraceful noble. It was terrible just imagining a noble doing field work.


  'No, leave it.’


  This was currently the founding ceremony. It was essential to be formal. It was courtesy to dress appropriately for the founding ceremony, even if the middle-aged Piaro was a real farmer. What was with this dirty clothing?


  ‘Not even knowing the basic manners...’


  ‘The king has no foundation and his subordinates are the same.’


  Tsk tsk.


  The representatives once again clicked their tongues. Then Grid handed Piaro a sickle and hand plow.


  "In fact, I wanted to wear official clothing today.” Piaro whispered while receiving the farming equipment. He was looking around. Grid asked him to attend in his work clothes, but Piaro felt disgusting.


  Grid smiled and patted his shoulder. "Your official clothing is farming work clothes. From now on, you should also wear a straw hat.”


  Grid’s liking towards Piaro was now infinite. He was an absolute power of the Overgeared Kingdom and gave all the loot he acquired from Belial to Grid without hesitation. Grid wanted to acknowledge Piaro and accept him as a farmer.


  Piaro was thrilled. “Your servant Piaro! I will devote myself even more to the field! I will provide enough food so that our citizens will never starve!”


  “...Farmer.”


  "A real farmer!”


  The dubious representatives became pale when they heard Piaro’s cry. They were shocked to see that the marquis of a kingdom was a farmer. The representatives lost their minds once again. Then Piaro came down from the stage and approached them.


  Flinch.


  Piaro was the owner of muscles that seemed harder than rocks. As he stepped towards them with dirty clothes, the representatives were forced to shrink back.


  “W-What...?”


  “What are you trying to do?”


  The sickle and hand plow looked sharp in Piaro’s hands, causing the representatives to gulp.


  "H-Hik...!"


  The moment Piaro reached them! He raised his sickle and hand plow. The representatives thought he was going to be killed. At the same time.


  Flop!


  Piaro suddenly squatted. He started digging at the ground ruined by Lauel’s magic bombardment. Then something amazing happened. Plants started growing from the burnt and contaminated ground.


  “H-Heok?”


  Rice was grown in an instant? Was there a farmer like this?


  ‘No, it doesn’t make sense for a farmer. Is this the power of an artifact?’


  ‘It’s clear that Grid’s sickle and hand plow has the power to restore the earth!’


  ‘Grid! His blacksmithing abilities are far beyond Pagma’s!’


  Admiration, amazement, admiration, amazement! Lauel confirmed the expressions on the faces of the representatives and whispered to Grid. Grid nodded before finally turning his attention to Baron Guy of the Fold Kingdom. Grid asked.


  “You want to hold hands with the Overgeared Kingdom?”


  “Yes...! Yes! Indeed!”


  Baron Guy hurriedly nodded. Now he was thinking that if his kingdom didn’t form an alliance with Overgeared, they would perish. There were many amazing people in the Overgeared Kingdom.


  Grid shook his head.


  "I will ask you again. You want to hold hands with the Overgeared Kingdom?”


  “...?”


  The reaction was worrisome. It was as if he wanted to reject the alliance.


  The confused Baron Guy hurriedly exclaimed.


  “King Grid! Please forgive my rudeness and think calmly! Right now, the continent is dominated by the Saharan Empire! No matter how wonderful King Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom is, you can’t deal with the empire alone! Ally with the Fold Kingdom for your future!”


  "I agree that it is better to be together. But I don’t want an alliance.”


  “...Huh?”


  No alliance? Baron Guy looked confused as Grid opened his inventory. He pulled out all the magic battle gear he had created and handed them to the God Hands, Noe and Randy. It was to show off. Grid grinned and shouted at all the representatives, including Baron Guy.


  “Serve the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  “....!!”


  No, how many times would the world be surprised by the founding ceremony? Thanks to this, high ratings were guaranteed and the executives and employees of broadcasting companies praised Grid.




  Chapter 605


  Reidorn.


  He was one of the solo number knights who were considered to have surpassed Piaro, the pillar of the empire. He was the 6th knight. His power was different from the 8th and 9th knights. He was a catastrophic being who could destroy a nation. 


  One of the greatest people was now at the scene of the Overgeared Kingdom’s establishment.


  ‘Grid... He might be more dangerous than expected.’


  Reidorn’s nature was quite cautious. During the time when the empire underestimated Grid and thought that the Overgeared Kingdom would be destroyed naturally, Reidorn was alert to Grid. There were many things to watch. He objectively evaluated Grid’s actions. Grid caused many miracles as the descendant of a legend.


  ‘There is also the rumor that his forces and the Rebecca Church sealed a great demon.’


  Originally, he thought this rumor was a lie that Grid made up to justify taking the throne and to mislead the people. But that was before the founding ceremony started. Reidorn looked all over Reinhardt and was amazed by what he found. There were three Rebecca temples being built in Reinhardt.


  This meant that the Overgeared Kingdom had absolute favor with the Rebecca Church. There were few cities where three or more Rebecca temples were built outside of the capital of the empire. The Rebecca Church wouldn’t give such a favor to a new kingdom unless a great demon was really sealed. It was highly likely that the rumors were true.


  ‘The power of a great demon might be much weaker than we had anticipated. But that doesn’t mean we can ignore Grid.’


  Reidorn made a decision. Since he came here today, he must kill Grid and destroy the kingdom. He couldn’t neglect any variables that could threaten the empire.


  ‘I will start.’


  He no longer hesitated. He didn’t wear the red armor in order to conceal his identity, but he wasn’t particularly afraid. Armor? He didn’t need it. He was a talented person who could cut all enemies with his sword before they knew it.


  Step step.


  Reidorn slowly approached from where he was hiding in the crowd.


  “Piaro, come forward.”


  ‘Piaro!’


  Reidorn stopped in place when he heard Grid’s voice call out the name of a meritorious retainer. The former chief of the Red Knights and the pillar of the empire, Piaro. He had left after betraying the empire. Why was his name heard here?


  ‘Traitor...! He was actively working in this area...!’


  Gulp!


  The 1~7th knights were people selected and trained to be more talented than Piaro. Yes, Reidorn was superior to Piaro. But the Piaro of the past was great. Reidorn instinctively shrank back and couldn’t move anymore. He was confident that he could destroy the Overgeared Guild, including Grid. However, he was like a stone statue in front of Piaro.


  ‘No?’


  Reidorn hid in the crowd again and his expression twisted as he saw the stage. The person called Piaro walked onto the stage. The great swordsman Piaro looked like a peasant farmer.


  ‘A person with the same name?’


  Dammit, he was scared for nothing. Reidorn sighed and started moving again. He ignored the farmer who was restoring the destroyed land with magic attached farming equipment and looked at Grid.


  ‘I will destroy you and your kingdom today, for the good of the empire.’


  Kkuok!


  Reidorn calmed down his heart that was spooked after hearing ‘Piaro’ and laid his hands on his sheath. It was the precursor to the Sun Cut technique that could split apart a castle. It was the strongest sword drawing technique on the West Continent that had been passed on for generations through the royal family of a small nation that the empire destroyed. Reidorn had acquired it after qualifying for the 6th knight. 


  The moment that the blade emerged from the sheath and the brilliant aura of the sun was going to explode.


  “Serve the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  “...!!”


  Grid said something insane to the representatives. Reidorn was so confused that he stopped moving, while the representatives doubted their ears.


  "What is this ludicrous?”


  Overgeared Kingdom. A kingdom just made today was demanding that the 15 kingdoms, filled with hundreds of years of history and tradition, serve them? It sounded crazy to the millions of people watching, let along Reidorn and the representatives.


  The words were so ludicrous that the representatives couldn’t become angry. Then Grid said with a sincere expression.


  "It would be better for you to serve me instead of the empire, who asks for extra tributes that hinder the growth of the kingdom. I’m not as unscrupulous as the emperor.”


  The representatives could no longer tolerate it. Their faces turned red and their eyes were bloodshot. A kingdom without any roots. This was the king of a small country, where it wouldn’t be strange if the kingdom was ruined at any moment. But they didn’t want speak carelessly and lose their life like the previous representatives.


  Baron Guy barely suppressed his anger and opened his mouth.


  "Our 15 kingdoms offer a tribute to the Saharan Empire because the empire has a mighty force. It’s an overwhelming force that can destroy our 15 kingdoms at any time. On the other hand, what about the Overgeared Kingdom? I admit that you have great power. But can you alone overwhelm and make our 15 kingdoms submit?”


  Baron Guy didn’t wait for Grid to reply. He would just consider Grid to be overconfident if the reply was a yes.


  ‘He isn’t a man worth conversing with.’


  It was the moment Baron Guy bowed his head with disappointment and was about to leave.


  "Of course not."


  “...?”


  Baron Guy hesitated as Grid said something other than expected. Grid’s expression was still confident.


  "The Overgeared Kingdom is still weak. It can’t be compared to the empire, which can overwhelm your kingdom alone. But that’s just a story for the moment. Watch.”


  Suuk.


  Grid glanced at Noe.


  “Nyang.”


  Was it because he was lacking exercise recently or was it a natural change during the process of his growth? Noe was plumper, further doubling his cuteness. The chubby cheeks and wide mouth made someone want to pinch him.


  “Hum hum.”


  Grid ignored Noe’s cuteness in order to save face and received an item from Noe.


  [Belial’s Sheath]


  Durability: 916/916  Attack Power: 350


  * 50% increase in sword drawing speed.


  * 60% increase in sword recovering speed.


  * 150% additional damage for sword drawing skills.


  * Magic Missile (Enhance) will deal 4,000 fixed damage when a sword is drawn.


  * Any target hit by Magic Missile (Enhanced) will be subjected to 1,500 fire damage per second for up to 20 seconds. The demonic energy also reduces attack and defense by 20%. However, if the target has the dark attribute, their attack and defense will be increased by 20%.


  A sheath made by enchanting the bones of the great demon Belial by blacksmith Grid, who is entering a mythological level.


  It combines the enhanced magic of Great Magician Braham with the fire and dark energy from the bones of Belial. This sheath can be used as a weapon because of its excellent durability and attack power.


  The structure is optimized for sword drawing techniques.


  Peak Sword led his 300 Silver Knights members to join Overgeared. He always struggled for Grid and Overgeared. In the battle for Cork Island, he made great achievements, including bringing the Eternal navy to the brink of collapse. He was included in the list of meritorious retainers and the sheath was made for him. It had a perfect compatibility with Peak Sword.


  Grid placed the +7 Sword Ghost in Belial’s Sheath. Then he took the stance of drawing a sword. He didn’t have any skills related to drawing the sword, but he had excellent stats and items. Grid wanted to demonstrate to the representatives the power of his magic battle gear and gain their trust.


  “If you serve the Overgeared Kingdom, I will give you items like this and you will have the power to fight against the empire. Transcend.”


  Kuoooh!


  The atmosphere shook. In order for Grid to show off the brilliance of the sheath, it was necessary to strengthen his base attack and convert it to ranged attacks.


  “Blacksmith's Rage, Blackening.”


  Kuwaaaang!


  After using a buff, he wore Dark Bus’ Earrings and activated the more powerful Blackening. He also increased the power of his swordsmanship by forming a party with Kraugel. The moment he was about to break the sky with his sword drawing technique.


  “You! You have already discovered my presence and now you’re trying to provoke me?”


  “??????”


  Someone unexpectedly sprang out of the crowd at Grid.


  "How dare you try to us a sword drawing technique before this Reidorn? Your arrogance will surely pierce the sky!”


  “Reidorn?”


  ...Who?


  Grid and all the members of Overgeared were stunned. A crazy NPC suddenly popped out of the crowd. However, Baron Guy looked like he had seen a ghost.


  ‘S-Solo number knight...! He isn’t wearing the red armor, but I’m sure he is a solo number knight!’


  Reidorn. The Saharan Empire’s strongest quick draw swordsman. Baron Guy was very familiar with him. Why? Around five years ago, Reidorn visited the Fold Kingdom which was trying to build up its military power to escape from the empire. Reidorn’s demonstration at the time was fearsome. Baron Guy shook as he recalled that time.


  ‘Dozens of knights and soldiers fall ever time he draws his sword...’


  It wasn’t an exaggeration. The elite knights and soldiers that the Fold Kingdom were so proud of died without even knowing it. Reidorn’s drawn sword was like a flash.


  ‘The fact that he’s here...’


  It meant that the Overgeared Kingdom would be destroyed right now. Baron Guy was terrified. 


  ‘He saw me trying to ally with the Overgeared Kingdom!’


  It was the end. The Fold Kingdom would be destroyed.


  ‘This is the end!’


  Tears flowed from Baron Guy’s eyes as he shuddered with fear. He tore the king’s letter for the sake of his kingdom, but now it was in danger of destruction. Therefore, guilt swept over him like a tsunami. 


  “What are you doing?”


  Grid made an unhappy expression and narrowed his eyes. There were no signs of nervousness. Reidorn leaned forward and took a sword drawing stance.


  “Why are you pretending not to know who I am? Do you want to make me angrier? Bah! Foolish!”


  Supaak!


  The brilliance of the sun shone from Reidorn’s waist. It was the usage of the strongest sword drawing technique, Sun Cut. It couldn’t be avoided. The moment Grid tensed up, the God Hands, Randy, and Noe flew in front of him.


  "Kya!"


  "Kyaaak!”


  Noe and Randy couldn’t respond to the Sun Cut. The flash crossed their bodies before they could use any skill. The same was true for the God Hands. Despite being armed with a variety of magical weapons that were supposed to be given to the retainers, the flash passed them and reached Grid before they could use the skills attached to the weapons.


  “Kuk!”


  Sakak-!


  At the same time that blood spurted from Grid’s chest...


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  Grid completed his sword drawing technique. The +7 Sword Ghost emerged from Belial’s Sheath and roared fiercely.


  “What?”


  Reidorn’s eyes widened as there was a huge flash of white and a wave of fire and demonic energy. It was because the power seemed much stronger than the sun.


  “This is nonsense...!”


  He hurriedly pulled out his red armor, but it was too late.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Reidorn was swept away by the blast and coughed up blood as the Overgeared members ran to him.


  “Ugh! Keok! Eek! Eek!”


  "Wow, he didn’t die. This armor is durable, but filthy.”


  "I don’t think he’s a simple named NPC... Put him in prison.”


  “...”


  Solo number knights. The 6th knight was dominated in an instant?


  Flop!


  Baron Guy bowed towards Grid.


  "The Fold Kingdom will serve the Overgeared Kingdom! I will use my life and honor to convince the king!”


  “Eh? R-Really?”


  Was it that great? Grid hadn’t expected this to happen, making him scratch his head with a stunned expression. The other representatives thought that Baron Guy was senile. The founding ceremony ended after a series of disturbances and incidents.




  Chapter 606


  -I’ve put Reidorn in jail.


  -Good work Faker. Make sure he’s secure and see if he was sent by someone. Absolutely don’t kill him.


  -I understand.


  Grid was very wary of Reidorn. It was inevitable, since he lost half his health from Reidorn’s blow. This was despite the fact that Grid was wearing Triple Layers.


  ‘Is there a proportional attack factor for my health or defense?’


  The balance was a problem since it was so focused on attack power. However, this was the first time that a NPC showed such overwhelming attack power since Piaro. At first, Grid thought the opponent was a simple crazy person, but he was actually a big named NPC.


  ‘There are a few forces after me, so it’s hard to tell who sent the assassin...’


  The higher the position, the greater the danger. Frankly, it was scary. He didn’t think there would be an assassination attempt at the founding ceremony where all the members of Overgeared were gathered.


  ‘I have to increase the defenses around Irene and Lord.’


  Grid was alert and turned towards Baron Guy. All the other representatives left, but Baron Guy remained in place since he wanted to serve the Overgeared Kingdom.


  ‘Only one kingdom...’


  He even talked about the future by showing off the power of the magic battle gear. Lauel sent a whisper to the disappointed Grid.


  -Isn’t one kingdom good? Don’t forget that the Overgeared Kingdom was only founded today. In fact, I thought all the representatives would refuse and leave.


  -...


  -In any case, the Fold Kingdom is poor because the land is desolate and they can get few resources from the sea. However, they had 300,000 trained soldiers that constantly fight against monsters. If we supply food and battle gear, they will surely grow into a strong ally. 


  -The land is desolate and resources are low? We can’t supply food forever. Isn’t it a kingdom with a dark future? Won’t it be a waste if we invest a lot of time and money?


  -No. We can use them to disperse the eyes of the other 14 kingdoms. And don’t we have Piaro?


  -Ah.


  Piaro was someone who could grew crops in the desert city of Reidan and the sea city of Siren. It wouldn’t be difficult for him to transform the Fold Kingdom’s desolate land into fertile ground.


  ‘Come to think of it.’


  Grid was thrilled as he once again realized the astronomical value of Piaro. Then he suddenly recalled the golden walnuts and the white phosphorus wood. They were species from the East Continent. Couldn’t a legendary farmer grow them on the West Continent?


  ‘It will be amazing if even a small amount can be grown.’


  The value of the golden walnut, an elixir, and the white phosphorus wood, the finest production material, was amazing. If they could be grown, the national power of Overgeared would be guaranteed to rise rapidly.


  ‘Okay.’


  The founding ceremony was disturbed by the sudden intrusion of an enemy. In order to not make the people feel anxious, Grid covered his wound with a cloak and concealed his act of taking a potion. He didn’t know that these small actions impressed someone.


  "Baron Guy, go to your king and tell him this. The Overgeared Kingdom will give full support to the Fold Kingdom. Did you see the farmer before?”


  “Pant... Are you saying you will help us with food as well as battle gear?”


  “Of course. I will fertilize the poor land of the Fold Kingdom. Did you see the farmer before?”


  “Ohh...! Ohhh! Thank you! I am so excited! I will go back to the king and tell him about King Grid and the farmer... No, I will tell my king about the marquis farmer!”


  "Yes, go ahead.”


  Baron Guy bowed and hurriedly left his spot. He had a smile on his face as he dreamt about being liberated from the empire. The viewers who watched the scene from beginning to end thought it was absurd.


  -Is this a true story? Gaining a vassal kingdom on the first day of the kingdom?


  -Will it become the Overgeared Empire? ;;


  -It’s possible.


  -What empire? I belong to the Fold Kingdom and there’s no answer. What is the point of serving a poor kingdom like Overgeared?


  -That’s right. To be honest, the Overgeared Kingdom is too shaky. Just look at what happened. There were 1,000 knights, but they couldn’t stop the assassin from attacking Grid. It seems that the Overgeared Kingdom isn’t as good as it looks on the outside.


  -Hrmm... I want to try assassinating Grid once. I think my fame will rise.


  -Maybe Grid will be often assassinated because of today’s incident.


  The viewers weren’t aware of the true value of Reidorn, who appeared and was suppressed in an instant. The viewers started questioning the power of Overgeared.


  “Pope Damian and the 15 elders of the Rebecca Church have come to celebrate the founding of the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  -...!!


  Some big people appeared at the founding ceremony, causing a stir with just their presence. It was a truly amazing sight. Everyone knew that Damian worshipped Grid, but weren’t the 15 elders known for being strict? It was unthinkable that they would appeared at the Overgeared Kingdom’s founding ceremony.


  -It’s said that the elders don’t even go see the emperor of the Saharan Empire.


  -Right. Normally the kings must go directly to the Vatican in order to meet the elders.


  -Why did the elders appear at the Overgeared Kingdom’s founding ceremony... 


  -It is also all 15 people...


  -Damian must’ve ordered them to follow as the pope.


  -Ah, right. It’s a possibility.


  -Damian is seriously too much ㅋㅋ Using the authority of the pope for Grid.


  -It seems like he will soon be impeached.


  There was no problem with the viewers’ words. It was a reasonable and accurate judgment. But reasonable didn’t apply to Grid.


  "It is an honor to meet you, Brother Grid.”


  "I have no doubt that Brother Grid, who always strives for peace in the world, will establish a kingdom based around peace.”


  "We, the 15 elders, want the friendship between the Rebecca Church and the Overgeared Kingdom to last forever.” 


  -...


  “Sword Saint Kraugel has come to celebrate the founding of the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  “Congratulations Grid. I believe you will accumulate countless glories in the future.”


  -Even Hao and Alexander...


  -I’m sick of being surprised.


  Four years after Satisfy opened. The first kingdom created by a player announced its birth to the world in a brilliant manner. The reputation of the Overgeared King Grid spread out.


  *** 


  "Can I ask what will happen with the Overgeared kingdom in the future?”


  Bunny Bunny was once the world’s best gaming BJ. Grid’s unintentional lies led him to become a shepherd’s boy and since then, his popularity had been on a decline. Now he got an exclusive interview with Overgeared King Grid! This was an opportunity for Grid to repay Bunny Bunny. Grid’s conscience was pricked because he almost ruined a person’s life. 


  "The Overgeared Kingdom will develop based on a consensus among players. We will quickly identity what players want and focus our efforts to meet them.” 


  “Indeed... A kingdom with a player as a king will have advantages for players.”


  "That’s right. I hope many players will move to the Overgeared Kingdom. For immigrants, taxes will be 50% off in the first month...” 


  “...”


  Bunny Bunny thought it was an interview for him, but it ended up being publicity for the Overgeared Kingdom. Bunny Bunny wanted to curse, but he could see the number of viewers soaring.


  Grid started all types of promotions.


  "In addition, the Overgeared Kingdom is aiming to grow together with the players and our military force. I will steadily give players a chance to subjugate monsters with the Overgeared soldiers. In a month, I will be selecting members for the Overgeared Guild through a series of regular tests. Please contact Lauel...”  


  “...”


  "Oh, Bunny Bunny, why don’t you join our guild as well? Then you can deliver Overgeared’s every move to the audience.”


  "...Can I register now?”


  “Once the promot... No, once the interview ends.”


  "Yep, slowly promote your... No, please make an effort in the interview. Hehe.”


  ***


  [An intruder has appeared in the ‘Beware Dogs’ dungeon.]


  “Huh?”


  Dark was startled. 


  The Dravian Mountains. The reason this place became the base for Blood Carnival was because it used to be the nest of the light dragon Nevartan, meaning humans rarely came here. The remnants of the light dragon instilled fear in monsters and players didn’t visit here since there was no hunting.


  Yet there was an intruder? It was also the ‘Beware Dogs’ dungeon located deep in the home of Blood Carnival. It wasn’t something that someone could find easily, even if they were looking.


  'A high ranking explorer?’


  In the past, the 1st ranked explorer Skunk became famous by finding the location of the Yatan Church’s main temple. But Dark had a question.


  ‘Why did he bother finding this place?’ 


  Beware Dogs was a dungeon created by Dark to protect something specific. There was no big advantage for an explorer to find and attack this place.


  ‘Well, whatever.’


  Beware Dogs was a unique rated dungeon. It was obvious that the intruder would fall into a trap or be killed by monsters.


  ‘I didn’t place any monsters or traps in zone 1 in order to get rid any intruders’ alertness, but zone 2 is a hell.’


  Dark believed that the intruder would collapse in zone 2. Dark smiled and became immersed in the dungeon production again. How much time passed?


  [Zone 1 of the Beware Dogs dungeon is completely destroyed!]


  [The intruder has fled!]


  "What?”


  The confused Dark stopped working and hurried to the zone. Then his mind became blank as he witnessed the whole area that was destroyed.


  “This... What the hell is going on?”


  Zone 1 was just an empty space. There was absolutely nothing in zone 1 that the intruder would want. Then why was it destroyed? The floor, walls and ceiling were all destroyed! Dark couldn’t grasp the intruder’s intentions.


  ‘Why is it destroyed?’


  He wouldn’t have been so angry if the intruder had a reason for destroying it. It was his responsibility for neglecting the defense.


  “What can be obtained from here?”


  After the unidentified intruder left the Beward Dogs dungeon. A cry of anger echoed through the dark cave.


  ***


  “A dog profit.”


  Minerals Detector Minor didn’t know why the name of an animal was placed before the word ‘profit. He used it because it was something Grid often said.


  "There are no monsters in a dungeon with minerals. It was too easy.”


  Lululala~


  Minor hummed cheerfully, as he was full of expectations. He was certain that he would be acknowledged and rewarded after bringing the new mineral back to Grid.


  'I will be a duke one day, and then a king.’


  Minor was aiming to be the second Grid. He was unaware of it, but he admired Grid.




  Chapter 607


  All roles had responsibilities. There were no unimportant responsibilities. A king’s responsibilities for controlling a country were rather serious.


  “Oppa, are you okay?”


  Before logging into Satisfy. Sehee had breakfast with her family.


  “What?”


  Youngwoo raised his head from where he had been eating eel for breakfast. Sehee looked at him anxiously.


  "I saw from the news that you’re very busy as the king. You need to pay attention to areas such as politics, economics, diplomacy, education, arts, etc? The experts were worried that an average person’s physical health...”


  Sehee placed a piece of eel on rice as she spoke. Their parents were worried.


  "Youngwoo, you shouldn’t skip meals even if you’re busy. Please sleep well and eat a lot of broccoli.”


  “How can it not be tiring after taking responsibility for hundreds of thousands of lives? But don’t forget that you’re someone’s precious family member and you should be careful about your health.”


  “You don't have to worry.” Youngwoo ate a large spoonful of rice, eel, and broccoli and laughed. “All the busy and complicated tasks are being done by Lauel. My parent’s precious son isn’t having a hard time. Hahahat.”


  “...”


  If Lauel was living close by, they would give him medication... Youngwoo’s parents felt gratitude towards Lauel, while Sehee was worried for a different reason.


  ‘That cold-blooded person is abusing the people again?’


  There was no doubt that Lauel was suffering on behalf of her brother and she didn’t doubt his abilities. But Sehee thought there was a problem with Lauel’s attitude towards the people.


  ‘I will protect the people in the name of the Saintess!’


  Of course, as long as she didn’t hold back her brother.


  ***


  Rebecca Temple (1).


  The magnificent temple built right beside Reinhardt Palace gave a beautiful view when the morning sun came up. The stone statue of Goddess Rebecca in the center of the temple seemed to smile more intensely, as the marble on the ground became waves of silver.


  “...Goddess Rebecca.”


  A young man bowed in front of the statue. Blue eyes could be seen through silver hair.


  "When I woke up, there were exactly 203 strands of hair on my pillow. It took me seven minutes to count. Is this really hair loss? It can’t be restored with the power of the benevolent goddess... Will this wound last for eternity?”


  One month after the kingdom was established. The Overgeared Kingdom was developing without much difficulty. Using the existing forces of Overgeared and Duke Steim’s troops, the Eternal territory was thoroughly defended and absorbed, accepting the Eternal people in the process. 


  In addition, the domestic affairs of Reinhardt and Reidan were steadily developing. Many facilities were built and as a result, player immigrants started to emerge. The Siren Kingdom was politically incorporated into the Overgeared Kingdom and formed a relationship with the Fold Kingdom.


  This was all Lauel’s work. Having suffered a great deal of fatigue and mental suffering during this hard work, Lauel felt that his hair was thinner than before.


  "I wonder if I can appeal to Miss Ruby as I am now, an angel who lost his wings...”


  Lauel still had a lot of hair, but it was a problem. It seemed highly likely that he was actually losing hair.


  “Ahh... Now my heart is like a stormy sea. I need a guiding light...”


  "What are you doing every morning?"


  “...!!”


  Lauel stood up from where he was praying in front of the statue. He looked back and saw Grid. Grid wore his newly made crown and showed the elegance of a king.


  "You are here, my king.”


  "I told you not to talk like that when there are no NPCs around... What? You... Why are your eyes dead like that?”


  “Should I tell you honestly?”


  “Tell me.”


  "It is too hard these days.”


  “I see.”


  "Please help me."


  “What?”


  Grid was startled. He never imagined that Lauel would ask for his help.


  ‘This person usually refuses any help...’


  The burden on him must be too big right now. The sorry Grid laid a hand on Lauel’s shoulder.


  "Just say anything. I won’t avoid my role.”


  "If so, make the quests...”


  “...”


  Quest creation was a privilege of the nobles and king. The nobles and king could create quests as needed and announce them to the players. The utilization was infinite. It could be used to meet the needs of the nobles and the king, such as Great Magician Ashur’s quest for Pagma’s Rare Book, or could be used purely for the growth of the players and NPCs.


  Was it difficult? No, it was very simple. Thus, Grid was disappointed.


  "It is just this...”


  "Simple labor for the boss is the best.”


  “...Understood. To be honest, it’s too much for you to do this daily.”


  Lauel was a top class worker. He wasn’t suitable for simple labor. Grid accepted willingly.


  "Okay, leave today’s quest quota to me.”


  "You should consider the level of the players and NPCs when creating quests. Our financial status as well. We are quite poor.”


  "Okay, okay. Don’t worry, I’ll be fine.”


  “Ah! Don’t share the work with Jude! Then the kingdom will be ruined!”


  “I understand!”


  Borrowing Jude’s hand? Grid made an indignant sound. After giving his morning greetings to Queen Irene and Prince Lord, he headed straight to the office.


  “Quest Creation.”


  [You can generate quests using the authority of the Overgeared King.]


  [The national rating of the kingdom is F. The total number of quests available per day is 8,000. (3,940/8,000)]


  "It’s morning yet nearly half of them have already been created.”


  It meant that the Overgeared members scattered all over were doing their best.


  "I should do my part.”


  Grid closely watched the system window.


  [A king is not dependent on the territory. You can announce quests throughout the kingdom.]


  [A king is not dependent on the financial status. You can create high level quests without restrictions. However, please be cautious of going into debt.]


  "Save money now...”


  It would be better to create F~E rank quests that consumed around 10~20 gold. Most of the players in the Overgeared Kingdom were low level.


  "But this won’t satisfy mid to high level players, so I need to mix in an adequate amount of D-A grade quests.”


  10 gold was 12,000 won in cash. It meant it would cost two bowls of jajangmyeon to create the lowest level F grade quest. He needed 100 gold to generate C grade quests. However, the Overgeared Kingdom created 8,000 quests a day. Was this financially feasible?


  Of course it was possible. If a player cleared a quest generated by a kingdom, the kingdom was also rewarded. There was a 50% refund on the gold spent on the quest creation and additional rewards were obtained according to the quest rewards.


  In addition, the goods acquired by players and NPCs as quest rewards would be returned as taxes.  It was a good cycle. The quest NPCs would also have their levels increased from the quest being cleared.


  “Create a D-grade quest.”


  [Please enter the details. The contents of the quest must be feasible.]


  It was natural that the contents of the quest should contribute to the development of the kingdom. Grid remembered the basics and thought about the thieves that appeared near Reinhardt recently.


  “The remnants of the noble forces... Let’s fight them.”


  [The specified targets are over level 200. According to a report from a scout, they are made up of regular soldiers and knights. It can’t be classified as a D-grade quest.]


  “R-Really? Then let’s make it C-grade.”


  [The specified targets are over level 200. According to a report from a scout, they are made up of regular soldiers and knights. They are too strong to be classified as a C-grade quest. Do you still want to proceed?]


  "Phew, barely made it.”


  It was a relief that it could be classified as a C-grade quest. It would’ve been a loss since a B-grade quest consumed 300 gold to make.


  "It’s good from the start. Huhuhut.”


  Grid smiled as he confirmed the quest creation.


  [’Eliminate the Thieves Near Reinhardt’ quest will be announced in the square.]


  [Eliminate the Thieves Near Reinhardt]


  Difficulty: C.


  Overgeared King Grid has commanded the brave people of Overgeared to head to the foothills in the north and defeat the thieves. The security of Reinhardt is in your hands.


  Quest Clear Reward: 500 gold. 3 million experience. A Fallen Knight set item.


  “...?”


  The rewards for a C-grade quest were too good? Grid was bewildered before laughing.


  "Is it because the king made the quest?”


  This was the king’s dignity!


  “Okay! Let’s do this! Quest Creation! Quest Creation! Quest Creation!”


  Grid continued making quests. 


  On this day. Reinhardt fell into great confusion.


  ***


  “What is this?”


  Reinhardt’s central square.


  The users trying to receive quests before going to the hunting grounds doubted their eyes. It was because the contents of the announced quests were unusual.


  “Is this quest rating correct?”


  “Is it a bug?”


  The difficulty of the quests announced was much higher than general quests. F~E grade quests were suitable for players below level 50, D grade quests were for players below level 100, C grade quests were for players below level 150 and B grade quests were for players below level 250.


  Of course, there were individual differences depending on the player’s class and their items. However, the contents of the quests announced today were ludicrous. The D grade quests were almost the same as C grade quests, while the C grade quests were almost the same as B grade quests.


  "This is... A new method of torture?’


  "Is he trying to raise us in a Spartan way?”


  "Look! I told you! There are only crazy people in the Overgeared Guild and we should be careful about moving to the Overgeared Kingdom! We shouldn’t have been deceived by the tax benefits!”


  The players trembled. They questioned the created quests and looked around.


  "It’s okay if we perform a quest with a lower rating than usual.”


  “But the compensation...”


  "The difficulty is almost B grade, but it is classified as a C grade and the quest reward is the highest level of the C grade compensation.”


  "Oh, the Overgeared Kingdom sucks.”


  "No, calm down guys." 


  Amidst the rush of complaints and curses, one player stepped forward. His ID was Coke. He was a big shot among the second generation rookies. Several years ago, he was honored with the experience of dying by bones thrown by Piaro in Patrian. Of course, only a small portion of this was known.


  "The Overgeared Kingdom wouldn’t create these quests without thinking. We must grasp what God Grid is thinking.”


  "What God Grid nonsense... He’s dirty.”


  "The rumor that Coke is a Grid fan is real.”


  The voices were small, as if they were whispering. None of the players spoke loudly enough for Coke to hear. The average level of the players who moved to the Overgeared Kingdom was in the mid-100s. Meanwhile, Coke was level 230. They couldn’t randomly mess with him.


  Coke spoke his thoughts.


  "Quests from a kingdom have special features. We can receive support from the soldiers. Understand? God Grid set such a high level of difficulty because he wants us to cooperate with the soldiers to clear the quests.”


  "Why do you think so?”


  “It’s obvious. We will grow further by challenging difficult quests. It will also raise the level of the soldiers and achieve a military growth. Think about it. This isn’t a loss for us. We can get higher quest rewards than usual as well as an opportunity to build up favor with the soldiers.”


  "Isn’t this interpretation too good? Isn’t the number of soldiers that can be assigned per quest limited? For example, a C grade quest can only receive the assistance of two soldiers. You want to wipe out the remnants of the nobles with two soldiers? Does this make sense?’


  "That's right. The E~D grade quests can only receive the support of one soldier. How can we wipe out 10 direwolves like that? Won’t we just become dog food?”


  There was no way to refute the players’ complaints. Their viewpoint was cold and realistic. Coke was also sympathetic. But his pride was too strong to change his position after supporting Grid. This was the ego of a second generation rookie.


  ‘Shit...’


  In the end.


  "I believe in God Grid!”


  Coke closed his eyes tightly before accepting the only B grade quest. The content of the ‘One Horned Griffin’ was to hunt five of them. It was impossible for the level 230 Coke to hunt one horned griffins which had a minimum level of 300. However...


  “I believe in God Grid!” 


  There was no turning back now. Coke felt half desperate as he turned towards the barracks. He selected five soldiers and left for the griffin nest. The players watched him. They followed Coke to laugh at how the arrogant Coke would suffer alone.


  Coke would soon be in tears from the humiliation he would suffer.




  Chapter 608


  'Blond... Where is the blond soldier?’


  Before heading to the griffin’s nest. Coke visited the barracks to find the hermit soldier. Who was the hermit soldier? It was the soldier who escorted Grid during the 100,000 against 1 battle in Bairan and who overwhelmed the noble NPC during the Overgeared Kingdom’s founding ceremony.


  Most of the players were aware that he was a great master disguised as an ordinary soldier. He had already appeared on broadcast several times. Of course, only a few members of Overgeared knew that his real identity was Asmophel.


  ‘I need his help!’


  Coke knew that most of the Overgeared soldiers were great talents. In particular, the Overgeared soldiers stationed at Reinhardt. Most of them had completed their second advancement and their equipment often made them mistaken as knights.


  However, Coke needed to face the one horned griffins. He wanted more help than ordinary soldiers. But Coke couldn’t find the blond soldier in the barracks.


  “What help do you need?”


  A middle-aged soldier approached Coke. The eyes seen through the black helmet were gentle and friendly. He noticed that Coke was acting in the king’s name (a quest made by Grid).


  “Our soldiers will do whatever you need. We are willing to help.”


  “That... Do you know where the blond soldier using a spear is?”


  “A blond soldier using a spear?”


  The middle-aged soldier cocked his head. All soldiers of Overgeared used a spear fairly well. They all learned Reidan’s Spearsmanship because they were trained by Piaro and Asmophel. Speaking of Reidan’s Spearsmanship, it originated from the Saharan Empire... Omitted.


  ‘Soldiers with golden hair aren’t common, but there are a few of them. Hrmm...’


  The middle-aged soldier scanned the barracks and pointed to one soldier. It was a young soldier with blond hair.


  "Rio is good at the spear.”


  “Rio...!”


  The name of the hermit soldier was Rio!


  Coke happily requested. “I want to receive support from the soldiers, including Rio, to hunt the one horned griffins.”


  “Okay.”


  [You have received the support of five people from Reinhardt. Some of the quest rewards will be shared with them.]


  [If a soldier dies during the quest, you must reimburse the kingdom for the cost of raising the soldiers and the value of the items the soldier was wearing.]


  ‘Kuk...’


  This was the problem. It was the reason why most players didn’t receive support from soldiers during the kingdom quests. The quest rewards should be distributed and the compensation system was very burdensome. But from a national viewpoint, this compensation system was reasonable.


  What if there was no compensation system? Some malicious players could commit bad acts, such as killing soldiers, in order to steal items from the soldiers. 


  "But what is the one horned griffin? I know about griffins, but this is the first time I’ve heard of a one horned griffin."


  Coke flinched as he was leaving the barracks with five soldiers. The one horned griffin. He didn’t realize that the Reinhardt soldiers wouldn’t know about the top-ranking species near Reinhardt.


  'Is this true...?’


  There were various people in every organization. The Overgeared army might be excellent, but not all the soldiers in the army were good. If there was a distinguished person, there would also be people who lagged behind.


  "...A one horned griffin  is three times stronger than regular griffins. They are level 300 monsters.”


  Coke confirmed the details of the soldiers who became his party members.


  [Rio]


  Level: 205


  Occupation: Overgeared Kingdom’s soldier.


  [Gashu]


  Leve: 206


  Occupation: Overgeared Kingdom’s soldier.


  ...


  ...


  The five soldiers had levels in the early 200s. Even the hermit soldier Rio!


  'Why is it like this? D-Don’t tell me?’


  Gulp.


  Before leaving the gates.


  Coke gulped and asked Rio.


  "Were you the one who fought the representative at the founding ceremony?”


  “Huh? That wasn’t me.”


  “...”


  Coke didn’t hesitate. He was about to give up the quest upon hearing Rio’s answer.


  But.


  ‘What? Why are there so many viewers?’


  He belatedly looked around Rio and couldn’t give up the quest. Hundreds of players were watching him. They were watching to see how Coke would praise Grid now.


  ‘Dammit.’


  Coke had admired Grid since the 1st National Competition. Just as Grid was called God, Coke’s goal was to be called a god as well. In the past, Coke was a big fan of Grid and he still cherished the signature he received when he met Grid in Patrian.


  ‘I can’t disgrace God Grid.’


  A fan had to protect his idol. Coke decided to go. He would push ahead with the quest!


  ‘A total of five one horned griffins need to be defeated.  If I use the soldiers to manage the aggro, I can kill one at a time.’


  He was the peak of the second generation rookies. He had no doubts that he was as talented as Lauel, who was praised as the best heavenly player.


  'I can’t be scared of monsters!’ 


  Kkuok!


  Coke’s face filled with determination as he clenched his fists. On the other hand, the five soldiers following him were yawning. They visited the vampire cities as soon as the founding ceremony was over, then devoted themselves to security activities without any rest for the past month.


  The soldiers suffered many hardships because the Overgeared Kingdom still lacked manpower. Thanks to this, the soldiers acquired various skills and stats.


  *** 


  The griffin's nest.


  It was a hunting ground located south of Reinhardt. Level 250 griffins inhabited this place and occasionally the field boss, the one horned griffin would appear. They were so strong that if the population wasn’t steadily reduced, they would invade other monster habitats and destroy the ecosystem.


  Was there a problem if monsters hunted monsters? Of course it was a problem. The value of territory in Satisfy was determined by the number of hunting grounds. In the case of Reinhardt, it was necessary to create an environment where users of various levels could enjoy hunting. One individual species shouldn’t be left unattended.


  "Dear viewers, how are you? I am Bunny Bunny, in charge of ‘Overgeared Kingdom Today.’ Right now, I am at a griffin nest. Why do you think I am here?”


  -Don’t ask.


  -Don’t you know that the ratings of Overgeared Kingdom Today have fallen recently? The original intentions were lost.


  "Yes, it’s to cover the quest of the peak second generation rookie, Coke!”


  -Wow, a big person has appeared.


  -Coke? Isn’t he a corpse eater? 


  -When he eats monster corpses, there’s a rare chance to acquire a new skill or to raise a certain stat.


  -A scam... His skill level is different from others.


  -I heard he possesses a lot of skills, but the quality isn’t good.


  -But he’s called the strongest of the second generation rookies because he can combine them efficiently.


  “Perhaps most viewers think that Coke can easily hunt the griffins. But it won’t be so easy. Why? Coke isn’t hunting the normal griffins, but the one horned griffins! He needs to hunt five of them!”


  -What is that?


  -An unusual species only living near Reinhardt. 


  -They are hard like gargoyles, but can shoot a beam from their horn.


  -How scary. It is a medium level boss and can’t be overwhelmed by level or items alone.


  -Who is Coke in a party with?


  -Five soldiers.


  -;;;;


  Hunting the one horned griffins with only five soldiers? Those who knew the strength of the one horned griffins thought Coke was crazy. The one horned griffins were really strong. In the meantime, the devout Coke entered the griffin’s nest.


  ‘I have to prove it. God Grid has a hidden meaning behind giving us such a difficult quest.’


  Coke burned with motivation. On the other hand, the five soldiers acted freely.


  “A one horned griffin means they can fly?”


  “That’s right.”


  "Hunting them will be fun.”


  “Hahaha!”


  “...”


  The soldiers’ relaxation stimulated Coke’s anxiety. They showed no signs of tension and didn’t seem aware of the dangers of the one horned griffins. It was difficult for Coke to trust them.


  ‘No... It’s okay. I have to stay focused.’


  Coke’s reputation was high. It was likely that the soldiers would follow any commands he gave.


  ‘I have experienced numerous raid parties. I will be able to lead them properly. I will be a god.’


  Coke only acknowledged two people in the world. It was Grid and himself...


  “Let’s go!”


  Coke shouted confidently and moved with the soldiers. The final destination was the one horned griffins. They were located deep in the griffin nest, so it was natural to be attacked by griffins on the way.


  Kieeeek!


  Griffins could fly, had sharp beaks, and strong hind legs like a bull. Coke didn’t shrink back. He was able to hunt the griffins alone.


  "Grid’s Sword Dance! Kill!”


  [Sharp Stab has been used.]


  [Critical!]


  "Grid’s Sword Dance! Wave!”


  [Rotation Cut has been used.]


  "Grid’s Sword Dance! Linked Kill!”


  [Continuous Stab has been used.]


  Cork kept moving forward as the griffins collapsed. The viewers felt admiration while the soldiers cheered and clapped.


  “Pant... Pant... Finally.”


  Coke and the soldiers arrived at the habitat of the one horned griffins. A one horned griffin was approximately 1.5 times smaller than a typical griffin. But the wings were bigger and every feather looked as sharp and hard as a blade.


  Kyaaaak!


  Flap.


  The one horned griffin found the intruder and flew out. The blue energy was emitted from the horn on the forehead.


  Peeng!


  “Kuk!”


  It was much faster than expected. Coke couldn’t cope properly with the energy from the horn and it pierced his chest.


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!] 


  [You can’t regain your mental state.]


  [The passive skill ‘100 Year Golem’s Patience’ has been activated and the duration of the sun is reduced by half.]


  “S-Shit...”


  Two seconds. Coke couldn’t lift a finger and fell into despair. It was because blue energy once again shone around the horn of the griffin in the sky.


  ‘I will die from the next attack!’


  Then the voice of a soldier was heard in Coke’s ears.


  “Take out the harpoons.”


  "Let’s show the throwing skills that we have developed against the bats in the vampire cities. 


  Kung!


  Kukung!


  The five soldiers took out a large stake and placed them in the ground.


  “T-This is...!”


  Coke and the viewers were amazed when they saw the chain and harpoon attached to the end of the stake.


  [Dragon Harpoon]


  The item that Grid used during the drake raid in the 2nd National Competition made a surprise appearance.




  Chapter 609


  Puoook!


  Kieeek! Kiek!


  One of the soldiers threw the harpoon and it pierced the griffin. The Dragon Harpoon was deadly for flying type monsters and large monsters. It was impossible for the one horned griffin to avoid all five Dragon Harpoons.


  “Now!”


  “Oh!”


  The five soldiers pulled the chain attached to the harpoon embedded in the griffin.


  Then.


  Kuwuong!


  The one horned griffin crashed to the ground.


  “Wow...”


  The one horned griffin was neutralized instantly?


  ‘It’s also by soldiers!’


  Coke was frozen like a stone statue, despite already recovering from his stunned state. The soldiers urged him.


  “What?”


  "Come on, collective beating!”


  ‘Collective beating?’


  The Overgeared soldiers were Grid’s subordinates and spoke Korean slang. Coke grasped the meaning when he saw the situation and attacked the griffin’s horn.


  Kik. Kieeek!


  The griffin tried to resist, but the soldiers were well trained. The soldiers kept pulling the chain to increase the binding time of the harpoon, while throwing new harpoons as well. Thanks to this, Coke could hunt the one horned griffin in a relatively straightforward manner. All types of mana and skills poured towards the one horned griffin.


  [Your level has risen!]


  [Your level has risen!]


  [The feather of an one horned griffin has been acquired.]


  [The beak of an one horned griffin has been acquired.]


  [The spellbook ‘Wind Cutter’ has been acquired.]


  [Reinhardt Soldier Rio has levelled up.]


  [Reinhardt Soldier Gashu has levelled up.]


  ...


  ...


  “A-Amazing...”


  He thought that he could complete this quest if he acted well. But he didn’t expect it to be so easy. At this moment, Coke was convinced.


  “Everything is God Grid’s arrangement!”


  The reason why Grid made such difficult quests was to use the soldiers to help them grow. Indeed, Grid was great. Then the soldiers approached the thrilled Coke and held out their hands.


  "Hand out the spoils.”


  "We fought together so the rewards should naturally be shared.”


  “Yes...? No, I will share it later when I receive the quest reward...”


  “Hey, this friend. The mission reward is the salary from the kingdom. The shares from hunting monsters is calculated separately.”


  “King Grid always said this. Take care of your own rice bowl.”


  “...”


  On this day. The Overgeared Kingdom became an issue on the community sites of each country. It had been a long time since the founding ceremony.


  -It’s easy to ride the soldiers’ bus if you are a citizen of Overgeared. I want to move to the Overgeared Kingdom.


  -But the soldiers are expensive...


  -Still, the result is beneficial...


  -Isn’t this a plane instead of a bus?


  Thanks to Coke’s determination and the publicity effect of Overgeared Kingdom Today, the population of players in the Overgeared Kingdom started increasing rapidly. It was over 50,000.


  ***


  "There are only 1,000 soldiers stationed in Reinhardt. They alone can’t support every player’s quest. Please, please adjust the difficulty of the quests from now on. Yes? Your Majesty.”


  “Hum hum, the result is good. The players surpass 50,000 and the number of people is close to 800,000.”


  "You should be more careful. Your position is very different from your old one. Don’t forget that your actions will directly affect the lives of hundreds of thousands of people.”


  “...I’m sorry. Now that the population has increased, won’t the taxes also increase?”


  "There still isn’t a profit. As you know, the cost of investment in developing a kingdom is very large. If it wasn’t for the support of Duke Steim’s funds, the kingdom would be in a deficit right now.”


  Currently, the Overgeared Kingdom had 16 territories belonging to it.


  Six of the northern territories were well ruled by Duke Steim, but the remaining ten territories ate up money like a hippopotamus. It was the result of erasing the remnants of the Eternal Kingdom and growing sectors such as domestic affairs, culture, and facilities from the ground up.


  "Aren’t you too passionate about erasing the traces of Eternal? Due to this, the damage is too big.”


  "It’s because it has an adverse effect on the thoughts of the people. What if the remnants of Eternal remain in our territory? There will be all types of problems if the people from Eternal are reminded of the Eternal Kingdom.”


  "The stakes are thin.”


  "If you’re talking about the period where Japan occupied South Korea... Sorry.”


  “It’s a joke. I didn’t mean to speak ill of you. I believe and respect your choice. But I can’t get over Reidan. Are you still investing a large amount of money into the alchemy facilities?”


  Lauel believed that alchemy’s growth was directly linked to wealth, but Grid didn’t agree. What? Alchemy could add options to items?


  ‘Nonsense. They only give garbage options.’


  Grid was angry as he recalled old memories, while Lauel grinned.


  "As I already mentioned, the combination of alchemy and blacksmithing will one day produce the greatest synergy. A large amount of funds have already been invested. It’s too big to stop now.”


  "Well, if you say so... Okay, I understand.”


  “Don’t think so badly of it. Isn’t the alchemy facility playing a very big role right now? The potions produced by the alchemy facility has dramatically increased the survival rate of our soldiers.”


  "...The value of the potions are also expensive.” 


  "It’s better than losing the soldiers.”


  "That's right, that's right."


  Grid knew that Lauel’s words were 100% correct. Since various advanced medicines started being supplied to the Overgeared soldiers, their survival rate was close to 100%. Considering the time, effort, and money spent to nurture the soldiers, he shouldn’t worry about the cost of the potions. 


  ‘I can’t calm down when it comes to alchemy. I have to be careful.’ 


  Lauel asked Grid a question.


  "Are you not planning to attend the talent selection competition?”


  A large-scale talent selection competition hosted by the Overgeared Kingdom and screened by the Overgeared members would be held in Reinhardt next week. The goal was to select individuals talented in specific fields such as the military, intelligence, production, and support.


  Grid replied without thinking.


  "Won’t you be able to pick out talents well, even if I’m not present? Your eyes are much better than mine. I don’t see the point of wasting hours sitting there. It’s better to use that time to make items.”


  "But isn’t it good to enjoy the privileges of a king every now and then? Based on recent reports, you can afford to spare some time.”


  He did it properly. Most of the hard work was left to Lauel, but Grid didn’t neglect his responsibilities. Recently, Grid had been training blacksmiths in large quantities, which was a very hard task. He observed the people daily with the Great Lord's Sword, screened those with talent for blacksmithing, and trained them.


  "I can’t afford to relax until there are at least 100 advanced blacksmiths. The Overgeared Kingdom will be a kingdom of blacksmiths.”


  Grid clung to advanced blacksmiths for a reason. The advanced blacksmiths were able do the work of a blacksmith and help Grid when making items. The time it took Grid to produce items was greatly shortened when he received the assistance of an advanced blacksmith compared to when he was working on items alone.


  "Well, it will be fine. I will trust you as always.”


  “Thank you.”


  Grid and Lauel. There were no doubts when they looked at each other. The two of them trusted each other.  It was a relationship between king and subordinate, master and guild member, and fellow friends.


  *** 


  "Hey, what is this? The power of the empire exceeds imagination.”


  Taturans Plains. A large scale war was taking place here at the border of the Saharan Empire and the Belto Kingdom. God of War Ares directed the Belto Kingdom’s troops, while 1st Knight Mercedes directed the imperial army. A bloody river was formed as the two sides exchanged blows. After three days and nights of war, the Ares army was on the defensive.


  “Lim Cheolho, that bastard!”


  Ares, who was calm even when dealing with Kraugel, couldn’t help making a twisted expression. The power of the empire exceeded his imagination. It felt like Lim Cheolho had embedded a nail called ‘a player can’t overcome the empire’ into him.


  "The 1st~3rd knights are on a different dimension. Kraugel and Grid... Even Agnus can’t win against them.”


  Scott felt sick. The person who was highly evaluated by Kraugel was overwhelmed by the 3rd~10th knights. Despite Ares’ passive that increased all stats by 10% and all skills by 20% when there were over 1,000 enemies, they didn’t dare approach the 1st knight.


  “A transcendent named NPC. Her level is too high.”


  For the first time in his life, Ares felt despair. Despite accumulating strength in the Belto Kingdom for the past three years, he was frustrated because he couldn’t cross the borders of the empire.


  "The pillars favored by the emperor didn’t even come out... Sheesh, everyone retreat. We’ll stop the enemy’s invasion at Grand Prix Fortress.”


  Ares lost a great deal of troops and chose to retreat. Mercedes sent him a telepathic message as his army started to move.


  -Don't forget that the only owner of this continent is the empire.


  'Shit, I thought they can’t send whispers to players. I have goosebumps.’


  Winning the war against the empire meant becoming the master of the continent. Therefore, Ares only aimed at the empire from the beginning. But on this day. He realized that his goal couldn’t be met.


  'The war with the empire will be in the long term. It would be better to completely swallow up the Belto Kingdom and rise to the throne first.’


  Ares judged and led his army in retreat. He sacrificed a unit to block the empire’s pursuit. Looking at the distant Ares army, the empire became aware of the small kingdom they had been ignoring. It was the precursor to the massive ‘West Continent Unification’ episode in Satisfy.


  ***


  “Reidorn?”


  "He didn’t open his mouth today.”


  "Really stubborn. How could he endure the torture for over a month?”


  Reinhardt. Grid shook his head on his daily visit to the dungeon. The bloodied Reidorn bound with shackles smiled coldly at Grid.


  “Only ruin is waiting for you.”


  "Shut up, you mannerless dog.”


  "Ggweg."


  Grid showed no mercy to his enemies! He stabbed Reidorn’s thigh with a spear. But Grid didn’t feel any excitement.


  'This strong determination to protect his secrets to his death... He’s as stubborn as the Yatan Church.’


  The calm before the storm made Grid uncomfortable. The number of storms that Grid squashed was countless.




  Chapter 610


  In Year 20XX, the number of player accounts created in Satisfy was over two billion. It was a huge number that was almost one-fifth of the world’s population. There was a reason why the world’s economy revolved around Satisfy.


  Of course, the vast majority of those two billion users were light users, and there were many dormant accounts. But even considering that, it was hard for people to understand why a mere 50,000 users migrated to the Overgeared Kingdom.


  『 It’s the first kingdom created by a player and has triggered many hot topics. But why are there so few players moving there? I think it should be normal for the population to grow rapidly. 』


  『 There are two major reasons. First, immigration isn’t easy. People are the driving force of a nation and the other kingdoms on the continent don’t want their population to shrink. A person who wants to migrate is required to pay a large amount of taxes or complete a specific quest. In particular, the kingdoms are more sensitive because it’s the Overgeared Kingdom. There’s only one kingdom among the 15 kingdoms that are favorable to Overgeared. 』


  『 The empire? Is the empire also preventing players from moving to Overgeared? 』


  『 The empire doesn’t have to do that. The empire is the best nation on the continent. Who could be willing to leave it for Overgeared? It’s much better to be in the empire than the Overgeared Kingdom. 』 


  『 There’s a second reason for why the number of immigrants is small. The Overgeared Kingdom is new and hasn’t been proven yet. It has shown tremendous resources, including the support of the Rebecca Church and the Siren Kingdom, but it’s a small kingdom without any distinct advantages. There’s no reason to move to the Overgeared Kingdom, even though the players are suffering losses in their respective kingdoms. .』


  *** 


  "It’s slower than I thought.”


  Grid’s face wasn’t good as he looked at the current status of the population. The flow of players due to the quests had slowed. It was because the soldiers able to support a quest were limited and the difficulty of the quests returned to normal.


  "I need a way to make people relocate to Overgeared despite the immediate risks... What is it?”


  Grid thought about it alone. He didn’t think there would be a point going to Lauel, who was already worrying over this problem.


  'Let’s think of a method that only I can come up with.’


  Grid’s worries lasted for several days. Grid sought ways to increase the number of people moving to the kingdom while doing his job, spending time with his family and even brushing Noe’s fur.


  The result?


  ‘What if I made items for quest rewards?’


  Grid approached the problem from the perspective of a blacksmith, not a legendary blacksmith.


  'Of course, the items can’t have too high a value. I also can’t drop the rarity of my items. In addition, I need to prevent players from leaving after getting the items... Should it be set items?’


  For example, the mass production Grid set.


  'Whenever a player clears two or three quests, they’re rewarded with an item from the mass produced Grid set.’


  The mass produced Grid set were divided into six parts: weapons, secondary weapons, armor, gauntlets, helmets, and boots. When two or more set items were worn, a set effect would be applied. If players were given Grid’s set as a reward, it was obvious that the players’ desire to collect would be stimulated.


  ‘Players won’t be able to leave the Overgeared Kingdom until they have all six set items...’


  From the Overgeared Kingdom’s point of view, the players would complete all types of quests and develop the power of the kingdom in the process.


  ‘By the time they collect all of the Grid set, the Overgeared Kingdom will be well developed.’


  It was clear that the developed Overgeared Kingdom would appeal to the players. There was no reason for players to leave once they immigrated to Overgeared.


  ‘Good.’


  Grid had the idea and ran straight to Lauel. Grid was the king and Lauel the subordinate. Grid should summon Lauel to him, but he didn’t want to interrupt Lauel when he was so busy.


  ***


  “It’s a great idea.”


  Generate linked quests with the mass produced Grid set as rewards, utilizing the players’ abilities to speed up the development of the kingdom. If a player had a long-term goal, their passion and concentration would be great. The Overgeared Kingdom would be able to make rapid progress. 


  "I think that the developed Overgeared Kingdom will bring in more and more people...”


  Lauel nodded after hearing Grid’s plan. But then he gave a bittersweet smile.


  "Do you have enough resources and manpower to produce thousands and tens of thousands of mass production Grid sets?”


  “...”


  Grid noticed his mistake. It wasn’t just technique, but resources and manpower needed to mass produce items.


  “Uh... Ummm...”


  Grid was embarrassed because it hadn’t occurred to him before. It was impossible for him to produce large quantities of items quickly and he didn’t have enough capital to consume large quantities of black iron, which was the main ingredient of the mass produced Grid set.


  “Hah, I was too short-sighted.”


  Grid lamented his ignorance and sighed, while Lauel smiled benignly.


  “You don’t need to blame yourself. Don’t be ashamed for working hard to try and develop the nation. Huhut.”


  "Thank you for the words. But it’s no help.”


  "No, it has opened up some possibilities. If your plan is realized, I am sure it will be a great help to the development of the Overgeared Kingdom. My role is to make your plan come true.”


  "How?”


  "Is it possible to have the other blacksmiths make the mass produced Grid set?”


  “Ah.”


  Why didn’t he think of this? Until now, Grid had made Khan focus on nurturing blacksmiths. Currently, the 1,000 blacksmiths in Reidan were all passed onto Khan and Grid only occasionally improved their skills. Grid hadn’t thought about passing on specific production methods to the blacksmiths. He hadn’t felt the necessity.


  Grid thought for a moment before replying.


  "The advanced blacksmiths can learn how to make the mass produced Grid set.”


  “How many advanced blacksmiths are there in Reidan?”


  "It was 10 people before the founding ceremony. Then there should be 15 around now?”


  Reidan’s blacksmiths were talented. It was because Grid had individually selected the talented people using the Great Lord's Sword. During the past few years, the blacksmiths had trained under Khan and their growth rate was enormous. Lauel’s complexion brightened.


  "Let’s shake the treasury. We will have the 13 advanced blacksmiths present in Reinhardt as well as Khan and the advanced blacksmiths of Reidan start production of the Grid set. Ah, of course.”


  There was a premise behind it.


  “This is after we have enough capital to mass produce the set.”


  "How long will that take?”


  "It should be 3~4 years? If you instruct Marquis Peak Sword to hasten the development of the black iron mine, that period might be shortened by half a year.”


  “Four years...”


  Four years was enough time to go to the army twice. When would that day come? Lauel laughed at the frustrated Grid.


  "Don’t be nervous about the kingdom. We will slowly and steadily develop. Think positively. In four years, the number of advanced blacksmiths will increase and production of the Grid set will be even easier.”


  “Umm... Yes, it isn’t as easy as giving rice to a dog. I shouldn’t be so nervous.”


  Grid was convinced when a soldier entered the office and reported.


  “Minor has returned.”


  “Minor?”


  Grid had forgotten about Minor since he had been gone for the past year.


  “I thought he ran away again.”


  What had he been doing in the past year? Minor was an excellent miner, but he had a unique talent for discovering new minerals. Grid once had great expectations for him. Minor had the unprecedented position of ‘minerals detector’ and it was believed he would be a great help to Grid. But was it that easy to find a new mineral on this wide continent? Minor had never found one and Grid had completely forgotten about him.


  "That brat, surely he didn’t come holding a woman’s hand?”


  Grid frowned while Lauel questioned.


  “A woman?”


  “He’s at the age to be interested in the opposite sex. Who knows how many women he was involved with instead of working during the past year?”


  “Haha, no way.”


  Was there such a crazy NPC in the world? Lauel thought that Grid’s worries had no basis. But what was this?


  "The genius born in the stream that is called Bairan. The genius Minor, who will become the second mythological commoner, has returned. Duke Grid... No, should I call you king now? Heh, are you glad to see me after a long time?”


  “....”


  Minor was really holding a woman’s hand. She was an impressive woman in flashy attire and dark makeup. She was someone who could typically be seen in the back alley pubs.


  “...Is this a joke? A young one is playing around.”


  Minor belatedly realized the situation and hurried to explain to Grid.


  “Ah, I just met this woman today when I arrived in Reinhardt and visited a pub. I wasn’t playing with this woman for the past year.”


  The woman with thick makeup reached out to Grid.


  "This guy was a virgin. I came because he said the king would pay me.”


  “...”


  Grid handed money to the woman with trembling hands.


  "This is from Minor’s salary.”


  At this time, rage was rising in Grid’s head. He pledged to hit MInor. But all that rage disappeared.


  "Look at this. This genius has struggled for the past year and found a new mineral.”


  Minor took out a big sack and Grid’s eyes widened as he saw the contents.


  “This...!!”


  It was a sack full of minerals! Grid’s heart pounded as he saw the light that glittered like it was a bright chandelier. 


  Duguen! 


  Quickly.


  [Mineral Containing the Breath of a Light Dragon]


  A mineral that naturally occurs in the nest of the light dragon Nevartan. It has a special nature due to being affected by Nevartan’s breath for thousands and tens of thousands of years. It’s correct to say that this is a crazy mineral.


  Weight: 5


  "A crazy mineral?”


  Grid was confused after checking the detailed information of the mineral. Minor explained with a repentant expression.


  “This mineral, it multiplies.”




  Chapter 611


  TL: Changing light dragon to insane dragon from now on.


  “What? A mineral that can multiply? What crazy words are you saying? Are you drunk?”


  A person who obviously deny it when hearing unrealistic words. Minor huffed after Grid treated him as a madman and pulled out the mineral from the sack.


  “It really can multiply! There was clearly 20 pieces when I put the mineral in the bag. It is over a month later and there are now 160 pieces! The mass has also increased by several times!”


  "...I don’t think you would speak such a ridiculous lie.”


  Grid became serious. He realized there was no reason for Minor to make a false report.


  ‘I don’t smell any alcohol.’


  Well, the method to determine if Minor was lying or telling the truth was simple.


  “Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.”


  [The blacksmith who became a legend can appraise items with an excellent discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will be found.]


  [You have discovered a hidden feature in the item!]


  [The information about the Mineral Containing the Breath of an Insane Dragon’ has been updated!]


  [Insane Dragon Iron]


  A mineral that naturally occurs in the nest of the insane dragon Nevartan.


  It has been influenced by Nevartan’s madness for countless years and gained the chaotic ability ‘Proliferation.’


  It doubles every 10 days.


  This absurd nature makes it very difficult to control. The hardness is comparable to black iron, but the smelting difficulty is several times higher.


  Weight: 5


  “Heok.”


  Grid was breathless as he confirmed the details of the mineral. He stared at it in an impressed manner.


  'A mineral that doubles?’


  It meant that the mineral would increase infinitely if he just placed it in the warehouse! It was also a precious mineral on the level of black iron!


  “Lauel! Maybe it will be possible to mass produce the Grid set after a few months, not four years!”


  Lauel also showed a strong reaction after receiving the item information.


  “Kukuk! Your good luck has shown at this exquisite moment. Don’t you always get a jackpot at the crucial moment?”


  “No, not necessarily...”


  There were many crucial moments when he was unlucky. Lauel laughed, Grid reminisced on his bad luck while Minor shouted at Grid. 


  "Both of you are fortunate. How is this good luck? It’s all my merits!”


  “Of course. How can we not know your merits? Your presence itself is our luck. You are the treasure of the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  Grid looked at Minor with deep affection.


  ‘He is a useful person as expected. I look forward to him continuing to work with me.’


  Exploring every corner of the continent and discovering all types of minerals, later on he would keep finding new minerals. Grid eagerly grabbed Minor’s two hands. Minor was excited as Grid showed a deep affection and confidence in himself.


  'Won’t I at least become a marquis with this achievement?’


  The achievement of discovering an infinitely proliferating mineral was unquestionable great. Minor believed it was comparable to the great achievements in other kingdoms. At this moment, Minor had given infinite wealth to the kingdom. He deserved praise for this merit.


  Grid delivered the reward to Minor who was anticipating it with sparkling eyes.


  "In the name of Overgeared King Grid, I will create a minerals detection department and you will be the general manager.”


  “...?”


  "Now you are only 18 years old... You will become the boss of dozens of young men at a young age. Aren’t you happy?”


  “Happy... What happiness?”


  After getting a high position and entering the social circles, Minor was going to build up the foundation to becoming a king by steadily establishing a network and making a faction. Minor felt resentment now that his plan was interrupted.


  “If you don’t want to give me money, at least give me a barony! Minerals detection department? Are you crazy? Why should I lead this damn department? Do I have to continue looking for minerals for the rest of my life?”


  MInor knew his talents and merits. He wanted a reasonable treatment. Grid knew how Minor felt.


  ‘If Minor had a bad heart and took these minerals, he could’ve been rich. He would’ve received a high title if he ran to the empire. But he didn’t betray me. It’s natural to give him a reasonable treatment.’


  But reality was relentless.


  "Minor, I’m really sorry but I don’t have any spare titles right now.”


  The national rating of the kingdom was F. The kingdom’s rating was based on the territories, the number of people, and the stability of the kingdom. A F rating was the lowest rating.  The Overgeared Kingdom had vassal kingdoms, but the future was uncertain because the population was small and the treasury was empty. It was forced to be evaluated at the F rating. Due to this, there were only three dukes, three marquis, six earls, and thirty barons. Grid had already handed out all these titles.


  "Make me a viscount!”


  The excited Minor moved closer. The moment that Lauel was about to speak up. Grid restrained Lauel and stroked Minor’s head.


  "How can I let a precious child like you be just a viscount? Your work is sufficient to be appointed as an earl, let along a viscount. Can a person like you be satisfied with such a small title?”


  “...Y-Your Majesty.”


  Minor was impressed.  Grid hugged the young boy who was only 18 years old. He was wearing the Great Lord's Sword and Holy Light Crown which raised his dignity. 


  "Minor, I have great expectations for you. Your talent is definitely much higher than you think. Your noble debut must be absolutely gorgeous. I hope you will built up a bigger merit by that day.”


  “Y-Your Majesty!!”


  Minor was smart. This was why he recoiled against his innate limitations. He always blamed himself for being a commoner and thought that this insignificant identity would hold onto him one day. But at this moment. Grid was holding onto a brilliant future for him. It was an assessment from the first commoner to become a king.


  Minor realized he was acknowledged by Grid. He was greatly thrilled and his loyalty to Grid increased. This little incident taught Grid something new.


  [Minor has exceeded his limit.] 


  [The information about Minor has been updated!]


  ‘Eh?’


  Just like Jude and Iyarugt, who were aiming to become stronger, broke their limits by winning in a battle against the stronger, Minor wanted to be acknowledged and would surpass his limits whenever he achieved this. In other words.


  ‘In order to break through the limits of a NPC, it is necessary to grasp the characteristics of the NPC and use it well.’


  He was becoming an expert in NPCs. In the future, Grid would be able to efficiently nurture more NPC talents. Minor’s updated information appeared in Grid’s field of view.


  Name: Minor


  Age: 18 years old  Gender: Male


  Occupation: Minerals Master


  Level: 235


  Strength: 355/450   Stamina: 408/608 


  Agility: 200/200    Intelligence: 420/1,120


  Skill: Fantastic Pickaxe Technique (S) Minerals Master (S+) Talent will Reveal Itself (SS).


  A boy who has held a pickaxe since the age of five, under the influence of his father who was a miner. 


  After serving Grid, he has put down the pickaxe and is engaged in minerals study and detection. However, he can still collect minerals better than miners who have been working for decades.


  * A great talent. If this talent blooms, he will be the representative of a country in this particular field.


  * He has broken his limits by establishing a worthy achievement and being recognized by those who he respects. The maximum value of stamina and intelligence have greatly increased. (1/20)


  * The limit will accumulate every time a condition is met.


  ‘Amazing...’


  There was an inevitable difference between named NPCs and semi-named NPCs. Named NPCs had infinite growth potential and overall stats, while semi-named NPCs were limited in growth and tended to lean towards one side in their stats. For example, Jude. He had high combat related stats instead of intelligence... 


  Minor was similar to Jude. The level of the skills he possessed were high and unique, but his overall stats were low. But at this moment, Minor proved that he could overcome his shortcomings by breaking through the limits. If a semi-named NPC grew steadily, they could be comparable to a named NPC. Grid’s liking for Minor was even higher. It wasn’t just because of his growth.


  'He admires me?’


  Minor’s passive skill Talent will Reveal Itself was a double-edged sword. His talent was so visible that there were many outside temptations and a high likelihood of betrayal. Minor was someone who could betray Grid at any time. Grid always kept this in mind and didn’t give a lot to Minor. He just thoroughly used Minor.


  ‘But now he respects me? He won’t betray me?’


  Grid was amazed and happy. He was an object of respect for someone. Grid smiled happily.


  "Lauel, give Minor a salary in the future.”


  "Rabbit is in charge of the salary. He will handle it well.”


  “Um.”


  As a reference, Rabbit was the person who exploited Piaro for only 73 silver. It was thanks to Rabbit that the current Overgeared Kingdom could exist. Grid and Minor were oblivious to this while they were trusting each other.


  *** 


  Grid left Lauel and Minor. He headed to the smithy with light footsteps after gaining the insane dragon iron.


  ‘I need to experiment.’


  Grid wanted to understand the concept of proliferation more precisely. The characteristic of the insane dragon iron was to double every 10 days. Did this apply even after being made into an item?


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid made the Mass Produced Grid’s Greatsword with the insane dragon iron. He would check in 10 days if the greatsword actually multiplied. Then after a while. There was a big change in the greatsword that Grid made.


  [The Mass Produced Grid’s Greatsword has changed. The volume and weight are doubled due to the effect of the insane dragon iron used as a material.]


  "...Oh, it’s too bad.”


  Grid realized. This was the reason why the difficulty of the insane dragon iron was high.


  ‘It multiplies when it exists as a whole mineral. After it’s made into an item, the volume increases.’


  In order to use the insane dragon iron as an item making material, it was necessary to properly control this characteristic. The mass produced Grid set would just be ruined like this. Who would use an item that had its volume and weight doubled every 10 days?


  Grid was determined to find a solution.


  The insane dragon iron. A mineral that naturally occurs in the nest of the insane dragon Nevartan. In other words, it meant there were various types of minerals in Nevartan’s nest beside the insane dragon iron.


  ‘It’s possible that a mineral with the effect of suppressing the insane dragon iron exists.’


  In the end.


  'I have to go to Nevartan’s nest?’


  Grid had felt anxious when raiding Hell Gao. Maybe. He thought there was a chance he would have to enter a dragon’s nest to find a rare mineral.


  This anxiety became a reality. Why? It was more efficient for him to go directly to Nevartan’s nest to study the characteristics of the minerals naturally occurring there.


  “Hah.”


  Grid let out a deep sigh and immediately called Minor. Grid asked in a blunt manner.


  "Is Nevartan present in his nest?”


  “No. If Nevartan was present, I wouldn’t have entered in the first place. Do you think I’m crazy?”


  “That is great... Then what about other monsters?”


  “There are none. It was an empty dungeon.”


  “Ohu.”


  This was a complete jackpot.


  'I was scared for no reason.’


  Grid smiled with satisfaction and rose from his seat. He prepared to leave for the first time since the founding ceremony.


  "Let’s go, Minor.”


  "Yes, I’ll prepare boxed lunches. Hehe, the king’s boxed lunches will be full of delicacies right? I’m looking forward to it.”


  “...I don’t have money, so I will pack jerky.”


  “...”


  It wasn’t a big deal to be king. Minor often thought this recently.




  Chapter 612


  The worst dark gamers group, Blood Carnival. They were those who did evil deeds for the sake of money. The number of people who perceived Blood Carnival as enemies were too numerous to count.  Some people aimed to get revenge on Blood Carnival.


  But it was determined that the collapse of Blood Carnival was an unrealistic goal. The power of Blood Carnival was uniquely powerful and it was impossible to find the base because they were a group wrapped in mysteries. But today.


  "This is the stronghold of Blood Carnival?”


  Thailand’s leading ranker, Tom Yum, arrived at the Dravian Mountains. After being assassinated by Blood Carnival, she rallied similar victims and found the home of Blood Carnival. This was the result of recruiting Skunk, the number one explorer, with a lot of money.


  "You can enter that cave.”


  Skunk showed the way in a friendly manner after collecting a lot of gold. Tom Yum reached the entrance of the huge cave and frowned.


  “Based on the notification window, this is the nest of the insane dragon Nevartan?”


  The base was a dragon lair? What was this? Skunk explained to Tom Yum, who had a distrustful expression.


  “To be precise, this place was Nevartan’s lair. Nevartan has been gone for hundreds of years. Only the remnants are left. It’s a secret place where even monsters don’t approach. There’s no better place for Blood Carnival to establish their base.”


  "Hrmm, okay.”


  Tom Yum looked around and checked the list of party members. They were all those who suffered tremendous damage from Blood Carnival. The reason why they became targets of Blood Carnival was because they made a name for themselves in various fields.  Most of the 300 people had great discretion and their average level was very high, in the mid-200s. There were also 19 high rankers. It was a power that wouldn’t be crushed by Blood Carnival.


  ‘It isn’t necessary to discuss mercy with the foolish ones who only covet money.’


  It was right to respond with an eye for an eye. Tom Yum led the party members.


  "Be ready for battle. As soon as we enter the enemy base, kill every enemy you see.”


  "Okay, let’s show those Blood Carnival bastards.”


  "I will make sure to destroy that bastard who killed me.”


  The angry Anti-Blood Carnival allied members picked up their weapons. They entered the cave without any hindrances. However.


  ‘There’s no one?’


  ‘The information was leaked?’


  ‘Did Skunk trick us?’


  The cave was empty. None of the abominable Blood Carnival members could be found.


  “Everybody calm down.”


  Was it a trap? Tom Yum assumed the worst and calmed down the allied members.


  "Don’t let down your guard and look for traces of the enemy.”


  She barely rallied these people. She didn’t know when she could gather them again. Tom Yum was determined to achieve her goal today. She desperately looked for traces of Blood Carnival. The result?


  "I found the entrance to a dungeon!”


  There was a hidden dungeon entrance in the deepest part of the cave. The enthusiasm of the allied members rose again.


  “Those Blood Carnival guys...! They must’ve noticed our raid and hid here out of fear!”


  "Let’s smash them!”


  "Ohhhh!”


  The allied members weren’t afraid. There were 300 of them. They believed they could break through this dungeon, even if it was a trap from Blood Carnival. They were filled with confidence as they entered the dungeon. At the same time.


  [You have entered the Beware Dogs dungeon.]


  [The dungeon has detected invaders and triggered a massive trap!]


  Puk!


  Puuoooook!


  Kwa kwang!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “Kuaaaack!”


  The dungeon had an odd name. As soon as intruders were detected, the area turned into a sea of fire and blades. The dozens of allied members in the lead were seriously injured or died.


  “Chrome Shield!”


  “Giant’s Shield!”


  “Wind Curtain!”


  Many of the allied members already anticipated such a trap and were calm. They quickly used defensive skills to protect themselves and their teammates. But the problem wasn’t the trap.


  Gruruk!


  Kyaooooh!


  A large number of monsters emerged from inside the dungeon. The allied members were slow to react due to the trap and started to receive damage.


  ‘Unbelievable!’


  Tom Yum was shocked as the battle continued. The monsters fought precisely in formations, like an army. It was as if someone was directing the monsters.


  ‘Monster tamer...? Blood Carnival has a ranker level tamer?’


  Indeed, this was a group of informal rankers. They were tough opponents. Tom Yun cut the monsters one by one.


  “Ohhh!”


  The allied members were impressed. The rankers used their power to break through the monsters in the dungeon. They struggled to the end.


  “Pant... Pant...”


  "Did we beat all of them?”


  The allied members succeeded in destroying all traps and annihilating the monsters. But they didn’t release their tension. No, they became more nervous and alert to the surroundings. They were exhausted and thought Blood Carnival would emerge now. However, Blood Carnival didn’t raid them while they were resting and taking potions.


  ‘What?’


  ‘This...!’


  The allied members were surprised. They found a door in the corner of the dungeon.


  “This dungeon, it’s divided into several sections?”


  “Dammit...”


  The first section alone had a very high difficulty. The 300 members of the alliance were now 250. They couldn’t imagine how high the difficulty of the next section would be. The allied members were scared and frustrated, while Tom Yum and the high rankers clapped.


  "There’s no need to worry. Starting from the next section, if we respond calmly from the beginning, we will be able to clear it more easily.”


  "There’s a definite limit to the number of monsters that a monster tamer can have in the first place. The number and quality of the monsters in the next section will be significantly lower.”


  "Beware of traps while preparing to fight the Blood Carnival members.”


  “Ohh!”


  The courageous allied members moved to the next section. Waiting for them were more dangerous traps and a large number of monsters.


  Grrrrr!


  Kieeeeek!


  “T-This is crazy!”


  The allied members paled. The number of monsters waiting in the second section was greater than the number of monsters in the first section. This wasn’t the area of a monster tamer.


  ‘Even dozens of monster tamers can’t control such monsters.'


  ‘This is ridiculous... Can this perfect combination of monsters appear in nature?’


  ‘How high is the difficulty of this dungeon?’


  ‘Those cowardly Blood Carnival bastards, they’re hiding in a terrible place.’


  Kiyaaaaaah!


  The fighting started again. The stamina consumption of the allied members accelerated as they fought against the advances of the monster army with various species and characteristics.


  *** 


  [Be careful, Zone 3 of the Beware Dogs dungeon is completely destroyed!]


  [You have gained a lot of experience and loot as part of the intruder reparation compensation.]


  [The survivors have broken into Zone 4.]


  [The traps and monsters placed in Zone 4 have started acting.]


  "It has been a while, but they are struggling to their grave.”


  One month ago. Dark was alarmed after an unidentified intruder entered his dungeon. Beware Dogs was his masterpiece, but he realized it couldn’t completely stop someone’s invasion. Therefore, he modified the dungeon to have more thorough protection. He invested a large amount of money and time into it.


  The result was amazing. The effects of the monsters and trap in the Beware Dogs  dungeon was more than imagined, driving the 300 high level invaders to the point of collapse.


  "It’s painful to have three areas destroyed. But I will smile because I will gain a much bigger profit from your loot after you die.”


  Dark was thrilled with his mighty power. The hidden class Dungeon Maker. The utilization was very high and he could reign like a god in his own dungeon.


  ‘Perhaps even a great demon won’t be my opponent in here?’


  Kraugel, Agnus, Grid and other sun grade players? They were fools. Dark was confident that all intruders would be wiped out. Dark’s smile widened as he saw the notification window that his level had risen.


  "When can I go collect the loot?”


  ***


  “S-Shit...”


  Tom Yum barely escaped from the dungeon. Most of her equipment was damaged and she was wounded, as she sank to her knees. She was filled with frustration.


  'The alliance I painstakingly created was wiped out.’


  She couldn’t even meet the Blood Carnival members that were her goal.


  ‘Revenge... I have to give up.’


  In the past few months, Tom Yum used all types of efforts to assemble the victims. But the result was too miserable. She didn’t receive any rewards for her efforts. Tom Yum exhausted. She didn’t want to face Blood Carnival anymore. She thought it would be wiser to give up and forget her grudge.


  “Huk...”


  The moment that humans lost pride, they felt despair. Tom Yum bowed her head and shed tears.


  “I don’t even see an ant, let alone a monster? What is this person?”


  "It looks like a lost woman crying. Just ignore her and enter the dungeon.”


  "Isn’t it normal to ask about her situation and help out?”


  "I hate incompetent people. I won’t help the weak without a reason.”


  "You are disgusting.”


  "Then are you actually interested in that woman?”


  "Let’s keep going.” 


  “...?”


  Voices were heard from the entrance of the cave. Tom Yum stopped crying and checked their identities. She saw a man with black hair and a young boy. Tom Yum’s gaze was fixed on the man with black hair.


  “G-Grid...?”


  Why was a bigshot in a place like this? Tom Yum stared curiously. She gripped her weapon while feeling cautious towards Grid.


  ‘Why is he here? Does he have a relationship with Blood Carnival?’


  Based on Skunk’s words, Blood Carnival’s base was concealed in a secret and complex place. It wasn’t a location that people could come across by chance. The fact that Grid appeared here wasn’t a coincidence. Grid looked at Tom Yum with a suspicious and alert gaze and warned.


  “I will say this once. Don’t get caught up in this and leave.”


  All the minerals here were his! Grid omitted these words, causing Tom Yum to misunderstand.


  ‘Does he already know how dangerous this place is? And he is worried about me?’


  This meant he wasn’t with Blood Carnival. Maybe Grid..


  ‘He is going to fight Blood Carnival!’


  Blood Carnival had committed countless evils. The likelihood of Grid forming a grudge during the process was very high. Tom Yum cried out urgently as Grid headed to the entrance of the dungeon.


  “D-Dangerous...! Going in there alone is like suicide!”


  “What?”


  Grid glared at Tom Yum. At this moment, Tom Yum felt breathless. The combination of Grid’s high dignity and his harsh eyes gave her a sense of oppression.


  "(It’s just a minerals cache) Why is it suicide? Are you making fun of me (or threatening me)?”


  It was a place with precious minerals. Grid felt the duty to monopolize this place for the development of the Overgeared Kingdom. It wasn’t an individual’s greed, but a king’s noble duty.  Grid couldn’t tolerate this woman who was trying to interfere with his mining.


  Pahat.


  Grid and Minor ignored the threat and entered the dungeon together...


  “A-Amazing...”


  Tom Yum admired Grid’s bold attitude. A terrifying dungeon that could collapse a party of 300 users with an average level of 200. Grid was a king and likely already received information that Blood Carnival was hiding in the dungeon. Nevertheless, he entered the dungeon with only one weak NPC.


  ‘Does he think he can break through the dungeon and destroy Blood Carnival by himself?’


  Indeed, Grid’s bravery broke through the sky. But.


  ‘It’s impossible for him to get through the dungeon alone. Even if he does break through, there are the Black and White sisters, as well as Blood Carnival’s rankers...’


  Grid would soon die. Unfortunately, this was the reality. Tom Yum had seen Blood Carnival’s power directly and was worried that Grid was ignoring their strength.




  Chapter 613


  [You have entered the Beware Dogs dungeon.]


  "Eh? What’s with the name of this mine?”


  Beware Dogs? It was writing he used to see on the house walls in his old neighborhood. This was truly Satisfy. A game made by Koreans. There was the feeling of South Korea from the name of the mine. Grid observed the inside of the mine and frowned.


  “What a mess.”


  The mine was devastated. The place was a mess, just like ruins after a war.


  ‘What on earth happened?’


  Minor explained to Grid, who was looking around the perimeter.


  "I smashed the wall here to gain the minerals. Some crazy bastard had bricks all over the walls and ceilings.” 


  "It must be the insane dragon Nevartan. It was originally a mine, and he decorated it to make it his nest.”


  That’s why this place was called a dungeon instead of a mine. Grid lost his wariness and Minor pulled out a pickaxe.


  "In any case, it’s difficult to mine here unless you’re a genius. You have to dig up the bricks and then the minerals. Your Majesty, you must be prepared to sweat for a long time.”


  "You don’t understand.”


  Grid smiled and summoned Noe and Randy.


  “Nyang! Master!"


  “Grid!”


  Noe and Randy were overjoyed at appearing after a long time. They laughed and circled around Grid as soon as they were summoned. They looked like a family. A young girl, young dad, and pet cat.


  “Your Majesty...?”


  What was the reason for summoning the pets before starting the mining? Minor couldn’t understand it. Noe’s ears pricked as he belatedly discovered Minor.


  “Who’s this human, nyong? Is he a tribute to the best demonic beast of hell?”


  Noe licked his pink soles instead of waiting for an answer. There was no sense of pressure from the cuteness. A black cat that shook his tail and had shining eyes. Minor couldn’t help turning red at the sight.


  "Can I raise this child?”


  "No.”


  Grid firmly rejected it and pulled out two pickaxes, handing them to Noe and Randy.


  “It has been a long time.”


  “Nyang?”


  Noe and Randy were bewildered as they received the pickaxes. Grid explained to those who couldn’t grasp the situation.


  "Your task today is to gather all the minerals here.”


  "Kyang!"


  Noe threw the pickaxe on the ground as soon as he heard the explanation.


  “This is ridiculous nyang! The best demonic beast of hell won’t hold a pickaxe! Nyang! Fart nyong!”


  Noe had been bored and lonely since Grid became king. He’d been looking forward to hunting humans or monsters again with Grid. And today. It had been a long time since he was summoned outside the palace. Yes, Noe was expecting a battle.


  Yet he was told to mine? A noble species that was precious to even the great demons who dominated hell had to hold a pickaxe? Noe was very upset. He wondered about why he should be humiliated like this when serving a human. Noe’s nose moved from side to side.


  Unlike Noe who felt uncomfortable, Randy thought it was new and interesting.


  "How do I use the pickaxe? Grid, teach me.”


  “Like this.”


  “...”


  Noe no longer felt angry. It was because the atmosphere between Grid and Randy was so full of harmony. Noe was worried that Grid would only look at Randy and was forced to pick up his pickaxe.


  "I will help, nyong...”


  “Good.”


  Grid stroked Noe’s head and summoned the God Hands. Of course, the four God Hands were also armed with pickaxes. The confused Minor belatedly noticed the situation.


  "Y-Your Majesty, are you crazy? Your pets and artifacts are going to mine?”


  The minerals that grew here were very rare. They were more precious than gold. Experts would have to avoid minor scratches when digging out each one. Good miners would find it hard so Grid seemed crazy trying to make his pets and artifacts mine the minerals.


  “Aren’t you looking at mining too lightly?”


  Minor was the son of a miner and also dreamt of being a miner. No matter how great Grid was, mining wasn’t easy. But he was only angry for a moment.


  Peok! Peok! Peeeeok!


  "...W-Wow.”


  Minor slowly let out an amazed sound. It was because the mining technique of the golden hands was excellent. It felt like the skills of a pro miner?


  "This is a mining only artifact...!”


  Minor had never seen Grid fight, so he misunderstood. The unique rated ‘God Hand’ received 30% of Grid’s dexterity. At present, the dexterity of the God Hands was higher than intermediate blacksmiths. Their mining technique was excellent. Noe and Randy?


  “Kyahahat, how funny.”


  “The best demonic beast of hell is holding a pickaxe nyang... It’s a disgrace...”


  Noe and Randy also did well in mining.


  Noe knew the language from the moment he was born and his learning skills were outstanding. It was interesting to learn how to use the pickaxe. However, due to his lack of dexterity, he was somewhat clumsy and slow. But it was enough to collect the minerals, so Grid didn’t feel bad.


  In addition, Randy used the duplication skill to turn into Grid, giving Randy 30% of Grid’s ability. Due to his great dexterity, he quickly moved his hands and extracted the minerals.


  ‘Mining pets!’


  Minor was impressed by Grid’s greatness. Grid was respectable enough to have unique artifacts and pets just for mining.


  ‘Maybe he had a variety of artifacts and pets depending on the situation. A commoner king is truly great.’


  Grid prompted the dismayed Minor.


  “What? Aren’t you working?”


  "Ah, ah! Yes!”


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  Zone 1 of the Beware Dogs dungeon. The dungeon that Dark designed and constructed for several months started to be destroyed at an irrecoverable level. The pickaxes moved faster and faster as soon as Randy, Noe, and the God Hands adapted.


  ***


  "It’s better than I thought. Okay, very good.”


  The Anti Blood Carnival alliance collapsed and Dark got all the items he needed. He was glad because he accumulated a lot of experience and goods due to the alliance. He also felt great pride. Was there anyone else who could kill a party of 300 high level users alone? He didn’t have to move a single finger.


  ‘If I acquire a second class later...’


  The best. He would hold the title of the strongest that was only allowed for one.


  “...Eh?”


  Dark was excited when he imagined the future of being at the peak of two billion users. Then he paused.


  [An intruder has appeared in the ‘Beware Dogs’ dungeon.]


  “Again?”


  There was a new intruder not long after the Anti Blood Carnival alliance?


  ‘I can’t cover up a place that was already discovered.’


  He didn’t think an enemy would invade immediately.


  ‘There are many people looking for Blood Carnival and I will be tired all the time.’


  It would be better to move Blood Carnival’s base and hide the dungeon more thoroughly. Dark shook his head for a moment.


  ‘What? Why is the intruder staying in Zone 1?’


  The Anti Blood Carnival alliance had made their way through zones 1~3. The traps and monsters weren’t present anymore, so the new intruder could advance to Zone 4 without any problems. Therefore, the intruder should’ve reached Zone 4 by now. But the intruder was still in Zone 1. 


  Dark was puzzled before ridiculing the prey.


  'Is he stopped in Zone 1 because of fear?’


  It was an absurd coward. It was most likely a low level player.


  ‘He will die if he encounters the monsters in Zone 4.’


  Dark started production on Zone 8 located at the end of the dungeon. Then after a while.


  [Zone 1 of the Beware Dogs dungeon is completely destroyed!]


  "What?”


  The reason why players attacked dungeons was because they wanted certain rewards. By defeating the monsters in the dungeon, they could get levels and items, or challenge the boss monster at the end of the dungeon. It was sufficient to say that no one who entered the dungeon would destroy the dungeon itself.


  However, this intruder was breaking the dungeon. Yes, it was like a month ago...


  “D-Don’t tell me?”


  A chill went down Dark’s spine. He was convinced that the new intruder was the same person as the one who invaded a month ago.


  “This son of a bitch!”


  He would confirm directly what type of crazy person they were! The moment Dark was about to move.


  [An intruder has appeared in Zone 2 of the ‘Beware Dogs’ dungeon.]


  [Zone 2 of the Beware Dogs dungeon is completely destroyed!]


  “Damn!”


  The destruction rate had accelerated? If this continued, Zone 3 would be destroyed as well. If the dungeon was completely destroyed, he would receive big damages, because he would have to start the construction again. The distressed Dark rushed to Zone 3. 


  *** 


  “Is he dead...?”


  Grid had been in the dungeon for over an hour already. Since the alliance already cleared the first three zones, Grid would’ve moved directly to Zone 4 after entering the dungeon. Then he would’ve encountered the enemies in Zone 4. He would encounter the evil eyes, who exterminated the alliance.


  Just like vampires, they were one of the demonkin that existed to counter players. In particular, they had the power of ‘foresight.’ The evil eyes could perfectly predict the player’s behavior. It was theoretically impossible for a player to win a fight against them.


  'No, Grid will still be alive. He’s someone who can win against the sky above the sky.’


  Maybe he needed someone’s help now. It was very desperate.


  ‘I... I will help you.’


  No more casualties should happen because of the wicked Blood Carnival members. Tom Yum firmly believed this and entered the dungeon. She was uneasy about the durability of her current items but she couldn’t pretend to be unaware.


  ‘Eh?’


  Tom Yum entered the dungeon and doubted her eyes. It was because the dungeon landscape was completely different than before. The inner walls were all destroyed while the ground and ceiling were damaged.


  ‘It is almost as if...’


  It looked like an abandoned mine. What on earth happened here? Tom Yum was curious but couldn’t afford to try and solve the question. Grid could be suffering at this moment. Tom Yum hastened her pace and quickly reached Zone 4. Then she saw it. The 20 evil eyes who overpowered the rankers of the alliance were stunned. Most importantly, even the seers of the species were bloody.


  “Uh... How?”


  Grid defeated the powerful evil eyes by himself? Tom Yum doubted her eyes and turned towards Grid. He was standing on the body of an evil eye and held a pickaxe in one hand.


  "Why are these mobs running wild?”


  “...”


  The evil eyes were considered mobs? Tom Yum was at a loss for words.




  Chapter 614


   'Dammit!'


  A Dungeon Maker wasn’t a tamer. He couldn’t control monsters. Then how could a Dungeon Maker place monsters in the dungeon? The first method was a contract. 


  Dungeon Maker Dark didn’t fulfill the monsters’ demands. He hired them as guards of the dungeon. It was a framework for mutual cooperation. Of course, this was only allowed if the monster’s intelligence reached a certain level. He couldn’t form a contract with monsters of low intelligence.


  Dark had to block the enemy’s intrusion by strategically placing monsters of various characteristics, so he found a solution. The monsters with low intelligence were faithful to their instincts.  For example, if he wanted to place a griffin in a specific area of the dungeon, he would obtain the griffin’s favorite orc meat and place it in the dungeon. The griffons who smelled the orc meat after being trapped in the dungeon would naturally turn into monsters belonging to the dungeon.


  Of course, there were fatal disadvantages for monsters deployed in this way. They were hostile to intruders and Dark. It was the reason why Dark was stuck at Zone 5 and couldn’t move to Zone 3 yet. He had triggered ‘Display Mode’ the moment an intruder occurred.


  Once all the monsters in his dungeon woke up, there was a big restriction to Dark’s movements. Moving secretly to avoid the monsters in each area inevitably slowed down his movements. As a result, Dark’s worst fear occured.


  [Zone 3 of the Beware Dogs dungeon is completely destroyed!]


  “N-No!”


  The first three zones were completely destroyed. It was a deadly wound. It would take at least a month for the dungeon to recover. He also needed huge funding.


  "D-Damn bastard...!”


  He was so angry that tears poured out. Dark’s eyes were bloodshot.


  Shake shake!


  Dark shivered with fury as a new notification window appeared in front of him.


  [An intruder has appeared in Zone 4 of the ‘Beware Dogs’ dungeon.]


  At that moment.


  "...Kuk, taste hell.”


  Dark’s anger was quickly relieved. Dark even smiled.


  "You were able to break through three zones without any obstacles, but you’ll lose your senses in the next section. I don’t know who the intruder is, but he will be trampled on by the evil eyes and regret his sins."


  The evil eyes. The inherent strength of the demonkin was unreasonable. The evil eyes were supreme predators born with absolute strength.


  ‘There are dozens of types of evil eyes.’


  It was impossible to fight against a large number of evil eyes because they showed different traits. Among them, those with the power to look into the future for a few seconds were the best. How could he place such powerful evil eyes in the Beware Dogs dungeon? 


  It was because Dark had unexpected good luck. Dark built the Beware Dogs dungeon to protect ‘it,’ which the evil eyes desired to hatch. Their goal was the same. Therefore, Dark and the evil eyes were the best partners to trust each other.


  *** 


  “This is amazing speed!”


  The God Hands and Randy’s pickaxes moved quickly, maximizing their efficiency. Minor was surprised as Randy and the God Hands demolished the walls in an instant, extracting the minerals.


  "But it isn’t as good as me. Huhut.”


  ‘He isn’t pretending. This guy, he’s really great.’


  Minor’s speed was overwhelming enough that Grid could admit it. The four God Hands combined were slower than Minor. Minor’s talent for mining was truly the best. Grid acknowledged it, but he still didn’t intend to make Minor a miner.


  ‘No matter how good, you’re still a minerals detector.’


  There were many excellent miners in the world, but only Minor could detect minerals. Minor was a unique minerals detector.


  “Your Majesty, there’s a door to the next section. Should we go?”


  "Of course.”


  Grid’s goal was to collect all the minerals growing here. It was natural to go through all the areas.


  ‘It’s a pity that there was only the insane dragon iron in the first three sections. Well, there’s no need to be nervous because there’s nothing dangerous.’


  The insane dragon Nevartan stayed here, so he knew it wasn’t an ordinary mine. Grid entered Zone 4 without any major crisis awareness. Then he realized that this wasn’t an ordinary mine.


  [You have entered Zone 4 of the Beware Dogs dungeon.]


  [The traps have been activated.]


  Kurururung!


  “...!!”


  The moment they stepped into Zone 4, Grid and Minor’s eyes widened. A huge rock was rolling from the end of a straight, narrow passage.


  ‘Can I avoid it?’


  No. The passage was too narrow. The way they came was blocked.


  “D-Death...”


  Minor muttered with despair. He closed his eyes tightly and grabbed his head. He imagined himself being crushed by that massive rock. Then Grid’s voice was heard.


  "Open your eyes and raise your head. Show a confident charm."


  “Your Majesty...?”


  Why was he so calm despite stepping into an unexpected trap and being on the verge of death? Minor reflexively looked up.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Grid pulled out a blue greatsword from beneath Lantier’s Cloak and started a sword dance. Then he struck the sword against the huge rock.


  “Kill.”


  Jjeejeeeong!


  “Pant...”


  The power of weight was overwhelming. But Satisfy was a game. The rolling rock that weighed dozens of tons? It was just mere tofu in front of the legendary blacksmith wielding a greatsword made of blue orichalcum.


  “Y-Your Majesty, jackpot!”


  The centre was pierced by Grid’s sword and the rock split in two. Minor was hit by a piece of falling rock and bleeding, but he still raised a thumb. On the other hand, Grid was completely covered with Lantier’s Cloak and blocked the rock fragments.


  "When did you learn that word?”


  "Your Majesty often uses it...”


  Minor wanted to be like Grid. Due to this aspiration, Minor watched Grid and was influenced by the small habits. Grid laughed at him.


  ‘This isn’t a usual mine.’


  Yes, he shouldn’t forget that this was a dragon lair. It wasn’t strange that there were traps. Maybe strong monsters were sleeping at the end. Grid didn’t shrink back. Rather, he enjoyed it.


  ‘This is interesting.’


  He could acquire minerals, level, and loot! Also.


  ‘The reason there are traps is because they have something to protect.’


  It was likely to be treasure. A treasure that a dragon prized! Grid hastened his pace. Numerous traps appeared along the way, but it was impossible to threaten him. Mere blades and flames couldn’t do any harm to Grid. On the other hand, Minor almost died many times, only to be helped by Noe and Randy. The potions from Reidan’s alchemy facility were also a big help.


  "This should be good.”


  After the narrow passage, Grid arrived at a big space and took out a pickaxe again. Zone 4 was several times larger than the first three. Minor was overwhelmed by the size of the complex labyrinth, but Grid just recognized it as a bigger mine.


  Teong! Teong!


  Grid, Minor, the God Hands, Noe, and Randy started to break down the wall with their pickaxes.


  "It’s an unpleasant noise.”


  A voice was heard from behind the party.


  ‘A person?’


  He expected a monster, but it was a person? Grid turned his head and was even more surprised.


  “...Child?”


  Yes, the owner of the voice was a little boy. His round face was charming and his large eyes was strangely harmonious.  The eyepatch over one eye was reminiscent of Lauel.


  "Why is a kid like you here? Ah.”


  Grid asked before realizing how foolish his question was. The name ‘evil eye’ in red was floating above the boy’s head.


  ‘Monsters.’


  Humanoid monsters. There was a high probability that it was a high level monster. He shouldn’t be fooled by the young and cute appearance. The nervous Grid hid Minor behind his back.


  “Kukukuk... A mere human has invaded the territory of the evil eyes. Looking at the past and present, it’s rare that such a crime like today would happen.”


  “...”


  The evil eye boy spoke a chunni phrase and lifted the eye patch.  A blue iris with three black pupils could be seen. The eye facing Grid looked mysterious rather than grotesque.


  “I, an ordinary resident of the evil eye clan, command this uncivilized human. Look into my ‘ice’ and be bound for all eternity.”


  Jjejeok.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  The ground where Grid was standing froze in an instant. The intense cold tried to freeze Grid’s legs, waist and heart. But.


  [You have made eye contact with an evil eye.]


  [You have fallen into the ‘frozen’ state!]


  [You have resisted.]


  [Due to the effect of the ‘First King’ title, ‘Great King’s Majesty’ is activated.]


  [You have counterattacked against the abnormal status.]


  Jjejeok!


  Jjeejeeeong!


  “W-What...?” A mere human can threaten me...!”


  The evil eye boy paled. The freezing curse that he invoked came back to him, causing him to feel fear. As the boy’s feet was frozen, Grid’s pickaxe hit him in the forehead. Based on the name, the evil eye seemed like a magic mob so Grid was confident he could do damage with his pickaxe.


  That’s right. Grid didn’t want to waste mining time by switching between weapons.


  “I’m nervous.”


  Grid started mining again after hitting the evil eye boy.


  “...”


  Minor stared with a wide open mouth, like a carp. The evil eyes. According to the rumors from when he travelled all over the continent, they were incredibly powerful demonkin. Usually a human couldn’t resist when meeting an evil eye and would lose their lives.


  Yet Grid casually took care of such a powerful enemy with a pickaxe? He also started mining again straight away!


  “Hrmm... It’s a small fry mob, so it doesn’t give items.”


  Grid muttered with disappointment and Minor shouted to him.


  “The evil eyes aren’t a small fry mob!”


  The evil eyes had a slim chance of dropping their skin when they died. Many people were greedy for this. However, the evil eyes were very powerful. Realistically, it was impossible to hunt the evil eyes. The evil eyes were huge. It happened before Minor could explain.


  "Hoh, this is astonishing. A mere human dares to kill an evil eye? A human has overcome their natural limitations?”


  "Huhuhut, humans have always produced heroes. It is a species that can’t be denied. But in the end, you’re trivial in front of our evil eyes.”


  New evil eyes appeared. There were three cute little boys with eyepatches. They were excited, rather than angry about their own kin being killed. They recognized Grid as prey and raised their eyepatches.


  "Ignite.”


  "Blindness."


  "Silence."


  [You have resisted.]


  [You have resisted.]


  [You have resisted.]


  [Due to the effect of the ‘First King’ title, ‘Great King’s Majesty’ is activated.]


  [You have counterattacked against the abnormal status.]


  “K-Kuack...? Is my body burning hot evidence that my heart is warm?”


  "All of a sudden, the world is dark. My brilliant presence has darkened everything except me.”


  “Oof oof.”


  "Phew, really noisy.”


  Was this mob hunting or minerals gathering? Grid’s pickaxe became busier and Minor stopped thinking.




  Chapter 615


  First King was a title that only one player could acquire. It was the first player to become a king. The uniqueness of the title could be understood by looking at the extraordinary acquisition conditions. It was a title give to only one out of two billion users.


  What about the performance? Numerous people guessed that it would be the best. Some people were more envious about the fact that Grid obtained this title than his large territory or hundreds of thousands of people. In reality?


  [First King]


  A great king who built the first nation of players. A living history and myth.


  * A great king puts his safety first. If you lose 70% of your maximum health, a shield containing the health you lost within the last minute will be created. At this point, terrain adaptability will increase by 100% while movement speed and defense will increase by 10%. 


  * A great king must be familiar with the crown. You can wear a helmet and crown together, receiving the stats of both items. The exposed image must either be a helmet or a crown.


  * A great king is diligent and bold. You can always keep your cool and status resistance will increase by 50%.


  -You will reflect the abnormal status effect when resisting it. However, you won’t be able to trigger this reflection if the opponent has achieved a certain level of reputation, status, or level.


  * A great king is respected. Stats such as charm, dignity, and leadership will exert more influence on NPCs and monsters.


  * A great king is competent. The skill level of all acquired skills will increase faster. Two points will also be added to your stat points acquired every time you level up. 


  Amazing. The title had five effects and each of them boasted an overwhelming performance. The number of items that could be worn had increased, he had increased status resistance and reflection, and there was also the stats and skill level increase.


  Each one was a treasure-like effect. It was correct to say that the First King exerted a power beyond any titles. In particular, the additional stat points after levelling up and the abnormal status resistance were a scam. But human greed was endless.


  Grid was somewhat disappointed with the First King title. It increased status resistance by 50%. This option was useless for Grid. It would’ve been a perfect title if it was something else beside the status resistance option. But would he have any conscience if he grumbled about this?


  Grid thought about it positively as possible.  In particular, he liked the additional two stat points he got from levelling up. This additional two stat points made Grid’s growth rate unrivalled.


  ‘Obtaining 14 stat points every time I level up... Huhuhut.’


  A player gained 10 stat points with every level up. However, Grid had two more points from acquiring a dual class, and now there were two more points from the First King title. He was a special existence. Grid felt like he was the protagonist of the world and his immersion in the game rose exponentially. This was directly related to his increase in concentration.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid was delighted to experience the effect of the First King title on the evil eyes. The moment he devoted himself to mining again, new evil eye members appeared.


  "Hoh, it’s quite commendable that a human can easily dismantle the evil eye clan. Is it a miraculous bloom that appeared among the disappearing ephemera? Kukukuk, I can’t help but pay respect to you for giving me a feeling of tension for the first time.”


  “...”


  This time, 16 evil eyes appeared. They reminded him of SD characters (super-deformed drawing style). As he looked at their big and sharp eyes, Grid’s spirit was pained.


  ‘It feels like there are 16 Lauels...’


  His ears and mind were contaminated. Every time they spoke, he felt his hands and feet curling up. It was unpleasant, like he was caught in a status condition.


  "Randy, close their mouths.”


  “Yes!”


  He didn’t want to be disturbed while mining. There wasn’t enough time to get minerals from every area of this huge dungeon. Grid didn’t stop moving his pickaxe as Randy moved instead. Randy duplicated Sword Ghost.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  “Wow.”


  Minor was shocked when Randy copied the same swordsmanship as Grid. Randy wasn’t an ordinary doppelganger, given the fact that normal doppelgangers couldn’t duplicate the skills of the copied target.


  ‘What’s with this doppelganger?’


  Minor thought it was simply a mining pet, but it was actually a versatile pet. Minor wanted to have a doppelganger like Randy.


  “Wave.”


  Supaak!


  The battle started. Randy approached the evil eyes and attacked them simultaneously. The evil eyes were focused on Grid and couldn’t escape the surprise attack. The 30% of Grid’s stats still dealt critical damage since the evil eyes had low defense and health. However, the evil eyes had the strength to overcome this.


  “Sleep.”


  “Ah... Um....”


  Crash!


  Yes, the evil eyes just looked at Randy. But the effect was amazing. Randy literally fell asleep in the combat state. Grid was startled.


  ‘It overcame Randy’s status resistance?’


  Randy was a named boss and had high status resistance. Grid never remembered seeing Randy be affected by status conditions before. Randy was easily handled by the evil eyes. The evil eye’s ability was an absolute force on most players except those with a legendary class.


  ‘These eye monsters... They give out 5 million experience, which is a lot for small fry mobs.’


  The junior vampires gave 5 million experience. It meant the evil eyes weren’t level 300. This was why Grid was convinced they were small fry mobs. 


  ‘Level 200 monsters have such absolute status abilities.’ 


  If a high level evil eye existed, wouldn’t they be a fairly powerful boss? Only Grid would be a proper match for it.


  "Do you know why you have two eyes?”


  Grid was concerned about Randy and asked a question. The evil eyes looked at Grid again and laughed.


  "That’s a silly question.” 


  "We can’t deny having two eyes. It’s just like having two moons in the sky.”


  “No, that’s wrong.”


  Grid shook his head at their answer. The evil eyes cocked their heads. Unlike normal monsters, they responded to human conversations. This meant that the evil eyes were suitable to be tamed as ‘pets.’ Grid wasn’t a tamer, so his common sense didn’t head in that direction.


  “What’s wrong?”


  The evil eyes reacted like they didn’t understand. The moment they were absorbed in their conversation with Grid.


  “It is okay to get rid of one.”


  “What are you saying?”


  "I’m going to destroy your eyes.”


  At the same time.


  Pa pa pa pat!


  The God Hands armed with Mjolnirs flew at the evil eyes.


  Peok!


  Bam bam bam!


  “Ugh.”


  The evil eyes paled. They couldn’t resist the attacks of the golden hands. The golden hands were fast, powerful, and not affected by the evil eyes, because they had no eyes. The biggest problem was the human with black hair. The human with black hair wasn’t cursed whenever he met the evil eyes’ gazes. They ended up being cursed instead.


  'It’s awkward to kill them.’


  Grid didn’t kill the frightened evil eyes. He was merciful after hitting them in the forehead several times with his pickaxe. They were monsters, but they talked and looked like people. They were no threat and didn’t drop items, so he didn’t feel the need to kill them.


  “Human... Why don’t you take our lives?”


  "Is the second ego sleeping in your heart whispering not to harm us?”


  "Were you an evil eye in your previous life?”


  The evil eyes still talked nonsense despite being collapsed. But their killing intent decreased. The fighting spirit in their eyes disappeared as they looked at Grid. It was at that moment.


  “Kukukuk... A human is running wild. But you are already dead the moment you made eye contact with me.”


  A new evil eye appeared. The ordinary evil eyes looked like 3D characters with childlike faces, while the new evil eye had a mustache on his face. He seemed a bit older.


  “Foresight.”


  Pahat.


  The evil eye lifted his eye patch and observed Grid. At that moment.


  ‘Foresight?’


  The phrase ‘resisted’ didn’t appear in Grid’s point of view. It meant this evil eye didn’t cause a status condition.


  'The boss?’


  Grid was tense.


  “...”


  The evil eye suddenly started sweating.


  “...?”


  Why wasn’t it attacking? Grid was curious.


  “Kuk... Kukuk, it can’t be helped. If this is my destiny, I will accept it.”


  The evil eye mumbled before laying down on the ground.


  “Now, kill me.”


  “...”


  Committing suicide? A boss appeared at exquisite timing only to suddenly show his stomach?


  "What are you up to?”


  There was no room for cockiness. Grid didn’t carelessly approach the evil eye lying on the ground. He was wary about a trap. It was natural to be vigilant. A monster he never met told him to kill it.


  ‘Is this a monster that explodes when it is killed?’


  The evil eye laughed as Grid was having terrible thoughts.


  "My great foresight told me. In a few seconds, my forehead would be pierced by your pickaxe. Kukuk... If this is my destiny from heaven, I will humbly accept it.”


  “...No, what odd monsters. In the first place, why are they here?”


  The 17 evil eyes lay like dead bodies. Grid was grumbling about how to deal with them when a woman’s voice was heard.


  “Uh... How did you handle so many evil eyes by yourself?”


  It was Tom Yum. It was the Thai woman he met at the entrance. Grid scratched his head.


  “It is a little vague to say I handled them. What about you? What are your intentions behind chasing me?”


  "I was worried...”


  “What?”


  Chasing after him because she was worried? It wasn’t something that Grid could understand.


  "Don’t speak nonsense.”


  Grid wouldn’t yield if she was aiming for the minerals. Grid looked at Tom Yum with sharp eyes. He showed obvious hostility. Tom Yum saw this and misunderstood.


  ‘Is he worried that I will get mixed up in the fight with Blood Carnival?’


  They only met for the first time today.


  ‘I haven’t seen a person with such a good heart in a long time. He’s the leader of Overgeared for a reason.’


  A big shot who made other high rankers submit to him.


  ‘It wouldn’t be polite to refuse the goodwill he has shown me a few times.’


  Tom Yum stepped backwards and bowed to Grid.


  "Next time I will greet you.”


  “Why?” 


  What was she saying? Tom Yum disappeared before Grid could ask any questions. She thought while heading back.


  'He isn’t exhausted at all despite collapsing the powerful evil eyes alone. I don’t need to worry about him.’


  Indeed, he was the person who broke the sky. Maybe Blood Carnival would collapse today.




  Chapter 616


  "Why aren’t you killing me? Are you trying to shame me with mercy? Kukukuk, I’ll politely refuse. I am a noble who can see the passage of time. It’s shameful to keep my life because of human sympathy. The blood in my body will flow from the humiliation.”


  ‘What are these guys?’


  The evil eyes who lay down hoping for death. Grid was embarrassed.


  ‘I should’ve just killed them from the beginning instead of sparing them uselessly.’ 


  Indeed, doing things he didn’t usually do was tiring.


  ‘It is wrong to talk to them in the first place.’


  The tone of the evil eyes was so similar to Lauel that a sense of empathy was created and his hostility faded.


  ‘Ah?’


  A sudden thought passed through Grid’s head.


  'These guys, won’t they be good friends with Lauel?’


  It was awkward to kill them now after already sparing them. Grid devised a method and spoke.


  "You guys, become my subordinates instead of giving up your lives.”


  “Hah?”


  Servitude. Was it possible for non-NPC monsters? The usual Grid would have no expectations. But now Grid had the title of First King.


  * A great king is respected. Stats such as charm, dignity, and leadership will exert more influence on NPCs and monsters.


  ‘ Maybe it’s possible.’


  Wasn’t this an opportunity to make the evil eyes his subordinates? There was nothing to lose. The evil eyes started to react to Grid, who was dubious but filled with expectations.


  "A mere human wants to take the noble evil eyes as subordinates? Kukuk, looking at our entire past, there is no human as absurd as you. Your concept is already beyond the category of a human. A concept that isn’t tied to common sense... That is what I hear.” 


  “It’s shocking. It is enough to shake our souls trapped in the prison that is our flesh.”


  The 17 evil eyes groaned and stood up. It seemed hard because their heads too were big.


  ‘Their weight leans to one side. Their agility must be the worst.’


  The evil eyes were a species with many disadvantages. But their power was absolute.


  ‘It will be a big hit if I can make them my subordinates.’


  Dugun dugun.


  His expectations were rising. The evil eyes barely stood up and approached Grid. Their eyes shone red in a brilliant manner.


  "Do you think we will serve a mere human? As I said before, it’s a big shame. It’s impossible... What?”


  The evil eyes were prepared to die when they became shocked. Their trembling eyes were looking behind Grid.


  "That cat...!”


  A cat was holding a pickaxe and breaking the wall with awkward gestures. The plump stomach was impressive, but the evil eyes looked like they had seen a ghost.


  “Memphis!”


  A demonic beast with a noble lineage that only followed the great demons.  Why was the best demonic beast of hell in this place?


  ‘In addition, why is it holding a pickaxe?’


  It was a situation they couldn’t understand. The bewildered evil eyes soon understood.


  “Pant pant. Master, can I take a break? It’s hard, nyong.”


  “!!!!!”


  Unbelievable! The best demonic beast of hell, a memphis, served a human?


  "You still have stamina, so what’s hard? Don’t exaggerate and focus on your work.”


  “It isn’t fun to use a pickaxe...”


  "If labor was fun, would it be labor?”


  “Nyang...”


  Grid was stubborn. He walked over to Noe who was lying down, revealing his plump belly. Noe’s two eyes were wide and he tried to look as pathetic as possible. He was asking for leniency. However, Grid wasn’t moved and Noe was eventually forced to start mining again.


  The evil eyes were shocked as they watched this scene.


  Grid nodded in the awkward silence. "I understand. Then I will kill you as you wish.”


  Grid shook off his lingering attachment to the evil eyes. He grabbed the pickaxe in a fearsome manner.


  “I will serve you.”


  "Me too.”


  “It is the same with me.”


  The 17 evil eyes suddenly changed their attitudes.


  "Even though you’re a human, the fact that you have made a memphis a mild cat is worth admiring.”


  "In fact, it’s embarrassing to ignore you just because you’re a human. You’re the one who defeated all of us.”


  "But there’s a condition before we serve you.”


  "Condition?"


  They were trying to add conditions on top of sparing their lives? Grid thought they were more confident than stupid. The evil eyes were a species worthy of respect.


  "What do you want?”


  "The desire of our evil eyes is the destruction of the great demons. We can’t forgive the great demons who have driven the evil eyes out of hell.”


  "But in order to get revenge on the great demons, we need a powerful helper.”


  "And we have found that helper."


  "It is the child of the insane dragon Nevartan.”


  "He will have a big grudge against the great demons who made his father crazy.”


  "We want to secure the dragon egg that will soon hatch.”


  Grid listened in silence before asking with an awkward expression.


  "Is this a delusion?”


  Was it similar to Lauel saying that a black dragon was sealed in his hand? The sudden story of the dragon was too unrealistic. The evil eyes shook their heads at Grid.


  "At the end of this dungeon is the insane dragon egg.”


  "If you help us secure the egg that’s in the hands of a human, our evil eyes will share our fate with you forever.


  “No.”


  Wasn’t it too early to get involved with dragons?


  "I'm...”


  Grid imagined Reinhardt being destroyed by a dragon breath and was about to refuse the evil eyes’ suggestion.


  [A hidden quest has been created.]


  [Insane Dragon Egg]


  ★ Hidden Quest �


  The evil eyes are demonkin who have been driven out of hell.


  The evil eyes are dreaming of working with the child of Nevartan to get revenge on the great demons.


  Secure the insane dragon egg guarded by the master of the dungeon and hand it over to the evil eyes.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Secure the insane dragon egg.


  Quest Clear Rewards: Acquire 17 evil eyes as subordinates. Affinity with the evil eyes will increase. Exchanges with the evil eyes are possible.


  Quest Failure: Level -3.


  “Crazy!”


  It was a quest that would decrease his level by three if he failed?


  Grid shook.


  ‘Why do I have to suffer when I’m just digging minerals?’


  He fought and defeated the evil eyes. After proposing that they become his subordinates, they accepted because of the memphis. This hidden quest occurred because of coincidences. The episode that might’ve been hidden forever was revealed because of Grid.


  Grid would usually feel proud. He would be excited by the hidden quest rewards. However, Grid felt negative. Why?  It was a quest related to a dragon egg. Where were dragon eggs normally kept? Grid coveted the quest reward, but thought it was likely to fail the quest.


  “Hah... Damn...$%@#!”


  “...”


  Grid sighed and cursed. The evil eyes looked at Grid as the atmosphere became worse. It was because they felt killing intent from Grid.


  "I should’ve just killed you.”


  Gulp.


  He said he would spare them and now he wanted to kill them? He also said it in front of them. The evil eyes thought that Grid was a very vicious and fickle person.


  "Indeed, the master of the best demonic beast of hell is evil.”


  "He’s a demon, not a human.”


  "That is why our souls are attracted. Kukuk.”


  They were sweaty from fear, but their mouths were still active. The silent Grid pulled something out of his inventory. The 17 of them were handed pickaxes.


  “...?”


  The evil eyes made stupid expressions as they were handed pickaxes. Then Grid spoke to them.


  "Isn’t the dragon egg at the end of the dungeon? Don’t forget to mine on the way."


  “Kukuk...? You want us to mine? The great evil eyes don’t do such trivial work...”


  "Be quiet if you don’t want me to kill you.”


  “...”


  *** 


  Dark confirmed that the intruder had entered Zone 4.


  “Jokbal is the best for a midnight snack.” (braised pig’s trotters)


  Dark logged in after eating a meal. He did this because he thought the intruder would be defeated by the evil eyes.


  “That damn intruder. Once he’s dead... Eh?”


  Dark’s face suddenly stiffened. His spine became soaked with sweat. It was because the Beware Dogs dungeon was still in ‘Display Mode.’


  ‘What? The intruder is still alive?’


  It meant that the intruder survived the 20 evil eyes present in Zone 4.


  “The evil eyes were defeated?”


  No, that guess didn’t fit. The evil eyes were the strongest monsters that could neutralize their opponent simply by looking at them. The evil eyes couldn’t be defeated.


  “Perhaps the first intruder was defeated and a new one appeared? Heok.”


  Dark’s face became white as he read the dungeon’s defense record. It was because there was no record of a new intruder. It meant that the intruder survived Zone 4.


  “How?”


  Dark was confused because he couldn’t understand the situation. It was a big mess that made his head spin around.


  "I-I need to grasp the situation.”


  Dark imagined the worst and hurriedly opened the status window of the dungeon.


  [Zone 7 of the Beware Dogs dungeon is completely destroyed!]


  [An intruder has appeared in Zone 8 of the ‘Beware Dogs’ dungeon.]


  Terrible notification windows appeared in front of Dark.


  "This is the mind... No, it’s the end of the dungeon?”


  A strange voice was heard.


  “You... Who are you?”


  Dark trembled with anger. He turned towards the intruder’s voice. Then he saw it.


  “Grid?”


  The first legendary class and first king. The identity of the intruder was someone so big? Grid looked at the puzzled Dark with interest. It was natural to be interested after finding out that the master of this huge dungeon was a player.


  “You, what’s your identity?”
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  Blood Carnival’s master.


  He always existed behind a curtain. He never showed himself on the surface and concealed his identity. That was Dark. The reason he hid his identity was simple. He didn’t want people to know about his association with the evil organization, Blood Carnival. For Dark, who had great dreams of the future, Blood Carnival was merely a way for him to make money.


  “You, what’s your identity? You look really strange.”


  Dark wore a mask on a daily basis. It was so that he wouldn’t be discovered in the course of his exchanges with Blood Carnival.


  “Why are you so quiet? Are you mute?”


  Grid frowned. A mysterious player who completely hid his face and ID. Based on the contents of the quest, he was the master of this dungeon. How did he become the master of the dungeon? Was it possible for a player to own a dungeon? There were many questions he wanted to resolve, but the other person remained quiet like he was mute.


  “Who are you?” Grid urged. 


  Then Dark made a ridiculing sound.


  “Your personality is just as dirty as I heard. How can you act like this when you’re the villain who infiltrated another person’s area and destroyed everything? If you have a bit of conscience, isn’t it normal to feel sorry?”


  “I didn’t know. How could I imagine that this dungeon was someone’s possession?”


  "Is it not a sin just because you don’t know?”


  "No, it isn’t.”


  As Dark said, Grid had a trash nature in the beginning. He was selfish and greedy. He didn’t hesitate whenever there was an opportunity to get a profit.  But now he was different. He didn’t seek profit if it dealt great damage to innocent people. If Grid had met Dark before he received the ‘Insane Dragon Egg’ quest, he would’ve felt sorry for Dark.


  “But right now, I’m performing a quest. Aren’t quests the most important content in a game? I’m sorry for you, but it can’t be helped. Hand over the insane dragon egg.”


  Yes, it was a rationalization. Grid rationalized his own selfishness and greed in the name of a quest. In Dark’s eyes, Grid was a terrible villain. But he didn’t criticize Grid. He also used any means and methods to achieve his goal. This was the fate of those dreaming of being the best.


  “You’re after the insane dragon egg...”


  Dark shook his head. How much had he done to protect the dragon egg he accidentally discovered a year ago? Dark sought to be the only player with a dragon as a pet. He made all types of unreasonable profits from Blood Carnival in order to create this dungeon. However, one day a person like Grid asked for Dark’s egg. He couldn’t accept it.


  “Disgraceful person.”


  Kwaduduk! 


  Dark emitted killing intent.


  “You’re taking me too lightly.”


  Dungeon Maker was a hidden growth type class and it had reached a unique rating. He specialized in producing dungeons, but like Pagma’s Descendant, he also had combat ability. In particular, all his stats and skills were increased in the dungeons he created. His class benefits were activated and he could show a more powerful ability.


  "Who cares if you broke the sky? I am the new sky!”


  Kwarururung!


  Dark shouted and the dungeon started to stir. Zone 8. All the walls and ground were a trap to protect the dragon egg. They activated and covered Grid.


  ‘What?’


  Grid was startled. The trap was larger and more threatening than any trap he had experienced since he started playing Satisfy.


  “God Hands!”


  As Grid shouted, the God Hands started blocking the arrows and spears. However, they were only four of them, no matter how quickly they moved. They couldn’t block thousands of weapons.


  “Wave.”


  Kurururung!


  Grid brought through the defense of the God Hands and swept away the flying weapons with a wide area skill. He allowed several attacks in the process, but didn’t suffer a big blow thanks to Triple Layers and Lantier’s Cloak. The problem was the traps installed on the ground. The ground split in half and boiling lava tried to swallow Grid.


  Grid hastily swapped to Braham’s Boots and flew up. This was a mistake.


  Kukukung!


  The ceiling fell down. It crushed Grid with an awful weight. Grid failed to prop it up with strength and used Freely Move to break through the traps and reach Dark.


  “Kill!”


  The moment that Grid thrust his sword forward.


  "Building Walls!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang! 


  Dark took out a huge hammer and slammed it down on the ground. Then stones walls stronger than a magician’s barrier sprang out, blocking Grid’s attack.


  ‘It completely absorbed the damage of Kill used with the +9 Failure?’ 


  The fragments of the wall scattered all over the place. Grid ignored the sharp chunks of stone and attacked Dark again. Of course, Dark’s resistance was tough. He used a shovel to pour cement and block Grid’s Link.


  [You have become ‘petrified.’]


  [You have resisted.]


  [Due to the effect of the ‘First King’ title, ‘Great King’s Majesty’ is activated.]


  [Reflecting the status has failed.]


  ‘You!’


  Grid and Dark stared at each other as their alertness thickened. They acknowledged that their opponents were tough. Grid counterattacked Dark’s shovel with Revolve and immediately used Blackening. Dark’s posture was collapsed by the counterattack. He used Throwing Bricks to interfere with Grid’s course. Grid missed the perfect attack timing and was convinced of Dark’s identity.


  ‘Based on his skills configuration and complete control of the traps...’


  This guy, was he a dungeon maker? This player had the ability to create a dungeon?


  “It must be a hidden class!”


  “Now you understand! I will also be a legend!”


  Kwa kwang!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Grid used Blacksmith’s Rage and started the onslaught, but Dark expertly coped with it. He used the traps at exquisite timing to disturb the connection between Grid and the God Hands.


  ‘Recreating the battle videos of Grid that I have seen so far, the biggest disadvantage is the short duration of his buffing skills.’


  The highest priority was to endure until Blackening ended. The counterattack was after that. Dark determined as he stared at Grid. He was certain that his strength and agility overwhelmed Grid’s.


  'I have been making dungeons for over three years!’


  He would use the stamina he had trained to withstand Grid’s fierce attacks. Dark was sure he could hold on until Grid was exhausted. Yes, he waited for Grid to be exhausted. However...


  ‘Pant pant, what the hell is this guy?’


  15 minutes after the battle began. Blackening was lifted, but Grid was still assaulting Dark. He continued without any signs of exhaustion. On the other hand, the confident Dark was breathing hard. Dark couldn’t understand it.


  ‘How can he have higher stamina than me, the king of labor?’


  He even received the dungeon buffs!


  ‘This is items...!’


  It was obvious that Grid was wearing an item that reduced stamina consumption. But what was reality? If Dark was the king of labor, Grid was the god of labor. He spent days manually making an item while others could press the production button and make it quickly. Looking at stats that developed based on labor, Grid was higher than Dark.


  ‘He’s finally worn out?’


  Every time Grid tried to deal a fatal blow to Dark, he failed due to traps or labor skills. He was impressed with Dark’s power and as he focused on the battle, he noticed Dark’s subtle changes. The deployment of traps and skills slowed down.


  “Can you Become the King of the Dead?”


  Clack!


  Clack clack!


  Dark recoiled in surprise while facing Grid and the God Hands. It was due to the skeletons that threw silver thread.


  ‘A necromancer’s strength?’


  But they were just skeletons throwing threads. They weren’t a significant threat. Dark ignored the skeletons and tried to defend against Grid’s attack. This was a mistake.


  Chwaruruk!


  The silver thread successfully bound Dark’s body and Grid finally landed a blow.


  “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.”


  Peeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  Linked Kill successively destroyed the walls built by Dark.


  Kurururung!


  During the course of Linked Kill, Dark lost his defenses and was exposed.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Dark screamed as he was swept up in energy blades. They descended like lightning bolts in his field of view.


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  [You won’t die easily in your dungeon. You can resist all attacks for 2 seconds with a minimum of health. The dungeon escape skill ‘Emergency Exit’ is activated.]


  "Alive?”


  Dark didn’t collapse after facing his strongest skill? Grid looked at Dark with greed, while Dark’s expression was awful.


  “You! I will someday pay back this grudge!”


  Dark was turned to rags. The mask that covered his face was shattered. Then the ID he was hiding was revealed.


  [Eat Jokbal in Bed]


  “...”


  “...”


  The fierce atmosphere died down and silence flowed. Dark made an awkward expression. No, Eat Jokbal in Bed used the Emergency Escape skill. There was a crack in thin air and a door was created. 


  “S-Son of a bitch! Wait until I get an ID change ticket!”


  Pahat!


  Eat Jokbal in Bed couldn’t hide his embarrassment as he moved through the emergency door.


  “...Korean?”


  Grid was attracted by Eat Jokbal in Bed’s dungeon making ability and combat skills.


  ‘I should search for Eat Jokbal in Bed later.’


  If that was the name of a business, he might get a hint that would allow him to get in touch with Eat Jokbal in Bed. That’s right. Grid wanted Eat Jokbal in Bed to join Overgeared. It was natural. The dungeon making ability of Eat Jokbal in Bed in bed was unique and his combat ability was superior to many people in Overgeared.


  'Then I can properly compensate him for the damage I did.’


  It would be fair to judge the outcome after gaining the insane dragon egg. Grid approached the cut rock in the center of the dungeon. There was a large oval egg that was much bigger than Grid.
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  “It’s comforting.”


  Eat Jokbal in Bed sighed after escaping from the dungeon and checking his status window. Grid had killed the monsters in the dungeon and destroyed all the traps, so Eat Jokbal in Bed gained a large amount of experience.


  ‘Thanks to this, I gained two levels. Above all, I’m able to accurately grasp the level of my armed forces.’


  The opportunity to compete with someone strong like Grid was worth a million dollars. Eat Jokbal in Bed planned to use his struggle with Grid as a platform for growth. That’s right. Eat Jokbal in Bed wasn’t frustrated, despite losing the insane dragon egg that he’d guarded for a year. His mental strength was too strong to collapse after one failure.


  To borrow Peak Sword’s phrasing, this was the will that Koreans showed when foreigners invaded. The strength of South Korea, which had been a powerhouse in e-sports for more than half a century, was becoming more prominent in Satisfy.


  ‘It’s unfortunate that I have lost my dream of becoming the first player to own a dragon.’


  In fact, it was unlikely that the dream would come true in the first place. Based on the conversation with the evil eyes, the possibility that a dragon would follow a human was almost zero.


  ‘It’s the same for Grid.’


  Based on Satisfy’s story and setting, it was likely the insane dragon egg was to keep hell in check. It wasn’t something that could be handled by one player. Eat Jokbal in Bed controlled his heart and sent a whisper to his old friends, the three founding members of Blood Carnival.


  -Grid has discovered us.


  -What? How did he know?


  -His intelligence network is far beyond our imagination. He knew I was the head of Blood Carnival and had information about the insane dragon egg. 


  -What a monster...


  -He’s the first king for a reason. We can’t predict him. Let’s not take bigger risks. We will disband Blood Carnival. We’ll stay quiet for the moment.


  ***


  [Insane Dragon Egg]


  The oval egg lying on the altar was twice as big as Grid.  It was a tremendous size, considering that Grid was a muscular man at 181cm tall.


  "If I make egg bimbimbap with this, I could feed a few hundred people... A dragon puppy is bigger than a person the moment it hatches?"


  "It’s a hatchling, not a puppy.”


  “Ah, really?”


  Minor, who had been hiding during the battle, approached Grid. The evil eyes were with him. Why didn’t the evil eyes join the battle between Grid and Eat Jokbal in Bed? It was due to the contractual relationship. The demonkin couldn’t harm a human they were in a contract with. There was a restriction due to faith, but the evil eyes had extraordinarily high faith among the demonkin. It was due to their own righteousness and compassion that they weren’t hostile to Eat Jokbal in Bed.


  “When is the egg scheduled to hatch?”


  Grid used the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal, but couldn’t confirm the details of the insane dragon egg. The evil eye with the ability of foresight replied to Grid’s question.


  “Once the two moons repeat in the darkness of the night sky nine times, and a poem is sung... I guess? Kukukuk.”


  "It’s said that the two moons appear once every four months. Then it’s in three years.”


  It was hard to understand. Grid seemed to know why the evil eyes were kicked out of hell. A notification window popped up as he sighed.


  [The quest has succeeded!]


  [As a quest reward, the 17 evil eyes will be your subordinates.]


  [Affinity with the evil eyes has increased. Exchanges with the evil eyes are possible.]


  "You have secured the insane dragon egg. We will be your subordinates as promised. Kukuk, realize the honor.”


  "Give any command. No matter what you expect, we will give you more than your expectations. Huhut.”


  “...”


  Their way of speaking was slightly rude, but they had a sense of loyalty. He didn’t hate it because he thought of Lauel.


  "It’s too much of a burden to manage you directly. You’ll be under the direct control of Lauel. That guy should be able to utilize your abilities.”


  “Lauel? Who is that?”


  "Didn’t we say we would serve you? We have no intention of serving another human. No human deserves to be our master other than you.”


  "No, he’s someone who will fit in your heart when you meet. Lauel is a friend from your past life.”


  "A friend from a past life? Hoh, they are good words.”


  “What are you going to do with the insane dragon egg?”


  Even if the insane dragon egg hatched, would it follow them? Grid didn’t ask this type of question. Since he starting playing Satisfy, Grid’s understanding of the game grew. Yes, Grid already understood based on the contents of the quest. The insane dragon’s hatchling... No, it couldn’t belong to Grid.


  ‘In the first place, it makes no sense for a dragon to be a player’s personal possession.’


  The game would go bankrupt. It was at the level of a bug, not a problem of balance. Grid was convinced and got rid of his lingering attachments. Then the evil eyes explained.


  "First, I will take it to our village and they will protect it until it hatches.”


  "The dragon will grasp the truth of the world the moment it hatches. It will repay its father’s enemies by working with the evil eyes.”


  "In a thousand years, the child of a dragon will become an adult and hell will be chaotic. Huhuhut.”


  “A thousand years?”


  Crazy. It took 1,000 years for a dragon hatchling to grow into an adult?


  ‘I will die of old age and the great demons will still be fine.’


  The insane dragon egg wasn’t an episode that had a direct influence on a player.


  ‘This is better. The players won’t be able to do anything if an episode on the scale of a dragon unfolds.’


  It wouldn’t be fun. Grid decided to be satisfied with just getting the evil eyes.


  "Human, come to the evil eyes village with us just once.”


  "Our king will give you a great reward.”


  ‘A reward is something that a superior gives to his subordinates.’


  Grid felt somewhat uncomfortable, but he nodded easily. A new species would assist the future of his kingdom. It was also necessary to exchange with a strong species.


  ‘I have to be careful about my pride and attempt to make all of the evil eyes species an ally.’


  Grid made a decision and nodded.


  "Okay, I will go to your village.”


  But before that.


  "Start mining.”


  It was necessary to mine the walls of Zone 8. The evil eyes were exhausted by the time Grid left the Beware Dogs dungeon.


  *** 


  "Noble with foresight, I have a question for you.”


  "Resident with blazing eyes? Kukuk, good. Go ahead. I swear on the honor of a noble that I will answer your questions faithfully.”


  "We are committed to serving the human called Grid and he deserves to be our master. But is it okay to guide him to our city? Isn’t this an act of betrayal?”


  Around 1,000 evil eyes lived in the village. The number was small, but they all possessed great power. In particular, the evil eyes’ minister possessed something that caused completely submission. If Grid was exposed to it, a terrible situation could occur.


  “Grid will become a slave to the evil eyes forever. It means we will trap Grid. I don’t think our high pride will allow this.”


  "Don't worry. Grid is a human who helped secure the insane dragon egg. Our minister is more prideful than us and can’t afford to harm him.”


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  The destroyed Zone 8 of the Beware Dogs dungeon. The evil eyes learned the Mining skill and worried about Grid during the mining process. They were demonkin with incredible loyalty. Of course, this didn’t apply to all the evil eyes. Just like humans had different personalities, the evil eyes were the same.


  The 17 evil eyes recognized the importance of their promise to Grid, but that didn’t mean all the evil eyes in the village would be the same. But Grid wasn’t aware of this fact. He just looked forward to exchanging with a new species.


  Lululala~


  Grid hummed as minerals related to the insane dragon piled up in his inventory.


  *** 


  [Blood Carnival has been dissolved.]


  “What?”


  There were countless wicked people in the world, and many who needed them. Thanks to that, Blood Carnival had grown rapidly over the past few years. Now there were close to 400 members belonging to Blood Carnival. A huge force was disbanded overnight. It was also without any notice to the members.


  “That Dark bastard...”


  "I never saw his mug once, but I was with him for a long time. We worked together for a few years, but he dismissed the organization without saying anything.”


  "Well, who would speak to guys like us? But isn’t it foolish and hasty to dismiss an organization that generates so much value in one night?”


  “Hrmm...”


  The members belonging to Blood Carnival were confused. No matter what they thought, it was unavoidable that Dark had disbanded Blood Carnival. The members wondered what the situation was. Then after a few days.


  "The Anti Blood Carnival alliance entered our home.”


  "There were 300 allied members and around 20 high rankers.”


  "Such an extraordinary thing happened when no one was at home?”


  “Did Dark get killed alone and disband Blood Carnival because of that?”


  “No, that isn’t it. It’s unbelievable, but the alliance was wiped out.”


  “What?”


  Dark defeated 300 people alone? It was also an alliance containing 20 high rankers?


  “How strong is Dark? It is more than the Black and White sisters?”


  "Every time I saw him, he was hiding behind the curtain. He was hiding this force?”


  “Then what is this? Why did he disband Blood Carnival?”


  "Well...”


  Nope learned about the reason behind the Blood Carnival’s disbandment with his excellent intelligence sources. A top ranking adventurer gulped and opened his mouth.


  "It’s said that Grid appeared shortly after the alliance was destroyed by Dark.”


  “What...?”


  “Grid!!”


  Goosebumps appeared on the skin of the Blood Carnival members.


  "Grid was behind the Anti Blood Carnival alliance?”


  “I’m certain. Grid took advantage of the power of the alliance to figure out the base of Blood Carnival and take care of Dark.”


  "Then he made a threat. If Blood Carnival isn’t dismissed, he will trample it with the power of Overgeared.”


  "...Is this revenge for Cork Island?”


  “Fearsome guy...”


  "We touched the wrong person. We shouldn’t have dealt with him in the first place.” 


  "T-Tarma, what should we do? Will Grid kill us?”


  “...”


  Tarma and his cronies who invaded Cork Island shook with fear. It was terrifying that Grid found the home of Blood Carnival and collapsed it in a single day.  Grid never dreamt that the mine he picked was the home of Blood Carnival. The problem was that no one knew this.


  “I guess it can’t be helped... We’ll have to hide for a few months if we don’t want to be infinitely killed by the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  “But won’t it be damaging if our actions are restricted?”


  “It’s better than being hunted by that demon-like bastard.”


  “Cough...”


  From this day on, peace came to Satisfy for a while. The activities of a hero greatly reduced the activities of the dark gamers. It was a fact that the hero himself wasn’t aware of.


  “Why are my ears ticklish these days?”


  On the way to the evil eyes village. Grid, the hero who disbanded Blood Carnival, didn’t know why his ears were itchy.




  Chapter 619


  “Ugh... The cure of boiling heat is a vital critique of my noble soul.”


  “Kukukuk! Is this the fate of the great evil eyes? The whole world is watching us and we are tired in many ways."


  "It would be nice to sit under the cool shade and meet the blessing of the wind.  Huhut.”


  In other words, they wanted a break. After spending four days with the evil eyes, Grid developed the ability to interpret their words in real time. It was possible due to his experience with Lauel for several years.


  "How many times do you want to rest? Endure it a bit more.”


  The evil eyes had really poor physical strength. The evil eyes complained every 10km, so their movement speed significantly slowed.


  'How long will it take to arrive at the evil eyes village?’


  The village was located in the underworld of the Gauss Kingdom. When the evil eyes showed him the village’s location, Grid was delighted since it was relatively close to the Overgeared Kingdom. But so what if it was close? The evil eyes couldn’t take a few steps without panting, so it felt far away.


  ‘I thought we would arrive in three days, but it has been four days and we aren’t even halfway there...’


  If he knew this, he would’ve had Sticks accompany them. Braham’s soul whispered as Grid was feeling sorry about Mass Teleport.


  ‘Don’t fret and enjoy this moment. It’s rare for humans to get the chance to interact with the evil eyes. It might be annoying now, but think positively.’


  “Do you know about the evil eyes?”


  ‘Of course. Like our vampires, they’re demonkin who were driven out of hell. Although the reason why they got kicked out of hell is a lot different from why the vampires were kicked out...’


  Grid joked.


  "Did they get kicked out for their words?”


  ‘Right. The great demons avoided the evil eyes every time they spoke and eventually chose to expel them from hell.’


  “R-Really...”


  Grid thought it was absurd as he learned about the story of the evil eyes’ deportation. Braham laughed.


  ‘It’s a good thing. The evil eyes are very convenient and powerful. If the evil eyes hadn’t been driven out of hell and still served the great demons, the power of the great demons would be much stronger than they are now.’


  ‘It’s rare for Braham to give such praise.’


  As Grid expected, the evil eyes were a great species. But they were just small fries for Grid.


  Mutter mutter.


  Grid conversed with Braham while the evil eyes took a break. The evil eyes observed him from under the shade of a tree and laughed.


  "Indeed, Grid is an unusually amazing human. He has reached a level where he’s conversing with his second ego. It’s more wonderful than the ordinary evil eyes.”


  “I can only feel admiration when I look at Grid. While many people are able to detect a second ego in their souls, it’s rare for anyone to communicate with it."


  “...”


  These guys, they recognized him as their own? Grid was deeply uncomfortable, but he couldn’t refute it. His conversation with Braham’s soul was reminiscent of a sick patient.


  ‘Shit.’


  Grid blushed with embarrassment. He didn’t know it but his affinity with the evil eyes was rising at a tremendous pace. It was because Grid understood the chuuni nature of the evil eyes. It could be called Lauel and Braham’s merit. On the other hand.


  ‘I want to see my mother...’


  Minor was struggling with pain. He couldn’t help the curling of his hands and feet every time Grid and the evil eyes conversed. He was sweating and his head hurt. That’s right. The evil eyes were deadly to ordinary people. They were demonkin for a reason.


  *** 


  "How was I demoted to this frontier?”


  Amore.


  He was a player from the Gauss Kingdom and his class was a knight. He also belonged to a knights division. In short, he was a top-level combat class. In fact, he had killed 34 Overgeared soldiers during the battle of Borneo. His efforts to shoot the Overgeared soldiers on the wall of Borneo were significant.


  ‘I’m an ace, so why did the king send me to defend this village?’


  Amore sighed as he looked around the village he was dispatched to. Rice fields were everywhere and there was the smell of cow dung in the air. Amore was proud of being the ace of the Gauss Kingdom and was disappointed with this mission. A man approached the complaining Amore.


  It was the NPC Weston, who had the title of ‘Lepio’s Lord.’ The baron and lord of the village welcomed Amore.


  “It’s an honor to meet Sir Amore.”


  “You’re welcome... I am glad to meet the prestigious Baron Weston.”


  The first virtue that a knight required was manners. Amore smiled brightly, rather than complaining to Baron Weston. Baron Weston felt favorable towards him and immediately got to the point.


  “The reason I requested the assistance of the royal family is due to the demonkin who have often been seen in the village recently. Please defeat the demonkin.”


  “Demonkin?”


  The demonkin were classified as a completely different species from normal monsters. They were residents of hell. It wasn’t good news that demonkin were seen in the human world.


  "Are they vampires?”


  Among the demonkin, it was relatively easy to see the vampires. Baron Weston shook his head at Amore.


  “No. Unfamiliar demonkin have appeared recently. They’re monsters with 3D body types.”


  "3D type monsters...”


  What kind of terrible species were they? He was horrified just imagining it. Amore frowned and asked a question.


  “What damage did they do to the village?”


  Theft, arson, kidnapping, murder...


  It wasn’t strange for the demonkin to commit all types of evil. Amore was satisfied with the quest compensation and planned to investigate the damages to the village in order to gather clues. However.


  "They make people nervous by talking all types of nonsense.”


  “...?”


  What was he saying? Amore didn’t fully understand the lord’s words and asked again.


  "The demonkin use magic to create a fearful atmosphere in the village?”


  "No, it isn’t magic. It's just nonsense. To be precise, it’s a strange atmosphere, rather than a fearful atmosphere. After listening to the demonkin, the villages have their hands and feet shriveled up and can’t do their daily tasks for a while.”


  “...?”


  What was this nonsense? Amore’s confusion grew as he heard the lord’s explanation.


  ‘I can’t get a grasp of these demonkin.’


  Amore was irritated by being sent here and now he was confused by the quest story. However, the difficulty of the quest was S-grade and the reward was so good that Amore couldn’t refuse. In the first place, the king sent him here. Therefore, he didn’t have veto rights.


  “Hrmm... I have to defeat the demonkin?”


  "Yes, that's right. I will believe in Sir Amore.”


  Baron Weston returned to the castle while Amore visited the village. It was necessary to grasp the characteristics of the village and plan the hunt for the demonkin around it.


  ‘There are no real people.’


  It was a really small village. The inhabitants numbered only 1,000, and there were no players. Amore was looking around the village when he suddenly stopped as he spotted a group standing at the entrance of the village not too far away.


  ‘At this time?’


  Half a day after separating from Baron Weston. Nighttime approached the village and it was time for everyone to fall asleep. It was uncommon for 20 people to visit the village at this time. Amore hid in an alley and felt breathless as he observed the visitors.


  '3D...!’


  There were exactly 19 visitors, two of them human males. One of them was an NPC called Minor, while the other one hiding his face was either an NPC or a player. In any case, they weren’t important. The 17 monsters with them were the problem. They had 3D type bodies and big eyes.  Their chubby and childlike faces were quite cute.


  ‘These are the demonkin Baron Weston was talking about.’


  They were cute, unlike the terrible image he imagined.


  ‘Well, that isn’t important.’


  His mission was to defeat the demonkin. It was tremendous luck that a chance came just half a day after he accepted the quest.


  ‘There are also 17 of them. I can get a huge reward if I kill them all.’


  This was a great opportunity. A chance to jump higher!


  Clink.


  Amore burned with motivation as he placed his hands on his sheath. He planned to strike after looking at the strengths of the demonkin. The demonkin looked weak at first glance, so at level 303, it seemed as if Amore could take care of 17 by himself.


  ‘The two humans with them might be slaves. If I destroy the demonkin and rescue them, I’m likely to acquire more linked quests.’


  That was the best situation. A smile appeared on Amore’s face.


  "Huhuhut, the scenery of a tranquil village in the moonlight lightens a traveler’s exhausted mind. The feral instinct of my one eye, sealed in the darkness, is immersed in the scenery of this beautiful night.”


  “...?”


  “Hoh? A thick fog stimulates the chill in my soul. This is a pretty good feeling. I’m a monster that is ‘impossible to measure’ and ‘unimaginable’ tonight when my mind is clear and power boils up.”


  "???"


  “Hut, shouldn’t you be careful? There is a possibility that a cruel flame rising from my eyes will block the ‘sin’ of your cold eye.”


  “????”


  It was the first time he had ever experienced this. Amore’s body twisted as soon as he heard the words of the 17 demonkin that entered the village. In particular, the hands on his sheath were so shriveled up that he couldn’t grip the blade.


  “Ugh... Is this the curse that Baron Weston mentioned?’


  His hands and feet were shriveled? Amore was confused. He couldn’t bring himself to rush at the 17 demonkin who seemed so easy to defeat a little while ago. It was obviously dangerous if he couldn’t even resist their ravings.


  ‘E-Earplugs.’


  The day had come when he needed this junk item!


  “Huh?”


  Amore, who was in a hurry, came to his senses. It was because the 17 demonkin and two humans moving to the center of the village disappeared without a trace.


  "Indeed, they are demonkin...”


  They were ghosts. Scary. Amore seriously considered abandoning the quest.


  ***


  [You have entered the evil eyes village!]


  [You are the first discoverer of the evil eyes village.]


  [Over the next 10 days, the probability of finding hidden quests and the rewards from quests will increase.]


  ‘Finally!’


  Grid was excited when he entered the village. He was delighted to have the privilege of finding a particular area for the first time. He was in a leading position, just like Kraugel. It was new.


  ‘It’s a really great village.’


  Grid smiled, not filled with nervousness at all, despite entering a village filled with demonkin. His boldness caused Minor to feel amazed and envious. He was once again eager to be like Grid. Minor gritted his teeth and tried to calm down his trembling legs. Grid was proud of him.


  "This right here is the place where our king dwells: the Dark Flame White Ice Castle. Huhut.”


  “....”


  Was it because the evil eyes were small? Overall, the castle at the end of the charming city was very small, and was more like a mansion than a castle. The height of the gate was only 1 meter and 60 centimeters, so Grid had to bow his waist to enter. An evil eye minister was waiting for him.


  “This is the human who helped you secure the light dragon egg? I heard he was pretty good for a human.” 


  “But I doubt if he’s qualified to see our great king, who deals with dark flames and white ice and sees the truth of the world.”


  “We aren’t enemies. The evil eyes king is an absolute presence that takes away the life and destiny of a man with just his eyes. An unqualified person who meets him will fall into the hell of eternity and eventually reach death. I have to test you. Submit.”


  [You have made eye contact with an evil eye.]


  [You have fallen into the ‘submissive’ state.]


  [You have resisted.]


  [Due to the effect of the ‘First King’ title, ‘Great King’s Majesty’ is activated.]


  [You have counterattacked against the abnormal status.]


  “Kukuk! Great human, we welcome your visit to our great king.”


  “...”


  They were playing well alone. Rather than cringing, Grid entered the great hall. It was the moment he came face to face with the evil eyes king, who Braham acknowledged.




  Chapter 620


  Based on lineage, acquired by force, appointed through the wishes of the people, etc. There were many reasons and methods of becoming a king. But not just anyone could be a king. It was right to say that the king was a being from heaven.


  Satisfy’s developer, Lim Cheolho, paid special attention to the existence of being king. The King Aslan and Belial episode had a great influence on the game. King Maxong could produce artifacts and had powerful strength. All the Satisfy kings exerted a unique presence and this was designed by Lim Cheolho.


  Grid directly experienced this and he could infer it naturally.


  ‘The king of the evil eyes must be special.’


  After all, he was the king. He would be different from the other chuuni evil eyes.


  “Sigh.”


  Grid took a deep breath as he was guided by the minister. The evil eyes. A species that exerted absolute power to the majority of players except for legendary classes. Their relationship with the Overgeared Kingdom depended on Grid. Grid was overwhelmed by the burden and couldn’t help feeling tense. However, he had no intention of shrinking back.


  ‘I need to develop a good relationship with the evil eyes.’


  Step.


  Grid controlled his mind as he neared the entrance of the great hall.


  “A person who transcends human limitations. Overgeared King Grid, who makes our evil eyes submit, is entering.”


  The evil eyes minister informed the king of Grid’s entry. They looked like Grid’s servant.


  “I heard we were able to secure the insane dragon egg thanks to you. I want to express my gratitude on behalf of all the evil eyes.”


  ‘I like his nature.’


  There was no candlelight. The King of the Evil Eyes was sitting on a throne in a dark place. Grid confirmed his position and was grateful for the polite manners.


  ‘He’s grateful and courteous, not disregarding me because I’m a human. Indeed, the king is different.’


  The dignity in his voice clearly showed he was different from the general evil eyes. Grid didn’t need to worry about him being a chuuni. 


  "I am willing to hand over the insane dragon egg to the evil eyes. I don’t want to miss a chance to exchange with the evil eyes. I want the evil eyes to be allies with the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  Grid also responded with respect. He gave the King of the Evil Eyes as much courtesy as possible and honestly expressed his will. The King of the Evil Eyes responded in a somewhat surprised manner.


  “Allies... Humans and demonkin? Is that possible?” 


  "What does the species have to do with it? If we can help each other, isn’t it better to rely on each other?”


  "It is a rational argument. But won’t your people be different? Ordinary humans will be afraid of demonkin. Will they be willing to exchange with our demonkin?” 


  "Rather than being frightened... Well, my people are already fully adapted to Lauel, so it should be fine.”


  "Oh? Lauel? I don’t know what you mean.”


  “In any case, there’s no need to worry about my people.”


  "Hrmm... You are determined. It’s incredible.”


  Step. Step.


  The King of the Evil Eyes smiled and started down the stairs. He slowly approached Grid standing alone in the center of the great hall.


  ‘What...?’


  Grid confirmed the appearance in the darkness and was amazed.


  ‘Both eyes are covered?’


  In order to control their powerful eyes, all evil eyes wore something over one eye. Grid thought the king would be the same. However, the king that Grid saw was beyond imagination. A thick band was covering both of his eyes.


  ‘How can he see in front of him? Perhaps... Mind's Eye?’


  It was seeing things with the mind. Grid couldn’t help but involuntarily gulp.


  ‘Is he similar to the Vampire Duke Marie Rose in strength?’


  After the death of the founder, Marie Rose was the reigning vampire. Grid had once met Marie Rose directly before, and she was overwhelming enough to crush the current Grid and Overgeared members into the dirt. Yes, the King of the Evil Eyes should be in the same class as her.


  ‘Is he taking the initiative to be my opponent?’


  Grid tensed up after this thought ran across his mind.


  Duk.


  “...?”


  One step, another step. The King of the Evil Eyes suddenly stumbled as he came close to Grid. Grid asked the king in an embarrassed manner, "What happened?"


  “I can’t see in front of me...”


  "???"


  Grid doubted his ears.


  "In front... You can’t see?”


  Both cheeks flushing from embarrassment, the King of the Evil Eyes nodded at Grid’s question.


  "As you can see, I have both eyes covered. It’s normal to not be seen in front of me.” 


  “...”


  Why was he blindfolded when he couldn’t see or walk properly?


  'Is he a pervert?’


  The King of the Evil Eyes smiled bitterly like he read Grid’s mind and explained the reason.


  “It’s uncomfortable. I’m the owner of the legendary evil eyes, the owner of a cursed fate that is capable of destroying the world with my own two eyes... If I don’t seal my eyes, then I will go down in history as a slaughterer... This is the karma of my past life and the responsibility that I have to bear.”


  "...It’s the same.”


  The king wasn’t that different. An evil eye was an evil eye. Grid thought that the King of the Evil Eyes was a normal person, and thus felt a sense of betrayal. But he didn’t show any signs of dislike, as he wanted to keep the evil eyes as a friend. Grid barely managed to control his limbs as he spoke to the demon king.


  "Oh, that’s really bad. You were born too powerful and need to cover your eyes?”


  "Correct. It’s a terrible curse. I can’t even see the faces of my wife and child. My evil eye might lead them to destruction... Heh, you might not believe this, but I have never untied the band covering my eyes from the moment I was born until now.”


  ‘Eh?’


  Flash!


  Lightning struck Grid’s mind as he was reminded of something while conversing with the King of the Evil Eyes. It was an idea that he could only think about because Grid was an NPC expert. Grid coughed to hide his grin and spoke,


  "That’s too bad. Then does that mean you haven’t ever seen anyone’s face?”


  "Yes. I don’t even know what my family and people look like. I feel like I’m alone in this world; this awful loneliness is rotting my heart and soul.”


  At that moment, Grid’s mouth curved upwards into a crafty smirk. However, he didn’t dare smile at the King of the Evil Eyes. He waited before speaking as calmly as possible.


  "Why don’t you become friends with me?”


  “...What?”


  The king doubted his ears. A person that he had met for the first time today wanted to be his friend. What was even more absurd, though, was that this person was a human!


  “Are you sympathizing with me?”


  "Oh, don’t be offended. I just wanted to give you the pleasure of seeing a person and talking to them.”


  "The pleasure of seeing a person...? You! Have you been listening to my words? I’m the owner of the legendary evil eyes! A cursed being who will annihilate everything just by looking at it! I absolutely will never release this band!”


  "No, release it.”


  “You!”


  Was this person insane? It was too scandalous.


  ‘Does he think I’m bluffing?’


  An evil eye was a demonkin. They didn’t enjoy unnecessary slaughter like ordinary demonkin, but that didn’t mean they weren’t demonkin. In the end.


  "You dare to provoke me...! I am the king! Even if you’re the benefactor who secured the insane dragon egg, I can’t tolerate you ignoring me!”


  The King of the Evil Eyes untied the band around his eyes. The moment that his red left eye and white right eye were exposed.


  Kukukukukung!


  There was a turmoil in the great hall and countless notification windows appeared in front of Grid.


  [You have been captured in the sight of the cursed third evil eye!]


  [All of your actions are predicted!]


  [You have fallen into the ‘burned by hellfire’ state.]


  [You have fallen into the ‘hell freezing’ state.]


  [You have fallen into the ‘absolute fear’ state!]


  [You have resisted.]


  [Reflecting the status has failed.]


  Jjejeong! Jjeejeeeong!


  Kwang! Kwarururung!


  The King of the Evil Eyes exuded a splendid brilliance. All objects in his field of view were frozen, burned, and collapsed helplessly. The huge hall was destroyed in an instant. However.


  “...You’re fine?”


  The devastated great hall. Grid stood in front of the king without being burned or frozen. He just stared at the King of the Evil Eyes with a calm expression. The king couldn’t believe it.


  “A presence who isn’t hurt by my third evil eye...?”


  Suddenly, an old story came to mind. It was a human who wasn’t burned by Hell Gao’s hellfire. Sword Saint Muller.


  “Legend...”


  Bururu.


  The eyes that saw the world for the first time trembled. They slowed observed Grid.


  "My evil eyes... Do we look like you?”


  The king spoke in a deeply moved voice and Grid replied.


  "No, you look much nicer.”


  Words that didn’t contain a single bit of truth! But Grid knew. These minor words could give someone great joy. Grid believed that his past self would’ve gained courage if someone had spoken warm words to him. 


  “...I see.”


  Grid’s answer made the king’s eyes wet. The tears disappeared and the king covered his eyes again. Then he reached out to Grid.


  "My evil eyes will be a strong ally of the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  "Thank you. You won’t regret this choice.”


  [The Overgeared Kingdom and ‘Evil Eyes’ species have signed an alliance.]


  On this day. The powerful demonkin, still unknown to the players, became allies of the Overgeared Kingdom. The Overgeared Kingdom grew much stronger.




  Chapter 621


  The Overgeared Kingdom and the evil eyes would be mutually respectful and not hostile to each other. The Overgeared Kingdom and evil eyes would grow together through a mutual exchange. The Overgeared Kingdom would provide the evil eyes with a solid army and the evil eyes would add strength to the Overgeared Kingdom. The king of Overgeared and the king of the evil eyes should meet regularly to maintain a friendship. 


  This was the alliance treaty that Grid concluded while staying in the evil eyes village.


  “I really enjoyed it.”


  The last two days. The evil eyes king was able to converse looking at someone for the first time since he was born. It was a very ordinary experience for others, but it was a new and special experience for the evil eyes king. The king thought that Grid was special. He could avoid being blind as long as he was with Grid.


  Grid pitied him and promised.


  “I will try to make artifacts that can suppress the power of the third eye. Don’t you have to see your family’s faces at least once before dying?”


  “Thank you for the words. But it will probably be tough.”


  The bigger the expectations, the bigger the disappointment. The evil eyes king didn’t mind Grid’s promise. He wasn’t expecting it to happen. However, Grid was determined to fulfill the promise. Of course, it wasn’t pure benevolence. During the conversation with the evil eyes king, Grid learned that the king had an ability to plant an evil eye in others. Grid’s goal was to maximize his affinity with the evil eyes king and acquire an evil eye.


  ‘By all means.’


  He would make a result that both of them were satisfied with. Grid pledged and said farewell to the king.


  “I will go back now. I will send the 50 protection cloaks every month as promised.”


  "I understand. Goodbye."


  The evil eyes were proud of their absolute strength. Their existence itself was a weapon. Battle gear wasn’t necessary for them. But the evil eyes were chuuni. They wanted to have nice cloaks. Grid thought it would be better if the cloaks had defensive power. Grid was planning to make the Mass Produced Lantier’s Cloak for them.


  ‘The more battle gear I can mass produce, the better.’


  Someday, the Overgeared soldiers and people would be armed with Grid’s set and Lantier’s Cloak. This would happen in the distant future and it wasn’t a fanciful goal. It would actually come true in a few years. Grid’s inventory full of insane dragon iron would realize this astonishing reality.


  *** 


  “Did you hear the rumor?”


  "What are you talking about?”


  "It’s said that the Overgeared Kingdom’s quest rewards are being actively reshaped.”


  “The quests given by the kingdom are basically good right? I’m already satisfied with the quests I am performing."


  "It’s on a different dimension from regular compensation. The level 180 or high quests will give items Grid have produced as a reward.”


  “What? Items that Grid has made?”


  "Yes, it’s even a set item. You can get one item every time you clear three quests.”


  "Wow, you can get Grid’s set items...?”


  The legendary blacksmith, Grid. Most of the two billion users dreamt about using the items he made. But the supply was too small and Grid’s items became rare items that couldn’t be bought even with money. At this point, the rumor that Grid’s items could be obtained from quest rewards started to spread.


  It was Lauel’s plan. Lauel invested money into hiring and utilizing people. He deliberately spread the news of the quest rewards reorganization across the continent. It was a public relations campaign to lure players. The effect was truly enormous.


  "Is there any reason to not go to the Overgeared Kingdom?”


  "Taxes will be cheaper when we move to the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  "I can’t miss this chance to get Grid’s set items.”


  Players from around the world made up their minds and started moving to the Overgeared Kingdom, even if it meant suffering damages. Every kingdom was in an emergency situation.


  "Loyalty to the kingdom is necessary! It’s wrong to be allowed to move around freely!”


  "Emigration shouldn’t be freely given! If you want to emigrate, you have to earn it and contribute to the kingdom!”


  The 15 kingdoms made a massive quest for players who were looking to migrate. The quest had a level of difficulty that was impossible to clear unless they had a high level or excellent specs. There was a backlash from the players. Complaints ran wild at various community sites and the S.A. customer center.


  -Does it make sense for NPCs to violate the freedom of players?


  -Isn’t the advantage of Satisfy the high degree of freedom? Players aren’t a puppet of NPCs.


  The players wanted the S.A. Group to stop the NPCs’ actions. But no actions were taken. The S.A. Group thought of Satisfy’s NPCs as ‘residents of another world’ and respected them as humans. They didn’t intervene at all. The S.A. Group only wished for Satisfy’s evolution to flow naturally.


  While the majority of players were angry at the S.A. Group, a small number of players knew that the S.A. Group’s operating policy was what made Satisfy fun. 'The sense of immersion will decrease if the operators intervene every time something happens.’


  The S.A. Group wanted players to recognize Satisfy as more than just a game. In fact, some players already saw Satisfy as another world, rather than as just a game. This recognition was purely due to the S.A. Group’s operation policy. If the S.A. Group interfered in the flow of Satisfy, then the immersion of the users would fall sharply.


  In any case, the conclusion was that the players realized that it was impossible to receive help from the S.A. Group. They had to invest an excessive amount of time and effort to complete the quest and move to the Overgeared Kingdom, or stay in their current kingdom. Not surprisingly, a lot of people chose to stay.


  So what if they coveted the Grid set? It was impossible for ordinary people to clear the immigration quest that took more than two weeks. Many players were afraid of failing and turned away from the immigration quest.


  This had a positive effect on the Overgeared Kingdom. The players performing the immigration quest were more enthusiastic and capable than most players. That’s right: the attitude of the 15 kingdoms had the effect of filtering out talent for the Overgeared Kingdom.


  Most of the players who completed the quest and moved to the Overgeared Kingdom were above average, directly contributing to the rise in the Overgeared Kingdom’s strength.


  *** 


  “Amazing.”


  What happened in the days when he was away? Grid was impressed to see the number of people after he return to Reinhardt and he checked the kingdom’s information. The number of players was close to 100,000. It was a much larger number than before.


  Lauel covered half his face with his hand and laughed.


  “This is a result of deliberately leaking out information that the quest rewards will be changed and using it as a means to promote the Overgeared Kingdom. Huhut, my genius and Your Majesty’s great power has combined to create the flow of this time... It is enough to thrill the world.” Kukukuk.”


  “Oh, really great. You’re indeed Lauel. You have suffered a lot.”


  “...?”


  Lauel was surprised. Wasn’t Grid normally baffled and embarrassed by Lauel’s words? Then he would ask Lauel to refrain from talking like that. However, Grid was different after not seeing each other for a fortnight. He wasn’t embarrassed or confused when hearing Lauel’s words. He replied like it was no big deal. Lauel misunderstood.


  'His Majesty finally knows.’


  He found out that Lauel’s tone was actually cool?


  “Huhuhut...”


  Lauel was glad to be acknowledged. As Lauel smiled, unfamiliar people approached. They were people with 3D chibi type proportions. It was a cute combination of plump flesh and fierce eyes.


  'Are they the evil eyes?’


  The 17 evil eyes greeted Lauel.


  “Kukukuk... It’s you. It really is you.”


  "The human who shared a previous life with us.”


  "You must’ve had a lonely fate, reincarnating as a human alone. Is was really tough."


  “But now you don’t have to worry. Our great evil eyes will be your companions.”


  "Kukukuk, after repeating a few reincarnations, we are reunited... This is the attraction of our fate. It is truly great.”


  “The stars in the night sky are shining brighter today. Shall we drink from the deep lake to toast our reunion?”


  “...Unbelievable.”


  Lauel was amazed by the words of the evil eyes and laid a hand on his heart.


  Dugun dugun!


  His heartbeat was several times faster than usual.


  'My previous life was true.’


  In fact, sometimes he was worried. He wondered if he was a crazy person caught in a delusion. But now it wasn’t a delusion. These people proved his past life. Sometimes he was a hero, sometimes a god, sometimes a villain. All of his past lives were true.


  “Fate...”


  "...Destiny.”


  There was strong trust and affection in the eyes of Lauel and the evil eyes as they looked at each other.


  *** 


  “Summon all blacksmiths who have advanced techniques and above to Reinhardt.”


  The king’s order was transmitted throughout the Overgeared Kingdom. The lords of various places immediately searched for the blacksmiths. As a result, there were eight more advanced blacksmiths in addition to the twelve directly raised by Grid and Khan in Reidan.


  Grid was startled.


  ‘Is it natural for there to be so many advanced blacksmiths?’


  Advanced blacksmiths were the best talent that kingdoms wanted. Their techniques were excellent. The reason why a large number of advanced blacksmiths could be raised in Reidan was purely due to Grid and Khan. It was extremely rare for advanced blacksmiths to occur naturally.


  Apart from the empire, ordinary kingdoms normally had less than 10 advanced blacksmiths. In addition, there were five more advanced blacksmiths in Reinhardt. Adding in the 12 advanced blacksmiths from Reidan, it was a total of 25.


  "Gulp."


  The blacksmiths gathered in the palace and gulped as they looked up at Grid. Grid was their king and a legendary blacksmith. Now they came face to face with someone they admired.


  ‘Apart from the kids that Khan and I raised, there are 13 advanced blacksmiths... Was the former Eternal Kingdom specialized in blacksmithing?’


  Grid questioned it. As he was feeling puzzled, a blacksmith bowed to him. It was a young blacksmith called Rector.


  “Go ahead.”


  "Your Majesty, if I can ask, do you remember a village called Rolling?”


  "Rolling?"


  Grid had visited more than one or two villages. The name wouldn’t come to him unless it was a bit city or a village where a particular incident happened. Rector explained to Grid.


  "It’s a small village near the Vatican.”


  "Ah, that's right.”


  Now he remembered. A small mountain village filled with Rebecca statues. This was the place where he met the crook who he turned into a healing shuttle. It gave him the chance to meet Marie Rose.


  "I'm a blacksmith from Rolling. The reason I was able to become an advanced blacksmith is thanks to Your Majesty.”


  "With my help?”


  "Yes, I was a lowly blacksmith at the time operating the smithy after my father died. At that time, Your Majesty was an ordinary adventurer and you came to my smithy, giving me great teachings.”


  “...Eh?”


  Since when?


  "I got great enlightenment thanks to Your Majesty. I faithfully practiced your teachings and was able to become an advanced blacksmith. I always wanted to say thank you to Your Majesty and I am very pleased to have this opportunity. Thank you very much. Thanks to Your Majesty, I was able to become the blacksmith that I am now.”


  “...”


  "The three people next to me are my students. They have all followed Grid’s teachings and become advanced blacksmiths."


  “...”


  Grid didn’t know what to say. He looked through his memories and recalled the little things he had forgotten.


  ‘I stopped by Rolling’s smithy to repair an item.’


  He remembered that the owner was a lowly blacksmith who couldn’t recognize a legendary blacksmith.


  'The person from that time became an advanced blacksmith?’


  The Overgeared Kingdom. He was the reason why there were so many advanced blacksmiths in the Eternal Kingdom. A smile emerged on Grid’s face.




  Chapter 622


  ‘But it’s amazing.’


  Grid had selected and trained 100 blacksmiths. According to experience, advanced blacksmiths weren’t easily born, no matter how much effort Grid and Khan used. Yet Rector had developed using just a few words of advice (?) from Grid and made himself an advanced blacksmith. This talent might exceeded the talents of the blacksmiths Grid found in Reidan.


  ‘Don’t tell me...’


  Rector had the talent to grow into a blacksmith craftsman like Khan. In other words, he was a person in the rank of a genius? Grid was filled with anticipation and took out the Great Lord's Sword. It could only be upgraded to the King’s Sword once he proceeded with the king’s exclusive quest. He wanted to upgrade it as soon as possible, but he was too busy.


  ‘Character Observation.’


  Name: Rector


  Age: 28  Gender: Male


  Occupation: Blacksmith


  Level: 237


  Strength: 250/600   Stamina: 899/1,300


  Agility: 50/88    Intelligence: 420/420


  Skills: Advanced Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Lv. 2, Gain Abilities like a Sponge (S+), Tenacity that Never Gives Up (S+), Teaching by Rote (S+).


  A blacksmith born in Rolling. 


  He is good at learning, has a strong commitment, and fast growth. The ability to instill his studies into others is also excellent. However, all these talents are limited to blacksmithing.


  “Oh.”


  Grid couldn’t help exclaiming.


  ‘I’d like to dispatch him to Reidan.’


  Did he have the talent of a blacksmith craftsman? The evaluation wasn’t certain yet, but Rector was already a treasure of the Overgeared Kingdom. If he gave the one hundred blacksmiths he was raising in Reidan to Rector, he would be able to secure a large number of advanced blacksmiths faster.


  'In addition, Rector became an advanced blacksmith thanks to me.’


  He would certainly feel a high affinity with Grid.


  ‘I can trigger Blacksmith’s Affection.’


  [Blacksmith’s Affection]


  If you have the maximum affinity with a NPC blacksmith, you can raise their skill level by 1~5 levels.


  The blacksmith who received your teachings will be loyal to you for life and will share with you every time they learn new item production methods.


  He had acquired the skill in the past when Bairan was attacked and he rescued Smith. This skill allowed Khan to become a blacksmith craftsman and Smith to become an advanced blacksmith.


  "Rector, do you like me?”


  “Huh...?”


  Rector felt burdened. It was because King Grid was observing him closely with a greedy expression. Now he was being asked if he liked King Grid? His arrogant imagination bloomed.


  'I-Is he talking about homosexuality?’


  Rector turned pale and a stir occurred among the other blacksmiths. It was at that moment.


  "I really like you!”


  An old blacksmith suddenly stood up and shouted. It was Bairan’s blacksmith, Smith. He taught Grid how to make the jaffa arrows and became an advanced blacksmith thanks to Grid.


  ‘The gay old man.’


  Why had the atmosphere become like this? The confused Grid realized it the moment he saw Smith. He almost got misunderstood as a gay person. Grid ignored Smith and rose from the throne. He approached the trembling Rector and laid a hand on his head.


  “Heok.”


  Rector took a deep breath. He was worried that the sexual harassment had started. But the other blacksmiths realized they had misunderstood. They couldn’t see any lust from the appearance of Grid who put his hand on Rector’s head. Rather, Grid had a holy appearance. As sunshine shone through the window, a legendary blacksmith put his hand on the head of a blacksmith. It was like a pope sprinkling holy water on his followers. From the standpoint of the blacksmiths who instinctively admired the legendary blacksmith, the present scene was divine.


  “Rector.”


  “Yes... Yes, Your Highness.”


  Once the Holy Light Crown, Great Lord's Sword, and his high dignity stat was combined, Grid released a force that overwhelmed the crowd. The blacksmiths gulped as they sensed the atmosphere.


  "I will bestow affection on you.”


  Paaaat!


  A golden glow emerged from Grid’s large hand that was placed on Rector’s head. It was brighter and warmer than the sun.


  “Ahh...”


  Rector shook as he was wrapped in light. He couldn’t express it exactly, but he instinctively felt that he had received a great blessing. The same was true for those watching the scene. All the blacksmiths trembled at the sight. It was the power of Blacksmith’s Affection.


  The blacksmiths gathered in this place noticed that Grid had given Rector a great blessing. They were at a loss for words.


  [Due to the effect of the Blacksmith’s Affection skill, Rector’s blacksmithing skill level has risen by 5!] 


  Grid was filled with joy when he saw the notification window. It was the day when Grid was deified by the blacksmiths.


  ‘If you receive Grid’s blessing, your blacksmithing skills will greatly increase.’


  This fact spread throughout the whole continent as well as the Overgeared Kingdom. All the blacksmiths on the continent were more respectful towards Grid and dreamt of meeting him. Now when people thought of a legendary blacksmith, it was more likely they would name Grid than Pagma.


  *** 


  [Insane Dragon Iron]


  A mineral that naturally occurs in the nest of the insane dragon Nevartan.


  It has been influenced by Nevartan’s madness for countless years and gained the chaotic ability ‘Proliferation.’


  It doubles every 10 days.


  This absurd nature makes it very difficult to control. The hardness is comparable to black iron, but the smelting difficulty is several times higher.


  Weight: 5


  [Insane Dragon Stone]


  A mineral that naturally occurs in the nest of the insane dragon Nevartan.


  It has been influenced by Nevartan’s madness for countless years and gained the chaotic ability ‘Suppression.’


  The hardness is very low, but when mixed with other minerals, it has the function of eliminating the characteristic of those minerals.


  Weight: 1


  [Insane Dragon Bead]


  A mineral that naturally occurs in the nest of the insane dragon Nevartan.


  It has been influenced by Nevartan’s madness for countless years and gained the chaotic ability ‘Rampage.’


  When mixed with other minerals, it multiplies the mineral’s characteristic.


  If a human touches this mineral, they would lose their sense of reason and can’t smelt it. Use with caution.


  Weight: 300


  There was a smithy dedicated to Grid inside Reinhardt Palace. It was natural that a smithy was built for Grid once he was a king. Grid brought the advanced blacksmiths there and took out the three types of insane dragon materials. First, it was the insane dragon bead. It was a circular green mineral. The dense mineral was the size of a soccer ball. However, the weight was considerable.


  "Khan, can you touch this mineral once?”


  It was a dangerous mineral that caused the ‘rampage’ stage. Grid didn’t have any problems touching it because he was resistant, but there would be a big problem if the advanced blacksmiths touched the insane dragon bead. However, Khan was a blacksmith craftsman.


  Grid was full of expectations. He thought that a blacksmith craftsman might be able to overcome the mineral’s curse. The result...


  "Well, it is pretty heavy. It will take a considerable amount of time and skill if you want to smelt this.”


  As Grid expected, Khan wasn’t cursed by the insane dragon bead. Grid smiled at the sight.


  ‘It’s reassuring.’


  Khan was Grid’s first friend. Grid always relied on him. Grid once again felt a great liking for Khan and explained to the blacksmiths.


  "These three minerals were obtained from the nest of the insane dragon Nevartan.”


  “...!”


  The  blacksmiths were agitated. Dragon lair. It was natural to be surprised that the minerals were obtained from a dragon lair. Grid ignored them and continued the explanation.


  "The insane dragon iron infinitely multiples. It’s the same when it’s a mineral or used as a material for a tool.”


  “Huh...?”


  The blacksmiths were surprised. A mineral that multiplied infinitely? Then wasn’t it a dream mineral?


  Grid grinned.


  "Let’s just say it is my subordinate’s great achievement. In any case, this proliferation isn’t always an advantage. Tools made using the insane dragon iron can’t be used because the weight keeps increasing. That’s why this insane dragon stone is needed.”


  Grid’s explanation continued. After describing the minerals in detail to the blacksmiths at the site, he asked them to make the Grid set using these minerals in the future.


  "From today on, you will do special training until you can make the Grid set. It might take a few days or weeks.”


  "We will work hard to follow your instructions!”


  "There is no greater glory than being taught directly by Your Majesty! I will learn, even if it takes a few months or a few years!”


  “Okay.”


  From this day onwards, the sound of hammering in Reinhardt’s smithy didn’t stop. The blacksmiths gathered under Grid devoted themselves to learning without losing their enthusiasm until they mastered the Grid set. In the process, the blacksmiths built up a great liking for Grid. The king himself gave them great instructions. It was natural to feel favorable towards him.


  A fortnight later.


  “Blacksmith’s Affection.”


  All 22 advanced blacksmiths were blessed by Grid, except for Khan, Smith, and Rector, who had already received it. They grew significantly and mastered how to make the Grid set.


  "All of you will soon be the power of the Overgeared Kingdom. Don’t forget this fact and do your best in your role."


  “As you command!”


  As a kingdom built by a blacksmith, the blacksmiths of the Overgeared Kingdom were becoming the best on the West Continent. Grid and his blacksmiths wouldn’t stop until all the residents became overgeared.


  ‘Of course, I can’t be left behind in the process.’


  Grid’s survivability had increased exponentially after obtaining the First King title. Combined with the infinite stiffness of the God Hands and Mjolnir, Grid could function as a perfect tanker. His ability was a damage dealer was relatively weaker. Grid was determined to increase his damage.


  ‘I don’t have enough attack power unless God’s Command gives me a good boost...’


  It was tiring to rely on luck to activate God's Command.


  'I will create a weapon for myself.’


  Grid decided and pulled out Belial’s bones and leather. These were the only materials left after making items to give to his meritorious retainers.


  "This as well.”


  Grid smiled with satisfaction as he looked at the seven insane dragon beads he obtained from the nest.


  ‘It multiples the unique characteristic of the mineral?’


  Was if the demon energy in Belial’s bones and leather became twice as strong?


  “Kukukuk... The concept this time is a magic sword.” 


  It would also be nice to make a new crown to fit the dark ambience of his new weapon. Now that Grid could wear both a crown and a helmet, the performance of the crown was also important.


  ‘I’ll show a stronger demon-like force than the great demons.’ 


  Everyone couldn’t help looking up to the Overgeared King.




  Chapter 623


  'Be cool.’


  Overgeared King Grid was the leader of hundreds of thousands of people. Even a five year old boy recognized and relied on Grid. Grid had a duty to be dignified. It was so that some people wouldn’t feel embarrassed, some people might respect him, and some people would feel fear. It was natural for a king to be dignified and appearance was one of the basic elements of dignity.


  ‘The Overgeared Kingdom is still weak. There are many potential enemies.’


  Grid decided it would be good to have an intimidating appearance. The reason he decided to make a sword wasn’t because he caught Lauel and the evil eyes’ chuuni illness, but a reasonable judgment. There was a problem. Grid’s aesthetic sense was lower than average.


  “Magic sword... A big gem reminiscent of a red eye will be in the middle of the handle, while the left and right sides of the handle are designed to look like bat wings. The crown will be pointed like lightning, looking threatening...’


  Yes yes.  Grid nodded happily while thinking about it. Khan closely observed the insane dragon iron and asked him.


  "In order to use the insane dragon iron properly, it’s necessary to secure the same amount of insane dragon stone as insane dragon iron. However, doesn’t the insane dragon iron infinitely proliferates while the insane dragon stone is finite?”


  "I already sent miners to the insane dragon nest. They will provide a steady supply of insane dragon stone. Rather, Khan, you should be more comfortable with me in private.”


  "It’s an honor just standing by your side. I respect Your Majesty so much that I can’t be as comfortable as before."


  "Why are you like this?”


  “Going back to my point, I’m guessing that the resources in the dragon nest won’t be infinite. One day, the insane dragon stone will be depleted and you won’t be able to utilize the insane dragon iron properly.”


  “Hrmm... I know that, but...”


  Grid had already experimented with the insane dragon stones.


  In order to suppress the growth of the insane dragon iron, it was necessary to mix it in a blend of 10 insane dragon iron and 5 insane dragon stone. The result of this experiment suggested that the quantity of the insane dragon iron will eventually outnumber the insane dragon stone.


  But what could he do? He couldn’t make the insane dragon stone himself.


  “Unfortunately, it can’t be helped. Once the insane dragon stone runs out, I will throw away the insane dragon iron as a resource material.”


  "Hrmm... What if you make a hammer and anvil with the insane dragon stone?”


  "Eh?”


  “What if you make tools with the suppression ability of the insane dragon stone and the proliferation ability of the insane dragon iron?”


  “Ah!”


  Players who first started Satisfy didn’t know anything. It was the NPCs who guided them. As the players grew, the NPCs would grow and steadily teach them. Khan’s advice deserved to be heard and Grid gained great enlightenment from this.


  ‘Won’t items made from the insane dragon iron or insane dragon stone retain their abilities?’


  If he made a hammer and anvil out of these materials, it was possible that the insane dragon iron’s proliferation ability would be nullified by the insane dragon stone’s suppression ability. In other words, the insane dragon iron’s infinite proliferation ability could be controlled.


  “I will try it.”


  The insane dragon stone’s hardness was low. In order to produce a hammer and anvil strong enough to temper the insane dragon iron, other minerals needed to be mixed in. Grid made a hammer and anvil by mixing black iron with the insane dragon stone. The result?


  [You have succeeded in making the item.]


  [Black Insane Dragon Hammer]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 410/410  Attack Power: 130


  A hammer made by the legendary blacksmith Grid who is becoming a myth.


  It is made of black iron and is quite durable. More minerals can be tempered without much difficulty.


  However, this hammer also contains a large amount of insane dragon stone. It is possible to remove the characteristics of the mineral due to the ‘Suppression’ ability. Don’t use this hammer for minerals with unique characteristics.


  Conditions of Use: Advanced Blacksmithing Level 1.


  Weight: 400  


  [Black Insane Dragon Anvil]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 2,500/2,500


  An anvil made by the legendary blacksmith Grid who is becoming a myth.


  It is made of black iron and is quite durable. It is durable enough to withstand strong and continuous friction.


  However, this anvil contains a large amount of insane dragon stone. It is possible to remove the characteristics of the mineral due to the ‘Suppression’ ability. Don’t use this anvil for minerals with unique characteristics.


  Conditions of Use: Advanced Blacksmithing Level 1.


  Weight: 6,900  


  “Okay!”


  It was as Khan expected. The suppression ability was exerted even after it was made into a tool. Grid smiled with satisfaction as he tried to use the hammer and anvil on the insane dragon iron. Then he was disappointed.


  [The Black Insane Dragon Hammer and Black Insane Dragon Anvil have failed to suppress the ability of the insane dragon iron.] 


  “Ah.”


  It seemed that the suppression ability of the hammer and anvil was too weak to have an effect on the pure insane dragon iron.


  “Hrmm.”


  He was disappointed because he expected too much. Khan frowned and expressed his personal opinion.


  "How about making a hammer and anvil with a combination of the insane dragon bead and insane dragon stone? I think the insane dragon bead’s ability will amplify the suppression of the insane dragon stone. If the effect of the oppression becomes stronger, it can sufficiently suppress the insane dragon iron’s ability.”


  "...A genius?”


  Grid didn’t depend on Khan for nothing. As a blacksmith craftsman, Khan was very talented and really helped Grid. Grid believed that Khan’s hypothesis was reliable and invested one of the seven insane dragon beads to create a new hammer and anvil.


  [Insane Dragon Hammer]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 630/630  Attack Power: 290


  A hammer made by the legendary blacksmith Grid who is becoming a myth.


  It is made of a insane dragon bead and is quite durable. Any mineral can be tempered.


  However, this hammer also contains a large amount of insane dragon stone. The insane dragon stone’s suppression ability is amplified by the insane dragon bead. 


  Once this hammer is used to smelt minerals, the unique characteristics of the minerals are unconditionally deleted. Don’t use this hammer for minerals with unique characteristics.


  Conditions of Use: Advanced Blacksmithing Level 3.


  Weight: 600  


  [Insane Dragon Anvil]


  Rating: Unique


  Omitted.


  "Kuoh...!”


  Khan's hypothesis was correct. The excited Grid tried the hammer and anvil on the insane dragon iron and the result was excellent.  The insane dragon iron’s proliferation ability was completely suppressed. With this hammer and anvil, it would be possible to produce items for a long time with the insane dragon iron, which infinitely multiplied.


  “Good! Amazing!”


  Grid jumped with joy. On the other hand, Khan’s expression wasn’t good.


  "One insane dragon bead was used to make the hammer and anvil... In other words, only seven Insane Dragon Hammer and Anvil sets can be created.”


  “...Ah, right. There are only seven insane dragon beads. No, it is more like six.”


  Grid was going to use one of the insane dragon beads as part of his magic sword.


  'Is it possible that the miners dispatched to the dragon nest can find more insane dragon beads?’


  Anything would be fine! In any case, there was nothing that would be resolved quickly. Khan comforted the frustrated Grid.


  “Don’t worry about it now. Our workforce is limited in the first place.”


  That’s right. Only 26 blacksmiths, including Khan and Grid, could use the Insane Dragon Hammer and Anvil set. Putting aside Grid, who would be focusing on personal activities, and Rector, who would be sent to Reidan, only 24 would be using it.  Even if he made more hammers and anvils, the work hours of the 24 people were limited.


  “We will have the 24 people alternate using the six hammer and anvil sets to work around the clock.”


  “Cough... Advanced blacksmiths need to sleep at least four hours a day. If we work them more...


  “Huh?” 


  “No, nothing. I’ll leave this to you. Khan, please be careful of your health, as well as that person called Smith. Don’t look into that widower’s eyes.”


  “...”


  Now all the preparations are over. He secured a large number of insane dragon iron, which infinitely proliferated. There was also the hammer and anvil that could control the insane dragon iron’s ability to proliferate, as well as the blacksmiths who could make the Grid set. In the future, the Overgeared Kingdom would focus on the mass production of the Grid set, which was the kingdom’s strongest weapon.


  -Lauel, the preparations are over. Now the quests can be linked.


  -Kukukuk...! It’s finally time to unseal the quests? Kuock, what is this trembling? Is the black dragon sealed in my body trying to run amok?


  -...


  At this time, Grid couldn’t imagine. There was another use of the insane dragon iron. It was a very innovative use.


  *** 


  [A kingdom quest ‘For the Kingdom’ has been created.]


  [For the Kingdom (1)]


  Kingdom Quest.


  Eliminate monsters or unauthorized organizations that threaten the security of the kingdom. 


  Quest Clear Reward: Experience and gold.


  [For the Kingdom (2)]


  Kingdom Quest.


  Hunt monsters, dedicate a certain amount of resources or labor to the Overgeared Kingdom, or purchase more than a certain amount from the stores in the Overgeared Kingdom.


  Quest Clear Reward: Experience and gold.


  [For the Kingdom (3)]


  Kingdom Quest.


  Listen to the people of Reinhardt and help them live a more affluent life.


  Quest Clear Reward: Mass production Grid weapon.


  [The ‘For my Kingdom’ quest consists of 21 stages in total. There is no time limit and you can give up along the way.]


  [Grid’s mass production set items can be obtained from the quest rewards and those with a high ability can collect all the set items.]


  This was announced to all 100,000 players in the Overgeared Kingdom. But the quest difficulty was quite high. The level of the monsters to be hunted or the amount paid to the kingdom was quite high, so a player had to be at least level 180 to challenge it.


  It meant only 10,000 of the 100,000 players could challenge it. Even the 1~3rd stage quests were difficult. It was hard to guess how hard the later quests would be. But there was no backlash. This challenging quest gave a clear sense of purpose to the players in the Overgeared Kingdom.


  'I must become stronger so that I can challenge the quest!’


  The Overgearead Kingdom started to become active. It was the power of items.


  *** 


  (Column) Shin Youngwoo.


  Recently, the linked kingdom quest is a hot topic among users. The linked quest consists of 21 steps in total and grants a mass production Grid item every three quests.


  Grid set. The name seems somewhat cheap due to ‘mass production’ being attached to it, but no one disparages its value. When would an ordinary user get a chance to use items made by a legendary blacksmith? I can imagine how many people reading this article will want to migrate to the Overgeared Kingdom with the aim of obtaining the Grid set. In addition, pay attention to the contents of the linked quest announced by the kingdom.


  The contents of the linked quests are currently open to the 8th stage and they are all directly related to the development of the Overgeared Kingdom. I’m confident that these quests will lead to the rapid development of the kingdom. The Overgeared Kingdom will become rich. It will overwhelm the kingdoms where NPCs reign as king.


  Grid has created havoc with just the power of his items. Who would’ve imagined that he would use the power of a blacksmith in this way? At least, I didn’t expect it. Those reading this article should be the same. 


  Look back at the time when Grid first appeared in the world. You probably laughed at him and called him ‘overgeared’ in a derogatory manner. You didn’t know the true power of items.


  Grid, Shin Youngwoo. An ordinary youth of South Korea. No, a young man below average is now the center of the world. And he can be your future.


  Do you play virtual reality games? Then immerse yourself. Enjoy it like crazy.


  You can be the second Shin Youngwoo, the second Grid.




  Chapter 624


  'It feels like finishing my first homework.’


  Grid was proud after establishing the production system for the Grid set. What country could produce infinite items with unlimited resources? It was a feat that deserved praise for eternity. Of course, the production of the Grid set would be slow right now, but that story would change once more advanced blacksmiths, Insane Dragon Hammers, and Anvils were acquired in the future. It was possible for their military power to grow faster than the Saharan Empire.


  ‘...No, that isn’t possible yet.’


  The population and resources of the West Continent were biased towards the empire. The empire was likely to have much better minerals than the insane dragon iron.


  ‘They will have hundreds of advanced blacksmiths too. Most of the ranking blacksmith players belong to the empire.’


  There was no need for Grid to think about the empire’s power when he was an ordinary player.  But now things had changed.  The Saharan Empire was a potential enemy that could threaten the Overgeared Kingdom with just its existence. The king of the Overgeared Kingdom was obliged to keep an eye on the empire. The problem was that morale would be reduced when thinking about the empire.


  ‘Well... Right now, the empire isn’t interested in us. Let’s not worry about unnecessary things right now.’


  According to rumors circulating among the players, the empire still perceived the Overgeared Kingdom as weak. This was even after hearing rumors that the Overgeared King Grid had overwhelmed the representatives of the 15 kingdoms and made one of them a vassal.


  ‘Is it because there’s no need to worry about a struggle between minnows?’


  It was bad for his ego, but it was an opportunity. The Overgeared Kingdom would conserve its strength while the empire was ignoring it. The basic premise for building power was Grid’s growth.


  'I should go hunting once I make Belial’s magic sword.’


  Grid’s desire for strength was great. He was one of the best among players, but he still had a weak foundation to be called the ‘strongest.’ There were monsters and NPCs more powerful than himself. It was natural to want greater strength.


  'The Red Knights of the empire seem amazing.’


  In particular, the solo number knights. Based on the rumors, they could take Kraugel out with one finger.


  ‘Won’t I die in a blink of an eye?’


  Tremble!


  The Grid shivering with fear never imagined it. The Reidorn confined in his dungeon was actually one of the famous solo number knights.


  “Grid.”


  What type of magic sword should he make? Grid was thinking about it when an elf came to visit him. It was Sticks, who had recently been made principle of the Overgeared Academy in Reinhardt. A sage. A wise man was placed as the head of a school? Wasn’t this a serious waste of manpower? Sticks questioned it, but hadn’t objected to Grid’s appointment. Grid was his lifesaver and the key to releasing the curse on the Behen Archipelago. Sticks wanted to follow his will.


  “What’s going on?”


  Grid asked after not seeing Sticks for a long time. He was apathetic, but it wasn’t because he disliked Sticks. Sticks was an ideal elf beauty and it was burdensome to stand next to him.


  ‘I feel like a squid.’


  In any case, Sticks spoke without hiding his luminous beauty.


  “Great Demon Belial was destroyed, and I noticed something while watching you afterwards. The items you’re making are very limited.” 


  “...!!”


  Grid had a total of 2,080 production methods. Around 200 of them were methods he acquired by himself, while the remaining 1,880 production methods were all provided by the Overgeared members. In other words, it was very difficult for a player to learn 2,000 production methods alone. Yet Sticks said that Grid was lacking production methods.


  Grid also didn’t deny it. Why?


  ‘It’s true that I’m limited.’


  So what if he had 2,000 production methods? More than half of them were weapons and armor. The different ‘types’ of production methods that Grid possessed were very limited. For example, there was no way to make cloth clothing. He couldn’t make the robes that he needed in large quantities after becoming a king.


  'There’s only one method to create a crown.’


  The only way to know how to make the Holy Light Crown was to achieve a 100% understanding with it. Grid had earned the First King title and felt the necessity of a crown, but he didn’t have the ability to produce a worthy crown. Of course, it was a different story if he used the creation skill. However, this had a limited number of uses.


  'The reason Sticks is talking about production methods...’


  It looked like a quest!


  Duguen!


  A light of anticipation shone in Grid’s eyes.


  "That's right. As you said, the items I can make are very limited. It still isn’t comparable to Pagma. Can you help me with this?”


  "I’m called a sage because I have a vast amount of knowledge. There is now information that comes to mind when thinking about the culture, history, and legends of the fallen Eternal Kingdom.”


  “Information...!”


  As expected, the sage didn’t disappoint him. Grid was confident that the conversation with Sticks was a prelude to the quest. Indeed, a notification window popped up in front of him.


  [A new Pagma’s Descendant class quest has been created.]


  [Collection of New Production Methods (1)]


  Class Quest


  You are the successor to Pagma’s techniques, but not his true successor.  The techniques you have gained are learned from the book that Pagma left behind.


  You have the techniques to become a myth that goes beyond the legends, but you are still lacking in overall knowledge!


  In order to expand your foundation as a blacksmith, you need to learn various types of production methods!


  Follow the clues of the Sage Sticks and gain new types of production methods. 


  Quest Clear Reward: Level +2. Underwear production method. A following linked quest.


  “Oh...! Ohh!”


  It had been a while since he gained a new class quest after acquiring Braham’s soul!


  “The reward is two levels and learning how to make underwear? Huh?”


  The delight in Grid’s face disappeared like a lie. Then he shouted at the innocent Sticks.


  “Underwear production method? Is this a joke?"


  "Humans are interesting creatures. You can change emotions so suddenly, unlike our elves who are always calm...”


  “No, this is ridiculous! Why do I need to learn how to make underwear?”


  Of course, underwear was important. Some people avoided underwear for certain reasons, but most people wore underwear. The stability and cleanliness of underwear couldn’t be ignored.  But in Satisfy, the concept of underwear was slightly different from reality. It was merely a screen. It was a screen that kept players from unnecessarily exposing important parts. The name of the underwear that Grid was wearing was simply ‘Underwear.’ It was the grey underwear given to all male players in Satisfy and didn’t have any function.


  “Look!”


  The agitated Grid suddenly pulled down his pants. Then he pointed to his underwear that he had worn daily for nine Satisfy years.


  "Why should I make another?”


  Blacksmith. He was a legendary blacksmith and he had to make underwear? He was so outraged that he was speechless. After knowing that his reward for the class quest was the underwear production method, Grid’s emotions went beyond disappointment into rage. Then Sticks spoke.


  “Do you know that us elves also have occupations like blacksmiths and tailors?”


  "Of course, these occupations are necessary for any species. That’s how food and clothing is obtained.”


  “That’s right. The craftsmanship isn’t better than humans or dwarves, but there are also blacksmiths and tailors among the elves. And there was a famous underwear maker among the elven tailors. The underwear I am wearing now is made by the tailor. I have been wearing it for 613 years, and it’s very functional. It’s well ventilated and always keeps me in good condition.”


  “No, what nonsense...”


  There were too many parts to tackle. It started out with a quest for a blacksmith to learn how to make underwear, only to suddenly talk about elven tailors? He was wearing the same underwear for 613 years?


  'How nasty.’


  Grid wasn’t aware that him wearing the same underwear for nine years was also dirty. Sticks explained to him.


  "I want to tell you that underwear made with techniques have unusual functions. Grid, I think the underwear you make will boast excellent features.”


  “Huh?”


  Let’s think about it. In Satisfy, underwear was a basic item that should be worn below primary items. What if it had specific options?


  ‘A profit?’


  It was much better to have some defense than no functions. He got the concept of secondary defense. 


  "In addition, underwear is made of cloth. What does making underwear suggest? It means you can learn how to handle cloth. Grid, you still can’t make cloth pieces, right?”


  “Ah...! I see!”


  Let’s look back to when he made the Hooded Zip Up and Lantier’s Cloak. As a blacksmith, Grid couldn’t produce cloth items and eventually consumed his creation skill.


  ‘But once I learn how to make cloth armor, I won’t have to consume the creation skill when making cloak type items in the future!’


  Grid got over his anger at the class quest reward and laughed again.


  ‘I can also make underwear and give it as a private gift to Irene...’


  Irene looked even more beautiful at night. This was great. Grid imagined Irene looking more seductive than she did in the vampire pajamas and then he was reminded of Yura and Jishuka.


  ‘I always wondered about the exact sizes of those two...’


  Could he use functional underwear as an excuse to get their sizes?


  “Hehe.”


  The smile couldn’t leave Grid’s face. It wasn’t a greedy smile, but a pure smile. Sticks was somewhat surprised.


  ‘He can look this boyish?’


  A human with a clean soul. Looking on his attitude towards his peers and people, Sticks could tell that Grid was an upright person. He was different from ordinary humans. Sticks felt more liking towards Grid and gave him detailed quest information.


  "Go north. It’s the territory that Duke Steim rules. You will find clues about an underwear craftsman there.”


  “Okay. I will also get to see my father-in-law.”


  Grid nodded and left straight away. He would delay making the magic sword. In the course of completing his class quest, he would acquire new production methods and his knowledge about item production would become higher.


  “Huhuhut!”


  With the functional underwear, he had an opportunity to increase his items and know the sizes of the world’s greatest beauties! Grid was so excited that his laughter didn’t cease. The passing players were surprised.


  “Heok. That’s Grid, right?”


  “No way... There’s no way Grid would have his pants down on the road...”


  "...I didn’t see it.”


  It was fortunate that players not belonging to the Overgeared Guild weren’t familiar with Grid. If the players could see Grid now, it would spread all types of rumors on the Internet.




  Chapter 625


  TL: Changing Eat Jokbal in Bed to Eat Spicy Jokbal


  “It’s cold. This isn’t a place for decent people to live in.”


  “This is the reason why Winston’s NPCs told me to buy fur clothing.”


  "This is why the advice of NPCs should be listened to...”


  Frontier. It was the capital of Duke Steim’s territory, located at the northernmost tip of the Overgeared Kingdom. Snowstorms raged all year round and first time visitors were frustrated by the cold. Some of the low level players were freezing.


  "How could this cold place grow to be the best city in the north?”


  “I agree. It’s difficult to grow crops in the cold and the scope of people’s activities will be reduced.”


  In the days of the Eternal Kingdom, there had been a large number of monsters living in the northern part of the kingdom. But the intrepid Duke Steim fought the monsters and helped the north achieve a prosperous growth.  How could it grow so much when farming was difficult because of the cold?


  It was due to the large number of monster habitats still left. The northern people hunted monsters, ate the monster’s meat, exported the monster’s accessories, rode them, and accumulated wealth. The cold wasn’t a problem either. The northern people were strong in the cold and there was a saying that the ‘northern people don’t know the cold.’ Some people appreciated it because of their natural constitution, but the actual truth?  


  "The northern people don’t feel the cold thanks to this underwear. Don’t you want to buy this underwear?”


  Tremble tremble.


  As soon as a shivering group of players arrived at Frontier, NPCs rushed towards them. They were holding underwear in their hands. It was furry underwear. 


  "The underwear made from a yeti’s fur has the excellent effect of protecting your body from freezing and frostbite. This underwear is a must for the north. All the northern people are wearing this underwear.”


  ‘There are so many underwear merchants?’


  In every city, there were merchants who targeted tourists and travelers. But he had never seen a merchant trying to sell underwear to travelers.


  “Sigh, it’s okay. I won’t buy such useless things.”


  How warm would it be to wear underwear? Players with prejudices against underwear didn’t listen to the merchants. Some players checked the details of the underwear, but they were just disappointed.


  [Northern Underwear]


  Underwear made with a thick layer of yeti leather.


  It has the effect of protecting the body from the freezing cold, but it is too thick to feel comfortable.


  * Cold resistance +5%.


  * Agility -5%.


  All lower body skills will decrease by 10%.


  It was an item with too many penalties just for raising cold resistance by 5%.


  ‘It’s amazing that underwear has options.’


  ‘The 5% drop in agility is huge.’


  ‘There aren’t many monsters in the area, but being a little cold is better than being weakened.’


  A magician with low agility wouldn’t care, but a 5% drop in agility was fatal to most classes. The disappointed players refused the merchants and left.


  "Give me those underwear.”


  One man suddenly appeared and checked the details of the underwear the merchants were selling. It was a man who didn’t feel the cold at all, as his body wasn’t shaking, despite not wearing fur clothes. His face couldn’t be confirmed because he was wearing a hat with a wide brim.


  "The options are all the same despite the underwear type. Isn’t there any better underwear?”


  "There is better underwear, but it’s only sold to nobles.”


  "Why?"


  The man who showed interest in the underwear was Grid. He hid his identity because he didn’t want to attract attention from other players.


  "There’s only one tailor who can make better underwear in Frontier. The underwear he made was too expensive to sell to the general public due to a lack of quantity.”


  ‘The underwear maker is a tailor.’


  Grid predicted that not just anyone could make underwear. If all tailors knew how to make underwear, it would be commercialized and the current players would be wearing individualistic underwear.


  ‘Maybe it’s because of the weather here that Frontier’s tailors learned how to make underwear.’


  The northern people had to find a way to withstand the cold. One of those methods would’ve been the production of warm underwear.


  "The underwear craftsman... No, where can I meet the tailor?”


  "Nobody knows. He suddenly disappeared one day.”


  "The tailor disappeared? Why?”


  "Who knows? He vanished without a trace.”


  “Cough...”


  Indeed, this class quest wasn’t easy. 


  ‘I need to gather clues.’


  He needed to find out where the underwear craftsman had disappeared to and find him in order to learn how to make underwear. Grid burned with motivation and started to walk around Frontier. He asked the NPC residents about the underwear craftsman and eventually attracted people’s attention.


  ***


  "Recently, there is a suspicious man inquiring about Sir Fatima.”


  Advanced tailor Fatima. Many nobles were confused when the treasure of Frontier disappeared. They were worried that they wouldn’t be able to wear underwear made by Fatima again. Thus, the nobles searched for Fatima’s whereabouts. But none of them could find Fatima.


  It was natural they couldn’t find him. Fatima had been kidnapped and imprisoned by a noble of Frontier, Earl Bruno. Who could possibly imagine that Earl Bruno kidnapped Fatima?


  "Sir Fatima, aren’t you happy that so many people are looking for you?”


  “Why... Why are you doing this?"


  Underneath Earl Bruno’s residence. The chained up Fatima was terrified. He was uneasy because he was abducted by a nobleman for an unknown reason. Earl Bruno laughed as he sat in a chair, crossed his legs and cleaned his fingernails.


  "What do I want? Of course it’s your underwear.”


  "H-Haven’t I sold underwear to you many times?”


  "I want to know how to make the underwear. If you teach me how to make your luxury underwear, I promise to spare your life.”


  Earl Bruno was paying attention to the underwear business. Frontier’s nobles and residents only perceived underwear as ‘something to make the body warm.’ However, Earl Bruno thought that the possibilities of underwear were endless. He thought that if he made various functional underwear and sold it to the royalty and nobles of each kingdom, he would be able to collect a lot of money.


  "Does Duke Steim know...?”


  Was Duke Steim behind Earl Bruno? Fatima thought the worst while Earl Bruno replied cynically.


  “I don’t intend to share this good business information with a traitor.”


  "Traitor..?”


  Earl Bruno was Duke Steim’s right arm man. The first thing Duke Steim did as soon as King Grid appointed him a duke was to make Bruno his earl. Duke Steim completely trusted Earl Bruno. Yet Earl Bruno called Duke Steim a turncoat. Killing intent filled Earl Bruno’s eyes.


  “Isn’t he a traitor for giving up his loyalty to the royal family and helping his son-in-law’s rebellion?”


  Fatima’s face paled.


  “You are... Part of the Anti Grid Alliance?”


  Anti Grid Alliance. They consisted of the nobles of Eternal. They couldn’t accept Grid as a king and wanted to bring him down from the throne. On the day of the Overgeared Kingdom’s founding ceremony, it was known that the alliance was defeated by Duke Steim and Duke Chris. But some remnants still remained, and surprisingly, Earl Bruno was one of them.


  “At present, more than 10% of the nobles of the Overgeared Kingdom belong to the Anti Grid Alliance. Of course, they are seemingly loyal to Grid, but it’s just an act.”


  Earl Bruno needed a lot of money. The money would be used to hire soldiers and prepare weapons!


  "The Anti Grid alliance will first eliminate Duke Steim, swallow the north, and then confront Grid. But a lot of money is required to do that. Therefore, I need your underwear making method. Now, Sir Fatima. Aren’t you also a person of Eternal? You should cooperate with us.”


  ‘He’s crazy.’


  The kingdom was stabilizing after the end of the war, and now he wanted to start another war? In the end, only the people would suffer. Boys would be forcibly conscripted into the war and many people would lose their lives and family. Fatima was furious.


  “How funny. Earl Bruno, you’re just masking your ambitions behind loyalty. You don’t care about the comfort of your people at all.”


  “What would a mere tailor know?” Earl Bruno’s face turned red and he started to wield his whip. "If you don’t want to die, tell me how to make your underwear!”


  "Ugh!"


  Fatima was wounded and felt afraid. It was enough to make him shed tears. But he didn’t give in. His pride as a tailor wasn’t cheap. But how long could he endure? Earl Bruno’s violence and intimidation continued over the next few days and Fatima’s will gradually weakened.


  Earl Bruno was convinced.


  “It’s meaningless to resist. No one in the world will save you. In the end, you will succumb to me.”


  “Ugh... Ugh!"


  Earl Bruno’s whipping became more severe and Fatima’s willpower was like a flame in front of the wind.


  *** 


  "He was last sighted near Earl Bruno’s mansion.”


  The last four days. Grid walked through Frontier and gathered information from the residents.  As a result, he learned that the underwear maker’s name was Fatima and the last place he was sighted.


  “Earl Bruno... He’s my father-in-law’s aide?” 


  Grid hadn’t spent a single penny while staying at Frontier. Every time he was hungry or tired, he went to Duke Steim’s castle.


  “That’s right, Your Highness.”


  There was no time to visit the castle today so lunch was prepared for him. In response to Grid’s request, Duke Steim personally delivered the packed lunch and responded politely.


  "Earl Bruno is my most trusted person. He’s old-fashioned, but has a strong sense of loyalty. Your Majesty, please enjoy the yeti dish. It’s good for your energy.” 


  "Well well, gulp. Hrmm, I should go visit Earl Bruno. Maybe he has seen Fatima.”


  "Have some tea. Your Highness, why are you looking for Fatima?”


  “It’s to learn how to make underwear.”


  “...?”


  Did he hear wrong? Duke Steim doubted his ears. Grid, who became the king of a nation, was trying to learn how to make underwear?


  “N-No, Your Majesty. Why do you have to learn how to make underwear?”


  "...It’s my job.”


  "...???"


  "In any case, I ate well, Father-in-law.”


  Grid recovered his stamina to the maximum and gave the empty lunch box to Duke Steim. Then he laughed and wore his hat again.


  'I’m looking forward to meeting my father-in-law’s right arm man.’




  Chapter 626


  XX city, XX district.


  It was originally a very quiet neighborhood located on the outskirts of Seoul. It was the level of a village with simple facilities and farming fields. However, the atmosphere of the neighborhood changed drastically since Overgeared King Grid built the 10 billion won Youngwoo Building.


  If people went there, they could see Grid! People filled with anticipation started gathering in XX District and the people of XX District started trading with them. Seven months after the Youngwoo Building was constructed, XX District was able to grow into the busiest area in XX City.


  Some citizens felt so grateful they argued that the name of XX should be changed to the Youngwoo District.


  ***


  The Youngwoo Building had a low number of floors, but a luxurious appearance. Only expensive materials were used and a world famous architect designed the building. It cost 10 billion won for a reason.


  In front of Youngwoo’s Building.


  “This is Grid’s building.”


  "I want to see Grid’s roof penthouse.”


  “Let’s look around. Do you intend to just go back after coming all the way here?”


  Chinese tourists were gathered. They were the main culprits who spat and left cigarette butts all over XX District. The merchants around the Youngwoo Building looked at them with uneasy eyes.


  "They want to go into Youngwoo-ssi’s building...”


  “It’s possible. Not all Chinese people are like this, but the majority of Chinese tourists are famous for not having common sense. They don’t care about signposts forbidding entrance.”


  “Maybe... They want to interfere with Youngwoo-ssi’s game?”


  For the residents of XX District, Shin Youngwoo was their hero and benefactor. Thanks to Youngwoo, the local commercial district developed and they were able to accumulate wealth. Of course they loved him. The merchants wanted to help Youngwoo and approached the Chinese tourists.


  "Tourists, this building is mainly used as an officetel, except for the cafes and restaurants on the first floor.”


  "Tourists shouldn’t be blocking the elevator entrance for the residents.”


  "What are these Koreans saying?”


  "We can’t enter the building?”


  "What’s with these guys?”


  The eyes of the Chinese tourists turned nasty. They stared angrily at the residents trying to protect Youngwoo’s privacy.


  "What right do you have to interfere with us?”


  “Koreans really don’t understand! They’re just small village people!”


  “Uhh...”


  The merchants shrank back as the atmosphere started to turn ugly. There were many Chinese tourists and the impression they gave off was terrible. In the first place, it wasn’t good to get tangled up with people who had no common sense. At that moment.


  “What’s happening?”


  A beautiful girl in a school uniform appeared. She had milky white skin, a small face, and slender limbs in the ratio of a model. Her identity was Youngwoo’s younger sister, Sehee.


  "Ruby...!"


  “Saintess Ruby!”


  "She’s no different from her appearance in the game!”


  "It’s the color of South Korea!”


  The Chinese tourists became excited. They rushed towards Sehee.


  “Signature!”


  “Can I have a photo?”


  "Shake hands...! No, let's hug!!”


  It was complete chaos. Almost 50 Chinese tourists surrounded the small and fragile girl.


  “S-Sehee...!”


  The merchants paled. They tried to protect the frightened Sehee, but they were pushed aside by the Chinese tourists.


  "Kyaaak!”


  The moment that Sehee screamed as she was forcibly embraced by a Chinese man.


  Kkiiik.


  “...?!”


  There was a large luxury car that could be seen in movies. A limousine more than 10 meters long appeared beside the Chinese tourists. The Chinese tourists were surprised and focused on the limousine.


  "I’m quickly becoming mad.” (TL: This is Chinese written in Korean. I guessed the meaning based on googling, but might not be completely accurate.)


  A man emerged from the limousine and glared at the Chinese tourists with cold eyes. It was fearsome killing intent. His sharp look seemed to piece the hearts of the Chinese tourists like a dagger.


  “H-Hao...!”


  The Chinese tourists confirmed the identity of the man and were astonished. The miracle of the continent, Hao. Why was the best Chinese ranker in South Korea? The Chinese tourists wondered if this was a dream as Hao moved to protect Sehee. 


  "Making a fuss when visiting a foreign land... Don’t you know that your unreasonable behavior affects all of us? Get out of here before I call the embassy to get rid of you.”


  “Ugh...”


  Hao was someone who couldn’t be ignored in China. There was a rumor that even the president was Hao’s fan. Hao’s influence was enough to reach the embassy. The Chinese tourists started to run away. In addition, today’s event would be published as an article in China. It claimed that the Chinese should no longer disgrace their country when visiting other countries, which led to the disappearance of the noisy Chinese tourists in front of Youngwoo’s building.


  “Are you okay? Miss Ruby?”


  Hao asked in awkward Korean. Sehee nodded. Her big eyes made her look like a small and cute squirrel.


  “Thanks to you.”


  “It’s very fortunate.”


  Hao looked at Sehee with a gentle expression. He might’ve met many beautiful women in China, but it was a rare experience to see a woman as beautiful as Sehee. It was inevitable that he would like her. Sehee thought he was gentle like her brother and felt comfortable with him.


  “By the way, why are you in South Korea?”


  "It’s because I want to talk to Grid about Kraugel.”


  “Kraugel...”


  The sky above the sky who her brother had a fierce struggle with twice. Sehee recalled his desperate desire to treat his mother’s illness and flushed. Like most women, Sehee was instinctively attracted to a charming man like Kraugel.


  Hao asked, “Is Grid home right now?”


  "Yes. Did you have an appointment?”


  “Of course. But I arrived 1 hour and 15 minutes earlier than scheduled.”


  “Oh my... Then you’ll have to wait until the promised time. My older brother is living on a strict schedule. He won’t log out of the game until the promised time, even if a knife is held to his neck. Well, there’s a lot to do since he became a king.”


  “Yes...”


  He visited on his own, but wasn’t he still the best ranker of China? Sehee laughed at the embarrassed Hao.


  "When the mayor visited, he had to wait for three hours.”


  "...Is the coffee at this cafe delicious?”


  "I'm still a student and I don’t drink coffee, so I don’t know. But the sweet potato latte is delicious.”


  “I see... I will wait while drinking the sweet potato latte.”


  Indeed, Grid was now one of the busiest people in the world. Hao understood and decided to sacrifice some of his precious time today.


  *** 


  Earl Bruno’s mansion. It was the second largest building in Frontier. Grid confirmed the size of the mansion and realized Earl Bruno’s position in Frontier.


  ‘My father-in-law’s right hand man lives in such a stately place.’


  Indeed, he was a great person, since he was favored by Duke Steim.


  Grid greatly anticipated his encounter with Earl Bruno, one of the nobles who supported the Overgeared Kingdom. Earl Bruno was in charge of Frontier’s affairs and probably knew where Fatima were.


  “Who?”


  Guards stopped him as Grid approached the entrance of mansion. Unlike ordinary people, Grid wandered around without fur clothing, making him look odd.


  ‘What? Doesn’t he feel the cold?’


  'It might be a humanoid monster.’


  The guards were alert! Grid confirmed the state of the spears they were pointing and felt proud.


  ‘The soldiers of the north are superior to soldiers of other kingdoms.’


  There truly were many monster habitats in the area. It was clear that Duke Steim concentrated on training and arming his soldiers, making them a solid force of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  “Who are you?”


  Grid wasn’t cold and his face was covered by a wide brimmed hat. Rather than being afraid of the guards, he watched them closely. Now he smiled in the darkness, causing the guards to feel fear.


  ‘Whoops.’


  Grid realized that the guards were terrified and took off his hat. His black hair was revealed and shone in the moonlight. 


  “...King Grid?”


  The guards lost their souls. It was surprising and absurd that the king who was their master’s target would appear here.


  "Open the gate.”


  “Heok...! Y-Yes!”


  The king exercised unconditional influence in his own territory. Overgeared King Grid used his absolute power and the guards opened the gate to the mansion.


  *** 


  The torture room underneath Earl Bruno’s residence.


  "Ugh... S-Stop... Please stop...”


  Had it already been a few days?  After a few days and nights of torture, Fatima’s mental strength reached its limit. Fatima couldn’t withstand the pain anymore. He wanted to put an end to this suffering. Earl Bruno smiled after recognizing that Fatima was waving the white flag.


  “Have you finally decided to hand over your underwear making method?”


  "I will hand it over. But...”


  "But what?"


  "Outstanding skills are required in order to make functional underwear. Not just anyone can acquire the production method.”


  “There are good tailors all over the continent. Sir Fatima, don’t think that you are special.”


  "Kuoh...”


  Fatima was Frontier’s best tailor. He was proud, since he couldn’t find a better tailor than himself in the Overgeared Kingdom. Fatima’s pride as a tailor was enormous. Yet Earl Bruno damaged Fatima’s pride. This was an incalculable wound that was incomparable to the physical suffering felt when being whipped.


  "Hoh, what is with that rebellious look? You still haven’t had enough?”


  Earl Bruno once again raised the whip.


  “E-Earl Bruno!”


  At that time, the basement door opened without permission and the butler ran in. He looked like he had seen a ghost and Earl Bruno frowned.


  “What’s the fuss? Don’t tell me that Grid came to my house?”


  "T-That's right!”


  “Eh? Haha, what a funny joke.”


  “R-Really! King Grid has arrived!”


  "What?”


  Earl Bruno got goosebumps.


  'Grid...! He acquired information that I’m the head of the Anti Grid Alliance and came to take care of me!’


  Grid’s intelligence network was beyond imagination. No matter how Earl Bruno hated Grid, he had to acknowledge Grid.


  ‘He’s a king for a reason. A great figure that far exceeds my imagination.’


  Kwaduduk!


  Earl Bruno didn’t think his tail would be caught so quickly by Grid. He left the basement with a sour expression.


  "Gather the entire army. If I have to die, I will die with Grid.”


  On the other hand, Fatima was left alone and felt infinite affection and respect for Grid whom he had never met.


  “I didn’t think the king would come to rescue me... If I survive today, I will be loyal to him for the rest of my life.”




  Chapter 627


  'This is the king right now.’


  Earl Bruno stopped as he entered the living room. The center of the living room. He stiffened as he found Grid leaning against the railings.


  ‘Indeed, there’s no sense of dignity.’


  Eark Bruno’s ideal king wasn’t a capable person. It was a person who was always dignified, even if he was incompetent. He believed that was a true king.


  ‘No matter how capable, how can I look up to a man who looks like a peasant?’


  Earl Bruno was certain that the commoner Grid would show his humble birth forever.


  ‘A king should be born from a noble lineage...’


  “Are you Earl Bruno?”


  Grid’s question interrupted Earl Bruno’s thoughts. Grid kept leaning against the stairs and Earl Bruno’s heart thumped.


  ‘This look in his eyes...’


  Did he send a fierce gaze because he guessed Earl Bruno was the head of the Anti Grid Alliance? Earl Bruno couldn’t tell. Grid was a terrible human. A chill went down Earl Bruno’s spine.


  ‘The intelligence that allowed him to plan to conquer the throne before the golem invasion of Reinhardt a few years ago, the power to stand alone against 100,000 troops, his public speaking ability, the boldness that doesn’t shrink back in front of the 15 representatives...’


  In fact, many nicknames weren’t needed. A few words were sufficient to describe Grid. A hero who destroyed a great demon. Yes, Grid was far beyond the human category of a legend. Earl Bruno acknowledge Grid’s capabilities. But as mentioned earlier, the virtue for a king that Earl Bruno valued was elegance, not power. It was because the king was a symbolic being. He needed to rule the kingdom and the people in it.


  ‘Grid shouldn’t be a king. His role should be a minister, not a king.’


  As a noble, Earl Bruno would never be able to serve such a king! Bruno clenched his fists before speaking politely to Grid. Why was he polite? It was because he didn’t want to drop his standards. He didn’t have to behave like a commoner and have his own dignity fall.


  "I’m ashamed to receive Your Majesty in such a shabby mansion.”


  “How is it shabby? This place is comparable to a palace.”


  'He’s comparing it to a palace...?’


  Earl Bruno got goosebumps. Grid was smiling and talking. He was showing favorability on the surface, but sharp thorns was hidden underneath.


  ‘...Amazing. Grid really does know everything. He already received information that my mansion holds thousands of troops. He compared my residence to a palace because there’s no situation where thousands of soldiers would be gathered in a common residence.’


  Grid really did know that Earl Bruno was head of the Anti Grid Alliance.


  ‘How did he find out my identity, when even Duke Steim didn’t know despite me being beside him?’


  Wasn’t this intelligence network beyond the emperor of the empire? What should he do?


  “Kukuk...”


  Laughter emerged. Earl Bruno laughed and asked Grid.


  “Can I ask how you knew?”


  It was a question that asked if his identity was noticed because he made a mistake. But Grid thought about it differently.


  'Indeed, Earl Bruno knows Fatima’s actions. He wondered how I knew.’


  Grid explained.


  "I received information that Fatima was last witnessed near your mansion.”


  “...!!”


  Earl Bruno’s eyes widened. He was so surprised that he couldn’t speak.


  ‘He realized that I kidnapped Fatima in order to raise money for the rebellion and this one clue allowed him to know that I’m the head of the alliance?’


  Ah, Grid really was clever.


  ‘You... If you were born into royalty, I would’ve been an ardent follower who admires your actions.’


  Regret swept over him like a tsunami. He couldn’t get rid of his knowledge and hatred of Grid’s common birth.


  “...”


  Earl Bruno couldn’t say anything and Grid asked.


  “So where is Fatima?”


  Earl Bruno was once again surprised by the contents of the question.


  ‘He’s worried about Fatima...? A king is caring for one tailor? Kukuk, this is crazy. The more I know, the more of an ideal person he becomes. Grid’s people would surely be happy.’


  Earl Bruno realized. The future of the Overgeared Kingdom led by Grid would be more unique and brilliant than Eternal. But it wasn’t a happy future for the nobles of Eternal. A commoner king making a better kingdom than a traditional king. This overturned all of Earl Bruno’s beliefs about the royal family. Earl Bruno gritted his teeth at the unclear future and replied. 


  "Sir Fatima is underground.”


  “Underground... Is there an underwear workshop there?”


  "Huhut, I will tell you exactly what I had planned.”


  “Really? Then I’m sorry.”


  Grid thought that he was interrupting Fatima, who was commissioned by Earl Bruno to make underwear.


  “But don’t think it is too unfair. It won’t take a long time. I will finish everything quickly.”


  Grid was a legendary blacksmith. He believed that with his high dexterity state, he would quickly acquire the underwear production method no matter how difficult. Earl Bruno frowned.


  "You can finish it in an instant?”


  The 3,000 soldiers, 20 knights outside the mansion and himself, who fought for years by Duke Steim’s side,  were going to be killed in an instant by a single man?


  ‘Your pride is bad. But you aren’t arrogant.’


  Grid had confronted 100,000 troops and destroyed a great demon. Earl Bruno and his soldiers wouldn’t be able to stop him. It was common sense. But.


  ‘There are always variables in battle.’


  When the battle actually started, he might be able to kill Grid. That was life.


  Clink.


  Earl Bruno touched the sheath at his waist.


  Step.


  Grid came down the stairs. At this moment, the majesty that Grid emitted overwhelmed Earl Bruno. But Earl Bruno didn’t give in.


  “I have the blood of a noble family that has existed for hundreds of years. Only an authentic king can make me bow...!”


  Right as Earl Bruno was about to pull out his sword!


  ‘Ah, that’s right. In order to quickly get Fatima’s liking, I should raise my charm and dignity stat as high as possible.’


  Grid suddenly had a thought and equipped himself with the Holy Light Crown and Great Lord’s Sword.


  "Heok!"


  Earl Bruno was shocked and his hand fell off his sword. Grid’s dignity stat rapidly rose.


  ‘W-What is this?’


  Bruno was a special NPC. He was a noble NPC who only recognized a person as royalty when they had at least 2,000 points in the dignity stat. He hadn’t been affected by Grid’s high dignity stat. But now he became shocked once Grid’s stat skyrocketed due to the Holy Light Crown and the Great Lord’s Sword.


  ‘A dignified king...! He wasn’t born, but created...!’


  Flop!


  Earl Bruno fell to his knees. He became blank because he recognized Grid’s dignity. Earl Bruno could no longer deny Grid and lost his qualification to be head of the Anti Grid Alliance.


  "Dare... I don’t dare defile Your Majesty’s hands.”


  “Huh?”


  Grid noticed one step late that Earl Bruno drew his sword and fell to his knees.


  Then Earl Bruno spoke words that didn’t make sense.


  "My knights and soldiers never once hated Your Majesty. Those who have to absolutely obey orders simply followed my irrational commands. I know that it’s shameless to beg you, but I believe you will show leniency. I will hand over a list of the Anti Grid Alliance members. Please spare my knights and soldiers. Take care of them.”


  "???"


  What nonsense was he suddenly talking? Question marks constantly appeared over Grid’s head, but Earl Bruno felt relieved.


  “Your silence is a tacit agreement. Your Majesty! May you live long!”


  "No, what do you keep...”


  Before Grid could ask the question...


  Puok!


  Earl Bruno stabbed himself in the heart. At the same time.


  [You have found and killed Earl Bruno, head of the Anti Grid Alliance!]


  [You have obtained a list of Anti Grid Alliance members.]


  [The Old-fashioned Noble’s Ring has been acquired.]


  [The Old-fashioned Noble’s Whip has been acquired.] 


  [1,390 of 3,017 soldiers have decided to follow you after Earl Bruno’s death.]


  [28 of 30 knights have decided to follow you after Earl Bruno’s death. They truly admire your amazing work for defeated Earl Bruno without getting blood on your hands.]


  [Duke Steim has come running after hearing the news!]


  “Your Majestyyyy!”


  “...”


  "I'm ashamed! I never imagined an enemy would be hiding among my subordinates! This is the result of my own vanity!”


  “...”


  Grid felt intense fatigue. It was an incomprehensible situation that his cognitive ability couldn’t follow, causing him mental fatigue.


  “First... First start with Fatima...”


  Grid thought about cooling his head while learning how to make underwear. 


  *** 


  “What do you think about this?”


  S.A. Group’s headquarters. Grid just accidentally got a chance to suppress the Anti Grid Alliance. As Lim Cheolho laughed while monitoring Grid, Yoon Nahee interpreted it.


  "The variable is Grid raising his affinity with Sage Sticks to the maximum. Originally, if Grid visited Frontier after his blacksmithing skill reached a certain level, he would’ve ‘accidentally’ received the Fatima quest. Due to Sticks, it overlapped with the Overgeared Kingdom’s founding episode.” 


  “Right. If Grid hadn’t been able to maximize his affinity with Sticks, he wouldn’t have visited Frontier at this time. In addition, if Grid hadn’t become king, the Anti Grid Alliance wouldn’t have happened.” 


  “That’s correct. It’s a coincidence that the Fatima quest, the Anti Grid Alliance, and Earl Bruno all overlapped... It wouldn’t have happened without one of Grid’s actions.”


  "Then it isn’t a coincidence.”


  “...?”


  "Thanks to the influence Grid built with Piaro, he became friends with Kraugel. He became friends with Kraugel and learned about the Behen Archipelago, where he met Sticks. It isn’t a coincidence that all of Grid’s actions are inevitably tied together.”


  The peak of causality. This was how Lim Cheolho defined Grid. It was natural that the supercomputer Morpheus couldn’t predict him.


  ‘I want to keep a close eye on your progress.’


  Grid, Kraugel, and Agnus. The three of them were exceptionally interesting among the five miracle players. The monitors holding their appearance kept circulating around Lim Cheolho. In particular, the supercomputer Morpheus paid attention to Agnus.




  Chapter 628


  “Your Majestyyy!! I never imagined that Your Majesty would save me personally! Someone who takes care of the wellbeing of every person. You are the epitome of a king!”


  “Y-Yes...”  


  "This Fatima will pay back Your Majesty’s grace from generation to generation! I would take off my underwear and walk the streets naked for you!”


  “Ah... Um...” 


  Grid scratched his cheeks with embarrassment when he met Fatima. It was purely a coincidence that Grid saved Fatima.


  ‘I didn’t know that Fatima had been confined in the mansion by Earl Bruno.’


  Earl Bruno. He hadn’t expected Duke Steim’s aide to be the head of the rebel group...


  Grid glanced over at Duke Steim who was still bowing his head as a sinner. Grid sighed and encouraged him.


  "Father-in-law, aren’t you the one in the one in the most pain right now? I’m fine. Please calm down and stabilize your land.”


  “...I understand. In the future, I will be more thorough so that this terrible situation doesn’t occur again.”


  Duke Steim pledged and left with his soldiers. Earl Bruno was head of the Anti Grid Alliance and Grid came to Frontier and punished him. If such rumors spread, Frontier would become a crucible of chaos. Duke Steim had an obligation to restore the anxious public sentiment.


  “Fatima.”


  "Yes, Your Majesty.”


  Fatima respectfully replied despite his wounded body. It was a sign that one-sided violence had been dealt by the strong against the weak.


  ‘It’s the same everywhere.’


  Grid was reminded of the heavy past and pulled out a potion. He hesitated before handing it to Fatima.


  "This is precious medicine. Drink this first. Then I hope you will show me the method to making underwear.”


  "Y-Your Majesty is giving me a potion...!”


  In fact, Grid had given Fatima a cheap low-grade potion. It was for level 50 novice users or lower. But it was a precious potion to Fatima.


  "I-I will keep this as an heirloom!”


  “...”


  Fatima shouted while hugging the potion. He didn’t seem like he was going to drink the potion. Grid trembled.


  ‘That bastard is trying to take my potion bottle...’


  But what could he do? He moved immediately. Grid took out another potion with trembling hands and urged Fatima.


  “It doesn’t qualify as a heirloom so drink it. Then let me know your underwear making method.”


  "Follow His Majesty’s words!”


  "Tailor Fatima, what are you doing not following the command?”


  The knights were furious. The 28 knights left from Earl Bruno. They stared at Fatima, who didn’t immediately follow Grid’s orders. The scared Fatima hurriedly drank the potion. Grid looked at the knights with a warm smile.


  ‘They are strong.’


  He already looked at their strength using the Great Lord’s Sword. The 28 knights, freed thanks to Earl Bruno, had reached level 250. The level of the skills they acquired were far behind the eight knights trained by Piaro and Asmophel.


  ‘It isn’t a problem since those eight knights are exceptional.’


  Grid planned to direct the eight knights to lead these 28 knights. It would be easier on Grid and Grid wanted the young talents to develop the capabilities of a leader. This was an investment for the future of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  *** 


  ‘This is the tailor’s workshop.’


  Grid moved to Fatima’s residence and looked around the studio with interest. The tailor’s studio was completely different from the smithy. It was calm, without the noisy sound of hammering, and there was no heat. The smell of leather, instead of iron, filled the air. It was a tranquil and relaxing place. The most important factor when working with cloth and leather was concentration.


  ‘Well, I’m not lacking concentration.’


  It wasn’t unusual for a smithy to be busy and chaotic. Working there required high concentration, so Grid would naturally have high concentration as a legendary blacksmith. Who was Grid? Other people got a production button while he had to make every individual item by hand. Therefore, he was... A god. A god of labor. His concentration wasn’t lacking compared to others.  


  ‘Now, come.’


  Frontier’s tailors learned how to make underwear due to environmental factors. The learning difficulty would be high. However, Grid had around 3,500 dexterity and infinite tenacity. No matter the difficulty of the underwear, it was likely he would master it quickly. Fatima was worried as he watched Grid.


  ‘It’s clear that the king has a high pride as a legendary blacksmith. He probably thinks of underwear making as easy.’


  In reality, there were no techniques that was easy. Tailoring was as difficult as blacksmithing and it wasn’t a skill easily learned. Among them, the underwear making method required high dexterity and intermediate level tailoring skills.


  ‘I don’t want His Majesty to be disappointed if he can’t learn how to make underwear.’


  Fatima was pained at the thought of his king suffering a broken heart. Grid urged him while he was making a sad expression.


  “Why aren’t you teaching me your underwear making method?”


  "...Please prepare your heart.”


  Fatima could no longer delay it. He hoped that Grid wouldn’t be frustrated as he handed over the underwear making method that he invented.


  [Fatima has handed over the Intermediate Underwear Production Method!]


  [Since you have made thousands of battle gear, the difficulty of the Intermediate Underwear Production Method isn’t high. You have understood it easily.]


  [2,000 dexterity is required to acquire the Intermediate Underwear Production Method. Your current dexterity is 3,487.]


  [The Intermediate Underwear Production Method has been acquired.]


  [The Collection of New Production Methods (1) quest has been completed!]


  [Your have gained two levels from the quest reward.]


  [Due to the effect of the ‘Legendary Great Magician’ second class and the ‘First King’ title, a total of 28 stat points are obtained!]


  [12 points have been forcibly invested into intelligence due to the influence of the second class, Legendary Great Magician.]


  [Collection of New Production Methods (1) will be linked to the Collection of New Production Methods (2) quest!]


  [Collection of New Production Methods (2)]


  Class Quest


  You finally learned how to create underwear. Then you realized that you need high tailoring skills to make underwear. You need to acquire tailoring skills in order to use the Underwear Production Method.


  Quest Clear Reward: Level +2. The Tailoring skill will be acquired. A following linked quest.


  [You have fully understood the Intermediate Underwear Production Method and naturally acquired the Intermediate Tailoring Technique Lv. 8!]


  [The Collection of New Production Methods (2) quest has been completed!]


  [Your have gained two levels from the quest reward.]


  [Due to the effect of the ‘Legendary Great Magician’ second class and the ‘First King’ title, a total of 28 stat points are obtained!]


  [12 points have been forcibly invested into intelligence due to the influence of the second class, Legendary Great Magician.]


  [Collection of New Production Methods (2) will be linked to the Tailoring Technique Training quest!]


  [Tailoring Technique Training]


  Class Quest


  The possibilities for your development have become greater after learning the Tailoring Technique. 


  If you get to the point where you can combine blacksmithing and tailoring, your foundation as a blacksmith will expand exponentially.


  But it is still difficult to utilize the tailoring technique.


  The gap between the intermediate tailoring skill and legendary blacksmith skill is too large.


  The intermediate tailoring technique is likely to degrade the quality of the legendary blacksmith’s work.


  Raise the level of your tailoring skill to the point where it can be combined with blacksmithing.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Master the Advanced Tailoring Technique.


  Quest Clear Reward: Level +6. The opening of craftsman level Tailoring Technique.


  “Ah, XX.”


  He had accidentally subjugated the head of the rebels and easily obtained the underwear making method, only to automatically clear the next quest. This luck was too good. 


  ‘Does it make sense to ask a blacksmith to master the tailoring skill? Are they crazy?’


  How many cloth clothing would he have to produce to master the tailoring skill? It couldn’t be measured. That’s right. This class quest was forcing Grid past the level of labor. It was natural for Grid to curse.


  ‘When will this class quest end?’


  “%$(#!!”


  Grid spat out curses. Fatima looked like a carp beside him. The other tailors of Frontier couldn’t learn how to make underwear no matter how hard they tried, yet the blacksmith Grid did it in the blink of an eye.


  ‘This is the skill of a true legend...! It’s no different from a god!’


  It was the moment another Grid believer was born. 


  *** 


  "Hao, I am so glad to meet you.”


  "If you don’t mind, can you give me a signature?”


  The Youngwoo Building 1F cafe. The lively cafe employees showed a passionate response to Hao. This was the position of a Satisfy high ranker. People with outstanding achievements in Satisfy were popular in reality, regardless of their personality. Even the bald Vantner was surrounded by fans when he went to the city center. Ah, in Vantner’s case, the proportion of male fans was overwhelmingly high.


  “I will order a sweet potato latte.”


  Hao didn’t care about managing his image. He didn’t give a business smile even when he met enthusiastic fans. He just acted according to his personality and that coolness caused an increase in female fans. The employees were amazed when they received Hao’s order in sloppy Korean.


  “Oh my, how strange.”


  “Isn’t this the same drink that Grid orders every morning?”


  "Do the rankers like sweet potato lattes?”


  “...!!”


  Hao’s ears pricked up at the words. His pupils became bigger. He asked the employees.


  "Grid has a sweet potato latte every day?”


  "Yes, he likes it a lot. He drinks sweet potato lattes on sunny days and cloudy days.”


  "I have never see Grid drink coffee. Does he dislike it?”


  “Isn't he cute? Hehe.”


  “...”


  The employees forget their duties and started gossiping about Grid. Hao stared at them and opened his mouth.


  "Two sweet potato lattes. No, I will order three.”


  Hao was a genius called a ‘miracle’ in China, which boasted the world’s largest population.  It was enough to recognize himself as a person at the top of humanity. But that was just until he met Grid and Kraugel. Hao was firmly aware that he was below Grid and Kraugel and felt envious of them.


  He dreamt that he could grow to stand shoulder-to-shoulder with Kraugel and Grid. Thus, at this moment, he decided to drink sweet potato lattes. He thought he could grow more if he followed Grid’s food and drink preferences.


  'I will drink sweet potato latte every morning in the future. The key to Grid’s focus in the game is the sweet potato latte.’


  Hao was jubilant that he came to South Korea.




  Chapter 629


  (Grid has risen seven rankings in one day...!)


  (Grid’s level stagnated after the kingdom’s founding. Now it has risen by four levels in one night!)


  (Overgeared King Grid, it is estimated that he cleared a SSS difficulty quest.)


  (The SSS difficulty quest that ordinary players will never experience... Did Grid only obtain four levels as a quest reward?)


  Grid once again caused a great stir. The world was flipped over by the four levels he gained from clearing successive class quests. But Grid himself wasn’t pleased.


  ‘I have to finish the quests to complete the class and open up the true power.’ 


  The problem was he couldn’t see the end of the class quests. Grid’s class quests were still in progress. In other words, mastering the advanced Tailoring Technique was just a process.


  ‘It might take years to master the tailoring technique. Then when will my class quest finish?’


  Dammit! Why did a blacksmith have to learn tailoring skills?


  ‘Of course, I know that it’s better to have a variety of skills in the long run.’


  However, it had been several years since he became Pagma’s Descendant. The fact that he hadn’t completed the class quests and opened the true power of the class made Grid feel frustrated.


  “Sigh, well... The tailoring skill will rise if I keep making underwear for the Overgeared members and soldiers.”


  It would be nice to maximize the concept of a kingdom ‘armed with items.’ Grid controlled his heart.


  “You have worked hard, Oppa.”


  Grid logged out of Satisfy. Shin Youngwoo was met with his sister’s face as soon as he raised his body from the Comet Group’s diamond capsule. He returned from a busy day of working as the Overgeared King and received water from Sehee. 


  “Thank you.”


  Indeed, his sister was the best. Grid was able to calm his tired heart with Sehee’s pretty face and kind heart, making him smile.


  “Gulp gulp. Puhwaaah!!”


  Youngwoo gulped down the water, only to spit it out of his nose and mouth. He thought it was bottled water, only for it to be carbonated water.


  “Kek...! This isn’t delicious!”


  Shin Youngwoo shed tears from the pain. Sehee looked at him with a grim expression.


  "Weren’t you thinking about drinking soda anyway? Drink some carbonated water before you drink Coke, which is bad for you.”


  “S-Shit...”


  Five year old children enjoyed carbonated water. Humanity had become accustomed to it. But Youngwoo was someone who aged backwards! He lived at his own pace, like he was an outsider. He still wasn’t used to carbonated water.


  Grrrr! Sehee spoke to him as he ran to the bathroom and gargled water.


  "Hao is waiting for you on the first floor cafe.”


  "Yes, I think the appointment for when it would be an access restriction. He told me there was something to discuss.”


  “That... You don’t have a great relationship with Hao. Is it okay to meet him so easily in real life?”


  Sehee was worried about her weak brother meeting someone who might hurt him. However, Youngwoo was worried about Sehee.


  "Anyone looking at you will think you are my mother. Worrying about carbonated water, you’re completely a mother.”


  “....”


  “You’re still young, but men don’t like nagging women. If you want to marry, stop worrying about me.”


  "A person who doesn’t know love is saying this...”


  "I'm married!"


  “That’s just a story in the game! You have never held hands with a woman in reality!”


  “No! I held hands with Yura and Jishuka when drunk in the past! I am familiar with skinship!”


  "W-What? How unscrupulous!!”


  Youngwoo was seriously arguing with Sehee who was nine years younger than him. In the end, he was beaten up by Sehee.


  *** 


  “Ugh... What’s with that girl’s strength? I feel sorry for her future husband.”


  Shin Youngwoo entered his family’s private elevator. Youngwoo headed to the first floor while tearfully touching his pained back. But he was also proud.


  "Indeed, it’s better to be strong than weak. Sehee is different from me. Right? Isn’t my sister really reassuring?"


  “R-Really...”


  Beast man Toon. He used to be part of the Italian mafia and was a high ranker. He also lived in the Youngwoo Building and boarded the elevator alongside Youngwoo. It was for Youngwoo’s protection. Toon was worried about him meeting someone casually, just like Sehee. Hao was famous for being a master of martial arts in reality, so Toon accompanied Youngwoo just in case.


  “How are things in Bairan?”


  Toon was in charge of the territory of Bairan. It was hard to meet in game, so Youngwoo was used to getting reports about the situation in reality.


  "After Smith went to Reinhardt, the tax revenue lowered slightly. But this is just a temporary phenomenon. Apart from that, there are no apparent problems. The damage from the war has already been restored. The inflow rate of users is high thanks to the Guardian of the Forest.”


  "What about the progress of the soldiers?”


  Among the soldiers deployed to Bairan, not one of them was from Reidan. Bairan’s soldiers were conscripted and trained. It was because Bairan was a territory in a safe position from outside threats and it wasn’t necessary to deploy elite troops there.


  “The average level is over 100.”


  “Already? Isn’t it unbelievably fast?”


  “It’s thanks to including Bairan in the Grid set quests. The users go to Bairan for the linked quest and perform the quest with the soldiers, making the level of the soldiers go up.”


  "Well, how many Grid set items have been given as compensation so far?”


  "There are 23 weapons and 5 gauntlets.”


  The Grid set could be obtained as a reward from the kingdom quests. The reward for stage three was a weapon and stage six was a gauntlet. In other words, only five people had reached the sixth stage of the kingdom quest.


  “Really small. Is the difficulty level too high?”


  “No, it’s appropriate. The Grid set shouldn’t be obtained so easily. Rather, the users have become more enthusiastic to collect all of the Grid set. The linked kingdom quest created by you and Lauel is having a positive effect on both the users and the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  “Hrmm...”


  The elevator arrived on the first floor. Before the door opened, Toon patted Youngwoo’s shoulder.


  "You’re doing better than everyone expected, so don’t be anxious.”


  "...Is it good for me to make underwear?”


  "...???"


  What nonsense was he suddenly saying? Toon didn’t understand and entered the cafe with Youngwoo.


  *** 


  “Wow, what? Is this a sweet potato latte mania?”


  Youngwoo and Toon received the enthusiastic hospitality of the employees as they entered the cafe. Their eyes widened as they saw Hao sitting in a window seat. There were three sweet potato latte cups in front of Hao. The bottom of two cups was exposed.


  “Are you a gourmet?”


  Having a common point was one of the factors involved in forming relationships with people. Youngwoo, a sweet potato maniac, felt liking towards Hao. On the other hand, Hao was watching Youngwoo like he was a ghost.


  ‘How can he drink this sweet drink every day?’


  Hao came from Sichuan and liked spicy or sour foods. This sweet food was honestly unappealing. It was very painful to drink three sweet potato lattes out of his desire to resemble Youngwoo. He once again vowed not to drink the sweet potato latte again. But this vow didn’t last long.


  "Two sweet potato lattes.”


  “...”


  Drinks were placed in front of Youngwoo and Toon. Hao’s mind was shaken.


  ‘Apart from Grid, Toon also drinks the sweet potato latte? It seems that the sweet potato latte is important. It’s painful, but it can’t be helped. I will drink sweet potato latte every morning in the future.’


  Hao closed his eyes and picked up his remaining cup of sweet potato latte. His head was dizzy from an excessive consumption of sugar. However, he could endure this much pain if Youngwoo drank the sweet potato latte every day. Youngwoo handed his sweet potato latte to Hao.


  "Do you really like this? Have another. I can order one more.”


  "...No, I’m fine.”


  Hao’s face was pale. In order to facilitate a smooth conversation, he decided to wear a translator instead of relying on his Korean speaking ability. Youngwoo and Toon were also wearing translators. It was a diamond class translator produced by the Comet Group. It was received as a sponsorship item, but the performance was amazing.


  "First of all, welcome to my house. It must be hard coming such a long way.” Youngwoo belatedly spoke a polite greeting.


  "Thank you for letting me take some of your valuable time and allowing me to visit.”


  "Have you tried Korean food?”


  "Not yet."


  "Do you want to go to a Chinese restaurant eat jjampong?  It is one of my favourite foods and is really good. (Jjampong= sweet and spicy soup. Along with jajangmyeong, it is a popular Korean dish developed from Chinese cuisine)


  “...?”


  He asked if Hao had eaten Korean food and then wanted to go to a Chinese restaurant? Why did the conversation proceed this way? Hao started questioning the translator. On the other hand, Toon spoke to Youngwoo.


  "Grid, the conversation is straying too much.”


  "Oh, excuse me. I was so hungry that I forgot myself.”


  “...”


  "So what is the purpose of your visit?”


  Hao realized that the translator wasn’t broken and explained his reason.


  "I want you to persuade Kraugel not to move to the United States.”


  “...What? Kraugel is moving to the United States?”


  “That’s right.”


  Youngwoo was startled by the words before replying like he understood.


  “Indeed, it would be strange if he stayed in Russia, a vicious country that held his sick mother hostage. It is natural to immigrate.”


  “But isn’t there a problem if he goes to the United States? If he has to move, isn’t it better to move to South Korea or China?”


  Hao cried out but Youngwoo didn’t agree.


  “Why?”


  Grid blinked with confusion and Hao replied like it was natural.


  "Kraugel is a Korean person. Isn’t it normal for him to come to an Asian country like Korea or China rather than the west?”


  "Let's see? I don’t know. Does race play a role when deciding what country to move to? Isn’t it right to find a place where you can be happy?


  “...”


  Hao was speechless. Grid’s attitude was completely different from what he imagined. Hao had a strong sense of nationalism and couldn’t understand Grid’s reaction. Toon explained to him.


  "Grid isn’t tied to the concept of a country.”


  He didn’t think that ‘South Korea is right’ just because he was Korean. It was the complete opposite from Peak Sword. Of course, he loved South Korea. It was why he was willing to go to the army. However, he had no intention of forcing his patriotism on Kraugel. 


  "Hao, this is a problem that Kraugel will take care. It is meaningless if we talk about it.”


  Hao stood up.


  “Think about it! If Kraugel moves to the United States, the first place in the National Competition will go to the United States!"


  The most influential country in the world. The United States had that title for hundreds of years. It was a big barrier to China, and Hao felt hostile to the United States from a patriotic point of view. Now the United States was trying to conquer Satisfy as well. Hao hated it. 


  "Then is it okay for South Korea or China to dominate the first place if Kraugel comes here?’


  "China is my homeland and South Korea is a country that I acknowledge... No, it’s better than Kraugel being taken by the United States. I can’t understand why Kraugel is trying to move to the United States...”


  Hao suddenly stopped talking. It was because he thought about Youngwoo’s words about Kraugel finding a place where he would be happy. 


  ‘It doesn’t make sense for my personal selfishness to hinder Kraugel’s happiness.’


  Crooked patriotism was a poison. Hao calmed down and sat back in his chair.


  "I didn’t have to come to South Korea at all.”


  Hao murmured with a laugh. Youngwoo sucked up the sweet potato latte with a straw and said casually.


  “Really? I’m glad that you came. It is more pleasant than I thought.” 


  “...”


  "Then let’s go to the Chinese restaurant.”


  "...No, why should I come to South Korea and eat Chinese food? Originally I was planning to eat pork belly and kimchi stew.”


  "Can’t you eat such famous foods in China? Let’s go to a Chinese restaurant.”


  “...”


  What type of person was this? Hao thought it was absurd. But he couldn’t help laughing. On the other hand, Toon was sending a message to Peak Sword.


  -As everyone expects, Hao seems to like Grid. It’s better to maintain a good relationship with Hao. I want to eat pork belly and kimchi stew, so please treat me to dinner.


  The reply came quickly.


  -Do you know kimchi stew?




  Chapter 630


  ‘It wasn’t a joke?’


  Hao sweated as he arrived in front of a Chinese restaurant with Youngwoo. There was a red signboard embossed with two golden dragons. This place had a strong Chinese atmosphere and the word ‘Yongsungkak’ on it. Hao was dismayed.


  ‘A Chinese person who came to South Korea is treated to Chinese food...?’


  If he didn’t know who Youngwoo was, Hao would’ve evaluated him as insane. But who was Shin Youngwoo? Overgeared King Grid. The first among two billion users to become a king.


  ‘He must have deep intentions for guiding me to this place.’


  Youngwoo handed the menu to Hao, who had misunderstood and interpreted the actions positively.


  "My recommended dishes is the stone bowl jjampong. Oh, jjampong are normally too hot for foreigners to eat? Then you can eat jajang.”


  Youngwoo normally got his delivered food from here. But the stone bowl was too hot and he was always sad because it couldn’t be delivered. He was happy to be able to use Hao as an excuse to visit this restaurant and eat jjampong. That’s right. The reason Youngwoo guided Hao to this Chinese restaurant was purely because of his taste buds. There weren’t any deep intentions as Hao thought.


  "I was born in Sichuan. Jjampong is a seafood soup made with chili oil and red pepper powder. I like spicy food and can eat it.”


  People from Sichuan were proud of their ability to handle spicy food. They were prouder than Koreans. Youngwoo didn’t worry about the spiciness anymore and ordered jjampong. Youngwoo licked his lips.


  "I will eat jjangmyeon.” 


  “...?”


  "Toon, you are eating jajang?”


  “...Yes.”


  In the end, they ordered two jjampong and one jajangmyeon. Here, sweet and sour pork was given by default. The sweet and sour pork came out first. Hao scoffed at the taste of the sweet and sour pork.


  ‘As I thought, it is lousy fake goods. There is too much acidity in the sauce. The fried meat has no sense of chewiness and the texture is bad.’


  Hao could confidently call himself a gourmet. He ate 50 types of dishes every week. The Korean sweet and sour pork was inadequate to satisfy his gourmet tastes.


  “This is a service.”


  The employee brought a plate of dumplings. However, Hao had already put down his chopsticks. He thought the dumplings would be terrible after eating the sweet and sour pork. He wanted to try the jjampong recommended by Youngwoo. Youngwoo didn’t care about Hao. He was busy eating the sweet and sour pork.


  Toon focused on the dumplings. The moment that Toon took a bite of the fried dumplings.


  ‘What?’


  Hao’s sense of smell was stimulated. The moment the dumplings were split apart, the pepper flavour spread and aroused his appetite.


  ‘Is it pretty good?’


  Hao became interested in the dumplings again and raised his chopsticks. Then his eyes widened as he took a bite of the fried dumplings.


  ‘It is just a bunch of vegetables and meat. Why is this dumpling so delicious? The strong pepper flavor constantly stimulates my appetite. I can eat a few more of these dumplings.’


  Hao started to quickly eat the dumplings. Hao ate two dumplings in the time it took Toon to eat one. Youngwoo watched with pitying eyes.


  ‘Hao, he has bad taste... How tasteless is the food he normally eats if he likes these dumplings?’


  Yongsungkak’s dumplings, like most Chinese restaurants, used frozen dumplings as the base material. It was cheap instant food ordered from a factor that could be fried in oil.  Hao ate it like it was delicious, making Youngwoo feel pity. After a while, the jjampong finally came out. The soup simmered in the stone bowl like lava.


  “I will warn you beforehand that this is really spicy. It is much hotter than the Sichuan jjampong usually sold in Chinese restaurants.”


  By default, jjampong was hot. This was stone bowl jjampong. It was a dish with a remarkably spicy taste. Hao shrugged at Youngwoo’s warning.


  "I am from Sichuan and I don’t think that Korean food is spicy.”


  He would show the strong tongue and stomach of a Sichuan person! Hao burned with ambition and moved his chopsticks towards the jjampong. Then he picked up the noodles along with various seafood and vegetables. At the same time.


  ‘Spicy!’


  Hao’s face turned red. Hao was unaware of it, but the powder contained in large quantities in the jjampong was actually capsaicin, not red pepper powder. It was spicier and more stimulating than the Sichuan pepper that the Sichuan people enjoyed. It was enough to burn his tongue.


  But Hao couldn’t stop moving his chopsticks. Every time he ate the jjampong, the rich flavor that exploded in his mouth led him to a new world.


  ‘I can’t stop eating.’


  The taste of this jjampong was far from Chinese food. The different types of Chinese food that Hao ate didn’t taste like this jjampong.


  ‘To be exact, this is the Korean style. It’s the same as the dumplings. The Korean style dishes are generally rich in flavor. The chef’s intuition isn’t normal.’


  It was impossible to produce such a rich flavor with simple chicken broth and seafood. The Chinese chefs in Korean obviously had some secret to maximize the richness. Hao, who ate only high-end Chinese food, was addicted to the MSG of a Chinese restaurant in a common neighborhood in South Korea.


  *** 


  Satisfy was another reality. The phrase ‘Satisfy’ expressed the S.A. Group’s feeling of being the first to realize a perfect virtual reality. They didn’t want Satisfy to stay in the small framework of the word ‘game.’ In fact, many people accepted Satisfy as another reality.


  Agnus also thought like this. Agnus didn’t distinguish between Satisfy and reality. No, he wanted to believe that Satisfy was reality.


  Satisfy’s technology and Baal’s Contractor ability would surely be able to reproduce her.


  “Kik... Kikik, it is still too hard?”


  Behen Archipelago, the 62nd island. There was a monster that transcended Lantier from the 61st island. This gave Agnus a sense of despair. Despite using all the power he got from contracting with the 1st Great Demon Baal, he couldn’t break through the 62nd island.


  Clack... Clack clack.


  The Mumud lich looked up at the sky. His eye holes seemed to be longing for freedom. Agnus kicked the fallen Mumud lich by his feet and declared to the fairy Bini.


  “Next time it will be different. I will surely conquer the Behen Archipelago to the end and seize the legacy left behind by Pagma.”


  “H-Hik. U-Understood. So please spare me.”


  Agnus’ golden eyes were only filled with rage. 


  The frightened Bini thought he would be killed and begged. Agnus laughed at the cowardly fairy and left the Behen Archipelago. He didn’t think there would be anyone who could conquer the Behen Archipelago before him.


  *** 


  [Underwear Production Method Lv. 1]


  You can make underwear of various cloth and leather materials.


  There is a certain probability of making rare rated underwear.


  There is a low probability of making rare rated underwear with options.


  * When rare rated underwear are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +2 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +30.


  [Intermediate Tailoring Technique Lv. 8] 


  Equipment items can be made from various fabrics and leather materials. 


  There is a rare probability of producing rare~ epic rated items.


  There is a very rare probability of creating unique rated items.


  * When rare rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +2 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +30.


  * When epic rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +4 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +80.


  * When unique rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +12 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +300.


  “Heok.”


  It had been several years since he became Pagma’s Descendant. Now that his blacksmith skill had grown to a very high level, Grid received a big penalty. He couldn’t enjoy the stat-synergy effect even if he made a high rated item. But tailoring was different. Grid’s newly acquired tailoring skill was only intermediate level and there was no penalty. If he made a high rated item with the tailoring skill, he could enjoy the same stat-synergy effect.


  In addition...


  “A production button!”


  A new feature was added to the interface. An underwear production button, cloth items production button, and leather items production button were created. The cooldown time of the production button was 120 minutes. In the future, Grid would be able to produce underwear, cloth, and leather items with a single click of the production button. It was once every two hours.


  "I can’t believe this convenient feature...!”


  Of course, it didn’t apply to blacksmithing, but Grid was happy enough. He was thrilled to be able to raise the level of his underwear and tailoring skills much quicker and easier than expected.


  “Wow, this is a jackpot no matter how I think about it. How can there be a production button?”


  Making an item with one click of a button? He never imagined such a convenient function.


  ‘The S.A. Group wouldn’t be so kind to users... Heok, don’t tell me it was a bug?’


  Grid didn’t know that this convenient feature was something that other production players had enjoyed for the last three years. It was thankful that he didn’t know how pitiable and poor he was.


  *** 


  [Production of Cloth Armor has been completed.]


  [Production of Yeti’s Underwear has been completed.]


  “It’s a normal rating.”


  On the way from Frontier to Reinhardt. Grid produced items by clicking the production button once every two hours. Unlike blacksmithing where he had to go through the whole process by hand, the underwear making and tailoring was incredibly easy because items were created just by clicking a production button. The problem was that the rating was only normal.


  ‘Damn... Satisfy can’t be easy.’


  It was unbelievable to produce high rated items once every two hours without any trouble. Grid came to the conclusion that this production system would never produce high rated items and was frustrated.


  'Indeed, will I have to progress my tailoring skill by hand...?’


  The production button was useless and he would have to do it by hand. Grid reached Reinhardt in a bad mood only to receive the worst news from Lauel.


  “An envoy from the Saharan Empire was sent.”


  “What? The empire? They acted like they had no interest in us, so why did they come?”


  "I think it’s to gain a tribute.”


  “Are you crazy? Why do we have to give a tribute to the empire?”


  The Overgeared Kingdom was just getting on track. It was only three months after the founding that the tax revenue wasn’t a deficit anymore. They had to offer a tribute at this point? Wouldn’t this completely ruin them?


  "They are real bastards.”


  Grid cursed as he headed to the audience room. The one who waited for him was a beautiful woman. The name Mercedes was above her head. The name was in glittering gold.


  ‘A named NPC?’


  Was this some type of ostentatious display? Mercedes briefly bowed to Grid, who was unable to hide his embarrassment.


  "I have come to the Overgeared King Grid to convey the will of the Great Emperor.”


  [Mercedes’ deep eyes have looked at you.]


  [Some of your stats and skills are forcibly revealed to Mercedes.]


  [You can’t resist.]


  [Mercedes’ sharp sword energy threatens you. The strong pressure makes your mind and body shrink. All speeds are reduced by 30% and skill casting speed is reduced by 20%.]


  [You have resisted.]


  [Reflecting the status has failed.]


  One of the absolute existences scattered throughout this world finally showed up in front of Grid.




  Chapter 631


  ‘What is this woman?’


  An envoy had an obligation to communicate the will of their country. This ability was very important, as they were in charge of bringing back results for the country. Yes, it was fully understandable that the envoy was a named NPC. It wasn’t strange if there was a named-grade diplomatic specific NPC.


  ‘The empire is famous for its abundant talent and named NPCs must be common there.’


  However, sword energy? Mercedes’ passive skill that unleashed havoc was almost at the level of a top named class. It was a skill that bypassed the absolute resistance of a legend. It wasn’t possible for anyone apart from Sword Saint Kraugel.


  ‘I’m not sure if my memories are wrong. Kraugel was the only one to have the power that the system clearly described as ‘sword energy.’


  It was a power that amplified the strength of sword related skills.


  ‘Having the sword energy power, does this meant that Mercedes is a master of the sword comparable to a Sword Saint?’


  Was this person a bigshot? Grid’s eyes became increasingly vigilant as he looked at Mercedes. In the ensuing silence, Mercedes was the first to open her mouth.


  "You are more commendable than the rumors. The potential of a legend could be better than described in history.” Mercedes honestly admired the skills and stats of Grid that she saw. "Our empire has somewhat underestimated the power of legends other than the Sword Saint. That evaluation will change in the future.”


  “...”


  Grid frowned. Mercedes’ attitude towards him was like an adult towards a child. It felt like she was looking down on him.


  ‘If she can be so casual after looking at my stats, does that mean this woman is stronger than me?’


  In fact, it was easy to infer. A representative of the Saharan Empire that dominated the West Continent. It was obvious that her level would be overwhelmingly higher than named NPCs.


  "What status do you have in the empire?”


  Grid sat on the throne with a calm look and asked Mercedes bluntly.


  “I belong to the Red Knights. The Great Emperor gave me the number ‘1.’ People call me the 1st knight.”


  "...What?”


  Grid was surprised. The identity of the envoy was the 1st knight of the strongest empire. It was natural to be surprised. It was much bigger than he expected.


  “Isn’t this amazing? Why did His Majesty the Emperor dispatch a person like you to my fledgling kingdom?” 


  Grid didn’t make any mistakes. He used the proper title for the emperor. If he made a mistake, the empire could destroy the Overgeared Kingdom at any time.


  ‘It’s only possible to become hostile to the Saharan Empire in the future.’


  Grid smiled on the outside. He was doing his best to act as the king. He never forgot that he was carrying tens of thousands of people on his shoulders. Mercedes laughed.


  “His Majesty the Emperor sent me as the envoy because he respects King Grid. His Majesty the Emperor highly appreciates your ability to swallow up a kingdom with your own strength. He sent the representative of the Red Knights as an envoy.”


  “A compliment...”


  "His Majesty the Emperor always said that a leader shouldn’t be stingy with praise. He has a big heart like the sea.”


  “I see. It is appreciated.”


  Grid’s discomfort became greater as the conversation progressed.  Grid judged that this conversation had no meaning and got straight to the point.


  "In the end, what does His Majesty the Emperor want from me?”


  At this moment, Mercedes’ friendly smile froze on her face. The pure white skin and blue eyes gave Grid a cold feeling of pressure.


  “First of all, let’s discuss your sins.”


  "Sins?"


  "First, there is the sin of destroying the Eternal Kingdom, which offered tributes to the Saharan Empire and is its subject, without the empire’s permission.”


  “...”


  "Second, there is the sin of building a kingdom without the permission of the empire, the master of the Western Continent.”


  “...”


  "Third, there is the sin of not making a servant’s oath to His Majesty the Emperor after you became a king.”


  “...”


  "Fourth, there is the sin of taking the Fold Kingdom from the empire.”


  “...”


  Mercedes recited his sins in a cold voice. She thought that the Grid facing her would become angry. In fact, from the perspective of the empire, it wasn’t wrong to lay such charges on Grid. But Grid wasn’t satisfied from his position. He ended up being a sinner waiting for punishment.


  Grid tried to keep calm and sent a whisper to Lauel.


  -The four sins being discussed. What should I do?


  -It’s as expected.


  Lauel encouraged him. He had predicted this situation and prepared countermeasures.


  -From now on, recite my words carefully.


  Grid delivered Lauel’s message to Mercedes.


  "I can’t acknowledge the four sins because they all originate from misunderstandings or ignorance. For the first sin, it isn’t right to say that the Eternal Kingdom was the empire’s subject. The Eternal Kingdom offered a tribute to the empire just like any other kingdom, but the Eternal Kingdom was officially neutral. This has been acknowledged by the empire. The Eternal Kingdom offered a tribute to the great empire out of courtesy, not because it was the empire’s subject.”


  “...”


  "Second, a bill doesn’t exist on the continent that requires seeking the empire’s permission to build a kingdom. If I was a smarter person, I would’ve let the empire know. I am sad because my ignorance meant I couldn’t think about seeking permission from the empire. This mistake stems from my ignorance. It isn’t a deliberate sin. I am in deep reflection.”


  “...”


  "Third, the Overgeared Kingdom is new and in a chaotic state. How do I dare greet His Majesty the Emperor when the kingdom is still unstable? I thought it would be too arrogant. Thus, I have been putting off my visit to the empire.”


  “...”


  “Fourth, making the Fold Kingdom a vassal of the Overgeared Kingdom was a defense mechanism to protect the safety of the kingdom. I had to show strength because all 15 kingdoms were going to prey on the Overgeared Kingdom. I inadvertently took the Fold Kingdom as a subject in the process. Naturally, the Fold Kingdom... I was going to return it to the empire.”


  Grid’s body shook as he talked. He was lamenting his own disgrace. Mercedes listened quietly and relaxed her hard expression.


  “They are just excuses. Too scandalous. But it’s okay. I know King Grid’s intentions. Either way, isn’t it true that the Overgeared Kingdom is loyal to the empire?”


  Flinch.


  Grid couldn’t answer immediately. However, Lauel urged him to nod his head. His pride was already abandoned.


  “...Right.”


  “Good. You responded as His Majesty the Emperor expected. Okay, I will now convey the will of His Majesty the Emperor. Overgeared King Grid, come down from your throne, kneel, and listen.”


  “What?”


  Kneel? Grid doubted his ears as he stared at Mercedes.


  "It’s an imperial order. It’s natural to show courtesy. Do you dislike it?”


  “...No, no.”


  This was a shameful situation. But his actions would control the fate of the Overgeared members and the people who believed in him. Above all, there was the billions of won he invested in making this kingdom. He didn’t yet have the strength to confront the empire, so he couldn’t lose everything due to his pride.


  ‘Calm down. My actions aren’t shameful.’


  Kwaduduk!


  Grid rose from his throne. He moved in a regal gait and knelt down in front of Mercedes. Mercedes’ beautiful eyebrows furrowed.


  'He doesn’t feel humiliation?’


  This Grid was a beast that was hard to tame. She had to be alert. The wary Mercedes pulled out a letter and read it.


  "I, Juander, master of the earth and sky, order it. I accept Grid’s sins with a generous heart and acknowledge the status of the Overgeared King. I won’t demand the return of the Fold Kingdom. Overgeared King Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom will be thrilled and give their loyalty and grace to the empire forever. The Overgeared Kingdom must pay 72% of the tax revenue every month to the empire. In addition, once Prince Lord is 12 years old, he should be sent to study in the empire.”


  “...?”


  There were still a few years left before Lord turned 12. The problem would be resolved if the Overgeared Kingdom was strengthened before that. The immediate problem was giving 72% of the tax revenue to the empire.


  "I know that the other kingdoms only give 36% of their tax revenue to the empire.”


  "It is the price for recognizing the Fold Kingdom as under the Overgeared Kingdom. You have to pay twice as much tribute as other kingdoms. You don’t want to?”


  Mercedes made a taunting expression. Now that she actually saw Grid, she acknowledged Grid and was vigilant, unlike the emperor. Thus, she decided to use her own judgment and hoped Grid would cause a disturbance. However, Lauel was behind Grid. Lauel’s whispers continued to calm Grid. In addition, Grid’s mental strength and patience was already not normal.


  "No, I will do as His Majesty the Emperor commands. I will accept.”


  “...You truly aren’t ordinary. I understand. I will go back now.”


  Mercedes nodded slightly to Grid and left the audience room. Grid’s eyes were bloodshot as he was left alone.


  “Be prepared. I will be the one to make you kneel the next time we meet.”


  Strength. More strength was needed.


  Grid opened his eyes and asked Lauel.


  “How long can we afford to give the tribute that the empire demands?”


  “Three months. After three months, the people and soldiers will be hungry and the Overgeared Kingdom will be in debt. In four months, it will completely stop functioning as a kingdom and will perish.”


  “How do we fix it?”


  "Piaro is currently in the Fold Kingdom and his progress with their agriculture is three times faster than expected. The number of players in the National Development Quest (Grid’s Set linked quest) will increased by more than five times in two months, while the taxes from the Fold Kingdom and Siren will double. Increase the production of limited-edition potions that can be produced at the alchemy facility by seven times and donate the salary of the Overgeared members to the kingdom. If this happens, we can hold on for nine months.”


  “The fundamental solution?”


  "Of course, it’s power. Become so strong that the empire doesn’t dare threaten us.”


  Grid was reminded of Pangea.


  “I will go back to the East Continent. I’ll come back with the friends I made there. And give this to Piaro.”


  “A golden walnut?”


  "It is more precious than gold. I believe that as a legendary farmer, Piaro can grow it.”




  Chapter 632


  [Golden Walnut]


  Also called the blessing of nature.


  It is a snack and remedy enjoyed by all nobles and royalty on the East Continent.


  Somewhere on the East Continent, there are creatures whose main food is this walnut.


  All stats will rise by 10% for one hour.


  In addition, there is a very low probability of permanently increasing one stat by 5 points. The better you shell the walnut, the more likely it is that your stats will permanently increase.


  Weight: 0.1


  "The strongest buff potion and elixir in one...”


  Lauel was impressed as he confirmed the details of the golden walnut that he received from Grid. He was particularly surprised that the royalty and nobles of the East Continent enjoyed this walnut as a snack.


  “The royalty and nobles on the East Continent basically have good stats by default. Especially if they have been eating these walnuts for years.”


  “Perhaps not. It’s rare for people to be able to shell the walnut perfectly like me. Well, in any case, the level of the royalty and nobles on the East Continent are high. I hope that formula will be applied to the Overgeared Guild, so tell Piaro to succeed in growing the golden walnut.”


  “...I understand.”


  Lauel answered with a gloomy expression. Grid knew why.


  'The probability of growing such a fraudulent item... It’s close to zero.’


  The S.A. Group was concerned about balance and wouldn’t allow the golden walnuts to be grown to easily.


  ‘But.’


  Piaro was a legend and legends destroyed common sense. Objectively, the S.A. Group was generous to legends. 


  ‘Piaro can create new growing skills, just as I create items and Kraugel creates sword techniques.’


  It was a very positive interpretation. Grid smiled bitterly and patted Lauel’s shoulder.


  “It’s fine. I will get more golden walnuts when I go to the East Continent.”


  "...I will wait faithfully for you. Your Majesty also doesn’t have to worry about the government. The new Lauel, my heart and soul has become stronger thanks to the encounter with my friends of the past and this will be the Overgeared Kingdom’s good fortune... Huh? Your Majesty? Where are you going?”


  Step, step.


  It was a situation where he faced the empire as a potential enemy. Grid’s feet hurried. If he didn’t overcome the trial of the empire, the Overgeared Kingdom would be ruined in four months. He couldn’t afford to lose the billions of won he invested.


  ‘Hurry.’


  While Lauel was talking, Grid headed to the Overgeared Academy to meet Sticks. 


  Grid’s pace was similar to the Overgeared Kingdom's soldiers, who were famous for their good physical fitness. It was the effect of his agility stat growing steadily in order to meet the 1:1 ratio with strength and breaking through 2,700 points. He needed around 500 agility left before it was a 1:1 ratio.


  *** 


  The Overgeared Academy.


  It was a comprehensive education school built in Reinhardt, the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom. Anybody over the age of eight could become a student here, learning swordsmanship and magic. However, the size of the school was still limited. Therefore, the total number of students accepted by the academy was only 3,000. More than half of them were taught directly by Sticks. It was a situation where everybody in all fields were overworked due to a lack of talent. It was the same for Sticks.


  As a high elf and sage, Sticks was highly respected by all elves. Even the emperor of the Saharan Empire would welcome him, Yet he was teaching commoners in a small kingdom? The entire continent would be in chaos if this fact was known. However, the people of Overgeared didn’t know that Sticks was such a great figure. They just thought it was easier and faster to learn from him.


  "It’s hard for people who constantly pursue change and elementals who desire the preservation of nature to get along. There is a very rare possibility that humans and elementals can contract with each other, a special occasion that occurs once in 100 years. Various conditions must be established...”


  “Sticks!”


  “...?”


  A handful of talented and motivated students were selected to be educated separately. Sticks, who was teaching the basics of elementals, was surprised by Grid’s suddenly appearance. There was an uproar.


  “Wahhhh!”


  “King Grid!”


  "Your Majesty, I love you!”


  The student’s love for Grid was very deep, since he provided equal education opportunities without caring about status. In particular, the motivated students had a deeper love. The students who were more passionate about class especially liked Grid.


  "I am Adon who took 1st place in this test! I want to work under King Grid when I finish my education and graduate!”


  “I’m Shannon, who will be first in the next test. Please remember that I’m doing my best to be a talented person for King Grid.”


  Their words were bragging and thankful. The students’ shining eyes and eager words allowed Grid to erase his fear of the empire for a while.


  "I will be watching for that day.”


  Originally, Grid wanted to be king in order to gain more taxes from the people. He wanted to eat everything he wanted to eat and buy everything he wanted to buy. Of course, this dream was still the same. But there was a prerequisite for Grid to achieve this wish.


  It was for the people to be better off. The better off his people were, the more taxes they could afford to pay. That’s right. Grid was greedy, but he was fundamentally different from the emperor. He had no intention of persecuting the poor. It was natural. Grid had been deprived for most of his life. He knew better than anyone the suffering of people in this position and couldn’t behave like the emperor. Grid’s selfishness wasn’t in the shape of something that would be satisfied by innocents. 


  “I heard a envoy came from the empire... It must be something bad.”


  Sticks guessed after seeing how Grid ran to the academy. Grid told him.


  “Send me to the East Continent. Oh, this time don’t forget the scroll to return to the West Continent.”


  “...”


  His memory was distorted! Grid remembered that Sticks was the reason when he didn’t have a return scroll to the West Continent.  Sticks sighed before handing Grid an East Continent movement scroll and West Continent return scroll.


  “There is something you should know.”


  “What?”


  “Reinhardt doesn’t have an environment where I can make scrolls. I need to go back to the Behen Archipelago in order to make scrolls and it takes 28 days to make a scroll.”


  “...”


  What if Sticks was away for a month? The Overgeared Academy was currently lacking teachers so the education would be stopped. In other words.


  'I have to make the most of this one chance.’


  Grid’s original plan for the East Continent was simple. Bring back Idan, whose food would give the Overgeared members a chance to raise their stats. He could also get elite troops and support from Han Seokbong. But it wouldn’t be enough based on the current situation.


  ‘The East Continent isn’t a place I can go anytime I want... This time, I need to make an army.’


  *** 


  [You have used the intercontinental movement scroll.]


  [You have arrived at Pangea, a starter village on the East Continent.]


  Grid blinked as he arrived on the East Continent. He was amazed by the greatness of Sticks’ scroll, only to realize that Pangea’s atmosphere was different from before.


  ‘Why are the expressions of the people so dark?’


  In the past, Grid had made a huge difference in Pangea. Not only did he reproduce the Red Phoenix Bow, he also eradicated the armored needles. Pangea’s peace was restored, so it should be more energetic than before. It was strange that all the people on the streets were sad, as if someone had died. The market was as quiet as a dead rat. The merchants and passersby were all looking at the ground.


  ‘What on earth happened?’


  Sua was the first thing to come to Grid’s mind. She was the lord’s daughter who received the respect and love of the people.


  ‘Did something happen to her?’


  Grid had a high liking for Sua, even if she was a pervert. She was beautiful enough to be comparable to Irene? Of course, that played a part. However, it wasn’t everything. Sua was a great woman.  Despite being the lord’s daughter, she wasn’t arrogant. She fought the armored needles for the stability and peace of the people.


  '...Although she’s a pervert.’


  Grid started moving in the direction of Pangea Castle. Then someone suddenly grabbed Grid’s wrist. The slender hand belonged to Idan’s restaurant employee, Yang Fei.


  “Oh, it has been a while. Have you been well?”


  He waved to Yang Fei. Grid’s welcome made her usually expressionless face flush. But then she looked around and led Grid into an alleyway.


  Tak!


  Yang Fei placed a hand on the wall Grid was leaning against and approached. He was pushed against the wall by a girl who hadn’t yet become an adult? Grid was embarrassed by the sudden situation and stuttered.


  "W-Why are you bringing me to such a bad place? D-Don’t tell me you...”


  Had she become a pervert?


  ‘The East Continent women are really great.’


  Grid’s heart thumped as he felt expectant. Then Yang Fei shouted.


  “Why...? Why did you come back?”


  “Huh?”


  Yang Fei’s expression was serious. He couldn’t believe that the always expressionless girl had become so restless and uneasy. She even shouted.


  Grid made a serious expression and asked, “What happened?”


  At that moment.


  “Sob...”


  Yang Fei’s shoulders shook as she started crying. All the sadness and worries she had been enduring exploded once she saw Grid’s trustworthy face.


  "Lord Han Seokbong and Lady Sua have been dragged to the capital...”


  “The capital? The capital of the Cho Kingdom?”


  “Yes... Rumor has it that the king wanted to know Grid’s whereabouts. Lord Han Seokbong refused to answer and was branded a sinner.”


  “My whereabouts?”


  Grid noticed it straight away.


  ‘He wanted to obtain the blacksmith who created a Red Phoenix Bow better than the original.’


  Why were the people in power always so selfish? Grid gritted his teeth.


  Yang Fei urged him.


  “Run away. If you stay here, you will be caught by the king’s soldiers.”


  In fact, Yang Fei had missed Grid more than anyone. She remembered his touch every night. But she didn’t want to see Grid in danger. For someone who had only experienced feeling responsible for her family’s livelihood from a young age, Grid was... He was her joy. She wanted him to be safe.


  “Don’t worry. It will be fine.”


  Grid felt Yang Fei’s hand trembling and hugged her. It was to reassure her, but the excitement was too much for Yang Fei. Her face, neck, and ears were red as she blushed. On the other hand, Grid understood that this situation was a precursor to a quest.


  At the same time.


  [★Hidden Quest★ ‘Rescue the Han Seokbong Father and Daughter’ has been acquired.]


  A new episode was presented to Grid.




  Chapter 633


  [Rescue the Han Seokbong Father and Daughter]


  ★ Hidden Quest �


  Han Seokbong has always been loyal to the Cho Kingdom, only to be branded a traitor.


  It was because he refused to reveal your whereabouts to the king.


  Rescue the Han Seokbong father and daughter who chose to be loyal to you rather than their country.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Meet the Cho King. Or rescue the Han Seokbong father and daughter by force.


  Class Quest Clear Reward: Unknown.


  Quest Failure: Death of the Han Seokbong father and daughter.


  Hidden quest. As the name suggested, it was a hidden quest. It absolutely wasn’t easy. In order to get a hidden quest, more diverse requirements needed to be met than general quests. He participated in the blacksmithing contest based on his connection with White, succeeded in making the Red Phoenix Bow, entered the castle’s dungeon, killed Arube, and saved Pangea from a crisis, etc. Without Grid’s choices and actions, the present hidden quest wouldn’t have happened.   


  ‘The rewards for hidden quests are usually high.’


  It was good to get a hidden quest. No, he should be running with joy. But Grid’s heart was heavy. He felt guilty because Han Seokbong and Sua were in danger.


  'They will die if I can’t save them.’


  It was a quest with the life of others on the line. It placed additional heavy pressure on him.


  'In particular, the perverted Sua... Eh?’


  Grid pondered for a moment before belatedly realizing and blushing. He realized he was holding Yang Fei in his arms. 


  “G-Grid...


  Yang Fei was like a squirrel with her face buried in Grid’s chest. Small, soft, and cute. Grid turned red and hurriedly pulled away from her.


  ‘Unbelievable.’


  Since when could he have such natural skin contact with women?


  ‘A-Amazing...’


  Did his hidden qualities as a Casanova suddenly bloom?


  ‘If I maintain this momentum, I might escape being single in reality?’


  Grid was filled with anticipation.


  ‘Now isn’t the time to be thinking about these things.’


  It was urgent. Coincidentally, Grid didn’t have a long time to stay on the East Continent.


  ‘I need to rescue the Han Seokbong father and daughter as soon as possible and make them my allies.’


  Grid decided and headed to Idan’s restaurant with Yang Fei.


  *** 


  “What? You want me to be your exclusive chef?”


  A restaurant that didn’t have one guest, despite it being lunch time. Idan doubted his ears and questioned it. Grid disappeared and suddenly reappeared, asking Idan to become his own chef.


  "Hrmm... You are the person who find my frying pan and one of the few gourmets who enjoys my food. I feel a great affection for you. But I can’t be your exclusive chef.”


  "Why?"


  "Why should I? I don’t know your true identity. How can I become your personal chef when I don’t even know what country you’re from? What do you believe?”


  “Does that mean you will become my personal chef if I identify myself?”


  “No, it isn’t just that. I have my own pride and goal as a chef. The reason I run a restaurant is because I want to show my dishes to more people. I want to see hundreds and thousands of guests enjoying my dishes every day. I’m sorry, but I can’t cook for just one person.”


  “Hundreds and thousands of guests a day when you only get two visitors? Even those two were travelers and asked for a refund...”


  Yang Fei refuted but Idan ignored her.


  "Hum hum, well, in any case. I can't be your chef.”


  The moment that Idan refused.


  “I see. Then will you become a chef in my kingdom rather than my personal chef?”


  Grid’s tone suddenly changed.


  “Huh?”


  A chef in a kingdom? It was also ‘my kingdom’?


  "What... Eh? Ehh?”


  Idan was confused only to become astonished. Yang Fei was also surprised. It was because Grid took out a silver crown.


  “Y-You?”


  Grid’s atmosphere changed. The look, tone and also atmosphere was also completely different. Idan and Yang Fei felt a sense of discomfort and hesitated. Grid truly faced the two people.


  “I am a ruler on the West Continent, Overgeared King Grid. Idan, the best chef on the East Continent, I want you to feed my tens of thousands of soldiers. Will you agree to my wish?”


  “Yes!”


  Idan made his choice the moment Grid called him the best chef on the East Continent. Idan was so excited that he started to pack his things immediately. It was just some clothes and his frying pan.


  "Let’s go to the West Continent!”


  Idan yelled as soon as he finished. Unlike Idan, who was excited about his cooking skill being acknowledged, Yang Fei was quiet. She was sad when she realized that the man in front of her was off-limits.


  ‘He is in a completely different world.’


  It was a person she couldn’t be with from the beginning. Now they would part. Yang Fei dropped her head. It was an attempt to hold back her tears. At that moment.


  “Raise your head.”


  Grid’s big hand touched Yang Fei’s small face. Yang Fei shook at the touch and was able to smile gently at Grid.


  “I also want Yang Fei beside me. Don’t you have a family to support? Will you also go to my kingdom if I provide for your family?”


  "H-Hik. I’m glad...”


  Idan was a chef whose food had a certain probability of giving stats. In addition, Yang Fei was excellent at working, taking responsibility and detecting people. Later, the Overgeared soldiers would experience food poisoning... No, poison master Idan would thoroughly fill the empty stomachs of the Overgeared soldiers... No, the mysterious master, ‘Demon Maid Yang Fei’ was born today.


  *** 


  Yakumo’s Labyrinth.


  The difficulty of this dungeon was the worst since it was impossible to enter in a party. The structure of the labyrinth and the boss’ patterns changed every time someone entered. The success rate of breaking through this labyrinth was 11.6% for third advancement classes. It meant that nine out of 10 challengers failed.


  However.


  [You have succeeding in breaking through Yakumo’s Labyrinth!]


  [The time it took you to break through the labyrinth is 39 hours, 32 minutes and 27 seconds!]


  [The record has been updated! You have acquired Yakumo’s Ring (6) as a reward!]


  "It isn’t the fourth ring.”


  Sword Saint Kraugel. He hadn’t reached level 300, but he set a new record in Yakumo’s Labyrinth. The surprising thing was that he already acquired Yakumo’s fifth ring. Yakumo’s Ring was given every time a new record was set. There were a total of eight different types and the options were different for each type.


  ‘According to the information, the option I need most is attached to the fourth ring. I have to challenge it again.’


  “Kraugel.”


  Someone called out to Kraugel as he was about to enter the labyrinth again. It was Hao. Kraugel laughed.


  "I'm sorry, but my mind is determined. No matter how you object, I will eventually move to the United States."


  The United States government presented a vision of his mother’s health and happiness. It was different from other countries who simply discussed money and honor. This attitude caught Kraugel’s heart.


  "I can’t respond to your wish to move to South Korea or China.”


  Hao nodded at Kraugel’s firm opinion. "I won’t argue anymore. I will respect and cheer on your choice. I came to say this.”


  “...?”


  Kraugel knew Hao’s nature. He didn’t have a nature that was easy to bend. His attitude had shifted overnight?


  Hao explained to the puzzled Kraugel. "I went to South Korea to meet Grid.”


  "Grid?”


  "Yes, I wanted to ask him to stop you from moving to the United States. Then he refused. He said I shouldn’t argue against a choice that will make you happy.”


  “...”


  "Honestly, I couldn’t understand. I was convinced that you would be happier moving to South Korea or China. Then Grid took me to a Chinese restaurant.”


  "...Chinese restaurant?”


  "Yes, isn’t it funny? I was honestly displeased about eating Chinese food in South Korea. But I realized the moment I ate the dish called jjampong.” There was a warm smile on Hao’s face as he remembered. "The charm of Chinese cuisine is reinterpreted in other countries... It’s a wonderful thing.”


  “...?”


  "I thought. The dishes called jajangmyeon and jjampong are happy in South Korea. And...”


  "...??"


  "Yes, like food, people don’t have to be tied to nationality. You should pursue happiness in a place where you can be recognized and loved.”


  “...”


  "Kraugel, now I fully understand and respect your choice. It’s thanks to Grid giving me great enlightenment with food.”


  “...”


  Did Grid have such a deep meaning behind treating Hao to jjampong? Kraugel was familiar with Grid’s nature and could only laugh. No one knew. Grid was the decisive reason behind him not moving to South Korea.


  ‘Grid, I’m dreaming of the day when I can compete with you again.’


  Until now, the total was 1 to 1. What about the third round?


  ***


  The Cho Kingdom’s capital, Kars. The Lava Prison where sinners were confined was busy today. The guards was suffering due to a visit from the Cho King.


  "Why is His Majesty visiting this nasty prison?”


  "Well, it’s because of the Han Seokbong father and daughter? Han Seokbong was famous for how he used to have the king’s favor.”


  Hundreds of years ago, a volcano erupted and caused this lava prison. It was virtually impossible to clean this place, since their bodies would melt if they made a mistake. However, the guards had to clean as much as possible because the king was coming. They did their best to sweep the floor with a broom, wipe the dried blood in the torture room and put up fans to try and alleviate the heat from the lava.


  After a moment.


  "Presenting His Majesty!”


  A prison created from the result of a volcanic eruption. The cry of the king’s entry echoed everywhere in the huge prison created by nature. The Cho King moved through the hot heat and approached Han Seokbong.


  "Seokbong, do you still have no intention of telling me Grid’s whereabouts?’


  “You... I can’t tell you... I don’t know his whereabouts...”


  “Choosing to deny to the end... It makes me sadder, Seokbong. There has always been a sense of loyalty between you and I. We were childhood friends before we were servant and king.”


  "It's not that. I really don’t know his whereabouts...”


  "Yes, Seokbong. I understand your intentions. But I honestly think it’s too much. I’m looking for the blacksmith purely for the Cho Kingdom’s future. Yet you choose righteousness over your kingdom in crisis. Your noble heart is now cold.”


  “No, Your Majesty. I don’t know his whereabouts...”


  “You don’t need to say anything else. I’ll give up. I am well aware of your nature. Sigh... This is your charm, I suppose. Together, let’s watch the destruction of the Cho Kingdom.”


  “...I don’t know.”


  It was enough to drive Han Seokbong crazy. At first, he didn’t reveal Grid’s whereabouts due to concerns about his safety. But now Han Seokbong knew why the king was looking for Grid. Han Seokbong wanted to tell his king where Grid was. But how could he answer when he didn’t know Grid’s whereabouts? How could he tell what he didn’t know?


  ‘Is Heaven abandoning me as well as the Cho Kingdom? I want to cry.’ 


  Han Seokbong shed tears as he lamented.




  Chapter 634


  Users ate food in Satisfy to fill their satiety and recover. Food was an essential energy source.


  But the dishes made by Idan were often poisonous.


  [You have eaten bad food.]


  [You have received food poisoning.]


  [You have resisted.]


  [You have consumed something that shouldn’t be eaten.] 


  [You have been poison (large).]


  [You have resisted.]


  “...”


  “How about it? Isn’t it delicious?”


  The road to Kars, capital of the Cho Kingdom.


  Grid travelled with Idan and Yang Fei, suffering terrible pain every time he ate food. He was being tortured by a torture expert.


  ‘I want you to make food that people can at least eat, even if it isn’t delicious... Nine out of ten dishes are just food waste.’


  It wasn’t possible to supply the current food made by Idan to the Overgeared members and soldiers. If all of them received food poisoning, it would be an unprecedented situation where the government was paralyzed.


  ‘I have to constantly eat in order to improve Idan’s cooking skills.’


  Grid was determined to sacrifice himself.


  Throughout the journey, he had Idan constantly make him food. It wasn’t something that could be done with ordinary mental power.


  Grid was placing himself in the abyss of hell for the sake of Overgeared. 


  “Grid, have some tea.”


  Grid wanted to vomit while suffering from food poisoning.


  Yang Fei made a sad expression and approached with tea.


  “T-Thank you...”


  [You have drunk Berenas tea.]


  [Your mind and body have become calm. Health recovery rate has increased by 10% for 1 minute.]


  His rotten taste buds were healed thanks to Yang Fei.


  Intelligent and versatile, Yang Fei was also a tea master. The grass, flowers, leaves and twigs she gathered along the way were made into tea that showed amazing effects.


  "Where did you learn this technique?”


  "It is a skill I learnt from working in Idan’s restaurant for several years. Sometimes the customers suffer from food poisoning and fall into a crisis...”


  “...”


  It was indeed an absurd answer.


  However, Grid was pleased that learn that Yang Fei was kind-hearted.


  ‘She is good at spotting talent but this child also knows that people’s lives are precious.’


  But it was a misunderstanding. 


  This impression didn’t last long.


  "It was only a matter of time until a customer was killed by Idan. If the restaurant closes, won’t I lose my job? There are many unpaid salaries.”


  “...I see.”


  The more he looked, the better Yang Fei’s compatibility with Rabbit seemed.


  'If I hand Yang Fei to Rabbit, she will support him properly and his work efficiency will increase.’


  First and foremost, he couldn’t give Yang Fei to Lord.


  ‘That great guy will make any girl his lover, irrespective of appearance or age.’


  Of course, the young Lord still didn’t know about it. He thought lover was the same as friend. The problem was that women didn’t accept it.


  ‘The maidens dream about someday becoming a prince... Wait?'


  Grid suddenly imagined something when he thought about Lord.


  ‘If the 12 year old Lord is taken to the empire as a hostage...’


  Wouldn’t all the women in the empire become his lover?


  'My Lord is wonderful!’


  Hedgehogs also said that their young were beautiful.


  It was natural for Grid to praise Lord, who was the best genius of the continent.


  Grid’s confidence in Lord was greater than a mountain.


  ‘In the empire, there is a lot of room for Lord to play... No, Lord can’t be taken hostage.’


  Clang.


  Grid caressed the necklace he received from Lord.


  ‘For Lord’s sake, I need the power to resist the empire. i can’t let Lord have any painful experiences.’


  He could bear eating Idan’s dishes if he thought of this.


  Grid braced himself as Idan cooked food using the meat of a newly hunted monster.


  *** 


  "It isn’t as easy as I thought.”


  Mute operated a small to medium-sized business with a monthly trading volume of nearly 10,000 gold.


  He was currently the third ranked merchant and pioneering the East Continent.


  He had a dream to explore the East Continent and increase his customers.


  However, the East Continent was too difficult compared to the West Continent. Trading with most NPCs wasn’t easy, regardless of their status. In addition, the level of the monsters in the field was so high that it wasn’t easy to navigate between towns and villages.


  ‘The reputation I built on the West Continent isn’t applied here so I feel like a complete rookie.’


  If he increased his number of customers on the East Continent, he would gain many special products and become more competitive.


  Once his trading volume and profits increased considerably, he would rise to the top of the merchant rankings.


  Muto dreamt of a brilliant future but he now became nervous. He didn’t have any customers for 10 days already so his enthusiasm started to decline.


  ‘If the people of the East Continent believe that I can move freely between the East and West Continents, I will be able to easily expand my business.’


  The East Continent people didn’t believe in intercontinental movement. It was believed that Muto was pulled to the east from the west due to an accident.


  "Ugh, how frustrating.”


  In the past, Muto was someone who mainly focused on exchanges Earl Butin of the Saharan Empire. Earl Butin’s territory was considered a resort for nobles and Muto often sold valuables there.


  But one day, his relationship with Earl Butin was ruined. It was when the sands of Reidan started to be sold as a longevity remedy.


  As the ridiculous formula of ‘Earl Butin=luxury longevity remedy’ started to be established, the interest of the nobles in Muto’s valuables decreased. After that, Muto became insignificant.


  Muto needed the East Continent to recover. If he didn’t increase the account here, he could no longer be able to cope with his company’s trading volume decreasing.


  ‘Looking at the trends these days, I might end up falling to the 7th rank.’


  If he lost his rank, he was likely to lose sponsors. His pride as a merchant was smashed.


  ‘Once I arrive in Kars, I must see the Cho King. If I show the king the culture of the West Continent... Eh?’


  Muto moved across the East Continent with the mercenaries he employed, only to stop in place.


  A spectacular sight was unfolding in the mountain valley in the distance.


  "This is the secret technique that has been passed down in my family for generations! Filleting! My skills have been trained in order to prepare today’s lunch!”


  "N-No, this isn’t a carp but a mermaid...”


  "It is still half fish. What is wrong?”


  “...?”


  It was a rare sight.


  The level 300 mermaid monster in the valley trembled as a kitchen knife held by a middle-aged man neared them.


  The most impressive thing was the black-haired man trying to hold the middle-aged man back from from the mermaid.


  ‘Grid...?’


  The first legendary class and first king.


  The most famous man in the world who achieved countless feats.


  ‘Why is he here?’


  Was this a coincidence?


  A smile appeared on the face of the bewildered Muto.


  ‘This might be a fated relationship.’


  In fact, Muto was a person who hated Grid.


  It was because Grid was the one who started to sell the remedy from Reidan.


  Strictly speaking, Muto’s fall was due to Grid. It was natural to feel resentment.


  But at this moment, Muto’s feelings for Grid were washed away.


  It was because he thought that he was bound to Grid by strings of fate.


  "I was going to rest in that valley but a guest has arrived there first.”


  "Do you mind?”


  A mercenary asked.


  Muto shook his head.


  “All your heads will be cut off if you ask him to leave.”


  “...?”


  The mercenaries frowned.


  They were the strongest warriors of Zentu. Muto hired them because he acknowledged this fact.


  Yet that black-haired man would kill all of them?


  “I can’t accept it.”


  Zentu.


  It was a village near the queen rat community that had been destroyed by someone a few months ago.


  In order to survive the rats, the inhabitants of Zentu endlessly trained and gained the title of warrior. They had great pride in their skills.


  "Shall we see if he is really stronger than us?”


  The mercenaries were unable to hide their uncomfortable feelings.


  "Oh, don’t eat mermaids. It is like human flesh.”


  Peeng!


  Pepepepeok!


  “...?”


  An explosion took place in the valley.


  It was a phenomenon that occurred when the black-haired man used swordsmanship and magic.


  “T-This is impossible.”


  The mercenaries were at a loss for words.


  They could barely repel the mermaids of Jam Valley one-on-one. The mermaids were strong enough to be compared to the poisonous rats.


  But the black-haired man took out dozens of mermaids in the blink of an eye. The dimension was different.


  "How about it? Isn’t he on a different class? I heard that the warriors of Zentu admire strong people. Isn’t he strong?”


  "Gulp."


  The mercenaries didn’t respond to Muto. They could only gulp. They got goosebumps.


  ‘If we had come across him unaware...’ 


  ‘By now we would be like the mermaids.’


  They got goosebumps just imagining it.


  ‘Huh?’


  All of the mercenaries shook their head.


  Suddenly, the black-haired man took out a needle and thread and started sewing.


  “W-What?”


  The mercenaries were surprised.


  Muto was more surprised than them.


  ‘Sewing cloth? How can Grid, a blacksmith, deal with cloth?’


  He really wasn’t just a celebrity.


  They kept meeting by chance and Grid was a constant source of interest.


  Muto was convinced.


  ‘This is my chance.’


  Today’s accidental encounter would be the opportunity of a lifetime.


  “Okay... Let's go. First of all, let’s greet him.”


  Muto took a deep breath to get rid of his tension and excitement before walking up to Grid with his mercenaries.


  He could smell food waste as he neared but he didn’t care.




  Chapter 635


  "Yes, what was the reaction of the Overgeared King?”


  The Saharan Empire, the castle of Sword Duke Limit.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The four swords that Limit deployed in the air devastated the field. It was the swordsmanship that he trained. Limit was confident that his swordsmanship transcended great swordsman Piaro and even Sword Saint Muller. But due to a lack of achievements, he couldn’t claim to be a legend or a sword saint. Mercedes kneeled in the rising dust and answered his question.


  “He accepted.”


  “Hah... He bowed?” Limit shook his head with surprise. He gazed with hollow eyes at the kneeling Mercedes.  "The rebel who faced a force of 100,000 troops alone accepted the imperious demands of the empire without protesting? He didn’t run wild?”


  "Yes, he followed it very quietly. On the surface.”


  “Is it different?”


  "That's right. Grid is like a beast who can’t be tamed. He was kneeling, but couldn’t hide his sharp eyes.”


  "Asmophel’s Eyes.”


  ‘Asmophel’s Eyes’ was widely used among the imperial knights. It meant the eyes were filled with enthusiasm for the future without being frustrated by the trials of the moment. It was the eyes of the eternal No. 2, Asmophel, when he looked at Piaro.


  “Hrmm, that’s good. Yes, that’s the Overgeared King.”


  Limit was one of the six dukes of the Saharan Empire. From a general point of view, he was the most loyal person to the empire. He wasn’t angry when he heard that Grid didn’t truly yield? If someone witnessed this scene, they wouldn’t understand it.


  But Mercedes was tranquil.


  The Red Knights were a group rebuilt by Empress Marie, not Emperor Juander. On the surface, they were knights under the direct control of the empire. However, reality was different. They were no different from the limbs of the empress. Limit, chief of the Red Knights, moved according to the will of the empress.


  In fact, it wasn’t like this from the beginning. Limit dedicated his loyalty to the emperor when he was first appointed as chief of the Red Knights. But the emperor betrayed him. 


  The five pillars. Emperor Juander called them talents to support the empire and preferred them more than the Red Knights. The Red Knights were forced to feel deprived and this led to Limit turning completely away from the emperor.


  "Mercedes, I want you to tell His Majesty the Emperor your thoughts about the Overgeared King. Try to convince the angry emperor to dispatch troops to the Overgeared Kingdom. In that gap, Empress Marie will have time to reorganize the political factions.”


  "I understand.”


  Mercedes responded politely and left. She struggled as she rode her white horse towards the imperial palace.


  'I don’t know what is best for the empire.’


  Was it really right to deceive His Majesty the Emperor? The struggle between factions increased over who should become crown prince. Mercedes was worried that the empire would be torn apart. There was a person who was watching her closely.


  ‘Ha, my goddess.’


  It was Mercedes’ retainer, Sky. An unofficial ranker, he had been acting in the empire ever since Satisfy opened. He joined the Black Knights and was recently admitted as a reserve in the Red Knights. His talent was enough to become a retainer of the 1st knight.


  ‘I will stand by the goddess forever.’


  A huge smile. Mercedes was a beautiful woman who made him smile just looking at her. Sky’s love for her was very deep. It was equal to Damian’s love for Isabel. However, it wasn’t pure.


  'My goddess Mercedes, I will surely make you my slave.’


  ***


  “Hello, Grid?”


  “Hmm?”


  This was the East continent. Since the entry rate of players was still low, more than 99.9% of the population were NPCs. Unlike the West Continent, people rarely recognized Grid. No, it didn’t exist at all. Yet this person recognized him with one glance. Grid turned towards the man approaching and confirmed the name above his head.


  ‘Muto.’


  A player.


  ‘...He must be considerably skilled to be on the East Continent.’


  Grid was alert. Muto came close without hesitation. It was even a nice expression! ‘The expression is so good that it’s ridiculous. Usually these are bad people.’ It was a prejudice. But he was right to be wary. The world of Satisfy wasn’t an easy place where all strangers in unfamiliar areas were friendly. In particular, Grid was concerned about the eight people accompanying Muto.


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Eyes]


  It was a skill that allowed him to peek at item information when observing it for more than three seconds. Based on this skill, the eight people with Muto were at least level 280. 


  ‘A person who has such tough subordinates won’t be ordinary.’


  Muto spoke as Grid became increasingly alert.


  "I don’t have any combat power. I was able to cross to the East Continent purely due to my speaking ability. I’m a merchant. I ran the Muto Company, which is named after me.”


  "A man with acumen.”


  Grid spoke without letting down his guard. Muto scratched his head.


  "Unlike Grid, I’m not at the level to be on the unified rankings. But you’ll be able to find me if you check the merchant rankings.”


  “Oh...”


  Grid immediately checked the rankings and was surprised. Muto was the third ranked merchant.


  ‘It isn’t a bluff that he runs a company. Come to think about it, Lauel said repeatedly that the market must grow in order to boost the economy.’


  Lauel spoke of the need to attract a large influx of merchants. However, it was difficult because most merchants were active in the empire. In particular, the Overgeared Kingdom had a clear limit on the population. From a merchant’s point of view, it was a kingdom with little value.


  ‘For the sake of the kingdom, it’s better to build a relationship with a merchant.’


  Grid controlled his expression. He didn’t completely get rid of his vigilance and shook Muto’s hand.


  “Grid.”


  “Ohh! It’s an honor to shake hands with the prestigious King Grid of the Overgeared Kingdom!”


  Indeed, he was a merchant. The cheerful Grid asked Muto a question.


  “Who are these people?”


  "They’re mercenaries I hired on the East Continent. As you know, the monsters here are really strong, so mercenaries from the West Continent are useless. I’m currently moving to Kars. Is it the same for Grid?”


  "That's right. What are you going to Kars for?”


  "My goal is to meet the Cho King and make a commercial exchange with him.”


  "Cho King...”


  Grid’s expression became uncomfortable. Grid had to rescue the Han Seokbong father and daughter, so the king might become an enemy. Muto read Grid’s expression, roughly noticed the situation and laughed.


  “Maybe there’s a bad relationship between you and the Cho King? It’s surprising. I thought Grid was going to Kars to form a diplomatic relationship with the Cho Kingdom.”


  "I would be glad if I could, but the situation isn’t simple.”


  Maybe he would need to harm the Cho King. Grid couldn’t reveal his purpose when Muto still couldn’t be trusted. Muto retreated. The conversation turned to Idan and Yang Fei.


  "Who are they? They’re unusual colleagues.”


  Rather than strong warriors, he was crossing the East Continent with a middle-aged man and a young woman? It was only possible because it was Grid. Muto watched on with admiration as Grid explained.


  "They are my exclusive chef and tea master.”


  “Wow.”


  How many players in this world had a dedicated chef and tea master for adventures? A rich person would be able to hire a chef for gourmet meals. But Grid was the only one with a tea master.


  ‘He’s a king for a reason. The scale is different.’


  It was a famous fact that the Overgeared Kingdom was poor.  But just because the kingdom was poor didn’t mean that Grid had to be poor. Grid was rumored to be quite wealthy and came up with the money to construct the kingdom himself.


  'I should get close to him.’


  From a trader’s point of view, there was nothing wrong with exchanges with the rich. Especially if the person was the king of a country! Muto looked at Grid with shining eyes.


  "Would you like a meal?”


  Chef Idan handed a plate to Muto. It was a plate of soup.


  “Can I really accept?”


  "I have just finished preparing lunch. There’s a lot remaining.”


  "I'll eat thankfully!"


  What person could resist a freebie? Muto was thrilled by Idan’s favor and gladly took the soup. At this moment, a sharp smell pierced his nose. But his stamina was low, so he put the soup to his mouth and swallowed it. Then he tasted hell.


  [You have consumed something that shouldn’t be eaten.]


  [You have been poisoned (large).]


  [1,840 health is consumed per second and your skin has started to rot.]


  “Keok!”


  Muto felt danger to his life. He had to take the highest grade antidote in order to treat the poison. It was an expensive antidote to pay for a free meal.


  “W-What is this...!”


  Was it an assassination attempt? Muto’s eyes were alert as he looked at Grid, but it was only for a moment.


  "You have no idea about cooking. Spitting out the best dish I made, tsk tsk.”


  “...”


  Ah, Idan was such a character. Muto belatedly realized and looked at Grid grimly.


  ‘To hire a potential killer as a chef... It is obvious that Grid’s palate isn’t right.’


  Grid lived his life without knowing the pleasure of great food. Yes, a poor man. Muto felt sympathetic towards Grid. Muto frowned and suggested.


  “If you don’t mind, can I accompany you? Our purpose in meeting the Cho King is different, but the direction is the same. I think it would be good to be companions. I will personally be happy if I can interact with Grid.”


  “Okay. But a party won’t be formed. I don’t want to share experience.”


  “Of course.”


  "However, if the items are shared by the party leader then I am willing to offer a party. Your escorts seem quite useful.”


  "...No, I will pass.”


  “Will you refuse my favor?”


  “...”


  "Of course, I will distribute the items fairly.”


  "...I understand. The king of a kingdom wouldn’t cheat a merchant...”


  “...”


  The two people moved together for five days before arriving in Kars. In the process, they talked a lot. Grid tried to make friends with a merchant ranker while Muto analyzed Grid’s words and ideas in order to see his vision of the Overgeared Kingdom. The result?


  "Is it possible for you to accept the Muto Company in the Overgeared Kingdom?”


  The blessing rolled into Grid’s hand. In addition, Grid got to know new facts thanks to Muto. First of all, it was possible to move between continents without using a scroll. Secondly, the economic power of the empire was great enough to far exceed his expectations. Third, an ordinary person without a passive conditional resistance would get resistance to poison if they constantly ate Idan’s cuisine.


  It was a beneficial companionship.




  Chapter 636


  TL: Changing Yang Fei’s skill name from now on from ‘Making a Living Detection’ to ‘Pushover Detection.’


  "The officials are angry. I can’t postpone your execution any longer.”


  The Lava Prison. The Cho King came back today and spoke with a somber face.  Han Seokbong bowed his head.


  "I’m a sinner deserving death. Brother, let your lingering attachment go and execute me.”


  “...”


  The Cho King looked at Han Seokbong sadly. Who was Han Seokbong? He was the king’s only friend since he was a prince. Han Seokbong loved and respected the Cho King beyond his status as a king.


  "I will say it again. The yangbans of the Hwan Kingdom want to know the whereabouts of the Red Palace Bow maker. If you don’t give them the answer they want, this kingdom will be in great danger. You really... Do you really not know his whereabouts?”


  “...Yes.”


  "It’s really confusing...”


  The Cho King believed Han Seokbong. But the officials were the problem. They fiercely accused Han Seokbong of being a traitor who abandoned his kingdom. They insisted on punishing Han Seokbong and relieving the yangbans’ anger by executing him.


  ‘There are many people who don’t like Seokbong and they’re taking advantage of this chance.’


  Han Seokbong’s fair nature created a sense of crisis for the corrupt nobles. They couldn’t miss this golden opportunity to harm Han Seokbong. Due to this, the Cho King couldn’t protect Han Seokbong.


  “This might be presumptuous, but... Please protect my daughter’s life.”


  "I know. I’ll watch over Sua as much as possible.”


  She would be deprived of her status, but her life would be preserved. The Cho King said a sad goodbye to Han Seokbong.


  "I won’t watch Brother’s execution. I don’t want to see your end with my own eyes.”


  “Please live long and strengthen the nation.”


  “...”


  Han Seokbong prayed for the kingdom’s welfare despite it being his end. The Cho King couldn’t speak anymore and hastily left the Lava Prison.


  *** 


  "A tremendous city."


  The Cho Kingdom’s capital, Kars. It had all types of cultures like Pangea. Western style houses coexisted with oriental houses, while the royal palace resembled a palace of the Silla period.


  ‘It looks much larger than Reinhardt.’


  There were only five kingdoms on the East Continent. It seemed that the size of each kingdom transcended the size of the Western kingdoms. Grid cut cloth with scissors and looked around.


  Muto spoke as Grid moved his hands without a break.


  “I’m going to explore the city before I see the king. I need to figure out the market situation of the Cho Kingdom and will be able to present a smarter deal to the king.”


  "Yes, work hard.”


  "What about Grid?”


  “I need to find a person.”


  "Let me know their name and I will look for them.”


  "No, I already know where they are.”


  “I see...”


  Grid wasn’t planning to give him the quest details. Muto nodded and extended his hand.


  “That... The loot we got from hunting monsters along the way...”


  It was a trip of five days. Grid and Muto hunted hundreds of monsters until they reached Kars. The amount of items they obtained was significant. However, the item distribution methods was that the party leader acquired it. Therefore, all the loot was in Grid’s inventory.


  Grid gave Muto a fair split of the loot. It was a ratio of 8:2. Of course, Grid was the ‘8.’ But Muto wasn’t upset at all. He actually thought it was too much.


  "Grid, didn’t you take care of most of the monsters along the way? A 9:1 ratio seems sufficient.”


  "There were moments that would’ve been dangerous if you and the Zentu warriors didn’t help. It’s fair to divide it like this.”


  “I see...”


  Muto was able to realize how fair Grid was.


  ‘There’s a lot of talent gathered in the Overgeared Guild. I will never lose money with Grid.’


  Later, he would go to the Overgeared Kingdom when he returned to the West Continent. Muto pledged himself to Grid and left. A smile appeared on Grid’s face as he watched Muto’s back. He was able to smile because he had obtained Muto’s confidence.


  'Isn’t it good that give a bit more loot for a favorable impression?’


  Grid grinned at his brilliance and turned his gaze to the square. It was because the atmosphere of the square, where thousands of people were gathered, was troubled.


  ‘What?’


  Grid felt puzzled and approached the square.


  "The execution of Pangea’s lord, Han Seokbong has been decided! He will be executed tomorrow!”


  "Isn’t Han Seokbong a good noble with a high reputation? Why is he being executed?”


  "He made the yangbans of the Hwan Kingdom angry.”


  “Heok... The yangbans...”


  “He deserves to die...”


  “...”


  Grid became impatient after hearing that the person he wanted to save would be executed.


  ‘Why is it so fast?’


  In fact, Grid needed some time to plan Han Seokbong’s rescue.


  First, he had to identify the location and structure of the prison where Han Seokbong was trapped, then judge if he could be rescued or not. If it seemed possible to rescue him, Grid would act immediately. Otherwise, he would meet the Cho King.


  But now he had no choice.


  ‘If the execution is already decided, it doesn’t make sense to meet the Cho King. I have to rescue Han Seokbong right away.’


  Grid started collecting information about Han Seokbong and Sua.  In the information gathering, Yang Fei’s Pushover Detection skill was very useful. She was able to gather the information that Grid desired very quickly.


  “Tsk tsk... I shouldn’t be a pushover.”


  Grid vowed to never be a pushover. In fact, he never imagined that Yang Fei once called him a pushover.


  *** 


  The noble Sam Dasoo of the Cho Kingdom came to the second floor of the Lava Prison. It was to meet Sua, the daughter of Han Seokbong.


  “W-What? My father’s execution has been determined?”


  Sua was still shining like white jade despite being trapped in a dirty prison for a fortnight. The prison was dark and Sua was like the moon. The appeal that Sua emanated wasn’t something that men could reject.  Sam Dasoo gulped and nodded while examining Sua’s body with sticky eyes. 


  "Yes, it’s tomorrow.”


  "T-That...!"


  Sua couldn’t believe it. Her father was a person who worked hard for this kingdom for his whole life. However, he was facing the death penalty just because he angered the yangbans. She couldn’t understand it.


  “Why is this happening? Aren’t we the people of the Cho Kingdom and servants of the Cho King? Why are our lives in danger due to the yangbans’ mood? Huh?”


  “You’re still young and don’t know reality. The Hwan Kingdom is the sky. They are a country that we all need to serve. Anyone who angers them needs to be punished.”


  “...”


  “Don’t worry. I, Sam Dasoo, have asked to save your life. It’s too harsh for your life to be stolen because of your father’s mistake, although you will be deprived of your status as a noble."


  “...”


  “Ah, you don’t have to worry too much about how to make a living. You will live forever by my side and receive my protection.”


  Sam Dasoo wasn’t aware of how much lust was in his eyes when he looked at Sua. Sua stared at him. Her bewitching eyes were enough to make Sam Dasoo lose his soul.


  "I believe in Sam Dasoo.”


  "Ah? Ahh, yes, yes. Huhu, believe in me. Then it will work out.”


  “Then I will believe you. Please let me meet my father. I want to say goodbye one last time.”


  "Ah? Ahh, yes... Hey, guard. Open the prison door right... N-No, no!”


  Sam Dasoo unknowingly nodded only to regain himself. Sua was a warrior before she was the best beauty. He didn’t know what she would do if she left the prison. Once Sam Dasoo withdrew the order to the guard to take out the key, Sua snorted.


  "If only I had makeup on.”


  “Huh?”


  Sam Dasoo doubted his ears. Sua, who had been staring at him with poisonous eyes, acted as a fragile girl again. It was a quick transition that seemed like a lie.


  "It’s too sad that I can’t see my father before he dies.”


  "D-Don’t worry. Tomorrow, I will give you time to say goodbye to your father before I take him to his execution.”


  Sam Dasoo laughed awkwardly and hurriedly left. He had made a mistake by facing Sua without being able to overcome his boiling lust. Sua was left alone and bit her nails.


  ‘What should I do?


  Father’s execution had been announced. I can’t allow it. The only way is to rescue my father before the execution time. But how?


  “...I’m helpless.”


  Tears flowed from Sua’s eyes as she wrapped her arms around her knees. She couldn’t act as a strong woman when alone.


  *** 


  "The Cho King has reported. He’s executing Han Seokbong, who denies knowing the maker of the Red Phoenix Bow.”


  “Ha? Do they think our obsession will be put to rest with that?”


  “Stupid. We don’t care about his life.”


  A VIP room in the Cho King’s Palace. There were young people dressed in silks more luxurious than the palace. The Hwan Kingdom’s yangbans.


  "The maker of the Red Phoenix Bow was Pagma. I don’t know how he’s been living since leaving the Hwan Kingdom, but we have to find him.”


  "If Han Seokbong doesn’t give Pagma’s whereabouts before dying... We’ll have to move ourselves.”


  “Ah, I want to meet Pagma. I miss his swordsmanship.”


  "You mean the sword dance that Hanul suppressed. It’s so insignificant that it can’t even be called swordsmanship. Kukuk.”


  “Don’t make me laugh. This isn’t the Hwan Kingdom. We have to keep the dignity of the yangbans in front of the residents.”




  Chapter 637


  “It’s unusual.”


  The Lava Prison wasn’t built by human hands; the dormant volcano had instead been slightly modified into a natural prison. The black and towering mountains gave Grid a feeling of overwhelming awe.


  "I’m scared because the mountain is sharp and pointed.”


  "Based on the lava flowing all around, it’s a dormant volcano, right...? Will it suddenly explode?”


  Idan and Yang Fei hesitated, lacking the courage to enter the Lava Prison. Of course, Grid had no intention of having them join him in the first place.


  "It’s enough to know where the Lava Prison is; both of you return to our accommodations and wait.”


  “I’ll make delicious food.”


  "And I’ll prepare a warm bath and tea. Please come back safe and sound.”


  “Um.”


  Grid remained alone and confirmed the time: there were less than two hours left until Han Seokbong’s execution.


  ‘The information-gathering took too long.’


  He only managed it with Yang Fei’s help. If it hadn’t been for Yang Fei, Grid still wouldn’t have known the whereabouts of Han Seokbong and his daughter.


  ‘Then I would’ve had to meet the Cho King... A bloody wind is blowing.’


  The hidden quest that Grid was performing had two options: Either rescue the Han Seokbong father and daughter from prison or meet the Cho King. Based on common sense, it was likely that a fight would break out if he faced the Cho King, who had imprisoned and lined up both the father and daughter for execution. Grid was very reluctant for this to happen, as his ultimate goal in returning to the East Continent was to secure allies for his kingdom.


  ‘I have to leave room for diplomatic relations with the Cho Kingdom. I can’t become hostile to the Cho King.’


  He needed to rescue the Han Seokbong father and daughter as discreetly as possible! Grid made his decision and equipped both the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch and mask. The moment he entered the Lava Prison.


  [You are the first player to find the Lava Prison dungeon!]


  [The amount of experience gained from Lava Prison will increase for the next week!]


  [When hunting boss monsters, the probability of gaining unique or higher rated items will increase significantly!]


  "Eh?”


  The Lava Prison was actually classified as a dungeon?


  ‘Did I come to the wrong place?’


  Grid acted calmly despite his confusion. He looked at the structure of the prison in front of him and prepared for the unknown danger.


  Rattle. Rattle.


  He could hear the sound of chains on the floor. Grid looked around and was startled at the sight before him. The name ‘Lava Prison Guard’ was on top of the jiangshi. The jiangshi, with pale skin, dragged chains that bound both of its hands across the ground.


  ‘The guards are monsters?’


  He didn’t know why, but it was a good thing.


  ‘I would’ve felt guilty if I were hurting innocent soldiers, but there’s no reason for mercy if I’m facing monsters. Let’s break through this quickly and find Han Seokbong and Sua.’


  The determined Grid summoned four golden hands. God Hands. They are all armed with Mjolnir.


  “Sweep through them.”


  The moment that Grid finished speaking.


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  The God Hands flew off and started beating the jiangshi with Mjolnir.


  ‘What?’


  Grid flinched as he was about to take action. The jiangshi beaten by Mjolnir were ‘immune’ to the stiffness state? They didn’t even receive physical damage. The jiangshi were monsters with both high resistance and defense.


  ‘Is this why they are used to safeguard national facilities?’


  Grid pulled out a blue greatsword that resembled a shark. A glittering glow filled the darkness that dominated the prison. It was the +9 Failure that became more powerful in darkness.


  *** 


  The reason why the Lava Prison was notorious was the hot heat. An ordinary person couldn’t stand the heat of the Lava Prison. A person would sweat even when sitting down, have symptoms of dehydration and even burn to death. Just being trapped in the Lava Prison was a terrible torture for prisoners.


  It was why the Lava Prison guards weren’t soldiers, but monsters.  It was virtually impossible for common soldiers to work in the Lava Prison. Therefore, the jiangshis created were deployed as prison guards.


  “The time has come. Let’s go.”


  “Um...”


  The sweating Han Seokbong painfully raised his body.  He was able to not be dehydrated by drinking the water the Cho King provided him. However, he continued to sweat and his stamina consumption was too great.


  Stagger.


  Han Seokbong was about to collapse and supported his body with the bars. A cold chill filled Han Seokbong the moment he touched the bar.


  'Blood jiangshi...’


  Blood jiangshi were produced using the blood of a virgin mixed with strong poison. They were much physically stronger than ordinary jiangshi and also talked like people. Of course, their ego was only at the level of the person who made them. 


  Trudge trudge.


  Han Seokbong moved with the help of the blood jiangshi. He couldn’t remain calm in the face of his incoming death. He was afraid. He wasn’t afraid of the pain that he would suffer. He was worried about Sua being left alone.


  ‘No, I don’t need to worry. My daughter is strong. Even if she’s left alone, she’ll be able to live without losing courage. His Majesty also assured me that he would watch over her.’


  It was a parent’s duty to believe in their child. Han Seokbong started to control his heart. He humbly accepted his upcoming death. In front of him, the nobleman Sam Dasoo appeared.


  "Isn’t this funny?’


  “Sam Dasoo...”


  Han Seokbong’s eyes became hard and furious. Sam Dasoo was a representative of the corrupt nobles and had always opposed Han Seokbong’s integrity. Han Seokbong couldn’t acknowledge Sam Dasoo as a noble. 


  “If I die, His Majesty will only have you... I am worried about the future of the Cho Kingdom.”


  Han Seokbong mourned while Sam Dasoo laughed.


  "It’s worthless. Why is someone who will soon be dead worried about the future?”


  "...Did you come here to mock me?”


  "Kukukuk, how relieving. I’m sorry but this ill-fated relationship will end. Our relationship might be ill-fated, but I will try to speak some comforting words before you face your fate.”


  "I don’t need any comforting from you.”


  "Just listen, as it is about your daughter Sua.”


  "...Don’t say my daughter’s name with your dirty mouth.”


  Han Seokbong released killing intent the moment Sua’s name was heard. Sam Dasoo seemed to find this reaction funny as he let out a loud laugh. Then he whispered in Han Seokbong’s ears.


  "I will take good care of Sua for the rest of her life. I’ll keep her beautiful until I get tired of her. So don’t worry about your daughter and relax.”


  “...!”


  Han Seokbong’s eyes shook. The news that Sam Dasoo was aiming for Sua was like a bolt out of the blue. He tried to remain calm.


  “You can’t do this. I begged His Majesty to protect Sua and he promised.”


  "Kukuk, what if she wants me?”


  “What...?”


  "I have ordered some Hwanryongcho to be mixed in with her breakfast this morning.”


  "H-Hwanryongcho?”


  Hwanryongcho was a drug that caused hallucinations. The biggest problem was that the person lost resistance to any suggestion.


  "Someone will pretend to be you and whisper to Sua. ‘Believe in Sam Dasoo for the rest of your life. Sam Dasoo will protect you.’ This is the last will and testament of her father. Kuk! Kukukuk!”


  “You! Wicked person!!”


  Han Seokbong screamed. He hated this devil in front of him and cursed with all his heart. But it was useless. Han Seokbong would be executed shortly afterwards. He was bound by the blood jiangshi and couldn’t do any harm to Sam Dasoo. Sam Dasoo just laughed evilly at Han Seokbong.


  *** 


  Lava Prison’s second floor.


  “Father...”


  Could it be due to the hot heat? Sua’s mind had been feeling fuzzy since morning. Therefore, she couldn’t help welcoming her father when she saw him. She couldn’t tell whether the current situation was real or a dream. Han Seokbong touched her cheek. Sua felt that her father’s hand wasn’t as warm as usual. It was cold for some reason but it was a minor problem.


  "Do you have to leave?”


  Sua begged in a trembling voice. Han Seokbong made a request.


  "Sua, I am leaving first and Sam Dasoo will protect you in my stead. Always be thankful to him and serve him with all your heart and soul.”


  “Yes... Yes, I understand."


  It was her father’s last will. Sua nodded a few times. At that moment.


  "Since when is that monster your father?”


  It was an unforgettable voice. The deep voice dug into her ears. Sua knew the owner of this voice.


  “Grid...?”


  Was she still wandering in her dreams? Was this why she heard Grid’s voice? Sua was confused. The face of Han Seokbong caressing her cheek changed into that of a devil.


  “What bastard?”


  Han Seokbong shouted. His face started to melt like liquid in Sua’s eyes. After a moment, he no longer looked like Han Seokbong. It was a man with a bizarre appearance that Sua saw for the first time. 


  “Who are you? Father? Where is my father?”


  As the medicinal effect of the Hwanryongcho fell, Sua’s confusion was maximized. She felt a terrible headache. What was happening? The fear of being alone in the world. She was feeling fear in this dark prison when she heard-


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  It was Grid’s voice.


  “Link.”


  Pit!


  Pipipipipit!


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  The man who tried to trick Sua screamed.


  Kurururung!


  The iron bars of the prison holding Sua were cut and destroyed.


  “Let’s go.”


  “Ah...”


  Big hands approached in the darkness. Sua knew these hands anywhere.


  “Grid... Is it you?”


  “That’s right.”


  Grid grabbed Sua’s hands and answered. He took off his bloody mask and smiled.


  "Let’s go home.”


  It seemed difficult.  He seemed to have trouble speaking. In the first place, the blood used to wet the strange mask wasn’t the ‘enemy’s blood’ but the ‘wearer’s blood.’ As it happened, Grid was already covered with wounds.




  Chapter 638


  ‘The jiangshi are just too strong.’


  The average level of the Lava Prison Guards was 360, 29 levels higher than Grid’s current level. But level wasn’t the problem, however, as both Grid’s stats and items meant that he had already transcended the limits of his level. As he hunted and discovered more information about the blood jiangshi, he realized that apart from their physical strength and their high defense, the truly terrifying thing about them was their abnormal mental state. They showed no consciousness, felt no pain, and knew no fear.


  Kieeeeek!


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  “Kuk...!”


  Grid’s maximum health had gone over 80,000 ever since he obtained the ‘Savior of the World’ title from the Belial raid. It even overwhelmed most tankers that had invested their stat points into stamina.  But this great health gauge was currently in jeopardy as only 40% remained. This meant that the blood jiangshi were strong!


  Chaaeng!


  “....!”


  Grid’s +9 Failure, his trusted weapon that exerted greater power in the darkness, swung through the air at three blood jiangshis, only to be met with a kick. The sword slipped from Grid’s hand—while Grid had overwhelmingly high strength, he couldn’t fight against three jiangshis alone.


  ‘Che!’


  Grid clicked his tongue but didn’t despair. While Satisfy implemented high realism and freedom, it was still just a game. A simple condition went into effect when a player’s hand dropped a weapon: they were unable to pick that weapon back up for 1~3 seconds.


  Kuwang!


  The three jiangshis didn’t miss this fact and unleashed an onslaught towards Grid. They wielded the hands tied together by chains and swung them like a gorilla would. This was no laughing matter, however, as it seemed like Grid would be torn to pieces.


  “Grid!”


  Sua paled in fright. Grid had rescued her from prison, only to be isolated amongst the guards.  Sua felt a strong sense of guilt.


  ‘I... Grid is risking his life trying to save me!’


  What was this? Why did he have to sacrifice himself by running into this dangerous place?


  Crunch.


  Sua wasn’t a shameless person. She couldn’t tolerate that Grid was in a crisis because of her.


  ‘I will save you!’


  Sua was a warrior before she was a woman. She couldn’t overlook Grid’s crisis and ignored her exhausted stamina. She clenched her teeth, forgetting her heavy legs and moved. But before she could reach the blood jiangshis, Grid freed himself from his predicament. Using the four God Hands to tie up one jiangshi, Grid summoned the two Overgeared Skeletons to bind the others with silver thread before returning to the fight with a longsword in hand.


  That’s right. Grid swapped to a new weapon shortly after Failure fell from his hand. Grid’s item swap speed utilizing the God Hands exceeded common sense. Grid wasn’t able to apply the stiffness effect of Mjolnir on the jiangshis and had switched the God Hands’ weapons to swords. Once he lost Failure, he immediately had a +7 Sword Ghost delivered to him. Its simple attack power was lower than the +9 Failure, but even that depended on the situation as it had the option of accumulating damage each time it attacked the same target.


  Was that all?


  Kkirik!


  The Sword Ghost, which had cut the jiangshi’s chest, separated into two swords.  The weapon separated? The blood jiangshi would be terrified if they had a strong consciousness. Yes, this anomaly was the greatest strength of the Sword Ghost. It was normally used as a longsword but it had a high utilization because it could be separated into a small sword and longsword.


  Chukakakakak!


  The separated Sword Ghosts cut the left and right wrists at the same time.


  [The +7 Sword Ghost has accumulated three attacks against the same target!]


  [The +7 Sword Ghost’s attack power has increased by 20%!]


  The beast called Grid revealed his nature.


  Seokeok!


  Puok! Puuok!


  Grid never missed his prey. The Sword Ghost continued hitting its target. It was a wise combat method built on the basis of his various combat experiences. The result?


  [The +7 Sword Ghost has accumulated 11 attacks against the same target!]


  [The +7 Sword Ghost’s attack power has increased by 100%!]


  The potential of the Sword Ghost was lifted to the maximum. With double attack power, the Sword Ghost was stronger than Failure. Rotten blood started to seep from the steely skin of the jiangshi.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Kill!”


  Peeeeeong!


  The necklace received as a gift from his son Lord. Thanks to the Necklace of Agility increasing skill deployment by 15%, Grid’s deployment speed was much faster than before. It was the moment he overcame the inherent limits of the sword dance.


  -Kuaaaaah!


  Energy blades shot like a missile and pierced the chest of the jiangshis. It eventually turned to grey.


  [The Lava Prison Guard has been defeated.]


  [185,001,400 points of experience have been acquired.]


  [63 gold coins have been acquired.]


  ‘The experience given is amazing.’


  Grid was the first to find the Lava Prison, which was classified as a dungeon. As a benefit, the amount of experience gained for one week was greatly increased. The experience gained from one jiangshi was over 100 million.


  ‘The disadvantage of hunting here is that the jiangshi don’t drop any items. But it’s not that big of a deal because they give one-third more experience than the armoured needles did.’


  If he could increase the hunting speed, it would be the best hunting ground. Of course, this was limited to when the dungeon’s first discoverer benefit was applied.


  ‘If I rescue the Han Seokbong father and daughter and run away, I won’t be able to come here again... I will waste the first discoverer benefits that last a week.’


  However, Grid didn’t feel sorry. Satisfy had plenty of hunting grounds, and the lives of Han Seokbong and Sua, as well as the quest benefits were more important.


  Kiyaaaaaah!


  Rumble!


  Immediately afterwards, he struck the two other jiangshis tied up by the God Hands.


  [There are 15 minutes left until Han Seokbong’s execution!]


  Grid was faced with a notification window that made him nervous.


  “It is already time... I looked around the 1st and 2nd floors and couldn’t find Han Seokbong. Do you know what floor he is imprisoned in?”


  "I’m not sure, but the Lava Prison has four floors.”


  ‘Let’s go up to the 3rd and 4th floors.’


  It was simple. Grid abandoned his nervousness and started to climb the spiral staircase. Sua’s face was scrunched up in anxiety as she followed him.


  “Are you okay?”


  Sua wanted to save her father. No, it was Sua’s wish that Grid would save her father. But wasn’t it impossible? Grid was already quite tired from taking care of three blood jiangshis on the 2nd floor. His breathing was rough and his whole body was injured. The bizarre mask on his face was dyed red with blood. Sua was worried about how the current Grid would break through the blood jiangshis on both the 3rd and 4th floors.


  There wasn’t much time left until her father’s execution. Grid might be the most powerful man in Sua’s heart, but the possibility of breaking through the jiangshis on the 3rd and 4th floors was very slim. Grid reached the 3rd floor ahead of her and laughed as he said,


  "Believe in me. Item Transformation.”


  [Item Transformation]


  A skill that can be triggered if the legendary mineral ‘pavranium’ is possessed.


  It transforms the pavranium into the shape and performance of a specific item.


  * It can only transform into items you have learned how to make.


  * The duration of the transformation is 3 minutes. After the transformation is released, the pavranium will return to its original form.


  Skill Mana Cost: None.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 6 hours.


  It was the special move of Pagma’s Descendant that had a long cooldown. However, Grid had made four God Hands with a large number of pavranium. It was possible to change all the individual hands and each God Hand didn’t share the cooldown time of Item Transformation.


  Pahat!


  One God Hand floated in front of Grid.


  “Lifael’s Spear.”


  It was the reinforced version of Lifael’s Spear that Grid reconstructed for Isabel.


  Kuoooooh-


  The golden spear. It emitted a sharp atmosphere around it that didn’t suit its beautiful appearance.


  'An artifact that can change its appearance...?’


  Sua was amazed to see Grid’s items. Grid gave her a reassuring smile and rushed towards four blood jiangshis, swinging the spear.


  [The Light Wheel skill has been used.]


  [Light Wheel has fired a massive number of Magic Missiles (Enhanced).]


  [Shield of Light has been used.]


  [Magic Missile (Enhanced) has been fired at the target who attacked the shield.]


  Kuwang! 


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  “...”


  The overwhelming combat power that created awe. The myth-rated weapon produced by the blacksmith Grid reduced the powerful blood jiangshis to ashes. The blood jiangshis couldn’t even so much as scream as they died.


  Kurururung!


  The prison couldn’t withstand the firepower of Lifael’s Spear and partly collapsed. The ground broke and Grid embraced the waist of Sua who was falling.


  "Ah...! Hat!”


  Sua couldn’t help groaning and hurriedly covered her mouth and fiercely blushed. It was an unexpected reaction. While Sua usually would’ve thrown a joke towards Grid, she was different today as she blushed like a shy girl and avoided eye contact with her savior. Grid’s heart dropped at her bashful appearance.


  ‘Did she have such a cute face?’


  So far, Grid had been able to maintain sage mode in front of Sua’s beautiful face and body because her personality didn’t suit Grid’s taste. Sua was so perverted (?) that Grid, who was still relatively pure, couldn’t handle it.  But at this important moment, Grid was agitated.


  “Hum hum.”


  “...”


  Grid coughed while placing the still blushing Sua in a safe place. The two people couldn’t break the silence for a while. Suddenly, four blood jiangshis approached from the other side of the hall.


  ‘I need to hurry.’


  Grid was determined to defeat the blood jiangshi before his weapon’s transformation time ended, of which there was less than a left. He handed the +7 Ideal Dagger to Sua before rushing back to the blood jiangshi. Sua could use the Ideal Dagger because the usage conditions were low.


  “Support me please.”


  “Eh...? Yes! Yes! I understand!”


  Entrusting a weapon that was more precious than life to her?


  ‘Does this mean he thinks of me as...?’


  Yes, it might mean he thought of her as valuable... Sua was unsettled and barely managed to calm down her heart. Then she used the Wind Blast skill attached to the Ideal Dagger to assist Grid.


  ‘Oh.’


  Grid admired the timing and accuracy of Sua’s usage. It made Grid’s fight much easier. The combination of the best warrior of the Cho Kingdom and the Overgeared King Grid was fantastic. But time was heartless.


  [There are 5 minutes left until Han Seokbong’s execution!]


  [There are 4 minutes left until Han Seokbong’s execution!]


  Grid destroyed the blood jiangshis and explored the 3rd floor. However, he didn’t find Han Seokbong.


  ‘The 4th floor!’


  It was the only floor left of the Lava Prison. Grid and Sua rushed to the 4th floor. Then he saw it.


  "S-Sua...? G-Grid...?”


  Han Seokbong was being dragged like he was a criminal.


  “Father!”


  The excited Sua rushed forward without looking around.


  [The leader of the Lava Prison has emerged.]


  An overwhelming presence appeared.


  ‘Damn. This won’t be easy.’


  Grid sighed.




  Chapter 639


  “Han Seok... What?”


  The guards dragging Han Seokbong stopped in place when they saw Grid.


  Puhahahak!


  Then a boss monster emerged from the ground and blocked the way.


  [The leader of the Lava Prison has emerged.]


  ‘What?’


  Grid was confused at the sight of the slim, pale jianghsi boss-figure. In Satisfy, the appearance of a boss was enough for the surroundings to erupt with powerful pressure. Even a low-level boss would induce a status abnormality when it appeared.


  However, the leader of the Lava Prison didn’t cause any abnormal conditions. It wasn’t like a normal monster, which made Grid feel uneasy. Grid felt an overwhelming presence from the boss.


  ‘The fact that it doesn’t cause any abnormal conditions means that...’


  Didn’t it suggest that the basic specs of the lead guard were excellent? Considering that the physical abilities of the previous jiangshi were outstanding, it was highly likely that the boss jiangshi was at the peak of its physical abilities.


  ‘I have a headache.’


  Ordinary guards didn’t boast tremendous physical abilities. He had lost his sword when dealing with three jiangshis at the same time. If the ability of the boss jiangshi was three times that of the ordinary jiangshi, it would be difficult for Grid to deal with it. The battle would become difficult if he couldn’t defend against an attack with his sword.


  'No, am I jumping too far ahead?’


  Grid shook his head and smiled awkwardly. Then Sua’s voice was heard.


  "B-Black-horse jiangshi...!”


  “...?”


  Why was she so surprised by its form? Grid’s anxiety grew as he watched the chief guard kick at Sua. This was no normal kick—it was reminiscent of the 1st-ranked martial artist Regas. No, it was several times faster and sharper than Regas’s kick.


  Kuwaaang!


  It was enough to cause goosebumps. Sua barely escaped from the lead jailer’s kick using Quick Movements. It was a perfect use of the Ideal Dagger borrowed from Grid.


  “This kick?”


  Grid was relieved to see that Sua was safe and felt doubts. The previous jiangshis had only swung their arms. They didn’t use their legs to attack. Therefore, Grid had thought of the jiangshis as having a restriction in their lower body. But the boss that showed up broke that recognition.


  Sua explained to Grid.


  "There are five types of jiangshis.”


  First, the iron jiangshi. The most common type: they used powerful techniques based on their strong bodies, as if they were wearing armor. However, their movements were somewhat dull because they can’t bend their knees.


  Second, the poison jiangshi. Their physical abilities were similar to the iron jiangshi, but the risk in facing them was much higher because they emitted poison from their wounds. Mass-killing was easy for them.


  Third, the blood jiangshi.


  Not made from the same materials as the steel and poison jiangshi, they have virgin’s blood mixed in with all types of drugs, making them three times faster and stronger than the iron jiangshi. They have low intelligence and could execute commands, unlike the other jiangshis. 


  If a kingdom could produce a large number of blood jiangshis, it was expected that their army would be invincible. However, their movements were dull like the iron jiangshi.


  Next, there were the black-horse jiangshi and the flying-horse jiangshi, both encompassing a completely different realm of creation. The black-horse jiangshi was evaluated as a ‘superior’ type. Its physical abilities were 10 times better than that of the blood jiangshi and there were no physical inconveniences. They could even use skills.


  The next type, the flying-horse jiangshi, was evaluated as a ‘living superior’ type made of rare elixirs and virgin blood. It was rumored that they were so strong that a single flying-horse jiangshi could even break down an army. However, their existence was almost like a rumor without any proof or confirmation.


  In other words.


  "The black-horse jiangshi is the peak of the guards.”


  “...Wow.”


  Grid couldn’t help exclaiming at Sua’s explanation. A jiangshi with 10 times the physical strength of the blood jiangshi? He expected it to be difficult if it was three times stronger. But 10 times?


  'I don’t have a chance with a frontal confrontation.’


  “Grid! Don’t care about me and look after my daughter Sua! Run away!”


  Han Seokbong shouted from far away as he was dragged to the execution place by the guards. Despite knowing how great Grid was, he knew that Grid couldn’t deal with the black-horse jiangshi. He gave up his life completely and only hoped for Sua and Grid to be safe.


  Sua looked resigned.


  "I will buy some time. Grid, run away during this gap.”


  A corpse itself. Sua stood in front of the black-horse jiangshi and bit her lip.


  ‘Father, I’m sorry. I can’t save you with my strength. Don’t be lonely because I will follow you soon.’


  Yes, Sua was determined to die. She gave up on rescuing her father. Now that the black-horse jiangshi had emerged, her only desire was that Grid would be safe. She felt an infinite gratitude that he came here to rescue her and her father.


  “Run away!”


  Sua was determined not to let Grid come to any harm. She returned the Ideal Dagger, her only weapon, to Grid. Then she faced the black-horse jiangshi with her bare hands.


  Kiyaaaaaah!


  The black-horse jiangshi laughed at Sua like she was ridiculous. She wouldn’t be able to avoid it with her ability. Buying time for Grid while he ran?


  ‘No way!’


  Grid had come to the East Continent to secure people. He wanted to make friends with the Han Seokbong father and daughter who had been abandoned by the Cho Kingdom no matter what.


  ‘I will surely protect you and make Pangea a territory of Overgeared.’


  Grid pledged as he summoned the God Hands without transforming it to Lifael’s Spear.


  ‘The transformed Lifael’s Spear is very weak compared to the original’s power.’


  It was impossible to reproduce the goddess’ fluffy hair which was the main material of Lifael’s Spear. It was doubtful if the spear could deal a fatal wound to the black-horse jiangshi. It would just be a waste of the Item Transformation skill.


  ‘The God Hands just need to focus on defense in this battle!’


  Pa pa pa pat!


  As soon as they received Grid’s will, the God Hands flew to Sua to protect her. They were kicked by the black-horse jiangshi instead of Sua.


  Jjejeong!


  Jjeejeeeong!


  The greatest strength of the pavranium was its endless durability. They weren’t destroyed despite being hit by the powerful attacks of the black-horse jiangshi.  However, the defense function couldn’t be maintained for a long time because they stiffened for a few seconds every time they were attacked. But it was enough to buy some time.


  “Noe!”


  [The best demonic beast of hell has been summoned!]


  The reason why Grid didn’t summon Noe despite the time attack quest was to save him for an emergency. If a stalemate occurred like now, Grid needed Noe’s strength and stamina to be full.


  “Nyang! I’ll eat well!”


  Noe appeared and opened his mouth wide in order to devour the black-horse jiangshi in one bite.  But the black-horse jiangshi was very agile. It avoided Noe’s mouth.


  "Eh?”


  “Nyong?”


  Noe couldn’t eat it? The confused Grid and Noe were stunned for a moment.


  Peeok!


  “Kiyang!”


  Noe’s eyes became two Xs as he was hit by the jiangshi. The tongue poked out as he collapsed, making Noe look very pitiful.


  "S-Sacred creature...!”


  During the time of the armoured needles attack, Sua had mistaken Noe as a sacred creature. She was nervous after seeing Noe being countered so easily.


  “Grid, please run away!”


  She saw the black-horse jiangshi as a monster that even a sacred creature couldn’t handle. Grid couldn’t deal with this monster, no matter how strong he was. He had to run away and protect his own life. Sua longed for it but Grid didn’t respond to her wish. He went forward and faced the guard.


  "Sua, you seem to be mistaken about something. I didn’t come here accidentally. I came here to save you and your father. I will protect you, even if you die.”


  “...Why?”


  Why did he have to sacrifice himself for them? In the first place, Grid was the benefactor who did them a great favor. There was no justification for him to sacrifice so much for them.


  “Ah...”


  She was looking at Grid with shaking eyes when she suddenly exclaimed. She was amazed by the beauty of the new sword that Grid pulled out. Iyarugt. The ‘Coolness’ option made the translucent red sword look even more beautiful. A brilliant red glow started to shin in the dark dungeon.


  It was the precursor. The precursor to the arrival of the strongest swordsman in hell.


  “Summon Iyarugt.”


  [Summoning Sword Demon Iyarugt!]


  Kurururung!


  The moment that Grid used the skill, Iyarugt let out a roar that was like thunder. A blood red light scattered all over the place as the sword moved from Grid’s hand.


  “Ah...!”


  A chill went down Sua’s spine. Iyarugt’s blood light energy. To be precise, the light emitted from Iyarugt’s soul was enough to excite her soul. It was more beautiful than any gem in the world and stimulated Sua’s sense of beauty.


  Kuoooooh!


  “...Sweet.”


  The raging soul gathered in one place and took the shape of an old man. An old man bent over. The blood light shone around Iyarugt’s body, like a blazing fire. It was the magic power of the ‘hell swordsman’ who competed with great demons despite being a low-grade demonkin.


  Paaaat!


  Iyarugt enjoyed the fresh air entering his lungs and wielded his sword. The black-horse jiangshi couldn’t escape the strike. Was Iyarugt’s sword that fast? Not at all. The physical capabilities of the black-horse jiangshi were excellent enough to overwhelm Iyarugt’s physical capabilities.


  The reason why the black-horse jiangshi couldn’t avoid Iyarugt’s sword was because the demon’s swordsmanship level was just too high. It couldn’t avoid the strike despite seeing it with its eyes.


  Chukakakakak!


  The bloody light constantly moved around the black-horse jiangshi, buying time.


  “Open Rune of Darkness.”


  Grid released the seal of power.


  “Belial’s Power.”


  The power of a great demon!


  *** 


  "Just who is he?"


  Sam Dasoo left the prison while tying up the intruder’s feet. He couldn’t help feeling absurd and asked Han Seokbong again.


  "There is a fool who doesn’t flee the moment he sees a black-horse jiangshi. What is the identity of that freak?”


  Han Seokbong glared at Sam Dasoo from where he was captured by the guards.


  "Watch your words. He isn’t someone that a dirty person like you can talk about.”


  "Kukuk! You are angry that a person who will die soon is being humiliated. How funny.”


  The black jiangshi was the weapon of the Cho Kingdom. There were only five black-horse jiangshis in the whole Cho Kingdom. The unidentified intruder who appeared to save Han Seokbong? He would die before he could get to Han Seokbong.


  ‘Sua who is with him will also die.’


  It was regrettable. Sam Dasoo was worried about being late and urged the guards to hurry. Han Seokbong was worried about Sua and Grid and kept looking back at the prison. 


  At that moment.


  Kurururung!


  A thunderous sound was heard from the top of the Lava Prison.


  “What?”


  Sam Dasoo looked back at the prison with shock. It was because part of the Lava Prison was struck by a magic bombardment.


  “What is this?” 


  Was the intruder truly strong enough to break the prison while fighting the black-horse jiangshi? Confused, Sam Dasoo gulped in nervousness.


  Duk!


  Something fell like a ball from the top of the prison. The head of the black-horse jiangshi rolled to the feet of Sam Dasoo. 


  "H-Hik...!"


  Sam Dasoo paled.




  Chapter 640


  The Rune of Darkness. It was an item obtained from the event story that occurred just after Grid accepted Braham’s soul. It dropped from Tallos, agent of the First Servant Amoract.


  Tallos. He wasn’t someone who could be made fun of. He was an agent of the great demon Amoract. He was a very strong, cruel, and well-rounded person that was chosen by a great demon. It was purely his achievement that the Yatan Church could be spread all over the West Continent.


  Even the current Grid would have no chance if he was hostile to Tallos. But Braham showed his true strength in the event story and Tallos became nothing more than a worm.  Tallos was killed by a handful of Magic Missiles and Fireballs by Braham who had 15,580 intelligence.


  In any case, the conclusion was that the Rune of Darkness was an item that was difficult to obtain using normal paths. Who could obtain the Rune of Darkness that Tallos dropped? If Grid hadn’t accepted Braham’s soul... Yes, if he hadn’t obtained the second class of Legendary Great Magician then he wouldn’t know the existence of the rune.


  ‘Among the two billion users, the number of users who have runes is very small. I am the only one with a rune right now in the Overgeared Guild.’


  Grid guessed that later on, the gap between players would be determined by runes. The people who secured runes and accumulated more power in the runes would determine who would get ahead.


  ‘Perhaps by now, Agnus might’ve accumulated more power in his rune than me.’


  It wasn’t just Agnus. It was likely that those Lauel classified as being sun-grade would’ve already secured runes. He couldn’t rule out the possibility of a rune better than the Rune of Darkness. But Grid was confident. Even if there were more rune owners than he expected, his rune was ahead of everyone else.


  Why?


  'I have already secured the strength of a great demon.’ 


  [Rune of Darkness]


  Bound Item.


  Permanently preserved in your inventory. Trading, dropping, or destroying it is impossible.


  -Usage Effect: Demonic power state will rise in exchange for its use.


  * Normal attacks and skill attacks will deal an addition 20% dark damage.


  Unique Lasting Effect: When dealing with named demonkin and demons, you can absorb unique attributes.


  * Tiramet’s Power: If your health drops below 10%, health will be restored to 30% in an instant. Cooldown Time: 12 hours.


  * Latina’s Power: The ‘Can you Become the King of the Dead?’ skill is generated.


  ★Special�


  32nd Great Demon Belial’s Power


  The queen of darkness who terrorizes the world.


  The queen of flame burns the world.


  The queen of lies ruins the world.


  The ultimate strength that was shown even on the rune. The power of a hell monarch was expressed through Grid.


  "Open the Rune of Darkness, Belial’s Power.”


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  “...!”


  “?!”


  Noe, who was collapsed after being hit by the black-horse jiangshi. Iyarugt, who was tying up the feet of the black-horse jiangshi. The black-horse jiangshi who had adapted to Iyarugt and increased its evasion. Sua, who was watching the high-level battle between Iyarugt and the black-horse jiangshi.


  All of them looked at Grid in unison. The magic emitted from Grid was absurdly powerful. Grid faced the black-horse jiangshi and smiled grimly.


  Red, dark, and intense.  He was surrounded by magic and looked like a comet in the night sky.


  [The power of the Great Demon Belial sealed in the Rune of Darkness has been released!]


  [It is impossible for humans to digest all three of Belial’s powers.]


  [Your body feels a great burden. You have lost 35% of your maximum health.]


  [You have fallen into the ‘weak’ state.]


  [You have resisted.]


  [Your health has dropped below 10%. Tiramet’s Power belonging to the Rune of Darkness if activated.] 


  [30% of your health has been restored.]


  [You have lost more than 70% of your maximum health. The First King title effect is activated.]


  [A protective shield containing the health that was lost in the last minute has been created. As the shield continues, terrain adaptability will increase by 100% while movement speed and defense will increase by 10%.]


  [As a human, you can use only one of Belial’s three powers: darkness, fire, or deception.]


  The power obtained from Belial’s raid. Grid had already tested it a few times.


  If he chose the power of fire, he would activate the ‘Fire Queen’ passive skill. His stamina wouldn’t decrease, his recovery speed would increase by 300% and his fire resistance would rise to 100%. If he received a fire attack inferior to hellfire, he might even regain health. In addition, he could use the ‘Queen’s Flames of Hell’ and ‘Flames of Hell Path.’


  It featured high combat persistence and explosive attack power.


  If he chose the power of darkness, a passive skill would be activated that turned demonkin non-hostile. Mana regeneration rate would increase by 300% and resistance to dark magic by 100%. In addition, he could use the ‘Queen’s Provocation’ and ‘Path of Darkness.’ 


  It made magic and skills easier to use, as well as giving debuff skills.


  Finally, when choosing the power of deception, only the Queen’s Distortion was produced. But in order to utilize the distortion magic properly, it was required to have excellent power and control.  It was difficult for Grid to actually use it.


  "In the first place, it will be fatal for you.”


  Since entering the Lava Prison, Grid’s health was maintained at 40%. Therefore, the First King title could be utilized at any time. The penalty of opening Belial’s Power was canceled to some extent by Tiramet’s Power. At the same time, the First King title effect was applied and a strong shield was obtained. In this state.


  Hwaruruk!


  He was surrounded by flames from head to toe. The red flickering covered Grid’s eyebrows and hair.


  [You have selected the power of fire!]


  [The passive skill Fire Queen is applied for two minutes while Belial’s Power is maintained. You can also use the Queen’s Flames of Hell and Flames of Hell Path.]


  [Queen’s Flames of Hell]


  A wild magic that symbolizes the fire queen.


  The powerful flames will damage your target. The amount of damage is proportional to the user’s powerful blow and the maximum health of the target.


  Skill Mana Consumption: 90% of your maximum mana.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 10 minutes.


  [Flames of Hell Path]


  An afterglow remains on the path that the queen of fire walks.


  During the duration of the skill, the flames on your body will cause ‘burns.’ When using physical attacks and skills, fire damage is added. Fire damage is proportional to your strength and intelligence.


  Resource Consumption: Lose 250 health and 60 mana per second while it is activated.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 5 seconds.


  The reason why Grid chose the power of fire was due to the nature of the black-horse jiangshi. The black-horse jiangshi was extremely resistant to physical attacks. It had been hit several times by Iyarugt but wasn’t severely injured.


  ‘Its physical resistance is high, but its magic resistance is weak!’


  He would blow it away with powerful flames! Grid fired the Queen’s Flames of Hell at the black-horse jiangshi.


  Kurururung!


  “Ugh...!”


  Grid felt something leaving his body the moment the spell was activated. Once a large amount of mana was consumed at once, the phenomenon of ‘mana rampage’ was likely to happen. But Grid overcame this without much damage.


  [You have resisted.]


  This was due to the characteristic of Pagma's Descendant.


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  It poured towards the black-horse jiangshi like a waterfall. There was no scream because the black-horse jiangshi didn’t feel pain.


  Stagger.


  It was a critical wound no matter who saw it. As a boss monster, the black-horse jiangshi boasted high stamina stat. The Queen’s Flames of Hell was deadly to its health.


  Kurururung!


  An explosion occurred around the black-horse jiangshi and the Laval Prison disappeared without a trace.


  "Kyaaak!”


  “Nyang!”


  Once the ground of the prison collapsed, Sua and Noe lost their foothold.


  ‘The sacred creature’s soles!’


  Sua touched Noe’s paws and forgot the horrible reality for a moment, as she was suddenly filled with happiness. Noe’s soles felt great.


  Teook!


  Grid crossed the collapsing prison ground and narrowed the distance to the black-horse jiangshi. The +9 Failure in his hand was burning.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Hwaruruk!


  The afterglow of the flames around Grid shone.


  “Linked Kill!”


  Kurururung!


  Failure penetrated the body of the black-horse jiangshi several times.


  Puk! Puk puk!


  Puuok!


  [Critical!]


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been activated, adding 30% critical damage!]


  [The weak spot has been attacked! Further damage will be dealt!!]


  [Critical!]


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been...]


  [The weak spot has been...]


  [Critical!]


  ...


  ...


  He opened Blacksmith’s Rage and the Rune of Darkness in succession, doubling the critical power that occurred in succession. The black-horse jiangshi suffered a serious injury from the Queen’s Flames of Hell and now collapsed under Grid’s swordsmanship.


  “Ohhhhh!”


  Grid needed to finish this before Belial’s Power ended. He tried to end it by pouring out all of Pagma’s Swordsmanship techniques, except for Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle, which was on cooldown. However, the black-horse jiangshi’s resistance was very strong. The black-horse jiangshi didn’t know pain or fear and attacked Grid. Grid didn’t defend and counterattacked instead. It was an act to shorten the time.


  The bizarre mask used by Grid, the Slaughterer's Mask, was wet with blood. The result?


  Seokeok!


  The black-horse jiangshi lost its health at a quick rate and Failure’s Bisect option was activated. The black-horse jiangshi lost its head and fell from the broken prison ground. There was a loud roar.


  [The Chief Lava Prison Guard has been defeated.]


  [1,922,509,991 experience has been acquired.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [’Jiangshi Recipe’ has been acquired!]


  [Jiangshi Recipe]


  A unique rated skill.


  An old booklet containing the recipe for a steel jiangshi.


  Conditions of Use: Daoist, necromancer.


  “Ohh!”


  A method to make jiangshi! This was a real jackpot that transcended imagination. If he could fill up the Overgeared Kingdom’s lacking military power with jiangshis...!


  '...Ah, I don’t have any necromancer in the guild.’


  Grid felt joy and sorrow at the same time. But there was no room for thinking. He couldn’t delay because Han Seokbong’s life was at risk.


  “Fly.”


  As the duration of Belial’s Power ended, he swapped to Braham’s Boots and flew from the prison while holding onto Sua and Noe.


  Kurururung!


  Grid’s party succeeded in escaping the completely collapsed Lava Prison. Lava erupted from everywhere, but the bigger threat was the ash. The city of Kars in the Cho Kingdom became ash-colored.


  “This crazy guy...! What is that crazy guy doing?”


  Sam Dasoo screamed and fled as the black-horse jiangshi’s head fell down. He tried to drag Han Seokbong’s rope, but it was impossible, as the black-haired man with a muscular body and wide shoulders blocked his way. The beauty Sua, covered in ash, laid in his arms.


  "Father!"


  "Sua!”


  At the same time, Han Seokbong and Sua shared a reunion.


  “Who the hell are you? You used some cowardly method to get rid of the black-horse jiangshi!”


  "I am the king of the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  "?????"


  Sam Dasoo had the worst first encounter with Grid.


  At the same time, the VIP room of the palace.


  “What is that sound?”


  The luxuriously dressed yangbans sensed the situation from where they had been resting in a carefree manner.




  Chapter 641


  "It’s coming from the direction of the Lava Prison.”


  The yangbans quickly grasped where the explosion took place. Considering the distance between the royal palace and the Lava Prison here, the yangbans’ hearing was beyond the category of a human.


  "I don’t understand why an uproar is happening in the capital. Is there a war?”


  “No way.”


  The other kingdoms knew that the yangbans were currently staying in Kars. They wouldn’t dare to cause a disturbance. Everybody knew that those who weren’t polite to the yangbans would meet a terrible end.


  “I heard that Han Seokbong is locked up in the Lava Prison. It’s likely there’s a group trying to rescue Han Seokbong and causing a disturbance."


  “Hoh... They aren’t afraid of us.”


  "They’re afraid. But there are people willing to rescue Han Seokbong. The Han Seokbong father and daughter are nobles representing the Cho Kingdom and have many followers.”


  "Hrmm, I heard there was a black horse jiangshi at the Lava Prison. Is there anyone in the Cho Kingdom who can face the black horse jiangshi?”


  “It’s possible for the Cho King’s 10 Swords.” 


  “10 Swords? Isn’t the Cho King the one who decided that Han Seokbong would be executed? Does it make sense that one of his confidants would try to rescue Han Seokbong? Ah, don’t tell me?”


  “It would fit. The Cho King is famous for his affection for Han Seokbong.” 


  The reason why the Cho King announced that he would execute Han Seokbong was due to the yangbans. The Cho King actually wanted to save Han Seokbong. It wasn’t strange that he would work to rescue Han Seokbong.


  "In the end, the Cho King is behind the group trying to rescue Han Seokbong? Kukuk... The Cho King dares to deceive the yangban?”


  Kwaduduk!


  One especially luxurious dressed man was excited. The name of the angry man was Garam. He was famous for his strong sense of consciousness.  He wouldn’t forgive anyone who damaged the name of the yangbans. All human life other than the yangbans were trivial.


  "I will make the Cho King shed tears of blood.”


  The two other men paid attention to Garam, who got up to walk out of the room.


  "I don’t care what you do, but keep in mind that this isn’t the Hwan Kingdom. We have to keep the dignity of the yangbans in front of the residents.”


  "I will take care of it."


  The upset Garam immediately headed to the great hall. But the Cho King wasn’t present.


  "His Majesty has gone to the execution ground. As you know, it’s Han Seokbong’s execution...”


  ‘He’s the one pulling the strings of Han Seokbong’s rescue, yet he’s pretending not to know anything?’


  A tricky bastard. Garam flew coldly and suddenly stopped in the air. His eyes, which boasted better vision than a hawk, focused on the Lava Prison.


  “Isn’t it more exciting if the Han Seokbong rescue plan fails? Kukukuk!”


  Pahat!


  Garam floated in the ashy sky. He moved his feet lightly and he disappeared without a trace.


  *** 


  “Overgeared...? Overgeared King?”


  He caught the black horse jiangshi because he was the Overgeared King? Sam Dasoo couldn’t understand it at all. He didn’t know what overgeared was in the first place. But he clearly understood the word ‘king.’ It was the same with Han Seokbong and Sua.


  “King...? Grid is a king now?”


  “Ah.”


  Grid belatedly realized at Han Seokbong’s question. He realized he never told the Han Seokbong father and daughter of his true identity.


  ‘I was paying attention to many things when I first came to the East Continent.'


  But it was fine now. Grid trusted the Han Seokbong father and daughter. Weren’t they worried about him even when their lives were at risk? They were righteous even to their last moments.


  ‘The nature revealed before death is clean.’


  They were completely different from him. Grid nodded with a smile.


  “That’s correct. I’m a king.”


  “...”


  Han Seokbong and Sam Dasoo’s faces were as hard as stone statues. There were only four people on the continent who could call themselves king. But Grid wasn’t included in the four. In other words, Grid was a barbarian who didn’t serve any kings.


  “Oh my god...”


  His savior was a barbarian king? Han Seokbong turned pale.  Sam Dasoo pointed at him and cried out, "Han Seokbong is dirty! Acting as if you have no shame on the surface! Yet you’re friendly with a barbarian king! You will surely be damned!”


  ‘Barbarian king?' 


  Grid was puzzled by Han Seokbong’s reaction and Sam Dasoo’s words.


  “Barbarian king? Do the people of the East Continent call the West Continent barbarians?”


  “?!!”


  “!!!”


  Han Seokbong, Sua and Sam Dasoo were shocked. They were surprised since Grid called himself a person from the West Continent.


  Sua looked at him and asked carefully, "Are you from the West Continent?”


  “Yes.”


  Grid answered casually, causing Sam Dasoo to laugh. He cried out.


  “You’re lying to hide the fact that you are a barbarian! You have crossed the Red Sea? How can I believe that nonsense? Hup!”


  Sam Dasoo shouted angrily only to recoil and close his mouth. Grid looked at him like he was prey. He was a monster who killed a black horse jiangshi. He had to think about what to do or his neck might be blown off.


  Han Seokbong was sincerely relieved.


  “I see... You’re a person from the West Continent.”


  The West and East Continents were isolated from each other. It was due to the Red Sea between the two continents. But according to the description in history, there were occasions when people from the West Continent came to the East Continent. The people in distress were rescued from the Red Sea.


  "Grid was in distress...”


  Sua sent him a compassionate look. Grid seemed like a lost and alone person.


  Grid smiled at her. “Nope. I came here on my own initiative. I have a way to return to the West Continent.”


  “...!!”


  Han Seokbong and Sam Dasoo were shocked. In the past hundreds and thousands of years, the two continents didn’t have any exchanges. Yet Grid said it was possible for him to move between continents. This was a shocking statement that completely destroyed common sense. Sam Dasoo thought negatively.


  “This is ridiculous...! How is that possible?”


  If Grid’s words were true, it was a serious problem. The two continents had existed without each other’s intervention. If an exchange was possible, there might be some confusion!


  ‘Heok!’


  Sam Dasoo came to his senses. He realized that now wasn’t the time to be thinking about this. He was supposed to drag Han Seokbong to the execution ground. 


  ‘But how?’


  How could he defeat the monster who killed the black horse jiangshi? The confused Sam Dasoo was restless and Grid felt doubts.


  ‘Why isn’t the quest cleared?’


  The hidden quest ‘Rescue the Han Seokbong Father and Daughter’ required him to rescue Han Seokbong and Sua. Now Grid had rescued the Han Seokbong father and daughter, but it wasn’t cleared. It meant the quest wasn’t finished.


  ‘Ah... Do I have to take them out of Kars unharmed?’


  Grid thought this and urged the Han Seokbong father and daughter.


  "Let’s get out of here. It can be dangerous if we delay here.”


  Grid thought the Han Seokbong father and daughter would naturally follow him. But he was wrong. Han Seokbong refused Grid’s hand.


  "I can't leave."


  “Huh?”


  Grid was confused by the answer. Han Seokbong started to explain.


  "I’m on death row because I disappointed the yangbans of the Hwan Kingdom. They wanted the whereabouts of the master craftsman, but I didn’t know where you were and couldn’t give the answer they wanted.”


  "The yangbans are looking for me? Why?”


  "They’re interested because you made a Red Phoenix Bow that’s better than the original. In fact, it isn’t a bad thing. I hoped that Grid would use this chance to make friends with the yangbans. But now I changed my mind. Maybe the yangbans won’t like that you came from the West Continent.”


  “...Hrmm.”


  Grid thought it was possible. For the yangbans who were the best power on the East Continent, they wouldn’t like the emergence of Westerners who were more skilled than them. They would be worried that their position would weaken.


  ‘My impression wasn’t good when I saw them in Pangea.’


  Grid was convinced and reached out to Han Seokbong.


  "So leave with me.”


  "I can't leave."


  “Huh?”


  "If I flee with Grid... The yangbans will ask the Cho Kingdom to pay for my sin and I don’t know what will happen to the Cho Kingdom. I will remain here and be executed as scheduled. I just want to ask you. Please take my daughter with you.”


  “No, what...”


  The moment Grid was going to argue.


  -Run away.


  Braham’s soul whispered after a long time. He spoke in the same indifferent manner as usual but there was impatience in his voice.


  “Why are you suddenly telling me to run away?”


  -A guy you can’t afford to go against is coming.


  ‘What?’


  -Che, it’s too late. Use Assimilation.


  ‘What...?’


  What was Braham saying all of a sudden? Grid couldn’t grasp the situation and was too late. A strange voice entered his ears.


  “Hrmm? You aren’t one of the 10 Swords?”


  “....!!”


  The voice was heard right above their heads. Grid raised his head and his eyes became bigger. There was a blue robe fluttering in the sky as the owner of the voice looked down at them.  The clothing, appearance and atmosphere resembled Pagma.


  “You...!”


  The man that Grid saw in Pangea was floating in the sky. It was a yangban.


  ‘Yangban...!’


  What was this situation all of a sudden? Grid’s eyes shook like an earthquake was happening.


  “Hrmm, why do you look familiar?”


  The yangban Garam was also familiar with Grid.


  “Ah, the guy I saw in Pangea. I can’t help noticing the smell of that weakling from you.”


  The weakling that Garam was referring to...


  “Pagma’s smell. Kukuk, I see. It wasn’t a mistake. It was you? You recreated the Red Phoenix Bow.”


  [You have an urge to bow.]


  [You have resisted.]


  “Are you Pagma’s Descendant?”


  Duguen!


  Grid’s heart thumped.




  Chapter 642


  The Hwan Kingdom. It was a pillar for the entire continent and a kingdom under the heavens. Since the day that a unique child was born in the ‘small kingdom,’ it had ruled over the continent. Why did the Hwan Kingdom reign? Was it right to divide humans between yangbans and the rest?


  A child questioned the things that everyone took for granted.


  “That kid’s name was Pagma. He was an idiot who believed that all humans are equally precious.”


  “...”


  Garam looked very happy as he recalled the past. There was a smile on his face. The long half moon eyes were beautiful enough to evoke laughter. But he was a man. 


  ‘Damn bastard!’


  Grid felt hostile towards Garam’s beauty. In the first place, Garam didn’t show any goodwill towards Grid. He was smiling, but his eyes that stared at Grid were different. It was like he was looking at a worm.


  "That fool Pagma’s journey reached the peak when it came to useless non-fighting skills.”


  Since he appeared, Garam had been talking about Pagma like he was a trivial person. But Grid wasn’t upset at all. Grid had never met Pagma, so he didn’t care about Pagma being ignored and criticized. But something caught his attention.


  "Useless non-fighting skills... Are you talking about blacksmithing?”


  Grid had no special feelings for the person called Pagma. However, he respected Pagma’s techniques and was proud to have learned them. For Grid, the blacksmithing job was the best blessing that changed his life. Yet Garam dismissed blacksmithing. It was natural that Grid felt offended.


  Garam responded to Grid’s glare.


  “It is. Are you glaring at me?”


  “...I’m sorry. I got excited for a moment...”


  Grid started brown-nosing straight away. It was because he knew instinctively. Garam was far stronger than himself. In particular, Grid wasn’t in a complete state right now. Most of his buff skills, including Belial’s Power, were on cooldown. It was too much to make Garam hostile.


  'I’m not cringing because I’m scared to die! It’s just better to act as courteous as possible in order to get information about Pagma!’


  -Who are you talking to?


  ‘...Don’t misunderstand that I’m acting subservient.’


  Kwaduduk!


  Grid made excuses to Braham. The words were like a sharp dagger in his heart. Grid was reminded of the past where he was unable to beat the strong. He felt disgust at himself.


  ‘Idiot... I promised myself that I would always be confident in the future. This nature is really the worst. It’is garbage.’


  Braham’s ridicule was heard.


  -It isn’t shameful to be small in front of a strong person. Even a beast feels fear towards an opponent stronger than it. How can a human be better than a beast? You’re not an idiot.


  ‘...’


  -Don’t yield to the absurdity. If there’s a person who insults you and demands something unreasonable just because they’re strong, be ready to die instead of submitting. It isn’t good to be so weak that you can even drop your pride. Well, I killed all those who were weak and tried to go against me.


  ‘...’


  Braham gave advice while showing his high self-esteem. Grid smiled and couldn’t help feeling relaxed. He was no longer ashamed about shrinking back in front of Garam. Garam continued to speak.


  “But it was surprisingly not useless. Once Pagma learned more about blacksmithing, the yangbans of the Hwan Kingdom started to lead a more convenient life. Pagma’s tools were much better in quality than any other tools produced.”


  Suuk.


  Garam put his hand into his clothing and pulled out a smoking pipe. It was a white smoking pipe. It had a refined and smooth appearance.


  "This pipe was made by Pagma out of white phosphorus wood. Kukuk, every time I smoke this pipe, I miss the Pagma who ran away. I recall the memories of tormenting him.”


  “...”


  The legendary blacksmith made a smoking pipe?


  ‘How strong are the yangbans that they could treat Pagma like this?’


  Pagma was the strongest person who defeated a great demon after becoming Baal’s Contractor. Even considering the fact that great demons who descended to Earth couldn’t use their full power, Pagma’s combat power was comparable to other combat legends. It felt strange that the man called Garam treated Pagma like this.


  ‘Is this Pagma the same Pagma that I know?’


  The moment Grid questioned this.


  “Hoo.”


  Garam lit the smoking pipe. He breathed in deeply and exhaled, the smoke covering his face. It was an act that completely ignored Grid’s personality.


  "Yes, Pagma was a really convenient laborer. There are many yangbans who regretted that he fled from the kingdom. It’s very good that the successor to Pagma’s techniques appeared.”


  Garam scanned Grid like he was a delicious fruit. He made a decision.


  "I will take you to the Hwan Kingdom. I don’t think the clean air of the kingdom will decay because an ignorant person is living there. Kukuk.”


  ‘This bastard.’


  Grid reached the limits of his patience. Grid’s cowardice disappeared into his own ‘nature.’ Being subservient wasn’t part of Grid’s nature.


  ‘What did he decide?’


  Fear disappeared from Grid’s eyes as he looked at Garam. Both hands clenched with anger.


  "How dare you mock the world’s best techniques? Do you think I will respond obediently, you XX? Do you think I will do nothing?”


  The moment Grid was about to yell this.


  -Calm down and talk to him more.


  Braham stopped Grid. Braham wanted to know more about Pagma.


  Pagma might’ve harmed Braham, but he’d been a friend at one time.


  ‘Hrmm.’


  Grid understood Braham’s mind. Once he thought about it calmly, he also wanted to know more about Pagma. The more he understood Pagma, the closer he who become to the class quests and hidden pieces. Grid barely suppressed his agitation and asked Garam.


  "I’m curious about why Pagma ran away from the Hwan Kingdom. What’s hidden behind it? In addition, you look my age at most. How can you share the same timeline as the old and dead Pagma?”


  It wasn’t Garam who answered.


  "This insane guy... What right do you have to ask this question? This is a great yangban! They can even deflect the years!”


  Sam Dasoo. He had lay flat on the ground after Garam appeared and now he shouted while foaming at the mouth. It seemed he considered the yangbans a noble existence.


  ‘They can deflect the years?’


  Were they gods? Once Sam Dasoo’s words were heard, Braham whispered to Grid.


  -It isn’t possible. Pagma was as helpless as ordinary humans in front of time.


  ‘Then this guy called Garam is a braggart?’


  Questions were piling up. Grid was feeling confused when Pagma talked.


  "Why did Pagma run away? He became disillusioned with his own lacking strength and couldn’t stand the shame.”


  "Lacking...strength?” 


  The legendary blacksmith Pagma?


  "Yes, he was ashamed that he was so helpless. He failed to pass the yangban’s chiyou test and ran away.”


  "Chiyou test?” (https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Chiyou)


  "Let’s just say it is a test showing your armed force.”


  "Armed force...”


  How difficult was the test that someone strong like Pagma failed? Garam spoke words that were hard for Grid to believe.


  "Well, Pagma was a famous weakling.”


  “Weakling...?”


  "Yes, he’s like that. His swordsmanship was just cheap tricks.”


  “...”


  “Hrmm, I was thinking of old memories and delayed the time too much. Now, let’s go to the Hwan Kingdom. I still have a lot to do. Ah, before that...”


  Garam’s gaze moved to the Han Seokbong father and daughter. At this moment, Grid, Sam Dasoo and the Han Seokbong father and daughter felt their hearts freeze. It was because Garam’s gaze was cold compared to when he looked at Grid. They could see that Garam had been friendly to Grid.


  "I should kill these people who dared to cheat the yangbans.”


  Suup.


  Garam took a deep breath. Then his mouth turned red.


  ‘No!’


  Grid knew the characteristics of the white phosphorus wood. This was the precursor to the white phosphorus wood exploding. Garam’s mouth was going to explode? Common sense said that Garam would be hurt. But Garam was a yangban. Common sense didn’t apply to yangbans.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  Grid acted reflexively. It was to protect the Han Seokbong father and daughter. At the same time.


  Peeng!


  Flames shot from Garam’s mouth towards the Han Seokbong father and daughter.


  “Revolve.”


  Pepepepeng!


  Grid appeared in front of the Han Seokbong father and daughter and counterattacked.


  “Ah... Ahh...”


  “T-This...”


  Sam Dasoo and the Han Seokbong father and daughter turned white as they saw Garam engulfed in flames. A yangban was hurt? It was impossible.


  “Use this gap to escape.”


  Grid reached out to the Han Seokbong father and daughter.


  “Are you crazy?”


  Garam whispered from amidst the flames. His low voice was shaking. It was filled with tremendous anger.


  "This ignorant person dares to swing a sword at me...? Do I look easy to you?”


  Pahat!


  Garam rushed to Grid. One hand held the tobacco pipe while the other one was behind his back. Grid fired Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link at him. It was fired from the Sword Ghost. However.


  Hwiririk!


  Peok!


  Garam turned his body and avoided all of the Link energy blades. Then he hit Grid’s forehead.


  [You have suffered 9,350 damage.]


  ‘Crazy?’


  A basic hit did so much damage?


  Jiing.


  Grid trembled in pain as the smoking pipe turned red. Han Seokbong panicked and shouted.


  “Grid!”


  “...?”


  Peeeeeong!


  [You have suffered 25,310 damage.]


  [You have suffered serious damage on one eye. You have been blinded.]


  “...?!”


  The explosion was so sudden that Grid couldn’t scream. He frowned as one eye was covered in blood and he stumbled. Garam made a nasty expression.


  "The sword dance is too trivial.”


  Pagma’s Swordsmanship. Garam mocked Grid’s ultimate force as insignificant. The furious Grid moved his sword again. Sword Ghost moved through the air as Grid narrowed the distance to Garam.


  "I can’t stand it. Should I cut off your legs to get rid of your spirit?”


  Garam’s memory of Pagma’s Swordsmanship was that it was trivial. He didn’t feel threatened by Pagma’s Swordsmanship and didn’t feel the need to interfere with Grid’s sword dance. This was a mistake.


  “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.”


  “...?!?!”


  It was a sword dance that far transcended Garam’s memory of Pagma. Garam’s eyes widened.




  Chapter 643


  The basic characteristic of a yangban was to have the intellect and power to overcome everyone in the world. The reason was because the yangbans had to reign as undeniable existences. But Pagma’s talent wasn’t impressive to the yangbans. The swordsmanship he created had too many blind spots.


  First, the actions were too big and obvious. He had to do a dance before wielding his sword. It might be gorgeous on the outside, but it was useless in practice. Of course, that was a story when the swordsmanship was just invented. Pagma experienced a lot of frustration, but didn’t give up. He continued to supplement his swordsmanship and eventually reached the point where he could use the sword dance as a means of avoiding and defending himself.


  The disadvantages were turned into advantages. But that was the end. The talent of the yangbans were overwhelmingly higher than Pagma. The yangbans instantly recognized when Pagma linked his actions to avoid or defend and pierced the gap.


  Pagma couldn’t complete his sword dance against the yangbans. It was meaningless even if he finished his sword dance safely. Pagma was more focused on blacksmithing than swordsmanship and had lower physical abilities than the other yangbans. The yangbans didn’t suffer much damage even if they were hit.


  There was a clear difference in skill. It was a difference that couldn’t be narrowed. In the end, Pagma was the first yangban to fail the Chiyou test. Everyone ridiculed him.


  ‘But only one person.’


  One of the five seniors, Hanul, recognized Pagma’s potential. If Pagma grew enough to connect several sword dances in one movement, he would be able to stand shoulder to shoulder with the other yangbans.


  ‘But Pagma never achieved it.’


  The talented Pagma couldn’t connect more than two sword dances properly and one day disappeared from the Hwan Kingdom. It was almost as if he blamed himself for his lack of talent and fled with shame. Yet at this moment...


  “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.”


  'Four linked sword dances?’


  This ignorant person reached a higher level than Pagma.


  ‘This ignorant person...! Disgraceful person!’


  It was true that Garam ignored Pagma and disliked him, but Pagma was also a yangban. Garam couldn’t accept that an ignorant person went beyond Pagma.


  Peeng!


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  The vicious sword aimed in succession at Garam’s weak points. It was an attack that could be avoided with Garam’s vision and agility. But Garam faced it head on without avoiding it. It was a matter of pride.


  "How dare you attack me?”


  A truly reprehensible person. This ignorant person that didn’t have talent dared hurt him?


  “One who is born with the quality to defy the natural order! I can’t accept your presence!”


  Garam yelled furiously and swung his smoking pipe. He would neutralize Grid’s attack. But.


  Kwajajak!


  ‘What?’


  Grid’s strength exceeded Garam’s prediction. As soon as the white phosphorus pipe met Grid’s sword, Garam’s chest was pierced.


  Puok!


  Puk! Puk puk!


  A total of four stabs hurt Garam. But for the remaining three strikes, Garam gave up his pride and avoided them.


  ‘He avoided it?’


  Garam was able to avoid such aggressive attacks. It caused Grid to get goosebumps. However, Grid didn’t shrink back. He maintained his concentration to the end in order to complete Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.


  [Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle]


  Four types of sword techniques are connected.


  1,500% of your attack power will be dealt to the target due to Linked Kill.


  If the target is hit at least four times, the damage of Linked Kill will increased by 200% and Wave will be summoned.  


  Wave will affect any enemy within a range of 5 meters. It will deal 500% of your attack power and all targets hit will have all speeds decreased by 30%. In addition, there will be definite damage from the Pinnacle that follows. 


  Pinnacle ignores 80% of the target’s defense and deals 1,800% of your attack power as physical damage.


  * This skill doesn’t share a cooldown with Link, Kill, Wave, and Pinnacle.


  Skill Mana Consumption: Half of the maximum mana.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 3 hours.


  Kwarururung!


  Garam wasn’t alert and allowed himself to be hit four times. The remnants of the energy blades that hit Garam rose to the sky like a dragon ascending. It was the culmination of Wave that followed Linked Kill. Linked Kill was avoidable, but Garam couldn’t avoid Wave. The wide area Wave was aimed at only one person, making it unavoidable.


  “Ugh!”


  Garam’s face was distressed and filled with pain.


  “Hey, the yangban...!”


  "Wounded...!”


  Sam Dasoo, Han Seokbong, and Sua paled. They never imagined that a yangban would be bleeding. They started to accept Grid as a special person.


  ‘A king from the West Continent...!’ 


  'Overgeared...King!’


  On the other hand, Grid’s expression stiffed as his strikes poured on Garam.


  [You have dealt 5,200 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 5,950 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt...]


  ...


  ...


  [Critical!]


  [The target has resisted the critical.]


  [Critical damage isn’t applied.]


  [All speeds of the target are reduced.]


  [The target has resisted.]


  ‘This monster!’


  The power of Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle was enough for the gods to feel wary. The basic attack power of Wave was very weak, but the power of Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle increased exponentially and caused at least 30,000 damage to Great Demon Belial.


  Yet Garam only received one sixth of the damage. The weapon that Grid used during the Belial raid was Failure + Grid’s Greatsword. Meanwhile he was only using Sword Ghost now. However, Garam’s physical resistance seemed to be higher than Belial’s. He could even nullify criticals.


  ‘Yangbans are legends...! They are legendary class!!'


  Grid wouldn’t be able to win. But this didn’t mean Grid’s death was determined. Pinnacle was soon linked. It was the moment that Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle’s real strength was exercised.


  Kurururung!


  A thunderous sound was heard in Garam’s ears.


  ‘This...!’


  Garam was alarmed. He looked up at the sky and saw a huge energy blade descending.


  ‘I must stop it!’


  Pinnacle was a sword dance that was certain to hit the target. Garam knew he couldn’t escape and planned to crush it. He extracted what looked like a silver flexible sword. It was a very thin, highly elastic sword that bent gently.


  Hwiririk!


  Garam swung the soft sword dozens of times and they all chased after Pinnacle. Garam thought he could defeat Grid’s Pinnacle. But Satisfy’s system applied equally to both players and NPCs. Pinnacle would ‘definitely hit’ and Garam couldn’t prevent it. 


  Sakak-!


  Garam’s clothes were torn. It was in vain.


  “Cough!”


  Garam stumbled while coughing up blood.


  Chukakakakak!


  Blood gushed from Garam’s smooth chest that was exposed through the torn clothing.


  “Hurry!”


  As soon as Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle was over, Grid reached out to the Han Seokbong father and daughter. Grid’s eyes were urgent.


  “Use this gap to escape! If we miss this chance, both of you will die!”


  “U-Um...”


  Han Seokbong hesitated. He was determined to sacrifice his life so that the Cho Kingdom wouldn’t receive the yangbans’ anger. But it was now useless. One of the yangbans was injured. Would his anger disappear just because Han Seokbong sacrificed his life? It meant nothing if he died.


  ‘I’m sorry, Your Majesty!’


  In the end, Han Seokbong apologized to the Cho King and grabbed Grid’s hand. It was the same with Sua. Sam Dasoo cried out with hatred at those escaping.


  “You guys...! You have doomed the Cho Kingdom to hell!”


  “...”


  Han Seokbong hated the corrupt noble Sam Dasoo who was slowly driving the kingdom to ruin. He denied everything. But at this moment, he couldn’t deny it. It was evident that the Cho Kingdom would slip into a crisis. Han Seokbong closed his eyes and heard Grid’s whisper.


  "Join forces with my kingdom. Let’s gain strength and protect the Cho Kingdom.”


  "That... It’s the only way to atone for my kingdom.”


  Han Seokbong grasped Grid’s intentions and nodded. They started running. They had to get as far as possible while Garam couldn’t move after suffering great damage. But Garam was a yangban. A transcendent yangban.


  “You ignorant person...! You are really that fool Pagma’s descendant! Youuuuu!”


  Garam might be a transcendent named NPC, but he was still a humanoid. Compared to Belial, Garam’s health was very low. Grid’s Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle caused him to lose one-seventh of his health. It was clear how powerful Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle when thinking about the fact that Garam’s level overwhelmed Grid’s.


  Peeng!


  Garam quickly narrowed the distance with Grid.


  Shunpo.


  It was the peak footwork that all yangbans learned.


  "I will cut your body into hundreds of pieces and feed them to the dogs!”


  Garam made a menacing declaration and his sword aimed for Grid’s back. He never imagined it. Grid could use such a powerful technique consecutively!


  “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle!”


  "W-What?”


  As Garam pursued him, Grid used Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle again. When he used Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle, he was fortunate enough for God’s Command to trigger.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Garam was hit by Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle without any preparation and screamed. Then Grid swapped to the Ideal Dagger in the gap, used Quick Movements and escaped with the Han Seokbong father and daughter.


  “...”


  Sam Dasoo was left alone with Garam and trembled, not knowing where to look.




  Chapter 644


  ‘Why isn’t he chasing?’


  Grid’s heart had thumped the moment Garam was hit with the second Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle. Garam allowed only three hits from Linked Kill and avoided it from the fourth strike, so he wasn’t affected by Wave and Pinnacle.


  ‘His body was hit directly, but he avoided the following attacks...’


  Truly a monster. He didn’t seem made for a one on one fight. The wound wasn’t fatal, so Grid expected Garam to come after him right away.  He was prepared to pour all his power to stop Garam and buy time for Han Seokbong and Sua to escape. Yet Garam didn’t chase him for some reason. He avoided the fourth to seventh blows and just sat down in a collapsed position.


  ‘Did the story system force him to stop chasing me?’


  It was a reasonable hypothesis. The yangbans were too strong. The players at this point in time wouldn’t be able to face the yangbans.


  ‘Anyway, it’s good.’


  They were able to escape unharmed. He couldn’t miss this chance when Garam was still.


  “Run quickly and don’t look back!”


  “Yes!”


  "Understood!"


  Grid and the Han Seokbong father and daughter sped up their escape speed.


  ***


  Duk.


  Duduk!


  Red blood soaked the soil. It was the blood of the yangbans that was more precious than rain during a drought.


  “...”


  Garam collapsed from Grid’s unexpected blow. He remained calm for a moment and Sam Dasoo wondered what happened.


  “Sir G-Garam...?”


  Sam Dasoo called out carefully to Garam. But there was no reaction from Garam. He just silently shed blood.


  ‘Is the wound so bad that his body hasn’t recovered?’


  The yangbans?


  ‘An ordinary human dealt a critical blow to a yangban... Overgeared King... Are all kings on the West Continent so strong?’


  He was afraid of the people who would come from the West Continent sooner or later. Sam Dasoo gulped and cautiously took a step. It was to support Garam. The moment he approached Garam...


  “Kuk...!”


  Garam’s shoulder shook.


  "H-Hik!"


  Surely he wasn’t mad at Sam Dasoo? The frightened Sam Dasoo closed his eyes.


  “Kuhahahaha!”


  Garam burst out laughing. The wound on his chest was already healed. The yangbans had the Red Phoenix’s Breath, giving them an abnormal recovery.


  "It was so outrageous that my head went blank? Kukuk, I missed the rodent.”


  Garam muttered while touching his torn clothing. He put the soft sword back in the sheath at his waist and neatened his clothing. The torn pieces of clothing started to gradually be restored. Garam’s robe was made with the scales of a blue dragon and this was the restoration ability of the Blue Dragon’s Breath.


  “Umm.”


  After confirming that his clothing was clean, Garam turned his gaze to Sam Dasoo. His eyes were filled with killing intent. Sam Dasoo’s heart fell and his pants became wet at the sight.


  "Stay silent about what you saw today.”


  “Yes... Huh?”


  Garam’s words were unexpected. To be honest, Sam Dasoo thought that Garam would command all the troops in the Cho Kingdom to pursue Grid. But he was supposed to stay silent? Sam Dasoo was stunned while Garam clicked his tongue.


  "I was hurt by someone who wasn’t a yangban. It’s better to keep this a secret since it’s too shameful for this to be known. Isn’t this good for the Cho Kingdom?”


  “Hat...! Yes! That’s right! I admire your deep thoughts!”


  The Cho Kingdom overcame its crisis thanks to Garam’s pride! Sam Dasoo was thrilled and bowed in thanks. Garam’s expression wasn’t good.


  ‘Che.’


  In fact, Garam wanted to kill Sam Dasoo right now. His pride meant he didn’t want anyone who saw his shameful appearance to stay alive. But if he killed Sam Dasoo, the other yangbans might suspect the situation. He judged that it was better to handle this as quietly as possible.


  ‘I will be laughed at if it’s known that I was hit by Pagma’s Descendant.’


  To be honest, the word ‘hit’ wasn’t appropriate. Garam would’ve easily won if he fought against Grid to the end. Garam hadn’t even used any skills. No, Grid wouldn’t be able to touch him if he opened one of the sacred creature’s breaths. But Garam was careless and Grid escaped in this gap.


  ‘I will kill him from the beginning the next time we meet.’


  Garam’s rage soared through the sky at the current situation. But it was strangely enjoyable. It felt like Grid revitalized his life that had felt boring after he passed the Chiyou test.


  ‘It has been 300 years... Hrmm, I should start training again.’


  *** 


  “Are you sure?”


  The execution square of Kars. Originally, it was the place where Han Seokbong’s execution should be held. The execution time passed and Han Seokbong hadn’t appeared. Then the yangban Garam showed up. Garam nodded at the Cho King’s doubtful words.


  “It’s true. I have let the Han Seokbong father and daughter go. I thought it was too harsh to execute them just because they don’t know where the maker of the Red Phoenix Bow is.”


  “Ahh...! Sir Garam is too kind!"


  "The yangbans deserve to be respected!”


  Han Seokbong was a noble who was loved and respected by the people of the Cho Kingdom. Many people were dissatisfied with Han Seokbong’s execution. Once Garam said that he spared Han Seokbong, the people were glad and revered him. The Cho King spoke to Garam on behalf of the people.


  “Thank you! Thank you very much! I will be loyal without forgetting the mercy you have shown!”


  “Hooray Sir Garam!”


  "Hooray the Hwan Kingdom!”


  "Hooray then yangban!”


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  No one questioned it when their king bowed to the yangban. It was natural. Everyone was busy praising Garam and the Hwan Kingdom. Garam’s expression was unaffected when he looked at them, unlike when he faced Grid. It was a face filled with no fun or interest.


  “...Stupid fools.”


  Garam muttered as he left.


  “Prepare a carriage! I’m going to Pangea!”


  The Cho King gave a command as soon as Garam disappeared. He wanted to be reunited with his dearest friend as soon as possible. He wanted to apologize for not being able to help Han Seokbong when he was struggling and to congratulate him for living.


  But the Cho King wasn’t able to achieve this dream. The reunion between the Cho King and Han Seokbong was only possible in the distant future.


  *** 


  “It seems that there’s no pursuit.”


  Sua had all types of training as Han Seokbong’s heir. She was born talented, so despite having the body of a female, she became the best warrior of Pangea. She was also proficient in all fields of studies and calligraphy.


  Name: Han Sua.


  Age: 25  Gender: Female


  Level: 277


  Strength: 930   Stamina: 722


  Agility: 1,511     Intelligence: 885


  * Daughter of Pangea’s lord.


  * There is a 10% increase in stats in Pangea.


  * Captain of the Red Phoenix Group.


  There is a 10% increase in the stats of the Red Phoenix members when under her leadership.


  * The strongest warrior in Pangea.


  There is an increased bonus combat skill proficiency.


  * The first beauty of the Cho Kingdom.


  There is a high probability of bewitching the enemy.


  The daughter of Han Seokbong. She has innate talent, beauty, and status, and has gained the respect of all residents in Pangea.  Unlike her father, she is skilled in calligraphy like her grandfather. She looks perfect on the outside, but there’s a desire that can’t be controlled deep in her heart. If she can’t meet a good match, she is likely to be corrupted.


  Skills: Drawing (A), Singing (A), Finding the Enemy (A), Intermediate Weapons Mastery (Lv. 9), Han Family’s Swordsmanship (A), Fighting Spirit (S+), Calligraphy in the Dark (SS-), Peerless Beauty (SS), An Irresistible Desire (SS+).


  Grid observed Sua with the Great Lord's Sword. As Grid expected, Sua was a named NPC who boasted outstanding stats. But surprisingly, she didn’t have many combat skills. This made Grid shake.


  ‘The best warrior of Pangea only has grade A swordsmanship...’


  Sua was talented. He didn’t know how far she would be able to grow if she was taught by Sticks, Piaro, and Asmophel.


  ‘But...’


  There was an extremely worrisome part. An Irresistible Desire? If she couldn’t meet a good match, she was likely to be corrupted?


  ‘She truly is perverted...’


  Sua might became a demon if she wasn’t paired up with a man who could bear her desires.


  “Why don’t we take a break here?”


  The outskirts of Kars. Grid’s group was still in the territory of the Cho King, despite running for half a day. In fact, there was no time to rest. But Sua’s Finding the Enemy skill was excellent and she didn’t see any pursuers. It seemed like they could take a break for a while.


  Han Seokbong was worn out. Now was the right timing to get a good rest. Grid thought the same as Sua.


  “Then we will rest. I’ll go bring my comrades who are hiding in Kars.”


  Han Seokbong was startled.


  "You’ll go back to Kars again? Haven’t you been running for half a day without a break after fighting with Garam? You can still move?”


  “I’m a little strong.”


  Grid was an all-rounder. Why could he perform the role of a tanker? It was possible because of his items as well as his high stamina stat. Grid’s stamina was overwhelming. Sua looked at Grid with moist eyes.


  “Strong...”


  “...?”


  It was vaguely creepy. The confused Grid hurriedly stepped away the moment he met Sua’s eyes.


  “Then I’ll be back soon!”


  “Take care... Hah...”


  Sua flushed at Grid’s back that was quickly retreating. The reason for her red cheeks and sigh was omitted.




  Chapter 645


  Invisibility cloak. As the name suggested, it made the wearer invisible. It was made by the legendary tailor Kruger and it was said there were only five left in the present day. It was a very rare item, so no user saw it in person. For most people, an invisibility cloak was an item that existed in dreams.


  Yes, people could never imagine. Somebody had already produced an invisibility cloak.


  Dururuk!


  “It isn’t useful unless the hood is up.”


  The Hooded Zip Up made by Grid after consuming Item Creation had the basic effect of the invisibility cloak. It was a special item that made the wearer invisible and unable to be identified.


  ‘Of course, the original invisibility cloak is likely to be much better.’


  Grid assumed that the original invisibility cloak would erase every trace of the wearer. For those who were over a certain level, he couldn’t be confident that the Hooded Zip Up would be useful compared to the invisibility cloak. But it was enough.


  The significance of the invisibility cloak was to make things invisible. The Hooded Zip Up was useful enough for now. It allowed him to walk through Kars safely.


  “H-Heok? G-Grid?”


  “When did you come back?”


  At an inn located in the middle of nowhere. Once Grid came back, he found Yang Fei cleaning her bed and Idan studying cooking recipes. They were shocked because the window suddenly opened and Grid appeared. He came out of nowhere! It was like he was a ghost. 


  ‘A sudden appearance and disappearance like Hong Gildong...’


  Was Grid the legendary Hong Gildong? Grid prompted the stunned Yang Fei and Idan.


  "Let’s get out of here.”


  “Ah...? Yes!"


  Idan was confused, but Yang Fei was a quick-witted person. She had grown quickly at a young age due to supporting her parents and 15 siblings. Once she saw Grid’s attitude, she realized that the situation was urgent and started to pack her things. The confused Idan moved slowly, but packed his frying pan once he saw the look Yang Fei sent him. Idan had been weak to Yang Fei from the days he operated the restaurant.


  Grid identified that the two people completed their task and summoned Noe and the God Hands.


  "Did you have a good rest? Take them and follow me.”


  "I understand nyang!”


  Noe’s ‘�


  ’ shaped mouth bit Yang Fei’s collar while the God Hands grabbed Idan. Then they jumped out the window behind Grid and flew into the sky.


  “Hiik! W-What are these hands?”


  Idan felt fear at the sight in front of him. He was confused and frightened at being caught by the golden hands moving by themselves. He looked down at the ground, upon which were small dots, and almost fainted. On the other hand, Yang Fei’s eyes were wide and shining like lanterns.


  ‘I’m flying!’


  Yang Fei watched the morning sun rising in the east. It seemed she would see many fun and interesting things in the future while serving Grid.


  [Affinity with Idan has decreased by 10.]


  [Affinity with Yang Fei has increased by 10. It is already at the maximum.]


  *** 


  “What’s the atmosphere of Kars? Are we all wanted?”


  "Is the Cho King safe? Did the yangbans punish the Cho Kingdom?”


  Sua carefully asked Grid, who had brought Idan and Yang Fei. Grid shook his head.


  “I flew in the sky, so I couldn’t figure out the overall atmosphere of the capital.”


  "The sky...”


  "You flew?”


  Wasn’t this the domain of shamans? Grid was a swordsman, a blacksmith who made the Red Phoenix Bow, and could even fly in the sky?


  “What are you...?”


  A person who made them feel surprised and admiration many times.  The more Han Seokbong knew about Grid, the more awe he felt. 


  ‘He is a really mysterious person.’


  Numerous men had ogled Sua. But none of them could make Sua’s heart race. Sua, who was born in that direction (?), could only live a quiet and modest life because she hadn’t met a person who could ignite her desires.  Now there was a man called Grid. Sua wanted to give her mind and body to Grid. The problem was that Grid avoided her.


  “That...”


  After being carried away for a moment, Han Seokbong regained his spirit and spoke carefully.


  "What are we going to do next?”


  The influence of the yangbans was spread through the East Continent. There was no place for Grid and his companions to go after hurting Garam. They had succeeded in escaping Kars, but the future was dark. Grid pulled out the scroll to the West Continent and showed it to Han Seokbong, who was frustrated by the reality.


  “Didn’t I ask you to come to my kingdom and build up our strength together?”


  “That is...?”


  The scroll that Grid pulled out was seemingly ordinary paper. It was also very old paper. Unlike the confused Han Seokbong, Sua noticed immediately.


  "Is that talisman the way to go to the East Continent?”


  Grid nodded.


  “That’s correct. It’s a scroll that contains movement magic between continents.”


  “All of us can move to the West Continent if we use it?”


  “Yes.”


  An ordinary scroll to the West Continent was for one person. However, the reason Grid returned to the East Continent was to regain troops. Sticks clearly wouldn’t give him a scroll for a single person when he knew this. Sticks was a clever person and gave Grid a massive scroll that allowed him to move with several people.


  "Let’s leave.”


  Grid said and was about to tear the scroll with both hands, only for Han Seokbong to stop him. Then he bowed his head and asked.


  "I know that this is presumptuous. But I can’t leave my mother alone in Pangea. Before we leave, can I stop by Pangea and take my mother with us?”


  In fact, Han Seokbong knew that this was a shameless request. It was suicide to delay time in a situation where the yangbans were pursuing them. But he couldn’t escape alone without his mother.  If left alone, his mother would face the stigma of being a traitor and suffer terribly. Han Seokbong couldn’t leave his mother.


  Grid’s heart was heavy. Grid also had a mother.


  “I understand.”


  “...!!”


  Grid’s nod that contained no hesitation was different from what Han Seokbong expected. Han Seokbong thought Grid would reject or hesitate for a long time.


  “Grid, you really... You’re really amazing.”


  He was a person with a vessel that was hard to gauge the size of. He wasn’t just the king of a nation. Han Seokbong’s respect for Grid rose. Grid smiled.


  "In fact, I was also thinking it would be better to stop by Pangea. I want to take the members of the Red Phoenix Group to my kingdom.”


  The Red Phoenix Group hadn’t done a lot against the armored needles. But that didn’t mean their skills could be ignored. They were comparable to the Black Knights of the Saharan Empire and their level would be ranked at the top of the West Continent.


  ‘In particular, their stats will rise by 10% when Sua directs them. If I give the training of Sua and the Red Phoenix Group over to Asmophel, the Red Phoenix Group will be able to grow beyond imagination.’


  Sua nodded. 


  “Certainly... I believe the Red Phoenix Group will follow us once they know the circumstances.”


  "Gulp."


  Sua’s lips were fascinating. Grid gulped every time she opened her lips to talk. He wasn’t even aware of it.


  "Hum hum, okay. Then let’s go to Pangea.”


  Grid’s party immediately moved to Pangea. However, their movement speed wasn’t very fast. Idan and Yang Fei’s physical strength were low compared to the Han Seokbong father and daughter. They got tired along the way and the travelling speed of the party slowed down.


  But nobody blamed Idan and Yang Fei.  Why were the Han Seokbong father and daughter loved and respected by the people? It was because they were very generous. Han Seokbong and Sua encouraged Idan and Yang Fei, allowing them to concentrate on the march.


  In the process, Idan and Yang Fei’s stamina stat increased slightly. Grid smiled warmly as he looked at them. He thought it was really good that he came to the East Continent.


  *** 


  "The execution date of Lord Han Seokbong was four days ago?”


  “The great lord experienced something so terrible...”


  “I don’t want to believe it...! This is a nightmare! Sob sob.”


  "...The lord must’ve gone to a good place.”


  “Lady Sua? What happened to Lady Sua?”


  Pangea was one of the largest places in the Cho Kingdom. It was a port city always full of vitality. But that was only until recently. One month ago, Lord Han Seokbong was taken to the capital. Since then, a dark cloud hung over Pangea. Once the news  of Han Seokbong’s execution was heard, the depressed atmosphere was completely established. The people mourned Han Seokbong and felt resentful.


  “However... What about Mother Park?”


  Mother Park was how the people called Han Seokbong’s mother, Park Jurim. Mother! It was a title that showed how high the virtue of Han Seokbong’s mother was.


  "The lord was executed and Mother Park won’t be safe...”


  “Unbelievable... My parents once used to serve Mother Park.”


  “Mother Park tried hard for us when there was a famine after the evil daoist’s invasion. If it wasn’t for Mother Park, all of us would’ve starved.”


  "We have to protect Mother Park! We should repay her grace!”


  “Yes! We will defend Mother Park!”


  The hearts of the Pangea people united over Mother Park. They all went to the castle, insisting on protecting Mother Park.


  “Mother Park! Avoid it!”


  "It isn’t the time to be staying in the castle! The capital will send soldiers to capture Mother Park!”


  "We will raise our farming equipment so that Mother Park can run away! We’ll shield you from the royal army!”


  “Run away!”


  The outside of the castle was crowded with people. They held farming equipment while telling Mother Park to run away. Once she heard the noise, Park Jurim rushed outside.


  "You dare to rebel against the royal family!?”


  “...!!”


  The voice was so loud it was hard to believe Park Jurim was over 80 years old. Her yell echoed throughout the whole castle. The people were startled by the unexpected reaction and fell silent. Then Park Jurim’s wrinkled face smiled sadly.


  "My son was a great noble, lord, and child. But in the end, he was executed as a sinner. Protecting the mother of a sinner? All of you will become sinners? My husband! My son! The people I cherish will become sinners against the royal family? It isn’t right!”


  “...”


  “M-Mother...”


  The hearts filled with rebellion against the royal family quickly calmed down. Mother Park should be the saddest and most fearful person in the world right now. Yet she was worrying about them instead. Conflicted emotions filled their hearts. They thought that they shouldn’t do anything foolish for her sake.


  In the end.


  Flop!


  “Sob...! Sob sob!”


  "Mother... Mother Park...!”


  The people dropped their farming equipment and sat on the ground. They pounded against the innocent land and lamented. Then someone said something they shouldn’t have said.


  “This is all due to that blacksmith...! The blacksmith who made the Red Phoenix Bow! He...! Lord Han Seokbong wouldn’t have been executed if he hadn’t made the Red Phoenix Bow!”


  “...”


  In fact, everyone knew. Han Seokbong was dragged to the capital and executed because he didn’t tell the yangbans where the maker of the Red Phoenix Bow was. However, the blacksmith who made the Red Phoenix Bow shouldn’t be blamed. If he hadn’t restored the lost Red Phoenix Bow, the yangbans would’ve been angry at all of Pangea. Pangea as a whole would’ve been eliminated.


  "I know. All of us know.”


  “He shouldn’t be blamed for restoring the Red Phoenix Bow... I know that we should be thankful!”


  But what could they do? The situation was so sad and desperate that it would seem unfair if they didn’t grumble.


  Kwarururung!


  Did the tears of thousands of people move the heart of Heaven? A thunderstorm suddenly appeared in the clear sky.


  Swaaaaah.


  Rain poured down on the people and cooled their hearts. The ground and the subjects were wet. Park Jurim was worried when she saw the people became wet.


  "Geez, they will all get a cold.” 


  She thought of the people like her children. It was a motto that had been passed down through the Han family for ages. It was natural that Park Jurim would worry about the people since she married into the Han family.


  "What are you doing? Send them all home!”


  Park Jurim shouted towards the Red Phoenix Group. It was at that moment. A familiar voice was heard from the tile roof of the palace.


  “No. Leave them. A large audience is better.”


  “...!!!”


  Park Yurim and the Red Phoenix members were shocked. Then their eyes widened. There was a black-haired young man with sharp eyes and an unusual physique. 


  “Pangea’s Duke of Virtue!”


  The maker of the Red Phoenix Bow!




  Chapter 646


  “Pangea’s Duke of Virtue!”


  The person who restored the Red Phoenix Bow, killed Arube, and wiped out the armored needles. On the other hand, he was the one who drove Han Seokbong to death. The appearance of Pangea’s Duke of Virtue, Grid, confused everyone.


  “W-Why are you here?”


  The whereabouts of Pangea’s Duke of Virtue were unknown to everyone. The reason for Han Seokbong’s execution was because he didn’t know where Pangea’s Duke of Virtue was. Now he showed up in Pangea?


  Someone shouted courageously. “Why...? Why did you come back? I would rather you not appear than show up at the end!”


  He shouldn’t have left the Cho Kingdom. If he was going to come back anyway, it would’ve been nice for him to come before Han Seokbong was executed.


  “Why...? Why now?”


  The people knew rationally that Pangea’s Duke of Virtue wasn’t at fault and that they shouldn’t blame him. But there was a nasty feeling since he came back just after Han Seokbong’s execution. The moment people booed and started to blame Grid.


  "Everybody shut up!”


  Blacksmiths came forward. They were blacksmiths from the Black Anvil Smithy, Red Tongs Smithy, the Blue Flames Smithy, and naturally the White Hammer Smithy.


  "Why are you blaming Pangea’s Duke of Virtue?”


  “Pangea’s Duke of Virtue is willing to cooperate with the yangbans! He didn’t know he was called, but he isn’t afraid of the yangbans!”


  “Pangea’s Duke of Virtue is a human like us! Why are you only placing the blame on Pangea’s Duke of Virtue?”


  Blacksmith White, who once lacked confidence and was passive, started shouting in the loudest voice. It was the roar of a man who had changed thanks to Grid.


  “...”


  White and the blacksmiths’ words were correct. The people scolded by them turned as quiet as a dead rat. They couldn’t complain at Grid anymore. The sense of reason started to rule over their emotions. 


  "Hrmm."


  Standing on wet tiles, Grid looked like an elegant leopard lying in a tree as he looked at the ground. He looked at White and the blacksmiths with pleasure.


  ‘Putting aside White, I didn’t expect the blacksmiths of the other smithies to defend me. Blacksmiths have their own sense of pride. I have to take them with me.’


  The level of the East Continent blacksmiths were very high. In particular, the masters of the four smithies had the potential to reach the craftsman level. It would be much easier to produce the Grid set if he could take them to the Overgeared Kingdom.


  Then the voice of Park Jurim entered Grid’s ears.


  "You should leave. You will experience their pain and resentment if you stay here.”


  An elderly person in the castle. Grid heard she was 10 years older than Khan, but her waist was straight and her eyes sharp. Grid admired Park Jurim’s healthy appearance and asked her.


  "Are you blaming me too?”


  “How can that be?” Park Jurim immediately denied it, despite her son being executed. She lost her son, but was still capable of normal thinking. She had tremendous mental strength. "I’m just grateful to you. It will continue in the future.”


  “...Good.”


  Grid grasped Park Jurim’s character and smiled widely. He was happy about being able to take many good people from the East Continent. The people who witnessed his smile recoiled.


  ‘Smiling?’


  ‘What is so funny that he is smiling?’


  Everyone was mourning, while Grid was smiling alone? The people couldn’t understand Grid and became suspicious. The barely suppressed anger and resentment of the people started to spring up again. But it was only for a moment. It was soon suppressed.


  Ttaak!


  Grid snapped his fingers.


  “N-No...!”


  "Lord Han Seokbong?”


  “Lady Sua?”


  Everyone doubted their eyes. It was because four golden hands appeared behind Grid holding Han Seokbong and Sua. The people who were dead showed up alive? What was going on? Grid shouted at everyone who was feeling confused. The heavy rain that buried the misery of the people couldn’t stop Grid’s voice. It was an additional quality of the high dignity stat. Everyone in this place was gripped by Grid’s voice.


  "I, Overgeared King Grid of the West Continent, will make a declaration.” 


  ‘West Continent?’


  ‘Overgeared King?’


  ‘Grid?’


  Grid’s origin and identity. The people learned new facts about Grid and thought it was ridiculous. 


  "I will kidnap Lord Han Seokbong and his family to my kingdom.”


  “...!!!”


  "Tell your king! The Cho Kingdom will forever regret losing such a loyal family to Overgeared King Grid!”


  “...”


  The atmosphere subsided. Grid had a vicious expression on his face, but nobody believed his words. If Han Seokbong and his daughter were really ‘kidnapped,’ they wouldn’t be acting so calm. In the first place, Han Seokbong was on death row. But he was alive. The people weren’t idiots and could guess what happened.


  Tears flowed down from the eyes of the people wet from rain. The reason why the Han Seokbong father and daughter were alive and why Grid had ‘kidnapped’ them. Everyone was aware of it. 


  ‘Grid rescued Lord Han Seokbong and Lady Sua.'


  'He’s taking away Lord Han Seokbong, who lost his place.’


  ‘Saying that they were kidnapped...’


  ‘If Han Seokbong flees the country of his own will, the Cho Kingdom will recognize him as a real rebel. In order to prevent this, Pangea’s Duke of Virtue needs to be the reason behind it.’


  ‘It isn’t enough that he saved Lord Han Seokbong’s life, his honor was also protected... Is there anyone else in the world like this?’


  That’s right. The people correctly grasped Grid’s intentions. Grid was supposed to return to Pangea someday and devour the East Continent. The Han Seokbong family was necessary for this, so the people couldn’t resent them. He thought about it during the few times travelling back to Pangea.


  “Pangea’s Duke of Virtue!”


  "Thank you!”


  “Thank you for saving the young lady!”


  “Hooray Pangea’s Duke of Virtue!”


  “Hooray Overgeared King!”


  “Hooray Grid!”


  The hundreds of thousands of people cheered on Grid. It was just like the procession of yangbans. At that moment, notification windows popped up in Grid’s vision.


  [The inhabitants of Pangea have started to deify you!]


  [As a special reward, your deity stat has increased by 1.] 


  “...”


  A dog profit! Grid barely suppressed the cry that wanted to emerge.  It was to try and protect his dignity.


  “Hum hum.”


  Grid coughed while Park Jurim moved to Han Seokbong’s side. Then he took out the scroll to return to the West Continent.


  “Now, let’s start the kidnapping. Gather all those who want to leave for my kingdom!”


  Grid winked at the Red Phoenix Group and the blacksmiths. He hoped for as many Red Phoenix Group members and blacksmiths to join as possible. However.


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  "Eh?”


  “Here! I want to come!”


  “My family will follow you!”


  "Ehh?”


  "I will go to hell if I can serve Pangea’s Duke of Virtue and Lord Han Seokbong!”


  “Ehhhhh?”


  It wasn’t only the Red Phoenix members and blacksmiths who gathered around Grid. Most of the hundreds of thousands of Pangea people cheering for Grid gathered together.  Grid was no longer able to think.


  “D-Dog profit...”


  *** 


  The capital of the Overgeared Kingdom, Reinhardt.


  “Hurry! I’m busy!”


  “Don’t rest! There’s no time!”


  People were running around everywhere. Agriculture, industry, education, magic, the military, etc. All areas of Reinhardt were suffering from a shortage in manpower. No, it wasn’t just Reinhardt. It was all the territories in the Overgeared Kingdom. If it wasn’t for the funds and manpower supplied by Duke Steim, the Overgeared Kingdom would’ve become paralyzed.


  “People. More people are required.”


  The influx of players was steadily increasing thanks to the linked quests that awarded the mass produced Grid set. Thanks to them, the market economy was revitalized. But what was this? They didn’t have anything to sell!


  ‘However, real estate transactions are brisk due to a surplus of land.’


  More workers were needed in many areas. But it wasn’t easy for NPCs to carry out the role of workers. Lauel once again thought that Grid was great. It was hard to obtain professional NPCs, yet Grid was able to gather a lot of named NPCs. Common sense said that it wasn’t easy for players to build up favor with NPCs and make them a player’s own person.


  ‘In the first place, there are only a few users with NPCs by their side.’


  Lauel was the same. During the time when he was playing solo, Lauel only cared about his growth. He didn’t consider his relationship with NPCs at all. He only accumulated a moderate favorability with NPCs by raising his level, clearing quests, and enhancing items.


  ‘Normally, I focused on exchanging with players until I needed to talk to NPCs.’


  But common sense always went away when it came to Grid. Lauel rose from his seat. It was time to visit the smithy.


  ‘I need to give more strength to the blacksmiths.’


  The Overgeared Kingdom was a blacksmith kingdom and was putting great effort in their blacksmithing business. A lot of money was invested. The problem was that just like other areas, the smithies were lacking manpower. They weren’t able to meet the players’ demands.


  ‘I have to tell Khan to reduce the rest time a bit more.’


  They hadn’t been able to rest lately, and now it would be reduced again? Lauel knew there would be a backlash from the blacksmiths. But it couldn’t be helped since they were lacking people.


  “Sigh. Huh?”


  Lauel left the castle with a deep sigh and stopped on the way. Suddenly, a huge pillar of light appeared in the palace’s garden.


  "U-Uh?”


  Lauel closed and opened his eyes several times. He also rubbed it. He pinched his cheeks. He couldn’t tell if the sight that unfolded in front of him was a dream or not. Grid waved to Lauel who was making a stupid expression.


  “You came.”


  “Haha... Is this true?”


  Lauel realized it was reality and laughed. Grid arrived in a pillar of light. It was because the areas near him were filled with NPCs.


  ‘Was Grid a trafficker in his past life?’




  Chapter 647


  TL: Don't remember if I mentioned this earlier but I'm changing Eating Jokbal in Bed to Eat Spicy Jokbal


  “30,000... Exactly 30,000 people...”


  It was a premise that took a considerable amount of time, but a village with only 1,000 NPCs would become a city if there was a steady inflow of players. A minimum of 100,000 people was required to build a kingdom. However, Grid had gone to the East Continent and brought back 30,000 NPCs in 10 days.


  It was an enormous number that was unrealistic. Lauel couldn’t help feeling shocked.


  “Do you know? A typical player has difficulty accumulating 100% affinity with one NPC.” 


  Even if affinity with an NPC was maximized, there were few players who could make NPCs follow them. They almost didn’t exist.


  “But Your Majesty captivated the hearts of 30,000 people in less than 10 days?”


  Lauel knew that Grid had the title effect of being ‘easily acknowledged’ after becoming Pagma’s Descendant. However, the reason behind Grid quickly building up affinity with NPCs wasn’t just due to the title effect.  Grid’s ability to charm NPCs was phenomenal. Lauel expressed his surprise and admiration and Grid told him the truth.


  “As a matter of fact, there were 250,000 people from Pangea who wanted to follow me.  All the inhabitants of Pangea wanted to become people of Overgeared. Unfortunate, the return scroll to the West Continent only allowed 30,000 people. So I only brought 30,000.” 


  “...”


  If the other person wasn’t Grid, Lauel would’ve been 100% convinced it was a lie. He would tell them not to exaggerate. But Lauel absolutely trusted Grid. He believed all of Grid’s words.


  "...Indeed, a man with a sincere heart. Grid’s charm is like a swamp. Nobody can deny it. Just like how I can’t escape from Your Majesty.”


  “...R-Really?”


  Grid got goosebumps and opened the quest window for his own sake. Grid had a special quest in his list.


  [King’s Quest]


  It was a large-scale quest that was generated after Grid established the Overgeared Kingdom. It was a quest that existed only for players who became king. It didn’t exist for ordinary players.


  'The blacksmiths will be given to Khan, Han Seokbong to Lauel, and the Red Phoenix Group to Asmopehl.’


  He had yet to figure out the talents of the remaining Pangea residents. Grid wanted to know their details before placing them in the right place. However, it was ridiculous to look at all 30,000 residents with the Great Lord’s Sword one by one. It couldn’t be done in a day or two, and could take months.


  Thus, he opened up the list of King’s Quests. It was to complete the quest that had been postponed. It was a quest to upgrade the Great Lord’s Sword to the King’s Sword.


  [The King’s Role (1)]


  Level of Difficulty: Linked Quest


  The king is part of all the people. 


  There is a duty to look after the people and place them in the right place.


  Experience the lives of the people and understand them more deeply.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Experience 100 classes.


  Quest Reward: Learn how to make the King’s Sword. A following linked quest.


  [The King’s Sword]


  Durability: 530/530  Attack Power: 320


  * Dignity +300


  * Insight +300


  * Leadership +300


  * The skill ‘Wide Area Character Observation’ is created.


  * Skill ‘Talent Search’ will be generated.


  A sword that could only be used by the ruler of a kingdom.  You can observe the soldiers and residents more closely and efficiently command them. 


  Conditions of Use: A king.


  Weight: 490


  Wide Area Character Observation. It was clear that it had a different effect from the Great Lord’s Sword that could only observe one person at a time.


  ‘Searching for talent will be much easier if I can observe several people at once.’


  In other words, Grid wanted the King’s Sword. But look at the quest clear conditions! He had to experience at least 100 classes. The degree of difficulty of the quest was high enough to be absurd.


  ‘I have been postponing it because it’s annoying...’


  Grid wanted to observe not just the 30,000 Pangea residents, but also the 800,000 people who made up the kingdom. Would there be a named NPC classified as a genius among them?


  ‘I can’t be too greedy.’


  Grid wanted a level of ordinary talent that could ‘fit’ in each field. If he could deploy the people efficiently, the labor shortage of the Overgeared Kingdom would be greatly resolved.


  ‘I need to prepare my heart.’


  Grid took a deep breath and rose from his throne.


  "From now on, I will travel in disguise.”


  Hell had begun.


  50 days passed.


  Grid mixed in among the people and experienced two jobs every day. He served in a restaurant, cleaned a toilet, managed bedding, escorted someone as a guard, and performed secret missions for different guilds. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that he experienced most jobs in Reinhardt. Grid didn’t realize it, but it was possible purely because he was Grid.


  Think about it. How many players could perform all the tasks? For example, a player with a knight class wouldn’t be able to perform secret missions for the Assassin’s Guild. They didn’t have the ability for it. But Grid had high stats and was overgeared.


  It was easy to clear the secret mission of the Assassin’s Guild using his high agility and the Hooded Zip Up. In the Magician’s Guild mission, he used Magic Missile and Belial’s Staff. He was also a big hit in the Tanker’s Guild. The mission of ‘tanking the enemy’s attacks while escorting a peddler’ was easily cleared. Grid had once tanked 100,000 enemies alone. Other ordinary tankers performing the quest said that ‘a monster guard who surpasses Vantner has appeared.’


  “Is Grid a munchkin?”


  "Munchkin?" (TL: Generally used to describe players who play games in an overly competitive way. Rather than enjoy the game itself, they play the game for a certain goal, often at the expense of other people. In Korean novels, it means a fraudulently strong character who ignores the power balance.)


  “A type of character in fantasy novels.”


  “...”


  The Overgeared members wondered when they saw Grid’s current situation. It was like Grid was playing a completely different game by himself. Grid had now become a fraudulent caricature. But Grid didn’t think so.


  ‘I’m still rising.’


  He was a legend who glimpsed the myths, but he wasn’t really a legend. What did this mean? The possibility of a myth class was opened up, but he was still incompetent compared to previous legends. He was incomplete. He wasn’t yet one or the other. This was how Grid assessed himself.


  ‘A bit more. No, a lot more.’


  He would try and do his best. Grow further. He would become competent. Grid pledged while working in Reinhardt.


  There were all types of rumors flying in Reinhardt for the 50 days he concealed his identity.


  “A genius magician has emerged in Reinhardt.”


  "A genius assassin has emerged in Reinhardt...”


  "A genius cleaner has emerged in Reinhardt...”


  "A genius masseur...”


  All the rumors were talking about Grid. Grid didn’t know. The 50 days of rumors led to more players entering the Overgeared Kingdom. In particular, many people wanted to meet the masseur. Some people speculated that the person’s skills were so excellent that the ‘legendary masseur’ class had appeared.


  *** 


  “This is the last one.”


  While Grid was performing the 50 day quest. Peak Sword was completing the mission that Grid gave him. The mission was in reality, not the game. It was to find the Dungeon Maker, Eat Spicy Jokbal. It was a very important mission.


  "I have been eating only spicy jokbal all month...”


  Peak Sword searched the Internet and found there were a total of 109 stores where spicy jokbal was available. There was a fairly large jokbal chain. Would he find a clue to the ‘Dungeon Maker’ in one of the 109 stores? Peak Sword spent a fortnight visiting jokbal stores and eating spicy jokbal every day. His lips were sore and his heartburn was driving him crazy.


  "Welcome."


  Haenam, South Jeolla Province. In the southernmost part of South Korea, there was a spicy jokbal store. It was a great distance from Seoul. Peak Sword grumbled as he entered the store and skillfully ordered spicy jokbal.


  "One small spicy jokbal. Please add a bit of starch syrup to make it taste less sweet and stir fry it over a high heat.”


  “I understand.”


  This wasn’t the type of person who ate spicy jokbal once or twice. The owner of the spicy jokbal store in Haenam noticed that Peak Sword was a gourmet. Then he started to cook the spicy jokbal. After a moment.


  “Please enjoy.”


  The owner himself brought out the spicy jokbal. He seemed very confident in the taste. Peak Sword faced him and declared.


  “Dark.”


  “...?”


  “Blood Carnival.”


  "...??"


  “Insane dragon egg.”


  "...???"


  Peak Sword observed the owner of the restaurant carefully every time he spoke. The owner would be the Dungeon Maker if he showed any shaky signs at all. But the owner wasn’t shaken. He returned to the kitchen like Peak Sword was strange. A chill went down Peak Sword’s spine.


  “Not here either?”


  He had visited 109 spicy jokbal stores all over the country and hadn’t met the Dungeon Maker? In other words.


  “The worst... Perhaps the Dungeon Maker that Grid spoke about isn’t a person who runs a spicy jokbal store. He might just love spicy jokbal.”


  Then would he have to go around to all 109 stores and ask them for a list of regulars?


  “Ah, shit.”


  Peak Sword ate all of the spicy jokbal and returned to his van. It was a luxury van with a Satisfy capsule installed. Peak Sword sat in the capsule and told his driver.


  "Wake me up when we get home.”


  “Yep.”


  Bururung.


  The van returned to Seoul. The owner of the spicy jokbal restaurant lit his cigarette and watched the van move away.


  “Sigh... I moved to this faraway place, yet a demon still came. Grid, you really aren’t an ordinary person. You’re cruel and tenacious.”


  It was fortunate that he looked different from his character in the game. The president of the spicy jokbal store was so relieved that he was sweating. He was panicked and seriously wondering if he should go abroad. At this moment, Peak Sword’s van returned.


  “Hey Boss.”


  Dururuk.


  Peak Sword opened the door of the van. He smiled at the owner of the spicy jokbal store, who was trying to maintain a calm expression.


  “You’re the Dungeon Maker, Eat Spicy Jokbal?”


  "What do you mean?"


  "Your restaurant doesn’t have a TV. It’s a characteristic of Satisfy players to neglect the TV.”


  “...”


  "Boss, you don’t watch TV and you don’t even have a TV in your restaurant for customers. How about it? Isn’t this reasoning worthy of the president of the Patriotic Association? I boast the excellent brain of someone who grew up eating soybean paste and kimchi.”


  "...Aren’t there a few restaurants without a TV?”


  "Yes, that’s why I wasn’t sure at first. But you’re wearing sunglasses. Why would the owner of a spicy jokbal store wear sunglasses? You wanted to hide. It’s your face. Right?”


  “...Amazing. You’re worthy of being the president of the Patriotic Society.”


  Flap.


  The boss of the spicy jokbal store took off his apron. He couldn’t avoid this situation and was ready to face it.


  “Is it because Cork Island was destroyed by Blood Carnival? Bring it on. I’ll deal with you.”


  He had been playing games since before Satisfy was released. The boss of the Haenam spicy jokbal store had a career of at least 10 years. He raised his fist confidently while Peak Sword felt confused.


  "Does God Grid and the Overgeared Guild have such a narrow mindset? Don’t make me laugh. We just wanted to meet you."


  “What? You have no hard feelings towards the head of Blood Carnival?”


  “It’s something to be proud of. A South Korean was the head of a powerful force. I feel pride as president of the Patriotic Association. I’m a bit embarrassed that it’s a vicious force.”


  “...”


  “Then I’ll be going. If you ever want to join the Overgeared Guild, feel free to contact me.”


  Peak Sword placed his business card in the store and left leisurely. He thought he was cool.




  Chapter 648


  Grid communicated to the Overgeared Guild everything he had seen and experienced on the East Continent. It was sharing information for the development of his forces. The Overgeared members tried to find out new and informative facts based on the information that Grid received.


  The staff, led by Lauel, grasped the power structure, politics, ideology, culture, economy, armed forces etc. and developed them into knowledge. There was also Garam and the yangbans. 


  “Grid evaluated Garam as a legend. Grid experienced it directly, so we can’t disagree. But I have to say this. Can Garam exercise a force as strong as a great demon?”


  "Of course. Grid said that Garam’s attack and defense is far better than Belial. Instead, his health is lower than Belial. But in a one on one match, he will overwhelm Belial. At a minimum, he’s equal to a great demon of a higher rank.”


  “My thoughts are different. I think that under any circumstances, a great demon is superior to the yangbans. Remember the hell field that Belial summoned? We had Demon Slayer Yura who disabled the hell. But from a general point of view, a hell was literally summoned.”


  “I think so as well. Belial was much stronger in the hell field. I think the yangbans will be the prey of the great demons, no matter how strong they are.”


  "In other words, the yangbans are more powerful than legendary players, but relatively weaker than great demons?”


  "That also fits the balance. Think about it. The yangbans are the inhabitants of the Hwan Kingdom. Won’t the ecosystem be a mess if the yangbans are stronger than great demons?”


  “Right. The yangbans would clear out hell.”


  “Hrmm...”


  Jishuka listened silently to the debate and turned her gaze to Han Seokbong.


  “Han Seokbong, are you aware of the presence of great demons in the East Continent?


  "Of course. We also recognize the great demons as the greatest enemy of humanity.”


  "Then have the yangbans of the Hwan Kingdom fought against the great demons?”


  “No. They don’t deal directly with them. The Hwan Kingdom sealed the entrance of hell by placing the Blue Dragon Dao in the eastern Kaya Kingdom, the White Tiger Spear in the western Pa Kingdom, the Red Phoenix Bow in the southern Cho Kingdom, and the Black Tortoise Jewel in the northern Xing Kingdom.


  "The sacred creature artifacts that Grid mentioned...”


  “Look. Why did the Hwan Kingdom seal the entrance to hell? They don’t have the power to repel the great demons. It doesn’t make sense to speculate that the yangbans are stronger than great demons.”


  The atmosphere was in full swing.


  "No, the Hwan Kingdom isn’t doing this because it is powerless against the great demons. It’s to preserve the value of the kingdom.”


  Lauel appeared in the meeting room.


  "Value?”


  It was a meaningful remark. Everyone listened to Lauel’s words. It was the same for Han Seokbong. Lauel asked him.


  "Isn’t there a myth on the East Continent that the ‘enemy who comes down to the ground will be blocked by the Hwan Kingdom and peace will fill the world’?”


  "Heok? How did you know that?”


  "Huhuhut, it’s easy to guess.”


  Lauel heard that the Hwan Kingdom had reigned like a god since the beginning of the East Continent. In other words, the other kingdoms had been serving the Hwan Kingdom since the beginning of the East Continent’s history. It was a phenomenon that was possible because the Hwan Kingdom played a great role in the genesis of the East Continent. Lauel was convinced.


  “It’s likely that the Hwan Kingdom recognizes the great demon as a ‘fearful being’ because it highlights the need for them. The East Continent believes that the Hwan Kingdom is necessary for peace and will continue to worship them.”


  "Then the reason the Hwan Kingdom doesn’t repel the great demons is to keep their rice bowl, not because they’re weak?”


  “I think so. It’s hard to imagine that they’re weaker than the great demons when Grid likens them to a legend. In the first place, it’s too simple for the end content to be hell.”


  Repel the great demons and bring peace to the world? It wasn’t desirable. Satisy’s true history would begin the moment the great demons were punished. It would be a massive power struggle between players. Lauel speculated that new stories would constantly be generated and that the Hwan Kingdom would become a variable.


  ‘The S.A. Group is nasty.’


  Well, whatever.


  "It’s good for us that the Hwan Kingdom isn’t facing the great demons. The great demons are the prey of our Overgeared Kingdom. Kukukuk!”


  “...”


  Lauel had a habit of covering half his face with his hand when he laughed. It was an effort to look as cool as possible. Han Seokbong couldn’t understand this action at all.


  “Why does that person cover his face every time he laughs?”


  "...It’s better that you don’t know.”


  Jishuka smiled awkwardly at Han Seokbong’s question. After hearing her answer, Han Seokbong decided it was better not to ask anymore. Sticks entered the meeting room while Lauel was laughing. It was because Lauel called him. Lauel asked him a question.


  "The return scroll to the West Continent. Can it be made to accommodate tens of thousands of people and bring back the people of Pangea?


  “Unfortunately, that’s impossible. The big scroll I gave to Grid was made in the decades that I stayed in the Behen Archipelago.”


  "Decades... Will the production period be shortened if the number of people is lowered? In addition, it doesn’t need to be across continents. Can’t it be used as a strategic weapon on the West Continent?”


  "What you want is a Mass Teleport scroll. It takes at least 15 years to create a Mass Teleport scroll. This is on the premise that I’m fully committed to the task.”


  “...Just quit.”


  There were many uses for Sage Sticks. It was too much for him to spend 15 years producing a Mass Teleport scroll.


  "Let’s put aside our worries about the Hwan Kingdom and yangbans for the moment. After all, we’re on the West Continent, not the East Continent. Our current enemy is the empire.”


  It had been two months since they started offering a tribute to the Saharan Empire. The financial blow meant the Overgeared Kingdom stopped investing in businesses for two months. The Overgeared Kingdom’s policy was to concentrate on agriculture so that the soldiers and people wouldn’t starve.


  Jishuka carefully opened her mouth.


  "There’s no future if this continues. Do we have no choice but to have an all-out war with the empire?”


  The kingdom would be ruined soon if this continued. Everyone thought it would be better to fight and die in a cool way, rather than quietly being destroyed like slaves. Lauel agreed.


  "Of course. We have to fight. But we won’t be shedding our blood.”


  Lauel smiled widely. It was a bad smile that the past Grid often showed. Of course, it was reassuring when on the same side. What ulterior motive did he have? The Overgeared members were full of expectations while Lauel uttered unexpected words.


  “I will dispatch a few elite troops, including Grid, to the Ares Army.”


  “What?”


  “Ares?”


  God of War Ares. He was the strongest unofficial ranker. It was estimated that he was stronger than sun grade and had several strong subordinates. This was a story learned from Kraugel not long ago. Kraugel said that he fought one of Ares’ subordinates when he was still 1st on the rankings.


  "Wait... Don’t we need to keep the Ares Army in check? Why are we helping them?”


  “You might that that the enemy of our enemy is our friend. But didn’t the Ares Army lose to the empire two months ago and have many troops wiped out? Is it worth helping them?”


  "Most of his lost forces have already been restored. According to the information given by Kraugel, one of Ares’ best skills is Conscription.”


  "Conscription... Hmm, then what is our objective?”


  “We will make Ares a king, form an alliance with him and work together to keep the empire in check. At present, Ares is staying in the Belto Kingdom, which is on the opposite side of the empire from the Overgeared Kingdom. We can press on the empire from both sides.”


  “We’ll distribute the attention of the empire?”


  “That’s correct. We’ll restore our national affairs when the empire’s surveillance weakens.” 


  “It’s a good idea. But what if we damage ourselves? Will we create another monster while trying to avoid a monster?”


  "What can we do when the monster in front of us is about to eat us? In the first place, the Ares Army will naturally be a monster if left alone.”


  Of course, that would only happen after a while.


  “Even if it will advance at that time, it’s right to use it as a means to overcome our crisis. As long as the empire’s power is maintained, we will have a solid ally. In addition.” Lauel’s sly smile thickened. "It will be useful to gain information about the enemy in advance.”


  “...”


  “I will remind the people who will be sent in advance. Don’t expose any abilities that haven’t already been seen in front of the Ares Army. Hide 30% of your power and spy on the Ares Army members. Ah, King Grid must hide 60% of his power.”


  Lauel believed that those sent to the Ares Army would gain more insights and grow further. There were many things to learn from the Ares Army.


  “Believe in me. This operation will give us many gifts.”


  *** 


  [Supreme Ruler]


  Rating: SSS


  The strongest force related passive skill in addition to God’s Command and Domain.


  Physical attack power is permanently increased by 20%, while all skills and magic are permanently increased by 10%.


  With a basic attack, there is a 30% chance to double the damage.


  Hunt one of the top 20 people in each occupation. The acquisition condition of the strongest passive skill ‘Supreme Ruler’ meant it was almost impossible to acquire. Of course, it was easy for Agnus.


  “I have eaten a lot after gaining the Rune of Death... It’s useful in many ways.”


  Agnus confirmed the performance of Supreme Ruler with a pleased expression. A whisper came to him when he was trying to resist the Mumud lich’s knife. It was a whisper from Veradin.


  -You have obtained Supreme Ruler just now? Congratulations.


  -Kikik, you are really like a ghost.


  Veradin. A genius who had been compared to Lauel since the time of the 10 Rookies. Agnus was frankly surprised Veradin wanted to follow him. He didn’t know that there was someone in this world who wanted to serve him with his personality.


  ‘At first, I thought he a noob trying to eat my crumbs.’


  Agnus laughed as he recalled the past.


  -Yes, I finally got it. It took an awfully long time. You begged me several times not to hunt the Overgeared members, so I had to find other prey.


  -It’s because the power of the Overgeared Kingdom is still unknown.


  -This parrot-like bastard always says the same thing. How long do I have to do this? Why do I have to avoid those people?


  -It’s finished.


  -Kik?


  -Now is the time to announce your existence to the Overgeared Kingdom. Feel free to show off all your skills. All the shame you have endured is for today.


  -...Kikik, what are you up to this time?


  -I assure you, the Overgeared Kingdom will contact the Ares Army sooner or later. Both sides are being pushed to the edge of the cliff by the empire. They will ally because the empire is a common enemy.


  Veradin had been exposed to the Overgeared Guild through the media and predicted Lauel’s behavior. Agnus knew Veradin’s predictions were always a hit.


  -You will be on the side of the empire. It’s a perfect chance to step on tough enemies at the same time.


  “...Kil! Kikikik!”


  Agnus was smiling from ear to ear. His shoulders shook and he muttered.


  "It was fun playing with Kraugel...”


  He hoped that they would be interesting and make him forget his terrible life.


  Agnus’ golden eyes shone strangely.


  Baal’s Contractor. It was a conflict with a madman who would be against Grid forever.




  Chapter 649


  Yura couldn’t forget the wonder that she felt the first time she met Grid. She had been 5th in the overall rankings. He was the man who stood up against the onslaught of one of the best among two billion users. His first impression was more intense than when she met Kraugel.


  ‘At that moment, he was imprinted on me.’


  Yura became conscious of Grid more than was necessary. Without knowing it, she followed Grid’s steps with her eyes and ears. In the process, she felt a strange attraction to Grid. Unlike other men, Grid didn’t look at her appearance or money. He saw the person called ‘Yura.’ The flavor of the bulgogi that she ate at the restaurant he took her to still lingered in her mouth.


  “Yura?”


  “Ah.”


  Yura was planning an expedition to hell in order to obtain the hidden pieces of a Demon Slayer. She made all her preparations and regained her spirit in front of the gate.


  Lauel laughed. "You seem to be nervous about the long expedition in front of you. Don’t worry. You will do well, as always.”


  "I don’t know if I should leave when the kingdom is in a crisis.”


  In fact, Yura wanted to solve the dispute with the empire. She wanted to add her strength. But Lauel urged her to go to hell as soon as possible.


  “Believe in us. We can get through the hardships. Of course, it doesn’t meant we don’t need your strength. I’m confident that your value will be higher than Grid or Kraugel in the future. I won’t hold your ankle in order for that day to arrive faster.”


  The items and titles dropped when Belial died were enormous. In particular, she dropped myth rated items. Lauel anticipated that all the great demons were likely to drop myth rated items. In other words, the power of the Overgeared Guild would rise exponentially every time a great demon was raided. In order to raid a great demon, Yura’s power was absolutely necessary.


  “The woman called Sua is as beautiful and wise as Irene. Youngwoo-ssi would like her.”


  Prior to entering the gate. Yura expressed the anxiety that she had been trying to bury. She didn’t realize it, but it was jealousy. She was anxious and irritated that Grid would continue to have good relationships with other women. She resented that Grid didn’t pay any attention to her and found her unattractive. 


  Lauel smiled at Yura.


  "You are more beautiful and wiser than both Irene and Sua. Don’t watch them. They are only fleeting existences that can’t be tied to the real Grid.”


  The real Grid. It meant Shin Youngwoo in reality. Yura’s snow white cheeks became painted in pink.


  “I don’t think I will be with Youngwoo-ssi...”


  No. So what if she liked Grid? Grid didn’t have any interest in her. Yura looked down in shame while Lauel became sad.


  'Even a woman loved by all men isn’t liked by the person she loves.’


  He didn’t know it, but love was really heard. There were many solo people, including Peak Sword and Vantner. Last year, they spent Christmas alone and they would be spending the summer vacation alone this year. It was ironic that Yura, one of the world’s best beauties, belonged to this category.


  “Then I’m going.”


  Yura took a deep breath and stepped into the gate to hell. Several months after the Belial raid. She had worked hard to become qualified to enter hell.


  Lauel sincerely cheered her on. "Come back after obtaining what you want.”


  ***


  “Haha... You looked like a beginner, so I didn’t think you would do such a great job. You aren’t afraid of shovelling poop and you are too skilled, like you were born for it.”


  "I was born to be shovelling poop...? Ah really... You are too much.”


  "No, I’m not exaggerating. My words are sincere.”


  "Haha, well, aren’t we all subjects of King Grid? Of course I will be competent.”


  “Kelkel! There are good people under a great king! Right, right! Everyone in the Overgeared Kingdom is capable. Kelkelkelkel!”


  “Hahahahat!”


  Reinhardt, the capital of the Eternal Kingdom, was reset after the Overgeared Kingdom was formed. This included the level of most facilities. As with any game, it was a natural penalty. That’s why the sewage facilities of Reinhardt were only level 2. The job of cleaning up poop was widespread. This was one of Lauel’s methods to create as many jobs as possible, but the ordinary people didn’t know this.


  A young man was cheerfully gossiping with his fellow workers while shovelling poop. He was Grid. He had been experiencing the lives of the people for the last 50 days. He actively engaged in propaganda activities that were only possible after penetrating deeply into the lives of the people. 


  [You have completed 100 types of job experiences.]


  [Your understanding of the people has deepened.]


  [The King’s Role (1) quest is linked to the King’s Role (2) quest.] 


  [Your level isn’t high enough to perform the King’s Role (2) quest yet. The King’s Role (2) quest will open at level 350.]


  [The production method for the King’s Sword as been obtained as a reward for clearing the quest.]


  [Production Method: The King’s Sword]


  Rating: Unique


  You can learn how to make the King’s Sword.


  Learning Condition: King Grid.


  “Then I’m going now.”


  Grid said goodbye to the workers he spend half a day with. He entered an alleyway and gritted his teeth. 


  ‘My guess was right.’


  The condition for learning how to make the King’s Sword... Grid’s mood fell as he looked at it.


  ‘I’m the only one who can learn it.’


  It wasn’t good. This suggested that the rewards for the King quests varied depending on the player.


  ‘I got the production method as a reward because my class is classified as a blacksmith.


  The reward for the King’s Role (1) for players of other classes as likely to be a ‘perfect King’s Sword.’ Grid thought it was unfair.


  ‘Isn’t it a loss for me?’


  He couldn’t use the sword except when carrying out his duties as a king. It was meaningless to make several of them. Grid acquired the production method as a blacksmith, which meant he had to invest time and money into making it. He was hurting alone while other kings would get the sword when they completed the quest.


  ‘It feels like the damages will become greater as the King quest progresses.’


  As an extreme example, suppose that Ares was on the throne. His class was a general. The rewards he would gain from the King quests were likely to be associated with a growth in military power. Meanwhile, Grid was likely to receive compensation as a blacksmith.


  ‘It’s too much damage for the King quests.’


  Why was he was a blacksmith? Grid mourned for a long time. He placed his forehead on the wall in frustration and heard some voices.


  "That man is shitting...”


  “Oh my, his clothes are covered in poop. It must be annoying."


  “Let us help you.”


  “We will feed you a bowl of hot soup and take care of you at home.”


  The shaking Grid couldn’t help smiling. The world in which he lived was cruel to the weak. It didn’t matter if it was reality or the game. Most people ignored or laughed when they saw someone below them. But the people of Overgeared didn’t do this. Grid was currently wearing beginner’s clothing that were covered in poop. However, they didn’t laugh and were worried about him.


  Grid felt pride rising in his chest.


  ‘The Overgeared Kingdom is educating the people very well.’


  Don’t judge a person by their outward appearance. Help those having hard times. Don’t ignore or feel contempt for the weak.


  Lauel and the Overgeared members preached this to the people out of consideration for Grid’s past. The Overgeared members knew what type of life Grid had lived. They didn’t want to make a second or third Grid in the Overgeared Kingdom and this increased the value of the kingdom.


  ‘New users who start the game in the Overgeared Kingdom will be able to enjoy themselves without being humiliated or insulted.’


  Grid’s expectations were right on target. In fact, new users tended to point to the Overgeared Kingdom as the best place to start. It was because they were rarely subjected to personal insults when receiving quests in the Overgeared Kingdom, unlike the other kingdoms. The existing NPC kingdoms reflected real society so well that they were unfriendly to beginners, while the Overgeared Kingdom was a utopia for beginners.


  Of course, it was also true for those who were perfectly qualified. The people of the Overgeared Kingdom were much more considerate and kind compared to people of other nations. The people of the Overgeared Kingdom weren’t lazy.


  -Have you cleared the King’s quest by now?


  Grid received a whisper as he wore a hood and returned to the palace. It was a whisper from Lauel. Grid clicked his tongue.


  -You’re like a ghost. How did you know to send me a whisper at this time?


  -I have been with you for over two years in real time. I use my genius brain and capabilities from all my reincarnations to grasp the situation of Your Majesty by taking into account your personality and power. Kuk! Kukuk!


  -...So what did you need?


  -I have organized the personnel to be sent to the Ares Army. Please review the list and tell me if there are any problems.


  -Who?


  -Your Majesty, Duke Jishuka, Earl Pon, Earl Regas, and Earl Euphemina.


  Only five people. Wasn’t the number too small to support the forces who were trying to take over a kingdom? It wasn’t strange to have this question from a normal point of view. But Grid was well aware of the abilities of the Overgeared members and thought differently.


  -Great.


  Jishuka was the owner of the Red Phoenix Bow. Her combat power in a war was far beyond Grid and Kraugel. It was the best among two billion users. The fighting point of Spear Knight Pon and Asura Regas was also obvious. In the days when Grid was the lord of Reidan, it was hard to predict a 100% chance of victory when he fought them. He was only 90% confident. Now they had grown and their capabilities were incomparable to that time. They were called the double chariots of Overgeared.


  Finally, there was Euphemina. The qualifier to describe her was still the same. The conditional strongest. Her destructive power was unmatched when she copied a sufficient number of skills. In particular, she received the Mumud's Soul Liberation quest and was seeking to become Mumud’s Descendant. She was much more powerful than before now that she could use Mumud’s water magic and non-attribute magic, and her potential was at the myth level.


  -It’s reassuring if this much power is sent to the Ares Army.


  -Yes, even Ares will welcome you will both arms wide open. Huhut... Oh, just.


  -Just?


  -There is little known about Euphemina. In fact, Euphemina didn’t play a large role in the Eternal war and Belial raid.


  It couldn’t be helped. Since the war lasted a long time, Euphemina constantly consumed skills and gradually weakened, lowering her impact.


  -Maybe the Ares Army won’t treat her well. Euphemina might be offended and Your Majesty will have to soothe her.


  -Treat Euphemina as a girl.


  -Uh, yes. I will take care of her.


  Just like she was a little sister.


  Grid suddenly thought about Sehee.


  -What are Sexy Schoolgirl and Ruby doing these days?


  -They are still looking after the people. They are helping with quests, but also raising their level and gaining rewards. The two of them are growing steadily, so don’t worry.




  Chapter 650


  Of course, the majority of unofficial rankers were anonymous.  In the wide world of Satisfy, there were people who intentionally concealed their existences and weren’t known to the public. Yes, Ares was no exception. He might be recognized by the Overgeared members, but he was unknown to ordinary players.


  The Belto Kingdom. The size of the economy and the actual land made it the smallest kingdom on the far east of the West Continent. There were no clear advantages to staying here, so the Ares Army’s secrecy was guaranteed. However.


  "The Overgeared Kingdom has proposed an alliance. They will help us take control of the Belto Kingdom and strengthen our power against the empire.”


  “...?”


  The Overgeared Guild was aware of their army? They even knew that Ares was aiming for the Belto Kingdom? The staff members called by Ares were surprised. But it only a portion of them. The majority of people were numb.


  “It’s no wonder that the Overgeared Guild knows about us.”


  “There’s a rumor that there’s a special relationship between Grid and Kraugel. Kraugel leaked our information to the Overgeared Guild.”


  “You shouldn’t accept the Overgeared Guild’s alliance offer. They’re using an excuse to stop us from hunting Kraugel.”


  "Does the Overgeared Guild even know that we are hunting Kraugel? Surely Kraugel wouldn’t run to Grid for help? I can’t imagine it.”


  "I have the same idea. The Overgeared Guild’s alliance offer is irrelevant to Kraugel. The Overgeared Guild wants something else.”


  "We have to determine their real intention before deciding if we should accept the alliance offer or not. We should be in an advantageous position.”


  Ares stayed silent while his chief staff members talked. Making his subordinates feel free to express their opinions without worrying about their positions, this was the best way for making an ideal choice on comprehensive issues. It was one of Ares’ biggest strengths.


  "Do you know that the Red Knights returned to the empire after winning the war against the Belto Kingdom and stabilizing the rear?”


  “...”


  Scott, one of Ares’ closest aides, opened his mouth and the crowd fell silent. Everyone’s attention was focused on what Scott was saying.


  “It’s very likely that the empire’s gaze is flowing back to the Overgeared Kingdom. The Overgeared Kingdom is under pressure from the empire. They offered us an alliance in order to save themselves.”


  “Then the Overgeared Kingdom offered us an alliance because...”


  "Do they mean to help us cause a disturbance in the rear of the empire and grow during that gap?”


  "It’s the most natural reason.”


  “Um.”


  The silent Ares finally nodded. It was a gesture that showed he agreed with Scott.


  "The Overgeared Guild proposed an alliance with the intention of ‘helping’ us, but it’s actually the Overgeared Guild that needs help.”


  The Belto Kingdom was defeated in the war and had already dropped from the empire’s interest. Ares wasn’t in a hurry. He used his duke’s position in the Belto Kingdom to steadily build up his forces. He would look for a chance to overthrow the royal family and seize the Belto Kingdom.


  ‘Yes, I don’t need the Overgeared Guild’s help.’


  Of course, it would be much faster to swallow up the Belto Kingdom if he had the Overgeared Guid’s help. But Ares’ ultimate targets included the Overgeared Guild. Helping the Overgeared Guild would just end up nurturing the enemy.


  “I will reject the alliance offer.”


  The moment that Ares made this decision.


  “Ares! Ares!”


  Ares’ other closest aide, Luck, rushed into the meeting room. He said that the meeting was boring and went hunting. Now everyone was curious about why he was making a fuss.


  “What's going on?"


  Scott asked instead of Ares.


  “The royal army is advancing here!”


  “What?”


  Ares was able to rise to the position of a duke in the Belto Kingdom because he showed great loyalty. On the surface, Ares was the loyalist person in the Belto Kingdom. It was natural for the king and royal family to trust Ares. So why was an army dispatched?


  What was this situation all of a sudden? There was an uproar in the meeting room due to the unexpected situation. In the midst of the chaos, Ares and Scott were gritting their teeth.


  ‘It’s clearly Lauel’s ploy.’


  The Overgeared Kingdom was created with Grid’s power and Lauel’s brains. Lauel’s intelligence was acknowledged by the whole world, and it was the same with Ares and Scott.


  “Ares, it’s clear that Lauel drove a wedge between us and the royal family.”


  "I know. It’s to force the alliance.”


  “What? The current situation was induced by the Overgeared Guild?”


  “Disgraceful! Never accept the alliance!” 


  A chief staff member shouted in agitation after hearing the conversation between Ares and Scott. In particular, Luck’s face was extremely red. He was the one who competed with Kraugel. He persisted in hunting Kraugel after Kraugel’s level was reset and now he felt furious at the Overgeared Guild.


  "After overcoming this and taking control of the Belto Kingdom, shall we go straight to the Overgeared Kingdom?”


  Scott soothed the agitated Luck.


  “No, it’s impossible. We can’t beat the royal family with our current power.”


  The Belto Kingdom might be small, but the level of their army was enormous. It was all Ares’ merits. In the meantime, the Ares Army had fostered a militia and systematic military organization in order to gain the trust of the Belto royal family. It was also a means of building up strength against the empire. Now the efforts of the past was a poison against them. They were furious but what could they do?


  “Accept the Overgeared Guild’s proposal.”


  Scott started to persuade Ares.


  “Isn’t it better to worry about the enemy in front of us rather than the enemy of the future?”


  “...”


  Of course Ares knew this. But he was unwilling. His pride was hurt at moving in accordance with the intentions of others.


  “You will someday pay back today’s disgrace. The chance will come if you take control of the Belto Kingdom and find stability.”


  “...It can’t be helped.”


  Under Scott’s continued persuasion, Ares finally made a decision. In the first place, he wasn’t someone who would make a foolish decision due to his pride.


  “I will accept the alliance offer.”


  *** 


  The Belto Kingdom. The royal army that entered the Ares Duchy was divided into eight branches. The dust rising like a storm and the sharp screams from all directions caused Grid to frown in the sky.


  -Isn’t there an answer yet?


  Grid observed the ground and sent an impatient whisper. It was regrettable watching the NPC residents die without being able to do anything. Lauel replied to Grid’s whisper.


  -Ares will have no choice but to accept our offer. You don’t have to worry. Sooner or later, an answer will come.


  -That’s the problem.


  Lauel had designed the situation so that the royal army attacked the Ares Duchy. Ares was pushed to the brink and had to accept the alliance. Grid didn’t like it.


  -Can we trust this type of alliance?


  -In the first place, we can never be friends with Ares. Their ambition is far too big and can’t coexist with us. Strictly speaking, this is a short-term business relationship. There is no need to question its validity.


  -...Hmm.


  Nevertheless, the sight of innocent NPCs being slaughtered was painful. The residents of the Ares Duchy were being slaughtered by the royal army without understanding the situation. The Belto Kingdom had defined all the residents of the Ares Duchy as accomplices of Ares.


  ‘They can’t neglect the potential risks.’


  Every person had their own reasons. Grid was calming his mind when Lauel’s whisper arrived.


  -Ares has accepted the alliance. However, a condition is attached. They asked the Overgeared Guild to stop two out of the eight branches of the royal army. Stop their advance for three days until the main force that has been sent elsewhere for training arrives.


  -Isn’t this the shit that we made?


  -They want to test the skills of our allies.


  -Didn’t you tell me not to expose my skills?


  -Yes, it’s dangerous to expose all your power to a potential enemy. Use only the skills that you showed during the Belial raid.


  A smile appeared on Grid’s face.


  -Then I will handle two of the enemy branches.


  -...No, you just need to grab their ankles for three days... Your Majesty? Your Majesty?? Sir?


  ***


  “I was suspicious of Ares from the beginning.”


  Duke Vanish. He was originally the greatest power in the Belto Kingdom. But in the process of Ares emerging like a comet and ascending to the position of duke, he lost a lot of power. The royal family, the officials, and the people. Everyone appreciated Duke Ares more than Duke Vanish. Duke Vanish could only watch as Duke Ares expanded his forces. Duke Vanish’s sense of loss was very large. The power that he was able to enjoy due to his family being loyal to the Belto Kingdom for generations was lost to a stone who came rolling in one day.


  But it was virtually impossible for him to keep Ares in check. Ares was too capable. His military talent was so great that the Belto Kingdom’s weak military power grew by leaps and bounds in just three years. If there wasn’t the empire in the middle, the Belto Kingdom would be able to expand its power by targeting other kingdoms.


  ‘It doesn’t make sense that such a great person is loyal to a small kingdom like ours.’


  Even the Saharan Empire would want such talent. Then why was Ares loyal to the Belto Kingdom? Duke Vanish felt great doubts. That’s why he was glad about the news that arrived a few days ago. Duke Ares’ ultimate goal was the capture of the Belto Kingdom.


  There was credible evidence in the anonymous report. It was the military trend of the Ares Duchy. The army deployed by Duke Ares was able to advance to the capital at any time. In addition, they were practicing war strategies in a city that recreated the structure of the capital. It was a military exercise intended to take control of the capital.


  Duke Vanish reported this to the king, and the king, who was extremely furious due to his high trust in Duke Ares, ordered Duke Vanish to invade the Ares Duchy straight away. He even had the support of the royal army!


  “Can he stop the 10,000 troops?”


  The strength of the royal family was different in dimension. They were active and grew in the war against the empire. On the other hand, Ares lost a considerable amount of troops in the war against the empire. Now he didn’t have the power to confront the royal army.


  “Kukuk... Kuhahaha! Smash them! Burn the land that Ares stepped on and destroy all the facilities that Ares touched! Remove the Ares Duchy from the map!”


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  Duke Vanish was giddy with joy as the royal army advanced with no obstacles. The army divided into eight branches in order to burn all of the Ares Duchy. No one was able to stop it. No, he thought they couldn’t be stopped.




  Chapter 651


   "There are 10,000 armored elite troops?”


  "Yes, that’s right.”


  “This is bad.”


  Scott grabbed his forehead after receiving the scout’s report.


  Armored elite troops. They were an elite army created by pouring Ares’ ‘Fostering Strong Soldiers’ skill and the capital of the royal family. They trained from the beginning with the motto ‘the Saharan Empire is the enemy’ and their strength was real. They mastered various skills, including advanced riding skills that were difficulty to obtain. They actually had a great record in the war with the empire.


  ‘The king must be very angry. I wasn’t expecting him to dispatch such strong troops.'


  He thought they would leave them in order to respond to any attack from the Saharan Empire.


  ‘Indeed... They won’t have to worry about an empire raid if they overpower us quickly.’


  The number of troops currently in the Ares Army broke a player’s common sense. It was a huge 30,000. It was three times larger than the armored elite troops. But that wasn’t comforting.


  ‘The average of the newly recruited troops after the war with the empire is only 170. On the other hand, the average level of the armoured elite troops has risen to 290 since the war.’


  The 30,000 soldiers would just be good prey for the armored elite troops.


  ‘The soldiers are a poison rather than a help. The level of the armored elite troops will rise in real time during the war and will get out of control.’


  Just like in the war against the empire.


  One of the resources that Ares gave to the armored elite troops was to recover all their resources during a level up. This would exert tremendous havoc in a war. They would become stronger when fighting battles. The modifier ‘undead army’ could be attached to them.


  ‘It is better to confront the armored elite troops with a handful of elite soldiers. We will use guerilla warfare.’


  He was referring to the Ares Army.


  Ares Army. A guild with Ares as the master, there was a total of 200 members. Apart from 28 production classes, the remaining personnel all had combat classes and their average level exceeded 300.


  ‘On the other hand, the armored elite troops haven’t reached their third advancement yet. If I add the 162 members of Overgeared, we should be able to tie their feet for a while.’


  Four days. Four days later, Ares’ Fostering Strong Soldiers would be activated again. They would win if they could buy time until then. Scott was convinced and then he heard a new report.


  "The reinforcements from the Overgeared Guild have arrived. H-However.”


  “However?”


  “T-That... There are only five people.”


  “What?”


  Scott’s face distorted like a demon.


  “Those fools!”


  They arranged for this situation to happen in order to establish the alliance, only to not send enough power?


  ‘It is a plan to weaken our forces while building the alliance!’


  Anger started to rise in Scott’s heart. The Overgeared Guild. He never thought that a group claiming to have the strongest players in the world would be third-rate people like this. 


  ‘It’s frustrating to know that the people we are allied with aren’t trustworthy.’


  Scott clicked his tongue and headed for the VIP room. He took a deep breath in front of the door and controlled his mind. It was an effort to suppress his anger.


  ‘I can’t leave any flaws in Ares’ honor.’


  Ares asked him to treat the guests well. It didn’t matter if they didn’t respond equally. Scott barely suppressed his anger and knocked on the door of the VIP room. At that moment.


  “Come in.”


  ‘What?’


  Scott doubted his ears as he heard a woman’s voice coming from the VIP room. It was charming and attractive. It was the voice of the famous Jishuka.


  ‘Godly archer...!’


  The actions she showed during the Eternal War were overwhelming. She was unmatched in large-scale battles. She was one of the few people Ares admired, as well as Grid and Kraugel.


  ‘Even if there are only five people, the story is different if there is the expert archer.'


  It was fortunate. The Overgeared Guild wasn’t completely third-rate. Scott opened the door to the VIP room.


  “Welcome...”


  The moment he was about to sincerely greet the Overgeared members.


  “Nice to meet you.”


  He saw a man with shoulders broad enough to cover half the window. A black-haired man with an impressive nose, sharp eyes and high forehead.


  “Overgeared King...!”


  It was Grid. The person who broke the sky and eventually became the first player to sit on the throne. He was part of the reinforcements that the Overgeared Guild sent.


  ‘How?’


  A legendary blacksmith and king. Out of the two billion users, Grid should be the busiest person right now. He was a star in the sky, just like Ares. He wasn’t someone who could be met easily. He came directly to the Ares Army who formed a temporary alliance out of necessity.


  It was something that couldn’t be imagined. Grid laughed at Scott, who was baffled before he met a big shot without any preparations.


  “I’m glad that you have accepted the alliance. I want to give a small gift as a memento.


  “A small... Gift?”


  Scott asked after hearing Grid’s words. Grid asserted confidently.


  "I will deal with half of the enemies who invaded your territory within two days.”


  “...Hat!”


  Scott unintentionally laughed. Grid was too naive.


  ‘Doesn’t he understand the situation?’


  The power of the Ares Army must by roughly known by the Overgeared Guild. 


  ‘He saw that we couldn’t prevent the advance of the royal army so shouldn’t he be aware of the situation?’


  Was the big shot Grid so lacking in wits?


  ‘No, it’s impossible. It must be a joke.


  Grid didn’t really think he could deal with the army. Scott smiled as he was confident that he grasped the person called Grid.


  "It would be really dependable if you could halve the royal army in 30 hours. I really ‘will believe in you.’”


  “Really.”


  “Hrmm, okay. You will do it.”


  “Yes. Point out the unit that you want me to handle.”


  Currently, the royal army had split into eight and were advancing. Some of them were particularly difficult to deal with. Scott picked four units and pointed them out.


  "The 1st, 3rd, 4th and 6th battalions of the armored elite troops are especially outstanding. Their average level is the same as the other battalions, but their combat ability is outstanding. They don’t just rely on brute force. Their tactics are very sharp.”


  Right now, the routes chosen by the four battalions were very tough. They were areas that would be heard for the Ares Army to reach. But Grid didn’t seem to know the circumstances of the Ares Army.


  “Okay. Let me handle it.”


  Grid nodded as he prepared to leave. The silently watching Jishuka, Pon, Regas, and Euphemina all rose from their seats after him.


  Scoot was once again surprised.


  ‘Pon and Regas?’


  He had been so overwhelmed by Grid’s presence that he hadn’t looked around. He only saw Pon and Regas now.


  ‘The Overgeared King, the divine archer, the white horse prince, and the asura... If Yura and Katz were here, then it would be the Overgeared Guild’s best power.’


  Perhaps Grid’s confidence in handling half of the royal army in two days wasn’t baseless. Grid, Jishuka, Pon, and Regas all had experience with large wars. In particular, Grid had confronted 100,000 enemies alone. From their viewpoint, 10,000 troops might seem ridiculous.


  ‘They will soon realize their mistake.’


  The armored elite troops weren’t usual soldiers. Every one of them was as powerful as a ranker and their ability to move in an army was greater than the top rankers. The godly archer Jishuka who burned the whole battlefield by summoning a red phoenix? It couldn’t be used against all the armored elite soldiers. Grid, Pon, and Regas weren’t worth comparing to Jishuka when it came to large-scale battles. They wouldn’t be able to perform well and would sooner or later be pushed back.


  ‘But that is enough.’


  They only needed to buy time until Ares’ Fostering Strong Soldiers skill was activated.


  ‘Four days later, we can defeat the armored elite troops and induce a ceasefire.’


  While the Belto Kingdom was recovering from the damage, they would lay the foundations for strengthening their army and occupy the Belto Kingdom with Ares’ power. Scott was convinced. His eyes shone with strong confidence as he dreamt of a radiant future.


  However, Grid misunderstood.


  'We seem to be reliable. The vision of Ares’ number two is very high.’


  Grid smiled with satisfaction.


  ***


  "Grid? Jishuka? Pon? Regas?”


  Luck’s eyes gleamed as he checked the list of reinforcements from Overgeared.


  "The founding heroes of the Overgeared Guild? What a surprise?”


  The form of the alliance proposed by the Overgeared members was very unpleasant. It was because Luck felt they were puppets who were forced to accept the alliance due to the situation created by the Overgeared Guild. Luck thought that the alliance with Overgeared wouldn’t last long. He wanted to overcome this crisis and destroy the alliance.


  However, the details of the members sent by the Overgeared Guild were too flashy. He didn’t like the way this alliance was proposed, but he felt proud that the Overgeared Guild was taking it seriously.


  “The Overgeared Guild wouldn’t dare jeopardize this. They won’t stab us in the back while the empire is still strong.”


  It was Scott’s thoughts and Luck agreed.


  "It should be fine. The problem is that the empire will always be strong.”


  Luck clearly realized that the empire was on a another dimension after the war. The power of the contemporary Red Knights was much stronger than predicted and the 1st knight was overwhelming.


  'I can’t compete from the 5th knight onwards.’


  From the 4th knight, it was like meeting a wall. Then the third knight was on a completely different dimension. They could easily overpower Kraugel in his prime with only one hand.


  “Anyway, the most curious thing is the ability of the Overgeared Guild’s founding heroes.”


  How long could they hold out against the armored elite troops? Luck decided that it would be three days. Of course, this was just a story of one battalion.


  ‘If they use guerrilla warfare well and drag out the time...’


  Luck and Scott were looking forward to seeing it. Then the two of them saw the guild chat window.


  @ The third armored elite troops battalion...!!


  “What?”


  It had been less than half a day since they received news that Grid arrived. Luck and Scott didn’t understand and asked at the same time.


  @ Did Jishuka’s red phoenix work on the armored elite troops?


  @ Did Grid summon two red phoenixes?


  No, it wasn’t just that. It was highly likely that Grid, Jishuka, Pon, and Regas all poured out their ultimate skills.


  ‘But even so...’


  To defeat one battalion of armored elite troops in half a day... Scott and Luck couldn’t understand it. Then a shocking answer arrived.


  @ No, Grid summoned four red phoenixes!


  @ Yes, four...


  @... Red phoenixes?




  Chapter 652


  "Four red phoenixes... The God's Command ability again?”


  The information network of the Ares Army was excellent. Unlike Grid, who lacked information gathering capacity, Ares’ information gathering power was at the level of the highest players and the Ares Army knew about the ‘7 malignant episodes.’ 


  Three top-rated passive attack skills, three passive defense skills, and the corrupt passive could be acquired from the 7 malignant episodes. The Ares Army didn’t know exactly how to acquire the seven skills, but they could infer how the skills worked. Due to this, they discovered that Grid had God's Command. It was because he used his ultimate skill two consecutive times during the Belial raid and summoned four red phoenixes during the war against Eternal.


  ‘But isn’t God's Command activated on a probability?’


  Grid seemed to trigger God's Command too often. It was almost at the level of activating to his will.


  ‘Is he wearing an item that increases his good luck stat?’


  ‘Or his natural luck is too good.’


  Scott and Luck were questioning this when new reports came from the guild members monitoring Grid’s battle.


  @ Grid summoned another two red phoenixes...! It’s a total of six red phoenixes!


  “?!?!”


  "Didn’t he already use God's Command when he summoned four?”


  Scott and Luck replayed the video of the Eternal battle. It was in order to determine Grid’s combat capabilities.


  ‘Two of the four golden hands turned into two bows.’


  ‘One of them was used by Grid and the other was used by the remaining two golden hands.’


  ‘Wait...’


  '...Is it possible to turn all four hands into bows?’


  They thought about it.


  “Crazy..!”


  Scott and Luck got goosebumps. In particular, Luck received a huge impact. Why? Luck had been evaluating Grid at a level similar to himself.


  ‘But I was wrong.’


  Grid was above him. Luck realized this and could only laugh.


  'Kraugel, is this your rival?’


  *** 


  Bultail Plains. It was a meadow with small rocks as obstacles. It was a space that could maximize the strength of the armored elite troops, who had the options of ‘increase speed and agility on flat ground’ and ‘additional attack power when charging 100 meters.’ The armored elite troops were overflowing with confidence. They were confident that they could even win against the empire if it was on this vast plains.


  "During the march, no rebel will be able to block our way.”


  The leader of the armored elite troops 3rd Battalion, Pastano. Confidence filled the dark blue eyes that could be seen through matted hair. He believed that his 3rd Battalion would be the first to arrive at the castle of the rebel Duke Ares and that he would be awarded with the greatest achievement.


  “Duke Ares... I once thought of him as a mentor, but not anymore.”


  He was certain that he had transcended Ares. But Ares was an object of admiration and Pastano never had a chance to challenge Ares, making him feel regret.


  'That changed a few days ago.’


  Pastano was extremely delighted when he heard that Duke Ares was looking to overthrow the royal family. Pastano wanted to demonstrate his capabilities to the kingdom.


  “Ares...! Become the cornerstone of my reputation!” 


  Pastano shouted as loudly as possible as he charged towards where Ares was hiding. The speed of his horse was much faster than usual. He inserted a ghost into the horse, insuring it was never tired and was fearless.


  "Kuahahaha! Forward! Shoot!”


  Pastano led 2,500 armored elite troops across the plains. He imagined himself burning the capital of the Ares Duchy that he would arrive at in two days, only to frown.


  ‘What?’


  One person stood in the path of the advancing armored elite troops. No, it was unclear if it was a person. Pastano couldn’t identify the target since he was too far away.


  ‘Monster?’


  No human would willingly stand in the path of an army consisting of thousands. Pastano decided that the being in the distance was a monster and cried out.


  "Step on it!”


  “Yes!”


  Pastano commanded and the armoured elite troops replied. Their voices filled the sky as the strong legs of their horses stirred the earth.


  “Fly Up!”


  Kiyaaaaaaack!


  The presence, who they thought was a monster, shouted and pulled a gleaming golden bow. 


  "?"


  Why was he shouting alone? The armored elite troops flinched but didn’t stop moving. However, they were forced to stop. It was because they witnessed a bird flying in the blue sky. A fiery bird. The legendary sacred creature, a red phoenix. The size was so big that it covered a portion of the sky.


  “Heeok?”


  “W-What is this?”


  The surprised Pastano and the armored elite troops reflexively slowed their pace, and this was a huge mistake.


  “Fly Up!”


  The person shouted once again and pulled the bow.


  Kiyaaaaack!


  "What?”


  Another phoenix showed up in the sky.


  “What is this?”


  "S-Summoning a red phoenix!”


  “This is ridiculous...!”


  The armored elite troops were still human. They had to lose their cool when something didn’t make sense. Pastano tried to calm the confused troops.


  “Keep your minds steady! We are the great armored elite troops! We won’t be fooled by this trick!”


  The person who summoned the phoenixes were likely to be subordinates of Ares. But when he thought calmly, there was no reason to be afraid. It didn’t make sense that a human could summon the legendary red phoenix. That’s right. Pastano judged that the two phoenixes in the sky were a trick. It was a last hurrah from Ares to tie up their feet.


  "Rush in at full force! Trample on the fool who dares try to deceive us and burn all of Ares’ lands!”


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  The armored elite troops regained their composure at Pastano’s command and their horses started running again. However, it was already too late. The man in the distance pulled out two more golden bows and fired them.


  “Fly Up!”


  Kiiiiiiing!


  Hwaruruk!


  “....!!”


  Even the sun was swallowed. Four red phoenixes appeared in the sky, their blazing bodies covering the whole sky. Now it wasn’t sunshine but flames that lit up the grasslands.


  “Four red...


  “Phoenixes...!!”


  Pastano and the armored elite troops were shocked. To be honest, they were were completely scared. It might be a trick, but the heat of the flames could be felt on their skin. The soldiers were confused, but narrowed the distance without stopping. Then the man below the four phoenixes gave them even greater despair.


  "Two more! Fly Up!”


  God's Command. In the process of transforming the four God Hands into the Red Phoenix Bows and using it four times, Grid’s God's Command skill was activated twice. It was only a half chance. Thanks to this, six red phoenixes filled the sky and the sum of their power overtook the Fly Up! of the myth rated Red Phoenix Bow.


  Kurururung!


  Fire fell indefinitely. The green plains burned instantly.


  “Uwaaaaack!” 


  “H-Help me...! Hiiik!”


  The flames that wouldn’t go out. The world had nothing to fear as the armored elite troops burned.


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  “...Eh?”


  Grid gained five levels from wiping out less than 3,000 troops? It was unforgettable experience. The bewildered Grid finally noticed.


  "Are they actually high level soldiers?”


  “...”


  The members of the Ares Army were silent as they watched Grid. Their lives seemed to be in vain after seeing Grid kill the armored elite troops so easily. 


  ‘An ignorant and uncouth human...’


  ‘He seems to be as strong as Ares?’


  How frightening would he be when he became their enemy later?!


  “Eh?”


  The shocked Ares members regained their senses. It was because a survivor appeared in the 3rd Battalion, who they thought had been wiped out. It was the 3rd Battalion’s leader, Pastano. He survived the constant rain of fire, showing that the battalion leaders were on a different dimension.


  “You! Who are you?”


  A leader who lost his troops would be condemned. Yes, Pastano had lost everything. His honor, power, and status. He was forced to give up his ambitions and only had rage left.


  “I will kill you! I will kill you!”


  Kuaaah!


  Pastano roared and shot towards Grid. He was able to reach 100 meters in an instant and got additional charging power, showing a fearsome sight. A cavalry’s dash was said to be more powerful than anything else and Pastano’s force was terrifying. But distinct strengths always had a weakness.  The cavalry’s dash attack was in a straight line, which meant it was vulnerable to a counterattack.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Revolve.”


  Kwajajajajak!


  “...!!”


  Pastano’s chest armor was breached. The +7 Sword Ghost moved in a circle and turned Pastano’s attack back on him.


  “Cough!”


  Pastano felt great confusion as he was injured.


  ‘He wasn’t a summoner?’


  The black-haired man in front of him had summoned six legendary red phoenixes. Pastano didn’t know how he summoned sacred creatures, but he was sure that this man was a summoner. If Pastano could narrow the distance, the man would be easily suppressed. But what was this?


  “Swordsmanship... How can a summoner use a sword? Cough, cough!”


  A fatal blow had been dealt to Pastano. Grid tried to show mercy to him who was bleeding. It was the mercy of death, which would free Pastano from suffering.


  “Now I will be killed by a summoner? How can I lose my manliness?”


  Chaaeng!


  “...!!”


  Grid was surprised while aiming for Pastano’s neck. It was because Pastano blocked his attack with a spear.


  ‘His reactions aren’t dull?’


  Pastano had been hit by the six phoenixes. His health gauge was extremely low and his whole body was injured. A normal humanoid NPC wouldn’t be able to stand up in this state. Yet Pastano moved quickly and precisely defended against Grid’s attack.


  ‘This is enough!’


  He had gained five levels from the armoured elite troops. The level of their leader shouldn’t be low. In addition, the reason they could be so strong was purely because of Ares. Grid once again felt afraid of Ares. The power of Ares as an individual hadn’t yet been grasped, but the strength of the army he created was amazing. He wanted to avoid a war with the Ares Army.


  “Ohhh!”


  Chaaeng! Chaaeng!


  Pastano roared and attacked Grid. But his remaining health was too low. He died the moment Grid struck him twice. Grid was once again shocked.


  [The leader of the armored elite troops 3rd Battalion, Pastano, has been defeated!]


  [The armored elite troops are burning with desire for revenge against you! The armored elite troops will exert more power when facing you in the future!]


  “Wow.”


  He got a penalty instead of a reward? The Ares troops came over to the baffled Grid and explained. 


  "This is the characteristic of those who have been given leadership by Ares.”


  “Those who are strong enough to kill Ares’ commanders...”


  "The Ares Army’s potential will explode against them.”


  "Kraugel was a victim of this.”


  The intentions of the Ares members’ explanation to Grid was simple. They wanted him to feel fear. Grid’s response was beyond the expectations of the Ares troops.,


  “The penalty obtained from killing the battalion leader has no meaning to me. I don’t intend to meet the armored elite troops again in the future.”


  “...?”


  "My colleagues will kill the remaining armored elite troops.”


  Grid’s meaning was also very simple. The penalty incurred by killing Ares’ commanders? He wasn’t afraid because of his strong colleagues.


  The two forces had already started their war of nerves.
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  Pured Bridge.


  It was a bridge crossing a river that was bigger than a lake. It belonged to the Belto Kingdom and was one of the core transportation routes. It was called the ‘immortal bridge’ because it never collapsed.


  Dudududududu!


  There were 300 horses marching on the bridge. There were so many that a person had to stare closely at the legs to find out that there were 300 horses. It was the armored elite troops’ 4th Battalion.


  "Speed up!”


  The 4th Battalion’s specialty was to be swift and surprising. It was in order to supplement the disadvantage of having low numbers.


  "Quickly occupy the watchtower at the end of the bridge!”


  If their surprise attack was exposed by the enemy guarding the watchtower, things could become annoying. Bocard, leader of the 4th Battalion, believed this and prompted the soldiers. The soldiers responded to his expectations by using advanced skills. Immediately crossing the bridge, they narrowed the distance to the tower to three meters and leapt from their saddle. It was a perfect jump without a loss of balance!


  Chwaruruk!


  They threw chains that wrapped around the pillars of the watchtower.


  “Enemy...! Eek!”


  The Ares soldiers on the watchtower detected it too late and died. It was right to say that they lost their lives the moment they discovered the enemy. The 4th Battalion was extremely stealthy and quick.


  "The enemy!"


  The guards weren’t aware of the enemy’s intrusion until half their defense had disappeared. By then, it was too late. The armored elite troops had already climbed up the chains and were running wild in the watchtower.


  "Set a fire! We must inform the others of the enemy’s intrusion!”


  The Pured Bridge was in a fully exposed location so it was easy to monitor. That’s why the defense became conceited. They never imagined the armored elite troops would break through here and were too relaxed. Pured’s defense leader tried to set a signal fire. But the armored elite troops wouldn’t let him. He was quickly suppressed by the soldiers and the fire put out. The defense chief on the ground discovered Bocard.


  "Right now, you are using Duke Ares’ techniques! If it wasn’t for Duke Ares, you wouldn’t exist! How dare you sprinkle blood on Duke Ares’ land?”


  "The reason we trained with Duke Ares was for the royal family. Duke Ares was a great general and teacher, but he’s a traitor for betraying the royal family.”


  [Quest failed!]


  [You have failed to convince 4th Battalion’s Captain Bocard!]


  [Retreat from Pured Bridge! Make sure Duke Ares knows about the enemy’s intrusion!]


  'Shit!'


  The Pured Bridge’s defense chief was a player of the Ares Army, Baphrang. In fact, he had been disappointed in his role in this war. He was asked to guard the bridge that the enemy would never attack, so he felt like he had been relegated to the periphery. He felt it was unfair because he wouldn’t have a chance to build up achievements.  But now his role was very important.


  ‘It’s over if they break through here.’


  Pured Bridge was the shortest route to reach Ares’ city. What if he gave way to the enemy here? Ares would be surprised without a chance to properly defend.


  ‘It’s dangerous. Somehow I have to pass the news to Ares!’


  If he used the guild chat or whisper system then he could easily tell Ares about the enemy’s invasion. But the problem was that a quest was currently in progress. The moment that armored elite troops, Baphrang, received the penalty of having all ranged communications blocked. He had to run directly to the castle.


  “Hat!”


  Baphrang jumped off the watchtower. A man in heavy armor jumping out of a six meter high tower? He would surely be injured by the fall effect. But Baphrang was a third advancement user and had good control. He used a charge just before his two feet neared the ground, twisted the orbit of his body and countered gravity.


  However, he couldn’t escape. It was because Bocard predicted Baphrang’s landing point and threw a spear.


  Puok!


  “Kuock!”


  Bocard was a master of the spear. The spear he threw penetrated Baphrang’s heart and dealt a critical injury. Baphrang lost one third of his health at once. This wasn’t the end.


  Kwajijijik!


  Lightning emerged from Bocard’s spear. Baphrang was damaged by the lightning and received the additional status of being stunned.


  ‘Damn bastards!’


  Baphrang couldn’t move. Due to the electric shock, he couldn’t drink potions and could only watch as the armored elite troops rushed towards him.


  ‘It is the end!’


  Baphrang saw his death and closed his eyes. The frustration he felt was very big. If he died here, he was likely to be blamed and expelled from the Ares Army. His splendid future guaranteed in the Ares Army would disappear.


  ‘XX! If only I was alert!’


  He would’ve discovered the enemy more quickly and would’ve been able to light the signal fire. Baphrang felt regret. He listened to the sound of the hooves approaching and was ready to die. He gave up on his brilliant future. It was a hell-like moment. Then at that moment...


  Kururung!


  A lightning bolt fell from the clear sky. It was a huge and intensely destructive lightning bolt that couldn’t be compared to Bocard’s lightning spear.


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  The sound tore at their ears.


  “...!?”


  The armored elite troops were shocked due to the lightning bolt that fell at close range. They stopped the spears aiming at Baphrang and spread out in different directions. It was an instinctive survival need that drove their actions.


  Gulp!


  There was silence for a while. There was only the sound of the armored elite troops gulping. The armored elite troops doubted their eyes. It was due to the light on the ground. That’s right. The lightning bolt that fell from the sky didn’t disappear. The intense presence still existed on the ground. But the more surprising thing...


  Pajik!


  Pajijijik!


  The still lightning started to move.


  ‘What is this?’


  The lightning that fell from the sky didn’t disappear, but moved by itself? The armored elite troops fell into confusion. They didn’t know.


  Asura. Out of the hundreds of tens of thousands of martial artists, only one powerhouse succeeded in drawing out the strength of the normal class! 


  “Regas!”


  Baphrang exclaimed.


  "Lightning Dragon Ascension!”


  Supak!


  Regas maximized his movement speed and agility as he moved around the armored elite troops.


  Peeng!


  Up!


  Kwajak!


  To the top.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  There was an onslaught every time he instantly appeared. It was an attack speed that couldn’t be followed with the eyes. The armored elite troops couldn’t react and allowed Regas’ attacks.


  ‘I can’t...!’


  ‘...Respond!’


  Kwajajajak!


  Regas’ fists and feet struck the armored elite troops. There was a thunderous sound every time there was a collision with the armored elite troops and they were caught by the electric shock. The person who appeared at this time was Pon.


  "I didn’t want to interfere.”


  The Ares Army would be an enemy in the future. Pon thought it was right to appear after Baphrang died. But Regas was someone who honored the spirit of Taekwondo since he was a child. He couldn’t stand back and watch when an ally was in trouble and eventually rescued Baphrang.


  "So I listened to him. Well, it’s good for you.”


  The laughing Pon threw a black spear as hard as possible. Then.


  Peeeeeong!


  It simultaneously pierced the bodies of multiple armored elite troops who were stunned by Regas’ attack.  It was the power of Mach Spear, which manifested using Belial’s Spear that he gained as a national reward. Baphrang couldn’t close his mouth.


  ‘Pon and Regas were so strong?’


  Of course, Baphrang knew that the Overgeared members were top class. But he looked down on most of them apart from Grid, Yura, Jishuka, and Katz. He was mistaken.


  ‘Regas’ swiftness and Pon’s damage... It isn’t top class in the Overgeared Guild.’ 


  World class.


  Chill.


  Baphrang got goosebumps at the evaluation. Regas approached and held out a hand to him.


  “Can you rise?”


  “...”


  Regas was smiling so happily? Baphrang was embarrassed when meeting Regas’ transparent gaze.


  ‘I will be your enemy someday, but you’re treating me like a real colleague?’


  Baphrang was convinced. It wasn’t a coincidence that Regas appeared when he was in a crisis. Regas came to help him.


  ‘How big-hearted is the Overgeared Guild?’


  On the other hand, himself? He was too embarrassed to claim himself as Ares’ subordinate. He had been disgruntled since being appointed to defend Pured Bridge and didn’t fulfill his mission. He didn’t think about taking care of his colleagues, only building up his own achievements.


  "I am ashamed...”


  He would take a leaf out of the Overgeared Guild’s book. Baphrang grabbed Regas’ hand and got up. His gaze was filled with obvious liking and respect as he looked at Regas.


  "How great is Grid that he has people like you as his subordinates...? I can’t even guess.”


  “...?”


  Regas was bewildered while Pon was in pain from all his laughing.


  *** 


  @ The 4th Battalion has collapsed under the cooperation of Pon and Regas.


  “...?”


  The Ares troops received Baphrang’s report. The 4th Battalion was a small and elite group. Their ability in guerrilla warfare was very threatening. It wasn’t Grid or Jishuka, but Pon and Regas who destroyed them?


  “It would be possible if Baphrang efficiently operated the defenses of the Pured Bridge.”


  Someone guessed and everyone agreed. But Scott and Luck thought differently.


  "No, the power of the Overgeared Guild is more than we guessed.”


  “I think the items they obtained from the great demon raid were much bigger than expected. They’re a lot stronger than what they showed in the Belial raid.”


  “Stronger than they were during the Belial raid? Then what type of monster has Jishuka become?”


  "Grid is overwhelming in a way. 20,000... No, it’s right to compare her to Ares when Ares managed 30,000 troops.”


  “...”


  “But that’s the problem. Grid will have great confidence in Jishuka and would tell her to take care of the 1st Battalion.”


  “Jishuka will fail her mission and die.”


  Unlike the other battalions, the 1st Battalion had several types of soldiers mixed in and their defense was excellent. Jishuka’s red phoenix wouldn’t be able to penetrate the armored elite troops’ defense.


  “But it won’t be useless. Her role is to consume the enemy’s stamina.”


  "Yes, I expect the same thing. The 1st Battalion will be exhausted dealing with Jishuka and it will be easy for us to handle them afterwards.”


  The experience that the 1st Battalion dropped would be theirs. The Ares members were confident of this when a new message appeared in the Ares Army’s guild chat.


  @ The 1st Battalion has encountered an Overgeared member. But...


  @ What?


  @ It’s a girl called Euphemina, not Jishuka...?


  @ Euphemina?


  @ Who’s that?


  “...?”


  Why was the development always strange?
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  Duplicator. 


  It was rare for people to know it, but it was the first hidden class that appeared in Satisfy along with Baal’s Contractor and Blood Warrior. If the skill was below the epic rating, it could be unconditionally copied and used like her own skill. It would be used depending on the need.


  Once a Duplicator had copied a large number of skills, the combat power and effectiveness that it exerted was the ultimate strength. Even the Overgeared King Grid was convinced he would lose if he fought Euphemina in a perfect state.


  “Who is that girl?”


  It was the armored elite troops’ 1st Battalion. It was the strongest unit of the Belto Kingdom that tied up the feet of the Saharan Empire during the war. They doubted their eyes as the approached the capital of the Ares Duchy. It was because Parklu Fortress, which should be empty after the soldiers retreated, currently had a girl on its walls. She was a cute girl with blonde hair tied up in a ponytail.


  “A civilian who didn’t escape?”


  But that was too confident. She was standing on the walls without holding a white flag in her hand. 1st Battalion chief Zen signalled to the archers. 


  “Kill her.”


  Duke Ares was a great person. Any weak person could become a soldier and then a knight under his training. The girl on the wall seemed fragile, but she was likely a secret weapon that Ares raised. The march would be disrupted if he didn’t pay attention to any suspicious existences. It was correct to block the unknown variables from the beginning.


  Kkirik!


  The armoured elite archers hesitated for a moment after hearing Zen’s command before drawing their bows. The distance to the wall was 500 meters. The wind direction was also bad. However the armored elite troops had the ‘80% increase in accuracy with arrows’ passive skill. It wasn’t too difficult to see the target that was 500 metres away using Hawk Eyes.


  Pak!


  Pa pa pa pat!


  10 jaffa arrows flew in a parabola. All 10 were capable of hitting the girl on the wall. Everyone foresaw the girl’s death. Everyone except for the girl.


  “There is a total of 200 archers... I have to defend.”


  Euphemina used the skill that she copied from Jeff, master of the Zeraph Guild’ and first place on the Qigong Master rankings.


  “Deny Reason.”


  One of the ultimate techniques of a third advancement class of a Qigong Master, Defying the Natural Order.


  Paang!


  Papapapang!


  Hundreds of spheres reminiscent of water droplets appeared around Euphemina. Next.


  Sururuk.


  The 10 arrows that wanted to pierce Euphemina’s body were swallowed up by the spheres. It was a force that neutralized all projectiles. The armored elite troops raised their speed.


  “Qigong Master!”


  "Ranged attacks are futile! Maintain your minds and approach!”


  “Shield soldiers stand at the front and archers stop attacking! There’s the possibility of being hit back by those spheres!”


  The officers quickly gave commands and the armored elite troops reached the bottom of the wall in an instant. But it was useless. They couldn’t threaten Euphemina. They couldn’t climb the walls.


  “Earthquake. Blizzard. Thunderstorm. Volcano.”


  “...?!”


  “What?”


  She was a magician, not a Qigong Master? She was also a magician who unfolded the ‘top magic’ of four attributes without casting!


  “Great magician!”


  Kurururung!


  The earth collapsed.


  Jjejeok!


  Jjejejejeok!


  The bodies of the armored elite troops were weakened by the freezing snowstorm.


  Kwajik!


  Pajijijijijik―!


  Lightning struck the frozen armored elite troops, dealing critical blows.


  Then.


  Kurururung!


  A volcano rose from the collapsed earth and spread magma that was a disaster to the armored elite troops.


  “Kuaaaack!”


  “How can all these spells be linked...?”


  Pandemonium!


  The armored elite troops were defenseless against the linked magic. Zen shook his head as he saw his subordinates trying to escape from the volcanic eruption.


  ‘There’s a great magician among Duke Ares’ people!’


  There were many magicians who dealt with all attributes. But they couldn’t use top attribute specific magic, unlike the magicians who concentrated on one attribute.   That’s right. The existence of a magician who could cast the top magic of each attribute was called a great magician by the world. The blonde girl might like young and tender, but she was one of the top 10 magicians on the continent.


  ‘No! More than that!’


  A great magician was still a magician. They couldn’t use the techniques of a Qigong Master. The girl first used the skill of a Qigong Master to compensate for the weakness of a great magician. Indeed.


  ‘...A complete person!’


  Gulp! 


  Zen inwardly exclaimed and swallowed his saliva.


  “Get off the walls! The hammer troops will smash it down!”


  The armored elite troops boasted a strong body. There were seriously injured people from Euphemina’s magic, but there was not one casualty. Once the volcano disappeared, they quickly recovered from their pain and rose again. They used the best skills they had to simultaneously hit the walls. Then.


  Kuuong!


  Kurururung!


  The wall that Euphemina was on started collapsing and the armored elite troops showed off their agility to avoid the rocks.


  Teook!


  Tadak!


  The armored elite troops avoided the wreckage of the walls and Euphemina became surrounded by 1,000 of them.


  "Die, Witch!"


  It was difficult to determine Euphemina’s exact identity. They were forced to evaluate her as a monster that transcended human categorization. Heat emerged from the ends of the skys and contained enough force to evaporate the clouds in the sky. However, it wasn’t a threat to Euphemina.


  “White Light Steps.”


  Supaak!


  “....!!”


  White Light Steps. It was a skill that was hard to control and achieved its best effect under intense sunlight or clear moonlight. The top footwork skill loved by Kraugel was completely reproduced by Euphemina.


  ‘Gone?’


  Zen lost the target. It was like she was a ghost.


  “Assist the battalion commander!”


  The 200 archers of the battalion had been forced to keep their distance. As soon as they noticed their commander’s confusion, they started shooting randomly. They didn’t think that Euphemina was still controlling the spheres despite using several magic spells in a row. It was impossible for them to understand the control skills of a genius player, rather than a named NPC.


  “No!”


  Something could be sensed from Euphemina. Zen cried out with astonishment as he felt hundreds of arrows rising from the ground He knew. The spheres hovering in the air were still under the control of the blonde girl.


  Sururuk.


  Suruk...sururuk.


  The moment that the arrows were swallowed up by the spheres.


  "Sonic Boom."


  Puaaaaaaaah!


  It was the ultimate magic of Zednos, the 1st ranked wind magician. The magic was used above Zen’s head.


  “...!!!”


  It was something that human hearing couldn’t endure.  Zen and the other armored elite troops collapsed to the ground, blood pouring from their ears. The wind pressure that followed crushed the flesh and bones, while the arrows trapped in the spheres flew out.


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has ri....]


  ...


  ...


  [The leader of the armored elite troops’ 1st Battalion, Zen, has been defeated!]


  [The armored elite troops are burning with desire for revenge against you! The armored elite troops will exert more power when facing you in the future!]


  ***   


  @ Euphemina is a magician of Overgeared who was active in the Reinhardt golem invasion.


  @ Ah... The girl who killed the golems?


  The Ares Army had been paying attention to the Overgeared Guild for quite a long time. They glimpsed the potential of Grid and the Overgeared members from the beginning. They watched the battle videos of the golem invasion several times. They couldn’t forget the beautiful female magician who had a great influence on the situation at the time.


  @ She did an outstanding job of getting rid of the golems, but she couldn’t scratch the ancient weapons.


  @ She didn’t play a big part in the war against the Eternal Kingdom or show a presence in the Belial raid.


  @ Her popularity isn’t high... Why did Grid send her to the 1st Battalion?


  @ It’s to buy time. She will tie up the feet of the 1st Battalion while Grid, Jishuka, Regas, and Pon repel the other battalions. 


  @ Indeed... A magician’s wide area magic makes it easy to buy time.


  @ The more I know Grid, the more he seems like a loyal person. He’s determined to sacrifice his colleagues in order to keep this alliance relationship.


  @ Grid cares about popularity. We can trust and rely on him as long as this alliance is maintained.


  @ Yes, he’s a respectable person.


  The Ares troops couldn’t deny Grid’s charms.  They admired Grid’s bold determination that allowed him to sacrifice his colleagues for the alliance. They thought that Euphemina was also a big person for believing and sacrificing herself under Grid’s orders.


  @ Overgeared Guild... They can’t be ignored.


  @ The 1st Battalion collapsed...!


  @ She’s likely to be stronger than Kraugel and Agnus.


  @ The 1st Battalion collapsed!


  @ It isn’t the same level as Agnus. The power of that madman can’t be measured at all.


  @ It’s even more desperate due to all the necromancers following Agnus. Later, the under army led by Agnus alone can approach the hundreds of thousands.


  @ The 1st Battalion was wiped out!


  “...”


  The Ares members in a heated debate simultaneously closed their mouths. It was due to the ridiculous words that appeared in the guild chat window. Someone could no longer overlook it and replied angrily.


  @ The 1st Battalion was wiped out? Don’t joke around in this atmosphere.


  @ We have been overvaluing the Overgeared Guild for a long time.


  As the Ares members thought this, a colleague spying on the battlefield of the 1st Battalion sent in the guild chat.


  @ It’s true! Euphemina wiped out the 1st Battalion alone!


  “...”


  It was crazy nonsense. Even Jishuka couldn’t go against the 1st Battalion alone. There were 2,000 troops, five different types of soldiers, and the balance was excellent. The Saharan Empire’s army could be controlled for a while thanks to the efforts of the 1st Battalion. Yet Euphemina wiped them out by herself? In addition...


  @ In only 12 minutes?


  The report that Euphemina had encountered the 1st Battalion had come exactly 12 minutes ago. The Ares members got a chill down their spines as they confirmed the time.
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  -I’ve finished cleaning up the 1st Battalion.


  “...”


  It was said simply. It was like someone finished cleaning a room. 2,000 elite troops were easily killed. Grid was covered with sweat as he saw the whisper and replied to Euphemina.


  -Are.you.okay↗?? Was it↘ hard↗? You. I. Bothersome. Work↗?  I was worr.ied. (Tone marks: Grid's voice going up and down)


  Of course, Grid cherished all his colleagues. But among them, his feelings towards Euphemina were special. It was a fear of dying. Grid was always nervous and tried not to make any mistakes in front of her.  He was like a mouse in front of a beast.


  Thus, whenever he talked to Euphemina, it was like he was reading from a bilingual book. Euphemina just thought that Grid was especially kind to her. She had to be equally friendly to Grid.


  -Why is it bothersome? I’m happy to play an active role for the Overgeared Kingdom. Give me many opportunities in the future.


  -Ah, yes... Y-Yes? I’m thankful for your words. Ha.ha.


  -But...


  -Huh?


  -I think Ares’ power is really great. We must be alert.


  Euphemina’s voice was heavy. To be honest, she felt a great shock.


  -The armored elite troops... None of them died despite being hit by four S-grade magic spells in succession. The attributes that Ares gave to the armored elite troops included magic resistance and increased health. What would’ve happened if one or two healers were among them?


  -...Granting attributes.


  The value of the information obtained by the Overgeared Guild in this war was very high. The armored elite troops were directly trained by Ares. The number of skills and attributes possessed by the armored elite troops were so varied as to be comparable to named monsters. In many circumstances, Ares seemed to have the ability to forcibly raise the level of his soldiers and to give them skills and attributes.


  In other words, it was a scam.


  ‘Of course, there are likely to be big restraints. But even considering that...’


  Over time, the strength of the Ares Army would increase dramatically. It would be in full swing the moment the Belto Kingdom was occupied.


  ‘He can constantly produce the best units based on the vast territories, people, and taxes.’


  The thought was threatening. The future Ares Army could have military power comparable to the empire.  Euphemina was worried about this part.


  -The armored elite troops belong to the Belto royal family. They aren’t strictly part of Ares’ army. Ares is likely to have trained ‘proper’ armored elite troops. But based on this... The strength of the army that Ares nurtures with all his heart will exceed our imagination. We shouldn’t give Ares time to grow.


  The reason why Grid and Euphemina could take care of the armored elite troops relatively easily was because of their overwhelming attack power. Both of them had legendary rated weapons and used top rated skills in a ‘continuous’ manner, allowing them to kill the armored elite troops. But what if the armored elite troops were more powerful? If they had a few healers like Euphemina said, it was likely that even Grid and Euphemina would be countered by the armored elite troops. Grid and Euphemina wouldn’t be able to easily handle the army Ares would raise in the future.


  -It doesn’t seem good to maintain this alliance for long. If we hold Ares’ hand in fear of the empire, we will be swallowed by Ares.


  -...I know.


  -But what can we do?


  -An alliance with Ares is required in order to survive the empire.


  -That's right. As Euphemina said, it was dangerous to maintain a long-term alliance with the Ares Army. But.


  Grid spoke as calmly as possible. It was intended to reassure Euphemina.


  -You must not forget about our potential while guarding against the enemy’s potential. Don’t forget. I’m the Overgeared King. The soldiers of Overgeared are wearing my items and are also strong.


  Yes, there was no need to unnecessarily worry. Being afraid of the future Ares Army? Why? The Overgeared Kingdom would become stronger in the future!


  -The Overgeared Kingdom’s army is just as capable as Ares’ army. No, they can grow stronger than Ares. So don’t be afraid of Ares.


  -...Indeed. I was too short-sighted.


  Euphemina was relieved as she heard the confidence in Grid’s voice.  Grid wasn’t aware of it, but Euphemina relied on Grid the most.


  *** 


  “The Overgeared Guild? Mmmm, not bad.”


  As expected, Jishuka wiped out the 6th Battalion. Grid kept his promise of handling the four battalions of armored elite troops within two days. Ares was surprisingly calm after hearing about it.


  ‘It’s a natural result given the fact that the battalion commanders in the army aren’t good at strategy and tactics.’


  The true strength of the army was exerted when led by a superior commander. No matter how powerful the army, they wouldn’t be able to exercise their full strength if the commander was incompetent. In that sense, it was the limit of the armored elite troops.


  The battalion commanders didn’t have a strategy to raise the true strength of the armored elite troops and eventually fought the Overgeared members head on. Then they were obliterated by strength. It was a cheap price.


  ‘It’s the commander’s capacity that determines the value of the army.’


  This was why Ares was careful about recruiting guild members. Unlike the top ranked members of each class, Ares’ troops had the ability to command an army, although their combat power might be somewhat lower. Ares chose guild members who had good chemistry with his skills.


  "Bring the combat data of the armored elite troops against the Overgeared members. I will train a new army that eliminates the shortcomings and weaknesses of the armored elite troops.


  Ares’ heart started beating wildly. He was happy when thinking about the large army he could raise using the resources of the Belto Kingdom that would soon fall into his hands.


  *** 


  “You have gone to a lot of trouble.”


  Scott greeted Grid who returned after taking care of the armored elite troops. His gaze was focused on Euphemina. He was alert despite her cute appearance. Grid couldn’t help feeling proud.


  ‘It’s natural to be afraid of her.’


  He was glad, since Euphemina caused fear in him. Grid smiled as he felt a sense of empathy with Scott. Then Scott started talking.


  "We plan to lead the army in four days. Will the Overgeared members be able to support us for that time?”


  The goal was naturally the capital of the Belto Kingdom. Scott’s request was reasonable. They would help the Ares Army conquer the Belto Kingdom. This was the condition proposed when the Overgeared Guild offered an alliance. Grid easily nodded.


  "The current members will remain to support the war.”


  “You will...?”


  Scott was startled. It was a great honor that the king of another kingdom would act for them for the next few days.


  ‘He has some conscience.’


  Ares was forced to ally with the Overgeared Guild. They were the reason why the Ares Army was branded as traitors by the royal family. Scott had no choice but to dislike Grid and the Overgeared Guild. But he felt confused because Grid became more charming the more Scott discovered.


  *** 


  “What?!! The armored elite troops were wiped out?”


  The Belto royal family experienced great disorder. They believed the armored elite troops would come back with news that the Ares Army was wiped out.


  “Duke Ares defeated them, despite losing so many troops in the war with the empire...?”


  “It’s clear that Ares held back his power in the war against the empire! He had planned to deceive the royal family for a long time!”


  “Ares is a person who trained the armored elite troops. It isn’t unusual for him to have more hidden.”


  The agitated princes trembled. They were afraid. It was doubtful if the Belto royal family could defend against Ares’ counterattack after being weakened by the loss of the armored elite troops.


  “The end... This is the end...”


  "That snake has taken everything...!”


  The princes were frustrated. The incompetent king remained silent. At that moment.


  “Should I watch? Yes~?”


  The door of the meeting room, where only the royal family could enter, was opened without permission and a man entered. It was an impressive looking man with a slim body and pale white skin.


  “W-Who are you?”


  The golden eyes froze the heart just by looking at them. The madness that dwelled in the man was very violent. The king and princes instinctively felt great fear and sought help.


  ‘Heeok?’


  The king and princes gazed at the knights waiting in the corridor simultaneously gasped. It was because all the knights guarding the meeting room were killed.


  "W-Who are you?”


  He was violent enough to invade the royal family? He seemed like a heretic. But surprisingly, the man presented the flag of the empire.


  “I am an envoy sent by the Saharan Empire. Umm, yes. It’s rotten. Kuk! Kukukuk!”


  The man laughed like it was funny. He licked the sword stained with blood and grabbed the Belto king’s jaw with his hand.


  “Lick my feet. Beg me to save you. Then I will defeat Ares.”


  "H-Hik!"


  The Belto king paled as he saw two death knights standing quietly to the left and right of Agnus. This was a nightmare. He wanted to be independent from the empire, but he was desperate from losing the armored elite troops. Now he had to grab onto the empire.


  “Kik! Kikikikik!”


  Shake shake!


  Agnus looked down at the Belto king licking his shoes with shame, insult, and fear, and broke out in insane laughter. Protect the Belto Kingdom, gain the hearts of the Belto royal family, and secure the rear of the empire by disposing of the dangerous element called Ares.


  Agnus had long forgotten the commands of the empire. He was just enjoying this moment of pleasure.


  Grid and Agnus. The first meeting between small-minded and evil was approaching.




  Chapter 656


  "Did you draw it correctly? A very nice and handsome man. Isn’t it almost at the level of rugged man? Kelkelkel!”


  God of War Ares. He was the bigshot closest to gaining the title of First King. Grid now knew. If it wasn’t for Lauel, the throne of first king would’ve been occupied by Ares.


  "It’s the first time I’ve heard someone calling themselves handsome. Aren’t your words too much?”


  Ares had the ability to make people feel comfortable. His cheerful personality and ordinary appearance gave comfort and liking to the other person.


  “Have you never heard that you are handsome? That’s strange... Aha, this friend.”


  Ares smiled and poked Grid’s side with his elbow.


  "Are you acting modestly in front of your lover?”


  ‘Lover?’


  Where was his lover? Grid followed Ares’ gaze. It was Jishuka. The impressive beauty with tanned skin and elongated limbs like a model. She stood out even in a crowd of hundreds.


  “...She isn’t my lover.”


  "I know the rumor that you conquered both Jishuka and Yura.”


  "I didn’t conquer them...”


  "Obtaining the world’s finest South American flower and Oriental flower... I’m envious, envious. I would’ve had a chance if I was only 10 years younger. Well.”


  "No, they aren’t my lovers. Think about it realistically. Unless I was an enviable person who saved the universe in my past life... No, wouldn’t I be trash for having two people as lovers at the same time?”


  "Ohu, then you are only dating Yura? The relationship with Jishuka was just a flash of fire?”


  "Sigh, stop talking."


  Grid got the scent of Doran from Ares. He thought it was pointless to bother arguing with the other person. Grid grumbled and turned his head. Ares’ eyes were calm as he looked at Grid.


  ‘He’s the pure and honest type.’


  It was hard to believe he was the owner of a kingdom. There was no embarrassment and his expression of emotions was honest. The 49 year old Ares knew that people like Grid normally didn’t stab him in the back.


  ‘Of course, I can’t come to a conclusion too quickly.’


  The fact that the first impression was good couldn’t be denied. The Overgeared Guild might’ve used a dirty trick to forge an alliance with the Ares Army, but that had already passed. They were able to easily handle the armored elite troops thanks to the Overgeared members. Ares thought it was right to establish a good relationship with Grid and the Overgeared Guild from now on.


  “I was just joking. You’re narrow-minded for a hero. Shouldn’t a man have a wider heart? Just like me! Kelkelkel!”


  Ares started to make fun of the silent Grid. This old man... No, it was hard to believe he was the leader of the famous Ares Army.


  ‘We have to be vigilant.’


  ‘Is he acting?’


  Jishuka and Euphemina started to warily watch Ares.


  “Hah...”


  Scott gave a deep sigh. It was like Lauel when he was with Grid. Jishuka and Euphemina scratched their cheeks. They roughly understood what type of person Ares was.


  *** 


  Ares really liked Grid’s nature. In addition, he determined that the strength of the Overgeared Guild and the Overgeared Kingdom was necessary in the long term. This alliance might be forced, but he hoped it would last a long time.


  Thus, he met Grid with sincerity.


  "It is still insufficient?”


  Ares Castle, the central training ground. Ares unveiled the 10,000 new troops he trained. 


  "My Fostering Strong Soldiers skill is only level 2, so I can only give 20 types of attributes. The starting level of the soldiers is only 200. Well, it’s much better when compared to the starting point of the armored elite troops. Hahaha!”


  “...”


  Grid’s group and the Ares Army guild had gone to see the soldiers. Ares’ behavior of revealing his skills and new army to others was absurd.


  “D-Did you lose your mind?”


  Scott screamed out too late. He couldn’t understand why Ares was revealing his hand to Grid and the Overgeared members. Ares shrugged.


  “They’ve already grasped some of my abilities. Why bother concealing what will be revealed over time? It’s better to know early and be smart. Kelkelkel!”


  “Hah... Sigh...”


  Scott breathed roughly and let out a deep sigh. His usual cool appearance was gone. His face was so haggard he seemed like he would collapse. Grid asked a question in this awkward atmosphere.


  “Distinct attributes? Is this the skills they can learn?”


  “Let’s see... Things like advanced Riding Techniques, advanced Heavy Armor Mastery, intermediate Weapons Mastery and beginner anti-magic shields. Oh, there is also the beginner Charge. There are quite a few? A lot of skill slots are filled because I put in two advanced skills.”


  “...This isn’t a joke?”


  In Satisfy, there were two ways for a player to train an army.


  The first was to build a barrack in a territory where they were a lord. Then capital and people would be invested to train soldiers. Depending on the level of the barracks, the level and skills of the soldiers produced varied.  It was like a famous game one century ago, XtarXraft. It was convenient to use resources to produce soldiers but they had the disadvantage of a low level and low skills level.


  Secondly, a player could directly train or instruct his NPCs to recruit and train soldiers. It took a lot more work because they needed to take care of everything. It was time consuming and money consuming. But the soldiers could choose the skills they wanted to learn and the level of the soldiers steadily rose during the training course.


  In conclusion, Grid raised soldiers using both the first and second method. The soldiers produced using the first method were placed in the lower units such as security forces. Meanwhile, the soldiers produced with the second method were trained as elite troops. In particular, the soldiers trained by Asmophel and Piaro were guaranteed to acquire high levels and various skills.


  But separate characteristics were difficult to artificially give. There were many cases of it occurring naturally during training. For example, Piaro’s soldiers were given the attribute of ‘120% increase in adaptation rate to rice fields terrain.’ In any case, this was the conclusion.


  ‘Even the soldiers directly trained by Piaro and Asmophel can’t acquire dozens of different types of attributes, and advanced skills are impossible.’


  The skills were learned from the beginner level and steadily grew. That was a soldier. Yet Ares’ soldiers had advanced skills from the beginning.


  Ares’ ability was great.


  “A scam... You’re truly great. But wouldn’t big skills have constraints?”


  "I will keep it a secret since it’s too disadvantageous for me. Haha!”


  "...No, you should tell me. I thought you were broad-minded.”


  "I am broad-minded and thorough.”


  “...”


  In no time, Grid was at ease talking with Ares. It was like they were old friends. Jishuka, Euphemina, Pon, and Regas showed great interest in Ares’ words. On the other hand, the Ares troops were confused.


  ‘What’s he thinking?’


  The Overgeared Guild were people they could rely on. But it was impossible to rely on them forever. One day, there would be a confrontation. Yes, they were potential enemies. Why was he giving out information so freely?


  ‘Grid is also Kraugel’s friend!’


  It was likely that Ares’ information would get exposed to Kraugel and this was disadvantageous in many ways. Ares asked Grid after examining the faces of the concerned members.


  "How about it? Won’t it be overwhelming if your items are added to my army?”


  “Hoh...”


  What if the strongest army trained by Ares was using the strongest armor that Grid produced?


  “The empire? We will chew them up. Of course, it isn’t possible right now. Haha!”


  He wanted to obtain the legendary blacksmith Grid. Ares sincerely hoped. He believed that the strongest army no one could go against would be born the moment his power was combined with Grid’s power.


  “Let’s be friends.”


  Ares laughed and held out his hand. At this moment, he was radiating a dignity comparable to Grid. No, maybe it was even more than him. The common neighborhood uncle disappeared like it was a lie and a big bear-like threatening body approached. 


  ‘As a specialist in training and commanding soldiers, it’s natural to have a high dignity stat.’


  Grid wondered what his class was. Grid put aside this question and shook Ares’ hand.


  "Okay, let’s get along well.’


  *** 


  The Belto royal palace.


  "The little scum, they’re too slow.”


  The person sitting on the throne wasn’t the king. It was Agnus, a man with pale skin and green hair.


  Spin spin.


  A gem-encrusted circular object was being spun in his hands. The crown that symbolized the Belto Kingdom was turned into a mere plaything. The Belto king watched this without any anger and carefully asked Agnus.


  "I summoned all the troops that were deployed in each fortress. It’s now possible for the enemy to advance to this place without any interruptions... Isn’t this dangerous?”


  The fortresses were defense facilities built in important military places. The value of the fortresses in a war was great. It was the most suitable facility to repel the enemy. Yet Agnus closed all the fortresses. The enemy could march without a hitch. The Belto king and his men couldn’t understand Agnus’ intentions.


  Agnus replied to them.


  "You want to know why I gathered all of the kingdom’s military power here?”


  "Y-Yes.”


  The emblem of a pink rose on Agnus’ chest kept capturing the eyes of the officials. The rose symbolized the empire’s second greatest power, the Red Knights, who were under the command of Empress Marie. The Belto king and officials was certain that Agnus was a close aide.  It was honestly surprising that he came to help them. It seemed right for them to survive under a power they despised rather than being killed by a traitor.


  Unfortunately, Agnus wasn’t a person they could depend on.


  “I want them to come here as quickly as possible.”


  “...?”


  "Isn’t it boring waiting? So I opened the way. Come quickly. Kukuk~ the more bodies there are, the more convenient it is.”


  “A-Ahh...”


  This was the reason they sacrificed so many battlefields on the way to the capital? The Belto Kingdom’s officials shook. Their faces were red from repressing their anger as Agnus told them.


  "As soon as the enemy arrives, don’t resist and open the gates. Throw the people and soldiers to the enemy. Okay? Kik! Kilkik! Puhahahat!”


  “T-This is ridiculous...!”


  In the end, some nobles couldn’t bear it and rose from their seats.


  “You’re insane! I can’t believe that you’re acting according to Empress Marie’s will!”


  “That’s right! Don’t resist the enemy and open the gates? Throw the people and soldiers to the enemy? What is this nonsense...! Heeok?”


  The nobles fell silent. It was because Agnus summoned a lich.


  Clack. Claack. Clack clack clack clack.


  The lich was wrapped in a cloak and emitted terrifying magic power. They didn’t know why, but they immediately felt like running away from here. 


  “Kill them.”


  Agnus commanded.


  Kuaaaaang!


  The lich fired magic at the nobles.


  [You have killed the nobles of the Belto Kingdom.]


  [Baal’s Contractor is one who brings out the fundamental fear in humans.]


  [The Belto royal family and remaining nobles don’t have any animosity against you as they have become more frightened.]


  [Some people have overcome their fear. They mean to resist against you.]


  “Kik? Kill more.”


  Kwarururung!


  The name of the lich who continued to kill following the will of his master was Mumud. Mumud had no face as a skeleton, but he seemed to be shedding tears.




  Chapter 657


  "Isn't it strange?”


  The Ares Army had to occupy a total of 13 fortresses before arriving at the capital. It was a big war. The occupation difficulty of the fortresses were so high that the Ares members and Grid’s group were quite nervous. It should be a tough fight. But for some reason, all the fortresses were empty. All the fortresses on the way to the capital were empty, without even one rodent.


  “What’s the reason for clearing the fortresses?”


  “Have they already given up on the war?”


  The fortresses were strategic points. There was no better base than a fortress to stop the enemy. Yet the fortresses were vacated? It was difficult for Grid to understand. He could only interpret it as the Belto Kingdom giving up on this war.


  On the other hand, the Ares Army had a different hypothesis.


  "The royal family thinks that Ares’ new army destroyed the elite armored troops.”


  Yes, the Belto royal family didn’t know about the involvement of the Overgeared Guild. On the other hand, they knew about Ares’ Fostering Strong Soldiers skill. From the standpoint of the Belto royal family, it was natural to attribute the deaths of the armored elite troops to Ares’ new army.


  "The royal family has clearly seen it. The armored elite troops raised their level and strength in real time in the war against the empire.”


  “Fortresses are efficient enough to defend with a small number of people, but they will eventually succumb to overwhelming power.”


  "It’s clear that the Belto royal family is afraid that our new elite army will defeat the troops deployed to each fortress and become stronger.”


  "Thus, the king gathered all the troops in the capital and planned to intercept us at once.”


  “Um.”


  Ares nodded as he listened to the opinions of his people. It meant there was no disagreement.


  "They acted wisely in their own way.”


  The level of Ares’ new army, the ‘Iron Wheels,’ was still only 200. It was higher than the average soldier level of the Belto Kingdom, but their number was only 10,000. Ares wanted the level of the Iron Wheels to be higher and planned to use the conquest of the 13 fortresses as a means to level them up. But that plan was gone. The 10,000 level 200 Iron Wheels would have to go to the capital and deal with an army of 130,000 at once.


  ‘Hrmmm… I’m a little annoyed because the plan has become a little twisted.’


  But it wasn’t serious enough to be frustrating. Ares had 30,000 troops in addition to the Iron Wheel soldiers.  He was confident that he could lead them well to victory. It was natural, but the Iron Wheels also possessed the characteristic of ‘recovering all resources when levelling up’ like the armored elite troops, so the Iron Wheels could fight infinitely on the battlefield. It was okay as long as they weren’t hit by someone with an unusual attack power like Grid, Jishuka, or Euphemina.


  ‘And there are no such monsters in the Belto Kingdom.’


  Those three monsters were currently on Ares’ side. It was reassuring. He thought that no matter how he fought, he couldn’t lose this war. But Ares wasn’t distracted. In a war, he could rule perfectly.  The mild-mannered uncle transformed into a god of war.


  “Shall we go and trample on the animal that opened its mouth without knowing that its guts are pulled out?”


  "Ohhhhhh!"


  The Ares Army didn’t need to be wary of the fortresses and sped up their march. They headed to the capital without a hitch.


  *** 


  “Breaking news! Urgent breaking news!"


  The media all over the world, including South Korea and the US, were turned upside down.


  Immortal. They introduced themselves as Agnus’ followers and sent a message.


  -Today, Agnus will slaughter the Overgeared King and the God of War. Agnus will reign as king of the living and the dead.


  Agnus. A person known to have one of the first epic classes who was shrouded in mystery. He never made any public appearances. This was the first time. However, it was publicly known that Agnus was strong. It was due to all the rankers who claimed to have been killed by him.


  ‘Crazy!’


  He was someone who slaughtered a player just because they were standing on the street. It was natural for the attention of the world to be concentrated on him after he used the media to show his presence. In addition...


  ‘The target of his massacre is the Overgeared king Grid!’


  Most people didn’t know about the ‘god of war.’ But even a five year old child knew who the Overgeared King was. Overgeared King Grid was one of the most famous and influential people in the world!


  “He declared that he would kill such a big person!”


  “Agnus! He truly is as mad as the rumors say!"


  "Send people to the Belto Kingdom right away! Be prepared to write this scoop and don’t miss anything!”


  *** 


  『 At 10:24 a.m. in Korean time, an email arrived at media companies all over the world. Today, Agnus will slaughter the Overgeared King and the God of War. Agnus will reign as king of the living and the dead. As you all know, Agnus is the first epic hidden class and is currently 5th on the unified rankings... 』


  『 We must focus on the expression of ‘king of the living and the dead.’ In the past, some people speculated that Agnus’ class is a lich. In other words, he’s likely to be immortal... 』


  『 Veradin, who identified himself as Agnus’ follower, was named a genius of the 10 Rookies and is now 1st in the necromancer rankings. The fact that he is following Agnus shows how great Agnus is... 』


  『 Immortal. There’s a high probability that it will be an undead army with Lich Agnus and Necromancer Veradin. They are probably the strongest group of players after the Overgeared Guild. He wants to use Overgeared King Grid as a target to prove his strength. 』


  『 But does he stand a chance against Grid? I don’t think so. Agnus was only the 7th ranked player before Kraugel and Yura disappeared from the rankings, despite being the first epic hidden class. Of course, the 7th ranking isn’t low. But I don’t think he has the talent to reach the top-class players classified as geniuses. 』


  『 I agree. The class called lich is supposed to exercise overwhelming power based on infinite power and survival, but Agnus’ nature itself will have limitations. He would be much lower than Kraugel if they share the same class. It’s arrogant to declare to the whole world that he could slaughter Grid, who only Kraugel has beaten. 』 


  Most of the media focused on the confrontation between Grid and Agnus. There was little mention of the mysterious God of War.


  But those who had knowledge were very interested in the God of War. One of them was OGC’s director, Lee Gookrae.


  ‘The God of War... He can’t be a smallfry if he’s called a god.’


  Director Lee Gookrae was curious about the identity of the God of War. While the other broadcasters were focused on Agnus and Grid, OGC had the sense that they should obtain information about the God of War and tell viewers about it.


  ***


  “Unbelievable!”


  The capital of the Overgeared Kingdom, Reinhardt. Lauel heard the news late due to being connected to the game and felt a chill go down his spine. Agnus? That crazy monster stood on the side of the Belto Kingdom to stop Ares?


  ‘No!’


  They were caught up in the fight between Agnus and Ares. Grid would be tired and at a disadvantage if he collided with Agnus without any preparations.


  ‘How did this work become twisted so suddenly? No... I was played from the beginning.’


  Veradin of the Immortal Guild.


  Lauel belatedly realized.


  “Veradin...! This is all your work! You predicted we would hold hands with the Ares Army!”


  Veradin was a figure that Lauel was on guard against since his days as part of the 10 Rookies.  Lauel thought of himself as the best genius in the world, but he had to admire Veradin’s brains and cold-hearted thinking.


  ‘The worst evil from my past life...!’


  Lauel was convinced. Veradin expected the Overgeared Guild and Ares to hold hands and made a plan to destroy both at the same time.


  ‘It’s difficult to predict what traps will be set in the Belto Kingdom.’


  Lauel sent Grid a whisper.


  -Grid, come back right now...!


  It was before he could even finish speaking.


  -Why? Is it because of Agnus?


  -...!!


  *** 


  Let’s go back to a long time ago, before Immortal’s message was spread to the media around the world.


  “What’s this situation?”


  The Ares Army and Grid’s group arrived at Belto’s capital. They were thinking about how to break through the formation of 130,000 troops, only to become surprised. It was because the gates to the capital were open, as if they were welcoming Ares. Even the walls were empty.


  “A trap?”


  "If this is a trap, it’s the most insignificant and stupid trap in the world.”


  The enemy opening the gates wasn’t a trap, but a surrender. Ares was a prudent but bold person. In this case, he didn’t feel the need to think deeply.


  "Everyone enter. I need to see if the enemy if foolish enough to intercept us in the city or if they have run away.”


  Kung! Kung! Kung!


  The Ares Army moved from where they were stopped in front of the gates. They entered the capital with Ares in the lead. There were 130,000 troops scattered through the streets of the city, not even in proper formations.


  "H-Hik...!"


  "The enemy! The rebel Ares has come to the capital!”


  "D-Don’t fight!”


  “...?”


  The state of the Belto Kingdom was weird. There was no leader among them. The soldiers just rushed towards the Ares Army. Ares felt a big surprise at the abnormal situation.


  ‘What’s happening in this kingdom?’


  The command system had completely collapsed. He didn’t know the situation, but something must’ve happened with the capital. 


  ‘In any case, this is good luck for me!’


  Ares and his troops concentrated in dealing with the enemies and the level 200 Iron Wheels started to increase their level dramatically.


  “Hrmm.”


  The Ares Army cut down the enemy for several hours and reached the front of the palace. Scott looked at the tranquil palace that didn’t look like it was in the midst of a war.


  “Strange. I have a bad feeling.”


  "Yes, it looks suspicious. But how can we stop here?”


  Now they just needed to take the king. Then they would conquer the Belto Kingdom. In addition, the enemy’s army had already collapsed. Ares had no reason to hesitate.


  Clink!


  The moment Ares opened the entrance to the palace.


  Piing.


  There was a purple aura. The power of a death knight emerged from the darkness.


  “Hup!”


  Ares was currently leading an army of 40,000. All their stats had risen significantly. The death knight’s surprise attack was remarkable but Ares promptly evaded it. The purple light only hit air. However, magic immediately flew to the place where Ares had evaded.


  Kuaaaaang!


  “Ares!”


  The Ares troops cried out when they saw Ares being swallowed up by flames. 


  “Kik! Kikikik! Kuhahahahahat!”


  Laughter was heard from a dark place where light was completely blocked.


  ‘What?’


  Grid didn’t know who the owner of this bizarre laughter was. He had never met the owner of this light. On the other hand, the faces of the Ares members, Jishuka, Euphemina, Pon, and Regas turned white.


  “Agnus!”


  At the same time.


  Kwaaaaah! 


  Clack! Clack clack!!


  From the inside of the palace, a large number of skeletons pushed out like a tide. In addition, the bodies of the Belto Kingdom’s army rose like zombies and struck Grid’s party and the Ares Army.


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  Kwaaaang!


  “Agnus!”


  The sound of yelling and screaming, as well as simultaneous explosions filled the ears. Pandemonium! Grid’s party and the Ares troops were in great confusion due to the unexpected event. Of course, this wasn’t everyone. In particular, Grid was fine. Grid had just blown away some skeletons when his gaze fell on someone.


  “You’re Agnus?”


  “Then you are the Overgeared King~? Yes~? Kilkil.”


  Grid locked eyes with Agnus’ gold ones. Then...


  Kuaaaaang!


  A death knight broke through the formation of the Iron Wheels and swung the sword at Grid. It was different from the death knight that first attacked Ares.


  Jjejeong!


  Grid blocked the death knight’s sword.


  Kuaaaaang!


  Then a lich’s magic struck him.


  [You have suffered 11,900 damage.]


  At the same time.


  -Grid, come back right now...!


  A whisper came from Lauel. It was a whisper that stimulated Grid’s pride as he was surrounded by hundreds of cameras.


  -Why? Is it because of Agnus?


  -...!!


  -Do you think I’ll run away? Is that what you were planning to say?


  Suuk.


  Grid’s equipped the Slaughterer's Mask on his face.


  Kwajik!


  Kwajijijik!


  The four golden hands around him turned into Lifael’s Spear.


  "I didn't know today was a mad dog day.”


  “Kik?”


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  A brilliant light. A white flash swallowed the middle of the battlefield.




  Chapter 658


   “...”


  It was a phenomenon. Students in class, office workers, passengers, and even passersby on the street were all gazing at the smartphone in their hand.  On the screen that they were watching, the scene of a battlefield was unfolding. The background was a very large city with thousands or tens of thousands of houses.


  The soldiers of the Ares Army used weapons, shields, and sometimes movement tools to demonstrate an agile and destructive advance that broke into enemy territory. The resistance of the Belto Kingdom was like fallen leaves. This was an army made by a player? The strength of the soldiers was great and the Ares Army commanders, who used the layout of the buildings and the enemies in real time, were like historical people. The viewers witnessed the progress of the quest and were reminded of the strength of the imperial army.


  On the other hand, the Belto Kingdom didn’t have a proper commander and it seemed like the capital would be taken. The viewers felt thrilled by the power of Ares’ army. In particular, they were impressed with Ares in the vanguard. They were forced to understand why Agnus called Ares the God of War. Then...


  Claack!


  Clack clack!


  The flow changed the moment the Ares Army reached the palace. The emergence of the huge death knight was like a 180 degree change. The death knight and lich broke through Ares’ front lines and waves of skeletons swallowed up the Ares Army.


  Slaughter, destruction, and screams occurred. The cameras of the broadcasting stations captured every soldier constantly fighting against the skeletons. And along the way.


  『 Finally! 』


  The cameras on the battlefield focused on two men. These two men were none other than Grid and Agnus. Both men showed a unique presence as they encountered each other in the middle of the bloody battlefield. Agnus had an armored death knight and the magic of the lich with him.


  Grid wielded a blue greatsword from the centre of four golden hands that moved by themselves. Agnus broke through the barrier of the soldiers with the skeletons and faced Grid.


  The broadcasters were excited.


  『 Agnus and the Overgeared King are finally clashing! 』 


  『 Can Agnus slaughter the Overgeared King as he declared? 』


  『 Hrmm... Isn’t a close combat fight too favorable for Grid? I don’t understand why Agnus is narrowing the distance to Grid. If the death knight is in the lead and he stays at the back with the lich, won’t he be able to fight against Grid more equally? 』


  『 It’s just arrogance. Agnus had two monsters with the death knight and lich. He’s sure he can win, even if the conditions are favorable towards Grid. In other words, he’s mocking Grid right now. 』 


  Now the commentators would learn about Agnus’ real power. Agnus’ class? It wasn’t a lich. If he was a lich, then he wouldn’t have another lich serving him.


  『 Agnus can be proud. His class exerts more power than anyone expected and that power is certainly more than Grid. The balance of the game was already destroyed the moment he called more than one lich and death knight. 』


  『 Certainly... From a power perspective, Agnus seems to be superior to Grid. Agnus seems to have secured a hidden growth type class, not a simple epic class. But we must not forget Grid’s power. He defeated the sky above the sky, so it’s hard to imagine him being defeated. 』


  『 That’s right. Grid is someone we can’t measure. I’m sure that Grid will win. Why? It’s because Agnus is too powerful. He must have some big penalties for his abilities. 』


  『 The more brilliant the presence, the more rules there are...』


  The death knights. They were the strongest undead among the third generation necromancers. It depended on the ‘life’ of the knight but a death knights’ stats were basically a few times better than a player’s.  In addition, they had a lot of powerful skills. The most frightening thing was that they could grow through levelling up like a player. Despite many limitations, such as being restricted in the items that could be worn and being difficult to control, a death knight was nevertheless the strongest force of a necromancer.


  Yet Agnus had two death knights. Was that all? He also had two liches.


  Lich. They were the top undead who could use magic with infinite magic power. Their strength overwhelmed a death knight. The evidence was that liches who appeared as bosses often had death knights as their subordinates. In other words, a lich wasn’t an existence that players could handle. Many people guessed that a lich would appear as the fourth advancement class of a necromancer.


  Yes, a lich was a powerful existence, so people assumed that Agnus’ epic class was supposedly a lich. The Satisfy setting meant it was impossible for players to deal with a lich’s infinite magic power. Yet Agnus had two liches. He was already beyond the category of a player. 


  Thus, people were skeptical. They were certain that Agnus would have a big penalty that would grab at his feet. They thought that Grid would win in this war.


  *** 


  [Lifael’s Spear]


  Rating: Legendary (Reproduced Transformation)


  Durability: Infinite


  Attack Power: 1,230~1,890


  * Fixed damage of +3,000 on each attack.


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘Light Wheel’ skill. Every time Light Wheel is activated, Magic Missile (Enhanced) is shot. The number of Magic Missiles is determined according to the usage range of Light Wheel. The damage of Magic Missile is fixed at 4,000 per hit and will increase by 20% if the target is evil. No mana will be consumed.


  * When defending or evading, there is a high probability that Shield of Light will activate. Magic Missile (Enhanced) is attached to the Shield of Light. Any target that pierces through the Shield of Light will be hit by Magic Missile. The damage of Magic Missile is fixed at 4,000 per hit and will increase by 20% if the target is evil. The accuracy of the Magic Missile counterattack is 100% and does not consume mana.


  * When moving, there is a high probability of activating the ‘Light of Guidance’ skill.


  * Attack power +20% against those with dark magic power.


  The reason that Grid changed Lifael’s Spear was purely for Isabel. He was hoping for her health and happiness. But as a result, Grid gained something excellent for himself. He had perfect comprehension of the myth rated Lifael’s Spear. Grid was now able to reproduce the power of the new Lifael’s Spear, which added specific abilities while weakening the power of White Transformation. It was also four of them!


  Pajik!


  Pajijijik!


  Agnus’ small pupils flinched as the four God Hands around Grid stopped blocking the skeletons and started to change in real time. It was because he sensed the divine power coming from the golden hands that were gradually turning into spears.


  ‘Kukuk! This is the basics!’


  There were many undead type monsters in Satisfy. It wasn’t strange for Overgeared King Grid to create weapons dedicated to the undead. The excited Agnus heard Grid’s taunt.


  “A crazy dog? I didn't know today was a mad dog day.”


  “Kik?”


  Kuwaaaaaah!


  The four spears spun in the air like a wheel and covered Agnus at the same time. Magic Missile (Enhanced) with its divine power was released at the same time, devastating the battlefield around them.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  “....!!!”


  The eyes of the Ares troops widened from where they were fighting with the skeletons that Immortal’s necromancers continued to produce. The explosion that occurred at the spot where Agnus was standing instantly killed dozens of skeletons in the area. It was huge damage. The goosebumps were comparable to those caused by Grid’s red phoenixes.


  ‘What’s the identity of those golden hands?’


  ‘They can change shape depending on the enemy and exert an overwhelming firepower every time...’


  The name of Overgeared King couldn’t be disputed. Grid’s items were the strongest. 


  ‘Even Agnus is helpless in front of the best... Heok?’


  A magical explosion filled with divine power. It was natural for the Ares troops to think Agnus received a serious blow. But Agnus walked out from the dust without a scratch on him. It was thanks to the Body Shield skill. Baal’s Contractor was top class among the necromancer types and had the ability to utilize their excellent body. The Body Shield skill boasted enormous efficiency. Any attack that dealt less than 10,000 damage was completely blocked. It was like Grid’s Can you Become the King of the Dead? skill that could summon the Overgeared Skeletons to block an attack once.


  “You lousy bastard!”


  Agnus had a surprisingly cautious personality for someone so crazy. It was why he chose a battlefield filled with dead bodies as the stage of his first public battle. Grid cursed and quickly narrowed the distance to Agnus. Agnus’ death knight blocked his way.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  “...!!”


  The four Lifael’s Spears penetrated a hole in the death knight and opened the way for Grid.


  “Kuahahahat! Come!”


  Agnus was full of relaxation. He believed in the lich that was guarding his side. He thought Grid would be destroyed before he could approach. But.


  [You have dealt 5,700 damage to the target.]


  [The target has resisted the damage.]


  [The target has resisted the damage.]


  [You have dealt 6,100 damage to the target.]


  ‘Full resistance?’


  Grid was wearing the Holy Light set. He had been focused on Agnus’ lich when selecting his equipment. Thanks to this, the magic of the lich barely damaged Grid.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  Grid succeeded in narrowing the distance to Agnus using items.


  Taack!


  He took a big step and moved the +9 Failure in succession.


  “Linked Kill!”


  “Body Shield!”


  Agnus shouldn’t be able to cope.


  Puok!


  [The target’s attack power is too strong. The defense has failed.]


  “Kik? Cough!”


  Agnus’ chest was pierced after his shield broke. Agnus spat out blood from his mouth as As Grid was linking up the second strike of Linked Kill.


  Peeeeeong!


  A body moved between Grid and Agnus and exploded, breaking off Grid’s attack motion. It was a corpse explosion.


  ‘Shit!’


  Linked Kill was cancelled! Grid stumbled and Agnus stabbed him with a longsword.


  Peeeeeong!


  [You have suffered 2,859 damage.]


  “...?!”


  Wasn’t Baal’s Contractor a necromancer? How could he wield a sword and what was this damage? The physical damage of the Holy Light set was low, but this damage couldn’t be understood. Agnus saw Grid’s shaky eyes and clicked his tongue.


  "This is a normal attack.”


  Grid’s thick eyebrows rose even higher.


  “That’s Jishuka’s saying...!”


  Grid’s cry containing his anger didn’t last long.


  Peeeeeong!


  Agnus’ death knight suddenly sprang from where it had been isolated by the four spears. It also attacked Grid. The attack didn’t contain great destructive power, but Grid was shaken because it had the effect of ‘pushing all objects in range.’


  "Shall I show you something interesting?”


  Agnus laughed and opened the Rune of Death. He had obtained the rune much earlier than Grid’s Rune of Darkness. Currently, there were nine skills attached to the rune.


  “Furfu’s Power.”


  “....!!”


  Grid was reminded of something the moment he heard the name of a great demon. Their starting lines were different. During the time when Agnus signed a contract with Baal, Grid was just a common novice user, like a stone on the roadside.




  Chapter 659


  Furfu. Along with Hell Gao, Drasion, Morax, and Astaroth, they were the great demons that the public were most familiar with. It was because these great demons appeared as regular guests in stories of Muller’s heroism that could be found in various quests and books.


  That’s right. Furfu was one of the great demons who had their bodies sealed by Muller. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that all two billion users knew the name.


  “Furfu’s Power.”


  “Furfu...?”


  Why did Agnus mention the name of a great demon? Ordinary viewers didn’t know the concept of ‘runes’ and were puzzled, while the Overgeared members and Ares troops turned pale. At that moment.


  Swaaaaah!


  The night sky turned white. It was a change in landscape caused by the frost that started to pour down like rain.


  ‘Blizzard-like magic?’


  Grid and the Overgeared members took up defense postures.


  “It isn’t magic!”


  Ares shouted from where he was dealing with a death knight and lich with the help of Luck and Scott. His voice sounded urgent.


  “It’s the power of Furfu...!”


  Yes, this was the power that Ares wanted most. The might power was taken by Agnus!


  “Dammit...! Beware of Agnus’ familiars...!"


  Kuaaaaang!


  Ares' cry was buried. It was due to the aura explosion from the death knight that was bound by Luck. The death knight’s aura that poured towards the sky was no longer purple. It was transparent like ice.


  “Keok!”


  Ares was hit in the chest and coughed up blood. For a commander who needed to lead the army until the end of the war, safety was the most important virtue. Most of Ares’ stats were invested in stamina and health. Yet he received a serious injury from the death knight’s blow.


  “Ares...! This damn bastard!”


  It didn’t change its aggro and only attacked Ares until the end. Luck rotated like a spinning top in front of the persistent death knight and used the acceleration to aim a mighty kick at the death knight’s face.


  Peeok!


  A heavy blow! The skull that seemed small compared to the gigantic body looked like it shattered. Luck’s strike was that powerful. But the death knight was fine. The frost from the sky created a barrier at the point where the death knight was hit, nullifying Luck’s kick.


  "What?"


  This was a complete scam! Unlike Luck, who was losing his cool, Scott calmly grasped the situation.


  “The caster...! Attack Agnus!”


  “....!”


  Scott’s shout reached Grid. 


  If only he had secured the rune before raiding Hell Gao. His rune would also hold the power of Hell Gao. Grid was filled with envy and regret when he saw Agnus use Furfu’s power.


  “Yes.”


  He hurriedly recovered. All of the Magic Missiles fired by Lifael’s Spear were blocked by Agnus’ Body Shield and Agnus was fighting back to back with the death knight and lich.


  “The starting point is different...!”


  It was actually an excuse. Grid and Agnus’ starting points were the same. No, maybe Grid was earlier. Why? Grid had been playing Satisfy since the closed beta. Why was Grid a low level user while Agnus was Baal’s Contractor? It was simple due to a lack of talent and skill, not because their starting point was different. In other words.


  ‘Our difference occurred at that time...!’


  Grid recalled the past while opening the power attached to the Rune of Darkness. Was he lacking after becoming Pagma's Descendant? No. The evidence was that he had already caught up with Kraugel, the sky above the sky.


  “...I will fill up any gaps that remain!”


  Hwaruruk!


  Grid’s body was surrounded by flames. It was from head to toe. The red flickering covered Grid’s eyebrows and hair. Belial’s Power, the power of fire was opened.


  “...!!”


  Agnus, who could continue to release Furfu’s Power thanks to the help of Baal, felt his eyes widening. It was because the intensity of the flames coming from Grid was so sharp it felt like his flesh was distorting.


  ‘That’s right!’


  This was the true power of a great demon that was incomparable to Furfu, who was weakened and had his body sealed by Muller!


  Duguen!


  A wide smile spread on Agnus’ face. He was enjoying this moment. Grid won that power and took one step ahead of him. Agnus was delighted at being able to grasp the power he would eventually have.


  “Kik! Kilkil! Kuhahahat! Come!”


  Agnus shouted with a high momentum, but didn’t engage directly with Grid. One hand extended to the sky as he attempted to release Furfu’s strength to block Grid.


  Clack!


  Clack clack!!


  A defense line of 50 skeleton warriors armed with a sword and shield was formed. The effect of a unique skill of Baal’s Contractor that could enhance the stats of a summons and Furfu’s Power meant that each skeleton warrior was equivalent to a level 250 user.


  A one man army! There was no statement more appropriate to describe Agnus. But no matter how powerful the army, Grid already proved that this force was helpless in front of him.


  “Flames of Hell Path!”


  Hwaruruk!


  The flaming Grid rushed towards Grid.


  Chwaruruk!


  Clack! Clack clack!!


  The skeleton warriors that approached Grid and the frost in the sky were melted.


  “Hah!”


  Agnus’ smile of admiration became thicker. It was amazing that Grid dealt damage despite Furfu’s power protecting the summoner from enemy attacks twice.


  ‘Did he already know about Furfu’s Power?’


  Indeed, this was the guy who defeated the rodent Kraugel.


  Clink!


  Agnus admired Grid’s skill and gave a command to the 20 skeleton archers behind him. It was the appearance of the skeleton archers that Agnus used to deal damage in hunting and combat. Their attack power was high, although their physical strength and defense were significantly lower than the skeleton warriors.


  Ping!


  Pipipipiping!


  The sharp bone arrows flew towards Grid, who was narrowing the distance with Agnus. But Grid’s momentum didn’t decrease.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcend.”


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  As soon as he saw the flying arrows, Grid changed to ranged attacks.


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeong!


  Grid’s energy blades intercepted the flying arrows. The unbalanced skeleton archers collapsed from the aftermath of the explosion and Agnus recalled them. At this point, Grid was already in front of Agnus.


  “Kill!”


  “I won’t allow it!”


  Kwajak!


  The death knight moved. It was the death knight that had been tied up by the God Hands wielding Mjolnir after Item Transformation ended. It released its aura as it moved in front of Grid. The explosion between aura and Kill caused a powerful shock wave that shook the ground. At that moment.


  “Corpse Explosion!”


  Agnus exploded the bodies that rose from the ground shaking. No, he tried to explode them. But the bodies didn’t explode.


  “Eh?”


  Agnus was confused. The skill was activated and mana was consumed, but the skill effect wasn’t shown. His sharp eyes discovered a black ring on Grid’s finger.


  "Dispel!”


  He knew exactly what he saw. Grid was wearing Dark Bus’ Ring. In addition, he was careful not to let his sword dance be cancelled by the Corpse Explosion.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  Paaaat!


  The death knight couldn’t endure Kill and fell down. Grid narrowed the distance to Agnus as much as possible and used his ultimate skill.


  ““Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.”


  “Kuk...! Kuhahahahat!”


  The energy of the blue greatsword, enhanced by flames, was tremendous enough to remind Agnus of the ultimate boss monsters he raided so far. Agnus felt thrilled as the fiery +9 Failure aimed for his vital spot.


  Puok!


  The strike that precisely hit Agnus’ heart announced the start of Linked Kill.


  Puoook!


  The second strike aimed at the same spot. Grid’s amazing skill meant Agnus’ health gauge fell in an instant. It was an overwhelming damage that made Baal’s Contractor’s Mana Shield useless.


  “From now on...!”


  The true power of Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle would be revealed when the third strike of Linked Kill hit. Grid raised his concentration. He raised it to its limit in order to hit Agnus with the next attack. There was still a smile on Agnus’ face.


  “Peong-”


  A sound emerged just before Grid’s third consecutive Linked Kill hit Agnus.


  Kwajajajajak!


  Jishuka, Euphemina, Pon, and Regas were astonished as the lich suddenly fired magic at Grid.


  “No way!”


  The strongest the species, the higher the ego. Jishuka and the others were convinced that the lich’s aggro wouldn’t pour towards Grid as like as they were attacking it. This wasn’t the case. Agnus’ dominance violated common sense.


  "Kuaaaack!"


  “Kuhahahahaha!”


  Agnus laughed as he watched Grid scream from the lightning that flew from his rear. He laughed as Grid’s sword dance was cancelled. But this didn’t last long.


  ‘Dead?’


  Swaaaaah!


  Grid turned to grey after being hit by the lich’s magic? Agnus was puzzled. Grid wouldn’t die from the lich’s magic. Even if he died, he had the passive of a legend and would fall into an immortal state. Then how did he die? 


  ‘Don’t tell me...!’


  Agnus urgently moved his gaze behind him.


  "It’s too late! Shit!”


  Puoook!


  “Keeok!”


  Grid’s third Linked Kill flew from the side and struck Agnus in the side. It was all thanks to Grid utilizing the ‘position change’ skill with Randy.


  『 Ninja...! 』


  The commentators around the world were excited by the reversal. In particular, there was an uproar in Japan. The Japanese commentator saw Grid’s swapping skill and was reminded of a ninja. He revealed unnecessary pride that Grid acted like a ninja. At this moment, no one doubted that Grid would win. In particular, Grid was aware that Agnus’ health gauge was like a lamp in front of the wind.


  ‘It’s the end!’


  Grid was linking up Wave when Agnus’ sullen voice was heard in his ears.


  “Bentao’s Mockery.”


  Peok!


  [You have suffered 1,930 damage.]


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  “...?!”


  Grid’s confusion reached the peak due to the situation that couldn’t be understood.




  Chapter 660


  "Bentao’s Mockery.”


  “....!!”


  Grid suffered through something incredible once Agnus used a mysterious skill.


  Kihihihit!


  He saw the illusion of a fat clown.


  [You have heard Bentao’s bad laughter. You can’t stay calm after listening to it.]


  [You have lost your composure. The deployment of all active skills will be cancelled.]


  [Insane Clown King Bentao has fallen into a rage. Resistance has failed.]


  [It will take over one minute to overcome the ‘frenzy’ state.]


  [During the frenzy, your base damage will increase slightly, but your defense will decrease slightly. In addition, the casting speed and resource consumption of all skills are greatly increased .]


  [Bentao has stretched out his hand while you are losing your cool. Your health has changed with the owner of Bentao.]


  [49,300 health has become 819!]


  ‘What?’


  Their health gauges were changed? It was a type of skill that was difficult for Grid to understand.  Grid was forced to feel confused. Above all, the hardest part about Bentao’s Mockery was that it ‘changed’ instead of ‘reduced’ Grid’s health. Thus, the healing and shield effects of Tiramet’s Belt and First King wasn’t applied.


  Puok!


  [You have suffered 1,930 damage.]


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  “...!!”


  In this gap, Grid lost his cool. Agnus wielded a sharp blade at Grid’s back and Grid lost the last insurance of the legendary class.


  'Shit!'


  He only had five seconds of invincibility remaining. The irritated and nervous Grid started swinging his sword at random. Of course, he didn’t actually wield his sword without thinking.  Grid had accumulated a lot of combat experience and his body remembered how to fight, despite his mind being in an impatient and uncomfortable state. 


  Yes, Grid was attacking Agnus with a normal pattern. He mixed his skills with basic attacks and paid attention to the increased accuracy rate.  The problem was more than the frenzied state. Pagma’s Swordsmanship took one or two seconds to deploy. Now Grid couldn’t use it as quickly as normal and his attacks weren’t threatening. 


  “Ha? You became a mess just from losing your cheat?”


  Grid panicked when he failed to link up his skills and the motions were cancelled. The smile gradually disappeared from Agnus’ face as the young man sloppily avoided his attacks.  He lost interest in Grid. It was natural. A status condition that made all actions impossible, a silence that completely banned the use of skills, and a confusion that increased the difficulty of controlling the body. There wasn’t one person who hadn’t suffered from Agnus’ abysmal abilities.


  Then what about Grid? It might be because he relied on a legendary class’ ‘resistance to all status conditions’ for years and became accustomed to it. Unlike other players, he didn’t acquire skills to cope with the situation. The helplessness exposed in this moment was enough to disappoint Agnus.


  "You defeated Kraugel?”


  Peeng!


  Agnus avoided Grid’s attack, stretched out his hand and caused an explosion using the ‘charging’ features from his fingertips, hitting Grid.


  “Kuk!”


  In a situation where time was short, Grid became frustrated when Agnus opened the distance with him. Agnus started to get angry at the sight.


  "This is a poor side effect of Bentao’s Mockery.”


  That’s right. The reason Bentao’s Mockery was scary was because their health was switched. The frenzied effect wasn’t anything worth bragging about. However, Grid became helpless in the frenzied state. He was garbage that couldn’t be tied together with Kraugel and Ares.


  “Fake bastard.”


  The first player to become a king? It was a feat purely because he got a legendary class. Grid himself was insignificant. Agnus felt disappointed and once again reached out to Grid approaching him. Then.


  Peeng!


  One of the numerous titles of Baal, the ‘Destruction King’ was imperfectly reproduced.  Agnus’ normal attack was turned into a ‘shoot with a charging effect.’ Thanks to this, Grid couldn’t reach Agnus and there was only one second left on the immortality. The moment he aimed at Grid.


  [Tiramet’s Belt has been equipped.]


  As soon as he entered the immortal state, he could quickly replace and swamp items.


  [You have suffered 1,400 damage.]


  [Your health has dropped below 10%. Tiramet’s Power is activated. 30% of your health has been restored.]


  [The duration of immortality is over.]


  Yiing-


  Grid’s empty health gauge suddenly rose by one-third. This wasn’t the end. Since becoming Pagma's Descendant, he had acquired the ‘composure’ state and steadily grew through the production of items and acquisition of titles. Composure was a stat that increase the recovery rate from status conditions.  Originally this stat wasn’t useful for Grid, who was completely resistance to all conditions, but not at this moment.


  [You have regained your composure.]


  [You have overcome the frenzied state.]


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship! Transcended Link.”


  Kurururung!


  Grid struck Agnus with a medium to long distance skill containing overwhelming power.


  “?!”


  Agnus was surprised when confronted with dozens of energy blades. The top rankers were also quick to overcome status conditions, but Grid’s speed was extremely fast.


  'Is this the strength of a production class?’


  Grid was able to raise the composure stat that general combat classes found difficult raise due to Item Creation. This was the result.


  “But so what?”


  Agnus still wasn’t smiling. He was already disappointed with Grid. He couldn’t feel any pleasure from Grid.


  Kwaaaaang!


  The magic wave that came from Agnus’ lich collided with Grid’s energy blades, causing a storm that destroyed the battlefield.


  *** 


  "Grid!”


  Jishuka turned pale when she saw Grid’s health gauge in the party window fall dramatically. She wanted to go to help Grid right away, but it was impossible. Black was the reason.


  "Where are you looking?”


  Pajijik!


  Black created a magician clone and fired a lightning spell at Jishuka. It was poison to the archer Jishuka, whose defensive ability was weak.


  “Ugh.”


  Jishuka revealed a gap due to the electric shock that lasted for a while. Another warrior clone flew at her and stabbed with the sword, but the attack came to naught. It was due to Pon’s obstruction.


  “Rain Spear!”


  Chwarururuk!


  Black’s warrior clone swung a spear in order to block the dozens of spears summoned by Pon. He rode on a white horse and faced Black with a cold gaze.


  "You trash-like man...! You males only look at pretty girls!!”


  Kwaang!


  After joining Immortal, Black had focused on raising her level with the help of the necromancers. Her ability to protect her body using clones was strengthened, so she didn’t care about Pon’s Rain Spear. Pon clicked his tongue at her shout.


  "I don’t judge females based on their appearance. I like everything about women.”


  “Lies! Shut up!”


  "No, in the first place, we’re enemies, while Jishuka is an ally... Ack?”


  Black’s illusions changed the stage of the battle. The bloody palace filled with corpses was turned into a steep canyon. It was a terrain that blocked Pon. Pon’s attack power on a horse would rapidly fall while the water would tie up Jishuka and Pon.


  The situation of Euphemina and Regas also wasn’t good.


  "All young and beautiful women should die!”


  "Kyaaak!”


  The martial artist who surpassed Asura Regas, White! She could change her body size and weight freely when using martial arts, making her the power of a sun. She showed no signs of being pushed, despite facing Euphemina and Regas at the same time.


  ‘Why is this crazy woman so angry at me?’


  Euphemina barely escaped from White’s attack with Regas’ help and sighed with relief. She couldn’t understand the psychology of White.  Didn’t they meet for the first time today? Why did she feel like a bad person? White aimed for Euphemina until the end.


  "I can’t believe your white skin and curly hair!!”


  "Kyaaak!”


  Euphemina was in a hurry to escape. Was it because she judged she couldn’t beat White? No. Victory wouldn’t be easy, but she didn’t think it was impossible. The lich Mumud was what Euphemina cared about right now. She had the quest ‘Mumud's Soul Liberation’ and was waiting for Agnus to summon the lich Mumud.


  However, Agnus summoned two different liches and never called Mumud. It was irritating and frustrating from Mumud’s position.


  ‘This is a golden chance to clear the quest.’


  Euphemina continued to look towards Grid and Agnus. White snorted.


  "Aren’t all pretty women foxes? You are looking at Grid because you are expecting Grid to help you? You are too incompetent, leaning on a man.”


  "What?"


  Euphemina’s round eyes narrowed. She had these eyes when she annihilated Faker’s party in the past.


  “L-Lady Euphemina?”


  Regas jolted with surprise. It was because he felt the scent of Jishuka from Euphemina. Regas didn’t know. The fundamental reason why Grid feared Euphemina was because Euphemina had a temper.


  "Should I kill this white pig-like woman before doing the quest?”


  “W-White pig?”


  "Stop. I’m annoyed.”


  “...!!”


  *** 


  "Protect Grid!”


  Grid was already a symbol. If Agnus defeated Grid during his debut appearance, Agnus’ momentum would grow out of control. Ares didn’t want Agnus to grow any more. But.


  “It’s impossible!”


  No on was able to carry out Ares’ command. It was due to the power of the skeleton army summoned and controlled by the necromancer rankers belonging to Immortal. In particular, Veradin was an eyesore. Veradin’s death knight wasn’t as destructive as Agnus’ death knight, but it was more delicate. Agnus controlled two death knights and liches at the same time, while Veradin only focused on one death knight. This was a strength.


  “Veradin!”


  Scott couldn’t ignore the growing loss of troops and tried to change the battlefield. He decided to concentrate on fighting Veradin with all his power. Veradin narrowed his eyes as he blocked the attack.


  "It’s unpleasant to see your low-key ID.”


  ‘I will change it when I get an ID change ticket!”


  Chaaeng!


  Chaaeng!


  Veradin’s death knight and Scott’s sword collided in the air several times. Both of them struck each other, ultimately leading to Scott’s disadvantage. The death knight was steadily restored with Veradin’s magic power while Scott was unable to overcome the stamina limitations of a player. 


  The Overgeared King and God of War were in a crisis. The strength of Agnus’ force was overwhelming. The viewers were now aware of it.
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  "Why doesn’t he use his knight summoning skill?”


  The Overgeared members watching the TV all over the world were irritated. They wanted Grid to summon his knights right away to show the true majesty of the Overgeared King. Yes, Grid was a king. There was no need for him to fight one on one. Even if he didn’t move himself, his soldiers and knights would defeat his enemies.


  But Grid didn’t take advantage of his king’s status.


  “Just summoning Piaro is sufficient...”


  "If Grid is defeated, the dignity of the Overgeared King...”


  The Overgeared members were irritated and nervous. Many of those keeping an eye on the TV belonged to the Overgeared Two Guild. That’s right. Those who joined Overgeared after Grid became a duke weren’t familiar with Grid’s depths.


  Duke Grid and King Grid were great men who worried and acted for the comfort of his forces, but his personality was barely repressed. Grid was a selfish person. In addition, there was a lot of greed. His past trauma was too strong. He always wanted to prove himself. 


  It wasn’t possible for him to summon the knights in a one on one match watched by the whole world.


  ***


  ‘Shit, it’s going to be a confrontation.’


  Prior to aiming Transcended Link at Agnus, Grid had swapped the Holy Light set to physical resistance armor such as Triple Armor. Transcended Link released 20 energy blades and the power of each one was very good. It had already been shown several times, so Grid judged that people would think it was one of his special moves, including Agnus.


  Grid thought that Agnus would be very wary of Transcended Link. He would avoid it and try to defend with the lich’s mana shield, while counterattacking with the death knight at the same time. But he was wrong. Agnus’ lich was far better than he thought. He counterattacked at the same time as offsetting Grid’s Transcended Link with double casting.


  "Cough! Cough!”


  Grid was hit with an ice blast that made its way through the Transcended Link storm. He resisted the frozen state and hurriedly pulled out a potion. Agnus snorted at the blood-stained armor.


  "If you don’t have skills then you should be honest. Aren’t you digging your own grave by making random predictions?"


  Agnus was once again disappointed with Grid. Grid’s behavior of guessing the lich’s attack and suffering damage by himself was a joke.


  “You don’t have Kraugel’s analytical power and senses... Hah! Now that I’ve seen you, Kraugel is just a pup! He was actually hit by you!”


  Agnus stopped the lich’s double casting. It wasn’t suitable for a long battle because Agnus had quick casting speed but low total mana.


  "Finish it, Cao.”


  Agnus turned his back on Grid. Once he commanded the big death knight called Cao, Cao flashed with a purple light. Cao was a death knight made from one of the top 10 orc warriors. His senses were somewhat dull but he boasted remarkable strength and attack power. Agnus judged that Cao could defeat the already tired Grid. It was enough to tear at Grid’s pride.


  “From the beginning... You spoke a lot of dirty words.”


  Grid’s health had fallen to 10,000. Yet there were no signs of frustration on his face. It was natural. Grid hadn’t used everything yet. Frustration was for a person who lost everything.  He might’ve lost his immortality, but Grid still had a lot left over.


  “Blackening.”


  Kakiing.


  This was a skill that belonged to the legendary rated accessory, ‘Dark Bus’ Earrings.’ The cooldown was 12 hours, while the duration of the skill was only five minutes. It meant there were restrictions on the use.  Any skills with large restraints were strong.


  Kuwaaaang!


  Explosive demonic power! Grid’s skin turned pale and the whites of his eyes became black. Grid’s appearance was like a demon as demonic power wrapped around him like a haze. It was the emergence of the blackened version of Grid that provided fear and despair to constant enemies.


  『 It finally came! 』


  The commentators and viewers were excited.


  "You have become a bit stronger. So what?”


  Agnus scoffed. Grid intercepted the death knight Cao with his increased agility and the use of Blackening.


  Jeeeong!


  Cao’s greatsword scattered a purple light as it hit Grid’s chest.


  [Death Knight Cao has inflicted 1,940 damage to the target.]


  “What?”


  Agnus’ eyes widened. Agnus himself didn’t know it. It was the first time he was surprised in Satisfy. He hadn’t been so surprised even when he first met Kraugel.


  ‘There isn’t even 2,000 damage?’


  Grid shook off Cao’s attack while advancing and narrowing the distance to Agnus. Grid’s physical defense was extremely shocking after wearing Triple Layers, Lantier’s Cloak, etc.


  “You...!”


  Agnus smiled again. He stared at Grid with a provocative gaze and focused energy on his fingertips. But he couldn’t release that energy. He couldn’t swing his arms.


  “Restraint.”


  “...!!”


  There was a powerful deterrent. Agnus couldn’t move and subconsciously flinched away from Grid. The death knight Cao hurriedly chased after Grid and swung his sword.


  [Death Knight Cao has inflicted 1,670 damage to the target.]


  [Death Knight Cao has inflicted 1,910 damage to the target.]


  [Death Knight Cao has inflicted...]


  ...


  ...


  As an orc, Cao had better basic abilities and fewer skills. The basic attacks without any clear attack skills couldn’t stop Grid.


  “Kuk...!”


  Agnus burst out into laughter that was similar to a groan.


  Peok! Peok! Peok!


  He felt evil from Grid’s eyes as he ignored the death knight.


  "Specta...cular!”


  Sakak-!


  The +9 Failure cut Agnus’ body diagonally. Pinnacle.


  [You have suffered 35,400 damage.]


  [The Mana Shield is working. You have dealt with the loss of life with the loss of mana.]


  [You have taken a high grade mana potion.]


  “Kuock! Heeok?”


  He seemed shaky and barely upright, but Agnus managed to catch his breath. He confirmed that Grid was linking the next attack and burst into laughter again.


  “Kuk...! Kuhahahahahat! I didn’t expect you to be disappointing, because you defeated Kraugel!”


  Yes, this was why fighting was fun. It was the breathtaking feeling of walking on a tightrope. The slightest mistake would mean death! The excitement that made him forget reality rose!


  “Veradin! I’ll leave Ares to you!”


  Agnus shouted as got rid of the death knight ‘Doom’ and lich ‘Amy’ putting Ares in check. It was to have spare ‘Domination’ stats. The reason? He needed to summon a super worker who required a large amount of magic power.


  “Lich summon, Mumud!”


  Jjejeok.


  The gap between Grid and Agnus was split apart.


  Kieeeeeeek-!


  There was the roar of a monster and magic power rose from the cracked space.


  -Avoid it!


  Braham’s urgent cry entered Grid’s ear as he was attacking Agnus with Pinnacle Kill. It was the same was when the yangban Garam appeared so Grid’s alertness rose to the extreme. But.


  ‘How do I avoid this?’


  It was during the development of the swordsmanship. It wasn’t possible to avoid the magic that sprang out from a space created in front of him. Grid had only one choice. Just before the magic hit him, use Pinnacle Kill to hurt Agnus. He only aimed for this. He didn’t know if they would die together or if only one of them would die.


  “Pinnacle Kill!”


  Immediately before the magic power reached Grid’s chin. Shortly before Grid hit Agnus with the finished Pinnacle Kill.


  [★ Hidden Quest ★ ‘Braham and Mumud’ has been created!]


  “...?!”


  “...!!”


  Grid and Agnus’ eyes widened at the same time. It was because both of them acquired the same quest and were seeing different notification windows.


  [Braham has perceived Mumud’s soul and is filled with a burning desire. He had consumed a soul fragment and forcibly invoked Assimilation.]


  [You have become one with Braham’s soul. Control of your body has been given to Braham... It has failed.] 


  [Consuming the soul fragment has dealt a very powerful blow to Braham. Braham’s soul has fallen asleep. You have to control Assimilation manually.]


  [Braham’s basic stats have weakened.]


  [Your class has been changed to Great Magician and your stats will be readjusted.]


  [Braham has something to say to Mumud. Lich Mumud’s magic power is cut and neutralized by up to 30%.]


  Energy escaped from his body. The black hair turned as white as snow while the eyes became red like rubies.


  “Ugh!  B-Braham!”


  The energy disappeared like it was a lie and Grid struggled to readjust.


  [You can feel Mumud’s hatred, who has sensed Braham’s soul. The stat that you have suppressed with your resisting heart is temporarily freed.]


  [Lich Mumud’s level is increase to 400.] 


  [Control Mumud and fight against the Legendary Great Magician Braham. Give Mumud the title of a new legend.]


  [If you defeat Braham and resolve Mumud’s grudge, the future Mumud will become your faithful servant.]


  “Hat...! Kihahahahahat!”


  Agnus was having too much fun.
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   "Kyaaaak!"


  It wasn’t a scream. They were shouts of joy from women watching the confrontation between Grid and Agnus. It was due to the bewitching appearance of the white-haired Grid. As if his whole skeleton had changed, Grid had thinner lines and became beautiful. The sleek appearance and eye-catching appearance of the young Barahm invoked the protective instincts of women.


  *** 


  Name: Braham Eshwald (Grid)


  Class: Great Magician


  Title: Possessor of Great Knowledge


  * The best intellectual of this time. The truth hasn’t been learnt yet, so he is still obstinate. This pursuit of knowledge is very strong, sometimes acting as a poison.


  * Intelligence will rise by 35%.


  * There is a low probability of running wild.


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  ...


  Level: 400 (Correction)


  Health: 100,000/100,000 (Correction)


  Mana: 200,000/200,000 (Correction)


  Strength: 158   Stamina: 1,400


  Agility: 601    Intelligence: 7,000+2,100


  * In this human flesh, Braham Eshwald’s full strength can’t be drawn out. Most of his stats are sealed.


  * Braham’s soul is shocked and has fallen asleep. You have control over your body. The stats have been sealed to a greater extent.


  'At this point, he’s just a troll.’


  It was the 2nd big incident that Braham caused. Braham had caused his defeat during his confrontation with Kraugel. Now it happened again. At a crucial moment when a quest was forcibly invoked, he fell asleep?


  ‘He wants to fuck with people...’


  Shake shake.


  Grid shook his head. He couldn’t afford to complain. Grid’s head was spinning as he secured a safe distance from Agnus and confirmed his status window.


  'Level 400, 9,000 intelligence, 100,000 and 200,000 resources...’


  It wasn’t a level that ordinary players could grasp. It was just like when his body was adjusted for the quest during his first Assimilation experience with Braham.


  ‘Then can’t I beat Agnus in one blow?’


  This thought swept through Grid’s mind.


  'No, it can’t be solved that easily,’


  Grid faced reality.


  Agnus had the lich, Mumud. In addition, the subject of this quest was Mumud. Grid expected that Mumud’s stats would be corrected by the quest.


  ‘My specs right now are highly likely to coincide with Mumud’s.’


  Agnus probably had the same quest as Grid. Yes, the conditions of both of them would be comparable. Then there was a serious problem.


  ‘Agnus has a lot of experience controlling Mumud. On the other hand, myself...’


  Grid didn’t have experience controlling the Assimilation state. It was because the control of his body was passed to Braham every time Assimilation was used. Grid was forced to watch the assimilated Braham from the perspective of a third party, so Assimilation was an unfamiliar state for him.


  ‘And in the first place...’


  Blacksmith and swordsman. He wasn’t a magician.


  ‘Can i handle a magician class well?’


  Along with the assassins, a magician was considered to be one of the most difficult classes. It took a lot of wits to be able to use magic with different casting speeds at the right time. It was a bad class for the dumb Grid who was only good at physical things.


  “Sigh.”


  Grid shook his head. He tried to suppress the tension and anxiety. The quest suddenly appeared, creating a lull in the battle.  He needed to remain calm. The moment Grid was trying to regain his mind.


  Ttiring~


  There was a sound and the contents of the quest appeared.


  [Braham and Mumud]


  ★ Hidden Quest �


  Braham was jealous of Mumud. He couldn’t tolerate a disciple who had more talent than himself. He started neglecting Mumud and even took away his achievements. In the end, he decided to kill Mumud. It was a foolish judgment that arose from the idea that he should reign as the supreme being on Earth.


  But Braham didn’t harm Mumud. No, he couldn’t harm Mumud. Braham had lived as a human for hundreds of years. Braham awakened emotions without knowing it.


  One day, Mumud suffered from an incurable disease and left Braham.


  After a long time, Braham found him again. 


  There was a short explanation. It was followed by a single video.


  "Even when you turned away from me... I didn’t blame you when you interfered with my achievements and erased my name from the world.”


  The underwater city of Siren.


  Two men stood facing each other with the dark and mysterious sea as the background. They were Braham and Mumud. The vampire Braham was still young and beautiful, while the skinny Mumud looked like he had lost his vitality.


  Cough cough!


  He coughed up blood every time he spoke, but he didn’t stop speaking.


  "I’m sorry that you suffer from such a terrible obsession that you would become afraid of your disciple... I pitied you and couldn’t blame you...”


  “...” 


  “...But now I resent you. Turning me into a lich...? Do you want me to serve you even after I am dead...? I won’t be able to rest!!”


  Tears fell from Mumud’s eyes. His eyes were filled with hatred as he said coldly.


  "Isn’t life meant for death anyway? It would be better for me to disappear naturally than to be a lich.”


  Grid’s heart stung as he watched the video. He could sense Braham’s feelings.


  'Actually, I wanted to save you.’


  'I feel sorry for you.’


  ‘I want the heavens to see your talent, even if you’re dead.’


  That’s right. Braham felt guilty about being jealous of Mumud and ruining his life. He missed Mumud, the only person in the world who trusted and followed him. Braham wanted to make up for the sins he committed, but Mumud was about to die at an age that wasn’t even over 30. He wanted to make Mumud a lich and raise Mumud’s reputation in the world. But Braham’s pride was too high to speak his heart. He thought he wasn’t qualified to sympathize with Mumud. In the first place, the idea of making Mumud a lich wasn’t normal. Due to his own desires, he murdered his kin and was banished from the vampire world as a result. He was a crooked existence that couldn’t be understood by vampires or humans.


  “You... You’re the worst even to the end. With the handful of magic power I have left, I will kill you... Cough! Cough!"


  “...You don’t have much time left. Accept the honor of being a lich. The moment Pagma completes the Vessel of the Soul, I will reclaim my immortality and you will be by my side. You will be praised by all, even if you’re dead.”


  “Don’t...!”


  "You don’t have veto rights. The day you die, I will remove your body from its grave and resurrect you as an immortal.”


  It was the end of the video. There was no need to speak about what happened afterwards. The current Mumud was a lich. This was proof that Braham made his decision. There was a problem.


  ‘Agnus stole Lich Mumud.’


  It was also in front of the watching Overgeared members. It was shortly after Grid fought with Elfin Stone in the vampire city.


  ‘How rotten.’


  Grid only knew about what happened between Agnus and Braham after Euphemina got the quest to liberate Mumud’s soul. He felt a sense of discomfort and asked the sleeping Braham.


  ‘Braham, what do you want to say to Mumud now?’


  Well, Grid didn’t need an answer. Grid already knew Braham’s heart.


  'It is obvious... You want to apologize to Mumud after belatedly realizing how wrong you were. Right?’


  Of course, it didn’t make sense to apologize now. Mumud already tasted a great deal of pain that was irreversible. Mumud didn’t have to feel forgiveness after Braham’s apology. Even if he did forgive, the pain that Mumud experienced wouldn’t be erased.


  ‘Braham knows this as well.’


  Grid looked back at the dictionary meaning of Assimilation. Different things becoming similar to each other. Yes, Grid and Braham were different. But they read each other’s thoughts and feelings during the assimilation process and changed little by little.  Thanks to Grid, Braham now understood humans.


  Whether Mumud accepted his apology or not...


  Braham still thought he should apologize to Mumud. It was clearly the responsibility of the one who committed the sin. 


  “Yes... That is a man.”


  Grid recalled Lee Junho, who used to torment him in his school days. What if Lee Junho came to him and apologized for the mistakes of the past? The pain of the past wouldn’t disappear, but it might resolve a little bit. The darkness in his heart could be lifted.


  “...I will try it.”


  It wasn’t for Braham. It was for his quest and for the sake of the victim, Mumud.


  ‘I have to win.’


  He firmly made up his mind.  Then he checked the list of spells he could use now.


  On the other hand, Agnus.


  “Kukukuk... Yes, Mumud, you were also a stupid fool.”


  Agnus laughed as he verified the contents of the quest from Mumund’s position. The laugh had a different feeling from usual. Agnus’s laugh was filled with a terrible anger.


  "Stupid blockhead.”


  He was a fool. The victim was a fool. Agnus hated the weak and victims. He was reminded of himself in the past. Agnus grabbed Mumud’s skull with a thin hand and whispered.


  "Victims only have two choices. Go away or get revenge.” 


  Forget everything and just live? It wasn’t living. If they ignored the past, they couldn’t move forward. It was being deprived of their body and soul. 


  “Kill Mumud. Clear away the past and break away from it. This time, you... We will trample on them.”


  Shaaaaaaah-


  Lich Mumud’s magic power exploded. It was the new concept of magic that contained seven attributes. Agnus was determined to win from the start, using the highest-rated magic available to the level 400 Mumud. Then what about Grid?


  “Fireball. Wind Cutter.”


  “...?”


  Using only the lowest level magic? Agnus was puzzled by Grid’s unusual response.


  Puaaaaaaaah!


  Before the magic was completed, Mumud was hit by flames and a dark blade. Fireball and Dark Cutter penetrated the lich’s Mana Shield!


  “What?”


  Agnus felt panicked. He didn’t understand the situation as Grid looked at Belial’s Staff.


  "This is a myth rated item, bastard.”


  Intelligence rose by 30%. Magic casting speed rose by 30%. He could cast three types of magic at the same time. However, proficiency was required. When fire and dark magic are cast simultaneously, the magic power of each one was increased by 200%. Magic critical chance was increased by 20%. Magic critical damage was increased by 150%, etc.


  This was Belial’s Staff.


  Agnus had only hunted the weakened great demons and didn’t know about the power and extent of myth rated items.
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  [Mana Shield Lv. 6]


  When attacked, mana is consumed instead of health. However, only 68% of your defense and magic resistance is available.


  When casting a spell, the function of Mana Shield is incomplete. During magic casting, the Mana Shield will be penetrated if more than 30,000 damage is dealt.


  * Can be turned ON/OFF without a cooldown time.


  These were the specifications of the level 400 Mumud’s Mana Shield. In addition, Mumud was a lich who had close to infinite magic power, so his mana was close to 500,000. There was something else.


  [Mumud’s Knowledge]


  Increases magic casting speed by 15% and mana regeneration rate by 30%.


  Mumud also had basic skills like this. It was enough to convince Agnus to have Mumud cast high level magic from the beginning of the battle. Yes, Agnus interpreted the present Mumud as an invincible being. Mumud would take 5~7 seconds to cast the high level spell and Agnus thought Mumud would be able to withstand any attacks during that time.


  But the result? Grid’s casting speed of the lowest level magic was three times faster than Mumud and the power was enough to penetrate the Mana Shield. 


  [Lich Mumud has suffered 37,300 damage!]


  [Lich Mumud has lost 30,000 mana!]


  [Lich Mumud has suffered 7,300 damage!]


  'Mumud really received this type of damage from Fireball and Dark Cutter?’


  Mumud’s current intelligence was as high as 10,000. Mumud’s magic resistance was high enough to absorb most damage from the 1st ranking magician. But in front of Grid’s magic, Mumud’s magic resistance was useless. Agnus’ eyes twisted before he laughed.


  ‘This is Braham’s strength... I have to acknowledge it!’


  Agnus finally raised his rating of Grid. This was the first player to acquire the legendary class of Pagma's Descendant and then Braham’s power. Agnus decided that Grid’s ‘quest progression’ would be unique.


  ‘If Kraugel is a genius at combat, Grid has the talent to understand and use the game’s worldview and story.’


  The truth was very different, but Agnus was forced to overestimate Grid. It was because he could only interpret the existence of a person who could use the power of two legends as a bugged player. Agnus shook with thrill. His smile curved from ear to ear as Grid spoke.


  "This is a myth rated item, bastard.”


  "I...tem!”


  Kwaaaang!


  Grid once again cast Fireball. Before Lich Mumud finished casting the S grade unique magic, Grid was already using his third spell. Of course, from a common sense perspective, the lowest rated Fireball would be no threat to Mumud. It was impossible to get through a lich’s Mana Shield with the lowest rated magic. But the destructive power of Grid’s Fireball was so beyond common sense that Agnus was nervous.


  ‘Is a Fireball that deals at least 20,000 damage coming again?’


  The damage suffered when Fireball and Dark Cutter hit at the same time exceeded 37,000. Agnus thought that he would suffer 20,000 damage from Fireball alone.


  Peeeeeong!


  [Lich Mumud has suffered 8,800 damage!]


  [Lich Mumud has lost 8,800 mana.]


  ‘Huh?’


  The power of Fireball was much weaker than before?


  ‘Was the first spell a critical hit?’


  Agnus regained his reason and stood in front of Mumud. It was in order to shield Mumud while the spell casting finished. On the other hand, Grid was suffering.


  [The double casting of Fireball and Dark Cutter has failed.]


  ‘How rotten!’


  Belial’s Staff had a fraudulent option that made Triple Casting possible. But it was an option that could only be used when supported by proficiency. For Grid, it was absolutely impossible to do Triple Casting.


  ‘Double casting...’


  He had to call out Fireball with his mouth and Dark Cutter in his mind, which was difficult for him. The first time he succeeded was purely... A coincidence.


  'I should grab 100 people passing by and have them try it.’


  Maybe all 100 out of 100 would fail. The difficulty of double casting was high.


  'Should I use high level magic?’


  The current Grid was wearing almost all his overgeared items. There was Neberius’s Bracelet which increased the wearer’s intelligence by 30 and shorted magic casting time by 20%. The Black Quartz Earrings increased the wearer’s intelligence by 15%. The Ring of Absurdity increased the wearer’s mana regeneration rate by two times and reduced the resources consumed by magic and skills by half. Malacus’ Cloak increased the wearer’s intelligence by 200 and gave off a bloody smell. The Holy Light Crown raised his intelligence by 300 and his dignity by 200. There was also Belial’s Staff.


  In order to take full advantage of the power of a magician, Grid pulled out all the products that were effective. In addition, there were the dozens of magic spells that could be used at level 400. That’s right. The current abilities of the magician Grid weren’t lacking compared to Lich Mumud. He might even be ahead. The reason why Grid only used the lowest level spells was for efficiency. Basic spells liked Magic Missile, Fireball, and Dark Cutter only took one or two seconds to cast, while the casting time increased as the rating went up.


  ‘It’s too risky to cast long spells when I’m unfamiliar with the magic.’


  Every spell had an antagonistic attribute. There weren’t just simple attack spells, but those that showed all types of functions. The probability of being countered was extremely high, as utilization was unlimited. It meant that a battle involving magic was a psychological war. The only magic that Grid had used was Magic Missile, Fly, and Alarm. 


  Could the not intelligent Grid fight efficiently using various spells in real time? It was impossible. His opponent was Agnus. He had a lich skilled in using magic. It was highly likely that Grid would be defeated in a psychological war with him.


  ‘So.’


  Grid planned to take advantage of the option of Belial’s Staff where additional damage would be dealt if he used both fire magic and dark magic at the same time. He wanted to avoid a psychological warfare by using only the lowest level magic, which was close to immediate magic, in order to push Lich Mumud. However, reality wasn’t that easy.


  “Fireball!”


  ' Dark Cut...Ball!’


  “Fire...! Dark!”


  ‘Damn!’


  It was really difficult to cast Fireball and Dark Cutter at the same time. He was convinced that double casting wasn’t an area for players.


  ‘This is why... The title of a great magician will be the exclusive property of NPCs.


  Pepeng!


  Peng!


  Fireball and Dark Cutter were deployed separately to attack Mumud. The power was so weak that it couldn’t be compared to when cast at the same time. This meant it couldn’t penetrate the Mana Shield. Grid’s nervousness reached the peak.


  Kiyaaaaaaah!


  Under the protection of Agnus and the Mana Shield, Lich Mumud finished casting his magic. Magic power exploded and headed towards Grid.


  “God Hands!”


  Grid called out but he had become a great magician thanks to Assimilation. The God Hands were the dedicated item of Pagma's Descendant and didn’t respond to Grid’s call. In the end, Grid had to endure Mumud’s attack with his own strength.


  ‘What should I stop?’


  Mumud cast magic that Grid had never seen before. The power and effects couldn’t be predicted. But it was clearly top rated magic if it took eight seconds to cast.


  'I have to unconditionally stop it.’


  Grid quickly pulled something out from the magic list he had checked before. The defense magic list. Among them, there was a spell that exerted extreme magic resistance.


  “Anti-magic Shield!”


  [Increases magic resistance by 50% for 10 seconds.]


  [Defends against one magic attack.]


  Chwaaaaak!


  A pink transparent curtain wrapped around Grid’s body.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  Like a comet, a flash of glowing light hit the pink curtain. Then...


  The pink curtain shattered. The prismatic flash that boasted seven colours now had only six colours. A chill went down Grid’s spine.


  'Multi-hit magic...!’


  The flashing prism. It seemed like one spell but it was actually seven types of spells separated by seven attributes.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Mumud’s magic flew through the anti-magic shield and exploded as it collided against Grid’s chest. The explosion was so huge that the ground where Grid was standing disappeared like it was hit by a meteorite.


  “...”


  “G-Grid...”


  Through the dust generated by the explosion, they could see the silhouette of the struggling Grid. He was being burned, frozen, covered with dirt, blown by the wind, pierced by a flash. Grid received different types of damage at once. It was a scene that caused goose bumps.


  Lich Mumud. Those who knew about him and those who first came to know about him today...everyone was thrilled.  This was Mumud’s magic. It was enough to invoke silence on the chaotic battlefield.


  “Kukuk...!”


  How much time passed? Both the viewers and those on the battlefield foresaw Grid’s death as the stillness lasted for a moment or maybe an eternity. Someone’s unpleasant laughter broke the silence. It was Agnus’ laughter.


  "Kuhahahahahat!” Okay! Very good! Hahahahahat!”


  Agnus sought the pleasures of the moment. He wanted to forget the terrible reality by receiving new stimuli. For example, today’s encounter with Grid was the best.


  “You having Braham’s soul... It will be the stepping stone for Mumud’s growth!! Kuk! Kukuk! Gridddd! More! Jump further! Give me more!!!”


  Peeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  Lich Mumud aimed a spell at the silhouette of Grid in the dust. Most of the viewers saw this action as the killing shot. It was because the power that Mumud used before was too strong for Grid to recover so quickly. At that moment.


  “...Why didn’t I think of this sooner?”


  The storm caused by the aftermath of Mumud’s magic. The appearance of the wounded Grid was revealed.  Over his left shoulder, 10 fireballs were lined up while there were 10 black blades over his right shoulder. It was like wings of fire and darkness.


  “...?”


  The viewers, Ares members, Overgeared members and Agnus didn’t understand the meaning of Grid’s appearance. But Lich Mumud...


  Flinch.


  He was learning. Among the enhanced magic that Braham redefined, it was the second coming of the Alarm magic that showed the most efficiency.
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  Satisfy boasted graphics more colorful than any game or movie. The effects that occurred every time skills or magic was used were beautiful and glamorous. The players who used brilliant skills and magic became the objects of envy.


  “Wings...?”


  The left side was blazing red flames and the right side was dark wings. The viewers and everyone on the battlefield looked at the white-haired Grid with wings  The sight of a player with opposing wings captured everyone’s admiration.


  “Kik...”


  Agnus still maintained his concentration during a time when everyone else were fascinated. He quickly grasped the situation and took measures to cope with it.


  "Flying magic that contains a bombardment capability...is it?”


  Agnus though that Grid would fly.  It wasn’t a hasty conclusion. It was a rational conclusion since wings were a tool for flying in the sky.


  "Raincoat."


  Chwarururuk!


  Agnus used a skill attached to the Rune of Death and dozens of magic shields were created above him. It was the strongest anti-air defense magic. Agnus was prepared for Grid to attack from the sky. This was a mistake.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  “...!!”


  Grid didn’t fly.


  He waved his wings firmly while standing on the ground. At the same time, he released a line of fire magic and dark magic at Lich Mumud.


  ‘Fireball and Dark Cutter?’


  He never imagined that the magic that looked like wings was actually a multi-deployment Fireball and Dark Cutter. Agnus belatedly realized his misjudgment, hurried to turn off the anti-air defense and raised bodies around him. It was an attempt to use a body shield.


  But.


  Pepepepeng!


  “Kuk...!”


  It was too late. Due to the time gap between the release of the anti-air defense magic, the deployment of the body shield was delayed!


  'Shit!'


  Agnus cursed as 10 pairs of Fireball and Dark Cutter narrowly made it past the bodies. He lost his composure for a moment as there was a strong explosion.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  [Lich Mumud has suffered 38,100 damage!]


  [Lich Mumud has suffered 36,860 damage!]


  [Lich Mumud has suffered 37,500 damage!]


  [Lich Mumud...]


  ...


  ...


  “...”


  The lich was the culmination of the undead. But this was a story for when it existed as an independent object. The moment it belonged to a player, the power of a lich became extremely limited. The problem wasn’t the weakening of stats, but the limits of the command system. During real-time combat, it was very difficult for a player to instruct the worker in detail about certain actions, resulting in extremely low potential for the worker.


  Of course, players with outstanding concentration and wits were able to deliver high quality commands to the worker, but this was in a situation where they were able to do that. It was virtually impossible to deliver high-quality commands during combat with an unpredictable opponent. It was difficult to respond to constantly changing variables and a gap was eventually revealed.


  Just like Agnus right now.


  ‘I was too impatient. I should’ve instructed Mumud to defend.’


  It was too early to judge that Grid’s attack would come from the sky. No, it was a mistake to be overconfident that he could protect Mumud from Grid’s attacks. Agnus commanded Mumud to cast attack magic and as a result, Mumud was exposed to Grid’s magic and suffered a serious injury. 


  The 10 pairs of Fireball and Dark Cutter caused Mumud to lost 30,000 mana and 70,000 health with every hit. Now Mumud had 50,000 health remaining and 170,000 mana.


  ‘The lowest level magic could exert such power...’


  It wasn’t just high attack power. It required an incredible computing ability to use 20 magic spells simultaneously, even if they were the lowest rated magic.


  ‘Is this Braham’s unique characteristic?’


  Like Mumud, Braham had his own unique magic style. It wasn’t strange if he had increased speed in magic casting and mana recovery. Agnus reached a conclusion.


  ‘This situation is bad for me.’


  Mumud’s magic was classified as ‘high level’ magic. Mumud was a magician of mass destruction. On the other hand, Braham was well-rounded. It was possible for him to use low level magic with unbelievable power and there was no delay between spells. It meant he was specialized. In one on one matches, Braham was ahead of Mumud.


  ‘My role is important.’


  Now Agnus was only focused on the battle in front of him. He had succeeded in completely forgetting the memory of reality that afflicted his mind and soul.


  Sururuk.


  The moment that Agnus calmed down. 


  “You should stay focused.”


  A handsome man with black hair was watching the TV and cheering for Grid. It was Kraugel.


  ***


  ‘Hrmm.’


  Agnus commanded Mumud to cancel the casting of the attack magic and to enter the ‘defense’ and ‘evade’ mode. He avoided the Fireballs and Dark Cutters that Grid was launching while continuing to look elsewhere. It was in the direction of the battle between White and Regas and Euphemina. At that moment.


  Peeng!


  Agnus shook as he was hit in the arm by a fireball.


  ‘...It’s tricky.’


  Fireball and Dark Cutter had simple paths as the lowest grade magic. It was relatively easy to avoid the attacks if he didn’t think about counterattacking. However, Grid suddenly used 10 pairs of Fireball and Dark Cutter at the same time. This meant that Agnus was occasionally hit.


  On the other hand, Mumud was completely protecting himself with defensive spells. Agnus was relieved by the sight and looked at White again. She was overwhelming Regas, but couldn’t deal the finishing blow. It was because the female magician called Euphemina interfered with White during important moments. It seemed impossible for White to suppress them alone during a short time.


  ‘It isn’t useless.’


  Agnus pulled out his sword and licked it. Then something amazing happened.


  Pisisik.


  Agnus’ tongue started corroding the sword.


  ‘What?’


  Grid’s eyes shook as he kept using Fireball and Dark Cutter to attack Mumud. He was astonishing by the toxicity contained in Agnus, as the blade was corroded with a lick of the tongue.


  At that moment.


  Teong!


  Agnus escaped to the rear. He left Mumud to deal with Grid alone and moved to the place where White was.


  “It’s dangerous!”


  Grid hurriedly shouted. He thought Agnus was trying to attack Regas and Euphemina. But Agnus wasn’t aiming at them.


  Puok!


  “Kuock!”


  Agnus’ sword pierced the abdomen of a woman. It was White.


  "Eh?”


  Attacking the same side? Everyone was shocked while White’s face distorted. She was the most confused. 


  "What are you doing?"


  Agnus whispered to White.


  “Accept your fate.”


  Shaaaaah!


  Purple demonic energy emanated from the corroded sword and started to flow through White’s veins and muscles. It was the precursor of Death Knight Transformation.


  [You have temporarily made the target a death knight.]


  [If the target accepts the magic, they will become a death knight and their species will change to the undead. At this point, all stats will increase by 23% and they will have the ‘Death Aura’ skill. However, they will be extremely vulnerable to divine magic and won’t benefit from healing effects.]


  Death Knight Transformation. It made a living person into a death knight, giving them the deadly abilities of a death knight. It was a strength that Agnus obtained from clearing a hidden quest. It was a fraudulent power, but it was also risky. The downside of this skill was that...


  [’Agnus’ wants to make you a death knight! Once the duration of Death Knight Transformation is over, you will die and lose experience!]


  ‘Shit!’


  The person who became a death knight would receive a huge penalty. No one would accept Death Knight Transformation unless they had a great deal of loyalty towards Agnus. Agnus whispered to the hesitating White.


  “If you refuse, I will kill you. Accept it with ease. Yes? Kukuk!”


  Death Knight Transformation could also be used on a corpse. However, if a corpse was made into a death knight, the abilities weren’t fully applied and Agnus would have to control it directly. It was the next best thing.


  "Son of a bitch... Reward me properly later!”


  White was caught and couldn’t refuse Agnus. She grudgingly accepted the Death Knight Transformation. Then...


  Kiyaaaaaaah!


  Peeeeeong!


  White’s fist emitted a purple aura and she aimed it at Regas and Euphemina.


  “Regas! Euphemina!”


  Jishuka and Pon were surprised while facing Black. The power of White was overwhelming after she transformed into a death knight. Grid also seemed to be in danger. Agnus smiled with satisfaction.


  "Kikik, this is the power of a necromancer. Isn't that right?"


  Death Knight Transformation was a one-time skill with a time limit, but it didn’t consume the dominance stat. It was the only way to have a death knight and Mumud, since Mumud consumed a lot of dominance. Agnus was confident. He would tie up Grid’s feet with White and then Mumud would cast the ultimate spell, destroying Grid in an instant.


  It wasn’t just Agnus. All the viewers thought this was Grid’s defeat. 


  "It will soon be over.”


  Veradin sighed while facing Scott. All the necromancers, including himself, had exerted an excessive amount of power to block the Ares Army. The Ares Army was strong and was likely to counterattack if more time kept passing.  Veradin wanted Agnus to end the fight as soon as possible.


  ‘I didn’t expect Agnus to waste such a long time on Grid... What?’


  The battlefield, which had been balanced for minutes, would now be overturned. Veradin’s eyes widened. A shadow was cast on the battlefield where tens of thousands of troops were fighting.


  “What...?”


  Veradin and the others in Immortal. In addition, all of the Ares members doubted their eyes. They couldn’t understand the sight of the massive pillar falling from the sky.


  “Free Farming Peak Style, Pounding Mortar.”


  “...?”


  A strange voice entered the ears of all the confused people.


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  A pillar fell from the sky.  It was a massive force that crushed White who was rushing towards Grid.


  “...Eh?”


  A pillar suddenly falling from the sky? Death Knight White was killed in one blow? Agnus couldn’t close his mouth. His head was blank from the situation he couldn’t understand.


  "You were the one who called a friend first. Yes?”


  “...”


  Grid had unleashed hundreds of magic at once and lost a lot of mana. A middle-aged man with a hand plow and sickle stood beside the tired Grid. His name was Piaro. He was now a famous legendary farmer.


  “You dare...! Who would dare go against the Overgeared King!?”


  Kuooooh!


  The fierce Piaro! The grains of the world responded to his anger. Piaro triggered Natural State and narrowed the distance to Agnus in an instant.


  “Fated to Perish.”


  “...?!”


  Puk!


  A voice filled the silent battlefield.


  “N-No...”


  “...”


  Grid and Euphemina were frustrated.
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  -I will leave your share, so please don’t interfere.


  It was the whisper that Grid had sent to Euphemina immediately after Agnus summoned Lich Mumud. Grid didn’t want Euphemina to interfere in his confrontation with Agnus. It was because he wanted to win against Agnus, who was praised as the best, and be reborn as a true master. Euphemina was convinced. She didn’t mind Grid’s useless pride and respected it.


  Thus, she remained silent. She felt sorry for Regas, but she reserved her power and waited for the time when she could leave the battle with White. Grid would call her after showing a satisfactory performance against Agnus. However, this plan was ruined.


  “Fated to Perish.”


  Piaro appeared in response to Grid’s summons. He broke White with Pounding Mortar and then used the worst technique. The target was Agnus!


  Puk!


  “N-No...!”


  The death of the summoner meant the defeat of the familiar. Once Agnus started turning to grey due to the hand plow hitting his forehead, Grid and Euphemina felt despair. It was because it was natural for Mumud to die when Agnus died. That’s right. Due to Piaro, Grid failed the ‘Braham and Mumud’ quest, while Euphemina failed to clear her ‘Liberate Mumud’s Soul’ quest.


  “D-Damn Piaro...”


  He was a troll like Braham!


  “Ruined... Eh?”


  Grid doubted his eyes. It was because the grey covering Agnus had disappeared.


  ‘The death was cancelled halfway through?'


  The concept itself was different from the immortal passive possessed by legends or those who were close to being legends. The immortal passive was a skill that temporarily resisted death, while Agnus had already received the death sentence. 


  ‘How is this possible?’


  Agnus’ dismal voice entered the ears of the confused Grid.


  “Kuk... Kukuk! I never dreamt that such a big boss monster would show up.”


  “...”


  Agnus lifted the grey coloration and appeared again. The flesh and muscles of his body were torn apart, exposing his bones. It was like seeing an undead, causing everyone to freeze.


  “Summoning knights... You don’t need to control the summoned targets, so it’s the best summoning skill.”


  Agnus swept away his green hair that was covered with blood and sweat. Of course, a person needed to have a noble title to be able to summon knights. But he never thought about using the Summon Knights skill in this battle. The players who he had a dominant relationship with were already engaged in battle and the NPCs had finite lives. It was too risky to summon them against the ‘strong’ Grid.


  “The bottom line is that your knight is too fraudulent.”


  Agnus stared at Piaro. A legendary NPC wasn’t something that players could face at this time. Wasn’t it unbalanced for such a monster to exist as someone’s possession?


  ‘People think like this when they see me.’


  Agnus laughed and remembered the Absolute Domination skill. Absolute Domination. It was a skill that Baal’s Contractor could only use three times. He could make a dead target his servant forever. Thus far, Agnus had only used Absolute Domination once. It was when he took away Lich Mumud from Braham.


  ‘I want to use this skill...’


  Agnus lips curved up. His eyes were filled with greed as he stared at Piaro. On the other hand, Piaro was looking at Agnus with a fierce hostility.


  "The power over death... A dangerous guy.”


  Agnus’ strength was so high that Piaro was alert against it. Piaro saw that if he didn’t finish off Agnus now, Agnus would someday strike back at Grid.


  "I have to kill you.”


  Taack!


  Piaro tightened his grip on his sickle and hand plow.


  "Ah, forget about today.”


  Agnus stepped back. The power of Immortal gathered near Agnus.


  Clack! Clack clack!


  Clack clack clack!


  Uwaaaaah-


  A barrier of thousands of skeletons was created. Even Piaro couldn’t rush through all of it and had to take a while. Veradin cried out as he broke through the encirclement of Ares troops.


  "Agnus, this way!”


  "Wait!” Grid called out to the retreating Agnus. "Do you have no pepper? Does it make sense for you to flee? Isn’t it shameful?”


  "Pepper?"


  Agnus froze in place. Grid thought his provocation would work. Unfortunately, Agnus was accustomed to criticism and mockery. He wasn’t sensitive enough to respond to Grid’s provocation. 


  “No? Kik!”


  Flap.


  Agnus threw off his robe and revealed his lower body. It was in a skeletal state. It wasn’t a good view, causing Grid to flinch and some people to feel nauseous.


  "I will delay the game until next time. In any case, the quest doesn’t have a time limit. Kukuk!”


  Agnus tried to leave his position, but the Overgeared members and Ares troops weren’t willing to let him.


  “Fly Up!”


  The phoenix rose from Jishuka’s myth rated Red Phoenix Bow and acted as the signal for the Ares’ troops onslaught towards Agnus. But.


  "Raincoat. Body Shield.”


  Pepepepeok!


  Fly Up! was blocked by Agnus’ anti-air spell while the other skills were disabled by Body Shield. Of course, Agnus couldn’t stop every skill alone. But Agnus had hundreds of necromancers and their undead numbered in the thousands.  It was virtually impossible to break through the undead army that was only focused on defense. Piaro and Euphemina struggled against the skeletons.


  "Next time we meet, summon the farmer and you will end up crying.”


  Agnus used Lich Mumud’s magic and retreated quickly. While Immortal was tying up the legs of the Overgeared and Ares members, Agnus left this meaningless comment and exited the battlefield.


  [You have failed to defeat Mumud.]


  [Braham’s promise will have to wait for next time.]


  *** 


  The failure to kill Agnus couldn’t be interpreted as a loss. In the first place, Grid’s purpose was to help Ares occupy the Belto Kingdom and it was purely a coincidence that they met Agnus.


  『 As soon as Agnus and Immortal retreated, the Belto Kingdom raised the white flag! 』


  『 God of War Ares has occupied the Belto Kingdom and has become the second player king! 』


  『 It’s amazing that a person who possesses a national-level army has remained obscure for so long. I once again realized how wide the world of Satisfy is. 』


  『 In that sense, Agnus is also incredible. He might’ve been defeated and unable to keep his promise to kill both the Overgeared King and God of War, but his strength was unique. 』


  『 He blocked the Ares Army and elites of Overgeared... To be honest, the impact is bigger than when Kraugel appeared. I don’t know how many times I was thrilled watching him. 』


  『 But the conclusion is that Grid is much better. The first king who helped the birth of the second player king will be even higher. 』


  『 The farmer... 』 


  The stir was huge. The second kingdom of players was born after the Overgeared Kingdom. It also seemed to have a strong relationship with the Overgeared Kingdom, exponentially increasing Grid’s influence. Numerous people became alert and fearful of Grid.


  The reputation of the Ares Army also soared into the sky. The impact that people received was great because the unknown force had excelled over a kingdom. People suspected there were many hidden forces in addition to the Ares Army... 


  And...


  "If Agnus hadn’t consumed power to deal with Ares in the beginning, the outcome of his battle with Grid might’ve been different.”


  “In particular, his undead appearance when he reached the point of death was thrilling. Agnus is at least the level of Kraugel.”


  “I felt charisma in the way he laughed while sacrificing the same side.”


  “Yes... Agnus is the only one. Let’s follow Agnus.”


  The former Blood Carnival members and other villains were attracted by Agnus’ strength and madness. They started to gather around Agnus.


  *** 


  "I'm sorry.”


  Grid apologized to Euphemina. It was because she lost the opportunity to gain Lich Mumud due to his desires. Euphemina shook her head.


  “Don’t apologize. In the first place, it’s unclear if I could’ve suppressed Mumud even if I was part of the fight.”


  The encounter with Agnus was unexpected. It was pure coincidence in Grid and Euphemina’s eyes. It was doubtful that Euphemina, who had consumed a lot of skills dealing with the armored elite troops, would be in good shape against Agnus and Mumud.


  “He’s too strong.”


  Agnus’ strength far exceeded everyone’s expectations. But there were no shadows on the faces of Euphemina and the Overgeared members as they thought about Agnus. Agnus might be great, but Grid eventually won. The Overgeared members were reassured because Grid was by their side.


  However, Grid’s expression was dark.


  ‘The crowd was right. If Agnus had all his liches and death knights against me from the start, I would’ve been less likely to win.’


  If the Braham and Mumud quest hadn’t occurred, then Grid wouldn’t have been a match for Agnus. Grid was able to maintain his status due to the robust compensation effect of the quest.


  'Yes, I’m currently weaker than Agnus. I would’ve lost if it wasn’t for Piaro.’


  But.


  ‘The next time will be different.’


  The darkness on Grid’s face lifted. He was reminded of the flexibility of his items.


  ‘It’s the greatest advantage of Pagma's Descendant.’


  He could create new items. Grid didn’t doubt it. It would be much easier to deal with Agnus if he had items for the undead.


  'I'm sure. Agnus is different from Kraugel.’


  Kraugel’s control and senses were a strong foundation that made him feel like a hard wall. But Agnus relied on skills and seemed to have a lot of blind spots. Items were the correct tool to use against skills.


  “Then next time...”


  He would win. A big smile appeared on Grid’s face as he vowed. The game was too fun and there was no time to be bored.


  *** 


  Outside the Belto Kingdom.


  Chik...


  Chiiiik!


  Agnus was alone and his body started turning to grey. The duration of his half-lich transformation was over.


  [You have died.]


  [You have lost a large amount of experience.]


  “Kik... Kikikik! Grid...”


  Agnus wasn’t furious, despite his supposedly glorious debut being stained with humiliation. Was there another opponent who had pushed him so far since Kraugel? No.


  "Grid! Kihat! Kikikik! Kuhahahat!”


  Agnus was happy. He felt gratitude for Grid, who covered his memories of suffering. At the very least, he would be able to sleep soundly tonight.
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  Agnus. 


  Born in Garmisch-Partenkirchen, Germany, he was constantly harassed by his classmates during his school years. The intensity of the harassment was so high that there were countless horrible stories. Surprisingly, this intense bullying continued even into adulthood.


  “Why was he the subject of harassment?”


  Lauel asked after reading the papers and the detective lit up a cigarette and replied.


  “It was due to his tone of speech.”


  “Huh? That was the reason?”


  Lauel responded like it was absurd. The smoking detective shrugged with a bitter expression.


  "It originally doesn’t take a lot to annoy people. It’s fun to see a soft target be in pain, and then it will become a normal part of life... Well, there’s no need to lengthen this story. The thing that should be noted is that Agnus’ lover, who was his sole resting place, met a terrible end.”


  “...”


  The contents were terribly cruel. The people who harassed Agnus for many years. No, the trash raped Agnus’ lover as a group. It was also in front of Agnus.


  "The big shock caused her to eventually commit suicide. From that time on, Agnus changed. He enacted a terrible revenge and was sentenced to 28 years in prison by the court. But thanks to a human rights organization, he only served three years before being released from prison.”


  "Satisfy was just released when he got out...”


  “Agnus’ psychiatrist highly recommended Satisfy as part of his social readjustment program. Since then, Agnus became a so-called gaming addict and the people around him were relieved. They liked the fact that a ticking time bomb was locked into the game.”


  “...”


  Indeed, there was no better method to ignore reality than a game. Unlike reality, the game world was filled with fun and interesting stories and a fair system that allowed a person to get rewards.


  Dok dok.


  Lauel knocked on the table before grabbing the papers and getting up.


  "Thank you."


  “I’m getting paid, so I should thank you instead. Call me again the next time you need something. You can come to Seattle at any time.”


  “...”


  He left the detective and returned to his mansion. Lauel was in deep thought.


  *** 


  “Noe, why aren’t you eating?”


  “I don’t want to eat, nyang.”


  “Why?”


  "Why do you care if I don’t eat, nyong?”


  “...”


  Pets were creatures. Even if they stayed in the pet inventory without doing anything, they needed to eat to survive. In addition, Noe was a pig who was always waiting for meals. Yet he was refusing a meal! Grid felt worried after seeing Noe’s thin belly and asked carefully.


  “Is it because I didn’t summon you when I fought Agnus?”


  Flinch.


  Noe’s triangle-shaped eyes twitched. His tail stood upright as he cried out.


  “That’s right, nyang! Why, nyang? Why didn’t you call me when you were fighting?”


  Noe had long since recognized Grid as a parent. It was natural since Grid was the first person Noe saw when he hatched from the egg and Grid raised him. Noe always wanted to help Grid. He was worried when Grid was fighting against a mighty enemy.


  "This body is the best demonic beast of hell! I am the noblest being in this world and you should depend on me! Nyang!”


  Noe opened his eyes as big as possible. Grid smiled as he saw Noe’s heart.


  “I’m sorry. I won’t forget you in the future. But you should eat.”


  Did Grid really forget about Noe? That wasn’t the case. He couldn’t forget about Noe, the strongest pet, while dealing with Agnus. In fact, Grid wanted to summon Noe several times during the battle with Agnus. But Agnus had contracted with Baal, the 1st great demon, and the memphis was a great demon’s pet.


  That’s right. Grid was just scared. He was afraid that Noe would be affected by Agnus’ aura and betray him.


  ‘Betrayal might be too much. However, I can’t rule out the possibility that Noe might be influenced by Agnus.’


  There were still too many things Grid didn’t know about Baal’s Contractor.


  ‘I don’t know much about necromancers, let alone Baal’s Contractor...’


  There were no necromancers in Overgeared. In the first place, necromancer was a class that specialized in solo play and few of them joined guilds.


  ‘I have to understand necromancers better.’


  In particular, he wondered about the structure of a death knight. Grid hunted monsters and gave their souls to Noe before logging out.


  *** 


  Necromancer. They were magicians who could summon the undead such as skeletons, zombies, ghouls, skeleton warriors, skeleton archers, skeleton magicians, etc. The higher the domination stat, the more undead that could be summoned. In addition, the level of the undead was affected by the summoner’s level. An average level 300 necromancer had an estimated 1,500 domination stat. This meant they could summon 150 skeletons or 15 skeleton magicians at the same time.


  In other words, the number of the domination stat required for every undead was different. In order to summon a death knight, available for third advancement necromancers, at least 1,000 domination points were required.


  Death knights. A death knight was made using the body of a warrior who built up a high reputation during their lifetime. Since the level and skills varied depending on the body used as a material, it was important to secure a body that was strong in life. Once created, the death knight could be used permanently. Like a pet, it could raise its level through hunting. The death knight’s tendencies depended on where the stat points were invested after levelling up.


  A third advancement necromancer could use the ‘Death Knight Production’ skill only one time. But people guessed that this would increase with the fourth advancement.


  “Agnus, how much of a scam is he?”


  Shin Youngwoo clicked his tongue after collecting information about necromancers from various communities. The more he knew about necromancers, the more fraudulent he realized Agnus was.


  “There’s a reason why people are talking about Agnus these days...”


  It was two days after the battle. The people of the world were in a heated debate about Agnus. People were excited and speculated that he would be the owner of the next legendary class after Pagma's Descendant and Sword Saint.


  "Not many people know about the hidden growth classes. Hrmm...”


  After gathering information about the necromancers and replaying Agnus’ combat abilities, Youngwoo turned off the computer. He had a meal and got back into the capsule.


  “The Behen Archipelago.”


  The death knight Lantier guarded the 61st island. He would create items for the undead inspired by his battle with Agnus. Then he would finally conquer the Behen Archipelago and grab Pagma’s heritage. Shin Youngwoo had this as his immediate goal. He was convinced that it was a shortcut to a fast increase in strength.


  "Login."


  *** 


  Grid didn’t waste a single second after connecting to Satisfy. As soon as he connected, he moved to a field outside Reinhardt and summoned the four God Hands, Noe, Randy, and the two Overgeared Skeletons. He had them hunt to gain experience, while he sat down and worked on increasing his tailoring experience. It was almost macro-level... No, it was the level of a necromancer’s automatic hunting.


  “Item Information.”


  While stitching, Grid brought up the information about Tiramet's Belt.


  [Tiramet's Belt]


  Rating: Unique (Growth)


  Experience: 58.9%.


  * Reduce damage received by 10%.


  * Stamina +250.


  A belt that contains the unique magic power of Vampire Viscount Tiramet. If this belt grows to a legendary rating, the wearer can summon Vampire Viscount Tiramet.


  Weight: 13


  “58.9%...”


  It had been several years in game time since he acquired Tiramet's Belt. But Tiramet's Belt was still stuck at the unique rating. It was really hard to raise it to the legendary level.


  “Once I can summon Tirament, it’s likely that my attack power will sharply rise.”


  Tiramet’s tanking ability was one of the highest among the vampires. Grid would be much more stable in battle if he could summon Tiramet.


  ‘I don’t have to give the God Hands an order to defend. Tiramet’s bite means I can maximize stability and attack power at the same time.’


  Grid started to burn with motivation. Considering the strength of Lantier on the 61st island, the experience of Tiramet’s Belt would increase exponentially every time he was hit.


  “I need to strike the iron while it is hot.”


  Grid started moving without stopping his sewing. He planned to visit Sticks to move to the Behen Archipelago.


  ‘Wait.’


  Grid stopped in place.


  He was much stronger than before. But it was still hard to assure victory against Lantier.


  ‘I have already finished making armor for Lantier... It would be nice to make a new weapon.’


  He didn’t know how many years he had been using Failure. Grid hadn’t been able to produce a famous sword since Failure, to the extent that he was still using Failure after making the most recent Sword Ghost.


  ‘Hrmm.’ 


  Grid had the materials that he secured from Belial’s raid. In addition, he learned how to use Belial’s accessories properly in the process of creating items for the meritorious retainers. Grid decided to make a sword he had dreamt about. But there was one thing.


  ‘Belial’s accessories contain too much demonic power to be made into the weapon I need...’


  It was unfortunate that using the material of a great demon to make a weapon meant the weapon was specialized for only one characteristic.


  ‘What if there was a true master weapon that was strong against normal monsters, strong against people, strong against big monsters, and strong against the undead?’


  But was such a weapon possible? Right now, the myth rated Red Phoenix Bow and Lifael’s Spear were each specialized in fire and divine power. It was impossible for a perfect all-rounder weapon to exist.


  “...No, wait.”


  Lightning struck Grid’s mind. An idea surfaced. The hidden skill Item Combination gave him inspiration!
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  “It’s virtually impossible to create an item with all-encompassing effects...”


  The myth rated Red Phoenix Bow and Lifael’s Spear only had one attribute. The materials used to make an item were limited, so it was theoretically impossible to create all-rounder items. But the weapon Grid wanted didn’t necessarily have to be ‘all-rounder.’


  ‘How... Ah!’


  The Item Transformation skill passed through Grid’s head, followed by Item Combination and Sword Ghost.


  ‘Is it possible to make an item that can transform or combine without using the skills?’


  Like a detachable Sword Ghost!


  'I have caught a strand!’


  The excited Grid noted some of the options and information of Sword Ghost.


  [+7 Sword Ghost]


  Rating: Legendary


  ...


  ...


  * Can be separated into small and large pieces.


  * When separated, the attack power of the small and large piece are applied separately.


  ...


  ...


  There are two knobs, one in the middle of the blade and one in the bottom, made of drake fangs. Turning the knob in the middle will separate the pieces. In addition, you can deal serious damage to the enemy’s mind if you hit the enemy with these knobs.


  Since the surface is entirely black and the circumference of the blade and the knob is the same, it isn’t easy to distinguish the knob with the naked eye.


  ...


  ...


  ‘What if I make multiple Sword Ghosts with different attributes that can be separated and attached?’


  It would have the all-purpose ability that he dreamt of! He could use a suitable blade depending on the situation!


  ‘However, the problem is...’


  There was an inevitable gap in the process of attaching and detaching the blade. Grid summoned the Sword Ghost from the inventory. Then he separated them and reattached them.


  ‘0.5 seconds for separation and 0.7 seconds for attachment.’


  In addition, it took another 0.5 seconds to retrieve a new blade from the inventory.


  ‘Around two seconds...’


  This speed was possible because Grid had high dexterity and was familiar with swapping items. An ordinary person would take a minimum of four seconds. But that wasn’t comforting.


  ‘All the enemies I have to deal with are far from ordinary.'


  Monsters, NPCs, and players. The enemies that Grid had to confront in the future were all transcendent. Revealing a gap of two seconds to them would be fatal. ‘The protection of the God Hands isn’t absolute and it isn’t possible to summon Tiramet right now.’ He could protect his body with the two Overgeared Skeletons, but it was limited to two attacks in total. It was difficult to rely on them. He couldn’t use the Overgeared Skeletons as a shield forever.


  “...Ah?”


  Grid suddenly stopped frowning. He succeeded in thinking of a new idea.


  ‘Silver thread!’


  [Silver Thread]


  Attack Power: 100~????


  Durability: 1,000/1,000


  Fragments of silver armor that have been shaped in the blood vessels of the armored needles for many years.


  Unlike ordinary silver thread that only has a thin coating of silver, this is made of pure silver. It also contains the powerful magic power of the armored needle.


  Depending on the skill level of the user, it can be used in various ways due to its different forms.


  * It is classified as a secondary weapon.


  Conditions of Use: Secondary Weapons Mastery Advanced Level 5. More than 2,000 dexterity.


  * The silver thread can be shot quickly if you have more than 2,000 dexterity.


  * If you have more than 2,500 dexterity, you can twist 5 or less strands of silver thread together to create the desired shape.


  * If you have more than 3,000 dexterity, you can twist 10 or less strands of silver thread together to create the desired shape.


  * If you have more than 4,000 dexterity, the speed at which you can control the silver thread is doubled.


  *  If you have more than 5,000 dexterity, you can twist 20 or less...


  ...


  ...


  * The silver thread can be used as a material for making items. However, a craftsman level blacksmithing skill is required.


  Weight: 5


  He only explored the possibilities of using the silver thread as a secondary weapon. Until now, Grid had focused on using the silver thread as a secondary weapon. But reality was cruel.


  ‘It’s hard for me to use the silver thread in practice.’


  It was too difficult to utilize the silver thread, even with Grid’s high dexterity. There was no time to control the silver thread while using the sword and magic.  In particular, the silver thread wouldn’t work against strong opponents such as Agnus. It wasn’t reasonable to be obsessed with using the silver thread as a secondary weapon. 


  ‘Let’s use it as an item making material.’


  In the first place, the silver thread was a ‘material that all blacksmiths of the East Continent dreamt about having.’ Grid had forgotten about this fact while obsessing with the silver thread as a secondary weapon. Grid was able to think more rationally than before since dealing with Agnus.


  ‘Putting the thread between blades... If I use this as an item making material, it would be a highly useable secondary weapon.’


  The usage that Grid thought about?


  "Being drawn together!”


  “Nyang?”


  Noe was surprised by Grid’s sudden and loud shout. Grid stroked the head of the little guy whose eyes had become rounded.


  "I can connect the parts of Sword Ghost with the silver thread. With one click of the button, the silver thread will be pulled and the blades will fly, automatically attaching to the Sword Ghost!”


  “...Nyang?”


  Noe couldn’t understand what was happening. Noe made a confused expression, but the excited Grid didn’t care.


  "It is easy to imagine it as Spiderman shooting a thread from the wrist. I will make an item.”


  One of Grid’s few advantages was that he wasn’t indecisive. Once decided, he acted quickly.


  “Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation!”


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation]


  You can create three equipment item production methods every time the skill level of the ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill’ goes up.


  Number of items that can be created at present: 10/24.]


  * When items are produced using this skill, the name of the creator is automatically placed on the item. 


  [What item do you want to create?]


  “Secondary weapon. With a single click of the button, the tool will pull or loosen the silver thread.”


  [...Analyzing your intentions. I understand. I will inform you after understanding the item information of the silver thread.]


  “...”


  It was a pattern that had never been seen before. Grid was a little nervous but waited quietly. But the system was silent. He waited one minute, two minutes then five minutes. However, nothing was said.


  ‘It isn’t possible?’


  He wanted to explain the exact item but maybe he had explained too much.


  ‘I need to be more specific...’


  The moment Grid was about to explain again.


  [The analysis of the silver thread is over. I have grasped the intentions of the item you want to create. Are you sure you want to create it?]


  “...!”


  Indeed, the supercomputer! Grid marvelled at the comprehension of Satisfy and nodded.


  “Yes!”


  [What materials would you like to use?]


  "I will attach it to the handle of the Sword Ghost, so it should be the same material.”


  Grid confirmed there was a small amount of drake’s fang remaining and decided to use it as the material. A blank blueprint appeared in front of him.


  [Please design the item.]


  ‘The outline...’


  The Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation was convenient to use. Even if the user had no knowledge of the item he wanted to create, it would be completed with the help of the system. Grid trusted in this and filled in the blank blueprint. He designed a small square box that wouldn’t be disturbed when attached to the handle of the Sword Ghost and designed a spinning fan. It was intended to loosen or pull the silver thread according to the direction of the fan.


  ‘It will be done by clicking the button outside the box.'


  Slowly, slowly. He wasn’t a professional but he did it carefully. Grid spend two hours constantly revising and designing the box. However, the completed design was too poor. It was a small box five centimetres in diameter that was made of drake fangs. There were two buttons on the outside and a fan that rotated clockwise or anticlockwise depending on which button was clicked. The fan would pull or loosen the silver thread according to the rotation.


  Grid’s idea was very simple.


  “I will put several of these boxes on the handle of the Sword Ghost. At the end of the silver thread, I will hang new types of blades that will be produced. Then I will automatically attach and detach the desired blade with one click of a button.”


  [...]


  The design was over. Yet there was no response from the system. It seemed difficult to interpret Grid’s design.


  “...A failure.”


  Perhaps he tried too much.


  ‘I should go to the Internet and think of the scientific structure.’


  The moment that Grid sighed and was going to log out.


  [Have you decided? When you complete the blueprint, the number of available creation skill will decrease by one.]


  “Oh...!”


  The Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation skill was better than Grid expected. This was the power of the supercomputer called Morpheus.


  “I have decided!”


  The moment Grid spoke.


  Suksak suksak.


  Numbers and languages quickly covered Grid’s blueprint. All types of figures were being calculated in real time. The system was doing its best to supplement the contents of the design created by Grid. After a few minutes.


  [Please describe the characteristics of the item.]


  The rebuilding of the blueprint was over! The appearance of the box in the design was the same as Grid’s original design, but the internal structure was based on a level that the system could understand.


  ‘The energy source of the fan is mana.’


  Mana was consumed every time he used it. But Grid accepted this, since he was just thankful that the item was created successfully. He smiled and explained.


  “It’s a secondary tool that can detach a blade with one click of a button. The blade connected to the silver thread will usually stay in the inventory and will appear when the button is pressed! Then it will pop out! And it will be mounted on the handle. Huhut.”


  A highly practical item! Grid explained the concept of the newly created secondary tool with enthusiasm. But then the system struck.


  [It is impossible to reproduce this due to Satisfy’s settings. The silver thread on the outside of the inventory can’t be linked to blades stored separately in the inventory.  They should be in the same place since they are connected items.]


  “...?”


  [It is recommended that you make a separate storage space to store the blades connected with the silver thread.]


  “...”


  (He held a handle in calloused hands and 10 large blades around his body.)


  It was an image of the Overgeared King that would later be on everyone’s lips.
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  Over four hours. It was the time Grid spent by the roadside creating a new item. He was only focused on one thing.


  “...Finished.”


  A confident look! Grid completed the process of creating an item and asserted.


  “It’s the best!”


  [Pulling Tool]


  * Secondary tool.


  A small box with a diameter of five centimeters, created by the blacksmith Grid who is eager to learn the divine techniques.


  When the button on top of the box is clicked, the internal fan will rotate counterclockwise and release the silver thread. When the button on the button is clocked, the internal fan rotates clockwise and pulls the silver thread. It takes 0.3 seconds every time.


  The end of the silver thread can be attached to a ‘blade’ item.


  Conditions of Use: Depends on where the box is installed.


  * The box can be installed anywhere.


  Fan Operation (Button Click) Resource Consumption: 630 mana.


  “Kuk...”


  0.3 seconds!


  The time it took to detach and attach a blade was dramatically reduced!


  "I will experiment right now!”


  The giddy Grid headed towards the smithy.


  *** 


  Ttang! Ttang!


  "Stupid bastard! There’s no rhythm in your hammering! How many times do I need to tell you to listen to the melody of the metal!?”


  "The fire isn’t good at all. You can smelt more metal by properly controlling the intensity of the flames, just like a woman’s body.”


  The large smithy located in the center of Reinhardt. Advanced blacksmiths from all over the kingdom and the blacksmiths of Pangea were training thousands of blacksmiths.  The effect of the teaching was unrivalled as the techniques of the East Continent and West Continent combined in a positive direction.


  [Baron’s Beginner Blacksmith’s skill has risen!]


  [Spinner’s Intermediate Blacksmith skill has matured!]


  [Medon’s Intermediate Blacksmith skill has achieved dramatic maturity!]


  "Well well. Okay, very good!”


  The only craftsman blacksmith in the Overgeared Kingdom, Khan. He was in charge of the blacksmiths management and education and smiled warmly. He was very happy to see the blacksmiths teaching, learning, competing, and growing every day. He hoped they could develop and contribute to King Grid.


  "His Majesty would’ve accomplished a great feat somewhere...”


  Grid had left Reinhardt immediately after kidnapping tens of thousands of residents of Pangea. What was he doing now? It was obvious. He would be sure to impress people with good deeds or would’ve made a great piece of equipment with the best techniques on the continent. This was what Khan believed.


  Snap!


  The front door of the smith, which a able-bodied man had to push with all his strength, opened lightly like a reed swaying in the wind. It was followed by the appearance of a person.


  "Out of the way!


  It was Grid. Something was so urgent that Grid forgot he was a king and stood before the nearest furnace. He immediately pulled out a hammer.


  “The Overgeared King...!” 


  The attention of the blacksmiths focused on Grid. The legendary blacksmith, Pagma's Descendant. It was a great learning opportunity for the blacksmiths to observe him making an item. The blacksmiths couldn’t hide their excitement as they gathered by Grid’s side. Of course, Khan was the same.


  ‘These resolute eyes...!’


  Khan gulped. He was already excited to see what type of item Grid would make. Grid pulled out the drake fangs and silver thread.


  “Ohhhh!”


  The materials that were as rare as pulling a star from the sky were brought out at the same time! The expectations of the blacksmiths soared into the sky.


  ‘Is he trying to make a legendary sword?’


  ‘It’s likely to be an armor if he took out the silver thread. The silver thread will increase the aesthetic beauty of the armor and will also increase its defense.’


  What would the only legendary blacksmith in the world make with such unusual items? Everyone forgot what they were doing as they focused only on Grid. Grid started making the item without realizing the eyes of those around him.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  “...Huh?”


  Hwaruk! Hwaruruk!


  “...?”


  Ttang! Ttang!


  “...”


  Doubt appeared on the blacksmiths’ faces as Grid’s work progressed. Grid used the precious drake fangs to create an empty box and an unidentified round disc. Unlike everyone’s expectations, it was neither a weapon nor armor. The purpose was unknown.


  ‘What?’


  The box and disc produced by Grid were very small. The box was only five centimeters in diameter and the disc was less than three centimeters.  It was the size of a kid’s toy. The blacksmiths couldn’t believe it.


  'The precious drake fang was turned into this...’


  Maybe the Overgeared King didn’t know about the importance of resources! Some people started asking questions like this while Grid continued working. He took a strange of silver thread, wound it on the small disc and mounted it in the box. The advanced blacksmiths all felt admiration. Grid’s dexterity was so delicate that they could never reach it in their lives.


  On the other hand, the intermediate and below blacksmiths didn’t feel any inspiration. Grid finished it so quickly that they mistook it as an easy task.


  "Okay, it’s finished.”


  Grid smiled with satisfaction, took out the +7 Sword Ghost and separated it into two. Then the Pulling Device box was attached to the handle. It was welded together using the blast furnace.


  “Kukuk... Kukukuk!”


  What was so good? Grid was laughing alone with a very pleased expression. The blacksmiths cocked their heads to one side.


  Click!


  Grid pressed a button on the attached box. Then.


  Hwiririk!


  The silver thread stretched out from the box.


  Tadak.


  Grid pressed a button again. Then this time.


  Hwiririk!


  The extended silver thread returned to the box. 


  “Huh...?”


  A spectacular sight!


  The blacksmiths started to show greater interest in the tool that Grid produced. But the precise use of it hadn’t yet been determined.


  'It’s amazing, but what’s the significance of shooting out a strand of silver thread...?’


  ‘The silver thread can be shot out, but it’s too weak to be used as a weapon...’


  ‘It isn’t a weapon, but an assisting tool. Does he intend to launch the silver thread at trees and pillars, or to bind the enemy’s body?’


  ‘The length of the silver thread is too short for that. It is less than one meter.’


  ‘Hrmm...’


  Most production class players chose the Saharan Empire as their home country. It was because the empire’s rich economy benefited the production classes. Due to that, the Overgeared Kingdom’s blacksmiths were 100% NPCs. The NPCs who only knew the world of Satisfy couldn’t grasp the intentions of the modern day Grid. Grid pulled out Belial’s Horn.


  [Belial’s Horn]


  A weapon material that contains Belial’s magic power.


  Various options are added when making weapons. 


  However, finding a blacksmith who can handle this horn is as difficult as picking a star from the sky.


  It was a weapon production material that a great demon dropped. It could be considered a production material with more value than adamantium. Grid had already dealt with Belial’s Horn in the process of making items for his kingdom’s meritorious retainers. It was also several times!


  ‘There will be at least eight options if I make a weapon with Belial’s Horn.’


  Additional physical damage, additional magic damage, additional fire damage, additional dark damage, there was a certain probability of releasing fire when attacking, additional damage to divine existences and the ability to cause hallucinations. 


  Grid had learned this while making weapons for his retainers. When making a weapon with Belial’s Horn, at least two to four of the eight options were assigned to the weapon.


  ‘I want to add physical damage, fire damage, and damage to divine existences.’


  These were the options that belonged to Piaro’s hand plow. The power was overwhelming. The weapon that Grid would make with Belial’s Horn was a ‘blade.’


  Grid hoped that there wouldn’t be the additional magic damage option as he threw Belial’s Horn into the furnace.


  Kurururung!


  "Heok...!”


  The blacksmiths held their breaths. There was turbulence as soon as Belial’s Horn entered the fire.


  “T-The curse of a great demon?”


  Khan reassured the anxious blacksmiths.


  "Don’t make a big fuss. It isn’t a curse. This is a shock caused by the special magic power contained in the demon’s horn.”


  This was the reason why blacksmiths found it hard to handle Belial’s Horn. Belial’s Horn had a very violent temper. In particular, the process of resistance was extremely severe.


  Ttang!


  Peeeeeong!


  Ttang!


  Kwa kwa kwang!


  The red Belial’s Horn was placed on the anvil. An explosion of flames and darkness swallowed Grid every time he hammered it. Grid kept suffering damage.


  [You have suffered 4,400 damage.]


  [You have suffered 4,530 damage.]


  [The effect of Doran’s Ring has been activated.]


  [2,265 health has been restored.]


  [You have suffered 4,370 damage.]


  [The experience of Tiramet's Belt has increased by 0.01%!]


  ‘It would’ve been unfair if the item experience didn’t rise.’


  If Grid’s stats and items weren’t as high, he might’ve lost his life in the process of refining Belial’s Horn.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Kwarururung!


  He hammered it hundreds of times! Grid was swallowed up by flames and darkness every time he hammered it, but he didn’t die. He was able to cope with the anticipated damage using potions, the healing effect of Tiramet's Belt, and the defensive effect of the First King title.


  “...Gulp.”


  Risking their lives with blacksmith work? The blacksmiths watched Grid work with fear and horror. Everyone shut their mouths and focused on Grid’s work.


  [Your potion cooldown time hasn’t returned.]


  “Sigh.”


  The resistance of Belial’s Horn was terrible. Grid was injured and had to rest a few times along the way. It wasn’t something that could be done with ordinary persistence.


  "G... Ghoul...”


  “...”


  Night was over and the bright morning arrived. The blacksmiths had forgotten about eating while watching Grid work and unknowingly fell asleep.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Hwaruruk!


  Belial’s Horn was still resisting. But its momentum had waned. Grid felt that the end was coming. Once the sun was high in the sky.


  [You are extremely concentrated and the Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience skill has been activated.]


  [Vitality, defense, and dexterity will rise by 200% for one hour.]


  The patience effect, which had a much lower rate of activating than the Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath, was triggered and made Grid’s work easier.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid kept up the hammering and Belial’s Horn started to gradually change shape. It was forming the shape of a blade as Grid intended. Then something amazing happened.


  [After the last tempering, Belial’s Horn is strengthened.]


  [Enhanced Belial’s Horn]


  Belial’s Horn enhanced by the legendary blacksmith Grid.


  The Enhanced Belial’s Horn is a better weapons building material than the existing Belial’s Horn.


  However, the degree of difficulty in handling it has also increased. A lot of time and effort must be spend to forge it into the form that you want. 


  "Eh...?”


  A similar phenomenon to when the Red Phoenix’s Breath became the Enhanced Phoenix Breath occurred!
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  ‘Enhanced... Just like the byproduct of the divine creatures, the byproduct of a great demon is also a myth rated material.’


  It was natural when thinking about the existence of a great demon. It was right that Belial’s Horn would be a material superior to ordinary materials.


  “Good...”


  Grid’s expectations were amplified. Considering that the weapons made with Belial’s Horn exerted the greatest power, the blade made with the Enhanced Belial’s Horn would far surpass it.


  ‘There might be 2~4 options attached, possibly more...!'


  Duguen! Duguen!


  Grid’s heart thumped wildly with joy.


  ‘Calm down.’


  Grid was aware from numerous experiences how important composure was. He was afraid that he would be in a hurry when working and become disappointed. Therefore, Grid took deep breaths and controlled his mind. He try to soothe his excited heart.


  “...”


  Despite feeling expectant of the result produced by the Enhanced Belial’s Horn, his excited mind became calm.


  “...”


  He couldn’t hear the voices of the blacksmiths gathered around him.


  “...”


  He looked back on his techniques. He looked back on his mistakes. He looked back on his goals. Time flowed.


  “...!”


  The blacksmiths watching Grid held their breaths. Belial’s Horn that had been emitting fire and demonic energy. Grid stared at it and his eyes deepened like an abyss.


  ‘A bright and clean mind...!’


  Khan and the blacksmiths got goosebumps.


  Ttaaaaaang!


  The sound of Grid hitting Belial’s Horn made a clear sound that resonated through the huge smithy. 


  ‘Ah...!’


  White from the White Hammer Smithy, Enoch from the Blue Flames Smithy, Byuksan of the Black Anvil Smithy, and Lahochu of the Red Tongs Smithy. They were praised as the four great blacksmiths of Pangea. Now they were inspired by Grid’s techniques!


  [White has reached new enlightenment as a blacksmith of the Overgeared Kingdom! He has been blocked by the wall of the Advanced Blacksmith’s technique and now has room to grow into a craftsman!]


  [Enoch has reached new enlightenment as a blacksmith of the Overgeared Kingdom! He has been blocked by the wall of the Advanced Blacksmith’s technique and now has room to grow into a craftsman...] 


  [Byuksan has reached new enlightenment as a blacksmith of the Overgeared Kingdom! He has been blocked by the wall of the Advanced Blacksmith’s technique...]


  [Lahochu has reached new enlightenment as a blacksmith of the Overgeared Kingdom! He has been blocked by the wall...]


  “Oh... Ohhhhhh!”


  Khan’s elderly body shook. The bright future of a blacksmith kingdom, the Overgeared Kingdom, was unfolding beautifully in his head. He was eager. He wanted to survive longer and see Grid’s works. He wanted to do more for the bright future of the Overgeared Kingdom. This desire was passed on to Grid.


  ‘Khan.’


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid reached his peak while tempering Belial’s Horn. He felt the burning aspiration of someone who was sometimes a friend, sometimes a teacher, and sometimes a father. Thus, he poured even more strength and skill into his hammering.


  ‘Don’t think about dying until you learn from all my skills.’


  His first friend, Grid wanted to be with Khan forever. This wish raised Grid’s concentration to a higher level. A stage of self-transcendence. Now Grid forgot even himself. He couldn’t distinguish himself from the hammer and as a result, Belial’s Horn became further tempered.


  [You are extremely concentrated and the Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath skill has been activated.]


  [You are extremely concentrated and the Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience skill has been activated.]


  [You are extremely concentrated and the Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath skill has been activated.]


  [You are extremely concentrated and the Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience skill has been activated.]


  [You are extremely con...]


  ...


  ...


  Ttaaang!


  Every time he hit it with the hammer, Belial’s Horn would flash red and black. The material to make the strongest weapon in existence gradually took the shape of a blade.


  “...It’s finally over.”


  After a long time, the result came out. It was beyond Grid’s expectations.


  [Blade Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires]


  Rating: Myth


  Durability: 1,660/1,660    Attack Power: 3,500


  * 20% increase in physical attack power. 


  * 20% increase in magic attack power. 


  * 30% bonus fire attribute damage. 


  * 30% bonus dark attribute damage. 


  * Deals an additional 50% damage to sacred beings.


  * There is a certain probability of flames (large) being released when attacking.


  * There is a low probability of illusions being released when attacking.


  ★ There is a certain probability of a black flames explosion when attacking. 


  * The skill ‘Enlightenment’ is created.


  * The skill ‘Ecstasy of Desire’ is created. 


  It is a blade that will become a myth beyond a legend. The owner of this blade will leave countless achievements and will be the protagonists of hymns that future generations will sing. 


  Of course, this is a story for when the blade is attached to a handle. It isn’t possible to use the blade with no handle.


  The blacksmith Grid has surpassed the skills of a god and has shared his enlightenment and aspirations with others.


  The blinking flames on this silvery blade show an artistry that is rare even in dragon lairs.


  The hidden function of ‘black flames’ has been implemented because the features of Belial’s Horn have been drawn out to the extremes.


  The explosion of black flames will ignore all fire resistance and dark resistance of the target and will ruin the area.


  Conditions of Use: Under the premise that a handle is attached, the three highest ranked use of each class in which a sword can be equipped.


  Weight: 1,999


  [Enlightenment Lv. 1]


  A persistent passive.


  Increases character experience and skill experience acquisition by 10%, and accuracy and evasion by 20%.


  * Skills attached to myth rated items can be upgraded.


  [Ecstasy of Desire Lv. 1]


  A conditionally triggered passive.


  When fighting an enemy with a higher level than yourself, there is a very low probability of entering a ‘selfless’ state if your health drops below a certain point.


  Your attack power will increase by three times and your evasion by 99% for 20 seconds.


  However, defense will fall to 0.


  * Skills attached to myth rated items can be upgraded.


  “Uh... Um...”


  Of the options that were possible when making a weapon out of Belial’s Horn, Grid had uncovered eight. But now he saw nine things in total. And all nine of them were attached to his weapon.


  “...This is really amazing.”


  The flames (large) that had a certain chance of being emitted was a secondary effect that applied 5,000 fixed damage. Of course, damage wasn’t fully applied to targets with fire resistance, but this wasn’t a disadvantage. Grid always wanted the fire release option. Yet there were eight options as well as the fire release one. No, nine options were allocated.


  Grid had especially high anticipation for the hidden attribute of black flames.


  ‘A unique property that ignores fire and dark resistance...’


  The explosion was also likely to be a splash attack. Maybe it would be similar to the 5,000 damage of the flames (large). No, it would show great destructive power even if it dealt only half of that damage.


  ‘Next.’


  It might not be comparable to Kraugel’s Super Sensitivity, but the Enlightenment effect would be very helpful in battle. Starting with the durability and attack power, all the options were perfect. There was only one problem.


  ‘Ecstasy of Desire...’


  It was a skill that reminded of the legendary weapon Sword of Self-transcendence produced during his beginner days. Strictly speaking, it could be called a higher state than self-transcendence. Perfect State of Self-Transcendence was a skill that caused the user to lose their ego in exchange for doubling all stats. They would also be defenseless for two seconds after the duration ended.


  ‘Certainly... It is a hundred times better than the Perfect State of Self-Transcendence skill. It’s much more powerful to have my attack power triple than my stats doubling.’


  Furthermore, his evasion increased to 99%. It meant he could avoid 99 out of 100 attacks. It was almost a cheat key. But as mentioned before, there was a problem. It was also a deadly one. 


  ‘Defense will become zero...’ 


  Didn’t it mean a 1% chance of being hit? Grid had a 99% evasion rate, so from an ordinary person’s point of view, having zero defense wasn’t something to worry about. But who was Grid? He was an unlucky person. The probability of 1% was too annoying.


  ‘Ah, damn... I feel like this is a troll skill...’


  No, he shouldn’t jump to conclusions. Grid shook his head and pulled out the Sword Ghost with the Pulling Device attached to it. Then he tied the Enlightenment Blade to the other end of the silver thread.


  “...”


  The blacksmiths were still unable to grasp the identity of the pulling device and showed great interest. They were excited to finally find out the use of the box. Then...


  Ttalkak.


  Grid pressed a button. Then.


  Chwarururuk!


  Clink!


  The Enlightenment Blade flew and was automatically fitted to the Sword Ghost. Grid’s intention was revealed. There was a reason why Grid tried the Sword Ghost as a handle. The reason...


  [Sword Ghost (Small Piece) and the Blade Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires have been combined. The item information will be updated.]


  [Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires]


  Rating: Myth


  ...


  ...


  * For every attack that hits the same target, 10% attack power will accumulate (up to 100%).


  A sword that will become a myth beyond a legend.


  The owner of this sword will leave countless achievements and will be the protagonists of hymns that future generations will sing. 


  ...


  ...


  ...


  The Sword Ghost was a sword designed to exert the best power in combat. Compared to other weapons, it was very comfortable to handle and had the option of exerting extreme attack power. It was easy to use and strong. Grid was obsessed with the Sword Ghost because he wanted to add the strength of the Sword Ghost to his new blade. This was the result.


  Clack!


  Chwaruruk!


  Clink!


  Once he clicked the button again, the blade separated from the handle. It flew through the air, was grabbed by a God Hand and inserted into Grid’s waist belt. This item swap was at the speed of light.


  “...Huh.”


  The blacksmiths couldn’t close their mouths after grasping Grid’s intent.


  [You have failed to enhance the +0 Blade Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires.]


  [You have failed to enhance the +0 Blade Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires.]


  [You have failed to enhance the +0 Blade Born from Enlightenment and Strong...]


  “...”


  Grid shed tears. He tasted the pain of his heart breaking despite hearing from Jishuka that myth rated weapons were difficult to enhance.


  “XX.”


  Grid forgot his dignity and cursed before leaving the smithy. He intended to relieve his stress and test the power of the weapon by hitting the scarecrows in the training ground.


  After a moment.


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  “Pounding Mortar?”


  Reinhardt shook. It was like the shock that occurred when Piaro and Kraugel competed in Reidan.




  Chapter 670


  “The Overgeared King!”


  The training grounds. Asmophel was training the soldiers when he found Grid and ran over. He was interested in the blade hanging from Grid’s waist.


  "Isn’t that a peculiar shaped weapon?”


  It was a blade without a handle. He wondered if it could even be called a weapon?


  “Is the production process unfinished? Ah!”


  Asmophel’s eyes widened in the middle of his question. It was because the blade hanging at Grid’s waist suddenly heated up like lava and threw out flames. It blossomed like a flower and disappeared, looking beautiful and mysterious. Grid smiled warmly.


  “Isn’t it cool? Asmophel, this is a blade made of Belial’s Horn, just like your weapon. This is the also the finished product.”


  A long explanation wasn’t necessary.


  Tadak!


  Grid pulled out the Sword Ghost and pressed a button on the Pulling Device.


  Hwiririk!


  Clink!


  The blade was drawn by the silver thread towards the Sword Ghost and became attached.


  “Huh... That’s why there is a deep groove in the blade.”


  "Yes, it can attach to the blade of the small piece like a sheath.”


  “Great. You can use it during battle and deal an unexpected blow to the enemy.”


  “Um, well... I can use it for that purpose.”


  Grid crossed the training ground while talking to Asmophel. His dignity grabbed the attention of the soldiers. Thousands of soldiers forgot about training as they watched Grid. There were also players present.  


  There was Soldier, who was active on Cork Island with Peak Sword, as well as players who had the ‘soldier’ class. Why did they enlist in the Overgeared Kingdom’s army instead of the Saharan Empire? It wasn’t because of Grid or the expectations that the future of the Overgeared Kingdom would be brighter than the empire. They only wanted the mass produced Grid set.


  That’s right. They aimed to carry out quests they could receive from the Overgeared army and built up items based on it. It was an incomplete force that had the ability to leave the Overgeared Kingdom at any time after achieving their goals.


  ‘If it wasn’t for the mass produced Grid set...’


  'I would’ve enlisted with the empire or Ares.’


  'From the standpoint of a soldier, the empire and Ares are much more advantageous than Grid.’


  They would gain the mass produced Grid set and then leave. In order to obtain the set, they had to contribute to the development of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  “Huh? What’s he trying to do?”


  The players looked at the Overgeared Kingdom as a stage to ‘step through.’ Unlike the NPC soldiers, they looked at Grid without any inspiration. Grid was standing in front of a scarecrow on one side of the training ground.


  Someone laughed. "Is he going to show off his sword dance in front of the soldiers in order to increase the morale of the army?”


  “Pfft...”


  Grid’s strength was known by all. It was the same with the player soldiers. But the player soldiers remembered the battle in the Belto Kingdom not long ago. Grid was defeated by Kraugel in the National Competition and pushed back by Agnus in the Belto Kingdom, so they recognized him as the ‘number two.’ They thought it was funny that Grid was posturing in front of his soldiers.


  ‘Well, the NPC soldiers are frogs in a well who don’t know the identities of Kraugel and Agnus. They will praise him if Grid shows off his sword dance.’


  ‘Grid will enjoy the soldiers making a big fuss over him.’


  The player soldiers weren’t disregarding Grid right now. They were jealous of Grid who was beyond them. However, these people didn’t want to admit that they were jealous of Grid. They tried to find a small flaw in Grid in order to criticize him.


  “Um.”


  On the other hand, Grid didn’t even see the player soldiers. He knew exactly why they joined the Overgeared Kingdom’s army. He thought they were just passing by and treated then as a folding screen. In addition, the reason why Grid came to the training ground was to test the power of his weapon, not for the soldiers.


  “I will start the test.”


  Hwaruruk!


  Sparks flew from the sword in Grid’s hand. He struck a training scarecrow that had a fixed defense and resistance of 0. However, the power and effect was beyond the category of a basic attack.


  Peeeeeong!


  “....!!”


  After making the myth rated item, all stats had risen by 10 and Grid’s total strength was 3,120. At the third awakening, the strength stat gave an extra 0.4 attack power per one point. Thus, 3,120 strength guaranteed 1,248 damage. There was the 20% increased physical attack power, 30% additional fire damage and the 30% additional dark damage. Once the sum of the Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires was added together, his attack power was 6,300. It was a total of 7,548 attack power for those who had no fire resistance and dark resistance, plus the effects of Pagma’s Swordsmanship Lv. 4 and Weapons Mastery Lv. 5. The deactivated Pagma’s Swordsmanship Lv. 4 increased attack power by 34% and Intermediate Weapons Mastery Lv. 5 increased attack power by 17%.


  [You have dealt 11,397 damage to the target.]


  Grid’s basic attack dealt more than 10,000 damage to the scarecrow.


  Kung!


  “...!!!”


  The scarecrow fell down, proof that it suffered more than 10,000 damage, before jumping up again. The soldiers’ mouths dropped open as Grid attacked the scarecrow a second, third and fourth time.


  Jjang! Jjejeong! Jjejejeok!


  [You have dealt 12,537 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 13,791 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 15,170 damage to the target.]


  The effect of Sword Ghost increased attack power once it attacked the same target. Thus, the scarecrow started to suffer more damage.


  “...Eh?”


  The players doubted their eyes. Grid didn’t seem to be using a skill. This made it hard to understand why the scarecrow fell every time it was hit.


  ‘Surely he isn’t doing more than 10,000 damage with a basic attack?’


  ‘This is impossible...’


  The soldiers kept refusing to believe it.


  Jeeeong!


  [Critical!]


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been activated, adding 30% critical damage!]


  A critical was applied to Grid’s basic attack. The important point here was that like the Death in One Shot! title, Pagma’s Swordsmanship also increased critical damage. Pagma’s Swordsmanship Lv. 4 increased critical damage by 20%. While a player’s base critical damage was 200%, Grid’s critical damage was more than 250%. It was a number that would shame assassins.


  [You have dealt 41,718 damage to the target!]


  Kwajak!


  "...This isn’t a basic attack?”


  The scarecrows had the option of ‘stabilizing when under 50,000 damage.’ The players started turning pale. Grid hit the scarecrow again.


  [The +8 Holy Light Gloves’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be generated!]


  [You have dealt 91,780 damage to the target!]


  Every time he hit the same target, the option of Sword Ghost increased the default damage. At the same time, 5 Joint Attacks was activated, turning the scarecrow into ashes.


  Kuwaaang!


  [The option effect of the Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has added 5,000 fire damage!]


  The fire option was activated, causing the flames to burn the ash scattering in the air without any traces left behind.


  "...He is continuously using a skill. Right?”


  “Of course it’s a skill. How can he smash a scarecrow with basic attacks?”


  The player soldiers never imagined that Grid was hitting the scarecrow with basic attacks. The misunderstanding that Grid could use ‘skills without any delay’ arose and they felt admiration. At that moment. 


  [You have dealt 11,397 damage to the target...]


  [You have dealt 12,537...]


  [You have dealt 13,791...]


  ...


  ...


  ...


  [You have dealt 22,794 damage to the target!]


  A notification window popped up in Grid’s vision once he hit the new scarecrow 10 consecutive times and instantly raised his power by 100%.


  [The option effect ‘Black Flames’ has activated from the Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires!]


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  One side of the training grounds. A total of 5,000 scarecrows used for the soldiers’ training were destroyed. In the center of the burning scarecrows, Grid held a sword that was emitting black flames!


  [Splash damage equal to 300% of your attack power will hit every target within 10 meters.]


  [Critical!]


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been...]


  [The +8 Holy Light Gloves’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be...]


  [You have dealt 854,775 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 854,775 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 854,775 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 854,775...]


  ...


  ...


  ...


  Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa! Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  An explosion that occurred 360 degrees around Grid. Hundreds of scarecrows were erased from the world without a trace.


  “...”


  "...It seems that Lauel will be angry.”


  The overwhelming destructive power that swept away the training ground. Asmophel wiped off the sweat that occurred due to the explosion and muttered. The soldiers and players were unable to bear the destructive power and fell down. Now they were struck dumb.


  “...Awesome.”


  Grid shed tears of joy. He didn’t even use the buff skills such as Blackening or Blacksmith's Rage, yet he destroyed an area of 10 meters.


  On this day.


  Title: To those who say that the Overgeared King is no better than Agnus.


  Contents: Hello. I am Soldier J of the Overgeared Kingdom’s army. Today, I want to tell you the truth. You might not imagine it, but Lord Grid was going easy when he faced Agnus. In fact, King Grid has a burning sword... This sword can burn Agnus, the death knights, liches, and everything else... But King Grid didn’t use it because it’s too much ㅡㅡ;;;;


  For reference, I will be in the Overgeared Kingdom’s army forever.


  A ridiculous rumor started to spread around the Satisfy communities. Absolutely zero credence was placed in the contents. People thought that the Overgeared Kingdom was manipulating public opinion to protect Grid’s reputation. Well, the truth would be revealed someday.


  Later.


  “Salute!”


  “Hooray King Grid!”


  “...?”


  The eyes of the player soldiers were as motivated as the NPC soldiers. The enthusiastic Overgeared army was quickly becoming stronger.




  Chapter 671


   "...58 gold each.”


  The ‘training scarecrows’ that could be purchased and installed from the ‘Facilities’ menu was quite expensive as it was a military equipment that could be used semi-permanently. But according to the report, 219 scarecrows disappeared without a trace. Why? They were smashed by none other than Grid.


  ‘Why did he destroy the sinless and expensive scarecrows? ...Wait, didn’t Grid say he would make a sword out of Belial’s Horn?’


  Shake shake.


  Lauel shook as he started worrying about Grid.


  'Surely he didn’t fail to make an item?’


  How stressed would Grid have to be to destroy national facilities?


  ‘He would be upset if the weapon made of Belial’s Horn has an unsatisfying finish.’


  It was right after Grid met the powerhouse called Agnus. He would already be on edge so how much pain would Grid have suffered failing to produce a weapon?


  ‘This... I have to comfort him.’


  As a friend and colleague, Lauel was worried about Grid and rose from his seat. He ignored the stacks of paper piled up like a mountain and tried to send a whisper to Grid.


  "Hi, hisashiburi.” (Long time no see in Japanese)


  At that moment, the door opened without permission and Pope Damian entered. He had the beaming expression that was his ‘I’m dating Isabel’ face.


  "Why has Your Holiness come to see me? Aren’t you busy preparing for the Vatican’s festival?"


  Lauel liked Damian a lot. It was because there was good communication between them.


  “Yare yare... Is Lauel, the brain of Overgeared, busy? I came to see if the Rebecca temples are operating well.”


  As the pope, Damian built a total of three Rebecca temples in Reinhardt. There were 50 priests and 100 paladins in each one. But as the saying went, priests were precious. Since it was virtually impossible to deploy a large number of NPC priests, Damian gave quests to the player priests and led them to stay in the Overgeared Kingdom. As a result, a large number of priests were stationed in each temple. But were they working for the kingdom properly? Damian was honestly sorry.


  "Not long ago, I saw that Grid was lacking priests when fighting Immortal. Did the Saharan Empire tempt away all the priests?”


  Lauel smiled at the worried Damian.


  “No. The priests are still staying in the Overgeared Kingdom. The reason Grid didn’t bring priests with him was because he felt he had a lot of room. He hadn’t expected Agnus’ emergence."


  "Is that so? I was worried about the recent rumor that the empire is trying to access our priests in the Overgeared Kingdom. Fortunately, it was just a rumor.”


  “...”


  It wasn’t nonsense. The Saharan Empire was trying to intimidate the Overgeared Kingdom and were jockeying to take the Rebecca priests.


  ‘Thanks to this, Faker is really busy.’


  The shadow behind the Overgeared Kingdom. Faker was always watching the Rebecca priests. He blocked the empire’s spies before they could contact the priests. Lauel felt sorry for Faker, who didn’t have time to do his individual work. But Faker had good news recently.


  "My level is going up quickly while hunting the enemy spies. It’s better than monster hunting.”


  It wasn’t false. Faker’s level was rising faster than the Overgeared members at the hunting grounds. The Saharan Empire was helping Faker.


  'Furthermore, Kasim seems interested in Faker.’


  Kasim was King of the Shadows and a disciple of Lantier. He was a named NPc on the same rank as Piaro and Asmophel. It was extremely good news that he was interested in Faker. Maybe Faker would receive a hidden quest and learn Lantier’s skills.


  ‘...Faker might become strong enough to compete with Grid.’


  Faker rarely made public appearances, unlike the other Overgeared members. The number of times he participated in various events and battles was smaller than the other Overgeared members. It wasn’t because Faker was weak, but because he acted secretly. Faker had as much talent as Jishuka, as much passion as Regas, and as much reasoning ability as Pon. HIs potential for development was unlimited.


  ‘Due to the nature of his class, there’s little time for personal activities.’


  If he grew while hunting enemy spies and received Lantier’s teachings...


  “...Sir? Lauel?”


  “Ah, I’m sorry.”


  Lauel was locked in thought and became startled at Damian’s voice. Damian felt sorry for Lauel.


  “Aren’t you doing most work alone these days? Then your hair loss will become worse. Shouldn’t you obtain more manpower?”


  "Haha, it’s okay. Since then, I have greatly increased the number of people involved in administrative affairs. I was thinking about something else.”


  As with any other country, the Overgeared Kingdom was zealous in seeking manpower. They often held trials to recruit NPcs and players talented in each field. Furthermore, the growth rate of the NPCs taught by Sage Sticks was so high that the workforce of the Overgeared Kingdom was rapidly increasing. Lauel’s workload had declined from what it was a few months ago. However, he still had a murderous schedule.


  "Then I'm glad... By the way, where were you planning to go?”


  "Ah, I was going to see Grid. His Majesty seems to be in pain after failing to make an item.”


  “W-What? Grid failed to make an item?”


  Damian had an expression like he lost his country.


  “Unbelievable! The legendary blacksmith Grid failed to make an item!”


  “...”


  Grid was the person who saved Isabel with just his blacksmithing techniques. Damian’s experience with Grid’s blacksmithing techniques was thousands, tens of thousands of times greater than anyone else. But Grid had failed to make an item. The impact that Damian received was very large. Vantner, who was passing by in the hallway, heard his scream and rushed in.


  "What? Grid failed in making an item?!”


  Vantner’s voice was as loud as a train horn. He was like Orator Huroi as he easily attracted people’s attention.


  “Is it true that God Grid failed to make an item?”


  “Grid made a normal weapon?”


  "No, he actually failed in making an item! The materials were destroyed!”


  “Crazy...! Has the level of Grid’s blacksmithing skill fallen?”


  "Will Grid be deprived of his legendary blacksmith status?”


  The rumors became exaggerated! Rumors spread that Grid would be deprived of his qualification as a legendary blacksmith and plunged the Overgeared Guild into chaos.


  “Is it a penalty from when he was forced to assimilate in the fight against Agnus?”


  “Now Grid is a legendary magician instead of a legendary blacksmith?”


  “Unbelievable... The Overgeared King isn’t a blacksmith but a magician... Then is he no longer the Overgeared King?”


  "Do we have to change his name to the Magic King...?”


  "How big is Grid’s heartache...?!!!”


  This misunderstood Overgeared members started searching all over Reinhardt. It was to find Grid who was hiding alone somewhere. Damian was with them. Then.


  “I found him!”


  An Overgeared member was able to find Grid at the training ground. Grid had just destroyed hundreds of scarecrows and was afraid of Lauel’s nagging.


  "Look at that dead expression!”


  "The rumors were true...


  "G-Grid, are you okay?”


  “...?”


  What was with all the fuss? Grid wondered about the violently worried Overgeared members. Then Damian ran up to Grid.


  “Grid! Don’t be saddened by the fact that you failed to make an item!”


  “...?”


  "There are also times when monkeys fall from trees! No matter how skilled Grid is, you can’t always be good! Isn’t it just today? Even if you failed to make an item, you can make the next item well!”


  “...What are you saying?”


  Grid didn’t understand why people were saying that he failed to make an item. Damian looked at the frowning Grid and hit his chest.


  “Hit me!”


  "...??"


  "Didn’t you fight me in the National Competition? I am very sturdy! I won’t die! Hit me until your broken heart is soothed! Relieve your stress!”


  The tankers of the Overgeared Guild, Toban and Vantner also stepped forward.


  "Hit us! Do it heartily!”


  "Release the stress that must’ve accumulated since your fight with Agnus! Now come!”


  “...Ohu.”


  Grid still wanted to experiment with the damage. He wanted to enjoy the power of the sword that broke all the scarecrows so easily. Then the punching bag... No, Grid happily complied with his friends.


  "Okay, apply for a duel. Your experience won’t drop even if you die.”


  “What is death?”


  "We are tankers.”


  “No Grid. Did you forget how strong I was at the National Competition? I am several times more durable than I was at that time. Just freely vent. I can endure it.”


  “You won’t regret it?”


  Grid smiled and wielded the Enlightenment Sword that was attached to the Sword Ghost. The target was Damian. At that moment.


  Puaaaaaaaah!


  Black flames exploded from the sword that collided with Damian...


  "T-Time! Stop!”


  Damian hurriedly shouted after checking the damage. He suggested.


  “I-I will apply for a duel...!”


  “What if I don’t want to?”


  Grid already had a taste. Grid was excited by the ‘additional 50% damage to sacred beings’ that boasted power beyond imagination.


  "Owaaaaack! Yamete! Yamete kudasai!” (Stop! Please stop!)


  Damian ran away from Grid, whose eyes were shining brightly like lanterns. He didn’t have any confidence despite using his defensive buffs.


  “...”


  "...Did he make that sword just now?”


  Vantner and Toban already shrank back. The day that praise for Grid spread around Satisfy’s communities, the Overgeared members admired the power of Grid’s weapon. It was the beginning of the full-scaled overgeared myth.




  Chapter 672


  “Irene!!”


  “King Grid!”


  "Hahahaha!”


  “Hohohoho!”


  “...”


  An attack power of one billion, Meteor that could be instantly activated with no conditions, etc. It wasn’t a dream item, but Grid succeeded in making the best item. He succeeded in this achievement three years after starting Satisfy. The joy that Grid felt was so big that it was difficult to gauge. It was natural that he would rejoice after reuniting with Irene.


  “You’ve become even more beautiful since last I saw you!”


  Grid smiled widely as he stroked Irene’s soft hair.  Grid’s hand moved and revealed Irene’s pretty little forehead. It was a very lovely forehead so Grid kissed it. He didn’t care about the knights and maids watching. Irene’s milky white skin turned red as she blushed.


  “I’m happy. I missed your kind kisses.”


  In fact, recently Irene had been very worried. Yura, Jishuka, Euphemina, Laella, etc. Grid always had beauties around him. But recently, the woman called Sua appeared and Irene realized that Grid couldn’t resist his desires and would have several concubines. Grid had the right as the king. But unlike Irene’s concerns, Grid didn’t take any concubines.


  Of course, Irene knew. The reason Grid didn’t have concubines wasn’t because he only loved her, but because he was so busy.


  'Someday, he will have concubines.’


  Irene felt pained. She was sad to think that Grid’s warm touch and breath would be shared with other women. But she didn’t intend to monopolize Grid. She knew she couldn’t monopolize him. A noble should have many children. For the future of the kingdom, Grid needed to have many offspring.


  ‘Furthermore.’


  Grid was blessed by the gods. He was a presence who surpassed the flow of time. It had been five years since her marriage to Grid. Irene  was in her mid-twenties, while Grid looked the same. Now they looked like the right age, but it would be different after 10 years.


  ‘I don’t belong with him.’


  The people who matched with Grid were Yura and Jishuka. Irene’s eyes became red as she was reminded of the painful reality.


  “Irene?”


  Grid was surprised when the happily smiling Irene suddenly became tearful. He worried that he had made a mistake. Irene was deeply embarrassed.


  “I’m too happy. I’m very glad to spend this time with Your Majesty.”


  “...”


  Grid was a person with no sense of others. He didn’t know that Yura and Jishuka harbored a crush on him. But he wasn’t a fool. Irene was a woman he shared his life and heart with. Grid got a glimpse of what she was thinking right now.


  ‘Irene... Khan... Lord...’


  A finite life was a natural part of life. Satisfy’s time flowed differently from reality. Grid became depressed at the thought of some of his precious people disappearing someday. But Grid didn’t express it. He wanted Irene to be happy without feeling any sadness. He could be happy thanks to her, so he wanted to repay it with her own happiness.


  “Irene!”


  “Your Majesty... Hup...um.”


  “...Hup.”


  The knights and maidens guarding by the side of Grid and Irene blushed and turned their gazes to the wall. Grid’s lips covered Irene’s small lips in a deep kiss. The two people shared a hot kiss, as if they were the only ones who existed in the world.


  [Overgeared King Grid and Queen Irene’s love has set an example for the people.]


  [The marriage and birth rates in the Overgeared Kingdom have increased by 20%.]


  [The population growth rate of the Overgeared Kingdom has increased.]


  “Huh? Isn’t this a jackpot?”


  Lauel was delighted back in his office.


  "...Shit.”


  The bald Vantner was in tears.  He felt sorrow at being solo since his mother’s womb and Pon laughed at him.


  *** 


  “Amazing...”


  Piaro felt admiration when he saw the traces of the battle in the training ground. His shock was greater since he personally trained Damian in the fields.


  “Temporary farmer two... No, His Majesty has become strong enough to drive back His Holiness?”


  Asmophel nodded at Piaro’s question.


  "That's right. He will become stronger than I am in the next two to three years.”


  “Haha...”


  Asmophel was a person who didn’t exaggerate. Then his words must be true. Piaro recalled the first time he met Grid. A dull child who couldn’t properly handle his own abilities.


  "But now he’s overwhelming a genius.”


  This was the power of effort and the flow of time. A dark smile formed on Piaro’s wrinkled face. Grid and Kraugel. He was proud and grateful that opening of the era of the new generation was coming closer. He thought that even the Saharan Empire pressuring the Overgeared Kingdom right now, wouldn’t last forever.


  ‘There’s a problem.’


  That person called Baal’s Contractor. A sinister figure also appeared at the opening of the new era. He would surely interfere with Grid along the way, making Piaro feel uneasy. 


  '...My role is to punish him.’


  Agnus’ presence was so great that Piaro made an earnest vow.


  *** 


  Valhalla. It was a kingdom founded by God of War Ares and the interest in it was very hot. Numerous players hoped to move to Valhalla and join Ares’ army. Just like the Overgeared Kingdom had the power of items, Valhalla had the chance to grow in a systematic organization called the army.


  Players had a larger choice of kingdoms to choose from and the population of the Saharan Empire decreased accordingly. It wasn’t at a catastrophic level, but the empire would receive definite losses in the long run. It was a very unpleasant phenomenon from the perspective of the imperial royal family.


  "The Overgeared Kingdom hasn’t self-destructed yet?”


  The leaders of the Saharan Empire gathered in Titan, the capital. Most of them insisted that the new kingdoms of Overgeared and Valhalla should be punished and immediately destroyed. But it wasn’t easy. The empire had been pursuing a policy of eradicating immigrants for decades and was in constant conflict.


  The soldiers and people were tired. The empire of today had no room to invade both Overgeared and Valhalla. That’s why they wanted the Overgeared Kingdom to destroy itself. They demanded a high tribute from the Overgeared Kingdom, forcing the kingdom to naturally walk down the path of defeat. However, the Overgeared Kingdom was surprisingly resilient.


  “It’s really strange. How can they continue to produce battle gear and feed the people when there is no money?”


  "Are they cheating us with the taxes and holding back some money?”


  "No. We are thoroughly monitoring them and it’s impossible.”


  “Then how do you explain the situation now? The situation can’t be explained unless they have infinitely proliferating minerals and food.”


  “Infinitely proliferating minerals and food... That’s a funny joke.”


  “It’s likely that other kingdoms are helping the Overgeared Kingdom. I think it will be good to block all of the Overgeared Kingdom’s diplomacy avenues.”


  "What’s the justification? It would be more comfortable to cause a war.”


  “Valhalla is the problem. Valhalla was only established due to the help of the Overgeared King. The Overgeared Kingdom doesn’t have any allies apart from Valhalla. It will be easy if we isolate the Overgeared Kingdom from Valhalla.”


  "Isn’t it simple if we invade both Overgeared and Valhalla at the same time?”


  "Where can we spare the army? It’s impossible for the empire to make a large-scale military move at this time due to the immigrants.”


  “As the war continues, the tribes are experiencing a famine. It’s impossible to receive aid from their tributaries for war money and they will have to squeeze the blood of their own people, causing an internal problem. They can’t cause a war for the next few years.”


  "The ambassador coming to the great Saharan Empire to discuss poverty... This is due to the persistence of those scum.”


  "First of all, the immigrants need to be eliminated. Then Overgeared and Valhalla are next.”


  This confusion was caused by the Overgeared Kingdom still surviving despite being supposed to perish within a few months. Why wasn’t the Overgeared Kingdom suffering from a famine? It was difficult for the empire to understand.


  *** 


  "This quarter also has a good harvest. Congratulations, Your Majesty.”


  “This is all thanks to Piaro.”


  The agriculture of the Overgeared Kingdom was phenomenal. Spring, summer, autumn, and winter, every season had a good harvest. It was thanks to the legendary farmer Piaro’s passive skill. Piaro’s existence itself was fraudulent.


  "I am lucky that despite having most of my possessions taken away by the empire, neither my people or my soldiers are going hungry.”


  Rabbit shook his head at the relieved Grid.


  "It’s only peaceful on the surface. The state of the Overgeared Kingdom is actually very dangerous. There is no money to invest in different fields and development isn’t happening. In the end, we will die out.”


  "In the end, we have to get away from paying a tribute to the empire?”


  "Of course.”


  Rabbit nodded. But he didn’t offer any good solutions. Valhalla’s presence might’ve prevented the empire’s invasion, but the Overgeared Kingdom couldn’t declare their freedom from the empire. There was no room to stop the empire from coming.


  “Hmmm...”


  The moment Grid was immersed in his thoughts.


  -Overgeared King, what are you doing?


  A whisper came from Valhalla King Ares.


  -What happened?


  They might become enemies one day but right now, Ares was the most dependable ally for Grid. Ares explained after hearing Grid’s question.


  -The empire sent an envoy. They told me to offer a tribute to the empire as a token of loyalty.


  -Indeed, Valhalla as well...


  Grid thought that Ares naturally accepted the demands of the empire. However, Ares was a formidable man like Lauel had said.


  -I told him to get lost.


  -Eh?


  -How can I pledge allegiance to them when they sent Agnus to hinder me? Those damn scum, I’ll pop them like popcorn and drink them like Coke. 


  -...Aren’t you giving the empire a chance to invade?


  -They won’t invade right away. They are afraid of the Overgeared Kingdom. Well, once they handle some of the ethnic tribe immigrants, they will move onto Valhalla.


  -What will you do?


  -Let’s see... Overgeared King, you should take care of me.


  -You want me to send reinforcements?


  -No, it’s enough to send me items.


  -...?


  -I would like to arm my soldiers with your items. Of course, I will purchase them at a fair price and I won’t forget this grace for the rest of my life.


  Ares believed that if the most powerful army was equipped with the strongest items, there would be no need to fear the empire’s invasion. But Grid still found it difficult to trust Ares. He couldn’t rule out the possibility of the overgeared Ares Army becoming enemies. Ares seemed to read his mind and added.


  -As a reference, I really like you. I don’t want to be your enemy. 


  -...Come to think of it, you are an uncle.


  -Huh?


  -No, nothing. I need to discuss this with Lauel.


  Why was he only loved by men? Grid was seriously worried as he told Ares he would think about it. Then he had a consultation with Lauel. Lauel spoke honestly.


  “If Ares made this proposal yesterday, I would’ve refused. But...”


  “But?”


  “It is different from the past. Accept Ares’ demands. Sell items and make money.”


  “Why?”


  "So what if Ares tries to hit you in the back of the head? Use the spark of darkness sealed in the burning blade. Kuk! Kukukuk!”


  “...”


  Lauel declared that Grid’s power was now at a national level.


  “Leave the trade with Valhalla to me and leave now. Please conquer the Behen Archipelago and come back.”




  Chapter 673


   “Umm... The Behen Archipelago.”


  Grid made a reluctant expression and judged that it was too premature. Lauel gave a different opinion, however.


  "Didn’t you say that the guardian of the 61st island is the legendary assassin Lantier?”


  “To be precise, it is Lantier who has become a death knight that has also been armed with Pagma’s items!”


  "He must be strong. But Your Majesty, haven’t you already set up a plan to deal with Lantier? You created an armor that can nullify Lantier’s attack power.”


  Grid had many pieces of armor: ‘Triple Layers,’ the piece of armor that specialized in physical resistance, ‘Lantier’s Cloak’, the ‘Horned Helmet,’ and the ‘Large Gloves.’ Grid nodded.


  "I don’t think you would speak empty flattery... Certainly, I won’t die as quickly as I did before. But what about my weapon?”


  Grid was concerned about his weapon.


  “This time, I made the Enlightenment Sword, a demonic sword—the best tool to use against divine beings, but not the most powerful one against the undead.” 


  Death Knight Lantier was strictly classified as a monster with dark properties. The additional 30% dark damage from the Enlightenment Sword would work as a heal for him. Lantier’s evasion rate was also exceptional, so Grid wondered if he could actually dispose of the named boss monster. 


  “Hrmm... Are you saying you need to make a holy sword first?”


  "That would be good.”


  “It makes sense. It is great to prepare without needing to worry about the death penalty... Then do you have enough material to use for a holy sword?”


  "Mithril is easily available on the market.”


  “Mithril!” shouted Lauel as he suddenly rose from his seat. Grid was surprised by the unexpectedly severe response.


  “W-What? Why are you so excited?”


  "I’m not excited right now! This is a holy sword, a holy sword! Yet you are planning to make it out of mithril?!”


  “...”


  Mithril was powerful against the undead and was classified as an advanced mineral. That was just a perception common to ordinary players, however.


  "Isn’t the demonic sword made of Belial’s Horn? If you’re planning to make a holy sword, shouldn’t its material be on the same level as that of the demonic sword?”


  “...Come to think of it...”


  The Blade Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires was a myth rated weapon. Assuming he was dealing with the undead, the Enlightenment Blade would be more powerful than a legendary mithril weapon.


  “Right. It doesn’t make sense to use ordinary materials for my weapon.”


  “I’m glad you understood my words properly.”


  In the future, all of Grid’s dedicated weapons should aspire to be ‘at least’ the level of the Enlightenment Sword. It was significant.


  Grid realized it.


  ‘...Then where can I find the materials for a holy sword?’


  Even adamantium couldn’t compare to Belial’s Horn. In order to obtain sacred materials on the same grade as Belial’s Horn...


  'Should I kill an angel?’


  For what reason?


  'No, can I even meet an angel?’


  Grid’s head started to become cluttered.


  “Grid?”


  Sage Sticks came to visit. He was called by Lauel.


  "Are you going to the Behen Archipelago?”


  Sticks’ desire was for the Behen Archipelago to be purified. He hoped that the Behen Archipelago would re-establish itself as the Hall of Fame, and was very glad that Grid would challenge the Behen Archipelago again. Grid saw his bright expression and scratched his cheek.


  "No, I think it should be postponed.”


  Grid thought Sticks would understand, as he knew exactly how powerful the guardians for the islands in the 60s were. Sticks reaction wasn’t as expected, however,


  “Why do you want to postpone it?”


  “Why? I’m still weak.”


  “Huh?”


  “...”


  A strange response! Grid was confused.


  "What's with this reaction? Sticks, didn’t you see Lantier’s strength? I wasn’t able to touch him before.”


  “That is an old story. A death knight who loses its owner doesn’t grow. Then what about you? You have all types of new armor and weapons, making you incomparably stronger than before. You can defeat Lantier now.”


  “...”


  Lauel and Sticks. Once the smart people repeatedly spoke about Lantier like he was easy, Grid felt like a fool.


  ‘Maybe I am underestimating myself?’


  That’s right. Grid had grown by leaps and bounds since he had first challenged the Behen Archipelago. His items had been strengthened a few times, and both his character level and skill level had steadily increased. He had even earned legendary titles such as ‘Savior of the World’ and ‘First King.’ However, Grid wasn’t able to think objectively because the shock of Lantier in the past was too great.


  "Even if I can defeat Lantier, the Behen Archipelago doesn’t end at the 61st island. Doesn’t it have 66 islands? I have to fight many legendary death knights in a row. Wouldn’t it be safer to have a holy sword ready?”


  "I see. You think that a holy sword is indispensable because a death knight is evil. But a death knight is an undead before it is evil, making it vulnerable to explosive attacks and the light attribute.”


  An undead’s endurance was weak. Of course, in the case of high-level undead, their defense was also high. But defense and endurance were different concepts, however. While their defense might be high, a strong explosion would be able to separate and weaken the bones.


  "I heard rumors that the sword you made has a strong explosion effect. You can easily defeat the undead with it.”


  “...”


  There was no reason to delay any longer. Grid’s scared mind was freed by Sticks’ words.


  “The conclusion is that the Behen Archipelago is easy?”


  “...No, not that far...”


  “Okay! Okay, let's go! Go! Right away!”


  It was sad when thinking about it. He was the king, but he was forced to go on a business trip.


  ‘I feel like a salaryman, not a king!’


  Grid felt a complete sense of isolation for some reason and asked Lauel before he left,


  “Is it okay if I leave at this time? Won’t it be dangerous if the empire strikes?”


  Grid knew that the empire was in a situation that made it difficult to move troops. However, the empire had the Red Knights. If Lauel carried out his plan to not offer a tribute to the empire this month, the empire was likely to threaten the Overgeared Kingdom with the Red Knights.  Lauel reassured Grid.


  “I received news that a person who pretended to the descendent of the Undefeated King has appeared in Lubana. Thus, the Red Knights have been dispatched on a large scale. It is one of the reasons why Ares was able to beat the imperial envoy. The empire can’t do anything to us right now.”


  “The Undefeated King...?”


  Grid was dimly aware of Undefeated King Madara. During the time of the 2nd National Competition, the commentators mentioned it while talking about Bubat’s Undefeated King’s Battle Gear Set.


  "The king of Lubana, who never defeated the empire...”


  Perhaps!


  “Is Bubat the descendant of the Undefeated King?”


  Bubat was someone whose status conditions ‘always’ applied. He couldn’t be ignored if he had the power of the Undefeated King. Lauel shook his head at the wary Grid.


  “His identity is unknown. In addition, we aren't in a place to worry about them."


  The appearance of the Undefeated King was helping both Overgeared and Valhalla. Their identity was unknown, and while they might be an enemy in the future, they were welcome right now. It was too early to be wary.


  “We just need to do what we have to do.”


  ***


  The Behen Archipelago was the Hall of Fame that honoured the achievements of past legends and handed down legacies to the current legends. It could be considered an important base in the human world (middle world). Thus, it became the target of great demons.


  The great demons, wary of the legends who could threaten them despite their status as trivial humans, invaded the Behen Archipelago to conquer it. Out of all this, Pagma came out, gaining a transcendent power through a contract with the 1st great demon, Baal. He transformed the Behen Archipelago and intercepted the great demons, consequently defeating them.


  But the Behen Archipelago wasn’t able to function properly in the aftermath. The Behen Archipelago was no longer the Hall of Fame, nor was it a place of succession after it was converted by Pagma. It became an impregnable fortress that existed only to hurt intruders. Sticks saw this as ‘contaminated.’


  "I can’t deny Pagma’s feat. If it weren’t for Pagma, the middle world would’ve be a playground for demons right now, and neither of us would’ve existed. I respect Pagma and am grateful to him.


  But.


  “Pagma’s choice resulted in the weakening of the middle world. The Behen Archipelago lost its function, and the memories of the feats and visions of the past legends were forgotten. The legends weren’t able to exert their full strength, except for those who pioneered a new legend on their own like Piaro. They are another matter.”


  “‘People’? There is someone else who became a new legend besides Piaro?”


  "I can’t rule out the possibility. Somewhere else, a new human or elf might’ve become a legend in their field. Of course, it is very unlikely, but it’s still possible.”


  “...Indeed.”


  Satisfy was wide. Sticks only spoke about humans and elves, but there might be legends among other species such as dwarves or orcs.


  ‘No, a new legend is bound to emerge.’


  It wouldn’t just be the existing legends. The damn S.A Group would raise the difficulty level of the game and it was unknown what type of work they were doing. Sticks placed a hand on Grid’s shoulder.


  “Let’s depart.”


  Sticks had very big hopes for Grid. Grid was Pagma's Descendant so it seemed like his destiny was to cleanse the Behen Archipelago.


  "Restore the Hall of Fame and become a legendary hero.”


  ‘Legendary hero...’


  It was like saying to be a hero of heroes.


  ‘It is similar to being a celebrity of celebrities?’


  The moment Grid shook.


  Paaaat!


  His field of view blinked black. It was the Mass Teleport of Sticks after the coordinates of the Behen Archipelago were inputted.




  Chapter 674


  Corpse storage: an inventory exclusive to necromancers that could permanently store a total of 5 NPCs or monsters. AS such, necromancers had a habit of storing the body of a named NPC or raid boss monster that they had previously acquired in a quest or event.


  They did this in order to gather excellent corpses and to use the best corpse among them as the material of a death knight. In other words, the corpse storage was for concepts such as a death knight ‘candidate’ collection. Agnus had one body in the corpse storage.


  [Lantier’s Remains]


  Rating: Legendary


  The remains of the 15th Lantier, who was revered as a legendary assassin.


  "...I’d like to try this guy out, but it’s just too hard to raise the dominance stat.”


  Agnus sought out the Behen Archipelago in order to find Pagma’s legacy, which belonged to Baal’s former contractor.


  He had fought two days and nights against Lantier on the 61st island. Both his death knights and liches lost experience several times, and he even had to invoke the passives of the liches. In short, it was a tough battle, in which he struggled with stamina control. Agnus got a thrill just from remembering it. He was solely focused on the battle!


  ‘A level 400 death knight using a legendary body...’


  Moreover, Lantier was an assassin. His agility seemed made him seem like a living being, as compared to Agnus’ death knights. Agnus was convinced that Lantier would be comparable to Lich Mumud.


  ‘Once I raise my level and gain the required amount of dominance, I can use Lantier as if he were my very own arms and legs.’


  He would rechallenge the 62nd island, which he had failed.


  “...I will obtain all of the legendary death knights remaining on the islands.”


  Agnus realized it now. The fact that the legendary death knights on the Behen Archipelago were Pagma’s legacy and that they were armed with his items.


  ‘More.’


  More and more strength.


  ‘I will crush and break everything.’


  There was no entertainment as good as slaughter and destruction. Now he could understand the feelings of the trash who used to plague him to death...


  “Kuk!”


  Agnus stumbled while lost in thought and shook his head. He felt a terrible headache when he realized his own mind had become distorted enough to understand the trash that destroyed his life and killed his beloved. It was a type of self-defense mechanism.


  “Hah... Hah... Kik, kikik.”


  Agnus licked his sweat with his tongue and barely managed to laugh. He tried to ignore the past and the meaningless reality before shouting,


  “Veradin! Veradin!”


  "Did you call?"


  The palace where Empress Marie and the Rose Knights resided. Agnus didn’t care about Marie as he shouted, and Veradin was quickly summoned. Veradin hastily rushed over and Agnus declared,


  "I am going to the Behen Archipelago right now.”


  “Huh?”


  Veradin was upset. The death knight of the Demon Slayer Alex defended the 62nd island and Agnus couldn’t beat him right now. Veradin couldn’t help but feeling puzzled at the prospect of Agnus going to the Behen Archipelago without any preparations.


  "You will fail if you challenge it again right now. Why are you doing such a pointless...”


  Veradin fell silent in the middle of his question after seeing the tears in Agnus’ bloodshot eyes.


  “You...”


  “I have to fight...! I must forget!”


  “...”


  That’s right. Agnus wanted to forget the memories of the past and reality by concentrating on fighting against those who were strong. It was a very desperate wish. Veradin understood his heart, but was forced to stop it.


  "I would rather you go to Empress Marie and receive a quest. It isn’t the time to head to the Behen Archipelago yet. Right now, it’s pointless to weaken yourself with repeated, meaningless defeats. Not only will this not help you, it will also eventually lead you away from your wish. Now, take a deep breath and regain your composure.”


  “...”


  Veradin was a young man with a beautiful appearance, but his voice was as deep as a cave. There was a charisma in the low voice that gave the listeners intense confidence. Thanks to this, Agnus’ mind gradually calmed down. Veradin noticed it and continued speaking.


  “Don’t be anxious. The Behen Archipelago will stay standing forever until you gain enough strength.”


  The difficulty level of the Behen Archipelago was terrible. Even Kraugel couldn’t clear the Behen Archipelago. Veradin was convinced of this based on his superior brain and Agnus agreed after regaining his composure.


  “Kuk... Kukuk, yes. I will challenge the Behen Archipelago later. I will go to Marie. I hope she has prepared a fun quest this time too.”


  ***


  "Why don’t you tell Grid about Agnus’ past?”


  Faker asked. Faker thought that Grid deserved to know about Agnus, who would continue to be an enemy in the future. But Lauel gave a different opinion. He shared Agnus’ past with all the leaders of Overgeared except Grid. The reason was simple.


  “Grid isn’t heartless.”


  At first glance, he was selfish. But Grid drew a line at inflicting damage to others forever. Basically, it meant he was full of compassion.


  What if he learned about Agnus’ past?


  "Rather than using that past as a weakness, it is more likely that Grid will sympathize. He will feel disturbed when dealing with the psychopath.”


  “...”


  Faker didn’t agree. He knew that Grid’s compassion was limited to ‘his people.’ He had never seen Grid show mercy to an enemy.


  Lauel smiled bitterly.


  "Agnus’ past overlaps with Grid’s past. It means Grid will feel a sense of homogeneity and this might lead to sympathy.”


  Of course, the weight was different. The harassment that Agnus experienced was much greater than the harassment that Grid was subjected to. But it was equally painful. A person’s pain couldn’t be discussed.


  “I just hope they don’t become entangled.”


  Lauel spoke his wish while looking out the window. He was certain that Agnus was a poison to Grid. It was terrible that Agnus had such a past, but Lauel had no intention of defending how twisted he became. Faker watched him quietly in the darkness before asking.


  "Why does Veradin serve Agnus?”


  Veradin had been famous since his rookie days. It was enough to form double pillars with Lauel and people’s evaluation of him was still the best. Faker couldn’t understand why such a person would serve Agnus.  Lauel came up with a shocking interpretation.


  “Veradin isn’t serving Agnus. He’s observing Agnus as an interesting experiment.”


  "...Experiment?”


  "Veradin is a psychologist."


  “...”


  In the end, Agnus was still alone in the world. Lauel thought he was a poor person.


  ***


  [You have entered the 60th island.]


  The Behen Archipelago. Grid appeared at the last save point before the 61st island. By his side was the beautiful elf Sticks, although he was a male.


  "I suddenly thought of something. Will Muller’s death knight be the guardian of the 66th island?”


  The legend that even Braham recognized as the strongest. Grid thought it would be impossible to conquer the Behen Archipelago if he had to face Muller. Sticks reassured him.


  “Pagma can’t make Muller a death knight, even if contracted with Baal. Muller was a noble soul.”


  "...He truly is the best, with no rivals.”


  Did this mean he survived after dying? Then Grid heard a familiar voice.


  “Sticks! Sticks! Sticks!!”


  It was the voice of the little fairy Bini, who guided the challengers of the Behen Archipelago in Sticks’ absence. What was so urgent? This little fellow was making a fuss as he flew around Grid and Sticks.


  “Pant pant.”


  Bini seemed to have something to say but he consumed a lot of his stamina from flying in a hurry. He couldn’t speak for a long time before he was gasping for breath.


  ‘This is why exercise is important.’


  Tonight, he would do 200 push ups and 100 squats and pull-ups before sleeping! Grid started reconsidering the workout plan he had been following for a few years.


  “The 61st island...! The 61st island was cleared!”


  “What?”


  Both Grid and Sticks were surprised. Death Knight Lantier. The monster whose swiftness and stealth reached the extremes was defeated?


  ‘Who?’


  Grid had secured the first legendary class and had been growing continuously since then. At this moment, he fell behind again. The impact on Grid was beyond imagination. He resented his lowly talent that made him fall behind, despite having a legendary class. As Grid was feeling frustrated, the small fairy spoke the name of a completely unexpected person.


  “Agnus...! He said he was called Agnus! He was a completely crazy person!”


  “Agnus?”


  The person who made Grid almost taste defeat in front of the whole world was standing before him again? Grid’s blood became heated. His eyes were burning like when he faced Kraugel at the National Competition.


  “...”


  The usual Grid lost his calmness every time he became heated up, just like any other person. But.


  "What about the 62nd island? Did he also clear the 62nd island?”


  Grid was different from ordinary people. When he thought about someone he recognized as a ‘competitor,’ all the passion gave him a cool head.


  “He didn’t capture the 62nd island. He died from a few gunshots.”


  “Gun? The 62nd island is guarded by the former Demon Slayer?”


  It meant Grid had to fight with Blackening sealed. But he had to take that penalty.


  ‘I have to attack the 66th island. I must break through the 62nd island without Blackening.’


  Agnus had cleared the 61st island despite not yet evolving to a legendary class. Grid had started to peek at the myths beyond the legends so he couldn’t be worse than Agnus.


  “I will go to the 62nd island.”


  Grid said while attaching the Enlightenment Blade onto Sword Ghost.


  “Good luck.”


  Sticks smiled gently and cheered him on. On the other hand, Bini was turning blue.


  "H-H-How can you challenge the 62nd island that the crazy human failed to do? You also didn’t break through the 61st island!”


  "That was a long time ago.”


  Supaak!


  Grid stepped towards the gate that was created in front of him. Bini didn’t know what to do as Grid’s appearance disappeared.


  “S-Sticks. Shouldn’t you say something? That person is going to die again!”


  “No.”


  “...?”


  "He will purify the Behen Archipelago and win the title of Hero King.”


  Sticks said significantly while pulling out a crystal ball. Bini’s eyes widened the moment he found Grid’s appearance.


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  Black flames blew towards Death Knight Alex!




  Chapter 675


  [You have entered the 61st island.]


  [The island is already purified.]


  Immediately after stepping foot through the gate. Grid warped to the 61st island and faced the expected situation.


  ‘Indeed, the bosses of the 60th islands don’t regenerate.’


  It was easy to infer since Bini said that the 61st island had been cleared. In the first place, this was the end content of the Behen Archipelago. For the development of the story, the bosses of the 60th islands had to be finite. If the bosses infinitely regenerated then the story of the Behen Archipelago wouldn’t come to a conclusion.


  ‘This means that the person who eats the islands in the 60’s first...’


  Preemption was important. From Grid’s viewpoint, he missed out on Lantier.


  ‘It’s likely that Agnus obtained Lantier’s cloak and dagger...’


  It would be lucky if he only obtained items. Considering Agnus’ personality, there was the possibility of him securing Death Knight Lantier.


  'No, isn’t that too much of a leap? If he got Death Knight Lantier, wouldn’t he have used in when he fought me in the Belto Kingdom?’


  The landscape that unfolded in front of the deep in thought Grid was very beautiful. A cool breeze blew through the wide meadows and spread dandelion seeds. The horizon beyond the meadows looked like a jewel. It was an unbelievably spectacular sight compared to the desolate wasteland Grid had come to before. 


  Step, step.


  Grid hastened his pace. He didn’t have enough free time to watch the scenery. Someone else would be challenging the Behen Archipelago at this moment. He was nervous at the thought of them possible reaching the 60th islands.


  'The remaining bosses are all mine.’


  Grid’s greed was burning! He moved to the gate of the 62nd island without any hesitation. At the same time.


  [You have entered the 62nd island.]


  Tang! Tang tang!


  The moment the scenery changed. The moment Grid’s darkened vision was restored and he faced the notification windows, four jade light bullets flew towards him. It was the surprise attack of the guardian of the 62nd island, Demon Slayer Alex. In fact, Agnus encountered this surprise attack as soon as he entered the 62nd island and proceeded to fight in adverse circumstances. Most players, not just Agnus, would’ve allowed the surprise attack.


  Alex’s attack speed was 0.25. It meant he could fire four bullets per second, meaning he could attack four times per second. It was impossible for an ordinary player to cope with Alex’s surprise attack, as a gun had the highest accuracy of all weapons.


  But who was Grid? He was the peak of the overgeared people. Grid was different.


  Tatatatang!


  The battle ready Grid had summoned the God Hands and their effect was fraudulent. The God Hands moved around Grid and protected him from Alex’s bullets.


  “You have no manners.”


  Grid accused Alex after calming down his surprised heart and rushing forward.  Alex used guns, so Grid’s top priority was to narrow the distance. It was a textbook judgment. It was too obvious. 


  Clink!


  Death knight. Their reasoning abilities might be lost, but their fighting skills in the past were fully preserved. Alex was skillful. As soon as Grid narrowed the distance, he converted the magic engineering gun into sword form and responded to the attack.


  Chaeeeeeng!


  “...!”


  Grid swung the Enlightenment Blade attached to Sword Ghost. He was surprised while defending against Alex’s counterattack.


  ‘Why is his speed so fast?’


  Grid thought it was a characteristic of the weapon or a skill when Alex fired four shots in a row. But Alex managed to swing his sword four times a second.  It was really a basic attack. There were no precursors to using a buff or skills.


  ‘Human’ players and NPCs had a basic attack speed of 1 (1 per second. Of course, this figure might increase depending on the type of weapon used). Given that the attack rest was estimated to be 0.25, Alex’ agility must be at least 8,000.


  ‘No, it’s impossible.’


  Based on Yura, a Demon Slayer’s core stats were strength and intelligence. She also needed to invest a few points into stamina for survival. The Demon Slayer class didn’t have enough room to invest points in agility.


  ‘Is the lack of agility covered by the gun?’


  Due to the nature of the weapon, guns had a lot of options that would increase the attack speed. However, it was a different story for a sword. It was highly probably that the attack speed option wasn’t available when the magic engineering gun was in sword mode.


  Alex must have a passive or attribute that allowed him to swing a sword four times per minute.


  ‘Like assassins or swordsmen, does a Demon Slayer have a passive that increases their attack speed?’


  For example, an assassin’s attack speed was increased due to the class characteristics as well as a passive skill. On top of that, the assassin steadily increased their agility stat so they had the fastest attack speed among all classes. As a simple example, Faker hit an average of two times per second and occasionally three times.


  ‘Instead, his attack power is weak!’


  Jeeeong!


  It wasn’t just Faker. Most assassins had to cover their lack of damage from their low strength stat with active skills. Once an active skill was used, the assassin’s attack power was extremely high. But Alex?


  Jjejeong!


  Jjeejeeeong!


  Every basic strike that he aimed at Grid was as powerful as an assassin. Alex combined the attack speed of an assassin and the attack power of a swordsman!


  ‘Che!’


  Fortunately, Alex’s attack power wasn’t high enough to stiffen the God Hands. Grid was able to hold on thanks to the God Hands and counterattacked from time to time. But.


  Kuaaaaang!


  Not surprisingly, Alex didn’t just use basic attacks. The moment he aimed four bullets at Grid, the unique jade light of a Demon Slayer also covered Grid in an explosion. It was an explosion that only occurred when Grid grasped the chance for a counterattack.


  ‘His control is good...’


  Grid became irritated as he started accumulating damage with every explosion. He desperately felt how powerful Alex was. It wasn’t clear how strong Alex must’ve been when he was alive.


  Chaeng!


  Chaeeeeeng!


  But there was still hope, as Grid didn’t allow any critical attacks. He had the four God Hands. They blocked most of the four attacks that Alex unleashed in one second. Grid once again felt awe at the God Hands.


  ‘This game is truly about items.’


  An opportunity came in the midst of the crisis. The God Hands were steadily building up experience while blocking Alex’s strikes. Now the experience of the God Hands was at 70%. If he fought for a whole month with Alex, the rating of the God Hands would rise to legendary. But.


  "I will be behind if I wait a month...! Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  Grid ignored Alex’s intermittent explosions and started a sword dance.


  Hwaruruk!


  Flames sparked from the Enlightenment Blade and followed Grid’s movements. It looked like a red dragon’s black tongue.


  “Link!”


  Four basic attacks per second?


  This was the strongest skill that attacked 20 times per second!


  Jjang! Jjeejeeeong!


  Pit!


  Pipipipipit!


  “....!”


  The alert Alex was ready to defend, but it was meaningless. Alex could only defend against Grid’s first four strikes. Then he was hit by a Mjolnir wielded by a God Hand and his body was bombarded by sword strikes. The original Link had the drawback of not having enough attack power to threaten boss monsters.


  [You have dealt 240,555 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 235,900...]


  ...


  ...


  [The option effect of the Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has added 5,000 fire damage!]


  [The option effect of the Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has added 5,000 fire...]


  ...


  ...


  [The option effect ‘Black Flames’ has activated from the Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires!]


  [You have dealt 3,673,800 damage to the target.]


  [The option effect ‘Black Flames’ has activated from the Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires...]


  [You have dealt 4,392,220 damage to the target.]


  [The option effect ‘Black Flames’...]


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 9,215,090 damage to the target.]


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The chance of activating the black flames with every attack was demonstrated when combined with this skill. The black flames that constantly exploded was enough to cover the lacking attack power of Link, making it worthy of the strongest attack skill Pinnacle Kill.


  “...Amazing.”


  When Grid first used Failure, the overwhelming attack power of the Holy Light Gloves combined with Kill was still intact in his mind. The thrill when he used Failure to defeat the field boss was enormous. At this moment, that thrill completely disappeared from Grid’s mind. Grid was able to experience a new level with the Enlightenment Sword that Failure couldn’t give him!


  Duk.


  Alex suffered continuous explosive damage. He lost one third of his health and his left arm bone fell off. It was a scene proving that the undead was vulnerable to explosions. Now Alex had one hand.


  “...”


  Silence filled the desolate 62nd island. The only speaker, Grid, had shut up. He was in a trance as he admired the power of Link and the Enlightenment Blade.


  ‘...Is this real?’


  He felt invincible! He felt like he could also win against Piaro... No, this was an illusion.


  Clink!


  Did Alex feel a sense of crisis after losing one arm? While Grid was lost in thought for a moment, Alex transformed the sword back into a gun.


  Tang!


  Tatatatang!


  Alex fired four bullets every time he stepped back. He occasionally used the Continuous Fire skill and the God Hands couldn’t keep up with the  bullets. A heavy rain of bullets broke through the God Hands’ defence and wounded Grid’s body.


  “Kuk!”


  Grid regained his mind as he became bloody in an instant. He realized that it wasn’t the time for admiration. This was the Behen Archipelago. It was an instant dungeon that cause Grid to complain about the difficulty several months ago. Grid reminded himself that it wasn’t the time to be thinking about items. He took out the Ideal Dagger, used Quick Movements and caught up with Alex.


  [You have suffered 5,200 damage.]


  [You have suffered 4,880 damage.]


  [You have suffered 5,150...]


  ...


  ...


  Despite giving up the Holy Light Gloves and arming himself with Triple Layers, Alex’s bullets were powerful. He continued to fire at the approaching Grid and considerable damage accumulated.


  Grid’s health gauge, which was still less than 100,000, quickly disappeared as he narrowed the distance to Alex. Grid’s goal was to defeat Alex before the immortal passive kicked in. He thought it was possible with the attack power of the Enlightenment Sword.


  But Alex didn’t repeat the same mistake. After realizing that Grid’s approach could threaten him, he didn’t let Grid near.


  Peng!


  Pepepepeng!


  [You have suffered 15,900 damage.]


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Suddenly? No, was it planted in advance? Grid was rushing towards Alex, only to step on a mine and was swept up in an explosion. The force of the explosion was so big that Grid’s body flew back one metre. It was a mine that contained the unique magic power of a Demon Slayer. Despite Grid wearing Triple Layers, the mine contained so much attack power that it would’ve been deadly if he used Blackening.


  “Shit...”


  The fallen Grid quickly got up.


  Clink!


  Alex switched his magic engineering gun from a pistol to a sniper rifle. It was the sniper mode that Yura couldn’t use yet. 


  Peeeeeong!


  An explosion occurred right when Alex was aiming at Grid. It was from Alex’s head!
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  Peeeeeong!


  “....!”


  A sudden explosion! Alex shook while aiming the sniper gun at Grid.  Grid had a wide smile on his face.


  “Heh, how about this?”


  This might not be his field of confidence, but Grid took an attitude of trying to learn no matter the circumstances. He even studied the domestic affairs that were handled by Lauel. It was a habit resulting from the serious obsession of not going back to being a loser. Of course, his learning ability was slow due to his innately low intelligence. However, this wasn’t a big problem. No matter how stupid, he would improve a little bit if he kept trying.


  A desire to be better than he was! Grid was filled with hot aspirations during his battle with Agnus. Then he developed.


  Jiing.


  Pepepepeng!


  There was no guarantee of victory in a confrontation with the strong. He had to induce constant variables and the skill most suitable to cause a variable during his battle with Agnus was the Alarm spell. Thanks to this, Grid was conscious of the Alarm spell since the beginning of the fight with Alex. 


  He predicted that Alex would once again open the distance after becoming alert to the powerful attack of Link and arranged the Alarm spell in Alex’s predicted movement path. Of course, Grid wasn’t smart and couldn’t predict the exact path. As a result, he wasted a lot of mana placing magic over a wide range.


  ‘I only have enough mana to use the ultimate skills two more times... Eh?’


  Just like all rankers, Grid’s flow of consciousness sped up during a battle. The proper eruption of adrenaline had a positive effect. Thus, Grid’s judgment was quick.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  Alex hadn’t let go of the sniper position despite Alarm being triggered and Magic Missile being fired.


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  Alex fired the sniper rifle at Grid.


  “Revolve.”


  Grid immediately used his strongest counterattack skill that could ‘deflect all types of attacks.’ But it was useless. The sniper mode of the magical engineering gun had the option of ‘make sure to hit the target’ in exchange for taking a significant amount of time to aim. This was the same concept as reality. It wasn’t a question of speed. A human’s body was already pierced with a bullet by the time they heard the gun being fired.


  It was the same with Grid. He couldn’t expect the protection of the God Hands right now.


  Peeng!


  “....!”


  The bullet from the sniper rifle left a jade afterglow as it pierced between Grid’s brow and the sound of a watermelon bursting was heard. In a sense, his head had burst. The psychological fear that Grid felt was enormous.


  [You have died!]


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  "Ah...!”


  Grid’s body instantly became soaked with sweat. It wasn’t an exaggeration when he said he was like a drowning rat. Didn’t he feel his head bursting like a watermelon? Grid’s first action was to touch his head with trembling hands. He was worried that he might be suffering from a body that lost its head. Fortunately, Grid’s head was fine. The head drilled in his forehead had also been restored. There were some cases of monsters or NPCs’ heads being cut off, but even the S.A. Group avoided players having their heads burst.


  “Pant... Pant...”


  Grid’s breathing became rough from the terrible experience while fear also rose in him. Normally, he would’ve acted with all his strength during the five seconds of immortality. But he already wasted two seconds recovering his soul. Alex didn’t miss this gap.


  Tang tang! Tatatatang!


  Alex was convinced that the intruder had suffered deadly damage and was embarking on a more aggressive offensive. The sniper was converted back to a pistol and bullets were constantly fired at Grid.


  “...”


  The intruder was a great demon. Protect the Behen Archipelago from the great demons and save humanity. This was the command that Pagma, his summoner, gave him and was the driving force behind Death Knight Alex. Alex wouldn’t stop attacking until he died. The result?


  Tatatatang!


  As only two seconds remained for the immortality passive, Grid’s body had already become riddled with bullets. Alex used quick fire skills without a sense of reason. At this point, Grid’s fury reached its peak.


  "...Making me consume my immortality.”


  It meant he couldn’t immediately challenge the next island.


  "Thanks to you, I have to grind for another day. Blackening!”


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  A whirlwind emerged and covered Grid. Grid’s skin turned pale and the whites of his eyes became black. Even his visible breath was black.


  Your black magic power has increased.] 


  [You don’t have any black magic power. It will be replaced with demonic power.]


  [While Blackening is activated, your species will change to half-demon.]


  [As a half demon, your maximum health is reduced by 50%. Your attack power, magic power and agility will increased by 30% each.]


  [All attacks will be converted to the dark attribute.]


  His body was already in the immortal state! Grid didn’t need to be afraid of taking additional damage from Demon Slayer Alex. The key to ending this battle as soon as possible was Blackening. But.


  [There is one second remaining on the immortality passive.]


  Could he beat Alex, with two thirds of his health gauge remaining, in one second?


  “Blacksmith's Rage!”


  Tang tang!


  Tatatatang!


  Grid used a buff and rushed in a straight line. There was no need for evasive behaviour and Grid succeeded in quickly narrowing the distance to Alex. His agility also rose due to Blackening.


  “Item Transformation! Lifael’s Spear!”


  Kuooooooh!


  The God Hands turned into golden spears and pierced Alex at the same time.


  [The duration of immortality is over.]


  Grid’s life became finite.


  Clink!


  Alex’s skull seemed to be smiling as he pointed the pistol at Grid. Grid hadn’t been able to enjoy the effect of Tiramet's Belt and the First King title due to an instantaneous death with nearly 50% of his health remaining. He only had 1 health point left and was facing Alex’s pistol...


  ‘...He is calm?’


  The 60th island. Sticks was startled while watching Grid’s battle. Grid was on the threshold of death and facing Alex who had almost half his health left. Yet Grid’s eyes didn’t shake at the pistol aiming at him. An unbelievable calm had settled over him. Sticks thought that Grid’s composure was abnormal.


  ‘The one who is blessed by the gods.’


  People were small in front of death. The countless challengers who stepped onto the Behen Archipelago felt frustration and despair when facing death. Yet Grid didn’t seem fazed at all.


  Taaang!


  In the crystal ball. Alex’s pistol fired from in front of Grid. The sound of the gunshot caused Sticks and Bini to close their eyes. Both of them was expecting Grid’s death. But Grid didn’t give up. He didn’t feel frustration or despair. The worst scenario?


  ‘How many times did I not experience the worst?’


  Grid was already very familiar with it.


  Taaang!


  The moment Alex fired his pistol.


  “Freely Move!”


  It was the skill attached to the title ‘Secret Hero.’ It was a high level dash skill that avoided all attacks until it reaches the ‘desired target’ within 200 meters.


  “...!!”


  Alex’s purple light shook. He was confused that the four bullets fired from right in front of Grid were avoided with easy movements of the head.


  “Heok...!”


  Sticks and Bini were astonished as they watched Grid through the crystal ball. In particular, Sticks was so surprised that he felt a recurrence of his heart disease. Then Grid...


  [The option effect ‘Ecstasy of Desire’ has activated from the Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires!]


  [Your attack power will increase by three times and your evasion by 99% for 20 seconds.]


  [Your defense has become 0.]


  Teong!


  Grid dodged all the bullets thanks to the close deployment of Freely Move. He shoved Alex with his shoulders and then followed Alex, who was moving back.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship...!”


  Was it the strongest skill Pinnacle Kill? It was insufficient. Grid wanted to use a higher damage skill in order to take advantage of the 200% option attached to the Enlightenment Blade. But Pagma’s Swordsmanship had the deadly disadvantage of a long cooldown time and Link was still on cooldown.


  Yet Grid didn’t have anything to worry about. For Grid, Link’s higher skill Transcended Link was still left!


  “Transcended Link.”


  “.....!”


  Kwa kwang!


  Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa! Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  A turbulent storm of energy blades at short range! Alex’s body became mangled.


  Kuwaaaaaaaaang!


  The energy blades appeared many times and swallowed him up. The 62nd island shook several times. It was enough momentum to make someone fall down. On the other hand, Death Knight Alex was occasionally healed by the dark damage...


  “Kiyaaaaaaaaaaack!”


  The power of Grid’s buff skills and Ecstasy of Desire was overwhelming. It wasn’t a level that could be withstood with a certain amount of recovery. The 62nd island was purified.


  [Death Knight Alex has been defeated!]


  [You have succeeded in beating the 62nd island!]


  [Alex’s Magic Engineering Bayonet (Produced by Pagma) has been acquired!]


  [Alex’s Quick Gloves (Produced by Pagma) have been acquired!]


  [As a reward for cleansing the island, you have gained one level!]


  Shaaaaaaah-


  Then a light fell from the sky. The desolate 62nd island was filled with grass and flowers.


  “Hah...”


  Grid narrowly won. His smile was filled with relief and joy. In fact, it wasn’t necessary to give special meaning to playing the game. The game itself was fun and enjoyable.


  “Grid! Thank you Grid!”


  Sticks made a fuss as he came running from afar. The fairy Bini was flapping his wings beside Sticks. They remembered forgotten dreams and hopes as they saw the increasingly purified Behen Archipelago.
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  "You defeated Alex as I expected. It is truly amazing.”


  Sticks said with a shining face. Grid was also the same. The two of them were delighted to overcome one big mountain. In particular, the excitement that Sticks felt was very big. He had been waiting for the savior to come and purify the Behen Archipelago. Sticks had been waiting for decades. For him, Grid was like a light of hope.


  On the other hand, Grid’s excited heart was slowly sinking.


  "Sticks, I can see why you asserted that I could clear the Behen Archipelago. Demon Slayer Alex couldn’t use any of his original skills.”


  “...”


  Based on what Yura showed during the great demon raid, a Demon Slayer’s skills were quite diverse and the power was tremendous. Due to their special characteristics of suppressing demonkin, it would’ve been possible to restrain Grid in Blackening mode. 


  However, the only skills that Alex used today was the magic power explosion and sudden attack. He used the unique transformation properties of the magic engineering bayonet to go against Grid. In retrospect, the same was true for Lantier. At the time, Grid hadn’t noticed because he was killed so quickly. But when he thought about it now, Lantier only used stealth and didn’t show any other special skills.


  "...It seems that they have lost most of their life skills after becoming a death knight.”


  It was a state where their base stats and level had significantly dropped from when they were alive. Yet they couldn’t even use skills. The Alex who pushed Grid so much was 10 to 100 times weaker than when he was alive.


  'This is the reason why Sticks assured me that I could clear the Behen Archipelago.’ 


  Kkuok!


  Grid’s clenched fist shook. His pride was hurt.


  'I’m not as strong as the previous legends. It’s just that the previous legend’s death knights are weak...’


  Sticks looked at Grid’s trembling body and didn’t deny it.


  “That’s correct. The legendary death knights here are very weak. They’re weak compared to when they were alive, but they have become weaker since their owner Pagma disappeared. To be honest, it’s shameful to give them the title of legends. That’s why I believe that you could beat them.”


  “...Hah.”


  Grid could only sigh. His previous excitement was nowhere to be seen. It was natural. He wasted his immortal skill on a death knight which couldn’t even be called a legend. He lost his immortality, despite it being an opponent he could win against without losing his immortality.


  'This can't continue.'


  Grid knew that his tendency to depend on his immortality was too great. 


  ‘Now it isn’t the power of items, but the power of immortality? Then I should be called the Immortal King, not the Overgeared King.’


  Grid didn’t realize that at least the Immortal King was more stylish than the Overgeared King. It was a pity. Grid thought back to his battle with Agnus.


  'If I didn’t have the immortality when I fought him, I would have been defeated...’


  At this moment, Grid realized.


  ‘It isn’t just Agnus. The reason I won most of my one on one matches wasn’t because I was stronger than my opponent. It was because I had the immortal skill.’


  Immortality was a unique ability of the legendary classes. No one would blame Grid for winning due to his immortality. It wasn’t reprehensible to use the ability he was given. But Grid criticized himself. 


  ‘This type of thinking is a poison.’


  The problem was that the idea of ‘I can’t die because I am immortal’ was deeply rooted in his subconscious mind. The perception that ‘I can win because I have immortality’ would make him think that he couldn’t win without the immortality. Grid would someday experience a big upset if he didn’t fix this rotten mentality.


  It was an accurate guess. Grid wasn’t aware of it, but he was going through a transformation that an average person rarely experienced. How many people in the world would become aware of their subconscious thoughts and try to fix them when they realized they were rotten? Many writers rationalized their smoking under the pretext of ‘I can’t write without cigarettes’ and failed to quit smoking for more than 10 years. Grid himself didn’t know it, but he was already becoming a special person.


  “But.”


  Then Sticks voice entered the ears of the deeply focused Grid. He gave a grim reality to Grid in a calm manner but now he was smiling warmly.


  "The death knights here are weaker than when they were alive, but these legends are just specters of the past. There are very few people among those living today who can defeat the death knights here.” This was the main point. “Please don’t misunderstand. The reason I believed in you was because I trusted your skills, not because I ignored the death knights. I have repeatedly told you this, but you’re a great person. Take pride in this.”


  “...”


  It was praise from a sage. The past Grid would’ve been smiling from ear to ear. He would’ve scratched his head and smiled with a monkey-like face. However, the current Grid wasn’t someone who could become complacent. He wanted to go higher. If he wasn’t satisfied then he couldn’t rejoice when praised. 


  “I might be great when compared to ordinary people. However, I have to deal with monsters.”


  The great demons with the power to drive humanity to destruction, Agnus who had contracted with Baal, the Saharan Empire of the West Continent, Ares bordering the empire, Sword Saint Kraugel who boasted a unique presence, the yangbans of the East Continent...


  There were also the Overgeared members. They were special companions and competitors. If he was careless, he could fall behind.


  ‘No.’


  Grid was already determined to be the best. He believed he was eligible. He had confidence in himself for the first time since he was born. He never wanted to give up.


  “Sigh...” Grid took a deep breath and got up. His gaze was resolute. “On the next island, I will win without depending on my immortality.”


  “...!”


  Sticks was startled. He knew that it took at least one day for the immortality ability of a legend to function again.


  "Surely you aren’t planning to challenge the 63rd island straight away?”


  Without the immortal passive! Sticks was overwhelmed by Grid’s determination and shook. 


  “Am I crazy?” Grid stared at Sticks. "Of course I will challenge it tomorrow.”


  Grid said he wouldn’t depend on the immortality, but that didn’t mean he would fight without it.


  "Why would I challenge it without my immortality?”


  “...”


  As expected from Grid. He didn’t make a mistake despite his commitment. His high pride was easily bent. He didn’t want to receive damage from a futile attempt. It wasn’t nice to look at, but it was extremely reasonable.


  ‘Indeed... This is the king of a nation...’


  All of a sudden, Grid took out cloth and started making underwear.


  ***


  “Umm...”


  The greatest attraction of a game was the loot system. Grid had fun when he checked the result of the item he produced and saw that it was a jackpot. But Grid didn’t confirm the information of the items he obtained after raiding Alex. It was due to fear.


  'The problem is that Death Knight Alex is weak.’


  The Alex of the past was unknown. However, Death Knight Alex was too weak to be called a legend. Of course, that was when compared to the former legends. Among the current players, only Grid and Kraugel could raid Death Knight Alex. He was a powerful boss. But due to Sticks, Grid had the perception that Alex was a weakling. He thought that the items dropped by the weakling Alex would be garbage. In the end.


  “Ummm...!”


  Grid didn’t check the item information while making four underwear. He didn’t have the courage to face the awful reality. Sticks was frustrated.


  "Take a look at the gun and gloves as soon as possible. They will surely be incredible battle gear.”


  “Wait... I will make one more underwear.”


  “...”


  No, what was the point of this act? Sticks couldn’t understand Grid. However, most players would understand.


  ‘If this underwear has a rare rating then I will check the item information!’


  So far, all four underwear that he produced had a normal rating. The underwear production skill level was still low, but Grid thought it was also because he was unlucky.


  ‘The maximum rating that the intermediate level skill can produce is rare... If rare rated underwear appears now, I can interpret it as a moment of luck.’


  What if he appraised the items right then?


  'The item rating might be higher or there will be one more option...!


  Of course, it was an illogical superstition. It was similar to the enhancement superstition floating among the players where a certain time and place was better for enhancement. But humans loved superstitions. They especially relied on it when they encountered content with the concept of probability.


  [You have completed the underwear production.]


  [Under the effect of the intermediate Underwear Production Method, a rare rated underwear has been produced! There is a very low probability of an option being added!]


  Ttiring~


  [Clean Underwear]


  Rating: Rare


  Durability: None    Defense: 5


  * Agility +1.


  There are no distinctive features, but this underwear is very comfortable to wear. Activities are comfortable when wearing it.


  Weight: 1


  * When rare rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +2 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +30.


  Grid suffered a terrible penalty to the blacksmith’s benefits after producing a certain number of legendary items. Now his stats didn’t rise no matter how many rare and epic items he produced. But that was only for blacksmithing. Grid’s tailoring and underwear production skills were only intermediate level, so there were no penalties.


  “Now!”


  Grid felt great please after seeing that all his stats rose by two for free. He believed his luck was bad and shouted in a loud voice.


  "Legendary! Blacksmith’s! Appraisal!”


  “...”


  Some of Pagma's Descendants had a disadvantage of being embarrassing since the skill names had to be cried out. But Grid didn’t care. Since the point where he shouted Item Combination, he put an iron plate on his face. Now the embarrassment was for the people with him. For example, Sticks whose face had turned red.


  [Observing the target item with the legendary blacksmith’s eyes.]


  [If the item has a hidden feature, it will be found.] 


  Ttiring~


  [Alex’s Quick Gloves (Produced by Pagma)]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 60/340   Defense: 130


  * Normal attack speed is increased by three times.


  Gloves made by the legendary blacksmith and Baal’s Contractor, Pagma.


  He focused on overcoming the weakness of Death Knight Alex, the guardian of the 62nd island.


  Weight: 66


  “Two times?”


  No.


  “It isn’t two, but three times?”


  Grid’s heart shook wildly.




  Chapter 678


  “...”


  Grid thought he had stepped on poop. The durability and defense of the Quick Gloves were so below level that it was hard to believe they were legendary items. In addition, there was only one option attached so it seemed like a garbage item.


  ‘Did Pagma really make this?’


  Looking back on it now, the works of Pagma that Grid had witnessed weren’t that great. The items that the current Grid produced now were often better. But. Grid had never questioned Pagma’s ability. Pagma’s words that Grid had seen so far were from before he reached his prime. They were items Pagma made in the process of growing up. Grid believed that the items Pagma made in his prime would be amazing. And Pagma’s time on the Behen Archipelago was during his last years. It was when he was at his peak.


  Yet look at Alex's Quick Gloves! It was absolutely unbelievable that Pagma in his prime made it!


  ‘Did his blacksmithing abilities weaken after making the contract with Baal?’


  Misgivings arose. But those misgivings collapsed quickly.


  “...Eh? Three times?”


  Grid identified the one option attached to the Quick Gloves and his eyes widened. It was the expression of a person who saw something that shouldn’t exist in this world.


  “Wow...”


  It wasn’t double the attack speed, but triple? 


  ‘It isn’t even a probability item.'


  That’s right. The Quick Gloves were an overpowered item that increased attack speed by three times. It probably had a much higher expected damage value than the 5 Joint Attacks of the Holy Light Gloves.


  “No, it isn’t.”


  The Quick Gloves clearly stated that this applied to ‘normal attacks.’ It was the so-called basic attacks. The triple increase in attack speed only applied to this. It was completely different from the Holy Light Gloves where the 5 Joint Attacks could apply to anything.


  "I wouldn’t have felt so good about this before making the Enlightenment Blade.”


  Most players depended on skills rather than basic attacks. It was natural that skill damage was several times higher than normal damage. It was the same for Grid. No, Grid was more than that. Grid had the legendary Pagma’s Swordsmanship with the highest attack power, and his main weapon was Failure, which increased skill damage.  The important thing for him was always skill damage. He wasn’t concerned with basic attacks.


  However, that story changed once he made the Enlightenment Blade. The black flames attached to the Enlightenment Blade show power above normal active skills and even activated with basic attacks.  Grid wanted the black flames to frequently activate. He wanted to trigger the black flames by attacking more often. Acquiring the Quick Gloves that increased attack speed by three times at this point was pure luck.


  “Kuhuhuhu...”


  Grid burst out laughing. His legs were slightly relaxed. He was so happy that he couldn’t suppress his emotions. He was glad that he acquired the Quick Gloves so soon after making the Enlightenment Blade that had the strongest ‘basic damage.’ Grid felt like he was the protagonist of the world.


  "How can I be so lucky...? Heok.”


  Grid was murmuring when he suddenly stopped. He had little experience saying these type of lines so it felt strange.


  “Surely this isn’t the end of the world?”


  The joy and doubts that Grid felt were proportional. He pinched his cheeks several times because he thought it might be a dream. Fortunately, it was reality.


  "...Let’s buy a lottery ticket.”


  Grid was seriously worried! He caressed the ‘orange’ Quick Gloves with satisfied eyes.


  ‘Even the color is beautiful.’


  What were orange gloves? If Grid was a person with normal senses, he would dislike it. Fortunately, Grid wasn’t ordinary and he liked the orange gloves a lot.


  ‘I need to constantly disassemble and reassemble it to raise my understanding to 100% and challenge a mass production version.’


  He had already decided to mass produce Lantier’s Cloak and give them to the evil eyes kingdom. The number of items he needed to mass produce was increasing, making Grid feel proud. He packed the gloves in his inventory and pulled out the magic engineering weapon next.


  ‘Indeed...’


  Would it be a top rated item like the gloves? Grid shook his head. The problem was that the Quick Gloves were too good.


  ‘I can’t expect a big profit to come from two items in a row.’


  Yes, it was generally like this. Most boss monsters were likely to drop only one core item. For example, if a legendary item dropped, then the rest of the items were likely to be unique and below. It was the same with Belial. She only dropped one myth rated item. Of course, it wasn’t certain that one core item would drop. There was a 99% chance of it dropping, but Grid was likely to hit the 1% chance.


  The Quick Gloves had a legendary rating so the remaining magic weapon should be unique or below. It was like Grid expected. Well, only half. Yes, it was half what he expected.


  [Observing the target item with the legendary blacksmith’s eyes.]


  [If the item has a hidden feature, it will be found.] 


  Ttiring~


  [Alex’s Magic Engineering Bayonet (Produced by Pagma)]


  Rating: Unique (Growth)


  Durability: 599/1,260 


  * Pistol Mode


  Attack Power: 870


  Mana Purification Rate: +60%


  - If you hit the same target five times, there is a 20% chance of causing an abnormal state.


  * Rifle Mode


  Attack Power: 1,416


  Mana Purification Rate: -15%


  Firing Speed: -20%


  * Bayonet Mode


  Attack Power: 1,067


  Stabbing Attack Power +50%


  -  Additional damage every time a combo is achieved.


  - The Sword Mastery skill is applicable.


  ★ Sniper Mode


  Attack power: Instantaneous death..


  Aiming time: 10 seconds to 2 minutes (depending on the distance)


  Cooldown Time: 1 hour.


  * Mode conversion is only possible once every four seconds.


  A magical engineering bayonet made by the legendary blacksmith and Baal’s Contractor, Pagma.


  Pagma was inspired by Milepeu and made a bayonet capable of transforming into a sniper rifle, something no dwarven craftsman has managed to do. This is a work that will fascinate the dwarves.


  Conditions of Use: Demon Slayer 


  Weight: 3,050


  “It is a unique rating...right?”


  The rating was as he expected. But it was a growth item.


  '...It is a higher version of the magic engineering gun that Yura is using.’


  It was also several times better. A smile appeared on Grid’s face as he got two successive benefits.


  ‘Okay, I will give this to Yura.’


  Grid didn’t even contemplate the idea of using it himself. He was already familiar with how troublesome and difficult it was to raise the experience of a growth item.


  ***


  "Oh, this rotten item experience.”


  Vantner, who was raising a pair of growth type axes, complained after raiding a named boss. The Overgeared members comforted him.


  “Originally, the experience of an item doesn’t climb easily. It will take a least a fortnight to raise an item to the rare rating, despite grinding. It might take a few months to grow to the unique rating and years to grow to the legendary rating.


  Recently, there had been a ‘growth type item’ trend among the top rankers. It was because after level 300, the bosses dropped growth type items and their growth potential was explosive. It seemed like a message to prepare to deal with level 400 monsters.


  Of course, expectations were only high at this moment. Boss monsters mainly dropped growth type items that started at the normal rating and they were weak, making it hard to use them as a main weapon.


  ‘Come to think of it... Hasn’t it been a year since Grid got Elfin Stone’s ring?”


  "Isn’t it over? It has been less than a year since he got Tiramet’s Belt.”


  “Crazy...! And it still hasn’t risen to the legendary rating? I can’t imagine how difficult it is to raise the item experience.”


  Vantner had been doing the ultimate grinding for the last fortnight. It was in order to increase the rating of his twin axes. Thus, for the past fortnight, he had only been searching for durable monsters such as a golem. It meant that he hunted level 300 monsters with a normal item. It was really grinding. Even so, the item experience didn’t go up easily, making Vantner go crazy. He once again thought that Grid was great.


  "I’m feeling anxious, so how can Grid be so calm?”


  If he was Grid, he would want to quickly grow an item stuck at the unique rating. The unique rating was annoying. He would want to use it to raise it to the legendary rating quickly. Once he had an idea, he couldn’t concentrate on anything else and would devote himself to raising the item experience for months.


  But Grid? Grid never showed any impatience about the item rating. Elfin Stone’s Ring, Tiramet's Belt, Iyarugt, and the God Hands. Grid didn’t seem obsessed with raising the item experience despite having such huge growth items.


  “...How is that possible?’


  In particular, it was clear that Grid would become more explosive the moment the God Hands grew to the legendary rating. If Vantner was in Grid’s position, he would be obsessed with raising the experience of the God Hands.


  "But Grid isn’t doing that... Is he a block of stone?”


  Come to think of it, Grid was like a block of stone when it came to relationships with girls. This was despite so many of the world’s best beauties appealing themselves to him. It was suspicious. Ibellin spoke his thoughts to the puzzled Vantner.


  “Brother Grid... Maybe he isn’t thinking?”


  “...”


  Certainly, there were many times when it was hard to understand Grid from the point of view of the Overgeared members, who fell into the category of ‘genius.’ He had many inefficient priorities and they always wondered what he was thinking. Perhaps that was why? No one denied Ibellin’s words about Grid. The moment everyone was thinking this.


  "You punks!” Peak Sword, who was trying to raise the experience of a one-handed sword, cried out angrily. "Don’t think of God Grid like that! This is God Grid you’re talking about! He is too busy to obsess over one item! God Grid isn’t an ordinary person like us! He is a king, a king! The king of South Korea!”


  “...”


  No, wasn’t the king’s work being done by Lauel? Many people wanted to say this, but they stayed silent.


  In the first place, whatever the truth was, it wasn’t important to the Overgeared members. Regardless of how Grid behaved or thought, even if he didn’t think, they all respected and admired Grid. They couldn’t help feeling admiration when looking at the continuously developing Grid.




  Chapter 679


  Clink!


  Grid converted Alex’s Magic Engineering Bayonet to sniper mode and checked the maximum distance. The sniping distance wasn’t mentioned in the item description. Grid used a target to identify the distance.


  ‘87 meters...’


  OF course, every noble Korean male who joined the army would know. The fact that you could hit a 200 meter, 300 meter target with a rifle. But it was obvious that the target was small. When Grid used the sniper mode, it was up to a distance of 87 meters that the ‘must hit’ option was applied. If the distance was more than that, the target couldn’t be seen easily and accuracy would fall, causing a warning window to pop up.


  ‘The performance of the scope is garbage...’


  The scope of the sniper model showed little zoom capability. Grid questioned whether this could be called a sniper rifle. But there was a fact that couldn’t be overlooked. Satisfy’s scientific power remained mostly in the Middle Ages. In Satisfy, guns weren’t a produce of science of technology. They were a produce of engineering magic that the dwarves developed. Pagma didn’t know how to produce a magic bayonet until he learned it from the dwarves.


  ‘In addition, the sniper mode was an area that even the dwarves couldn’t make.’


  In the first place, Satisfy had the ‘Hawk Eye’ skill. It helped to broaden the field of view and to clearly identity distant targets. All the snipers in Satisfy had this skill. Strictly speaking, it was a time when the concept of a scope didn’t even exist. The fact that Pagma created a scope in this day and age could be regarded as an amazing event. It was understandable that it would have a poor performance.


  "Well, whatever."


  Yura was a gunman and should have a vision skill, allowed her to maximize the abilities of the sniper rifle. She could snipe targets that were a few hundred meters away. This was the real reason why Grid wasn’t greedy for Alex’s Magic Engineering Bayonet. It was the same for the Red Phoenix Bow. It was impossible for Grid to use the power of Alex’s Magic Engineering Bayonet to 100% when he didn’t have the Hawk Eye skill.


  ‘There’s no need to be misled. The aiming time is too long and the target has to be within 100 meters for instant death.’


  He didn’t need to be greedy. This was originally a weapon for a Demon Slayer. Giving it to Yura would benefit all of the Overgeared Kingdom. Grid didn’t doubt it. He smiled cheerfully as he imagined a beautiful woman aiming at the enemy with a sniper rifle. The imaginary Yura looked strangely cute and charming.


  “...Sigh.”


  Grid shook off his imagination. He felt he was pathetic for touching a tree that couldn’t be climbed.


  ‘I will just receive damage if I like someone.'


  The incident with Ahyoung was the biggest trauma in Grid’s life. Grid has no confidence in real world relationships. What about the women screaming his name when he went to Chinese restaurants? That’s right. Grid thought the reason these women cheered was because they were pure fans. It was the only rational reason for women being nice to him. Who could imagine that a man who was a celebrity and had the potential to be one of the richest in the world would have such low confidence?


  But it was the truth. Grid had received a big psychological blow. Of course, it was only in reality.


  'It’s okay, I have Irene.’


  How lonely would he be without her? He was always thankful for the one who gave him love.


  “...”


  Grid thought of Irene’s warm and kind eyes. His hands were moving non-stop while he was thinking. He cut the cloth with scissors and used thread and needle to turn it into the shape of underwear. Sticks was very embarrassed. A legendary blacksmith and king of a nation was sitting down and making underwear with a sincere expression. Sticks felt that something was wrong. However, Grid wasn’t self-conscious when doing his work.


  ‘I have to raise the skill level and make underwear for all the soldiers.’


  After acquiring the intermediate Underwear Production Method, Grid’s underwear was given a defensive ability, even if it was normal rated. The defense was in the single digits and very minimal, but it was better than nothing. A single digit defense could save 10,000 or 20,000 lives!


  ‘I don’t need to make a lot of money... Okay. Let’s keep making it. I’ll be the manager of an underwear factory.’


  The current Grid was focused on raising the skill level of his underwear production. The skill was only at intermediate level and the experience was steadily increasing, despite him not producing high rated items. Thus, he didn’t use any special materials for the underwear. He used the cheapest materials. The cost of making the underwear was less than two silver. Of course, even a small amount would accumulate sooner or later. Even if it was two silver per piece, a lot of gold would be required in order to make it for 10,000 soldiers. Sage Sticks was concerned about this part.


  "Your concern for the soldiers is great and deserves to be praised. But won’t this be a considerable loss for the kingdom?”


  Sticks was currently working for the Overgeared Kingdom. Lauel and Rabbit asked him to teach at the academy as well as financial management. That’s why he was talking about spending with Grid. Grid felt gratitude to the concerned Sticks and smiled.


  "It's okay. I am using my own pockets.”


  “Huh...”


  The king was financing the soldiers? Sticks was surprised by Grid’s decision. Humans in high positions were often greedy. It was rare for a person like Grid, who didn’t feel any greed, to appear. Grid explained.


  "If I make underwear, the soldiers will like me more. Then they won’t protest when I raise the taxes later. Right?”


  “...I see.”


  Indeed, humans weren’t easy to judge. Sage Sticks felt enlightenment.


  [The principal of the Overgeared Academy, Sage Sticks intelligence stat has increased by 10.]


  [The principal of the Overgeared Academy, Sage Sticks has learnt the skills ‘Human Vigilance’ and ‘Caution.’]


  “????”


  What happened? Sticks bowed to Grid, who didn’t know what was going on.


  “Thank you.”


  “...”


  Somehow, Grid felt a bit upset.


  ***


  "I feel it every time, but the comfort of the Comet Group’s diamond class capsule is really great.”


  Even playing PC games on a small monitor stimulated the human peripheral nerves. Anyone who played PC games would experience the hand holding the mouse becoming covered in sweat. The excitement of virtual reality games, which was a much more immersive experience than PC games, was much greater.


  Sweat flowed all over Shin Youngwoo as he got up from the capsule.  If it wasn’t for the diamond class capsule’s ability to control the condition of the occupant, he would be sweating like a drowned rat. Youngwoo was excited from going against Death Knight Alex. Youngwoo was feeling expectant for the confrontation with the death knight on the 63rd island and the rewards he would get.


  There was no fear. He was burning with motivation to win without the immortal skill. 


  "Let’s wash up.”


  Lululala~


  Youngwoo hummed as he headed to the bathroom, turning on the TV attached to the marbled wall of the bathroom. It was naturally fixed to a channel specializing in news about Satisfy.


  『 Do you remember the news a week ago where there was a rebellion within the Saharan Empire? Surprisingly, unlike the predictions of experts, the empire still hasn’t subdued the rebels. 』


  The point of rebellion on the news screen was ‘Lubana.’  It coincided with the place that Lauel had mentioned.


  ‘Right there...’


  Grid was rubbing soap over his body when his hand suddenly stopped. The anchor’s voice was continuing.


  『 It is interpreted that the person who is supposed to be Undefeated King Madra’s opponent is playing a big role. 』


  “...”


  Undefeated King Madra. The hero who defended Lubana from the empire during its heyday and boasted overwhelming defense. He had never been defeated and was called the Undefeated King. It was easy to deduce that he was a legend. Thus, Youngwoo was wary.


  『 We should pay attention to the identity of the Undefeated King’s descendant. A player or an NPC? What new wind will they bring to Satisfy? 』


  The artificial intelligence of named NPCs was excellent. Better than most humans. Whether the Undefeated King’s descendant was a NPC or player, it was clear they would have a big influence on the West Continent in the future. Just like right now. Their emergence allowed the Overgeared Kingdom and Valhalla to take a breath from the empire’s pressure and made the empire’s influence decrease.


  ‘The descendant of the Undefeated King is likely to be a player like me.’


  Of course, there was a chance it could be an NPC. It was still impossible to speculate about their identity.


  ‘Anyway, it’s great.’


  According to Ares, there was a tremendous gap between the empire’s solo number knights. The fifth knight was at the level of the current best players. Thus, the fifth knight was a bit better than Kraugel and Grid. The fourth knight was many times stronger and the third knight several times stronger than the fourth knight. Among them, the one considered to be the strongest...


  ‘The first knight.’


  Mercedes. He had already met the young woman, whose name reminded Youngwoo of a luxury foreign car. He had felt it intuitively. She was a wall that couldn’t be overcome yet. The army she led had destroyed the Ares Army, yet they were now being defeated by the Undefeated King’s descendant.


  'Is it really an NPC?’


  If the Undefeated King’s descendant was a player, they couldn’t afford to go against the empire yet.


  ‘In the first place, a player would have a very low level. If he just became a legend... No, wait.’


  Just becoming a legend? There was no reason to think so. Youngwoo got goosebumps. The fact that Youngwoo and Kraugel became legends was only reported several months later. It was also due to unavoidable circumstances. Youngwoo revealed his identity while raiding the Yatan Servants and Kraugel revealed he was a legend while raiding the great demon.


  ‘Can a low level player stop the imperial army? If the Undefeated King’s descendant is a player, they might’ve obtained the legendary title a long time ago.’


  Shaaaaaaah-


  Youngwoo stood in the shower. He smiled as he saw the water flowing down his body.


  ‘An NPC or player is welcome.’


  Really, there was no room to relax. Satisfy gave people constant irritation and vitalization. Youngwoo felt anxious, but delighted. His complicated emotions burned brightly. He would soon enter the 63rd island.




  Chapter 680


  Swaaaaah.


  A bridge connecting the sky and the land. The waterfall in the center of the 62nd cleansed island reached several thousand meters in height. It was difficult to gauge the scale of it and the power of the waterfall was great. Water splashed in every direction like rain seeping into the earth.


  Sticks had a weak body and was uncomfortable with the cold water. However, Grid grew into a man who didn’t fear sharp blades. He wasn’t surprised at all by the deafening noise of the waterfall.


  "Do you know in advance what the guardian of the next island is?”


  There was a saying that knowledge of the enemy made you unbeatable. It would be difficult for Grid to win without relying on his immortality, so he wanted more information. He wanted to know in advance what the boss of the next island was and prepare for it.


  Unfortunately, the next island was uncharted territory for Sticks. It was natural. In the first place, he was only able to reach the 60th island thanks to Grid.


  "I can’t jump to conclusions... I’m sorry that I can’t help.”


  "Don’t bow your head.”


  In the old days, Grid would’ve done more than grumble. A man of great wisdom. No, an elf, should be able to help him. But now Grid understood. He wasn’t foolish enough to offend the other person because the work didn’t go according to his will. He put himself in Sticks position. This action made Sticks put in a bit more effort. Sticks was deep in thought for a moment before opening his mouth.


  "Previously, I ruled out Sword Saint Muller. It is also likely that Pagma, the creator of this Behen Archipelago, won’t appear. Of course, Braham won’t be present either.”


  It was natural. Braham’s soul was currently with Grid. Still, Grid couldn’t help feeling relieved.


  ‘I won’t have an answer if Braham appeared as a lich.’


  The death knights of the former legends could only use ‘basic skills’ and that was their weakness. But not for Braham. Braham’s enhanced spells were powerful even at the lowest level of magic. It was clear that Lich Braham would have a very high level of difficulty, even if only basic magic was used.


  'Braham, do you know that you are really great?’


  -Hmph, not all legends are the same. I was the most outstanding among the legends.


  Now Braham was in high spirits from a little praise. It was ridiculous when he was a professional troll. Grid stuck his tongue out at Braham without hesitation while Sticks analysis continued.


  "Apart from those three, Lantier, and Alex, there are four legends left. The legendary archer Povia, the legendary tailor Kruger, the legendary miner Gis. And...”


  It was said that there was a total of nine legends. Then who was the last one? Grid was now certain.


  “Madra?”


  “You already know.”


  It was as he expected. The identity of the ninth legend was the Undefeated King Madra, who overwhelmed the empire. He was the only king among the first legends.


  "The four of them will appear sequentially on the remaining four islands.”


  It couldn’t be predicted who would appear next. Yet Grid’s heart had become relaxed.


  "I can easily win against two of them.”


  They were the legendary miner Gis and the legendary tailor Kruger. Grid thought they were easy because they were production class legends. This was a mistake.


  "...You are a blacksmith.”


  “...”


  Pagma was a blacksmith and a great swordsman. Gis and Kruger would also have powerful abilities.


  “It’s reasonable to think...”


  Grid was filled with tension. When he looked back at himself and Pagma, he was sure that Gis and Kruger wouldn’t be easy opponents. The biggest problem was that he had no information about their fighting abilities. Sage Sticks’ knowledge helped him.


  "Madra is a strategist who mastered martial arts. Gis is a tanker who demonstrated a rock-solid defensive ability based on his strong physical strength. And Kruger was famous for his killer needles.”


  “Hrmm...”


  Grid tried to think. He first classified Povia and Gis as easier opponents.


  'Archer Povia isn’t as threatening. Once I narrow the distance to 200 meters, I can approach using Freely Move and then overpower the archer who has weak physical strength.’


  A tanker was also easy to deal with.


  ‘Tankers aren’t aggressive... On the other hand, both my defense and attack power are high. I will win as long as I keep hitting Gis.’


  On the other hand, he was likely to struggle against Madra.


  ‘If Madra really mastered all martial arts, he would’ve learned a variety of swordsmanship. Most of his active skills from his prime are sealed, but he’s still a threat because he has so many skills. In addition, he was a king. Based on the title of First King, he’s likely to have a special survival passive.’


  The most important target to watch out for was Madra. Then Kruger? He didn’t know. He couldn’t grasp anything from ‘killer needles.’ But Grid had Sticks. Grid once again relied on Sticks.


  "What are killer needles?”


  Sticks kindly explained to the questioning Grid.


  "It’s battle-specialized acupuncture that drives people to death. As a legendary tailor, Kruger is a master of sewing. He uses the needle very well. His technique of stabbing a needle precisely to overwhelm the opponent is extraordinary.”


  “Hrmmm...”


  Martial arts came to mind. Acupuncture in martial arts was generally a versatile skill. They could kill or save the target with one thin needle. But Grid didn’t take it as a threat.


  ‘Doesn’t it sound weak?’


  There were clear limits to a needle weapon. It was too short. Grid could easily hit it with a sword. Furthermore.


  ‘It’s thin and will have less power.’


  Grid’s Triple Layers boasted a defensive ability that could prevent a knife. A thin and short needle couldn’t penetrate Triple Layers. Grid grinned.


  "In the end, they’re all easy opponents except for Madra.”


  Grid wanted to meet Madra last. He thought it would be ideal to meet Madra after encountering easier opponents first, gaining their items and becoming stronger.


  [The cooldown time of immortality is over.]


  Then a notification window popped up. Grid stepped towards the bridge leading to the next island and waved at Sticks.


  "Then I’ll see you on the next island.”


  “I will support you.”


  Sticks felt something strange as he saw Grid’s confident figure. But he didn’t express it. He trusted Grid’s skills. In the meantime, Grid crossed the bridge and entered the gate.


  Paaaat!


  Grid’s figure disappeared. He entered the 63rd island.


  *** 


  [You have entered the 63rd island.]


  ‘Who is it?’


  Povia, Madra, Gis, and Kruger. Which of the remaining four legends would be guarding the 63rd island? Grid was first on the lookout for sniping. The God Hands spread out and found the sniping locations. It was an act that assumed the opponent was Povia. But no arrows flew after dozens of seconds. The likelihood of the 63rd island’s guardian being Povia was significantly lowered.


  ‘Unlike Lantier and Alex, they aren’t appearing immediately...’


  Grid guessed that the guardian of the 63rd island was likely to be Gis or Kruger. They were relatively weak, so Grid thought they wouldn’t act carelessly. At that moment.


  “Legendary Tailor’s Eye.”


  “...?!”


  A chill went down Grid’s spine. It was because he heard the distinctive voice of a death knight from a rock behind him. The voice sounded like it was speaking in a big cave.


  “God Hands!”


  Grid drew the God Hands closer in anticipation of an attack. He grabbed the Enlightenment Blade and planned to counterattack, but the death knight just stared down at him. The death knight’s name was Kruger. The legendary tailor who created the invisibility cloak. He looked at Grid and said something again.


  “Legendary Tailor’s Eye.”


  “...!”


  Grid clearly heard Kruger’s words and became alert. If the Legendary Tailor’s Eye was similar to the Legendary Blacksmith’s Eye, Kruger was now checking his item information. It was a chance to expose a weak point. Grid couldn’t give Kruger a chance to observe him. In the first place, he thought of Kruger as an easy opponent.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcended Link!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The storm of blades aimed directly at Kruger on the rock! Grid thought that Kruger wouldn’t be able to protect himself since he was busy observing Grid’s items. While Kruger was suffering great damage, he planned to climb onto the rock and link the next attack. However.


  Swaeeeeek!


  A sharp needle aimed at Grid’s brow as he was jumping towards the rock. It was a needle that had flown from the explosion generated by Transcended Link. There also wasn’t a message window indicating that Kruger suffered damage.


  ‘He avoided or blocked Transcended Link?’


  Grid couldn’t understand it but he kept his composure. He avoided the needle that was less than five centimeters in length and succeeded in climbing up the rock. Then he was surprised.


  ‘No?’


  Gone! Kruger had disappeared from the rock. Grid was the only one present on the rock.


  'What is going on?’


  Grid was looking around with confusion when he heard Braham’s voice.


  -Use Magic Detection.


  It was the same advice as when Lantier was hiding. Grid realized.


  ‘Invisibility cloak!’


  Yes, this was the legendary tailor Kruger. Just like the legendary blacksmith Grid was overgeared, Kruger would also be overgeared.


  Puok!


  Grid was urgently trying to use Magic Detection when a shock hit his side. A needle from the hidden Kruger had pierced Grid. But.


  [You have suffered 430 damage.]


  Indeed, a needle was a needle. It failed to pierce Triple Layers. The impact of the sting was very slight and the actual damage was extremely low.


  “Is this a joke?”


  Grid snorted and started the sword dance for Wave. It was necessary to use a wide area skill to attack the invisible Kruger and then he would use Magic Detection during that time. But he failed.


  [Kruger’s acupuncture needle has reversed your mana flow.]


  [You can’t resist.]


  [Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave has failed.]


  [Your health will suffer three times the mana that was consumed by the failure.]


  [You have suffered 2,400 damage.]


  “...?!”


  The strongest debuffer. That was the reality of Kruger. Grid felt goosebumps on his skin and hurriedly moved. Meanwhile, Kruger had taken off the invisibility cloak and revealed his appearance. The death knight was holding three needles in every finger joint. He looked like a lich in his robe.


  “Legendary Tailor’s Eye.”


  Pahat!


  Kruger used the same skill again. A violet light glowed as he contemplated Grid. He felt naked as detailed information about his items was sent to Kruger.


  “This bastard!”


  Grid felt uncomfortable and attacked Kruger. Kruger’s needle causing mana reflux was a one time effect so Grid could now use skills without any penalty. He used Link without hesitation. At that moment.


  Paaaat!


  A translucent circle was created in a 10 meter radius around Kraugel and Grid’s Link hit it directly.


  Tteteong!


  Tteteteteong!


  “....?!”


  It didn’t move? Kruger’s barrier held firmly despite being hit by Link. It didn’t shake at all, no matter how many times the black flames exploded. Grid was confused.


  ‘What is this ridiculous defense technique?’


  It was a misunderstanding. This wasn’t a skill used by Kruger but a system effect. Grid quickly realized this.


  [For the next 10 minutes, the legendary tailor Kruger will make an item!]


  “...Eh?”


  Inside the ward. The squatting death knight pulled out a cloth and started sewing it with a needle. It was a funny picture.


  “??????”


  Question marks appeared over Grid’s head.




  Chapter 681


  Jjang!


  Jjeejeeeong!


  No matter how many times he tried, the result was the same. Grid’s attack didn’t make a scratch on the barrier. The system’s privacy was absolute.


  ‘Sheesh, why am I not invincible when making an item?’


  He didn’t have anything like this when using Item Combination. It was discrimination that made people dissatisfied. Item Combination was even from a hidden piece!


  ‘It’s too much.’


  Grid glared at Kruger inside the barrier. Kruger squatted on the ground and was cutting cloth with tools such as scissors, chisels, and knives. A large cloth was divided into specific forms and then sewn together. A skeleton squatting down and sewing...


  Was there such a great comedy? Anyone else would look at Death Knight Kruger and laugh. But Grid didn’t laugh. His expression gradually stiffened.


  ‘He can cut cloth so quickly and precisely with a bony hand...’


  Grid’s admiration was huge. It was the aftermath of acquiring the intermediate Tailoring skill. Grid knew something about tailoring, even if he wasn’t a tailor. Thanks to this, he could see Kruger’s great ability.


  ‘He can sew so many different types of fabrics together without making it seem like it... This is the legendary tailoring technique...’


  Grid’s tailoring ability was naturally lacking. He couldn’t use various types of cloth when making one item. He had to concentrate on only two types of fabrics when producing items, as well as retain the characteristics of the fabric in order to produce plausible results.


  ‘It’s a bit too much to sell.’


  Most of Grid’s cloth items didn’t have a good performance. They were a bit better than the items sold at the usual village stores. This was the power of dexterity. Grid still had a long way to go when it came to tailoring itself.


  ‘In the first place, I don’t want to be a tailor... Well, whatever.’


  Now wasn’t the time to be thinking of these things. Grid shook his head and cleared his mind.


  ‘I need to focus on the fight. I will win this fight.’


  Why was Kruger making items during combat? It was easy to deduce. Kruger analyzed Grid’s items using the Legendary Tailor’s Eye skill and was making a new item to counter them. This was certainly an amazing ability. Kruger had the ability to make items in real time to weaken his opponent’s strength and lead the battle in a favorable way.


  ‘But this time, he met the wrong opponent.’


  Grid smiled confidently and put the Enlightenment Blade back in his inventory. The weapon he pulled out was Alex’s Magic Engineering Bayonet.


  ‘While you are making an item...’


  Clink! Clink clink!


  The magic bayonet started to change. It became a one meter long sniper rifle with a rough scope. The smooth ivory beauty of the gun barrel seemed to capture the hearts of others.  Grid grasped it with both hands. The item making Kruger was 80 meters away.


  That’s right. Grid was going to utilized the ‘fixed instant death’ function attached to the sniper mode of the magic engineering bayonet. At a distance of 80 meters, Grid had to spend two minutes aiming. But time wasn’t a penalty for him right now. Kruger was involved in making an item so he had enough time.


  ‘Kruger, it is over the moment you finish.’


  Grid leaned forward and targeted Kruger. His act of breathing was skillful. There was no shaking as the South Korean army man aimed at Kruger’s head.


  ‘I will end it in one blow.’


  Kkuok!


  Grid’s long, thick finger was fixed on the trigger. Kruger squatted in the transparent barrier and was still making an item. He never imagined that Grid would snipe him in a few minutes. At the same time, the 62nd island.


  "He misjudged...!" 


  Sticks was alarmed as he watched Grid in the crystal ball. It was because Grid misunderstood the concept of instant death when it came to the undead.


  "A death knight doesn’t experience instant death...!”


  Instantaneous death techniques act by counterattacking an enemy’s life.’ In other words, it was a power that acted absolutely on a living being. And the undead were dead. There was no life force to wipe out so the instant death was nullified.  Grid shouldn’t have forgotten this fact. He was someone who was protected from death because he had the ‘immortal’ skill. It was silly for him to forget the concept of the undead.


  ‘No, isn’t it unavoidable?’


  Sticks was regretting Grid’s stupidity, only to realize Grid’s position. In the era that Grid was living in, peace had been maintained for hundreds of years thanks to the performance and sacrifice of the former legends. Humans developed and monsters didn’t thrive. In particular, undead were monsters that couldn’t exist if there were no corpses. Thus, their appearance was thoroughly prevented.


  In other words, it was a lack of experience. Grid didn’t know about the undead. He had also never used an instant death skill, one of the greatest techniques in history.


  'Then he’ll have to drink a bitter cup...!’


  Taaang!


  In the crystal ball. Grid fired the moment the barrier was lifted from Kruger. Sticks thought that Grid would be in a great crisis. Death Knight Kruger would resist the instant death and hit Grid with a deadly counterattack. It turned out like he expected.


  Puok!


  Kruger charged through the bullet from the sniper rifle, threw a needle at Grid and Grid allowed it. He was facing a crisis. Sticks cheered Grid on.


  “Overcome it...! This is a costly price for learning, but if you keep your concentration...!”


  *** 


  [Shooting the target!]


  Peeeeeong!


  The sniper rifle roared and shot a bullet.


  “Ugh...!”


  Grid gritted his teeth. It was due to the large recoil, despite the fact that he was on the ground and his body position was firm. Yura’s strength was much lower than Grid and she was likely to get dislocated from using this sniper rifle.


  Peeeeeong!


  Immediately after completing the item. The Kruger running to Grid was pierced by a mana bullet. Grid had consumed a huge 2,000 mana for that bullet. Grid naturally thought that Kruger would die.


  Kiyaaaaaaah!


  "What?”


  Kruger was fine. Despite there being a holel in the center of the skull, not one point of the health gauge had been consumed and Kruger kept rushing to Grid.


  “Damn!”


  The confused Grid hurriedly swapped his weapon. He recalled the sniper rifle to his inventory and pulled out the Enlightenment Blade. Kruger reached Grid and fired dozens of needles.


  Chaeng!


  Chaeeeeeng!


  Grid used Quick Movements to evade the needles.


  Puk! Puuoooook!


  However, Kruger acted promptly in this gap. He approached and stabbed Grid’s chest directly with a needle.


  [You have suffered 1,570 damage.]


  [You have been stabbed in a blood vessel. Your blood flow isn’t smooth. Health recovery is blocked for 20 seconds.]


  [You can’t resist.]


  [You have suffered 1,390 damage.] 


  [An abnormality has occurred in your joints. Your left arm is paralyzed for the next 13 seconds.]


  [You can’t resist.]


  [You have suffered 1,642 damage.]


  [There is a reflux of mana. Use skills with caution.]


  [You can’t resist.]


  “Crazy!”


  It was the moment when Grid witnessed the proper use of dexterity. Kruger used his thousands of dexterity to precisely aim for the gaps between Triple Layers, causing critical damage to Grid. Not only did he suffer more damage than when his armor was stabbed, he also suffered from various conditions. But Grid was calm.


  “Magic Missile!”


  [You have failed to activate Magic Missile.]


  [Your health will suffer three times the mana that was consumed by the failure.]


  Grid made a very smart judgment. Kruger’s needle prevented the one-time use of a skill, so Grid minimized the damage by using a skill that consumed the least mana. While Quick Movements was maintained, he focused on avoiding Kruger’s needles and started the sword dance of Pagma’s Swordsmanship. It was Link.


  Pit!


  Pipipipipit!


  Kruger couldn’t respond. It was because at least 20 energy blades were fired at him.


  Kwa kwang!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  The speed of the energy blades gave the illusion that the flow of time had stopped. As Sticks watched in the crystal ball, the power of Link was combined with the Enlightenment Blade. Black flames erupted a total of nine times with Kruger in the centre.


  ‘Good!’


  Grid didn’t doubt his victory. He prepared to put an end to Kruger by continuing this offensive. But that resolution lasted for only a moment. Grid was shocked when he saw the successive notification windows in front of him.


  [The option effect of the Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has dealt 30% additional fire damage to the target!]


  [The target has neutralized the flames.]


  [The option effect of the Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has added 5,000 fire damage!]


  [The target has neutralized the flames.]


  [The option effect of the Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has dealt 30% additional dark damage to the target!]


  [The target has maximized the darkness. The target’s dark attribute damage will increase by 10%.]


  [Darkness is the power of the undead.]


  [The target has recovered 98,500 health.]


  [The option effect ‘Black Flames’ has activated from the Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires!]


  [The target has failed to neutralize the black flames.]


  [You have dealt 667,940 damage to the target!] 


  “This bastard!”


  Link dealt much less damage to Kruger than Grid expected. It was due to the power of the cloth item that Kruger made for 10 minutes. Kruger had weakened the power of the Enlightenment Blade by wearing cloth that maximized the dark attribute and blocked the fire attribute.


  It was admirable that he could maximize the dark attribute that was an advantage to him while blocking the flames. He might be a death knight, but named NPCs had very high intelligence. Fortunately, the black flames were an independent attribute that didn’t belong to either the darkness or fire attribute. Kruger couldn’t block the black flames and suffered great damage.


  Kik.


  Kkikikikik!


  The joints of Kruger’s right leg were broken by the explosion. Kruger fired a few needles at Grid and retreated. Then a barrier was once again unfolded. He wanted to create a new item!


  “Again!”


  Grid trembled.


  He needed to keep up his flow of concentration in battle so it was annoying that it kept being interrupted. He was once again convinced of the wicked personality of the Satisfy creators.


  [For the next 20 minutes, the legendary tailor Kruger will make an item!]


  "An additional 10 minutes?”


  Grid was shocked by Kruger’s ability to make items and disable the instant death. His mental shock was doubled at the thought of having to wait here for another 20 minutes. On the other hand, Sticks watched the crystal ball and prayed earnestly.


  "Grid, you have to defeat Kruger in order to cleanse the 63rd island. If this keeps repeating, Kruger will become stronger than you and your odds will disappear.”


  Please, please. He hoped that Grid would discover this fact. Sticks desperately wanted his heart to reach Grid, but it didn’t. Grid wasn’t even thinking about this. Just.


  "Yes, I will do the same.” 


  “....!!”


  Sticks’ eyes widened. It was because in the crystal ball, Grid was taking out a portable furnace and blacksmithing hammer.


  "T-This method...!”


  An eye for an eye! This was it! Confront item making by making an item! Sticks admired Grid’s idea and determination.




  Chapter 682


  "T-This method...!”


  Grid intended to respond to item production with item production! Sticks felt admiration at the unexpected idea. It was exciting to see Grid overturn the common sense of a sage every time. But.


  ‘Going against common sense isn’t always a good thing. This isn’t a smart method!’


  Sticks was certain of it.  No matter how he thought about it, the method to win against Kruger was to break the barrier. Kruger’s ability to make items was essentially blocked if the barrier was eliminated. Kruger wouldn’t be able to deal deadly injuries to Grid with his needles alone and it was likely that Grid would catch him as time passed. Yes, all he had to do was break the barrier.


  But Grid wasn’t even thinking about this.  It was natural. Grid believed that Kruger was in an area that couldn’t be touched since he realized that Kruger was the recipient of the system. It wasn’t a hasty judgment. The system was absolute. Most players, not just Grid, wouldn’t have through about breaking Kruger’s barrier. The more items Kruger made, the stronger he became. Eventually the player would fail to capture the 63rd island.


  That’s right. The difficulty of the 63rd island was very high. Kruger was a much more demanding boss monster than Lantier and Alex, who only pushed him physically. Just like he succeeded in the Hell Gao raid by obtaining the fire stones, Kruger was a raid that would only succeed if he found the right hints. 


  But Grid’s thoughts were completely different.


  ‘He’s an easy opponent.’


  It wasn’t false confidence. From Grid’s perspective, Kruger was really an easy opponent. Why? Grid had the ultimate magic, the enhanced versions of Alarm and Magic Missile. It was fortunate for Grid that Kruger spent 10 minutes and 20 minutes making items.


  This was after the Belial raid. Grid cleared several class quests in a row and raised his level significantly in the process of killing the armoured elite troops of the Belto Kingdom. This time, he cleared the 62nd island and gained another level. Now his level was 348. His total intelligence was 2,260. His pure mana was 13,560. If his intelligence was applied, his mana was close to 20,000. It was a large source for magic.


  ‘The cooldown time of Alarm Lv. 3 is 15 seconds.’


  Of course, this was the story when adding up the items that reduced skill cooldown. Theoretically, Grid was able to prepare 80 Alarm + Magic Missiles in 20 minutes. It would be possible if he freely took the best mana potions supplied from Reidan’s alchemy facility.


  Once Kruger finished making the items? The barrier would fall and he would be hit by a fatal bombardment of Magic Missiles. Yes, Grid was confident that he could defeat Kruger at any time. Therefore, he could take risks and challenge new things.


  ‘Making an item!’


  Grid was also a legend. If Kruger could produce items in 10 minutes and 20 minutes, Grid could as well. Grid wanted to experiment.


  ‘I learned from the 2nd National Competition. I spend a few days working on items while other blacksmiths only spend minutes or hours.’


  At first, Grid was very surprised and thought negatively. He made fun of other blacksmiths as he wondered how items produced in a short amount of time be meaningful. But what was the reality? Most of the top ranking blacksmiths succeeded in making items with superior power.


  At this moment, Grid realized. Spending a long time didn’t necessarily mean a good item would be born.


  ‘It is an X probability game.’ 


  The result of making a good item depended on probability, not time. Of course, the more time spend creating items, the more likely a higher rated item was to be produced.


  ‘But the probability will be similar to making several items in a short amount of time.'


  In fact, Grid produced the mass production set in as little time was possible and made a lot of rare and epic items.


  ‘I can’t deny that spending a lot of time in combat is useful.’


  Grid knew that it took a lot of time to produce the ultimate items. But he didn’t deny the fast production of items like factories.


  ‘Sometimes I need the ability to quickly produce items.’


  The items wouldn’t unconditionally be bad just because it was made quickly. Kruger proved that fact right now. Thus, Grid would also challenge it.


  "Me too...”


  Kkuok!


  Grid put white phosphorus wood in the portable furnace. He held his blacksmith’s hammer while waiting for the temperature of the furnace to rise.


  “I will become a factory manager too...!”


  Too much craftsmanship could sometimes be a weakness grabbing at his ankle. He would overcome it and advance. Grid pledged to shake off the craftsmanship that was deeply rooted.


  [Kruger has 18 minutes remaining.]


  The temperature of Grid’s portable furnace rose very quickly. As Kruger cut two fabrics, the flames in the furnace had already reached the desire temperature. The Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill was very versatile and Grid was even an expert with the bellows.


  “I will make an item!”


  He would make an item in 18 minutes. An item that would demonstrate its usefulness right now. What was it? Grid had already thought about it. Based on his experience of making many items, Grid was quick-witted when it came to big work.


  “I will make a weapon that crushes all of Kruger’s bones!”


  Grid was excited to compete with a legendary tailor. He shouted as hard as possible and took a red bead out of his inventory. It was from his distant newbie days. It was the Red Lightning Summoning Bead that he obtained after raiding the frostlight orc chief.


  [Red Lightning Summoning Bead]


  The power of a frostlight orc shaman dwells in this bead. 


  Can summon red lightning from the sky. Temporarily increases the attack power of the weapon struck by this lightning bolt and gives the weapon an electrical attribute.


  * It takes one minute to summon the lightning bolt, and the summoner’s health will drop by 10% after each summoning.


  Weight: 50


  "It's been a while."


  Grid hadn’t forgotten about this summoning bead. As the enemies became stronger, he avoided using it because the burden of the time it took to summon the lightning bolt was too long. He thought that the penalty was higher than the performance.


  The Red Lightning Summoning Bead increased the weapon’s attack power by 10%, not his total attack power. He didn’t want to lose 10% of his health for a one minute buff. But Grid had been thinking about it. What if this summoning bead was permanently attached to a weapon? For example, it could be used as an item making material.


  However, it was an unrealistic assumption. It was because the Red Lightning Summoning Bead wasn’t classified as a ‘production material.’ In the past, Grid found it impossible to make an item based on the Red Lightning Summoning Bead. But now Grid had the Item Reconstruction skill.


  From the moment he could this skill, he thought about using it on the Red Lightning Summoning Bead. Grid decided that now was the right time to use the Red Lightning Summoning Bead.


  ‘The undead are weak against explosions.’


  An explosion occurred at the point where the red lightning struck. If he could attach the Red Lightning Summoning Bead to the Enlightenment Blade, it was highly likely that the Enlightenment Blade would become a weapon that could deal deadly damage to the undead.


  In particular, Kruger was only watching out for the flames of the Enlightenment Blade. Kruger would have no defense against the lightning attribute because the current Enlightenment Blade didn’t have it. What if the lightning power of the Red Lightning Summoning Bead was granted to the Enlightenment Sword at this time?


  ‘I will be able to hit Kruger in the back of the head.’


  A smile spread on Grid’s face as he checked the skill information window.


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Reconstruction Lv. 1]


  Current experience 63.2%.


  Reinterpret items with a 100% understanding into a new form.


  The performance of the modified item will depend on your interpretation, skill, and intentions.


  * An item can only be reconstructed once.


  * When the skill level increases, the number of reconstructions will increase by one.


  The requirements were met. The Enlightenment Sword was made by Grid so his understanding was already 100%. One thing to watch out for was that he could only reconstruct an item one time.


  ‘I need to be careful.’


  Grid thought once again. Was it enough to attach the Red Lightning Summoning Bead to the Enlightenment Blade? Of course it was sufficient. There was the black flames of the Enlightenment Blade. It was worth investing the Red Lightning Summoning Bead as well.


  ‘In addition, the skill will reach level two sooner or later.’


  The number of possible reconstructions would increase. There was no reason to hesitate. Grid separated the Enlightenment Blade from Sword Ghost and threw it into the furnace without hesitation. He added the Red Lightning Summoning Bead.


  Peeeeeong!


  A powerful explosion took place in the furnace. The flames from the Enlightenment Blade and the lightning from the Red Lightning Summoning Bead caused the earth to shake.


  Clack.


  Claack.


  Kruger turned his gaze to Grid while cutting the cloth. If Kruger was alive, he would’ve become alert to the fact that Grid was making an item, which could be a variable. However, the current Kruger was a death knight. He had no thoughts. He soon became indifferent to Grid and turned his gaze back to the cloth. Then.


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  The 63rd island.


  A hammering sound started to ring on the quiet island. Grid pulled out the Enlightenment Blade and the Red Lightning Summoning Bead before they lost their shape and started hammering frantically.


  ‘The time it took me to modify Lifael’s Spear isn’t much different from when I make a new item.’


  However, now he realized that he spent too much time when looking at Kruger. In the first place, Item Reconstruction was a very active skill. The more it was used in real time during battle, the more valuable it was.


  ‘I have to aim to be a factory manager and finish it in an instant!’


  The 18 minutes flew by quickly.


  Paaaat!


  The barrier around Kruger disappeared without a trace.


  [Kruger has finished making the item!]


  Then a notification window popped up.


  Taack!


  Kruger was already moving. Just like Grid had most of his health and mana restored while hammering and the skill cooldown time ended, Kruger also had most of his health gauge filled.


  “What did he make this time?”


  Ttang!


  Grid hit the blade that was blinking red on the anvil one last time. As the God Hands blocked a few attacks from Kruger, Grid used Pagma’s Swordsmanship.


  “Link.”


  Pajik!


  The blade flashed red. It was the Enlightenment Sword. But now it was different. Sparks rose every time it blinked red.


  Pit!


  Pipipipipit!


  “...!”


  Kwang!


  Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa! Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  Kruger was engulfed in a storm of red light. The cloth he wrapped around himself blocked the flames, absorbed the dark energy and allowed part of the black flames.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  A red lightning bolt struck.


  Duk!


  Duduk!


  Kruger’s bones shook from the electric shock. It was the moment when the legend of the previous generation was overwhelmed by the present legend. The former legends were weak because they weren’t intact? No, that wasn’t it. Grid wasn’t perfect as a legend. Don’t forget that the legends of the present day weren’t mature. Simply, the new generation was better.
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  [Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires]


  Rating: Myth


  Durability: 1,660/1,660    Attack Power: 3,780


  * 20% increase in physical attack power. 


  * 20% increase in magic attack power. 


  * 30% bonus fire attribute damage. 


  * 30% bonus dark attribute damage.


  * 15% bonus lightning attribute damage.


  * Deals an additional 50% damage to sacred beings.


  * There is a certain probability of flames (large) being released when attacking.


  * There is a low probability of illusions being released when attacking.


  * There is a low probability of summoning a red lightning bolt when attacking.


  ★ There is a certain probability of a black flames explosion when attacking. 


  ...


  ...


  ...


  The Red Lightning Summoning Bead combined with the Enlightenment Blade! The base damage of the weapon was increased by 8%, there was additional lightning damage and an option to summon a red lightning bolt. There was no decrease in health penalty!


  In addition, the red lightning bolt boasted superior power to general lightning. The damage was calculated in proportion to the total attack power and the probability of causing electric shock was also high. But the real strength of the red lightning bolt was separate.


  [The option effect of the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has dealt 30% additional fire damage to the target!]


  [The target has neutralized the flames.]


  [The option effect of the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has added 5,000 fire damage!]


  [The target has neutralized the flames.]


  [The option effect of the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has dealt 30% additional dark damage to the target!]


  [The target has maximized the darkness. The target’s dark attribute damage will increase by 10%.]


  [Darkness is the power of the undead.]


  [The target has recovered 83,200 health.]


  [The option effect of the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has dealt 15% additional lightning damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 41,900 damage to the target!]


  [The option effect of the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has summoned a red lightning bolt!]


  Kwajik!


  The difference was that the red lightning bolt was summoned from the sky. Unless the enemy had eyes on the top of the head, the enemy targeted by the Enlightenment Blade wouldn’t be able to cope with the red lightning.


  Kwarururung!


  A red lightning bolt crossed the grey sky.


  Kuwaaaang!


  It fell towards lightning rod Death Knight Kruger on the ground!


  “...!!”


  A light flashed in Kruger’s eye sockets as part of his bones cracked. It was the aftermath of the powerful explosion.


  [You have dealt 195,600 damage to the target!]


  [The target is caught in an electric shock for 1.2 seconds!]


  ‘Good!’


  The red lightning struck in a narrow range. It only damaged a single target. In addition, the probability of it appearing was only ‘low.’ But it was better than nothing. No, it was a thousand times better. Since it was a skill attached to a myth rated weapon, there was no resource consumption and the strength was around 40% of the black flames.


  Pajijik!


  Clack! Clack clack!


  Death Knight Kruger flinched as he was wrapped in sparks. It was the effects of the electric shock. From this point, the God Hands started their rampage with Mjolnir.


  Peok!


  Peok peok peok!


  [God Hand (1) has dealt 3,110 damage to the target.]


  [The Ultimate Enhanced Mjolnir has caused the target to stiffen for 0.3 seconds.]


  [God Hand (2) has dealt 2,030 damage to the target.]


  [The +7 Mjolnir (2) has caused the target to stiffen for 0.1 seconds.]


  [The God Hand (4)...]


  [The +7 Mjolnir (4)...]


  ...


  ...


  A snowball effect that started from the one second of electric shock! Kruger was incapacitated. He wasn’t able to block the golden hammers constantly attacking his skull. It was the moment when Grid grabbed his victory.


  “God Hands! It has been a long time since you’ve done this!”


  The God Hands’ first and foremost role was to protect their master. Grid’s safety was the priority no matter the circumstances.  It was almost impossible for Grid to suppress the basic attribute despite ordering them to ‘attack the target.’ While the God Hands were attacking the target, they were ready to switch to protecting Grid if he was attacked.


  This was a strength and weakness. Of course, this weakness could be overcome if Grid continued to command the God Hands in real time. But was it that easy? It was difficult to constantly renew the commands to the God Hands while dealing with the enemy in front of his eyes.


  This was why the combination of God Hands and Mjolnir couldn’t be used properly in every raid. But that weakness was overcome at this moment. Thanks to the Red Lightning Summoning Bead attached to the Enlightenment Blade!


  Puk!


  Puk puk!


  Grid was able to attack at least two times per second with the option effect of the Quick Gloves. He continued to beat up the rigid Kruger. He didn’t take a break at all. Together with Mjolnir, he bombarded Kruger with sword attacks. Then.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  Kuoooooh!


  He tried a combo. After a basic attack, he cancelled the recovery action and immediately linked a skill. It omitted some motions, making it possible for him to link skills and basic attacks faster. A large number of players did this skillfully, but Grid wasn’t familiar with it. It was the limit of Pagma’s Swordsmanship rather than Grid’s individual talent. Pagma’s Swordsmanship was difficult to mix basic attacks in because the skill development motion was too long. However, this weakness was overcome with Alex's Quick Gloves.


  Cheook!


  One step.


  Puok!


  A flurry of basic attacks.


  Cheook!


  Another step.


  Puok!


  Another flurry of basic attacks. Grid mixed in his basic attacks between the steps of Pagma’s Swordsmanship. This was possible thanks to the faster attack speed. The best part was something else.


  [Alex's Quick Gloves have been released.]


  [You have equipped the +8 Holy Light Gloves.]


  Due to the target being stiffened, there was time for Grid to swap items. Once he used a skill, he could take off Alex's Quick Gloves which weren’t effective and use the Holy Light Gloves. 


  “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.”


  Kuooooooh!


  He had managed to overwhelm Yatan’s Servant Malacus in his beginning days with the separate skills. Even Death Knight Kruger felt an instinctive crisis.


  Clack!


  Clack clack!


  Kruger struggled as he was hit. He wanted to move, but couldn’t get away from the God Hands constantly hitting him. Infinite stiffness. It was a fraudulent technique that could be mistaken as a bug if activated properly.


  Pit!


  Pipipipipit!


  The energy blades raged.


  Peng!


  Pepepepeng!


  Flames and black flames exploded in succession. After that.


  Kurururung!


  Red lightning fell from the sky and struck Kruger’s skull.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  [You have dealt 132,790 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 145,840 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 170,900 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 188,050 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt...]


  ...


  ...


  [The option effect ‘Black Flames’ has activated from the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires!]


  [Critical!]


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been activated, adding 30% critical damage!]


  [You have dealt 926,430 damage to the target!]


  [The option effect ‘Black Flames’ has activated from the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires!]


  ...


  ...


  [The option effect of the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has summoned a red lightning bolt!]


  [Critical!]


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been...]


  [The +8 Holy Light Gloves’s option effect is activated, causing the skill ‘5 Joint Attacks’ to be....]


  ...


  ...


  [You have dealt 3,235,900 damage to the target.]


  [The option effect ‘Black Flames’ has activated from the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires!]


  [You have dealt...]


  ...


  ...


  “Kiyaaaaah!”


  In the ensuing explosion and lightning strikes, Kruger’s voice filled the sky. It was a roar of anger, not pain. It was because he couldn’t feel pain. However, Grid’s attack wasn’t over. This was only the Link part of Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle. The real attack started now.


  Puk.


  Puk puk! Puuoook!


  The energy blades aiming at Kruger changed their orbits, this time moving in a straight line. Kruger was pierced by it and his purple light turned grey. It seemed that all activities stopped for a while due to the excessive impact.


  [You have dealt 310,100 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 343,000 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 379,300 damage to the target...]


  ...


  ...


  [Critical!]


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been...]


  [You have dealt 1,102,500 damage to the target.]


  [The option effect ‘Black Flames’ has activated from the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires!]


  [The option effect of the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has summoned a red lightning bolt!]


  Kwarung!


  Kwarururung!


  A natural disaster wouldn’t be as hard as this. The endlessly swirling attacks struck Kruger. Grid felt sympathy since this was also a person who fought for the world as a legend.


  “Ah... Ahhh...”


  Duguen! Duguen!


  Sticks was pale as he watched through the crystal ball. He was amazed beyond admiration at Grid’s absurd aggressiveness. He was so surprised that he could feel a pain in his weak heart. Grid’s strikes continued. The storm of death turned Kruger into rags and then Pinnacle descended. A powerful blow!


  Jjejejeok!


  Kruger’s skull was heavily cracked. As soon as Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle was completed, Grid replaced the Holy Light Gloves with Alex’s Quick Gloves and immediately started hitting Kruger with basic attacks.


  ‘He is really durable.’


  Kruger still had 30% of his health remaining. Grid grumbled, but a named boss had lost 70% of his health from one skill. It was truly shocking. It meant that Grid’s attack power was outside a player’s range and was on the level of a catastrophe.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  Grid prepared the final blow. After a basic attack, he swapped the Quick Gloves to the Holy Light Gloves. Then.


  “Linked Kill!”


  Puk.


  Puk puk puk!


  Grid stabbed Death Knight Kruger again! The 5th strike wasn’t a critical and it felt somewhat lacking, but he didn’t try transforming the God Hands into Lifael’s Spear. It was because the moment a Mjolnir was lost, Kruger might escape from the infinite stiffness and fight back. It was a very wise decision.


  ‘There is no need to fret.’


  The prey was already caught so there was no need to worry about finishing the battle quickly. The key was keeping the infinite stiffness. Grid thought this and after Linked Kill, he used Transcended Link, Pinnacle Kill, and Link. He was able to trigger two Pinnacle Kills thanks to God's Command activating.


  In the end.


  Kurururu!


  It took 10 minutes but Kruger, the guardian of the 63rd island was killed. He wasn’t able to use the unknown item that he spent 20 minutes making. It was because he was weak to status conditions, becoming good prey for the God Hands and Mjolnir combination.


  [You have defeated Death Knight Kruger, guardian of the 63rd island!]


  [The 63rd island has been cleansed!]


  [As a reward for cleansing the island, you have gained one level!]


  [You have acquired Kruger’s tailoring tools!]


  [You have acquired Kruger’s Mysterious Cloth!]
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  “The gloves are really great...”


  After the battle was over.


  Grid recreated the battle before checking the items that Kruger had dropped. If there was a part to praise about himself, there was also a part to criticize. This would be used as a stepping stone to mature one step further. In the process, the most noteworthy part for Grid was his items. He noticed the Holy Light Gloves and Alex's Quick Gloves more than the Enlightenment Lightning Sword and Mjolnir.


  'There is the lottery option of the Holy Light Gloves that I’ve always relied on.’


  Now he realized that Alex's Quick Gloves were amazing.


  The speed of his basic attacks had doubled so his continuous damage rose sharply. The attack power of each basic attack increased and combined with the power of the Enlightenment Blade, his basic attacks had been maximized beyond expectations. The damage was even better than the Holy Light Gloves.


  ‘It will be more effective as my agility increases.’


  Every 1,000 agility increase general attack speed by 0.1. Grid’s current agility was 2,876. He could achieve a base attack speed of 0.8 and if he wore Alex’s Quick Gloves, it would be 0.4. It was possible to do two basic attacks per second and five per two seconds.


  ‘If my basic speed is at 0.7...’


  The Quick Gloves will make it 0.35 attack speed and almost three attacks per second. Grid’s original goal was to obtain a ratio of 1:1 for strength and agility. Grid decided he didn’t need to hesitate and opened his status window.


  “Status Window!”


  Name: Grid


  Level: 349


  Class: Pagma's Descendant (Conditional Great Magician)


  Title: One who Became a Legend and 22 others. (If you want to view the list, please click for a detailed view.)


  Health: 88,175    Mana: 13,602


  Strength: 3,140 (+360)


  Stamina: 1,967 (+580)


  Agility: 2,546 (+330)


  Intelligence: 1,727 (+540)


  Dexterity: 3,507 (+880)


  Persistence: 1,452 (+330)


  Composure: 1,058 (+330)


  Indomitable: 1,313 (+440)


  Dignity: 1,966 (+330)


  Insight: 1,806 (+330)


  Courage: 1,002 (+330)


  Demonic Power: 13,402


  Good Luck: 241


  Deity: 3


  Remaining Stat Points: 300


  Grid acquired 12 stat points per level since becoming one with Braham’s soul. Then the title of First King gave him 14 stat points per level. Since recently, he had accumulated two and then four points more than others. However, half of the points were forcibly invested in intelligence. Therefore, even if Grid had been accumulating his points since level 301, he only had 300 stat points.


  ‘Nevertheless, I don’t see it as a loss. Intelligence is a stat that I need after all... That’s right... It isn’t a loss...’


  Grid tried to comfort himself.


  Shake shake.


  In the end, he failed and started distributing the stat points.


  ‘Points in agility.’


  [124 points will be invested in agility. Have you decided?]


  “Yes.”


  [It has been applied.]


  [Your agility has increased by 124.]


  [Your agility stat is now at 2,546 points.]


  [Through the combined effects of various titles, 3,000 agility has been achieved.]


  [Your base attack speed has increased by 0.1.]


  [Movement speed has increased by 30.]


  “Good.”


  He finally achieved 3,000 agility. Grid tested it immediately.


  Syuok!


  Syuok!


  Six attacks in two seconds! Some people might have questions. In reality, a high quality professional boxer could attack four times per second. Was attacking three times per second in the game really that great? Of course it was. Grid wasn’t using bare hands but wielding a long sword. It was difficult to wield a sword that was one meter in length three times per second.


  ‘Very good.’


  Grid was satisfied as he looked at the energy blades that looked like waves under the moonlight. He now had 176 stat points left.


  “Hrmm.”


  Grid thought for a while before decided to keep the remaining points.


  ‘Even if I invest all my points in agility right now, the proportion still won’t match with strength...’


  In fact, he was impatient to invest points in intelligence. It was because he could learn Fireball once his intelligence reached 2,500. If he invested the remaining points in intelligence, he would be able to level Fireball in a relatively short period of time if he kept tailoring and leveling up. But Grid suppressed his impatient heart.


  ‘Intelligence will naturally increase whenever I level up. There is no need to invest points.’


  The part that Grid felt lacking in right now was stamina. Grid had a high survival rate due to his items and various title effects, but it was more stable to increase his total health. Thus, there was value in investing points in stamina.


  ‘But I will watch more.’


  Grid decided it would be better to save his points. He thought it was right to use the points after clearly figuring out what he was lacking when dealing with the formidable enemies he would face.


  “Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.”


  Grid closed his status window and finally started to appraise Kruger’s items. First of all, he started with Kruger’s tailoring tools. It was a set of scissors, a knife, a tape measure, and a needle.


  [Kruger’s Scissors and Knife]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 171/220    Attack Power: 311


  * Increases the cutting speed of cloth and leather by 10%.


  * Can cut all types of cloth and leather.


  One handed scissors and a knife used by the legendary tailor Kruger during his life. They are sharp and durable and can even cut through the scales and skin of a dragon.


  Weight: 10


  [Kruger’s Measuring Tape]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 26/50


  * Increases the speed of cloth and leather tailoring by 15%.


  A measuring tape used by the legendary tailor Kruger during his life. It has a total length of 50 meters and boasts perfect accuracy.


  Weight: 5


  [Kruger’s Needle]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: None    Defense: 30


  *  Increases the speed of cloth and leather tailoring by 20%.


  * Can pierce all types of cloth and leather.


  A very thin needle used by the legendary tailor Kruger during his life. A needle made from the molar of an accidentally discovered silver dragon’s remains, it can easily pierce all types of cloth and leather.


  Weight: 0


  “Wow.”


  In fact, Grid didn’t have much expectations for the tailoring tools. At best, he expected it to be items that raised the probability of the item rating. However, Grid’s expectations were completely wrong. Kruger’s tailoring tools didn’t have an option to raise the item rankings. Instead, it sped up the speed of tailoring and allowed him to work with all types of cloth and leather. It was a necessary item for Grid.


  ‘It’s unfortunate that there is no item rating increase option.’


  It increased tailoring speed by a total of 45%. It meant that Grid could make two underwear in the time it took to make one. Furthermore!


  ‘A knife and scissors that can cut all types of cloth and leather and a needle that can pierce...’


  The reason why Grid couldn’t cut several types of fabrics at the same time was because the strength was different for each fabric. It was impossible for Grid to cut cloth of different strengths simultaneously with ordinary scissors and needles. But now things had changed. With this, scissors and knife, Grid could cut many types of cloth and leather at the same time like Kruger.


  ‘If I raise my tailoring skill, I will be able to make not only underwear, but usable cloth armor.’


  He was happy. He felt joy and sadness in equal proportions. An increase in tailoring speed meant his workload increased. Of course, there was no need to increase the workload. But it was impossible for Grid’s nature to not do so. The fear of being left behind didn’t allow him to slack off.


  “Hah... Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.”


  Then Grid appraised the cloth. It was a cloth made of silk.


  [Mysterious Cloth]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: None


  A four dimensional cloth that neutralizes damage of the ‘explosion’ type.


  Once the cloth is opened at the explosion point, all the explosive energy is absorbed into the cloth.


  Cooldown Time: 10 minutes.


  Weight: 1


  “...?”


  It was difficult for Grid to understand the item description. Absorb explosion type damage?


  ‘What... Ah, perhaps?”


  A chill went down Grid’s spine. He had a hypothesis and ordered the God Hands to keep the cloth open. Then he swung the Enlightenment Blade at the cloth. The result was amazing.


  [The option effect ‘Black Flames’ has activated from the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires!]


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  An explosion that caused splash damage over a radius of 10 meters. The flames that burst out!


  Syuuuuuuu!


  It was sucked into the cloth that the God Hands spread out. It didn’t do a single bit of damage to the area!


  “...Crazy.”


  Grid gulped. He was covered in sweat. Kruger was already equipped against fire and darkness.


  ‘...He was going to absorb the black flames with this cloth?’


  What if Grid hadn’t neutralized Kruger with the electric shock and infinite stiffness...


  ‘Most of my damage would be blocked...’


  In particular, the cooldown time of 10 minutes was likely to shorter when Kruger used it directly. NPCs and boss monsters often got a correction effect.


  ‘We would’ve fought for a few minutes before Kruger opened the barrier again to create a new item.’


  If it reached that stage, Grid’s chances would fall exponentially. Grid shivered at the thought. He gathered the cloth together as Sticks entered the 63rd island and approached him.


  “Now there are three islands left.”


  “Um.”


  Legendary miner Gis, legendary archer Povia, and Undefeated King Madra. According to Sticks’ guess, there were three bosses remaining. Grid predicted that they would be relatively easy to overcome except for Madra. An archer with a weak body was nothing after breaking through the arrows, and a tanker’s weakness was that they lacked attack power.


  'Of course, I won’t be careless.’


  Grid breathed in deeply and stepped on the bridge to the 64th island.


  "Go straight away."


  Grid achieved his goal of winning without losing his immortality. There was no need to delay the time, so Grid immediately entered the 64th island. Then he met miner Gis.


  Clack!


  Clack clack clack!


  The 64th island was a cave. It was a huge square where minerals grew everywhere. There was a death knight in the center of the cave, lit up by blue ores on the ceiling. Gis was a very large skeleton. It was comparable to Agnus’ orc warrior that was turned into a death knight. Due to that, the pickaxe in his hand looked small.


  "A tanker must be really durable.”


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  Attacks with overwhelming damage! Grid didn’t delay. Immediately after using Quick Movements and Blacksmith's Rage, he rushed to Gis. At that moment.


  Ttang!


  Death Knight Gis started mining. Despite the enemy rushing towards him, Gis started swinging his pickaxe!


  "Eh?”


  Grid thought it was ridiculous. It was difficult to understand why Gis was ignoring the enemy.


  ‘Is his artificial intelligence broken?’


  Maybe he could break through the 64th island quicker and easier than he expected. Grid smiled at the thought.


  Chaaeng!


  The Enlightenment Sword struck Gis’ skull.


  [Gis is mining. Gis is invincible when mining. You can’t cause any damage.]


  “....????”


  Grid’s eyes widened.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Gis didn’t even look at Grid as he quietly focused on mining. Slowly, very slowly. For reference, the cave was over 200 square meters in size and all walls had minerals growing on them. Even Peak Sword, who specialized in mining, would take at least a fortnight to gain all the minerals from this cave. Grid thought of the worst scenario.


  ‘The 64th island consumes time...?’


  He couldn’t break through until Gis finished mining. Didn’t that mean his feet would be tied up by this trial for days?


  “Dammit!”


  Grid couldn’t help cursing and turned his attention to the gate he had used just now. Of course, the gate was gone. Just like the other islands, he couldn’t escape from the 64th island until he failed the challenge or cleared it.


  Ttang!


  Gis was still mining slowly like a turtle.


  “...Ah.”


  Grid was frustrated when he remembered that he only had enough food for four days. It was the first time he had been so frustrated since becoming Pagma's Descendant.
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  He attacked again and the result was the same.


  [Gis is mining. Gis is invincible when mining. You can’t cause any damage.]


  "Ah, it’s seriously nasty.”


  He wasn’t talking about the 64th island. Grid felt disgusted with the Behen Archipelago itself. Every one of the 66 islands making up the Behen Archipelago required a special strategy, making him very tired and irritated.


  "Well, some places were easy...”


  The other players who challenged the Behen Archipelago would’ve been appalled if they heard this murmur. From the perspective of ordinary players, almost nothing about the Behen Archipelago was easy. This was the difference between Grid and other players.


  Since Grid could create and produce items in real time, he cleared the Behen Archipelago more easily than others. For example, the hell moon stage was easily cleared with his Hooded Zip Up. However, even Grid felt that the average difficulty of the Behen Archipelago was very high. It showed the hell difficulty of the Behen Archipelago.


  “What should I do?”


  The legendary miner Gis was invincible when mining. Given his slow speed, it would take him more than a month to mine all the minerals. It meant challengers of the 64th island would be stuck here for more than a month. And Grid only had four days worth of food left.


  “XX.”


  It had been a long time since Grid cursed like this. He was really upset.


  “Aren’t I an all-rounder?”


  That’s right. Grid was an all-rounder class capable of utilizing all types of weapons thanks to being Pagma's Descendant and the Weapons Mastery. He was a blacksmith and a tailor and knew how to use magic. But he couldn’t cook. Grid lacked the ability to cook food on his own. Therefore, he would starve to death. It couldn’t be helped.


  "I'm not a real all-rounder...”


  He would starve because he was missing one ability!


  Flop!


  Grid had fallen to his knees in frustrated when he suddenly got a flash.


  ‘Should I try it once?”


  Taang - taang-


  Grid slowly approached Gis, who was still mining while ignoring Grid’s curses and frustration. An ugly smile appeared on Grid’s face as he looked at Gis’ back.


  'It is theoretically possible.’


  What was possible?


  Wiggle wiggle!


  Grid’s ten fingers moved without a break. That’s right. Grid was using his dexterity.


  ‘Right now, my dexterity exceeds 4,000.’


  Women and even men felt an electric current when Grid poked them with a finger There were those who couldn’t cope with the pleasure that came flooding in like a tsunami. Some of this tremendous dexterity was even applied in reality. Grid had deliberately sealed this power apart from when he slept with Irene, but now he unleashed it.


  "I’ll make you stop... Your legs will be so relaxed that you can’t mine!”


  Grid glared at Gis. Then he worked hard on tickling the bones. The result was amazing.


  “...”


  Ttang! Ttang!


  No response!! Gis was assaulted by Grid’s fingers but he devoted himself to mining without a change in attitude. Grid’s over 4,0000 dexterity didn’t have an effect!


  “...As expected.”


  The opponent was too bad. The undead didn’t feel a sense of pleasure or itching.


  ‘Then the only way left...’


  Grid didn’t give up. He was experienced with overcoming frustration after facing hardships for a long time. His eyes were motivated and passionate as he thought of ways to overcome the current situation.


  ***


  "This is the time to use your head.”


  On the 63rd island that Grid cleansed. Sticks felt anxious as he observed Grid through the crystal ball.


  "Invincible during mining...”


  The legendary miner, Gis. The number of great demons tied up by him and failed was more than one. Gis’ ability was great. But Grid shouldn’t be so frustrated. Grid’s mission was to cleanse all of the Behen Archipelago.


  ‘Grid, the concept of invincibility doesn’t exist. Please keep your composure and find Gis’ weakness.”


  Of course, it wasn’t easy. Pagma was a smart person. He would’ve tried to hide the weakness of Death Knight Gis. Sticks wasn’t able to find Gis’ weakness until just now.


  'Basically, the key is to make him stop mining.’


  No matter what Grid did, Gis kept devoting himself to mining. It seemed virtually impossible to make him stop mining.


  ‘It is tricky...’


  The possibility of breaking through the 64th island was very low. Sticks judged and bit his lips.


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid pulled out the portable furnace and started to make something.


  "What are you making?”


  Sticks couldn’t understand it at all. It was because Grid couldn’t stop Gis’ mining no matter what he made.


  “...Eh?”


  Sage Sticks lost his dignity. He forgot about appearances and expressed his absurd thoughts. It was because the new item Grid made was a pickaxe.


  “Don’t tell me...”


  He truly was a sage. Sticks corrected grasped Grid’s intentions.


  "S-Such an ignorant method....”


  Why did Grid make a pickaxe? Just like he responded to the legendary tailor Kruger with making an item, it was clear he intended to respond to legendary miner Gis with mining.


  'He will mine all the minerals so that Gis can no longer remain invincible...?’


  Ah, how foolish.  What an ignorant idea!


  “Mining isn’t something that anyone can do...”


  The speed of mining would fall dramatically for anyone who didn’t have the mining skill. Even if Grid used all his power, he would be as fast as Gis, who was deliberately going slow.


  "No?”


  Sticks stiffened. Grid had started to make several more pickaxes. After a while. Grid summoned the memphis and the doppelganger and threw them the pickaxes. Of course, the four God Hands were also armed with pickaxes. This wasn’t the end.


  “Can you Become the King of the Dead?”


  Grid summoned two additional skeletons. The skulls were bigger than the skeletons and the eyes were wild, giving them a cute feel.


  Clack!


  Clack clack!


  The two skeletons moved their jawbones like they were trying to appeal to Grid. They also held pickaxes in their bony hands.


  "...The power of quantity...”


  Was Grid going to make a another legend? Sticks belonged to the Overgeared Kingdom, so he knew its dictionary meaning.  


  ***


  Gis was invincible when mining. What should Grid do to avoid starving to death in four days? After his dexterity failed, Grid worried about it for a long time before coming up with a groundbreaking method.


  "Yes, let’s get rid of all the minerals in the cave... Gis will no longer have minerals to mine.”


  Truly an ignorant idea! Grid had already determined that Peak Sword would take a fortnight to obtain all the minerals in the cave with his Intermediate Mining Technique.  Yet he had to do it in four days! Was this possible? It was impossible. Grid had been mining occasionally, but he still hadn’t learned the mining skill. It was difficult to acquire skills that were far away from his class. He didn’t know who long it took the swordsman Peak Sword to obtain the mining skill.


  Anyway.


  “I can do it.”


  Grid was very confident in this plan that had a close to 0% chance of working. He naturally had grounds for this confidence.


  “I have the Fantastic Pickaxe’s production method!”


  The Fantastic Pickaxe. It was the legendary rated pickaxe that Grid made for Peak Sword. It increased the probability of obtaining high grade minerals and gave the Intermediate Mining Technique Lv. 3 skill. Even if five year old would become a master of mining if he had that pickaxe!


  "I will mass produce it.”


  Time was short. Grid didn’t delay any longer. He immediately pulled out the portable furnace and started smelting the white phosphorus wood. The first mineral a blacksmith learnt to handle was iron ore and Grid quickly refined the iron ore that was the base of the pickaxe. Then.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid immediately started making the pickaxe on the anvil. He made a total of eight pickaxes. The time it took to make them? It was just two hours. This was possible because Grid learned to speed up during his production battle with Kruger. In the first place, a pickaxe was easy for a blacksmith to make. The result?  


  [Mass Produced Fantastic Pickaxe]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 125/125 Attack Power: 37


  * The chances of acquiring advanced minerals will increase by 3%.


  * The skill ‘Beginner Mining Technique’ master level will be generated.


  A pickaxe based on the Fantastic Pickaxe made by Blacksmith Grid who is becoming a myth over a legend.


  It isn’t to the extent of the Fantastic Pickaxe, but it boasts an excellent performance.


  User Restriction: Level 100 or higher.


  Weight: 75


  [Mass Produced Fantastic Pickaxe]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 150/150  Attack Power: 77


  * The chances of acquiring advanced minerals will increase by 3%.


  * The chances of acquiring the highest grade minerals will increase by 1%.


  * The skill ‘Intermediate Mining Technique’ Lv. 1 will be generated. 


  ...


  ...


  “Not bad.”


  Grid succeeded in producing two rare rated pickaxes, four epic rated and two unique rated. The performance was excellent. Of course, it was lacking compared to the legendary rated Fantastic Pickaxe. However, it was a masterpiece compared to ordinary pickaxes.


  “Noe! Randy! God Hands! Can you Become the King of the Dead?”


  Pak!


  Pa pa pa pat!


  Grid summoned so many familiars that it was like he had a summoner class. A black cat, a little girl, four golden hands, and two skeletons appeared around him. The God Hands had always been with Grid, but Noe, Randy, and the Overgeared Skeletons were meeting Grid after a long time. Grid threw pickaxes towards his pets who were very happy.


  “Then let’s start.”


  “...”


  Noe felt deja vu. He was reminded of the mining that took place in the mine where the evil eyes stayed. Wasn’t he the best demonic beast of hell? Noe was very sad. But there was nothing he could do. Noe liked Grid, no matter how sad he felt. He had to follow Grid’s orders.


  “Nyang!”


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Led by the tearful Noe, the pets started mining. In particular, Randy’s ability after transforming into Grid was dazzling. Grid looked satisfied and shouted at Gis.


  "Let’s see how long you can stay invincible!”


  Grid would take all the minerals in here in four days! Grid was filled with ambition and started mining with a passionate attitude.


  Peeok! Peeok!


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Dirt was thrown every time a pickaxe dug into the wall, quickly turning Grid, Noe, and Randy’s faces black. 


  The legendary blacksmith, great magician, swordsman, and king of a nation, Grid. The greatest demonic beast of hell, Memphis Noe. The strongest doppelganger who dominated the Mysterious Forest, Randy. Existences that boasted such wonderful specs were covered in dirt in a mine. It was so unbelievable that people wouldn’t believe it even if they saw it themselves. People just imagined that Grid was living a brilliant life. But what was the reality?


  "Cough cough! U-Urgh...! Hey! Slave! Be careful not to blow the dust.”


  “Nyaang... Understood, ong.” By the way, was I mistaken when I just heard you call me slave ong?”


  “O-Of course. How can I call you a slave? Hahaha.”


  “...”


  Grid’s normal life was far from the glitz and glam. It was mostly miserable and pathetic. Noe and Randy met the wrong master.
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  ‘Does this make sense?’


  Grid’s chosen strategy for the 64th island was mining!


  ‘This is a scam!’


  First, he felt hope.


  The Overgeared Skeletons were armed with the rare rated pickaxes that gave Beginner Mining Technique Lv. 5, the God Hands had the epic rated pickaxes that gave Beginner Mining Technique master level, and Noe and Randy were armed with the unique rated pickaxes that gave Intermediate Mining Technique Lv. 1.


  If he concentrated on mining with them, Grid thought he could get all the minerals on the 64th island before his food ran out. In addition, even if he failed to finish on time, he could rechallenge it. He would pack enough food for a few months and finish the mining before he starved.


  That’s right. Grid interpreted the 64th island as easily cleared if he had enough food. But reality was unlike Grid’s idea. This was the Behen Archipelago and the islands in the 60s boasted an atrocious difficulty. The minerals on the 64th island... 


  They regenerated in real time. As soon as Grid’s group dug out a mineral, new minerals immediately grew on the spot. In other words, mining all of the 64th island’s minerals was impossible.


  “Wow, I’m going crazy.”


  Before he knew it, three hours had passed. Grid, who had focused on mining without giving up, eventually threw the pickaxe. Noe and Randy had long lost their motivation. They couldn’t be motivated since they worked so hard to obtain the mineral, only for new ones to grow again.


  "I can only destroy the cave itself.”


  It would be nice if he didn’t have to suffer all this trouble. But just like any other game, Satisfy had terrain that could be destroyed as well as those that were indestructible. And the 64th island was indestructible.


  Peeng!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  He struck again and again with the Enlightenment Sword and black flames exploded. However, the cave didn’t move at all. The minerals caught in the explosion stayed in the same place. The cave couldn’t be destroyed and minerals just grew again. There was no solution to this problem.


  ‘How can I clear this place?’ 


  It was difficult to think about how to disable Gis’ invincibility. Common sense suggested that the 64th island wasn’t built to be cleared. It felt like the maker had intended this to harass the player.


  “Dammit... Why can’t anything be solved easily?”


  Peok!


  The anxious Grid threw the iron ore he had just mined. At that moment.


  Flinch.


  Death Knight Gis, who hadn’t stopped mining since Grid entered the 64th island, was stiff like a stone statue.


  “...Nyang?”


  Noe stuck his tongue out like a puppy and his big eyes blinked. He had witnessed Gis stop moving. However, Grid wasn’t looking at Gis. He didn’t want to look at the hateful bastard.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Death Knight Gis started mining again.


  "Master! Throw it again!”


  Noe hurriedly exclaimed.


  “What?”


  Grid couldn’t understand Noe’s words. He had unconsciously thrown the iron ore out of pure anger and hadn’t been aware of what he just did.


  "I’m telling you to throw the iron ore nyong!”


  "Eh?”


  Why?


  Questions were raised in Grid’s mind. However, rather than asking a question, Grid moved first according to Noe’s demand. It showed how much Grid trusted Noe.


  Peok!


  Grid threw the iron ore!


  Flinch.


  Gis stopped mining.


  “.....!”


  Grid witnessed his appearance. Noe folded his arm and laughed at Grid’s surprise.


  “Nyahahat! How is this body’s insight? I am the best demonic beast of hell ong! Nyahahat!”


  “Good...! Well done! The best!”


  Grid learnt the strategy to attack the 64th island! He once again threw an iron ore to stop Gis’ mining and then used Pagma’s Swordsmanship.


  “Link!”


  Peeng!


  Pepepepeok!


  The deep cave. Every time Grid wielded the sword, there was the sound of Death Knight Gis screaming.


  “Kiyaaaaah!”


  Gis lost his invincibility and his health! 


  Sticks shivered as he gazed at the sight in the crystal ball with admiration.


  ‘Figuring out the strategy for the 64th island in only a few hours...!’


  The basic condition for attacking the 64th island was ‘mining technique.’ Grid met this condition with his ability to make items. Then by getting rid of the minerals, he shook Gis, who had an inherent ‘love of minerals.’ This resulted in the invincibility being lost. Gis was no longer invincible.


  ‘Of course.’


  Gis was a tanker. He was a legend who boasted the highest defense. Gis might’ve lost his invincibility, but he wouldn’t be so easily damaged by Grid...


  “Pinnacle Kill!”


  "...It seems easy.”


  *** 


  [You have dealt 42,350 damage to the target!]


  Grid released Gis’ invincibility with Noe’s help! He immediately used Link but Gis’ defense was amazing. He felt three times more solid than other death knights and wasn’t damaged properly. However, Grid had the skills to penetrate defense. It was Pinnacle and Pinnacle Kill. In particular, Pinnacle Kill completely ignored the defense of the target.


  Chukakakakak!


  The stab caused Gis to lose a tremendous amount of health! Gis was threatened and immediately counterattacked.


  [You have suffered 2,700 damage.]


  A tanker’s attack power couldn’t cause serious damage to Grid. Gis’ pickaxe failed to penetrate Grid’s Triple Layers. After losing his invincibility, Gis was just good prey for Grid.


  [The hidden passive ‘God's Command’ has reset the cooldown of Pinnacle KIll. If reused within three seconds, no resources will be consumed.]


  “Pinnacle Kill!”


  Peeeeeong!


  Gis, the guardian of the 64th island who caused a lot of frustration for Grid. He was unable to endure Grid’s onslaught and eventually died.


  [You have defeated Death Knight Gis, guardian of the 64th island!]


  [The 64th island has been cleansed!]


  [As a reward for cleansing the island, you have gained one level!]


  [Gis’ Pickaxe has been acquired!]


  “Huh?”


  Grid felt that the difficulty of the 64th island was very high. Gis himself was weak, but the island was the most difficult to purify since it was almost impossible to find the strategy. If it hadn’t been for a coincidence, this was a place that would’ve been impossible for Grid to clear.


  Therefore, he was feeling expectant. The reward would be enormous in proportion to the difficult!


  “But...”


  The pickaxe was the only compensation?


  “Hah...”


  Grid sighed and used the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill without any anticipation.


  Ttiring~


  [Gis’ Pickaxe]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 300/366    Attack Power: 190


  * The chances of acquiring advanced minerals will increase by 20%.


  * The chances of acquiring the highest grade minerals will increase by 8%.


  * Increases the user’s mining skill by 3.


  * 150% increase in mining speed.


  * 40% increase in defense while mining.


  * There is a low probability of entering the ‘invincible’ state when mining.


  A pickaxe that the legendary miner Gis loved in life.


  Gis cared about this pickaxe so much that he asked to be buried with it.


  Conditions of Use: Anyone who has the mining skill.


  Weight: 111


  “Wow...”


  During the process of digging out Gis’ body from his grave, Pagma took his beloved pickaxe as well?


  ‘Based on Braham’s words, the more I know about Pagma...’


  Well, Pagma’s nature wasn’t important at this moment. Grid just admired Gis’ pickaxe. There was an increase in minerals acquisition rate, it increased the mining skill of the user and greatly increased mining speed. In particular, the increased defense during mining and the invincible buff was great.


  ‘Can’t it be used to draw aggro?’


  Grid was suddenly reminded of Peak Sword.


  ‘Whenever encountering an enemy, make Peak Sword go and mine minerals...’


  It would be convenient to use him as a tanker. Peak Sword’s class was one known for its damage, but Grid had long forgotten this fact. It was because Peak Sword’s activities as a miner since the Hell Gao raid were really great.


  *** 


  [You have entered the 65th island.]


  Now there were only two islands left. The 65th and 66th islands. Grid would succeed in cleansing the Behen Archipelago as long as he cleared two more islands. He would be the hero who saved the Behen Archipelago, which lost its function for many years.


  ‘One of the original functions of the Behen Archipelago is the Hall of Fame.’


  It was likely that Grid’s name would be stamped on top of the Hall of Fame. It would have a huge symbolic significance.


  “Okay...”


  Grid’s motivation was overflowing. His reputation was catching up with Kraugel little by little.


  Suuk.


  Grid started moving. The background of the 65th island was a forest. It was a huge forest with the sound of birds and insects. Grid predicted that the guardian of this dark forest without any sunshine would be the legendary archer Povia. It was because there were many good places to use as sniper points. It was like he expected.


  Syuk!


  “...!”


  The problem was that the sound of the birds was too loud. Grid picked up on the flying arrows too late and couldn’t cope, the arrows precisely piercing Grid’s chest.


  [You have suffered 6,993 damage.]


  “Kuk...! Is this a godly archer?’


  It was massive damage despite wearing Triple Layers that raised physical resistance. Grid recalled the fact that archers had the highest attack power among physical damage dealers and brought out the Holy Light Shield. It was intended to block the flying arrows and to receive less damage.


  'I have to figure out the location first.’


  The key was to identity Povia’s hiding place based on the direction of the arrows and then narrow the distance. An archer was weak so he was confident that he could overcome Povia if he narrowed the distance. But Povia was a legendary archer. As long as he had a favorable distance, he wouldn’t make the mistake of exposing himself.


  Swaeek!


  Puuoooook!


  Povia’s arrows fell from the sky like rain, making it difficult for Grid to locate Povia.


  “Che... Rain Arrows.”


  The skill Rain Arrow fired a large amount of arrows into the sky which would fall towards the target like rain. The strength of this skill was its wide range of attack and that it was difficult to predict. But it also had the advantage of hiding the archer’s position. Grid found it hard to find where Povia was shooting from. The surrounding trees were so high that his line of sight was greatly disturbed.


  “Noe! Randy!”


  Grid summoned his pets and sent them all over the forest.


  "Report to me immediately if you find out where the arrows are being fired from!”


  The moment Grid gave the order to Noe and Randy.


  Jiing-


  Red apple emoticons appeared over Noe and Randy’s hearts.


  Puk.


  Puk puk!


  Arrows flew and pierced the apple. Noe and Randy’s hearts were pierced.


  “Nyaang!”


  “Kyak!”


  “What?”


  Grid was upset when he saw Noe and Randy hit the ground. Apple emoticons appeared simultaneously on his face, stomach, heart, lungs, elbow, wrist, etc. It was the precursor of the ‘targeting’ skill.
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  ‘Apple??’ 


  Looking at the previous Noe and Randy, the apple effect seemed to mean that he was ‘locked on’ by Povia. It was the moment when Grid’s plan to defeat Povia with Freely Move was ruined.


  “An archer has the ability to target from such a long distance...? Che! It completely destroys the balance! Magic Detection!”


  Pahat!


  Grid desperately felt the need to find Povia’s position quickly and used Magic Detection (Enhanced) He had used Magic Detection steadily every day and it was now level three. Then Braham’s voice was heard.


  -An archer’s sniping point isn’t comparable to an assassin. In particular, a legendary archer...


  Grid also knew this because he had watched Jishuka from the side. It was as he expected. Magic Detection failed to find Povia! 


  "Ah, your magic is useless whenever I actually need it.”


  -It’s because you are incompetent.


  Braham was convinced that if Magic Detection had two more levels then Death Knight Povia would be quickly found.


  -That is why I always tell you to train your magic. Don’t create unnecessary underwear.


  It had been a while since Grid devoted himself to the tailoring technique rather than magic training. As Braham was sighing at him, arrows poured down from the sky. There were 11 arrows in total. Grid’s response was surprisingly calm.


  “God Hands!”


  First of all, he tried to block all the arrows falling to the right side using the God Hands and then evade the rest. It was a pretty good move. If Povia used non-targeted attacks, Grid would be able to escape from a large number of arrows with this behaviour. However, Povia’s attacks were targeted and avoiding targeted attacks weren’t possible with the Satisfy system.


  Jjang!


  Puk! Puuok!


  A few arrows were reflected off the shield and the rest hit Grid.


  “Kuk...!”


  A total of six arrows hit him and he lost more than 40,000 health.


  ‘Based on the damage, it ignored defense?’


  Tong!


  Teteteteng!


  As five more arrows flew, Grid blocked it with the God Hands and shield and examined the arrows. It was a jaffa arrow.


  "Tsk, no wonder why it hurts...”


  Grid drank a health potion. The best potion made by Reidan’s alchemy facility filled up his health gauge instantly. 


  -Aren’t you surprisingly calm?


  A huge forest with no sunlight. The lush greenery interfered with vision while the noisy chirping of birds interfered with hearing. Grid was currently in a pretty bad shape. He was confused by the one-sided attack of an invisible enemy and it wasn’t strange to fall into a crisis. Yet Grid was reacting really calmly.


  -Do you have a good idea?


  Braham’s tone was trying not to sound curious. Grid was confident.


  "Even if Povia is a legendary archer, it is impossible to always shoot arrows. Isn't that right?"


  Think about it realistically. An archer who could shoot a massive number of arrows over a large distance, and they were targeted attacks as well? It was obviously overpowered. It was a power that shouldn’t exist.


  ‘There will definitely be a cooldown on Povia’s ‘lock on’ skill.’


  It might be different when still alive, but it was likely that the death knight had a long cooldown.


  ‘There was one each for Noe and Randy, then five out of 11 arrows for me. The next attack will be non-targeted.’


  Non-targeted attacks were often more powerful than targeted attacks. The more powerful the attack, the harder it was to use.


  ‘I can maximize the power of Revolve here. Then...’


  Grid recalled the characteristics of Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Revolve. It had the characteristic of ‘hitting back any form of attack.’ In other words, it returned the attack to the target. Grid guessed that he could take advantage of this part.


  ‘If I go after the attack that is reflected by Revolve... I will find Povia.’


  The ability to return an attack could also be used as a means of locating the enemy’s position. Now Grid was showing real-time thinking. This was a sense that had been raised naturally. Grid felt proud, but wasn’t arrogant.


  ‘Kraugel would’ve thought of this use for Revolve the moment he got it.’


  Every time he grew one step, he felt Kraugel’s greatness more strongly. It was ironic. The closer he got, the further away he felt he was.


  ‘...Discovering your greatness means I am becoming great as well?’


  Clink!


  Kraugel was also enjoying a risky adventure somewhere. Grid smiled as he imagined the sight and swung the Enlightenment Sword.


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  This time, an arrow with a fearsome momentum fell from the sky like a meteorite. It was only one but the impact was enormous. If he allowed this attack... It was likely to be an attack containing fatal power. But Grid wasn’t nervous. He already completed the strongest counterattack and only needed the right timing.


  “Revolve.”


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  The forest tilted. The meteor arrow was swept away by Grid’s sword and caused Grid’s skin to be distorted. Grid waited for a moment.


  “Fly!”


  He borrowed the power of Braham’s Boots and flew behind the meteor arrow that was returning to where it had been fired.


  ‘Alarm. Attach to Magic Missile. Three seconds later, deploy in front.’


  Yiing-


  Spheres of light started appearing around Grid’s side as he flew through the trees.


  “There!”


  Once Grid descended to the ground, he saw Death Knight Povia hiding between cliffs.


  Peeeeeong!


  First, the meteor arrow hit Povia, followed by the Magic Missiles fired at the same time. This wasn’t the end.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  Povia moved sideways to precisely avoid the meteor arrow and Magic Missiles, but Grid fired Link in the direction she was moving.


  Pit!


  Pipipipipit!


  Dozens of energy blades emerged. There was also the summoning of a red lightning bolt and the explosion of black flames.


  Kurururung!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “...!”


  It felt like he was in the midst of a natural disaster. Povia struggled amidst the cliffs that crumbled due to the constant explosions. She fired arrows based on the high agility of a legendary archer.


  “Quick Movements! Blacksmith's Rage! Freely Move!”


  Grid’s concentration reached its peak in order to reach the end of the Behen Archipelago. No, his concentration wasn’t at the peak. That power only exploded when he was pressed, like in the fight against Kruger and Gis.


  Jjejeong!


  Jjeejeeeong!


  Grid broke through the rain of arrows, reached Povia and unleashed a series of basic attacks. The Enlightenment Lightning Sword roared in response.


  [You have dealt 18,900 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 20,730 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 22,500...]


  [The option effect ‘Black Flames’ has activated from the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires...]


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  Overwhelming...! He unleashed a series of Pagma’s Swordsmanship and then God's Command activated as well. It would break even the iron wall of the Undefeated King.


  -Is this enough?


  Braham asked from where he dwelled in Grid’s body.


  “Amazing...!”


  Sticks watched Grid’s battle in the crystal ball and repeatedly expressed his admiration.


  Peng!


  Pepepepeong!


  Povia’s resistance was strong. She struggled against Grid’s onslaught and fought repeatedly. It was very threatening to shoot at a close range and the high attack power caused Grid to fall into a crisis many times.


  "Iyarugt!”


  Paaaat!


  Grid succeeded in passing the first crisis using Doran’s Ring and overcame the second crisis with a health potion and Tiramet's Belt effect. Immediately before the First King effect kicked in, he grabbed a blood sword and summoned it. An old demonkin appeared beside Povia.


  “Sublime Sword.”


  Chukakakakak!


  “Kiyaaaaack!”


  Strong. Braham and Sticks watched Grid with appreciation. Braham could no longer treat Grid as a young person easily handled.


  -As expected! This force will be able to threaten a great demon!


  "After becoming a hero, reach the seven malicious...!”


  [You have defeated Death Knight Povia, guardian of the 65th island!]


  [The 65th island has been cleansed!]


  [As a reward for cleansing the island, you have gained one level!]


  [The Elf Bow Thimble (Made by Pagma) has been acquired.]


  [World Tree’s Necklace has been acquired.]


  Swaaaaah!


  A light shone in the dark forest. The light shone on Gird’s sweaty and bloody face.


  “Pant... Pant... Now there is only one left.”


  The Behen Archipelago, which had been challenged by the Overgeared members, Kraugel, Agnus, Damian, and Zibal. It was about to be captured by the Overgeared King Grid.


  *** 


  [Elf’s Bow Thimble (Made by Pagma)]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 100/111


  * Bow attack speed +20% when worn (elves receive double the effect).


  * Allows normal attacks or skill attacks to switch to ‘target mode’ (Three minute cooldown. The cooldown is halved when used by an elf).


  A thimble made for Death Knight Povia by Pagma, a legendary blacksmith and Baal’s Contractor.


  It was designed to fit the body structure of Povia, born between a human and a elf. 


  Weight: 15


  [World Tree’s Necklace]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 20/22


  * 20% increase in strength and agility in elven territory.


  * 150% increase in mana regeneration in elven territory.


  * 1.2 times increase in movement speed in elven territory.


  Before she became a legend, Povia was a loner who wasn’t recognized by humans or elves. This necklace was given to her by the world tree, her only friend.


  Weight: 50


  ‘I can’t say anything.’


  All the items that Grid gained in the course of attacking the islands in the 60’s were amazing. The value of all the items was enormous. The Behen Archipelago was a treasure house in itself.  Grid was glad to be the first one here before anyone else.


  A huge smile. Then the excited Grid heard Stick’s voice.


  "It is possible that the Undefeated King Madra still has his intelligence. You should be cautious.”


  "Still has his intelligence?”


  The cleansed 65th island. Prior to entering the 66th island, Grid received a warning from Sticks.


  "Death knights can have intelligence?”


  "Yes, a body with a strong mind will have some memories of its life, whether it is a death knight or a lich. And these memories are the driving force.”


  “A strong mind... What would the Undefeated King hold to his heart even after dying? It sounds like he died happily.


  -He died unhappily. He was murdered by his own son.


  “...Wow.”


  -Kukuk, I was betrayed by a friend, but it’s nothing compared to Madra.


  “...”


  Grid thought the story was more suitable for a morning drama than a Korean game.




  Chapter 688


  “He was murdered by his own son...”


  It was ridiculous. Such tragedy couldn’t exist in the world. Coincidentally, this was the reality they lived in that they wanted so badly to deny. Incidents where blood kin harmed each other were common in history and modern society.


  'Even an ancient man of power...’


  He shouldn’t forget this fact. Grid had been trying hard for a long time. The reason he was able to maintain his average grades in school was because he studied a lot more than other people. In particular, he was strong in subjects that required students to memorize rather than understand, such as history. He pledged after hearing about Madra, who was killed by his own son.


  "At least in the Overgeared Kingdom, I will make it so that such sad things don’t happen...”


  Grid didn’t know the specific details. But Grid wasn’t uneasy about it. As a husband and a father, he believed there would be no discord if he cared for and respected his family.


  ‘Just like my parents and Sehee cared for me...’


  Grid smiled fondly at the thought. Then Sticks said to him.


  "The reason why Prince Rajandra hurt Madra wasn’t because of bad feelings. In Prince Rajandra’s memoirs, we can see how much he loved and admired Madra."


  “...?”


  Love and admiration? No bad feelings? Then why did he murder his father? Grid found it absurd. He couldn’t understand why Rajandra murdered Madra. Sticks' explanation was as followed.


  "Madra believed he could defend Lubana for eternity. However, Prince Rajandra knew that Madra was human and would someday die from old age.”


  “Then?”


  "Prince Rajandra was worried about after Madra’s death. At the time, just Madra’s existence alone caused the empire to continuously invade and Lubana was swept up in it. The more war there was, the higher Madra’s reputation became. However, the people of Lubana were torn to shreds.” 


  “...”


  "Prince Rajandra asked this of Madra several times. For the people of Lubana, for the future of Lubana, let’s make peace with the empire. But this request was ignored every time. Madra condemned Rajandra as a coward and was disgusted by him. Time passed and Madra became a white-haired old man.”


  "When Madra was in his last years, Rajandra’s nervousness reached its peak...”


  “That’s correct. Apart from Prince Rajandra, all the nobles, knights, soldiers, and people were nervous and afraid. They thought that Lubana would be destroyed once Madra died and begged Prince Rajandra to take action. Madra’s head was given to the empire.”


  “...”


  In the process, the Lubana Kingdom became the empire’s possession. Prince Rajandra kept the lives of the royal family and the Lubana people in return for giving his father Madra’s head to the empire. He might’ve lost his kingdom, but he was alive. After that, Madra’s head was said to have hung at the gate of Titan, capital of the empire, for one year.


  “...How pathetic.”


  Grid felt uncomfortable at the thought of people spitting on Madra’s head whenever they entered the gate. It was a poor ending for the person who protected his kingdom all his life and was praised as the Undefeated King. But at the same time, he could understand the position of Prince Rajandra and the people of Lubana. Of course, he couldn’t advocate for what they did. But Madra couldn’t think from the position of the weak and was overconfident in his own strength.


  ‘If Madra didn’t have such a personality, this wouldn’t have happened... Hrmm.’


  It was nothing but history. It already happened and the result was now. People lived in the present. They could learn from history.


  ‘I can’t get too immersed in my strength. Make Madra as the example.’


  Grid got up from his seat. His gaze was fixed on the gate to the 66th island.


  "...I will go and give the poor spirit his first defeat.”


  Players had heard that Sword Saint Muller was the strongest person in the last decades. Of course, Grid was the same. In addition, according to Sticks, the Behen Archipelago was the succession site connecting past legends and present legends. In other words, legends existed before the legends of the previous generation that players knew.


  Legends classified as sword saints, magicians, archers, assassins, blacksmiths, tailors, and miners were likely to have passed down their legacy for quite some time. But what about the Demon Slayer and Undefeated King? Alex had a grudge against great demons and cried out for the destruction of hell, while Madra was a legend because he had never been defeated. They were people who pioneered a new path, like the current Piaro.


  Grid couldn’t rule out the possibility of them being more distinguished than other legends. Demon Slayer Alex had ‘hell restriction’ as a powerful force and might’ve seemed a bit weaker on the Behen Archipelago. But it was absolutely impossible for Madra to be the same.


  ‘The last boss is always the strongest.’


  Duguen! Duguen!


  Grid’s heart thumped as he moved to the 66th island. Grid was looking forward to being the first one to defeat someone who had never been defeated.


  ***


  Eat Spicy Jokbal South Jeolla Province, Haenam Branch.


  "Welcome!"


  The Dungeon Maker, who was once head of Blood Carnival, was diligently doing business today. He loved jokbal and made sure to go to the store for at least one hour every day. The fun of picking up a hot and crisp jokbal and eating it one by one gave him happiness.


  "Hmm, you have no customers today.”


  "...My store has a lot of delivery customers.”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal’s expression hardened when he confirmed the identity of his customer. It was because the late night customer was Peak Sword. He was a Satisfy ranker representing South Korea, President of the Patriotic Association, and a marquis in the Overgeared Kingdom. He visited Eat Spicy Jokbal’s Haenam branch once a week.


  The purpose was naturally to obtain Eat Spicy Jokbal. It was analyzed that if Eat Spicy Jokbal’s ability to make dungeons was combined with the Overgeared Kingdom, the power of the Overgeared Kingdom would rise significantly. It was natural to covet Eat Spicy Jokbal.


  "One makguksu.” (noodles)


  Eat Spicy Jokbal looked coldly at the ordering Peak Sword.


  "Why is it that you come here and order makguksu every time?”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal opened a jokbal store and used Eat Spicy Jokbal as his game ID because he really loved jokbal. He didn’t like it when Peak Sword came all the way from distant Seoul just to eat makguksu. He seemed like a person who hated jokbal. Peak Sword answered with a serious expression.


  “I don’t like jokbal.”


  "Jokbal... You dislike it?”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal’s face distorted like a demon. Peak Sword’s expression was still serious. It even looked noble. It was reminiscent of an independent fighter during the Japanese occupation period.


  “Hrmm... It would be better to lie and say I like jokbal to gain your favor. But I don’t want to lie to you. I want to be true companions with you. That’s why I will be honest.”


  “...”


  This man, he was honest to the extent of being stupid. And Peak Sword sincerely wanted him. Eat Spicy Jokbal was somewhat excited when he realized this. This great giant of South Korea knew his evil past, yet still coveted him. But he didn’t show it on the outside. Eat Spicy Jokbal kept staring at Peak Sword.


  "Why do you dislike jokbal?”


  That’s right. From the viewpoint of Eat Spicy Jokbal who loved jokbal, Peak Sword’s remarks were unacceptable. Peak Sword replied honestly to Eat Spicy Jokbal.


  “It’s too expensive.”


  “What...?”


  "The price of jokbal is usually 30,000 won. But what about the volume? Isn’t it small enough that an adult male can eat it all by himself?”


  "...Can you usually eat it all alone?”


  “A person with a high basic metabolism like me can eat it all alone. But the price of jokbal can easily exceed 35,000 won. I can’t afford that price. Think about the cost of jokbal. Isn’t it enough to go to a butcher’s shop and buy two jokbal for 10,000 won? The prices I see for jokbal are ridiculously expensive.”


  Of course, Peak Sword was rich. But he wasn’t born rich. During the hard days, there were times when he couldn’t eat jokbal when he wanted to eat it. This still made Peak Sword tremble. Eat Spicy Jokbal asked him.


  “If... What if the jokbal is made of handon?”


  “What? Han... Don?”


  Peak Sword's eyes shook.


  Handon! This meant domestic pork! Peak Sword shook.


  A smile of satisfaction appeared on Eat Spicy Jokbal’s face.


  "My Eat Spicy Jokbal store uses jokbal made from handon. It is also the finest handon. Do you still think 30,000 won is expensive after hearing this?”


  “Kuk...! You aren’t fooling me about the origin?”


  22nd century South Korea. Most of the meat was imported from foreign countries. The value of handon was enormous. The president of the Patriotic Association, Peak Sword eventually gave in.


  “Okay! Add one jokbal to my order of makguksu!”


  “Yes...!”


  Peak Sword and Eat Spicy Jokbal. Due to the repeated meetings, they were becoming more familiar with each other. It was a story that showed how well the Overgeared Kingdom could run without Grid. On the other hand, breaking news was coming from the TV set on the wall of the restaurant.


  『 It has been confirmed that a common notification window has emerged in front of all players of Satisfy. The information of this notification window... 』


  [A new hero has given peace to the specters of past heroes and has opened the final gate of the Behen Archipelago.]


  This was a world message that appeared to every player connected to Satisfy. Who was the new hero and who were the specters of past heroes? In the first place, the Behen Archipelago wasn’t a publicly known place. Only some of the top rankers monopolized the information and challenged it. The majority of players who didn’t know about it were curious about the the identity of the Behen Archipelago.


  ***


  Build strength against the five pillars of the empire.


  This was a quest given to Agnus by Empress Marie. Agnus was a mighty force for Marie, who had the ambition to make her son the emperor. She invested a lot in Agnus. Agnus was on the way to receive her support when he hesitated. 


  "...The final gateway of the Behen Archipelago was opened?”


  It meant someone had cleared the 62nd island that he failed to capture. But who had reached the last gateway? Agnus’ worries didn’t last long.


  “Kik... Kikik, of course it must be you? Kraugel...!”


  Agnus had to give up on the Behen Archipelago because of Demon Slayer Alex. Alex’s attacks were deadly to Agnus, who held the power of a great demon. It was a perfect counter to Agnus that made it impossible for him to beat the 62nd island. But Kraugel was different. There was no theoretical counter for him who had obtained the strongest combat class.


  “Kikikik, yes! I am willing to concede if it’s you!”


  If only he could take all the death knights of the previous legends. Agnus was sorry, but he didn’t cling to it. The value of the quest he acquired from Empress Marie was comparable to the Behen Archipelago.


  ***


  “Who the hell reached the 66th island?”


  “...I can’t imagine it.”


  Hao and Alexander. They were with Kraugel and were stunned to see the world message. They couldn’t imagine that someone other Kraugel had managed to capture the Behen Archipelago.


  ‘Who...?’


  Who had almost captured the Behen Archipelago, which they thought existed only for Kraugel? Kraugel laughed at the shaken Hao and Alexander.


  “It’s Grid.”


  "Grid...”


  Hao and Alexander didn’t deny it. Grid’s strength during the duel against Kraugel in the 2nd National Competition and the Great Demon Belial raid was too intense in their minds.


  “Let’s hurry up. Kirinus is a NPC who only appears once every three years. If I miss him today, I don’t know how long I’ll have to wait.”


  “Yes...!”


  There was no one who didn’t try, no one who missed an opportunity. From here on out, it was a matter of talent and tenacity.




  Chapter 689


  Sword Saint was the strongest combat specialized class. History proved it and in fact, the current Kraugel felt it. Sword Saint Kraugel was level 259. It was 100 levels lower than when he was a white swordsman, yet the current Kraugel was several times stronger than when he was a white swordsman.


  The amazing thing was that there was still room for Kraugel to grow. Just like Grid and Yura, Kraugel hadn’t completed his class quest. In particular, one of Kraugel’s class quests was to find Muller’s swordsmanship and inherit it. If he acquired Muller’s swordsmanship, Kraugel’s power would grow exponentially stronger.


  But Kraugel refused. He was a person who had no contact with Muller, who became a Sword Saint on his own. He didn’t want his reputation to be buried in the shade of the former Sword Saint. He wanted to carve his own path.


  “Thus, I looked for you.”


  “...”


  The best spearsman on the continent, Kirinus. He didn’t belong anywhere on the continent, but visited a certain place once every three years. It was Empress Aria’s palace in the Saharan Empire. However, Empress Aria died five years ago. Now Kirinus was looking at a cemetery, not a beautiful palace that resembled Aria.


  "I thought I would meet you if I waited here.”


  Kraugel greeted Kirinus politely. Kirinus looked at him with striking eyes.


  "Surrounded by the ultimate sword energy... You’re the one who has pierced the peak of swordsmanship.”


  "Just as you have peeked at the peak of the spear. I would like to ask for your teachings.”


  "The peak swordsman is asking me to teach... This means you are admitting that the sword is less than the spear.”


  “No. Regardless of the sword or the spear, I am inferior to you. For now.”


  "For now... It will be different later.”


  Kraugel had two class change methods. The first was to succeed in Muller’s swordsmanship as mentioned above. The second was to fight and defeat the best warriors in each field. Of course, it was unlikely that Kraugel, who hadn’t reached level 300, could win against the strongest warriors in each field like Kirinus. No, it was a close to zero chance. Thus, Kraugel pledged that things would be different in three years.


  “In return for teaching me today, in three years I will teach you.”


  “Hah!”


  Kirinus burst out laughing. The ultimate swordsman, who hadn’t yet ripened, was speaking nonsense. But there wasn’t any feeling of animosity. Rather, there was some liking.


  "You will teach me... How interesting. Then shall I teach you in anticipation of three years from now?”


  ------!


  There was no sound. Kirinus’s blue spear was only a dot. It was reminiscent of a dot that a brush made on white paper. But the impact that Kraugel received was powerful. Despite defending against Kirinus’ spear, Kraugel’s body flew 10 meters away.


  [The impact was too big! Your perfect defense has failed!]


  [You have suffered 8,130 damage.]


  'I couldn’t avoid it?’


  Kraugel wiped the blood flowing down from his mouth and was convinced.


  'Indeed, the strongest warriors in each field obviously have the super sensitivity skill.’


  It was unknown if the super sensitivity was applied passive like with the Sword Saint, or actively like the great swordsman. But those who had super sensitivity gave off a tremendous pressure.


  ‘Grid, what enemy are you facing right now?’


  On this day. Kraugel saw a bigger world and his passion became greater. It was the same for Hao and Alexander who were watching from the side. This short experience held huge value for them.


  ***


  What was the Behen Archipelago?


  As soon as the world message appeared, many media outlets started to gather information about the Behen Archipelago. They needed to get the information rapidly so that it would be a scoop. As a result, the public was able to grasp the identity of the Behen Archipelago relatively quickly. The Hall of Fame and succession place for legends.


  But now it had changed for some reason. It had a brutal difficulty even for the top 100 rankers and was one of the few ways to move to the East Continent. Rumor had it that the top rankers and Pope Damian had failed to capture the Behen Archipelago.


  Then who was it? Who had reached the last gateway of the Behen Archipelago? This was a huge topic. The media outlets around the world were busy guessing the main character of the world message. And the most likely candidate was Kraugel.


  Grid, Agnus, and Ares, who showed skills beyond common sense in the Belto Kingdom war, were also considered candidates, but the sky above the sky Kraugel overwhelmed all of them. It was natural. Kraugel had won against Grid when he was just a normal class. Now that he was a Sword Saint, it was estimated that he was much better than the three players.


  ‘They can’t imagine it.’


  The Overgeared members who saw the news could only laugh. Kraugel had already failed to break the Behen Archipelago and Grid was actually the main character of the world message. They were excited about the turmoil that would once again happen once the news got out.


  The Overgeared members didn’t know either. The impact of capturing the Behen Archipelago wasn’t just at this level.


  ***


  [You have entered the 66th island.]


  [You deserve praise for reaching this place.]


  [Give rest to the last remaining hero...]


  “The notification windows are very interesting.”


  The guardian of the 66th island was the last remaining hero. It was right to interpret that the legend who became a death knight was also in a painful position.


  “Umm...?”


  Grid was slightly confused when he saw the 66th island. It was just flat ground. That’s it. The 66th island was a stage without small stones and bushes. There was no place to hide and the terrain couldn’t be taken advantage of when facing the enemy.


  -A place where you can’t use shallow tricks.


  Grid was convinced after hearing Braham’s voice.


  "A stage where pure combat is prioritized... Indeed, the owner of this place is Madra right?”


  Braham agreed.


  -Right. He was the ultimate warrior before he was a genius strategist. A place for a one on one match with no variables is the best for a guy like him. In the first place, he can achieve a perfect victory on any terrain. 


  'A genius? The ultimate? Perfect? Braham is praising him so much...?’


  Braham’s evaluation of Madra was at least equal to Muller and Mumud.


  “...Sigh.”


  Grid felt his heart pounding. Was it due to fear? Yes. Did he want to run away? No. Grid was glad to be enough to fight against an opponent that caused fear. He didn’t want to run away.


  Sticks would be amazed if he found out about this, but since winning the First King title and quickly becoming powerful, Grid didn’t have experience with fighting with all his strength. He hadn’t met the right opponent. It was the same in the Behen Archipelago.


  ‘In that sense, I want to fight the first knight. Even if I would’ve lost.’


  But he couldn’t fight Mercedes. If he fought with her, it would be the end of the Overgeared Kingdom. However, now things were different. There weren’t any external factors involved. He just had to fight with all his strength to obtain the rewards.


  ‘If I can figure out my skills here, it will be a big help in the National Competition.’


  The schedule for the 3rd National Competition was later than usual. One of Grid’s goal was to win against Kraugel in the National Competition that would be held in three months. In order to face that day in a perfect condition, Grid was happy to fight strong opponents.


  Step.


  Step, step.


  A death knight wearing majestic armor was slowly approaching. There was an amazing sense of power from the gait, despite it only being a body made of bones.


  ‘Sword... I thought he could use a variety of weapons because he is the ultimate warrior.’


  The name ‘Madra’ clearly appeared in gold above the head of the death knight in majestic armor. He held an ordinary long sword around one meter in length and looked Grid up and down with a purple light.


  “It has been 100 years since a human guest appeared. One day, Pagma died, my strength weakened and the invasion of the great demons was over.”


  “....!”


  Grid was startled. He held that Madra was likely to maintain his intelligence, but he hadn’t expected Madra to speak clearly like a human. Madra asked the confused Grid.


  “Did you beat the halflings guarding the previous islands?”


  “...?”


  The halflings guarding the previous islands? Who were the halflings? Grid cocked his head and replied firmly.


  "All of them except for Lantier.”


  “I see...”


  Indeed, the halflings that Madra spoke of were the death knights of past legends. He called the legends halflings! How strong was Madra?


  ‘Will this be tougher than I imagined?’


  The tense Grid grinned. Madra, who was still looking him up and down, nodded like he understood.


  "Well, it’s Pagma’s fault. Their names are legends, but they fell after becoming death knights. Once Pagma died and the supply of power was cut off, they couldn’t exert their strength properly. But you’re still pretty good. For a human to hurt those halflings... You’re also a present legend... Hrmm?”


  Madra cocked his head. It was because he found it hard to determined Grid’s identity.


  "Despite being armed with a sword, you aren’t the peak swordsman. You bear the soul of a hybrid vampire, but only have this much magic power? But you have the dignity of a king...?”


  A human who reached the 66th island. Madra called Grid a present legend. But he wasn’t a swordsman nor a magician. It was difficult to gauge his true identity because only his high dignity could be seen. In the end, Madra couldn’t resolve the question and asked openly.


  “What do you call yourself?”


  "Call myself...”


  What did he want the world to call him? Shin Youngwoo? Grid? Pagma's Descendant? He was all of them, but more so...


  “Overgeared King... I am the Overgeared King.”


  “Overgeared King...? Hoh, a king!”


  Madra showed great interest in Grid’s answer. Since he was also a legend and a king, he felt a strong sense of kinship with Grid.


  "Yes, what does overgeared represent?”


  Madra was never defeated, which was why he was called the Undefeated King. Then was why the human in front of him called the Overgeared King? Madra waited for the answer like a kid filled with pure curiosity. Grid was thinking about how to explain being overgeared and summoned the God Hands. The God Hands were armed with Mjolnir.


  “Hoh?”


  Grid explained to Madra, who was surprised to see the golden hands moving by themselves.


  "Overgeared is being able to make the best use of these tools. That is why I am called the Overgeared King.”


  Best? A person who knew Grid would say that ‘he has no conscience.’ But the only ones here right now were Grid, Braham, and Madra. Madra didn’t know the truth.


  "I see. You have the ability to make good use of battle gear... Um?”


  Madra nodded with interest, only to suddenly frown. Looking back, there weren’t any legends who didn’t have this ability. In other words, is was a basic thing for all the legends to be overgeared. But the human in front of him was speaking as if this basic thing was his own outstanding ability.


  “This... Maybe you are mocking me. Well, you don’t need to reveal your identity if you don’t want to. It is reasonable to be reluctant to show it before a fight.”


  This conversation was coming to an end.


  “Your purpose is to purify the now useless Behen Archipelago. If you want to cleanse it, then you have to beat me. As a death knight, my existence is to repel all intruders. A fight is inevitable. In addition.”


  Supaak!


  “Whether alive or dead, I have never experienced defeat. Not even once.”


  “...!”


  The voice of Madra, who was in front of him just a moment ago, was suddenly heard right beside him. Madra in front of him had suddenly disappeared. The moment Grid realized this.


  [You have suffered 11,200 damage.]


  “Kuk...!”


  Grid was sliced in the side. Death Knight Madra recreated the top level footwork that Garam showed. He had never been defeated, became the Undefeated King and maintained this position in the Behen Archipelago. He had become weaker after becoming a death knight and weaker again after Pagma’s death.


  "100,000 Army Massacre Sword.”


  Chukak.


  Chukakakakak!


  Madra’s majesty remained. The sword technique that was twice as fast as Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link cut at Grid’s body 40 times per second.




  Chapter 690


  Peng!


  Pepepepeong!


  100,000 Army Massacre Sword. Like the name, it was a skill with ridiculous power. The scope of the sword wielded by Madra affected not just Grid, but a radius of 100 meters around Grid. Thousands of energy blades filled the vast plains. It was a wide area skill.


  [You have suffered 10,900 damage.]


  [You have suffered 11,310 damage.]


  [You have suffered 10,870 damage.]


  [The experience of Tiramet's Belt has increased by 0.12%!] 


  [You have suffered 11,100 damage...]


  ...


  ...


  ...


  [The First King title effect is activated.]


  [A great king puts his safety first. You have lost 70% of your maximum health, so a shield containing the health you lost within the last minute will be created. All terrain adaptability has increased by 100% while movement speed and defense has increased by 10%.]


  [You have obtained a shield containing 61,722 health.]


  [You have suffered 9,870 damage.]


  [You have suffered 10,200 damage.]


  [You have suffered 9,930...]


  ...


  ...


  [The experience of Tiramet's Belt has increased by 0.12%!]


  [The shield is destroyed!]


  “Freely Move!”


  It happened in less than a second. It was impossible to Grid to have rational thoughts. Once his health gauge fell tremendously and the effect of the First King title was activated, he just demonstrated his survival instinct. But it was an instinct that came from a lot of experience and it worked properly. 


  Supak!


  Pa pa pa pat!


  “...Um!”


  Madra was surprised when his attacks that hit Grid suddenly started to miss. Then Grid’s sword fell towards his neck. Four strikes per second!


  Puk.


  Puuok!


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 7,600 damage to the target!]


  [You have recovered 912 health thanks to Elfin Stone’s Ring!]


  [The experience of Elfin Stone’s Ring has increased by 0.2%!]


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 7,540 damage to the target!]


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 7,660 damage to the target!]


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 7,590 damage to the target!]


  “I can’t avoid it... I have really weakened...”


  "Weakened...”


  Grid gulped. He belatedly realized. At the time of the 2nd National Competition, the Undefeated King’s armor worn by Bubat posted high defense and physical resistance.


  ‘My criticals deal less than 8,000 damage. Madra is a monster who combines tanking ability with attack power.'


  A superior version of Grid. This was Madra. As the enlightened Grid was filled with a greater tension, Madra’s hands tightened their grip on the sword several times.


  “It isn’t easy to use the sword with a body that is only bones. I can only used 100,000 Army Massacre Sword in this shape.”


  “...!”


  Bosses who disturbed the story must be attacked by players. There must be room to defeat them. Unless they were a dragon that was made impossible to attack in the first place. Therefore, the S.A. Group would put in an appropriate arrangement. Based on the actions of the boss, the players could get a hint on the strategy.


  Of course, it was up to the players to find the hint. The experienced Grid noticed that Madra’s right hand seemed somewhat uncomfortable. 


  ‘Madra’s hand bone is cracked!’


  In retrospect, Madra was giving several hints. He emphasized several times that he was weakened, acted as if the hand holding the sword was uncomfortable and said it was hard to use the sword with an undead body. Grid’s brain was activated.


  ‘Madra is the type of boss that gets weaker as we fight.’


  There were occasionally bosses like this. The bosses were ridiculously strong, but weak when it came to endurance.


  ‘Every time he uses the sword, his body will collapse and he will eventually self-destruct.’ 


  It meant Grid only needed to endure the first and middle parts. But Grid had already lost the First King title and Freely Move. 


  Would it be that easy to hold on?


  “I will soon see! God Hands!”


  Tong!


  Teteteteng!


  The God Hands moving around Grid started their assault, aiming Mjolnir at Madra from different orbits. But Madra was the incarnation of war. He always fought against many enemies. He could attack while blocking the four God Hands.


  "One Million Army Breakthrough.”


  Pahat!


  Madra’s movements were alert. He spun his body and avoided all the attacks of the God Hands, managing to reach Grid.


  “...!”


  "200,000 Army Crushing Sword.”


  Kuoooooh!


  Sword cutting through the plains! Shock waves of aura in a half moon shape were emitted from the top of Madra’s sword.


  Kuwaaaaaah!


  The physical earthquake caused Grid’s body to stagger as an aura blade aimed at his upper body. The power was enough to separate Grid’s upper and lower body. However, Grid had already been thinking ahead. After he ordered the God Hands to attack, he used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Revolve.


  “Huh?”


  Kwajak!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Grid’s circular sword swallowed Madra’s explosive attack and returned it. The purple aura that should’ve turned Grid into a corpse struck Madra instead.


  [You have dealt 2,118,000 damage to the target.]


  Grid grinned as he confirmed the notification windows.


  ‘...Isn’t this crazy?’


  Was it called 200,000 Army Crushing Sword? Madra, whose defense was so powerful and Grid only did 7,000 damage to, ended up receiving 2 million damage. Grid clearly understood that allowed Madra’s attack to hit once meant losing his immortality.


  “Pagma’s Descendant.”


  Madra finally realized Grid’s identity. After the usage of 200,000 Army Crushing Sword, Madra switched his sword to his left hand.


  “Very interesting. It’s Pagma who made the current place, and now his descendant is going to purify it.”


  “...?”


  Grid was surprised. It was because Madra’s attitude was too light.


  "As you have discovered, I am Pagma’s Descendant. The Pagma who turned you into a death knight is like my teacher. Don’t you have anything special to say to me?”


  "What should I say to you?”


  "...Pagma has been holding you here for over 100 years.”


  “Hrmm...? Kukuk, I see. Do you think I would have a grudge against Pagma and then shift that grudge onto you?”


  “...”


  That’s right. Grid recognized the legends that guarded the Behen Archipelago as ‘victims.’ They couldn’t rest comfortable after they died, but were instead forced to resurrect and fight in solitude for over 100 years. Strictly speaking, he felt sorry for them. Madra shrugged as he read Grid’s heart through his eyes.


  "In fact, the only poor person is the hybrid vampire inside you. He is the sad fellow who was betrayed by Pagma and now has to sponge off Pagma’s Descendant. In later years, he started to feel human emotions and is craving for affection.”


  -This bastard...!


  Since entering the 66th island. Braham had been in a state of discomfort since Madra called him a hybrid vampire. Now he could no longer resist feeling anger after being mocked. Grid barely suppressed Braham who was attempting to run wild.


  ‘Please stop being a troll.’


  During the battle with Agnus, Grid was forced into the assimilated state and was unable to exert its original strength. He didn’t want another similar situation to occur again. Relying on Braham during important fights always had unintended results, so he was reluctant to pass the responsibility onto others.


  ‘I will teach him a lesson. So believe in me and watch.’


  -Grid...


  Braham was moved. Nobody had ever told the strongest magician in history to depend on them. Grid’s words were unfamiliar to Braham and caused Braham’s soul to shake. But he didn’t express it.


  -Bah...! Don’t let it get to you! You should keep this in mind! The current Madra is weak! You can’t lose!


  ‘Uh, yes...’


  Madra was weak. This was when compared to his previous life. Grid didn’t know the Madra of the past, but it was correct to say that the current Madra was his strongest enemy. There was no room for cockiness.


  “Quick Movements. Blacksmith's Rage.”


  Grid pulled out the Ideal Dagger and aimed at Madra’s right side after using the buff skills. It was a weakness because Madra was less likely to fully use his cracked right hand. Grid wore the Slaughterer's Mask and Slaughterer’s Eye Patch, activated Vital Spot Detection and aimed at only that point.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship! Link!”


  Pit!


  Pipipipipit!


  It might look shabby compared to 100,000 Massacre Sword, but Grid’s Link also boasted speed. 20 energy blades per second poured towards Madra’s right side. But Madra responded easily. He moved to Grid’s left side and tried a flowing counterattack.


  At that moment.


  Chaaeng!


  “...!”


  Madra’s back was hit by a God Hand wielding Mjolnir. Madra was hit because Grid anticipated he would avoid to the left. Braham cheered.


  -Yes! That's it! Now he is just a skeleton! He doesn’t have a brain and is hit by your shallow trick!


  ‘...What is the point of saying it is shallow?’


  Teong!


  Grid started a new sword dance the moment Madra stiffened. It was Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.


  “This?”


  Kuooooooh!


  Madra was stunned when he saw the sword dance. It was surprising for Madra, who knew Pagma and Pagma’s swordsmanship. Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle had a power reminiscent of Pagma’s ultimate technique during his peak period.


  "Reaching this level without borrowing the power of the Duke of Flames...!”


  Puk.


  Puuoook!


  Kurururung!


  Slash, stab, slash, stab, a downward blow and then slash again. Flames, red lightning bolts, and black flames emerged from the Enlightenment Lightning Blade and continuously bombarded Madra.


  [You have dealt 113,500 damage to the target!]


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 256,200 damage to the target!]


  [God Hand (1) has dealt 1,010 damage to the target.]


  [The Ultimate Enhanced Mjolnir has caused the target to stiffen for 0.3 seconds.]


  [The option effect of the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has dealt 15% additional lightning damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 129,700 damage to the target!]


  [God Hand (2) has dealt 650 damage to the target.]


  [The +7 Mjolnir (2) has caused the target to stiffen for 0.1 seconds.]


  [The option effect of the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has summoned a red lightning bolt!]


  [You have dealt 278,030 damage to the target!]


  [The target is caught in an electric shock for 1.2 seconds!]


  [The option effect ‘Black Flames’ has activated from the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires!]


  [Critical!]


  [You have dealt 950,490 damage to the target!]


  It was an infinite stiffness method completed by connected the continuous stiffness of the four Mjolnirs and the electric shock effect of the red lightning bolt. The Undefeated King felt helpless for the first time since he was living or dead.


  "I will take away the title of undefeated...!”


  Attack, continuously attack. Grid’s excited voice rang through the 66th island. He summoned Noe and Randy to his side.




  Chapter 691


  Peng!


  Pepepepeong!


  There was a loud sound every time Grid hit Madra. Every attack summoned either red flames, a red lightning bolt, or black flames, causing intense sound effects. It wasn’t possible to compare it to the sound of a general weapon. Needless to say, it was intense power!


  “Umm...!”


  Madra.


  He was called the Undefeated King because he had never been defeated and was eventually a legend. To him, who was an absolute being when alive and death, the helplessness that Grid was making him feel was new. At first he panicked when the golden hands wielding the hammer caused him to stiffen with every hit, then he laughed.


  “Kuk...! Kukukuk! I see! This is how ordinary people fight!”


  Legendary characters resisted all conditions except for ‘states that occurred due to physical force’ and ‘states that ignore resistance.’ Yes, strictly speaking, it wasn’t perfect. But Madra was different. In order to not be defeated, the precondition of blocking any variables was necessary. Thus, he had the unique ability of ‘perfect’ status resistance among all the legends. In terms of safety, he was superior to Sword Saint Muller’s Super Sensitivity.


  But that was a story of the past. Madra had lost most of his abilities after being resurrected as a death knight. This was why he couldn’t resist Mjolnir’s stiffening effect.


  “I...! The Undefeated King Madra is faced with a situation I can’t cope with! This is truly an unfamiliar and enjoyable experience!”


  'What is this stupidity?’


  Peeok!


  Peok peok peok!


  The four God Hands continued to strike Madra’s skull. The four Mjolnir’s continuous attacks caused infinite stiffness. The winner and loser had been decided. Madra could no longer do anything. He was destined to be beaten to death. Yet he was laughing with delight.


  'Agnus...?’


  In other words, he was crazy. Grid was misunderstanding. It was a fact that had been emphasized a few times, but Madra had never been defeated. He was undefeated because of his coolness during battle. The fact that he was laughing meant it wasn’t a crisis situation.


  Jjeok!


  Jjejejeok!


  On the other hand, the explosion and intensive attacks of Mjolnir were causing cracks on Madra’s skull.


  ‘Okay. Keep pushing like this.’


  Grid confirmed that Madra’s health gauge had fallen before 50% and spurred on his attacks. As long as the infinite stiffness was maintained, Grid didn’t doubt his victory.


  Then.


  Peng!


  Pepepepeng!


  After a minute and black flames exploding a few more times, Madra’s health gauge dropped to 30% and his skull broke. The right forehead bone was completely destroyed. At that moment.


  "I have been waiting for this time!”


  “...!”


  Madra escaped from the infinite stiffness. The reason was simple. The moment Madra’s right forehead bone was broken, the timing for the strike of God Hand (3) was slightly delayed. Why? It couldn’t be helped because the shape of the target had changed after hundreds of hits. 


  God Hand (3) had been hitting Madra’s forehead in 0.6 second intervals to match the behavior of the other God Hands. Once Madra’s forehead bone was broken and it lost its position, it was confused and had to make a new judgment. Due to this, there was a gap of less than 0.2 seconds after the stiffness ran out and this was the timing Madra had been waiting for. Madra had already foreseen that this situation would occur due to the weak durability of his body.


  Puok!


  It happened in the blink of an eye. Madra broke through the encirclement of God Hands and his sword pierced Grid’s chest.


  [Critical!]


  [You have suffered 26,130 damage.]


  [The experience of Tiramet's Belt has increased by 0.12%!]


  “Che...!”


  A frontal battle wasn’t the answer. Grid had to restore the infinite stiffness again. Grid made a rapid judgment and the God Hands once again surrounded Madra. But it was useless.


  Peeeeeong!


  Madra’s sword in Grid’s chest exploded. It was the manifestation of 200,000 Army Massacre Sword that exploded in a range of hundreds of metres around Madra.


  "...Kuock!”


  Grid screamed as he was swept up in the explosion and his vision blinked red.


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  [The God Hands have become stiff.]


  [The experience of Tiramet's Belt has increased by 1%!]


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  ‘What...?’


  Grid had maintained his maximum health during the time when Madra was caught in the infinite stiffness. His close to 90,000 health could be compared to the health of the tankers in the top 100 rankings. All of this was wiped out by two hits and his immortal passive was activated. This was despite Grid being armed with Triple Layers.


  ‘This is the power of a basic attack and wide area skill...!’


  It was a scam. This was a real scam! 


  ‘The other death knights can only use basic skills. What is this monster?’


  Grid thought that 200 Army Massacre Sword was Madra’s ultimate technique. The scope of the attack reached a few hundred metres and the power was the strongest, so he had to think like this. It was unfair that Madra could use his ultimate attack despite becoming a death knight. Then Braham’s voice entered the ears of the confused Grid.


  -This is a basic skill. Madra’s true value is revealed from at least 500,000 Army Massacre Sword.


  ‘What? At least?’


  -The power that symbolizes Madra is the One Million Army Massacre Sword. The current Madra is weak... His limit is only 200,000, it is indeed weak. You can’t think of that as Madra.


  “...”


  Grid didn’t hear it. He tried to ignore Braham’s voice.


  ‘I have to end it in five seconds.’


  He used Blackening and was determined to launch all attacks within five seconds. But was it something that could be done through just determination? The world he lived in wasn’t that good.


  “I won’t allow it.”


  Peeok!


  Madra recovered the sword stabbed in Grid, kicked out and pushed himself away from Grid. Madra was also a legend. He knew about a legend’s immortal power.


  “You won’t be able to reach me.”


  “Hey...! You cowardly wretch!”


  Madra spoke in a dignified tone of voice. However, this tone was incompatible with his actions. In order to not allow Grid access while he was immortal, Madra was already running away from Grid. It was virtually impossible for Grid to catch up to Madra who used shunpo in advance.


  “Wait there! Oh! Stand there!”


  “Hahaha! See if you can catch me!”


  “Ahh! I will catch you!”


  -...


  Grid had four seconds left in his immortal state. Madra ran through the plains yelling “Catch me,” while Grid chased him. At first glance, it seemed like they were long time lovers. It was a hot scene of a old skeleton and a young man!


  -...What are you doing?


  The moment Braham cried out in disgust.


  “It is time.”


  Teong!


  Just before Grid’s immortal state ended, Madra stopped running away and struck at Grid instead. He intended to end the fight as soon as Grid’s immortality was over. Anyone who understood the immortal passive would make the same judgment.


  Thus, it was easy for Grid to predict. He took a superior health potion ahead of time, wore Doran’s Ring and prepared a sword technique in advance. Of course, it was Revolve. The strongest counterattack skill that would return the enemy’s attack.


  However.


  Jeeeong!


  “....!”


  Grid’s eyes widened as Revolve countered Madra’s attack. It was because Madra attacked him with a ‘basic’ attack. In other words, the Revolve that Grid prepared was wasted on a basic attack.


  “Hahaha! You are ridiculous!”


  ‘He knew...!’


  Indeed, Madra knew Pagma so it was likely he would know about Revolve. He predicted that Grid would use Revolve at this timing.


  Syuoook!


  Madra’s 100,000 Army Massacre Sword flew towards the neck of the confused Grid.


  “Grid...!”


  The 65th island. Sticks was pale as he watched through the crystal ball. He was astonished at Madra’s power and seriously worried that he would have to give up on the purification of the Behen Archipelago. But Grid was different. A wide smile appeared on Grid’s face as he gazed at Madra’s attack, causing Madra to feel suspicious.


  “Revolve.”


  “...What?”


  The sword technique Madra just neutralized was used again?


  Kuwooooh!


  100,000 Massacre Sword. The attack originally intended to kill Grid was returned to Madra. Then.


  Peeeong!


  It hit.


  [You have dealt 1,435,900 damage to the target.]


  “Cough...”


  The earth was swept away by an explosion. The new, unbeaten king shaking on top of it... Who would have imagined? The Undefeated King Madra was forced into a crisis twice by the same opponent!


  "Nobody could’ve imagined it. Isn't that right?"


  Grid was able to use Revolve successively because of God’s Command. Grid honestly escaped from the crisis out of pure luck but he didn’t express it on the outside. He pretended to be dignified as he spoke.


  “Except for one person. Didn’t I tell you? I will take away your title of undefeated.”


  “Hah...!”


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  “300,000...!” 


  Grid started to perform the sword dance of Transcended Link while Madra attempted to resist. Unfortunately, there was a physical difference between the two. Death Knight Madra. His frail body consisted entirely of bones and had already reached its limits.


  “Army..!”


  Jjeok! 


  "Massacre...!”


  Jjejejeok!


  “....Sword!”


  Kuaaaaang!


  He wanted to use 300,000 Army Massacre Sword to neutralize the enemy’s skill attack. Madra wanted to escape the crisis, but just worsened it. Madra’s cracked and damaged body could no longer withstand the mighty force. 300,000 Army Massacre Sword completely smashed Madra’s left arm and shoulder, while his rib and leg bones sank in.


  Flop!


  The sword technique failed. Madra fell down. He wasn’t laughing any more. But there wasn’t any feeling of animosity. He faced Grid with a humble attitude. Despite the fact that he was losing the title of undefeated that he defended for hundreds of years, there were no signs of obsession with it.


  Madra was already exhausted. Since his resurrection as a death knight, he had lived in solitude on the 66th island for more than 100 years. As the Undefeated King, he couldn’t express himself or complain, but it had taken a toll on his heart. He had been longing for rest.


  “...Overgeared King, the legend of the new era. I am thankful for you giving me enjoyment at the end. I will give you a reward.”


  “...Madra!”


  A short thank you and goodbye. The moment Madra’s voice entered Grid’s ears. 


  Peng!


  Pepepepeok!


  Grid’s Transcended Link covered Madra.


  [You have dealt 21,560 damage to the target!]


  [You have recovered 2,587 health thanks to Elfin Stone’s Ring!]


  [The experience of Elfin Stone’s Ring has increased by 0.2%!]


  [You have dealt 24,010 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 26,500...]


  [You have dealt 29,100...]


  ...


  ...


  [Critical!]


  [...The option effect ‘Black Flames’...]


  [A red lightning has been summoned...]


  [Critical!]


  ...


  ...


  ...


  ...


  [The great hero, Overgeared King Grid has given rest to the heroes and succeeded in cleansing the Behen Archipelago.]


  [This will be a long-standing achievement in humanity’s history.]


  World messages emerged.


  “...”


  Grid’s expression was bitter. Madra’s final attitude made Grid’s heart feel numb.




  Chapter 692


  [A new hero has given peace to the specters of past heroes and has opened the final gate of the Behen Archipelago.]


  A world message. It referred to an alert that appeared to all players of Satisfy, regardless of species, affiliation, and level. Why were the contents revealed to all players? It was naturally because the importance was high. The fact that a particular situation emerged as a world message meant that the situation would have a profound influence on the flow of Satisfy.


  Until now, the world messages had been seen when the golems invaded the Eternal Kingdom, when Pagma's Descendant appeared, when Sword Saint Kraugel appeared and when Great Demon Belial appeared. Thus, the world paid attention to the protagonist of this world message. Discussions were held all over the world on TV channels.


  『 First, we should pay attention to the title of hero. A person strong enough for the system to classify as a hero will certainly be a top ranker. They are also likely to have a hidden class. 』


  『 I’m sure that it’s a legendary class. That is why they are interpreted as a hero. 』


  『 It might be the case... Every island on the Behen Archipelago has its unique trial. Based on a variety of contexts, the later islands are likely to be guarded by former legends. 』


  This was the reason why Kraugel, Grid, Agnus, and Ares were mentioned as candidates for the world message. If the system recognized them as a hero, it was likely they had secured a legendary class. The viewers also agreed. 100 out of 100 people thought that Kraugel was the main character of the world message. He had already won the battle against Grid with his normal class. It was everyone’s idea that Kraugel was stronger than Grid, Agnus, Ares, etc. after becoming a Sword Saint, the strongest legendary class.


  『 The power of some of the former legends is comparable to or greater than the great demons. I don’t see how they can be beaten unless it is Kraugel. 』


  『 But it will be hard to break through the last gate, even for Kraugel. A legend beyond a great demon will be protecting the last gate. 』


  『 That’s right. It doesn’t make sense for Kraugel to be able to win against Muller and the other former legends. 』


  The experts talked incessantly. Without perfect information, they presented their expectations and deceived the viewers. But it didn’t last for long.


  『...?』


  『 ... 』


  The panelists on the broadcasting shows simultaneously looked blank. The staff delivered urgent news. The contents of the news they received was the following world message.


  [The great hero, Overgeared King Grid has given rest to the heroes and succeeded in cleansing the Behen Archipelago.]


  [This will be a long-standing achievement in humanity’s history.]


  『 Holy shit... 』


  An expert suddenly cursed. So what if he guessed enthusiastically?


  Grid! Once the Overgeared King was involved, all speculations were wasted! The experts still trembled when thinking about how public confidence was weakened by Grid. Now once again...


  The professions in each field were hit by Grid. Indeed.


  -Yes, the next X.


  -I am surprised to see them getting paid and appearing on TV for every wrong analysis. ㅋㅋ


  -Next time I won’t believe anything you say.


  The Internet community in each country was already heated up. The experts were ashamed to raise their heads. All except for one person.


  『 Kahahat! Hooray God Grid! Hooray South Korea! 』


  It was Peak Sword who participated on a Korean TV station as part of a panel of Satisfy professionals.


  ***


  “...Overgeared King, the legend of the new era. I am thankful for you giving me enjoyment at the end. I will give you a reward.”


  “...”


  Madra was stripped of the undefeated title that he had defended for hundreds of years. It was shameful and it wouldn’t be strange for him to feel anger. However, Madra thanked Grid rather than feel resentment. Grid was confused for a moment before realizing.


  “You... It was really painful.”


  The former legends had already finished their lives. It was unlikely that they wanted their bodies to be dug up from their graves and resurrected as a worthless undead.


  'Of course it would be painful. How hard was it to be trapped on this desolate island for over 100 years after being forcibly resurrected as a skeleton.’


  In particular, Madra had human intelligence and wisdom. Being resurrected as a skeleton would be shocking, but to spend more than 100 years alone on a remote island with nothing...


  "Rest from now on.”


  Madra turned to grey ash and was dispersed. Grid bowed deeply to Madra who was returning to the dead. It was an act stemming from respect. Grid envied Madra’s strong mentality and combat power. 


  Swaaaaah.


  The 66th island started to be cleansed. The somewhat cloudy air cleared and green forests and a lake appeared.


  Next.


  Kukukukukung!


  There was an earthquake. Nine pillars rose from the bottom of the earth, centered around the huge lake. No, they were stone statues. There were nine stone statues, each of which were close to 10 meters in size and were carved in elaborate detail.


  "Eh? Braham? Pagma?”


  Grid was surprised by the rising statues. Two of the nine stone statues looked like Braham and Pagma. Grid was reminded of the original purpose of the Behen Archipelago.


  “The Hall of Fame...! These are stone statues of the former legends?”


  -That’s right. It was made for people of later generations to honor our achievements.


  "Ohu!"


  Grid’s face became rosy once Braham confirmed it. The people who were admired as legends, who left outstanding achievements in their field. What did they look like when alive? The curious Grid observed each status in turn. The first one was Pagma.


  “Really nice.”


  Grid had already seen Pagma’s appearance through Randy. That’s why he knew. He didn’t know who the sculptor was, but this stone statue fully reproduced the target. The carved statue of Pagma was just as beautiful as he was.


  "The blacksmith who fought for peace in the world...”


  It was Pagma who killed Braham for being a demonkin and stole away his life force, despite being close enough to create a new mineral together, as well as signing a contract with 1st Great Demon Baal. He dug up the graves of the former legends and turned them into death knights. To be honest, he felt like a ruthless person. But it was undeniable that he fought for the world.


  “...”


  Grid looked up at the stone statue of Pagma for a while before bowing deeply.


  “Thank you.”


  They were heartfelt words. It was thanks to the techniques Pagma left that Grid was able to break away from his pathetic self of the past. He honestly didn’t care about what Pagma did. He just felt infinite thanks.


  -It’s clear that this sculptor didn’t get me.


  On the other hand, Braham was angry when he saw his statue. It was because his appearance carved on the stone statue was far less than the real thing. Grid grinned.


  "I understand the position of the sculptor. Braham, it’s impossible for even a brilliant sculptor to completely carve your beauty.”


  He wasn't just flattering Braham. As a vampire, Braham’s beauty was transcendent. It was so great that some people in the world thought of it as the ideal appearance.


  -B-Bah. Well, it’s natural.


  Braham shrugged. The sculptor carved Braham wearing a robe and holding a staff in his hand, his expression very benign. There was no trace of Braham’s arrogance. It was the result of taking away Mumud’s achievements. Braham was recognized as a great person who developed magic for humanity.


  “This is Madra...”


  The third statue that Grid looked at was that of Undefeated King Madra. The stone statue of Madra resembled Grid’s imagination. He was a middle-aged man with a warm smile.


  Flop. Grid sat down out of frustration.


  “Why are the people who like me always like this...?”


  Like any other player, Grid had dreamt of meeting the elves. He expected a romantic relationship with a beautiful female elf. But in reality, he was liked by a male elf.


  “Ha...”


  Grid sighed deeply before confirming Sword Saint Muller, Godly Archer Povia, Demon Slayer Alex, Tailor Kruger, and Miner Gis.


  Sword Saint Muller was a young man who looked like the protagonist of a manhwa. He had am ambitious expression on his face. Archer Povia was beautiful as a half elf while Alex looked lonely, like a man with a deep wound. The spirit of craftsmanship could be felt from Kruger and Gis’ faces.


  "Um...”


  Grid’s face gradually became brighter as he looked at the former legends. Now that he thought about it, he was the first player to see the faces of all the former legends. Grid felt proud of himself. It felt like a dream that he was ahead of everyone else after always lagging behind. As if to praise him, the Behen Archipelago’s compensation event finally occurred.


  Kurururung!


  A lake surrounded by nine stone statues. The waves suddenly forming on it grabbed Grid’s attention. 


  Puhahahak!


  Something rose from the centre of the lake. It was a new statue. A stone statue of a young man surrounded by four golden hands. Armed with sturdy barbed armor, the man held a hammer in one hand and the Enlightenment Sword in the other.


  It was Grid. A stone statue of Grid was erected in the Hall of Fame. It was also in the middle of the lake, watched by the nine former legends!


  “Wow...”


  Being registered in the Hall of Fame didn’t just mean appearing on a list. It meant having a stone statue as well? Grid was thrilled since the effect was much more spectacular than he expected.


  ‘I am standing side by side with the previous legends...’


  Grid was caught up in the excitement when notification windows emerged in front of him.


  [The Behen Archipelago has successfully been purified.]


  [You deserve praise for cleansing the Behen Archipelago, which has been left untouched for many years after the invasion of the great demons ended, and for giving rest to the former legends. Your feat will be recorded forever.]


  [Your statue has been built in the Behen Archipelago’s Hall of Fame. Statue only buffs have been created.]


  [As a reward for cleansing the Behen Archipelago, you have gained five levels!]


  [Your challenger points have been filled to the maximum (1 million) in compensation for cleansing the Behen Archipelago.]


  [You can now use the Fog Island Store.]


  [As a favor to Death Knight Madras, guardian of the 66th island, a special item has been added to Fog Island!]


  “Fog Island...!”


  It was completely unexpected! Grid’s heart thumped.


  ‘The price of one elixir was 250 points?’


  Grid had a huge one million points! 400... No, he could buy 4,000 elixirs!


  ‘In addition, a special item has been added as a favour to Madra?’


  It was a tremendous reward. The items that he got from the islands in the 60’s were great, but the compensation for fully cleansing the islands was unthinkable.


  “Good! Yes! Yes!! Yahooo!”


  Grid jumped with joy. Grid forgot the pains in his body as his vision was covered with fog and a golden carriage appeared. Grid didn’t delay. He ran straight for the goods carriage. His plan was to buy Madra’s special item and then use the rest of the one million points on elixirs.


  “Now it is more like the power of stats? Should I change my name to the Stats King? Hahaha!”


  Grid was so excited that he was talking to himself like a madman. However, that good atmosphere didn’t last long.


  -Fog Island Items List-


  [Madra’s Diary]


  A diary written by Death Knight Madra himself.


  Price: One Million Challenger Points


  [East Continent Movement Portal Scroll]


  You can go to the starting village of ‘Pangea’ on the East Continent.


  Weight: 0.1


  Price: 50 Challenger Points


  "...????"


  Diary...? The special item was just a diary? The price was also one million challenger points?


  "And where are the elixirs?”


  The only product beside the diary was the portal scroll?


  “XX...”


  The Hall of Fame. Curses echoed through the sacred place built to honor the feats of former legends. Up until now, Grid had forgotten something from a long time ago. The person who asked him to purify the Behen Archipelago was none other than Sticks.


  That’s right. This wasn’t the only reward for cleansing the Behen Archipelago.
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  “Grid...!”


  If Death Knight Madra succeeded in using 300,000 Army Massacre Sword, Grid would’ve been defeated. However, a death knight’s body was weak and Madra failed to use it. In addition, Grid had been lucky that the God's Command passive triggered. It was a dicey battle. Sticks was soaked with sweat as he watched the confrontation through the crystal ball.


  “Grid...! I knew you would do it!”


  A hero was someone who fell from the heavens. Sage Sticks had some knowledge of astronomy and saw that Grid was protected by Rebecca, goddess of light.  He believed that Grid would exceed his capabilities and Grid actually succeeded. Was it simply luck? No. Grid pioneered the way himself.


  He rescued the Rebecca Church by defeating the evil pope, earned the favor of Rebecca’s Daughters, and set up the correct Pope, causing Rebecca to feel attached to him. Grid moved the hearts of a goddess and thus, was selected by the heavens.


  “Truly a great man...”


  It was extremely rare that High Elf Sticks would praise a human. He smiled and raised his hot body. The Behen Archipelago had been purified after more than 100 years. Sticks wanted to rush to the 66th island right now and share his joy with Grid. But he was forced to stay in place. It was because he saw that Grid was locked in deep thought.


  “...”


  Grid showed respect to the departed Madra, admired the statues of the former legends and was thrilled at his own statue appearing next to them. Sticks didn’t want to interfere in this time. He wanted the new hero to enjoy it. He waited. Then Fog Island popped up and a golden carriage appeared!


  ‘Right now!’


  Sticks saw Grid approaching the golden carriage and finally entered the 66th island. He hoped that Grid would be even more welcoming due to the good atmosphere.


  However.


  “XX...”


  “...?”


  The sacred Hall of Fame. The first word that Sticks heard after entering the completely cleansed 66th island was something that couldn’t be spoken.


  ‘W-What?’


  Why had the atmosphere darkened in only a few minutes? Sticks panicked. Grid discovered him and screamed with bloodshot eyes.


  “Sticks! Surely you aren’t in league with this damn carriage!”


  “...”


  Ah, the timing was wrong. Sticks sighed as he was reminded of Grid’s nature.


  *** 


  "Fog Island and the golden carriage was an arrangement made for the growth of those who challenged the Behen Archipelago. Now that the Behen Archipelago is cleansed, the reason to raise challengers has disappeared. That is probably why items such as the elixirs and books have disappeared.”


  “Hah... Then why is the only thing left the continental movement scrolls?”


  "...An average person would be delighted with the scrolls.”


  Sticks was right. This portal scroll that made movement to the East Continent easy was now very rare. Grid had a chance to secure large quantities of it. But the scrolls were insignificant from Grid’s position. It was because he had Sticks. Sticks could make the intercontinental portal scrolls so Grid didn’t want to waste points buying them.


  "I already told you that it takes me a long time to produce the scrolls. You should be happy to buy the scrolls.”


  “Um... Is it really okay?"


  Grid’s eye was constantly caught by Madra’s diary. At first, he was frustrated and angered by the fact that it was a diary. But when he thought about it, this was Madra’s direct reward. The price was also one million points.  It couldn’t be a normal diary.


  Sticks smiled.


  “Then buy the diary. Believe in your own choice.”


  ‘You are the one who has the love of a goddess.’ Sticks swallowed down these words. 


  He didn’t want Grid to fall into pride and complacency.


  “Umm... Based on Madra’s personality, it is highly unlikely to be a trap."


  Grid’s worries didn’t last long. He knew that a bulk volume of East Continent movement scrolls would be a tremendous boost to the national power of the Overgeared Kingdom if used well.


  ‘But I think the legacy of the Undefeated King is better.’


  He acted quickly once he made his decision.


  “I will buy Madra’s diary!”


  At the same time.


  [One million challenger points have been consumed to buy Death Knight Madra’s Diary.]


  Madra’s diary entered Grid’s inventory. What was the identity of the diary? Grid wanted to open it right away! At this moment, Sticks bowed deeply to him.


  "Grid, I am deeply grateful to you for cleansing the Behen Archipelago and the Hall of Fame, which is the succession link between the legends of the old generation and new generation.”


  [Sage Sticks thanks you for fulfilling his desire for the purification of the Behen Archipelago!]


  [Sage Sticks has given you a new title!]


  "You are the hero of heroes who put to rest the suffering past heroes (legends). I will call you the Hero King in the future.”


  [The title ‘Hero King’ has been obtained.]


  [Hero King]


  A hero of heroes. You are a living myth.


  * The Hero King shines among the heroes. Deals 10% additional damage to all unique or higher rated classes.


  * The Hero King is in a position to discuss the peace of the world. Deals 15% additional damage to great demons, archangels, dragons, and demigods and reduces damage by 15%.


  * The Hero King is proud. He is conscious of always being the best and is always full of fighting energy.


  [Fighting Energy]


  A special resource only for the Hero King.


  It is usually held at 10 and increases to 100 during combat.


  The higher the fighting energy, the higher the stats.


  However, caution should be exercised since there is a penalty if fighting energy falls below 10.


  Chwarururuk!


  Once the Hero King title was acquired, the fighting energy resource bar was added to the health and mana bar in Grid’s status window. A translucent purple aura started to rise like a haze from Grid’s whole body. It was the appearance of fighting energy in reality.


  “Ohh!”


  Sticks felt admiration. It was because Grid was radiating a fierce but solemn energy. On the other hand, Grid was surprisingly unexcited about receiving a unique effect among two billion users. His expression was uncomfortable. He was reminded of the ‘coolness’ option attached to Iyarugt. He felt uncomfortable when he thought about when the money eating alchemy facility would start being useful. But after a moment.


  Twitch twitch.


  The ends of Grid’s mouth started curving up. Grid wanted to dance, no matter how ugly it looked. He was the only one among two billion users to be surrounded by purple energy!


  ‘I will stand out even in a crowd of two billion?’


  It was a unique effect. He really felt like a special person. But there was a problem.


  ‘So what if they look? The face is ugly.’


  Grid still had no confidence in his appearance. The heart that was pleased for a moment soon became frustrated. Sticks became uneasy as he watched Grid.


  ‘Did he go crazy after being cursed by the former legends?’


  It wasn’t strange that he would think so when Grid repeatedly switched between smiling happily to looking frustrated. Then another world message emerged.


  [Overgeared King Grid, who gave rest to the heroes of past generations, has been recognized as the hero of heroes. It is the birth of Hero King Grid who will go beyond history and lead to myths.]


  On the other hand.


  -That abominable elf...


  Braham felt hostile to Sticks. The two people had always disliked each other due to the bad relationship between demonkin and elves, but now the hostility was incomparably greater. There was a reason. The title of Hero King, it came from Sword Saint Muller.


  -Making Grid carry on Muller’s responsibilities... I will stop it even if I am resurrected in hell.


  ***


  [...It is the birth of Hero King Grid who will go beyond history and lead to myths.]


  “What?”


  At the entrance to the Behen Archipelago. The reporters gathered like ants were amazed. A world message appeared once again and the protagonist was also Grid.


  “A-A scoop!”


  Hero of heroes? Myth was mentioned? The stimulating sentences stirred the blood of the reporters.


  “Logout!”


  “I will also logout!”


  The reporters waiting for Grid to emerge from the Behen Archipelago started to disappear one by one. The first thing they did after logging out was to write an article. The titles of the articles were stimulating.


  [Hero of heroes! Hero King Grid is born! Does this suggest the emergence of a myth class?]


  [Kraugel is no longer unique.] 


  [(Column) Hero of heroes, reaching above the sky.]


  And so on. Articles relating to grid poured in online and offline around the world. Broadcasting stations held live debates on the topic of Grid.


  “Kik... Kikik, I can’t help but acknowledge him.”


  The main character of the world message was Grid, not Kraugel? Agnus was initially shocked, but soon accepted reality. The Grid that he encountered was strong. There was no reason to deny it.


  “But.”


  What was Kraugel doing?


  “He... He isn’t falling down, is he?”


  Of course, Agnus himself knew. It was an impossible thought. The sky would never fall.


  At the same time, South Korea.


  "Oh my, this time your son has become the hero king?”


  “First he was a king, then the Overgeared King and now the Hero King? He truly is great.”


  “Ah, these people. Absolutely zero sense. Youngwoo is his name so he is King Youngwoo.”


  “...”


  The parents of Shin Youngwoo (Grid) were still operating a vegetable store. The two people left the fields early in the morning were constantly bombarded with congratulations from the people living near the fields. There were constant calls from relatives.


  -Uncle! Please tell Youngwoo hyung my words! I will drop out of school so please let me join the Overgeared Guild! I will work hard to level up! Yes?


  -Oh my, Youngmo. Do you remember when I repeatedly told you that your son would do well? My daughter who has become a stewardess is a real beauty. Speak to Youngwoo and have him arrange for her to join Overgeared. Yes? What does this have to do with Inyoung? Help her connect with someone higher! My daughter is pretty!


  “...”


  A person should be successful. The attitude of people towards their son had completely changed from the past. They were so proud, then what about Youngwoo’s parents? Youngwoo’s parents were extremely happy and proud.


  “Honey! We play games... No, let’s do a lot of volunteer work on behalf of our son who is busy!”


  "Yes, the cabbages this time are very good. I want to donate them.”


  "Yes, donations should always be in Youngwoo’s name.”


  Thanks to their child, Youngwoo’s parents could always be cheerful. They were grateful that their son did his best, despite them not being able to do anything. They wanted all the children of the world to be as good as Youngwoo.
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  “Hero King...!”


  It was a great title from the name alone! Looking at the description, it was likely to be a unique title, just like the First King.


  ‘It was worth going through all this trouble to cleanse the Behen Archipelago!’


  Getting rewards for suffering seemed natural, but it wasn’t always true. It was easy to realize when looking at all the office workers. They worked hard for the company, while the company didn’t give them reasonable compensation. Unfortunately, most of the people living in the world were slaves of this irrationality.


  Then what about Satisfy’s players? Those who worked hard to level up would get rewards from clearing quests and steadily progress. Among them, the forerunner who developed in a positive direction was Grid.


  “...”


  Grid was covered with the haze of the fighting energy. He was filled with joy as he grasped the details of the Hero King title.


  ‘On the surface, it’s much less effective than the First King title.’


  It added additional damage to unique rated or higher classes, as well as great demons, archangels, dragons, demigods, etc. The listed beings seemed special, but it was actually a title that exerted an effect in extreme conditions. In normal times, the only function was the resource called ‘fighting energy.’


  'On the other hand, the First King always shows a great power.’


  Hero King. Why did he put this title on par with First King?


  ‘It’s natural.’


  Not everything was visible at first glance. Grid looked at the details of ‘Fighting Energy.’


  [Fighting Energy]


  A special resource only for the Hero King.


  ...


  ..


  Every time fighting energy increased by one point, his strength, stamina and agility increased by 0.5%.


  "...It’s huge.”


  Fighting energy was usually kept at 10 and would increase up to 100 in combat. In other words, Grid would always receive a 5% increase in strength, stamina, and agility, and in some cases it would go up to 50%.


  ‘It’s almost crazy.’


  This was especially favorable to Grid who had high stats. What if Grid’s 3,500 points in strength increased by 50%?  It was 5,250. It was a figure that could only be obtained if Grid gained 200 more levels and invested all the points into strength.


  ‘I’m concerned about the penalty that will occur when fighting energy falls below 10.’


  Normally, fighting energy remained at 10 points. Grid judged that it wouldn’t fall below 10 unless there was a shameful situation.


  “Kukukuk...!”


  Grid couldn’t endure the laughter that bubbled up after he realized the true value of Hero King. He paid attention to the fact that this wasn’t the end of the Behen Archipelago’s rewards.


  ‘There are still the statue buffs and Madra’s diary!’


  A stone statue of Grid in the center of the Hall of Fame! In the future, Grid would gain buffs from it. What were the buffs? The excited Grid immediately approached his stone statue. Then he frowned. It was because his stone statue was carved exactly like his appearance.


  "...It’s sadly ugly.”


  Why was the ugliest face decorating the center of the Hall of Fame? Wasn’t this completely shameful? He was embarrassed when he thought of the two billion users and NPCs of Satisfy who would laugh every time they saw his statue. Sticks and Braham couldn’t understand Grid’s frustration. When they looked at it objectively, Grid’s appearance was quite average for humans. However, Grid’s self-esteem was so battered after the incident with Ahyoung that he wasn’t aware of it himself.


  “Hah... What should I do to get the buffs?”


  Grid gave a deep sigh and touched the stone statue.


  Ttiring~


  There was a lively sound effect and the details of the stone statue came up.


  [Statue of Hero King Grid Lv 1]


  A stone statue commemorating the feats of the hero of heroes, the legendary blacksmith Grid who gave rest to all the legends who became death knights and cleansed the Behen Archipelago.


  If you pay homage to the stone statue, your dexterity will increase by 5% and the probability of making a higher rated item will increase slightly. In addition, the speed of sword type attack skills will increase by 2%.


  * Every time a player or NPC pays homage to the statue, the ‘Statue’s Worship’ will increase by 1.


  *Every time the ‘Statue’s Worship’ value exceeds 5,000, the level of the statue will increase by 1 and the buff effect increases. Sometimes a new buff effect will also open. The maximum level of the stone statue is 15.


  * You can only worship a statue once every three days and the duration of the buffs is two days. In addition, the stone statue buffs can’t be overlapped.


  * The protagonist of the stone statue, ‘Grid’ will receive the statue buffs for 10 days every time the Statue’s Worship increases by 1,000.


  Current Statue’s Worship: 0


  “...Wow.”


  Dexterity increased by 5%, sword type attack skills by 2%, and there was a light increase in the probability of making higher rated items? It was a very useful buff for Grid. In particular, the ability to acquire 10 days worth of buffs every time the Statue’s Worship value increased by 1,000 was extremely attractive to Grid.


  ‘Maybe?’


  Considering the fact that Satisfy had two billion users, couldn’t he maintain an infinite statue buffs?


  Dugun dugun!


  Grid’s heart thumped. He was delighted that the statues weren’t merely a symbol and that they gave him an advantage beyond his imagination. But there was something he had to check first.


  "Sticks, can people easily access the Hall of Fame?”


  So what if there were the stone statues? It would be useless if it was hard for the players to come here.


  Sticks smiled at the concerned Grid.


  “They can. Originally, the entrance to the Behen Archipelago was scattered all throughout the continent. I sealed it in consideration of the danger once it became contaminated, but now there is no more need. In the future, many people will visit the Hall of Fame.”


  “Ohhh!”


  Grid had goosebumps at the thought of his Statue’s Worship increasing rapidly.


  “Wait...”


  There was the phrase ‘statue buffs can’t be overlapped.’ Grid frowned before standing in front of the statues of other legends.


  [Statue of Sword Saint Muller Lv. 1]


  A stone statue commemorating the feats of Muller, the strongest Sword Saint of the past who sealed many great demons saved the world.


  If you pay homage to the statue, your strength stat will increase by 7% and the power of your sword type skills will increase by 10%.


  * Every time a player or NPC pays homage to the statue, the ‘Statue’s Worship’ will increase by 1.


  *Every time the ‘Statue’s Worship’ value exceeds 5,000, the level of the statue will increase by 1 and the buff effect increases. The maximum level of the stone statue is 10.


  * You can only worship a statue once every three days and the duration of the buffs is two days. In addition, the stone statue buffs can’t be overlapped.


  Current Statue’s Worship: 0


  “...”


  [Statue of the Legendary Blacksmith Pagma]


  A statue commemorating the feat of the legendary blacksmith Pagma, who contracted with the 1st Great Demon Baal for the sake of humanity.


  If you pay homage to the stone statue, your dexterity will increase by 7% and the probability of making a higher rated item will increase slightly. In addition, the speed of sword type skills will increase by 2% and the undead summoning skill’s mana cost is reduced by 3%.


  * Every time a player or NPC pays homage to the statue, the ‘Statue’s Worship’ will increase by 1...


  ...


  ...


  Current Statue’s Worship: 0


  “No, dammit!”


  Grid cursed once he confirmed that the other legendary statues gave buffs. His buffs were the worst so he would be a saint if he didn’t swear.


  "Doesn’t this mean no one will worship my stone statue?”


  The infinite stone statue buffs had disappeared! To Grid’s dismay, his stone statue was just a symbol. It seemed that the worship value would be maintained at 0 for the rest of his life.


  “Wow, really XX... I feel like crying... Won’t people laugh at my statue every time they come here? It’s ugly and useless.”


  There was no god in the world. Grid was terribly frustrated. He had forgotten something. The fact that there was Lauel, a more useful person than God, beside him.


  *** 


  "Are you now calm?”


  After checking the stone statue buffs, Grid was paralyzed for a few minutes. His ugly stone statue was built in the center of the Hall of Fame and the buffs were useless. Grid’s mental state collapsed at the thought of it becoming a mockery in the future.  He had been so proud about having a stone statue in the Hall of Fame and now he wanted to hide it in a mouse hole. But it was only for a moment.


  Grid’s mental state recovered relatively quickly. It was because the weight of the burden he carried was too heavy.


  “Yes... I can’t space out when I have to return to the kingdom.”


  The Overgeared Kingdom was still under pressure from the empire. As the king, Grid couldn’t be absent forever.


  ‘I will go back to the palace and check Madra’s diary...’


  If even the diary turned out to be ‘garbage’ then Grid wouldn’t be able to cope with the mental trauma. Therefore, he wanted to return to the kingdom first to calm his heart. 


  "Let's go back."


  Grid signalled to Sticks.


  Then Sticks said to him, "Before that, let’s hear from the field of succession.”


  “Field of succession?”


  “Didn't I tell you? The Behen Archipelago is the Hall of Fame that honors the achievements of past legends, while also handing down legacies to the current legends.


  "Ah...!” Grid’s expectations rose as he heard the word ‘legacy.’ “I might inherit the legacy left behind by Pagma?”


  "That's right."


  "Okay, let’s go.”


  *** 


  The field of succession located on the 65th island.


  "It is a place where no one apart from present legends can enter.”


  The field of succession was covered in gold. There were nine elegant buildings, like shrines, erected and Grid and Sticks stood in the center. They naturally found the building for the ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Succession.’ Of the nine buildings, there was one with a hammer an anvil engraved on top of the entrance.


  'What has been left?’


  Grid questioned and entered the building.


  [You have been admitted to the ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Succession’ as Pagma's Descendant.]


  [Welcome! Pagma’s Rare Book (2) is waiting for you!]


  Inside the enormous building. There was a book at the end of dozens of pillars. It was similar to the book that Grid obtained from the North End Cave.


  "Gulp."


  What was contained in the book? The tense Grid gulped. He was trying not to expect too much.


  ‘This is a place where you can enter as long as you have a legendary class.’


  Nothing special would be gained from here. It would be a minor skill. He didn’t set his expectations high in order to not be disappointed. Grid thought this many times before touching Pagma’s Rare Book.


  [You have acquired Pagma's Descendant Hidden Piece ‘Granting an Ego’.]


  [Granting an Ego]


  You can give the target item an ego.


  It will be classified as an ego item and the value will be astronomical.


  The amount of times it was possible to use Granting an Ego increases by one every time the skill level of the Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship skill increases.


  Current number of egos that can be given: 8/8


  “Ego item...!”


  This technique wasn’t just for dwarven blacksmiths? Grid trembled in amazement from the new ability. The impact and loss felt after checking the buffs of the stone statue had already been erased.
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  『 As Grid and the Behen Archipelago is becoming a hot topic, the S.A. Group has announced the new rules for the 3rd National Competition. 』


  『 It was a shocking announcement. Thanks to this, interest in Grid has been dispersed. 』


  『 This is a conspiracy, a conspiracy! The new rules released are too disadvantageous to South Korea! This is a blatant shot at South Korea! The S.A. Group deserves criticism at a national level!! 』


  The Haenam branch of Eat Spicy Jokbal.


  Peak Sword frowned as he chewed on jokbal. He was angry due to the news report.


  "Those traitorous S.A... The national competition is in three months and they want to add such rules?”


  The Olympics, which had long been a festival of the world, were completely different from when it was first held hundreds of years ago. From the current point of view, the first one had bizarre events and rules. But over the years, know-how was accumulated and the Olympics applied fair rules that were close to perfection. Yes, it meant that the Satisfy National Competition would one day have a complete system like the Olympics. However, the current system was still incomplete.


  The basic rules were changed every year, causing confusion among participants and viewers.


  The 1st National Competition had been limited to 17 participating countries and the players of each country were obliged to participate in three events. 


  On the other hand, the 2nd National Competition was extended to 32 participating countries and the players of each country could participate in three individual events and three group events, for a total of six events.


  Now the 3rd National Competition scheduled in three months would be expanded to 50 participating countries and each player was only allowed to take part in two events, whether it was a solo or group event. 


  The problem wasn’t the increased number of participating countries. The increase in countries meant the recognition of the National Competition had risen and the gap between players for each country had narrowed, which was rather positive. The problem was that each individual could only participate in two events.


  In the future, the first place was likely to be the U.S. which had the widest player pool. The country that suffered the most damage was undoubtedly South Korea. Why? It was easy when thinking about the reason why South Korea was able to overturn everyone’s expectations and achieve top results in the 1st National Competition and 2nd National Competition.


  It was only thanks to the activities of Grid. Grid secured a large amount of gold medals and raised South Korea’s ranking exponentially. Now that was impossible. No matter how good Grid was, he would eventually only get two gold medals. South Korea relied on the lone Grid and it was impossible to dream about becoming the top ranked country.


  "The number of events has even increased to 20... Sigh.”


  Peak Sword sighed. He brought up the conspiracy theories that the majority of people had.


  “It seems to be true that the S.A. Group has received funding from the United States. They want the reputation of being the strongest country in Satisfy and are threatened by our country, so they have revised the rules.”


  "Isn’t it South Korea who has only relied on Grid in the first place? Can’t you win a gold medal without Grid? What is different if you don’t qualify for the gold medal? Even if South Korea stays in the lower rankings, it can only blame itself. There is no reason to blame anyone else.”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal said while making makguksu. In fact, Eat Spicy Jokbal’s words were right. Looking at it objectively, South Korea was unusual since it ranked high due to Grid. In fact, criticism had sprung up which was why the rules of the 3rd National Competition had been changed. However, Peak Sword refuted it.


  "It definitely is sad to rely on only one person. But isn’t it funny for the organizer to change the rules just to keep one person in check? Think about it. Brazil, Germany, Italy and Argentina are good at soccer and keep winning the World Cup. Have they ever had rules against them?”


  "...No, soccer is different.”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal clicked his tongue when Peak Sword came up with an absurd example. But Peak Sword didn’t care and continued the claim.


  "On the other hand, what about Taekwondo and E-sports? South Korea won medals in various competitions and they adopted rules to keep South Korea in check! This is really reasonable!! The whole world is bullying South Korea!”


  “...”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal was a Korean after all. He didn’t agree 100% with Peak Sword’s claim, but he could empathize to some extent. But what could they do? Everyone blamed South Korea and felt resentment for their ranking in the previous two National Competitions. There wasn’t a single country who felt it was fair when they saw South Korea securing a large number of gold medals thanks to Grid. If the National Competition continued to be dominated by Grid, it would lose credibility and become a minor contest.


  "Peak Sword, you should understand this part. Would you be able to speak like this if you aren’t Korean?”


  “...”


  "The scale of the Satisfy National Competition is big, but it’s still a new competition. Anything that feels unreasonable right now will eventually become a foothold for the future. Over the years, it will eventually develop into a competition where everyone will be satisfied.”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal had organized and operated Blood Carnival to fulfill his own desires. Considering his basic tendencies, these lines didn’t fit him. However, Eat Spicy Jokbal was changing. It was a phenomenon that occurred as a result of getting close to Peak Sword who came every week. Eat Spicy Jokbal, who was only interested in his own growth in the game, was now comforting Peak Sword. He was being grabbed by Peak Sword’s warm personality.


  "Stop being upset and drink more soju.”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal filled up Peak Sword’s empty glass of soju. Peak Sword drank it and revealed his true feelings. 


  "Eat Spicy Jokbal, I dislike people like you. People think that South Korea is a country weak in Satisfy but what is the reality? I heard rumors that there are many South Koreans among the unofficial rankers. One of them is right here, Eat Spicy Jokbal.”


  “...”


  "If you gamers who hide in the shadows for the sake of personal gain actually fought for South Korea, then nobody would think this. South Korea could be recognized as a great power in Satisfy like the United States or Canada. Everyone in South Korea could be proud. But what is the reality? Among the players, Yura and Grid are the only ones fighting for South Korea with pure intentions.”


  Peak Sword was also blaming himself for not participating in the 1st National Competition. Why hadn’t he taken part in the 1st National Competition? He was afraid that he would have to disclose all his skills to the world and tricked himself, saying “Nothing will change even if I participate in the competition.”


  On the other hand, Grid and Yura took a penalty and committed to the country. This was Peak Sword’s subjective interpretation. In particular, he was still shocked when he thought of the scene where Grid, who was close to obscurity, appeared in the 1st National Competition and revealed his talents.


  "I hope you won’t regret it like me... Participate in the 3rd National Competition and let the world know that Grid and Yura aren’t the only talents in South Korea. How exciting would it be if we can prove that even changing the rules won’t push down South Korea!!”


  Peak Sword had already eaten more than half the jokbal. First he asked for makguksu as a service and now he was making this request of Eat Spicy Jokbal.


  "Didn’t you approach me to get me to join Overgeared? Now you are telling me to fight for South Korea. I don’t know what you want.”


  It was a criticism telling Peak Sword not to forget his original intentions. After Peak Sword came every week, Eat Spicy Jokbal thought of him more as a drinking companion than an Overgeared member. Of course, it was a miscalculation. Peak Sword hadn’t forgotten. He was just greedy.


  "If you join the Overgeared Guild, the Overgeared Guild will be abundant. If you participate in the National Competition, South Korea will be abundant. I want both.”


  "In the end, you want everything? Aren’t you being too greedy?”


  "Of course I won’t push you. I don’t have the right to do that. The choice is yours. No matter the choice, I still want you to be my drinking buddy. Your jokbal is delicious.”


  “Hrmm...”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal filled Peak Sword’s glass again. His ability to make dungeons could be used in various fields and he was the best talent that had the title of ‘conditional’ strongest alongside Yura, Katz, and Seuron. Now he was locked in deep thoughts.


  ***


  "Hero King~ Hero King ~~ lululu~~Ego sword producer ~~~ lulalulua~~~”


  “...”


  Really, Grid was a person with a lot of emotional ups and downs. The man who had been holding his head in frustration a few minutes ago was now dancing around the room and singing. Question marks appeared above Sticks’ head as he watched Grid.


  ‘It’s amazing that he can show such extreme concentration in battle when he has this personality.’


  By default, a person needed to be self-controlled in order to show high concentration. But the usual Grid seemed like an innocent child. It was questionable how such a person could control himself and show high concentration.


  ‘He must try harder than others...’


  He came up to his present place despite his lacking talent because he worked hard. Sticks laughed and used Mass Teleport.


  ***


  “A letter came from Lubana.”


  “It’s finally here.”


  The capital of the Overgeared Kingdom, Reinhardt.


  Lauel looked up from where he had been buried in a pile of documents. The sender of the letter that the soldier held was stated to be the ‘descendant of the Undefeated King.’ Lauel could easily infer the contents of the letter.


  ‘He is asking to cooperate in the war.’


  It was the right answer. The person who claimed himself to be the descendant of the Undefeated King and caused a rebellion in Lubana hoped that the Overgeared troops would move while the empire was concentrating its forces on Lubana. The rumor that the relationship between the Overgeared Kingdom and the empire wasn’t good was already spreading and the descendant believed it would be a good proposition for Overgeared. 


  “But why should we do this?”


  The request of the descendant was to attack the rear of the empire and disperse their gaze. Lauel had no intention of accepting this. There was no way of knowing exactly who the descendant of the Undefeated King was and the situation in Lubana. The risk was too great to stand on their side.


  "I thought he would give a bit of information about himself in the letter, but he hid it until the end.”


  Lauel confirmed the contents of the disappointing letter and put it in a corner of his inventory.


  Pahat!


  There was a flash of light in the center of the office and Sticks and Grid appeared.


  “Ah! How surprising!”


  Two people suddenly appeared in a quiet room. Lauel would be dull if he didn’t feel surprised. The startled Lauel fell back. Grid approached him and extended a big hand.


  "Isn’t this too over the top? What will the Overgeared Kingdom do if a high ranker has such a poor body?”


  "...I don’t dare be called a high ranker in front of someone who is ranked third on the unified rankings.”


  Tears poured from Lauel’s eyes as he clasped Grid’s callused hands. Grid had only been at the Behen Archipelago for 10 days, but Lauel felt like he was seeing Grid after a very long time. It was natural. Grid had completely changed in these 10 days. He had gained close to 10 levels, his expression had matured further and the red energy around his body gave off a transcendental energy. It felt like Grid came back a completely different person.


  "What a wonderful aura... Have you finally recovered some of the power that was sealed in a previous life?”


  "Hahaha, I’m glad to hear your chuuni words after such a long time.”


  Grid also felt like it had been a long time since he saw Lauel. It was because he experienced many things on the Behen Archipelago. Looking back at what happened on the Behen Archipelago, it felt like it took place over several months rather than days.


  "Are you going to see Queen Irene?”


  After a brief greeting, Grid immediately opened the office door.


  “No, I’m going to the library.”


  Grid waved a shabby looking booklet.


  "Eh? Huh? Library??”


  Lauel doubted his ears. It was because the space called the library didn’t suit Grid at all. Lauel had never once seen or heard of Grid using the library.


  “...”


  What was so urgent that Grid had to leave immediately?  Then Lauel asked Sticks, who was puzzled about why he had to teleport into someone’s office.


  "Is His Majesty okay? Did he perhaps hit his head?"


  “...”


  So it was unusual to read a book. Sticks felt pity that Grid was misunderstood as having a head injury just for going to study.
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  "Anyone who knows the joy of reading has a way to face the disaster.”


  Just as there was a phrase like this, reading in Satisfy was also classified as a valuable hobby. Players were able to accumulate new knowledge through reading and enjoy the synergistic effect of various stats based on this. Occasionally, they could get quests and skills by following the clues in books. Even if they couldn’t get anything, they were able to be absorbed in the joy of the moment. Therefore, reading was an absolute benefit.


  In particular, Satisfy boasted a vast worldview and the amount of books it possessed was tremendous. Even the protagonist of the rumor that ‘there is a madman who only reads books whenever he connects to Satisfy’ had only read a fraction of Satisfy’s books.


  Of course, this story was far from Grid. From the standpoint of Grid whose comprehension was less than ordinary people, reading was a hobby not for him and he naturally kept away from books. But now.


  [Death Knight Madra’s Diary]


  “...”


  A royal study room located in the Overgeared Palace. Grid sat where Irene and Lord normally did and faced a book.


  ‘How long has it been since I read a book?'


  It was last year, when he read the instructions for the diamond class capsule that he received from the Comet Group. 


  “Umm... The contents of the diary can’t be as difficult.”


  Grid didn’t know that it was rare for anyone to read a manual from the first chapter to last chapter in detail. His obsession with his lack of talent caused him to finish reading the book all the way to the end. He perceived reading as ‘labor’ and was nervous despite this not being an educational book.


  “Sigh, okay.”


  Grid took a deep breath and controlled his mind. It was a process to maintain his concentration until he finished reading Madra’s diary.


  ‘Well, it is unlikely I will get something because it is just a diary. I need to work hard.’


  Grid’s expectations for the diary were surprisingly small despite purchasing it for one million challenger points. There was a basis. He couldn’t forget that one word would make things different. The diary that Grid obtained from the Behen Archipelago was precisely the diary of Death Knight Madra.


  It wasn't Undefeated King Madra. In other words, it was a diary written after Madra was resurrected as a death knight, not when he was living. It was realistic not to expect something special from the diary created by Madra who had been trapped on the island for over 100 years after becoming a death knight.


  Flap.


  Finally.


  Grid opened the first chapter of Madra’s diary. At the same time, Grid wasn’t seeing sentences written in the diary. His eyes naturally closed and what followed was the gaze, sensation, and emotions of someone else.


  “Kuk...!”


  An indirect experience item. This was the identity of Death Knight Madra’s diary. As soon as the diary was opened, Grid became Madra. 


  *** 


  The first chapter.


  Once I opened my eyes again, the most amazing thing was that I couldn’t feel my own breathing. I realized that I wasn’t alive. Yes, I died. Then how did I open my eyes again? It was confusing.


  ...Confusing? I feel confusion?  Did the cognitive power of the Undefeated King Madra decline to this level?


  It was weird. Perhaps I was wandering in my dreams? From the beginning, I wasn’t dead. It was just a long nightmare. No.


  Rattle.


  ...This was the awful reality. I tried to put my hand on my forehead and witnessed it. My body, it was just bones. The red blood that always boiled hot, the muscles that were never cut, the flesh and skin... Everything was stripped and gone.


  Ah, the memories. I died. I was murdered by my own flesh and blood and given to the beasts of Saharan. Huh, whose head was this? Everything was unfamiliar. An empty goal that couldn’t contain the total amount of memories flooding back like a tsunami. It took too much time to think. I couldn’t get away from the strange sense of confusion.


  Step. 


  The source of the current situation appeared. The man with the feminine face. I knew him. I remember the man with the cold eyes that wasn’t suitable to be called Duke of Fire. 


  “P...agma...”


  I barely managed to open my mouth and my voice was a deep roar that echoed. It was an uncomfortable voice to hear. I felt uncomfortable and the Duke of Fire bowed deeply.


  "Undefeated King, sacrifice yourself for the peace of the world.”


  *** 


  “...Ugh!”


  The moment the first chapter in the diary ended. Grid’s mind returned to reality. The confusion, anger, resentment, and sorrow felt by Madra after he was resurrected as a death knight. Grid experienced all these gloomy emotions from Madra’s position.  The mental shock he received was too big to bear. His whole body was sweating as he looked around with trembling eyes.


  “Kuoock... Kuhuk!”


  Flop! 


  Grid fell to the ground from the chair and couldn’t help shedding tears. He was cursed by the people he protected his whole life, stabbed in the heart by his son, his head cut off and his decaying corpse fell into a bleak desert without entering a coffin. Then when he opened his eyes again, he was a skeleton. Despair led to nothing but more despair.


  “Pant... Pant...”


  Was he Grid or was he Madra? The terrible confusion that filled Grid after experiencing Madra’s memory seemed to last forever. He wiped at the tears that kept falling and breathed roughly, his face distorted with pain. His field of view was blinking red.


  [★ Warning ★ You have assimilated with Madra in the diary and shared his memories and feelings. You  need to be careful because you are psychologically feeling a great amount of anxiety and pain.]


  [You are in extreme confusion.]


  [The system is checking your brain waves and pulse. If it is determined to be dangerous, Death Knight Madra’s diary will be sealed.]


  "Ku...no!”


  Immersive virtual reality often put the player at risk. For example, the first meeting with Huroi a long time ago. The warning message from the system wasn’t unfamiliar because Grid strongly remembered what happened that day. This wasn’t exaggerated and Grid was scared.


  But he didn’t give in. Grid intended to receive what Madra left behind. The tears stopped as he started to distinguish reality from virtual reality. He was aware that he wasn’t Madra, but Grid, and Shin Youngwoo before he was Grid.


  Duguen! Duguen! Duguen...


  His crazily beating heart started to stabilize.


  [You are free from the confusion.]


  [Your vitals have returned to normal. The second chapter of Death Knight Madra’s diary is unfolding.]


  [Do you want to read it?]


  "Of course...!”


  Grid’s fear hadn’t gone away yet. He was already trembling at the thought of experiencing Madra’s point of view again. But when faced with trials, Grid knew better than anyone that grumbling and giving up because of fear would be a lifelong regret. Grid opened the second chapter of Madra’s diary.


  *** 


  The second chapter.


  "Undefeated King, sacrifice yourself for the peace of the world.”


  White skin contrasted with long black hair. The long and narrow eyes were cold. The legendary blacksmith, the Duke of Fire was bowing his head to Madra. Then Grid was Madra.


  "You want me to sacrifice myself?”


  It was very unpleasant. Regardless of will, I was being forced to sacrifice myself immediately after being resurrected as an undead. Anxiety and fear boiled up from deep inside. This was before I heard any explanation.


  "It has been a long time since I felt such anger.”


  I intuitively sensed that the current Duke of Fire was a target to be hated. He managed to stir up a body made entirely of bones. Strange. But I definitely realized. This was my burden of the present.


  "The situation... You should first explain more.”


  The person who resurrected me must be the Duke of Fire. I wanted to kill him right now, but I couldn’t. Why? He must’ve resurrected me for some reason. I had to know what sacrifice he was talking about. The answer was absurd.


  "The great demons are invading this place, the Behen Archipelago. As you know, the Behen Archipelago is the succession place and the Hall of Fame. If this falls into the hands of the great demons, there is no future for humanity. You must protect it.”


  “The future of humanity...”


  It wasn’t a problem for me to discuss. I was only responsible for the future of my people. Aside from that, I had no interest. That’s why I became more angry.


  “...I see. This is why you are keeping me here and resurrected me as an undead? How trivial! How scandalous! How dare you deprive me of my burden! You deserve to die a hundred times!!”


  ***


  “Kuock!”


  The moment Madra roared angrily and drew his sword.


  Grid was returned back to reality. It was the end of the second indirect experience. Grid’s fingers were shaking. He was afraid. The feeling when he pulled out a sword with a hand only made of bones came back with him, completely frightening him. 


  ‘So vivid.’


  He wanted to avoid becoming an undead. The moment he gulped.


  [At present, you can’t reproduce Madra’s swordsmanship with your abilities. You can’t read the second chapter of the diary to the end.]


  “...?”


  A notification window popped up.


  [In order to read the second chapter of the diary, you need to learn Madra’s swordsmanship.]


  [Swordsmanship Textbook: 100,000 Army Swordsmanship has been acquired.]


  [Death Knight Madra’s diary is sealed until you learn 100,000 Army Swordsmanship.]


  “What?”


  Madra’s swordsmanship book? It was a reward he couldn’t even imagine!


  ‘This is just from reading the second chapter of the diary!’


  The astonished Grid confirmed the swordsmanship book.


  [Swordsmanship Textbook: 100,000 Army Swordsmanship]


  Rating: Legendary


  A textbook recording the basics of Madra’s swordsmanship. However, it records the swordsmanship used after Madra became a death knight, so the contents are weak compared to the original.


  There are only two swordsmanship techniques recorded. 100,000 Army Blockade Sword (Degraded) and 100,000 Army Massacre Sword (Degraded).


  Learning Conditions: Those who have been recognized by Madra.


  “Madra...!”


  Grid’s blood was boiling. He became hostile to Pagma in the diary, but he didn’t care. He was thrilled that an overwhelmingly strong man had acknowledged him.


  “The legacy you left... I’m going to use it for the rest of my life.” 


  Grid had always been anxious since witnessing the power of Sword Saint Kraugel during the Great Demon Belial raid. Kraugel split the world despite his level still being low. Grid realized that he needed to continue to grow, grow, and grow in order to keep up with Kraugel.


  Now he got a new opportunity. It was extremely valuable. Grid silently closed Madra’s old diary and was resolved.


  "The greatness of the Undefeated King, I will announce it to the world.”


  The true swordsmanship of the Undefeated King was a natural step for the descendant of the Undefeated King. But Grid had a hunch that he would at least be able to maintain the Undefeated King’s will. 


  At the same time, the Saharan Empire’s territory of Lubana.


  “This is the Undefeated King’s descendant? How boring.”


  Mercedes became angry as she arrived at the scene of the army fighting the rebels. Her blue eyes were focused on a man in majestic armor surrounded by knights and soldiers. The few weeks of struggle against the empire’s regular army was an achievement that would go in history, but that was it. In the end, it wasn't enough to change history.


  "In the first place, the Undefeated King is nothing. History was just exaggerating.”


  Mercedes’ ridicule permeated the ground. It was as if she was mocking Madra in the grave.
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  Grid got a textbook containing the swordsmanship of the Undefeated King! He was impressed by the fact that 100,000 Army Swordsmanship was classified as a legendary skill.


  'It’s legendary despite being a degraded version...’


  100,000 Army Swordsmanship was also just the ‘basic swordsmanship’ of Undefeated King Madra. Braham said that Madra’s true value was exerted from at least 500,000 Army Swordsmanship.


  ‘The more I know about the past legends, the greater they become.’


  Grid recalled when he first assimilated with Braham. Braham used Mana Drain the Sky and forcibly absorbed all the mana from nature. From that time, Grid realized that the current legends weren’t comparable to the previous generation. Even Piaro, one of the strongest people of the present time, wouldn’t be able to withstand a fireball from Braham in his prime.


  "...That’s why it’s interesting.”


  Satisfy was still in the early stages of its story and it meant there was room for further growth. Grid’s motivation shot up.


  ‘Let’s catch up with the former legends.’


  No, he would surpass them. Kraugel’s goal was the same. There was no need to delay. Grid was filled with large ambitions as he opened the textbook for 100,000 Swordsmanship. At the same time.


  [You are attempting to learn a new swordsmanship technique, 100,000 Army Swordsmanship (Degraded).]


  [You are someone who has received the recognition of the Undefeated King. You have already achieved the learning condition of 100,000 Army Swordsmanship.]


  [Congratulations! You have succeeded in acquiring the 100,000 Army Blockade Sword (Degraded) and 100,000 Army Massacre Sword (Degraded)!]


  [The new skill information can be found in the skills list.]


  “Good!"


  Grid immediately opened the skills window. 100,000 Army Massacre Sword sent out 40 attacks per second over a wide range. It was obviously a superior version of Link, so Grid wanted to try it quickly. However.


  [100,000 Army Blockade Sword (Degraded) Lv. 1]


  It deals 20% damage to all enemies visible in your field of view and deals 3 seconds of the ‘blockade’ effect. The targets that are blocked can’t move and their use of skills and magic is blocked.


  Skill Resource Consumption: 5,000 mana, 20 sword energy.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 30 minutes.


  * The skill isn’t activated. You must acquire the sword energy resource to activate the skill.


  [100,000 Army Massacre Sword (Degraded) Lv. 1]


  Deals 60% of your attack power 30 times to everyone (can’t distinguish between friend or foe) in a 10 meter radius.


  Skill Resource Consumption: 8,000 mana, 50 sword energy. 


  Skill Cooldown Time: 10 minutes.


  * The skill isn’t activated. You must acquire the sword energy resource to activate the skill.


  “What’s sword energy?”


  It said it was possible to learn it, but not how. He had an illusion of the system message moving in front of him.


  “...No, is this a joke?”


  He couldn’t use a skill that he won in a fair fight after being acknowledged by the opponent?


  “Are you kidding me?”


  Grid denied reality. He got up and left the study. He headed through the wide corridor towards the palace garden.


  "Kyaaak! The Overgeared King!”


  “Ohhh! The Overgeared King!”


  The maids and gardeners in the garden cheered when they saw Grid. They were glad to have the good fortune of welcoming the world’s most respected king. They held their breaths as Grid pulled out a gorgeous red long sword. The people gathered, regardless of gender, watched Grid with shining eyes. Then Grid...


  "100,000 Army.”


  Clink!


  On one side of the garden. He aimed at the trees and used a skill.


  “Massacre Sword!”


  “...!”


  The dozens of maids and gardeners watching Grid were simultaneously shocked. Their great king was talking about slaughtering 100,000 troops. They were all nervous about what type of swordsmanship would develop. The result?


  Hwiiiing~~


  Nothing happened. The trees in front of Grid didn’t have a single injury.


  [100,000 Army Massacre Sword is a non-activated skill. It has failed.]


  “...”


  Grid, the maids, and the gardeners were silent.


  On this day. The rumor that Grid was a chuuni started to spread in the Overgeared Kingdom. 100,000 Army Massacre Sword. Starting with the name, the debut of the strongest skill was the worst. 


  ***


  "Ah, it’s seriously nasty.”


  Pagma’s Swordsmanship increased his attack power and chances of a critical hit when deactivated. That’s why Grid’s basic attacks were strong. Grid was sincerely anticipating the power of 100,000 Army Swordsmanship combined with the passive function of Pagma’s Swordsmanship. Yet he couldn’t use it at all?


  ‘The mana consumption is really high, but what the hell is sword energy?’


  Grid was forced to invest points in intelligence  but his total mana was still less than 14,000. 100,000 Army Swordsmanship consumed 5,000 and 8,000 mana and this was a huge burden alone. It was painful that he needed one more unidentified resource.


  ‘Wow, shit... I have the fraudulent skill that causes 60% damage 30 times over a wide area and I can’t use it...’


  It was psychologically painful. It felt like he was being tortured. The frustrated Grid was suddenly reminded of Chris.


  “Won’t Chris know about sword energy?”


  After obtaining the title of Hero King, Grid opened a new resource called fighting energy. It was likely that sword energy was a resource for classes specializing in swordsmanship. And the 1st ranked Chris was a master of the greatsword. After joining Overgeared with the Giant Guild members and becoming a duke, he was one of the people that Grid most relied on.


  Grid didn’t hesitate and went to find Chris.


  ***


  Reidan.


  A large city that was once the home of the Overgeared Guild, it was now called the second capital of the Overgeared Kingdom. The lord of this place was Chris. He was a player with a natural talent and a good mentor called Zirkan. He was once the leader of the Giant Guild that was part of the Seven Guilds and a strong person in Satisfy. In particular, his strength stat was high enough to overwhelm Grid. After acquiring his second class Tyrant, he had the ability to take away strength from surrounding targets and could exert a destructive power higher than Grid’s Enlightenment Sword.


  Who would’ve imagined that the Canadian representative in Satisfy would one day join Grid? The world had been shocked the day Chris bowed to Grid during the founding ceremony. There were many voices shouting that Grid had caught Chris’ weakness and was threatening him.


  But the reality was completely different. Chris acknowledged Grid and served Grid of his own free will. Chris was confident that he could be the best if he was with Grid. Anyway, the bottom line was that Chris liked Grid. Except when this happens.


  "I also want to use sword energy.”


  “...”


  No, what type of nonsense did he come for? Chris was hunting in a vampire city when his concentration was shattered.


  "Sword energy is a unique resource for swordsmen who have earned the title of great swordsman. How can you use it?”


  Sakak-!


  Chris attacked the true blood vampires on both sides. It was a truly excellent swordsmanship that inspired Grid. Grid felt a cool and stuffy emotion in his chest when he saw Chris’ exciting swordsmanship after a long time.


  "You really do know about sword energy. I need to obtain sword energy. How do I get it?”


  Puk.


  Puuoook!


  Kwaaaang!


  Grid struck the true blood vampire four times per second and then killed it with a black flame explosion. Chris was speechless for a moment.


  ‘This is the rumored new sword?’


  The power of Grid’s sword was tremendous. Chris admired Grid, who grew by leaps and bounds in a few months.


  "Didn’t you reach 3rd on the rankings after clearing the Behen Archipelago and getting the title of Hero King?”


  “I can’t boast in front of the 1st ranked user.”


  “...Bah.”


  Chris knew. The throne that was 1st in the unified rankings could be taken away by Grid at any time. But Chris didn’t feel bad or anxious. He already acknowledged Grid. He was ready to give the place to Grid at any time. Of course, he didn’t intend for anyone other than Grid to take the seat.


  "Did you gain a swordsmanship technique from the Behen Archipelago?”


  The clever Chris immediately guessed Grid’s situation. It was an incredible reasoning that impressed the dumb Grid.


  “That’s right. You are really impressive.”


  “In conclusion, sword energy is a resource that opens up only after reaching a certain level after becoming a great swordsman. And great swordsman is a title that can only be obtained if you have a swordsman type class. In other words, you absolutely can’t obtain sword energy.”


  “...”


  Grid’s eyes twitched. He was hit with cold reality. He angrily used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcend. He slaughtered the vampires coming out of the darkness and gave a deep sigh.


  “Then what should I do? I will never be able to use the skill that consumes sword energy?”


  "It was originally like that. But it might be possible.”


  Suuuuok. The 13th vampire city.


  Elfin Stone who once ruled the city had been replaced by another true blood vampire. Grid and Chris. The two strongest of Overgeared had already reached the boss’ room. The boss was furious at his sleep being disturbed and attacked the two. At this point, a blue energy rose from Chris’ body like a haze.


  “This is sword energy.”


  Peeng!


  Chris’ greatsword drew a blue line. It was an incomparably powerful blow that blew away the upper body of the 13th city’s boss.


  “Wow...”


  Grid’s eyes widened.


  “The red energy around your body, is that the fighting energy gained after winning the title of Hero King?”


  Chris focused on Grid’s fighting energy.


  "According to a quest I did in the past, Hero King was Muller’s title.”


  “Sword Saint Muller...?”


  “Yes. Muller would use sword energy and fighting energy. It means that fighting energy is a resource that can be used with swordsmanship. Why don’t you try replacing sword energy with fighting energy?”


  “How?”


  "...I’m not in a position to answer. You have to find the answer yourself.”


  Kwang!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  [The owner of the 13th city, True Blood Vampire Ray has been destroyed.]


  Grid and Chris had a lot of combat experience. They didn’t miss anything in the raid while talking and the result was amazing. The two of them captured the vampire city in the shortest time. Grid thought about it.


  ‘It might be time to challenge the next cities.’


  Grid and the Overgeared Guild hadn’t challenged any new vampire cities because they feared the power of Vampire Duke Marie Rose and the other direct descendants. But now quite a lot of time had passed. Grid and the Overgeared members had all grown. Wouldn’t they be relatively safe as long as they didn’t meet Marie Rose?


  “Um... I have to talk to Sticks about fighting energy. Thanks again, Chris. Level up.”


  "You took away all my experience and now you are saying this...”


  "Haha, sorry. Get in touch if you need me!”


  Grid left the grumbling Chris behind and returned to Reinhardt. Chris smiled as he was left alone.


  “I’m looking forward to the National Competition.”




  Chapter 698


  Click.


  The lid of the diamond class Comet Group capsule quietly opened. The person who raised his body from inside was none other than Shin Youngwoo.


  ‘I now understand Piaro’s words from his days as a great swordsman.’


  In the past, Piaro expressed that he had abandoned aura for sword energy. It seemed like an abstract concept in martial arts, so Grid hadn’t understood it at the time, but now it was clear.


  ‘At that time, Piaro acquired a new resource called sword energy. But due to his position as a NPC, it’s different to articulate the concept of a special resource.’


  He didn’t know for certain why he had to leave aura. However, now it was possible to deduce to a certain degree.


  ‘There are skills that use sword energy as a resource and the power of these skills is much better than aura.’


  Every person had different skills. In Piaro’s case, his aura related skills might be relatively weak. It didn’t make sense to have them grab his ankle when he was trying to be a sword saint.


  “Huuk. Huuk.”


  Youngwoo was moving continuously even while thinking. He stretched the body that had been trapped in the capsule, did one hundred push-ups and then one hundred pull-ups. A healthy mind would dwell in a healthy body. The reason Youngwoo logged out every six hours was to eat and to maintain his health.


  ‘If I didn’t exercise...’


  His head would become even more like a stone and he would be frustrated every time he looked in the mirror. He felt good every time he exercised, allowing his mind to emit a clear and positive energy.


  '...There are two ways I can approach sword energy.’


  Youngwoo showered after his workout. He had jajangmyeon delivered for lunch then he put on a cardigan and sat in front of the garden pond. His disciplined body in the pond was nice enough to compare with athletes and his deeply thoughtful eyes were reminiscent of an actor. 


  ‘First I need to figure out how to replace sword energy with fighting energy.’


  In this case, he had to rely on Sticks. He couldn’t be sure how to use fighting energy but Sticks was still a sage. He might have clues for Youngwoo.


  ‘The second is to examine the sword with Piaro and Asmophel.’


  There had to be a way of achieving the great swordsman title through training. Chris was convinced that great swordsman was a title unique to swordsman classes but Grid’s idea was different. Why? Pagma was a great swordsman.


  ‘A blacksmith and great swordsman...’


  If it was possible for Pagma, it would be possible for him as well. Grid had faith, but he would rather find a way to exploit fighting energy than being a great swordsman. According to Chris, sword energy was a resource that opened at a certain level after becoming a great swordsman. In other words, it didn’t mean he would obtain sword energy if he became a great swordsman.


  ‘I might have to take great swordsman related quests for a few years.’


  It had almost been two years in Satisfy time since Grid received Braham’s soul. But he only had a few magic spells available. It took a lot of time and effort to gain results in areas far from his class.


  ‘First of all, I want to use 100,000 Army Swordsmanship right now.’


  It was a hidden skill that he obtained after suffering. To not be able to use it was painful.


  ‘If possible, I want to activate the skill before the National Competition.’


  Grid was reminded of Chris, who he met after a long time. As he was growing, other people were also growing. Grid wanted to be more perfect and stronger in the National Competition. That’s right. Grid had already decided to participate in the 3rd National Competition. It was because the propaganda effect was important.


  ‘I have to stamp the majesty of the Overgeared King onto the world so that people will quickly gather in the Overgeared Kingdom.’


  In the next National Competition.


  ‘I need to be active and show my strength every time.’


  Shin Youngwoo promised. But he didn’t know. There was a video file on the Internet called ‘Grid’s Chunni Scene.avi’...


  *** 


  Grid was the best star of South Korea! His fan cafe membership now exceeded one million. There were many people who loved Grid and some of them had the stalker temperament. They wanted to see Grid occasionally and there was a female player who worked as a maid in the Overgeared Kingdom.


  She was the culprit. As soon as she discovered that Grid had appeared in the palace, she turned on video recording mode and then Grid shouted 100,000 Army Massacre Sword.


  "Haack, haack. Grid is so cute.”


  A wide back and shoulders like a swimmer. Sharp eyes without double eyelids. Such a manly person was doing such cute actions?


  The woman in her early 20’s, ‘Min’ replayed the video of Grid shouted 100,000 Army Massacre Sword at a tree several times. She was in ecstasy. Then she suddenly had a desire to share this video with other fans. It was purely to spread the appearance of the cute Grid. Thus, she finally uploaded the video to Grid’s fan cafe.


  The resulting ripple effect was large. The video of Grid shouting 100,000 Army Massacre Sword was spread by members of Grid’s fan cafe to various SNS sites and communities.


  -100,000 Army Massacre Sword ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ Crazy ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ


  -Having delusions of killing 100,000...


  -No, no matter how delusional it is. Isn’t the naming sense too low level? Isn’t this childish skill name something an elementary school student would make up? Is Grid’s mental age that low?


  -Sigh, really. What mental age? You can play when you are alone.


  -It’s too different from what I see on broadcast. it is funny that he has caught the chuuni disease.


  -Chuuni? Grid’s life is one million times better than yours.


  -It is funny that this video is controversial right now. Doesn’t everyone know that Grid is a chuuni? If he was a normal person, will he be able to think up the names Overgeared Guild, Overgeared Kingdom, and Overgeared King? Aren’t you all idiots?


  -...


  People didn’t know about the existence of a skill called 100,000 Army Massacre Sword. They had no choice but to label it Grid’s naming sense. Of course, there were many people who purely enjoyed the video, such as members of Grid’s fan cafe. The achievements that Grid showed were so diverse that it was extremely rare to see someone unconditionally envy and degrade Grid. 


  *** 


  A beautiful peninsula that boasted a variety of climates, Lubana. It had already been 200 years since it became a territory of the Saharan Empire, but Lubana had great pride in its history and culture. It was natural, since it existed as an independent kingdom for approximately half a thousand years before Madra died.


  But the people of Lubana were in pain. It was due to the discrimination of the mainland and the distorted education imposed by the empire. The people of Lubana had been constantly suppressed for the past 200 years and this resulted in great dissatisfaction with the empire.


  At this time, a person who claimed to be the descendant of the Undefeated King appeared. He shouted.


  ‘I will free you.’


  It was enough to tempt the already tired people of Lubana. The Lubana people responded to the descendant of the Undefeated King and rebelled against the empire. It was a movement for independence. The people of Lubana didn’t want to be discriminated against any longer. They wanted to live freely.


  However, the empire didn’t tolerate their free will and dispatched troops. The descendant of the Undefeated King fought back.


  “Pant... Pant...”


  Oasis. He was an early user who had been playing since Satisfy opened. He always maintained a ranking within the top 10 million. 10 million out of two billion. It was certainly a high ranking. But the level was too vague to boast about. A person in the middle of mediocrity, that was Oasis.


  Of course, Oasis was aware of this fact. He never once thought of himself as extraordinary, and celebrities such as Kraugel and Grid were always the subject of his longing. If only he was born with talent like Kraugel. If only he had good luck and the charm to attract people like Grid. He really didn’t know how many times he hoped and dreamt about this. They were ideal protagonists of a shonen manhwa. Just like most people, Oasis wanted to be a special person.


  But reality was relentless and his everyday life was always ordinary. One day, an opportunity arrived for him. Due to his timid personality, he was always cautious. That’s why Oasis had never lost a fight. He had never been defeated or died when he came to Lubana as a second advancement class and found something.


  An old sheath. It was an ego item with part of the ego of the Undefeated King.


  -There isn’t the aura of a loser or a master around you. In any case, you are undefeated. You are moderately interesting and curious. In the end, what type of master are you? I will check.


  Undefeated King Madra. A relatively unknown person compared to other legends because he was only active in Lubana during his lifetime. Oasis smiled the moment he was chosen. It was due to the idea that ‘an ordinary person was chosen by a legend.’ Anyway, this was an opportunity for Oasis.


  ‘I will also become a legend.’


  Would it be possible to work alongside Kraugel and Grid, who he had previously only seen from a distance? Could he also live like a protagonist in a movie? Oasis couldn’t miss this chance. He respectfully received the Undefeated King’s old sheath.


  “I will believe and follow you. Please make me a master.”


  He would become a master. If he was like Kraugel or Grid, he would’ve shouted this. But Oasis was just an extra. He couldn’t shout such a thing. He was desperate. After careful thought, he proceeded with a long quest from the old sheath that took a year. It was an opportunity he won with his own efforts, but Oasis couldn’t recognize this. He believed it was luck that this chance came to an ordinary person like him and tried not to miss it.


  As a result, the old sheath gave him a choice. During the process of performing the class quest to become the Undefeated King’s Descendant, he took on the adventure of a lifetime. He waged war against the Saharan Empire.  He who had always hidden in a safe place. He who had always given up dangerous adventures and quests.


  He had hopes and dreams. After this adventure, he hoped to become the main character. But he soon realized.


  ‘A dream is just a dream...’


  Ku tang tang tang!


  It had been a long time since his vision started blinking red.


  Oasis no longer resisted the knights. The passive super sensitivity and status resistance gained after becoming the Undefeated King’s Descendant candidate was still exercised, but his physical and mental strength were at their limits. The effect of the ‘infinite stamina’ and ‘10 times stats increase’ received from quest progress privilege was ineffective.


  ‘The reason I wasn’t defeated once after getting my second advancement class is...’


  It was because he ran away. It wasn’t because he fought and won in trials like the Undefeated King.


  ‘I...’


  He wasn’t qualified. Oasis’ heart acknowledged the awful reality. The dream he had in his heart was shattered. Surrounded by thousands of imperial troops, First Knight Mercedes approached him. A beautiful and expressionless woman. A big shot that the original Oasis would’ve never been able to face. There was no inspiration in her eyes as she gazed at Oasis.


  "In the end, the rebels are suppressed. You have lost in your debut and are disqualified from being the Undefeated King’s Descendant.”


  "...I never qualified in the first place.”


  Oasis silently closed his eyes. He had no fear about facing death for the first time, nor did he regret losing the opportunity to become the Undefeated King’s Descendant. As he recalled the fact that pine needles should just eat pine needles, he prepared to return to his original place.


  At that moment.


  “Hey, young lady. Hasn’t it been a while?”


  Suddenly, Oasis heard a middle-aged man’s voice. The power of the voice was so great that the eyes of thousands of soldiers headed in its direction. Oasis also reflexively turned his head. Then he saw it.


  "God of War...?”


  Ares. Another main character in the world like Kraugel and Grid. He appeared on the battlefield!


  "I'm sorry, but I have to take the baby Undefeated King with me.”


  “You...!”


  Mercedes’s expressionless face distorted for the first time. She hated Ares, who dared to go against the empire and set up his own kingdom. His existence itself couldn’t be tolerated. Scott and Luck appeared on her left and right. Each of them shot their ultimate skills.


  Ares didn’t miss this gap. He led the 50,000 troops of Valhalla. Now there was a significant rise in his stats. As the head of the army, he broke through the imperial army and ran to Oasis.


  "You’re the undefeated king? You must be the undefeated king! Isn't that right? Kelkel!”


  “...”


  Ares on a giant horse wasn’t comparable to a normal person. He looked as big as a giant. This was the presence of a main character. The thrilled Oasis grabbed Ares’ hand.




  Chapter 699


  [You have left the event map! The war is considered to be lost!]


  [The Undefeated King’s class change quest has failed!]


  [All stats are restored to their normal values. The stamina maintenance passive is destroyed.]


  [The appreciation of the Undefeated King’s old sheath has greatly reduced.] 


  -A loser. You only maintained your life. You didn’t exceed my expectations. How disappointing.


  “...”


  Destroy the Red Knights within 22 days before the First Knight arrives on the battlefield. This was the content of the Undefeated King’s class change quest that Oasis received. But he failed. The battlefield was set to ‘no players except the quest host can enter’ until First Knight Mercedes appeared. Oasis alone experienced despair and frustration.


  ‘I can’t do it.’


  Oasis was a balance type warrior who invested equally in stamina, strength, and agility. Due to the quest benefits, his stats increased by 10 times. Oasis thought there was a chance when his strength, stamina, and agility all exceeded 1,000. As he looked at the enemy forces turned grey under his sword, he finally believed he had become the protagonist of the world.


  However, he was mistaken. It wasn’t a solo number knight, but from the 15th knight, Oasis’ soldiers were tied up by the Red Knights and collapsed. From this time on, Oasis was completely neutralized by the enemy offensive pouring in. Every time he stretched out his sword, he received dozens of counterattacks, lost his balance, and failed to attack. Now he was in a state where he couldn’t move his hands.


  ‘If only I had my third advancement class.’


  The stats awakening from his third advancement would’ve maximized the 10 times stats increase. In addition, his resistance would increase greatly and the probability of resisting status conditions would rise. This would allow him to use a wider variety of skills in active fighting.


  ‘All the Red Knights have their third advancement and the solo number knights have their fourth advancement. This fight is too disadvantageous to me. I only have my second advancement class. No... These are all excuses!’


  He hadn’t been able to finish his third advancement because he lacked ability. Even if he did have it, he would’ve been overwhelmed by the solo knights. In particular, the Fifth Knight was a different dimension. He still got goosebumps when he thought about the talents of the solo number knights.


  “Hey! Cheer up!”


  Slap!


  Oasis was busy thinking on Ares’ horse. All of a sudden, his back was hit, almost making him fall. Ares cast a deep shadow on his face as he gave Oasis a big smile.


  "I have already investigated you. Aren’t you only at your second advancement? It’s great that you gained the power of a legend and dealt with the monstrous empire alone. It’s really amazing. You did what none of us could. Isn’t this a talented person?”


  "...The reason I was able to survive without dying was thanks to the quest benefits. In the end, I failed the quest and am far from becoming a legend. How am I talented? It’s ridiculous. I’m just an ordinary person.”


  Oasis’ voice was weak as he spoke. He gave a sad smile like he was despising himself.


  "Failure is natural. How can I inherit a legendary power that I’m not qualified for in the first place? Unless I’m a genius like you... I’m glad to meet you on this quest. No, it’s an honor. I no longer have any wishes.”


  "You punk!”


  Peok!


  “Keok!”


  Oasis shrieked as Ares once again hit him on the back. Ares’ back hit contained enough power to threaten the life of Oasis, whose level was in the mid-200s. Considering that Ares was currently leading 50,000 troops, he was much greater than someone in the top 10 million rankings. It was possible for Ares to beat and kill Oasis with bare hands.


  But Ares didn’t think of Oasis as trivial. He felt pure respect.


  “Can a person with no qualifications really have a chance to become a legend? You, aren’t you unnecessarily modest? Haha!”


  “...I was just lucky.”


  “What? Luck? Puhahat! Look back. If you were just eating and playing around, how could you get in touch with the Undefeated King?”


  “...”


  "It isn’t luck, but skill. If you were napping, then you wouldn’t have formed a connection with the Undefeated King.”


  “...Why are you doing this to me? Isn’t it enough for someone like you to help me personally? Now you’re comforting me. What do you want? There’s nothing I can do for you.” 


  "Eh? Are you really asking that question? Of course it’s because I like you. I came running here in order to scout you.”


  "Scout...? You have made a big mistake. I’m not the descendant of the Undefeated King. I was just a candidate. Now I’ve failed the class change quest. Your expectations have been disappointed...” 


  "You really are speaking a lot. Let’s go to Valhalla first. I’ve created a specialty Coke. Valhalla is the only area where you can drink Coke in Satisfy. Haha! Let’s discuss our relationship while enjoying the delicious carbonated drink! Hiyah!"


  “H-Hey!”


  Oasis was very embarrassed. No, to be exact, he was afraid. Ares clearly understood that he misinterpreted Oasis as the Undefeated King’s descendant. He would feel disgusted and furious once he knew the truth and send Oasis away. As they rode on the wild horse, Ares whispered to him.


  "I don’t intend to put a burden on you just because I have expectations. I don’t want to ask anything from you. I’m just curious.”


  There was a big smile on Ares’ mouth. 


  “I just want to make contact with you, one of the few great people in the world who met a legend.”


  “...”


  One of the few great people in the world. This filled Oasis’ heart. He realized something. He was someone who had already become special.


  ‘Everybody is strong...’


  As you live a hard and repetitive life everyday, don’t give up hope. Don’t forget that you are the hero of your own life.


  Thanks to Ares, Oasis was filled with courage.


  *** 


  "Ares has taken in the Undefeated King’s descendant.”


  The killing god Faker. Despite having a normal class, he won against the sun-grade Black in a one on one match with his talent and efforts. He reported to Lauel, master of the Overgeared Shadows.


  "The Ares Army helped the Undefeated King’s descendant, who failed in his rebellion.”


  The timing of Ares’ appearance in Lubana was terrible. Lauel nodded at the report.


  "The Undefeated King’s descendant asked for help from Valhalla as well as the Overgeared Kingdom. Ares accepted it.”


  It wasn’t a good situation. If the two people established a trusting relationship, then the power of Valhalla could grow rapidly.


  ‘If the descendant of the Undefeated King joins Ares’ army...’


  It caused goosebumps just imagining it. But Lauel laughed.


  “Well, I don’t think it will happen.”


  At this moment, Lauel was sure of it.


  "The descendant of the Undefeated King is a fake.”


  Madra got the title of Undefeated King because he had never been defeated. It didn’t make sense that his descendant would be defeated during his debut. It was likely that he lost the qualification to be the Undefeated King’s descendant when he lost the war. No, he might not have been qualified in the first place.


  ‘Not just anyone can inherit the power of a legend. Ares, you’ve made a mistake. You’re wasting your time. Kukuk.’


  Lauel was filled with joy the moment he discovered that the descendant of the Undefeated King was a fake. It was because he thought there was a possibility that Grid would be reborn as the Undefeated King. That’s right. Lauel had heard from Sticks. In the Behen Archipelago, Grid had obtained the hidden item called the Undefeated King’s Diary.


  'After Pagma and Braham, it’s now the power of the Undefeated King.’


  Maybe Grid would become a mythical entity beyond a legend. Lauel was full of expectations. But was it that easy?


  ***


  "If Grid completely reads the diary, will he become the Undefeated King’s descendant?”


  The S.A. Group headquarters was busy with preparations for the 3rd National Competition. However, Yoon Nahee’s work was nothing new. As Satisfy’s operations manager, her duty was to observe the users. Chairman Lim Cheolho shook his head at Yoon Nahee’s question.


  "It’s impossible for Grid to become the descendant of the Undefeated King. The Undefeated King’s descendant can only be someone who has never been defeated.”


  “...”


  Not being defeated even once? It was impossible for a player. It was a class change that had unrealistic difficulty. Yoon Nahee was relieved, since she had worried that Grid would monopolize the legendary classes.


  “Only.”


  Lim Cheolho smiled in a meaningful manner.


  "It doesn’t stop him from inheriting some of the power. He’s qualified. It is just like how Agnus recently received a technique from one of the five pillars of the empire.”


  “Agnus... It’s more like a scam than a technique.”


  “Is that so? Hahaha!”


  “...”


  The five miracle players who messes up the predictions of the supercomputer Morpheus. Three of them were Kraugel, Grid, and Agnus, and Chairman Lim Cheolho had a great affection for them. He was always happy when talking about them. Yoon Nahee understood his mind to some extent.


  The actions of the five miracle players were always unexpected and observing it from the perspective of a third party was fun.


  *** 


  “Sticks!”


  After the Behen Archipelago was cleansed, Sticks immediately returned to the Overgeared Academy as the principal. He gave the students effective instructions and enabled them to grow into talented individuals who would be a help to the kingdom.


  Now Grid came to visit the busy Sticks. He unabashedly demanded. “Tell me how to replace sword energy with fighting energy!”


  Sticks asked with confusion.


  "I can tell you, but don’t you already know?”


  “...?”


  What was this reaction? Sticks stared at the flustered Grid.


  "Did you never try to use fighting energy after you obtained it?”


  “Eh? Y-Yes... Then?”


  He hunted the vampires while talking to Chris. However, he hadn’t used fighting energy. In the first place, he didn’t have the concept of ‘using’ fighting energy. Fighting energy was a resource that strengthened his stats as the number increased. Therefore, he thought that he would just experience a rise in attack power in combat.


  "...Go to the hunting ground. After building up fighting energy, try using swordsmanship.”


  “...”


  Judging by Sticks’ reaction, Grid must’ve done something stupid. He started sweating.


  "Surely fighting energy isn’t a resource that can be used naturally after it reaches a certain level?” 


  No way, it was impossible. Grid shook his head and ran to the hunting ground.




  Chapter 700


  Grid’s gameplay approach was unique. His way of approaching the game was different to the average person and frankly speaking, it wasn’t very good. What if a typical player had received the title of Hero King?


  First of all, they would study the resource called fighting energy.  How did fighting energy rise, what was the effect of the rising fighting energy, the penalty if fighting energy fell below 10, etc. They would try to adapt to the newly acquired resource quickly in order to fully utilize it.


  But Grid was different. The effect of fighting energy was listed in the detailed information so Grid accepted it and didn’t feel the need to analyze it. So what about the penalty that occurred when fighting energy fell below 10? In any case, fighting energy was always kept at 10, so he wasn’t worried about it. He thought he would discover it gradually.


  In the end, Grid focused on Madra after cleansing the Behen Archipelago. Due to Madra’s strength and Grid’s gratitude, it was natural to think of Madra above anything else. He didn’t care about the fighting energy resource until he read the diary and got Madra’s swordsmanship.


  This showed how emotional Grid was. If Grid was a user of a regular game, he would be wasting his life. Fortunately, Satisfy placed high importance on NPCs, and it was ironic that this unique gaming approach was Grid’s strength.


  “Hrmm.”


  The beginner hunting ground near Reinhardt. The place with monsters below level 10 was where Lord used to visit as a baby. In a peaceful place where a few beginners and woodcutters could be seen, Grid struck a passing deer.


  Peok!


  Of course, Grid killed the deer. Grid’s sword struck four times per second and it died on the first hit, the remaining three only hitting empty air.


  “Kuoong...”


  Grid’s expression became rotten. He had already hunted 20 deer but his fighting energy didn’t budge from 10 points.


  ‘Look back at my memories.’


  He had hunted the vampires while talking to Chris. He had killed a few ordinary vampires and true blood vampires but his fighting energy didn’t go up at all. Grid was certain of it after hunting a few more deer.


  ‘My fighting energy won’t go up if I fight a weak opponent. It will be easier to manage my fighting energy if I determine the exact criteria of weakness.’


  Grid judged and moved hunting grounds. He moved sequentially from a low difficulty to high difficulty place, slaughtering monsters by type. In the process, he summoned the Overgeared Skeletons to help them grow. The result?


  ‘If I fight against monsters 30 levels lower than me, fighting energy will never go up.’


  Grid had to fight at least level 326 monsters for his fighting energy to rise. 


  ‘On the other hand, I think that fighting energy will rise rapidly for opponents that have a higher level than me.’


  There was a basis for this analysis. The higher the level of the monster, the faster fighting energy will rise.


  ‘For monsters 10 levels lower than me, hitting them 10 times will increase fighting energy by one. For the same level monster, hitting them eight times will increase it by one. Hrmm...’


  Fighting energy was a tricky resource. It only accumulated when he hit an enemy or allowed an enemy attack. If Grid or the other side avoided or defended against the attack, there was no influence on fighting energy. Grid’s expression became more and more rotten.


  He was upset when he thought about this fighting energy formula being applied to players. Grid was third on the unified rankings. Out of two billion players, there were only two with an official higher level than him. 


  ‘Anyway, I can’t use it actively in PvP.’


  Most of the enemies that Grid would compete against in the 3rd National Competition would be at least 30 levels lower than Grid. Then fighting energy was a resource that couldn’t be used.


  "Dammit.”


  Hero King. It was a title that was only useful against the strong in many ways. He couldn’t say it was bad because it conditionally exerted the best effect, but he also felt regret.


  Kiyaaaaaah!


  Grid analyzed fighting energy and grumbled. A feminine monster with hair that wriggled like a snake appeared. It was the emergence of the degraded medusa, who froze a target when their eyes met.


  ‘I ended up walking to Rock Forest.’


  Rock Forest. It was a thick forest filled with rocks. It was considered the hardest hunting ground near Reinhardt, so there were almost no users. This was because it was very difficult to deal with the degraded medusa, who appeared in large numbers.


  It was a hunting ground where the party needed at least 80% petrification resistance as well as a member of the Rebecca Church. Users couldn’t dream of solo play at all. Of course, Grid was the exception.


  [You have made eye contact with the degraded medusa! You have been petrified.]


  [You have resisted.]


  [You have made eye contact...]


  [You have resisted.]


  [You have resisted.]


  {You have res...]


  “????”


  The five medusae surrounding Grid were very confused. The stupid humans would freeze to stone when their gazes met. Grid flew towards them with the God Hands and used Wave.


  [You have dealt 25,900 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 28,100...]


  ‘This is honey.’


  The level of the degraded medusa was 350. They were classified as an elite monster and gave good experience to Grid. In addition, as a status condition monster, their physical ability was weaker than general elite monsters. Grid was able to build up fighting energy quickly by defeating them. Along the way, he wore Malacus’ Cloak in order to hunt quickly.


  [Fighting energy has reached 20 points.]


  He was fighting monsters at a similar level to him so fighting energy rose quickly. The purple aura, which could be seen as red depending on the angle, rose steadily from Grid’s body.


  [You have dealt 32,700 damage to the target!]


  As fighting energy rose, Grid’s attack power became more powerful. His hunting speed became faster as time passed.


  ‘Whoops.’


  Grid was reminded of his original purpose while destroying the medusae in Rock Forest. He confirmed that fighting energy reached 50 and opened the skills window.


  "...Go to the hunting ground. After building up fighting energy, try using swordsmanship.”  


  Sticks’ meaningful words repeated in Grid’s mind.


  [100,000 Army Blockade Sword (Degraded) Lv. 1]


  It deals 20% damage to all enemies visible in your field of view and deals 3 seconds of the ‘blockade’ effect. The targets that are blocked can’t move and their use of skills and magic is blocked.


  Skill Resource Consumption: 5,000 mana, 20 sword energy.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 30 minutes.


  * The skill has activated due to acquiring the fighting energy resource.


  [100,000 Army Massacre Sword (Degraded) Lv. 1]


  Deals 60% of your attack power 30 times to everyone (can’t distinguish between friend or foe) in a 10 metre radius.


  Skill Resource Consumption: 8,000 mana, 50 sword energy. 


  Skill Cooldown Time: 10 minutes.


  * The skill has activated due to acquiring the fighting energy resource.


  “...Crazy.”


  Once fighting energy reached a certain level, it would be naturally converted to the skill resource. Grid fell into shame.


  ‘I could’ve solved this easily if I checked fighting energy from the beginning!’


  He had just been worrying alone. The waste of time was also great. Grid was forced to regret his own foolishness. He was ashamed of himself.


  “Kuoock... I’m angry.”


  Grid took out his anger on the innocent medusae! He used Quick Movements and started striking the medusa.


  Kiyak!


  Kyak!


  The screams of the medusa, a synonym of fear for ordinary players, echoed in Rock Forest.


  [Fighting energy has reached 70 points.]


  Finally, Grid gathered all the resources needed for 100,000 Army Swordsmanship. 


  “Fly.”


  Paang!


  Grid didn’t delay. He wore Braham’s Boots and flew high in the sky.


  "8, 14... 20, 32...”


  Grid could see over 30 medusae from the sky. They smelt blood while roaming Rock Forest and kept on gathering. A wicked smile appeared on Grid’s face. He followed the tone of the Undefeated King.


  “Look. This is my dance.”


  Kuoooooh!


  Around Grid’s body, the purple aura started to stir like a storm. The effect was so gaudy that Grid’s shape couldn’t be discerned with the naked eye.


  "100,000 Army.”


  Grid’s sharp eyes brightened among the violet storm. Grid moved his sword.


  “Blockade Sword.”


  Peeng!


  Pepepepeok!


  A festival was unfolding. A purple storm of fighting energy rained down from Grid’s sword like firecrackers. The target was all the medusae on the ground. Every target in Grid’s ‘sight’ was hit by the fighting energy.


  Kiik!


  Kuaaaaaah!


  The attack power of 100,000 Army Blockade Sword wasn’t so good. The medusae struck by the firecrackers of fighting energy didn’t suffer much physical damage. The problem was the blockage. It was the worst CC skill that blocked movement, skills, and magic for up to three seconds. The medusa became as solid as stone statues. The medusa, who were accustomed to turning people into stone statues, were confused by the reversed situation.


  "100,000 Army.”


  Grid descended to the ground.


  “Massacre Sword.”


  Death!


  Chukak.


  Chukakakakak!


  30 attacks per second. The target was the medusa right in front of Grid and all medusa in a 10 meter radius.


  Peng!


  Pepepepeok!


  Splash, splash, a feast of splash damage! Black flames exploded around the medusa in Rock Forest.


  [You have dealt 15,380 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 16,900 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 18,700 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt...]


  There were two main reasons why Grid favored Link since making the Enlightenment Sword. First, the high number of strikes meant the probability of the black flames activating would increase. Second, the effect of increasing damage every time an attack hit the same target was fully applied. In other words, once Link hit the target, Grid’s attack power instantly increased by 100%. But 100,000 Army Massacre Sword shone even more. All targets in its range received 30 stikes, so all of them had a 100% increase of Grid’s attack power.


  “Kuk...! Kuhahahahat!”


  Bliss! Pleasure!!


  Grid eventually burst out laughing. On one side of his field of view, the damage notification windows were updated several hundreds times. He dealt 30 hits to dozens of enemies at once, so the update notification windows appeared at the speed of light.


  "The finishing touch...!”


  Grid controlled the thrill of this hunt! Just as he was about to finish off the dying medusa, he suddenly flinched.


  [Fighting energy has dropped to 0.]


  [A penalty has occurred. Fighting energy won’t recover for 10 minutes and all stats will drop by 50%.]


  “Crazy...”


  In fact, the reason why Grid used the skills after only securing 70 fighting energy was to try out the penalty. He judged the medusa to be suitable test subjects. Of course, he never imagined that the penalty would be so severe when making the decision.


  Kyaooooh!


  "H-Hik...!"


  All stats dropped by 50%! It was impossible to deal with dozens of medusae in this state, even for Grid. Grid was also still wearing Malacus’ Cloak so the medusae were constantly gathering.


  “G-God Hands! Noe! Randy! Overgeared Skeletons!” Grid turned pale as he hurriedly took off the cloak and summoned his pets. Noe and Randy didn’t even get a chance to greet him after a long time. "Distract them while I run away!”


  “...”


  Hell’s best demonic beast, a memphis’ learning abilities were excellent. As he served Grid, who once used to be verbally abusive, he learned to speak various things. But Noe never once cursed. A noble being like him shouldn’t meet an opponent that would make him forget his dignity and let out low-grade profanity. But he let one loose at this moment.


  "My damn master...”


  “...”




  Chapter 701


  [Your memphis Noe has harmed the degraded medusa.]


  [Your memphis Noe has harmed the degraded medusa.]


  [Your memphis Noe’s level has risen!]


  [The doppelganger of the Mysterious Forest Randy has harmed the degraded medusa.]


  [Doppelganger Randy’s level has risen!]


  [The Overgeared Skeleton One has been petrified.]


  [Due to continuous petrification, the petrification resistance of Overgeared Skeleton One has increased by 1.]


  [The Overgeared Skeleton Two has been petrified.]


  [Due to continuous petrification, the petrification resistance of Overgeared Skeleton Two has increased by 1.]


  [The experience of God Hand (4) has increased by 0.01%!]


  ‘Huh? Is this honey?’


  Rock Forest. The medusa, which had been damaged by Grid’s 100,000 Army Massacre Sword, turned to grey. Grid only summoned his pets in order to save his life, but ended up giving them experience.


  ‘Almost all of the medusae were dying, so they were relatively easy for Noe and Randy to catch.’


  On the other hand, the Overgeared Skeletons hadn’t yet reached level 50 and didn’t have a chance against the medusa. They didn’t get any experience. However, their unique ability to learn quickly raised their resistance to petrification. They were exposed to the petrification every time they met the eyes of the medusae. 10 minutes later, eye contact had evolved to the point of resistance.


  [Fighting energy has reached 10.]


  [All stats are restored to their normal values.]


  Grid’s penalty finished. The fighting energy that was fixed at 0 for 10 minutes naturally recovered to 10 and his stats were restored.


  “Okay. Shall I take care of the children?" 


  The development of his pets was directly connected to Grid’s development. The excited Grid put on Malacus’ Cloak again. The bloody smell started to attract new medusa. Randy screamed as the medusa gathered like dogs.


  “It’s hard for Randy. Scary.”


  ***


  [Fighting energy is at the maximum.]


  [Strength, stamina, and agility have increased by 50%.]


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship! Transcend.”


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  The increase in stats due to fighting energy raised Grid’s power to the extreme. As a result of Transcend, Grid’s attacks were converted to ranged attacks. Four strikes were released per second and the medusa couldn’t cope. Two hours after arriving at Rock Forest. Now Grid understood exactly how to take advantage of fighting energy.


  ‘I should seal 100,000 Army Swordsmanship.’


  Rather than losing fighting energy by using 100,000 Army Swordsmanship, Grid would rather have his damage increased while using Pagma’s Swordsmanship by keeping fighting energy at the maximum.


  'Of course, 100,000 Army Swordsmanship is strong, so I might rely on it sometimes.’


  Grid was very disappointed in the fighting energy consumption of 100,000 Army Swordsmanship.


  ‘No matter how strong, 50 fighting energy is too much.’


  At first, he thought it would be solved by relying on the Ring of Absurdity. But the ‘all resources consumption reduction’ of the Ring of Absurdity didn’t include fighting energy. If he wore the Ring of Absurdity and used 100,000 Army Swordsmanship, only mana consumption was reduced.


  ‘It’s because fighting energy is a special resource.’


  Grid was forced to accept it. It was because he already experienced the special stat called demonic power. The ‘all stats increase’ effect that occurred when making a certain level of item didn’t affect the special stat that was demonic power.


  ‘In the end, I need to use 100,000 Army Swordsmanship and fighting energy properly.’


  It was just like this. Grid felt the need for fighting energy.


  ‘It wouldn’t be so unfortunate if I could accumulate fighting energy with large skills.’


  Fighting energy only accumulated as a single attack. If he hit multiple targets at once with a ranged attack, fighting energy didn’t accumulate. The restriction seemed to exist because easily accumulating fighting energy was too fraudulent. Grid returned the Enlightenment Lightning Sword to his inventory. Rock Forest was empty, because once fighting energy was at the maximum, the speed at which he hunted the medusa surpassed the medusa respawn speed. 


  Grid moved to the safety zone and pulled out Madra’s diary. Fighting energy accumulated and the 100,000 Army Swordsmanship skill was activated.


  ‘Now I can experience the contents of the diary.’


  The moment Grid opened the diary.


  Flash!


  Grid’s vision blurred. When he opened his eyes, Pagma was standing in front of him.


  ***


  “How trivial! How scandalous! How dare you deprive me of my burden! You deserve to die a hundred times!!”


  Resurrection as an undead just for the burden of protecting the Hall of Fame? Regardless of my intentions? It was unacceptable and unforgivable.


  “100,000 Army Massacre Sword!”


  Chukak.


  Chukakakakak!


  I aimed my sword at Pagma. It was my sword technique that defeated more than 100,000 imperial troops. But.


  “...!”


  Pagma couldn’t be cut. My body couldn’t be controlled. My body refused to cut him. I tried to swing the sword again but unlike my will, my sword avoided Pagma.


  Pagma explained with an indifferent expression.


  “I wouldn’t have revived you without a safety device. I’m your master. You can’t attack me.”


  “...”


  It was as described above. Now I was a death knight. Regardless of my will, this disgusting instinct called out for me to follow Pagma.


  “Protect this place from the invasion of the great demons. It’s your mission.”


  This was the end. Pagma left and I was left alone. It was the beginning of eternal solitude.


  ***


  “...Sigh.”


  The moment that the contents of the diary was finished, Grid wiped at his sweat. The mental pain he felt when he became Madra was very great.  It led to extreme anger and confusion. He was dominated by an infinite sense of loss.


  ‘I don’t want to read any more.’


  Grid was afraid. He didn’t want to experience the loneliness that Madra felt when trapped on the island alone. But Grid eventually opened the third chapter of the diary. This diary was Madra’s favor. Grid felt an obligation to confirm things.


  ***


  The third chapter.


  I counted how many days had passed since I opened my eyes. The body of an undead couldn’t fall asleep and the concept of ‘day’ dulled.


  “...”


  A small island with nothing. I didn’t know if I felt the pain of being alone for a few days or a few years.


  I forgot myself in my solitude.


  I wish I could close my eyes.


  I wish I could stop thinking.


  I hoped to disappear.


  ***


  “Hell...”


  After being forcibly resurrected as an undead with memories of his life, Madra was alone for decades. The prison called eternity that held him was as terrible as hell. The fourth chapter, the fifth chapter, the sixth chapter. Madra only experienced solitude.


  Grid felt deep sympathy for him. He resented Pagma, despite knowing that Pagma’s actions were for the peace of the world.


  Then an event occurred in the seventh chapter. Finally a great demon appeared!


  ***


  The seventh chapter.


  “This is the last island.”


  He said he was the 10th great demon.


  “My name is Leraje. I am one of the 33 rulers who control hell.” Leraje covered half of his face with a deep hat. The red lips were a sharp contrast to the pale skin. "I’m a great ruler who combines power and strategy. The proof is that I easily made it to the 66th island. Huhut.”


  “...”


  It had truly been a long time since I have met other people. Maybe it was decades. But I wasn’t happy. I didn’t want it to be a great demon who was selfish and talked about trivial topics.


  Leraje kept talking from the moment he emerged.


  "My specialty is struggle. I have a habit of winning against anyone I compete with. The evidence is that I easily took care of all the previous legends guarding the other islands. Demon Slayer Alex who made great demons tremble? Even he couldn’t be my opponent. Huhuhut.”


  “...”


  “Hrmm... It’s unreasonable to try and talk to a death knight who doesn’t have an ego. It’s no fun. But I’m looking forward to it. Based on the sword hanging from your waist, you must be Sword Saint Muller. Didn’t you seal several great demons, including Hell Gao? I have always wanted to meet you. I will use this opportunity to prove that I am better than Hell Gao.”


  “I’m not Muller.”


  Who would dare to mistake me? As I opened my mouth, Leraje smiled.


  "Hoh, a death knight is talking? Yes, you aren’t Muller? What are you called?"


  “Madra. I was king of Lubana.”


  “Madra...? I have heard it a few times. How disappointing. I was hoping to meet Muller on the last island... The final battle will be worthless as well.”


  “...”


  My anger rose. Pagma, you resurrected me because you are afraid of this guy?


  "200,000 Army Crushing Sword.”


  “...!”


  I couldn’t find any meaning in this second life. I had no motivation and couldn’t move since I was trapped alone on the island. I stood in place and looked up at the sky. But my skills aren’t rusty. Fear filled the eyes of the arrogant Leraje.


  ***


  [At present, you can’t reproduce Madra’s swordsmanship with your abilities. You can’t read the seventh chapter of the diary to the end.]


  [In order to read the seventh chapter of the diary, you need to learn Madra’s swordsmanship.]


  [Swordsmanship Textbook: 200,000 Army Swordsmanship has been acquired.]


  [Death Knight Madra’s diary is sealed until you learn 200,000 Army Swordsmanship.]


  [Swordsmanship Textbook: 200,000 Army Swordsmanship]


  Rating: Legendary


  A textbook recording the basics of Madra’s swordsmanship. However, it records the swordsmanship used after Madra became a death knight so the contents are weak compared to the original.


  Only one swordsmanship technique, 200,000 Army Crushing Sword (Degraded) is recorded.


  Learning Conditions: Those who have been recognized by Madra. Level 399 or more.


  "A legend at Muller’s level.”


  It was easy to guess when he heard Braham’s evaluation. His reputation was low compared to other legends because his active area was limited to Lubana, but his skills were the best. It was certain since the 10th Great Demon reached the last island after beating Lantier, Alex, Kruger, Gis, and Povia had felt horror when he saw Madra’s swordsmanship. 


  “Then... After 100,000 Army Swordsmanship, I got the textbook for 200,000 Army Swordsmanship...”


  Would he eventually learn One Million Army Swordsmanship? The excited Grid became frustrated when he confirmed the level limitation of the swordsmanship textbook.


  “Level 399. It will take many years to read this diary.”


  Unfortunately, what could he do? Sometimes there was content that continued over a long time.


  ‘Let’s return to Reinhardt first.’


  Grid placed the diary back in his inventory and rose from his spot.




  Chapter 702


  Do good work at least 50 times a month. This was the minimum condition for maintaining the Saintess class.  If a Saintess didn’t do any good works, she would be deprived of her qualification and she couldn’t be a Saintess again. In other words, Ruby had been doing good deeds every day for the several years that she had been a Saintess.


  Angel with lost wings, Rebecca’s incarnation, etc. The large number of people that Ruby helped praised her with various names. Minstrels sang songs about her.


  Grid might be the most famous player, but Ruby was the most beloved player. The words about the siblings delivered to the people were manipulated by Orator Huroi’s cry. There were Overgeared members spreading it everywhere.


  “Saintess, Saintess Ruby! Please try this. The bread is well-baked today.”


  "Saintess, will you accept this bracelet? I found it at the market in Winston and I bought it because I thought it would look good on you. Please accept it.” 


  "This is a coat made with the leather of wild boar. The weather is getting colder recently, so it would be nice to wear this. Don’t get a cold. I’ll be sad.”


  “Saintess!”


  “Saintess Ruby!”


  [You have received 10 quality rye bread from Reinhardt’s baker, Jackson.]


  [You have received a low grade emerald bracelet from Reinhardt’s merchant, Ale.]


  [You have received a wild boar leather coat from Reinhardt’s hunter, Revalo.]


  [Reinhardt...]


  ...


  ...


  This was a common sight every time Saintess Ruby appeared on the street. People who found her would come running over with gifts. Ruby originally rejected, but the persistent thanks of the people was big enough to surpass imagination. They felt frustration and sometimes depression when Ruby refused the gift, giving her no choice but to accept. As the people’s love and respect for Ruby grew, so did the amount and quality of the gifts that she received. 


  The average value of Ruby’s daily gifts was now around 80 gold. 80 gold! Converted to Korean won, it was worth 100,000 won. Thanks to the good work that she did over the years, Ruby could now make 100,000 won a day just from logging in. It was why she refused pocket money from her brother a few months ago.


  Ruby joined the ranks of people making money from the game. Her surroundings started to tempt her. Why did she need to go to university when she could making money playing games like her brother? Many people were talking like this.


  But Ruby’s commitment to going to university didn’t break. She couldn’t believe in the uneasy future of Satisfy. Like all the youth of South Korea, Ruby had dedicated her elementary and middle school years to enter a good university. She didn’t want her efforts to be wasted and she wanted to see for herself the values of a good university.


  However, her goal of getting a job after graduating from university was becoming faint. She knew how desperately she was needed in the Overgeared Kingdom.


  ‘Perhaps... Once I go to university, I will have more time to concentrate on the game.’


  She didn’t dislike it. Rather, it was good. She was happy to be able to help people and above all, she wanted to contribute to her brother’s work. Even if she didn’t like the game, she would’ve concentrated on it for her brother. It was natural. Just a few years ago, Ruby was worried about money every time she bought school supplies. She grew up in a house that wasn’t economically stable, so even buying snacks on the street was a luxury. From her point of view, her recent affluent life was appreciated.


  ‘This is all thanks to Oppa.’


  A warm smile appeared on Ruby’s face as he thought of Grid. The worry that appeared every time she thought of Grid in the past had changed to relief.


  ‘Mother and Father are laughing every day. Thanks to Oppa, my family is full of happiness.’


  She felt very grateful and proud of her brother. Ruby would do anything for her brother. And Lauel knew this about her.


  "Ruby, please encourage people to visit the Hall of Fame once every three days. Tell them to pray once every three days to the stone statue of Grid.”


  It was enough to give orders to the soldiers. However, the ordinary people were different. If the kingdom forced the people to do this, they could lose public sentiment. That’s why Lauel took advantage of Ruby.


  “Please.”


  “...I understand.”


  After the Behen Archipelago was cleansed, Sticks dismantled the seals on most of the entrances to it. Now it was relatively easy to move from Reinhardt to the Behen Archipelago. But it was only ‘relatively easy.’ In particular, the Hall of Fame was located on the last island of the Behen Archipelago.


  It took at least five hours to get to the Hall of Fame from Reinhardt. It meant that the people of Reinhardt had to waste five hours every three days. Ruby had this part in mind. But she couldn’t refuse when she thought of her brother.


  'Instead, I will treat them better. Let’s try a bit more, Sehee.’


  The intensity of the good deeds Ruby was doing increased over time. Ruby was also in danger. But Ruby was prepared to endure it. Ruby’s red lips tightened with determination. Her eyes were lovely as she grasped both hands together tightly. Lauel couldn’t help smiling at the sight before coughing.


  "There is no need to worry about the people. This worship will be a good thing for them. Won’t their stamina go up if they regularly walk for five hours?”


  “Bah... I don’t trust you.”


  "Yes, please don’t trust me. I don’t want to be a sinner who disappoints you.”


  “...”


  Lauel was confident that his comments were perfect. He didn’t doubt that the goddess’ heart was romantic enough to be captured. But Ruby didn’t listen to Lauel’s words. Lauel was also a solo person since he was born.


  *** 


  [Visit Grid’s Stone Statue]


  Difficulty: Repeated quest in the Overgeared Kingdom.


  Once every three days, go to the Hall of Fame and worship at Grid’s stone statue.


  Quest Reward: A Grid mass production item for every 20th consecutive visit.


  “...”


  It was the contents of a new quest that players of the Overgeared received. The players thought it was absurd.


  "I went to see the Hall of Fame the other day and the buff from Grid’s stone statue is garbage...”


  “It has no effect on combat classes like ours.”


  "How many classes are there...”


  "Wow, isn’t Grid really smart? He made a new quest to fulfil his own self-interest.”


  "It is more vulgar than smart.”


  “Ah, I’m angry. We have to do this quest to obtain Grid’s set.”


  “Che, whatever. It takes a few hours to get to the Hall of Fame.”


  "Administrator Rabbit says he will sell movement scrolls to the Behen Archipelago...”


  “Wow? Isn’t this a good business? The servant is like the king. They met each other very well.”


  Grumble.


  The Overgeared players were full of complaints about the new quest. But what could they do? They had moved to the Overgeared Kingdom in the first place to get the Grid set. They couldn’t refuse the quest that would give them one of Grid’s set items every two months.


  "It’s really dirty. Once I collect all of Grid’s set, I will immediately go to the empire.”


  "I'm going to Valhalla."


  There were many people who thought like this. For most players, the Overgeared Kingdom was just a stepping stone to another kingdom.  Lauel didn’t condemn this.


  "Let’s increase the types of mass produced Grid set items.”


  The current mass produced Grid set consisted of weapons, armor, helmet, gloves, and boots. There were only five parts so it was hard to keep players for a long time.


  “Didn’t you learn the tailoring skill? Add a cloak and underwear to the set. Preferably socks as well.”


  “...I can’t.”


  The set effect of the mass produced Grid set was concluded with five parts. It was originally designed like this. If he added the cloak and underwear, there would be no set effect added. Lauel smiled wickedly at Grid.


  "Even if there is no set effect, can’t you fool them with the same name? Put the underwear and cloak as a quest reward first, so that players will slow down in collecting the Grid set.”


  “...Don’t you have a conscience?”


  "Aren’t I thinking about the players? Aren’t you the only player in the world who can produce underwear with options? Where will people go to get good underwear? They will be happy.”


  “...”


  Yes, it at least increased defense by one point. Grid was convinced and threw the pile of underwear he made at Lauel.


  "I will keep sending them every time I make new underwear.”


  "It’s a good decision, Your Majesty.”


  "...I should also make socks.”


  If Grid had a conscience, he would think that ‘I should make a good cloak.’ It wasn’t difficult to produce a quality cloak because Grid intended to mass produce Lantier’s Cloak for the evil eyes. Unfortunately, Grid had no conscience. His mind was already full of a method to make cheap socks.


  ‘No, I can’t do this in the long run.'


  Grid shook his head.


  ‘If I want to tie up the player’s feet a bit longer, I have to make a good cloak. In addition, learn how to make socks.’


  Grid was at least better than Lauel. As a result, the Overgeared Kingdom was running well. The one problem was what the empire would do about Lubana’s rebellion.


  ***


  "You missed the descendant of the Undefeated King?”


  The imperial capital, Titan. The emperor’s voice resonated in the imperial palace, one of the most magnificent and beautiful palaces on the continent.


  “Useless...! Does it make sense to miss the rebel army?”


  Emperor Juander was furious.


  His eyes were filled with disdain as he looked at Sword Duke Limit.


  “The Red Knights these days are really trivial! This wasn’t the case when Piaro was here!"


  “...”


  Juander was a powerful person who could claim to be master of the continent. He wasn’t stupid. He knew that the present day Red Knights were under the influence of Empress Marie and felt wary towards them. There were a number of cases where they were constrained and weakened.


  “I will hold the commander of the army, 1st Knight Mercedes and 2nd Knight Lucas responsible! They will be on probation for three months!”


  “Y-Your Majesty...!”


  The bowing Sword Duke Limit cried out with surprise. Mercedes and Lucas were the backbone of the Red Knights. It would be a severe blow to the operations of the Red Knights if they were gone for three months. Juander also knew this. Juander spoke before Limit could ask him to reconsider.


  "Don't worry. Kyle will take their place for three months.”


  ‘Kyle...!’


  Kyle was one of the five pillars of the empire. He was the youngest of the five pillars and his ability wasn’t perfect right now, but he had great potential. Therefore, he received a lot of favor from Juander. Limit immediately recognized the seriousness of the situation.


  ‘Kyle has a high virtue, but he’s actually a snake skilled in propaganda and manipulation.’


  The Red Knights were tired from years of continuous warfare. The reason why they could fight without a break was because they were eager to jump forward. No matter how hard they tried, they weren’t acknowledged like the Red Knights of the previous generation.


  In the meantime, several Red Knights were killed in the former Eternal Kingdom and the 6th Knight Reidorn had recently gone missing. All sorts of rumors spread and the reputation of the Red Knights plummeted. Anxiety dominated them. If their spiritual pillars, Mercedes and Lucas, disappeared and that snake-like Kyle filled the vacancy...


  ‘Kyle will rule or break the Red Knights. This is His Majesty’s motive.’


  This was a chance to concentrate the power distributed by the empress back to Juander, as well as increase the influence of Kyle, who was relatively weak in the five pillars. It was the worst situation for Sword Duke Limit, who belonged to the empress’ faction. But he couldn’t veto it. The leader of the rebel forces. The Red Knights missed the descendant of the Undefeated King, who was the greatest threat to the empire in history.


  On the other hand, there was a man watching the conversation between the emperor and the Sword Duke in the form of a quest format. It was the first ranked necromancer and Agnus’ closest subordinate, Veradin.


  ‘The quest content will change depending on how Limit deals with this.’


  Based on circumstances, Kyle was likely to aim the Red Knights at Valhalla. The emperor couldn’t forgive Ares, who dared to take in the descendant of the Undefeated King. What would Limit’s choice be at this time? Would he obediently watch as Kyle destroyed Valhalla and built up publicity?


  ‘Maybe Agnus and Ares might end up holding hands.’




  Chapter 703


  [King’s Quest]


  It was a large-scale quest created after Grid became king. As the name suggested, Grid had already completed the first king’s quest, the King’s Role (1). The reward he got at that time was the method to make the King’s Sword.


  ‘The reward isn’t worth the limited quest.’


  Grid hadn’t yet been able to proceed with the quest King’s Role (2). The quest’s level limit was 350. However, he reached level 357 after returning from the Behen Archipelago. It was now possible to proceed with the King’s Role (2).


  [The King’s Role (2)]


  You have experienced the lives of the people and learned their suffering.


  Please resolve the troubles of the people.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Give the necessary help to 5,000 people.


  Quest Clear Rewards: Political Power stat will open. The next linked King’s Quest.


  * It counts if other members of the royal family help the people. 


  “Crazy.”


  It wasn’t 100 or 1,000, but helping 5,000 people? How long would it take? Fortunately, Grid had experienced the lives of the people as he proceeded through the King’s Role (1) quest. Grid remembered how the people of each class had suffered and knew how to help them. But it was too much to help 5,000 people. It was obvious that it would take a great deal of time.


  “Ah... I can’t say anything bad.”


  Yes, curses didn’t emerge. He was aware of the intentions of the quest. The King’s Role (2) was to supplement what was lacking in the kingdom. In other words, it was a guide to reconstruction the nation. If he steadily carried out the quest, the Overgeared Kingdom would grow. The problem was time.


  ‘It is a very long-term quest...’


  If he helped 10 people a day, the quest would take 500 days. It would take even more time if Grid had to leave the kingdom.


  “Hah... The quest will be completed in a few years...”


  The moment Grid was giving a deep sigh.


  [The royal princess Ruby has already helped more than 5,000 people. The condition for the King’s Role (2) quest has been fulfilled.]


  [The King’s Role (2) quest has been completed.]


  [As a quest reward, the political power stat will open.]


  [You will be able to proceed with the next King’s Quest ‘Choice’ at level 370.] 


  “...”


  Grid couldn’t understand the situation. Question marks appeared over his head.


  “What?”


  What was the relationship between this quest and Ruby? The puzzled Grid then confirmed the phrase, ‘It counts if other members of the royal family help the people.’ 


  “Unbelievable... The good deeds Ruby as accumulated as  Saintess counts?”


  Of course, not all good works were counted. It only counted the good deeds after Grid set up the Overgeared Kingdom and Ruby became royalty. Yet she already helped 5,000 people...


  Grid recalled that Ruby was the person with the biggest achievement when recovering from the damage after the war.


  "My sister is really diligent and nice. I will kiss her when I log out later... No, I will be hit if I do that.”


  His sister was very good. Grid smiled.


  At the same time, Valhalla.


  "This is finally the 399th...!”


  His level was higher than Grid so Ares quickly started the King’s Role (2) quest. He was once again wandering the capital and doing ‘good deeds.’


  "Puah! It is really hard!”


  He wanted to hit someone a few times in the middle. He was busy and often felt discomfort doing this. But Ares decided to think positively. It was a pleasure to see the people’s happiness when he helped them but he was comforted to think that Grid, who just broke through level 350, would be suffering the same thing.


  'Grid, would you have served 30 people by now? Puhaha, how pitiful.’ 


  A laugh emerged.


  "Have strength Grid! Let’s share our hardships! Kuhahahat!” 


  *** 


  [Political Power]


  Improves efficiency of various domestic activities.


  * The higher the number, the higher the effect.


  “Um.”


  Political power was a stat held by politicians, some hidden classes, royalty, and merchants. Rabbit had a high political power stat. It would apply to various domestic affairs. For example, if he was appointed as head of market development, the rate of market development would greatly increase. Political power and intelligence were totally separate. The political power stat was a necessary virtue for politicians.


  ‘I got it.’


  Lauel, who had been in charge of the Overgeared Guild and kingdom’s internal affairs for several years had only opened up political power after achieving the title of ‘prime minister.’ It was a stat that was difficult to obtain. Grid had believed that the political power stat would never open for him.


  ‘Good.’


  The effect of the stat was absolute. In the future, Grid would be able to carry out the role of domestic affairs without any knowledge. He was moved by the fact that he finally became a king and moved. His destination was the smithy. It was to design Lantier’s mass produced cloak and to make a crown for himself. This was Grid’s next task.


  *** 


  “This is enough.”


  Designing Lantier’s mass produced cloak wasn’t difficult. He solved it by using the original design of Lantier’s Cloak and replacing the materials with those that were cheaper and easier to obtain.


  "Khan, please hand out this design to the blacksmiths. The advanced blacksmiths should be able to easily understand the design, right?”


  “Um, I think so.”


  Khan verified the contents of the drawing that Grid handed him and nodded. Grid’s expression was very dark. It was because the wrinkles on Khan’s face had deepened after a few months. He felt that time was running out whenever he looked at Khan.


  ‘Is there no such thing as medicine for eternal life?'


  Human life span wasn’t infinite and the lifespan of an NPC was even shorter. Grid was afraid of parting with Khan. He wanted Khan to live forever. Khan saw Grid’s expression and struck his own chest.


  "Do you see this steel body? This old geezer is still fine. Your Majesty doesn’t need to worry.”


  “...”


  His health gauge decreased from his own attack. Grid’s sadness grew so large that it couldn’t be controlled. But he tried not to express it on the outside. He was afraid that he would bother Khan.


  "I'm not worried about your health. Why would I worry when I know how strong you are? I only feel bad because the smell of a widower is getting worse.”


  "Hoh, smell of a widower?”


  Grid sniffed his body and struggled to look bright.


  "Don’t you want to remarry? Won’t a family appease your loneliness?”


  Khan had been alone for a long time since his wife and son died. Grid was worried that Khan would live alone and closed his eyes. There were many cases where elderly people living alone were only discovered after a long time. Did he know Grid’s heart or not?


  "How can I be lonely? I have a family.”


  “...”


  Khan’s cheery smile struck Grid’s heart.


  *** 


  ‘How do I intentionally attach stats to items?’


  Among the effects of the First King title, there was an item slot increase. Grid could wear a helmet and crown at the same time. He stood in front of an anvil before making a new crown and longed for the stamina stat.


  ‘Stamina not only increases defense and health, but also the rate of health recovery. It seems to be directly linked to health.’


  That’s right. Now Grid had a desire to present Khan with a stamina item. He had the vague belief that Khan would live longer if his stamina could be increased. In addition, Grid needed the stamina stat. His defense was already so high that it was hard to increase. However, the defense value wasn’t fully applied to those with higher levels and many people had a defense bypass skill. Grid felt the need to increase his total health.


  In the end.


  “Sticks!”


  Grid left the smithy and ran to the Overgeared Academy. As always, he was dependent on the sage’s knowledge.


  “What is a way to make a battle gear that raises stamina?”


  "You must use alchemy.”


  "Alchemy...”


  Grid frowned. He still felt negative about alchemy that attached the coolness option to Iyarugt.


  "I’m aware that you don’t believe in alchemy. But alchemy is a field that has a high probability of failure, but a great effect when succeeding. Rather than unconditionally distrust it, you should depend on it. Of course, you need to invest a lot of  money.” 


  Typically, high risk gave high returns. This was alchemy. Grid was bound to have the worst luck.


  ‘But.’


  It couldn’t be avoided indefinitely. In the first place, didn’t he invest a lot of money in the alchemy facility with the goal of making Reidan the second Talima?


  ‘I can’t avoid it forever. I have to use it.’


  The determined Grid left the academy and he sent a whisper to Lauel.


  -What’s the level of the alchemy facility in Reidan?


  -Intermediate level 8.


  -Still? Wasn’t it intermediate level 8 a few months ago?


  At present, Reidan’s alchemy facility had been steadily producing small quantities of the super restorative potions. Grid thought that the level of the alchemy facility would’ve gone up considerably. Now he felt confused and disappointed.


  Lauel explained.


  -In order to effectively raise the level of the alchemy facility, we must focus on development rather than production. But a lot of money is required for development. Recently, we haven’t been able to fund the alchemy facility because we’ve been offering a tribute to the empire.


  -The damn empire... 


  According to Sticks, the alchemy facility needed to be at least intermediate level 9 to have a high probability of attaching stats. The empire was always grabbing onto his ankle. Grid’s grudge against the empire gradually deepened.


  -Is there a way to screw with the empire?


  -There is one way.


  As expected from Lauel. He immediately responded to Grid’s emotional question. 


  -What is that method?


  -Go to Valhalla. The emperor can’t forgive Ares, who dared to take in the descendant of the Undefeated King. He will certainly dispatch troops to Valhalla.


  -Go and help? But then won’t the problem become serious?


  -The situation is different from when you joined the Belto Kingdom war.


  -If we fight with Valhalla this time, we will become the enemy of the empire. I don’t know what to expect after that.


  -Go by yourself. Hide your identity.


  -...?


  -As Your Majesty said, the problem will become more serious if the Overgeared Kingdom officially helps Valhalla. The next target after Valhalla will be Overgeared. Thus, help Valhalla secretly. While you are gone, I will plan a strategy to attack the vampire cities.


  -Kukuk... This should be interesting.


  Grid’s shoulders started shaking. He was glad that he had a chance to strike the empire in the back.


  ‘I will do it properly.’


  The excited Grid! Lauel warned him.


  -You do know that if you don’t want to be found by the empire, you can’t just cover your face, but Pagma’s Swordsmanship as well.


  -...? O-Of course. In the first place, can’t I use a basic attack?


  -...You didn’t know. Act with moderation. Based on what’s going on in the empire, Valhalla won’t fall.


  At the same time, Titan.


  [Secret Mission]


  Difficulty: SSS


  You have received a secret mission from Sword Duke Limit.


  In order to prevent Kyle from building up achievements, support Valhalla and fight Kyle.


  The imperial household has yet to identity the members of the Rose Knights, so you don’t need to worry about your identity being discovered.


  However, please avoid killing as many Red Knights as possible.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Kyle’s death or making him flee.


  Quest Clear Reward: Death Ruler’s Staff. Affinity with Sword Duke Limit will increase by 50.


  "Kikikik, what type of quest is this? I have to help Ares fight the five pillars?”


  "You should refuse. Kyle might be the weakest of the five pillars, but...”


  “What if I don’t want to~? Why would I refuse this interesting quest? Kikikik! Kuhahahahat!”


  “...”


  An unidentified person also headed to Valhalla.




  Chapter 704


  [The Saharan Empire has declared war on the Valhalla Kingdom!]


  [The relationship between the Valhalla Kingdom and the Saharan Empire has become ‘hostile’!]


  [There are various restrictions on exchanges and activities of the people of the two countries!]


  These notification windows appeared to all the players belonging to Valhalla. But few people were confused or frightened. From the time when the Ares Army rescued the descendant of the Undefeated King, or when they refused to give a tribute to the empire, the people of Valhalla were ready for this event.


  "I don’t wish for war!”


  Chatter chatter!


  Ares’ powerful voice resonated in the capital’s square. The outward appearance of Ares planted awe and trust in the hearts of the people.


  "In the future, we will enter into an infinite war with the empire! This war won’t end until one of us is destroyed!”


  Ares was the god of war. The battlefield proved the reason for his existence. He planned to develop himself and his army, then Valhalla, through wars. The Undefeated King’s descendant candidate, Oasis, had a question.


  ‘What is behind this confidence?’


  After joining Valhalla, Oasis was surprised when he grasped Valhalla’s power. After absorbing the Belto Kingdom, the population of Valhalla was now around 700,000. There were only 50,000 troops. The difference in national power with the empire, which was known to have a 10 million strong army, couldn’t be disputed. Valhalla couldn’t survive the war with the empire. It could be destroyed within as little as a few days.


  Ares came down from the podium after his speech and explained to the questioning Oasis.


  "The army that I command directly gains 200% more experience during a war. I also have the Plundering skill. I can take away the food, property, and troops of the enemies or enemy territory. If I use it well, Valhalla will be able to make a breakthrough in this war.”


  Ares was an existence that specialized in war. His army wasn’t just strong, but boasted an extraordinary persistence.


  “A base that can be hostile to the empire. Well, it would’ve been more ideal to grow step by step fighting against a small country rather than the empire.”


  Unfortunately, it wasn’t possible. Most kingdoms on the continent were already tributaries of the empire. If they touched anything belonging to the empire, then they would become hostile to the empire. Therefore, the first place he tried to stare at was the Overgeared Kingdom. But Ares chose to become allies rather than enemies with Grid.


  Oasis asked him.


  "I understand your abilities. But your opponent is the empire. If they dispatch a large army to destroy you instantly, your ability would have no meaning.”


  Ares laughed. It was an excited laugh.


  "I don’t move without thinking. The reason why I chose a war with the empire is due to the instability of the empire. The empire is currently divided into several factions and doesn’t have the capacity to focus on one place.”


  "But the Red Knights...”


  Oasis knew the terror of the Red Knights. Solo number knights. Among them, the fifth knight upwards was on a different dimension. Ares also knew this fact.


  "The Red Knights right now aren’t fearful.” There was a meaningful smile on Ares’ face. “I’ve received intelligence that the first and second knights are on probation. We know from experience that the Fourth Knight only emerges in special cases and the third and fifth knights alone can’t stop my army.”


  There was another reason why Ares was confident. People needed to move through Liberon Forest to go from the Saharan Empire to the Valhalla. It was filled with a large number of doppelgangers and Ares planned to fully exploit the area with difficult terrain.


  “The empire will just be my army’s prey. Puhuhut!”


  ***


  "Liberon Forest is visible in front.”


  The wave of 50,000 troops was spectacular. The best part was the Red Knights at the forefront of the great army. The Red Knights. The strongest knights of the continent, which symbolized the imperial power, were gathered at the front of 50,000 troops.


  “Hmmm... Isn’t it much bigger than I thought?”


  The white-haired man looking at the exterior of the forest was the Third Knight, Lorex. He seemed to be over 40 years old and one of the five pillars, Kyle, was next to him. Kyle was white from head to toe. White hair, eyebrows, skin, even lips and eyes. It was a bizarre impression.


  "The forest is a good place to set traps and ambushes...”


  Kyle started to observe Liberon Forest. It was common sense since the bushes were thick and not one animal sound could be heard. Lorex laughed. A respectful attitude couldn’t be found at all.


  "Liberon Forest is different from ordinary forests. It’s so infested with doppelgangers that it’s difficult to place traps.”


  "But from the enemy’s point of view, isn’t Liberon Forest their territory? Won’t they be more likely to figure out the terrain?”


  “No. You will soon experience it but the most terrifying aspect of Liberon Forest is its high temperature and humidity. It is virtually impossible for ordinary people to work or wait in there. Especially if they are armored soldiers.


  This was why Lorex stopped the march ahead of the forest. It would take around 4 hours and 30 minutes to break through the forest at normal speed. Lorex decided that it was important for the soldiers to recover their stamina prior to marching through the forest.


  Clap clap clap!


  Kyle nodded and firmly clapped. Then he laughed and praised Lorex.


  “Sir Lorex is correct. I’ve heard a lot of stories about the Third Knight and there is a reason for it. You have a good grasp of the enemy’s position and are careful. I admire you.”


  “Huh... This is really...”


  Lorex made a cynical expression and scratched the back of his head.


  Who was Kyle? He was one of the five pillars who hadn’t been able to accumulate any achievements, but he had obtained the emperor’s favor. The reputation of the five pillars was higher than the Red Knights, who had fought without rest, so Lorex really hated them. He perceived them as someone with the emperor behind them. He had been furious when he heard that Kyle would lead the Red Knights in place of Mercedes.


  But what actually happened? Kyle was humble and knew how to respect the Red Knights. Despite being appointed as chief commander of this war, he delegated all authority to Lorex and was gracious to the Red Knights.


  'Indeed, the five pillars don’t have direct experience. They are raised so high because of His Majesty.’


  It was the will of the emperor to replace Mercedes and Kyle was just performing the command of the emperor.


  ‘Limit says I should be on guard. I won’t release my tension, but I won’t bother to hate him.’


  Hum hum, Lorex coughed before giving an order to the army.


  "The break is over! We will enter the forest!”


  ***


  “They’re coming.”


  Liberon Forest. It was a completely abandoned land when it belonged to the Belto Kingdom. But from the moment Ares considered a war with the empire after capturing the Belto Kingdom, he regarded Liberon Forest as an important base. The rest reason was that all the Valhalla soldiers had the ‘Climate Adjustment’ ability to adapt to the temperature of the forest.


  That’s right. Ares’ soldiers had adapted to the temperature of Liberon Forest. In addition, they were able to grasp the terrain of the forest through training.


  “The Red Knights’ ability to detect the presence of the enemy is the best. Wait for them to go deep into the forest. Attack as soon as you see them.”


  Ares commanded the soldiers and they nodded silently. They were stationed all over Liberon Forest. They couldn’t make a sound to let the enemy know where they were.


  “Now!”


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  The rear of Liberon Forest. The 50,000 imperial army were already exhausted from moving through the forest for more than three hours. At this point, the 50,000 large Ares Army led by Ares emerged from the bushes and attacked with arrows or swords. The imperial army couldn’t cope.


  “W-What is this?”


  “E...enemy! Kuaaaak!"


  “Ambush...!”


  The imperial army were exhausted from moving through the hot forest. They moved without considering an ambush and were helpless in front of Valhalla’s surprise attack. The empire soldiers turned to grey while the Valhalla soldiers were surrounded by golden pillars of light. It was the signal of a level-up and was the prelude to a fiercer onslaught.


  “Keep the momentum up!”


  Every time Ares attacked, the morale and stats of the Valhalla army increased. Due to the Valhalla army becoming stronger in real time, the confusion of the imperial army intensified.


  "H-Hik...!"


  “Kuaaaack!”


  There was an unexpected ambush and the enemies became stronger as they fought? As the number of collapsing colleagues increased, so did the fear of the imperial army.


  At this time.


  “Areeees!”


  Third Knight Lorex rushed towards Ares. He had fought Ares in the past and won. He thought he could subdue Ares in five strikes like before.


  “This time I will have your head!”


  He couldn’t leave this mistake alone! Lorex was angry as he remembered the loss of the soldiers and leapt towards Ares, his large axe moving in a half-moon arc.  In the past, Ares had commanded 10,000 troops and failed to defend against this attack, suffering serious injury. But Ares was currently leading an army of 50,000. This caused a 25% increase in his stats! In addition, there were a separate slight increase in attack and defense.


  “I’m different from before!”


  Peeeeeong!


  "What?"


  Lorex’s axe was stopped? Lorex was startled. He couldn’t believe that the guy who had fallen to one blow of his axe a few months ago could now exert such power. Lorex wielded his axe in rapid succession.


  "Let’s see you stop this!”


  "Oh my, isn’t this disgusting?”


  Ares’ right hand was numb just from defending against a blow. He had no confidence in defending himself. Ares hurriedly avoided the axe and left it to Scott and Luck.


  "Tie up the feet of that monster!”


  "We'll both charge!”


  Peeng!


  Luck answered energetically! His small shield hit Lorex in the back of his head and attracted the aggro from Ares. Then it was Scott’s sword. Both of them used high class skills.


  "Silly things like this!”


  It didn’t even make a dent on Lorex’s health gauge. The Third Knight. He was weak compared to the first and second knights, but he wasn’t at a level that players could deal with.


  Kwajak!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The axe swung by Lorex blew away Scott and Luck’s bodies at the same time. However, the Ares Army didn’t shrink back. Lorex’s dance was in the range they had foreseen.


  "Block it all together!”


  The top rankers of the Ares Army started to help Scott and Luck. Lorex was preoccupied as dozens of third advancement users attacked at the same time.


  “These people! Help Sir Lorex!”


  The Fifth Knight and other Red Knights busy with the army belatedly tried to help Lorex. Ares saw the scene and shouted.


  “Now! Activate the trap!”


  “…!!”


  The eyes of the Red Knights widened. The ground suddenly fell and they were swallowed up by a large pit. Ares held his belly and laughed from above them.


  “Puhahat! You morons~ I wouldn’t be unprepared against monsters like you...gasp!”


  Ares screamed. The 20 meter deep pit that he had his soldiers dig. The Fifth Knight jumped up from the huge pit that had taken a fortnight to complete. It was a ridiculous physical ability.


  "Hey, isn’t this a scam!?”


  It was bad. Ares, who tried to kill as many enemy soldiers as possible while the Red Knights were tied up, was frustrated since the physical abilities of the Fifth Knight surpassed his expectations. The moment Ares detected danger.


  Peng!


  Pepepepeok!


  Large explosions were successively heard from the imperial army. The eyes of the Red Knights, Ares and everyone else on the battlefield turned in that direction.


  “What is this...?”


  Red lightning fell from the sky. It penetrated the bodies of the armored soldiers and broke through the empire’s military camp.


  "Did a demon king appear...?”


  Black flames swallowed up the entire imperial camp in the forest. There was constant splash damage and hundreds of soldiers were continuously destroyed. It was unbelievable attack power.


  “W-What? A monster without mana restrictions?”


  What type of crazy creature could kill a great army with infinite use of such skills? Ares gulped. He didn’t think such a boss monster would be sleeping in Liberon Forest.


  “Ares! We can’t let our army get caught up! We should retreat!”


  Scott escaped from Lorex in the turmoil and shouted. He expected the mysterious monster to reach here after cutting through the empire’s forces. It was the same for Ares. He was unable to visually confirm the appearance of the monster because it was hidden by the army, but he could imagine that it wasn’t ordinary.


  “Full retreat! Retreat!”


  Lorex and the Red Knights were busy trying to control their army. Now was the time to retreat. The moment Ares gave the order without hesitation and turned his horse.


  "I am the Basic Attack King.”


  The unidentified monster who penetrated through the imperial army appeared and introduced himself as the ‘Basic Attack King.’




  Chapter 705


  On the surface, the Overgeared Kingdom was neutral. Recently, they stopped giving tribute to the empire and even had two tributaries, so many people misunderstood the Overgeared Kingdom as a great power.


  But what was the reality? They were surrounded by enemies on all sides. There was no statement more appropriate to express the reality of the kingdom. The Saharan Empire was a male lion and the Overgeared Kingdom was a deer stuck in a group of female lions. From the perspective of the empire, the Overgeared Kingdom was a meal to be cooked and eaten at any time.


  Grid was resentful of this reality. The kingdom that he and his colleagues worked hard to build up was just like a sand castle.


  Sigh.


  ‘Don’t look at me.’


  Grid couldn’t miss the opportunity to weaken the empire’s power. He believed that every time he defeated an imperial soldier, he would save the life of one Overgeared resident. He abandoned any recognition.


  ***


  [You have dealt 17,870 damage to the target!]


  [The option effect of the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has added 5,000 fire damage!]


  [You have dealt 20,100 damage to the target!]


  [The target has died!]


  [Your demonic power has increased by one.]


  This was the result of combining Grid’s 3,000 points in strength and the power of the Enlightenment Lightning Sword. The imperial soldiers couldn’t withstand two of Grid’s strikes and turned to grey. There was no meaning in the level that was over 230 and their armor.


  The Enlightenment Lightning Sword increased physical attack by 20%, fire damage by 30%, dark damage by 30%, and lightning damage by 15%. In addition to the options, Grid’s passive ability itself was very outstanding. 


  Weapons Mastery that was obtained in the Behen Archipelago was intermediate level 5 and added 17% attack power, Pagma’s Swordsmanship Lv. 4 increase attack power by 34% when deactivated and the Dominion’s Blessing on the pavranium increased attack power by 15%.


  Buffs, buffs, buffs, and Pagma’s Swordsmanship overlapped to give Grid’s ‘basic attack.’


  Was that all?


  [The option effect of the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has summoned a red lightning bolt!]


  [You have dealt 44,900 damage to the target!]


  [The target is caught in an electric shock for 1.2 seconds!]


  [The target has died!]


  [The option effect ‘Black Flames’ has activated from the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires!]


  [Splash damage equal to 300% of your total attack power has hit all targets in a 10 meter radius!]


  [The target has died!]


  [The target has died...]


  [The target has died...]


  [The target has...]


  ...


  [Your demonic power has increased by 232.]


  The various options attached to the Enlightenment Lightning Sword exploded out with Grid’s basic attacks. It was the continuous manifestation of mythical skills that didn’t consume resources. It was an invincible figure.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Pandemonium! Grid’s ‘basic attack ‘that was stronger than a player’s skills instantly destroyed the camp of the imperial forces.


  “The enemy...! The enemy is behind us!”


  "Hundreds of people collapsed in one blast...! It must be a great magician!” 


  "When did a great magician come to Valhalla? Che! Be careful of large-scale magic!”


  The imperial army was the strongest army on the continent. They quickly resolved the chaos from Valhalla’s ambush and Grid’s subsequent attack. What was the identity of the enemy that emerged in the rear, how many numbers, how to cope with it, etc. The imperial army moved quickly based on their good command system.  They identified the explosion of red lightning and black flames in succession as part of a magic system. The soldiers set up special magic shields against magic in the front while the minstrels sang songs that slowed the casting of magic. 


  It was a foolish move.


  “What? Why are you digging your own grave?”


  Grid’s sword swept across the sea of enemies. He felt that the battle had become easier because the troops had less armor than before. He wondered if there were spies hiding inside the empire that were helping him.


  "I don’t know what it is, but thanks!”


  Puk!


  Puuok!


  Four times per second! Grid’s attack speed when armed with Alex’s Quick Gloves was like a flash itself. The soldiers targeted by Grid died within one second and dozens of those within 10 meters of the target were affected.


  Peng!


  Pepepepeong!


  The terrain of the forest was rough. The explosion of the black flames was like a disaster itself from the viewpoint of the imperial army. Every time the black flames exploded, hundreds of people turned to grey. It seemed like it wouldn’t take long for the 50,000 army to be annihilated.


  Captain Beit of the imperial army couldn’t close his mouth.


  “W-What? What is that monster?”


  It was five minutes after the enemy’s surprise attack. Beit broke through the rear of the army and was able to visually confirm the approaching enemy. The opponent wasn’t a magician like he expected. He was holding a sword in one hand and there was only one opponent. Every time he swung the sword once...


  “Kuock!”


  Blood would spurt.


  Kwajijijik!


  Peeng!


  There was either a red lightning bolt or black flames. The camp of the imperial army that was as solid as a fortress? It didn’t function in front of this monster.


  "I didn’t know there was such a talented person in Valhalla...!”


  The opponent wielded the sword at a pace that was hard to follow with the eyes. How much infinite mana did he have to keep using flames, lightning, and dark power? Beit saw the man whose face was covered with a straw hat as equal to the solo number knights. It should be worth at least the 5th one!


  “Sir Lorex...! Ask for support from Sir Lorex!”


  The distance with the swordsman was gradually narrowing. Hundreds of troops were slaughtered every time the man got closer. Beit felt a great crisis. He saw that the rear of the army would collapse if this kept continuing. He thought that the power of the Red Knights was necessary.


  He cried out urgently. “The Red Knights have fallen into the enemy’s trap!”


  "Lorex is being attacked by the enemy leaders...!”


  Only desperate reports were heard in succession.


  “This... Everyone retreat! I will stop him!”


  In the end, Beit moved directly. He was a captain of the empire. It might not be comparable to the Red Knights, but he was confident in his ability. He didn’t doubt that he could tie up this monster for a brief time.


  ‘Lizzie, I’m sorry. I can’t keep my promise to return safely.’


  Beit kissed the pendant around his neck before confronting the monster. It was a farewell to his beloved wife.


  “For His Majesty!”


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  Captain Beit was determined to change the atmosphere of the battlefield. He wouldn’t cower against the monster and raise the morale of the soldiers...


  Puk!


  Puuok!


  “Kuock!”


  ...Or he tried. Beit was running wonderfully on horseback. He was slain by the unidentified monster in the straw hat. It was eight strikes compared to the other soldiers but there was only one or two seconds of difference.


  "T-The captain was so easily...”


  “Hiik...! Run away! Run away!”


  It was poison, since Beit was a person who was usually envied by the soldiers. The morale of the imperial soldiers fell and reached a point that couldn’t be controlled.


  “He isn’t an ordinary person...! Not only are his skills excellent, he also knows our internal situation!”


  The other captains were surprised when they witnessed Beit’s death. They interpreted it as the intentional sniping from the enemy.


  The enemy knew the army would fall into a bad shape after Beit’s death and planned thoroughly.


  "An amazing guy...! Shit! There’s no time to fix the army! Retreat to where the Red Knights are!”


  A player above a certain level couldn’t be overpowered with numbers. The captains of the imperial army were aware of this grim reality thanks to watching the solo number knights. Therefore, they decided to quickly retreat. It was easier thanks to Grid’s activities. He reached the head of the imperial army, cutting down the treating imperial forces.


  Why did he move forward towards where the Red Knights were? Of course, it was to attack the Red Knights.


  "I am the Basic Attack King.”


  It was the battlefield where the Ares Army and the Red Knights were fighting fiercely. Grid arrived there and declared after feeling attention on himself.


  "The Red Knights of the empire. The empire is overpowering because you exist. Thus, I won’t allow you to exist.”


  “...”


  There was an awkward silence. There were two reasons for this. The Red Knights were overwhelmed by Grid’s presence while the Ares Army...


  “Grid...?”


  “...”


  A chuuni with the worst naming sense! Was there anyone in the world other than Grid? The Ares troops had seen the video of Overgeared King Grid shouting 100,000 Army Massacre Sword and were convinced that the monster’s identity was Grid. Of course, Grid denied it.


  "Grid is the Overgeared King and I am the Basic Attack King.”


  “...I-I see.”


  Ares nodded. He realized it wouldn’t be good if Grid’s identity was discovered here. He decided to follow Grid’s actions. Then he felt excited at the same time.


  ‘How strong is he?’


  Ares admitted that there were many people stronger than him. There was Kraugel, Grid, Agnus, as well as Luck and Scott. He respected and admired many people. But unconsciously, he had the idea that Kraugel was unique. That was, until now.


  ‘The one who reached the sky....’


  The video of the 2nd National Competition passed through Ares’ mind. Grid was the one who had pushed Kraugel to the verge of death. Now he was...


  'Does he have the power to break the sky?’


  Hwaruruk!


  Ares gulped while the red color of the sword in Grid’s hand heated up. The Enlightenment Lightning Sword. The best sword made by Grid aimed at Third Knight Lorex.


  “Let’s fight.”


  “Come!”


  Lorex roared. He had no intention of forgiving the monster who suddenly appeared and slaughtered his soldiers. The opponent wasn’t someone that the soldiers could overpower, so he knew he had to do it himself.


  "In front of our Red Knights, you’re just a frog in a well! I will paint despair on the face that is covered by that hat!”


  Kurururung!


  The red armor that Lorex was wearing became redder. It was the true power of the Red Armor that had the ability to amplify the wearer’s stats. It meant that Lorex acknowledged Grid. At this time.


  [A strong aura has been detected. Your fighting energy reacts and has started to boil.]


  [From now on, fighting energy will naturally rise by 1 every 10 seconds.]


  Grid smiled widely as he realized the true value of fighting energy.


  "Let’s see.”


  A knight who represented the continent and the hero of heroes. Who was stronger?




  Chapter 706


  'He isn’t shrinking back?’


  Lorex was startled. It was because he confirmed the smile that spread on the face of the enemy.


  ‘Is he insane?’


  Who was this person?


  The Third Knight. As one of the powerhouses in the empire and the whole continent, everyone feared Lorex. However, the man in front of him was smiling. Lorex couldn’t think he was anything but crazy.


  "I’ve seen many people who are terrified and sick when they see me...”


  Surprise turned into anger. The blood vessels on Lorex’s forehead bulged.


  "This is the first time I’ve seen someone smiling!”


  Peeng!


  Lorex didn’t feel the need to speak for long. It was shameful that the man in front of him killed all his soldiers. He would erase this person from the world.


  "You broke through 50,000 troops? I can also do that easily! I will let you know how wide the world outside the well is!”


  Sukakak!


  Lorex roared and the glow around his axe caused the atmosphere to shake. It was a shockwave generated by a mighty force. The stones became ashes in front of it. Ares saw it and shouted urgently.


  "Don’t take it head on! He has a strength of at least 5,000! You have to unconditionally avoid it!”


  Ares was aware that his advice to Grid was pointless. Lorex wasn’t a stupid fool. He was agile and clever. There was no avoiding it, despite knowing the attack was strong. It was too fast, the orbit was perfect, and it couldn’t be defended against. The moment it was blocked, there would be a big shock that would lead to the road of destruction. Ares’ evaluation of the Third Knight was ‘overwhelming even at Kraugel’s prime.’


  ‘I don’t want to admit it, but this is reality!’


  The level of the players hadn’t yet reached 400. The solo number knights were the top talents that couldn’t be defeated unless the player had their fourth advancement. That’s what Ares thought.


  “How do I avoid this?”


  Grid’s hobby was destroying common sense.


  Peeeeeok!


  Lorex’s axe struck Grid’s chest.


  [You have suffered 14,300 damage.]


  It was great damage despite the fact that Triple Layers greatly reduced physical damage. But he stood firmly.


  Puk!


  Puuok!


  Four times per second.  It was a counterattack against Lorex.


  [You have dealt 6,900 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 7,630 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 8,400 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 9,390 damage to the target!]


  [The option effect of the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has summoned red flames. Additional 5,000 damage will be dealt.]


  That's right. He was overgeared and he struck harder with his items. It was the unique overgeared battle style.


  “Kuk...?”


  Lorex’s eyes shook after being hit by the four blows. He felt strange anxiety for the accumulated damage on his side.


  ‘It’s amazing that he survived my attack, but his attack seems to grow stronger with every hit...?’


  Kwajajajak!


  Lorex was one of the strongest in the world. Despite being embarrassed by the counterattack, his body was constantly moving. While allowing Grid’s attack, his axe struck Grid’s shoulder.


  [Critical!]


  It was a proper hit. Lorex believed that Grid’s body would naturally break apart. He tugged at the axe in Grid’s shoulder and tried to tear the armor. However.


  ‘It isn’t budging?’


  An armor with multiple layers. The extreme sturdiness didn’t fit its elegant appearance and Lorex’s axe didn’t crack it one bit. Well, there were no problems up to here. There were many excellent armor in the world.  Lorex’s axe was famous for tearing steel like paper, but he didn’t always cut down armor.


  The real problem occurred afterwards. The barbs of the armor started to damage Lorex’s axe.


  Kkirik!


  Kiiiiikik!


  “...!!”


  The surprised Lorex wanted to retrieve his axe, but it was already too late.


  Pasak!


  Lorex’s axe barely escaped from the gap in the barbs and cracked slightly. It was the effect of the ‘Sword Breaker’ option attached to Triple Layers.


  "Hit me as much as you want. Let’s see if I will die first or if your axe can’t be used anymore.”


  Gulp gulp.


  Grid declared to Lorex while drinking a health potion. He stabbed at Lorex’s side without a break. Whenever he accumulated an attack to the same target, his attack power increased.


  [You have dealt 14,300 damage to the target!]


  "Huup!”


  On the 10th blow, Lorex’s side was slightly dented. It was a phenomenon caused by physical pain.


  "This guyyyy!”


  Wuuong. Kwang!


  Wuuong! Kwajak!


  Lorex swung the axe successively and Grid couldn’t escape. But every time he was struck by a counterattack, damage accumulated.


  “...”


  “...”


  An awkward silence filled the battlefield as the confrontation between the two people deepened. Ares made a blank expression as he uttered.


  “Isn’t this a complete dog fight...?”


  No high rated skills could be seen in the confrontation. It was like little kids fighting.


  Nod nod.


  Everyone nodded as if they agreed with Ares. It was friends and foes alike.


  ‘Well, I’m not joking.’


  Ares’ expression became deeply shadowed. Grid and Lorex. The difference between the two was obvious to anyone. They were a player and NPC. The player’s health was decided by stats, titles, and items, but the NPC’s health level was adjusted separately. In particular, the health of a named NPC was as high as a boss monster, making it tens or hundreds of times higher than a player. While Grid’s health gauge dropped by 1/7th or 1/6th every time he allowed an attack, Lorex’s health gauge was still healthy.


  ‘In this state, Grid has no chance. Let’s get rid of the Fifth Knight and look for an opportunity to help...’


  The moment Ares thought this.


  “Eh...?”’


  Sounds of admiration were heard. Liberon Forest had a high temperature and thick water vapor. Now a red and purple aura started to be emitted from Grid’s body, which had been hidden by the thick water vapor. It was fighting energy. In fact, Grid was wrapped in fighting energy since he first appeared but other people couldn’t see it because of the blood and water vapor. But as the color became thicker, it became visible through the water vapor.


  [Fighting energy has reached 50 points.]


  Jjang!


  Jjeejeeeong!


  "Kuoh...!”


  Lorex’s eyes widened as he allowed an attack from Grid. He couldn’t believe how much stronger the attack was.


  “I see...! You’re a berserker!”


  He felt that Grid’s defense was too high for a berserker, but he was forced to think like this. Grid shook his head at Lorex’s shout.


  “Berserker? No.”


  “????”


  "It’s a basic attack.”


  “Ik...! What nonsense does this guy keep saying!?”


  Lorex was filled with anger. He was furious at Grid’s response. He roared like a beast and unleashed an onslaught.


  ***


  [You have suffered 14,600 damage.]


  [Fighting energy has reached 60 points.]


  [You have dealt 15,660 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 15,710 damage to the target!]


  [You have recovered 1,885 health thanks to Elfin Stone’s Ring!]


  [The experience of Elfin Stone’s Ring has increased by 0.3%!]


  ‘This bastard, his endurance is monster-like.’


  Two minutes had passed since Lorex started the battle. But it felt like Grid had been fighting for 30 minutes or 1 hour. It was a battle that allowed one hit per second and four counterattacks. Grid’s stamina could afford it, but his mental power couldn’t. He needed to focus his concentration and power every second.


  That’s right. Grid felt a strong sense of mental pressure.


  Kwajak!


  ‘I think he is equipped with a passive blood-sucking ability.’


  Grid coughed up blood as his chest was hit by the axe and watched Lorex’s health gauge. It seemed to be rising a bit.


  ‘Damn bastard... It seems to be a passive skill since he doesn’t use too many active skills. That makes it stronger.’


  Grid was well aware that Lorex was stronger than him. It was because his flat damage was much stronger than Madra and the experience of items such as Elfin Stone’s Ring, Tiramet's Belt, and the God Hands increased more than when he fought Madra. He thought carefully about it. He concentrated carefully in order to not miss anything. Then he reached a conclusion.


  ‘I don’t have a chance of victory.’


  It seemed virtually impossible to defeat Lorex, who had more than 10 million health, with basic attacks.


  ‘It might be possible with Pagma’s Swordsmanship.’


  This monster-like persistence? He would be able to neutralize it with the overwhelming offensive power of Pagma’s Swordsmanship. But the current Grid couldn’t use any techniques that symbolized the Overgeared King. It was because his identity couldn’t be discovered.


  So? Was he going to run away because there was no chance?


  ‘No.’


  It felt different from when he met Yangban Garam and First Knight Mercedes. Lorex’s presence fell far short of them. In addition, Grid had a high opinion of himself.  It wasn’t arrogance. A hero of heroes, was it an easy title to obtain? Grid trusted his skills.


  ‘Think about it, Youngwoo. How can I beat this guy?’


  "Kuhahahaha! You must be tired!”


  ‘This!’


  He had been thinking too deeply. Grid blanked out for one second. He didn’t strike back and in the gap, Lorex used a skill. The blue black aura around Lorex’s axe flooded towards Grid. The ripple of energy at the end of the axe looked like it was about to explode. It was likely to be an attack in the form of splash damage like the black flames.


  ‘I can’t stop it when I can’t even stop his basic attacks. Shit, I have to use Quick Movements for evasive purposes...!’


  But it was better than losing the immortal passive. Grid determined and was about to use Quick Movements.


  'Wait? Explode?’


  An object passed through his mind. As Lorex’s axe flew towards his face, Grid pulled out a large fabric.


  Cloak?


  No, it was a piece of cloth.


  “Grid...! Eh?”


  Ares judged that Grid was in danger when Lorex used the skill. He ran out to help Grid only to freeze in place. He felt something when he saw Grid pulled out a piece of cloth. Right then, Lorex’s axe hit Grid. No, he cut the piece of cloth before it hit Grid.


  Lorex snorted.


  ‘This guy really is crazy!’


  He must be crazy to block Volcano Axe that could destroy the whole area with a piece of cloth. Well, he could understand. Volcano Axe was a strong technique that couldn’t be blocked or avoided. There was nothing strange about doing something crazy when it was meaningless to resist.


  “...Eh?”


  A dark smile appeared on Lorex’s face as he imagined the man being killed by an explosion. His mind went blank for a moment. It was because his axe, which should’ve emitted a powerful energy, became silent the moment it was wrapped in the cloth.


  ‘What?’


  He felt possessed! Lorex couldn’t understand it, but he retreated because his vision was blocked. Grid’s sword stabbed his side. A basic attack as usual? That’s right. But this time, he immediately linked a skill between the basic attacks as usual.


  “Unbreakable Justice!”


  Peeeeeong!


  “...!!”


  Lorex’s eyes turned white.




  Chapter 707


  [Unbreakable Justice Lv.1 (93.1%)]


  Deals 300% of your attack power.


  Skill Mana Cost: 350


  Skill Cooldown Time: 100 seconds


  It was a skill Grid acquired due to the Apostle of Justice title. Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Braham’s magic, Madra’s swordsmanship, etc. Unbreakable Justice was obviously a shabby skill compared with the legendary skills, but it was also classified as a top skill.


  The damage coefficient was remarkable. A level 1 wide area skill usually had less than 100% attack power while Unbreakable Justice boasted 300% attack power. Unbreakable Justice was also a skill that activated immediately. It was easy to use because it wasn’t a skill that required certain motions like Pagma’s Swordsmanship. In fact, the Apostle of Justice’s Partner Huroi had long since mastered the skill after obtaining it.


  Why? Why did Grid neglect Unbreakable Justice? It was naturally because of Pagma’s Swordsmanship. The aforementioned benefits of justice cannot defeat Pagma's swordsmanship and ended up second when compared to justice. The advantages of the above mentioned Unbreakable Justice were minor compared to Pagma’s Swordsmanship.


  Of course, this didn’t mean that Grid didn’t use the skill at all. Grid used Unbreakable Justice, Continuous Stab, and Spear Shot in the right place when needed. In particular, Spear Shot was useful in the Tiramet raid and the 2nd National Competition.


  Peeeong!


  [You have dealt 15,730 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 47,200 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 15,710 damage to the target!]


  [Fighting energy has reached 61 points.]


  [You have dealt 16,050 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 16,090 damage to the target!]


  [The black flame explosion...]


  [You have dealt 48,040 damage to the target!]


  "Kuoh...!”


  Unbreakable Justice was linked between basic attacks and once the black flames exploded, Lorex received over 160,000 damage in a second. Grid thought after being hit by Lorex’s counterattack.


  ‘It has supplemented some of my lacking attack power. If both the red flames and red lightning summoning options are activated at the same time, the maximum damage will increase to 200,000.’


  This was the damage per second. Theoretically, Grid could inflict one million damage in 10 seconds to Lorex. If Lorex boasted tens of millions of health, it was meaningless in front of Grid. The problem was that Lorex wasn’t a scarecrow. Lorex countered every time he was hit and Grid’s health was less than 100,000. If they kept hitting each other like this, Grid would eventually fall first.


  ‘If this was Kraugel...’


  He could’ve avoided Lorex’s axe. Grid was sure Kraugel would one-sidedly attack Lorex without being hit by a counterattack.


  ‘...No.’


  Grid shook his head and got rid of the thought. He was tired of comparing himself to Kraugel every time.


  ‘I’m overgeared. The way I fight itself is different from Kraugel.’


  He couldn’t avoid it? Then it was fine. So what if it hurt? He would have to hurt them back. Grid abandoned the sword.


  [You have equipped the Motley Flail.]


  "...???"


  Lorex was stunned beyond confusion. In the middle of a battle, abandoning the sword to pull out farming equipment?


  ‘Isn’t he a real idiot?’


  Lorex got goosebumps. It wasn’t because the mutt was scary, but because it was dirty! Lorex unknowingly flinched back from Grid. It was apparent he didn’t want to associate with Grid. In the gap, Grid swung the flail a few times in the air.


  Buong~ Buong~


  ‘Okay. Thanks to Alex's Glove, I can also wield the flail four times per second. I am expecting the debuffs.’


  The buff expectation value was... Grid disregarded the worst situation.


  [Motley Flail.]


  Rating: Unique


  Durability: 259/259  Attack Power: 143~191


  * A special effect will occur every time the target is hit. The effect is unpredictable.


  * Thrashing speed will increase by 150%.


  * There is no guarantee how the condition of the thrashed grain will change.


  It was a farming equipment he made a long time ago. No, a weapon. In the past, Grid determined he had no chance of winning against his clone and depended on the random ability of this flail.


  ‘I don’t expect the dramatic effect that occurred when I fought my clone. Just a little. It’s enough to drop the attack power for a short time.’


  The health loss rate could be made up using potions, Doran’s Ring, and the blood-sucking abilities. It was just enough.


  “Go!”


  Grid screamed and rushed at Lorex.


  “You bastard...!”


  Lorex instinctively moved back. Previously, he experienced being incapacitated by the mysterious cloth. He had no choice but to be wary of this farming equipment.


  ***


  “Unbreakable Justice!”


  "...I thought he was the Basic Attack King.”


  Ares said as soon as Grid used a skill, but the members of the Ares Army felt admiration. It was because Lorex was greatly shaken by the new skill. Lorex’s health gauge was visibly reduced. The Ares members gulped.


  ‘Isn’t Grid’s damage crazy?’


  ‘The attack speed is a scam.’


  The Ares troops had fought him a few times and knew how high Lorex’s defense was. Even Luck, who had the highest attack power of the Ares members, only dealt 5,000~7,000 damage to Lorex. Grid’s basic attack was at least two times stronger than Luck’s basic attack and it was twice as fast. It seemed to be even stronger and faster.


  ‘Overgeared...! Is this being overgeared?’


  The eyes of the Ares members followed Grid’s weapon and gloves. It was the first time they saw both items. Scott trembled.


  ‘Making new items...!’


  This was the unrivalled power of a legendary blacksmith. It was a wake-up call.


  ‘A presence that destroys the balance itself.’


  There were two main types of players. One levelled up and the other experienced a jackpot. However, it wasn’t easy to experience jackpots. In order to get better items, you had to go on more difficult raids. Even if you succeeded in the raid, you couldn’t always get the items you want.


  This was why there was a limit to the growth rate of players. Most players had a long stagnation period. Particularly for high level players whose level up speed was slow. In many cases, their combat power would be similar to what it was a month ago.


  Then what about Grid? He could make and wear top quality items by himself, making the necessity of finding a jackpot obsolete. He could become stronger day by day. After not seeing him for a long time, he was incomparably stronger. Scott was really afraid of Grid.


  'There’s no answer if he’s an enemy. Ares was clever when he decided to become Grid’s friend. Huh?’


  Scott, who was staring at Grid with awe in his eyes, became stunned.


  Grid suddenly put away his sword and pulled out a strange item.


  “What is this?”


  It wasn’t an item he had seen before. Scott frowned as he pondered on it. He realized that the item Grid pulled out was exactly like the tool that farmers used to thrash grain.


  “Flail...? What is he doing when he was fighting so well?”


  A confrontation with the strong. He suddenly pulled out farming equipment in an important match that would determine the situation? Scott couldn’t understand Grid’s actions at all. He wanted to dissect Grid’s mind. The soldiers and Ares troops! Everyone had fallen into confusion when Ares shouted.


  "I understand...! I know Gri... No, I know the Basic Attack King’s intentions!”


  “...?!”


  Ares quickly figured out the intentions behind pulling out farming equipment during a battle?


  “It truly is Ares...! Gri... No, you know the Basic Attack King’s intentions?”


  The Ares troops admired it and asked questions. Ares made a meaningful look and explained to them.


  “It’s a taunt. It’s taunting him.”


  “A taunt?”


  “Yes. The Basic Attack King is telling Lorex. I can beat you with a farming tool!”


  “...No way.”


  The Ares troops absolutely trusted Ares. But this time it was too much. It was impossible to accept Ares’ interpretation. Who was Lorex? He was the Third Knight. It was hard to find a presence stronger than Lorex. He was almost at the level of a final boss. How could Grid beat him with farming equipment? It was impossible, no matter how strong Grid was.


  The moment everyone thought this. Grid struck Lorex’s face with the flail.


  "What...?"


  They didn’t know why but Lorex was shocked. His face was white.


  At the same time.


  “Quick Movements! Blacksmith's Rage!”


  Grid used the saved buff skills and swapped back to the Enlightenment Sword after striking Lorex several times with the flail. It was the connection of basic attack, basic attack, and basic attack. But every time he was struck, Lorex’s health gauge visibly fell.


  “...”


  Ares and the Ares members stopped thinking.


  *** 


  [The target will receive three times the damage due to the effect of the Motley Flail. This effect will last for one minute!]


  “This much...!”


  Grid had only hoped for Lorex’s attack power to be lower. It was in order to avoid being hurt in the process of repeating the hits. Conversely, Grid’s attack power itself could be increased. The fact that the damage Lorex received would increase meant that Grid’s attack power increased.


  “This will hurt!”


  There was a one minute debuff but the opponent was the Third Knight. Grid thought that Lorex would resist the debuff in 30 seconds and rushed. He increased his agility with Quick Movements and raised his attack and attack speed again with Blacksmith's Rage.


  Peng!


  Pepepepeng!


  He was affected by the steadily rising fighting energy and could do six basic attacks per second.


  ‘I have reached the highest speed.’


  “Crazy guy...! Now I see that you are an assassin!”


  An attack speed reminiscent of a legendary assassin! Lorex was frankly frightened by Grid’s attacks, which were much faster than before. It was to the point of goosebumps. But he didn’t fall into confusion. So what if the attack speed was faster than before?


  These attacks weren’t threatening. He could return it...


  “Keeeok!”


  Lorex screamed as he was brandishing his axe. It was because the moment he was stabbed in the side, he felt pain that transcended the range he assumed. Grid smiled.


  [Fighting energy has reached 70 points.]


  [You have dealt 69,100 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 68,930 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 70,800 damage to the target!]


  This was a ‘basic attack.’ It was a result of Grid’s attack power rising by 25% due to Blacksmith's Rage and Lorex receiving three times the damage.


  [The black flame explosion...]


  [Critical!]


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been...]


  [You have dealt 489,300 damage to the target!]


  "Kuaaaack!"


  So far, no matter how much Grid attacked, Lorex had only let out a small groan. But now he was screaming. He felt terrible pain and his health gauge fell rapidly. Even if he struck back, the amount of blood-sucking couldn’t keep up with the lost health.


  ‘Why did he suddenly become so strong?’


  Lorex couldn’t imagine that this situation was causing by a farming equipment! A chill went down his spine.


  ‘Don’t tell me...! Has he been hiding his strength?’


  Lorex couldn’t gauge the real ability of this freak. The anxious Lorex shouted at the Red Knights.


  “How long are you going to watch? Help me!”


  In fact, Lorex wasn’t a person suited for a one on one match. He used a large axe as a weapon and was a war specialist with many skills to destroy the terrain and sweep away many enemies at once. It was disadvantageous for him to fight in a one on one match against an enemy equal to himself.


  “Cowardly bastard...! We will help the Basic Attack King!”


  “Yes!”


  Once Lorex called the Red Knights over, Ares gave a command and the Ares members responded.


  "No, don't come.”


  Grid restrained the Ares Army. He leapt up high, Lorex and all the Red Knights filling his vision.


  "100,000 Army.”


  “...?”


  "Blockade Sword!"


  “...!!”


  Peng!


  Pepepepeok!


  Dozens, hundreds of stems of fighting energy flooded down from the sky with a red and purple light, causing Lorex, the Red Knights, and Oasis to feel shock and panic.


  “The Undefeated King...!”




  Chapter 708


  It wasn’t a dragon or a great demon that the empire was most afraid of. It was the king of Lubana, Madra. The empire waged 97 wars against him, but never won once.


  The soldiers who accumulated experience in the process of winning over the continent, the strategists who turned the world upside down with mysterious tactics, and the knights that caused the empire to dominate with strong force. All of it was nothing in front of Madra. They were just novices.


  In front of Madra’s valor, the empire’s soldiers became cowards. In front of Madra’s tactics, the empire’s strategists were nothing, and the empire’s knights couldn’t endure Madra’s strength. The empire’s people didn’t know this because a lot of information was concealed, but it was clearly described in the imperial history record books.


  『 If Madra had lived for three more years, other nations would’ve sought to become Lubana’s servants. If Madra lived for five more years, the empire would’ve lost half its territory. If Madra lived for 10 more years... The empire wouldn’t exist. 』


  The Undefeated King! The name had been imprinted with fear into the imperial royal family for hundreds of years. This was why the empire unusually oppressed the Lubana tributary. The empire was afraid of the kingdom that produced the Undefeated King. They were worried that the second or third Undefeated King might be born in Lubana and crippled Lubana and its people.


  How surprised must they be? Once the news that a person who claimed to be the descendant of the Undefeated King appeared in Lubana, Emperor Juander forgot his dignity and his body shook.


  "Destroy the descendant of the Undefeated King!”


  The emperor immediately gave an order. The elite army of the empire and the Red Knights advanced to Lubana. But they couldn’t fulfill the empire’s order. Due to the intervention of Ares, king of Valhalla, they lost the descendant. That’s why the current situation was like this.


  The Red Knights were given the responsibility. Punish Valhalla who dared to rebel against the empire and destroy the descendant that they took in. It was the new mission that Lorex and the Red Knights were assigned. Now Lorex was watching the mission fail. It was easy to punish Valhalla, but the descendant of the Undefeated King was hiding somewhere like a rodent. They thought it wouldn’t be easy to find him. 


  However.


  “100,000 Army Blockade Sword.”


  The descendant appeared before their eyes.


  “The Undefeated King’s descendant...!”


  Lorex’s eyes widened and sweat flowed down. The identity of the strange man he had been fighting against was the descendant of the Undefeated King?


  ‘I can’t believe it!’


  Not long ago, Lorex had met the descendant in Lubana. It was highly likely that the descendant of the Undefeated King was fake. Unlike the legendary Undefeated King, the descendant’s force was at an ordinary level. He didn’t even use the swordsmanship that symbolized the Undefeated King.


  Then what was this strange ghost? Only two weeks later, a person used the swordsmanship that symbolized the Undefeated King.


  100,000 Army Blockade Sword. It was a cursed technique that had been spoken about through Lorex’s family for generations. The Undefeated King pulled out his sword and tied up an army of 100,000?


  "It’s absurd!”


  Lorex shouted and denied the legend. The legends of the Undefeated King were too unrealistic and Lorex couldn’t accept them as fact. A sword that sealed 100,000 troops? Lorex was convinced that it wouldn’t appear in novels of the third generation. He asserted that everything related to the Undefeated King was false and the man in the sky was just bluffing. But.


  Peng!


  Pepepepeng!


  The firecrackers of red and purple fighting energy that filled the sky and earth. Lorex realized it after him and the Red Knights were hurt. The legend was true.


  [You have been blocked! You can’t move for 3 seconds and can’t use any skills or spells!]


  “This...!”


  It was a real story? Lorex paled and his legs weakened. It was the same for the Red Knights.


  Supaak!


  A sword of light descended. It was the sword that Grid wielded after using 100,000 Army Blockade Sword.


  “You...!”


  Lorex hurriedly tried to defend with the axe. However, Grid’s attack speed had reached the peak with Quick Movements and Blacksmith's Rage. Lorex couldn’t completely defend against the sword that struck six times per second.


  Peeeeeong!


  A dark sword energy flew towards the center of the helmet.


  Peeeeeong!


  Then black flames exploded. Lorex, who was the target of the attack, and all those standing like stones around him suffered great damage and bloodshed. Ares and the Ares troops shivered.


  The Red Knights. The strongest group in the Saharan Empire that dominated the continent. Grid was sweeping away those who caused fear and respect on his own.


  "Nonsense...!” Ares gulped and squeezed out some words. “You...! You're the best!! You are the best, Grid!”


  Grid. The first legend, the first king and also the hero of heroes. If he couldn’t be called the best then who could be recognized as the best? Ares called out honestly. None of the Ares troops denied his cry. Then Grid...


  ‘The best...!’


  His eyes were red.


  Duguen!


  His heart was greatly affected by Ares’ cry as he struck Lorex.


  ‘I am the best...!’ 


  He wasn’t mistaken. Everyone acknowledged it. Grid acknowledged that at this moment, he was the best player. He lived a lifetime as a fool and suffered countless failures due to a lack of talent. Now he was given a title that geniuses had monopolized.


  [Fighting energy has reached 60 points.]


  Nothing was more pleasing to Grid, who had been ignored and ridiculed most of his life. Not to mention, it wasn’t an ordinary person. Ares was the one praising him for being the best. Tears filled Grid’s eyes as he was moved.


  “Youuuuu!”


  Lorex escaped from the influence of the Blockade Sword and roared while wielding his axe. It was different from the forms of attacks he used so far. His axe was divided into three and hit Grid from three orbits at the same time. The Three Point Axe was Lorex’s persistent active skill. This was one of Lorex’s symbols.


  “You won’t be able to avoid this attack just by being fast!” 


  Lorex shouted with confidence!


  Grid retorted, “That’s if you are correct.”


  “...!!”


  Lorex noticed his mistake. The person in front of him. No, the Undefeated King’s descendant. He was a bit quicker and avoided Lorex’s attacks. But in retrospect, hadn’t the descendant been enduring the attacks up until now? Avoiding the attacks weren’t necessary. Being hit by the attack itself was meaningless.


  Peeeeok!


  The moment Lorex’s axe hit Grid’s chest.


  Puk!


  Puuoooook!


  Grid fiercely countered it. Lorex still had the debuff where he received three times the damage.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  It was Lorex, not Grid, who felt a greater pain in their exchange of strikes. The Red Knights tried to help Lorex.


  Pepepepeng!


  An explosion of black flames stopped them.


  “What the hell...!”


  How could he keep using such a strong skill? Did this person have no limit on his mana? 


  A shaken Red Knight muttered. “This... This is the strength of the Undefeated King...”


  “...!”


  The Undefeated King. Yes, the enemy in front of him was the descendant of the Undefeated King. He couldn’t be measured with their common sense. The moment everyone realized it.


  [Fighting energy has reached 70 points.]


  Grid’s fighting energy, which had weakened after using 100,000 Army Blockade Sword, thickened again. It was the power of Quick Movements and Blacksmith's Rage. The speed at which fighting energy accumulated was much faster than before.


  [Fighting energy has reached 71 points.]


  [Fighting energy has reached 72 points.]


  [Fighting energy...]


  Fighting energy accumulated more quickly. The Red Knights who joined the battle to help Lorex was a problem. The several people surrounding Grid dealt more harm than good. Finally.


  [Fighting energy has reached the maximum!]


  There were only 10 seconds remaining on Quick Movements and Blacksmith's Rage. Notification windows appeared in Grid’s field of view as he barely maintained his life with Doran’s Ring, Tiramet's Belt, and the First King title.


  "Push!”


  Lorex and the Red Knights increased their momentum. They confirmed that Grid sustained his life with intermittent recovery skills and was on the verge of dying, so they determined it was time to put an end to this fight. Grid made the same judgment. Grid had a 50% increase in strength, agility, and stamina thanks to fighting energy reaching its maximum. He used a somewhat obscure, special power that symbolized the Overgeared King.


  “Blackening.”


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  Demonic power exploded. Then.


  "100,000 Army Massacre Sword.”


  “...!!”


  Chukak.


  Chukakakakak!


  30 times per second. The fastest swordsmanship poured out at a speed that couldn’t be pursued with the eyes. The air darkened with the energy blades. Lorex and all the Red Knights were attacked.


  [You have dealt 65,900 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 67,800 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 66,670 damage to the target!]


  [The black flame explosion...]


  [Splash damage equal to 300% of your total attack power has hit all targets in a 10 meter radius!]


  [You have dealt 32,100 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 29,500 damage to the target!]


  [The black flame explosion...]


  [Splash damage equal to 300% of your total attack power has hit all targets in a 10 meter radius!]


  [You have dealt...]


  [You have dealt...]


  The reason that Grid favored Link was because the opportunity of activating the black flames option of the Enlightenment Lightning Sword increased. Of course, this logic applied equally to 100,000 Army Massacre Sword. And unlike the single-target Link, 100,000 Army Massacre Sword was a wide area attack skill. It hit many enemies several times, meaning the probability of the black flames exploding was high. Much higher!


  Kwang!


  Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa! Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  “...”


  The best magic that a player had yet to encounter, Meteor, was falling from the sky several times? Ares and the Ares troops were unable to close their mouth as black fire constantly exploding, destroying Liberon Forest. And on this day.


  [The 23rd Knight Rove has been defeated.]


  [The 26th Knight Kent has been defeated.]


  [The 29th Knight Ordo has been defeated.]


  [The 12th Knight Theo has been defeated.]


  [The 14th Knight Shen has been defeated.]


  [The 15th Knight Vio has been defeated.]


  ...


  ...


  The knights from number 30 to 20 collapsed. In addition, the knights in the 10’s also lost their lives. Then.


  [The Third Knight Lorex has been defeated.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [The Red Knights’ Red Armor has been acquired.]


  [Lorex’s Red Armor has been acquired.]


  [Lorex’s Large Axe has been acquired.]


  The Third Knight Lorex also met his end.


  “U-Unbelievable...!”


  “You! The Undefeated King’s Descendant!


  The surviving Red Knights gathered around the Fifth Knight. They were relatively fine. Damage hadn’t accumulated like Lorex and they didn’t have the debuff of having damage increased by three times. Thus, they were able to protect their bodies with defense skills.


  On the other hand, Grid was exhausted.


  [The duration of Quick Movements is over.]


  [The duration of Blacksmith's Rage is over.]


  “Pant... Pant...”


  He was in a state where all his survival skills were exhausted. His buffs had ended. His health had fallen by half due to the use of Blackening.


  ‘I can’t keep fighting this way.’


  It would be difficult to lose his immortality. The immortality was his last, last resort. Grid determined that he should leave the battlefield before the duration of Blackening was over. He tried to get as far away as possible from the Red Knights. But he couldn’t move.


  Pajik!


  Pajijijik!


  [A powerful lightning attack has paralyzed you!]


  [You can’t resist.]


  [The effect of high composure has reduced the duration of the restraint.]


  "I've never seen the Red Knights pushed so far. You are truly the Undefeated King’s descendant. His Majesty will be very pleased when I give your head to him.”


  A voice was heard from empty space. The irresistible force caused a shiver to go down Grid’s spine.


  ‘What?’


  Grid was confused. A figure started to appear in front of his eyes. It was a person with transparent skin. The appearance of the skin gradually whitened while the owner also had wide hair, eyebrows, and even pupils.


  "Hello? I am called Kyle.”


  One of the five pillars supporting the empire. It was the moment when the still unknown people emerged in front of Grid.


  “Now, die.”


  Pajik!


  Paijijik!


  “Kuk...!”


  [There is one second left until the restraint is lifted.]


  Kyle’s hand became covered with lightning and he pointed it at Grid’s face.


  "Raising Corpses.”


  Peeng!


  Behind Kyle. A death knight rose from the spot where Lorex died and attacked Kyle. Lorex had become a death knight.


  “...Huh?”


  Kyle flinched from the unexpected attack.


  [You are free from the restraint!]


  Grid shed the lightning energy that was holding his body. He hurriedly opened the distance from Kyle as he heard a familiar, unpleasant voice.


  “Kik... Kikkik, you are mine. I won’t let you fall to someone else.”


  “You...!”


  Grid was astounded.


  Dark eyes with dark circles. It was Agnus, a man with pale skin and green hair. Baal's Contractor had emerged.




  Chapter 709


  ‘Why is he here?’


  In fact, such a question was pointless. Agnus was also a player and it was unknown what quests he had. It wasn’t strange for him to appear anytime, anywhere, or in any form. Grid always had to keep the possibility of encountering him in mind. At this moment, Grid should be having other doubts.


  ‘Why did he help me?’


  Grid was caught by the unknown strong person called Kyle and this was a crisis for everyone. The Ares troops tried to help him, but it was hard since the imperial troops intervened while giving up their lives. At this time, Agnus helped Grid. It could only be interpreted as an obvious favor. Grid found it hard to understand. Even if there were no personal feelings, wouldn’t the quest development make Agnus his enemy?


  ‘From Agnus’ perspective, he should welcome my death.’


  Why? 


  ‘Why did he help me?’


  The moment Grid was feeling confused.


  [The level of the corpse that you raised is too high.]


  [Control can no longer be maintained.]


  Death Knight Lorex turned grey after attacking Kyle’s back. It was only three seconds after his appearance. A wide smile spread on Agnus’ face.


  “3,000 dominance was consumed just to control him for three seconds? Kilkik! Grid, you defeated this monster?”


  “...”


  “Hero King...! Hero King!! I want to see how much stronger you have become! Kihahahahat!”


  “...!!”


  Grid hurriedly backed away.  Agnus laughed like a madman and started attacking him. Agnus helped and now he wanted to kill Grid.


  "What the hell is this?”


  Grid screamed wildly as he avoided the attack. Agnus chased after him and stabbed his sword.


  “Kik! Kikikik! A last ditch effort! Do it! Give me more fun! Kihahahahat!”


  “This crazy bastard...!”


  Grid realized. It was impossible to understand Agnus. Yes, Agnus was just crazy. Grid must not make the mistake of feeling like he owed Agnus for his life.


  'Saving me was just a mere whim...!’


  Grid judged. Agnus’ sword grazed his cheek. It was a sword made of bones.


  [You have been cursed.]


  [You have resisted.]


  'A weapon that triggers a debuff...! Did he get a new item?’


  “Kikikik! What are you doing staring blankly? Don’t run away! Hit me! Kuahahahat!”


  Agnus became crazier. He wasn’t aware of the Red Knights and Kyle surrounding him and Grid. Fifth Knight Dia grinded his teeth.


  “Treating us like a folding screen...!”


  Dia was a person specialized in combat. His overall stats were inferior to Third Knight Lorex but he was better in a one on one match. The moment that he furiously tried to fly towards Grid and Agnus.


  “Stop.” Kyle restrained Dia. "As you have seen, the descendant of the Undefeated King is strong. The same is true for the unidentified man who appeared late. It is better to induce the two of them to fight.”


  “Kuhum...!”


  Dia didn’t like Kyle very much. He hadn’t been seen at all when Lorex and the Red Knights were in a crisis, only showing up when the descendant of the Undefeated King was exhausted. If Kyle went out a bit earlier, then Lorex could have lived.  But.


  ‘I can’t criticize him!’


  Dia also failed to save Lorex. He was no different from Kyle. Dia barely suppressed his anger at Kyle and nodded.


  "I understand.”


  The descendant of the Undefeated King was strong and the man who showed up late didn’t seem weak either. Dia thought it would be better for the two of them to fight each other as Kyle said.  But the development didn’t flow according to what they wanted.


  “Agnus! Calm down!” Veradin belatedly arrived on the battlefield and grabbed Agnus’ reason. “You can fight him at any time, but not Kyle! If you miss the chance today then you might not encounter Kyle again!”


  Kyle and Agnus’ factions were different, but they belonged to the same empire. Originally, they couldn’t be hostile to each other. Depending on the story development, it was highly likely they would be allies the next time they met.


  "...Kihi!”


  Agnus, who was chasing Grid, barely regained his reason and stood in place. Kyle was classified as one of the strongest NPCs. Agnus thought that fighting Kyle would be much more fun than Grid who was running away.


  “Well... I’d rather fight a tough guy than a weary coward... Kik.”


  “Pant... Pant...”


  Grid was relieved when Agnus stopped chasing him.


  ‘I almost died.’


  It wasn’t just because he was tired. Grid was unable to reveal that he was the Overgeared King,. There was no chance of winning if he couldn’t fight Agnus with all his strength. There was no chance unless Agnus summoned Mumud and forced Grid to use Assimilation.


  ‘But Agnus won’t summon Mumud unless he is an idiot.’


  Summoning Mumud would initiate the Braham VS Mumud quest and Grid would receive the level 400 correction. In addition, the assimilated Grid and Lich Mumud would be forced into combat. Grid was convinced that Agnus wouldn’t summon Mumud after being aware of this fact.


  Indeed.


  Kukukukukung...


  Agnus summoning his death knights and liches except for Mumud. Then he ordered them to attack Kyle. The death knight that Veradin summoned also hit Kyle.


  ‘It’s dangerous.’


  Grid wore Braham’s Boots and flew into the sky to move as far away from the battlefield as possible and anticipated Kyle’s crisis. He was familiar with how strong Agnus’ death knights and liches were.


  ‘Kyle is at least on the same level as Lorex.’


  But he couldn’t endure the pincer attack of Agnus and Veradin. They were monsters who blocked both Grid and the Ares Army. Grid judged this, but Kyle laughed at this judgment.


  Pajik!


  Kurururung!


  Kyle summoned a storm of lightning around himself. It was powerful magic. The death knights were swept away by the lightning storm and fell in all directions.


  ‘It is beyond Ashur’s magic?’


  More than a great magician! Grid was taken aback when he realized that Kyle’s skills were more than imagined. He was reminded of one of the empire’s greatest powers, beyond the solo number knights.


  “Don’t tell me, the five pillars...!”


  Grid now noticed Kyle’s identity.


  “I don’t know who sent the assassin, but it’s stupid. Do you think you can beat me with such skills?”


  Pajijik!


  Kyle, surrounded by lightning, disappeared from his place and reappeared. He appeared behind Agnus without anyone in the battlefield knowing, a dagger in his hand. He wasn’t just a magician, but a person specialized in combat itself.


  Puk!


  Puk puk puk!


  Kyle’s dagger stabbed Agnus’ side again and again. Six times per second. Kyle reached the maximum speed that the buffed Grid was capable of.


  “Agnus...!”


  Grid flinched in the sky.


  ‘Should I help?’


  He didn’t like Agnus. Grid was clearly enemies with Agnus and was in a position to desire Agnus’ death. However, he was aware that Kyle was a much more threatening enemy than Agnus.


  ‘As long as the five pillars exist, the empire will maintain its power and pressure the Overgeared Kingdom forever.’


  Maybe he should take advantage of this opportunity? It was a great opportunity to break down the five pillars and weaken the empire!


  '...I don’t want to have a debt owed to that crazy man.’


  His health, mana, and stamina had recovered to an adequate level. Grid checked his condition and pulled out the Enlightenment Lightning Sword. At the same time, the Ares Army broke through the imperial army and joined Agnus. The Ares Army made the same judgment as Grid.


  “Agnus! I know roughly what you are up to! But it’s okay! I will use it! If I can get rid of the five pillars, I will join hands with a mad dog!”


  Jeeeong!


  Agnus’ death knights had been swept away by the lightning storm and scattered all over. The members of the Ares Army attacked the rear of the Red Knights fighting them. Thanks to this, Agnus’ death knights were able to regain their freedom. Agnus kept up the onslaught on Kyle using all means and methods. He laughed on the battlefield.


  “Okay! Good! Furfu’s Power!”


  The moment a great demon was mentioned.


  Swaaaaah.


  The sky stained by the setting sun was filled with a white light. It was a change in landscape caused by the frost that started to pour down like rain.


  Kiyaaaaaah!


  Kuoooooh!


  This was the power of Great Demon Furfu! Agnus’ death knights became more powerful and the isolated Kyle clicked his tongue.


  ‘How annoying.’


  In fact, Kyle’s goal was achieved the moment Lorex died.


  ‘As a result of the Third Knight leading the army, the imperial army was routed in combat and the Third Knight and numerous Red Knights died. It was proof of the incompetence of the Red Knights. ‘There’s no need for the Red Knights.’


  The emperor would be delighted when Kyle made this report to him. That’s right. Kyle’s real mission this time was the collapse of the Red Knights.  As a result, the empress’ power would be weakened.


  ‘It would be better if I could handle the Undefeated King’s descendant here but...’


  The two necromancers who unexpectedly appeared were difficult. In particular, the crazy necromancer was a skilled man who escaped from common sense.


  ‘The power of a great demon... I’d rather leave while the surviving Red Knights are serving as shields.’


  Valhalla was a rural area from the standpoint of the empire. Kyle didn’t want to make his official debut in this village. He felt this place was too small a stage to announce his dignity, so he decided to leave.


  “Blue Dragon’s Dance.”


  Pajik!


  Pajijijik!


  Kyle used the power obtained from the East Continent to maximize his physical abilities. He planned to escape the death knights persistently sticking to him. But his plan was ruined by an unexpected event.


  “Summon Lich! Mumud!”


  "Hey, you crazy guy!”


  “?!”


  As soon as Agnus summoned Lich Mumud, Grid fell towards Kyle and his black hair turned white.


  “Fireball!”


  “Kiyaaaaaah!”


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  Braham and Mumud fired magic at each other at the same time. It was natural for Kyle in the middle to be caught in the blast.




  Chapter 710


  Kraugel was the first person to be mentioned when it came to geniuses in Satisfy. The whole world recognized Kraugel as a collection of talents. They thought the reason why he reached the peak of two billion users was because he was a genius among geniuses.


  But what was the truth? The world was wide and there were many monsters.  If Kraugel was a human only blessed with natural talent, he would never be the best. The reason he could be the best was because he worked hard. In order to be the best, Kraugel was also striving to keep his top position and to climb higher. Strictly speaking, he was a superior version of Grid.


  On the other hand, this place.


  ‘Kikik, yes, the fool finally figured it out. Otherwise it wouldn’t be worthwhile saving him.’


  There was a person who became the best with relatively little effort. Agnus. The person who stayed at 7th in the unified rankings despite being one of the first to obtain a epic hidden class. The world tended to underestimate him. He didn’t take first despite his epic class, so his talent was somewhat lacking. But those who knew Agnus’ disposition didn’t undervalue him.


  Unlike other rankers, Agnus wasn’t afraid to die. He only pursued pleasure. He played this game in pursuit of the fun of the moment, rather than profit. Therefore, he received countless penalties and caused others to fear him. If an ordinary person played the game like this, he could never be a high ranker. Agnus not only held the 7th place in the unified rankings, he also had the title of one of the strongest. He had a collection of talents gathered in his body.


  At this moment, Agnus saved Grid’s life and summoned Mumud based on instinctive calculations. 


  One of the five pillars of the empire, Kyle. He was the weakest of the five pillars, but his level was at least 450. Agnus determined that a special method was necessary to beat him and he instinctively grasped that particular method. It was the power of Mumud and Braham, who received the quest correction.


  “Summon Lich! Mumud!”


  [Lich Mumud has been summoned!]


  [Mumud has detected Braham’s soul!]


  [The quest Braham VS Mumud has been triggered!]


  [Lich Mumud’s level is increased to 400. Some of the sealed magic will now be available. However, control is impossible.]


  Mumud who was magician whose talent transcended legends. He pulled out some of his strength.


  "Hey, you crazy guy!” Fireball!”


  The magic of Braham, a top talent and legend, could also be used. What was the destructive power that would occur when these two powerful forces collided with each other? Agnus estimated it would be enough to kill Kyle.


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  Giant flames emerged from Lich Mumud and Braham and collided. The two spells exploded with Kyle in the center.


  “Avoid it! Everyone avoid it!”


  The panicked Ares hurriedly moved his army back. On the other hand, the imperial army was confused after losing their commander and didn’t escape. The result was terrible.


  Kwarururung!


  Kwa kwang! Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Liberon Forest was ruined by the subsequent explosion and the imperial army was swept away. Agnus burst out laughing as he saw the blood and corpses all over the place.


  “Kik...! Hahahahahat! Interesting! Interesting!! Go on a rampage! More! More! Rampage further! Mumud!”


  "...Agnus, please don’t forget your original purpose.”


  Veradin had a hard time calming Agnus, who was constantly losing focus.


  ***


  [Braham’s soul has found Lich Mumud!]


  [The quest Braham VS Mumud has been triggered!]


  [Your level has increased to 400. Some of the sealed magic has been opened because of increased intelligence. You can’t control your body.]


  [Braham has taken control of your body and equipped Belial’s Staff.]


  “Fireball!”


  After Agnus summoned Lich Mumud, Braham controlled Grid’s body and used magic. He targeted only Mumud and Mumud responded by releasing his unique magic power. At this time, Grid thought that things were ruined. But.


  ‘Eh?’


  Kwaaaaaaaaaaaaaaang!


  There was a white man, Kyle, at the point where Braham and Mumud’s magic collided. He couldn’t escape the magic flying from both sides and experienced a catastrophe.


  [You have dealt 3,250,900 damage to the target.]


  This was the power of a legendary magician using Fireball with a myth rated staff! The heaven and earth shook as Kyle suffered terrible damage.


  ‘Don’t tell me...!’


  A shiver went down Grid’s spine as he experienced what happened with Kyle. He wondered if Agnus had deliberately induced this situation. He couldn’t help thinking that the position of himself, Agnus and Kyle was exquisite. But that thought disappeared.


  “Hahahahahat! Interesting! Interesting!! Go on a rampage! More! More! Rampage further! Mumud!”


  '...No, that crazy person can’t do such computations.’


  Once again, this situation was dangerous. Braham and Mumud were only aiming at each other. There was no stopping Kyle if he recovered from his wound and started acting.


  ‘Kyle can hit us in the back if we fight against each other. Braham, please calm down!’


  Grid shouted.


  “Mumud...! I will give you rest!”


  It didn’t reach Braham. His consciousness was focused only on his old disciple.


  '...Damn troll.’


  Grid cried out.


  ***


  “Ugh...!”


  On the burning ground. The entirely white man was lying with ragged clothes. It was Kyle.


  “What are those monsters...?”


  Kyle’s eyes shook as he confirmed Braham and Mumud’s appearance. He sensed that the magic coming from the two beings was comparable to himself. Kyle was confused. Since acquiring a magic power that was far superior to a great magician, he also prided himself on surpassing the legendary magician.


  Then what on earth was this? There were two magicians as good as him? In particular, the descendant of the Undefeated King.


  ‘How can the descendant of the Undefeated King use magic...?’


  The legend of the Undefeated King was so great that it was unbelievable. The absurd record of him killing hundreds of thousands with a sword wasn’t false. However, there was no record of the Undefeated King using magic. But now. The descendant of the Undefeated King was using magic!  The magic power that transcended the magic of a great magician!


  “Fireball.”


  “Kiyaaaaaah!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The descendant of the Undefeated King and the lich used magic against each other.


  “Kuk...!”


  Kyle was once again touched by the magic bombardment of the two monsters and moved away fearfully. He had no choice but to get out of here first. But there was a problem. The descendant of the Undefeated King and the lich were fighting around him.


  Kwang!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “Cough!”


  Due to the clash between powerful magic, the radius of the explosion was huge. Kyle was swept up in the explosion and coughed up blood. He couldn’t believe it.


  ‘This is Fireball? It isn’t Meteor?’


  Fireball was the lowest grade magic. The only advantage was that the casting speed was fast. The weakness in power and accuracy meant it could only be given the lowest rating. That’s right. The original Fireball couldn’t threaten Kyle. But the Fireball cast by the descendant of the Undefeated King was different from an ordinary Fireball. The casting speed was as fast as the lowest rated magic but the accuracy and power was as good as the best magic.  It was reminiscent of the legendary great magician Braham... It contained such a force.


  ‘No, it doesn’t make sense to think of Braham in regards to the Undefeated King.’


  Shake shake.


  Kyle viciously shook his head and denied it. The descendant of the Undefeated King acquired Braham’s magic? It was a ridiculous assumption!


  “What... There’s something I don’t know.’


  He needed to escape. Please, quickly. He needed to go back to the empire and analyze today’s big events. Kyle barely moved his trembling body and opened the power of the blue dragon.


  "Kyle, you have excellent natural magic power, but your ability to understand magic formulas is significantly reduced. It’s useless for you to walk the same path. I will give up my hopes for you. Leave. Just looking at your face is hard.”


  Kwaduduk!


  Every time the power of the sacred creature filled his body, he recalled the moment when he was abandoned by his teacher and father figure. The moment that Kyle was surrounded by lightning.


  “Fireball! Fireball!”


  “Kiyaaaaah!”


  “...!”


  Kwa kwang! Kwa kwang!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The Undefeated King’s descendant and unidentified lich accelerated their magic casting. They continued shooting at each other, causing massive damage to Kyle in the middle. The result was terrible.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  Kyle was surrounded by light. He was able to escape from the range of the explosion but lost an arm from the shock. He was a pillar that supported the empire. He couldn’t be hurt like this.


  “Ik...! Ick!”


  Kyle’s eyes were bloodshot.


  Kwaduk, kwaduduk! His gaze focused on the descendant of the Undefeated King.


  “Someday...! I will pay you back...!”


  "What is it, smallfry?”


  "Heok!"


  Kyle would run away now but it would be different when they met again later! Kyle was in a hurry as he was making this resolution. It was because the descendant of the Undefeated King, who was watching only the lich, suddenly turned his gaze to Kyle. It was like Kyle was a bug. There were no emotions in the eyes. The moment he met the descendant, Kyle felt like a bug.


  “A guy like you has an unusually violent temper. Do you want to die?”


  The Undefeated King’s Descendant. In other words, Braham borrowed Grid’s body and threatened Kyle in his distinctive tone. It was towards one of the five pillars of the empire, Kyle.


  “I-I’m really sorry!”


  He bowed his head and ran away. Kyle wouldn’t forget the face of the Undefeated King’s descendant that he saw underneath the tip of the straw hat. Yes, it was Grid’s face. Later, this would be a huge variable.


  ***


  [Kyle has retreated!]


  [The quest Secret Mission has been completed!]


  Agnus completed his purpose for coming to this place.


  “Kill me.”


  He ordered his closest subordinate, Veradin. He chose the extreme method of death in order to recover Mumud who had flown into an uncontrollable state. Was it because he didn’t want to hurt Grid who he fought with for a while? No way.


  It was because due to the intense attack from Grid and the Ares Army as he made his way through the forest, he was about to die. Agnus didn’t care about dying, but it would be a huge loss if the Braham VS Mumud quest was considered a failure. It was a good idea to end his own life and stop the quest. Veradin also respected his choice.


  "I’m glad your mind has returned.”


  “Kikikik!”


  Puok!


  Agnus died and Lich Mumud also disappeared.


  “Then I’m going now.”


  As Grid’s black hair started returning, Veradin immediately left the battlefield.




  Chapter 711


  "Chase the enemy! Don’t let a single one of them leave alive! Show no mercy! Carve fear into the empire!”


  After Braham and Mumud turned up in Liberon Forest. The Red Knights and imperial army started their retreat without looking back. A last hurrah to destroy Valhalla and the Undefeated King’s descendant? It couldn’t be done. After the defeat of the Third Knight, there was nobody left to deal with the descendant of the Undefeated King, the monster who even chased away one of the five pillars.


  “Kuack!”


  “Hiiik!”


  The imperial army wanted to escape from his hellish place as soon as possible. Unfortunately, their retreat rate was very slow. The rugged terrain and climate of Liberon Forest captured their ankles. On the other hand, the Valhalla soldiers had been trained in Liberon Forest. Their morale rose and they quickly caught up with the imperial army.


  Puk!


  Puk puk puk!


  Chukakakakak!


  A terrible sight! The Valhalla soldiers were like devils. They didn’t spare the imperial soldiers begging him to live. They didn’t accept the surrender. It was a warning to the empire not to take Valhalla lightly. 


  "These guys...!”


  The Fifth Knight gritted his teeth as he witnessed his soldiers being slaughtered. He deeply hated Valhalla, who dared to go against the empire. But he didn’t move to help the soldiers. He had to take care of the Red Knights, not the soldiers who could be replaced at any time.


  ‘While Mercedes wasn’t here, our Red Knights suffered great damage. I don’t deserve to see Mercedes if I lose all these knights.’


  Kwajak!


  “Kuak!”


  Dia blew away the enemies chasing after the Red Knights. He was relieved by one fact. It was regarding the emperor.


  ‘Kyle, who His Majesty so favors, couldn’t stop the descendant of the Undefeated King. It’s natural that our Red Knights would fail this mission.’


  The emperor couldn’t punish the Red Knights. If he wanted to punish the Red Knights, he had to punish his favored Kyle.


  ‘...But it’s surprising.’


  Dia recalled Kyle, who became helpless in front of the magic bombardment of the lich and Undefeated King’s descendant.


  ‘He’s weaker than the rumors. Even if he is the weakest of the five pillars, he is below Lorex.’


  Kyle couldn’t defeat the Undefeated King’s descendant, who killed Lorex. It meant Kyle was weaker than Lorex. The reputation of the five pillars was exaggerated.


  ‘What about Mercedes and Lucas?’


  The First Knight and Second Knight. Their reputation, which was incomparable high, was much weaker than the reality. It was the result of the emperor not acknowledging their achievements.


  ‘In fact, Mercedes is superior to the five pillars.’


  Dia was running at the very rear of the Red Knights. It was a location where he intended to protect the Red Knights from the pursuit of the enemy. It was a dangerous situation and he had to take responsibility.


  "Look at the Red Knights running like rodents! Puhuhu!”


  Luck of Valhalla. He held a horse’s reins in one hand and a huge guandao in the other hand as he moved to Dia’s side. (Guandao: type of Chinese pole weapon) Once the distance was narrowed.


  Peeeeeong!


  Luck’s guandao moved in an arc and Dia’s upper body shook after blocking it with a sword.


  “You...!”


  Dia was surprised. He had fought Luck several times, but it had always been an exchange of swords on the ground. At that time, Dia had overwhelmed Luck. Now Luck’s attack power was twice as strong when he was using a spear on the horse. Dia became alert. Luck laughed.


  "My horse riding ability level is really high. And a sword isn’t a weapon suited to being used on a horse!”


  Jeeeong!


  Luck’s guandao fell at a right angle this time. It was with great power. Dia’s balance slightly collapsed as he blocked it with his sword.


  “Sir Dia!”


  Once he heard a cry from behind, he turned his head towards the Red Knights. Dia called out as he saw them turn their horses around.


  "Keep moving forward! You should go to Mercedes’ side!”


  “B-But...!”


  The Red Knights knew the situation. Dia, who overcame thousands of Valhalla soldiers while Lorex was dealing with the Undefeated King’s Descendant, was already weary. Now he was facing the enemies with high morale alone.


  The Red Knights were worried.


  “I am the Fifth Knight! My duty is to protect you!” 


  Dia shouted.


  He thought. A leader should be willing to protect his subordinates. Just like Mercedes.


  "I will protect you! Go! Don’t think about anything and head to the capital!”


  Jjang! Jjang! Jjeejeeeong!


  Dia groaned while defending against Luck’s bombardment. He gave up on survival. He turned around and stood in front of Luck. There were dozens of famous enemies, including Scott, supporting Luck. But Dia wasn’t afraid.


  “The Red Knights are eternal...!”


  Piaro, whose name it was a sin just to mention. As a young man, Dia had been a member of the Black Knights and admired him.  He dreamt of someday destroying the enemy in the front as a Red Knight and protecting his friends.


  'In the end, I couldn’t achieve my dream...!’


  Jjejeong! Jjang!


  His sword twisted and cut at Luck’s chest.


  “Cough!”


  Luck coughed up blood.


  “I have no regrets!”


  Dia roared. Scott leapt from behind Luck and stabbed Dia’s chest, but his sword didn’t stop moving for a moment. He kept cutting at the approaching enemies, keeping them firmly in place. In the end.


  "...A brilliant guy.”


  Due to Dia’s skills actions, the Ares troops missed the Red Knights. The Red Knights had completely disappeared from view. There were even dozens of Ares troops killed. He was truly a solo number knight.


  "Your last will?”


  Ares admired Dia’s outstanding dance and sacrifice and asked him. It was the greatest honor given to an enemy in a war.


  “I...”


  Dia’s eyelids were growing heavy. His vision blurred.


  Flop!


  Dia, who endured to the last moment, finally fell to his knees. His legs were weak and he couldn’t stand anymore. But he still didn’t let go of the sword in his hand.


  “...I... Believe in Piaro... I never once doubted you...”


  One day.


  "One day, your stigma as a traitor will be washed away.”


  Swaaah.


  Who was this last will for? Dia coughed up black blood and his body turned to grey. Ares was silent.


  ***


  Kyle fled and Agnus took his own life. Grid sat to one side and regained his stamina. He watched the strength of Valhalla’s army end this war. Then Braham’s heavy voice was heard.


  -Grid.


  “What, you’re fine?” Grid grumbled at Braham. “You fainted the last time you saw Mumud. How did you hold on today? Oh my, how great.”


  Braham never helped in the critical moments. This time, the result ended up well, but Grid still didn’t like it. Braham sincerely said to the dissatisfied Grid.


  -I’m sorry.


  “...?”


  A person who thought he was the best in heaven and earth! There was no phrase more suitable to describe Braham. Yet he was apologizing to a human?


  “W-What? Did you eat something bad?”


  Braham questioned the confused Grid.


  -I failed to recover my body and went to meet you in the Behen Archipelago. Do you remember what I said when I borrowed your body?


  “...?”


  Unlike usual, Braham’s voice was gentle. It was almost kind.


  ‘Why is he doing this?’


  Braham was different from usual! Grid was feeling confused when he suddenly recalled a quest.


  [Legendary Great Magician]


  ★ Hidden Quest �


  Braham has failed to recover his original body. He wants to stay in a safe space until he recovers his exhausted magic power, and has chosen your body as that space.


  If you accept Braham’s soul, you will gain a powerful force.


  Quest Acceptance Reward: 50% increase in affinity with Braham, the legendary second class ‘legendary great magician.’ 


  It was an ongoing quest. Grid got a legendary second class thanks to this quest and since then, he had been with Braham’s soul. Then Grid realized one fact.


  ‘That's right... Braham asked to borrow my body for 1~4 years.’


  Now it had been three years since they were together. This was in terms of Satisfy time.


  “...Have you recovered your magic power?”


  Grid’s voice shook as he asked the question. Once he was reminded that he wouldn’t be with Braham forever, he felt agitation and sorrow. Grid couldn’t help feeling affection for Braham. He liked Braham. Despite being a troll, how much had Grid won thanks to Braham? There were many enjoyable days. Braham was a strong assistant and also a precious friend.


  Braham read Grid’s feelings and sniffed.


  -Yes, I have recovered. It’s something to be happy about. But what is with your reaction? Do you really like me?


  “...”


  Grid didn’t deny it. Braham was too precious to deny just because he was ashamed.


  -...


  Braham remained silent when Grid didn’t speak. In fact, this wasn’t the normal Braham. After being expelled from the world of vampires and living as a human, he became aware of feelings of affection. He treasured Pagma, felt jealous and worried of Mumud, and now he liked Grid. In the midst of this awkward atmosphere, Braham spoke in a forced cheerful voice.


  -This is a happy occasion. Now you and I are free. I will restore my body and you don’t have to be hurt by my actions.


  Hurt. Braham’s words made Grid’s chest feel numb. Grid noticed. Braham blamed himself for being out of control every time he met Lich Mumud. Grid hurriedly denied it.


  "No, Braham. You have never done any damage to me. Think about it. Can’t I be here now because of your presence? I was always happy and thankful to be with you.”


  -...Thank you.


  Braham said with difficulty. His voice was also trembling. There was a lump in Grid’s throat.


  Paaaat!


  A source of great power was nestled deep in Grid’s chest. Braham’s soul started to stir. He was going to leave.


  Grid hurriedly exclaimed. “What? Why are you in a hurry? Take it slowly! Slowly leave!”


  -Kukuk, I have been waiting for this moment for three years. I want to leave. I want to recover my complete body as soon as possible.


  ‘But even so! It is too abrupt! Haven’t we been together all these years? Unburden your innermost thoughts!”


  Grid shouted tearfully. It was difficult for him to accept the sudden separation.


  Brrururung.


  Braham’s soul shook. He was deeply moved by the fact that he became a precious person to someone.


  -...I will give you a present. I will put my magic formulas into your body. Later, you will be able to learn new magic once you have sufficient intelligence. You won’t feel my absence.


  “Braham...!”


  -Kukuk, don’t be a girl. Didn’t I tell you? I will reclaim my flesh. We live in the same age. We will meet again.


  Paaaat!


  Braham’s soul emerged from Grid’s chest. Braham’s voice was no longer heard.


  “Braham!”


  Grid reached out to Braham’s soul which had reached the sky in an instant...


  ‘Stay well.’


  Braham’s soul disappeared into the sky without looking back. A blue soul moved as a beam of light.


  Jjejeok! Jjejejejeok!


  It cracked little by little.


  ‘In my current state, I can’t guarantee victory against Lich Mumud. I will drive Grid to death.’


  Braham knew from the beginning. His presence was becoming disruptive to Grid. Of course, he didn’t care at first. Grid was just a vessel to stay in while his magic was restored. But it changed once they were together. He didn’t want to trouble Grid anymore.


  ‘Don’t worry. I will repay you, even if I die and fall into hell. Be well. Live life with no regrets.’


  Jjeok! Jjejejeok!


  More and more cracks appeared in the blue soul. But Braham didn’t care. He focused on saying goodbye to Grid.


  ‘New legend, I praise you, feel awe towards you and love you.’




  Chapter 712


  [Braham’s soul has left.]


  The friend he built up many memories with had left him, but there was only a short notification window.


  The system didn’t understand the friendship between the two of them.


  “Braham...”


  Grid was left alone and felt depressed. He could no longer feel Braham’s soul in his chest, causing him to be overwhelmed by a sense of loss that was difficult to describe.


  “...”


  His legs wouldn’t fall. Grid stood firmly in place, looking at the blue trail that Braham’s soul left in the sky. He continued for a long time after the trail had completely disappeared.


  ***


  Oasis. He became a candidate to be the Undefeated King’s descendant, but he was gradually moving away from his dream. He was stunned in this war. Pagma’s Descendant, Grid. The hero of this era who became the first king with natural talent (?). Wealth, fame, and women.  Having secured everything, now he used the Undefeated King’s swordsmanship.


  Oasis felt a sense of deprivation. Why was the world so unfair? This world was for main characters only! The awful reality made Oasis sad. He felt that Grid was dominating all the luck in the world and resented the world’s unfairness. But now.


  '...He is truly an amazing person. Yes, like Ares said, good luck doesn’t exist. Grid was qualified, so he could become a main character.’


  Oasis no longer blamed the world. He couldn’t envy Grid. The five pillars. Oasis shook as the Ares Army dealt with the remnants of the empire and observed Grid. 


  ‘Grid... He has been locked in thought for five hours...’


  Why was Grid staring up at the sky after the battle?


  ‘He’s replaying the fight.’


  Oasis was convinced. Grid was like this all the time.


  ‘After experiencing some incidents... Grid always spent hours replaying the situation. Then he would use it as food for growth to develop constantly.’


  Replaying the battle. It was easy to say, but who could do it every time? In particular, Grid invested a few hours.


  ‘Amazing... Really amazing. I can’t even be jealous. Grid is different from me.’


  Well, of course. While he was an ordinary person, Grid was the best ranker who achieved countless great feats. No, he was one of the best. He couldn’t be compared.


  Kkuok.


  Oasis gripped the Undefeated King’s old sheath tightly. He was conflicted. Could he really keep this sheath? He had lost his qualification to become the Undefeated King’s descendant. After much struggling.


  ‘I can’t.’


  The Undefeated King. It was impossible for Oasis. He realized reality.


  ‘The rightful owner of the sheath is Grid.’


  Grid already had the Undefeated King’s swordsmanship. If he obtained the old sheath, he would be immediately chosen as the Undefeated King’s descendant.


  ‘He is already Pagma's Descendant... He has a second class.’


  Step, step.


  The determined Oasis approached Grid.


  Dugun dugun!


  He looked like a tycoon from afar. Oasis’ heart beat like crazy. Finally.


  “H-Hello?”


  Oasis was so nervous after greeting Grid that he bit his tongue. Grid glanced at him.


  “...!”


  The moment he met Grid’s black eyes, Oasis got goosebumps all over his body. Grid’s eyes were so deep that he couldn’t believe they were the same age. It was a totally different feeling from looking at a distance or through the screen. Oasis was confronted with the reality of Grid and gulped.


  “What can I do for you?”


  Grid asked politely. If someone who knew Grid was in this place, they would be shocked. Why? It was because originally Grid wasn’t polite. Since a long time ago, Grid rarely used honorifics on his opponent.  In fact, this wasn’t a problem of Grid’s nature.


  It was an overall feature of Korean gamers. Korean gamers lost politeness due to the AOS genre game ‘rules’ in the past. Since a certain point in time, informal conversations in game was a basic culture. But at this moment, Grid’s thoughts changed. It was a change that occurred when he looked back at himself and regretted that he had never been polite to Braham, who was hundreds of years older than him.


  Grid didn’t know if he would develop a relationship with the person in front of him in the future, but he shouldn’t make this person disgusted with him. He came to know the concept of ‘respect.’


  “Ah, t-that...”


  Oasis was confused and nervous, since the image of Grid that he knew was different than the one he faced. He was in a muddled state.


  "I don't know what’s going on, but feel free to speak your mind.”


  Grid smiled kindly. He could see his past self in the obscure Oasis. He always lacked confidence so he bowed his head and was afraid of even meeting people’s eyes a few years ago. Now Grid knew. Even pathetic people deserved respect. He had wanted to be respected in the past.


  'But now I am.’


  He had never respected the weak. He never harassed anyone unless they were an enemy, but he only helped his allies if they were in distress.


  ‘I never thought about the position of that person.’


  He was vigilant and suspicious of everyone before he got to know them. Yes, it was the same with Braham. He was wary and didn’t feel respect because Braham was a demonkin.


  ‘Just once.’


  If only he talked to Braham about being betrayed by Pagma, if only he said words of warm comfort. When Braham encouraged him, Grid could also give Braham hope.


  ‘Why didn’t I show any interest in Braham?’


  Grid knew his position. He could try to help Braham with his resurrection. But Grid didn’t. He just treated Braham the way he wanted. Nevertheless.


  “Nevertheless, you... You liked me...’


  Kkuok!


  Grid bit his lower lip hard. He was trying to stop himself from crying. Oasis had a great misunderstanding after seeing Grid.


  ‘I don’t know anyone who is so kind and looks at me with such friendly eyes...?’


  King Grid. It wasn’t just limited to Satisfy. He had a reputation and power to reign like a king in the real world. But rather than being arrogant, he was such a warm person. It was surprising.


  ‘He can control his mind... That’s how he was able to succeed...!’


  The arrogance exposed through various types of broadcasts was a false production. He didn’t want his true self to be seen by potential enemies. It was indeed admirable. ‘Yes, this is the ideal Undefeated King’s descendant.’ Oasis’ tension was released once he saw Grid as such a big person. He had a warm heart like believers in front of a Buddha statue.


  "Please accept this."


  Oasis handed the old sheath of the Undefeated King to Grid. Of course, it wasn’t without good reason. He wasn’t a fool. In any case, if he made Grid the descendant of the Undefeated King, he might get a separate reward in return.


  ‘It might be a few legendary items.'


  He would be able to live a different life. The moment that Oasis thought so.


  “Hey, sh... Is this a joke?”


  "?????"


  Grid frowned after being given the old sheath of the Undefeated King. The gentle atmosphere had completely disappeared. His eyes looked like he was going to curse at Oasis.


  ‘W-What? Why so suddenly?’


  Oasis panicked. The angry Grid threw the old sheath back to him.


  "A person is trying to suppress his emotions. Why are you giving this japtem to me? What is wrong with you? Eh? What is it?”


  “Jap...tem?”


  An item that provided a legendary class change quest was called japtem? It was impossible. Oasis thought that something was wrong with the Undefeated King’s old sheath. Then he heard a voice that hadn’t been present since he failed the quest in Lubana.


  -Do you think you can surrender ownership at will? The choice isn’t your burden.


  "...I didn’t lose my qualifications?”


  Oasis asked in a quivering voice. The voice from the old sheath hummed.


  -It’s a problem for me to judge. Don’t think about it.


  “...”


  Oasis’ eyes turned red. Deep emotions flickered as the dream he thought was long gone appeared again. Grid’s eyes were flat when they looked at Oasis.


  ‘Talking alone in front of a person... He is completely crazy.’


  Once again, he shouldn’t be kind to anyone. This was just a strange and twisted person. Then someone on a horse ran towards Grid. It was Ares returning after the war. Ares got down from his horse and bowed deeply to Grid.


  "I really appreciate it this time. Thanks to your help, I was able to achieve a bigger victory than I expected.”


  In the war that Ares planned, Liberon Forest was just the ‘first interception.’ Despite taking advantage of the terrain and climate of Liberon Forest, Ares knew that this line of defense would eventually be overcome. He prepared other traps in various places, but was able to get rid of the imperial troops before they were exposed. It was a tremendous benefit in the long run. Ares was truly thankful and grasped Grid’s hand.


  "No, I didn’t do it for your thanks.”


  "I know."


  The reason that Grid participated in this war was for the future of the Overgeared Kingdom, not Valhalla. Ares also knew this fact.


  "But it’s clear that Valhalla greatly benefited as a result. Allow me to repay you.”


  Clap clap.


  Ares clapped and 500 soldiers ran over. At a glance, they were clearly well-trained.


  “They are elites who have been given top attributes. The war raised their level to 270. Maybe they can grow into knights?”


  “...?”


  "I will give them to you.”


  “Huh?”


  "These soldiers, please accept them.”


  “...”


  Valhalla would supply troops to the Overgeared Kingdom, while the Overgeared Kingdom supplied items to Valhalla. This was the ideal alliance that Ares dreamt of.


  “I hope that the exchanges between the two kingdoms will be more active from today."


  “...I understand.”


  The grateful Grid left Valhalla with the soldiers. Oasis looked at his back and questioned the old sheath.


  "Isn’t he a fit for the ruler you’re looking for? Honestly, won’t he fulfil your wish?”


  The answer he received in return was:


  -He is already a ruler. His vessel is too big for the small part of my soul in this sheath to handle.


  “...”


  An amazing person who was recognized by an arrogant ego item. Oasis’ eyes filled with envy as they looked at Grid’s back.


  ‘Someday, I will stand side by side with you... No, I will become a person you will be aware of. Until then, please win.’


  The footsteps left by a hero of heroes, countless people followed them. Now Grid was someone else’s goal. Just like Grid’s goal was Kraugel.




  Chapter 713


  Name: Hail


  Level: 271


  Occupation: Soldier


  Strength: 1,090/1,700 


  Stamina: 1,047/1,700


  Agility: 600/1,000


  Intelligence: 306/800


  Skills: Intermediate Sword Mastery Lv. 1, Intermediate Spear Mastery Lv. 1, Beginner Bow Mastery Lv. 7, Beginner Shield Techniques Lv. 7, Beginner Horse Riding Lv. 3, Beginning Swimming Lv. 1. 


  Hidden Attributes: Terrain Adaptability Increase, Climate Adaptability Increase, Increased Amount of Experience Gained, Recover all Resources at Level Up, Status Resistance Correction, Decreased Morale Drop Rate.


  Status: Depressed (I was abandoned by King Ares... Did I do something wrong?)


  Name: Kan


  Level: 275


  Occupation: Soldier


  Strength: 1,290/1,400 


  Stamina: 1,347/1,500


  Agility: 810/1,100 


  Intelligence: 106/500


  Skills: Intermediate Sword Mastery Lv. 2, Intermediate Spear Mastery Lv. 2, Beginner Bow Mastery Lv. 9, Beginner Shield Techniques Lv. 9, Beginning Horse Riding Lv. 5, Beginner Swimming Lv. 1.


  Hidden Attributes: Terrain Adaptability Increase, Climate Adaptability Increase, Increased Amount of Experience Gained, Recover all Resources at Level Up, Status Resistance Correction, Decreased Morale Drop Rate.


  Status: Confused (It is an honor to serve the famous Overgeared King... My family is left at home...?)


  ‘...Crazy.’


  On the way to the Overgeared Kingdom. Grid was astonished as he observed the 500 soldiers with the King’s Sword. Was it due to the outstanding talents of the soldiers? No, that wasn’t it. The measure of a NPC’s talent was the maximum number of stats they could obtain and their special skills. From a general point of view, these 500 soldiers were all had plain talent. That’s why it was even more amazing.


  'Being able to raise the ordinary soldiers to this level...’


  The more talented the NPCs, the better their learning ability. In other words, ordinary soldiers were slow when it came to increasing their skills. The 500 soldiers that Ares gave him had a very high skill level despite being ordinary. Moreover, the separate attributes they possessed were also the best.


  ‘In particular, all resources are recovered when levelling up. This is the reason why Valhalla soldiers show great fighting ability in a war.’


  It was hard to give original attributes.


  They reason why the Overgeared soldiers had the Increased Adaptation in Rice Fields attribute was the result of steadily training there. The Overgeared soldiers did intense drills all day but unlike the Valhalla soldiers, they didn’t have a wide range of attributes. Recovering all resources when levelling up... Grid had no idea how to give that attribute.


  ‘How strong is Ares’ Fostering Strong Soldiers skill?’


  Imagine it. The appearance of Ares as he commanded one million soldiers.


  ‘...Scary, scary.’


  Grid never wanted to be hostile to Ares. If they had to be enemies...


  ‘I have to hit while Valhalla still isn’t developed.’


  Grid was confident. If he, Asmophel Chucksley, Maxong, and the best members of Overgeared devastated the enemy while Kasim and Faker assassinated them in the turmoil, they could conquer Valhalla. But instead...


  ‘Our damage will be big and we will show a gap to the empire.’


  Eventually, they would be destroyed.


  ‘I don’t want to be enemies with Ares in the first place.’


  Grid had a great deal of liking towards Ares. How many people in the world would hate Ares’ straightforward and bold personality?


  ‘...He has the candidate for the Undefeated King’s descendant by his side.’


  Oasis. The man who came to him and handed him an old worn-out sheath. Grid was reminded of him and cheered him on.


  ‘Don’t be discouraged.’


  In fact, he had been confused when a man he didn’t know came up to him and handed him the sheath. Then he used the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal on the sheath and felt anger and sympathy at the same time.


  [Undefeated King’s Old Sheath]


  ★ Quest Item �


  A sheath used by the Undefeated King when he was alive. A part of the Undefeated King’s will is contained in it.


  Conditions of Use: A player. After changing to the current class, unable to have died once.


  A quest item associated with the Undefeated King. Grid quickly grasped Oasis’ identity. He was the rumored descendant of the Undefeated King. No, he was a candidate to be the descendant.


  ‘It is a precious opportunity you have won for yourself. You shouldn’t give it to other people.’


  Why did Oasis try to hand over the sheath to him? Grid grasped the reason for it.


  ‘He wanted to give up.’ 


  It could be seen in the eyes and the shadows on the face. Oasis didn’t have any confidence. Just like Grid in the past.


  'I used to talk to myself all the time...’


  That’s right. Grid was projecting himself onto Oasis. Thus, he hated Oasis while at the same time, felt sympathetic and wanted to cheer him on.


  ‘Right now, the quest is difficult and you want to run away. But don’t give up. Hang on.’


  Setting his private emotions aside, wasn’t Grid greedy for the Undefeated King’s old sheath? Didn’t he want it? Certainly not. Grid and his colleagues were people who weren’t afraid of failure. There was no one among them who met the conditions to use the old sheath.


  'Well, there is nothing free in the world. If I received the sheath, I would have to give something else instead.’


  Rather, it was more urgent to get rid of the depression in the 500 soldiers. Grid reassured the soldiers.


  “Don’t worry if your family is in Valhalla. In the name of the Overgeared King, I will take all your family members into the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  Of course, Ares would willingly cooperate if he knew. The soldiers were thrilled when they saw Grid’s trustworthy face.


  ‘Unbelievable... Despite us not saying anything, he saw our anxiety and prepared a solution...’


  ‘He’s truly great... As expected from the famous Overgeared King.'


  Grid used items to build up the people.


  ***


  "What?”


  50,000 soldiers wiped out, many Red Knights died, and Kyle’s left arm was gone. Emperor Juander was upset when he heard the report. He wanted to suppress the Red Knights and the soldiers could be replaced at any time. But the fact that Kyle was hit was a problem. It became impossible to pass the responsibility of this war to the Red Knights and the position of the five pillars would become weaker. As a result, Juander was unable to achieve his intended purpose. His prestige even dropped.


  “Kyle...! Kyle, this guy! I believed in you!”


  Kuwaaaang!


  The energy of the Saharan imperial family passed down through generations filled the area. Once Juander became angry, the powerful red energy exploded and shook the great hall. Kyle’s face became paler.


  "I'm ashamed..."


  Kyle couldn’t lift his head. He was ready to die. The emperor’s plan was broken because of him and his position was weakened. However, Juander was cold. No matter how angry he was, he wouldn’t be stupid enough to cut his own flesh.


  “Confinement...! Don’t show yourself until I call for you again!”


  “...You are sparing my life?”


  “Don’t flatter yourself! I’m only leaving you alive because it’s necessary!”


  “...I will surely make up for this one day.”


  Kyle bowed deeply to Juander and left the great hall. Once left alone, Juander’s body started to tremble.


  “The Undefeated King’s descendant...!”


  He destroyed half of the Red Knights and damaged Kyle with magic? It was something that couldn’t be compared to what was witnessed in Lubana!


  ‘He can even use magic?’ 


  Magic was an area that even the Undefeated King in the legends didn’t use. Juander became uneasy.


  “Don’t tell me... The descendant of the Undefeated King is stronger than the Undefeated King?”


  ***


  Many people knew that the East Continent had a higher level of difficulty than the West Continent. It was no surprise that the people from the East Continent brought over by Grid to the Overgeared Kingdom performed better than the existing Overgeared Kingdom’s residents.


  By default, their level was high and they were distinguished in each field. A prime example was the four blacksmiths, the Red Phoenix Group, Sua, and Han Seokbong. Additionally...


  “Uh, it’s time to water the garden. I have to hurry.”


  "Don’t worry. Yang Fei has already watered it.”


  "Ugh! Prince Lord’s snack hasn’t been completed yet!”


  "Don’t worry. I already brought him a homemade pie made by Yang Fei.”


  “I’m in big trouble. Tomorrow is cleaning day, but I can’t find the supplies.”


  "Don’t worry. Yang Fei has already figured it all out.”


  "Prince Lord’s escort, Sir Chucksley has asked for a vacation because of back pain. I will summon Jude, who will temporarily be in charge.”


  "No, Sir Chucksley withdrew the request. His back pain was gone after Yang Fei gave him a massage.”


  “Yang Fei...”


  “Yang Fei...”


  Super maid! It was the nickname attached to Yang Fei. Grid’s hand techniques... No, after moving to the Overgeared Kingdom, she was truly very versatile. It was possible because she had to support a large family alone. She was able to cope with any situation and became a senior maid representing the Overgeared Palace. She was from the common people and became a royal maid!


  ‘I will devote myself even more!’


  Yang Fei was very motivated. Being able to show off all her skills was a vocation for her. This was like heaven compared to working in Idan’s restaurant.


  "If I work hard... One day King Grid will...”


  “What about Father?”


  "Come to me at night like the old days...”


  "At night?"


  “Massage... Kyaaack!”


  Yang Fei blushed as she spread her imagination. She belatedly realized and screamed. The cause was the 5 year old boy standing next to him. The black hair and high nose resembled his father. On the other hand, the eyes that resembled his mother was as blue as the sky. His eyes were gentle. The face was a perfect oval shape. It was an amazing small face with that nose and mouth!


  “P-Prince Lord...!”


  That’s right. The smiling boy whose eyes were shining like lanterns was Lord. As usual, he was covered in grease and dirt. It was incredible that he was the prince of a kingdom. It was inevitable since he worked in the fields in the morning, did martial arts in the afternoon, and royal business in the evening.


  “Hello Yang Fei.” 


  “...”


  A bright expression. Yang Fei was absorbed in Lord’s beauty and was stunned for a moment. Lord’s beauty was so perfect in all respects that even the great Yang Fei was amazed. This was despite the fact that he was only 5 years old. Lord asked an innocent question to the staring Yang Fei.


  "Does Father massage Yang Fei every night? Is it good?”


  “N-No! It was only a few times in the past! It hasn’t happened in recent years!”


  It was just a normal massage. But what Yang Fei felt was different. Therefore, she felt guilty for some reason. She couldn’t deny it completely. A strange smile appeared on Lord’s face. The innocence disappeared like it was washed away. He felt more like a sly uncle than a 5 year old boy.


  "Teach me how to give a massage. I want to give my girlfriends massages.”


  “...”


  "I will keep it a secret from Mother. Yes? Shall we go to my room?”


  Lord smiled again like he didn’t know anything! Yang Fei, who was known for always been calm and impersonal, couldn’t help feeling embarrassed in front of Lord. Lord was enjoying her reaction when a voice was heard.


  “King Grid has returned. Prince Lord, please change clothes and greet him.”


  The voice heard from the ceiling came from the King of Shadows, Kasim. Since the situation with the empire became uneasy, he devoted himself to escorting Lord and handed over leadership of the Overgeared Shadows to Faker.


  “Father!”


  Lord's face brightened. He was delighted to be reunited with his father, who he respected and loved most in the world. He really looked like a child when this happened.




  Chapter 714


  ‘Where did it go wrong?’


  Recently, Kasim’s worries had been deepening. It was because Prince Lord was quite wicked at age 5. His actions were gradually becoming perverse. Was it a cause for concern? Yes, it was. If Lord was a normal child, his spiteful nature wouldn’t be a problem. What 4~8 year old didn’t act out? Lord was the same as children of the same age.


  The problem was that Lord wasn’t normal. His innate intelligence was extraordinary enough to understand when taught and his talent was outstanding enough to adapt quickly to any field. Looking at him, Kasim was convinced that Lord would become a legend in the future. Was that all? He even had power. It was a serious problem for such a smart and influential person to have a spiteful nature.


  Look at what happened just before. He had Yang Fei in his hand and Yang Fei wasn’t able to resist simply because Lord was a prince.


  ‘It is still at the level of a joke.’


  But what if Lord became eviler?


  ‘A prince’s joke can ruin a person’s life.’


  The King of Shadows had made assassination as his business and knew the dark side of the world. He saw how dangerous crooked power was.


  ‘I worked hard on his emotional education but...’


  Kasim wasn’t Lord’s only teacher. The legendary farmer Piaro, Sage Sticks, Blacksmith Khan, and occasionally Pope Damian all taught Lord. They all tried to instill the correct way of thinking into Lord. Piaro taught him how to understand the minds of farmers and soldiers, Sticks taught him the moral sense of the whole species, Khan the unassuming spirit of a craftsman, and Damian the spirit of faith. Nevertheless, Lord was gradually becoming distorted.


  ‘This is a serious problem.’


  Kasim had started guarding Lord right after he was born. He no longer recognized Lord as a means of going against the empire and thought of Lord as his own child. That’s why he was more worried. However, he didn’t have an idea of how to fix Lord’s crooked character. Fortunately, his worries were quickly resolved.


  “Huh? What? My Lord. Did you suffer from studying today?”


  King Grid returned from a war. He saw the sweat and dirt on Lord and anxiously hugged him.


  “It’s good to study hard, but I would rather you make a lot of friends and play around. Lord is still young. You don’t have to live with excessive responsibility.”


  “Father...”


  Lord’s eyes turned red as he was hugged by Grid. The best genius of the continent, the only successor to the Overgeared Kingdom, a legend’s descendant, etc. Lord had the expectations of millions of people on him since he was born and had always been compelled to fulfill these expectations.


  It was always stressful. He felt resentment that he was overworked just because of his father and his natural talent. But Lord wasn’t able to express this to anyone. He was afraid of disappointing the people around him and didn’t want to disgrace his great father. Yet at this moment...


  "I will be happy if Lord is healthy and happy. I want Lord to make a lot of good friends rather than being alone. It would be great if my Lord is always happy and makes other people happy.”


  “...”


  The most respected and loving father in the world was revealing his heart.


  Kkuok...


  Lord buried his face in Grid’s chest and bit his lip. He was trying to stop himself from crying. At the age of 5, Lord had started to become skewed from his burdens. This little boy was getting his act together today.


  ‘Father, I’ll study harder from today onwards. I won’t make other people embarrassed. I will be a great person like Mother.’


  The smell of iron from his father’s arms was too good. The feeling of his father’s large and rugged hands stroking his head made Lord feel happy. Lord barely managed to hold back his tears and smiled. Kasim gave a warm smile from where he was watching in the shadows.


  ‘I can’t fill a father’s role.’


  ***


  “You’re safe.”


  Grid’s office.


  Lauel came to see Grid. He was still unfamiliar with the sight of Grid whispering to Lord in his arms. Wasn’t it just a few months ago that Grid was trying to teach Lord everything? Grid laughed bitterly.


  “Whenever I see a sweaty young child, I’m reminded of Sehee.”


  “Do you mean Ruby?”


  “Yes.” 


  A child who received the expectations of their parents due to her terrible brother. Sehee went to all types of private academies and would come home late at night. Grid knew how hard it was.


  “There is no reason to be overworked just because a person is talented. Well, he needs the minimum level of education as a prince, but...”


  “It’s not that I don’t understand your mind. But Prince Lord will be the biggest power in the future of the Overgeared Kingdom. Stopping the gifted education will directly lead to weakening the power of the Overgeared Kingdom...”


  "Do I have to rely on my son? This time, I have obtained the political power stat. I will try harder, so let’s stop putting the burden on Lord.”


  “...”


  Grid was trying to be more responsible since Braham left. At this moment, he realized he hadn’t been trying his best. He made up his mind to do even more.


  "Have you decided on the strategy to attack the vampire cities?”


  The named bosses sleeping in a vampire city dropped the best items. It was important to raise the power of the Overgeared Kingdom by occupying the vampire cities.


  "Yes, I have excluded the 2nd city, which is believed to contain Marie Rose and the 1st city, which is estimated to have the highest level of difficulty, from the attack list. We will clear the remaining seven cities sequentially.”


  “The raid group members?”


  "A party will be formed with Your Majesty and the viscount members.”


  The viscount members included the top members of the Tzedakah Guild: Jishuka, Pon, Regas, etc. There was also Peak Sword, Euphemina, Chris, and Katz.


  “It’s great...”


  "At first, I thought to include a wider variety of people in the party. But I thought an overall power boost was necessary.”


  The empire failed to destroy Valhalla and the cause of the failure was placed on the Undefeated King’s descendant. Right now, they were afraid to approach Valhalla and might detour to the Overgeared Kingdom first. Lauel thought it would be better to raise the power of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  "If the third advancement users don’t grow now, they won’t have the ability to deal with the solo number knights. I think it would be better to focus on raising the high level members in preparation for going against the empire.”


  Grid had directly witnessed the skills of the solo number knights and agreed.


  “That’s true...”


  In particular, the growth of Chris, Faker, and Regas were necessary. If they became more powerful than they were now, maybe they could fight one on one with a solo number knight. Grid nodded and Lauel added.


  "Ah, Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl will also go with you.”


  "...Do they have time?”


  “The two of them have decided to focus on Satisfy rather than their studies.”


  “Y-Yes...”


  Grid felt sorry for the vampires. And at this moment, Grid’s misfortune was triggered.


  ***


  “...”


  The national cemetery of the imperial capital, Titan. The Red Knights were gathered where the empire’s lords were sleeping. They were dressed in black mourning clothes. It was to honor their colleagues who died in the war against Valhalla.


  “A moment of silence.”


  The black outfit made her white skin more noticeable. Mercedes bowed her head and everyone followed her. 


  "...Sir Lorex, I will surely avenge you.”


  “SIr Dia... I won’t forget your sacrifice.”


  “...”


  The Red Knights started to sob. Pain filled their chests. However, their leader Mercedes was silent and didn’t shed any tears. Her role wasn’t to share in the sorrow, but to get revenge.


  “Prepare to leave.”


  After the funeral. Mercedes broke through the heavy mourning and gave an order to her aide, Sky. At this moment, a quest window appeared in front of Sky.


  [Blood Revenge]


  Difficulty: SSS


  First Knight Mercedes wants to honor her deceased colleagues. She’s determined to go to Valhalla and find the Undefeated King’s descendant in order to kill him.


  As Mercedes aide, you have the obligation to act with her and help her achieve her goal.


  Quest Clear Conditions: The death of the Undefeated King’s descendant.


  Quest Reward: Join the Red Knights. Once you join the Red Knights, you will gain benefits such as increased stats and new skills.


  Quest Failure: Level -5.


  ‘Finally...!’


  He was the first player to receive the opportunity to become a Red Knight. The ambitious Sky had been working only for this moment.


  '...Climb up the ladder step by step.”


  One day, he would become a solo number knight and stand side by side with Mercedes.


  'Then I will make you my girl.’


  An ugly smile appeared on Sky’s face. His gaze swept over Mercedes’ white neck.


  *** 


  "Three brothers have died."


  The nine direct descendants of Shizo Beriache. Among the vampires, they had transcendent power, but were under the Curse of Idleness. They spent most of their life sleeping. They belatedly received the news that Elfin Stone, Tiramet, and Latina had died.


  "I don’t know about Tiramet and Latina, but I can’t believe Elfin Stone...”


  Earl Elfin Stone. The nine. No, if Braham was included, then Elfin Stone was one of the top members among the ten direct descendants. 


  "But to be killed by humans...”


  "Is it one of the rumored legends? People like Muller.”


  “Hasn’t it been a few hundred years? Muller and the other legends are long dead.”


  “Eh...? Then who killed Elfin Stone...? Um... Ummmm...”


  “...Kuooh... Kuoooh...”


  “...Drrrool!”


  The direct descendants gathered after hundreds of years. Apart from Duchess Marie Rose and Marquis Fenrir, all of the direct descendants gathered in one place started to fall asleep. It was the fearful Curse of Idleness.




  Chapter 715


  There were a total of 15 vampire cities. The Overgeared Guild had already conquered cities 10~15.


  “The bosses who protect each city are true blood vampires or direct vampires. Everyone here has faced the true blood vampires a number of times, right?”


  The entrance to the 9th city. Lauel’s briefing started before they entered.


  “The direct descendants are super named bosses. Once killed, they won’t respawn again. Instead, a true blood vampire will appear as a boss.”


  Chris nodded.


  “Since taking over as lord of Reidan, I have hunted the true blood vampires 53 times. They are all named bosses and are strong.”


  "53 times...? You have attacked the cities 53 times in just three months?”


  Pon was amazed when he heard Chris’ words. He knew how high the difficulty of the vampire cities was. Unless Grid was with them, it took at least three days to capture a city once. Of course, this was a story for when the top members set up a party.


  Chris modestly responded to Pon.


  "It’s thanks to the actions of my captains."


  The five captains of the Giant Guild! They were the best talents, including the 1st ranked swordsman Zirkan. They were comparable to the top players of the Tzedakah Guild.


  ‘If we form a party with them, it will be easier to conquer the cities...’


  The convinced Pon nodded.


  “Wasn’t Chris hunting alone before?”


  “...”


  Grid was the one who asked the question.


  Pon was shocked.


  Hum hum. Chris coughed and explained.


  "That day, I specifically challenged myself. Up to that point, I had always been with the captains. I built up my know-how and was able to challenge it by myself.”


  “No, stop. You don’t have to be so considerate." Pon interrupted Chris’ words. "There’s a large gap between us. I will try to narrow the gap in this raid.”


  Chris was 1st on the unified rankings and Pon was currently 7th. He didn’t think he was lacking so much. His provocative words stimulated Chris.


  “...I will be looking forward to it.”


  Chris realized how much he had grown. He had never once won against Jishuka, Regas, and Pon during the days of L.T.S. Now their positions were reversed. Regas’ eyes were blazing as he watched the two people.


  "I hope to see a direct vampire. It will be a lot of fun.”


  Regas was always longing for a fight with the strong!


  "...What fun? It would be awful.”


  Vantner clicked his tongue. He was nervous because he had experienced fighting a direct descendant.


  "At this point, Elfin Stone would be comparable to Belial.”


  Monsters also grew. Just like Satisfy players levelled up over the passage of time, a monster’s level also rose significantly. Once he recalled Elfin Stone’s presence in the past, he wouldn’t be surprised if the current earls were as strong as Belial a few months ago.


  Lauel nodded.


  “It’s a reasonable reasoning. From now on, the direct vampires we meet will be tough. But...”


  Suook.


  Lauel examined the Overgeared members. Overgeared King Grid, 1st ranked Chris, godly archer Jishuka, god of killing Faker, Asura Regas, White Knight Pon, bald-headed Vantner, Blood Warrior Katz, conditional powerhouse Euphemina, Peak Sword, Paladin Toban, Huroi, etc. The best people who deserved to be praised were gathered together. There was also Saintess Ruby, who had the strongest healing ability, and the Saintess’ Knight Sexy Schoolgirl, who protected her.


  "Even if we meet Belial again, we don’t have to be afraid with all the members here. Although Yura’s presence would be nice."


  “Yura...”


  It had been a few months since Grid had seen Yura. Her beautiful face was like a drug and he sometimes deeply missed her.


  "Yura still hasn’t returned from hell?”


  "Yes, I haven’t been able to communicate with her.”


  "I’m looking forward to when she comes back.”


  In contrast to the smiling Grid.


  "She has to come back before the National Competition.”


  Peak Sword was worried.


  Then.


  "Our stamina has recovered.”


  Saintess Ruby and Saintess’ Knight Sexy Schoolgirl reported. They had just reached level 200 so they were exhausted from crossing Reidan’s desert.


  “Okay.”


  Grid nodded and got up. Then he took the lead with the strongest rankers behind him.


  "This is the Overgeared Guild.”


  “Ohh!”


  “Let’s go!”


  They were the ones with the highest pride. Even the 1st ranked Chris was willing and happy to follow Grid. They all recognized Grid as the best. It had been from the time when Grid wasn’t recognized by the world.


  ***


  The 9th vampire city.


  "When is Earl Cray coming back?”


  "I don’t think he’s coming back...”


  “...”


  One year ago. The master of the 9th city and descendant of Shizo Beriache, Earl Cray had left the city. He left for a ‘short’ meeting and said he would be back. Yet he still hadn’t returned. The vampires of the 9th city had half given up. The Curse of Idleness had a stronger effect on the top ranking vampires. The vampires if the 9th city knew that Earl Cray had fallen asleep during the meeting and wouldn’t wake up for decades.


  "What will happen if the humans that kill Earl Elfin Stone attack at this point?”


  "At that time."


  "We should have the true blood vampires go out.”


  “True.”


  “Blood.”


  "Vampires.”


  True blood vampires. Vampires made by the direct descendants.  They had high pride. In particular, Earl Cray was better than Earl Elfin Stone, so they believed that they could stop the enemy invasion. At that moment, intruders appeared in the city as if to prove that belief.


  "Around 20 humans have entered?”


  "Heh, humans are crazy. Invading our city with such a small number of people.”


  The true blood vampires who were the guardians of the 9th city! Three of them barely shook off their sleepiness and raised themselves from their coffins.


  Shaaaaaah-


  The flesh of the vampires scattered into smoke and flew through the city where sunlight didn’t enter. Then.


  “There they are.”


  "How long has it been since I smelt human blood?”


  "Dinner, dinner! Kihahahahat!”


  The true blood vampires discovered the intruders and regained their original bodies. Their red eyes watched from the sky in the position of a hunter. The humans surrounded by hundreds of vampires were just good prey.


  “The vampire who eats first will be the owner!”


  The three excited true blood vampires descended to the ground. It was fast enough to exceed the ridiculous speed of a griffon descending to snatch prey. Usually humans couldn’t follow along with their eyes!


  Sukakak!


  Puok!


  Peeng!


  The true blood vampires rapidly descended and attacked the humans with their claws, magic, and weapons. The humans buried their heads in the cold floor without being aware of it. The true blood vampires believed so and smiled coldly.  However...


  Kwajak!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  ‘Keok... Huh?’


  ‘Ugh... Eh?’


  Those whose faces were on the cold floor weren’t human, but the true blood vampires. All of them were attacked without noticing and crashed into the ground.


  ‘...What?’


  A technique? The confused true blood vampires raised their bodies.


  --!


  ---!


  ----!


  Three sharp flashes of light moved silently in the darkness. At the same time, blood rose from the back of the true blood vampires. The god of killing, Faker. Despite having a normal class, he was a master of swiftness who won against the sun-grade Black. His master level Assassination skill exerted maximum power due to his exquisite control skills.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  “Kuk...!”


  They felt pain in the necks. The true blood vampires grasped the situation late and screamed. The moment they noticed Faker’s existence, Faker’s assassination skill was already lifted.  


  Chwarururuk!


  A man with cold eyes appeared in the darkness. There was no fear on his face despite standing alone among three true blood vampires. It was enough to disturb the true blood vampires.


  “You’re crazy!”


  “Damn humans!”


  “You son of a bitch."


  Due to the assassin’s surprise attack, the anger of the true blood vampires pierced the sky. Their feelings were evident in their attacks.


  Peng!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Brilliant magic aimed towards Faker. The true blood vampires were planning to slaughter the assassins in front of them and then the humans fighting fighting the vampires in the rear. But their plan didn’t work. The assassin was so fast that 70% of the magic bombardment missed.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.” The power was enough to remind them of Earl Cray’s magic. It was due to the strong aura. “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.”


  Chukak. Chukakakakak!


  Pajijijik!


  Kurururung!


  "Ke...ok.”


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  “Hiik!”


  The true blood vampires. As long as a direct descendant wasn’t present, they were the head of the general vampires. They forgot their bodies and gave a terrible scream.  They were embarrassed by the acute pain.


  ‘These humans...!’


  ‘They are well prepared...!’


  After they were surprised by the assassin, a powerful person attacked. Indeed, humans were smart. The moment the true blood vampires barely endured the pain by using the unique resilience of the species to counterattack.


  “Your parents are sloths! You are lazy and don’t care about food, only sleeping!”


  “What...?”


  Someone cried out the truth that couldn’t be denied and the defense of the agitated true blood vampires fell. At this time.


  “1,000 ton Sword!”


  “Rail Spear!"


  “Fly Up!”


  "Draw Sword, Extinguish!”


  It was the skills of the most powerful members of the team after they received the Overgeared Guild’s buffs.


  "Kuaaaaack!”


  The 9th vampire city was conquered in just two hours.


  [The party ‘Let’s Obtain Loot!’ has succeeded in capturing the 9th vampire city!]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired a intermediate vampire ring.]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired a strength elixir.]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired 21 weapon enhancement stones...]


  ...


  ...


  [The level of party member ‘Ruby’ has risen!]


  [The level of party member ‘Sexy Schoolgirl’ has risen!] 


  "...I didn’t have to do anything.”


  Toban and Vantner, the tankers of the party, felt isolated. It was because the vampires died without giving them a chance to tank the monsters. They just stood still and ate experience! It was like a meal.




  Chapter 716


  Among the players, there was one party called the ‘all-time best grade.’ It was the Belial Raid party. The party contained Grid, the top rankers of the Overgeared Guild, Sword Saint Kraugel, and Pope Damian. It was the evaluation of most people that the strongest party wouldn’t be born again twice.


  But now, breaking the expectations of people, another strongest party was born. The name of the radiant party was ‘Let’s Obtain Loot!’ party.


  [The party ‘Let’s Obtain Loot!’ has succeeded in capturing the 8th vampire city!]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired two advanced vampire rings.]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired a stamina elixir.]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’...]


  ...


  ...


  1 hour and 48 minutes. After capturing the 9th city in two hours, the Let’s Obtain Loot! party set a new record again. It was the advantage of the guild party. There was great teamwork because the party gathered people who shared the same ideals.


  "Wow, aren’t we invincible?”


  “That... We can’t lose with these members.”


  The power of the current party was comparable to the Belial raid party.


  Kraugel’s space was filled by Chris, and Damian’s space was filled by Saintess Ruby. In particular, Ruby’s percentage heal, great heals, and divine power abilities exerted a unique power in party play. The only areas were Ruby was inferior to Damian was that her personal combat power was weak and she couldn’t use various buff skills. This was despite the fact that she was only level 200.


  In addition, compared to the time of the Belial raid, the average power of the members was very high. It was natural, since most of them were equipped with weapons made by Belial’s items. 


  “As Lauel says, the current members can raid Belial.”


  “Yes.”


  Haha hoho!


  The 9th and 8th cities were easier than they expected, so the Overgeared members had a friendly atmosphere among them. They were especially delighted with the drops of the vampire rings and the elixirs.


  Advanced vampire’s ring. It had a longer cooldown and less effect than Elfin Stone’s Ring that Grid possessed, but that was when compared to Elfin Stone’s Ring. 


  A vampire item with a healing effect; the value of the vampire rings in Satisfy was so rare that it was hard to find an alternative. Among them, the Advanced Vampire’s Ring was the most effective. The drop rate was so low that only a few members of Overgeared had them. The vampires rings were popular with the Overgeared members, but most of them had inferior ones.


  What about the value of the elixirs, which increased a stat permanently by 10? The elixirs had the worst drop rate. Since becoming lord of Reidan, Chris had only drank an elixir three times. The value was astronomical.  But the elixirs dropped continuously in two cities!


  “Luck is following us. We will be able to grow tremendously during this expedition.”


  All the party members were excited. All of them were hopeful for the future. Except for Grid!


  ‘...I’m anxious.’


  Grid was gripped by an anxiety that couldn’t be expressed in words. The reason? He was too lucky. The elixirs that he never found dropped in succession in two cities? Unfortunately, Grid was fortunate enough to experience it. 


  ‘It’s unusual... In the 9th city, three true blood vampires appeared at the same time.’


  Originally, it often happened. Looking back at the city that Tiramet guarded, the direct descendant Tiramet and several true blood vampires appeared at the same time. Yes, Grid’s anxiety didn’t have a clear basis. But Grid’s emotions didn’t dissipate.


  'What if Marie Rose appears in a city other than the 2nd city...?’


  No, he wanted to believe that wouldn’t happen. Grid trusted Braham.


  '...Or will several direct descendants appear at the same time?’


  Was it because he experienced so much misfortune? Grid was getting better and better at anticipating it.


  Chill!


  As Grid got goosebumps, the morale of the party members rose into the sky.


  "Next is the 7th city! Number 7 is lucky in South Korea! Haha! As the chairman of the South Korea Patriotic Society, I will confidently say that two elixirs will drop in the next city! Puhahat!”


  “Ohh! You’re feeling good? Okay, let’s move onto the next city!”


  “...”


  Don’t be too excited. Grid wanted to say this, but he couldn’t open his mouth. He didn’t want to lower the atmosphere for no reason. 


  ‘It’s sad that I haven’t played around with friends... There’s no need to unnecessarily worry them.’


  He could worry about it alone.


  Shake shake.


  Grid shook his head and headed to the next city with his colleagues.


  *** 


  As it became two months to the National Competition, the attention and expectations of the world focused on it. What countries would be active this year and what types of scenes would be produced.


  『 Once the new rules are applied, it’s clear that the United States will win an overwhelming number of gold medals. It can’t be denied. The United States will be number one. 』


  『 There are so many players from the United States... Zibal’s whereabouts are still unknown, but won’t Kraugel fill his empty seat? 』


  『 Yes, it’s the most noticeable part of this National Competition. Kraugel’s nationality changed from Russia to the United States. 』


  『 In interviews with the Russian people, it seems that Kraugel had suffered considerable racial discrimination in Russia. It’s understandable that he moved countries. But why the United States instead of South Korea? Considering his Korean background, shouldn’t he move to South Korea? 』


  『 There’s a lot of speculation about this part. Among them, the most likely speculation is... 』


  Kraugel was dreaming of a rematch with Grid. He deliberately avoided South Korea with the aim of fighting Grid.


  ...Many people guessed this.  However, the credibility was low because it wasn’t what Kraugel himself said.


  -There are rumors that it is because of his mother’s illness. It seems that the United States promised to fix his mother’s illness. Well, it might be tricky.


  -It’s much more realistic than the speculation that he is conscious of Grid and avoided going to South Korea. Didn’t Kraugel already win against Grid last year? Does he need to be conscious of Grid?


  -Right. Kraugel doesn’t seem to care about Grid.


  The confrontation between Kraugel and Grid was so gorgeous and fierce that it was always in the top 3 best scenes of the National Competition. Regardless of nationality, countless people watched the video of the confrontation between the two. Again and again, repeatedly again and again.


  There were many people expecting the reunion between the two and the S.A. Group recognized this fact. It was enough to insert the confrontation scene of the two people from last year into the opening video of the 3rd National Competition.


  But people knew the reality. This year, there wouldn’t be a great showdown in the National Competition. It was clear. Last year, Kraugel was praised as the sky above the sky, but he was still a normal class. Nevertheless, he beat Grid, who had a legendary class.


  What about Kraugel of this year? A legend. He was also a Sword Saint, the strongest among the former legends. It was clear that this year’s Kraugel would be several times stronger than last year’s Kraugel and Grid wouldn’t be able to endure it. If there was a rematch between the two of them, it would be a one-sided fight.  


  -It isn’t that Grid is weak. It’s rare to find someone stronger than him.


  -Who doesn’t know this?


  -Just.


  -Kraugel is too strong.


  -He’s the sky above the sky!


  -Kraugel is special among the special people. The most outstanding of all.


  -It doesn’t make sense that he would avoid South Korea because he’s aware of someone he defeated.


  -The issue this year isn’t the confrontation between Grid and Kraugel. It’s which country will take second place in the overall medals rank.


  -Right. The United States will certainly be number one. 


  After the United States, Canada and China were emerging as Satisfy superpowers due to their population. Which country would take second place? Attention was focused on this. South Korea wasn’t even mentioned and the interest in Grid was very faint compared to last year.


  There was a person who was stimulated by this.


  "...South Korea isn’t a country that could be ignored.”


  The protagonist was Dungeon Maker Eat Spicy Jokbal. Recently, he’d been going through many internal changes while drinking with Peak Sword.  He contacted the three friends who he set up Blood Carnival with.


  *** 


  [You have entered the 7th vampire city.]


  “It’s the same everywhere.”


  The vampire cities all had one thing in common. It was dark without any light. 10 minutes after entering, they couldn’t see anything. And this was a tremendous risk.


  Kkiiiiiiii!


  Kwaaaaah! 


  It was before the party members’ eyes had adapted to the darkness. The wild beasts hanging around the city came to them. The vampires’ familiars. This timing was one of the most dangerous moments. Most of the first time visitors to the vampire cities were unable to resist the familiars and died.


  On the other hand, the Overgeared members had a lot of experience. They had already attacked the vampire cities several times and were aware that they would be attacked by the familiars, so they could cope with it. Even if they couldn’t see in front of them, they could estimate the enemy’s path and use a skill.


  Yes, the familiars at the entrance of the city couldn’t threaten the Overgeared members. This was normal. But the 7th city was strange.


  “Kuk...!”


  "Why are they so strong?”


  “Shit! Don’t relax and be alert!”


  From the thick darkness, numerous familiars came from all directions. They were different from the other familiars. Their level was well over 50 and there were many of them. The Overgeared members became aware that they weren’t ordinary familiars.


  Kwang!


  Kwarururung!


  “Ugh! Take your formations!”


  “Stay close until you adjust to the darkness! Be careful not to attack a teammate!”


  It was a crisis! The Overgeared members were passive in front of the familiars’ onslaught.


  “Ahaha! Finally it is our turn!”


  It was Toban and Vantner, who didn’t have anything to do in the 9th and 8th cities.


  “Sun Guard!”


  Flash!


  Splendid light poured from Toban and Vantner’s shields. It was a bright light that caused catastrophic damage to the familiars who had adapted to the darkness for tens and hundreds of years.


  Yelp! Yipppp!


  Grrrrr!


  The wolf and bat familiars became blinded. They completely lost sight from the two shields and Vantner’s brightly shining head. The Overgeared members started the onslaught and barely overcame the crisis. But the real crisis was just beginning.


  "Hrmm... I guess they aren’t the ones who killed Elfin Stone if they’re having trouble with the familiars.


  "They’re trivial. Let’s handle it quickly.”


  “....!!”


  The party members were astonished at the voices that came from the sky.


  [Earl Cray]


  [Earl Yetima]


  [Earl Ruson]


  [Earl Noll] 


  The best monsters with gold names shining brilliantly... 


  Four Elfin Stone level vampires gathered and were looking down at them!


  “XX...”


  Why was it always him? Grid could only curse.




  Chapter 717


  Flash!


  The remnants of light flashing off Vantner’s bald head was still dazzling. Due to this, he felt eyes focused on him from four directions.


  “Hahaha... The helmet designs these days...”


  “...”


  There was an awkward silence. Pon, who would’ve normally laughed at Vantner, could only gulp. The appearance of the four direct descendants was still shocking.


  “...Seven is a lucky number?”


  “...”


  Peak Sword couldn’t react to someone’s comment. Four direct descendants in one city. The four earl-class vampires appeared at the same time? It was the worst case scenario that no one expected. How could Peak Sword imagine it?


  “How did this happen...?”


  Lauel’s eyes were shaken. According to the results of his research, the direct vampires were strongly affected by the Curse of Idleness. They didn’t leave their cities and slept in the coffins for tens or hundreds of years. It was against the setting for them to leave their cities and gather in a certain area.


  ‘The four of them are all city owners?’


  Lauel started to get a headache. He was stressed because the plan changed with unexpected variables. 


  “I’m sor...ry.” 


  Lauel opened his trembling lips and apologized. As the initiator of the city conquest plan, he thought he should bear all responsibility. He wanted to sacrifice himself to give his colleagues time to retreat. But in order to escape from the vampire city, they had to defeat the owner of the city. Until then, they couldn’t leave the city. Lauel’s sacrifice wouldn’t solve the problem. The party’s chances of survival were zero.


  ‘This is bad...!’


  His carelessness weakened the power of the Overgeared Kingdom. Lauel’s face was white and stricken. Someone placed a hand on the shoulder of the guilt-stricken Lauel. It was a big and warm hand. Lauel couldn’t not know the owner of this hand.


  “King Grid...”


  Lauel turned his gaze and met Grid’s cool eyes.


  "Use your brain if you have time to apologize. Isn’t this the time to be calm? Try it. Regain your spirit.”


  “...”


  Yes, Lauel was aware of his weakness from a long time ago. If things flowed differently from his thoughts, he lost his composure and the ability to deal with it. This was a fatal weakness for a strategist. A strategist should be able to cope with any variable calmly and do their best.


  "Don’t look like it’s over.”


  Four earl class direct descendants? There was no possibility of fighting and winning. But he didn’t have the slightest intention of being helpless. This was Grid.


  "Think while we buy some time. That’s the best thing we can do right now.”


  The morale of his colleagues had fallen to the bottom. Regas, who desired fighting against the strong, and Katz, who had a strong spirit, were fine. But not all members of Overgeared were the same. In particular, Ruby was terrified.


  ‘I promised to be a dependable person.’


  A leader had responsibilities. Especially in a tricky situation!


  Teong!


  Grid looked up and flew into the sky. He would confront the four direct descendants alone.


  “Grid...!”


  This was the end. They would all die. Some Overgeared members were frustrated and desperate at the thought of losing experience and items. They belatedly noticed Grid soaring into the sky. Black demonic energy covered Grid’s body as he reached the four direct descendants.


  “Blackening. Quick Movements.”


  [Your black magic power has increased.] 


  [You don’t have any black magic power. It will be replaced with demonic power.]


  [While Blackening is activated, your species will change to half-demon.]


  [As a half demon, your maximum health is reduced by 50%. Your attack power, magic power and agility will increased by 30% each.]


  [All attacks will be converted to the dark attribute.]


  [Your evasion rate is increased by 30% and your agility doubled for 1 minute.]


  Grid would directly confront the four direct descendants alone! He put a lot of effort into survival. He was determined to grasp the power of the direct descendants and show the way to his colleagues.


  Pit!


  Pipipipipit!


  “Hoh.”


  The eyes of the four direct descendants, looking down at the humans with no inspiration, widened slightly. They thought a trivial human was coming to commit suicide but he was as agile as a flying squirrel.


  "Interesting."


  Pit! 


  Pipipipipit!


  A storm of dark energy blades poured out! Blood started to appear on the skin of the four direct descendants. They weren’t able to avoid the attack of Grid who had reached the highest speed.


  'Not even fighting back or defending? Okay, there isn’t completely no answer.’


  Grid slightly grasped the agility of the direct descendants and performed a sword dance. This time he intended to measure their defense.


  “Link!”


  Chukak.


  Chukakakakak!


  The 20 strikes per second, which was more powerful than normal, cut at the body of Earl Cray. The God Hands firmly guarded Grid against the counterattacks of other earls and Grid identified the notification windows that came into view.


  [You have dealt 16,900 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 18,780 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 20,600...]


  ...


  ...


  ‘Not bad!’


  The defense wasn’t at a very good level. It was slightly less than the defense of Third Knight Lorex. Grid had hope.


  ‘If we all join forces, we can hunt two of them.’


  In the end, it was okay to fail in attacking the city. If they took out two out of four, they would unconditionally succeed in attacking the city in the next challenge. The moment Grid thought this.


  “Ohu, that’s right. That ring shows that you’re the human who sealed Elfin Stone.” Earl Cray smiled at Grid after being hit. His gaze was focused on Elfin Stone’s Ring.  “Looking at this, Elfin Stone must be pathetic. Well, unlike me, he wasn’t a candidate to be a marquis.”


  Paaaat!


  “...?”


  Time stopped? Grid fell into an illusion for a moment. The blood that flowed from Earl Cray’s wounds rejected the laws of gravity. The drops of blood floated in the air.


  "What are you doing?”


  “...!”


  Time hadn’t stopped. Grid heard Earl Cray’s voice and tried to swing the sword again, but it was already too late.


  Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa! Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  The large amount of blood shed by Earl Cray. The massive amount of blood gathered in the air and shot towards Grid.


  Peeeeeong!


  “Kuk...!”


  Grid’s face distorted with pain and shock once he was struck by the blood.


  [You have suffered 19,500 damage.]


  [All of your lost health is absorbed by the target.]


  A powerful blood-sucking ability! Earl Cray’s bloody attack didn’t stop at massive damage to Grid. 100% of the damage done to Grid was restored as Earl Cray’s health.


  ‘Shit, this is a direct...!’


  Earl Cray wasn’t an intimidating opponent because his physical ability was relatively normal. Just as Elfin Stone specialized in swordsmanship and magic, and Tiramet specialized in physical abilities, Cray specialized in the ability to absorb blood. He wasn’t an easily dismissed opponent. As Grid was hit in the chest and started to fall to the ground, Cray’s hand grasped Grid’s face.


  Next.


  “Blood Tornado.”


  Puhahahak!


  Pillars of blood uncoiled around Earl Cray’s body like living serpents. They started to swirl in response to Earl Cray’s order. Grid’s body started to be torn apart.


  [You have suffered 17,500 damage.]


  [You have suffered 15,900 damage.]


  [A great king puts his safety first. Due to the First King title effect, a shield with all the health lost in the last minute will be created.] 


  [All terrain adaptability has increased by 100% while movement speed and defense has increased by 10%.] 


  “Um...?”


  The pillars of blood wouldn’t stop until the target was completely dead. Earl Cray, who was convinced that the man trapped inside would soon die, was amazed. It was due to the strong shield created around the human’s body.


  Kukwak!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  The human body, which should’ve been torn easily in the bloody storm, suddenly started to resist the storm. This was because Grid swapped from Triple Layers to the Holy Light Armor set.


  “Linked Kill!”


  Puk!


  An energy blade shot through the storm. The terrible attack hit Earl Cray’s chest.


  Puk puk puk!


  Two times, three times, and four times.


  “Cough!”


  Earl Cray coughed up blood and hurried away from Grid.


  “Hahahat! This is too interesting!”


  Unlike the others who suffered from the appearance of the four direct descendants, there was one person who was happy.


  "Black Lightning Ascension!”


  Pajik!


  Pajijijik!


  It was Asura Regas, who wished to fight strong opponents at any time. He couldn’t fly in the sky like Grid, so he climbed the wall of one building and jumped from the roof towards the four direct descendants. This was the point where Earl Cray moved away from Grid.


  "A pincer attack...!”


  Earl Cray was surprised when an enemy appeared in an unexpected place!


  Puaaaaaaaah!


  Regas’ punch struck his face. At this time.


  “Fly Up!”


  “Rail Spear!"


  The other Overgeared members responded by starting the attack. 20 attack skills that killed the true blood vampires at once hit Earl Cray.


  Sukakak!


  Peeng!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Hit, hit, hit, and hit again! The Overgeared members’ attacks caused Earl Cray’s wounds to increase, as well as the amount of blood shed. It was the prelude to a disaster.


  “Hmmm... I’m surprised that humans are so strong.”


  Earl Cray sincerely felt admiration. The number of blood pillars around his body increased from one to four. The more blood he shed, the stronger he became. This was the reality of Earl Cray. All of the Overgeared members, including Grid, tensed up. They couldn’t imagine how much stronger he had become now that he had four blood pillars.


  “Cray has made four ‘tails’ after a few hundred years.”


  "Isn’t it the first time since he fought Braham with six tails and was beaten up?”


  "These humans are pretty good.”


  All three direct descendants, who hadn’t yet participated in the battle, were assured of Cray’s victory. Until a crazy person came forward.


  “Kuk...! Kukukuk! Using blood as a weapon in front of me?”


  Blood Warrior Katz. He had complained about why they had to all gather together to hunt. He had sat with folded arms when the party conquered the 9th and 8th cities.


  “I’m the master of all the blood in this world.”


  Kwaruk!


  Kwarururung!


  “...!!”


  The eyes of all four direct descendants, including Cray, widened. It was because the four blood pillars around Cray’s body started to run wild.




  Chapter 718


  Kurururuk!


  The large amount of blood shed by Earl Cray. The four ‘red tails’ moved away from Earl Cray’s control and moved according to Katz’ will. The tails that should’ve killed Earl Cray’s enemies bit at his body instead.


  Kwajak!


  Peeng!


  Earl Cray was nervous as the tails squeezed him and dug into his neck. He felt that the flow of blood wasn’t under his control! It felt like he was going to be crushed into powder.


  “Damn human...!”


  The vampires who perceived humans as a subspecies. In particular, Cray was a direct descendant, so the situation was very shocking and humiliating.


  "These humans dare trifle with my noble blood!”


  Earl Cray was someone who showed little emotion, despite being attacked by Grid and the Overgeared members. He just treated them like livestock playing around. But now he was different. His face was furious like a demon. The other descendants watched him being threatened by his own tail and laughed. 


  “Hahaha! Cray! What is this pathetic state? A descendant of the blood ruler is humiliated by a human?”


  Blood ruler. It was one of Shizo Beriache’s numerous titles. In her lifetime, she was the master of all blood. She could even use the blood of the target to control them. She showed the transcendental ability to control the blood in the body of any living creature.


  The person who claimed to be the descendant of the blood ruler was none other than Cray. Earl Cray was especially prideful among the earls and felt tremendous pride in the fact that he inherited one of Beriache’s abilities. But now he was suffering from humans. The other earls thought it was funny and ridiculed him.


  "Shut up!"


  Earl Cray screamed at his laughing brothers. Two of the four tails moving from left to right were destroyed. The two remaining tails no longer reacted to Katz and followed Cray’s will. It was a scene proving that Earl Cray was still incomplete. The reason he didn’t become a marquis was because he could only control two tails perfectly. Once he grew three tails, he could exert a higher destructive power, but he couldn’t control it.


  “You..! This garbage dares to give me such shame!”


  Earl Cray looked shabby with only two tails wrapped around him. He glared at Katz on the ground.


  “Die...! I will remind you that you are just prey! I will bite your neck, suck your blood, and eat all your flesh and hair!”


  A cruel declaration of murder!


  [Vampire Earl Cray has used Direct Suppression.]


  [It’s a force that mortals find difficult to resist! You have fallen into the ‘fear’ state.]


  “Kuk...!”


  The Overgeared members started to tremble. Their stats declined dramatically as they felt a strong sense of anxiety. At that moment.


  "Purification!”


  Saintess Ruby’s warm light covered the Overgeared members. The Overgeared members were able to overcome the fear and felt fine. Earl Cray and the other descendants were surprised. 


  “What is that strength?”


  Every creature had a natural role. Just as livestock like pig were destined to be eaten by humans, humans were destined to be eaten by vampires. It was natural for humans to feel fear towards direct vampires. But what was this power that twisted destiny?


  The direct descendants shifted their gaze from Katz to Ruby. The aggro shifted from Grid to Katz and now to Ruby. Regas, who fell to the ground after dealing a big blow to Earl Cray, felt alienated.


  "No, pay attention to me...”


  Was he a small fry that the direct descendants didn’t even care about? Regas was stimulated.


  “Haha... I must devote more time to training.”


  Pajik!


  Pajijijik!


  While the direct descendants were staring at Ruby, Regas’ body started to transform. It was the precursor to the descent of an Asura. 


  Katz said to him, "Why are you turning into an Asura when you can’t even fly in the sky?”


  “...”


  As with most transformation skills, Asura had a time limit and a penalty. And Regas only had a high jump. He couldn’t fly in the sky. On the other hand, the vampires had the ability to fly. A normal vampire could fly by transforming into bats or smoke, but the direct descendants had a passive flying ability. They moved in the air with no restrictions. Regas and most of the Overgeared members couldn’t exert their full strength while the direct descendants were floating in the sky. 


  Katz decided to change this. He took advantage of the fact that Earl Cray had a big grudge against him. 


  "Hat!"


  Katz snorted as loudly as possible for Earl Cray to hear. He shrugged at Earl Cray, who proclaimed that he would kill Katz.


  "You have a big mouth for someone who’s so scared that you’re hiding in the sky. Aren’t you talking so far away because you are scared?”


  Katz was famous for his personality in the past. He also spoke provocative words. But there was a fact that shouldn’t be forgotten. He was also a top ranker aiming for the top and had always been competing. Unlike his outward behavior, his thinking ability was always keen and calm. On the other hand, Earl Cray was born naturally strong. There were few competitors and he wasn’t used to fighting. He had a high pride and quickly lost his cool.


  “Who’s afraid of whom?”


  Earl Cray roared! His eyes moved from Ruby back to Katz.


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  As soon as Earl Cray fell to the ground, it was shattered by the magic power he emitted. The entire city was shaken by the powerful shock, including Katz and the Overgeared members.


  [Vampire Earl Cray has used Magic Power Emission.]


  [The earth is turbulent and the mana in the area has reversed!]


  [You are affected by the ‘balance loss’ condition. There is a big restriction on your behavior.]


  [You have fallen into the ‘mana containment’ state. Mana can’t be used as a resource.]


  "First I will tear off your mouth!”


  “Kuk...”


  Sweat trickled down Katz’ cheek as he faced the angry Earl Cray. 


  ‘It’s a tremendous pressure. It’s the absolute difference in species in Satisfy.’


  Hidden classes had a special concept. Most of them were specialized in one trait. This was sometimes a weakness, but it was mostly a strength. The ultimate concept of the epic class ‘Blood Warrior’ is ‘master of blood.’ He had the ability to control the flesh of anyone, including himself. This was the greatest strength that Katz boasted.


  But Katz had realized from the time he controlled Cray’s tail. His epic rated ability wouldn’t work against the direct descendants. This was sufficient evidence. This was because his special resource ‘Blood System,’ consumed when capturing the blood of a target, had fallen rapidly the moment he took control of Cray’s tails. 


  According to Katz’ calculations, the maximum time that Katz could control Earl Cray’s tail was only one minute. Yes, even if Earl Cray hadn’t reduced his tail to two, the tails would’ve eventually reverted back to Earl Cray’s control. But Earl Cray didn’t know this. He reduced his tails to two and Katz looked big.


  "Well, I don’t have to use blood magic.” Katz barely moved his trembling hands and pulled out the sword at his waist. "I'm a warrior. Kukuk! I’ll kill you!”


  Shuaack!


  Katz flew forward with his sword that contained a powerful blood-sucking ability. The attack speed was around three times slower than Grid’s full buff state. However, Earl Cray wasn’t specialized in physical abilities. He couldn’t avoid Katz’ attack and was stabbed in the chest. No, in the first place, he had no intention of avoiding it. It was just like humans showing no fear towards puppies.


  Kukwak!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  Katz’ sword penetrated Earl Cray’s heart. Earl Cray’s two tails spread out like a net and swallowed Katz’ body, squeezing tightly. It was a lasso of blood. Katz was unable to counterattack. His health was cut by two thirds with a single strike. But Katz knew.


  "This should be enough right?”


  Earl Cray reduced the number of tails and came down to the ground because of Katz. He had abandoned his strengths. Katz now believed that his colleagues could take care of it. It was a strong trust. Katz was now melting into the Overgeared Guild. His colleagues repaid his trust.


  “Katz! Hide behind me!”


  Toban and Vantner rescued Katz from the blood lasso and hid him behind their shields. Then Regas transformed in Asura, Chris raised his sword energy to the limit, and Pon rode on a white horse before simultaneously attacking Earl Cray. This wasn’t the end.


  Peng!


  Pepepepeok!


  Jishuka’s arrows, Zednos and Laella’s magic, and Lauel’s qigong skills assisted their colleagues.


  "Aren’t I the most reliable in a boss raid?”


  Puoook!


  Ibellin’s ‘thorn’, which inflicted damage to the target in proportion to their health, moved at the perfect timing and struck Earl Cray’s heart. All of this was possible due to the healing abilities of Saintess Ruby.


  “Pant... Pant...”


  The best healer in Satisfy who gave a heal whenever her colleagues were hurt and a cleanse whenever they were affected by a status condition. The three direct descendants were still watching her. They could feel her mental and physical pressure as she sequentially used magic.


  “This isn’t good. It’s a dangerous presence.”


  "I agree.”


  No matter what happened to Earl Cray, the direct descendants just laughed and watched. But their reaction was different towards Ruby. There was no room for it. The vampires instinctively sensed danger from the Saintess, who could even destroy the souls of great demons.


  "I will surely kill her.”


  The three direct descendants moved to the ground and surrounded Ruby.


  “I will protect Sehee!”


  Saintess’ Knight Sexy Schoolgirl always tried to protect Ruby.


  “Bah.”


  However, it was impossible for the level 200 Sexy Schoolgirl to protect Ruby from the direct descendants who were stronger than the top rankers. She could block a few attacks with the Sacrifice skill but that was the limit.


  “Die.”


  “I don’t want to drink your blood. Turn into ashes.”


  Chiiiiiing!


  Dark magic power flowed from the hands of the direct descendants towards Ruby’s small face. Ruby sensed death while the Overgeared members sought to rescue her, but they were caught by Earl Cray.


  "Where do you want to go?”


  Kwa kwang!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  “Kuaaaack!”


  “S-Shit...! Miss Ruby...!”


  The two tails swirled in all directions and swept through the Overgeared members. The Overgeared members were turned into rags but didn’t care. They only reached out to Ruby. Everyone in the Overgeared Guild knew she was the most important person in this raid.  But unlike their eagerness, the distance between them and Ruby was too far. The hands of the Overgeared members didn’t reach Ruby.


  On the other hand.


  "I will guard my sister.”


  Grid was already next to Ruby. He felt hope the moment Katz appeared and played an active part. He had been sitting in a corner and using Item Combination. He combined the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires with Failure.


  “Revolve.”


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeok!


  He returned the dark magic aimed towards Ruby back towards the direct descendants with greater damage.


  [Fighting energy has reached 80 points.]


  In the process of fighting Earl Cray, his fighting energy increased and his purple and red aura became thicker. Grid’s fighting energy exploded as he shouted.


  “God Hands! Noe! Randy! Iyarugt!”


  Kwarururung!


  It was the God Hands armed with Mjolnir, Noe the best demonic beast of hell who temporarily took away the highest stats of the target and transferred it to his master, Randy who transformed in Grid, and the best swordsman of hell, Iyarugt. Everyone appeared at the same time and tied up the feet of the direct descendants for a while.


  “Open Rune of Darkness! Blacksmith's Rage!”


  Grid maximized his damage. Then.


  “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.”


  He used the strongest skill in Satisfy on Earl Cray, who already had large wounds. Earl Cray’s eyes widened. No, it seemed he was trying to figure out why he was attacked when the other three direct descendants were nearby.


  Huroi shouted instead of Grid, answering the question.


  "I always hit the weakest one!”


  “What...?”


  He was weak? Earl Cray became agitated and his defense fell!


  Kurururung!


  The consecutively exploding red lightning bolt and black flames combined with the option of increasing attack power in the dark and the option of increasing skill damage hit him.




  Chapter 719


  Puk!


  Puk puk puk!


  The union of Link and Kill led to a new state. It was the appearance of Linked Kill which was the precursor to Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle. Earl Cray was struck four times in a row! Black blood poured out from him. He was overwhelmed by the terrible pain.


  ‘How can a human exert such power?’


  Earl Cray’s eyes shook. Grid opened the Rune of Darkness, used Blacksmith's Rage, and his fighting energy had reached 80 points. His attack power when he wielded the ultimate weapon made with Item Combination was so high that the direct vampires were dismayed. The more desperate thing for them was that Grid still had a lot of power remaining.


  [Fighting energy has reached 83 points.]


  [You have hit the target with Linked Kill more than four times! The damage of Linked Kill is increased by 200% and Wave is summoned!]


  Puk! Puk puk!


  ‘Kuk...! He is getting stronger?’


  Earl Cray was hit by the Linked Kill of Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle seven times. Earl Cray coughed up blood again after he was hit another three times by Linked Kill.


  Kwaruk!


  Kwarururung!


  Then a turbulent energy started to rise from the end of Grid’s sword. The energy soared and seemed like it was blow everything away in the sky and on the ground. It was the usage of Wave. This was something not even Yangban Garam could avoid. The wide area skill Wave was aimed at only one person, making it unavoidable. It was a definitive attack.


  Kurururung!


  “Kuk...! Kuaaaaak!”


  Earl Cray was trapped by the energy and gave a terrible scream. He felt his skin being peeled and his flesh and bones separating.


  [Critical!]


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been activated, adding 30% critical damage!]


  [...The option effect ‘Black Flames’ has activated!]


  [Wave has reduced the speed of all targets hit by 60%.]


  [The target has resisted.]


  Kwarung!


  Pepepepeng!


  Strong damage continued to accumulate. Earl Cray had just been hit by the Overgeared members’ pincer attacks and now his health fell down to 40%. Was this the end? No.  There was still the final blow.


  Supaak!


  The energy around Earl Cray started focusing above his head.


  Sakak-!


  It was Pinnacle, which ignored 80% of the target’s defense and deals 1,800% of his attack power as physical damage. It was aimed exactly at the crown of Earl Cray’s head.


  [Fighting energy has reached 90 points.]


  [Critical!]


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been...]


  [The black flame explosion...]


  [A red lightning has been summoned...]


  “Kuock!”


  Earl Cray let out a scream as he was hit on his head. Earl Cray became stronger when bleeding and could absorb 100% of the damage done to the target. The concept of health wasn’t important to him in everyday life, but now it was different. This was why Earl Cray’s combat method was to summon as many tails as possible and use the blood as a wide range weapon, inflicting damage on the enemy and absorbing their health. This was now useless.


  Why? It was purely due to Blood Warrior Katz. Earl Cray was unable to summon any more tails because of him. He feared that the damage would be bigger if he summoned more than three tails and lost control of them. As a result, he couldn’t exert his unique combat power.


  ‘Should I run away?’


  After being hit by all stages of Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle, Earl Cray only had 20% of his health left. The image of him becoming a dog with his tail tucked in filled him with rage.


  ‘Run away...? I...! A great earl has to run away from humans?’


  Braham’s ridiculing words echoed in his head.


  "A person who believes in the power of his mother and has become a big sloth. You’re insignificant compared to Elfin Stone, who’s full of trivial emotions. You’re someone who shouldn’t have become an earl, let alone a marquis candidate."


  ‘Braham...!’


  A lunatic who murdered his kin using the excuse of getting rid of the Curse of Idleness. Earl Cray having to flee despite all the taunts and humiliation from Braham remained a strong trauma. Earl Cray swore to never run away again. He firmed up his heart and faced the crisis.


  "Innate power is also my strength...! I will prove that I’m better than Elfin Stone!”


  The unlucky guy who looked down on Earl Cray despite not even being a marquis candidate. The vampire who talked about love. The vampire, who due to the awful Curse of Idleness, fell asleep in front of Braham, who killed his lover!


  “I...! Don’t look down on me!”


  He was above all of them. He would prove it by tearing apart the human who killed Elfin Stone!


  Kwaduk!


  Kwadududuk!


  Earl Cray roared and summoned six red tails. Power. It was proof that he would no longer pay attention to Katz. He was worried that he might lose control of the tails, but he would rather use his whole power to resist than to run away. No matter what the consequences might be, he wanted to leave with no regrets.


  ‘Six?’


  Grid’s eyes widened after driving Earl Cray to the extremes. Earl Cray had previously overwhelmed Grid with four tails, and now there were six? It was a frustrating situation for Grid, who didn’t know that Earl Cray had such hidden strength.


  “Grid!”


  Peeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  The Overgeared members continued to support Grid. All of them made an effort to attack Earl Cray. This was possible because the other three direct descendants were once again taking the attitude of a bystander.


  "A memphis and Iyarugt? This human really isn’t ordinary.”


  "I’m not...curious about his identity. Everything is annoying.”


  “Nyang...”


  “Shit... Once I regain my power of the past, you vampires...!”


  The four God Hands, Noe, Randy, and Iyarugt were defeated by the three direct descendants. Yet they still didn’t help Earl Cray. They forgot their purpose of destroying Saintess Ruby and stood idly in place. It was due to the Curse of Idleness. Not only were they annoyed, they felt a strong desire to sleep.


  Right now. The Overgeared members judged that they couldn’t miss this moment to kill Earl Cray. In particular, Lauel was eager.


  "We must get rid of him!”


  Grid and the Overgeared members only attacking Earl Cray was due to Lauel’s plan. It was unlikely that the four direct descendants would rule one city. The owner of the 7th city was just one vampire and if they could kill the owner, they would be able to retreat.


  In addition, the owner of the 7th city was likely to be Earl Cray. He was the one who took the most active position among the four direct descendants who appeared. In other words, killing Earl Cray would open the possibility of escaping from the 7th city.


  That’s why the Overgeared members and Grid focused on Earl Cray. Until a little while ago, they felt hope. Then Earl Cray roared and summoned six red tails.


  “I’ll show you the difference between us!”


  Kwarururung!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The six red tails summoned by Earl Cray. Some of them unfolded like a net and captured several Overgeared members, while some of them acted like a whirlwind and blew several Overgeared members into the sky.  Some of them struck the earth, causing a lot of damage to all members of Overgeared. Based on this, Earl Cray’s health was recovering.


  Peeng!


  The tail shot like a missile and caused a serious injury to Grid.


  [You have suffered 29,000 damage.]


  [All of your lost health is absorbed by the target.] 


  “Kuock...!”


  Grid barely refrained from screaming as a red tail pierced his heart. He feared that if he looked weak, the morale of his colleagues would fall. Therefore, he had to push through the pain.


  -Katz, can you control the tails like before?


  The pain Grid hurriedly sent a whisper and Katz replied gloomily.


  -I’m sorry. As mentioned earlier, it’s impossible with my remaining resources.


  -I understand. Don’t worry.


  Rather, he was in a position to be grateful to Katz. He gritted his teeth and started thinking.


  Peeng!


  Due to the God Hands attacked the attention of the three direct descendants, Sehee’s heal managed to fall on Grid who was defending himself against the red tail.


  [Saintess Ruby has restored 18,900 health.]


  A warm light. The pain became blurred. However, Grid wasn’t misled by it.


  "Heal the others!”


  Grid felt how powerful Earl Cray’s attack power was after he used his full strength. Even Sehee’s percentage heal couldn’t cope with Cray’s attack power. Also.


  "I’m immortal!”


  Grid was currently the only legend among the party members. He was the last fortress remaining.


  ‘Focus the aggro on me!’


  Grid was prepared! There was around 40 seconds left on the duration of Item Combination so he flew into the sky. Earl Cray floated in the sky with six tails and welcomed him.


  “Come human! I’ll pay you back for the shame from before!”


  Earl Cray was several times more stronger than before. This was his true appearance. The confident tails of Earl Cray shot towards Grid.


  Flap.


  First, one tail spread out as a net.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The two tails behind it shot forward like missiles. It was to capture Grid and then deal a powerful blow. But Grid avoided all it with Freely Move.


  “You...!”


  What was this perfect movement compared to the past? Earl Cray was amazed and made the three tails around him into a blood tornado. It dominated the field by expanding three large-scale zones at the same time. It was a perfect decision to neutralize Grid’s ‘no-targeted skill and approach the target.’


  Kwajak!


  Kwajajajak!


  [You have suffered 8,900 damage.]


  [You have suffered 8,730 damage.]


  [You have suffered 9,100 damage.]


  [All of your lost health is absorbed by the target.] 


  ‘Shit...!’


  Blood tornadoes spread all around Earl Cray, grabbing Grid and tearing his body apart. Grid’s vision started to flash red. It meant his health was depleted.


  “Grid!”


  “Oppa!”


  The Overgeared members did their best to help Grid, but once Earl Cray’s focus was on Grid, it didn’t shift to any other place. He only aimed at Grid.


  “Kukuk...! Kuhahahaha!”


  Earl Cray burst out laughing. He was thrilled watching Grid be trapped in the blood tornado.


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  Then Grid pulled out his last hand.


  "Ohhhhhh!"


  “What...?”


  Grid believed in his immortality and broke through the blood tornadoes.


  “Pinnacle Kill!”


  Sakak-! Puoook!


  The most powerful combination of Failure + the Enlightenment Sword was stabbed. Then he tried to grab a way to win.


  Teong!


  The problem was that the damage of Pinnacle Kill was too high. Earl Cray was wary and threw his body higher into the sky, opening the distance from Grid.


  “Che...!”


  Grid hurried to catch up with Earl Cray.


  "I won’t allow you to approach!”


  Earl Cray’s six tails spread out like a net.


  “...!”


  [The duration of immortality is over.]


  The worst notification window came up as Grid evaded the net in a breathtaking way with Quick Movements, whose cooldown had run out.


  “Die!”


  The six tails that scattered in the air without being able to restrain Grid was changed to missiles and hit Grid.


  “No!”


  “Grid!”


  Everyone. Everyone thought it was the end.  They all predicted Grid’s death. At that moment.


  [You have entered the Ecstasy of Desire state.]


  Sururuk.


  Grid’s black eyes turned purple.




  Chapter 720


  Grid was able to have an even match with Earl Cray not because he was as strong as Earl Cray. It was only possible due to the support of the Overgeared members.


  "Peacock Shield!”


  Flash flash!


  Vantner put away his axe and launched an aura in the shape of a peacock from his very large shield. The purpose was to attract Earl Cray’s attention.


  “Holy Roar!” 


  Toban’s cry that caused distress to evil beings slowed down Earl Cray’s reactions by paralyzing his ears. 


  “Your mother...!”


  Huroi kept up a barrage of insults against Beriache, who was long dead. There was an unbroken connection between provocation and debuffs. The three of them used various skills without a break in order to help Grid. Earl Cray’s resistance was so high that he resisted most of the provocations and debuffs. Despite being provoked and debuffed, he recovered within seconds, but even that short gap was an opportunity for Grid.


  "Flower Lance!"


  Pon saw that Earl Cray paused in attacking Grid due to Huroi’s attack and threw a spear. It was an attack that perfectly captured the moment when Earl Cray’s rear was unprotected.


  Puok!


  The spear pierced Earl Cray’s back.


  Supaak!


  A flower bloomed. It was a skill that caused massive bleeding and an inability to recover by simultaneously tearing apart the target’s whole body. Pon judged that it was the key to blocking Earl Cray’s blood-sucking ability. But the more catastrophic the effect, the lower the accuracy rate.


  [The target has resisted.]


  "Fuck.”


  Pon had become proficient in cursing during his time spend with Grid. Many female fans attracted to his noble and handsome appearance on a white horse would be disappointed if they saw him now.


  "Cowardly western ghost! Come down here! Draw Sword, Annihilate!”


  "Rising Sword!"


  "Dagger Throwing.”


  "I have to throw one rock...”


  The close combat members such as Chris, Peak Sword, Faker, and Ibellin. The Overgeared members were restricted the moment Earl Cray had fled 15 meters into the sky. But once the cooldown of a few mid-range skills returned, they used those skills without stopping. If the skills weren’t available, they picked up chunks of rocks and threw them at Earl Cray to accumulate damage.


  “It’s ridiculous!”


  At first, Earl Cray ignored the small damage.


  Suook- Puook! 


  Puuoooook!


  “Kuk...!”


  Earl Cray’s relaxation disappeared from his face as the overwhelming damage from Jishuka’s myth rated Red Phoenix Bow came constantly. Zednos and Laella’s magic was also a great threat. But.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  Earl Cray was only focused on Grid. Grid could fight evenly due to the Overgeared members, but the scene suggested that Grid was the most threatening person.


  “Die!”


  Shortly after being attacked with Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle and Pinnacle Kill. Earl Cray resisted the Overgeared members by summoning six tails and eventually won.  He failed to constrain Grid with the net of blood and the tails changed to missiles. It created a situation where Grid would be hit from all directions.


  “Kuk...!”


  “Grid!”


  “No!”


  Grid was isolated in the threatening onslaught at the same moment the duration of his immortality was over. He felt a sense of crisis and the Overgeared members also expected his death.


  Earl Cray. In many ways, he was weaker than Elfin Stone, but his abilities were enormous. Looking back, he had an extensive range of CC that was as threatening as Elfin Stone. Without Katz and Ruby, it would’ve been a much tougher fight. Indeed, an earl was an earl.


  Syuooooook!


  The powerful attack caused the God Hands to stiffen and six red tails reached Grid!


  “Oppa!”


  Ruby’s scream reached the sky.


  Sururuk.


  Grid’s black eyes were purple.


  [The option effect ‘Ecstasy of Desire’ has activated from the Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires!]


  Susuk.


  Sususuk.


  “...!!”


  “What?”


  The eyes of Earl Cray and the Overgeared members widened. They couldn’t help feeling surprised that Grid avoided the six attacks with an exquisite orbit. Every time he moved, the purple light in the darkness caught everyone’s eyes.


  “What’s this?”


  The circle lens were the representative item of millions of people in real life. The circle lens weren’t just loved as an item. They made a person’s pupils very large. Just enlarging the pupils by 1mm made a person look better. It was also noticeable if the eyes changed color.


  “What type of transformation is this?”


  That’s right. Now all the Overgeared members noticed Grid’s change. Inside the dark vampire city without any light. It was inevitable that the purple light scattered by Grid would be visible. Anyone who didn’t recognize this change must have severe colour blindness.


  Earl Cray was furious.


  “A trivial human...! How many times do you want to humiliate me?”


  The fight was full of disgrace and Earl Cray wanted to finish it quickly and believed it was finally over. He didn’t doubt that his tails would kill Grid. But Grid survived once again. In the past, vampires called humans ‘walking cockroaches’ and there seemed to be a reason for it.


  "Why won’t you die?"


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  Once Earl Cray roared, everyone on the ground was affected by a status condition. The cooldown time of Direct Pressure had returned. However, Grid was a legend. He resisted abnormal conditions.


  Chukakakakak!


  Grid’s strongest weapon cut at Earl Cray’s heart.


  Peeeeeong!


  The black flames exploded. They swept over Earl Cray. He let out a rare loud scream. It was the power of Ecstasy of Desire, which raised fighting energy to 100 and attack power by three times. The current Grid was three times stronger than before.


  Supak!


  Peeeeeong!


  Grid wielded the sword again and Earl Cray was caught up in the black flames. He spread two tails over himself as a net in order to restrict Grid’s movements, while the remaining four tails attacked Grid from all directions. It was the same technique as before. Grid’s purple eyes shone like jewels.


  "It’s a simple battle.”


  Obvious ridicule! Did he ever think there was a day where humans would laugh at him?


  “...!”


  The furious Earl Cray was amazed.


  Susuk.


  Sususuk.


  It was because Grid avoided all six tail attacks in a single action.


  ‘It wasn’t a coincidence?’


  Grid’s movements were projected into Earl Cray’s eyes. A dance. He was dancing. He avoided all the red tails coming from everywhere.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link.”


  Pit!


  Pipipipipit!


  Pepepepeng!


  It was 20 strikes with the 100 points in fighting energy and the triple attack power of Ecstasy of Desire, exerting havoc that surpassed Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.


  “Ugh...! Yes...! I see...!”


  Earl Cray just noticed.


  A dark sword with red flames flashing. There was also an intermittent blue light coming from the weapon whose attack power transcended common sense.


  “That’s a dragon’s weapon!”


  Dragon. The strongest creature on the earth that could threaten a god. Ironically, there were times when the absolute beings became interested in trivial human culture. At one time, they transformed into human form and travelled around the world, equipping humans with weapons and armour. It was a legacy left behind.


  Yes, Earl Cray was trying to rationalize the current situation. It was a rationalization that originated from a firm belief that he wouldn’t be hit by a human unless the human was armed with a dragon’s weapon. Grid gave him a cruel reality.  


  "A dragon’s weapon? No, I made this.”


  “Nonsense! I don’t believe you!”


  As expected, there was no limit to a human’s bluff. Earl Cray determined that this conversation was pointless and produced a tornado with all six tails. It was to create an inevitable despair for the human who couldn’t escape anywhere.


  “It will soon end.”


  “I’m sleepy. I will go to sleep.”


  "Me too.”


  The direct descendants watching the battle with blank expressions started to leave. They were convinced of Cray’s victory once they saw the six blood tornados that controlled the entire area.


  Kwaduk!


  Kwadududuk!


  The vicious tornadoes started swallowing the ancient structures, barren trees, and towering cliffs.


  “This...!”


  “Avoid it!"


  The blood tornadoes fused together and the increased momentum swallowed up the Overgeared members on the ground. It was a gigantic whirlwind that would undoubtedly destroy the entire city.  The Overgeared members couldn’t do anything. Laella was especially scared and fell into a panic. It was Jishuka, leader of the Tzedakah Guild, who calmed and led them.


  "Earl Cray is also in a critical condition. If Grid can endure this blow, we will be able to counterattack. Understood? We must protect Grid.”


  In this situation, they had to succeed in the Earl Cray raid. They had to kill him here. Then once they re-challenged the 7th city in the future, their odds would increase.


  "Guard Grid with all your power!”


  “Good!"


  Jiing!


  Paaaat!


  The Overgeared members’ defense magic and skills started to focus on Grid. At the same time, explosion magic and skills were used to slow down the momentum of the whirlwinds hitting Grid. The whirlwinds covering the Overgeared members? Nobody cared. Everyone was preparing to sacrifice themselves for Grid.


  “Grid! Be sure to kill Earl Cray!”


  This cry was delivered. The Overgeared members had doubts as they shouted towards Grid inside the whirlwind.


  Then.


  Chukak.


  Chukakakakak!


  [You have suffered 12,430 damage.]


  [You have suffered 11,650...]


  The whirlwind started to hit the bodies of the exhausted Overgeared members. Death had arrived.


  Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa! Ku kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  The Overgeared members heard the roar of the giant whirlwind swallowing the city. They felt resentment for always relying on Grid at important moments and closed their eyes. At the same time.


  ---!!


  The whirlwind that tore at their flesh and the roaring sound in their ears disappeared like a lie.


  Hwaduuk.


  Shaaaaaah-


  Rain fell. No, it was blood. The blood that had been moving with force fell like rain.


  “...?”


  The Overgeared members didn’t understand the situation. Then they saw it. Earl Cray was started to turn to grey and Grid held a sword that pierced his heart. Grid’s hair was raised from the effect of Transcend.


  "Tornado? I can avoid it.”


  He wanted to reassure his colleagues. The ragged Grid laughed brightly as he endured the suffering in his entire body. His purple eyes were returning to black.




  Chapter 721


  ‘The direct descendants are outstanding.’


  Grid was reminded of one person throughout his fight with Earl Cray. It was Elfin Stone, the former owner of Iyarugt. Earl Cray was strong enough to remind him of Elfin Stone. Tiramet and Latina were no comparison. Grid had a question once he remembered Elfin Stone.


  ‘What if Elfin Stone appeared in the present time?’


  Ruby’s one-shot Purification skill couldn’t resolve Blood Field and most of the Overgeared members would be neutralized. Grid wouldn’t have benefited from the instantaneous skills and would’ve lost his immortality.


  ‘He might’ve even summoned Iyarugt...’


  Grid had suffered several crises during the Elfin Stone raid and eventually died. From Grid’s perspective, the Elfin Stone raid was one of the most difficult raids. But now he thought it was fortunate that he met Elfin Stone at an early stage.


  Grid broke through the widespread Tornado. The blood tornadoes were a magic that dominated the field itself by overlaying with each other. The field magic that disarmed all ‘avoid non-targeted skills’ was useless in front of the present Grid. Grid’s evasion rate in the Ecstasy of Desire state reached 99%. Grid’s consciousness left his body and evaded all the winds of blood.


  But.


  [You have suffered 8,700 damage.]


  “Kuk.”


  After all, 99% wasn’t 100%. Furthermore, the higher Earl Cray’s accuracy rate, the more likely it was for the 99% evasion rate to fall further. Grid’s skin started to tear as he broke through the area of blood tornado. Immediately after avoiding the red tails that became six pillars, his potions cooldown had ended. Otherwise, Grid would’ve died at this moment. 


  “Transcend!”


  His health was so dicey that approaching closely was difficult. Grid judged and entered transcendent mode. It was the Pagma’s Swordsmanship technique that raised attack power by two times while converting basic attacks to ranged attacks.


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  The more powerful Grid started aiming ranged attacks towards Earl Cray beyond the blood tornadoes.


  “Youuuu!”


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The blood tornadoes responded to Earl Cray’s emotions and became wilder. But this momentum didn’t last long. Thanks to the Enlightenment Sword, Grid’s basic attack displayed a power that could kill an army and it wasn’t inferior in the Transcend state. Earl Cray continued to be hit by red flames and black flames and his health soon reached the bottom.


  “Keook...!”


  Beyond the bloody whirlpool, Earl Cray’s face was white. At the same time, the blood tornadoes’ momentum weakened and Grid didn’t miss this gap. In the end, he used Ecstasy of Desire to reach Earl Cray and fired Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Pinnacle and Kill.


  Shaaaaaah-


  The blood tornadoes that had grown to devour a city started to disappear. Earl Cray shed tears of blood as he was stabbed by Grid’s sword.


  “Cough! Kuhuk...! I...! To a human, I...!”


  “...”


  Grid’s face was full of compassion as he stared at Earl Cray, who had started turning to grey. The moment that Earl Cray transformed all six tails into a whirlwind, Grid had interpreted it as manifesting an obvious need for survival. It seemed to be an obstacle disallowing access to Grid and to remove all risk factors to the city. In other words, Earl Cray felt a crisis from the beginning.


  Nevertheless, he didn’t ask for help from his brothers. Pride? No, it was probably because they wouldn’t help in the first place.


  "How poor...”


  People couldn’t live alone in the world. Grid had always been alone, so he knew this fact.


  "It’s not because you are weak. I just have companions and you don’t. That’s the difference.”


  Was he reminded of himself in the past? Grid gave a meaningless and uncomfortable comfort to Earl Cray. Oh my god, was there anyone other than Grid who would sympathize and comfort a monster at the end? If someone saw this scene, they would be scared or laugh.


  "...A human is taking pity on me. You should be caredul of Marquis Fenrir and Duke Marie Rose. Fenrir inherited two powers from Mother and Marie Rose is the second coming of Mother...”


  As he stared at Grid with eyes that were losing light, Earl Cray gave him advice. Braham and Elfin Stone, who ignored and degraded Cray, despite being kin. Compared to them, he thought Grid was better. It was the unexpected result of combining the Qualification of a Blood King title and Pangea’s Duke of Virtue title. At the end, Earl Cray felt favorable towards Grid.


  Swaaaah!


  Eventually, Earl Cray scattered as ashes.


  "...Your personality seems to be similar.”


  Grid gave a bittersweet smile as he was reminded of Braham.


  [Owner of the 9th city, Vampire Earl Cray is forced to sleep after exhausting all his powers.]


  [The level of the party members including ‘Grid’ has risen by 1.]


  [The level of party members ‘Sexy Schoolgirl’ and ‘Ruby’ have risen by 3.] 


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired the Cray’s Bracelet.]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired the the Finest Opals.]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired 12 blessed weapon enhancement stones.]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired 16 blessed armor enhancement stones.]


  [Cray’s Strength is engraved on the Rune of Darkness possessed by party leader ‘Grid.’]


  [Party member Chris’ ‘Rune of Supplementation’ has been engraved with ‘Direct Descendant Resistance,’ ‘Blood Magic Resistance,’ and ‘Blood-sucking Capabilities.]


  “...”


  The raid’s difficulty was naturally rewarded. Grid confirmed the rewards and became filled with joy and bitterness. In particular, he noted the power attached to the rune that Chris had recently acquired.


  'As the name suggests, it is a rune that compensates for lacking parts?’


  It was a rune that would have tremendous value over time. Grid felt proud. He was glad about combining strength with his colleagues and sibling and knocked down one of the strongest. But that joy was brief.


  “What...? He isn’t the owner of the 7th city?”


  Grid belatedly confirmed it. Earl Cray was the owner of the 9th city, not the 7th city!


  “This!”


  The Overgeared members, including Grid, fell into shock. They hoped the exit would open when they raided Earl Cray and this unexpected reversal was confusing.


  “Wait! Everybody, calm down!” Lauel exclaimed urgently. "All the direct descendants have left this place. We still have time to recover. And just like Earl Cray, the rest of the direct descendants will deal with us on their own without cooperating.”


  Yes, it meant there was hope. So what if there were three direct descendants? Each one fought separately. Everyone expected that they could escape the 7th city safely if they defeated the direct descendants individually. But this expectation was broken. Coincidentally, it was due to Grid.


  [You have sealed four of Shizo Beriache’s direct line. The title Qualification of a Blood King has been promoted to ‘Blood King Candidate.’]


  [Blood King Candidate] Lv. 1


  You have become a candidate to be a blood king. 


  You will give a sense of pressure to ordinary vampires. All general vampires hostile towards you will have their stats decreased by 15%.


  You will give a sense of hostility to true blood vampires. All true blood vampires hostile towards you will have their stats decreased by 8%.


  Direct vampires will be interested in you. Any direct vampires facing you will temporally awaken from the Curse of Idleness.


  "Ah...?”


  Qualification of a Blood King reduced a general vampire’s stats by 10% and a true blood vampire stats increased by 10%. It also had the effect of making the direct descendants interested in him. Thus, Earl Cray liked Grid at the last minute. However, the influence of Blood King Candidate was completely different. It created a vigilance in the direct descendants that caused them to overcome the Curse of Idleness.


  "XX, this sucks...”


  The moment Grid cursed.


  "Cray was defeated?”


  Earl Yetima. He was one of the three direct descendants who took a bystander’s attitude throughout the attempt to fight Earl Cray.


  “This damn thing!”


  The Overgeared members were exhausted in the aftermath of the Earl Cray raid. All types of skills were on cooldown and their stamina was lacking. Given the fact that Earl Yetima was the same rank as Cray, the probability of the Overgeared members’ survival was 0%.


  Huroi came forward.


  “Your Majesty! I will buy time so take the others away!”


  Always, always. Huroi sacrificed himself every time there was a crisis in order to guard Grid.


  Grid looked at him and pledged. He wouldn’t sacrifice his colleagues again. In order to do that, he had to be stronger.


  "Huroi, it’s my job to protect you from now on.”


  Step.


  Grid took a big step in front of Huroi. His fighting energy was still at 100 points so he pulled out the trump card he had been saving.


  Hwaruruk.


  Grid’s body was surrounded by flames. It was from head to toe. The red flickering covered Grid’s eyebrows and hair. Belial’s Power, the power of fire was opened.


  "I’m certain. You’re weaker than Cray. Isn't that right?"


  Cray had said that he was a marquis candidate. He had warned Grid to be careful of Fenrir and Marie Rose before he died. On the other hand, he didn’t even mention the remaining three direct descendants. It was clear that Yetima was weaker than Cray.


  "Kukuk, what does a human known? Even if I’m weaker than Cray, what can you do now?”


  Yetima noted that Grid’s body was injured. He was like an intense flame in front of the wind. At that moment.


  Peeng!


  Grid flew up. He was like a comet.


  “Item Transformation!”


  Paaaat!


  The hands behind Grid transformed into Lifael’s Spear.


  “Trivial humans!”


  In the sky, Yetima pulled out a greatsword. Yetima aimed an overwhelming horizontal slash towards Grid.  He believed that the human was injured and attacked Grid without fending off his strike. It was to tear flesh off bones. This was the first step.


  “Linked Kill!”


  The Power of Fire boasted overwhelming resilience, so Grid had already regained a considerable amount of health.


  Puok!


  Puk puk!


  [You have dealt 539,000 damage to the target!]


  [You have recovered 100% of the damage deal to the target due to the effect of Cray’s Power, attached to the Rune of Darkness.]


  [Cray’s Power]


  Passive.


  Cooldown Time: 5 minutes.


  Absorb 100% of the damage done to the target. Once the blood volume exceeds the maximum health, a red tail will be summoned with a duration that is proportional to the amount of health exceeded. You can have up to two red tails and can’t control them.


  In addition, Grid had a new power. It was a mighty force that couldn’t be met by Yetima, who was less than Earl Cray.


  “Kuk...! What?”


  The moment Earl Yetima was struck by Grid’s Linked Kill. Unlike his expectations, Grid didn’t die. Then Earl Yetima found two red tails behind Grid and was shocked again.


  ‘Stupid Cray! Your power was absorbed by an inferior human!’


  Teteng! 


  It was a matter of being conscious of Earl Cray’s strength. Yetima defended against the red tails with the greatsword, but couldn’t defend against the four Lifael’s Spear that came after him. It was the second cause of his defeat.


  Puk!


  Puuok!


  “Keok!”


  The deadly power of one of Rebecca’s three divine artefacts. Yetima flinched as he was skewered by four spears. Grid whispered to him. 


  “Small fry.”


  Hwaruruk!


  Gigantic spheres of fire rose before Yetima’s body. It was Queen’s Flames of Hell which dealt damage proportional to the target’s health.


  Puaaaaaaaah!


  The explosion shook the ground. Then it was followed up with Pagma’s Swordsmanship. Due to the influence of the power of fire, the flames that repeatedly came from Enlightenment Sword struck Yetima. He was also assisted by Jishuka, who boasted infinite stamina thanks to the Red Phoenix Bow. The other Overgeared members also started to join the battle.


  On the other hand, Yetima was alone. It was the third cause of his defeat.


  After a while.


  [The owner of the 7th city, Vampire Earl Yetima is forced to sleep after exhausting all of his powers.]


  The entrance to the 7th city, where the Overgeared members were trapped, was opened.




  Chapter 722


  [The owner of the 7th city, Vampire Earl Yetima is forced to sleep after exhausting all his powers.]


  [The level of party member ‘Faker’ has risen by 1.]


  [The level of party member ‘Jishuka’ has risen by 1.]


  [The level of party member ‘Ruby’ has risen by 2.]


  [The level of party member ‘Sexy Schoolgirl’ has risen by 3.] 


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired Yetima’s Greatsword.]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired Yetima’s Gloves.]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired the ??? Piece.]


  [Party leader ‘Grid’ already knows the information of the ??? Piece. The ??? Piece has been updated to the Red Mirror Piece.]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired 7 blessed weapon enhancement stones.]


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired 10 blessed armour enhancement stones.]


  [Yetima’s Strength is engraved on the Rune of Darkness possessed by party leader ‘Grid.’]


  [Party member Chris’ ‘Rune of Supplementation’ has been engraved with ‘Cutting Attack Resistance’ and ‘Vampire Swordsmanship’ techniques.]


  [The entrance to the 7th city has opened.]


  “Pant... Pant...”


  Yetima was an easier opponent than Earl Cray. Yes, he was easy compared to Earl Cray. However, he was a strong and demanding opponent infinitely more powerful than other normal named bosses. It was a relatively quick raid due to Grid’s overwhelming attack power. But in the process, the damage caused to the Overgeared members was great. 


  In particular, Grid was physically and mentally exhausted. It was strange if he wasn’t tired because he played the role of tanker and damage dealer in two consecutive raids. Grid was very tired because he had to keep up his high concentration. He wanted to log out and rest right away.


  “Isn’t it always too hard?”


  No matter how strong he became, it was hard every time.  It would’ve bought a deeper despair to the average player. But it wasn’t enough to frustrate Grid.


  "It’s good that it’s always rewarding.”


  A dark smile appeared on Grid’s face as he checked the items he acquired.


  [Cray’s Bracelet]


  Durability: 8/30


  Rating: Epic (Growth)


  * If you are in the ‘bleeding’ state, your magic damage and defense will increase by 19%.


  * The lower the health, the faster the magic casting speed.


   * If this bracelet grows to a legendary rating, the wearer can summoned Vampire Earl Cray.


  A bracelet that contains Earl Cray’s unique magic power.


  The more that the wearer falls into crisis, the more power that can be achieved.


  Weight: 5


  [Yetima’s Greatsword]


  Rating: Epic (Growth, Set)


  Durability: 609/1,300


  Attack Power: 500~2,890


  Attack Speed: -5%


  * When the maximum damage is achieved, twice the damage will be applied.


  * When worn in a set with Yetima’s Gloves, the critical damage will increase by 100%.


   * If this greatsword grows to a legendary rating, the wearer can summoned Vampire Earl Yetima.


  A greatsword favored by Earl Yetima.


  It is safe to say he had no sense of aesthetics based on the crude appearance. In addition, it is very big and difficult to handle. 


  However, if you can bring out the function perfectly, you will achieve ultimate attack power.


  User Restriction: Level 320 or higher. More than 3,000 strength. Advanced Sword Mastery level 6 or higher.


  Weight: 3,200


  [Yetima’s Gloves]


  Rating: Legendary (Set)


  Durability: 29/100


  Defense: 65


  * There is a low chance of activating 2 Joint Attacks.


  Attack speed will increase by 1.8 times.


  * When worn in a set with Yetima’s Greatsword, the chance of a critical hit will increase by 10%.


  Leather gloves loved by Earl Yetima.


  It is easier to swing a greatsword when wearing them.


  User Restriction: Level 320 or higher.


  Weight: 20


  [Red Mirror Piece]


  Pieces of a round mirror made of blood stones.


  The exact function of the mirror isn’t known.


  The third prince of the Saharan Empire is looking for this mirror. It is recommended that you gather all the pieces and give them to him.


  * If you collect two more pieces in the future, the Red Mirror will be completed.


  This was the list of loot from the raid. In addition, he obtained 19 blessed weapon enhancement stones and 26 blessed armor enhancement stones. The rewards were tremendous since it was a tough raid. If he converted the value of the items he received today into cash, it would’ve easily passed billions of won. It was obvious but the distribution of items was a sensitive and important issue since it had substantial economic value. The party members couldn’t take unjust gains or losses. It must be carried out fairly.


  “If you need the dropped item, please raise your hands.”


  In the past, Grid would’ve kept them due to his pure greed. But not now. He felt a strong sense of responsibility since he was in charge of the party. Despite them being items that could summon a direct descendant vampire, he didn’t have the desire to monopolize them. Once Grid started to distribute the items, Euphemina, Zednos, and Laella raised their hands.


  The item they coveted was naturally Cray’s Bracelet. Cray’s Bracelet gave the magician the necessary magic power and the lacking defense. It was natural for them to covet it. The condition that they had to suffer from ‘bleeding’ was difficult, but the increase in magic casting speed when health declined was a reliable and stable function.


  "Well, is there anyone else who needs Cray’s Bracelet?”


  Grid was conscious of Lauel and asked again, but Lauel never raised his hand to the end. It was because it was more suitable for damage dealers like Zednos, Laella, and Euphemina than Lauel, who adjusted the weather and environment. It was similar to why Grid didn’t covet Cray’s Bracelet.


  Despite the fact that Braham had left, Grid still maintained his second class of great magician. He could use magic and as his intelligence increased, he could learn new magic. But for him, magic was just a secondary concept.  In particular, the stronger the opponent, the less he tended to rely on magic.


  Just look at this raid. Grid didn’t use magic throughout the battle with Cray and Yetima. No, he couldn’t. Grid wasn’t able to calculate magic one by one against opponents who unleashed an offensive without rest. 


  ‘They didn’t give me any room, just like Kraugel in the National Competition.’


  Well, in the first place, he was unlikely to fall into a bleeding condition. Even if he had Cray’s Bracelet, he wouldn’t be able to bring out the functions completely. Grid knew this and gave up ownership of Cray’s Bracelet. In the end, only Euphemina, Zednos, and Laella seriously competed for ownership of the bracelet. Everyone watched as they focused intensely.


  “Rock, paper, scissors!”


  “I won!”


  “Ugh. I lost.”


  “Sob... Congratulations.”


  It was truly a fair fight...


  As a result of the game, the owner of the bracelet was Euphemina. There was a cute smile on her cute face as she spoke to her teammates.


  "After deciding the value of the bracelet, I will divide goods worth the same value equally.”


  “Yes, take your time.”


  The next item to be distributed was Yetima’s Greatsword and Gloves. Grid also didn’t covet these items. It was natural. First, there was Yetima’s Greatsword which had the strongest conditional attack power. Grid didn’t want it because it was only strong in attack power and lacked separate options. It couldn’t compare to the Enlightenment Sword. There was no reason for Grid to covet it.


  ‘In the first place, my luck is too bad.’


  Grid was sure that if he swung it, he wouldn’t be able to achieve the maximum attack power. On the other hand, Chris greatly desired Yetima’s Greatsword. The average stats were definitely below Grid’s Greatsword, but the maximum damage value was too high. In addition, Chris prided himself in being the best with the greatsword. He believed he could easily achieve the maximum damage.


  All the Overgeared members gave up ownership to Chris. The problem was Yetima’s Gloves. There were no warriors who didn’t covet the 1.8 times increase in attack speed and 2 Joint Attacks. Apart from Grid, who had the Holy Light Gloves and Alex’s Quick Gloves! 


  The conclusion.


  “This must be a set with the greatsword.”


  "Chris, you take the gloves.”


  “Thank you!”


  All the Overgeared members yielded the item to Chris. Chris was grateful to his companions.


  "One day I will pay you back.”


  “It’s natural to have the right type of items.”


  A warm sight! As Chris and the Overgeared members smiled at each other, Pon was squatting in a corner with a dreary face.


  "Please have a spear come out next time... Please a spear...”


  “...”


  He kept repeating ‘spear.’ Vantner clicked his tongue and asked Grid.


  "The Finest Opals is an accessory? Grid, can you handle it?”


  "No, it isn’t my field. I can handle it with my dexterity, but the items won’t be good."


  “It’s a pity that there are no jewel craftsman in the guild...”


  Most production class players were based in the empire. It was difficult to bring over those who greatly benefited from the empire.


  "I will keep the jewels safe. Someday I will find a jewels craftsman. The only thing left is the Red Mirror Piece...”


  If he collected two more pieces in the future, the Red Mirror would be completed. There was also the Amethyst Shield. Why was 3rd Prince Benoit looking for such items? There was no way of knowing his ulterior motives.


  “Well, I will know someday.”


  Grid put the Red Mirror Piece into the inventory. Then it was the turn of the blessed weapon and armor enhancement stones.


  "Let’s share this fairly.”


  At this moment, Lauel came forward.


  "Your Majesty, why don’t we share the armor enhancement stones while you keep all the weapon enhancement stones?”


  “Me? Why?"


  They fought together. Of course, looking at the achievements, Grid was the most brilliant. But Katz, Ruby, and Jishuka also played a role. If even one of the party members hadn’t been present, the Cray raid wouldn’t have succeeded.


  “I don’t need such consideration. I’ll share it fairly.”


  Until now, Grid had always monopolized the best items in each raid with the Overgeared members. A typical example were the items from the direct descendants. Every item that could be useful to Grid was given to him by the Overgeared members. Grid couldn’t forget that favor. He didn’t want to take all the necessary items like the blessed enhancement stones.


  Katz snorted as Grid rejected it.


  “I don’t need japtem that I can buy with money.”


  “...”


  Grid and the Overgeared members would’ve once been offended, but they now knew Katz’ personality. Katz took care of Grid in his own way.


  "You have a weapon to enhance. You have been suffering the most and we want to see you enhance your sword."


  [Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires]


  The myth rated weapon that Grid produced. The Overgeared members hadn’t forgotten. The weapon still hadn’t been enhanced. That’s right. Grid’s weapon hadn’t been enhanced at all, yet it had killed the imperial army, the Red Knights, and even the direct descendants. It clearly showed the fraudulent ability of the myth rated weapon.


  "Then I should share with Jishuka...”


  Jishuka’s Red Phoenix Bow was also at 0. But Jishuka frowned and refused.


  “Are you going to make me even more in debt? I won’t accept it. Don’t make me owe you anymore.”


  “...”


  Jishuka still needed to pay Grid off. She wanted to use this opportunity to pay back a bit of her debt and give Grid a boost. In the end.


  “Okay, I understand. Thank you.”


  Grid agreed. He was eager to see the brilliantly glowing Enlightenment Sword after it had been enhanced. Of course, he needed to succeed.


  [The enhancement has failed.]


  “Sigh.”




  Chapter 723


  [The enhancement has failed.]


  [The enhancement has failed...]


  [The enhancement...]


  Fail, fail, fail in a row! Grid kept failing in his weapon enhancement. Every blessed enhancement stone was worth 1,200 gold. The Overgeared members started sweating.


  "...Doesn’t he have a passive that increases the probability of enhancement?”


  "That's right. Therefore, every time I need to strengthen an item, I asked Grid to strengthen it instead.”


  Ibellin replied to Vantner. It wasn’t just him. Most of the Overgeared members ran to Grid when they needed to enhance something.


  “But looking back...”


  "...I feel like the probability when Grid enhances it is similar to when I enhance it...”


  “...”


  It was a fact that was hard to deny. He had the ‘increased probability of enhancement’ passive and was the first to succeed in the ultimate enhancement, but looking at his total experience, his enhancement ability wasn’t very good. His probability of success wasn’t much different from a regular player.


  The reason? Grid believed that the probability of the ‘increased enhanced probability’ itself was bad. Otherwise, it was hard to understand why he was so bad with enhancement. Now the Overgeared members dimly noticed it. The real reason why Grid didn’t do well.


  '...A poop hand.’


  The Overgeared members’ interpretation wasn’t wrong as another blessed weapon enhancement stone vanished.


  Shake shake!


  Grid’s eyes were bloodshot as he started shaking. He thought he would cry at any minute. It was natural since a huge amount of money was disappearing into thin air. It was a normal Grid reaction, since he didn’t have money like Katz.


  "G-Grid, wouldn’t it be better to take it easier?” 


  “Do as Toban says. I don’t think this is the time.”


  There were countless myths about enhancement. Many people believed that a particular time or place had an impact on enhancement probability. An average person would give up on the enhancement and wait for a better time. But not emotional people like Grid. Having failed so far, he couldn’t stop the unfounded belief that he would succeed next time. He was too angry to make a reasonable judgment.


  "Uwaaaaaah! Let’s see who will win!”


  Grid cried at the expense of destroying the enhancement stones while continuing to try enhancing the Enlightenment Sword.


  [The enhancement has failed.]


  [The enhancement has failed.]


  There was no reversal. The odds hit Grid in the back of the head as usual. Goosebumps crept over the skin of the Overgeared members as they watched Grid failing continuously.


  ‘Grid has no luck. We should leave now.’


  'Maybe the probability of enhancing myth rated items is lower than expected?’


  Normal items could be enhanced up to +6, while myth rated items had a probability of failure from +0. In addition, every time an item failed to be enhanced, the enhancement value would drop.  This was what Grid and the Overgeared members knew.


  Nobody knew the percentage of successful enhancement for a myth rated item. They vaguely guessed that it would be a similar probability to a +7 normal item. But now they realized it wasn’t +7. The odds were more similar to a +8 enhancement.


  "Jishuka, haven’t you already tried enhancing the Red Phoenix Bow?’


  Once he saw Grid’s stress, the worried Peak Sword asked Jishuka. His expression was reproachful since she could’ve given Grid information about enhancing myth rated items. Jishuka shook her head.


  "I only attempted a few enhancement attempts.’


  “Why?”


  It was a myth rated item. It would have explosive growth even at +1. Why didn’t she try to enhance the Red Phoenix Bow when she knew this? Jishuka explained to the confused Peak Sword with a depressed expression.


  “How can I afford to buy enhancement items when I’m so busy paying Grid off?”


  “Ah...”


  It was rare for anyone to live in this world comfortably.  Peak Sword once again realized this timeless truth.


  ***


  * If this bracelet grows to a legendary rating, the wearer can summon Vampire Earl Cray.


  * If this greatsword grows to a legendary rating, the wearer can summon Vampire Earl Yetima.


  As Grid was drinking a bitter cup of hardships, Euphemina and Chris couldn’t help looking at the information of the bracelet and greatsword they obtained. Items that could summon a vampire lord! Putting aside their performance, Cray’s Bracelet and Yetima’s Greatsword had tremendous value alone as a summoning tool.


  That’s why Euphemina and Chris appreciated the fact that Grid gave them the items. They fought together and succeeded in the raid. Didn’t they have the right to claim ownership of the items? Why did they thank Grid? The reason was simple. Grid acted modestly, but he clearly was 1st in this raid. Grid had the strongest right to claim ownership over items. If he claimed the items, Chris and Euphemina could only give up. But Grid didn’t claim ownership of the items. He wanted his companions to use the dropped items more appropriately. This was despite the fact that it was a direct summoning item.


  ‘As expected, not just anyone can become king.’


  When Chris was leading the Giant Guild, he had monopolized the small number of elixirs dropped in his castle’s dungeon. In fact, most organizations benefited from this structure and Chris thought he was exercising his right as a leader. But Grid was different. He gave a lot of concessions despite being a leader. As a typical example, he created, enhanced, and repaired items for his colleagues.


  ‘Respect.’


  ‘Thank you.’


  There was a strong feeling of trust in the eyes of Euphemina and Chris, who were looking at Grid. Like their other teammates, they knew that Grid had the Qualification of a Blood King title (although they didn’t know it would be promoted). There was the possibility of him becoming the king of the direct descendants. From Grid’s viewpoint, it was better for him to possess as many direct descendants summoning items as possible. The fact that he suppressed his desires for the sake of his colleagues caused Euphemina and Chris to feel respect. They vowed.


  ‘I will raise the item rating to legendary.’ 


  ‘Then I will return it to His Majesty.’


  They weren’t just thinking and acting for Grid’s sake. Items could be replaced from time to time. As time passed, it was natural to get stronger items. By the time the bracelet and greatsword grew to the legendary rated, Euphemina and Chris would be armed with superior items.


  ‘Even if it isn’t the case, Grid will make me a better item. Isn't that right?’


  They had faith because the other person was the legendary blacksmith Grid. They thought it was really good that they joined the Overgeared Guild. A wide smile appeared on Chris and Euphemina’s faces.


  ***


  “It’s better to stop for a while.”


  Laeul said as he came up to Grid, who was still busy strengthening.


  Grid just snorted.


  "If a man pulls out the radish, he has to slice it. I won’t stop until I use all up the enhancement stones.”


  "What if you don’t have a knife to cut it?”


  Lauel who knew Korean better than an actual Korean! He spoke without hesitation and gave Grid a warning.


  "I’m worried about the two direct descendants left.”


  “Ah.”


  Grid came to his senses. The two direct descendants who disappeared with Yetima and didn’t return. If one of them came back, the party would be completely annihilated. It was impossible for the currently exhausted party to deal with the direct descendants.


  ‘I’m relieved that the city’s entrance is open.’


  Grid put the remaining six enhancement stones back in his inventory and told his teammates.


  "Let’s leave the city first. Today we’ll rest and tomorrow will be an expedition...”


  Before Grid finished speaking.


  Peeng!


  A bloody magic power aimed at Grid’s face. 


  “Grid!”


  The surprised members were still relieved. It was because the God Hands guarded Grid. Everyone turned their heads in the direction of the magic. They saw the earls floating in the sky next to each other.


  ‘Che, it’s too late.”


  The reason why the direct descendants left Earl Cray earlier was purely to sleep. Lauel didn’t miss this. The possibility of the direct descendants reemerging was very low. He knew that the direct descendants wouldn’t wake up for a long time after they fell asleep. However, Yetima appeared directly after the Cray raid and now the direct descendants appeared after the Yetima raid. Lauel thought that Yetima overcame the sleep because he was the owner of the city. But that wasn’t the case.


  "After Cray, you defeated Yetima?”


  “They’re insidious bastards. We shouldn’t go out alone, so why don’t we hunt half each?”


  “It’s a good idea.”


  “...!”


  Once the vampires in the sky talked about cooperation, the faces of the Overgeared members paled. Assuming that they were at least Yetima level, it would be impossible to defeat both of them at the same time. In particular, it was hard to deal with both of them at the same time when they were exhausted.


  “I will buy time while you run away.”


  Step.


  Grid stepped forward. He was ready to die. He planned to sacrifice his life to open the path for his companions. But the plan wasn't needed.


  “No. Just retreat. The escape route has already been made.”


  Lauel had secured a retreat route while Grid put on a strong show in front of their colleagues. Grid had a confused expression.


  “That... Really?”


  Grid scratched his head and Lauel reassured him.


  "I don’t want to repeat my mistakes. Now, let's go."


  “You! I won’t let you escape!”


  The direct descendants followed as the Overgeared members started escaping with Lauel. They tried to narrow the distance to the Overgeared guild members, making full use of their ability to fly. Originally, they would’ve caught up with the Overgeared members. But it was strange.


  ‘What?’


  ‘Why is it so hard to catch them?’


  The direct descendants couldn’t catch up with the Overgeared members. It was because their flight path was full of stalactites so it was difficult to speed up. It was Lauel’s plan. He had observed the terrain since he entered the city and resorted to this route to block their flying capabilities. Thanks to this, the Overgeared members were able to escape from the city without any sacrifices.


  “Good! Well done Lauel!”


  “We’re alive thanks to you!”


  The sunny desert. The Overgeared members escaped through the city’s entrance and started to praise Lauel.


  Lauel covered half his face with one hand and laughed.


  “Kuk... Kukukuk, the residents of the night are helpless in front of this body, who is master of the darkness. They are small fries. Hut.”


  “...”


  It had been a long time Lauel contributed.


  "Hum hum, let’s split up here and gather tomorrow.”


  Grid settled the atmosphere and logged out. It was the same with his colleagues. 


  “Eh?”


  The laughing Lauel realized after a while that he was left alone. He missed Damian and the evil eyes. It was less than two months before the National Competition.




  Chapter 724


  Who came to mind when thinking about assassins? From a 3 year old child to an 80 year old person, most people would think about the shadow protecting the Overgeared Kingdom. The killing god, Faker. Despite having a normal class, he showed the strongest PK skills and his stage was increasing every day. It was natural to think of him first among assassins.


  However, the story changed when it became ‘assassin who plays in the National Competition.’ Since Faker had never made public appearances other than the Overgeared Kingdom’s founding ceremony, people naturally thought of Tarma.


  Assassin Tarma from the dark gamer group, Blood Carnival.


  At the time of the 2nd National Competition, he entered for money and showed off his skills. At least, until he met Grid.


  ‘I will avenge my loss in the National Competition.’


  Since Blood Carnival was destroyed by Grid, Tarma had hid in a sandy kingdom of the East Continent. Over the past few months, he performed all types of quests, learned to deal with sand and wind, and realized how much stronger he was. He was able to easily hunt the creatures that he couldn’t three months ago, so it was impossible for him to not realize. Grid, who felt so strong every time he looked back, now seemed inferior.


  ‘If I have this power, even Grid...!’


  The fox’s sword was caught in Tarma’s hand and it instantly turned to sand. It was the power of Erosion, a racial special skill that Tarma had obtained. It was the ability to decompose’ objects classified as ‘things.’ Items that monsters or players were armed with were classified as ‘things.’ It was an ability that was the perfect counter for Grid’s items.


  ‘The duration of Erosion is 5 seconds.’


  After destroying the monsters in the canyon, Tarma closed his eyes and concentrated. It was the beginning of the simulation. He imagined a battle based on the past Grid who had grown stronger. The result?


  ‘Victory!’


  Tarma saw it. Grid’s appearance after all the new items he was proud of became eroded!


  “Okay...”


  A sly smile crossed Tarma’s sharp face. He was convinced that he could pay back the grudge from the National Competition and raise his reputation to a higher level than before.


  ‘Then I should find a sponsor.’


  Who would benefit the most if Grid was damaged? As he pondered this, Tarma was reminded of the Belto Kingdom war.


  ‘Wasn’t Agnus hostile to Grid?’


  He was the master of Immortal who proclaimed to be the king of the living and the dead, but he retreated before Grid and Ares. Agnus would definitely perceive Grid as a big barrier.


  ‘If I make it so Grid wins only one gold medal in the National Competition, it will be a temptation that he can’t resist.’


  Like the previous National Competition, the S.A. Group promised special rewards to the medalists. Making Grid unable to obtain medals would be a big loss and it would be a tremendous boon from the perspective of Grid’s enemies. Tarma was convinced of this and contacted Agnus. Then he realized why Agnus was called crazy.


  “You want money to kill Grid? I don’t understand what this mad dog is saying. Huh~~?”


  “Why don’t you understand me? Don’t you know what a huge profit it will be for you if Grid can’t win a medal?”


  “Kikikik? Grid is my target. Do you think you can beat him?”


  "No, what does beating Grid have to do with him being your target?”


  "I will kill those who touch my prey.”


  “...??”


  Was he crazy? The conversation kept going wrong and didn’t make sense. It was like talking to an alien. Tarma clicked his tongue.


  ‘Is he just acting because he doesn’t want to pay me? He’s this type of person.’


  ....No, it was better to assume that he was surprisingly clever than a miser. 


  ‘He knows that I will defeat Grid, even if he doesn’t accept my request.’ 


  The fact that Tarma had a grudge against Grid was something that most people in the world could guess. Agnus was also the same. Tarma guessed this and nodded.


  “Then I will search for other clients.”


  Sururuk.


  Tarma escaped into the darkness. Agnus stared at the spot where he disappeared and asked Veradin.


  “Who is he?”


  “Haha, you don’t remember small fries? I don’t know if you should be treating him as a small fry...”


  Veradin smiled pleasantly. His eyes were filled with anticipation.


  ‘Tarma has already fought against Grid several times. He must have a sure basis for being so confident about hunting Grid.’


  Wouldn’t Tarma unexpectedly play a big role?


  ‘I’m especially looking forward to this year’s National Competition. It’s unfortunate that Agnus can’t participate.’


  Agnus had already appeared to the world since the battle in the Belto Kingdom. But he still wasn’t in a position to attend the National Competition. He was unable to control himself, so it was unknown what he would do in an event with rules. 


  *** 


  The sky would never fall. Hao was confident of this as he followed Kraugel. 


  "Congratulations on reaching level 260.”


  He was full of admiration and dismay. Kraugel’s overwhelming levelling ability was already beyond common sense.  It was hunting that didn’t allow any wasted movements or time. He demonstrated optimum efficiency in any hunting ground and overwhelmed the monsters with force.


  Kraugel’s levelling ability was so perfect that it couldn’t be compared. Hao’s levelling speed also increased by 1.4 times as he watched Kraugel from the side. However, Kraugel felt that he was lacking.


  “In the last fortnight, Grid had gained close to 10 levels. I’m lacking compared to him.”


  Alexander denied it.


  "Wasn’t he able to grow quickly thanks to the clear reward of the Behen Archipelago? He also seems to be focusing on named raids after that.”


  Yes, Grid’s current levelling speed couldn’t be explained unless it was a named grade boss raid. In addition, the named boss raid target wasn’t always present. Named grade bosses weren’t so easy to find. Kraugel appreciated this part about Grid.


  “It’s great to have an environment where we can concentrate on named boss raids. How many people in the world can monopolize hunting grounds where named bosses appear?”


  Of course, Kraugel also monopolized many named bosses. Kraugel hunted named bosses that popped up in places that ordinary people couldn’t imagine.


  The problem was that Kraugel had trouble finding hunting grounds where a large number of monsters and bosses appeared at the same time. In other words, he wasn’t able to secure a hunting ground like the vampire’s city. Most of the named bosses that Kraugel secured were in weed-infested places.


  ‘This is why I might not catch up.’


  Kraugel smiled as he thought this. The feeling of impatience stimulated him positively. He had always been at the forefront and now he was following someone else. He found it fresh and fun. A heavenly gamer.


  ‘I would like to achieve level 300 before the National Competition... But at my current speed, I will be level 272 in two months.'


  Did he read Kraugel’s grieving expression?


  Hao asked carefully.


  "Are you going to participate in PvP?”


  Grid and Kraugel’s had a close to 80 level difference. Furthermore, Kraugel hadn’t reached level 300, so his stats hadn’t awakened at the third level. Now Grid’s stats were overwhelmingly high. Should Kraugel participate in PvP, which was sure to include the top rankers including Grid? It was a huge penalty. It was an unfair fight. Hao hoped that Kraugel wouldn’t participate in the PvP this year. It would be a painful experience to watch his idol be defeated.


  Kraugel nodded at the anxious Hao.


  “I will participate.”


  Alexander was surprised.


  “What? Are you a complete fool? Putting aside Grid, can’t you lose to someone like Chris or Damian? Do you need to decrease your reputation like this?”


  "I agree with Alexander. In particular, I don’t want you to fight against Grid.”


  Hao respected Grid as much as Kraugel. He knew they considered each other to be rivals. Fighting in a disadvantageous situation was painful for both of them. No, everyone in the world would feel sorry for them.


  Hao expressed his opinion. "I believe that your rematch should only occur when you are perfectly prepared for each other. Everyone will share my opinion.”


  Indeed, it was a confrontation of the century. Everyone in the world expected a memorable battle between the two. It shouldn’t be meaningless. Hao was certain of this and Alexander nodded in agreement.


  At that moment.


  "Are you assuming that I will lose?”


  Kraugel’s eyes sunk. It was a calm look that was reminiscent of the days when he was alone and was hard to read.


  "I am determined to fight and I believe I can win.” 


  Hao and Alexander shouldn’t forget. Kraugel was the sky above the sky. Now that he had the strongest legendary class of Sword Saint, he wouldn’t be caught by the notion of level.


  "In the first place, my odds are the highest this year.”


  “...?”


  Hao and Alexander were pushed by Kraugel’s force and felt puzzled. It was because Kraugel implied that this year was his highest chance of winning. Kraugel shrugged at them.


  "How many times have you told me? Grid’s potential is the strongest. He will grow stronger over time. If I try to match my level with him as much as possible, I might not be able to win again.”


  “...”


  It was ridiculous. Someone might’ve thought so. But Kraugel was sincere.


  'He’s different from me, who can only use swordsmanship.’


  Grid could use swordsmanship, as well as items and magic. At the present time when Kraugel didn’t have a second class, he judged that Grid’s potential was higher than his. Of course, the basis for this judgment was Grid’s talent.


  'His unyielding spirit will spur his growth.’


  When they competed the first time or when they competed the second time. Kraugel couldn’t forget Grid’s eyes. The more desperate the situation, the more his eyes blazed with determination.


  Duguen, duguen, dugeun.


  Just like when Grid thought about Kraugel, Kraugel also got excited when he thought about Grid.




  Chapter 725


   "Did you calculate all your actions?”


  The 7th vampire city.


  Lauel asked Grid after he logged in.


  Grid was surprised when he heard a voice as soon as he logged in.


  “W-What is it Laeul? Why are you already here? There is still a long time until the appointment time.”


  "I was working diligently to create a plan for the raid attack. Isn’t it the same for you?”


  Unlike the previous direct descendants, the two remaining in the 7th city would cooperate.


  Grid and Lauel knew they couldn’t afford this. Unlike the other guild members, they were the leaders. It was necessary to act quicker than the others and make more plans.


  It was truly Lauel. He was reliable. 


  Grid thought about it and belatedly cocked his head.


  "But what action did I calculate?”


  Laeul smiled slyly.


  "The act of yielding Cray’s Bracelet and Yetima’s Greatsword to Euphemina and Chris.”


  “...?”


  "Didn’t you learn from experience that raising the rating of an item isn’t easy? Didn’t you give them the items so that they can raise the item rating instead of you?”


  “...?”


  "You can be the king of the direct descendants. Euphemina and Chris knows this so they will be willing to return Cray’s Bracelet and Yetima’s Greatsword depending on the circumstances."


  “....??”


  "Well, it won’t be a big loss for them if they return it. At that time, they will return it and ask for a new item from Your Majesty in return.”


  “...”


  Grid never thought about this part. He just yielded the item to his teammates. He never thought they would give back the item later after raising the rating of the item.


  But it was quite plausible when he heard Lauel’s words. Grid, Euphemina and Chris, it was a win-win for all of them.


  “Great... I didn’t think so deeply...”


  Lauel shrugged at Grid’s bemused mutter.


  "You don’t have to act stupid. I have already witnessed many times where your thinking power has evolved.”


  ‘I am acting stupid...?’


  He would be a fool if he told the truth.


  In the end, Grid found it hard to deny Laeul’s speculation.


  “Ha...hahaha, right. I guess I can’t fool you. Yes, as expected. I planned everything in advance and gave the items to the two of them.”


  “Huhuhut... No matter how smart Your Majesty is, it is still far from deceiving me.”


  Lauel didn’t know the truth and laughed.


  Grid vaguely felt some remorse.


  *** 


  “Keep this in mind. If I send a signal, retreat immediately using the retreat path you have already seen. Don’t look back. Understood?”


  “I understand.”


  "I will keep it in mind."


  After the Yetima raid, the boss of the 7th city hadn’t regenerated yet. The city still didn’t have an owner and the entrance was always open.


  The two surviving direct descendants didn’t leave the city. The existence of this open entrance became a great support for the Overgeared members.


  ‘There is zero chance that we can fight two earl class vampires at the same time and win.’


  The purpose of today’s expedition was simple. They had an understanding of the earl class vampires. Their goal today was to figure out who was weaker among Ruson and Noll. 


  ‘Then we will try again tomorrow and attack the weaker vampire.’


  Once one earl was defeated, they could rechallenge the remaining earl the next day.


  “It is better to check the side that has lower physical resistance than magic resistance. Then the full damage of our main damage dealers will be applied.”


  "As soon as the two earls appear, launch a full-fledged attack. The magicians will check which side has higher magic resistance.”


  Sakak-!


  Puok!


  The Overgeared members moved slowly with the earls in mind. They hunted the familiars and vampires as they headed into the deepest part of the city. They reserved their skills and magic for the earls.


  Then.


  “Ho...?” Those guys came back?”


  “Look, what did I tell you? You said they wouldn’t return?”


  “Bah, the stupid Cray and Yetima reduced the dignity of our line to nothing.”


  It was around an hour after the Overgeared members entered the city.


  Thanks to the hunting of many vampires, the experience gauge of Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl went up by 10%. Then Earl Ruson and Noll appeared.


  They once again emerged in the sky.


  They looked like bats as they hung upside down from the ceiling. No, it was really cool.


  Grid frowned.


  ‘Good lucking guys are cool even when they do something crazy.’


  Why was the world so unfair?


  Why wasn’t he handsome?


  Grid embraced his anger and shouted.


  “Zednos, Laella! Start!"


  “Yes!”


  Hwaruruk!


  Laella’s powerful fire magic combined with Zednos’ wind magic.


  The fire hurricane hit Ruson and Noll at the same time.


  [You have dealt 41,700 damage to the target!]  


  [The target has resisted.]


  “....!!”


  Zednos and Laella were surprised when they saw the notification windows.


  They were upset because their cooperative magic damage was too weak. Noll even resisted it.


  “Both of them have higher magic resistance than Cray and Yetima. In particular, Noll...!”


  Laella hurriedly explained.


  Then Earl Ruson fell towards her.


  White pale skin and transparent red eyes like rubies.


  A vampire who gave off a mysterious atmosphere. His sharp fangs were visible between long hair.


  "You dare to attack me? I will get your blood in return... Kuk!”


  Ruson groaned as he was grabbing Laella’s neck.


  Blackening, Blacksmith's Rage, Quick Movements and 100 points in fighting energy.


  Grid struck his back in a full buff state.


  Then black flames exploded and Ruson’s’ silky long hair became ruined.


  “You!"


  Ruson shouted indignantly at Grid but Grid didn’t even see him. He flew towards Noll, who was fighting with his other colleagues, and hit Noll’s back.


  “Kuak! A coward who strikes from the rear!”


  Noll was angry like Ruson when he was suddenly attacked. 


  But Grid just snorted and muttered.


  “Noll’s physical resistance is also higher.”


  “These humans!”


  Ruson was furious at being ignored!


  Their aggro was completely focused on Grid.


  It was natural.


  It was the fate of the dealer with the highest attack to attract aggro. Grid had the highest attack power in Overgeared so he always monopolized the aggro.


  And most damage dealers were weak in defense. A powerful attack was a double-edged sword since the dealer’s life was always threatened.


  Unfortunately, Grid was an all-rounder.


  Both his defense and attack power were high.


  Peeok!


  Kwajak!


  At the same time, Grid avoided the attacks of Ruson and Noll.


  Grid didn’t fight back as he spoke to his colleagues.


  "Noll’s magic resistance and defense is much higher while Ruson has overwhelming superior attack power.”


  The members nodded.


  "That's right. Our test results are the same.”


  Like Grid, the Overgeared members were attacking Ruson and Noll. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that they poured out all the skills they had.


  In the process, the characteristics of Ruson and Noll that they identified coincided with Grid.


  Grid confirmed Noll and Ruson’s strengths and opened Belial’s Power.


  It was 100% power.


  “Okay. We will come back tomorrow and attack Ruson. Retreat while I buy time.”


  “Understood.”


  “Yes!”


  The Overgeared members didn’t hesitate. Even Huroi left immediately. They weren’t worried about leaving Grid alone.


  They believed in him.


  Now that Grid used all his buffs, they believed that even two earl class vampires couldn’t kill Grid.


  Pepepepeng!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Magic and swordsmanship.


  The injuries on Grid grew as the Overgeared members retreated first.


  'These bastards, they are dirty.’


  [The duration of Blacksmith's Rage is over.]


  [The duration of Quick Movements is over.]


  Various buffs began to turn off. Blackening would soon be over.


  In addition, Grid’s heath gauge was now dropping out of control.


  "Don’t think that you can leave alive!”


  “You are too naive!”


  Dark smiles appeared as Ruson and Noll followed Grid. They were delighted at finally being able to eat humans.


  But that joy was brief.


  Peng!


  Pepepepeok!


  300 metres before reaching the exit.


  Several Alarm spells that Grid had installed in advanced were fired.


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  “Trap?”


  Ruson and Noll suffered great damage from Grid’s Magic Missiles, which ignored magic resistance. Their momentum while chasing Grid was weakened for a moment. 


  Grid used that gap to safely escape.


  “See you tomorrow.”


  *** 


  "Good work.”


  "Thank you for the hard work.”


  The Overgeared members’ faces brightened as they found Grid.


  Grid smiled wickedly at his pleased colleagues.


  "Tomorrow, we will challenge Ruson as planned.”


  Kill the weakest one!


  The key players in tomorrow’s raid would be Vantner, Toban and Huroi. 


  “The three of you have to tie up Noll as much as possible. The raid will be difficult if he attacks our damage dealers or Ruby. The slightest slip can cause failure.”


  “Okay. Let’s keep a tight formation.”


  "I have prepared many things for Noll to focus on me. Don’t worry.”


  "...Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl are present, so refrain from speaking too harshly.”


  “Yes...”


  Then the next day.


  Grid confirmed that everyone’s skills were back and led the party.


  “Go again. As I said yesterday, the target is Ruson.”


  “Yes!”


  They had to take damage.


  The Overgeared members and Grid speculated that quite a few people would die today.


  Vantner, Toban and Huroi would try but it was impossible to completely bind Noll while raiding Ruson.


  But today’s sacrifice would lead to tomorrow’s success.


  The Overgeared members had faith and entered the 7th city without hesitation.


  Five hours later.


  Another direct descendant left the world.




  Chapter 726


  [The duration of immortality is over.]


  “Pant... Pant... Kuk...!”


  Grid’s vision flashed red as he coughed up blood. It meant his health had reached a dangerous level. It wouldn’t be strange if he died. Then Noll’s voice was heard. His voice was filled with killing intent.


  "You guys... You trivial humans...!”


  [Vampire Earl Noll has used Direct Suppression.]


  Kurururung!


  The air shook. There was a river of blood that Ruson had spilt. Direct Suppression gave fear and despair to all inferior species. It was a power that served as a big barrier to the Overgeared members in the process of today’s raid. But at this moment.


  [You have resisted.]


  Grid was the only Overgeared member left in the city. The pressure of the direct descendant was no longer meaningful. It was because all the Overgeared members, except for Grid, were killed in the process of raiding Ruson. Grid gazed into the red eyes of Noll.


  "Shouldn’t I be the angry one, not you?”


  He knew it wouldn’t be easy to deal with two direct descendants at the same time. However, Grid wanted to minimize the damage to his party members. That’s why they prepared well in advance. As well as the terrain of the city, he grasped the personal characteristics of Ruson and Noll, procured various buff potions from Reidan’s alchemy facility, and installed Alarm magic traps all over the city.


  The Overgeared members did everything they could. But the raid didn’t proceed as they planned. It was due to Noll’s power. Noll wasn’t just a tanker with excellent defense and resistance. His skill composition ran more towards a supporter. He specialized in recovery and initializing abilities.


  The blood tsunamis and aftershocks occurred from time to time, breaking the formation of the Overgeared members. He also healed Ruson who was in a critical condition several times due to the Overgeared members. In particular, his ability to recover with Blood Donation was a problem. Noll donated his blood to increase Ruson’s health and defense. Thanks to this, the damage to the Overgeared members was bigger than expected. It took too long to hunt Ruson and in the process, the Overgeared members died.


  Grid got goosebumps. What if Ruson had been faithful to his role as a supporter in the Earl Cray raid? It wouldn’t be possible to capture the 7th city. He couldn’t be certain of winning, even if NPCs such as Piaro and Asmophel were invited to the party.


  ‘The Curse of Idleness...’


  It was fortunate for Grid that the direct descendants were affected by the curse and wouldn’t cooperate. Looking back, the reason why he was able to raid Elfin Stone in the past was the Curse of Idleness. Therefore, Grid hated the Blood King Candidate title.


  It temporarily released the direct descendants facing him from the Curse of Idleness. The effect was equally applicable to Duke Marie Rose and Marquis Fenrir. There was no possibility of raiding them when they were several times or tens of times stronger than the earls. But.


  “You’re an exception.”


  Grid’s smile contained poison.


  "You will pay the price for hurting my colleagues today.”


  "Shut up!"


  Noll rushed towards Grid. He was freed from the Curse of Idleness, so he willingly attacked.


  Puok!


  It was just before the cooldown of his health potion ended. Grid’s vision changed to black and white as he was stabbed in the heart.


  [You have died.]


  [You have lost 36.2% experience.]


  [Grid’s Boots have been lost.]


  *** 


  "The scale of the damage?"


  Outside the 7th vampire city. Grid instantly asked once he resurrected and Lauel, who had done the research beforehand, reported to him.


  “We lost experience and 14 people dropped equipment items.”


  “What? 14?”


  Death in Satisfy was dreadful. It was a huge penalty to players. The experience loss was in proportion to level and there was also the possibility of dropping some items in their possession. The worst was dropping equipment items. Basically, the value of the equipment item was high. If they lost the item they used as their main power, their strength would be reduced. Instead...


  "Isn’t the probability of dropping equipment items only around 1%?”


  That’s right. When a player died, the drop rate of equipment items was quite low. Grid felt that it was actually at 50%.


  ‘It can’t be... Did my bad luck spread to everyone?’


  Grid was frustrated by the fact that more than half of the party members had dropped equipment items! He felt extreme guilt and Lauel told him more desperate news.


  “Among them, Pon and Vantner have lost their main weapon and shield.”


  “...”


  Grid was experiencing extreme mental pain just losing Grid’s Boots, which he often swapped to when using Grid’s Greatsword. It was due to the value of the item. However, Pon and Vantner lost the weapon and shield that must be used immediately. From Grid’s position, it was like losing the Enlightenment Sword. Grid was worried about how much pain they were in. His gaze moved towards Pon and Vantner. They were already looking at Grid.


  “My spear...”


  “Shield...”


  “...”


  Grid wished he could make a new shield and spear! The two men, who couldn’t bear to ask him for a new spear and shield, were like brothers. The difference was that Pon was handsome while Vantner was bald.


  "I’m prepared to make new items. Anyway, if we want to challenge the raid again, we have to wait for everyone’s skills to return. It won’t be difficult to recreate the items while waiting.”


  Item making was the source of Grid’s power. He couldn’t ignore the rise in stats by making items. In addition, Pon and Vantner weren’t people who wanted freebies. They always paid a reasonable price for Grid’s items. It was good for Grid to make items in the remaining time. However, there was a problem.


  “There are no materials.”


  “...”


  “...”


  The Black Dragon Spear used by Pon and the Flame Shield used by Vantner were the best items made by Belail’s dropped items. It was impossible to recreate the same things. Grid trembled.


  ‘If only I was stronger.’ 


  It wouldn’t have been so hard to raid Ruson. Jishuka spoke to the regretful Grid.


  “It isn’t that you are lacking. We are the ones lacking. Don't blame yourself.”


  Pon and Vantner nodded.


  "That's right. This is the result of our weakness. It isn’t because Grid is weak.”


  “...”


  The mood was depressed. Most of the party members lost valuable items, increasing the pressure. In particular, the fact that the National Competition wasn’t far away raised the burden. The National Competition was the place where the best rankers representing each country gathered. Everyone’s hearts were heavy at the thought of participating in the National Competition in a weakened state. On the other hand, Lauel’s expression was bright.


  “Actually, you don’t need to worry about that. We can find the items you lost.”


  Dropped items weren’t destroyed. They literally existed in the place where they fell. Then why was dropping an item a problem? It was due to the users of Satisfy. Since it was impossible to block a user from the hunting grounds, it was almost impossible to regain an item once it was dropped.  By the time they resurrected and ran to the place where the item dropped, the item wasn’t present anymore. It was because another user took it.


  But the vampire cities weren’t an ordinary hunting ground. The vampire cities existed secretly in the vast desert of Reidan. The difficulty itself was very high so it was hard for ordinary players to approach. In addition, Lauel controlled the vampire cities from the beginning. It was because he didn’t want a valuable hunting ground for the Overgeared members to be occupied by other players. This mentality wasn’t wrong. Controlling the hunting grounds within a territory was a privilege of the guild that owned it.


  “The items that we dropped are still here. Tomorrow we will go back to the 7th city to raid Noll, retrieving the items on the way."


  “You’re right. We don’t have to worry about someone else taking it.”


  "We will guard the entrance to the city.”


  "Okay, tomorrow we will regain them.”


  "Come on!”


  The atmosphere was cleared up. Everyone was looking forward to tomorrow. Lauel gave them a warning.


  “Don’t be too distracted. Noll is a support type, but he’s still an earl. His comprehensive battle strength is comparable to other earls. A strong opponent. If you’re careless, then you will die again before retrieving the item.”


  Also.


  “Noll is likely to lead a large number of vampires and familiars to maximize his support capabilities. He’s fighting diligently after overcoming the Curse of Idleness thanks to Grid.”


  “...”


  Grid’s chest hurt but Lauel was just reminding them of the facts. It wasn’t his intention to criticize Grid.


  "The key to tomorrow’s raid is how quickly we can retrieve the dropped items. If we encounter Noll before we collect all the items, we are likely to be killed.”


  Chris confirmed it.


  "That's right. Noll lacks attack skills compared to the other earls, but he has CCs and high endurance. It’s impossible to get rid of him without full preparations. Don’t forget the point where you each lost an item.”


  Lauel added a final warning.


  "Noll must be raided. If we can’t raid Noll and Fenrir or Marie Rose joins...”


  Gulp!


  The sound of swallowing could be heard everywhere. At the same time, they all imagined the worst. If Noll’s support abilities were used on Marquis Fenrir or Duke Marie Rose...


  "Fenrir and Marie Rose might never be able to be raided in the future.”


  *** 


  "Everyone remembers, right?”


  After adequate rest. Grid asked before they re-entered the 7th city. It was excessive concern. The party members responded confidently.


  “Of course I remember. Grid, could you forget the point where your precious items were dropped?”


  “I also remember.”


  Grid spoke after confirming their answer.


  “Okay. Let’s move as secretly as possible until we arrive there. We will get hurt if we are caught by Noll before we manage to collect the items.”


  “Understood.”


  The Overgeared members had experienced the vampire cities many times. According to their experience, the boss would never appear when they just entered the city. There would be a big disturbance as the battles proceeded. The boss would become aware of the intruders and reveal themselves.


  Of course, the Overgeared members believed it would be the same again. But was it a matter of having too much faith in Grid? Their faith was betrayed.


  “Huhuhut, I was waiting.”


  “...”


  The moment they entered the 7th city. Grid and the Overgeared members encountered Noll. Noll knew that Grid and the Overgeared members would come again and waited in advance.  There were 500 vampires and familiars with him. This was the amazing artificial intelligence of a top grade NPC.


  “I...I’ll come back. Haha.”


  Grid laughed awkwardly and ran away with the Overgeared members.


  *** 


  “XX... Call all of our kids.”


  The entrance to the 7th city.


  Grid gave a command to all the Overgeared members who were afraid to enter the city again. It was a royal order. A king who had the power to move thousands, tens of thousands at will!




  Chapter 727


  "Haap!”


  “Hiyaaack!”


  "Hey! How can you roll to avoid the attack? Every side of the battlefield will be full of enemies waiting to kill you! Stop! Grit your teeth!”


  Capital Reinhardt. Constant bellowing sounds were heard from the training grounds. In the morning, daytime, and evening, sound rang out without stopping 24 hours a day. It was due to the unique training policy of military commander Asmophel. Asmophel advocated that ‘war was just a matter of time’ and emphasized night-time training.


  Of course, it didn’t mean to train 24 hours a day. He rotated the soldiers and paid attention to their stamina. Thanks to this, the Overgeared soldiers were able to demonstrate their abilities at night. The same was true for the Red Phoenix Group who had come from the East Continent.


  "I realize that I’m getting stronger every day. I can’t help acknowledging this training method.”


  "Lady Sua acknowledges it.”


  Despite his high position, Asmophel was at the training grounds every day. Sometimes it was hard to distinguish him from a soldier. He was always there among the soldiers and trained with them. The members of the Red Phoenix Group genuinely respected him.


  “How many people in a high position would try and understand the poor soldiers?”


  "Pangea’s Duke of Virtue... No, he’s the aide of King Grid.” 


  There were good people under a great master!


  The Red Phoenix Group believed there was a subordinate like Asmophel due to Grid. They also aspired to become like Asmophel. They didn’t despise the soldiers because they were stronger, nor did they seek special treatment. They were always enthusiastic about training with the soldiers.


  Therefore, the knights of the Overgeared Kingdom felt a sense of crisis.


  “The people who are already strong are training harder than us...”


  The Western Nova, Royman. She was originally an ordinary soldier of Reidan until she was unearthed by Asmophel and became a knight. Since then, she was trained directly by Piaro. As a named NPC with no limits on her stats, Grid had high expectations for her.


  She had the best potential. In fact, she was one of the most powerful knights, despite only being promoted a few years ago. But compared with the Red Phoenix Group, she was still somewhat lacking. It was because the Red Phoenix Group of the East Continent had very high levels by default.


  “We can’t catch up to them if we spend the same amount of time in training. We have to work harder in training.”


  “Okay! We can do it!”


  The knights were filled with great passion, beginning with Royman. The existence of the Red Phoenix Group was a positive effect to further develop them. This was the fun part.


  ‘Cute.’


  Now most of the knights knew that Royman was a woman. They had been living together for a few years, so it was natural to find out. However, Royman didn’t know that she was discovered. She was still trying to pretend she was a man. She used pressure bandages and tried to use the bathroom or changing room with her colleagues. She didn’t know that her colleagues fled every time she went into the bathroom.


  “Yes! It’s good to be sociable among colleagues!’


  Piaro was still unaware of Royman’s reality. Despite being the closest to her due to training her, he never imagined that she was a woman. He believed Royman without a doubt because she had declared herself a man. As a result, Piaro didn’t realize that the knights were treated Royman like their sister. He thought that people followed Royman well because she was a great leader.


  “Hah...”


  Asmophel sighed deeply. He was worried his old friend would forever be a bachelor. At that moment.


  “A royal order!” Several horses entered the training grounds. They shouted loudly so that all the soldiers and knights could hear. "Apart from the defense troops. the Overgeared King has ordered all troops to gather in the desert of Reidan tomorrow morning!”


  “...!!”


  Piaro and Asmopehl’s eyes widened. They were worried something had happened to Grid.


  “I will go first!”


  Piaro was the commander of the army and he tried to leave Asmophel alone. Asmophel stopped him.


  "If His Majesty was in a critical situation, he would summon his knights. Don’t worry too much and take command of the soldiers.”


  “Umm... You are right.”


  He was so worried about his king that he got carried away. Piaro was able to calm down thanks to Asmophel and directed the soldiers.


  On this day. All the troops of Reinhardt, except for some defenders, made their way to Reidan. The training grounds always filled with the shouts of soldiers was as quiet as a mouse.


  ***


  “Huh, what the hell is going on?”


  Duke Steim. He was regarded as the man closest to becoming a grand duke in the Overgeared Kingdom.  He ruled six cities in the north and was always dignified. As the father-in-law of Overgeared King Grid, he always made sure not to lose face. But today, he couldn’t stay calm. He was filled with worry when he heard that all of Reinhardt’s troops were going to save Grid.


  “What happened?”


  Duke Steim forgot about his dignity as he worried about his son-in-law. The young knight Laden, who was once praised as the Northern Nova and was now the ‘Strongest in the North’ tried to reassure him.


  "If he was in a dangerous situation, he would’ve sent a request for troops from the north.”


  However, Grid didn’t make a request for troops from the north. It meant he didn’t need the north. Laden judged that Grid’s situation wasn’t dangerous enough to Duke Steim to worry. But the older one got, the more anxious they became. Duke Steim couldn’t erase his worries.


  “I just don’t know. I just don’t know.”


  Grid was the Overgeared Kingdom itself. Grid set up the Overgeared Kingdom and the Overgeared Kingdom revolved around Grid. If there was a mishap to Grid, the whole Overgeared Kingdom would obviously be shaken. In addition, Duke Steim didn’t want to see his beloved daughter Irene and his grandson Lord sad. 


  “Maybe I should send the army.”


  It would take some time for the army to get get to Reidan. Unlike the western Reidan, the north was very cold and the soldiers in the north were weak to the heat. Even if he sent troops, could he really help his son-in-law?


  “It’s better than nothing.”


  Duke Steim controlled his mind and was about to give an order to call the army.


  "I will lead the army.” Laden offered. "I have already experienced the desert of Reidan. I think I am eligible for this campaign.”


  It was during the time when the Eternal Kingdom still existed. Prince Ren had invaded Reidan. At that time, Laden had fought to defend Reidan.


  “Um, yes. You’re the right person.”


  Duke Steim sent his usual gaze towards Laden. His eyes were filled with trust.


  "Lead the Gale Troops. They are able to advance three times faster than normal horses so you can arrive in time.”


  "Gale Troops...!”


  The Gale Troops were the strongest cavalry that the north boasted. In addition, Phoenix had been in charge of the Gale Troops for over 10 years already. The fact that Duke Steim granted them to Laden meant Laden would be Phoenix’s successor. The deeply excited Laden bowed.


  “I will be sure to repay your expectations and return.”


  “I hope Your Majesty will be safe.”


  ***


  “There’s news that a large army is moving from Reinhardt.”


  The Water Clan kingdom, Siren.


  "What? Tell me more.”


  “Yes.”


  “Um... Ummm...”


  Maxong’s face darkened as he received his son’s report. Due to the situation in the Overgeared Kingdom, it seemed that Grid, the savior of their kingdom, was in danger. There was no reason for Maxong to hesitate.


  "Convene the whole army immediately! I will lead the army myself to help the Overgeared King!”


  “Yes!”


  There was no disagreement. The moment Maxong gave an order, the army assembled immediately. The water clan. Their innate physical abilities and magic transcended humanity. It was the opinion of scholars that if they weren’t obsessed with the aquatic life, the human-dominated lands would be much smaller than they were now. They were a powerful race.


  “Depart!”


  "Ohhhhhh!"


  They came to land only to save Grid. The water clan king, Maxong led them!


  ***


  “Son. Chew chew.”


  "Yes. Lick lick.”


  The fortified city of Patrian. High on the walls, Ashur stood with his son. It was like a picture as the father and son faced each other.


  “I will tell you honestly. Lick lick. I hated Grid. Chew chew. I didn’t feel very good about joining his side.”


  “...I know. Lick lick.”


  Marquis Ashur and Earl Bland were eating steamed potatoes as they talked. The taste of the rainbow potato was incredibly shocking and addictive from the viewpoint of the rich nobles.


  “But now it’s different.”


  Marquis Ashur devoured the big rainbow potatoes. His act of wiping his hand with a handkerchief was full of refinement. He was indeed different from ordinary people. Until he licked the potato pieces off his cheek instead of throwing them away.


  "I think it’s good to serve the King Grid, looking at how fast the Overgeared Kingdom is growing.”


  The fortified city of Patrian was a city that could be occupied at any time due to the geographical nature. It was normal for a large number of troops to be stationed there at all times. However, the Eternal Kingdom was incompetent and Patrian always suffered from a shortage of troops. Due to this, the residents of Patrian were always nervous. But now? The faces of the Patrian residents were full of vitality. It was because there were strong soldiers guarding the city and the powerful royal family cared for them.


  “I know about His Majesty’s past. Thus, I can faintly imagine how much effort His Majesty has put in. Now I admire him.”


  “...”


  Bland smiled softly. He was glad that his father admired a person he respected. Marquis Ashur cut to the chase.


  “Grid is this kingdom’s power... No, he’s the treasure of this continent. The hero who can resist the Saharan Empire. He must always be safe. Thus, my son, I want to send troops to Reidan.”


  “It’s a reasonable idea.”


  "But I can’t leave because of the Gauss Kingdom. Bland, lead the army. Be sure to protect King Grid and return alive. This isn’t a command, but a request.”


  "I will live up to your expectations."


  The average level of the Patrian soldiers was the highest in the country. Due to the geographical nature of the border with the Gauss Kingdom, both Grid and Lauel were aware of the importance of defending Patrian and didn’t spare any assistance. These soldiers...


  “Go to the desert now!”


  “Yes!”


  The son of the great magician Ashur and disciple of the farmer Piaro, the magic swordsman Bland left through the gates.




  Chapter 728


  Titan, the capital of the Saharan Empire, had the biggest Rebecca Temple on the continent. The size of one temple was large enough to overwhelm the size of the Vatican. It was a place where people could see the close relationship between the empire and the Rebecca Church.


  "Your Majesty, it’s urgent.”


  The temple built on the blood and sweat of countless immigrants. A statue of Rebecca, goddess of goodness, actually existed in this ugly place? People against the empire didn’t appreciate Titan’s Rebecca Temple. However, from the viewpoint of Emperor Juander, this temple was the symbol of absolute power and the sole home of the ‘real’ Goddess Rebecca. Someone came to this sacred place.


  “Urgent...”


  Juander, who was sitting in front of the statue and praying, opened his eyes. He was grumpy at his prayers being disturbed. Earl Lisha, who ran to give the report, bowed his head deeply.


  “There is a strange trend in the Overgeared Kingdom. It is said that they are gathering a large army in Reidan by mobilizing all allied troops.


  "...Hrmm."


  Reidan was a city that bordered the empire. The act of gathering troops there could be regarded as a threat to the empire. Juander could send an army to the Overgeared Kingdom under the ‘sin of making the people of the empire nervous.’ But Juander was unable to move his army. It was because most of the empire’s main forces were dispatched to Valhalla.


  “Moving after knowing this fact... As expected from the Overgeared King.”


  The reason why Juander placed a large number of troops near Valhalla was to keep the Undefeated King’s descendant in check. Juander was very alert to him, who killed tens of thousands of imperial troops, killed the Red Knights, and damaged Kyle. He didn’t express it to anyone, but the feeling was almost like fear. He wondered if it was the second coming of the Undefeated King.


  Thus, Juander posted an army near Valhalla to guard against the Undefeated King’s descendant. But Valhalla and the Overgeared Kingdom didn’t know this. They interpreted it as the empire going to invade Valhalla soon. Therefore, the Overgeared Kingdom gathering the army in Reidan was a type of warning. It was a warning that if they invaded Valhalla, the Overgeared Kingdom would strike their rear.


  “Sigh... Kuk, kuku! Kukukuk!”


  Juander gave a deep sigh before bursting out into laughter. It was laughable. A mere kingdom just born dared to warn the empire. He never thought there would be a kingdom that ignored the empire. Juander was amazed by the changes in this era. He was so pathetic that it was funny.


  He laughed for a while before asking Earl Lisha.


  "What’s the exact number of the Overgeared army gathering in Reidan?”


  The empire had eyes and ears throughout the continent. The empire’s spies existed in every country and region. Any of Juander’s questions could be answered immediately. But not this time.


  "I’m ashamed. I haven’t figured out the exact number yet.”


  “...”


  Earl Lisha, the head of the empire’s intelligence agency, had already tried several times to plant spies in the Overgeared Kingdom. But it was difficult. All territories of the Overgeared Kingdom were strictly guarded. Even if a spy was planted, they were caught immediately. In particular, the spies that were planted in Reinhardt were close to zero. Most of the 300 spies dispatched to Reinhardt were unaccounted for. That’s why there was a big restriction on their ‘eyes’ in the Overgeared Kingdom.


  Juander frowned.


  “The information network in the Overgeared Kingdom is still weak. How disappointing, Lisha.”


  "I’m ashamed... It seems that there are many high level assassins in the Overgeared Kingdom... But I will come up with a solution soon.”


  “Then can you roughly guess the number of enemies?”


  The exact number wasn’t known, but it was possible to guess. Lisha replied once Juander asked again.


  "Approximately 40,000."


  40,000. It was an insignificant number. From the viewpoint of the empire that had an army of millions, 40,000 was a number that could be erased at any time. But war wasn’t all about numbers. In particular, there were many people in the Overgeared Kingdom who were as good as the Red Knights.  Among these, the Overgeared King had already destroyed two kingdoms and established two new ones. There would be no Valhalla without the Overgeared King.


  ‘The hundreds of thousands of soldiers and my strong people sent to Valhalla...’


  They were just good prey. Juander judged this and was filled with big regret.


  ‘There’s no talent.’


  Sword Duke Limit and the Red Knights were on the side of the empress and it wasn’t the time to send the Five Pillars to the frontlines. They were busy raising knights and magicians who would surpass the Red Knights. Kyle was somewhat idle, but he’d lost one arm to the descendant of the Undefeated King.


  Juander wondered when things had become so twisted. Looking back, it had been a long time. Since he lost Piaro...


  In the end, the descendant of the Undefeated King appeared and the balance of power collapsed.


  “More than this...”


  Step.


  Juander beckoned and a guard came up to him, handing him a cloak. Juander wore the cloak, walked outside the temple and muttered.


  "For the time being, I need to drink a bitter cup. Let’s try diplomacy.”


  Diplomacy. Juander had never tried diplomacy before. From the time he took the throne of the empire, he became the ruler of the continent and only gave orders to other countries. They were one-sided deals, not diplomacy. But now the times had changed.


  “Send an envoy to the Overgeared King. Tell him that we won’t invade Valhalla for the time being. I will ask for a truce with Valhalla as proof.”


  “...!!”


  The emperor of the world was declaring that he would take a step back? It was unbelievable. Earl Lisha’s eyes widened while the guard captain Bain’s face was red with anger.


  "Your Majesty! I would rather go to the battlefield! Instead of the useless Red Knights, this Bain will obtain the heads of the Undefeated King’s Descendant and the Overgeared King.”


  “That can’t be. Bain, if you aren’t around then I can’t feel comfortable for even a moment. I can’t even sleep well.”


  “...”


  Who could be in charge of escorting the ruler of the continent? Guard Captain Bain was someone recognized by Juander. Bain was the person Juander trusted most in the world. He was able to walk down the street thanks to Bain. 


  “The Undefeated King’s descendant...”


  After calming Bain down, Juander thought about the description of the Undefeated King’s descendant that Kyle gave. He got goosebumps.


  ‘A monster who can use the legendary 100,000 Army Swordsmanship as well as magic... It’s better not to move until all of the Five Pillars have returned. Yes, today’s choice is wise, not a disgrace.’


  *** 


  "Hahahaha! Did you see it? Those scandalous fools ran away!”


  The vampire earl Noll. Currently, he was in a peculiar state. He had overcome the Curse of Idleness. It was difficult for him to understand. He just knew that after encountering the human called Grid a few times, the word ‘annoying’ disappeared from his head.


  Noll believed this change was based on his feelings of anger. There were humans who weren’t afraid of direct descendants. The moment that his anger rose to his head, Noll interpreted that he was free from the curse. Then he felt joy. It was the first time he felt a distinct emotion since he was born hundreds of years ago. He realized that he was alive now.


  ‘Now I see why Braham and Elfin Stone tried to overcome the Curse of Idleness.


  Braham had a desire for knowledge and Elfin Stone longed for love. Those who opened their eyes to desires and emotions earlier than their kin wouldn’t like the Curse of Idleness. That was why they struggled so hard.


  “Kuk...! Kuahahaha! But in the end, I overcame it first!”


  Noll thought that he was superior to Braham and Elfin Stone. Then a true blood vampire approached him and asked carefully, “Excuse me... Earl Noll, can we go to sleep now?”


  “...”


  The true blood vampires and ordinary vampires received only a small bit of the Curse of Idleness compared to the direct descendants. But that was just when compared to the direct descendants. They were all annoyed and wanted to go to sleep. However, they couldn’t leave because they had to follow the orders of the direct descendant.


  Noll clicked his tongue.


  "Sleep here if you’re tired. I don’t know when that human will come back.”


  “...”


  They were noble vampires who slept in coffins, not on the ground! The true blood vampires and ordinary vampires wanted to protest, but couldn’t. Just like the direct descendants honored, loved, and feared Beriache, the true blood vampires and ordinary vampires also felt the same towards the direct descendants.


  Some of the vampires who noticed it carefully gave their opinions.


  “That... Earl Noll. Humans aren’t stupid. Isn’t it likely that they won’t come back?”


  "It would be completely crazy to come back when they know we’re camped here.”


  Yes, it was a very common sense interpretation. Grid wouldn’t come back here unless he was a madman. Thus, Noll believed they should stay camped here. Noll was aware that Grid was a psycho!


  "That human is crazy. He came back to this place several times, struggled when there were no odds, and killed my brothers one after another. It’s evidence that he’s crazy.”


  "You mean he will come again?”


  "That's right. He will surely come."


  And.


  “He will be killed by me. Kuk, kukukuk!”


  Noll had already killed Grid once. He enjoyed the blood. It was very sweet. The moment he drank the blood, it felt like his strength reached boiling point. Evolution. It was similar to a class advancement when comparing it to players. After wiping out the Overgeared members, he was stronger than ever. He was confident because he was aware of this fact himself.


  “Was it 10 years ago? Do you remember the human army that entered our city?


  "Yes, at that time, there were thousands of humans.”


  "It was a full feast. It was the first and last time I ate so much.”


  "There will be another feast soon.”


  “Huh?”


  "Just like ants, weak people like to gather together because they can’t do it themselves. The crazy human will certainly bring reinforcements to resist us. The number will be similar to ours.”


  “Ohh...!”


  The eyes of the drowsy vampires shone. By nature, humans were weak. They were a species that was the vampire’s prey. A lot of them coming at once wasn’t a threat, but a buffet. In this warm atmosphere, Noll shouted joyfully.


  “Come...! Come at any time! Bring it on! I will feed on all your humans and gain the strength to reach another level!”


  At that moment.


  "Yes, I’m here.”


  A human voice was heard from the entrance of the city. The owner of this voice was unforgettable. Grid. He was completely crazy.


  “Kik...! Kihahahaha! You came! You really came back!”


  Noll shuddered with joy when he discovered Grid. It was great to see the prey that had come to him. It was so lovely that he wanted to kill. The other vampires also shouted excitedly.


  “He didn’t come alone, did he?”


  "Did you bring a lot of friends this time? Baby.”


  The vampires were too excited! Grid nodded at them.


  "Yes, I have a lot of friends.”


  Kurururururuk!


  Footsteps could be heard from the doorway. It wasn’t the sound of dozens or hundreds of footsteps. Thousands? It wasn’t that either.


  Kurururururuk!


  “...?”


  Noll and the vampires cocked their heads at the sound. The number of people entering through the doorway seemed to be more than expected. There was a problem.


  Kurururururuk!


  There was still a lot of noise. Humans were constantly entering the city. The number...


  "...I can’t count them.”


  “Me too...”


  It was a number they were seeing for the first time in their lives! The vampires shrank at the emergence of a large army. In the meantime, humans were constantly entering. Eventually, Noll cried out.


  "Why are you so stiff? The long-awaited banquet is right in front of you! Dinner! Shouldn’t a predator be rejoicing?”


  “Ohhhhhhh!”


  Noll’s cry woke up the stunned vampires. It was the power of a direct descendant. The vampires lost their fear and flew to the humans. Noll was naturally in the lead. He was only looking at Grid. He didn’t care about the other humans.


  “I will eat something delicious again!”


  Noll proclaimed in a threatening manner! Then above Noll and the vampires following him.


  “Pounding Mortar.”


  “...?”


  Something very big fell from the ceiling of the city.


  Kuuuuuuong!


  The vampire city with hundreds of years of history started to collapse.




  Chapter 729


  Pounding Mortar. It was the Free Farming technique that the legendary farmer Piaro created. It was a technique that created a mortar that was as big as a house in the sky. It lasted for two seconds and the radius was 180 meters. The most remarkable aspect of this technique was that it could distinguish between allies, despite the overwhelming range of the skill.


  Jjirak. Jjirak.


  ‘What?’


  Noll who was only aiming for Grid. A large shadow appeared over his head and the air became heavy.


  Kurururung!


  Thunder. No, the sound was more artificial, intense, and threatening than thunder. Noll instinctively felt fear and created Blood Shield.


  Kurururung!


  An unimaginable weight hit the Blood Shield.


  Jjejeok! Jjejejejeok!


  Jjejejejeoook!


  The Blood Shield shattered. Blood Shield was a magic and robust defense created to protect the direct descendants!


  ‘What strength is this?’


  Originally, Noll would ask this question. But Noll had no doubt about the power that destroyed Blood Shield with one blow. It was due to the terrible pain.


  “...!!”


  Kwajak!


  Kurururung!


  Kwajajajajak!


  The unbearable pressure crushed Noll’s skin, flesh, and bones. Noll couldn’t even scream. As soon as his mouth opened, the pressure caused his eyes to bulge out. It was useless to grit his teeth.


  Kwajajak!


  Noll continued to be squashed. The body that had been floating in the air was pressed close to the ground, while the ground continued to sink in like a meteorite attack.


  Peeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  Hundreds of vampires and familiars around Noll were already turning to grey. It was the scene of a massive number of enemies being crushed to death.


  “Kuk...! Kuaaaaah!”


  Noll tried to endure and let out a loud scream. It was to emit magic and defy this transcendent power. Then the duration of Pounding Mortar was over.


  “Pant... Pant... Pant...”


  The pain of experiencing a huge pressure. Noll breathed roughly once he was freed from it. His red eyes looked around as his body shook. The city, familiars, and vampires were all ashes. Everything that stood in a dignified manner was gone. Noll was shocked and lost for a moment. 


  “A force deadly to a vampire... Did that guy bring one of Rebecca’s dogs?”


  “...”


  The strength that was powerful enough to almost crush him must be divine power. That’s what Noll believed.  It was a reasonable idea from his position. But reality was much different from what he thought.


  “The city’s soil... It is very unusual since it has sucked in a large amount of blood without seeing the sun for so long.”


  “...?”


  Normally, humans confronted with a direct vampire were likely to suffer from heart attacks and die. It was because the difference between direct descendants and humans was too big. And Noll was a direct descendant. In particular, he was an earl. Except for a few special people like Grid, most humans couldn’t even raise a finger in front of Noll.


  Noll was emitting a fearsome killing intent even in his current state. In fact, the vast majority of the thousands of soldiers who entered the city were frozen in place. All of them were pale and didn’t dare look at Noll. But at this time.


  “Hrmm... If I farm here, I might be able to grow something very interesting.”


  “...”


  One human kept making fun of Noll.  At first glance, it was a man in shabby attire. The clothes he wore were covered with dirty and his hands held unfamiliar tools. It was a small tool that looked similar to a sickle but it wasn’t as sharp. It was clearly not a weapon.


  “Interesting, how interesting. It’s certainly interesting soil.”


  “...”


  Noll, who had been living in the city for a lifetime, didn’t know about human society. But he still had common sense. He instinctively perceived that a human armed with strange tools and the old, dirty attire was a slave or lower class among humans. However, the slave couldn’t grasp the atmosphere. He kept on touching the ground in front of Noll, mumbling something.


  "...All humans are crazy.”


  He believed that the Rebecca’s believer who used the technique would need a long time to reuse it. Noll was determined to take care of Grid before Rebecca’s believer could act again. But before that.


  "I will drink this slave’s blood as an appetizer.”


  Noll wanted to take care of the slave who was disrupting him. He snorted and waved a hand lightly to destroy the slave smelling the ground, intending to leap over and fly towards Grid. However.


  “What?”


  The simple slave. The dirty human who didn’t even have a weapon lightly blocked Noll’s attack. Then he took out an unknown tool.


  Puk.


  “Eek!”


  Noll was hit by the unknown tool and suffered terrible pain. He forgot his dignity and let out an unseemly scream. Then he moved away from the slave. He grabbed his injured forehead with a disbelieving expression.


  ‘Divine power...? Is his attack so painful because he has divine power?’


  Then this person who looked like a slave was actually one of Rebecca’s dogs?


  “What...? I heard Rebecca’s dogs always wear white and clean clothes!”


  “...”


  How pathetic. After Pounding Mortar, Grid and the Overgeared members watched Noll being hit. Noll felt worse.


  “What? What are all of you doing?”


  Noll’s confusion reached the extremes! If his magic resistance wasn’t so high, he might’ve suspected that he was caught by a spell without knowing it. But as it happened, Noll was highly resistant to magic. It was safe to say that there was no possibility of him being enchanted. This confused Noll even more. How was that human called Grid able to draw some many supporters and what was the identity of the powerful force that crushed the vampires and familiars? More than anything else.


  “You... Who are you?”


  The identity of the slave was the thing he was most curious about. The man mistaken for being a slave, Piaro replied.


  “A farmer.”


  “Farmer?”


  “Yes.”


  "A farmer...!”


  As mentioned earlier, Noll had some common sense. He knew that food was necessary for humans to live and there was a group of humans who grew the food. Yes, he knew what ‘farmer’ meant.


  “This crazy guy!”


  Noll was agitated, It was scandalous that a mere human could cause him such confusion. It was the first time since Noll was born that he met such a nasty person. His anger soared.


  “Eat...! I will eat you!”


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  Blood magic was released as Noll roared. It was the manifestation of the high grade blood magic that only the direct descendants could use.


  Kurururuk!


  The blood magic that burst out swallowed up Piaro. Noll was invigorated by the sight. He thought that the damn madman who appeared once in one hundred years would disappear without a trace. It was just for one second.


  "The ability to breathe blood like water...! I think I need to build a farm here!”


  “...!!”


  Piaro was surprisingly alive despite being swallowed up by Noll’s blood magic. It was natural. He was someone who survived Great Demon Belial’s attacks several times. In addition, he was now being thoroughly supported by Ruby. The strong support from Grid’s party meant that Piaro’s death should never happen.


  Flash! Flash!


  The heals of Saintess Ruby were overlapped on Piaro’s body. Holy Weapon was also included. The hand plow in Piaro’s hand started to shine brilliantly.


  “Hit me now!”


  “Shut up...! Just shut up!”


  It wasn’t enough that this crazy person much stronger than Grid lied about being a farmer. The farmer dared to directly challenge him. Noll felt extreme confusion and anger every time Piaro opened his mouth and his composure fell.  It was due to the Farmer’s Provocation skill that the legendary farmer Piaro acquired unintentionally. It was a powerful skill that Piaro learned in the process of training many powerful people including Kraugel and Damian.


  “Die...! Die!”


  He cried out dialogue different from predators who saw humans as food usually said. It was ‘die’ instead of ‘be eaten.’ This meant that he recognized Piaro as special. Now his eyes didn’t see anyone other than Piaro. Now only Noll and the farmer were in this place... No, he focused only on Piaro as Piaro was the only one who existed. That was the problem.


  “Wrath of the Sea!”


  “Grey Strike.”


  Maxong summoned a tsunami using powerful magic and the eternally second place Asmophel wielded a glowing sword at Noll. The two attacks were powerful enough to threaten Noll. In particular, the current Noll had lost his composure and the impact was greater.


  Kurururung!


  Puoook!


  “Keok!”


  Noll lost his balance as he was swept away by the tsunami and the sword stabbed his heart. Piaro didn’t miss this gap.


  “Fated to Perish.”


  Puk!


  The hand plow deeply pierced Noll’s chest. Noll couldn’t even scream. Grid checked Noll’s heath gauge and clicked his tongue.


  “...How did this happen?”


  "Hey look. Shouldn’t you wait your turn?”


  “What do you mean? Don’t you know that our Gale Troops arrived one second earlier then you? It is our turn to enter next.”


  “Ha...? One second? Is there any evidence? I will swear on this potato.”


  “...”


  On the other hand, at the entrance of the gate behind Grid, the soldiers who couldn’t enter the city were still making a fuss. Grid and the other Overgeared members only played a ‘part’ of the disaster.


  “Isn’t this a complete cheat key?”


  Vantner muttered. It was the power of the ‘royal order’ used by Grid.




  Chapter 730


  “You...! You!”


  Was it towards the water clan’s king, Maxong? No, it was Piaro and Asmophel. Noll no longer used the expression ‘human.’ Yes, Noll was forced to admit it. The human species wasn’t insignificant. Their power was too amazing to be dismissed as mere livestock.


  ‘I can’t believe it!’


  The hand plow caused terrible pain and Noll’s chaos accelerated. He was a direct descendant. He was the child of the great mother Beriache. A great demon’s blood flowed through him. At the very least, he would reign as an absolute being in this middle world.


  ‘Then what is this situation? Am I actually an insignificant being?’


  Noll never dreamt that the people he was dealing with were the strongest party that even destroyed a great demon. He fell into a frenzy.


  Chaaeng!


  Chaeeeeeng!


  He blocked Maxong’s trident and magic with a shield, as well as Asmophel’s sword with blood magic.


  Puk.


  He was struck with a hand plow again due to the gap that was revealed when dealing with the two.


  ‘Why is it so painful?’


  The tool that the human calling himself a farmer wielded was too ambiguous to be called a weapon. The efficiency was very low compared to conventional weapons. It hurt every time he was hit. This made Noll angry. At the very least, he was embarrassed and humiliated about being hurt by this tool.


  “I’ll take it seriously!”


  Thanks to Piaro, Asmophel, and Maxong, Noll’s health was reduced to 40%. Like most named bosses, Noll entered a new phase.


  Kukukung!


  Kukukukukukung!


  Direct Suppression Lv. 2. Due to eating Grid in a previous battle, the Direct Suppression had evolved to be much more powerful than those used by the previous earls. By overwhelming all targets that he was ‘aware’ of, it dramatically lowered stats and at the same time, caused the abnormal state of fear and silence. The duration had doubled.


  “Kuk...!”


  “Uh!”


  Asmophel and Maxong spat out as they felt their minds and bodies shrinking back. The inherent gap was difficult to overcome. Maxong of the water clan overcame fear more quickly than Asmophel, but the gap between them was a big one. There was a grim smile on Noll’s face.


  “Kik...! Kikikik! Yes, things are finally aligning. People in front of me with frightened expressions... Eek!”


  He would reverse the situation. He would transfuse the blood of humans, who were frozen like mice, recover from his wounds and fight back. Noll suddenly screamed. It was because a hand plow hit the back of his head. Noll’s eyes widened.


  "Why are you perfectly fine?”


  Noll shouted with an incredulous expression.


  "A legend doesn’t yield.” Piaro started to introduce his real self. "In fact, I’m not usually a farmer.


  'Indeed!'


  Gulp!


  Noll swallowed his saliva. As soon as Piaro resisted the Direct Suppression, he realized that Piaro was a legend, just like Grid. But the question was, what type of legend? Maybe Piaro was the strongest among legends, a Sword Saint. In other words, he would have to fight against a frightening new Sword Saint.


  ‘What legend are you?’


  Noll trembled as he watched Piaro, waiting for his introduction. Then Piaro revealed himself.


  “I am a...”


  “L...?”


  “Legendary...”


  Gulp!


  “Farmer!”


  “X%#@$~!!!”


  Before the vampires were kicked out of hell. It was the evil language that vampires used hundreds of years ago. Noll might be born in this middle world, but he knew the demonkin language because of his natural knowledge as a direct descendant.   The vast majority of the demonkin language consisted of terrible profanity...


  Piaro’s face hardened as the worst language emerged from his mouth. Piaro naturally couldn’t understand the words of the demonkin language. However, Piaro noticed they were curses because the words used were similar to those usually spoken by Grid and Huroi.


  “Perhaps... Did you curse me just now?”


  “What are you going to do?”


  "I will find your dead parents!”


  “What?”


  This was too much. Even great demons didn’t mess with their parents. 


  ‘I’m not evil like that fellow!’


  Noll’s gaze moved towards Huroi, who was standing far away from Grid. He was a bastard who cursed at the dead Beriache several times. Noll hated that he was being treated like that by a garbage human. He wanted to actively deny it.


  "It’s hard to forgive...! You will have to fix this habit if we will do field work together in the future!”


  Piaro was already emitting killing intent. It was the first time since the Great Demon Belial raid that he had such a ferocious expression. His momentum seemed like he would strike Noll immediately. But it wasn’t so easy in reality. Noll had very high innate stats as an earl class vampire while Piaro had already consumed Pounding Mortar and Fated to Perish. In addition, Maxong and Asmophel were suppressed and couldn’t actively support Piaro.


  ‘This guy is great, greater than necessary. But does he believe he can win against me in a one on one situation?’


  Noll’s red eyes calmed down. He was looking for a safe victory. Yes, he was too focused on Piaro that he forgot reality. The fact the he was alone while Piaro had an army!


  "Purification!”


  "Eh?”


  Saintess Ruby’s skill! She was able to restore all of the allied forces caught by Direct Suppression. At the same time, Asmophel and Maxong struck Noll while Piaro used Free Farming and gave Noll another critical strike. This wasn’t the end.


  "Shoot!”


  Puk!


  Puuoooook!


  Peng!


  Pepepepeok!


  The elite soldiers of Reinhardt started firing their bows and using magic. Thanks to Ruby’s Purification, the soldiers overcame their fear and started acting.


  "We are going too!”


  Laden and Bland, who arrived late into the city, joined the front lines. The amount of damage increased to a different level than before.


  “These small fries!”


  Kurururung!


  Noll no longer clung to just Piaro. He threatened all the Overgeared soldiers who stepped into the city with a wide area spell. The new phase, berserk mode.


  “E-Everyone avoid it!”


  “Open...!!”


  The knights tried to minimize the damage to the soldiers but the problem was that too many troops were gathered in a narrow city. The soldiers could barely move. If the Overgeared members tried to avoid the flying magic, they would cause greater damage to each other. But the Overgeared soldiers were elite soldiers trained by the best commanders. They realized that moving back and forth was counterproductive. All of them stood still, closing their eyes tightly without escaping the magic flying towards them.


  At this moment, there were hundreds of soldiers ready to die. No, there were thousands. However, the actual damage was small. It was because there were Overgeared members beside the soldiers.


  "Protect the soldiers!”


  These people, the army was their national power! The Overgeared members moved actively, despite Grid and Lauel not commanding them. Each one of them came up with the best method to protect the soldiers.


  Katz consumed special resources to block the blood spell while the tankers, including Vantner and Toban, defended the soldiers using all types of defense skills. Meanwhile, the damage dealers like Chris and Pon tried to weaken the power of the magic. They even threw their own bodies to defend the soldiers.


  “Kuk!”


  "Cough! Cough!”


  The screams and groans of the Overgeared members resonated through the city. Noll was truly strong. He was a direct vampire for a reason. However, it was somewhat shabby in front of the legendary farmer Piaro.


  “Fly Up!”


  Jishuka fired the Red Phoenix bow. It was an effort to damage Noll and heal his allies. Thanks to her, the damage to their allies was smaller than expected. But Noll in berserk mode didn’t stop.


  "Die! All of you will die!”


  Kuwang-!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Noll used wide area magic again. It was at this point that the soldiers started to grab the ankles of the Overgeared members.


  Due to the nature of the Overgeared members, who were unable to recognize the soldiers as consumables, the Overgeared members were obliged to protect the soldiers from Noll’s wide area attacks. This caused the Overgeared members to suffer damage.


  "Block it!”


  The water clan were also acting. They continued to use magic to weaken Noll’s blood magic. Then Piaro, Asmophel, and Maxong trio also continued to attack Noll, attempting to stop his running wild mode. But Noll’s infinite health recovery after using the wide area skill was phenomenal. It was the vampire’s unique ability to convert the damage done to the target into health. This ability along with the large number of enemies combined to give Noll wings. The hundreds of soldiers and Overgeared members were hit by Noll’s magic and his health gauge kept on going up.


  "This monster has no waiting time on his cooldown...!”


  Vantner shouted as the durability of his shield fell to a dangerous level. It was the aftermath of protecting the soldiers with the shield and blocking big magic. He couldn’t endure the speed at which the durability fell.


  Finally.


  Jjejeok!


  Jjejejejeok!


  Vantner’s shield cracked. It wouldn’t be strange if it was broken. A chill went down Vantner’s spine. He was worried that if the shield broke, him and the soldiers he was guarding would be destroyed. He was feeling frightened when he heard a hammering sound in his ears.


  Teeong-! Teeong-!


  [The durability of the Lud Shield has been restored.]


  [The durability of the Lud Shield has been...]


  “Grid...!”


  Vantner opened his eyes again and grasped the situation. Was there anyone other than a legendary blacksmith who could restore the durability of the items at such a fast pace? Grid put his hand on Vantner’s shoulder.


  “I’ll finish it soon, so hold on a bit longer.”


  Grid was also protecting the soldiers in real time. In the process of counterattacking against the large scale magic spell with Revolve, blocking with a shield, and offsetting the power with attack skills, his fighting energy rose to 80 points. He was surrounded by a purple aura as he used Blackening, Blacksmith's Rage, and Quick Movements.


  Next.


  Teong!


  His body flew up. His goal was naturally Noll.


  “You...! You finally came!”


  Noll was wielding a weapon against Asmophel, Piaro, and Maxong when he discovered Grid and roared. It was an opportunity to get revenge on the person who created the situation, making him full of enthusiasm. He ignored Piaro’s attack and only reached out to Grid.


  “Die!”


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  Grid had already used Item Combination. The combined Enlightenment Sword and Failure aimed at Noll’s heart. At this time, Piaro, Asmophel, and Maxong also attacked. Here, Grid had a new experience.


  [You have joined forces with people you absolutely trust!]


  [The player common hidden piece ‘Cooperative Skill’ has been opened for the first time!]


  [As a reward for first opening the skill, the damage when using the Cooperative Skill has permanently increased by 20%!]


  "Splitting the Sky!”


  Piaro’s skill, which Kraugel copied, broke the sky.


  Puhahahak!


  Blood gushed out like a waterfall from Noll’s chest.


  “Fire Sword!”


  Asmophel’s sword was surrounded with fire and repeatedly cut Noll’s side. Noll’s wounds became ashes and the direct recovery ability of a direct descendant was blocked. Then...


  “Sea Sting!”


  Maxong’s trident shone with blue magic power and stabbed at Noll’s heart with the force of a tsunami.


  “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle!”


  Grid’s sword followed. The Cooperative Skill was activated when a player used a skill at the same time as an NPC they had the maximum affinity with and the target was the same. It was the moment when a powerful system hit one of the strongest beings. Now it seemed like Noll had no choice but to pray for his soul. 


  But the abnormal character Grid inadvertently blocked the natural flow.


  [The title ‘Pangea’s Duke of Virtue’ is activated!]




  Chapter 731


   'I didn’t want this to happen...’


  Grid wanted to show off the numerical superiority he could wield as the king of a kingdom. It was absolutely upsetting to see a person who didn’t know what the real power of numerical superiority was. Thus, Grid assembled the main force in Reinhardt.


  The final number was over 30,000. It was a large army worthy of the Noll raid. It was enough to make Noll experience the fear of a numerical superiority. Grid didn’t want any more troops. Yet things became twisted.


  "Maxong, king of the water clan, has led his army to help the Overgeared King!”


  “...”


  "Laden and the Gale Troops have arrived! Duke Steim sent me!”


  “...”


  “Bland. My father has commanded me to protect Your Majesty.”


  “...”


  -Grid-sama, I heard rumours that you are in danger. I’m running over with Rebecca’s Daughters right now, so hold on for a while.


  -...Please don’t come.


  The power of a royal order was much bigger than Grid imagined. The lords and players at various places misunderstood that Grid was in danger and constantly sent troops to Grid. It was hard to even enter the vampire city. It was useless.


  ‘All the food consumed moving here... What should I do…?’


  The soldiers consumed more food in wartime than in peacetime. A simple march consumed more food than usual, which was a real economic burden on a kingdom. In particular, the Overgeared Kingdom tended to depend on food exports as an agricultural kingdom. Food was precious. Grid sighed as the troops gathered like dogs.


  ‘What is this...’


  From the first time he convened the troops, Grid only need Piaro and Asmophel’s power. He had no intention of the soldiers participating in the battle. He just wanted the soldiers to stand in place and scare the vampires. Why? The first reason was that if the soldiers joined the battle and died, it would be a big loss for the kingdom. There was a second important reason. 


  ‘I don’t want to share the experience with many soldiers!’


  Grid knew that even if only Piaro and Asmophel joined the raid, the experience of the party members would be greatly reduced. Grid didn’t want to dispatch soldiers who would gain the experience. How impractical would it be to raid a direct vampire and only gain experience the size of a rat’s dropping? Thus, Grid tried to make the soldiers wait and only take Piaro and Asmophel into the raid...


  “Help the alliance! It is time to repay the favor!”


  "Cause a tsunami!”


  “...”


  This plan was wiped out when Maxong, who led an independent army, told the water clan army to participate in the raid. Now it was a war, not a raid. Grid and the party members couldn’t hope for experience even if they hunted Noll.


  “Hah...”


  Grid sighed as he lost motivation. He stood idly as he watched Piaro, Asmophel, and Maxong’s struggle. He didn’t think of participating in the raid. There was no enthusiasm. But he couldn’t lose his motivation for long.


  “I will kill all of you!”


  Noll started to run wild as he became furious at Piaro, Asmophel, and Maxong. His huge magic was invoked without rest, causing damage to the Overgeared soldiers. It was a scene that woke Grid up. Grid stopped regretting the missed experience and came back to reality. He defended the soldiers and used all sorts of buff skills before attacking Noll.


  Then.


  [You have joined forces with people you absolutely trust!]


  [The player common hidden piece ‘Cooperative Skill’ has been opened for the first time!]


  [As a reward for first opening the skill, the damage when using the Cooperative Skill has permanently increased by 20%!]


  Piaro, Asmophel, Maxong, and Grid. These four people didn’t intentionally link their skills. They just read the perfect timing and trusted each other. The result was amazing.


  [The power of all skills have increased by 240% thanks to the Cooperative Skill! Your skill damage has increased by 260%!]


  Kwajajak!


  Piaro’s Splitting the Sky, which boasted the power of Pounding Mortar, was deadly to Noll.


  Kwaruruk!


  Kwarururung!


  Asmophel’s sword contained a similar power. The effect of the sword perfectly sealed off the target’s healing effect.


  “Sea Sting!”


  Maxong’s ultimate technique, which boasted a proportional damage to the target, also showed a power reminiscent of Piaro’s Fated to Perish.


  “Kuock...!”


  The skills of the three people hit at the same time and Noll’s health gauge dropped to a dangerous level in an instant. The Cooperative Skill of the three people was extremely lethal to Noll, who lost his defense ability in his berserk state. Noll lost momentum and coughed up blood. In his blurred vision, he could see Grid’s appearance.


  “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle!”


  “You...!”


  It was the four linked sword techniques that Noll clearly saw kill his brother. Noll couldn’t help sensing his death. Of course, he wasn’t willing to accept this. He was hundreds of years old. Due to the Curse of Idleness, he could only sleep. He finally overcame the Curse of Idleness and was going to enjoy life. He didn’t want to see this world disappear. He had to live no matter what. He would get out of the city, get out of the desert, and walk the world.


  But.


  Puk!


  Puk! Puk. Puk! Puok!


  “...!!”


  The power in Grid’s attack was enough to exceed Noll’s imagination. It was the havoc of the Cooperative Skill. Grid’s attack was a death penalty itself to Noll.


  Kwarururung!


  Peng!


  Pepepepeong!


  Noll was continuously pierced and stabbed as black flames swallowed his body. It was a momentum that would turn him into ashes.


  ‘Ah... Ahhh...’


  Noll’s mind became increasingly blurred. He no longer felt the pain that dominated his body and mind. Now he felt only one thing. Foolishness. It was only a craving for life.


  ‘This is also a curse...’ Noll thought.


  If he was still suffering from the Curse of Idleness, then this moment of death wouldn’t be so scary and sad. He was convinced that leaving the world wouldn’t be so bad if he thought it was a nuisance. But now Noll had overcome the Curse of Idleness. He was in a state where he desired to enjoy life. It was terrible for him to be killed in this state. The feeling of sadness dominated him.


  Flash!


  Energy emerged from Grid’s sword like a wave and then sunk like a thunderbolt. It was the final blow.


  ‘Mother... This stupid son who shouldn’t have been born... This unworthy existence is leaving the world. I wanted to make you feel like it was worthwhile giving birth to me, but the fate of a natural curse is difficult to overcome.’


  The only things he saw in the kaleidoscope of life was the coffin that was his bedroom and his mother’s face. Noll felt empty as he realized this. He was sorry towards his mother.


  ‘If... If another chance comes to me...’


  He wanted to live a life completely different from this one. But it was just wishful thinking. It was already the end. Noll closed his eyes. He was ready to accept death. Grid’s sword was now right in front of his nose.


  But.


  “...?”


  Noll had a question as he was ready to die. It was because Grid’s sword, which should have split apart his skull like a watermelon, seemed to stop in front of his nose.


  ‘Am I mistaken?’


  Had he already been killed and his soul was wandering in the eons of chaos? Yes, he had already died. It was without feeling any pain. After a short amount of time passed, Noll  arranged his thoughts opened his eyes. He feared the landscape of ‘Chaos’ that his cursed soul would live in forever. However.


  “Pant... Pant...”


  It wasn’t the scenery of ‘Chaos.’ It was Grid breathing roughly. The gigantic greatsword held in his hands stopped just before Noll’s eyes.


  “...”


  There was an awkward silence. Everyone was paying attention to Grid. They all wondered why he didn’t kill Noll.


  “Wh...at?”


  Noll’s gaze was the same. He couldn’t understand Grid’s intention behind not killing him,


  “...”


  Grid didn’t say anything. He just swung his sword, only for it to once again stop in front of Noll’s nose. Noll frowned.


  “What...? Why aren’t you killing me?” It couldn’t be. “You... Are you sympathizing with me?”


  “...”


  Grid didn’t say anything. He just had a complicated expression on his face as he opened and closed his mouth repeatedly. Noll was convinced.


  “Right... You sympathize with me. You realized my yearning for life and my weak heart...”


  Noll had an unbelievable experience for someone who lived for hundreds of years. He had the appearance of a beautiful 13 year old boy. His delicate body and voice started to tremble.


  “Human...! This human...!! Feeling sympathy for a direct descendant...!”


  Tears flowed from Noll’s eyes as he cried out. Did he feel shame that a human felt sympathy for him? No. It was because he was glad. He was a person who hadn’t been able to prove his reason for being born and just existed. He never even dreamt that someone would sympathize with him and save him.


  Yet that person appeared in front of him. It was also an opponent who had fought with him several times over the past few days. Noll dimly noticed it.


  “Yes... You... You must’ve noticed my value. Through your experiences over the past few days, you have become convinced that I am a good vampire.”


  “...?”


  “...Thank you. For not denying me, for giving me the benefit of the doubt. I am moved for the first time since I was born.”


  “...??”


  "I am able to live thanks to you. My remaining life will be given to you. I will prove my value and repay your favor by your side.”


  “...”


  Grid didn’t say anything to the end. Noll thought it was because he was excited. It was natural. A human becoming the master of a direct vampire. It was unheard of. It was a legend that no one would believe, even if it was written down in history. Of course Noll thought that Grid was excited.


  At that moment, Piaro opened his mouth instead of Grid.


  “It is a good idea to serve King Grid. Work in the field with me.”


  “....$!@##...”


  Noll couldn’t help cursing. This crazy Sword Saint kept pretending to be a farmer and was treating him as a fool was very unpleasant for Noll to deal with. Noll liked Grid, but was hostile towards Piaro.




  Chapter 732


  ‘What? What is this?’


  ‘What is this situation?’


  A perfect chance! Grid, in conjunction with Piaro, Asmophel, and Maxong, had a great chance to end the battle. As they saw the health gauge go down, the Overgeared members were looking forward to what items would drop. But what was happening? Grid didn’t deal the final blow to Noll. He stopped the attack at the last moment.


  "Purification!”


  Saintess Ruby thought that Grid was affected by a status condition. She hurriedly used Purification on him but it didn’t work.


  [Target is in a normal condition.]


  The notification window popped up and Purification didn’t work.


  “Oppa...?”


  Surely he wasn’t disconnected? Would her brother start a lawsuit against the Internet company? Ruby’s worry was realistic since she knew Grid’s personality better than anyone. It was at that moment.


  "...I am able to live thanks to you. My remaining life will be given to you. I will prove my value and repay your favor by your side.”


  As Grid was frozen, Noll bowed humbly towards Grid. At this moment, goosebumps spread over the skin of all Overgeared members, including Ruby.


  ‘Direct descendant...’


  ‘Taming?’


  It was an incredible result! The Overgeared members couldn’t understand the situation. It was natural. It was a common thought in Satisfy that even the famous tamers couldn’t tame named grade bosses. However, the non-tamer Grid made a named boss his subordinate. It was a scene that completely violated common sense.


  The moment that everyone was feeling stunned.


  “Truly God Grid!”


  “As expected from My Lord!”


  “Kukukuk...! Your benevolence can even capture the heart of a monster?”


  Peak Sword, Huroi, Lauel. The famous Grid worship trio started to praise Grid.


  "The correlation between the Blood King Candidate title and showing mercy results is the gratitude of the direct descendants? This is a method that only Grid who has a complete understanding of Satisfy’s world view and setting can implement! Truly God Grid!! The pride of South Korea!” 


  "My Lord has already captured the hearts of many named NPCs... It isn’t strange for him to capture a monster’s heart. It’s a tremendous accomplishment that transcends my imagination by taming a direct descendant. I respect you, Mr Lord!”


  “Kukukuk... I have noticed since His Majesty tamed the evil eyes. His power that penetrates the past and former is invaluable. Kukukuk...!”


  Peak Sword, Huroi, and Lauel overrated Grid more than necessary and arbitrarily interpreted the situation.


  “Ah... Um.”


  Grid tried to deny the truth only to shut up. Tens of thousands of soldiers were watching him enviously. If he told them the truth then they would be disappointed. In the end.


  “Hahaha! Well, that’s right. Your interpretation is right. I figured out how to grab Noll’s heart and put it into action. Thanks to Noll’s cooperation, things are going as planned.”


  "Ohhhhhh!"


  “Hooray King Grid!”


  “Hooray Overgeared King! Hooray Overgeared King!”


  Tens of thousands of soldiers began to praise Grid. Every one of them felt more respectful of Grid than before.


  '...I will tell the truth to my teammates later.’


  Grid ignored the bright eyes of the soldiers and organized the army.


  *** 


  ‘It’s better.’


  Grid expected to gain experience, items, and a new power for his rune by raiding Noll. From his point of view, he had to blame Pangea’s Duke of Virtue.  It hadn’t been activated once since he acquired it. No, Grid had been hoping the damn title wouldn’t activate. He had been very angry when he was unable to raid Noll when it activated at the final blow. It was the feeling of experience, items, and a new rune power flying away. But the subsequent development caused Grid to change his mind.


  Noll declared that he would follow Grid. It was an earl class direct descendant! Experience, items, and a rune power weren’t things to obsess over. In the first place, what did Grid most want to gain by hunting a direct descendant? It was a direct descendant summoning item.


  However, it was very difficult to raise the rating of a summoning item. Even if he later achieved the rating and summoned a direct descendant, the level of the direct descendant would be initialized. There was also a duration to the summoning. It was like normal pets.


  But Noll became Grid’s subordinate while he was alive. Grid could obtain the loyalty of a direct descendant with no penalty. In particular, Noll was a strong supporter comparable to Asmophel and Piaro. Grid was already looking forward to how strong he would make the Overgeared Kingdom. It was as if he had obtained thousands of troops.


  "Hrmm."


  Grid smiled as he faced Noll. Grid looked at him with pure eyes that were filled with affection.


  "Noll, I’m a human who you vampires think of as livestock. Can you truly serve me?”


  It was a matter of concern. Grid asked seriously and Noll answered without hesitation.


  "I decided to serve you because you acknowledged my existence. I don't care what your species is.”


  Grid was a person who acknowledged him. Noll felt thankful to Grid for giving him the opportunity to prove his worth.


  "I promise on my mother’s name that I won’t look down on you because you are a human or look at you as an object to eat. Only.”


  “Only?”


  "I don’t know about other humans. You know that my food is human blood.”


  Suruk.


  Noll looked at Grid’s teammates and soldiers that were far away. There was a strong desire in his eyes. Hunger. Noll recognized all humans as prey except for Grid. It was inevitable. Eat and be eaten. It was the intrinsic relationship between vampire and human.


  ‘Yes...’


  Grid became unhappy as he faced the unrealistic problem. There was a need to constantly provide Noll with humans for food.


  ‘If the rumor spreads that the king of a kingdom placed a vampire near him and feeds him humans spread...’


  Grid’s reputation would certainly fall. It would be used as a propaganda tool by other kingdoms and he would lose public opinion. Grid had a headache as he pulled out the King’s Sword.


  ‘Character Observation.’


  Ttiring~


  Name: Noll


  Age: 219 years old  Gender: Male


  Species: Direct Descendant Vampire


  Title: Fourth Child of Shizo Beriache


  * Has inherited Beriache’s attribute of compassion. Can use blood magic that has a beneficial effect on his allies.


  Title: Vampire who has Overcome the Curse of Idleness.


  *Has a strong desire for life. If his health falls below 10%, he will become a coward. He will lose his purpose and only strive to survive.


  * Has a strong desire to broaden his horizons. He will actively want to learn.


  Title: A Predator


  * Once hungry, his true power will be exerted. The current hunger level is 5/10.


  Level: 433


  Strength: 3,500 (▼)   Stamina: 2,449 (▼)


  Agility: 1,980 (▼)       Intelligence: 3,500 (▼)


  Skills: Direct Suppression (SS), Blood Transfusion (S), Blood Donation (SS), Blood Magic (S+), Run Wild (SSS)


  A child who Shizo Beriache particularly loved. Beriache was excited about the attribute of compassion sleeping deep in Noll’s heart. She hoped he would give great strength to his brethren and to overcome trials with his brethren. But like the other direct descendants, Noll couldn’t meet Beriache’s expectations. The Curse of Idleness was to blame.


  Noll was terribly bitter about this fact.


  [Run Wild]


  The cooldown of all magic will be 3 seconds. However, mana consumption will double.


  “Wow.”


  Grid couldn’t help exclaiming. It was because Noll’s stats were much higher than expected.


  ‘How strong is he in a full state?’


  Of course, it was weak compared to Noll in boss mode. In boss mode, Noll boasted a health of tens of millions. This was tens or hundreds of times higher than it was now. However, it was obvious that the stats of a boss and a NPC would be different.


  ‘An existence who is strong as an enemy becomes weaker as a friend.’


  This rule was thoroughly applied to every game!


  ‘Given this rule, Noll is much stronger than I expected.' 


  Thus, it was more regrettable. The fact that Noll was a vampire. Grid sighed and Noll asked, "What happened? Is there a problem?”


  “I wonder if you can eat food other than human blood. As you know, I am a human king. I can’t give humans to you as food.”


  “Why?”


  "Isn’t it a moral problem?”


  "Moral...? I don’t understand this concept. In any case, there is one food that can be eaten instead of human blood.”


  “What is it?”


  There was no need to kill anyone! Grid’s eyes shone was lanterns as Noll explained.


  “Elixir. I can eat elixir when there is no human blood.”


  "Ah, is that why you drop elixirs occasionally? It is the concept of carrying it as emergency food and then dropping it...”


  Grid’s bright face turned dark again. He couldn’t afford to give elixir as food. Noll reacted to Grid’s deep sigh.


  "My food isn’t a problem for you to care about. I can procure my own food. It is enough to hunt humans.”


  "That is the problem."


  The reason why Grid thought it was necessary to procure food for Noll was to prevent him from running wild. It would cause great confusion if Noll randomly hunted humans in Reinhardt.


  “Human blood... How much do you have to eat until you are full?”


  Grid asked in a blunt manner.


  Noll replied honestly. "If I sleep, I can starve for decades. But I need blood equivalent to three people to work properly for a day. To be in a full state, I have to eat 100 servings of blood.”


  "What happens to the people you suck the blood of?”


  "They die or become a vampire.”


  "...Can’t the blood be drawn separately and placed in a cup?”


  "It is meaningless since it isn’t fresh.”


  "Oh."


  Noll was worth an army of thousands but there were many restrictions. As Grid was feeling confused, Piaro approached.


  "Don’t worry about the vampire’s food, Your Majesty.”


  “Piaro...? Do you have a solution?”


  Grid was looking forward to it while Noll snorted. He was laughing at the idea that the madman pretending to be a farmer could solve the food shortage. Piaro smiled.


  “I think it is possible to use this city’s soil to grow plants with a lot of blood. The vampires can eat them.”


  “What...?”


  Noll was astonished. Plants?


  “Vampire...! In addition, I am a direct descendant. I can’t be a vegetarian!”


  Noll raised his voice from this absurd nonsense and Piaro laughed.


  "But what if you can’t drink human blood?”


  "I'd rather drink the elixir...!”


  "No, being vegetarian is good.”


  "Hey!"


  “Then shall we start farming?”


  “This crazy bastard...!”


  “...I added one more noisy person.”


  It was even an old grandfather. Grid was seriously worried if his body gave off the smell of a old bachelor.




  Chapter 733


  Grid highly appreciated Noll’s value. At least in the field of combat, he was superior to Piaro. Not only were his stats superior to Piaro, he also had great healing skills and defense buffs. Above all, there was one thing Grid liked.


  ‘He has a strong desire for survival.’


  The reason why Grid was reluctant to participate in battle with named NPCs like Piaro and Asmophel was because their lives were finite. Unlike players, they couldn’t be resurrected. Grid didn’t want to lose them. However, Piaro and Asmophel had the chivalrous spirit of a knight. They threw away their lives too easily for Grid. Grid was afraid. He didn’t want to let them go to war.


  Noll was completely different from them. His motivation for life was too strong. If he was in danger he would forget his purpose and retreat. Some people would mock him for being a coward. But Grid’s thoughts were completely different. He considered it worthy of praise to cherish your life, not criticism.


  'I can use him without being burdened... No, I should send him to war.’


  Grid’s expectations were amplified as he envisioned Noll taking over the battlefield as a general of the Overgeared Kingdom. His heart pounded. Imagine it. A named NPC. The shockwave that would occur when the world found out that a direct descendant became a user’s subordinate!


  ‘Ah, they will make a fuss again.’


  Grid laughed. His shoulders and nose had already risen into the air. It wasn’t a bluff. He was proud of his new achievements.


  ‘Anyway...’


  The smile disappeared from Grid’s face.  He was reminded that there was a real problem with Noll. It was the food problem.


  ‘...I have no choice but to do what Piaro said.’


  Piaro was certain that he could grow new crops here in the vampire city and these crops would be Noll’s food. Grid was forced to look forward to it. The determined Grid spoke to Noll who was still roaring at Piaro.


  "Noll, for the moment, help in the field by Piaro’s side.”


  "What?”


  Noll’s face became pale.


  A vampire. He was an earl yet he was expected to work in the fields? Noll couldn’t imagine it so it must be a joke.


  “Bah! I’m not accustomed to the pun in human words!”


  He was certain that Grid was joking. Grid explained to him.


  "I'm sorry, but I’m serious. It can’t be helped. I’m afraid of what will happen if you go outside in this state.”


  “Shit... This is a moral issue? Don’t worry about it. I won’t hurt your people. I will take the people of other kingdoms as food.”


  "No, it will cause a diplomatic problem. And in the long run, it’s better to solve your food problem.”


  “Kuk...!” Noll gritted his teeth. He was really angry. "You’re going to make me work in the field because you fear for the lives of a few humans? Don’t you know my value? My power! I am a powerful force! It’s a power that can make you the ruler of the human world! Yet you want me to work in the fields?


  “...”


  Grid could understand why Noll was offended. Grid’s pride would be hurt if he was in Noll’s position. But what could he do?


  "Humans have their own circumstances and society has its own rules. You should understand this part if you have to live with humans in the future.”


  “I understand what you mean! But working in the field is too much!!”


  “...”


  Grid flinched at Noll’s words and whispered to Piaro, "I also think it is a little too much. Making a direct vampire work in the fields... Do you really need Noll’s power for farming?”


  "Yes, that’s right." Piaro answered without any hesitation. “A vampire’s blood will be a great help in growing new crops. In addition, field work is a good experience for learning how to live in the human world, as well as cultivating the mind and body."


  “R-Really...”


  Grid’s confidence in Piaro was absolute. Grid nodded without denying it and asked something he was curious about.


  "By the way, how is the golden walnut cultivation going?’


  "There is no answer yet."


  “Yes... It won’t be easy.”


  It was a half elixir. There was no easy way to grow elixirs. Maybe it would be impossible forever. It was because the wavelengths generated if a user grew one would be too big. It was possible that the S.A. Group had blocked it.


  "Well, okay. We will all return except for Piaro and Noll.”


  “Hey! Really?” Noll shouted. His voice was as loud as a train compared to his young appearance.


  Lauel approached Grid. "Wouldn’t it be nice to capture the rest of the cities with this much power?”


  “I don’t think it’s worth it.”


  Grid decided that at the present time, it was impossible to raid Marie Rose and Fenrir. There was absolutely no chance against Marie Rose and Fenrir should only be challenged after the fourth advancement since he was several times stronger than an earl. It would be a big blow to lose so many troops if he challenged them now. Then he had to target cities that didn’t have the two. They were cities without direct descendants.


  “There are few rewards that can be obtained if we capture a city without a direct descendant. There isn’t much time left until the National Competition. Until then, I think it’s better to raise our growth.”


  "I admit it.” Lauel was convinced and nodded.


  "Return the whole army.”


  “Yes!”


  The king’s order was absolute. The tens of thousands of soldiers moved the moment Grid gave the order. The power to move tens of thousands with one word...


  Grid felt refreshed.


  ‘King. Yes, I am a king.’


  Now he was responsible for numerous people. He had to remember that his honor was their honor.


  In that sense...


  ‘I will give a good show in the National Competition.’


  He wouldn’t lose. Even if his opponent was Kraugel.


  ‘This time I will win.’


  He would pay Kraugel back for last year’s defeat and take this year’s victory. Grid’s eyes were blazing. He was full of enthusiasm and joy just thinking about Kraugel.


  ***


  “How active can Japan be in the National Competition this year?”


  Click!


  Snap snap!


  Camera flashes went off here and there. Damian was surrounded by hundreds of reporters. He was one of the top-ranked players of Japan and the first user to become the pope of the Rebecca Church. Despite the fact that he was a fan of the Korean Grid, Damian was a hero to the modern Japanese people.


  Putting aside personal tendencies, his abilities were recognized by the Japanese people and they had a great expectation for him. In particular, this year’s National Competition would be held in Japan and people wished for Damian and the Japanese rankers to play a bigger role than usual. 


  "A century ago, Japan was classified as country weak in e-sports. But that is due to the Japanese people’s tendencies to neglect online games, not because they lack gaming talent. The Japanese have excellent gaming skills because they are placed in an environment where they can easily access the game from a young age.”


  Indeed, this fact was proven in Satisfy. There were quite a few Japanese on each class rankings list. Damian believed in them.


  "This year, Japan will be able to reach the top 5. I think this is enough to be proud of as the host country.”


  Most reporters nodded silently. Damian’s analysis was realistic. On the other hand, some reporters questioned it.


  "Aren’t you evaluating Japan too low? There are many talented people in Japan including you and Katz. There are a lot more rankings compared to China and India, which has 10 times the population of Japan. When it comes to population ratio, aren’t we the country with the most number of rankers?”


  "Won’t Japan be in at least the top three? In particular, this year’s National Competition is different from the previous year. It is a system where one excellent person can’t monopolize medals. We might not have a dominant person like the United, States, Canada, Brazil, and South Korea, but isn’t Japan’s average power enough to rank in the top three?”


  ‘It’s starting again.’


  Damian frowned. He already knew based on previous experience. They were speaking with unnecessary malice.


  "Maybe you want to claim that South Korea will be in third place?”


  Indeed. The journalists of the right-wing media outlets wanted to create a conspiracy around South Korea.


  “Sigh.”


  Damian looked like someone else when he sighed. The reporters who saw him sighing at the official press conference were surprised. In the Japanese society that emphasized manners, Damian’s behavior was very rude. Damian shrugged without caring.


  "Even at this year’s National Competition, whose rules are aimed at suppressing South Korea, you’re still conscious of them? It’s pitiful. Are you unable to sleep every night out of fear of South Korea?”


  "What...?”


  "What a rude person!”


  The reporters were red with agitation. The same was true for the right wing Japanese watching the press conference broadcast. The Internet was filled with posts condemning Damian. But Damian wasn’t conscious of it at all. He was a person with strong beliefs. He wasn’t afraid of irrational evaluations.


  "Perhaps the most interesting party of your question is how I evaluate Grid? There is always a good story when I mention Grid.”


  “...”


  He saw through it exactly. No reported denied it.


  Damian opened his mouth. “Two gold medals.”


  “...?”


  "Due to the S.A. Group, people can only participate in two events. Thus, this year’s Grid can only win two gold medals.”


  Other players would find it hard to obtain one gold medal but Damian evaluated Grid as obtaining ‘only’ two gold medals. Questions poured out.


  "So far, Grid has always been involved in PvP. He actually won a gold medal in it at the 1st National Competition. But in the 2nd National Competition, a barrier called Kraugel appeared and he missed the gold medal.”


  "This year, only a handful of people believe that Grid will beat Kraugel. But Damian, you are promising that Grid will win two gold medals?” 


  “In other words.”


  "Grid will avoid the PvP event this year?”


  This was the point. Grid would avoid fighting with Kraugel. The quietly listening Damian laughed.


  “There is no doubt.”


  “...?”


  "He will chase Kraugel!”


  “...??”


  "Grid will take part in both of Kraugel’s events and beat him. Maybe that is Grid’s goal this year. I know that he is such a person.”


  “...!!”


  Not being afraid of losing after last year! The reporters started to write the breaking news.


  [Can Grid reach the sky above the sky this time?]


  [Grid, aiming at Kraugel!]


  And so on.


  The exciting titles caused a stir overseas. Thanks to that, Grid was suffering.


  "Oh, that brat Damian.”


  If it wasn’t PvP, Grid was planning to avoid Kraugel. He wanted to reliably secure at least one gold medal. He wanted to play in the blacksmith event. However, the atmosphere meant it wasn’t possible. Grid would be branded as a coward if he avoided Kraugel.


  “Ah... This bastard treats his benefactor like this.”


  He was unhappy. As usual, Grid had many things to think about.




  Chapter 734


  Shortly after the Noll raid ended.


  “Won’t the soldiers need a break? Let’s take a break in Reidan.”


  "Thank you for your deep consideration!”


  Chris encouraged the soldiers to take a break before returning home. The soldiers were in tears from the consideration. The soldiers marched without a break because they thought Grid was in danger, then they fought the vampires after crossing the desert. They were physically and mentally in a difficult state. Their eyes were dark at the thought of crossing the desert again to return home. It was recommended that they take a break. It was a break in Reidan, the second capital. It was obviously sweet honey.


  "Leave the rest to me and return.”


  Chris told Grid as he smiled at the cheering soldiers.


  Grid expressed his appreciation. "Thank you for taking care of the soldiers. It will cost a lot of money to provide accommodations and meals to tens of thousands of people..."


  "It’s natural as a duke of the Overgeared Kingdom. It isn’t something to be thankful about.”


  “...It feels good.”


  Grid was fulfilled. The presence of strong colleagues made him happy. The melancholy of the days when he was alone was washed away.


  *** 


  “What? What force is that?”


  "Is this the power of the Overgeared Kingdom?”


  ‘If you want to interview me, come to Reidan.’


  This was the words of Chris, the hope of Canada. Since he was busy as duke of the Overgeared Kingdom, he refused to hold a press conference in reality. He couldn’t afford to waste that much time. Canada’s media agreed to his position. They dispatched reporters to Reidan.


  At this point, the reporters’ only concern was the National Competition. The most prominent Canadian ranker, Chris, received overwhelming support from the Canadian people. He had been in the top position in the rankings for more than a year. They wanted to know what he thought about the 3rd National Competition, what vision he had and how much he could achieve. The reporters had hundreds of questions to ask Chris, many of which were related to the National Competition.


  But now.


  "Duke Chris is returning in triumph!”


  Tuong! 


  Tung! Tung! Tudong!


  The procession of tens of thousands of soldiers following Chris as he returned changed the interest of the reporters.


  'The total force of the Overgeared Kingdom was estimated to be 60,000...?’


  ‘The information was wrong...! Rumor has it that the Overgeared Kingdom only has 60,000 troops. Yet how could there be 40,000 troops in Reidan when it isn’t the capital...! The Overgeared Kingdom must have at least 100,000 troops!’


  ‘The Overgeared Kingdom...! How can a new kingdom have this much power...? This is Grid’s power!’


  The media paid attention to the great procession of soldiers following Chris. They were excited to find proof that the power of the Overgeared Kingdom was more than the rumors. It was a scoop. But the real scoop occurred afterwards.


  “An envoy from the Saharan Empire has arrived!”


  “What?”


  “Huh?”


  Chris and the reporters were surprised. The empire sent an envoy? Why?


  ‘Haven’t the two nations become completely hostile since the tributes stopped being offered?’


  Chris looked troubled at the sight of the envoy.  He was already worried about what the dog of the empire would talk about.


  ‘The reason why an envoy was sent here might be to test a reconciliation... Of course, it will be accompanied by threats.’


  It was upsetting now that he was targeted by the empire. Chris was extremely worried about how the empire would pressure him. He was feeling anxious when the empire’s envoy came up to him. The people of Reidan and the Canadian reporters paid attention.


  The envoy declared to Chris, “I came to tell you the will of His Majesty the Emperor.”


  “What...?


  Chris’ voice was filled with tension. The tens of thousands of people gathered around him, the people of Reidan and the reporters of Canada were all nervous. It was a message from Juander, the ultimate person who could change the map of the continent with a few words.


  What did he want to convey? It didn’t seem to be anything good. They could only assume the worst. The moment that everyone was feeling uneasy.


  “His Majesty the Emperor wants to make peace with the Overgeared Kingdom. If the Overgeared King doesn’t want the empire to invade Valhalla, the empire will make an immediate truce with Valhalla.”


  “...?”


  "?????"


  The buzz in the air suddenly died down. Reidan fell silent. It was difficult to believe even when they heard it from the empire’s envoy. The empire wanted to make ‘peace’? They would make a truce with the enemy if the Overgeared King wanted it?


  Was there ever such a big event in the continent’s history? No. The empire’s emperor always exercised absolute power. Everything was resolved according to his will. He only knew how to give commands. He didn’t look at the will of others. This was Emperor Juander. 


  Due to that...


  ‘A scoop...!’


  ‘This is be an overseas topic!’


  The reporters were convinced. The story of the empire’s envoy would be a featured article.


  “Um... Let’s go to the great hall.”


  Chris belatedly noticed the atmosphere and led the envoy elsewhere. Due to this, the reporters didn’t know what happened afterwards but it wasn’t a problem.


  “Logout!”


  The reporters forgot about their original purpose of interviewing Chris and started to leave.


  *** 


  [The Saharan Empire’s emperor, Juander has requested to make peace with the kingdom!]


  [The power of the Overgeared Kingdom is much more than revealed.]


  [(Column) For the first time in history, the empire is engaging in ‘diplomacy’... The meaning of this incident is much greater than imagined.] 


  The world was overturned. The presence of the Overgeared Kingdom, which made even the absolute ruler of the West Continent aware of it, overwhelmed the public. The media was shaken. Every day, they were busy talking about the greatness of the Overgeared Kingdom and Grid.


  Grid thought it was absurd.


  “What’s this situation?”


  Why was the emperor doing this? Why was he requesting to make peace with them? In order to make peace, he was even willing to sign a truce with Valhalla.


  "In fact, isn’t there an ulterior motive?”


  The Overgeared King’s office. The uneasy Grid was making underwear with the God Hands. He was feeling confused when he heard a knocking sound.


  “It’s Lauel.”


  “Good! Come in!”


  Grid welcomed it. The situation had changed recently so he thought that Lauel could resolve his questions. Grid wanted to know the truth and be rid of the confusion. Lauel gave him a thumbs up.


  "Great.”


  “What?”


  "It’s a result of Your Majesty assembling an army in Reidan in a matter of days.”


  “...?”


  Grid made an expression like he couldn’t understand.


  Lauel smiled and explained, “Your Majesty convened an army to raid Noll, but the timing was exquisite. It’s because the empire gathered most of their troops in Valhalla, while you gathered a force in Reidan, the rear of the empire. The emperor thought you were a threat to the empire.”


  “...”


  “This is the result. The empire recognized that it was dangerous to deal with both Overgeared and Valhalla at the same time, making them pull out a carrot. The emperor had to start diplomatic actions. I am sure that the name of Your Majesty will remain in the history of the empire.”


  “Um...” Grid understood the situation after hearing Lauel’s explanation. But he was stunned. "I can’t understand why the empire felt a threat? Can’t the power of the empire destroy both Overgeared and Valhalla? Why do they feel threatened?”


  "That is also because of Your Majesty.”


  “Because of me?”


  Lauel laughed.


  "Didn’t the descendent of the Undefeated King appear in Valhalla and push the Red Knights to the point of collapse? The emperor is frightened of the Undefeated King’s descendant.” 


  “Ah...”


  The moment he used 100,000 Army Massacre Sword in the war, Grid was misunderstood as the descendant of the Undefeated King. This was the repercussion.


  "The rumor that the empire is afraid of the Undefeated King’s descendant is true.”


  "Maybe it’s more than rumored.”


  “Indeed... They’re afraid.”


  Grid was reminded of the Undefeated King’s death knight and his body shook. Grid couldn’t imagine how strong the Undefeated King was when alive. He felt pity for the imperial army who fought with the Undefeated King.


  "It all worked out in the end. We won’t have to fear any problems during the period where we’re at peace with the empire. The minimum period of a truce is two years. We have to build up maximum power during this period.”


  "The period of peace is so short?”


  “No. It can go from one year to twenty years. Up to twenty years.”


  "Then isn’t it possible for us to set the period of peace as long as possible?”


  “Long-lasting peace requires a good talker with a high diplomatic stat. They need to use diplomatic skills and conversation to negotiate with the opponent. Unfortunately, there is no one with this talent in the Overgeared Kingdom.


  “Huroi?”


  "He is unchallenged in the art of communication but... He doesn’t have the diplomatic stat.”


  “It’s too bad. It would be useful in many ways if Huroi has the diplomatic stat.”


  Lauel’s eyes shone.


  "Then will you give the command to Huroi?”


  “What command?”


  "A command to proceed with the diplomatic quest.”


  "What is the diplomatic quest?”


  "It is one of the quests for high ranking nobles.”


  “Those who perform this quest can gain a diplomat’s status and open the diplomatic quest?”


  "Yes, that's right. Of course, the degree of difficulty of the quest is very high. It will take at least half a year to complete the quest.”


  “Kung...”


  Grid couldn’t say anything. Huroi was also a ranker. Grid knew better than anyone how much effort Huroi put in to be by Grid’s side. Grid didn’t want to force Huroi to stop levelling up and to go on a difficult quest. It was likely that Huroi would lose the ranker position that he worked so hard for. After a moment, Grid shook his head.


  "If no one has done the diplomatic quest so far, it means they don’t see the merit in being a diplomat. It’s okay. I have no intention of interfering with Huroi. I would rather pick a new person.”


  "Is that so...? I understand.”


  Lauel was inwardly disappointed, but he already anticipated Grid’s reaction. The moment that Lauel nodded and bowed.


  “My Lord! Nooooooooo!”


  The door of Grid’s office burst open and Huroi ran in. Huroi was someone who tried to stay by Grid’s side as much as possible. Even today, he was guarding the front of Grid’s office in the name of an ‘escort.’


  "I heard the two of you from the front door! Leave it to me! A diplomat! I will become one! I will make excellent conversation with foreign diplomats and make them puppets of the Overgeared Kingdom!”


  “...Is that a diplomat?”


  He didn’t think a diplomat would use such methods. Grid’s eyes were red with anxiety but he smiled. The appreciation he felt for Huroi was always big.


  ‘Before the start of the National Competition, I need to create a new item for Huroi.’


  Grid decided. 


  The National Competition was approaching.




  Chapter 735


  "Has the old man finally become senile?”


  The 4th Prince Edan. The son of Empress Marie, he was originally low in the line of succession. Regardless of the order of birth, there was a big drop in his reputation compared to the other children. But this story changed after the death of Empress Aria and Empress Marie took power. Marie’s faction actively supported Edan and recently, Edan boasted a position comparable to 1st Prince Roland. A person who thought he was the best in heaven and earth!


  Jean warned Edan, who always moved through the world without fear.


  "Try not to speak like that. If anyone hears it, it isn’t just Your Highness, but countless number of people who follow you will lose their heads.”


  “What’s wrong with saying an old man is old? Hey, Teacher Jean. Do you think the emperor is sane?”


  “...”


  “Tell me honestly. No? If His Majesty was sane, he wouldn’t have asked for peace with the Overgeared Kingdom. Isn't that right?"


  "He must have a deep meaning behind it.”


  "It’s one small kingdom. He’s afraid of a new kingdom without a deep history. He’s just crazy.”


  “...”


  It fell on deaf ears. Jean couldn’t say anything. He gave up on teaching Edan two years ago. That’s why he wasn’t thrown away by Edan.


  Clang!


  Edan threw an empty glass at the wall. The knights hurriedly entered, followed by maids who cleared away the remnants of the wine glass. Idan clicked his tongue.


  "It’s because that old man is old and senile that he signed a truce with Valhalla. It has delayed the first appearance of the magic machines.”


  Magic machines. A giant robot that moved with magic power as the energy source. It combined ancient alchemy and magic essence. 


  It was a robot that people rode on. The agility was greatly reduced, but the robustness and destructive power wasn’t comparable to humans. The magic machines could smash a mountain and could blow up a city with their magic power, so their strength was comparable to a great demon.


  The problem was that few people could control the magic machines. In addition, the magic power supply problem wasn’t completely solved. The magic machines were considered ancient artifacts. That was all. But Edan saw the possibilities of the magic machines and invested a lot of time and money into them. In order to solidify his succession to the throne, he needed to prove the value of the magic machines.


  Edan sighed deeply and rose from his seat.


  "Tell the riders. They have a vacation.”


  “Yes.”


  *** 


  In the early days, Satisfy had two legends. 


  God of War Ares? Overgeared King Grid? 1st on the unified rankings Chris? Godly archer Jishuka? The god of killing, Faker? No, they were obscure people in the early days of Satisfy.


  Since the opening of Satisfy, the legends that people envied were Kraugel and Zibal. They were characters who sped up to the first and second place in the rankings at a different speed than others. Among them, Kraugel still kept his reputation as the sky above the sky...


  “The weather is good.”


  The capital of the Saharan Empire, Titan. A man on the walls smiled as the morning sun revealed itself. It was Zibal. From the opening of Satisfy to the 2nd National Competition, the 2nd ranked Zibal was a bigshot. He was once a hero of the United States and held the hopes and dreams of millions of people.


  “Hey! Zibal! Are you crazy? Why are you goofing off?”


  “I’m sorry!”


  Now he was an ordinary soldier in a place where no one knew. The only rival of Kraugel, head of the Seven Guilds, god of raids, etc. The countless titles he gained over the years were nowhere to be seen. The public’s forgetfulness was severe and he had long been forgotten by the people.


  "Did you confirm that Raiders are successful maintained?”


  “Yes! That’s right!”


  “Are you sure? When did you come out?”


  "I did it as soon as morning training was over!”


  “The meal?”


  "I can eat bread on the go!”


  "Ha, this brat. We can’t afford it. I told you not to goof off again.”


  The Imperial Army’s 14th Division, 21st Battalion. The unit, secretly located on the outskirts of the capital, was an officially nonexistent unit. The size of the battalion was also very small. There were only 80 members. The surprising thing was that there were only four combatants. 


  One of them was Zibal. He was the lowest of the four people and had the rank of a private, but the class carved on his military uniform was ‘chungik.’ Apart from his direct supervisor, he was a special officer who could veto an order even if it came from a member of the imperial family. 


  Why? A player who was a noble of the Haken Kingdom and leader of the Snake Guild, why was he in the imperial army? He obtained a new secret hidden class.


  ‘Blue Sky Rider.’


  * You can ride on all ‘vehicles’ and drive them perfectly.


  * On a ‘vehicle,’ your stats will increase significantly.


  A unique class. One of the distinct advantages of the class was that it was only specialized in riding. Zibal had been very disappointed at first.  When he heard ‘riding,’ he could only think of horses and some monsters. He regretted that he changed his class. But that disappointment and regret turned to amazement. He was thrilled the moment he checked the contents of the rider class quest. He gained the hope that he could stand next to Kraugel and Grid.


  [Blue Sky Rider]


  * Class Quest 


  Go the 4th Prince Edan of the empire. If you prove your talent and swear allegiance to him, you will be able to get the strongest vehicle in return.


  A magic machine! From a player’s point of view, it was an ancient weapon that could only recognized as a fictitious thing in mythology.


  ‘I never even dreamt that I could become the master of it.’


  The 4th magic machine ‘Raiders’ was a vehicle that could fly in the sky.


  “Look forward to next year.”


  Zibal knew it was meaningless to participate in the 3rd National Competition. The level of Raiders was still low and there were various restrictions, so he couldn’t show off the proper use of Raiders in the National Competition. If Zibal participated, he would be crushed by Kraugel or Grid. However, Zibal believed the story would be different in the 4th National Competition. 


  “Grid, I will show you what it truly means to be overgeared.”


  Now Zibal acknowledged Grid’s skills. To be honest, he respected Grid. But Grid was the one who stigmatized Zibal as a punching bag. Zibal planned to pay Grid back next year and clean up this relationship. He would do so.


  "Then I can move forward.”


  The sky above the sky. He would become it. The determination on Zibal’s face was extraordinary.


  *** 


  Title: Informing all participants of the 3rd National Competition.


  Sender: S.A. Group


  Contents: We are aware that many people are disappointed that the number of personal medals that can be won has been reduced to two. We feel the need to prepare a special event to apologize to the participants.


  If you wish to participate in the event, please allow us to collect and use your personal information.


  Please be aware that we can’t announce the exact date and time of the event.


  * The event contents and progress will be broadcasted to the world the moment the event starts. This may infringe on some human rights of the event participants. 


  * We will ensure the safety of all event participants.


  * The event compensation will be paid with Satisfy goods.


  * There is no disadvantage if you don’t participate in the event.


  "What?” 


  After a workout. Shin Youngwoo was entering the bathroom when he frowned at the e-mail.


  "Why aren’t they disclosing the contents of the event?”


  Was there such an unfriendly event?


  “I won’t participate.”


  If he agreed to his personal information being collected, Shin Youngwoo was worried that his phone would be flooded. He closed the mailbox without hesitation when he received a phone call. The caller was Yura. Youngwoo’s heart pounded the moment he heard her name. It jumped quickly.


  ‘It has been a long time.’


  It had been almost three months since they were in contact. He was nervous at the thought of hearing Yura’s beautiful voice after a long time.


  Hum hum, Youngwoo cleared his throat and picked up the call.


  “What is it?”


  Indeed, there was a reason why he couldn’t be in a relationship. Shin Youngwoo was a young man with no clue about manners. If Yura was a sensitive woman then she wouldn’t call Youngwoo again.


  (Did you receive the event announcement email?)


  “...”


  Yura’s voice over the phone was really sweet. Youngwoo’s heart throbbed and he answered in a trembling voice.


  “Yes.”


  (Are you going to participate?)


  "No?”


  (I thought so. Please join us.)


  “Why? Do you know the contents of the event?”


  (I don’t know. But when you consider the intent of the event, you can imagine that the rewards will be at a level to replace the medals. Please participate).


  "Well, if you say so...”


  Youngwoo was unaware of it, but he was smiling. He was delighted that one of the world’s greatest beauties cared for him and a blissful smile emerged. He wanted to record the contents of the conversation and disclose it on the Internet.


  ‘I’m like this with Yura. Are you jealous?’ He wanted to brag in the papers.


  (Then I’m hanging up.)


  “Ah, wait a minute.”


  (....?)


  “Are you also participating in the National Competition?”


  Yura had participated in the National Competition every year. In particular, she had been South Korea’s only hope in the 1st National Competition. Since it was striving to gain honor for South Korea, Shin Youngwoo expected her to participate in the National Competition this year.


  (Of course. Didn’t I receive the same email because I applied to participate?)


  Yura’s voice was slightly raised over the phone but the insensitive Youngwoo didn’t notice it. Even if he had noticed, he wouldn’t have known why.


  “Yes, I understand. Then I will see you soon.”


  Youngwoo’s voice was excited. He was glad to see Yura’s face after a long time.


  *** 


  “I’m afraid there will be some complaints about the event.”


  “There is already a conspiracy that we reduced the number of gold medals to two because of a certain person and now there is this event...”


  S.A. Group’s headquarters. The members of the board of directors expressed their concerns about the event. It was natural to be worried.


  [Battlefield]


  All event participants fought against each other with the goal of surviving to the end in an isolated field. At the beginning of the game, all levels, abilities, items, and titles were equal. It was a concept event that was reminiscent of the mock games that were popular in the previous century.


  It was an event that seemed to be aimed at a certain person whose strength was being overgeared.


  Yoon Sangmin laughed at the concerned executives.


  “That’s correct. Maybe many people will blame us. But I’m sure that Grid himself will be delighted. He finally has a chance to prove it.”


  “What...?”


  What would he prove? The executives were puzzled while Yoon Sangmin spoke meaningful words.


  “As soon as Grid proves it, the people’s accusations will turn into cheers.”




  Chapter 736


   'Considering Kraugel’s level during the Belial raid...’


  Ahead of the National Competition, Grid’s nerves were concentrated on Kraugel. It was a phenomenon caused by his desire to win the rematch that was taking place after one year and three months.


  ‘At present, the level difference between him and me should be at least 150?’


  Until now, the total was 1 to 1. This would be the game that determined victory or defeat. The winner would be the real winner.


  'No, Kraugel’s level up speed will be beyond my calculations. Maybe the level difference is less than 100.’


  Well, even if the level difference is less than 100, there was no problem.


  ‘Even Kraugel couldn’t have passed level 300 yet. He wouldn’t have achieved the third awakening.’


  In a game, the level difference was as absolute as items. A higher level player would be stronger than a lower level one. In particular, the stats awakening every 100 levels caused a tremendous difference. In the past, the level 299 Grid failed to defeat Elfin Stone while the level 300 Grid succeeded. It was an example that showed the gap.


  ‘Okay. This is sufficient.’


  Kkuok!


  Grid was convinced and formed fists. Some people might think it wasn’t fair because of the level difference, but not Grid. It was natural. Levelling ability was also a skill. It was talent that Grid’s level was higher than Kraugel’s.


  “Huhuhut... Kraugel, this is the difference in skill. Don’t blame the level reset. I also experienced it. It’s the same thing I went through.”  


  A level reset at level 300 compared to a reset at level 80. The former was much more disadvantageous and pitiful. The damage was completely different. But there was an eternal truth.


  ‘I am the strongest person in the world!’


  It was this. Grid’s level reset and Kraugel’s level reset were on the same line.


  “Compared to knowing everything, I had a much more difficult time when my level was reset. But now I have a much higher level than Kraugel. In the end, it means that I’m more talented than Kraugel. Isn't that right?"


  Grid didn’t have a conscience! Anyone who saw him now would’ve cut out his tongue. But Huroi just nodded. He didn’t intend to disturb his lord who was trying to reduce the burden with a mental victory.


  “My lord is a genius of geniuses and above the sky. I have no doubt that you will win in the ‘fair’ battle that will take place at this year’s National Competition. It is only natural that My Lord, the incarnation of Genghis Khan, will reign over the world as its master.”


  "Indeed, you have a discerning eye. As expected from Huroi. But isn’t Genghis Khan a Mongolian? I'm a Korean.”


  "Do you need to dwell on nationality in this global age? Everything is out there. Are you ruler of a global kingdom?”


  “You are right. Huroi, don’t you have deep thoughts? Hahaha!”


  “Hahaha! My Lord the best!!”


  “...”


  One person was making an item while the other was preparing for the diplomat’s exam. Lauel’s gaze wasn’t good as he looked at the two people sitting side by side.


  "Your Majesty, too much confidence isn’t good. Even if the level difference is large, the opponent is a Sword Saint. It’s the strongest combat class. It will obviously be a tougher fight than last year. Please don’t be careless.”


  In addition to Huroi, Lauel supported Grid as well. He wanted Grid to win and develop even further. The problem was that the opponent was too strong. Thus, Grid had to pay attention.


  “A sword that can even cut the world... It will be difficult to handle with Your Majesty’s items.”


  Lauel saw Kraugel as a bad opponent for Grid. Grid’s combat style was more about items than control. He thought that Grid sticking to this attack style against Kraugel, who was the ultimate combat class, wouldn’t be effective.


  “Be quiet.”


  The alert Lauel spoke the right words, but he angered Grid. Didn’t Grid know that it would be hard to win against Kraugel? What Grid wanted now was to be cheered up, not made to worry.


  "Are you trying to decrease my morale right now?”


  “Huh?”


  "You are on the American team with Kraugel in the National Competition. Do you want to decrease my morale so that Kraugel will win?”


  “What... Ah.”


  Lauel realized his mistake. He belatedly discovered that Grid was more sensitive than expected. The person right now was Grid before he became a king. It was a state where his dirty and stingy nature was revealed. Huroi was already aware of this fact from the beginning. Thus, he flattered Grid very well.


  “My Lord! I will drive out this evil tongue with my own hand!”


  "Yes, I can only believe in Huroi. I will pay attention to your loyalty and raise your item to higher heights.”


  "It will be the glory of future generations!”


  "No, I was joking just now...! Huroi, I... Ack!”


  This was the end of a loyalist! As he was caught and dragged away by Huroi, Lauel felt like he was in a historical drama. Today, the Overgeared Kingdom was peaceful.


  ***


  Time was bitter. It couldn’t be reversed and it flowed quickly. The 3rd National Competition, which had been delayed three months later than usual, was only three days away. 


  Snap!


  Snap snap!


  John F. Kennedy International Airport was crowded with a large number of reporters. It was to interview the representatives leaving for Japan. The prestigious representatives. They were the people’s pride and idols, causing them to receive much attention and love. Of course, there was an outstanding person among them. It was Kraugel.


  “Player Kraugel! How do you feel about becoming the American representative?”


  "What has your life been like living in the US for the past six months? Do you think you did well to immigrate to the US?”


  “What event will you participate in?”


  "There’s a rumor that Grid will participate in all the events you are. Grid isn’t denying anything. How do you see this excessive competition?”


  And so on!


  Kraugel was flooded with many questions. While the other representatives listened to one question, Kraugel alone was listening to 10 questions. There were also a lot of beautiful blonde reporters around Kraugel. Kraugel might be Asian, but he was popular because he had the ultimate beauty.


  "There’s a lot more interest than when we had Zibal.”


  "I agree. He’s on a different dimension.”


  The top US rankers who participated in the National Competition every year clicked their tongues. As far as they knew, the most popular person in the world was Zibal. But it was surprising that Kraugel transcended his popularity.


  “Haha... Wherever we go, a superstar...”


  That’s right. All the US representatives were popular rankers. They received excessive love and interest whenever they went. But it was different when standing next to Kraugel. They were just folding screens. It was a strange feeling for them, but they didn’t dislike it.


  “First of all, I have adapted well to life in the US. It’s thanks to the kindness of everyone around me. For them, I am honored to fight for the honor of the United States.”


  Kraugel skillfully dealt with the group of reporters. He started making public appearances since the 2nd National Competition and now he had fully adapted to the life of a superstar. He gave an interview where everyone could feel good while mixing in the appropriate lip service.


  "As you all know, one of the events I will be participating in is PvP. But I won’t reveal the other one at this moment. I think it will be fun to wait to disclose it at the opening ceremony in three days. And about whether Player Grid is conscious of me...”


  Kraugel stopped and stared at the camera in front of him. His big, black eyes were mysterious and beautiful. The female and male reporters were shocked by his charm. In this atmosphere, Kraugel opened his mouth again.


  “I’m pleased. I’m also conscious of him.”


  “...”


  Was it due to Kraugel’s gender neutral appearance? The reporters felt like Kraugel was confessing to the opposite sex. It felt like there was a deep bond between Grid and Kraugel. Amidst the strange atmosphere...


  “He isn’t gay.”


  Lauel arrived at the scene. He was the latest of the US representatives to appear.


  “Lauel...!”


  The prime minister of the Overgeared Kingdom! The right arm of Overgeared King Grid! The emergence of someone bigger than Kraugel attracted the attention of reporters at once. Lauel saw that the cameras were focused on him and laughed.


  “Kraugel and the Overgeared King are good competitors and friends. I hope you don’t misunderstand their feelings towards each other.”


  Lauel disguised Kraugel’s gay soul while mixing in humor. His intention wasn’t to help Kraugel, but to elevate the position of the Overgeared Kingdom. Kraugel was the friend of Overgeared King Grid. In other words, Sword Saint Kraugel was friendly to the Overgeared Kingdom. If they were hostile to the Overgeared Kingdom, they would be hostile to a Sword Saint. Lauel encouraged the people to recognize this.


  "Grid and Kraugel, both men will fight each other.”


  A huge smile. Lauel smiled as he thought about how this was a success.


  *** 


  "You can use this lounge.”


  “Wow...”


  The 1st National Competition was held in South Korea, so there was no flying. The 2nd National Competition was held in France and Shin Youngwoo used Yura’s private plane. This was the first time he experienced a specific airline’s services.


  “Wowww...”


  Youngwoo’s mouth gaped open as he entered the exclusive lounge available to first class passengers. This lounge was more spacious than a playground! On one side, there was a variety of food ranging from cup noodles to delicacies. The panoramic view of the airport seen through the outer walls made of glass was overwhelming beautiful. Above all, the amazing thing!


  "A-A private bathroom?”


  The nervous Youngwoo cried out when he arrived at the bathroom.


  There were dozens of rooms on both sides of the long corridor and all the rooms were private bathrooms. There was a sink, urinal, and toilet in each room. They even had the finest toothpaste and toothbrush. The quality of the toothbrush couldn’t be compared to the one that Youngwoo usually used.


  “A profit... Huh?”


  Youngwoo placed the toothbrush in his pocket and came across Kang Daehan (Peak Sword) in the hallway. Kang Daehan was in a confused state.


  “What? I definitely entered a bathroom but why is it a hotel room? What are these rooms?”


  "It’s a bathroom...”


  “...”


  It was also the first time that Kang Daehan used the exclusive first class lounge. It was because a person normally couldn’t afford to use the first class lounge, which normally went from millions of won to tens of millions of won. Shin Youngwoo, Kang Daehan, and the other Korean representatives. The reason why they were able to use the first class hotel today was due to the S.A. Group.


  The S.A. Group provided first class seats to all delegates around the world. Those who read the information in the contents of the announcement ‘Please board the airplane provided by our company’ were already alerted, but Youngwoo and Daehan hadn’t read it. They just enjoyed this moment.


  “I want to live here.”


  “Huhuhu, yes. I can see beautiful sisters every day. Wouldn’t it be perfect if there was a capsule here?”


  Youngwoo and Daehan giggled with each other over a plate of food. The other representatives watched them with embarrassed expressions.


  ‘What... Their atmospheres are different than usual.’


  Shin Youngwoo and Kang Daehan. They were recognized as emerging chaebols in South Korea who had accumulated a lot of wealth due to Satisfy. It was normal for them to have enough resources to use the first class lounge every day. However, they were making such a fuss over the lounge that the other representatives were shocked. An unexpected person appeared in this awkward atmosphere.


  "Can’t you act like an ordinary person? Who doesn’t know what you are capable of?”


  “You...?”


  Munch.


  Shin Youngwoo’s eyes widened as he chewed on dongpo pork. Dark... No, Eat Spicy Jokbal. The former head of Blood Carnival, who Youngwoo fought with over the insane dragon egg, appeared in front of him.


  "Why are you here?"


  Surely he didn’t want revenge in reality? Daehan explained to the wary Youngwoo.


  “He’s my friend. He will be a good companion who will fight with us during the National Competition.


  “What?”


  Dungeon Maker. It was the moment when the top player unknown to the world joined the Korean national team.




  Chapter 737


  "God Grid, after hearing your story, I developed great interest in Eat Spicy Jokbal and kept in steady contact with him. But it was hard work. I looked all over the country for Eat Spicy Jokbal and learned to distinguish the taste of makguksu in every store...”


  “...”


  Various expressions crossed Daehan’s face as he recalled it. All types of memories seemed to come to mind.


  “I wanted to give up several times. But I didn’t give up. Why? I searched for Eat Spicy Jokbal. I am convinced that Eat Spicy Jokbal is a person that the Overgeared Kingdom needs!”


  “...”


  “The result is what you see now. I became friends with Eat Spicy Jokbal. Hut, how about it? Isn’t it great? Kuahahahat!”


  Daehan laughed excitedly while putting a had on Eat Spicy Jokbal’s shoulders. They seemed really close.


  One second later.


  "Where are you putting your hand?” A cold attitude! Eat Spicy Jokbal broke away from Daehan’s hands and warned Youngwoo. “Don’t get me wrong. I am fundamentally different from you guys. We can never be friends.”


  “Fundamentally?”


  “Yes, I’m evil. The reason why I’m participating in this National Competition is different from you. I’m not participating in the National Competition for the sake of the country. I’m not a person with high patriotism.”


  “...” 


  "My purpose is only money! Money! I will recoup the damage of the egg you stole with the gold medals!”


  “...Um.”


  Youngwoo wasn’t participating in the National Competition for the country. It was also to satisfy his individual desires. However, Eat Spicy Jokbal misunderstood. No, it wasn’t just him. Most South Koreans considered Shin Youngwoo to be a patriot.


  It was natural. From an objective point of view, Youngwoo was better off not participating in the National Competition. If he hadn’t participated in the National Competition, he could’ve hidden the true powers of Pagma's Descendant and would be able to play the game in a better position. Youngwoo was a person who could make money by producing more items. There was no need to covet the rewards of the National Competition.


  But Youngwoo participated in the National Competition every year. People had no choice but to misunderstand that Youngwoo was participating in the National Competition out of pure patriotism.


  ‘Well, that doesn’t mean there is no patriotism.’


  As a former member of South Korea’s army, he had a minimum of patriotism. It was good that he helped his country. But the real reason why Youngwoo participated in the National Competition was honor, not patriotism. He wanted to prove himself in public and be recognized as a better person.


  In addition, there was additional compensation from the National Competition. Youngwoo could receive myth-rated materials as a reward for gold medals. They couldn’t be obtained even with money. In particular, the compensation for this year was expected to be larger than last year.


  ‘Last year, the only myth rated material I knew was adamantium.’


  He was different from before. This year’s Youngwoo knew the existence of various myth rated materials such as the sacred creatures byproducts and the Goddess’ Hair that he could demand as a gold medal compensation from the S.A. Group. 


  ‘I have to win two gold medals.’


  He wanted a byproduct of the sacred creatures, such as the Red Phoenix Breath. He was eager to make a second and third Enlightenment Sword.


  “Um... Our relationship will gradually become established. Either way, it’s nice to meet you.”


  Youngwoo woke up from his thoughts and shook hands with Eat Spicy Jokbal. Youngwoo felt good at Eat Spicy Jokbal’s desire to ‘make up for the damage of losing the dragon egg with the gold medals.’ He seemed to be a straightforward person.


  What if Eat Spicy Jokbal was a bad person? He would threaten Youngwoo to pay back the debt from the game. At a minimum, he would express hostility. But Eat Spicy Jokbal’s gaze towards Youngwoo was clean. He declared he would recover the damages in a fair manner.


  'The fact that he’s a good person is why he’s in Peak Sword’s heart.’


  Youngwoo smiled as nicely as possible. Eat Spicy Jokbal responded to the handshake with an expression that said he had no choice.


  “Well... We are colleagues during the National Competition so we should shake hands... Huh?”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal was surprised when he shook hands with Youngwoo. It was because the strength was amazing. The big hand full of calluses showed the hard lift that Youngwoo lived.


  ‘In reality, he’s a hard worker?’


  Eat Spicy Jokbal was 36 years old. Youngwoo looked like he wasn’t even 30 years old yet. He was a legendary blacksmith in the game, but Eat Spicy Jokbal expected him to be timid in many ways in reality. But that wasn’t the truth at all. From the moment they first met, Youngwoo showed the same attitude and eyes as he did in the game. He was overflowing with dignity.


  Eat Spicy Jokbal gulped.


  ‘Grid... He was born like this.’


  Indeed, it was obvious. If he was an ordinary person, he wouldn’t have become the king of a nation. Eat Spicy Jokbal misunderstood and decided not to be hostile to Grid.


  On the other hand.


  "...Surely your name isn’t Eat Spicy Jokbal?”


  "Aish... Of course it’s my game ID.”


  "Isn’t Eat Spicy Jokbal too much even for a game ID?”


  “...”


  The representatives gathered on one side murmured. Eat Spicy Jokbal prayed for an ID change item to be released quickly. At that moment.


  "Oh my, everyone is here.”


  A man and woman approached the place where the Korean representatives were gathered. It was a woman in a hanbok and a blond male. The woman was in her 30s and had a refined elegance. It was an appearance that could be seen on Korean promotional brochures for foreigners. The blond male was mixed race. He seemed to be born between a Korean and a Westerner and was wearing a riding jacket. It was a couple with an extreme contrast.


  “Who...?”


  All the representatives were puzzled. It was the first time they saw the man and woman who arrived late. In particular, the woman’s behavior was too unusual. The man and woman introduced themselves.


  “I am Viola. I’m also a representative at the National Competition this year.”


  “I am Ma Bongshik. It is the same for me.”


  “?? Are those your game IDs?”


  "They are our real names.”


  “Ah, yes...”


  What strange names. This was the first impression of the two new Korean representatives.


  *** 


  “Who are they?”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal, Viola, and Ma Bongshik.


  Peak Sword continued to show great interest and favor to the three people. One of South Korea’s giants, Peak Sword, wouldn’t show such an attitude to ordinary people. Therefore, the other representatives surely that that these three people were big. The problem was that they were unfamiliar. The representatives couldn’t guess who they were.


  “Um... I have never heard of their names before.”


  Despite belonging to the same country, the representatives weren’t obliged to disclose their information. The game still continued after the National Competition was over. If there was an obligation to disclose information, there would be fewer rankers in the National Competition.


  "Rather, Grid is really cool.”


  "That's right. He actually looks better.”


  “Look at his back muscles. He’s cool even to a man. I’m envious.”


  The attention of the representatives was soon focused on Grid. Grid didn’t know this, but more than half of the 30 Korean representatives participating in the National Competition this year respected Grid. They were the ones who dreamt about becoming Grid while watching Grid, especially after he competed with Kraugel in the National Competition last year. They were buds who grew watching Grid. For them, Grid was a special existence. They wanted to use this opportunity to get close to Grid. But no one was able to approach Grid. It was hard to talk to such a great figure without inhibition.


  ‘I will be very active in this National Competition.’


  ‘Let’s attract Grid’s attention and enter the Overgeared Guild... Eh?’


  Suddenly, the minds of the enthusiastic Korean representatives became blank. It was due to the appearance of the last Korean representative in the lounge, Yura.


  “I’m sorry I’m late.”


  “...”


  Was the world originally black and white? The representatives stared blankly as Yura smiled gently and apologize in a sweet voice. Yura’s overwhelming beauty caused everything to fade except for her.


  “I-It has been a while.”


  Even Youngwoo stuttered. He was nervous and his heart jumped as he saw Yura after a long time.


  ‘Her skin is like a new baby... Has she been eating and living well?’


  Youngwoo felt uneasy as he looked at Yura’s white skin. Yura tilted her head as she looked at him.


  "Is there something on my face?”


  “N-No. You have become prettier after a long time... Hup.”


  What nonsense was he saying now? Youngwoo spoke without thinking and covered his mouth when he discovered it. And Yura...


  “...”


  Yura’s milky white skin turned red. The eyes of the Korea representatives blurred as they watched.


  'It’s the prime of their lives.’


  ‘I’m envious...’


  *** 


  A total of 50 countries were participating in the 3rd National Competition! Unlike the previous year, the size of this competition amplified the expectations of gamers all over the world. What interesting and cool scenes would be produced in this year’s National Competition? Countless people were filled with expectations as they waited for the National Competition to begin. There were many people hoping for three days to pass quickly so the National Competition to begin.


  Did they sense this desire? 


  『 A special event for the National Competition will now be held. 』


  Representatives of various countries started boarding the plane. Game-related broadcasters from all over the world started a live broadcast. It was a broadcast produced by the S.A. Group. Orlando, a world-class pop star and Satisfy ranker in the top 100,000 was the MC.


  『 At this time, 1,500 representatives from each country have completed boarding flights to Japan. And the S.A. Group is planning a special event for all of them. 』


  "Event?"


  It was a live broadcast that started without any notice but it was powerful since it was related to the National Competition. Word of mouth spread and many viewers flocked. MC Orlando had a cheerful expression and started explaining.


  『 All players on board have a capsule instead of a seat. It’s a capsule that allows them to enter the Battlefield server. 』 


  “Battlefield?”


  『 It’s a secret server that Satisfy has borrowed. From this moment on, 1,500 players from all over the world will enter a certain area with the same level, same stats, same items, same skills, and everything is equal. It’s a small mini-map. From there, the players will... 』


  “...?”


  『 They will continue to fight until there are three survivors. 』


  “What?”


  "A survival game without levels and items?”


  "No, isn’t the S.A. Group too obvious? Isn’t this event aimed at Grid?”


  “Wow, it’s really too much.”


  The criticisms of the Korean public started to pour out once they learned of the event. But the reaction of the overseas viewers was hot.


  “Isn’t it interesting? Who’s the best player when it comes to pure talent?”


  “It’s naturally Kraugel.”


  "No, maybe an anonymous person we don’t know might be better than Kraugel.”


  Grid ‘naturally’ wasn’t mentioned in the winning candidates. It was hard to imagine he would win after losing his items.




  Chapter 738


  “From this moment on, you will be connected to Battlefield.”


  It was a special event where the details hadn’t been disclosed. All 1,500 National Competition participants this year hoped to take part in the event. It was somewhat unreasonable that the contents weren’t disclosed, but it was inevitable that they would covert the rewards.  The moment the representatives of each country boarded the plane.


  “The battlefield is a mini-map around 10,000 pyeong. It isn’t large enough for 1,500 people, but it boasts diverse terrain that makes it easy to develop a strategy. You will have to fight each other until there are three survivors remaining.”


  The event details were released. There was a backlash.


  "It sounds like a solo show. Isn’t this too unreasonable?”


  "A battle in a limited space is unconditionally advantageous to those with higher specs. Isn’t this an event for just a few people?”


  Viola and Ma Bongshik expressed their concerns. The other representatives were sympathetic. However, it was difficult to read Grid and Yura’s minds. The host explained in more detail.


  "No, it’s a fair game. Battlefield is a completely separate server from Satisfy. Satisfy’s account information won’t be passed onto Battlefield and all players will receive a new character with the same stats.”


  “...”


  Gawk.


  Everyone looked at Grid. Once he heard that the character he trained so hard wouldn’t apply to this event, how would he react? Everyone expected him to be angry. From Grid’s perspective, this event would be awfully unreasonable. But Grid’s expression was calm. He just sat in the capsule and listened to the explanation without any reaction.


  'His vessel is big...’


  ‘Truly God Grid. If I was Grid, I would be arguing right now.’


  As Eat Spicy Jokbal and the Korean representatives were admiring Grid’s attitude, what was the truth?


  ‘Wow, shit. Am I the only rotten person here?’ 


  Grid’s insides weren’t mature. But he knew there would be no change so he remained silent. 


  Meanwhile, the host’s explanation continued.


  “After entering Battlefield, you will have 10 minutes to select your class. There are four types of classes, all with the same stats, but different characteristics. Please think carefully and decide. After 10 minutes, the game will automatically start. Be sure to decide your class within 10 minutes. If you don’t, a class will be selected randomly for you.


  The host explained the following rules:


  1. The 1,500 participants will all be masked. The ID and face won’t be exposed to each other. The voice is also modulated. It is a measure to prevent certain forces from cooperating. However, the IDs will be shown to the viewers.


  2. Immediately after entering Battlefield, all participants will have bare hands. Weapons will be scattered through the battlefield. It will be advantageous to find a weapon as soon as possible.


  3. The game’s time limit is three hours. Once one hour passes, the map will gradually disappear and became narrower. The people located in those parts of the map will be destroyed. The alert window that appears  before the map disappears shouldn’t be ignored. 


  4. It is a survival game aimed at being the last three, so there is no need to kill. You can stay hidden throughout the game. However, it is impossible to hide 10 minutes before the game ends because the map is very narrow. In order to win, you will have to fight.


  5. Health and mana won’t recover normally. You have to unconditionally drink potions. When taking a potion to restore health, you will regain 7 health points. When taking a mana potion, you will regain 6 mana points. Recovery potions will fall from the sky every 5 minutes. The maximum number of health and mana potions that can be held are two each. 


  “It’s a separate game system, so you will quickly get used to it when playing directly. If you are the top rankers among two billion users, it’s easy to adapt to the new game.”


  ‘Eh...? It sounds difficult?’


  No, shouldn’t he be given a more detailed manual? Unlike the other representatives, Grid alone was panicked.


  [You will now access Battlefield.]


  The capsule started to work.


  ***


  [You are now connected to Battlefield.]


  [The character will be created automatically.]


  [Please select a class.]


  [The classes that can be selected are ‘warrior,’ ‘magician,’ ‘cleric,’ and ‘producer.’ The attributes are different, but all stats are the same.]


  [Warrior]


  Health: 20/20    Mana: 15/15


  Attack Speed: 1   Movement Speed: 2 


  Deals 1 damage to the enemy with a fist.


  You can wear all types of weapons. Once a weapon is equipped, you will deal 2 damage to the enemy. 


  However, it is possible to equip a bow and ranged attacks (up to 10 meters) will only deal 1 damage. The bow will also consume an arrow with each attack.


  You can wear the class specific ‘shield.’ If you block an opponent’s attack with the shield, your damage is reduced by 50%.


  [Magician]


  Health: 20/20    Mana: 15/15


  Attack Speed: 1   Movement Speed: 2


  You can’t damage the enemies with your fists.


  You can equip all types of weapons except bows. Once a weapon is equipped, you can deal 1 damage to enemies.


  You can wear the class specific ‘magic wand.’ The magic wand will deal 3 damage to the enemy. The magic wand can do ranged attacks (up to 10 meters), like the bow. However, ranged attacks will cost 7 mana. If won’t activate if there is no mana.


  [Cleric]


  Health: 20/20    Mana: 15/15


  Attack Speed: 1   Movement Speed: 2


  You can’t damage the enemies with your fists.


  You can equip all types of weapons except bows. Once a weapon is equipped, you can deal 1 damage to enemies.


  You can read the class specific ‘scriptures.’ The scriptures are found all over the map. When you read the scriptures, your health will be restored by 10. When reading the scriptures, 2 mana is consumed.


  [Producer]


  Health: 20/20    Mana: 15/15


  Attack Speed: 1   Movement Speed: 2


  You can’t damage the enemies with your fists.


  You can wear all types of weapons. Once a weapon is equipped, you will deal 1 damage to the enemy. 


  You will receive a pickaxe as a default item. The pickaxe isn’t a weapon. You can use the pickaxe to gather resources such as clay, wood, metals, etc. You can create an item based on the collected resources.


  The performance of production items are no different from the items available in the field.


  However, if the creator equips the item then they will deal 2 damage per hit. It also applies to the bow.


  * The total time required to produce one item is 15 minutes. You can move while making items. 10 mana is consumed when making items.


  All 1,500 participants connected to Battlefield faced the class selection window. And this scene was being broadcast all over the world. The audience’s attention was focused on the magician and producer class.


  "If a magician finds a magic wand, won’t they have the greatest power? It’s a scam.”


  “Hrmm... But there are restrictions on ranged attacks. I think that ranged attacks will be most advantageous due to the nature of the game.”


  "When I look at it, the producer will be the best in the second half if they can survive unharmed and make a bow.”


  “Yes. They can hide and attack people with 2 damage.”


  "Won’t the producer class be selected by the production rankers, including Grid?”


  From a general point of view, the warrior class seemed to be the best. It was particularly advantageous in the early stages because it boasted stable attack and defense ability. But the viewers guessed that the rankers would be different. The rankers confident in their control would generally pursue high returns.  The viewers thought that the rankers would bear the initial risk and turn their attention to a magician or producer class.


  "The cleric class won’t be so bad if they can find the scriptures well.”


  "That's right. Other classes have to rely on supplies falling from the sky and there is a danger of encountering an enemy or their supplies being snatched. Meanwhile, the cleric seems more stable.


  “But if you are unlucky enough not to find the scriptures, the class won’t survive.”


  “I also think that the cleric class is the most garbage. It’s a class that lacks combat power and has to rely purely on luck.” 


  “Um... Apart from the cleric class, the other classes are a matter of taste.”


  Warriors, magicians, and producers had obvious advantages and disadvantages. The viewers saw that the 1,500 participants would chose a class to their own liking. The people with a warrior class in Satisfy would choose the warrior, the people with a magician class would choose magician and the people with production classes would choose producer.


  Why? It was because they were most familiar with that class. It was a simple matter. The viewer’s engagement reached the peak.


  Pak!


  Pa pa pa pa pak!


  The 1,500 participants completely their class choice within the 10 minute time limit and simultaneously entered Battlefield. The location was different for each person. They all appeared at vertical intervals.


  “Kraugel?”


  “Where is Yura?”


  The viewers were busy searching for the most expected rankers. This included Grid. It was determined that Grid had a chance with the producer class. People wondered what type of material the legendary blacksmith Grid would use. However...


  [Grid]


  Occupation: Cleric


  "?????"


  "Is this real?”


  Unlike predictions, Grid chose the cleric class. This was a remarkable situation for viewers who thought that Grid would naturally choose a producer.


  "No, why is it a priest?”


  It wouldn’t have been that surprising if Grid had chosen a warrior or magician. Grid was a blacksmith, but he could also use the sword and magic. Yes, whether it was warrior, magician, or producer, Grid could easily adapt to any class. Except for the cleric. But unlike predictions, Grid chose the cleric class. It  was ridiculous.


  『 This is amazing! Grid, who was expected to choose a producer or warrior class, actually chose the cleric class! 』


  『 This is a total unexpected development since it’s the class with the worst ability. 』


  The cleric was a class that had no distinct traits if a scripture couldn’t be found. The scriptures might be scattered all over the field, but that didn’t mean they could be obtained. It was a class that relied almost entirely on luck. From the point of view of the professionals, people who didn’t have the ability might rely on luck and choose the cleric class.


  Yet Grid chose a cleric. In other words...


  『 Grid seems to have no confidence in his abilities. I guess he is aiming to survive as long as possible, depending purely on luck. 』


  It was natural to come to this conclusion. The viewers’ chatter followed.


  -Wow... Look at Grid... He has such a high level, but he has no faith in his skills?


  -It was the end the moment he lost his items.


  -I can see how much Grid normally relies on items.


  -Look. Isn’t the analysis that Grid’s control skills suck and he relies on items true? Perhaps most of Grid’s items have the options to raise mastery skills?


  -Sigh, it’s starting again. Aren’t you tired of underestimating Grid now?


  -Grid is the best. He’s different from us. He will have his own deep thoughts. There is definitely a reason why he selected the cleric class.


  Whose thoughts were right? The Internet became heated up.


  “It’s as I expected. The cleric isn’t a simple class that relies on luck.”


  Grid’s eyes shone as he connected to Battlefield and saw the locations of the shrines displayed on the mini-map.




  Chapter 739


  ‘It’s like this. Why are they always aiming for the back of my head?’


  Grid loved Satisfy. He was very enthusiastic about it. Thanks to Satisfy, he was able to grow up, make precious bonds, and to succeed in life. But interestingly, he felt something close to hostile towards the S.A. Group. It was natural from Grid’s position.


  There was some doubts about manipulation in the game and every time the National Competition was held, Grid thought that the S.A. was deliberately guarding against him. That’s why Grid didn’t trust the S.A. Group. He also had doubts about this event. While the other representatives were discussing the event, Grid tried to find a trap hidden in the game system. He took note of the limited number of potions that could be held. He used his experience and instincts to spot the potential trap.


  Then in the class selection window, he noticed the trap that was hidden. 


  ‘Cleric.’


  It was a very bad class when he first saw it. The warriors were powerful from the beginning, while magicians and producers could become more powerful when certain weapons were acquired.  Compared to those, the clerics didn’t receive any items. They lacked explosive power and seemed to be disadvantageous in the second half. However, all the classes had 20 health and there was no means to regain health except for potions. Therefore, Grid’s thoughts were different.


  ‘Players can only possess two potions, but there’s no limit on the number of scriptures a cleric can possess.’


  In other words, it meant a cleric could hold a large number of scriptures.


  ‘Based on this, a priest has superior potential.’


  Let’s say he went one on one with a magician who had a magic wand. The magician would deal 3 damage to the cleric while the cleric could only deal 1 damage to the magician. The cleric would die in seven hits while the magician would die in 19 hits. But what if the cleric secured a large number of scriptures? Every time they read the scripture, the priest would recover 10 health and would be able to win. Yes, this was only relevant if the cleric could secure a large number of scriptures. The cleric who failed to secure scriptures was the weakest of all the classes. 


  But out of the 1,500 delegates, the number that selected a cleric was so small that he didn’t consider the possibility of not securing scriptures. People perceived a cleric as a very risky class. Grid thought differently. He was convinced that it would be relatively easy to secure the scriptures and chose the cleric class. He chose this considering the S.A. Group’s inclination to hit players in the back of the head. 


  ‘In the class description, the scriptures are described as being all over the map.’


  It wasn’t stated that it was difficult to obtain the scriptures. The merit of the scriptures was too big compared to the sculptures. While people perceived it as ‘difficult’ to obtain, Grid was the opposite and this was the result.


  The shrines. The small buildings indicated on the mini-map seemed to scream out ‘there is a scripture here!’


  ‘Indeed, it isn’t difficult to find scriptures.’


  Of course, this could also be a trap. In addition, the total amount of scriptures could be surprisingly small. But this was something that could only be seen if he moved directly.


  ‘Besides the shrines, there might be scriptures elsewhere. They exist everywhere in the map.’


  Grid decided and started moving to the nearest shrine. He focused on understanding his physical abilities by jumping, running, swinging his fists, kicking, etc. The result?


  ‘It’s like a level 10 character.’


  In Satisfy, a basic character had 1 attack speed and 3 movement speed. Of course, the movement speed was faster. In any case, these were the stats in Battlefield.


   ‘Attack power and health are fixed, so strength and stamina are meaningless... The problem is my vision.’


  Grid felt that his vision was able to follow if it was one attack per second. If he concentrated as much as possible, it seemed that he could avoid an enemy’s attack once every three times. This was where the problem occurred.


  ‘It’s possible for others to do the same thing...’


  Can a cleric with a fixed attack power of 1 really push the enemy to death? Especially if his opponent was a master of control like Kraugel or the Overgeared members?


  ‘It’s the worst.’


  Grid grasped that like Satisfy, Battlefield was a game that required control and became stressed. Rather than being insecure about his control, he knew too many people with excellent control.


  ‘I think most of them would’ve selected the magician class.’


  Grid was a different type of ranker. Thus, he knew the characteristics of the rankers with good control. Those who were confident in their skills would look into the distance. Given their inclination, they were more likely to chose the powerful magician over a warrior. On the other hand, it was unlikely that they would chose a priest who had high survival possibilities and low damage.


  “Gulp...” 


  Grid’s mind and body became stiff and he gulped nervously. Since there was a chance to MISS. it was doubtful if he could fight against the skillful people even if he had a lot of scriptures.


  'I will do 1 damage if I hit, but if I miss... No, don’t shrink back.’


  During the past few years of playing Satisfy, he had seen the value of a highly disciplined mentality. Grid’s tense body and mind became flexible again.


  ‘Right now, I’m not lacking a great deal of control. If I use the scriptures well, I can hold on.’


  Grid was confident as he replayed the countless battles he had against numerous enemies. His eyes were determined as he moved to the shrine. There was no hesitation. He just moved straight.


  ***


  ‘There’s a high probability that there will be a scripture in here.


  More than half of the 1,500 players connected to Battlefield were concentrating on the shrines. There was no reason not to watch over it, despite being a space for clerics. Every small shrine had at least 100 people around them. All of them hid and held their breaths as they watched the shrine entrance.


  Despite not being priests, they coveted the scriptures because the scriptures could be used as a trading tool or to lower the potential of clerics. But a few minutes later, no one entered the shrine. It was natural. They knew there were enemies hiding in the surroundings. The first one to act would be an obvious loser. Then one person appeared.


  “Oh! The door is closed. This means nobody has entered yet? Isn’t this a profit?”


  “...?”


  A mysterious figure rushed towards the shrine without hesitation! People didn’t know it, but he was Grid. While other people were worried about all types of dangers and couldn’t move, he just unabashedly showed up? It was difficult for people to understand Grid.


  ‘Can I believe this?’


  ‘It could be a trap!’


  1,500 people participated in the event. People had a lot of thoughts and couldn’t act easily. On the other hand, Grid was already opening the old door to the temple. He was confident that he was safe. It was as he expected.


  ‘There’s no danger of a sniper. Isn’t it too early for people to obtain a bow and arrows?’


  Based on the character selection window, Grid understood that the weapon called a ‘bow’ was very useful. Grid was confident that it wouldn’t be easy to obtain the weapon capable of ranged attacks and his confidence was right. Of the dozens of people who watched Grid enter the temple, none of them had secured a bow. None of them were able to shoot Grid. Even if they had a bow, they couldn’t use the arrow since it was a consumable item.


  ‘In the first place, shooting a bow means becoming the target of the people around here.’


  There would be people intent on stealing the bow.


  Step, step.


  Grid entered the shrine safely. He searched for the scripture and smiled. It was because he found a scripture and bow in one corner.


  [A scripture has been acquired.]


  [A bow has been acquired.]


  [Scripture]


  Opening the book will restore 10 health.


  Available Classes: Cleric


  [Bow]


  A weapon capable of shooting an enemy from 10 meters away. An arrow will be consumed when fired.


  Available Classes: Warrior, Producer


  “Okay!”


  Grid was delighted because he gained the scripture far more easily than expected and even got the bow as an extra. He felt good because the work went smoothly from the beginning.


  ‘It would be better if I got a weapon I could use rather than a bow. Well, I have it, so I will put it to good use.’


  Grid placed the bow in his inventory that could hold 30 items. Then he prepared to leave the temple.


  “Wait.”


  A woman entered the shrine after Grid and blocked his path. Unlike Grid, she held a sword in her hand and threatened him with it.


  “Give me the scripture. Otherwise I will kill you.”


  ‘Damn.’


  He thought things were going too well. The frowning Grid head the sound of fighting and screaming outside. Fights were taking place outside the shrine.


  ‘Did the people clash among themselves after they saw me safely entering the shrine?’


  He had to get out of here quickly. Grid pulled the bow out of his inventory. Then he spoke to the woman wearing a mask.


  "There was no scripture here. There was only this bow.”


  “How can I believe that?”


  "It can’t be helped if you don’t believe it. But I’m telling the truth.”


  Grid was a warrior, a legendary blacksmith, and eventually a king. His experience in Satisfy was incomparable to ordinary people. Therefore...


  Unlike others, he could easily make judgments to enter the temple and to calmly cope with this moment. Grid didn’t realize it himself, but everything about the way he thought and behaved was naturally different for ordinary people.


  “Isn’t the bow a weapon that is difficult to obtain? It is a strength that isn’t easy to get in the beginning. Unfortunately, there isn’t the scripture that you want, but I have this bow. Let’s exchange this bow with your sword.”


  Grid’s suggestion confused the woman.


  “Why should I?”


  In response to the woman’s question, Grid lied like it was natural.


  "Isn’t the bow a lot better than the sword? Isn’t it more profitable to trade with this? It’s a big loss for me, but I don’t want an unnecessary struggle.”


  The woman refuted.


  "The bow is a weapon that can’t be used without arrows. Now you don’t seem to have a weapon other than the bow. I am in a situation where I can easily overpower you...”


  “Then do it.” Grid interrupted her in the middle. He put the bow in his inventory and raised his fists.  "Seeing you refuse the bow, you must be a cleric or a magician? Your attack power with the sword is the same as my bare hands. Right? Then let’s fight. Let’s have a dog fight.”


  “What...?”


  The woman panicked.


  ‘He’s a warrior, not a priest?’


  The scripture was a tool needed by the priest. The woman saw Grid enter the shrine to search for the scripture and naturally thought he was a priest. But now he was a warrior. Things didn’t look good. Grid confirmed that she was shrinking back and said again.


  "How about it? Do you want to exchange the sword with a bow, or fight?”


  “I-I guess it is better not to fight. But I won’t exchange weapons. Just go.”


  “Okay.”


  Grid nodded and left the shrine. Some of those fighting saw him but no one was able to pursue him straight away. After a while.


  “Sigh...”


  Grid was relieved once he arrived at a safe area. The commentators spoke words of admiration as Grid sitting in a tree was broadcasting.


  『 I’m amazed at the wit and bold judgment that allowed him to escape from a crisis. He’s a charming person. 』  


  『 This isn’t the Grid we know. This is how an ordinary player became a legend and a king... I feel like I got a glimpse of that strength. 』


  Grid was Grid, even if he lost the power of a legend. He demonstrated his strength. The viewers’ appreciation of Grid rose sharply. 


  At this moment, the number of participants in Battlefield were dwindling fast.




  Chapter 740


  Some people looked for weapons from the beginning, while some people hid in safe places. In addition, some people eliminated others by killing them. Hide and seek, defeating and looting were repeated without stopping. There was no safe zone here so the thoughts and strategies of 1,500 people intersected. Battlefield progressed rapidly, with the survivors shrinking to 900 in the first 20 minutes.


  Grid confirmed the number of survivors marked on one side and frowned.


  ‘I thought it was dirty because it was 100,000 pyeong.’


  Actually, a size of 100,000 pyeong was big. It was around half the size of any town in a province. The first time he entered Battlefield and saw the various hills, valleys, buildings, and forests, Grid wondered how many people would die in three hours. He thought that most people would be looking for each other when the time limit was over.


  However, he was mistaken. The 100,000 pyeong land felt small due to the pursuit, hiding and fighting of 1,500 people. Grid looked at the mini-map while looking for the next route.


  ‘I will pass the shrine closest to here.’


  The shrine closest to Grid’s present location was 110 meters away. It was closest to the shrine where Grid secured the scripture. Grid judged that it was too dangerous.


  ‘The people who watched the entrance of the shrine will move to the nearest one and follow the same procedure.’


  Right now, it would be pandemonium. A massive battle might happen. Grid was afraid he would be in danger.


  ‘Should I use an underpass?’


  Battlefield had an underground area. There were entrances everywhere so it was easy to enter. There was also a sense of covertness because the mini-map didn’t show the detailed structure of the underpass. Objectively, the underground seemed like the safest area.


  ‘It isn’t the case.’


  He couldn’t think the same as other people. Many people would’ve fled to the underground and would be fiercely competing.


  Flinch.


  Grid felt a sense of discomfort as he looked at the mini-map. His hands were empty.


  ‘Speaking of bare hands...’


  He needed a weapon. It was the minimum condition to survive. Grid stayed above ground and started looking around. He didn’t miss the niche in the thick forest. Weapons were relatively easy to find.


  “A mace.”


  He found a mace between thorny vines and swung it several times. The blunt weapon didn’t have a distinctive weight. It felt like wielding an ordinary sword. Every weapon in Battlefield had the same formula except for the bow and the magic wand.


  ‘But there’s a slight difference.’


  Grid noticed that the blunt weapon was 50cm in length. It was much shorter than the average length of swords. In fact, the blunt weapon that Grid was equipped with now was much shorter than the sword that the woman he encountered in the shrine was using. 


  ‘It doesn’t feel good in my hands.’


  Grid used various weapons as Pagma's Descendant but in the end, his favorite weapons were the greatsword and long sword. Blunt weapons didn’t receive the corrective effect of Pagma's Descendant so he was somewhat unfamiliar with them.


  ‘I better find a sword.’


  Scriptures weren’t only in the shrine. They might be out in the open like this blunt weapon. Grid was able to relax because he had such convictions. He could think flexibly because there was no need to obsess over the shrines. 


  ‘Oh?’


  How good would it be to find a sword after a scripture? Grid was filled with expectations as he moved through the forest and found a cabin beyond lush bushes. It was an old, narrow cabin that seemed cramped when only one person entered.


  ‘Can I get something from here?’ 


  It was a situation where he could get items on the path. It was expected that various tools would be available in specific buildings.


  So...


  ‘Let’s not enter.’


  Grid decided that there would already be someone inside the cabin. ‘Hiding the tools and unleashing a surprise attack on anyone who enters.’ Grid hid in the bushes and thought carefully about the structure of the cabin.


  ‘There is a window on every side so it’s impossible to approach it in secret. I will wait for someone else to appear first.’


  Once a person blinded by greed found the cabin and approached without thinking, there would be a dogfight with the person already hiding in the cabin.


  ‘I will watch quietly and come out later.’


  It was ideal to take the items from mindless competitors fighting each other! Grid smiled grimly as he thought about it. There was nothing as happen as eating something free in the world. But his smile didn’t last long.


  ‘Well, there will be few idiots who will approach the cabin... It is better to abandon any lingering attachment... Eh?’


  Grid thought realistically and was about to leave. He knew there was no reason to be obsessed with the cabin where obvious danger lurked. At that moment.


  Step.


  “...!”


  Grid threw himself flat on the ground. A man was approaching the cabin. Grid covered his mouth to block his breathing, smiling as he watched the man.


  ‘A fool like this actually exists in the world!’


  It was like seeing himself in the past. Grid realized his own growth as the man entered the cabin. However, the sight that unfolded before his eyes was beyond Grid’s expectations. 


  Snap!


  “Hiyah!”


  As the man opened the door of the cabin, the woman hiding in the hut waved her sword. It was the ideal timing for a surprise attack. But the ideal timing meant it was predictable.


  Peok!


  The man who opened the cabin door. He closed the door again and used it to block the sword. Due to that, the woman’s sword that should’ve pierced the man’s body ended up only piercing the cabin door. The man confirmed that the sword pierced the door and immediately opened it again.


  Then.


  "Kyaaak!”


  The woman’s body fell out of the cabin with her sword still stuck in the door. The man’s spear struck her.


  Puok!


  A spear that precisely struck the heart! Battlefield had fixed damage. In Satisfy, this attack would have a 100% chance of causing a critical strike. Perfect response speed, the ability to use the environment and the skill to handle the spear. Grid was convinced as he hid in the bushes and witnessed it.


  'High ranker...!’


  This man wasn’t stupid. He knew someone would be hiding in the cabin and approached anyway. It was because he was confident that he could overpower the person hiding. On the other hand, what about Grid? He was also a high ranker so why?


  ‘Why don’t I have such confidence?'


  Paruru...


  Grid’s eyes shook as he saw the unidentified high ranker overpowering the opponent with pure ability. It was the moment when the blood of the Overgeared King, who fought against the empire and vampires, started to boil.


  *** 


  『 It truly is the genius of fighting...! He has tremendous skills!! 』


  In Battlefield, surprisingly one-sided battle scenes were unfolding. All 1,500 people started in equal conditions, but their strategy and control skills were different. In the same circumstances, one person could easily overcome the crisis while another person would be frustrated.


  There were people who had better weapons but lost against fists. Most of the winners were high rankers. The giants who had been reigning in Satisfy solely through their skills. Their skills were being fully demonstrated in Battlefield.   Among them, the most prominent one was Hao.


  As the miracle of the continent and number one ranker in China, his combat ability was the most impressive. Maybe it was because he was conscious of the other bigwigs, including Kraugel, but he chose a magician, which had more potential than a warrior. He beat all his competitors with just an old spear that dealt 1 damage. In the eyes of ordinary people, his ability to control most attacks with the same physical ability and vision as others was amazing. His control was close to a supernatural feat.


  "Kyaaak!”


  Despite having the advantageous position, the Japanese woman in the cabin was easily beaten. As they saw Hao use an old door to neutralize the opponent, people realized why he was the master of battle. They felt awe at his ability that was beyond the level of ordinary.


  -Hao is one of the players closest to Kraugel... It wasn’t a futile claim from the Chinese.


  -I agree. It wouldn’t be a joke if Hao has the same levelling ability was Kraugel.


  -If it hadn’t been Grid VS Kraugel in the National Competition last year, it would’ve been Hao VS Kraugel.


  Those who witnessed Hao’s true talent were sure that Hao would be in the last survivors of Battlefield.


  What about Grid who was hiding in the bushes and watching the one-sided massacre?


  It could be said that he showed a surprising performance, but it was poor compared to Hao.


  -How long will Grid hide like this...?


  -He will wait for Hao to leave.


  The participants don’t know each other, but Grid witnessed Hao’s skill in real time. He would feel that Hao isn’t a regular person.


  The possibility that he will take a risk and struggle with Hao was close to zero.


  -It seems humiliating, but it’s smart.


  -That's right. Grid is doing well enough.


  In Battlefield, where items couldn’t be used, it was natural that Grid would be perceived as weak. Grid was the person known as overgeared and the Overgeared King. He seemed aware that he was less talented compared to other high rankers. In fact, Grid was avoiding combat as much as possible. 


  He was meek compared to his reputation. But people didn’t blame him. They appreciated that he was aware of his own ability and was playing the game to match it. No one looked at him badly.


  『 Ah! As soon as I spoke, Hao has logged out Satsuki! 』


  『 This is really worthy of admiration. He only suffered two damage. 』


  『 In other words, he hit Satsuki 20 times while only being hit once. I don’t know why high rankers have such good control... As an ordinary player, I can’t even imagine it. 』


  『 Due to these scenes, there is a theory that a specific DNA gene for virtual reality exists... Eh? W-What is this? 』


  『 No, what courage is this? 』


  The commentators were startled while praising Hao. A man had been hiding the whole time Hao was fighting. Then Overgeared King Grid jumped up and moved in front of Hao.


  -What?


  -Does he want to fight Hao?


  -Grid has already showed some excellent skills. Maybe he’s trying to show off his talent again by facing Hao?


  As everyone was feeling expectant.


  “Pon? Regas? Or perhaps Kraugel? I don’t know who you are.”


  Grid held his blunt weapon and pointed to Hao.


  “Let’s fight. I’m curious. What level am I at now?”


  Flinch.


  Hao saw Grid’s eyes, which were visible through the mask, and instinctively sensed something. The opponent was a predator like himself.


  “I preferably want to win...” Hao smiled bitterly. Then he let out a sigh and took a fighting stance. “I can’t avoid the fight, since you asked so proudly.”




  Chapter 741


  ‘It’s difficult to adjust to this body.’


  Hao was a martial artist ahead of being a high ranker. In reality, he was a monster who practiced martial arts around the world to the limit. He had a transcendent body in Satisfy and the real world. Thus, he was forced to feel a lot of dissatisfaction with the newly granted body in Battlefield. 


  It was a rotten body equivalent to a level 10 character in Satisfy. Heavy, slow, and weak. Hao’s perception was already far away while his body was still in place. Hao filled that his whole body was covered with shackles. He was shocked that he wasn’t even aware someone was watching him.


  ‘But.’


  Hao thought. This unreasonable situation, it wasn’t just him. All other participants were experiencing the same thing. He wasn’t the only one disadvantaged. It was an equal situation. Hao tried to identity the man in front of him.


  ‘It isn’t Kraugel.’


  Kraugel was the strongest person that even Hao envied. It was absurd that such a person would say that they wanted to test their abilities. Hao identified the blunt weapon in the man’s hands and thought of a few people. 


  ‘Damian, Vantner, Toban, Bubat, Shane, Ronam...’


  They were the rankers who focused on blunt weapons. Among them, Damian favored the sword. But he was a paladin, so he was probably used to blunt weapons. Hao thought about it and came to a conclusion.


  ‘Damian.’


  Hao decided since Vantner, Toban, Bubat, Shane, and Ronam were two or three levels below him. He was sure that this was the truth.


  ‘If they saw my skills, they wouldn’t dare come forward.’


  On the other hand, Damian was different. Damian, one of the few people who played a close match with Grid in the last National Competition, was Hao’s competitor.


  ‘But that’s in Satisfy.’


  In Satisfy, Damian reigned as the pope. As the pope, his skills composition was beyond the realm of a player. Hao couldn’t guarantee victory. But this was Battlefield. This was a separate world where he didn’t need to be afraid of Damian’s fraudulent skills.


  ‘If we fight under the same conditions, I will definitely be superior.’


  Supak!


  Hao promised and moved the spear in a straight line. It was the basic thrust of the spear. Hao had steadily trained in the sword for 20 years, but he also had considerable skill with the spear. Moreover, he had Weapons Mastery and often used the spear in Satisfy. He was able to use spear techniques with a lot of difficulty.


  Then why use a basic thrust? Difficult techniques would just grab his ankles. Hao judged that it was counterproductive in his present body. It would just expose gaps. Thus, he decided to rely on the most familiar and efficient basic operations. The result?


  Puok!


  Hao’s basic thrust was very powerful. Hao guessed that his opponent was Damian. In other words, Hao’s spear pierced Grid’s chest. Grid couldn’t respond to Hao’s spear, which moved through the shortest route. Grid recognize that Hao’s spear was coming almost at the same time that Hao’s spear reached Grid’s chest.


  ‘This is my chance!’


  Hao immediately withdrew the spear. He wanted to accumulate damage with continuous stabs. But he couldn’t pull the spear back. It was because Grid moved forward the moment Hao started to retrieve the spear. The distance between Grid and Hao narrowed in an instant. It was a distance where Grid’s blunt weapon could be effective.


  Peng!


  Grid rush and the blunt weapon narrowly brushed by Hao’s head.


  ‘Once again, a non-threatening action won’t stop the enemy from attacking.’


  As he listened to the ringing in his ears, Hao felt pity that he could only deal fixed damage. Normally, that attack would be enough to threaten the opponent’s life. But how could the opponent in front of him be so brave?


  Puuok!


  Hao avoided Grid’s attack and retreated, security a safe distance for the spear. Then he stabbed without hesitation. Grid was hit again as he rushed forward.


  Peng!


  Grid’s blunt weapon once again brushed by Hao’s face. This time, he twisted his body to avoid Grid’s attack. He turned his spear to recover. Once his waist was back in its original position, he wielded it again.


  Pakak!


  Hao’s spear struck Grid’s forearm! Grid accumulated 3 damage in an instant.


  ‘Vantner or Toban?’


  The level was lower than expected. Hao realized that his opponent wasn’t Damian and the audience sighed.


  -Ah... He couldn’t even hit Hao once while he was hit three times.


  -The result is too obvious. What is Grid thinking?


  -A fool mistakenly gained courage and his illusion was dissipated.


  -That’s the current Grid.


  The audience clearly saw Grid’s talent and thought that Grid was stupid and frustrating to challenge Hao. Did Grid upset himself with unfounded self-confidence? Was he crazy or stupid? The moment everyone thought this.


  Cheook!


  Grid was hit in the forearm with Hao’s spear. Hao retreated to reclaim the spear again. Then Grid moved to the left and right in front of Hao.  The movement was too ludicrous to be simple evasive action. It was like a dance. At that moment.


  ‘These movements...!’


  Hao’s eyes widened.


  -Eh...? 


  -Isn’t this vaguely familiar?


  The viewers felt something strange. Then Grid’s blunt weapon struck once.


  Peng!


  The second blow.


  Peeng!


  The third blow.


  Kwajak!


  Hao allowed several blows. On the other hand, Grid avoided all of Hao’s stabs. It was the side to side movement of Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link, performed by a level 10 character.


  “Grid...!”


  Hao shouted in a trembling voice after finding out who he was fighting with.


  Grid retorted.


  "It’s best with behavior the body is familiar with. Right?”


  Grid became familiar with Hao’s basic motions of stabbing and used the Pagma’s Swordsmanship that he was accustomed to. Pagma’s sword dance had been used repeatedly over the years and was the ‘base’ of Grid. Grid reminded himself. Unlike other skills that could be activated just by crying out the skill name, this damn skill had the disadvantage of going through a ‘process’ before Pagma’s Swordsmanship could be used.


  The experience he had in Satisfy was shown here in Battlefield. The unavoidable accumulation of experience was sublimated into a powerful weapon at this moment. 


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  Grid started moving again. It was the skilled footwork that had been repeated hundreds of thousands of times. The moves he used to approach Hao weren’t ordinary. It was evasive and charging forward. Therefore, Hao shrank back. Hao’s excellent eyes grabbed his ankles at this moment.


  “Kill!”


  Peeng!


  A technique that rushed towards the target while raising the killing intent. Unlike Satisfy, the damage was only 1. However, the momentum expressed was scary. Hao forgot that this was Battlefield and sensed his death. But it was only an illusion.


  [You have suffered 1 damage.]


  “Kuk...!”


  He forgot to breathe as he was beaten by Grid’s attacks. The notification window reminded Hao of reality. He recovered his composure. But Grid already had the momentum.


  “Endless Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  No mana consumption! No cooldown! Grid didn’t rest but kept moving. He used the footwork for Link, Kill, Wave, Pinnacle, and Revolve. He started to avoid, attack, and counterattack. Finally.


  Peok!


  Puk!


  Jjejejeok!


  Grid’s attacks now hit once every three attempts while Hao’s attacks fell to one hit every three attempts. The situation of the two people was temporarily the same. The commentators and viewers couldn’t close their mouths as they watched the fierce fight.


  -Grid and Hao are even...


  -Is this a dragon fight?


  -Wow, Grid is cool. He’s the best even without items.


  -Where are all the people saying that Grid’s skills are only because of items?


  -Grid has proved it.


  -How he managed to get recognized as a legend. How he became king and how he got into the Hall of Fame.


  He showed his experience winning, losing, fighting strong enemies, and winning to the world as he fought Hao. He was also a high ranker!


  “Uraaaaaat!”


  “Ugh...!”


  Peng!


  Peng! Pepeng!


  Was he too excited? Grid roared like a beast and kept wielding the blunt weapon. In order to make sure that Hao couldn’t use the long reach of a spear, Grid got up close and used the threatening nature of the blunt weapon. Due to the thick end, it was difficult to completely avoid the blunt weapon and it boasted a relatively wide attack range.


  ‘It truly is Grid...!’


  Grid was already acknowledged by Hao since the 2nd National Competition. He praised Grid so much that he probably would’ve followed Grid if he hadn’t met Kraugel first. But he didn’t give up.


  ‘He has fully grasped the use of the blunt weapon with his natural talent.’


  Hao’s gaze temporarily moved away from Grid to behind Grid. It was the side of the cabin. Since they started fighting, Grid had been backing up towards the cabin.


  ‘I made a sufficient gap in the beginning. In the end, I will be victorious. But it is difficult to suffer from this damage.’


  Hao’s eyes were caught by the long sword dropped by the competitor he previously defeated. It was at the side of the cabin entrance. Hao decided that if he could get the sword, he would be able to fight against Grid in a melee. He believed he could overpower Grid without any more damage. He was much more accustomed to a sword than a spear in the first place. However, there was a problem.


  “Why do you think our positions have changed this way?”


  Grid was aiming for the sword from the beginning. Grid was approaching the side of the cabin because Grid guided it this way. On the other hand, Hao had only recently become obsessed with the sword. At first, he didn’t even care about the sword. He was confident that he could overpower the opponent with just a spear. His brow furrowed.


  Grid opened the distance from Hao and picked up the sword! He laughed at the despairing Hao and opened the scripture in his other hand.


  At the same time.


  Shaaaaaah-


  Light covered Grid’s body and his health was restored. Even here, it was the power of items.




  Chapter 742


  ‘What?’


  As soon as Grid pulled out the blue booklet, Hao got goosebumps. He knew what the identity of this book  was.


  ‘Scripture...!’


  Swaaaaah.


  Grid’s body was surrounded by light. The wounds that proved the fierceness of the battle disappeared like a lie. Hao’s eyes shook.


  ‘He selected a cleric?’


  In the character selection value, Hao saw the cleric’s value as low. A magician exerted a unique attack power after getting a magic wand, while a producer could make bows and arrows themselves. Both were excellent classes. In particular,  Hao thought that Grid would choose the producer class. It was a speculation considering his identity as a legendary blacksmith. Yet he was a cleric?


  Hao gulped.


  ‘Grid, did you know from the beginning?’


  In the character selection window, Hao saw the cleric as a bad class. Immediately after entering the battlefield, he realized after seeing that there were dozens of shrines on the mini-map. In fact, the cleric was the class with the greatest potential. Why? The scriptures, which he thought relied on pure luck, were actually items that could be secured strategically. If a cleric secured a large number of scriptures, Hao predicted that the cleric would be the greatest hurdle.


  But he didn’t worry much. He was sure that no one among the high rankers would choose a cleric. 


  ‘I don’t anyone would’ve realized that the scriptures can be secured so easily just by looking at the character description.’


  The scriptures were described as being all over the map. There was no explanation that it could be secured in a specific area. The other rankers were likely to evaluate a cleric lowly. But Grid was different. He selected a cleric.


  ‘Grid, you read a few steps into the future. Indeed, you are the person that I acknowledge. I can only say that you are great.’


  Hao was impressed and thrilled. Now he had 7 health left. On the other hand, Grid read the scripture and had 15 health.


  ‘I need to hit him 15 times.’


  The situation had become worse. The word ‘defeat’ entered Hao’s head. However, Hao didn’t know how to give up.


  ‘There’s still a chance. The possibility that Grid has secured two scriptures is very unlikely.’


  He had to do two or three hits for every time he got hit! Hao held his spear and raised his concentration to the extremes. He had already become accustomed to Pagma’s Swordsmanship.


  ‘Grid turns when he uses Link and Wave, while he can respond with a faster thrust when he uses Kill. He doesn’t attack when using the footwork of Revolve and will narrow the distance when he uses Pinnacle.’


  Hao was a person who was praised as the master of fighting. His ability to identity the enemy’s strengths and weaknesses and reverse the situation were excellent. He had excellent analytical abilities and improvisation so it wasn’t difficult for him to grasp Pagma’s Swordsmanship. Hao believed that he could observe the direction of Grid’s feet during the sword dance and cope with it, allowing him to easily win.


  At that moment.


  Teong!


  Grid stepped forward. The weight on his leg was different from simply moving. It was the precursor of Kill and Pinnacle.


  Hao quickly identified it and moved his right foot backwards. He watched clearly how Grid’s feet moved and took preliminary actions to cope with a stab or avoidance. At this point, Grid moved forward again. He narrowed the distance to Hao more than necessary.


  ‘Pinnacle!’


  Hao detected it! Hao didn’t want to confront it with his low health and took one step back. He chose to take evasive action. At the same time.


  Sakak-!


  Grid’s sword moved through the area where Hao had just been standing. It was an attack with more sharpness compared to using blunt weapons. A smile appeared on Hao’s mouth.


  ‘Now!’


  It was time to counterattack. Hao moved his right foot in a wide manner. The spear in his hand stretched out like a flash. It was aimed precisely at Grid’s heart. Hao was confident that he would completely stab Grid. But at that moment. Grid’s sword falling towards the ground stopped in the air. The moment Hao came closer to Grid. The descending strike was converted into a stab.


  Pinnacle Kill.


  ‘What?’


  Puk!


  Hao’s spear stabbed at Grid’s chest.


  Puoook!


  Grid’s sword pierced Hao’s heart. Of course, Grid was faster. Before Hao could reclaim the spear, Grid retrieved the sword and attacked a second time. It was possible because the length of the sword was shorter than the spear.


  Seokeok!


  “Kuk...!”


  Hao’s shoulder was cut. Grid recovered his sword again and Hao, who already finished retrieving his spear, belatedly struck a second time. Hao tried to maintain his composure. If he could hit two more times, they would return to the starting point. Therefore, he decided not to fret. However, Hao’s second blow didn’t hit.


  Jjejeong!


  Just before Hao’s spear reached his chest. Grid turned his sword in the air and blocked Hao’s spear. Revolve.


  'What happened?’


  Hao’s eyes twitched. Not only did Grid’s swordsmanship became more diverse, but it was surprising since it was linked at a faster timing than before. It might be a small change when other people saw it. But in Hao’s case, he was directly dealing with Grid and Grid seemed to have been transformed into a different person.


  Hao was confused.


  "Sword dance, sword dance. It is no wonder that a sword is more appropriate for it than a blunt weapon.”


  Grid informed him of the situation. That’s right. Grid changed the moment he switched from a blunt weapon to a sword. Now he was showing off his true talent.


  ‘I can’t lose with a sword!’


  From the beginning, Grid saw Hao as a tough opponent. Thus, he was keenly looking for a sword from the moment the battle began. On the other hand, Hao saw Grid as below him. He wasn’t obsessed with the sword at first.


  ‘This is the result of carelessness!’


  Hao realized the difference between himself and Grid. Grid was humble, while Hao was arrogant. This difference showed in the current results. Hao thought so. But the reality was somewhat different. Hao used various weapons thanks to Weapons Mastery. He was skilled with all weapons because of his excellent talent. That’s why he wasn’t obsessed with a specific weapon. On the other hand, Grid had no talent like Hao. He used a variety of weapons but he wasn’t accustomed to weapons other than swords. Therefore, he had no confidence with other weapons. This was why he was so obsessed with the sword.


  One who had talent and one who had not. The two of them were divided here. It wasn’t because Grid was humble. It was a truth that no one knew.


  ‘I can’t win.’


  Hao judged. He sensed it the moment Grid used two sword dances in a row.


  ‘Achieving such complicated sword dances with the stats of this body... His talent is comparable to Kraugel.’


  The difference between heaven and earth! Hao was enlightened and abandoned the weapon on his hand.


  “I lost. Kill me.”


  “Huh?” Grid was confused when his opponent surrendered at the end. “Why are you surrendering? Shouldn’t you accumulate as much damage on me as possible, even if you lose?”


  “I would’ve done this if I hated you.”


  Hao had a great liking for Grid. That’s why he visited South Korea. He didn’t want to cause damage to Grid by fighting to the end. He wanted to cheer on Grid rather than grab at Grid’s ankle. Grid noticed his heart and smiled.


  “You are truly Pon. Thank you.”


  “...”


  This guy, he still didn’t know Hao’s identity despite fighting for so long? Hao became frustrated once he realized how weak his presence was.


  ‘My skills are lacking.’


  Hao was once Grid’s enemy. If Grid had been impressed by Hao, it would’ve been possible for him to identify Hao in this match. But Grid didn’t know Hao’s identity. It meant Hao didn’t leave an intense impression on Grid. Hao blamed himself for being lacking. But it wasn’t true. The reason why Grid mistook Hao as Pon wasn’t because he trivialized Hao’s ability. It was the opposite.


  "How about it? You are Pon right? Only Pon can use the spear in such an amazing manner.”


  “...Haha, I am Hao.”


  A big smile appeared on Hao’s face.


  *** 


  -Hao is pathetic!


  -Surrendering without fighting to the end...! It’s the disgrace of a great nation!


  The Chinese viewers were indignant. The top ranker of China was defeated by the ranker of a ‘small country.’


  -Hao should be banished forever from China! 


  -Right! It is unacceptable for a representative of 1.5 billion people to kneel to a Korean representative! The entire world is watching as China surrenders to South Korea! It’s an absolute disgrace!!!


  -Banish Hao!


  -Send him to the trash!


  The Internet was in chaos. The Chinese people were angry on various communities and social networks. Of course, this wasn’t all Chinese people. But some people disgraced the country of China with their selfishness and arrogance.


  -I pity Hao.


  -Yes. How many medals has Hao obtained for China so far... One result has caused him to be called a complete traitor.


  -Aren’t they particularly sensitive because Grid is Korean? The Chinese seem to ignore South Korea quite a bit.


  -Why are they taking the competition between Grid and Hao like the competition between South Korea and China? It’s a solo exhibition anyway.


  -That's right. What does a person’s nationality matter?


  The moment when netizens of each country were accusing some of the Chinese netizens, the Korean netizens felt a great deal of pleasure.


  -God Grid alone can turn the continent upside down. ㅋㅋㅋㅋ Really amazing.


  -South Koreans seemed to be genetically excellent. Our population isn’t high, but one person in each field is always unique.


  -Ah, I really like Grid. Thanks to Grid, I’m happy at every National Competition.


  -Eh? What is this?


  -Wow. It is big.


  The people watching Battlefield grew restless. As Grid and Hao were facing each other, an Australian representative aimed at Grid through the bushes. Just before Grid was caught off guard.


  -Avoid it!


  -Notice it!


  No matter how fast the netizens typed or the shouts of the audience, the contents couldn’t reach Grid. Grid was thinking if it was better to kill Hao, who already acknowledged defeat, or team up with Hao. Then.


  Teong!


  An arrow flew through the bushes and hit Grid.


  [You have suffered 2 damage.]


  “Kuk...!”


  High destructive power! Grid turned a perplexed gaze in the direction that the arrow came from.


  “Take this. If you beat me then you better win.”


  Hao handed the blue booklet to Grid and rushed through the bushes.


  Puk!


  An arrow struck Hao’s chest. Now Hao’s health fell below 3. His vision started blinking red as a warning. However, Hao didn’t stop. He moved accurately in the direction of the arrow and stabbed the spear in the opponent who ambushed Grid.


  “Shit...! I thought I could eat for free! Aren’t you enemies?”


  The Australian representative shook as he was stabbed by the spear. He was also in a state of low health from fighting against other representatives.


  Paaaat!


  Hao and the Australian representative turned grey at the same time.


  “Hao!”


  Thanks to Hao, Grid preserved his health. There were now less than 400 people left on Battlefield.




  Chapter 743


  “Reap what you sow...”


  Grid remembered how he treated Hao to jjampong when he came to South Korea. It was also 1,000 won more expensive than ordinary jjampong.


  “I will repay this favor.”


  Grid vowed as he watched Hao turn to grey. He would live by killing many people in the future. He wouldn’t sacrifice himself, but he realized it was better to help people in the proper limits.


  ‘I will pay back those who helped me, like Hao!’


  A heart full of evil intentions! Grid’s intentions to advance weren’t pure. However, he was developing. Grid was originally a person who hated the act of giving to others. But this was changing. It was bit by bit in the process of making friends, sharing with colleagues, sharing love with his family, and making new bones.


  “...Thank you once again, Hao.”


  Grid confirmed the blue booklet that Hao gave him. It was a scripture. Hao had stopped by a shrine at the beginning of the game.


  "The next time you go to South Korea, I will treat you to more expensive jjampong...”


  Grid placed the scripture on one side of his inventory and approached the place where Hao and the Australian representative had died. He was hoping they would drop items. Unfortunately, all five items that dropped were arrows.


  ‘Not all items that you own will drop if you die. The drop rate is like Satisfy.’


  The cleric couldn’t use a bow. Grid took the arrows and moved to the rear of the cabin. The cabin was located at the edge of a cliff and a small village could be seen beneath the cliff. This was the end of the forest.


  ‘I should stop there and secure a few more swords.’


  The Battlefield items also had durability like Satisfy. Every time he used it, the red gauge on the weapon was slightly reduced. Grid assumed that the item would be destroyed when the gauge disappeared. He needed extra weapons because half of the gauge was reduced when he fought against Hao.


  Grid decided and went down to the village. He moved secretly and carefully so he wouldn’t be seen by people in the village.


  ***


  There was a small village on the mini-map with the name of ‘Caroline.’ It was a village located below a high altitude forest. Located on the outskirts of Battlefield, there were only nine small houses in this village. Now in this place.


  “Pant... Pant...”


  Brazil’s representative, Jishuka was isolated. It was a mistake to stop by Caroline in order to get an item.


  ‘I didn’t think a team would be hiding.’


  As soon as she entered the village, she was attacked by three people and barely survived. Now she had only 7 health left and her weapon was on the verge of breaking.


  ‘If only I had a bow...’


  Jishuka was a person praised as a godly archer. The weapon she was most familiar with was the bow. The bow was a tool to prove her true abilities. But she had no luck after entering Battlefield and couldn’t see the bow.


  "Girl, you will die anyway, so don’t waste time. Huh?”


  "What are you doing? You’re also a representative of a country. Aren’t you ashamed to hide like a rodent?”


  “Or do you have no honor because you are the representative of a poor country? Kilkil.”


  The three men surrounded the house where Jishuka was hiding and shouted. For safer hunting, the French representatives provoked and attracted their prey. Those who were allies created a signal to confirm their identity immediately before accessing Battlefield. Since then, they were lucky to find each other and had been working together as a team of three. The number of people they hunted in this small village of Caroline had already reached 40 people.


  "...She isn’t coming out to the end.”


  "Dammit, we have to be careful. This woman is a ranker.”


  The French representatives trembled as they looked at their injuries. They were trying to hunt the women hiding in the house and suffered great damages. They were nervous. They had to deal with this fierce beast before starting the next hunt. Drain, the leader of the three men, calmed his teammates.


  "It’s time for the supplies to fall. We can recover using the potions, but not her. Wait calmly. In the end, that woman will become nervous.” 


  Time was on their side. The map might become narrower and they had to fight more competitors, but there were three of them. 


  "We will be the last three people.”


  "That's right."


  "Yes, let's wait."


  His teammates leaned on Drain. He was always cool with facing the enemy and his unified ranking was as high as 10,000. His strength was also excellent. The moment that the French representatives believed they could be the final three with him.


  Flap.


  A parachute fell from the sky. It was a parachute loaded with a supplies box.


  “It came!”


  "Potions!"


  The French representatives shifted their gaze to the sky at the same time. Fortunately, the supplies were falling near here. It was 40 meters away.


  Drain said, "You stay in your positions. I will bring the potions.”


  “Understood.”


  "She isn’t weak, so defend well.”


  Nod.


  Drain confirmed his colleagues’ trustworthy answers and moved away. The place where the supplies dropped was inside Caroline. Drain judged that the risk was low since they had occupied this area for more than an hour.


  Indeed.


  ‘There!’


  The box of supplies was still in its place. Drain smiled as he rushed out of the alley which had four houses side by side. Drain left the alley and his hand stretched out to grab the box of supplies.


  “Link.”


  Pipit!


  “Kuk...!”


  Something sharp flew twice in a row and cut at Drain’s hand. Drain was physically shocked from suffering 2 damage and missed the supplies box.


  “What bastard...?”


  Someone sneaked into the village without them knowing? Damn, they paid too much attention to the female high ranker. They didn’t guard the boundaries. The angry Drain hurriedly pulled out a weapon. Then he swung it in the direction that the sword was flying.


  Jjejeong!


  The two sounds let out a loud sound as they collided in the air. Drain threatened the intruder.


  "I'm a warrior...! I’m different from you who can only deal 1 damage!”


  Teong!


  Drain used all his strength to bounce the other sword back and then pushed against the opponent’s hard shoulder. Once the opponent lost his balance, he wielded his sword. As a ranker in the top 10,000 of the unified rankings, he had excellent combat ability. However, the viewers watching this scene didn’t admire Drain’s abilities.


  Drain was ordinary compared to Hao, who was the main character of the screen a while ago. The intruder he was dealing with right now was the 2nd ranked on the unified rankings, who even beat Hao.


  “Revolve.”


  Kwakakakang!


  “What?”


  The opponent naturally rotated his body as he was falling to block the attack and counterattack at the same time? Not only did Drain’s blow fail to hit, he also suffered 1 damage. Now he realized.


  ‘This guy is a high ranker...!’


  The opponent was a different level from him. The top 5,000. No, maybe this ranker was in the top 1,000. 


  ‘I have no chance!’


  He had to join his teammates. Drain judged and started running without looking back. He was heading to where his teammates were. He easily gave up the supplies box. Thanks to this, Grid could easily obtain the supplies.


  [One health potion has been acquired.]


  [Two mana potions has been acquired.]


  "There are three potions?”


  Grid especially welcomed the mana potion. This made it possible to use a few more scriptures in the future.


  “A dog profit.”


  He could easily obtain this without receiving any harm! Grid wanted to hum but he was worried he might be discovered by someone else. He was about to search the houses when he stopped.


  "Kyaaaak!"


  It was because he heard a woman scream. The direction of the scream was the same direction that the man had run towards.


  ‘Let’s take a look.’


  Of course, he didn’t intend to help the owner of the scream. He wanted to watch the people fighting among themselves and then profit from it.


  ***


  “Dammit! We have to finish soon!”


  Drain was in a hurry after being struck by an unidentified high ranker and being deprived of the supplies box. His teammates thought it was strange since he was a leader who always kept his cool.


  “Why? What's going on?"


  His teammates were uneasy. Rather than bringing back supplies like potions, Drain was wounded. They were worried about what the problem was. Drain aimed his sword at the door of the house where Jishuka was hiding and explained.


  “Another high ranker appeared. He will obviously aim for us. We have to get rid of the woman in this house before he comes.”


  They could run away and abandon the village. However, the unforeseeable danger from moving to another place was too great. Drain didn’t want to leave this place. His companions read his intentions and responded. One pulled out a mace and the other pulled out an axe. The three of them attacked the door at the same time.


  “You guys...!”


  Jishuka hurriedly pulled out a sword from where she was hiding in the house. She intended to fight, but it wouldn’t be easy.


  Jjang! Jjejejeok!


  Puk!


  "Ohh!”


  It was a tough fight because she was attacked by three people in a small space. In particular, Jishuka wasn’t proficient at close combat. It was absolutely impossible for her to overpower the French trio who had good control. In the end.


  "Kyaaaaak!"


  Jishuka suffered a series of critical blows and screamed. The pain and fear she received psychologically was tremendous as she was hit by the weapons. In particular, the French trio were warriors. Jishuka drank all the potions she secured in advance but she only had three health left. 


  "It is really terrible.”


  “This is the end.”


  Jishuka was also a warrior. The French representatives were also damaged by her fierce resistance. But it was finally over. The French representatives completely suppressed Jishuka. Now the fight would be over if Drain dealt the last blow. The moment Drain was about to stab Jishuka’s chest.


  “Wave.”


  Tong!


  Teteteteng!


  Suddenly, there was an eerie voice behind them and the three French representatives were simultaneously hit.


  ‘Wide area?’


  The French representatives made disbelieving expressions. Weren’t there no attack skills on Battlefield? How were they suddenly hit at the same time? As they turned their heads with trembling eyes, Grid retrieved his sword.


  "Three men shouldn’t be mean enough to attack one girl. Come here.”


  “...”


  Grid and Jishuka’s eyes met across the French trio. The two of them immediately recognized each other. Jishuka used Pagma’s Swordsmanship as a clue while Grid used her chest as a clue.


  ‘Grid...!’


  ‘E cup...’


  Grid was convinced the masked woman was Jishuka. Both the size and shape matched. He could tell even if he couldn’t identify her face or voice. Grid know only one woman in the world with this ideal figure.


  Chaaeng!


  Grid swung his sword at Drain again, before pulling the bow and arrows out from his inventory and throwing them to Jishuka.


  "Fly up!”


  “Yes...!”


  The advent of the godly archer.


  “A bow in this narrow place...! Keok!”


  The arrows fired at the French representatives in succession and Grid was able to finish them off easily. The moment the scattered bonds gathered together.


  -He’s completely a prince on a white horse.


  -He’s protecting his girl.


  -Jishuka is really sexy and pretty... I really envy Grid.


  Grid’s anti-cafe members started to increase as much as his fan cafe members. It happened every year due to the men’s jealousy. 


  Finally, Battlefield was moving to the second half. The current number of survivors was 166.




  Chapter 744


  “How did you know it was me?”


  Jishuka’s eyes were shining brightly behind the mask. She was happy that Grid recognized her instantly. It was a happiness that couldn’t be satisfied even with her natural beauty and wealth.


  “That...”


  “That?”


  “...I knew when I took a close look. Haven’t we been together for a few years?”


  Grid didn’t answer honestly because he was concerned that he might be accused of sexual harassment. His roundabout words would cause anyone else to be suspicious, but Jishuka just laughed.


  "You recognized me despite changing my voice and covering my face...? Huhut.”


  “Huh...? I’m not a stalker. Please don’t misunderstand.”


  “How interesting.”


  “...”


  Grid was worried because he didn’t understand Jishuka’s mood. It was because he couldn’t assume she liked him, when she had topped the list of women that men were attracted to for the third year in a row.


  [An axe has been acquired.]


  [A long sword has been acquired.]


  [A tanto has been acquired.]


  [A short bow has been acquired.]


  [Four arrows have been acquired.]


  [A ★ backpack ★ has been acquired.]


  [★ Backpack ★]


  Hidden Item. 


  Increases the maximum number of health potions and mana potions that can be held by one.


  “Oh...?”


  The French trio had taken over Caroline and hunted numerous competitors so they obtained plenty of good stuff. It was natural that Grid would see great benefits from killing them.


  Lululala~


  Grid hummed with pleasure and handed the bow and arrows to Jishuka.


  "The Red Phoenix Bow is more of a short bow than a great bow right? Use this as a replacement.”


  "Grid, you’re giving me this?”


  Jishuka had been thinking of returning the bow that she received before to Grid. It was originally Grid’s item. Grid thought she didn’t want to be in debt to him and explained with an uncomfortable expression.


  “I’m a cleric, so I can’t use the bow.”


  “Cleric?”


  “Yes.”


  “...”


  Jishuka naturally thought that Grid was a producer. Yet he was a cleric?


  "...You’re not a magician or warrior? A cleric?”


  “Yes.”


  “...”


  Grid and a cleric. Was there any combination stranger than this? Grid shrugged at the confused Jishuka.


  "I would’ve given it to you even if I could use the bow. Your archery is the best. Now drink this potion.”


  That’s right. Grid had already made up his mind.


  "Jishuka, team up with me. Survive together.”


  “Yes...!”


  Jishuka smiled and nodded vigorously. This was a terrible survival game where only three players could survive. She was relieved and happy that she could be with someone more reliable than anyone else.


  ***


  One and a half hours after Battlefield started.


  『 Now it’s hard to see a solo exhibition. 』 


  Most of the 166 survivors started teaming up. It was a natural phenomenon. As the number of survivors decreased, the participants in Battlefield could be identified relatively easily. They used their connections and ideas to hold hand with people of the same purpose.


  『 Battlefield is an event designed to just every player’s abilities... It’s doubtful that the current flow is precisely what the S.A. Group wanted. 』


  It was clear that a solo exhibition had been transformed into a team game. While there were people who thought like this...


  『 Communication can also be considered to be an individual’s ability. Anyone who can get a competent and trustworthy team in this difficult situation has already proven their worth. I don’t think it’s a problem. 』 


  Teaming up was also an ability. There was many people who welcomed the situation. Generally, there were more of the latter.


  -It’s a survival game of three people, so it isn’t strange to have teams of three.


  -The ability to enter a good team or not depends on personal capabilities.


  The Internet started to heat up. The 166 survivors were big names so the audience engagement increased. Who would be the last three among these strong people of each country? One person was for certain.


  ***


  The moment Battlefield started, many people escaped to the underpass. The relatively weak judged that it would be easier to defend in the dark and complex underground rather than the relatively open ground. After escaping to the underground, they picked the right terrain, hid themselves and took the ideal defense posture. It was with the belief that they would be safe for a limited time, unless the map disappeared. But it was wishful thinking.


  A disaster occurred. The identity of this disaster was Sword Saint Kraugel.


  Dark visibility and narrow, complex terrain. From a general point of view, the underpass was a disadvantage to attackers. It was beneficial to the defenders that were established first. Other people didn’t go underground but Kraugel’s interpretation was different. Kraugel determined that it was possible to complete hunting in an enclosed underground space. The defenders lost items and lost escape routes in exchange for safety. He personally descended underground in order to knock down competitors who would be a potential threat. All the people he encountered died.


  Words were lacking to express the godly talent. Therefore, he was praised as the sky above the sky. In a battlefield of control, Kraugel was invincible. While people couldn’t avoid his attacks, Kraugel neutralized attacks that came from all over the place. He was definitely beyond the category of a human. He was like an absolute figure in a movie.


  ‘Is it settled here?’


  He succeeded in defeating the hundreds of competitors in the underground. He was the only one remaining.


  Step, step.


  Kraugel was the only person to kill over one hundred of the 1,500 Battlefield participants. To be exact, it was 127 people. This was in a record one and a half hours.


  “Um.”


  Kraugel put all the usable items into his inventory and stopped as he was about to climb back up to the ground. The number of survivors had stopped at 166 for two minutes.


  ‘Are they starting to form teams?'


  Given the size of the field, it was too early to see a lull in the 166 players remaining. Kraugel instantly realized that Battlefield was no longer a solo exhibition. Therefore.


  ‘I have to wait.’


  Wariness. What did he have to be afraid of when he was invincible? It was naturally Grid.


  ‘Grid is likely to have assembled the Overgeared members.’


  Kraugel was a person who appreciated Grid’s potential from the time when Grid hadn’t yet been acknowledged by the world. He was always wary of Grid. Control, speed, and communication were all considered. As a result of this calculation, he judged that he had low chances of winning at the moment. If Grid gathered the top talents of the Overgeared Guild then even Kraugel would suffer.


  ‘I will wait.’


  Kraugel hid in the darkness of the underground. He was prepared to wait until the number of survivors decreased further. In the meantime, he would knock down anyone who came underground.


  ***


  It had been two and a half hours since Battlefield started. There were only 30 minutes left and the map had shrunk by a third compared to the beginning. The surviving 32 participants struggled while Kraugel also prepared to move from the underground.


  “My Lord...!”


  The plane containing the Mongolia representatives. As soon as he entered the Battlefield, he cast a wide area taunt and was honored to be the ‘first’... No, Huroi suffered a bitter cup of hardships. He was watching Grid on the monitor. Since joining up with Jishuka, Grid’s team had focused on securing arrows and scriptures. On the other hand, the other survivors had teams of at least three to five. Kraugel was alone, but he was an outlier.


  “My Lord is at a disadvantage...!”


  If only he was competent! When he first logged onto Battlefield, he should’ve sworn at only one person instead of using a wide range provocation.


  "If I did, I would’ve been by My Lord’s side right now! It’s an irreversible mistake!”


  “...Sigh.”


  The other Mongolian representatives sighed with relief at his words. If Hurio had survived and kept cursing, they thought that Mongolia would’ve been disgraced. They thought it was good that Huroi was eliminated early.


  ***


  [After two minutes, this space on the mini-map will disappear.]


  Beep beep!


  The intervals between the warning windows gradually shortened. The survivors found it hard to find a space to hide. The distance between each other narrowed until they could see each other among several small buildings.  


  "Now the real fight will start.”


  “There is no party greater than ours.”


  The 32 survivors were filled with confidence. In particular, the party of Regas, Pon, and Lauel were amazing. The strongest party that combined the best brain and best control. They believed that they could fight any opponent and win. In fact, they had consecutive winning streaks until now. No one could stop their momentum.


  “Huhuhut... Even His Majesty can’t stop us.”


  Lauel gave a wicked laugh. In fact, the viewers recognized these three as candidates for the championship. They thought that even Kraugel couldn’t win. So far, the abilities that Pon, Regas, and Lauel showed were great. But they had a poison. It was Grid.


  “Everybody listen!”


  “...?”


  The survivors gazed at one side after hearing a voice. There was a duo consisting of a man and woman. The man was shouting.


  "From now on, I will make an item for anyone who surrenders!”


  “...?”


  Who was suddenly saying such nonsense? As everyone was feeling confused, Lauel paled.


  “That’s cheating...!”


  “I am the Overgeared King!”


  “...!”


  The survivors started to shake.




  Chapter 745


  28 minutes until Battlefield ended.


  The Battlefield map had undergone a lot of destruction and the only area left was ‘Trion.’ 


  Trion was a small town with five six-story buildings and around 40 one-story houses. The boxes and drums left in the alleys, the large fountain in the central square, and the side roads created a number of variables by serving as cover. The six-story buildings were connected with clotheslines that were exceptionally thick and sturdy.


  Like the other survivors, Grid was forced to move into a tree.


  ‘The odds are low.’


  Why? Grid had only teamed up with Jishuka, while the other survivors had at least three team members. There was even a team with five people.


  ‘Most of the people here are rankers.’


  Considering that Kraugel, Chris, and Pon would be present, Grid wasn’t convinced of his superiority. In such a situation, the numerical disadvantage was a huge burden. Above all, the biggest problem was the narrow map.


  ‘It’s hard to find a sniping point.’


  Grid was a cleric. The warrior Jishuka had to perform the role of damage dealer. She currently had a total of 136 arrows. Theoretically, it could exert sufficient attack power. However, the bow was a weapon that showed its true power when a certain distance was secured.


  ‘For Jishuka to be active here... We must enter a high building...’ 


  It would be easy to enter a building. However, as soon as Jishuka settled on a high floor and started shooting, it was obvious that the competitors’ aggro would be concentrated on her.


  ‘I have to guard the stairs to give Jishuka time to deal with them.’


  However, clotheslines connected buildings. People could use the clotheslines to come from the building next door. It was impossible to contain all of them at the same time.


  ‘In the first place, I don’t know if I can protect the stairs.’


  They had a numerical disadvantage and it was an environment where Jishuka couldn’t fully demonstrate her archery. In the end, he came to the conclusion that he must play passively. 


  ‘I should look at the flow...’


  Even that seemed difficult. The other competitors were already paying attention to Grid and Jishuka. It was because they were alone. They were branded as relatively easy prey. As soon as the lull was over, Grid and JIshuka were destined to be chased.


  ‘Shit, these rotten bastards. Why are they pushing me to this point?’


  Now Grid was familiar with the camera. He had awareness as an influential person in society. He was inwardly complaining but had a poker face on the surface. Jishuka’s murmur was heard in his ears.


  “Indeed... Everyone who has survived to the end is skilled enough to team up. It won’t be easy.”


  "Skilled?”


  Was forming a team also a merit?


  “How can it... Ah?”


  Then Grid realized something.


  'That’s right, it is a skill.’


  In Battlefield, a solo exhibition wasn’t a ‘rule.’ There was no provision that they couldn’t form a team. That’s why Grid teamed up with Jishuka.


  ‘It isn’t easy to form a team.’


  How easy was it to turn competitors into teammates? It was virtually impossible to build a team here in Battlefield unless they had extraordinary competence or had a special charm. A person who didn’t have skills couldn’t get a team. Grid shook the moment he realized this.


  ‘The means of proving my skills to people is far more diverse than I thought. I don’t have to be obsessed with just showing off combat skills.’


  Proof. That’s right. Grid recognized Battlefield as a place to prove himself. It was a game where everyone else was in the same situation. Grid wanted to prove himself to people by surviving to the end. The rankers had pure talent who didn’t rely only on his items or class. Grid hoped that he would be perceived as equal to those people. Foolishly, he confined his talents to combat ability. He was compelled to show he had better control skills. But not now. A ranker’s skills weren’t just about combat ability. It was much more diverse.


  ‘I’ll show them.’


  Grid had skills. He would show everyone in the world why he could rise to this place. A smile crossed Grid’s face. He found the answer and shouted without hesitation.


  “Everybody listen! Surrender! From now on, I will make an item for anyone who surrenders!”


  “...?”


  There was awkward silence as the players in the trees tensed up. The survivors looked at each other with bewildered expressions.


  ‘What nonsense is this?’


  ‘Is he crazy?’


  “I am the Overgeared King!”


  In the confusion, Grid revealed his identity. He announced himself as the legendary blacksmith. He would take advantage of this ability to win. This was Grid’s ‘pure talent’ that he advertised to the world and it was the proof of his ‘competence.’


  “This is a rare opportunity. Why are you hesitating to surrender?”


  Grid was confident. There were few people who could resist his temptations. It was actually the case. The survivors started buzzing.


  ‘Grid?’


  'That bastard, pulling out something like this to win.’


  ‘But think about it. Isn’t it much better to surrender and earn items than to lose everything after failing to win an uncertain victory?’


  ‘It’s true. How easy is it to gain items that Grid produces? Doesn’t it go up to a legendary rating?’


  ‘He can even make growth rated items.’


  Gulp!


  The survivors started to realize what a wise choice it was. They bit the bait.


  『 ... 』


  The commentators were silent. The atmosphere of the survivors as they looked at each other showed they were willing to surrender. Looking at it objectively, there were few reasons not to surrender.


  『 Why is this result...? 』


  One commentator broke the silence. He wanted to relay a fierce and cool final match so he didn’t welcome Grid’s position. But he couldn’t condemn it. The way that Grid caused the survivors to feel conflicted wasn’t lousy. It was a strategy that caused admiration.


  『 It’s a shame to those watching but... I have to acknowledge it. Grid is a wise person. He’s resourceful. 』


  『 I agree. I never imagined he would use his ability to make items in order to manipulate the survivors. It’s a strategy I couldn’t imagine. 』


  Currently, the survivors were playing the game called Battlefield. Wasn’t it cheating for Satisfy to intervene here? There were few people who thought this. In the end, the survivors were Satisfy players and Satisfy was the reason why they joined Battlefield. It was natural for Grid to use his influence in Satisfy to survive.


  Just.


  -Nobody did this except for Grid...


  -They didn’t use it because they couldn’t. If it wasn’t Grid, who else can make the survivors surrender?


  -You’re right.


  -Really amazing. He will win without fighting.


  -I felt it from the beginning, but Grid’s wit is really great. He doesn’t have enough strength? It isn’t that either. He even beat Hao. He’s a perfect combination of intelligence and strength. He’s exceptional among the high rankers.


  -He also has the quality of an alpha, allowing him to be the first king. There seems to be a huge difference between the Grid we know and the actual Grid.


  -That's right. We only got a few glimpses of him from videos and the National Competition. If we watch by his side...


  -...There will be a huge liking towards him. Look at the members of Overgeared. I know why the Overgeared members are so loyal to Grid now.


  -Isn’t this why Pope Damian likes Grid?


  The praise continued. They accurately saw Grid. He proved his abilities and his value to people.


  Now.


  -I don’t think there will be any more fools ignoring Grid.


  Grid was reborn as a complete existence. Just like Kraugel who Grid so envied.


  ***


  "Now, what is everyone’s choice?”


  Grid didn’t know the outside situation and was only focused on right now. He was expecting a few of the 30 survivors, apart from Jishuka, to surrender to him.


  ‘Maybe not everyone will surrender?’


  Grid was well aware of the value of his production items. Thus, he used his items as a means of transaction and diplomacy. He believed it would work again this time. He knew most of the survivors coveted his items and would surrender. But there was a problem. 


  Putting aside Grid and Jishuka, 14 of the 30 survivors were Overgeared members. The Overgeared members were able to get Grid’s items even if they didn’t surrender here. This was the part that Grid overlooked. It was evidence of his still lacking intelligence.


  An achievement was an achievement. Just as Grid aspired to win, the Overgeared members also wanted to win.


  “That Grid is fake!” Lauel shouted. “There is no way to prove that he is Grid! Don’t be confused!”


  He loved Grid. He wanted to be companions for all his life. This was Lauel’s true heart. Lauel really liked Grid. That’s why he had been by Grid’s side for so many years and wanted to be with him in the future. But he clearly distinguished between priorities. Lauel never thought about giving up victory just because he liked Grid. He also wanted to win. He would do his best to win. It was for himself and the people of his country.


  It wasn’t just Lauel. It was the same for the other Overgeared members.


  "That's right! Grid isn’t that kind!”


  “Grid isn’t that kind!”


  “What...?”


  All of a sudden, a wave spread! Grid was confused by the unexpected development while the survivors, who were misled by Grid’s proposal’ felt overwhelmed.


  "That's right. Maybe it is someone pretending to be Grid. I almost made a mistake.”


  “In the first place, will Grid really make us a ‘free’ item if we win?”


  “No, I didn’t mean I would make it for free...”


  “That person isn’t Grid!”


  “No!”


  “Oh!”


  Grid had no chance to talk. The Overgeared members kept interrupted when Grid tried to talk.


  Jishuka laughed. "Indeed, our kids aren’t that easy.”


  "What? They are Overgeared members?”


  "Yes, just look.”


  “You stupid bastards!”


  Grid was irritated but he was smiling proudly. He liked that his colleagues were doing their best in their respective positions.


  ‘Yes, if you want, then let’s fight to the end.’


  He would fight fairly like they wanted. The moment Grid became prepared.


  "I won’t surrender... I want to join your team. Will you make me an item in return?”


  “...?”


  In the middle of the bustling atmosphere, a man opened his mouth. He was alone. Unlike the other survivors, he didn’t have a team. Everyone’s gaze focused on the man. As if he was accustomed to attracting attention, the man approached Grid.


  "You have two people, so it won’t be a problem if I join?”


  The man moved right in front of Grid.


  Grid asked him, "Is it okay? I just pulled a lot of aggro because of this turmoil. Won’t it be dangerous to team up with us?”


  The man snorted.


  "Who would be afraid with you and I together?”


  “...?”


  Who was this guy? The moment Grid cocked his head with confusion.


  -Cra... Crazy.... I can only say that it is crazy...


  -Really ㅋㅋㅋㅋ It is an unthinkable development.


  -Isn’t this the dream team?


  The audience became excited. The community sites around the world were alarmed, as if they heard about Earth’s destruction. A commentator shouted.


  『 K-Kraugel...! Sword Saint Kraugel has announced his intentions to join Overgeared King Grid! 』


  That’s right. The only person who didn’t pass up Grid’s production item was the sky above the sky. The strongest person beyond the standards of a human.


  “Why are you here...?”


  As Grid looked stunned, the world sensed it.


  Battlefield. It would end soon. The last three had already been set.




  Chapter 746


  "Who would be afraid with you and I together?”


  “...?”


  Who was this guy? Grid felt deja vu as he saw the man who intended to join his team. It felt like he had seen the man somewhere before. Then someone popped up in his head.


  ‘No, it’s impossible.’


  Grid denied it. The man he thought of wouldn’t be someone tempted by items.


  “Don’t you see the other teams coming?”


  The participants were heading towards Grid. They didn’t want Grid to form a team of three like them. They had to act quickly before the three people could team up.


  Ping!


  Piiing!


  There was a flood of arrows. Four arrows shot from various place flew towards Grid, Jishuka, and the unknown man.


  "Che!"


  Things had become twisted. He ended up getting more aggro. Grid clicked his tongue and avoided an arrow. He would’ve been pierced by it if his reaction time was 0.5 seconds later. Meanwhile, an arrow was stuck in Jishuka’s forearm. She couldn’t avoid the arrow like Grid. In addition.


  Chaaeng!


  “...!!”


  The unidentified man struck two arrows with his sword. Grid, Jishuka, and the survivors admired the skill involved.


  “You...!” Grid was forced to admit it. He knew the identity of the man who wanted to join his team. “Kraugel...?”


  “That’s right.”


  “...Why are you here?”


  Yes, the sky above the sky. A person who combined skills with confidence!


  Kraugel explained to the confused Grid. “Why am I here? Did you think I would be eliminated?”


  "No, I don’t mean that. Running over here for an item doesn’t match with you.”


  "Should I shake from a lofty position? I’m not stupid enough to turn a blind eye to a golden opportunity because of dignity.”


  "Really? Even the great sky above the sky is like this?”


  Grid’s rivalry with Kraugel was beyond imagination. Kraugel’s attitude of not even blinking when the enemies were rushing here was hateful. He could even afford to relax in a situation like this? Grid grumbled towards Kraugel.


  “Kuk!”


  Another arrow flew and stuck in Grid’s side. He frowned as he received 2 damage and shouted to Jishuka.


  “Let’s first take refuge in a nearby building!”


  “Yes!”


  Grid and Jishuka didn’t hesitate. They rushed into a building that was right behind them. On the other hand, Kraugel was standing in the wrong place. Behind him was a group of 20 enemies flocking like dogs.


  Grid hurriedly exclaimed, “Why aren’t you moving?”


  "Do you accept me as a team member?”


  “What...?” Had Kraugel been waiting for an answer? In this urgent situation? "This jerk...! Hey! Do I have a choice other than to join hands? Come quickly!”


  By this time.


  “...Yes.”


  Step.


  Kraugel started moving. But it was already too late. He was surrounded by four enemies.


  "Where are you going?”


  "Do you think we will let you join hands?”


  There were only three final winners! The participants in Battlefield were obliged to disqualify other competitors and it was wise to choose the relatively weak prey to be eliminated.  Grid had only two people in his team and the unidentified man who hadn’t yet joined them was alone. It was natural that they would be the first targets.


  But.


  Sakak!


  Chukakakakak!


  “Keok..!”


  “W-What?”


  One lone man was stronger than a group of 100. Number wasn’t a measure of power.  Kraugel fought back while avoiding the four attacks, causing each of the four people to look like they had seen a ghost as they suffered 2 damage. They suddenly realized it. 


  What was the identity of the lone man?


  “The sky above the sky...!”


  “Crazy...!”


  Cries of shock were heard everywhere. The momentum of the group chasing Grid stopped. It was an incredible sight. The top rankers representing each other were overwhelmed by one person and standing as stiff as a stone statue. The impact of the viewers watching this was very large.


  -A different dimension... Could anything else be said?


  Kraugel stood alone. He stood between dozens of competitors and the building that Grid and Jishuka entered. But he wasn’t like a moth in front of a lamp. He was looking down at the other people from a high position. No one was able to rush at Kraugel.  It seemed like the winner was already Kraugel.


  At that moment.


  “Kraugel! I’m glad!” Among the crowd of dogs, a man rushed out. He was also a tiger. He took out the claws that he had been hiding among the dogs. "It is the first time I can compete with you on an equal footing. I’m so happy!”


  The man cried out childishly. He was a top ranker of the Overgeared Guild and represented the United Kingdom, Regas. Kraugel noticed his identity based on personality and laughed.


  "It doesn’t seem like an equal footing.”


  He was referring to the group Regas had been part of.


  Step.


  Kraugel took one step.


  Step.


  He took another step. In no time, he had reached the entrance of the building that Grid and Jishuka had entered.


  "If you’re really serious about fighting with me, chase after me.”


  Kraugel knew Regas’ nature. Once he said this provocative words as he entered the building, Regas would have to chase after him.


  “Of course I’m serious!”


  “Wait! Please wait!” Lauel shouted but it was useless. In Regas’ eyes, only Kraugel was visible. He had already entered the building. “Shit...! That stupid fool! Chase after him!”


  The moment Lauel and Pon were going to enter the building.


  Puk!


  Puuok!


  Arrows flew from above and pierced Lauel and Pon’s shoulders. The arrows were perfectly fired. Pon and Lauel were reminded of one person.


  “Jishuka?”


  A light flashed through their heads. In their field of view...


  "Hi~ nice to see you kids.”


  A woman sat on the window and pulled her bow. It was the woman who had been standing by Grid.


  ‘It’s ruined!’


  Lauel and Pon had a hunch.


  "You should raise your hands if you don’t want your head to be broken.”


  Jishuka made a surprise announcement and started firing rapidly. It was terrible for the people on the ground. Most of them were members of Overgeared and recognized Jishuka. They avoided the falling arrows by sticking close to the wall of the building and exchanged opinions.  


  "Shit, Jishuka secured high ground.”


  “We were too relaxed. We have to get out of that witch’s sight.”


  "No, Iet’s go into the building like that fighting idiot before. In any case, we have no choice but to work together.”


  A party consisting of Grid, Jishuka, and Kraugel. They hated to admit it, but it was the best party. Unless they cooperated, there was no way to stop the trio.


  “First join forces to get rid of those three and then we will compete. How about it?”


  "Wouldn’t it be too bad to form an alliance? Won’t the viewers criticize us?"


  Someone expressed their concern. The rankers who represented their country were really nervous about their image. Someone replied to the hesitating participant.


  “Are we are ones who are wrong? Isn’t it a foul for those three to join together?”


  “...You’re right.”


  "Nobody would call us names.” 


  “Okay! Then let’s enter the building!”


  "We will move to the building next door! We can use the clothesline!”


  It was obvious that Kraugel and Grid would be guarding the stairs. It would be a tough fight because it was a difficult structure to try a pincer attack. But they had overwhelming numbers.


  ‘As time goes by, Grid’s party will reach the limits of their health and will eventually fall.’


  Confidence! Momentum!


  The participants smiled with satisfaction and started moving in teams. Those who were confident in their combat skills entered straight into the building where Grid’s party was. Those with bows and arrows moved to the next building and secured sniping spots. They would use the window to fire at Grid’s party and help their allies. Some also planned to use the clothesline to infiltrate.


  The viewers watched them move and started sweating.


  -The purpose of the event seems to have changed a lot...


  -...


  Battlefield was no longer a battlefield. It was catch Grid’s team! This was what the game had become. The commentators called it a natural phenomenon.


  『 It’s the destiny of a strong person to rally the weak. 』


  『 I wonder how long Grid, Kraugel, and Jishuka will last. 』


  『 It doesn’t matter how great the three of them are, they can’t beat all these rankers. They were all intimidated by Kraugel, but look at Regas now. Isn’t he fighting well? He might beat Kraugel alone. 』


  『 Isn’t it counterproductive to gather too strong team members? Grid’s party will surprisingly be the first to fall... Heok? 』


  The commentators hurriedly shut up. It was because while they were speaking a few words, Regas was in a fatal condition. Regas seemed so strong throughout the game, but now he was losing to Kraugel. At first, it seemed like a close match, but now he was being completely overwhelmed.


  “Pant... Pant... Incredible. How did you become so strong?”


  The injured Regas. On the narrow stairs, he struggled with Kraugel and foresaw his loss. Kraugel thought it was absurd.


  ‘Does this man really want to win against me?’


  There was a reason why Kraugel had this question. Regas was fighting with his bare hands. That’s right. Regas fought Kraugel without a weapon. It was because he was a martial artist. He chose the warrior class that dealt 1 damage with bare hands and believed he could show his true skills without a weapon. That’s why he fought on Battlefield with his fists. Of course, the same applied when dealing with Kraugel.


  “...”


  The Overgeared members were really great people in several ways. Kraugel dealt the final blow to Regas.


  “Kuk...! Truly the sky above the sky!”


  Regas expressed his admiration as he turned to grey! The viewers mourned and felt admiration for Regas who fought in Battlefield with his bare hands. Then Kraugel faced the next crisis. 10 enemies were coming.


  ‘I have surprisingly lost a lot of health.’


  Regas’s fists and kicks had dealt five blows to Kraugel. He decided that he shouldn’t ignore the skills of the top-level talents and gripped his sword.


  “Leave this place to me. Go protect Jishuka.”


  "Grid, you...”


  Kraugel became speechless. Grid belatedly appeared in front of him. He was holding 10 scriptures in his hands.


  “Hiccup!”


  The advancing enemies were amazed at the sight.  Grid stood on the stairs and declared, “I am the Overgeared King?”


  “...”




  Chapter 747


   "...Are those scriptures?”


  "No way...but the design is really similar.”


  The people climbing the stairs with dignity. They were just as good as Regas. They were the strongest people who everyone in the world knew. They survived to the end for a reason. It was natural for them to be filled with confidence. They didn’t doubt that if they united their strengths, they would be able to win relatively easily. The characters in Battlefield only had 20 health. The maximum number of potions held was only two, so it was natural to think they would win. Until they witnessed over 10 scriptures in Grid’s arms.


  ‘This crazy guy...’


  ‘Did he only collect scriptures throughout the game?’


  A thin booklet with a blue cover. The identity of Grid’s items was definitely a scripture. The scriptures, which were difficult for the other weak clerics to secure even a single one... The eyes of the people present shook. In the awkward silence, someone opened their mouth.


  "Brother Grid, it’s great that you are here. It’s amazing. You have been only looking for scriptures? I know who important it is for a person to persevere every time I see you.”


  Ibellin, a member of Overgeared, laughed after speaking to Grid. There weren’t many people who called him ‘brother’ so Grid recognized Ibellin straight away.


  “Oh, Ibellin? You survived?”


  "I was lucky. I was able to survive because so many people were eliminated earlier.”


  "Is it lucky that you are here?”


  “We’ll see.”


  The fact that Grid secured a large number of scriptures was confusing. No, it was almost the level of a disaster. At least 10 scriptures. Using simple maths, it meant Grid had 100 health. If he had two potions as well, Grid would have almost six lives. But in the end, he was a cleric.


  Clink!


  Ibellin opened his inventory and took out a magic wand. It was a weapon that dealt 3 damage.


  “Wow.”


  “Heok.”


  “Where did you get that?”


  Grid and the other people temporarily allied with Ibellin were amazed. It was the first time they saw a magic wand, the strongest weapon in Battlefield. Ibellin laughed brightly as the magic wand illuminated with magic power.


  "Isn’t the game about items?”


  "...I raised a tiger cub.”


  Grid started sweating. There was an atmosphere of death. All the viewers and the allied forces shrank back.


  Ibellin was the same.


  ‘Now!’


  Ibellin was well aware that Grid’s power was much better than what was known. He had watched Grid’s growth right next to him. Ibellin still vividly remembered.


  In the Mystery Forest, Grid had fought Pagma’s doppelganger 83 times before finally winning.


  ‘I can’t give Brother a chance!’


  He had to break Grid from the beginning. The momentum of the ‘monster’ called Grid rose as time passed. The determined Ibellin wielded his magic wand.


  Jeeeeeong!


  The railing of the stairs broke. It was the railing where Grid had been standing just before.


  “...Wow.”


  Grid barely avoided the attack and made a dumbfounded expression. He was impressed by the power. The other people saw it and thought.


  ‘He’s definitely shrinking back.’


  Was it due to the obsession that he shouldn’t be hit by the magic wand? Just now, Grid’s eyes were only focused on Ibellin as he avoided the attack. He did his best to avoid the magic wand. His eyes were only chasing after the magic wand. It was obvious that all his nerves were concentrated on the magic wand.


  ‘This is our chance!’


  Grid was currently distracted by Ibellin’s magic wand. The other rankers saw the best opportunity. They realized the right timing was when Ibellin wielded his magic wand again. 


  Then.


  Wuuong!


  Ibellin’s magic wand moved in a large circle and magic aimed at Grid.


  'Now!'


  Three of the top rankers moved at the same time. They jumped up the narrow stairs and waved their weapons. They swung their weapons in the direction that Grid moved to avoid the magic wand.


  ‘Perfect!’


  Conviction passed through the minds of the rankers.


  "No...!”


  Ibellin noticed the crisis. He noticed it from the moment he missed his second attack. Grid didn’t shrink back at all despite his outside appearance. Grid’s composure was still perfect. It was evidence that he was tracking Ibellin’s attack orbit and reacting. But even Ibellin, who was directly competing with Grid, only noticed at the very end. The other rankers couldn’t read Grid’s real intentions. He was playing around.


  Grid looked at the three swords heading towards their escape points and smiled.  He had already used the movements of Revolve to avoid Ibellin’s attack.


  Sururuk.


  “?!”


  The eyes of the three people attacking Grid widened. Grid reacted as if he had eyes in the back of his head, turning to avoid two of the three attacks.


  Teong!


  The stairs were too cramped for five people. Grid was tangled up in the three people and used the weight of their shoulders to push them away.


  “Eh? Ohhh.”


  The three people in an unsecure position were pushed back a few steps.


   ‘Eh?’


  A chill went down the spines of the three people. It felt like that feet were stepping on thin air. That’s right. They were pushed to the ledge that Ibellin created. The result?


  “Kuaaaaaaah!”


  Kwajak!


  Ku tang tang tang!


  Falling down.


  All three of them fell from the fourth floor to the first floor, suffering 10 damage each. It was a critical wound that couldn’t be overcome with one potion. Grid spoke to the enemies who were looking blank.


  “There is no room for carelessness. Isn’t this the basics?”


  Grid’s previously shaken eyes looked different. They were sharp like a bird of prey. The Overgeared members, including Ibellin, knew these eyes. It was the eyes of their king.


  Gulp!


  It was unknown if this was Battlefield or Satisfy. Ibellin was frightened and stepped back. His attitude was like he wasn’t holding a magic wand in his hand. The moment that Grid stabbed him without hesitation.


  Teeeeeong!


  A greatsword flew. The lower part of the blade blocked Grid’s sword and then it tilted, causing the axis of Grid’s sword to incline.


  Then.


  Seokeok!


  The top of the greatsword approached Grid’s neck. During this process, the master of the greatsword moved naturally and took control of Grid’s rear.


  Chukakakakak!


  The blade descended. Grid hurriedly retreated. He escaped to the top of the stairs. The fourth floor landing was occupied by the enemies in an instant. It was faster than expected, causing Grid to laugh bitterly.


  "Isn’t this too big?”


  The owner of the greatsword.


  "I’m only a shade in front of you and Kraugel.”


  “No. Nobody would think so.”


  1st on the unified rankings, Chris.


  Grid inwardly grumbled.


  ‘Ah, why didn’t he go to Kraugel’s side?’


  Chris’ greatsword contained an unparalleled force. The world acknowledged his abilities and Grid admired it every time he saw it. One of the reasons why Grid was greedy for the greatsword was due to Chris. Why? As long as Chris existed, Grid knew he couldn’t be the symbol of the greatsword.


  ‘Yes...’


  Grid confirmed the time remaining in Battlefield and counted the number of enemies in front of him. It was 13 people, including Chris. Grid’s goal was drastically modified.


  ‘I won’t destroy them.’ The ideal thing to do it... ‘Hang in there until the others come.’


  That’s right. Grid’s original purpose was to destroy all the enemies here. They were the highest rankers representing their countries. Was it pride? No, it was a realistic judgment based on solid grounds. Grid was above ordinary rankers from the moment he knocked out Hao. He was a master.


  'Well, I have a name.’


  In addition, there was the sky above the sky and the godly archer. He believed they would block all the enemies coming from the rear and then help him.


  “Now, the first one.”


  Shaaaaaah-


  Grid opened one of the scriptures and a light covered his body. The wounds on his body disappeared like a lie and his health was restored.


  “I still have 11 scriptures left.”


  “Cockroach...”


  “...”


  Someone muttered. It was undeniable, striking a chord in Grid’s heart. 


  ***


  Peng!


  “...Oh my.”


  Dust fell on Jishuka’s head as she drew the bowstring. An arrow pierced the place right above her head.


  “Are you aiming for a headshot?”


  Tiing!


  Jishuka fired arrows through the window of the building across the street.


  Puk!


  [You have dealt 1 damage to the target.]


  "Amazing."


  Kraugel felt admiration for the third time. Jishuka’s archery that pierced the enemies was astonishing even to the sky above the sky. Jishuka shrugged.


  "It’s nothing. I’m no Grid.”


  “...”


  The nature of the Overgeared members was somewhat difficult for Kraugel. He didn’t know what to say and just wielded his sword. It was to cut an enemy coming across the clothesline. The moment Kraugel exposed himself through the window.


  Ping!


  Pipiping!


  Three arrows flew from the building across the street.


  “It’s dangerous...!”


  Jishuka shouted. Kraugel twisted his body and avoided all three arrows.


  “...Are you a person?”


  “I am.”


  It was an easy question to answer. Kraugel was pleased.


  At that moment.


  Kwajajak!


  A spear flew through the window on the left. Kraugel blocked it and was alert, but the next move came through the right window instead of the left. Jishuka tried to cover him but she couldn’t cope with the arrows that suddenly focused on her. She had to hide in a corner to avoid the flying arrows.


  ‘They have realized it’s useless to shoot at Kraugel.’


  It was stressful. Jishuka avoided the flying arrows and noticed two men. They surrounded Kraugel on the left and right. It was Pon and Lauel.




  Chapter 748


  ‘Why didn’t I see them?’


  A tough clothesline that couldn’t be cut or sawed off. At the window, Kraugel was blocking the enemies crossing the clothesline. In other words, he was looking at all the clothesline connected from the building across the street. But he didn’t see Pon or Lauel at all. They suddenly appeared at the windowsill like ghosts.


  ‘This is it.’


  Kraugel was feeling puzzled when his gaze landed on a spear stabbed into the wall. It was a completely dull spear, like the durability had been exhausted.


  ‘They crawled up the outer wall.’


  This five-storey building they were gathered in was old and ugly. The exterior wall was rugged and cracked in places. It was a structure that could be climbed using a tool. However, the condition was showing agility, patience, and concentration.


  Suook.


  Kraugel watched the two men who surrounded him. One of them was armed with a spear while the other was holding a fan made of iron.


  ‘Who are they?’


  Kraugel was feeling alert when they told him their identities. It was honestly without any lies.


  "I am Lauel of the Overgeared Kingdom. Oh, should I introduce myself as American Representative Lauel. This is a separate event not related to the National Competition, but I regret that we couldn’t fight together...”


  Shortly before Lauel’s words finished.


  Syuk!


  Kraugel swung his sword. His target was Lauel. He judged that Lauel needed to be taken care of quickly. What was the identity of the man holding the spear next to Lauel? Of course, it was Pon.


  ‘Pon is strong.’


  On the other hand, Lauel was a schemer. His fighting skills were weak. Kraugel decided to take care of Lauel first before focusing on Pon. That’s why he did a surprise attack. However.


  Jjejeong!


  “...!”


  Lauel blocked Kraugel’s attack, like he predicted it. He read the timing of the sword and opened the fan to defend. Kraugel was surprised by his unexpected skill. His eyes widened but there was no change in expression. Lauel folded the fan back up and placed it against his mouth.


  "I have also advanced. Well, it’s a different scale from you who is at the top of 2 billion users.”


  Around three years ago, there were 10 geniuses who overturned the world. The young boys and girls topped the rankings despite playing late. They were the very first generation of the 10 Rookies. And Lauel was the best of them. He was praised by countless people. After joining the Overgeared Kingdom, he became a flow master to direct the battle.


  “But my basic skills are still present.”


  In Battlefield where all characters were the same and strength was determined by control, Lauel was a top player.


  Kukuk! He laughed at Kraugel.


  “In addition, I have the brilliant mind that allows me to predict your behavior pattern. Kraugel, you will have a pretty tough fight. The blood is boiling in my body. Huhuhut.”


  “...”


  He truly was an Overgeared member difficult to deal with. Kraugel got goosebumps from the words when a spear flew at him. It was from Pon. Kraugel rolled to the side to avoid it. Then he immediately rose and tried to counterattack.


  Jjejeong!


  Lauel’s iron fan followed his actions. Kraugel defended and Pon’s spear aimed at the back of his neck. Both of them were quick and fast. It was a perfect pincer attack.


  Puok!


  Kraugel was bleeding. It was a scene that shocked the world.


  『 Kraugel was hit by the enemy first...! 』 


  『 It’s a sight I never imagined! 』


  The commentators of broadcasting companies around the world made a fuss. It was rare for Kraugel to allow a hit.


  “Kraugel!”


  Jishuka was surprised by the sudden development and tried to help, but...


  Puk! Puk puk!


  “Ugh...!”


  The arrows constantly flying from the other side of the building made her unable to move. She was forced to hide behind a large leather couch.


  'This is annoying!’


  Jishuka felt angry at the situation. What was her role? Shoot as many enemies as possible before covering both Grid and Kraugel inside. But the situation was too difficult because the enemies allied with each other.


  ‘I wanted to win with Grid.’ She wanted to embrace him on the stage while everyone was watching. If the atmosphere was nice then she might’ve kissed him. But this seemed to be difficult. 'I’m incompetent! I am too incompetent!’


  Puok!


  An arrow flew as Jishuka was busy lamenting. The tip of the arrow pierced through the leather sofa. The leather sofa Jishuka was hiding behind had completely become a hedgehog. 


  ‘There are almost no spaces left. I will be a hedgehog when I get out of here.’


  The interior of the building was too bare and there were many windows. In order to shoot a bow, the target had to be followed with their eyes. But if she left the leather sofa, she would receive a flood of arrows.


  '...I can’t follow them with my eyes?’


  Then...


  ‘I will have to use my ears.’


  Jishuka took deep breaths to calm herself and closed her eyes. She focused on the footsteps of Kraugel, Pon and Lauel, who were fighting in this narrow space, and pulled her bowstring. At that moment.


  Puk puk puk!


  Several arrows flew and threatened her.


  'Ah, they can see what I’m doing because of the mirror over there.’


  Who would place a mirror in an old building with almost nothing in it?


  “The map designer had archers in mind. Hah.”


  She put down the bow with a deep sigh. Surprisingly, she didn’t feel despair.


  ‘It is okay. There is a limit to the number of arrows.’


  After joining Grid, Jishuka looked for arrows and scriptures and discovered it was actually very hard to find arrows. They were hard to find and even if she found some, there were only one or two. It was an item close to a consumable so a lot of effort was needed to collect it. It would also be the same for the other people.


  Jishuka thought that the arrows threatening her would stop soon. On the other hand, what about her?


  ‘My arrows are now almost endless.’


  In the dusty mirror, Jishuka’s beautiful face shone. The sofa and walls filled with arrows made her feel good.


  ***


  ‘I’m glad there’s Jishuka.’


  The arrows from the other building no longer headed for Kraugel. Kraugel’s evasion rate was high but he was worried that Pon and Lauel would attack in that gap. It was good that the aggro of the archers were completely focused on Jishuka.


  ‘There’s a problem.’


  The close range dealers. Earlier, they had unsuccessfully tried to cross the clothesline and now they were trying to move across again. Kraugel had to get rid of Pon and Lauel as quickly as possible. But Pon and Lauel wasn’t easy opponents.


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  A fan less than 30 centimeters long. Lauel was tangled up with Kraugel and quickly hit him with the iron fan.


  Swaeeeeek!


  Pon stayed at a medium range and stabbed his spear. As time passed, the two men were completely grabbing Kraugel’s ankles.


  Peok!


  Lauel, who was struck by Kraugel’s sword in exchange for a punch, smiled instead of panicking. 


  "A damage of 1 isn’t possible. Are you irritated because time isn’t on your side?”


  Lauel confirmed that his allies had started to cross the clotheslines. Sooner or later, Kraugel would lose his composure. It couldn’t be overlooked that he was still a human. Lauel knew it for certain because he served by Grid’s side. Grid was at the top like Kraugel and didn’t he often lose his composure?


  'You will also in the end... Eh?’ Lauel was puzzled as he was immersed in wielding the iron fan. His vision spun and he felt his body being hit. “What?”


  He was caught unawares and blown away? Lauel became aware of his situation when he had already fallen to the ground. He was defenseless and Kraugel struck him with the sword.


  Puok!


  “Cough!”


  The moment Lauel was pierced in the chest, Pon’s spear flashed towards Kraugel. Then it was blocked by the shield.


  [The defense is successful!]


  [The damage received has been reduced.]


  [You have suffered 1 damage.]


  [The shield’s durability has fallen by one.]


  The shield, a warrior only item. It was one of the items that Kraugel had obtained from the ‘underground hunt.’ It could definitely block the enemy’s attack but it lost durability every time it was used to defend. The total durability was only 10. But Kraugel wasn’t disappointed by the loss in the shield’s durability. It was because of who the opponents were The skills of the Lauel and Pon duo were excellent. Kraugel felt it was worth using the shield against them.


  Snap!


  Kraugel gripped Pon’s spear that was blocked by the shield. Then he used the elasticity of his body to dig it into Pon’s heart.


  Puk!


  Puk puk puk!


  An attack that maximized the benefits of a dagger! He hadn’t reclaimed the sword piercing Lauel and there was already a small dagger in Kraugel’s hand. Two strikes quickly accumulated on Pon’s abdomen.


  “Shit...!”


  It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that it happened in the blink of an eye. Lauel lost concentration. But at this moment, the situation completely reversed. Lauel got goosebumps. He rushed to help Pon but Kraugel had already grabbed Pon’s neck and pushed him out the window frame.


  Peok!


  Kraugel grabbed Pon’s ankle to tilt him out the window and Pon fell out.


  “Pon! Kuk!”


  What was this creepy and realistic battle? Lauel got a chill as he was left alone. Kraugel dismissed the dagger and took out a new sword from his inventory. It was a great help that he secured many weapons in the underground hunting.


  "This place is a big wide so it would be more advantageous for Pon. But as you can see, this is inside a building. From the beginning, the odds were low.”


  “You...!”


  The word ‘monster’ almost popped out. Lauel barely closed his mouth as he looked out the window. He could see his allies coming on the clothesline.


  In addition.


  Piing!


  He also saw the arrow aiming at Kraugel. The situation started to change rapidly once the archers fired. Lauel’s judgment was quick. Surprisingly, he was running to Jishuka, not Kraugel. It was to create a situation where Jishuka couldn’t control his enemies. Thanks to this, Kraugel was surrounded by arrows. His enemies managed to cross the clotheslines safely and reached the window frame.


  Seokeok!


  Kraugel judged that the answer wasn’t to avoid the arrows. He used the shield to block the arrows. Then he abandoned the shield that lost its durability.


  He took a potion while attacking the enemies hanging on the window frame. But potions were more limited than the shield and Kraugel couldn’t hold out against the arrows forever. In the end, he only caused four enemies to fall and the remaining six enemies succeeded in entering the building.


  “Lauel! You bastard!”


  Jishuka shouted at Lauel while counterattacking. Lauel was amazed that she could fire an arrow again after being hit with an iron fan.


  “Battlefield is great training. Thanks to the battle today, the Overgeared Guild will grow bigger. Please think about your trials as growing pains."


  “The training instructor is a dog! A master at ganging up on people! You lousy bastard!”


  "...Is it King Grid’s influence? You use a lot of Korean curses. Well, it’s a hundred times better than learning from Huroi’s curses.”


  Lauel had regained his composure. Jishuka lost her motivation and her resistance started to weaken. Meanwhile, Kraugel was besieged in a narrow space.


  ‘We will win.’


  Lauel smiled as he watched a man competing with Kraugel. It was Soul Predator Seuron.


  "You bastard! I will knock you down!”


  Chaaeng! Chaeng chaeng!


  Kraugel’s momentum weakened quickly as he blocked Seuron’s sword. He was already in a tired condition. In the first place, it was impossible to stop over 20 enemies. Were the enemies regular players? They were mainly rankers in the top 100. They were talented enough to be called the best wherever they went.


  ‘I’m sorry, Grid.’


  Jishuka felt a sense of defeat as she saw Kraugel’s wounds. She couldn’t help being disappointed that she got help from Grid every time. She was filled with bitter frustration. Then suddenly,


  "Kuaaaak!"


  “This damn guy...!”


  Jishuka came to her senses as she heard an enemy scream. She shifted her gaze and saw that Kraugel was still fighting against the enemies with unshakable eyes. He didn’t care that his health was in the single digits. He was focused. He always did his best. The arrows kept flying from the opposite building and he stood up to the six strongest people without flinching. Every time there was a wound on his body, he dealt two or three injuries to the enemy.


  ‘Me too...!’


  Jishuka’s heart was grabbed. She was inspired by Kraugel, who did his best and didn’t feel despair under the same circumstances. She took a step forward.


  At the same time.


  Kwajak!


  The firmly closed door opened with a loud sound. It was the door connected to downstairs. Yes, the door that the intruders were so eager to open. In addition, it was the door Grid was guarding.


  “Grid...!”


  At the same time, Jishuka and Kraugel faced the door. They were waiting for Grid. How funny. Could Grid fight alone against 10 enemies? He came here after repelling all enemies. It wasn’t a feasible fantasy.


  Indeed.


  “...It’s chaos.”


  The person who opened the door wasn’t Grid. It was a man armed with a greatsword.


  “Chris!” Lauel knew his identity and shouted with pleasure.


  ‘Grid was defeated?’


  ‘It’s hard to see.’


  Jishuka and Kraugel were forced to accept reality. They thought that Grid hadn’t survived. It was a reasonable judgment. So what if he could restore his health with scriptures? He could only inflict 1 damage on the enemy... Such a non-threatening attack couldn’t wipe out 10 of the strongest people. Jishuka’s face filled with dark clouds while Kraugel silently wielded the sword.


  “Then... I wish you luck... Cough!”


  Chris, who opened the door, suddenly coughed up blood and turned to grey.


  Then.


  "Ah, what is with you guys? Why are you so late? No matter how long I waited, I had to do it all by myself. Sigh, forget it.”


  Grid appeared among the grey ash scattering.


  “Wave.”


  Sharp flashes reminiscent of a crescent moon cut down many enemies at the same time.




  Chapter 749


  “Wave.”


  ‘A skill?’


  How was this possible? All players in Battlefield were given characters with the same abilities. There wasn’t one active skill that could be used. But Grid was triggering a skill at this moment. It was even the famous Pagma’s Swordsmanship. A legendary rated skill in Satisfy was being implemented in Battlefield.


  ‘A bug...? No!’


  Grid approached using the sword dance. Seuron, who had been shrinking back from Grid, regained his mind. Grid’s attack was just a simple slash. That’s right. Grid’s attack wasn’t a skill but a basic strike. He just mixed in the attack with the motions.


  "A trick!”


  It was a low quality trick to shake them by pretending to use a skill. First of all, how could a skill emerge in a place where a system didn’t exist? 


  ‘I was playing so seriously that I was almost deceived!’


  The Overgeared King, he was a treacherous guy. There were hundreds of sly foxes in his head.


  ‘He isn’t a good king...!’


  Seuron moved his sword to defend against Grid’s attack. However.


  ‘What?’


  Grid’s orbit suddenly changed. It went down and then back up. As the name suggested, it had the momentum of a wave.


  ‘Crazy?’


  Chukakakakak!


  Seuron failed to defend because of the unexpected anomaly. Another ranked player next to him was simultaneously hit by Grid’s sword.


  [You have suffered 1 damage.]


  Seuron’s eyes shook fiercely as he checked the notification window.


  ‘He has this much control?’


  Grid was overgeared. He was merely a person who relied on the performance of his items, meaning his combat skills were low. Seuron couldn’t deny that Grid’s ability to use items was extraordinary, but this was how Seuron evaluated Grid. But now that assessment had changed.


  'He grew this much in a year...? He has the best combat qualities!’


  This was a talent from the heavens.


  ‘Another sky above the sky...!’


  Chill!


  At this moment, Seuron got a chill.


  ‘Grid has given me new enlightenment.’ Kraugel was also surprised by Grid’s technique that cut Seuron. It was more shocking than when Grid appeared with over 10 scriptures. ‘He uses the motion of Satisfy’s skills to add real power to the attack.’


  Grid sublimated his skill in the game into real martial arts. Kraugel naturally felt admiration.


  ‘Grid’s idea has a clear basis.’


  Satisfy’s skills weren’t realistic. Walking on water, smashing rocks, moving in a flash, etc. It was ridiculous for such transcendental effects and powers to be manifested in the real world. But the motions when using the skill weren’t foolish. Such motions weren’t significantly different from the laws of physics. The supercomputer Morpheus based them on martial arts theories that existed all over the world. There were strangely realistic and sufficiently practical parts.


  ‘Grid and his Pagma’s Swordsmanship is a good example of this.’


  Sigh.


  'Being able to implement Pagma’s Swordsmanship in reality, he will reap the benefits of fighting here in Battlefield.’


  Wonderful. Kraugel’s appreciation of Grid could be summed up with this one word.


  ‘Making an effort to memorize, study, and become completely accustomed to the skill so that the movements could be used just by crying out the name... It’s definitely far from normal.'


  This moment proved it. Grid was a person looking 10 steps ahead.


  “Kraugel!”


  It could be expressed as a short moment. Kraugel heard Grid’s voice and settled his mind. Grid’s eyes were looking at the right side behind Kraugel. Based on this, Kraugel tilted his head to the left. Then a spear shot by his face. If Kraugel had been a little bit late, his head would’ve been pierced by the spear right now.


  "...It seems the rumor that you have eyes in the back of the head is true.”


  Grid was astonished by Kraugel’s amazing evasion and Kraugel explained.


  "It is just instant analysis and fast judgment. It’s nothing compared to your foresight.”


  "Foresight?”


  Did he have foresight?


  ‘It’s the most ridiculous thing I’ve heard all year.’


  Was this bastard teasing him? Two arrows flew toward the frowning Grid. They were shot by archers from the other building.


  Puk puk!


  [You have suffered 1 damage.]


  [You have suffered 1 damage.]


  “Kuk...!


  Grid couldn’t escape. He wasn’t free enough to respond to arrows flying from a distance. Seuron would strike when he tried to avoid the arrows.


  "Che!"


  Seuron had a nasty expression as he saw Grid defend against Seuron and his colleagues’ attacks in exchange for being hit by the arrows.


  "I understand that you are guarding against me, Soul Predator Seuron, but can you afford to keep accumulating damage? Aren’t you going to become a hedgehog while worrying about my attack?”


  ‘Ah, it was Seuron.’


  Seuron believed that Grid had recognized him from the beginning but it was just excessive self-confidence. Grid only now realized his identity. In addition, he didn’t care. Seuron was a threat in Satisfy, but it was different in Battlefield.


  ‘He isn’t Pon or Regas.’


  Jjejeong!


  Grid hit Seuron’s incoming sword and kept advancing.


  “Kill.”


  Puk!


  “Kill. Kill.”


  Puk puk!


  “Kill. Kill. Kill.”


  Puk puk puk!


  "Ugh...?”


  "Barley.”


  "?"


  “A fake! Kill!”


  Puok!


  Grid’s attack was a mere stab. However, the momentum seemed more vicious than a normal stab. It was because Grid kept taking one step forward. Grid gave off a strange sense of pressure every time he got closer to Seuron.


  ‘This bastard, it’s clear that he has practiced stabbing tens of thousands of times.’


  Seuron saw the skill and confidence in Grid’s movements. It was because Grid had been steadily training in swordsmanship every day.


  Chaeng!


  Chaeeeeeng!


  “Cough!”


  Seuron was pushed back by Grid, but he wasn’t one-sidedly hit. He blocked as many attacks as possible and sharply counterattacked. But he couldn’t fight to the end and let out a huge scream. It was because an arrow shot by an ally in the opposite building pierced him.


  ‘A mistake?’


  The flying arrows had hit the wrong target. The allied archers weren’t experts like Jishuka, so he couldn’t blame them for making mistakes. Seuron thought so but it didn’t seem to be a mistake.


  Puk puk!


  “These scum...!”


  It wasn’t just Seuron. His other colleagues were started to get hit by the arrows flying from the opposite building. The atmosphere was strange.


  "What are you doing?”


  Seuron gritted his teeth and yelled as he pushed at Grid. There was an immediate reply to Seuron from the other building.


  "You guys are useless. Just die together.”


  There was less than 10 minutes left in Battlefield. The map was gradually narrowing. It seemed like all areas were going to disappear and only one building was left. Therefore, the six archers in the opposite building agreed. They had to get rid of their allies and Grid’s party before the map was completely destroyed.


  “Son of a bitch!”


  Seuron was irritated. The same was true for Lauel who was fighting Jishuka alone.


  ‘I didn’t imagine that it would take so long.’


  Grid was too big a variable. Lauel never imagined he would crush Chris’ team alone.


  Puk!


  Chaeng! 


  Chaeeeeeng!


  It was pandemonium. Grid, Seuron, and Lauel fought hard as they struggled with the rain of arrows from the other building.


  ‘There’s still hope!’


  Seuron hadn’t given up. It was because Grid was much more tired than him.


  ‘There are no more potions left.’


  It was shortly after Grid struggled with many competitors. It was safe to say that all his potions were consumed. On the other hand, Seuron still had one potion remaining. It was the power of numerical superiority.


  [Battlefield will end in 7 minutes.]


  Kurururung!


  Along with the notification window, part of the map started to disappear. Now the only area remaining was this building. The other building with the archers and the clothesline started to collapse. Seuron saw this and shouted. "Let’s finish this off and then deal with the traitors... Heok!”


  Even if he was hit two or three more times, he just needed to succeed with one counterattack.


  The enemy’s limited health would soon be depleted. Seuron judged and shouted, only to close his mouth.


  Swaaaaah.


  Grid opened a blue booklet and was covered with light. It was a scripture.


  “You monster...!”


  Seuron had guessed Grid was a cleric based on the damage. He noticed that Grid had secured a large number of scriptures, allowing him to wipe out Chris’ party. But he hadn’t expected Grid to have scriptures left. Sueron was feeling astonished when a sword flew from behind.


  It was Kraugel’s sword. As Grid was struggling two against one, Kraugel joined in and took care of the rest.


  “Let’s finish this.”


  “Pant... Pant... Yes, please finish it.”


  Grid and Kraugel’s gaze headed to the window at the same time. There were new enemies crossing the clothesline.


  Kwajajajajak!


  Without needing to say anything, Grid and Kraugel pulled out spears and stabbed them. The two of them made the same judgment simultaneously. The enemies were pierced and fell down one by one. They hit the ground and started to vanish.


  “...I’ll surrender.”


  Now the only one left to face Grid’s party was Lauel, who realized that he was outmatched and abandoned his weapon. The final three survivors of Battlefield was determined to be Grid, Kraugel, and Jishuka.


  Shortly after arriving in Japan, hundreds of reporters and Japanese fans were waiting for the South Korean team representatives. The crowd was huge enough to paralyze the airport. Most of them were Grid’s fans.




  Chapter 750


  "A glass of beer."


  Red Deer, Canada. It was a small town in southern Alberta. In this small city with 80,000 residents, the black-haired foreigner was conspicuous. But today was an exception. Due to the live broadcast of Battlefield, the streets were quiet and most people were focused on the TV.


  Thanks to this, the black-haired man was able to sit in the seat without receiving any attention. His white skin, small lips, less developed brow bone, and ebony hair showed that he was a man with Asian blood in him. The eyes behind dark sunglasses were also black.


  His name was Ray and he had a Korean father and a Canadian mother. His ID in Satisfy was Faker. Of course, people didn’t know his identity.


  "You never take off your sunglasses. It has been a while since you’ve come. Jennifer often asks about you.”


  A middle-aged man running the shabby pub alone handed him a beer. Was it because he didn’t want to indulge in useless chatter or because of his original reticent nature?


  “...”


  Faker nodded silently and drank a mouthful of beer. Like the other guests, his gaze was on the TV.


  "Oh, Grid’s movements are fantastic.


  “But Chris is a level above him.”


  “Hahaha! Chris is Canada’s pride for a reason.”


  “Have strength Chris! Forget that Grid is your king for the moment!"


  The customers were enthusiastic. They praised Grid’s skills in protecting the stairs alone and were excited by Chris’ skills, which overwhelmed him. On TV, Grid was continuing to read the scriptures. However, he was being overwhelmed. There was too big a difference with Chris’ skills.


  ‘But Grid is doing well enough. If he puts in a bit more effort to protect his health, he will be able to hold on.’


  This was Faker’s impression.


  ‘If it was last year’s Grid, he wouldn’t have been able to face Chris in Battlefield.’


  It was a bright growth rate. And the root of this growth wasn’t talent, but effort.


  ‘Excellent.’


  Faker wasn’t aware of it himself but he had a habit of smiling every time he observed Grid. If Grid found out Faker had such a good impression of him, he would be moved to tears. A normal class user who was strong enough to beat sun-grade powerhouses. Faker was above a sun and Grid was one of his targets.


  “What?”


  “What’s Chris doing all of a sudden?”


  At this point, Faker’s glass of beer was half empty. The development of Battlefield changed rapidly. Grid, who was being one-sidedly pushed by Chris, starting pushing back as if he had awakened. As Chris was on the defensive, Grid caught the other rankers in the confusion. The enemies turned to grey one by one.


  Faker’s gaze was fixed on a woman. Her name was Yura, one of the rankers allied with Chris. A South Korean representative.


  ‘Her movements are limiting Chris’ actions.’


  Faker’s saw her actions accurately. In fact, Yura was interfering with Chris. She blocked his path every time Chris tried to respond to Grid’s attack. Of course, it wasn’t blatant. The movements were very fine. There were few people in the world who would see that she was bothering Chris. Even the people in Battlefield couldn’t read her intentions. Only Chris probably noticed her interference.


  "Young Master is in a crisis... Yura’s heart is for Grid.”


  Faker heard an old man’s voice as he was concentrating on the TV. Faker turned his head and was surprised. The old gentleman had neatly brushed white hair. Zirkan. He was once the first ranked swordsman. But at some point, he devoted all his energy into raising Chris. He was Chris’ mentor, a captain in the Giant Guild, and now a solid power in the Overgeared Kingdom.


  “You... Why didn’t you go to Japan with Chris?”


  Faker wasn’t surprised to see that Zirkan had found out his position. He knew what a big influence Chris’ family had in Canada. It was easy for Zirkan to find out when he was a steward of Chris’ family.


  “It isn’t easy to travel long distances at this age. Isn’t it better for me to rest at home than to be a burden?” Zirkan laughed and sat across from Faker. The old man laid down his cane and tapped his knees. But Faker could see the solid muscular body beneath the coat. “Grid is blessed. He has the love of so many beauties. I would be jealous if I was 10 years younger.”


  Zirkan didn’t have any hard feelings about Yura interfering with Chris. Yura was also a valuable colleague in the Overgeared Guild and above all, he liked her feelings towards Grid. It was from his years of experience.


  "Love is good. Really good.” Zirkan neatly folded his coat and gave an order to the owner. "A glass of Coke over here please.”


  "Yes, I understand."


  The owner was very kind to Zirkan. It wasn’t just because he was an elderly person. It was a pleasure to know that this young man had a friend.


  “He’s a good person.”


  ‘That’s why I have been going to this store for a few years.’ Faker swallowed back the words he wanted to say to Zirkan. It was better not to advertise this place.


  "Please understand why I am only drinking Coke. My body is getting old and can’t handle the alcohol properly. That’s why I’m trying to stay away from alcohol.”


  Zirkan spoke shamelessly. Faker bluntly asked him, "Then why did you come here from Toronto?”


  "I thought you would be lonely.”


  “...?”


  The words were unexpected. What was this old man saying? Zirkan smiled benignly at the rarely embarrassed Faker.


  "You have more talent than anyone else and are more passionate than anyone else. Like Chris and Grid, you can also play in the sun. You would surely win medals.”


  “...”


  “But you’re forced to stay in the shade because of your position. That’s why you can’t participate in the National Competition this year.”


  “...”


  “Your blood will be boiling.”


  That’s right. Zirkan saw through it exactly. Faker felt a desire to act in the National Competition. He wanted to compete with Grid and the other talented people in front of the public. He wanted to publicize his existence to the world. However, Faker was a person who could control himself.


  "This boiling blood is easily settled. I know that much. Even if I don’t participate, the public is already aware of me. This is sufficient.”


  “...Excellent.” Zirkan was happy. "You’re much better than the me last year. Was I like this at your age?”


  The reason why Zirkan was focused on Chris’ education was because Zirkan was old. Once he determined that international activities were difficult, he decided to concentrate on his role as Chris’ steward and teacher. But he soon regretted it.


  Zirkan liked the game more than he expected. He enjoyed standing in front of the public. He regretted it and realized that his retirement was too soon. When he failed to compete in the National Competition last year because of his rusty skills, his stress was very great. That’s why he came to Faker. Zirkan wanted to heal Faker, who would feel a similar grievance to him. However, he was mistaken. Faker was already well-centred.


  ‘At a young age, your heart is mature without being overburdened by your talent... Is it the blood of your grandfather?”


  Decades ago, when South Korea was still called a powerhouse in e-sports, there were many legendary gamers in South Korea and as a young man, Zirkan was fascinated with them. One of them was Faker’s grandfather. The information wasn’t officially disclosed, but Zirkan could see it when he first met Faker. Faker was the spitting image of his grandfather.


  "...This talent might’ve been inherited from your grandfather.”


  Faker’s gaze returned to the TV as he answered. Grid was rampaging.


  “I have learned about hard work from Grid.”


  It wasn’t a lie. Faker was originally a diligent person full of tenacity, but he was reasonable. No matter what, he didn’t do anything that violated common sense. There was a limit. But Faker changed as he met Grid and watched Grid’s changes. Now there was no limit to his efforts. That’s why he could grow enough to defeat a sun-grade powerhouse.


  “There’s no greed to be in the sun as long as there is Grid. I will let Grid be the king in the sun while I will be king of the shadows.”


  "...Even your spirits are similar.” Zirkan’s eyes were blurred with memories as he called out to the pub owner. "A glass of beer over here please. I will have a drink. It’s rare to get a chance to drink with a legendary bloodline.”


  ***


  "Kyaaaaak! Grid-sama!”


  “God Grid! God Grid!”


  “Yura! Yura! Yura!”


  “...”


  The airport staff rushed to the Korean representatives after the immigration process. They requested for the representatives to wait while they extended the security.


  ‘I knew there would be a lot of fans waiting.’


  Peak Sword saw the crowd and clicked his tongue.


  ‘It’s beyond imagination.’


  It wasn’t thousands, but tens of thousands. Over 10,000 people gathered here to meet Grid and Yura. They were even Japanese. Peak Sword felt very proud.


  ‘Koreans are truly great! We have a small population, but we’re steadily becoming a global giant!’


  He didn’t intend to denounce foreigners. He just ‘objectively’ saw Koreans as superior to foreigners.


  "Um...”


  Peak Sword felt proud as a member of the Korean Patriotic Association. He nodded with satisfaction.


  "Player Grid, there are evaluations that you control skills have improved dramatically in one year. Can I ask about the secret to your improvement?”


  "I did well from the beginning. It was just buried by my items.”


  "The Overgeared Kingdom is the first of the West Continent countries to establish an alliance with the empire. As a result, it’s speculated that the composition of the continent will greatly change. Now that you have the strong backing of the empire, what will happen to the Overgeared Kingdom?”


  “It isn’t an alliance with the empire. We just signed a temporary truce agreement. It isn’t right to describe the empire as being behind me.”


  "Is there anything you like about Japanese culture? For example, manga.”


  “Hey... Hum hum, hum! I like baseball videos.”


  “Baseball videos? Do you mean recorded videos of the Japanese Baseball League?”


  "Ah, yes. That's correct. Baseball is a representative sport of Japan... No, it’s significant in developed countries. I have great interest in it.”


  “As a Japanese person, I am happy and proud that you like Japanese baseball. If you don’t mind, can I ask what team your cheer for?”


  "Es O di?”


  “Huh? There isn’t a team like that?”


  "Too bad... No, I was confused for a moment because of all the questions at once. I like and cheer on every team.”


  "You encourage everyone while cheering on a particular team? You are very considerate. As expected from the leader of a kingdom.”


  "Excuse me. I have a question. What is your favorite food?”


  “I like wraps.”


  "You mean the popular style of wrapping beef or pork in lettuce?”


  "Isn’t it eaten with canned tuna?”


  “...?”


  “I don’t eat meat with vegetables... The taste of the most expensive meat with the taste of vegetables is a bit...”


  They were specific questions for Grid. In the past, he would’ve refused most interviews because he was uncomfortable or annoyed. But now he was well aware of his position. He never forgot that he represented a kingdom and answered all questions faithfully.


  The result.


  【 Lettuce, canned tuna, and hot pepper paste are temporarily out of stock. Sorry. We hope to secure more quantities quickly. Thank you. 】


  Such signs were attached to various marts and convenience stores in Japan. It was the moment when a new Korean dish (?) was spread to Japan. This was the ripple effect of a huge star.




  Chapter 751


  『 Satisfy’s opening ceremony held in Tokyo has the largest number of tourists in history. 』


  『 The Tokyo Dome has heated up. The 1,500 participants from 50 countries have determination on their faces and the crowd is giving them an enthusiastic cheer. 』


  『 The National Competition is significant. It’s an opportunity for the players to gain wealth and honor at the same time. For the people of each country supporting them, it’s a chance to get a big buff. 』


  『 I wonder what countries and participants will play a big role this year. 』 


  『 I’m looking forward to the birth of a new star. 』 


  『 Won’t it be hard for a new star to emerge because the existing top talents are so big? 』 


  『 Don’t forget that the world is wide. I believe there are countless hermits who haven’t been discovered. Ares and Agnus... People like them. 』


  Satisfy could be described as a game enjoyed by the whole world and the size of the National Competition expanded every year. As a result, the attitude of the players became more serious. It was because the size of the compensation grew with the size of the competition.


  The gold medal winner received an item equivalent to the legendary rank or a material equivalent to the myth rank. The silver medal winner would receive an item equivalent to the unique rating or a material equivalent to the legendary rating. Bronze medal winners were able to obtain items equivalent to the epic rating or a material equivalent to the unique rating.


  At first glance, there seemed to be no merit to the bronze medal. But there were parts that shouldn’t be overlooked. There was no explicit mention of ‘no growth type items’ in the compensation description. That’s right. Becoming a medal winner meant that a person could get a growth type item with a minimum epic rating. Most growth items starting at the epic rating were able to grow to the legendary rating.


  ‘I will surely win a medal!’


  As Chris, the 1st ranked player on the unified rankings stood on the podium, the eyes of the participants from all over the world were blazing. Most of them were feeling nervous.


  Grid, Kraugel, and Jishuka had won rewards equivalent to a gold medal from the Battlefield event a few days ago. The fact that these powerful people went one step further placed a great pressure on the others. They were nervous because the walls they had to cross had become even higher.


  ‘In particular, Grid’s item making is a problem.’


  The use of high rated materials didn’t necessarily mean that high rated items would be produced. The production result relied on probability.


  But people perceived that Grid was an exception. They speculated that as a legendary blacksmith, he could produce myth rated items with legendary rated production materials. They were concerned that if Grid and the Overgeared members secured a large number of medals, the strength of the Overgeared Guild would rise exponentially.


  Of course, it was a big misunderstanding.


  'Should I get a finished product?’


  Grid originally wanted the by-products of the sacred creatures. They were in the same class as the Red Phoenix Breath. Grid’s goal was to create a second or third masterpiece like the Red Phoenix Bow and Enlightenment Sword.


  However, it didn’t mean a myth rated item would be created if he used a myth rated material. He wasn’t able to produce any myth rated items when he used the by-products of Great Demon Belial to make items for the Overgeared members. If he was lucky then he made legendary rated items. If he was unlucky, there were times he made unique rated items.


  It meant Grid could fail.


  ‘On the other hand, if I can get a legendary growth type item then I will surely acquire a myth rated item.’


  After the opening ceremony was over.


  Jishuka approached Grid, who was still trying to decide on the compensation. Her reddish hair and golden skin was absolutely charming under the sunshine.


  “I will ask for a Red Phoenix Breath. Grid, I hope you will make a good item that has synergy with the Red Phoenix Bow.”


  "I can’t unconditionally create a myth rated item using the Red Phoenix Breath. Is that okay?”


  “I believe in you.”


  “...”


  Grid’s heart thumped. Jishuka’s beautiful face wasn’t the only reason. The absolute trust she gave Grid filled his heart. Thanks to her, Grid also gained courage.


  “Okay... I will get the Blue Dragon Breath.”


  Then.


  "Once I win two more medals, I will get the White Tiger’s Breath and the Black Tortoise’s Breath. Jishuka, I’ll cheer you on as well.”


  “Yes... I’ll always be cheering for you. Thank you.”


  Jishuka’s smile became more beautiful. Grid’s presence itself was a great strength for her. Had she ever been so dependent on someone since being born? She was happy. She willingly wanted to stay with Grid.


  "...So we have to get married.”


  “Huh? What? I couldn’t hear because it’s so noisy.”


  “Ah, no. It’s okay if you didn’t hear me. I was talking to myself.”


  Jishuka’s face turned red. She was more nervous when facing Grid in reality, unlike Satisfy.


  “Grid.” Another beauty arrived as there was a friendly atmosphere between the two people. Unlike Jishuka, who was as bright as the sun, Yura was like the moon. "The events that other players hope to participate in had been released.”


  Yura’s cold eyes examined Jishuka. She didn’t like Jishuka, who was always dressed in cleavage revealing clothing.


  “Everybody is waiting in the waiting room. Let’s go.”


  The participants had three hours to change after seeing the hopes of others. It was necessary to have a meeting to confirm the hopes of other players so that better results could be created. Jishuka’s bit her lip as she saw Yura grab Grid’s wrist. She kept her smile but there was clear hostility in her eyes.


  "Ah, it’s good to be on the same team.”


  "It’s better than living in distant lands.”


  "If your relationship is good just because you live in the same country, shouldn’t you be nervous? My Korean immigration project is currently in progress.”


  "I’m wondering if you can easily move to another country when you have a large amount of debt. Surely you aren’t dreaming of being an illegal citizen?”


  "Uh...! I will get a gold medal in this National Competition and get rid of my debt!”


  “I don’t know. We will probably be competing in the same events.”


  “Are you going to interfere? Bah, okay! Feel free to come! I’ll see how great you are after coming back from hell!”


  “Will you be able to breathe?”


  Pajik!


  Paijijik!


  Once Jishuka’s hot gaze met Yura’s cool eyes, the air froze and it was like electric currents were flowing. Grid looked puzzled as he stood between two girls who showed hostility to each other.


  ‘Why are they like this?’


  Grid didn’t know what the men around him were feeling right now.


  ***


  This year there were a total of 27 events. There was no rule that a country had to participate in all events. The players from each country had to win medals by participating in their own event or events with relatively low competition. The reason why the S.A. Group revealed the hopes of other players was to create more diverse strategies and variables.


  Thanks to this, the players had a headache. Were the players actually participating in these events or were they lying? The players held a meeting to discuss the various possibilities.


  "Grid, what are you going to participate in?”


  The South Korean team’s waiting room.


  The players’ eyes were focused on Grid. It was natural to give the right to decide to the person with the highest winning rate. 


  “Um...”


  Grid’s worries increased as he looked at the events the US team wanted to participate in. It was due to Kraugel’s desired events.


  "PvP is natural but what is saint sword drawing?”


  Saint sword drawing had been a steady event in the National Competition for three years. But it was classified as a relatively minor event. The event was complex and slow, making it less popular.


  "Isn’t this a game where the brain needs to be used extensively?”


  That’s right. Participants in the saint sword drawing event had to first check the story of the saint sword. Then they would follow the hidden hints in the story to figure out what the saint sword wanted. Then in order to become a person that the saint sword wanted, various types of quests were carried out. There were combat-oriented quests as well as puzzle quests. It wasn’t an event that people with shallow knowledge could participate in. It was an event that wasn’t suitable for Grid at all.


  "Is Kraugel really going to participate in this?”


  These were just the ‘desired’ events. Grid was convinced that Kraugel wouldn’t actually participate in the saint sword drawing event.


  "Why is this guy giving a fake...? Um, what type of event will Kraugel participate in?”


  Grid wanted to compete in both events with Kraugel. It wasn’t just because of Damian’s press conference. He had a bigger desire after losing in PvP last year. Last year, Kraugel took a gold medal for him so Grid wanted to take two gold medals from Kraugel. He was trying to predict Kraugel’s events when Yura and Peak Sword told him.


  “Kraugel is a clever person. There are few people better suited for saint sword drawing.”


  "Kraugel’s current level is low and he can’t exert his full combat power, so saint sword drawing is perfect from Kraugel’s perspective. He can cover his lacking combat power with intelligence.”  


  “...Kraugel is smart?”


  "Of course. Think of his actions when he was the first ranked player. They were extraordinary.”


  “...”


  No, then he was really going to participate in the saint sword drawing event? Grid asked cautiously, "What if I participated here?”


  "...Don’t do it.”


  “...”


  Maybe this year’s revenge could only be done in PvP. Grid felt both regret and relief. In fact, there was no guarantee that he could win against Kraugel.


  ‘Then let’s go to an event where I will unconditionally win a gold medal.’


  What event was it? Of course...


  “Then I shall participate in PvP and blacksmithing.”


  People might laugh at him participating in the blacksmithing event. They would say he was blatantly avoiding Kraugel.


  'Well, they can mock me all they want.’


  Those people would mock him no matter what he did. The determined Grid watched Yura’s choices. Then he was surprised. It was because Yura chose the target processing and saint sword drawing event. Target processing was a major event that was famous for having as many strong players as PvP. In addition, didn’t she see that Kraugel would participate in the saint sword drawing event? Why did she want to take the risk?


  Yura explained to the confused Grid and players.


  "We have to compete against those who are likely to win gold medals in order to boost South Korea’s ranking.”


  He understood her heart.


  “But what about the odds? Yura, you are one of our greatest powers. The blow will be big if you miss out on gold medals. Don’t fight a losing battle... Oof! Oof!”


  Grid blocked Peak Sword’s mouth. Then he smiled at Yura’s unwavering eyes.


  "Have you become really strong in hell?” She could even match Kraugel. “I’ll trust you and cheer you on.”


  Grid had never seen Yura bluff. He didn’t doubt her confidence.


  "Thank you. I will return your faith.”


  Yura replied with a smile. She looked so beautiful that Grid blushed.


  Then Eat Spicy Jokbal spoke up, "Me and my friends will participate in two team events.”


  “Ohh, that’s good!”


  Peak Sword barely tore away from Grid and cried out enthusiastically. He was full of expectations for Dungeon Master Eat Spicy Jokbal’s power in the team events. The world might expect South Korea’s overall ranking to be at the bottom this year but Peak Sword thought differently.


  'South Korea will get the top position this year!’


  There was a person filled with hopeful expectations.


  "I’ll try to get at least one bronze medal.”


  It was beast master Toon who had been guarding Grid’s side since coming to South Korea last year.


  “Puhahaha! Hooray South Korea!”


  Peak Sword was dancing with excitement. He didn’t even know what events he was participating in.




  Chapter 752


  『 The two billion Satisfy players all over the world! It is the 3rd National Competition that you have been waiting for long for! Finally! Start!!! We will now watch the first event! 』


  “Waaaaaaaaah!”


  The event that was the prelude to the 3rd National Competition was the saint sword drawing. The public originally wasn’t interested in saint sword drawing, but this year was different. It was because there were many people waiting for the National Competition which was held three months later than usual. In addition, Sword Saint Kraugel’s name was on the list of participants.


  -We can see Kraugel on the opening day! This is completely exciting!


  -The opening is with God Kraugel... He’s the main character.. ㅎㅎ


  -Isn’t it a game where the person who draws out the saint sword first is the winner? Since he’s a Sword Saint, he will surely be picked by the saint sword. Will Kraugel wins as soon he starts?


  -Ey, that doesn’t matter. Otherwise it wouldn’t be a match.


  Saint sword drawing was based on the famous Arthurian legend, the sword stuck in the rock. It had the simple rule in which the person who pulled the sword out of the rock first would win. But the process wasn’t easy. In order to draw the saint sword, certain conditions had to be met.  The participants had to break through the missions with strength, intelligence, and competence. It was very difficult for the participants because they had to be proficient in both literary and martial arts, and the public’s interest wasn’t easy to attract. It was inevitably less popular than other stimulating events.


  Due to that, few people participated in saint sword drawing. In the 2nd National Competition, this event was reduced to anonymous rankers. However, this year Sword Saint Kraugel and Demon Slayer Yura would participate in saint sword drawing. People’s expectations were heightened.


  “It will be thrilling to watch the saint sword drawing!”


  “By the way. Kraugel is a Sword Saint and well suited to saint sword drawing, but why is Yura participating? Can’t she play separate events?”


  “Hrmm... Is it because it’s reliable to secure a medal based on the low competition? Just one medal will be invaluable to South Korea, who will be ranked at the bottom.”


  “It’s a big blow to her that hell running was abolished due to equality issues.” 


  "She picked out saint sword drawing but ended up meeting Kraugel. She has no luck. I’m sorry for her.”


  One of the best players in the Great Demon Belial raid was Yura. However, it was speculated that her abilities were only powerful against a great demon. It was true. Until a few months ago.


  ***


  Bruton Island, the stage for saint sword drawing, was largely divided into three sections.


  First, there was the safety zone. It was impossible to PvP in the safety zone. Players couldn’t attack each other in here. The ‘sword in the rock’ was placed in the center of the safety zone.


  Secondly, there was the route zone. PvP was possible, but you would be classified as a criminal when attacking a player and could be attacked by guardians. It was a neutral zone where players could be killed. There were villages where NPCs gave clues and shrines which increased resource recovery. There were a total of nine village son Bruton Island and the distance between villages was around three kilometers. The location of the shrines weren’t marked on the mini-map.


  Finally, there was the chaotic zone. It was a chaotic zone where PvP was allowed without any restrictions. Apart from the safety zone and route zone, all of Bruton Island was considered a chaotic zone. Players in the chaotic zone had to pay attention at all times, since it was filled with many types of monsters, including named bosses.


  ｛ A sword isn’t important. ｝


  “...?”


  The center of Bruton Island. The 42 people participating in saint sword drawing fell into confusion at the beginning. A sword was stuck at a right angle in the sparkling marble. The sentence ‘a sword isn’t important’ floating at the bottom of the saint sword made it difficult for them. No, why was the verse decorating the sword denying the necessity of a sword? 


  ‘This isn’t right?’


  The participants’ minds went blank but not all of them.


  ‘Does it mean it wants a master who doesn’t rely on it?’


  ‘Does it mean to not become stronger by holding the sword, but to be an inherently strong master?’


  Kraugel and Yura immediately knew the meaning of the sentence.


  Supak!


  The two people moved at the same time. What did it mean to prove they were ‘strong?’ It was simple. Combat. Kraugel and Yura judged this and moved out of the safe zone towards the chaotic zone. In the process, they faced each other.


  Surung!


  Kraugel discovered Yura entering the forest opposite him and wielded his weapon. It was a silver weapon made from the bones of a dragon, White Fang.


  ‘She’s dangerous.’


  Yura had been one of the 10 strongest players in the world for a long time. Kraugel acknowledged her skills and was naturally wary. He knew it could be a disaster if he didn’t get rid of her in the beginning.


  Supak!


  Just before Yura hid in a shady forest. Kraugel used White Light Steps and aimed at her. He used the refraction of the sunlight to enter a stealth state.


  “Ah! Yura!!”


  The crowd cried out. The crowd was sure that the beautiful woman would be eliminated at the beginning of the event.


  “Kraugel is a bloodless person with no tears!”


  "That cruel side is good! Win Kraugel!”


  Some people criticized Kraugel for trying to kill his biggest contender while others cheered him on. The premise behind both was common. Yura would die soon. That’s right. The crowd expected that Kraugel would easily beat Yura. Kraugel’s PvP ability was superior and his footwork was quick because he added stealth. Yura didn’t notice Kraugel’s approach and would suffer a critical injury. Most of the Korean representatives monitoring the game from the waiting room had the same idea.


  "There are very few people who can handle Kraugel’s power. It’s the end the moment she allowed him access.”


  Peak Sword bit his nails. He prayed that Yura would see Kraugel’s approach and pull out her gun. The only way for her to survive was to block Kraugel’s approach in advance. He thought there was no other answer. But Grid was different.


  ‘Will you show me?’


  Grid still believed in her. The confidence expressed by his dear colleague.


  ‘Have strength!’


  Yura had been stuck in hell for several months. She must’ve grown. Now she had to prove the value of her efforts. If she failed to prove it, she would be more shocked than anyone else.


  Grid cheered on Yura.


  ‘I will repay your faith.’


  Maybe it was a coincidence or faith. Yura was reminded of her promise to Grid. Then.


  Supak!


  The fight went different than what everyone expected. The moment that Kraugel approached Yura.


  “Hell Leap.”


  Yura responded like she knew he was here. Her body was surrounded by a red light as she used the skill and disappeared without a trace.


  ‘Stealth?’


  It was impossible for a person to disappear unless it was a teleport magic. In addition, teleport type magic belonged entirely to magicians. Based on this, Kraugel judged that Yura’s disappearance in front of him was simply a gimmick. He didn’t panic and just kept up the trajectory of the sword.


  It was at the point where Yura had been standing. Kraugel expected Yura to bleed and reveal herself again.


  But.


  Wuuong.


  “...?!”


  There wasn’t the sensation of cutting anything. White Fang left a faint afterglow in the air and Kraugel raised his eyebrows. At the same time.


  Suruk.


  A small black hole was created behind Kraugel. There were no precursors and no sound, so Kraugel couldn’t notice it. Then Yura emerged from the black hole.


  “?!”


  After hearing the sound of a collar rustling, Kraugel sensed the change and reflexively swung White Fang back.


  Puk!


  Kraugel wasn’t a monster. Unlike what people thought, he didn’t have eyes in the back of his head. The White Fang that he swung back didn’t hit Yura. The problem was that his super super Sensitivity detected Yura too late. On the other hand, Yura precisely pierced Kraugel’s back.


  “...!!!”


  "!!!!"


  『 !!!! 』


  The players, the crowd watching the game, the commentators and the viewers were shocked, their mouths dropping open. Above all, the one who was most surprised was Kraugel himself. He was caught. It wasn’t the same as when he fought Lauel and Pon on Battlefield.


  This was Satisfy. Here, Kraugel was a complete presence. He was the sky above the sky. An absolute person. Now he lost to a person in a frontal confrontation. It was the first time he’d experienced this.


  Hwiririk!


  While Kraugel was feeling confused, Yura reclaimed her sword and spun. It was an elegant movement like a swan.


  Swaeeeeek!


  The sword with a centrifugal force pierced Kraugel. It was steadfast swordsmanship based on her experience in hell.


  Kaang!


  Kraugel barely managed to defend.


  Now that he was face to face with Yura, his super sensitivity passive was active. He used White Fang to fend off Yura’s attack and showed his strength. The new acquired ‘Weapon Swallowing’ of a Sword Saint caused White Fang to interlock with Yura’s sword. Due to this, Yura’s upper body leaned forward and her face neared Kraugel’s. The distance between the two of them was so close that it wouldn’t be strange if their lips touched.


  "Ohhhhhh!"


  "It is Kraugel instead of Grid!”


  The crowd was excited at the beautiful sight. However, the atmosphere between Kraugel and Yura was cold. Their faces were expressionless as they whispered to each other.


  "I didn’t know I would be subjected to this type of defeat by someone other than Grid.”


  "Don’t take him for granted. Youngwoo-ssi is the only one special to me.”


  “Hah...?”


  Tatang!


  Yura lost her balance due to Kraugel’s sword swallowing. People judged that Kraugel would win. After allowing a counterattack from Yura, they thought Kraugel would overpower her. However, that wasn’t it. Yura’s left hand held a gun and she pulled the trigger. The speed at which her bullet flew was slightly faster than Kraugel’s sword.


  “Kuk...!”


  Kraugel couldn’t escape from the bullets shot at close range. Blood flowed from his forehead and his eyes reddened. He could see Yura with his blurred vision. She held a sword in one hand and a gun in the other. She obtained the Demon Slayer ‘Use Both Hands’ passive when she reached level 300.


  “...Interesting.”


  Kraugel allowed two attacks in a row and was surrounded by a blue sword energy. Now he recognized Yura as a ‘competitor.’ She was on the same level as Grid. But he couldn’t compete with Yura’s power.


  “Hell Leap.”


  Yura judged that it was disadvantageous to face a Sword Saint head on and immediately disappeared. Her movements that disappeared into a black hole and reappearing in another place couldn’t be pursued by Kraugel’s super sensitivity. It was like she leapt into space itself. The moment she entered the hole, she was completely removed from his senses. There was no precursor to the creation of the black hole.


  “...Demon Slayer.”


  Kraugel muttered as he gazed at the back of the distant Yura. His feelings were similar to when he first faced Grid. And...


  “Waaaaaaaaah!”


  “Yura! Yura!! Yura!!!”


  "Ah!! My goddess has finally returned!!”


  Yura, who had been wandering after becoming a legendary class, regained her old reputation. It was a splendid return.




  Chapter 753


  Duk.


  A black object fell and dirtied the marble floor. It was the chocolate pudding that Grid was eating.


  “...”


  The South Korean team’s waiting room. Grid had lost his soul. He didn’t even notice that the expensive pudding he normally didn’t buy had fallen to the ground.


  “God Grid? Hey, God Grid!”


  Peak Sword noticed Grid’s unusual state. He grabbed Grid’s shoulder and randomly shook it. He couldn’t help feeling worried. Among the many snacks available in the waiting room, Grid had only picked the most expensive chocolate pudding. He had already eaten six consecutive ones!


  "Hey! I told you! I told you it was dangerous if you consumed so much sugar at once! But you...! You just said that freebies are good...! Hey! God Grid!! Wake up! Look into my eyes!”


  ‘...It’s different from the image I imagined.’


  The representatives’ images of Overgeared King Grid and Peak Sword was very big. In particular, Grid and Peak Sword were heroes and idols to the young rankers participating on the Korean team this year. They imagined a noble image. However, reality was the exact opposite of their imagination. They seemed like neighborhood idiots.


  But why weren’t they disappointed? Grid and Peak Sword had no authority?  Well, it was better to be friendly and comfortable. 


  "It's okay. I was just thinking about something else.”


  In the turmoil, Grid belatedly regained his mind and focused on the screen again. He watched Yura hunt monsters and gather the ‘proof of strength.’


  “Really... Really strong.”


  In fact, he hadn’t expressed it, but Grid had been worried about Yura. She had been in the top position. How hard would it be for her to be in a slump for more than a year after becoming a Demon Slayer? 


  “Demon Slayer...”


  A conditional class that exerted exceptional power in certain conditions. It was a good fit for ordinary people like Grid. However, it was poison for a versatile person like Yura. It was a poison that regulated Yura’s talents, who could act in various fields. Grid worried that Yura had been regretting her choice.


  '...I would certainly regret it.’


  But she didn’t. She walked alone without relying on anyone. Then she descended to hell. This was the result. Yura succeeded in returning as a dominant power in the National Competition.


  "Good work."


  Grid was someone who always tried. He knew how much Yura had done for this moment. Thus, he was in awe.


  “God Grid...”


  Peak Sword handed a tissue to Grid with a solemn expression. There was no handkerchief.


  "Wipe your mouth...”


  ***


  [The crystal skeleton has been defeated.]


  [All the Proofs of Strength have been gathered. Visit Andrew Village and meet the chief. He will give you the second version of the ‘Saint Sword’s Song.’]


  ‘I shouldn’t overlap with Kraugel.’


  Had Kraugel already collected all the proofs? Or was he still at the collecting stage? According to Yura’s calculations, it was naturally the former.


  ‘I might meet Kraugel if I go directly to the village.’


  She didn’t want to admit it, but even if they were both legendary classes, Sword Saint Kraugel’s combat ability was much better. The pressure that Yura felt when she was hit a while ago was considerable. If Yura had pulled the gun a bit later then she was likely to be hit. Kraugel’s strength was beyond what she had expected.


  ‘If only Hell Leap was a bit more stable...’


  It was the trump card that Yura acquired by clearing a hidden Demon Slayer quest. Unfortunately, it was difficult to use. It was a skill that temporarily moved the user’s body ‘somewhere’ in hell. No one could guarantee where the caster would fall. In the worst case, she could fall where a great demon was or directly onto hell fire.


  In fact, 30 minutes ago, Yura used Hell Leap during her confrontation with Kraugel and fell right in front of the castle of the 15th great demon. She was caught by a red monster guarding the gates and even the legendary passive couldn’t completely resist the ‘absolute petrification.’ The agility of her body fell significantly.


  “Hah.”


  Yura couldn’t help letting out a sigh. She lamented being weaker than Kraugel despite also being a legend. Her level was even higher. She had passed level 300 before the start of the National Competition, while Kraugel was still in the mid-200s. Even so, Yura had a low chance of winning in a frontal confrontation.


  ‘...No, it’s an excuse.’


  Class wasn’t the only important thing. The grim reality was proven when the normal class Kraugel had defeated Grid.


  ‘Hurry.’ Acting in front of Kraugel wasn’t her first choice. She would miss the gold medal if she kept avoiding Kraugel. Then there would be no meaning in participating in the saint sword drawing. ‘I can’t avoid a fight with Kraugel.’


  Yura realized the cold reality and ran to Andrew Village. She wished that Grid’s support would bring her good luck.


  ***


  "Ah, they met again.”


  “Yura is pitiful.”


  “Isn’t it really dangerous this time?”


  It was two and a half hours since saint sword drawing started. By the time most participants acquired the third verse of the Saint Sword’s Song, Kraugel and Yura were on the last verse and encountered each other again. It was their sixth clash. No matter how much Yura was damaged, she kept chasing after Kraugel.


  As the confrontations continued, Kraugel’s side overwhelmed Yura. Kraugel’s combat adaptability was unmatched. In the repeated battles, he grasped the unique characteristics of a Demon Slayer and reversed them completely to neutralize Yura. Now it was hard for Yura to resist. The only path she could choose was to retreat from Kraugel’s swordsmanship. She didn’t look back when she met Kraugel and used Hell Leap.


  In the process...


  “Heok! What?”


  “Now she is summoning a demonkin?”


  The people were startled at the sight of Yura. She disappeared with a red light and reappeared through a black hole with something on her shoulder. People naturally assumed it was a demonkin that she summoned. But the demonkin was biting her shoulder.


  ‘What?’


  The commentators, crowd, and even Kraugel was confused at the situation. They couldn’t understand why Yura had ended up like this. But they noticed it within a few minutes.


  ‘No way, has she been going to hell every time she uses the skill?’


  It had been like this from the beginning. When she disappeared and reappeared, Yura often seemed injured or affected by a status condition. It was obvious that the teleportation skill she used was different from normal instantaneous movements.


  “Isn’t this skill too dangerous?”


  Kraugel asked as if he knew everything. But Yura’s expression didn’t change at all.


  “I don’t know what you mean.”


  Sakak-!


  Yura cut off the demonkin biting at her shoulder and pointed her gun at Kraugel. She had to open the distance and recover enough resources to make full use of Hell Leap. Kraugel read her intentions and tried to narrow the distance, but she was the sky above the sky for female users. She didn’t allow him to easily narrow the distance.


  ***


  “Oh! Kraugel is a completely bad guy!”


  Grid was extremely agitated. It was because Kraugel hunting Yura instead of proceeding with the quests was too hateful.


  "Can’t you share a gold medal and silver medal? Why are you acting like you want to eat everything?”


  "It’s because he acknowledges Yura’s skills. There’s a chance he might miss the gold medal if he spares her.”


  Like the other player, Eat Spicy Jokbal was concentrating on the game. Viola, the woman in a hanbok sitting next to him nodded as if she agreed.


  "That lady, she’s too strong.”


  It was obvious that Kraugel was one level higher. The problem was that so far, only Grid had managed to go against Kraugel. In people’s eyes, the difference in skills between the two people was minimal.


  “But what the hell is that Hell Leap?”


  “Yes. I thought it was simply a fraudulent movement skill, but now a monster has come out.”


  Yura once again retreated. She escaped from Kraugel and lurked in the forest, escaping from a great crisis for now. Grid’s throat became parched as he felt relief. He was just grabbing a soda when a security guard approached him.


  "That... A guest has come.”


  "Guest? Who is it?”


  Who would come to the South Korean team while the National Competition event was going on? The security guard replied to the confused Grid.


  “Panmir of the US team.”


  “...?”


  The first ranked blacksmith since Satisfy opened. He was the person who made Grid participate in the blacksmithing event in last year’s National Competition.


  ‘Is he coming to ask me to participate this year?’


  After thinking about last year’s incident, Grid laughed and left the waiting room. Panmir was an opponent difficult to ignore. Grid respected his position but didn’t fear him. Grid was familiar with Panmir’s craftsmanship. He understood the sense of deprivation Panmir felt because Grid was a legendary blacksmith. Panmir was an opponent Grid had to be careful of in many ways.


  “It has been a while.”


  Grid discovered Panmir in the hallway and spoke first. Panmir had more grey hair than last year. But his solid body and strong eyes didn’t make him look old. He looked like Khan would’ve 15 years younger.


  “I’ll speak bluntly.” Panmir responded to Grid’s greeting and immediately got to the subject. “This year, I will beat you.”


  “...”


  No, this was the only reason why he came? It was disturbing his day with this silly thing. Grid couldn’t hide his displeasure and frowned. Panmir added, “Even if I win, it doesn’t necessary mean I’m better than you. Your craftsmanship and perseverance in manually making each item is naturally better than me. Nevertheless, there’s a reason I can say that I will beat you.”


  Panmir stopped speaking and pulled out a thin booklet. It was the book that described the rules for the blacksmithing event.


  "It’s due to the manipulation of the organizers.”


  From this year on, the rules of the blacksmithing event changed. Last year, all participants made the ‘same item’ with the ‘same design.’ But this year, the participants could make the item they wanted with any design. The most important change was the victory criteria.


  Unlike last year, where the ‘comprehensive value’ was judged based on the item’s ability, this year’s blacksmith event only looked at the ‘rating’ of the item. The criteria was changed so that those who produced unconditionally high rated items would receive good evaluations.  Growth type items were no exception. It didn’t matter if the item could grow to the legendary rating. If it was a normal rating when it was finished, the gold medal would be lost.


  Panmir spoke with straightforward eyes.


  “Haven’t you already noticed? The reason why the rules and evaluation criteria for the blacksmithing event changed this year was to keep you in check.”


  Even if items of the same rank were produced, Grid’s items would have higher average stats. If the criteria for evaluating items were just stats, the winner of the blacksmithing event would be Grid.


  This was why the organizers changed the evaluation criteria for items.


  "Changing the rules to keep a certain player in check... In your position, I would feel that it’s unfair.”


  "What do you want to say?”


  "I want to tell you not to take it personally if you lose to me in this event. You aren’t worse than me. You were just defeated by the organizers.”


  “...”


  What type of confidence was this? The biggest problem was that Panmir was speaking with good intentions. Grid was forced to shut up because he was too embarrassed to reply.


  Panmir smiled bitterly at him.


  "I achieved level 280 and completed three hidden quests. Now I have a 0.01% chance of producing legendary rated items. In addition, my items will be at least epic rated... I can make crazily fraudulent items. So prepare your heart. Then I’m going.”


  After a while, Panmir left and Grid was left alone scratching his head.


  "The conclusion is that you are worried about me?”


  He knew for a long time that Panmir was a person with excellent craftsmanship. But Grid didn’t know Panmir was such a gracious and sensitive person.


  ‘I’m sorry...’


  Grid wouldn’t show mercy to Panmir. At present, Panmir could never imagine that Grid was holding back a surprise card.
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  The stronger the predator, the more prideful they were. They weren’t cautious when hunting small rabbits. Patience and strength were the basics. It was important to do their best when competing with the same beast.


  Clink!


  The second half of saint sword drawing. Kraugel was doing his best to stop Yura. He was very wary of her since she was also qualified to draw the saint sword.


  ‘There’s a slight difference in movement speed due to the difference in basic stats. I need to deal with her before entering the safety zone.’


  Kraugel hadn’t achieved level 300 before entering the National Competition. His stats failed to reach the third awakening and were generally lacking. He needed to be tenacious to make up for this. Kraugel placed his hands on the sheath at his waist.


  He aimed for Yura’s predicted path and drew White Fang. It was Space Sword, one of the ultimate skills of a Sword Saint.


  Supaak!


  “...!”


  Kraugel’s silver-coloured sword cut the earth, rivers, trees, rocks, mountains, and sky. The landscape in his field of view was cut in two. All except for one thing. It was Yura. The moment Kraugel’s sword reached her, she used Hell Leap to make Kraugel’s technique useless.


  -Wow...!


  -How does she match the timing like that?


  -I have goosebumps.


  The crowd and viewers had already been impressed by Yura several times. From what they saw, there was only a difference in class between Kraugel and Yura. People thought that if the Demon Slayer class had the ability to fight the Sword Saint class, she wouldn’t be in the position of a fugitive.


  But that was just their perspective. Kraugel dominated Yura in all ways, albeit subtly.


  “You can’t run.”


  “...!!!”


  Yura was surprised when she emerged from a black hole. It was because Kraugel stood before her. 


  ‘He read the path?’ Yura noticed. ‘It’s my mistake!’


  The problem was that she chose the shortest route to reach the saint sword as soon as possible. Kraugel read her thoughts. The cause of her defeat was a failure to overcome her anxiety.


  Sakak-!


  A white flash projected towards Yura’s trembling eyes.


  [You have suffered 5,900 damage.]


  White Fang descended towards Yura again.


  Sakak-!


  Chukakakakak!


  Kraugel didn’t lose momentum after hitting Yura once. He used tricky orbits to deal with Yura.


  “Ugh...!”


  Yura’s vision kept flashing red.  She attempted to defend against Kraugel’s attacks but it didn’t work. Kraugel perfectly analyzed her behavior patterns and his super sensitivity supported his analysis. Yura had only one option left to counterattack.


  Tang!


  Tang tang!


  As Yura was caught in a storm of swords and bled out, she aimed her magic gun at Kraugel. But Kraugel read her gaze and the direction the muzzle was pointing in, moving in advance to avoid the bullets. In the end, eight of the ten bullets shot by Yura were deflected. On the other hand, Yura allowed seven out eight hits by Kraugel. The difference in health between the two people greatly widened.


  『 It seems to be over. 』


  『 Ah, Player Yura is really miserable. After all this, she’s missing the medal. 』


  Yura’s performance had been dazzling through saint sword drawing. She quickly met the requirements of the saint sword with a good strategy and overcome the difficulties experienced in the process with her strength and wits. The commentators and the crowd had no doubt that she would win a medal for her country. But now Kraugel from the United States was about to trample on Yura and South Korea’s dreams.


  『 As you all know, the players in South Korea are very shallow. Apart from Grid, Yura, Peak Sword, and Toon, all participating players are unknown. 』


  『 The experts guess that apart from Grid and Yura, the other players can only obtain silver medals at most. 』


  『 It’s desperate news for South Korea that Yura is being eliminated without winning a single medal. 』


  『 It’s a pity. The Korean people will feel a great deal of heartache. 』


  The commentators were telling the truth. The rules were revised so that one player could only participate in two events. The elimination of Yura was a painful loss for South Korea. Even if Grid won two gold medals, South Korea would stay at the bottom of the rankings as expected. Then the Korean players wouldn’t receive any buffs.


  “Meteor Sword.”


  Kwa kwang!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Kraugel’s sword fell like a meteor and continuously struck Yura’s injured body. Yura used her skills to resist, but her health was currently at the bottom while Kraugel’s was close to being full. Kraugel was several times stronger than last year after becoming a Sword Saint and was on a different level from Yura.  At this point, people thought the winner of the one on one PvP was determined. They started speculating about the results of the events that hadn’t yet started.


  Then Kraugel prepared to deal the final blow to Yura.


  ‘End it.’


  Kraugel decided after checking Yura’s health gauge. He precisely calculated Yura’s health and defense figures during the course of the battle and used a charging skill. He prepared to deal a blow to Yura’s heart while simultaneously opening the distance, in order to avoid a counterattack from Yura in her immortal state.


  "Jajinmori.” 


  Peeok!


  A secret technique obtained from the East Continent. It was a kick that unfolded without any preliminary movements, striking the enemy and pushing him away. He kicked Yura’s abdomen. At the same time, Yura’s health was depleted, she entered the immortal state and fell far away from Kraugel. Kraugel naturally didn’t approach her. He judged that he could prevent her from accessing the safety zone during her five seconds of immortality.


  "Huhut.”


  In this desperate situation, Yura laughed. Kraugel’s actions were within the range that she anticipated. Since she was far away from Kraugel, she cast a spell that took some time to use. 


  “Hell Summoning.”


  “...?!”


  Kurururung!


  The Demon Slayer class exerted great influence in hell and operated with a penalty on this middle world. It was too unreasonable to call it a legendary class when it couldn’t exert its abilities outside of hell. That’s why the skill set involved a hell summoning. It was a field magic that allowed a Demon Slayer to show 100% of their abilities by transferring over a certain random area of hell.


  Shaaaaaah-


  A dark curtain fell. A radius of 1km around Yura was flooded with demonic energy and turned black. It was the moment when the bright Bruton Island was contaminated.


  『 Hup...! 』


  The world was astonished.  Hell Summoning was a unique magic used by Great Demon Belial! How could a player use it?!!


  “Um...”


  Kraugel was also surprised. He frowned as he was contaminated by the demonic energy.


  [You have entered hell.]


  [You are affected by a strong evil energy.]


  [Your body is exhausted. Attack power, defense, and agility will decrease by 30%.]


  [Health won’t recover naturally.]


  [You have received a mental blow. Mana regeneration rate will slow by 50%.]


  [You have resisted.] 


  ‘The status resistance is meaningless.’


  Yura was strong. Kraugel became vigilant and grasped White Fang.


  Jjeejeeeong! 


  Yura leapt over the boiling hellfire river reached Kraugel in an instant and used three joint attacks. It was a much faster and stronger attack than before.


  ‘Kuk...! She managed to keep this trump card hidden so far?’


  He understood her thoughts. It was uncomfortable for players to reveal their true power in the National Competition, where everyone in the world was watching. It was better to hide as much power as possible. But if she had to release it to the public, shouldn’t it be in a better situation? Kraugel felt negatively about Yura’s Hell Summoning.


  'Revealing it in a situation where defeat is already determined... She isn’t that stupid.’


  The summoning of hell was too late. Even if Yura was strong in hell, the gap between the two people’s health was too big to be reversed. The outcome of the battle couldn’t be changed. She should’ve summoned hell earlier or not summoned it at all.


  Kraugel thought this as he avoided two bullets that flew from Yura in the darkness. He moved his sword while enduring the heat of the hellfire flowing near his feet. It was a counterattack aimed precisely for when Yura’s immortal duration ended.


  But.


  Sakak-!


  Kraugel couldn’t cut Yura. He was a bit confused because he hadn’t yet been able to adapt to the sudden change in landscape. Yura used Hell Leap and left the battlefield. It was a retreat using her last remaining mana.


  'I can’t miss her!’


  The moment that Kraugel used White Light Steps and was about to pursue Yura.


  Kiyaaaaoh!


  “...?!”


  Kurururung!


  A hell bone dragon emerged in sky that contained thousands of hell eyes and blew a poisonous breath at Kraugel. The hell summoned by Yura was a habitat for the hell bone dragon. It was extremely good luck from Yura’s position.


  “Kuk!”


  The hell bone dragon was a powerful high level named monster that would make a player scream. Kraugel gave a rare scream as he was attacked by it. He suffered a critical injury as he flew back.


  At this time.


  Surururuk!


  The hell vanished. The hell summoned by Yura only had a duration of a minute or so. In that short period of time, the situation of saint sword drawing dramatically reversed. Breaking everyone’s expectations, Yura was going to reach the safety zone first.


  The only area where PvP was impossible. It was the central area where the saint sword was stuck.


  『 Y...Yura....! 』


  『 South Korea’s Yura will be the first master of the saint sword!! 』


  Who would’ve imagined that someone other than Grid would win a confrontation with the sky above the sky? No, it was the opinion of most people in the world that even Grid couldn’t win against Kraugel. Yet Yura pulled it off...


  Puk!


  “...!”


  『....!! 』


  One step. One step was lacking. Just before Yura entered the safety zone, dozens of swords rushed at her.  It was the long-ranged skill of a Sword Saint, which caused 10 swords to be released from his inventory to hit the target. It was one of the skills Kraugel wanted to hide until he met Grid.


  “Ugh!”


  A sword stabbed Yura’s ankle. Fortunately, she kept her life because she drank a potion. However, she fell down while entering the safety zone. Then...


  Teook!


  Kraugel jumped over her. He reached the saint sword first.


  『 K-Kraugel wins! Kraugel has won the gold medal by drawing the sword first!  』


  『 Ahh, Player Yura has ended up with the silver medal. It is really a waste. But she fought well. I admire her. 』


  “Waaaaaaaah!”


  Huge cheers shook the Tokyo Dome. The premiere of the 3rd National Competition was fierce and gorgeous.


  *** 


  The Korean team’s waiting room.


  "Well fought. You fought really well.”


  On the screen, the sight of Yura tearing up could be seen. It was the first time she had ever looked so frail. She became a legend before Kraugel and actually achieved a higher growth, but she eventually lost. Was it because her efforts were lacking?


  No. In fact, Grid knew better than anyone. It was purely-


  ‘The difference in talent...’


  Humans were relative. A person who was praised as the best would end up being humble in front of someone better than them. Grid had been through this painful reality many times. That’s why he could figure out what Yura was feeling right now. He was able to feel her desperation.


  ‘I’ll get revenge for you.’


  Talent?


  'I will overcome it with items.’


  Grid’s blood boiled. After witnessing the victim of Kraugel’s talent, he wanted to win even more.


  After that. Four more events took place and South Korea didn’t win a single medal. On the first day of the National Competition, South Korea’s medal status was only one silver medal. But this one silver medal was very valuable. South Korea, which originally should’ve been at the bottom of the rankings, ended up being near the top of the overall rankings.


  At this time, no one knew what this small difference would lead to.
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  United States: Gold (4), Silver (3), Bronze (0)


  Canada: Gold (2), Silver (4), Bronze (1)


  China: Gold (2), Silver (0), Bronze (0)


  United Kingdom: Gold (1), Silver (0), Bronze (4)


  Japan: Gold (0), Silver (1), Bronze (2)


  South Korea: Gold (0), Silver (1), Bronze (0)


  France: Gold (0), Silver (0), Bronze (2)


  This was the result of the first day of the 3rd National Competition. As with previous years, the North American, European and East Asian countries were remarkable. Of course, this table was only temporary. There were still 18 events remaining today and tomorrow. New countries would emerge on the leaderboard. Last year’s number one, Russia was included.


  『 Just like yesterday, there will be nine events held today. Six of those are team events. Today is the most important day out of the National Competition’s three days. 』


  In order to win the team events, the team must have a wide variety of players. Countries with many outstanding athletes were more likely to win a team medal. The US, Canada, China, and Russia met these conditions. Other countries were significantly less likely to win medals at team events.


  『 The countries that wins many medals in the team events out of the four major powers will be ranked first in the overall rankings. 』


  『 Will Russian achieve first place for a second consecutive year? Will the United States regain its reputation after winning first at the 1st National Competition? Will Canada, which has always been a first place candidate, finally be different this year? Will China gain the honor of being the first Asian country to be ranked first? 』


  『 The possibility of Russia getting first is very low. Alexander is outstanding and there are other great talents, but the team is much weaker than when they had Kraugel last year. 』


  『 I agree. Russia’s goal is to reach the top 10 and get the country buff. If Russia’s strongest ranker Knight, who has been raising his reputation recently, participated, then there was a chance they could get first. 』


  『 What about France, the third ranked country in the 1st National Competition? 』


  『 Bondre, who lost his status since the collapse of the Seven Guilds, isn’t participating in the National Competition this year. France also has no hope. 』


  In the end, it would be the trilogy of the US, Canada, and China. It was as everyone expected, causing the commentators to smile bitterly.


  『 It’s sad that South Korea, which took second place in the 1st and 2nd National Competitions, isn’t being talked about at all. 』


  『 The reason why South Korea was able to be placed high in the past National Competitions was because the number of events was small. On the other hand, this year’s National Competition has 27 events. Grid might win two gold medals alone, but it’s impossible for South Korea to be ranked as highly as before. Look. Today South Korea is only participating in two out of six group events. The players on the participating list are all obscure. 』


  『 Based on the atmosphere, South Korea seems to have half given up already.  』


  『 The attitude is like just participating in the National Competition is fine. 』


  South Korea was a country shallow in players. There weren’t many notable players except for Grid and Yura.


  『 Yura might win one more medal and Grid might win medals in the PvP and blacksmithing event tomorrow, but that’s it. 』


  『 Frankly, I wonder if Grid can win a gold medal. The new rules for the blacksmithing event are disadvantageous to Grid. Then in PvP, Kraugel is standing in the way. 』


  "They’re making too much noise.”


  The Korean team’s waiting room. Eat Spicy Jokbal was burning with enthusiasm as he prepared to take place in the subjugation expedition event. As a Korean person, he felt the desire to prove the commentators who undervalued South Korea were wrong.


  "The commentator isn’t necessarily wrong.”


  The hanbok-clad woman Viola giggled. She had long eyes and a long chin, looking like a fox when she laughed.


  “Is South Korea really weak?”


  "That's right. South Korea is weak.” Eat Spicy Jokbal nodded as if to agree with Viola’s words. “But only when we weren’t here.”


  A ranker’s official activities might bring wealth and fame, but there were also large constraints. That’s why Eat Spicy Jokbal, Viola, and Ma Bongshik had always been unofficial rankers. But now they decided to reveal themselves to the world. As long as they decided, they didn’t intend to do it roughly.


  "Our appearance should be gorgeous. Just like a certain someone.”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal looked at Grid. Grid saw him and said easily, "Come back with gold.”


  “Okay. We will bring back two.”


  “...”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal’s momentum! The other young Korean players didn’t know his identity and clicked their tongues. They were questioning why he was so confident. On the other hand, Grid’s expectations were high since he knew Eat Spicy Jokbal’s identity.


  ‘Blood Carnival’s master.’


  Eat Spicy Jokbal was a big person who created and operated the strongest and worst dark gamers group. Grid also acknowledged the power of his hidden class, Dungeon Maker. Grid and Peak Sword were sure that his appearance would bring a tremendous shock to the world.


  ***


  [Eat Spicy Jokbal? The ID is real.]


  [Crazy! What is this? ㅋㅋㅋ]


  [Wow, this name is more idiotic than childish.]


  [I guess he likes jokbal.]


  Subjugation expedition was an event that introduced PvP to the existing raid. Three countries participated in a raid at the same time, hunting the boss while keeping each other in check. The country that accumulated the most damage to the boss would be the champion.


  The boss was a cockatrice. It was one level below the drake, the boss of the existing raid. If the raid target was too strong, the players would take a cooperative attitude instead of keeping each other in check. Thanks to this, the subjugation expedition event was expected to be much faster and more intense than a raid. This was the S.A. Group’s intention.


  “Our first opponents are South Korea and Japan. We have good luck.”


  The participating countries in Group A were South Korea, Japan, and Russia. It was good luck for the Russian players. South Korea was weak apart from Grid and Yura. In fact, the Korean players participating in this event were completely unknown. Japan was no different. Damian and Katz weren’t participating in this event, only second level rankers.


  On the other hand, Russia had Alexander. He was the strongest ranker in Russia after Knight, who had recently started to gain popularity. Last year, he acted with Kraugel to make Russia first in the overall rankings.


  “Our goal is the gold medal. We have to get through this first game.”


  The results of the previous four group events made the development of the National Competition interesting. The United States didn’t win any gold medals, Canada won three gold medals and China won one gold medal. It meant the United States failed to be first. If Russia succeeded in winning gold in the remaining two team events, maybe Russia could be in the top position in the overall rankings The Russian players were motivated.


  “Hey.”


  Three minutes before the boss emerged. Alexander glanced at his successor, Ikonikoski, now one of the leading rankers in Russia. Ikonikoski rushed to his side and answered vigorously.


  Alexander ordered, "There is a high possibility that South Korea and Japan will feel a sense of crisis and ally with each other. We must aim for the Korean players at the start of the match. Don’t give them a chance to cooperate with Japan.”


  Ikonikoski’s abilities were equivalent to the former Alexander. It would be simple for him to get rid of three small fries alone. Ikonikoski replied confidently.


  "Yep! I’ll get those yellow monkeys...ugh!”


  Ikonikoski suddenly screamed. It was because Alexander hit the back of his head. Alexander warned him with a grim facial expression.


  “Don’t be racist.”


  “Huh...?”


  Alexander was a notorious skinhead. Ikonikoski was stunned once he talked about racial discrimination. Alexander explained to him, "Kraugel is also Korean! You stupid bastard!”


  “I-I’m really sorry!”


  Many people didn’t know that Alexander was following Kraugel. Ikonikoski hadn’t known. He wasn’t able to understand the situation properly but had to respond like this. He was afraid of Alexander. Right as the Russian team were in turmoil.


  "The first match opponents are too weak.” Eat Spicy Jokbal on the South Korean team was unhappy. "Shouldn’t my debut appearance be at least the level of Kraugel?”


  It was the exhibition he had thought hard about. Eat Spicy Jokbal wanted a gorgeous debut to the world. He wanted to imprint his presence on people. However, the Russian team were the first opponents. Ma Bongshik comforted him.


  "Alexander is quite famous. It’s lucky that we’re matched against him.”


  "Hmm... it isn’t the worst.”


  Unfortunately, he couldn’t do anything. Eat Spicy Jokbal thought positively as he looked over the battlefield. Sand and dust blew through the steep canyon on the center of a wasteland and a cockatrice was on top.


  'The key is the climb the canyon first.’


  The team that reached the cockatrice first could accumulate more damage. In the end, it would be a game of speed. It was a space where flying magic was blocked. Who could climb the high and steep canyon quickly?


  ‘In addition, the other players have to be kept in check. Well, it has nothing to do with me.’


  Eat Spicy Jokbal paid attention to the cave at the entrance of the canyon.


  "It’s a good structure to summon a dungeon.”


  A Dungeon Maker became stronger when dungeons were created. It wasn’t just because of the rise in stats. He could also summon a dungeon that he created into a specific area. Eat Spicy Jokbal made a variety of dungeons and was able to cope flexibly in any situation as long as the terrain was suitable.


  “Let’s go over there.”


  “Yes.”


  Viola and Ma Bongshik started to move according to Eat Spicy Jokbal’s basis. While the Russian and Japanese rankers moved towards the top of the canyon, they headed towards the cave at the entrance of the dungeon.


  『…??? 』


  『 What is this...? .』


  Immediately after the subjugation expedition match between South Korea, Japan, and Russia started. The commentators who were sure that Russia would win were surprised. It was absurd that the Korean team members were hiding inside the cave instead of defeating the monsters.


  『 It’s hard to see the actions as meaningful. They must be very nervous. 』


  The commentators thought that the Korean players had panicked. They thought there was no possibility of winning and decided to ‘hide’ in the cave. They were stupid cowards. The Russian rankers thought the same.


  "They’re worth half a penny.”


  Shake shake.


  Alexander laughed. He was stunned that the Korean players hid out of fear.


  "Ikonikoski, just ignore them. Move faster than the Japanese players.”


  "Yes!"


  The Russian players moved in an orderly fashion. In the process of climbing the canyon, they narrowed the distance with the Japanese players. The cockatrice was pecking the sand on top of the canyon. It seemed that both the cockatrice and the Japanese players would be killed by the Russians. But it went differently from everyone’s expectations.


  Kyao?


  The cockatrice pecking at the sand suddenly looked down at the canyon. The sharp eyes were looking at the cave entrance where the Korean players were hiding.


  Kyaooooh!


  The cockatrice let out a loud sound. Its long legs stretched out. It ignored the Russian and Japanese players climbing the canyon and jumped down.


  “What?”


  The Russian and Japanese players were upset. When did it suddenly jump down when they had gone through so much effort? It was also where the Korean team was hiding!


  "C-Chase it!”


  Even if the Korean players were small fries, their levels were over 250 if they were participating in the National Competition. The three of them would be enough to catch the cockatrice. The Russian and Japanese rankers were nervous. But the canyon walls were too steep. They couldn’t catch up with the speed of the cockatrice. The cockatrice arrived in the cave where the South Korean players were hiding.


  “Hey! This damn chicken head! Stand there!”


  Why was it doing this? Why did it show such great interest in the cave? Alexander questioned it as he yelled at the cockatrice.


  Tak!


  The moment the cockatrice entered the cave.


  “Chicken isn’t bad.”


  Sakak-!


  Eat Spicy Jokbal’s sword cut at the cockatrice. It was the moment when dozens of cameras moved from the Russian participants to focus on Eat Spicy Jokbal.
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  Most dungeons contained monsters. The monsters were precious prey that gave experience and riches, making it natural for players to recognize a dungeon as a hunting ground. Nobody was interested in the origin of the monsters in the dungeon.


  “Chicken isn’t bad.”


  Kiyaaaaaaack!


  Eat Spicy Jokbal’s sword cut at the cockatrice. The cockatrice let out a sharp scream as it struggled. Its eyes were bloodshot as it kept heading deep into the dark dungeon. There was no interest in Eat Spicy Jokbal, who had just seriously decreased its health gauge with one blow. Thanks to this, Eat Spicy Jokbal was safe from ‘petrification.’ He was safe from one of the top status effects.


  “The Snake Dungeon was the right answer.”


  People might ignore it, but most dungeons were built with a purpose. They all had different features and purposes. That’s why different types of monsters lived in different dungeons.


  [Snake Dungeon]


  Rating: Epic


  A dungeon built by Dungeon Maker Eat Spicy Jokbal.


  Due to the argandi trees planted in large quantities inside, rodents such as the ratmen proliferate in large quantities. It is a paradise for snake monsters who eat them.


  ...


  ...


  Eat Spicy Jokbal had built this Snake Dungeon in order to communicate with the Burangtang Clan, who worshipped snakes. He built the Snake Dungeon near the Burangtang’s village and became friends with them, allowing him to clear the ‘Burangtang’s Treasure’ hidden quest. In other words, the Snake Dungeon was originally meant to be near the Burangtang’s village.


  But Eat Spicy Jokbal had the Dungeon Summoning skill. Dungeon Summoning was a skill that could only be triggered when the cave, building interior, mountain etc. was placed in a ‘occupied’ state and had the ability to ‘summon your dungeon for a limited time.’


  The reason Eat Spicy Jokbal summoned the Snake Dungeon was to target the cockatrice. The favourite food of monster which had the head of a rooster and the body of a snake was the ‘amphisbaena’.


  Kieeeeeeek-!


  The cockatrice recovered from the wound on its neck with its unique resilience and resumed dashing. It was blinded by its appetite and didn’t even look at Eat Spicy Jokbal’s party. It only chased after the delicious smell coming from deep in the dungeon.


  “Bongsik!!”


  “Stop! Severe Cold Spear!”


  Ma Bongshik. One of the four founding members of Blood Carnival. He enchanted his spear with spells. In other words, a magic spearman. His spear had the power to induce the ‘chill’ state.


  Jjang!


  Jjeejeeeong!


  The cockatrice was stabbed by the spear and its movements started to slow rapidly. This was the power of severe cold. It wasn’t as dramatic as other status conditions such as ‘frostbite’ or ‘frozen.’ But it showed the power to ignore resistance to abnormal conditions. The chill caused the one affected to slowly lose health and agility.


  “Okay! Well done!”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal jumped high as the cockatrice was slowed down. His battle power, supplemented by the dungeon buff, was comparable to Grid before Grid for the Enlightenment Sword.


  Sakak-!


  Strong. The cockatrice’s health gauge fell by a tenth when hit with Eat Spicy Jokbal’s sword.


  Kiik...! Kiiiiiik!


  The cockatrice’s eyes widened. After receiving a certain amount of damage, it woke up from the prey it was focused on. As soon as its gaze moved to Eat Spicy Jokbal...


  “Oh my! Boys! What are you doing?”


  Viola wore a witch’s hat and spun her magic wand. Like Ma Bongshik, she was a founding member of Blood Carnival and her class was a conjurer. She had the power to strengthen an effect or increase the duration of a status effect. The gaze of the cockatrice once again returned to the dungeon. It immediately started running again while the Eat Spicy Jokbal attacked it.


  『 W-What is this...? 』


  The commentators were filled with great doubts. Why was there a dungeon in Reilt Canyon, the stage of subjugation expedition? According to the information released by the S.A. Group, a dungeon shouldn’t exist here. Then why was the cockatrice obsessed with this dungeon and why weren’t the Korean players affected by its petrification?


  More than anything else.


  ‘Strong!’


  The Korean team members were performing tremendously, despite being unknown. In particular, Eat Spicy Jokbal was outstanding. The cockatrice was only a level 260 field boss, but its base defense was high. There were few who could cause it to lose one-tenth of its health with one blow out of the 1,500 rankers participating in the National Competition. However, Eat Spicy Jokbal was doing this continuously. The cockatrice’s health fell every time his sword struck it.


  "Waaaaahhhhh!"


  “I don’t know who he is, but he’s great! I’m cheering for him!”


  While the commentators couldn’t understand the situation and had fallen silent, the crowd and viewers were cheering. The development beyond expectations excited the audience.


  ***


  “A dungeon?”


  Finally, the Russian players descended the canyon. They were confused when they entered the cave where the Korean players had hid.


  [You have entered Snake Dungeon.]


  [You haven’t received permission from the creator. The dungeon considers you an intruder.]


  "Now I understand why the cockatrice headed here.” Alexander confidently said after thinking about it. "This dungeon is the real stage of the subjugation expedition. The canyon was just a bait.”


  Ikonikoski admired Alexander’s interpretation.


  “I see! We wasted our energy and time trying to climb the canyon to get the cockatrice!”


  “That’s it. It’s my fault for not seeing it from the beginning.”


  "On the other hand, isn’t it great that the Korean players came here from the start?”


  “...”


  Was the story like this? Alexander panicked for a moment before soon denying it.


  “No. They just got lucky.”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal, Viola, and Ma Bongshik. The Korean team members participating in this event were really nothing. They were unknown players he had never heard of before. Alexander was certain that the three of them were certainly the lowest of the 1,500 players competing in this National Competition. The lack of skilled Korean players gave credence to this thought.


  “The cockatrice came to the place where they are fearfully hiding... Those guys are really lucky.”


  They were really ugly players who got to eat for free.


  "Let’s go after the cockatrice. No matter how weak, the Korean players can hunt the cockatrice. We can’t give them the chance.”


  It had been three minutes since the cockatrice entered the dungeon. It was the time when the cockatrice had just unleashed its opening petrification offensive. It was the right timing for the Korean team to counterattack.


  ‘They will slowly chip away at its health... It should be around 1/30th so the momentum isn’t that high. All variables should be blocked.’


  It wasn’t good to relax. Alexander lit a torch and started running with his colleagues. They advanced into the depths of the surprisingly large dungeon. Snake-type monsters popped up several times along the way. But they were only level 100 and weren’t a threat.


  ‘Strange.’


  Alexander and the Russian players got goosebumps. It wasn’t convincing that monsters who were only level 100 would appear in the National Competition. There was also the warning window about not getting the permission of the creator when they first entered the dungeon.


  ‘It’s like a separate space...’


  There were many reasons to be wary, but they lacked grounds to doubt the situation. The Russian players were forced to move forward and eventually reached the end of the dungeon. Then they saw it.


  Kyaak!


  The cockatrice’s head was separated from its body!


  "What?”


  Only seven minutes. It had been seven minutes since the cockatrice entered the dungeon. Yet the cockatrice ended up being raided. It was by the unknown Korean players!


  “W-Who the hell are you?”


  How could they do this? Alexander asked in a trembling voice and Eat Spicy Jokbal replied while dealing the final blow to the cockatrice.


  “The two gold reserves.”


  ***


  “Run!”


  The wave that occurred when South Korean defeated Russia and overturned everyone’s expectations was huge. After the Group A game, the other players participating in the subjugation expedition ran to the cave at the entrance of the canyon at the start of the game. It was because everyone knew that the cockatrice would come to this place.


  But,


  “...?”


  “…????”


  The cockatrice didn’t move from the top of the canyon. It stayed in place and waited for the invaders. It was the same in the other games. Apart from South Korea’s Group A match, the cockatrice never descended from the canyon.


  ‘What is this?’


  The commentators, spectators, participants, and viewers thought they were possessed by ghosts. No one could understand why the cockatrice showed a different behavior pattern only in Group A. In the meantime, the games continued and now there were only 12 countries remaining


  The quarterfinals began. The first teams in the quarterfinals were South Korea, the United States, and Canada. Nobody felt sorry for South Korea, who was assigned to be in the same group as the strongest winning candidates. It was because the players were aware of the Korean players’ strength after they defeated the cockatrice in an instant.


  ‘It’s tricky.’


  The US representative, Cloud clicked his tongue. The United States hadn’t won a single gold medal in the four group events that were held. They were in a position to win a gold medal in the subjugation expedition, but they had to face Canada, who had won three gold medals in the previous team events, and South Korea, who showed an unexpected power.


  ‘If we fall here, there won’t be a bronze medal.’


  The United States representatives had to figure out how to increase the odds and the conclusion was surprisingly quick.


  “We have to stop the Korean team from entering the cave.”


  It was a fact that the cockatrice showed a strange behavior pattern when the Korean players entered the cave. They didn’t know what the principle behind it, was but there was a possibility that unexpected variables would occur when the Korean players entered the cave.


  As a result, Cloud and the other US players ran in the direction of the Korean players at the start of the game. The Canadian players made the same judgment as the American players. They were worried that they cockatrice would jump down while they climbed up the canyon.


  『 Ah! South Korea is in a great crisis at the very beginning!! 』


  South Korea became a common target because of their unimaginable power. The commentators were making a fuss while the Korean players were calm. No, they rejoiced at being noticed.


  "Cloud and Henry... It wouldn’t be an excellent debut if I didn’t face people of at least this standard!”


  “Yes. It’s better than one Alexander.”


  “Then let’s hunt humans instead of a chicken this time.”


  The six US and Canadian players participating in the subjugation expedition were the highest ranked players in the top 500 unified rankings. It was evidence that both the US and Canada recognized this event as important. Since both countries wanted to secure the number one position in the overall rankings, it was natural to boldly invest in this event. However, South Korea had invested more than the two countries.


  Eat Spicy Jokbal. The concept of ranking was meaningless to a sun grade powerhouse. South Korea had the strongest players who could match Grid. The rankers in the top 500 were just hatched chicks in front of Eat Spicy Jokbal.


  Puk!


  Sukakak!


  Without needing to reveal any special powers, the Eat Spicy Jokbal trio slaughtered the American and Canadian representatives with pure combat power. Both the United States and Canada missed out on a bronze medal while South Korea won the gold medal.


  Throughout the day, Eat Spicy Jokbal rose to the top of all portal sites’ search queries. The sale of spicy jokbal in the country rose sharply. Ironically, the jokbal store that Eat Spicy Jokbal operated in Haenam was on holiday.




  Chapter 757


  "There were such high rankers in South Korea?”


  "Cloud couldn’t do anything...”


  The United States wasn’t able to win a single gold medal in the team events held today. The result of the ‘subjugation expedition’ was very important since their overall ranking was reversed with Canada. It was a situation where Cloud, the right arm of Zibal, participated in the subjugation expedition. The US wanted Cloud to win a gold medal and didn’t doubt that he would live up to their expectations. Yet he was disastrously defeated by the unknown players of South Korea. The US representatives were in a big shock from the unexpected situation.


  In this atmosphere, Skull was feeling impressed.


  “It’s a perfect combination.”


  Skull. He was the US’s top ranking player who maintained the top 10 in the unified rankings for the last four years. He used his excellent eyesight and saw that the Eat Spicy Jokbal trio was really perfect. 


  Ma Bongshik used his spear to cause the ‘chill’ status condition, Viola used her magic to maximize the power of the cold, and Eat Spicy Jokbal finished off the weakened enemies with his powerful attacks. The three Korean representatives had excellent individual ability and also compatibility with each other. Looking at their activities, they had been colleagues for at least a few years.


  ‘Grid and Kraugel won’t be able to easily go against them.’


  Skull thought this and saw Kraugel’s eyes. He witnessed Kraugel’s black eyes shining with interest.


  ‘This is it.’


  He thought that the DNA of Koreans were still alive when he saw the Korean players captivating the minds of the people. It was the gaming DNA of South Korea, which used to be a powerful in e-sports.


  ***


  "This is...”


  The Canada team’s waiting room. Unlike the other players, Chris already knew about Eat Spicy Jokbal and was thrilled. He knew that Eat Spicy Jokbal was acknowledged by Grid but he hadn’t expected Eat Spicy Jokbal to be at a level to kill Henry at once.


  ‘Just looking at the strength stat, he has more than me.’


  Chris paid attention to Eat Spicy Jokbal’s attack power.


  ‘Dungeon Maker... it isn’t a combat specialized class. There were very few combat skills. However, the ability to exert a high attack power is purely due to the high strength stat.’


  It was evidence that Eat Spicy Jokbal’s strength stat was very high. The Dungeon Maker could be classified as an architect. Unlike the production classes of blacksmiths, construction workers, and tailors where ‘stats were increased every time an item was made,’ the architects increased their strength and stamina by two every time they built a building.


  ‘I know why Grid and Peak Sword covet him so much.’


  Eat Spicy Jokbal was basically a good fighter. Once he combined his strength with his colleagues, he would be a full-fledged presence in PvP. Indeed, he was the head of the former PvP group Blood Carnival.


  'Becoming stronger in a dungeon...? I also want to fight him someday.’


  Eat Spicy Jokbal. He captured the attention of the popular rankers as well as the general public, making it a splendid debut.


  ***


  『 South Korea’s victory! South Korea has won the gold medal in building walls after the subjugation expedition! 』


  『 South Korea has won two gold medals in the team events! I never imagined that this development was possible... 』


  『 This is a huge variable. The United States hasn’t won a single gold medal in the team events today, while Canada missed the opportunity to widen the gap with the US. China, who is chasing these two countries, is also shaken. 』


  South Korea had shaken up all three candidates to be first. The country that would be first in the overall rankings was becoming more and more of a mystery.


  Canada: Gold (5), Silver (5), Bronze (1)


  United States: Gold (4), Silver (5), Bronze (2)


  China: Gold (3), Silver (1), Bronze (1)


  South Korea: Gold (2), Silver (1), Bronze (0)


  United Kingdom: Gold (1), Silver (2), Bronze (4)


  Japan: Gold (0), Silver (1), Bronze (3)


  France: Gold (0), Silver (0), Bronze (3)


  Brazil: Gold (0), Silver (0), Bronze (1)


  South Korea obtained two gold medals and their ranking rose. Considering the fact that there were still Yura, Peak Sword, and Grid remaining for South Korea, it was likely South Korea would finish in a high position in the 3rd National Competition.


  It was an entirely different result from before the competition started. South Korea’s strength went beyond expectations and turned the whole world upside down. South Korea had a completely festive atmosphere.


  "Every season of the National Competition is very enjoyable.”


  "I agree. Grid was active last year and the year before, while there are new faces this year...”


  “Ah, I’m really happy! This year we will get the National Competition buff!”


  "I’m really excited about Eat Spicy Jokbal. I’m going to eat spicy jokbal instead of chicken during the National Competition.”


  "I like Ma Bongshik. I didn’t know there was a person who raised the ‘chill’ skill to such an extreme.”


  “Yes. It’s usually evaluated as a junk skill. He must have special insight.”


  "If Viola wasn’t there, they wouldn’t have been able to do this.”


  "It’s the first time I’ve seen a conjurer. It has a high difficulty.”


  There were those who were happy and those who were sad! While South Korea was excited, China had a funeral-like atmosphere. The wide country that contained 1.5 billion people didn’t know what to do.


  "Will we once again be ranked lower than South Korea in this year’s National Competition?”


  "No way! How can a small nation with a population of 50 million beat us every time? I can’t accept it!”


  Did South Koreans have particularly good genes? Some people had these types of doubts while others were angry at being questioned. The fact that their great nation was caught by a small country shattered the pride of the Chinese people. One of the 50 Chinese players, Jang Zheng, was the same. He was extremely proud that he was born in the great country of China and grew well enough to enter the world stage.


  "Silver medal... not even a silver medal?”


  China had been in the last four countries in the subjugation expedition and had advanced to the finals. He thought they could win a gold medal against South Korea, who defeated America and China. But reality was cruel. The Chinese players were trampled by the Korean players and were the first to be eliminated. As a result, China didn’t win a single medal in the subjugation expedition. This was despite the fact that they were within the top five rankers of China. The loss was very large.


  The agitated Jang Zheng seized the throats of the players who participated in the subjugation expedition.


  "Do you think you can live if you bring such humiliation to our great country? Huh?”


  “Kek! Kekek!”


  Among the Chinese rankers, Jang Zheng was known as a crazy person. Jang Zheng had his father, a high ranking official, behind him. He was really outspoken and easily hurt people. There was a rumor that he stabbed people with a small knife he always carried.


  He took out the knife and threatened his colleagues.


  "Remove your hand. They also fought very hard. Don’t blame them as if they were sinners.”


  “Hao...!”


  Jang Zheng’s bloodshot eyes stuck to Hao. He wanted to stab and kill Hao right now. But Hao didn’t even blink. Jang Zheng’s influence and the knife he wielded didn’t pose any threat to Hao.


  "Che!" Hao looked at him slowly and Jang Zheng eventually lowered the knife. He removed the hands gripping his fellow players’ necks and muttered towards Hao. “Isn’t this funny? Are you the person who kneeled to the Korean dogs twice? Why don’t you go and live in South Korea?”


  “...Speak any more and you will be hurt.”


  "Ah? No, aren’t you scary? What did I say? Aye, I was just talking to myself.” 


  “Trash.”


  Hao turned away like he didn’t want to argue with Jang Zheng anymore. Hao returned to his own seat while Jang Zheng cried out.


  “But do you know? People are hating you. Kneeling to someone else when standing on the world stage? You should be careful. If you don’t get any good results this year, you might die without knowing it.”


  “...”


  It wasn’t a threat, but the truth. Hao surrendered to Grid in last year’s National Competition and in Battlefield this year. He wasn’t in a good position. If he went home without any results like Jang Zhang said, he might receive a knife in the back. China was huge and there were many crazy people.


  Hao closed his mouth and Jang Zheng giggled.


  "On the other hand, won’t I be cheered on by the people? Yes, I will break the Grid who you kneel before every year.”


  Jang Zheng had established a large-scale workshop in China using his wealth and power. He hired more than 100 high level players and repeatedly had them do raids, acquiring their raid items. Currently, Jang Zheng had reached the highest level, in items as well as level. Hao gave up when Jang Zheng announced his intention to participate in PvP this year.


  ‘Grid, be careful. You will receive all types of insults if you lose to him.’


  In this situation, he was worried about Grid rather than his country. Hao realized his attitude and smiled bitterly. He deserved to be stigmatized as a traitor by this people.


  ***


  “How is it?”


  There were glittering gold medals around the necks of the Eat Spicy Jokbal trio as they returned from two events. They were the first gold medals that South Korea had won this year. The eyes of the young players shone brighter than gold as they saw the gold medals.


  “Brothers, Sister! Really cool!”


  "I admire you!”


  "To be honest, when I saw your ID... No. I really admire you!”


  “Huhuhut!”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal puffed up at the enthusiastic response of their fellow players. Grid came up to them for a handshake.


  “You have suffered. Congratulations and thank you."


  “Um... hum hum! Why are you thanking me? Don’t misunderstand that I brought the gold medal for you!”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal was about to grab Grid’s hand when he suddenly gave Grid the cold shoulder. It had already passed but Grid was the one who disbanded Blood Carnival and took away the insane dragon’s egg. Eat Spicy Jokbal’s abilities were lacking and he couldn’t complain. However, he had no intention of being friendly with Grid.


  Bah! Viola snorted and approached Grid on his behalf.


  "Jokbal is originally a bit narrow-minded. Overgeared King, please generously understand.”


  “...”


  Viola continued to be pleasant to Grid throughout the National Competition. Grid saw that Eat Spicy Jokbal was surrounded by other players and asked her carefully.


  "You don’t blame me?”


  “Of course I blame you. Our big business collapsed because of you.”


  “...”


  "But I don’t want revenge just because I blame you. Looking at the way you treat Jokbal, you look like someone who can give us bigger profit than before.”


  She saw it properly. Grid wanted Eat Spicy Jokbal to join the Overgeared Kingdom. It was clear that the power of the Overgeared Guild would rise sharply if they joined.


  "You can see people properly. I want you. We can be a great help to each other.”


  “I think so as well. But.”


  The problem was Eat Spicy Jokbal. It would be hard for them to be colleagues unless Eat Spicy Jokbal opened his heart. Grid was thinking this when Viola mentioned a completely different person.


  "The princess will hate you even when she wakes up. Therefore, we probably won’t be able to join you for a while.”


  “Princess?”


  "The youngest of the founding members of Blood Carnival. She’s a pretty university student? Huhut, please be careful, because that child is a fierce leopard.”


  ***


  The second day’s schedule was over. China, England, and Mongolia won the gold medals in the three solo events after the team events.


  There was the ‘truth game’ where the players had to capture the hearts of 10 NPCs based on the clues they obtained during the game. Once Grid saw that Huroi took part in the event, he thought, ‘Ah, this is going to be bad.’But unexpectedly, it was a big success. Huroi didn’t mention the opponent’s parents, despite facing stressful challenges. He showed his dignity by calmly charming the NPCs. Looking at it, Grid was reminded that Huroi’s class wasn’t a curse debuffer, but an orator.


  Now there were nine events remaining. Tomorrow, the 3rd National Competition would be over.


  Then.


  “It’s starting now.”


  Grid, Yura, Peak Sword, and Toon. South Korea’s flagship members were ready to play.
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  “Hahahahat! The Japanese surprisingly know the taste of food! Ah~ they have great taste!”


  The second day of events for the National Competition finished. Peak Sword was satisfied after dinner at a famous restaurant. He embraced people passing by and even danced. Why was he feeling so good?


  "Heh, I guess he’s happy that I won a gold medal.”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal thought this way but reality was different.


  "The restaurant has kimchi as a side dish! It’s really wonderful that the Japanese know the taste of kimchi! Nice! Puhahahat!”


  “...”


  The president of the Korean Patriotic Society, Peak Sword! He was very happy that most of the restaurants he visited during his stay in Japan sold kimchi. He felt great pride that the great food culture of Korea had completely captivated the hearts of the Japanese people.


  “I especially like the fact that kimchi is being sold! Right! It’s right! Good food like kimchi should receive money to eat it! Don’t just give it for free! In Korean restaurants, the kimchi side dishes should be paid for separately! Right! That’s right!”


  "...No, most side dishes in Japan you need to pay for...”


  "Kuhahahaha! Hooray kimchi!”


  “...Crazy guys.”


  They were tired of dealing with the extreme Peak Sword, who fell into a world of his own without listening to others. Eat Spicy Jokbal and the other representatives left Peak Sword alone. Thanks to that, Grid frowned as he was left alone with Peak Sword.


  "No, this country doesn’t have jjampong?”


  That’s right. Grid was also in a world of his own.


  ***


  『 It’s finally the day. 』


  『 Yes, it’s the last day of the 3rd National Competition. Most people are looking forward to this day because it’s a big day of popular events. 』


  『 There are more people who feel regret. There are claims that it’s necessary to increase the duration of the National Competition to two weeks like the Olympics. 』


  Before the start of the third day of the National Competition, the commentators of various broadcasting companies spoke freely. The commentators were as excited as the audience and the viewers. They were all filled with expectations.


  They didn’t know which country would make it to the top 10 of the overall rankings and receive the country buff. They didn’t know who would win the target processing event. They didn’t know if Grid could do well in the blacksmithing, if Kraugel could prove himself to be the strongest, etc.


  All nine events held today were enough to stir up a hot topic. The result was that the expectations of billions of people around the world were boosted. What would unfold? In the midst of this...


  『 The first event of the third day of the 3rd National Competition will now begin! It’s starting! 』


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  The first event on the third day started. The first event was the blacksmithing game! It was an event that Grid, who played a leading role every year of the National Competition, was participating in.


  "I will cheer you from afar!”


  "You will surely win! Prove that there is no use in the S.A. Group’s actions!”


  “Fighting Grid!”


  The Korean team’s waiting room. The young players of South Korea didn’t hesitate to cheer for Grid. Grid felt strange as he saw them looking at him with envious eyes.


  ‘Those who dream of being me...’


  He had always been ignored and now he was the target of envy for someone. It was like a dream for Grid. It felt like he was experiencing a hidden camera prank. But this was reality.


  Duguen! Duguen!


  Grid’s heart thumped. Grid didn’t want this reality to shatter like a dream overnight. He desired to prove himself further. Interestingly, the form of his aspirations was somewhat different from before. Grid previously wanted to prove his worth for himself, but now it was different. For those who envied him, Grid wanted to prove his worth to return their faith.


  "Believe in me.”


  He had overcome the jinx a long time ago. Grid spoke a trustworthy line and smiled at the young players. The smile of an idol was eternally engraved in the minds of the young players.


  ***


  “Do you remember what I said before?”


  Panmir greeted Grid after they connected to the stage of the blacksmithing game. His appearance in the game was somewhat younger than reality. It was because the character created four years ago didn’t age. There was a longing to catch the years that flowed on endlessly.


  "Don’t be too frustrated if you miss out on the gold medal today. You aren’t any worse than the others.”


  The criteria for this year’s blacksmithing event was purely the ‘item rating.’ The item performance didn’t apply to the evaluations, making Grid a clear victim since he could produce better items than other people. Panmir sympathized with Grid. He saw Grid as a lamb sacrificed to the tyranny of the large corporations. Grid knew Panmir had no hostility and took a friendly attitude.


  "Well, I will accept your encouragement.”


  “Haha! You surely are a king. I praise your solid mentality that can be so calm in front of an unreasonable situation.”


  Panmir, who had dominated the blacksmith rankings for the past several years, knew the sad truth. The fact that top-quality blueprints only guaranteed an ‘epic’ rating.


  ‘The situation is the same for Grid...’


  Like the other participants, Grid didn’t have a way to ensure a unique or higher rated item. Those who were less skilled than Grid became equal to him in this competition.


  ‘It’s the moment when all the items you have made become meaningless...’


  Panmir confirmed the time and moved to his position.


  After a while. The host confirmed that all players were in front of the furnace they were assigned to.


  “Everyone, do you see? This year’s blacksmith event has 50 people! All 50 nations participating in the National Competition this year have a representative taking part in the blacksmith event!”


  The result of making an item was pure luck. Depending on the creator’s capabilities, the performance might vary. But the rating wasn’t affected by the creator. It was determined by probability. In the end, there was no winning candidate for the championship. The luckiest person would win. There were many people who wanted to participate.


  ‘I prayed all night for the sake of today!’


  ‘J gave an offering to the temple!’


  'I prayed on a totem. Please give me a unique rated item!’


  The blacksmiths became religious! They adjusted the firepower of the blast furnace and dreamt of winning. They brought out their best blueprint to prepare for this fight. It was the highest grade production method that guaranteed at least an epic rating.


  ‘I will definitely beat Grid this year!’


  The blacksmiths pulled out materials suitable for the production method and started making items. Dozens of blacksmiths lined up in five rows and wielded their hammers. It was a common sight in the Overgeared Kingdom, which had large smithies.


  『 Many people will remember that last year, Player Grid made a growth item and won. At the time, the judging team appreciated the potential of the growth type item and give Player Grid the gold medal. 』


  『 It backfired. There was a backlash in many countries. People questioned whether Grid’s item, which was just a normal rating at the time, was worth a gold medal despite being a growth item. 』


  『 This is the result of the public opinion. The criteria for this year’s blacksmithing event is just the item rating. The people who created the highest rated item will win the championship. 』


  『 There is a rumor that the blacksmith rankers have achieved the minimum qualifications to make a legendary item. What if several players make a legendary item? 』


  『 Those players will proceed with a separate rematch. 』


  『 Ah, I see. Hrmm... I am really curious about the result. The title of ‘only legendary item maker,’ supposedly owned by Player Grid, will end soon. I’m really looking forward to seeing which player will make a legendary rated item. 』


  The Only Legendary Item Maker. Grid had been aware of the fact that the lifetime of his unique title, which raised dexterity by 350, was finite since the time he produced a myth rated item. Grid wasn’t able to produce myth rated items originally, but grew to be able to make them. It wasn’t difficult to deduce that other blacksmiths would also be able to make items of the legendary rating.


  ‘Maybe this title will change.’ It would likely change to ‘First Legendary Item Maker’ the moment another blacksmith made a legendary rated item. ‘I don’t know if the effect of raising dexterity by 350 will be maintained.’


  If the title effect was eaten then he would definitely complain to the customer service. Grid pledged and pulled out a production item. It was Design: Failure. It was a production method that Grid originally created and the minimum rating was guaranteed as ‘unique.’


  ‘The change in rules this time doesn’t affect me.’


  Only Grid knew. The others couldn’t imagine it, but the new rules of the blacksmithing event couldn’t hit Grid. The S.A. Group was conscious of public opinion but didn’t infringe on the rights of individuals like Grid. It was natural for the company to operate the game as fairly as possible. It was the S.A. Group’s policy to try and exclude any unfair advantage or disadvantage to a particular person.


  “Then I’m going.”


  Grid pulled out the large number of blue orichalcum that he prepared for this event.


  “Let’s start the production.


  Grid grasped the production hammer he had been using for several years. His goal was naturally to make a legendary rated Failure. It was because there was a higher possibility of a rematch if he made a unique rated item.


  ‘At least one out of the 50 people will make a unique rated item.’


  But Grid was certain. 


  ‘I am the only one who can make a legendary rated item in three hours.


  The odds were much higher than 1%.


  Kkuok!


  He placed strength in the hand holding the hammer. He thought it would be great if he could give the legendary rated Failure to Chris.


  ***


  Ttang! Ttang!


  It was two hours after the blacksmithing event began. There was sympathy in the eyes of the crowd watching Grid work hard. He seemed pitiful since the revised rules meant he could no longer see the benefits of a legendary blacksmith.


  “It’s futile.”


  “If I was Grid, I would go to the headquarters of the S.A. Group and flip it upside down. Honestly, they’re sniping at certain players too obviously.”


  “But Grid didn’t say even one word. I once again realize what a great person he is.”


  "Isn’t he a king? Grid is the ruler of hundreds of thousand of people. His heart is like a wide ocean.”


  “Maybe not. It’s obvious to be angry about this situation. However, the people who follow him might be disgraced if he shows it. Therefore, he’s patient.”


  “Isn’t he not even 30 years old yet? His mindset is very deep for his age. I’m over 50 years old, but I respect him.”


  The process of making an item wasn’t gorgeous. It was the simple task of heating, cooling, and hammering. But it was strangely addictive. The audience was focused on watching the powerful yet delicate blacksmithing work.


  “The given time limit is over!”


  Before they knew it, three hours had passed. Some blacksmiths smiled as if satisfied with the result of their item, while some blacksmiths looked disappointed. Some blacksmiths wanted more time.


  “Grid?”


  The crowds’ eyes were focused on Grid. There was a transparent blue sword that looked like a shark in front of Grid.


  “Oh! Look at that!”


  It was the greatsword that Grid once used. The audience was excited about Failure while the judges started to check the information of the items that the players had made. Panmir was smiling.


  ‘Okay. A unique rating has emerged. I was lucky!’


  He wasn’t expecting a legendary item. The probability of making a legendary item was only 0.01%. Panmir was satisfied. No one could make a legendary item in this short time. Panmir expected that he would win the event or have a rematch was someone as lucky as himself. The judging panel finally finished their examination. The host received the examination results and immediately shouted.


  “Grid wins!”


  “Huh?”


  "Player Grid has made a legendary rated item, becoming the winner for two consecutive years!”


  “Huh??”


  Panmir’s eyes widened as he witnessed the scene.
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  ‘Grid made a legendary item? In such a short time?’


  Panmir analyzed that the probability of Grid making a legendary item was less than 0.01%. The evidence was sufficient. Grid had been Pagma's Descendant for at least three to four years. In other words, Grid was already qualified to produce legendary items from three to four years ago. It was as long as 10 years in Satisfy time. However, it was estimated that Grid had made less than 10 legendary items in these years.


  ‘The blue greatsword, black greatsword, black scale armor...’


  Grid had steadily used the same items over the years. Despite being called the Overgeared King, he was suffering from an item famine. Based on this, Panmir thought that the probability of Grid making a legendary item was very low. He was convinced that Grid had an almost 0% chance of making a legendary item in this event. Panmir thought it wouldn’t be much different from himself.


  But what was the reality?


  [(Seeing the Gods’ Techniques) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill Lv. 8]


  Grid’s blacksmithing technique had evolved and now displayed a better performance than before. While the past Grid had a ‘very rare’ chance of producing legendary items, the current Grid had a ‘slim’ chance of producing legendary items. That wasn’t all. Grid had the Legendary Blacksmith’s Hammer which he designed and produced himself. It was a hammer that raised the probability of making a legendary item by a huge 1%. Theoretically, one out of 100 items that Grid made would be a legendary item.


  Nevertheless, why did Grid have so few legendary items? It was purely because he was unlucky. The bad luck that Grid was born with overshadowed the system’s probability. Yoon Nahee, head of the S.A. Group’s operations team, still vividly remembered. It was the dozens of emails that Grid had sent to the operations team a few years ago.


  [Operators, I’m a legendary blacksmith. I clearly made the item according to the production method, so why do I only make normal items? Is it a bug??]


  [Operators?? I sent you an email the other day. I spent a few hours making an item, but why is it only normal or rare?? Even the rare item rarely emerges.]


  [Hey, this XXX people! I have already made hundreds of items but I haven’t seen an epic item! Huh? Is this a fart? Why am I called a legend when I don’t make legendary items, you XXX!! Is this a bug or the operators’ manipulation? Eh?? Eh?!]


  [Ah! XX! This scammer! Do I have to go to headquarters?? Will good words stop the manipulation??]


  “...”


  These were the contents of Grid’s emails. At that time, Team Leader Yoon Nahee and the management team hadn’t applied any sanctions to Grid. They turned a blind eye to his senseless behavior. It was because he was too pitiful. At the time, the odds of Grid making an item was too low for the operations team. The operations team even doubted if there was a bug and checked it out. Of course, the conclusion was that it wasn’t a bug. It turned out that Grid’s luck was just bad. The operations team sympathized with Grid.


  ‘At that time, I couldn’t imagine.’ A smile spread on Yoon Nahee’s face as she confirmed the result of the blacksmithing event. 'I didn’t think that person would become so big.’


  The misfortunate that Grid accumulated led to a burst of good fortune at important moments. It was possible because Grid fought to the end, rather than feeling frustration or giving up. Team Leader Yoon Nahee saluted Grid.


  “Congratulations. I look forward to your continued success in the future.”


  ***


  '...Luck is also a skill. My defeat is natural.’


  The opponent was a legendary blacksmith. The fact that Grid was a legend in the first place suggested that his luck was overwhelmingly good. Panmir tried to convince himself after being defeated for two consecutive years. But it wasn’t easy either. He was overwhelmed when he thought that his efforts of the past few years were meaningless.


  Look at the tailor’s event and the jewelry maker event. The number one tailor and number one jeweler both won gold medals in their events. On the other hand, the number one blacksmith had never won a single gold medal.


  'It’s no use trying.’


  Why did the sky give birth to Panmir and Grid in the same time? Panmir was lamenting and feeling frustrated when the performance of Failure was revealed to the public.


  “Wow! Look at this performance. Really crazy.”


  “This is a production item? Isn’t the performance much nicer than dropped items?”


  “No, what? It’s even an item that Grid designed?”


  “The name is Failure...”


  "If that’s a failure, what’s a success...?”


  The first item that Grid created, Failure was only a tier two item according to Grid’s current standards. Failure was lacking compared to the Red Phoenix Bow and the Enlightenment Sword. However, the public perceived Failure as a master weapon. Failure started popping up in the real time search of portal sites in various countries. The netizens were busy analyzing the performance.


  In the midst of the turmoil.


  “Panmir."


  Grid approached Panmir. Grid was worried. Panmir’s eyes were full of grief, resembling Khan remembering the loss of his son. It was as if he would quit the game at once. Grid didn’t want this development. An excellent blacksmith was a must for the Overgeared Kingdom!


  “Look at this.”


  [Player Grid wishes to share the item information with you. Would you like to accept?]


  “...?”


  Panmir was stunned. He couldn’t understand why Grid passed the hammer to him.


  “Heok...!” Panmir accepted the item information sharing while feeling puzzled. It was like he had seen a ghost as his eyes widened.


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Hammer]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 550/550  Attack Power: 130~150


  Odds of Making a Rare Rated Item: +30%


  Odds of Making an Epic Rated Item: +20%


  Odds of Making a Unique Rated Item: +8%


  Odds of Making a Legendary Rated Item: +1%


  * The amount of experience acquired for production related skills will increase.


  Conditions of Use: Pagma’s Descendant


  “U-Unbelievable!!!”


  13 years. That was how long Panmir had been working as a blacksmith in Satisfy. Panmir had produced countless items over the years and cleared all types of quests, giving him a 0.01% chance of making legendary items. However, the hammer produced by Grid raised his chances of making a legendary item by 1%. Everything was useless in front of the power of items.


  Panmir received a great shock and stumbled. He tried to give strength to his weakened legs.


  “I’d be happy to make a hammer for you.”


  Grid helped him. Grid held Panmir’s thick waist to support him and suggested.


  "The condition is that you move to the Overgeared Kingdom. Panmir, I want you. Please join the Overgeared Guild.”


  “...B-But.”


  Panmir felt very greedy at Grid’s proposal. He became motivated again. However, after learning how to make ego items in the dwarf kingdom, Panmir was now the chief blacksmith of the empire. He beat prominent NPCs and was directly acknowledged by the emperor. He wasn’t lacking wealth and power after receiving the protection of the empire that dominated the continent. Was it worth it to give up all of this to move to the Overgeared Kingdom?


  Grid made the hesitant Panmir realize reality.


  “Is there anything more important than items in the world? The empire can’t give you items.”


  “Ah...!”


  The fog in Panmir’s mind cleared. Life was items! Panmir realized the truth and his hesitation was gone.


  “Understood...! I will put in my application to the Overgeared Guild immediately!”


  "It isn’t the Overgeared Guild but the Overgeared Workfor... No, put in your application to Overgeared Two. That’s the guild for all non-combat classes.”


  “Yes...? "U-Understood."


  If he wasn’t wrong, Grid was about to say workforce? Panmir doubted his ears and nodded.


  Then.


  “What...?”


  Numerous audience members and viewers witnessed a middle-aged man and a young man whispering to each other while holding each other. A lot of people misunderstood what was going on between Grid and Panmir. The flush on Panmir’s face just increased the misunderstanding.


  ‘Something is suspicious.’


  Grid got a chill but he wasn’t overly concerned. In any cause, today the workforce of the Overgeared Kingdom... No, it was the day he secured a huge talent. Grid was very happy. The more the National Competition repeated, the bigger Grid became.


  ***


  “Pathetic.”


  The US team’s waiting room. After the match, Skull criticized Panmir. It wasn’t because Panmir lost to Grid for two consecutive years. Panmir, who won the silver medal, was to be praised, not blamed. Skull’s anger was because Panmir joined Grid.


  "I heard from the other blacksmiths. You decided to join the Overgeared Guild?”


  "That's right.”


  “Kuk...! Don’t you have any pride? You’re actually going to serve Grid? Didn’t you say you would always deny Grid, who obtained the class of legendary blacksmith from luck?”


  "Don’t downplay his feats as mere luck.”


  “You’re crazy! You’re out of your mind because you’re blinded by items!"


  In fact, Skull had admired Panmir. Skull respected Panmir for being at the top of his field, despite his age. That’s why he was more disappointed.


  “Panmir! I...! I wanted you to resist Grid to the end and overcome him!”


  “...I’m sorry.”


  Panmir knew that Skull admired him. Panmir couldn’t help smiling bitterly.


  “I’m not like you! I will deny items and rely on my skills!” Skull declared as he ran out of the waiting room.


  Two hours later.


  “...Can I join the Overgeared Guild?”


  After participating in the monster obstacle race, Skull was hit like a dog by Jishuka’s Red Phoenix Bow and went to find Grid. Skull realized the true power of items.
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  Break through 13 gates guarded by different boss monsters and reach the destination. This was the goal of the monster obstacle race. If saint sword drawing combined strength and intelligence, this monster obstacle race required both stamina and strength since it required constant raids.


  The most important thing was stamina. The player’s stamina was consumed quickly in the process of moving through continuous raids and rough terrain. The basics for the participants had to be high stamina and stamina management. It was natural that all 15 participants taking part in the monster obstacle race were the strongest representatives of each country.


  It was strange that only Jishuka of the Overgeared Guild was taking part, but people predicted a fierce battle. But the result was different from everyone’s expectations.


  “Fly Up!”


  Kiiiiiiing!


  Peng! Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  “What...?”


  “This is crazy! Uwaaaack!”


  One overwhelming attack! Jishuka climbed on top of the third boss, the pinky dragon. The moment she put all the participants in her sight, it could be said that the game was already over. The overwhelming bombardment of the Red Phoenix Bow dealt a fatal blow to all participants. The pinky dragon’s breath also caused some of the injured participants to grey.


  "Riding the pinky dragon and not being burned... Isn’t this a scam?”


  "It’s good that we didn’t participate.”


  The Overgeared members in the waiting rooms of each country muttered. They were reluctant to participate in events with Jishuka since they knew the options of the Red Phoenix Bow. The host was shouting.


  『 J-Jishuka wins! Brazil has successfully obtained a valuable gold medal! 』


  The other players were noticeably tired as they passed through each gateway, while Jishuka alone was different. Hundreds of cameras focused on Jishuka’s bright smile as she broke through the 13th gateway. She looked beautiful no matter the angle, causing the hearts of men all over the world to thump.


  “Grid, have strength for the event remaining. Chu!”


  Jishuka’s concern was only for Grid...


  “Boo! Booo!”


  “Die Grid!!”


  The anger of the crowd rang out all over Tokyo Dome and across the world.


  "Isn’t it nice to be encouraged by a beauty? Is the chocolate pudding sweeter today?"


  “...?”


  The Korean team’s waiting room. Grid didn’t know why he received a scolding from Yura.


  ***


  The last day of the National Competition.


  Unlike the wishes of the people, time flew quickly and four of the nine events scheduled for today had already ended. The global festival that occurred once a year was almost over.


  "I'm sorry."


  Toon returned after winning two bronze medals in two events and apologized to Grid. It was difficult from Grid’s perspective.


  "Why are you apologizing for doing well? You were amazing. Thank you for the two precious medals.”


  “Yes Toon! You fought really well! The people will be delighted!"


  “But...”


  Toon’s gaze was stuck to the rankings board. There was a big screen in the center of Tokyo Dome that showed the overall rankings.


  United States: Gold (5), Silver (7), Bronze (3)


  Canada: Gold (5), Silver (5), Bronze (4)


  China: Gold (4), Silver (2), Bronze (1)


  United Kingdom: Gold (3), Silver (2), Bronze (4)


  South Korea: Gold (3), Silver (1), Bronze (2)


  Brazil: Gold (1), Silver (0), Bronze (1)


  Mongolia: Gold (1), Silver (0), Bronze (0)


  Japan: Gold (0), Silver (2), Bronze (3)


  Italy: Gold (0), Silver (2), Bronze (3)


  France: Gold (0), Silver (1), Bronze (4)


  Bronze medals didn’t have a significant effect on the rankings. A silver medal was more valuable than dozens of bronze medals. That’s why Toon didn’t feel proud. Toon was frustrated that South Korea had the same rank before and after gaining the medals.


  "I wish that South Korea can be number one. I wanted to please Grid and your family. But...”


  Toon was an orphan who didn’t know the face of his parents. He’d been in the underworld from a young age and was active in the mafia until encountering Satisfy. He was a criminal in Italy and not loved by anyone. But Grid and his family were different. Toon came to South Korea and received a warm greeting from Grid’s family. They believed and cared for him just because he was friends with their son or brother. They treated Toon like a son, a brother.


  Toon felt warm every time he sat with them. It was the first time he’d felt this way. He didn’t know how many times he cried himself to sleep out of happiness. A happiness he learned much later than others...


  Toon wanted to help those who gave him happiness. It was a desperate wish. But the truth was that it didn’t help at all.


  "I know how good Yura is. But it’ll be hard for her to win a gold medal against Jishuka, who’s armed with the Red Phoenix Bow.”


  “...”


  "And Peak Sword... Even if Grid gets a gold medal by beating Kraugel in PvP, South Korea won’t get the first ranking. All this is because of my incompetence.”


  "Why was I omitted?” Peak Sword cried out, but Toon didn’t hear his words. His eyes were blurred by helplessness. He bowed his head when Grid’s large hand touched him.


  “Raise your head. Aren’t you my bodyguard? Who will protect me if you’re looking at the ground? Don’t worry about Yura and Peak Sword. Both of them will give us a gold medal.”


  “...?”


  South Korea getting first in the rankings was realistically impossible. All the Korean players were aware of this reality. Therefore, they turned to look at Grid with a stunned expression. They felt the full confidence in his voice.


  Grid smiled. "Wait a minute. I’ll log into the game.”


  Grid pointed to the capsule in the corner of the waiting room and called Yura and Peak Sword over.


  "Shouldn’t we try taking first place? How long will we be second? Isn't that right?"


  “...?”


  ***


  “The Overgeared King cares a lot about his colleagues.”


  Viola smiled and spoke to Eat Spicy Jokbal after seeing what Grid had done for Yura and Peak Sword.


  “Does Eat Spicy Jokbal like it?”


  "Stop talking useless words.”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal blushed, but didn’t remove his gaze from Grid. He was interested in Grid’s every move.


  ***


  Target processing was a popular event every year. It was the event where Grid announced his existence to the world. But this year it was Yura participating, not Grid. The revised rules had changed it to a one player event and the winning candidate was naturally Jishuka. It was speculated that she would summon the red phoenix to simultaneously shoot down the targets and competitors on the map. In theory, there was no way Jishuka couldn’t win.


  『 Originally, Yura was one of the strongest candidates... 』


  『 It’s no longer possible to talk about a winner other than Jishuka. 』


  The experts also thought the same. The Korean commentators were disappointed.


  『 There are a number of ways that South Korea can get the overall first ranking. 』


  『 It’s possible if Canada and the US don’t win a gold medal in the remaining five events and South Korea wins four gold medals in a row? 』


  『 Yes, that’s right. But it’s sad since that’s impossible. 』


  『 Jishuka is too strong. Peak Sword is an excellent player, but he’s somewhat lacking to receive a gold medal. But this isn’t something to be sad about. It isn’t necessary to be first. 』


  『 That’s right. Our players have done well enough. We should pay tribute to our players. 』


  Everyone in the world had expected South Korea’s ranking to be the lowest this year. However, the Korean players were excellent and as a result, South Korea was in the top rankings. There was no one who would blame the South Korean players for failing to be first.


  “I’m sorry for Grid, but personal matters should be separated.”


  The target processing began. At the same time, Jishuka moved through the forest and aimed to occupy the highest spot. She was planning to take advantage of the power of Fly Up! She would put as many targets as possible into her field of view and would win a gold medal at once.


  『 Jishuka has climbed to the top of the hill! 』


  『 She plans to see all targets in the sky and on the ground. 』


  The target processing event, which was intense every year, was on the verge of facing an unprecedented result.


  Kkirik!


  People didn’t doubt that Jishuka would soon be the winner as she pulled back the Red Phoenix Bow. Of course, it was the same for Jishuka.


  'I must win the gold medal and obtain the Red Phoenix Breath...’


  Jishuka had 120 targets in her field of view. The moment she was about to use the Fly Up! skill.


  Taaang!


  A shot rang out from the forest below the hill. It happened when Jishuka noticed the birds simultaneously flying up out of surprise. Her vision turned black and white.


  [You have been shot.]


  [You have died.]


  ‘What...?’


  Swaaaaah.


  Jishuka couldn’t understand the situation as she turned to grey.


  Clink!


  After confirming Jishuka’s death, Yura changed Alex’s Magic Engineering Bayonet (Produced by Pagma) from sniper mode to rifle mode. It was the moment that the Demon Slayer exclusive item that Grid obtained from the Behen Archipelago was revealed for the first time to the world.


  This was the power of items.


  ***


  "Our goddess has done it!!”


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  “Yura! Yura! Yura!!!”


  The winner of the target processing was Yura. South Korea was heating up. Over 50 million people were delighted that Yura exceeded expectations. Everyone cheered at the thought of South Korea’s overall ranking rising higher. In addition, they sent personal congratulations to Yura. There were a surprising number of people desperately happy for Yura after she suffered a painful defeat in the saint sword drawing event to Kraugel. It was evidence that Yura had the love of the people.


  "Canada and the US might continue losing in the remaining four events. Then maybe we can get first?”


  “It will be possible if South Korea wins three more gold medals in the future!”


  “The remaining players are Grid and Peak Sword?”


  “Yes!”


  “...That isn’t possible.”


  “Uh... Peak Sword can’t win.”


  It was undeniable that Peak Sword was one of the top three strongest in South Korea. He was definitely a world class player. The problem was that there were more talented people in the world. People didn’t expect much from Peak Sword. In the midst of these worries.


  “...”


  Unlike usual, Peak Sword had a solemn expression as he entered the battlefield. There was a beautiful sheath of a transparent red color hanging from his waist. It was the strongest sheath exclusive to Iyarugt and made of bloodstone, Iyarugt’s Sheath.
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  Seven players from six countries participated in breaking the hero. There was a ‘Hero’ in the center of the stage.


  "Are you challenging me?”


  A black-haired man asked with a nonchalant face.  He was the ‘Hero.’


  ***


  [Breaking the Hero]


  It was the event Peak Sword was participating in. The participants would fight one on one with the Hero and the contestants who defeated the Hero the quickest would win. It was an ordinary time attack game. However, the public’s expectation for the event that was debuting this year was very big.


  It was due to the identity of the Hero. It was the PvP winner of the 2nd National Competition, Kraugel. That’s right...  


  To be precise, the Hero was a ‘doppelganger’ who duplicated Kraugel’s stats and skills from last year. How many of this year’s contestants could fight against the strongest player last year? Breaking the hero was enough to stimulate the curiosity of the public and attracted a great deal of attention long before the 3rd National Competition began.


  『 Chris from Canada, Damian and Katz from Japan, Pon from Spain, Regas from the United States... The participants are amazing. But the number of participants is much lower than expected. Why? 』


  『 This the majesty of Kraugel. It might be the Kraugel from one year ago, but Kraugel of last year is still recognized as the ‘best.’ How many would dare challenge him? I think it’s great that there are seven participants. 』


  Some experts interpreted this way, but reality was different. The reason why other players didn’t participate in breaking the hero wasn’t because they feared Kraugel’s doppelganger.


  “What’s the point of knocking down a ghost of the past?"


  The Argentina team’s waiting room. Soul Predator Seuron scoffed as he confirmed the participants of breaking the hero.


  “Pathetic losers. If you want to be a real hero, you should play in PvP.”


  It wasn’t just Seuron. The elites of the other countries also laughed at the participants of breaking the hero. What was the pointing of winning a fight with the Kraugel from one year ago? It was clear that this year’s Kraugel would be much stronger than last year after becoming a Sword Saint. They had to fight and win against this year’s Kraugel in order to be qualified to win the title of the strongest.


  ‘Breaking the hero is nothing but a refuge for the cowards who don’t dare to challenge the true Kraugel.’


  The people who thought like this didn’t realize that all the participants in breaking the hero were members of Overgeared or deeply related to the Overgeared Guild.


  *** 


  "In the end, we gathered like this.”


  1st on the unified rankings, Chris. He broke the expectations of many people and participated in breaking the hero instead of PvP. Then he greeted the other participants.


  Pon, Regas, Peak Sword, Katz, Ibellin, and Damian. All the participants except for Damian belonged to the Overgeared Guild and Damian was a famous Grid fan. The people who challenged the non-PvP event, breaking the hero, had one thing in common. They were those who knew the power of Grid’s new sword, the Enlightenment Sword.


  In particular, Damian had the direct experience of dying from the Enlightenment Sword. That’s right. The reason they didn’t participate in PvP wasn’t because they were afraid of Kraugel like the other strong players thought. Grid was scary.


  “But...” Katz ignored the other participants and talked to Peak Sword and Ibellin. "Isn’t it too difficult for guys like you to challenge Kraugel?”


  It was a realistic question, not a hurtful one. Peak Sword and Ibellin were vulnerable to Kraugel. It was suicide for Peak Sword to compete one on one against the nimble Kraugel, since Peak Sword had a big delay after attacking. Ibellin was very talented, but he was still inexperienced. He couldn’t handle Kraugel’s skills.


  Ibellin replied ambitiously, "I don’t believe I can win! But I think this is a good chance to measure my skills! I’m determined to use today’s challenge as a platform for my growth!”


  On the other hand, Peak Sword...


  “Hut. The Japanese have such futile hobbies? You don’t need to worry about me.”


  The replies were very enthusiastic.


  Chris laughed. "It’s nice that you have faith. But it won’t be easy. Don’t you know? It will be very difficult to win a gold medal against me.”


  Chris carried the fate of his country. Once he won a gold medal in this event, the chances of Canada being ranked first would be increased exponentially. Chris had an obligation and a desire to win. Chris’ eyes showed his desire not to yield and it was enough to stimulate the other participants.


  The participants became more competitive because they were close friends. Apart from Peak Sword and Ibellin, there was a fierce war of nerves between those who were regarded as the power of their countries. It was like there were flames in their eyes as they looked at each other. However, their eyes were amiable when they looked at Peak Sword and Ibellin. The pity was obvious! In this event, they were clearly looking down on Peak Sword and Ibellin!


  Peak Sword felt isolated, but he muttered with a calm expression. "...I will show you the spirit of South Korea today.”


  *** 


  『 Chris and Damian have an 80% chance of winning in breaking the hero. 』


  『 That’s right. They’re the strongest people who have been often compared to Kraugel since last year. After all, Chris is first in the unified rankings while Damian has been the pope for a few years. I think it isn’t hard for them to beat the Kraugel of last year. Time is of the essence. 』


  『 Chris has explosive power with his greatsword, so he’s likely to kill the Hero faster than Damian. Apart from these two, Katz seems to have high odds. Katz has a high chance of winning if he can block the Hero’s agility with his unique ability to control blood. 』 


  『 On the other hand, it’s questionable if Pon and Regas can win. Their strength is in their control, the same as Kraugel. It will be difficult for them to win against Kraugel, who’s the peak of control. 』 


  『 Peak Sword and Ibellin are highly likely to be eliminated. 』


  The experts started speculating ahead of the match. The evaluation of Peak Sword was very cold. Peak Sword had a disadvantage against Kraugel because the characteristics of his class were weaker than the other participants. It was natural to analyze that he couldn’t defeat Kraugel when he had a gap between attacks.


  The Koreans couldn’t deny it.


  “It will be very difficult for Peak Sword.”


  "Peak Sword is a bit dubious. He’s overwhelming when supporting a team, but there are too many vulnerabilities when fighting solo. There’s no answer when his opponent is Kraugel.”


  No matter how much they thought, it was difficult to expect anything from Peak Sword. People thought that the chance of South Korea becoming first was gone. But Grid thought differently.


  ‘Peak Sword has the highest possibility of winning.’


  Grid was someone who knew exactly the power of Kraugel last year.


  ‘He has a paper body. He just needs to be hit.’


  Bloodstone. It was the best mineral that Grid acquired as a reward in last year’s National Competition. The Iyarugt’s Sheath that was made from it fit very well with Peak Sword. It wasn’t something Grid intended from the beginning, but it ended up like this. 


  Duguen! Duguen!


  Grid’s expectations were amplified.


  *** 


  『 Wahhhhh! It’s an overwhelming attack power!! 』


  Jjejeong!


  Jjeejeeeong!


  Chris, the first challenger of Breaking the Hero, did as well as everyone expected. He blocked the swift attacks of the Hero while hitting back with his greatsword.


  Puok!


  In the end, the body of the Hero was damaged by the greatsword.


  “Cough!”


  The Hero perceived the danger and developed Super Sensitivity. The evasion rate and accuracy of the Hero was instantaneously amplified. The Chris of last year wouldn’t have been able to handle the Hero in this state. But Chris had been hunting harder than anyone in the past year. This was how he could maintain the number one ranking. He had encountered Super Sensitivity multiple times due to his ‘Great Swordsman Hunting’ hidden quest and quickly blocked the Hero with the wide area attack of his second class, Tyrant.


  In the end.


  Kwajajak!


  At the end of the fight, Chris succeeded in breaking the Hero. It took him 19 minutes to turn the Hero to grey. It was 20 minutes shorter than the time it took for last year’s Grid to be defeated by Kraugel. He was a strong candidate to be the winner.


  “Wow, really great.”


  "I realize how big a year is after seeing this.”


  Last year. People thought that the confrontation between Kraugel and Grid were on a different dimension. At the end of a fierce battle, Kraugel was victorious. Now one year later. No, to be exact, it was one year and three months. Last year’s Kraugel was no longer the best. He seemed like nothing in front of Chris, the first ranked player. Everyone was realizing how great the power of time was when Damian challenged the Hero.


  The Hero was once again defeated by Damian, who used the strong defense of a paladin, various buffs, and the pope skills to win. Damian took 20 minutes and 55 seconds to take down the Hero. It was two minutes slower than Chris.


  "Ugh, gold medal...”


  Damian became frustrated by the fact that he lost first place.


  ‘What a monster...’


  Chris and the other participants were unable to close their mouths. It was because Damian’s attack was incredibly powerful. It was comparable to a major damage dealer using the greatsword. His defense was also several times higher. 


  ‘Watching him get beaten up by Grid...’


  '...I didn’t know he was so strong.’


  The Overgeared members pledged not to be enemies with Damian.


  Then.


  "I’m next.”


  The third challenger was Peak Sword. He went on stage without any expectations and faced the Hero.


  ‘What pressure...’ 


  The Hero, which recreated Kraugel from a year and three months ago, had already been defeated two times. This didn’t mean he was weak. Peak Sword forgot to breathe the moment he faced the Hero in a one on one match. The Hero caught the moment he was distracted.


  Teong!


  The Hero narrowed the distance to Peak Sword in an instant.


  Clink!


  Peak Sword used Draw Sword. He was also a strong representative of his country. He restored his breathing.


  “Annihilate.”


  Flash!


  Iyarugt showed a beautiful appearance as it was pulled from the red and transparent sheath. At that moment.


  [Iyarugt, who is 100% charged with magic power, is in an intoxicated state. He has lost his ego and is running wild.] 


  [The conditions of use for Iyarugt has been changed to ‘person to be sacrificed.’]


  [It’s impossible to summon Iyarugt.]


  [Iyarugt’s damage has increased by 500%.]


  [Iyarugt’s state is delivered to Peak Sword through Iyarugt’s Sheath.]


  Sakak-!


  Among all the skills that existed in Satisfy, Draw Sword combined the best attack power and speed, drawing a red color in the air.


  “What?”


  “What’s this?”


  Chris, the other participants, commentators from various broadcasting companies, and viewers were simultaneously amazed. It was because the Hero’s health gauge fell to the bottom with a single blow.


  “...!”


  The Hero was more surprised than anyone and stopped attacking, stepping back. He lost a large amount of health and entered defense mode, judging that he was in danger. This was the limit of an artificial intelligence. The original Kraugel wouldn’t have made such a stupid mistake.


  Clink!


  The Hero didn’t fight back, making it easy for Peak Sword to retrieve his sword.


  [Iyarugt has been picked up by his sheath! 50% of your health has been lost!]


  Peak Sword ignored the notification window and attacked again.


  Sakak-!


  The Hero used Super Sensitivity to try and evade, but it was impossible to escape the moment it had allowed Peak Sword to retrieve his sword. The Hero was hit once again and died. Just two blows. This was what it took Peak Sword to bring down the Hero.


  Then.


  Swaaaaah.


  Peak Sword turned to grey.
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  Only one minute. Peak Sword defeated an existence that people perceived as the best in a very short time. Peak Sword might’ve died as well, but people didn’t care about this part.


  "No way! A bug!”


  Those who worshipped the Hero denied reality.


  "Isn’t this enough to beat Kraugel this year?”


  "The real top is neither Kraugel or Grid, it’s Peak Sword.”


  Some busybodies enjoyed the situation. A whirlwind of confusion swept across the globe. But Peak Sword didn’t know this.


  “Pant...pant...”


  Peak Sword had died in exchange for using Iyarugt’s intoxicated state. His entire body was soaked with sweat when he logged out. It would’ve been a failure if he missed a single attack. In the midst of this heavy burden, fighting the Hero was intimidating for Peak Sword. The mental power consumed was too great.


  'God Grid who can fight this monster for dozens of minutes...’


  Grid’s presence became even bigger as Peak Sword lay in the capsule and shivered.


  Grid, who had fought the Hero one year and three months ago, couldn’t help looking great to Peak Sword.


  In addition, this year’s Grid made the item ‘Iyarugt’s Sheath,’ which could devastate last year’s Kraugel in two blows.


  'Truly God Grid... he’s a god.’


  “...Player Peak Sword? Player Peak Sword!”


  “Ah.”


  Peak Sword woke up from his thoughts. He looked up from the capsule and saw the host approaching. The excited host pushed the microphone towards him.


  “You did a great job! People are wondering how you beat the sky above the sky in just one minute and one second. Have you been hiding your skills until now?”


  At the time of last year’s National Competition, Peak Sword had been branded ‘useless Peak Sword.’ Despite being in the top 15 of the unified rankings, he didn’t win a single medal. Then this year, Peak Sword’s unified ranking fell to the 20th place. People hadn’t expected him to play an active role in this year’s competition. Yet he showed a reversal.


  The host’s eyes shone like lanterns while the crowd was breathless. Peak Sword realized that the world was focused on himself and wiped the sweat rolling down his cheek. Then he spoke with his best expression.


  “Do you know Overgeared?”


  “...”


  “Do you know God Grid?”


  “...”


  It was unfortunate. It was impossible to get a normal interview with Peak Sword, who was fascinated by the power of Iyarugt’s Sheath and Grid’s items. He missed the chance to be reborn as a top star in the world.


  [The secret to Peak Sword’s gold medal is Grid’s items?]


  [Grid who makes the useless Peak Sword useful.]


  [(Column) If Grid took part in Breaking the Hero, could he knock down the Hero faster than Peak Sword?]


  And so on. Headlines around the world were concentrating on Grid rather than Peak Sword.


  ***


  “God Gridddd!”


  After the breaking the hero and piercing the waterfall events ended. Peak Sword wore the two gold medals that held the wishes of 50 million people and ran straight into the waiting room. He grasped both of Grid’s hands and cried out.


  “Amazing! I won a gold medal thanks to your item! You are really the best! A god!”


  “...”


  Spit spit! Spit spit spit!


  Peak Sword was so excited that he kept spitting while he talked. Grid’s face became terribly soaked.


  "No, how did you make this monster-like sheath?”


  “That...”


  [Iyarugt’s Sheath]


  Durability: 200/200


  * Iyarugt’s demonic power is supplied to Iyarugt’s Sheath. 1% demonic energy will be charged every 10 seconds.


  * Drawing Iyarugt consumes Iyarugt’s demonic energy. 1% demonic energy will be lost per second.


  * Once 20% magic power is charged, Iyarugt will enter the satisfied state. At this point, Iyarugt will easily submit to the owner and gains 20% attack power. This state is maintained for 30 seconds after the sword is drawn. The cooldown time of Draw Sword is reset.


  * Once magic power is charged to 70%, Iyarugt will enter the ‘excited’ state. At this point, Iyarugt won’t listen to the owner’s commands and will go at his own pace. This state is maintained for 70 seconds after Draw Sword. The cooldown time of Draw Sword is reset.


  * Once magic power is charged to 100%, Iyarugt will enter the ‘intoxicated’ state. At this time, Iyarugt will recognize the owner as his prey. The damage of Iyarugt’s drawn sword will increase by 500%. The user will lose 50% of its health in 4 seconds and will die within 30 seconds. In order to avoid death, the sword must be retrieved within 10 seconds and Draw Sword can’t be used for two minutes while demonic energy is declining. The moment Draw Sword is used again, death is instantaneous.


  Conditions of Use: None. However, the weapon is limited to Iyarugt.


  Grid had succeeded in securing bloodstone in the 2nd National Competition. But he couldn’t easily find a use for it. Iyarugt was already a sword and the quantity was lacking to make an armor. Then they raided Belial and secured a large number of materials. Bloodstone fell to the side. Grid had neglected the bloodstone only to make a hypothesis before the National Competition.


  Maybe the reason why Iyarugt’s soul was sealed in a bloodstone sword was because Iyarugt’s soul was compatible with bloodstone? Wouldn’t Iyarugt become stronger if a sheath was made with bloodstone? Grid was obsessed with reinforcing his items before facing Kraugel and immediately made a sheath. The result was Iyarugt’s Sheath. It was a beautiful sheath that fit the standards of Iyarugt.


  “As you can see, a powerful sheath was born. It’s strong, but the penalties are huge.”


  Iyarugt’s satisfied state had no merit for Grid, who had the Enlightenment Sword. Even with a 20% increase in attack power, Iyarugt was weak compared to the Enlightenment Sword. The same was true for the excited Iyarugt, who was uncontrollable.


  Then what about Iyarugt’s intoxicated state? As it happened, Iyarugt’s intoxicated state also wasn’t attractive to Grid. There was a 500% increase in pure attack power but it could only be used safely for three seconds. The damage wasn’t high compared to the various options of the Enlightenment Sword.


  ‘Of course, the pure attack power is higher than the Enlightenment Sword. But the Enlightenment Sword is more stable.’


  He didn’t see the value in swapping out the Enlightenment Sword just for higher damage. Of course, this was only the case when Grid used it ‘directly.’


  Grid was convinced and reached out to Peak Sword.


  "Now, shouldn’t you return the items you borrowed?”


  The story was different when the God Hands used it. The God Hands didn’t have the concept of health and could use the intoxicated Iyarugt with less penalties.


  “Y-Yes. Of course.”


  Peak Sword lay directly in the capsule.


  The synergy of Peak Sword and Iyarugt, which boasted a high attack power, was certainly fantastic. But he wasn’t entitled to use Iyarugt since he didn’t have demonic power. It was only possible to use it when Iyarugt was in the intoxicated state, which meant the damage was bigger than the gains.


  The sword was inappropriate for Peak Sword other than a one-off event like the National Competition. Peak Sword wasn’t greedy for Iyarugt at all. Just.


  "E...Excuse me, God Grid. Once I ask for minerals from this gold medal, can you make a blade and sheath set for me?”


  Peak Sword requested carefully. Grid nodded immediately.


  "Of course.”


  A byproduct of a sacred creature. Considering that the power of fire was embedded in the Red Phoenix’s Breath, there was a strong possibility that the Blue Dragon Breath contained the power of lightning. Lightning attribute items were likely to have speed increasing options.


  "Ask for the Blue Dragon’s Breath.”


  How strong would Peak Sword become? Grid trembled. He felt proud that his skills could help someone grow. And time passed...


  『 Now there’s only the last event remaining! 』


  The National Competition’s third day. Eight out of nine events ended, leaving only the closing event. PvP. The big match that the world had been looking forward to for over a year, the moment where Grid and Kraugel would reunite.


  “Kuk! Kukukuk! Finally, the moment had come!”


  Seuron of Argentina.


  "Grid and Kraugel, I can take out these trash with my power!”


  Zhang Zheng of China.


  “Grid! I will get my promised revenge this year! I will neutralize your items with the power of Erosion!”


  Tarma of the former Blood Carnival.


  And...


  “...”


  The sky above the sky.


  A total of 32 people were converging on the stage. Of course, Grid was part of them.


  South Korea: Gold (6), Silver (1), Bronze (2)


  United States: Gold (5), Silver (8), Bronze (4)


  “Grid, have strength!”


  "Please win this year!”


  “Kraugel! Be sure to win this time!”


  "The first place in the overall rankings must be the US!”


  “Grid! Grid! Grid!!”


  “Kraugel! Kraugel! Kraugel!”


  The crowd’s shouts resonated across Tokyo. Tokyo Dome was heating up. The sky above the sky and the person who nearly reached it. Which one was going to fall this year?


  In the midst of the people’s cheers and expectations.


  "During saint sword drawing.”


  Grid and Kraugel faced each other on the stage. Grid started talking.


  "I was relieved when you got the gold medal and Yura got the silver medal.”


  “...”


  "It was fortunate. You didn’t lose. My heart wouldn’t be beating this fast if you’d been defeated by someone other than me.”


  The person who broke the sky must be Grid. It was the last proof remaining before he could reach the top.


  “This year, I will surely win.”


  Kraugel briefly replied to the motivated Grid.


  “I’m looking forward to it.”


  For Kraugel, Grid was a special existence. The only person who victory wasn’t guaranteed against. In today’s showdown, Kraugel might be more eager than Grid.
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  There was no longer a promised victory.


  The 1st National Competition, the 2nd National Competition, the battle between guilds and the successive defeats to Grid and the Overgeared members led to Bubat becoming the symbol of defeat. Numerous people who praised him now turned away from him. Sometimes other people mocked him.


  The honor he built up as the leader of the Yak Guild, one of the Seven Guilds, and as the strongest initiator, Crusher, disappeared like a sandcastle. But Bubat wasn’t shaken. He didn’t shake at all. As a tanker, he was accustomed to being hit. He had a strong mentality from taking blows well.


  "This year I will definitely do it.”


  Bubat was determined before the PvP event of this National Competition.


  “I will definitely beat Grid this year.”


  The reason he was so obsessed with Grid wasn’t because of personal grudges. It wasn’t simply payback for being defeated. He burned with a sense of challenge because he recognized Grid as a trial to be overcome. He had a desire to develop further.


  In addition.


  ‘Father, have strength!’


  ‘This year, be sure to win the gold medal!’


  He wanted to be a wonderful dad in the eyes of his two daughters, who were just beginning to grow up.


  ‘Huhut, tomorrow I can meet my cute princesses.’


  He remembered his daughters’ appearances in the video call last night and smiled. The Chinese representative, Zhang Zheng was waiting for him. Zhang Zheng lay down in the capsule at the request of the host and provoked Bubat.


  "Are all people from Turkey brainless? Or do they have no shame? Why participate in the National Competition every year when you don’t get medals? Isn’t it a waste of time for other people?”


  “Tsk tsk.”


  Zhang Zheng was still young and had less personality. Bubat clicked his tongue and lay in the capsule. He was 35 years old. It might be different two years ago, but he wasn’t easy enough to be provoked by a young man. The host was shouting.


  “Before the long awaited first match of PvP, China’s Zhang Zheng and Turkey’s Bubat are logging in! The showdown between the two players is starting now! It has started!”


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  The cheers of the crowd filled Bubat’s ears as he closed his eyes in the capsule.


  Then.


  “Um.”


  Bubat opened his eyes again in the Lion’s Castle. It was the castle that had been the stage of PvP for three years already. Zhang Zheng jumped over the wall and pulled out his weapon immediately.


  “Aren’t you very solid? Are you a person?”


  Supak!


  Zhang Zheng flew forward while making insidious remarks. His hands held one of the eight strongest weapons obtained from his workforce, the Destruction Sword. It was a powerful weapon that inflicted additional damage to human type targets, had the effect of blocking healing, and dealt damage proportional to the target’s health.


  Puk!


  Puk puk puk!


  Zhang Zheng, who started appearing as a new star in China last year, had the hidden class of ‘fighter’ and was a master of combat. He could handle all weapons with Weapons Mastery and possessed high strength and agility. It was impossible for Bubat, who had invested most of his stats in stamina, to avoid Zhang Zheng’s swordsmanship. The black sword quickly shaved at Bubat’s rock-like body. But Zhang Zheng’s expression didn’t look good. It was because Bubat’s health gauge didn’t make sense.


  ‘Why does he have such high defense?’


  Bubat’s tanking power last year was already enough to surprise Grid. In the first place, the reason why he could be called the strongest initiator was because he could jump into the enemy’s base with his overwhelming defense.


  Snap!


  Bubat succeeded in grabbing the wrists of the confused Zhang Zheng and smiled.


  “I’m not called the Yak for nothing. Did you bring a small knife to catch a cow?”


  "You boar-like bastard...!


  Zhang Zheng sensed the crisis and attempted to shake off Bubat’s touch. But it was wishful thinking. A Crusher didn’t miss the opponent he had caught.


  “Go to Hell!”


  Kwajajajak!


  It was the Crusher’s move that slammed the enemy’s head into the ground, causing all types of status conditions. This skill had very high attack power. His attack power was influenced by his stamina stat, resulting in a force similar to a damage dealer.


  "...!"


  Zhang Zheng couldn’t even scream as his head was slammed to the ground. His vision was blurred by the darkness of the ground.


  "Ahat!”


  Bubat wrapped an arm around the waist of Zhang Zheng, stuck upside down in the ground. It wasn’t a gesture of affection.


  “It will hurt more this time. Huup!”


  Bubat gritted his teeth!


  Sok! Zhang Zheng’s body was lifted up like a sweet potato and descended again. It was like a gyro drop.


  ‘Ick!’


  As his vision moved from the sky to the ground at the speed of light, Zhang Zheng felt an instinctive fear. Goosebumps crept over his skin.


  ‘You dare...!’


  Zhang Zheng gritted his teeth. He overcame the chaos state caused by ‘Go to Hell.’


  “You dare do this to me! I will slaughter you!”


  He abandoned the Destruction Sword and pulled out a dagger. It was a lethal weapon that increased accuracy, had a probability of disregarding the defensive power of the target, and inflicted damage equal to the Sword of Destruction.


  Puk! Puk puk puk!


  “Kuk...!”


  Bubat’s face distorted as Zhang Zheng in his arms stabbed Bubat’s side. Zhang Zheng’s attacks that had a chance of ignoring defense were effective against Bubat. The Crusher had a passive skill that allowed him not to be harmed over a certain level of damage, but it was scary when the low damage accumulated.


  "Ohhhhhh!"


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  Bubat endured the pain and slammed Zhang Zheng into the ground.


  “Kiyaaaaaah! Kieeek! Kyaack! Keok!”


  Zhang Zheng continued to stab at Bubat’s side as he was slammed into the ground. Of course, the one who suffered the most damage was Zhang Zheng. The Descending Death boasted a damage twice as high as Go to Hell. Zhang Zheng looked like he was just about to die as his head was stuck in the ground. It was a quiet match.


  Peok peok! Peok!


  Bubat’s attack continued. Zhang Zheng was continuously in the ‘stunned’ state. Zhang Zheng boasted a high defense due to his items. However, his defensive power fell due to the influence of Descending Death and his health was rapidly consumed.


  “This is the end!”


  Bubat shouted as firmly as he could. He emitted a red light. It was the forerunner to one of the Crusher’s few attack skills, Watermelon Break.


  Jeeeeeong!


  The moment when Bubat’s hammer swept across Zhang Zheng’s unprotected abdomen.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Zhang Zheng’s armor exploded. It wasn’t the effect of Watermelon Break. It was the ‘there will be triple the damage reflection if you receive a certain amount of damage’ effect of Zhang Zheng’s legendary rated armor.


  “Ugh!”


  Bubat was caught in the explosion and collapsed, while Zhang Zheng overcame the stun and raised his body. Then he unleashed sharp attacks on Bubat’s body.


  Puk!


  Seokeok!


  Blood spurted. Zhang Zheng swapped between eight types of weapons and started to maximize the power of various skills. The weapons had effects such as reducing defense power, dealing fixed damage, etc. The effect of the skills gradually weakened Bubat’s rock-like body.


  "You damn bastard! Do you know who I am? Kyaak!” Zhang Zheng stabbed the fallen Bubat without a break. Zhang Zheng’ shining eyes as he attacked made he seem like a killer in the movies. The organizers minimized the bloody effect but it was still a cruel scene.


  Finally.


  “B-Bubat has been logged out!!”


  Bubat turned to grey. However, Zhang Zheng kept stabbed the ground where Bubat had been.


  “Kyaak! Kiyaaaaaah!”


  It was a terrible thing. The sight filled the public with fear. Even the Chinese supporting Zhang Zheng felt creeped out and fell silent. Bubat’s wife, watching the competition on TV, had to hurriedly send her daughters to their room. It was an appalling atmosphere.


  “Cute.”


  Grid muttered as he prepared for his match. For Grid, who had the experience of meeting the read madman Agnus, Zhang Zheng was just at the level of a puppy barking.


  ***


  "The atmosphere will rise.”


  Tarma’s lips curved as he prepared for the second match in the round of 32. It was good for him that Zhang Zheng, classified as part of the new generation, had beaten Bubat. Since he was matched with Grid from the beginning, he wanted the public’s attention. 


  He looked at Grid and smiled. That’s right. Tarma was assured of his victory. He was confident that he could easily neutralize Grid after using Erosion to temporarily destroy Grid’s strongest weapon.


  "I will take you down today and get rid of the humiliation of the past.”


  Tarma lost his reputation after being defeated by Grid in just three seconds at the 2nd National Competition. He became insignificant in the industry and requests stopped coming in. He lost wealth. Was that all? After Blood Carnival was dissolved due to Grid, he became a fugitive and hid on the East Continent, living a life of hell. Life on the East Continent was very difficult compared to the West Continent. It was truly awful.


  However, due to his desire for revenge, he eventually got Erosion.


  "Kukuk! Grid...! I will kill you!”


  There was a stir in Tarma’s body. He felt pleasure as he imagined the glory that could be gained by knocking down Grid.


  『 After Bubat’s sudden defeat, South Korea’s Grid and Greece’s Tarma are on stage. 』


  『 Player Tarma is notorious as a member of the former Blood Carnival. He’s an assassin who’s evaluated as being better than the god of killing, Faker. 』


  But last year, he was defeated by Grid in just three seconds and his image changed a lot. Now people didn’t have high expectations for him. At least until yesterday.


  『 Though the rumors about him have been overstated, Tarma has done great in the asura path event in the past few days. He beat his competitors and won a gold medal, proving that the rumors about him weren’t exaggerated. 』


  The level of skill that Tarma showed in the asura path event was certainly at the highest level. He looked like a powerhouse who was above Chris, Damian, Pon, and Regas. It wasn’t an exaggeration. Once the asura path event ended yesterday, Tarma revealed in an interview how great he was.


  ‘I am the one who occupied the Overgeared Guild’s Cork Island. The Overgeared members guarding the island were killed by me. Kukuk, if you think I’m lying then go to Peak Sword and ask. Peak Sword was brutally killed by me. I was just caught off guard when defeated by Grid last year!’


  It was a shocking interview. The media investigated to confirm the truth and as a result, Tarma’s remarks were proven to be true. Tarma had caused the Overgeared Guild to suffer the bitter taste of defeat. There were people who thought that Tarma might have a chance to beat Grid.


  At this time.


  ‘I want to use it.’


  Grid felt a strong urge as he faced Tarma on stage. 100,000 Army Massacre Sword. It was a desire to show the strongest skill he got from the Undefeated King to the public. Why? He would wash away the stigma of a chuuni! Grid wanted to prove that the ‘Grid is a chuuni’ video on the Internet was wrong.


  Thus, it was fortunate that he met Tarma in the first match. It was likely that Tarma’s level would be equal or higher than Grid’s since Tarma had been an unofficial ranker for a long time.


  'After building up fighting energy, I will perfectly finish it off with 100,000 Army Massacre Sword.’


  Grid lay down in the capsule. He opened his eyes in Lion’s Castle and faced Tarma.


  Tarma cried out.


  “I! I have been waiting for this moment! Kuahahaha!"


  Taack!


  Tarma moved. An assassin was a combat class with low health and defense, but it demonstrated exceptional attack power and agility. Tarma’s speed was enormous since he was considered to be at the peak of assassins. He reached Grid instantly and attacked. Of course, it wasn’t an attack with all his power. Tarma was cautious, unlike how he outwardly looked. He was planning to explore first.


  Swaeek!


  A quick strike with minimal movements.


  Puk!


  Tarma’s yellow dagger stabbed Grid’s shoulder and he moved back after confirming the damage, fearing a counterattack from Grid. At that moment.


  Peeeeeong!


  Grid reached the fastest speed with Alex's Quick Gloves and quickly reached Tarma. The roar of black flames, as terrible as a dragon’s breath, swallowed Tarma up.


  [The target has died!]


  “...?”


  Grid was upset by the rising notification window.


  『 Ah! This is the strongest assassin! Tarma has disappeared like a lie!! 』


  『 He can’t be seen anywhere! How shocking! 』


  The commentators, spectators, and viewers weren’t aware that Tarma had died. The ash pillar effect, which symbolized a player’s death, was buried by the brilliant effects of the black flames. Grid sweated as he stood alone in the castle. He had to stand there for a few seconds before the host belatedly realized the situation and announced the end of the match.
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  1.6 seconds. It was the time it took Tarma to reach Grid with Shadow Shift. After that, Tarma’s dagger stabbed Grid’s shoulder and it took another 0.5 seconds for Grid’s sword to reach Tarma’s body.


  Yes, just 2.1 seconds. It was the time it took to defeat Tarma. It broke his previous record of 3 seconds.


  “...”


  Tokyo Dome fell silent.


  Duk.


  Some viewers in South Korea dropped their jokbal on the floor. They were eating spicy jokbal instead of chicken. The viewers and TV commentators belatedly opened their mouths.


  『 Skill... Player Grid has acquired a powerful skill. 』


  『 Ah...! Yes! C-Correct! That’s right! 』


  Most of Grid’s attack skills required the preparatory actions of a ‘sword dance.’ Sometimes it was an advantage, but there were more disadvantages. There were blind spots compared to the immediate skills of the combat specialized classes. It was viewed as Grid’s weak spot. This year’s Grid had overcome his weakness.


  『 Player Grid is a hero who captured the Behen Archipelago. He seems to have acquired the strongest skill as a reward from the Behen Archipelago. 』


  『 He’s born again as a complete body... 』


  Nobody expected that what Grid used to kill Tarma was a ‘basic’ attack. No, they couldn’t even imagine it. People rarely imagined things that broke common sense. The experts interpreted it as Grid acquiring a new ultimate skill. The audience and viewers saw the replay video that was repeated several times and agreed.


  『 A quick fire skill boasting a range that even the fastest assassin can’t avoid... Ah! Maybe it’s a black fire dragon...! 』


  『 Black fire dragon...? Do you mean the power that Player Lauel mentioned several times? 』


  『 Yes, that’s right. Lauel had said it in an interview with various media. The power of a black dragon was sealed in his right hand and he served his master Grid with this power sealed. Maybe Grid has released the seal of that power... 』


  『 I think the black fire dragon is a reward from some type of quest. It’s really scary if it’s true... 』


  This was an interpretation that started to spread, but few people were concerned about this part. It didn’t matter if it was a black fire dragon or not. Either way, Grid had acquired the ultimate skill. The anticipation towards the battle between Grid and Kraugel increased.


  *** 


  "Player Tarma! Tell me how you feel about being logged out in two seconds!”


  "Shut up!”


  After the match. Tarma hurriedly came down from the stage like he was ashamed. He was terrified. He feared Grid who disbanded Blood Carnival... The fear that he had forgotten filled Tarma’s body and mind. Tarma’s body was shaking as he rushed to the waiting room. Tarma realized. The fact that the power gap with Grid couldn’t be filled up no matter how he struggled.


  ‘I can’t face that monster.’


  He didn’t know what type of harm he would come to from the Cork Island incident.


  Scoff.


  “...?!”


  Tarma stopped as he was running away with a pale face. Zhang Zheng was leaning of one side of the corridor leading to the waiting rooms, laughing sat Tarma. 


  "Do you think it makes sense to die in one blow? The old generation is just a joke.”


  “You..!”


  Tarma’s face reddened. His grudge against this bastard, who didn’t even know Grid’s power, was very large. His eyes instantly filled with killing intent. But it quickly died down. Tarma confirmed that there were bodyguards by Zhang Zheng’s side and lost his momentum. He snorted at the sight.


  “Do you think you’re good enough to look down on me? This small fry who was just born? I think the world has gone crazy if someone like you is walking around.”


  “You...! I’m a third-generation rookie!”


  10 new rookies were born every year. They used the know-how accumulated by senior players and information released to the world to speed up their growth. They believed that their growth was faster than their predecessors due to talent. The older players were just ridiculous.


  “I can assure you. You will also die in two seconds. You will die in a single strike from Grid. Grid is a monster and you aren’t better than me!”


  Tarma eagerly hoped it would be like this. He didn’t like this bastard before him.


  'Shit! I never thought the day would come when I will support Grid!’


  Tarma disappeared after ranting.


  Zhang Zheng shouted towards his shabby rear view. "This dog only knows how to talk! I will show you how incompetent the old generation are! Understood?”


  Time was proportional to developed. This also applied to humans. There were far more great people in the science age than in history. The new generation was unconditionally better than the old generation. These were Zhang Zheng’s thoughts. It was his personal thoughts!


  *** 


  “Grid, I won’t challenge you again.”


  “...”


  On the way back to the waiting room. Grid met Bubat, who was waiting for him. There was a bitter smile on Bubat’s face.


  "I realized it after being defeated by Zhang Zheng. I have no hope in a one on one battle.”


  During the 1st National Competition and 2nd National Competition’s PvP event. Bubat won against everyone except for Grid. He was overlooked because he kept being defeated by Grid. It was the limits of a Crusher. After all, a Crusher was an initiator. He had weak attack power. It was possible to neutralize the target, but he didn’t have the force to finish them off.


  It took Bubat many years to acknowledge the painful reality.


  “It can’t be helped. Apart from Grid, I have only fought with weak people. I thought I was really strong. Therefore, I was burning with a will to challenge you. But I realized it in this fight with Zhang Zheng. It’s impossible to beat an opponent who has reached a certain level.”


  “Hrmm...”


  Grid showed some confusion because he didn’t know how to respond. It had been three years since the start of his bad relationship with Bubat and there was no reason to like him. Grid was clearly aware that Bubat took part in the invasion of Patrian and put the Overgeared Guild in a crisis. Such a person wouldn’t be coming up to him with a good heart. 


  Bubat confirmed that Grid was at a loss and waved his hand. "No, I don’t mean to burden you. It’s too presumptuous to try and start a new relationship with you. Just... I just...”


  Bubat’s eyes twitched as he recalled the phone call to his wife a moment ago. The shock of his children due to the cruel actions of Zhang Zheng constantly rang in his ears.


  "...I hope that you don’t lose to that cruel boy.”


  "The person called Zhang Zheng?”


  "That's right. Please be careful. If that type of person wins over you...”


  It would no longer be a dream stage for his daughters and other children. Bubat wanted to provide information to help Grid win.


  "Don’t be too careless against the rookie. Zhang Zheng’s armor has an option of reflecting damage by three times. It is dangerous even for you.”


  It was terrible when thinking of Grid’s strong attacks being reflected with three times the damage. Maybe Grid would lose. Bubat came to Grid because he was concerned.


  “Three times the damage reflection.. Hmm, I understand.”


  Grid nodded with a calm expression and passed by Bubat.


  Step step.


  “...”


  Grid’s footsteps gradually faded away. He didn’t even bother saying farewell to Bubat. Bubat knew what he did to Grid and the Overgeared members. He couldn’t expect to be greeted with familiarity. He was standing there quietly when he heard Grid’s voice.


  "You are weak."


  “...”


  "As you said, it’s in a one on one match.”


  “...?”


  “If we meet again in a war, I hope that we are no longer enemies.”


  “...Grid.”


  The Overgeared King acknowledged him in a war? Bubat was thrilled. A bright smile appeared on his gloomy face.


  *** 


  The PvP round of 32 passed quickly. The relatively weak people were dropped out and only the qualified people advanced to the round of 16.


  There was also Sword Saint Kraugel. He met winning candidate Seuron in the round of 32 and defeated Seuron with skills that were more overwhelming than last year. People took it for granted that Kraugel, who was several times stronger than last year, would win.


  On the other hand, Grid was shocked. He was aware that Kraugel was at least 50 levels lower than he was last year.


  ‘Not even reaching level 300 yet...’


  Maybe. Was this Grid’s last chance to win against Kraugel? As time passed, Grid wouldn’t be able to reach this genius. The moment Grid thought this.


  Duguen! Duguen!


  He couldn’t help smiling. The higher the sky that was Kraugel, the most Grid instinctively felt that he could build a higher tower.


  "Hey, Bangzi.  What are you thinking?” (Bangzi = A derogatory word that some Chinese people use for Koreans.)


  Zhang Zheng. The Chinese player was Grid’s opponent in the round of 16.


  "Are you thinking of packing up and going home?”


  “What bullshit are you saying?”


  “...?”


  Zhang Zheng was confused by Grid’s words. Until now, the ‘existing powerhouses’ tended to cling to their dignity. They didn’t reveal their true colors until they were provoked. Zhang Zheng enjoyed seeing them lose their patience. However, Grid cursed easily despite being on a throne.


  “I’m not ignoring you just because you’re weak. If you want to be respected, conduct yourself well.”


  Grid belatedly turned off the microphone. Grid scoffed and lay in the capsule, while Zhang Zheng’s face belatedly turned red.


  "Bangzi...! This damn Bangzi dares...! Don’t you know who I am?”


  Not ignoring him just because he was weak? In other words, Zhang Zheng was weak?


  “Asshole!” Zhang Zheng hurriedly lay down in the capsule. He wanted to show Grid the taste of defeat as soon as possible. "Login! Loginnn!”
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  There were many dialects around the world. It was said that there were more than 100 dialects in China due to its large land mass and population.


  "Standard language unification.”


  As soon as he connected to Satisfy, Grid ended the dialect interpretation system. It was the reason why he heard Zhang Zheng’s Yanbian dialect translated into Korean.


  "I personally hate Yanbian.”


  "What?”


  Ruined castle walls weathered by dry winds. Zhang Zheng emerged from behind them and declared, "Grid, don’t think you will die painlessly.”


  It had been two years and three months since Zhang Zheng started Satisfy. He took great pride in using his wealth of information and tremendous talent to catch up with existing players, becoming a top ranked player beyond the second generation rookies.


  Grid? Kraugel? He didn’t believe the people at the top were his opponents.


  "My confidence has grown after I participated in the National Competition. Existing players are weak. They’re rotten and dull-witted. It’s worthless to be the king of the trash. Isn't that right?"


  To describe the current Satisfy, it was like a lion getting lost in a forest. Wolves and foxes were abundant. Zhang Zheng believed he was a talented person who would fill the empty position of a lion.


  "I’ll be the master of this forest.”


  He would win. Zhang Zheng was sure of it. The talent that allowed him to jump over the second generation rookies that the old generation claimed to be geniuses was the basis of his conviction. He was sure that he was better than Grid.


  "You want to cut me up?”


  Zhang Zheng gave a wicked and arrogant smile as he showed eight types of legendary weapons in order. They were the most powerful weapons with different users. The unusual appearances showed they were enhanced.


  “Ohh...”


  The crowd made sounds of admiration due to the spectacular effects that occurred every time Zhang Zheng changed weapons.


  “It doesn’t matter how many weapons you take out. I won’t give you a chance to wield them.” Grid said with a nonchalant expression. It was enough to stimulate Zhang Zheng.


  “The king of petty wild dogs! How can a dog challenge a lion? Today I will show you reality! I will make you realize how trivial and frivolous the world you have reigned over is!”


  Zhang Zheng’s face was red as he yelled. He was like a demon as his axe rose in the air. Grid smiled bitterly.


  ‘A new generation mutant...’


  Grid was the king of a nation. He had information that general players couldn’t possess and knew about Zhang Zheng. A genius who achieved unparalleled growth above the third generation 10 Rookies. Someone who was said to transcend the second generation.


  ‘I was expecting a lot.’


  In fact, Zhang Zheng was just a lump of arrogance. Grid felt a sense of responsibility when he saw Zhang Zheng disparaging the old generation. He felt responsible to eliminate the prejudices about the old generation. It was an obligation Grid felt for himself and his precious colleagues. Grid didn’t want the people who had paved the way to be called trivial.


  Paaaat!


  Four golden hands appeared behind Grid. They were armed with Mjolnir, the most powerful status inducing weapon. Zhang Zheng’s eyes shone at the appearance of the famous God Hands.


  "Kukuk! Kuhahaha! Indeed! This is it! You’re admitting that you are afraid of me!”


  In the past National Competition PvP matches, it was rare for Grid to use the God Hands. Apart from when facing Kraugel, there were no cases where Grid actively used the God Hands from the beginning. From Zhang Zheng’s point of view, it was a clear acknowledgement. It proved that Grid put him in the same class as Kraugel!


  The crowd was also excited.


  "Grid is already pulling out the God Hands!”


  "Zhang Zheng seems to be strong...”


  "Indeed, the strongest of the third generation of rookies!”


  Zhang Zheng was the one who broke Bubat, one of the strongest of the old generation. In a situation where Grid revealed his power from the beginning against the monster rookie, people were forced to appreciate Zhang Zheng even more. In particular, China had a festive atmosphere.


  "Finally, a hero has emerged in our great nation!”


  "He’s a different genius from Hao, who bows down to Grid every time! Despite being a newcomer, Grid is nervous about him!”


  “Zhang Zheng is just the beginning. There are many people in our great nation and the younger generation is evolving every day. The descendants of the heroes in history will continue to appear and occupy the world stage!”


  The Chinese pride in their country was the highest in the world. They were drunk in the name of nationalism and dreamt of a brilliant future. They didn’t doubt that China would be one of the leading superpowers in Satisfy. The 1.5 billion population were excited.


  "Admitting that I am afraid? Me? Of you?” Then Grid gave them despair. "You’re just a fly to me. I don’t have to catch you directly. Summon Iyarugt.”


  Kurururung!


  Grid pulled out Iyarugt and it roared. Grid couldn’t hold it as a blood red light scattered all over the place.


  Paaaat!


  Iyarugt emerged from Grid’s grasp and flew into the sky. The translucent red color of the smelted bloodstone started to darken. The ancient golden characters gave it a mysterious and beautiful sight.


  ‘What?’


  Zhang Zheng and the crowd was dazzled by the amazing sight.


  Kuoooooh-


  Iyarugt didn’t move anymore. The light being emitted calmed down and everything became silent.


  “...”


  It was static, like time had stopped. It was a short moment.


  Paaaat!


  The static broke as a red ball popped out from Iyarugt, still floating in the air. Hell’s best swordsman, a Sword Demon, Great Demon Zepar’s only rival, etc. It was the moment when the soul of Iyarugt, who had all types of titles attached to him, appeared before the public.


  "What’s this...?”


  Zhang Zheng belatedly became anxious and moved back. His instincts told him that he shouldn’t let the red sword complete its actions. However, it was already too late. Iyarugt’s soul exploded like the starlight of the universe and formed a shape.


  An old man bent over. He had a sharp horn sticking out from his forehead, was covered with a flaming red light, and his eyes bulged like developed muscles. The iris, visible in the shadowy eyes, were as black as the deep sea.


  “Demonkin...!”


  A player could summon a demonkin? No, they knew it was possible for a third advancement black magician, but the blacksmith Grid? Zhang Zheng paled at the unexpected situation. Then the elderly old man summoned in front of him took a deep breath, enjoying the sweet air that entered deep into his lungs.


  "Sweet."


  He had the magic power of a lower demonkin, but his swordsmanship was enough for him to compete with great demons. Marbas, one of the major powers in hell evaluated Iyarugt as ‘one who can change the landscape of hell.’


  Sakak-!


  He held the floating Iyarugt and moved towards Zhang Zheng.


  “Keok...!”


  [A weakness in your swordsmanship is exposed.]


  [Evasion rate is ignored, defense has dropped, and you will receive critical damage.]


  [You have suffered 12,150 damage.]


  “K-Kuock...!”


  One sword. Yet this strike caused Zhang Zheng to lose one-fifth of his health. What the hell was this demonkin? Zhang Zheng was dumbfounded by the emergence of an unexpected monster.


  Snap!


  It was hard to believe that Iyarugt was an old man as he moved and pushed Zhang Zheng to the ground.


  Peeeeok!


  Zhang Zheng couldn’t resist and fell to the ground.


  “...”


  The Chinese spectators and viewers were mute at the helpless appearance of Zhang Zheng.


  ***


  Name: Iyarugt


  Age: ??  Gender: Male


  Species: Horned Demon


  Title: Best Swordsman of Hell


  * When sword type weapons are used, the attack power is doubled. There is a 100% chance of a critical strike when hitting a weak point. Evasion rate will increase by 50%.


  Strength: 3,503   Stamina: 1,090


  Agility: 3,201    Intelligence: 330


  Skills: Swordsman’s Eyes (S), One Way of Life (SS-), Sword Dance Explosion (SS), Volcanic Circulation (SS), Hell Moon Cut (SS), Sublime Sword (SS+)


  A horned demon classified as a lower demon. As a result of training in swordsmanship without giving up, he became the strongest swordsman of hell. But he failed to overcome the limit of his birth and was defeated in a battle with the great demon Zepar and died.


  After that, his soul was cursed and attached to a sword.


  * By winning in a battle against the strong, he can regain a feeling of life. Repeating this a few more times can recover all his skills (1/10)


  * You must win against an opponent who is recognized as an ‘enemy.’


  * Iyarugt has a strong camaraderie that will develop into liking towards you.


  It specified that Iyarugt hadn’t regained his strength yet. In one on one fights with the current Grid, Iyarugt would be hit like a dog every time by Grid. Of course, from a general point of view, he was a powerful demonkin. HIs health and defense weren’t much different from normal players, but his attack attack was based on a definitive critical attack and almost matched Grid’s attack power. Even within the Overgeared Guild, there were only around 10 people who could match Iyarugt’s attack power.


  The third advancement Zhang Zheng couldn’t afford to be hit by him. What about the control skill that Zhang Zheng was so proud of? It didn’t work in front of Iyarugt. What about Zhang Zheng’s items? They were trivial to Iyarugt after being hit several times by Grid’s items.


  "Kuaaaah!"


  Zhang Zheng roared with humiliation and raised his body. He tried to swing the sword that dealt ‘extra damage to demonkin.’ But Iyarugt swung his sword again and Zhang Zheng’s attack was in vain. Zhang Zheng glared at Grid.


  “You! You Bangzi bastard! You’re a coward! You’re afraid of a fair fight so you brought a monster like this!!”


  There was a limit to the attack power of a pet. Their stats were low if their level didn’t exceed their master’s. However, the demonkin in front of him dealt 10,000 damage. It was well beyond Grid’s attack power that Zhang Zheng had estimated. Zhang Zheng believed that Grid had temporarily contracted with the demonkin through a special quest. In other words, it was interpreted as a trump card. He had no idea that Iyarugt was a Grid specific summon.


  Grid was conscious of the cameras focused on himself and Iyarugt as he answered, “What damn monster? He’s just my pet.”


  "What? What nonsense are you saying?”


  Zhang Zheng rushed towards Grid.


  [Black King’s Armor]


  Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 299/299   Defense: 699


  * Blocks incoming damage by 7%.


  * There is a 30% of a stealth effect in the dark.


  * There is a 20% increase in defense in the dark.


  * Agility +50 in the darkness.


  * Once 30,000 damage is accumulated, three times the magic damage will be reflected back. At this time, the armor’s durability is reduced by 50. In addition, the effect isn’t activated if more than 30,000 damage is received at once.


  Zhang Zheng was determined to beat Grid and the demonkin with the strongest armor. Theoretically, it was possible. The Black King’s Armor reflected a damage of 90,000, which wasn’t enough for a player to endure! But...


  Peok peok!


  [You have been stiffened.]


  [You have been stiffened.]


  [You have been stiff...]


  “Ugh! Keok! Eek!”


  He couldn’t reach Grid. From the moment the God Hands wielded Mjolnir, Zhang Zheng fell into the hell of infinite stiffness. Zhang Zheng kept screaming as he was hit in the head with a hammer. It was the appearance of a cheap dance as his head moved from the right to left. Grid laughed as an infinite CC that could be called a scam was used.


  "Didn't I tell you? You won’t even have a chance to swing your sword.”


  Originally, Grid was the representative of an arrogant person. If he truly expressed any grudges he had, he would make Zhang Zheng look charming.


  “You...! You lousy jerk! Eek! Keok!”


  Zhang Zheng resented Grid’s attitude, but he had no way of doing anything. As Zhang Zheng’s health was slowly being consumed in units of hundreds, the 1.5 billion population of China fell into shock and despair.
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  [You have suffered 1,950 damage.]


  [You have become stiff. You can’t take any actions.]


  [You have suffered 879 damage.]


  [You have become stiff…]


  [You have suffered 880 damage...]


  “Ugh! Keok! Eek! Kuoh! Kuaaah!”


  There was a feeling of helplessness, like a fly caught in a spider web. Zhang Zheng roared like a wild beast after being frozen by Mjolnir for a few minutes. It was difficult for him to accept this awful feeling of helplessness that he felt for the first time. Why did he have to be disgraced in front of the world?


  ‘I won’t be able to raise my head if I’m logged out this way!’


  It had been less than an hour since his interview stating that Grid and Kraugel were insignificant. The one who was defeated without Grid lifting a finger would transform into trash that was no different from Tarma.


  Kwaduduk!


  Zhang Zheng wanted to deny this terrible reality. He tried to act. In order to regain his freedom, he looked for a gap.


  'Let's concentrate!’


  He only needed to move his hands once. If he wielded his sword the moment the stiffness was released and defended against the hammer attack, he would be freed. Zhang Zheng calmed his mind and didn’t doubt it. Until now, he had lost his cool at the infinite CCs. But he was confident that he could escape from this hell since a skill with an infinite effect in Satisfy couldn’t exist.


  But.


  Peok!


  0.3 seconds.


  Peok peok!


  0.1 seconds, 0.1 seconds, 0.1 seconds and 0.3 seconds again. The four hammers alternated, leaving no gaps in the stiffness. Zhang Zheng tried to focus but he couldn’t find the right timing to escape.


  ‘This is ridiculous...!’


  It was a scam! Grid was using a bug! The moment that Zhang Zheng was convinced.


  [30,000 damage has accumulated. The Black King’s Armor feels humiliated!]


  Peeeeeong!


  The dark armor that Zhang Zheng was wearing flashed red and exploded. It was the prelude to a counterattack. The God Hands were caught in the explosion and flew in every direction, becoming rigid. Then Zhang Zheng was freed from the endless CC.


  Gulp!


  Zhang Zheng immediately drank a health potion and headed to Grid.


  “How long did you think you could hide behind that trick?”


  Zhang Zheng was excited. The moment when Zhang Zheng tried to aim his sword at Grid.


  Puok!


  [You have suffered 13,050 damage.]


  Iyarugt, who had been standing next to Grid with folded arms interfered.


  “Keok!”


  Zhang Zheng was hit by Iyarugt due to being blinded by Grid. Then he coughed up blood. It was the moment when his hell started again.


  Peok peok! Peok peok peok!


  “Ugh! Eek! Kek!”


  The God Hands were released from their stiffness and randomly assaulted Zhang Zheng again. It was the scene where the counterattack that the Chinese crowd were hoping for failed.


  [30,000 damage has accumulated. The Black King’s Armor feels humiliated!]


  “Kiyaaaaah! Bastard! Die! Dieeee!”


  During the time that Zhang Zheng was released from the stiffness, he pulled out some chains.


  Chwaruruk!


  The chains stretched out in all directions to restrain the God Hands.


  'That's it!'


  Zhang Zheng smiled with satisfaction, took a potion, and rushed to Iyarugt. He realized that he had to beat Iyarugt to get to Grid.


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  Zhang Zheng exchanged sword blows. Zhang Zheng recovered his cool and demonstrated 120% of his stats. It was because he had a desire to smash the nasty Grid. But his momentum didn’t last long. While Zhang Zheng was caught in the fight against Iyarugt, Grid had released all the chains restraining the God Hands.


  Peok! Peok peok!


  “Cough! Ugh! Eek!”


  Peeeeeong!


  Zhang Zheng’s armor was hit a few more times by Mjolnir and exploded again. It meant that a lot of damage accumulated during the battle with Iyarugt.


  “Bastard! You nasty bastard! Cowardly bastard!!!”


  Zhang Zheng bound the God Hands with the chains again and glared at Grid with bloodshot eyes. Grid didn’t fight until the end, only relying on his items and pets.  It was like a one player fighting game! But what could he do about his anger? Zhang Zheng might be able to match Iyarugt, but he couldn’t defeat Iyarugt.


  While he was tied up with Iyarugt, Grid untied the chains holding the God Hands. Then he relaxed with a whistle!


  “...”


  The commentators were silent. It was too uncomfortable to talk about this one-sided and terrible match. On the other hand, Grid...


  ‘It’s still incomplete.’


  He was watching Zhang Zheng’s armor. It wasn’t a ‘damage reflection every time it was hit’ but a ‘damage reflection every time a certain amount of damage accumulated?’ It reflected a huge three times the damage. Therefore, Zhang Zheng’s armor was sure to have a huge penalty.


  Grid had expected this from the beginning. Grid could make a better production item than a dropped item the reflected three times the damage. From the moment he heard about Zhang Zheng’s armor from Bubat, he predicted there would be a deadly problem with Zhang Zheng’s armor.


  Peeeeeong!


  Finally, the Black King’s Armor exploded and Zhang Zheng drank a potion. Then the same thing repeated.


  Peeeeeong!


  It was the fifth explosion of the Black King’s Armor. Zhang Zheng once again drank a potion. Then he noticed a wicked smile spreading on Grid’s face.


  ‘Is this bastard smiling...? Eh?’


  Zhang Zheng was taken aback when he witnessed Grid’s face. He belatedly realized that he overlooked one fact because he was completely lost in the humiliation he felt for the first time in his life.


  ‘...The armor’s durability!’


  A chill went down Zhang Zheng’s spine. The Black King’s Armor, it exploded five times? Then 250 durability had been lost. If it exploded one more time...!


  Peok! Peok peok!


  “N-No...!”


  [You have suffered 1,600 damage.]


  [You have suffered 930...]


  [You have suffered 965...]


  Zhang Zheng became panicked as the Mjolnir bombardment started again.


  “Stop! Please! Please stoppppp!”


  The crowd murmured as Zhang Zheng’s desperate screams rang out through Tokyo Dome. The nasty Zhang Zheng was crying and begging as a child. Then Grid...


  “What if I don’t want to?”


  He didn’t stop. Zhang Zheng was wicked. Considering his personality, Grid didn’t know what he would do if Zhang Zheng wasn’t trampled on. Grid knew it for sure because he had met many enemies in his life. Zhang Zheng wasn’t someone he should show mercy to.


  "Today is your memorial day.”


  “You...!”


  Zhang Zheng was unable to swap items in the infinite stiffness state! Zhang Zheng fell into despair at the worst situation when a notification window rose.


  [30,000 damage has accumulated. The Black King’s Armor feels humiliated!]


  Peeeeeong!


  [The Black King’s Armor has completely lost its durability. The Black King’s Armor is permanently destroyed.]


  “N-No! Nooooooooo!!”


  Zhang Zheng screamed.


  Puok!


  Iyarugt dealt the final blow. Zhang Zheng was finally released from hell.


  ***


  "The winner is Grid!!”


  The same time that the host called out.


  “You...! How dare you!”


  Zhang Zheng rushed towards Grid the moment he logged out and exited the capsule. He completely lost his temper and forgot that this was the National Competition. His actions were being broadcasted around the world.


  “I will kill you!”


  Zhang Zheng roared like a dog with rabies and swung his fist. It was a fist that accurately aimed for Grid’s face as he left the capsule late. Grid was caught off guard. The crowd cried out as they expected Grid to be hit. But surprisingly, Grid didn’t allow the attack. He instinctively used footwork to avoid Zhang Zheng’s fist. Then he kicked out, knocking Zhang Zheng down. It was a counterattack that took full advantage of the natural body movements from playing Satisfy, a body that had been constantly exercising and the Taekwondo taught during military service.


  "...!!"


  The security guarded running on stage were stunned when they witnessed what happened to Zhang Zheng. They were impressed with Grid’s clean movements. On the other hand, Grid was baffled.


  ‘Wow, what a terrible fighter.’


  Grid had been beaten up in his school days. Even a few years ago, he had been hit by the gangsters harassing Sehee and Yerim and ended up being protected by Yerim. Being protected by a high school girl...


  Grid was forced to think he was weak. He believed that he was someone who couldn’t fight in reality. Yet Zhang Zheng’s fist seemed to be in slow motion.


  ‘There are people who are worse at fighting than me...’


  Grid looked at Zhang Zheng, who had collapsed from his weak kick, and was filled with sympathy.  Grid didn’t know. Zhang Zheng was actually a martial artist in China.


  The viewers cheered.


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  “Grid properly gave a scolding to that nasty Chinese player!”


  "How can he fight so well? What can’t he do?”


  "He’s the real deal...!”


  “Grid! Grid!! Grid!!!”


  The atmosphere rose. The Grid who exited on the cheers was the main character of the world itself. On the other hand, Zhang Zheng was greatly disciplined for his constant cursing and violence. His account was suspended from Satisfy for four months and he wouldn’t be able to participate in the next two National Competitions.


  China’s new star fell as soon as he rose. All of China had a mournful atmosphere. But surprisingly, few Chinese people blamed Grid. This incident was caused by Zhang Zheng himself and they thought he deserved it.


  At the same time, the Korean team’s waiting room.


  "...Doesn’t Grid fight better than me?”


  Toon was afraid of losing his job as Grid’s bodyguard.


  ***


  The 3rd National Competition’s PvP event seemed like a stage designed for Grid and Kraugel. They rose from the round of 32 to the finals.


  Grid used his overwhelming attack power to blow away the enemies while Kraugel used his control to take down the enemies. If Grid managed to defeat his opponent without even touching them, Kraugel also took control of his sword to defeat the opponent with folded arms.


  Strangely, not one member of Overgeared participated in this year’s PvP, making it a competition between Grid and Kraugel. In the course of four matches, Grid and Kraugel won easily without a single crisis. The crowd was overwhelmed by their unrivaled strength.


  "Isn’t Grid several times stronger than he was last year?”


  "Is Grid the reason why the Overgeared members didn’t participate in PvP? They knew they would obviously lose against Grid and gave up.”


  "It’s a realistic interpretation. I have the same idea.”


  "But Kraugel is also much stronger. He won’t be pushed by Grid.”


  "That's right. In particular, the Control Sword technique is a big hit. He can move the sword without using his hands. This year’s Kraugel has a perfect defense for the God Hands.”


  “Who will win?”


  Nobody could predict the winner. Even the experts didn’t disclose their opinions. Did they deserve to be paid for the show if they stayed silent on air? There were many protests from viewers. The experts, who gradually lost their place due to Grid, were no different from being unemployed.
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  Due to their overwhelming presence, Grid and Kraugel went straight to the finals. They shared the same thoughts 30 minutes before the match.


  ‘Can I win?’


  ‘I must win.’


  ‘If not this year-'


  ‘There might not be a chance to win anymore.’


  The two men saw each other’s skills during the last National Competition. They acknowledged each other and were afraid. They had both expectations and concerns about the potential that was hard to quantify of the other person.


  Duguen, duguen, dugeun...


  The Korean team’s waiting room.


  Grid sat on the sofa, his heart beating much faster than usual. He thought of the first day he met Kraugel. He was reminded of the emotions he felt when facing the sky above the sky, who wasn’t easy to see.


  ‘...Good.’


  How could he explain this deep emotion? Grid changed due to his meeting with Kraugel. He became known world wide, knew his potential strength, and gained confidence. In addition, he was able to run towards the goal of ‘Kraugel.’


  ‘If I hadn’t met you at that time, I wouldn’t have grown to where I am now.’ Yes, for Grid, Kraugel was a special person. Sometimes he felt like a benefactor. ‘He’s the benefactor who shared the information of the Behen Archipelago with me.’


  Grid smiled and rose from the sofa.


  "Kraugel, you have an obligation to see my growth.”


  Victory. Fight and win at all cost. Grid was filled with strong desire.


  Now he realized. In the future, he wouldn’t be the one chasing after another player. He would be the one going ahead. Grid had to evolve, for the young players of South Korea and the players of the Overgeared Kingdom. It would be done by breaking the sky called Kraugel.


  ‘The role that you have been taking so far... I’ll do it for you in the future.’


  Kkuok.


  Grid raised trembling hands to his grim face.


  ***


  The other Korean representatives were afraid of interrupting Grid’s thoughts and waited outside the room.


  “Who will win?”


  Viola wasn’t affected by the atmosphere and questioned. Then.


  "Of course it will be God Grid.” Peak Sword didn’t hesitate for a moment before replying.


  “...”


  The other players couldn’t easily guess and remained silent. The rematch between Grid and Kraugel that took place after one year and three months.


  It didn’t just involve the pride between the two, but the destiny of South Korea and the United States. The first place in the overall rankings would be decided by who won the match. The citizens of the first ranked country could secure a large experience buff.


  From the standpoint of the Korean players, they were praying for Grid’s victory. The problem was that the opponent was the sky above the sky. The man who had reigned since Satisfy opened. No matter how strong Grid was, it was hard to be sure if he could beat Kraugel.


  “We will find out at the end of the day.” Eat Spicy Jokbal said. "It’s true that Sword Saint Kraugel’s power can’t be measured, but Grid hasn’t revealed all his power yet either. We don’t know who will win.”


  The fact that the Sword Saint was the strongest combat class was hard to deny. But Grid had items and a higher level than Kraugel.


  "...Well, I will personally cheer for Grid.”


  It wasn't just because Eat Spicy Jokbal coveted the buff. What if Grid who defeated him lost to Kraugel?


  ‘I will also be under Kraugel. Damn!’


  He didn’t want to be below another person!


  Peak Sword laughed without knowing why Eat Spicy Jokbal was going crazy. "You’re hoping for Grid’s victory? Friend Jokbal! You have finally fallen for the charms of God Grid!”


  “What bullshit...! I just want the buff!”


  There were 20 minutes until the finals started.


  ***


  The US team’s waiting room.


  “...”


  Kraugel sat with his eyes closed. 


  He thought of the first time he encountered the mad Agnus. The first and last day he met with Haster, who had no interest in the world. The day he first met Grid, who had flames in his black eyes. Among the people who the S.A. Group called the ‘Five Miracles,’ Grid was the one who made Kraugel’s heart boil. It was just after fighting Piaro. However, Grid was still the first player to defeat him.


  ‘From then on.’


  Kraugel’s gaze and awareness always followed Grid. Every time he saw Grid go one step further, Kraugel became more motivated and was able to grow faster. Kraugel realized. If Grid hadn’t been here. Kraugel might not have been left behind, but he would’ve become empty from the curse called nothingness.


  ‘Since then, I have been happy.’


  There was a smile on Kraugel’s face as he opened his eyes. The moment he stood up.


  “Player Kraugel, it’s 15 minutes until the start of the match. Please move to the stage.”


  The voice of the staff could be heard outside the waiting room.


  Lauel saw him and said, “Good luck.”


  Lauel didn’t want Kraugel to win. He naturally wanted Grid to win. As Grid’s subordinate, he eagerly prayed. But Kraugel was the peak of two billion users and an idol to billions of people. It would become complicated if Kraugel fell. Kraugel read Lauel’s bittersweet facial expression and replied with his distinct expressionless face.


  “The other person is Grid. If I lose to him, his existence can no longer be denied.”


  The fact that Grid deserved to bring down the sky, now everyone in the world knew this. No one would be disappointed or criticize Kraugel if he lost.


  “Of course, I don’t intend to lose.”


  Victory. He would also win this time. Kraugel was filled with a strong desire. He hoped that he would always be Grid’s goal. He wanted Grid to keep being conscious of him. There was nothing as sad as one-sided liking.


  ***


  “Crying Tiger.”


  Peeeeeong!


  The PvP finals video of the 2nd National Competition was being played on the screen. Kraugel penetrated the shield summoned by the white-haired Grid, while being burned by flames at the same time. The winner was decided with a mere 0.1 seconds difference, touching the hearts of the crowd and viewers.


  “Ahh...”


  “It’s cool to see that scene again a few times.”


  It was a video recording that had 5 billion playbacks in a year. Of the 8 billion people, the only ones who hadn’t seen the confrontation between Grid and Kraugel were babies. In addition, people didn’t play the video once. Growing children, young people aggressively planning for their future, middle-aged people getting tired of their lives, and old people in the twilight of their lives.


  All of them came up with new dreams and desires by repeating the video of the confrontation between Grid and Kraugel. They lived a faithful life, hoping to stand on the same stage someday.


  The players who became idols. Grid and Kraugel entered the stage.


  『 The protagonists of the confrontation that occurred one year and three months ago! Kraugel of the United States and Grid of South Korea are on the stage!! 』


  『 Hey! The cheers were amazing! I have never seen such a sight in 15 years. Won’t Tokyo Dome collapse if it continues like this? 』


  『 Hahaha! At this moment, everyone seems united, regardless of nationality, race, gender, or religion. We can see how great the two players are. 』


  『 Nobody cares that this match will determine who will be first on the overall rankings. Everyone in the crowd is just passionate about both players. 』


  “Grid!! You’re the first legend! You’re the first king! Prove that you’re the best!”


  “Kraugel! Don’t fall! Show Grid why you have reigned at the top for so many years!”


  “Grid!”


  “Kraugel!”


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  The piercing shouts spread throughout Tokyo. The excitement of the scene was being transmitted to viewers. But Grid and Kraugel were in the middle of a tranquil world. The two men faced other other and were solely focused on the other person. The cries of other people didn’t reach their ears.


  "A man’s match should be decided in three rounds?”


  “Yes.”


  "Then this time is the real winner?”


  “That’s right.”


  "We will still be friends regardless of the result?”


  “Of course.”


  "Then I will beat you.”


  "I will also do my best.”


  The two men lightly greeted each other before standing in front of their capsules. The host hurriedly handed a microphone to Kraugel.


  "Could you please tell us your feelings ahead of the match?”


  “...”


  The moment Kraugel was given the microphone. The heated up Tokyo Dome fell silent. Tens of thousands of people in Tokyo Dome gazed at one person. Their faces were filled with anticipation as Kraugel opened his mouth.


  "I’m afraid.”


  “...Huh?”


  The sky above the sky was afraid? The host and spectators doubted their ears.


  “That’s why I am looking forward to it even more.”


  Kraugel smiled at the end of his words. The always emotionless Kraugel was smiling so brightly?


  “Ahh...”


  The people who saw Kraugel realized it for the first time. The person who had been waiting for this moment more than anyone else was Kraugel.


  "Kyaaaaak! Kraugel!”


  "Yes, enjoy it! Kraugel, win!”


  “Kraugel! Kraugel! Kraugel!”


  "Waaaaahhhhh!"


  The atmosphere reached the peak.


  At the same time, in Satisfy.


  “We will soon move.”


  Veradin led the elites of Immortal into Reinhardt, capital of the Overgeared Kingdom. It was easy to infiltrate, since the Overgeared Kingdom freely allowed players to access the city.


  "Head straight for the smithy.”


  “Yes!”


  Not only did Grid show an overwhelming performance in the National Competition, he also succeeded in getting the first ranked blacksmith, Panmir. In such a situation, Immortal was forced to feel a sense of crisis since they were hostile to Grid. It was hard to overlook the Overgeared Kingdom.


  So.


  “The target is Blacksmith Khan. Find him and kill him.”


  Immortal acted first. Most members of Overgeared were logged out now that the PvP finals had begun. Reinhardt was an empty house.


  ***


  “The stars are bright.”


  His hammering would give strength to Grid. Khan worked hard again today with such an attitude. His eyes in his wrinkled face were filled with longing as he looked up at the night sky. Today, he wanted to see Grid more and more.




  Chapter 768


  The US team’s waiting room.


  Panmir was sitting next to Lauel and chattering away. He looked like a young child placed in front of a birthday cake. He was excited about the new life he would live as an Overgeared member after finishing the National Competition.


  "Is there a blacksmith craftsman in the Overgeared Kingdom?”


  “Yes. There are a total of five.”


  The blacksmiths who came from Pangea on the East Continent and Khan. All of them were taught by Grid and became craftsmen through enlightenment. In particular, Khan’s craftsmanship level was high. Lauel dared to boast that Khan was in the top 10 of the continent.


  “Blacksmith Khan...? I've heard that name before. I remember that he was praised as the best blacksmith 20 years ago, until he retired after losing his son.”


  "Yes, that's right."


  "Huhu, he didn’t actually retire, but followed Grid. Khan reached the craftsman rank thanks to Grid. It’s no different from Grid being his benefactor."


  Grid had nurtured talent from a long time ago. It was truly amazing. Lauel spoke meaningfully towards Panmir, who admired this new fact. "Benefactor... But Khan might be King Grid’s benefactor.”


  “Hmm?”


  "Haha, it’s nothing.”


  In terms of Khan’s superior blacksmithing skills, it was mostly from an NPC point of view. In fact, he was Grid’s first friend, teacher, student, and also a family member. Who would understand?


  Grid was on the monitors. Lauel watched him standing in the center of the world with unwavering eyes and showed a gentle smile.


  ***


  “...”


  “...”


  A castle enveloped in the darkness of night. The Lion’s Castle, the stage of PvP every year was very large. There were four spires, seven floors, and corridors with hundreds of rooms. But in the end, it became a ruin. It might’ve boasted a brilliant civilization and beauty in the past, but now it was just a ruin where desolate wind blew.


  Chichik, chijijik.


  The hundreds of pillars supporting the roof were in such a precarious state that there were doubts about whether they could collapse straight away. The stone powder falling on the ground was a signal. The extremely concentrated Grid and Kraugel in the middle of the square with a fountain moved at the same time.


  Chaeeeng!


  The sword where darkness was encroaching. There was no trace of it as Kraugel’s +9 White Fang shot towards Grid.


  [A complete evasion has failed. You have suffered 1,290 damage.]


  [The durability of Triple Layers has decreased by 1.]


  Kwajajajak!


  A sword split apart the darkness. Like the claws of a bird of prey, the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires smashed the old fountain.


  "Che!"


  This attack could easily be avoided despite Grid being equipped with Alex's Quick Gloves? Grid was amazed by Kraugel’s movements, who took full advantage of the passive Super Sensitivity and his innate abilities as he rotated and retrieved his sword.


  Then.


  Peeeeeong!


  Grid’s Enlightenment Sword blocked Kraugel’s White Fang that appeared behind Grid’s back.


  [You have blocked a powerful blow!]


  [Your hands are temporarily paralyzed.]


  [You have resisted.]


  [The durability of the +9 White Fang has decreased by 2.]


  “Kuk...!”


  Grid’s attack power with his new sword exceeded Kraugel’s assumed range. Only their swords clashed but the weight of the sword was so great that Kraugel moaned.


  “How is it?” Grid was able to grasp and react relatively quickly to Kraugel’s movements thanks to the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch and his high insight stat. “Have I become stronger?”


  “The best.”


  “Hat..!”


  Kraugel’s confirmation made Grid flourish. Grid felt his heart beat faster as he advanced forward. He tried to use footwork while pushing Kraugel’s White Fang with his Enlightenment Sword.


  At that moment.


  "Crushing Sword.”


  Kraugel used a unique sword breaking type skill.


  Hwiririk!


  The Enlightenment Sword intertwined with White Fang was rotated by White Fang. Naturally, Grid’s wrist also turned.


  Kwajajajak!


  An eerie sound was heard. A chill went down Grid’s spine.


  [Your wrist has been broken.]


  [You have fallen into the ‘fracture’d state.]


  [Your attack speed is reduced by 50% for 20 seconds and damage is reduced by 30%.]


  [The current durability of the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has decreased by 12%.]


  ‘Crazy!’


  It caused a physical condition that couldn’t be resisted while drastically reducing the durability of the weapon? Grid reminded himself. Kraugel was able to become a Sword Saint by mastering the sword. The person who the world viewed as strongest in Satisfy right now was Kraugel!


  Seokeok!


  Pa pa pa pat!


  [You have suffered 4,700 damage.]


  [You have suffered 3,950 damage.]


  [You have suffered 4,230...]


  [You have suffered 4,110...]


  The moment he allowed an attack. The Slaughterer’s Eye Patch and his insight didn’t detect that constant slashes that struck Grid’s body. The minimum damage compensation when a ‘sword type weapon was equipped’ in proportion to defense and the ability of a Sword Saint to deal additional damage to all species made the defense of Triple Layers futile.


  “God Hands!”


  The flow wasn’t good. Grid determined that it was necessary to reset the situation. He shouted and the four God Hands appeared behind him. Under the clear moonlight that shone in the darkness, a glittering gold light appeared. But the gold was soon lifted.


  It was because four swords were fired from Kraugel’s inventory and the God Hands were blown away. It was the Control Sword skill. A Sword Saint was able to remotely control up to 10 swords. An ordinary person wouldn’t be able to control their body and the swords at the same time.


  Sururuk.


  But it was possible for Kraugel, the sky above the sky. He controlled the swords while using White Light Steps. He reached Grid’s side while hiding in the moonlight.


  ‘Ick...!’


  Grid realized Kraugel’s approach and belatedly swung his sword.


  Supaak!


  He was hampered by his fractured state. Kraugel had the effect of reaching the maximum speed ‘when a sword type weapon was equipped’ and he was much faster than Grid’s sword.


  [You have suffered 4,900 damage.]


  “Cough!”


  Grid coughed up blood as he was cut on the side. Kraugel moved forward the moment he attacked, capturing Grid’s rear area. There was a perfect gap behind Grid.


  Clink!


  Kraugel bent forward and took a stance. It was the forerunner to the sword that cut the world, Space Sword.


  Sakak-!


  As soon as White Fang emitted a black light, the ground, darkness and the moonlight...


  Jjejeok! Jjejejejeok!


  They were split in half at the same time. However, the target Grid received no damage. It was thanks to the use of Freely Move, which avoided all non-targeted skills. Even the glorious Sword Saint found it hard to harm the Secret Hero who saved the world.


  Kwajak!


  Rising and descending. With a simple action, Grid slipped away from the range of Space Sword and struck Kraugel’s body.


  [You have suffered 9,490 damage.]


  "...!"


  Didn’t he have a passive that reduced maximum damage done by a sword type weapon by 40%? This question rose in Kraugel’s eyes as he received big damage. The biggest problem was that Grid’s attack didn’t end with just the primary damage. Up to three extra damages were possible.


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  The black flames inflicted 300% damage.


  『 Ah...! 』


  The commentators of broadcasting companies around the world cried out. This was the strongest immediate skill that destroyed Tarma, one of the PvP winning candidates. Some commentators predicted Kraugel’s death.


  『 P-Player Kraugel! Surely he won’t be logged out like this? 』


  The legendary class had an immortal passive. The people of the world were now clearly aware of this fact based on various circumstances. Of course, the commentators were the same. The commentators were well aware that Kraugel wouldn’t die from this blow. But they had to make a more dramatic commentary, sweeping the audience and viewers into an extremely nervous atmosphere. 


  In particular, those who cheered on Kraugel were watching the remnants of the black flames with worry. They didn’t want the sky above the sky that they had admired for so many years to fall like this.


  At that moment.


  Chwaruruk!


  A shield of light blocked the black flames. The black flames sweeping the Lion’s Castle vanished without a trace. It was the defensive skill of a Sword Saint, ‘Sword Curtain’ that used sword energy as a resource.  The skill created a protective curtain made of dozens of swords and had the ability to block all magical and physical damage.


  “...Wow.”


  Grid sweated as he looked at Kraugel. So far, he had dealt with various competitors. Perhaps they had the same thoughts every time they faced him?


  “Isn’t this a scam?”


  Grid spoke what he was thinking. The strongest legendary class, Sword Saint. He was revealing a grand majesty when dealing with the Overgeared King. In addition.


  [You have discovered a strong person of this era!]


  [The Hero King’s fighting energy has started to boil!]


  Grid was also complete. Grid’s fighting energy, which had been kept at 10 thanks to Kraugel’s low level, slowly started to rise. It was a hidden effect created by the Sword Saint class.


  Kuooooh!


  It didn’t matter if it was real or not. People murmured as the fighting energy appeared like a haze around Grid’s body.


  “What’s this?”


  "Wow, it’s cool.”


  The crowd and viewers started to notice one by one. A red and purple aura was wrapped around Grid’s body. It was the mighty power of the Undefeated King, whose existence itself was a legend. Grid inherited his will and was now exposing it to the world.


  Duguen!


  Kraugel sensed it. This year’s showdown would be much tougher than last year.




  Chapter 769


  ‘From now on, it is the real thing.’


  Kuoooooh!


  The red and purple aura around Grid. Kraugel knew what it was. Sword Saint Muller was also the Hero King.


  ‘Fighting energy...’


  Just like Grid learned about Pagma, Kraugel learned about the former Sword Saint Muller. He had a variety of Muller episodes that ordinary people didn’t know. He couldn’t be ignorant about fighting energy.


  ‘The power of a hero of heroes.’


  Muller was said to become complete by combining fighting energy and sword energy. From the time Grid was named the Hero King, Kraugel could no longer follow Muller. Kraugel would’ve felt desperate if he had been pursuing Muller’s shadow. But Kraugel was pioneering his own way. There was no  reason to be obsessed with the title of Hero King because he didn’t follow Muller. When Grid became the Hero King, Kraugel could congratulate him in a pure manner.


  Clink!


  It would be a tough fight that couldn’t compare to last year. Kraugel’s expression calmed down as he faced Grid’s fighting energy. But it was just a superficial appearance. His hands holding White Fang were filled with cold sweat. A tension comparable to the time when he faced Great Demon Drasion filled him. It meant that Grid’s presence was equal to or greater than a weakened great demon.


  “From now on, it will be different!”


  The exited Grid ran over to him. He was faster and stronger thanks to his rising fighting energy.


  Jeeeeeong!


  “Kuk...!”


  Grid’s sword descended at the fastest speed! Kraugel gritted his teeth and defended. The weight behind Grid’s attack was like a great mountain. Kraugel’s body and mind were driven to the extreme.


  Jaaeng! Jjejeong! Jjeejeeeong!


  Every time he hit Kraugel’s sword, Grid’s fighting energy rose and his attack speed increased. A relentless black and red light pressed Kraugel from all directions, causing Kraugel to take several steps back.


  Finally.


  Tak!


  Kraugel’s back ended up against an old pillar. Grid was already in the process of moving forward with his footwork.


  "Pinnacle!”


  It was one of the basic skills of Pagma’s Swordsmanship. The powerful skill that disregarded a certain amount of defense fell like a lightning bolt. Suddenly, a question popped into Kraugel’s brain. Wasn’t Pinnacle a technique that Kraugel had counterattacked twice in the past already? Every time Grid used Pinnacle, he was hit back with Tearing the Sky the sky and suffered great damage. He wouldn’t have forgotten this fact.


  'Is he trying to do something else separately?’


  Kraugel’s intuition told him not to use Tearing the Sky. As Grid’s sword descended, Kraugel used Sword Curtain to defend.


  Then.


  ‘Che!’


  Grid, who was preparing to use Revolve, clicked his tongue. That’s right. Grid intended to return the counter to Pinnacle, Tearing the Sky back to Kraugel using Revolve. But it was all for naught.


  Jjejeong! Jjejejeok!


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  The collision of Pinnacle with the Sword Curtain produced a powerful shock wave. Of course, the pillar Kraugel was backed up against as well as the ones 3m to his left and right were swept away by the shock wave. The moment a corner of the castle collapsed.


  Kurururung!


  The collapsing roof and rising dust hid Grid and Kraugel. The commentators and viewers looked around in order to find traces of the two.


  Kuuong!


  Grid flew out from the smoke. A jump! He immediately raised his body and used magic.


  “Magic Detection!”


  [Magic Detection (Enhanced) has been used.]


  Paaaat!


  Mana was released from Grid’s body and scanned around him.


  Name: Kraugel


  Level: ???


  Class: ???


  Stats: ???


  Race: Human


  Status: Player


  Since reaching level three on the East Continent, Magic Detection (Enhanced) displayed a small part of the target’s information as well as informing Grid of Kraugel’s location. It was right in front of him.


  Chaeeeng!


  Grid hurriedly swung his sword and it was stopped by the empty air in front of him.


  Sururuk.


  A full moon was floating above the high spires. Kraugel, who had hidden himself in the moonlight with White Light Steps, was revealed. His breathing was rough as he blocked Grid’s sword. The commentators, spectators and viewers who saw this series of processes were disturbed.


  『 Kraugel’s condition is strange...? 』


  『 Is that right? 』


  Kraugel was different from Grid. He neutralized his targets with pure control rather than overwhelming them with physical stats, skills, or items. Yet his control skills weren’t highlighted when fighting Grid. Throughout the battle, he seemed to rely solely on skills like Grid.


  People started to speculate.


  “Is Kraugel’s control less than what it was?”


  "Or maybe Grid’s control is a match for Kraugel...?”


  “In any case, the situation is different from the past.”


  The reason people envied Kraugel was because of his controll. If only they could move as well as him. If only they could make the same cool judgment in that situation. How many rankers could follow even half of Kraugel? People always thought like this.


  But they didn’t think this when they saw the current Kraugel. Kraugel seemed to be worse than usual in the confrontation with Grid.


  'Is it the aftermath of becoming a Sword Saint?’


  A legendary class. Obviously, the Sword Saint was the one with the best power among them. An example was the Space Sword that split apart the world. Perhaps Kraugel had become obsessed with the power of these skills and forgot his own strength? Did his control decline because he became dependent on skills?


  People who thought like this couldn’t even imagine. In fact, Kraugel was currently controlling four swords against the God Hands. It was in order to block Grid’s strength with the God Hands, which was much more proficient than last year. Kraugel was forced to disperse attention to the four swords, meaning he lacked delicacy when dealing with Grid. But people didn’t know the principles of Control Sword and couldn’t understand Kraugel’s position.


  On the other hand.


  ‘Is it hard?’


  Grid faintly guessed the situation Kraugel was in. It was natural. A delicate command system was needed in order to make high-quality movements with the God Hands, even for Pagma's Descendant. It was Grid’s conjecture that Kraugel’s Control Sword would be just as hard and his thoughts were correct. Kraugel’s mental power was consumed twice as fast after using Control Sword.


  ‘God Hands! Continue to attack Kraugel! Don’t rest!’


  Grid maximized the benefits of the God Hands. He took full advantage of the ego items that could act on their own. It was the majesty of the legendary class exclusive item that Kraugel hadn’t acquired yet.


  Peng! Pepepepeng!


  The God Hands set Kraugel as the target and started to launch Magic Missiles. The four swords were interfering with Mjolnir. Then Grid would rather abandon Mjolnir and have them support him from a distance.


  Syuok! Syuok!


  Kraugel moved in a zigzag to avoid Magic Missiles. Grid attacked the gaps that occurred at this time. Kraugel who was trying to defend himself with Super Sensitivity, stopped trying to fight back. Then a new Grid appeared behind him. It was Doppelganger Randy. It was the first time Grid summoned his pets in his three confrontations with Kraugel. It was the influence of Battlefield. Now Grid had become aware. Pets were also his skills. He realized it was wasteful to refrain from using pets in the name of fair play.


  “Kill!”


  At the same time, Randy was able to reproduce his master’s skill.


  “Tearing the Sky.”


  Kwajak! Kwajajak!


  As soon as Randy appeared, he was hit by Kraugel’s counterattack and died. One of the two pets that Grid had relied on for many years vanished. But Grid wasn’t upset.


  “Sorry...!” He apologizing to the grey Randy. "It was good enough!"


  Grid sent encouragement.


  “Pinnacle Kill!”


  Then he finally completed the footwork of his fusion skill. It was something he had been unable to do through the battle due to being blocked by Kraugel. If it wasn’t for Randy pulling Kraugel’s gaze away, Grid would’ve never been able to complete it.


  Kuooooh!


  The ultimate slash containing killing intent. It was soon linked with a stab. The skill that Grid had trained in the process of dealing with his clone on the Behen Archipelago was devastating to the target since it ignored defense. It was the second most powerful skill in Pagma’s Swordsmanship.


  It was a skill that Kraugel’s counterattack, Tearing the Sky couldn’t cope with. Last year, Kraugel had used Jajinmori, which instantly activated in close ranges, to block it.


  ‘Too late...!’


  This year’s Kraugel had fallen for the bait that was Randy. Kraugel’s reaction to Pinnacle Kill was too late.


  Sakak-!


  The black and red sword fell in a straight line towards Kraugel.


  Puok!


  Then it was followed by a stab. The strongest skill that exerted a powerful force. It put a heavy burden on the user’s muscles and had a risk of causing the user to lose 4,500 health.


  [You have dealt 69,300 damage to the target!]


  What did 4,500 health matter compared to dealing a critical wound to Kraugel? Grid smiled with satisfaction.


  Snap!


  Kraugel took out a gold peach and bit it. It was the ultimate health recovery item that Kraugel gained in exchange for being Pangea’s Little Hero. The gold peach restored the user’s health to the maximum. Grid ignored the various PvP rules intended to create a ‘grand spectacle.’ It was Kraugel who positively utilized the newly applied ‘potions can be taken’ PvP rule.


  “What...?”


  Grid was confused when Kraugel’s health was restored to the maximum.


  Kraugel pushed away from Grid using Jajinmori, then used one of the unique endgame skills of a Sword Saint, ‘Condemnation Sword.’ Unlike the wide-range Space Sword, this skill aimed at a single target and its power transcended Space Sword. It was the beginning of a full-scale counterattack.


  By using Space Sword in the beginning, Kraugel deliberately had Grid consume Freely Move. He was in a position to win. Even if it was only a 1% chance, Kraugel hoped. He wished to be Grid’s goal for one more year and sincerely swung the Condemnation Sword.


  But there was a saying that the heavens didn’t love short-lived geniuses. Brilliant talent came with a lethal curse.


  [The True White Fang is resonating!]


  [The curse ‘Bunhelier’s Gaze’ is activated!]


  [Retreat!]


  [Bunhelier’s Gaze]


  The evil dragon Bunhelier is always watching over you.


  You might be attacked on the day when Bunhelier is feeling grumpy.


  Skill Activation Condition: Random


  It was the curse attached to White Fang. It had never activated before and now it was activated in a match that Kraugel had dreamt about for the past year.


  Kurwarwarwarwa!


  With a roar that shook the earth, a huge shadow that erased the moon appeared.


  “Avoid it!"


  Kraugel stopped using Condemnation Sword and urgently shouted towards Grid. The worst situation was triggered due to the probability system. There was no time to blame anyone. Kraugel just didn’t want to ruin the situation. He couldn’t overlook the consequences of what would happen if Grid was trampled on by a dragon while the whole world was watching. He had to bear responsibility for the current situation.


  “Freely Move!”


  The condition to acquire this title was to ‘raid’ three named bosses higher in level ‘alone.’ It wasn’t Grid’s exclusive skill. It was one step behind Grid but Kraugel also obtained the title this year. Due to this, he could use Freely Move.


  Supaak!


  Kraugel escaped from Bunhelier’s breath, ascended the grey scales and reached its huge head. His black eyes flashed under black hair as he faced the dragon, while the world watched agape. There were only two people in the world who understood the present situation. The people who knew the options of White Fang. One of them was Grid.


  "Damn lizard...!”


  Appearing at this timing to obstruct the match?


  Kwaduduk! A distinctively purple fighting energy rose from Grid’s body. His gaze was only following Bunhelier. He ignored Kraugel.


  Then.


  "100,000 Army Massacre Sword.”


  The power of the Undefeated King was revealed to the public.




  Chapter 770


  [You have dealt 1,430...]


  [The black flame explosion...]


  Pepeng!


  Pepepepeng!


  『 P-Player Grid is continuing the onslaught!! 』


  『 Player Grid’s attack power is completely overwhelming Player Kraugel!! 』


  『 100,000 Army Massacre Sword...! I now understand why it has such a name! It has tremendous power!! 』


  『 It’s worth noting that the black flames are intermittently exploding. It’s applied at the same time as other skills so it might be a passive skill... 』


  『 Huh? Is that so? 』


  The sight of Bunhelier being bombarded 30 times with 100,000 Army Massacre Sword was shocking. Bunlier’s scales, which completely neutralized Sword Saint Kraugel’s attacks, received damage. It was the moment when the hidden skill ‘Absolute Defense (SSS) was overwhelmed by Grid’s dignity.


  Flinch.


  Bunhelier’s 30 meter long body was finely shaking. The spectators and viewers watching wondered if Grid might succeed in raiding Bunhelier. But reality was terrible. It was like an ordinary person scratching the paint of a luxury sedan only for it to emerge unscathed. Even if slight scratches were made with human fingernails, it was just like dirt from the road blowing. It meant that the wounds on Bunhelier’s scales were very minor after being hit by 100,000 Army Massacre Sword.


  Bunhelier had an ill-natured personality. It had a health recovery speed that made a damage of 10,000 or 100,000 meaningless. After being hit by 100,000 Army Massacre Sword, the grey scales that were finely scratched healed in an instant. Grid’s attacks couldn’t keep up with their resilience.


  “Ah...!”


  The spectators and viewers were dazzled by the colourful effects and noticed late. Bunhelier’s health hadn’t decreased at all despite being hit by Grid dozens of times.


  'Does it have 10 billion health?’


  It was estimated that Great Demon Belial had 2 billion health. It wasn’t strange that a dragon, which overwhelmed even the 1st Great Demon Baal, possessed at least 10 billion health. Given the defense and resilience, it was impossible to raid Bunhelier, even if he used 100,000 Army Massacre Sword endlessly. Grid didn’t even know about the One Million Army Massacre Sword.


  “...I-I’m sorry.”


  Kung! As Kraugel hit Bunhelier’s snout and turned the giant eyes to him, Kraugel apologized to Grid. He had no choice but to bow his head. Dragon. Kraugel felt awe towards the world’s strongest creature.


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  The ground shook. Grid couldn’t maintain his balance and fell down. It wasn’t an earthquake. It was a wave created by Bunhelier’s ‘one step’ as it tried to trample Kraugel on the ground. For a dragon, the small and feeble human was like an ant. Grid who penetrated the defense and left small scratches on the scales? From Bunhelier’s point of view, he was no different from Kraugel. It felt a little annoyed and wasn’t inspired at all. He had no special interest in the ants that were biting at his nails.


  Kurarararara!


  Bunhelier blew out a breath. Grid and Kraugel had no way to withstand the powerful attack that swept through the ruins of the old castle. People were upset when Grid and Kraugel turned to grey at the same time.


  "...Even Grid and Kraugel can’t match a dragon.”


  "The range of the breath is a scam. Who can endure that? Even if all the players are gathered together, they will be wiped out in 10 minutes.


  “By the way, what’s this? Why did a dragon suddenly appear in PvP?"


  “...”


  The crowd and viewers belatedly detected the abnormality. They recovered from the dragon’s presence that had overwhelmed them. People were angry because the confrontation that had waited 1 year and 3 months for came to a futile end.


  “Is this a joke?”


  "I want my admission fee back!”


  “Boo! Boooooo!”


  The crowd was convinced that this incident was due to the organizers and criticisms poured out. They were no longer concerned with Bunhelier. They couldn’t have any interest because it was an existence in another world. The public wanted a target that was in reach.


  After Grid and Kraugel’s deaths. Bunhelier stood alone on the PvP area where everything was destroyed. It was the moment when the worst existence, that should’ve terrorized the world along with Insane Dragon Nevartan, felt a sense of uncertainty due to an unfamiliar situation.


  At this time.


  “Ah! Look there!”


  “What? Was it staged?”


  The screen was switched. The PvP stage had changed. It was a space large enough to make humans look like dust. A little while ago, Bunhelier had suddenly showed up. Now there was a huge place that looked like there was room for it, even with its two wings wide open.


  “Is this a dragon lair?”


  As soon as they noticed, they guessed it was the new PvP stage. Then Grid and Kraugel, who had been resurrected, checked the notifications in front of them.


  [You were killed by Bunhelier. The evil dragon’s venom has penetrated deep into your lungs. Until you die again, all types of health recovery are reduced by 60%.]


  “...”


  It was a terrible curse that could only be solved with death. Kraugel was silent as a bitter expression appeared on his face. For the first time in his life, he felt a sense of great helplessness.


  In reality and in Satisfy. Every time he met an opponent better than himself, he had a belief that he could jump over the opponent one day. For him, dragons were unfamiliar presences that couldn’t be reached even if he tried for the rest of his life. Kraugel didn’t want to meet a dragon again and it was deeply engraved in his heart.


  Grid was different from him.


  “Ah, shit...!”


  Grid was jumping around while huffing and puffing. An opponent he couldn’t catch up with in his life? Unlike Kraugel, Grid had experienced it countless times. He had learned how to grow using the feelings of helplessness and frustration as nutrients. His attitude was in contrast to Kraugel.


  “This damn lizard scum! Not even apologizing after killing someone? Ah, bastard! The next time we meet, I will be sure to get revenge! Kill it at all cost... No, subtract half blood! Yes! I will make an item to counter a dragon!”


  “...”


  Kraugel was surprised at Grid’s burning desire. Grid’s eyes presented Kraugel with an unexpected future.


  "This lizard, I will summon it again for you later.”


  “What?”


  "At that time, you and I will be armed with dragon slayer items and cut off his layer of scales. And... huhuhu! Make armor out of the scales. How about it? Aren’t you happy just imagining it?


  “...”


  Kraugel became aware that Grid was a great person. But he didn’t expect it to be this much.


  ‘His vessel fills my vessel.’


  With a complicated expression, Kraugel returned to reality.


  “Then what about this?”


  Grid noticed the cameras reopening and noticed that the PvP match would resume. He was affected by the evil dragon’s curse. The recovery abilities of Doran’s Ring, Elfin Stone’s Ring, and Cray’s Power had become ineffective. The situation was the same with Kraugel. It was a deadly curse for Kraugel, who had the ability to recover with the Troll King’s Curse, Bitter Grief Spear, and the Red Sword.


  Of course, the S.A. Group didn’t overlook this. The organizers released the curse on the two people by borrowing the name of a god.


  [Goddess Rebecca has healed you of the evil dragon’s extreme poisoning.]


  At the same time.


  『 Did you enjoy the emergence of the evil dragon Bunhelier, which made the PvP finals more colorful? From now on, the second round of the finals will begin on a new stage! This stage is a dragon lair! It’s the nest of the evil dragon Bunhelier! 』


  The host received a notice and shouted in a loud voice.


  Grid and Kraugel laughed as they discovered the situation.


  "The host is also suffering.”


  “I agree.”


  "Let’s finish this quickly. Fighting, fighting, and fighting again. I’m exhausted.”


  “A sea of hope.”


  No further words were necessary. The resources such as health and skill cooldown time were restored to what they were before Bunhelier appeared. The two people rushed towards each other.


  Paaaat!


  Grid’s attack power was high now that fighting energy exceeded 50, making it difficult for Kraugel. He started to be pushed on the defensive in the sword exchange. He evaded and then launched a large number of swords with Control Sword. The swords moved in every direction so that Grid couldn’t avoid them.


  Grid didn’t find a way to escape, but he wasn’t afraid. When he looked with a Blacksmith’s Eyes, the swords had a rating from unique~ legendary. Then what about Grid’s defense? Grid judged that it would be hard for the weapons to penetrate his armor unless Kraugel wielded them directly.


  Puk! Puuoook!


  Grid’s battle style was exchanging flesh and blood! He tried to counterattack against Kraugel every time he was hit by a sword. Then he suddenly stopped. Some of the swords fired by Kraugel pierced his right elbow. Grid was unable to swing his arms because the physical conditions prevented the rotation of his joints.


  ‘Crazy...!’


  It was guided?


  ‘What is this...?’


  The moment that Grid was feeling irritation and excitement.


  “Condemnation Sword.”


  Pajik! Paijijik!


  A silver sword was raised. It was the skill that was blocked by Bunhelier’s emergence. Now it appeared again as a threat to Grid.


  Clink!


  It was too late to move the hand holding his sword. Grid judged and raised his left hand, summoning Iyarugt from his inventory. Kraugel expected Grid to fight back with Revolve. But Grid’s choice was different.


  "100,000 Army Massacre Sword!”


  ‘At this timing?’


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  The strongest skill that penetrated even a dragon’s scales washed over Kraugel. He was swallowed up as a silver light flashed from the tip of his sword.
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  People were different. They might be looking at the same thing but would feel something else. Most people who felt good were already ahead.


  'This time, Grid was ahead.’


  The evil dragon Bunhelier. The world’s strongest presence that could never be raided. When Kraugel didn’t want to see it again, Grid dreamt of getting revenge. It was a huge difference. It was clear that after Bunhelier, Grid would achieve a much faster growth.


  In order to avoid falling behind, Kraugel also couldn’t turn away from Bunhelier. In addition, Grid drove the sky above the sky to the edge.


  “Condemnation Sword!”


  Condemnation Sword was one of the Sword Saint’s ultimate skills which boasted an attack power equivalent to 100% of the target’s defense. It couldn’t penetrate Bunhelier’s defense, but it was enough to inflict damage on Grid. White Fang was surrounded by a silver light as it rushed to Grid.


  "100,000 Army Massacre Sword!”


  "...!"


  Kraugel thought Grid would choose to defend or counterattack, but he ending up using an unexpected skill. It was the strongest skill that dealt damage even to Bunhelier. It was an unexpected development for Kraugel.


  ‘Why?’


  Grid grew stronger as fighting energy accumulated. From a certain point of view, it was right to keep fighting energy at the maximum. However, Grid consumed fighting energy by using 100,000 Army Massacre Sword. Kraugel had a headache. Why did Grid make this choice? Kraugel questioned it.


  “Freely Move!”


  He opened up the power of Secret Hero and avoided all the strikes of 100,000 Army Massacre Sword that was release at close range.


  “Whoa...!”


  Sounds of admiration flowed from everywhere. The crowd was overwhelmed by Grid, who wielded the sword 30 times in one second and Kraugel, who avoided all the swift attacks.


  Pajik! Pajijijik!


  Before the red spots in the air disappeared.


  Teook!


  Kraugel reached Grid’s side and inserted Condemnation Sword.


  [You have dealt 53,400 damage to the target!]


  Puoook!


  White Fang sunk deep into Grid’s waist! Grid shed blood at the critical blow. The moment Kraugel grabbed the spirit of victory. The crowd gasped. People now admired Grid more than ever after he damaged Bunhelier. It was a standard similar to the sky above the sky. There were many people who felt sorry that he would be defeated after a long fight.


  On the other hand, Kraugel was trying to link the White Sword, Black Sword, and Twin Sword combo.


  At this time.


  "...!"


  Kraugel’s eyes widened. He perceived the intense aura gathered at the end of Grid’s sword. Kraugel knew what it was.


  ‘Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle...!’


  It was the ultimate swordsmanship that Grid showed in the Great Demon Belial raid! It was the power that Kraugel feared most from Grid. The reason why Kraugel blocked Grid’s footwork during the finals was to stop Grid from using Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.


  Grid completed it. It was while Kraugel was focused on the 100,000 Army Massacre Sword!


  ‘This was his intention.’


  Grid consumed fighting energy and used 100,000 Army Massacre Sword to disperse Kraugel’s attention? He wasted his best skill in order to complete the footwork? No, in the first place, was 100,000 Army Massacre Sword his best skill? No. Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle was the strongest.


  Chill.


  Kraugel’s spine was cold and sweaty.


  Kuooooooh-!


  The Enlightenment Sword roared. Kraugel realized the sword in front of him was flickering with flames. He had been trapped the moment Grid used 100,000 Army Massacre Sword on Bunhelier. Kraugel was so dazzled by 100,000 Army Massacre Sword that Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle became obsolete and Freely Move was consumed.


  Puok!


  Puk puk!


  The Enlightenment Sword continuously pierced Kraugel. The Enlightenment Sword was like a fish that met water. The powerful sword containing killing intent fluttered like a butterfly but was as quick as a bee.


  [You have suffered 43,100 damage.]


  “Kuk...!”


  It was difficult for Kraugel to completely avoid it. The Super Sensitivity passive. It had an advantage of there being no penalty compared to the active version, but it was true that the function was weakened. The story would’ve been different if Kraugel had reached level 300 and his stats had gone through the third awakening. His high agility would’ve maximized the Super Sensitivity passive and he might’ve been able to avoid Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.


  But now Kraugel’s level was in the 200’s. He was also using Control Sword to keep the God Hands in check. From the time he got the Sword Saint class to now, it was too little time.


  Puk puk!


  [You have been hit by a lethal blow!]


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  Kraugel went into the immortal state despite his Sword Saint class reducing the damage. Grid shouted as Kraugel was swept away by Linked Kill that lead to Wave.


  “Next year’s hero...!”


  Last year’s winner of PvP, Kraugel became the hero. The idol of everyone, their goal. Grid looked at him and burned with motivation. He was desperate to be crowned the hero next year.


  “I will be next year’s hero!”


  Kurururung!


  Grid’s desire for victory was stronger than ever. As if in response to this, the Enlightenment Sword was more eager than usual. Black flames exploded in succession while a red lightning bolt struck Kraugel.


  “Ugh! Passing the sky!”


  Kraugel was covered with waves of sword energy. He gritted his teeth and tried to counterattack against the Pinnacle portion.


  Passing the Sky. It was the strongest counterattack that Kraugel created based on Tearing the Sky. The power was at least equivalent to Revolve and unlike Grid, it was possible to cast it immediately without needing footwork. Strictly speaking, it was a counterattack that exceeded Revolve.


  Then.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  It faced the end portion of Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.


  “Cough!”


  A large amount of blood poured from Grid’s chest. Right here.


  "Ohhhhhh!"


  Kraugel relied on the immortality passive to unleash fierce attacks. He would deal the final strike to Grid, make him also consume the immortal passive, and then reverse the battle. But that plan was blocked.


  [Your health has dropped below 10%. 31,600 health is instantly restored due to the effect of Tiramet’s Power attached to the Rune of Darkness.]


  [A great king puts his safety first. Due to the First King title effect, a shield with 92,800 defense will be created.]


  “What...?”


  Kraugel let out a confused cry of alarm. White Fang that stabbed at Grid.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  It was blocked by a shield that shone around Grid like the sun.


  “Amazing!”


  “Wow...


  The crowd and viewers were busy admiring it. They were amazed by Grid’s ability to restore health and create a splendid shield. His tanking ability was just like the famous tankers, Vantner and Bubat.


  “Blackening!”


  "Splitting the Sky...!”


  Kraugel didn’t give up. His successive sword techniques threatened Grid. It was regrettable that Kraugel couldn’t use all the skills of a Sword Saint due to his low level and lacking resources.


  Jjejejeok!


  Chaeeeeeng!


  Kraugel and Grid’s swords moved without stopping. Grid’s specs rose at a rapid pace due to Blackening and fighting energy, while Kraugel lost his immortal passive. In the end, Kraugel had to make a choice. He recovered the swords he was controlling. He ignored the God Hands and rejoined his dispersed attention. He regained his concentration and his control skills.


  Jjejeong! Jjeejeeeong!


  “Kuk...!”


  Grid was driven on the defensive. His radiantly shining shield gradually lost its light. But Kraugel was a flame on the verge of going out. As soon as the God Hands joined Grid, Kraugel was gradually neutralized as he lost most of his resources.


  Finally.


  Peeeeeong!


  Puk! Puoook!


  The moment Kraugel broke through Grid’s shield, Grid’s sword pierced Kraugel’s chest. After he became Pagma's Descendant. Grid had gone through all types of quests and even rose to the throne. On the other hand, Kraugel had only been focused on levelling since he changed to a Sword Saint.


  This was the difference between the two people. This fact was clear from the beginning. Time wasn’t on Kraugel’s side.


  “Grid.”


  The God Hands were turned into Lifael’s Spear with Item Transformation and the four spears pierced Kraugel’s flesh. Before he turned to grey, he knew that everyone was focused on him and spoke.


  "In the future, you are my idol and I will be the challenger.”


  Kraugel knew. The gaze that Grid always looked at him with. Envy and longing. There would be no more burdensome gaze. Now he was finally free.


  Pisik.


  The moment that Kraugel smiled warmly and touched Grid’s cheek with a bloody hand.


  Shaaaaaaah-


  Kraugel’s body turned to grey. The winner of the 3rd National Competition’s PvP event was decided.


  『 As a result, South Korean is first in the overall rankings!! 』


  “Waaaaaaaaah!”


  South Korea heated up. The 50 million people in South Korea were screaming. Some people laughed happily while others cried.


  “Our son is the best!”


  “Oppa...!”


  Of course, the people who shed tears the most was Grid’s family. They witnessed Grid beating the world’s best player and being recognized, so his family was grateful.


  On the other hand, Grid was left alone on the PvP stage.


  “...”


  He gritted his teeth. It was because he was about to burst into tears. He kept silent for a moment before shouting in a trembling voice.


  “Log out.”


  It was time to return to reality. He won the title that he had dreamt of.


  ***


  『 Player Grid had broken the sky above the sky and led South Korea to be first in the overall rankings. 』


  『 Ahhh, who would’ve expected South Korea to be number one? 』


  『 I’m proud to tears. Player Grid is indeed the son that South Korea is proud of. 』


  “Player Grid! Please tell us what you are feeling!”


  "How do you feel about being crowned the new sky?”


  Hundreds, thousand of camera shutters went off without interruption. The questions of the reporters and cheers of the crowd were endless. It had been four years and five months since Satisfy opened and the world changed. Interest was hot. Grid’s name and face decorated the world news. The feats that Grid accumulated so far was unveiled all over the world.


  Grid had become the new sky.


  ‘Everybody...’


  His parents and Sehee. Khan, Irene, and Lord.


  Grid stood on the podium as people watched him with eyes filled with envy. Grid wanted to rush and see his ‘family’ as soon as possible. He wanted to hold them in his arms and bask in their pride.


  Snap! Snap snap!


  The camera shutters of various reporters started to click faster. The reporters had an instinctive feeling. It was a sense of duty that told them they needed to take photos of this gentle and loving Grid.
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  "Waaaaahhhhh!"


  "Grid finally did it!”


  “The best! Always exciting!”


  “Keok! God Grid...! I love you, God Grid!!”  


  It was strange and proud to see Grid on the podium higher than Kraugel. He broke Kraugel, who’d reigned supreme. In the past two years, he’d led South Korea to the second rank despite it being known for being weak in Satisfy. Now he gave them the honor of being the top country this year.


  It was natural for the Korean players to feel unlimited gratitude and respect for him. Even Eat Spicy Jokbal, who hated Grid on the surface, was thrilled. He realized there was still deep patriotism in his heart and embraced Peak Sword.


  "You should try and persuade Princess to join the Overgeared Guild.” Viola said with a scolding expression.


  On the monitor, Grid was being interviewed.


  "Just like anyone who played Satisfy, Kraugel was an idol and goal for me. I heard his heroic stories and burned with fighting spirit when hearing his saga. Then I worked hard. This is the result.”


  Grid stopped speaking and looked at Kraugel, who was also surrounded by reporters. Grid’s eyes were no different than before.


  “Thanks to Kraugel, I was able to reach where I am now. Kraugel will forever be my idol and competitor.”


  Grid closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He recalled everything that happened in reality and in Satisfy as he struggled at the bottom before he reached the peak. He opened his eyes and smiled at the hundreds of cameras focused on him. He already organized his thoughts.


  "And...the best capsules are from the Comet Group.”


  Grid still had the sponsorship of the Comet Group this year. The most important point was that the Comet Group’s sales jumped thanks to Grid. Grid’s words had a bigger impact on sales than the combination of TV, Internet, and newspaper ads. All the Comet Group employees felt unlimited gratitude and affection for Grid. The chairman of the Comet Group had a plan to marry his youngest daughter to Grid. But the youngest daughter of the Comet Group stubbornly refused. The world’s best women, Yura and Jishuka, were standing by Grid’s side. She wasn’t a match for Grid when she was just a rich daughter.


  Overall, it was a friendly atmosphere.


  "Then...what about next year?”


  “Yes. Just imagine the hell.”


  "What can we do? We just have to give up.”


  Chris, Damian, Pon, Regas, Katz, etc. They felt despair because they knew Grid’s power. They didn’t have a sense of how to win against Grid, who thanks to winning this year’s PvP, would appear as the Hero next year.


  "Infinite stiffness is the default and his God Hands can turn into all types of items.


  “Blackening and Belial’s Power...”


  "How can we beat Grid’s Enlightenment Sword?”


  "I don’t want him to summon Iyarugt. Maybe we can win in two years?”


  “...”


  Was it possible to beat him after two years? No one was sure. They didn’t say it, but they already knew the answer. They wouldn’t participate in next year’s Breaking the Hero. That was the easiest thing to do.


  ***


  “Are you going back to South Korea?”


  “Yes. I want to eat the rice that my mother prepares.”


  "...A mother’s cooking. I'm envious.”


  “Eh? Kraugel, don’t you live with your mother? What? Is your mother sick again?”


  “No. Don’t take my words seriously.”


  Tokyo Dome had been the stage of the National Competition for the third year. After the closing ceremony, Grid and Kraugel were sitting side by side on the empty stands. Both of them were illuminated by the dim lighting.


  "In the future, your area of activities will be wider.”


  “Isn’t it the same for you?”


  "I’m an individual and you’re a king. You will obtain more information and visit more places.”


  "Huhu, are you nervous? You don't have to worry. Don’t I also have to shoulder the responsibility of a king? I will be going forward with heavy footsteps while you will have a light gait.”


  "...Let’s not keep talking about this. Grid, remember one thing.”


  “What is it?”


  Kraugel’s eyes were very dignified. What did he want to say? Grid’s smiling face went away. He took a serious listening attitude.


  Kraugel started talking. "If you visit the East Continent as a king, you will certainly be intertwined with the Hwan Kingdom.”


  Kraugel also had eyes and ears. He visited the East Continent much earlier than Grid and knew roughly what Grid had gone through on the continent. However, he didn’t know the detailed information of what Grid had already encountered. He only knew that Grid was active in Pangea and moved some of its residents to the Overgeared Kingdom.


  "You should’ve heard about the Hwan Kingdom. They’re the only religion and ruler of the East Continent.”


  “They’re like the Saharan Empire.”


  Kraugel spoke seriously. It was a story he already knew so he couldn’t take it lightly. Kraugel shook his head at Grid. "There’s no comparison to the empire. Didn’t I tell you? They’re the only religion and ruler of the East Continent. They’re gods to the people of the East Continent.”


  “...”


  The yangban Garam passed through Grid’s head. In the meantime, the word ‘yangban’ emerged from Kraugel’s mouth.


  “Yangban... They aren’t those who fancy themselves as pseudo-gods. They’re the ones who consider themselves as gods because they have the right qualities and skills.” Kraugel finally cut to the chase. "Don’t mix up with them until you are at least level 500. If you have to visit the East Continent, then visit it as an individual. I don’t know what will happen if your kingdom gets tied up with the Hwan Kingdom.”


  “What? Are they really dangerous?”


  “Strictly speaking, they aren’t evil. But their ideas are different. Think about them as monsters.”


  Grid recalled with Garam was like and fully sympathized with Kraugel. Grid smiled and asked a question, "Are they that strong? It’s enough to make you act like this.”


  Kraugel nodded without hesitation.


  “They’re strong. To you right now, they’re a great mountain, another mountain on top of the great mountain and the sky above it.”


  “...”


  Was this referring to the Chiyou test that Garam mentioned? Had Kraugel met up with them? Grid was filled with pure curiosity when he heard Kraugel’s voice.


  “But.”


  “...?”


  "They aren’t as strong as Bunhelier.”


  "Huhu.” Grid understood Kraugel’s meaning and stretched. “Okay. I understand. I’ll be alert. I can avoid them, but I won’t be daunted by those who aren’t a dragon."


  "I’m glad that you understand.”


  Yes, Grid just had to be alert. He wouldn’t be involved with those sociopaths unless they were interested first. Grid was strong. Kraugel believed this but he didn’t know Grid had already become a target of a yangban.


  “Then I’m going. I’m going home to eat.”


  Grid said farewell with a handshake. He wanted to have a glass of soju with Kraugel, but it wasn’t yet time. The day that he shared a cup with Kraugel...


  "Three rounds.”


  “...?”


  "A man’s match should be decided in three rounds? I was thinking about it but the first time we fought doesn’t count.”


  “What do you mean by that?”


  "It was just after you fought Piaro. Wouldn’t you have won if you were in a normal state?”


  “It’s pointless to think this way. I lost at that time. This is the truth.”


  "No, I'm not convinced.” Grid pulled back his hand. He immediately turned away from Kraugel. "Let’s play the third round in the National Competition next year. Then we will have a cup of soju on that day.”


  “You...!”


  Grid ignored Kraugel’s cry. He headed straight to the parking lot where Toon was waiting. Grid had noticed. After being freed from his high position, Kraugel was planning to seclude himself from the world. Kraugel would act like he used to and not do public activities again.


  "You shouldn’t retire alone.”


  Kraugel must be in Grid’s field of view. If Grid didn’t see Kraugel, he would feel insecure. Grid had to confirm whether Kraugel was still behind him or had already gone ahead.


  "Just relax and continue to play against me, Kraugel.”


  There were many ways to invalidate the three rounds. Grid had overwhelmingly conditions not just in the first round, but the second and third as well. It was too unfair.


  A huge smile. Toon jumped as he saw Grid smiling in the middle. It was because Grid was making a different expression from normal. He seemed like a completely different person from this morning.


  ‘The best...’


  A warrior became a blacksmith, joined the Tzedakah Guild, became the master of the Overgeared Guild, and eventually became the king of the Overgeared Kingdom. His evolution was still ongoing. What would Grid look like a year from now? Toon was full of expectations when he suddenly received a call.


  "...What?”


  It was the worst news. Toon paled and looked back. Grid was so tired that he had fallen asleep.


  "Did something happen?” The driver asked.


  "Go to the airport instantly.” Toon urged. He prayed eagerly for Grid to be having a good dream.


  ***


  Let’s go back in time. It was time for the PvP finals between Grid and Kraugel to start.


  “It’s here.”


  Veradin led the elites of Immortal and stood in front of the smithy in the center of Reinhardt. It was a huge smithy. No, to be exact, it was a smithy complex. There were five smithies in the center of Reinhardt that could accommodate at least 30 furnaces. The alarming part was that there were many smithies still under construction.


  "Reinhardt is said to be a city without a night and it’s all because of the smithies.”


  The necromancers of Immortal clicked their tongues. On the other hand, Veradin was smiling.


  'Grid will be quite angry if all the smithies here are burned.’


  The legendary farmer Piaro, who lived in Siren, had disappeared after the vampire expedition. Grid’s first knight Jude was still in Bairan. In addition, the great magician Ashur was guarding the border. 


  Grid’s three heavenly kings weren’t in Reinhardt. He was sure of it since it was information received from Empress Marie. In addition, the National Competition was now occurring. Most of the Overgeared members who were supposed to replace the three heavenly kings were mostly away. It was obvious that Reinhardt’s defenses were weak at this time.


  "But shouldn’t I be careful? First of all, I will assassinate Khan who is the target.”


  Sururuk.


  He secretly summoned a death knight in the darkness. It was a death knight made from the corpse of the assassin who was called ‘reaper in the dark.’ Veradin’s heart pounded. There was a need to weaken the power of the Overgeared Kingdom for the future of Immortal. He led the elites of Immortal for this reason. 


  This incident would make Grid furious. What would happen when he found out Agnus was behind it? It was obvious. Grid would be filled with killing intent. What would Agnus look like in a dire crisis? Veradin was curious as well. He wanted to observe all aspects of the madman.


  That’s right. Like Lauel said in the past, Veradin wasn’t loyal to Agnus. Agnus was just an interesting experiment. Grid was selected as a sacrifice for the experiment.
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  Khan’s family had produced excellent blacksmiths for generations, while the king of the Eternal Kingdom changed 11 times. They owned a famous smithy. It was no wonder that Khan’s pride was as high as the sky. Since his youth, he had been praised as the best blacksmith in the eastern part of the Eternal Kingdom and dreamt about becoming the first blacksmith of the continent. He didn’t doubt that his dream would become a reality.


  But reality wasn’t that easy. It was cruel. Reality trampled on his dreams, tearing them to ashes. His beloved wife and son died. Khan experienced great heartbreak and spent a few years as a drunkard. He held a bottle in his hand instead of a hammer and looked at the river instead of a fire.


  His wife was a childhood friend he had grown up with. In the process of welcoming her as his lover and wife, Khan’s affection was incomparably greater than the world’s gold and treasures. Then he lost her overnight. There was also his son who loved her as much as Khan did.


  Khan was left alone and had no meaning in his life. If the Mero Company hadn’t coveted the smithy Khan inherited from his father, he would’ve chosen to obediently die. But the Mero Company coveted his smithy. Khan had to endure somehow. He recalled his duty and suppressed his grief in order to maintain his smithy.


  It was a meaningless effort. His grief was very large. He couldn’t keep back the poison for long. In the end, he gave up everything in life. He gave everything to the damn swindlers and was on his way to making the extreme choice of cutting off his life.


  The savior who appeared at this time was Grid. Khan still vividly remembered Grid’s first appearance. A young man with a sullen expression and a dead look in his eyes. Grid resembled himself. But their skills were different. After he saved Khan from the crisis, he became Khan’s disciple, friend, and son. Now he was a king.


  “Haha...”


  Deep in the night. Khan carefully polished the metal and wiped the tears that suddenly flowed down. 80 years old. He had lived longer than others. Perhaps that was why? He was keenly aware of it. He couldn’t sleep easily, he was submerged in memories, and he kept shedding tears.


  “It’s time for me to go.”


  Every person had a fixed lifetime. He would naturally know how much life he had left once it was time. Some people might see Khan as only an NPC, but he was also a person. He instinctively sensed it was time for him to leave. That’s why he was busy hammering. His hammer was filled with a desire to pay back Grid as much as possible before Khan left.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Did he want to prove that the blood of Albatino, who inspired Pagma, flowed inside his body? Khan was obsessed with making a better Valhalla. He wished that this armor would help preserve Grid’s life.


  ‘Perhaps this will be my posthumous work.’


  This was his last chance. It was an opportunity to prove his life as a blacksmith wasn’t in vain. An opportunity to prove that King Grid’s teaching wasn’t lacking!


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Khan wanted Valhalla to be completed as the greatest armor on this earth. He wanted to make an armor that Grid wouldn’t be ashamed of. He reminded himself of this every time he saw Grid’s armor.


  Ttaaang!


  Khan’s hammering was more sophisticated than ever. It was so delicate that it was comparable to a legendary blacksmith. It was a hammer containing the desires of a blacksmith. Now Khan was making his life’s work. It wasn’t a miracle, but all his experience that allowed him to display a greater ability than usual.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  The blacksmiths alternated working day and night on the mass produced Grid set. Their hammering could be heard despite the late hour. Khan’s hammering sound was exceptionally clear.


  "The chief is in good condition today?”


  "I agree. I’m already anticipating some monster-like work.”


  "But I’m a bit worried. It looks like he hasn’t been sleeping for the past few days...”


  A strange voice entered the blacksmiths’ ears.


  "There’s a saying about the final radiance of a setting sun (dying flash).”


  It was a low voice. The voice came from the entrance.


  Clack! Clack clack clack!


  The sounds that followed were a bit strange. It sounded like footsteps but were very light.


  “...?”


  Khan turned his gaze towards the entrance and was shocked.


  "Heok!”


  “S-Skeleton...?”


  They weren’t mistaken. Bones occupied the entrance to the smithy. The lifeless bodies moved in a threatening manner. Skeleton knight. At the center of these skeletons, the white-haired Veradin fixed his gaze on Khan.


  "The appearance of working severe hours while burning your life. It’s a very desirous attitude for a worker. It is no wonder that you have the favor of the Overgeared King.”


  "Who are you?”


  The smithy complex was the most important area in the Overgeared Kingdom. Soldiers were always stationed here and the knights patrolled every hour. Now an unidentified intruder appeared in the smithy that was at the center. Khan didn’t know what types of terrible things happened outside.


  Khan replied to Khan, who showed extreme vigilance.


  “I’m sorry, but I’m a villain.”


  Swipe.


  Veradin winked and the robed men behind him clapped their hands. It was a signal for the skeleton knights to move.


  "H-Hik!"


  “K-Khan! Run away!”


  The frightened blacksmiths gathered to stall the skeleton knights. They knew that Khan’s life was more important than their own. Khan was their respected mentor and the closest one to King Grid!


  “Kuaaaack!”


  “Ugh...! K-Khan! Hurry!”


  The skeleton knights were the advanced undead that could only be produced with the body of a knight. Since they were already dead, they weren’t afraid of death. They were given the power of the necromancers and demonstrated a transcendent ability. It was a level where knights could barely subdue them.


  Then what about the blacksmiths? They had excellent strength and stamina because they used their bodies for a living, but they were still civilians in the end. Five skeleton knights instantly slaughtered dozens of blacksmiths.


  “Jane...! Abra!”


  Khan screamed with a white face. The young people who would become the pillars of the kingdom lost their lives. His sense of despair was great.


  “Come forward. Isn’t it easier for you to quickly accept the inevitable fate?”


  The sacrifice of the young blacksmiths to save an old man made Veradin unhappy. It was awkward to have unnecessary casualties. He was sensitive to the value of life. He didn’t mind killing for a purpose, but he disliked unplanned killing. Veradin blocked the entrance with a frown and hastened Khan’s death.


  The result was that a sound was heard. Something fell from the high ceiling of the smithy and the skeleton knights were cut apart.


  "...!"


  Veradin’s eyes shook. It was because he knew the identity of the man who destroyed five skeleton knights summoned by the elites of Immortal.


  “Faker, why are you here?”


  As a close confidant of Grid, shouldn’t Faker be watching the PvP match right now? He should support his master like a loyal dog. The doubtful Veradin read Faker’s eyes and snarled.


  “I see. The god of killing... Is it more interesting to be a god than a dog?”


  Teook!


  Just before Veradin’s words finished. Faker used Acceleration to move faster than anyone and he reached Veradin’s side. His weapon was one of the Belial series of items received at the Overgeared Kingdom’s founding ceremony. The dagger made of Belial’s bones stabbed at Veradin.


  Puok!


  [You have suffered 12,900 damage.]


  [You have received the curse of fire and darkness!]


  [Every five seconds, damage equal to 4.8% of your total health will be received. This effect will last for 30 seconds.]


  [As a necromancer, you have resisted the curse of darkness.]


  "Did you conclude it’s better to act first?”


  Veradin rushed back and quickly drank a health potion. The moment Faker reached him again.


  Ttaak!


  Veradin raised a finger.


  Then.


  “Ugh!”


  “...?”


  Khan’s groan was heard and Faker looked back with panic. A death knight appeared from the darkness and pointed a sword at Khan’s neck. Veradin saw that Faker was unable to move and his eyes curved in a half moon.


  "I knew that this blacksmith was Grid’s close friend. But I didn’t know it was enough to get your protection. Aren’t blacksmith craftsmen common in the Overgeared Kingdom?”


  “...”


  “Hrmm? You don’t seem shocked by the surprise attack itself? Is it thanks to Lauel? That friend was able to predict this type of situation?”


  The rewards for the National Competition were huge. In particular, the reward for a medal was 10 times bigger than a raid. But big profits were accompanied by big risk. Why were rankers and hermits reluctant to take part in the National Competition?


  While their competitors were wasting time with the official schedule, they were hunting and raiding in order to achieve a steady growth. It wasn’t guaranteed to get a medal when participating in the National Competition and they might fall behind. In severe cases, forces could invade while the participants were away.


  Of course, there was a considerable number of participants in the National Competition. In the end, they made their choice and were responsible for their choices. Lauel knew this face and would’ve prepared some countermeasures during the competition.


  “It isn’t surprising to put a big person beside the target. That Lauel, is he a fortune teller?”


  Lauel wasn’t a fortune teller. He was just prepared to protect what was most important to Grid. Kasim was beside Irene and Lord so he put Faker on Khan. That’s why he was here when Veradin struck. But Veradin didn’t seem panicked.


  "I know that you are a talented person, but who knows? Will it work against me?”


  Veradin was the right arm of Agnus, who could become the peak of two billion users. Of course, it was just a superficial relationship. But Veradin was able to become Agnus’ right-hand man because he was qualified. On the other hand, Faker wasn’t Grid’s right-hand man. He was only one of Grid’s many subordinates. It meant that their levels were different.


  Ttaak!


  Veradin flicked his fingers with an emotionless face.


  Pahat!


  Faker immediately accelerated.


  Jeeeeeong!


  "...!"


  The death knight would’ve been surprised if it had feelings. No, there was no surprise. Faker’s dagger stopped the blade that was going to stab Khan and immediately linked an attack skill.


  Chukak. Chukakakakak!


  The sharp dagger pieced the death knight several times. A bright purple light covered the death knight and the death knight was in a state of blindness. It was the Luminous Ray Flash.


  Peeok!


  Faker kicked the death knight and grabbed Khan’s wrist. He wanted to first take Khan to a safe place. At that moment.


  “Tower of Command.”


  “Tower of Command.”


  “Tower of Command.”


  Ku ku ku ku!


  A black tower with a height of one meter appeared around Khan and Faker. The number of towers increased. It was a necromancer’s special skill, which weakened the power of the living and gave absolute power to the dead.


  Kuweeeeeoh!


  The death knight flew towards Faker. It wielded its sword randomly, as if not caring if Faker or Khan died. It had been affected by the blindness state.


  But the death knight recovered the moment the Tower of Command was used. The reason the attacks looked disorganized was due to the style of swordsmanship. It was an unrefined, fierce attack that was like a wild beast. Faker saw that its Sword Mastery level was quite high.


  Tadak!


  Clack! Clack clack!


  The situation was becoming worse and worse. The skeleton knights, which had fallen to Dance of the Reaper when Faker first appeared, now stood up one by one. They gradually approached while armed with threatening weapons. The situation wasn’t good and Khan shouted, “Don’t worry about this old man. Just run away!”


  “...”


  "I’m an old man who doesn’t have long left to live! You don’t need to risk yourself to save me!”


  "Your life is worth 100 times more than mine.”


  Faker opened his mouth for the first time. Khan was amazed because it was the first time he heard the voice of the normally taciturn Faker in years.


  Faker whispered to him. "Hold on tightly. I will move faster.”


  Sukakak!


  Faker’s dark dagger flashed red. At the same time, the bloody demonic energy shattered the towers and mangled the skeleton knights. Only the death knight succeeded in evading. Khan and Faker already reached the ceiling of the smithy.


  “Overgeared...!”


  The elites of Immortal were fed up. It wasn’t easy to estimate the power of the Overgeared members, who were armed with non-standard equipment. They were filled with the thought that their plan might go to hell.


  Kwaaaaah! 


  The death knight moved to intercept Faker. It was Veradin’s response to Faker’s determination to protect Khan.


  Peeeeeong!


  Chaeng! Chaeeeeeng!


  Faker frowned as he exchanged blows with the death knight. It was because the death knight started exuding a terrible poison.


  “Cough...!”


  The poisoned Khan coughed up dark blood.




  Chapter 774


  Wiiiiiiing!


  Faker whistled. It was a signal to call the Overgeared Shadows waiting outside. But there was no reaction.


  "Our Immortal also has huge forces. There are many people as talented as you. To them, your subordinates aren’t so difficult.” Veradin said. The Death Knight crossed several pillars to get to Faker, like a performing monkey. 10 new skeleton knights entered the smithy. They were summoned by the necromancers who smashed the Overgeared Shadows waiting outside and joined in.


  Furthermore. The bodies of the blacksmiths turned to ghouls and started to rise up.


  Chaaeng! Chaaeng!


  Faker’s nervousness reached its peak as he blocked the death knight’s dagger persistently pursuing him. The poisoned Khan’s health continued to decline. Faker was alone and the number of enemies kept increasing. As time went by, he was at a disadvantage. His first priority was to get out of here, but the death knight called Kyleo was stronger than expected. He was an erosion type assassin who used poison as his main force, while also having excellent melee combat ability. It was clear that he was a strong person in his lifetime.


  "Cough! Cough!"


  Death Knight Kyleo used Veradin’s mana to constantly release poison. Khan’s poisoning status became worse and the speed at which his health was consumed accelerated.


  Chwarururuk!


  The illusion technique released intermittently limited Faker’s ability. Since Faker had to fight while protecting Khan, his eyes were tied up.


  {Faker: I need support at the 1st smithy.}


  He tried shouting in the guild window but no one responding. It was clear that the Overgeared members had left to watch the finals between the Overgeared King Grid and Kraugel. Did he blame them? No. If Lauel hadn’t called him to protect Khan in case of danger, he would’ve logged out as well.


  Chaaeng! Chaeeeeeng!


  After discovering that Faker was vulnerable to the illusion technique, Kyleo increased the number of times it was used.  He didn’t care about Veradin’s mana as he used skills continuously against Faker.


  “Kuk...!”


  Faker was caught in the illusions and found it hard to tell what was real. Hundreds of Kyleo’s daggers were visible while Khan seemed like skeletons. The pillars on both sides of him turned into snake heads.


  Puok!


  Seokeok!


  The number of injuries on the body of the confused Faker increased. He soon fell to the ground and the skeleton knights and ghouls flocked to him. Veradin’s face was filled with joy. Rather than taking care of his own body as he fell, Faker aimed to protect Khan. Veradin could see how important Khan’s position in the Overgeared Kingdom was.


  ‘Okay. I have set the target properly.’


  It was good. The Overgeared Kingdom would receive extensive damage and Grid would be furious. How far would Agnus’ madness reach as he was hunted by Grid’s rage?


  Duguen! Duguen!


  Veradin’s heart ran wild as he looked forward to the future.


  "Stop your actions right now!”


  Women and men armed from head to toe in the mass produced Grid set appeared in the smithy. They were Sua and the Red Phoenix Group. This was Lauel’s arrangement. The warriors who defended Pangea. Lauel had them guard the blacksmith complex since their average abilities were superior to those on the West Continent. The safety device wasn’t just Faker.


  “Hoh, isn’t this good?”


  The elite necromancers of Immortal. They were captivated by Sua’s gentle eyes. Satisfy had many beautiful NPCs, but Sua was outstanding. Her beauty was at least in the top five.


  “I would like to see beyond your flesh. Huhu! I want to make you into a death knight.”


  A necromancer started drooling. It was the 7th ranked necromancer, Drew. Sua was clearly a named NPC at first glance, so he was interested in her. Veradin nodded because he knew that Drew wasn’t satisfied with his current death knight.


  "Do what you want.”


  “Good!”


  Sua was his now that permission had been given. Drew ignored the boos of the other necromancers and instructed his skeleton knight to attack Sua.


  Kiyaaaaak!


  The skeleton knight ran to Sua and wielded his sword. The skeleton knight wasn’t intimidating to Sua, who had dealt with the armored needles in Pangea.


  Kieek!


  "What?”


  "...!"


  The necromancers’ eyes widened as they saw the skeleton knight fall from the blow.


  ‘Faker level?’


  An NPC? The hidden elites of the Overgeared Kingdom! Drew identified this and hurriedly summoned a death knight. The summoning time was short because he wasn’t at Veradin’s level, but it was still a death knight. It exerted a power several times stronger than the skeleton knight.


  Sua judged that her opponent wasn’t easy and urged the Red Phoenix members. "I'll take the vanguard. Go and rescue Khan!”


  “Yes!”


  It transformed into a melee. The Red Phoenix members had become several times stronger due to Asmophel’s swordsmanship and they broke dozens of skeleton knights. Meanwhile, Sua tied up the feet of the death knight. Like the other Red Phoenix members, she learned Asmophel’s sword techniques and was several times stronger than she was in Pangea.


  Thanks to them, Faker got some breathing room and could counter Veradin’s death knight. Khan was moved to a safe place and given an antidote. But Khan’s poisoning wasn’t completely resolved. His health was slowly declining.


  Then Veradin’s voice was heard. "Have you ever heard of the story of the distinguished poisoner?”


  “...?”


  "It was said that there was a man who slowly but thoroughly applied more than 20 types of poisons to his own body. It was for as long as 30 years. He even put poison into his bath water.” The result. “The man was said to have a constitution that emitted poison when he was just breathing. He was a walking death. He wasn’t just an assassin but a mass killer.”


  That person was here.


  "My death Knight, Kyleo. It’s impossible to detoxify the extreme poison that had permeated into his bones.”


  “...”


  It wasn’t a lie. Khan’s poisoning wasn’t relieved. Khan’s life could be saved since the poison’s damage wasn’t high enough that it couldn’t be recovered with a potion, but Khan had to suffer from terrible pain. Didn’t someone say it? The pain that NPCs felt were the same as humans in reality.


  ‘I have to take him to Sticks.’


  The sage’s knowledge and wisdom would know an antidote to save Khan. Faker gave Khan some health recovery potions and rose from his seat. He took a deep breath as he stared at Kyleo while Veradin laughed.


  "Are you still holding onto hope?”


  Sua and the Red Phoenix Group were strong. From the time that Faker first appeared, the enemy’s power surpassed Veradin’s assumption. But it didn’t change the results. It was because Veradin and Immortal’s power was superior. Veradin was able to defeat Faker alone, while Immortal’s elites were sufficient for Sua and the Red Phoenix Group. Right now, the power of both sides might seem even, but the balance would soon collapse. The moment a Red Phoenix member died, the scales would tip.


  Clack!


  Veradin moved his fingers with a relaxed mind and ordered Kyleo.


  “Finish it.”


  Kuweeeeeoh!


  Step, step.


  Kyleo spewed out a poisonous breath as he approached Faker. Faker was more vigilant against the illusions than the poison. Due to his assassin class, his tolerate to poison was high. But he had no compensation effect on illusions.


  ‘Don’t face the eyes.’


  He avoided the line of sight and kept attacking. Those who knew the basics of combat knew not to miss the direction of the gaze. It was the same with Faker. However, this time he made an exception. The death knight’s eyes flashed purple with the illusion technique as soon as it was met. Therefore, Faker deliberately ignored the eyes.


  Veradin read Faker’s intentions and clicked his tongue. He felt disappointed by Faker’s judgment, which would make it a more unfavorable fight.


  Seokeok!


  Faker quickly fell into a crisis. While protecting Khan, Faker defended and avoided Kyleo’s attacks eight out of ten times. Now he allowed most attacks.


  ‘It will end soon.’


  They wanted to harm Agnus when they were only at this level? Grid and Chris were the only ones to worry about in the Overgeared Kingdom.


  "...!"


  Veradin suddenly jumped with surprise.


  “Moon Sting.”


  Faker approached in Veradin’s moment of carelessness and stabbed his heart.


  “Kuk...!”


  The damage was close to 40,000! Faker’s ultimate attack combined with Acceleration caused Veradin’s vision to blink red. Veradin barely maintained his life with potions as his chest was pierced continuously with Faker’s dagger. If Kyleo hadn’t belately stopped it, Veradin would’ve turned to grey. Faker knew from the beginning. In order to fight against a necromancer, the caster had to be killed, not the slave. That’s why Faker deliberately acted on the defensive to get Veradin off guard.


  "This... you almost got me. The last resistance is pretty sharp.”


  Veradin had a wide variety of information. He knew that the number of times the Master of Swiftness could use Acceleration was extremely limited.


  'I will be safe if I maintain the distance.’


  Veradin summoned the Tower of Command to weaken Faker and strengthen Kyleo. Then he used Specter’s Hand. It was an attack skill that caused a small amount of damage to the target as well as various debuffs. Due to Kyleo tying up his feet, Faker was hit by Specter’s Hand and gradually lost power.


  The battle on the side of the Red Phoenix group also wasn’t good. As soon as a member died, they turned into enemies and grabbed the ankles of their former colleagues. The balance sharply collapsed.


  “Pant... pant...”


  Faker’s breathing was rough as he endured Kyleo’s offensive. The Master of Swiftness was originally a class with bad endurance. Every time he used Acceleration, his stamina fell rapidly.


  "Support Kyleo.”


  Was he uneasy about it taking longer than expected? Veradin summoned an additional skeleton knight. Now Faker had to deal with the death knight and skeleton knight at the same time.


  “Faker...”


  Behind him, Faker could hear Khan’s trembling voice. He seemed to feel guilty. He was sad that people were sacrificing themselves to save him.


  Faker barely blocked Kyleo’s attack and moved back to Khan. There was a smile on his normally impassive face. ‘This isn’t your fault. Don’t blame yourself.’


  Khan read Faker’s eyes and felt pained. Faker confirmed that Khan was drinking a health potion and focused on the battle again. 


  Veradin couldn’t understand it.


  ‘Isn’t it pointless trying to resist?’


  The battle was ending soon. Faker’s resistance had no meaning. Apart from the difference in abilities, Veradin had the advantage. Veradin judged that Faker couldn’t beat him.


  He had considered PvP since the beginning, causing him to invest a lot of points in his stamina and achieved a high level of survival. His specs were good to quickly get rid of an assassin. After inducing the assassin to attack and consuming stamina, the death knight would be able to defeat the opponent.


  Just as Veradin was making a disgusted expression.


  -An assassin fighting to defend someone is really rare. Most assassins exist for the purpose of killing people.


  "...!"


  A voice was heard in Faker’s ears. The origin of the voice came from Faker’s shadow.


  -Yes, you’re suitable for Doran’s techniques.


  ‘Kasim...!’


  Faker figured out who the owner of the voice was instantly. In this moment, he knew that a hidden quest would begin.




  Chapter 775


  Muller, Pagma, Braham, Madra, Lantier, Povia, Kruger, Gis, and Alex.


  The name of the nine former legends. Most players were aware of them. It was because the former legends occupied a large amount of Satisfy’s worldview. But what about other legends? The legends before the previous generation? They were unknown. It was virtually impossible for a player to collect the information of all the legends in the past. It was because a person who was too far in the past wouldn’t be mentioned well in history.


  Pokibun, Ten, Arin... They were legends in the distant past that not much was known about. But Kasim was well aware of the former legend, Lantier. His master often told the story.


  The introduction was too long. Faker avoided the attacks of the death knight Kyleo and skeleton knight while paying attention to Kasim.


  "First of all, can you save Khan?”


  -My teacher also used the name Lantier.


  “...?”


  -Lantier isn’t the name of an individual. It’s the title given to the head of Eclipse, a shadow group that existed for over a thousand years. We...the teacher who taught Doran and I was the 32nd Lantier. Do you understand?


  Puok!


  Kyleo’s dagger was deeply embedded in Faker’s shoulder. Faker was in pain but the skeleton knight protected Kyleo against his counterattacks. Kasim’s explanation continued.


  -From now on, I will give you the techniques meant for a legendary assassin. Of course, it isn’t complete. Many years passed and many techniques were lost.


  This strength.


  -Will it raise you to the legendary status or will you stay at the same level as me, Doran, and our teacher? It’s purely up to you.


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  Why was Kasim doing this? Didn’t Kasim know what Khan meant to Grid? Faker grumbled about Kasim, rather then rejoicing at receiving the forerunner of a very important hidden quest. He put Khan’s safety higher than his development. He wanted to stop Kasim, even if it meant not receiving the hidden quest.


  “Kasim...!”


  Faker urged Kasim to move.


  -Don’t fret. I will arrive soon.


  Kasim’s words were meaningful.


  "I will compliment you on your diligence.”


  Veradin’s voice was heard at the same time. Faker was unable to exert his full strength due to Tower of Command and was imprisoned by the skeleton knight. He sensed his death when he saw Kyleo’s dagger flying.


  Veradin. He had a high level of survival and dominance stat that made it hard to see him as a normal necromancer. He dealt painful despair to Faker. Faker realized it since he stabbed Veradin with Moon Sting. Veradin still had a lot of hidden power left. Veradin was several levels higher than Faker. Maybe Immortal was more terrifying than the Overgeared Kingdom thought?


  ‘I’m sorry, Khan.’


  Kyleo’s dagger entered Faker’s field of view. It wasn’t just the shape of the blade. The snake scales embossed on the green handle were clearly marked in his eyes. Now Faker was going to die. Faker demonstrated transcendent concentration. His thinking power transcended the speed of time.


  Gulp!


  Just before the dagger stabbed between his eyes. Faker swallowed a small drug that he had inserted in the gap of his molars. It was the ‘Assassin’s Mindset’ that he obtained from a hidden quest in the past. A person who swallowed the drug would immediately explode when they activated it, ‘instantaneously’ targeting the enemy within 2 meters.


  However, the death penalty increased by three times. It meant that the user lost three times more experience and had a triple chance to drop items. In short, it was crazy. It was something that shouldn’t be used unless the person was willing to quit the game.


  However, Faker swallowed it without hesitation. It was purely to increase Khan’s chances of survival. If he were to die and the death knight and skeleton knight freed, Sua and the Red Phoenix Group wouldn’t be able to deal with the remaining enemies to save Khan.


  Then.


  Puhahahak!


  Faker’s shadow started rising like a waterfall. It was the moment when King of Shadows Kasim appeared. He used Shadow Move several times to travel from the royal palace where Lord and Irene lived and rose from Faker’s back, stabbing at Kyleo with his dagger.


  “Cough!”


  "Awful people. You deserve this.”


  Faker smiled as he confirmed Kasim’s appearance.


  Veradin was baffled. “Who are you?”


  Faker, the Red Phoenix Group, and now Kasim. Veradin gritted his teeth at the people that kept appearing.


  "Don’t disturb us!” Veradin screamed.


  Kyleo and the skeleton knight attacked Kasim in response to Veradin’s order. Kyleo was releasing more poison than before. Veradin’s mana was quickly consumed. His mana potions couldn’t keep up with the speed of mana consumption. This wasn’t what Veradin intended. Kyleo was running wild.


  Why? Veradin still had dominance remaining. The moment the question popped into Veradin’s mind.


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  Kasim swung his dagger just as fast as Faker and more vicious than Kyleo. Then the shadows at the feet of Kyleo and the skeleton knight rose.


  Puoook!


  Kwajajajak!


  “What...?”


  Veradin’s face turned white. Kyleo’s health feel sharply as he was penetrated by the shadow spear while the skeleton knight turned to ashes.


  Kiik...! Kiiiing!


  Kyleo’s runaway condition was getting out of control. He waved his sword randomly, speaking in an odd voice as he emitted a huge amount of poison. Why?


  Kasim answered. “This guy, he still has the memory of being murdered by me?”


  “...!!!”


  Veradin was shocked. He knew the end of Kyleo so he finally realized Kasim’s identity.


  “King of Shadows!”


  The strongest assassin currently in existence. His presence across all the shadows of the world was a death sentence that couldn’t be avoided.


  “Shadow Soldiers.”


  He was as majestic as any other king with his 100,000 shadow soldiers.


  "Not a target...” Veradin muttered with a confused expression. Why was such a big monster in the Overgeared Kingdom? He shook with fear as he felt doubts. The huge smithy was already filled with hundreds of thousands of shadow soldiers.


  "W-What is this?"


  “Eh...? Eh eh? Aaaack!”


  The screams of the necromancers belonging to Immortal rang out. The number of dead bodies increased. Kasim’s shadows were a perfect counter to the necromancers who specialized in a large number of troops. The necromancers were overwhelmed with numbers and were helpless.


  Seokeok!


  Chukakakakak!


  The dozens of ghouls and skeleton knights were shattered by the shadow swords and spears flying in all directions. In the center of the smithy covered by darkness, Kasim handed a booklet to Faker. It was a booklet containing Lantier’s knowledge.


  "This is what Doran inherited from Teacher. The skills couldn’t be succeeded with my talent and emotions. But it might be possible for you.” Kasim had been watching Faker for the several years that he guarded Lord. He saw that Faker’s talent transcended himself. “For you, this power is just the beginning. First of all, go beyond Doran. And...”


  Kasim’s sharp eyes focused on Veradin. Veradin made a quick judgment and was running away. It was stupid. Didn’t he realized he had received a death sentence he couldn’t escape from?


  Kasim scoffed.


  "...And then succeed my skills.”


  The moment that Doran’s skills and Kasim’s skills combined, Lantier’s techniques would be completed. The path to being a legend would open. Despite being a normal class player, Faker had wings as he defeated a sun grade player. But Faker pushed the joy back. He didn’t even examine the contents of the hidden quest as he ran to Khan. 


  "I will thank you next time.”


  They were family living in the same house anyway. They could meet at any time. Faker lightly nodded to Kasim and took Khan to escape the smithy. He headed towards Sticks. Then Kasim...


  Puhahahak!


  Shadows appeared at Veradin’s feet and immediately spread like water. Veradin used the hidden technique ‘Overcoming Death’ to endure Kasim’s attacks several times, but it didn’t make sense. It would take him 18 hours to re-summon Death Knight Kyleo, who just died. Even if Kyleo was summoned, he couldn’t win.


  In the end, Veradin fell to his knees and laughed. He seemed to have ulterior motives. But Kasim didn’t show any interest. Veradin saw the dagger heading towards him and hurriedly shouted.


  “You’re going to regret killing me!”


  “Why?”


  Kasim finally showed some interest and Veradin explained, “Do you think I would’ve invaded this place without any insurance? If I die, the queen and prince might not be safe.”


  Of course, it was a bluff. Even Veradin wouldn’t dare harm Irene or Lord. They were Grid’s family, but they weren’t excluded from the target list because of a moral issue. They were excluded because Veradin knew they would always be protected. But there was no reason to tell the truth. Veradin didn’t want to receive the death penalty. The penalty for Veradin was different from an ordinary player.


  “Really? You sent troops to Queen Irene and Prince Lord?”


  "Of course. It is a power that consists of 20 death knights. If I die, then they won’t be safe...”


  Veradin didn’t change his expression when lying, only to suddenly stop talking. It was because Kasim was laughing. He was holding his belly and laughing.


  ‘Did I exaggerate too much?’


  20 death knights was too much. It was obviously an exaggeration. He should’ve said 10. Veradin was uneasy.


  “The 20 death knights... By now, they would’ve all returned to dust.”


  There were 200 Rebecca’s Daughters candidates around Lord. Even if there really was a group of death knights, they were no match against the Rebecca’s Daughters candidates. In the first place, Kasim knew that Irene and Lord were safe. That’s why he came to support Faker. If there was the slightest risk, he wouldn’t have left them.


  Puok!


  Kasim’s blade stabbed his heart.


  [You have died.]


  [You have lost 32.3% experience.]


  [Your death has caused all the conditions to become a Hwan Kingdom resident to be lost. You have lost all the additional effects you have obtained in the meantime. In order to get the effects back, you must meet the criteria again from the beginning.]


  It was huge damage. It had been almost a year since he died. Veradin experienced the biggest frustration since Satisfy began. He missed his target, Khan, and only killed a few young blacksmiths.


  At the same time, in Sticks’ office.


  "I need to go to the elf kingdom to obtain an antidote to cure this poison. I will hurry, so wait here.”


  "Isn’t it faster if you bring Khan with you?”


  "Many procedures are needed for a person to enter the elf kingdom. I can’t help with this part."


  "Please let me know the exact timing. How long will it take?”


  “Six hours... no, seven hours...”


  "Can’t you do it sooner? Khan's pain is too great.”


  "...I will try.”


  Sticks checked Khan and hurried. He disappeared immediately with Teleport. Faker held his head. Seven hours? It meant that Khan would experience the severe pain of poisoning for the next seven hours.


  Khan spoke to the saddened Faker. “I... Take me to the smithy.”




  Chapter 776


  There was no blood on Khan’s wrinkled face. His skin was pale all the way to his fingertips. His body was a mess. It was hard to fathom his pain as he kept coughing up black blood.


  “I... Take me to the smithy.”


  “...”


  Faker wanted Khan to relax. His chances of survival were likely to increase if he was stable until Sticks came back. But Faker quickly got rid of that idea. He recalled that Khan had been working for most of his 80 years of life. Khan would feel alive when striking metal in front of a hot furnace.


  "I understand.”


  Doing blacksmithing would help Khan became stable. Faker believed this and helped Khan. Khan leaned on his shoulder and smiled gently.


  “Thank you. Thank you.”


  Faker’s heart ached. Since when had Khan become so small? Where did his big and hard hands go, leaving only the faded hands of an old man? Time was truly cruel. Faker recalled the bond with Khan since the days of the Tzedakah Guild and worried about Grid above all else.


  He knew that the sadness Grid felt would be huge compared to what Faker was feeling now.


  ***


  Unlike usual, the air was cold.


  “...”


  Khan was tearful as he returned to the empty smithy. This place had been filled with young blacksmiths just a few hours ago. One day, they disappeared into a handful of ashes, shouting that they also wanted to support King Grid. Khan was filled with great sadness at the loss of their dreams and futures.


  “Should we go back?”


  Faker caught Khan’s trembling body and asked with a concerned look. Khan shook his head.


  "It’s nothing. I will be okay.”


  He had a final work to do. He would go directly to the souls of the young blacksmiths and comfort them. Khan thought this and walked up to the furnace. Faker piled up hundreds of potions beside him.


  “I will bring the Saintess. Don’t forget to drink a potion whenever it’s time.”


  Nod.


  Faker confirmed Khan’s answer and immediately logged out. Then he tried to contact Saintess Ruby using the emergency network. However, it was currently the moment when the PvP was over and Grid was receiving the gold medal. She couldn’t be reached.


  The urgent Faker tried to contact the other Overgeared members. But he couldn’t get in touch with them either. Everyone was thrilled with Grid’s victory and preoccupied with the celebration.


  Kwang!


  Faker slammed his fist against the wall. He continued to do this a few times until his fists were bleeding.


  “...Dammit.”


  Faker was furious with himself. He was going to defend the Overgeared Kingdom? How could he when he couldn’t even protect one elderly man?


  ‘Why didn’t I try harder?’


  He realized the limits of a normal class. He knew that there were many monstrous players in the world that he didn’t know yet. Nevertheless, he was satisfied and complacent with this reality. It was a terrible arrogance. He was mistaken after winning the battle against Black. A little more, he had to do a little more.


  The moment that Faker held his head and sank to the floor.


  Yiing.


  His phone vibrated as it rang. His face turned rosy as he hurriedly accepted the call. It was Saintess Ruby’s number.


  ***


  “Grandfather Khan!”


  Taang, taang.


  The sound of the hammer on the calm night was lonely today. Ruby breathed heavily as she arrived at the smithy.


  "Grandfather...”


  "Oh, our princess has come.”


  Who was the person standing in front of the flames? Khan’s color was completely white as he faced the furnace. His skin remained cold despite the hot heat.


  “G-Grandfather...”


  Ruby started crying. The light in her big eyes, more beautiful than jewels, faded. It was Khan who loved her and took care of her like a granddaughter. To Ruby, he was like a grandfather. She believed he would love her forever and planned to always see him. But what was this haggard appearance? It seemed that they couldn’t be together anymore. Ruby’s chest ached as she saw Khan try to hide his pain with a cheerful expression.


  “Hope! Benevolent Light! Purification!”


  Ruby wanted to get rid of Khan’s pain. After hurriedly using heal, she used a cleansing spell to heal his abnormalities.


  [You have healed the target.]


  [The target is old. His body has reached its limits.]


  [The recovery effect isn’t applied properly.]


  [The detoxification effect isn’t applied properly.]


  "...!"


  In the process of doing good deeds, Ruby had saved many lives. She believed that she could save more people in the future and give them happiness. Yet she couldn’t save a precious person. Ruby was shocked since she never doubted the power of a Saintess.


  “P-Purif... Purification! Purification!”


  Ruby had a short playing experience with Satisfy. She was unfamiliar with the concept of NPCs. She couldn’t accept reality and continued to use the skill. Khan placed a hand over her head.


  "Please calm down.”


  “G-Grandfather...”


  “I'm sorry. I’m giving pain to our princess because I’m too old. Haha.”


  “Uh...!”


  Ruby fell into Khan’s arms. Khan’s always hot body was exceptionally cold today. Khan patted her trembling back.


  “Don’t be in too much pain. There’s no need to be sad. My grandson has become a wonderful adult and king. Princess Ruby, who was just a girl, is becoming a respectable adult. It’s time for this old man to return to the earth.”


  "Grandfather...! Grandfather! Wahh!”


  Ruby eventually started sobbing. She always had a gentle and calm appearance because she was conscious of her great responsibility as a Saintess, but she was still just a girl.


  Khan took a deep breath and said, "Huhu, don’t be sad. I should leave when my natural life span ends. Instead, you should celebrate... Cough! Cough cough!"


  Khan’s health gauge dropped dramatically. His symptoms of poisoning were getting worse.


  “Grandfather!”


  Faker returned as Ruby was crying out in shock. He brought the priests who had just returned from an expedition.


  "I pray to the Goddess of Light.”


  "Give peace to your son.”


  The priests gathered their hands and started praying. It was the manifestation of the ultimate healing spell Light Prayer, where 17 or more Rebecca priests chanted a prayer. But even that didn’t work on Khan.


  A priest approached Faker and said cautiously, "It’s time to leave.”


  “What are you saying? We have to save him for the next four hours, just four hours.”


  Sticks would return in four hours. No, it could be faster. The sage’s wisdom would surely save Khan. The priest quietly turned away from Faker’s eyes, which were full of firm belief. It was an attitude that said he believed Faker’s faith was a futile hope.


  “Not yet... I still have work to do.”


  Khan wiped away the blood at his mouth, let go of the crying Ruby and rose. He approached the anvil in front of the furnace. An armor was placed on the anvil. It was plate armor with no visible gaps for a sword or spear to pierce. The gold rings and hinges connecting the black iron plates and the red buckle were all delicately crafted. It was armor with an excellent design. It focused on the safety of the wearer without any restrictions on movements.


  “Just a bit more...”


  “...”


  Taang, taang, taang.


  Ruby and Faker didn’t stop Khan. He put a new iron plate on the armor and started hammering again. Connect the hinges, connect the rings, and do it again. Khan looked at his armor with warm eyes and diligently worked. It was hard to believe he had been affected by the pain of the poisoning not long ago.


  "...He’s a true craftsman.”


  “I admire...”


  The priests marvelled in trembling voices. Their attitude towards Khan was just as reverent as when they prayed in front of Rebecca’s statue. How much time passed?


  “Hu...huhu.”


  In the latter half of the work, Khan suddenly burst out laughing. He suddenly realized it. An armor with gold and red details. This color, wasn’t it precisely to Grid’s taste? He put a new iron plate on the armor while desperately praying to see his king wear it once.


  "...Cough!”


  “Grandfather!”


  Khan coughed out blood again as he was bringing a health potion to his mouth. A large amount of blood soaked the floor. Throughout the work, Ruby and the priests’ heals wrapped around Khan’s body. But it was useless.


  ‘It’s time to send him off.’


  Faker was forced to accept reality as he saw Khan’s health gauge. There was one-tenth left and it as slowly dwindling.


  ‘Grid.’


  Faker was nervous. Grid should’ve received the news by now and Faker hoped that Grid would come quickly. Grid needed time to say farewell to Khan.


  'Please come.’


  Come quickly Grid. The moment Faker’s heart was become more and more tense.


  Ttaaang!


  "...!"


  Faker, Ruby and the dozens of priests were all shocked. It was because their souls rang as Khan’s hammer connected to the armor.


  “O-Ohhhh...”


  “Khan...”


  Sounds of admiration flowed from everywhere. Even an outsider could tell. At this moment, Khan had reached a new ground.


  Ttaang... taang... taang...


  “...”


  Khan’s hammering sound, which had captured everyone’s soul, died down and suddenly ended. Khan had hardly any health left. At that moment.


  [A new legendary blacksmith has been born!]


  [Every blacksmith in the world will look up to him and praise him!]


  Five seconds.


  All players currently accessing Satisfy had this notification window rise in front of them. A world message.


  Then.


  "Pant! Pant! Khan!!”


  Grid came running.


  Three seconds.


  Without sparing a moment to breathe, he looked at Khan with a devastated expression.


  “You came.”


  One second.


  Khan smiled with pleasure and opened his arms. Grid jumped into his arms as Khan started to turn to grey.




  Chapter 777


  “Khan!!”


  As Khan turned to grey, Grid hugged him like he didn’t want to miss a single part.


  "You must be happy.”


  Khan wanted to say a lot but there was no time. Khan only left a single wish as his testament.


  Swaaah.


  Finally, Khan’s two hands that wanted to hold Grid completely disappeared before they could wrap around Grid. Khan smiled brightly rather than showing any sorrow. It was Khan’s last appearance that would forever be kept in Grid’s mind.


  “Khannnnn!”


  Grid didn’t want to lost Khan’s touch, body temperature, and smell that was disappearing like a mirage. He eagerly stretched out a hand but it was useless. His hands only touched the air that had nothing left.


  “Oppa...”


  Tears constantly flowed from Ruby’s eyes as she watched the last farewell between Grid and Khan. Faker supported her as her nose turned red from crying.


  "Let’s leave Grid alone.”


  ***


  The first person who acknowledged him. The person who shared his sufferings, sorrows, and joy. Khan was his teacher, disciple, friend, and family member. He was always at the forefront when Grid was thinking about his ‘precious people’ in his head.


  "Kkuk...”


  The empty smithy. Now in the place where there was no more Khan, Grid stared at the air with dry eyes before grabbing his chest and collapsing. How many hours passed since Khan left? He thought he had no more tears left but they once again flowed.


  "...Terrible old man.” Grid cried with his head on the floor and finally opened his mouth for the first time. His cracked voice echoed through the empty smithy. "Didn’t you say you wouldn’t leave until you got all my skills? Then why...why did you break your promise? Huh? You bad...”


  Bad person. Grid complained before stopping. He was worried that the gods were listening to him and might misunderstand, dropping Khan into hell.


  “...”


  Time flowed in the void. Grid felt a deep grudge as he looked at the smithy covered with traces of Khan. He felt bitter towards himself. Why didn’t he protect Khan? Why couldn’t he arrive a bit sooner?


  “We spent 10 long years together.” Grid felt signs of someone being around and said, "But the time to say goodbye was only one second.”


  How sad and lonely was Khan? Grid shouted ‘father’ and ‘grandfather’ in his heart but failed to show filial piety. He couldn’t even be there properly at the end.


  Lauel comforted Grid, who couldn’t raise his head. "To Khan, that one second would be like an eternity. He wouldn’t have been lonely. He was happy to be able to see you.”


  13 hours and 23 minutes after Khan’s death. Lauel had been doing his job while Grid was mourning.


  “I used our information network to identity the members of Immortal. I’m investigating the radius and base of their activities, so please give a killing order.”


  They dared to invade the Overgeared Kingdom and hurt Grid’s family and friends. Putting aside Grid, there was no forgiveness from the position of the Overgeared Kingdom. Lauel and the Overgeared members were ready to rain hell down on the Immortal members. They planned to trample on Immortal so that they would live in regret while suffering forever.


  "In addition, Khan's funeral will be a state funeral in consideration for his achievements in life. His contribution to the development of the nation’s economy and military power was huge. And...”


  Lauel shut his mouth for a moment while giving the report. He took a deep breath, calmed his trembling heart and opened his mouth again.


  "The new legendary blacksmith who emerged...you guessed it, but it was Khan.”


  He could be sure because the world message appeared the moment that Khan died. Khan hammered the iron to the end and became a legend only after he died. He might be a legend that existed for only a moment, but his feats would be forever. Lauel would make sure of it.


  “The exact cause of death is natural causes, not the poisoning.”


  A legend had a passive that caused resistance to all status conditions and five seconds of immortality. If Khan was in a normal state, the poison would’ve disappeared the moment he became a legend and his health should’ve remained fixed at the minimum. But that didn’t happen. Based on the testimonies of Faker, Ruby, and the priests, Khan had reached the end of his life.


  “It’s fortunate. Khan could leave without any pain.”


  In addition, he was able to meet with Grid thanks to the legend’s five seconds of immortality. Lauel hoped to slightly ease Grid’s mind but instead, Grid’s anger soared to the limit. His expression distorted and he said in a shaky voice, "His life span might’ve been shortened because of the poison.”


  “...”


  “Even if that wasn’t the case, Khan had to endure the pain of the poisoning.”


  Khan was poisoned for several hours in an elderly state. As a player, Grid couldn’t fathom the pain and fear that Khan would’ve felt. Khan, who lived in sorrow after losing his wife and son. Grid was infinitely sad that he suffered even at the last minute.


  “Immortal...”


  Grid’s body shook with uncontrollable anger. He didn’t say anything special. He just clenched his fists. He needed more time to control his mind.


  “I will make the arrangements.”


  Lauel bowed his head and turned around. He was currently acting on Grid’s behalf and had no time to stay here. He had to move quickly.


  'Looking at the state of the king, I think I should prepare to move the army.’


  Lauel predicted that Grid would go on a frenzy. Grid wouldn’t be satisfied with a simple kill order and would slaughter Immortal by moving his entire army. Of course, this wasn’t a good development. It was the worst. War consumed soldiers, food, and an astronomical amount of supplies. If they fought a war with the necromancers of Immortal, the Overgeared Kingdom would suffer huge losses.


  ‘Veradin, you son of a bitch. Causing this incident during the time when there is a truce with the empire.’


  Lauel planned to increase the national power of the Overgeared Kingdom by more than 20% during the armistice with the empire. Instead, it would become a negative. At the end of the armistice period, it would become more difficult to deal with the empire. Lauel’s eyes were dark. He felt powerless as he headed to the exit.


  Behind him, Grid was rising from his spot. The full plate armor on top of Khan’s anvil belatedly caught his attention. Khan's posthumous work. Grid approached the armour and his eyes widened as he gripped it with trembling hands.


  [Valhalla of Infinite Affection]


  Rating: Secret


  Durability: ???  Defense: ???


  Options: ???


  An armor containing the hidden story of the 2nd legendary blacksmith Grid and the 3rd legendary blacksmith Khan.


  * Only ‘Grid’ can check the detailed information of the item.


  [You are Grid.]


  [The item information will be updated.]


  Ttiring~


  [Valhalla of Infinite Affection]


  Rating: Secret


  Durability: 1,721/1,721  


  Defense: 1,410


  * 20% increase in health recovery.


  * 40% reduction in damage from physical attacks and magic attacks.


  * Immunity to instant death and assassination skills.


  * Maintains the body temperature.


  * If you are in a party, defense will increase depending on the number of party members.


  * Defense will increase every time the armor durability falls.


  * Magic defense +300.


  * When you get hit, there is a high probability of emitting the ‘Distinguished Poisoner’s Poison.’


  * Passive skill ‘Immune to Ten Thousand Poisons’ will be generated.


  * Passive skill ‘Moving Fortress’ will be generated.


  An armor produced by the legendary blacksmith Khan while wishing for Grid’s safety. It is filled with Khan’s caring, affection, and devotion, and covered in poison. It is a work based on Valhalla, the masterpiece of Blacksmith Albatino which gave deep inspiration to Pagma.


  The performance is beyond the original and there is room to become a myth depending on the wearer’s actions.


  Weight: 3,980


  Conditions of Use: Grid.


  “Khan...”


  Grid was able to see at a glance how much care and skills Khan put into this armor. He noticed it was designed solely for himself. In the end.


  "I'm sorry... I’m sorry Khan.”


  Grid once again cried in sorrow. He was a sinner. Why didn’t he give any presents to Khan? If Grid had given him such a wonderful gift, Khan’s fate might’ve changed. Grid realized how indifferent he was to Khan and felt guilty. He vowed to do better with his family in the future.


  -Prepare for a news conference.


  Grid calmed down and sent a whisper to Lauel.


  -Huh? Press conference?


  Lauel was stunned since he had been expecting Grid to say that he was going to find Veradin and Agnus right now. Grid explained to him.


  -Denounce Immortal, who invaded another kingdom during the National Competition and caused enormous damage.


  -...Are you planning to move public opinion through the media?


  -Yes.


  The continent was wide. It was practically impossible for the Overgeared members to search and punish the Immortal members scattered everywhere. Of course, they could kill a few people. However, that was it. The efficiency was too low.


  -Thus, I will borrow other hands. I am going to give a kill command on Immortal to all two billion players.


  ‘I know that I can’t move the army.’


  Grid was filled with anger and sadness but he analyzed the situation calmly. It was a king’s attitude. Lauel honestly admired it, but he felt negatively about moving public opinion.


  Immortal’s raid and Khan’s death. It was a big disaster and source of grief for the Overgeared Kingdom, but the death of an NPC was just a small incident to a third party playing the game. Wouldn’t Grid condemning Immortal just cause ridicule? In particular, Grid had obtained huge rewards from this year’s National Competition. The many people jealous of him were likely to ridicule and criticize him.


  -I think there’s nothing to gain if we use the media. Even if you denounce Immortal, it’s just someone else’s story. It is rare for players to act.


  Lauel replied honestly.


  -You’re mistaken.


  -...?


  -I’m not trying to use the media to ask people to cooperate. I want to advertise.


  -Advertise...?


  -Yes. After justifying why I am going after Immortal at the press conference, I will publicize that I will make an item for the players every time they hunt a member of Immortal.


  -...


  It was a sure way. The moment Grid’s advertisement spread to the world, two billion people would become Immortal hunters. The people who would look for Immortal would grow like bamboo shoots and Immortal would be exposed to infinite PK without room to breathe.


  However, this meant that Grid would be paying a lot. Making items for hundreds, maybe even tens of thousands of hunters would empty his pockets.


  -...How can you afford it?


  Lauel talked about a realistic problem and Grid immediately responded.


  -I have a lot of money.


  Grid’s assets had been steadily accumulating since selling the Red Phoenix Bow to Jishuka and he expressed his resolve.


  -It doesn’t matter if I become broke. I will make those Immortal dogs quit the game. This is a command.


  Now it wasn’t just items. Grid was learning how to take advantage of his wealth and position.




  Chapter 778


  Changes started happening.


  "You want a job? Aren’t you a necromancer? Tsk, find a job elsewhere.”


  "Are you joking? Where on earth would a Necromancer’s Guild reject a necromancer?”


  “Where? Here! Get lost!”


  “This is crazy...!”


  The Fold Kingdom. The little kingdom currently belonged to the Overgeared Kingdom, but was formerly a tributary of the Saharan Empire. It had a terrible history as every time the king was replaced in a civil war, tens of thousands of casualties would occur. The reason was the intervention of the Saharan Empire. The empire would confuse the succession to the throne by supporting and inciting princes lacking intelligence. Therefore, the Fold Kingdom had a bloody history whenever the kingship was changed.


  Was that the reason? The Fold Kingdom was a bleak land where dozens of ghosts filled with grudges roamed. Undead monsters and ghosts could be found all over the place. This was why necromancers called Fold Kingdom a treasure island. For necromancers who could make undead, the Fold Kingdom was close to an ideal residence.


  At least until yesterday.


  “I’m going crazy. No NPCs are giving quests.”


  “It’s happening to me as well. The attitude of the NPCs has changed overnight. The intimacy that we have accumulated so far is useless.”


  “Is it a bug? Does it make sense that the Necromancer’s Guild doesn’t give quests to necromancers?”


  "It isn’t a bug. I have already contacted customer service.”


  Three days after the end of the 3rd National Competition. The necromancers couldn’t receive quests anywhere in Fold Kingdom. Even the basic facilities such as restaurants and inns couldn’t be used. They were treated with outright hostility by the people. The necromancers were assaulted or deported after being questioned. The necromancers seemed to be persecuted on a kingdom level.


  The water clan people in the Siren Kingdom was even worse.


  “A necromancer? Clarify your affiliation.”


  “Huh? Why?"


  “Just do it! Ah! This guy is from Immortal! Arrest him immediately!”


  "H-Hik!"


  The soldiers forced the necromancers visiting Siren to reveal their affiliation. If they found a necromancer belonging to Immortal, the necromancer was arrested immediately and locked in prison for a week. There were a few necromancers killed while resisting arrest.


  Why did this happen overnight? The confusion of the necromancers grew.


  『 I strongly condemn Immortal, who invaded the Overgeared Kingdom during the National Competition and caused enormous damage. We will never forgive those who caused material and personal damage to us, causing us to suffer a great deal of emotional suffering. I ask for many people to support us. 』


  Grid held a press conference in Seoul, Korea and attracted worldwide attention. Immortal found out that Grid was behind this, while ordinary necromancer players blamed Immortal. Immortal was split into factions. There was a suggestion that Veradin and his followers should take responsibility.


  Veradin calmed his furious colleagues.


  "The impact on us is actually very minimal. We’ll be safe if we avoid working in the range of influence of the Overgeared Kingdom, such as the Fold Kingdom and Siren.”


  "Isn’t the biggest problem the fact that we can’t act in the Fold Kingdom?”


  “There are many hunting grounds on the continent that are more ideal than the Fold Kingdom. Have you neglected to collect information?”


  “Ick...! Ignore the intimacy we have built up in the Fold Kingdom in the meantime? What the hell is this? Many people have suffered because of what you have done!”


  "Do I have to apologize? Why? Aren’t we an organization created to help Agnus build the Kingdom of the Dead? The reason I invaded the Overgeared Kingdom is to weaken the power of the Overgeared Kingdom that might interfere with the construction of Agnus’ kingdom. It’s an action for the future of all of us. Why should I be blamed?”


  “...”


  “In the National Competition, Grid succeeded in attracting Panmir. At this time, the production of items in the Overgeared Kingdom will get out of the control. Therefore, we invaded the smithies and succeeded in hitting them. Is my behavior really worthy of criticism?”


  “...”


  Everyone became mute. The Immortal members could no longer blame Veradin. They struggled as a result, but his intentions couldn’t be blamed. Whatever the truth was, the justification was too good. Veradin confirmed that the atmosphere had calmed down and spoke.


  “Once again, there’s no need to be afraid of the Overgeared Kingdom. We just need to move away from the influence of the Overgeared Kingdom. While the Overgeared Kingdom is trying to catch up, we will reserve our power and set up the foundations of our kingdom.”


  Veradin was confident. There was a limit to the manpower Grid could invest to catch them. The Overgeared Kingdom searching for Immortal was no different from looking for a needle in the desert.


  As everyone was relieved by Veradin’s idea, the 2nd ranked necromancer, Bullet, spoke. "How will the normal necromancers handle this?”


  The innocent necromancers were receiving damage because of Immortal. Many necromancers were suppressed and lost their places in the Overgeared Kingdom. In particular, the Fold Kingdom was very important for low and medium level users.


  "There is a possibility that they will vent their anger by cooperating with the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  This was Bullet’s concern.


  “No. The necromancers can’t be hostile to us. If they’re hostile to us, they know that Agnus won’t let them in his kingdom in the future. In the first place, they’re being suppressed by Grid., Their anger will naturally be directed towards Grid.” Veradin didn’t feel that this situation was very serious. In his head, the damage was only one person’s death.


  But what happened was more catastrophic than he expected.


  "Kukuk, you guys. What the hell did you do alone? Huh? Weaklings. Kukuk!”


  The door of the meeting room opened without permission and a man appeared. It was Agnus. Veradin and everyone present jumped up and bowed. Agnus sat on the windowsill, leaving the table for Veradin.


  "Grid has placed a bounty on Immortal for all players in the world.”


  “Huh?”


  “He will make an item for every Immortal member killed? Kukuk, kikikik!”


  “What...?!!”


  Veradin and the Immortal members paled. None of them imagined that Grid would extend his reach to the world, rather than staying in the Overgeared Kingdom. It was the same with the smart Veradin.


  ‘Giving items as a reward?’


  There was a limit to the funds. Veradin thought that Grid was bluffing since the financial situation of the Overgeared Kingdom wasn’t very good. He couldn’t imagine the assets that Grid got from selling the Red Phoenix Bow to Jishuka.


  "In the first place, will there be many people who respond to Grid? The reason for invading during the National Competition is purely Grid’s fault. He couldn’t fully defend himself and is now using other people to do his work. It must be seen negatively by the masses.”


  Agnus explained to Veradin who was denying reality. "Have you forgotten that Grid defeated Kraugel?”


  “...?”


  “Kilkik! Don’t you know the power of a symbol? Right now, Grid is the best.”


  “Ah...”


  Veradin belatedly realized. The present Grid was a person who received the envy and longing of millions of people. There were countless people sending absolute favors to Grid and one word from Grid had a great deal of power. Grid could easily move the masses.


  Agnus whispered in the ears of the pale Veradin. "I don’t know what mischief you are up to but... This time the opponent isn’t doing what you want. Right? Kukuk!”


  Flinch.


  Veradin was startled. He could perceive distrust in Agnus’ words. Agnus, who had showed absolute trust in Veradin so far, was actually distrustful? Agnus saw Veradin’s confusion and clicked his tongue.


  “Do you think I am a fool? A few months ago, you told me to absolutely avoid conflicts with the Overgeared Kingdom. Now you suddenly changed your mind and invaded the Overgeared Kingdom. Did you think I would have no doubts? Huh?”


  Agnus gripped Veradin’s thin shoulders with great strength. A necromancer wasn’t strength based so Agnus’ strong grip caused Veradin’s face to distort.


  "You won against Faker? You? Kukuk! What’s your identity?”


  "That, I think you are misunderstanding something...”


  “Shut up.”


  “...”


  "I don’t care what you have in mind. I don’t care if you stab me in the back later. Why? You won’t be able to do anything to me anyway.”


  “...”


  Veradin faced Agnus’ golden eyes and realized.


  “Keep one thing in mind. You can do what you like was long as you keep providing conveniences to me like a dog. Work like a dog in moderation. I won’t abandon you as long as you’re useful.”


  Agnus wasn’t crazy. His emotions were just intense, sometimes making him seem crazy. In fact, Veradin was suspicious from the beginning. Agnus was acting with such a clear sense of purpose that he couldn’t be a simple madman. Thus, Veradin was interested and decided to observe from the side. But Veradin didn’t know he was such a bad guy.


  ‘I have been dancing on top of his palm?’


  Veradin gritted his teeth.


  "Then what will you do now? I don’t care what happens to Immortal, so should I just sit on the sidelines? Or should I fight Grid as you wish? Take your pick. I only want to have fun.”


  "...For the moment, I think it is better to take shelter in the empire and receive the protection of the empress.”


  The wicked Veradin came up with a realistic countermeasure. He was forced to abandon his first plan of pushing Agnus into a corner and seeing his madness amplify. It was highly likely that Agnus’ distrust would skyrocket if he was forced into a meaningless fight. Veradin believed that they should lay low until the public’s interest in Immortal eased.


  But would they be safe with the empress? Like everyone else, he couldn’t measure the scale of two billion players. In addition, he didn’t know how persistent Grid was. Grid’s tenacity once he had a clear purpose was close to madness. It was more than Agnus’ insanity, which occurred when pursuing fun to forget reality.


  “Gather the insane dragon iron.”


  Grid gave an order after receiving information that Immortal was hiding in the empire.




  Chapter 779


  Kill Immortal!


  The press conference held by Grid because of a personal grudge contained serious moral issues. Not only did Grid declare that he would destroy a force who caused him damage, he also asked for people’s cooperation. It was obviously revenge. Grid was like an absolute tyrant as he wielded the power of his position. This gave a physiological rejection to the public.


  It was a press conference that should gain criticism, rather than public approval. But Grid’s press conference received huge support from the masses. It was thanks to the screenplay written with money.


  "I understand that the Overgeared Kingdom has suffered tremendous damage. But in the end, isn’t it just a quarrel between two forces? What relationship does it have with the world? Why should other people join in the Overgeared Kingdom’s revenge?”


  "It’s for the future of the National Competition. If I don’t condemn Immortal, who invaded another power during the National Competition, there’s likely to be a second and third Immortal in the future. From next year, the forces that will be damaged during the National Competition will get out of control.”


  “Um... then the participation rate of rankers in the National Competition will fall?”


  The National Competition had become a world festival. There was a joke that people waited one year for the National Competition. The public didn’t want a National Competition that only involved second and third advancement users.


  “That’s correct. If you enjoy watching the National Competition, then you shouldn’t let Immortal set this precedent. I believe that we should thoroughly punish Immortal so that a force that will abuse our National Competition won’t appear again.”


  "Are you saying that the Overgeared Kingdom is punishing Immortal for the sake of the public, rather than a private grudge?”


  "Yes, that's right."


  There might be more than 200 reporters gathered at the press conference, but Grid only received the questions of 20 people. They were reporters bribed by Lauel. The 20 reporters asked questions favorable to Grid. They ignored the violence of revenge, which was a matter to be taken seriously. Thanks to the questions asked by the reporters, the Overgeared Kingdom’s desire for revenge was covered by a good packaging.


  “Excuse me, wait a minute. In the cause of Immortal, they invaded the Overgeared Kingdom to stop the expansion of power. Isn’t this an acceptable strategy? Don’t you think it is too much to want to completely destroy Immortal?”


  "In the process of suppressing Immortal, you caused great damage to ordinary necromancer players. How is that...”


  “Raise your hand if you want to ask a question. Reporter on this side, please ask.”


  Buzz buzz.


  Grid ignored the reporters who asked common sense questions. No matter how much they raised their hands, Grid only received questions from reporters bought in advance.


  ‘How blatant!’


  As the press conference proceeded in Grid’s good direction, the suspicions of the reporters grew and were soon confirmed. They realized that Grid’s press conference was a show and they were just bridesmaids. Some of the reporters were furious and tried to make a disturbance. Grid sprinkled bait like he had been waiting. It was bait to fool the angry reporters and the public at once.


  "I will make items for those who contribute to protecting the future of the National Competition by joining the Immortal Hunting.”


  "Is it the mass produced Grid set commonly found in the Overgeared Kingdom?”


  “No. It’s more special. I will guarantee that the items will have at least an epic rating. As a token of my appreciation, I will pay for the materials.”


  "...!"


  A chance to get a free item made by Grid! The reporters couldn’t miss this scoop. They dropped their doubts for a moment and started to focus on the reward articles. The public’s attention was focused on the compensation.


  "This press conference is finished. I thank you for your participation.”


  By the end of the one hour press conference, Grid was presented as the ‘apostle of justice’ that condemned Immortal in order to protect the rights of the public and a popular event. Corrupt media and sweet capital combined to give a sweet Cola.


  “Is it okay?” After the press conference. Toon looked at Grid in the back seat and asked anxiously.


  Grid seemed uncomfortable. He seemed to feel remorse for buying the media and deceiving the public.


  Grid smiled bitterly. “I’m fine. Don’t you know? I’m originally a bad guy.”


  Even if he was a good guy, he would become corrupted for Khan’s revenge. Grid’s fists shook.


  ***


  "I watched the press conference. You did very well.”


  Blur the issue and focus on justice. This was the advice Lauel gave him and Grid carried it out earnestly. The reporters bought by Lauel helped a lot.


  "Why are you praising me? I just read from the script written by Huroi in the movie you staged.”


  "Doesn’t the completion of the movie depend on the actor’s performance?”


  “...”


  Grid closed his mouth. He felt uneasy that his face was getting thicker. He was worried that he would become a rotten person like the politicians he saw in the news and movies. Lauel smiled at the anxious Grid.


  "Politicians are very clever. Don’t worry. It’s unlikely that you will be like them.”


  "...That’s good.”


  Grid was reassured by the answer and smiled at Lauel. Grid belatedly noticed that Lauel was trying to make a bright smile.


  'My face is too stiff.’


  He tried to relax. Friends were truly good. Just like Khan.


  "Don’t worry too much. I’m not feeling bad.”


  Grid sat on a chair and pulled out the main point.


  "Immortal is hiding in the empire like you predicted?”


  “Yes. They probably won’t come out for the time being.”


  The empire’s infrastructure was the best on the continent. From the hunting grounds and quests to the facilities, everything was perfect. There were some inconveniences from the large population. However, there was nothing wrong with staying in the empire for a lifetime.


  "Moreover, Immortal belongs to the empire. They will be treated generously in the empire.”


  "They will enjoy themselves?”


  “Yes. But they will suffer from a constant threat. It’s because the players in the empire will be watching Immortal. The moment they step somewhere by mistake, they will receive the surprise attack of an assassin!” 


  This threat would continue. It was terrible from Immortal’s viewpoint. However, Grid wasn’t comforted. Grid wanted Immortal’s utter ruin. In particular, Grid couldn’t tolerate Veradin, who dealt direct suffering onto Khan, as well as Agnus behind him.


  “I have to visit the empire.”


  “You plan to infiltrate and assassinate by yourself?”


  “Is it possible?”


  “It’s impossible. After Your  Majesty abducted Sir Asmophel, the empire’s defense facilities were upgraded. The search magic will find you even if you wear the invisibility cloak.”


  Of course, the remote regions of the empire could be crossed freely. However, Immortal was likely to be based in the imperial palace. It would be impossible for Faker’s grandfather to safely infiltrate the imperial palace. Then what about Grid? There was no way.


  “...Don’t tell me?”


  Lauel was amazed as he was showing a negative reaction. It was because he saw the ends of Grid’s mouth curving up.


  "You intend to openly go?”


  Grid maintained his composure after Khan’s death. He showed a wonderful and cool appearance at the press conference. That’s why Lauel was caught off guard. He forgot that the current Grid wasn’t sane.


  “Don’t worry. I’m still holding on tightly to my spirit.”


  Grid reassured the worried Lauel and gave an order.


  "Send a letter to the empire. The Overgeared King Grid will officially pay them a visit.”


  The master of the West Continent was the Saharan Empire. Grid was supposed to visit the emperor and give greetings as soon as he built a kingdom. But he refused and was oppressed by the empire.


  "During the truce...I will use this opportunity to meet the emperor.”


  The fact that the empire proposed a truce agreement with the Overgeared Kingdom proved that the Overgeared Kingdom couldn’t be ignored. Grid believed that he wouldn’t be insulted if he visited the empire at this time. He judged it was an appropriate time to find out what type of person the emperor was. Lauel read Grid’s thoughts and was thrilled.


  "I wanted to tell you to visit the empire once after the truce. But I couldn’t say it because I thought you would be unhappy.”


  If Grid visited the empire and gave a good impression, the duration of the armistice might increase.


  “But...” Lauel suddenly had a doubt. "What are you going to say to the emperor? Will you ask him to hand over Immortal?”


  “I’m not a fool. Should I bow down only to be rejected?”


  “Phew.”


  It was fortunate that he wasn’t a ‘fool’ anymore. Lauel felt relief.


  "I’ll be in the smithy working on the insane dragon iron. Gather all the workmen and sculptors of the Overgeared Kingdom together. Ah, there’s also the merchant ranker called Muto. Tell him I want to make a deal.”


  Grid gave meaningful commands. Lauel grasped Grid’s intentions and immediately nodded.


  "I understand.”


  Lauel’s heart thumped in his chest. He noticed that Grid’s intelligence was in the process of development as he learned to use everything in the environment as well as the individual’s armed forces.


  ‘It’s like looking at a chimpanzee.’


  Primates such as chimpanzees were relatively uneasy. But innate intelligence alone couldn’t make them smart. They had to learn how to use the tools and environment to become smarter. Just like the Grid of the past. This could sum up the present Grid.


  "The stage of maturity...” (TL: Maturity can also be hard-boiled egg)


  “What? Why are you suddenly talking about an egg?”


  “...”


  Lauel, who was muttering with a happy face, looked like he was waking up.


  ***


  "From now on, make ornaments out of the insane dragon iron. The more you have, the better. However, don’t think about making it roughly. I can’t give it as a gift if the artistry isn’t high.”


  “Yes. But I think it will be too difficult to craft.”


  "I will help. White, make a large number of needles with the insane dragon iron.”


  “Needles?”


  “Yes. No matter how solid the wall, won’t it break if needles are inserted in? Teach it to the blacksmith called Panmir.”


  "Yes, I understand."


  The smithy complex in the center of Reinhardt regained its vitality for the first time since Khan’s death. A large number of workers gathered and Grid watched them while burning with motivation.


  ‘Just wait. I will go and kill you many times. '


  It was fortunate that Immortal was hiding in the empire. This opportunity allowed him to deal a severe blow to a future enemy. Grid’s way of thinking was colder than ever.




  Chapter 780


  "The kingdom built by a blacksmith!”


  The 1st ranked blacksmith, Panmir, was very excited when coming to the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom. It was because the smithy complex contained large-scale smithies reminiscent of the dwarf city of Talima. The sound of hammering rang out around the clock, the smoke rose from every chimney, the scorching heat and the smell of steel...


  This was truly a blacksmith’s paradise. A heaven made by a blacksmith for blacksmiths!


  ‘If I work here, my efficiency will rise sharply!’


  A blacksmith’s heart knew blacksmiths well. Panmir admired the rational smithy structure and felt great pleasure. He could see how much consideration Grid put into the process of designing the smithy. Panmir’s ambition surpassed fullness and ascended into heaven.


  "Is this the first smithy?”


  After touring the smithies, Panmir moved to the smithy that would be his workplace in the future. He was so happy that his steps were light.


  “Make way!”


  “Hmm?”


  Panmir, who was humming while walking down the street, paused and looked back. There was a parade of people carrying huge flour bags that were over 100kg on their backs. Panmir frowned.


  ‘Slaves?’


  The people burdened by flour bags were walking like ducks. It seemed very painful as they were sweating while covered in dirt. Someone couldn’t endure it and fell down along the way. But he immediately jumped up like he was afraid and ran with the heavy bags.


  "Huh...truly harsh.”


  It was hard to see blatant slavery in the empire. Even the empire, which slaughtered thousands of minorities, didn’t treat slaves harshly, at least in the eyes of the people. It was presumed to be the arrangement of the S.A. Group in consideration of the players’ emotions. However, there was such a terrible sight in the kingdom that a player had set up.


  "It’s hard to understand.”


  Why didn’t Grid set a limit on slavery? Panmir tried to understand but it wasn’t easy.


  “Huh?”


  Panmir shook his head and was about to leave this place, only to feel amazed. It was because he found a familiar person in the procession of slaves. Aura Master Hurent.


  ‘Hurent?’


  Hurent was one of the strongest representatives of the United States. He was a big player who maintained the one digit ranking for years. Many Americans missed him at the 2nd National Competition. Every time the National Competition came around, the Americans had a habit of saying ‘If only there was Hurent...’


  Many people were looking forward to Hurent’s brilliant return and it was the same for Panmir. Panmir had been looking forward to reuniting with Hurent once he emerged from his training. Now at this moment, he was reunited with an unimaginable figure in an unexpected place.


  'Is Hurent a slave?’


  Panmir was hallucinating. It was clear that he had seen wrong. Panmir rubbed his eyes and denied reality. But when he looked back a few times, the slave really was Hurent. He was suffering more than any other slave. He was walking like a duck with six large bags of flour.


  “U-Unbelievable! Hurent! What are you doing here?!”


  Panmir couldn’t stand it and ran to Hurent. Hurent’s face was scruffy and he was covered with dirt. Was this the gentleman who looked like a middle-aged noble in Britain and was loved by women?


  “W-What is going on? Why are you living in slavery?”


  “Panmir...?” Hurent recognized Panmir and laughed. “No, how did you know me after seeing me once? Other people thought I just had the same name.”


  "How can I not recognize you? You’re the buyer of the first epic rated weapon that I made!”


  “Haha... Yes, there was something like that.”


  Hurent looked tired at first glance. Panmir was able to get a glimpse of how hard Hurent had been living if he kept having to do hard labor like this.


  "How did you come here? Why did you become a slave?”


  “What are you saying? I’m not a slave.”


  “Then?”


  “A farmer.”


  “What...?”


  “I was doing field work in Bairan. Today we are carrying out the mission of transporting the food grown in Bairan to Reinhardt.”


  “Field work...? Move food...?”


  "This isn’t a procession of slaves but a procession of farmers.”


  “Eek! You are crazy right now!”


  Even if Hurent’s words were true, Panmir refused to accept it. A one digit ranker representing a nation, why was the hidden class Aura Master suddenly a farmer? And what farmer carried so many flour bags weighing hundreds of kilograms? It was even at a duck pace! Where was the cart? The madman Hurent whispered to Panmir.


  “Don’t worry. This is training.”


  “Training?”


  "Yes. I’m currently living as a farmer in the Overgeared Kingdom to become stronger. But please don’t spread any rumors. This practice shouldn’t be known to the world.”


  “...”


  This completely crazy bastard. Or maybe Panmir was being deceived by a cheater. Panmir was at a loss for words.


  "Adios."


  Hurent said goodbye and carried the flour bags on his back again. Then he chased after the procession with duck-like steps.


  "...He’s out of his mind in the peak of his life. Tsk tsk tsk.”


  This was the time when the expression ‘the end’ was used. It was truly regrettable for the United States to lose a big star. Panmir gave a deep sigh and moved with heavy footsteps. The person waiting for him at the first smithy was a blacksmith with black skin. His name...


  ‘White?’


  Why was a black-skinned NPC named White?


  ‘What is this hobby?’


  Panmir had felt deeply uncomfortable since he saw Hurent. The Overgeared Kingdom started to seem strange.


  “Are you Panmir?”


  “That’s right...”


  “It’s nice to meet you. I’m Blacksmith White. Since Master Grid has instructed me to educate you, I will bestow my skills onto you from today on. Let’s make needles.”


  “What?”


  Panmir frowned. Who was this person? He was first in the blacksmith rankings and learnt how to make ego items at the dwarf city of Talima. He was even recognized by the emperor and appointed as deputy chief blacksmith of the empire. Even the older people of the empire, the arrogant blacksmiths, acknowledged him because he knew how to make ego items.


  In other words, Panmir was one of the best blacksmiths. Panmir was confident that there were few blacksmiths better than him on the whole continent. Yet a young blacksmith around 40 years old seemed to think he would teach Panmir.


  ‘I even have to make needles?’


  He moved to the Overgeared Kingdom to be treated like this? Panmir calmed his mind and explained.


  "You must be mistaken. I’m a blacksmith invited by King Grid.”


  “I know.”


  "You know? But you want to teach me? I also have to make needles that even a child can make?”


  "These are instructions from King Grid. Are you going against the king?”


  “Kuhum...!”


  Panmir felt uncomfortable and his face turned red.


  ‘Grid wasn’t trying to make me a colleague. He just wanted to insult me?’


  Such doubts arose. Despite his reaction, Blacksmith White was already moving to his private furnace and anvil.


  He thought that Panmir would leave.


  ‘Yes, I should check how they will treat me.’


  He followed behind White. White was taking out a dark, matte material in front of the furnace.


  “Umm?”


  The grumbling Panmir’s attitude changed.


  “What is this mineral?”


  The color was the same as black iron, except that it wasn’t glossy. It was a crystal like mineral but magic power could be felt from it. Panmir was very interested in the mineral and poked it with his fingers. His attitude was like a child seeing something for the first time.


  White smiled. "You are really a blacksmith. Then check it yourself.”


  “T-Thank you.”


  White passed Panmir the mineral and he immediately used the appraisal skill. He was an advanced blacksmith with advanced mineral appraisal skills.


  [Insane Dragon Iron]


  A mineral that naturally occurs in the nest of the insane dragon Nevartan.


  It has been influenced by Nevartan’s madness for countless years and gained the chaotic ability ‘Proliferation’


  It doubles every 10 days.


  This absurd nature makes it very difficult to control. The hardness is comparable to black iron, but the smelting difficulty is several times higher.


  Weight: 5


  "Heok!"


  A mineral from a dragon lair? It was hard for an ordinary person to see such a mineral in their entire lifetime!


  "Does the doubling include the volume and weight?”


  “That’s right. This mineral becomes twice as heavy and twice as big every 10 days.


  "Huh... it can be useful in some cases.”


  It wasn’t just one or two things that came to mind right now. Panmir was inspired and wanted to work with this mineral right away. But the degree of difficulty was several times higher than smelting black iron. Therefore, he wondered if he could handle it with his skills. White read his mind and laughed.


  “Don’t worry. From now on, I will teach you how to work this mineral.”


  “You...?”


  White was too young. The blacksmith NPCs of this age that Panmir knew only had basic to intermediate level skills. The so-called geniuses were sometimes advanced level but they were far less than Panmir’s Advanced Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship skill.


  Panmir didn’t really trust White. But he didn’t express his distrust. White was treating him well, so Panmir should be polite.


  "I would appreciate it if you showed me.”


  “Then.”


  White nodded and threw the insane dragon iron into the furnace.


  Puok! Puok!


  “...Huh?”


  Panmir admired White’s appearance. White’s skills in dealing with the temperature of the furnace were comparable to the old men of the empire.


  'Of course, it isn’t at a craftsman level...’


  It was important to consider White’s age. Unlike the old craftsmen of the empire, the young White had an infinite future. In 10 years, it seemed possible for him to catch up the craftsmen of the empire and even get ahead.


  ‘It’s tremendous talent. A different dimension from the geniuses I have seen so far. Is he a blacksmith specializing in the smelting technique? Heok?’


  Panmir observed White closely in order to learn, only to suck in a breath. It was because White’s atmosphere became different once he finished smelting the insane dragon iron and started hammering it. He was like a sura. The smithy was the battlefield and the flames of the furnace was the cries of the enemy. The insane dragon iron set on top of the anvil was the king of the enemy. White grasped the weapon called a hammer and had the same dignity of a ruler of the battlefield.


  Ttaaang!


  White finished focusing and hammered the insane dragon iron as hard as possible.


  Ttaang~! Ttaaang!


  “...”


  Panmir was shocked and couldn’t close his mouth. White’s hammering quality was equal to the old craftsmen of the empire!


  “You, what is your identity?”


  White explained to Panmir. "I am the head of the White Hammer Smithy and Grid’s disciple. Thanks to Grid’s deep compassion and precious teachings, I was able to become a craftsman.”


  "W-What?”


  Grid didn’t just develop his skills but also nurtured blacksmith craftsmen? Panmir was feeling thrilled when White spoke even more shocking news.


  "King Grid has three more disciples besides me. They are Enoch from the Blue Flames Smithy, Byuksan of the Black Anvil Smithy, and Lahochu of the Red Tongs Smithy. We all received King Grid’s order to educate you.”


  Duguen! Duguen!


  Panmir’s heart beat in anticipation. It was fierce enough to be somewhat burdensome to a body that was halfway to 100 years old!


  "Panmir, you will learn the skills of the four of us from today. It will surely be a tough road and I need to know if you have sufficient determination. Are you willing to receive our techniques?”


  Ttiring~


  [A hidden quest has been created.]


  [Learn the Blacksmithing Techniques (1)]


  ★ Hidden Quest �


  You have to spend 10 hours a day with White for a total of 300 days while learning his hammering techniques.


  Quest Progress to Date: 1/300


  Quest Reward: White Hammer Family’s Hammering skill.


  He would receive teachings 10 hours a day for 300 days. He would need to invest four years if it was four people. This was clearly a labor quest that violated common sense. It was clear that he had to be prepared to live a slave life like Hurent. Panmir clearly knew this fact, but didn’t hesitate.


  “I will learn it! I want to thank King Grid for giving me the opportunity and I will passionately follow you!”


  “Okay.”


  [The quest has been accepted.]


  The notification window popped up at the same time.


  "Then gather some coal. I’ll let you know how to make the insane dragon iron needles afterwards.”


  White’s attitude changed. He started to give orders.


  “C-Coal?”


  "Yes, coal! Don’t you know coal? Why are you standing there with a stupid expression? These are chores for a newcomer! It’s the basics for a blacksmith!”


  "Oh, no, I am an advanced blacksmith so...”


  “Really? Then you can quit.”


  "Coal! I will bring it right now!”


  It was the day when the 1st ranked blacksmith got the job as a newcomer worker. There were no rewards or skills learnt. Panmir’s days passed while occasionally eating rainbow potatoes and his persistence and stamina stats rose quickly.




  Chapter 781


  The Overgeared Kingdom started as an agricultural kingdom. Thanks to the agriculture developed by Piaro, the kingdom’s finances were stabilized and the foundations of commerce could be established. The reason why Grid was able to train blacksmiths with Khan and to build a smithy complex was thanks to the money earned from agriculture.


  “So much?”


  Grid felt reluctant when he saw the mountain of wheat and potatoes transported from Bairan. The wheat and rainbow potatoes had become special products of the Overgeared Kingdom and were the most important export items for the nation’s economy. He didn’t want to give 100 tons to the empire.


  "Why do we have to give an offering in the first place? We aren’t even a tributary of the empire.”


  Lauel explained to the grim Grid. "It isn’t an offering, it’s a gift. Your Majesty asked to visit the empire first and the empire accepted the request. Isn’t it basic courtesy to give a small gift in return for that?”


  It was a meeting between the leaders of both kingdoms. It was a notable official event for the entire continent. The empire would entertain Grid for their own sake, but Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom’s image would be tarnished if they came with empty hands.


  "Don’t think of it as a loss. The empire has prepared many events for Your Highness. Maybe they have even prepared small gifts. Simply with physical value, they will spend more money than us. It won’t be a loss. And there is one more thing you can expect...”


  Kukukuk. A demon like laugh emerged from Lauel. 


  "It’s the reactions of the empire as they taste our wheat and potatoes. It might be completely to their tastes and they’ll import large amounts.”


  The wheat grown by a legendary farmer was an improved species. The quality was excellent compared to the wheat of any kingdom. Hadn’t rumors spread that the bread and noodles of the Overgeared Kingdom were delicious? The empire couldn’t be immune to the taste. It was highly likely that trade with the empire, which had been firmly closed, would be opened thanks to this opportunity.


  "Is this why you prepared agricultural products as gifts?”


  Grid was forced to admire Lauel’s extraordinary head to pursue profit no matter the circumstances. He always felt it, but Lauel was truly a great blessing to Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom.


  “This was Administrator Rabbit’s idea, not mine. I can’t match him when it comes to making money.”


  It was Rabbit who paid only 73 silver to Piaro when he was still a great swordsman. From the time he was recruited to now, Rabbit had been properly managing the finances of the kingdom. Without Rabbit, the growth rate of the Overgeared Kingdom would be two or three times slower than it was now.


  Grid was the one who recruited Rabbit as the administrator.


  "It’s amazing when thinking about it now. Wasn’t Your Majesty still a fool when you met Rabbit? How did Your Majesty manage to select and recruit talented people like Sir Rabbit? Are you a natural talent?”


  “...”


  At the very least, he wanted to be true to the person he was serving. This was Lauel’s true heart. After several incidents, Lauel always tried to be honest with Grid. Sometimes his words were too much. Grid occasionally felt angry, but his gratefulness was bigger. Lauel’s honestly gave Grid many opportunities to reflect on himself.


  "The ability to select and recruit talents...”


  Grid was reminded of all the people he recruited, including Khan, Piaro, Asmophel, and Sticks. It was amazing when thinking about it now. Weren’t they all half-dead when they first met Grid? Grid had made a positive connection with them. Of course, the Character Observation skill attached to the Lord’s Sword helped, but now Grid started to realize it. It wasn’t easy for anyone to unconditionally make a person their own just by looking at the stats.


  ‘Can I take pride in it? Khan. For me who captivated your heart.’


  “Your Majesty?”


  “Ah.”


  Grid woke up from his thoughts and wiped his eyes. He had shed tears without knowing.


  Lauel saw his sad expression and asked carefully, "Khan's funeral... You really don’t want a state funeral?”


  Grid nodded. “Yes. This isn’t the place where his soul should be buried.”


  Three days before he was scheduled to visit the empire. He headed somewhere else before that.


  Winston. Khan's home.


  ***


  The concept of a corpse in Satisfy was small. Both players and NPCs turned to grey and dispersed into ash when they died. Bodies weren’t seen unless they were in the middle of a specific quest or they were a necromancer. Grid was extremely grumpy due to this fact. He felt sorrow at not being able to take care of his precious person’s remains.


  But Grid was reminded of something. Satisfy had the concept of a soul. Braham’s soul, Iyarugt’s soul, and the souls of Khan’s ancestors and son witnessed at the cemetery proved this fact. Grid believed it. Right now, Khan’s soul was by his side. He thought about attaching Khan’s soul to an item using the ‘Granting an Ego’ skill he obtained from the Behen Archipelago.


  ‘I can’t cause Khan suffering because of my greed.’


  Grid saw it. The sorrows of the former legends after they were resurrected as death knights by Pagma. They wanted rest. Grid couldn’t tie Khan’s soul to him.


  “Khan.”


  A small cemetery outside Winston. Grid stood alone where Khan’s son, his wife, and his ancestors were buried. He kept wiping at the falling tears and took an item out of his inventory. It was a memorial stone he made in conjunction with the sculptors of the Overgeared Kingdom. It was the memorial stone where Khan’s soul would stay.


  “Please stay in heaven. You should only occasionally come down to the ground to play. I'll take good care of the cemetery. Ruby and Lord will come to visit often. The children...”


  Grid placed the memorial stone in the center of the cemetery and couldn’t resist anymore. He burst out sobbing.


  After a while.


  In the remote cemetery where no one was present, Grid fought with his grief alone.


  Thank you.


  Thank you.


  A familiar voice haunted his ears.


  ***


  Overgeared King Grid. He received the legendary Pagma’s abilities and was the hero of the former Eternal Kingdom. He beat the 32nd great demon, Belial, with his capable subordinates. Later, he overthrew the Eternal Kingdom, built the Overgeared Kingdom, and contributed greatly to the establishment of Valhalla.


  "He cleaned up the Behen Archipelago and restored the Hall of Fame?”


  “He even has a statue built there.”


  "Yohohoho... I feel like he’s a new man of this era.”


  “It’s safe to say he has completely stepped out of the shadows of the past.”


  "Yohoho...he also has a deep relationship with the pope of the Rebecca Church?”


  “Yes. He also seems to have interactions with Sword Saint Kraugel.”


  “Yoho...that friend knows how to use his abilities well.”


  “I think so as well. Grid uses Pagma’s techniques as bait to expand his network.”


  "Even Braham was involved with him?”


  The Tower of Eternity. It was a group that studied magic under the aegis of the empire and violated numerous taboos in the name of developing magic.


  "Yohoho, I want to see him soon.”


  The master of the magic tower, Goldhit. One of the 10 great magicians on the continent, she was a great power compared to Ashur. They were on completely different dimensions since birth. She was the fourth disciple of the legendary great magician Braham.


  ***


  “Uwaaaack!”


  The capital of the Saharan Empire, Titan. On the way back from hunting, a necromancer from Immortal stopped by a grocery store and screamed. It was because a knife and axe pierced his body the moment he exited the store.


  "Stop it now!”


  The soldiers on patrol ran when they heard the fuss, but it was already too late.


  “This is one member!”


  The necromancer died and the hunters ran away smiling. They didn’t care about the penalty for killing someone in a city. Why? The penalty was nothing compared to the reward they would gain.


  "Did you film it properly?”


  “Of course! One of Grid’s items has been secured!”


  “Yes! Puhahahat!”


  The group of people laughed as they were chased by the guards. The players who saw them were impressed.


  ‘I’m envious!’


  They needed to quickly find Immortal! The eyes of the players lit up as they roamed all over the place. Once they saw a necromancer, they tracked them, monitored them and figured out their identity. Some impatient people killed just because the other person was a necromancer. It was a hellish time for Immortal.


  “Dammit!”


  Kwang!


  A village located in a remote part of the empress’ palace. The 347 members of Immortal were raging. They were nervous about not being able to step out of the palace due to Grid. At a time when they should be steadily hunting and gaining items, they had to hide like rats?


  “That damn Veradin. He pretended to be smart, but fell completely.”


  "Let’s turn in Veradin’s group. All of us don’t need to receive damage.”


  "No matter how angry, is it okay to sell out our colleagues?”


  "Then what should we do? Should we die together?”


  The bonds of the Immortal members started to twist. Fear was deeply rooted in their hearts. It was fear of Grid who moved billions of players. They felt regret that they touched a sleeping lion who was now raining hell down on them.


  One of Immortal’s executives, Bullet, tried to calm the guild members. “Let’s wait and see. This atmosphere can’t be maintained forever. Their interest will wilt once they can’t find us.”


  “Umm...”


  Hunters who couldn’t find their game were bound to lose motivation. Immortal felt like they would be able to breathe if they hid like this for a while. At least until they heard the following news.


  “G-Grid! Grid is going to visit the empire!!”


  "What...?”


  All of the Immortal members became deathly pale.


  “He’s the devil! The devil!”


  He made them sinners just because he lost some blacksmith NPCs. Now he was going to the empire to hunt them directly? Wasn’t he almost crazy at this point? The moment everyone was making a fuss.


  “What is everyone afraid of? Isn’t this something to be happy about?”


  Veradin appeared and said.


  “It’s a chance to show our strength to Grid. Let’s reverse the situation and hunt the man who came here for us.”


  Of course, they couldn’t strike recklessly. According to the information obtained by Veradin, Grid would have an official schedule set by the empire. If the attack on Grid ruined the emperor’s schedule, Immortal could be abandoned by the empire.


  "We need to pick the right timing.”


  A mouse would bite back when cornered by a cat. Veradin felt that Grid should be pushed. At the same time. A group of merchants entered Empress Marie’s palace.




  Chapter 782


  “Hello Muto. Thank you for answering the invitation.”


  "The number two of the Overgeared Kingdom called me? I had to come running.”


  The 3rd ranked merchant, Muto. He was shaken when he received an invitation from the Overgeared Kingdom. The first player to become a king. He thought that if he was able to trade with the Overgeared Kingdom, which was progressive due to modern ideas, he could make great deals.


  "Muto has already exchanged with the empire for several years?


  "It has been exactly four years. I was fortunate to encounter Duke Guardian during a quest and I started to sell things to the empire through the duke.”


  “Four years ago...? Isn’t it faster than Kir?”


  “Haha, that’s right. I pioneered the empire’s market first.”


  The 1st ranked merchant Kir was a big guy who had several merchant rankers under him and ran a huge trading company. He used his enormous health to equip himself with military power and recently purchased a whole city. This could be a stepping stone to building a kingdom. There were already many people calling Kir a king.


  Lauel felt disbelief.


  "You pioneered the empire’s market first, so why are you ranked lower than Kir?”


  The merchant rankings were determined not just by level, but through the trading volume and number of trades. Muto pioneered the continent’s largest market first, but was ranked lower than Kir. It frankly made him seem incompetent. Muto revealed the truth. "I was beaten by Kir’s trick and lost several accounts. His political power is several times higher than me.”


  Muto was a type of merchant to do everything directly. He conducted lucrative business by investigating the market and gaining information ahead of others. It was why he took a risk and went to the East Continent. On the other hand, Kir was a master of slander. His specialty was taking away the businesses built by others. Muto had been hit several times.


  "In the end, I'm not a vessel for the first rank. But isn’t the vessel for the 3rd rank big enough? I’m confident that I can do enough.”


  Muto knew. The merchant that the Overgeared Kingdom wanted now wasn’t the best merchant. If they wanted the best merchant, they would’ve called Kir instead of Muto.


  "Please tell me what you called me for. I will do well and pay back your expectations.”


  ‘Not bad.’


  He was a quick merchant without any bragging. It was good to believe in him.


  "You accompanied King Grid on the East Continent for a few days? I can see why His Majesty liked you. Okay. I have a suggestion. Become a scammer.”


  “Huh...? A scammer?”


  "Sell a defective item to the imperial palace. It means you will have to stop trading with the empire in the future.”


  “W-What is this?”


  Despite the fact that Kir had deprived him of most of his business in the empire, he still had some dealings left. A lot of Muto’s wealth came from the empire. Now Lauel was telling him to scam the imperial palace and give up on dealings in the future. As Muto thought the suggestion was absurd...


  "The prize is the Overgeared Kingdom. We will leave one-third of our trade to the Muto Company.”


  "One-third of a kingdom’s trade...”


  The development of the Overgeared Kingdom was ongoing. Numerous players flocked to the  Overgeared Kingdom based on Grid’s absolute item production ability and Lauel’s resourcefulness. In the future, the Overgeared market was likely to become the second largest after the empire. He was being given one-third of this market. It was an unbelievable proposal.


  "The first rank, shouldn’t you take it?”


  ***


  “Sigh.”


  Muto was visiting the empress’ palace. He recalled the meeting with Lauel two days ago and took a deep breath, calming his mind.


  'This is the sky...an opportunity from the sky Grid. Do well Muto.’


  Daring to scam the empire. He was crossing a river that he couldn’t turn back from. Muto’s hands shook from the tension and he swallowed cold water several times.


  But.


  "Did the sun rise in the west today? Sir Muto is coming to see me first, not His Majesty?”


  After a 30 minute wait, Muto’s trembling stopped with Empress Marie appeared. It was thanks to the passive skill Merchant’s Fortitude. He would never shake when facing a trading partner.


  "You’re more beautiful every time I see you. Thank you for giving me the opportunity to meet the star of the empire. It will be the glory of my family for generations.”


  "How can natural beauty fade? Okay. I’m especially excited about the things you have brought today.”


  The merchants who traded with the imperial family always went to the emperor first. It was natural courtesy to give the highest priority over goods to the highest ranking person. Yet today Muto found the empress first, not the emperor. There was clearly a reason, but Marie couldn’t help feeling good about it. It felt like she was being treated as superior to the emperor.


  ‘The atmosphere isn’t bad.’


  Unlike her mild appearance, Empress Marie was a fickle and violent woman. Muto was relieved that she was in a good mood and signalled to his subordinates.


  "Isn’t the material amazing?”


  Empress Marie checked the items on display and was interested in two ornaments. They were a splendid chandelier and mobile made of a matte black metal.


  "The place where the candles will be set are made to resemble the imperial chrysanthemum? When it’s lit up, you can see the red-colored tulip.”


  "The light penetrates evenly into the matte frame.


  "I like this. It feels elegant.”


  "Indeed, the empress has a discerning vision.”


  It wasn’t a false compliment. Muto sincerely admired her. Before listening to the description of the product, the empress recognized them as special products.


  "I don't know. What material is it made of?”


  Marie was one of the world’s leading authorities on gold and silver valuables. Due to her high position, the best items on the continent were gathered near her. Therefore, she had high insight and a lot of knowledge. But this was the first time she saw the matte black metal that made up the chandelier and mobile. She couldn’t understand no matter how many times she touched it.


  Now it was time to drive in the wedge. Muto gave a meaningful smile and explained, “It is a mineral from a dragon lair.”


  "What? D-Dragon lair?”


  Marie doubted her ears. Humans managed to enter the nest of a dragon and obtain minerals? Her common sense told her it was impossible.


  Muto gave her confidence. “It’s a mineral from the lair of the insane dragon Nevartan."


  “Nevartan...”


  Nevartan went completely crazy for some reason and was wandering around the world. Nevartan’s lair would be empty. It would be a big hit for the person who found it.


  "Check it out.”


  The convinced Empress Marie ordered the various experts standing behind her and they started to look closely at the chandelier and mobile. They came up with an answer in minutes.


  "I don’t know if it is a mineral from a dragon lair, but it’s definitely a mineral I have never seen before.”


  "The workmanship of the mineral is also excellent. It’s at least a craftsman level. However, the biggest flaw is the craftsmanship. It isn’t a masterpiece because it isn’t in harmony.”


  "But it’s sufficient to be worth a lot.”


  “Okay. I like this. I’ll buy two of them.”


  “Ah...”


  Marie decided after hearing the opinions of the experts, only for Muto to become embarrassed. Marie frowned.


  “What is it?


  "T-That...with all due respect, I was going to show one of these to His Majesty. It is polite to show the emperor such a special thing...”


  “Look Sir Muto.”


  “Yes.”


  "Get rid of the unnecessary acting. Didn’t you bring these things to me first because you knew I would pay a higher price? I’ll buy them. Don’t worry. I will give one of them to His Majesty as a gift.”


  “You’re truly amazing.”


  “Huhuhut.”


  There were few rare objects in the world. The emperor would be greatly pleased when the empress gave him one of these item as a gift.


  'Sometimes I need to be charming to make him shed some suspicions.’


  The empire was currently divided into two factions between the emperor and the empress. But the relationship between the emperor and Marie was good. The emperor tried to believe in Marie. The emperor recognized Marie’s faction as the faction of 4th Prince Edan. Marie didn’t make her own faction, but the people who wanted to put her son Edan on the throne were gathering by Marie’s side. Empress Marie had been acting as a naive woman towards the emperor for decades.


  "Now, this price should be enough?”


  [You have received 580,000 gold as the transaction price for the Insane Dragon Iron Chandelier.]


  [You have received 190,000 gold as the transaction price for the Insane Dragon Iron Mobile.]


  Thanks to the merchant’s passive skills Advanced Trading and Bargaining, as well as the products made from the insane dragon iron, Muto earned a huge amount of money. It was a huge benefit even if he had to return half of the profit to the Overgeared Kingdom according to the contract.


  Muto smiled and bowed to the empress.


  "I am thankful every time Your Majesty deals with a poor merchant like me.”


  A huge chandelier and a mobile with sharp leaves. They would be placed on the ceiling of the office and in the bedroom of the emperor and empress The moment they failed to hold the weight and crashed down one month later, the empire would be in great turmoil.


  Merchant Muto perfectly fulfilled his mission.


  ***


  “It’s huge.”


  The convoy transporting 100 tons of wheat and potatoes and Overgeared King Grid arrived at Titan. His spirit disappeared as he gazed at the endless walls in front of him. He lost motivation when he witnessed the overwhelming scale of Titan, which made Reinhardt look shabby.


  Grid weakly thought that it would be better if he avoided fighting with the empire forever. But he quickly got rid of this thought.


  ‘I will be swallowed up if I shrink back.’


  The growth rate of the empire was much faster than the growth rate of the Overgeared Kingdom. He had to fight and take things away from them, otherwise he would end up losing.


  ‘I have to swallow them first before I lose.’


  Surururuk!


  Grid and the convoy moved along the shadows of the huge walls hanging over them. Kasim’s shadow soldiers were putting needles in the walls. Not a single one of the soldiers watching Grid’s procession noticed anything suspicious.


  ‘There is only one chance.’


  Grid calculated that it would be in one month. The chandelier crashing would threaten the emperor and empress, while Titan’s walls, which stood for hundreds of years, would collapse. This would confuse the entire empire. That was his chance. Grid and the elites of the Overgeared Guild would infiltrate the imperial palace and kill all members of Immortal.


  They would tell Immortal that nowhere in the world was safe. This was the goal of his long-term plan.


  ‘I will make them feel fear and regret every night.’


  Grid’s eyes blazed as he thought about Veradin and Agnus. After a while, he entered through the gates.


  "Overgeared King Grid is entering!”


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  “King Grid, welcome!”


  "Welcome to the Saharan Empire!”


  Baam baam! Baambabababa!


  The empire’s soldiers and people warmly welcomed him. Flowers bloomed all over Titan and the cheerful music helped the atmosphere. The reporters from various stations relayed the situation in a loud voice.


  『 In history, the Saharan Empire has only received one formal guest. The first and last time was when they welcomed Prince Rajandra of the Lubana Kingdom. 』


  『 The empire is more accustomed to domination than diplomatic relationships. From the point of view of the empire that controls all kingdoms on the continent, they don’t recognize anyone as a VIP guest. 』


  『 I now have respect for Grid who is treated as an honored guest by the empire. 』


  Grid was treated as a honored guest of the empire for the first time since Prince Rajandra handed Undefeated King Hamad’s head over to the empire. The people of the world were thrilled to realize that Grid was a much greater person than they thought. The same was true for Grid.


  'These formalities are for me.’


  He really would’ve been shamed if he came with bare hands. Grid waved to the people with a dignified expression. It wasn’t just due to his high dignity stat. Grid was familiar with big events so he could look natural. This was the power of experience.


  ‘Your Majesty, I have been looking through the palace with shadow movements and I think you should be nervous.’ He heard Kasim’s voice. ‘It seems that most of the powers of the empire are gathered here in Titan. I have detected at least 10 people in the palace who are more powerful than me.’


  "Can they read you?”


  ‘Probably.’


  Kasim had previously been detected by Duke Steim’s knight, Laden. It was highly likely that his stealth wouldn’t work against real geniuses or high-ranking officials.


  "Don’t enter the imperial palace.”


  It would be bad if he was caught bringing an assassin into the place where the emperor was. Especially if Kasim’s appearance was exposed. Kasim was the last survivor of the Nero, which had been destroyed by the empire. His appearance was very noticeable.


  ‘But...’


  Grid laughed at Kasim’s hesitance.


  "It’s fine because I have the Knights Summoning.”


  He could summon any of the elites of Overgeared, as well as Kasim, Piaro, and Asmophel. He had already put them on standby just in case.


  “Sigh. Then let’s go.”


  What would the owner of the strongest forces and his nearest aides be like? Grid hung the Great Lord's Sword at his waist and entered the palace. At that moment.


  [You have discovered a strong person of this era!]


  The effect of the Hero King that responded to Sword Saint Kraugel was activated, causing Grid’s fighting energy to rise. It was because he encountered Mercedes, the 1st Knight guarding the entrance. Mercedes nodded slightly as she discovered Grid.


  [Mercedes’ deep eyes have looked at you.]


  [Some of your stats and skills are forcibly revealed to Mercedes.]


  [You can’t resist.]


  [Mercedes’ sharp sword energy threatens you. The strong pressure makes your mind and body shrink. All speeds are reduced by 30% and skill casting speed is reduced by 20%.]


  [You have resisted.]


  [Reflecting the status has failed.]


  Grid had experienced this in the past. But Mercedes was the one feeling surprised, not Grid.


  “You...?”


  “I don’t know what you saw.”


  Tak.


  Grid placed a hand on the stunned Mercedes’ shoulder and gripped hard.


  "Next time, please bow your head a bit deeper. How can a knight dare to look a king in the eyes?”


  “Kuk...!”


  This was the person who had been kneeling in front of her a few months ago? Mercedes’ beautiful faced wrinkled while Grid entered the hall behind her.


  At the same time.


  [You have discovered a strong person of this era!]


  [You have discovered a strong person of this era!]


  [You have discovered a strong person...]


  [You have discovered a strong...]


  ...


  ...


  The notification windows kept rising.




  Chapter 783


  Chill.


  ‘What?’


  There were 30 pillars on each side in intervals of four meters. Grid was overwhelmed because the size of the great hall, which was just the tip of the palace, was bigger than he imagined. He felt helpless since the kingdom he and his colleagues worked so hard to build was just a speck of dust in front of the empire.


  But the source of the alienation and fear that Grid currently felt wasn’t the great hall. Grid gulped and cautiously moved. At the far end of the hall, a person on the throne was watching Grid.


  Step, step, step...


  As he stepped forward, Grid’s fighting energy responded to this ‘era’s powerhouse’ and the color deepened. Some people observed the purple red glow with interest, some people looked upset, and some people didn’t notice.


  In the silence.


  "Overgeared King Grid greets Your Majesty the Emperor.”


  Grid reached the stairs of the stage where the throne stood and bowed his head. He knelt on one knee and bowed politely. Emperor Juander. The greatest power of this age. Numerous people and a huge army that covered the land followed him. Grid didn’t disagree that he was the master of the continent. Juander might be a present and future enemy, but Grid couldn’t skip the courtesies. The bitter blades were hidden behind his back.


  “You truly are the Hero King.” He seemed to have natural white hair. The emperor’s white hair was shining, unlike the usual hair that elderly people had. "King of the Overgeared Kingdom, I sincerely welcome you to the empire. I will greet you. I am the emperor.”


  Was a long introduction needed? The word emperor meant he was already the master of heaven and earth. Juander wasn’t arrogant, but being the emperor was a huge position.


  Chill.


  ‘What is this?’


  Grid knew immediately after entering the hall. Grid realized why there was a chill down his spine and realized why he felt fear. Was it due to the lines of strong people on the left and right? No. The direct source of this huge fear was the emperor.


  ‘...The last boss?’


  It was impossible to observe the emperor using the Legendary Blacksmith’s Eyes or Character Observation. The difference in levels was too great. But Grid’s high insight told him that the emperor was strong. Grid couldn’t overlook him!


  'Isn’t this beyond expectations?’


  As mentioned several times before, an NPC’s strength was often proportional to their status. In particular, those representing a nation or clan were really great. The water clan and the evil eyes were good examples. How strong was the emperor, the master of the continent?


  Grid expected that the emperor wouldn’t be easy. But he didn’t know it would be this much.


  ‘Legendary level...’


  The system might make the ‘emperor’ equivalent to a ‘legend.’ It was natural when thinking about it. Wouldn’t the founder of the empire be a myth? The royal pedigree was special.


  "Yes, did you like the welcome?”


  “It’s more than I deserve. I’m glad that you were willing to accept my sudden request for a visit.”


  “It might be temporary, but we are allies. It’s only natural for me and my people to respect you. Just as you were just polite to me.”


  The words were full of hidden meaning. The emperor was smiling with a good face, but no favor could be found in the grey eyes that seemed like a beast.


  "Yes, what’s the reason that you came to find me right now?” The puzzled emperor watched Grid.


  "I came to say thank you to Your Majesty, who gave us the mercy of a truce.”


  "Mercy of a truce...”


  The emperor’s eyes twitched. What was the reason for the empire first offering a truce to the Overgeared Kingdom? When the empire was about to invade Valhalla, the large army of the Overgeared Kingdom gathered on the border of the empire.


  That’s right. The emperor didn’t want to admit it, but the empire had folded before the Overgeared Kingdom. The empire, which had always one-sidedly trampled on foreign countries, was forced to be diplomatic for the first time. This was a painful shame to the empire. If possible, Juander didn’t want to be reminded of it again and hoped it would be erased from the empire’s history.


  Now this person brought up the empire’s embarrassment. Grid didn’t have such intentions, but the emperor misunderstood it.


  ‘This son of a bitch dares?’


  Punching King Rigal. One of the empire’s seven dukes and captain of the air force. He lead a squad of 500 griffons and 300 wyverns. Rigal also led an army of 100,000 to 1,000,000 troops and had tremendous pride in himself and the empire. Rigal couldn’t forgive Grid for ignoring the empire and suddenly claiming to be a king.


  Rachel, another duke who had been looking at Grid’s fighting energy from the beginning, calmed him down.


  "The other person is an honored guest. Don’t get caught by his provocation. Will you cause international embarrassment just because you can’t suppress your anger? Well, I don’t know if that was really a provocation. Kukuk!”


  Rachel was a descendant of Dehakel, a meritorious retainer at the founding of the empire and a legendary spearman. She used a spear and was the competitor to Kirinus, the best spearman on the continent. The Twilight Spearsmanship that she raised in a war made her comparable to the Red Knights.


  Grid felt the atmosphere and inwardly grumbled.


  ‘They came here to greet me, only to not say hello.’


  It was nasty. But what could he do? They were powerhouses and Grid was weak. He must endure any treatment that he received. For now.


  [Rigal]


  Level: 439


  Occupation: Rider


  Stats: ????


  Skills: ????


  [Rachel]


  Level: 475


  Occupation: Spearman


  Stats: ????


  Skills: ????


  ‘Are they the Five Pillars?’


  Grid was confirming the information of these strangers when a new voice was heard in his ears.


  “Did you really come up this way just to say thank you?”


  Even the emperor treated Grid as a king, yet the owner of the voice ignored all his titles. Grid and the emperor frowned at the rudeness.


  "Reinhardt was recently attacked by the organization called Immortal?”


  The information of the person starting an argument appeared in Grid’s eyes.


  [Limit]


  Level: 468


  Occupation: Sword Duke


  Stats: ???


  Skills: ???


  The master of the Red Knights and the best swordsman in the empire. Grid had also heard of Sword Duke Limit. Limit ignored the unhappy Grid and the emperor and kept on talking.


  "The organization called Immortal is now here in Titan. The real reason you came to the empire is to hunt them... Can I say that?”


  “Coming here to hunt Immortal?”


  The empire might be a bigger nation than the Overgeared Kingdom, but Limit was a duke and Grid was a king. Whatever the truth, it was basic courtesy to at least outwardly treat him as a king. Yet Limit didn’t show any manners towards Grid. It felt like the entire Overgeared Kingdom was being ignored. A smile appeared on Limit’s face as he saw the fighting energy of the angry Grid.


  'Yes, reveal it.’


  There were few people who liked the exchange between the empire and the Overgeared Kingdom. Emperor Juander requested a truce with a small kingdom. He was called the most incompetent of all the emperors. What if at this time, Grid showed hostility to Limit, the representative of the nobles?


  Limit’s loyalty to the emperor would weaken and he could turn to the empress. That’s right. Limit’s provocation towards Grid had a clear purpose. At this moment, Grid was on the verge of being provoked.


  Grid’s agitation was an ideal situation. Juander would be a pathetic man ignored by the king of a small kingdom while Limit, the leader of the empress’ faction, would suppress this king. As soon as such rumors spread, the position of the empress would become much bigger than before.


  Limit was looking forward to it.


  "...If I visited the empire’s capital for such a reason, things would be much more enjoyable than they are now. I would be able to punish them with my own hand. But isn’t it a pity? I didn’t know that those villains were hiding here until now.”


  Grid didn’t fall for Limit’s provocations. Reaching the top spot among two billion users made him more prudent and wise.


  “But it’s strange. Duke Limit, how do you know about Immortal? Are you the one who sent Immortal to the Overgeared Kingdom?”


  Grid wasn’t just suppressing his anger. He returned the provocation to Limit in another form. Playing one side against the other.


  "Are you dissatisfied with the armistice agreement that His Majesty made? That’s why you attacked the Overgeared Kingdom while breaking the armistice agreement that HIs Majesty made himself?”


  Grid highlighted ‘His Majesty’ several times. It was to push Limit as going against the will of the emperor.


  'Of course, it won’t work.’


  Grid was the emperor’s enemy and would be an enemy any time in the future. It wouldn’t be hard for the emperor to see that Grid was playing one side against him. Grid was playing one side against the other and Limit was doing the same. But surprisingly, the emperor fell for it. He didn’t think it was ridiculous. The problem was that Limit was in the empress’ faction. In particular, the emperor had frequently disciplined Limit and the Red Knights recently. The emperor believed that it wouldn’t be unusual for Limit to have a grudge against him and for Limit to be behind the Overgeared Kingdom’s invasion.


  But he didn’t show it on the outside. It was impossible to doubt a servant in front of Grid.


  "The situation has become noisy. Let’s enjoy dinner.”


  The emperor tried to calm things down as much as possible.


  After that.


  ‘What can I do about the low level of the non-combat classes?’


  Grid was floored when he confirmed the names and level of the supporters attending the dinner. The average level of the powerhouses of the empire was higher than Piaro. The problem was that Piaro had a farmer class. The power of the empire was a huge pressure and Grid felt anxious about the uncertain future. But there was a person even more nervous than him.


  'That Grid...’


  It was the beautiful woman who gave off an icy feeling, Mercedes. The owner of this beauty, the First Knight couldn’t take her eyes off Grid. It was obvious vigilance. Mercedes was afraid of Grid. It was because her inborn insight at understanding the talent and potential of the target couldn’t measure Grid correctly. There was an unknown feeling in the shoulder that Grid had touched an hour before. It was the first time she felt like this, causing Mercedes to feel greater confusion.


  "He isn’t insignificant.”


  Sword Duke Limit came to her side and whispered, "Hit Grid.”


  “Yes...?”


  “You don’t have to kill him yourself. Just tell Grid that the empire ordered you to strike at him.”


  "You want to make it clear that the empire is attacking an honored guest? Can I ask why?”


  "The intention is for Grid to break the armistice first. What would happen if the armistice agreement that His Majesty made was one-sidedly destroyed by the other party? It will be an absolute disgrace. His political position will fall to an extent that can’t be imagined.”


  “...”


  Limit was a person conflicted between the temptation of the empress and his loyalty to the emperor. Now he seemed to be firmly entrenched next to the empress. The emperor’s actions of keeping the Red Knights in check had brought about the worst result.


  Limit whispered to the sad Mercedes. "The empress will give troops to support you. They’re good necromancers. Strike at Grid when he’s returning to the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  "...I understand."


  Was this right? Mercedes was certain that it wasn’t right. All knights were loyal to their master. It was the knight’s fate to remain faithful even if they didn’t like what their master was doing. Mercedes felt like she was being denied her very existence.


  Mercedes bit her lips until blood flowed as she looked between the emperor and Grid. At the same time, in Empress Marie’s palace.


  “This is a great opportunity. We’ll show Grid.”


  Veradin, the mastermind between Limit joining with the empress, convened the elites of Immortal.




  Chapter 784


  "This is also okay.”


  Emperor Juander’s face was satisfied as he tasted the food coming out in turn. The other officials were the same. The imperial cuisine, which reinterpreted the food culture throughout the continent, was originally famous for its taste. But it tasted especially good today. The imperials chefs seemed to be at their best since an honored guest was visiting.


  ‘Huhuhut, that hillbilly will be shocked by the taste.’


  Punching King Rigal watched Grid’s response. The specialty of the Overgeared Kingdom was potatoes? Rigal wanted to see what type of response the king of a country that ate only pig food would show to the food of the great empire. It was as he expected.


  "The food tastes good. In particular, the food made from flour are excellent.”


  Grid’s reaction was as Rigal expected. He admired and praised the food. The Saharan Empire was truly the best in every way. Grid’s admiration made the emperor feel good. Rigal confirmed the smile on the emperor’s face and quickly clapped his hands. The chef soon came running.


  "Y-You called me.”


  Being called to the emperor’s presence? The head chef was full of fear. He was worried he had made a mistake and angered the emperor.


  Rigal spoke to the sweating chef. "Explain the food to our honored guest. I’m sure there are a lot of foods he doesn’t know. Shouldn’t you take care of this part?"


  Every dish had history and background. Knowing it made eating the food more delicious. Rigal had this logic but in reality, he was treating Grid as a hillbilly. The contempt in his eyes was clear when he looked at Grid. But Grid didn’t flinch back when facing him. He smiled calmly and enjoyed the situation.


  "Thank you for the favor, Sir Rigal.”


  “Of course...”


  Rigal was surprised by Grid’s gratitude.


  ‘You still haven’t noticed.’


  Grid didn’t even know he was being made fun of. There was a teasing taste. Rachel shook her head at Rigal and made an insidious remark.


  “You’re still a child. You’re bothering a weak person.”


  "You are the one saying this? When I recall the memories of being bullied by you as a child, I still jump up in my sleep.”


  The two of them had been close since childhood due to the connection between their families. The friendly atmosphere caused by their memories didn’t last long.


  "As the Overgeared King may already know, all of today’s dishes are cooked using the wheat of the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  "...!"


  “...?”


  The head chef’s unexpected words caused the people watching the situation pleasantly to feel surprise and the emperor frowned. Grid was still smiling.


  “Indeed, it was like this. Somehow the taste of the wheat dishes were particular good. It was because you used the wheat produced in the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  “You already know. Yes, that's right. I’m grateful for your gift of the best wheat on the continent.”


  The head chef was just a chef. He was ignorant about political things. He recognized Grid as a precious guest of the emperor and was able to purely praise the Overgeared Kingdom’s wheat. It was unfortunate. The chef might lose his job today. Grid looked at Rigal’s dark expression and wanted to sneer.


  ‘This isn’t it.’


  A large-hearted person was better than an childish one. Grid acted wisely as he was reminded that he was representing the Overgeared Kingdom.


  “You are surely the head chef of the imperial family if you can recognize the value of our wheat. I’m happy that a chef like you can make wonderful food for His Majesty the Emperor every day. I’m envious.”


  "Y-You're overpraising me."


  The head chef was thrilled by the praise and bowed, while the unpleasant looking emperor ended up smiling. He liked Grid’s consideration.


  “The Overgeared King is right. I am happy because I have a chef who can make such wonderful food with good ingredients. Now is the time to bring out the 1,000 year old wine. Take a glass.”


  "Yes, Your Majesty!"


  Thanks to Grid, the atmosphere of the dinner party became relaxed again. The emperor, Grid, and the officials enjoyed the moment as they drank from their glasses. The emperor was delighted and they all had to hide what they were feeling inside.


  ‘Tsk.’


  In a corner of the venue, Limit chewed his food with a sour expression and stood up. He was heading to the empress’ palace.


  ***


  “He has been through many hardships.”


  Limit evaluated Grid.


  "His ability to read the situation is excellent. He’s a wise man who knows how to control himself and isn’t easily provoked. He also takes advantage of the opponent’s provocation.”


  Marie showed interest as she listened to the story while staring at her nails.


  “Isn’t it surprising? I thought he was a simple and violent character who purely swallowed up a kingdom with force."


  “I also thought the same but...it looks like he is a natural born politician.”


  The expression of ‘natural born’ wasn’t suitable for Grid. Grid was originally a person lacking in every way. But Limit didn’t know this. Like Limit said, the Grid who Limit met today was the Grid that had gone through countless hardships. It was a Grid who had already grown. Limit was forced to appreciate him.


  "As Veradin said, he’s a formidable opponent.”


  Veradin. One day, he suddenly appeared and got the favor of Empress Marie. Limit had been suspicious, but he was forced to acknowledge Veradin.


  "Yes, that's right. We must strike Grid as planned today and make Grid go against the emperor. I will tell the Red Knights.”


  “Okay. I will send Immortal. Please finish it well.”


  A smile appeared on Marie’s face as she nodded. The fact that she had just been the daughter of her family and could now give orders to the duke of the empire gave her great joy. What would she feel like when she placed her son on the highest position and held more power? She got goosebumps just imagining it.


  ***


  -What type of person is the emperor?


  The outskirts of Titan. As Grid moved away from the cheering crowds, Kasim asked from the shadows.


  ‘Despite the fact that the emperor was known as a tyrant, he was surprisingly ordinary. He might be a good ruler.’ Grid thought, but he remained silent. For Kasim, Emperor Juander was a hated person who he couldn’t afford to kill.


  In the end, Grid replied casually, "The emperor, well, he is the emperor. He was unbelievably arrogant. "


  -...You are deepening.


  “Huh?”


  -Unlike the past, you are speaking very carefully.


  Kasim had been observing Grid since before Lord was born. It meant he knew Grid when he was immature. Kasim watched Grid’s growth in real time and he saw that the current Grid was reaching the end of his growth.


  -You don’t have to worry about me. I would like to hear your honest opinion. What type of person is the emperor?


  Kasim repeated the question and Grid replied.


  "He wasn’t as selfish as I expected.”


  The master of the continent. It wasn’t strange if the person who accomplished such a thing was violent, brutal, and selfish. However, the emperor that Grid met was more careful and respectful than expected. It was a shameful story but the current emperor was better than Grid when he was just grasping his power.


  "He surprisingly has plenty of friends.”


  -...


  “But that is the individual called Juander.”


  Grid knew.


  "As the emperor, he’s as ferocious and selfish as we thought.”


  History proved this fact. Wasn’t he the emperor who conquered and wiped out many lives in the name of the emperor?


  "Eventually, we will fight. The emperor will remain an object of hatred forever. You don’t have to worry. Just dream of revenge.”


  The driving force behind Kasim was revenge on the empire. The more he dreamt of revenge, the more he developed. Grid naturally wanted Kasim to develop.


  "Today I didn’t see any of the Five Pillars. There were only seven dukes and the knights. But I mistook them for the Five Pillars.”


  It meant that everyone was strong. He could imagine how much stronger the Five Pillars were. He easily escaped Kyle the other day due to Braham and Mumud’s pincer attack. But without Braham, both Grid and the Ares Army would be in danger. 


  “Become stronger, Kasim.”


  -Yes, Your Majesty.


  Grid had already achieved his dream of being the best. The current Grid couldn’t be ignored by anyone and was an object of envy. However, this was in reality. In the gigantic world of Satisfy, Grid was still weak and he had an obligation to protect his precious people. Strength, more strength was needed.


  Clatter, clatter.


  Grid’s carriage slowly moved through the dark forest. It was a speed keeping in mind the soldiers and transport convoy followed them. It was also because of Grid’s order. Overgeared King Grid was growing into a wise king.


  “It’s ridiculous.”


  Deep in the forest.


  Veradin saw the carriage slowly approaching in the distance.


  "Human choices and behavior are based on a desire for compensation. Humans do things because they want something. Let’s take the example of libido. For what reason do people feel sexual desire? The pleasure is compensation for breeding. It’s proof that compensation is the ultimate need.”


  There was a smile on Veradin’s normally expressionless face.


  "The compensation dominating Grid is a desire to be respected. As a person who has been despised for most of his life, he tends to be extremely obsessed with the evaluation of others. He dreams that everyone in the world will acknowledge and respect him. It’s a desire to be acknowledged by the soldiers, not consideration for the soldiers, that is behind Grid’s hypocritical act of slowing the carriage.”


  Grid was a lump of pretenses. He was a man who was always bluffing. Due to this, he became more attached to revenge. He was afraid that the world would ignore him again if he didn’t get revenge for the damage inflicted on him. In fact, Grid was planning a revenge play that went beyond Veradin’s expectations.


  “A simple human.”


  Veradin’s face showed no motivation as he looked at Grid’s gradually approaching carriage. People like Grid were so prevalent in the world that Veradin couldn’t become interested in Grid. Then what about Agnus? Agnus was filled with a desire to compensate for his ‘loss.’ He was a very unusual case. Veradin wanted to observe him longer. In order to stay near Agnus, it was necessary to restore their relationship.


  "The means of recovery...”


  Veradin held the Ghost’s Necklace in his hand and started to infuse magic power into it.


  "Grid, you are holding it. Now die. And burn with a stronger vengeance.”


  Direct the grudge towards Agnus and stir up Agnus’ madness. Once Agnus was in a stage of oblivion, he would be forced to rely on Veradin again.


  “Summon, Death Knight.”


  Kuwaaah...


  Kyleo, the one who drove Khan to death, responded to Veradin’s command and raised his body from the ground. Hundreds of skeleton knights and skeleton mages had already surrounded Grid’s carriage.


  ‘It isn’t right.’


  The First Knight watching the scene, Mercedes’ eyes shook.




  Chapter 785


  Screech. Screech. Screech...


  Clatter. Clatter.


  Screech...


  As the carriage containing Grid entered deep into the forest, the cries of the beasts subsided. The only sounds that could be heard in the silent forest were the wheels of the carriage and the footsteps of the soldiers.


  “Monster?”


  The birds and beasts hiding was a sign that monsters would appear. Grid naturally knew such common sense.


  Kasim replied to Grid. 


  -Monsters can’t pop up on a forest that the people of Titan often use.


  -It’s people.


  -There are many people hiding in the area.


  Kasim’s shadows spread out in the forest that was filled with darkness. Kasim reported back.


  -The enemy. There are more than 300 of them.


  “Thieves?”


  -No. They’re the people who attacked Khan.


  “...!!”


  Immortal! The nonchalant looking Grid rose from his seat.  His face distorted like a demon as he opened the door of the carriage.


  Kuweeeeeoh!


  Kwaaaaah! 


  Clack! Clack clack!


  The ground shook as hundreds of red lights appeared in the bushes. As the dark clouds covering the full moon were lifted, the blue moonlight shone onto the forest and revealed hundreds of unsightly skeletons. It was a large undead army. The vanguard contained skeleton knights while the skeleton mages were in the rear.


  "Build up a stronger sense of revenge.”


  From far away, a sweet voice was heard in the rear of the undead army. Grid jumped out of the carriage and saw the white-haired young man.


  “Veradin...!”


  The person who made Khan’s last moments filled with pain. The target of hatred that Grid killed dozens or even hundreds of times in his head!


  “Die!”


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  Kasim had no time to stop him. Grid pulled out the Ideal Dagger, used Quick Movements and immediately rushed towards Veradin. He put away the Ideal Dagger and pulled out a weapon.


  “Grid! Get him!"


  "Kill that bastard!”


  Kwaaaaah! 


  The necromancers shouted excitedly as they discovered Grid and dozens of skeleton knights blocked Grid’s way. They wielded huge swords and spears, completely focused on only killing Grid.


  Kwa kwang!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The four God Hands transformed into Lifael’s Spear, inflicting catastrophic damage to evil beings and opening the way for Grid.


  “Heok...!”


  “T-This is ridiculous...!”


  Dozens of skeleton knights over level 250 were turned to ashes at once? The spears also moved without Grid touching them? The astonished necromancers simultaneously thought.


  ‘The best...!’


  The necromancers were reminded. The opponent they were currently trying to hunt was the one who broke the sky. Grid stormed into the middle of enemy camp and pressed the button of the Pulling Device.


  Hwiririk!


  Red and black swords appeared in the moonlight, rotating before joining together.


  Seokeok!


  Puhahahak!


  The skeleton knights and necromancers standing in the direction of the rotation were hit. The Pulling Device combined the two swords into one. The Enlightenment Sword.


  “Veradinnnnnn!”


  Kwa kwang! Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  The earth shook. It felt like the forest would fly away. Grid rushed through the undead army as four spears rotated around him, reminiscent of someone breaking through the sea.


  ‘Now he’s just a monster.’


  Grid’s presence rose to the rank of deities. Veradin wasn’t surprised because he already knew this, but Grid’s presence was beyond the scope that he observed. Veradin’s tension soared to the peak as Grid narrowed the distance with a fearsome expression.  His legs were shaking. But Veradin had a smile on his face. It was a smile of satisfaction.


  Kwaaaaah! 


  Did he believe in the four spears around him?  Or was it because he lost his mind in front of his enemies. Grid was so focused on Veradin that he was unable to response to the attack of the death knight that suddenly appeared. 


  Puok!


  The poisonous dagger of Kyleo pierced Grid’s heart. It was an attack filled with the poison master’s killing power. It gave a paralysis that couldn’t be resisted to the target and simultaneously reduced the target’s health by 50%. It was Kyleo’s ultimate ability that had a very low chance of causing instantaneous death.


  “Now!”


  A perfect opportunity to defeat the crazy beast! After confirming that Grid was trapped, Veradin shouted and the skeleton mages simultaneously chanted a prepared spell.


  ‘I got him!’


  47 skeleton mages used magic at the same time. Veradin was convinced when he saw the explosive magic power. He had no doubt that Grid would receive huge damage from the magic bombardment and enter the immortality state. That’s right. In the midst of the urgent situation, Veradin hadn’t confirmed it yet.


  [Death Knight Kyleo has returned to an inactive state.]


  [The target didn’t receive any damage.]


  [The target has resisted the absolute paralysis and poison.]


  These notification windows!


  "What?”


  Veradin’s face was dismayed as he belatedly checked the notification windows. Veradin couldn’t understand it. Kyleo’s dagger had clearly stabbed Grid’s heart. Veradin had seen it with his own eyes. Yet the attack was for nothing? Grid didn’t receive any damage?


  “What is this...? Stop!"


  Veradin was upset that things went differently than planned and hurriedly shouted. But it was too late. The necromancers commanded their summoned skeleton mages to activate the magic.


  Huuuuuuong!


  Gravity Boom. It was advanced black magic available to skeleton mages over level 300. It was commonly used as the ultimate spell of a skeleton mage. It modified the gravity of the specified area and slowed down the target, while causing an explosion. The spell was powerful but the scope was too narrow and the casting time was very long. It was even slower to deploy. It was almost impossible to hit a moving target with Gravity Boom.


  That’s why...


  "M-Moving?”


  Grid resisted Kyleo’s paralysis and poison with Khan’s posthumous work Valhalla and avoided Gravity Boom. Grid took one step towards Veradin.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Two steps.


  Peng! Pepepepeong!


  Three steps. Every time he got closer, a senseless explosion occurred behind him. As the forest became a wasteland, Grid used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link, to get rid of the skeleton mages as he reached Veradin.


  “This is the first time.” Grid’s voice, full of killing intent, reached Veradin’s eyes. “You’re going to die for me.”


  This death was just the beginning, not the end. 


  Grid declared, "You will keep dying because of me over and over. I will make you suffer more pain than Khan felt.”


  Puk!


  Puk puk!


  Kyleo kept attacking Grid to protect his master, but it was in vain. He attacked Grid with assassination skills, which were resisted by Khan’s armor.


  “You’re crazily overgeared.”


  Veradin said with a silly expression.


  "Shut your stinky mouth.”


  Grid didn’t give him a chance to speak. He swung the Enlightenment Sword. But the sword never reached Veradin’s neck.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  All of a sudden, a sword flew and blocked the Enlightenment Sword.


  “You...?”


  Transparent blue hair faded into the moonlight and looked like it was shedding frost. Grid was puzzled as he grasped the identity of the woman who interfered.


  “Mercedes?”


  “...”


  The First Knight. The strongest sword that exercised the will of the empire. In the end, she was just a tool. She said with a sad expression, “I’m sorry.”


  “Kuk...!”


  Jjeejeeeong!


  Grid’s body rose in the air. It was because he was hit by Mercedes’s shield that rose at an angle that couldn’t be seen. It was an overwhelming ‘charge.’ Grid flew through the air and showed a defenseless appearance.


  “Your Majesty!”


  Kasim’s voice was heard from behind him. Kasim and the soldiers were surrounded by several Red Knights. While Grid was blinded by Veradin, Kasim and the soldiers were also fighting.


  “Shadow Move...!”


  Kasim attempted to save Grid. However, his range of movements were greatly reduced due to the moonlight swallowing up the darkness. He couldn’t move long distances and was caught from behind by the Red Knights.


  “Ugh!”


  “Kasim...!”


  Grid knew who Kasim was. Lord’s mentor, friend, and family. It was Kasim who filled the vacant position of ‘father’ for Lord. Yes, Kasim was like Khan to Lord.


  "No...!!”


  He couldn’t lose Kasim. Grid forgot the enemies in front of his eyes as he fully focused on Kasim. Grid used Fly and flew to Kasim to save him from the Red Knights. No, he tried to fly there. Mercedes was the problem.


  Chaaeng! Chaeeeeeng!


  She unleashed her sword at the fastest speed that matched Kraugel and pressed Grid.  Mercedes avoided the God Hands swinging Mjolnir after the duration of Item Transformation ended and blocked Grid’s way. Grid’s confusion disappeared and was replaced with anger.


  “You dog...! The emperor...! The emperor ordered you?!!”


  The emperor sent Grid off with a smile only to hit him in the back of the head? Mercedes couldn’t carelessly reply to Grid.


  Veradin’s voice filled the silence instead. “If you’re smart then you should’ve thought about it. Do you think I could attack you without any insurance?”


  He believed in the strength of the Red Knights and the full moon. Veradin’s plan was perfect. Now the only thing left was to kill Overgeared King Grid and announce it. The Overgeared Kingdom’s wrath would grow bigger and Immortal’s reputation would naturally rise. Agnus would no longer be able to stand by.


  Veradin smiled with satisfaction. He knew that Grid had the three heavenly kings and the Overgeared members that he could summon. But he believed there was no way to stop the 10 Red Knights that included the First Knight, even if all of them were summoned.


  ‘Please summon your knights.’


  He would kill all the people Grid relied on. The moment that Veradin was rejoicing.


  Puoook!


  Mercedes’ sword, which boasted a different strength from Lorex, pierced Grid’s abdomen.


  “Cough...!”


  This woman was truly a monster. She was equal or much better than the seven dukes of the empire.  Grid coughed up blood but he wasn’t worried about his life right now. He cared about Kasim’s finite life.


  ‘It’s over for Kasim if I die.’


  Lord would be upset. Grid didn’t want his child to feel such sadness and hatred. Grid could only make one choice.


  “Knight... Cough! Summoning...!”


  The strongest power that Grid relied on. The only one with the power to achieve Grid’s desire!


  “Piaro!”


  “...?!”


  The name buried deep in her chest. Mercedes became blank as she witnessed a man appearing in a pillar of light.
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  The pillars supporting the country. The empire was eternal and the people would be at ease.


  This was a verse of a song that was once popular throughout the empire. Great Swordsman Piaro and Splendid Swordsman Asmophel. The people of the empire gained great courage and hope when they listened to the song that praised the two heroes of the empire.


  It was the same for the young Mercedes. She had dreams of becoming a knight and was raised humming the heroes’ song. Mercedes overcame every hardship and trials in the hope that she could someday wear the same red armour as the two heroes. For her, the tragedy of 12 years ago was a huge shock.


  “Piaro!”


  “...?!”


  The name buried deep in her chest. The moment when the name of the sinner flowed from Grid’s mouth.


  Flash!


  The pillar of light fell and a man appeared inside. He was a middle-aged man dressed in shabby clothing and covered in dirt and sweat. He wore a straw hat on his head and he was holding a sickle and hand plow with hands covered in calluses. He looked like a farmer, but Mercedes wasn’t deceived by the appearance. Despite the 12 years of misunderstanding, she recognized his identity with one glance.


  “Piaro...!”


  Great Swordsman, Hero, Pillar, Emperor’s Sword, Head Teacher, Captain...


  They were all the titles that Mercedes once used for Piaro in the past. Now the best courtesy she could give Piaro was to not speak the stigma of ‘traitor.’ Piaro defended Grid from her sword and made a bittersweet expression.


  "That keen-eyed girl is now a beautiful knight.”


  No regrets could be found in Piaro’s eyes as he recalled the past. This made Mercedes’ beautiful face distort.


  “You...!”


  Why didn’t he miss the past? How could he be so dignified? Why was he standing on the side of the Overgeared King? It couldn’t be.


  “Your Majesty, are you safe?”


  “Thanks to you.”


  "I am here to serve.”


  “Don’t tell me...”


  The empire in Piaro’s heart. It had completely disappeared?


  “Ick...!”


  Mercedes eyes became red without her knowing. There was a sense of struggle as she tried to hold back her tears.


  “I...!”


  “...”


  "Do you know how much I have been looking for you in the past 12 years?”


  It was hard to bear. In the end, Mercedes’ tears emerged. It was because she realized that she was only an ‘enemy’ to Piaro as she watched Piaro hiding Grid behind his back. 


  "Every day... I was waiting every day. For the day when you would suddenly appear, telling me that the betrayal was a false accusation.”


  “...”


  "But look at you now? My captain... Where did my captain go?!!!”


  Mercedes’ cry rang across the battlefield. Thanks to this, all the Red Knights saw Piaro.


  “P-Piaro...?”


  "No way... Why is Piaro here...?”


  The chaos of battle stopped. Veradin and the Immortal members were baffled by this unexpected situation. Grid was also confused as he faced the Red Knights.


  'Why are the Red Knights reacting like this?’


  Grid knew that Piaro was kicked out of the empire 10 years ago. At that time, he heard that most of the Red Knights who followed Piaro were branded as traitors and killed. As a result, Grid regarded the current Red Knights as a group that had no relation to Piaro. Everyone else in the world was the same. Yet looking at their reactions, it seemed this wasn’t the case.


  Why? 


  Grid’s question was resolved by Mercedes.


  "Many boys and girls dreamt of seeing you.”


  “...”


  "The young knights who devoted themselves to your teachings and gained great strength from then are now wearing red armor.”


  “...”


  "No one has ever spoken your name, but we were all missing you. If you one day appeared before us and told us that you were framed and didn’t betray the empire, I wanted you to come back.”


  At the very least, she wanted to hold the funeral. Mercedes’s sad face and shaky voice gradually calmed down. The tears flowing down her cheeks completely dried up.


  "But the traitor appeared alive before us.”


  The reason was because he was hiding behind the Overgeared King.


  Kwaduduk!


  Mercedes recovered from her confusion. Enormous anger filled her from the betrayal.


  "I missed you... I wanted to believe you. Now I’m ashamed and embarrassed.”


  Surung!


  Mercedes pulled out another sword. It wasn’t until the double swords were grasped with both hands that Mercedes’ strength was revealed.


  "Overgeared King Grid, you have done the sin of sneaking a traitor into the empire. And the traitor... I will exterminate Piaro.”


  Mercedes’ meaning was absolute to the Red Knights. Her declaration was a signal. The Red Knights, who hesitated after seeing Piaro, started attacked Kasim again. Meanwhile, Mercedes flew to Piaro and wielded her swords. Veradin and Immortal didn’t miss this moment.


  “Now!”


  Immortal had been watching the strange atmosphere with unease. Now they started to act again. The summoned new undead to hit Grid’s soldiers. Veradin shouted, “Grid! You have to summon all your knights right now!”


  If he didn’t want to lose the strongest farmer that the Overgeared Kingdom was proud of! Summon all the talents and lose everything in return!


  Veradi, who believed in the power of the Red Knights and smiled with joy, didn’t know. Piaro’s Pounding Mortar that took off one of Great Demon Belial’s arms. It was a power that a mere player couldn’t afford.


  “Piaro! How long will you play around? Are you still seeing me as a child?”


  Chaaeng! Chaeng!


  Mercedes spat out angrily at Piaro’s clear disregard as he used his sickle and hand plow to block her swords.


  “Pounding Mortar.”


  Kuooooooh!


  A pillar, or mortar, that was a size too big for humans to guess appeared in the night sky. It was gigantic enough to devour the bright moon that floated in the sky.


  Chill.


  The strong aura caused goosebumps. Mercedes and the Red Knights escaped, but the nervous Veradin and Immortal necromancers had low agility and were forced to stand in the wrong place. Yet they didn’t despair. Veradin was still smiling.


  “It finally came. The legendary farmer’s strongest technique.” Veradin had watched the Belial raid video several times. It was to grasp the power of Grid, Kraugel and the Overgeared members. In the process, he analyzed Piaro and Pounding Mortar. “A wide range skill that deals physical damage in proportion to the target’s maximum health?”


  He was certain. He believed that unless the skill dealt proportional damage, it couldn’t inflict a critical wound on Belial who had millions of health. The confident Veradin signalled to Immortals top rankers. They all took out new armor.


  [The Armor of Great Weight has been equipped.]


  [Armor of Great Weight]


  Rating: Epic


  Durability: 59/59   Defense: 579


  * Increases defense in proportion to the level of the wearer (1 defense per 3 levels).


  * Reduces physical damage by 9%.


  * Movement speed is fixed at 0 and moving isn’t possible.


  * Stamina is reduced by 20%.


  * Stamina will be reduced by 1 every 10 seconds.


  The armor of the Pero people that was made to endure the raids of the Saharan Empire.


  It increases the wearer’s defense to the extreme. However, the armor is so heavy that wearing it is exhausting. The durability is lacking because it is designed only for high defense. Wearing it for too long isn’t allowed.


  Weight: 69,900


  User Restriction: Level 250 or higher.


  The worst armor that decreased stamina and made it impossible to move! However, the defensive power was high enough to exceed heavy armor.


  “If we can endure this attack...!”


  The death of the sub-rankers who couldn’t obtain such armor wasn’t a concern. Veradin calculated that he and the surviving top rankers could help Mercedes destroy Grid. Veradin and the necromancers took expensive buffing potions that temporarily boosted their defense.


  Kuwaaaaaaaang!


  Pounding Mortar fell. Piaro was aiming for the necromancers from the beginning. He knew that necromancers needed to be taken out when fighting an undead army.


  "Kuahahat! Ha?”


  Take a step forward. After a while, kill Grid.


  Veradin and the necromancers laughing like crazy couldn’t even scream as they were crushed.


  [The Armor of Great Weight has been destroyed!]


  [The Armor of Great Weight has been...!]


  [The Armor of Great Weight has...!]


  ...


  ...


  The heavy weight of the falling mortar contained a power that violated common sense. The armor that Veradin and the necromancers believed in was destroyed and their bodies and souls disappeared without a trace.


  “...”


  No one could open their mouths. They just gaped at the forest that disappeared. As the trees disappeared, ash-colored pillars scattered all over the night sky. The countless undead also turned to dust and returned to the ground. There was an awkward silence.


  "As long as I am alive, no one can harm my king’s body.” Piaro declared to his confused enemies, including Mercedes. There was no trace of the old days. As Mercedes expected, Piaro recognized the Red Knights as an obvious enemy.


  Crack.


  Her heart hurt. The hero who taught her how to be a knight was a traitor aiming his sword... No, aiming his hand plow at them. It was awful. It made her wonder if a knight was such a fleeting existence. The Red Knights spoke to the pained-looked Mercedes.


  "It’s dangerous with just us alone.”


  "If we retreat... Even Captain Limit would understand.”


  Right now, Mercedes was the only solo number knight present. Meanwhile, Piaro seemed stronger than he did in the past. In addition, Grid and Kasim were formidable opponents. The Red Knights judged it was impossible to beat the enemies with their current power. 


  Mercedes nodded and gave a command, “Okay. Everyone retreat.”


  "Sir Mercedes...?”


  "Who will guard your retreat?”


  What did it mean to be alive? The captain she vowed a knight’s oath to was forcing her to betray, rather than be loyal to the emperor, which her former teacher who taught her about a knight’s oath was already a traitor. In the end, she would rather die than be corrupted.


  Piaro smiled for the first time as he prepared for Mercedes’ challenge.


  "You are the same as ever.”


  There were those who didn’t change under any circumstances. They were the ones who had strong convictions from the start.


  "I can’t break your will. Good. I will deal the end with my own hands.”


  Piaro was Grid’s. He couldn’t stand that Mercedes tried to harm Grid. He knew her talents and beliefs and decided to the girl he had raised as a seed. But Grid didn’t allow it. It was because he witnessed the sadness in Piaro’s face.


  "Piaro, do you remember how I wished for you to be happy?”


  “Your Majesty...?”


  "Summon Knight, Asmophel.”


  The only key to getting rid of Piaro’s bad name. The Red Knights were astonished when Grid shouted this name.  Mercedes once again lost her soul.
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  12 years ago, Asmophel condemned Piaro and his loyalists as traitors. The fallen hero. Yes, after Piaro’s betrayal, Asmophel was no longer a hero. After destroying his most precious friend Piaro, his fellow men, and their families with his own hands, he isolated himself in a mansion for many years, sinking into drugs and alcohol. It seemed like a ritual. A ritual to call death.


  "...One day, you suddenly disappeared.”


  He might be ruined, but a splendid swordsman was still abducted. Did he do this? Mercedes was aware of Asmophel’s ability despite his inaction and wasn’t convinced. Therefore, she had only one guess.


  “I thought it was a self-fabricated act.”


  “...”


  The old hero Asmophel appeared in a pillar of light. Like the old days, he smiled at Mercedes with a noble and beautiful appearance.


  "I thought that you wanted to turn away from a hellish life and left the empire to escape from the protection of the Red Knights.”


  She was sad. The knight who died for himself, not for his master, was no longer a knight. Mercedes felt sorrow that the hero who had been an idol like Piaro had transformed into a symbol of shame and corruption.


  "Yes. I thought you were already dead.”


  However.


  “You’re alive. And you’re by the traitor Piaro’s side.” Mercedes gripped her two swords with great strength. Blood was flowing down her hands as she started to tremble. "You were once a hero, yet you betrayed your country and your emperor to be with your friend?”


  “...”


  The key to resolving the misunderstanding just made things worse. But Grid wasn’t worried. He knew that Asmophel would release the misconceptions as soon as he spoke.


  “Mercedes, there are a few things to keep in mind.”


  After responding to Grid’s call, the silent Asmophel finally opened his mouth.


  “The first one. The Red Knights didn’t protect me, they watched me. You know the Fourth Knight, right?”


  The Fourth Knight was different from the other Red Knights. It wasn’t a position appointed by the emperor but one handed down.


  "The Fourth Knight, a position designed to protect the Red Knights, became corrupted. It’s my guess that the Fourth Knight is closely related to the Yatan Church. Dive, the one closest to Marie, was a black magician... In fact, he was Yatan’s Seventh Servant and the subordinate of the Fourth Knight. The Red Knights who watched under the pretext of protection were the Fourth Knight’s men.”


  “...?”


  It was an unbelievable story. The problem was that he claimed the person closest to the empress was a Yatan Servant. Didn’t this mean that Empress Marie was related to the evil Yatan Church? Mercedes and the Red Knights didn’t believe Asmophel.


  "The empress can’t be just anyone. The imperial family thoroughly investigated their origins and only welcome the cleanest women. How can the empress be related to the Yatan Church?”


  "At first she was a clean girl. But the empress could no longer be clean the moment she was filled with the ambition to place her son on the throne. She held hands with the evil forces that serve the great demons. Humans are weak creatures to temptation.” Asmophel’s expression was exhausted. “I’m also a weak creature of temptation.”


  “...?”


  "I fell for Marie’s beauty. I had a relationship with her.”


  “W-What...?”


  Asmophel didn’t use the excuse that his mental state had been weakened by the Yatan essence and that he was brainwashed. It was because of his feelings of inferiority toward Piaro that there was a gap in his mind for Yatan’s essence to affect. It was his own fault in the first place.


  "That's right. I had lost the qualification to be a knight from the beginning. I betrayed my country and the emperor. Piaro was purely a victim.”


  Asmophel’s heart was shattered and his soul filled with shame every time he reminded himself of his sin. His guilt towards Piaro and his country was endlessly deep, like the depths of hell. 


  “That’s right... I’m the one who betrayed the emperor, not Piaro and the Red Knights.


  He didn’t even deserve tears. Asmophel’s eyes were bloodshot when he thought about it.


  "I only wanted to cover up my sin... For my own sake, I framed my friends and comrades, murdering their families and lovers.”


  It was a terrible sin committed under the name of punishment. Asmophel’s body trembled with pain, sorrow, and anger towards himself. But Asmophel didn’t stop speaking. It was in order to reveal the hidden truth to the world. This was the only reason why Asmophel was currently living.


  “Stop it.”


  Piaro, who had already forgiven Asmophel, tried to stop him. However, it was useless. Asmophel didn’t stop. His trembling voice filled the ears of Mercedes and the Red Knights.


  "The knight of the empire, the hero who you once admired and loved is still alive. Please get rid of all misconceptions about him and pour the hate and blame onto me."


  “...”


  What the hell was this person saying right now? The Red Knights couldn’t follow the truth. However, Mercedes realized it instantly. Asmophel was telling the truth. In the end, tears flowed down Mercedes’ white cheeks. She was aware that Asmophel was still hiding the truth from her. If Asmophel was truly wicked, then Piaro wouldn’t have forgiven him.


  “You...”


  Over the past 12 years, one hero lived in desperation and suffering from a false accusation while another hero was ruled by guilt. In the end, the source was Empress Marie and the Yatan Church. The moment she realized this.


  '...I am the hero of your heroes.’


  Grid was excited when he saw Mercedes’ eyes. Now that she found out the truth, she had an obligation. It was to make the other Red Knights believe Asmophel’s words. In order to do so...


  "I need solid information to be convinced. We will go back to the empire and review the events from 12 years ago to determine if your words are true or false. Once I can be sure that your words are true...”


  Mercedes stopped and turned her gaze towards the Red Knights. The confused Red Knights nodded with determined eyes. All of them believed in Mercedes.


  "We will help your pursue charges against Empress Marie and punish her.”


  It was the duty of the empire and the emperor towards the two heroes.


  ‘First, I need to investigate Captain Limit.’


  Was he also on the empress’ side? Or had he been affected by the Fourth Knight? There was a lot to do. Mercedes was in a rush and said to Piaro and Asmophel.


  "Today I didn’t see you. Later when we are reunited, I hope my sword doesn’t turn towards you.”


  In her heart, she wanted to kneel down. She wanted to yell at them for making her feel resentment towards them over the years. But it wasn’t possible. She couldn’t change her attitude until the other Red Knights understood the truth. She bowed deeply to Grid.


  "Overgeared King Grid, I want to apologize for our rudeness and to ask for understanding. Today’s price will be paid later, even if I have to give up everything.”


  “Everything... Okay. I am looking forward to it.”


  Grid smiled as his heart thumped.


  [Affinity with First Knight Mercedes of the Red Knights has increased by 20.]


  It was due to this notification window. Grid knew that it was very difficult to raise affinity with this named NPC.


  'This woman must’ve believed in Piaro and Asmophel. It will be a great contribution when the truth is revealed later.’


  Perhaps Mercedes would fall into a crisis in the process. The opponent was the empress of the empire. There was a high chance that Mercedes would suffer a counterattack from the opponent and be labeled a traitor like Piaro. It was good from Grid’s perspective. It might be an opportunity to take Mercedes away from the empire.


  "Let’s go.”


  Mercedes commanded the Red Knights and approached the aide guarding her horse far away. His name was Sky. A player. He was wearing a helmet, so Grid wasn’t aware that he was a player.


  ‘Kukukuk... It is a jackpot.’


  Sky was excited about being able to glimpse a hidden episode of the Red Knights thanks to Grid. He was one step closer to his grand ambition of making Mercedes his slave.


  ‘I have to reach the empress at the right timing. Grid, thank you. Kukukuk!’


  Satisfy wasn’t a microcosm world, but a world itself. Politics and betrayal were rampant and there were more than a few wicked people. It was impossible for only one person to survive in this huge world where there were conflicting goals between the two billion players. Sky thought like this and it was right.


  “Kasim.”


  -Yes.


  "Go after the witness who overheard the conversation between Mercedes and Asmophel.”


  -Are you talking about the aide of the First Knight...? What if I’m discovered by the First Knight?


  "It doesn't matter. Mercedes will understand. In the worst case, she might stop the assassination, but she will also dismiss the aide. In the future, she also has to be careful.”


  -I understand.


  The current Grid had the power to go beyond reason. His journey to transcend the category of a legend wasn’t over yet.




  Chapter 788


  The Overgeared Kingdom was the strongest player force in the game and a threat to anyone. It was a basic thing to target them. There were countless people trying to keep the Overgeared Kingdom in check. But Grid wasn’t aware of this fact. He overlooked the fate of the strong. He didn’t properly defend his kingdom during the National Competition and allowed the enemy to enter.


  Grid thought that Khan’s sad end was the result of his own stupidity. Khan was the victim of his ignorance.


  After Khan’s death, Grid became obsessed with wisdom. If he had been a bit wiser, Khan’s end wouldn’t have been so lonely. Therefore, Grid challenged being reborn as a wise man. The accumulation of knowledge was slow because of his innate intelligence, but Grid believed that by repeatedly thinking 'infinite' times, he could use his own merits and patience to become a wise man. No, he decided not to believe, but to put it in action.


  This was the result. Grid was thinking nonstop. He lacked intelligence compared to others, so he had to think many times more than others. He continued and continued to think whenever facing a situation. His head was constantly working.


  Why did he summon only Piaro when he was attacked by the Red Knights and Immortal? It was because Agnus couldn’t be seen. As a result, Grid thought that the Red Knights and Immortal members attacking him might be bait. If he caught the bait and summoned all his knights, his kingdom would be weakened and the empty house could be destroyed. That’s why he first summoned Piaro.


  It was this same context that Grid used to judge that Mercedes’ aide should be handled. The reason why Grid was concerned about the aide wasn’t because he was smart, but because he was thinking.


  Grid was exhausted. It was different from when he chose without worrying, acted emotionally, and depended on others. The energy consumption of this mindset was enormous.


  Sururuk.


  Kasim disappeared into the darkness.


  “Sigh.”


  Grid leaned his exhausted body against the carriage. It was like he had just raided a powerful boss monster. Piaro measured his condition and bowed deeply.


  "You went through a lot of trouble.”


  Piaro was proud of Grid. Rather than being frustrated by Khan’s death, Grid honored Khan by looking at himself. Grid had done well when facing the emperor. Piaro had this type of belief.


  Grid asked the smiling Piaro, “Was I right to handle the aide?”


  Grid had witnessed the discipline of the Red Knights. They were shaken by Piaro’s appearance, but immediately executed Mercedes’ orders. They doubted Asmophel’s story, but didn’t resist Mercedes’ judgment. Grid believed that the Red Knights in this place wouldn’t talk about Piaro and Asmophel. But the aide was unknown. It was difficult to judge what type of person the aide was when he protected the horses in the distance. That’s why Grid ordered Kasim to handle him.


  Piaro nodded. “Mercedes will decide on her own. She will sort out the trustworthy and untrustworthy knights and aides.”


  "You trust her.”


  “She’s an incredibly smart girl.”


  That’s why she was his seed.


  "And she grew to my expectations. She will later become a new pillar of the empire.”


  In fact, Piaro was very surprised when he was called by Grid and met Mercedes. He hadn’t thought she was alive. It was natural. Didn’t the brainwashed Asmophel destroy all of the Red Knights in the past? Asmophel wouldn’t leave anyone to hit him in the back. It was difficult to expect that Mercedes, a seed of Piaro, would’ve survived.


  But Asmophel saved Mercedes. The reason...


  ‘In his subconscious, he was afraid for the empire.’


  Asmophel was reluctant to kill talent even in his brainwashed days. That was Mercedes. Piaro looked up at the night sky.


  "I have become greedier because of your words.” Grid declared, “I’m going to make Mercedes mine.”


  Grid faced an unprecedented pressure when competing with Mercedes. He felt like she was reading all his actions. At first, he thought it was just her excellent skills, but looking back, it wasn’t. It was clear that she ‘predicted’ his behavior.


  ‘A scam.’ Grid asserted.


  Mercedes was in the same class as Piaro. A wall that normal players could never cross. A transcendent named NPC. Grid wanted to make her his own person. Piaro thought the same. When he exchanged blows with Mercedes, he thought the only way to overthrow her was Fated to Perish.


  ‘Once more time passes...’


  She would grow to a level of rejecting Fated to Perish. Piaro’s greed grew.


  “That’s right, Your Majesty. She must be gathered by Your Majesty.”


  “Um.”


  Grid nodded. He swallowed down the question of whether Piaro yearned for the empire and his country. He trusted Piaro.


  “Let’s return to Reinhardt.”


  Grid thought that it was highly unlikely the empire was behind this raid. It was highly likely the empress was the mastermind. But the issue was too big to judge for himself. He had to quickly meet Lauel. Grid immediately climbed into the carriage.


  ‘I’m tired.’


  This one day in the empire was like a year. Grid sat on the seat and his eyes moved towards the window. Asmophel entered his gaze. Asmophel was walking on the right side of the carriage with a pained expression.


  ‘His guilt has gone beyond his heart and imprinted in his soul.’


  Salvation would be difficult. Piaro might’ve forgiven him, but the dead Red Knights and their families couldn’t. As Grid predicted, Asmophel was willing to end his life the moment he got revenge on the empress.


  ‘...Wait.’ Grid made a sad expression only to come up with something. ‘Did all the Red Knights really die?’


  The rebels who followed the traitor Piaro. This was the evaluation of the previous generation of Red Knights. Grid heard that ‘most’ of the Red Knights were executed. Yes, most of them. It wasn’t all of them. Some were still surviving as fugitives.


  ‘Maybe I can give Asmophel a chance to atone?’


  Grid didn’t delay. He immediately gave an order to Asmophel, “Asmophel, travel through the continent and find the survivors of the Red Knights.”


  “Huh? W-What...?”


  Surprise and fear. Asmophel’s face turned grey from the unexpected command.


  Grid stared into his wavering gaze and explained, "I will absorb the previous generation of the Red Knights. It isn’t impossible to absorb them. Isn’t that right?”


  "You want to gather the survivors of the old Red Knights?”


  “Yes.”


  "Is it really appropriate for me to be the one to find them? Why are you leaving it to me instead of Piaro…?”


  Asmophel stopped talking. He grasped Grid’s intent but he didn’t dare say the word ‘atonement.’ He bowed his head with a dark expression.


  “Piaro forgave you.”


  “...”


  “Won’t the others be the same? They will all feel like Piaro.”


  “...”


  "Find them. Then talk to them.”


  Asmophel could only think that the command to ‘find the old Red Knights’ was purely out of concern for himself. It was also a chance to bring the ‘power of the previous generation’ to the kingdom. It was an example that showed Grid’s mindset of thinking about his precious people, which was the greatest driving force behind the Overgeared Kingdom.


  “Always be happy.”


  “...”


  “This is the dying wish I received from Khan. Let us try to be happy together.”


  “...I will keep that in mind.”


  Asmophel stopped walking and bowed deeply. He didn’t raise his head until the carriage that Grid was in had disappeared from view.


  Piaro cheered for Asmophel on his journey of atonement.


  ‘Have strength.’


  Please come back with old friends.


  ***


  [Hwan Kingdom’s Resident (1)]


  ★ Hidden Quest �


  You have to meet the minimal qualifications to challenge the Chiyou test.


  First, go beyond the level of an ordinary person.


  Quest Clear Condition (1): Don’t die until you reach level 400.


  * Every time you gain 20 levels without dying while the quest is ongoing, you will gain a large number of additional stats.


  * If you die, you will lose all the additional stats you have acquired. The lost stats can’t be restored.


  * If you die, the quest clear conditions will change to number two.


  Quest Clear Condition (2): The number of deaths must be less than 5 until you achieve level 400 (Number of Deaths: 2/5).


  * This is the last chance. If you fail to complete the second clear conditions, you will completely lose your qualification to challenge the Chiyou test.


  In the past, Veradin visited the East Continent and completely focused on the yangbans of the Hwan Kingdom. He anticipated that he could benefit from the greatest power on the East Continent. As a result, he was the first player to visit the Hwan Kingdom and received the hidden quest to become a ‘yangban.’


  It was because he gave off a good impression to the yangbans. At that time, Veradin was level 290. He tried hard to go over level 300 without dying and secured a tremendous amount of stats as a result. But it was all blown away. He touched the Overgeared Kingdom and died two times already.


  “Maybe...”


  Veradin gulped with a pale complexion. Grid’s words ‘the first time’ constantly revolved in his head. Grid really would try to find and kill Veradin many times.


  “...In the meantime, I will hide.”


  Veradin always believed he was better than others. For a person who manipulated other people,  Grid and his items that violated common sense caused him to feel a new shock and horror. He didn’t want to face Grid anytime soon. It was the first time that Veradin feared another person.


  'I can’t believe I’m feeling like this towards an ordinary person...!’


  Kwaduduk!


  Anger filled Veradin’s body. He suddenly had a question. It was about the reaction of the Red Knights to the farmer summoned by Grid.


  ‘Why did they look so shocked?'


  The necromancers were in the rear of the battlefield. They were too far away so Veradin couldn’t hear the conversation. This was bad.


  'There is something. Something....’


  Maybe the key to breaking the current crisis was the farmer? Veradin looked at new possibilities.


  At the same time, the outskirts of Titan.


  Chaeeeng!


  Mercedes’ sword blocked a dagger flying through the darkness. Sky belatedly realized that his neck would’ve been pierced if Mercedes hadn’t acted and hurriedly raised his shield. Mercedes looked into the darkness.


  "Tell the Overgeared King I know what he’s concerned about. Please let me handle it.”


  -...Understood.


  “...?”


  A chill went down Sky’s spine as a gloomy voice was heard from the darkness.


  ‘What? Why was I on the brink of being assassinated?’


  Mercedes said to the frightened Sky, "As of today, you are dismissed.”


  “Yes...?”


  "You can never set foot in the imperial palace again.”


  “W-What is this...?!”


  What the hell was this all of a sudden? It happened when Sky was confused and going to ask for an explanation.


  [You have lost your qualifications for the second class ‘First Knight’s Aide.’]


  [All Red Knights quests currently in progress will be destroyed.]


  [You are denied entry to the imperial palace.]


  [The 7 points of affinity built up with Mercedes have been reset to 0.]


  “Eh...? Eh eh?”


  Sky trembled from the unbelievable reality. He was worried that Mercedes had noticed the darkness inside him. After a while, he was left alone. Sky reflected on this incident and realized that Grid was behind it. He had to think about the circumstances.


  “You...! You son of a bitch!”


  Sky felt extreme anger at Grid because he could no longer fulfill his goal of making Mercedes his slave. But after a moment.


  “C-Crazy...”


  Sky started to feel fear instead of anger. He feared Grid’s transcendent power that could destroy one person’s life so easily. The presence of the new and matured king was too great to compare to the previous one.




  Chapter 789


  “Did you handle it properly?”


  “Yes. We didn’t hide our identities and attacked.”


  "Hrmm... why is there no response?”


  It had been a week since Grid returned home. It meant it had been a week since the Red Knights and Immortal attacked him. However, the Overgeared Kingdom still hadn’t announced any stance.


   "Despite their king being attacked, they didn’t even announce it, let alone react...”


  They wouldn’t have hidden it because of fear. Then they must be up to something.


  Dok dok.


  Limit tapped the table and frowned.


  "Did they see our intentions?”


  The Overgeared Kingdom could be aware that the empire was starting to split into the emperor and empress. If the Overgeared Kingdom had a capable schemer, they could’ve discovered that the empress was behind the attack rather than the emperor.


  “A tough opponent.”


  It was correct to say that the plan to use the Overgeared Kingdom to weaken the emperor was in vain.


  “It didn’t work out easily.”


  Limit determined and glanced at Mercedes. It was a signal to leave. Mercedes sighed with relief after leaving the office.


  'For Captain, His Majesty is definitely an enemy.’


  After meeting Piaro and Asmophel and finding out the truth. Mercedes had been looking at Sword Duke Limit for the past week. She thoroughly investigated how far Limit intervened in the tragedy that occurred 12 years ago. However, was it that easy to investigate a duke?’ The more she tried to access about Limit, the more interference she faced. One of them was the Fourth Knight.


  “Sir Mercedes.”


  "Sir Gyuratan?”


  The position of the ‘Fourth Knight’ in the Red Knights was special. He played the role of defending the Red Knights from outsiders and performed the work of an inspector in peacetime. The Fourth Knight must constantly observe and watch the Red Knights so that the essence of the Red Knights didn’t fade.


  12 years ago, Fourth Knight Gyuratan ruled that Piaro was a traitor. Mercedes trusted Piaro, so she didn’t like Gyuratan from the start. She doubted him. However, now she felt hatred and hostility instead of just suspicion. The true darkness that collapsed the Red Knights. A figure closely related to the Yatan Church. Thanks to Asmophel, she became aware of Gyuratan’s reality.


  Mercedes smiled as she faced Gyuratan in the hallway.  She didn’t expose any hostility. The basics of a swordsman was to control their emotions.


  “It has been a long time.”


  "I have been away for a while. I was conducting a review on the death of Third Knight Lorex and Fifth Knight Dia.”


  “...”


  Lorex and Dia. They were both killed by the Undefeated King’s descendant. They also missed Piaro. Mercedes had briefly thought about Lorex and Dia when she met Piaro a week ago.


  If Lorex and Dia were still alive... if they knew the truth...


  ‘They would’ve cried all night from joy and sorrow.’


  They would’ve been a great strength. Mercedes was missing the colleagues she couldn’t meet again when Gyuratan’s voice entered her ears.


  “In the course of the investigation, I accidentally stumbled on your traces. Sir Mercedes, it seems like you were in Valhalla for a while?”


  “...”


  "Did you go after the Undefeated King’s descendant to get revenge for your colleagues?”


  “...That’s right.”


  “The result?”


  “I didn’t get revenge. I couldn’t find the Undefeated King’s descendant."


  Mercedes fought directly against the descendant of the Undefeated King in Lubana and knew him. It meant she was familiar with the characteristics of the Undefeated King’s descendant. But despite infiltrating Valhalla for two months, she couldn’t find a person who could be considered the Undefeated King’s descendant.


  "You disobeyed a command and couldn’t even get revenge... If you were able to get revenge, I might’ve asked for leniency from the emperor. Now it isn’t possible.”


  "What now?"


  “What should I do? Should I report to His Majesty that you violated an order?”


  “You...!”


  "Don’t forget. The First Knight should be an inspiration to all knights of the empire. But didn’t you disobey his command and act according to your own will? I can’t overlook it.”


  “Uh...!”


  "If another order comes again, don’t violate it. Even if you are the First Knight, His Majesty won’t overlook it.”


  ‘At this point, I need to investigate the tragedy of 12 years ago...’


  It was the worst. Why was her mistake noticed at this timing? She had no luck.


  ‘No... It isn’t a coincidence.’


  Mercedes realized it. This timing, Gyuratan intended it.


  ‘It’s likely that he knew I violated the order from the beginning.’


  But he buried it until it was appropriate to be used, like now.


  ‘He knows that I have started to doubt the tragedy of 12 years ago.’ 


  She could no longer hide her hostility. Mercedes glared at Gyuratan, who just laughed and shrugged.


  "Well, don’t worry about the Red Knights. Sir Lucas and I will manage them very well. Ah, Sir Lucas was arrested? Then I will manage them alone.”


  “...”


  She wanted to let out a flurry of curses. No, she wanted to tear out his throat. Mercedes felt a strong killing desire, but endured it. She couldn’t do anything to him before she found out the truth and revealed it to the world.


  ***


  "Let’s put it all together.”


  The capital of the Overgeared Kingdom, Reinhardt.


  Lauel started writing on the blackboard. At the top was the name Garam, the yangban.


  "The yangbans are defined as having the best strength, the dukes of the empire are advanced level, First Knight Mercedes is lower advanced, Asmophel is of the intermediate level and Your Majesty and Kraugel are below him?”


  "That's right."


  “Piaro? Isn’t he the best?”


  "When looking at his level, it’s logical to classify him as lower advanced like Mercedes. Mercedes actually competed with Piaro.”


  “But what if Piaro used Fated to Perish?”


  "Among the named NPCs, there are many who can resist Fated to Perish... Hmm, but there is deadly damage even if it is resisted. Piaro is classified as on the same level as the seven dukes.”


  "Being below the yangbans even when taking Fated to Perish in consideration...”


  It was very important to know the power pyramid of the world. Lauel looked at the blackboard with a serious expression.


  “By the way. If Garam was so strong, how did you get away from him?”


  “Didn’t I tell you? He was absent-minded and God's Command fortunately activated, allowing me to repeat Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle twice.”


  “Then...” Lauel erased Grid’s name at the bottom of the board. Then he wrote Grid between the yangbans and the seven dukes. “What do you think about this location?”


  “...”


  “Your Majesty.” Was this a joke? Lauel saw Grid’s questioning eyes and spoke seriously. "It’s good to be cautious but please don’t lose sight of your ambitions.”


  "I haven’t lost sight of my ambitions. I made a realistic self-diagnosis after thinking about it deeply.”


  “Isn’t it funny to unconditionally trust your thoughts? You’re not smart, are you?”


  “...”


  "You’re much stronger than what you measured yourself as.” Lauel was convinced. “Raise your level. Keep your level higher than named NPCs and equip yourself with your items.”


  “What are you talking about? Don’t you know how fast named NPCs raise their level?”


  The level of NPCs would naturally rise with the passage of time due to the compensation effect when the average level of the players rose. It was a basic rule, not common sense, that a player could never catch up with the level of a named NPC. But Lauel had a different opinion.


  “Did you forget how fast your level up speed is? The named NPCs become stronger in proportion to the average level of the players. Isn’t it possible to raise your level much higher than the average?”


  “...”


  "Starting today, use your God Hands, Noe, Randy, and the Overgeared Skeletons to make infinite hunting macros. In particular, the Overgeared Skeletons. How long do you want to leave them as useless skeletons? If I had them then I would’ve already made them into a death knight or lich.”


  “...”


  Lauel’s words were right. In the meantime, Grid had neglected the importance of level and he also failed to utilize the Overgeared Skeletons. But why did he feel like squeezing Lauel? Grid tried to calm his boiling anger while Lauel gave advice.


  “In addition, don’t forget to constantly think during combat.”


  Train to repeat the infinite thoughts even during dire moments.


  "You’ll become better than a genius.”


  "It’s hard to use my mind because I have a stone head. It’s particularly hard to think while moving the body.” Grid grumbled.


  "Real stones don’t think. Calling you a stone head is... No, I'm sorry.”


  "Can I hit you?”


  “I’m sorry!”


  Lauel regretted talking without thinking. He knew that if he received one hit from Grid, he would die!


  ***


  A fortnight after the end of the 3rd National Competition. An item that the medalists were waiting for entered their inventory.


  [3rd National Competition Medal Reward]


  It was a gift box containing the items that the medalists wished for. Of course, Grid wanted the production materials.


  [The Blue Dragon’s Breath has been acquired.]


  [The White Tiger’s Breath has been acquired.]


  [The Black Tortoise’s Breath has been acquired.]


  “Good.”


  Grid smiled as he got the rewards for Battlefield and his two gold medals. Maybe this was just before the birth of a new myth rated item. He couldn’t not feel exhilarated.


  [Blue Dragon’s Breath]


  Contains the blessing of the blue dragon.


  It will increase lightning resistance by 30%.


  It can be used to infuse items with the powerful aura of the blue dragon.


  However, it can only be attached to items with a strong lightning attribute.


  Weight: 2


  [White Tiger’s Breath]


  Contains the blessing of the white tiger.


  It will increase earth resistance by 30%.


  It can be used to infuse items with the powerful aura of the white tiger.


  However, it can only be attached to items with a strong earth attribute.


  Weight: 2


  [Black Tortoise’s Breath]


  Contains the blessing of the black tortoise.


  It will increase water resistance by 30%.


  It can be used to infuse items with the powerful aura of the black tortoise.


  However, it can only be attached to items with a strong water attribute.


  Weight: 2


  “Very good!”


  Grid was filled with joy as he held the beautiful blue, white, and black beads. He was excited by the thought of strengthening these three breaths and upgrading his items, just like he strengthened the Red Phoenix’s Breath.


  ‘Let’s quickly become stronger!’


  He was filled with enthusiasm! Grid was grasping the hammer with blazing eyes when a guest arrived.


  “Grid, keep your promise.”


  “...You?”


  The guest was surprising. It was the sky above the sky. Sword Saint Kraugel. He was staring at Grid with a radiant look that didn’t match his normal image.


  "Will you make me a sword?”


  “Y-Yes...”


  Had he been waiting for this day? Kraugel appeared as soon as the reward arrived. It seemed he had been waiting in Reinhardt.


  ‘He has a cute side.’


  Grid smiled as Kraugel told him good news.


  "Recently, I have found a good hunting ground. I’ll let you know if you want.”


  “Ah, thank you...”


  "You should rest for 10 minutes every time you hunt a monster.”


  They were meaningful words.


  'How high is the difficulty of this hunting ground?’


  Grid was filled with anticipation and tension.


  “Speaking of which, I killed 52 people from Immortal. In return, can you make me armor and boots?”


  “...5-50?”


  "52 people. I lived in Titan for a while. I can show you the proof shots if you want.”


  “...”


  Truly the sky above the sky. Tremendous skills were a default for him.


  Grid received two breaths and a small amount of adamantium from Kraugel. Kraugel’s eyes were gentle as he watched Grid start a fire in the furnace.


  'He seems to be overcoming the wound. It’s fortunate.’




  Chapter 790


  The Hwan Kingdom’s national wood. The White Phosphorus Tree, also known as the Eternal Tree, was burned as firewood. The overwhelming momentum of the flames instantly filled the smithy.


  ‘His Majesty has started working!’


  The attention of the blacksmiths concentrated on Grid. The blacksmiths knew that the person who could control the flames, heat, and temperature so completely was only Grid since Khan died.


  'Khan’s latter years.’


  ‘He dealt with the flames as brilliantly as His Majesty...’


  The eyes of the blacksmiths reddened as they started reminiscing.


  “Kraugel, there are three options.”


  Grid took out a hammer and anvil and started to explain to Kraugel.


  "First of all, if you have a specific item you want then give me the production method. Then I will learn the design and make the item for you. You already know right? The performance of the items I make is higher than that shown in the design.”


  From Grid’s standpoint, it was a great benefit because he could acquire new designs for free.


  "Secondly, you can leave the design entirely to me. In this case, I will make items based on the production methods I already have.”


  “It’s really wonderful.”


  "That's right. In this case, you can have something created by a legendary blacksmith.”


  “Of course I...”


  Kraugel was interested in the second way. It was a natural choice since he knew the power of the sword weapons that Grid used. But Grid gave him a third option.


  “No, listen to my words.”


  Grid interrupted Kraugel’s mouth and thought about Khan. How much help did he get from Khan every time he made a new item? In particular, Khan’s opinions were great when making new items. The best blacksmith that Grid respected helped Grid with his knowledge and insight. Khan thought about what materials should be used for newly created items, what characteristics should be included and so on.


  Now the role that Grid wanted Kraugel to play was Khan’s role.  Grid wanted Kraugel’s knowledge. Grid was convinced he would be a great help in making the strongest sword.


  “Kraugel, what do you think is the ideal shape for a sword?”


  “...?”


  “Tell me. I will realize your ideals with my skills."


  “...This is the third way?”


  “Yes.”


  Duguen!


  Kraugel’s heart thumped as he met Grid’s eyes. His Swordsmanship Creation skill passed through his head. Since he had a unique skill that could create new sword techniques, the blacksmith Grid would have an item creation skill.


  Kkuok.


  Kraugel formed fists to calm his trembling body.


  "In the history of the Overgeared King... My name will be part of your history that will be worshipped in later generations. Is it okay?”


  It was a very prudent question. Kraugel had met many people and he knew that people clung to their feats as they rose higher. They wanted to keep other people from appearing in their feats.


  Grid’s answer was simple. “Is it okay? Is that a question? It isn’t okay, it’s an honor.”


  Grid remembered. At the time of the Belial raid, he saw Kraugel learn Piaro’s technique. It was the best tribute that Kraugel could show to Piaro. Now Grid was paying homage to Kraugel.


  "The best blacksmith will make the best sword with the best swordsman. Won’t another great legend be born?”


  “...”


  “Let’s make it together. The strongest sword. The best legend.”


  Undefeated King Madra fought for his kingdom all his life but in the end, he lost his head to his son. Pagma betrayed a friend due to his sense of duty to save the world and contracted with a great demon. Braham realized the absurdity of the world and despised his own people, but after he became a human, Braham was betrayed by his friend because he was a vampire.


  The tales of the legends that Grid knew were all sad and vilified. Grid didn’t want to be like them. Kraugel was the same.


  "...It’s a great honor.”


  “Okay. Then let's begin." Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation.”


  [Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation]


  You can create three equipment item production methods every time the skill level of the ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill’ goes up.


  Number of items that can be created at present: 9/24.]


  * When items are produced using this skill, the name of the creator is automatically placed on the item.


  Jiing-


  A blank blueprint appeared in front of him.


  "I think the ideal sword using the knowledge of a Sword Saint...”


  The blueprint had a huge black space.


  "It’s different from person to person, but it’s generally a heavy sword. It’s the easiest to use in terms of width, length, and weight, thus having high utility. Considering all the variables. It’s the least inconvenient to use.”


  “Really? I thought it was a long sword. In fact, the Enlightenment Sword is a long sword. It is a sword that emits black flames.”


  "Have you ever used a heavy sword?”


  "I don’t like it. I’ve always used a greatsword or a long sword...”


  "...Well, as I said, the ideal form is different for each individual. In the first place, it might be arrogant to discuss an ideal form. When cutting fruit, a knife is the best. When walking through a jungle, a machete is the best. There are differences depending on the application.”


  The experiences and knowledge of a Sword Saint combined with the knowledge and skills of the legendary blacksmith.


  "But universally, a heavy sword is better in combat? Are there any other special features?”


  “No.”


  "Do you intend to add another option by giving the sword a distinct shape?”


  "Like the shark that is part of Failure?”


  “Yes.”


  "If you don’t know, the basic form of the sword is good. It is more important to have the balance of the sword be even than to have the center of gravity to one side.”


  “The answer is correct. This is why the cross section of the sword is a diamond shape.”


  "Section?"


  "The cutting surface you see when you cut with the sword. The balance is important so a perfect diamond as the cutting surface is preferred. On the other hand, I prefer a hexagon or octagon.”


  "I don’t know anything about these details."


  "You don’t know about me.”


  “...?”


  “I’m a legendary blacksmith. Even if I put special decorations on the blade, I can perfectly balance it. I can do it with my skills. So tell me what you are thinking. What features do you want?”


  “This is interesting...”


  Buzz buzz.


  The blacksmiths gathered near Grid and Kraugel started to make a disturbance. It was surprising that a black-eyed man with a good face was sharing his thoughts with their king.


  “This...?”


  The four biggest blacksmiths from Pangea, including White, were the most surprised. They remembered that Kraugel was the ‘Little Hero’ of Pangea. The Kraugel they remembered was a great warrior. Yes, he wasn’t a blacksmith. Nevertheless, Grid was listening to Kraugel’s opinions.


  ‘Why?’


  Was he qualified to replace Khan’s vacancy? The blacksmiths questioned it.


  "He is a saint with a sword.”


  “...?”


  “The first Sword Saint after Muller.”


  “...!!”


  The youngest blacksmith, Panmir, announced the true identity of the black-eyed man. The stir was huge. The blacksmiths were astounded as they saw a prominent figure in a totally unexpected place. As they were at a loss for words, Panmir gave his opinion.


  "Wouldn’t the two of them make the best sword in history?”


  No one was able to reject Panmir’s opinion. The expectations about what sword would be born from the combined knowledge, experiences, and techniques of the legendary blacksmith and Sword Saint were great.


  “But...” White was feeling admiration when he felt a sense of incongruity and asked, "Panmir, have you gathered all the firewood for today?”


  “...I will go and come back to see His Majesty’s sword.”


  It was very sad. Panmir pouted. He was the youngest blacksmith in the smithy despite being the 1st ranked blacksmith.


  ***


  Over three hours. This was the time it took Grid and Kraugel to coordinate their opinions. They finally finished the shape of the sword. Now all that was left were the materials.


  "The Blue Dragon’s Breath and White Tiger’s Breath...”


  Grid confirmed the two breaths that Kraugel had.


  “Will the sword use the Blue Dragon’s Breath? Then I have to use a mineral compatible with the lightning attribute.”


  “No, I want my sword to contain the White Tiger’s Breath.”


  “What?” Grid was confused. “Isn’t the white tiger of the earth attribute?”


  The earth attribute was related to a higher defense. It was common for the earth attribute to create options for a higher defense. Meanwhile, the lightning attribute was good for speed and power. Generally, it gave options for increasing attack power. In other words, the breath most suitable for a weapon was the blue dragon, not the white tiger.


  "Why are you using a white tiger breath for your weapon? Isn’t it better for armor? Shouldn’t you use the White Tiger’s Breath for armor?”


  "No, this adamantium that I gathered is for armor. The Blue Dragon’s Breath will be attached to the boots to increase the overall speed."


  "But still. Isn’t it hard to expect overwhelming attack power if you attach the White Tiger’s Breath to the weapon? Shouldn’t a weapon have high attack power? Look at the blueprint. You can expect to have additional defense options just from the form of the sword. But you want to increase your defense even more?”


  "Just as speed is linked with power, weight is also directly linked to power. For example, Chris’ 1,000 ton Sword.”


  “...Ah.” Grid’s common sense was broken. "Minerals with the earth attribute are generally harder and heavier... Do you think you can use that weight to exert a higher attack power?”


  "Yes, I believe that if the White Tiger’s Breath is used well, you can complete the best sword that combines high attack power and defense.”


  "That’s a possible interpretation.”


  If he looked at magic as an example, the power of earth magic wasn’t very weak. In particular, magic of the stone crushing series was very powerful.


  “A weapon with the earth property...”


  A smile crossed Grid’s face. Once he heard Kraugel’s words, he wondered about the results of earth-based weapons.


  ‘It will be easy to name the item.’


  A sword with strong earth attributes. A sword made of stone. Then he would try it.


  “Okay. Let’s finish the Stone Sword.”


  ‘Stone Sword?’


  What was the Stone Sword? A chill went down Kraugel’s spine. 


  Overgeared Guild, Overgeared Kingdom, Overgeared King... Grid’s naming sense was the worse.


  "Wait a minute, Grid."


  "The material will be stone. We can sometimes replace it with bloodstone.”


  The mass production of the sword. A sword made of stone would be ideal for the Overgeared Kings while the version made of bloodstone would be ideal for Grid and the Overgeared members. Yes, from the time that he asked Kraugel to cooperate with the item creation, Grid was aiming to improve the overall strength of the kingdom. Imagine the Overgeared Knights and the soldiers using a sword designed by a Sword Saint. It would be overwhelming.


  “The name of the item.”


  “Hey Grid...”


  “Stone Sword.”


  “...”


  Kraugel couldn’t understand Grid’s naming sense. He should be glad of one fact. There was room for various modifiers to be added to the items that Grid produced. Yes, the name of the sword used by Kraugel in the future wasn’t likely to be a simple Stone Sword. Especially when it was a sword with the White Tiger’s Breath attached.


  However, Kraugel didn’t know this fact and was filled with deep despair.
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   [Do you want to name the item Stone Sword?]


  “...No, wait.”


  Grid, who was flowing with the momentum, suddenly stopped. He realized that the name of Stone Sword is inadequate. Was it because he heard the sighs of Kraugel and the blacksmiths? No. The cause of Grid’s current enlightenment was the armour he was wearing.


  Khan's posthumous work, Valhalla. It was the armor Grid had never taken off since Khan died.


  ‘The name of the item is important. I need to think carefully and decide.’


  Why did Khan call the armor Valhalla? In fact, Grid didn’t find much meaning in it. It was modelled after the Valhalla armor made by Albatino, Khan’s ancestor. Grid just through that the name was copied from that. But he found out later. One of the other meanings of Valhalla was ‘house of joy.’


  ‘Thanks to this, I was able to get a glimpse of Khan’s heart.’


  Khan was hoping that Grid would be a huge house-like entity that could embrace many people and give them joy.


  ‘Yes, the name is important.’


  Grid’s thinking, which had been biased towards the design and function of the item, started to activate. Grid recalled Lauel’s advice to ‘always think.’ If Khan’s name was simply Iron Armor, Grid wouldn't have felt the same way he did now. He recognized the weight of the name.


  ‘In the first place...’


  This was a work he made with his friend. It was insincere to his friend to give it a name like this.


  “I’ll correct it.”


  Stone Sword. Grid’s imposing voice resonated with the blacksmiths who were silent with shock from the name.


  "Muksabal.” (TL: Generally acorn jelly in a chilled broth. But it can also be slang for badly damaging or disfiguring a face i.e. beating to a pulp).


  “...?”


  "The sword’s name will be Muksabal.”


  From a general point of view, the power of the earth was close to the symbol of ‘guardian.’ However, Hero King Grid and Sword Saint Kraugel were monsters of a level that could wield the ground. The ‘land’ they wielded would overwhelm the enemy with its weight.


  "That’s why it is Muksabal.”


  "...Is it really possible to pull up the ground?”


  “...”


  Panmir forgot the concept of an analogy and asked. Due to this, the solemn (?) atmosphere became awkward, but Grid didn’t mind.


  "Kraugel, I don’t doubt that our knowledge, skills, and experience will greatly damage our enemies. Muksabal... It’s a name I carefully thought of. I wish you can hear it in your heart.”


  “...Yes. I won’t speak long words.”


  There were too many parts to tackle. But Grid looked so serious that Kraugel couldn’t refute it.


  Just.


  ‘I should introduce it with a different name.’


  He could only think of it like this.


  ***


  [Design: Muksabal]


  Rating: Epic ~ Legendary


  Epic Rating Information:


  Durability: 455~790  Attack Power: 390~650  Defense: 100~188


  * The options are unforeseen.


  Unique Rating Information:


  Durability: 667~980  Attack Power: 493~817   Defense: 140~246


  * The options are unforeseen.


  Legendary Rating Information:


  Durability: ???  Attack Power: ???  Defense: ???


  * The options are unforeseen.


  A weapon design from Blacksmith Grid, who has gone beyond a legend and is becoming a myth, and Sword Saint Kraugel.


  It is in the form of a sword, with a knuckle bow at the handle. The purpose is to protect the hands. The knuckle bow is designed as a miniature crown and looks great. The top part of the handle extends from side to side, giving the illusion that there are two handles. The special sword will allow for anomalous attacks and will also defend against enemy attacks.


  The material of the sword is the 10,000 year stone or bloodstone and will vary significantly depending on the material.


  The weight is so heavy that people with low strength can’t swing it. However, it’s a very ideal sword with no flaws in its balance.


  Weight: 6,800~13,900


  Conditions of Use: Unforeseen


  ‘If I make it with the 10,000 year stone, the minimum stats will be applied. When made with bloodstone, the maximum stats will apply. On the other hand, the weight will be overwhelming high when I use the 10,000 year stone.’


  Grid’s face blossomed like a flower as he confirmed the finished design. He didn’t know exactly what the options were yet, but it was a very good weapon when just looking at the attributes. Wasn’t an epic rated one-handed sword guaranteed at least 390 attack power and 100 defense? It was hard to find a comparable performance among the level 300 items.


  ‘In addition, the level limit of Muksabal is likely to be very low.’


  The ideal sword that Kraugel thought about was a ‘wearable sword’ and Grid also focused on Kraugel’s ideals. In other words, it had high versatility and practicality. There was a high weight due to the characteristics of the materials, but those who had the minimum strength would be able to handle Muksabal easily.


  ‘The high cost of the 10,000 year stone will mean it will take a long time before I can distribute it to the soldiers... Let’s distribute it to the knights first.’


  It was a powerful weapon that couldn’t be compared to the mass-produced Grid weapons. The unique rated Muksabal was superior to the attack power of many legendary weapons. It was clear that the strength of the Overgeared Knights would grow by leaps and bounds.


  Grid was delighted and now the most important task remained. It was to produce it.


  “Kraugel, give me the White Tiger’s Breath.”


  “Yes.”


  A material that couldn’t be obtained unless a hidden quest on the East Continent was cleared or a gold medal was won in the National Competition. Kraugel handled the white bead that was worth an astronomical amount to Grid without hesitation. In front of the blast furnace where the white phosphorus wood was still burning, Grid was reminded of the time he made the Red Phoenix Bow and the Enlightenment Sword.


  ‘The basic premise for making a myth rated weapon is strengthening the core materials.


  With the Red Phoenix Bow, he strengthened the Red Phoenix Breath and with the Enlightenment Sword, he strengthened Belial’s Horn. Looking back now, it was very hard work. It would take at least three days, the long task of hammering on one item for a week and even delicate techniques. It was physically and mentally hard.


  The biggest problem was the ‘resistance’ of the item. The Red Phoenix’s Breath emitted hot fire every time it was hit with a hammer while Belial’s Horn exploded. If Grid didn’t have the combination of high defense and stamina, it would be impossible to strengthen both the Red Phoenix Breath and Belial’s Horn. He would’ve been dead after hammering a few times!


  ‘The White Tiger’s Breath will also resist.’


  It could take more than a week for smelting, assuming it had a temper.


  ‘It won’t be easy.’


  He was afraid when thinking about the pain he would have to endure. Grid needed to control his mind. After taking several deep breaths, Grid’s expression relaxed. Kraugel and Panmir had no choice but to misunderstand. They thought that Grid was nervous about a high-rated item not appearing. They never imagined that he was afraid of the act of making an item itself.


  It was natural. So far, all the blacksmithing work they had seen, heard, and experienced was ordinary. Yes, most blacksmiths produced items by pressing a single ‘production’ button. Even Panmir, who was proud of making items by hand, relied on all types of systems. They couldn’t predict how much effort and time Grid placed into making items.


  "Okay. Let’s start the production.”


  He acted fast once the preparations were over. Grid put the White Tiger’s Breath into the furnace. The temperature in the furnace rapidly increased and the white bead heated up.


  [The temperature is too high!]


  “Kuk...!”


  Panmir watched Grid and sighed. Grid aggressively utilized the characteristics of the white phosphorus wood and continued to raise the temperature of the furnace. Panmir was burned despite watching from a few meters away. Panmir clutched his burning forearm and belatedly realized. Apart from himself, the other blacksmiths were already far away from Grid’s furnace. It was the same even for White, the greatest of the four blacksmiths.


  ‘Even the craftsmen can’t endure the temperature?’


  It was amazing that Grid instantly generated such a high temperature! As Panmir was feeling surprise beyond admiration.


  Puoook!


  Chik! Chiiiik!


  Grid removed the red bead and started quenching it. The bucket that was filled with at least 100 liters of water started boiling like lava. Kraugel, who had been watching from Grid’s side, avoided the water drops using Super Sensitivity. It was an almost instinctive motion.


  “Ohh! Truly a Sword Saint...!”


  The blacksmiths marvelled at Kraugel’s brilliant movements while Kraugel wondered.


  ‘Was making an item originally so urgent and dangerous?’


  Teong!


  Grid put the bead on his anvil. He still looked grim. He was like a warrior on the battlefield. Kraugel couldn’t help gulping at the momentum.


  Ttaaang!


  Grid finally started hammering. The moment that his hammer hit the White Tiger’s Breath.


  Kwarururung!


  The White Tiger’s Breath roared. Heavy shaking! Sharp thorns made of stones emerged like a hedgehog.


  “Kuk...!”


  Grid’s cheeks, neck, and wrists were wounded. He couldn’t completely evade the thorns that came from the White Tiger’s Breath.


  “Grid...!”


  “Your Majesty!”


  The confused Kraugel and blacksmiths shouted. But they weren’t in a position to go forward. This was a battlefield only for Grid. There was no one who could help Grid without his permission. Grid wiped the blood flowing down his cheeks and laughed.


  "This bastard, you are high-grade.”


  Its nature was fiercer than the Red Phoenix’s Breath and Belial’s Horn. Why was this white tiger so dirty?’


  ‘It’s impossible to fight this guy twice in a row.’


  Grid judged for a moment, temporarily stopped the hammering and pulled out his White Tiger’s Breath.  Then he threw it straight into the furnace.


  ‘It is better to fight just once.’


  That’s right. Grid intended to simultaneously strengthen the two White Tiger’s Breaths. The biggest problem was time. Grid had to go to the empire in two weeks. That was when the walls would collapse. He needed to finish producing the items then.


  "Kraugel, I need your help to smelt both of them at once.”


  "Say it.”


  "Give me potions.”


  “...?”


  After a moment.


  Ttaaang!


  Grid placed the two White Tiger’s Breaths next to each other and resumed hammering.


  The White Tiger’s Breaths let out a large number of thorns every time they were hit by a hammer. Grid was wounded, yet he kept wielding his hammer. When his wounds accumulated, Kraugel fed him potions to restore his health. Avoiding the thorns that stretched out everywhere!


  Ttang! Ttang!


  “Kraugel! Potion!”


  "Drink. It’s on the left. Avoid it.”


  "Keuk! I failed to avoid it again!”


  "It’s difficult to avoid attacks that have already started to fly. Watch the actions of the enemy and try to predict the direction of attack.”


  “Yes, I understand!”


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttaang~!


  “...”


  Grid was fiercely concentrating during the hammering while Kraugel ran around and helped him. Panmir watched the amazing scene of the best players fighting together and felt something strange. 


  'Is this really making an item?’


  It was steadily completed. The two divine swords!




  Chapter 792


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  Hwaruruk!


  Chiiiik!


  The repetition of smelting and hammering. Grid kept doing this for a full day. But the two White Tiger’s Breaths didn’t yield. They resisted the flames and hammering to the end, becoming more ferocious. Every time they were hit by Grid’s hammer, the thorns spread out faster than before.


  Ttaaang!


  [You have wounded the pride of the noble White Tiger!]


  [The White Tiger is angry!]


  [You have suffered 890 damage.]


  [You have suffered 844 damage...]


  ...


  ...


  'This guy is like a yangban compared to the Red Phoenix.’


  It was like a hedgehog trying to protect itself. Whenever it was shocked, the White Tiger shot out dozens of thorns and Grid’s face became covered in wounds. He was displeased with the phrase ‘the pride of the noble White Tiger.’ The White Tiger’s Breaths attacked every time its pride was damaged, so it was easy to tell how arrogant the White Tiger was.


  'One day in the East Continent.’


  Ttaang~! Ttang!


  ‘If I happen to meet with the sacred creatures.’


  Kwaruk! Kwaruruk.


  ‘It is better not to associate with the White Tiger. No, I shouldn’t meet it at all.’


  However, Grid had no time to think about it while hammering. He moved without hesitation to escape the thorns. Grid wasn’t yet aware. The number of times Kraugel fed him potions was gradually diminishing.


  ‘This was his intention.’ Kraugel’s eyes shone. ‘Why did Grid face it directly without resorting to the God Hands... He’s trying to understand the hidden intent and to analyze the patterns to develop his evasive power.’


  Grid thought up to here when creating an item? Grid wanted to make up what he was lacking. Kraugel admired Grid’s spirit.


  ‘This type of effort made him what he is now.’


  Was Kraugel, who looked at Grid with warm eyes, misunderstanding? Wasn’t the reason why Grid didn’t bring out the God Hands was because he was so immersed in making an item that he didn’t use his head? No. It was what he intended.


  Grid took the resistance of the White Tiger’s Breaths as a training opportunity. Practicing to avoid attacks when making items was better than easily defending with the God Hands. In other words, he focused on expanding his thinking and mastering control.


  He calculated it from the beginning. Kraugel discovered this. However, Kraugel didn’t notice one thing.


  That’s right.


  [The experience of Tiramet's Belt (Unique) has increased by 0.01%!]


  It was raising the experience of his items. The quality of the White Tiger’s Breaths was high and the power was low, so the experience of Tiramet's Belt was steadily rising. It barely rose by 0.01% every thousand hits, but wasn’t it still good?


  ‘If this was classified as a hit, the experience of Elfin Stone’s Ring could rise as well. It’s a shame.’


  That’s right. Grid was aiming at three things while making the item. Improving his control skills, his item experience, and his thinking ability.


  Ttang!


   Ttang!


  Of course, he didn’t intend to make the item roughly. The present Grid wasn’t foolish enough to waste the White Tiger Breaths. The most important part for Grid was the production of items, so he did his best to strengthen the White Tiger’s Breaths. He was in such a state of concentration that he could count exactly how many sparks flew every time he hammered. 


  But the result wasn’t good.


  Kwaruruk.


  “Kuk...!”


  Time passed. On the third day of the production, Grid was mentally tired. The momentum of the White Tiger’s Breath wasn’t lowered at all.


  ‘No, how stubborn is it?’


  It was too strong compared to other production materials in the same class. Despite the repeated smelting and hammering, the White Tiger’s Breaths kept their original shape. Grid recalled the phrase ‘pride of the noble White Tiger’ and saw the White Tiger’s nature as the reason for the lack of progress.


  ‘No, wait.’


  He realized it only on the third night.


  ‘Isn’t this a matter of attribute rather than personality?'


  The White Tiger had the earth attribute. And earth was strong against fire. As soon as he was reminded of the basics, Grid noticed that this work was wrong from the beginning.


  ‘The White Tiger’s Breath is the energy of the earth itself... It is a material that can’t be smelted with conventional methods.’


  He had a headache. Kraugel, who had been guarding Grid for three days, saw that Grid stopped hammering and frowned as he noticed that something was wrong.


  “What's going on?"


  "I can’t smelt it.”


  “...?"


  Panmir was surprised from where he was sleeping on a mat to the side.


  "What do you mean by you can’t smelt it?”


  In the last three days, Panmir had been watching Grid’s every move. He didn’t want to miss anything about the legendary blacksmith’s work. He saw that there was nothing wrong with Grid’s actions. Grid’s workmanship was the best. Nevertheless, the White Tiger’s Breaths remained in their original form. Wasn’t it because it couldn’t be smelted?


  “Then is it impossible to make the item?”


  Panmir had no experience in dealing with myth rated materials and was confused. Unlike Kraugel, who was forced to stay silent because this wasn’t his world, Panmir thought about it.


  "Is the temperature of the fire lacking? Isn’t the melting point very high because it is a material of the earth attribute?”


  “No. The melting point has been reached.”


  Minerals were classified as pure substances and mixed substances. As a simple example, iron was a pure substance while steel was a mixed substance. Once iron was heated up, the temperature would continue to rise to the melting point of 1,530 degrees, but the temperature was maintained until the iron was completely melted. On the other hand, steel was a mixed substance and the temperature wasn’t maintained. Even after the temperature reached the melting point, it kept increasing by 100 degrees.


  Grid was able to distinguish between a pure substance and mixed substance based on the temperature change.


  “The White Tiger’s Breath is a pure substance. There are no foreign materials added. The evidence is that the temperature hasn’t risen since it reached 7,230 degrees.”


  Yes, the temperature wasn’t lacking. The system recognized the melting point of the White Tiger’s Breath as 7,230 degrees. In fact, just after the White Tiger’s Breath was taken out of the furnace, it was reduced to a clay-like intensity.


  "But in this state, the shape doesn’t change despite the repeated quenching and hammering?”


  "Yes. So I noticed a bit late. The material was so strong that I thought I needed to repeat the smelting and hammering many times to change shape gradually.”


  But not now.


  "The smelting itself was wrong. I need to completely dissolve it to strengthen the White Tiger’s Breath.”


  The fire was enough. Nevertheless, the fact that it wasn’t melted meant he needed another way. Grid judged and asked Kraugel and Panmir, "What attributes is the earth attribute weak to?”


  "It is naturally water and ice.”


  "If you go into the detailed classification, it is also vulnerable to plant-based skills.”


  "Soaking, transforming, freezing, cracking from the inside...is it?”


  Grid guessed. In order to strengthen the White Tiger’s Breaths, it was necessary to weaken the White Tiger’s Breaths first. But a blacksmith was related to fire. Water, ice, and plants weren’t Grid’s areas.


  ‘Then is it impossible for a blacksmith to strengthen the White Tiger’s Breath?'


  Strictly speaking, it was impossible for him to do it alone and needed the cooperation of others. Grid had no choice but to miss Braham.


  ‘If there was Braham...’


  “Bah! It is a simple matter. With the magic in this body, I will drown the bead like a rat. Or what if I turn it into ice and smash it?”


  He would say something like this. There was the illusion of Braham’s voice ringing in his ears.


  “...Ah.”


  Grid smiled bitterly as he realized. His greatest strength was other people. He immediately sent a whisper to Lauel.


  -Is there a magician in our guild who specializes in water magic?


  -I don’t know why you’re asking, but there’s one person who can use powerful water attribute magic.


  Lauel’s vision was high. He was in a position to seek able people, but he always placed Grid in the center. He wouldn’t use the word ‘powerful’ for someone who wasn’t. Grid’s expectations were heightened.


  -Who is it?


  -Euphemina.


  -Ah!


  Duplicator Euphemina. Right. She could duplicate the best water attribute magic. Grid started to see the solution but it was only for a second.


  ‘Is it that easy to duplicate the best magic?’


  She had to find a caster and watch in real-time how the magic was used. He didn’t know how many days it would take Euphemina to copy the best water magic. Grid needed to strengthen the White Tiger’s Breaths now.


  Lauel sent a whisper to the disappointed Grid.


  -Hasn’t Euphemina learnt Mumud’s magic? I heard that she has Mumud’s water attribute magic.


  -That’s right! It was like this!


  Grid’s face was filled with joy. Braham, who was one of the strongest among the legends. Mumud, one of the greatest talents who survived a one-on-one fight with the fire dragon Trauka. It was natural that Mumud’s magic would be equal to Braham’s magic.


  The excited Grid immediately sent a whisper to Euphemina.


  -Euphemina! Can you come to the smithy right now?


  -Of course. You’re the one calling.


  She didn’t even ask why. Euphemina was the representative of the Grid loyalists. Thanks to Mumud’s magic, she was devoted to hunting without the limitations of the Duplicator class. Now she immediately returned to Reinhardt.


  ***


  "This is?”


  A white bead. Unlike a pearl, it was just white. It was a deep color. But the surface was shiny and there was a mysterious spiritual energy.


  "Yes, that's right. Hit it with the water attribute magic. Continue until just before it breaks."


  "Yes, I'll try."


  Euphemina nodded and gathered both hands together. It was only a moment.


  'What?'


  Both Grid and Kraugel were surprised at the same time. There was a blue intangible aura that occasionally occurred when magicians used magic. The so-called mana in the smithy started to gather at Euphemina’s fingertips. It was different from ordinary usage. Normal magicians ‘emitted’ their mana while Euphemina seemed to ‘absorb’ the surrounding mana.


  Peeeeong!


  Euphemina shot the mana gathered at her fingertips. It became a stream of water that struck the White Tiger’s Breaths. Then...


  “Heok!”


  Strong...”


  Grid and Kruagel’s faces turned white at the same time. It was because the White Tiger’s Breaths, which had maintained its complete shape despite Grid hammering it for three days and nights, was dented with a single blow.


  Peng! Pepeng! Pepepeng!


  Euphemina kept shooting the magic. She hit the two White Tiger’s Breaths until Grid told her to stop. The water she fired was as fierce as waves and his momentum was like an angry beast.


  'The magic resembles the master...’


  Grid had been afraid of Euphemina in the past and trembled from the momentum.


  "Stop! It’s enough now!”


  “Yes.”


  Euphemina stopped the magic and Grid immediately took the White Tiger’s Breaths. The White Tiger’s Breaths were cracked, like a glass bead on the verge of breaking.


  ‘Good!’


  Grid didn’t delay. The white phosphorus wood was used as firewood and the white beads placed into the furnace that had been heated up to 7,230 degrees. Then...


  Tatak! Tak.


  In the flames, the cracks on the White Tiger’s Breaths grew bigger. The smelting was finally over. It was the moment when Grid and Kraugel’s knowledge, skills, and experiences were added to Euphemina’s magic.


  Grid sensed it. The strongest sword would be born.




  Chapter 793


  ‘Does Grid have such a hard time every time he makes an item?’


  A typical blacksmith produced items based on existing designs. They were able to complete the item by clicking on the Production Button with the necessary materials. But even such a simple production caused blacksmiths to feel weary, bored, and that it was difficult. It took several hours to produce according to the rating of the design. It was a hassle to sit down for a few hours in one place. 


  Yes, a few hours. Even the manual worker Panmir rarely took much longer to complete an item. It took a maximum of three days production time only when he made an ego item that could be produced every time certain conditions were met.


  Yet Grid had already spent six days making an item. He even made the design himself. Mulling over it, discussing, responding to all sorts of variables, and repeating the same task for days and days. Putting aside the skills, this wasn’t a process possible without his mental power.  


  Panmir was forced to pay tribute to Grid’s efforts, persistence, and concentration.


  ‘A legendary blacksmith… If I got that class, could I have developed like the current Grid?’


  Panmir wondered. It wouldn’t have been possible.


  ‘I’m ashamed for once feeling jealous of Grid.’


  It wasn’t just Panmir. Many blacksmith users saw Grid badly. They misunderstood that he easily made items because he was a legendary blacksmith. But what if they discovered the secret behind Grid? They wouldn’t dare to be jealous and envious of Grid. There was only one person.


  ***


  Ttaaang!


  Thousands, tens of thousands of times of hammering.


  [The White Tiger’s Breath has been strengthened!]


  A notification window popped up.


  “Good!”


  As fatigue pushed down his body and spirit, Grid cheered while hammering. The White Tiger’s Breaths on the anvil had completely transformed into transparent beads.


  [Strengthened White Tiger’s Breath]


  It was the White Tiger’s Breath that hardened after all types of impacts.


  Increases earth resistance by 40% even when carrying it in the inventory.


  It can be used to infuse items with the powerful aura of the white tiger.


  However, it can only be attached to items with a strong earth attribute.


  Weight: 2


  "It's finally finished!”


  Panmir heard Grid’s cry and rose from his seat. Kraugel’s face was shining. He had been protecting Grid for the last week and felt relieved that the hard fight was over.


  Grid grinned. “Now that the necessary material is complete, I can make the sword.”


  “...”


  Ah, wasn’t it originally making a sword? He had watched Grid hammering the bead for a week and forgot what item was supposed to be made.


  Kraugel, Euphemina, and Panmir all couldn’t help shrugging. They were worried about how hard Grid would have to work from now on.


  "I'm sorry.” Eventually, Kraugel bowed his head.


  Grid was embarrassed by Kraugel’s apology. “Why are you apologizing suddenly?”


  "I never dreamt you would suffer like this every time you make an item. I asked you to do this and placed a huge burden on you.”


  "No."


  He didn’t suffer every time he made an item. Grid tried to explain but Euphemina spoke before he could.


  "In the past, you suffered during the few days you made my orb. Grid, you truly are amazing. Having the noble spirit of sacrifice to produce the best items, all the people in this world should emulate it.”


  “No...”


  This time and that time were special cases, it didn’t always happen. Grid tried to explain again but this time Panmir interrupted.


  "At this point, you should be on the National Geographic. A documentary should be made in order to inform everyone that Grid devotes a much greater effort and sincerity than the blacksmiths of the real world.”


  "That's right! Everyone should know that Grid is the best worker in the world!”


  "Grid, there will be more than one or two people who will respect you.”


  “...”


  The world’s best worker worthy of respect... The best figures in each field couldn’t help praising Grid’s great spirit of labor. But Grid didn’t feel proud. He was actually sad. 


  ‘Is it just me living this hard?’


  How many people suffered in the game so far? Originally, games were a means of satisfying pleasure. Grid was really a special case.  Grid sighed and pulled out the design of Muksabal.


  “I’m starting.”


  Now that the necessary materials were complete, the remaining work could proceed.


  ***


  “Gulp...”


  Kraugel, Euphemina, and Panmir gulped as they stood next to each other. They were amazed by Grid’s delicate and brilliant work while maintaining his peak concentration.


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  Once the bloodstone, the best mineral of hell, was hammered, it became a transparent red. It was as beautiful as glass. But the hardness couldn’t compare to any metal in the world.


  Hwaruruk!


  The shape of the blade gradually emerged from the fire.


  Chiik!


  It was immersed in water and cooled down.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  Grid repeated the hammering dozens of times.


  “Ohhh!”


  “Whoa...”


  The blacksmiths who rushed once they heard Grid’s work was ending let out cries of admiration. A transparent red sword with a crown-shaped knuckle bow. It wasn’t gorgeous, but was full of elegance. It was comparable to a sword that had been passed down through the royal family from generation to generation.


  ‘There are no faults.’


  Grid’s heart started pounding. The thickness and width of the blade were designed with the combined knowledge of Grid and Kraugel, making the shape perfect. The instincts of the Sword Saint were attracted to the sword.


  [You are witnessing a famous sword of the era!]


  [You will gain an additional bonus if you acquire the sword!]


  Duguen.


  He was reminded of the notification window that popped up when he encountered Grid’s Enlightenment Sword in the 3rd National Competition. Kraugel realized. It was the luck of a lifetime that he built up a relationship with Grid. Thus, he was able to decide.


  'Grid, I will repay you.’


  He would return it a few times. Was his true mind passed on?


  ‘It will definitely be excellent.'


  Grid’s faith in the outcome became stronger. 


  “With this, it’s finished!”


  It was a lot of hard work. The excited Grid shouted as loud as he could as he attached the strengthened White Tiger’s Breath. It was the last stage of the work.


  At that moment.


  Flash!


  A brilliant yet warm white light enveloped the smithy. The effect was so intense that people couldn’t see.


  "Ahhhhhhh!”


  Grid’s cheer echoed. Two completed swords were placed on the anvil in front of him. The red transparent blade was now completely white and transparent.


  [World Crushing Sword of the Noble White Tiger]


  Rating: Myth


  Durability: 2,170/2,170  Attack Power: 3,150 Defense: 724


  * 20% increase in physical attack power.


  * 10% increase in defense.


  * 10% increase in magic resistance.


  * 20% increase in maximum health.


  * 30% bonus earth attribute damage.


  * 15% bonus dark attribute damage.


  * 20% additional damage to sacred beings.


  * There is a chance of the sword’s weight increasing when attacking. At this time, the physical attack power that ignores the target’s defense will increase by 113%. However, the speed of recovering the sword is increased by one second.


  * When attacked, there is a normal chance of ‘Pillar’ being released. The giant stone pillar has a blasting effect of up to 5 meters. The damage applied is 50% of the weapon’s attack power.


  * There is a normal chance of blocking attacks. If you succeed in blocking an attack, ‘Thorns’ will be released. Sharp stone thorns will cause damage to all targets in range and will caused a ‘reduced recovery’ effect. The amount of damage applied is 30% of the weapon’s attack power. 


  ★ When attacking, there is a low probability of causing the target to be ‘partially petrified.’ Ignores petrification resistance. A small amount of health will be restored when attacking a petrified target.


  * The skill ‘White Tiger’s Attitude’ is generated.


  * The skill ‘White Tiger’s Cry’ is generated.


  A sword that will become a myth beyond legends. The owner of this sword will leave countless achievements and will be the protagonists of hymns that future generations will sing. 


  The skill Seeing the Gods’ Techniques of blacksmith Grid, the magic of Mumud, and the knowledge of a Sword Saint are gathered. The hidden function of ‘petrification’ and ‘recovery’ have been implemented because the features of the White Tiger’s Breath have been drawn out to the extremes.


  It will be the symbol of fear to the enemy and a symbol of protection to the master.


  Conditions of Use: The top three rankers in each class capable of using a sword type weapon.


  Weight: 6,800


  [White Tiger’s Attitude Lv. 1]


  Acquires the attitude of the White Tiger.


  Attack power and movement is reduced by 80% and defense is increased by 198%.


  Skill Mana Cost: 17 per second.


  Cooldown Time: 30 minutes.


  [White Tiger’s Cry Lv. 1]


  Creates an earthquake with a radius of 5 meters. 


  All objects within range are subjected to a ‘loss of balance’ status and a 13% reduction in defense, evasion, and accuracy. If the target is using a spell or skill, casting is forcibly cancelled.


  Mana Consumption: 1,500


  Cooldown Time: 10 minutes.


  ‘The best!’


  The attack power was less than the Enlightenment Sword. It was evident that the Enlightenment Sword was much better than the White Tiger Sword when the effects of black flames and red lightning occurred. But in terms of sustainability and balance, the White Tiger Sword was definitely superior. It had much better utilization. In particular, Grid paid attention to White Tiger’s Attitude.


  'An 80% reduction in attack power.’


  Grid’s attack power was so high that he could easily incapacitate the opponent. On the other hand, who could defeat the Grid who had nearly three times the defense?


  ‘Wouldn’t they have to be a duke level to catch me?’


  That’s right. White Tiger’s Attitude favored people with excellent stats. The skill was more fraudulent when applied to people like Grid.


  [A total of three myth rated items have been produced so something special will happen!]


  Grid smiled at the rising notification window and handed Kraugel a normal rated growth type White Tiger Sword.




  Chapter 794


  [Still Crouching White Tiger Sword]


  [Rating: Normal (Growth)


  Durability: 390/390  


  Attack Power: 373  


  Defense: 31


  * 10% drop in attack speed.


  * 3% increase in physical attack power.


  * 3% increase in defense.


  * 3% increase in magic resistance.


  * 6% increase in maximum health.


  * 8% bonus earth attribute damage.


  * There is a low chance of the sword’s weight increasing when attacking. At this time, the physical attack power that ignores the target’s defense will increase by 33%. However, the speed of recovering the sword is increased by one second.]


  A sword that will become a myth beyond legends...


  Omitted.


  It was one of the two swords made by Grid. Fortunately, Yura had been able to steadily attain the bloodstones while hunting in hell. This was a sword made by borrowing the legendary rated material stored in the guild’s warehouse. It was also boosted by the power of the strengthened White Tiger’s Breath, meaning it couldn’t be regarded as a normal rated item. Considering that the basic performance of growth type items was superior to that of general items, this was unreasonable.


  Of course, it was insignificant compared to Grid’s myth rated sword.


  “...” Kraugel’s mouth was firmly closed after confirming the item information. Was it an expression of disappointment? No. That wasn’t the reason why he didn’t open his mouth.


  Grid knew the reason. “Are you touched? You have forgotten your words.”


  If a person who didn’t know the value of a growth item witnessed the present scene, they would’ve doubted Grid’s personality. There might be people who insulted Grid for only taking the good items. However, Kraugel knew the value of the growth type items.


  Every time a growth type item raised its rating, its stats would increase significantly and new options would be added. The contents of the options were determined according to the characteristics of the user, so it was very good for the user. In other words, the lower the rating, the higher the potential of the growth items—from normal to rare, rare to epic, epic to unique, unique to legend, and legend to myth.


  Every time the White Tiger Sword increased its rating, it would become dramatically stronger and eventually surpass Grid’s myth rated White Tiger Sword.


  “Really... Can I really take this sword?” The silent Kraugel finally opened his mouth.


  Grid smiled at his quivering voice. “Of course. I made the sword for you in the first place.”


  “But Grid, this is a growth type item. You deserve to have it.”


  The other White Tiger Sword… Grid wanted to use the myth rated White Tiger Sword, but the growth type White Tiger Sword would be better for him in the long run. Kraugel sincerely thought like this. Grid shook his head at Kraugel’s concern. “As you know, I’ve been swapping between multiple weapons. How can I raise the sword to a myth rating over time?”


  Tiramet’s Belt, Elfin Stone’s Ring, and the God Hands had been stuck at the unique rating for years. It would take at least 10 years of Satisfy time to grow the normal rated White Tiger Sword to myth rated. However, that was just from his perspective. Unlike Grid who had many items, Kraugel could focus on only raising the White Tiger Sword. There was also the possibility of accelerating the growth rate of the sword with the class bonus of a Sword Saint.


  “This is right. I think it is a reasonable distribution,” Grid asserted.


  “I promise,” Kraugel pledged, “I will return it to you as soon as I raise this sword to the myth rating. I will exchange it with your current sword.”


  “...What?”


  This was absurd. Grid’s heart thumped. He could feel Kraugel’s sincerity.


  ‘Really.’


  There were many good people around him. He didn’t know where this good luck came from. The red-eyed Grid was so embarrassed that he became angry. “Don’t be ridiculous. Won’t it grow into the most appropriate sword for you? Just be thankful.”


  “...You won’t regret it?”


  “Are you going to make me regret it?”


  “No, I will pay you back.”


  “That’s it. It is more than enough.” Grid knew Kraugel’s value. The future sword god? If he could get the heart and trust of his friend, then it was worth more than 10 swords. “I hope this sword will be a token of our eternal friendship.”


  “Eternal...” A smile spread across Kraugel’s face as he thought of this word. The number of times he had felt this happy could be counted on one hand. It was the same with Grid. The people who had been alone because they were too lacking or too good were now facing each other on the same level with the same feelings.


  ***


  ‘Let’s try it once.’


  Grid was obligated to use the Pulling Device. It wasn’t possible to neglect the item which had been created to minimize item swapping speed. In the future, he planned to make weapons in the form of a ‘blade’ like the Enlightenment Sword.


  The reason he had made the White Tiger Sword in its full form was due to Kraugel’s expectations. He had listened to Sword Saint Kraugel’s advice and created a sword with unrivaled abilities. 


  The result was commendable. The aggressiveness was less than that of the Enlightenment Sword, but the overall harmony was overwhelming. Grid especially liked the great defense. The basic defense alone was at 724. This was at the level of wearing a good armor. It was close to the basic defense of the Holy Light Armor, which Grid had used along with Triple Layers for nearly nine years of game time.


  ‘The source of this defense is the knuckle bow.’


  Grid looked at the knuckle bow that was at the end of the transparent blade. The crown-shaped knuckle bow decorated with red velvet blended elegantly with the transparent blade.


  ‘I had no choice but to make it with a handle. In order to connect the White Tiger Sword to the Pulling Device, I must eventually remove the handle, losing the best defense.’


  However, the White Tiger Sword’s attack power would increase greatly instead. Attaching it to the handle of Sword Ghost with the Pulling Device would transform the blade into an aggressive one.


  ‘It is the most ideal plan.’


  The knuckle bow would be modified to be integral with the blade, not the handle. Even if it was connected to the Pulling Device, it could increase attack power while maintaining defense.


  ‘But I can’t afford it with my current skill.’


  Once the knuckle bow was integrated with the blade, the balance of the blade would break. The White Tiger Sword wouldn’t be the White Tiger Sword anymore, and it could even lose its myth status.


  ‘I think it will be possible if my blacksmithing level increases by two more...’


  It meant he had to wait a few years. At present, he had no solution for this. Grid thought for a long time before shaking his head. It wasn’t meaningful to think in a state where his head was completely stiff.


  ‘I’m at my limit.’


  He had been focused on making an item for 10 days. It was natural to be exhausted. Grid needed time to recover. He would leave Kraugel’s commission for armor and boots for later.


  “Dear husband!”


  It was his family. Irene was now the national mother and a role model for hundreds of thousands of people. There were countless people who were encouraged by her kindness and tried to imitate her. However, even such a great woman was still a girl in front of Grid. The girl who faced her first love—she dreamed of being loved.


  “I heard you suffered a lot,” Irene spoke in an emotional voice while hugging him firmly. She understood Grid’s pain, from after Khan died, better than anyone else and was worried he would do something.


  Grid stroked her soft cheek and smiled brightly. 


  “I’m not overdoing it. I always consider my health and safety first. Don’t worry about my physical fitness,” he said to fill Irene’s heart with relief.


  However, even someone pure like Irene could notice Grid’s lie. Grid was someone who had built a family, fought alongside his colleagues, and built a kingdom and defended it. Irene was well aware that Grid always pushed himself too hard.


  “I don’t think so. Rest as much as you can today.” Irene placed her hands on his waist and raised her gaze. However, her big and round eyes couldn’t look angry. She looked like a rabbit instead. Grid had to hide his smile because she looked so cute. 


  “I won’t yield. Please enter the bedroom and rest.”


  “Okay. Let’s have a good sleep today.”


  Grid needed a break anyway. His stamina was depleted from the tiring item production, and his tense spirit needed stability. Yes, he really meant to take a break. However, he couldn’t rest effortlessly when moving to the bedroom. 


  It was because Irene started massaging his legs to help him recover from the fatigue. The game underwear that Grid had saved... No, she was wearing the vampire underwear. He wasn’t able to relax because she was wearing underwear which revealed her body while she continued rubbing his body. Every time he felt her soft touch, his body shuddered. Every time her mouth touched his skin, the detailed explanation will be omitted. In the end...


  “Irene! I can’t do it!”


  "What do you need?”


  “Irene!!”


  The detailed description of Grid touching Irene’s ripe flesh will be omitted.


  “Irene! I love you!!”


  “Ahh! Dear husband~!”


  As the air in the bedroom became hotter, the two of them became entangled on the bed. Further descriptions are omitted.


  ***


  “Will I get a younger sibling?” Lord laughed as he stood in front of Grid’s bedroom. It was the pure pleasure from knowing that his parent’s love was still alive.


  Hum hum, a middle-aged man cleared his throat. It was Chucksley, a knight guarding the Overgeared royal family. “Prince, this is disrespectful.”


  “Oh, I didn’t notice. Hehet! I’ll come back later.”


  The calm Chucksley trusted Lord. Now the child, who had become a big boy, obediently stepped back and into the arms of beautiful girls. The women who were Rebecca’s Daughters’ candidates would become mature women in a year or two. It was an Overgeared army that most people didn’t even know about.


  “Prince Lord, do you feel good?”


  “No. I want a kiss.”


  “Then I am first! Chu!”


  “Ah! No! The prince’s right cheek is mine!”


  ...If other people saw it, they would think it was a scene of lonely girls chasing after a prince.


  A few days later...


  “I will be going.”


  “You aren’t missing anything?”


  “Yes. I stopped by the alchemy facility and got everything I needed.”


  “Okay. I already mentioned it a few times but if you are in danger, use Knights Summoning. The Overgeared members will be standing by. Understood?”


  “Yes.” Grid received Lauel’s goodbye and secretly left Reinhardt. His destination was naturally in Titan. It was the imperial palace.




  Chapter 795


  It had been confirmed that Mercedes disobeyed an order and went to Valhalla. Breaking an order was proof that she had lost faith in the emperor, while visiting a hostile kingdom without permission was evidence of rebellion. The contents of Gyuratan’s report contained clear slander and distortion of facts. The behavior of the First Knight was a cause for emergency because she had gone to visit the enemy.


  ‘There is a reason why Mercedes visited Valhalla.’


  She had tried to get revenge by finding the Undefeated King’s descendant. In fact, there was no way she would join with Valhalla. Emperor Juander was convinced of this. However...


  ‘It is also true that she broke my orders.’


  Sadly, the emperor had no choice but to doubt Mercedes’ loyalty. If she were truly loyal to him, she wouldn’t have left his sight for any reason.


  ‘Well, I never expected loyalty in the first place.’


  It was natural. Even the trusted Piaro had betrayed him and the empire. The so-called knights were no different from clowns. Loyalty was merely a mask that could be thrown away at any time.


  ‘But it would be nice if I could trust Gyuratan a bit more.’


  The Fourth Knight Gyuratan was the decisive figure who revealed Piaro’s betrayal 12 years ago. What was his reason for monitoring the Red Knights and turning Mercedes into a villain by distorting the truth?


  ‘There might be something dangerous. I have to watch out for Mercedes.’


  Emperor Juander made a decision. 


  “The First Knight should be loyal to the royal family, but Mercedes abandoned her duty by breaking my orders. I will deprive Mercedes of all her qualifications, and she will be disciplined for three years.”


  It was like a bolt out of the blue. The big and small officials were upset.


  Who was Mercedes? She was the person who united the Red Knights which had been fractured due to Piaro’s betrayal. Thanks to her work, the Red Knights could be maintained and stability restored. She showed bravery in wars and activities which were difficult to emulate. Mercedes was the symbol of a new era. Yet the emperor was throwing away this symbol? The wave of shock created at this time was terrible.


  Even the emperor’s aide thought negatively about it.


  “She is under the empress’ command. No, I don’t think you should do this, even if she is a puppet of the empress.”


  “That’s right. Disqualifying her is on a different dimension from simply disciplining her. 


  “You have to think about her influence. There is a fear that the knights will go against Your Majesty. I think it is right to give proper disciplinary actions.”


  Would the Red Knights follow Duke Limit or First Knight Mercedes? Most of the knights were likely to choose Mercedes. Mercedes was a respected knight, so the emperor’s decision was puzzling.


  “Hrmm...” With even his closest people reacting like this, the calm emperor became frustrated. He tapped the table with his thick fingers. Then suddenly...


  Kwaduduk!


  Strange noises came down from the ceiling.


  “...!”


  In the emperor’s office, Emperor Juander and the dukes sitting around the table looked up.


  “Wait a moment.” Guard captain Bain, who was always protecting the emperor’s side, jumped up. The falling metal chandelier was caught in Bain’s big hand.


   “W-What is this...?”


  The faces of the dukes turned white. The chandelier hanging on the ceiling had suddenly fallen?


  ‘What an ominous sign!’


  This was the emperor’s office. It was impossible for the facilities to not be maintained properly. Indeed, there were no signs of old age on the chandelier. In fact, it seemed new. The dukes read this as the sign of a disaster and were anxious. However, the emperor was furious. “Empress...!”


  The blood vessels on his face bulged as he realized something. The empress wasn’t a puppet of the nobles but their leader. The emperor confirmed that this chandelier was a gift from the empress one month ago and shouted furiously, “Drag Marie before me right now!”


  “Understood!”


  It was an unusually serious situation. The dukes, who had been sitting heavily on the ground, rushed out of the room. There were already hundreds of guards in front of the office. Emergency commands were ringing out all over the imperial palace.


  “Block all the doors right now! Don’t let a single mouse leave the palace!”


  “Yes!”


  “Go and collect Empress Marie! This is a royal order!”


  “Yes!”


  A flood of chaos poured out. The political situation of the empire was changing rapidly. At this time...


  “I-It is urgent!!” Shocking news was delivered to the emperor. “A corner of the southern wall has collapsed!”


  “What?”


  The strong walls of Titan, which hadn’t allowed a single enemy since its founding, had collapsed? To think that all of this was happening so suddenly? It was an unprecedented event and emotional instability started to bubble deep in the heart of the emperor.


  *** 


  “Your Majesty doesn’t have any part that isn’t beautiful.” In the empress’ palace, the noblewoman bowing whilst on her knees kept on saying flattering words. She was carefully painting the empress’ nails. A noble lady from a good family was on her knees and doing someone else’s nails… It made the maids, who were at one side, restless. They knew that they would eventually receive a punishment for witnessing a noble like this.


  “I’m worried this powdered pearl might not be beautiful enough for your feet.


  “Don’t be disruptive. It isn’t bad,” Empress Marie responded with a benign smile. She felt a bliss that couldn’t be spoken. A noble lady was like a puppy before her… The feeling of this power was great.


  ‘She is doing my toenails.’


  This was the power of the empress. She couldn’t imagine what the power of the empress dowager would be like. Marie’s desires were overwhelming. Her goal of putting the 4th Prince on the throne became even more set.


  “Huung. Huuung,” the empress’s humming flowed out from her mouth. It was a beautiful song like an angel was singing. However, the noblewoman and the maids knew. They couldn’t be deceived by the empress’ kind smile and beautiful appearance. She was far from an angel.


  “Your Majesty!”


  “...Huung.”


  The tranquility was broken. The empress stopped humming and moved her gaze. Viscount Albert had urgently rushed over, panting harshly. “It is better to avoid His Majesty.”


  “What?” The empress was angry rather than confused. She was the empire’s empress and would later be the mother of the emperor. Yet she now had to avoid the emperor? Her? Why?


  Viscount Albert explained to the frowning empress, “Duke Grenhal is headed for this palace, but his mood is bad! He has His Majesty’s guards with him!”


  “Duke Grenhal...?”


  Why was the right arm of the emperor coming here? The emperor’s guards were also coming?


  “Find out what is going on,” the empress said, realizing that the mood was unusual. Then she immediately rose from her seat, and the maids carefully put on her shoes. Before leaving the room, the empress pointed to the maids. “Get rid of them. We must defend the honor of our countess.”


  “E-Empress...!” The maids cried out.


  “I am always thrilled with Your Majesty’s consideration.” The noblewoman bowed with thanks. The empress’ palace, which was filled with lowly women, was also disgusting today. Viscount Albert bit his lips so that the empress wouldn’t notice his thoughts. Then he picked up his sword and cut down the five maids.


  One knight ran and reported to the empress, “I heard that the mobile hanging in your bedroom fell down.” (Mobile: a decorative structure that is suspended so as to turn freely in the air.)


  The empress’ face stiffened. “What is the cause?”


  “I’m not sure. The maids said that the mobile became bigger and heavier than before.”


  “.....” She couldn’t believe her ears. Empress Marie immediately grasped the situation. “Right now... Prepare the carriage right now. I must meet His Majesty.”


  She had to explain it at once. Then the empress heard a voice, “I have already prepared the carriage. Now, let’s go, Your Majesty.”


  It was Duke Grenhal. As usual, he was riding on top of a rhino. The empress didn’t like his gaze. However, she couldn’t express this. Duke Grenhal, who boasted the strongest power among the seven dukes, wasn’t someone the empress could deal with.


  “Thank you for your consideration.”


  *** 


  “This is serious.”


  Regardless of the awfulness, the empress’ palace was peaceful on the surface.


  At one point in the afternoon, this was overturned. Veradin identified the cause and decided that the empress’ position would be greatly reduced from today onward.


  ‘If we don’t move, we might be caught in the flames.’


  Immortal belonged to the Rose Knights under Empress Marie’s command. They had to be careful of the guilt by association. 


  ‘A new nesting site is necessary.’


  Veradin hastened to take steps. Immortal and Agnus had stayed at the empress’ palace for a while.


  ‘Let’s leave this palace.’


  In the worst case, the backing of the empress could be poison. Then it would be hard to go anywhere on the West Continent.


  ‘It would be nice to move to the East Continent.’


  A crisis was an opportunity. It might be forced but this was good timing to try new challenges. Veradin thought so and felt a clear sense of hope. He thought it was simply Marie’s crisis and forgot how dangerous the situation was. Why? 


  ...Because at least the palace was still the safest place. Leaving it would be a big mistake. His enemies were greater in number than he had imagined. For the sake of revenge, the enemy had sunk the biggest nation on the continent into chaos.


  Step, step.


  “.....”


  One step, a second step, a third step...


  Veradin’s steps became faster as he left the palace. He felt a sense of discomfort. Due to the absence of the empress, the knights and soldiers who used to be on guard everywhere couldn’t be seen. Then he realized… this was no longer a safe place. However, enlightenment always arrived too late.


  “Do you feel the need to go to the toilet? Why are you in a hurry?”


  “.....”


  When they arrived in front of the palace, Veradin heard a familiar voice behind him. Veradin stopped walking. “Is it because of Lauel? The current situation is Lauel’s work?”


  “You aren’t qualified to ask me.”


  “Are you a fool? This is Immortal’s base. What do you plan to do after successfully infiltrating it? You alone can’t threaten us.”


  “You aren’t a threat. I will kill you. All of you.”


  “Hah, do you plan to use Knights Summoning? If the Overgeared members’ faces are seen in this uproar, the sword of the empire will point at the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  “You know what? You are the first one.”


  Veradin was still turned away from Grid. Then he looked toward the entrance of the empress’ palace and screamed as loudly as possible, “Get out here!”


  “What? Eh! G-Grid!”


  “What? Really? It is Grid!!”


  “Everyone get out of here!”


  Dozens or hundreds of necromancers poured out. It was only after seeing them that Veradin felt relief. Then he faced it—Grid’s cool gaze.


  “This is the first time.”


  “What do you mean?"


  “The first time that you will die for me.”


  “...?”


  “I won’t count Piaro’s kill, you bastard.”


  Khan’s enemy was finally right here. The Grid at this moment wasn’t the person admired by two billion people or the Overgeared King representing his people. It was the complete Grid. He wanted to vent his uncontrollable resentment and killing desire.


  Paaaat!


  The necromancers summoned their skeletons. However, the moment that Veradin’s death knight and some of the necromancers’ skeletons tried to intercept Grid...


  “Remember. You are already dead if I appear before you.” Grid moved to Veradin’s side using Freely Move and wielded the Enlightenment Sword while being buffed with Blacksmith's Rage and Blackening.


  Sakak-!


  “Ugh...!”


  [You have suffered 51,900 damage.]


  [35% of your maximum health is preserved due to the effect of Overcoming Death.]


  Did Veradin get hit by a skill? His spirit was stunned by the very powerful blow. Veradin shrank back and pulled out a potion.


  Puoook!


  Then Lifael’s Spear pierced him. Death Knight Kyleo and the other skeleton knights started hitting Grid. However, rather than blocking the attacks, Grid just released a poisonous fog. Veradin was in pain from being stabbed by a sword and spear, not because he was poisoned.


  “Die. A hundred times, a thousand times more.” Grid smiled evilly as he dealt the finishing blow, reminiscent of the days when he was called a butcher.


  It was only two normal attacks...


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  Then the black flames exploded. Veradin and the surrounding necromancers turned to gray.




  Chapter 796


  “This is nonsense!”


  It was an obvious story, but Immortal had also watched the videos of the National Competition several times. From the opening ceremony to the closing ceremonies, there were enthusiasts who watched the rerun without missing a single game. They knew the existence of the instant skill Grid had used to take out Tarma.


  However, they hadn’t expected for the power of that skill to ruin Veradin. Why? Veradin was a person who had transcended the limits of a necromancer in the area of survival. Just look at back when the Overgeared Kingdom was invaded. At the time, Veradin had overpowered Faker. Veradin had even endured an assassin’s onslaught, so it was hard to think he would die with just one blow. Furthermore...


  ‘It was a wide-range skill?’


  The moment the black flames exploded, dozens of necromancers within 10 meters of Veradin died as well. The Immortal members thought it was absurd. How could an instant skill boast such great power and an enormous range of influence?


  ‘Is a legendary skill this different?’


  The sound of nervous gulps could be heard everywhere. The one who broke the uneasy silence was the 2nd ranked necromancer, Bullet. “Scat... Scatter! Scatter everywhere!”


  Then the 7th ranked Drew shouted, “Don’t let that monster get away!”


  “Hiik!”


  A human’s desire to survive overcame fear. The necromancers overwhelmed by Grid’s firepower quickly recovered their minds. They summoned advanced undead such as skeleton knights and mages to keep Grid in check while they maximized the distance. However, there were some people who ran away without looking back.


  They were Grid’s first targets.


  “Where are you trying to run away to?”


  There was no salvation, only pest control. Grid needed to eradicate them completely. He knew this because he had met many types of people.


  “Transcend.”


  Kuooooh!


  As Grid started a sword dance in the middle of the retreating necromancers, his neat black hair started to rise. The fragments of the ground, which couldn’t endure the black flames explosion, rose into the air. It was the forerunner to Grid changing to ranged attacks.


  Peng!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  In his Blackened state, Grid reached his maximum speed. He was able to swing his sword six times per second, which meant he could fire six energy swords per second. Grid was a weapon rather than a human.


  “Kuaaaack!”


  “Ugh! Kuk...!”


  The necromancers, who had wanted to survive alone by escaping, fell as their backs were hit by the energy swords Grid fired. As ordinary necromancers, they had low defense and health. Therefore, most of them died after receiving a single blow from Grid. The people who had the fortune to survive were in a stunned state. It couldn’t be helped since they had lost more than half their health with one blow.


  “Lubaan!” Bullet’s cry that was close to a scream echoed on the battlefield. Death Knight Lubaan responded to his will and struck toward Grid.


  Kwaaaaah! 


  Lubaan was an orc fighter when still alive, and he used a halberd that was over two meters long as a weapon. While sniping at the fleeing necromancers, a gap in Grid’s defense was exposed, causing him to fall from Lubaan’s powerful slice.


  ‘Very good.’ Bullet’s expectations of Lubaan rose sharply. Lubaan’s attack power was the best. His attack power was even beyond that of Death Knight Kyleo, and Bullet thought that Grid wouldn’t be able to avoid a critical hit. However...


  Chaaeng!


  The notification windows which rose as soon as Lubaan’s halberd struck Grid’s shoulder caused Bullet’s face to harden.


  [You have dealt 2,430 damage to the target!]


  [Poisonous fog has popped up!]


  [Death Knight Lubaan is now poisoned.]


  “...Isn’t this crazy?”


  It was an armor which caused poison damage instead of having overwhelming defense?


  ‘What is this?’


  Bullet had already witnessed Grid exert a powerful attack against a dragon. However, like Kraugel, hadn’t Grid died easily from the dragon’s breath? Additionally, he had become ragged in his PvP match against Kraugel. Yes, Grid’s items were excellent, but his defense seemed rather normal.


  Bullet was the second strongest out of tens of thousands of necromancers. Like the National Competition rankers such as Kraugel, Bullet believed that he could threaten Grid. However, it was a terrible arrogance. No, it was a shameful mistake.


  ‘I am a frog in a well.’


  They were in entirely different classes. When Bullet realized the reality of the situation, he was stunned for a moment.


  [Death Knight Lubaan has returned to the ground.]


  Seeing that his death knight was unable to withstand Grid’s onslaught and had died, Bullet shouted, “Corpse Explosion! There is no other answer!”


  The necromancers, who were helpless while Grid wielded his sword without a break, instantly found hope. Corpse Explosion—it was a magic which inflicted damage proportional to the target’s maximum health by self-exploding the summoned undead. A big disadvantage of this magic was that it took a considerably long amount of time to re-summon the destroyed undead. However, its power was outstanding.


  The necromancers realized that a long battle with Grid was disadvantageous and started to used Corpse Explosion.


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  [You have suffered 4,900 damage.]


  The moment that the undead approaching Grid exploded...


  The necromancers cheered, “Good!”


  This was because they saw Grid coughing up blood for the first time. Hundreds of undead that were now walking bombs approached Grid. This scene was no different from a horror movie.


  “Grid! Pay the price for your arrogance!”


  There was a limit to the power of an individual. Immortal looked down at Grid’s foolishness for facing them alone. Dozens of ghouls closed the distance to Grid, and they exploded simultaneously.


  Kwang!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  There was a powerful explosion! The explosion centered on Grid shook the empress’ palace. However...


  “Uh...?”


  Grid was fine. It was because he absorbed the explosion with Kruger’s Mysterious Cloth. He emerged unscathed from the dust.


  Puok!


  “Cough!”


  Kwajak!


  “Kyaak!”


  Grid in his Blackened State chased the necromancers with an agility that they couldn’t afford. The necromancers continued to die as he flashed about like Hong Gildong across the battlefield.


  “W-What...? How can you be fine? Heok!” Drew shrieked as he summoned new undead to stop Grid. Then he saw two delicate skeletons. The undead he thought had been summoned by allies came up and stabbed him. These skeletons were different from normal skeletons. They had ‘expressions.’


  Bullet was confused when he saw the skeletons’ ‘⌓ ⌓’ eyes which seemed to laugh at him.


  “W-What are these crazy skeletons?”


  The unidentified skeletons were weak. Bullet only suffered 100 damage from their stabs. However, he felt a strangely ominous feeling. Undead with facial expressions? He had never heard of it before. Even the best undead, the lich didn’t have expressions.


  ‘Maybe these are...’


  Super rare undead?


  ‘Who is the summoner? Heok!!’


  Bullet’s gaze shifted to above the skeletons’ heads. The names of the skeletons were Overgeared Skeleton One and Overgeared Skeleton Two. The naming sense clearly showed who their master was.


  “G-Grid is the summoner?”


  A blacksmith with undead? No, how could this be? The moment Bullet had this question...


  Puok!


  “Keok..!”


  He coughed up blood. While Bullet had been busy looking at the Overgeared Skeletons, Grid had come up behind him and stabbed his heart.


  “W-Wait a minute...”


  He was stabbed once and only had 10% health left. Stunned, Bullet barely managed to open his mouth, “S-Spare me... Please spare me...! I never invaded the Overgeared Kingdom! It was all Veradin’s group! I’m a victim!”


  Bullet was well aware that the human mind was surprisingly weak. He believed that if he told Grid the truth like this, he would hesitate. However, Grid’s reaction was different from what Bullet had expected. 


  “You should’ve stopped it.”


  It was a dull reaction. Grid subsequently struck forth, and Bullet turned to gray. His terrible appearance made the few remaining necromancers despair. It was at this moment that they realized when to use the expression, ‘intimidated enough to piss slightly.’ This would continue until they left Immortal. No, maybe they couldn’t get rid of Grid’s revenge until they quit the game.


  Grid scared all of them and immediately wore the Hooded Zip Up. Soldiers were rushing over after hearing the damn Corpse Explosions, so he couldn’t delay.


  ‘It is unfortunate that I missed Agnus.’


  However, it would be terrible if his identity were to be discovered here. The angry empire would attack the Overgeared Kingdom if they discovered the truth.


  ‘I have to escape.’


  Grid planned to leave via the north gate. The vigilance there should be relatively weak since it was located opposite the collapsed southern wall. 


  *** 


  In the north of Titan, there was a dwelling area filled with mansions and villas for the empire’s nobles.


  First Knight Mercedes’ mansion was also located there.


  “Who would dare go against the empire...?”


  Mercedes was informed of the southern wall collapsing and immediately equipped her sword. She was about to wear the Red Armor, only to hesitate and leave her home in a one-piece outfit. Then she encountered a group of Red Knights. Mercedes looked confused. The knights gathered in the garden were Fourth Knight Gyuratan and his followers.


  Gyuratan shrugged. “Breaking another imperial order... I guess the rumor must be true.”


  “What are you talking about?”


  “Rumor has it that you have lost respect for the emperor and that you are trying to rebel.”


  “What is this unfounded accusation?”


  “Anyone would think like me unless they are a fool. The wall collapsed as soon as there were rumors that His Majesty was going to deprive you of your qualifications. Isn’t it something that the forces behind you committed?”


  “No one is going to believe this.”


  “No, everyone will be led to believe it. Didn’t you create this chaos to leave your mansion? I don’t know what type of terrible punishment you will receive.”


  “...This conversation is meaningless,” Mercedes said. Then she noticed something. “You are planning to frame me, just as you did to Piaro 12 years ago.”


  “Speaking the name of a traitor. It is clear evidence of your betrayal.” The corners of Gyuratan’s mouth curved upward. His mouth was too big, so his smile was bizarre as a clown’s.


  “First Knight Mercedes, I sentence you to death.”


  The Fourth Knight’s punishment began. The moment Gyuratan gave the order, five Red Knights attacked Mercedes.


  Supaak!


  Mercedes spun around in her pure white clothing. She rotated while pulling out two swords, soundlessly cutting apart the flowers and trees in the beautiful garden. Blood splashed from the chest of the Red Knights.


  Gyuratan clicked his tongue. “Knights in the 20s aren’t enough.”


  These weak people were really of no help.


  “They aren’t that far from the squad of Red Knights that I killed.” As Gyuratan spat out those shocking words, Mercedes flew toward him like a butterfly. Gyuratan saw Mercedes’ exposed thighs, but there was no desire in his eyes. Sexual desire was something only lowly creatures like humans and animals felt.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  Just before Mercedes’ two swords reached Gyuratan...


  “Uh!”


  Black magic power was released, and it hit Mercedes. The unexpected form of the counterattack caused Mercedes to panic and cross her swords.


  Kwajajajak!


  However, it was impossible to defend against magic with just two swords. The absence of body armor was too big. Blood spurted out as Mercedes flew through the sky and hit the wall of her mansion. Gyuratan laughed while approaching her slowly. Covered in demonic energy, his skin was pale and his eyes were all black, without any whites.


  “In the past 12 years, I have been irritated by your eyes. Your clear eyes seem to penetrate all hidden secrets like a curse. I wanted to rip them out every time I saw them. I wanted to see your pained appearance.”


  “Pant... Pant... You...”


  “But Limit trusted you so much. I couldn’t see any gaps to break through. Kukuk, the story changed after you were stupid enough to start digging into Limit.” Gyuratan reached out a wrinkled hand. His long fingernails headed toward Mercedes’ eyes. “Thank you for digging your grave yourself. Watch in limbo. Scream in pain and sorrow at the sight of the empire that you wanted to protect so much.”


  “Ugh...!” Her body wasn’t listening. The deadly demonic energy, more poisonous than any poison, was strangling Mercedes’ heart.


  As she waited for death, unable to resist...


  “That woman is mine,” a male voice rang out.


  Puk!


  Puuok!


  A golden spear filled with divine power flew and pierced Gyuratan.


  “Overgeared King...?” Gyuratan, who had barely overcome Rebecca’s curse, cried out with astonishment while Mercedes recalled a fairy tale she had read as a child.




  Chapter 797


  [You have been discovered by a magic power detector!]


  [The effect of the Hooded Zip Up has been rendered ineffective and Stealth has been turned off.]


  [The magic power detector is looking at you, and any actions considered dangerous in the next three minutes will cause it to strike.]


  He had seen this happen dozens of times since he first entered Titan. Grid became a person in a plain white hooded outfit.


  ‘How much money do they have?’


  It wasn’t just the palace — the magic power detectors were installed in ordinary stores, even including the slums. Just this was a small glimpse of the great wealth and technological prowess of the empire that ruled the continent for hundreds of years.


  ‘I can’t draw any attention to myself.’


  Grid barely escaped the palace, suppressing the urge to rush as he headed to the north gate. He boldly walked down the street without covering his face and ID. Satisfy had a huge player count of two billion: wouldn’t there be at least one or two people with the ID of Grid? When he walked by on the street, he looked like a passerby to the people around him. There wasn’t a single person who observed him closely. If he hid his identity and acted suspiciously, he would become more noticeable.


  Kwaang!


  “...?”


  The relatively quiet north street. Grid entered a new area without much difficulty since people were concentrating on the south wall. Grid suddenly stopped, hearing a loud sound at the end of the quiet street. Grid had heard this sound thousands, if not tens of thousands of times.


  ‘Combat? Who is fighting here?’


  Grid could ignore it. He needed to get away from Titan as soon as possible, and not get caught up in an unknown fight. But Grid found it hard to just walk away. This was because a golden exclamation mark shone in the direction where the fighting was heard.


  A quest signal!


  ‘A quest at this time?’


  Who in the empire would give him a quest in this turmoil?


  ‘Who is associated with me?’


  Grid found it hard to imagine, but he didn’t give up and kept thinking. As a result, he could recall one person with surprising speed.


  “...Mercedes!”


  The First Knight who shared a secret with Grid. She was committed to revealing the truth about what happened 12 years ago. In some cases, there was the risk of being exposed. The moment he thought about this, “Quick Movements!”


  Grid didn’t delay and rushed over. Since Blackening was on cooldown, he used Quick Movements to greatly increase his agility and ran over to the scene of the battle. From there...


  “Thank you for digging your grave yourself. Watch in limbo. Scream in pain and sorrow at the sight of the empire that you wanted to protect so much.”


  A middle-aged man, who looked like a more bizarre version of Grid’s Blackening form, was threatening Mercedes. She was wearing a white dress and coughing up black blood. Grid received a notification window.


  [A new quest has been created!]


  [For Piaro]


  ★ Hidden Quest �


  First Knight Mercedes, who was digging into the truth about what happened 12 years ago, is experiencing a great crisis.


  If you are unable to save her, Piaro will forever be labeled a traitor.


  Save Mercedes!


  Quest Clear Conditions: The survival of Mercedes.


  Quest Reward: 50 increase in affinity with Mercedes. An event with Mercedes will occur.


  Quest Failure: Mercedes’ Death. All episodes related to the Red Knights will be deleted.


  ‘Isn’t this funny?’


  Grid couldn’t understand what was happening. Why was Mercedes in such trouble despite being comparable to Piaro? And where in the world was her iconic red armor?


  ‘In any case, this is a game.’


  He was sick of the formula of a strong enemy being nerfed as soon as they turned friendly. Grid transformed one of the four God Hands into Lifael’s Spear. In the battle with Immortal, only one God Hand transformed so the remaining three God Hands were available to be transformed into items.


  “Ugh...”


  The moment Mercedes moaned and was on the brink of death.


  “That woman is mine,” shouted Grid as he gave an order to Lifael’s Spear.


  Puoook!


  [You have dealt 26,900 damage to the target!]


  The enigmatic man threatening Mercedes coughed up blood and stepped back. The fact that Lifael’s Spear caused enormous damage showed that he was obviously a demonkin. And demonkin were helpless in front of Rebecca’s divine artifacts. Grid expected the demonkin called ‘Gyuratan’ to not be able to move for a while. He planned to use this gap to save Mercedes.


  However.


  “Overgeared King...?”


  Gyuratan was fine, unlike Grid’s expectations. He pulled out Lifael’s Spear that pierced his waist. His health gauge was also intact.


  ‘Transcendent named?’


  A chill went down Grid’s spine. After running as hard as possible, he was almost at Mercedes’ location. This meant he was close to Gyuratan.


  “Mercedes! You were in league with the Overgeared King! This has made your betrayal clear!” Gyuratan shouted excitedly.


  There was a smile of joy on his face as he stabbed towards Grid, who was reaching for Mercedes. The weapon that Gyuratan wielded was a twisted, bizarre looking sword that was similar to its master. 


  Kwaaaaang!


  “...!”


  Gyuratan was shocked. He thought that he had stabbed Grid while Grid was paying attention to Mercedes, only for two golden hands to fly and block his sword.


  ‘Autonomous artifacts?’


  One person passed through Gyuratan’s mind. He made a strange expression as the God Hand armed with the Ultimate Enhanced Mjolnir flew towards him. Lifael’s Spear, which had fallen onto the ground, also aimed at Gyuratan. Gyuratan allowed an attack from another golden hand and Lifael’s Spear, which flew from behind. Despite the numerous attacks, he was fine and only became stiff for a moment. Gyuratan withdrew the golden spear from his chest and didn’t release it.


  “I see. Overgeared King and Templar... No, Overgeared.”


  Over the past few years, there was the unprecedented event in which Yatan Servants were slaughtered throughout the continent. The culprit was Overgeared. He was a strong man who had artifacts that moved by themselves.


  “Kukuk, you aren’t an ordinary person. You managed to build a kingdom. It is no wonder that you can kill the Yatan Servants.”


  "Who are you?"


  Few people knew that Grid was the Yatan Servant Slaughterer. Braham and Yura were the only ones who knew the relationship between Grid and the Yatan Church. Yet this demonkin grasped Grid’s identity at once, meaning that he had a close relationship with the Yatan Church.


  "Are you also a Yatan Servant?”


  Gyuratan nodded at Grid’s question. "You could say that. All creatures under heaven are the servants of God Yatan.”


  This wasn’t the answer he wanted. Grid started frowning.


  “Be careful!” Mercedes was staring at Grid only to suddenly shout, “He will use black magic!”


  "What?"


  His opponent quickly neutralized the two swords wielded by the God Hands, Lifael’s Spear, and the stiffness of Mjolnir, just to use magic? Grid became alert, but it was too late. Gyuratan had started casting the magic circle from the moment he began the conversation with Grid. A spell started forming under Grid’s feet.


  “Naive guy,” Gyuratan ridiculed.


  Kuwaaaaaah!


  A big explosion occurred at Grid’s feet, causing a gigantic hellfire to billow out and swallow Grid and Mercedes at the same time. The momentum reminded Grid of Hell Gao before the fire stones were mined. 


  "It is my unexpected luck to be able to handle two troublemakers at the same time.”


  Gyuratan was delighted. He believed that Grid and Mercedes would vanish without a trace after being swallowed by the black flames. No humans could survive when hit directly with this magic.


  ‘Now how should I weave these two together?’


  Sururuk.


  His pale skin started to fill with rosy color as his whites appeared amidst his pitch-black eyes. He returned to his human form, no, disguised himself as human and wondered how to report today’s events to the emperor. He never imagined that he would be hit back.


  “What is your weakness?”


  “...?!”


  Did Grid use his body as a shield? Through the smoke, Mercedes was held up in Grid’s arms and didn’t have a single scratch on her. It felt like Grid alone had endured the explosion. Yet there was a problem.


  "Why are you fine?”


  Grid didn’t have any outstanding injuries, an unbelievable fact given that he had just encountered hellfire.


  “Don’t you know why I am called the Overgeared King?”


  Grid’s sword struck Gyuratan.


  Puoook!


  Gyuratan had exposed a gap while caught off guard. He couldn’t defend himself as his heart was pierced with the Enlightenment Sword. A human’s weapon was powerful enough to compare to the divine artifact of Rebecca, Goddess of Light.


  “Cough!”


  Gyuratan’s coughed up blood and Lifael’s Spear in his hand returned to being a God Hand after the duration of Item Transformation ended. Gyuratan grabbed the God Hand that was fiercely trying to escape.


  Kwajijik!


  That’s why he was struck by the red lightning that fell from the sky. Gyuratan’s body shook while Grid performed a sword dance.


  “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle!”


  Puok!


  Puk puk puk!


  Powerful stabs started continuously piercing Gyuratan’s body.


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Black flames exploded. The flames contained a destructive power that was comparable to the hellfire that Gyuratan summoned, but without any casting delays. Gyuratan and Mercedes were shocked.


  “Kuk...! Y-You...!”


  Gyuratan started emitting demonic energy again. Grid didn’t shrink back at all despite facing bizarre black eyes.


  "You must be a scum who has already lost his body to Muller.”


  Kwarururung!


  Linked Kill swallowed up Gyuratan. As Gyuratan’s flesh scattered and body was torn apart, Grid’s sword energy skyrocketed. There were also the four God Hands armed with Failure, the White Tiger Sword, Iyarugt, and Grid’s Greatsword.


  "Isn’t it too early to be elated?”


  A cynical remark.


  Seokeok!


  Grid’s Pinnacle was deployed. As it cut from head to groin, the four other top weapons pierced Gyuratan.


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  Black flames once again exploded and swallowed up Gyuratan.


  “...”


  Mercedes was unable to say anything. She had seen Piaro and the great dukes, yet Grid’s firepower was one step above theirs. The power of Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle was unrivaled. 


  “Hurry.”


  “...Huh?”


  Would Grid defeat the unidentified great demon like this? Mercedes was filled with expectations only to become confused. It was because Grid, who was overpowering Gyuratan, starting retreating. Grid explained, “Wake up. People will be coming soon. I’ll be in trouble if I’m caught up in this mess.”


  In the first place.


  ‘I can’t win.’


  Despite being weakened and sealed by Sword Saint Muller, the opponent was still a great demon. Grid had no chance in a 1:1 or 1:2 confrontation. In the past, the reason why Grid was able to raid Hell Gao was because he found the weak point of the fire stones. In fact, Gyuratan’s health hadn’t even decreased by one-tenth.


  “By the way, where did you sell your armor?”


  Grid grabbed Mercedes’s hand and asked a question while running.


  “I-I didn’t sell it! How could I sell such a noble symbol for money?" Mercedes shouted with a red face.


  Grid could see that she was a serious person who didn’t know jokes. Yes, she was serious. For her, the touch of the ‘man’ tightly holding her hand was very special.




  Chapter 798


  The gates came into view.


  “Wait a minute!” Mercedes, who was pulled by Grid, suddenly stopped. She watched the soldiers guarding the gate and gently pulled her hand away from Grid. There was a dark flush on her white face, and the feeling of Grid’s touch lingered on her fingertips.


  “Why? What’s going on?”


  “Where are you going to take me?”


  “Outside the empire, of course.”


  “What? I can’t leave.”


  “What?” Grid frowned. “Was that guy called Gyuratan? From his attitude earlier, he seems to occupy a high position in the empire?”


  Grid had noticed that the empire didn’t know Gyuratan’s identity. The demonkin were common enemies of humanity. So, if the Saharan Empire knew that Gyuratan was a great demon, they wouldn’t be able to stand by. The reason Mercedes was in a crisis was due to Gyuratan’s trick.


  “He said that you are a traitor. Aren’t you in a very dangerous situation? He will frame you like he did Piaro in the past.”


  “But I have an obligation to inform everyone about Gyuratan’s identity.”


  “Do you think people will believe you?”


  Mercedes smiled bitterly at Grid’s question and replied, “Nobody will believe me. I can’t believe it myself.”


  It had been 15 years since Gyuratan became the Fourth Knight. He had acted as a perfect human for many years. Even with her sharp eyes, Mercedes, as well as the famous magicians and priests, hadn’t noticed for the past 15 years that Gyuratan was a great demon. Gyuratan’s ability to hide his demonic power was beyond extraordinary. It was clearly the power of a great demon. Despite being weakened, his power was still enough to mock humans.


  “But if I wait, I will be able to catch an opportunity. I will keep my position until that day comes. It is my duty.”


  Now that an unidentified great demon was about to bring the empire to chaos, the First Knight must stop him. This was a noble mission. She couldn’t turn away and didn’t want to turn away. Grid gave an uncertain response to Mercedes’ resolute expression, “If Gyuratan tells the emperor that you and I were together today...”


  She would disappear before the chance she waited for would come. However, Mercedes smiled brightly at Grid with a smile that was brighter than sunshine.


  ‘She could smile like this?’


  It didn’t fit the appearance of a noble knight. Grid admired her beauty and couldn’t help turning red.


  Mercedes blushed at his reaction and avoided his gaze as she explained, “I will deny it. Just like how people won’t believe my claims that Gyuratan is a great demon, people won’t believe the claims that Gyuratan places on me. But if I run away like this, I will have no chance to deny it. So I will stay.”


  “In the worst case scenario, what if Gyuratan attacks you directly? Like today. What will you do then? I won’t be able to help you.”


  “Who do you think I am?” A light shone in Mercedes’ clear eyes. It was a glimpse into the pride of the First Knight of the empire. The strongest knight who made Grid bow down at their very first meeting was now here. “Today, things turned out bad in many ways. But if I fight him again next time, I can do my best.”


  She hadn’t taken her armor because it was her detention period, and she had allowed Gyuratan’s magic because she had believed he was a swordsman. Moreover, in the first place, her morale had been at the lowest point. In a situation where she hadn’t known who to believe and had gotten trapped in her house, she had become restless and confused.


  However, she was okay now. She knew that Gyuratan was an enemy, and there was someone she could rely on. The fog before her dissipated.


  “Overgeared King.”


  “Yes?”


  “Don’t worry. I will clear the wrongful accusation of the Piaro you cherish as I promised.”


   “...Yes.”


  Grid was well aware of the Piaro’s past pain. He desperately wanted to remove Piaro’s stigma and free him from the bondage of his dark past. Additionally...


  “You must stay safe.”


  Grid also wanted Mercedes. He needed people with strength and talent, and Mercedes was a person close to what he wanted. Mercedes stiffened like she was frozen before she asked, “...Do you like me?”


  It was a difficult question. Grid nodded. “It isn’t just liking but coveting. I think about it every night.”


  Who in the world wouldn’t covet a noble knight like her? However, among them, Grid was the one who knew her value best. Grid’s words contained this meaning, but Mercedes accepted them differently. Her ears flushed red, and she couldn’t face Grid. “You are too aggressive. Are you like this to everyone?”


  Mercedes’ question was basically asking if he was a womanizer. However, Grid didn’t realize it. “No, I’m not like this to everyone. I also know that I shouldn’t say this, but what can I do? You are special.”


  He knew that she was already the empire’s knight, but he wanted to make her his own knight. Grid’s ardent heart was distorted while it was being conveyed.


  “I-Is that so?” Mercedes was wary of Grid’s attitude.


  ‘This man isn’t ordinary.’


  Grid must live as a playboy. He seemed like a person who would have a woman around him every day. However, Mercedes didn’t hate it. Grid was Piaro’s and Asmophel’s benefactor. He was also the one who provided the opportunity to wash away the stigma of the old Red Knights, as well as the savior of her life. So, he no longer seemed like a bad person.


  “I won’t ask you why you are in Titan right now. I won’t doubt my benefactor. However, please stop shaking my heart. Nothing can happen anyway.”


  As the empire’s knight, how could she marry the king of another kingdom? That would be forsaking the empire. It was impossible. The moment that Mercedes smiled bitterly… Grid caught Mercedes’ wrist in order to express his strong will. Then he declared, “I won’t give up on you. Didn’t you say it when you were reunited with Piaro? You will repay me even if you have to give everything to me. Don’t you have to keep your promise?”


  “...So, you don’t want a lover or a wife but a slave.”


  “Huh?”


  “You are crass.”


  “...??”


  What the hell was this? Grid was embarrassed as he belatedly realized it. He was reminded of the power of his dexterity, but he had already touched Mercedes’ wrist.


  “It is too much harassment to caress the body of a woman with those greedy eyes. In return for saving my life, you want such things in exchange?”


  “...”


  The reward he got from clearing the quest clear was being misunderstood as a pervert? Grid was embarrassed and disappointed.


  “...If you want that, it can’t be helped,” Mercedes spoke meaningfully and raised her hand to her slender neck. Grid’s gaze fixed on her collarbone, and he gulped nervously. However, it wasn’t the development he thought it would be. Mercedes released the pendant hanging around her neck and handed it to Grid. It was a pendant made of white silver with an elegant rose pattern.


  “This is...?”


  “It is a token of my family. If you ever face an awkward situation in the empire, use this token. It will help you.”


  Ttiring~


  [The hidden quest has been completed!]


  [Affinity with Mercedes has risen by 50.]


  [You have obtained the Vaintz Family’s Pendant.]


  [Vaintz Family’s Pendant]


  [Durability: 31/33


  Charm +100.


  Nobility +100.


  -A pendant passed down through the direct line of the prestigious Vaintz family in the Saharan Empire. It can be used to prove your identity in all places of the empire. There is a high probability of receiving great respect.


  Weight: 5


  Conditions of Use: The heir of the Vaintz family or someone recognized by the heir.]


  “Isn’t this precious?”


  It was a token that symbolized Mercedes, who was the heir, or someone closely related to her. Strictly speaking, it was strange for Grid to receive it. Mercedes shook her head at his concern. “It is a trivial thing for me, king of a nation.”


  ‘Rubbish.’


  This item demonstrated ‘status’ across the Saharan Empire. It meant that Grid could move freely through the empire, no matter his appearance. It would surely come in handy.


  “It is really okay? What if I abuse it and put your family at risk?”


  “Didn’t Piaro and Asmophel choose Your Majesty? I don’t think someone like you would abuse it. Even if you do abuse it, you would have a good reason. I will accept the damages caused as my price.”


  “...Okay. Does this mean you will keep your word?” Grid grinned.


  Mercedes’ straightforward personality was a favorite for him. The more he knew, the more he trusted her.


  “Thank you.” Grid said a short goodbye.


  Meanwhile, Mercedes went down on one knee and politely spoke, “I appreciate it, Overgeared King.”


  “Good luck.”


  “I must achieve it, for the sake of the empire and Piaro.”


  Then Grid would safely meet Mercedes again.


  ***


  “You came back without running away? Are you that eager to die?”


  Mercedes returned to her mansion where Gyuratan was waiting. His tone and attitude were the same as always. It was as if nothing had happened a few hours ago. After confirming there was no one else around, Mercedes said mockingly, “Didn’t you expect me to come back?”


  “Well, I didn’t want you to come back.”


  If Mercedes had gone with Grid, Gyuratan would’ve put all type of false charges against her to the emperor. It would also be possible to destroy her family by turning them into rebels. However, she hadn’t run away and had eventually returned instead. Fortunately, it wasn’t a big problem. It would be fine if he killed her.


  “It is easy to falsify information about sins. There would be quite a backlash, but it’s fine if I kill everyone just as I did with Piaro’s family. Kukukuk!” Gyuratan smiled wickedly. His tone and attitude were like those of a great demon.


  Why did he mention Piaro to Mercedes? Obviously, it was a taunt. There was no way Mercedes wouldn’t be able to see through it.


  “Such trivial provocation, it isn’t suitable for a great demon.”


  “...”


  “Well, I am nervous and can’t easily control myself. If you fight me while I’m fully prepared, great turmoil can’t be avoided and your identity might be revealed. Now, tell me. What do you want to do?”


  Looking at Mercedes, Gyuratan realized something. “Are you trying to make a deal with me?”


  Originally, making deals was the specialty of a great demon, not the contractor. Few people were able to reject the temptation of a great demon. Mercedes knew this. 


  Gyuratan said, “I don’t want us to interfere with each other. The fact that I’m a great demon can’t be revealed to the end. I am the great demon, Astaroth. Until the desire of the human who summoned me is fully achieved, my presence has to be thoroughly masked. I will use my power to oppose everything for the fulfillment of my contract.”


  “Summoner...?”


  Mercedes had overlooked one thing.


  ‘Who is the summoner?’


  Who had summoned a great demon to infiltrate the palace? Mercedes’ eyes were very shaky. However, Gyuratan looked satisfied. “Kukuk! My summoner is someone you know well.”


  “Who is it?”


  “How can I tell you? A demon’s contract is based on a definite agreement. The damage that the contractor will suffer is enormous and even a great demon can’t bear it. But let me give you a hint. It isn’t the woman you expect.”


  ‘It isn’t Marie?’


  “Compared to her, they are very close to the emperor.” Gyuratan smiled widely enough for the corners of his mouth to reach his ears.


  Mercedes’ face was turning blue. It was hard to see ‘close’ as a physical distance. In this case, it meant flesh and blood.


  “Don’t tell me it is one of the princes?”


  “My hints ends here. It is obvious that the person behind me isn’t easy. On the other hand, what about you? You haven’t earned the trust of the emperor from the beginning and you have rejected the empress’ hand. You also ruined your relationship with Sword Duke Limit, the man who trusted you. The knights that envy you? They are merely sheep. They can’t help you. Mercedes, you are alone. You are thoroughly helpless. You can’t threaten me.”


  These were whispers which caused the spirit to become helpless.


  “Unfortunately, I also can’t threaten you. I don’t want to deal with you right now, so I also have to take a great risk.”


  His trump card of magic was lost. Mercedes’ skills were acknowledged by a great demon. Of course, he was in a weakened state, so he had to acknowledge it.


  “Therefore, I propose that we watch each other. It won’t be so bad for you. Don’t you need time to accumulate enough power to resist me?”


  The great demon’s temptation… it wasn’t as sweet as the rumors said.


  ‘I need to earn His Majesty’s trust urgently.’


  Mercedes nodded while in deep thought, making Gyuratan laugh.




  Chapter 799


  “Sigh.” Grid was able to breathe once he escaped from Titan. He utilized the stealth function of the Hooded Zip-up to avoid the magic power detectors and lively soldiers. Was it because his control skills had risen? No, his senses were a bit sharper now.


  “Great demon...”


  Grid could still see a small fraction of the huge exterior walls of Titan. The sky above it was completely gray. The gathering of heavy clouds foretold rain and thunder would arrive after a while.


  ‘What great demon is he?’


  Hell Gao, Furfur, Drasion, Morax, Astaroth—this was the list of great demons sealed by Sword Saint Muller, the greatest legend in history. Gyuratan was certainly one of them.


  ‘He isn’t Hell Gao.’


  Hell Gao was the owner of hellfire and had descended on an unspecified cycle in the body of a low-grade demonkin. It wasn’t in the empire but on Cork Island.


  ‘He isn’t Drasion.’


  According to the information that Grid gained from Kraugel in the past, he already guessed that Kraugel had raided Drasion. If it had been in the middle of the empire, a few witnesses would’ve seen Kraugel raiding him.


  ‘Of course, it isn’t Furfur.’


  After recalling that Agnus had used Furfu’s power, Grid reduced the possibilities of Gyuratan’s identity to Morax or Astaroth. Among them, Astaroth probably had the power of lightning and it was likely he was related to the thunder stone, but Grid didn’t know about Morax. (TL: I think I previously translated thunder stone as ure stone. It will now be changed to thunder stone.)


  ‘Mercedes must be safe.’


  He knew her well. It wasn't likely that she would be easily caught by pure force. The weakened great demon was so low in power that it couldn’t compare with the complete great demon.


  ‘I think that guy called Gyuratan is very cunning.’ Grid recalled the great demon and shook his head. ‘But it isn’t a problem for me to worry about.’


  This was a matter within the empire. He had no choice but to hope that Mercedes overcame the crisis. The moment that Grid turned his back to Titan...


  “Overgeared King.”


  Grid was approached by a suspicious figure in a hat and forsythia-colored robes. Thanks to his high insight stat, Grid became alert. “You know me? Who are you?”


  The person took off their hat. Then the color of the name was revealed, showing he was an NPC. “I am Raji, a magician of the Tower of Eternity. The owner of the tower, Goldhit, is looking forward to your visit. I hope Your Majesty will respond to the invitation.”


  ‘The Tower of Eternity?’


  Grid could use the Magic Missile and Magic Detection which had been given to him by Braham. Additionally, he had the potential to learn Fireball if he increased his intelligence. However, he wasn’t a magician. He had never heard of the Tower of Eternity.


  ‘What is the Tower of Eternity?’ Grid’s kneejerk reaction was to ask this, but he judged that it wouldn’t be good to expose his lack of knowledge to a stranger. In such a situation, he relied on Lauel.


  -Lauel.


  -Yes, Your Majesty, a reply came as soon as Grid sent a whisper. It seemed that Lauel had been waiting since Grid infiltrated the empire alone.


  -What is the Tower of Eternity?


  -A magic tower belonging to the Saharan Empire. It is rumored that the emperor relies on the Tower of Eternity as well as the Tower of the Sun. The master of the tower, Goldhit, is one of the ten great magicians on the continent.


  ‘Isn’t this huge?’ Grid was startled.


  -Then why do they want to see me?


  -Huh? Have you been discovered in the empire? Are you currently in danger?


  -No. I quietly handled my work and left Titan. Then a magician was waiting for me. He knew my identity and invited me. 


  What? They came to invite Grid instead of arresting him?


  -Invite... no, maybe not. Lauel’s voice was excited. -It is true that the magicians of the Tower of Eternity are part of the empire’s forces, but that is only a story for wartime. Usually, the Tower of Eternity is an institution that is secluded from the world and is unlikely to be involved in the empire’s political situation.


  -Then it is a pure invitation?


  -Yes. Please accept the invitation. The Tower of Eternity is famous as a place to give hidden quests. There are many magicians lining up to be invited to the Tower of Eternity.


  ‘This...’


  There was a reason for Lauel’s excitement. The giddy Grid was about to respond to Raji’s invitation straight away only to stop. There was a part that was suspicious.


  -By the way. The magician called Goldhit knows that I am a king yet they didn’t invite me in person. Instead, they sent their man? Isn’t it polite to come personally?


  This wasn’t a sensitive reaction but a common sense one. It was clear that the person named Goldhit was making fun of the Overgeared Kingdom. With his status, Grid couldn’t just overlook it.


  Lauel explained, -Goldhit isn’t an opponent to discuss manners with. The masters of the Tower of Eternity and the Tower of the Sun are the magicians of the king. Goldhit would be over 120 years old this year. They have been the strongest magician for more than a century. If Emperor Juander wants to see Goldhit, he has to come to the Tower of Eternity.


  ‘A person who can make the emperor move directly?’


  Grid’s expectations gradually grew. Why would the master of a tower famous for giving hidden quests want to meet Grid?


  ‘Will I get a huge hidden quest?’


  In the end...


  “I understand. I will accept the invitation.” Grid nodded to the waiting magician, Raji.


  ***


  The 80th floor of the Tower of Eternity...


  There was only one person who could climb to the top of the tower, which was so high that all of Titan could be seen at a glance. Goldhit was a great magician who boasted unique strength among the 10 great magicians. People said that if she pursued power, she would be a person of authority right now.


  In fact, many people believed that she could’ve built a huge magical nation comparable to the Saharan Empire. Goldhit was that great of a figure. However, she had little influence on Satisfy’s present worldview because she secluded herself from the world. Unless they were high-level magicians, normal players would never see the name ‘Goldhit.’


  “I wasn’t fully trained in Teacher Braham’s enhancement magic.”


  Braham’s fourth disciple was a genius. It was said that there were no magicians more talented than her on the entire continent. However, that was a story among ordinary people. Her talent was mere dust before Braham’s talent, and she couldn’t follow her mentor’s teachings.


  Goldhit was resentful that she was his student. She became aware of the existence of enhancement magic, but she was frustrated because she couldn’t receive the important magical theory. Just a little...


  If she could really understand the theory behind enhancement magic, she could strengthen her talent and awaken as a legend. For Goldhit who had spent many years grumbling about reality, Grid’s appearance was like a ray of light. Goldhit didn’t know how excited she became when Grid assimilated with Braham’s soul and learned the enhancement magic. Now, finally...


  “The opportunity has come.” Goldhit looked at Grid in the crystal sphere and smiled. “Magic Detection.”


  Shaaaaaaah-


  The master-level detection wrapped around the Tower of Eternity. Simultaneously, all of Goldhit’s nerves were focused on feeling Grid’s mana.


  “Come on, show me Braham’s reinforcement magic. Yohohoho...”


  ***


  ‘Thunder stone?’


  After Grid was guided by Raji to the Tower of Eternity, he spotted an extra large stone at the top of the tower. It was a transparent stone containing a huge thunderbolt. This made it seem like an enlarged thunder stone was decorating the top of the tower.


  ‘I don’t know what it means. In the first place, how did the thunder stone get that big?’


  Grid was feeling doubtful when he heard Raji’s voice, “You have to go up alone from the 10th floor to the 20th floor. It is a field to test whether you deserve to be a guest of the tower and is part of the tower’s history. I hope that Your Majesty isn’t offended.”


  Inviting a guest only to test them? Grid felt somewhat uncomfortable, but it was difficult to say anything if it was a tradition of the tower. Then he quickly noticed, ‘This test should be a quest.’


  As such, his expectations rose further. Grid followed Raji and reached the 10th floor of the tower. Raji then politely said goodbye and withdrew. “Good luck.”


  Simultaneously...


  [A quest has been created.]


  [The Tower of Eternity]


  [★ Hidden Quest �


  The Tower of Eternity is the tallest tower in history. Not just anyone can access it.


  Your mind will gain enlightenment every time you climb a floor that contains the essence of knowledge and wisdom.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Break through the gateways to climb the tower. Currently, you can break through up to the 20th floor.


  Quest Clear Compensation: Every time you climb a floor in the tower, your intelligence will permanently increase by 2.


  Quest Failure: Return to the 10th floor.]


  “Amazing!” Grid was forced to cheer.


  Every time he climbed a tower floor, he would permanently get 2 intelligence stats. The reward was beyond imagination.


  ‘It is intelligence.’


  If Grid were an ordinary blacksmith, it would be a rather useless reward. 


  However, Grid was Pagma's Descendant and Braham’s disciple. His skills consumed a lot of mana and he had the potential to acquire all of Braham’s enhancement magic. As such, the intelligence stat was important to him. It was true that his priorities were strength and stamina, but it was a bit tricky that a fixed number of stat points were forcibly invested in intelligence every time he leveled up. How happy was he to get a chance to raise his intelligence stat?


  ‘I can go up to the 20th floor, so this is 20 intelligence points?’


  The excited Grid opened the firmly closed door on the 10th floor. There was a circular arena inside. Unlike what he could see from the outside, the inside of the 10th floor was very large. It was bigger than the training grounds which could fit hundreds of the Overgeared soldiers.


  [The Tower of Eternity’s Guardian has appeared!]


  Kwaaaaah! 


  The guardian's identity was a golem. The enemy who had just appeared seemed to make the entire tower shake as it instantly struck at Grid. It was very big. However, due to the golem’s very slow nature, Grid wasn’t burdened. He avoided the golem’s attack and swung the Enlightenment Sword.


  Jeeeeeong!


  It was a powerful blow! The gray golem’s thick waist was hit with the Enlightenment Sword. However...


  [You have dealt 1 damage to the target.]


  “Full physical resistance?”


  The golem was fine. It ignored Grid’s consecutive attacks like they were mosquitoes flying about and just waved its arms.


  Kung! Kwang!


  The golem’s arms hit the ground instead of Grid, but this alone was a threat to him. The massive weight behind the attack caused Grid’s balance to collapse. Goldhit smiled as she watched Grid’s crisis through the crystal ball.


  ‘The tower’s guardians can only be handled with magic. In the end, you will have to use magic. Come on. Use the sweet enhancement magic and let me get a glimpse of the glory.’


  The moment that Goldhit was becoming desperate...


  Peng!


  Kwarururung!


  Inside the crystal ball, many flames flared up in succession and swallowed up the guardian. This was the power of the ‘fire emission’ attached to the Enlightenment Sword. The flames dealt 5,000 fire damage to the target.


  “...????” Goldhit was stunned.




  Chapter 800


  'That magic sword can wreak so much havoc alone?’


  A magic sword could only be created by combining the strengths of a magician and a blacksmith. A blacksmith or magician could sometimes produce it alone, but this was a very rare occurrence. Goldhit had experience with producing magic battle gear with blacksmiths.


  ‘It is difficult to produce such a magic weapon alone.'


  There were three types of magic weapons.


  First, a magic battle gear imbued with complete magic. In this case, it was possible to consume the user’s mana when the magic was used. 


  Second, there was magic battle gear enhanced with magic. It increased the magic power of the wearer. 


  Third, there was magic battle gear containing a pure attribute. It consumed the wearer’s mana while having a certain probability of releasing fire, ice, electricity, etc. It wasn’t very powerful despite being able to express the pure power of an attribute.


  The current sword Grid was using was the third type. But the user’s mana wasn’t consumed. The atmospheric mana was used every time flames were released. Thus, the user wasn’t tired and the power of the flames were huge. It was a weapon that would appear in legends.


  ‘A legendary sword...!’


  Goldhit recalled that Grid was Pagma's Descendant. All her nerves were concentrated on Grid’s long sword. It wasn’t made out of an ordinary material.


  ‘Demonic energy? Don’t tell me?’


  The story that Grid defeated the Great Demon Belial was already well known. Goldhit could easily guess what type of material the sword was made out of.


  ‘A by-product of Belial!’


  Definitely. This sword would be worshipped as a legendary sword later on. In addition, it was likely that Grid had made it directly. Goldhit got goosebumps. How many years had it been since she felt such admiration? Looking back on faint memories, it seemed to happen half a century ago.


  A dark smile appeared on Goldhit’s face. Her impression of Grid changed. He wasn’t just the beneficiary of enhancement magic. She accepted him as a greater person.


  ‘In fact, it was like this from the beginning.’


  The other person was a legend, the hero of a nation, a person who built a new kingdom and a hero of heroes. Now that her narrow-mindedness due to her obsession with enhancement magic was released, Goldhit had genuine respect for Grid.


  'A hero that transcends the era... It is right to greet him politely.’


  But.


  ‘Don’t forget my original purpose.’


  Respect and purpose are separate things. She felt respect but she needed to do what she had to do. Goldhit needed to encourage Grid to use enhancement magic. She checked on Grid on the 16th floor and pulled out her trump card.


  "Let’s try the lilith guardian.”


  ***


  [You have dealt 1 damage to the target.]


  [You have dealt 1...]


  [The Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has emitted flames. It deals 5,000 fixed fire damage to the target.]


  The Enlightenment Sword had ‘a certain chance to release large flames with every attack.’ Based on Grid’s experience, the probability was around 30%. As the number of attacks increased, the probability of releasing flames would increase exponentially.


  It had a very good compatible with the Alex's Quick Gloves which raised Grid’s basic attack speed.


  The power was very low compared to the black flames and it was often useless against enemies with high fire resistance because it had a pure fire attribute. But it was useful in situations like now. It was sometimes more capable that the black flames which was separated as physical attacks.


  ‘There are many item options remaining.’


  A huge smile! Wasn’t this huge luck? Grid smiled as he saw that his intelligence stat had increased by 12 points and ascended to the 16th floor. Grid was able to handle all the guardians while climbing up here and didn’t feel any great tension. Of course, this didn’t mean he wasn’t vigilant.


  ‘Isn’t this different?’


  Snap!


  He opened the door to the 16th floor without a hitch and looked at the features of the waiting guardian. The physique was very small. It was the level of a normal adult male so there wasn’t any big pressure. However, it was less likely for monsters on the higher floors to be weaker than monsters on the lower floor. It was ridiculous to judge the outward appearance.


  ‘It reminds me of Braham’s golems...’


  He recalled the golem invasion of Reinhardt years ago. The humanoid golems with small physiques had caused the most casualties. Their strength that was incomparable to ordinary golems was still vivid in his memories.


  ‘Doesn’t this golem look similar? Am I mistaken?’


  [Lilith Guardian]


  Grid looked at the name and appearance of the monster before trying to grasp the type of metal that the body was made out of.


  “Kuk!”


  He reflexively raised his sword. It was because the guardian narrowed the distance with footwork reminiscent of Yangban Garam’s Shunpo and suddenly appeared in front of Grid’s nose.


  Peeeeeong!


  Shockwaves occurred the moment the Enlightenment Sword collided with the guardian’s fist. One of the inner walls and a part of the ceiling collapsed. Grid ignored the rain of stones and fought back, hitting the guardian before using the moment to raise his sword. He linked attacks without stopping. He judged that the act of opening the distance against the guardian would be bad. Grid kept wielding the sword and didn’t give the guardian a break.


  Kaang! Kakakang!


  Every time Grid hit the guardian, it suffered one damage. Like the previous guardians, this one was resistant to physical attacks. There was no defense against a man who cut and stabbed and who wasn’t afraid of being hit. It punched with its right fist when Grid slashed and responded with a left fist when Grid stabbed in the centre.


  [You have suffered 1,900 damage.]


  [You have suffered 1,780 damage.]


  [You have suffered 1,910 damage.]


  The damage that Grid received accumulated. Despite the outward appearance, Grid was being one-sidedly struck. Yet he wasn’t irritated and waited for the release of the flames.


  Peeng!


  Finally, the Enlightenment Sword burned red.


  However.


  [You have dealt 1,660 damage to the target!]


  'What? Why is its fire resistance so high?'


  The guardian’s health gauge only got a small scratch. The total health was also high. It was difficult to tell how long it would take to die if Grid only relied on the release of flames that dealt a small amount of damage. Maybe Grid’s stamina would be depleted quicker than it took for the guardian to die.


  Jjeejeeeong!


  The guardian ignored the Enlightenment Sword, jumped into the air and kicked out. Grid’s vision filled with the crumbling ceiling as he flew back.


  And.


  “Yohohoho... Is it hard to hold on?"


  Goldhit on the 80th floor clearly saw Grid’s shaky eyes.


  In fact, at first she had chills. She had been amazed beyond admiration when she saw Grid respond to the guardian’s first space jump using the magic Blink. She knew that Pagma's Descendant was a blacksmith and swordsman. She never dreamt that Grid would show such strength and agility.


  Yes, Grid was much more outstanding than rumoured. Maybe the empire had underestimated him.


  ‘But.’


  Resistance was a factor that neutralized strength. In order for Grid to defeat the guardian with excellent fire resistance, he had to discard the sword and bring out magic. Goldhit’s expectations reached the peak. She hoped that Grid in the crystal ball would used the enhancement magic she wanted. She still didn’t know. Grid was an expert at destroying common sense.


  ***


  Peok!


  Kwajajak!


  ‘It isn’t painful.’


  Grid desperately felt Khan’s presence every time he was hit by the guardians’ punches and kicks. It was because the work Khan left behind was protecting Grid. Valhalla emitted a little bit of smoke every time the guardian hit Grid. Only Grid knew what it was the precursor of.


  Chukakakakak!


  Peeng!


  Grid cut at the guardian’s chest while accumulating minor damage and smiled.


  Jeeeeeong!


  The guardian’s fist firmly hit him. At the same time. The guardian’s fist hit Grid’s arm and green smoke emerged from the armour. It was now a fog.


  “This...!”


  Goldhit, who had been watching closely in order to not miss the moment when Grid used magic, was shocked and stood up. She noticed it. The identity of this fog was poison!


  Shaaaaah-


  It was the poison that Kyleo had completed after many experiments. The powerful poison that was hard to resist filled the 16th floor. It was an option attached to Khan’s armour. The lilith guardian suddenly lost its destructive momentum. The guardian couldn’t resist the poison. Not only did its health drop, its movements also became dull. The unidentified metals that made up the body quickly rusted.


  “This is ridiculous!”


  He had a powerful magic armour as well as the magic weapon? It even caused reflective damage? Goldhit was nervous as Grid quickly cleared the 16th, 17th and 18th floors with the help of the armour. He was now entering the 19th floor. It was the last gateway. If Grid broke through the 19th floor, he could reach the 20th floor.


  In the end.


  -Expand the gateways by 10 more!


  Goldhit’s urgent voice rang in the minds of the magicians of the tower. Her disciples were upset.


  -Aren’t you giving an outsider too many benefits?


  -Master, the internal backlash will be great.


  The essence of knowledge that was obtained every time the tower was climbed was incredible large. Therefore, climbing the tower had great meaning. The magicians of the Tower of Eternity studied in order to qualify to climb the tower. Yet Goldhit was giving preferential treatment to the outsider Grid.


  Goldhit asked the worried disciples.


  -How many people can climb the tower even if they qualify? This is a trial, not preferential treatment. No matter how much I increase the gateways, it will be pointless if Grid fails. And Grid...


  He was rising. He kept continuing! Even without magic!


  “Dammit...!”


  Goldhit had been blocked by a wall for decades. The lack of development meant the past few years of Goldhit’s life was hell. Her only hope was Grid. However, the problem was that Grid wasn’t a person who could be predicted.


  [Grid is on the 24th floor.]


  [Grid is on the 25th floor.]


  [Grid is on the 26th...]


  …….


  …….


  "...No, he still isn’t using magic?”


  Who could imagine that the strongest magician on the continent would be sulking like a child? Even Grid couldn’t imagine despite him making Goldhit like this.


  [A new gateway has opened. Please challenge up to the 40th floor!]


  “Is this heaven?”


  The gateways kept being generated and he kept getting rewards! Grid had secured 40 intelligence in just three hours. The smile couldn’t disappear from his face. He was extremely happy.




  Chapter 801


  ‘This can’t continue.’


  Goldhit anxiously watched Grid and made a hard decision after deliberating for quite some time.


  'I have to release the lightning god.’


  The lightning god, powered by the huge thunder stone discovered in the northwest forest of Titan 15 years ago, was a guardian that was the culmination of Goldhit’s knowledge, magic, and a huge amount of funding and manpower. Like the other guardians in the Tower of Eternity, it had basic resistance to physical attacks and also combined a magician’s magic power with the brute force of a solo number knight.


  While it could only operate within the parameters of the Tower of Eternity, it was the strongest weapon that could advance the empire’s ‘Pioneer the East Continent’ project if its mass production project succeeded. In fact, Emperor Juander had huge expectations for the lightning god.


  Goldhit opened the lid of the device powered by the thunder stone, awakening the lightning god.


  “Never.” Goldhit gave an order, “You should never kill him.”


  ***


  A guardian didn’t show up on the 32nd floor, just like what happened the 21st floor. Bookshelves crammed with books filled the endless space, and magicians sitting around in various places were indulging themselves in knowledge through them.


  ‘Is there a magic that can arbitrarily adjust the size of the space?’


  The Tower of Eternity had different dimensions for each floor. Some floors were hard to measure, like the 32nd floor, while some floors were less than 300 square meters. The inner structure of the Tower of Eternity couldn’t be imagined just from observing its exterior. The building was so vast that Grid felt that he was exploring another world.


  "Overgeared King, I will guide you.”


  The stairs to the next floor couldn’t be seen anywhere? A magician approached Grid while he was looking for the way to go. Grid soon arrived on the 33th floor, thanks to his guide.


  ‘From here on out, it is real.’


  From the 33rd floor on, the compensation for climbing a floor increased: instead of two, Grid’s intelligence rose by three each time he climbed a floor. If he could keep up this momentum and reach the 80th floor, it wouldn’t be much longer before he could learn Fireball.


  Grid was busy thinking.


  Creak.


  He opened the door and came across a guardian in a form he hadn’t seen before. A humanoid guardian, with a body covered in gold. Its red eyes, pointed chin, and three horns were all threatening. The most striking feature of the guardian before him was the electric current that danced across the humanoid body. The pale blue light of the electricity intermittently flashed in and out as the dust in the atmosphere was burned away.


  Step.


  The lightning god, the humanoid guardian that caused minor explosions with the lightning around it. It looked just as threatening as the name.


  Step.


  Taking one or two steps towards Grid, the Guardian narrowed the distance between them in an instant. The outstretched hand wrapped around Grid’s head and slammed it into the ground.


  Kwaaaaang!


  “Kuk...!”


  It was even faster than the lilith guardian! Grid couldn’t respond to the unpredictable speed and groaned on the floor, suffering a total of 4,230 damage. More than half the damage was lightning damage.


  “God Hands!”


  Grid had been fighting with his own strength the whole time, and shouted for the first time in the fight. The four God Hands appeared in response to the call, wielding Mjolnir. It didn’t reach, however, due to the lightning god’s magic. When one of its horns shone blue, an electrical barrier was created that enveloped its whole body, demonstrating the power to block physical attacks. The hands that hit the electricity barrier stiffened at the same time. The electric barrier wasn’t just protective, it also had the ability to reflect damage that it received.


  Kwaaaaang!


  Grid’s face was buried in the ground. Swinging his sword behind him, flames were released, hitting the lightning god’s arm. In fact, they were the black flames that were considered as a physical attack. The lightning god wasn’t damaged, just like the other guardians.


  Grid wielded his sword again until finally, the flames emission was activated. Grid was able to escape from the lightning god’s hands and started a counterattack.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link!”


  Grid used the fast attack speed to release flames several times.


  [You have dealt 4,100 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 4,100...]


  [You have dealt 4,100...]


  ....


  ...


  It was said that there was no perfect existence. The lightning god overwhelmed the lilith guardian in all aspects: from speed, to destructive power, to magic. However, it had relatively ordinary fire resistance.


  Only.


  ‘Its health is high.’


  The lightning god’s health gauge was still high, despite being hit by 10 or more fire emissions. This wasn’t due to the lightning god’s fire resistance, but to the limit of the fire’s basic damage. The lightning god spread its legs apart and let out a roar.


  Grid saw it open its firmly closed mouth and remembered the boss monster he encountered before the golems had invaded Reinhardt. He knew it. Magic power started to concentrate in the mouth of the lightning god. The mass of golden magic power would soon be shot at Grid.


  This was its goal? Grid judged that the difficulty was different from the past and performed a sword dance. The lightning god released the magic power, which shot out in a straight line towards Grid. Goldhit was convinced after seeing this through the crystal ball.


  ‘Now Grid will use magic.’


  Grid’s skills were much higher than previously rumored, but it wasn’t enough to deal with the lightning god. The destructive power of the lightning god, which combined the magic power of a magician and the strength of a solo number knight, was overwhelming.


  “Don’t delay any more and show me the enhanced magic...!” Goldhit shouted excitedly.


  She overlooked one fact in her zealousness, however. While it was true that the lightning god combined the magic power of a magician and the strength of a solo number knight, it didn’t have the ability to use a variety of spells like a great magician.


  “Revolve.” 


  Not only that, the lightning god didn’t have the excellent swordsmanship of a solo number knight, meaning that it fell behind in techniques. To a veteran like Grid, who had fought against all kinds of legends, including the Undefeated King, the lightning god was just a child with great strength.


  Grid counterattacked with Revolve and returned the attack back to the lightning god. The lightning god didn’t have the skill to cope with the technique that exceeded its speed.


  “Noe!”


  “Nyaaaaong! It is finally this body’s turn!”


  As the level of Grid’s opponents increased, Noe had fewer and fewer opportunities to play an active role. The recent enemies didn’t even allow Noe to get close, meaning the power of Soul Ingestion couldn’t be used.


  “Nyahahat! Look at the greatness of the best demonic beast of hell!”


  The lightning god was different. According to its input data, the lightning god didn’t bother to be cautious of a ‘cat.’ It had suffered a great deal of damage due to Grid’s counterattack, and ignored the approaching cat. It concentrated only on Grid.


  The result? Noe’s wide mouth opened and swallowed the lightning god. Soul Ingestion was triggered.


  [The memphis Noe has taken half the power of the magic weapon ‘Lightning God.’]


  [Your intelligence will increase by 3,113 for 3 seconds!]


  [You have understood the knowledge and magic of Braham.]


  [The skill Fireball (Enhanced) can be used.]


  [The skill Dark Cutter (Enhanced) can be used.]


  [The skill Chain Lightning (Enhanced) can be used.]


  [The skill Enchant Weapon (Enhanced) can be used.]


  [The skill Decoy (Enhanced) can be used.]


  [The skill Ice Spear (Enhanced) can be used.]


  [The skill Mana Jamming (Enhanced) can be used.]


  If the foolish Grid acquired a variety of magic, they wouldn’t work properly, and would just cause confusion instead. Braham left behind magic that he judged as necessary for Grid. In fact, Grid only now realized that as his intelligence rose, Braham’s knowledge flowed into his head and he could grasp it.


  "Decoy.”


  A bird-shaped mass of mana was summoned.


  Flap.


  The bird flapped its wings and flew to the ceiling. The lightning god escaped from Noe’s mouth and chased the bird with its eyes. The lightning god entered the mouth of a cat that it didn’t take seriously. It wasn’t aware of its weakened state, but it was attracted by the decoy. It was only for a moment.


  “Mana Jamming.”


  Except for Grid’s mana, all of the mana in the area became confused. The mana in the air scattered, the lightning god’s mana reversed and stopped. The moment that it fell towards the ground.


  “Ice Spear.”


  A sharp spear of ice that was two metres long was created by Grid’s side. It was shockingly beautiful.


  [Ice Spear (Enhanced) Lv. 1]


  Deals 10,000 fixed damage and additional damage in proportion to your intelligence. Ignores the magic resistance of the target.


  The target that is hit will be subjected to the ‘frozen’ state. The target that is frozen will receive two times the damage from an additional ice spear.


  Mana Consumption: 2,500


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 minute.


  The target of the ice spear was obvious.


  Kuuong!


  The lightning god crashed to the ground.


  Puk!


  [You have dealt 23,900 damage to the target!]


  A giant ice spear pierced its back and it was temporarily paralyzed. The wounded area was frozen. It wriggled around. The transparent ice spears appeared and multiplied. From the moment he used Decoy, Grid also used Alarm + Ice Spear.


  Puk!


  The lightning god’s health plummeted as it was pierced, frozen, broken, pierced, frozen, broken, etc. Goldhit’s face became pale as she watched the scene before her. She couldn’t help being nervous at the thought of losing the lightning god, which she had spent nine years developing and producing.


  However, there was a bigger problem.


  “I-I can’t understand...”


  Goldhit couldn’t get a single hint about the enhanced magic like she wanted. Goldhit realized. The reason that she couldn’t receive the enhanced magic was because Braham was transcendent, not because she was ignorant. 


  There was one questionable part. Grid must be a genius to have inherited Braham’s magic.


  “Grid...! You are a perfect existence...!!”


  It was the moment when the best magician on the continent respected and envied Grid. And...


  “Haaaack! Too delicious nyong!” Noe became really excited and ate the remnants of the lightning god.


  At the same time, in the imperial palace.


  “Kuk...! Kuaaah...!”


  First Knight Mercedes was trying to appeal to lift her suspension.


  "Kuaaaaack!” Gyuratan screamed.


  The destruction of the lightning god damaged the thunder stone that was situated on the top floor of the Tower of Eternity.


  “Your Majesty!”


  Mercedes knew Gyuratan’s true identity and paled. She moved earlier than anyone else. Despite the fact that she wasn’t allowed to equip her swords and armor, she threw herself to the emperor’s side to protect him.


  “Kuhuk...! Huhuhu!”


  Gyuratan no longer hid his demonic energy.


  Mercedes and Gyuratan were bewildered. They never expected the situation to change so rapidly!




  Chapter 802


  “Unbelievable…!”


  It wasn’t Goldhit’s exclamation. She had gotten a shock when she lost the lightning god and was now in a stunned state. No, it was Grid who made the surprised sound after Noe absorbed the remnants of the lightning god. Grid had no choice but to be surprised.


  [The memphis Noe has taken half the power of the magic weapon ‘Lightning God.’]


  [Your intelligence will increase by 3,113 for 3 seconds!]


  [The memphis Noe has taken half the power of the magic weapon ‘Lightning God.’]


  [Your intelligence will increase by 3,113 for 3...]


  [The memphis Noe has taken half the power of the magic weapon...]


  ......


  ......


  It was due to the notification windows that kept rising up as Noe swallowed the lightning god. That’s right. Noe was a predator. As the aggro of the lightning god was drawn by Grid and his magic, Noe had been hanging onto its leg and eating. Thanks to this, the durations of Soul Ingestion and Soul Transference were constantly updated, and Grid could maintain his transcendent power.


  ‘This is the first time.’


  [Soul Ingestion Lv. 1]


  [Has the ability to take away half of the target’s highest stats and transfer it to your master.


  Skill Cooldown Time: Your own decision.]


  [Scratch Lv. 1]


  [Your paws will attack and poison the target.


  Skill Cooldown Time: Whenever you like.]


  These were the descriptions of Noe’s skills. They were simple but fraudulent. Grid was the only one who knew that Noe had no cooldown for his active skills. This was why he was the best demonic beast of hell that even great demons loved. However, Grid had never been able to sense Noe’s fraudulent ability. There had been rare times when Noe continuously used Scratch. However, there was never a single instance of continuously using Soul Ingestion. Therefore...


  ‘I forgot.’


  The fact that Noe had no cooldown on his skills had been completely erased from Grid’s mind.


  Lick lick!


  “...”


  Noe was eating deliciously. His chubby butt moved from side to side as he chewed on the remnants of the lightning god with wet eyes. He was so pleased that he was even shedding tears. Grid made a hypothesis, ‘The reason why Noe didn’t continuously use Soul Ingestion...’


  Was it because the targets Noe ate so far hadn’t suited his taste?


  ‘That’s why he ate in moderation? Ah, it can’t be.’


  Grid was shaking when he heard Noe’s voice.


  “Master! Too delicious, nyong! I can keep going even if I’m full!”


  “...”


  The hypothesis seemed to fit. Grid sighed. He was very sad. When Grid was in danger, this selfish cat had acted less often because the food wasn’t delicious?


  “A beast is a beast...”


  A beast was only faithful to their instincts!


  Tsk tsk. Grid clicked his tongue and searched the area in case the lightning god had dropped any items. He was also faithful to the animalistic instinct of greed. Unfortunately, the lightning god hadn’t dropped any items. The only thing left was the body. It was the same as the previous guardians.


  “They should at least give me something.” 


  Grid’s gratitude for the intelligence he acquired every time he cleared a new floor was already being diluted. The greedy Grid was now hoping for more. Did he read his master’s mind?


  “Nyang...! Nyaaaaong!” Out of nowhere, Noe stood up on his hind feet. Then he moved his front paws from left to right like a bear, roaring in a threatening manner.


  ...Perhaps 100 out of 100 people would say that it was cute. However, something serious was happening to Noe.


  “W-What? What happened?”


  Was his stomach upset from eating like a pig? Grid rushed to Noe with worry and stroked Noe’s protruding belly. “Do you think your stomach will burst? Do you want to puke?”


  “Nyaaaaong!” Noe shook his head. It was a strong denial.


  Grid saw the pink soles of Noe’s feet and asked again, “Then what are you doing all of a sudden? Did you go crazy?”


  “Kyaong! I am the best demonic beast of hell! Master is the crazy person, nyong!”


  “...”


  Was this a rebellion? Grid was confused by Noe’s actions and retreated backward. There was a flash around Noe’s body! It was a brilliant and intense light. It hurt Grid’s eyes, and he was forced to turn his head away.


  ‘What...?’


  It didn’t take long for the light to gradually lose its momentum. Grid confirmed it and looked at Noe. Then he got a shock. “N-Noe!!”


  “Nya...! Nyaaaaong!”


  Like a pooing baby, Noe’s legs were up, and he was screaming. He was changing. Noe’s black fur began to brighten while the small horns on his forehead split into two.


  “Nyaaaaong!” Noe let out a strong roar that was different from the past. His now longer and brighter fur turned golden, and his head became slightly more rounded. Noe’s white horns had been split in two and were now smaller than before. The change was easily expressed.


  “...Why have you become cuter?”


  That’s right. Noe’s transformation made him even cuter and more lovable. It wasn’t an exaggeration to call him beautiful. He was a perfect pet that anyone would want to have. Noe seemed to be a species that had improved over several generations to meet humanity’s sense of beauty.


  It was difficult to call him a ‘demonic beast’ of hell. Perhaps it was a deterioration? Was Noe’s body worsened after overeating? 


  Grid was wrapped in anxiety. Then he noticed something strange. There were sparks flying around Noe’s body. They were like the sparks that had wrapped around the lightning god. Then a notification window popped up.


  [The memphis ‘Noe’ has succeeded in the evolution!]


  [Name: Noe


  Species: Memphis


  Level: 1 (0/10,000)


  Affinity: 100/100


  Health: 10,000/10,000


  Physical Attack Power: 160  


  Magic Attack Power: 160


  Defense: 160  


  Magic Resistance: 160


  Attribute: Dark, Lightning


  Status: Narcissistic


  (I will further develop, nyang! I will make myself stronger like the best demonic beast of hell! Nyahahahat!!)


  Skills: Fluidization (S), Scratch (S), Soul Ingestion (SSS), Lightning Discharge!! (SSS)]


  [Discharge!! Lv. 1]


  [The electricity will be turned on when something other than your master approaches. Attacks up to 10 enemies with 10 times the magic damage, and there is a very high chance of causing electrical shock.


  Cooldown Time: None]


  “...”


  It was an enormous evolution. Noe’s stats were now overwhelmingly high compared to when Grid first got him. They were three to six times higher. Yes, compared to when he first got Noe... Compared to level 1...


  “Nyahahat! Master! Isn’t this body cool, nyong? It is enough to be captivated!” Noe was filled with pride. He licked his chest fur with a short red tongue.


  The temples of the silent Grid twitched. “...Is this a joke?”


  “Nyang?”


  “Why…? Why?! Why did you reset to level 1?”


  This was an excuse, but he had gotten the Overgeared Skeletons so late that it was hard to level them up. The enemies that Grid faced were too strong for the Overgeared Skeletons. In order to train the Overgeared Skeletons, he would have to move to a novice hunting area, but Grid didn’t have enough time for this.


  However, Noe was different. Noe had been with Grid from early on, and they had grown together. Recently, Noe’s level had reached as high as level 300. Now, it had been reset to level 1. The thousands in stat points had fallen to hundreds, making it an obvious deterioration.


  Of course, Noe’s potential was much higher now. However, Grid couldn’t help thinking that the past few years had been in vain. Grid couldn’t understand the terrible reality and mourned for the loss.


  “It’s okay, Master. Feed me a lot of delicious food like today, and I will quickly become stronger again. Cheer up, nyong. Treat me to delicious food!”


  “...Delicious like today?”


  Grid suddenly recalled the information of a mineral.


  [Thunder Stone]


  [A mineral that is produced only when the great demon, Astaroth, is present in the human world.


  The lightning attribute can be given to an item, and it is also good for feeding to demonic beasts.


  The demonic beast will be very pleased when fed.


  Weight: 5]


  “...”


  A few years ago, Grid fought with Prince Ren of the Eternal Kingdom. Grid had defeated Eternal’s first archer Ferrel and won the Thunder Bow. The Thunder Bow was a solid weapon passed down through Ferrel’s family. However, it then met Grid, and Grid had disassembled it without caring. As a result, he obtained three thunder stones.


  The description of the mineral said that ‘demonic beasts’ would like it, but Grid had never thought of feeding the thunder stones to Noe. That was natural. It wasn’t a question of affection but an extremely normal attitude. Who in the world would throw away a precious mineral that was only produced when a great demon appeared in the world?


  ...Especially to an animal that was quick to die.


  ‘...No, Nyangmong would do it. Ah?’


  Something flashed in Grid’s head. The thunder stone was a symbol of Astaroth’s emergence, and it was here in the empire.


  “Then Gyuratan is...”


  ...Astaroth. Grid had a poor mind and came to this conclusion late.


  ‘Dispose of the thunder stone.’


  Grid knew from his past experience with Hell Gao that destroying the thunder stone located at the top of the magic tower would weaken Gyuratan’s power, and weakening Gyuratan was a sure way to save Mercedes from her crisis.


  “Noe! Come eat!”


  “Nyang?”


  There was no hesitation once his purpose was clear. Grid immediately ran to the staircase leading upstairs. There was someone waiting for him.


  “I am pleased to see the Overgeared King.”


  It was a child, a young girl who looked four or five years old. Grid identified the name of the girl who greeted him politely and was shocked. “Goldhit...?”


  Magician king… The identity of the strongest magician right now was a little girl? Grid felt something beyond confusion.


  At this moment, there were people even more confused than Grid at the imperial palace...


  “Demonkin...? How dare a mere demonkin break into the palace!”


  ‘Kuk...! Why are those greedy magicians messing around with the thunder stone?’ It was Gyuratan, the Great Demon Astaroth. As his identity was revealed, Mercedes accepted this moment as a chance, though she still didn’t know that it was caused by Grid.


  However, a big chance was accompanied by great danger. Mercedes wasn’t wearing armor or holding a weapon, so she couldn’t withstand Gyuratan’s assault. Gyuratan blew away the knights and cut at Mercedes’ chest.


  “Mercedes?” The emperor uttered.


  He had persecuted her, yet she was defending him? The emperor’s eyes shook as blood filled his vision.




  Chapter 803


  “Kid.”


  The girl on the stairs was really small and didn’t even reach Grid’s waist. Grid couldn’t accept the name that floated above the girl’s head. Goldhit? It was ridiculous that this girl could be the magician king.


  “What is your name? Why are you in a place like this? Where did your parents go?”


  The girl made a guileless expression. Simultaneously, laughter emerged from her that was far from innocent. It was reminiscent of an old lady’s laugh. “Yohoho... I am Goldhit. Some people call me the magician king.”


  “...Is this real?” Grid could no longer deny reality and his mouth dropped open. Where was the appearance of the old woman who was over 120 years old? Even the elves, famous for their longevity, wouldn’t look like this. Grid regained his spirit and asked, “Is this due to magic?”


  Goldhit nodded with her plaited red hair moving cutely. “Correct. Magic is an area that creates miracles. I have been constantly trying to obtain the ultimate miracle, and as a result, I look like this now. Yohohoho.”


  He should’ve noticed from the name ‘Tower of Eternity.’ Grid immediately realized what was the ‘ultimate miracle’ that Goldhit wanted.


  ‘Eternal life...’


  However, it went against providence. Grid bet that Goldhit had been pointed at and reprimanded by countless people for all sorts of reasons. Yet Grid didn’t reproach her. After all, didn’t Grid want Khan to have eternal life, and wasn’t he afraid of Irene’s death? Grid understood Goldhit’s wish.


  “Amazing. Using magic to regain youth...”


  Goldhit was indeed worthy of being called the magician king. While Grid was admiring her, Goldhit made a subtle expression. “Your Majesty, did you interpret it as regaining youth? Yohoho... You are really pure, unlike what I expected.”


  “...?”


  They were meaningful words. If Goldhit hadn’t regained her youth, then how did she look like she did now? Anxiety settled in his heart as Grid felt a strange incongruity. He felt a sense of rejection toward Goldhit. However, Goldhit didn’t give him a chance to think too deeply. “I want to thank you for answering my invitation. It is an honor to be able to host the best hero of our time.”


  Her tone didn’t match her appearance. She was even standing with her hands behind her back. It seemed that she couldn’t abandon the habits of the old.


  “Why did you invite me?” Grid asked bluntly. In fact, Grid didn’t like Goldhit’s emergence as the hidden quest had ended with it.


  ‘If I had continued with the quest, my intelligence could’ve reached 2,000 points.’


  It was possible based on the progress of the quest and the increase in intelligence given. So, it was disappointing for Grid since he could obtain Fireball (Enhanced) the moment his intelligence exceeded 2,500. Then Goldhit made a shocking suggestion, “Can you take me as your disciple?”


  “...??”


  The magician king wanted to be his disciple? Grid doubted his ears. “The best magician on the continent wants to learn blacksmithing?”


  “No, that is impossible.”


  Indeed, he wasn’t mistaken.


  ‘I heard wrong.’


  He had been straining himself since Khan’s death, so he was weary. Should he start taking energy supplements? Grid looked seriously worried about himself. Meanwhile, Goldhit added, “I want to learn magic, not blacksmithing.”


  “What?” Grid’s expression distorted. “Did you invite me here to joke around?”


  The best magician on the continent wanted a blacksmith to teach her magic? It was a joke that even an elementary school student wouldn’t make.


  ‘Has her brain become younger?’ Grid clicked his tongue, not hiding his displeasure. He was the Overgeared King and didn’t like Goldhit joking around with him. It was like she was ignoring the Overgeared Kingdom.


  Goldhit spoke to the displeased Grid with a gentle expression, “Don’t be offended. I’m serious. I want to receive Braham’s enhanced magic from Your Majesty.”


  “...?” Grid was startled. The name ‘Braham’ had unexpectedly emerged from Goldhit’s mouth.


  ‘How?’


  Additionally, how did she know that he had learned Braham’s magic? Then Grid noticed his mistake.


  ‘Was she watching when I fought the lightning god?’


  His opponent was the magician king. The system recognized her as a ‘powerhouse of the time.’ She wasn’t a legend but she could someday become one. If she was that type of person, it was possible for her to see the origin of the magic that Grid had used on the lightning god.


  “Of course, I’m not simply asking. If Your Majesty teaches me magic, you will get something in return.” A cheerful smile appeared on Goldhit’s face. With ruddy skin, freckles, red hair, and round eyes, she was a really lovely girl... At least, when it came to appearance.


  “What can I get? What will you do for me if I agree?”


  “I have protected the empire through three generations of emperors. It means I am an important person in the empire. I have accumulated enormous wealth and power thanks to my abilities and the halo of the empire.”


  “...”


  “It is almost almighty. If you want anything, just tell me. I will listen to any request from you. Yohohoho.” It was an irresistible temptation. Goldhit was certain of this.


  “The thunder stone,” Grid said what he wanted. “The stone that is on the roof of your tower. Give it to me.”


  “...That is a bit too much to ask.” Goldhit frowned for the first time. “You truly are a legendary blacksmith. You know about the thunder stone.”


  “It is impossible for me to not know.”


  “Then don’t you know that it is an impossible request? The value of the thunder stone is incomparable to anything in the world. It can’t be obtained unless a great demon descends...”


  “You know.” Grid cut Goldhit off. “You know that the thunder stone is closely related to a great demon and yet you left it like that without disposing of it? Don’t you know what a great demon can do?”


  "The thunder stone is the symbol of Astaroth, one of the great demons who lost his flesh due to Muller and is disqualified from being a great demon. How can he be a big threat?”


  “...”


  “The thunder stone has enormous magic power. It is a great help to the development of magic and weapons. How can I dispose of such a precious treasure just because of a weakened great demon?”


  “Hat!” Grid burst out laughing. Weakened great demon? What would happen if it became known that Astaroth had been playing in the empire for the past decade? One thing was clear. Goldhit’s reputation would nosedive, and her presence in the empire would weaken.


  An alarm sounded all over the tower the moment Grid was feeling convinced of this. The magician Raji hurriedly ran over. “Master! Something is happening in the imperial palace!”


  “I know.” Goldhit reached out into the air. Then a space similar to the players’ inventory was created, and a white robe popped out. Goldhit put on the robe and looked at Grid. “I have to delay this story for a while.”


  ‘Yes, go.’ He would smash the thunder stone in the period of time when she wasn’t here. Grid was convinced that the disturbance in the imperial palace was linked to Gyuratan. Goldhit read Grid’s intentions but didn’t feel uneasy. “Stop any silly talk. Nobody can access the thunder stone without my permission. I’ll just get mad at you.”


  A large number of traps and five lightning gods were protecting the thunder stone. It was a thorough defense that not even Astaroth could get through.


  “I will go and come back. I will solve the problem so that my precious guest won’t wait long. Yohohoho...” Goldhit laughed bizarrely, and the small body in white robes disappeared. Grid waited for her to disappear from view and headed straight upstairs. His destination was naturally the top of the tower. He planned to destroy the thunder stone for Mercedes’ safety and then pick up the wreckage.


  However, how could it be that easy? On the next floor, Grid faced a maze. It was a huge and complicated maze, and he couldn’t see a way out. A magician came up to him and said, “Goldhit has asked me to take care of Your Majesty. Now, let's go down. I will serve you respectfully.”


  “Can’t I go up?” Grid refused the friendly magician’s offer.


  In turn, the magician scoffed, “The Tower of Eternity isn’t a place that any dog or cattle can climb.”


  “I can’t see anything with my eyes. Are you a dog?”


  “...”


  To think that the king of the Overgeared Kingdom and the peak of two billion users was being called a dog or cattle? There was no reason for Grid to endure his anger. He eagerly pulled out the Enlightenment Sword, consuming the fighting energy that had risen during his encounter with Goldhit.


  “100,000 Army.”


  “...?”


  “Massacre Sword.”


  “...!!”


  Peng!


  Kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa kwa!


  The red and purple energy blades penetrated the maze in a straight line. From there, the maze started to collapse, and an explosion occurred in a corner of the Tower of Eternity which had been firmly in place for ages. There was now a small hole in the high tower.


  “W-What...?”


  Did Grid just blow up a magic trap with force? Furthermore, did he call out 100,000 Army Massacre Sword? It was then that the magician discovered Grid’s identity. “T-The Undefeated King’s descend... Keok!”


  However, the current Grid wasn’t lax. He didn’t hesitate to kill the eyewitness and climbed to the next floor.


  ***


  “Uh...!” Mercedes’ scream resonated in the hall. As a matter of fact, Gyuratan had been aiming at Mercedes, not the emperor, from the beginning. It was because he knew that Bain would come out when he reached the emperor. It also meant that Bain wouldn’t act unless the emperor was being aimed at.


  “Sir Mercedes!” The knights heard the turmoil and were aghast. They roared angrily and came to rescue her from Astaroth.


  “Don’t move if you want this woman to live.” Gyuratan was holding Mercedes by the neck. She was poisoned by the demonic energy that entered her body through the sword cut.


  The knights were stunned while the emperor gave an imperial order, “First Knight, I will allow you to be armed.”


  Simultaneously...


  “Sir Mercedes!” Two quick-witted knights threw their swords toward Mercedes.


  Seokeok!


  Two flashes of lights gleamed around Gyuratan’s body. “Kuk...!”


  They were truly agile movements. Gyuratan trembled as he let go of Mercedes. Mercedes stood before the emperor and tore at the bottom of her blood-stained dress to allow for easier movement. She faced Gyuratan and opened her mouth, “12 years ago, you committed the sin of killing the Red Knights and their families who devoted themselves to the empire.”


  “...”


  “You have committed the sin of deceiving His Majesty and the empire’s people.”


  “...”


  The reception hall was tense. Gyuratan was dumbfounded while Mercedes was crying.


  “...You have committed the sin of placing a stigma on Piaro. I will never forgive you,” Mercedes declared with no fear in her eyes.


  Justice would destroy evil.




  Chapter 804


  Gyuratan was forced to defend against a sword that struck like a lightning bolt and a sword that stung like a bee. Gyuratan’s armor was pierced, and he coughed up blood. Mercedes didn’t give him time to have a break. In front of her dual swords, Gyuratan’s hands and feet were tied up.


  ‘To a human...!’


  “Two Storms.”


  Peng!


  Pepepepeng!


  The swords increased in speed. Mercedes’ unique technique, which took advantage of sword energy, assaulted Gyuratan. She attacked and then backed away to a distance of three meters before repeating it. As she wielded her swords, her strikes were light enough to be fast and clean.


  “Kuk...!” A groan emerged from Gyuratan’s mouth as he defended himself against the swords. It was hard for him to cope with Mercedes’ anomalous attacks where the attack distance changed in real time. The fight would be up to here.


  ‘Indeed!’


  Things were flowing as everyone expected. The strength of the Fourth Knight was special since he protected the Red Knights. However, the First Knight was the peak of the Red Knights. The Fourth Knight couldn’t be stronger than the First Knight. Mercedes’ victory was already decided.


  “Ahh...”


  “Sir Mercedes...!”


  The noble knight defended the emperor who had suppressed her in the past, and she also defended the honor of the old hero whom everyone had thought was corrupted. This image of Mercedes punishing Gyuratan with her bloody body was imprinted onto the knights. Some knights were so inspired that they started crying. They were happy that their object of admiration existed right beside them.


  However, this was the reason why...


  Puk!


  “...!!”


  Mercedes’ crash caused a greater impact.


  “S-Sir Mercedes!”


  Gyuratan discarded swordsmanship. He was a great demon now, not the Fourth Knight. As such, he started to counterattack, and the screams of the knights filled the hall. However, Mercedes couldn’t hear anything. Her world was calm as she was caught in the explosion Gyuratan had created.


  ‘Ah...’ Mercedes’ time flowed slowly. Lightning demonic energy rose from Gyuratan’s body like a haze. The hall filled with lightning that it couldn’t endure, and the emperor was shouting with an expression she had never seen before. Everything was slow. One second was one minute, ten minutes, one hour...


  The images of the old heroes passed through Mercedes’ mind. Knights wearing red armor… The big backs, dependable smiles, and warm teachings of those who stood at the forefront of the battlefields came to her mind. Mercedes was filled with images of the past as Gyuratan’s lightning fist flew toward her.


  “Are your eyes bad? How can that be? If you can see through them, feel free to look. There is no darkness or lies in my heart.”


  Mercedes’ innate vision… Piaro had fully accepted the cursed power which sometimes even caused fear in the parents who had given birth to her. Back then, Mercedes was still young. That’s why Mercedes had been able to keep her eyes straight, and Piaro had been able to look into them without any fear. Nevertheless...


  ‘I’m so...rry.’ Mercedes hadn’t trusted Piaro. She had given up on him due to the stigma of being a traitor. Everyone had shouted that Piaro was a traitor, and she hadn’t doubted it. ‘I was the traitor.’


  Kwaang!


  Mercedes smiled bitterly as she fell to the floor. Simultaneously, lightning demonic energy exploded around her body.


  “Sir Mercedes!”


  “You evil bastard! Stop right now!”


  The knights ran to assist Mercedes. Their eyes blazed as they poured out all types of sword techniques. However, Gyuratan’s true power was much stronger than the Gyuratan of their memories.


  “It is insulting that humans can even breathe in front of me for a moment.”


  Every time this happened, the damn face of Sword Saint Muller popped up. Gyuratan started to concentrate his lightning. Then...


  “W-What is this...?”


  The knights’ swords and armor—their whole bodies were drawn to the lightning. Resistance was futile. Just like magnets with different electrodes, Gyuratan’s lightning emitted an attraction force that the surrounding metals couldn’t deny. This was why he had suddenly won the battle against Mercedes.


  ‘The situation is bad.’ Bain’s duty was to only protect the emperor. So, he protected the emperor while thinking about why the great demon had appeared in the middle of the palace. ‘It will be difficult for even me to handle him.'


  Great Demon Astaroth… From the time that the thunder stone appeared 15 years ago, the empire had already predicted his emergence. However, it was strange. The longer the survival period of the great demon, the greater and more powerful the thunder stone became. This meant it was due to sheer greed that they were facing this current situation. However, it was also unexpected that Astaroth would be in the imperial palace.


  Bain thought for a while before urging the emperor, “Leave this place while the knights buy time.”


  The seven dukes had to govern their respective lands, and their period of stay in the palace was extremely short. They had gathered for the visit of the Overgeared King but returned to their respective estates. Currently, only the Five Pillars could be relied on. However, Bain judged that they weren’t needed. 


  It might be difficult for him to deal with Astaroth, but he thought that Goldhit could easily overpower the weakened Astaroth. The emperor thought the same. Great demon? The Overgeared King had managed to hunt one in a complete state. The Overgeared Kingdom was no match for the empire, so it was natural that the powerful empire should be able to easily hunt the weakened great demon.


  However, this situation was a problem. The emperor hesitated to leave. It was because he saw Mercedes’ collapsed form. Could she survive until Goldhit arrived? It would be tough. The emperor wanted to know the truth regarding 12 years ago and gave an order, “Bain.”


  “Yes.”


  “Save Mercedes.”


  Bain’s eyes narrowed. He didn’t know why the emperor wanted to save Mercedes when he already hated the existence of the Red Knights. However, it wasn’t Bain’s role to comment on the decision. He just needed to follow orders.


  “I understand.”


  Supaak!


  Bain disappeared from the emperor’s right side. The point where he appeared was behind Gyuratan and next to Mercedes. 


  “Bain...!” Gyuratan cried out as he was handling the knights that were dragged over by the lightning. Bain’s presence was so great that it made him wary. However, Bain pulled the ragged Mercedes into his arms and shook his head.


  “I don’t care about you,” he said briefly before trying to leave.


  “But I am interested!” Gyuratan obstructed Bain’s way. He picked up the knights like they were a ball and threw them toward Bain. Gyuratan couldn’t forgive Mercedes. His 15 years of hardships were wasted, and Mercedes was the best target to resolve his anger.


  “N...no...” 


  “Tch.”


  Bain had been about to cut at the flying ball of knights only to be stopped by Mercedes. He looked at Mercedes holding onto his wrist and took evasive action. However, the moment he was going to disappear and reappear by the emperor’s side, Gyuratan’s sword came flying.


  The sword was aiming for Mercedes in Bain’s arms. Bain moved, so he was struck in the shoulder instead as he stabbed back at Gyuratan. It was a counterattack that aimed at Gyuratan’s exposed abdomen. However, it didn’t reach. This was due to the lightning demonic energy around Gyuratan’s body. The demonic energy which had been previously pulling the metal was now pushing it away.


  Thanks to this, Bain’s sword lost momentum and stopped in the air. Bain clicked his tongue while Gyuratan wielded his sword again.


  A fierce battle raged on. Gyuratan’s swings gradually accelerated while Bain’s movements were gorgeous enough to be considered acrobatics as he used the small shields attached to his shoulders and wrists to block. Both the emperor and Bain were surprised. Astaroth was too strong to be called a weakened great demon.


  ‘Was he a high-ranking great demon before?’


  It was likely. The great demon that Grid and his allies hunted had been the lowest of the great demons. If Astaroth was a high-level great demon, then he would be stronger than Belial, despite having lost his body.


  ‘Furthermore...’ 


  The emperor noted that as more time passed, the thunder stone became stronger. Perhaps the growth of the thunder stone meant the growth of the great demon? He thought this far.


  “Isn’t Goldhit here yet?”


  The emperor was nervous. Then...


  ‘Am I too late?’ Bain felt Mercedes’ body gradually cooling down. The shadow called death was covering her. At that moment...


  Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  A meteorite fell through the ceiling of the great hall. It was Meteor Strike, a spell from the current strongest magician among humans—Goldhit. The spell was lacking compared to Meteor which summoned ‘multiple’ meteorites. Due to the level of the magic, Meteor Strike only summoned a small meteorite.


  However, the only magician who was able to use the full Meteor in human history had been Braham. Meteor was the symbol representing the great demons. It was already great for a human to be able to use Meteor Strike, and the spell was powerful enough to break through the impregnable wall.


  “Sorry, I’m late. Yohoho...” Beyond the collapsed ceiling, a girl descended from the stormy sky. Her hair fluttered as she attracted everyone’s attention. “Tsk tsk, foolish great demon. I wish you had continued living like you were.”


  It was a pity for the thunder stone. Goldhit reached toward Gyuratan who had been hit by the meteorite. Magic power that exceeded the category of a human gathered at her fingertips. However, it was useless unless the magic manifested. A black lightning strike fell from the sky and struck Goldhit. She collapsed without even being able to scream.


  Goldhit exited the moment she arrived. A lightning storm was raging, and Astaroth was gradually getting stronger. The pouring rain brought with it despair. 


  Simultaneously, in the Tower of Eternity...


  “What is this...?”


  The breakthrough was ridiculously quick compared to the Behen Archipelago. Grid soon arrived at the 79th floor and faced a huge kennel. There were young girls and boys waiting for food like they were livestock, and dirty straw was scattered all over the ground.


  “Crazy jerk...!” Grid realized why he felt strangely discomforted during his conversation with Goldhit. Yes, Goldhit hadn’t become younger. She had snatched it away.


  “Uwek!”


  How long had this taboo been happening? The horrible scene made Grid feel disgusted and nauseous. He pitied the girls and boys who looked at him with expressions that knew nothing, and he developed a hatred for Goldhit.


  There was no reason for him to hesitate now. Grid immediately moved to the next floor—the 80th floor. The glass ceiling where the thunder stone was located on the Tower of Eternity attracted Grid’s gaze.


  “Discovery.”


  “Intruder.”


  “Discovery.”


  “Repel. Repel. Repel.”


  The five lightning gods started operating. Goldhit believed the five lightning gods were the strongest weapons that could defend the thunder stone. However...


  “Divinity.”


  [Show off the virtues of a blacksmith who deserves to be praised as a god. The casting time and cooldown time of all blacksmithing skills will be removed. It is applicable up to two times.]


  “Item Combination.”


  It wasn’t enough to prevent Grid from opening the power he obtained from producing three myth rated items.




  Chapter 805


  [The heavenly gods can’t take their eyes off you. Your dignity can be compared to a god after making three sets of battle gear that even the gods will covet.]


  This was the notification window that rose when Grid made the myth rated White Tiger Sword. It was the first of the ‘special event’ that would happen every time he made three myth rated items. The reward was a skill, Divinity.


  [Divinity - Blacksmithing Version]


  [-Raises your existence to a level close to a god.


  The casting time and cooldown time of all blacksmithing skills will be removed. It can be used up to two times whenever the skill is activated.]


  Resource Consumption: None.


  Cooldown Time: 23 hours.]


  Grid thought of a number after he got this skill—18. The ‘F’ word came out. (The pronunciation of 18 in Korea sounds a lot like the F word in Korea.)


  Think about it. A blacksmith’s skills were almost always related to production. So, if Grid’s blacksmithing skill was considered an active skill like ordinary blacksmiths, then it would be possible to show the merit of Divinity by completing one item the moment the ‘production’ button was pressed. 


  However, Grid’s blacksmithing skill was passive. He didn’t have a production button. Furthermore, Pagma’s Swordsmanship was classified as a sword skill and it wasn’t affected by Divinity. This meant that the benefits Grid gained from Divinity weren’t very large. 


  Grid’s anger had skyrocketed for the first few hours.


  “Item Combination.”


  On the day that he got Divinity, Grid had controlled his mind and recalled all the skills related to blacksmithing which he had obtained from hidden pieces.


  They were Item Combination and Transformation. The skills exerted a transcendent power depending on the use. However, the cooldown time was too long for Item Transformation, and the casting and cooldown times of Item Combination were long as well. It was difficult to use them in practice.


  However, Divinity could now get rid of these shortcomings. It was a skill that removed casting and cooldown time. Grid was confident that his upgraded power was at a level close to ‘invincible.’


  [Belial’s Staff and the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires will be combined!]


  Grid usually merged items of the same type. Typically, it was a sword and a sword. Why? That was because he found it difficult to manually devise what types of items should be combined. However, it was now possible for him to depend on the Divinity system. If he used Item Combination after Divinity, the system would assemble the items with care.


  That’s why he was able to challenge it. He combined a sword and a staff, which were completely different types of items.


  Flash!


  Belial’s Staff and the Enlightenment Sword flew into the sky by themselves and merged together, accompanied by a bright and splendid light which captured everyone’s eyes. However, the lightning gods rushing toward Grid showed no response to that. After all, they were weapons with no emotions. They only wanted to get rid of Grid. Then...


  [Item Combination has been completed!]


  The staff and the sword joined together within the light and returned back to Grid’s hand. Appearance-wise, there was no major issue. The staff had become a handle with a length of two meters. The total length of the combined weapon was three meters.


  [Belial’s Staff + Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires]


  [Rating: Myth (Transcendent)


  Durability: Infinite


  Physical Attack Power: 3,490   Magic Attack Power: 2,253


  * 30% increase in intelligence.


  * 20% increase in physical attack power.


  * 40% increase in magic attack power.


  * 30% bonus fire attribute damage.


  * 30% bonus dark attribute damage.


  * 15% bonus lightning attribute damage.


  * Deals an additional 50% damage to sacred beings.


  * There is a certain probability of flames (large) being released when attacking.


  * There is a low probability of illusions being released when attacking.


  * There is a low probability of summoning a red lightning bolt when attacking.


  ★ There is a certain probability of a black flames explosion when attacking.


  * 30% increase in magic casting speed.


  * You can cast three types of magic at the same time. However, proficiency is required.


  When fire and dark magic are cast simultaneously, the magic power of each one was increased by 200%.


  * Every time a spell is cast, a shield that absorbs 5,000 damage is automatically created. Targets that strike the shield are subjected to the fear and slowed stats.


  ★ When triggered, the options such as fire emission, hallucinations, red lightning summoning, black flames explosion, and so on are considered as casting a spell.


  * 20% increase in magic critical chance. 


  * 150% increase in magic critical damage.


  * The skill ‘Enlightenment’ is generated.


  * The skill ‘Ecstasy of Desire’ is generated.


  * The skill ‘Belial’s Power’ is created.


  “...??”


  The attack power and magic damage were slightly lower than those of the individual weapons. It seemed there was a negative aspect because the sword and staff had lost the ideal balance. There was also no significant change in the option values.


  There was only one change.


  [* Every time a spell is cast, a shield that absorbs 5,000 damage is automatically created. Targets that strike the shield are subjected to the fear and slowed stats.


  ★ When triggered, the options such as fire emission, hallucinations, red lightning summoning, black flames explosion, and so on are considered as casting a spell.]


  The newly added option made the Belial’s Staff + Enlightenment Sword reach a new level of fraudulence. It was more than Grid had expected. The power of myth + myth combined...


  [The blacksmith god is very surprised. He feels jealous of a human’s skills.]


  [The other gods are laughing at the blacksmith god.]


  [Affinity with the blacksmith god has decreased by 1.]


  [If affinity with the blacksmith god reaches -10, any items made (above legendary rating) will be cursed.]


  “Ah, ****...” Grid cursed after a long time. Every time he got something new, he always felt both joy and loss. There were big profits but also a big worry. One example was when he was nerfed every time he created five legendary items.


  ‘Jealousy? Curse? What type of god is this?’


  It was a really serious situation that when he combined two myth rated items, his affinity with the blacksmith god would reduce. If Grid didn’t know how to increase the affinity, he would only get a penalty and wouldn’t be able to avoid the curse.


  “Wow, this sucks! Really annoying.”


  ‘Damn bastard!’


  The lightning gods came closer as Grid was cursing the unknown blacksmith god. However, Grid’s response was simple. He drew a full moon with the weapon he held, hitting the five lightning gods simultaneously. One was struck by flames while another was struck by a red lightning bolt. Then Grid’s body was surrounded by a translucent dark shield.


  [A shield with 5,000 health has been created due to the effect of Belial’s Shield.]


  [A shield with 5,000 health has been created due to the effect of Belial’s Shield.]


  They were overlapping shields! In the blink of an eye, Grid obtained an extra 10,000 health. The other three lightning gods, that were not exposed to the flames and electricity, counterattacked.


  [You have suffered 3,900 damage.]


  [The target you have attacked has resisted the ‘fear’ state and failed to resist the ‘slowed’ state.]


  [You have suffered 3,710 damage.]


  [The target you have attacked has resisted the ‘fear’ state and failed to resist the ‘slowed’...]


  [You have suffered 4,050 damage.]


  [The target you have attacked has resisted the ‘fear’ state...]


  Grid looked at the lightning gods losing their unique speed and was thrilled.


  ‘A scam!’


  The opponent being unaffected by the status conditions was a secondary problem. Grid just enjoyed the overlapping shield effect which didn’t consume any mana.


  ‘More in the future...!’


  Grid’s motivation boiled up. He attacked the lightning gods with the ‘spear’ which combined physical attack power and magic attack power.


  ‘I want to make more items in the future!’


  This desire lay in Grid’s heart. Grid thought about the combination of items he could actively utilize due to Divinity, and his anticipation for the infinite overgeared state he could show pierced the sky. The five lightning gods exchanged blows with Grid and gradually turned to rags, suffering damage from the magic attack power that Grid displayed.


  On the other hand, Grid was fine. The fire emission, red lightning, and black flames—the options attached to the item frequently appeared, and the shields accumulated in number. As the battle progressed, he didn’t lose any health and increased his protection instead. It went up to at least 50,000.


  “Hat..! Kuhahahahaha!” A feeling of pleasure exploded within Grid.


  It felt like he was cheating while playing the game. This was the joy of being overgeared. He was so excited that he felt like he would burst into pieces. If the lightning gods were creatures with emotions, they would complain about Grid’s absurdity.


  “Nyahahat!” Noe also had a smile on his face while he was binge eating. Every time he swallowed a piece of the thunder stone which was the core of the lightning god, Noe’s level rose quickly, and it was now close to 100. This wasn’t strange since Noe was eating five lightning gods.


  Grid shattered the head of the last lightning god. The duration of Item Combination finished, and he recovered the two separate weapons. Then he looked up at the glass ceiling. 


  “The thunder stone...”


  It was emitting massive thunderbolts. Grid stabbed it with his sword. Then...


  Kuwuong.


  The clouds covering the sky disappeared like they had been a lie, and the thunder and lightning stopped. The heavy rain subsided as well. Light returned to the world that had faded to grey.


  ***


  “...!!” Goldhit opened her eyes.


  She hurriedly raised her body and looked around, wondering if she had dreamed everything. Then Goldhit saw the scene of Gyuratan and Bain competing against each other. It wasn’t a dream.


  ‘Dammit!’


  To think she had shown such an ugly appearance to the emperor...? It was a disgrace. Goldhit was stunned because she had been so confident at first. Now, her face was flushed red. She was confused. Why hadn’t she used Teleport to get to the palace? It had been to analyze the power and techniques of the great demon.


  Goldhit had inferred that Astaroth was familiar with darkness and lightning magic. There was also the high possibility that swordsmanship was involved. Therefore, Goldhit had used magic to significantly increase her body’s defense and physical strength.


  Had that been all? After her splendid appearance, she had immediately deployed a barrier in case the great demon counterattacked. As a person who explored eternal life, Goldhit’s desire for survival was really great. Yet she had allowed an attack to hit her almost as soon as she arrived.


  Goldhit clutched her head and recalled her last memory. ‘I didn’t get hit by him.’


  Yes, the great magic that hit her body hadn’t been from Gyuratan. She winced as she remembered his appearance.


  ‘There is another enemy somewhere here.’


  Goldhit was finally convinced that she had been hit in the back.


  ‘The enemy’s level is significant.’


  They had the ability to use magic capable of penetrating a shield made of all attributes and the ability to hide so that she couldn’t detect it. Maybe it was another great demon... Could another great demon be hiding somewhere here? Goldhit gulped nervously.


  A lightning bolt fell from the sky.


  “Uh...?” A chill ran down Goldhit’s spine. She realized once again how clever the enemy was. The lightning storm itself was magic... The source couldn’t be found because this was magic without attributes.


  “Is this Astaroth’s field…?!”


  It was an enormous monster. Maybe Astaroth was a single digit great demon when he was complete? 


  It was at this time that Bain’s sword was unable to pierce through the demonic energy and floated in the sky. Bain missed the sword flying away from his head and was unable to block Gyuratan’s next attack.


  “...”


  At the collapsed great hall, the First Knight was in rags, and the Five Pillars present had been defeated. The corpses of the soldiers and knights that formed a mountain in the background were meaningless. This was the overwhelming power of the great demon.


  Astaroth was about to speak. There was no hope for humanity. At that moment… 


  Swaaaah!


  The rain pouring from the ceiling suddenly stopped. The lightning storm subsided, and the demonic energy around Gyuratan’s body became a haze.


  ‘Don’t tell me...?’ 


  The frustrated Goldhit remembered a certain man—Overgeared King Grid. Then...


  Clink.


  Mercedes used a broken sword as a cane and raised her body. It was a dangerous situation. Mercedes was severely wounded and seemed like she would die at any moment. It seemed like it was hard for her just to breathe. So, why? Why did the emperor feel infinite trust in her? This was the value of a knight’s existence.




  Chapter 806


  A great demon was an existence beyond eternity. From their point of view, 15 years was extremely short. It was a long time for Astaroth, however, despite him being a great demon. The newly acquired body that he obtained 15 years ago from his contract was extremely fragile. It was like walking a thorny road as he mixed among humans. He felt relief whenever he passed the day safely.


  "So...I persisted for 15 years.”


  The shackle that was called a contract would last until his summoner’s wish was fulfilled. He overcame Piaro and Asmophel, the ones who decorated the golden age of the empire, before securing his own power. He devoted himself to making sure the days passed without blood or vomiting. However.


  “This woman...!”


  Kwaduduk!


  Astaroth’s eyes were consumed with hatred as he gazed at Mercedes.


  "You ruined everything!”


  In fact, the direct cause was the Overgeared King. If that crazy human hadn’t showed up, Astaroth would have succeeded in getting rid of Mercedes and establishing a more solid position. With the way things were going, the contractor’s wish to become the emperor would’ve been quickly realized. As such, the completion of the contract would then secure him enough magic power to look for a chance of resurrection.


  Yes, Astaroth hated and resented the Overgeared King for ruining his years of waiting. He wanted to tear out Grid’s soul and chew on the body. But the Overgeared King wasn’t here at the moment, making it natural for Astaroth’s resentment to spill over Mercedes.


  “Why...?! Why did you bring him in?”


  Astaroth’s weak body couldn’t bear his wrath as the swollen blood vessels on his forehead were ripped apart, spewing blood everywhere. Astaroth didn’t care, however, as he barely managed to gather his weakened demonic energy and fire it at Mercedes.


  Astaroth knew one fact from mixing in with humans for the past 15 years: they were really weak. They were creatures that were little different from the livestock that they raised. It wouldn’t be strange for the injured Mercedes in front of him to die immediately. She would disappear from even a small wave of mana. There was a limit that humans couldn’t overcome.


  The lightning demonic energy reached Mercedes; resistance was not allowed. The metal attraction attribute of the lightning pulled Mercedes’s broken sword towards her, preventing any resistance. She was destined to be helplessly killed by her own weapon, Astaroth was sure of it.


  On the other hand, the emperor believed in Mercedes. The emperor shouted, “Mercedes! Survive!”


  In the 12 years that she had been serving her master, this would be the first time that Mercedes had received her master’s sincere command.


  “...”


  Her faint consciousness. Her numb flesh. Mercedes’s vision was blurry, as if she was trapped in a cloudy fog. The only thing keeping her standing was her instinct to protect the emperor. However, things changed the moment she received the emperor’s command.


  Mercedes’s vision brightened, her sharp eyes processing the world more completely than before. Mercedes threw her sword, stopping the demonic energy that was flowing towards her.


  “It’s useless!”


  Astaroth had come flying after the demonic energy. Astaroth ridiculed Mercedes for using the lightning rod principle to neutralize his demonic energy. It was a just a desperate, last-ditch effort after all. His devastating sword flew towards Mercedes’ face.


  Mercedes used a sword technique, shouting, “Supreme Swordsmanship 4th Style!”


  Her body responded with the technique that had been ingrained in her body since childhood. The skill of an old hero, the technique that exuded the essence of a person labeled a traitor. While it had to be sealed, Mercedes used it at this moment.


  "What?"


  Astaroth's eyes narrowed in surprise. He was baffled that the sword about to pierce Mercedes’s face suddenly lost momentum before being pulled towards Mercedes’ fingertips. Mercedes created a sword by substituting her hands and arms in its place. Her body shone radiantly as her palms held Astaroth’s sword.


  World messages emerged.


  [A legendary knight has been born!]


  [Every knight in the world will look up to her and praise her!]


  “What...?” What...! What?!!!’


  The fear sealed deep inside Astaroth’s heart instantly surged up. He got a glimpse of Muller’s shadow, a legend that broke beyond human limits and could threaten a superior species, from Mercedes. Mercedes had evolved. Astaroth wanted to deny the terrible reality before him.


  “Knight’s Resolution.”


  Silver sword energy burst out from Mercedes. Her sword energy didn't target Astaroth and headed towards her fellow knights instead.


  “Oh...! Ohhh...!”


  “S-Sir Mercedes!”


  The knights who received Mercedes’ sword energy rose up. They were so energetic it was hard to imagine that they had been on the verge of dying not too long ago. A silver sword imprint on their chests burned like fire. There was also a silver sword imprint on Mercedes’ own chest.


  “What are you trying to do?!!” shouted Astaroth, feeling threatened. He let out a deep, guttural growl, as if he were a wild beast. However, Mercedes and the knights felt no fear, with infinite courage protecting them.


  “For our homeland.”


  “For our homeland!!”


  Mercedes and the knights yelled! Then they rushed to Astaroth all at once. Astaroth was forced to give up the sword caught by Mercedes in order to get away from his spot, which was a big deal considering his strength. Thanks to Astaroth, Mercedes got a new weapon and became a complete knight.


  Despite her various injuries, she leapt towards Astaroth at a transcendent pace, her sword dancing through the air like it was nothing. Her beautiful swordsmanship captivated everyone’s attention.


  “Pledge Sword."


  The knights couldn’t count how many times Mercedes stabbed Astaroth with her silver sword energy; it was just too fast to be seen by the naked eye. She stabbed so much and so fast that it made the illusion that the universe was pouring out into the air.


  “Kuak!"


  Astaroth crashed to the ground and coughed up blood.


  Kuwaaaang!


  The floor collapsed. The ground vibrated but the knights stood firmly in place. Due to Mercedes’ buff effect, their courage and physical abilities had increased significantly.


  “You...!” Astaroth’s pale face became paler as he barely raised his body. Dozens of swords could be seen in his vision. It was in the sky above him. Mercedes watched Astaroth being damaged by the buffed knights and held her sword in front of her chest. The straight line seemed to represent her heart.


  "Didn't I tell you? I will punish you.”


  Mercedes’s sword energy fully unfurled, revealing wings of silver light fluttering behind her. Her glowing sword gave Astaroth a sense of despair.


  “Why?!”


  Why were the legends always disturbing him?! This call rang out as Mercedes’s sword came down like an angel descending to earth. Astaroth lost his power in the aftermath of the thunder stone’s destruction, and was unable to cope with her attack. Thus, he was split in half, turning to grey.


  “Waaaaaaaah!”


  The knights’ shouts filled the great hall. Their momentum seemed to cover all of Titan. On the other hand, everyone, including the emperor, Bain, and Goldhit were silent. The second legend in the empire’s history. Bain and Goldhit couldn’t help feeling jealous.


  In addition, there was the emperor.


  “...”


  He was ashamed. From the moment he was born, he had reigned over the world. This was the first time he was unable to raise his head. Mercedes approached him. Her life was saved after becoming a legend, but her body was covered in bloody wounds. Even so, just the fact that she was still beautiful was amazing.


  "Your Majesty, please forgive my disloyalty in not trusting you.”


  “...”


  The emperor was silent as Mercedes kneeled down before him. She was dominated by guilt, making the emperor feel even more pained.


  "That...you are putting the burden of blame on yourself?”


  "Knights can’t blame their masters.”


  "Piaro and the former Red Knights didn’t betray me?”


  "Yes. Everything was the work of the evil great demon.”


  “Did you know it from the beginning?”


  "I only found out recently. Piaro and Asmophel are serving the Overgeared King.”


  Mercedes’ explanation followed, explaining the truth that she had heard and seen to the emperor. The emperor listened quietly while the knights were in tears.


  “I see... It was like that...” The emperor nodded after he found out the truth. He lamented while feeling regret and guilt over the past. He was grateful that Piaro met a new master and overcame the past feelings.


  “Mercedes.”


  "Yes, Your Majesty."


  What decision would the empire make? Would he forgive Piaro’s sins, and redeem him as a hero? Or would he cover up the past mistakes? No matter what choice the emperor made, Mercedes had to accept it. Honestly, though, she hoped that the emperor would tell the truth to the empire. She dreamed that Piaro would be stripped of the ‘traitor’ label. 


  The emperor’s voice entered her ears, “I will strip you of your knight qualifications.”


  "...!"


  “Y-Your Majesty!”


  Mercedes was at a loss for words while the knights were agitated. Bain and Goldhit were also greatly confused. The emperor was getting rid of a knight who had become a legend? It didn’t matter what the reason was; it was an incredibly stupid choice. 


  Bain was absolutely obedient to the emperor’s commands, and had never dared give his opinion before, making what he was doing now all the more incredulous. He stood in front of the emperor, admonishing. "Your Majesty, you should reconsider...”


  It was useless, as the emperor didn’t give in. He shook his head and approached Mercedes, who was shocked to the core. He touched Mercedes’ delicate, wounded hands.


  “This isn’t a command, but a request. Mercedes, give me a chance for atonement. Please serve my old friend and help him spend his last years in peace.”


  Piaro, who was regarded as the best genius of the empire since childhood, also came from an excellent lineage. It was natural for him to be approached by the emperor when he was still a prince. The two of them were friends for a long time and accumulated a friendship beyond status. This was why the emperor’s sense of betrayal towards Piaro was so large, and also why he hated the existence of the Red Knights. Piaro’s betrayal was a great ordeal and pain for the emperor.


  “Please, I’m asking you.”


  “...”


  The emperor shed tears. It was the first time Mercedes and the knights had seen it. They realized that the emperor was also human. Mercedes was unable to refuse his request. In the end, “...I will leave. I will protect the old hero and pass on his happiness to Your Majesty in the future.”


  "Thank you... I really thank you.” Then. "I'm sorry.”


  Did the emperor ever meet anyone with a pure heart since the time he lost Empress Aria, and the time he was betrayed by a friend? Sadly, he hadn’t. But things would change in the future. The weeping emperor smiled as the great burden in his heart was relieved.


  The Saharan Empire was destined to become stronger in the future.


  At the same time...


  [A legendary knight has been born!]


  [You have succeeded in sealing the weakened great demon Astaroth!]


  [The 1st place raid compensation is acquired!]


  “...No, what is this?”


  Grid’s mind became blank.




  Chapter 807


  [Name: Kazak


  Age: 6 years old  Gender: Male


  Race: Human


  Level: 1


  Strength: 1/40  Stamina: 2/50


  Agility: 1/30  Intelligence: 1/???


  -A child with innately high magic power. Four years ago, he was kidnapped by the magic tower and raised by magicians.


  He lacks language and intellectual abilities because he didn’t receive any education.]


  [Name: Cha Cha


  Age: 5 years old  Gender: Female


  Race: Human


  Level: 1


  Strength: 1/20  Stamina: 1/40


  Agility: 1/40  Intelligence: 1/???


  -A child with innately high magic power. Four years ago, she was kidnapped by the magic tower and raised by magicians.


  She lacks language and intellectual abilities because she didn’t receive any education.]


  Shortly after destroying the thunder stone, Grid immediately descended to the 79th floor. In fact, he wanted to rush to the imperial palace right now. However, he couldn’t pass by the children who were being treated as livestock.


  “Abu? Ah!” Dozens of boys and girls extended their hands as they found Grid. The sounds from the children’s stomachs indicated they were hungry.


  ‘Dammit.’ Grid found it hard to understand. Goldhit had selected children to be the ‘vessel’ of her soul. If she was going to use their bodies, then it was normal to take care of them. Yet why were the children treated as cattle?


  ‘It’s also annoying to look after too many of them.’


  He could imagine all types of things. It was horrible and disgusting. Tsk, Grid narrowed his eyes only to suddenly control his expression. It was because the children became scared when they saw his tough face.


  “It’s okay. I’m not a bad person.”


  Since when had he been so kind? It was strange for him to save people who weren’t related to himself. Grid smiled bitterly and smashed the lock containing the children. The small padlock was too thin to cope with Grid’s strength that was over 3,000.


  “Come out.” Grid opened the door as gently as possible. However, none of the children attempted to come out. For the children, this was the only world they knew.


  ‘...Shit.’ Grid’s emotions intensified. His blood boiled just thinking about Goldhit’s face, or rather, the face of the child that she took over.


  “Sigh.” Grid reigned in his heart and entered the 79th floor. He fell to his knees without worrying about the dirt between the haystacks. “Come outside with me. If you go outside, there will be many delicious and pretty things. You can feel the clean air when you breathe.”


  “...”


  The intentions in his heart were delivered. Grid’s smile combined with his high charm and dignity stat gave the children confidence.


  “Abu...” The first one to bravely move was a small boy. He took a cautious step outside. It was a signal.


  “Ahh! Ah!” All the other boys and girls started running out.


  “Please stay quiet.”


  Then it happened when Grid was handing out the underwear he’d made to the children.


  “What are you doing?!” Magicians emerged. They had come rushing when they heard the sound of the thunder stone exploding. The frightened children hid behind Grid’s back. Grid asked, “What are these children?”


  “Haven’t you met Goldhit already? Can’t you guess the identity of the children based on her appearance? Then...”


  “Just answer. Why did you abuse the children like this?”


  “Neglect isn’t abuse. Of course, we looked after them well at first. Now they are just waste children who lost the qualification to be a ‘vessel.’”


  “...Waste? Wouldn’t it be better to let them go instead of treating them like this?”


  Grid had experienced countless incidents while playing Satisfy. He had suffered a lot in the past and learned not to lose his cool. However, this time was an exception. The victims were so young. Grid’s voice was shaking, but the magicians didn’t care much. They were also angry. Grid had become an enemy the moment he destroyed the thunder stone.


  “It’s a waste to release them, don’t you know? They can be used as experiments someday. They’re guinea pigs.”


  The words were a taunt filled with ridicule. In the end...


  “You trash!” Grid couldn’t endure his anger. He threw his body toward the magicians, who acted like they had been waiting.


  “Water Wave!”


  “Chain Lightning!”


  Overgeared King Grid—he was the Hero King born hundreds of years after Muller. Yes, hundreds of years… The years were too long for people to accurately gauge the value of the Hero King. The magicians acknowledged Grid but mistook him for someone they could go against. This was a misjudgment that would lead to a terrible tragedy.


  “What...?” The magicians were shocked as Grid was unharmed despite their collaboration magic. Grid also ignored the binding magic and grease magic on the floor.


  “Tch! Explosion!” One of the magicians used a powerful explosive spell. He was the first to realize he could be killed if he fought while worrying about the tower collapsing. However, this enlightenment was too late. Grid used Valhalla’s magic resistance to minimize the magic damage and Doran’s Ring to regain health. Then he also succeeded in completing his sword technique.


  “Revolve.”


  “...!!”


  Peeeeeong!


  The explosion, which should’ve hit Grid, swallowed up the magician instead. Someone was seriously injured, while someone else’s casting was canceled. However, the group of magicians could draw out an ultimate efficiency by casting different spells sequentially.


  Grid had various combat experiences and couldn’t be unaware of this fact. The reason he had chosen a counterattack as his first skill was to cut off the magicians’ flow, and it had a big effect. The magicians’ formation broke down, but Grid didn’t use any skills on them. 


  He judged he would get more out of the basic attacks instead of just one skill. It was a judgment based on the inherent limitations of a magician with low defense and health. The magicians weren’t able to endure the basic attacks Grid dealt them with the assistance of Alex's Quick Gloves. It was safe to say that the battle ended at this point. Of course...


  “Crossfire!”


  “Thunder Hammer!”


  There still existed excellent people in a group. Some of the magicians, who were Goldhit’s disciples, showed excellent combat power in a melee. They used relatively weak spells with a quick casting time in order to accumulate damage on Grid. The problem was that a single hit from Grid dealt more damage than three of the magicians’ spells. Resistance was futile.


  “Kuk...! Cough!”


  “You...! You are really crazy!”


  The fallen magicians threw threats at Grid.


  “Do you think you will be safe if you harm us?”


  “How dare you insult subjects of the empire?! Can you afford the empire’s wrath? You and your country will soon disappear into history!”


  The tower magicians were estimated to have a minimum level of 360 or higher. Despite the limitations of humanoid NPCs and magicians, it wasn’t easy for them to die from Grid’s attacks. That’s why they could talk like this. Grid looked at them and didn’t let go of his sword. ‘It’s a good idea to take care of all of them.’


  It wasn’t just because of his anger but also for the future of the Overgeared Kingdom. The empire was eventually destined to become the main enemy of the Overgeared Kingdom, which meant the magicians were expected to be a major threat. Now that Grid had destroyed the thunder stone to get rid of the great demon, it was an opportunity for him to get rid of the magicians. That’s right. Grid was someone who usually didn’t fall for provocations easily. So, the reason why he responded to the magicians’ provocations was actually due to his calculations.


  “It’s a mountain I have to cross. I’m afraid it can’t be avoided.”


  “You...!”


  Grid’s reply sank the magicians into despair. Then Grid glanced at Noe, who yawned and approached the boys and girls. “You human kids! You can appreciate the noble appearance of hell’s best demonic beast! Nyang!”


  “Abu! Abuoo!” The children had never seen something cuter and more beautiful. After confirming that the children were looking at Noe, Grid cleaned up the magicians.


  “Let’s go.”


  ***


  ‘I have to help Mercedes,’ Grid judged as he left the tower with the magicians in it. ‘The fact that I visited the empire today will be known by Goldhit.’


  It was inevitable that he would be identified as one of the suspects behind the chandelier falling and walls collapsing. However, Grid wasn’t greatly concerned. Wouldn’t it be considered the work of the great demon?


  ‘Astaroth was revealed at a good time, so things are going well.’


  Grid decided to rescue Mercedes from danger without realizing that he was the reason for Astaroth’s emergence.


  “All of you wait here.” Grid moved the children to a place that looked safe and handed out food to be shared. Noe’s mouth was in a ‘�


  ’ shape as he flew around Grid. It was difficult to see Noe as a ‘demonic beast.’


  ‘If these children were raised in a good environment, they would be happy right now...’


  Greater compassion and gentleness filled Grid’s eyes as he looked at the children.


  [A legendary knight has been born!]


  [Every knight in the world will look up to her and praise her!]


  “What?”


  The world message about the birth of a new legend appeared before Grid. Grid noted that the legendary knight was a ‘her.’


  ‘Don’t tell me it is Mercedes?’ Grid was naturally reminded of Mercedes.


  [You have succeeded in sealing the weakened great demon, Astaroth!]


  [1st place raid compensation is acquired!]


  He was stunned. “...No, what is this?”


  It wasn’t unusual for the empire to be able to raid the great demon. That was natural when considering the power of the empire. However...


  ‘Why do I have the first place contribution?’


  He got the first place contribution despite not participating in the raid?


  ‘Something like this... Ah!’ The confused Grid realized it. ‘Is it because raiding Astaroth was impossible until I destroyed the thunder stone? Is that why I have first place in the contribution?’


  He was only half right. Revealing Astaroth’s identity was considered by the system to be part of Grid’s contribution. However, it was impossible for Grid to notice this fact.


  ‘In any case, this is serious.’


  It was a surprise! Grid didn’t have much of an expectation, but he was worried. His developing thinking ability sent him a warning.


  ‘Mercedes is a legendary knight.’


  A legend...


  She had made a great contribution in raiding Astaroth and was now the empire’s hero. Could she still join the Overgeared Kingdom? It was impossible. The empire wouldn’t let her go, and her nature meant it was impossible for her to leave the empire.


  “Dammit...”


  Grid depended on items more than anyone, considered items as more important than anyone, and thus became the Overgeared King. However, he knew the importance of personnel. He had a large number of named NPCs such as Piaro, Asmophel, Sticks, and Rabbit. Grid felt more regretful about losing Mercedes than joyous over the various raid rewards now entering his inventory.


  “Return to the kingdom first... Eh?”


  Grid was moving the children when he stopped. The last raid reward captured his gaze.


  [‘Weakened Great Demon Astaroth’s Power’ has been attached to the Rune of Darkness!]


  “...”


  It was an incoming reward. However, he didn’t know what Astaroth’s power was. Grid hadn’t fought with Astaroth personally, so he didn’t know Astaroth’s skills and abilities. It was hard to predict what power would be attached to the rune without information about Astaroth.


  The excited Grid immediately confirmed Astaroth’s power.


  [Weakened Great Demon Astaroth’s Power]


  [If you are a demonkin or have demonic energy, you can create the ‘Storm Demonic Energy Field.’]


  “...Field?” Grid’s mouth dropped open. Create a field...? This was completely...


  “Am I a boss mob?”


  Grid was becoming more omnipotent rather than versatile.




  Chapter 808


  Mercedes left the great hall after receiving the emperor’s command. 


  “Your Majesty! Are you okay?” The other Five Pillars, apart from Bain and Goldhit who were guarding the emperor and the indisposed Kyle, came running belatedly.


  They were Grandmaster Zikfrector and Armored Cavalryman Chensler. Zikfrector looked at the traces of the battle, while Chensler examined the emperor’s body. “Are you hurt?”


  “I’m fine,” the emperor gave a brief answer, but he didn’t rebuke Zikfrector and Chensler for not coming sooner. In the first place, they had been outside the imperial palace. This was actually a fast arrival time.


  “You must’ve destroyed the thunder stone,” Zikfrector opened his mouth as he realized Astaroth’s death. “It looks like an overwhelming battle... The fact that you can overcome the situation meant there was an extra variable?”


  Goldhit nodded. “That’s right. I was able to overcome the crisis by ordering my disciples to destroy the thunder stone.”


  Clearly, Goldhit didn’t intend to announce that it was Grid who destroyed the thunder stone. She had already lost the thunder stone, so she planned to gain benefits from it. After all, she hadn’t done anything during the Astaroth raid. However, Zikfrector was cynical. “You gave up the thunder stone? That’s a funny joke.”


  Zikfrector knew Goldhit’s desires, so he was convinced that Goldhit would never destroy the thunder stone herself. Goldhit’s face reddened. “Do you doubt my words?”


  “Don’t get too agitated.” Zikfrector didn’t pay anymore attention to Goldhit. After all, he was the pinnacle of the Five Pillars. From his point of view, the magician king was trivial compared to the new legend.


  “Your Majesty.” Zikfrector stood before the emperor and saw through everything, making it hard to believe that he had just arrived at the scene. “Was Mercedes the one who dealt the final blow to Astaroth?”


  “Correct.”


  “If she isn’t here, does this mean that Your Majesty sent her away for some reason?”


  “...Grandmaster has seen it correctly.”


  “I won’t ask anymore. There’s just one thing,” Zikfrector even dared to speak in such a casual manner to the emperor. It was estimated that he had lived longer than Goldhit despite having the appearance of a young man. Zikfrector told the emperor, “You might respect her work, but don’t give her any spoils of the battle. You need it.”


  “...”


  “If you’re embarrassed, I will go and get it from her.”


  “No, I will give the order.” The emperor listened to Zikfrector, wrote a short order, and delivered it to a soldier.


  ***


  “I will forever keep the loyalty I have learned from you.” 


  There were dozens of knights gathered at Mercedes’ mansion. They were in the garden saying farewell to Mercedes. On the other hand, Mercedes was indifferent. “Why are you gathering to send me off when the palace is in disarray from all types of disasters? Even now, people are in misery.”


  “...It’s the last time. Please let us say a final farewell.”


  “We will return to the front lines as soon as we confirm your departure.”


  “You aren’t kids,” Mercedes scolded them even at the end. However, a smile was spreading across her face. She was secretly happy about being able to share a final farewell with the colleagues she had been with for 12 years.


  Step.


  “Attention!”


  “I respect and love you.”


  Step.


  “Blessings for you and the heroes of the past.”


  One step, another step...


  As Mercedes moved through the garden toward the gate, the speed of her footsteps was slower than usual. There were tears in the eyes of the knights as they saw her off with their swords.


  ‘Sir Dia, Sir Lorex, and the other knights who passed on... Are you watching us from heaven?’


  The Red Knights had the highest regards for Mercedes, the noble knight. There were many people who wanted to leave with her. However, their master was the emperor. They had learned from Mercedes that knights must be loyal to their master until the end.


  It was a solemn atmosphere. In the garden, Mercedes faced a young soldier.


  “This is an imperial command,” the soldier said. Then he read out the imperial letter, “Mercedes, I wish you luck.”


  “Is that the end?”


  “Yes, that’s right. Dear Captain Mercedes, I also wish you good luck.” The eyes of the young soldier were shining like a star as they stared at Mercedes.


  “Thank you, Mr. Soldier. I wish you luck,” Mercedes responded with a smile that was more beautiful than the stars.


  ***


  [Storm Demonic Energy Field- Weakened State (3)]


  [-Summons a lightning storm with a radius of 200 meters.


  -Field Effect 1-


  A maximum of 11 lightning strikes will occur at least four times per second. The struck target will suffer 10,000 fixed damage, resulting in paralysis, stuns, burns, and other status conditions.


  * Lightning bolts will fall randomly. In addition, the lightning bolt won’t distinguish between enemies and friends. It will be a threat to all except for the caster.


  -Field Effect 2-


  Strong winds will lighten the user’s body. Under the effect of the strong winds, the user’s movement speed will increase by 20%. On the other hand, everyone apart from the user will be unable to cope with the pressure of the strong wind and movement speed will drop by 20%.


  -Field Effect 3-


  The heavy winds will interrupt the visibility of all targets except the user, reducing the accuracy rate by 10%.


  -Field Effect 4-


  The sound of thunder in the ears will cause confusion. The skill and casting speed of everyone except the user is reduced by 10%.


  -Field Effect 5-


  Sealed due to the weakening. Will be opened in Weakened State (2).


  -Field Effect 6-


  Sealed due to the weakening. Will be opened in Weakened State (1).


  -Field Effect 7-


  Sealed due to the weakening. Will be opened when released from a weakened state.


  Resources consumed when field is activated: 1,000 mana per second.


  The time it takes to summon the field: 30 seconds.


  * Activated immediately in places where the weather is already cloudy.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 20 minutes.]


  “...”


  Field magic was one of the symbols of a boss monster. The field that the boss summoned created enormous pressure by strengthening the boss, weakening the players, or exerting aggression. This powerful force was now obtained by one player—Grid. It was more appropriate to say it was crazy than to say it was great. This was almost a collapse of the balance!


  ‘However, the mana consumption is very large.’


  It was a magic that exerted all types of influence over a 200-meter radius. He couldn’t think of it as a waste of mana. Grid thought that if he used this field magic in conjunction with Blackening, it would be like giving himself wings. This was despite its weakened state.


  ‘What are the other sealed effects?’


  It almost made up for missing the rare talent called Mercedes. This was the excitement of a game. Unlike reality where trying hard gave a reasonable reward, the world of games gave huge rewards as a player moved through new quests, raised their level, and overcame trials. Who wouldn’t love games?


  Grid smiled as he comforted his past self, ‘Shin Youngwoo, the game isn’t a refuge for you. It’s hope.’


  Thanks to the power he gained today, many things could be achieved in the future. Grid formed a fist and called out to Noe, “Let’s really go back now.”


  It was good. He had accomplished his purpose and got more than he had expected. This was enough to appease the regret of having to give up Mercedes. Grid led the children along with Noe. If Grid were alone, he would be able to fly to Reinhardt in one month. However, it was impossible with dozens of young children. Their movement speed was as slow as a turtle’s.


  ‘What should I do with these children?’


  Should he leave them at a village? But would these children be welcomed? Wouldn’t these innocent children, who were victims without knowing the reason, suffer new pains? Grid was more concerned for the children than for how long it would take to return to the Overgeared Kingdom.


  ‘It might be better to summon a knight.’


  Euphemina could use Mass Teleport and take all the children with her at once. Grid was about to make a decision when he heard Noe’s excited voice in his ears.


  “That is a flower, nyong.”


  “Abu!”


  “That is a mountain, nyong.”


  “Ada!”


  “That is the sky, nyong.”


  “Bubu! Ba!”


  “Nyahahat! The best demonic beast of hell Noe is your teacher, nyang!”


  “No...e!! No..uh!”


  “Nyang!”


  The children had been trapped in the magic tower for as long as they could remember, while Noe had spent a lot of time in the pet inventory. Now the children’s faces were full of happiness as they received freedom and saw the picturesque scenery. In the end...


  ‘Let’s walk a bit more.’


  Grid didn’t want to ruin the atmosphere and summoned Randy and the Overgeared Skeletons instead.


  “Abu!”


  Clack! Clack clack!


  “Adad!”


  “Hello. I am Randy.”


  Claack! Clack!


  Hell’s best demonic beast, the strongest doppelganger, two skeletons, little children who didn’t know anything, and the ‘strongest player’—this unusual party crossed the river and passed through the forest. Anyone who saw them would feel it was absurd. Additionally, the party...


  “You! Give me your money! Keok!”


  It was incredibly powerful. In the process of walking, Grid destroyed more than 10 groups of bandits and at least 1,000 monsters, giving a good amount of experience to the Overgeared Skeletons. However, a crisis soon arrived for everybody. People who always won were rare in this world.


  Kiyaaaaaaah!


  “Dammit! Why is the medusa here?”


  They encountered a field boss monster as soon as they entered the Lamia Forest. It was a boss with a level in the low 300’s—a weak field boss that Grid could hunt alone. The problem was the children. They could die just by having their gazes meet the medusa’s eyes. Grid encouraged the medusa to focus on him, but the children didn’t cooperate.


  “Ahh! Kyao!”


  “Kyaak~~!”


  The bizarre appearance of the medusa’s snake hair was horrifying to the children who didn’t know the world. The children screamed, and the medusa’ eyes turned straight toward them.


  “No...!”


  Were these children’s lives were going to end after only a short life of suffering? Grid felt desperate.


  Puk! 


  A number of arrows flew from the side and successively pierced the medusa’s head. It was done with an archery skill reminiscent of Jishuka. Grid’s and the medusa’s gazes headed in the direction of the arrows. They saw a knight. Armed with old leather armor instead of red armor, she put away the bow and pulled out an axe.


  The medusa was hit in the neck with the thrown axe and the knight rushed toward it. Two swords flashed in a fast and powerful manner. The medusa’s heart was pierced, and its head was separated from its body. Then the medusa turned to grey.


  “You...”


  “Wandering knight Mercedes greets the Overgeared King.”


  The two people were reunited.




  Chapter 809


  “What?”


  Why was Mercedes here when she should be the hero of the empire? Grid suspected his eyes and doubted his ears. “Wandering knight? You left the empire?”


  It was impossible. Even if Mercedes wanted it, the empire wouldn’t have let her go. Wouldn’t the emperor be a fool not to keep a legendary hero? Grid knew this, but he couldn’t help having expectations. In the first place, Mercedes had a serious nature and didn’t know how to joke.


  “...Is this real?”


  “Yes.”


  “Really?”


  “Yes, I really left. To be precise, I got kicked out. Can Your Majesty take me?”


  “Ha..!” A smile crossed Grid’s face. He didn’t even have time to feel suspicious about Mercedes being ‘kicked out.’ Grid felt so happy that his head was refreshed. Then he acted rashly.


  “I’m happy! I’m really happy, Mercedes! Of course, you’re welcome!” Grid hugged Mercedes’ slender body as hard as possible. Mercedes was embarrassed, but Grid didn’t care. He felt like he would miss her and hugged her desperately. “Haha! I’m so happy! I never thought this day would come!”


  If there was a game that classified cards from the F class to the SSS class, Mercedes was undoubtedly an SSS card, and this was before she became a legend. At present, Grid didn’t even dare deduce her value. Now that she had come to serve him, he was happy enough to tear up. He imagined Khan smiling at him in the sky.


  “...” Mercedes’ face turned extremely red. Grid’s smile was as bright as the sun, his chest was hard, and she felt his hot breath against her ear. Mercedes was grateful to Grid for saving her from a crisis as well as healing the wounds of the old heroes... Yes, Grid stirred Mercedes’ heart. Mercedes clearly realized that she had been longing for Grid.


  “I...” Abandoning resistance, she spoke in a trembling voice as she rested her face against Grid’s chest, “Can I stay with you?”


  This was Grid’s answer, “Always, always stay with me.”


  It was like this. Mercedes’ confession entered his ears, “I have lived for 27 years as a swordsman and a knight.”


  “I know.”


  “So, I don’t know the role of a woman.”


  “Huh? Really? I see.”


  “But I will do my best."


  “Yes. Thank you.”


  “As Your Majesty’s knight and mis...”


  “Mis?”


  “Mis...!”


  Mistress! Mercedes hadn’t experienced a first love and couldn’t say the unfamiliar word. She couldn’t say ‘as Your Majesty’s knight and mistress.’ The words turned around and around in her head. Grid cocked his head in confusion. “Mis-mis-mis?”


  Was it something like true true true? (similar in Korean)


  “Well, it’s okay. In any case, I welcome you once again.” Grid was so intoxicated with joy at obtaining Mercedes that he ignored his trivial curiosity. Anyone watching them now would become so frustrated that they would collapse.


  ***


  [The level of the Overgeared Skeleton (1) has risen!]


  [The level of the Overgeared Skeleton (2) has risen!]


  Grid had an unexpected harvest as he walked with the children. It was the growth of the Overgeared Skeletons. In the process of moving from Titan to the border, Grid faced all sorts of monsters. There were many low-level monsters suitable for the Overgeared Skeletons.


  “Really cute.” With her eyes shining like lanterns, Mercedes looked like a naive girl. She couldn’t keep her eyes off the Overgeared Skeletons. That’s right. She wasn’t calling Noe or the children rescued from the magic tower cute. Instead, Mercedes had a great fascination with the Overgeared Skeletons.


  ‘Her taste is truly...’ Grid clicked his tongue, but the Overgeared Skeletons had a different look from ordinary skeletons. Their faces and eyes were bigger. So, it was true that they looked cute at first glance. In that case, Mercedes’ taste couldn’t be called strange.


  Clack! Clack clack!


  Mercedes patted their heads, and the eyes of the Overgeared Skeletons curved like crescent moons. They liked Mercedes too. Mercedes admired them. “This is the first time I’ve seen undead expressing emotions.”


  “There aren’t skeletons like these kids in the empire?”


  “They can’t be found anywhere on the continent. These children have a sense of empathy that’s almost life-like. They’re very special children.”


  “Hrmm.”


  It’s true that they were special kids. They could raise their levels, equip items, and even learn skills. It was difficult to see them as simply summoned undead. They were more like pets. However...


  ‘They are weak.’


  Grid looked at the status windows of the level 70 Overgeared Skeletons.


  [Overgeared Skeleton (1)]


  [Lv. 70


  Health: 1,045/1,045    Mana: 3/3


  Strength: 127


  Stamina: 100


  Agility: 127


  Intelligence: 1


  Remaining Stat Points: 0


  Items Worn:


  Weapon: Sturdy Long Sword


  Secondary Weapon: Silver Thread.


  Armor: Dependable Armor


  Exclusive Skills: Silver Thread Shooting, Silver Thread Avoidance, Beginner Mining Technique Lv. 6, Beginner Sword Mastery Lv. 2, Beginner Petrification Resistance, Beginner Physical Resistance, Beginner Magic Resistance, Strike, Bite, Skull Headbutt]


  [Overgeared Skeleton (2)]


  [Lv. 70


  Health: 1,045/1,045  


  Mana: 525/525


  Strength: 25


  Stamina: 100


  Agility: 55


  Intelligence: 175


  Remaining Stat Points: 0


  Items Worn:


  Weapon: Sharp Dagger


  Secondary Weapon: Good Shield


  Armor: Dependable Armor


  Exclusive Skills: Silver Thread Avoidance, Beginner Mining Technique Lv. 6, Beginner Mental Focus Lv. 1, Beginner Petrification Resistance, Beginner Magic Resistance, Beginner Instantaneous Acceleration, Strike, Bite, Skull Headbutt.]


  The Overgeared Skeletons gained five stat points every time they leveled up. Unlike ordinary undead, they could grow, wear equipment items, and had high learning abilities. However, they had the limitations of a skeleton. The Overgeared Skeletons were so fragile that they would blow away with the wind or when striking the White Phosphorus Tree with an axe.


  Grid had invested points into their stamina, but their survival ability was still weak. In particular, they were vulnerable to explosions and didn’t demonstrate a visible defense capability. It had gotten to the point where Grid built armor for them to increase their defense.


  ‘However, they show a high resistance to slashes and stabs...’


  To be precise, their evasion rate was high. Stabs or slashes couldn’t strike the bones of the Overgeared Skeletons directly, entering crevices or gaps instead. Therefore, attacks would be judged as having missed their targets. Still, this only happened when they were lucky.


  While Grid was regretting the weakness of the Overgeared Skeletons, Mercedes said, “The fundamental problem is that these children don’t know how to fight.”


  She first pointed to Overgeared Skeleton One. “This kid has a very good strength to agility ratio. Therefore, his movements are agile and his attacks are sharp, but his intelligence is too low. He doesn’t know how to correctly take advantage of his physical ability.”


  “Hasn’t he gained Sword Mastery?”


  “His intelligence is so low that it is hard to apply the techniques."


  “Ah...”


  The problem was the one point in intelligence.


  ‘I also need to invest points in intelligence,’ Grid realized and was reminded of Jude. ‘Is he doing well?’


  There were many people with talent in the Overgeared Kingdom. Now that Jude didn’t have to defend Winston, Grid could send someone else. He thought that he should bring Jude to his side sooner or later. Then Mercedes’ voice entered his ears, “This kid is clever, but his physical abilities are very low. He uses his skills properly, but there isn’t a big effect.”


  This was the evaluation for the Overgeared Skeleton Two. Grid spoke the truth, “In the first place, he’s a candidate to become a magician.”


  However, he hadn’t learned any magic. Additionally, Grid wasn’t good at making magic battle gear. As such, Overgeared Skeleton Two couldn’t exert his true strength at the present time. The moment Grid thought this...


  Awooooo! The sound of wolves rang out from the sky. Grid moved his gaze to the sky and saw direwolves flapping large bat wings. They were level 200 monsters. The Overgeared Skeletons wouldn’t be able to deal with them. Mercedes moved forward with a sword in both hands, piercing through the gaps in the sharp teeth of the descending direwolves. 


  This was a fast and clean swordsmanship that Grid wanted to learn. It seemed that the Overgeared Skeletons were the same. Overgeared Skeleton One watched Mercedes with wide eyes and suddenly tried to hit Overgeared Skeleton Two. Overgeared Skeleton Two was turned upside down and Overgeared Skeleton One stole his dagger. He wanted to use two swords like Mercedes.


  “Interesting.” Mercedes’ clear eyes shone like a lake. She held her double swords and nodded at Overgeared Skeleton One. “Okay. I will teach you simple swordsmanship.”


  This was the moment that the Overgeared Skeletons gained a great mentor. Mercedes started to teach the Overgeared Skeletons basic movements that could be followed, and the Overgeared Skeletons used this whenever they encountered low-level monsters.


  [The level of the Overgeared Skeleton (1) has risen!]


  [The level of the Overgeared Skeleton (2) has risen!]


  [The Overgeared Skeletons (1) and Overgeared Skeletons (2) have acquired the skill ‘Vaintz Swordsmanship.’]


  “Wow...”


  The growth rate of the Overgeared Skeletons had become noticeably faster. In particular, the jump in Overgeared Skeleton One development was huge. Every time his intelligence increased with a level-up, his attack rate and evasion rate increased significantly. The weakness of his low durability wasn’t overcome, but the number of times his arms and legs broke had decreased.


  “It’s rewarding to teach these children.” Mercedes gently patted the skulls of the Overgeared Skeletons. For some reason, Grid felt a desire to have his head patted by her. 


  However, he regained his spirit and wondered, ‘Wasn’t Braham favorable to the Overgeared Skeletons?’


  The prideful Braham had advised Grid to raise the Overgeared Skeletons well. That’s right. The Overgeared Skeletons were recognized by the legendary knight Mercedes and the legendary magician Braham. Maybe these guys were more than Grid had expected? Grid’s expectations of them now soared into the sky.


  Then a few days passed by...


  “Have you been raising two families?” Lauel greeted Grid when he finally returned to Reinhardt. The other Overgeared members were also shocked. Grid arrived late with a group of children and a woman, causing them to misunderstand.


  Someone muttered, “Energetic King...”


  ‘Secretly having two families and so many children!’ The forever single Vantner shed tears of blood.


  “There are many people to meet,” Mercedes spoke while taking off her helmet. The Overgeared members could now see her name and face.


  “The First Knight...!” Someone cried out.


  It seemed that Mercedes’ presence was really big. Grid formally introduced her, “Everyone, say hello. This is the legendary knight that will be with us in the future.”


  “What...?” The eyes of Lauel and the Overgeared members widened.




  Chapter 810


  The birth of a legendary knight became a global issue. Who was the main character of the new legend and how strong was her power? How would she change the landscape of Satisfy in the future? Various media companies around the world provided in-depth analytical broadcasts, all of which had high ratings. It was proof that there was hot interest in the new legend.


  On the other hand, the mood among the Overgeared members was the worst. The Overgeared members internally discussed the matter and found it was highly likely the legendary knight had been born in the empire. The Red Knights were the best on the continent. Among them, the First Knight Mercedes was a female and likely to have become the legend. The Overgeared members were able to easily guess this and felt upset.


  Who was Mercedes? She was the person who made Grid kneel to her the first time she met him. It was terrible to think about how the Overgeared members would be suppressed by her now that she was stronger. However, at this moment...


  “Everyone, say hello. This is the legendary knight that will be with us in the future.” Grid brought Mercedes as his companion.


  “...????”


  “...Is this real?”


  The Overgeared members shut their mouths. They knew that Grid could easily build up affinity with NPCs, but they didn’t realize it would be enough to catch a legend. In particular, wasn’t Mercedes a knight of the empire? She was famous for her unwavering loyalty, so how did she end up with Grid? It didn’t make sense no matter how they thought about it.


  Clap. Clap clap, a sound broke the silence. It was the sound of Vantner hitting his bald head in order to determine if this was a dream or not. After a moment, Vantner scratched his bald head that was as red as a boiled octopus and muttered, “This isn’t a dream?”


  That’s right. It was reality. Everyone couldn’t deny it any longer and gulped. They alternated looking between Grid and Mercedes as they asked for an explanation.


  “This is it.”


  Where should he start? There were too many parts to explain. The moment that Grid was sorting out his thoughts...


  “Your Majesty, the introduction is wrong,” Mercedes opened her mouth and kneeled in front of Grid. “I am your knight before I am a legendary knight.”


  She would serve him forever along with the old heroes. Mercedes’ noble appearance under the radiant sun gave everyone a chill. A notification window appeared in front of Grid.


  [You have recruited the legendary knight Mercedes. The city she stays in will have the strength of its city walls increased by 50% and the power of its siege weapons increased by 20%. Once there is a siege, her knights and soldiers will have their attack, defense, and health increased by 10%.]


  ***


  Mercedes’ and Piaro’s past, the emergence of the great demon Astaroth and Mercedes’ crisis, and then Grid’s rescue of Mercedes and the Astaroth raid—all the Overgeared members were briefed on the series of incidents and felt doubts.


  “It doesn’t make sense to me?”


  “That’s right. Why did the emperor release Mercedes? Why did the emperor release Mercedes, who got a great achievement and was promoted to a legend?”


  “It is fishy, fishy.”


  “Maybe the emperor sent her as a spy?”


  “Ah.”


  The atmosphere was boisterous. Grid belatedly realized that he had missed the most important part of the story and opened his mouth again, “Mercedes explained it to me on the way.”


  Then Grid once again started a long story. It was about the relationship between the emperor and Piaro. In the end, the atmosphere in the group calmed down.


  “The hidden story...”


  “The emperor sent Mercedes as atonement for what happened to Piaro.”


  “Yes. I guess he wants to get rid of his guilt. He also hopes that Piaro’s last years will be happy.”


  “...Even the best power on the continent is a human like us in the end. It is a needless bother.” 


  After all, the Saharan Empire was bound to be the Overgeared Kingdom’s main enemy. This move dampened the hostility that the Overgeared members felt toward the empire and the emperor. They felt strange emotions once they realized the emperor wasn’t that different from them. There were many people who were impressed by the sentiment of sending Mercedes to the Overgeared Kingdom for atonement.


  Grid warned them, “Straighten your spirits. The emperor has finished his atonement by sending Mercedes here. He will become bigger than before after getting rid of the shadows in his heart.”


  Grid knew because he had seen the emperor face to face, and the emperor was never satisfied. As an individual, Juander was completely different from how he was as an emperor.


  Lauel speculated, “For the time being, the emperor will concentrate on strengthening the inner stability.”


  The empire needed control after the chandelier and the great demon incidents had occurred one after another. In the course of the reorganization, there would be a bloody fight between factions. Lauel suggested, “We have to regain power during this gap.”


  Grid’s revenge was over for the moment. Now that Immortal had left the imperial palace, Grid had other things to do until their whereabouts were found. A new group of knights had to be created with Mercedes as the captain, and new items produced for the Overgeared members. A few Overgeared members had won medals in the National Competition, allowing them to pursue a rapid power development.


  Grid rose from his seat. “Okay. I will start.”


  It was time for more labor...


  Darkness was in front of Grid, but he didn’t show it. He wanted his colleagues to depend on him.


  ***


  In front of the great hall, Mercedes greeted Grid after the meeting finished, “Aren’t you tired?”


  Grid once again realized the power of appearance. It was because his tired mind and body became lighter upon seeing Mercedes’ beautiful face. He was excited when he thought he could continue being with her. “Aren’t I able to work a bit harder thanks to you?”


  “...?” It was adorable seeing her try to figure out the meaning of his words. Grid couldn’t help laughing and looked at Mercedes’ detailed information.


  [Name: Mercedes


  Age: 27  Gender: Female


  Occupation: Legendary Knight


  * All types of weapons and armor can be worn without restrictions. However, magic weapons are excluded.


  * Can bring out hidden functions when wearing a shield and heavy armor.


  * Can create your own knights. The number of times a knight can be created will increase every time the skill level of Complete Weapons Mastery is increased.


  Title: Owner of Keen Insight


  * Can penetrate the essence of things.


  * Disables mental magic and all sorts of traps. Can see through the target’s skills and abilities, which will reduce the target’s defense and attack power by up to 30%.


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  ......


  Title: Becoming a Role Model


  * Increases the growth rate of the knights and soldiers you command by 30% while keeping their loyalty at the maximum.


  * When appointed as a commander in a war, the morale of allies won’t deteriorate easily. The delivery speed of commands will increase by 50%.


  Level: 457


  Strength: 3,231  Stamina: 2,588


  Agility: 2,910    Intelligence: 1,530


  Leadership: 2,512


  Exclusive Skills: Empire's Military Tactics (A+), Vaintz’ Swordsmanship (S), Eyes that can Read Combat (SS), Noble Bravery (SS), Knight’s Resolution (SS), Shield Block (SS), Complete Weapons Mastery (???), Incomplete Predictions (???), Noble Chivalry (???), Silver Wings (???).


  -A person with a prestigious lineage of the Saharan Empire and who has a unique insight. As she develops, her insight will grow to a level that can predict the future.


  * Currently, she is loyal to Player Grid. Players aside from Grid can’t build up an affinity with her.]


  The strongest—was there any other word to describe her? In particular, Grid liked that he was the only player who could build up an affinity with Mercedes in this world. The sense of superiority at being her favorite was beyond imagination.


  “Have you looked around the capital?”


  “Yes. I think it is a place like heaven.”


  “Heaven?”


  “It is a city where people who don’t know misfortunes are gathered. Even the lowest residents are laughing. Since it is a city where Piaro and Asmophel are located, the walls and military facilities are perfect.”


  A rich and secure city—this was what Mercedes felt when she saw Reinhardt. It was the same as when she looked for Grid two months ago in order to convey the imperial order. Mercedes had traveled all over the continent and visited countless cities, but Reinhardt was counted within the top five of good cities.


  “I am thankful for the words. Have you met Piaro?”


  “No. I searched all the military facilities in the city but couldn’t see him anywhere. He seemed to be away.”


  “Military facilities? Why are you looking for Piaro there?”


  “...?”


  “Ah...” Grid was about to say Piaro could be found in the fields, only to stop and sigh deeply. He was saddened by the fact that he now recognized Piaro as a farmer.


  ‘Originally, he should be in the military facilities...’ This was during Piaro’s days as a great swordsman. ‘Of course, he is still strong enough now.’


  Piaro’s Pounding Mortar and Fated to Perish were winning cards that could even damage a great demon. In particular, his destructive power was transcendent when he used Natural State. Piaro was still strong and was in a position to be the best. Unfortunately, most of Piaro’s skills were agriculture-related. If all of his skills were combat-related, Piaro would be much more powerful than he was now.


  “Your Majesty?”


  Grid looked up and realized that Mercedes was making an anxious expression at him. Her transparent eyes, which were filled with a clear light, healed Grid’s heavy heart. He smiled and grabbed Mercedes’ small hands. “Let’s go to Piaro.”


  Mercedes’ face flushed red, but Grid didn’t notice.


  ***


  “Why is Piaro here?” Mercedes was confused when Grid led her to some agriculture fields. Piaro was someone who had accomplished the title of a great swordsman. Why would he be in fields instead of working to obtain the status of a Sword Saint? Shouldn’t he be spending 24 hours a day polishing his swordsmanship?


  ‘...Piaro probably needs time to rest.’


  The full moon that filled the night sky was huge today, and the rice fields were calm and beautiful. Mercedes walked beside Grid while listening to the night sounds. Her heart was beating wildly. She imagined Piaro looking up at the night sky with his hands clasped behind his back and pictured the noble and dignified appearance of the old hero resting.


  Puk! Puk puk!


  “...?” Mercedes moved across the fields with a throbbing heart only to stop in place when she heard the sound of something digging at the ground. On the other hand, Grid didn’t stop. He hadn’t heard the digging sound yet. It was a major reminder of the gap between Mercedes and Grid.


  “Your Majesty.” Mercedes silently pulled out her sword and stopped Grid. “I can hear a suspicious sound. I think people are digging a tunnel to infiltrate the capital.”


  “Tunnel?”


  The thought of North Korean operatives breaking into South Korea came to Grid’s mind. He tried to focus, then he started to hear the sound of digging in his ears. Grid was very familiar with this sound. It was the sound of a hand plow. However, it was unfamiliar to Mercedes who was ignorant about farming.


  “Leave it to me. I will overcome the enemies and find out who sent them.”


  “No, wait...!”


  There wasn’t time to shout. Silver sword energy wrapped around Mercedes’ body, and she was already flying forward.


  Kuwaaaaaang!


  It was a charge. The distance between Grid and Mercedes widened to dozens of meters in a flash. Then distant clashing sounds rang out.


  “...Isn’t her personality bold?” Grid felt sorry for the man who she liked or who married her. He didn’t know this person would be himself.


  Kwa kwang! Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  Thunder-like roars were heard, and the wind pressure crushed the wheat in the field. Grid was nervous. “Who is she fighting?”


  It couldn’t be...


  “This is Piaro again!”


  It was clear that Piaro wouldn’t be able to suppress his enthusiasm once he saw Mercedes’ growth. The confused Grid ran to the scene of the battle. He didn't want this fight to happen because he didn’t want to see Piaro defeated. Grid still didn’t know… Piaro’s true value!




  Chapter 811


  Piaro was sitting in the moonlight while moving the hand plow. The result of his experiments in the vampire city... No, the full moon tonight was enough to plant a ‘bloody tomato’ he had developed with the help of a colleague.


  “Field work is fun.”


  Piaro felt this every time, but farming wasn’t a joke. He had to dig at the hard ground, plant seeds in it, and cover them with soil again. The more he repeated this series of exercises, the more efficiently his muscles were trained and the more strength he gained.


  “It is thanks to the health and clean outdoor air.”


  He sucked the clean air deep into his lungs. It might be exaggerating but he felt that his life was extended by one day every time he took in a breath. It was a sensation he couldn’t feel in the vampire cities. The vampire cities were underground, and the flow of air wasn’t smooth. He also never got sunburnt because it wasn’t sunny. However...


  “I’ll have to go back soon...”


  He couldn’t avoid it just because he didn’t like it.


  Noll’s blood was an enormous help for farming because it contained a large number of nutrients. Thanks to Noll’s help, Piaro could improve the new variety of potatoes that he was planting. Ultimately, he might be able to get a hint on how to grow the golden walnuts.


  ‘I have to say goodbye to His Majesty tomorrow.’


  The reason why Piaro had briefly returned to Reinhardt was due to Grid’s safety. He had waited in Reinhardt so he could receive Grid’s call at any time when Grid was in the empire. Grid had returned unharmed today, meaning Piaro no longer had a reason to stay in Reinhardt.


  ‘I want to go and see him.’


  However, the time was too late. It would be rude to find Grid now. Recently, Piaro had been planting potatoes in the middle of the night, causing him to wake up late.


  “Hmm?” Piaro was wishing that morning would come soon when he suddenly stopped moving his hand. He felt turbulence in the atmosphere a few hundred meters away.


  “...” 


  Yet the silence of the night continued. The only sound in the serene farmland was the cries of the night owls. However, Piaro felt certain that… something was approaching. Was he mistaken? No. Piaro farmed using the power of the sun, the earth, the water, and the wind. His keen senses precisely captured the changes in the atmosphere.


  “Over there!”


  He knew it. Piaro could hear the cry of a woman coming from far away. Her silent footsteps seemed like she was secretly approaching, but her shout showed that wasn’t the case.


  ‘It was a subconscious hiding of her presence...’


  It was at a considerably good level. The moment Piaro felt admiration...


  “Stop!” A cry came from the woman’s right side.


  “...Huh?” Piaro was startled. It was because the woman’s movement speed was fast enough to exceed his awareness. Her presence had been dozens of meters away, and now it was right in Piaro’s field of vision.


  “This is an unexpected guest.” A smile appeared on Piaro’s face as he confirmed the woman’s face.


  “P-Piaro?!” Mercedes’ eyes widened as she grasped the identity of the person digging the tunnel. What method had she used to train? Piaro burned with an intense fighting spirit and cried out excitedly, “You have grown a lot in just one month!” 


  He didn’t ask trivial questions about why Mercedes was now here. Piaro only swung his hand plow with the dream of dueling with a strong person.


  “What...?” Mercedes panicked. She had reunited with an old hero in a totally unexpected manner. Rather than feeling joyous, he attacked her randomly? Moreover, it was with a hand plow!


  Mercedes frowned as she defended herself with her sword. ‘He seems different from before?’


  One month ago, Piaro had attacked her under Grid’s orders, so Mercedes had already experienced Piaro’s power. His attack power with a sickle and a hand plow, instead of a sword, had been surprising. However, Mercedes had been promoted and was now a legend. As long as Piaro didn’t pull out his sword, it should be expected for Mercedes to overtake his hand plow.


  Yet it was impossible. Why? It was because this was farmland, and farmlands were Piaro’s field. The aura of nature made Piaro even stronger, like how Demon Slayer Yura who became more powerful in hell. This was something Grid had overlooked because he didn’t become stronger when fighting in the smithy.


  “Kuk...!” Piaro continuously took advantage of the hand plow’s short reach and quickness to attack. His attack power was even more threatening compared to one month ago. The fast and powerful Mercedes hurried to defend herself. “As expected from Piaro...! You have become stronger in such a short time!”


  Facing a legend with farming equipment...! 


  Mercedes felt a sense of discomfort and didn’t question why Piaro attacked her. She was well aware of Piaro’s obsession with the strong. Pulling out one more sword, she cried out as she defended against Piaro’s hand plow, “Are you finally reaching the level of a Sword Saint?”


  If it was like this...


  “I’ll help you!”


  She would duel wholeheartedly so that the old hero could reach a higher level. A silver sword energy sprung up behind Mercedes. It was in the shape of beautiful wings, reminiscent of an angel. The silver wings—Mercedes’ wings—spread out. She had some capacity for flight, and she also constantly released sword energy from the wings in order to deal damage to a target.


  Mercedes great power collided with Piaro. Strong winds like that of a storm rose and ruined the farmland, swirling the grains in the air.


  “I’m no longer the young girl from your memories. Draw your sword,” Mercedes suggested. However, Piaro was stubborn. Instead of a sword, he drew a sickle. Now, he struck back with a hand plow and sickle.


  Mercedes’ expression stiffened. “...You will regret it.”


  Mercedes felt the need to convince Piaro that she was no longer a young girl. She didn’t just want to be acknowledged. It was necessary to validate her skills with her future colleagues.


  “Sword of Honor.”


  Then something amazing occurred. Mercedes’ two swords hit only one point. Her swift assault with her flapping wings rushed toward Piaro, forcing him to defend.


  ‘Ha!’ Piaro defended against a stab that couldn’t be followed with an ordinary person’s eyes. The hand plow and sickle had been made personally by Grid, yet cracks started to appear on the farming equipment made of materials from Great Demon Belial. The reason for this phenomenon wasn’t because Mercedes’ two swords were better than Grid’s hand plow and sickle. 


  It was just the limits of farming equipment. Farming equipment used a much smaller amount of metal than weapons, making them less durable. This was a flaw Mercedes had already discovered.


  ‘I didn’t expect to be attacked with this strategy.’ Piaro admired the fact that Mercedes truly had an amazing insight as he twisted his crossed hand plow and sickle.


  Then...


  Kakakang!


  “...!” Mercedes’ sword was pushed to the side. Piaro expected Mercedes’ stride to become twisted and lose balance. “Hah!”


  However, Mercedes’ used transcendental movements to keep her balance. She swung her other sword and grazed Piaro’s chest, turning her upper body along with the sword.


  “Draw your sword now, please.”


  “The hand plow and sickle are my best weapons. Why should I draw a sword?”


  “Stubborn to the end...!”


  During the past 12 years, had Piaro become like this to cope with the terrible suffering? Mercedes was convinced of this. ‘It is clear that Piaro has regressed.’


  How could he have made progress? How could he have afforded to train his mind and body when it was hard just surviving? Mercedes determined that Piaro had become narrow-minded due to what had happened.


  “Knight’s Resolution.” An energy sword formed on her chest, and her mind and body became stronger. Mercedes felt a sense of obligation. She felt obligated to defeat Piaro to remind him of the painful reality and give him a chance to develop further.


  ‘Piaro must become a Sword Saint.’


  What about Kraugel? She couldn’t accept a person she hadn’t heard of suddenly becoming a sword saint. The moment Mercedes made her resolution...


  “Free Farming 7th Style.”


  Thousands and then tens of thousands of seeds were scattered in the aftermath of the battle.


  “Polishing.”


  “...?!”


  Pepeng! A series of explosions occurred on the ground and in the air. There were literally thousands or even tens of thousands of explosions. The seeds were what exploded, so the size of each explosion wasn’t great. However, it was big enough to compare to magic.


  “Ugh...!” Mercedes was trapped in the blast and couldn’t take a single step. She wrapped her body with the silver sword energy to minimize the damage.


  ‘What is this...?’


  The seeds suddenly exploded? Was it possible to take advantage of sword energy to do something like this?


  ‘It can’t be!’


  Mercedes shrank back in her wings and belatedly realized that Piaro had already reached the same realm as herself. In other words...


  “A Sword Saint...” The explosions ended, and Mercedes’ expression became jubilant as she opened her ragged wings. “Are you already a Sword Saint?” Mercedes asked.


  She was expecting a brilliant resurrection of the old heroes. However, Piaro brutally destroyed her expectations.


  “No, I am a farmer.”


  “...?”


  Was he still joking around right now? The baffled Mercedes tried to open her mouth to speak. Then Piaro pulled out a pitchfork. “Free Farming 4th Style, Plowing the Field.”


  Supapak!


  The ground around Mercedes was quickly cleared.


  “Sowing Seeds! Grow!”


  New crops were planted, and Piaro used the energy of nature to make them grow.


  “...” Mercedes was stunned as she was suddenly surrounded by a golden wheat field. It was a nightmarish night.




  Chapter 812


  They were the people who were praised as ‘pillars’ for supporting the empire. However, Mercedes and most of the empire didn’t acknowledge the Five Pillars. No, to be precise, they couldn’t acknowledge the Five Pillars. It was because the Five Pillars didn’t have anything to show. They were strong, but they hadn’t achieved any particular feat. 


  Well, it could be said that they strengthened the emperor by protecting the emperor’s side, maintaining the empire’s balance as a result. However, on the other hand, what about the former pillars called Piaro and Asmophel? They had defeated countless enemies and protected countless people. They were a paragon of the people and the nobles, saving the empire whenever it was in a crisis and giving courage to the imperialists.


  Piaro and Asmophel were great people.


  “...A farmer.”


  ‘Don’t joke around.’ Mercedes couldn’t speak her wishes and hopes. It was because her insight was telling her that it was real and not a trick. Piaro’s farming power had indeed created a new field in an instant. 


  “Why...” Mercedes was pale as she bit her trembling lips. She wanted this moment to be a nightmare. However, this was reality. It was terrible.


  “Why are you a farmer?”


  The occupation of a farmer was exclusive to the peasants.


  Mercedes cared for the people but she was still a noble. She had been taught that there was dignity in every profession, and she acknowledged it. However, Mercedes was nobler than anyone. She couldn’t understand or acknowledge that the Piaro she had long admired was now a humble farmer. 


  Piaro understood her feelings as he was also from the nobility. However, now Piaro realized that… “I like being a farmer better than a great swordsman.”


  Piaro held the pitchfork and pulled out a flail. It was a tool used to thrash grain. “There is no job that is better than another. If we have to discuss it, a farmer is nobler than a great swordsman or Sword Saint. Without a farmer, there is no food for daily use. If there was no delicious food, humanity couldn’t have developed this much and be happy.” 


  “...”


  After all, if there was no hunter, meat or leather couldn’t be gathered. Mercedes rejected Piaro’s extreme remarks and felt a sense of duty instead. During the past 12 years, she had felt a sense of duty to help the ‘broken’ Piaro recover from his hellish life.


  “There isn’t the time for questions and answers.”


  Her torn silver wings shone brilliantly again.


  Kuooooh!


  Mercedes’ two swords started to glow. The pure brilliance filled the darkness of the night and swallowed up the moon.


  “Piaro! Regain your mind!”


  Mercedes’ attacks were exceptional. The white light attacks created numerous wounds on Piaro’s body. Piaro was only wearing thin cloth clothes and couldn’t resist Mercedes’ sharp attacks. However, there was a bigger problem. Mercedes started to swap weapons. She accumulated damage on Piaro without giving him time to rest and opened the distance to avoid a counterattack.


  Of course, Piaro was persistent. He used his rapid growth ability to create a barrier of plants and cut off ranged attacks. Rice, wheat, potatoes, and cabbages flew in the air.


  “...!” Mercedes withdrew. The grains and vegetables contracted like they were going to explode. However, this time they didn’t explode. They struck her body instead. Piaro linked this attack with the Free Farming 6th Style. It became a barrage of attacks!


  Mercedes shook as the flail hit her back. Her defense was quite weak since she was only wearing old leather armor, so she felt great pain. It was more painful than when she was stabbed by a sword or spear. For a noble knight to be beaten by a farmer... Her mental suffering was incomparable.


  “How about it? This is the power of a farmer! I am much stronger and healthier than I was during my days of a great swordsman. I can bring happiness to more people! This is it!”


  “Kuk...!”


  “This is my new path!”


  The earth was in turmoil. The effects produced by two legends fighting was gorgeous enough to be compared to the raid of a great demon. It was on a different scale as all the farmland in the path of the two people disappeared. Grid watched the two people fighting from a distance and gulped. “A dragon and tiger fighting...!”


  A dragon and tiger...


  However, that wasn’t Grid’s problem right now. He was too busy feeling in awe.


  ‘Was Piaro always this strong?’


  The grains exploded without a break. Crops rose from the ground and stretched around Mercedes’ body. Mercedes’ actions were severely restricted as her wrists and ankles were caught by the crops that kept growing. Mercedes’ perfect balance of swapping between all types of weapons—sword, axe, bow, shield, spear, and so on—on a case by case basis collapsed before the crops.


  In the end, was this another nerf? Had Mercedes weakened the moment she became his ally? No, that wasn’t it. Mercedes was still strong. It was just that Piaro was stronger than her.


  Grid noticed belatedly, “The farmland...”


  These were the fields that Piaro had been working on for years. This place...


  “It is Piaro’s field...!”


  Piaro was already beyond the standards of an NPC. The legendary Piaro was now a boss monster. Grid’s heart beat excitedly as he had great confidence in Piaro who always showed overwhelming strength. He felt that he could infinitely count on Piaro.


  As for the regret that he felt about Piaro becoming a farmer? That had blown away. It would be strange if Grid felt regretful about it. After all, Piaro was now fighting several times better than Sword Saint Kraugel!


  “Piaro!” Grid’s cry resonated in the farmland. “Show me the power of the strongest!” 


  His shout echoed. It pierced through the sound of the hand plow and sword colliding in the air and into Piaro’s ears. Piaro’s hands trembled as he held the farming equipment. “If this is Your Majesty’s wish...!”


  The wind raged, and Mercedes’ silver wings fluttered like in a storm. Piaro’s hands rotated. “Free Farming!”


  “...!!” Mercedes’ eyes widened. It was because her two swords were sucked into Piaro’s rotating hands.


  ‘Supreme Swordsmanship 4th style...!’


  Piaro’s old swordsmanship had been a great contribution to bringing down the great demon Astaroth.


  “Watermill!” 


  It was sublimated and expressed as a more powerful agricultural method. This was enough to neutralize Mercedes’ weapons and cause the ground to shake. Then a water pillar erupted and struck Mercedes’ body.


  “Ah...” As Mercedes flew through the air, she realized, ‘One occupation isn’t more noble than another.’ 


  Her way of thinking expanded. At this moment, 1st Knight Mercedes set up her first chivalric code.


  ‘Don’t be prejudiced.’


  At this moment...


  [Legendary Knight Mercedes had created a new chivalric code.]


  [All of the legendary knight Mercedes’ stats will increase by 10% and the chance of weak spots being exposed will decrease by 80%.]


  “...?” Grid’s expression became one of astonishment as he watched the two people duel. Mercedes crashed to the ground and bowed her head to Piaro. “We have been reunited after 12 years. I wasn’t able to show my development but I received your teachings. I am ashamed and thankful.”


  “I have also learned a lot. I can’t be assured of victory if you fought with all your power.”


  “No. I would’ve lost anyway.”


  “Huhu, you are too modest.”


  The night deepened with a warm sight.


  ***


  “Are you just leaving?”


  After the battle was over, Mercedes and Piaro unburdened their hearts all night and came to Grid in the morning. Piaro said he would leave for the vampire cities. “Yes. Now that the best knight is with Your Majesty, I can leave feeling reassured.”


  “Why are you so diligent? Hasn’t it been a long time since you reunited with Mercedes? Why don’t you stay for a few more days?”


  Piaro was a valuable person to Grid, so he didn’t want Piaro to be stressed. Piaro spoke a surprising name to the concerned Grid, “I was shaken when I heard the news about Khan. If I had succeeded in growing the golden walnut a bit sooner... If I had, Khan might’ve been able to live a bit longer.”


  Grid’s grief and suffering at Khan’s sudden departure was passed onto Piaro, who lived with regret.


  “Your Majesty, I am going to be more diligent.”


  “...”


  Piaro’s true heart was transmitted to Grid, and Grid could no longer stop him. Feeling thankful, Grid grasped Piaro’s hands. “Thank you. But keep this in mind. Don’t overdo it. I won’t forgive you if you leave like Khan.”


  “...Yes.”


  It was a touching scene. Mercedes smiled as she saw the leader and subordinate caring about each other.


  “Piaro, wait!” Someone’s shout rang out. The person who showed up was Administrator Rabbit. He first politely greeted Grid before handing a piece of paper to Piaro. “This is the cost of the damage dealt to the farmlands yesterday! I’ll get it from your pay!”


  “...”


  The reason why the Overgeared Kingdom had been able to make steady progress during Grid’s absence was thanks to all the people who worked so hard.


  ***


  “What amazing children.” Sage Sticks was now the principal of the Overgeared Academy, and the smile couldn’t disappear from his face. “They were a bit slow to learn at first. But once they got the hang of common sense, they evolved remarkably. All 23 children will surely grow into great scholars and magicians.”


  They were talking about the children Grid had brought over from the Tower of Eternity. The children, who had been misunderstood as Grid’s children, had recently been the topic of discussion in the Overgeared Kingdom. It was because all the children had genius brains.


  A smile appeared on Grid’s face. “This is good news. Are the kids healthy?”


  “Yes. The shades in their hearts have been removed. I think that the affection Your Majesty showed while bringing the children here healed many of their wounds. You did well. You did very well.” Sticks’ eyes were warm as he gazed at Grid.


  The noble elf species—they disliked the selfish and violent tendencies of humans. Were they any elves in history who felt great affection for humans? There were none. Yet Sticks felt great affection toward Grid who gave him new feelings. Thanks to Grid, Sticks got rid of his prejudices against humans. It was a hasty change.


  Simultaneously… 


  “I finally found it.” Merchant King Kir was the first player to find the World Tree’s Forest. A species quest was about to be opened by a player, and it was actually in the worst form.




  Chapter 813


  According to last year’s statistics, the number of players who chose a merchant as a class was 41,715,997. It was comparable to the most popular combat classes such as swordsman and magician. Why? That was because it was a class that gave hopes and dreams to ordinary people. In modern society where in-game goods were traded for cash, it was natural that a merchant class which was meant for making money would be popular.


  Of course, reality was tough, and most merchants didn’t make money. However, a few merchants gained fame by accumulating a huge wealth. A typical figure was the 1st ranked Kir. As he was the first player to make a company, he had been accumulating wealth steadily. He had tens of thousands of people under him, and some people called him the merchant king.


  “I finally found it.”


  The forest of the world tree—it was also known as the Elven Forest, and Kir was the first player to step foot in there.


  [You are the first player to discover the elves’ territory!]


  [It is an achievement that will remain in history! The first discovery will give you various benefits!]


  [You can easily raise affinity with the elves, and you will receive a 20% discount on the prices of items purchased in elven villages. There will be 20% more profit when selling goods.]


  [Hunting in the elf territory will increase experience rate by 20%, and item drop rate will increase by 10%.]


  [Mana regeneration rate is permanently increased by 8%.]


  “Hoh! This is more than I expected.”


  With platinum hair, emerald eyes, and pure white skin that blended beautifully, Kir seemed like a typical handsome nobleman in movies and novels. He checked his first discovery benefits and glanced behind him. “You can come in now.” 


  As soon as Kir gave permission...


  “Isn’t the air somewhat different?”


  “It is sweet every time I breathe. The sunshine is exceptionally pleasant. I’d like to build a house here.”


  A group of people entered the forest. They were players who were armed with high-level equipment. Among them, the man with the ID of Boutian used magic. “Magic Detection.”


  Supaak! His mana extended a few dozen meters and searched the surrounding life forms. Boutian reported, “There are many small animals. It seems that the elves have no defenses at the boundaries of the forest.”


  “It is peaceful.”


  The elves had been living in this forest for hundreds of years. It was hard to expect them to be vigilant when they had been completely cut off from the outside world and lived their own lives. Of course, this was a good thing for Kir.


  “I am sorry that I can’t enjoy the bonus game but...” Kir’s mouth spread into a deep smile as he stopped talking. It contained a meanness that wasn’t shown before. No, it was right to say that his true nature was being expressed.


  Who was Kir? He was a person who deceived others, trampled on them, and accumulated wealth from stealing in order to reach the 1st merchant ranking. The most appropriate description for him was ‘evil.’ The usual mild and remote impression? It was just a mask to distract the other person.


  “Let’s get started,” Kir gave the order. His silent colleagues started to slash at him with a sword.


  “Cough! Kuaaaaak!”


  Merchants had no way to invest points in stats to increase their physical abilities. Kir’s defense was terrible due to his low stats. despite the expensive armor he was wearing. His health fell to the bottom in a flash, and he started to flee. His colleagues, or former colleagues, chuckled as they watched him flee into the forest.


  “It is useless trying to escape with such slow footsteps. Won’t he be caught by us very quickly?”


  “If he wants to run away, shouldn’t he run away faster?”


  “D-Dammit! S-Save me! Anyone out there?” Kir shouted in every direction, but there was no reaction. His shouts just echoed in the forest. The laughs of the traitors grew louder. 


  “There isn’t anyone here except us. Who are you asking for help from?”


  “Do you want a bear to show up and protect you? Stupid! Kakaka!”


  The fierce pursuit of Kir followed. Kir had no time to breathe as he ran. The pursuers, who were faster than him, hummed as they slowly gave chase without killing him.


  “Shit...!” Frustrated, Kir’s eyes reddened as he was constantly hit by bushes and branches. The pursuers closely followed him. 


  “I’m tired of this. Let’s finish this fun game. Yes?” This was spoken by a woman who destroyed every bush in the way because she didn’t want to become dirty. Kir saw the killing intent in her eyes and cried out desperately, “Why? Why are you doing this all of a sudden? We’re colleagues! Why are you suddenly attempting to harm me?”


  Deep in the forest, Kir’s unfortunate cries rang out in the middle of the world tree forest. The woman shrugged. “What colleagues? We just wanted your money from the beginning. Now, do you know what you have to do?”


  The woman placed her scimitar to the neck of the frightened Kir. “If you want to live, give me money. I will spare you if you give enough money to satisfy us. Okay? Rich. Man.” 


  “Ick...!” Kir gritted his teeth. The horror and frustration that filled his expression vanished like they had been lies, and anger took their place. “Using people for money...! You are worst than beasts!”


  “Oh, my. What is this? Beasts? We are people. Most people are greedy like us, apart from freaks like you. Aren’t we normal?” The woman’s scimitar neared Kir’s neck, soaking Kir’s collar with blood. “Give me your money.”


  Kir was at the crossroad of life and death. He gulped as he feared death. “I don’t want to...!”


  “What?”


  “Justice is shouting in my heart! I would rather choose an honorable death than listen to the demands of people like you!”


  “Are you crazy?”


  “No! I’m fine! I am sane! I absolutely won’t succumb! If I surrender, you will keep doing this and new victims will appear!”


  “Hah, you are really a freak. Then die.”


  Tsk. The woman clicked her tongue and raised her weapon.


  Puk! An arrow flew without a sound and penetrated the woman’s shoulder.


  “...?” The woman and all her colleagues were amazed.


  “Who is it?”


  “There are people in this forest?”


  A breeze blew in the chaos. The bushes swayed, and a woman who boasted a perfect beauty emerged. Her perfect ratio and pointed ears revealed her identity.


  “E-Elf?”


  “I-Is this an elf forest?”


  The number of elves was so small that it couldn’t be compared to humans. There was a rumor that there were only 100,000 elves on the continent. Nevertheless, why was it that the elves could protect their territory from the greedy humans? That was simple. It was because they were strong. The elves’ innate archery and spirits were so great that humans couldn’t afford to go against them.


  The groups of humans who tried to kill Kir stopped immediately. They put away their weapons and raised their arms while the elf pointed a bow at them.


  “Leave this sacred forest right away. This isn’t a place to be corrupted by humans like you.”


  “H-Hik!” Grateful that they could escape alive, the humans no longer clung to Kir. They didn’t look back as they ran away.


  “Allowing access to humans... Are the wards old?” Beniyaru, the white-haired elf who gave off a haughty impression, muttered something about ‘wards.’ Then she gazed at Kir. Kir bowed his head. “T-Thank you for your help! I will definitely pay you back!”


  “There is no need.”


  “Ah! I-I’m really sorry. I’ll leave right away... Ugh!” Remembering that this was a place where human access wasn’t allowed, Kir got up hurriedly, only to flop down again. He couldn’t support his body due to all his wounds. “I-I’m really sorry. I will take a short break and then leave immediately.”


  With a good face and a pure attitude, Kir’s appearance was different from the ordinary humans in the elves’ memories. Unable to catch a glimpse of any mean desires, Beniyaru said, “I heard your conversation with them. You would rather choose death than listen to such a vile request?”


  “...You can call me stupid. I dislike greedy people. It would be better to die than to give money to them.” A small smile crossed Beniyaru’s mouth.


  “Follow me. I’ll guide you to the village.”


  “Huh? Can I visit your village despite being a human...?”


  “I think you will be okay. You are the first guest in hundreds of years. Stay in the village and heal your wounds until those greedy people waiting outside the forest have left.”


  “T-Thank you!” Kir’s face brightened. His innocent smile didn’t induce any rejection in the elf. The merchants’ high charm stat, friendliness, and the first finder’s benefits overlapped together, producing an excellent effect.


  -Wait one more day before leaving, Kir sent a whisper as he followed the elf.


  -Yes, I understand.


  The whisper was sent to the person who betrayed him just a moment ago. In other words, Kir gave a command to the woman who had placed the scimitar at his neck. It was all an act… an act to approach the elves naturally!


  ***


  -List of people who can be appointed as leader of a knights division-


  [Mercedes]


  [Mercedes can lead a total of 50 knights.


  Mercedes’ knights will have physical damage increased by 12%, defense by 12%, attack speed by 5% and movement speed by 7%.


  The effects are permanent as long as the person belongs to the knights division.


  Knights Division’s Passive Skills: Increased Health Regeneration (High), Increase Mana Regeneration (Medium), Decreased Stamina Consumption (High)]


  “...”


  Until now, only Piaro and Asmophel had been able to be appointed as a knights division leader. Even Chucksley couldn’t be appointed despite being one of the best knights of the Eternal Kingdom. In other words, any NPCs who could be appointed as the leader of a knights division meant they had great value. However, Mercedes passed the level of ‘great.’


  ‘It is the level of a complete scam...’


  Piaro increased the group’s attack power by 10%, attack speed by 3%, and movement speed by 5%. Meanwhile, Asmophel increased magic damage by 5% and reduced skill cooldown by 8%. The presences of those two were great enough. However, the effects of Mercedes’ presence was twice as great as theirs.


  Increase attack and defense by 12%... It was comparable to enhanced items. This was huge when the effects were applied to high-level players like Chris and Pon.


  Gulp! Grid swallowed his saliva. He looked solemn for a moment before opening his mouth, “Mercedes.”


  “Yes, Your Majesty.”


  “Can I join your knights division?”


  “...?”


  “It... isn’t possible? Haha.” It wasn’t a genuine laugh. Grid trembled with a terrible regret.


  [The Legendary Knights’ Overgeared Division has been created.]


  The third Overgeared Knights Division was born after the Overgeared Knights and Overgeared Magicians. Only the best members of the Overgeared Kingdom could join this new division. Lauel joined it due to his skill level and was stunned. “I... The Legendary Overgeared Knights Division...!”


  He should be happy when he looked at the stats, but why were tears flowing from his eyes? Lauel was sad.




  Chapter 814


  This was after forming the knights division. 


  “Are you talking about my armor?” Mercedes responded to Grid’s call and was confused. “Your Majesty will make armor for me?”


  “Yes.” 


  Mercedes’ reacted to Grid’s words like a bolt had come out of the blue, “That is ridiculous. Your Majesty can’t work for your subjects.”


  Of course, Mercedes knew that Grid’s root was a blacksmith. However, she was currently talking common sense. Which king in the world would put in labor for their subjects? A king’s subjects couldn’t be given priority over a king’s convenience.


  “Please reconsider.”


  Grid shook his head at Mercedes’ concern. “In the end, it is for me. The stronger you are, the stronger I am. Don’t feel burdened.”


  Mercedes’ main armor was heavy armor. It was right to say that she wasn’t complete when wearing leather armor. Nevertheless, she had competed with Piaro for a while in his field. She was a really lovely person. Grid wanted to make her complete as soon as possible. “Let’s go. There are many things I have to make in addition to your armor.”


  “...I understand.” In the end, Mercedes was unable to break Grid’s determination and bowed deeply. Her liking toward Grid was growing day by day.


  ***


  “Will your parents be happy if you die in a place like this?”


  “You...! Don’t mention my parents!”


  “I sincerely pity your parents. How sad would they be because their child committed a crime and ended up in prison?”


  “...”


  A terrible criminal was trapped in Reinhardt’s dungeon.


  Reidorn—he was the worst criminal who had tried to assassinate Grid during the founding of the Overgeared Kingdom. They wanted to find out who was behind him. This was left to the 1st ranked orator, Huroi. Huroi’s daily routine began with him questioning Reidorn.


  “If you want to see your parents again, then tell me! How dare a motherless person like you try to assassinate King Grid?!”


  “Kuk! Kukuk! You stupid person. How many times do I have to tell you? It was my own plan. I didn’t receive instructions from anyone.”


  “The king of a nation... It was your own idea to attempt assassinating a king on the day of the founding ceremony? Who would believe this obvious lie? Your parents won’t believe it!”


  “You bastard!” Reidorn wanted to regain his composure, only to become agitated again. “I told you to stop bringing up my parents!”


  “Why do you get angry every time I talk about your parents? Am I cursing your parents?”


  That was right. Huroi wasn’t cursing Reidorn’s parents. He just frequently mentioned them. However, it was strange. Reidorn snapped every time Huroi mentioned his parents. This was the power of Huroi’s Taunt skill. Huroi used Taunt every time he mentioned Reidorn’s parents. So, why did he bother doing this? It was related to Huroi’s personal taste, not out of any particular efficiency.


  “Hrmm... ” Huroi faced the growling Reidorn, who was tied up. He was forced to acknowledge Reidorn, who had been imprisoned for more than half a year and never opened his mouth. “I didn’t want to do this... Tsk.” A shadow fell over Huroi’s face. He looked reluctant.


  Reidorn’s heart became anxious. ‘Did he prepare a terrible torture...?”


  Gulp. Reidorn swallowed his saliva as his body shook. However, his mind became stronger. ‘I will never yield.’


  Reidorn never intended to reveal that he was Red Knight and also a solo number knight. No, he couldn’t say it. His attempt to assassinate Grid had been purely from his own thoughts. That’s right. He hadn’t received any commands. Reidorn had tried to assassinate Grid because he thought Grid would become a threat later. If Reidorn’s identity were revealed, a diplomatic problem could occur. It could even cause damage to the empire. After all, Grid’s power, which Reidorn had personally experienced, was a threat to the empire!


  ‘I would rather die!’ Reidorn pledged to keep his mouth shut.


  Duguen! Duguen! His heart beat faster. In the midst of his growing fear...


  “Bring it in,” Huroi ordered. 


  Then guards entered while carrying a small box.


  Gulp!


  What was in this box? Was it a tool to dig out his eyeballs? Reidorn’s imagination was moving toward the negative things. His face paled as Huroi opened the box in front of him. In the box...


  Chirp! Chirp!


  There was a chick. It was a small, yellow, and cute chick.


  “...?” Reidorn was confused. How did a chick pop out of a box that he thought would contain torture tools? Reidorn was puzzled as the chick moved toward him.


  Chirp chirp! The chick’s little black eyes looked up at Reidorn. He seemed to mistake Reidorn as his mother. Reidorn had faced torture every day for a long time. Now that he saw a cute animal, he couldn’t help smiling. He felt a desire to touch the chick’s fur.


  Huroi’s cold voice entered his ears, “Something urgent happened. I won’t be back here for a while. Enjoy a few days of peace.”


  “You, what are you planning? What is this chick?”


  “You don’t know?”


  Huroi didn’t answer and left with the guards.


  Chirp chirp!


  Reidorn was left alone with the chick and felt peace for the first time in ages. His heart was warmed. Meanwhile, the prison guards questioned Huroi.


  “Can I ask what the meaning of that chick is?”


  “Why are you giving the wicked criminal time to heal his heart?”


  “Sigh...” Wanting to smoke a cigarette, Huroi gave a deep sigh before replying to the confused guards. “I will eat that chick when it is a bit older.”


  “Yes...?”


  “It will be in front of Reidorn.”


  “...”


  “The chick he shares a deep bond with...!”


  “...”


  “...I will put it in various vegetables and boil it.”


  “T-That...!”


  “You are worse than a great demon!”


  The guards got goosebumps. The method of psychological torture that Huroi planned was so horrific that it was creepy. Of course, Huroi didn’t feel comfortable doing this. However, what could he do?


  “He is the one who made me evil...”


  “Ahhh...”


  It would be a perfect scene if there was the sound effect of thunder, but today was a clear sky without any clouds.


  ***


  “Where are you going?” Mercedes asked as she followed Grid. She thought Grid would go to the smithy, but he walked out of the castle instead.


  ‘Is there a smithy outside the castle?’


  Grid explained to Mercedes, “Starting from today, I will do the work of a blacksmith more efficiently.”


  He consumed a lot of time and effort whenever he made an item. Additionally, he had to maintain his concentration for several days. The result was often good, but there was a big problem with this method. There was no time to hunt. In the last few months, Grid had been in a stagnant position. He would soon be pushed out of the top 10 of the unified rankings. 


  This was the limit of a non-combat class. Unlike the combat classes that could devote themselves to hunting, Grid also had to act as a blacksmith and had too little time to concentrate on leveling up. In this regard, Grid worked hard. The idea which came to mind was the portable furnace. Thanks to the white phosphorus wood, he could get the desired firepower whenever and wherever he wanted.


  “In the future, I will make items at the hunting grounds.”


  Grid had tried to challenge it in the past. He’d made items in the hunting area while Noe, Randy, and the God Hands hunted. However, it hadn’t been effective. At the time, he hadn’t had white phosphorus wood, so there was a limit to the firepower that a portable furnace could exert. He had only been able to produce low-level items.


  ‘But it is different now.’


  Grid made a confident smile and pulled out the map. His destination was the new hunting ground Kraugel had given him—the Boundary Forest. Due to unknown wards, it was said that the deep parts of the forest were unable to be accessed.


  “A forest with unusually sweet fruits...”


  If Grid took out the ‘Media Mountains Honey’, a monster called ‘bear-wolf’ would appear. It was very powerful and took strong players a long time to hunt. However, Kraugel said the monster gave the experience of a field boss.


  “Is the information reliable? How does Kraugel know the method to summon the bear-wolf?"


  “He was taking a break and eating honey bread.”


  It was valuable information that Kraugel had given Grid in return for the White Tiger Sword.


  “In any case, he is a good friend.” Grid always felt proud when he thought about Kraugel.


  Mercedes was filled with a strange jealousy when she saw Grid’s smile and gave negative feedback, “I am aware of the bear-wolves. They are monsters that combine the destructive power of a bear and the agility of a wolf. It will be stronger than Your Majesty anticipates.”


  Yet Grid wanted to hunt these monsters while making armor? That was impossible to do. Grid made a confident expression as he looked at the worried Mercedes. “I have you by my side, so why do I need to be worried?”


  “Don’t you need experience? If you don’t hunt the bear-wolves yourself, will you be able to grow?”


  “No, you won’t be hunting. You just need to season them for me.”


  “Season... what are you saying?”


  Why was he suddenly talking about cooking? Grid explained to the baffled Mercedes, “You will hit the bear-wolf as hard as you can when it appears. Then won’t it be angry at you?”


  “Yes, I see.”


  “From then on, you just need to tank. While you tank, I will finish it off with my pets, the God Hands and the Overgeared Skeletons. Then I can get experience while sitting down and making armor, and my pets and the Overgeared Skeletons will grow as well.”


  “I understand. I will do so,” Mercedes responded energetically! Despite being the strongest person, her role was to assist. This was the legendary knight bus, and Grid was the only passenger on the bus she was driving.




  Chapter 815


  “It is tougher than I thought.”


  He didn’t know how many times he had checked the map during the last four days of the journey. It was difficult to find the right path. Grid was still unable to find his destination. However, it wasn’t because he was lost. Grid had a good sense of direction. It hadn’t been a fluke that he discovered the North End Cave and Pagma’s Rare Book.


  “Um...” Grid’s gaze fell on the map again and again.


  Kraugel said that the Boundary Forest was right there at the point where the Beldon Volcanic Zone and the Lilton Desert overlapped. That’s right. The Boundary Forest was a place not marked on the map, so it was no wonder that it was hard to find.


  “Go east from the Beldon Volcanic area, west from the Lilton Desert...” Grid’s eyes narrowed. It was irritating since the schedule was different from what he had planned.


  The silent Mercedes finally asked carefully, “Is Kraugel a credible person?”


  “Huh? Why are you asking all of a sudden?”


  “I can’t believe that there is a forest here.”


  This was a volcanic area where lava flowed, a desert where not a single blade of grass could be found. Yet there was a forest at the center? How could vegetation grow in this hot temperature? Grid replied to Mercedes’ reasonable doubt, “You can trust him.”


  Of course, this world wasn’t nice enough to have unconditional beliefs just because a person was a friend. Still, Grid didn’t doubt Kraugel.


  “He is a friend with high pride. It isn’t in his nature to lie.”


  “He is a... Sword Saint?”


  “You know?”


  “Yes. He has been famous in the empire for several months already.”


  The empire showed a lukewarm attitude toward Pagma's Descendant, but they had a great response to a Sword Saint. Some people argued that the Sword Saint should be acquired while others insisted that the Sword Saint should be eliminated. The emperor’s choice was...


  “Try and win him over.”


  “I see. Well, it is natural for Kraugel to be coveted by the emperor.”


  Grid had heard rumors, but to think that Kraugel was given such special treatment...? Grid’s pride wasn’t hurt even when he realized this fact. Was it because he acknowledged that a Sword Saint was a better class than Pagma's Descendant? No. It was because Grid had a great pride that wouldn’t be swept away by the evaluation of other people. So what if he was given a low evaluation? The truth was different.


  “Kraugel rejected the emperor’s offer?”


  “Yes, that’s right.”


  “Weren’t you quite angry?”


  “...”


  Grid was well aware of Mercedes’ personality from the first time they met. She had an excessive loyalty and felt unconditional resentment toward those who went against the will of her master. From the position of an enemy, it was a terrible personality, but it was great now that they were allies.


  “You can relax your emotions and fight when you meet later. One or two years later, you will be so strong that victory will be guaranteed.”


  ‘Please don’t incite an unnecessary fight.’


  Grid had already experienced several times that a confrontation between the strong and the strong was a great help to each other. As such, seeing that Mercedes could go one step further, Grid wanted to set up a confrontation with Sword Saint Kraugel for her.


  ‘It will be a great help for Kraugel as well.’


  Duguen! Duguen! Grid’s heart beat faster as he imagined a confrontation with the further developed Kraugel. His obsession with Kraugel was a reaction to the regret he had felt in the 3rd National Competition. Why did he feel sorry as the winner? It was because he had won before he revealed his true power. Truth be told, Grid felt empty after the finale match with Kraugel. It was different from the exhilaration he felt during the 2nd National Competition.


  ‘It is an undeniable fact.’


  He had reserved his strength and won against Kraugel. However, who could he tell this truth to? No one would believe him if he said it.


  ‘There is no need to speak in the first place.’ It would just be seen as a useless pretense.


  The grinning Grid stopped walking. He was at the end of the lava zone, which was also at the end of the desert. Then an unexpected phenomenon occurred.


  [The World Tree’s Necklace is responding!]


  Grid pulled the necklace out of his inventory.


  [World Tree’s Necklace]


  [Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 20/22


  * 20% increase in strength and agility in elven territory.


  * 150% increase in mana regeneration in elven territory.


  * 1.2 times increase in movement speed in elven territory.


  Before she became a legend, Povia was a loner who wasn’t recognized by humans or elves.


  This necklace was given to her by the world tree, her only friend.


  Weight: 50]


  A necklace made from tree bark being weaved together—it was one of the rewards he had gotten from Death Knight Povia on the Behen Archipelago. This response meant...


  Gulp! Grid made a guess and wore the necklace. Then...


  [Strength and agility will increase by 20%.]


  [Mana regeneration rate will increase by 150%.]


  [Movement speed has increased by 1.2 times.]


  “Indeed...!”


  Grid realized two facts. Firstly, he was already in the Boundary Forest. However, it was impossible to perceive it because of the wards. Secondly, the Boundary Forest was the forest of the world tree. It was the territory of the elves!


  “Now if I can release the wards...!”


  ...But how? Kraugel had only shown him the location of the Boundary Forest, not how to enter it.


  ‘Why?’


  Did he want to provoke Grid? Or was it a test? That was impossible. Kraugel had given him the location of the Boundary Forest out of pure kindness. He wouldn’t hide something from the information he had given willingly.


  “Maybe...”


  Could the wards around the forest be stronger than when Kraugel visited here? It was a reasonable hypothesis when he recalled the rumor that elves hated humans.


  “I’m certain. The elves must have been disturbed by Kraugel’s movements in here and strengthened the wards.”


  Grid was confident of this. His difficulty was on how to release the ward.


  “The general information on how to release a ward...”


  It was to grasp the principle of the ward or release it with magic. These two methods were widely used. Grid hadn’t learned the magic associated with releasing wards, so he had to solve it with the former method. It meant he had to use his head, and that was terrible.


  “F... Um...” Grid was about to curse only to close his mouth with an awkward expression. He couldn’t curse in front of a person who had just become his subordinate.


  “Kuoong.” He became more frustrated because he couldn’t swear. Grid was struggling when Mercedes asked him, “Is there anything I can help you with?”


  “I want to release the ward here but I don’t know how to do it...”


  Mercedes’ thin eyebrows rose. The fact that her master didn’t expect anything of her touched her pride.


  “I will just smash it,” she spoke in a cold voice.


  “Huh?”


  Smashing the ward...? Grid didn’t understand and made a strange expression.


  “If my physical strength is three times stronger than the person who made the ward, I can just destroy it with force. Shall I test it out? Let’s see who is better.”


  Kuwooooh!


  Mercedes pulled out her swords while energy blades bent around her. She swung them once at the air, creating an opening. It was as if Grid was looking at Kraugel’s Space Sword. The sky, the desert, the volcanoes, and the earth split in half. Then the desert area and volcanic area disappeared like they were mirages. After that, a huge forest appeared in the place where the volcanic area and desert had been located. The scale of the forest was too large to determine. It was like a country in itself.


  “...Amazing.” Grid was marveling at Mercedes’ swordsmanship, not the size of the forest. The elves’ magic had created a perfect ward. Grid realized that the heat of the volcano and the desert was a lie and asked, “Is this the elemental magic that I have only heard about?”


  “I think so. They seem to have borrowed the power of the fire elemental to make the volcanic zone and the power of the earth elemental to make the desert. They were different from simple hallucinations.”


  “Elementals... Have you ever met them before?”


  “No.”


  “Ah.” Grid belatedly noticed that the sun flowing through the green leaves shone on Mercedes’ face. Yes, Mercedes was also shaken.


  ‘Right...’


  They had discovered the territories of the elves who had been separated from humanity for hundreds of years. How could anyone be calm before this amazing discovery? Grid watched Mercedes’ cute appearance as she looked around the forest and felt warm.


  ‘I didn’t receive the first discovery reward, so someone else came here before me.’


  It wasn’t Kraugel. Kraugel didn’t even know that this was the territory of the elves. 


  “Kraugel couldn’t enter the forest? Or did he simply lag behind others? If it is the latter, the world was very wide.”


  It was amazing that there were people ahead of Kraugel. Who could it be? Grid’s eyes shone as he pulled out the portable furnace and started to place firewood inside it. On one side, he prepared an anvil, a hammer, and a huge bucket for quenching.


  “...” Mercedes felt it was absurd as she watched Grid turn the forest into a smithy. “Your Majesty. This is an ideal opportunity to meet the elves. Isn’t it right to look for the elves first?”


  Some people misunderstood the elves as a species from fantasies. Thus, they were unfamiliar with elves. The elves were targets of great interest. Even Mercedes wanted to meet an elf right away. However, Grid had no interest in this.


  “I can meet an elf every day.”


  “Huh?”


  He could meet an elf on a daily basis? Mercedes didn’t understand what Grid was saying.


  “Moreover, it is a high elf. He is Sage Sticks. You didn’t know that he was in the Overgeared Kingdom? Doesn’t the empire know anything?”


  “...Ah.” Mercedes couldn’t be unaware of this. In fact, she had forgotten due to an incident from a few days ago. Five days ago was the day that Grid had arrived in Reinhardt.


  “Grid!” Sticks had run to find Grid. “Increase the number of teachers at the academy! I have to teach 12 classes a day alone, 12! I don’t have any time to rest!”


  “I understand. Tell Administrator Rabbit.”


  “No, he is the problem! He says that he can’t increase the number of teachers due to a lack of finances! He is an unscrupulous human who is abusing me to save money!” Sticks cried out, feeling it was unjust. He seemed like such an ordinary person that Mercedes had forgotten… She had completely forgotten the fact that Sticks was a high elf and sage.


  “...I understand.” Mercedes was reminded of the memories she had instinctively sealed. She nodded as if she understood. “Then you have no reason to look for the elves.”


  “Right? In any case, they will just be men.”


  “Men?”


  “Ah, there was something like that. In any case, let’s begin in earnest.” Grid rolled up his sleeves and handed Mercedes some Media Mountain honey which he bought with a lot of money. Then he held a hammer. “I will do the hammering while you eat honey.”


  This was the first important mission she had received since she started serving Grid, but why did she feel that it was somewhat lacking?


  “Yes...” Mercedes responded weakly and pulled out her swords. Simultaneously, an arrow flying through the air was split apart.


  “What is this rudeness?” Mercedes looked sharply in front of her. The appearance of elves with angry expressions entered her field of view. The white-haired elf named Beniyaru shouted, “We hate you...! Humans deserve to be extinct!"


  “Wow.”


  Talking about extinction all of a sudden? Was creating a fire in the middle of the forest that big of a sin? Grid sweated as he belatedly realized, ‘...It is a sin,’ 


  However, he didn’t know it yet… The reason why the elves hated humans wasn’t because of Grid and Mercedes.




  Chapter 816


  Let’s consider when it’s the most annoying time to play a game:


  -When an enhancement failed... 


  -A player’s level not going up no matter how many mobs were killed, dying and losing experience...


  -Failing a raid, or succeeding in a raid only to not get a jackpot...


  -Struggling like a dog to clear a quest, only to receive a poor reward...


  -Finding out that the class chosen was rubbish...


  -Selling an item for a low price, only for the value to skyrocket a few days later...


  -Witnessing someone else get a jackpot, and so on...


  There were so many moments that they couldn’t be listed individually. The culture of the game brought players a lot of entertainment, but it also brought them extreme loss and stress.


  “Ah...” 


  Grid was the same as everyone else, despite being at the peak of the players. He gained wealth and honor from the game, but he still felt loss and stress from it. The current situation was the same. The elves were another species that had been separated from humanity for hundreds of years. They couldn’t be met even when Grid wanted to meet them, so why did they show up right now?


  “...Why did they come up when I am using the white phosphorus wood?!!” Grid screamed as an arrow swept past his cheek and struck his portable furnace.


  Puk!


  [The portable furnace is hit.]


  [The portable furnace won’t function properly.]


  [You need to be careful.]


  “Oh!”


  The white phosphorus wood was still burning in the furnace that had a hole in it. The wood, which was difficult to transport from the East Continent, was consumed meaninglessly.


  ‘Now there are only 80 of them left!’


  Since he needed a minimum of three or four pieces to achieve the desired firepower, the limited number of white phosphorus wood gave Grid considerable pressure. Moreover, as he couldn’t cross to the East Continent currently due to danger from the yangbans, the white phosphorus wood was truly a valuable resource.


  Yet the elves had suddenly appeared and caused him to waste four pieces of white phosphorus wood. As such, Grid couldn’t help feeling heated up. “You are just pretty!”


  It seemed that the rumor of how Kim Taehee and Kim Yisun were just like potatoes when compared to the elves of the elven kingdom was true. Among the elves who appeared in front of Grid, there were none who weren’t beautiful. The elves’ perfect beauty was comparable to the beauty of the best beauties he had seen so far—Yura, Jishuka, Irene, Sua, Mercedes, and so on. It wasn’t at all difficult to make a comparison since Mercedes was right next to him.


  However, so what if they were pretty? They weren’t his anyway!


  “Their chests are also small... Ugh!”


  Puk!


  [You have suffered 8,980 damage.]


  “Your Majesty!”


  “God Hands!”


  Arrows flew without any sound. Grid could figure out the orbits of the arrows using his high agility and insight, but it was impossible to pick out the arrow that came flying immediately after the first one.


  ‘It is like archery from the movies.’


  If an arrow was shot first and then another one, the second one would closely follow the target and hit the target a second time. Since ancient times, archery had been said to be the best on the Korean peninsula, and this was a high-level archery technique. The Korean players were proud of this.


  ‘Bullshit!’ Grid didn’t care about such things. “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  Tang! Tatatatang! Grid started a sword dance as Mercedes and the God Hands protected him.


  Puk! Then an arrow flew through a gap in the God Hands and pierced his thigh, interrupting the skill casting. This was the moment when he was caught by the deadly disadvantage of Pagma’s Swordsmanship.


  ‘Shit! The arrows are too fast!’


  The power, speed, and covertness of the arrows were topnotch. The elves’ archery reminded Grid of the death knight of the legendary archer Povia. This meant that the skills of the elves were greater than the rankers. Arrows started to pour down like rain. The God Hands couldn’t endure the cumulative damage and fell into a stiffened state, exposing Grid to danger.


  “Vaintz’ Swordsmanship 3rd style.”


  Right now, Grid had a knight as a bus... No, it was a legendary knight. Mercedes appeared in front of Grid and protected him. “Fly Sword Energy.”


  A storm occurred along the direction of Mercedes’ rotation. It was a silver storm that crushed the bushes, trees, and rocks equally well.


  “Kyaaack!”


  Kwang! Kwa kwa kwa kwang!


  The elves were hit by the storm of energy swords and fell in all directions. Their sharp screams echoed in the vast forest. However, there was something even more surprising.


  ‘Their health only decreased by half?’


  All the elves survived, and their health was even maintained at 50%. They had an unbelievable defense despite the fact that only leaves were barely covering their bodies. It was also a persistent vitality that didn’t fit their delicate bodies.


  ‘These are elves...! Then how strong is that elf?’ Grid’s gaze was focused on the white-haired elf. The elf called Beniyaru was a named elf, and her name was in a golden color.


  “Your Majesty, you better avoid them.” Mercedes was also aware of the seriousness of the situation. The elves were stronger than rumored. Mercedes decided that protecting Grid while dealing with them was virtually impossible. Then...


  “Avoid them?” Her judgment scratched Grid’s pride. Grid stared straight into Mercedes’ eyes. He used Quick Movements and spoke as two arrows flew, “You are mistaken. I’m not a weakling to be protected.”


  Grid’s footwork accelerated. It was the effect of Quick Movements. He avoided the flying arrows and safely used Pagma’s Swordsmanship this time.


  “Uh!”


  “What...?”


  The elves who were hiding behind a tree and sniping were amazed. Their behavior was being controlled by an unknown force, and their fingertips couldn’t move. It was an oppressive authority that couldn’t be rejected unless they had a status resistance. The bows and arrows in the hands of the elves fell to the ground.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!” Grid had been dressed for comfort when making an item, but he now swapped to Valhalla of Infinite Affection. He did this quickly with the help of the God Hands. Grid quickly moved while the elves were showing a gap. “Wave.”


  “...!” The elves and Mercedes were startled because Grid’s momentum was reminiscent of a volcano. Strong, destructive, and widespread—the elves were swept away in it, suffering a lot of damage while losing their swiftness.


  “Now!”


  Who was the cry meant for? Naturally...


  “Yes!” It was Mercedes. She was amazed and thrilled at the grandeur of the king she served. 


  “Vaintz’ Swordsmanship 4th style, Raising the Sword Energy.” A storm of silver sword energy sprang up from below. Swept away by the attacks of the two people, the bodies of the elves flew through their air.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Transcended Link.”


  “Vaintz’ Swordsmanship 5th style, Sowing Sword Energy.”


  Grid and Mercedes chose ranged skills as the final blow and aimed at the unaware elves. No, they attempted to start a rampage.


  “Kuk...!”


  “Uh!”


  Grid and Mercedes groaned at the same time.


  This was due to Beniyaru. Her bow struck Grid’s neck while her fist, which contained a fire elemental, slammed into Mercedes’ abdomen. Grid flew back into a rock while Mercedes flew toward a tree to the left, stopping with the power of her silver wings. Meanwhile, Beniyaru restrained her fellow elves, who landed safely on the ground with the help of the wind elementals.


  A smile emerged on Grid’s face. ‘It is a sign.’


  The fact that the heavens had brought him a legendary knight was preparation for a greater threat. How many of them were hidden in every corner of Satisfy’s huge world? Grid judged Beniyaru to be on the same level as Mercedes. 


  ‘However, Mercedes has the disadvantage.’


  It was natural as this was the world tree forest, the home of the elves. Furthermore...


  ‘Just like me, Mercedes doesn’t know anything about elementals.’


  It was an unknown power. As Grid watched Beniyaru alternate between the fire and wind elementals, respectively called ‘Yutan’ and ‘Sulle’, his regret toward the white phosphorus wood disappeared. At this moment, Grid was purely focused on the enemy in front of him.


  Beniyaru’ ridiculing words entered his ears, “She is a pretty decent human, but you aren’t.”


  Elves were classified as a superior species to humans, like the water clan, vampires, and the evil eyes. Beniyaru’s self-esteem as one of the 12 Te was extremely high. (TL: Te= a one-word character that has multiple meanings, none of which seem to fit. I’ve decided to just translate it literally)


  A human was just an oddity from her point of view. She didn’t like that the weak male was looking at her with challenging eyes.


  “Yutan, Sulle.”


  The elementals were the symbol of the elves’ strength. Among them, there were only 15 elves who had two or more elementals. They were the 12 Te and three kings.


  “Help me.”


  The bowstring Beniyaru pulled back was surrounded by flames. Suddenly, a wind blew from the south, and Grid’s hair moved. Then Beniyaru let go of the bowstring. The fire arrow accelerated with the wind and reached Grid.


  “How dare you?!” Mercedes was moving even before Beniyaru fired the bow. Her sword appeared before Grid and cut the two arrows. A huge explosion occurred. Mercedes’ leather armor was swept up in the explosion and became rags.


  “You—!” Mercedes was furious as her milky-white shoulders were exposed. If an elf were killed here, wouldn’t the diplomatic relationship between the Overgeared Kingdom and the elves become completely impossible? Mercedes wasn’t concerned about this and revealed her power. She had no intention of forgiving Beniyaru for attacking her king.


  However, Grid acted before she did. As he entered the Blackening state, he stepped across in front of Mercedes and arrived before Beniyaru.


  “Trivial thing!” Beniyaru hated both humans and demonkin. From her point of view, the blackened Grid was an unacceptable existence. Her fire and wind elementals responded to her rage, causing her body to be surrounded by a burning vortex. It was a powerful shield that couldn’t be pierced with ordinary physical and magic forces. The shield was also a weapon that swallowed up nearby objects.


  “Your Majesty!”


  Then just as Mercedes was wrapping her silver wings around Grid to protect him, lightning struck.


  ‘What?’


  Wasn’t the sky clear a little while ago? The elves’ gazes headed to the sky and saw a completely grey sky peeking through the thick leaves of the forest. Grid whispered to Mercedes who was holding him, “You should get far away if you don’t want to be hurt.”


  “...!”


  A knight who existed for her master was told to get away? Mercedes was about to refuse, only for her eyes to widen as she hastily escaped. This was because she detected an unfamiliar energy from the sky. It was almost as if...


  ‘Astaroth?’


  Demonic lightning bolts were aimed at the feet or heads of the elves.


  “What...?!!” 


  Beniyaru’s ward was knocked down with a single blow. She was confused by the transcendent power and tried to escape using the power of the wind elemental. However, her body was heavy as the storm was holding her down. Meanwhile, Grid’s body was infinitely lighter. “You won’t die from this much right? Let’s talk after this. Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.”


  He wanted to talk...?


  A ferocious attack mangled Beniyaru’s body while the other elves became rags due to the thunderbolts falling from the sky. Rain and lightning bolts fell onto the middle of the forest.


  [The title ‘One who Made the Elves Surprised’ has been acquired!]


  [The elves feel awe toward you.]


  [The elves aren’t hostile to you.]


  Consequently, Grid gave a good impression on his first time meeting another species. And...


  “Strong...!” Mercedes was unable to close her mouth from outside the storm. Then she finally remembered. Her new master was the first Hero King born in hundreds of years!




  Chapter 817


  Blackening had been strengthened by Grid’s rapid increase in demonic power during the Eternal War. After all his efforts, he managed to create Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle with the effect of the title Watched by the Gods. In addition, fighting energy had started to accumulate around him from the moment the elves appeared. Finally, there was the Weakened Great Demon Astaroth’s Power.


   “Urghh!” 


  In the heavy pouring rain and the demonic lightning, Beniyaru hesitated. Her pupils, which could be seen beyond her disheveled white hair, were trembling.


  ‘How did this happen?’


  It felt terrible to experience it personally. One of the 12 Te… One of the noble elves of the 12 families was forced to kneel before a human...? It left a big blot on the name of ‘Te’, which meant to protect.


  “Did you sell your soul to the great demons?” Beniyaru’s gaze was filled with strong hostility as she glared at Grid. Her problem wasn’t with Grid’s demonic energy. Demonic energy wasn’t unique since countless people obtained it from black magic or artifacts in the past. However, this field was different. It was an ability that raised a storm filled with lightning demonic energy. This was a force reminiscent of a monarch of hell!


  “Wicked human...! You joined hands with a great demon to invade the territory of the elves! Isn’t there a limit to your greed?” Beniyaru’s sharp voice, which was filled with mana, penetrated through the storm. If Grid was an ordinary player, it was likely that the flow of his mana would’ve been disturbed and he would’ve suffered from all types of status conditions.


  However, Grid stood firmly in place. “Why are you always jumping to conclusions?” 


  The rain stopped, and the sky which could be seen through the lush leaves was now cleared up. Grid couldn’t handle the large mana consumption, so he stopped using Storm Demonic Energy Field. This caused Beniyaru to misunderstand. ‘Is he saving his strength? Didn’t he want to kill us?’


  This wasn’t good news. Despair filled Beniyaru’s face. “You...! You intend to sell us to slavers!”


  “...”


  The elves were truly narrow-minded toward humans. It was a biased negative view. Despite her strong force, Beniyaru seemed to be a coward.


  Grid’s eyes were filled with pity as he looked at her. Beniyaru believed her thoughts to be true, so Grid didn’t blame her or feel frustrated. He actually felt pity because he was reminded of his past self. 


  “The reason for your twisted personality isn’t just your own problem. I think you have been greatly hurt by humans.”


  “...” Grid’s kind voice caused Beniyaru to shake. She was dumbfounded for a moment before shaking her head again, filling it with hostility toward her enemy. “Don’t tell me you understand when you don’t know anything about us. I don’t need gentle expressions or sweet whispers. I will never be deceived, no matter how you try to fool us!”


  “Ah, what a mess.”


  It was almost impossible to have a conversation with the elves, much like talking to a wall. This was a reality that would disappoint the many players dreaming about meeting a beautiful elf. However, Grid wasn’t disappointed. After all, he hadn’t come here to meet the elves.


  “Well, let’s not speak for too long. Listen up. I will state my position.” 


  Hearing Grid’s domineering tone, Beniyaru and the other elves gulped. The tender skin of the female elves could be seen through the clothes made from woven leaves. They were afraid of the terrible sentence the human would hand down to them.


  “First, I will introduce myself. I am Overgeared King Grid. I am a descendant of the legendary Pagma and the king of a human kingdom. I have not made a contract with a great demon. I used a power that I got in exchange for killing the great demon.”


  “...!”


  Then Grid came forward and said, “The reason I came to this place was to hunt the bear-wolves. I had no idea that this was your territory. I’m sorry if my actions frightened you.”


  “...”


  “I don’t want to be hostile to you in the future. As a king, I have an obligation to lead exchanges with other species in a positive direction. You can keep feeling doubtful and being wary. Just let me stay for a while to hunt.” Grid was calm after introducing himself, and he shifted his gaze to the clear sky. 


  It was due to the way that the elves were dressed. They were half-naked with only a few leaves covering their important parts. Grid didn’t have the courage to gaze at them from the front. He didn’t want to be mistaken as a pervert in his first encounter with the elves or for distorted rumors to spread.


  His decisive yet innocent appearance caused Beniyaru and the other elves to lower their guards slightly.


  “Legend... I see. That transcendent force is convincing if you are a legend. Is she a legend like you?” Beniyaru’s gaze shifted to Mercedes. Mercedes was still staring at Beniyaru because she couldn’t forgive any attacks on Grid. 


  Grid grabbed Mercedes’ hand to calm her down. “Yes, that’s right. She is also a legend.”


  “I see...” In the end, Beniyaru was convinced of her defeat. She had no idea about the Pagma that Grid mentioned, but she knew about Povia. Povia was a child born between a human and an elf. She was a poor child who had lived an unhappy life without belonging to any society, until she achieved transcendent power and became a legend.


  “...The legend that I knew was a sublime presence. You are credible. Okay. You can’t be seen as a normal human. I will trust your words. As one of the 12 Te, I give you permission to stay here for a while. The bear-wolves are also a threat to us elves. It isn’t bad if you hunt them.”


  “Thank you.”


  “However, don’t go too deep into the forest. Your actions will be limited to this area.”


  “Yes,” Grid answered readily.


  Meanwhile, Mercedes was embarrassed. She stared at Grid’s big hand that had wrapped around hers and whispered hurriedly, “Your Majesty, this is the perfect opportunity to peek into the elves’ society and discuss future relationships with them. Are you going to miss this chance?”


  The elves’ archery was even more spectacular than what was recorded in history. It was clear that the elementals were beyond their expectations. Mercedes thought that the Overgeared Kingdom and the elves should develop a good relationship. Of course, Grid was the same. “I know, but look at their attitudes. If we rush our approach now, they will just raise their vigilance. We shouldn’t be hasty. Another chance will come someday.”


  This was a situation where rushing it wouldn’t end well. Grid had learned patience from numerous experiences.


  “I think it is great enough just being able to stay in the elves territory.”


  “Yes, I understand.” Since the king had already decided, Mercedes didn’t sit down anymore.


  “Then let’s get started.” Grid made a happy expression and pulled out his broken furnace and hammer. First of all, he would start with the repairs. However, the darkness of the forest disturbed him. It was so dark that any delicate work seemed impossible.


  “The trees grow so thickly that the sun isn’t shining through well...” Grid hammered for a while before stopping and looking around the forest. All types of trees and bushes were growing wildly. The elves loved nature, so it was the aftermath of neglecting to control the trees and bushes.


  “Hrmm...” 


  Grid had planted small maple trees, persimmon trees, and plum trees in his garden after building the penthouse. As such, he was familiar with pruning and could observe that the condition of the forest wasn’t that great.


  He pointed to a giant tree in front of him where the surface was torn and said, “If you really care about the trees, you should prune them. The trees that grow indiscriminately have become intertwined with each other and are deformed. No sunlight can pass through, so the moss growing near the roots are deprived of nutrients, making them vulnerable to pests and diseases.”


  “...?” Beniyaru and the elves were embarrassed as Grid started preaching to them. They couldn’t understand Grid’s words properly.


  “Pruning? Pests? What are you saying?”


  “A helping hand is needed to make the forest healthier.”


  “What type of sophistry is this? Nature is perfect when it exists as it is.”


  “Don’t pretend to know human subjects!”


  There was a backlash from the elves. However, Beniyaru was different. She could see the glimpse of an old friend in Grid.


  ‘He is saying the same thing as Povia...’


  Povia had claimed to have learned human knowledge from her human parent, yet the elves had laughed at her. Many people had ridiculed the pathetic half-breed, and Beniyaru had been one of them. She waved her hand, thinking she should believe in Grid. This was atonement for Povia. So, Beniyaru decided to make a request. “You... Overgeared King Grid.”


  “...?”


  “Can I hand over management of the forest to you?”


  “Eh?” Grid was panicked over the sudden proposal.


  Beniyaru bowed to him. “I think there is enough evidence for your argument. I would like to ask you to do the pruning.”


  “...!!”


  One of the elves, who were famous for their pride, was bowing down to a human while making a request...? Moreover, this was an elf who had tried to harm him just a little while ago! Mercedes’ eyes widened as she stared at Grid, impressed by his greatness. ‘His Majesty intended all of this!’


  Mercedes was ignorant about plants and didn’t know anything about this situation, but it was obvious that Grid was the one driving this situation. Grid started sweating as Mercedes’ shining gaze focused on him. ‘No, what...’


  [Tend to the Elven Forest]


  [Difficulty: A


  Beniyaru, one of the 12 guardians who defend the elves, has a request for you.


  She wants you to make this forest beautiful!


  Quest Clear Conditions: Prune 2,000 trees (0/2000)


  Quest Clear Reward: Affinity with the entire elf species will increase by 20. Leaves of the World Tree (20), Fruits of the World Tree (5).


  Quest Failure: Your relationship with the elves will become hostile.]


  “...I’m not a gardener.”


  Yes, Grid was a blacksmith. So, why did he receive quest meant for a gardener? Grid had come here for equipment and to level up. He couldn’t afford to waste time pruning 2,000 tree branches.


  ‘How hard will it be to strike the trees?’


  This quest should be rejected! Grid wanted to shout out loud.


  However, the quest reward was the problem. The leaf of the world tree that he had given to Sticks was a panacea. Grid was intensely curious about what effect the fruit of the world tree would have, since it seemed more precious. Additionally, the increased affinity with the elves was also crucial.


  ‘Why...?’


  Grid didn’t accept or refuse the quest. It was because one person passed through his mind. 


  ‘Piaro!’


  He was a legendary farmer who knew crops! Maybe Piaro had also specialized in the management of other plants, including trees? Grid thought of this and immediately used Knights Summoning. The legendary farmer and the elves—this would be the first meeting between people who cherished nature.


  Had Piaro thought his king was in danger? Piaro had felt anxious and immediately responded to the summoning.


  “Elves...” He faced the elves while holding a hand plow and sickle in his hand. The elves sniffed him, and their faces became flushed.


  “A wonderful man...”


  “...”


  The smell of soil around Piaro’s body struck the elves’ emotions. It was fortunate for Grid. “Okay. From now on, I will make armor while Mercedes will eat honey. Meanwhile, Piaro will prune the branches with the elves.”


  Grid’s method of handling things wasn’t wrong. In the first place, subordinates were meant to be used. However, Grid’s subordinates were a legendary farmer and legendary knight...




  Chapter 818


  The branches, which were longer than humans, were as threatening as sharp blades, while the lush and overgrown foliage interfered with one’s vision. The giant trees eagerly reached for the sky. Was there anyone who wouldn’t feel reverence when standing before this scene? They would feel so overwhelmed that they couldn’t breathe.


  However, Piaro was a legend. Nature was familiar to him as he immersed himself in the fields. The clean air and nature stirred up his mind and body.


  “I’ll clean you up!!” Piaro yelled as he moved like a flying squirrel between the trees. Every time Belial’s sickle moved through the air, the branches of the giant trees fell to the ground. It took less than 10 minutes for a giant tree to be trimmed neatly.


  Grid’s expectations were met. The legendary farmer had a high understanding of plants as a whole, giving him spectacular pruning skills. His hands gave life to the trees.


  [Your subordinate, Piaro, has completed the pruning. (1/2,000)]


  “Well done!”


  Ttang! Ttang! Grid started hammering a metal plate on top of the hole in the portable furnace. It was a move that was more reminiscent of a drunk soldier dancing.


  ‘Amazing!’


  In the case of quests that required hunting a certain number of monsters, those killed by his party members who accepted the quest and his pets would also count. So, Grid had thought about it. Why did he need to do the pruning himself? Couldn’t he get his pets or subordinates to clear the quest for him?


  His idea was reasonable and actually came true. Thanks to the legendary farmer, Grid was able to proceed with the pruning quest much faster than if he did it on his own.


  “Cool...”


  “I didn’t realize there could be a human who is so close to nature and understands nature better than us.”


  “Look at how he has become one with nature. He is a few times better than our elves. If I was going to have a baby, I would like to have that man’s children.”


  It seemed there had come a day when the noble elves would fall in love with a mere human. The female elves now realized why the species called half-elves existed. Their eyes were wet as they watched Piaro prune a tree. Mercedes felt a strange pride. ‘This is the attraction of a true hero that transcends even species. Piaro is truly amazing.’


  He was indeed the person she admired. Mercedes dipped a finger into the honey and licked it. She seemed to be the most leisurely one out of Grid’s group. During a time when she should be protecting her king, she was actually eating honey? Anyone who didn’t know the situation would misunderstand Mercedes if they saw this scene. However, Mercedes had her own troubles.


  ‘I have to eat sparingly.’


  The Media Mountain honey—this expensive honey that Grid was reluctant to eat was extremely fragrant and sweet compared to the premium honey Mercedes had tasted previously. It was so fresh that she could keep eating without getting tired of it. This honey was so delicious that the legendary knight Mercedes felt a desire to eat it indefinitely. Yes, it was hard to resist the honey which had a demon-like temptation.


  Lick...


  She wanted to eat it all at once! Mercedes looked more beautiful than usual as she barely suppressed this intense desire, taking a little bit of honey with her fingertips and bringing it to her tongue. Grid stared at her blankly while hammering and realized, ‘Why haven’t I seen a bear-wolf yet?’


  It had been 20 minutes since Mercedes first started eating the honey. 100ml of honey cost a huge 50 gold. It meant that 60,000 won was wasted on the uselessly expensive honey.


  ‘Am I going to waste money in vain?’


  Ttang! Ttang! Grid kept hammering as his nervousness reached the peak.


  Lick. 


  “Hah... Hah... Y-Your Majesty. It is difficult to endure any longer.” The look in Mercedes’ eyes changed. She started breathing hard, and more and more honey began to cover her fingers.


  [Mercedes has entered the ‘intoxicated’ state.]


  “What?”


  It couldn’t be resisted even with a legend’s passive resistance. This was the terrifying power of expensive honey!


  “N-No...! My money...!” Grid screamed as 60,000 won worth of honey was about to enter Mercedes’ stomach at once.


  Did his desperate cry reach the heavens? 


  Kwaaaaah! 


  Finally, a bear-wolf that Grid had been waiting for so long showed up. 


  [The bear-wolf is enticed by the sweet scent!]


  [The atrocious cry incites fear in all those who hear it!]


  [You have resisted.]


  [The cry of an atrocious beast has filled the ears of those scattered throughout the forest. If you can’t hunt the bear-wolf within five minutes, a new bear-wolf will pop up! Be careful! The bear-wolves have excellent collective hunting ability and will become stronger as their numbers increase!]


  “Hah!” A smile appeared on Grid’s face as he sighed with relief. As soon as an enemy appeared, Mercedes recovered from the intoxicated state. She licked the honey on her hand without swallowing all of it and pulled out a shield with her other hand. The bear-wolf leaped with a wolf’s nimble body and struck Mercedes with a big paw that was reminiscent of a bear. Mercedes blocked it with a shield and took two steps back.


  Grid, Mercedes, and Piaro, who was pruning the trees, were all surprised.


  ‘Isn’t this strength equivalent to an ogre’s?’


  At this point, it was difficult to classify the bear-wolf as a normal monster. If Grid couldn’t hunt the bear-wolf within five minutes, a new bear-wolf would pop up. Grid had been glad about being able to save the honey by hunting the bear-wolves slowly, but now it wasn’t a positive message.


  “The bear-wolves are also a threat to the elves!” Beniyaru’s shout rang out. She felt a great affinity toward Piaro and was concerned about Grid’s party.


  It was an urgent atmosphere. Grid was a bit embarrassed as he shouted the name of the skill, “C-Can you Become the King of the Dead?”


  Clack! Clack clack!


  Two skeletons rose from the ground. They were Overgeared Skeletons One and Two.


  “Undead!”


  The bear-wolf didn’t respond to the skeletons, but the elves were different. The elves, who adored nature, disliked the undead that went against the providence of nature. As such, they aimed their bows at the Overgeared Skeletons reflexively.


  “These children aren’t bad undead, they are good undead,” Piaro explained as he jumped down from a tree. There was no basis for his argument. Undead were undead. What was a good undead and bad undead? It wasn’t logical at all. Yet the elves were persuaded to believe it. Words from those they respected were the most powerful thing in the world.


  What would happen if an ugly man talked to a beautiful school junior? He could be called a molester. Then what if a handsome man was nice to the junior? They were likely to directly become a couple. It was similar to this. 


  “I see. They are good undead!”


  “I looked again, and their appearance is really good!”


  Haha, hoho! Piaro and the elves formed a cheerful atmosphere. Piaro was surrounded by a flower field, and this was a pleasant feeling for any man. Moreover, the elves had a much milder attitude than usual.


  ‘Is he going to marry an elf?’


  There had already been the precedent with Povia. Marriage between humans and elves wasn’t impossible. It was good to see the affinity the elves had toward Piaro due to their common love of nature. Grid began to imagine it. If Piaro married the elves, an alliance between the elves and the Overgeared Kingdom would be born...


  “No, now isn’t the time to be thinking about this.”


  Mercedes’ small shield cracked as she defended against the bear-wolf’s paws. After leaving the empire, the equipment Mercedes used was terrible as they were what she had used during the days when Piaro was a captain. The level of the sword, shield, armor, boots, and gloves she used were all in the 200s. It was a level that would cause any poor man in the army to tremble.


  “Kyaaak!” Randy was summoned after the Overgeared Skeletons. He fought the bear-wolf and was blown back. The good news was that the Overgeared Skeletons were still safe. The bear-wolves ignored them because their low-level attacks couldn’t penetrate the bear-wolf’s leather at all. It didn’t care even when it was attacked by the skeletons.


  In fact, the damage that the Overgeared Skeletons dealt to the bear-wolf was fixed at 1 damage. Not only did the bear-wolf’s defense power exceed the attack power of the Overgeared Skeletons, the gap between their levels was overwhelmingly great.


  As such, Mercedes’ role became even more important. It would take at least 20 minutes to accumulate damage on the bear-wolf to the extent that the Overgeared Skeletons gained experience points. In the meantime, Mercedes had to steadily endure the bear-wolf’s attacks as well as avoid the attacks of the new bear-wolves that appeared.


  However, was that even possible? Mercedes’ shield was about to break. It would be too risky for her to fight with just her swords if her shield broke. Grid couldn’t let that happen and opened his inventory. The item he took out was the World Crushing Sword of the Noble White Tiger that he had designed with Sword Saint Kraugel.


  “Mercedes!”


  The usage condition of the White Tiger Sword was that the user had to be one of the top three rankers in each class capable of using a sword-type weapon. Could Mercedes meet this condition? Of course, Grid thought she could meet it. She was a legendary knight and would naturally be judged as the top ranker of her class.


  It was as he expected. Mercedes caught the sword Grid threw over to her. She blocked the bear-wolf’s paw with her shield without looking, while she examined the White Tiger Sword. Then Mercedes got goosebumps. It was the aftermath of examining the White Tiger Sword with her insightful eyes. The small shield could no longer endure the impact of the bear-wolf’s paw and cracked, splitting apart completely.


  Kwaaaaah! The bear-wolf roared as it swung its sharp claws. However, its claws couldn’t reach Mercedes’ face. Instead, the White Tiger Sword struck the bear-wolf’s abdomen. Simultaneously, a stone pillar rose and hit the bear-wolf’s big body. The pillar was several hundred kilograms heavy and caused the bear-wolf’s body to fly up five meters.


  “Unbelievable...!” Mercedes was amazed by the power of the divine sword which couldn’t be seen even in legends. Grid’s voice entered her ears, “I congratulate you on becoming a legendary overgeared knight, Mercedes.”


  A product of the worst naming sense, which would’ve caused someone else to cry, made a stir in Mercedes’ heart.


  ‘Legendary overgeared knight...’


  She was an overgeared knight of the Overgeared King. Mercedes felt a strong sense of belonging, and her loyalty to Grid increased even further. She was now a real member of the Overgeared Kingdom.




  Chapter 819


  The bear-wolves were gray wolves with a lot of fur, and they had a body length of around three meters. The first impression one would have of a bear-wolf was that it was a very threatening ‘big wolf’. However, people would soon realize this was a big misunderstanding after seeing its thick paws. The bear-wolf wasn’t just about size. The destructive power of its paws was more like that of a bear.


  The bear-wolf was struck by the White Tiger Sword’s pillar and flew up five meters. At first, it was confused by the power and instinctually rotated into a position to gain acceleration. This was a near explosive move. The bear-wolf borrowed the power of gravity, and its hundreds of kilograms fell toward Mercedes’ face. It was an instant cast skill that couldn’t be avoided by humans or even elves.


  However, Mercedes avoided it with relative ease. Her insight and experiences allowed her to read the attack easily. Therefore, she narrowly avoided the bear-wolf’s linked skills.


  “...!”


  As Mercedes avoided it, the bear-wolf used the wolf’s agility to place a paw on the ground and did a wheel spin. The perfect conversion of the bear-wolf’s missed attack aimed at the defenseless Mercedes. Mercedes sensed the attack late, so she gave up on counter-attacking and instead secured a safe distance away from the bear-wolf.


  Grrrr...


  Perhaps it was to gain leverage to leap forward...? The bear-wolf bent forward with its chest close to the ground.


  ‘I think it will spin.


  Mercedes recalled the bear-wolf’s body structure and agility, using it to predict the power of the next attack. She held the White Tiger Sword in one hand and another sword in the other. This was the moment when the legendary knight went all out against a monster.


  Ttang! Ttang! Grid couldn’t hide his embarrassment as he almost finished repairing the portable furnace.


  “What type of monster is that?”


  Grid imagined himself in the situation that Mercedes had just been in. He might’ve been able to avoid the first strike, but he likely wouldn’t have been able to escape the pivoted paw that followed immediately afterward and would be thrown into the air. Grid would’ve ended up being battered.


  ‘Kraugel wasn’t exaggerating.’


  Sword Saint Kraugel had called the bear-wolf ‘strong’ and said that they wouldn’t be easy to hunt. How could a field mob be a threat? Grid had jokingly thought this at the time. However, he now realized it was true. If Grid hadn’t brought Mercedes here, he wouldn’t have been able to raise the level of his Overgeared Skeletons alone. He wouldn’t be able to control the Overgeared Skeletons while hunting the bear-wolves at the same time.


  Beniyaru’s admiring murmur entered his ears, “Going up against an ancient species...”


  “Ancient species?”


  “I am referring to beasts or organisms that have been present since the beginning of the world tree’s existence. The bear-wolves are one of them. The damage they suffered during the elves’ thousands of years of history hasn’t been severe, but for a human to be facing them…”


  One person was dealing with the bear-wolf alone. She even seemed to have room to breathe.


  ‘Truly a legend...’ Beniyaru was reminded of the half-elf Povia, the legendary archer. Then Beniyaru returned to her senses when she heard the bear-wolf’s piercing scream. The bear-wolf had started spinning like a spinning top. It had expected to mangle Mercedes with its sharp claws, only for the situation to reverse. As its front paws were pierced by Mercedes’ twin swords, the bear-wolf howled. The White Tiger Sword’s rapidly rising weight pushed down on the bear-wolf’s heavy body.


  [There will be a one-second penalty in the recovery of the White Tiger Sword.]


  This was the moment when the fatal disadvantage of the White Tiger was revealed. Mercedes couldn’t retrieve the White Tiger Sword that was pressing on the bear-wolf. At this moment...


  “Haaap!” Mercedes’ two swords shone. She swung the other sword in her hand, leaving the White Tiger Sword in the bear-wolf. Then just as she was about to deal the finishing blow, she stopped. Mercedes was reminded of her mission. Her role was to attract the bear-wolf’s attention, not hunt it. The finishing blow...


  Clack! Clack clack!


  That was for Randy and the Overgeared Skeletons to do. They unleashed an onslaught on the bear-wolf but the damage naturally wasn't high. The Overgeared Skeletons only decreased the bear-wolf’s health by one, while Randy turned into Grid but could only deal damage in the thousands.


  The bear-wolf jumped up, not even seeing the Overgeared Skeletons and Randy who were sticking close to it. It only rushed at Mercedes. This was like watching a bullfighter and a bull. As requested by Grid, Mercedes’ drew the wolf’s aggro.


  Ttang! Ttang! The repair of the portable furnace was coming to an end. Grid determined that the bear-wolf didn’t have much health left and began shouting orders, “Okay! Go!”


  He was looking forward to the Overgeared Skeletons and Randy getting experience. In particular, he wondered what would happen once the Overgeared Skeletons reached level 100. Would their stats awaken like players? Additionally, would there be the concept of a promotion like how ordinary skeletons might become skeleton warriors or magicians? Grid had extremely high expectations for the Overgeared Skeletons. 


  There was a loud noise as forest trees broke and collapsed. At first, it was hundreds of meters away. Then it got closer and closer. A giant tree behind Mercedes fell down, and a new bear-wolf appeared. It pushed through all the trees in its way with extremely developed shoulder muscles and swung its paws at Mercedes.


  Only five minutes had passed since the first bear-wolf appeared. It was okay up to here. Mercedes handled the first and second bear-wolves without much difficulty. She grabbed the aggro with constant damage, allowing the Overgeared Skeletons and Randy to concentrate on hunting. However, the situation became somewhat urgent after the third bear-wolf appeared.


  “Ugh...!”


  The three bear-wolves acted together like systematically trained soldiers. They attacked Mercedes relentlessly from every direction, and she was wounded for the first time. The bear-wolves became stronger every time their number increased. Still, Grid wasn’t worried. He believed in the legendary knight.


  “White Tiger’s Attitude.” Mercedes used the skill of the White Tiger Sword at 100%.


  [White Tiger’s Attitude]


  [Acquires the attitude of the White Tiger.


  Attack power and movement are reduced by 80% and defense is increased by 198%.


  Skill Mana Cost: 17 per second.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 30 minutes.]


  The now more durable Mercedes endured the pincer attacks of the three bear-wolves. Her swordsmanship was optimized for defense. Grid finally finished repairing the portable furnace and put the white phosphorus wood inside. Then the temperature rose.


  [You have defeated a bear-wolf.]


  It happened when the fourth bear-wolf appeared. In other words, the first bear-wolf turned to grey 20 minutes after it appeared. The rewards far exceeded Grid’s expectations.


  [The level of Overgeared Skeleton One has risen!]


  [The level of Overgeared Skeleton One has risen...]


  [The level of Overgeared Skeleton One...]


  [The level of Overgeared Skeleton One...]


  ......


  ......


  [The level of Overgeared Skeleton Two has risen!]


  [The level of Overgeared Skeleton Two has risen...]


  [The level of Overgeared Skeleton Two...]


  [The level of Overgeared...]


  ......


  ......


  [Doppelganger Randy’s level has risen!]


  [Doppelganger Randy’s level has risen...]


  ......


  The Overgeared Skeletons gained a huge 14 levels while Randy gained three levels! Was that all?


  [39,000,100 experience has been acquired.]


  As the master of Randy and the Overgeared Skeletons, Grid also gained experience. It was only a fraction of the experience, but it was still a considerable amount.


  ‘It is worth the long hunt.’


  This was as expected of the hunting ground Kraugel recommended. Grid commanded Mercedes, “Keep the number of bear-wolves to two!”


  “Yes!”


  In any case, the bear-wolves constantly appeared every five minutes. There was no need to play with three or more bear-wolves at the same time. Mercedes received Grid’s order and showed her power for the first time. The ground around Mercedes shook due to White Tiger’s Cry.


  [White Tiger’s Cry Lv. 1]


  [Creates an earthquake with a radius of 5 meters.


  All objects within range are subjected to a ‘loss of balance’ status and a 13% reduction in defense, evasion, and accuracy. If the target is using a spell or skill, casting is forcibly canceled.


  Mana Consumption: 1,500


  Skill Cooldown Time: 10 minutes.]


  The bear-wolves stumbled! They wanted to resist the loss of balance with their innate athleticism, but Mercedes didn’t miss this gap. A storm of sword energy swallowed up the bear-wolves.


  Ttang! Ttang! 


  Grid watched Mercedes’ movements. He intended to design an armor and shield optimized for her. However, there was something he had to make sure of first.


  “Mercedes!”


  “Yes!”


  “Collect all the loot from the bear-wolves and give them to me later!”


  “Yes!”


  The bear-wolves’ cries kept echoing through the forest as the hunt continued. Grid’s experience increased by 0.5% and the Overgeared Skeletons reached level 100 even though Grid wasn’t involved in hunting at all! Then...


  [Overgeared Skeletons One and Two have received their first stats awakening!]


  The Overgeared Skeletons’ stats were awakened at level 100, just like the players’. Furthermore...


  [Overgeared Skeletons One and Two can be upgraded. Please select the desired class.]


  Upgrades were also available. Grid’s expectations for the Overgeared Skeletons were perfectly met. What would be the secondary classes of the plain skeletons? Grid’s heart thumped as he looked excitedly at the class list rising in front of him.


  Clack! Clack clack!


  Were they aware of their own growth? Overgeared Skeletons One and Two were also excited. They held hands with each other and danced around.




  Chapter 820


  [Overgeared Skeletons One and Two can be upgraded. Please select the desired class.]


  The Overgeared Skeletons had reached level 100! Grid stopped for a moment after identifying that they could be upgraded. His extremely excited heart burned much hotter than his skin, which had been heated by the white phosphorus wood.


  ‘Can they become a skeleton warrior or mage?’


  Skeleton -> skeleton warrior -> skeleton knight -> death knight, dark knight, or reaper.


  Or skeleton-> skeleton mage-> skeleton general -> lich.


  These were the evolution patterns of ordinary undead. Grid’s idea that a skeleton warrior and skeleton mage would appear in the Overgeared Skeletons’ upgrade list was plausible.


  “Huhuhu...” A wide smile appeared on Grid’s face as he thought about Overgeared Skeleton One being reborn as a death knight and Overgeared Skeleton Two being born as a lich. Extremely excited, he called Overgeared Skeletons One and Two to him.


  Clack! Clack clack!


  They were skeletons with a temperament and were like dogs or cats that followed people well. Clacking as they moved to follow Grid’s call, the puppies came running.


  “Now, let’s see.” Grid faced the Overgeared Skeletons with a warm expression and touched the golden exclamation marks above their heads.


  [Possible class list for the Overgeared Skeletons One and Two.]


  The list of classes he could choose from popped up. It was a list that would trample Grid’s expectations.


  [Possible Class List for Overgeared Skeleton One]


  [1. Skeleton Miner


  2. Skeleton Dancer


  3. Skeleton Destroyer] 


  [Possible Class List for Overgeared Skeleton Two]


  [1. Skeleton Miner


  2. Skeleton Dancer


  3. Skeleton Restorer.] 


  “No, isn’t this crazy?”


  Where were the skeleton warrior and the mage? What were miner and dancer? Grid doubted his eyes and started rubbing them. However, the list of possible classes for the Overgeared Skeletons didn’t change. It wasn’t an illusion.


  “Why does this always happen to me...?”


  No, it didn’t make sense. The undead… Why was there a miner and dance on their list of advancement classes?


  “This is a joke...!” Grid’s entire body shook and he gritted his teeth as his mind entered a state of extreme anger. However, it was only for a moment. Grid checked up on Mercedes and Randy, who were dealing with the bear-wolves alone after the Overgeared Skeletons came over to him. Mercedes was worried that the Overgeared Skeletons wouldn’t get enough experience, so she only defended. This made Grid concerned about her stamina, and he regained his calm.


  ‘Calm down.’ Grid took deep breaths and looked at the class information of the Overgeared Skeletons.


  [Skeleton Miner]


  [The Overgeared Skeletons were forced into mining by their master and have the qualities of a miner. They are likely to be relatively good miners.]


  [Skeleton Dancer]


  [The Overgeared Skeletons dance every time the wind blows and loves dancing. It is still weak but they have the quality of a dancer.


  “...There is a reason for everything.”


  Grid found out why miner and dancer were included in the class list and regretted the past. If only he hadn’t made the Overgeared Skeletons mine... If only he hadn’t forced the Overgeared Skeletons to be blown by the wind, making them dance...


  ‘...No, it wouldn’t have changed anything.’


  In the end, Grid decided for the unique classes of the Overgeared Skeletons to be destroyer and restorer. Based on their names, they seemed to be unusual classes.


  ‘They might be better than ordinary classes like warrior or mage...!’ Grid gulped. 


  Anticipation once again filled the depths of his heart.


  [Skeleton Destroyer]


  [Overgeared Skeleton One has a history of destroying Overgeared Skeleton Two, giving it the ability to deal deadly wounds to the undead.


  Even a death knight should be vigilant in front of the skeleton destroyer.]


  “...”


  [Skeleton Restorer]


  [Overgeared Skeleton Two has been destroyed several times by Overgeared Skeleton One, using its high intelligence to learn a technique to quickly restore broken bones using mana.


  It can be seen as a skeleton healer.


  The presence of the skeleton restorer will greatly enhance the duration of skeleton-based undead.]


  “...” Grid closed his eyes and several scenes came to mind. One was of Overgeared Skeleton One hitting Overgeared Skeleton Two in the back. Unable to deal with Overgeared Skeleton One’s force, Overgeared Skeleton Two had been blown back...


  Why...


  “Why did I let them act like this...?”


  That’s right. The destroyer and restorer were also unique classes of the Overgeared Skeletons. They were manifested based on the Overgeared Skeletons’ behavioral patterns. Grid got goosebumps.


  ‘How high is the degree of freedom?’


  The classes were divided based on the growth environment? Wasn’t there more freedom than what was given to players?


  ‘These guys are really...’


  They were undoubtedly a super-named type of undead. Grid was feeling convinced of this while Mercedes and Randy continued battling the bear-wolves.


  Mercedes endured the pincer attacks of three bear-wolves with White Tiger’s Attitude, while Randy was assisted by the God Hands. As she waited for the Overgeared Skeletons to join the battle again, Mercedes’ stamina was reduced to a level that couldn’t be ignored. Having come out together when Randy was summoned, Noe now asked Grid a question, “Master, should I help?” 


  Grid shook his head. “No. You can just rest.”


  Noe had ingested a large amount of energy from the thunder stone during the Astaroth raid and evolved, showing a perfect strength. So, it wasn’t urgent to level him up when he could hunt at any time. Noe could level up any time if he wanted. The two things Grid were aiming for in this battle were the growth of the Overgeared Skeletons and Randy, and watching Mercedes fight in order to design a suitable armor for her. As such, there was no reason for Noe to act.


  “Change class.”


  Grid stroked Noe’s soft fur and decided on the Overgeared Skeletons’ classes. Overgeared Skeleton One would be a destroyer and Overgeared Skeleton Two a restorer! He had to be careful not to click on miner or dancer by mistake!


  Flash!


  Overgeared Skeletons One and Two were surrounded by a bright light, and numerous notification windows popped up.


  [Overgeared Skeleton One has been converted to a skeleton destroyer.]


  [The class compensation effect will increase Overgeared Skeleton One’s strength and stamina by 10.]


  [Overgeared Skeleton One has acquired the skill ‘Bone Cracking’.]


  [Bone Cracking Lv. 1]


  [There is a low probability of destroying materials made of bone (undead, items, structures, etc.).


  Resources Consumed: None.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 20 seconds]


  [Overgeared Skeleton Two has been converted to a skeleton restorer.]


  [The class compensation effect will increase Overgeared Skeleton Two’s intelligence and stamina by 10.]


  [Overgeared Skeleton One has acquired the skill ‘Bone Sticking.]


  [Bone Sticking Lv. 1]


  [Restores 20% of a skeleton-based undead’s health. The damaged part of the target will be restored.


  Skill Resources Consumed: 20


  Skill Cooldown Time: 30 seconds]


  “...”


  It was kind of funny. A skeleton that cracked bones and a skeleton that healed bones...


  ‘If this continues, will Overgeared Skeleton One keep destroying while Overgeared Skeleton Two becomes capable of using wide-area heals?’


  The future Grid would realize how poor his imagination was on this day. However, that was a story for when the Overgeared Skeletons have their second advancement classes.


  Kyak kyak! Kyak!!


  “...!” Grid was startled. After changing classes, the Overgeared Skeletons developed a capability to make sounds. Previously, they just moved their jaws, but they could now make kyak kyak laughs.


  “Sigh, it is amazing.”


  This wasn’t a horror movie. How were these guys cute? Grid was still suspicious of Mercedes’ taste and gave an order.


  “Move! Level up!”


  Kyak kyak! Kyak!


  Kyak kyak kyak!


  They were really excited. Overgeared Skeletons One and Two rushed toward the bear-wolves and stabbed. Then something amazing happened.


  [Overgeared Skeleton One has inflicted 4 damage to the bear-wolf.]


  [Overgeared Skeleton Two has inflicted 2 damage to the bear-wolf.]


  The Overgeared Skeletons’ damage was several times greater than before!


  ‘This is the power of the stats awakening...!’


  Were damages of 2 and 4 that surprising? Of course, it was. The bear-wolves were presumed to be at least level 400, whereas the Overgeared Skeletons had just achieved level 100. The fact that the huge 300-level difference was slightly overcome suggested one thing.


  ‘Normal monsters don’t have the concept of stats awakening.’


  Therefore, most monsters were weak compared to their level. The gap between named-grade monsters and ordinary monsters was almost certain to widen as the level increased. Then what about the Overgeared Skeletons, who were super-named monsters? Their level value was astronomical. At level 300 and 400, the Overgeared Skeletons were likely to be more destructive than boss monsters. That possibility was proven right now.


  [Overgeared Skeleton One has used the skill ‘Bone Cracking’.]


  “...!?!?!” Grid’s eyes widened. Overgeared Skeleton One stabbed his blade deep inside the bear-wolf facing Mercedes. The skill was used as soon as it detected that its blade hit the bear-wolf’s bone.


  The aftermath...


  [Overgeared Skeleton One has inflicted 10,500 damage to the bear-wolf!] 


  [The bones of the bear-wolf’s lower body have been broken, and the bear-wolf is now permanently paralyzed! The bear-wolf’s stats will drop by 20%!]


  The bear-wolf’s aggro headed toward the Overgeared Skeletons for the first time. The paw of the wounded bear-wolf hit the head of Overgeared Skeleton One. However, it was wishful thinking.


  Kik! Kikikik! This was because Overgeared Skeleton Two laughed at Overgeared Skeleton One before using Bone Sticking.


  Kyak kyak! Kya kya kyak! Confirming that its disappeared head was restored, Overgeared Skeleton One laughed. Then its hand hit Overgeared Skeleton Two, and Overgeared Skeleton Two’s head flew off. Overgeared Skeleton Two was forced to remain silent until the cooldown of Bone Sticking ended.


  “...” Grid was also silent. He couldn’t open his mouth as he stared at the Overgeared Skeletons with affection. Even the sound of the Overgeared Skeletons laughing started to feel lovely.




  Chapter 821


  The bones were the last bastion of an animal. The skin might be easily damaged by sharpness, but the bones were resistant. However, Overgeared Skeleton One destroyed the bone itself. It was a reaper.


  ‘I need to make a rapier-type weapon suitable for it!’ 


  Grid’s eyes were full of affection as he looked at Overgeared Skeleton One, who disabled the bear-wolf that even threatened the elves. The affection Grid displayed was enough to make Noe feel jealous.


  “Bah, I don’t like skeletons. They can’t compare to the best demonic beast of hell.”


  “Of course.”


  After all, his affection for Noe was already close to infinity! Grid stroked Noe’s fur while trying hard to calm his heart. 


  ‘Permanent debuffs...!’


  The system clearly said so. Overgeared Skeleton One paralyzed the bear-wolf by destroying the bones of its lower body. The reason was obvious. How could it move with broken bones?


  ‘This is on the level of a scam.’


  Of course, recovery wasn’t impossible. It was a condition that could be restored immediately with a skill like Bone Sticking. However, how many monsters would have a skill like that? Boss monsters could restore broken bones when recovering, but regular monsters couldn’t escape the Overgeared Skeletons. The players were also similar.


  ‘Broken bone’ wasn’t a common condition, so the number of players who could endure their bones breaking was surprisingly small. Given that damaged bones cost 100 gold to restore, the use of Bone Cracking alone could cause serious damage.


  ‘Well... the heals of a priest can restore it. So, this isn’t a problem to worry about.’


  Did Grid need help from Overgeared Skeleton One to deal with ordinary monsters and players? No, Grid alone could handle them. Overgeared Skeleton One was only worthy when going against a more transcendent being. For example… 


  ‘Agnus!’ Grid thought of the mad dog. Agnus, Baal’s Contractor, was a sun-grade player who pretended to be the king of the living and the dead, and had a large number of liches and death knights. Like Grid, Agnus far transcended the category of a player and was one of the few opponents who could cause Grid to tense up. Grid had felt both regret and relief when he hadn’t met Agnus while hunting Immortal in the empire. Now, he would no longer feel any fear as long as he had Overgeared Skeleton One!


  ‘Agnus, where are you hiding now?’ Grid’s anger toward Agnus, the head of Immortal and the source of Khan’s death, revived again. The eternal war between Grid and Immortal had yet to end.


  The Overgeared Skeletons continued hunting the bear-wolves. Of course, the speed of the hunt wasn’t very different from before. Overgeared Skeleton One’s Bone Cracking skill only had a low chance of activating. So, it was very rare for the Overgeared Skeletons to deal a fatal blow to the bear-wolves.


  However, Grid wasn’t worried. He had no doubt that the Overgeared Skeletons’ level and skill levels would rise quickly with Mercedes as a bus.


  ‘I have to give a reward to the bus driver.’


  Before he knew it, the portable furnace reached the temperature he wanted. What material should he make Mercedes’ armor out of...? Fortunately, there was no need for Grid to fret about that as he had the items he acquired when he went to support Valhalla!


  [Red Knights’ Red Armor]


  [Rating: Unique


  Durability: 599/599   Defense: 501


  * Strength increased by 20%.


  * Two of the wearer’s highest stats will increase by 10%. If strength or intelligence increases at this time, there will be 200 additional attack power. Physical defense will increase by 200. An increase in agility will raise accuracy and evasion by 10%.


  * Increases magic resistance in proportion to the wearer’s intelligence.


  * The effect of the wearer’s highest level skill will increase by 20%.


  * The cooldown of the wearer’s two lowest level skills will decrease by 10%.


  * Durability and defense will slightly increase when the wearer’s level increases. However, this number is reset when the wearer changes.


  * Unlocks a unique characteristic every time the level increases by 100. This characteristic is permanently maintained.


  A heavy armor made of black mithril filled with the red energy of the Saharan emperor, ogre bones and rosar tin.


  It increases the armor and strength of the wearer, as well as enhancing their unique ability.


  As an armor given to the Red Knights ranging from 10-30, it is a treasure worthy of stimulating the Red Knights.


  Weight: 1,000


  Conditions of Use: A Red Knight.]


  [Lorex’s Red Armor]


  [Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 599/599   Defense: 501


  * Strength increased by 20%.


  * Two of the wearer’s highest stats will increase by 10%. If strength or intelligence increases at this time, there will be 200 additional attack power. Physical defense will increase by 200. An increase in agility will raise accuracy and evasion by 10%.


  * Increases magic resistance in proportion to the wearer’s intelligence.


  * The effect of the wearer’s highest level skill will increase by 20%.


  * The cooldown of the wearer’s two lowest level skills will decrease by 10%.


  * The power of all wide-range skills is increased by 20%.


  * When a large weapon is equipped, attack power will increase by 10% and attack speed will increase by 5%.


  * Durability and defense will slightly increase when the wearer’s level increases. However, this number is reset when the wearer changes.


  * Unlocks a unique characteristic every time the level increases by 100. This characteristic is permanently maintained.


  Red armor that has grown with Third Knight Lorex.


  After Lorex’s death, the growth figures for the durability and defense were reset. However, the other unique characteristics remain. The new Red Knight who inherits this armor will become stronger over time.


  Weight: 1,000


  Conditions of Use: A Red Knight.]


  [Lorex’s Large Axe]


  [Durability: 1,000/1,000 


  Attack Power: 1,200~1,500


  * 20% drop in attack speed.


  * When attacking more than 10 enemies at once, weapon damage will increase by 3% for 10 seconds. This effect will accumulate up to 30%, and the duration is reset whenever a damage boost occurs.


  * Every time more than 10 enemies are attacked at once, 5,000 health will be recovered.


  A special axe made out of rosar tin, produced for Lorex due to his distinguished military service.


  The more enemies the wielder faces, the more powerful they become.


  Weight: 5,900


  Conditions of Use: Lorex]


  This was the list of items he had gotten from slaughtering Lorex and the Red Knights back when he became the Basic Attack King.


  Grid’s knowledge of these items were 100% due to constantly disassembling, assembling, and repairing them. However, he hadn’t used them directly. He might be able to exert a high level of attack power if he used the armor, but its inherent defense was too low. Grid didn’t regret this since he aimed for greater attack power with his swords. He would prefer the guaranteed high defense of Triple Layers over the red armor.


  Mercedes was in a different position. As a legendary knight, she received a correction effect when wearing heavy armor. Rather than make something like Triple Layers which was classified as chain mail, it was better to boost her potential with the red armor.


  ‘Moreover, Mercedes is familiar with the red armor since she has been using it until now.’


  This was truly a big issue. Wouldn’t Mercedes’ red armor clearly be better than Lorex’s red armor? It would’ve been perfect if she hadn’t returned it to the empire...


  ‘I don’t know if the emperor is generous or stingy. If he is going to give her to me, he should give everything.’ Grid thought too much!


  He planned to recreate the red armor and axe all in one order. The higher the content of the ore, the higher the durability and defense of the armor would be. Of course, there was the problem of the increased weight. However, considering Mercedes’ fighting method, it should be okay.


  ‘Mercedes’ battle style is similar to mine.’


  Rather than avoiding the target’s attack, she defended and fought back. Mercedes relied on weight for her sword attacks instead of speed. As such, Grid decided that Mercedes’ armor should be in a form that could protect all of her without any gaps, even if her agility was somewhat limited.


  The Overgeared King—a man who had skills that even the gods admired—started concentrating deeply.


  The two sets of red armor and the large axe had already melted in the blast furnace. 


  “Let’s start the production.”


  Inside the elven forest that humans hadn’t entered for hundreds of years:


  Kyak kyak! Skeletons were laughing as the cries of bear-wolves were continuing unabated...


  “Vaintz’ Swordsmanship 1st style!” The legendary knight was fighting...


  “Hahaha! The air is clear!!” The legendary farmer was pruning branches...


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang! And the legendary blacksmith was hammering away.


  It was an unusual sight that no one would believe.


  ***


  “Why did the ward disappear?”


  A group of people was entering the forest of the world tree. It was Merchant King Kir and his subordinates. The weighed-down donkeys and carriages made them seem like an ordinary merchant group, but that wasn’t the truth. Among these hundreds of people, Kir was the only one classified as a merchant.


  Kir spoke to the person who asked about the fully exposed forest, “They probably removed the ward because they knew it was time for me to come back. The stupid naive elves trust me completely.”


  Approximately 10 days ago, Kir had managed to infiltrate the elves’ village thanks to his successful act, and he poured the Yatan Essence on the world tree. When the elves witnessed the sudden illness of the world tree, Kir turned the cause of the illness onto the other humans and declared he would retrieve healing medicine for the world tree.


  Today was the day he had promised to come back, and it was currently at the three-hour mark before the Yatan Essence would lose its effect. Kir returned to the world tree. He was very excited about being able to exchange the elves’ treasures for the fake medicine.


  “What about after you get what you want?”


  “The elves specialties are the branches, leaves, and fruit of the world tree. If they don’t give all of it... Then isn’t there only one choice?”


  “Huhuhu, that is good news.”


  Kir smiled wickedly and disappeared deep into the forest with his procession.




  Chapter 822


  The shape of the red armor in the furnace was relatively intact, while the large axe started to melt as the melting point of the rosar tin was reached.


  ‘Just a little bit more.’ Grid gazed at the furnace, not even blinking because he was afraid he might lose the timing.


  ‘Now!’ He grasped the moment when the big axe was melted down and the shoulders and waist of the red armor started distorting. His tongs went into the blast furnace as the generated heat withered the grass and flowers around it.


  “The precious flowers...” Some elves made a pained expression. Originally, elves hated human technology because most of the human technology that humans boasted about were damaging to nature.


  Piaro came down from the 1,753rd tree and spoke some nonsense, “We humans are a weak species, unlike you. We can’t survive naked like you and have to depend on technology. It is also nature’s providence. Try to understand humans rather than hate us unconditionally.”


  “Nonsense,” the elves expressed their resistance despite their affinity with Piaro. “Human technology evolved just for humans to survive? No, that isn’t it. Didn’t human technology progress to take away things from others and gain what they desire? We hate humans because they are fundamentally greedy. Their greed isn’t the providence of nature. It opposes providence. You are speaking nonsense.”


  “Haha...” Piaro was forced to laugh bitterly as there was nothing wrong with the elves’ words. After all, Piaro had also lived a life of stealing from others and trampling on them. “I see. It was also greedy of me to ask you to understand us.”


  “But...”


  “Um...?”


  “We also know that there are friendly humans. Like our young friend who is coming soon... I think we can trust a small number of humans.”


  Beniyaru knew that Grid, Mercedes, and Piaro could hurt all the elves currently present. However, they didn’t hurt the elves. Despite the fact that the elves could have killed them, they forgave the elves. They were quite different from the old humans who had burned the elves’ wild land with their dirty desires, wanting the youth and beauty of the elves.


  “Well... there are many types of people in this world. We might meet many people like you in the future. However, I wasn’t expecting much. We don’t have the capacity to deal with all the treachery and suffering we will face until we meet people like you.”


  The events were hundreds of years old, but the wounds that humans had dealt to the elves were still prominent. They were still sore and painful. As such, the elves didn’t want to understand humans or to be understood by humans.


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  As darkness started to fall on the forest of the world tree, Grid’s hammering was the only thing heard in the awkward silence.


  The sounds of Mercedes, Randy, and the Overgeared Skeletons fighting the bear-wolves served as background noise. However, it currently wasn’t as fierce as the first battle because there were only two bear-wolves. Once night approached, no more new bear-wolves appeared.


  Beniyaru explained to the puzzled Mercedes, “The bear-wolves are weak at night. They fall asleep as soon as the sun sinks, and new bear-wolves won’t emerge again until dawn.” 


  “I’m glad.” The legendary knight was relieved. The continuous battle with the bear-wolves was a challenge for Mercedes. On the other hand, the Overgeared Skeletons were disappointed. Their eyes were like ‘⌓ ⌓’ as they looked at the bear-wolves and stabbed. They were eager to continue fighting. After all, they were undead and didn’t have any restrictions on stamina, unlike living creatures.


  ‘Good!’ Meanwhile, Grid smiled brightly as he placed the two sets of red armor on the anvil and starting hammering. He succeeded in completely separating the black mithril from the ogre bones and the rosar tin, and the black iron plate flashed red. The raw material which made up the inner iron plates of the red armor was black mithril. A skilled craftsman had processed it into a fine form, but it wasn’t perfect.


  Grid placed the iron plates on the anvil and started the full-scale tempering and forging.


  Ttang! Ttang!


  ‘I can’t lose the unique characteristics of the red armor by damaging the red energy.’


  The iron plates should be further strengthened and shaped to the ideal form. Grid thought this as he hammered repeatedly at constant intervals. Tens of minutes and then hours went by.


  [You are extremely focused, and the Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience skill has been activated.]


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath has been activated.]


  [You are extremely focused, and the Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience skill has been activated.]


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath has been...]


  [The Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath has risen to Lv. 7!]


  ......


  ......


  Grid received a compensation effect comparable to when he produced the Enlightenment Sword. It wasn’t an effect that could be achieved simply by raising his concentration. He also had to be lucky.


  ‘Good!’


  This was the best start. Grid was filled with joy as his concentration heightened.


  [The black mithril is filled with your fighting energy.]


  “...!!” Grid’s fighting energy had been kept at the maximum thanks to Mercedes, Piaro, and Beniyaru. Grid injected the solemn red and purple aura fiercely into the black mithril. This was the moment when the true value of the black mithril’s characteristic of having ‘a high affinity with any form of energy’ was revealed. Now, the iron plate made of black mithril was blinking purple as well as red.


  ‘Maybe?’


  Would something beyond his expectations be born?


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang… His hammering became stronger as Grid entered a state of nothingness.


  ‘Is that a human?’ The elves’ eyes were wide open as they watched Grid work steadily. They were amazed by Grid’s dexterity and focused concentration. In particular, Beniyaru was greatly shocked. ‘How can a human...?’


  To think that Grid was able to enter a higher spiritual realm than the elves who had lived for hundreds of years and received the protection of nature and the elementals...? It was an area that couldn’t be seen even by the 12 Te.


  ‘No, won’t it be difficult even for a high elf?’


  What type of life had this human lived? How could he achieve this level in just decades? Beniyaru couldn’t imagine it. Having been trapped in this forest due to old wounds, it was impossible for her to gauge the lives of the heroes living in the present.


  Kyak kyak! 


  The last two remaining bear-wolves were hunted. Then suddenly, the Overgeared Skeletons that were sitting like puppies next to Grid came forward. They picked a flat rock and started to hit it with their swords. The Overgeared Skeletons seemed to be copying Grid’s hammering.


  “How lovely.”


  “Haha, these guys want to learn from their master.” 


  Mercedes and Piaro watched the Overgeared Skeletons with warm smiles. The skeletons looked cute as they tried to copy their master. However, this was a desperate situation for Grid. If he hadn’t entered this trance state... he would probably be yelling at the Overgeared Skeletons to stop once he realized that they were copying him. He didn’t want to see ‘blacksmith’ appear in the list of second class advancement for the Overgeared Skeletons… But what could he do? The water had already been spilled.


  The Overgeared Skeletons copied Grid’s hammering, and their posture soon started to resemble his. 


  ......


  The Overgeared Skeletons were silent for once. Now that they became accustomed to the blacksmithing itself, they were learning Grid’s ‘focus.’


  [Overgeared Skeleton One has acquired the skill ‘Skeleton’s Patience’.]


  [Overgeared Skeleton Two has acquired the skill ‘Skeleton’s Patience’.]


  These notification windows passed through Grid’s vision.


  Ttang!


  Ttang!


  ‘Okay. A bit more, a bit more...!’ Grid wasn’t aware of them since he was busy hammering the black mithril filled with fighting energy. Meanwhile, an elf approached Beniyaru and whispered, “Kir has arrived at the village.”


  “Finally...!”


  The world tree’s illness could be cured! The excited Beniyaru told Piaro, “We have to go back to the village for a while. Will you come with me? I will set aside a place for you to take a break.”


  “I will stay here.”


  “Why? It is late at night. There is a possibility that ancient species more threatening than the bear-wolf will show up. It could be dangerous for you.”


  “I can’t interfere with Master’s work. I will stay here with him.”


  “...It seems like his work will continue until dawn.”


  “No, it could take a few days. But what does it matter?” Piaro would continue to protect Grid for one hundred years, one thousand years. After speaking, he looked at Mercedes. “Take a break.”


  “Then please excuse me. I will take the dawn shift.”


  She was once again standing vigil with Piaro… Mercedes was reminded of her training days and became cheerful. After the elves left, Noe and Randy fell asleep. Meanwhile, Piaro and Mercedes slept in shifts as Grid’s work continued.


  ***


  “Ohh...!”


  In the elves’ village, the elves’ faces turned rosy as they gathered under the world tree—the ancient tree that sustained the world. It was because the world tree completely regained its health five minutes after Kir sprinkled on it some water, which he claimed was the only holy water that could cure the world tree.


  Well, it was funny to say that the world tree had been in a bad state in the first place. After all, only a few leaves had turned yellow. However, when those few leaves became brighter again, it made Kir’s claim of holy water seem real.


  “Is it Goddess Rebecca’s holy water?”


  Elves didn’t worship gods. The world tree was the only existence they regarded as great and precious. That didn’t mean they denied the existence of the gods. In particular, they had a great liking for Rebecca, the goddess of light. As Kir explained to the questioning elves, his good appearance, soft voice, and smile gave them confidence.


  ‘Talking with a merchant will make you bewitched.’ One of the famous laws of Satisfy was being fully manifested at this moment.


  “That’s right. I rushed to the Vatican and poured out my life savings as a donation.”


  “Doing all of this for us...”


  “You are my saviors. I will do anything for you. Now, everyone.”


  Kir felt the elves’ attention focused on him. Were there no male elves today? How come men didn’t show up last time either? Kir had these questions in mind as he brought a carriage full of jars toward the elves.


  “I still have a lot of holy water left. Taking it will help your health. Please share a toast with me. Shouldn’t we celebrate the recovery of the world tree?”


  “Okay. Let’s make a toast.”


  The elves’ health wasn’t a concern like it was for humans. Unlike humans, elves lived for a long time and maintained their youth. In that case, why should they drink the goddess’ holy water? Some of the elves thought of this question, but there was no room for them to think about it.


  Adept at leading the atmosphere, Kir had already gotten all the elves to hold glasses in their hands.


  “To the eternal health of the world tree.” 


  Kir drank the holy water, and most of the elves followed, causing all of them to get poisoned and experience a terrible pain. This was the moment when the merchant Kir, who had dealings with the Yatan Servants, showed off the power of the Yatan Essence he had secured in large quantities.


  “Kukuk! Kukukuk! Kuhahahahat! Is there anything in the world as easy as deceiving old people who don’t know the world?”


  Kir’s nice smile had disappeared. Instead, his evil laughter and the screams of the elves, who were now caught by his men, enveloped the village.




  Chapter 823


  Ttang... Ttang... Ttang… Amidst the smoky gray of dawn, a hammering sound rang out in the serene forest.


  ‘It isn’t a matter to worry about.’ Mercedes shook her head in an effort to shake off her thoughts as she watched Grid sweat at dawn.


  Why did Grid have Lorex’s axe? Who dropped these sets of armor?


  Yesterday, Mercedes witnessed Grid putting the red armor and the big axe into the furnace, and her imagination ran wild. The feelings in her heart became complicated. However, Mercedes knew that the doubts and anxiety stirring her mind were nothing. After all, the worst things she could imagine had all happened in the past.


  Indeed, she wasn’t in a position to feel angry or betrayed even if Grid turned out to be the Undefeated King’s descendant, who had slaughtered the Red Knights during the war between the empire and Valhalla.


  ‘The empire is a potential enemy of the Overgeared Kingdom.’


  After all, the empire had the greatest potential to threaten the survival of the Overgeared Kingdom. It was the same even now. Mercedes couldn’t blame Grid for his activities which caused enormous damage to the empire. From Grid’s perspective, they were natural actions. Even if he did deserve to be blamed for it, Mercedes was now Grid’s knight. She had to understand and embrace Grid’s past, rather than hold it against him.


  There was only one regrettable thing.


  ‘If Lorex had known about the relationship between Grid and Piaro...’


  Lorex might not have died. Maybe he would be serving Grid by Mercedes’ side right now. Of course, this theory was meaningless. There were no if’s in history.


  ‘...It isn’t a problem to raise a fuss about.’


  Mercedes was trying to control her heart when her ears heard something. It was a strange sound that came from nearby. 


  ‘What?’


  Was it because she was too immersed in her thoughts? It was shameful that she had allowed something to approach in this empty area. The frustrated Mercedes jumped up while rotating at the same time, with her hand holding a sword naturally. Then her sword hit a solid barrier, and a sharp metallic sound entered Mercedes’ ears.


  Sensing the turmoil, Piaro immediately rose from his seat and was startled as he witnessed the sight before him. A huge cave cricket the size of a house was attacking Mercedes.


  It belonged to an ancient species, creatures that had existed since the beginning. Having lost their homes as human societies developed and expanded, they had long since disappeared from the history of humanity. However, they were alive in the world tree’s forest.


  “Urgh!” Mercedes was on the defensive.


  The creature had a total of eight legs. Two of them were relatively short front legs, and there were four sharp side legs that were used as a shield and weapon. This gave the creature a combat style that was beyond human comprehension. The hunting instincts imprinted on the organism that had survived for tens of thousands of years were beyond measure.


  In the end, Mercedes spread her silver wings and flew into the air in an attempt to free herself from the attacks of the cave cricket. However, the cave cricket’s long and resilient antennae detected Mercedes’ movements in real time. The cave cricket raised its legs and hit Mercedes, causing her to cough up blood as she was blown away.


  “Ku....ock!”


  How could a noble knight possibly be hit by an insect?


  However, Mercedes didn’t have such arrogant thoughts. After all, the giant cave cricket was a monster that couldn’t be defined as an insect.


  Its outer shell was harder than a wyvern’s scales, and its strength was higher than that of the bear-wolves in the daytime. Furthermore, its irregular attacks were hard to figure out. Therefore, the difficulty of this confrontation felt like it was on a higher ground. Mercedes wasn’t dealing with an enemy that acted thoughtlessly based on instincts.


  The ground began to sink. It was a phenomenon caused by the giant cave cricket bending its hind legs. As this continued on, the ground caved in around the place where the cave cricket was bending down. However, at this point, the cave cricket had already jumped high into the sky.


  “Mercedes! Wake up!”


  What was this giant leap? Mercedes was staring blankly at the cave cricket high in the sky when Piaro’s shouts entered her ears.


  “Growth!”


  The trees that Piaro had been pruning for a day grew rapidly. The branches which had been cut off were restored and covered with lush leaves. Thanks to the sudden growth of the huge trees, the cave cricket couldn’t land on the ground and struggled among the trees. The giant branches were cut off by the front and side legs of the cave cricket and trampled on by its hind legs.


  Mercedes quickly recovered from her blank state and focused sword energy on her swords, covering them with a white light that shook off the darkness. Meanwhile, Piaro was using Pounding Mortar without hesitation. Simultaneously, a huge object fell from the sky and landed on the body of the cave cricket.


  “Pledge Sword!” Mercedes then rushed forward with her silver wings and stabbed the cave cricket’s bulging belly several times. It was a collaboration of two legends who had past experiences of destroying great demons.


  However...


  “Uh!”


  “Ha!”


  Their combined power wasn’t enough to destroy the cave cricket. The cave cricket’s weakness was that it was only active at night. Nevertheless, the strength of the cave cricket that had reigned as a supreme predator since the beginning was comparable to a monarch of hell.


  “This thing...” Mercedes was stunned for a moment when she noticed the corpses of dozens of bear-wolves beyond the large trees that had been cut down due to the struggle. That was the cave cricket’s trail, and now it was planning to feast on the small and adorable creatures called ‘humans.’


  As soon as she grasped the cave cricket’s pure desire, Mercedes’ insight started to detect its movements little by little. Piaro also thought of methods to deal with it. “Please restrain its actions fully. I have to clear a large field. Buy time for me while I am farming.”


  “Understood!” Mercedes responded vigorously while avoiding the frontal attack of the cave cricket. The ground shook every time the cave cricket’s front legs struck it.


  Meanwhile, the rock where Grid, the anvil, and the portable furnace were located shook like it was going to collapse. Nevertheless, Grid was solely focused on his work. From the moment of the cave cricket’s emergence to the present, he hadn’t shown a moment of agitation. 


  It might be an exaggeration to say that he didn’t seem aware of the battle taking place. However, the amazing thing was that it wasn’t an exaggeration. Grid was in a world of his own, one which consisted of him, his hammer, the anvil, the fire, and the metal.


  ‘I feel it.’


  The ogre bones were tempered into their ideal form, and all their potential power was pulled out, causing the black mithril’s fighting energy to surge in response. Meanwhile, the rosar tin calmed down the ogre bones and the black mithril.


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang! Grid’s hammering became more delicate as his concentration rose endlessly. The constant reoccurring effects of the Blacksmith’s Patience and Blacksmith’s Breath made Grid and the metal extremely robust. Finally...


  ‘Now!’


  Grid saw the end.


  [You have completed the item production!]


  [The blacksmith god is very surprised. He says that his skill has once again been overtaken by a human.]


  [The other gods are laughing at the nervousness of the blacksmith god.]


  [Affinity with the blacksmith god has decreased by 1.]


  [If affinity with the blacksmith god reaches -10, any items made (above legendary rating) will be cursed.]


  [Current affinity with the blacksmith god is -2.]


  The full plate armor, which could look red or purple depending on the refraction of light, was completed. Its name was Hero King’s Armor.


  ***


  Mercedes’ swords were burning with a silver flame-like energy. She couldn’t afford to hold back her strength in front of an ancient predator that couldn’t be included in any category with a human’s common sense. 


  The cave cricket fought with sheer force. With the transcendent leap from those hind legs and the strength of a mountain, the fast and irregular attacks from the hard but flexible front legs, and the antennae and side legs that removed any blind spots… The cave cricket was like a creature born for battle, while Mercedes was a small soldier striking against an impregnable fortress.


  The difference in power was great. Mercedes’ body was wounded as she confronted the cave cricket with White Tiger’s Attitude. Meanwhile, Piaro was still farming. ‘Just a little longer!’


  He needed to perfectly restrain the cave cricket in order to beat it. Having made this judgment, Piaro spent a great deal of time clearing the field and using Free Farming. Mercedes only needed to hold on for three more minutes. No, he prayed earnestly that she could hold on for two more minutes.


  However, in Mercedes’ eyes, two minutes seemed like an eternity. Her White Tiger’s Attitude collapsed when the cave cricket’s side legs, which had been used for defense, suddenly switched to offense. They breached Mercedes’ defense perfectly and stabbed her in the sides. 


  As Grid was making her a new set of armor, Mercedes’ leather armor hadn’t been repaired. Therefore, it hadn’t been working properly from the very beginning. It wasn’t a set of armor but a rag.


  Mercedes shook as the cave cricket’s four side legs and two front legs poured down toward her like rain. Cracks started to form on the silver wings wrapped around Mercedes’ body. Dozens of sharp hooks at the tips of the cave cricket’s legs broke through and tore at the surface of the silver wings.


  Although Mercedes endured it, she couldn’t shake off the despair in her heart. ‘How fleeting is my existence?’


  She had worshipped heroes and trained for all her life. Praised as the strongest knight on the continent, she had eventually become a legendary knight. However, it would all be in vain in the end. The legend of humanity was just prey for an ancient species. The passing years, the resolutions in her heart, and her hopes for the future were all wishful thinking.


  ‘I’m sorry.’


  In the end, her silver wings fell down like glass. Amidst the glittering remnants, Mercedes held onto the White Tiger’s Sword. The last mission on her mind was to protect her master’s treasure. In order to buy some more time, Mercedes’ blue hair gradually turned white as she wrapped sword energy around the sword. The white hair was like shimmering moonlight, and Mercedes boasted a radiant beauty in her last moments.


  Then the cave cricket’s front legs flew toward Mercedes’ small face.


  “XX monster, ” rough cursing that Mercedes was hearing for the first time filled the air. “Why is an insect as strong as a great demon?”


  It was Grid. He wore Lantier’s Cloak, which was strong against physical attacks, and used Revolve on the cave cricket. Then he handed armor to Mercedes. “Put it on. From now on, you’ll be able to exert your real skills.”


  There was a wide smile on Grid’s face. It was because the name of the cave cricket before him was flashing gold! Grid was expecting a huge reward now.


  “Noe! Randy! C-Can you Become the King of the Dead?”


  “Nyang!”


  Kyak kyak! Kya kya kyak!


  Grid’s party appeared in full swing in the field that Piaro was clearing.


  Simultaneously, at the operations team at the S.A Group’s headquarters:


  “Maybe he will hunt it?”


  “...It is crazy. Really crazy.”


  Yoon Nahee and the operations team monitoring the dozens of monitors in real time quietly blurted out these lines.


  The giant cave cricket was a disaster-type monster that was supposed to play a role in reducing the number of elves along with the launch of the multiple species episode. However, it couldn’t play its role due to the variables of Overgeared King Grid and Merchant King Kir. 


  In the end, it had become a raid target. Mercedes’ presence was too big. No matter how legendary a knight she was, for her to be able to fight against the cave cricket...


  ‘In this situation, if Grid meets Kir...’


  Grid’s nature meant he might rescue the elves and maintain their numbers. In that case, the dark elves episode was likely to be lost.


  ‘The survivors of the 12 Te were going to fall under the temptation of Yatan to balance the power...’


  How many times had this happened? It was difficult to remember how many times the scheduled story had been changed by a player.


  “Will it be okay?” Yoon Nahee let out a laugh at her team’s worries. “Have you forgotten the chairman’s message? Satisfy is a world where the history is made by players. We don’t have to feel concerned over this.”


  Yes, they could only silently watch. Who would become the final winner of this long history?




  Chapter 824


  ‘This is a monster I’m not meant to catch.’ Grid noticed it the moment he faced the giant cave cricket.


  It had a disgusting appearance that couldn’t be endured by ordinary people, and it didn’t fall down despite being hit by two legendary NPCs. The cave cricket was at a level that players couldn’t reach. Once he combined all these factors, Grid knew the giant cave cricket wasn’t meant for players. There were no chances of winning if a player met this monster.


  ‘I’m certain. A normal person will be stunned just by looking at it.’


  It was a super large version of a cave cricket. Grid thought about its eyes, stretched-out snout, long whiskers, bent antennae, translucent skin, and so on… These were features that were hard for humans to accept. It felt like a few people would faint when they saw the giant cave cricket and then try to sue the S.A Group. 


  Additionally, there was clear proof that the giant cave cricket was a monster not scheduled to meet players.


  ‘It appears to be an event monster related to a specific story.’


  Grid had been playing Satisfy since the open beta test. Unlike the talented people in the game, he had experienced rock bottom. He didn’t have regular experiences, and it wasn’t difficult for him to understand the nature of certain monsters. 


  Behind Grid, Mercedes was changing into the new set of armor, and the leather armor she had been wearing since she left the empire fell to the ground. That was when Grid confirmed the information of the leather armor.


  [Old Leather Armor]


  [Durability: 15/140  Defense: 60


  -The armor that Legendary Knight Mercedes wore during her days as Piaro’s aide. The performance of the armor isn’t bad, but it has long lost its original function because it can’t withstand the long years that have passed.


  Weight: 290


  User Restriction: Level 180 or higher.]


  “Wow...” Grid was appalled. He had analyzed Mercedes’ worn equipment with a Legendary Blacksmith’s Eyes and thought it should have a level limitation of 200. However, he had no idea that the performance of the armor was such garbage. The usage condition was level 180, but the leather armor’s actual performance was like a set of level 20 armor.


  “Fighting with something like this... Heok.” Grid turned his gaze toward Mercedes, only to close his eyes with horror. It was because he’d caught a peek at Mercedes’ body as she just started wearing the red and purple full plate armor. Grid blushed while Mercedes was casual about showing her naked body. She wasn’t embarrassed since this was the process that a knight used to wear equipment.


  “It is shameful to blame the equipment.” There was a determined expression on Mercedes’ face as she adjusted the hinges of the armor. “However, I changed my mind since using the sword that I borrowed from Your Majesty.”


  The more formidable the equipment, the higher the strength would be. It was an undeniable truth. The newly enlightened Mercedes made a new chivalric code, “Overgeared... Is that what you called it? In the future, I will also be overgeared.”


  It happened at this moment.


  [Legendary Knight Mercedes has created a new chivalric code.]


  [Legendary Knight Mercedes’ stats have increased by 10%. Every time she wears a high rated item, she will receive a compensation effect.]


  [If the legendary knight Mercedes wears epic rated items, she will receive an additional 5% increase in the item stats (apart from the options). If she wears unique rated items, she will receive an additional 7% increase in the item stats (apart from the options). If she wears legendary rated items, she will receive an additional 10% increase in the item stats (apart from the options). If she wears myth rated items, she will receive an additional 20% increase in the item stats (apart from the options).]


  [The legendary knight Mercedes has equipped the Hero King’s Armor.]


  [Due to the class bonus of wearing heavy armor, there is a 20% increase in defense.]


  [A myth rated item has been worn. The stats of the Hero King’s Armor that Mercedes is wearing have increased by 20%.]


  “What?” Grid’s eyes grew bigger and twitched as he realized the unique nature of a legendary knight’s chivalric code was more than he’d imagined. In awe of Mercedes, Grid felt a greater liking toward her.


  ‘Pagma's Descendant in the future...’


  Grid was well aware of the fraudulent nature of Item Creation. He could mass produce a large number of high rated items. However, Grid’s own stats didn’t increase when he used Item Creation. On the other hand, Mercedes had overwhelming growth every time she made a chivalric code, while Sword Saint Kraugel was able to build his own skills based on Swordsmanship Creation.


  It was evident that the attack power of Pagma's Descendant would fall over time compared to other classes. Just as Grid was feeling frustrated, a voice entered his ears.


  “My strength is Master’s strength.” It was Mercedes’ soft voice. Grid looked at her and once again admired her. She was so beautiful. The intense combination of white hair and transparent skin with the red and purple armor took Grid’s breath away.


  [Hero King’s Armor]


  [Rating: Myth


  Durability: 1,430/1,430  Defense: 1,190


  * Strength increased by 200.


  * Two of the wearer’s highest stats will increase by 15%. If strength or intelligence increases at this time, there will be 300 additional attack power. Physical defense will increase by 300. An increase in agility will raise accuracy and evasion by 12%.


  * Increases magic resistance in proportion to the wearer’s intelligence.


  * The effect of the wearer’s highest level skill will increase by 25%.


  * The cooldown of the wearer’s two lowest level skills will decrease by 10%.


  * Attack power will increase by five for every hit (Up to 500).


  * The power of all wide-range skills will increase by 20%.


  * When a large weapon is equipped, attack power will increase by 10% and attack speed by 5%.


  * There is a low probability of accumulating ‘incomplete fighting energy.’ Stats will rise every time the incomplete fighting energy rises by 10 points. 


  -An armor that the legendary blacksmith Grid, who even the gods admire, made for the legendary knight Mercedes.


  -A heavy armor made of black mithril filled with the red energy of the Saharan emperor, ogre bones and rosar tin, and the fighting energy that was given by Grid.


  Due to the limitations of the rosar tin, there is less defense. However, it has the ability to give more aggression to the wearer as the battle continues.


  Weight: 3,020


  Conditions of Use: Grid or Mercedes.]


  It was an armor that couldn’t be sold. Who would buy it for an expensive price when Grid and Mercedes were the only ones who could wear it? Still, Grid wasn’t worried.


  After all, the Hero King’s Armor was made only for Mercedes. Grid had no thoughts about commercializing an armor with such excellent performance in the first place. He wasn’t certain that he could get another black mithril that contained the emperor’s red energy.


  ‘The defense is lower in exchange for offense.’


  Step. Step. Step.


  Mercedes wore the armor and steadily walked through the forest that was transforming into farmland. The giant cave cricket’s antennae detected Mercedes as its aggro was still focused on her. Then it moved soundlessly. The cave cricket swung its legs through the air. The sharpness of its legs cut through the wind, air, and space in 0.1 seconds to reach Mercedes.


  Mercedes’ might’ve had a 10% increase in stats from making the chivalric code, but it was still impossible for her to avoid the cave cricket’s attack completely. Not only was the cave cricket fast, but it also aimed at all types of gaps in her defense. Mercedes disregarded defense and took the offensive. This was a judgment that was different from before as when she wore the leather armor, she had tried to block some attacks.


  The cave cricket made a confused sound. The small creature stuck to its legs. The sweet smell of blood disseminated and flew away, while the creature clung to it like a rock.


  “It hurts.” Mercedes gulped as blood flowed from her side and grasped the White Tiger Sword more firmly.


  Step. Step. Her pace didn’t stop. The distance between Mercedes and the cave cricket was now only four meters. The cave cricket’s ability to detect danger was fast, just like an insect’s instinct. Compared to the past, the number of Mercedes’ offensive attacks had increased, and the cave cricket had no intention of allowing Mercedes to get close to it.


  “Kuk...!” 


  The cave cricket had become faster...?


  Mercedes was forced to use White Tiger’s Attitude once the Hero King’s Armor started to lose its durability. She maintained a slow pace as she advanced steadily. Suddenly, four golden hands flew in and started to assist. They were Grid’s God Hands.


  Then what was Grid doing? A strong aura came from the sky. Grid had flown up there. He swung the Enlightenment Sword and shouted, “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle!”


  Kuwaaaaaang! The storm of fighting energy descended. It was Grid’s signal.


  “Growth! Threshing! Polishing!!” After finishing the clearing, Piaro quickly spread all types of fast-growing grain and seeds, making them explode. The farmland received a lot of damage and collapsed. Mercedes was the only one who had access to the cave cricket.


  “Ohhhhh!”


  Thanks to the Hero King’s Armor, Mercedes was able to exert more damage by accumulating damage. Her swords hadn’t been able to penetrate the skin of the cave cricket earlier, but they entered easily now and caused great damage. The cave cricket struggled as some of its nerves were damaged. Its eight legs moved strangely in every direction, forming a sight that could induce someone to vomit.


  However, Grid wasn’t shaken at all. He had learned to control his emotions after seeing the boys and girls raised like cattle in the Tower of Eternity. Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle crushed the shell of the cave cricket. 


  “Fated to Perish!” Piaro ultimate attack dug into the cave cricket’s inner flesh.


  Kyak kyak! Kyak kyak kyak!


  “Lightning Discharge! Discharge, nyong! Nyang nyang nyang!”


  The Overgeared Skeletons, Randy, and Noe also attacked the cave cricket with all their might. The cave cricket’s cries stirred up the forest at dawn. The effect of God's Command was activated, and Grid used a second Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.


  [Your level has risen!]


  A really welcome notification window popped up in front of him. The growth of his pets and the items dropped were a bonus...


  [Your memphis Noe’s level has risen!] x8.


  [Doppelganger Randy’s level has risen!] x3.


  [The level of Overgeared Skeletons One and Two have risen!] x15. 


  [3 ancient weapon enhancement scrolls have been acquired.]


  [5 ancient armor enhancement scrolls have been acquired.]


  [59 ancient steel have been acquired.]


  [67 shells of an ancient species have been acquired.]


  ...This wasn’t a bonus. It was too big to be called a bonus.




  Chapter 825


  A loud siren rang out, and the red lights installed all over the production team’s offices flashed without interruption. The mechanical sounds rang out repeatedly.


  [x:;72ZX987B19 has disappeared.]


  [Three large episodes will be permanently deleted.]


  [188,490 out of 390,112 related quests are now unlikely to occur.]


  [Restoration of x:;72ZX987B19 is recommended.]


  [Correction.]


  [x:;72ZX987B19’s dropped items have been acquired by a specific player. It is recommended to rollback the server.]


  “What?”


  Category x:; entities had a great influence on Satisfy’s world view. Among the great demons, only eight were given the code ‘x:;’ and there were only five NPCs. It was extremely unlikely that contact with players would occur, so the ancient species were classified as ‘secret monsters.’ Among them, the giant cave cricket was classified with an x:;.


  The dark elves episode, which was scheduled to take place, was meant to reduce the number of elves to one-tenth of their current population and darken the 12 Te. The 12 Te would then sell their souls to the great demons and become dark elves. As a result, players would be able to select from various types of species and create different power structures during the ‘Great War’ episode.


  However, this all flew away at once. Why had this suddenly happened?


  The leader of the third production team, Rahul, saw the warning messages on the monitor and shouted, “Convene an emergency meeting right now! It is the first bug in Satisfy’s history! We have to respond quickly!”


  Rahul’s Korean was so perfect that it was hard to believe he was Indian.


  Chatter chatter! The production team was upset and hesitant about where to start fixing this.


  “It isn’t a bug.” The manager of the operations team, Yoon Nahee appeared. She handed paperwork to Rahul. “It is something that happened due to two players. There is no bug in the current situation.”


  “Did I learn Korean wrong?”


  Rahul was a genius with an IQ of over 180, so it had been easy for him to learn Korean which had become more influential since the launch of Satisfy that now dominated the world market. He asserted himself that his listening and speaking abilities were perfect, yet he couldn’t understand Yoon Nahee’s remarks. It seemed like an alien language.


  “Players encountered an x:; code monster and raided it? Do you expect me to believe such nonsense?”


  “It is true. Will it make sense if I say that the Overgeared King and Merchant King are involved?”


  “The Overgeared King and Merchant King...!”


  “Yes. This is how it happened. Merchant King Kir succeeded in discovering the forest of the world tree and simultaneously tried to obtain wealth from the elves.” 


  Kir had briefly made the world tree sick and deceived the elves. Then he returned and captured them. As a result, the incident of some of the elves being eaten by the cave cricket was absent. 


  “...It prowled the area after losing its food and ended up meeting Grid?”


  “Yes.”


  “...” Rahul could no longer deny reality. He knew the power of Overgeared King Grid better than anyone. How surprised was he when he saw the character details of Grid, the protagonist of the Fourth National Competition’s Breaking the Hero? Rahul had almost fallen down. He could still feel the bruised bones from that time. Rahul thought that no one would be able to clear the Fourth National Competition’s Breaking the Hero.


  ‘It might be possible for the Five Miracles, including Kraugel. But...’ Rahul shook his head.


  “Was Mercedes with him?”


  Mercedes’ legendary knight story had caused a huge impact in the S.A Group. How many NPCs were there that had SSS potential stats? There were thousands. However, most of them were waiting for their talents to blossom. In the meantime, some NPCs sadly perished.


  It meant that the expectations of the S.A Group toward the youngest of them, Mercedes, hadn’t been high. Moreover, she had originally been scheduled to be killed by the insane dragon. The empire would then fall on that day. However, this episode had been deleted due to Grid and Kraugel. Afterward, Grid saved Mercedes and she became his knight.


  “You should remember the leader of the fourth team. Mercedes was supposed to be a short-lived character, so he designed her with greater affection.”


  Keen insight—it was a passive skill that would show an overwhelming performance as time passed and the skill developed.


  The leader of the fourth team, Chen, had said that if Mercedes could grow, then she would be able to develop ‘foresight.’ However, since she was a short-lived character that was unlikely to exert an influence on Satisfy’s subsequent world setting, she had been given a fraudulent skill.


  “How can she stop that monster…? ...No?” Rahul was trying to convince himself when he suddenly cocked his head. He was reminded that the combat power of the giant cave cricket was equivalent to the 28th great demon.


  “How can the cave cricket... Ah!”


  It was due to Knights Summoning! A chill went down Rahul’s spine as he remembered the characters Grid had obtained from a long time ago. “I understand... Now I understand everything.”


  Merchant King Kir had used his unique intelligence and resources to obtain the elves, while Grid had used his unique strength and people to handle the cave cricket. Rahul was convinced of the situation once he recalled all of their abilities. “Yes... In the end, a rollback won’t happen. We can’t reverse history written by the players themselves.”


  “That’s right. Even if it was a bug, I wonder if he would’ve allowed a rollback.”


  The water was already spilled, and there was no fault behind the water being spilled. It was a natural phenomenon. Rahul was able to calm his mind. “I’m glad it wasn’t a bug...”


  Their chairman would be happy again. Rahul thought about Lim Cheolho’s interest and affection for the Five Miracles.


  “Why aren’t you convening a meeting straight away?” An angry voice rang out from the office’s entrance. It was Chairman Lim Cheolho. Hadn’t he been enjoying the variables created by the Five Miracles over the past few years? Who would have imagined this...?


  Lim Cheolho headed over to the confused Yoon Nahee and Rahul and explained the severity of the situation. First he asked, “How many players and NPCs have a myth rated item?”


  “Well...” The production team leader, Rahul, couldn’t answer.


  On the other hand, Yoon Nahee of the operations team replied immediately, “There are 17.”


  “Have any of them succeeded in enhancing the myth rated item?”


  “No.”


  “What if someone strengthens multiple myth rated items by themselves?”


  “...The balance will crumble.”


  Enhancing an item increased its stats. The higher the basic stats of the item, the higher the increase would be. This was why the probability of enhancing a myth rated item was extremely low.


  “This...!” Rahul made a dumbfounded expression and sighed. He was reminded of the items that the cave cricket dropped—the ancient weapon and armor enhancement scrolls! They were supposed to emerge when at least 20% of the players were armed with legendary items. What if Grid succeeded in enhancing a myth rated item that ordinary players didn’t even have access to?


  “Not only the Five Miracles but most of the existing named NPCs won’t be able to resist.”


  Lim Cheolho clearly remembered that the ancient scrolls definitely increased the item’s enhancement level by 1–3. Grid had three weapon and five armor scrolls, so it was possible for him to make a myth rated armor or weapon ranging from +4 to +7.


  “What should we do? Should we shut down the server once?”


  There was no concept of a pause in Satisfy. Having it formed a structure that would just drive players away from the game. Lim Cheolho smiled. “No. We can’t damage hundreds of millions of people just for one person. I will go and meet directly with Grid.”


  “You will go and speak with him directly?”


  There were rumors in the company that the chairman’s account would be a ‘god’ in Satisfy. Would they finally see a god? Yoon Nahee and Rahul gulped as their expectations rose to the extreme. Their expectations were huge enough for them to forget about the seriousness of the situation.


  “I know that I can’t use my position to force anything upon Grid. But I am certain I will be able to persuade him as he also loves Satisfy sincerely.”


  After all, it was a case where Grid’s life was changed by playing Satisfy. His affection for Satisfy had the potential to be greater than Lim Cheolho’s. Lim Cheolho felt hopeful as he logged into Satisfy.


  [Name: S.A Group Chairman Lim Cheolho


  Level: 29


  Class: Fisherman


  * The longer the fishing time, the greater the probability of catching good fish.


  Strength: 29    Intelligence: 49


  Stamina: 175    Agility: 21


  Concentration: 75   Endurance: 19]


  There were few environments as good as Satisfy to enjoy his hobby of fishing. As such, he raised his character only through fishing! Deeply concerned that someone would see his ID, Lim Cheolho immediately sent a whisper to Grid.


  &S.A Group Chairman Lim Cheolho: I am Chairman Lim Cheolho of the S.A Group. This is the first time saying hello to you separately. It is very nice to meet you. I want to share a story with Youngwoo-ssi...


  [The target has blocked you.]


  “...?”


  Was there something wrong? A chill went down Lim Cheolho’s spine.


  ***


  “People are crazy. Now there is someone impersonating Lim Cheolho.”


  It was after killing the cave cricket that Grid received a whisper while confirming the information the ancient scrolls, which definitely enhanced an item by 1–3 levels. The more famous a person was, the more whispers they received. It was a chance for Grid to see how many crazy people there were in the world.


  “Did something happen?” Mercedes asked anxiously.


  Grid shook his head and pulled out the Enlightenment Sword. ‘This is an item that will be kept to the end.’


  Therefore, he was confident he wouldn’t regret using the ancient weapon scroll on the Enlightenment Sword!


  “Please be +3!”


  Grid was full of ambition as he used the ancient weapon scroll on the Enlightenment Sword without hesitation. He was filled with the expectation that the unique characteristic of Pagma's Descendant would help the enhancement go straight to +3.


  The result?


  [You have successfully enhanced the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires!]


  [The Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has increased to +1!]


  “Damn rotten luck XX system!”


  There was a chance to get 1, 2, or 3, yet he got 1? Grid’s anger reached its peak, and he lost his temper. However, he stopped just as he was going to throw the +1 Enlightenment Sword to the ground.


  [You have succeeded in enhancing a myth rated item, and a hidden piece of Pagma's Descendant has opened!]


  The newly emerged notification window relieved his anger and sadness.


  Simultaneously, Lim Cheolho said, “I will go to Grid’s house.”


  He hurried to his car after logging out.


  Lim Cheolho was the best scientist, the greatest human in modern society, the world’s best… so on and so forth. This person that even the president found hard to invite was going to visit an ordinary (?) young man’s house. It was a big matter that would decorate the world’s headlines if it were made known.




  Chapter 826


  A limited edition supercar, of which there were only three models released in the world, captured the attention of every driver on the road. Moreover, it was in an East Asian country! The other drivers made way in their lanes, and the owner of the supercar, Lim Cheolho, was able to make his journey faster than expected.


  “Um...”


  The late autumn landscape was filled with widespread foliage. Lim Cheolho was able to calm his mind as he headed into the suburbs.


  ‘Isn’t Grid supporting his family?’


  Grid was someone who had succeeded at a young age and owned a building. Taking into account the nature of young people at this age, it wouldn’t be strange if he enjoyed his own independent life. However, Grid looked after his family. He kept his original intentions by looking after his parents and sister while playing games. 


  ‘I can’t arrive empty-handed.’


  Lim Cheolho was going to ask Grid for a favor, and it was also a place where Grid’s other family members lived. So, he had to prepare a gift… But what gift? When had he ever needed to worry about this? Lim Cheolho called the name of his most trusted friend, “Morpheus.”


  [Yes.]


  It was the best supercomputer! The world’s top supercomputer that maintained Satisfy immediately responded to Lim Cheolho’s call.


  Lim Cheolho asked, “What type of gift would be most appropriate for a high school girl a few months away from entering university and a couple in their mid-50s?”


  [The first place gift for a high school girl who wants to go to university is a full-body plastic surgery certificate while the top gift for the couple in the mid-50s is divorce papers.] Morpheus took no more than one second to answer. Its analysis combined various data embedded in its many servers and was both fast and perfect.


  “I see… Um.” Lim Cheolho made a surprised expression. As humanity’s top scientist, he trusted data, but he also had common sense. He understood the plastic surgery certificate, but it didn’t make sense to show up as a guest and give divorce papers as a gift.


  “What are the second place and third place gifts for a couple in the mid-50s?”


  [Skin care gifts and travel abroad vouchers.]


  “Okay. That’s it.” Chairman Lim Cheolho showed a satisfied response. Then Morpheus asked for confirmation, [I will order a plastic surgery certificate, which has the most experience with high school girls and the highest patient satisfaction, through the cheapest site. Will that be okay?]


  “Yes. Please order the cheapest and best skincare vouchers and overseas travel vouchers as well.”


  [Yes.]


  These gifts were perfect. Lim Cheolho’s burden was relieved, and he smiled with satisfaction as the many gift certificates arrived on his phone. The supercar increased in speed after reaching the suburbs and soon arrived in front of Grid’s building.


  “It is a bit out of Seoul, but the air is good.”


  [The fine dust density is good.]


  “It is a nice neighborhood.” Chairman Lim Cheolho looked around as he got out of the car. The area around Grid’s building was filled with flower gardens. It was so peaceful that couples sat side by side in the flower garden while drinking coffee. Then he saw some buildings across the road from Grid’s.


  “Do those buildings belong to the Overgeared members?”


  [Yes. These buildings belong to Yura, Jishuka, Regas, and Pon. Jishuka, Regas, and Pon are expected to move to South Korea within the next few months.]


  “Haha...” Chairman Lim Cheolho’s heart was moved. He was proud to see that bonds that had been built up in Satisfy transferred to reality. “The young people who love Satisfy are a blessing...”


  Chairman Lim Cheolho was once again convinced. He was certain that Grid’s affection toward Satisfy was no less than his own as the creator. Grid had obtained a new life from Satisfy, so Lim Cheolho was sure that Grid would be praying for Satisfy’s infinite success.


  ‘He will definitely understand and listen to my request.’


  Chairman Lim Cheolho’s steps were light. He took the elevator to the top floor and encountered Toon—a Satisfy high ranker who had been part of the Italian Mafia. In recent years, Toon had been a main member of Overgeared who was active as Grid’s bodyguard. He was also someone whose life had changed due to Satisfy.


  “I’m really glad to see you.” Chairman Lim Cheolho looked at him with a proud expression.


  However, Toon was puzzled. “Have we met?”


  “...”


  “From here on, you can’t enter unless you have a prior appointment,” Toon spoke firmly as he stood in the hallway and brushed his teeth. It seemed that he had just woken up.


  Lim Cheolho smiled at Toon. “You must be lacking sleep.”


  After all, this person was Lim Cheolho. He had been in the newspapers every day since Satisfy was released, and he was always in the top Internet search rankings. Lim Cheolho was a person who was welcomed anywhere and at any time.


  How could a Satisfy player, let along a high ranker, not recognize him? Lim Cheolho thought that Toon made a mistake due to sleepiness. However, he was mistaken as Toon was a man who had little interest in the world. His life had been too hard for him to pay attention to people living in other worlds.


  “Who are you?”


  “...”


  Wasn’t this too absurd? Lim Cheolho was at a loss for words for a moment before recovering his spirit. Then he whispered to Morpheus, “Please call Grid’s parents.”


  [His mother or his father?]


  “...Connect me to the one who responds faster.”


  [I understand.]


  A man was blocking the hallway to the front door. His sleek and strong muscles had a threatening appearance while his eyes resembled those of a wolf. Lim Cheolho gulped as he faced someone who saw him as an ‘enemy’ for the first time in years.


  In the meantime, Morpheus succeeded in calling Grid’s parents.


  (Hello?)


  “Is this Shin Youngwoo’s father?”


  (That’s right...)


  “Hello. I am S.A Group’s chairman, Lim Cheolho. I am glad to greet you this way...”


  Dududu...


  “...” 


  Chairman Lim Cheolho had been dedicated to in-company activities and official activities for the past few years. He had been cut off from ordinary lives and belatedly realized that the weight of his name was now too big. That’s right. The reason why Grid had blocked his whisper and why Grid’s father had cut off the phone call was due to the weight of the name, Lim Cheolho, carried.


  ‘They think I am an impersonator!’


  This was a complete impasse! It was a big deal to suffer something like this in such a desperate situation. Lim Cheolho felt upset.


  Dding~


  Then a girl showed up in the elevator behind Lim Cheolho. It was Sehee dressed in a uniform.


  “Uh...?”


  Lim Cheolho and Sehee saw each other and were surprised. 


  ‘She didn’t add any compensation effects to her profile picture and game character?’ Lim Cheolho was surprised that Sehee’s face, body, and skin tone all matched up perfectly with what she looked like inside the game.


  ‘Why is he here at our home?’ Sehee was shocked to see Chairman Lim Cheolho.


  “H-Hello?” Unlike her brother, Sehee was polite and gave a greeting despite her confusion.


  Lim Cheolho made a gentle expression as he saw her bow her head. “Hello. Hahah! This is a surprise. I prepared a gift for nothing.”


  He would have to refund the full-body plastic surgery certificate as soon as possible. Sehee looked at the deep in thought Lim Cheolho and smiled brightly. “Did you come to celebrate Oppa’s birthday?”


  “...Huh?”


  The cake in Sehee’s hands captured Chairman Lim Cheolho’s gaze. Morpheus analyzed the situation and whispered, [The top birthday present for a male in his late 20s is a Satisfy exclusive luxury capsule. The second-ranked gift is an epic rated or higher Satisfy item.]


  “...He already has a lot better.”


  Lim Cheolho had come to get back an item rather than to give one. Well, it wasn’t bad. He was looking forward to meeting Grid.


  ***


  “Ah, what is it?” Shin Youngwoo complained as he was forced to log out due to Sehee’s continuous calls. He still had one hour and a half left of his daily connection time. There were many things he could do in this time, so he didn’t like that his sister was urging him to log out.


  However, as expected from the Comet Group’s diamond capsule...! Grid didn’t have a bird’s nest for hair despite having lain in the capsule for more than 12 hours. He didn’t even need to stretch his body to make sure that he wasn’t stiff. It was the convenience of a luxury capsule that ordinary people couldn’t get a glimpse of.


  “Where did she go after calling me?”


  Shin Youngwoo was in a spacious room which contained only a capsule and a fridge. He quickly realized he was alone in this game room he called his ‘office’ and headed out to the living room. Then he was surprised.


  “Congratulations on your birthday!”


  “Happy birthday!”


  Sehee and Yerim smiled while setting off firecrackers.


  Youngwoo’s expression went blank. A birthday message and pretty decorations covered the living room walls. There was also a table set up for a birthday party. Shin Youngwoo saw the unexpected scene and asked, “Is it my birthday today?”


  “I knew this would happen,” Sehee pouted. “I didn’t call you to eat in the morning, so did you have lunch? The seaweed soup was still the way I left it.”


  Youngwoo’s parents spoke up as well.


  “So what if you are working hard to earn money? You should take care of your nutrition! Is there any point in Korean people not eating rice?”


  “It is good that you don’t smoke, but you should take care of your meals, just as your sister and mother said.”


  “Yes...” Youngwoo smiled bitterly and nodded. He was touched by the sight of his parents, Sehee, Yerim, and Toon, who was now like a family member, sitting before his birthday party table. Despite forgetting about his own birthday, Youngwoo was glad that they had prepared for this day. In particular, Toon’s eyes were red with tears. He was an orphan, so holding a birthday party gave him a great deal of pleasure.


  However, in the midst of this friendly atmosphere…


  “By the way… why is Chairman-nim here?” Youngwoo took his seat and asked this to Chairman Lim Cheolho. Both Youngwoo and Lim Cheolho had awkward expressions on their faces. Who would’ve expected this development?




  Chapter 827


  Shin Youngwoo was in a very uncomfortable state. 


  Due to his enhancement failure, he had gotten so angry that he almost lost his sight. The ancient enhancement scrolls enhanced items from +1 to +3, but both the Enlightenment Sword and Valhalla of Infinite Affection had only increased to +1. Wasn’t that the lowest value possible? His luck was truly bad.


  As such, Shin Youngwoo had been forced to stop the enhancement. He wanted to be cautious with the remaining ancient scrolls and would use them when his luck was high.


  It was natural to be cautious. One enhancement level increased the basic stats of the item by 5%. This value was very important when looking at myth rated items with basic stats exceeding 1,000. He would be able to secure a difference of dozens or hundreds in attack and defense with just one enhancement level.


  ‘Furthermore, it is likely to be hard to obtain the ancient scrolls again in the future.’


  Shin Youngwoo had noticed from the beginning that the giant cave cricket wasn’t a monster meant for players to hunt. It hadn’t used any special magic or skills, but its basic stats were simply too high.


  How could a player beat the cave cricket when Piaro and Mercedes had failed and suffered serious injuries? It was likely that Shin Youngwoo would’ve experienced death if he had attracted the cave cricket’s aggro. This made it understandable that such a strong monster dropped the fraudulent ancient enhancement scrolls.


  “Umm…” So when Shin Youngwoo sat facing Lim Cheolho at his birthday party, he muttered, “Why is such a big person...?”


  The VIP guest, Chairman Lim Cheolho of the S.A Group, had come to celebrate Shin Youngwoo’s birthday! What was the title of this new hidden camera broadcast program? There was no other explanation for this. Chairman Lim Cheolho, who only appeared in magazines or on TV, was actually sitting in front of Shin Youngwoo on his birthday? Was this a normal scene?


  Shin Youngwoo tapped his fingers before coming to a conclusion and asking, “Is this a hidden camera TV show?”


  Shin Youngwoo started to feel excited. He was looking forward to the gift that the S.A Group had prepared for him after he contributed to the National Competition. Maybe it would be enough to make up for the two wasted ancient enhancement scrolls?


  Unable to hide his expectations, Shin Youngwoo looked like an excited child. His family was the same.


  As he met the burdensome gazes of the family members, Lim Cheolho was very stressed. He was used to meeting the presidents of the United States and China, yet now he was uncomfortable when facing these ordinary family members. It was difficult for him to disappoint them.


  “Hum hum.” There was a moment of awkward silence. “First of all, happy birthday. I am very happy to personally meet a great player like you, Grid. I am a huge fan.” He was being sincere. 


  Lim Cheolho respected all of Satisfy’s players, but he felt greater liking for certain players. In particular, he felt great respect for the five people called the Five Miracles. The supercomputer Morpheus couldn’t predict their actions, and the pleasure that gave Lim Cheolho couldn’t be converted into money.


  “Ah...” Youngwoo’s face reddened. His heart was pounding as he felt Lim Cheolho’s sincerity. He couldn’t help being moved. After living a life at the bottom, Youngwoo had grown up, succeeded, and become someone who was acknowledged by one of the greatest people in the world. A joy that was difficult to describe filled him, blanking out his mind.


  It was the same with Youngwoo’s parents. Chairman Lim Cheolho, who was a famous person, a great scientist, and an entrepreneur, had come to congratulation their son on his birthday and profess to being a big fan. This was a sight that seemed like a dream.


  “Hehe.”


  “Hum hum.”


  Sexy Schoolgirl Yerim and Beast Master Toon looked at Lim Cheolho and Youngwoo’s family with warm expressions. This was a heartwarming sight, yet it was an atmosphere that made Lim Cheolho feel increasingly burdened!


  “Hum hum.” Lim Cheolho pulled out a handkerchief and wiped the sweat flowing down his face. It had become hard for him to tell Youngwoo to return the ancient scrolls. While he was feeling embarrassed about that, Youngwoo’s mother gave him some rice and said, “Please eat.”


  She was aware that Chairman Lim Cheolho was a busy person, so she would cut her son’s birthday cake right after Chairman Lim Cheolho ate something. Chairman Lim Cheolho was surprised when he saw her dark nails. “Are you still doing work in the fields these days?”


  “Yes, of course.” 


  Everyone in South Korea knew that Youngwoo’s parents personally farmed the vegetables they sold. Even Chairman Lim Cheolho was aware of it.


  “Why do you need to suffer when your son is enjoying great success? Isn’t it enough for you to hire people or to stop working?”


  “The successes of a son is separate from his parents’ lives. How can we spend our son’s hard-earned money? We aren’t old enough to retire, so we should work too.”


  That wasn’t all. Youngwoo’s parents thought about the past. The real reason they worked even harder than before was for Youngwoo’s sake. Their son was currently experiencing great success. Therefore, they constantly gave to charity in their son’s name out of fear that people would feel jealous of him. They personally sent their vegetables to orphanages and nursing homes.


  It was also meant as a repayment of their debt. As parents, they hadn’t been able to believe in their son and hadn’t given him any strength back when he was having a hard time. Youngwoo’s parents couldn’t get rid of their feelings of guilt toward their son. However, this caused Youngwoo pain. As their son, he had always gotten involved in incidents and had never been praised. He had gone to university thanks to his parents, yet he hadn’t studied and had ended up in debt. 


  Nevertheless, his mother had prepared breakfast for her son every day, and his father hadn’t turned against him. They had done enough for him and had been waiting a long time for him to find success. Yet now they were sorry toward their son? Youngwoo felt like a sinner. He was the son who broke their hearts in the first place. If he had even half resembled Sehee, then his parents wouldn’t have a shadow in their hearts now.


  “...” The previously harmonious atmosphere sank, and an awkward silence flowed. Lim Cheolho felt like he was sitting on a cushion of thorns. Yerim and Toon were staring at him. They seemed to be saying, ‘Why did you make the atmosphere like this by saying unnecessary things?’


  “Hum hum.” How long had it been since he last felt someone’s blatant resentment? Lim Cheolho was embarrassed for a while before smiling in an attempt to recover the atmosphere. He took a spoonful of food. Was there a need for other people to say so much? In the end, as parents and children, they would be able to understand each other, care for each other, and find greater happiness. 


  “It is delicious.” Lim Cheolho couldn’t remember how long it had been since he last ate a homemade meal. It was probably 33 years ago when he lost his parents.


  Lim Cheolho had a gentle expression as he ate the rice and seaweed soup. ‘I was treated to warm rice, so I must repay them.’


  Recalling the original intentions he’d had when he made Satisfy, he had dreamt of everyone being happy. He wanted Satisfy to be a world beyond a game and for it to give people joy they couldn’t feel in their harsh realities. Yet, now, he had come here to put a constraint on a person just because of the game balance? Would he forcibly take away the happiness a person had obtained after suffering? What was this unscrupulous act?


  ‘I have become too rigid.’


  Chairman Lim Cheolho put down the cutlery and said, “Overgeared King Grid.”


  “Yes?”


  “I will give you a small hint. The reason why you’ve grown so much isn’t because you are Pagma's Descendant.”


  “...?”


  It was hard to understand what Lim Cheolho meant since Youngwoo had reached his current position due to becoming Pagma's Descendant. Lim Cheolho explained to the confused Youngwoo, “NPCs... The act of treating the people who live in Satisfy as if they are people is the thing that has made you what you are now.”


  Could the Overgeared Kingdom have been born if there had been no talents beside Grid? That was impossible as Grid wasn’t versatile enough to have done it all by himself. It was because he had been able to support Khan’s wounds, rejuvenate Piaro, and meet Rabbit that allowed him to be reborn as the Overgeared King.


  “I hope you don’t lose your foundations,” Chairman Lim Cheolho spoke meaningful words and rose from his seat. He had no intention of interfering with the family’s birthday party any longer. So, he put on his coat and gave a large present to Shin Youngwoo. There were travel vouchers for his parents and a hint. “You have become angry due to the blacksmith god a few times.”


  “...?”


  “Please be aware that there is a big relation with Pagma's Descendant’s class quests.”


  It was a big hint. This was a huge hint for Shin Youngwoo who was afraid to use the ‘Divinity’ skill due to the blacksmith god’s curse, and it eased some of his mental burdens. Shin Youngwoo asked excitedly, “Isn’t it too much to be called a birthday present? Can you give this privilege to a specific player?”


  “Privilege? Did I give any to you? I was just speaking to myself.”


  There was no doubt that problems would arise from Grid hunting the cave cricket and obtaining the ancient enhancement scrolls. However, Lim Cheolho regained his original thoughts and decided to leave the flow of Satisfy to the players.


  “Let me say a few more words to myself,” Lim Cheolho said while putting on his shoes at the front door. While nodding to Youngwoo’s parents and Sehee, he whispered, “Even if you are a few times stronger than you are now, there are countless strong enemies that you can’t face alone. Don’t be so overconfident that you lose the things precious to you.”


  The catastrophic episodes designed to deal despair upon all of humanity had largely been deleted. From the players’ standpoint, the various variables caused by this were a poison.


  One example was the empire’s grand master. This person, who originally should’ve been killed by the insane dragon, was currently still alive. Like Mercedes, he was an NPC with one of the highest growth potentials. Unlike Mercedes, there was no one to put a brake on his growth since he was a grand master.


  How could the players handle the vicious NPCs who would continue to reign, unlike the insane dragon that would just go crazy for ‘a while’ before leaving? Lim Cheolho wondered this as he left Shin Youngwoo’s house.


  After that...


  “Do you acknowledge me now after the S.A Group’s chairman came personally to celebrate my birthday?” Youngwoo asked Toon while shrugging.


  “Uh. I acknowledge you.” Toon was perfectly accustomed to life in South Korea and raised his thumb.




  Chapter 828


  “The richest person in the world is stingy.” Yerim, who had become more bewitching as the years passed, clung to Youngwoo’s forearm and looked at him with shiny, teary eyes that captured a person’s soul. “Didn’t he come to celebrate Oppa’s birthday? Why did he just leave without giving Oppa a gift?”


  “No, I got a great gift.” Youngwoo patted Yerim’s head in a familiar manner. No matter the type of offensive she took toward him, Youngwoo only recognized her as a sister. This was natural as Yerim was Sehee’s best friend after all!


  “A great gift?”


  When would this person see her as a woman? Yerim sulked when she saw that Youngwoo wasn’t shaken no matter how close she was to him. As she wondered when the seal on her would be released, Youngwoo gave her a meaningful smile and said, “Yes. It is a gift that is too big to be valued.”


  He wasn’t exaggerating.


  [The blacksmith god is closely related to the class quest of Pagma's Descendant.]


  Chairman Lim Cheolho’s hint was more precious than gold. If Grid’s affinity with the blacksmith god fell to -10, he would receive a curse. The thought of this curse made Youngwoo feel uneasy and placed great restrictions on his behavior. However, he could now feel expectant rather than afraid.


  ‘Will an event occur when I receive the curse?’ Youngwoo’s heart beat faster in anticipation. He wanted to access the game quickly. His family members and friends noticed this.


  “Don’t you have an hour and a half left of connection time? We can have the birthday party after that.”


  “Sehee...” Youngwoo was touched. Where in the world could you find a sister who would know and give consideration for her brother’s Satisfy access time? He hugged Sehee firmly before heading straight to the capsule.


  ***


  In the midst of the calm morning forest, a quiet wind blew through the leaves. Mercedes was sitting alone on a large rock. She closed her eyes and recreated the battle with the giant cave cricket in her mind.


  ‘In conclusion...’


  She was convinced that she would’ve been able to withstand the cave cricket’s barrage if she had a sturdy shield. Mercedes judged that a shield would be more efficient than double swords when dealing with enemies stronger than herself.


  ‘The swordsmanship of my family isn’t that good.’


  Mercedes used double swords because her swordsmanship was based on the Vaintz swordsmanship. She had always believed that the sword techniques she learned since childhood were the most suitable for her. However, she realized she was mistaken after becoming a legend. The Vaintz swordsmanship might be useful for killing many enemies but it exposed too many gaps to strong enemies. This was a clear limitation of the Vaintz swordsmanship.


  In fact, hadn’t she ultimately relied on the Supreme Swordsmanship during the Astaroth raid?


  ‘So, there is no reason to be obsessed with the double swords.’


  King Grid had known this from the beginning, which was why he had said he would make her armor and a shield.


  “...” While Mercedes was thinking about her new armor, she suddenly opened her eyes. Her keen insight pierced deep into the forest, and she could feel the presence of thousands. They couldn’t just be the elves coming back with companions from the village. Some of these presences were clearly human. Moreover… 


  ‘The elves have lost the strength of the elementals.’


  It was unusual. This was just shortly after the giant cave cricket raid. Grid had left to go ‘rest’ while Piaro finished pruning and then returned to the vampire cities. As such, Mercedes was currently alone in this place. “...” 


  Her task was to wait until Grid finished his rest and came back. She thought for a moment before climbing up a tree and hiding there. It wasn’t comparable to how an assassin would have done it, but it was still a sufficiently stealthy act. Soon after...


  “Why are you trying to call the elementals? Don’t be silly and just walk quickly.”


  A procession of humans and elves appeared. Thousands of elves were tied up together in a line, while hundreds of humans mocked as they watched over them.


  ‘What...?’ Mercedes was confused. Hadn’t Beniyaru said that her ‘friend’ had arrived in the village and that she would come back after meeting her friends? Then what was this situation? Mercedes gritted her teeth. She had a vague idea of what Beniyaru and the elves had been through. The elves had lost the light in their eyes, and the wounds on their slender bodies incited Mercedes’ anger. 


  However, she thought inwardly, ‘I’m not qualified to be angry.’


  Mercedes’ heart cooled down as she thought this.


  After all, who was she? She was a knight of the empire who had invaded countless nations and decimated numerous immigrants. Of course, she hadn’t done those things because of her own will as a person but because of the emperor’s commands. Although she might not have enslaved them or mocked them, she had still taken their lives.


  ‘...I was also like them.’


  She didn’t deserve to criticize them. As Mercedes realized this, she closed her eyes, wanting to turn off this horrible sight. In the first place, she was in a position where she had to ignore it. She didn’t have the right to act freely and save the elves without Grid’s command. So, Mercedes sat on the branch and clenched her fists.


  However, someone on the ground sensed her presence.


  “Hrmm.” It was Knight. He was someone who had won a small PvP tournament in Russia.


  Knight had even beat Alexander, who was known to be the strongest player in Russia so far. However, his identity was close to obscure at the moment as there was a high level of awareness of him only in Russia. This was because Knight was a person who didn’t want to be influential.


  Still, his skills were undoubtedly excellent. This was the reason why Merchant King Kir had squeezed out a lot of money to hire him. Discovering that Knight had stopped his horse, Kir approached him. “What is it?” 


  Knight thought for a moment before shaking his head. “It isn’t a big deal.”


  Of course, that was a lie. His passive skill, Death God’s Sixth Sense, told him that the presence he sensed from the top of the tree was classified as the ‘highest risk.’ Fortunately, she didn’t seem to have the will to fight. It would be nice if they didn’t encounter each other and just passed by.


  Knight judged this would be the best situation and rushed Kir. “Don’t we have to arrive at the nearby temple before the duration of the Yatan Essence finishes? We should hurry.”


  “Ah, yes.” Kir listened to Knight’s opinion and sped up the speed of the march. He whipped the elves’ backs and urged them to walk faster. A few players acted like they were having fun as the sound of whips rang through the forest constantly.


  Beniyaru ground her teeth together. Why had she believed in humans? Her foolishness had once again placed the elves in a great crisis. She wanted to bite her tongue and die. However, she couldn’t die. Beniyaru pledged that she would survive and someday save all the people who suffered today because of her. She had to persevere through this shame and pain.


  Kir noticed her mindset. “That is a good expression. No matter where you are, try as hard as you can. I look forward to the moment when your will is broken. Kukukuk.”


  “Dirty human!” Beniyaru’s anger reached its peak. She lost her temper and made another attempt to gather her mana and call the elementals. However, it was just an act of giving pain to herself. “Kuaaack!”


  The Yatan Essence had penetrated deep into her body, burning Beniyaru’s mana and blood. Beniyaru’s eyes turned white, and she struggled with the terrible pain. Kir’s eyes became like crescent moons as he watched her spew out blood from every orifice in her body. 


  “Money is truly the best. The more expensive the goods, the better they are. Isn’t that right?”


  For the sake of this day, Kir had traded with the Yatan Servants and spent as much as 40 million gold, which was around 48 billion won. Why did he pour so much money into a game? Ordinary people couldn’t understand Kir’s behavior. However, this expenditure was an obvious investment from Kir’s point of view. It was also a successful investment.


  Kir thought that 40 million gold was a cheap price for obtaining a whole species.


  ‘Once sold into slavery, the elves I captured today will earn me more than 40 million gold.’


  However, the real profit that Kir gained from this incident wasn’t the elf slaves. It was the right to the world tree. If he continued collecting and selling the fruit, branches, leaves, and bark of the world tree, Kir estimated that his income would be equal to that of a country.


  ‘Father, are you watching? Your son was able to grow brilliantly, unlike you who met a miserable and humiliating end.’


  He would live differently from his father. There was only one step left in the oath Kir made at the miserable funeral.


  “Sigh.” Kir took a deep breath. He stepped forward to hasten the speed of the march when he saw something. A pale red pillar of light was formed right before his eyes. It was the effect that occurred when a player logged in.


  “...?”


  Had someone else discovered the forest of the world tree? Kir’s group was confused, but they weren’t very wary. After all, they knew that the stupid elves had removed the ward to welcome them. That’s right. The forest was now a place where any dog could enter. It was no longer a place that only special people could visit. Moreover, there was only one opponent, so there was no reason to be vigilant.


  “Let’s go.” Kir’s group planned to ignore the player who had just logged in. However, they couldn’t ignore the person.


  [Grid].


  “...?!”


  It was because the person who logged in was a huge player. This wasn’t an illusion, this was real.


  “What is this situation?” Grid faced the thousands of people as soon as he logged in. His eyes gradually narrowed as his confusion grew because he was witnessing thousands of captured elves being led by unidentified players.


  Kir hurriedly approached on his horse to shake Grid’s hand. “Are you Grid? It is an honor to meet you. I am the 1st ranked merchant, Kir.”


  As usual, Kir displayed a smile that made people feel good. However, Grid didn’t respond to Kir’s handshake. Grid was reminded of the 3rd ranked Muto’s words as he looked at the elves and opened his mouth, “Beniyaru, can you hear me?”


  “Grid?” Kir stood in front of Grid to block his view because Grid’s eyebrows twitched when he looked at the elves. “Aren’t you busy?” 


  Grid showed him an indifferent attitude! Kir’s eyebrows twitched, but he made an effort to maintain his smile. “Your attitude isn’t very good. You are the king of a nation and one of the top players. Don’t you know the basic manners?”


  “Hah.” Grid was no longer a fool and became aware of the situation. He knew clearly the terrible treatment that the thousands of wounded female elves would receive in the future. As such, Grid’s expression hardened. 


  Then Kir said to him, “Isn’t this frankly none of your business? I think it would be good if we just pass each other by.”


  Kir was also a ranker who was called the best. His sense of rivalry toward Grid was much greater than he had expected, and he unknowingly spat out those provocative words. Grid asked, “Good for each other? Isn’t it only good for you?”


  As he scoffed at Kir, Grid scouted the elves with his high insight.


  “...” He soon discovered the wounded Beniyaru. Grid suppressed his boiling anger and asked, “Can I help you?”


  “...Why...?” All types of things were implied with that question. Grid stared at the shaky Beniyaru and gave her his first gentle smile since their initial meeting. “I have received a lot of help from the high elf called Sticks. I want to help you to repay him.”


  “Do you think I will let you act as you like?” Kir smiled and raised his killing intent. It was a signal. 


  “Look at this dirty jerk! Do you think you are so great just because you won once against Kraugel?”


  “Why are you interfering with others in the first place?”


  Kir’s colleagues cried out and pulled out their weapons. Grid was still staring at Beniyaru as he waited for an answer. 


  “...” Beniyaru’s eyes shook. In her despair, she had just made a promise not to trust another human. Now she wasn’t convinced that she could once again believe in a human. However, Grid had pulled out the name Sticks. Furthermore, Grid hadn’t hurt her in the past despite having the opportunity to do so. In the end...


  “...Help us,” Beniyaru begged. “Please! Help us!” 


  Her eager cries struck Grid in the heart. “Yes. I will act as the Apostle of Justice.”


  “...?!”


  A fist quickly hit them...? The faces of the Kir’s Company members distorted as they were hit by Unbreakable Justice.




  Chapter 829


  Unbreakable Justice was an area of effect skill that dealt 300% of his attack power. The members of Kir’s group that were around level 250 couldn’t respond to Grid’s immediate skill and were struck by his fist.


  [You have suffered 2,900 damage.]


  [You have suffered 3,150 damage.]


  “Kuk!”


  Fast. It was an attack that they couldn’t see. However, it was bearable. While Grid might’ve been ranked first in PvP, it would still be difficult for him to kill them instantly while they were equipped with unique rated equipment. The five players attacked by Grid relied on the items that were available to them since joining Kir’s Company and attempted a counterattack. The narrow field of view of an ordinary player didn’t notice the threat coming from behind them.


  [You have suffered 11,290 damage.]


  [You have suffered 9,870 damage.]


  “What?”


  Someone else’s blade flew towards them? The players were astonished as they looked behind them and saw the spinning blade before belatedly discovering the silver thread hanging from the end of the blade. The blade flashed red and headed towards the sword in Grid’s hand as if it were being sucked into the sword, forming the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires.


  Thanks to the ancient scroll, Grid succeeded in enhancing it to +1 and the Enlightenment Sword was 5% stronger than before.


  5% was an ambiguous value. If a weapon with 100 attack power was increased by 5%, wasn’t it just an increase of 5 damage? 5% wasn’t much when applied to rare-epic rated items. Despite this fact, however, people were still obsessed with this 5% figure.


  There were many cases where victory in a fight was determined by a small difference in stats, let alone an attack power that was 3,780+189. The figure of 5% was too big to ignore for high-rated items with high basic stats. The additional level in enhancement for the Enlightenment Sword raised its attack power by 189 damage.


  This was why Grid was very sad. ‘Shit! If I succeeded in getting it to +3 then the additional damage would be over 567!’


  Why was it only +1? Grid used Quick Movements to raise his agility and speed before rushing into enemy territory without hesitation. He either avoided or blocked all attacks coming towards him with the God Hands and fought back with the Enlightenment Sword.


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  [You have died.]


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  [You have died.]


  “What...?”


  The faces of Kir’s group lost their color, stunned at Grid’s brutal attack power that killed their colleagues with one blow. 


  ‘It’s different from what I saw in the video!’


  It was rare for there to be any Satisfy user who hadn’t watched the videos of the National Competition. Those who missed the live broadcast would watch the reruns, and the high-profile PvP videos were watched countless times by any one person.


  Kir’s Company wasn’t any different. They obtained money and items while serving Kir and dreamt about becoming rankers someday. For them, the National Competition’s PvP videos were a means for them to live vicariously, while also serving as a textbook.


  From the 1st National Competition to the 3rd National Competition, they watched dozens of videos of Grid fighting and sometimes defeating famous powerhouses. They had felt confident that they saw through Grid’s way of fighting. They had the audacity to say that they could defeat Grid as long as they watched out for the black state and white state (Assimilation), as well as his ‘quick attack skill’ that instantly killed most enemies.


  But what was the reality?


  “Cough!”


  They were gravely mistaken. Grid’s movements, which they could easily track in the video thanks to the help of high-speed cameras, were actually so fast that they couldn’t be followed with the naked eye. His attack patterns, which seemed so simple compared to Kraugel’s, were actually hard to predict in person. 


  Grid’s battle style of being hit and counterattacking was only expressed against opponents whose control was superior to his own.


  Kir’s members couldn’t go against Grid’s ‘relatively normal control.’ They couldn’t even determine where Grid would come from and at what timing. More than anything else, though…


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  [You have died.]


  His attack power was too strong, and they all died in a single blow.


  “This is ridiculous!”


  It was only 30 seconds. The faces of Kir’s Company all blanched in shock as they witnessed more than 10 of their colleagues die in a short period of time. One of them even became a frightened puppy and cowered back in fear.


  Furthermore, Grid’s face didn’t show any excitement. Merchant King Kir, who was the most likely to build a kingdom after Grid and Ares. His trusty subordinates and colleagues that he was so prideful of, they were all just ordinary people to Grid as he continued the absolute slaughter without stopping.


  “What should we do?”


  “Give me a command.”


  The magician ‘Boutian’ and the female scimitar user ‘Arisa’ approached Kir and asked.


  They were colleagues who had been with Kir ever since he first discovered the forest of the world tree. They were very strong, with their levels at 349 and 351 respectively. On top of that, they were also armed with legendary items, all thanks to Kir.


  “I’m still thinking.”


  Kir couldn’t easily move. The two groups led by Boutian and Arisa had a total of 30 people. While they were all third advancement rankers, it was still questionable if they could go against Grid. This was due to Grid’s Knights Summoning.


  ‘It is also possible to summon my knights, but...’


  He had left three named NPCs in his city, who should be able to handle the Overgeared members that Grid summoned. However, Piaro was the real problem at hand. Piaro was Grid’s right hand man who played an overwhelming role during the great demon raid. They couldn’t go against a named NPC who had probably already completed his growth.


  ‘Knights Summoning isn’t the only thing I have to be careful about.’


  Kir might’ve met Grid for the first time today, but he was very impressed with Grid. Was it due to Grid’s strength? No. Kir was already familiar with Grid’s strength. He foresaw from the beginning that Knight would have to expose himself to stop Grid. Unlike this rabble, Merchant King Kir’s discerning eyes were real.


  Then what caused Kir to feel surprised? It was Grid’s ‘intelligence.’


  ‘His brain works very quickly.’


  If Grid wasn’t smart, he would’ve chosen to not save the elves. He would’ve tried to build a good relationship with the 1st ranked merchant rather than become hostile to Kir. However, Grid had saved the elves, and directly had the elves ask for his help in order to build a foundation for the future.


  ‘Grid saw it instantly.’


  Right now he was taking a big risk, but choosing to save the elves would be a much bigger benefit for him in the long run. Grid was the first player king for a reason. The ignorant look that he exposed in the media over the years was just paltry acting.


  ‘Damn snake.’


  Grid must have something else besides the Knights Summoning. Otherwise, he wouldn’t have moved to deal with 400 enemies alone. Arisa spoke confidently to Kir, who was unable to make a choice.


  "What if it is just simple arrogance?”


  “...?”


  “He is the best in the world. It is likely that his sense of pride from beating Kraugel has ruined him. Think about it: assuming that he can even manage to summon 10 knights, that is just the maximum number of people he can summon. Would the Overgeared members be on standby 24 hours a day? Is that even possible?”


  “...”


  “Maybe the number of knights he can summon right now is similar to what you can summon. Even if he can call upon more people than expected, we have a lot of people here right now. Thinking too much can be poisonous.”


  “...”


  Kir was silent as his brain worked on overdrive. Finally, Boutian used Magic Detection and opened his mouth, “Kir, it is as you expected. Grid seems to have something else besides the Knights Summoning.”


  “What is it?”


  “There is a rodent hiding above our heads."


  “Just one? Are you certain?”


  “Yes. In the first place, our position is too favorable. Look, Grid isn’t using any wide-area skills despite us having superior numbers.”


  Why?


  “He is concerned about the elves being swept away.”


  “It’s meaningless even if he uses Knights Summoning. And as for the burning rain of arrows created by Jishuka? We can just use the elves as a meat shield.”


  Arisa clapped her hands in excitement as she exclaimed, “Right! If Kir threatens to kill the elves, then we can fight more thoroughly.”


  Trying to keep their current status would just be a disadvantage for Kir. If Kir was willing to take some damage, he would be able to win this battle that started somewhat abruptly.


  “...Okay.” Kir finally made a decision and proclaimed, “I will smash Grid using our numbers advantage. Let’s show the power of Kir’s Company to the prideful Overgeared King.”


  “Good!”


  The flow of battle would change from now on as Boutian, Arisa, and the other top members took the stage. The high-level company members’ morale skyrocketed as they witnessed Grid running wild.


  -Knight: Do you intend to give up on the elves?


  Kir received a whisper from Knight, who had been watching the situation from one step away. Kir frowned. He had invested a whopping 40 million gold into this operation. The damage would be hard to recover from if he gave up on the elves.


  -Kir: That is impossible.


  -Knight: Then I won’t stop you. I will do my best to fight as much as I am paid. Just.


  Knight wore a black robe that covered his body and pulled out a giant scythe befitting his ‘Death God’ class. He added,


  -Knight: I won’t risk my life, as it isn’t worth a bit of gold. I will retreat if I feel threatened.


  -Kir: ...Is Grid that strong?


  Kir knew about Knight’s Death God's Sixth Sense. It was something he had to take into account. Knight replied, “It is a question mark.”


  “....???”


  A question mark? Kir made a confused expression.


  “It means I can’t measure him. For example, there is the skill called Blackening. Grid still has room to increase his combat power, so the system can’t measure him properly. Well, he is the person who beat Kraugel. He is certainly strong. However, haven’t you determined that you can handle him? I will leave Grid to you.”


  Knight thought the real problem was something else. The problem was the ‘highest risk’ rodent hidden in the trees. The giant scythe dug into the tree, smoothly felling it in one quick motion. As the tree trunk crashed onto the ground, a woman with white hair appeared: Mercedes. She ruthlessly swung her sword at Knight as soon as she fell from the tree.


  Kir’s eyes widened in shock as he shouted, “The First Knight?! Why is she here?!!”


  “The First Knight?”


  Knight was also upset, but he didn’t retreat just yet. He believed that he should act according to what he was paid. The power of the Death God that exerted power over all targets with a finite life exploded outwards. The bushes and trees in the area wilted as a new ‘soul gauge’ was created at the bottom of Mercedes’ health bar.


  "Shouldn’t you hurry if you don’t want your soul to be eaten away?”


  The huge image of a death god appeared behind Knight’s back. It was something that Alexander hadn’t seen when he was easily knocked down by Knight. That’s right, Alexander was defeated without being able to bring out Knight’s entire strength.




  Chapter 830


  It was obvious by his name, but Knight was a player who originally dreamed about becoming a knight. Since the opening of Satisfy, he had devoted himself only to training and quests to become a knight. However, that dream was unfulfilled. He even received a curse.


  The knights division Knight had an apprenticeship with met an unexpected enemy and were then wiped out. He moved cities and kingdoms, but things always turned out the same way. Knight’s companions always died. This was the result.


  [You have opened the power of a death god.]


  [The spirit of life is perceived as an enemy.]


  [The energy of death covets the soul of the target.]


  Knight obtained the growth type hidden class, Death God. Compared to his original target of being a knight, this was a class with an unparalleled power. Yet Knight wasn’t pleased. It felt like the stigma of a death god was mocking him.


  “12 minutes... The reputation of the First Knight is real after all. This is the first time I’ve seen such a solid soul.”


  “...”


  “You will die if you don’t hurt me in 12 minutes,” Knight warned Mercedes, smiling bitterly as he saw her soul gauge being consumed slowly. The dark curtain that fell over the area veiled his appearance.


  ***


  ‘These dogs aren’t strong like Immortal.’


  Almost half of Immortal’s members had endured Grid’s basic blow. He had to hit them two or three times for them to die. This was despite the fact that they were necromancers. It was estimated that their high rated items and the increase in stats given by their titles were quite high. They were truly a group made of rankers.


  Then what about Kir’s Company?


  “Keok!”


  “Ugh!”


  They were one shot one kills! The members of Kir’s Company turned to gray with just one blow from Grid. They were incredibly weak compared to the Overgeared members, Valhalla, and Immortal.


  ‘It’s funny.’


  Why did so many players nurture their characters carefully? It was because they wanted to become stronger than other people. They felt the greatest joy when boasting absolute invincibility… just like the current Grid.


  [The target has died!]


  [The target has died...]


  [The target has...]


  Grid drew a sharp line with the Enlightenment Sword, and three members of Kir’s Company turned gray simultaneously. There were also members who couldn’t approach due to the Magic Missiles being fired from the God Hands floating to the left and right of Grid.


  ‘The hands are good.’


  Grid’s joy kept rising as he overwhelmed hundreds of enemies alone, and a smile spread across his face. However, even so...


  “Now!”


  “These dogs.”


  He didn’t become careless. Grid maintained his extreme concentration and swung his sword without leaving a gap for the enemy to strike. So, why did he bother wasting power to defend against the trivial attacks? It was in order to hide his hidden card. Grid wanted to conceal the poison being emitted by the +1 Valhalla of Infinite Affection as much as possible.


  ‘There will be rankers present.’


  The top rankers were like hyenas seeking the right time to aim at him. It was inevitable that Grid would be wounded when they started to act, so he was certain the poison fog would be a significant variable at that time.


  “Kuaaaack!”


  Grid’s fighting energy increased gradually. Then as he became stronger during the fight, his red and purple aura rose up. His basic attacks wreaked greater havoc, and his improved agility made the cooperation between level 250 players meaningless.


  “Hup!”


  “Hiik!”


  His flashing eyes caused the hearts of the Kir members to freeze. Grid smiled throughout the battle and realized the gap that existed between those with high strength and those with low strength.


  ‘It isn’t enough...’


  This was beyond their imagination. The Kir members had watched Grid fight against the giants of other worlds and Great Demon Belial dozens of times on the TV and Internet, but he hadn’t been this strong. To think there was a gap of over 100 levels...? 


  They had thought they would be able to overcome the gap somewhat with their control skills. Now, they realized the control skills they were so proud of was at the level of an elementary school student. What about the difference in items? They had thought they would be able to overcome the gap with the various unique items they’d received after joining Kir’s Company. Now, they clearly realized that Grid’s strength wasn’t just in his items. 


  What about their numerical superiority? A confrontation of one person against hundreds would naturally be advantageous for them. However, now they were experiencing it. There was a limitation of having a great number of people. Hundreds of people couldn’t attack a single person at the same time. The space was too limited.


  ‘This won’t do.’


  ‘Who can win against that monster?’


  It was admirable that Kraugel had been able to compete with this monster for a short time.


  “What are you doing?” Grid said, suddenly appearing right in front of their noses. The members of Kir’s Company flinched.


  “Why are you so absent-minded? Should I beat you like you did the elves?”


  “T-That...”


  There were few people who could resist the mob mentality. Once one member started to step back from Grid, the other members around him started to retreat as well. Grid took one step forward, while they took three steps back. Then he took one more step, and they fell over each other’s feet.


  The pride they’d felt about belonging to the huge Kir’s Company had long been lost. Just as the Kir members sank into despair, a voice entered their ears, “Use the elves as a shield!”


  It was the call of Merchant King Kir.


  “Swap to ranged weapons! Those who know how to use magic, don’t save your mana potions! Push at Grid without resting! Don’t shrink back! You will be safe if you use the elves as shields!”


  ‘Safe.’ This one word raised the morale of the Kir members.


  The members of the company hid among the thousands of elves and pulled out weapons like bows and throwing daggers. The magicians, who hadn’t been able to perform their roles due to the Magic Missiles fired by the God Hands, also started to cast magic.


  A total of 32 rankers, including Boutian and Arisa, started to act as well.


  “Stone Shower.” Boutian’s magic dumped a pile of stones onto Grid. Meanwhile, Arisa reached Grid’s side and swung her scimitar. 


  “Heh, I didn’t expect you to block it. Did you get better after the National Competition?” Arisa smiled with admiration as Grid blocked her attack. “But won’t this be more difficult?”


  Quick Movements—it was the buff skill that Grid or the God Hands developed using a specific ‘dagger’ as a medium. Due to watching hundreds of Grid’s battles, Arisa knew that its duration was about to end, and it was just as she expected. While avoiding Boutian’s continuous spells, Grid avoided Arisa’s second and third attacks before being hit by her fourth one. Arisa’s scimitar fell like lightning and cut Grid’s chest as Arisa’s subordinates joined her belatedly.


  “The timing is perfect.” Grid laughed with ridicule as he faced Arisa’s colleagues.


  “...?” Arisa’s eyes widened in confusion after hearing Grid’s murmur.


  [You have become affected by poison!]


  [It is an irresistible poison!]


  [You will receive 4,300 damage per second!]


  ‘What?’


  Where had this poison fog suddenly come from? The poisoned Arisa began to panic. Her subordinates joined her one step late and bombarded Grid. The swords and spears stabbed at Grid’s body. Every time it happened, a dark green fog was released from Grid’s armor.


  “Cough!”


  A crazy situation unfolded as the health gauges of the dozens of people attacking Grid simultaneously started to decrease significantly.


  “Isn’t this a scam? What type of reflexes is this?”


  There was poison in addition to the high defense? Arisa moved backward with a frown and hurriedly drank an antidote. However, it was a foolish act. Taking a potion in front of the target without restraining their actions was no different from committing suicide. 


  Grid asked, “Don’t you have experience dealing with enemies much stronger than you?”


  He mocked Arisa’s stupidity as his sword pierced Arisa’s chest. This was the moment when the health gauge of the level 352 ranker, Arisa, was reduced by one-fifth with a single strike. 


  [You have suffered 14,900 damage.]


  [The durability of the Organ Armor has decreased by 20.]


  “Huh?”


  Why did a basic attack contain so much power? Arisa’s face hardened as she suffered great damage despite the legendary armor she wore. She sensed her impending death and closed her eyes, expecting the black flames that killed Tarma in the National Competition to engulf her.


  However, the flames didn’t explode. Instead, Grid recovered his sword and quickly left this place to avoid the Earthquake spell that Boutian had used. The other rankers chased Grid. During the time in which Arisa had been taking an antidote, the rankers used all types of buffs that increased their power by 200%.


  No matter how strong Grid was, the power of 30 rankers at level 300 wouldn’t be easy to handle. Therefore, he used a skill for the first time. “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  That’s right. So far, Grid had only been using basic attacks, and no one in Kir’s Company had noticed this` until now.


  “Wave.”


  “Avoid it!"


  Link, Kill, Wave, Pinnacle, Transcend, and so on—most of Pagma’s Swordsmanship had been exposed to the world. As such, all the talented rankers were prepared to cope with Pagma’s Swordsmanship and were quick to respond. They hurriedly moved their bodies away from the range of Wave’s sword energy.


  “Over here!” Boutian cried out as he hid among the elves like a rat and continued using magic. Arisa and the rankers rushed to his side and hid among the elves, grabbing and threatening them with blades to their necks.


  “There is a limit to the power of an individual, no matter how strong.”


  “I don’t know how you happened to be with the First Knight, but can you rescue all the elves?”


  “`Stop fighting right now. Then we will give you a few elves as gifts. Let’s leave each other on good terms.”


  The selfish members of Kir’s Company deluded themselves.


  “XXX.” Grid wasn’t greatly concerned about the elves. The reason Grid didn’t use a wide area skill wasn’t because he was afraid of harming the elves. He just didn’t feel the need to use skills to handle these small fries. “Now it is annoying.”


  The Kir members ignited Grid’s rage again by taking the elves as hostages, and the cost for it was disastrous. The Enlightenment Sword was filled with a red and purple energy as the Hero King’s fighting energy sublimated the power of the Undefeated King. Grid used 100,000 Army Massacre Sword—a skill which had been used against the dragon that had suddenly emerged in the National Competition. 


  “You—!”


  The company members were astonished that such a ruthless skill was being used. Arisa hurriedly shouted, “Are you insane? Are you planning to kill all the elves?"


  “What?” Grid jeered but his eyes weren’t smiling. “The elves won’t die from this.”


  His sword tilted, and the intense aura around his body shone like a sun shortly before exploding.


  “100,000 Army.”


  Boutian was the person Grid viewed as the strongest in Kir’s Company, and that’s why he was the target. Grid’s sharp sword aimed at Boutian.


  “Wait! Wouldn’t you rather use that power to help the First Knight?” Kir’s voice suddenly rang out. “I don't know what the story is but isn’t the First Knight accompanying you right now? Her life is being threatened by the Death God.”


  Grid paused the activation of the skill and spoke in a tone that was as calm as possible, “Death God?”


  Then Grid’s gaze shifted and saw that Mercedes’ bright hair had lost its pigments as she was trapped in the dark curtain. A scythe held by a bone-white hand aimed for her neck.


  “That player is a master of defense and has the power to deal a definitive death to the target. I am convinced that his special way of fighting is beyond the most powerful NPC...” Kir looked at Mercedes and Knight while explaining, only to close his mouth before finishing.


  Mercedes suddenly unfolded bright wings of light and raised her sword. The darkness surrounding her on all sides was broken, and a pillar of gray soared up.


  [Your party member Knight has died.]


  “...What?” Kir approximately knew what Mercedes’ and Knight’s skills were like, so he hadn’t expected such results. Unlike what he bragged, he hadn’t thought that Knight would win, just that he would buy more time. However, what was this result?


  Kir couldn’t shut his mouth as the landscape turned red. It was the aftermath of the massacre.


  “100,000 Army Massacre Sword.”


  There were 30 strikes in one second. The strongest energy blades poured down at a speed that couldn’t be pursued by the eyes, damaging Boutian and everyone in the area. Blood soaked the forest.




  Chapter 831


  These elves had survived Mercedes’ and Grids’ attacks, and Beniyaru had even endured Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle. The elves had a high defense vitality, unlike their slender bodies which were covered with just a few leaves. They were an upper-level species different from vampires.


  However, could they withstand the 100,000 Army Massacre Sword?


  [100,000 Army Massacre Sword (Degraded) Lv. 1]


  [-Deals 60% of your attack power 30 times to everyone (can’t distinguish between friend or foe) in a 10-meter radius.]


  It was impossible to confirm. Despite being degraded, the swordsmanship of the Undefeated King that ‘slaughtered’ 100,000 enemies had a power beyond Pagma’s Swordsmanship. There was even the possibility of the black flames exploding when 100,000 Army Massacre Sword was used with the +1 Enlightenment Sword.


  So why? Why did Grid use the 100,000 Army Massacre Sword when he wanted to save the elves? It was because he had faith. There was a thimble on Grid’s long and thick thumb.


  [Elf’s Bow Thimble (Made by Pagma)]


  [Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 111/111


  * Bow attack speed +20% when worn (elves receive double the effect).


  * Allows normal attacks or skill attacks to switch to ‘target mode’ (Three-minute cooldown. The cooldown is halved when used by an elf).


  -A legendary item received from Death Knight Povia on the Behen Archipelago!]


  It was a fraudulent item that transformed non-targeted skills into targeted skills. However, Grid’s brain hadn’t been in an active state when he received the thimble. He hadn’t recognized the fraudulent nature of the thimble and had only been fascinated with the 100,000 Army Swordsmanship. As such, he had naturally forgotten about the bow thimble.


  Consequently, the biggest harvest Grid got from discovering the forest of the world tree was actually realizing the use of the bow thimble. Grid put on the World Tree’s Necklace and the bow thimble, then he used the skill.


  “100,000 Army Massacre Sword.”


  He used a wide-range skill, but only the bodies of the Kir members were blown away from where they were hiding amidst the thousands of elves. Black flames occasionally swept over the elves.


  “Kyaaak!”


  “Uhh...!”


  The basic vitality of the elves’ was high enough for them to not die. However, the two or three successive explosions caused the elves to be seriously injured. 


  “Look. The elves wouldn’t die from this much.”


  In the end, they would just have to endure it even if it hurt. Grid confirmed the countless gray pillars that rose into the air and used Revolve immediately after 100,000 Army Massacre Sword. Then Arisa’s scimitar which aimed at Grid ended up reversing and striking herself in the chest instead. She fell into a stunned state from receiving the great damage and cried out in a trembling voice, “What the hell is this...?”


  The black flames were the instant skill which had killed Tarma instantly during the National Competition. Yet how many times did the black flames just explode in a row? Every skill had a cooldown, and the more powerful the skill, the longer the cooldown would be. Logically, this situation was completely incomprehensible.


  Grid asked the confused Arisa, “What do you mean?”


  That’s right. Grid didn’t understand Arisa’s question. He didn’t know that Arisa and others had misunderstood the black flames as a skill! Grid’s basic attack struck once at Arisa’s unprotected side. Then he stabbed a second time and a third time.


  However, the third strike wasn’t required. Arisa was already seriously damaged from the time she was hit with Revolve, and she turned to gray after Grid’s second blow. A high-level player who couldn’t be harmed by hundreds of 200+ level players had been helpless before Grid’s nonsensical attacks.


  Grid wanted to shout, ‘All existences apart from me are equal!’


  Knight, who had been hired for millions of gold, and the top members that Kir had fostered were brutally killed, leaving Kir speechless. “Crazy...” 


  The disaster called ‘Grid’ was something that the 1st ranked merchant and so-called Merchant King was unfamiliar with. Only 34 people survived the bombardment of 100,000 Army Massacre Sword. Having lost their killing intent, they simply stood silently. No one interfered with Grid as he approached Kir.


  Everything Kir had done was in vain. The army that he’d built with his hard-earned strength was made to kneel before a one-man army. Grid was an unjust existence for Kir, who lived with the power of money.


  ‘...Power is imperative.’ Kir realized that he shouldn’t be elated about purchasing one city. The thing he needed was the power to break through the limits of money. ‘The money I invested in a small city could’ve been spent on the emperor.’


  Grid wouldn’t have dared be so hostile to him if Kir were under the aegis of the empire. While Kir was feeling regretful and remorseful, Grid arrived right in front of him and asked, “Is there a demand for elf slaves?”


  “Don’t you think it is a merchant’s role to create demand? Why? Do you intend to find the slave buyers and punish them? Is that your justice?”


  “I’m not that diligent. I was just wondering how many people take for granted the buying and selling of people?” 


  “People?” Kir doubted his ears and burst out laughing. “Are you crazy? Are you going to say that the masses of AI are actually people?”


  Anger filled Kir’s eyes. “NPCs exist for the convenience and progress of us players. Only players can be called people. Have you forgotten the reality of games after marrying an NPC and giving birth to one? Or is it your wish? Are you one of those madmen who wish to become an NPC so that your wife and child are real?”


  In reality, many people fell in love with anime characters television. So, it wasn’t strange that people would fall in love with NPCs who could actually converse, touch, and share emotions.


  “Kukuk!” Kir could only laugh. He had been fiercely playing the game in order to fulfill his grand dream of completing his revenge against his father. Meanwhile, a famous ranker had been playing house with NPCs.


  “...I can’t acknowledge it.” Kir’s anger exploded. He stared at Grid with murderous eyes and pulled out a heavy bag. Based on the sounds the bag was making, it was clearly full of money. Were there gold coins that weighed around hundreds of kilograms? 


  “You carry that much money with you? You are the 1st ranked merchant for a reason.” The surprised Grid scoffed. “So what? Will you give me money in order to spare you? Okay. Give it a try. I might spare you depending on the amount.”


  He had succeeded in rescuing the elves, and Mercedes was wiping out the remaining members of Kir’s Company. Kir was the only one left, so Grid could afford to spare him. He didn’t have any personal grudges that made him want to kill Kir, and there was no reason to reject the offer.


  However, Kir ridiculed Grid, “You talked about different things, but you are the same as the rest.”


  In the end, humans wanted money. It was rare for a human to not be greedy. Kir once again remembered this fact.


  “Money? If you want it then I’ll give it to you!” He shouted and swung the bag full of money toward Grid.


  ‘Is he crazy?’


  Was this called an attack? Grid was unfamiliar with the merchant class and saw them as having no combat power. Therefore, this attack seemed meaningless. It was so lame that he couldn’t even mock it.


  “...!” Grid shook his head and was too surprised when he was about to be hit by Kir’s attack. It was because he couldn’t avoid Kir’s slow move.


  [The huge power of gold stimulates your greed.]


  [You can’t resist. You have been attracted by the gold force.]


  ‘What?’ Grid felt a moment of anxiety. Then the heavy money bag struck Grid’s face.


  [You have suffered 1 damage.]


  [The weight of riches is a great law. You can’t bear the weight!]


  [You have exited from the battlefield!]


  Grid’s body flew high into the sky and disappeared.




  Chapter 832


  “Y-Your Majesty!”


  What was this? It was an unbelievable sight! Mercedes looked at the sky with a devastated expression. Then Kir urged her, “Your Majesty? Are you referring to Grid? Then you should hurry. Isn’t it dangerous to be alone this deep in the forest?”


  “Kuk!” There was nothing more important than her master’s safety. Mercedes looked at the elves and then at the ugly Kir before leaving without hesitation. She ran in the direction that Grid had flown to. It was only after she had left completely that Kir revealed his desperate situation. “Another unexpected expenditure...”


  [Flying Money]


  [-Hits the target and blow them away. It applies to everyone that can’t resist the smell of money, except a certain species.


  It inflicts 1 damage to the target and blows the target 3 kilometers away.


  Skill Resource Consumption: Gold in proportion to the target’s level and attack power will be consumed. The skill won’t activate if there isn’t enough gold.


  Skill Cooldown Time: None.]


  Flying Money was a survival skill that only a third advancement merchant could acquire. Since there were only two merchants who had acquired their third advancement class, there were only a few people who knew the identity of this skill. This meant people didn’t know much about the skill, and even Kir couldn’t grasp it accurately.


  Why? That was because he’d never used it before! As a result, he confirmed that it was a very powerful skill that guaranteed a high survival rate.


  “...430,000 gold was blown away.”


  An absurd amount of money was consumed. Kir expected the spending to be great considering the effect of the skill, but he hadn’t expected it to be so big. When he saw that his number of gold had sharply decreased, Kir trembled. The operation to capture the elves had failed because of Grid, and Kir was forced to give up ownership of the world tree. This resulted in a total loss of 40.43 million gold, which was worth more than 48.5 billion won. The loss was so large that it was hard for Kir to bear.


  “Dammit...! Dammit!!”


  The merchant’s ranking wasn’t simply calculated based on level. It was also based on completed transactions and the total number of assets. Due to this incident, Kir would lose the title of 1st in the merchant rankings as well as many things he had enjoyed in the meantime. The expression in his eyes turned dark, and he felt suffocated as his body trembled.


  “Hrmm, this is great.” Beniyaru laughed at the angry Kir. 


  It was natural for Kir’s anger to turn to her. “You! It is because you cried out for help!” Kir kicked Beniyaru’s face many times. He spat on her and then forced her onto his horse. “I will sell you for an expensive price.”


  “Beniyaru!”


  The elves tried to stop Kir, but it was impossible. Having been poisoned by the Yatan Essence, they couldn’t even move their fingertips. Kir was about to leave with Beniyaru when he shouted, “Knight Summoning!”


  Three knights were summoned. They were named NPCs that Kir was proud of. Kir gave an order to the best knights that ordinary players couldn’t go against. “One minute. Kill as many elves as you can in one minute. Then take a few back to the city.”


  “Yes!”


  A deep grudge settled in Kir’s heart as he sat behind Beniyaru and rode in the opposite direction of Grid’s flight.


  ‘Grid! I will make you regret your actions today for the rest of your life!’


  The screams of the elves rang through the forest behind him.


  “...” Darkness filled Beniyaru’s empty eyes.


  ***


  “...” Grid didn’t know where this place was. After being hit by a bag of money and flying a few kilometers away, he laid on the ground for a while. However, he recovered within a short span of time and got up.


  “Wow, isn’t this absurd?”


  The power of gold that couldn’t be resisted...? He never imagined that there would be this type of skill. If he had known that a merchant had such a dangerous skill, Grid wouldn’t have spared Kir.


  ‘I didn’t think it would be so annoying.’


  Grid was aware that Kir had left the battlefield at the beginning of the battle, but Grid hadn’t gone after him. It had been a conscious decision to not place Kir into the range of 100,000 Army Massacre Sword. Why? It was because Grid had been confident that he could easily deal with a merchant who didn’t have a separate escape route. However...


  ‘Dammit.’


  Having too much confidence was terrible. Grid felt the need to study.


  ‘I should collect as much information as possible about relatively unfamiliar classes and be aware of their characteristics.’


  Would there ever be an end to this studying? Grid’s pledge might be useless considering the countless classes available in Satisfy. However, Grid was confident that he wouldn’t regret it. He believed that he could do it without giving up. At the same time, he reflected on himself.


  ‘I should’ve used Mercedes more aggressively.’


  He should’ve ordered Mercedes to watch Kir in order to grasp some of his skills and abilities. There was a low probability that she could’ve detected the Flying Money skill and then allowed him to avoid it.


  ‘I’ve obtained a legendary knight, but I haven’t been using her properly. Tsk.’


  The problem wasn’t a dumb brain. This incident was caused by excessive confidence. Grid had believed himself to be a top player while Kir was an insignificant enemy. Therefore, he had been careless. Grid had failed to maintain his concentration and ended up missing things.


  ‘Well, everything is an experience.’


  He put on Braham’s Boots and started flying. There was no nervousness about the fact that Mercedes and the elves were left alone as he believed in Mercedes. Grid flew back to his original location. He smiled as he overcame all the obstacles in the forest using the advantage of flying. 


  ‘Kir, you stupid bastard.’


  What did he intend by blowing Grid away? Mercedes still remained behind. She would take care of the remaining members of Kir’s Company and rescue the elves.


  ‘I hope that Kir is still alive.’


  Then Grid could take his money. It hadn’t been out of ‘general consideration’ that Grid had listened to Kir’s uncomfortable nonsense from beginning to end. He’d done so out of patience to gain the maximum advantages. Grid intended to gain money by bargaining with a ‘merchant’ who was afraid for his life, giving Kir hope for his future. What if Grid didn’t get as much wealth as he wanted? Then he would just go ahead and kill Kir. From Kir’s point of view, he would be forced to feel desperate.


  ‘There is still hope. Mercedes might’ve saved his life. Um...?’ Grid became confused and stood in place. 


  It was because he saw Mercedes running toward him from a distance. “Your Majesty! Are you okay?”


  “What?”


  This was an unexpected encounter! Grid was confused for a bit and then smacked his lips together with regret. “Did you already kill Kir?”


  “Huh...? No, I was worried about your safety and immediately followed.”


  “What?” Grid narrowed the distance towards her. Mercedes was surprised since Grid had only shown her a gentle appearance after acquiring her. Grid asked, “Are you that bad? You let go of the enemies that needed to be kept and the targets to be protected?”


  “...I’m sorry.” Mercedes wanted to refute it. However, a knight couldn’t give excuses to their master. 


  Grid flew up again while speaking to the silently bowing Mercedes, “Well? Return to the front line immediately!”


  “Yes!”


  Grid no longer rebuked Mercedes. If he looked at it from the perspective of a knight that should consider the safety of their master as the top priority, he understood why she had run while leaving Kir and the elves alone. Mercedes’ master had been attacked by the enemy and had disappeared before her eyes. Had there been room to think about anything else? It was natural that she would chase after Grid, disregarding Kir and the elves. After all, her duty was to protect Grid, not the elves.


  However, it was regrettable. What if Mercedes were a player? They would be able to respond flexibly to the situation by sending a whisper to Grid or by checking the health gauge in the party window.


  ‘It is a limitation of an NPC.’ Grid felt strange whenever he remembered that players and NPCs were different from each other. In particular, his heart throbbed when he thought about Irene. Trying to shake off his thoughts, Grid’s shout was louder than usual, “Knight Summoning!”


  ‘I don’t need to summon Piaro or Asmophel.’


  It was a burden to summon Asmophel, who was traveling all over the continent to find the Red Knights. Meanwhile, Piaro would have to return to the vampire city all over again. In the first place, Grid wanted the knights with high mobility since it was to track down Kir who had already run away!


  “Huroi! Faker!”


  [The summoning command has been sent. The response is pending.]


  [The targets have accepted the summons.] 


  [The knights Huroi and Faker have been summoned.]


  “This Huroi! I have come in response to Your Majesty’s call!”


  “What's going on?”


  Huroi and Faker immediately appeared in response to Grid’s call.


  “Merchant King Kir is somewhere in this forest. He couldn’t have gone too far. Find him now and bring him before me.”


  Orator Huroi had a wyvern, so he was able to see the entire forest from the sky and demonstrate an excellent maneuverability. Meanwhile, Faker was an assassin who had excellent tracking abilities. 


  “Yes!”


  “I understand.”


  Both of them replied confidently. They had no idea what was going on, but they noticed the urgency of the situation and immediately took action.


  A few minutes after they left.


  “...Ah.”


  “...”


  Grid and Mercedes arrived at the place where the elves had been. The number of elves making frightened expressions had obviously been reduced. More than 100 elves had disappeared in the short time they had been gone. Beniyaru couldn’t be seen either. Grid had an ominous feeling. He took several deep breaths to empty his mind of the terrible sight and approached a young elf. 


  Then he released her bound wrists and ankles and asked, “What happened?”


  “Sob.” The elf couldn’t speak and just shook her head with a frightened expression. She was obviously afraid of Grid and humans.


  “I’m sorry... I’m sorry, Your Majesty.” Mercedes bowed deeply, believing the terrible events of this day had been caused by her. She felt sad because the trust Grid had built up with the elves collapsed due to her not being able to cope flexibly.


  Grid’s voice entered her ears, “No. It isn’t your fault. Kir is the one in the wrong. In the end, I crossed a river that can’t be reversed.” 


  Grid felt a strong hostility and disgust toward Kir who had tried to enslave the elves using the excuse that they were just NPCs with an artificial intelligence. However, he knew that most people, not just Kir, perceived NPCs as bits of artificial intelligences or chunks of graphics. Just looking at the Overgeared members, weren’t there also players who didn’t recognize NPCs as people?


  There was no reason to waste energy by imposing notions of respect and affection on Kir. He was just a bastard that money could be obtained from. Of course, that was until a few minutes ago. Now, the situation had changed. Grid took several deep breaths in an effort to calm his mind. 


  No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t calm down. He had witnessed countless terrible and miserable things in the past, but why was it that he couldn’t adapt every time? Grid’s eyes were cold, and his hands trembled as he released some of the frightened elves while sending a whisper to Lauel.


  -Grid: The city of Merchant King Kir. What kingdom is it in?


  -Lauel: The Gauss Kingdom


  -Grid: If we invade the city, does it count as invading the Gauss Kingdom?


  -Lauel: Of course. There is a high probability that a diplomatic problem could lead to war. 


  Lauel didn’t ask what happened. He had sent a whisper to Huroi after the summoning and gotten a glimpse of Grid’s current situation.


  -Lauel: My role in this life is to realize Your Majesty’s will. Don’t worry about anything. 


  -Grid: ...


  -Lauel: Since Mercedes’ arrival, the power of the Overgeared Kingdom has clearly exceeded the Gauss Kingdom. They can’t defeat us even if a war takes place. Of course, there is room for other countries to intervene. 


  There were no small countries that wanted the Overgeared Kingdom to expand its power. It was likely that an alliance of small countries would form, and the Overgeared Kingdom would suffer a great crisis. However, Lauel didn’t say this. After all, Grid was the strongest player. Lauel couldn’t control him under the reigns of ‘responsibility’ while Grid was spreading his wings.


  Lauel was thinking from Grid’s position. How frustrated would he feel if he were suppressed by the guild and kingdom that he had built up with his own efforts? He wouldn’t feel strong but doubtful of himself instead. This was the time to release Grid’s desires.


  -Lauel: Please give the command. I will summon an army to trample on Kir’s city and burn it.


  -Grid: Is there a need to move the army?


  -Lauel: Huh?


  Lauel didn’t know about the Divinity and Astaroth’s Power which Grid had acquired recently. A wicked smile appeared on Grid’s face.


  -Grid: Leave the army. I will go alone.


  However, he had work to do before that. He had to chase Kir down and save the kidnapped elves.


  “Mercedes.”


  “Yes!”


  “Release the elves here and protect them.”


  “I understand.” Mercedes was given an order, so she couldn’t tell him that she didn’t want him to go alone. She wasn’t stupid enough to make the same mistakes. Instead, Mercedes believed in the power of her master because this was what he wanted.


  Grid received a new whisper.


  -Faker: I’ve found a party moving with dozens of kidnapped elves. However, Kir isn’t here.


  -Grid: There was another party left? Yes, it would be impossible for Kir to kidnap or harm over a hundred elves in such a short time alone.


  Grid realized that Kir had likely summoned his knights. This was natural since Kir was a baron.


  -Grid: Okay. 


  This was fine. He would handle all of Kir’s knights. A dark smile appeared on Grid’s face. It was evil enough to surprise Mercedes.


  -Grid: Let me know their locations. Additionally, keep track of Kir.


  Faker’s biggest advantage was that he didn’t talk a lot. He accepted his role without expressing any opinions. However, it wasn’t the case this time.


  Faker: I am two kilometers northwest of the point where I was summoned. Be careful. There are three people, and they are all named-grade NPCs. Depending on the situation, I will stop tracking Kir and join you.


  -Grid: Needing to join me... That won’t happen.


  ***


  ‘Won’t he be blind with anger right now?’ Kir laughed. He felt great pleasure at the fury Grid would feel when he witnessed the deaths of the elves. Of course, this was only for a moment. Kir remembered that he had lost close to 50 billion won in one day and soon forgot about this slight joy.


  “You dog bastard!” Kir let out a curse. 


  From his perspective, Grid was the scum of the earth. This was natural as Grid was the person who had ruined Kir’s business company just for the sake of helping NPCs. Grid was a disruptive character that was difficult to understand.


  ‘He is almost at the level of a psychopath.’


  Kir thought about it and recalled his past. How many weak people had he trampled on? He had directly and indirectly taken advantage of many people as he climbed to 1st on the merchant rankings. However, he had justified his evil deeds under the guise of getting revenge on his father.


  ‘...In the end, I am the same.’ He regained his sense of reason. Looking over at the wounded Beniyaru, Kir belatedly realized something. As he saw the poison in her heart again, Kir warned Beniyaru, “There is no hope. You can’t go back anymore. Just accept reality.”


  It was also a warning to himself. Kir controlled the poison in his heart. Then he heard a great noise from above. It was a loud roar.


  ‘A wyvern?’ Was there a wyvern habitat here? 


  Kir looked up and saw a red wyvern in the sky above the forest. The wyvern descended with a terrifying momentum and landed on the ground. It blocked Kir’s way and he was forced to stop his horse.


  “This is...!”


  Why had a wyvern suddenly appeared and blocked his path? Kir was as stiff as a stone statue when he finally noticed that a person was riding on the back of the wyvern. The person’s identity was Huroi. Huroi came down from the wyvern and asked Kir a question, “Did your parents die recently?”


  “How did you know?”


  “...”


  Kir and Huroi were both upset by this, but the one who first recovered his spirit was Huroi. Huroi coughed and made a serious expression, as if his previous words had never been said. “Hoh! You are very bad! You are a terrible person who has gone astray and caused your wonderful and precious parents to feel shocked and sorrowful!”


  “What?”


  Why was this person suddenly talking about a stranger’s dead parents? From Kir’s perspective, Grid, Huroi, and the Overgeared members were all terrible villains.




  Chapter 833


  -Huroi: Your Majesty! I’ve found that damn bastard!


  -Grid: That damn bastard? Do you mean Kir?


  -Huroi: Yes! 


  -Grid: Good. Faker, join Huroi right now. I will follow after rescuing the elves.


  -Faker: I understand. But as I said, be careful.


  Players like Grid who didn’t have a lot of dependence on pets were rare. Pets boasted different characteristics depending on their species, attribute, sex, level, and so on. Most ordinary players felt the limits of their individual strength and were forced to rely on pets.


  As a result, the levels of their pets were naturally high. The flames emitted from the level 300 Lord of the Skies above the Grasslands, which had been active since Huroi’s early days, was enough to threaten Kir.


  [You have suffered 9,700 damage!]


  [You have been burned! You will receive 1,330 burn damage per second.]


  “Kuuack!” Kir was swept up by the flames and struggled with the pain.


  His legendary armor, jewelry, and items received terrible damage. Additionally, his defense and resistance were lower after being affected by Huroi’s Spiteful Tongue. Kir couldn’t escape receiving serious injuries despite having proudly declared that he was the most overgeared person after Grid.


  ‘I have no chance!’ Kir’s judgment was quick. Who was Huroi? He wasn’t a simple orator. As the first player to obtain a second class, Huroi was also a swordsman. When combined with the strength of a wyvern, he was as strong as a high ranker. It was natural for Kir to consider retreating when he was a merchant with no combat power apart from Flying Money. However, it was difficult for him to escape.


  “You are a bastard that your parents would be ashamed of!”


  “You jerk!”


  [You have been provoked!]


  Kir was thinking about running away only to stop in place. Huroi’s taunt skill was stronger than his sense of reason and instincts. It was impossible for an NPC or player to stand up to the system. Grid’s Longsword, which was completely different from the mass-produced longsword, stabbed deeply into Kir’s side.


  However, Kir had a legendary-rated armor and wasn’t damaged by Huroi’s attack. As soon as the duration of the taunt was over, Kir drank a potion and cried out bluntly, “I am Merchant King Kir! I can’t be easily hurt by rabble like you!”


  Huroi might be a high ranker, but he wasn’t tough in comparison to Overgeared King Grid! Kir had used a large number of gold coins to blow Grid away, but he didn’t feel the necessity of using Flying Money on Huroi. In fact, he thought it would be a waste to use money on Huroi. 


  The wyvern’s strong flames were his only source of worry. The wyvern seemed to cry out, ‘If you want to live, give me money!’


  ‘No! I can’t afford any more spending!’


  Shit, how good would it be if he could summon his knights at this time? Kir only owned three knights, but he had already summoned all of them a few minutes ago. The cooldown time meant it was impossible to summon them again right away. Feelings of regret surged inside him about how he had summoned the knights to slaughter the elves just to get petty revenge on Grid!


  The wyvern's breath turned the forest into a sea of fire, and Kir barely evaded it on his horse. The bushes and thorns obstructed Kir’s vision as his white horse broke through trees and rocks. Huroi’s eyes widened, finally noticing a small white horn on the horse’s forehead. “A unicorn?”


  The size of the horn was small enough for the unicorn to be mistaken as a horse. Based on the size of the horn, it wasn’t an adult yet. However, even a baby unicorn had astronomical value. As far as Huroi knew, only a few NPCs who were royalty possessed unicorns.


  “The rich are truly different!” Huroi got back on his wyvern and hurriedly chased after Kir, with Faker joining him after a moment.


  Kir felt a great threat as there were people chasing him on the ground and in the sky.


  ‘Why... Why do I have to suffer like this?’ Revealed between the gaps in his matted hair, Kir’s eyes were filled with anger and fear. It was a shabby appearance. The majesty of the Merchant King—who boasted the highest reputation after Grid, Kraugel, Agnus, Ares, and so on—was long gone.


  ***


  “This is a really unpleasant mission.” Banus, one of Kir’s knights, was complaining.


  Beside him were 20 elves tied together. His mission was to massacre and kidnap women who couldn’t resist. Even if they were a different species, the mission from Master Kir upset Banus. To be honest, Banus’ pride was pricked. It felt disgusting that a big person like him would have to perform the same duty as a third-rate bandit.


  ‘I picked the wrong master.’


  His master, Kir, had promised him enormous wealth and honor. What was the biggest honor for a warrior? It was to win a fight against famous and strong people. Yes, this was what Kir had promised. According to Kir, Banus would get to fight countless giants. Every day would be fun. However, this was the reality.


  “Tch.” Banus walked while swinging the whip that he held. It was to rush the elves who were walking slowly because they didn’t want to leave the forest.


  “Ouch!” The elves moaned as their health decreased noticeably. It was completely different from when the members of Kir’s Company had hit the elves. This was an indirect glimpse of Banus’ strength. Banus warned the elves, “Don’t act silly and I won’t touch you. This is good for both of us.”


  “Where are the other knights and elves?” At this time, a black-haired man fell from the sky and blocked Banus’ path.


  Banus saw the man’s eyes that were as sharp as a bird and asked, “Overgeared King?”


  As a mercenary, Banus longed for money and sought battlefields throughout the continent. He had been employed by the former Eternal Kingdom before serving Kir. The opponent in that war had been the Overgeared Guild. Banus couldn’t forget the exhilarating experience from that time. Was Toban the name of the dark-skinned paladin? Banus was still thrilled when he recalled the battle with whom he believed was the strongest warrior in the Overgeared Guild. He didn’t forget falling down after a one-hour-long battle, but Banus was confident. If he hadn’t caught the ankle of the Overgeared warrior, the former Eternal Kingdom would’ve been occupied by the Overgeared Guild much faster. 


  “Kuk! Kukukuk! That’s right! So, my master was running away from you?” Banus’ huge muscles started to swell. The force that could crush a man’s head burned heartily.


  “I took a peek at your performance in the war from the distance. You swept through thousands of soldiers. Huhut, okay... This is very exciting! Thank you! Thank you for showing up in front of me!” Banus roared and rushed toward Grid without hesitation.


  His muscles, which were trained to not be cut by a spear and had blocked a sword from the strongest warrior Toban, were combined with the defense of the legendary armor Kir had given him. With these, Banus dealt a vigorous blow to Grid.


  “Ugh?” However, Banus suffered pain for the first time in decades. He was bewildered, but he endured with his physical strength, pushing his fist deeper into Grid’s chest. His swollen fist contained an ogre’s strength and had even dealt significant damage to Toban, the strongest of Overgeared warriors. Combined with his legendary-rated knuckles, Banus delivered an impact to Grid’s armor.


  "W-What?” Banus felt like he was dreaming. His fist couldn’t even scratch the armor? No, the armor wasn’t the problem. In the first place, armor was designed to defend against attacks. Banus found it hard to believe that Grid could maintain his posture and not fly away from the weight behind the first.


  “Is this the strength of a legend? I knew you would be stronger than Toban but I didn’t realize it was by this much...” Banus was amazed and excited at the same time. “This is the first time since a solo number knight that I am actually forced to use this power!” Banus screamed, and the mana around him stirred.


  As the injury on Grid healed, Banus’ already swollen muscles swelled up even further. In particular, his right forearm was now thicker than an ogre’s forearm.


  “From now on, it is the real battle!” Banus roared with extreme excitement. Confidence overflowed on his face as he used his ultimate technique which had inflicted serious damage onto the Ninth Red Knight. That’s right. The people who believed themselves to be the strongest were always filled with confidence… until they were hit by Grid!


  “Revolve.”


  “Keok!”


  He was hit by his own fist...? This was an unfamiliar experience for Banus, who fell down while coughing up blood. Then Grid’s sword arrived at Banus’ neck. 


  “Where did the other two knights and the elves go?” Grid asked without expecting an answer. He honestly admired Banus’ high defense and high attack power, which had penetrated Grid’s defense. However, a named NPC with such high loyalty would rather choose to die than to answer. In fact, didn’t all the NPCs that served Grid boast high loyalty? Well, apart from Minor. 


  Unexpectedly, Banus answered in a hearty manner, “You will be able to meet them if you just go straight ahead. I just slowed down the march because I dislike being with them.”


  “...” Grid was confused as he hadn’t expected Banus would answer so earnestly.


  He was hesitating when Banus revealed his throat. “Well? Kill me.”


  “...”


  “Um? What are you waiting for? Didn’t you kill tens of thousands of people during the Eternal War? Go on and kill me. For a warrior, being defeated is no different than death. There is no point in living anymore.”


   “...Yes.” Grid originally intended to get rid of all of Kir’s knights. He planned to take everything away from Kir. It was funny that he was hesitating now because he felt a slight affinity after seeing Banus’ skills and attitude. In the end, Banus advised Grid who was raising his sword, “The strongest warrior who defeated me. The other two knights you are chasing are completely different types of monsters. You should be vigilant. Kukuk.”


  Banus turned to gray, leaving behind his knuckles. They were legendary-rated knuckles. Their performance was greatly inferior compared to the items Grid made, but they could be melted down and used as a material. Grid grabbed the knuckles and released the elves. “Go back to the previous place. Your family and friends will be waiting.”


  “That...” One scared elf opened her mouth. Her name was Deruyaru. She was a beautiful girl reminiscent of a rabbit due to her round cheeks and big eyes. “I am one of the 12 Te. The Deru family... I want to thank you on behalf of my people.”


  “You can say it later.”


  He hadn’t saved everyone yet. Grid left Deruyaru and the elves behind him as he ran in the direction that Banus had indicated.


  “Noe, Randy. Can you Become the King of the Dead?”


  Respecting the various warnings, Grid fully prepared for the worst.




  Chapter 834


  “Pant! Pant! Pant! Cough...!”


  No matter how much Kir ran, he couldn’t see the end. The forest, which he had believed to be a treasure warehouse, was now more terrible than hell. The beautiful flowers and trees, the fresh air, and the sweet fragrance of fruit all seemed like a deceitful curse. There were constant questions in Kir’s head as he swallowed a potion and checked his stamina gauge.


  How had this happened? Why had he met Grid? Why had Grid become hostile to him? Was it that big a deal that he had enslaved the elves? Why did he have to experience this pain? Maybe Grid had planned this entire situation?


  ‘Was I dancing on Grid’s palm?’


  When on earth had he started planning this? Had it been since Kir started investigating the forest of the world tree?


  “Ugh..!” The huge shadow on the ground made Kir’s heart throb. He felt an infinite pressure as Huroi’s wyvern flew above his head.


  “Pero! Avoid it!”


  The white horse—no, the unicorn jumped sideways like a crab at Kir’s command. These movements weren’t possible for a normal horse. The flames emitted by the wyvern moved straight ahead and would’ve completely burned the spot where they had been traveling.


  Kir followed the path of fire to the left and gulped. ‘A wyvern doesn’t have infinite mana.’


  The wyvern had a limit of one or two more flame breaths left. Meanwhile, the unicorn, which was classified as one of the highest-rated rides, could use its evasion skill dozens more times. The unicorn’s basic mana far exceeded that of the drake!


  ‘I will live!’


  Kir didn’t have time to resent the past or worry about the future. The present was more important. He didn’t want to face the worst experience of losing a large amount of experience and items by dying.


  ‘Somehow! I have to somehow make it back to my city!’


  He would pay back the loss and shame of today by several times! Kir made this promise because he had something to believe in—the presence of his three knights.


  Form King Banus, Dark King Dias, and Eating God Phou were the strongest people Kir recruited as he wandered around the continent as a merchant. Named NPCs were stronger than the Overgeared members at the moment, especially Grid and Kraugel. Kir knew this right after seeing Piaro play an overwhelming role during the Belial raid.


  As such, Kir was certain that if he invested another year and concentrated on raising these three knights, they would be born again as stronger than Piaro!


  ‘The possibilities are endless! They haven’t developed yet but they’re the ones with the nicknames of ‘king’ and ‘god’.


  Just as Kir was praised as the Merchant King, Banus, Dias, and Phou were already called kings or gods by the local NPCs when Kir first met them. They were so powerful that they exceeded the category of a player and had the unlimited potential of named NPCs. It was no wonder that Kir had high expectations for them.


  ‘If I escape safely, it is very likely that the Overgeared Guild will invade the city. I will ask for support from the Gauss Kingdom, defend with my three knights, and then move to the empire...’


  Kir started smiling as he planned it out. The Overgeared Guild’s invasion was likely to be very beneficial for him.


  Firstly, it was possible to make the Gauss Kingdom and Overgeared Kingdom completely hostile to each other. Then he would be able to shift public opinion of the Overgeared Kingdom to a negative one for invading another country, and he would also be able to create an alliance with the other countries that were anxious. It was a bonus that he would be able to move into the empire without fearing the Overgeared Kingdom.


  ‘I don’t like that the First Knight is with Grid.’


  However, it shouldn’t be a big factor considering the emperor’s ambition of unifying the continent. Kir made this judgment as his body moved upward. It was because the unicorn carrying him jumped randomly. Kir soon figured out the reason why. There was a sword energy at the unicorn’s feet. If the unicorn had jumped a bit later, its legs would have been cut off.


  ‘This is ridiculous!’


  To think that Huroi had swooped down fast enough to catch up with the unicorn’s speed and wield his sword...! Even if he was a ranker, wasn’t he an orator? Kir wasn’t convinced of this, and he looked back. Then his trembling eyes saw the source of the attack.


  “Faker!!”


  That Grid had pulled out his strongest card! A chill went down Kir’s spine. While growing to become the Merchant King, Kir’s greatest strength had been his information network. In the ‘player rating’ table that he’d made using his extensive intelligence, Faker’s power was S-class. It was just behind players like Grid, Kraugel, Agnus, and Haster. He was comparable to the top players when it came to killing power alone. They were both high rankers but Faker had a completely different force in comparison to the B-class Huroi.


  ‘This can’t be!’


  Kir knew he wouldn’t be able to hold out after becoming Faker’s target and urgently shouted, “Pero! Use Brilliant Sprint!”


  The body of the unicorn was then covered with a pure white light, and it disappeared from its location. To be precise, the unicorn made an extremely quick movement. It was a major skill that consumed most of the unicorn’s mana.


  Faker looked beyond the forest as he was left alone. “Do you think you can get away?” Then Faker also disappeared from his position.


  Huroi watched the two people from above and stroked his jaw. The wyvern flew in the sky as Huroi gave a soliloquy, “A unicorn... It would suit Master.”


  Black smoke rose up from the forest.


  ***


  In the forest of the world tree, Dias frowned when Phou said like a fool, “Hungry...”


  The elves being dragged behind them had terrified expressions. They trembled because they had already witnessed the terrible scene that occurred every time Phou said he was hungry, and fear poured in like the tide. Dias scolded Phou, “Didn’t you just eat? They aren’t your food. They are Master’s goods.”


  “Hungry...” Phou lost his intelligence when he became hungry and only cared about his stomach. It would be pointless to say anything to Phou.


  “Sigh, do whatever you want.” Dias raised his hands. He didn’t have any authority or power over Phou and was quick to give up.


  “N-No...!” The elves turned deathly pale as Dias retreated. Tears filled their eyes, but Phou just stared at them with saliva dripping.


  “Haaap!”


  The fate of the elf Phou snatched up was terrible. She was swallowed by Phou and turned to grey.


  Gulp! A man had just devoured a female elf that was 170 centimeters tall, yet there was no glimpse of satisfaction on his face as he burped. His meal wasn’t over yet.


  It was a horrible disaster for the elves, of whom there were only 30 left. However, the elves no longer cried or begged. They had gone insane from witnessing the gruesome sight of their family and friends being eaten several times. Now, they couldn’t even feel fear.


  “Hungry...”


  One of the elves didn’t resist as Phou’s large hand caressed her body. Then it happened when Phou opened his mouth and tried to swallow her. Four golden hands flew forth and swung their hammers. The hammers struck Phou’s large neck and thick biceps in rapid succession.


  Additionally, a furry cat moved his short and chubby legs and then shot out like a lightning bolt toward Phou. “Lightning Discharge~! Discharge, nyong!”


  “What are you doing?” Grid showed up next. His cloak flapped as he danced. There was a killing intent in his eyes as he stared at Phou.


  “Kill!” Grid screamed as he swung the Enlightenment Sword. He was convinced that his enemy would become stiff from being hit by Mjolnir four times in succession, as well as Noe’s lightning. Additionally, Grid thought Phou would stop eating the elf and that his unprotected flesh would be hit by Kill.


  Gulp!


  However, unlike what Grid had expected, Phou resisted the stiffness and electric shock. Instead, he swallowed the elf, who was making a hopeful expression, and then hit Grid’s Kill with his palm.


  [The skill has been neutralized.]


  “What?”


  Phou had a defense that neutralized a legendary skill? Moreover, it was just by using his bare hands? No, how did he resist the stiffness and electric shock in the first place? Grid was making a shocked expression when Phou headbutted him.


  “I don’t know who you are, but I’m sorry.” Dias shook his head. He didn’t doubt that the black-haired man would be beaten by the three-meter-tall Phou. However, Dias was mistaken. 


  “...”


  The black-haired man was fine. One of the golden hands flew up and blocked Phou’s strike. The golden hand shook and stiffened, while Grid’s burning eyes peered over the golden hand at Phou.


  “You pig-like dog!”


  A dog and a pig, what was this? Dias scratched his head with confusion.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  ‘Pagma?’


  “Wave!” Grid drew a dark red half-moon with his sword. Simultaneously, a wave of energy emerged and hit Phou.


  [You have dealt 28,310 damage to the target!]


  [Decreases all speeds of the target.]


  [The target has resisted.]


  ‘Slow resistance?’


  Phou’s health was also high. There was no change in his health gauge despite receiving almost 30,000 damage. 


  ‘His defense is relatively normal and his basic speed is slow...’


  Grid wore the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch and was surprised when he looked at Phou. It was because Phou’s palm, which was three times bigger than Grid, was flying toward him. It would’ve been a disaster if the God Hands hadn’t responded right then as Phou was faster than suggested by his size. Additionally, after eating the two elves, Phou’s mild-looking eyes were now wild. He was baffled and angry by Grid’s iron-like defense.


  “These hands... Phou’s attack... stop...” Phou firmly grasped a God Hand, placed it in his mouth, and tried to swallow it. However, he felt an instinctive rejection. 


  Dias led the elves away. “Since you used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, are you the famous Overgeared King? But are you Phou’s opponent? That guy is a monster born between a giant and a troll king. Even a transcendent human can’t hurt him.”


  Phou’s abdominal wound, which had been caused by Wave, was already recovering. His recovery power was similar to that of a troll. Phou’s face reddened, and he roared angrily, “Phou! Monster! Nooooooooo!”


  The dozens of elves, Randy, the Overgeared Skeletons who arrived late on the scene, and even Dias stumbled at the roar. The power of Giant’s Roar took away the strength in their legs.


  “Divinity. Item Combination.” On the other hand, Grid was fine.


  [Belial’s Staff and the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires will be combined!]


  Flash! The Enlightenment Sword and Belial’s Staff were engulfed in light and combined into one.


  Grid soon swung a spear-like weapon. Thanks to the options produced by combining the items, the black flames and red lightning bolt were classified as magic. The magic damage was increased by 20% and the critical damage was increased by 150%. This was enough to threaten Phou’s high health. 


  Phou’s health gauge decreased noticeably as he struggled with the pain. Then what about Grid?


  [A shield with 5,000 health has been created due to the effect of Belial’s Shield.]


  [A shield with 5,000 health has been created due to the effect of Belial’s Shield.]


  [A shield with 5,000 health has been created due to the effect...]


  ......


  ......


  Many overlapping black shields started rotating around him. It was a contrast to the growing number of wounds on Phou.


  “Hurts! It huuuuurts!” The expression in Phou’s eyes turned crazy, and his fists struck the shields surrounding Grid in succession. However, this was poison to Phou.


  [You have suffered 9,700 damage!]


  [The shield will absorb damage.]


  [You have suffered 10,300 damage!]


  [The shield will absorb damage.]


  [The target who attacked you is in the ‘fear’ state. The ‘slowness’ has been resisted.]


  Grid avoided a loss of health thanks to the shield while Phou lost his momentum.


  “H-Hik! Phou... Phou is afraid...!”


  That’s right. Phou was a strong person, who was comparable to Piaro during the time of the Belial raid. He could resist many types of status conditions, but he wasn’t a legend nor was he immune to all status conditions. Phou was vulnerable to feeling frightened. On the other hand, Grid was several times stronger than he had been during the Belial raid. Yes, he was currently much stronger than Piaro had been at that time!


  “Blacksmith's Rage, Blackening.” Grid turned in a semicircle and pulled out his maximum force. He pierced Phou’s bloated stomach with an invincible spear. “Knight Summoning! Jishuka, Regas, Chris, Pon, and Jude!”


  Why did he bother calling them in a situation where he was winning? It was to make sure the job was finished cleanly. He had no more room to feel relaxed. Grid cut Phou once again and commanded the five knights who appeared, “Kill that bastard! Save the elves!”


  The ‘bastard’ he was referring to was Dias. All five knights seemed tough, so Dias was forced to shrink back in fear. Grid showed that he was far superior to Kir in every way!




  Chapter 835


  “Lauel put us on hold, and you really summoned us. We roughly know the situation,” a tanned beauty holding a bow spoke up. She drew three arrows which flickered with flames that were as gorgeous as her big lips and wavy hair.


  “Leave the small fries to us.” Jishuka smiled confidently and unleashed archery close to a godly archer. The three flaming arrows were shot without a time difference and arrived precisely at the middle of Dias’ eyes, brows, and heart.


  Dias and the dozens of elves he’d captured were surprised.


  ‘To think that a person who isn’t an elf is capable of this sort of archery?’


  The arrows shot like beams of light and exploded the moment they hit, dealing Dias with deep wounds. Dias flew back, but Chris rushed to the wide open Dias and swung his greatsword.


  “Daring to hit Grid without permission!!” Chris thought that everything should have a process. If someone was going to challenge King Grid, they had to demonstrate their qualification by going through Chris first! Chris’ greatsword struck Dias! Following this, Dias continued to suffer great damage as he was hit by Regas and Pon. The intense skills made Dias feel dizzy.


  “Jude. Hit.” Then the finishing blow came from Jude, whose attack aimed at the ragged Dias. However, it only cut the air.


  “...???” What was this sudden trolling? The group was stunned because they had expected Jude to finish off Dias.


  Chris acted on behalf of Jude. “1,000 ton Sword!”


  It was a heavy blow! Then Dias started turning gray.


  “What is this?” The party paused as they were heading to support Grid. It was because they didn’t receive messages about Dias’ death, as well as the experience and dropped items.


  ‘What?’ The party was confused. Jude was the only one who was untroubled and didn’t look surprised. Then a voice rang out from behind Jishuka. It was the voice of the supposedly dead Dias, who had reappeared without a single wound and shook his head. “I guess Master caused a terrible incident. I told him to stop but he touched a lion’s nose. Tsk!”


  Chris hurriedly exclaimed, “Jishuka! Avoid it!”


  However, it was too late. Dias’ black hand penetrated Jishuka’s armor, tearing at her skin and muscles.


  [You have suffered 12,390 damage!]


  [You are affected by black magic. Your pain is maximized.]


  [You have suffered a further 5,700 damage!]


  [The recovery of all resources has slowed. Defense and resistance have dropped. Skills and magic can’t be used for 3 seconds!]


  The attack was strong.


  “Cough!” Jishuka became alarmed as she was stabbed and severely injured.


  ‘Grid dealt with these monsters alone?’ 


  This was a natural misunderstanding! Dias opened the distance again as Regas’ late kick and Pon’s stab burst into the air instead of hitting him. He narrowly avoided their attacks in a breathtaking manner! Letting out an exaggerated sigh of relief, Dias looked at Phou and Grid. “It’s ruined. No matter how I looked at it, there is no chance of turning this around.”


  The Overgeared King and his knights were better than rumored. This situation was dangerous for him to face just by himself. So, Dias made a judgment. It might be possible in a one-on-one fight against Grid or his knights, but it was impossible to go against them all. In particular, the stupid-looking knight with a silly expression was a problem. “Jude. Kill.”


  ‘My illusion magic doesn’t work on him. Is his stupid expression mocking me?’ Dias blocked the greatsword that aimed at him. He couldn’t cope with the weight of the sword and hurriedly withdrew his arm, while Jude kept turning left and right.


  “Kuock!” 


  Jude’s power was incredible! Dias’ illusion was shaken from side to side and removed.


  “He’s there!”


  The gazes of the other members, which were in a completely different direction from Jude, shifted to Dias’ body at once. Dias was frustrated. “I didn’t think my illusion would be broken so soon.”


  It was the first time he had ever experienced this. Dias had played an active role in the Violet Kingdom and faced countless powerful players, but he had never experienced such a grave crisis. He saw Jude as a transcendent person. “You are the Overgeared King’s first knight for a reason.”


  “Jude. His Majesty’s first knight!” Jude’s greatsword didn’t stop for even a moment as he continued to corner Dias. Jude had been growing ever since he became Grid’s knight. He had been breaking his limits over and over, having fought Maxong and then becoming stronger during the Belial raid. Now, he was in the spotlight for the third time.


  Dias tried to fight back and resist. His magic blocked Jude’s greatsword and aimed at Jude’s abdomen a few times. However, Jishuka’s rain of arrows flew over Jude, making his counterattack pointless. As more arrows were shot, Dias’ wounds increased while Jude healed.


  Meanwhile, Chris, Pon, and Regas worked with Jude to add more pressure onto Dias. Dias was knocked to his knees and cried out with pain. He coughed up blood and asked, “The battle gear you use... Were they produced by the Overgeared King? Precious memories—stories that will become history and legends—are contained in these solid objects, right?”


  Yes, there was nothing insignificant in the world. Dias wanted to convey it, “We all have our unique circumstances. I have somehow become a villain, but there are many stories where I’m not a monster. I had a special power and had a terrible life because I was born as a hybrid. Then I met my master...”


  “...?” 


  What did Dias want to say? The named NPCs’ long tirade entered the ears of Chris’ group. Thinking it was the precursor of a quest, everyone focused on Dias. This was apart from Jude, who struggled in Regas’ and Pon’s constraints while everyone listened to Dias.


  However, Dias didn’t give them a quest. He just asked for a favor, “I hope you don’t hate my master too much. He wasn’t a wicked person in the beginning.”


  It was the same for players, NPCs, and monsters. Everyone had a story. As such, the last wish that Dias wanted to convey was for his master’s safety. When Dias finished speaking, he moved his fingers.


  “Uh...?” 


  Some of the surrounding trees turned into elves. No, to be precise, they were changed back into elves. This was the reason why Phou was still hungry despite frequently eating elves.


  “That Phou, he is currently on an empty stomach. The satiety he feels is due to my illusions. But this will soon be released, and he won’t be able to fight for long.” Dias looked sympathetically at Phou whom Grid was hitting one-sidedly.


  Jishuka asked, “What is your reason for saving the elves?”


  “I am also an apostle of justice.”


  “...”


  “Kukuk, I’m joking. I will say it bluntly. I helped my master, not the elves.”


  Yes, he had protected the elves because he hadn’t wanted to see his master’s ‘goods’ damaged. Everything was for the sake of his master. His master had never given all his heart to Dias, but the grace Kir had offered to his knights on the first day had been real.


  “I do feel a bit of anger toward my master but...” Dias extended his neck to the struggling Jude, who was still being held back by Regas and Pon. He wanted his end to come from the strongest knight who defeated him.


  “W-Wait a minute.” Jishuka tried to stop Jude because she felt reluctant to kill Dias. Chris, Pon, and Regas also looked troubled. However, Jude was adamant. He barely shrugged off Regas and Pon and then swung his greatsword at Dias’ neck without hesitation. “Waste of time. No. His Majesty. Help. I will.”


  A gray pillar shot up, then Jude immediately headed to Grid. Once Dias died and his illusions were completely removed, Phou fell into a terrible state of hunger and went berserk. He swung his big hands at Grid continuously.


  “Jude! Help!” Only looking at Grid and only thinking about Grid... No, he was a thoughtless knight. Jude broke through his third limit after killing Dias and acted, but it was too late.


  “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle!”


  “Kuwaaah!” Phou had become berserk and only focused on attacking. This was a mistake. He wasn’t aware of the damage he received from the shield and the poisonous fog of Valhalla of Infinite Affection, and he didn’t bother to block or avoid Grid’s attack either.


  The fight was over. Unable to endure Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle which had activated twice due to God's Command, Phou turned to gray.


  Jude’s eyes lit up when he arrived at Grid’s side belatedly. “Your Majesty. Cool!”


  ***


  “...” Kir’s stamina was depleted because he hadn’t been able to rest for a while after entering the forest.


  Pero, the unicorn, licked Kir who looked haggard and drained. The unicorn’s clear eyes contained feelings of deep affection and anxiety, but these emotions weren’t delivered to Kir. From Kir’s point of view, pets were just chunks of graphics and artificial intelligence.


  “Tch.” Kir wiped away the saliva on his cheek like it was dirt and shifted his gaze to see Faker standing silently nearby. This made Kir sincerely curious. 


  “Why are you so relentless? Is there any meaning in killing me? What does the Overgeared Kingdom gain if I lose items and experience?” Kir grumbled despite already knowing the reason why. Satisfy was a competitive society like in reality. It was natural for players to keep other players in check. Let’s suppose that they let Kir go. One day, he might have an impact comparable to Grid, and when that happened, he was likely to threaten Grid.


  “Shit… Dammit.” Kir understood why Grid was obsessed with killing him. Now that he was a target, Kir’s fate was inevitable. He would suffer enormous damages from the moment he started dancing on Grid’s palm. However, even so...


  “It will be a mistake if you think this will end so easily.”


  His stamina was slowly recovering thanks to the unicorn’s blessing. Kir overcame his exhaustion and held a glass bottle to Beniyaru’s mouth, who was still trapped in his arms. The bottle was filled with a black liquid.


  “The Yatan Essence. If she swallows this much, even a named NPC will die instantly. Understand? I absolutely won’t die alone.” Beniyaru was the one Grid had called out to, and she had asked Grid for help. As such, Kir speculated that there was a special link between Kir and Beniyaru and that Beniyaru’s death would be a significant blow to Grid. “I won’t lose everything alone. Isn’t that right?”


  “It isn’t right.”


  While he was chuckling wickedly, Kir stopped with surprise. “...!” 


  He got goosebumps as a God Hand flew toward him and swung a hammer.


  “Urgh!” Kir became stiff due to the hammer! Grid used that moment to take Beniyaru away. Kir gritted his teeth. Feeling that he was obviously the victim, the hatred and anger in his voice were genuine as he said, “You! How much do you want to take from me?”


  Grid asked in return, “How much do you have to take away from the elves?”


  “What?” Kir was speechless. He was taken aback by the question since he now completely understood the feelings of a victim. Grid ignored the silent Kir and looked at Beniyaru. Did she want to get away from reality? Having blocked off her emotions and thoughts, Beniyaru looked like an empty doll.


  “She... What have the elves done that they have to suffer like this?”


  “...” The present Kir couldn’t answer that. Grid aimed at Kir and was about to hit his neck. However, at this moment, Huroi ran over urgently and whispered in Grid’s ears, “Master, the horse he is riding is a unicorn.”


  “Unicorn? Really?”


  “Take it.”


  “What?”


  Take away a pet? What was this? Pets were different from items. Players didn’t have to worry about losing pets when dying because the ownership of a pet was fully guaranteed.


  “There is a way. Ownership can be transferred over.”


  “No, what are you saying?” Grid frowned. He couldn’t understand Huroi at all. “Why would that bastard transfer his pet to me?”


  “In exchange for sparing him...”


  Everyone’s eyes were focused on the scene of Huroi whispering in Grid’s ears. The people didn’t know what they were talking about, so they soon got a shock.


  “Kir, do you want to live?” It was due to Grid’s sudden offer.


  “What? You will spare me?” Kir was also confused. 


  Grid nodded at the suspicious Kir. “Yes. I’ll spare you. Didn’t you spend a lot of money on the elves this time? If you die here, won’t you lose your ranking and have trouble with future transactions?”


  It made a lot of sense, so Kir didn’t deny it. He thought about it and immediately noticed the catch because he was a merchant. “What do you want in return for sparing me?”


  Grid pointed to the unicorn in response. “That.”


  “Crazy jerk!” Kir’s angry reaction was natural. The value of a unicorn was so great that it couldn’t be converted into money! Kir calculated that no one had a unicorn as a pet. He would rather die than give up something so precious. Just when Kir was about to refuse the proposal without hesitation, Grid said, “Think carefully before answering. If you make a mistake, I will be an enemy you can never get rid of.”


  Gulp! Chills went down Kir’s spine. He was well aware of what Immortal had suffered recently. Could one merchant cope with the Overgeared Kingdom that not even Immortal could handle? Realistically, it was hard. The protection of the empire might’ve prevented Immortal from being raided by those who are tempted by the items, but it was impossible for other ordinary players to deal with. He could become the target of two billion people! Kir imagined something terrible and shook his head.


  Grid didn’t give Kir a chance to think too deeply. “Give me the unicorn. Then I will spare your life without giving you a death bounty.”


  “You will really spare me? You won’t set a kill order on me?”


  “Yes. Instead, I will kill you the next time we meet. I really dislike you. Be careful not to encounter me again for the rest of your life.”


  “Ugh..!”


  Grid had the trinity of money, strength, and authority. The force he could gather using his items as raw material was infinite. All these made Kir afraid of Grid, and he was convinced that it was best to accept Grid’s offer. In the end...


  [Ownership of the unicorn ‘Pero’ has been transferred to ‘Grid.’]


  Kir agreed to Grid’s request. This was a decision for his future.


  “...Can I go now?” Kir asked in a powerless voice.


  Grid nodded. “Yes. Go."


  Kir had lost time, money, pride, and his unicorn. However, his eyes were overflowing with motivation.


  ‘Definitely... I will someday repay today’s disgrace.’


  It might not be possible in one or two years. However, the story would change in four or five years. Kir would successfully recover under the aegis of the empire as planned. He would build up an alliance around the Gauss Kingdom and get revenge on Grid one thousand—no, tens of thousands of times. Kir believed that if he had more strength and authority, he would be able to do something about Grid.


  However, this faith was soon broken.


  “Did you forget my warning? Didn’t I tell you not to meet me?”


  “What?” Kir had walked for around 20 minutes and was shocked when he suddenly heard a voice. He raised his head to see Grid blocking the way on a white unicorn.


  “W-What is this? It can’t be!”


  Was the top-ranked player such a gangster? No, it was impossible. Grid pointed a knife at Kir who was denying his imagination.


  “I told you I would kill you again. Didn’t I tell you to be careful?”


  “Y-You son of a bitch!”


  Grid was a villain—no, a scoundrel... No, a gangster. Kir paled as he belatedly realized Grid’s essence and shouted, “Knights Summoning!”


  It wasn’t the time to cling to the elves. He had to take down Grid today! Kir summoned his three knights...


  “What?” Kir lost his soul.


  It was due to an unexpected notification window.


  [No knights are available to be summoned.]


  “D-Don’t tell me...?”


  “The unicorn is good.”


  Kir, who had transformed the forest of the world tree into hell, turned to gray. This was the precursor to the fall of the Merchant King. That’s right. Kir thought he had lost everything to Grid today, but it was only an illusion. He still had things left to lose—the trading connections he had all over the continent.


  [The unicorn is sad.]


  [Affinity with the unicorn is very low.]


  [It is recommended to give the unicorn a new name.]


  [Affinity with the elves has increased by 50.]


  [The world tree is interested in you.]


  [The world tree has sent you an invitation.]




  Chapter 836


  “I won’t forget...! Never! Never!!” Anger and hatred filled Kir’s eyes as he screamed and turned to gray, showing his willingness to get revenge no matter what.


  However, Grid’s expression was calm. Naturally, Grid knew that being the subject of a deep grudge could be deadly. A disaster might end up returning to him. After all, Grid had many grudges in the past and had experienced returning anger and hatred to his opponent. Therefore, he couldn’t be unaware of this fact.


  ‘...Now, I have become the target of revenge.’


  The more power he gained, the more he had at stake.


  “Is it okay to push him this far?”


  “Why wouldn’t it be okay?” Grid didn’t regret his choice. His eyes weren’t shaken as he stared at Jishuka, who looked extremely worried. “Was there something wrong with my actions today?” 


  Merchant King Kir was a potential competitor, but Grid had fought for a just reason. Since it had already happened, it was better to crush Kir thoroughly. Showing mercy was just likely to lead to deadlier disaster being returned to Grid. At this moment, weren’t there countless players forming alliances and then betraying and going to war against each other?


  “It is a matter of survival. I don’t want to give leeway to the other person.”


  Yes, Grid couldn’t show any weaknesses. A second or third Immortal would be born to threaten Grid’s precious people.


  ‘I will trample them so thoroughly that they can’t even try getting revenge.’ Grid pledged with cold eyes.


  Gulps could be heard from the Overgeared members watching Grid. However, Chris had a bright expression on his face. Chris had once been head of the Seven Guilds and knew the virtues of a leader. 


  ‘A leader needs to be ruthless towards the enemies.’


  Satisfy was a world where survival of the fittest ruled. A person who was gentle to everyone would just be eaten. Therefore, Chris judged that Grid’s qualities were ideal. Meanwhile, Grid checked the information of the unicorn.


  [Unicorn]


  [-A legendary divine creature on the East Continent. It is very aggressive and not easily tamed. They have a temperament that loves women and hates men.


  Name: Not Set


  Level: 189


  Affinity: -110/100


  Health: 40,000/40,000


  Mana: 80,000/80,000


  Defense: 1,980


  -Barding can be equipped (Barding= body armor for war horses)


  Status: Sad and petulant. 


  (Master, who gave me many girlfriends, has abandoned me. If he was going to abandon me, then abandon me. Why did he give me away? To add to my grief, my pride is hurt. It is more annoying because my new master is a man.)


  -Skills Possessed-


  [Unicorn’s Blessing (Passive)]


  Increases the resource recovery of all riders by 20%. If the rider is a woman, there will be a further 30% increase.


  [Sprint]


  Moves a distance of 60 meters per second for up to 3 seconds. At this time, the unicorn and riders will enter a super armored state and will resist all conditions. However, physical status conditions can’t be resisted. If the rider is a woman, the unicorn can move for up to 5 seconds.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 2 minutes.


  Mana Consumption: 4,900


  [Jump]


  The unicorn can jump up to 10 meters. Avoid all types of attacks and obstacles at the moment of the jump.


  Cooldown Time: 5 minutes.


  Mana Consumption: 7,800


  [Repel]


  The unicorn will attack a target with the large and beautiful horns. Knocks back the target and deals 10,000 fixed damage.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 30 seconds.


  Mana Consumption: 1,500


  [Male Hatred]


  The unicorn will hate all males, regardless of the species. Humans are no exception. If the owner of the unicorn is a male, affinity will reduce by one point per day. In order to raise affinity, the owner must keep the unicorn in constant touch with women.]


  “...”


  Gender discrimination? The confused Grid stared at the unicorn.


  The combination of the unicorn’s elegant and smooth white fur, long neck, and beautiful horn looked good. Moreover, the unicorn’s big black eyes were completely pure. The unicorn’s appearance didn’t match the description in the status window at all.


  ‘A bug?’


  Were the details of the status window wrong? Grid reached out to stroke the unicorn’s face. Suddenly, the unicorn huffed and struck Grid’s chest with the horn.


  [You have suffered 10,000 damage!]


  “Ugh...!” This damage was unfamiliar for Grid who had an extremely high defense. He frowned at the pain, taking a few steps back as he stared at the unicorn. The unicorn’s eyes suddenly curved into the shape of crescent moons as he approached Jishuka. He licked Jishuka’s big chest and pretty face with his tongue.


  Jishuka didn’t know the reality of this unicorn and smiled brightly. “He is a child who follows people well. It is fortunate. You got a good pet.”


  “...Didn’t you see that he just hit me?”


  “It is probably an expression of affection. What pet would attack their master?”


  The unicorn’s status changed as he buried his face in Jishuka’s chest and listened to their conversation. 


  [Status: Joyful


  (I didn’t think my ugly new master would have such a pretty girlfriend. This is a complete gain.)]


  [Affinity with the unicorn has risen by 10.]


  “...”


  It was disgusting. No, seriously, what was with this different tone when it came to women?


  ‘Was the developer sick when they made the unicorns?’


  Grid frowned and gave a name to the unicorn. He didn’t intend to give the unicorn a rough name just because he didn’t like his personality.


  “Overgeared Corn.”


  [A name has been given to the unicorn.] 


  [A bond has formed with the unicorn.]


  [Affinity with the unicorn is restored to a normal value.]


  [Affinity: 0/100]


  Was he that glad about receiving a name? Grid watched the unicorn and thought he was a surprisingly pure creature. However, in the eyes of the Overgeared members, the unicorn seemed sadder than when he lost his master.


  ***


  “Thank you for saving us.”


  The 12 Te, elves from the 12 clans, bowed toward Grid. This was the first time that the highly prideful elves had bowed to a human. Grid felt more embarrassed than proud. “This isn’t something to thank me for. Didn’t I tell you? I just wanted to repay the favor I received from Sticks.”


  “That...” Deruyaru, who had an exceptionally young appearance among the elves, grabbed Grid’s hands and raised herself up. Then she asked carefully, “What exactly is your relationship with Sage Sticks? Do you know Sticks’ current status?”


  100 years ago, the honorable high elf Sticks left the forest before the tragedy that split the World Tree’s Forest in half. Male elves and female elves had separate villages around the world tree for several decades now. They pretended not to know each other even when they passed each other in the forest.


  The 12 Te took this situation seriously. The birth rate of the elves had fallen even further, and they worried about the survival of the species. However, the king who had left to be with the male elves ignored the worries of the 12 Te. He was firm about not reconciling with the female elves, who also loathed the male elves.


  If only Sage Sticks appeared at this time... He could awaken the king’s spirit and lay the foundations for uniting the species again...


  The 12 Te missed Sticks. In particular, they felt a greater need for Sticks after this incident. If Sticks had been here, they wouldn’t have fallen for the human’s lowly trap. The problem was that they didn’t know where Sticks’ location was.


  Grid explained, “Sticks is my special friend. Right now, he is staying in the Overgeared Kingdom to help me.”


  “Sticks is in a human kingdom...” The 12 Te twitched.


  This reaction puzzled Grid. “By the way, why don’t you know Sticks’ status? Didn’t he recently come here?”


  Sticks had gone to the World Tree’s Forest to make an antidote for Khan. However, the elves didn’t know this fact and were confused along with Grid. The 12 Te were perplexed. “Sticks recently visited the forest?”


  “Yes.”


  “This...” The 12 Te whispered among themselves after hearing Grid’s answer.


  “Did Sticks appear in the king’s village?”


  “That’s right. It seems to be the case.”


  “I’m sure the terrible king told him all sorts of lies. Sticks won’t know about the situation in the forest.”


  There was only one conclusion. The 12 Te turned to Grid with serious expressions. 


  “Could you please ask Sticks to visit the forest? Tell him not to see the king but to meet the 12 Te.”


  “Eh? Y-Yes. Okay.”


  What other episodes were hidden among the elves? There must be a serious situation for them to call their king ‘terrible.’ Grid didn’t want to know because it seemed to be an annoying situation. However, it wasn’t possible for him to leave the forest immediately. He couldn’t ignore the call of the world tree!


  ‘Is it going to thank me for saving the elves?’


  Wouldn’t he receive a great gift then? Grid was filled with high expectations as he moved to the village under the elves’ guidance. Along the way, he didn’t notice that there were feelings of emptiness and anger in the silent Beniyaru’s eyes, which were different from the other 12 Te.


  However, Grid did see the notification window that appeared in front of him.


  [The one who leads the dead has been born again as a legend!]


  [The world will fall into a panic!]


  It was a world message announcing the birth of a new legend. The style of the message was somewhat different from normal. With the mention of ‘reborn’ and ‘one who leads the dead’, only one person came to mind. The aghast Grid and Overgeared members stopped in their tracks.


  “Agnus...”


  ***


  『 The sculptor Polish, who became famous at the time of his debut, has found out that he learned sculpting through Satisfy. Experts in each field claim that it is possible to learn skills in Satisfy. In fact, many organizations and countries are trying to nurture talent through Satisfy. The S.A Group... 』


  The huge castle was locked in silence. Only the voices from the TV echoed meaninglessly in the darkness. Then the capsule opened. A thin and pale man rose from it and wore a robe over his naked body. He was Agnus. His tired eyes looked at a large portrait in the middle of the room. The woman in the portrait was smiling happily. There were no traces of the unhappiness and unfortunate things that had happened before she took her own life.


  “It won’t be long until we meet again.”


  He had finally upgraded the growth type hidden class Baal’s Contractor to the legendary rating. This was the result of repeated efforts over three years. Agnus had gotten the ‘creation’ skill he had been hoping for.


  “Caroline, I will make you.”


  It didn’t matter what sacrifices he had to make, or if it was a lie and not reality. He wanted to recreate his lover who had been driven to death because of him. Then this impoverished reality would become the lie. Agnus leaned his cheek on the portrait and fell asleep.




  Chapter 837


  It was like watching wild dogs with rabies. The terrible kapen skunks that foamed at the mouth were threatening monsters which stimulated a human’s primordial fear. 


  As she faced the skunks rushing through the foothills, Royman, an Overgeared knight, yelled, “Archers! Run and seize the highlands! The spearmen and shield soldiers will buy time here with me!”


  “Waaaaahhhhh!”


  The kapen skunks appeared at the outskirts of Reinhardt every spring and were level 277. Their strength and awful stench gave hell to the knights and soldiers of the Eternal Kingdom. Due to the large casualties that occurred without exception, many tombstones were erected every spring, which produced the saying ‘there is no stone in the spring of Eternal.’


  However, Reinhardt was now part of the Overgeared Kingdom. The knights and soldiers of Overgeared confronted the kapen skunks boldly. Their flesh had been trained while farming with Piaro!


  “Haaap!” Royman moved faster than the skunks jumping on rocks, trees, and other objects as she placed her shield on the ground, embedding the sharp end of the triangular shield in it.


  As soon as the skunks approached, the ground collapsed like it had been dug with hoes. 


  “...!”


  Beasts were said to be sensitive to impending disasters. In line with this, the skunks that were flying through the steep foothills suddenly stopped with surprise. Then while they were startled by the sudden landslide, arrows rained down on them. Royman and the soldiers bought time while the archers occupied the highlands.


  “Good!”


  The jaffa arrows pierced the skunks and turned them to gray one by one. Pillars of light fell onto Royman and her people several times. It was the symbol of a level up.


  ***


  “There is a signal from Sua’s group! The skunks in the Buren Valley have been completely eradicated!”


  “There is a signal from Bland’s group! The skunks in the Fortina Field have been completely eradicated!”


  “Royman’s group has sent a signal!”


  “Okay. Then the southern section has also been cleaned.”


  In the outer barracks, Lauel couldn’t hide his satisfied smile as he conducted the army with a map in front of him. He remembered the painful first spring they experienced after establishing the Overgeared Kingdom. 


  Many villages on the outskirts of Reinhardt had been destroyed by the group of skunks, and countless people lost their lives or become refugees. It had been almost impossible to eradicate the skunks, considering their high breeding rate and the lacking power of the Overgeared members at the time. There would’ve been irreversible damage without Overgeared members like Pon and Regas.


  However, as the years passed, the Overgeared Kingdom became stronger. The talent Grid brought over from the East Continent, the people Piaro trained, and the army Asmophel raised meant that this year’s military power was the strongest ever. After they repelled the scary skunks in just two days, Lauel felt that their military power was hundreds of times stronger than before.


  ‘It is a reward that burns the soul.’ 


  Lauel thought that the efforts and hardships of the past were worth it. He felt proud of his contribution to the development of the kingdom, despite suffering from hair loss.


  ‘But...’ 


  He couldn’t be satisfied with just this. The Overgeared Kingdom wasn’t the best yet. The Saharan Empire wasn’t the only threat to the kingdom. There was also the relatively recent threat of the Valhalla Kingdom. Furthermore, there was one more person.


  ‘Agnus...’


  A few minutes ago, there was a world message about the birth of a new legend. One of the strongest enemies had been reborn as a legend, and this made Lauel nervous. The responsibility of raising the Overgeared Kingdom’s strength even further weighed down on his shoulders.


  ‘Things have become twisted in many ways.’


  It wasn’t hard to speculate that Agnus’ class, Baal’s Contractor, had grown to the legendary level. Additionally, a growth type class probably didn’t have the level reset when it reached legend. 


  Lauel hadn’t expected Agnus to become a legend so fast. This had been due to Agnus’ method of gameplay. Someone had said, ‘There is no one who dies as often as Agnus among the high rankers.’ Agnus was a rare type of ranker who wasn’t afraid of death. Death in Satisfy meant a decline in growth, which had made Lauel predict that the timing of Agnus’ upgrade wouldn’t take place for a long time.


  ‘But it was the opposite...’ Lauel felt a chill as he thought about Agnus and realized what Agnus’ frequent deaths meant. ‘It means he has been continuously challenging content with little or no information.’


  Agnus pursued a high risk, high-return gameplay method that was more like thorough calculations than madness. It was the reason why Agnus had stayed at 7th in the rankings for so many years despite dying so often.


  ‘He has his own standards. He can bear this level of damage until he reaches a shortcut... He has his own criteria...’


  There was only one conclusion that could be made. Unlike what was known, Agnus wasn’t as mad as he seemed on the surface. Was Agnus a much stronger enemy than Lauel assumed? Lauel shivered and gulped as he realized this.


  -Grid: Lauel. Send people to become a bus for Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl.


  A whisper came to Lauel from Grid.


  -Grid: We have to raise them in order to be able to fight against Agnus. Additionally, raise the offerings to the Rebecca Church by three times. It doesn’t matter if there is a deficit. I will fill up the lacking money with my own money. We need more priests in order to fight an undead army. And in my personal opinion, there are NPCs who have completed training in the academy. Can’t we use them now? 


  -Lauel: Yes. I understand.


  Lauel’s anxiety disappeared as he responded to Grid’s orders and opinions. So what if Agnus was stronger than he expected? It didn’t matter. After all, his master was also growing more than expected!


  ***


  A towering tree soared into the sky. A few hundred meters away from the gigantic world tree, there was an elf village with houses made of dense branches.


  “What?”


  “Is this okay?”


  Jishuka, Faker, Huroi, Pon, Regas, and Chris. The elite members of Overgeared were surprised and confused as they visited the elf village with Grid. It was due to Grid’s order to move away from national affairs and concentrate on their personal growth.


  “Realistically, it is impossible. Look at Jishuka and Chris. Since the founding of the kingdom, they have been in charge of Bairan and Reidan. The two cities will become inoperable if they don’t do their jobs.”


  “That’s right. The kingdom will fall into confusion.”


  Becoming a lord was a dream for all players. They could build up their own territory, accumulating great wealth and power based on the taxes that came from there. However, a high status meant great responsibility.


  Jishuka’s and Chris’ workloads were considerable. Assuming that they played Satisfy for 14 hours a day, at least a quarter of that time was spent on territory management. It was the same for the other lords. The lords of the country had their respective roles and were obliged to carry out these duties. The entire Overgeared Kingdom would become a mess if key members like Jishuka, Chris, and Pon didn’t do their jobs. 


  However, Grid didn’t withdraw his command. 


  “It’s okay. In the past few years, the Overgeared Kingdom has been able to develop thanks to you sacrificing your personal time. Now it is time to prove this development.”


  “What?”


  “I have secured NPCs to do your jobs.”


  “What?”


  Lauel had been struggling since the founding of the Overgeared Kingdom. Administrator Rabbit was the only NPC who could help Lauel with his work. Finding an NPC with administrative talent was like picking a star from the sky.


  “Rabbit has selected talents and Sticks trained them at the academy.”


  They trained people in administrative work, just like Piaro and Asmophel trained people in military work.


  “Now, we aren’t lacking talents. Most of the work you are doing right now will be replaced by the new talents in the future. You have suffered a lot in the meantime. I am grateful for the work and congratulate you for being able to escape it.”


  Agnus was a very aggressive person. He had dealt with both the Overgeared members and Valhalla before becoming a legend, and it was unknown how strong that monster would be now. It was likely that he would continue jumping without limit. Grid needed to be prepared for this.


  “Go with the flow. As I said earlier, all of you should focus on your personal growth. Shouldn’t you change to your fourth advancement class?”


  Lim Cheolho had stated it clearly a few years ago at a press conference. A normal class would eventually become as powerful as a hidden class due to the class advancements. Grid had felt somewhat deprived as a legendary class, but now he realized he had been wrong.


  ‘It doesn’t mean I will have a disadvantage if everyone is strong.’


  Why?


  ‘Now I have the best colleagues by my side.’


  No matter how strong he was, there were many talented people in the Overgeared Guild who excelled at certain areas more than others. Grid believed in them and wanted to rely on their strength. 


  ‘I also have to become stronger.’


  By the time the normal classes became as strong as legendary classes...


  ‘I will be a myth-rated class.’


  It wasn’t a joke or arrogance. Grid had absorbed the power of great demons and produced several myth-rated items. So, he was sincerely looking at all the possibilities. Grid asked the cute elf called Deruyaru, “Speaking of my colleagues, can they hunt the ancient species while staying in the forest for a while?” 


  Aside from Deruyaru, the eyes of the 12 Te widened.


  “Do you know how strong the ancient species are?” 


  “It is too dangerous if your colleagues aren’t as strong as you. They will lose their limbs.”


  “That’s right. It is good for us if you hunt the ancient species, but... you are placing too big a burden on your colleagues. Please forget it.” The 12 Te refused Grid’s request due to how much they liked him.


  However, in the midst of this turmoil, Deruyaru opened her mouth, “We don’t need to worry about Grid’s colleagues. They are all strong. I saw it myself.”


  “...”


  Weren’t humans originally weak creatures? Were they mistaken? Grid shrugged at the confused 12 Te. “There are dozens of kids who are as strong as they are. I will call them all to the forest in order to hunt. We will get rid of the ancient species.”


  “Y-Yes...” It was too absurd to be a bluff. The 12 Te shook before nodding. Then a warm voice rang out in the air, -Children of the forest. The human loved by the goddess of light. Give him and his colleagues the blessing of the elementals.


  It was the world tree. Grid and the Overgeared members were now experiencing a fraudulent event.


  [The world tree has given you a huge blessing!]


  [Player Grid and all the players in the Grid-led forces will be able to contract with elementals. However, it is limited to lower elementals. The attribute can’t be selected. The attribute will be given at random.]


  [The benefit will only apply to existing members. Any new members won’t receive this benefit.]


  Grid’s soul was leaving him when he heard the trembling voices of Jishuka and the Overgeared members.


  “...I love Grid.”


  “Me too...”


  “Me too.”


  “...”




  Chapter 838


  [Thanks to the player ‘Grid’, you have received the blessing of the world tree. You can now make contracts with lower elementals.]


  [You must meet the world tree in order to make a contract with the elementals.]


  It felt like they had just received a bunch of money while sitting down doing nothing. The Overgeared members cheered at the notification window that suddenly popped up.


  “God Grid, what did he do again?”


  “It is great! He hits a jackpot every time he goes somewhere!”


  “Grid is the best!” 


  Making a contract with elementals...! This was uncharted territory for most players, which gave them even greater expectations. The excited Overgeared members started preparing to travel in the order that Lauel decided. The destination was naturally the World Tree’s Forest.


  ***


  -Lauel: Yes. Only the players belonging to the Overgeared Guild, not the Overgeared Kingdom, are eligible to contract with the elementals.


  -Grid: I’m glad.


  -Lauel: Yes. Unconditional rewards shouldn’t be given to people who can move to other kingdoms at any time. By the way, have you signed with an elemental?


  -Grid: I’m going to try it now.


  Grid stood in front of the world tree as he grasped the situation through Lauel’s whisper. It was a huge tree that he couldn’t see the end of. His neck hurt as he turned his head to measure the tree’s size. The Overgeared members, Mercedes, and even the unthinking Jude gulped. The humans, who were proud about dominating the world, became infinitely smaller in front of the infinite mysteries of nature.


  “I greet the mother of the forest,” Grid respectfully greeted the world tree. It wasn’t an attitude based on any calculations, he truly was honored. Just like the others, Grid was overwhelmed by the world tree.


  The voice of the world tree was warm and sweet. [You who have received the love of the goddess of light after exercising a strong will... I am grateful to you for helping my children. The protection of the elementals will forever be with you...]


  ‘Elementals!’ Grid’s heart thumped.


  Beniyaru’s elementals had neutralized Mercedes’ and Grid’s attacks. The mighty image of a burning giant and a beautiful woman came to mind, amplifying his expectations.


  ‘It doesn’t matter if they are lower elementals.’


  It would be great!


  Duguen duguen! Grid was unable to calm his beating heart and knelt before the world tree. This was according to the procedure that the elves described. There was a flash of light that was brighter than the sun, but it didn’t blind him. Additionally, it was warm. The green light wrapped around Grid’s body gently.


  “Ah...” Grid couldn’t help letting out a groan. His mind and body relaxed the moment he was wrapped in the light, and a feeling of infinite happiness rose within him. It was like laying in a futon on the night before a holiday. He wanted time to stop right here. However, he couldn’t relax. The brightly lit up Grid opened his eyes.


  “I, Grid, want to contract with an elemental!”


  The light surrounding Grid grew stronger as if responding to his call. Simultaneously...


  [The lower elementals are looking at you.]


  [The lower fire elementals are scared after feeling a fire hotter than them and have run away!]


  [The lower water elementals trying to reach you have evaporated and disappeared!]


  [The lower earth elementals smelled the metals on you and have hidden in the ground!] 


  [The lower wind elementals realize they can’t wrap around you and have passed by!]


  “...??” Grid panicked when notification windows which were completely different to his expectations popped up. In particular, he was greatly disappointed that the fire elementals had escaped.


  ‘I thought the fire elementals would be a hint to achieve the Duke of Fire.’


  The great magician Braham had said that it had been due to the Duke of Fire that Pagma had been surrounded by flames while hammering. It had been from this point that Pagma’s status went up. This supported the fact that blacksmiths and fire were highly compatible with each other. So, Grid naturally wanted the fire elemental. Yet they had run away! Additionally, all the other elementals didn’t want him!


  “What is this?”


  The tranquility that came from the light around him was lost. Just when Grid was nervous that a contract with an elemental might not be possible, another notification window appeared.


  [The world tree admires your big vessel that can’t be filled with lower elementals. The world tree has called for the hidden elementals!]


  [The lower elementals of light and darkness have appeared!]


  “Ah...!”


  Round masses of darkness and light descended from the sun and the covered moon, surprising the many elves watching the ceremony. It was because the light and dark elementals were the symbol of the ‘royal family’ that not even the 12 Te could have.


  He might be their savior but he was still a human. Yet Grid was going to be chosen by a light or dark elemental? It was something that the elves couldn’t understand. On the other hand, the Overgeared members, Mercedes, and Jude were calm because they had no information about elementals. They didn’t know anything and kept watching the elemental contract ceremony silently.


  Meanwhile, Grid was suffering once again.


  [The lower light elemental is consumed by the darkness hidden inside you!]


  [The lower dark elemental is lost in the light of Goddess Rebecca, who has blessed you!]


  [The world tree is embarrassed!]


  “What?”


  Wasn’t this too much? Grid’s anxiety was amplified as the elementals of light and darkness disappeared. He was forced to feel like this since he had been rejected by all the elementals. The voice of the world tree entered the ears of the trembling Grid, [The goddess of light’s love toward you is greater than you thought. Yet you also have a great darkness in your heart.]


  “Is this the end?” Grid asked bluntly.


  The world tree took special measures. [I watched from beginning to end as you struggled to protect my children in the forest. I can’t ignore your grace, so I will give you a greater blessing.]


  [The intermediate elementals are looking at you.]


  [The intermediate fire elementals are scared after feeling a fire hotter than them and have run away!]


  [The intermediate water elementals trying to reach you have evaporated and disappeared!]


  [The intermediate earth elementals smelled the metals on you and have hidden in the ground!] 


  [The intermediate wind elementals realize they can’t wrap around you and have passed by!]


  [The intermediate light elemental...]


  [The intermediate dark elemental...]


  ....


  ...


  “...”


  The same thing happened again. Like the lower elementals, the intermediate elementals couldn’t endure Grid’s presence.


  ‘Isn’t this too much?’


  Was he not going to get a reward? Then it happened when Grid was cursing in his mind...


  [The advanced elementals are looking at you.]


  The world tree called for the advanced elementals. Elementals resembling Beniyaru’s elementals appeared around Grid.


  “Wow.”


  The world tree hadn’t given up? Grid was stunned. However, the 12 Te protested violently.


  “Mother! I understand Mother’s heart but you have to be careful!”


  “We don’t doubt Grid but we are concerned about the weakness of the human mind. Humans can become corrupted by excessive power. Mother, think about the seven malignant people who gained the power of a god and became corrupted. Grid might become a new malignant person.”


  “That’s right! The emergence of a malignant evil in this era with no Hero King will signal the destruction of this world! Calm down, Mother!”


  The seven malignant people—Grid’s strongest passive skill, God's Command had originated from them. Who would’ve expected the name to pop out of the elves’ mouths? Grid’s eyes widened with surprise as he muttered, “I am the Hero King...”


  “What?”


  “What?!!”


  The 12 Te were astonished.


  [That’s right. You are a human beloved by the goddess of light and the Hero King. I can trust you.]


  The world tree was determined. The advanced elementals tried to reach Grid only to stop repeatedly. Unlike the lower and intermediate elementals, the advanced elementals spoke in the human language. 


  “This is a human already good at dealing with fire. My flames won’t be a great help to this human.”


  “It is too hot and bad for me. When water disappears when I near him.”


  “Um... Ummm... The power of the earth... Not required... Umm... I don’t think... Um..”


  “He is called Grid? He already has the power of a storm. My wind won’t help. Hmm, the elemental kings might be needed.”


  The advanced elementals also rejected Grid. Then the advanced light and dark elementals appeared belatedly. There was a white sphere with the size of a soccer ball. The cute ball of light with yellow half-moon eyes spoke first, “I like it. This person’s light is like Mother’s light. The hidden darkness is scary but I can overcome it. I like it.”


  There was a black sphere that resembled the light elemental. The red-eyed black sphere adamantly rejected Grid, “I don’t like it. This child has more light than darkness. I don’t like it.”


  So, it was decided. The important thing in contracting with an elemental was the will of the elemental. Grid didn’t worry about this part.


  [Light elemental, be with him forever.]


  “Okay!” The light elemental consented to the world tree’s request.


  [You have succeeded in contracting with the light elemental!]


  [The title ‘Light Elemental (Advanced) Contractor’ has been acquired.]


  [Light Elemental (Advanced) Contractor]


  [You can use the advanced light elemental.


  Current level of the light elemental: 1


  -Available Elemental Techniques-


  * The energy of the advanced elemental is infinite. An advanced elemental doesn’t consume the resources of the contractor.


  [Sword of Light]


  Makes the elemental into a sword of light.


  It will follow the contract and help the contractor secure visibility in the dark. When an enemy with the attribute of darkness is found, it will move by itself and attack the enemy.


  The attack power of the Sword of Light is affected by the contractor’s physical attack power and magic attack power.


  * This skill can be maintained at all times. However, separate techniques can’t be used in the Sword of Light state.


  [Flash]


  The light elemental will ‘instantaneously’ move to the target pointed out by the contractor.


  If the target is an enemy, it will shine intensely and blind the target for 0.3 seconds. The target can’t resist the blindness effect.


  If the target is the contractor’s ally, it will shine brightly and give the target a one-time ‘dark attack resistance’ effect.


  Cooldown Time: 5 minutes.]


  “...Amazing.”


  There was a CC that couldn’t be resisted as well as an autonomous attack power. Although it was limited to a dark target, it could surpass a Sword Saint’s cognition. This was just the performance of a level 1 elemental. Grid didn’t know how great the elemental would be when the level rose. 


  The 12 Te weren’t exaggerating when they were worried about the seven malignant people. Jishuka’s eyes turned to heart shapes as the Sword of Light started to hover beside Grid. “A visual explosion...”


  It was like the lights that were set up for shooting commercials with celebrities. The power of the light was almost fraudulent. Grid was becoming equipped with more systems.




  Chapter 839


  [The lower wind elemental whispers that it will make your arrows faster.]


  [The lower wind elemental whispers that it will your spear lighter.]


  [The lower wind elemental whispers that it will your mouth lighter.]


  “Why is it my mouth?”


  “...??”


  Jishuka, Pon, and Huroi contracted with wind elementals.


  [The lower earth elemental promises to make your body more solid.]


  Regas succeeded in contracting with an earth elemental. 


  It was a bit disappointing after seeing Grid contract with an advanced spirit, but they didn’t express it. After all, if it wasn’t for Grid, they wouldn’t even have the opportunity to contract with an elemental. It was an undeserved honor for them to even contract with a lower elemental.


  ‘Good.’


  Jishuka and Pon had their attack speed and attack accuracy increased slightly due to the lower wind elemental, while Huroi had his talking speed increased thanks to the wind elemental. Regas gained more resistance and defense due to the earth elemental, making him fully satisfied. He was particularly joyful because his low defense had grabbed his ankle several times.


  Meanwhile, Faker and Chris received great fortune.


  [The lower wind elemental notices that you are faster than it and has retreated with frustration.]


  [The intermediate wind elemental whispers that it is going to have fun with you.]


  [All lower elementals have felt the qualities of a tyrant and have run away.]


  [The intermediate earth elemental promises to govern your rough nature.]


  After seeing the people who successfully contracted with the intermediate elementals, Chris established a hypothesis that the most important factor when contracting with a higher elemental was a ‘higher rated class’. The basis for this hypothesis was the two men who managed to make contracts with intermediate elementals. Faker had received the second class ‘Shadow Master’s Student’ after Khan’s death while Chris had the second class ‘Tyrant.’


  “It is highly likely. Isn’t this why Grid contracted with an advanced spirit?”


  “Hrmm... We will know for sure when we see the result of Yura’s contract.”


  Would Demon Slayer Yura succeed in contracting with an advanced elemental like Grid? Grid and all the members of Overgeared were filled with expectations.


  ***


  There was a thick fog around the poisonous river. It was a terrible fog that caused the ‘poisoned’ state when it was breathed in. The volcanoes in the area were active and the earth was shaking with agitation. The sense of balance was lost. The boiling lava melted skin with heat alone and didn’t allow any living thing to enter.


  This was the 32nd Hell. It was full of chaos after losing its ruler, Belial. Creatures were no longer controlled, and its residents had long since left their homes. Only hungry demonic creatures were left wandering aimlessly. In this place, gunshots rang out, announcing the deaths of the demonic beasts.


  Tatang! Tang tang!


  A demonic beast turned to gray whenever the gun fired. Dozens of pillars of gray ash kept rising through the fog. The demonic beasts witnessed their kin being killed and lost momentum. Their tails dropped, making them seem like puppies as they ran away.


  However, the beauty didn’t miss any of them. She jumped through the space itself and shoved her sword into the mouths of the retreating demonic beasts. The Demon Slayer’s beautiful white skin looked red as blood splashed on her.


  “Sigh... Sigh...”


  Any communication with the human world was blocked in hell. It was impossible to live alone in this barren landscape with a normal mentality.


  Yura had never lost her composure apart from when she dealt with Grid. However, life in hell was hard. Her body and mind had long been exhausted. Now, she couldn’t tell if the screams that constantly rang in her ears were real or false, and her thoughts were a mess.


  Nonetheless, Yura kept moving forward. She walked without resting in the unchanging scenery that she had seen for several months already and pointed her gun at a demonic beast.


  Tatang!


  She longed to be qualified to stand at the same level as Grid, who had collapsed the sky to become the new sky. Yura wanted to feel proud again. Desperately wanting to be the best again, she wanted to prove that the Demon Slayer class she had selected wasn’t lacking compared to Sword Saint and Pagma's Descendant. She didn’t want to be ashamed with facing Grid. Furthermore, she didn’t want to be a burden to Grid after abandoning the Yatan Church for the Overgeared Kingdom.


  “...?” Yura stopped in place as she was moving forward. Then her eyes shook. It was because she felt a change in the landscape of hell that had been the same for two months. In the distance, she saw a black castle covered in fog.


  ‘Belial’s Castle?’ Yura gulped as the light of the castle reflected in her eyes.


  She was filled with hope that perhaps something left in the ownerless castle would help her. There might be a fierce monster, but she was convinced there would be a treasure to help her grow further. This wasn’t without basis. Considering the symbolism of a great demon’s castle, Yura’s expectations were reasonable.


  A huge dusty gate opened instantly under Yura’s hands.


  “...” Yura’s eyes narrowed as she observed the scenery outside the castle. Had the demonic beasts eaten themselves after becoming hungry? The outside of the castle was filled with the stench of rotting corpses. Yura’s footsteps were careful while she moved forward. As the distance to the front doors narrowed, she started to detect ‘something.’ She wasn’t mistaken.


  [The Demon Slayer’s intuition has felt a strong demonic energy.] 


  [You will enter the Prepared to Die Posture. The extremely concentrated magic bullets will have a 10% increase in the creation speed and physical defense will increase by 15%. Magic resistance has increased by 20%.] 


  The passive skill that hadn’t activated when she faced the 32nd Great Demon Belial told Yura something. The gift beyond the door would be much larger than her expectations. Yura gulped and controlled her thoughts. ‘I am over level 300 now.’


  This place was also hell. It was a stage that maximized a Demon Slayer’s abilities. The present Yura was incomparable to during the time of the Belial raid. Yura recognized this fact and overcame her fear, pushing open the door with her small, fine hands. The rusty iron made an unpleasant sound as it was opened, but it was the ‘man’ on the throne in the dark great hall that caused chills to run over Yura’s skin.


  “Why are you here?” Yura’s voice trembled as she asked the man sitting on the throne. The last time she was so blatantly shaken had been when she faced Grid.


  Why? Grid was the one who always transcended her expectations. Yes, like right now.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.” 


  The man raised his body from the throne. He took one and then two steps forward before dancing. His sharp eyes, reminiscent of a bird of prey, stared at her.


  “Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.”


  The atrocious surge of energy moved with a fierce momentum and hit Yura.


  “...!!!”


  The giant castle that was the symbol of the 32nd Great Demon’s supremacy collapsed like a sand castle. 


  ***


  In the past few years, the Overgeared members had actively utilized Grid’s reputation and abilities. They had called in people by using Grid’s name, and Lauel had selected talents to join the Overgeared Guild.


  Now, the Overgeared Guild had reached 620 people. It was unbalanced since more than half of them were production-oriented classes. However, it was natural since the ‘army’ of the kingdom meant production classes were more valuable than combat classes.


  “All the blacksmiths have contracted with the fire elementals?”


  “Yes. Panmir as well.”


  “Shit... Why am I the only one with a light elemental? Isn’t Pagma's Descendant a blacksmith?” Grid’s obsession with the Duke of Fire was greater than imagined. It couldn’t be helped since he was pursuing Pagma’s shadow.


  Lauel soothed the grumbling Grid, “Isn’t the light elemental a higher class spirit? I heard that they are elementals of the royal family. Isn’t it better than the fire elemental? Be calm and satisfied.”


  “I know that. However, it isn’t very good if the target isn’t of the dark attribute.”


  “In’t the water elemental a counter for the fire elemental? What result would ever give 100% satisfaction?”


  “No, think about it. How convenient would it be if I had a fire elemental? It would be comfortable when I’m making an item and it’d be easy to cook rice while traveling.”


  “...You only eat beef jerky anyway.”


  Grid’s words were just petty grumbles, so Lauel gave up trying to calm Grid and looked outside. Hundreds of Overgeared members were standing before the world tree. Their contracts with the elementals were successful, and they were full of happiness as they cheered for Grid.


  “In any case, it is really great. I always admire your performance.”


  “Did you sign with an elemental?” 


  “Of course. I followed the attraction of my soul and communicated with an elemental as soon as I entered the forest.”


  As he stared at the laughing Lauel, Grid asked carefully, “Did you contract with a dark spirit?”


  “That’s right. I hesitated for a moment between the fire and dark spirit due to the black flame dragon sealed in my arm, but I eventually decided on the dark elemental.”


  “Crazy!”


  At this point, the game system was creepy. It seemed to penetrate the personality of the target person perfectly. Lauel asked for a final confirmation from Grid, “If the Overgeared members team up in groups of eight, they can raid the ancient species called the bear-wolf... Are you sure there is nothing wrong with this command?”


  “Yes.”


  “Don’t you know that the current full power of the Overgeared members can attempt the Belial raid again?”


  “Yes.”


  “The bear-wolves are that strong?”


  “They are strong. That’s why I’m leaving Mercedes and Jude behind. They will take responsibility for the safety of the guild members when they’re hunting and growing together in the forest.”


  “Really... Will you really go alone?”


  Grid had declared that he would invade and destroy the city of Merchant King Kir alone. As such, Lauel couldn’t help feeling worried. Although Grid had taken care of Kir’s elite knights, there were still thousands of troops left in the city. There would even be hundreds of players. There were also dozens of high rankers who had ties to Kir due to the items he had given them. Did it make sense to be able to defeat them with one person? Despite having a grasp of Grid’s strength, Lauel thought it was impossible. The recent growth of the rankers was scary, and the trend was gradually rising.


  Grid shrugged. “Don’t worry. I have become much stronger.”


  Kir’s chance of escaping had disappeared the moment Agnus became a legend. He had to shatter Kir to a level that made it impossible for him to recover. This was a natural need when considering Kir’s personality.


  “I have to hurry. Kir might’ve already made contact with Agnus.”


  The Saharan Empire, Immortal, the Yatan Church, and the great demons... 


  Grid had no intention of neglecting a variable in the upcoming wars which couldn’t be avoided. The determined Grid left the World Tree’s Forest and headed for the city of Merchant King Kir.




  Chapter 840


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  “U-Ugh!”


  In the collapsed wreckage of the castle, Yura’s head was dizzy as she barely escaped from the pile of rocks. Why was Grid in a place like this? Why did he attack her? Furthermore, she was driven to death with ‘one blow’? She had never imagined this situation. It was difficult to make a reasonable judgment due to the confusion that surged in like a tsunami. Her willpower was scattered. She didn’t know what she was doing, what situation she was in, and what she had to do.


  ‘No.’ Yura gritted her teeth and regained her composure. Grid didn’t have a reason to visit hell at the present time. The opponent who attacked her couldn’t be Grid.


  That’s right.


  ‘This person isn’t Grid.’


  Her confusion was settled. Yura moved through the remnants of the castle. Then she confronted the mysterious person who had driven her to death in a single blow.


  “Grid...” Yura’s eyes widened as she confirmed the name of the mysterious person. The name ‘Grid’ was present on top of the person who looked like Grid. However, the golden shining name made him clearly different from Grid. He had the symbol of a named NPC.


  “What is this?”


  Why did a named NPC version of Grid exist, and why was he located in hell? In the midst of her growing confusion, Yura made several hypotheses.


  ‘Is it Yatan black magic?’ Were they trying to assassinate her for betraying the church? ‘Perhaps there is a demonkin that can copy people’s appearances...’


  In any case, he was an enemy. Yura drank a potion and aimed her gun at Grid’s head.


  “Question,” the demonkin who borrowed Grid’s appearance spoke in a voice that also resembled Grid’s, “Are you human? Are you the same creature as Grid?”


  “...!” The demonkin’s question was enough to increase Yura’s confusion. ‘Do you know Grid?’


  Then demonkin’s questions continued. “Surprise. It is the first time I’ve seen a human here.”


  “...”


  “Question. Can Grid come here?”


  He knew about Grid and was obsessed with Grid? Yura heard the question and asked, “Are you looking for someone called Grid?”


  “Answer. That’s right.”


  “What is your relationship with him?”


  “Answer. There is no relationship.”


  “Then why are you looking for him?”


  “Answer. I have to kill him.”


  “Why?”


  “Answer. I was born for the sake of killing Grid.”


  “You... Who are you?”


  “Subtle. Grid?”


  “...” Yura’s hair started rising. She felt an extreme fear despite the man in front of her having the same appearance, voice, and name as Grid. However, she wasn’t afraid of him because he was strong. This was a more primitive type of fear. The man cocked his head. “Question. Does our conversation mean anything?”


  “...” Yura stepped back. This wasn’t an unidentified monster whose ego was incomplete but a bomb that she couldn’t deal with. So, she turned around and ran away.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Flower.” Dozens of energy blades reminiscent of a flower blooming appeared.


  “...!!” Yura’s vision flashed red. Once again, the blow dealt her a serious injury. Fortunately, her health was still in the unit of 10s. She escaped from the ruins without looking back. However, the man in the hall didn’t chase after her. Instead, he returned his rusted sword to its sheath and muttered, “Difficult. Need to find a new home...”


  Who was he? He had never thought about it. He only knew that he had to kill Grid.


  ***


  “I will make it so that the gangster can’t piss anymore! Funny, how funny! How are the other rankers so incompetent that they are pushed by that fool?”


  There was a small city with a population of 30,000 at the eastern end of the Gauss Kingdom—Penan. It was a city that Merchant King Kir had bought for a large sum of 20 million gold. He had paid 10 billion won in cash, but he hadn’t thought it was a waste of money.


  If he developed the city as planned, he would be able to withdraw his investment in seven years of game time and turn it into a surplus. Yet it was all wasted now because of Grid. The first large-scale project that would’ve been a stepping stone for profit had failed due to Grid’s interference. This morning, he lost more money than what his city was worth.


  Kir resented Grid’s ‘ignorance’ more than his ‘evil.’


  “Stupid bastard! Doesn’t he know that joining hands with me will result in a huge profit for him? Why did he have to make me so tired by becoming my enemy?”


  It was always like this. Low intelligence caused disgust to form inside him. In short, Grid was a lump of cancer. Reminded of Grid, Kir was feeling resentful and irritated when he received good news.


  “Earl Taru has promised to support with his troops.”


  “Okay. It is natural.” Originally, Penan had been one of Earl Taru’s countless cities. The amount of money Kir had given Earl Taru in the process of purchasing Penan was significant. “How much money did I give him? He can’t refuse my request if he has a conscience.”


  Kir was in a dangerous condition because he had lost many troops and three knights to Grid. His top priority was securing as many troops as possible. He had to expand his business quickly to recover the lost money, but this required force. As soon as he resurrected, he had contacted Immortal in order to secure some military strength.


  “I didn’t think we would meet this way.” The door opened and a white-haired man appeared. The man who shook hands with Kir was Veradin.


  Merchant King Kir smiled brightly and grabbed Veradin’s hand with both hands. “Thank you for accepting the invitation.”


  “I am the one who should be thankful.” 


  Immortal had lost their place due to the Overgeared Kingdom’s killing order. It was hard to find a safe place to go since they were always chased by players. Then they received an invitation from Merchant King Kir. It was a proposal to stay in Kir’s city.


  Veradin faced Kir and smiled. “Were you hit by Grid?”


  “...What?” Kir hadn’t said anything about what he’d gone through and why he had called Immortal. So why did Grid’s name pop up randomly?


  Veradin shrugged at the confused Kir. “Aren’t you famous for always putting your best interests first? If you were in a normal situation, you wouldn’t go against Grid by inviting us.”


  Yes, Kir wouldn’t do anything against Grid unless he was an idiot. That’s why Veradin guessed that Kir had already been hit by Grid. Kir sighed deeply. “Well... I didn’t intend to hide it. Your guess is right. I was hit by that damn Grid and have a debt to repay.”


  Veradin’s eyes shone. “Interesting. Why don’t you tell me more?”


  “The beginning started with...” 


  Kir needed Immortal’s cooperation and was obliged to make them a perfect ally. So, he explained in detail about what happened to him. However, he reduced the amount of damage he’d suffered and hid his relationship with the Yatan Church. Then the lengthy explanation ended.


  “Yes. You went through a lot of trouble. You also suffered damage from the villain called Grid. Okay. Immortal will stay here and help you. Victims should help each other. Otherwise, who will help us?” Veradin gave Kir a satisfactory answer. “We will make this place our base and reserve our strength. Immortal will do our best to carry out your instructions.”


  “Good. I will also support Immortal by providing items. By the way... what about Agnus?”


  In fact, it was because of Agnus that Kir first thought about Immortal. The world message which spoke about Agnus becoming a legend gave Kir hope. He assumed that it would be easier to get revenge on Grid if he had Agnus. However, he couldn’t see Agnus here at all. He was feeling troubled by how Veradin responded like it was nothing, “Isn’t Agnus famous? At this moment, he is freely wandering the continent and enjoying the moment.”


  “What about the kill order?”


  “What is the use of a kill order against him? Who would dare to hurt Agnus apart from Grid directly?"


  “Haha! I see.”


  “Yes, don’t worry. Agnus will arrive after we deal with the miscellaneous matters.”


  That was a lie. Veradin had lost Agnus’ trust due to the Reinhardt invasion, so Agnus’ attitude was now very different from the past. He didn’t leave any tasks to Veradin and completely neglected Immortal. However, Veradin couldn’t reveal this fact. It was obvious that Immortal would be nothing without Agnus. Additionally, he believed that Agnus would find him again someday.


  “Shall we talk about future plans?”


  “First of all, I will raise money. I will gather money from all types of commercial areas, regardless of means and methods. I will then develop talent and weapons.”


  “Is this to defend yourself against Grid?”


  “That isn’t enough. I must take everything away from Grid.”


  “Haha! It is a great mindset. Okay. Let’s join forces to flatten Grid.”


  “Is it enough to flatten Grid? We will destroy everything. Hahaha!”


  The sound of the two men’s laughter filled the colorfully decorated office.


  The two men planned to get revenge on Grid and believed it was fully feasible. After all, the stronger the Overgeared Kingdom became, the more people became jealous of them. Thus, Kir and Veradin were confident that they could trample on the Overgeared Kingdom.


  This was something Grid and Lauel were concerned about. They couldn’t give any room to people who had already become enemies.


  “K-Kir!”


  “Veradin! He came!”


  “...?”


  The cheerfully laughing Veradin and Kir closed their mouths and stiffened at the same time. Their faces turned pale as their rushing colleagues explained the situation.


  “What?”


  ***


  “At that time, I was careless.”


  “That’s right.”


  Boutian and Arisa—the two high rankers belonging to Merchant King Kir’s forces—replayed the fight in the forest.


  “It was a shame when I tried to use magic to blow him away. It would’ve been enough to tie up his feet.”


  If he had blocked the movements that were required for Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Grid’s power would’ve been weakened by several times. They had analyzed Grid’s weak points in the National Competition videos but hadn’t been able to utilize them due to their greed.


  Boutian was filled with frustration while Arisa confessed honestly, “We made a lot of mistakes. I was too conscious of Blackening and got caught off guard. It would’ve been easier if I did my best from the beginning...”


  Then Tarot, who was sitting quietly between the two people, laughed. “You should’ve taken me along. I would’ve been able to hunt Grid easily. Isn’t that right?”


  Tarot was someone with Blackening, like Grid. He had gained a mighty power during a great demon quest and evolved into a half-demonkin. Even Boutian and Arisa were deeply regretful that he hadn’t encountered Grid at this time.


  “Ah, it was a chance to hunt him and get bonuses.” 


  “It couldn’t be helped. You had a separate mission.”


  “That was a mistake in the first place. If you waited until my mission ended, you wouldn’t have gone through such humiliation... Huh?” Tarot was blaming Kir’s stupidity when he let out a sound of confusion. He rubbed his eyes a few times before pointing at the gate.


  “Isn’t that Grid?”


  “What?”


  Boutian and Arisa frowned at the same time. They thought that Tarot was joking in this serious atmosphere. Tarot licked his lips like he had a delicious meal in front of him. “Ah, how bad is a human’s vision? It has been a few months since I’ve been a human, so I have forgotten.”


  “What are you doing?”


  It was too much to fool around. Boutian and Arisa became confused as Tarot suddenly used Blackening. Unfortunately, Tarot wasn’t joking right now. He pulled out a red sword and jumped toward the gate. Then a white sword of light flew and pierced his brow.


  “...Eh?” Tarot was stunned as he lost half his health from the one blow. He lost his momentum and fell helplessly. Then a man passed by him, and Tarot was hit with hundreds of energy blades and turned to gray.


  Boutian and Arise hurriedly shouted, “E-Emergency!”


  “Gather the entire army right now!”


  “100,000 Army Massacre Sword.”


  “...!!” 


  Alarm bells rang as a wild beast appeared in the city.




  Chapter 841


  TL: Please read this announcement. I am specifically posting it at the top to ensure that people read it.


  Satisfy boasted freedom that went beyond reality and had a vast worldview that was close to infinite. It would take years to explore the continent and find the unique food of each region. However, humans pursued their own path. 


  Some people enjoyed Satisfy in a way that was no different from existing games. They were typical rankers, who were obsessed with maintaining their ranking or reaching a higher ranking. This meant they spent most of their time connected to Satisfy in hunting grounds. They abandoned the ordinary content that others enjoyed and focused on hunting. Thanks to their efforts, they became rankers and could earn wealth and honor.


  However, Grid was different.


  [Name: Grid


  Level: 362


  Class: Pagma’s Descendant (Conditional Great Magician)


  Title: One who Became a Legend and 25 others (If you want to view the list, please click for a detailed view)


  Health: 88,815    Mana: 14,268


  Strength: 3,160 (+360)


  Stamina: 1,987 (+580)


  Agility: 2,690 (+330)


  Intelligence: 1,838 (+540)


  Dexterity: 3,547 (+880)


  Persistence: 1,472 (+330)


  Composure: 1,078 (+330)


  Indomitable: 1,333 (+440)


  Dignity: 1,986 (+330)


  Insight: 1,826 (+330)


  Courage: 1,022 (+330)


  Political Power: 21 (+330) 


  Demonic Power: 15,498


  Good Luck: 241


  Deity: 4


  Remaining Stat Points: 267]


  Compared to normal rankers, Grid spent a very small amount of time hunting. In fact, he spent most of his time in the smithy and suffered from various incidents. So, logically, he shouldn’t have such a high level. Yet Grid’s level was still in the single digit rankings. How...?


  He was linked to various NPCs and was at the center of the world view. In the process, he had raided powerful bosses or cleared hidden quests. Grid had gained experience in a single raid that others would take 100 days of hunting to gain. This was due to him building up relationships with NPCs.


  However, other people didn’t know this.


  “100,000 Army Massacre Sword.”


  There was an explosion followed by dozens of energy blades filling the air. The Penan soldiers who ran in response to Boutian’s and Arisa’s cries all turned to gray. The number was well over 200.


  “You damn son of a bit—...!” Boutian shuddered as he witnessed the soldiers, who had been trained using Merchant King Kir’s money and their efforts, disappear due to the overwhelming firepower. He was resentful that he had overlooked the ‘personal power’ of Grid, who had the position of king and yet still retained the top ranking.


  ‘I should’ve expected him to chase us here! He is a diligent guy who only eats and plays games!’


  In fact, Boutian played Satisfy for an average of 12 hours a day. He spent most of the time at the hunting grounds, apart from when he was carrying out Kir’s orders. Even so, he had never dreamt of reaching the single-digit rankings. His highest ranking was in the top 100. He thought that Grid was likely to spend all his time eating and playing games.


  ‘If only I was 10 years younger...!’


  It was frustrating that his body had weakened once he reached his 40s. Envious of Grid’s youth, Boutian shouted, “Full force! Build a barricade!”


  Despite witnessing 200 troops being wiped out with a single skill, Boutian didn’t despair. He still had hope because there were too many advantages when it came to defending a city.


  There was the help of various facilities. A typical example of this was a barricade. The soldiers arranged in a row the barricades which were installed in various parts of the city. Like this, the attacker would have to first break through the barricades while the soldiers could attack freely.


  Boutian smiled with satisfaction. “Overgeared King! You came to your grave on your own! You will forever regret today’s stupidity!”


  He was naturally aware that Grid could break the barricades with his high attack power, but the blow would have to be heavy. While Grid attacked the barricade, the archers and magicians should be able to hit Grid dozens of times. In a perfect environment, the numerical advantage was absolute. It was clearly common sense.


  “Magic Missile.”


  “What?”


  The God Hands fired white missiles one per second, and the barricades installed throughout the city broke down.


  “Lightning, nyang!” A cat flew to the soldiers and used a wide-range lightning spell, causing the soldiers to collapse. The guards collapsed in a flash, causing Boutian to coordinate the archers hurriedly. “Hurry!”


  “Revolve.” Randy duplicated Grid’s appearance and reflected all the arrows.


  “Kuock...!”


  “Ugh...!”


  The archers were pierced by arrows and fell!


  “What is this?” Boutian and the magicians cast magic belatedly, but it was too late.


  “Do you think I would’ve come alone if I was going to be hit by such shallow tricks?” Grid avoided the magic using Freely Move and reached Boutian’s side instantly.


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  [Your spirit can’t endure it!]


  “Cough!” Boutian’s health gauge dropped to less than half when he was hit by the Enlightenment Sword. Due to Grid’s attack, he was stunned and became unable to do anything. During this moment, he was hit by creepily smiling skeletons. 


  [You have dealt 509 damage to the target!] 


  [You have suffered 480 damage!]


  Boutian was stabbed by a short dagger. As the soldiers rushed over to protect him, Boutian roared angrily, “You! Are you looking down on me by not finishing me off yourself?”


  The finishing blow was going to be left to these small fries? Boutian was in shock as he shouted angrily. Then the insignificant attack power of the skeleton’s dagger, which had failed to penetrate Boutian’s defense, now caused a stunning critical hit.


  [Your ribs have been broken!]


  [It is serious damage! Skills can’t be used! Your spirit can’t endure it. Movement speed is reduced! Health recovery is reduced by 80%!]


  [You have taken medicine for broken bones.]


  [The effect of the medicine isn’t working.]


  [You need the best medicine for broken bones.]


  “What?” A chill ran down Boutian’s spine. Grid was currently slaughtering the soldiers while ignoring Boutian. The golden hands, the cat, the doppelganger, and the skeletons… None of them were ordinary. Grid monopolized the strongest items and pets alone, while other players would be happy with just one. Due to this, there was one major problem.


  “Ugh..!”


  Grid’s individual power was enough to overwhelm two and three digit high rankers, including Arisa. Boutian was convinced of this as he watched Arisa while being stabbed by the skeletons.


  ‘...It is enough to transcend the category of a player.’


  Grid transcended the category of an ‘individual.’ He was an army, a giant that couldn’t fall. There was only one choice remaining. Boutian judged that the remaining forces wouldn’t be able to stop Grid and gave an order before dying, “Shit! Army... full force! Keok!”


  However, it was an Immortal’s necromancer who killed him, not the Overgeared Skeletons.


  “I can't miss this great opportunity.” The necromancers smiled as they raised the dead bodies all over the place. Today was different from when they were in the empress’ palace as the Black and White sisters were present.


  “It has been a long time, damn bastard.”


  “Today is a chance to get revenge.”


  The sun-grade players who once represented Blood Carnival...! They had abandoned Blood Carnival a long time ago and hid from the world after joining Immortal.


  There was a fierce wave of energy as Black and White sisters burned off fat and summoned clones. They had raged with the desire to take revenge against Grid, Faker, and even Grid’s son, Lord, as they raised their levels while hunting for several months. After doing so, they were now confident that they had become strong enough to shatter Grid. In particular, Kir and Immortal were supporting them, so they were sure it would be easy to repel Grid.


  “Dieeeeeee!”


  It was finally time to get revenge. After blowing away the Overgeared Skeletons with one blow, White’s and Black’s clones headed toward Grid. They quickly reached Grid who was dealing with the soldiers. However, this was no different from suicide.


  “Blackening.” When Grid discovered the Black and White sisters, he used a skill without delay.


  “Open the Rune of Darkness, Weakened Great Demon Astaroth’s Power.”


  “...!!”


  “Storm Demonic Energy Field.”


  From the beginning, the sky had been overcast. As such, Grid selected ‘today’ because of the weather. The power of the great demon immediately caused four to eleven lightning strikes per second to strike in a radius of 200 meters around Grid. The sisters and soldiers hit by the lightning received 10,000 fixed damage and were paralyzed, stunned, burned, and so on.


  “Eek! What nonsensical item is this?”


  Fortunately, Black avoided the paralysis and stun. She gritted her teeth and endured the pain. A player could summon a field...? There was no way that this power could be a skill. Now he wasn’t a player but a boss. White was convinced that Grid had used a consumable item to overcome the current crisis.


  “Overgeared jerk!” White barely moved her heavy body under the wind pressure as she avoided the lightning and rushed to Grid. It was a blow containing all her strength. However, it was virtually impossible for the blackened Grid to be hit by Black and White after the field slowed them down and reduced their accuracy rate.


  Grid easily avoided White’s blow, which contained her anger and grudges, before slashing at her. Then he continued to attack until the sun-grade player died.


  “Sister!” Black was in despair as her clones became paralyzed whenever lightning struck. Two suns were equal under the new sky.




  Chapter 842


   [Your party member, White, has died.]


  “Sister!”


  In an alleyway that was far from the center of the battlefield, Black turned pale as she hid in a safe place while controlling her clones. Her proud sister, who had steadily raised her level and equipped herself with legendary items after vowing to get revenge on Grid and the Overgeared members, had actually been killed in less than two minutes.


  Black stared at Grid as her clones were stunned by the lightning strikes, and a chill ran down her spine.


  ‘The gap between us has widened rather than narrowed?’


  Every game had limits. Growth would slow after a certain level. The growth of low-level players was much faster than high-level players. Players with low-rated items were more likely to develop than those with a large number of high-rated items. As such, it was expected for the growth rate of the top ranker Grid to be much slower than others’ since he had been wielding legendary items from the very beginning.


  Then what was this strength? The current Grid was transcendent compared to last year, let alone the National Competition that had been held several months ago.


  “...Surely he didn’t obtain myth rated items?”


  No, it was impossible. Finding a myth-rated item was harder than plucking a star from the sky.


  Black shook her skinny face as she confirmed that the resources consumed by Illusion Manifestation had finally recovered. Then she immediately used her ultimate technique, Illusion World. She intended to alter the field that Grid had summoned and make it hurt him instead.


  [Your illusions have twisted reality.]


  [You have lost 4.7% experience as a penalty for using the great power, Illusion World.]


  [The target point of Illusion World is already dominated by a huge power!]


  [The target’s presence neutralizes your illusions.]


  [Illusion World has failed to manifest!]


  “...What?”


  A long time ago, Grid had faced Black and speculated that her class was legendary-grade. 


  Seeing as he had met many strong players, Grid’s vision was excellent. So he knew that in fact, Illusionist was a growth type hidden class that could grow to the legendary rating. Black’s level was still low due to the large penalties that occurred every time she used a skill, so the class was still at the unique rating. However, the fact that it was a top class was undeniable.


  An Illusionist’s illusions had an influence on most targets. Even if the opponent had a legendary class, they were still helpless in front of the illusions that Black summoned at the cost of her experience. However, this excluded targets like archangels, great demons, and transcendents like the yangbans. They resisted the unique-rated Illusionist. It was necessary to upgrade to the legendary rating if she wanted to influence them.


  Yes, there were the limitations of rare targets like archangels, great demons, and yangbans, but a unique-rated Illusionist should still be able to exert absolute power over a player. Yet it was impossible to exert absolute power over Grid.


  “What is this...?”


  Despite consuming the resources and experience, the ultimate technique was neutralized! Black was astonished by the painful loss when she heard Grid’s voice. He was speaking directly to Black’s illusion clone, “You sisters haven’t grown at all. Did you quit the game for a while?”


  “You bastard!”


  Quit the game for a while? How hard had they tried to grow from the last time they appeared? They had many stories of hard work and effort.


  “You don’t know anything!” The angry Black commanded the illusions who overcame their paralysis and stun to launch a full-scale attack. The illusions copied the characteristics of the ideal strong person, Faker, and rushed toward Grid. Black believed that a copy of the monster Faker would be able to handle Grid, since he had defeated her despite having a normal class. There was a basis for this idea. Grid had consumed all types of skills while dealing with Kir’s troops and White and then acted like he was tired.


  In reality...


  ‘It consumes too much mana.’


  Grid could no longer maintain the Storm Demonic Energy Field that consumed 1,000 mana per second. The Ring of Absurdity that he’d gotten from Black in the past reduced the mana cost of the skill by half, but the problem was that Grid’s mana base was too small. However, Grid didn’t feel regretful. The Storm Demonic Energy Field massacred hundreds of soldiers in exchange for consuming a large amount of mana!


  “Hihi! Hihihik! Die! Die! Dieeee!” Three beauties holding daggers in their hands flew toward Grid at the same time. Their speed was very fast as they moved from left to right around the soldiers. It was reminiscent of the third advancement assassin class, Master of Swiftness. For a moment, Grid was unable to respond, and his arm and waist were cut. The curses and spells of Kir’s magicians and the necromancers interfered with Grid’s concentration and movements.


  “Kyahat! Kuhihihihit!” Black let out delighted laughter when she saw Grid’s wounds.


  Meanwhile, her illusions continued to rotate and stab at him.


  Grid defended against the magic bombardment with the God Hands and equipped the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch. It was then that the attack accuracy of the clones dropped noticeably. This was because Grid borrowed the power of the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch and started to read their attack orbit.


  “Tch!” The emotions of the main body were conveyed to the clones. Black became annoyed as Grid started to avoid attacks like a rodent. She urged Immortal’s necromancers, “What are you not covering me? Move the skeletons to seal his movements! Why are men so useless?”


  “...”


  The influence of White and Black in Immortal was very large since Veradin had recruited them himself.


  Although the necromancers felt great dissatisfaction toward the women who treated them badly because they were men, they couldn’t express it. In the first place, they would lick shit if it meant taking down Grid. They didn’t intend to miss this opportunity to catch Grid.


  Clack! Clack clack! The undead army started these activities in earnest. The bodies of the soldiers were raised and started pushing at Grid. Due to them, Grid’s movements were greatly restricted, and Black’s attack accuracy started to rise again. Alas, there was a problem.


  [You have dealt 2,100 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 1,860 damage to the target!]


  [You have dealt 1,990...]


  ......


  ......


  It was Grid’s ridiculously high defense.


  Black’s illusions were armed with unique-rated weapons enhanced to +7. Black summoned them in exchange for experience but failed to inflict damage on Grid as the performance of the armor that Grid was armed with was far superior. It wouldn’t be strange if it was at least +8 enhanced armor.


  However, Black was still optimistic about the situation. Even water droplets could eventually damage rocks. The low damage would continue to accumulate, and Grid would eventually fall down. Black believed that after the storm field and Blackening was lifted, Grid would be damaged by her illusions and die.


  It was at this time that...


  Clack clack! Clack!


  The hundreds of skeletons summoned by the necromancers surrounded Grid completely. With nowhere to go after being surrounded by undead and illusions, it was virtually impossible for Grid to avoid the attacks. It was a perfect defensive move.


  “Hihit! Hihihik! This is the end!”


  “Die! Grid!!”


  The attacks of the necromancers and Black poured down like rain.


  “Wave.” 


  In response, Grid used a wide-range skill. The waves of energy spread out in all directions and hit the undead and Black’s illusions simultaneously. The reason why he had deliberately been acting on the defensive was so he could get rid of Black’s illusions using Quick Movements.


  “The number of skill uses is limited.”


  He had to kill as many enemies as possible with one skill. Grid broke through the collapsing undead army and chased after Black’s illusions to wipe them out.


  [The illusion summoned with Illusion Manifestation has been damaged and has vanished.]


  [20% experience has been lost.]


  “Unbelievable!” Black was hiding deep in an alley. Her eyes shook violently as she suffered a huge penalty from her illusions being destroyed. It was then that she finally regained the senses she’d lost after witnessing her sister’s death.


  ‘No! I can’t win!’


  Her sister hadn’t even been able to survive two minutes against Grid, so what could Black do? Black settled her spirit and turned to escape. Then a lovely voice spoke out from behind her, “I found you, nyang.”


  She turned back and...


  “Noe!”


  It was the memphis famous for having more fan cafe members than Grid. Black’s sister had secretly signed up for the fan cafe, and Noe was even cuter now after his fur changed in color. Nevertheless, to Noe, she was just the enemy. Moreover, she even dared threaten his master!


  “I’m going to eat, nyang.”


  The small ‘�


  ’ snout expanded and swallowed up Black.


  [Your pet, Noe, has ingested the soul of the player, Black.]


  [He has taken away half of the target’s highest stat!]


  [Intelligence has increased by 2,131.]


  [You understand the knowledge and magic of Braham.]


  [The skill Fireball (Enhanced) can be used.]


  [The skill Dark Cutter (Enhanced) can be used.]


  [The skill Chain Lightning (Enhanced) can be used.]


  [The skill Enchant Weapon (Enhanced) can be used.]


  [The skill Decoy (Enhanced) can be used.]


  “Phew.”


  Grid swapped over to Belial’s Staff. He also took off Triple Layers that he had been temporarily wearing to tank the attacks and switched to Valhalla of Infinite Affection. At this moment, Merchant King Kir and Veradin appeared leading a large number of reinforcements.


  “Keep pushing!” Veradin shouted after calmly analyzing the situation, unlike Kir who was making a fuss over the mess in the city. Then Veradin confirmed that Grid had a fairly reduced health gauge due to the overwhelming advantage of numbers and the activities of the White and Black sisters.


  ‘This time I will kill you!’


  The new start here in Penan was a brilliant opportunity from Veradin’s and Immortal’s standpoint. Veradin planned to use this counterattack against Grid to provide the foundations of their resurgence. The death knight famous for his poison was summoned, and his breaths poisoned the whole area. Determination filled Veradin’s eyes. He still hadn’t given up his dream of becoming a resident of the Hwan Kingdom as he gave orders to the poisonous death knight and Immortal.


  “Kill Grid!”


  Grid had already used many skills, so he should be lacking in skills since Pagma’s Swordsmanship had the disadvantage of a long cooldown time. Veradin was feeling confident about this when incomprehensible words entered his ears.


  “Enchant Weapon. Chain Lightning.”


  Magic? Why did magic a few levels higher than Magic Missile pop out of Grid’s mouth? Before Veradin could figure it out, lightning struck the necromancers’ undead army, Kir’s soldiers, Veradin, and Veradin’s death knight.


  [You have suffered 19,000 damage!]


  [You have received an electric shock!]


  [You have overcome the electric shock with the effect of overcoming death...]


  “Kuk...! Kuaaaack!”


  The Chain Lightning reached a distance of 100 meters? Furthermore, this strength was on par with high-level magic!


  “Why... Why are you...?” Why did he break the predictions every time? “How are you growing?” Veradin screamed as a huge fireball filled his vision. 


  Kir was unable to close his mouth as he saw Veradin disappear into a pillar of gray ash.


  ‘From the beginning...’ The first day that Kir met Grid... ‘I should’ve prostrated myself before him!’


  Kir couldn’t even breathe. He was filled with regret, but it was already too late. In Grid’s mind, the ‘Merchant King’ was Muto, rather than Kir.




  Chapter 843


  TL: Please check the updated announcement post if you haven't already. I got the dates wrong with the first post and updated it.


  The undead were never weak pets. They had the fundamental limit of low intelligence, but they would perform any command unconditionally. Another advantage was that they had no emotions or common sense. What about how their agility and durability which were relatively lower than those of other species? This was a problem that could be overcome be evolving into a higher undead. 


  In fact, the speed of the skeleton warrior was just a bit slow. Its durability was also considerably strengthened. Skeleton warriors were great pets to fight one-on-one with players of the same level. Considering the fact that a second advancement necromancer could summon skeleton warriors and a number of skeletons, a necromancer was a very favorable combat class. 


  Still, this was just referring to general hunting or PK. A necromancer was a vulnerable class when it came to boss raids. It was virtually impossible for the undead’s attack and durability to defeat a boss monster’s extremely high defense and attack power.


  “...Should we just surrender?”


  The elite necromancers of Immortal lost their fighting spirit as the new Grid was a boss monster itself. They were convinced that they would never be able to beat Grid with their abilities.


  “He is a X monster!” The level 245 necromancer Kakron trembled. He had been playing hard like everyone else, but he just couldn’t knock down Grid who was facing thousands of people alone. Kakron felt a great sense of deprivation, and curse words had popped out unknowingly. Despite this, there wasn’t a single person who agreed with him.


  The 7th ranked necromancer Drew reproached him, “What bullshit are you saying? Do you deserve to complain? You have a lower level than everyone here and your equipment isn’t great. It means you will lose a lot less. Didn’t you put in less time, less money, and less effort? Do you have any sense?”


  “...”


  “Shut up if you have a brain. Don’t claim more things than necessary.” Drew’s strong anger and spite were also directed toward himself. Drew had been watching Grid, Kraugel, and Agnus for a while. He knew what Satisfy players had to do to become a top player.


  Was it having the patience to hunt for a few days in one place? Was it having the power to purchase the best items? Was it having the good luck to cope with financial difficulties? No. Those alone weren’t enough. It was the ability to continuously generate and link hidden quests. Those who could use Satisfy’s infinite degree of freedom to pass through episodes made them qualified to be a top player.


  Yet Drew had never achieved it. He didn’t know the details of when, where, and whom to meet. What choices did he have to make to experience a hidden episode or quest? Drew didn’t know because there was a clear limit to his thinking ability. 


  “...This damn monster.” There was no hatred in Drew’s eyes as he watched Grid single-handedly kill Veradin, followed by the annihilation of the soldiers and the undead army. There was only awe.


  “How smart is he?”


  Was Grid a game genius? Did he keep experiencing new episodes and make rapid progress while performing hidden quests? It was a talent that Drew wanted to take away.


  “Hah...” Drew was unable to overcome his frustration and was sighing deeply when he received Veradin’s whisper.


  -Veradin: I’m sorry I was killed without doing anything. I am now at the resurrection point. I will be sure to join you again, so use Kir’s soldiers as a shield. Let’s catch Grid today.


  “Hat!” Drew laughed. He smiled wryly as he replied.


  -Drew: You are going to rejoin us? You?


  -Veradin: What is the meaning of your words?


  -Drew: You hate dying. Don’t you think I know that you are doing a quest where you can’t die?


  -Veradin: Your guess doesn’t make sense. What player likes to die? I’m just trying to protect myself from dying? What type of quest are you talking about?


  -Drew: The difference before and after you came back from the continent is too big.


  -Veradin: ...Are you sure?


  -Drew: Jerk! I already got the information about your separate exit! Do you think we are idiots?


  -Veradin: ...


  -Drew: Based on your reaction, you must’ve already arrived there?


  There was the entrance to a waterway which existed underneath Kir’s castle. Veradin had been planning to leave the city through the waterway while Immortal bought time. He stiffened once he arrived at the entrance. It was because the 2nd ranked Bullet was waiting for him there.


  The usually gentle Bullet was enraged. “I followed you because I recognized your skills and believed in the accomplishments you showed me. In the end, are we just tools to be discarded by you?”


  “...So what? Do you want me to give you something special? Me? To an ordinary person like you?” Veradin spoke in a proud manner. Then he drove the nail in, “I gathered you together because I wanted to be recognized by Agnus. I wanted him to treat me as a useful person and become qualified to stay by his side in order to observe his madness.”


  [Hwan Kingdom’s Resident (1)]


  [★ Hidden Quest �


  You have to meet the minimal qualifications to challenge the Chiyou test.


  First, go beyond the level of an ordinary person.


  Quest Clear Condition (1): Don’t die until you reach level 400.


  * Every time you gain 20 levels without dying while the quest is ongoing, you will gain a large number of additional stats.


  * If you die, you will lose all the additional stats you have acquired. The lost stats can’t be restored.


  * If you die, the quest clear conditions will change to number two.


  Quest Clear Condition (2): The number of deaths must be less than five until you achieve level 400 (Number of Deaths: 4/5).


  * This is the last chance. If you fail to complete the second clear conditions, you will completely lose your qualification to challenge the Chiyou test.]


  There was no more turning back for Veradin. He was half-abandoned by Agnus who wasn’t actually crazy, and Immortal was pulling him down rather than helping him. Veradin had only one life left, so he had to defend himself. He had to get out of here quickly.


  Tsk! He clicked his tongue as he pulled up the list of guild members. Veradin intended to expel Bullet and Drew using his authority over the guild. He planned to stop them from inciting the other guild members and give them the expulsion penalty. However, unlike Veradin, Bullet and Drew had been acting for the guild with true sincerity. So, the members’ sentiment was with them.


  [You have been impeached from your position as guild leader due to the vote of the guild members!]


  [Guild leader Bullet has expelled you from the guild!]


  “You—!”


  The system interpreted that a ‘serious sin that can’t be forgiven’ had been committed as the reason why a guild member was expelled from a guild. Due to this, a penalty was incurred.


  [You have been expelled from the guild and have become a fugitive!]


  [There is a punishment for your sin. If you are arrested by a former guild member, the imprisonment sentence will increase. If killed, the death penalty will increase by 20%. This penalty is limited to one time.]


  “This is... This is like being bitten by a dog I raised.”


  Immortal was his force! These guys did nothing, even Agnus! Veradin’s voice shook angrily as he raised his head and shouted, “Summon! Death Knight!”


  Veradin was in an extreme state of anxiety. He had to keep in mind that the necromancers who betrayed him might surrender to Grid and lead him to this place.


  ‘I have to leave here quickly!’


  Veradin commanded his death knight to kill Bullet.


  “Summon, Death Knight.” In response, Bullet also summoned a death knight. The unexpected battle between the first and second-ranked necromancers began.


  ***


  “Dammit! How do I fix this?”


  Unlike what was known in the past, had Grid been a magician before he changed to Pagma's Descendant? As Grid suddenly started using magic to kill the soldiers, Kir felt a sense of discomfort. This was because the undead army that rose again had started to retreat from Grid.


  ‘Is there a separate operation?’


  Veradin might’ve died in vain, but Immortal had many necromancer rankers besides Veradin. Kir relied on Immortal sincerely. He thought that when they cooperated with his troops, there would be a chance to win against Grid who was becoming tired. Yet a strange phenomenon occurred. The undead army gained a bit of distance from Grid before suddenly collapsing and returning to the earth.


  “What is the problem?”


  “...”


  Kir shouted toward Immortal, but there was no response. No one answered Kir’s call. Bit by bit, little by little, the Immortal members stepped back while trying not to catch Grid’s attention. Kir cried out, “You dared come here only to one-sidedly destroy the alliance?”


  His eyes blazed with anger.


  “The person who made the alliance with you just left the guild,” Drew explained as he came up to Kir. “That jerk Veradin abandoned the guild and moved alone. We no longer have a reason to fight.”


  “...I don’t know the details but aren’t you being too relaxed? You have already attacked Grid. Do you think Grid will take care of you because you aren’t fighting? In the end, you have to fight in order to survive. Stop talking nonsense and summon the undead again. Stop the monster called Grid along with the soldiers.”


  Drew shrugged at Kir, who barely contained the curse words that wanted to emerge because of his frustration. “Of course, I don’t believe it will be easy. However, I am already prepared.”


  “...?”


  “In the future, we will die until Grid’s anger is released. I just hope that Grid can release it quickly.”


  “You will go that far?”


  Drew replied to Kir’s question, “Isn’t that the only answer? Haven’t you noticed yet? Is Grid an enemy we can go against at our level?”


  “...”


  The last spell finally exploded. Grid destroyed dozens of soldiers with just one Fireball, put away his staff, and pulled out his sword. His period of raised intelligence caused by Soul Ingestion was over, and his mana was completely exhausted. He could no longer act as a magician. Despite this, to Immortal and Kir, it seemed like Grid was just ‘playing’ around.


  “He isn’t satisfied slaughtering with magic, so he is using a sword again...”


  Kir listened to Drew’s analysis and gulped. He was on the verge of losing his fighting spirit. Then Arisa rushed to Kir’s side. “Grid is quite tired and his stamina will be low. I am sure that he can be cornered right now. Isn’t Tarot coming?”


  The half-demonkin Tarot was the most expensive person hired by Kir’s Company. He had been killed by a surprise attack right after Grid appeared, but Arisa didn’t doubt that his fighting spirit would be high after he resurrected. Kir met Arisa’s hopeful eyes and shook her head with a bitter expression. “He hasn’t replied to my whispers.”


  “...” Arisa fell silent.


  The reason why she hadn’t lost hope was that she believed in Tarot’s power. Why would Tarot suddenly not reply? The hope that filled her scattered in vain. Grid was approaching. Whenever he took one step, dozens of soldiers were turned to gray. The power of the intermittent black flame explosions was amazing. It was an infinitely activated skill.


  They didn’t know what the structure of Grid’s skill tree was like. So, in the end, Kir was forced to put down everything. He ordered Arisa to stop the troops and approached Grid. “This is a one-sided invasion, a cruel massacre. If today’s disaster is revealed, public opinion toward you will worsen. There will be all types of accusations.”


  It was a threat that was meant to end this situation. No matter how mighty the forces were, ‘standing alone’ would cause fear. As such, Kir wanted to negotiate, but unfortunately, his intimidation didn’t work.


  Grid scoffed and tilted his chin toward a distant place. “Do you think I just came here to play? Some crazy guy used Blackening and rushed at me. Then the soldiers attacked? I was just defending myself when Immortal popped up? All those things are now being streamed live.”


  “...!” The surprised Kir turned his gaze in the direction that Grid indicated. The world’s most famous game BJ, Bunny Bunny, waved to him. Grid’s eyes became cold. “The cost of challenging me is very great.”


  “Ick...! Eeek!” Kir just wanted to protect his minimum rights. Now his eyes turned yellow as he heard Grid’s words.




  Chapter 844


  Grid was as aggressive as he was strong, and he wasn’t wise as he was intoxicated with his own power. He was the type of person who was blinded by immediate gains and lost the bigger profits. His cruel violence expressed in the name of decisiveness was enough to cause disgust, and he was perfect at antagonizing people.


  So far, this was Kir’s evaluation of Grid. Right now, Grid reigned with a strong force, but he would become isolated and be destroyed sooner than expected. Kir didn’t expect Grid to last for very long. Nevertheless, what was the truth? Kir’s spine became freezing cold as he saw Bunny Bunny. He was forced to evaluate Grid differently.


  ‘He is clever!’


  No, Grid wasn’t smart. It was clearly the influence of Lauel, who founded the Overgeared Kingdom. There was no weakness in Grid with the genius called Lauel behind him. After Kir realized that Grid had decided to take away everything he owned, he experienced a deep frustration and lost all hope. He fell into despair and questioned it, “What's the difference between you and me?”


  “...?”


  “At least I didn’t slaughter the elves. I didn’t kill a single elf until you interrupted me. On the other hand, what about you? Now you have slaughtered hundreds of soldiers in dozens of minutes. What? You respect NPCs? You are better than me because I took the elves as prisoners? A murderer like you hates me and rescued the elves?”


  “Oh, it is an obvious story.”


  “...?”


  Many years ago, Grid was performing a time attack quest to wipe out Pope Candidate Pascal and the Vatican elders, causing him to overlook the deaths of prostitutes. The prostitutes had been used as shields to threaten Grid, but he had ignored them and they were then killed by the elders.


  No, let’s go back in time further than that. On the first day he encountered Khan, Grid casually killed the local gangsters who threatened him and Khan.


  “I have my own standards. I never said that I respect all NPCs.” Grid was someone who agonized over and over about the existence of NPCs. He pointed to the civilians hiding in the streets. “Look. I didn’t kill those people.”


  “You—!” It was impossible to intimidate or even criticize Grid. His deep selfishness meant that not even these words had an effect. Kir became less composed. His eyes became bloodstained as he shouted, “You! Do you think you are a god? How can you be so selfish?”


  Grid doubted his ears. “What are you saying? Aren’t you the one who thinks you are a god?”


  “...?”


  “Haven’t you been acting like one? You captured weak people without hesitation. You did this because you thought you were a god.”


  “S-Sophistry!”


  “Yes, it’s sophistry. Don’t make a broad analysis of a simple matter.”


  “I am what?” Kir found it hard to understand the Korean manner of speaking. Kir frowned while Grid aimed a sword at his neck and declared, “Stop your attacks now.”


  “???” What nonsense was Grid saying? Kir was stunned. Why was the one-sided slaughterer telling him to stop attacking? “Shouldn’t I say that to you?”


  “No, don’t I have the right to defend myself? Stop the attacks. Then I will stop mine.”


  ‘This jerk!’


  Grid was conscious of the camera right till the end. Acting like a victim, he was being really hateful right now. Still, Grid gave Kir one last chance. “Please surrender. Then I will leave this city without taking it away from you.”


  “...” It was just the city. In other words, he would take away everything outside the city. Kir wasn’t particularly surprised. He had expected Grid to come here with that type of mindset. “...Are you going to take away all my merchandise?”


  “Yes.”


  “This is beyond common sense. One day, the world will discover what you have done to me and criticize you. Then the Overgeared Kingdom might become isolated.”


  “I know.”


  All types of maneuvers would occur before the Overgeared Kingdom was established. Many forces wanted to take away the Overgeared Kingdom’s rice bowl because they were strong, so there would be an alliance that would try to destroy the Overgeared Guild. The threat would come anyway, so it was better to become stronger than to sit silently and wait.


  “It will be dangerous if you are left alone. It is better to take your life and make it so that you are unable to recover. This is from the position of the Overgeared Kingdom. Do you understand?”


  “...” Kir didn’t say anything because he agreed with Grid. In the first place, he had also taken things away from other people in case they would strike at him again someday. Ultimately, Kir’s goal was to keep his trading rights. So, after careful consideration, Kir displayed the wit of a merchant. “I understand. I will follow your demands.”


  “Hoh?”


  “Only...”


  “Only?”


  “I want you to promise not to take away any trading rights that I gain in the future.”


  If he was forced to lose it, then he would give it to Grid. Instead, there should be a promise for his future. Grid thought for a moment before nodding. “Yes. Let’s write up a contract.”


  In fact, Grid hadn’t known that Kir would listen to his demands. He had expected to spend a great deal of time and money in order to steal the merchant’s commerce rights which were bound in the form of a ‘contract.’ Yet Kir was willing to give it all at once. Moreover, it was also good for Grid to guarantee Kir’s future.


  ‘If he loses everything and has to start again from the beginning, he won’t grow fast enough to threaten the Overgeared Kingdom.’


  Grid removed his sword and turned his gaze to the necromancers standing to one side. Grid’s face distorted as he saw them. It was a terrible expression that contained fearsome hatred and killing intent.


  “What are you doing? Are you even abandoning putting up resistance now?” Grid aimed his sword at a certain man.


  The famous ranker Drew, who was the head of the necromancers, cried out, “...Kill me!” 


  Grid was flustered. The strong necromancer had retreated and given up resistance. Now, he was even handing over his neck.


  ‘Do they have some trick in mind?’


  Was it possible that the hundreds of bodies in the ground would explode the moment he approached them? Drew explained to the wary Grid, “The reason we invaded Reinhardt was purely due to Veradin’s command. But Veradin abandoned us. He left Immortal.”


  “...”


  “I don’t intend to shirk responsibility. Moreover, I am one of those who invaded Reinhardt. I’m not asking you to end your revenge now. However, I hope that you will listen to a request today.”


  “A request?”


  “Chase Veradin and kill him. We can’t stop him with our strength.”


  “...Where is he?”


  “If you go behind the castle, there will be the entrance to an underground waterway. He is running away using that place.”


  “Okay,” Grid answered before cutting Drew’s neck. The necromancers were all nervous when Drew died this time. Grid stared at them. “You were one of the ones who invaded Reinhardt? You will continue to die in the future.”


  “...”


  Grid had noticed that Immortal had been abandoned by Agnus. It was the only reason why they had lost their fighting spirit.


  ‘I didn’t see one peep of him but...’


  Grid used Quick Movements and ran toward the underground waterway.


  ***


  [You have died.]


  Tarot had been hit by Grid’s surprise attack as soon as he used Blackening. He had been stabbed by the white light and received death from the passing Grid, reviving far from his resurrection point. There was a poisonous fog that caused nausea and dizziness as well as hot lava. Tarot woke up in the middle of hell.


  “How rotten...”


  Tarot didn’t panic. Hell wasn’t unfamiliar to him since he had experiencing dying while using Blackening during a boss raid. Nevertheless, this didn’t mean it was a comfortable place for him. Despite being classified as a half-demonkin, hell was an unknown place that caused him to feel fearful.


  [You have failed to send a message to the guild. Hell is disconnected from the human world.]


  [You have failed to send a message to the guild. Hell is disconnected from the human world.]


  [The death penalty has failed to remove Blackening.]


  “Tch.”


  The duration of Tarot’s Blackening was 15 minutes. It was a much better performance than that of Grid who used Blackening through Dark Bus’ Earrings. So, what was this?


  ‘I was hit without noticing!’


  Grid’s appearance from when he cut Tarot without blinking was stuck in Tarot’s brain. Tarot had no idea there was such a difference in skill between Grid and himself.


  ‘I was a frog in the well.’ Facing reality, Tarot burned with motivation rather than frustration. ‘The fact that I am still weak means I can become stronger. Grid, it will be different the next time we meet.’


  Tarot was a weed-like man. No matter how he was trampled on, he would jump up again. This process had been repeated hundreds of times, allowing Tarot to reach who he was today.


  “Let’s try hunting demonic beasts within the time limit.”


  He couldn’t waste time like this! Tarot knew that he would return once the duration of Blackening ended. Therefore, he decided to invest the remaining time in hunting. The odd thing was that there wasn’t a single beast around, as if someone had just swept through this place… It was vaguely creepy. 


  Tarot was walking carefully with his weapon when he saw the back of a man in the distance. It was a man with shaggy hair and shabby attire. Tarot felt a strange sense of discomfort because he seemed to have seen this back view somewhere before.


  It looked like the back view of Grid which he’d seen when he died.


  ‘How can that be?’


  Was he crazy? Tarot desperately shook his head. The man in front of Tarot turned and asked him a question, “Question. Human?”


  “...?!!” Tarot’s heart sank as he confirmed the man’s appearance. “G-Grid...?!”


  Had he followed Tarot to hell to kill him? The man’s sword flew toward the astonished Tarot. Tarot couldn’t respond to the speed nor could he endure the power.


  “Cough!”


  [You have died.]


  [You have died two times within 24 hours and have been forcefully logged out.]


  Stabbed several times, Tarot had died in the blink of an eye. He had died twice to Grid! Tarot swore that even if there was a blade at his throat or if he was given a bunch of money, he would never become hostile to Grid again! On this day... 


  [Title: Meeting with Grid]


  Author: Hokquah


  Contents: If you mess with Grid, he will follow you to hell and kill you. This isn’t a metaphor, it is real;;;


  A post on one of the famous Satisfy forums became a hot topic.


  The comments below were full of sarcasm.


  -Who doesn’t know this? Think about what happened to Immortal. Hell is natural for Grid’s personality. It wouldn’t be strange if he chased someone up to heaven.


  -Why would you want to taste hell by going against God Grid?


  -Are you a Penan resident? Are you a lair of crazy people?


  -I think Penan is really weird. Grid went there for sightseeing only to suddenly be attacked.


  -Author’s Comment: No, I mean he literally chased me to hell. And how is Penan crazy? That bastard invaded first.


  -Yes, you really are a crazy guy.


  -Author’s Comment: (Reports have been received and the comment is hidden).




  Chapter 845


  ‘Should I have killed all of them?’


  Veradin, Drew, Tageo, Dail, Eisto, King Dragon, and so on—this was the list of Immortal members who had invaded Reinhardt and killed the blacksmiths and soldiers. Of course, the necromancers who offered their necks to Grid a little while ago were included.


  Yet Grid hadn’t killed all of them. He felt reluctant to take away their lives when they had completely lost their fighting spirits and possessed a strong sense of regret over the past. They were different from Kir. Kir was a threat to Grid while Immortal was fragile after being abandoned by Agnus. Still, he hadn’t been able to let Drew pass since he was a representative...


  “...Tsk, I should’ve killed all of them.”


  Grid felt sorry toward Khan, who left first, and resented himself for being weakened by unnecessary sympathy. A strong killing intent filled Grid’s eyes as he rebuked himself. This killing intent was only directed toward one person.


  ‘Veradin!’


  Grid’s steps became faster as he headed to the underground waterway.


  ***


  “Wasting time struggling... Don’t you know that this is a loss for both of us? Don’t you have any of your own thoughts? This is why I don’t want to hang out with lowly people.” Veradin looked down at Bullet like he was a bug. He felt disgusted.


  The eyes of the wounded Bullet shook as he asked, “The Veradin who struggled with the empire’s quest to massacre the immigrants, the Veradin who cared for his colleagues, the Veradin who was loyal to Agnus... Where has he gone?”


  “He didn’t exist from the beginning.” It had all just been a fake act. Veradin had played the ideal human in order to gain the trust of others and attain easy access to observe them.


  “...” Bullet sighed. He tried to hide his emotions but it wasn’t easy.


  Veradin witnessed Bullet’s eyes twitching and scoffed, “Didn’t you once say that I felt like an old friend? I led you to feel that way. I needed your reputation to attract talent in the early days of Immortal.”


  “...”


  “Well, that was the past you. If you still think of me as a friend, don’t grab my ankle. Don’t use my name to live alone in the empress’ palace. By the way, since when did you start to doubt me?” 


  “...Since Agnus stopped acknowledging you and you started to give commands arbitrarily.”


  “I see. I was careless.” Veradin glanced over at his poison master death knight and raised his dagger. He had wounds on his body from struggling with Bullet’s death knight, but there wasn’t a large impact on his movements. Bullet was forced to feel the gap between first and second place.


  ‘There is such a large gap in the rankings...’ It was crazy when thinking about how many times Grid had challenged the strongest people in the world. ‘If Agnus was still on our side...’


  Bullet remembered the first day he met Agnus. Agnus had been so strong and cool. Back then, he led an undead army and seemed to shout ‘this is a true necromancer’, causing everyone to feel thrilled. When Bullet joined Immortal, he trusted Veradin, who spoke for Agnus.


  Alas, reality was like a gutter. To Agnus, Immortal was nothing. Veradin, the spokesman for Agnus, had just been using them as scapegoats.


  “Kuk...!” Tears filled Bullet’s eyes as his expression distorted. Bullet had wanted to be friends with people who gathered for the same purpose. He wanted them to move forward together and enjoy this wonderful world. Was this wish such a big mistake? 


  His heart was screaming when he heard Veradin’s voice in his ears. “You should’ve been more vicious. Keep this darkness in your heart. Then I would’ve been the one lying on the floor right now, not you.


  “...”


  “Goodbye, boring person with a pure enthusiasm.”


  The poisonous dagger stabbed Bullet’s chest. This was a blow that tore Bullet’s heart apart.


  “Ah...” Bullet received great damage and was poisoned. Darkness sprouted in his heart. It was anger toward his past self for chasing a vain dream. Agnus who didn’t accept his admiration... Bullet didn’t hate him. After all, Agnus didn’t have an obligation to look after others.


  “This isn’t fun.” Veradin read the expression in Bullet’s eyes and clicked his tongue. Bullet lay with his face against the cold floor and waited for his death.


  [You will receive 4,300 poison damage.]


  [Your potion cooldown time hasn’t returned.]


  [The antidote isn’t working.]


  [You will receive 4,300 poison...]


  His field of view blinked red. Then his health gauge reached the bottom, and his motivation disappeared. Bullet had become an empty shell when he heard something.


  “I saw it well.” It was an unfamiliar voice. The voice contained a strong will like Agnus’. However, it was gentler than Agnus.


  “Gri...d...”


  “If you have any interest in jiangshi, please contact me. Talented people are always welcome,” Grid said as he passed by the dying Bullet. Grid’s liking for Bullet didn’t mean he would spare Bullet. After all, Bullet was still part of Immortal. Still, Grid just gave him a chance. A gray pillar rose behind Grid as he entered the underground waterway.


  ***


  “Pant... Pant...!” Veradin panted as he ran through the underground waterway. The arrogance and ease he’d had while mocking Bullet had completely disappeared. It was because Veradin had clearly seen Grid watching silently as Veradin dealt the finishing blow to Bullet.


  ‘Terrible jerk!’


  To think that Grid just stood there and watched? Was he so confident that he could catch Veradin at any time?


  “I will make him regret giving me all that time!”


  In fact, Veradin had been watching Penan for a long time.


  [The Cave King]


  It was presumed that the strong man with this title was sleeping in the Penan underground waterway. Veradin had been extremely happy when he received Merchant King Kir’s call and thought this was destiny.


  That’s right. Secrecy wasn’t the only reason why Veradin used the underground waterway as an escape route. He also wanted to obtain the body of the Cave King.


  It had been shown that the poison master didn’t have any effect on Grid in battle, so Veradin would now discard the poison master. He aimed to secure the required dominance points by abandoning the poison master and then turning the body of the Cave King into his death knight.


  ‘Is it here?’


  Grid would soon chase him down. He had to hurry before Grid arrived. The nervous Veradin started searching through the underground waterway, not caring about how his body was being covered in dirt.


  “It’s here!”


  Veradin succeeded in finding an old and rusted iron coffin.


  The Cave King—he was a villain from hundreds of years ago, who built a secret city under the Gauss Kingdom in an effort to conquer the Gauss Kingdom. Now, he would be resurrected in this world with infinite stamina and the force to stir the earth.


  Veradin smiled with satisfaction as he opened the coffin and shouted, “Give up control of Death Knight Kyleo!”


  The necromancer’s exclusive inventory, Corpse Storage, was opened. Then Veradin pulled out the white bones of the poison master and filled it with the bones of the Cave King.


  “I, Veradin, will dominate the Cave King! Cave King! Become my trusty death knight!”


  [This is a legendary rated body.]


  [Due to the lack of dominance stats, you have failed to make the Cave King your death knight.]


  [The title ‘Possessed by the Deceased’ has allowed you to overcome the limitations of the dominance stat.]


  [You have succeeded in making the Cave King a death knight.]


  [The title, ‘Under the King...’ has been acquired.]


  [Death Knight]


  [Name: Cave King


  Level: 361


  * The master’s level is too low. The level and stats of the Cave King are in a weakened state. 


  Strength: 4,100 (▼)   Stamina: 4,100 (▼)


  Agility: 540 (▼)       Intelligence: 190 (▼)


  -Skills Possessed-


  Plunder (A-), Cave in Sword (A+), Lead to Hell (S)... 


  ....


  …]


  “Hat...! Kuhahahaha!”


  It was more than Veradin had expected. The Cave King was stronger than any death knight Veradin had obtained in the past, including the poison master. He had high stats, and all his skills were grade A and above... Wasn’t this equivalent to one of Agnus’ death knights?


  Veradin burst out laughing once he succeeded in gaining the Cave King. The fear he felt toward Grid disappeared. 


  He didn’t blink as he faced Grid who finally caught up with him. “Every time I see you, I am reminded of a theory. Don’t you have any shame? You have inflicted countless damages to others and at this moment, you are giving birth to new victims. So why? Why are you so obsessed with the damage that you once suffered?”


  “...?”


  It was meaningless if the listener didn’t understand the words.


  Veradin said to Grid, “Your hatred and revenge toward Immortal. It is going overboard. Is Immortal invading Reinhardt that big a sin? Haven’t you invaded many places? You even destroyed an existing kingdom. You are living well, yet you won’t tolerate the aggression of other people? You won’t forgive me? You are being dominated by the memories of the past. Your mentality of not wanting to return to your weak past is so strong that you react sensitively to your territories being invaded. You really aren’t fit to be at the top.”


  This was the reason why.


  “Today I will punish you. I will drag you down from above. To a person whose consciousness is already damaged, I will be disgusting and evil to you forever.” Veradin finished speaking and moved his fingers, causing the death knight to act. The Cave King’s red eyes glowed, and a purple light surrounded his body as he roared.


  Grid triggered Item Combination, and the Enlightenment Sword and Belial’s Staff became one. Mana was used as the Cave King fired rocks at Grid. Simultaneously, Grid swung his sword as a shield was created around him. As Grid’s shields continued to be generated, the Cave King’s attacks didn’t have an effect.


  “W-What?” 


  What was this infinite shield? How many abilities did Grid have that went against common sense?


  “With this, how many times have I killed you? I forgot so let’s call this the first time,” Grid whispered to Veradin, who was astonished at the sight of the Cave King collapsing.


  “W-Wait a minute!”


  “Keook!”


  [You have suffered serious damage!]


  [It is catastrophic damage...!]


  ....


  ...


  [You have died.]


  [You have failed to fulfill the conditions of ★Hidden Quest★ Hwan Kingdom’s Resident (1). The Hwan Kingdom’s Resident (1) quest has been destroyed.]


  [The Hwan Kingdom will no longer give you a chance. You aren’t even permitted to visit.]


  [You have died two times within 24 hours and have been forcefully logged out.]




  Chapter 846


  “Kuk! Kuaaaah! Gridddd!”


  Veradin thought it was a dream until he opened his eyes in the capsule. It wasn’t a dream but reality. He had died two times in a row and was forcefully logged out from Satisfy. Additionally, he permanently missed the chance to become a resident of the Hwan Kingdom.


  Veradin raised himself from the capsule and couldn’t help questioning it, ‘How could he have that much power remaining?’


  Penan had 3,000 troops. Thanks to the power of Merchant King Kir, there had been many rankers and soldiers armed with items, including the necromancers of Immortal. As such, Veradin had predicted that Grid would’ve consumed most of his skills and stamina in order to break through the elite troops and reach him.


  No, the word ‘predicted’ was too modest. Veradin had been convinced. Grid should have been exhausted before chasing after Veradin. Even if he managed to chase Veradin, Grid shouldn’t have had the stamina to swing his sword once.


  Why?


  It was due to the special nature of the resource called ‘stamina.’ Stamina was different from ordinary resources such as health and mana. It wasn’t something that could be recovered with artificial methods such as taking a potion. A person had to unconditionally rest in order to recover stamina.


  Logically, it was impossible for him not to be tired, even if Grid’s stamina stat was over 3,000 points.


  ‘Yet he was fine.’


  How was this possible?


  ‘Did the Immortal members on the front lines surrender to Grid?’


  Was that why Grid had stamina remaining? It was possible but...


  ‘It isn’t enough.’


  Veradin wasn’t convinced by his guesses. He was frustrated because he couldn’t understand what had gone wrong with his calculations. In actuality, Merchant King Kir was to blame. When he spoke to Veradin, Kir had ‘reduced’ the amount of damage he’d suffered in order to maintain his pride. He hadn’t told Veradin that he had lost his unicorn to Grid! So, in the end, Veradin had been forced to make a false guess.


  “...Surely, Grid doesn’t have over 4,000 points in stamina?”


  If Grid’s stamina was this high, then his defense also made sense. Then new questions arose. What was the secret behind Grid’s extremely high attack power when most of his points were invested in stamina? How many intelligence points did he have that he could use magic? What was with his agility?


  “...Is it due to him being overgeared after all?” 


  Veradin’s fist slammed down onto the capsule. However, he couldn’t exert a high strength with his lean body which didn’t have muscles. So, the expensive capsule was fine. Veradin was overwhelmed with a sense of helplessness, feeling that he was a small and shabby person. He had always been a victor in reality and in Satisfy, so his consecutive losses to Grid were shocking.


  “Shit! Dammit!”


  Veradin had wanted to become a yangban. He wanted to show there was a difference between himself and the two billion players. Someday, he wanted to put Agnus under his feet and feel an unrivaled sense of superiority.


  “Grid!!”


  His grudge toward Grid soared into the sky.


  “...”


  However, he wasn't filled with fighting spirit. How much had Immortal lost because of Grid? Veradin hesitated for a long time. He shouldn’t have touched the nose of a sleeping lion...


  If he had known that the identity of the lion was actually a monster...


  Then Veradin lost his motivation and became filled with frustration and regret. He would’ve been a star that shone for a long time if he hadn’t stepped on a monster.


  ***


  The 3rd ranked merchant, Muto—he had cooperated with Grid to sell the chandelier to the imperial palace and was on the track of unprecedented success.


  He hadn’t missed out on the commerce rights secured with the support of the Overgeared Kingdom and made a pricing policy that satisfied the consumers rather than being greedy for profit. Now, hundreds and thousands of players came to the Overgeared Kingdom to visit the Muto Company, which was fully embedded in the kingdom.


  Due to the rapid development of commerce in the Overgeared Kingdom which had been lacking compared to agriculture, Muto was competing for the second rank. Muto predicted that he would reach the second rank in the merchant rankings within the next four months.


  The higher the ranking of the merchant, the higher the number of stores that could be held. Therefore, the value of the ranking was very high. The gap between the second and third ranks was great. Muto was overflowing with happiness.


  In the past, he happened to meet Grid on the East Continent and ate the poisonous food of some crazy chef. Muto wanted to praise himself for having gained Grid’s favor even if it meant going against the empire. He was proud of his own acumen for having chosen the person named Grid. 


  As such, he was very satisfied with the current situation. Then one day...


  “Why are you here?” Muto had a strong feeling of anxiety. The 1st ranked merchant Kir, who was praised as the Merchant King, was visiting the Overgeared Kingdom. Muto was chagrined to see Kir sitting with Lauel.


  ‘Once again...!’


  Many of Muto’s things had been taken from him by Kir. Kir expanded his business by using any means and methods, making him a natural enemy for Muto. Muto believed that Kir was doing some political maneuvering behind the scenes and realized that the position he had built up in the Overgeared Kingdom was about to be taken away.


  ‘He managed to make a situation like this while his city was being invaded by Grid... He turned a crisis into an opportunity in such unfavorable conditions?’ 


  Kir laughed at Muto who was staring at him with eyes filled with hostility. “Don’t look at me like I’m a villain. From my point of view, you are the villain. Now, take this.”


  “...?” Muto was confused. It was because Kir handed over the ‘account balance’ book.


  ‘What is this joke?’


  Lauel smiled at the extremely confused Muto. “Accept it. This is a book that provides a comprehensive view of the Merchant King’s accounts and business status.”


  “That... What is this situation?”


  Kir was the one who replied sarcastically to Muto’s careful question, “This evil bastard is pretending not to know anything until the end. You don’t know the plan that involves taking everything away from me and handing it over to you? Does this make sense?”


  “What...”


  They were taking everything away from Merchant King Kir and giving it to him? Muto’s brain couldn’t keep up with the discussion. Lauel patted his shoulders. “It is time for you to take away everything that Kir has built up.”


  “...”


  “Become the new Merchant King. This is an order from King Grid.”


  Duguen! Duguen! Duguen!


  Muto’s face turned red as he finally found out the situation. All sorts of emotions bubbled up in his heart and tears formed in his eyes. “Grid did this for me... He believes in me.”


  It wasn’t a matter of believing. There was no option from Grid’s position. The Overgeared Guild didn’t have a merchant, so Grid could only use Muto. Additionally, Muto had shown to be wonderfully resourceful in this short time and proved why he was third in the merchant rankings.


  Despite this, Lauel remained silent. He thought it would be better to let Muto maintain his thoughts. Muto’s response showed that a new Grid fanatic was born. Lauel was pleased but he clearly distinguished between public and private matters. “Muto, in the future, you will gain an astronomical amount of money using Kir’s rights and the commerce of the Overgeared Kingdom. Do you admit it?”


  “Of course.”


  “Then give 70% of your profits to Grid.”


  70% was a reasonable request. The revenue share between a kingdom and a merchant company would typically be between 40~60% if it was an exclusive deal. After all, Grid had secured the Overgeared Kingdom’s commerce rights as well as Kir’s commerce rights for Muto. It was would difficult for him to refuse a profit distribution of 80%, let alone 70%.


  However, Kir thought that Muto would refuse.


  ‘What is 70%?’


  Kir knew that there were only two merchant players who could manage his commerce rights among the player—the 3rd ranked Muto and the 2nd ranked Cecilia. This meant it was inevitable for Grid to rely on Muto. Muto was aware of this fact, so would he be satisfied with only 30% of the profits? 40% to 60% was more realistic.


  It was as Kir expected.


  “70%...? I don’t like that,” Muto declined it firmly.


  ‘Look at this.’


  Kir tilted his nose upward into the air conceitedly as he was hoping for a rift between Grid and Muto. He didn’t want to see them embracing each other. Lauel sighed. He didn’t show any signs of being upset at all. It was because Lauel had already anticipated Muto’s rejection.


  “I understand. Then we will discuss this a bit more.” Lauel thought that 60% was a realistic amount.


  “I will give you 90%.”


  “Yes?”


  “What?”


  Lauel and Kir were confused by Muto’s shocking remark. Muto smiled brightly. “I will repay Grid’s grace for the rest of my life. In return, I want Grid to defend the Muto Company to the end.”


  Muto was certain that Grid wouldn’t end as the king of a small country.


  ‘Considering Grid’s brute force, blacksmithing skills, and unstoppable momentum, as well as the many talents under him...’


  In the future, Grid was likely to become the leader of a great nation that could compete with the Saharan Empire. Muto believed it would be worth the investment, even if it might only be returned in 10 years. That’s right. This was an investment. Muto dreamed of a larger future.


  Kir read his thoughts and found it absurd. “Can’t you read the situation? Grid is an extreme person. He is dangerous. He is always creating new enemies and will one day collapse. Yet you are dreaming of a future with him? Muto, this foolishness is why you are currently third,” Kir made fun of Muto.


  “Third? Aren’t I first right now?”


  “...”


  “Do you think I am stupid? Aren’t you the one who lost everything?”


  Kir was forced to shut his mouth at Muto’s words.


  After that...


  [Merchant Rankings]


  [1st place - Muto (Affiliation: Overgeared Guild)]


  The newly updated rankings had a large impact on the world. Kir’s name was nowhere to be found in the rankings, and the one with the title of Merchant King was now Muto. The recognition of him belonging to the Overgeared Kingdom rose sharply, and it was natural to expand the forces of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  ***


  “We can’t take it easy right now.”


  Something massive was taking place in the second player-built kingdom—Valhalla. The famous general, God of War Ares, was leading an army filled with tens of thousands of elite soldiers. His destination was the Ultina Kingdom. Ultina was a small kingdom which was chosen as Valhalla’s first invasion target.


  ‘I must also do my best!’


  The players Oasis, who once overturned the world with the title of Undefeated King’s Descendant, was right beside Ares. 


  Simultaneously, deep in the mountains of the Ultina Kingdom.


  “Master’s old friend?”


  One player was facing an NPC called Asmophel. Haster, the player, was very wary of the sudden visitor. Asmophel was tired from his long journey and explained with a dark expression, “We belonged to the same knights division... Tell him that I am a traitor and he will know.”


  “Ah, it is you. I have been waiting for a really long time.”


  He was one of the Five Miracles. The hermit Haster, who even Kraugel feared, started to move.




  Chapter 847


  Underwatch, Rainbow Seven, and Unlimited Battleground—this was the list of FPS games which had been very popular among gamers all over the world for 7 years and 10 months. In particular, after Unlimited Battleground was released, it had gotten the title of No. 1 FPS game for three years. It led the golden age of e-sports, and the public was enthusiastic about the brilliant and precise control skills of the gamers.


  Among them, the gamer who was the most respected and loved by the public was Haster. Haster was a legend. He was pointed out as the best player in Underwatch, Rainbow Seven, and Unlimited Battleground. His ultimate control skill was a default. He had the patience to wait minutes in one place for the enemy and the ability to read the other players using ‘sound.’


  The American media had lavished him with praise. They had been enthusiastic that a legendary pro gamer equivalent to Lim X-hwan and FakX was born in the US. The foreign media couldn’t deny it. However, Haster’s throne, which had seemed everlasting, ended in vain.


  It was due to the release of Satisfy. Once virtual reality games appeared, people were no longer enthusiastic about existing games. Their focus shifted. Everyone in the world became concentrated solely on Satisfy, and traditional e-sports experienced a downturn.


  Then Haster announced his retirement. His retirement was tantamount to the downfall of the existing game industry. Many people were regretful while the E-sports Association asked Haster to stay and protect the existing game system. Despite that, Haster didn’t withdraw his retirement.


  After all, he too had a new future in Satisfy.


  ***


  “I really waited a long time.”


  The Red Knights, the traitor, Asmophel...


  A smile appeared on Haster’s face as he connected the scattered words. How long had it been? It had been two years in real time.


  Haster remembered the days when he first encountered Satisfy. He had a weak body that couldn’t keep up with his brain. There was the item system which couldn’t be overcome by raising his stats and training his body, as well as the inherent limitation of the character tied to the framework of a class. In comparison to FPS, there were too many external factors in Satisfy which made relying on his innate physical ability difficult.


  Consequently, Haster judged that a hidden class was necessary to thoroughly train and utilize his natural skills. He didn’t want a strong class. A low-rated class could be good too. Haster wanted a class that could perform all types of roles with various combat styles, one that would be able to carry out his cognitive thoughts.


  “You’ve been waiting?” Asmophel was wary when the disciple of his old friend welcomed him. He felt something ominous. This was the disciple of a friend whom Asmophel had betrayed and made to live a hellish life as a result. Why was this disciple waiting for him?


  “Is it to seek revenge for your teacher?” If it were Asmophel from the past, he would’ve accepted the revenge. In fact, he would ask to be killed. However, he couldn’t do that now. Asmophel served a king and received his king’s command. He couldn’t die until his king’s reign was over. 


  Haster asked the bitter-looking Asmophel, “Wasn’t Master’s nickname the Wise Red Sage?”


  “...?”


  “Do you think my master didn’t notice the black curtain behind your betrayal?”


  “...!” 


  Flinch. The astonished Asmophel stiffened like a stone statue, and he started to tremble. “Winfred knows the truth... I see...” 


  Tears of joy and regret filled Asmophel’s eyes. 


  “...!!!”


  Haster suddenly pulled out a small Korean horn bow [1] and fired an arrow at Asmophel. Asmophel responded by avoiding it while Haster pulled out a long sword and approached.


  “What is this?”


  Didn’t he say that Winfred knew the truth? Moreover, revenge wasn’t mentioned. So, why was this person attacking? Asmophel’s confused eyes shook like a fire before a gust of wind. Meanwhile, Haster’s eyes were as calm as a deep lake. “I’m not trying to get revenge. I just want to check.”


  “Check what?” 


  “If it is time.”


  “Time?”


  “Time to revive the king’s name.”


  ...Haster. Was it time for the name of the king who once enthralled gamers all over the world to appear again on the stage called Satisfy? Haster needed confirmation. He didn’t want to lose his past honor by appearing on stage too early, nor could he determine his strength by challenging existing powerhouses such as Kraugel and Grid.


  Still, Haster wanted to fight.


  [Descendant of the Red Knights]


  [Difficulty: Class quest.


  Rating: SS


  You have been given the skills and knowledge of the previous First Knight of the Red Knights, Red Sage Winfred, but it is questionable if you are qualified to be Winfred’s disciple.


  Duel with the old Red Knights and prove your credentials.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Duel with an old Red Knights member and win.


  * The locations of the old Red Knights can be seen through hints left by Winfred before his death.


  Quest Clear Reward: Unlock all the skills of the unique class ‘Red Sage.’]


  “The king’s name? I don’t know what you mean!” Flames appeared at the end of Asmophel’s sword as he blocked the sword aiming for his waist. Nevertheless, Haster didn’t panic. He used Ice Dance, which he had learned from Winfred, to create a curtain of ice and block the heat. Steam rose from the ice curtain that melted instantly. The tip of a spear shot through the steam toward Asmophel’s abdomen. Asmophel barely avoided the attack, and both he and Haster were astonished.


  ‘Using magic, a spear, and a sword at the same time? This is the second coming of Winfred...!’


  ‘He avoided a combo that even Kraugel couldn’t respond to?’


  As Haster recovered his spear, Asmophel’s sword passed by his face. Haster gave up on the spear and his counterattack as he spun to minimize the damage. The attack wasn’t visible to his eyes, but Haster heard it with his ears. Asmophel was showing off a dazzling swordsmanship.


  Haster stepped back hastily.


  “...!” Asmophel’s eyes flickered. “That isn’t Winfred’s technique...?”


  “This is a technique I built myself.”


  “...” Asmophel’s expression darkened. Was it because he had no chance of winning against the bearded man before him? No. Asmophel acknowledged the enemy’s skills, but it didn’t mean he had no chance. Asmophel was worried about something else. ‘He didn’t show up even in this turmoil...’


  He didn’t sense any signs of life from the small cabin behind Haster. At first, Asmophel had thought Winfred was just hiding, but he didn’t think so anymore. Asmophel barely suppressed his emotions as he carefully questioned Haster, “Is Winfred away?”


  “No.”


  “Then...”


  “Master passed away last year. He lost his friends and family to the empire and was chased... The past few years exhausted his mind and body.”


  “Then...”


  It was because of Asmophel. He had betrayed everyone! Asmophel felt deeply guilty and bowed his head. He was now filled with a new anxiety. Winfred had boasted a stronger mentality than Asmophel and Piaro, yet he hadn’t been able to bear the terrible reality and left first. Were his other colleagues safe and sound? Maybe it was already too late...


  “Sob!” Asmophel failed to hold back his tears. Haster faced him with gritted teeth and couldn’t move easily.


  ‘This is embarrassing.’


  Was it because he had lived with his teacher for the past few years...? Haster was no longer able to sense the difference between NPCs and humans. Therefore, Asmophel’s pained emotions were transferred to Haster.


  ‘How painful is it?’


  Haster had picked the wrong opponent. After all, Asmophel was the former captain of the Red Knights. Haster was happy to have a good opponent to test his skills, but considering his position, Asmophel wasn’t a good opponent.


  ‘I should wait a bit.’


  Haster apologized to his memory of Winfred and lowered the weapon he had aimed at Asmophel.


  “....!!”


  Then suddenly, the ground shook. In the distance, black smoke rose from the direction of the capital.


  “War?”


  No, how could this be? Moreover, why was it at this critical timing? Haster frowned as he heard a rustle in his ears. The sounds were coming from a small village in the foothills of the mountains.


  “Sp... are...! Me...!”


  “No...!” 


  “Resist...! You will...! Die...!”


  “Kyaaaak!”


  The conversation wasn’t heard clearly, but the terrible screams were surely conveyed.


  The faces of the villagers passed through Haster’s mind one by one. The woodcutter who often brought wood in winter, the clothing store auntie who cared for him and packed thick leather clothes for him, the little kids who greeted him every time their eyes met, the shy daughter of the innkeeper...


  The NPCs were all chunks of graphics. However...


  “Shit!” Haster couldn’t stay still because the warmth he’d felt from the people of the village was real. Eventually, Haster left Asmophel and descended to the bottom of the mountain.


  “This...!”


  A huge castle was depicted on the flag of the army plundering the village. It was the flag which symbolized the second player-built kingdom, Valhalla. Suddenly, Haster could no longer descend the mountain.


  There had been a period of two years before he met his master and another two years after he met his master. It was clear why Haster had lived quietly for four years. He wanted to show the world that the old king of the fallen game system had resurrected in a new game.


  This was a simple matter of honor, but it was also a surprise for the many fans who loved and cared for him, and who were perhaps still waiting for him. Was he going to reveal his existence for the sake of a few NPCs? It would be denying the efforts of his past four years.


  “Why is it Valhalla?”


  Haster would be noticed by players, and they might even recognize him. While Haster hesitated, Asmophel approached him and handed over a worn helmet. It was a military helmet with a rod drawn on it. Asmophel was wearing another helmet with two rods drawn on it. Why was Asmophel handing him a military helmet?


  “Ah!” Haster blinked as he belatedly realized that Asmophel’s name and face were obscured by the helmet. This was an act of consideration for Haster.


  “I’m very grateful.” Haster bowed deeply before equipping the military helmet. Then he appeared in the world after a long time...


  “Who are you?”


  “I am a soldier.”


  “...M-Me too.”


  Only one of them was actually a soldier.


  Oasis, who had been leading the Valhalla soldiers to pillage the village and secure food, frowned at the sight.


  [1] Wiki Link: https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gakgung




  Chapter 848


  The Three-Eyed Valley—it was the best hunting ground after the Boundary Forest (World Tree’s Forest) which Kraugel had recommended to Grid. Kraugel had been fighting the three-eyed giants inside it for a few months and finally achieved his goal.


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Congratulations! You have reached level 300 and achieved the third stats awakening!]


  [For every point of stamina, health will increase by 25 and defense will increase by 0.9.]


  [For every point of strength, health will increase by 7 and attack will increase by 0.6.]


  [For every point of intelligence...]


  “Sigh.”


  He felt strength boiling inside him. It was a sensation that was completely different from a while ago. This was an accomplishment that he achieved for the second time, so Kraugel closed his eyes with a calm expression.


  “...”


  The past was drawn out in his mind. In order to get one of the three passive attack skills, Quick Command, Kraugel had been on a quest involving the seven malignant saints and had visited the deep mountain where the Red Sage was located. Then he’d met an unexpected person in front of the small cabin. It had been Haster, the protagonist of old.


  Kraugel hadn’t listened to Haster’s advice, that the Red Sage was sick and weary, and hadn’t retreated. Instead, he had insisted on meeting with the Red Sage and confronted Haster with his sword. The result was devastating. Yes, Kraugel was defeated during the days when he was still called the sky above the sky. Back then, Kraugel had become a Sword Saint and just passed level 200. He hadn’t been able to defeat Haster.


  Haster’s battle style was unique and creative as he used all sorts of weapons and could summon an ice curtain. His unpredictability and speed had disrupted Kraugel’s innate insight and super sensitivity several times. On the other hand, Kraugel’s erratic nature hadn’t worked with Haster, who relied on ‘sound’ to read the direction of attack and respond immediately. It allowed Kraugel to understand why Haster had been called the king of the gaming world in the past.


  ‘Now?’


  Kraugel wanted to confirm it. Now that he had reached level 300 and achieved his third stats awakening, could he fight against Haster?


  “...” Kraugel closed his eyes and the cabin deep in the mountains appeared in his mind. Haster was blocking his way. Kraugel fought him and was once again defeated.


  “...He is the peak of the old gaming age.”


  Haster was confronting the peak of the new age in order to win back his legacy, but could he steal the title from Grid who had already taken it? Kraugel closed his eyes again, and this time Grid appeared. The struggle lasted a long time until he opened his eyes again.


  ‘I can’t get used to defeat.’


  Haster, Grid, and likely Agnus as well—they were the three people he couldn’t overcome at present. Despite that, Kraugel’s heart was filled with motivation instead of frustration. 


  ***


  “Tie up all those who resist! Don’t threaten them and don’t kill them! Remember that your opponents are civilians who can’t harm us.”


  Oasis’ unit entered a small village at the foothills. It was a village but it was no different from a hamlet. Oasis frowned. All the villagers seemed hungry because of the cold season. In fact, there was almost no food in the village storehouse. There were only small amounts of dried meat and boiled animal skins.


  ‘I’m sorry.’


  With the help of the Overgeared Kingdom, Valhalla had prevented an invasion from the empire and had raised its military strength for a year. In spite of this, it was inevitable that they would have to face the empire’s invasion again, making Valhalla greatly poor. It was impossible for the internal economy to maintain at this level.


  ‘We have to conquer other countries to live.’


  The Ultina Kingdom bordering the Valhalla Kingdom was a potential threat. If Ultina joined with the empire for the invasion, Valhalla would have to fight in isolation. The purpose of Valhalla’s conquest war was to absorb Ultina’s economy while eliminating a rear threat.


  Still, was it necessary to plunder them in the process? Even a small village like this? Should they incite the hatred of the people when they were planning to devour the whole kingdom? Oasis had doubts but it was answered by the power of Ares’ Plundering skill.


  [The Oasis Squad has succeeded in looting the food of Ren Village!]


  [The effect of ‘War King’s Generosity has been activated!]


  [War King Ares has made a proposal to the inhabitants of the village that has been looted! The residents of the village will be able to find more food than what was stolen! The inhabitants of the looted village had a deep respect for King Ares!]


  [The morale of the Oasis Squad has risen sharply! All stats will increase by 5% while the morale is maintained. Stamina consumption will slow by 50%. The ‘Courage’ effect will be obtained. The squad won’t shrink back even when meeting a strong enemy.]


  “Uwaaaaahhhhh!” Oasis and the soldiers cheered with excitement. The power of Ares’ growth type hidden class ‘War King’, which was currently at the unique rating, was the most special and unique amongst all the classes. Oasis had a deep faith in Ares. He had seen and learn many things under Ares and believed that Ares would help him become the Undefeated King’s Descendant.


  ‘I will also be a protagonist like Ares and Grid...’


  One year—no, five years… No, it would be good even after ten years. Oasis was confident that his days of glory would come one day. He boasted a perseverance and determination that was beyond the ordinary.


  “Who are you?” Oasis was directing the soldiers carrying food when two men suddenly appeared. The two men had their faces and names obscured by military helmets. At first, Oasis thought they were neighborhood youths, but their outfits were unusual. The sets of armor they wore underneath the cloaks were luxurious and excellent.


  The mysterious men answered:


  “I am a soldier.”


  “....? M-Me too.”


  “...” 


  How were they soldiers? One was wearing shabby leather armor while the other was dressed like a mountain hunter.


  Oasis frowned and sent a signal to his soldiers, who surrounded the two men. “You are a wandering knight passing by who has paired up with a village youth who burns with a sense of justice. Valhalla’s troops aren’t something that small fries like you can deal with. I will let you keep your swords if you leave right now.”


  Currently, Oasis was one of the faces of Valhalla. There was a need for him to act dignified so that the Valhalla army wouldn’t be despised by others.


  “Acting strong while robbing a small village? Your Valhalla is a complete group of thugs!” One of the men shouted at Oasis who was warning them. It was the man in leather armor. 


  “Thugs? Take that back.”


  “It seems to be true based on your reaction?”


  “You...!”


  Then Oasis gave a signal. To think the great Valhalla that Ares founded was being compared to thugs? The furious soldiers simultaneously attacked the two men. After their morale boost, the attacks of the soldiers were threatening. These soldiers who trained under Ares were as firm as rocks, and it was hard to find a gap in their defenses. Moreover, their spears were sharp.


  “Hoh.” Asmophel was impressed. He didn’t know that ‘real’ soldiers could be trained to this level. Nevertheless, he didn’t panic. After all, Asmophel nurtured the Overgeared soldiers who were armed with items, so he saw Valhalla’s soldiers as below the Overgeared soldiers. 


  Asmophel avoided five spears which came at him from different orbits, and he caught one of them by hand. As Asmophel swung the spear he now held, the soldier on the other end flew and broke his allies’ formation. Meanwhile, Haster blocked the attacks with a curtain of ice, firing magic like bullets through the cracking ice curtain. The soldiers had their armor pierced by the ice bullets and collapsed with loud screams, “Kuaaaack!”


  Oasis felt astonished as the soldiers’ formation broke in the blink of an eye.


  ‘Where did these talented people come from?’


  Was it because the soldiers were relatively weak, highlighting the skills of the two men? The mysterious men masquerading as soldiers were reminiscent of Grid. Originally, Oasis would’ve run away once he sensed how strong these people were. However, Oasis was now part of Valhalla, so he couldn’t just leave the soldiers and retreat. Additionally, he had lost his fear because of the ‘Courage’ effect.


  “You!” Oasis pulled out a sword and rushed toward Haster. Thanks to his ‘Charge’ skill, Oasis’ speed was very fast and his momentum was fierce. Still, it wasn’t enough to threaten Haster. He fired his horn bow and shot the front leg of the approaching horse.


  “What?” Oasis’ vision spun. Then Haster’s sword aimed at Oasis as he fell. 


  The Undefeated King’s sheath scoffed, -You aren’t a threat to anyone now. You aren’t qualified to handle my great power. I think the relationship between you and I will end here today.


  “That…” Oasis gritted his teeth and twisted his waist. Did he want to take evasive action while falling in the air? It was a control that the usual Oasis would’ve never been able to achieve with his concentration and physical ability.


  “I don’t want to!” Oasis avoided Haster’s attack in a breathtaking manner. He rolled across the ground and jumped back up. “I don’t want to lose anymore!”


  Oasis wanted to become the main character. He wanted to let everyone know that ordinary people like him could also come up to the big stage. The expression on Oasis’ face wasn’t ordinary as he raised his sword. Unfortunately, his opponent was too strong. No, his natural talent was bad. The level of skills he built up wasn’t enough. The world wasn’t that easy. Not everyone could become a protagonist.


  [You have suffered serious damage!]


  “Cough!”


  “Oasis!”


  A notification window popped up as he heard the screams of the soldiers. The pain came late.


  “...?” Oasis’ eyes trembled as he couldn’t understand the present situation. What was this spear through his abdomen? When did this happen and who did it? Oasis slowly turned his head and saw a soldier in a military helmet. It was Haster. Haster had moved behind Oasis and stabbed him. He pulled out a sword and stabbed Oasis again without removing the spear, causing Oasis’ body to slowly turn to gray.


  [You have died.]


  [This is considered a defeat.]


  [You have lost your qualification to become the Undefeated King’s descendant.]


  [The voice of the Undefeated King can vaguely be heard.]


  -I like your heart.


  [The hidden class quest ‘Undefeated King’s Descendant’ has changed to the ‘100,000 Army Swordsmanship’ skill acquisition quest.]


  -A loser also has his own oath. Shall we try a bit more?


  The conditions for acquiring a legendary class were very tricky. It wasn’t something that could be obtained by deliberately targeting it. Still, the S.A Group wasn’t unreasonable enough to make the opportunity disappear after a single failure. There were new opportunities. No, in fact, Oasis received a more realistic opportunity as he died.


  Meanwhile, Haster faced Asmophel. “I am thankful for your help. Aren’t you looking for the old generation of Red Knights? I will help you.” 


  There were loud roars from the distant capital. Valhalla’s conquest war was in full swing.


  Simultaneously, in the Overgeared Kingdom...


  “I want to learn how to make jiangshi.”


  “Why do you want to learn?”


  “I want to be qualified to be next to the benefactor who gave me a new opportunity. I... I want a friend. I am tired of the relationship where you only use each other.”


  “You did well to come,” Grid greeted a welcome guest.




  Chapter 849


  Asmophel and Haster didn’t bother following the fleeing soldiers. The inhabitants of the village were safe now, and it was unlikely that the soldiers would return to retaliate.


  “You’re going to help me? Can you leave here? Weren’t you protecting the cabin for a reason?” Asmophel asked Haster, who had taken off the military helmet and returned it.


  There was obviously a reason. Some of the skills that he learned from Master Winfred involved raising the level through ‘meditation.’ Additionally, Winfred had left a will saying that a person of distinction would visit here. Therefore, Haster had protected the cabin while waiting.


  Now, it was time to leave. Haster’s skill level was high enough, and his teacher’s will seemed to be referring to Asmophel.


  “I will leave now.” Haster would say goodbye to the place that contained memories of his teacher. Then a notification window appeared before Haster, causing him to smile.


  [Affinity with Asmophel has increased by 10.]


  Asmophel gladly welcomed Haster. “It is reassuring to be with Winfred’s disciple. I believe that we will help each other on the journey.”


  “Me too.” As he replied, a transparent orange shield was formed around Haster.


  [All resources have been restored by the effect of the passive skill ‘Heroic Story.’ For one minute, your defense will increase in proportion to the amount of resources used within the past two minutes. In addition, a shield that negates all types of skills and magic damage will be maintained for 10 seconds.]


  ***


  [Jiangshi Recipe]


  [Category: Skill Book (Unique)


  -An old booklet containing the recipe for a steel jiangshi.


  Conditions of Use: Daoist, Necromancer.]


  Skills were mostly divided into two categories. They could be learned either through class-specific skills when their level went up or through acquiring them from hidden quests or skill books.


  Of course, the value of the latter was higher. Unlike a class skill that could be acquired by raising the level, the skills acquired from quests and skill books were scarce. In particular, the higher the rating of the skill, the greater the versatility and power, as well as their astronomical value.


  What about a unique-rated skill book? If it were placed on the auction site right now, the auction price would likely reach billions of won. The more assets the rankers accumulated, the greater the demand for items would be. Meanwhile, the supply remained unchanged. This meant the value of a Satisfy item was now several times higher than it was a few years ago.


  “Are you giving this to me?” The 2nd ranked necromancer, Bullet, had been ignored by Agnus and then left the decaying Immortal after being used by Veradin. Now he was stunned. He hadn’t known that the jangshi making method Grid talked about was a skill. Of course, he assumed it would be an item. He’d thought that a jiangshi-type monster would be summoned when certain items were used.


  In fact, he hadn’t thought about it too deeply. Bullet had come to find Grid because of the expectations Grid had held in his gaze when he looked at Bullet, not because of his incomprehensible words about jiangshi production.


  “Why me?” Bullet asked again while staring blankly. He was wary that this skill book would be poison. “It is pointless if you want me to tell you information about Agnus in exchange for this. I don’t know anything about him. Even if I did, I wouldn’t say it. I don’t want to mess with him. I’m sorry,” Bullet bowed deeply and apologized.


  It was an apology for disappointing Grid, who had expectations toward Bullet despite them being enemies.


  ‘I am once again missing out on a bond.’ Bullet’s expression was bitter as he looked down at the ground. He believed that Grid would be angry. After all, from Grid’s point of view, Bullet was protecting Agnus, who was an enemy.


  However, Grid’s response was unexpected. “Why are you making a fuss on your own? Who wants something like that?”


  “...?”


  “I want you to be my colleague. This skill book is simply a bribe.”


  Grid definitely knew that he was strong. He also trusted the Overgeared members, who were prominent in all areas. Still, this didn’t mean that he felt no anxiety. His obsession with Kir wasn’t due to being fearful of a future enemy. Rather, it was because Grid predicted that the Overgeared Kingdom, which was developing uniquely, would soon be isolated, so he wanted more strength. Since there was a limit of the strength of an individual, his desire to recruit talented people naturally increased, and Bullet was a good candidate to fulfill Grid’s wishes.


  Moreover, how long would Grid leave the unique-rated skill book that he’d received in the East Continent to rot away? He needed a good necromancer in the Overgeared Kingdom. However, most necromancer rankers belonged to Immortal, so he hadn’t been able to find any talent. The 2nd ranked Bullet was a treasure that Grid had fortunately stumbled across.


  “I already heard the story of Immortal and Veradin. Agnus never showed up while Immortal was being smashed.”


  “...”


  Grid had accidentally seen Bullet screaming at Veradin and knew the ideal that Bullet pursued was a fit for the Overgeared Kingdom. It was why he was certain about this.


  “Join the Overgeared Guild. We need you. I need you.”


  “...”


  Grid’s eyes didn’t shake as he stared at Bullet. It was different from those who tried to rely on Bullet’s strength and also from those who tried to exploit it. Grid was confident enough to make Bullet feel he was trustworthy. To think that there was such a firm belief despite them once being enemies… Bullet’s heart thumped. He felt a type of respect for Grid that was different from what he felt for Agnus. “Thank you. In the future, the Overgeared Guild... No, Grid, I will repay your faith.”


  Nevertheless, there was something Bullet had to make clear before that. “I will purchase the skill book at a reasonable price. It is too big a burden if I just receive this from you.”


  He had seen more than one or two relationships destroyed because of money and didn’t want to leave room for this at the very beginning. This decision was made based on Bullet’s previous experience. However, Grid refused to accept it. “What if I don’t want to? This is a skill book that I obtained from the East Continent.”


  It was an item he had obtained after defeating the chief of the Lava Prison, the largest prison of the Cho Kingdom. The skill book was a rare item which couldn’t be obtained twice.


  “Do you think you can put a value on this skill book?”


  “...”


  Then what was Bullet supposed to do? Confused, he just stayed silent. Meanwhile, Grid showed a wicked smile. “I’ll mortgage your life with this. You can never leave my side in the future.”


  “What if I eat the skill book and run away?”


  “Haven’t you already seen the result of the kill order? I will follow you to the ends of hell.”


  “Haha...”


  Should he pull out now? Bullet thought about it seriously, but he couldn’t overcome the temptation. His wish of a ‘precious bond’ caused him to feel a deep attraction to Grid’s offer.


  [Necromancer ‘Bullet’ has joined Overgeared Guild One!]


  ***


  [The ’Jiangshi Recipe’ has been acquired.]


  [The skill Jiangshi Production has been opened.]


  [The skill Coffin Production has been opened.


  [The skill Jiangshi Control has been opened.]


  [Jiangshi Production Lv. 1]


  [You can turn a human body into a jiangshi. It can’t be produced from the body of another species, monster or animal.


  If the level of the body is higher than the creator’s level, the jiangshi can’t be made.


  The starting level of the steel jiangshi is 100 and the maximum level is 100 levels lower than the creator.


  * The higher the skill level, the higher the variety of the jiangshi that can be created.


  Skill Mana Consumption: 100% maximum mana.


  Skill Cooldown Time: None.]


  [Coffin Production]


  [It is possible to produce coffins for the purpose of storing the jiangshi.


  A coffin is required to control the jiangshi.


  One coffin is consumed per jiangshi.


  Resources Consumed: 1,000 mana.


  Skill Ingredients Consumption: 12 spikes, 3 birch trees.


  Coffin Production Time: 1 hour and 30 minutes.]


  [Jiangshi Control Lv. 1]


  [Passive.


  You can have a maximum of two jiangshis.


  Once taken out of the coffin, the jiangshi can be active for up to three hours. After three hours, it should rest for three hours in the coffin. After death, the jiangshi needs to rest for 12 hours in the coffin.]


  ‘Isn’t this unbelievable?’ Once Bullet saw the information of the newly learned skills and understood the concept of a jiangshi, he couldn’t help feeling surprised. ‘Won’t it grow to be recognized as a unique presence like the death knights?’


  There was a disadvantage in the fact that the level of the jiangshi was limited, but this was likely to be overcome once the level of Jiangshi Production increased. In other words, the jiangshi was classified as a top-grade undead.


  “This is a great undead...”


  “I told you. It was obtained from the East Continent.”


  Grid remembered the strength of the black horse jiangshi that had been the head of the Lava Prison. It was a monster that ordinary players couldn’t afford to go against. If Bullet had several black horse jiangshis...


  “Bullet, please work hard in the future. I will give as much support as you need.”


  “I will surely live up to your expectations...!” Bullet was overwhelmed by Grid’s cheers. He was convinced that if he summoned the regular undead, which consumed the dominance stat, and the jiangshi which didn’t consume the dominance stat, he would have an undead army that wasn’t lacking compared to Agnus’. Bullet felt a sensation that went beyond his limits.


  Once this happened, a bit of greed rose inside him. “I’ll have to get a new necklace.”


  His current necklace was made with crow bones. This bone necklace had a large amethyst embedded in the center and was an accessory which raised a necromancer’s dominance stat. The higher the rating, the higher the effect would be.


  “Necklace? Do you know a good jewelry maker?” Grid asked Bullet, who planned to invest a lot of money in the necklace. The jewels acquired from the Belial raid were stuck in Grid’s inventory. Grid hadn’t been able to use the treasures which showed various effects because he couldn’t find a suitable person to work on it.


  Bullet nodded without hesitation. “I have a relationship with Princess.”


  “Princess?”


  Why was a princess suddenly being mentioned? Bullet explained to Grid, “Oh, she is famous among the necromancers. There is a skilled jewelry maker who lives deep in the dungeon of Gerad Mountain and only makes necklaces. Her style and attitude are like those of a princess, so we call her ‘Princess’.”


  “Introduce me to her.”


  “It will be difficult.”


  On the day that Grid and Bullet joined forces, Satisfy’s communities heated up.


  -Necromancer Rankings-


  1st place – Veradin (No affiliation).


  2nd place - Bullet (Overgeared Guild).


  -After Muto, it is Bullet?


  -The 2nd ranked necromancer joined the Overgeared Guild... This is big.


  -Wasn’t Bullet part of Immortal?


  -He kept dying because of the kill order, so he surrendered and joined the Overgeared Guild...


  -He has no guts. From the perspective of Immortal, he is a complete traitor.


  -Are you condemning him for trying to find a way to live? Is this something to criticize?


  -The Overgeared army + an undead army...


  -Even if the old Seven Guilds are reunited, they won’t be able to go against the Overgeared Guild.


  -Isn’t that obvious? Weren’t the Seven Guilds slaughtered by the Overgeared Kingdom’s farmers before?


  -Ah... ㅡㅡ;; There was something like that.


  -Where are people like Zibal and Seuron these days?


  -They can only suck on the Overgeared member’s fingers everyday.


  -What about Agnus?


  -Agnus is too elusive...


  The current powerhouses, the old powerhouses, and the new powerhouses were destined to be discussed. Additionally, it was natural for the public to be interested in Agnus after he became a legend.


  “Kilkik!” One man arrived before the giant mountain—Gerad Mountain—which contained six artificial dungeons. Eat Spicy Jokbal panicked as he confirmed that the dungeons were being destroyed one by one.


  “Grid?” No, it wasn’t. The invader was destroying the dungeons much faster than when the old Grid did it. “A dragon has appeared!”


  Troubled, Eat Spicy Jokbal rushed off to Gerad Mountain.




  Chapter 850


  [An intruder has appeared in the ‘Gerad 1st Dungeon’.]


  The time between the warning message and the result was unusually short.


  [The Gerad 1st Dungeon’s first zone has been completely destroyed!]


  [The Gerad 1st Dungeon’s second zone has been completely destroyed...]


  [The Gerad 1st Dungeon’s third zone...]


  [The Gerad 1st Dungeon has been completely destroyed!]


  “What?”


  There were a total of six dungeons installed in Gerad Mountain to defend the Princess. They were thoroughly designed to keep out invaders. Yet a single dungeon had been attacked in a few minutes and was now completely destroyed. 


  “Who...?”


  It couldn’t be a player when even Grid hadn’t been able to break a dungeon so quickly. Particularly, the difficulty of the Gerad Dungeon was much higher than that of the Beware Dogs dungeon that Grid had hit in the past. How could a player beat the Gerad Dungeon in minutes? According to common sense, it was impossible.


  “A dragon has appeared!”


  The image of the dragon that appeared in the National Competition was still vivid in Eat Spicy Jokbal’s mind. Perhaps a dragon had landed on top of Gerad Mountain, destroying some of the dungeons.


  [An intruder has appeared in the ‘Gerad 2nd Dungeon’.]


  “It can’t be a dragon!”


  The attacker was targeting the dungeons sequentially. Eat Spicy Jokbal hurriedly prepared various potions and rushed to Gerad Mountain.


  ***


  [You have entered the Gerad Dungeon (4).]


  [The traps have been activated.]


  It happened when he entered the fourth dungeon. Sharp spears appeared from the ground and walls on both sides, while a huge iron ball that was a few hundred kilograms heavy fell from the ceiling. This was a trap which would’ve killed hundreds of troops.


  “Bah.” Yet Agnus just scoffed while Lich Mumud used a spell. He floated himself and Agnus into the air and covered them with a shield of shimmering light. The blades which hit the shield were crushed and cracked, while the ball which fell from the ceiling failed to penetrate the shield and rolled onto the ground. Agnus stepped onto the iron ball and looked down the long corridor of the dungeon. “It’s a structure that only one person can pass through. Kik!”


  The difficulty of the dungeon was rising rapidly. Unlike the first and second dungeons where he pushed through by summoning a large number of undead, the third dungeon became very narrow and the number of traps increased. Agnus had experienced all types of adventures, but he still found the Gerad Mountain dungeons considerably hard.


  ‘I can’t overuse Mumud.’ 


  Agnus thought about it for a moment before waving his fingers. Then a skeleton emerged from the ground. It acted according to Agnus’ will and stepped on the small path in front of his eyes. The moment the skeleton entered the path, flames burned the skeleton. However, the skeleton kept stepping forward like it wasn’t in pain. It took four steps before more flames emerged and the skeleton’s body of bones was burned to ashes.


  ‘It is a fire trap that deals 5,000 fixed damage every fourth block.'


  Agnus waved his fingers again, and a new skeleton popped up at the fourth block. This was Death Chain, a unique skill of Baal’s Contractor which created a new undead at the spot where the old one was destroyed. The second skeleton disappeared as soon as it reached the eighth block, and a new skeleton was born, reaching the 12th and final block. The 12th block exploded without emitting any flames.


  [Your skeleton has received 20,000 damage and has been destroyed.]


  The entire path was destroyed in the aftermath of the explosion, and the fire traps which had been installed up to the 11th block exploded in a chain, shaking the entire dungeon. Agnus was far away, so he didn’t receive a single bit of damage.


  “Kilkik!” Agnus laughed and walked leisurely through the damaged path. New skeletons were created at the next trap and the one after that.


  ***


  At the top of the Gerad Mountain, there was a young girl—no, woman alone in a small dungeon. Her two dark eyes under her bangs were very large, while her face was small and looked like a doll’s.


  -Eat Spicy Jokbal: There is an enemy! Log out right now!


  “...” The woman ignored Eat Spicy Jokbal’s whisper. This place was her workshop. All the items and equipment she needed to make accessories were here. She couldn’t leave this place.


  -Eat Spicy Jokbal: Hey! Bokja!


  Blood suddenly rose to the temples of the woman who was listening to Eat Spicy Jokbal’s urging, and anger suddenly filled her eyes.


  -Elizabeth: Stupid uncle! I told you not to call me by my real name!


  -Eat Spicy Jokbal: It is because you didn’t answer! Why are you chewing my ears off?!


  There was a sense of urgency in Eat Spicy Jokbal’s words.


  -Eat Spicy Jokbal: The fifth dungeon is about to be breached! Log out right now!


  He urged her again, but it was useless.


  -Elizabeth: I don’t want to!!


  Bokja—no, Elizabeth had a certain sense of pride and responsibility as a jewelry maker. She was different from someone who made high-rated items easily because of their legendary class. Elizabeth was only able to make a few rare-rated ornaments with every few thousand normal-rated ornaments, and she had built up her current skills by making thousands of rare-rated and epic-rated ornaments.


  She wanted to show confidence to the people who believed in her and requested for commissions, and this workshop was necessary for that.


  -Elizabeth: I don’t know who it is, but didn’t the guest come because they need my skills? They might be an illegal trespasser, but it is only right for me to respond. Yet you want me to flee from my workshop?


  -Eat Spicy Jokbal: It is fine if the opponent is a player! But...!


  Who was it? What if it was a monster or a named NPC? It was hard to come to a conclusion, but he knew one thing for sure. Non-players wouldn’t be able to accurately determine the value of his niece, and there was a high possibility that it was a malevolent person who would not hesitate to harm her.


  -Eat Spicy Jokbal: Bokja...!


  Either way, Eat Spicy Jokbal didn’t want his niece to suffer. He knew how hard his niece had struggled in order to raise her production class. Even that was just a secondary problem. Most importantly, as her uncle, he didn’t want her to go through terrible experiences like death threats. Eat Spicy Jokbal shouted her name as he headed for the Gerad Mountains.


  -Elizabeth: The illegal intruder seems to be a player.


  He received an unexpected whisper from his niece.


  -Eat Spicy Jokbal: What? A player? Are there hundreds of them?


  He was convinced that his dungeon couldn’t be taken in such a short amount of time unless 10,00 of the top rankers had joined together. Elizabeth gave a reply to the confused Eat Spicy Jokbal.


  -Elizabeth: No, just one.


  -Eat Spicy Jokbal: This isn’t the time to joke around!


  -Elizabeth: His ID is Agnus.


  -Eat Spicy Jokbal: What?


  Eat Spicy Jokbal got goosebumps. Now, it wasn’t surprising that the attacker who broke through the dungeons at the speed of light was just one player, and Eat Spicy Jokbal definitely didn’t want his niece to face such a madman.


  -Eat Spicy Jokbal: Close your eyes and block your ears! Don’t interact with that crazy guy!


  Eat Spicy Jokbal shouted with a pale face, but it was useless. It might be due to a late round of puberty or because she had just started university, but his niece’s rebelliousness caused Eat Spicy Jokbal to feel dumbfounded every time.


  [The target has blocked your whispers.]


  “Dammit! That Agnus, I will kill him if he touches my niece!”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal’s face distorted like a demon’s as his anger burst out. It was a great rage comparable to what he’d felt the day he lost Blood Carnival and the dragon egg.


  ***


  “You are invading illegally without going through the proper procedures. Can a famous person act in such a violent manner?” Elizabeth’s hands were sweaty. It would be a lie if she said she wasn’t nervous, but Elizabeth tried to act unconcerned. After all, this place was her workshop. She needed it to be an accessories maker.


  “It takes too long to go through those procedures.” Agnus approached her slowly. Unlike the rumors, he didn’t show any signs of madness. He looked at Elizabeth with a purely fierce expression like that of a bird of prey.


  “W-What?” Elizabeth could no longer endure her nervousness as Agnus got closer. She took a few steps back.


  “This.” Agnus handed her a red stone. It was a stone that was more beautiful than a ruby.


  However, Elizabeth recognized the stone with a single glance and couldn’t appreciate its beauty. “The Stone of Life...!”


  The Stone of Life—its name sounded good, but the truth was the opposite. This stone had a terrible identity. It was a symbol of death which could only be created by killing a young virgin and sealing 666 souls in her deceased heart.


  “You recognize it. You can work on it, right?” There were expectations and hopes in Agnus’ eyes. This was the opposite of Agnus’ image.


  Elizabeth asked cautiously, “What do you want to do with this? Do you intend to use it with the Amethyst Shield and Red Mirror to summon a high-ranking great demon?”


  “No. I didn’t struggle so much for something like that,” Agnus denied it immediately. 


  Elizabeth didn’t believe him though. “What else could you use it for?” 


  It was her mistake to pry as Agnus reached the limits of his patience. Snap! He was filled with anger and grabbed Elizabeth by the collar. “You just have to do what I say. You have no right to reject. I will chase you for the rest of your life until you accept my commission.”


  “You have no manners!” In the midst of being angry at Agnus’ wild words, Elizabeth suddenly stopped when she noticed there wasn’t any great force in the hands grabbing her collar. “You...”


  Was a human capable of making such a sad expression? Alas, the moment that Elizabeth wanted to question Agnus this...


  “You bastard!!” There came a roar from the entrance of the dungeon. It was Eat Spicy Jokbal. “Get your hands off that child right now!”


  [You have become stronger in a dungeon!]


  Eat Spicy Jokbal pulled out his sword and rushed madly at Agnus.


  At the same time, Grid was following Bullet. Then there came a moment when Grid couldn’t stand it anymore, and he opened his mouth, “Hey.” 


  He had been seeing the same place for several hours already, yet there didn’t seem to be a ward.


  “Are you sure this is the way?”


  “...I’m sorry.”


  “...”


  “Don’t worry. We will arrive soon. Probably.”


  “...” Grid was inwardly surprised.


  He admired the fact that Bullet had managed to maintain his 2nd ranking despite being incapable of finding hunting grounds easily due to his terrible sense of direction. If it wasn’t for this, wouldn’t Bullet be the first ranked necromancer by now? Grid thought about this seriously as he continued walking with Bullet.


  Then after a while, they arrived at the same place again.


  “...”


  The good news was that Grid wasn’t simply wasting time. He continued to make underwear while walking.




  Chapter 851


  Eat Spicy Jokbal bought a variety of information from top rankers in each class. It was a habit that had started since the time of Blood Carnival, and based on the enormous amount of information he had, Eat Spicy Jokbal’s strength was greater than what people imagined.


  “You dog bastard! Take your hands off her right now!”


  Flash! Eat Spicy Jokbal’s body was surrounded by a green glow as he rushed toward Agnus. The mithril longsword and armor reflected the lights which were installed throughout the dungeon. That’s right. Eat Spicy Jokbal had equipped items meant for facing the undead. He was fully prepared for Agnus being the identity of the intruder. Having the power of Blood Carnival meant he could reserve many types of items. He wielded the legendary-rated ‘Lua’s Blessing’ and the unique-rated mithril armor, instantly slaughtering dozens of skeletons that Agnus summoned.


  The special characteristic of a Dungeon Maker was that they were stronger in a dungeon, and the synergy with his battle gear exploded against the undead.


  “Kik? There are strong people everywhere,” Agnus spat out. However, the smile on his face didn’t seem to disappear. He was still relaxed.


  It was an attitude that enraged Eat Spicy Jokbal. “You...!”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal felt a strong desire to kill Agnus, who still hadn’t let go of his niece, and narrowed the distance between them. He hoped that shock would spread across Agnus’ leisurely face. In spite of that, the process of narrowing the distance was too difficult.


  Clack! Clack clack!


  The undead that emerged from the ground kept pestering him. The skeleton warriors...! For a number of rankers, these undead were tricky to face. Due to the high amount of dominance consumed and their outstanding abilities, third-advancement necromancers were limited to summoning two skeleton warriors at one time.


  Yet Agnus summoned four skeletons at the same time, and Eat Spicy Jokbal was quickly isolated. The people who witnessed Eat Spicy Jokbal’s actions in the National Competition wouldn’t be able to understand how he was suffering a crisis right now. However, Agnus himself was in a crisis and released his grip on Elizabeth’s collar. 


  “Sprinkle Cement!” Eat Spicy Jokbal left the four skeleton warriors in a state where they couldn’t move with just one skill. Then he reached Agnus and linked it with ‘Cutting Bricks.’ If Agnus were still holding Elizabeth, he would’ve been cut by the sharp attack several times. 


  Instead, Agnus managed to protect his body and evaded the attack before letting out extremely pleased laughter, “Kuk! Kukukuk! Kuhahat! You are also one of them?” 


  “Them?” Eat Spicy Jokbal made a confused sound.


  “A monster that can split the game into 0.1-second increments. Kikik!” Agnus kindly gave him the answer. He then suddenly pulled out the basic ‘Supreme Ruler’ ability of his sword, and Eat Spicy Jokbal felt a strong pressure.


  ‘Just like the rumors!’ Eat Spicy Jokbal’s expression hardened as he blocked Agnus’ sword. He could feel how fast and powerful Agnus was despite being a necromancer. Still, the information Eat Spicy Jokbal had obtained in advance allowed him to cope flexibly without any confusion. This information made a large difference. 


  The biggest part of why players were defeated by Agnus was his unpredictable nature. Even if Eat Spicy Jokbal predicted Agnus’ actions, there would still be a problem. It was that Agnus evolved.


  ‘What?’ Eat Spicy Jokbal’s face turned pale as he exchanged a fourth blow with Agnus.


  [Lua’s Blessing has received a demon’s curse.]


  [The divine power of Lua’s Blessing has temporarily disappeared.]


  [The durability of Lua’s Blessing has decreased by 27.]


  [The attack power of Lua’s Blessing has dropped by 50% for 20 seconds.]


  Was it a skill? Or was it a curse that dwelled in the sword itself? Eat Spicy Jokbal’s eyes shook every time he blocked Agnus’ sword as he confirmed that Lua’s Blessing had lost its strength. Agnus’ voice echoed in the dungeon, “You have a divine sword to punish the villain?”


  This was Agnus declaring that he was prepared for divine weapons. Eat Spicy Jokbal’s temporarily weakened sword pierced Agnus’ abdomen, while Agnus’ heavy sword tore at Eat Spicy Jokbal’s shoulder. Although Eat Spicy Jokbal seemed to suffer a superficial injury, they actually suffered a similar amount of damage.


  The power of the Supreme Ruler, which was imprinted on the rune, and the Sword Mastery skill weren’t enough to overcome the base difference in stats. After all, Dungeon Maker was about hard labor! Eat Spicy Jokbal’s strength and stamina were high like Grid’s stats. Therefore, his attack power was still strong despite his weapon being weakened. The set of divine armor also played a firm role.


  The problem was that Agnus wasn’t alone.


  “...!” Eat Spicy Jokbal got goosebumps and looked behind him, ignoring Agnus’ blow. A death knight was moving. In order to prepare for the attack of the death knight who was raising a sword with a purple aura, Eat Spicy Jokbal was beaten by Agnus’ continuous strikes and saw a painful notification window.


  [Soseosan’s Mithril Armor has received a demon’s curse.]


  [Soseosan’s Mithril Leggings has received a demon’s curse.]


  [The divine power of Soseosan’s Mithril Armor has temporarily disappeared.]


  [The divine power of Soseosan’s Mithril Leggings...]


  [The durability of the Soseosan’s Mithril Armor has decreased by 47.]


  [The durability of Soseosan’s Mithril Leggings...]


  [The defense of the Soseosan’s Mithril Armor has decreased by 20% for 20 seconds.]


  [The defense of Soseosan’s Mithril Leggings...]


  “What?!”


  To think that the curse could enter armor as well as weapons...? The death knight’s sword fell toward Eat Spicy Jokbal’s head.


  “Kuk!”


  The explosion caused by Eat Spicy Jokbal’s sword colliding with the death knight’s sword caused the dungeon to shake. Agnus and the death knight seized this winning chance and proceeded to bombard Eat Spicy Jokbal without stopping. The swords that kept pouring toward Eat Spicy Jokbal exhausted his health at a rapid pace. He tried to counterattack, but the debuffs, which had a low chance of activating, made him feel even more helpless.


  “Uncle!” 


  This was the uncle who had raised Elizabeth on behalf of her grandparents and parents. She treated him as a friend but he was a person she looked up to from deep inside her heart. Elizabeth didn’t want to see her uncle, who was always steadfast, in such a helpless state. It might be a game, but her uncle’s pained expression caused her heart to ache. The most serious problem was the terrible death penalty.


  In the end, Elizabeth shouted, “I understand! I’ll accept your request, so leave Uncle alone!”


  Agnus paused at this, and Eat Spicy Jokbal took advantage of the gap.


  “Looking away from me during a fight is bad because I am a coward!”


  “...?”


  Something unexpected started to occur. The dungeon shook like it was hit by an earthquake, and its structure started to change. Some floors floated up while some of the ceiling rotated around and around, and the walls changed their position. This was the Dungeon Remodeling skill that Eat Spicy Jokbal received when he reached level 325.


  [Dungeon Remodeling Lv. 1]


  [Temporarily change the internal structure of a dungeon that you created. The structure change is random, and all objects in the dungeon won’t be able to resist the ‘confused’ or ‘isolated’ state. The caster himself can’t avoid this effect.


  * Locations set as critical points will be preserved and won’t be affected by the remodeling.


  * The changed dungeon can be restored to its normal structure at any time.


  Skill Mana consumption: 20% of the current mana.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 6 hours.]


  It was a skill that put even the caster in a crisis. There were too many variables, but it was worth trying out in the midst of a crisis.


  “U-Uncle! Diz...zy...”


  “Kuk...!”


  Agnus’, Eat Spicy Jokbal’s, and Elizabeth’s sight became blurred. Although Agnus’ resistance as a legendary class was an unexpected variable, the Gel-Dena Ring gave Eat Spicy Jokbal and Elizabeth a quick recovery. It was a ring made by Elizabeth herself.


  “Bokja!”


  “Uncle!”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal and Elizabeth grabbed each other as they recovered from the abnormal state more quickly than Agnus did. They ran away from Agnus, who was isolated by the moving walls, and headed toward the dungeon’s exit. Elizabeth no longer insisted on keeping her workshop. The loss of throwing away her workshop was serious, but it was nothing compared to losing her uncle’s life. The two of them were confident they had escaped from Agnus, but it was an unproven confidence.


  “Kik! Kikikik!” Agnus barely recovered from his confusion. Seeing Eat Spicy Jokbal and Elizabeth run away, Agnus shouted, “Demon Summoning!”


  As the name, Baal’s Contractor, suggested, he was the contractor of the 1st great demon. 


  “Dyulebul.”


  In fact, the true power of Baal’s Contractor was in summoning and controlling demons, rather than the summoning and control of the undead. However, this ability only emerged after his class was promoted to the legendary rating. The demon opened its mouth and shot out a ray, hitting Eat Spicy Jokbal and Elizabeth.


  “Bokja!”


  His niece was hurt, and Eat Spicy Jokbal’s clothes were turned into rags as he wrapped himself around her small body.


  ***


  ‘Does Youngwoo know?’


  Yura wondered as she barely escaped from hell.


  It was likely that the Grid NPC in hell had a close relationship with Grid, but she judged that Grid probably wasn’t even aware of the existence of the NPC. Otherwise, Grid would’ve told Yura in advance if he had known that his NPC was in hell. However, Yura hadn’t heard anything about it.


  ‘First, I should inform Youngwoo-ssi about this.’


  She had no intention of asking for answers, but there was no reason not to tell Grid about how there was an NPC in hell that was exactly the same as Grid when he used Blackening.


  ‘Then I will rest for a few days.’


  Yura’s fatigue was considerable after being stuck in hell for several months. One’s body could be restored through rest, but one’s spirit wouldn’t recover as easily. The barren landscapes and the harsh atmosphere of hell made her spirit desolate.


  The biggest problem was that the Demon Slayer class didn’t shine despite her level reaching 320. Yura felt increasingly disappointed with her class which was unable to exert a satisfactory power, and her mental state kept falling. She felt shameful when she was compared to other legends.


  ‘In hell, I’m not lacking when I’m compared to the Sword Saint and Pagma's Descendant, but...’


  Hell wasn’t the only stage of the game. Yura couldn’t be locked in hell for the rest of her life. This made her feel that she was lacking in comparison to the other legendary classes which could be powerful anytime and anywhere.


  ‘Will it be different once I complete all my class quests? But I know that Youngwoo-ssi hasn’t finished his class quests yet... Perhaps I missed a hidden quest?’


  Yura’s steps were heavy and her face was dark as she headed toward Reinhardt. Her undiminished beauty attracted the gazes of passersby, but this was an obstacle for Yura. She didn’t want to dazzle others with her outward appearance but to be recognized for her pure abilities. Then she received a chance.


  [A demon has emerged in the human world! It is a high-level demon dependent on dark and powerful magic.]


  [The new skill Demon Tracking has been opened.]


  [The fourth class quest ‘Old Enemy’ has been created.]


  [Defeat Baal’s Contractor!]


  “Gerad Mountain!”


  Was this luck from the sky? The demon’s location was very close to where Yura was. Feeling joyful, she ran as fast as possible. Agnus was a figure comparable to Grid, but as a Demon Slayer, Yura knew that she was the counter to Agnus. She had a good chance of winning.


  Simultaneously...


  “Is this place right?”


  “You have asked three times already. Rest assured. We will soon arrive safe and sound.”


  “...”


  “I apologize again for wasting your time. I’m really sorry.”


  “...I would curse if you weren’t ashamed.”


  “...”


  Grid and Bullet were still wandering on the road. Unexpectedly, Grid wasn’t feeling particularly irritated. He could utilize the time by making underwear, and after talking to Bullet for a few hours, he felt that their relationship had become better.
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  [Dyulebul]


  [Health: 100,001


  Dyulebul was an ordinary hellfire lizard that lived in the hellfire river. One day, it was struck by the spit of 1st Great Demon Baal who was having a picnic and evolved into a higher demon.


  * Dyulebul’s salivary glands are affected by Baal. Dyulebul will spit out a ray of light every 5 seconds.


  * Dyulebul’s spit will deal 2,000 fixed damage to the target, as well as doing 8,000 splash damage in a radius of 10 meters around the attacked target.


  * Dyulebul’s skin is less evolved. It will get 2,000 fixed damage when hit. It is true regardless of whether it is a weak or hard hit.


  * Dyulebul’s tail will rotate without resting. The hellfire from the tail will inflict 3,000 fire damage to all enemies approaching Dyulebul. The enemy will receive 699 burn damage per second.]


  Dyulebul’s appearance was that of a human body with a lizard head. Its long tail, which had a flame at the end, was spinning like a hula hoop.


  “A demon...?” Eat Spicy Jokbal felt like he had been struck with a hammer. He had never dreamt that a day would come when a player could summon a demon. However, when he thought about it, this wasn’t that surprising. After all, Agnus was Baal’s Contractor! It was weird that Agnus had only been able to summon the undead when he contracted with the 1st great demon.


  Dyulebul flew over Eat Spicy Jokbal’s and Elizabeth’s heads and then once again opened his mouth. A glaring light filled with a mighty magic power was gathered there. How many people would think that the identity of this was saliva? Agnus warned them, “Shouldn’t you stop resisting if you want to live? Kikik.”


  Dyulebul was less useful than a death knight or lich. Its skill structure was so simple that it could only be used to kill the enemy. Additionally, its intelligence was so low that it was only faithful to the instinct of ‘killing humans’ and didn’t listen to commands properly.


  However, it was strong enough to ignore all those shortcomings. It had a ranged attack which dealt 2,000 fixed damage and 8,000 splash damage, a flame that didn’t allow the enemy to get close, and above all, a powerful tanking force! The demon received 2,000 fixed damage per hit and had a health of 100,001. Therefore, Dyulebul would only die after being hit 51 times. It was meaningless for the opponent to use legendary-rated skills.


  This was a disaster for players. It would naturally be helpless under a group attack but when dealing with a large number of enemies, Agnus could summon the undead to attract aggro.


  “Avoid it!"


  Flash! The dungeon started to collapse in the aftermath of the first ray of light. Witnessing the second ray emerge from Dyulebul, Eat Spicy Jokbal pushed Elizabeth away, letting himself be struck directly by it.


  [You have suffered 20,000 damage!]


  [You have suffered 8,000 damage!]


  “Keok! Cough! Cough!” Eat Spicy Jokbal’s health fell to the bottom. He was unable to endure the shock and fell into despair. What was Agnus’ biggest advantage? It was his liches, yet the current Agnus hadn’t even summoned lich. Eat Spicy Jokbal felt that it was absurd.


  Agnus’ rebirth as a legend was great enough to render the information that Eat Spicy Jokbal had collected as meaningless. He even wondered if all the information he had on Agnus was wrong.


  ‘Maybe I’m not stronger than Grid?’ A bitter smile appeared on Eat Spicy Jokbal’s face. It was funny because he had been using Grid as a criterion of strength without knowing it. ‘I thought he was a bad guy...’


  Strangely, Eat Spicy Jokbal felt that Grid wasn’t a detestable guy. It seemed the experience they shared in the National Competition played a great role in this as he realized that he didn’t actually hate Grid. Then Dyulebul opened its mouth again.


  “Uncle!” Elizabeth screamed as she witnessed the flash of light. She felt regretful. If she had only just listened to her uncle, he wouldn’t be suffering like he was now. 


  Did he read her expression?


  “It isn’t your fault!” Eat Spicy Jokbal shouted while facing the flash of light. There was no resentment or anger in his eyes when he looked at his niece. Instead, his gaze was only full of affection. “The result would’ve been the same even if you listened to me and left! He would wait here forever! Did you forget our family’s saying? Don’t regret the past!”


  Dyulebul fired the third flash.


  “Come ooooon!” Tears filled Elizabeth’s eyes as she watched her uncle die. He was the uncle whom she had always thought of as Superman...! As her legs weakened and she fell down, Agnus’ cold voice was heard in her ears, “Give up and work on the Stone of Life. You have no choice but to listen to me.”


  Why?


  “If you don’t listen to me, you will die hundreds or thousands more times in the future. Do you want a life of hell?”


  There was no smile on Agnus’ face. He was just serious and desperate. Agnus could finally resurrect ‘her’ based on the creation skill he got after becoming a legend, but in order to do so, the help of the Stone of Life was necessary. Resurrection—it was a word that would make anyone in the world laugh, but Agnus was sincere.


  “...”


  The atmosphere sank heavily. Eat Spicy Jokbal had been struck by a third ray and was believed to have been crushed to death by a pile of stones. Yet now Eat Spicy Jokbal roared loudly, “You shouldn’t ask for a favor with that attitude!!” 


  He jumped out from the pile of stones and rushed to Elizabeth.


  “U-Uncle?” The tearful Elizabeth was perplexed, rather than pleased that her uncle was alive. Eat Spicy Jokbal smiled at her. “Isn’t Uncle invincible?”


  [You won’t die easily in your dungeon. You can resist all attacks for 2 seconds with a minimum of health.] 


  [The dungeon escape skill ‘Emergency Exit’ has been activated.]


  It was the Dungeon Maker’s special move! On the first day that he met Grid, Eat Spicy Jokbal had been able to survive thanks to this skill. At present, the moment Eat Spicy Jokbal was going to use the Emergency Exit skill...


  “Baal’s Eyes.” Agnus used a skill as he noticed Eat Spicy Jokbal’s actions. He had been on many adventures and met countless people. After having faced a number of past crises, he managed to read Eat Spicy Jokbal’s suspicious actions and blocked the variable.


  Duguen!


  Agnus sensed the air around him darken, and a giant eyeball appeared. The eyeball’s pupil which changed between black, red, and yellow clearly wasn’t human. All the beings it observed—Dyulebul, Eat Spicy Jokbal, and Elizabeth—were unable to resist.


  [A complete fear will stop your heart.]


  [Your thoughts have come to a stop. You won’t be able to move for one second. You can’t use any skills and magic for 3 seconds.]


  This was an ultimate technique of Baal’s Contractor which ignored all status resistance. It didn’t distinguish between friend or foe, so Agnus received the disadvantage of having all of his currently summoned undead and demons disabled. However, he was fine since he could summon new undead. 


  “Stop interfering!” 


  After stopping Eat Spicy Jokbal from using Emergency Exist, Agnus rushed toward him.


  ‘Shit!’ Eat Spicy Jokbal gulped, and his expression distorted as he realized there was no way to avoid death. 


  Suddenly, a beautiful woman appeared.


  “I will punish you.” 


  Her pure white cloak fluttered, and her silky hair waved in the air. The woman’s name was Yura, and she contemplated evil with eyes that were as deep as a lake. This was the appearance of the strongest ranker who had carried South Korea alone until Grid’s appearance.


  “Purification.”


  Tatang! She fired a bullet at Agnus.


  “Kuk...!” Agnus’ head shot back with a groan. He completely lost his momentum, and a quarter of his health gauge flew away instantly. The problem was that after Baal’s Contractor was upgraded to a legendary rating, his race had changed from human to half-demonkin. A Demon Slayer’s attack was now fatal to Agnus.


  “Why...” He slowly raised his body and summoned skeletons, using them as a shield for Yura’s next bullet. “Why does the world interfere with me every time?”


  “...”


  “Huh? Kik! Kikikik!” Agnus laughed, burning with anger as he held his injured forehead. He was filled with killing intent while he watched the woman in front of him. Then a quest occurred.


  [The second class quest of Baal’s Contractor has occurred.]


  [Old Enemy]


  [A Demon Slayer is the destroyer of hell. She regards you, the agent of Baal, as an enemy and will keep interfering with you.


  For the sake of your future, kill the Demon Slayer!


  Quest Clear Conditions: Kill the Demon Slayer.


  Quest Reward: Species evolved from half-demonkin to demon. When you evolve into a demon, you can acquire new skills and magic as well as increase the number of demons you can contract with.


  Quest Failure Condition: Killed by the Demon Slayer.


  Quest Failure: The permanent loss of 100 points in your highest stat.]


  The penalty that a growth type class received upon reaching the legendary level was to have their level regress to 300. It was a very small penalty compared to what Grid, Yura, and Kraugel would receive, which was to have their levels reset to level 1 after obtaining a legendary class.


  This wasn’t always a good thing. The difficulty of the class quests was very high, so the penalty which would be obtained after failing a quest was unbearably large. The class would be permanently weakened if even one mistake was made. It was like walking a breathtaking tightrope.


  Agnus wanted to ignore reality, so he would normally welcome this situation. Nevertheless, this time was an exception.


  “Get lost! Summon Lich! Mumud!”


  Magic power exploded and hit Yura. Dyulebul overcame the status condition and also fired a ray of light at Yura.


  ***


  Unlike other kids her age, Elizabeth had never once dyed her hair. In university, she had also stuck to her black hair. Wasn’t it because black hair best suited her appearance which was like that of an Oriental doll? The surrounding people thought so, but the reality was different. For Elizabeth, black hair was Yura’s symbol, which was why she stuck to it. She had adored Yura since the first time she saw Yura on TV four years ago.


  “Pant... Pant... Pant...!”


  “Yura!” 


  Yura was a world star whom Elizabeth had always been watching from afar, yet she had no time to rejoice that her idol was currently right in front of her. She was excited that Yura had appeared like a hero when she and her uncle were in a crisis. However, her heart ached as Yura became injured once the fight progressed.


  “Kuk! Bok...! No, Elizabeth! Run away instead of standing there idly!” Eat Spicy Jokbal couldn’t leave Yura alone since she had come to help them. Still, his desperate voice filled the dungeon as he struggled to support Yura, but he was isolated by the death knight and skeleton warrior.


  However, Elizabeth stood still in her current position. She couldn’t escape alone while her uncle and Yura were in a crisis. After all, they were her family member and her idol. Of course, she would’ve run away if her presence was hindering them, but this wasn’t the case. Agnus never harmed Elizabeth. He just attacked Yura and Eat Spicy Jokbal persistently.


  Yura was reloading her magic bullets after avoiding Lich Mumud’s magic and Dyulebul’s flash, only for Agnus to disappear from her field of view. Instead of Agnus, a skeleton appeared. Agnus had noticed that Yura was targeting him, so he summoned a skeleton to use as a shield. It was a tremendous improvisation.


  While Yura was unable to fire her magic bullets, a magic circle appeared at her feet. It was the precursor to Lich Mumud’s magic. Yura had already suffered a severe blow from the Fireball shot by Mumud. So from her perspective, she definitely had to avoid this magic. Yura’s slender figure jumped away from this magic circle while a heavy pain was transmitted to her. Right after, Yura turned the muzzle of her gun behind her back and fired without any fuss.


  Tatang!


  The shot broke a skeleton warrior’s skull was broken. Then the ground cracked like broken pottery, and flames sprang up from the gap. This was the explosion magic that Mumud had developed earlier. Thanks to the skeleton warriors, Yura couldn’t avoid the magic.


  “Unni!”


  “Kikikik! Kuahahahahat!”


  In the collapsing dungeon, screams and laughter were mixed together.


  ***


  “Is it here?” Grid asked after he barely made it out of the forest and discovered a mountain several kilometers ahead.


  Bullet hadn’t expected to see a mountain in the distance and quickly nodded. “That’s right! That mountain is Gerad Mountain!”


  “It was a long trip.”


  Colorful jewels jingled in Grid’s pockets. They were the jewels he’d obtained from Belial’s raid.
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  Most of Lich Mumud’s high-level spells had a mix of two or more attributes. The same was true for Explosion. Mumud first summoned strong winds and then ignited the flames. These flames boasted a higher accuracy and destructive power than normal Explosions. According to Agnus’ experience, even a third advancement paladin, who would have higher magic resistance than the other classes, would lose half their health with one shot.


  ‘She’s fine?’


  However, Yura emerged from the explosion with no wounds on her body. Her health gauge was stable too.


  “You aren’t harmed? Kik!” Agnus’ eyes shone with joy again. He briefly forgot his purpose for coming here.


  Duguen! Duguen! His heart was racing. The only moment he could feel alive was in urgent situations when he found breathing difficult! 


  “Yuraaaaa!”


  “Agnus!”


  It was a lie to say they didn’t know each other. Until the comet known as Grid appeared and disturbed the rankings, Yura and Agnus had been at the forefront and were quite conscious of each other. A Yatan Servant and Baal’s Contractor—the two of them originally walked a similar path that might’ve linked their destinies.


  Now it was all in the past. The weight of the evil that the Yatan Servants were responsible for was too big a burden for Yura. Consequently, she abandoned her foolish thought of fighting against Grid and became enemies with Agnus, the leader of evil.


  Agnus had to be evil in order to achieve his purpose, which pitted him against Yura. This meant one of them had to defeat the other. They had to devour each other. It was impossible for them to coexist. The two of them fought with serious determination as dozens of skeletons rose and fell in the dungeon.


  Every time a blue light burst, a demon was destroyed. Then every time a new demon appeared, it was swallowed up by a blue light. A landslide occurred inside the mountain every time Lich Mumud used a spell, while Agnus was injured every time Yura’s magic engineering weapon changed forms.


  “Kik! Kikikik! Kuahahahahat! Interesting! I’m happy! It is exciting! You are strong!”


  “Ugh..!”


  The shock wave of the force was too big. Gerad Mountain was the 23rd tallest mountain on the continent, but it was too small to be the stage for the clash between two legends. The mountain started to completely sink.


  “Bokja! You should leave!”


  “B-But...!”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal no longer paid attention to his niece’s stubbornness. He just hugged her and ran down the mountain. Did Elizabeth want to stay here to help Yura and be crushed to death by stones?


  ‘Was Yura that strong?’


  Eat Spicy Jokbal noticed the difference between the Yura back at the National Competition and the present Yura. To be able to fight Agnus for 10 minutes, wasn’t this a strength comparable to Grid? He wondered about the secret behind Yura’s rapid growth over just a few months.


  ‘Or was I mistaken?’


  Was Agnus not at Grid’s level in the first place? This couldn’t be. It was impossible to predict who would have the advantage when comparing Grid’s strength to Agnus’ strength.


  ‘Maybe it is simply a difference of attributes...’


  The blue light Yura generated was fatal to Agnus’ undead and demons. It was right to interpret that the Demon Slayer class had the advantage in attributes. Nevertheless, Agnus was well-matched against her.


  ‘There really are many monsters in this world.’


  Agnus was on a totally different level. Eat Spicy Jokbal felt the same motivation toward Agnus as he did toward Grid. He was filled with the desire to be shoulder to shoulder with them. However, this motivation was soon broken. He felt it was impossible as a person fell from the sky. The surprised Eat Spicy Jokbal and Elizabeth stopped running. The person who fell before them was none other than Yura.


  “S-Sister!”


  “Ugh...!”


  Yura’s health gauge was depleted. She was barely alive by depending on the legendary class’ immortal passive skill where they couldn’t die for five seconds. Then a voice was heard from the sky, “Is this the end?”


  “Agnus...!” A chill went down Eat Spicy Jokbal’s spine as he confirmed the identity of the voice. In comparison to the dying Yura, Agnus’ health was at the maximum. To think that the result of the 10 minutes battle was so one-sided...? Eat Spicy Jokbal felt a terror that went beyond his admiration, and his determination to stand on the same level as Agnus was quickly broken. In the midst of the silence...


  Snap!


  Agnus landed on the ground and grabbed Yura’s small face with one hand.


  “Well, it was fun.”


  The fight with Yura wasn’t easy for Agnus. Three demons that he contracted with had returned to hell, and he had exhausted the remaining time of Lich Mumud’s summoning. He had even used the skill, Bentao’s Mockery, which exchanged health with the target. It was regretful that he had used Baal’s Eyes on Eat Spicy Jokbal.


  “It would be more comfortable if you had jumped at me. Isn’t that right?” Agnus shifted his gaze while holding Yura’s face.This forced Eat Spicy Jokbal to step back. It was instinctive behavior. He felt greatly fearful toward Agnus who beat him and then Yura sequentially.


  ‘Who can win against this monster?’


  Grid? Kraugel? Ares? Was it possible? Grid alone could exert enough firepower to destroy a city, but this was also true for Agnus. Agnus also had Kraugel’s power and senses to neutralize most of the enemy attacks. An example was how most of Yura’s bullets were blocked by the skeletons. Then what about Ares’ army? Agnus had the demons and the undead army.


  ‘It’s a scam no matter how I look at it...’ Eat Spicy Jokbal gulped and completely shrank back. He was overwhelmed by Agnus and couldn’t take any action. The moment Agnus’ sword aimed for Yura’s heart...


  “Wait a minute!” Elizabeth shouted. “I’ll listen to your request! So stop your hands!”


  “...”


  Agnus, Yura, and Eat Spicy Jokbal gazed at Elizabeth. Elizabeth demanded with confidence, “I’ll work on the Stone of Life. Instead, please guarantee my uncle and Yura’s life.”


  “I’ll do that,” Agnus didn’t hesitate to accept her request. He was confident that he could defeat Yura and Eat Spicy Jokbal at any time, even if they recovered. Just as Yura’s ego was shattered, an angry voice rang out, “Why are you bargaining for the life of my colleague?”


  Yura, Eat Spicy Jokbal, and Agnus were shocked. A man with black hair was standing in the location where everyone was looking at. The man who had sharp eyes and exceptionally broad shoulders was Grid.


  ‘Why is he here at this time?’ Agnus was puzzled, instead of pleased, as the situation got worse. It was the first time anyone had seen him so confused, including Bullet who was the third leader of Immortal!


  “Agnus...” Bullet’s mouth gaped open at meeting an unexpected person in such an unexpected place. Agnus looked relieved when he saw Bullet standing next to Grid, but no one saw this change. A Sword of Light struck Agnus’ face. In shock, Agnus barely blocked it with a skeleton and let go of Yura.


  “Are you okay?” Grid hastily caught the stumbling Yura.


  “...” The rescued Yura wasn’t pleased, bowing her head with a red face as Grid’s fingers touched her. She bit her lips. “I...I’m...”


  ‘Weak.’


  This terrible reality hadn’t changed, despite the fact that she had trained in hell for several months. Unable to be of any help to Grid, she couldn’t stand side by side with him. Yura swallowed back her words.


  “You are strong,” Grid said, but he wasn’t merely consoling her. “All you’re lacking in are items.”


  The sniper rifle didn’t have any effect on Agnus who constantly summoned the undead, so Grid guessed that Yura had likely fought Agnus with her weapon in pistol mode to guarantee an attack speed.


  “You don’t have any runes. On that other hand, that Agnus has completely fraudulent specs.” Grid knew since he had fought with Agnus before. Agnus possessed skills which were hard to resist, and his items weren’t easy to combat. Grid still trembled when he thought about Bentao’s Mockery. How strong would Agnus be when combined with a transcendent talent?


  Compared to Agnus, Yura had excellent talent, but her lack of skills and items inevitably placed her at a disadvantage. Still, this was just when looking on the surface!


  This was Grid’s conclusion.


  “Fight again.”


  Yura wasn’t weak at all, and Grid wanted to give her confidence. Grid felt a strange heartache when he saw her looking so uncertain. He missed her imposing figure from the past. As a friend, colleague, and benefactor, Grid wanted to restore confidence in Yura.


  [Player ‘Grid’ wants to hand you the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires.]


  [Do you want to accept it?]


  “Y-You?”


  Following Alex’s Magical Engineering Bayonet created by Pagma, Grid was going to hand over a new myth-rated weapon? Frightened, Yura refused it. Yet Grid handed her the item again. “I’ll lend this to you. I don’t want to turn you into a debtor like Jishuka.”


  “...” 


  Grid’s meaning was conveyed to Yura. After being troubled for a few minutes, Yura accepted the dark sword and stared at Agnus. Agnus scoffed, “A dog who is already down is returning to the battle?”


  Agnus’ anger soared every time he saw Grid. Wasn’t Grid also someone living with a terrible past? Didn’t he want to pay back the pain from being trampled by others and a life of suffering?


  “Why are you...” Rather than giving pain to others...! “Annoying! Kik! Kilkik! It is annoying!”


  Was there only one accessories maker in this world? Why did Agnus need to go through all this trouble? At this moment, Agnus lost the string of reason that he was barely holding onto. He let out a roar, “Just die!”


  Then there was an explosion of demonic energy. Grid protected the injured Eat Spicy Jokbal and Elizabeth with the God Hands and moved them to a safe distance away.


  Flash!


  Yura pierced through the demonic energy in front of her. She reached Agnus in an instant, firing her gun to break Agnus’ skeleton shield while swinging the Enlightenment Sword at the same time.


  “...!!”
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  [The option effect ‘Black Flames’ has activated from the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires!]


  [You have dealt 12,300 damage to the target!]


  ‘Eh?’


  “What?”


  The attacker and the one who was attacked were surprised at the same time. Experiencing damage in the ten thousands was unfamiliar to both Yura, the attacker, and Agnus, the one who was attacked. When Yura attacked Agnus with the Magic Engineering Bayonet (Produced by Pagma), the damage he suffered had been 4,700. Now, she had just inflicted three times the damage with the Enlightenment Sword. Moreover, it was a basic attack!


  This was surprising for Agnus, who possessed a passive skill to reduce his damage by 30%, and it caused a chill to go down his spine. Agnus backed away hurriedly, while Yura confirmed the Enlightenment Sword’s information within this gap.


  [+1 Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires]


  [Rating: Myth


  Durability: 1,660/1,660


  Attack: 3,780+189


  * 20% increase in physical attack power.


  * 20% increase in magic attack power.


  * 30% bonus fire attribute damage.


  * 30% bonus dark attribute damage.


  * 15% bonus lightning attribute damage.


  * Deals an additional 50% damage to sacred beings.


  * There is a certain probability of flames (large) being released when attacking.


  * There is a low probability of illusions being released when attacking.


  * There is a low probability of summoning a red lightning bolt when attacking.


  * There is a certain probability of a black flames explosion when attacking.


  ......


  ......


  ......]


  ‘This is the power of a myth-rated item!’


  The bayonet that Yura obtained from Grid was still at the unique rating. From her perspective, a legendary weapon was strong and a myth-rated weapon was several times stronger.


  ‘The damage added by a +1 enhancement of the myth rated weapon is similar to three enhancement levels on a legendary weapon. ...Youngwoo-ssi managed to enhance this?’


  Yura knew that myth-rated weapons didn’t have a safe enhancement area. The probability of enhancing a myth-rated item to +1 was extremely low. They could enhance it 100 to 1,000 times, and it would rely purely on luck. However, Grid had enhanced the Enlightenment Sword to +1.


  Yura thought it was obvious that Grid had saved a country in a previous life.


  ‘He seems to be unlucky at times, but isn’t he lucky in the important moments?’


  As the saying went, a hero had to be backed up by luck in order to be a heavenly existence. Of course, talent and effort needed to follow. In actuality, Yura didn’t know that Grid had enhanced the Enlightenment Sword to +1 by using the ancient scrolls which definitively enhanced the item by 1–3 levels.


  “Kik! Kilkik!” While he laughed, Agnus was convulsing. Ever since upgrading to the legendary rating, Agnus had rarely experienced damage in the ten thousands. Baal’s Contractor was a class that was hostile to the majority of players, so it was right for Agnus to have increased defense. Yet 12,300 health had flown away with a single basic attack...? It meant Grid had the power to distort Satisfy’s world view, and this was passed onto Yura.


  “Kyahahahahat!” Agnus stopped shaking. He held his forehead while making a bizarre smile. Was he excited about the circumstances of this big crisis?


  Grid, Yura, and Eat Spicy Jokbal frowned, while Bullet and Elizabeth trembled.


  “Why are you so happy?” Grid asked foolishly.


  “Kik...hiik...” Agnus barely managed to stop laughing and gave an answer, “I’m glad to know there are no limits in this world.”


  “There are no limits?”


  What was he suddenly saying? Agnus pointed a finger toward the confused Grid. “You are proving it.”


  “Me?”


  “Ahh, yes. You’ve grown better. Ah… Good... Good! Good! Gooood!”


  Agnus saw an illusion of his dead lover. His only reason for living smiled brightly at him, and he could feel that his reunion with her was imminent. He knew that resurrecting his lover wouldn’t be a futile dream if he could distort Satisfy’s world view like Grid and completely break the limits of the system. Agnus, who had been laughing and screaming like a lunatic, suddenly looked at empty air with a light in his eyes.


  “Is it time to take your medicine?” Feeling uncomfortable, Grid reacted sarcastically, but there was no response. For Agnus, ‘this moment’ was no longer important. 


  “Kahahahat!” Agnus rushed toward Yura. The Great Demon’s Horn that he wielded reduced the durability and attack power of the Enlightenment Sword.


  ‘It affects even a myth-rated weapon?’


  Yura had already experienced the power of the curse emitted from Agnus’ sword during the previous battle, but now she felt greatly confused because she had thought a myth-rated weapon would be able to resist the curse. While Yura’s sword was tied up with Agnus’ sword, two skeleton warriors appeared behind her and attacked.


  It was an attack that couldn’t be allowed to land on Yura, who had only just recovered a decent amount of health after consuming potions. There was a possibility that her health would fall to a dangerous level again. As she escaped from Agnus, Grid shouted to her, “Don’t flee! Just deal with it!”


  Avoiding the enemy attacks would give the enemy time to defend and fight back. Staying to fight was the unique battle style of the overgeared, and right now, Yura was a true overgeared.


  “Okay!” Yura replied. She abandoned her techniques, ignored the skeleton warriors, and continued attacking Agnus. Then what about Agnus’ counterattack? He didn’t bother.


  [The option effect ‘Black Flames’ has activated from the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires...]


  [The option effect ‘Red Lightning Strike’ has activated from the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires...]


  Yura’s gaze caused Agnus’ health to drop. Her health gauge wasn’t safe either, but it was fine compared to the speed at which Agnus’ health gauge was falling. Yura’s passive skill to alleviate damage from evil beings was also excellent.


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  “Kik! Kihahahahat!”


  Black flames, red flames, and red lightning mixed together in the darkness. There was no turning back for the two people who were fighting desperately. They didn’t care about their bodies and only wanted to injure each other. At first, Yura seemed to have the overwhelming advantage. This was because Agnus’ health gauge was depleted one step ahead of Yura’s health gauge, which still had one-third left.


  Nonetheless, there was a problem.


  [A legend doesn’t die easily.]


  Agnus still had the immortal passive skill, while Yura also consumed her passive.


  “Kuk...!” Agnus’ health was fixed at one point and didn’t drop anymore. Then Yura lost her momentum and stepped back. Her opponent became immortal for five seconds. Yura wasn’t immortal, so she needed to stall for these five seconds but Agnus was persistent.


  As soon as he entered the immortal state, he used a black magic and cursed the ground in a 10-meter radius around Yura. It was an excellent move. Yura would’ve resisted if he had cursed her directly, but the ground couldn’t resist the curse. The ground became like a rotted swamp and grabbed at Yura’s ankle, causing her to become stuck.


  “This...!”


  “Unni!”


  Eat Spicy Jokbal and Elizabeth paled. They thought Yura would soon die due to Agnus, who resisted all the attacks that Yura dealt to him. Agnus was also assured of victory while Yura felt defeated. Meanwhile, Bullet closed his eyes. The two people were his idol, Agnus, and his new colleague, Yura. This placed Bullet in a position where he couldn’t cheer on either side, so he didn’t want to see the end of this terrible battle.


  What about Grid? Grid suddenly pulled out Failure and moved. He blocked Agnus’ sword just as it was about to pierce Yura.


  “Who said it was a one-on-one fight?” Grid entered the battle and used Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave. Stabbed by Grid’s reversed sword, Agnus screamed. Then he tried hastily to retrieve his sword, but it was too late. Grid connected it to Link and persistently drove Agnus toward the swamp. Blood gushed from Agnus’ body as he lost momentum before Grid’s continuous slashes.


  Eat Spicy Jokbal, Elizabeth, Bullet, and Yura were stunned. Grid was getting involved in a big fight...? Everyone was speechless at the sight of the cowardly (?) Grid. 


  It was funny.


  “Kik! Kilkik!” Agnus, the victim of this cowardice, wasn’t afraid. After all, it was natural. How could there be a fair fight in this world? In the end, the winning side was defined as the one that was right, while the loser was the one in the wrong. Agnus was a former loser, so he knew this better than anyone.


  “Kuk...!” Grid was swinging his sword when he fell into the swamp. Agnus succeeded in stopping Grid before the duration of his immortality was over. Grid, drowning in the swamp, hurriedly shouted to Yura, “What are you doing? Finish him quickly!”


  “U-Understood!”


  Agnus was currently distracted by Grid, so it was a golden opportunity for Yura. She dealt the final blow to Agnus, who was showing his back to her. Simultaneously...


  [Baal’s Contractor has been defeated!]


  [You have cleared the fourth class quest, Old Enemy!]


  [As a quest clear reward, your sealed stats are released.]


  [The new skill, Sword of Light, has been acquired. Acquiring the Sword of Light skill has removed the Sword Mastery skill.]


  Agnus was one of the best players who had dominated Eat Spicy Jokbal and Yura alone. Yet he died in a state where most of his skills were exhausted, and the swampy ground returned to its original state. Yura was wrapped in a blue light as she collapsed to the ground.


  Then she heard Grid’s gentle voice saying, “Good job.”


  “Thank you.”


  Grid and Yura smiled as they sat facing each other. Alas, they knew that the fight with Agnus would continue in the future. This was a natural fate because the path that Agnus had chosen was against humanity.


  ***


  “...”


  The first thing Agnus did after resurrecting was open his inventory. He was worried about having dropped the Stone of Life after he died. Thankfully, the Stone of Life was safe.


  “How fortunate. It is lucky...”


  Agnus’ eyes reddened with relief as he hugged the Stone of Life. Then he heard Baal’s whisper.


  -Do you want more power?


  “Shut up.”


  -You can’t refuse me.


  [The class quest ‘Massacre (1) has been created.]


  [Massacre (1)]


  [Difficulty: Class quest.


  1st Great Demon Baal wants human souls. Slaughter humans and give their souls to Baal.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Kill 1,000 players (0/1000)


  Quest Clear Reward: 200,000 demonic power. Quest linked to Massacre (2).]


  “I am... busy...”


  Agnus’ back seemed pitiful and lonely as he started moving with precarious steps. The madman that people knew was nowhere to be seen.




  Chapter 855


  [The bright morning has arrived. The list of Overgeared Kingdom quests has been updated.]


  [Contribute to the City’s Security]


  [Difficulty: Overgeared Kingdom’s Daily Quest


  Please visit the security department. Today's new mission is waiting for you.


  Quest Reward: One Grid’s Set Exchange Ticket.


  *If you collect 40 Grid’s Set Exchange Tickets, you can obtain one of Grid’s mass-produced items. If you collect 120 Grid’s Set Exchange Tickets, you can acquire one of the Grid’s mass-produced items made by a craftsman.]


  [Contribute to Securing City Resources]


  [Difficulty: Overgeared Kingdom’s Daily Quest


  Collect 100 leather and bones from at least level 100 monsters or collect 200 resources—such as minerals, stone, wood, herbs, and so on—and present them to the Procurement Department.


  Quest Reward: One Grid’s Set Exchange Ticket.]


  [Contribute to Agriculture Development]


  [Difficulty: Overgeared Kingdom’s Daily Quest


  Please visit the farmlands. Today’s new field work is waiting for you.


  Quest reward: One rainbow potato. Affinity with the farmers of the Overgeared Kingdom will rise by 1.


  * If affinity with the farmers of the Overgeared Kingdom reaches the maximum and is maintained, you are likely to receive a hidden quest from a ‘special character.’ However, the probability is very low.]


  [Administrator Rabbit’s Call]


  [Difficulty: Overgeared Kingdom’s Daily Quest


  The official looking for you today in the Overgeared Kingdom is Administrator Rabbit. Administrator Rabbit needs your help.


  Quest Clear Reward: Gold.


  * Administrator Rabbit is well known for paying a cheap salary. It will be a great help if you urgently need money. However, the salary amount will vary greatly depending on your performance.]


  [Overgeared Member Nyangmong’s Advertisement]


  [Difficulty: Overgeared Kingdom’s Daily Quest


  Overgeared member ‘Nyangmong’ has announced a daily mission.


  Bring food to 10 sheep and 10 street dogs.


  Quest Reward: One Grid’s Set Exchange Ticket.]


  [Earl Pon’s Advertisement]


  [Difficulty: Overgeared Kingdom’s Special Quest


  The Overgeared Kingdom’s noble, ‘Pon’ has announced a special mission.


  Earl Pon wants a new skill book. If you have an epic or higher rated skill book related to the ‘spear’, please look for Earl Pon.


  Quest Reward: ???]


  [Duke Jishuka’s Advertisement]


  [Difficulty: Overgeared Kingdom’s Special Quest


  The Overgeared Kingdom’s noble, ‘Jishuka has announced a special mission.


  Duke Jishuka wants a large number of jaffa arrows. If you have jaffa arrows, please look for Duke Jishuka.


  Quest Reward: The jaffa arrows will be bought at 1.5 times the market price. It will be three times the market price for special jaffa arrows.]


  [Visit King Grid’s Stone Statue]


  [Difficulty: Repeated quest in the Overgeared Kingdom.


  Once every three days, go to the Hall of Fame and worship at Grid’s stone statue.


  Quest Reward: One Grid mass-produced item for every 20th consecutive visit.]


  “Hehe! I only have a few left now.” Ryan was a new user who started Satisfy after the 3rd National Competition, and he now had 32 set vouchers. Just like most fourth generation players, Ryan had chosen Reinhardt as the starting city. It was easy for Reinhardt, the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom, to lure new players because the infrastructure for players was well established.


  In fact, the satisfaction of the players was very high. They were able to get Grid’s set just by doing the daily quests every day, so they were able to get items faster than in other countries and were guaranteed a growth rate that was faster than average. Reinhardt’s convenient system, which couldn’t be created without thinking from a player’s point of view, was a great attraction.


  “If I finish today and tomorrow’s quests, I can finally get a Grid weapon...!”


  The performance of the various Grid mass-produced items could be seen in various communities, and they completely overwhelmed epic-rated items of the same level. It was difficult to compare them to unique items of the same level which some players carried around, but when the set effect was added, they weren’t that inferior to unique items.


  In the previous years, the growth rate of new players had been fast when they purchased high rated low-level items with gold. However, that was no longer the case. There wasn’t a big difference amongst the Overgeared Kingdom players who had gathered Grid’s set. Still, Grid was the hero of the common people.


  “What are you so excited about?” Alcolman’s group approached Ryan while he was laughing. Alcolman was a person who had started playing the game at the same time as Ryan. 


  Ryan coughed and proudly raised his nose. “By tomorrow afternoon, I will have 40 Grid’s Set Exchange Tickets.”


  “Wow!”


  “Amazing!”


  The eyes of in Alcolman’s group members shone. They hadn’t been able to finish the quests and gather 40 exchange tickets, so Ryan looked amazing in their eyes. They wanted to congratulate him on obtaining a Grid weapon, but they also felt jealous.


  “Ryan, will you be our bus driver tomorrow?”


  “What bus driver? You will be our captain if you have a Grid weapon!”


  “Hehe, let’s challenge the Cigna Cave tomorrow.”


  The Cigna Cave—it was a dungeon where at least five level 60–70 players had to party together to clear it easily. Of course, it was possible to hunt in the dungeon with fewer people, but then the cost would be much larger than the profits gained.


  For the level 50 Ryan and Alcolman’s group, the Cigna wasn’t an appropriate hunting ground. However, the group thought it would be possible if Ryan had a Grid weapon. This was because the strength of Grid’s weapons was already well known.


  “By the way, today is a bit disappointing.”


  “Yes. The epic rated skill books are only dream items unless high-level bosses are raided, and the jaffa arrows are like a blacksmith only quest.”


  “Isn’t it possible to buy jaffa arrows from the auction? Jishuka is going to buy them for 1.5 times the market price.”


  “They are already sold out on the auction. I think Jishuka already bought them all yesterday.”


  “There is a rumor that she is deep in debt. Where is she getting the money?”


  “With Jishuka’s hunting speed, she can easily earn back the money she spent on the arrows...”


  “I really want to see Jishuka hunt just once.”


  “Me too...”


  When were they going to step onto the threshold of the high-level Overgeared players? Still, as newbies, did they think they could get the opportunity to hunt with the best Overgeared members? Ryan and the Alcolman group were filled with expectations as they moved. They passed the hundreds of wagons belonging to the Muto Company and headed to the security building.


  “I came to do today’s security activities. I am Ryan.”


  “You are a level 51 swordsman. I will give you a list of suitable quests.”


  Ttiring~


  The friendly receptionist handed Ryan a list of eight quests. However, the difficulty of today’s quests was quite high. They were quests which required a minimum of level 60 to perform.


  “It looks a bit tough... Are there any easier quests?”


  Upon hearing Ryan’s question, the receptionist looked embarrassed. “It’s hard to get easier quests. It is the time when the two moons overlap, so the level of the monsters that pop up are higher.”


  “Urgh! What should I do?” Ryan and Alcolman’s group were disappointed with today’s daily quests. It was a tremendous loss for them to miss even one Grid’s Set Exchange Ticket. They were in a quandary when the receptionist made a suggestion, “Would you like to do a cooperative quest?”


  “A cooperative quest?”


  “Yes. It is a time-limited quest under the auspices of the empire that is designed to commemorate the armistice agreement between the Overgeared Kingdom and the Saharan Empire. You can cooperate with people of the empire to do the quests, and the quest rewards are equivalent to the daily quest rewards of this kingdom.”


  “Cooperate with the empire...” The expressions of Ryan and the Alcolman group weren’t very good.


  Most players who started in the empire had the ideal of ‘the empire is the center of the world.’ In fact, the empire didn’t refrain from spending money to help new players, and the early growth rate of the new players in the empire was much faster than new players in the Overgeared Kingdom (who hadn’t yet acquired the Grid set). So, it felt uncomfortable in many ways to cooperate with people of the empire.


  The receptionist reassured them, “It is safe because it is a quest made by Lauel who wishes for there to be exchanges and developments between the two countries. There is no need to worry.”


  “It isn’t because it will be dangerous...”


  “Huh?”


  “Nothing.”


  The receptionist didn’t know anything about the world of newbies, but Ryan and Alcolman sighed and exchanged glances. They quickly came to a decision.


  “Okay. I will participate in the cooperative quest.”


  Ryan and Alcolman’s group couldn’t miss out on the exchange ticket. They had to clear the daily quests, so they accepted the receptionist’s suggestion.


  An hour later...


  “Hello. Are you the ones who received the cooperative quest?”


  “Ah, yes.”


  In Reinhardt Capital, the Ryan party encountered six imperial players.


  Ryan’s group greeted them politely while the imperial players remained silent. One of the empire’s players saw the shabby weapons and armor of Ryan’s group and said sarcastically, “It is just like the rumors. The Overgeared Kingdom is really stingy with supporting beginners and are just exploiting them.”


  “I agree. They are likely to die when hit by boars in those outfits. Kilkil.”


  Of course, the imperial players knew about the Grid mass-produced set. Still, the Grid mass-produced set wasn’t something that could be obtained for free. It was a reward which could only be obtained by repeatedly clearing daily quests for several months and contributing to the kingdom’s development.


  On the other hand, the Saharan Empire supported all new players with gold. As a result, the imperial players were able to purchase the best equipment from the beginning and wore flashy armor. It was different from the Overgeared players who couldn’t get the Grid set yet.


  “It doesn’t matter how good the Grid set is. It isn’t a lifelong item anyway.”


  “I agree. It is better to receive funding, quickly reach level 100, and go to the higher-level hunting grounds.”


  It was around level 90 that the growth of new players in the Overgeared Kingdom accelerated. Once they equipped a minimum of four Grid mass-produced items, they demonstrated explosive combat power and grew rapidly to level 180. In other words, the first few months were full of hardships.


  Whereas, in contrast, new players in the empire could quickly reach level 100. After that, an individual’s growth rate would gradually change depending on their financial ability and fortune. The great attraction was that they didn’t need to struggle in the difficult early stages. The average level of the Ryan group and the imperial group was in the 50s, so this was a time when the imperial side had the advantage!


  “Haap!”


  The imperial players easily hunted the horned rabbits with their expensive weapons and armor, only needing to hit the horned rabbits three times, while Ryan’s group struggled and had to hit them six times. This meant the imperial players were fine facing two or three horned rabbits at once, whereas the Ryan group would end up on the verge of death.


  “I don’t know who are the overgeared ones.” The imperial players started to mock the Ryan group openly. 


  The members of Ryan’s group were angry, but they remained patient. There was a rumor that their King Grid had also been ignored in his beginning days, so Ryan’s group had the vague belief that they just needed to be patient.


  [The cooperative party has hunted 231 horned rabbits. (231/500)]


  The progress of the quest was almost midway, which meant the duration of this humiliation was almost over. They just needed to endure it a bit more. The moment that Ryan’s group thought this...


  [The field boss, Four-Horned Rabbit, has appeared!]


  “Heok...!”


  A huge horned rabbit appeared before the cooperative party. The four-horned, red-eyed rabbit frightened the party members.


  “Showing up here...!”


  “Ah, really! The Overgeared Kingdom scum! If you hunted the horned rabbits more quickly, we would’ve finished and gone back by now!”


  “That’s right! This is all because of you! The quest progressed slowly because of you and now we’re caught by the boss!”


  The Four-Horned Rabbit was level 120! The party members thought that this was a boss that the cooperative party couldn’t raid.


  “Oh, my. The newbies are in danger.” Another cooperative party emerged. Unlike Ryan’s cooperative party, this one was made up of over level 100 players. The players belonging to the Overgeared Kingdom were armed with Grid’s mass-produced set while the imperial players were armed with gorgeous unique items. It was highly likely that the imperial players bought their items with gold.


  “He is ours!” The players belonging to the empire struck first. Three people armed with gorgeously decorated swords rushed to the four-horned rabbit. However...


  “Kuack!”


  Three-quarters of the four-horned rabbit’s health remained. The imperial players might have unique rated weapons, but it was hard for only three of them to catch the field boss.


  “You should help us!” The imperial players had wanted to monopolize the field boss, but now they were blaming the Overgeared players. The three players belonging to the Overgeared Kingdom shrugged. They were armed with Grid’s mass-produced set and were the future of Ryan’s group.


  [The Four-Horned Rabbit has died!]


  “Wow...”


  “C-Crazy...”


  To think that the field boss that they couldn’t raid died so quickly...? The imperial players discovered that Grid’s set was more spectacular than rumored. Meanwhile, Ryan’s group were filled with hope and expectations.


  “Are you okay?”


  “Yes... Yes!”


  The eyes of the Ryan group shone as they looked at the senior players armed with Grid’s set.


  “Brothers! Are you members of the Overgeared Guild?”


  The answer to this question was:


  “Eh? That’s impossible.”


  “How can we be part of the Overgeared Guild? Well, joining the Overgeared Guild is certainly our ultimate goal.”


  “It is a goal that has a 0.001% chance of happening. Haha!”


  “...”


  Time flowed and generations changed. For the new generation, the Overgeared Kingdom was hope, the Overgeared members were a dream, and the Overgeared King was a distant idol. However, Grid himself didn’t feel this.


  “Achoo!”


  “Isn’t it polite to at least turn your head away when sneezing?”


  “Ah, I’m sorry. I received a sudden tickle. Did I get it on you?”


  “I was infected with invisible bacteria. Rather, where did you find these precious jewels? Did you steal a treasure chest when you visited the empire a while ago?”


  “No? I raided a great demon. Additionally, how can I steal from the empire? The emperor and his subordinates are formidable.”


  “You raided a great demon... The emperor...”


  In the collapsed Gerad Mountain, Elizabeth faced Grid for the first time and received several blows. Grid casually spoke words that were on a scale which ordinary people couldn’t reach. Elizabeth’s resentful attitude toward Grid for being Yura’s lover (?) gradually diminished. “In the first place, she wouldn’t choose an ordinary man... I’m sorry. I didn’t know the world and misunderstood you.”


  “...???”


  “You are special.”


  The first ranked accessories maker—her workshop had been destroyed, and now she was on the verge of tapping on the door of the Overgeared Guild.




  Chapter 856


  Legendary items weren’t an area of production—actually, this common sense fact had already been destroyed since last year. Players started to produce legendary items that were known to drop only from boss monsters. It was a natural phenomenon that occurred as players’ production skill levels developed while their class quest difficulties increased.


  “I think you already know but let me formally introduce myself. My name is Elizabeth. My class is an accessories maker and I am at the craftsman level. I can make all types of accessories, and I was fortunate enough to make a legendary rated ring and necklace,” Elizabeth spoke candidly.


  Managing to make a legendary item was like a pie falling from the sky. She couldn’t control the rating, so she added the word ‘fortunate.’ This wasn’t humility. It was a warning that even if Grid commissioned her to make an accessory, she couldn’t guarantee a legendary rating. If Grid were an ordinary player who didn’t understand the production system properly, he would’ve been disappointed since he believed the exaggerated rumor of the ‘Princess of Jewelry.’ 


  “I am Overgeared King Grid.”


  However, Grid had made more items than anyone else and had the best understanding of the production system. He knew that the rumors of the ‘Princess of Jewelry’ were exaggerated and wasn’t disappointed at all. The anticipation in his gaze remained constant from the beginning.


  “That...” Elizabeth’s face reddened as Grid held out a hand for a handshake. An unknown feeling swept through her body when their hands met. She lost strength in her legs. It was the first time she had ever felt this way in her life. She pulled back her hand with a startled expression and hurriedly said, “T-Thank you... for saving me. Well, you saved Yura more than me. Anyway, it is a fact that you helped me.”


  Elizabeth had disliked Grid. She had felt jealous that he got good results easily thanks to his legendary blacksmith class and his innate luck. Additionally, she felt offended by his distasteful attitude. The fact that he was Yura’s lover was also a big factor of her dislike toward him.


  Still, it was impossible to treat people rudely just because of personal feelings. It was true that Grid had helped her. So, Elizabeth appreciated it sincerely. It was awful to think that her uncle would’ve died by now if Grid hadn’t shown up. Grid cut straight to the chase, “If you really appreciate it, do me a favor. Would you mind omitting the commission process?”


  In order to meet the Princess, there was a waiting list and they had to wait for their turn. Additionally, the Princess wouldn’t accept any commission in which the materials didn’t attract her attention. These were the conditions required for Elizabeth to accept a production request. It was simple but fastidious. To think they had to wait just to ask for a production request? Moreover, what materials attracted her interest?


  “I understand. I will accept your request and make it the top priority. Only...” Elizabeth needed to let Grid know. “I won’t be as efficient if I don’t find pleasure in the work process. The result of tedious work isn’t always as good. I hope that your request will interest me.”


  ‘I just want to commission a ring...’


  That’s right. Grid just wanted rings. He currently had a total of four rings—his wedding ring, Doran’s Ring, the Ring of Absurdity, and Elfin Stone’s Ring. Among them, his wedding ring and Doran’s Ring were worn according to circumstances. The only rings he always wore were the Ring of Absurdity and Elfin Stone’s Ring. Eight fingers were almost always empty.


  One bracelet could be worn on both wrists, and he wore the Guardian’s Bracelet and Neberius’ Bracelet. His necklace was the Guardian’s Necklace while his earrings were Dark Bus’ Earrings and the Black Quartz Earrings. Therefore, making eight rings was sufficient.


  Yet she was asking for an interesting request?


  ‘What type of unusual accessory should I ask for? A piercing? A chain? Will such accessories add stats?’


  Grid’s deep thoughts were unnecessary though. While he was feeling troubled, he brought out a jewels package.


  “Huh...? U-Uh?” Elizabeth’s eyes widened when she verified the contents of the package. She was speechless as she witnessed jewels she had never seen before.


  [Belial’s Black Jewel (S)]


  [-A beautiful jewel that can be processed into a material for accessories. The value of this gem that can never be obtained is at the same level as buying a city.


  When making accessories, you can acquire options that increase intelligence or shadow resistance. Additionally, there is a possibility that a passive skill will be attached depending on the skills of the accessory maker.


  However, it will be difficult to find someone who can handle this jewel, like picking a star from the sky.]


  [Belial’s Red Jewel (S)]


  [......


  ......


  When making accessories, there is a chance of acquiring items that increase intelligence or flame resistance. Additionally, there is a possibility that a passive skill will be attached depending on the skills of the accessory maker.


  However, it will be difficult to find someone who can handle this jewel, like picking a star from the sky.]


  ‘There are jewels that can add stats and resistance? It can even have a passive skill attached?’


  Elizabeth had received countless production commissions, and among those who commissioned accessories from her, many were high rankers. Some of them had given her jewels which had dropped from bosses. Unlike regular jewels, the ones dropped from named bosses had a ‘low probability’ of increasing stats or resistance.


  The jewels from Grid, however, gave stats and resistances, as well as passive skills. Elizabeth had never seen such jewels among the hundreds that she had worked on. As stated in the explanation, the value of these jewels was astronomical.


  “H-Huge...” The admiration in Elizabeth’s expression rose after hearing that Grid got the jewels from raiding Belial.


  Grid was sighing. “I don’t know if my request will interest you. I just want ordinary rings...”


  “Rings?”


  “Yes. Eight rings.”


  “What about a necklace? Bracelets? Do you need earrings?”


  “...?” Grid was confused. He thought Elizabeth would be disappointed to hear his request, but she was so excited that she got close to his face. Her large black eyes shone like lanterns. It was as if she had a meal before her. “You are too close...”


  “...” Yura and Eat Spicy Jokbal looked uncomfortable for some reason.


  Grid stepped away from Elizabeth and explained, “As you can see, I’m currently using necklaces, bracelets, and earrings.”


  Their effects were also excellent. The Guardian's Bracelet and Necklace, which had defense and indomitable stat options, were unique accessories that gave an additional 100 defense when worn as a set. Meanwhile, Neberius’ Necklace increased strength by 30 and reduced magic casting time by 20%, the Black Quartz Earrings increased intelligence by 15%, and Dark Bus’ Earrings made it possible to use the Blackening skill.


  Grid played the roles of damage dealer, tanker, and magician, so he couldn’t abandon any of them.


  However, Elizabeth glanced at the options of Grid’s accessories using her ‘Artisan’s Eyes’ and thought differently. “You can stop wearing the jade bracelet and necklace. They look like they have an effect as a set, but aren’t they just unique rated accessories?”


  “Yes...”


  Few items were as hard to find as accessories, especially accessory sets. A unique rated accessory set had a similar value to legendary rated ornaments. Grid responded like he couldn’t understand, causing Elizabeth to hit her chest with frustration. Still, Grid didn’t show any reaction to her agitation. Elizabeth shouted at the blank-looking Grid, “I can make much better bracelets and necklaces, even when considering the set effect! I don’t need luck! It is enough just using the jewel materials that you brought!”


  However, there was a problem.


  “But these large jewels might be hard for me to work with...” Elizabeth had no confidence in working with S-grade jewels. A level higher than craftsman was required to work on them. In other words...


  “You can make accessories better than my current ones using the B-grade jewels but not the S-grade jewels?”


  The value of Belial’s jewels were several times greater than what Grid had expected.


  “Yes.” Elizabeth took out the B-grade jewels and confirmed it. “The rating will be epic, but the effects will be better than the necklace and bracelet set you are wearing now.” 


  The number of jewels was enough. Grid had handed over 30 jewels to Elizabeth. There were 10 C-grade jewels, 10 B-grade jewels, and 10 S-grade jewels. Putting aside the 10 S-grade jewels, there was enough to make a necklace, bracelet, and eight rings.


  ‘This is a great opportunity.’


  Elizabeth was more excited than Grid. She felt joyous at being lucky enough to craft accessories using jewels which could only be obtained by raiding a great demon. As such, she revealed her inner feelings without knowing it. “It’s too bad. I could’ve tried different things if I had more jewels.”


  “I was told that people who want to ask for commissions have to wait in a line? Would you take multiple orders from one person?”


  “Of course! If I can work on more jewels like this, then I will work for you for a lifetime!"


  “Lifetime...”


  “...”


  Elizabeth’s passionate yells toward Grid seemed like she was courting him. Eat Spicy Jokbal and Yura’s troubled gazes worsened at the sight.


  “There are dozens of people in my guild with 10 or 20 Belial jewels...” Grid pulled out shocking words.


  “...Huh?” Elizabeth doubted her ears.


  She had thought that Grid’s 30 jewels were all the jewels which Belial had dropped. It surprised her that there were still hundreds left. Elizabeth started shaking. She shook her head and seemed to decide something. “I will go to the Overgeared Kingdom. This is beyond the concept of a VVIP guest. Since you are the king, can you give me a small workshop? Would it be better for me to join the Overgeared Guild?”


  “...”


  “Oh, do I not meet the conditions to join?”


  “H-How can that be?”


  On this day...


  “No, why do you kidnap someone everywhere you go? What the hell are you doing? Do you have a separate human trafficking skill? Do you have a legendary trafficker as a third class? Huh?”


  “...”


  Grid had a pleasant surprise for Lauel after returning with Elizabeth.
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  Valhalla’s invasion of the Ultina Kingdom was entering the final phase. Ultina’s outer fortresses had been destroyed, and the walls of the capital had been smashed through. After the fall of the fortified walls, Valhalla’s strong army one-sidedly killed Ultina’s weak soldiers who were obedient to the empire.


  The reason why the Ultina Kingdom could hold on was thanks to the struggles of the Ultina Guardian Knights, who had completed their fourth class advancement. Pon had watched the news of Valhalla’s invasion war when he logged out, and now he raised this question, “Can we just stand by like this?”


  Just like the other Overgeared members, Pon was very wary of Valhalla. Overgeared and Valhalla were currently allies due to having a common enemy, the empire. Yet what if Valhalla became an enemy? Fostering Strong Soldiers—Ares’ skill which allowed him to raise strong soldiers quickly—was placing enormous pressure on the Overgeared Kingdom.


  However, Lauel was surprisingly calm. “You don’t have to worry. Just leave it alone.”


  “What? Haven’t you heard from the ones who went to support the Valhalla war? Ares’ forces will soon become stronger than the Overgeared Kingdom’s soldiers. Their numbers are swelling and if they become stronger...”


  Lauel interrupted Pon’s impassioned speech, “Valhalla can become even stronger. No, they must become stronger.”


  “What?”


  Did Lauel experience side effects from eating chuuni medicine? Lauel’s claim that Valhalla should become stronger puzzled Pon. What was the reason for it? Pon could only think of one thing. “If Valhalla is stronger, we can join forces to bring down the empire?”


  “Sigh... Sadness burns in my heart which is deeper than the sea... Humans live in a three-dimensional world but why are their thoughts so one-dimensional...”


  “...???”


  “Pon, think about why you are wary about Valhalla. Do you think they might become an enemy one day?”


  “That’s right...”


  “Yes. You should know that there are no eternal allies. But think about it. Will you live for eternity?”


  “Well...”


  What nonsense was this? The confused Pon then suddenly thought of something, and his eyes widened. Lauel placed his hand on his forehead and let out a sinister laugh. Pon gulped and asked carefully, “Do you intend to hold hands with the empire?”


  “Is there a law saying I can’t?” Grid had already suggested the possibility. The Saharan Empire was different from the great demons. Unless they were absolutely evil, there were no unconditional enemies. So, their relationship could change at any time. “Wait and see. The empire won’t stay still, and the goals of both nations will become bigger and bigger. Don’t forget that we have a friendly relationship with both nations and thus have the advantage, so stay calm.”


  “Yes.”


  Pon was reminded of something—the Overgeared Kingdom wouldn’t exist if it wasn’t for Lauel. If Grid hadn’t grasped Lauel’s heart and Lauel had become hostile to them, what would’ve happened to the Overgeared Guild now? Pon was horrified just imagining it. Only Lauel’s dismal laughter was heard.


  Knock knock.


  Then someone knocked on the door of the office. Lauel confirmed the time and opened the door with a bright smile. The person who visited his office was none other than...


  “Welcome, Eat Spicy Jokbal. Come in.”


  “Excuse me.”


  Dungeon Maker Eat Spicy Jokbal made dungeons to protect something, trap enemies, or make people grow. His personal strength was estimated to be sun-grade, so Lauel, Pon, and the Overgeared Guild welcomed such a great ally. Both Lauel and Pon welcomed him with a bright smile.


  “...What do you want?” On the other hand, Eat Spicy Jokbal seemed unhappy with the welcome. He was staying in the Overgeared Kingdom because his niece Elizabeth had joined the Overgeared Guild, but he wasn’t eager to join it as well. It was still hard to forgive Grid for causing the collapse of Blood Carnival and taking away the insane dragon egg.


  “If you want me to join the guild, stop here. I don’t intend to join the Overgeared Guild. If you want to ask me to make a dungeon, stop. Do you think I would do anything good for you? Bah.” Eat Spicy Jokbal scoffed and turned to leave.


  “Have you acquired the cooking skill?” Lauel asked a completely random question.


  “Huh?”


  “What...”


  Both Pon and Eat Spicy Jokbal were stunned. Lauel asked again, “Aren’t you a professional chef in reality? I think it is likely that you learned cooking in the game.”


  “Well... That’s right. Don’t you know that there are many players with cooking skills?”


  Cooking was a common skill which could be learned without being a chef. Of course, the skill couldn’t increase to a high level without being a chef. However, it was better for players to learn basic cooking for long adventures on the road. The same was true for Eat Spicy Jokbal. He was a true jokbal enthusiast who honed his cooking skill in order to be able to make jokbal on the road. For him, Lauel’s suggestion was unexpected. “There is a chef called Poison Master in the basement of this castle. Why don’t you learn cooking from him?”


  “Poison what? What is this?”


  Learn cooking from a chef? By the way, why was the name of the chef Poison Master? Eat Spicy Jokbal was speechless for many reasons before realizing something. “Are you trying to trick me into staying in this city for as long as possible?”


  “Yes. That’s right. If you stay here, won’t you end up liking us? Then you might join the Overgeared Kingdom."


  “Nonsense! What benefits will I receive from learning to cook from the chef?”


  “He is a chef from the East Continent. He can’t cook well, but his basic Cooking skill is very high. If you build up an affinity while cooking with him, your Cooking skill level is likely to increase.”


  “Are you suggesting that I raise my Cooking skill level? Don’t you know who I am?”


  “I am aware. You are Jang Doksoo, the current president of the Eat Spicy Jokbal Haenam Branch, who was once chairman of the Eat Spicy Jokbal Company’s main branch. Don’t you want to show off the taste of jokbal to the people of the world who are visiting the Overgeared Kingdom? Don’t you want to increase the number of Eat Spicy Jokbal chain stores around the world? Don’t you want to recover your position in the Eat Spicy Jokbal company?”


  “...”


  “How long do you intend to be relegated to Haenam? Recall why you were raising money with Blood Carnival. Do you intend to give in to the traitors?”


  “...”


  ***


  “You want to watch?” Elizabeth’s round eyes became slightly bigger. She was confused because there was no warning. Elizabeth had never met anyone who wanted to study her work. The delicate and static work was far from a spectacular sight. Other fields only took a few hours while she had to do tedious work for a few days. It was a far cry from the relatively colorful and brilliant blacksmith’s work.


  Elizabeth was puzzled and sighed a bit. ‘This person is thinking too simply.’ 


  Accessory makers with the rank of craftsman spent a few hours to many days producing one item. Among them, particularly delicate work would take at least four days. However, a legendary blacksmith was unlikely to know this fact. Why? He could easily make items due to the class compensation effect, and he couldn’t help seeing other people’s work as easy.


  ‘I’m aware that he demonstrated good skills in the National Competition.’


  Yes, Elizabeth didn’t ‘ignore’ Grid. The level of concentration and efficiency that he demonstrated in the National Competition was worthy of praise. It was expected that he had put in a lot of effort to build his current skills. However, Elizabeth was forced to think that Grid put in relatively less effort than people like her who worked hard to build up her skills. It was a reasonable assumption based on the fact that Satisfy was a game.


  In the game called Satisfy, the ability of the legendary class was overwhelming. Since Grid was a legendary blacksmith, she couldn’t help thinking that he learned blacksmithing techniques easily.


  ‘Well, it isn’t his fault.’ Elizabeth’s eyes filled with pity as she looked at Grid, who thought it would be a few hours of easy work. She didn’t hate Grid and realized that she should instead resent the S.A Group for making the blacksmithing job ‘easy’ for him.


  “Okay. Feel free to visit although I don’t know how long you will stay.” 


  At the center of a high-end shopping district which housed a wide range of cosmetic and jewelry stores. There was a colorful and luxurious small store. The sign on the store said ‘Elizabeth’s Workshop’. It was a new workshop the Overgeared Kingdom hat up to welcome Elizabeth, a craftsman level accessories maker. Elizabeth’s eyes were excited as she entered with Grid and looked around. “Both the internal structure and the equipment are amazing... You have thoroughly listened to my requests and even thought about parts that I hadn’t thought of.”


  Grid was a delicate man, unlike his outward appearance.


  ‘Yes, he is a man who cares about details. This is how he was able to get powerhouses to join the Overgeared Guild and how he was had been able to capture Yura’s heart.’ 


  Elizabeth’s gaze toward Grid changed as she was forced to evaluate Grid much higher than before. However, she had to treat Grid the individual and Grid the legendary blacksmith separately.


  “I’ll get started.”


  “Yes.”


  Elizabeth sat in front of a table and warned as she raised a magnifying glass, “I will warn you, this won’t be fun. You won’t understand by watching from the side. If you become bored, feel free to leave.”


  “You are very kind.” Grid didn’t know what Elizabeth thought of him, so he just accepted her warning as goodwill stemming from kindness. Elizabeth was embarrassed by Grid’s bright smile. The Grid that she had seen in various media outlets was an arrogant person, but wasn’t he actually pure enough to feel like an idiot?


  The bright smile of an adult man gave off a strange charm, and Elizabeth suddenly became aware that she was in a small space with someone of the opposite sex. Her face turned red as she recalled the exhilarating feeling she’d felt when she shook his hand.


  “What is it?”


  “N-Nothing! It’s nothing!”


  Elizabeth ignored the concerned Grid and pulled out the package of jewels. First, she took out 400 Belial C-grade jewels. They were C-grade, but they were much more beautiful and solid compared to the finest rubies and emeralds. The C-grade jewels boasted the splendor and hardness of diamond of the highest grade.


  The amazing thing was that these jewels were still close to being jewels. It was difficult to predict how much more beautiful they would be after Elizabeth, a craftsman-level accessories maker, worked on them.


  “Sigh.” Elizabeth took a deep breath and raised her concentration to the extreme. Then she slowly and carefully started working. Once the marking process was completed, she would cleave, cut, and shape the jewel. Her hands were careful, just like when she had been at the final gateway in the test to become a craftsman, and her concentration was maintained throughout the night.


  The next morning…


  “Beautiful...” Elizabeth finally had a gorgeously shining jewel in front of her. She gave a bright smile of satisfaction and finally remembered Grid, whom she had forgotten about.


  ‘I don’t even know when he left.’


  She had forgotten that he had even been there in the first place. It was the aftermath of being too concentrated.


  ‘Grid must’ve gone back.’ While thinking this, Elizabeth stretched only to end up screaming, “Kuooooh... Kyaaack?!”


  Grid was still watching her from the spot where he had been sitting yesterday.


  “Y-You. What are you doing here?


  Grid’s hands were itchy as he responded casually, “Didn’t I say it? I will watch.” 


  After watching Elizabeth work all night, he got a hint about something.


  “The jewels... Depending on the hardness, can they be attached to actual equipment like swords or armor?”
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  “The jewels... Depending on the hardness, can they be attached to actual equipment like swords or armor?”


  If so, Grid would be able to attach the stats and resistance from Belial’s jewels to his equipment. The combination of battle gear and jewels would lead to the further development of being overgeared. Elizabeth nodded at Grid who was filled with anticipation. “It isn’t a bad idea and is a rather ideal combination. A large number of accessory makers and blacksmiths have already tried it, but they failed.”


  This was because there was a fundamental problem.


  “The toughness (resistance to breaking) of the jewels isn’t proportional to hardness. Apart from some special jewels, most jewels are easy to break. Even the famous diamonds are vulnerable to shock impact. It is the same for Belial’s jewels. That’s why it is very rare to attach jewels to equipment that aren’t intended for ceremonial and decorative purposes. A solid jewel that continuously receives impact from weapons like a sword or a spear will soon be destroyed.”


  “What are shock resistant special gems?”


  “They are typically black diamonds. But they are special jewels that I can’t work on. Perhaps it is the realm of a legendary accessories maker...”


  “Hrmm...” Disappointment filled Grid’s face. It was annoying to hear that the idea he thought of was useless. However, this only lasted for a moment.


  ‘Wait?’ Grid was suddenly reminded of a crown. Why had he postponed the production of a crown after becoming the First King? It was because he couldn’t put splendid jewels in the crown which was a symbol of power and honor, but it was also because he hadn’t been able to acquire a skilled accessories maker.


  Thus, he had put off making the crown. If he remembered something that was buried in his memories...


  ‘I can wear a crown and a helmet at the same time while hiding the appearance of one.’


  Grid now had a good accessories maker and large quantities of excellent jewels. He could make a crown with 10 jewels attached, similar to the emperor’s crown. That way, his stats would rise significantly. Ordinary people wouldn’t wear a crown in battle. The jewels would soon be destroyed, and there would be a large loss of assets. Then what about Grid?


  ‘I can put a helmet over the crown. The abilities of the crown would be applied in full, but there would be no need to worry about the jewels being destroyed.’


  One of the greatest benefits of the First King title was the addition of an ‘equipment slot’ which no one else had. Other people had to choose one item for their head, such as a helmet, hat, crown, and so on, while Grid could wear one crown and one headpiece.


  In fact, Grid had used the Holy Light Crown to experiment with adding a helmet over a crown or a crown over a helmet. In other words, by wearing a crown under the helmet, he would be able to apply the crown’s abilities while the durability of the crown would be protected by the helmet. He didn’t know how it would be for equipment items, but this meant he could attach the jewels to the crown and securely gain the ability to increase his stats with the jewels! Still, there was a problem.


  ‘The helmet must be big enough to wear over the crown.’


  In the past three years, Grid had been wearing the Thick Helmet that he’d made along with Triple Layers. As its name suggested, the thick helmet boasted a high physical defense and a large size. It was possible to wear the helmet over the Holy Light Crown.


  Then could it be used with a new crown? The answer was NO. Grid wanted to attach as many jewels as possible to the new crown, but he also had to pay attention to the design. The size of the new crown would naturally be larger than the Holy Light Crown, so the helmet that was worn over it naturally had to grow in size.


  ‘The helmet...’


  Grid’s eyes narrowed. If he made a helmet large enough to wear over the crown, he feared that his eyesight would be disturbed and his movements slowed down.


  ‘Ah?’ Grid saw Elizabeth working on the next jewel and remembered something. It was something that Lim Cheolho had worn when he visited Grid’s house to celebrate his birthday. 


  ‘A cone hat...!’


  In standard language, it was a pointed hat—a three-dimensional triangular shaped hat.


  ‘If I raise the height of the helmet, I will have enough space to wear a crown and my field of view won’t be disturbed because the left and right dimensions are narrow.’


  ‘Wow, I really am a genius,’ Grid thought about himself admirably.


  He only cared about the shape of the crown, which affected a king’s dignity, and didn’t pay attention to the shape of the helmet, but it wasn’t because he was acting stupid again. As a result of the First King title, Grid could choose the ‘exposed appearance’ to be either a helmet or a crown. Once the helmet was worn over the crown, he could choose the appearance of the crown and then get the ‘cool’ effect.


  Grid was thinking along when he suddenly started to laugh, causing Elizabeth to look at him. “Did something good happen?” 


  Then Grid asked her, “Is there a limit on the number of jewels that can be attached to an item? For example, how many jewels can be attached to a ring?”


  “I can attach dozens of small jewels. But then the ring won’t have a function.”


  “Why?”


  “The jewels need to be a certain size to show a good performance. The performance of the jewels will disappear if they are too small.”


  “Ah... Then the rings that players wear only have one jewel?”


  “That’s right.”


  “How many jewels can be attached to a crown before the performance is lost?”


  “10. Shouldn’t you know this since you have directly met the emperor? There are a total of 10 jewels embedded in the emperor’s crown.”


  “Yes.”


  “That is the best number. Compared to necklaces where three jewels can be attached, the crown is the best item to raise the power of the jewels to the limit. Of course, the only person who can fight with a jeweled crown is the emperor.”


  ‘No, there’s another person here.’ Grid smiled while suppressing the words in his throat. 


  Elizabeth asked, “I assume the jewels initially crafted will be used by the other Overgeared members and not by you?”


  “Why?”


  “This is the first time I have worked on Belial’s jewels. The quality of the jewels at the start will inevitably be low. The options of the jewels crafted later will be better. You should make accessories out of the later jewels.”


  “No. I will make it with the initial jewels.”


  “Didn’t you hear my explanation? The jewels worked on initially are relatively inferior. Look at this.” Elizabeth handed Grid the Belial’s Black Jewel that she had worked on all night.


  Grid looked at the information of the jewel.


  [Plainly Crafted Belial’s Black Jewel (C)]


  [* Intelligence +6.


  * Shadow Resistance +2%


  A black jewel crafted by Elizabeth, a craftsman level accessory maker. It is not bad.]


  “The next few jewels will be better as I become more proficient. At that time, ‘delicately crafted’ or ‘perfectly crafted’ jewels can be found. Then the additional stats will increase by at least 1–3.”


  Grid wasn’t a kid, so did she have to explain such things? Elizabeth had met many clients and was well aware of human greed. In particular, the greed of the top rankers couldn’t be controlled, and they always wanted to get the best jewels. That’s right. Elizabeth thought that Grid wanted the best jewels to make the accessories out of, so the more inferior jewels would be left to Grid’s subordinates. However, an unexpected answer was received.


  “Give the better jewels to my colleagues. I am strong enough without the jewels.”


  “What?”


  Grid’s ID had the meaning of greed. In fact, Grid came across as greedy through all media platforms. So, was he acting right now? No, he wasn’t. She couldn’t see any pretenses in Grid’s expression and attitude. Grid smiled warmly at the baffled Elizabeth.


  “The stronger my colleagues, the stronger I am. I want my colleagues to be strong for myself and for them.”


  “You...”


  “Oh, I might’ve wanted good jewels if I didn’t have the S-grade jewels.


  “...”


  “Someday you will be able to make S-grade jewelry, right? Until then, I am happy to wait.”


  ‘Ah, there are many types of people in this world.’


  Elizabeth felt shouldn’t judge people by their appearance. The 20-year-old young woman who had just entered university gained a new enlightenment. There was a faint sense of trust in her eyes as she looked at Grid.


  ‘The Overgeared Guild... It might be good to stay for a while.’


  ***


  “Hrmmm.”


  It was the fourth day after Elizabeth started working. Elizabeth’s speed of working on the jewels increased slightly as she rapidly accumulated skill experience. She worked on jewels all night and then laughed at the sight of Grid.


  “Oppa is really incredible.”


  She wasn’t surprised anymore. The patience Grid displayed as he sat by her side for four days was beyond Elizabeth’s expectations.


  She sat down next to Grid and gave a small nod. “Now I understand. It was never easy for Oppa. You are always cautious and invest a lot of time into your work.”


  “That’s right. How can anything be easy in this world?”


  Elizabeth naturally called Grid as ‘Oppa’. Since he was a fellow Korean who was older than her, she was embarrassed to call him by name. However, they had become familiar in the process of staying in the workshop together and overcoming prejudices.


  Additionally, Elizabeth was the same age as his younger sister, so Grid didn’t dislike Elizabeth’s attitude change. Rather, she seemed like a cute little sister. Grid also spoke in a casual manner with Elizabeth, “Aren’t you tired from working all night? Do you want a massage?” 


  Despite his words, Grid was also very tired. He had designed a new crown and helmet while watching Elizabeth work. Then when Elizabeth logged out, he went to the hunting grounds to raise the Overgeared Skeletons’ levels. Grid had spent these last four days like he had two or three bodies. That’s why his head was in a muddled state and he carelessly talked about a massage. 


  “Really? I would appreciate it,” Elizabeth accepted Grid’s offer with a wide smile. Grid smiled back and touched Elizabeth’s shoulders without any hidden intentions.


  “Ah...!” Elizabeth’s large eyes and white shoulders shook as soon as Grid touched her. The tired Grid didn’t notice the subtle change and put more strength in his fingertips.


  “Haat!”


  As soon as Grid’s big and hard fingers pressed against her neck, Elizabeth felt strength drain from her body. She couldn’t help leaning back on Grid’s wide chest. Her eyes lost light as she gazed at the ceiling. The sensations running through her body were beyond description...


  Eat Spicy Jokbal had come to visit his niece at her workshop before going to work in the kitchen. 


  “What are you doing noooooow?!!” His loud and furious voice rang out through the workshop. “You are worse than a beast! You already have two girlfriends, yet you are touching my niece...!!”


  “No, I don’t have a girlfriend...”


  “What? You have Yura and Jishuka! I’m envious... No, you are a bad guy! You are the enemy of all men!”


  “What the hell... Hik!” Grid was forced to leave the workshop because he was kicked out by the furious sword-wielding Eat Spicy Jokbal. Then Grid ran toward the smithy. ‘What is wrong with Eat Spicy Jokbal in the morning? Sigh, let’s make a helmet and a crown.’
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  [Rating: Legendary (Set)


  Durability: 180/180  Defense: 20


  * Intelligence +300


  * Dignity +200


  -When 3 set items are equipped: Defense +500, health +6,000.


  -A crown that the legendary blacksmith Pagma made for 5th Pope Franz.]


  This was the crown that Grid had favored for numerous years. He always used this shining crown for official events or when using magic. Grid rotated the small crown hanging from his fingertips. He watched the Holy Light Crown, which had already been used, disassemble and reassemble several times to raise the understanding to 100%.


  ‘The crown is an accessory, not a defense equipment.’


  Unlike a helmet designed for defense, it was easy to aim for stats or options depending on the design. As a special equipment only allowed for those on the throne, the value of the crown was very high. In fact, the crown, which Grid had designed for the purpose of ‘showing off’ after founding the Overgeared Kingdom, had 190 dignity attached to it.


  ‘This time, my crown will be designed for battle.’


  Due to the influence of his production intent, there was a great deal of room to raise battle-related stats.


  ‘If I add the 10 jewels that Elizabeth crafted...’


  Based on the C-grade jewels, he could gain an addition 60 strength and 20% attribute resistance. Grid’s desire to used Braham’s enhanced magic, which could be obtained once his intelligence increased, caused his motivation to flare up.


  “Let’s start the production!”


  “His Majesty is starting to work!”


  “Gather all the blacksmiths in Reinhardt!”


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  As hundreds of people gathered in a huge smithy, Grid started the production of the new crown he had designed in the last four days. It was a new crown based on the Holy Light Crown and the crown of the Saharan Empire.


  Unlike with ordinary crowns, he chose to use mithril instead of gold and silver for this one. Mithril was stronger and lighter than gold and silver, and it also possessed a high rate of assimilation with attributes. Additionally, it had a silver color which Grid thought matched better with his black hair.


  In fact, he wanted to use the Seolkwang Stone which was harder and more expensive than mithril but had the same silver color. However, there was none in the auction house, and Grid wasn’t in a position to secure it. He only knew about the presence of the ore through Pagma’s knowledge, and he hadn’t handled it directly.


  ‘Well, I can make the crown again once it became available at a later time.’


  Belial’s red and black jewels only raised intelligence. There would come a time when he needed a crown which gave him other stats. Grid made the crown while thinking this. Velvet didn’t cover the crown, which was light and oval-shaped, closely resembling a tiara.


  Grid melted the mithril in the extremely high temperature of the furnace.


  ***


  ‘Is it over?’


  This was after the battle at Gerad Mountain. Yura had returned to the Overgeared Kingdom with Grid and Elizabeth. Now she was waiting for the right opportunity to report what she had seen in hell—Grid’s clone that was a named class NPC. In fact, this was a touchy subject for Grid. Think about it. How creepy and unpleasant would it be to realize that someone who looked exactly like you was currently ‘living’ somewhere else?


  Yura decided not to talk about the clone until Grid completed his current project. She was afraid that she might disturb his concentration.


  “It is finished!”


  After spending four days in Elizabeth’s workshop and a week in the smithy, Grid finally solved the task at hand. The rumor that he was making a new crown and helmet had already spread among the Overgeared members.


  “You worked hard!”


  “What fraudulent item did you make this time?”


  Grid rarely produced items with a bad performance. The members of the Overgeared Guild gathered after hearing the news and showed interest in their shining eyes. Yura was among them. She wanted to see the crown and helmet that Grid made before telling him about the clone.


  ‘They will definitely be wonderful and excellent items.’


  Yura’s and the Overgeared members’ expectations were rising.


  “I’m looking forward to it!” Elizabeth now treated Grid with affection. This was a sharp contrast to her unfriendly attitude one week ago. She looked like a doll and was very cute when she attached the title of Oppa to him.


  “The new member is cute.”


  “She is a great talent.”


  “I feel like I have a lovely and dependable little sister.”


  Yura felt somehow annoyed when all the Overgeared members looked at Elizabeth with a gentle expression.


  “It is thanks to Elizabeth.” Grid couldn’t read Yura’s emotions and stroked Elizabeth’s head before pulling out the crown. It was a crown embedded with the ten jewels which Elizabeth had crafted. The crown of mithril shone in the light while the ten jewels were of a darker red than a ruby. The red jewels seemed to have a darkness that was deeper than an abyss. They weren’t that flashy, but they felt elegant.


  Everyone gulped as Grid placed the crown on his head. Grid could no longer have short hair after becoming king, so he had grown it to a moderate length. The blend of his sharp eyes, his black hair, and the beautiful silver crown displayed a neutral charm.


  “Ah...”


  His body was tempered, and his face had matured as he grew older and experienced all types of things. Compared to last year, Grid’s appearance had improved, and the Overgeared members felt an affinity with him, regardless of their gender. Everyone felt a great attraction toward Grid.


  Duguen, duguen. In the silent smithy, someone’s heart was beating exceptionally loudly. This sound didn’t last long though.


  “Next is this.” Grid placed the helmet over the crown. It was a helmet in the form of a cone and had a height of at least 50 centimeters. 


  “...”


  Dignity could no longer be seen in Grid’s appearance as he wore the iron cone hat. Everyone was speechless, and someone burst out laughing. The silence was broken.


  “Puhahaha! What? Look at that stupid appearance! Puhahahat!”


  “Vantner, why are you laughing? I think it is better to wear that helmet than to be bald.”


  “Pon, you son of a bitch!”


  “...”


  Was it that funny? Grid was puzzled by the people’s response and stood in front of a mirror. There was an alien in the mirror. An alien with a long and pointed head. It was almost as if...


  “...I look like a squid.”


  Yes, he was an ugly squid. Grid’s face reddened, and he used the First King title effect.


  “Hide the helmet.”


  [The appearance of the helmet has been hidden to keep the dignity of the first king. The appearance is now hidden but the ability remains.


  “Phew...” Grid sighed with relief as he checked his appearance in the mirror. The feeling of wearing the heavy helmet disappeared while the stats remained intact. He was shown to be wearing a crown again, so he was no longer a squid. Lauel approached Grid who was feeling relieved. Strangely, Lauel’s expression was very serious. He looked like a man going to a funeral. Had something bad happened?


  “What is it? What’s going on?” Grid noticed the atmosphere and felt worried. 


  “Your Majesty,” Lauel spoke in a trembling voice, “Please don’t even show that appearance again. I almost quit the guild. I felt a pain similar to losing my sight forever.”


  “...” For the first time, Grid was able to understand Lauel’s feelings. He hurriedly nodded and defended himself, “I will always hide the image like this. Don’t worry.”


  “Why did you make the helmet look like that in the first place?”


  “I thought it would be more comfortable to wear over a crown... Don’t worry. It looks like that, but the performance is impressive.”


  “Of course, it should be. It doesn’t make sense if the performance is as garbage as the appearance. The performance should be equivalent to a myth rated item.”


  “...” Grid thought that it couldn’t be like this. He judged that he should share the item information to calm down the atmosphere as soon as possible.


  Ttiring~


  [Player Grid wishes to share the item information with you. Would you like to accept?]


  This message appeared in front of all the Overgeared members, and they naturally accepted.


  [Overgeared King’s Crown]


  [Rating: Legendary


  Durability: 270/270  Defense: 33


  Defense +60


  Intelligence +65


  Dignity +400


  Fire resistance +20%


  Shadow Resistance +15%


  * There is a low probability of ‘confusing’ anyone who looks at it.


  * Maintains loyalty without needing to give a gift.


  A crown created through the collaboration of Grid, a legendary blacksmith who is becoming a myth, and the craftsman level Accessory Maker Elizabeth. It is beautiful and elegant. The household gods are very proud of the person who wears this crown.


  The magic power of Great Demon Belial contained in the jewels often makes people confused.


  Conditions of Use: Grid.


  Weight: 267]


  [Cone Helmet]


  [Rating: Legendary (Degraded)


  Durability: 496/496  Defense: 450


  -A cone-shaped helmet.


  It is made by the blacksmith Grid who is becoming a myth beyond a legend.


  The material is very hard because Grid spent a few days tempering the iron mixed with a small amount of Belial’s leather. 


  However, the debate on its appearance will never end. It is hard to see the intentions of the cone shape.


  It has enough defense to be a legendary item for a long time, but the appearance...


  * The stats have room to fall depending on the behavior of the wearer.


  User Restriction: More than 3,000 strength. Level 340 or more.


  Weight: 4,820]


  “What...”


  The Overgeared King’s Crown suited its name, and the helmet’s name and description matched its appearance. They seemed to be great items, yet...


  The Overgeared members felt both confusion and admiration. It was the same symptoms that Grid had experienced after completing the items. That’s right. Grid had been in great chaos from producing a bizarre legendary item labeled as ‘degraded.’


  “Well... either way, a legend is a legend...”


  In fact, the performance was legendary. The helmet contained a defense equivalent to armor of the same level. Grid was feeling satisfied with this reaction when Yura approached him.


  “I have something to tell you. Do you know about your clone?”


  “My clone?”


  What was this? Grid’s face turned red as he thought about it. There was only one thing that popped up when hearing of a ‘clone.’


  “Did you think of something?”


  “N-No, what is this?”


  “I saw it in hell, your clone.” 


  “What? Hell?”


  Why was his clone in hell? Grid stopped as his hand was moving to his crotch to check. Something crossed his mind.


  “Can you tell me more?”


  Simultaneously, at the Yatan temple...


  “There is a rumor that a vile traitor is poking around our sanctuary. Show the traitor our god’s power. The other Yatan Servants will help you.”


  “Yes! I gladly do so!”


  Rose, who had been able to become the 1st ranked black magician thanks to Yura’s absence, received a hidden quest. It was the largest quest since the one to summon Belial.
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  ‘Very good.’


  The result of the Overgeared King’s Crown was better than Grid had expected. It was honestly surprising that his crown was superior to the legendary set item, the Holy Light Crown, which Pagma had made.


  ‘It is inevitable that the intelligence given is low.’


  The Overgeared King’s Crown had been produced with the intention of increasing Grid’s physical combat power. So, it was natural to end up with a crown which gave defense instead of intelligence. He only got the additional 65 intelligence due to Belial’s jewels.


  ‘I’m a bit disappointed with the lack of force...’


  Still, Grid knew the power of the ‘confusion’ abnormal status. A confused target would lose attack power and have their defense lowered. This ‘confusion’ effect attached to the Overgeared King’s Crown comforted Grid.


  The confusion state attached to the crown was likely to mislead everyone who looked at the wearer. It was a passive skill with no mana consumption or cooldown time, and it could also be a wide-range CC skill. This effect wasn’t just like a scam. It was so good that it was almost criminal.


  “Hrmm... By the way...”


  Grid seriously observed his ‘dull but decent’ appearance in the mirror. The existence of the clone that Yura told him about was constantly on his mind. He thought about the clone he’d met on the Behen Archipelago. That clone had fully understood and used the potential of the Pagma’s Descendant class. He had shown great skill and given Grid a sense of helplessness by using fusion skills that Grid had yet to become capable of.


  Before the clone, Grid had been at the level of a young child. As the battle continued, the gap with the clone had increased rather than narrowed, and it then reached a stage where Grid thought it would be impossible to win. He ended up knocking the clone down by relying on the Motley Flail as a last resort...


  ‘That guy died while using Blackening.’


  Grid had experienced it personally. He had died in the blackened state and fallen to hell previously. Was it the same for the clone?


  ‘What if due to some error, the clone literally settled in hell?’


  Yura stated that his clone was in the blackened state. 


  ‘I’m certain. I was banished from hell once Blackening was released. What if the clone couldn’t remove Blackening and he stayed in hell?’


  Grid made a nervous expression. He was afraid that this opponent, who he hadn’t been able to beat, had not died and might still be looking for him. Grid had obtained 100,000 Army Swordsmanship, steadily improved his items, gained the power of great demons, and so on… So, why did he feel fearful when he was so strong?


  It was because it wouldn’t be easy. Yura reported that the clone had used a five-technique fusion skill. He had also shown off a whole new technique called Flower. Flower was easy to interpret as the clone opening up the potential of Pagma’s Descendant, and Grid hoped that he could learn it someday. However...


  ‘What the hell is a linked five-technique skill?’


  Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle—the reason Grid had been able to combine these four skills was due to Goddess Rebecca’s blessing. Thanks to a god’s help, he had learned a sword technique which could threaten the gods. In the aftermath, he had received backlash from the other gods.


  ‘This technique has four skills...


  Yet the clone fused five skills? Grid found it hard to understand. Doubts rose with him about whether Yura was mistaken about what she had seen. Then he thought of one hypothesis.


  ‘Did the clone receive Yatan’s blessing? Then that would mean it is possible to fuse five skills by using the unique potential of Pagma's Descendant...’


  No matter how he thought about it, Grid didn’t know the answer. He trembled with nervousness as his thoughts had become complicated.


  “No, what are the great demons doing... Ah?”


  Grid was amazed by something. He belatedly recalled the surprise that 32nd Great Demon Belial had shown back when he appeared and how she had called him a ‘soulless man.’


  ‘Was she talking about the clone?’


  In other words, the great demons were also aware of the existence of the clone. Belial, in particular, was wary about him. Grid was able to infer that they didn’t have a good relationship. Indeed, the clone hadn’t died and was instead alive in hell. There was only one conclusion.


  The present clone that made even great demons wary...


  “Wow, I’m going crazy.”


  The clone had been born in order to kill Grid. If he was alive, then Grid would forever need to be vigilant, causing Grid to feel a greater sense of despair the stronger he became. Grid crouched down in frustration.


  “Father.” A small boy approached him. The boy’s blue eyes were large and deep. He had inherited his mother’s milky skin and his father’s black hair. The name of the beautiful boy with a promising future was Lord.


  “Lord, what’s going on? Don’t you have to get up early tomorrow to go to the Vatican?”


  For Grid, Lord was his real flesh and blood. He truly loved Lord. Grid hugged Lord because he was worried about his son. Lord giggled as he felt his father’s big and warm arms! He smiled shyly with a red face. “It’s nothing. I came to see Father.”


  “That’s great. My Lord, you can come see me at any time. I will always welcome you.”


  “Uhh, no. Lord doesn’t want to hinder Father with my greed. Father is busy protecting the kingdom and its people. I’ll come and see you occasionally.”


  “Lord...” Grid patted Lord’s head, and his eyes became wet from Lord’s remarkable consideration. This was why he felt warm. Yes, Lord was real. At least in this world, Lord was a real human and he was Grid’s blood.


  Kiss.


  How good would it be if they were together in reality? Grid swallowed his regrets and kissed the back of his son’s small head.


  “Father, if you have any difficulties, put them behind you. Lord will grow quickly so I can protect Father.”


   “...Yes.”


  At this moment, Grid decided that he would bring peace to the Overgeared Kingdom before Lord became an adult. He would ensure that this lovely child would never have to go through hardships.


  ‘Clone, you are just a fragment of me.’


  Grid would destroy all beings that threatened him and his surroundings. At this thought, Grid’s gaze became colder than moonlight.


  ***


  “Go well.”


  The morning sun tinged Reinhardt with gold. In the early morning, the streets were peaceful and beautiful, but not all the city landscapes were as good as here.


  “I hope you have a comfortable trip.”


  In Grid’s eyes, Irene was the most beautiful woman in the world. There was deep affection in Grid’s eyes as he kissed her cheek. He was grateful and proud of his loving and wise wife.


  “Father! Me too!” Lord spread open his arms as he asked for a kiss.


  Grid kissed Lord’s cute cheek and then spoke to Kasim, “You are responsible for their safety regardless of the circumstances.”


  “Of course,” Kasim’s voice which emerged from the shadows gave a strong sense of trust to Grid. Irene and Lord had received Pope Damian’s invitation and was going to visit the Vatican. The destination was safe, and the escorts were amazing. King of Shadows Kasim, the knight Chucksley, Royman, and the Rebecca’s Daughters candidates were escorting Irene and Lord. It wouldn’t happen but even Agnus wouldn’t be able to easily break through this guard.


  ‘Is this enough?’


  Grid’s eyes shifted to Mercedes standing by his side. Mercedes read Grid’s anxiety and asked, “Do you want me to join the escort?”


  Although Mercedes’ top priority was Grid’s safety, she realized on the day they met Merchant King Kir that Grid wanted her to be flexible. As such, Mercedes was willing to leave Grid for a short while if that was what he desired. Grid thought about it before shaking his head. “No, that isn’t necessary.”


  There were already enough escorts. Damian would also be sending a separate escort. Irene and Lord were safe, and it would be a waste of manpower to send more escorts. Grid was a king and knew how to separate public and private matters. He decided that it wasn’t right to attach Mercedes as an escort.


  “Go safely.” Grid smiled while waving. He watched until the carriage carrying Lord and Irene completely disappeared from view.


  ***


  “Kik? What?” The man with green hair burst out laughing. Once his big mouth opened from left to right, white pointed teeth were revealed. Agnus dwelled in his madness for a moment before calming down. “I was told that according to the terms of the contract, you need to help with the raid on the Vatican.”


  A contract existed between Agnus and the Yatan Church. Agnus would be helped in the process of making the Stone of Life while the Yatan Church could take advantage of his strength. In the first place, Baal’s Contractor had an inseparable relationship with the Yatan Church.


  “Hrmm…” The smile disappeared from Agnus’ face. He checked the contents of the quest and finally got up. “Well, it can’t be helped.”


  For Agnus, the Yatan Church was a necessary force, so he was forced to accept the quest to maintain his favor with them. 


  Rose’s face became radiant when she received his answer. At this point, she still had no idea that the trump card she had prepared would end up grabbing her ankles. It was naturally hard to imagine.


  ***


  The Vatican was busy. There was a lot of work to be done since the queen and prince of the Overgeared Kingdom, who had a deep relationship with the Rebecca Church, was visiting the Vatican personally. Still, Damian was looking forward to it. It was difficult to imagine how strong Lord’s divine power had become after all this time.


  Isabel, Rebecca’s Daughter, started scolding him, “Please take care of your body.”


  “Hum hum, if Isabel-chan says so.”


  In the distance, carriages were moving up the foothills and entering the Vatican. The carriage which arrived before the statue of Goddess Rebecca was large and gorgeous. Everyone was able to have a glimpse of the considerable wealth that the Overgeared Kingdom had accumulated.


  “Ohh...!” The Rebecca believers found a young boy getting off the carriage and let out a burst of exclamations. In particular, the elders felt in awe of him. They hadn’t been expecting much, but now their attitudes changed. They hurriedly went down the stairs and greeted Lord personally. This was how they evaluated Lord:


  “A true pope!”


  “No, why was a pope born to the Overgeared King...?”


  Damian felt slightly burdened. The elders around him were busy talking about Lord, and the lonely Damian buried his face in Isabel’s shoulder. Then Lord discovered him and shouted, “Teacher Damian!”


  “You came! My cute Lord-chan!”


  The boy who stole the hearts of the Rebecca’s Daughter candidates and the Rebecca’s Daughters met after a long time. Was it an illusion that the face of Rebecca looking down at them from the statue was slightly dark today? Isabel felt vaguely anxious.
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  Damian heard that she had entered her 30s, yet Irene was still pure and beautiful. She didn’t look like she had aged at all. Irene had already been a perfect woman even before she matured.


  ‘She is older than Grid.’


  There was a bittersweet smile on Damian’s face as he watched Irene put down her cup of tea. He was also in love with Isabel, so he felt that the gap between players and NPCs was painful and sad. Irene was looking affectionately at her son, Lord, who was embarrassed about being stuck between the bald elders. Damian continued to smile as he also turned his attention to Lord. “Prince Lord has better manners now. Despite his innate talent that pierces the heavens, his humble and upright nature is thanks to your hard work.”


  “No. The prince was born with a good heart.”


  Personality wasn’t something that could be resolved merely through education alone. Irene was a prominent noble from the fallen Eternal Kingdom, and she had witnessed numerous corrupted aristocrats. Didn’t they hurt the weak with ease and only care about their own interests despite what they’d been taught? Thus, Irene was always grateful to Lord. She was proud of her son who respected everyone, regardless of their status.


  ‘He is like Grid.’ Irene smiled when she thought of her husband. It would be the same even if she knew about Grid’s earlier personality. To her, Grid was everything.


  “...”


  Under the sunlight, Irene’s smile was lovely. Damian’s and Isabel’s cheeks flushed red as they gazed at her. Then Damian shook his head and rose from his seat. “Hum hum. Elders, don’t bother Prince Lord since he must be tired. I will take him back.” 


  Damian said goodbye to Irene and crossed the green grass. His gait contained the aggressiveness of a paladin, rather than the nobility of a priest. It was one of the reasons why the elders didn’t like Damian. Nevertheless, were there any humans in the world with no shortcomings? Not all the elders felt frustrated about Damian. Some of them acknowledged him, while others had high expectations for him. In fact, Damian was a great pope when compared to the fallen Pope Drevigo and the snake-like candidate, Pascal. So, it was best for the church that the elders supported Pope Damian, who was already in his third year.


  “Elders, let the prince go. The prince will suffocate from the smell of old bachelors.”


  “Cough...”


  The elders, who were obsessed with the divine power that Lord gave off, regained their spirits belatedly. They were ashamed that they had forgotten about the boy’s suffering and now tried to give him a helping hand. However, they were smiling instead of blushing with shame.


  “Prince Lord, I’ll see you at dinner. Let’s talk again.”


  “Prince, don’t forget to pray to Goddess Rebecca.”


  “The goddess will bless you...”


  The elders bowed before stepping back. They were completely fascinated by Lord’s divine power and spoke to him like he was the goddess’ messenger. Lord was finally able to breathe after they retreated! He gasped for air as Damian shrugged and said, “Sometimes, it is okay to be immature. If you already care about the eyes of others at this age, you will soon become old.”


  “I’d rather become old than embarrass Father.”


  “Ah...”


  Lord’s behavior was praiseworthy. Still, Damian felt regretful and patted Lord’s hair unconsciously. 


  “Oh, I’m sorry.”


  No matter how young Lord was, he was still the prince of a kingdom, so it was very rude for Damian to place his hands on Lord’s head. Damian was still apologizing when Lord entered his arms.


  “Please stroke my hair, Teacher.”


  “Haat! Lord-chan, so cute!”


  In the end...


  “Your Holiness! This rudeness...!”


  “Think about your dignity, Your Holiness!”


  Damian was laughing while acting as Lord’s horse! He laughed loudly as he ran through the gardens of the Vatican, while the panicked Isabel and Rebecca’s Daughters tried to stop him. Irene was happy to see this peaceful sight as she sat under the shade of a tree. Meanwhile, the Overgeared Knights escorting her and Lord were stunned. It was amazing that the Rebecca Church’s pope, one of the biggest powers next to the Saharan Empire, was treating their little prince as his nephew. They felt proud, and a chill ran down their spines. 


  In particular, Coke felt very proud.


  ‘The relationship between the Overgeared Kingdom and the Rebecca Church is deeper than the rumors say. It is good that I came to the Overgeared Kingdom.’


  Coke—as one of the third generation 10 Rookies, he had recognized the potential of the Overgeared Kingdom early on. Back when he had been convinced that he was a genius, he traveled to the fortified city of Patrian and was then beaten by a bone Piaro had thrown. Convinced about the future of the Overgeared Kingdom, Coke had traveled there as soon as it was founded.


  After some years, he was inducted as a knight of the Overgeared Kingdom. It was a result of his pure abilities. Even if Grid didn’t know him, Coke was loyal to Grid and was determined to live for the Overgeared Kingdom. He didn’t doubt that the Overgeared Kingdom would unite the continent sometime in the future, and he dreamed of later becoming a noble of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  Why was he taking the hard path? Some people would say that Coke’s evaluation was wrong. They thought Coke was stupid because he would be able to have a more stable future in the empire with his talent. Of course, Coke had also been hesitant. In particular, he had heard rumors at the founding of the Overgeared Kingdom that they were hostile to the empire and seriously wondered if he should join the empire.


  However, Coke wasn’t a person to easily reverse a decision once he made it. Additionally, he was a solid fan of Grid. Coke believed in Grid and the Overgeared Guild. Then the Overgeared Kingdom ended up being the first in history to make a truce with the empire. Now, Coke was no longer nervous. He watched the Overgeared Kingdom develop while he honed his skills and faithfully performed his role.


  “Sir Coke?”


  “Ah, I’m sorry.”


  Coke was watching Damian and Lord laugh in the garden when a voice called out to him. Knight Royman gave him a warning, “Have you forgotten the basic rules of an escort? You have to pay more attention when the surroundings are safe.”


  Royman spoke in a bold voice deliberately, unaware that her gender had already been discovered. She didn’t notice that her colleagues left every time she entered the shower or the changing rooms. However, her skills were real. Her level was 320. It was only 19 levels higher than Coke’s, but she was twice as strong as him.


  Moreover, it wasn’t just in comparison to Coke. Royman was uniquely strong among the Overgeared Kingdom’s knights that Asmophel raised. There was a lot of speculation that Royman had gotten a hidden class or skill after working in the fields with Piaro.


  “Yes, I will keep that in mind,” Coke replied with the appropriate tension. He adjusted his position so that he could see both Irene and Lord simultaneously. It wasn’t simply to build up goodwill with Royman though. Coke, who hoped to be a noble of the thriving Overgeared Kingdom, wanted Grid to win, and he felt responsible for ensuring Irene and Lord’s safety.


  ‘There are many notable people.’ Coke’s gaze was directed at the bottom of the hill. A parade of carriages carrying royalty from all over the continent continued to enter the Vatican. There was also a carriage with the flag of the Saharan Empire. All the countries, apart from the warring countries of Valhalla and Ultina, were gathered here to celebrate Damian’s time as pope.


  ‘An imperial prince came...!’ Coke was shocked when he witnessed a carriage drawn by four white horses.


  It was 2nd Prince Dulandal. Coke hadn’t known that one of the greatest powers of the empire would be here and realized just how great of a presence the Rebecca Church really was on the continent. Damian put Lord down. “Lord-chan, return to your quarters with your mother. Rest and I will see you at dinner.”


  “Yes,” Lord replied gently, not expressing his desire to keep playing with Damian. He was a bright child and understood Damian’s position. Once Damian left to meet the royal family of every nation, including the empire...


  “Place the golden statue over there.”


  “Station the 4th Knights Division at the entrance of the village. We have to pay as much attention to security as we do our VIPs.”


  The elders were bustling around the Vatican. They weren’t interested in any of the guests, unlike with Lord. In fact, they didn’t even pay attention to the emperor of the empire. This was natural since the Rebecca Church was a transcendent collective. They didn’t kneel before power. After Grid cleaned up Pope Drevigo and Pascal’s forces, the Rebecca Church was now regaining its full power. 


  Coke felt more fulfilled as he escorted Irene and Lord. It was interesting and enjoyable for him to know that the arrogant elders treated Prince Lord in a special way.


  Step, step.


  In a red-carpeted corridor, as Lord led the procession to the room assigned to them, he whispered in a small voice, “Teacher, do you feel uncomfortable?” 


  A voice was heard from the shadows, -No...I’m fine...


  It was Kasim. He said he was fine, but his voice was trembling. In fact, he wasn’t okay. 2nd Prince Dulandal of the Saharan Empire—the person who had just stepped into the Vatican—was the one responsible for the destruction of the Nero. Kasim couldn’t suppress the anger and resentment that boiled in his heart when he saw his enemy. It was hard for him to keep his cool.


  Chucksley noticed his struggling heart and said, “You shouldn’t cause any incidents.”


  -I know, Kasim answered nervously. The laughter disappeared from Lord’s face as he overheard the conversation between the two people. 


  On the other hand, all three people weren’t aware of the subtle changes in the atmosphere. Irene and the Rebecca’s Daughters candidates were having a friendly conversation while the young knights, including Royman and Coke, were only concerned with the security of the party.


  Dark clouds were once again covering the sky. The sound of thunder outside the windows was heavy and loud. Simultaneously, at the top of Kay Mountain which overlooked the white buildings of the Vatican...


  “Crazy monsters have gathered.” Agnus laughed as he arrived late at the location of the appointment. Rain soaked his feet while images of the Yatan Servants were projected into the sky.
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  Yatan's Eighth Servant, Yura—she was a traitor.


  Yatan's Seventh Servant, Dark Bus—he died during the mission to infiltrate the Saharan Empire.


  Yatan's Sixth Servant, Malacus—he died while preparing a ritual in Winston.


  Yatan's Fourth Servant, Neberius—he died during the invasion of Bairan.


  Yatan's First Servant, Tallos—he died due to an unidentified magician who invaded the Yatan headquarters.


  This was the record of the former Yatan's Servants. It was a shame that the Yatan Church wanted to erase. Those chosen by Great Demon Amoract to serve the evil god, Yatan, had been murdered by unknown people. It was a disgrace.


  Likaos was appointed as Amoract’s agent after Tallos died. On the surface, he was Yatan's First Servant, and he gave this command to the other servants, “The beasts who serve Rebecca and the people devoted to catering to them will gather at the Vatican. This is an opportunity to sweep up these bastards. Destroy the Vatican and reestablish the fallen status of the Yatan Church!”


  Likaos calculated that the present Rebecca’s Daughters were near the end of their lives. The curse of the Rebecca Church’s three divine artifacts meant they were no more than dead bodies, while the newly recruited Yatan's Servants were young and strong.


  With these in mind, Likaos saw a golden opportunity to cause chaos. Apart from the Rebecca Church, this was a great chance to deal a blow to the empire and other kingdoms. So, Likaos sent out five Yatan's Servants and requested cooperation from Baal’s Contractor.


  “Kik? Crazy monsters have gathered.”


  The top of Kay Mountain was soaked with heavy rains. Rose who was the 1st ranked black magician and Yatan's Eighth Servant, Baal’s Contractor Agnus, and the other four Yatan's Servants looked down at the Vatican. 


  The so-called Overgeared King? He had the power to ruin the Vatican twice over, but the Yatan Church couldn’t be afraid of one person. The Red Knights escorting the imperial prince? They were people who had lost the emperor’s trust and were on the brink of ruin. Rebecca’s Daughters? They were worn down by the divine artifacts and were on the brink of death.


  “How trivial.”


  This was the previous impression Likaos had of Yatan's Servants, and Agnus agreed with it. However, the power here was overwhelmingly strong. Agnus judged this due to the wave of shadows moving behind him. They were the shadows of thousands of black magicians who had been discretely moved here.


  *** 


  “Haha, I see.”


  “As expected from Prince Dulandal.”


  “I can’t stop admiring you!”


  The scenery of the dinner banquet was no different from people’s expectations. Most of the royal families of other nations were gathered around the empire’s 2nd prince, Dulandal. He was said to be far from the succession since he was behind the 1st Prince supported by the emperor and the 4th Prince supported by the empress, but his name was still famous. Dulandal had the power to collapse a small kingdom in one morning, so it was natural for the small royal families dependent on the empire to curry favor with him.


  “Hrmm...” Dulandal’s gaze shifted from these royal families toward a corner of the room. A woman with silver hair was shining under the lights. Her beauty, which was rare even in the empire, attracted Dulandal’s attention. Dulandal especially liked the woman’s gentle impression. “Who is that?”


  Once Dulandal expressed interest, the royal families explained, “The Overgeared Queen.”


  “Hoh... The wife of the Overgeared King?”


  The Overgeared King—he was the opponent who made the empire attempt ‘diplomacy’ for the first time in history. Emperor Juander, who wasn’t afraid to invade anywhere on the continent, was wary enough of the Overgeared King to invite him as a state guest.


  “Too bad.” Dulandal emptied his drink. He thought it was a trick of fate that this woman had fallen in love with the Overgeared King first. The next person to attract his attention was a young boy. This boy had ocean blue eyes like the Overgeared Queen who attracted his attention just a short moment ago. An innate grace was felt from the boy’s white skin and ebony hair.


  “What about that kid?”


  “He is the Overgeared Prince.”


  “Hoh...”


  The son of the Overgeared King… What type of vessel was he? With his interest piqued, Dulandal moved his feet. The prince of the Fold Kingdom, who was standing with Lord, was stunned when Dulandal approached.


  ‘I didn’t know that an imperial prince would come...!’


  The Fold Kingdom had become a tributary of the Overgeared Kingdom during the founding ceremony. After that, they had stopped all exchanges with the empire and left their fate with the Overgeared Kingdom. However, the slavery which had been imprinted in their genes for generations wasn’t something that could change overnight.


  1st Prince Shining of the Fold Kingdom was afraid of what Dulandal would do. He forgot that he had a strong ally in the Overgeared Kingdom and was afraid that the Fold Kingdom would be destroyed by the empire. Prince Shining’s hands shook. 


  “Stay back,” Prince Lord said while grabbing him. Then something interesting happened. Prince Shining suddenly became calm. Prince Lord’s gentle voice melted the anxiety and fear in Prince Shining’s eyes, while Lord’s small and warm touch gave him courage.


  “No. I will protect you.” Prince Shining held Lord’s hand and gritted his teeth. He didn’t flee from Prince Dulandal and kept to Lord’s side. “I am 1st Prince Shining of the Fold Kingdom. I am honored to greet a great imperial prince of the empire.”


  “Hoh...” Dulandal was puzzled by Prince Shining’s polite and dignified attitude. What type of royalty could be so proud before an imperial prince? It was amazing and disgusting that no fear could be sensed in Prince Shining’s eyes. Still, Dulandal wouldn’t be an imperial prince if he expressed such discomfort.


  Dulandal smiled and patted Prince Shining’s shoulder. He pressured Prince Shining using political reality, rather than personal feelings. “Didn’t the Fold Kingdom declare that it would no longer rely on our empire?”


  “Yes... How can a small and poor kingdom like ours rely on the empire? There is no value in the Saharan Empire protecting our small kingdom while consuming its resources. Father thought he could no longer bring anything to the empire and was forced to become independent..”


  “It doesn’t consume a lot of resources to take care of a small kingdom.”


  “...”


  “Independence is a matter for the emperor to decide, not you.”


  “...”


  “His Majesty’s wrath is very large. I am wondering if the Fold Kingdom has forgotten the grace of the empire.”


  “That... How can that be? We can never forget the grace that the empire has shown us...” Prince Shining paled again. His voice and his body started shaking.


  The Fold Kingdom had been built on a desolate land, and the king’s will to reclaim the wasteland and feed all the people couldn’t be achieved. This was all due to the empire!


  The Saharan Empire, which had the power to trample on the Fold Kingdom at any time, had demanded massive tributes from the Fold Kingdom for 200 years, preventing the Fold Kingdom from developing. This was despite the fact that the persecuted people couldn’t afford to give the tributes.


  That’s right. For the past 200 years, the Fold Kingdom had been collapsing slowly and steadily. Resistance? It was useless. Several kings and countless officials who tried rebelling against the empire had been killed for the outrageous crime of ‘treachery.’ The Fold Kingdom was thoroughly helpless and continued to build up anger and fear toward the empire. 


  This fear was completely manifested in Prince Shining. The moment that Dulandal brought up the emperor, Shining seemed to become smaller and his eyes darkened. He was worried this would be the end of the Fold Dynasty. Then Lord grabbed his collar, and Shining once again overcame the fear. He regained stability in his heart, and his courage grew again. Shining felt a warm aura wrap around his body and came to know clearly that this was a blessing!


  ‘This young child has divine power...?’


  Lord smiled brightly at the confused Shining. “Pope Damian taught me.”


  “...?”


  The pope taught the prince of a country? It was ridiculous. Prince Shining thought that Lord’s words were too absurd, but he didn’t doubt Lord. He simply interpreted it as a child’s misunderstanding.


  On the other hand, Dulandal felt something strange.


  ‘What?’


  This was already the second time. Did this person introduce himself as Shining? The prince whose name Dulandal would forget tomorrow was being influenced by something.


  ‘Is it an artifact?’


  Red flames glowed in the middle of Dulandal’s black eyes. It was the appearance of the ‘red energy’ that only flowed in the empire’s royal bloodline. Dulandal was amazed as he observed Shining with red eyes. Yet it wasn’t Shining whom he was surprised by. It was the little boy standing by Shining’s side.


  ‘What is this divine power?’


  ‘All beings apart from me are evil.’ This was what the divine power felt from Lord seemed to be saying. If this child kept training in divine power, in 10 years, he would gain a divine power that even transcended Pope Damian’s.


  ‘Is he really the child of the Overgeared King?’


  It was understandable if he had the talent for blacksmithing, but divine power...?


  ‘A mutation appeared when he was born.’


  Why had the Overgeared King sent a little boy to the pope’s celebration? Dulandal was now able to solve this question.


  ‘His son was born with a high divine power, so he thinks it is better to send him to the Vatican early on.’


  Lord was lacking talent as an Overgeared Prince, but he was worthy for the Vatican. It was clear that the Overgeared King showed his son to the pope and elders in advance in order to leave him in the Vatican one day.


  ‘It will definitely greatly benefit the country if a bond with the Vatican is formed...’


  Wasn’t this why the empire supported Pascal in the past? Dulandal grasped the Overgeared King’s intentions and honestly admired them. 


  ‘Even using his young son as a political tool... As expected from the Overgeared King. He is the adversary that His Majesty acknowledges.’


  A smile appeared on Dulandal’s face as he thought about the Overgeared King that His Majesty the Emperor acknowledged.


  “Hello, Your Highness. I am Lord, the son of the Overgeared King.” Lord smiled and bowed to Prince Dulandal. He was a six-year-old. It was hard to think that a child with such pure and innocent expressions would be an enemy in the future. Right now, Lord was just cute and adorable.


  “Hum hum.” Dulandal was dazzled by Lord’s charm and coughed when he belatedly regained his spirit. He struggled to make a serious face and spoke sternly, “It is nice to meet you. I have heard about your father’s reputation...”


  Dulandal didn’t finish his greeting though. It was because the knights escorting Dulandal suddenly pulled out their swords.


  “What?”


  The inside of the hall became chaotic. People were filled with confusion at the sight of swords being drawn. The paladins came rushing, and Prince Shining embraced Lord. Coke, who was guarding Irene, ran over and shouted, “What are you doing?” 


  He felt a bitter hostility toward the Red Knights who drew their swords in front of Lord. Coke misunderstood that they were trying to harm the Overgeared Prince. However, Royman had a different interpretation of the scene. She glared at the shadow that Lord was stepping on. ‘King of Shadows—this man...!’


  Kasim, the person hiding in Lord’s shadow, suddenly shot a killing intent at the imperial prince, and the knights reacted to it.


  ‘For you to cause this situation...’


  It was an urgent atmosphere.


  “His Holiness, Pope Damian is entering!”


  The main character of the celebration had shown up. Damian pretended not to know about the commotion in the hall and changed the topic itself. It was to protect Lord from being in a disadvantageous situation.


  “Ick...!” Although the imperial prince might’ve been threatened, that did not mean the Red Knights could act freely. The Red Knights were furious but couldn’t say anything. Even a solo number knight couldn’t go against the pope easily. In particular, they couldn’t act freely in this sacred place.


  “Your Holiness!” Prince Dulandal came forward directly, shouting to Damian in a voice like he was giving a speech. “A rodent seems to be hiding. Shouldn’t we find the rodent for the sake of Your Holiness and all of our safety?”


  “...”


  Lord and Chucksley made embarrassed expressions, while Kasim in the shadows regretted his mistake.


  On the other hand, someone on the ceiling of the banquet hall was amazed.


  ‘How did he know?’


  It was Yatan's Fourth Servant, Silvenas. As a darkness type demonkin, she could fully assimilate with the darkness and become darkness itself. When it came to stealth, she was confident that she was comparable to the legendary assassin, Lantier. Yet she had been caught.


  ‘Their skills... are better than expected?’


  No, she hadn’t been discovered yet, but her position would be exposed if she moved in a panic now. So, Silvenas stayed still and gulped.




  Chapter 863


  “A rodent seems to be hiding. Shouldn’t we find the rodent for the sake of Your Holiness and all of our safety?”


  Chatter chatter!


  Dulandal’s cry filled the banquet hall and caused numerous people to question it. A rodent? The royal family of other nations failed to read Kasim’s killing intent from the shadows and couldn’t understand the meaning of Dulandal’s words. Consequently, they thought the imperial prince was making a fuss about nothing. They believed that capricious people always acted selfishly to relieve their boredom.


  ‘This is bad.’


  On the other hand, the Overgeared Knights sensed a big crisis. The Red Knights had picked up Kasim’s killing intent from the shadow, so what could they do to defend Kasim and Prince Lord? The Overgeared Knights were tense. Meanwhile, Kasim lamented, ‘Prince Lord is in a difficult position because of me...!’


  Past memories unfolded in Kasim’s mind as he stared with bloodshot eyes.


  There had been a small village deep in the mountains. It was the village where the Nero Clan lived. The people in the Nero Clan were gentle and not greedy, and they never antagonized each other. The villagers there spent every precious and peaceful day with their families.


  However, this happiness was short-lived, ending when the empire’s army came to the village. 


  Prince Dulandal had arrived with dozens of Red Knights and hundreds of soldiers. “With your skin that’s darker than night and your long arms... all of you are hard to look at. The empire won’t allow you to have territory and religion. Housing and clothes are also forbidden. You are beasts. If you want to live, you will have to be livestock. If you don’t want to be livestock, leave your skin here. Don’t argue. Beasts shouldn’t use human language.”


  Kasim couldn’t forget any of these brutal words. For the young Kasim who was unfamiliar with the world, it was the first time he had been treated this way and he was shocked. Beasts! They were called beasts! From decent humans, they had become beasts!


  This was the first time Kasim felt angry since the day he was born. It was an enormous resentment that destroyed the natural temperament of the Nero. Naturally, it wasn’t just Kasim. Thousands of Nero were outraged by the empire that denied their existence. They fought against the empire that was trying to take away their lives, but they were powerless. The Nero had excellent physical abilities, yet they were just babies in front of the well-trained empire’s knights and soldiers. The Nero were annihilated, and Kasim was the only survivor.


  “...”


  It was a curse called survival. Kasim felt a complicated sense of revenge that only desired the fall of the empire. Between the boy who had forgotten the awful reality and the person who served Lord, he couldn’t determine reasonably as to how he should act.


  Prince Dulandal seemed to urge Kasim on, “A rodent is no different from an ownerless dog. I won’t hold anyone here responsible for hiding the rodent.”


  ‘I don’t know who you are, but don’t you harbor a terrible killing intent toward me? Come out. If you stand in front of me right now, your little prince will be safe.’ This was what Dulandal was implying.


  He also cared about the relationship between the empire and the Overgeared Kingdom. It was a burden for Prince Dulandal to break the truce that the emperor made himself, but he would be satisfied with hunting the rodent. His intentions were read by the Overgeared Knights.


  “...” Chucksley glanced at Lord’s shadow. It was a signal to take responsibility. Chucksley was sad because he knew that Kasim was a valuable talent for the Overgeared Kingdom. However, talent existed for the sake of the kingdom. The talent couldn’t put the kingdom in an inconvenient position. Chucksley’s will was clearly communicated to Kasim’s heart.


  ‘Yes.’ Kasim’s shaking eyes gradually calmed down. His red eyes became white again. Kasim took a deep breath and soothed his mind. Once the Overgeared Kingdom developed safely and the genius Lord completed his growth, the Overgeared Kingdom would wipe out the empire.


  ‘If I can’t achieve revenge directly with my own hands, then I have to leave it to others. Yes, let’s die.’ Kasim would leave the destruction of the empire to the Overgeared King and his son, while he would take responsibility for his actions today. ‘I was the one who made the mistake. It is right that I take responsibility for it,’ Kasim pledged and was about to leave the shadows.


  At this time, someone spoke to Kasim, “Stay still.”


  Lord? No. Before Lord could broach the subject, someone else stepped forward. She was Queen Irene.


  “Hoh...?”


  The woman standing alone in a corner of the banquet hall, who seemed to have nothing to do with politics, was stepping forward at the critical moment? Prince Dulandal lowered his hostility. He was very interested in the courage and wisdom the woman who caught his eyes would show.


  ‘Things are becoming more serious.’


  The special privilege of the strong was to be ‘leisurely.’ In the midst of this serious situation where someone was worried about their nation and someone else was willing to give up his life, Dulandal was pleased. Irene stared straight into his eyes and said, “Your Highness, this person isn’t a rodent or a dog. He is Prince Lord’s legitimate escort and a precious talent of our Overgeared Kingdom.”


  “Hah?” It was completely different from Dulandal’s expectations.


  ‘This stupid woman.’


  Dulandal frowned and narrowed his eyes. “In other words, Your Majesty wants to claim that Prince Lord’s escort tried to hurt me? The end result is that the Overgeared Kingdom tried to harm the empire’s 2nd prince, meaning the Overgeared Kingdom is hostile to the empire? Then they are also ignoring the truce agreement.”


  “No. Think about why your escort knights pulled out their swords. Wasn’t it to defend Your Highness?”


  “...Hrmm? That’s right.”


  “The same is true for Prince Lord’s escort. As a knight who grew up beside the little prince, he acted in his position of an escort when your knights approached.”


  “Is emitting killing intent part of the role of an escort?”


  “Isn’t killing intent less dangerous than pulling out swords?”


  “Hah...?” Dulandal was hit in the head. By admitting that the Red Knights had drawn their swords to protect him, Dulandal legitimized the actions of the rodent who dared to send killing intent at him. This was absurd and embarrassing. He was angry, but he quickly suppressed this anger. Dulandal’s expression distorted, and he burst out laughing. Then he reached out to Irene with a polite attitude. “I admire Your Majesty’s intelligence. Can you please let me touch your white hand as an apology?”


  “It is an honor.”


  Was there anyone in the world who could refuse the formal gesture of an imperial prince? In the first place, there was no reason to refuse it. Irene readily stretched out her soft hand, and Dulandal kissed it.


  “...” Lord’s clear eyes turned fierce with a sharpness that resembled his father’s. This was because Lord saw the desire which filled the imperial prince’s eyes when he gazed at Irene.


  ‘What?’ The Red Knights protecting the imperial prince were shocked. They wanted the intense pressure that they felt from the young prince, who was only around six years old, to be an illusion or a dream. Damian’s heart became restless as he watched the situation progress.


  ‘Things are better thanks to Queen Irene but...’


  Could it become dangerous again now? Damian judged that Lord might make things worse and was about to step forward.


  Flash!


  Then all of a sudden, the banquet hall was filled with light. It was a nasty light which made it impossible for people to open their eyes, completely different from the warm light that symbolized Goddess Rebecca. Damian recognized this flash of light. While he was temporarily blinded, he shouted, “Black magic! Paladins, immediately escort the imperial prince and royalty!! Kuk...!”


  Damian didn’t finish his shout as he’d stepped onto a red pentagram, which had been drawn on the floor, and was now cursed.


  [Part of the will of God Yatan has cut you off from the world.]


  [You can’t take any action inside this dark barrier.]


  [The barrier can only be destroyed from the outside.]


  ‘The will of Yatan?’ Damian raised his head as he belatedly overcame his blindness. A demonkin fell from the ceiling. The being surrounded by darkness was called Silvenas, who was one of Yatan’s Servants.


  “Silva did it! I neutralized the pope!” Her shout was the signal. All types of sounds were heard from outside the banquet hall, and an explosion sent the door of the hall flying open. Dust filled the inside of the banquet hall, and the royalty who barely overcame their blindness were immediately confused.


  “Punish the dogs of the damned goddess!”


  “The curse of God Yatan is waiting for you!”


  The black magicians who entered the banquet hall shouted loudly. The knights of the various nations raised their swords to defend their masters, and the elders of the Rebecca Church and the paladins quickly prepared to fight. Meanwhile, the Overgeared Knights fled with Lord and Irene into a corner. Five new people followed the black magicians into the banquet hall. Three of them were NPCs and two were players. 


  The big shots were gathered together:


  Yatan’s Third Servant, Aliburn...


  Yatan’s Sixth Servant, Cardiora...


  Yatan’s Seventh Servant, Hill...


  The 1st ranked black magician and Yatan’s Eighth Servant, Rose...


  And finally...


  “Agnus...!!”


  Baal’s Contractor. The players who attended this banquet, like Coke, were shocked. They didn’t know about Yatan’s Servants, but they were overwhelmed by Agnus’ presence...


  ‘There are four of them, including Silvenas?’ Damian, who was trapped inside the barrier, was wary of Yatan’s Servants apart from Agnus. Rebecca’s Daughters pulled out their divine artifacts and ran to Damian’s side.


  “....!!!” Damian shouted from inside the barrier but he couldn’t be heard. Isabel decided that the first pressing need was to destroy this barrier. 


  “Kuk...!” She stabbed at the barrier with Lifael’s Spear, but there was no change. Far from being destroyed, it didn’t budge at all. Physical force and divine power were unable to harm the barrier.


  “Leave the barrier to us and protect the people!”


  “In particular, protect Prince Lord!”


  The elders came forward. Their instructions reassured Damian. Damian felt a great affinity at the thought of these stuffy old people. However, it wasn’t a situation where he could feel reassured.


  “Kyaaaak!”


  “Kuaack!”


  The screams of the guests started to fill the banquet hall. The knights and paladins who ran over to the situation seemed to be stuck outside. Agnus’ undead seemed to be interfering with them. Isabel also noticed this fact. First of all, she rushed to Prince Lord’s side. After confirming his safety, she turned toward Agnus.


  “Kik! Kikikik!”


  The screams of the other nations’ royal families and the creepy laughter filled their ears. The confusion in the banquet hall reached an extreme.


  “It is okay. It is okay.”


  There was a woman who had been captured as a virgin and almost sacrificed to Yatan. It was Irene. From the moment the Yatan Church showed up, she was frightened by her old memories, but she tried not to express it. In order to prevent her son from feeling uneasy, she held her young son in her arms and smiled. 


  “...Mother.” Lord felt his mother’s trembling and her love. The child’s gaze turned toward the battlefield. He was filled with a desire to fight.


  “You can’t. You aren’t their opponent right now.”


  “That’s right, Your Highness. Please stay back.” Kasim, Chucksley, and the young knights came forward.




  Chapter 864


  [★Hidden Quest★ The Vatican’s Crisis has occurred.]


  [The history of the continent will change depending on the result of the story.]


  [The privilege of witnessing the ★Hidden Quest★ The Vatican’s Crisis has increased all stats by 2. Movement speed is permanently increased by 1%. You can sell your story at an expensive price to the bards drifting around the continent.]


  [★Hidden Quest★ Escape from Death is in progress.]


  [Escape from Death]


  [★ Hidden Quest �


  It is your responsibility to escort Irene and Lord. 


  Escape with Irene and Lord from the Vatican, which has become a battlefield after being attacked by the Yatan Church.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Escort Irene and Lord safely out of the banquet hall.


  Quest Clear Rewards: Irene will never forget your accomplishments. Your reputation in the Overgeared Kingdom will rise sharply. The Overgeared Kingdom is a nation founded and ruled by the player ‘Grid.’ The precise compensation can’t be predicted.


  Quest Failure: Disqualified from being an Overgeared Knight. Expelled from the Overgeared Kingdom. Level -5.


  ※ Sub Quest (1) ※


  Kill 150 black magicians (0/150)


  Sub Quest Reward: Strength +10


  * The average level of players currently in the Vatican is 301. The level of the Yatan Church’s black magicians is set at 275.


  ※ Sub Quest (2) ※


  Survive when health has fallen below 10%.


  Sub Quest Reward: Stamina +20


  ※ Sub Quest (3) ※


  Keep the health of the escort target Irene at 100%.


  Sub Quest Reward: The title ‘Protector’ is obtained.]


  “Cough...”


  An urgent situation had suddenly occurred, and a hidden quest was triggered. The considerable compensation was worth looking forward to, but Coke wasn’t happy at all. His facial expression distorted.


  ‘How can I break through?’


  Coke had to escape with Irene and Lord. This thought wasn’t just due to the quest. It was his duty as a knight.


  ‘First of all, I can’t go against Yatan’s Servants.’


  The Yatan Church was a group that could fight against the Rebecca Church, the largest religion on the continent. It was easy to guess the strength of the named NPCs representing the Yatan Church, and Coke didn’t have the power to break through them as a third advancement player.


  ‘In the end, I have to break through either Rose or Agnus...’


  It was a terrible predicament. Coke might be the peak of the new generation of rookies, but he wasn’t first in his class rankings. Rose’s and Agnus’ talents in their respective fields were at least equal to Coke’s, and their levels were also higher than Coke’s. Above all, there was a gap that couldn’t be narrowed by items.


  Agnus and Rose had been playing the game since the beginning. Coke assumed that the quests and boss monsters they had cleared were extremely valuable. This made him think that both Rose and Agnus had a higher level than him and that his items and skills were also inferior.


  ‘I can’t stand by idly.’ Coke drew his sword and waited for orders from his superiors.


  He knew his precise role in this event that had suddenly occurred. It was a supporting role. The faces of the other actors on stage were too brilliant for him to be mistaken as a lead actor. The supporting role only followed the thoughts and judgment of the actors.


  Chucksley and Royman were in the middle of a discussion.


  “Rebecca’s Daughters will handle Yatan’s Servants. We have to break through the necromancer blocking the right entrance.”


  “I was thinking the same thing.”


  Chucksley and Royman were apparently targeting Agnus.


  Kasim also agreed with them. He came out of the shadows and told Chucksley, “According to the report of my shadow soldiers, an undead army is deployed outside the banquet hall. The paladins and Rebecca’s Daughters candidates can’t enter because of them. The man who controls the undead must be that necromancer.”


  “He no longer has the capacity to defend himself if is commanding such a large army,” Chucksley and his companions made this judgment.


  On the staircase of the banquet hall, Isabel moved from where she had been trying to break Pope Damian’s barrier and rushed toward Agnus. “Goddess’ Wrath!” 


  Her judgment was the same as Chucksley’s. Most of the people gathered here analyzed Agnus as the weakest enemy. However, the reality of it wasn’t that clear.


  “Kik!” Agnus laughed at one of Rebecca’s Daughters, who were considered invincible.


  He raised his sword and defended against Lifael’s Spear. Isabel and those present were astonished. It was unbelievable that a necromancer succeeded in defending against an attack from one of Rebecca’s Daughters with a sword. Coke and the other players shouted simultaneously:


  “He isn’t an ordinary necromancer!”


  “He is Baal’s Contractor!”


  “Baal’s Contractor...?” Isabel murmured.


  Agnus’ rusty-looking sword engaged with Lifael’s Spear, and divine power started to escape from the spear. It had a curse that could even neutralize divine power? Isabel was convinced of it once she heard that the necromancer before her was Baal’s Contractor.


  “Dispersed Dream.” Rose, the 1st ranked black magician and Yatan’s Eighth Servant, used one of her ultimate skills. It was a huge black magic that inflicted 10,000 fixed damage to all targets in sight and cursed targets without black magic with the abnormal conditions of confusion, weakness, and silence.


  “Kuk...! Kuaaaaak!” Screams rang out from everywhere. In particular, people with low status resistance fell to their knees. On the other hand, the royalty of the other nations, including Irene and Lord, were safe. All of them were covered by their knights and weren’t in Rose’s vision.


  “It’s okay. It’s okay,” Irene said, but her voice and body trembled as she hugged Lord. She was anxious, yet she tried to make a bright face for her son.


  “Mother...” Lord, who felt his mother’s anxiety and love at the same time, was filled with a sense of purpose. He had to protect his mother. Coke witnessed Lord jumping up from his position and was shocked.


  ‘I thought he was a smart child!’


  Coke had heard many rumors about Lord. Wasn’t he a genius among geniuses? Lord had learned assassination from Kasim and farming from Legendary Farmer Piaro, and he studied under High Elf Sticks. There were rumors that he was a genius who would surpass his father. However, he was only a six-year-old child. Even if he could use an assassin’s techniques, how well could he fight when his strength, stamina, and agility were lacking? Coke was dumbfounded when Lord rushed toward Yatan’s Servants, including Agnus. He thought that Lord was letting his emotions get ahead of his rationality.


  ‘It can’t be helped since he is still young. I have to pay more attention to him.’


  Coke was filled with a larger tension, while Kasim and Chucksley blocked the road ahead of Lord. No one had to say anything. Kasim and Chucksley supported Isabel, who was struggling with Agnus and Rose. Chucksley attacked Rose and separated her from Isabel, while Kasim emerged from Agnus’ shadow and struck Agnus’ back with a dagger.


  “Kuhat! Hat!” It was hard to distinguish if Agnus was screaming or laughing. Still, one thing was clear. Kasim’s attack dealt huge damage to Agnus. Apart from Grid, there were no players who could easily handle the attacks of named NPCs over level 400. 


  Chucksley and Kasim succeeded in pulling Rose and Agnus away from the entrance and shouted at the same time, “Royman!”


  “Yes!”


  It was now time for the young knights, including Royman and Coke, to take action. They placed Irene and Lord in the center and rushed toward the empty entrance. Rose and Agnus weren’t particularly interested in Royman’s group though. Their primary goal was the Rebecca Church itself. In fact, the quest they were carrying out required them to get rid of Rebecca’s Daughters, Pope Damian, and the paladins. Eliminating them would give Rose and Agnus great rewards.


  However, the other Yatan’s Servants were different. The Third Servant, Aliburn shouted, “Don’t miss a single person! We must kill all of them and announce the dignity of the Yatan Church!”


  Aliburn used black magic. He could burn the mental power and mana of others to use as his own resources. The Rebecca Church’s subjects were helpless before him.


  “Ah...! Ahhh…!” The Rebecca priests and paladins paled as they lost their mana and couldn’t use magic. The thousands of black magicians in the banquet hall started to target the royal family of each nation, including Irene and Lord.


  “Dark Vocation...”


  “Where are you going?”


  The Overgeared Knights were busy. They continuously swung their swords at the warlocks aiming for Irene and Lord.


  [You have defeated a black magician of the Yatan Church.]


  [2,290,190 experience has been acquired.]


  The average level of the black magicians was proportional to the average level of the players present. They weren’t particularly strong, so Coke killed them relatively easily. The problem was that there were too many black magicians. The Overgeared Knights killed and killed, but new black magicians kept appearing. The chants of spells being cast were heard all over the place.


  In the end, Royman allowed a black magician to cast a spell. The dark flames, shackles, and curses bombarded Royman’s group, including Irene and Lord.


  “Your Majesty! Prince!”


  Coke had to defend them. He didn’t think of anything else and embraced Irene and Lord. Receiving the bombardment of black magic spells with his back, Coke’s health gauge fell to less than half in an instant, and he suffered a lot of physical and mental pain.


  “Cough!”


  “A-Are you okay?” Irene was worried about Coke, who suffered from the curse and coughed up blood. Coke smiled brightly as he suppressed his pain and replied, “I am fine as long as both of you are okay.”


  “Sir Coke...”


  Blood flowed down his back and hips. Coke was worried about Irene’s troubles increasing and stepped away from her without showing his back. Then he immediately cut down two black magicians and cleared the way.


  “Now, let’s go.”


  “Yes...” Irene didn’t hesitate. She knew that Coke and the other knights would be in greater danger if she slowed down. “Thank you.”


  Coke ignored the pains in his body and started running after Irene when he heard familiar voices in his ears.


  “Your Majesty!! Prince Lord!”


  “Prince, where are you?”


  They were the Rebecca’s Daughter candidates. Lord tried to respond to the cries of those outside the banquet hall, but it was impossible.


  “You won’t be able to take one step outside.” Yatan’s Fourth Servant, Silvenas, flew like the wind and blocked Irene and Lord’s way. She let out an ugly laugh as she pulled out a weapon and pointed her other hand at the entrance. Then she shot black magic toward the entrance, sweeping the Rebecca’s Daughter candidates waiting outside into an explosion. Through the smoke, Silvenas’ eyes focused on Irene. “I have been watching you while I was hiding. You are beautiful and speak well. Bah, whatever. Pretty things are just ugly.”


  The courage Irene had garnered from her desire to protect Lord disappeared in a flash. Irene’s body trembled with horror as she confronted the Yatan Servant.


  “Hahhh, your terrified face is very good.” Silvenas was ecstatic. Her cheeks flushed red, and she licked his lips with a red tongue that contrasted with her grey hair as she approached Irene.


  “Your Majesty!” Coke defeated the black magicians following closely and came just in time. However, Silvenas’ sword moved at a speed that was too fast for Coke. A red energy blade cut Coke’s armor, and he lost a big amount of health.


  [You have suffered serious damage!]


  [The durability of the Grid Armor Made by a Craftsman has decreased by 47.]


  [You have survived with less than 10% of your health.]


  [As a result of the subquest reward, the stamina stat has permanently increased by 20.]


  “K...uack...! Not yet...!!”


  He couldn't die, and his quest couldn't fail. Coke tried to raise his body quickly. He had to somehow protect Irene and Lord until Royman’s group finished off the black magicians and joined him. However, it wasn’t easy. The bleeding status made him dizzy, and Coke eventually fell onto the bloody floor.


  Silvenas gazed into Irene’s eyes. “Where do you want me to tear you apart? Huh~?”


  Rose, Agnus, and the black magicians were tying up the enemies’ feet, so Silvenas could afford to take her time with Irene and Lord, who were helpless sheep. She was going to enjoy this pleasant situation slowly.


  ...At least that was until the little prince, whom she had thought of as a meek lamb, bared his teeth. “Storm Sword.”


  “...?!” A storm of sword energy swallowed up Silvenas.




  Chapter 865


  ‘What is this?’


  It was an unpredictable attack from Silvenas’ point of view. Who would’ve expected the young prince to swing his sword? No, it wasn’t appropriate to call it just swinging his sword. This was a refined swordsmanship. It was a powerful, fierce, and persistent swordsmanship which cut off the flow of mana in the area!


  “Kuk...!” Silvenas was trapped in the unfolding storm of sword energy and became helpless. The dark demonkin’s ‘assimilation with darkness’ and ‘conformity with the wind’ were closely related to the inborn mana circulation of the dark demonkin. The storm interfered with the circulation of mana, and it prevented Silvenas from exercising her full strength and made her lose her speed. 


  Unfortunately, Lord was young and weak and soon became tired.


  “Hiyaaack!” Still, he managed to buy enough time for the Overgeared Knights, including Royman and Coke. The young swordsmen broke through the siege of the black magicians and bombarded Silvenas, who was trapped in the storm. In particular, Royman’s swordsmanship was brilliant. Her unique swordsmanship greatly constricted Silvenas’ behavior by continuing to freeze or knock her down.


  “Ugh...!”


  The never-ending CC made Silvenas burst with frustration, and she eventually pulled out her hidden card. To be exact, it was an eruption of wings made out of demonic energy. Once her demonic energy exploded, Silvenas entered a super-armored state and resisted all CCs. She regained her swiftness and flew upward before wielding her sword. A red light filled the air and aimed at the Overgeared Knights one by one.


  “Avoid it!” Royman cried out urgently as she blocked some of the sword energy flying through the air. Silvenas’ next target was Coke. He was severely injured after having protected Irene and Lord alone while the other knights were tied up with the black magicians. Royman was worried about him. Currently, Coke couldn’t defend against Silvenas’ attack, and he would die the moment he was hit.


  Her judgment was correct.


  ‘This is the end.’ Coke’s health was only at 5%. His recovery speed from consuming potions couldn’t keep up with the rate at which he was being hit by black magic. Thus, Coke humbly accepted death. He had no confidence in blocking Silvenas’ attack which the other knights, apart from Royman, couldn’t even defend against.


  As Silvenas flew through the air, her speed was beyond Coke’s perception. The hairs on his body hair shot up as the demonic energy neared him. Coke felt the hair tickling his nose and told Royman with a bitter smile, “Make sure that the queen and the prince are safe...”


  “Sir Coke!” Royman was already using the ‘Farmland Walk’ that she had learned from Piaro.


  She knew that Coke had a blessing which allowed him to revive, but she still didn’t want to see a colleague die in front of her. Additionally, she knew that those with the blessing experienced a large penalty when they died. Farmland Walk allowed her to leap half the distance of Blink. Royman repeated the jump and tried to narrow the 13-meter distance between her and Coke.


  “Hihit!”


  Nonetheless, it was too late. Silvenas had already taken control of the situation behind Coke and was just about to strike him.


  [Prince ‘Lord’ of the Overgeared Kingdom wants to appoint you as his knight.]


  [Would you like to accept?]


  This notification window popped up in Coke’s vision that was flashing red. Coke didn’t delay his response. “I will be loyal to Your Highness!” 


  [You have become the knight of Prince ‘Lord’ of the Overgeared Kingdom.]


  [Lord has summoned you.]


  [Would you like to accept the summons?]


  It happened in an instant. The moment Silvenas’ sword was about to touch Coke’s back, Coke responded to Lord’s summon and was moved to his side. Confusion filled Silvenas’ eyes as she cut empty air. “This is nonsense!”


  She ignored Royman who had jumped in front of her as her target was now the young prince who had already interfered with her many times. Silvenas’ sword dropped mercilessly toward the young child who was sweating in the aftermath of using the sword technique. Simultaneously...


  “Tearing the Sky.” Lord used the wooden sword his father had given him and used the counterattack limited to attacks coming from the top. It was one of the sword techniques that Kraugel loved using before he became a Sword Saint. The strength of the master was manifested through the disciple. It was like looking at the claws of a giant beast. The sword energy cut Silvenas’ body and the banquet hall continuously.


  “Cough!” Silvenas suffered a serious injury for the first time, and blood flowed from her mouth. Tearing the Sky returned the attacker’s technique to them and was completely different from Storm Sword, which dealt damage in proportion to the user’s attack power. Lord could do great damage to Silvenas even if he was only level 60.


  “Kuoh... Ugh..! You...! This little guy!!” Silvenas’ health gauge fell by one-tenth, and she lost her temper. It insulted her that she was disgraced by a little boy while the Vatican’s dogs, the royal families, and thousands of black magicians were watching. Silvenas had never experienced such great shame since she was born. In the end...


  “Die...! Killing power!!” Silvenas threw off her mask of beauty and revealed the appearance of the dark demonkin that was ridiculed as the ugliest species in hell.


  “Hiik!”


  “W-What is going on?”


  Her skin was peeled and twisted like it had been burned, and her eyes, nose, and mouth were jumbled together. Silvenas’ ugly appearance gave a huge shock to everyone in the banquet hall. Even the Yatan believers were either shocked, dismayed, or disappointed by Silvenas’ appearance. On one side of the banquet hall, Yatan’s Sixth Servant Cardiora displayed a meaningful smile. “Now, no one can survive.”


  It wasn’t an exaggeration. Silvenas exposing her ugly appearance meant she would kill everyone around her—enemies, allies... everyone!


  “Kieek! Kieeeeek!” Silvenas’ shriek inflicted great pain onto everyone in the banquet hall. The dark demonkin’s scream, which lamented their ugliness, made listeners feel uncomfortable and disturbed while also interfering with mana flow and damaging their hearing. It was dangerous! There might be no physical damage, but ordinary people like Irene couldn’t endure it.


  “Your Majesty!” Chucksley immediately noticed this and tried to run to protect her.


  “Where are you going?” Unfortunately, Rose didn’t let him go. She blocked Chucksley using the magic accumulated in Belial’s Staff (Myth Reproduction) that she had gained in exchange for the 32nd Great Demon Belial summoning episode. 


  “This is a mess...!” Chucksley cried out as he fell. He blamed himself for being unable to do anything while Queen Irene was in danger. In fact, there was no reason to blame himself. The fact that he could face Yatan’s Eighth Servant for a while was already sufficient. The same was true for Isabel and Kasim. They were doing a tremendous job.


  “Kikikik!” Baal’s Contractor Agnus recalled all the undead he had summoned outside the banquet hall. Agnus couldn’t cope with Isabel and Kasim alone, so he brought the death knight and demons to his side to defend himself. There was a difference in strength. Baal’s Contractor might be hostile to humanity, but he had a clear limit to his abilities as a player.


  What if Baal’s Contractor was an NPC? He would be able to threaten everyone in the Vatican simultaneously, instead of just Isabel and Kasim. As a player, Agnus had all types of restrictions until a number of class quests were cleared.


  “Shadow Soldiers!” Kasim raised his shadow soldiers from various places and concentrated the offensive on Agnus. Meanwhile, Isabel stabbed her spear in this gap and killed a demon.


  “Kik...! Kikikik! More! More! More! Moreee! Kuhahahahat!” Agnus’ madness was getting out of control. To him, this was a sweet dream that made the terrible reality disappear.


  “Your Holiness!”


  “Prince Lord!”


  “Imperial Prince!”


  Agnus recalled the undead, allowing the paladins, Rebecca’s Daughter candidates, and soldiers from many countries to enter the banquet hall. They started to dispose of the Yatan Church’s black magicians and gave hope to Damian and the royalty of the other kingdoms.


  However, this hope was short-lived.


  “There are more small-fries.” The Third Servant, Aliburn, started to act. Aliburn burned the mana of the priests and paladins and jumped into the front lines. The mana he stole from others was converted to magic, and he was like a weapon made for the purpose of killing as he shot black magic everywhere. Dozens of priests and paladins lost their lives in a flash, while several Rebecca’s Daughter candidates turned to gray pillars of ash.


  “Lea! Anne!!” Lord was in despair after losing his precious girlfriends. He wanted to run toward Aliburn but couldn’t. By now, he was already exhausted, yet Silvenas was threatening his mother. The first thing he had to do was protect his mother.


  “Kiyaaaaah!” Silvenas’ screams grew louder.


  “Uh...!” Irene stumbled from the pain. Lord supported her with his small body while Coke blocked her ears with bloody hands, despite him also bleeding from the ears.


  “This can’t continue!”


  “Shit!” Irene was Kasim’s top priority. He no longer clung to Agnus and switched targets to Silvenas. Thanks to this, Agnus regained his freedom and was able to breathe. Then he belatedly discovered Irene and Lord. “Huh?”


  Were they Grid’s wife and son, whom he had seen on the news previously? Yes, they were Grid’s precious people. Agnus frowned. There was a certain memory he wanted to forget. However, the unforgettable memories stirred his mind. The sight of the woman he loved being abused by angry men...


  “...That jerk, Grid.”


  Unlike how Agnus was previously helpless, Grid was currently brimming with strength. So why was he neglecting those precious to him? Would he only realize their importance after losing them? Agnus’ wrath shot upward. Then Agnus’ eyes widened, and he summoned the trump card he had been saving—Lich Mumud.


  His magic power struck Silvenas, who was floating above Irene’s and Lord’s heads.


  “Agnus! What are you doing right now?” The puzzled Rose shouted.


  “Kik? So what? Is it normal to hurt a weak woman?” Agnus abandoned the ‘Vatican Invasion’ quest that was in progress.


  “You dog-like bastard... I want to rip you apart.”


  “You are crazy!!”


  Overwhelmed by the repeated explosions, the ceiling of the banquet hall started to collapse. Agnus flew toward Irene and Lord. 


  Simultaneously, in the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom...


  “Quickly!” Grid urged Sage Sticks. Having received a whisper from Coke a few minutes ago, Grid wanted to fly to the Vatican immediately. However, things weren’t so simple.


  “Just a bit more...” Due to the academy lessons, Sticks had consumed a large amount of mana and was lacking mana. In order for him to be able to use Mass Teleport, Sticks had to use Mana Drain for 5 minutes while also taking mana potions. For Grid, these five minutes felt like 10 years—no, 100 years.
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  The Vatican Invasion was a hidden quest with huge rewards, and the clear probability of a story unfolding from it was very high. Yet Agnus was now abandoning the honeypot that he had been certain to win. It was a craziness that no one could understand.


  “You are crazy!!” Rose screamed. It was already too late to stop Agnus. Lich Mumud attacked Silvenas, while Agnus flew through the gap and reached Irene.


  “Agnus...!”


  He was the man who was called a mad dog. Coke was frightened when the man everyone called crazy approached the queen and prince. He didn’t know that Agnus had stopped Silvenas’ scream and squeezed his sword with trembling hands. The sight of a weak person determined to defend someone caused Agnus’ eyes to flash with emotion. 


  Recalling his past helpless self who hadn’t been able to protect the woman he loved, Agnus felt regret, anger, resentment, and sadness. Agnus’ face distorted in a terrible manner as he hated his past self. It was a face that induced sympathy rather than fear.


  “Who are you?” The little prince asked. He was aware of the sad face of the man who was protecting him and his mother.


  Agnus barely suppressed his anger and replied, “Just a fool.”


  “...”


  He was obsessed with the past that couldn’t be reversed and was forming new regrets at this moment. Wasn’t he a fool? That’s right. Agnus was clearly aware that it was wrong for him to give up the hidden quest just for old memories. He knew he was going to regret it.


  In fact, Yatan’s Third Servant Aliburn was threatening him right now.


  “Baal’s Contractor...!! Have you forgotten the grace we showed you by giving you the Stone of Life? You will regret this!” Aliburn was furious, misunderstanding why Baal’s Contractor was trying to betray the Yatan Church. “It is always Baal’s Contractor...! You always pester us!!”


  The Yatan Church served the evil god, Yatan, and the great demons were Yatan’s children. Originally, the 1st Great Demon Baal was the second highest subject of respect for Yatan’s Servants. However, Baal had an incomprehensible side. Hundreds of years ago, he contracted with the legendary Pagma and gave him a mighty force, interfering with the descent of the great demons. It was on a mere whim, but Aliburn was forced to doubt Baal’s intentions when his contractor betrayed the Yatan Church.


  “Baal wants to betray God Yatan!” Aliburn knew that there was no limit to the desires of a great demon, so he interpreted it as the 1st Great Demon Baal wanting to pull down God Yatan and become a god.


  Agnus laughed. “That jerk’s intentions aren’t important.”


  “What? You..?” 


  “I am me. Do you think I will act for others? Kik!” Agnus didn’t care if this was the wrong move. He pointed to Coke and Irene. “I want to save these people. That is the desire in my heart.” 


  He was like a heaven-sent savior to Irene and Lord, but Coke was still vigilant toward him. Watching Agnus, Aliburn became speechless. Then he made a blatant threat, “Someday, you won’t be able to protect them with your present strength. You will surely be defeated, and they will die.”


  “...”


  “Then you will have the Stone of Life stolen from you.”


  This was Agnus’ last chance.


  “Now, wake up and change your mind.” Aliburn reached out to Agnus.


  A notification window asking if he wanted to accept the Vatican Invasion hidden quest once again appeared in front of Agnus, and once again, the rewards for the hidden quest were amazing. He would be able to secure a large amount of demonic power, intelligence, dominance and also gain a 50% resistance to divine attacks. There were quest rewards which maximized the strengths of Baal’s Contractor while overcoming the weaknesses.


  It was a temptation that couldn’t be refused unless the person was a fool… and Agnus was a fool.


  “I am still going to fight. Kik!” 


  Agnus’ desires were different from ordinary people, and he didn’t want strength, power, or wealth. He just wanted to recover the past. That’s why it was impossible for him to turn a blind eye to this scene due to his regrets of the past, even if new regrets rose. 


  [★Hidden Quest★ ‘Vatican Invasion’ has been rejected.]


  [Yatan’s Third Servant Aliburn is extremely angry.]


  [The relationship with the Yatan Church has changed from wary to hostile.]


  [The hidden class quest ‘Will of the Former Generation’ has been opened!]


  [Will of the Former Generation]


  [Difficulty: Class quest.


  You have become hostile to the Yatan Church. This means you will be hostile to God Yatan and all great demons. 


  You have chosen the same path as the former Baal’s Contractor, Pagma.


  Go to the Hall of Fame!


  Understand Pagma’s will!


  Glimpse the will and power that he left behind and prepare to fight against the great demons!


  Quest Clear Conditions: Clear the events that will occur in the Hall of Fame.


  Quest Clear Rewards: Baal’s Contractor will acquire some of the power left by Pagma.


  Quest Failure: The rewards will be permanently deleted.]


  He ended up being connected with Pagma? The new development interested Agnus. One of the Five Miracles once again broke Morpheus’ predictions.


  “Kik?” Agnus burst out laughing.


  “Yes! Baal’s Contractor is like this!” Aliburn roared. His magic power that had been built up by absorbing divine power stirred the ground. However, Agnus wasn’t afraid to confront it.


  “Summon! Death Knight!”


  Lich Mumud tied up Silvenas’ feet while the death knights rose from the ground.


  “Furfu’s Power!”


  A white light covered the stormy night sky. It was a scene where the pouring rain turned to ice. This was the power of Great Demon Furfu. His power was manifested through Agnus’ hands and strengthened all of Agnus’ servants, from the demons to the death knights and Lich Mumud. Silvenas was trying to keep up with Lich Mumud’s iridescent magic when she suddenly screamed, “Kyaaak!”


  The strengthened Lich Mumud alone threatened Yatan’s Fourth Servant. Once Agnus crossed the irreversible river, Aliburn’s eyes turned red. “You...!” 


  Aliburn’s infinite pride as the best black magician of the continent was destroyed.


  “The unclean darkness will spread, and the sky and earth will be corrupted!!”


  The sky, which had turned white due to Furfu’s Power, darkened once again, and the heavy rain pouring down was invisible. All types of curses flew out while the people present trembled in terror.


  “Do as you please!” At this moment, the elders devoted to breaking the barrier containing Pope Damian unleashed Goddess’ Purification. The elders had high dark resistance and weren’t affected by Aliburn’s Mana Burn. The divine light created by the 13 of them cleaned the polluted sky and earth in an instant.


  “It will be dangerous if I don’t go out directly.” The silent 2nd Prince of the Saharan Empire manifested his red energy. His sword was wrapped in red energy and destroyed dozens of black magicians at once.


  “What?” The eyes of Yatan’s Sixth Servant Cardiora widened as she engaged with the solo number knights who escorted the imperial prince. She couldn’t have imagined that the imperial prince, who grew up in a greenhouse, would have such great power concealed. It wasn’t just Cardiora. Kasim, who was flying to defeat Aliburn, and everyone else in the banquet hall was surprised by Dulandal.


  ‘This cursed strength!’


  Naturally, Kasim knew about the power of the royal family. Indeed, he couldn’t forget the red energy that wiped out his clan.


  Silvenas was caught by Agnus, and Rose was facing Chucksley and Isabel. Aliburn was fighting the elders and other Rebecca’s Daughters, and Cardiora was facing the Red Knights and Dulandal. Meanwhile, the black magicians were holding back the knights of other kingdoms and the Rebecca’s Daughter candidates.


  Agnus’ betrayal and Dulandal’s power were unexpected variables for the Yatan Church, and the situation was going badly for the Yatan Church.


  ‘There is hope!’ The royalty, who had fairly high insight, were filled with expectations.


  They believed that if they cooperated actively, they would be able to overcome this crisis and survive. With this in mind, they led the knights to kill the black magicians quickly. However, Yatan’s Seventh Servant Hill reversed the situation again. Everyone became desperate as the fat middle-aged man showed up from wherever he had been hiding since the beginning of the battle.


  “Hehe! Kihehe! Aliburn! I have succeeded!” The laughing Hill was holding a sword that was stuck in a piece of rock. The trapped Pope Damian, the elders, and Rebecca’s Daughters were all astonished. It couldn’t be helped since the Holy Sword which had been given to the first pope by Goddess Rebecca was now in the hands of the Yatan Church.


  Damian was forced to proceed with a new quest.


  [Recapture the Holy Sword]


  [The Sealed Holy Sword, which the goddess gave to the first pope, has fallen into the hands of the Yatan Church!


  The Holy Sword is the symbol of Rebecca and proof of the pope!


  You must retrieve it!


  Quest Clear Conditions: Take back the Sealed Holy Sword.


  Quest Clear Reward: Goddess Rebecca’s blessing. Affinity with the elders will reach the peak and you will be respected by all believers.


  Quest Failure: Many believers will be disillusioned with the ineffective church leadership and will leave the church. You won’t be eligible to serve as the pope. Goddess Rebecca will be disappointed in you. Level -5.]  


  No, what could he do when locked up in this barrier? In the midst of this crisis, Damian prayed for salvation. However, Goddess Rebecca was silent.


  “Ugh...!” Despite his anxiety, Damian’s gaze kept following Isabel and Irene. He hoped that the woman he loved and the people precious to him would all be safe. How long could they continue enduring this? As Aliburn started cursing the Holy Sword, the Rebecca priests, paladins, elders, and daughters started to lose their divine power.
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  The righteous heroes had been attracted by hymns and set up statues and temples for the goddess. The heroes had raised the saint, who became a pope and then a hero. This was the legendary history—the birth of the Rebecca Church. The Holy Sword was the first emergence of the goddess’ will. It was the symbol of the pope and the pride of the church.


  At the end of the Dark War, the sword was inserted into a rock and couldn’t function at all. However, the symbolic significance of the sword was still intact, and its value couldn’t be determined. At least, this was the case in the eyes of the Rebecca Church.


  ‘Our precious treasure ended up in the hands of the Yatan Church!’


  From the elders to the priests, the Rebecca believers were forced to become agitated. Their sacred treasure wasn’t allowed to outsiders, yet it was being taken by a dirty Yatan Servant? This was an unbelievable sight.


  [The Sword Stuck in the Rock has fallen into the hands of the Yatan Church!]


  [The morale of the Rebecca Church has decreased drastically.]


  [The defense and magic resistance of the Rebecca members have been reduced by 60%.]


  [The pope has a duty to lead the members. The pope’s morale is unaffected.]


  [The Sword Stuck in the Rock has been contaminated with Yatan’s essence! The weakened divine power remaining in the Holy Sword has been extinguished slightly!]


  [The Rebecca Church members will be confused for 10 seconds. No actions can be taken.]


  [The pope has a duty to lead the members. You won’t become confused.] 


  Damian resisted the confusion with the power of the system, but his mental state wasn’t normal.


  “What is this...?” Damian panicked at the arrival of the worst situation he had never imagined to come about. He was trapped in a dark barrier, and his confusion was maximized because he didn’t know what to do.


  ‘Isn’t it an impossible quest to clear?’


  Damian was currently fully restrained. He was completely cut off from the outside world by the barrier and was unable to act. Despite the entire Rebecca Church being in a crisis, he couldn’t do anything. 


  ‘Let’s think. Think about it, Damian!’


  As an otaku, Damian enjoyed countless movies, animations, and manhwas, and he had come across countless fantastic and interesting stories. So, he was now contemplating Satisfy’s worldview from a reader’s perspective.


  ‘It doesn’t make sense that the Rebecca Church will collapse. In a time when wicked people all over the world, including the Yatan Church, are trying to resurrect the great demons, the balance of the world will collapse once the Rebecca Church is destroyed.’


  In short, it would be hell. It would be a world with no dreams or hope. On the day of Satisfy’s release, Chairman Lim Cheolho had expressed his desire to make a world where players could achieve their dreams and feel a sense of fulfillment that couldn’t be felt in reality. How could he have planned for this dystopia?


  ‘It isn’t possible. It is against the will of the world for the Rebecca Church to fall.’


  Damian’s body trembled with conviction. At this moment, he realized how big a burden was being placed on him. An enormous pressure weighed down on his mind and heart.


  ‘The fate of the world is left to one person!’


  The destruction of the Rebecca Church meant the end of the world, yet he was the only one who could stop the destruction. Damian obviously felt a great burden. If his spirit was at the level of ordinary people, then his mind would’ve blanked out due to the great pressure. However, Damian’s spirit exceeded the category of ordinary people. It was a spirit that had been trained since childhood due to people criticizing him for his otaku nature.


  In the first place, if he were the owner of an ordinary mind, he wouldn’t have cried out in official meetings, “Isabel, I love you!” Neither would he have continued praising Grid-sama despite the criticism of the people. This meant he wasn’t a regular person.


  ‘This is too exciting!’ Damian succeeded in sublimating the enormous pressure into a joyful passion, and the anxiety in his gaze disappeared. 


  That’s right. Damian was also a protagonist. He was the same type as Grid.


  ‘Think about it again.’ 


  Once he realized it was a crisis that could be overcome, he forced his brain to work. Damian thought about it for a while before coming up with a hypothesis, ‘What if the pope was an NPC and the current episode occurred?’


  It was highly likely that the NPC pope would’ve easily overcome the current crisis by knowing about it beforehand due to the goddess’ divine message. This was because NPCs had the characteristic of flexibly adapting to already designed stories. However, players were different. They didn’t know the pre-designed story and could experience sudden crises like Damian was going through right now. Compared to NPCs, players were at a disadvantage.


  Then Damian had an idea. ‘Players have more disadvantages than NPCs, but they also have a lot of advantages. Let’s think about it as the player Damian, not Pope Damian.’


  The intervals between the explosions were gradually shortening, and the screams of the Rebecca followers rang out through the broken ceiling of the banquet hall. Damian gritted his teeth and struggled to ignore them. He couldn’t spare time for the people suffering in front of him and focused on thinking of an idea.


  “Kikikik! Kihahahahahat!” Agnus’ mad laugh echoed and his hair had long been wildly swept all over the place from the fighting. Two demons were already dead, while others were injured. Agnus had lost two death knights, with only Lich Mumud remaining.


  Yatan’s Fourth Servant Silvenas was also in bad shape. She was breathing hard and covered with blood. A named NPC representing a major force was struggling against just one player. Rose, who was overpowering Chucksley, felt horrified by this sight.


  ‘Isn’t Silvenas level 420?’


  Yet a player in the 300s was dealing damage to her single-handedly? A typical level 300 player wouldn’t be able to push Silvenas to this extent. The power of a legendary class was greater than expected. Rose was filled with a fierce jealousy as she pointed her staff at Chucksley lying on the ground. In the past, he had been a sword that defended the Eternal Kingdom, and now he defended the Overgeared Kingdom.


  Rose shook with rage at the fact that the NPC with the golden name had managed to grab her ankles for 10 minutes.


  “Due to you, I couldn’t hunt the followers properly! A trash like you interfering...!”


  Rose had received some subquests to hunt the Rebecca followers. It was a precious quest that increased her intelligence every time she hunted a number of priests and paladins of the Rebecca Church. As such, she had expected to achieve massive growth from the subquest, but all her plans were completely destroyed by one NPC. The other Yatan Servants and black magicians had wiped out a large number of believers, and there wasn’t much prey remaining.


  “Die! Be wrapped in thorns and die! Tempting Thorns!”


  Purple vines grew from the cracked ground. Then it happened the moment the sharp blade-like thorns tried to wrap around Chucksley’s entire body.


  “...!?”


  A knife flew toward the thorn that was climbing up Chucksley’s ankle and cut through it. Surprised, Rose turned toward the direction that the dagger came from while Chucksley turned red.


  “Your Highness...”


  “What?” Rose doubted her ears. She knew that Chucksley served Grid’s son and that Lord was now around five or six years old. Still, the one at the end of her gaze really was Lord. 


  ‘This little guy threw the dagger towards the vine and cut it off?’


  No, it was too absurd...


  Rose denied the reality and once again aimed toward Chucksley with her staff. Simultaneously, a new dagger flew and struck Rose exactly in the neck.


  [You have suffered 1,300 damage.]


  [The magic casting has been forcibly canceled.]


  “Crazy...!”


  It was a thin and sharp dagger. Rose pulled it out of her neck and once again turned to Lord, who was staring at her with eyes that resembled his father.


  “You!”


  There was a monster before her that shouldn’t be allowed to grow up! Rose felt this instinctively and cast a new spell. This time the target of the spell was Lord. Then Lord pulled out a new dagger. The throwing skills he had learned from Kasim before he was even a toddler were being unfolded.


  “Kuk...! Cough!” Once again, a dagger stabbed Rose’ neck, and her casting was canceled! The daggers thrown by the little prince didn’t deal her with fatal damage due to her legendary armor, but they were definitely a hindrance. It was enough to fill her with fury!


  “You...! You are your father’s son!” 


  Rose blamed Grid and the Overgeared members for her death during the Great Demon Belial raid. So, she didn’t have any good feelings toward Grid and didn’t care how young Lord was. She then opened a shield to block Lord’s daggers and started chanting a spell.


  “No!” Coke’s and Royman’s gazes shifted toward Lord from where they had been moving through the black magicians. Coke tried to throw himself over to protect Lord with his body. Flop! However, Coke fell to the ground because his stamina was at its limit. Instead, he witnessed Agnus, who had been struggling with Silvenas, reach out toward Lord.


  Agnus’ golden eyes shone fiercely as he moved his gaze backward. It was because he witnessed Rose casting magic toward Lord and Irene.


  “This woman!”


  “Are you selling one hand?”


  “Kuk...!”


  This was bad. The sight of Rose’s disgraceful behavior agitated Agnus in an irreversible manner. With Agnus’ gaze shifted to Rose, Silvenas was now able to move freely. She moved through Lich Mumud’s magic, reached Agnus’ back, and swung her weapon at his heart.


  “Ah...!” Irene’s eyes shook as her son and her savior suffered a crisis at the same time. There was only one thing she could do now that she thought it was over.


  “I’m sorry. I’m really sorry.” Simultaneously, Agnus and Coke, who were struggling, apologized for their efforts being in vain. Irene rushed over as hard as she could and held her young son. This was the only thing Irene could do. She closed her eyes and waited for death. Her body would become a shield for her son to live.


  “Your Majesty!” Frightened, Chucksley raised his body. He once again transcended his limits as he swung his sword as hard as he could to protect his queen and prince. However, Rose's casting time was shorter than the time it took for Chucksley's sword to cut Rose. Her magic was fired out. The giant flash of magic flew straight toward Irene and Lord, but Agnus couldn’t defend them. He wasn’t in a position to reach them because Silvenas was clinging to him.


  “Kik...! Kikikik! Kihahahahat!”


  ‘Again?’


  He had become stronger than before, but he still couldn’t save a woman? Agnus’ eyes filled with shame when a voice reached his ears. 


  “Thank you for buying time, Agnus-chan.” It was someone’s holy voice. The person had taken his own life and resurrected at the Vatican’s resurrection point. The voice belonged to Damian, who had broken free of the dark barrier in a very player-like manner.


  He fell by Irene’s and Lord’s side and then turned to look at Agnus and Silvenas. A bright golden magic circle rose and destroyed the black magic, forming a shockwave that caused Damian’s white clothes to flutter. As Irene and Lord opened their eyes, they saw Damian’s divine armor under his white clothes. After confirming that his mother was unharmed, Lord smiled at the person who was most reliable to him after his father.


  “Teacher Damian!”


  “I’m sorry I’m late. I will protect Lord-chan and your mother from now on.”


  The grandeur of the pope captivated everyone. He had the light of the goddess’ blessing. This was a man who competed with Sword Saint Kraugel in swordsmanship, the person who helped the Overgeared King become overgeared, and the person who learned to farm after Piaro.


  One of the strongest players in the game overwhelmed the people present.
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  “Soul Decay.”


  “Dirty Whispers.”


  “Mel-Pia’s Land.”


  “Rising Desire.”


  Pope Damian was greeted with a harsh reception by the black magicians. All types of black magic tried to neutralize Damian’s body, mind, and soul, but it was wishful thinking.


  [The pope can’t be corrupted by darkness.]


  [The ‘decay’ state has been resisted.]


  [The ‘confused’ state has been...]


  [The ‘hunger’ state has been...]


  [The berserk’ state has been...]


  The pope had the power to block black magic at its source! Damian’s 80% dark resistance and 100% black magic CC resistance amazed the thousands of black magicians. Their magic didn’t go through at all? The black magicians were overwhelmed by Damian who denied their existence, and this had a profound effect on the battlefield.


  [The emergence of the Rebecca Church’s pope has reduced the morale of the Yatan Church members.]


  [The defense and magic resistance of the Yatan Church members have been reduced by 60%.]


  [Yatan’s Servants have a duty to lead the members. The morale of Yatan’s Servants isn’t affected.]


  “What...?”


  Damian weakened thousands of black magicians with just his existence? Rose’s defense declined dramatically, and she witnessed the black magicians failing to withstand the onslaught of the knights. She knew that the pope’s strength was beginning to come through now!


  ‘They were fighting in such a difficult situation.’ Damian kept being bombarded with black magic and realized how hard the church members and knights of other kingdoms had been struggling while he had been trapped. They fought the enemies in front of them while enduring the curses on their bodies, minds, and souls...


  Feeling in awe of them, Damian blessed the church members and the knights with the skill, Light Rain, that he had gotten during his second term as the pope.


  [Light Rain Lv. 1]


  [You have begged Goddess Rebecca for rain.


  A divine golden rain will fall in a 300-meter radius around you. 


  Those who aren’t evil will have a 50% chance of overcoming their current abnormal status and will regain 10% of their health. 


  If those hit by the rain are evil, the duration of the current abnormal status has a 50% chance of doubling and will lose 10% of their health.


  Skill Mana Cost: 5,000


  Skill Cooldown Time: 50 minutes.]


  It wasn’t a definite cleanse, but it was a skill with many advantages. There was no doubt that it was a healing and offensive spell which even Saintess Ruby would admire. Moreover, it was a ranged skill that targeted all beings within 300 meters. A gold rain defeated the darkness of the night.


  “Kuaaaack!” The black magicians struggled with the pain.


  “Ahh...”


  “I feel a bit better now!”


  “Praise His Holiness!”


  The Rebecca members, the royal family, and the knights enjoyed the peaceful moment. They recovered their lost physical strength, and their decreased morale started rising again. The situation was reversing. Rose was filled with questions while she shook from the pain. ‘How did he escape from the barrier in the first place?’


  The Yatan Church viewed the Yatan Essence as an all-purpose item. From simple curses to summoning a great demon… there was nothing worse than the combination of Yatan Essence and black magic. With it, it had been possible to corrupt one of the strongest knights of the empire in the past. It could even be said that Pope Drevigo’s desires had been fueled by the essence and that it was possible to damage the world tree with the Yatan Essence.


  The power of the Yatan Essence was absolute. The barrier created with the combination of the Yatan Essence and black magic should’ve contained Pope Damian to the end. Then how the hell had Damian escaped? Rose was questioning it when Aliburn shouted, “Rebecca’s dog! Stop this nasty rain right now!”


  Yatan’s Third Servant threatened Pope Damian blatantly. While gesturing to the sword stuck in the rock, Aliburn shouted, “If you don’t stop resisting, your symbol will disappear.


  “...!” The relieved Rebecca members were once again shaken. They belatedly recalled that the symbol of the church was in the hands of the enemy. “What should we do...?”


  The older the group, the more attached they were to symbols. People felt proud of their organization through the presence of their historical symbols. It was why countries around the world named national treasures. The elders were fidgeting, but Damian replied with a casual attitude, “Get rid of that sword.”


  “...?” Yatan’s Servants and members of the Yatan Church, as well as the Rebecca elders and members, doubted their ears.


  The battle paused for a moment. They were at a loss because they hadn’t expected Pope Damian to give up the symbol of the church so easily. Damian was aware of this. “I mean it. It is a worthless antique. What? A symbol? Isn’t Goddess Rebecca the symbol of the Rebecca Church? Will the pope not be a pope? History? The history of the Rebecca Church has already been described in countless books. There is no reason to be obsessed with antiques.”


  “That is absurd logic! Your claim denies the value of all artifacts throughout the continent!”


  “Do you recognize the value of those artifacts?”


  “...?”


  “You are someone who devotes yourself to the great demons and wants to turn humanity into cattle. What type of sophistry is this that you would discuss the value of artifacts?”


  “...”


  “In the first place, no matter how great the value, it is just a remnant of the past. The lives of the people in the present are more important than such things! Do you understand, you villain?!!” Damian channeled the heroes that he had followed for decades in anime and manhwa.


  Shonen manga greatly influenced Damian’s thoughts, and the relative simplicity made it hard for Aliburn to argue against. In the first place, the topic of the debate was disadvantageous to Aliburn.


  The sight of the mute Aliburn served to further break down the morale of the Yatan Church. This didn’t mean that the morale of the Rebecca Church rose though. The Rebecca members were disappointed with the pope’s irresponsible words, and the situation was becoming a mess. Additionally, Damian had the Recapture the Holy Sword quest. If this quest failed, the penalty he would receive was huge. This meant he was in a position where he had to recover the sword.


  Even so, there was a genuineness behind him treating the Holy Sword as a trivial antique. Think about it. What would happen of Damian clung to the Holy Sword? Aliburn would’ve aggressively exploited the weakness of the Holy Sword, and Damian’s and the Rebecca members’ situation would worsen. In the end...


  “Kuoh...!” Aliburn held the sword in his arms. Seeing as the pope treated the Holy Sword as a trivial thing, Aliburn was now unable to use it as a threat.


  ‘Good!’ Damian maintained his calm expression while inwardly feeling delighted.


  “It’s annoying, but I’ll take care of it myself! Come out! Hell’s keepers!” Aliburn summoned a large number of cerberuses.


  The three-headed dogs ran to Damian, shooting fire from their mouths. Damian couldn’t withstand the heat with his divine power and stepped back. Then Yatan’s Seventh Servant Hill started to act. How could he move his round, obese body so quickly? Damian’s eyes widened as he moved to avoid the flames. 


  Dozens of fists poured toward him. “My stone fists fly at a rate of 12 times per second! Haaaap!”


  This was the best monk of the Yatan Church! Hill’s attack of 12 fists per second was reminiscent of a cat’s paws, but unlike the cute appearance, his fists were as hard as stone. Damian’s armor was hit 12 times per second.


  “Kuhahaha! How is it? Can you afford to endure Hill’s 12 punches per second?”


  The pope, who overwhelmed the thousands of black magicians, started to swell up like a dog in front of Hill. Hill felt a sense of superiority and was determined to kill Damian. However, Damian had previously fought against a monster wielding a sword 30 times per second.


  Hill’s fists were slow in comparison to Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link. So, Damian gradually adapted.


  Damian guarded himself with a shield spell and blocked the attacks, which were visible with the naked eye, with a square shield. After Hill finished the 12 attacks, he staggered back for a short interval of 0.5 seconds to breathe, and Damian stabbed out with his sword during this gap.


  “Keok!” Confusion filled Hill’s eyes as he screamed.


  Damian scoffed, “I’ve fought with monsters much faster than you.”


  Damian’s abilities rose to the extreme due to the divine light around him. On the other hand...


  [The demon, Dyulebul, has been badly damaged and run away.]


  [The demon, Cao, has gotten into great trouble and run away.]


  [Lich Mumud has less than 20% of his health left. Be careful.]


  ‘This jerk!’ 


  Damian’s Light Rain caused serious damage to Agnus who was already seriously injured. To be honest, Agnus felt like he had been hit in the back of the head. He thought that Damian was an ally who would help him, only for Damian to immediately attack Agnus and his demons.


  Agnus glared at Silvenas in front of him. Like Agnus, Silvenas was also seriously wounded by the rain.


  “I will kill you first...!”


  “Damn traitor...! I will tear you to death!”


  “Then I will cut off the pope’s head!”


  “Then curse that Rebecca dog! Huh?”


  Was Agnus an enemy or ally? Why did they start fighting? Silvenas felt frustrated and unhappy about being caught by this madman. At the same time...


  “This is a problem.” In a small village below the Vatican, Sticks looked confused as he appeared on the road to the Vatican. “I can’t move directly into the Vatican because of a barrier. It will take time to analyze and pull down the barrier...”


  “...”


  It was a barrier that only allowed the entrance and exit of evil beings. Grid stared at the barrier with some nervous paladins and immediately came up with a solution.


  “Blackening.”


  “Your Majesty!”


  The only way was for Grid to jump in alone. Sticks tried to dissuade him from passing through the barrier alone. However, Mercedes stopped Sticks. “The king will rescue the queen and the prince.”


  Was this the attitude of a knight who was only concerned about Grid’s safety? Sticks thought it was absurd, but Grid smiled with satisfaction. “That’s right. Follow as soon as you break down the barrier. I will protect Irene and Lord until then...” 


  Grid wasn’t able to finish speaking. Dozens of black magic spells flooded toward him at the same time.




  Chapter 869


  The 2nd ranked black magician, Dolce, was very unhappy with this quest. Why did he have to protect the entrance while the others raided the Vatican?


  ‘I’m not a mere dog!’


  Dolce had won the position of the 2nd ranked black magician with his talent and efforts. As the second-best among thousands of competitors, he was proud to be a genius. In the first place, black magicians found it harder to hunt than warriors, so it was great that he had reached his third advancement.


  Yet he had to protect the entrance? Why did he need to block the entrance? Would the enemy even come here?


  ‘Dammit! How long are they planning to waste a talent like me?’


  Wasting time while doing nothing was extremely annoying. Dolce’s complaints increased greater and greater in number as dozens of minutes passed by. He was jealous of Rose, who had broken into the Vatican and would get tremendous rewards.


  ‘If I just get a chance to become active...’


  He would be as active as Rose, become one of Yatan’s Servants, and eventually surpass Rose! Dolce was filled with this conviction. His confidence was based on a realistic analysis, not arrogance. The former 1st ranked black magician, Yura, felt like an inescapable wall while Rose had no such force. Dolce didn’t think he was even worse than Rose. He just didn’t get a chance because he was unlucky.


  ‘A chance. If I get a chance, my position would be reversed with Rose right now... Huh?’


  While Dolce was blaming his luck and was just carrying out his mission without any motivation, he sensed something. 


  Someone had crossed the barrier established at the foot of the mountain the Vatican was on, yet there was no notification window about the barrier being destroyed. It meant that the intruder was entitled to cross the barrier, which signified they were evil and likely to be on the side of the Yatan Church.


  ‘Was someone assigned a trivial task like me?’


  They must be quite angry. Dolce got up from his rock sulkily, wondering who had joined him in this petty task.


  “Hey.”


  A black outfit...? The appearance of his colleague in the darkness couldn’t be distinguished from this distance. Dolce frowned and tried to get closer. Then the moonlight shone through the rain clouds and revealed a newcomer wearing a crown on his head. The beautiful red and black jewels on the crown absorbed the moonlight and glowed brightly.


  [You have been confused by the target! You have become defenseless. You can’t take any action, and your defense and magic resistance are reduced by 40%.]


  “...!?”


  The biggest variable in combat was a person’s status. The consequences of being caught in an abnormal state were severe, and the essence of winning a battle was to overcome it quickly. The 2nd ranked black magician, Dolce, couldn’t be unaware of this fact. Like other rankers, he raised his resistance to various conditions to the extreme. Thus, he hadn’t expected to become ‘confused’ just by looking at a person.


  Was this at the same level as the ‘medusa’ that petrified a target by looking at them? Dolce was so creeped out that he got goosebumps. He felt like his breathing was going to stop, but there was one piece of good news.


  [There is one second remaining for the confused state.]


  The level of the confusion wasn’t very high. Dolce’s high resistance meant he was only affected by it for one second. Dolce was safe since the unknown person was 15 meters away from him. He judged that he could escape from the confusion and use magic before the person reached him.


  ‘Once I’ve confirmed who it is...’


  One second… It felt like it took unusually long for this one second to pass. Dolce braced himself and searched the face of the target that was getting closer and closer. The person had developed jaw muscles, a high nose, and sharp eyes. The sharp black eyes looked coldly at the 2nd ranked black magician like he was a bug.


  ‘What?’ Dolce recalled a person with this combination of features and was astonished for two reasons. The first reason was that the finally visible ID of the enemy matched the person he had thought of. The second reason...


  ‘Fast?’


  The target, who had been standing 15 meters away, moved and arrived right in front of Dolce in one second.


  “Get lost.” The target was a man who wore demonic energy that was darker than night. He crushed the sky above the sky and rose above him. The Overgeared King Grid showed off the power of Blackening and Quick Movements as he swung his sword.


  Dolce and the five black magicians with him were caught up in the black energy blades. Their mission had been to prepare for the enemy’s intrusion. Unlike Dolce’s thoughts, it wasn’t a trivial mission. Anxiety and fear filled Dolce as he was hit by Grid’s black flames and his health fell to the bottom.


  ‘Can they endure it?’


  Would the black magicians and Yatan’s Servants struggling with the enemy in the Vatican be able to cope with this enemy? Yatan’s Servants were strong, but Rebecca’s Daughters were present at the Vatican. Dolce judged that those Yatan’s Servants on the battlefield wouldn’t be able to go against this variable called Grid.


  “S...top!” Just before his death, Dolce used the danger flare that he never thought would be required. He hadn’t been able to use magic against the intruder, but it was significant that he endured a blow and managed to send the signal flare. What would happen if he tried to shoot black magic instead? It would be useless though since he couldn’t stop Grid anyway. Sending the signal flare was a wiser decision.


  Dolce smiled with satisfaction at his own judgment and turned to gray. The people who would replace him appeared.


  “They are nobodies.”


  The black magicians and black knights, who were scattered around the foothills, ran when they saw the signal. Like Dolce, the first thing they did was attack the intruder with magic. Normally, after simultaneously casting different curses, they would thoroughly neutralize the target. Then the black knights would finish off the target with their sword. It was a simple and effective combination.


  “It didn’t work?”


  However, the black magic didn’t have an effect? The black magicians were astonished at the black-haired man who resisted all types of black magic and hurriedly shouted, “Not yet...! Wait!”


  Alas, it was too late. The black knights had already moved. They remembered the combined attack which they had practiced countless times and flew toward the target the moment the curses were released. Six sharp swords filled with corrupted sword energy flooded toward the man in black. The black knights naturally thought that their swords would hit him.


  “...!”


  Yet the man moved at a speed that was difficult to follow with their eyes and avoided the attacks. Then he drew a circle with his sword and cut all the black knights around him.


  “Cough...!”


  Unlike the Rebecca Church, it was hard for the Yatan Church to foster knights. Divine magic had defensive spells which increased the physical ability of the caster in the initial stage, whereas early black magic often reduced physical abilities. Compared to the paladins, the black knights had low defense and high attack power, but having high attack power was meaningless if the attacks couldn’t hit the target.


  One sword strike, a second sword strike...


  The black knights died every time Grid swung his Enlightenment Sword. As the black magicians watched their colleagues suffer greatly, they felt extremely fearful and stood still like stone statues.


  “Wave.” Grid released a sword technique the moment Blackening and Quick Movements ended. Black waves of energy poured out in all directions, destroying the black magicians, the trees, and the rocks. Grid cleared the surrounding area and finally glimpsed the Vatican.


  “Irene!! Lord...!”


  ‘Please be safe.’


  Grid summoned Overgeared Corn and rushed forward aggressively.


  ***


  Damian’s shield and armor endured the fists that were striking it continuously, but the symbols of the pope—the silver armor and large shield—were being crushed. Hill’s fists, that flew at a rate of 12 times per second, were definitely fast and powerful. Pope Damian was almost like a cockroach with his defense magic, buff magic, and healing magic. He had yet to die despite Hill hitting him with his attack of 12 fists per second for a few minutes.


  “Persistent bastard!” Hill gritted his teeth. Damian still had skills to use, but inwardly, he wasn’t feeling very good about this. Honestly, Damian was frustrated.


  ‘Is it a skill?’


  It was difficult to see the fists that Hill was wielding as a basic attack. Whenever he swung his fists, he entered a super-armored state which resisted CC. Hill punched 12 times per second, then there was a one-second gap.


  ‘No matter how I think about it, it seems like a skill.’ 


  Damian raised his shield the moment the punches came flying. As he took two steps back to offset the shockwave delivered through the shield, he was convinced Hill’s attack was a skill.


  ‘The moment it activates, super-armor is triggered. The skill will hit 12 times, then there is a cooldown of one second...!’


  It could be called a fraudulent skill. Damian speculated that Hill had the greatest attack strength amongst Yatan’s Servants.


  ‘There is only one attack pattern, and it is very simple but...’


  It wasn’t a form of attack that Damian could cope with. 12 fists were swung per second unconditionally, and they weren’t easy to defend or fight back against as the timing to counterattack was only a one-second gap. Unfortunately for Pope Damian, he didn’t have a skill which dealt powerful damage in one blow. He lacked attack power in exchange for a perfect balance and a large number of wide-area skills. So, it was impossible for Damian to knock down Hill during the one-second gap.


  ‘The situation is bad. This can’t continue.’


  Damian couldn’t be tied up by Hill forever. If he couldn’t defeat Hill, then it was better for him to help his allies or kill the black magicians. However, who could deal with Hill except for him? Rebecca’s Daughters and the Red Knights were engaged in battle with the other Yatan’s Servants.


  ‘If I can’t tie up Hill, my allies will be slaughtered...’


  In the end, would he have to keep fighting Hill? Despite being unable to hurt Hill, would Damian have to keep defending while watching his allies repel the enemies?


  ‘No! It isn’t a situation where I can rely on anyone else!’


  Damian couldn’t ignore that the Overgeared forces protecting Queen Irene and Prince Lord were exhausted. Unlike the Red Knights, the Overgeared troops had fought the enemies from the beginning and reached their limits. They were in great danger while Damian was still tying up Hill, which meant Irene and Lord could die. In the end, Damian had to choose. He had to deal with HIll alone, but it didn’t necessarily have to take a long time.


  ‘I will try it.’


  Damian recalled the combat method that Grid had shown during the National Competition. He had hit harder in return for every hit received. That’s right. Damian planned to fight back instead of defending against Hill’s 12 punches.


  ‘My attack power is weaker, but I have to try.’


  He would be hit by Hill, then he would strike back. Damian adopted this new combat style straight away, swinging his shield instead of blocking the flying fists with spells or his shield.


  “Puhahat! Stupid fool!” Hill laughed when he read Damian’s intentions. Damian could only swing his sword 2–3 times per second, while Hill could punch 12 times per second.


  “Two or three hits in comparison to 12 hits...? What does that mean? Puhahahat!”


  Damian was using a heal? It was futile though as Hill had been hiding a hidden card!


  “Strike harder! Adadadada!”


  Hill had an attack power buff. His fists suddenly turned red, and he started to deal twice the damage to Damian. Damian’s healing skills couldn’t keep up. “Kuk...!”


  “Teacher Damian!”


  “Your Holiness!”


  It was a great crisis! The Rebecca members and royalty turned pale when they saw Pope Damian start to be pushed. In particular, Lord was filled with deep frustration. “I...! I wish I was an adult!”


  Then he would’ve easily saved his mother from the crisis and would’ve helped Damian. When would he become an adult? Lord clenched his small fists and tears filled his eyes.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.” A man dropped in through the broken ceiling of the banquet hall. 


  His target, Hill, scoffed, “Who is this bastard? Do you want to taste my fist too?”


  Hill entered the super-armored state and aimed one, two, three... twelve fists at the man. His fists, which couldn’t be followed by eyes, aimed at the man’s face, chest, and sides. It happened in just one second.


  In that one second, the man...


  “Link.”


  He cut Hill 30 times per second in a much stronger manner!




  Chapter 870


  During the time when he had been waiting for Sticks to recover his mana, when he couldn’t teleport straight to the Vatican, when he faced the barrier surrounding the Vatican, and when his ankles were caught by successive enemies... Grid had inwardly believed that there was no need to fret. 


  He had believed that Irene and Lord were safe. After all, Damian and Isabel were in the Vatican. Grid knew they would watch over his wife and son, and so he calmed his heart. Yes, Damian and Isabel were a great help to Grid just by existing. If it wasn’t for them, Grid could never be so calm. It might’ve taken him more time to get to the Vatican due to nervousness and a blurred judgment.


  “Fortunately, I made it on time.” Grid landed on the ground after exchanging attacks with Yatan’s Seventh Servant Hill, then he saw Irene and Lord. Although they were both mentally and physically exhausted, they were mostly unharmed. There were no injuries on their bodies.


  “It is lucky. It is really lucky...” Relieved, a bright smile appeared on Grid’s face. It was an excellent smile. The first people to see Grid were so pure that they misinterpreted him as an angel.


  “Your Majesty!”


  “Father!”


  Irene’s and Lord’s eyes turned red as they welcomed Grid. The husband and father who had just appeared in a desperate crisis seemed like the world’s greatest hero to them. They weren’t mistaken. The Grid before them was indeed a hero of heroes.


  [You have discovered a strong person of this era!]


  [You have discovered a strong person of this era!]


  [You have discovered a strong...]


  The purple-red aura around Grid thickened rapidly. Rebecca’s Daughters, Yatan’s Servants, 2nd Imperial Prince Dulandal, and the solo number knights all provoked the Hero King’s fighting energy.


  “Everybody...” Grid looked at the young knights while the fighting energy surrounded him. The knights were so injured that it was hard to find any part of them that was unscathed. Yet they were still surrounded around Irene and Lord, even as the swords in their hands trembled. Grid noticed how they had received all types of injuries and had been hit by many curses in their fierce battle to protect their masters.


  “Thank you. I really thank you,” he said to Kasim, Chucksley, and the young knights. Irene and Lord were safe because they had fought with all their strength. Grid thanked them before looking at Hill who was getting up. Hill’s health gauge had fallen to 9/10th after being hit by Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link. On the other hand, Grid lost 9,600 health, and his health gauge was less than 9/10th.


  Damian confirmed their health statuses and shouted, “Grid, even you will find it hard to face him!”


  In the process of dealing with Hill, Damian estimated that Hill had an approximate health of 50 million. Furthermore, his attack power was at least 1.6 times higher than Damian’s while his defense was only slightly lower than Damian’s. Grid’s attack power and defense might be two times higher than Damian’s, but it wouldn’t make a big difference to Hill. Basically, Grid was at a disadvantage in facing Hill.


  “He is a monster who can use his skill without any restrictions! You should avoid a frontal fight!”


  Hill’s skill of 12 punches per second could be used continuously while Pagma’s Swordsmanship had a long cooldown time. Hence, Damian judged that no player could win in a one-on-one match against Hill, including Grid. Grid listened closely to Damian’s words.


  “He is strong. He has high defense and attack power.”


  Grid lost 800 health every time he was hit by Hill’s fist. If all 12 punches hit him, he would lose 9,600 health. Additionally, Hill could unleash the 12 punches every second. Hill’s attack power was threatening even when taking into consideration the healing power of Doran’s Ring, the blood-sucking ability of Elfin Stone’s Ring, Tiramet’s Power, and the health restoration and shield creation of the First King Title.


  ‘This guy is on a different level from Dark Bus.’


  Grid had experience with shattering Yatan’s Servants several times in the past few years, so he could compare the current Yatan’s Servants with the previous ones in a more objective manner than anyone else. This meant he was forced to evaluate Hill highly.


  ‘I would’ve been defeated if we had met at the time of the National Competition.’


  Yes, Hill was really strong. It wasn’t unusual that a skilled player like Damian was driven to the defensive.


  “Item Combination.”


  It was why Grid revealed his power right at the beginning.


  [Belial’s Staff and the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires will be combined!]


  Grid made a judgment. If he activated things like the flames emission, the illusions, the red lightning bolt, the black flames, and so on, it would be counted as using magic. This meant a shield that absorbed 5,000 health would be created. The combination of the sword and staff was the only means to resist Hill’s overwhelming attack power.


  “A spear?” From Hill’s perspective, an unidentified enemy had suddenly appeared. Hill slightly shrank back at the sight of the black-haired man with a beautiful crown on his head. The swordsman who could swing a sword faster than Hill’s fists abandoned the sword and armed himself with a spear.


  In spite of that, Hill’s confusion only lasted for a moment. He quickly scoffed inwardly, ‘He must be trying to maximize his strength because it is hard to deal me a big blow no matter how hard he swings the sword.’


  It was stupid. Didn’t the enemy know it was useless regardless of whether it was a big blow or many blows? Among Yatan’s Servants, Hill was the strongest physically. While swinging his fist, he shouted, “You can’t be just quick or strong! In order to win against me, you need a powerful attack that can penetrate my defense faster than I move! Kuhahahat!”


  Hill jumped forward energetically. His face, chest, and rounded belly seemed ridiculous at first, but no one could laugh at him. Everyone shrank back at the presence of the powerful man who had already dominated Pope Damian.


  “Danger!” Lord’s worried voice echoed through the banquet hall at the sight of his father in a crisis.


  “...!” Hearing the distant scream of a boy, Agnus got up from where he was fighting outside the banquet hall with Lich Mumud. He had to defeat the enemy in front of him to protect the woman and child! Silvenas’ fists struck the jaws of the shaking Agnus. Agnus spat out blood, and his chest was exposed without any defenses. Silvenas’ sword cut at his chest. 


  “Kuk...!”


  “What are you—? Why do you care about other people when you are dying? Why protect the enemy in the first place? Are you crazy?” 


  Yatan’s Servants were wicked people. The people who aimed at the destruction of the world and the fall of humanity ultimately couldn’t be good. From a general point of view, Yatan’s Servants were crazy. Yet even they thought that Agnus was a madman. Grasping the wound on his chest, Agnus giggled, “Is it possible to maintain my mind in a world with crazy people like you? Huh~? Kik...! Kilkik!”


  Agnus himself admitted that he was crazy. He had gone insane the night his lover experienced that terrible pain.


  “Mumud!” Agnus cried out to Lich Mumud, who was running out of mana. “Save the queen and the prince!”


  “...?” Lich Mumud hesitated. It was a reaction that showed he hadn’t expected his master to give an order to protect others. 


  Agnus urged him with bloody eyes, “Get out of here quickly!”


  “...” 


  The highest level undead lich was able to ‘think.’ They had emotions and will. However, duty was more important than personal feelings and will. From the day he had been dominated by Agnus until today, Lich Mumud had completed many undesired missions. He had harmed countless people under his master’s commands, causing Mumud to feel like he was in hell. This time was an exception. His master’s command coincided with his will.


  Clack... Clack clack… Lich Mumud stepped toward the banquet hall, wielding his magic power. Silvenas tried to stop him. 


  “Where are you going?” Agnus blocked Silvenas’ way. Silvenas turned her sword on the guy who would die soon and had no more mana.


  “You crazy guy!” Silvenas’ sword pierced Agnus’ abdomen. She thought that Agnus would die like this because he had already lost his immortality.


  “Kik...! Kikikik!” Strangely, Agnus didn’t die, yet the abdomen pierced by Silvenas’ sword didn’t heal. Agnus’ body was clearly in tatters. No health could be felt from him. So how was he still alive? Silvenas took a step back out of confusion and belatedly realized that Agnus was on the boundary between life and death right now.


  “Lich Transformation? You even consumed your soul for the sake of protecting others?!”


  “Kik...! Kikikik!”


  Death knights and demons appeared around Agnus, who recovered some of his magic power after becoming a lich. Silvenas felt a threat to her life. 


  ***


  ‘What is this...?!!’ Yatan’s Third Servant Aliburn was astonished by the man who had suddenly entered the battlefield. It was because he knew the identity of the man with the purple-red aura.


  ‘Hero King!’


  The legend of Sword Saint and Hero King Muller having sealed several great demons was famous. The Hero King, Demon Slayer, and Rebecca’s Daughters were the greatest enemies for the Yatan Church and the great demons. The Hero King was now showing up at this timing...? Did Rebecca intervene?


  ‘...No, this is the best chance!’ A smile appeared on Aliburn’s face as he stopped shrinking back. Hill was Dark Bus’ successor and the teacher of former Yatan’s Servants. Unlike the previous servants who had been killed due to being vulnerable in close combat, Hill was someone who specialized in individual combat power. It was impossible to defeat him in a one-on-one match.


  ‘Hill was specifically chosen by Amoract. He has a secret weapon that can destroy the Hero King.’


  Aliburn’s expectations soared into the sky. He saw this as a genius opportunity God Yatan created. It was a chance to wipe out the Rebecca Church and the Hero King at the same time!


  “Take this punch!” The shining Hill aimed 12 punches toward the Hero King. The 25th great demon, Dantalian, had given ‘Fighting Knowledge’ to Hill. When it evolved, Hill gained the power to break the sky. Just like the pope, Aliburn judged that the Hero King would soon be forced on the defensive and forced to his knees. However, the result was different from Aliburn’s expectations.


  “What?” Aliburn’s eyes shook as he watched the battle. Every time the Hero King swung his spear, lightning and flames struck. Hill was turned to rags while the Hero King was surrounded by shields on all sides. The two of them exchanged attacks, but Hill was the only one damaged while the Hero King’s body was still intact.


  “What is this?”


  Wasn’t this above the legendary Muller? Alburn’s face paled.


  “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle!”


  A myth, myth, and myth...


  The myth rated Belial’s Staff and Enlightenment Sword, which were combined using a god’s blessing, far exceeded the category of a legend. This was the moment when the Yatan Church’s Hill was sentenced to death.


  [You have killed Yatan’s Seventh Servant, Hill.]


  [Dantalian’s Knowledge Fragment has been obtained.]


  [Your level has risen.]


  [Your level has risen.]




  Chapter 871


  ‘This is a great demon’s ability?’


  Four years after becoming Pagma's Descendant, none of Grid’s skills had reached the master level. It was extremely difficult to raise skill levels, which meant that the value of the Dantalian’s Knowledge Fragment was unreasonably high. This wasn’t even all of the knowledge.


  Despite the two levels he gained from killing Hill, Grid had been disappointed when only one old booklet dropped. Then his thoughts changed after reading the description of the booklet. Rather than disappointed, he was now satisfied, and his admiration for it was far beyond his satisfaction.


  ‘Is there something like a blacksmith’s knowledge fragment? In any case, this knowledge would be a great help to Regas.’


  Grid didn’t think about how much it could be sold for and the people it could be sold to. He had no intention of taking anything from his colleagues. Right now, he wasn’t frantic about immediate gains. It wasn't because he had become a pushover who easily gave things to others. Instead, it was because he was certain that the stronger his colleagues and friends became, the more they could be of great help to him and his precious ones.


  Grid judged that the benefits gained from Regas acquiring Dantalian’s Knowledge Fragment were much higher than the value of a few coins. In the first place, he could get money easily.


  ‘Regas will pay me back like Jishuka and Yura.’


  That’s right. Grid was unconsciously making a project where the Overgeared members would be indebted to him.


  [The duration of Item Combination is over.]


  [Belial’s Staff and the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires have been separated.]


  [The cooldown time of Item Combination is reset by the effect of the skill ‘Divinity’.]


  The spear reverted back to the form of a sword and a staff. Aliburn was stunned as he watched Grid kill Hill and return the staff to his inventory. It was due to the familiar earrings hanging from the black-haired man’s ears. Aliburn was sure that the tasteful ivory earrings were Dark Bus’ earrings—the ones he'd worn during the mission to infiltrate the Saharan Empire. It was the strongest artifact with the Blackening ability, which turned the wearer into a half-demonkin once every 12 hours...


  ‘Is it him?’ Aliburn had heard the name of the Overgeared King.


  It was impossible not to know the famous person who built up a new kingdom. Yet he was also the person who killed Dark Bus…? 


  ‘No, it is strange to think that he killed Dark Bus. Dark Bus was performing a mission to drive the empire into chaos. There was no reason for him to be killed. It doesn’t add up...’


  Aliburn denied it only to be surprised again. He noticed the ring that Grid was wearing on his finger. It was a thin black ring. This was Dark Bus’ Ring, which consumed the wearer’s mana and exploited the dispel function. Aliburn could no longer deny it. Dark Bus’ killer... He had to acknowledge that the Overgeared King was the Yatan’s Servants’ Slaughterer that he had been searching for.


  ‘He is a more famous person than I expected!’ Aliburn was ready to chew on Grid’s skull.


  Simultaneously, some people cheered after seeing Grid kill Hill while others felt desperate.


  “Overgeared King! The Hero King and Yatan’s Servants’ Slaughterer!” Aliburn’s scream soared into the sky.


  It had only been two minutes. Despite seeing Grid take care of Hill in that short amount of time that the items were combined, Aliburn didn't shrink back. Grid was able to sense that Aliburn was a tough opponent.


  ‘He knows that I’m tired.’


  Grid had already exhausted skills like Blackening on the way to the Vatican and then shortly after arriving there. Having placed Irene and Lord’s safety as the top priority, he had used most of his trump cards at the beginning. It also meant that Hill was strong and Grid wanted to get rid of some of the enemy’s overwhelming numbers.


  In fact, the battle was going as he intended. Pope Damian's appearance had demoralized the black magicians earlier, and now they were on the verge of losing their fighting spirit after witnessing Hill’s death. Currently, the black magicians attack power and defense were lowered.


  However, Aliburn’s momentum had risen. He wasn’t weak enough to be shaken by Hill’s death, and he was aware that Grid had consumed a lot of power.


  “You just caught me off guard with your divinity skill. But even the Hero King can’t exert divine skills consecutively.”


  Aliburn didn’t care about the power of a divine skill because he was familiar with them. He pointed a finger at Grid. The tips of Aliburn’s long fingernails were blackened, but it wasn’t nail polish. His fingernails had been stained by the blood of countless humans. Just like most of Yatan’s Servants, Aliburn was a terrible murderer. He could slaughter innocent children for his own ambitions and for the church.


  “Warning Cannon.”


  It took only 0.5 seconds for the black magic power to focus on his fingertips. Then took him another 0.5 seconds to fire it. It was one second in total. The focused magic power gun that Aliburn fired destroyed all the Rebecca paladins in its path. Its ultimate target was Grid.


  Warning Cannon, Warning Curtain, Warning Sphere, and so on—this transcendent black magic had been presented to Aliburn by the true First Servant, Amoract. It allowed Aliburn to overflow with confidence.


  “This is a treasure that I kept as a means to harm Rebecca’s Daughters! It is an absolute power that can’t be sustained even by the Hero King!” Aliburn shouted even before it hit.


  Soon after, Grid was swept up in the explosion. The wall of the banquet hall where Grid was standing couldn’t withstand the shock and collapsed. The ground was broken, and dust filled the whole area, hiding everyone from view.


  “Grid!”


  “Your Majesty!”


  Shouts rang out from all over the place. They witnessed the power of Aliburn’s magic cannon and thought it was unlikely that Grid was safe. Pope Damian and Lord were the same even though they were people who knew Grid’s skill and trusted him more than anyone else in the world.


  “Father!” Lord yelled in a trembling voice while feelings of anxiety rose within him. The child wanted to run over to his father.


  “He is okay,” Irene said as she grabbed onto Lord. Her hands were no longer trembling. All her fears from the past had been wiped out the moment Grid appeared. Her trust in Grid was absolute, and Damian and Lord were unable to argue against it.


  “Phew.” As if rewarding them for their faith, Grid emerged safe and sound. His ring shone red as soon as he escaped from the dust. It was Dark Bus’ Ring, which dispelled the attack and became hotter as it devoured Grid’s mana. This was the sign of an explosion that was soon to occur. Once the ring absorbed 5,000 of the wearer’s mana, Skill Dispel had to be used two times in 10 minutes or it would cause enormous damage to the wearer.


  ‘I need to dispel another attack,’ Grid grumbled inwardly and sent a provocative gaze to Aliburn. He was planning to fight back after neutralizing Aliburn’s next round of attack. However, Aliburn was unexpectedly calm and just stared at Grid silently without using any magic. It gave off a creepy feeling.


  ‘Since when?’


  The other black magicians had also stopped using magic. They remained silent and were being hit one-sidedly by the Rebecca members and their knights. The momentum of the Rebecca members rose, but Grid’s spine was cold.


  ‘Do they know about Dark Bus’ Ring?’


  That’s right. The members of the Yatan Church knew the characteristics of Dark Bus’ Ring and were inducing it to explode. So, of course, they wouldn’t give Grid a chance to dispel a skill.


  [The amount of magic power accumulated in Dark Bus’ Ring is too high. Dark Bus’ Ring can’t endure it.]


  [Warning. There are 30 seconds left until Dark Bus’ Ring explodes. The explosion will permanently destroy Dark Bus’ Ring, and the wearer will lose their life.]


  “F...!” It was a terrible situation! Grid barely contained the curse when he thought about Lord and Irene’s presence and shouted urgently, “Damian! Attack me with a skill!” 


  The Skill Dispel attached to Dark Bus’ Ring was difficult to use. He had to directly block the skill by making the ring come into contact with it. Dark Bus’ Ring rating was not legendary but unique because its utilization was low and the penalty was high.


  “Hah? U-Understood!’


  Grid suddenly wanted Damian to attack him…? Damian found it hard to understand, but he followed Grid’s orders anyway. However, he failed to activate the skill.


  “Warning Curtain.”


  It was due to Aliburn’s intervention. He created an enchantment that made all living things in it unable to use skills.


  [Warning. There are 20 seconds left until Dark Bus’ Ring explodes.] 


  “Damn!”


  In the end, Grid was forced to take special measures. He had to give up the ring. Although the ring was definitely a valuable item, Irene and Lord would be in danger if he were too greedy. He had no choice, but avoiding the penalty wasn’t that easy.


  [You can’t take Dark Bus’ Ring off.]


  There were 15 seconds left until the ring would explode, yet he couldn’t remove it from his finger. 10 seconds, 9 seconds, 8 seconds...


  “Shit!” Grid’s nervousness reached the peak. Then a skeleton emerged from beyond the collapsed outer wall and used magic. A total of six magic power pillars sprang up, sweeping through the black magicians surrounding Irene and Lord. Grid instinctively reached out toward a pillar.


  [The Skill Dispel option of Dark Bus’ Ring has been activated!]


  [Dark Bus’ Ring has removed the target skill. All the mana accumulated in Dark Bus’ Ring has been consumed, and it has entered the resting state.]


  The ring fell silent four seconds before it was going to explode.


  “Pant... Pant... Pant...” Feeling like he had regained 10 years, Grid looked away. He held a killing intent toward the lich who suddenly appeared and shot magic toward Irene and Lord.


  “Mumud!” Agnus was hiding somewhere and watching the situation…?


  “Crazy jerk!” Grid’s mind was filled with anger when he heard another voice.


  “Warning Sphere.” Aliburn used new magic. He was upset about losing a great opportunity to get rid of Grid. Dozens of black spheres formed around Aliburn. The number of spheres wasn’t something that the Overgeared Knights, the God Hands assisting Kasim, and the already summoned Noe, Randy, and the Overgeared Skeletons could handle.


  “Get out of the way!” Aliburn’s purpose was to destroy the Rebecca Church and increase the influence of the Yatan Church. It was a bonus to warn the kingdoms all over the continent by killing their royal families. Yet the king of a small nation was grabbing at his ankles? The spheres of darkness, which were flying in all directions, threatened not only Grid’s group but all the other royalty as well. Aliburn planned to accomplish his purpose after cleaning up everyone around him.


  He still had power. The new power that Amoract had given him prior to the invasion could achieve his purpose. The Hero King? The Overgeared King? Hill had already weakened this unexpected variable—Grid. So, Aliburn judged that Grid wasn’t a big threat.


  ‘It is the end.’ Rose smiled.


  Agnus’ sudden betrayal, the little prince's unexpected skills, the imperial prince’s ability, Damian’s escape, Grid’s appearance, and so on—she had felt uneasy about these unexpected variables which occurred in succession but not anymore. She believed that Yatan’s Third Servant, Aliburn—the powerful and clever NPC who planned out this Vatican raid—would trample on Grid, Damian, and Agnus like they were insects.


  In fact, Grid felt a serious crisis.


  ‘There are too many!’


  The number of dark spheres reached several hundred. He used Freely Move to reach Aliburn, but Aliburn didn’t stop casting. Instead, he endured Grid’s swordsmanship with his high health and defense and continued to create more spheres. Once the spheres—which contained magic power—exploded, the whole area would be devastated. 


  Grid could somehow survive with his various titles, item effects, and passive skills, but Irene, Lord, and the young Overgeared knights were the problem. He might lose all of them.


  ‘I can’t summon any knights because of the ward blocking outside summoning. What should I do?’


  The enemy was too strong, and the situation was the worst. Grid was at a disadvantage since he had to protect everyone.


  ‘Maybe...’


  From beginning to end, had the Yatan Church’s victory already been decided? The players couldn’t put up a resistance anymore, and it was the worst ending...


  ‘Am I destined to lose Irene and Lord?’


  Grid turned pale at the thought and looked around. His gaze fell on the hilt that suddenly showed up through Aliburn’s robe.


  [Sword Stuck in the Rock]


  A quest arrow appeared above the item with the golden name. It looked exactly like the arrow which had floated above Lifael’s Spear the first time he saw it a few years ago... Grid instinctively grabbed the hilt. Aliburn had been watching the dark spheres with satisfied eyes when he suddenly panicked. “You, what are you...?”


  “Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal!”


  [The blacksmith who became a legend can appraise items with an excellent discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will be found.]


  Ttiring~


  [You have discovered a hidden feature in the item!]


  [!!!! The first holy sword of humanity. It was sealed in the stone by the original seven malignant saints!] 


  [★Hidden Quest★ Crossroad of Good and Evil has occurred!]


  [The power of God's Command has shattered the Stone of Original Sin!]


  [The quest item First Incomplete Holy Sword has been obtained!]


  “What?”


  Light exploded, and the darkness was cleared. The hundreds of black spheres floating in the air vanished like they were a lie. Aliburn’s face filled with consternation for the first time. 


  “Grid!”


  “I...”


  Grid’s and Damian’s gazes met in the air as Grid confirmed the contents of the hidden quest while Daman confirmed the contents of the newly updated Recapture the Holy Sword quest.




  Chapter 872


  It was a quest that could be cleared. Damian was convinced about it. His confidence hadn’t changed even when he was trapped in the barrier, when he was caught by Hill, or when Aliburn summoned hundreds of black spheres.


  ‘Based on the worldview, this crisis must be passed.’


  He was sure it would be maintained even if Grid hadn’t shown up. In fact, Rebecca’s Daughters weren’t using White Transformation as promised. If they did, the momentum was likely to change. Thus, Damian had been waiting for the story to reach a specific section—the moment when Rebecca’s Daughters would go out with all their strength.


  However, the situation went differently from Damian’s expectations. Before Rebecca’s Daughters could move, Grid changed things dramatically. Something happened the moment Grid touched the sword in Aliburn’s arms. It was the sword that was sealed into the rock. 


  A brilliant light exploded, and the image of the sword Grid had drawn out didn’t fade away. Instead, it became complete.


  “What?”


  Pagma's Descendant was interfering with the symbol of the Rebecca Church? 


  ‘What are his qualifications?’


  The keepsakes of Fifth Pope Franz—the Holy Light Set—were made by Pagma, so it wasn’t strange for them to be associated with Grid.


  ‘Did Pagma have anything to do with the first holy sword?’


  Ttiring~


  Damian was feeling confused when a notification window popped up.


  [The Recapture the Holy Sword quest has been updated to Recapture the Holy Sword (2)!]


  [Recapture the Holy Sword (2)]


  [★ Hidden Quest �


  The sealed holy sword, which was in the Yatan Church’s hands, has been liberated with the power of the seven malignant saints.


  The seven malignant saints, who wanted to move away from being half-gods and become true gods, sought the sword in the past.


  The Holy Sword is the symbol of Rebecca and proof of the pope!


  You must retrieve it! 


  Be wary of the evil person seeking the throne of a god!


  Quest Clear Conditions: Take back the Sealed Holy Sword.


  Quest Clear Reward: The blessing of Goddess Rebecca, God Judar, and God Dominion. Affinity with the elders will reach the peak, and you will be respected by all believers. 


  Quest Failure: Many believers will be disillusioned with the ineffective church leadership and will leave the church. You won't be eligible to serve as the pope. Goddess Rebecca will be disappointed in you. Level -10.] 


  ‘The seven malignant saints? Where did this suddenly come from?’


  For the majority of ordinary players, the seven malignant saints episode was still uncharted territory. Even Overgeared King Grid had only recently learned about this story. Additionally, he only knew because Kraugel told him. However, Damian wasn’t an ordinary player. He was a ranked who had a formerly hidden class, and he was the pope of the Rebecca Church. Just like Kraugel, he had dominated many quests. No, perhaps Damian was a player with even more knowledge and information sources than Kraugel. He knew that the malignant saints were absolutely evil.


  ‘They became half-gods due to the gods’ favor, but they weren’t satisfied and aimed for the gods’ position...’


  He had heard that one of them had inherited the power of light from Goddess Rebecca. Just thinking about the seven malignant saints made Damian angry. How dare they betray Goddess Rebecca who cared for humanity with love and compassion? From the time he became the Goddess’ Agent until the day he became a pope, Damian had learned many things about Rebecca’s work. He admired Rebecca and didn’t like the seven villains who had tried to hurt her by betraying her.


  ‘Wait...’ Damian was astonished. Weren’t the quest’s contents updated the moment Grid touched the holy sword? Then that meant the mention of the ‘evil person’ who used the power of the seven malignant saints was referring to Grid.


  “Grid!” Damian felt a chill as his voice entered Grid’s ears. Grid was also looking at a new quest. It contained a powerful temptation that was causing him to feel conflicted. 


  [Crossroad of Good and Evil]


  [★ Hidden Quest �


  After all sorts of adventures, you have won the power, God’s Command, that the fourth malignant saint, Taren, left for later generations.


  You can hear Taren’s voice, “The light was so bright that I couldn’t see the darkness hidden beyond it.” 


  The voice of the War God Zeratul is also heard, “Human. This isn’t Taren’s arrangement. It is Dominion’s and my arrangement. Don’t listen to the voice of the corrupted one.”


  The Incomplete Holy Sword is starting to be eroded by the power of God's Command.


  The Incomplete Holy Sword is a symbol of Rebecca.


  Please make a choice.


  Will you rely on the power of the seven malignant saints to make the Incomplete Holy Sword yours or return it to the Rebecca Church?


  Pioneer your own path!


  Rewards for Gaining the Incomplete Holy Sword:


  The ‘Holy Sword of the 4th Evil’ will be acquired.


  * Your race will evolve from a human into a half-god. A half-god is a race that transcends humanity and approaches being a god. There will be room for great increases of all abilities.


  * The passive skill God’s Command is strengthened. The probability of activating God’s Command will become 100%. However, a critical hit won’t be applied to skills that God’s Command is used on.


  * The skill, Corrupted Holy Sword, will unlock.


  * You will be cursed by Goddess Rebecca, God Dominion, God Judar, and God Zeratul.


  * Affinity with the Rebecca Church, Dominion Church, and Judar Church will fall to minus values.


  * Followers of the Warrior God will chase you.


  Rewards for Returning the Incomplete Holy Sword:


  Goddess Rebecca’s blessing. Affinity with the Rebecca Church will rise to the maximum.


  * Affinity with the Rebecca Church is already at the maximum.]


  Duguen! Duguen! Duguen!


  Grid’s heart thumped as he read the contents of the quest. His greed wriggled under the enormous stimulation. Grid’s original heart was crying.


  ‘Grab the Holy Sword!


  ‘A half-god, half-god!


  ‘No one will be able to beat me! I will reign forever!


  ‘The whole world will see me everyday, and people will look up to me.


  ‘My first love Ahyoung will feel regretful every night. Huhuhut.


  ‘What about those guys who bullied me?


  ‘This is a unique opportunity. It is dangerous now. A strong person like Kraugel or Agnus can take my position at any time.


  ‘What about those people hoping for the downfall of the Overgeared Kingdom? What if I am deprived of everything and return to that awful life?’ 


  Duguen! Duguen! Duguen!


  His conflict was biased. Grid’s greed was too strong, despite receiving many rewards and overcoming his past. He gripped the holy sword harder.


  “Grid!”


  Grid heard Damian’s shout. Damian sincerely respected and envied Grid. Grid liked him too. It sometimes felt akin to a dream that he shared a mutual admiration with a great person like Damian. However, it wasn’t enough. Grid didn’t let go of the holy sword in his hand.


  “Grid! Wake up!”


  Then he heard Isabel’s cry. Isabel—she was a poor woman. Grid had saved her, and she gained happiness. The feelings of gratitude, love, and respect she felt for Grid were a great source of strength and pride for him. He felt a bit sorry to let her down.


  “I...” Grid’s tight grip on the holy sword loosened slightly. Still, this only lasted for a moment. Grid increased his strength again because he couldn’t suppress the greed inside him.


  “Your Majesty!”


  “Father!”


  “...!”


  He heard Irene’s and Lord’s cries. That’s when Grid’s mind awakened, and he shifted his gaze from the sword for the first time. The first woman who loved him—she was the woman who devoted herself to him and taught him what happiness and rest were. Additionally, there was the fruit of his love with her—the child who followed his back.


  Then other faces appeared in his mind—Huroi, Yura, Jishuka, Regas, Pon, Lauel, Peak Sword, and Toon.


  “I...”


  The biased conflict changed. He suppressed his boiling desire and shouted with all his strength, “I can’t risk my family and colleagues...!!”


  What was he doing alone? His people would suffer if he gave into his desires and became hostile to the world. He didn’t want that. Right now, his life wasn’t his own.


  “Damian!” Grid shouted and threw the holy sword into the air. Pope Damian caught the turning sword, and a bright smile appeared on Damian’s face.


  Phew, it was really fortunate. What would he have done if Grid had become the second coming of a malignant saint? It was the worst situation that Damian didn't even want to imagine.


  “This... Stop all of them!” Aliburn shouted urgently, overwhelmed by the divine power released from the holy sword. He had lost his calm expression long ago, but he was already too late. Yatan’s Servants and the black magicians weren’t able to react yet.


  “Goddess’ Will.” The pope waved the first holy sword, and a divine power was manifested. The sword glowed in the darkness, getting rid of all the dark curses and cutting the Yatan’ Servants and black magicians in its path.


  “Kuock!!”


  The first holy sword was a weapon against the great demons. Yatan's Servants couldn’t endure its power. Aliburn suffered a terrible blow and collapsed, while Grid started dancing in response to Damian’s move.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  “You!” Aliburn glared at Grid with bloodshot eyes. The grudge he felt toward the person who made all his plans useless was too great to be described. “I will die and take you to hell with me!”


  “Kill!”


  “Kuk...! Kuaaaaak!”


  “H-Hik...!” 


  “The Third Servant!”


  The deathly screams of the wicked being who threatened thousands of Rebecca members drove the black magicians into chaos. They ran away while the Rebecca paladins chased them.


  “Pant... Pant...”


  Aliburn disappeared in a gray pillar of light, and Grid stumbled. The physical and mental fatigue he felt while fighting to protect his precious ones were tremendous. The sudden drop of stamina meant it wasn’t strange if he fell down immediately. However, Grid stood firm. He had to hold out for his wife and son.


  “Your Majesty!”


  “Father!”


  “It’s fortunate. I’m glad you’re safe.”


  As he embraced them, the smile on Grid’s face as was as warm as the portrait of the goddess. The Rebecca Church’s elders gazed at Grid with a different expression in their eyes. Meanwhile, Isabel looked like she was on the verge of deifying Grid.




  Chapter 873


  Grid touched the red-eyed Irene gently. It was an attitude like he was handling the most precious treasure in the world. 


  “I was praying that you were safe the entire time I headed here. Thank you. I’m really thankful that you’re safe.”


  “Your Majesty...”


  Grid’s eyes, hand gestures, and warm words gave Irene great happiness. Irene’s affection for Grid was now close to infinitely deep.


  “You don’t know how happy I am to be here...”


  If Irene had been alone in the crisis, she would’ve felt more sorry than joyful. She would’ve felt guilty that she had forced the king to come all the way here while he was busy taking care of the country and its people. However, Irene wasn’t alone in today’s crisis. Her son Lord, the loyal Kasim and Chucksley, and the young knights who were the future of the country were all in danger. Irene felt a deep gratitude and respect to Grid who had saved all of them.


  “On the first day we met, you were fighting to save someone,” Irene recalled. Those had been the days when she was just the eldest daughter of an earl. Back then, Doran was still alive, and Grid had helped rescued her when she was kidnapped by the Yatan Church. “I first heard about you when I was made the ruler of Winston.”


  She had heard there was a hero who saved the powerless people from an evil lord, including an old blacksmith called Khan. That hero was Grid. After that, Grid saved Irene who had once again been kidnapped by the Yatan Church, rescued Reinhardt which had been invaded by golems, and saved the 250,000 residents of Pangea on the East Continent. Grid was a person who only lived for others. This was his life.


  “I sincerely admire you.” Irene blushed.


  “Hum. Hum hum.” Grid sweated and coughed with embarrassment. He felt somewhat uncomfortable every time he saw Irene misunderstanding himself. It made him worry that Irene would one day be disappointed if she knew his real self. Irene buried herself in his chest and whispered, “Please know... I would love you even if you weren’t a hero.”


  She realized it when she saw the brilliantly shining sword being eaten by the darkness Grid emitted. Irene would’ve cheered Grid on even if he abandoned herself and Lord to walk down the corrupted path.


  “You are the most precious person in the world,” she said in a voice full of conviction.


  Grid was filled with joy. “Irene...”


  Just like Irene, Grid felt infinite affection when he looked at her. No more long words were necessary. The two of them shared a hot kiss without caring about the gazes of other people. At this moment, the emotions they felt were completely mutual. Of course, they didn’t forget about Lord. The two people both had one hand wrapped around one of Lord’s small hands. This ‘family’ gave the child peace of mind.


  “Father. Mother...”


  The parents, who loved each other more than anyone else, had a positive impact on Lord. Today, the child had seen and learned many things—the patience to swallow a grudge for the sake of the cause, the loyalty of a retainer and the duty of a ruler, the wisdom of a woman and the love of a mother, the pope’s righteousness and power, his helplessness, and...


  ‘Father’s strength and...’


  Then Lord’s gaze moved to the skeleton standing silently nearby. Several of its ribs were broken, and there was a large crack in its skull. It was Lich Mumud.


  ‘...Sadness.’


  Was it because Lord was young that he could see the sadness, regret, and hatred in Agnus’ eyes as he looked at Lord and his mother? Additionally, Lord felt that Mumud was lonelier than anyone else. Lord knew that everyone had emotional wounds, just like how his teacher Kasim resented the empire and how his mother feared the Yatan Church.


  ‘I need to be someone who can help with the wounds.’


  This was his path. Lord’s way of thinking was established through this incident. If his father set up a kingdom and was walking the path of a guardian, then Lord’s role would be to assist his father and take care of the missing parts.


  ‘I will make more people stand by Father in the future.’


  Lord believed it. King of Shadows Kasim, Pope Damian, Sword Saint Kraugel, and Farmer Piaro—he believed that with these great teachers, he would become much stronger later on. Lord didn’t doubt that he would overcome today’s helplessness.


  ‘Stronger, I will also become stronger.’ Someday, he would stand side by side with his father. ‘I have to work harder for Father.’


  Normally, the prince watched for an opportunity to weaken the king while the king kept an eye on the prince. It was a sad reality. As history already proved, the relationship between a king and a prince was very different from the relationship between commoner parents and their children. It was like the cruel relationship between an old lion and a young lion. That’s right. The young prince’s pledge to be loyal to the king was a very important event in history.


  Grid’s kiss with Irene had finished. Then Grid followed his son’s gaze and his expression distorted like a demon. 


  ‘That bastard is still...!’


  He belatedly noticed Lich Mumud standing motionless while gazing at his body. Grid didn’t know about the living Mumud, but Lich Mumud had become Agnus’ limb. Agnus was a clear enemy, so Lich Mumud was a dangerous enemy that Grid had to watch out for.


  “Agnus! Come out!” Grid’s shout rang out in the sky of early dawn. He pulled out the Enlightenment Sword and rushed toward Lich Mumud.


  “Father! That skeleton isn’t the enemy!”


  “Your Majesty! That lich helped us!”


  Irene and Lord cried out urgently, but Grid was already close to Mumud. Moreover, he also couldn’t accept Irene and Lord’s claims so easily. Mumud had helped Irene and Lord? It was something that Grid couldn’t understand. He thought that Lord and Irene were mistaken. The Enlightenment Sword clashed against the magic shield that Lich Mumud had created. The already damaged walls nearby crumbled from the black flames, but Lich Mumud’s shield was complete.


  “Where is your master?” Grid gritted his teeth at the thought of Agnus. This person was hiding his body somewhere and laughing at Grid’s suffering wife and son!


  “...” Lich Mumud didn’t respond and stared at Grid with deep eyes. There was no counterattack. It felt like he was ridiculing Grid.


  “Agnus!”


  Agnus was a crazy person, making this situation dangerous. Despite this, Grid was appalled and upset at the thought that Agnus enjoyed Irene and Lord’s suffering. So, Grid’s offensive became more powerful. He didn’t care about the small amount of stamina he had recovered and continued attacking Mumud. In the meantime, he kept the God Hands, the light elemental, and his pets beside Lord and Irene, showing how worried he was about them.


  “...” As Lich Mumud stood among the storm of sword attacks and explosions, he recalled his life. What had he been doing back when he was the same age as the young prince? He had been an orphan who didn’t know his parents’ faces and had to beg for food. Had he ever tried protecting anyone like the young prince before him had done?


  There was one person—his wife whom he’d met in Siren. She had been his only love whom he’d promised to make happy forever.


  Clack... Clack clack… Mumud’s jaw moved, and his large cracked skull shook. The sad memories were to blame. There was a teacher who had raised him. Mumud had followed him like a father but was then betrayed. He’d left the wound of betrayal behind him when he met his love, but he became sick with an incurable illness after that.


  Clack! Clack clack!


  Ahh, yes. Mumud had lived in pain and died. There were people he loved, but it was different from an immediate family. He had found no peace in his life. Death was his rest, and he had hoped the death would last forever.


  “Mumud!”


  “...”


  Yet a voice had pulled him out of death. As if he wasn’t worthy of rest, Mumud had been given a new pain like he was born to suffer. Clack clack! Clack! Mumud’s jaw moved more rapidly. 


  “Agnus!” Grid’s eyes turned toward Agnus while attacking Mumud. Agnus was a half skeleton, which was the sign of turning into a lich.


  Who was he fighting with?


  Grid had this question but didn’t think further about it.


  “You!” Grid had clearly seen Lich Mumud cast magic in Irene and Lord’s direction. If he hadn’t used Skill Dispel, Irene and Lord might not be in the world right now. “Die!” Grid’s extreme killing intent was directed to Agnus. It happened before Irene and Lord could shout anything.


  “Mumud! Why aren’t you killing that bastard? Eh? Kik! Kikikik! Kihahahahat!” Agnus crossed the line first. The silently defending Mumud immediately responded. He hated Agnus but was forced to follow his orders.


  “Kuk...!” Grid was about to fly to Agnus only to be struck by magic in his side. It was a sphere of mana that decreased Grid’s health by thousands.


  “Asshole!”


  “Kuahahahahat!”


  The chaos reached the peak. Grid had comforted his family, but then another enemy had appeared. So, he had been unable to confirm his quest rewards. He didn’t even know what he had gotten from killing Aliburn. Agnus was the same. He had succeeded in raiding Silvenas, but he had run to the banquet hall without checking what he had gained. It was because he wanted to make sure the powerless woman was okay. 


  “Ohhhhh!”


  “Come!”


  The shockwave generated by the conflict was incomparable to before. It wasn’t just the already collapsed banquet hall. Even the Vatican was shaken. The residents of the village below the mountain were worried that a landslide could occur.




  Chapter 874


  There were people who were physiologically disgusting. Grid was one such person to Agnus. According to one theory, Grid had a past that resembled Agnus’. Grid hadn’t experienced something as serious as failing to protect his beloved, which led to her death, killing those responsible, and mourning his lover afterward.


  ‘He also suffered!’ Agnus knew that it was difficult to compare the pain that individuals suffered. The bullies who had harassed him and devastated his lover were an example. They had used his palm as an ashtray every morning and laughed at him, but hadn’t he endured the pain and turned the pages of his textbook?


  Yes, pain was a relative and selfish thing. The pain he suffered couldn’t be considered any worse than what Grid had suffered. This was the actual reason why he found Grid physiologically disgusting.


  ‘I can’t understand!’ Why didn’t Grid spend his life abusing others after what happened to him? ‘Why does he look so happy?’


  Grid was always with someone—his family, lovers, and friends. They were always smiling while standing with him. This was difficult for Agnus to understand. Had Grid forgotten the days when they were powerless? They were now in a position to trample on people rather than embrace them. People like them had to be alone.


  [You have suffered 8,900 damage.]


  [Your health is less than 10%. You have used Silvenas’ Power that is attached to the Rune of Death. The nature of the dark demonkin who can assimilate with darkness has manifested, hiding your appearance and status.]


  [Your contractor Baal is happy.]


  -Evil that uses personal beliefs to devour evil. It is the opposite of my former contractor. Once again, I did well in choosing you. How interesting.


  [Affinity with 1st Great Demon Baal has risen by 10.]


  The notification windows appeared before Angus, but he didn’t confirm them. His hateful gaze only chased Grid.


  “You're an incompetent person who can’t protect your precious people!”


  Why wasn’t Grid’s mind dark like Agnus’? Why didn’t he choose to be alone? Why didn’t he concentrate on the precious ones he had earned and embrace all the little people? At the very least, Agnus didn’t like this. He hated Grid. Agnus had just disappeared from Grid’s eyes when there was an explosion of black flames from the Enlightenment Sword.


  The splash damage caused new damage to Agnus who was hiding his body.


  [You have suffered serious damage!]


  [You are in a half-lich state. You have a resistance to death for the duration of this transformation.]


  [You have survived!]


  It was a gray dawn. Agnus’ ribs were cracked as he hid in the shadow of a slanted pillar. He was in danger of losing his balance. This was a crossroad of life and death. It was an urgent battle situation where his head could be blown away at any time. The usual Agnus would be laughing madly, expressing his joy at exhilarating moments that made him forget the awful reality.


  However, it was different now. The only emotions that could be seen on Agnus’ face were confusion and pain. Agnus wasn’t confused over protecting the hateful Grid’s family. He had protected them because he projected his dead lover onto them, thus Agnus had no regrets about that.


  Rather, the origin of the pain and confusion Agnus was feeling right now was Grid specifically. Why was Grid so different from him? Was Agnus the one who was wrong?


  ‘No! No!’


  “You are wrong!” Agnus’ sword penetrated the darkness and stabbed Grid’s side. It contained a powerful curse which weakened all the resistances that Grid had. In particular, Grid’s dark resistance was completely destroyed.


  “Cough!” Grid coughed up blood and was reminded of the notification windows that rose a few minutes ago.


  [The goddess of light, Rebecca is awaiting your response.]


  [You have once again been given an opportunity to gain great power through the goddess’ blessing.]


  [War God Zeratul is feeling satisfied with your choice.]


  [War God Zeratul supports the goddess’ affection toward you.]


  Like Agnus, Grid had yet to check his notification windows. From the first day they met till this moment, Agnus was always hurting someone. Grid disliked this type of person who could trample on others easily and feel bliss while doing so. Now Grid’s precious family members were sacrifices for Agnus’ joy?


  “Crazy jerk!” A desire to kill bubbled up inside Grid. He felt a sense of responsibility to kill Agnus. The killing intent Grid felt toward Agnus was real, and the fighting energy around him became thicker.


  “Wave!” Waves of sword energy stretched out around Grid. He was using this wide-area skill to capture Agnus who had suddenly become invisible.


  “...There!” Grid detected Agnus. It was when Grid felt that some of the waves were being blocked by something, Then Grid focused and started a sword dance—Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Pinnacle Kill. The manifestation of the fusion swordsmanship was an obvious mistake though.


  “Kuk...!”


  Flop! Grid stopped the sword dance as his legs weakened. He had been too agitated that he overlooked the state of his stamina.


  [You are on the verge of running out of stamina. You can’t use any combat skills.]


  “Overgeared… Corn...”


  Grid urgently needed to recover his stamina by communicating with his unicorn. It was the first thing he thought of, but how could he communicate with the unicorn during the battle? His enemy wasn’t a fool, nor was he dull-headed... especially not the enemy he was dealing with right now! 


  “Kikikik! Kihahahahat!” Agnus’ body was penetrated by Wave, and the darkness was removed. Half of Agnus’ body was just a bunch of white bones, but his momentum was fierce as his disheveled hair moved in the wind.


  Grid felt a sense of crisis. Now that he’d placed the God Hands, Noe, Randy, the Overgeared Skeletons, and the light elemental in the role of protecting Irene and Lord, there was no one left who could defend him. Moreover, it was hard for him to even move his fingertips.


  “Grid!”


  With his blurry vision, Grid could see Agnus charging toward him.


  “...!!”


  “...!!!”


  The surroundings were noisy. He could hear the voices of people talking, but the contents didn’t enter his ears.


  ‘Why?’


  Would he die like this? No, his opponent was exhausted and on the verge of death. Agnus’ use of Lich Transformation could be considered his last resort.


  ‘Maybe he still has his immortality and Bentao’s Mockery remaining...’


  Grid painfully opened the Rune of Darkness, using Cray’s Power which absorbed 100% of the damage done to the target. Determined to maintain his life against Agnus, Grid swung his sword in a basic attack. He still had the effects of the First King title, Tiramet’s Power, and his immortality. So, he judged that he could win if he continued fighting.


  In the first place, Grid was in a position where he just had to keep enduring. In order to protect Irene and Lord, he absolutely couldn’t collapse. Grid pledged this firmly while swinging his sword. Meanwhile, Agnus used an attack skill as he plunged through Grid’s basic attack and hit Grid’s body. 


  The two people, who were trying to harm each other, tangled together. Then there was a flash of light. Compared to the past, its strength was now ridiculously weakened, but it was clearly the sword that had hurt Yatan’s Third Servant Aliburn.


  Grid’s and Agnus’ eyes turned toward Damian at the same time. Damian had also evolved a step further after regaining the holy sword and preventing the invasion of the Yatan Church. As Grid and Agnus finally started looking around, Damian said to them, “This is a sacred place that serves the will of the goddess. Stop fighting. In the capacity of the pope, I won’t allow any further killing.”


  “Why?” Grid questioned him. Agnus was the enemy. Putting aside personal feelings, he was still Baal’s Contractor. He was a person who should be targeted by the Rebecca Church. So, why didn’t Damian take the chance to punish Agnus? Grid couldn’t understand it. 


  Damian pointed to Irene, Lord, and Lich Mumud. “Look.”


  “...?” Irritated and suspicious, Grid followed Damian’s gaze and was shocked. He witnessed Lich Mumud’s shield floating in front of Irene and Lord. Lich Mumud was protecting Irene and Lord from the aftermath of Grid’s battle with Agnus.


  “What...”


  Irene and Lord’s shouts came to the mind of the troubled Grid. They had said that he was a good skeleton. Lich Mumud protected them...


  ‘Their words were true?’


  Why though…? Damian watched Grid’s trembling eyes and said carefully, “I understand Grid’s feelings, but… let’s end the fight for today.”


  The Rebecca Church saw Baal as an enemy. Baal’s former contractor, Pagma, had tried to defend the Hall of Fame, but ultimately, he still sold his soul to the great demon. The Rebecca Church didn’t regard Pagma as a hero in his later years and thought that the new Baal’s Contractor should be punished.


  However, Pope Damian judged that now wasn’t the time for it. “I think it is better to leave each other alone today.”


  Damian didn’t know why Agnus had betrayed the Yatan Church and helped them. He wondered about the reason but didn’t dare ask. The most important thing was to rectify the situation. He believed a chance for that conversation would come someday. Still, this reason didn’t seem enough to satisfy Grid. “What are you up to? Why did you protect my family?”


  “Ah? What nonsense are you saying? I never did anything like that.”


  “Answer seriously!”


  “I didn’t know it was your family.”


  “...?”


  “I just saw a pretty woman and didn’t want her to die. Kikik... I wanted to play with her.”


  The duration of Lich Transformation had ended, and only death was waiting for Agnus. He didn’t want to miss this opportunity when he didn’t know if it would come again. This was a great chance for a fight with the Overgeared King Grid while he was unprotected.


  “Sigh.” Agnus gave a reason that nobody would believe and swept his hair back. He neatly arranged his hair, exposing his cold golden eyes. “Don’t speak.”


  “...?”


  “Just fight and kill. Huh? Kik! Kikikik! Kihahahahat!” Agnus broke away from the appearance of politeness and rushed toward Grid. Agnus ignored the pope. Consequently, the Rebecca followers watching quietly couldn’t stay still anymore. Isabel’s spear and the paladins’ sword pierced and stabbed Agnus’ skinny body. Agnus was fully restrained before even reaching Grid.


  “Why did you...?” Damian’s lamenting cry rang out, but Agnus didn’t pay any attention to it.


  Instead, Agnus’ gaze went back to Irene and Lord who were sad and tearful, before looking at Grid again. “You...”


  “...”


  “...Become stronger.”


  This was the end. Agnus’ body slowly turned to gray after being stabbed by the spear and swords. Mumud followed behind him.


  “Skeleton knight...”


  ‘When will they be saved?’ Lord grew sadder as he saw Agnus’ and Mumud’s sorrow. The red-eyed child tried to hold back his tears. 


  Then Pope Damian went to talk with the elders. They sent the royalty and the imperial prince away to rest. After that, they started to investigate how they had allowed this invasion to happen and also examine the extent of the damage.


  “I saw your struggle. Your Majesty is truly a hero. I was impressed by your moves several times.”


  “I’m flattered,” Grid responded passively to 2nd Prince Dulandal’s words and was only able to face the goddess after confirming that Irene and Lord were asleep.


  -Hero, bless you.




  Chapter 875


  He was sleepy. Today had been extremely long and hard. He lay down in his bed and thought his sleeping cap looked like an angel. Grid felt thankful that this beautiful woman was his wife and that this bright child was his son.


  “...”


  Grid’s expression was very dark as he stroked their heads carefully. He was also feeling greatly confused.


  ‘Agnus, why...?’


  Irene’s and Lord’s claim about Agnus helping to protect them hadn’t been their misinterpretation. The Rebecca followers, Overgeared knights, and even Pope Damian testified to it. Everyone spoke unanimously. It was thanks to Agnus that Irene and Lord were safe.


  ‘Why the hell did he do that?’


  According to the testimonies, Agnus was originally helping the Yatan Church but betrayed them to help Irene and Lord. Grid could easily guess how much Agnus had lost with this single choice. Why had Agnus saved Irene and Lord while suffering big losses?


  ‘A madman who feels pleasure through fighting and trampling on others...’ This was Grid’s evaluation of Agnus.


  In fact, the Agnus that Grid met was no different from the rumors. He always laughed as he trampled on someone. Yet that madman fought for others? Moreover, they were Grid’s wife and son? Grid tried to read Agnus’ intentions, but it was impossible. No matter how he thought about it, he couldn’t understand why Agnus had sought to protect Irene and Lord.


  “...In the first place, isn’t it too much to try and understand him?”


  Agnus wouldn’t be called a madman if he could be understood.


  ‘He is an opponent who is fickle and doesn’t think too deeply...’


  Indeed, Grid shouldn’t waste time and energy on useless things. He shook off his thoughts and decided, ‘I just need to protect those important to me. That’s enough.’


  It was a promise that he had to keep. In any case, he was grateful for Agnus’ actions that protected Irene and Lord. It was an unforgettable favor.


  “Sigh...”


  Irene’s and Lord’s breathing sounds stabilized Grid. Grid took a deep breath and calmed his mind before looking at the notification windows which were still on one side. He checked the unconfirmed notifications, belatedly remembering that he was in the middle of a quest.


  “Ah...”


  He had completely forgotten about the quest. It wasn’t a game for him today as he had only focused on saving Irene and Lord.


  ‘That’s right. I gave up the sword...’


  If he hadn’t given up the holy sword, he would be a half-god overwhelming the world right now. 


  “...Hat.” Grid led out a scoff. He felt disgusted about the greed that had almost made him give up his family, colleagues, and kingdom.


  ‘However, it is natural to be greedy.’


  [Reward for Gaining the Incomplete Holy Sword:


  The ‘Holy Sword of the 4th Evil’ will be acquired.


  * Your race will evolve from a human into a half-god. A half-god is a race that transcends humanity and approaches being a god. There will be room for great increases of all abilities.


  * The passive skill God’s Command is strengthened. The probability of activating God’s Command will become 100%. However, a critical hit won’t be applied to skills that God’s Command is used on.


  * The skill ‘Corrupted Holy Sword’ will open.


  * You will be cursed by Goddess Rebecca, God Dominion, God Judar, and God Zeratul.


  * Affinity with the Rebecca Church, Dominion Church, and Judar Church will fall to minus values.


  * Followers of the Warrior God will chase you.


  Reward for Returning the Incomplete Holy Sword:


  Goddess Rebecca’s blessing. Affinity with the Rebecca Church will rise to the maximum.


  * Affinity with the Rebecca Church is already at the maximum.]


  This was the reward for the Crossroad of Good and Evil hidden quest. The difference in rewards between giving up the quest and not giving up the quest was too large.


  ‘I know how great the goddess’ blessing is.’


  He had acquired the Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle skill thanks to the goddess’ blessing. Grid was likely to get another four fusion skill with the goddess’ blessing. It would become one of the strongest skills he had gained. However, was it better than a 100% chance of activating God’s Command? Once God’s Command had a 100% chance of activating, Grid would be able to use all the skills twice in succession. He was able to assert that the value of the 100% God’s Command was much higher than Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.


  ‘...Well.’


  There was no point in regretting now, even if the reward was very low. In the end, he was able to keep everyone safe. Grid controlled his heart and finally responded to the notification window that said: [The goddess of light, Rebecca, is awaiting your response.]


  “Sorry to keep you waiting.”


  -Yes, I was waiting. It is very nice to see you care for your family.


  “...!!” Grid was astonished by the answer of Goddess Rebecca. He had already heard Goddess Rebecca’s warm voice several times, but this was the first time their conversation was so clear. Wasn’t a ‘divine message’ a one-sided communication? Grid had previously recognized the gods as a part of the system, but he could now establish a new hypothesis.


  ‘NPC? Is the god an NPC?’


  He should’ve noticed it ever since getting the jealousy of the blacksmith god. Clearly, the gods had personalities and had a form somewhere in existence.


  ‘If one day I meet a god... Ah?’


  A chill went down Grid’s spine as he thought about it. The ‘truth’ that he’d heard from the legendary great magician Braham in the past crossed his mind.


  ‘Once human desires reach the peak, chaos will come to the world. In other words, if Goddess Rebecca no longer controls the world, God Yatan’s destructive instinct will be exercised. God Yatan will emerge to destroy the world, then Goddess Rebecca will once again create a new world. The two opposing gods on the surface are actually cooperating with each other. Great demons, angels, and humans are all playing in the hands of the gods.’


  These were Braham’s claims.


  ‘No, there were no gods in the first place. Yatan? Rebecca? The gods aren’t the omnipotent beings that we think they are. Like machines, they are accessories that exist for the world’s providence. There is no reason to serve their existence or endure their trials.’


  They were made like that in the first place. The gods were just accessories of this world. Grid agreed with Braham’s claims since he knew that Satisfy was a game. Both Yatan and Rebecca were part of the system Lim Cheolho had created, and they were passive existences that conformed to the will of the world (Lim Cheolho).


  However, Grid’s thoughts changed once he realized the gods were NPCs. The gods had personalities. They weren’t passive presences like what he had expected. Maybe the individual’s judgment could go against the system. For example...


  [Crossroad of Good and Evil]


  [★ Hidden Quest �


  After all sorts of adventures, you have won the power ‘God’s Command’ that the fourth malignant saint ‘Taren’ left for later generations.]


  The setting of Satisfy, which Lim Cheolho created, stated that this quest is something ‘Taren left for later generations.’ This was a ‘truth.’


  ‘Human, this isn’t Taren’s arrangement. It is Dominion’s and my arrangement. Don’t listen to the voice of the corrupted one.’ This statement suggested that War God Zeratul’s claims might be false. Grid’s entire body got goosebumps.


  -Thank you again for fighting for the peace of humanity.


  Goddess Rebecca’s voice was so warm that it felt creepy, yet Grid was blank-faced and didn’t show any response.


  [The goddess of light, Rebecca, is awaiting your response.]


  This notification window floated in front of Grid, forcing him to answer. Grid answered hurriedly, “I just did what I had to.”


  He thought that the gods weren’t evil or part of the system. They were just NPCs with individual personalities.


  ‘Why does it matter?’


  They were beings who stayed in the distant sky and were strong allies who gave humans the power to fight against the great demons. Yes, there was no problem. He was just one player, and he didn’t need to worry about them.


  ‘Just...’


  It was worrisome that the seven malignant saints might not be evil, unlike what had been known in the past. A group of bright lights enveloped Grid’s body while he frowned.


  -I will give a gift to the hero who fought hard.


  [Rebecca the goddess of light has given you a blessing.]


  [The goddess of light, Rebecca, respects you for overcoming the temptation of the seven malignant saints’ offer to strengthen the power of God’s Command.]


  [‘Skill Enhancement’ has been acquired as compensation.]


  [Skill Enhancement]


  [You can strengthen one skill that you possess.


  The power of the skill will rise.


  However, this only applies to class-specific skills.]


  Class-specific skills—in Grid’s case, it meant Pagma’s Swordsmanship and his various blacksmithing techniques. He didn’t know how the enhancement would be applied, but this was a terrible reward for Grid who wanted an entirely new skill. Grid didn’t know about the five fusion skill that Hell Grid used, but he was expecting at least a four fusion skill. Would it just end with the enhancement?


  -Full blessings for your heroic future.


  It seemed to be the farewell. The goddess’s voice became more and more distant. Grid shouted urgently, “Excuse me! Goddess!”


  A conversation meant that flexibility was possible!


  -What is going on?


  As expected, Goddess Rebecca stopped leaving and listened to Grid. Grid spoke in a blunt manner, “Help me fuse more sword skills together!”


  A god was truly a god. Goddess Rebecca immediately understood Grid’s meaning and laughed, -Huhut.


  Considering her high affinity with Grid, she gave him a very valuable hint, -That is something only you can pioneer now. Isn’t this blessing also supported by War God Zeratul?


  “...?”


  -It means this blessing is more valuable than previous blessings.


  Goddess Rebecca didn’t say anything else. The warm lights that made Irene and Lord smile in their sleep disappeared like they were lies. Then she was gone. Grid was left alone and brought up the list of skills which could be strengthened with Skill Enhancement. All of Pagma’s Swordsmanship and the various blacksmithing skills were stated on the ‘Skills that Can Be Enhanced’ list.


  ‘I can build fusion skills by myself... What is the method?’


  Grid confirmed what the effect would be if he enhanced a single sword dance technique. The first one he checked was Link and the result was amazing.


  [Genuine - Link]


  [Regardless of attack speed, the number of strikes dealt by Link will be fixed at 40 times per second. The damage is equal to 200% of your attack power.


  Link can be connected to another sword dance.


  * The enhanced skill is fixed at master level.]


  “Ah...” Grid’s face brightened. When he saw this, he no longer regretted missing out on the enhanced God’s Command.




  Chapter 876


  Good thing about this is that it gets me a little bit further away from the author, thus, there is no point in a mass release once OG comes back up. In addition, keeping the current schedule of 7 chapters a week will end it on a terrible cliffhanger. Thus, I will be doing six chapters this week and six chapters next week. 


  For those reading who still insist on reading older chapters, please don't read on aggregate/pirate sites. I would prefer you make your own pdf/epub during the two weeks you are given and read it privately, though not spreading them around.


  ‘Isn’t this a scam?’


  40 hits dealing 200% attack power per second...? If he hit a target with all 40 attacks, he would cause 8000% damage in just one second.


  ‘Of course, if the target isn’t a fool, they will try to dodge or block...’


  Grid had the Enlightenment Sword. He might encounter a great player who would dodge more than half of the 40 strikes, but the black flames or red lightning bolts meant he could expect more than 8000% attack power.


  ‘Who could handle this?’


  Except for boss monsters, wouldn’t Grid be able to deal with almost all his enemies in one blow? In particular, players with relatively low health in comparison to monsters wouldn’t be able to afford this attack power.


  ‘It is possible to beat them in one blow.’


  If Grid took into account that Link had the shortest cooldown of one minute among Pagma’s Swordsmanship, it was unquestionably an invincible skill. It was the strongest skill that would kill an enemy in front of him with every minute!


  ‘If I connect it with other sword dances immediately afterward...’


  It was possible to use all types of two fusion skills by connecting Link -> a single swordsmanship. Then it would eventually be possible to use a five fusion swordsmanship. He was looking forward to the firepower comparable to the Hell Grid who overwhelmed Yura.


  ‘...A god is a god for a reason.’ Grid was thrilled by Goddess Rebecca’s blessing. It was difficult to imagine how much stronger he would become in the future. However, this joy was short-lived. Grid was disappointed when he confirmed the cooldown time of Genuine Link.


  ‘The cooldown time is 30 minutes?’


  Did he see that wrongly?


  “No, it is right?”


  ‘Dammit!’


  How strong was the skill? Could it really be called an upgraded version if the skill with a cooldown of one minute was changed to 30 minutes?


  ‘This can’t be.’


  The biggest advantage of Link was its ability to unleash the black flames through the multiple hits. If Grid was lucky, he would be able to hit the target every minute. There was no big advantage in a skill that had its cooldown increased to 30 minutes. Then Grid determined the changes that would occur with Wave and Restraint. Wave would become stronger, and Restraint would completely ignore all status resistances. However, the cooldown of these two skills would also change to 30 minutes.


  “Hah...?”


  What about Transcend, Kill, and Revolve?


  “The strength increases but...”


  Grid’s expression became worse with every skill. The other sword skills also had a fixed cooldown of 30 minutes. Grid eventually couldn’t bear it anymore and jumped up. His wife and son were sleeping, so he let out the curses that had built up inside him, “Damn!! %!*$!!”


  “...!?” The knights guarding the door were disconcerted by Grid’s sudden cursing. In particular, Coke was extremely shocked. Then when Grid discovered the knights belatedly, he coughed. “You have suffered a lot.”


  “It isn’t a bother. I am delighted and honored to be in charge of Your Majesty’s defense."


  “...” Grid was amused by Coke’s vigorous attitude. He had no idea of Coke’s saga though. Was it because Irene and Lord had complimented him before...?


  “...Thank you.” In the silent corridor, Grid bowed deeply to Coke.


  “Y-Your Majesty?” The best person in the world was bowing to him? The confused Coke didn’t know what to do. Grid kept bowing and said, “I’m really grateful that talented people like you have entered the Overgeared Kingdom and that you sacrificed yourself to protect Irene and Lord."


  Grid had heard that Coke was the pinnacle of the second generation 10 Rookies. He knew that there were many options for a talent like Coke. Coke wasn’t a person who chose the Overgeared Kingdom for the mass-produced Grid set, so he must’ve moved to the Overgeared Kingdom because he envied the Overgeared members. The way he protected Irene and Lord with everything he had shown he wasn’t aiming for quest rewards. He had sincerely tried to protect Irene and Lord and was then chosen as Lord’s knight as a result. Grid raised his head and caught Coke’s hand. A big, rough hand wrapped around the knight’s hand.


  “I will surely repay you. So, going forward, continue to look after my son.” 


  Grid never dreamt that Lord’s first knight would be a player. Players were much more fluid than NPCs and there were many variables. This meant Grid had to put in a big effort to maintain Coke’s loyalty.


  ‘Please continue to protect Lord,’ Grid sent him this message through warm eyes.


  “I don’t want a reward,” Coke said with red eyes. “I feel pride and joy every time I see you play an active role in the National Competition or achieve new feats. That alone is enough.”


  Coke was a Korean like Grid. He felt genuinely pleased every time Grid elevated their country’s status. His heart heated up, and he had a passion to be like Grid one day. Grid was a great help to Coke just by being present. This was the power of an ‘idol.’ Just as many young people cheered on their athletes during the Olympics and World Cup, Coke dreamed while watching Grid. It was a great joy and honor for him just being able to talk to Grid.


  “Ah...” A smile crossed Grid’s face as he read the emotion in Coke’s eyes. He realized that he was the idol of the young man before him. A wind blowing through the half-open window ruffled Grid’s hair. There were many emotions filling the eyes which were covered by the fluttering hair.


  ‘The talents I never would’ve dared to be envious of now think of me as their idol…’


  Grid was happy and proud. A feeling of additional pressure accompanied the pleasant emotions. The burden stemmed from a sense of responsibility toward those who worshipped him.


  ‘If I shame them or let them down...’ Grid cleared his throat several times.


  It was shameful that his double nature was exposed a moment ago. Coke noticed his embarrassment and grinned. “Two years have passed since I first saw Your Majesty.”


  It had been when Coke was living in the fortified city of Patrian. After meeting Grid and Piaro, he had steadily gotten to know Grid’s personality through various media like the TV and the Internet.


  “I’m already familiar with your personality.” Yes, Coke knew about Grid and understood. “I know this but I still admire you.”


  “...”


  “Please relax and act comfortably. I will never be disappointed in you.” Coke gazed at Grid with firm eyes!


  As he realized Coke’s unwavering heart, Grid trembled. He hadn’t experienced it until now. It turned out that there were many people like Coke who admired him in the world. However, it would take them a lot of time to reach Grid’s side and stand out. Why? It was because Grid was the sky above the sky. It wasn’t easy for newly emerging talents to reach the high Grid.


  -Grid. The thrilled Grid received someone’s whisper. It was from Pope Damian. -If you aren’t busy, can you give me a moment?


  Had something happened? Anyway, it was fine.


  -Yes.


  Grid moved to the gardens of the Vatican. As Grid left, Coke bowed and maintained his position. Coke had defended Irene and Lord and gained the title of Protector. He was becoming stronger just staying by his master’s side.


  ***


  “Damian, there is something I want to ask you,” Grid said as he found Damian waiting in the gardens. Rebecca, the goddess of light, might be an NPC and not unconditionally good, unlike what people perceived. What did Grid think about this? It was a heavy and complex subject. In any case, the gods were too far away and Grid had other things in front of him.


  “Did you receive the goddess’ blessing as a quest reward?”


  “Yes, I was blessed with this quest reward.”


  “Ah, is that so? I’m glad. Did you receive a blessing called Skill Enhancement?”


  “Skill Enhancement...? No, nothing like that. I receive a new skill every time I get a blessing. I never got a chance to enhance my skills. Why are you asking?”


  “Why...” Grid started to explain to the interested Damian. Damian was a trustworthy person on the level of the Overgeared members, so Grid confessed everything he knew. “That is the conclusion.” 


  Damian listened to Grid’s complaints and summarized the situation, “You’re saying that the cooldown time of the enhanced skill is fixed at 30 minutes?”


  “That’s right. Can this really be called enhancement? Does it matter if the power increased if I can’t use it often?”


  “Certainly. It is fair to call it a type of buff.”


  “Yes. How is this a blessing? Isn’t this too much?”


  To think that the reward of a god was this stingy...? Damian spoke cautiously to the grim Grid, “What about skills with a cooldown of over 30 minutes?”


  “Huh?”


  “For example, will a skill with a cooldown of one hour change to 30 minutes if it is enhanced? If so, wouldn’t it be considered enhanced?”


  “Ah...?”


  ‘Perhaps?’


  Surprised, Grid thought about Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle. This was the strongest skill that Grid had with a cooldown of two hours. It was an ultimate skill that could only be used once in battle as long as God’s Command didn’t activate. What if he enhanced this skill? Grid didn’t delay. He opened the list of skills that could be enhanced and looked at Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.


  [Genuine - Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle]


  [Four types of sword techniques are connected.


  2,000% of your attack power will be dealt to the target due to Linked Kill.


  If the target is hit at least twice, the damage of Linked Kill will increase by 300%, and Wave will be summoned.


  Wave will affect any enemy within a range of five meters. It will deal 750% of your attack power, and all targets hit will have all speeds decreased by 80% for 30 seconds. Additionally, there will be definite damage from the Pinnacle that follows.


  Pinnacle ignores 88% of the target’s defense and deals 2,300% of your attack power as physical damage.


  You can connect another sword technique immediately after Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.


  * This skill doesn’t share a cooldown with Link, Kill, Wave, Pinnacle, and Linked Kill.


  * The enhanced skill is fixed at master level. 


  Skill Mana Consumption: Half of the maximum mana.


  Skill Cooldown Time: 30 minutes.]


  ‘This is great!’ Grid’s body shook as he confirmed the information of Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle. Damian noticed that things had worked out and smiled. A fusion skill consisting of five sword dances? How funny. Grid was looking forward to fusing six sword dances.
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  ‘I can use Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle more often!’


  Then perhaps Grid could link up to six sword techniques!


  ‘Will a completely new sword technique like Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle be born?’


  If he used Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle and another skill in sequence, perhaps a new skill called Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle could be expressed as a true fusion skill.


  “Umm.” Yet Grid felt uncomfortable.


  After all, didn’t the four fusion sword dance show a power that caused a backlash among the gods? Additionally, the five fusion sword dance had caused Yura to die in one blow. So, it was obvious that the six fusion sword dance would obviously show off an extreme power.


  It was at this point that Grid had a question. Would the system even recognize a six sword fusion sword dance? Would the S.A Group allow the six fusion sword dance to exist at all due to wanting to maintain the balance?


  ‘How uncomfortable.’


  Grid reminded himself that it was rare for expectations to become reality. That’s right. Most of the benefits Grid had gotten so far had been products of ‘chance.’ It was rare for him to gain things intentionally. Nonetheless, these chances were the result of effort, of course.


  ‘...No, let’s not worry too much. I don’t even know if a six fusion sword dance exists.’ 


  A five fusion sword dance certainly existed. The clone had proved its existence.


  ‘I should be able to make a five fusion sword dance. Then I’ll be much stronger than I am now.’ 


  Furthermore, there was the extremely tempting performance of the enhanced Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle. In particular, the cooldown time going from three hours to 30 minutes was a big attraction.


  ‘Honestly, a cooldown time of three hours is too long.’


  Even if he wanted to keep it as a trump card, he couldn’t use it at the usual hunting grounds. How could it be an ultimate skill with a cooldown time of three hours? What ultimate technique had the penalty of such a long cooldown time?


  ‘The cooldown time for an attack skill should be shorter.’


  It was truly right to enhance Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle. Grid made a decision only to suddenly feel doubtful.


  ‘No, do I need to use it on an attack skill?’


  Pagma’s Descendant was a blacksmith, so enhancing the blacksmithing side could be better. 


  ‘Who knows? Perhaps the probability of making myth rated items will rise?’


  The greatest strength of Pagma’s Descendant was that he could wear all items! Grid imagined himself wearing all myth rated items.


  ‘What if I had a helmet, armor, shoes, gloves, a cloak, and a crown like the Enlightenment Sword?’


  Wouldn’t he be much stronger even without the five fusion skill?


  ‘Overgeared...’


  Yes, the core of a game was items. A skill? In the end, it was below items. The stronger the items, the stronger the skill. The stronger the item, the less damage he received when he was hit by a skill! Grid thought about it and confirmed what would happen if he enhanced the Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill.


  [Genuine - (Seeing the Gods’ Techniques) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill Lv. 8]


  [The production button is now enabled. and the time it takes to make an item has been greatly reduced.


  A minimum of epic rated items will be produced. There is a somewhat high probability of producing unique rated items. There is a certain probability of producing legendary rated items. If certain conditions are met, there is a rare probability of making a myth reproduction or myth rated item.


  * All stats of a production item will increase by 30%.


  * When myth rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +20 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +1,000.


  * Something special will occur with every three myth rated items created. (Currently 2/3)


  * The enhanced skill is fixed at master level.] 


  “Hah?” Grid was speechless. The production button was activated! Like ordinary blacksmiths, he would be able to create items automatically and the time it took to make items was significantly reduced. The items he created would have a minimum of an ‘epic’ rating! It meant he didn’t have to worry about normal or rare rated items appearing in the future!


  ‘The probability of making unique, legendary, and myth rated items also increased!’


  This wasn’t the end though. Originally, the stats of any items Grid produced would increase by 21%. That alone was tremendous. If a normal longsword dealt 100 damage, the longsword produced by Grid would deal 21 more damage, meaning it could be treated as a higher-rated item. Now, the enhancement blacksmithing skill would increase the stats of all items Grid made by 30%. If he produced a weapon with 2,000 attack power, he would get an additional 600 attack power.


  ‘Furthermore, every time I make a myth rated item, all stats will increase by 20 instead of 10...!’


  Grid’s eyes shook as he gulped. Should he enhance Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle or blacksmithing? It wasn’t easy to decide.


  ‘Maybe I don’t need to consider this so seriously...’


  Through this incident, Grid once again realized that there was a clear limit to the power of an individual. What could he do by becoming stronger alone? Ultimately he was only one body. He wasn’t Hong Gildong, and he couldn’t save everyone. Enhancing the blacksmithing skill and using it to strengthen his colleagues and subordinates would be a much greater help in the future.


  ‘It is certain. There are many advantages to enhancing blacksmithing.’


  Moreover, enhancing the blacksmithing skill didn’t mean that Grid himself would weaken. Grid would also become stronger if his items were enhanced.


  ‘There just isn’t as dramatic an increase in strength compared to enhancing the sword dance. It also requires a considerable amount of time and luck...’


  Grid frowned as he stood at the crossroads of choice. His face would never be extremely handsome due to his high nose and angular jaw, but lately, he was looking more mature than he should at his age. The greater his strength and the higher his position, the more things he needed to protect and worry about.


  “Ah, I’m sorry. Why did you ask to meet me?”


  How much time had passed by? Grid had been thinking for a long time when he was reminded of Damian beside him. Damian watched Grid with an awkward smile and bowed his head. “First, I want to say thank you.”


  Without Grid’s help, Damian wouldn’t have been able to clear the Vatican quest so smoothly. He guessed that it was a quest that could surely be cleared even without Grid, but he was grateful for Grid's help in making Irene and Lord safe. Irene and Lord would’ve been in danger if Grid hadn’t come. Damian didn’t want to think about it. Irene’s and Lord’s death would have a huge negative effect on Grid. He wondered how Satisfy would be ruined by Grid’s rampage if they had died.


  Moreover, how sad would Damian be at the death of his cute and loving student, Lord? Damian’s chest throbbed just thinking about it. Then he said, “I actually have a problem.”


  “A problem?”


  What problem was there when all the Yatan members had been killed or captured? Damian handed a shining sword over to Grid. It was a sword covered in a gold color—the first holy sword.


  “Ah…!” Grid couldn’t help exclaiming. Amazingly, he couldn’t tell what the holy sword was made of even with Pagma’s knowledge. It wasn’t gold, adamantium, or even pavranium. If he looked closely, it seemed like glass, and there was a clear sound when he hit it. It felt like a metal that could break easily, but Grid had witnessed the power of the sword firsthand. He already knew that this unknown golden substance was hard and sharp, unlike the surface features.


  “What’s wrong with it? Ah!” Grid belatedly noticed the problem. There were small grey spots all over the holy sword. He rubbed the surface of the grey spots and found a rough surface. It was stone—a sign of petrification.


  Damian explained, “The curse of the original sin is affecting the sword again. If this continues, the holy sword will be sealed in the Stone of Original Sin and the divine power will be lost.”


  “What is the Stone of Original Sin?”


  “It is said to be the curse of the seven malignant saints who tried to bring the gods down to Earth and become new gods. The curse has the ability to neutralize ‘all types of divine power.’ It is a corrupted power that denies the gods.”


  “Hrmm.”


  Was it really appropriate to call it a corrupted power? Grid was already suspicious of the relationship between the gods and the seven malignant saints, so he couldn’t accept it easily. However, he didn’t express this. Pope Damian had absolute trust in Goddess Rebecca. Grid didn’t want to question him in front of Goddess Rebecca and cause doubts or confusion.


  ‘I don’t have any certainty yet. Now isn’t the time.’


  Damian had the position of pope, and Grid was the one who cast him in this role. He couldn’t create any confusion without clear evidence. Grid barely held back the doubting words that rose in his throat. Then Damian said, “I received a divine message from the goddess.”


  “...?”


  Damian handed the sword to Grid. “Please make the first holy sword complete.”


  Ttiring~


  [The new quest ‘Cleanse the First Holy Sword’ has been created.]


  [Cleanse the First Holy Sword]


  [Difficulty: Class quest.


  Your blacksmithing skills have already reached the level of a god.


  Prove it to the gods!


  Your blacksmithing skills are now comparable to Pagma!


  Completely cleanse the First Holy Sword and escape from his shadow!


  Quest Clear Conditions: Cleanse the First Holy Sword


  Quest Clear Reward: Unlock a new Pagma story and a new Pagma’s Swordsmanship technique. The goddess’ blessing.]


  “...!?” Grid’s breathing was blocked suddenly. What was this new class quest? This was a chance to learn a new Pagma story and get a new swordsmanship technique! It had been a few years since he had gotten a new sword dance.


  Duguen! Duguen! Duguen!


  Grid’s eyes shone like lanterns, and his heart beat faster. He was very excited about the goddess’ blessing on the rewards list.


  ‘I might be able to enhance both Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle and blacksmithing!’


  ***


  (“Is the light so bright that you have to close your eyes? A half-god isn’t any better than a blind man.”


  A bitter smile spread on the face of the mocking Clown King. The Clown King sympathized with the seven good people.)


  “...” The young man was calm as he stared at the writing on the slab.


  However, the middle-aged man standing by his side was extremely confused. “C-Clown? Seven good people? What type of sophistry was this? Yes, it’s clearly just manipulation! It is a wicked trick of the seven malignant people to get between future generations and the gods!”


  Kusar was a pilgrim who traveled all over the continent to understand the true nature of the gods. The writing on the slab was completely different from what he knew about the story of the Clown King and the seven malignant people. This slab was definitely wrong. It was a big problem since the person who wrote about the time of the Clown King marked the seven malignant saints as good people.


  “Put that stone slab down! The great demon is laughing at us while hiding somewhere!” Kusar fiercely denied it and turned away from the stone.


  ‘...This is it.’ The black-haired Kraugel gazed at the slab without being disturbed by the truth. He sensed it. ‘Grid, Haster, Agnus... and me... Sooner or later, everyone will be together in one place.’


  Some people would try to do good while others would remain evil.


  “...” The illusion of a wing flickering back and forth between white and black appeared on Kraugel’s back.


  Grid, Agnus, and Haster had all succeeded in acquiring one of the seven malignant saints’ skills. The freaked out Kusar exclaimed, “You are a great demon...!!”


  “No, we don’t know that yet.”
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  ‘How do I cleanse it?’


  Grid felt troubled as he held the holy sword, but he showed no signs of great anxiety. He believed he would naturally figure out the method to cleanse it during the process of doing the quest.


  ‘It is likely done by using the Goddess’ Tears.’


  Just like the Yatan Church had the Yatan Essence, the Rebecca Church had the Goddess’ Tears. If the Yatan Essence was a universal poison, then the Goddess’ Tears was a powerful remedy. Grid had experience with the Goddess’ Tears and was confident that he could use them properly. The difficulty of this quest wouldn’t be high.


  ‘It isn’t arrogance.’


  The class quests of Pagma’s Descendant had something in common every time. The process of acquiring a class quest was very difficult, but the difficulty of the class quest itself wasn’t very high. Grid had on a bright expression as he was reminded of the previous class quests.


  “Okay. I’ll start right now.”


  He would surely cleanse the holy sword. The new sword dance and goddess’ blessing alleviated some of his regret about missing out on being a half-god. Despite this, Damian poured cold water on the motivated Grid. No, he calmed Grid down. He said, “Not today.”


  “Why?”


  “The royal families of different countries are still staying in the Vatican. They will leave tomorrow afternoon, so you can start then.”


  “Hrmm.”


  It was a good suggestion. Grid’s main job was to be a blacksmith, so he would naturally proceed with the cleansing in a smithy. What if the sound of hammering started coming from the Vatican’s smithy? Someone would certainly be interested, and rumors that the Overgeared King was working there would spread to all parties present. 


  ‘I can’t show future enemies what I’m working on...’


  After all, Grid wouldn’t be paying attention to his surroundings and might expose something. It would be troublesome in many ways.


  “That would be good.” Grid nodded and checked how long he had been connected. He received the notification that he had been logged in for 14 hours today.


  ‘It is better to rest.’


  It was the right time to control his daily connection limit and take care of various physiological needs. Grid decided to log out until Irene and Lord woke up. Then he shifted his gaze to the moonlight, and someone was revealed to be present in an area where the moonlight didn’t hit.It was Mercedes. She had only been able to run toward Grid once Aliburn died and the barrier was lifted. Since then, Mercedes had been guarding Grid for several hours already.


  “I will be taking a break. Look after the queen and prince while I am going.”


  “Yes,” Mercedes responded with no unnecessary remarks.


  “...”


  Pope Damian was enraptured by the sight of Mercedes. Her white hair and pale skin in the moonlight were enough to make her seem like a translucent beauty. She was reminiscent of a ‘yukionna’ who appeared in Japanese legends. Mercedes had a cool and unrealistic type of beauty.


  “She is a person, right?” Damian asked with a bemused face.


  “Don’t get distracted. Don’t you have Isabel?” Grid scolded him.


  Damian waved his hand. “Of course. I am purely impressed by her beauty. I’ve got no dark thoughts. It’s just...”


  “Just what?”


  “...I am worried that you will get more anti-fans.”


  “Why?”


  “No, it is just all the women around you...”


  There were Yura and Jishuka in real life, his wife Irene, and now Mercedes. Why were there only beautiful women beside Grid? Even Damian, an ardent fan of Grid, was a bit jealous. For those who disliked or felt antipathy toward Grid, they might feel an anger beyond jealousy.


  Grid understood the meaning and sighed. ‘Why would they be jealous of me?’


  In any case, he was single in real life. Grid didn’t want to talk about it. He was ashamed about never having been in a relationship despite being almost 30.


  *** 


  It was noon. Pope Damian arranged a meal for all the VIPs who would’ve been tired last night.


  Mercedes accompanied Queen Irene and Prince Lord to the dining room.


  “I heard that you were deprived of your knight’s qualification by His Majesty the Emperor, but I didn’t realize we would be reunited in this form.” The 2nd imperial prince Dulandal appeared and blocked the Overgeared party. He was very interested in Mercedes.


  “It is good to see you, Your Highness.”


  “You are more beautiful than yesterday,” Dulandal responded to Irene’s greeting before turning back to Mercedes again. “The strength that you practiced to defend the imperial family... The strength that you gained from being loyal to the imperial family, it’s now being used for the sake of another royal family? It is a contradictory result. This is absurd.”


  “...” Mercedes didn’t refute any of Dulandal’s sarcastic words. She understood Dulandal’s anger. The reason why she was strong was due to the support of the imperial family, not just her innate talents. Despite her having already paid them back with her merits, Mercedes was obviously a traitor from Dulandal’s point of view. The dog they’d raised with great care was now guarding another house.


  “His Majesty mercifully gave you freedom. Still, if you have any loyalty or conscience left, shouldn’t you have stayed deep in the mountains? A woman who immediately wags her tail for another owner has no principles.”


  The atmosphere was getting worse. Dulandal was clearly showing an example. This mocking in front of Queen Irene and Prince Lord was nothing less than mocking the Overgeared Kingdom itself. In the end, Chucksley couldn’t stand it and stepped forward. Yet before Chucksley could speak, a red knight came forward. “It is a luxury to even pay attention to an ungrateful person who has forgotten the virtues of the imperial family.” 


  The 9th knight, Susan, was newly appointed by the emperor, who lost his prejudices against the Red Knights after so many knights died and Mercedes left the empire. Her appearance startled Mercedes because Susan was Mercedes’ cousin. It was rumored that she was a genius, but she had only just come of age. So how did she end up guarding the imperial prince?


  ‘What happened in just a few months?’


  As he read the questions in Mercedes’ eyes, Prince Dulandal smiled coldly. “His Majesty, who couldn’t believe in the Red Knights after Piaro’s betrayal, has started to use the Red Knights again.”


  “...”


  The imperial prince knew that Piaro hadn’t betrayed them and that it had actually been the plot of Great Demon Astaroth. The emperor had shed tears of remorse after finding out the truth.


  ‘...Prince Dulandal still hasn’t received the emperor’s confidence.’ 


  He was lacking in every aspect compared to the 1st prince and 4th prince. It was rumored that the emperor’s evaluation of 2nd Prince Dulandal was ruthless and cold. Yet Dulandal was now talking proudly. “His Majesty has decided to reorganize the Red Knights into the strongest knights division on the continent, and the grandmaster is actively cooperating. It is completely different from the previous generation of Red Knights and your generation. Their loyalty and force will be better.”


  ‘Grandmaster...!’ Mercedes’ eyes widened.


  Grandmaster Zikfrector—according to one theory, he was a strange character that existed in the history of the empire 100 years ago. He was a mysterious person who mastered swordsmanship, magic, and summoning, and he was an opponent that Juander feared. It was rumored that even the emperor couldn’t control him...


  ‘He will cooperate directly with training the Red Knights?’ A chill went down Mercedes’ spine. She thought of Zikfrector’s eyes which always seemed to dissect her. 


  “...” Mercedes’ trembling eyes looked at her cousin Susan. Was Susan able to become a Red Knight at this age because she had some relationship with the grandmaster? Mercedes was concerned. In spite of this, Susan, a beautiful woman who resembled Mercedes, smiled. “The grandmaster told me something.”


  “...?”


  “I will receive a mission as soon as the truce with the Overgeared Kingdom ends. It is to seize the loot from the Astaroth raid from you. I’m looking forward to going against the genius.”


  “...!!” Mercedes and the members of the Overgeared Kingdom were shocked. They didn’t know exactly what was meant by Astaroth’s loot, but Susan’s statement was clear. The empire would become hostile to the Overgeared Kingdom as soon as the truce was over. Of course, they had been prepared, but...


  ‘Daring to say this in front of the queen and the prince!’


  Chucksley and the young knights of the Overgeared Kingdom could no longer overlook the behavior of the imperial prince and the Red Knights. In particular, Coke was furious. He couldn’t forgive their behavior of despising the kingdom that Grid had built. Susan read Coke’s killing intent and scoffed, “A nobody.”


  Coke’s face turned red.


  “It is up to here.” A black-haired man with fierce eyes appeared. It was Grid. He came toward the group and first kissed Irene and Lord on the cheek, without giving even a nod toward Prince Dulandal. Grid was clearly ignoring Dulandal and the Red Knights, causing them to frown. Then Grid bared his white teeth. “I am looking forward to the expression you will show me when the truce is over.”


  “This rudeness!”


  “Who are you? Talking like this to the great bloodline that has reigned for hundreds of years!”


  The Red Knights immediately became furious while Dulandal remained silent. The imperial prince was interested. He wanted to see how high the great Hero King evaluated himself.


  ‘I can’t deny that he was great when fighting against the Yatan Servants. He is no less than Mercedes. As expected from someone who set up a new kingdom through force alone.’


  However, what could he do alone? If the prince compared the power of the Overgeared Kingdom and the empire, only a few people in the Overgeared Kingdom had a strength great enough to resist the empire. The empire’s overall power was completely dominating. How could the Overgeared King go against the empire that dominated the continent? Didn’t he have the power of an individual at best? If so...


  ‘He is a flying bird who can’t grasp his enemy. Unlike His Majesty’s concern, the Overgeared King isn’t someone to be wary of.’


  He was an inconsequential opponent who could be easily trampled on.


  Then Grid said ridiculous words to Prince Dulandal, “The new Red Knights? This young knight will shatter all of them alone.”


  “...?” The prince and Red Knights were stunned. Grid was pointing to Coke who had just been called a nobody by Susan.


  “Hah?” Susan was dumbfounded by the absurd words. Her reaction was natural. After all, Coke’s level was lower than everyone else, and it was impossible for the NPCs not to know this. During the Yatan fight, Coke had been weaker than the young prince, yet he was going to beat all the Red Knights?


  ‘Why is he saying nonsense like this?’


  Dulandal and the Red Knights had serious doubts.


  “I’m looking forward to it. On the day that the truce ends and the empire aims a sword at us, my words will become reality.”


  Making the weak stronger—that was the power of items. Grid, who intended to use the goddess’ blessing to enhance the Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill, whispered to Coke, “Don’t be scared. There is still plenty of time. I will show you what it really means to be overgeared.”


  The Saharan Empire was a huge nation. One city in the empire was equal to the full size of the Overgeared Kingdom. It was impossible to control all the people with the imperial family alone. Yes, Grid had already been preparing. He thought that the empire would threaten them when the truce ended or even before the truce ended, regardless of the emperor’s will. Grid needed to train talents to prepare for that time.


  ‘After clearing this quest, I will show a true overgeared army.’


  ‘The target is too high. His Majesty is making a mistake.’ 


  While Grid and Dulandal were having a staring contest, someone was feeling tense. Coke felt like he was sitting on a thorny cushion.
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  Coke felt like he was sitting on a thorny cushion.


  ‘Am I misunderstanding something?’


  On the day that the truce ended, this young knight would knock down all the Red Knights of the empire, and the young knight that Grid was pointing to was Coke. Coke had the lowest level among the people gathered here, so it was ridiculous.


  ‘Is he pointing at Royman instead of me? Yes, I misunderstood!’ Coke didn’t accept reality and looked at Royman on his left.


  Yet, Royman was staring at Coke. The same was true for the other knights behind her. Everyone was looking at Coke.


  ‘No, it’s right?’ Coke’s panicked eyes shook. ‘I’m going to destroy the Red Knights?’


  How...? What was this?


  ‘Ah...!’ It was naive of him to take this practical joke seriously. Grid lay a hand on the confused Coke’s shoulders just as he was thinking this was a joke. “Don’t be scared. There is still plenty of time. I will show you what it really means to be overgeared.”


  “...”


  Grid was serious. Coke was able to realize it since he had been steadfastly watching Grid as his fan. A fierce will shone in Grid’s eyes. It was a willpower he showed every time he spoke true words.


  ‘Does he really think I can go against the Red Knights?’


  Coke was well aware of the power of the items that Grid showed but...


  As his thoughts became complicated, Coke gulped.


  He was happy that Grid trusted him, but he felt anxious that he couldn’t live up to Grid’s trust. Coke thought he was a failure before it even happened.


  “How interesting,” Dulandal’s derisive voice entered Coke’s ears. Dulandal was laughing at Grid’s bluff. “I didn’t think there would be a person who would act so vainly before me... Interesting. It’s really pleasant. Is your occupation actually a clown?”


  The prince’s mocking gaze moved from Grid to Coke. “The innocent lamb is already trembling with fear. Kukuk! Is this a cattle being taken to the slaughterhouse?”


  The imperial prince wasn’t wary of Coke at all, treating him as a total nobody.


  All the Red Knights were going to be defeated by this guy...? It was something that the imperial prince couldn’t imagine.


  “...” Coke stayed silent. 


  After all, the imperial prince’s assessment was accurate. Coke was the peak of the second generation rookies and a player with exceptional talent, but that was all. He wasn’t at a level comparable to the strongest Red Knights on the continent. In fact, weren’t the high rankers who started the game a year earlier than him afraid of the Red Knights?


  ‘I will only be able to defeat a Red Knight after a few years.’


  So, why did Grid trust him? Coke was full of doubts.


  “It might seem funny now, but won’t it be different once he is overgeared?” Grid maintained his confident answer.


  ‘Ah!’ Coke belatedly realized it wasn’t that Grid trusted Coke. It was that Grid trusted his items. ‘He has the confidence to create the best knight!’ 


  This was a confidence that only a legendary blacksmith could have! Duguen! Duguen! The anxiety dominating Coke’s mind was lifted, and expectations filled its place. Coke was curious. How much could he grow when armed with Grid’s items, and could he really defeat the Red Knights?


  “Overgeared...? You are talking nonsense. Well, this is just a conversation. Empty talk is a waste of time.” Prince Dulandal had an unpleasant expression on his face.


  Tsk! He clicked his tongue and warned as he turned his back to Grid’s party, “You better keep one thing in mind. Next time we meet and you omit honorifics, I will cut off your head immediately.”


  The blood of the imperial prince was great, and he should be respected by everyone on the continent as a king above kings. To Prince Dulandal, Grid’s rudeness was an unforgettable insult. However, the reason he hadn’t immediately cut off Grid’s head was due to the emperor’s truce. No matter what sin Grid committed, the prince couldn’t ignore the truce that the emperor created. It would be a rebellion against the emperor!


  ‘Hut... Today’s patience will flow to His Majesty, and my position will rise.’


  “Hrmm.” Dulandal evaluated his patience highly and left while smiling with satisfaction. Grid watched Dulandal’s back with a relaxed gaze. He was feeling relieved.


  ‘I thought an imperial prince would be a big shot, but he is ordinary.’


  The prince was a type of person that Grid had often met. Grid judged the prince as being strong enough to stimulate his fighting energy, but that was the only thing Grid had to be wary about. He didn’t have the daunting feeling that Grid had felt from the emperor.


  ‘He is lacking compared to his father. I hope the other imperial princes are the same…’ Grid prayed sincerely. 


  He was anxious that if the emperor’s successor showed excellent skills, it would become ever harder to cope with the empire.


  “Your Majesty...” Mercedes confirmed that the imperial prince had completely disappeared from view and began to speak. She was very worried. “I heard about Sir Coke’s actions last night. He is promising, but his talent isn’t fully proven. It is too early to declare that Coke will defeat the Overgeared Knights.”


  Of course, Mercedes knew what Grid was capable of. Considering the performance of the sword and armor that Grid had given her, there was room for the young knight to be stronger than she thought. However, the difference between the two couldn’t be easily overcome. The Red Knights were geniuses selected from among tens of thousands of nobles and were granted the swordsmanship that had dominated the continent for hundreds of years. They were also given the strength of the red energy, giving them the pride of the strongest. It might seem useless from Grid’s point of view, but Coke wasn’t Grid.


  ‘Furthermore, the new Red Knights will receive the great powers of the grandmaster.’


  Mercedes knew that Susan was very clever and that her confidence wasn’t unfounded.


  “Don’t worry too much. By the way, what is a grandmaster?”


  “...” Mercedes looked at Grid with a strange expression. He was a person who had used the power of an individual to build a new kingdom, become a hero, and gotten recognized by even the emperor. Grid was certainly great. That’s why Mercedes was even more worried. She wondered if Grid had lost touch with reality due to being carried away by his greatness. Mercedes failed to conceal the frosty shadow on her face as she replied, “The grandmaster is a great person who has mastered several martial arts, magic, and academics.”


  “He has mastered martial arts, magic, and academics?”


  Mercedes’ answer surprised Grid.


  ‘In the end, it means that he is good at everything? A jack of all trades?’ 


  A jack of all trades was familiar to Grid. It was because Grid was a typical jack of all trades himself. He knew blacksmithing, swordsmanship, magic, tailoring, and so on. Grid could do much more than a normal player.


  ‘However, the depth is shallow.’


  He was exceptional with blacksmithing, but what about swordsmanship, magic, and tailoring?


  ‘My swordsmanship can’t escape the limits of a sword dance, and I’m often caught by how long it takes to use.’


  Meanwhile, magic was difficult to use because of his low intelligence.


  ‘If I have to throw away the sword, I can arm myself with Belial’s Staff...’


  He was able to bring down so many mighty enemies was because he possessed a variety of items, titles, and fraudulent skills. Yet his tailoring was still at the intermediate level. Ultimately, he could never be afraid of a jack of all trades! This was Grid’s evaluation.


  ‘Like me, the grandmaster is outstanding in one field, but he isn’t an all-rounder like the world assumes.’


  “To be honest, I don’t use the word ‘mastered’ for nothing. The grandmaster is outstanding in all areas. You should never take him lightly,” Mercedes warned him.


  Grid frowned. “What exactly do you mean by outstanding in all areas? Can he use a sword better than a Sword Saint or use magic better than a great magician? And is he smarter than a sage?”


  “Yes.”


  “Eh?”


  “There is no Sword Saint or great magician in our time who can reach the feet of the grandmaster. Since the grandmaster can freely enter and leave the imperial library, he is likely to boast more knowledge than Sage Sticks.”


  “What...”


  It hadn’t been long since Kraugel became a Sword Saint. In particular, the limitations of a player meant he was weaker than the previous Sword Saint. The situation was similar for the great magicians. There were no legends among the current great magicians. It was understandable to some extent that the grandmaster was stronger than them. However, Grid couldn’t acknowledge that the grandmaster boasted more knowledge than Sage Sticks.


  Mercedes said, “If the grandmaster had been watching the events in the empire, I assure you that all of Great Demon Astaroth’s tricks would’ve been blocked in advance. Additionally, if the grandmaster had been in the imperial palace on the day Astaroth revealed his identity...”


  “If he had been there...?”


  “Astaroth would’ve disappeared as a handful of ashes before he could summon the Storm Demonic Energy Field.”


  It was due to their absolute trust in the grandmaster that the imperial princes weren’t afraid of great demons and legends. There had been a day when the Magic King said, “The Undefeated King was the only one who was able to fight the grandmaster. The moment the grandmaster reveals himself to the world and is stamped into history, a new legend will be born.”


  “...” Grid was silent for a long time after hearing Mercedes’ explanation. 


  Mercedes saw that Grid was finally alert. “You can’t make fun of the new Red Knights who are being trained by the grandmaster himself.”


  Grid was silent for a while before shrugging. “Mercedes, you are mistaken about one thing.”


  “I am mistaken?”


  “Yes. I’m not making fun of the Red Knights.” It was natural. The Red Knights had been raised by the legendary knight Mercedes, and now they were stronger than before. “I just want to say that my items are better.”


  “...?”


  “I’ve been waiting, Overgeared King.”


  As they were talking, the group arrived at the banquet hall. Grid followed the elders’ instructions and saw that in front of them was a table of delicacies across from the imperial prince. Prince Dulandal had a very unpleasant expression. He couldn’t understand the elders’ actions of treating Grid so well.


  ‘What am I? I am a blacksmith.’


  The various titles such as Hero King, Great Magician, and First King were all secondary. Grid hoped this boring lunch would end soon. He wanted to hold a hammer in his hand and cleanse the sword. That evening...


  “Are you ready?”


  “Yes.”


  All of the royalty, including the imperial prince, left the Vatican. Then Grid headed to a small smithy in a corner of the Vatican. The holy sword had lost more light compared to when Damian showed it this morning. The speed of the petrification brought on by the Stone of Original Sin was very fast.


  “Item Disassembly!”


  Grid had to first raise his understanding of the holy sword to 100%. Despite the holy sword breaking down in front of his eyes, Damian didn’t feel uneasy. He just believed in Grid!




  Chapter 880


  There was a concept of understanding items. He could get up to 100% understanding by observing, using, disassembling, and assembling an item. Once he succeeded in acquiring 100% understanding, he could gain the method to make the item.


  


  “Item Disassembly!”


  


  Grid intended to increase his understanding before cleansing the holy sword. The more he understood the holy sword, the easier the cleansing process would be.


  


  ‘It might not be possible to raise my understanding to 100%.’


  


  Why? Wasn’t this holy sword the symbol of Rebecca—the goddess of light—and the pride of the supreme religion on the continent? It was exceptional among myth rated items, so was it impossible to raise the understanding of this item with a human’s ability? No, all myth rated items were equally special. The performance might vary, but there was no arguing about the ‘meaning’ of a myth rated item. The reason why Grid thought it would be difficult to raise his understanding to 100% was that the holy sword was a quest item.


  


  [First Holy Sword that is Becoming Petrified]


  


  [Rating: Myth


  


  The first holy sword of humanity. It was sealed by the Stone of Original Sin, but Pagma’s Descendant—Grid—has temporarily unsealed it.


  


  It still isn’t completely free from the curse.


  


  The Stone of Original Sin is encroaching back on it.]


  


  At the time of the Crossroad of Good and Evil hidden quest, the name of the holy sword had still been Sword Stuck in the Stone. Information, such as details about the attack power, durability, and the options, hadn’t been shown at all. It had only been a brief description. When he saw Damian deal a serious injury to Aliburn in a single blow, Grid had gotten convinced that...


  


  ‘The holy sword is a quest item. It can’t be used as a normal item.’


  


  Quest items were items which didn’t have any special function apart from in special moments. After all, it didn’t make sense to mass-produce items made for specific quests.


  


  ‘In order to preserve its symbolic value, the system would prevent a 100% understanding.’


  


  However, it could go up to 99.9%. Grid couldn’t learn how to make the item, but he could fully grasp the item’s hidden functions and intentions.


  


  ‘Just this much will give me a glimpse of how to cleanse it.’


  


  First, he had to see how the curse had eroded the sword. As Grid judged this, he used the hammer in his hand.


  


  Ttang!


  


  Grid hit the church’s relic without hesitation! It was a sight that would make the thousands of members of the Rebecca Church furious. However, Pope Damian watched Grid silently.


  


  Ttang! Ttaaang! Ttatatang-! Ttaang-!


  


  It didn’t matter that Grid used various tools on the holy sword. Damian didn’t shake at all despite the sword being thrown into the furnace. He just watched as his trust in Grid was absolute. Ultimately, Damian had no choice but to trust Grid. After all, Grid had already demonstrated his power, having disassembled and assembled Lifael’s Spear dozens of times while saving Isabel!


  


  ‘By the way...’


  


  30 minutes must’ve passed. Damian gradually started to feel anxious as he watched Grid. When Grid placed the holy sword in the furnace, it maintained its full form instead of changing or breaking down.


  


  ‘Am I mistaken? Why does it seem like there is no progress?’


  


  It didn’t seem to be a mistake.


  


  ‘Is something wrong?’


  


  The anxiety that Damian felt was correct. 


  


  “Pant pant... Damn?” Grid was cursing as he hammered and used the bellows repeatedly. He was about to go crazy.


  


  [You have failed to find the melting point of the metal that makes up the target item.]


  


  [The smelting has failed.]


  


  [You can’t find the binding section of the target item.]


  


  [The disassembly has failed.]


  


  ‘Why isn’t my understanding rising?’


  


  It might be a myth rated item, but Grid thought that his understanding of the item would gradually rise while disassembling the item. However, the method of understanding the holy sword was unconventional. Despite Grid’s repeated attempted disassembly, his understanding was kept at 7%.


  


  ‘I’m not hoping for 100%... I just want 99.9% or a clue toward cleansing the sword.’


  


  No, there was nothing wrong with it.


  


  ‘Will it rise if I keep trying?’


  


  Grid’s greatest strength was his persistence. Instead of feeling frustrated or demotivated after seeing his low understanding, he just controlled his emotions and started the disassembly again.


  


  If he didn’t understand after disassembling it 10 times, then he would have to do it another 10 times. 


  


  If he didn’t understand after disassembling it 20 times, then he would have to do it another 20 times.


  


  If he didn’t understand after disassembling it 20 times, then he would have to do it another 30 times.


  


  If he didn’t understand after disassembling it 30 times, then he would have to do it another 40 times.


  


  Grid continued trying.


  


  “Pant pant! Pant! Keok!”


  


  Suddenly, something came to Grid’s mind. Blacksmithing was a heavy labor class that required high stamina, and he felt like he was on the verge of dying.


  


  ‘Will I meet Khan if I die?’


  


  “...id! Grid!”


  


  “...Heok!”


  


  Grid, whose tongue was hanging out like a dog, suddenly came to his senses. It was because a voice woke him up. He looked around and saw Damian right beside him with a worried expression. 


  


  “Shouldn’t you rest now?”


  


  “How long has it been?”


  


  Grid routinely took a few days to make one item. He must’ve spent one or two hours trying to improve his understanding of the item...


  


  “Huh?” Grid was looking at Damian when he became confused. The window behind Damian showed that it was currently the brightly lit daytime. “Have I been working all night?”


  


  “It is already past noon. You have been working for 15 hours.”


  


  “What?”


  


  Wasn’t it an hour or two at most? A chill went down Grid’s spine.


  


  ‘Did I enter a trance state?’


  


  It meant he had sufficient concentration. However, the efficiency was zero. His understanding gauge of the holy sword was still stuck at 7%.


  


  “What...” 


  


  Grid became desperate. This was the first time he had gotten a horrible result despite having entered the trance state.


  


  ‘Dammit!’ Grid glared at the holy sword that was set up on the anvil. He didn’t like that it maintained a perfect state in spite of all his troubles. Damian sighed. “There is a saying that the holy sword is made from minerals created by the blacksmith god Hexetia himself. It is in the realm of the gods, so this might be difficult for Grid.”


  


  “Hex what? Xe what?”


  


  Ttiring~


  


  [You have learned about the blacksmith god Hexetia.]


  


  [Intelligence has permanently increased by 10, and the experience of all blacksmithing skills has increased by 2%!]


  


  “...Eh?”


  


  The acquisition of new knowledge was sometimes a great power. This was why people tried to read as many books as possible in the libraries of each city and kingdom. Grid was confused when he got the bonus effect of hearing about the blacksmith god for the first time.


  


  [You have discovered the maker of the First Holy Sword that is Becoming Petrified.]


  


  [Your understanding of the First Holy Sword that is Becoming Petrified has increased by 5%!]


  


  [You have roughly identified the materials that make up the First Holy Sword that is Becoming Petrified.]


  


  [Your understanding of the First Holy Sword that is Becoming Petrified has increased by 7%!]


  


  These notification windows rose in succession.


  


  “...Ah,” Grid moaned. Was he happy? Not at all! Grid tried to suppress his soaring anger. He smiled awkwardly and asked Damian, “What exactly are the materials of the holy sword?”


  


  “I heard it is divine stone. As I mentioned earlier, this is a material created by the blacksmith god Hexetia himself.”


  


  Ttiring~


  


  [You have obtained information on new minerals!]


  


  [The base of your blacksmithing technology is expanding!]


  


  [You have discovered the material that makes up the First Holy Sword that is Becoming Petrified.]


  


  [Your understanding of the First Holy Sword that is Becoming Petrified has increased by 15%.]


  


  “...”


  


  This was akin to doing something embarrassing when lying down to sleep like kicking off the blanket. Grid had countless similar memories, and one of those memories was when he first received Pagma’s Swordsmanship. He had followed the movements of Pagma’s Swordsmanship which had been drawn on the wall mural...


  


  “Hah... XX!” He cursed properly for the first time in a while. Grid had forgotten the basics of a quest because the client was a player, not an NPC.


  


  ‘I forgot to get the minimum of information from the client...’


  


  He was embarrassed and angry about having lost time.


  


  ‘...No, it isn’t my fault. Shouldn’t Damian have come forward and explained when he noticed?’ Grid trembled.


  


  “Don’t be too sad. Sometimes things don’t work out. Why don’t you have a meal first and rest before working again?” Damian suggested with a smile. He didn’t notice that Grid was angry at him. “Ah~~ I’m hungry. What if my Isabel didn’t wait for me before eating?” Damian was about to leave the smithy with a wide smile.


  


  “Wait there.” Grid called out to him with an eerie expression as he stared at the innocent-looking Damian.


  


  “...?”


  


  “You will sit next to me and not go anywhere until my work is done. Don’t even think about eating.”


  


  “Hah?”


  


  “Sit down and cough up all the information you know.”


  


  “B-But...”


  


  “How can you eat in this situation?”


  


  “...?”


  


  Why was Grid suddenly mad at him? Damian thought it was strange at first, then he realized...


  


  ‘He isn’t angry! My thinking was too shallow!’


  


  The curse on the holy sword hadn’t been released yet, so how could the pope eat alone while an outside guest was struggling to solve the curse on the holy sword? The church members would be disappointed. They would whisper about how he chose to eat over tending to the holy sword. Damian would lose public sentiment, and his position would be lowered. He might even lose the pope’s position next year.


  


  ‘U-Unbelievable...’ 


  


  Damian’s eyes became teary. He felt a deep gratitude and respect toward Grid. “Once again, you are saving me and teaching me great lessons! Truly... You truly are God Grid-sama!!”


  


  “What? What are you saying?”


  


  “Your humility...! Kuock!! It is truly amazing!”


  


  “...”


  


  It was clear that there weren’t many normal people around Grid. Grid realized this once again as he threw the sword into the furnace. Then the smelting began. This time he wouldn’t fail.




  Chapter 881


  ‘It isn’t a dream?’


  


  There was a black round table with 10 chairs around it. As soon as Coke returned to Reinhardt, he was called in by Lauel and couldn’t contain his excitement.


  


  Demon Brain Lauel, Red Phoenix Godly Archer Jishuka, Lightning Flash Peak Sword, Cold-Blooded Prince Pon, Iron Fist of Justice Regas, and Bald Vantner—the people sitting down were the meritorious retainers of the Overgeared Kingdom. If one of them had been missing, the birth of the Overgeared Kingdom would be difficult. After Grid, they were the people that Coke respected and envied the most. Then who were the owners of the remaining four empty seats?


  


  ‘Is it Faker, Huroi, Katz, and Chris? No, Faker might’ve rejected a place due to his personality... Perhaps it is Euphemina?’


  


  Gulp!


  


  Coke’s eyes shone like lanterns. It was a dream come true for him to be facing the top rankers in each field and the people closest to Grid. So, he was naturally nervous.


  


  Clang!


  


  “Ah! I-I’m really sorry!”


  


  He eventually dropped the glass of water he was holding in his trembling hands and didn’t know what to do. While Coke was fussing over the broken glass, Regas smiled gently at him. “It’s okay. Don’t worry about it and sit down.” 


  


  Bald Vantner clicked his tongue. “Bah! This brat protected Queen Irene and Prince Lord? Isn’t the information wrong?”


  


  “...” Cold-Blooded Prince Pon just remained silent.


  


  “As expected from a Korean.” Peak Sword looked affectionately at Coke. It was like reuniting with a younger brother after a few years. “Puhahat! Coke! I have been watching you from the beginning! The DNA of the Koreans which has evolved due to blood, sweat, and tears is the best! Puhat! Puhahat!! Good! I like it! Sign up for the Korean Patriotic Association! The membership fee is only 800,000 won per year! It is an opportunity to be patriotic for only 800,000 won!”


  


  No, it was more like Peak Sword was looking at a pushover.


  


  “...” Coke was embarrassed and disappointed by Peak Sword’s attitude.


  


  “Everybody.”


  


  ‘Ah...!’


  


  It was the voice of Jishuka, one of the most beautiful women in South America. Jishuka’s voice was a beautiful voice that seemed to stimulate the listener’s senses and take away their soul. What was she going to say?


  


  Duguen! Duguen!


  


  Coke was anticipating Jishuka’s words only to become embarrassed.


  


  “Shut up.” The words that emerged from Jishuka’s lips were unexpectedly different from Coke’s expectations. “Aren’t you all going to shut up?”


  


  “U-Uh...” The noisy Vantner and Peak Sword immediately shut up like cats in front of a lion. Bald Vantner was considered the shield of the Overgeared Kingdom while Lightning Flash Peak Sword had beaten the Hero Kraugel in the National Competition. Yet right now, these people, who were big names in the world, couldn’t open their mouths before Jishuka.


  


  ‘She truly is the Red Phoenix Godly Archer!’ Coke was fascinated by Jishuka’s beauty only to come to his senses. He reminded himself that she was the godly archer who had annihilated thousands of enemies with one bow in the Eternal War! That’s right. The woman before him was the strongest in the Overgeared Guild that was swarming with monsters. It wasn’t right to simply evaluate her by her beauty. Coke unknowingly straightened his posture. 


  


  Once the atmosphere was calm, Jishuka spoke to Lauel, “Now, tell us.”


  


  Lauel—he was the demonic brain who had used all types of ploys and tricks to give the enemies despair and eventually make Grid king! He was currently taking care of the government affairs of the Overgeared Kingdom. Feeling tense, Coke gulped once again. Lauel showed a strange charisma as he covered half of his face with one hand. He truly was a chunni. Anyone would be nervous when facing Lauel.


  


  ‘Uhh...’


  


  It felt like an eternity... Coke only met Lauel’s gaze for a few seconds, but it felt like hours had passed by. Lauel’s blue eyes contemplated him, and Coke felt like he had been stripped naked. It was a feeling that everything inside him was being dug up by Lauel.


  


  Gulp! Coke’s throat was parched, and he swallowed his saliva as his tension reached the peak. Coke hoped that Lauel would quickly explain why he had been summoned. Did Lauel read his wish?


  


  “You...” Lauel finally spoke.


  


  “Yes...!” Coke’s voice cracked as he reflexively answered. His throat was dry, so it couldn’t be helped. Lauel sat with his legs crossed and his chin arrogantly raised. The smile on Lauel’s face could be seen through the gap in his collar. It was a meaningful smile.


  


  ‘What is he going to say?’ Coke had already forgotten his excitement of meeting the meritorious retainers. The strength of the meritorious retainers was greater than he’d imagined!


  


  Lauel continued speaking, “You are Coke?”


  


  “Yes! That’s right!”


  


  “How?”


  


  “Huh?” It was difficult for Coke to understand the meaning of the question.


  


  Lauel looked up and smiled with his eyes wide open. “The 10 meritorious retainers! Isn’t this great!”


  


  “Meri...torious retainers?”


  


  “Kuk... Kukukuk...! That’s correct. In the past, there were the seven malignant saints who worshipped the gods, and now there will be the 10 meritorious retainers who serve the Overgeared King.”


  


  “...”


  


  Grid had told Lauel the details of what had happened in the Vatican, and Lauel was captivated by the name, ‘the seven malignant saints’. He thought it sounded very nice and attractive. That’s why Lauel came up with the 10 meritorious retainers—the 10 meritorious retainers who served the Overgeared King and founded a new kingdom with him.


  


  “Isn’t it cool? The people of the world will praise our 10 meritorious retainers, and our reputation will increase. Then won’t the authority of the Overgeared King soar into the sky? Huhuhut!”


  


  “Ah, yes... 10… meridorious… retainers...” 


  


  What the hell did Lauel want to say? What was his reason for calling Coke? Stunned, Coke just nodded. Meanwhile, Peak Sword whispered to him, “Be careful with your pronunciation. It is merit, merit. Not merid.”


  


  “...”


  


  He felt like the 10 meritorious retainers weren’t that reliable, especially Peak Sword. Coke looked at Peak Sword with pity while Lauel finally cut to the chase.


  


  “Sir Coke, I heard your saga. You said that you are a talented person who will beat the Red Knights on your own?”


  


  “Huh? N-No, it was King Grid...”


  


  “We have decided at the end of a meeting to train you.” 


  


  “...?”


  


  “From today, you will be studying under the 10 meritorious retainers. You will learn strategy from me, archery from Jishuka, swordsmanship from Peak Sword, the spear and magic from Pon, martial arts from Regas, and how to use the shield from Vantner.”


  


  The knight class could gain all types of mastery skills such as Sword Mastery, Bow Mastery, and Spear Mastery. It was meant to be a universal class, but there was a problem. The process of acquiring the skills and raising the level was very difficult.


  


  It was natural. The experience of mastery skills increased only when using a weapon suitable for that mastery. How did they have the time to raise mastery skills levels for Sword Mastery, Bow Mastery, and Spear Mastery? Compared to some classes that only had one mastery skill, a knight’s growth was much worse.


  


  In fact, most knight players only focused on one weapon. It was a sword, a spear, or a blunt weapon. Only one weapon was used repeatedly in order to train that mastery skill. It was a class that needed decisions and concentration. This was what it meant to be a knight. Of course, as time went by, the skill level of the NPC naturally increased, but this situation was different.


  


  “Thank you for the consideration, but I will refuse.”


  


  Coke was a player. There was a limit to his time and growth. The tremors disappeared from his voice for the first time since he entered the room. His unwavering eyes stared straight at Lauel and the 10 meritorious retainers.


  


  “So what if I have wonderful teachers? There are limits to the system. If I receive your teachings, the speed of my mastery skills increasing will be very slow, and I will eventually be a trashy jack of all trades. I would rather focus on swordsmanship like I have been doing so far. Only...”


  


  “Only?”


  


  “I want to get a chance to study strategies from Lauel. As you know, knights can learn tactical skills, and it will be useful...”


  


  “Huhut! You are bold.”


  


  He rejected the offer made by the meritorious retainers of the kingdom he belonged to and took advantage of a loophole instead...? Coke’s attitude seemed reprehensible. If this were any other country, the meritorious retainers would be furious. However, the meritorious retainers of the Overgeared Kingdom weren’t like this. Rather, they now had a better impression of Coke.


  


  “Our personalities are similar.”


  


  “Grid’s evaluation was accurate.”


  


  “...?” Coke had been afraid of the reaction, but he ended up dumbfounded. He was perplexed about how the atmosphere had improved instead of worsening. Lauel explained to him, “There are countless different options for items. Just as there are items that make the wearer stronger, there are items that can help the wearer grow.”


  


  A typical example was an item that sped up the rate at which a skill level increased. It was an item that often dropped when catching low-level field bosses.


  


  “We have prepared all types of things to help you grow.”


  


  “I was yawning so much when hunting the petty field bosses.”


  


  “The performance isn’t great, but it’s okay because we’ll support you.”


  


  “There isn’t enough time. Let’s move to the hunting grounds right now.”


  


  “Ah...”


  


  They already knew everything and were prepared. Well, that was natural. After all, they were senior rankers and meritorious retainers of the Overgeared Kingdom. They knew a lot more than Coke. His heart jumped as he realized that he was being raised. However, there were some doubts in his mind that couldn’t be erased.


  


  “Can I ask why you are doing this for me?”


  


  The 10 meritorious retainers were busy people. They had to take care of government affairs and maintain their ranking, yet they were wasting time they didn’t have on him. Why? What was he supposed to say? Coke couldn’t understand it. Lauel replied as the representative of everyone present, “We have to turn Grid’s declaration into a reality. Won’t you be angry if His Majesty is misunderstood as a useless braggart?”


  


  It was a simple and straightforward answer. Convinced, Coke shouted energetically, “I’ll do my best, so thank you in advance! 10 meritorious retainers!”


  


  “...Let’s change the name,” Peak Sword requested, but it just passed through Lauel’s ears while he laughed.


  


  On this day, the secret weapon development project of the 10 meritorious retainers began.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  Ttang! Ttang!


  


  [You have reached 60% understanding of the First Holy Sword that is Becoming Petrified.]


  


  It was the third day after Grid started working, and this occurred after he had disassembled and reassembled the holy sword more than 100 times.


  


  [The sin of the holy sword’s maker is stimulating the Stone of Original Sin!]


  


  “Sin of the holy sword’s maker?”


  


  The maker of the holy sword was a god—the blacksmithing god, Hexetia.


  


  ‘A god sinned?’ Grid was surprised by the unexpected development. The petrification process the reassembled holy sword was captured in real time. Proceeding much faster and wider than before, the petrification eroded the blade of the holy sword.


  


  “What...?!”


  


  Frightened, Grid started to beat the sword with a hammer. He intended to shock the petrified parts and reduce the progress of the petrification. However, the method he had been using for the last three days no longer worked. The petrification was no longer vulnerable to external stimuli. No matter how hard he hit it with the hammer, the speed of the petrification didn’t slow down.


  


  “Keuk...!”


  


  Were his efforts for the last three days useless? Grid got a chill and used his last resort. He threw the holy sword in the furnace, deciding to remove the petrified stone in the process of melting it again, disassembling, and then reassembling it. Yet the sword which entered the blast furnace didn’t melt. Instead, it caused a big explosion that shattered the furnace.


  


  “What?” 


  


  Swept away by the impact, Grid was shocked. The half-petrified holy sword floated in the air.


  


  -The sins of the gods are covered up? An unknown voice rang out.


  


  Grid sensed that the quest he was carrying out had reached its main stage! 


  


  -You who have succeeded the power of the 4th evil, look at the sins of the gods! Anger seeped into the unknown voice.


  


  Grid’s vision flashed white, and his consciousness was transferred from the Vatican to an entirely new place. It was Asgard, the world of the gods. 


  


  Simultaneously, at the head office of the S.A Group...


  


  “This is the second time...”


  


  What decision would Grid make? Would he align with good or evil? Chairman Lim Cheolho’s expression was full of tension.




  Chapter 882


  The role of the blacksmithing god, Hexetia, was to inform humanity of how to use fire and iron. Hexetia descended to the earth under the will of the goddess of life and faithfully fulfilled his role. He gave the concept of cooking and tools to the savage humans. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the development of humanity was due to Hexetia, and he was very proud of this fact. He realized this was the reason why the gods existed, and it filled him with satisfaction.


  


  However, it was only for a short time. Human beings were arrogant and evil. They would throw babies into boiling iron or cover the iron with the blood of virgins. Humans were uncivilized beings who relied on the gods and passed their responsibilities onto others instead of developing their own trivial skills.


  


  “They are worse than the great demons.”


  


  Hexetia felt only hatred toward them. So, he started to thoroughly ignore humanity. He didn’t care when they reached out for salvation. It was the same even when the world was destroyed by the evil god, Yatan. Rather, he felt a great joy at the destruction of humanity. He hated humanity so much that he rebelled when Goddess Rebecca declared that she would resurrect humanity.


  


  -In particular, he didn’t tolerate Pagma.


  


  Pagma, the legendary blacksmith who had developed without his help, was a mutation that denied Hexetia’s existence. He was a human capable of developing without the help of a god, a monster who proved his potential was comparable to a god’s. Hexetia became envious of Pagma and kept him in check. He placed all sorts of hardships and trials on Pagma so that he wouldn’t be able to transcend.


  


  However, Pagma overcame all the sufferings and trials. In the process, he became transcendent—a stronger and more innovative being who wasn’t bound by the ‘mind.’ At the time, the work born from his hands became a ‘myth’ and started to be compared to Hexetia’s works.


  


  -Hexetia went looking for Yatan. He wanted to destroy humanity right then and reset the world. Kukuk, isn’t it funny? A god wanted the world to perish just because he feared a human would surpass him. A god isn’t almighty or benevolent. There is an end to their talents, and they are terribly selfish, just like humans. 


  


  Asgard was the world of the gods that existed above the clouds. The voice echoed in Grid’s mind as the golden area around him gradually became violent.


  


  -They aren’t qualified to ‘manage’ humanity! It is no different from breeding a dog!


  


  “Kuek...!” A powerful rage struck Grid’s chest. The unknown person’s wrath, which Grid felt, was great. Grid’s breath stopped, and his pupils trembled. He couldn’t endure it! His vision from above the clouds spun round and round.


  


  ‘My head!’


  


  He had a terrible headache. Grid frowned as the surrounding scenery changed. He now appeared in a black and red world. Grid knew this place which was dominated by seething lava and poison.


  


  ‘Hell!’


  


  The earth was shaking, and the appearance of a volcano erupting was seen through the window of a dark castle. However, the two men standing opposite each other weren’t agitated at all. Grid looked at them. The man with long red hair was the hero of this story, Hexetia, while the fair-skinned man giving off an ice-cold air was 1st Great Demon Baal. Baal looked like he was very interested. “You’ll make weapons for the great demons?”


  


  ‘What?’ Grid doubted his ears.


  


  It didn’t make sense for the blacksmithing god, Hexetia, to make weapons for the great demons. Yet Hexetia nodded instantly. “Yes. I will give you strength. Therefore, destroy humanity.”


  


  Grid learned Hexetia’s intentions and spat out, ‘This crazy guy!’


  


  Hating the entire human race was a good excuse. On the other hand, for a god to join hands with a great demon just because of a grudge against Pagma… It couldn’t be accepted. 


  


  Baal delayed giving an answer. “The role of God Yatan is to destroy Earth...”


  


  “Don’t destroy Earth! Just have the great demons wipe out the humans!”


  


  “Hrmm.”


  


  “Baal!”


  


  “Ahh, good. Only...” 


  


  “...?”


  


  “A one-sided entertainment is no fun, so I will balance it out.”


  


  “Entertainment? This is entertainment?”


  


  “Yes, it’s entertainment. It will be a good match between the incompetent god, Hexetia, and the human who incited his envy.”


  


  “Baal!”


  


  “Enjoy it. It is enjoyable. Or do you think your god’s position will be at risk, just like that time?”


  


  “Ick...!”


  


  ‘That time? What was that time?’ Grid questioned it.


  


  -It was the war between the gods and the seven half-gods, the mysterious voice gave the answer.


  


  Grid belatedly realized, ‘The seven malignant saints existed long before Pagma?’


  


  -That’s right. The reason I am showing you Pagma’s era is to help you understand.


  


  In other words...


  


  -This was the second time Hexetia was jealous. He was envious of the seven half-gods who threatened his position as god and later committed the same sin. He’s a really narrow-minded guy!


  


  A chill went down Grid’s spine as he was reminded that Hexetia was also jealous of him.


  


  ‘This Hex bastard!’


  


  Was Hexetia already plotting to hurt Grid? Grid was feeling concerned when the surrounding scenery changed again. It was now a place that was familiar to him—the Hall of Fame. The great demons who climbed up from the red-black earth faced a man. He was armed with a sword and a scythe as he watched the great demons with sharp eyes.


  


  “In the end, I am alone.”


  


  The hand holding the sword wasn’t very strong, but Pagma’s black eyes which shone through his long hair were splendid as he started a sword dance.


  


  “Drop.”


  


  The sky began to fall. The great demons felt an infinite pressure as the sky fell down right in front of them. The sky was falling while Pagma’s sword dance destroyed the earth.


  


  “If I knew that the distinction between good and evil in my mind was wrong, I would never have betrayed Braham.” Pagma shed tears.


  


  -Hexetia’s envy brought sorrow to countless humans and threatened all of humanity. Hexetia’s sins are truly heavy. Will you be able to forgive him?


  


  “I...”


  *** 


  


  “Keook...!”


  


  Grid saw Asgard, hell, and the Hall of Fame before coming back to the present.


  


  “Grid!” Damian was surprised while he was swallowing dry bread. It was surprising because Grid, who had been hammering, suddenly collapsed. He ran forward and lifted Grid up. “Did you fail to control your stamina?”


  


  Grid was a powerhouse. He had experienced numerous battles, so how could he fail to manage his stamina? It was hard enough when the conditions were normal. Damian judged that Grid’s physical condition was very bad. “I think you are pushing yourself too hard. Take a break.”


  


  Grid had been using all up his daily access time for the past few days. He had only eaten jerky and dried bread and hadn’t left the smithy. Both his physical fatigue and mental fatigue should’ve reached the limit. While Damian was feeling concerned, Grid woke up.


  


  “No, I’m fine.” Grid shoved himself away from Damian’s chest and stood up alone. However, his face was still pale and his breathing was rough.


  


  Damian couldn’t help worrying about Grid. “Please rest. Your health is much more important than the quest.”


  


  “...” Grid didn’t answer.


  


  To be exact, he had no time to answer. He was busy checking the notification windows in front of him.


  


  [The original sin of envy has been revealed!]


  


  [Unless the blacksmithing god Hexetia gives up on his envy, the Stone of Original Sin encroaching on the holy sword won’t disappear.]


  


  [If you pass on this fact to the Rebecca Church and its members, the Cleanse the First Holy Sword quest will end and you won’t be able to receive the goddess’ blessing. Affinity with Goddess Rebecca will drop to minus values.]


  


  [If you bury the truth, the duration of the Cleanse the First Holy Sword quest will be extended indefinitely. You can receive the goddess’ blessing after clearing the quest.]


  


  [You have discovered the hidden story of the legendary blacksmith Pagma.]


  


  [Telling this story to great magician Braham will likely cause a positive phenomenon.]


  


  [The new skill Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Drop has been acquired.]


  


  [Drop]


  


  [-A sword dance that displays a grudge against the sky.


  


  It is a deep and serene sword dance that informs the world of the authority of the fallen sky.


  


  -Inflicts 30% of your physical damage to all enemies within five meters of you, and there is a 30% chance of ignoring the enemy’s status resistance. 


  


  -Deals an additional 300% damage to all divine beings.


  


  That target that gets hit won’t be able to attack, and their defense will decrease.


  


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  


  Skill Mana Cost: 850


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 6 minutes.]


  


  ‘Braham...’


  


  Grid didn’t care that the reality of the gods was different from what was known or that the progress of the quest was becoming complicated. He wasn’t even interested in the newly acquired sword dance. All he was thinking of at the moment was Braham.


  


  ‘Pagma regretted it. He felt sorry toward you.’


  


  Braham had been betrayed by his only friend, Pagma, just because he was a demonkin. Wouldn’t the grudges and sadness imprinted on Braham’s soul be slightly relieved now?


  


  ‘I’m glad. I’m really glad...’ Grid sincerely felt pleased.


  


  He wanted to quickly reunite with Braham and convey this truth. That’s right. Grid didn’t know that Braham’s soul had scattered after leaving him.


  


  ‘Come back soon, Braham.’


  


  Braham had left to recover his body. They were separated right now, but they would be able to reunite someday because they were living in the same era.


  


  ‘Old man, I want to see you.’


  


  Their first encounter had been the worst, but Braham was Grid’s mentor. Grid missed Braham’s empty spot from time to time. Simultaneously...


  


  “This is the place.”


  


  It was Skunk, the 1st ranked explorer who discovered the Yatan Church’s main temple in the past. He found the Sword Grave, where Braham’s body was known to be buried.


  


  “Now! Let’s find the treasures!”


  


  “Ohh!!”


  


  Skunk and his colleagues started to move.




  Chapter 883


  Born as the son of a prominent filmmaker, Skunk had seen many masterpieces ever since he was a child. 


  


  In particular, he was devoted to the classics from one or two centuries ago—a mafia boss who fought to defend his organization but conflicted with his family, a young genius absorbed in wealth and defending evil, an archaeologist—who while discovering ruins and treasures of the world—stopped the Nazis’ ambitions, a middle-aged man who shaved his head just to save a local child, and so on. 


  


  The protagonists of countless movies impressed Skunk, and he was attached to them. Ever since he entered the drama department during his school days, he had walked the path of an actor, living various lives. Sometimes he had the life of a hero, sometimes a villain, sometimes an explorer, and sometimes an normal office worker or an unemployed youth.


  


  He was very happy experiencing things that were different from his ordinary life. In particular, the life of an explorer encouraged him to dream of exploring the world and pioneering unknown land. However, this was rare in today’s society. The earth had already been revealed by great people. The only place left to explore was the universe, but Skunk was a second-rate actor and rarely got the chance for space exploration.


  


  Then Satisfy was released at this time. It was a whole new world! For Skunk, Satisfy was a land of opportunity. He became a young Indiana Jones and revealed many secrets about Satisfy over the years.


  


  [The Great Explorer’s Knowledge and Intuition is activated!]


  


  The Sword Grave—the place where legendary blacksmith Pagma was known to have spent his last years—was a vast plain. There were thousands of swords stuck into the center of the plain, nothing else.


  


  ‘He spent his last years here?’


  


  There wasn’t even the minimum of living spaces or any tools.


  


  ‘Did someone erase the traces?’


  


  No, there were no such signs. It was likely that a living space on the plains hadn’t existed in the first place.


  


  ‘Then Pagma...’


  


  Had he solved the problem of living in the middle of the plain, be it during spring, summer, autumn, and winter? Or had he been exposed to the sun and heat, the dry and cold, and the rain and wind?


  


  ‘No, I don’t think he is that unreasonable.’


  


  There were no signs of any tools having been used. Skunk analyzed the area and found it was difficult to think that the signs had disappeared after hundreds of years of weathering. So, he could only conclude that no one had lived here before.


  


  “There is nothing!”


  


  “I feel the same way.”


  


  “This isn’t a place where people lived.”


  


  “The rumor that Braham was buried here is just that, a rumor.”


  


  It was as he had expected. The reports from Skunk’s subordinates weren’t different from his. They couldn’t find any clues at the Sword Grave.


  


  ‘There are only these swords.’


  


  Skunk grabbed one of the thousands of swords stuck in the plains. The sword didn’t budge. The swords here were just the ‘backdrop’ of the Sword Grave. It was impossible for players to physically influence them. One sword, two swords, three swords... 


  


  Skunk was deep in thought as he grabbed the sword sunk into the ground.


  


  ‘Are they real?’


  


  A player could hold them and swing them.


  


  ‘Mysteriously, there are no signs of life, but shouldn’t there be some treasures?’ 


  


  It was a place where Pagma was known to have spent his last years. Would the blacksmith have left any useful swords behind? This place was called the Sword Grave because it was a place where Pagma had discarded thousands of swords. That’s right. It was a plains area where thousands of swords were stuck in the ground. They were discarded swords because they had been useless garbage to Pagma. However, this was just from the point of view of a legendary blacksmith. In general terms, these waste products were great swords.


  


  ‘There is a high possibility.’


  


  Wouldn’t the works criticized as failures by Pagma actually be epic or unique rated weapons?


  


  ‘It is amazing.’


  


  A high-grade weapon from Pagma...! It was clear that the performance would be overwhelming. Even if the performance had dropped slightly, the historical value could be appreciated. As an explorer, it was a chance for Skunk to raise his reputation and skill level.


  


  ‘Money is a bonus.’


  


  Skunk was filled with anticipation and shouted to his people, “Check the swords! Don’t miss a single one!”


  


  “What?” Everyone was confused by the absurd command. They needed to check all the swords? These swords had been stuck in the ground for many years. They would be less valuable because the blades were weathered.


  


  ‘How long would it take to check all of this?’


  


  ‘I don’t think it is very meaningful.’


  


  His subordinates were dissatisfied, but Skunk was already taking action, carefully checking the swords stuck in the ground. Then it happened.


  


  “What?”


  


  It happened when he twisted the 134th sword. Skunk confirmed that an unexpected phenomena had occurred. He twisted the handle of the 134th sword, and the blade stuck in the ground spun by half a turn. It wasn’t pulled out of the ground as Skunk had hoped it would be, but it was distinctively different from the other 133 swords that didn’t move.


  


  Duguen! Duguen! Duguen! Skunk’s heart sped up. He couldn’t help feeling a sense of anticipation. As the sword rotated half a turn, the positions of the other swords changed slightly! The ground was moving!


  


  “...Did all of you notice?” Skunk smiled as he exchanged gazes with his colleagues. Then he shouted as hard as he could, “Align them in a cube from now on! A few days—no, it might take a few months to prepare everything!” 


  


  “Ohhhh!” The talented explorers were burning with motivation and enthusiasm. Now that they had a clue, they wouldn’t give up until they found hidden secrets or treasures.


  


  Every time a sword moved, the ground moved. The position of the ground moved depending on the sword. Sometimes, it was returned to its original position. It was quite a complex structure. As Skunk feared, they might be tied up here for a few months.


  


  However, the eyes of Skunk and his colleagues were shining.


  *** 


  


  -Hexetia’s envy brought sorrow to countless humans and threatened all of humanity. Hexetia’s sins are truly heavy. Will you be able to forgive him?


  


  “I...” 


  


  Grid had seen the reality of the gods. What decision would he make? Would he inherit the will of the fourth evil and rebel against the gods? Or would he act like he had done previously and turn away from the truth?


  


  -The probability that Player Grid will inherit the will of the fourth evil is 61.8%, Morpheus’s voice entered the ears of Chairman Lim Cheolho, who was watching the troubled Grid listen to the 7th evil’s whispers.


  


  Lim Cheolho responded with surprise, “61.8%? Then there is only a 40% chance that Grid will deny the fourth evil?”


  


  The reward for the current episode Grid was experiencing was the ‘4th evil.’ It was a reward which could be obtained when Grid declared that the gods couldn’t be forgiven. The effect would be the strengthening of God’s Command, which was what Grid had missed in the Crossroads of Good and Evil quest. 


  


  On the other hand, there was no compensation if he ignored the truth. The only advantage was that he could keep the goddess’ blessing. Chairman Lim Cheolho decided that Grid was likely to agree with the 7th evil. The goddess’ blessing was an excellent reward, but it was nothing compared to strengthening God’s Command. Therefore, Morpheus set the probability as fairly low.


  


  “Is it because he has already given up on becoming a half-god once?”


  


  -That’s right. When I analyzed Grid’s last action, I determined there was a 97% chance of him becoming a half-god since he is a person who doesn’t want to receive excessive penalties. Yet the result ended up differently.


  


  “...It is because his colleagues might end up receiving penalties.”


  


  Grid was concerned about his surroundings. He had already proved through several incidents that he values his family, friends and colleagues. The Grid on the monitor was responding, “I... It’s okay. I also feel envious of others. Do I deserve to condemn or forgive Hexetia? I don’t care.”


  


  -You aren’t on the same level. You are human and he is a god. Hexetia’s envy threatens all of humanity. Will you still forgive the crimes committed by Hexetia?


  


  “Yes, he is a god. That is why he is strong enough to threaten the entire human race with his envy.”


  


  -...?


  


  “If Hexetia was weaker than me, I might’ve rushed to condemn him. But isn’t he stronger than me? So I have to lower my tail.”


  


  -You! You coward! 


  


  “It can’t be helped since I am responsible for my family, not the human race.” Grid’s smiling eyes became serious. “...Therefore, I want to avoid him right now. However, his envy might be directed to me one day. If he threatens my family, I will take responsibility. No matter how many times I fall, I will try again until I eventually destroy him. Is this selfish? What can I do? This is me.”


  


  -.....


  


  The 7th evil stopped shouting and started to disperse. The story of the past that was laid out before Grid ended. Grid had once again refused to inherit the will of the 7th evil. On the other hand, he received the hint that a god might become hostile to him. He had honestly and confidently expressed his opinion. Thanks to this...


  


  [The 7th evil has become interested in Player Grid.] 


  


  [Affinity with the 7th evil has risen by 10.] 


  


  Things headed in a strange direction.


  


  “Affinity with the 7th evil...? The intelligence of the seven malignant people—this intelligence that has been isolated for years has already developed to this extent?” Lim Cheolho’s eyes shook. He was obviously baffled.




  Chapter 884


  TL: For some reason, the end sections of the last three parts have been cut off, despite me being pretty sure I saw them when I posted. Please read 881, 882, 883 again just to double check that you didn't miss anything. 


  


  ‘It is uncomfortable.’


  


  Grid was in a sky garden with a panoramic view of the Vatican. He sat in the center of the garden which was carved in the middle of the mountain. As he sat alone on a table made of silver, his hair scattered in the breeze. His appearance was quite striking while he drank tea. The Vatican members present flushed red. How could the hero who saved the Vatican not be appealing? Yet, this view was quickly removed.


  


  Spit! Spit spit spit!


  


  “...”


  


  It was because Grid spat out the black tea that he had just poured into his mouth. He couldn’t enjoy this bitter taste, and his current appearance was far from graceful.


  


  ‘Ah! I forgot to add honey.’ 


  


  Grid put down his tea and drank some cold water. He had been so deeply immersed in his thoughts that he even forgot to put sweet honey in the bitter tea!


  


  ‘Creepy. It is terrifyingly creepy.’


  


  Grid was full of doubts.


  


  ‘Why do they keep trying to tempt me?’


  


  The Crossroad of Good and Evil and Cleanse the First Holy Sword quest gave the reward of strengthening God’s Command. This passive skill which deleted the ‘cooldown’ of a skill would then have a 100% chance of activating. The fraudulent nature of the enhanced God’s Command could easily be inferred by even an idiot. It made Grid feel uneasy.


  


  ‘The S.A Group has been keeping me in check the whole time, and now they want to give me this...?’


  


  It was strange.


  


  ‘A normal class user would gradually become as strong as a hidden class through steady advancement.’


  


  Lim Cheolho had stated it directly, showing that the S.A Group was very sensitive about Satisfy’s balance. Even a legendary class couldn’t be the strongest forever.


  


  ‘Then why do they keep giving me a chance to strengthen God’s Command to a 100% activation probability?’


  


  It was obvious that the power of Pagma’s Swordsmanship would be beyond imagination if it could be used twice in a row. 


  


  Kraugel, Agnus, and the dukes of the empire? War God Ares’ army? The true blood vampires? They were likely to all be equal in front of Grid.


  


  ‘Who can endure a series of blows from fusion skills, including Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle?’


  


  The strengthening of God’s Command was no different than becoming invincible. It was a power that was far away from what the S.A Group was aiming for. Grid had no doubts about this.


  


  ‘Does the S.A Group want me to become a unique powerhouse in the world? No, it is impossible. The strengthened version of God’s Command is likely to be a trap. There must be a tremendous penalty.’


  


  For example, if God’s Command were used a certain number of times in a row, his stamina would drop to zero and he wouldn’t be able to lift one finger.


  


  ‘I’m certain. The S.A Group wouldn’t give a benefit without a price.’


  


  He shouldn’t be caught here. It was a trap. The S.A Group were filled with people who enjoyed watching the suffering of others, so he was likely to experience severe pain if he bit the bait. It was a judgment that Grid could make due to being hit in the back of the head many times. He completely abandoned any lingering affection for the enhanced version of God’s Command.


  


  ‘In the first place, the goddess’ blessing is more important.’


  


  Grid had thought this several times, but there was a limit to the strength of an individual. It was much better to receive the goddess’ blessing and enhance his blacksmithing.


  


  ‘So I need to cleanse the holy sword...’


  


  Was there a method to get rid of the blacksmith god’s envy? Grid pondered on his worries for a long time.


  


  “Overgeared King, here you are.” A group of people approached Grid. 


  


  They were elderly people dressed in clean white clothes. These people were the elders of the Rebecca Church who only served Goddess Rebecca. The people, whom even the pope and the emperor didn’t dare go against, gathered by Grid.


  


  “Elders, did you come here to rest?” Grid spoke in a polite manner.


  


  This caused the elders to laugh. 


  


  “Do old people need a break? We were just loafing around.”


  


  “We aren’t as diligent as Your Majesty, who takes care of us like we are your family."


  


  “...?” Grid was confused. The elders showed a great liking toward him. Of course, Grid had a high level of affinity with the Rebecca Church, but...


  


  ‘Weren’t these elders always nagging at Damian?’


  


  Grid knew the tendencies of the elders. Didn’t they treat even the imperial prince coldly?


  


  ‘Of course, I helped them a lot...’


  


  However, it was strange that they were only showing Grid this attitude. Grid once again felt suspicious. ‘Do they have other ulterior motives?’


  


  Maybe they were trying to give him another troublesome task? The elders spoke unexpected words to the wary Grid, “Your Majesty is truly special.”


  


  “Special?”


  


  “Yes. You are a divine existence like a god.”


  


  “...” Grid belatedly realized that the eyes of the elders closely resembled Isabel’s eyes.


  


  That’s right. These people...


  


  “You have appeared with perfect timing whenever we are in danger, saving everyone like a god from a legend.”


  


  


  “Right, right. You truly are a hero among heroes.”


  


  “Haha...” Grid shrugged. He didn’t respond with much humility because he naturally deserved praise. 


  


  Were the elders exaggerating? No. There had been the incidents involving the evil Pope Drevigo, the pope candidate Pascal, saving Isabel, and now protecting the Vatican when it was attacked. Grid had appeared at the right time to destroy evil and save everyone. So, it was natural for him to be appreciated. Noticing that the elders’ affinity was at the maximum, Grid thought they could help him. “Do you know about the blacksmith god, Hexetia?”


  


  “Of course. He is one of the six gods who serve the goddess of light. Hexetia taught humanity how to deal with fire and the usage of iron. Humanity was able to evolve thanks to him.”


  


  “Yes, I see.” Grid nodded in response. He couldn’t express his personal feelings about Hexetia since he was in a position where he couldn’t reveal Hexetia’s true nature to the Rebecca Church. Still, he listened to the elders’ stories.


  


  “However, Hexetia’s actions were all based on the will of Goddess Rebecca... In the end, the merit should be given to Goddess Rebecca.”


  


  “Right, right. Didn’t Hexetia tell humanity about fire and iron purely due to the goddess’ command? The truly wonderful one is Goddess Rebecca, and Hexetia is just her messenger.”


  


  The excited elders started to make a fuss. It seemed easy to guess why Hexetia was so easily jealous of others. 


  


  ‘He has low self-esteem.’


  


  Hexetia had taught humanity, but the one being appreciated was Goddess Rebecca, not Hexetia. In fact, Grid didn’t remember seeing any religion that served Hexetia. He had never even seen a statue of the blacksmith god.


  


  ‘I would’ve felt sad if I were Hexetia.’


  


  Hexetia must’ve felt angry, yet he hadn’t been able to complain about the goddess. Then a human who threatened his talent appeared, and the various emotions became intricately intertwined, causing the arrow of resentment to point at humanity.


  


  ‘...He is pitiful in some ways.’


  


  Self-esteem was important. Grid knew this better than anyone. During his unfortunate past, Grid had low self-esteem, and he had been overly conscious of others due to having been a victim and easily felt jealous of others.


  


  ‘Hexatia became crooked.’


  


  Grid started to understand Hexetia. Of course, this didn’t mean he would defend Hexetia’s past sins.


  


  ‘...I need to comfort Hexetia.’


  


  Once Grid started to understand Hexetia, he figured out a way to deal with him. Grid tapped on the table while the elders’ excited chatter became background noise. He finally came to a conclusion. ‘What if he is acknowledged now?’


  


  If Grid recognized Hexetia’s hard work and conveyed his gratitude, would Hexetia’s twisted nature be eased a little bit? The moment Hexetia lost his envy, the holy sword would be freed from the curse.


  


  ‘It is possible.’


  


  The opponent was a god. It would be better to solve this amicably rather than by using a hostile method.


  


  ‘Let’s get rid of the sense of alienation.’


  


  The method was simple, and there was also justification for it. Grid was reminded that he was a blacksmith and gave his opinion to the elders.


  


  “I want to build a temple for Hexetia.”


  


  “Huh...? A temple for Hexetia?”


  


  “Why do you need to do that? Serving Goddess Rebecca is the way to respect all gods.”


  


  “That’s correct. Hexetia himself wouldn’t be happy. He would be embarrassed.”


  


  The elders protested. Then Grid frowned. “Then what about the Dominion Church and the Judar Church?”


  


  “No. It is different. God Dominion and God Judar are those who have many achievements, unlike God Hexetia.”


  


  “Then what about God of War Zeratul? I heard there are those who follow God Zeratul.”


  


  “Well, Zeratul’s achievements might be small, but a god is a god... It isn’t strange that there are those who honor him... Ah, I see. Your Majesty is a blacksmith, and you want to honor God Hexetia?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  In the end, everyone was selfish. Grid made a bittersweet expression as he looked at the elders. With the benefit of hindsight, the elders started to agree.


  


  “Well, the legendary blacksmith serving God Hexetia... I think it is fine in many ways.”


  


  “That’s right. The meaning of Your Majesty’s service to God Hexetia means you will serve Goddess Rebecca, who Hexetia serves. Goddess Rebecca will be glad."


  


  “Yes, Your Highness. Our elders will permit the construction of a new temple. Build a temple to serve God Hexetia. However, you must build a larger statue of Goddess Rebecca next to God Hexetia.”


  


  “Everyone shouldn’t forget that God Hexetia exists because of Goddess Rebecca.”


  


  “...Yes, I will.”


  


  It was necessary to get the permission of the Rebecca Church to build a temple serving a god besides Goddess Rebecca...? Grid nodded with a somewhat stiff expression after finding out this fact. He was blinded by the attitude of the elders who served Goddess Rebecca. Honestly, they served Goddess Rebecca to an extent that didn’t look good. That’s why he got goosebumps.


  


  ‘They serve Goddess Rebecca almost to the level of brainwashing. Yet I have reached a status where they are at the point of deifying me.’


  


  In particular, didn’t Isabel worship him as much as Goddess Rebecca? Maybe...


  


  ‘Did I help the Rebecca Church more than I thought?’


  


  He felt both glad and afraid. In particular, he didn’t want the goddess’ wrath to descend upon him.


  


  ‘No, now isn’t the time to think about it.’ Grid shook off his complicated thoughts and rose from his seat.


  


  He would ease Hexetia’ envy by building a temple for him. It was imperative to confirm if this method would work.




  Chapter 885


  The Haalrune Swamp near Reinhardt… 


  


  Level 130–150 monsters occupied it in large quantities, and there were three types of boss monsters that appeared, making it a hunting ground with many users. There was the level 135 field boss, the swamp lion, the level 145 field boss, the mud lamia, and the level 160 field boss, the gigant minion. Each field boss gave a big reward, so it was strange if they weren’t loved. People dreamed of raiding the field bosses in Haalrune Swamp.


  


  “...I thought it would be nice to meet a boss.”


  


  At the center of the swamp, a party of 21 players with levels in the 140s fell into a panic. There was a swamp lion, a mud lamia, and a gigant minion in front of their eyes.


  


  “...But how could three bosses appear at the same time?”


  


  The boss monsters in Haalrune Swamp were known to respawn 36–80 hours after a raid. Additionally, the respawn points were random. In other words, the probability of all three boss monsters appearing in the same area wasn’t high. The party had never planned to raid three boss monsters while hunting in the Haalrune Swamp.


  


  “Kuek! We can’t win! Everyone scatter! Retreat!” The party’s leader, Hee Dongi, shouted as he defended against the swamp lion’s claws with a Mass Produced Grid’s Shield. However, the swamp added a big restriction on the players’ movements. The party members couldn’t escape quickly, yet the swamp lion and mud lamia could freely swim through the swamp and quickly catch up with the party.


  


  “Kuack!”


  


  “Cough! Cough!”


  


  “N-No...!”


  


  Hee Dongi paled when he saw the boss monsters start to devastate his companions.


  


  ‘We can’t avoid being wiped out!’


  


  He resented the heavens. Who would believe that three boss monsters would appear in the same place at the same time? Was there anything else in the world as unlucky as this?


  


  ‘Shit! I normally go to church!’


  


  The party leader blamed himself for his party members’ suffering. Then while Hee Dongi was feeling frustrated and guilty, new footsteps appeared at the scene. Unlike Hee Dongi’s party members, these footsteps were crossing the swamp at a very high speed.


  


  ‘Who? Heok!!’


  


  Who was crazy enough to run here while everyone else was fleeing from the raid? Hee Dongi frowned and turned his head, only to become shocked. It was because the person foolishly rushing here was Overgeared King Grid. His sword, armor, cloak, and crown—which was the symbol of the throne—was dirtied with mud.


  


  “Uwaaaack!”


  


  This was a place filled with screams. It was where Hee Dongi’s companions were being attacked by the boss monsters. At such a place, Grid cut the swamp lion with a basic attack first.


  


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  


  Then he took one step, and his sword descended.


  


  “Drop.”


  


  The sky was falling...? Hee Dongi and his companions doubted their eyes as Grid caused the sky to fall with one sword. The giant, intangible sword energy crushed the marsh lion, mud lamia, and gigant minion. Grid struck three field bosses with one sword technique!


  


  “B-Be careful!” Hee Dongi exclaimed urgently.


  


  The swamp lion had been hit by Grid’s basic attack previously, so it now turned to grey. Meanwhile, the mud lamia and gigant minion still had some health left. Hee Dongi knew the survivors would react by hitting Grid. Then what was this...? The mud lamia and gigant minion didn’t dare strike back at Grid. They just stood there blankly. It was clear that they were overcome by an abnormal condition.


  


  ‘A boss monster suffering from an abnormal condition?’


  


  Most bosses had high resistance to abnormal conditions. In particular, the gigant minion in the Haalrune Swamp was known to be completely resistant to abnormal statuses! Yet it was helpless in front of Grid’s attack. Grid dealt the finishing blows. The mud lamia and gigant minion died, and various enhancement scrolls and items were dropped.


  


  “T-Thank you!!” Hee Dongi and his companions, who were able to survive thanks to Grid, shouted excitedly. They didn’t know that they would meet their king at a novice hunting ground. The party interpreted it as Grid patrolling the beginner hunting grounds for the sake of beginners and felt deep respect for him.  


  


  “Stay strong!” Grid cheered them on. He smiled and left after picking up the items from the boss monsters.


  


  On this day, various Satisfy communities were bustling with activity. There was a post with the title of ‘The Overgeared King is a mighty person’ in each community. Grid’s heroic stories once again increased.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  Grid returned from the Vatican and commanded, “I’m going to build a temple. Find excellent painters, sculptors, and architects for me.”


  


  “You want to set up another temple?”


  


  Reinhardt already had three Rebecca temples, and they had secured enough Rebecca priests and paladins. Yet Grid wanted to build another one? Didn’t he know how much money it would cost? Was this really meaningful? Grid explained to Lauel who was unconvinced, “I want to build a temple for God Hexetia, not Goddess Rebecca.”


  


  “Hexetia? The blacksmith god?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “Hrmm.”


  


  Grid wanted to build a temple for God Hexetia whom no one worshipped...? Lauel thought about it before asking the reason and soon figured out Grid’s purpose.


  


  ‘The Overgeared Kingdom is a kingdom built by a blacksmith... In fact, Grid has attracted and trained a large number of blacksmiths. If the Overgeared Kingdom doesn’t serve the blacksmith god, who will? Additionally, serving the blacksmith god means the blacksmiths will be blessed. There is room for further development of the blacksmiths.’


  


  There was a clear reason to serve the blacksmith god, and the profits from serving him would be great.


  


  Lauel was thrilled. “How did you get this idea? Your Majesty, aren’t you becoming smarter? Kuk! Kukukuk, a miracle is occurring in your body. It is a miracle that can raise a waterfall toward the sky...”


  


  “????”


  


  How was he becoming smarter? Grid was puzzled. That’s right. Grid didn’t even consider the possibility that if blacksmiths worshipped the blacksmith god, they might receive a blessing.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “His age is maybe in the mid-50s? His race is similar to Hispanics, and his red hair is like blazing fire. His eye sockets are deep while his eyes specifically are small and black. Is there a harsh shade...? His nose is a bit hooked, and his mustache and beard are long. Ah, the color of his beard is red.”


  


  “...” 


  


  Picasso was the 1st ranked painter. Fascinated by the Overgeared Kingdom’s announcement of ‘looking for someone to paint a god’, she made a visit to Reinhardt. At present, Hexetia’s image was being born under her brush as she sat facing Grid. Grid added an explanation while confirming the progress of the portrait, “No. A bit thinner. His skin is thin, and his cheeks are slightly like a clown’s? Try to raise them a bit.”


  


  “Like this?”


  


  “It is very accurate. You are an excellent painter.”


  


  “It is thanks to the system correction effect.”


  


  “You are being humble.”


  


  “...”


  


  Picasso had a question. Grid’s description sounded like he had actually seen Hexetia as the description was so detailed and vivid.


  


  ‘Is it possible for a player to encounter a god? No, are gods real existences in the first place?’


  


  The bigshots were truly different. It was clear that they lived in a completely different world from her. As Picasso thought this, Grid continued explaining to her, “His top is bare while his bottom half just has a gray cloth like a skirt. His dry and cracked muscles look like bark, but they are harder than steel. Ah, his nipples are burning.”


  


  “Yes, I see. Are they these types of muscles? Yes. His nipples are burning. Yes...?” Picasso was nodding as she drew the god on the canvas, only to become shocked. Her face turned bright red. 


  


  ‘H-His nipples are burning? That isn’t possible! This is a gross sexual joke! It is sexual harassment!’


  


  “...casso? Hey, Picasso.”


  


  “Ah, yes! Yes?”


  


  A famous person had changed into a pervert! Picasso was somewhat disappointed in Grid and felt embarrassed. Her blushing face looked like she was going to cry at any minute. Grid was concerned about her condition. “Why aren’t you drawing? Are you tired? Would you like to take a break?”


  


  “N-No. T-That... It is hard to understand what you mean by nipples burning...”


  


  “Hrmm... There were small flames on both of the red, inflamed nipples. There is a transparent blue flame on the left nipple and a transparent red flame on the right nipple.”


  


  “R-Red inflamed nipples...”


  


  “...?”


  


  “N-Nothing! Nothing! I’ll concentrate!”


  


  She wouldn’t allow any further sexual harassment!


  


  ‘Don’t show the opponent a reaction that he would enjoy!’


  


  Picasso endured it with clenched teeth and started to concentrate on her work again. She made a great effort not to show a reaction that Grid would enjoy. Now, she couldn’t trust the image of the god on the canvas. It was hard to believe that someone who went around half naked with burning nipples was a god. Then what was this...? Picasso was faced with the truth the moment she finished painting.


  


  [You have completed a new work!]


  


  [It is the birth of a masterpiece that perfectly depicts the blacksmith god, Hexetia.]


  


  [Your reputation as the first human to recreate Hexetia’s image will spread throughout the continent!]


  


  [Many royal families and nobles hope to meet you! If you work as a royal painter, you can earn great rewards!]


  


  [All stats will increase by 20 points due to the completing of a masterpiece.]


  


  [The voice of the blacksmith god, Hexetia, is heard in your ears.]


  


  -To reproduce my beauty so well... Hmm, it is quite good for a human.


  


  [Affinity with the blacksmith god Hexetia has risen by 35.]


  


  [The title, ‘One who has Drawn a God,’ has been acquired.]


  


  “Rea...lly...?”


  


  There were all sorts of unexpected rewards! Picasso felt dazed rather than happy. The hostility she held in her eyes when she gazed at Grid disappeared, and it was replaced by great respect and gratitude.


  


  “Oh, your drawing is very nice. It is perfect. You have worked hard.”


  


  “It was a work that was born thanks to your detailed information.”


  


  “You are always humble. Well, okay. Lauel, tell the sculptor to reproduce the person in this portrait.”


  


  Lauel replied, “Yes. Huroi is still flying him here. I will give him the commission as soon as he arrives.”


  


  “Huh? Huroi?”


  


  “The sculptor might be even more of a monster than Huroi... The problem is the high salary he is asking for. Don’t worry and just wait.”


  


  “Yes, I’ll leave it to you.”


  


  Thanks to the good people, the temple’s statues would likely be completed easily. Then Picasso spoke to Grid, who was smiling with satisfaction, “That...”


  


  “Huh? What's going on?"


  


  “...C-Can I join the Overgeared Guild?”


  


  “What? Of course, I would welcome you.”


  


  “T-Thank you! I’m really happy!”


  


  “I am really grateful.”


  


  Grid and Picasso smiled as they faced each other. The sound of construction could be heard through the open windows as the construction of the Hexetia temple had begun.


  


  Grid and the seven malignant saints...


  


  Truth and lies...


  


  Good and evil...


  


  Grid strayed from various concepts imposed by the world view and pioneered a whole new path. It was unpredictable for the S.A Group, including Chairman Lim Cheolho.


  


  “...I’m not interested in simple things.” Chairman Lim Cheolho smiled warmly as he watched Grid on the monitor.




  Chapter 886


  People who accumulated experience and skills in their field of expertise were treated with respect everywhere. In short, being at the pinnacle evoked respect. Picasso was at the pinnacle.


  


  “It is an honor to meet you like this.”


  


  “Please look after me in the future.”


  


  The Overgeared Guild welcomed Picasso who had just joined them. The Overgeared members who had been scattered all over the continent flocked together to greet her. Despite being busy with maintaining their ranking and looking after their territory, they took a break. Of course, they also intended to visit the 10 meritorious retainers.


  


  “Once you’re done in Reinhardt, stop by Bairan.”


  


  “No, come to Reidan first. Jishuka, have you forgotten that Reidan is the second capital? Reidan is naturally after Reinhardt.”


  


  “Reidan is too big. There are more than one or two facilities there, and it will take a long time. It is advantageous to start from the relatively small Bairan first.”


  


  “It is a way of thinking that fits your rural tastes.”


  


  “Rural? Hehe, our Chris seems to have grown up? It has been a while since you’ve had an arrow stuck in your butt.”


  


  “Isn’t it funny to bring up the L.T.S days now? It is just like how you were tied up by Zirkan in the old days.”


  


  “Zirkan? Why are you bringing up his name here?”


  


  “You are overly fussy.”


  


  “What? Is that what you should say to a young woman? Hey! Shall we fight for the first time in a while?”


  


  “I will fight if you don’t use the Red Phoenix Bow.”


  


  “An Overgeared member should be overgeared!”


  


  A masterpiece was a great inspiration for people. In reality, millions of people saw masterpieces and gained the energy to carve out a better life, whereas in Satisfy, paintings weren’t just for simple appreciation. A painter’s paintings had many possibilities. If the portrait of a brave soldier were put in the barracks, the morale and training efficiency of the soldiers would rise. If a decorative painting were put in a restaurant, the chef’s cuisine would become more delicious and a cool landscape would reduce the heat encroaching on the city.


  


  The better the artist’s ability, the more varied and powerful the effect of the painting would be. In other words...


  


  ‘Picasso’s joining is a huge event that will remain in our country’s history.’


  


  Picasso’s value was difficult to measure. That’s why Lauel was very excited. A prideful person who rejected most requests had applied for membership to the Overgeared Guild.


  


  ‘Does this mean that Hexetia’s painting was a special event for her? It is all due to King Grid’s great description of God Hexetia.’


  


  Lauel was convinced of this. He knew that most people, including himself, were attracted to Grid or that they joined the Overgeared Guild because they wanted something from him. It was thanks to Grid alone that the Overgeared Kingdom could be created.


  


  “Kuk...kukukuk! King Grid, you are definitely a man born from a star. I look at you and the memories of a former life that I have forgotten come to mind. You boasted a unique presence in a previous life. Like the sun... Kuk! Kukuk! I’m thrilled! My soul is melting!” Lauel covered half his face with his hand while he shouted at Grid.


  


  Grid felt the pain of having curled fingers and toes from cringing so hard for the first time in a while, but he didn’t reply. To be exact, he didn’t want to reply. Grid’s head was already busy enough. There wasn’t enough room for nonsense.


  


  ‘Very good. It is more than I expected.’


  


  The construction work for the Hexetia temple had started without a hitch. Grid sighed as he thought about the potential of Drop that he had measured on the way back to Reinhardt. ‘The motion is very short.’ 


  


  There was just one step, or half a step to be exact. The skill was triggered by taking that half step and swinging his sword at the same time. It was almost an immediate-use skill. Drop was overwhelmingly faster than the existing sword dances which required 2–4 steps.


  


  In fact, it was possible to connect it immediately after a basic attack! Moreover, it affected a target that was completely resistant to CCs. Theoretically, it meant an abnormal status could be applied to gods or dragons! What if Grid had been able to use it during the 3rd National Competition? He would’ve been able to show a spectacular sight going against the giant dragon as the whole world was watching.


  


  ‘It is a huge weapon.’


  


  Grid was particularly looking forward to the fusion skills. Based on the fact that the motions for Drop were so short, it was likely to be easy to link with other swordsmanship.


  


  ‘Linked Drop, Kill Drop, Wave Drop, Revolve Drop, Pinnacle Drop...’


  


  ...They didn’t sound very good.


  


  ‘It must be because I am Korean.’


  


  If people from other countries listened to them in their own language, they might be wonderful and fantastic skill names! While Grid was trying to comfort himself, Picasso came up to him and said, “I want to draw you.”


  


  “Me?”


  


  A painter’s ‘drawing’ literally meant a painting.


  


  “Why all of a sudden?” Then the bewildered Grid shut his mouth. It was because he witnessed Lauel, Jishuka, Chris, Pon, and his other colleagues open their mouths with astonishment.


  


  Lauel hastily whispered to him, -Just accept it! Her portraits are rumored to have a special effect!


  


  -Special effect? What is it?


  


  -I don’t know exactly. It was a rumor that occurred after she was invited by nobles to paint their portraits. The truth hasn’t been revealed yet. In any case, you can feel expectant. The great nobles of each country offered a lot of money to invite her and ask her to paint their portraits.


  


  There were countless artists who could paint simple portraits. They were portraits which looked exactly like the real people or were better. These portraits were enough to decorate a wall, so any artist with decent talent could complete them. However, the nobles were paying attention to Picasso. The people speculated that there must be a reason.


  


  -She has never done a player’s portrait, so no one can see the hidden features of her portraits. You are the first one.


  


  -Um… yes.


  


  There was no reason to refuse. Moreover, there was a problem of etiquette before discussing the reason. Right now, Picasso was clearly showing goodwill to Grid. He wasn’t cold enough to ignore the goodwill of his colleagues.


  


  “Okay. Please draw me.”


  


  Picasso had perfectly reproduced the image of God Hexetia. What image would she draw of him? Grid was slightly curious, but his expectations weren’t great. He didn’t even want it. After all, this was his own ugly face that they were talking about. Grid hadn’t been loved since childhood and felt embarrassed about his shameful appearance being put down on canvas.


  


  “The welcome party is over, so let’s move locations. I want a place where I can glimpse your true face.”


  


  “My true face?” Grid was confused for a moment by Picasso’s request but soon realized what she meant.


  


  ‘Let’s go to the smithy.’


  


  It was also time to repair the items he was wearing. Grid nodded easily and stood up. “Yes, let’s move.”


  ***


  


  


  “I don’t know if it is right to judge humans, but I personally sympathize with Hexetia.”


  


  “Why?”


  


  It was a very large smithy that could only be seen in the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  Picasso started drawing the hammering Grid while musing with a bittersweet expression, “I was the first person to reproduce Hexetia’s image. This gave me a high affinity with him.”


  


  Hexetia was a god who had contributed greatly to humanity’s development. However, Hexetia had done it due to Goddess Rebecca, so humanity praised her instead. The people didn’t even remember Hexetia. He had only appeared briefly in the beginning of the story before disappearing.


  


  “I would’ve felt sad if I were God Hexetia.”


  


  ‘She saw it properly.’


  


  An artist had an abundant sensitivity and a strong ability to empathize. Picasso questioned Grid, “Where did you see the appearance of God Hexetia? His image has never been reproduced, so how did you know?”


  


  “It is nothing special. I naturally saw the god’s appearance while proceeding with the quest.”


  


  “...”


  


  He had seen the appearance of a god during the process of a quest. How many players could experience this? Grid had reached a much higher realm than Picasso had vaguely imagined. This was the reason why.


  


  “In order for a painter’s work to be recognized as a masterpiece, several conditions are necessary. The first is that the artist’s ability must reach a certain level. The second is the artist’s intention behind bringing the painting into the world. The third is the artist’s mindset while painting, and the fourth is the value of the protagonist of the work. The value isn’t about the target’s identity or status. It means the weight of the target in proportion to the era.”


  


  Picasso aimed for a new masterpiece by making Grid the protagonist. So far, she had only completed four masterpieces. Three of the four masterpieces showed the greatness of nature while the remaining one was the portrait of God Hexetia which she completed yesterday.


  


  That’s right. She had no experience with her drawings of ‘people’ being recognized as a masterpiece. Her portraits of the nobles were excellent, but they weren’t evaluated as masterpieces. A masterpiece was something that had to inspire everyone. However, the reputation of the nobles wasn’t enough to be talked about by everyone.


  


  ‘Grid is different.’


  


  He was a person who had established a kingdom, become the sky, and seen a god. It was Picasso’s judgment that the system wouldn’t underestimate his weight.


  


  ‘There will be good results for you and me...’ Picasso prayed as she delicately drew Grid’s image.


  


  Grid hit the iron amidst the blazing heat as hundreds of blacksmiths watched him with admiration. He showed a dignity that wasn’t inferior to that of God Hexetia. 


  


  On the other hand...


  


  “You want me to show the flames using a surrealist method? Even the colors are different?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  Rabbit, the person responsible for the Overgeared Kingdom’s politics and economy, was facing a sculptor. They were discussing the statue which would be built before the temple finished construction.


  


  “It is a tricky request. There isn’t a sculptor who will accept such a request! There is no inspiration!”


  


  “Is it difficult to depict the flames attached to the nipples? I called you because I heard you were one of the best sculptors... Yet it is difficult to even depict the flames? Perhaps the rumors were exaggerated?”


  


  “It might be easy for outsiders, but any expert will say that it is a difficult request. It is at a level that requires a fortnight of food and work! Do you know how many workers in the world are suffering because of vicious employers like you?”


  


  “No,what are you talking about? Am I forcing you to stop eating and drinking? I will increase the deadline for making the statue, so please depict the flames.”


  


  “800%.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “It is a bonus allowance. The employer’s demands have increased, so isn’t it reasonable to increase the benefits?”


  


  “120%.”


  


  “Hey, why are you doing this? In order to improve the efficiency of the work... 800%!”


  


  “120%.”


  


  “800!”


  


  “120!”


  


  “...”


  


  No matter how much time passed, there was no progress in the negotiations. They had met the right opponent. The enlightened Rabbit and the sculptor developed a great vigilance toward each other.


  


  “Let’s change it to 600%,” Lauel belatedly appeared and made a great concession in the negotiations. However, the sculptor was as stubborn as rumored. He maintained an attitude of not cooperating with the negotiations.


  


  “799%!”


  


  “...700%.”


  


  “798%! I won’t go down any further! This is a 2% cut, not 1%. I won’t decrease it any further unless you give me a bribe!”


  


  “Hah...”


  


  Why were people in the kingdom like this? Lauel had an excruciating headache from stress and nodded. “Okay. I will accept the 798% bonus allowance...”


  


  “Oh, my~~ hehe! Thank you. I have already ordered the materials for the sculpture. I’ll use even more!”


  


  “...”


  


  Wasn’t this getting out of hand? Lauel felt regretful as he realized the sculptor was more vicious than rumored, but it was only for a moment. Lauel quickly forgot his regret. The sculpture born from the sculptor’s fingertips was so perfect and wonderful!


  


  ‘He is even more proficient than the rumours say!’


  


  The sculptor was worth every bit of the money. It felt like Lauel was witnessing an item being made by Grid.


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  One was coming from the smithy and the other from the temple construction site—the sound of hammering resonated in Reinhardt and filled the Overgeared members. The blacksmith and sculptor sensed each other and had infinite respect for the other person.




  Chapter 887


  ‘Painting isn’t easy.’


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang...


  


  Grid had already finished working 10 minutes ago. He had completely repaired all the items he normally used. However, he didn’t stop hammering. He didn’t want to disturb Picasso, who was transferring his image to canvas. Grid could feel the spirit of an artist from Picasso who observed him without blinking. He couldn’t help having respect for her.


  


  ‘Let’s think.’


  


  What should he do until Picasso’s work was over? He didn’t want to make underwear in the painting, so should he make the mass-produced Grid items for a while? Grid thought about it before recalling the First Holy Sword. His understanding of it was at 60% after repeatedly disassembling and reassembling it in an attempt to resolve the curse. It was impossible to perfectly reproduce the First Holy Sword, but a ‘reproduction’ was possible.


  


  ‘I should use this opportunity to make a smaller holy sword.’


  


  It would give him a glimpse of how powerful the First Holy Sword was.


  


  ‘If I’m lucky, my understanding will rise.’


  


  Grid was filled with anticipation as he looked at the minerals warehouse on one side of the smithy.


  


  “What do you need me to bring over?” A young blacksmith noticed and quickly came forward.


  


  Grid frowned. ‘It is like I am a bully making them buy me bread.’


  


  Now people were trying to do things for him. He didn’t even have to say anything. They just read his desires. It wasn’t due to his strength but pure goodwill and respect!


  


  “Iron ore and mithril.”


  


  “Yes!” The young blacksmith rushed to the warehouse at Grid’s instructions. After the young blacksmith returned with a large amount of iron ore and mithril, Grid poured the iron ore into the furnace he had heated up.


  


  ‘Of course, it is insignificant compared to the divine stone that Hexetia created.’


  


  Among the minerals present on the Earth, those which could accept as much divine power as mithril could were rare. Grid planned to reproduce the First Holy Sword by using a minimum amount of iron ore and a large amount of mithril.


  


  Ttaaang! Ttang!


  


  He repeatedly smelted, tempered, and quenched the minerals. The iron ore and mithril which seemed to just be stones were transformed into a single blade through the process of smelting and hammering.


  


  ‘The First Holy Sword! I can perfectly reproduce its image!’


  


  Ttang!


  


  Extremely focused, Grid entered a trance state and thought back to when the holy sword was still in the hands of the Yatan Servants. He recalled all the impressions he felt when he saw it the first time, from the divine stone to the history and intentions of the First Holy Sword. Then he tried to completely reproduce the holy sword.


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  It wasn’t perfect, but he hadn’t ruined its essence. The appearance of the sword on the anvil wasn’t much different from the original. Still, there was a problem.


  


  ‘Ah, the divine power.’


  


  It was the absence of divine power. The holy sword that Grid was making resembled the original, but the divine power was incomparably weak. This was natural as there was a clear limit to the divine power in the mithril. The biggest feature of mithril was its ability to accept divine power. It was like the Divine Shield in the past where Grid had needed the help of a Rebecca priest to truly reproduce it.


  


  ‘I made a mistake!’


  


  This was bad. The sword wasn’t a holy sword. He had actually overlooked an important part of its essence!


  


  ‘I’m really stupid.’


  


  Grid was greatly disappointed in himself. He believed he was stupid because he had forgotten to ask for a priest for help. However, it was too much of a leap. Anyone could make this mistake. Grid had only focused on recreating the intent and form of the holy sword, so he ended up missing something.


  


  ‘...Sigh, yes. Calm down.’


  


  Grid stopped hammering and took a deep breath to control his mind. The sword on the anvil was already half finished, but there was no need to fret.


  


  ‘I can ask for support from the priests at the temple.’


  


  It didn’t matter if the temple authorities reported that they lacked manpower. He had other chances to try recreating the holy sword. Yes, there was no reason to be frustrated by one failure.


  


  ‘...Wait?’


  


  Once his mind relaxed, his way of thinking expanded. Grid shook off his anxiety and was reminded of the advanced light elemental. He noted two possible methods.


  


  ‘First, there is the iron ore magic training method!’


  


  Grid could train the iron ore using attack magic. The speed of the iron ore magic training depended on the power and skill of the magic used. A slow speed made the magic training very challenging.


  


  ‘Now I have the elemental!’


  


  That’s right. The second point that Grid noticed was the advanced light elemental.


  


  ‘Can I train minerals with the light elemental?’


  


  Grid recalled the detailed information of the elemental.


  


  [Light Elemental (Advanced)]


  


  [You can use the advanced light elemental.


  


  Current level of the light elemental: 1


  


  -Available Elemental Techniques-


  


  * The energy of the advanced elemental is infinite. An advanced elemental doesn’t consume the resources of the contractor.


  


  [Sword of Light]


  


  Makes the elemental into a sword of light.


  


  It will follow the contract and help the contractor secure visibility in the dark. When an enemy with the attribute of darkness is found, it will move by itself and attack the enemy.


  


  The attack power of the Sword of Light is affected by the contractor’s physical attack power and magic attack power.


  


  * This skill can be maintained at all times. However, separate techniques can’t be used in the Sword of Light state.


  


  [Flash]


  


  The light elemental will ‘instantaneously’ move to the target pointed out by the contractor.


  


  If the target is an enemy, it will shine intensely and blind the target for 0.3 seconds. The target can’t resist the blindness effect.


  


  If the target is the contractor’s ally, it will shine brightly and give the target a one-time ‘dark attack resistance’ effect.


  


  Cooldown Time: 5 minutes.]


  


  ‘This is it! I can use the Sword of Light to keep hitting the sword!’


  


  Grid was neglecting the Magic Battle Gear Production Method due to the excessive labor required. In the past, Grid used a whole fortnight to train the metal with Magic Missile. He had used magic and mana potions, but his stamina had dropped and he had become physically and mentally exhausted.


  


  Although Grid might be the master of labor, he couldn’t endure the challenge of the Magic Battle Gear Production Method. Then what about now?


  


  ‘I have the light elemental!’


  


  The one using the magic was the light elemental and the energy of the light elemental was infinite.


  


  ‘Let’s melt the blade again. Then I will let the Sword of Light hit it 10,000 times.’


  


  The completeness of the sword would increase due to the injection of divine power, and there was a high chance the level of the Magic Battle Gear Production Method would rise. Grid wouldn’t have to waste any energy!


  


  “Kukuk! Puhahahat!”


  


  What idiot? Wasn’t he a genius? He was very impressed with himself at coming up with the idea to use the advanced light elemental. Thrilled, Grid put his plan into action. He melted the sword and ordered the light elemental to train the metal. Then the struggles of the light elemental began. The white light sword hit the minerals on the anvil without stopping, and Grid watched with folded arms.


  


  “What is that?” The young blacksmiths were surprised by the sight and started to mutter. They asked their seniors about the new method Grid was using. Yet who could answer them? The blacksmith craftsmen weren’t able to give an answer because this was their first time seeing a blacksmith use an elemental.


  


  So, they could only silently watch the process. They couldn’t even imagine what would be born.


  


  “...”


  


  Picasso put the finishing touches on the canvas. The painting was completed. There was an intense blazing red background behind a man with a crown who hammered away while dozens of blacksmiths watched. A brilliant light elemental surrounded the man.


  


  ‘What is the result?’ Picasso focused on the painting with a burning soul. She gulped and waited for a rating to be assigned to the finished work. Picasso had poured everything into this painting and thought that the level of the finished work was better than she had expected, but she wondered if the system would give the same evaluation. The result came out pretty quickly.


  


  [You have completed a new work!]


  


  [It is the birth of a masterpiece that perfectly captures the appearance of the legendary blacksmith, king, and Hero King who impresses all the blacksmiths in the world!]


  


  [It is the first extremely honorable painting born in 177 years.]


  


  [You deserve praise for your accomplishment in portraying the greatest character of this day to the next generation!]


  


  [All stats will increase by 20 points due to the completion of a masterpiece.]


  


  [All stats will increase by 50 points due to the completion of an extremely honorable painting.] 


  


  [The level of all class-related skills will increase by 1!]


  


  [The class quest ‘Painter who will go down in History’ has been generated!]


  


  [The protagonist of the extremely honorable painting will feel deep gratitude toward you.]


  


  ‘Extremely honorable painting?’


  


  What was this? Picasso was confused by the unintended and unexpected result.


  


  [You have become the protagonist of an extremely honorable painting. Your appearance and achievements will be handed down to later generations unless the extremely honorable painting is destroyed.]


  


  [Your current stats will be engraved on the extremely honorable painting. No matter what happens to you, you will be able to recover the strength stored in the extremely honorable painting if you recall your identity engraved in it. However, there is only one chance.]


  


  “...?????” Grid had dozens of questions.


  


  Picasso said to him, “Even the system acknowledges that you are the best.” It wasn’t an unproven speculation. Picasso expressed her deep gratitude to Grid, “Thank you for giving me the opportunity to draw you. I will never forget this honor. I will continue to serve the Overgeared Kingdom and repay this favor.


  


  “...????”


  


  Grid took back the term ‘genius.’ He couldn’t understand the situation. Bewildered, Grid belatedly looked at the painting. Was he seeing things? Or had Picasso intentionally made him more handsome? The drawing which showed his passion while he smithed was extremely cool.


  


  20 days later...


  


  [A temple of God Hexetia has been completed in Reinhardt, the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom!]


  


  [This is the first temple for Hexetia!]


  


  [The artistic value of the statues which are perfect recreations of the appearances of God Hexetia and Goddess Rebecca have pierced the sky!]


  


  [The new artifacts will enhance your insights. We recommend that you visit Reinhardt.]


  


  All players currently accessing Satisfy had this world message rise in front of them.
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  Please read the announcement read: Talks about a lot of relevant things. 


  


  [Protagonist of the Extremely Honorable Painting]


  


  [* One-time limited skill.


  


  When used, your information will return to what it was when the extremely honorable painting was made.


  


  However, it will only be the stats and skills information. Additional information such as titles, class, status, race, age, and so on aren’t affected.]


  


  This was the new skill at the bottom of Grid’s skills list. Grid had a headache for the past 20 days because of this skill. At first, he was happy about being the protagonist of an extremely honorable painting and was excited to realize that he had a power similar to a single player ‘save’ point. Then he reached a stage of anxiety.


  


  “It seems to imply that I will soon experience something terrible...”


  


  It was a natural phenomenon. Think about it. A save file was only needed in the worst situation. Going by the way things were now, the save file would be his last resort. The fact that Satisfy provided a save point was like a warning that sooner or later, he would experience something he couldn’t resolve. Grid already felt sick, and the expression in his eyes was dark. 


  


  “I don’t know what will happen...”


  


  He was afraid. Grid was reminded of the fact that he was currently experiencing an episode regarding the gods and seven malignant saints.


  


  “Well, nothing has ever been easy.”


  


  The Hexetia temple had been completed. Grid’s shaking eyes calmed as he wore the crown on his head prior to the completion ceremony. It was just like the days when he was an unknown warrior, when he sought for Pagma’s Rare Book, when he became a lord, when he fought against a great demon, when he became a king, or when he cleansed the Behen Archipelago.


  


  Grid had walked along a thorny road. It had always been painful and difficult. However, he had endured the pain and finally overcome it. He had gotten good results and was now able to step forward.A new trial might be waiting for him, but he had been tempered both mentally and physically.


  


  Grid thought, ‘The save point is insurance. So far, I have fought without insurance. I can overcome the trials in the future more easily.’


  


  He wouldn’t stop. He would challenge how far he could reach. Grid pledged inside his heart and left the office. He went down the stairs to the first floor and saw the extremely honorable painting that Picasso had drawn 20 days ago. All those who entered the castle would see the extremely honorable painting first.


  


  Grid’s expression twisted, and he started sweating. “Why did you hang up the painting here?”


  


  Lauel followed him and responded to the question, “Isn’t it natural to decorate the castle with a portrait of the king?”


  


  “No, it’s embarrassing.” Grid blushed. No matter how he looked, he was too handsome in the portrait. It was clear that Picasso had beautified him in the painting. “I don’t want to scam people like this...”


  


  “Why?”


  


  “Don’t you know what a selfie swindler is? This is something that will cause extreme levels of hatred!” (TL: Someone whose selfie looks really good but the real appearance is much poorer)


  


  “Hah...? Haven’t you looked in a mirror? There is no difference between your actual appearance and the extremely honorable painting. Picasso has reproduced the image of the time when you were in full concentration.”


  


  “Don’t talk.”


  


  How could Grid be so good looking when he was concentrating? If that was the case, would he really be single? Wouldn’t women be lining up in front of him? Grid shook his head and rushed forward. He didn’t have a lot of time because the opening of the Hexetia temple would soon begin.


  


  ‘I’m curious about what Hexetia’s reaction will be.’


  


  What would Hexetia’s reaction be after the first temple for him was built? Grid hoped that Hexetia would rejoice. He wanted Hexetia’s feeling of alienation to be removed, for his self-esteem to be restored, and for him to stop feeling envious. At that moment...


  


  ‘Then I will be able to cleanse the First Holy Sword.’


  


  Grid would get the goddess’ blessing and use it to enhance his blacksmithing, reaching a higher level.


  


  “Attention!”


  


  “Protect King Grid, the sun that surrounds the kingdom!”


  


  Dozens of young knights saluted Grid and started to escort him. Coke was an exception. He was waiting in the palace for Prince Lord to finish his preparations.


  


  “The king is coming!”


  


  “Open the way for the king!”


  


  As Grid was surrounded by knights, thousands of elite soldiers wearing the Grid mass-produced set made by craftsmen opened the way for him. Tens of thousands of people on the street watched the king’s procession.


  


  Duguen! Duguen! Duguen! Grid’s heart thumped, and he completely shook off the anxiety about the dangers he would face one day. He had faith. After all, Grid was no longer alone and didn’t have to rely on his own strength.


  


  ‘They are protecting me, just as I protect them.’


  


  This wasn’t a time to be aloof.  He was too weak to remain aloof to everyone. It was a time filled with countless people, making him even more powerful.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  The Hexetia temple, open to the public and people of the Overgeared Kingdom, was very small in comparison to the Goddess Rebecca temples. The temples of Goddess Rebecca, which existed all over the continent, boasted the same size as one of the larger churches in the middle of Gangnam, while the Hexetia temple was like a temple built on top of a mountain.


  


  Still, no one could scoff at the quality. Its exterior and interior were all crafted from the finest marble. The design work of dozens of architects was visible, and dozens of sculptors had worked hard to sincerely recreate Hexetia’s image. Additionally, there were hammer and anvil motifs everywhere.


  


  The highlights of the temple were the two statues placed side by side outside the temple. The five-meter-tall Hexetia statue was a recreation of God Hexetia whom Grid had seen. Meanwhile, the seven-meter-tall Rebecca statue had on a dignified and compassionate expression. They were much better than any statues Grid had ever seen.


  


  He heard the sculptor had asked for a ridiculous pay, but wasn’t this worth it? Well, perhaps...


  


  [A temple of God Hexetia has been completed in Reinhardt, the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom!]


  


  [This is the first temple for Hexetia!]


  


  [The artistic value of the statues that perfectly recreated the appearance of God Hexetia and Goddess Rebecca has pierced the sky!]


  


  [The new artifacts will enhance your insights. We recommend that you visit Reinhardt.] 


  


  An effect appeared?


  


  “Eh?” Grid was completely shocked by the world message that appeared. 


  


  Meanwhile, Lauel was delighted. “It is very rewarding! Now many more people will visit Reinhardt than there were in the past! They will leave their money here! It was worth hiring that vicious sculptor!”


  


  “What? You guessed this would happen?”


  


  “Huhut, it is the first statue and temple of God Hexetia. Isn’t it natural for this temple to be a tourist attraction for those who have never seen the blacksmith god before? Didn’t you expect this as a genius among geniuses?”


  


  “...?” Grid never expected this, but he couldn’t say such words.


  


  “Uwaaaaahhhhh!”


  


  “The culture of Reinhardt is blossoming thanks to King Grid!”


  


  “King Grid! I love you!”


  


  “Wow, amazing... My intelligence increased by 10 for looking at the statue...”


  


  “The level of the blacksmithing skill increased? It is really amazing. I’m jealous. It is a kingdom founded by a blacksmith for a reason.”


  


  Both the players and NPCs were happy and praised Grid. Their cheers spread through Reinhardt, and Grid smiled at them.


  


  “This is Reinhardt, the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom! The temple and statue of God Hexetia built by Overgeared King Grid are now unveiled to the public...”


  


  “It is a whole new temple and will probably attract many effects. For most people, new quests related to God Hexetia will be generated, and they can enjoy a stats boost effect…”


  


  “Experts have predicted the birth of new classes with this launch of a new religion. Examples are priests, paladins, or blacksmiths who can use divine power.”


  


  Reporters from all over the world were already at the scene. They were deeply grateful to Grid as they started spreading the news in real time. After all, hadn’t he directly told them the time of the scoop? His new temple provided them with big news. That’s how the reporters had been able to come to Reinhardt beforehand and catch the scoop in real time.


  


  ‘How did the reporters come here so quickly? Do they have a magician who can use Mass Teleport for each broadcaster?’


  


  Of course… Grid didn’t actually know anything about this.


  


  The one who told the broadcasters about this scoop was Lauel, not Grid!


  


  ‘I will spread all your feats to the world.’ The loyal Lauel laughed madly.


  


  [You are the first human to set up a temple for God Hexetia!]


  


  [The gods, including Hexetia, are very surprised.]


  


  Hexetia finally bit the bait that Grid cast. In this festive mood, Grid alone looked up at the sky as he received notification windows.


  


  [The goddess of light, Rebecca, is showing a warm smile.]


  


  [The other gods are staying silent because the god of war, Zeratul, is defending you.]


  


  [The voice of the blacksmith god, Hexetia, is heard in your ears.]


  


  -Thank you.


  


  [Affinity with God Hexetia has increased by 50!]


  


  -But it is worrisome... Can you, a human who can look beyond my abilities and laugh behind my back, truly serve me?


  


  [God Hexetia is feeling suspicious.]


  


  -Are you honoring me because of respect? Do I want to be respected by humanity? The people right now seem to be respecting you more than my statue.


  


  “...?”


  


  What was this strange attitude? Grid got a chill as he felt something ominous from Hexetia, who was hesitating to accept all of this.


  


  [Affinity with God Hexetia has decreased to -10!]


  


  Grid lost favor with the god with low self-esteem. He now reached the requirements to receive the curse!


  


  ‘This is crazy!’


  


  Everything in front of Grid was dark. 


  


  In the chairman’s office in S.A Group’s headquarters, Chairman Lim Cheolho smiled in a meaningful manner. “Didn’t I tell you? You can look forward to the god’s curse.”


  


  Hexetia shouted at Grid, -I am challenging you to a duel!


  


  [★Hidden Quest ★ ‘Win a Blacksmithing Competition with a God’ is in progress.]
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  -I am challenging you to a duel!


  


  ‘Eh?’


  


  If Grid were a Hollywood movie character, it was the time to shout ‘WTF!’ Grid doubted his ears for a moment before his brain started working again.


  


  ‘What?’


  


  Hadn’t he invested a lot of money and care into building a temple? A duel...? Why couldn’t Hexetia just say thank you?


  


  ‘Didn’t affinity increase by 50?’


  


  Then Hexetia changed his attitude, doubted Grid’s goodwill, decreased affinity to -10, and applied for a duel...?


  


  ‘Hexetia is completely...’


  


  He was a maniac with inconsistent actions. Grid’s money and efforts were in vain thanks to this frivolous guy. Yet Grid didn’t think this, nor did he feel angry. At this moment, Grid was feeling sympathetic toward Hexetia. He understood what Hexetia was feeling.


  


  ‘...Completely pathetic.’


  


  It could be seen from Hexetia’s attitude of not being able to accept a person’s goodwill and questioning them. Hexetia’s self-esteem was much lower than Grid had expected.


  


  ‘How...’


  


  How long had Hexetia lived without receiving love and expectations? To think that a god had ended up in this situation… It was regretful. Grid felt that he and Hexetia were turning out to be more and more alike.


  


  -What are you doing? I am challenging you to a duel! Respond! Hexetia’s furious voice rang out again. He was obviously angry. Why was he always furious? A normal person wouldn’t be able to understand Hexetia’s sudden mood swing, but Grid was different.


  


  ‘...He thinks I am ignoring him.’


  


  Grid thought of his middle school days. It had been his second year. One day, he had suddenly felt that he shouldn’t be alone and vowed to try making friends. The Grid of that day had been filled with courage, unlike how he had been usually. He had gone to school in the morning and spoken words of greetings to his classmates who didn’t even look at him. It was a simple morning greeting. For most people, it was an ordinary act. It was a normal routine, but it had been a special challenge for Grid. He had gathered his courage and barely managed to do it, yet his classmates’ reactions had been cold.


  


  ‘Just saying hello to them?’


  


  Grid still remembered the dozens of cold eyes and the silence. That’s right. The weak Grid had been looked down upon by others, but he had been mostly ignored. He knew that pain.


  


  ‘I’m sure you feel the same.’ Grid’s expression distorted as he looked up at the blue sky.


  


  Then Hexetia spoke again, -Not even answering me! You really are ignoring me! All of you! You humans are always...!! Never showing respect to a god!!


  


  “No,” the silent Grid finally opened his mouth. He looked up to where Hexetia was staying and spoke in a determined voice, “Ignoring you? How can I refuse the request of the greatest god who has contributed to the development of humanity?”


  


  There was no response. Hexetia was silent due to his surprise. The tens of thousands of people gathered in front of the temple started buzzing with chatter. Grid, who was on the stage, hadn’t spoken since the announcement about the temple. He just silently looked up at the sky.


  


  “Grid?” Lauel approached slowly and examined Grid’s condition. “What is it all of a sudden? If you don’t feel well, then just say hello and step back. I will direct Huroi to give a speech.”


  


  “No.” Grid raised a hand to stop Lauel. He didn’t pay attention to the reaction of the public and faced Hexetia. There were tens of thousands of players and soldiers paying attention to Grid. There were also reporters from all over the world with cameras.


  


  While everyone watched, Grid shouted, “The blacksmith god, Hexetia, is a god who taught humanity how to use fire and iron. Thanks to Hexetia, humanity was able to develop, blacksmiths were born, and I was eventually able to exist. As a result, I was able to establish the Overgeared Kingdom. If you are a human, blacksmith, or Overgeared citizen, it is appropriate for you to appreciate and respect Hexetia.”


  


  ‘What is this severe leap in logic?’ The majority of players were dumbfounded. Satisfy was a game. The gods that existed in Satisfy were just imaginary gods, so the players couldn’t respect them. It was hard for them to understand Grid’s praise of Hexetia. However, a small number of players took into account Grid’s position.


  


  ‘There are benefits to getting the favor of the blacksmith god. That’s why he made a temple and gave a speech praising the blacksmith god...’


  


  ‘He is probably doing a quest.’


  


  Benefits occurred when serving the god corresponding to their class. Maybe one day they would also experience it? By using Grid as a lighthouse, many people looked forward to what would happen in the future. 


  


  Flash! Suddenly, there was a lightning strike in the clear sky. It was a lightning strike that precisely aimed at Grid on the stage.


  


  “What?”


  


  “King Grid!”


  


  “The camera! Don’t miss this!”


  


  They were scared out of their wits! The people who witnessed the king being attacked in real time were frightened and confused. The soldiers tried to calm the people, while the knights ran around the stage, wary of the unknown threat.


  


  “Grid!”


  


  “Are you okay?”


  


  The Overgeared members ran to the stage and looked around for Grid.


  


  “Remove that camera!”


  


  “Get off!”


  


  Pon, Vantner, and Peak Sword threatened the reporters of each country.


  


  “Grid?”


  


  Grid had disappeared from the podium.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  [You have been abducted to Asgard, the world of the gods!]


  


  [You are the first player to visit Asgard: First World.]


  


  [Your location in Asgard can’t be identified. The map has failed to open.]


  


  [As a reward for being the first to visit Asgard: First World, you have received the interest of the angels!]


  


  [The title ‘Dipped your Feet into the World of the Gods’ has been acquired.]


  


  [Dipped your Feet into the World of the Gods]


  


  [* Health +10,000


  


  * Altitude adaptability +70%


  


  You have visited the world that exists beyond the sky. It feels like you can live for a long time because of the clear air.]


  


  This was beyond the sky...?


  


  “Umm...”


  


  Grid had blinked and found himself above the clouds. They were clouds that were as light and fluffy as the Italian bed he had bought his parents after becoming successful! Grid wanted to stretch out and sleep, but he then came to his senses.


  


  “What is this all of a sudden?”


  


  What had happened?


  


  “Ack?” Grid’s breathing became blocked the moment he was unable to grasp the situation. When he raised his body, his hands and feet felt heavy.


  


  [You are far up in the sky. The altitude penalty causes all stats to drop by 100%!]


  


  [The effect of the Dipped your Feet into the World of the Gods title has increased your altitude adaptability by 70%. The altitude penalty is reduced to 30%. All stats are reduced by 30%.]


  


  “Ah...” His mind cleared as he overcame the discomfort of his body and grasped the situation. Grid reminded himself that he had accepted Hexetia’s duel request!


  


  ‘I was kidnapped straight away.’


  


  The first player to visit the world of the gods... It would’ve been nice if the form of the visit was something better than being kidnapped.


  


  ‘Hexetia’s nature is too hasty.’


  


  Where should Grid go? Under a golden sunset and dozens of rainbows, the lone Grid scratched his head. There were no mountains, rivers, seas, or buildings, just clouds and the sky. This was the world of the gods...? While he was bewildered, Grid heard something. “...?”


  


  He could hear faint voices. Grid listened carefully and determined that the sounds were coming from 50 meters behind him.


  


  “Look! There are no wings or rings! It is a human, right?”


  


  “D-Don’t tell me...? The gods allowed a human to visit...”


  


  “...”


  


  There were voices of boys and girls. It was easy to deduce they weren’t human based on the contents of the conversation. Grid was reminded of the ‘interest of the angels’ that he received as a reward for being the first to visit Asgard: First World and deliberately spoke loudly to himself, “Oh, my! This...! I am a human, and it is my first time in the world of the gods! I don't know where to go! Where should I go to find God Hexetia?”


  


  Shortly after his words finished...


  


  “It really is a human?”


  


  “H-How is a human here?”


  


  Four boys and girls flew around Grid. They had platinum hair and skin that was as white as milk. Additionally, they had pure white wings and a ring-shaped object floating above their heads. Their glowing green eyes seemed more valuable than any jewelry in the world. It was the image of angels that Grid had often imagined!


  


  ‘Pretty.’ No other word could come to mind. Not a single bit of evil could be seen from the blend of innocence and beauty. While Grid was stunned, a quest popped up.


  


  [Interest of the Young Angels (1)]


  


  [You are the first human that the young angels have seen. They feel a great interest in you. Please answer their questions.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Answer the angels’ questions appropriately (3 times in total).


  


  Quest Clear Rewards: +1 affinity with the young angels. Link to the Interest of the Young Angels (2) quest.


  


  Quest Failure: The young angels will lose their interest in you.]


  


  It was a typical savings system in Satisfy. The more interest that was accumulated, the higher the interest would be. Even if the target was a great demon, accumulating affinity would give rewards such as quests. Grid couldn’t miss the opportunity to build up an affinity with the angels.


  


  ‘In the first place, I can’t do anything alone.’


  


  The cloud field was as wide as the sea. It reminded him of the Red Sea that he had seen on the first day he assimilated with Braham. Grid needed the help of these young angels.


  


  “Yes, I’m a human. I came here was because I was kidnapped by God Hexetia... No, I received an invitation from him.”


  


  “Did you hear? God Hexetia invited a human!”


  


  “No way! God Hexetia hates humans!”


  


  “I heard that humans are good at lying! Don’t be fooled!”


  


  “It isn’t a lie! The only people who can visit here without a god’s permission are the seven malignant saints!”


  


  “...Kids? Do you have any more questions?”


  


  The angels were excited and agitated. Grid was irritated because he wanted to answer the questions and receive the next quest. It would be upsetting if the angels lost their interest. It was a groundless worry though as the angels were fortunately still interested in Grid.


  


  “Can you bear the heat?”


  


  “The heat?”


  


  “Yes! You can’t be invited by God Hexetia! God Hexetia is so hot that no one wants to go near him!”


  


  “Right, right! His fire nipples are too much! The heat is hard for the angels to bear!”


  


  “...”


  


  Alone in the world of the gods, Grid just nodded with a bitter expression. “I can endure it.”


  


  Ttiring~


  


  [The quest has succeeded!]


  


  [Affinity with the young angels has increased by 1. It has led to the Interest of the Young Angels (2) quest.]


  


  [Interest of the Young Angels (2)]


  


  [You are the first human that the young angels have seen. They have a great interest in you. Please answer their questions.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Answer the angels’ questions appropriately (6 times in total).


  


  Quest Clear Rewards: +1 affinity with the young angels. Link to the Interest of the Young Angels (3) quest.


  


  Quest Failure: The young angels will lose their interest in you.]


  


  The next quest was no different from the preceding one. The angels asked Grid various questions. They went from trivial questions like what humans ate and whether they really died in less than 100 years to questions which indirectly gave Grid a glimpse of Hexetia’s situation...


  


  It was a small help. The Interest of the Young Angels quests continued to the fifth one. Then after clearing the fifth quest...


  


  [Hexetia’s Home]


  


  [The young angels are starting to like you. They will guide you to Hexetia according to your request.]


  


  Grid was able to find a path. He followed the guidance of the angels and arrived in front of a shabby cabin at the end of the sea of clouds. The huge chimney of the cabin was impressive.


  


  “Hot... I will go.”


  


  “Me too~~ I don’t like God Hexetia~~”


  


  “...”


  


  Sometimes naivety could be a knife. The frankness of the young angels deeply wounded someone. 


  


  [The temperature of the area is very high.]


  


  [The legendary blacksmith doesn’t succumb to the heat.]


  


  As if waiting for the young angels to disappear, the door of the cabin opened only after the angels disappeared. The name ‘Blacksmith God: Hexetia’ floated in an orange color on top of the half-naked man’s head. Hexetia’s burning nipples looked lonely. They seemed to be shouting that he didn’t emit this heat because he wanted to.


  


  Grid greeted Hexetia politely, “It is an honor to meet the blacksmith god who contributed to the development of humanity. I will duel you out of a sense of respect toward you.”


  


  “You are a mere human in front of a god. The fact that you aren’t afraid of me shows that your respect is certainly false...! You are someone who sold the name of a god for the sake of your fame. I will give you a taste of hell!”


  


  [★Hidden Quest ★ ‘Win a Blacksmithing Competition with a God’ has started!]


  


  [Win a Blacksmithing Competition with a God]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  God Hexetia is the creator of most of the tools that exist in this world.


  


  It won’t be easy to win against God Hexetia!


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Create a better item than God Hexetia. 


  


  Quest Clear Rewards: The acknowledgment of God Hexetia and enlightenment. The disappearance of God Hexetia’s envy. Affinity with God Hexetia will increase, and the curse on the First Holy Sword will be released.


  


  Quest Failure: A new divine punishment. 


  


  * The divine punishment will cause a strong penalty such as a drop in character level, a drop in skill level, or a permanent loss of acquired goods and experience.]
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  [(Breaking News) Grid is missing!]


  


  [Overgeared King Grid was hit by lightning during the opening ceremony of the Hexetia Temple...]


  


  [Grid disappeared like smoke... None of the hundreds of cameras can find him.]


  


  [(Column) Is this a warning from the great demons about humanity serving a new god? Grid will certainly receive a big penalty.]


  


  The world was in upheaval as Grid disappeared during real time. The way he disappeared without a trace caused all types of speculations.


  


  “Grid is safe. He just logged out.”


  


  Logging out during an important event...? The Overgeared Kingdom’s explanation couldn’t be understood at all and provoked greater turmoil. People started speculating that Grid had disappeared because of the curse of a great demon and that he had been forcibly taken to hell. Then the disturbing testimonies of the Rebecca Church players were added, “The senior priests have stated that Grid has received the goddess’ wrath for serving another god.”


  


  Half a day had passed since Grid disappeared. Where was he and what was he doing now? Many people assumed Grid was in danger. The conclusion was that the construction of the Hexetia Temple had an adverse effect on him.


  


  [This is the signal of his downfall.]


  


  These exaggerated headlines spread across the world.


  ***


  


  


  ‘This...’


  


  Grid was upset by the penalties that would be gained when the quest failed. It felt like the extremely honorable painting had been arranged for this exact moment. A duel with a god after obtaining the extremely honorable painting... The timing was too good. It was as if the episodes were linked naturally. There was nothing for Grid to worry about if he lost. He could use the skill in the extremely honorable painting to regain his skills and stats... It was as if someone was whispering this to him.


  


  Grid found it hard to understand. ‘Picasso is a player. It doesn’t make sense that she knew what I would go through and painted a map for the future. No... Wait?’


  


  Satisfy’s freedom was infinite. The history of the world moved according to the actions and choices of the players. It was possible that one painting drawn by one player might have a great influence.


  


  ‘...Maybe the extremely honorable painting is one of the causes of this episode?’


  


  Among all the reasons for Hexetia to request for a duel, one of them might be jealousy due to Grid becoming the main character of the extremely honorable painting. In the end, it could be interpreted that now was the right timing to use the extremely honorable painting.


  


  ‘I can get away without a huge penalty even if I lose to Hexetia.’


  


  So what if he lost?


  


  ‘No, I must win.’


  


  The quest reward was telling him that this was a battle he must win. This was also Grid’s wish.


  


  Yes, Grid wanted to win unconditionally. He wanted to get rid of Hexetia’s envy and release the curse on the First Holy Sword. Grid’s ultimate goal was to receive the goddess’ blessing twice and enhance Pagma’s Swordsmanship and blacksmithing at the same time.


  


  The person Grid was facing right now was a god, despite the fact that he had the image of a human. Hexetia lived in a shabby cabin that was unlike the giant castles of the great demons, but he was one level above them. The heat and the flames on his nipples were evidence of that.


  


  Yes, Hexetia was an enemy more fearful than anyone Grid had ever fought. Sweat flowed down Grid’s cheek as he was reminded of this. It was difficult for him to remain calm against a god, despite being the Overgeared King.


  


  Hexetia said, “You humans might’ve forgotten, but when I received the goddess’ will, I created a million tools and spread them across the earth. I created all of them, from ordinary items such as tableware and farming tools to luxury items like jewelry and weapons.”


  


  “...”


  


  What did Hexetia want to say? It wasn’t simply taking credit. Noticing that Hexetia was trying to explain the rules of the match, Grid focused thoroughly in order not to miss anything.


  


  “Yes, humanity has produced the tools and weapons I created. Yet they became deluded and thought it was due to their own talents. It is to the extent that they built up people as ‘new gods’... just like you.” Anger started to spread on Hexetia’s face. He was really angry. “I feel sick every time I see people who are just imitating me get praised...! It is disgusting to see the stupid people who don’t know their true benefactor! Therefore—! Therefore—!!”


  


  Hexetia had attempted to destroy humanity as he had seen that the same things would be repeated again. However, this blacksmith who was ‘beyond a god’ was somewhat unusual. He announced Hexetia’s merits to the world and claimed to respect him. To be honest, Hexetia was happy. He felt a throbbing sensation in his chest. It was an emotion he felt for the first time in his endless existence. Hexetia was deeply grateful to Grid. However, unlike his heart, his mind had doubts. A human different from the others had appeared for the first time in tens of thousands of years, so it was natural for Hexetia to have doubts.


  


  ‘I want to resolve my doubts.’


  


  This was Hexetia’s home. Hexetia wanted to acknowledge Grid’s abilities. He wanted this person to stand firm without him. Only then he would be able to trust this human. Therefore...


  


  “Prove your skills! If you prove that you aren’t a simple subordinate, I will acknowledge and trust you!”


  


  Hexetia requested for a duel. It was a completely different desire from the past, back when he didn’t want to be pursued by a human. Then how did Grid respond?


  


  “Okay,” he accepted the duel without hesitation. “I’ll prove it.”


  


  It wasn’t just a matter of compensation now. Grid didn’t want the effort and experiences he had accumulated to be in vain. He wanted his strength to be acknowledged by Hexetia.


  


  “A good attitude! I’ll give you mercy! You decide the theme of the match!”


  


  A sword? Armor? A spear? No, Grid wouldn’t dare choose a battle gear as the theme. They were the best out of all the tools Hexetia had created. That’s right. Hexetia predicted that Grid would avoid a frontal match with him. He also hoped for that as he wanted Grid to improve his chances of winning.


  


  “A sword.”


  


  “What...?”


  


  Unlike Hexetia’s hope, Grid chose a frontal match.


  


  “Let’s see who can make the more powerful sword.”


  


  “You really...!” Hexetia’s expression distorted. He felt like Grid was ignoring him. It was obvious that Grid’s outwardly respectful manner was all false. Hexetia trembled with fury.


  


  “The source of my confidence isn’t a heart that ignores you,” Grid explained. “I merely believe in the experiences and efforts that I’ve accumulated over the years.”


  


  “Hat..! Talking about experience when you only started learning blacksmithing 10 years ago?”


  


  “For me, 10 years is a long time. I spent every day of that time struggling.”


  


  Grid wasn’t exaggerating. He had been working around the clock since becoming Pagma's Descendant. Starting from the bottom, he had been more stubborn about climbing to the highest point.


  


  “It won’t be easy to deal with you,” Grid declared with deep eyes before pulling out his portable furnace. Then he put in the white phosphorus wood and started the fire.


  


  Hexetia watched the scene and scoffed, “You take so long to make a fire. Take a look. This is the power of a god.”


  


  While exposing his chest, Hexetia raised both hands.


  


  ‘Divine power?’ Grid gulped. He didn’t dare imagine what the power of a god would be like.


  


  Then at that moment...


  


  “Haap!” Hexetia made a serious expression and twisted both nipples with the index finger and thumb of his hands. Then a blue flame flew out from the left nipple and a red flame from the right nipple, hitting Grid’s furnace and igniting the white phosphorus wood. Grid couldn’t help feeling a sense of admiration as the best timber of the East Continent was easily set alight. The temperature of the furnace exceeded Grid’s desired level.


  


  ‘This is the power of the blacksmith god.’


  


  It was definitely great. However...


  


  ‘XX nipples… No, let’s not think about Hexetia’s actions.’ 


  


  Grid could deal a larger wound to Hexetia’s low self-esteem. Shaking his head, Grid expressed his thanks to Hexetia. Then he called the four golden hands to him, “God Hands.” 


  


  Why? Was it because he needed more help to go against the god? No. There was a specific reason why Grid called the God Hands to him. It was to obtain pavranium, the mineral created through the collaboration of the legendary blacksmith, Pagma, and the legendary great magician, Braham. Once Grid gave the order, the God Hands jumped into the furnace and started to melt. It was the moment when all the experience of the God Hands, which had been steadily building up since the completion of the growth type items, was lost.


  


  ‘I have to take some damages in a confrontation against a god,’ Grid soothed his bitter heart. In fact, he had faith. He believed that if he recreated the God Hands with his current skills, he could complete a masterpiece which transcended the old God Hands he’d made years ago.


  


  ‘I’ll revive you again, God Hands. But before that, I have to make a hammer and sword first.’


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang! Grid smelted, tempered, and quenched the pavranium on the anvil. He was making a hammer. Once he produced a blacksmithing hammer containing the best mineral which was made by combining Pagma and Braham’s knowledge, Grid planned to produce a sword with this hammer.


  


  “Can I go slowly? There is no time limit in this match, right?” Grid grinned at Hexetia and summoned the light elemental, turning it into a Sword of Light and ordering it to train the mithril. Technique, knowledge, materials, and tools—Grid poured everything he had into this match. Maybe this was the ‘first’ time. He would eventually be making battle gear out of pavranium for the first time.


  


  Every time the pavranium was hit with the hammer, it emitted a white light intense enough to make the golden cloud fields turn white for a moment. It was a splendid sight that soothed Hexetia. Hexetia already realized that the reason why Grid made the temple wasn’t for the sake of simple flattery.


  


  ‘Truly... He truly respects me!’


  


  Hexetia’s poisonous gaze gentled. He held the hammer made of divine stone and felt the feeling of ‘joy’ for the first time.




  Chapter 891


  [Pavranium]


  


  [-The strongest mineral produced by the collaboration between the legendary blacksmith, Pagma, and the legendary great magician, Braham.


  


  It is harder than the god’s mineral, adamantium, and has more compatibility with magic than mithril. It also boasts more elasticity than jaffa.


  


  By default, the pavranium revolve around and protect their owner, but they will also take other actions when given commands from their owner.


  


  * The pavranium have obtained healing skills due to Goddess Rebecca’s blessing. They will increase their owner’s health recovery speed by 300%.


  


  * Thepavranium have obtained an attack buff skill due to God Dominion’s blessing. The owner’s attack power will increase by 15%.


  


  * The pavranium have obtained a defense buff skill due to God Judar’s blessing. The owner’s defensive power will increase by 15%.


  


  Smelting Conditions: Pagma, Grid.


  


  Conditions of Use: Pagma, Grid.]


  


  This was the explanation for the mineral. It couldn’t be called perfect because sometimes having an ego was a disadvantage, but for Grid, pavranium was the best mineral. Nevertheless, Grid never made any battle gear with pavranium. Was it because pavranium was too hard to smelt? No way. Pavranium was the best mineral, and it was simultaneously a class item for Pagma’s Descendant. From Grid’s point of view, it was naturally easy to smelt.


  


  Grid was like a fish in water when smelting and hammering pavranium. Grid found it easier and more enjoyable to smelt and temper pavranium than iron ore, which had the lowest degree of difficulty. The reason why Grid didn’t make battle gear with pavranium was that it was too precious. He didn’t want to bind the pavranium into a solid form when it could move around and act on its own.


  


  Now, the situation had changed. This was a competition with a god. He couldn’t afford to save the pavranium when facing a god.


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang! Grid hit the pavranium using the hammer he had used for many years. The pavranium responded to Grid’s intentions and techniques, and it gradually became a hammer.


  


  Hexetia’s eyes narrowed. ‘He is definitely in the realm of transcendence.’


  


  Grid’s hammering technique was four to five times faster and twenty times more sophisticated than the technique of ordinary human blacksmiths. It was a skill that was beyond the domain of humans. Grid’s skill was at a level similar to that of Pagma and the seven malignant saints whom Hexetia had been jealous of in the past.


  


  However, Grid was different from them. Pagma had rebelled and resisted Hexetia, while Grid understood, embraced, and served Hexetia. The divine stone was a mineral which Hexetia had created, and it gathered the strength of all minerals. 


  


  Tong! Grid placed the divine stone on the anvil and started working. Hexetia was confident. A mineral that was more perfect than the divine stone didn’t exist anywhere!


  


  ‘Grid, the feelings in your heart and your abilities have been sufficiently communicated to me. So I will show it to you in return...’


  


  ...The greatness of a god!


  


  ‘I will imprint my greatness on your soul, and you will serve me forever!’


  


  Hexetia wasn’t loved by anyone. He was hiding alone in the shadow cast by the goddess of light. Why did he exist? Hexetia might’ve acted on the will of the goddess, but he wasn’t remembered by anyone. He was forgotten and avoided... Why? What was the point of his existence? Would it be better to not have been born in the first place?


  


  These thoughts constantly revolved around Hexetia’s mind. Hexetia sometimes became envious of the humans on the ground. They were existences who lived in the moment. He felt jealous of those born inferior to himself laughing, crying, and finding meaning in life. There was no chance for Hexetia to find meaning in life when he existed alone. However, the opportunity had now finally arrived.


  


  ‘I will be sure to prove my worth to Grid!’


  


  This was the first time in his life that there was someone who understood his hard work and wanted to serve him.


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang! Hexetia started hammering the divine stone desperately. There was no room for him to relax. He was far from the omnipotent god that the world assumed he was.


  


  ‘I won’t miss this chance...!’


  


  He couldn’t lose. Otherwise, he would fail to prove his value. He didn’t want to become alone again. Hexetia’s hammering speed became faster and exceeded Grid’s speed. It was a huge 10 times faster! 


  


  ‘Crazy!’ Grid was astonished. Grid didn’t fear potentially causing damage with his hammering speed and had great pride in it. His hammer hit the pavranium on the anvil six times per second, which was already considered a new record. Yet Hexetia was hammering 10 times faster than him at 60 times per second!


  


  ‘Is that a person? Ah, no, he isn’t a person.’


  


  Apart from the flames on the nipples, Hexetia’s appearance wasn’t much different from humans. In addition, the personality he expressed was far from transcendent. It was more like that of a normal person. That’s why Grid forgot for a moment. Hexetia was a god. Yes, he was the blacksmith god—a monster who could simply pinch his nipples to increase the temperature of the furnace!


  


  ‘Stay calm. Don’t get agitated.’


  


  Watching the monster forge the metal at an unbelievable speed, the agitated Grid started to move his hand again.


  


  ‘Just being fast has no meaning.’


  


  Yes, the important thing was quality. It was sophistication which was required when forging metal, not speed. Just forging a metal quickly wouldn’t produce refinement.


  


  ‘I have to maintain my own pace!’


  


  In the first place, there was no time limit for this match. There was no need to be nervous because Hexetia was hammering 10 times faster than him. On the other hand...


  


  Ttang!


  


  Hexetia stopped hammering for a moment. The divine stone on the anvil was in the shape of a blade. Hexetia placed the hot blade into cold water and took it out, entering the next stage.


  


  Ttaaang! The sound of metal being hit rang through the sky.


  


  “...!” Grid admired Hexetia’s ability to enter the next stage ahead of himself. He was also wary of the fact that the divine stone was equivalent or better than pavranium.


  


  ‘Isn’t it natural?’


  


  Pavranium had been made by the joint forces of two legends, while the divine stone had been literally made by a god. It was likely that the divine stone was a higher concept mineral than pavranium.


  


  ‘The best material I can take out might be trivial in front of a god...’


  


  His belief in the pavranium faded. Grid weakened when he realized he couldn’t even compete in materials against a god.


  


  “...” A stillness flowed through Grid, and his hammering stopped completely. Could he win when he was even beaten in materials? Had the game ended already? Was he currently wasting his time? Grid could feel defeat coming. It was a pity that he had to miss out on the goddess’ blessing. The moment these thoughts stirred Grid’s mind...


  


  Ttang! Hexetia was raising the speed of his tempering. Every time he hit the blade with his hammer, the flames emitted from his nipples would warm the blade again, making the process of tempering much easier. Sweat flowed down Grid’s cheeks. As Hexetia continued working, the number of flames emitted by Hexetia’s nipples increased and the temperature of the entire area rose. The air was now as hot as lava. It was too hot for even the legendary blacksmith to bear. Grid could understand why the young angels avoided Hexetia.


  


  “Keuk...”


  


  Grid initially thought that a legendary blacksmith completely ignored the effect of temperature, but it turned out that there was a ceiling to that. Realizing how small he was before a god, Grid completely lost his motivation.


  


  ‘I was crazy. What confidence did I have to think I could win against a god?’


  


  Yes, it was natural to lose. He should just neatly give up. This was the moment when Grid gave up his only advantage—his tenacity.


  


  [The effect of Valhalla of Infinite Affection is helping to maintain your body temperature...]


  


  The notification window that rose gave strength to Grid’s weakened body and mind, and his pained body suddenly felt lighter than a feather. Valhalla, Khan’s masterpiece which Grid had never taken off, triggered the effect that maintained his body temperature.


  


  “...Khan.” Grid’s heart sank as he read Khan’s intentions in the armor. Khan had prayed for Grid’s well-being even in his last moments. Grid’s grip on his hammer tightened. ‘Yes. Khan didn’t give up.’


  


  Despite knowing that his life was about to end, Khan never let go of the hammer in his hand. Grid was a blacksmith. How could a legendary blacksmith let go of the hammer in his hand? It was an unacceptable sin. Khan would probably be frustrated as he watched Grid from wherever he was now.


  


  ‘I have to fight to the end, even if I lose.’


  


  He couldn’t disappoint Khan. Grid had this thought and was no longer fighting alone. Khan’s soul and will were with him.


  


  “Uraaaaat!” Grid struck the pavranium with force. He had reminded himself that Khan’s final work, Valhalla of Infinite Affection, was an armor which had been made without any special materials. Black iron, which was relatively common now, was the main material. Yet the armor had been born as a non-standard item, and its performance was equivalent to the myth rating.


  


  Yes, the result of an item didn’t just depend on the value of the material. The more important thing was the skill, intentions, and will of the maker. This was the last thing Khan had taught Grid.


  


  ‘Khan, watch me until the end.’


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  The forged pavranium entered the quenching stage, and the hot metal gave off a golden glow.


  


  ‘Your son will face a god with your teachings!’


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  [You are extremely focused and the Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath skill has been activated.]


  


  [You are extremely focused and the Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience skill has been activated.]


  


  [You are extremely focused and the Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath skill has been activated.]


  


  [You are extremely focused and the Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience...]


  


  [......]


  


  [......]


  


  There was no distinction between day and night in Asgard. Under the serene sky, Grid’s first work was completed.


  


  [You have created a myth rated item!]


  


  It was the birth of a new blacksmithing hammer.




  Chapter 892


  [Blacksmith Hammer to Go Against the Gods]


  


  [Rating: Myth


  


  Durability: Infinite   Attack Power: 870


  


  * Moves to protect the master and kill enemies.


  


  * All types of materials can be hammered without much difficulty.


  


  * The probability of normal and rare rated items is fixed at 0%.


  


  * There is a very low probability of making epic rated items.


  


  * There is a very high probability of making unique rated items. 


  


  * Odds of Making a Legendary Rated Item: +5%


  


  * Odds of Making a Myth Rated Item: +1%


  


  -A hammer made by the legendary blacksmith Grid, who is becoming a myth beyond a legend, in preparation for a match against a god. It is very compatible with Grid because it is designed with Grid’s physical conditions and habits in mind. Blacksmiths other than Grid can’t use it. 


  


  The ego of the pavranium used as a material in the hammer will help the owner use it more conveniently.


  


  Conditions of Use: Grid.


  


  Weight: 490]


  


  [A myth rated item has been produced, permanently increasing all stats by 10!]


  


  ‘Crazy!’ Grid was shocked when he examined the golden hammer. The 1st ranked blacksmith, Panmir, had said that his probability of making a legendary rated item was 0.01%. It was small, but it contained his aspirations.


  


  ‘This hammer increases it by 5%...’


  


  Grid’s existing blacksmith hammer was also fraudulent. It increased the probability of making legendary items by 1%, which was equivalent to denying the existence of regular blacksmith players. However, the Blacksmith Hammer to Go Against the Gods had a 5% chance of making a legendary rated item! It was five times better than the hammer Grid was currently using. No, it was greater than that. It suppressed the creation of lower rated items such as normal and rare items and also increased the probability of making myth rated items by 1%.


  


  This was much more than Grid had been hoping for. While creating the new hammer, he had just wanted to increase his chances of making a myth rated item. Still, there was just one thing that wasn’t good.


  


  ‘It doesn’t have the ability to move on its own and make an item.’


  


  Grid had been inwardly hoping for that. He wanted the hammer—which was made of pavranium—to move by itself and help him when making items, increasing the efficiency of his item production. However, the blacksmith hammer had the ability to protect its master and hit the enemy rather than help with blacksmithing.


  


  ‘It is natural.’


  


  In the days when the pavranium had been the God Hands, it had the dexterity stat which allowed it to help Grid. The present pavranium was just a hammer and didn’t have the skills or knowledge to help its master.


  


  ‘I’m not a thief. I shouldn’t want too much!’


  


  He didn’t want to experience hair loss again! Grid recalled the hair loss he had experienced in the past and raised his hands to his head out of habit. It wasn’t because he was missing hair though. Grid had abundant hair.


  


  Ttang! Ttang!


  


  Hexetia had continued working through the process of Grid suffering from the heat, becoming calm thanks to Khan, and then finishing the hammer. Grid couldn’t help admiring the blue sword that was being completed under Hexetia’s hands.


  


  ‘It is perfect...!’


  


  It gave off an atmosphere that seemed to freeze the heat just by being present. The ice-like, transparent sword was relatively short and thin like a woman’s arm, but it wasn’t weak.


  


  [Observing the target item with the legendary blacksmith’s eyes.]


  


  [The target item has gone beyond the area of a legend. You have failed to observe the targeted item.]


  


  ‘It is naturally a myth rated item!’


  


  Once again, it wasn’t surprising. Hexetia was a god. It was obvious that the items made by a god would have a myth rating. Yes, the basic premise for winning this match was to create a myth rated item. Grid’s expression twisted, and he started sweating nervously.


  


  ‘Now that I think about it, I’m doomed.’


  


  Why was the new hammer that he made myth rated?


  


  ‘What is the probability of making two myth rated items in a row?’


  


  This was the end. There was nothing infinite in this world. There would definitely be a limit on luck, and his luck was likely to be lower than that of those in the general public. The blacksmithing hammer should’ve been legendary. Then the sword made with this hammer would’ve received a myth rating.


  


  “...It is ruined! Shit!” Frustrated, Grid flopped onto the cloud field before jumping up again. He had ‘experience.’ Grid had made several myth rated items, so he now knew that the condition required to make a myth rated item wasn’t just luck. The ‘story’ in the materials and production process played a major role. ‘Of course, having a story doesn’t unconditionally mean that a myth rated item will appear.’ Luck was also needed, but there was no need to depend on good luck.


  


  “...Sigh,” Grid took a deep breath. His gaze was still on the sword that Hexetia was making. Did this sword contain an exceptional artistry beyond anything Grid had produced before? Was it enough to make him forget his work?


  


  ‘No.’


  


  Grid’s spirit was completely restored. He looked at the sword to study it. That’s right. Grid was learning in real time. He searched for the correlation between the smelting, forging, and tempering that Hexetia was doing.


  


  ‘Why is he minimizing the number of times he folds the metal?'


  


  ‘He is tempering it again?


  


  ‘The shape of the cross-section is perfect like it was made by a machine... There aren’t any errors. But that is a god only technique...'


  


  ‘Is he not grinding the blade? No, the sharpness can be restored when repairing it. So far, I have been grinding it more than necessary.'


  


  ‘The pattern isn’t just cool. The intention of it is to prevent blood from clinging to the blade so that it doesn’t become dull.’


  


  In fact, this wasn’t anything special. Many players had a chance to learn when they met a player who was better than they were. For example, it would be easy for Kraugel to learn if let’s suppose that Kraugel met Zeratul and had to compete in skills. Kraugel would learn and evolve in real time while fighting his opponent.


  


  Yes, it was natural for Grid to learn the skills of the blacksmith god, Hexetia. Getting kidnapped was a great opportunity for Grid to learn from a god.


  


  [You have seen the skills of the blacksmith god!]


  


  [Your blacksmithing skill has evolved!]


  


  [(Seeing the Gods’ Techniques) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill has changed to (Fighting Against the Gods) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill, and the probability of making top items has increased.] 


  


  [Blacksmiths’ Breath and Blacksmith’s Patience have changed to passive skills, and they will always be maintained when making items.]


  


  “Hat!” Thrilled, a smile appeared on Grid’s face. His anxiety decreased, and his confidence rose.


  


  “Good! Let’s start the production!” Grid shouted energetically and pulled out various materials from his inventory. They were the Black Tortoise’s Breath and Blue Dragon’s Breath which he had obtained from the 3rd National Competition, Great Demon Astaroth’s Horn, and the shell of the cave cricket that threatened the World Tree’s Forest. They were rare materials that ordinary humans could never see in their lifetime.


  


  “Huh?” Hexetia stopped hammering. He looked at the materials with very surprised eyes.


  


  ‘How did a mere human...?’


  


  Additionally...


  


  ‘He has the courage to use all these materials in a single sword?’


  


  It was difficult for Hexetia to understand. In particular, it was hard for the Blue Dragon’s Breath to coexist with the Black Tortoise’s Breath. This was a rule which couldn’t be overcome using technique.


  


  ‘Grid, you...!’


  


  Was Grid saying that he was more skilled than a god? Hexetia’s surprise was beyond admiration.


  


  “Ah... Let’s use this next time.” While Grid was squatting in front of the furnace, he put the Black Tortoise’s Breath back in his inventory. He thought it wasn’t right to use both the Blue Dragon’s Breath and Black Tortoise’s Breath for a single item.


  


  “...” Was this a joke? Hexetia stared at Grid wide-eyed. 


  


  “Shouldn’t you be more vigilant?” Grid gave him a warning. Finally, the mithril being hit by the Sword of Light was reaching its final stage. Grid first strengthened the Blue Dragon’s Breath. Then he put the blue bead into the furnace, burning the bead with Hexetia’s flames before taking it out and starting the hammering.


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  “...!!” Hexetia’s eyebrows rose. He noticed that the functionality of Grid’s new hammer was several times better than his previous hammer. It was comparable to Hexetia’s own hammer which had been made with divine stone. The Blue Dragon’s Breath emitted lightning every time it was hit by Grid’s hammer. Grid sometimes coughed up blood when he was hit by the lightning, but his hammering didn’t stop. He was compelled to finish the strengthening, even if his body became ashes.


  


  “He... Hehe. Even if it takes a long time... Just wait... Hiik!!” Grid was hit with another lightning strike while trying to speak. To think that he was enduring great pain and devoting himself to blacksmithing despite the cost to his life...?


  


  “You are a fool...!” Hexetia frowned.


  


  Grid looked stupid to him. However, Grid was proud of his actions. “Blacksmithing is my thing. Aren’t you the same? Hik! Hiiiiik!”


  


  “What?”


  


  Blacksmithing was his thing? Hexetia’s eyes shook. At this moment, he realized the reason for his existence.


  


  ‘Yes, I am the blacksmith god... I was born just for the sake of blacksmithing.’


  


  He didn’t have to look elsewhere for the meaning of his existence. So what if he was alone? He just needed the hammer and the anvil. Hexetia was able to do blacksmithing anytime and anywhere. When he was working as a blacksmith, he was able to prove why he existed in this world.


  


  Yes, blacksmithing was his thing. All he needed to do was blacksmithing. He didn’t need to worry about the eyes of others. He could just do his job as a blacksmith. He didn’t need to worry or be jealous when someone’s blacksmithing skill was beyond his. Hexetia just needed to focus on blacksmithing. There was no one who could deny his existence when he worked as a blacksmith.


  


  Yes, this was it. The wicked feelings inside Hexetia were dying. He shouted at Grid who was being shocked, “Endure it, Grid! You shouldn’t fall down until this match ends!”


  


  It was a blessing.


  


  [The blacksmith god has used his power.]


  


  [The power of the god has given you 100% electric shock resistance!]


  


  “Hexetia!”


  


  “Grid...!”


  


  The meeting gazes of the two men were passionate. They started to complete the masterpieces which couldn’t be seen in any legends.




  Chapter 893


  『 There is still no news of the Overgeared King? 』


  


  『 Yes. He is still missing. 』


  


  『 Hasn’t it been three days since he went missing? What about the Overgeared Kingdom? 』


  


  『 The Overgeared members are claiming that Grid is safe, but... people are still uneasy. This will adversely affect the domestic and foreign situation... 』


  


  The news pieces all over the world were about Grid. As the world focused on Grid who had gone missing during the temple’s opening ceremony, strange rumors started to circulate among the accessory maker players. It was rumored that the Yatan Church was looking for accessory makers. Why was the evil Yatan Church looking for accessory makers? All sorts of rumors spread to the ears of the accessory maker players. It was difficult to relate the Yatan Church to accessory makers, so it was judged as simply rumors.


  


  ‘Master might be in danger!’ The 7th ranked accessory maker Clover, however, was alarmed. The Yatan Church was looking for accessory makers. How could such a strange rumor spread? The Yatan Church might have a reason for needing an accessory maker. Clover couldn’t rule out the possibility that the rumor was true. He thought that his master might encounter the Yatan Church and...


  


  “Master!”


  


  “Keok..!”


  


  [The accessory maker Helen has died.]


  


  Clover was a step too late. By the time he arrived at his master’s studio, she had already been killed by the Yatan Church’s black knights.


  


  “Master!” Clover’s hair turned white. To him, Helen was an invaluable teacher who had taken care of him ever since he chose this class many years ago. He had vowed to someday repay her grace, and there were only a few steps left until he could.


  


  However... However...!


  


  “Master! Master!!”


  


  Satisfy was sometimes crueler than reality. In reality, it was possible to hold the body of a precious person in one’s arms, but Satisfy didn’t allow that. Clover’s face distorted like that of a demon as he saw Helen turn into ashes.


  


  “The Yatan Church...! Why...?! Why Master?”


  


  In fact, it didn’t make sense to ask why. After all, the Yatan Church was evil. It would be hard to understand the reasons for their actions from a general point of view. Still, Clover wanted to know. Why did his master have to die? He wondered why a person who had refused the invitation of the Saharan Empire and worked in her hometown for all her life had to meet such a terrible end.


  


  “She didn’t care about money or honor... She devoted her life for the sake of others… Her life shouldn’t have ended like this...”


  


  Like other production classes, an accessory maker had weak combat capabilities. Clover didn’t have the ability to fight against the black knights in front of him. Honestly, Clover was afraid. It would be difficult to recover from the damage if he died and lost experience and items. Yet he couldn’t back away from his master’s enemies just because he was scared. Clover was determined to hear the reason from the black knights. Then he would do whatever it took to make them pay for his master’s death.


  


  ‘I will dedicate everything...!’


  


  This was the moment when another person with a profound hatred for the Yatan Church was born.


  


  “It is to prevent the traitor of our church from finding an accessory maker from working on the Stone of Life,” the black knights explained the reason. It was a surprisingly friendly attitude.


  


  “The Stone of Life?” 


  


  It was the worst stone made by using the blood of virgins! What monster would create such a terrible stone and then want his master to work on it? Clover’s anger and hatred aimed toward the Yatan Church split toward the traitor they spoke of.


  


  “The name of that traitor is Agnus. Remember it. It is the name of the man who took away the life of your master.”


  


  “...Agnus!” Clover’s desire for revenge deepened at the unexpected name. The newly acquired quest called Master’s Enemy stated that Baal’s Contractor was a common enemy of the world.


  


  Simultaneously, in the capital of the Murray Kingdom, Juden...


  


  “Weak... They are all weak...” A man burst out laughing as he visited the home of an accessory maker named Catherine in Juden. There was only the stench of death in the messy workshop. The guards, who arrived later, pointed the spear at the man. “We will arrest you as the suspect of Catherine’s murder!”


  


  “Kik?”


  


  Why did he hear this everywhere he went? Agnus realized that the influence of the Yatan Church was much greater than he had imagined. He felt nervous.


  


  “...”


  


  There was a cute girl with blonde hair tied up in a ponytail. No, the woman breathed heavily as she watched Agnus from afar. She was a powerful member of the Overgeared Guild—a member whom Grid thought was stronger than himself, Euphemina. Euphemina used Faker’s master level Stealth skill, so Agnus couldn’t detect her presence.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  [The Blue Dragon’s Breath has been strengthened!]


  


  [Strengthened Blue Dragon’s Breath]


  


  [It is made by the blacksmith Grid who is becoming a myth beyond a legend.


  


  -Increases lightning resistance by 50% even when carrying it in the inventory.


  


  It can be used to infuse items with the powerful aura of the blue dragon.


  


  However, it can only be attached to items with a strong lightning attribute.


  


  Weight: 2]


  


  “Good!” A grin of delight spread on Grid’s face as he succeeded in strengthening the Blue Dragon’s Breath. The bead of white light radiated a constant light.


  


  ‘Excellent...’ The blacksmith god, Hexetia, admired it. He believed that Grid’s ability to strengthen the by-products of divine creatures to be in the realm of the gods. No, Grid’s patience was even more amazing than his skills. Hexetia had to admit it. As Grid focused and endured the lightning that emerged every time he hit the Blue Dragon’s Breath, his patience reached a new realm of commitment. It was an area that couldn’t be understood by a god who solved all problems with ‘technique.’


  


  ‘Although he wouldn’t have succeeded in the strengthening without my blessing... He has the patience to overcome the limitations of relying on technique.’


  


  Bultar, Pagma, and Grid—they were the only humans who managed to reach the stage of seeing the gods’ techniques.


  


  ‘...I’m not qualified to be jealous.’


  


  The jealousy that remained deep inside Hexetia’s heart was gradually diluted. He felt ashamed. Without thinking about the great effort that the humans who threatened him put into their work, Hexetia had treated their growing abilities as a mistake by the heavens. He was worse than a child.


  


  ‘Yes, I should respect them rather than feel jealous.’


  


  It was a late enlightenment. Bultar and Pagma didn’t exist in this world anymore, but Grid was still here.


  


  ‘You will receive their share...’ Hexetia stared at Grid with meaningful eyes. The Sword of Light, which had been constantly hitting the mithril for two days, stopped after dealing the last blow. The mithril magic training was complete.


  


  [White Light Mithril]


  


  [Mithril that combines the strength of the blacksmith Grid, who is becoming a myth beyond a legend, and the power of an advanced light elemental using the Magic Battle Gear Production Method.


  


  It is three times harder than normal mithril, and the compatibility with magic is ten times better.


  


  Additionally, it contains the power of light.


  


  Conditions of Use: Grid.]


  


  “In fact, I had a chance to hold the First Holy Sword recently. It is your work.” Grid grabbed the mithril and threw it into the furnace. “The surface of the blade is made of divine stone while the frame is made of adamantium.”


  


  At first, Grid couldn’t understand why it was made like that. Then after the repeated cycle of disassembly, reassembly, and making a duplicate, he realized the reason why.


  


  “The divine stone is a better mineral than adamantium, but it reflects your will. Iron is strong, but it isn’t enough to hold a god’s divine power. That’s why you used the adamantium to concentrate the divine power, right?”


  


  “You saw it clearly. Both the divine stone and adamantium are so strong that they are difficult to join into one. They are sublimated into one through a separate smelting process.”


  


  In the end, the First Holy Sword had been completed while combining strong physical force and divine power. The divine stone, which made up the surface of the blade, could easily slice through a great demon’s skin and bones. Meanwhile, the adamantium that formed the frame of the blade responded to the user’s divine power to destroy the great demons’ soul.


  


  However, it was difficult to see it as perfect. The divine stone and adamantium were in forms that maximized the attributes of both metals, but no new attributes were formed when they were combined. At least, this was what Grid saw. It was why he had trained the mithril.


  


  “I judged that it was difficult to fuse the pavranium and Blue Dragon’s Breath into one because of their individuality. Then I remembered mithril. Mithril has the attribute to absorb all types of magic, which means it has good compatibility with all attributes...”


  


  Grid placed the Strengthened Blue Dragon’s Breath and the pavranium in the blast furnace which contained the White Light Mithril. Then the Blue Dragon’s Breath that was originally difficult to mix became influenced by the mithril and started to fuse into one with the pavranium.


  


  “Hexetia, please feel proud. I was able to reach this conclusion from the First Holy Sword that you made.”


  


  Ttaang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  The molten mineral from the furnace was cooled, hardened, and then quenched. Once the red metal was completely placed on the anvil, it took the form of a translucent platinum which reflected a blue light. The pavranium, Strengthened Blue Dragon’s Breath, and White Light Mithril were reborn as a perfect mineral. It was the birth of the hardest mineral in the world, which maintained the ego while simultaneously having the attributes of lightning and light.


  


  Ttang! Ttang!


  


  The metal became a blade. It was a blade that could be easily attached or detached using the Pulling Device, but he didn’t attach the silver thread to it. Grid didn’t need the silver thread for a blade which could move on its own to carry out its master’s orders.


  


  “To think mere mithril can play such a key role...”


  


  The goddess didn’t create anything in vain. Everything had its own role. Hexetia had become arrogant because he was a god, and he ended up forgetting the basics.


  


  ‘I lost.’


  


  As he checked out Grid’s sword, Hexetia hid his own completed sword behind him. His sword was much stronger than Grid’s sword, but Hexetia was ashamed that his work was really lacking. It was a failure. He couldn’t raise his head.


  


  “Why are you ashamed? Are you focused on your pride? I was able to make this work because I learned so much from you.”


  


  “...Why am I always pleased when I’m with you?”


  


  [The quest has been completed!]


  


  [You have won the blacksmithing competition against a god!]


  


  [Hexetia acknowledges you. He has thrown away his jealousy and gained enlightenment from you. He no longer doubts your intentions in setting up a temple.]


  


  [The Stone of Original Sin encroaching on the Vatican’s First Holy Sword is losing its influence and disappearing. Once you visit the Vatican, you can complete the Cleanse the First Holy Sword quest.]


  


  [Affinity with Hexetia, who has been reborn as a true god, has reached 70 points!]


  


  [The divine voice of Hexetia resonates throughout the world.]


  


  “The blacksmith Grid has given me new enlightenment. He is my benefactor, and I will bless humanity.”


  


  [The blacksmith god has blessed all blacksmiths on the ground.]


  


  [For the next 10 days, the growth rate of all blacksmith related skills will increase by 20%.]


  


  [There is no one in the world who will not know you.]


  


  [The great demons in hell will remember your name.] 


  


  [The dwarves want to meet you and compete against you.]


  


  [Someone in hell knows where you are.]


  


  [1st Great Demon Baal is delighted...]
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  [Blade Aiming at the Gods]


  


  [Rating: Myth


  


  Durability: Infinite   Attack Power: 4,395


  


  * Attack speed will increase by 20%


  


  * 40% increase in physical attack power.


  


  * 70% bonus lightning attribute damage.


  


  * 20% bonus divine attribute damage.


  


  * 5% bonus shadow attribute damage.


  


  * 50% bonus damage to transcendent beings such as gods, angels, great demons, boss monsters, and named NPCs.


  


  * There is a high probability of dealing an electric shock when attacking.


  


  * There is a certain probability of lightning (large) being summoned.


  


  * There is a low probability of emitting a magnetic force when attacking.


  


  * There is a very low probability of summoning a golden cloud when attacking.


  


  * There is a low probability of summoning a God Hand when attacking.


  


  * The skill ‘Contempt For the Weak’ has been created.


  


  -A blade made by the blacksmith Grid, who gained enlightenment while fighting against a god.


  


  The divine power in the White Light Mithril suppresses the magic contained in Astaroth’s Horn while maximizing the lightning energy of the Strengthened Blue Dragon’s Breath. The beautiful blade made from the shell of an ancient creature will make even a god feel threatened. After raising the functionality of the pavranium to the extreme, the hidden attribute ‘God Hand’ has been implemented.


  


  The God Hand is a form that the pavranium has maintained for a long time. It perfectly reproduces the hand of the blacksmith Grid, who gave enlightenment to a god.


  


  * The blade will revolve around its master. It can make judgments and move on its own.


  


  Conditions of Use: Pagma, Grid.


  


  Weight: 2,580]


  


  [God Hand]


  


  [-Summons a golden hand modeled after Grid’s hand. The golden hand will revolve around the user of the Blade Aiming at the Gods and will protect the user. There is a low probability of firing Magic Missile (Enhanced) to attack the enemy. No resources will be consumed at this time.


  


  Up to eight God Hands can be summoned at the same time.


  


  God Hands Summoning Time: None


  


  God Hands Summoning Cooldown Time: 5 minutes]


  


  [Contempt For the Weak]


  


  [-Inflicts a fatal blow to a target who isn’t in the realm of transcendence.


  


  -Strikes a blow that consumes 80% of the target’s current health.


  


  Skill Mana Cost: 5,000


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 hour.]


  


  A divine sword containing all of Grid’s skills and the best materials. The number of best minerals was limited by the use of the pavranium. Since its basic stats exceeded those of existing swords and it possessed the ability to move by itself, the utilization was unlimited. Grid was forced to describe it as the strongest item ever.


  


  ‘There can’t be an item greater than this!’ He had this thought. Forgetting that his opponent was a god, Grid was certain of his victory... At least, until the information of Hexetia’s final product popped up.


  


  [Hexetia’s Small Sword]


  


  [Rating: Myth


  


  Durability: Infinite   Attack Power: 28,990


  


  * Attack speed will increase by 80%


  


  * Physical and magic damage increased by 200%.


  


  * 200% bonus damage of all attributes.


  


  -A small sword made by God Hexetia, a blacksmith who was motivated to develop further.


  


  Conditions of Use: Transcendent


  


  Weight: 1,100]


  


  “...?”


  


  It looked like there was one more zero?


  


  ‘Did I see that wrong?’


  


  Grid couldn’t accept the item information. He rubbed his eyes several times and checked the information of the small sword again. It was an attack power of 28,990. He wasn’t mistaken.


  


  “...” Grid, who had been feeling confident of producing the best sword, fell into despair. He was devastated by the gap between a human and a god.


  


  ‘This is a X game.’


  


  It was a truly nasty game. How could he win against the opponent who couldn’t be beaten unless the sky turned upside down? Realizing he had failed the quest, Grid felt frustrated. Then these notification windows popped up.


  


  [The quest has been completed!]


  


  [You have won the blacksmithing competition against a god!]


  


  “...?” Grid was bound to feel surprised. His defeat was certain, so how did he become the winner?


  


  ‘Is this really a X game?’


  


  This was a bug. It was clear that Grid becoming the winner was due to a bug, and he would be subjected to penalties such as an account seizure. Then it happened the moment when Grid, who was feeling uneasy, wanted to shout, ‘This match is invalid!’


  


  [Hexetia acknowledges you. He has thrown away his jealousy and gained enlightenment from you. He no longer doubts your intentions in setting up a temple.]


  


  Grid saw the series of notification windows, then he heard Hexetia’s voice, “The blacksmith Grid has given me new enlightenment. He is my benefactor, and I will bless humanity.”


  


  “Ah...”


  


  This was why Grid was announced as the winner. When he realized it, Grid was thrilled and also glad that someone could forsake the darkness in their heart and smile brightly. He felt proud that Hexetia, who had suffered because of his poor self-esteem, would live a better life in the future. According to Grid’s own experience, the happiness that Hexetia would feel in the future was likely to be so huge that it would dilute the wounds of the past.


  


  “Thank you.”


  


  “...”


  


  Hexetia approached Grid on the cloud field with an awkward smile. “I was able to realize the reason for my existence by looking at you. I can feel the reward of my achievement. In the future, I don’t need to be envious of other people. I won’t feel lonely even if I am alone. Thank you. This is all thanks to you.”


  


  “...”


  


  The person who was feeling emotional was Grid, not Hexetia. He was new to this emotion. Grid had been wounded, and now he was helping others with their wounds. He felt proud of himself. Thanks to Hexetia, Grid was able to gain a greater sense of pride.


  


  “...I really appreciate it.” 


  


  Grid often omitted honorific language to other people. His intention wasn’t to put down the other person but to preserve his own value as the representative of a country. The fact that Grid tried to raise himself higher by omitting honorifics showed that his self-esteem wasn’t complete. Now things had changed. Grid once again realized how great he was and wouldn’t be obsessed with his way of talking in the future.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [The blacksmith Grid has given me new enlightenment. He is my benefactor, and I will bless humanity.]


  


  This world message emerged.


  


  “A-A scoop!!”


  


  The reporters from all over the world waiting in the Overgeared Kingdom for the missing Grid logged out simultaneously, and new headlines soon appeared around the world.


  


  [Grid, the first player to visit Asgard?]


  


  [Grid! He is acknowledged by a god!]


  


  ‘Due to the construction of a new temple, he was cursed by the great demons.’


  


  ‘He brought Goddess Rebecca’s wrath on him by serving a new god.’


  


  ‘The use of a bug was detected and his account was suspended.’


  


  All those rumors about Grid’s disappearance vanished. Now people were praising Grid’s new feat. In particular, the blacksmith players became Grid’s fans.


  


  “My skill level is rising thanks to Grid!”


  


  “It has been widely rumored that the Overgeared Kingdom is hiring blacksmiths. Now I’m considering moving there.”


  


  In fact, the blacksmith players had disliked Grid. They had felt that as a legendary blacksmith, Grid was denying all the time and effort they put in. So, many players hadn’t even looked at the announcement that the Overgeared Kingdom was hiring blacksmiths. Those thoughts now changed. They couldn’t deny Grid who was even recognized by a god.


  


  The number of blacksmiths moving to the Overgeared Kingdom started to get out of hand, causing the other kingdoms to suffer a famine of blacksmiths. Now it was harder to produce and distribute weapons to the army. In particular, Valhalla, an emerging kingdom, suffered a huge blow. Having recently conquered and absorbed the Ultina Kingdom, Valhalla was once again a target of the empire’s wariness and needed to quickly gain armaments. However, it was impossible to produce weapons without any blacksmiths.


  


  Ares was troubled because he could foster new troops with his skills, but he couldn’t arm them with any weapons.


  


  “We have to ask Grid to send blacksmiths for support right now!” His aides urged him.


  


  Feeling troubled, Ares questioned them, “Isn’t it shameful? Why do we keep reaching out our hands to Grid? Every time! Every time! It’s like we can’t do anything if we don’t rely on Grid!”


  


  “We aren’t reaching out our hands. It is a reasonable request. Isn’t the shortage of blacksmiths caused by Grid? We have the right to get back the blacksmiths he took away...”


  


  “Grid didn’t take the blacksmiths away. They chose to leave!” Ares blushed with embarrassment at the aides’ absurd claims. Ares felt alarmed as he realized the most important thing that he lacked. It was the ability to gather people around him. People—that’s what he was lacking. 


  


  ‘Do I deserve to be a king?’


  


  Ares was seriously troubled by this. However, his subordinates knew that he wasn’t lacking charisma. If Ares really didn’t have it, then all of them wouldn’t be gathered here. Hundreds of thousands of soldiers wouldn’t have supported Ares, and he wouldn’t have been able to establish a kingdom in the first place.


  


  ‘Grid is too much of a scam.’


  


  That’s right. The problem was that Grid’s ability to gather people far exceeded Ares’. Some of Ares’ troops started to rebel against Grid, who was unintentionally causing events that Lauel wanted.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “What are you doing?”


  


  After the match with a god, Grid headed straight to the Vatican. Damian rushed over after hearing about Grid’s visit and asked on behalf of the elders, “What did you do to be considered the benefactor of a god?”


  


  “I’ll give a more detailed explanation later. First of all, guide me to the holy sword.”


  


  “The holy sword...”


  


  The sword had once again been devoured by the curse and was now safely stored in an underground warehouse. The sadness and sense of loss that the Rebecca members felt about the cursed holy sword was so great that they hid it away from view.


  


  Then what was this?


  


  “T-The holy sword!”


  


  “Oh...! Ohhhh!”


  


  Damian and the elders marveled after guiding Grid to the warehouse. It was because the sword which had been covered in darkness was now radiating a bright light. The Stone of Original Sin had vanished without a trace from the holy sword.


  


  “T-The curse was released! Don’t tell me...?!” Stunned, Damian and elders instantly stared at Grid. They realized that the person who got rid of the curse on the holy sword had been Grid.


  


  -...To take away the sin of envy. You are definitely an amazing human.


  


  Grid was listening to the voice of the seven malignant saints.
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  -Before Pagma was born, there was a blacksmith called Bultar. Was he worshipped as a legend like you and Pagma? No, he was a very ordinary blacksmith. However, he worked hard. For the sake of those who needed his skills, he never left the furnace and his skin was always red.


  


  Who was the owner of this cold and cynical voice? Grid was still unaware of who exactly this second voice belonged to.


  


  ‘God’s Command is the power of the fourth evil, so is it Taren’s voice?’


  


  In any case, it wasn’t important. Darkness encroached Grid’s eyes and then his location changed from the Vatican’s warehouse to a shabby smithy.


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  “...”


  


  There was a blacksmith making various tools with crude workmanship. The blacksmith’s skin was red from the heat of the furnace, and he was covered with sweat. It was Bultar. He hammered desperately despite his fatigue and suffering.


  


  ‘Why is he going so far?’


  


  The reason was immediately apparent.


  


  “Hey! Bultar! Isn’t it ready yet?”


  


  “I’m almost done!”


  


  How many days had he gone without sleep? Bultar, who was dozing off and almost fell into the burning furnace, woke up when he heard the voice. The person who called out to Bultar was a villager. A small village covered in pouring rain could be seen through the gap of the smithy’s open door. The levee had broken, and the village was being flooded. The villagers were struggling to minimize the disaster, and the only blacksmith in the village, Bultar, had been working day and night to make tools for the villagers.


  


  “Bultar! I need 20 more shovels!”


  


  “Hurry!”


  


  “...”


  


  Everyone had a limit. It was the same for the legendary Grid. Working one more day or night would be difficult, but Bultar had to withstand it. He stayed in one place for four days, hammering constantly. The amazing thing was that Bultar never showed any villagers he was having a tough time. He knew that his strength was needed to protect the village.


  


  Additionally, he knew that if he talked about his limitations, the villagers would feel greater anxiety. Therefore, he worked without saying anything. He persevered to the end. This was the moment his mind transcended his flesh. Once he succeeded in protecting the village, a voice entered his ears.


  


  -He heard Rebecca’s voice.


  


  Bultar was called by the goddess of light. The goddess claimed that he had sacrificed himself for the sake of others and overcome his limits. She promised to give him strength that would make up for his lacking abilities. It was a situation where Bultar was blessed by the blacksmith god, Hexetia. Blessed by Hexetia, Bultar became an incomparable superior blacksmith, praised by the people as one of the ‘seven selected.’


  


  -Afterward, Bultar kept trying hard. He was filled with a passion to become the best blacksmith to repay Rebecca and Hexetia who blessed him. Nobody expected for this passion to be poisoned.


  


  Bultar was able to exert the ‘Creation’ power after polishing his skills. In addition to the millions of tools already on the ground, he started to create tools that were beneficial to humanity, and he soon made new minerals. The result?


  


  -Hexetia got jealous.


  


  Hexetia became furious once a human, whose achievements were trivial when compared to a god’s, started to be praised by humanity. The blacksmith god then destroyed the human race. All types of minerals fell from the sky, and the ground boiled with lava.


  


  -Bultar watched the people die, and the last piece he left behind was the Stone of Original Sin.


  


  The First Holy Sword was the greatest achievement Hexetia left behind. It was the reason why humans couldn’t forget Hexetia. Bultar denied it. He sealed the sword with the sin of envy that Hexetia left behind and exterminated the evidence of Hexetia’s achievements with humanity. It was the ‘seven selected’ who fought against the gods and helped humanity. Like Bultar, they were blessed by other gods. This was the birth of the seven malignant saints who the gods deemed evil.


  


  -In the end, we didn’t stop the gods. The gods preached that the seven malignant saints were the original sin who threatened the earth. We fought for humanity, yet we became villains.


  


  “...”


  


  The voice didn’t express negative emotions such as resentment or anger. The main character of the unknown voice remained sarcastic to the end. He had learned how to control his grudge after hundreds or maybe a thousand years.


  


  -The seven of us were sealed between the ground and hell... Yes, the seven of us watched the gods. We hoped that their brilliant ‘light’, which once blinded us, would be revealed to the next generation.


  


  It was the feeling of grabbing at straws. The seven malignant saints wanted to believe in the compassion of the gods.


  


  -Yet the same thing repeated again. Hexetia felt jealous of Pagma and threatened humanity. The other gods ignored it or helped, but we were convinced. The rise or fall of humanity is only determined by their whims. This world is merely something created for their entertainment.


  


  The seven malignant saints were desperate. They thought that a generation without their presence would suffer from the crisis of annihilation, that the human race would disappear from the world. However, the result was different from what they expected.


  


  The gods had consumed a great deal of power in the war against the seven malignant people and weren’t in perfect condition. This meant they were forced to borrow the hands of hell. 1st Great Demon Baal received the demands of the gods and stood on Pagma’s side. This time, the gods were Baal’s entertainment.


  


  Humanity was saved thanks to Pagma and Baal. Since then, 200 years passed.


  


  -It is now this era.


  


  The seven malignant saints were weaker, and the talents of the legends were infinitely weaker than the previous generations. In particular, the fact that Pagma’s Descendant won the title of Hero King instead of the Sword Saint and that there was no substitute for the Undefeated King was huge.


  


  What if Hexetia’s jealousy were triggered now? Humanity would once again step on the path of destruction. The seven malignant saints were determined. They wouldn’t wander as ghosts any longer and would give their remaining power to the inexperienced heroes of this time. Although they would perish, they hoped humanity would be protected. However...


  


  -...You changed the flow.


  


  To think that Grid removed the envy, the source of one of the seven sins...? The seven malignant saints were amazed at Grid’s ridiculous accomplishment of changing Hexetia. This Hero King had seemed so infinitely small compared to the past generations, yet they now realized that he was greater than anyone else.


  


  -The next six sins that the gods will commit are delayed, and for a time, humanity will walk on the path of peace.


  


  Of course, the peace that was discussed here was merely avoiding punishment.


  


  -The war between humans, who commit more sins than the gods do every day, will continue for a lifetime... Well, that isn’t a problem for us to intervene in.


  


  The conversation was coming to an end. As the voice faded out, Grid asked, “Who are you?”


  


  -I...


  


  It was said to be the greatest sin.


  


  -I am the 7th evil, ‘Corruption.’


  


  After this last answer, darkness exploded. Grid’s consciousness became distant as he couldn’t see anything in front of him.


  


  “...Grid!”


  


  Once he opened his eyes again, Grid found that he was being supported by Damian and the elders of the Rebecca Church. This was the moment when Grid’s spirit, which had been flowing with the quest, returned to reality.


  


  “Ah...” Grid noticed that he was holding the perfect form of the First Holy Sword.


  


  “The curse was released!”


  


  “Oh, you are really great! King Grid is always helping the church! I can’t help respecting the faith that you always show to Goddess Rebecca! Hahaha!”


  


  The elders shook and made a fuss. Even if they hadn’t witnessed him doing it, they believed that Grid had cleansed the First Holy Sword. It was an infinite trust. Well, it was natural. All of them were already on the verge of deifying Grid.


  


  “...This isn’t a big deal.” Grid felt burdened as the elderly people stared at him. He handed the sword to Damian, who was still looking anxious. “The sword won’t be eroded by the curse again in the future. The symbol of Rebecca will last forever.”


  


  “That...” Damian held the sword and opened his mouth, only to stop. He opened and closed his mouth several times. “Did you enjoy the adventure?”


  


  Damian had witnessed the world message like everyone else. In fact, there was something else he wanted to say. He wanted to thank Grid but also apologize for the suffering Grid received every time he got tangled up with the Rebecca Church. Yet Damian suppressed his words was because he didn’t see any shadows on Grid’s face. Instead, there was a smile on Grid’s face as his eyes stared at a distant place. He didn’t seem tired at all. It would be rude to say these words when Grid was ready to explore a new world.


  


  Grid replied, “Yes, I had a great time.”


  


  Having seen a god and changed the world, he felt like a hero in the myths. Grid was filled with a huge sense of achievement as the protagonist of the world.


  


  [The quest has been completed!]


  


  [In the course of completing the Cleanse the Holy Sword quest, a new Pagma episode has opened and a new swordsmanship has been acquired. You have gained the goddess’ blessing as compensation.]


  


  [You have heard Goddess Rebecca’s warm voice.]


  


  -Bless you.


  


  “...”


  


  Now, Grid had two blessings from the goddess. Prior to enhancing Pagma’s Swordsmanship and blacksmithing, he was filled with a strange sense of goosebumps.


  


  ‘What is Goddess Rebecca’s sin?’


  


  Goddess Rebecca was the supreme god. She knew everything that happened in the world. However, she still had a great liking instead of wariness toward Grid who interfered with the seven malignant saints and blocked Hexetia’s envy. It was an attitude of denying that she was even involved with the seven malignant saints. Still, the seven malignant saints were wary of the goddess, and Braham called the goddess wicked.


  


  ‘Hrmm.’ An unknown opponent was truly scary. Grid’s wariness towards the goddess increased. That didn’t mean he resisted her blessings though. It was a blessing he’d won after putting in hard work, and he was prepared to use it thoroughly.


  


  “Ah, before that,” Grid asked Damian on the way out of the warehouse, “Do you feel like a spar?” 


  


  “Huh?” Damian panicked at the question and replied after thinking about it, “I can’t damage you even if I hit you, and if you hit me, I can die in one shot. Therefore, I feel a lot of pressure to try not to get hit as much as possible while hitting you, but the barrier of the God Hands is difficult...”


  


  “...I see.” Grid was agonizing over the new sword he’d made in Asgard.


  


  The God Hands were a trump card made to supplement what he was lacking. Therefore, he wondered if it was okay to bind the pavranium in its current form of a sword.


  


  ‘There is a certain chance of summoning a God Hand when attacking, but it won’t last indefinitely.’


  


  The Blade Aiming at the Gods might have an advantage in physical attack power, but it didn’t affect magic attack power and its wide area damage was far below that of the Enlightenment Sword.


  


  ‘Contempt of the Weak doesn’t work on transcendents.’


  


  For ordinary players, it could cause death with one blow, but he could do that through other methods. The usefulness of Contempt of the Weak wasn’t as significant.


  


  ‘I have to experiment and determine what the lightning and golden clouds are.’


  


  He needed confirmation. Feeling determined, Grid grabbed Damian’s shoulder and laughed. “How long has it been since we sparred?”


  


  “...Huh?” Recalling that the last time had been when Grid made the Enlightenment Sword, the pope’s face turned white. “Yamete kudasai!” 


  


  “What if I don’t want to? Hmm, then I will ask Isabel.”


  


  “...I will spar with you.”


  


  How many men in the world would allow the woman they loved to be a punching bag? The weeping Damian accepted the match. The stage of the confrontation was the beautiful garden that the Vatican was proud of. After hearing the rumors, the players belonging to the Rebecca Church came over. The players knew Pope Damian’s skills, which had become incomparable stronger since the 3rd National Competition, and couldn’t easily guess who the winner of the spar would be. Damian’s growth might be less developed than Grid’s, but Damian was already one of the best in the world.
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  “...” Grid’s expression was serious as he faced his opponent. It wasn’t much different from when he met Kraugel in the PvP finals. It was because the opponent was Damian. This was despite the fact that Grid’s winning percentage against Damian was 100%.


  


  ‘He is dangerous in his full buff state.’


  


  Damian’s unique class, Goddess’ Agent, and his status as the pope undoubtedly made him the best among the players. In particular, Damian used various buffs and was able to compete with Grid in terms of firepower.


  


  ‘The important thing to take note of is Goddess’ Wrath.’


  


  Once Damian drew two big magic circles in the air, it was a good idea to avoid a frontal battle. The magic pillars fired from the magic circles boasted overwhelming firepower reminiscent of an anti-tank gun. Previously, Grid had the protection of the God Hands and could win relatively easily, but...


  


  ‘Right now, I don’t have the God Hands.’


  


  Grid had to weigh the pros and cons. He had sacrificed the Sword Mastery, blacksmithing skills, and the possible development of the growth of the God Hands to make a new sword. It was necessary for him to confirm the value of the item that replaced the God Hands.


  


  ‘Based on the performance, the sword is much better than the God Hands. However, I need to look at its effectiveness in a match.’


  


  Grid wanted the current form of the pavranium to be better than when it had been the God Hands.


  


  First of all, he liked the blacksmithing hammer too much. He didn’t want to give up the Blacksmith Hammer to Go Against the Gods which increased the probability of making myth rated items while decreasing the probability of making normal and rare rated items to 0%.


  


  ‘The difference when I have the hammer is like the difference between heaven and earth.’


  


  If he devoted the same amount of time, money, and effort to make an item, the result would be influenced by ‘luck.’ From the viewpoint of Grid who was always careful when making an item, it made him ill if the finished product had a normal or rare rating. The damage was serious. If he used the Blacksmith Hammer to Go Against the Gods, he would be able to make an item that was at least epic rated and would avoid any damages. As such, he couldn’t avoid feeling greedy over the hammer.


  


  ‘However, if my blacksmithing ability increases in return for my combat ability falling, there will be many limitations on my activities. I have to be careful.’


  


  Grid took a deep breath and pressed the button of the Pulling Device, causing the Enlightenment Blade—which was connected to the silver thread—to spin in their air. It spun dozens of times per second around Grid, making Damian feel tense. The pulling device joined items together into the shape of a clear sword.


  


  Damian’s face was already pale since early on. He had experienced being beaten like a dog by the Enlightenment Sword, so he couldn’t help feeling fearful now. Damian shrank back and lost his fighting spirit.


  


  “I will cheer for Your Holiness!”


  


  “Receive Goddess Rebecca’s blessing!”


  


  However, Damian couldn’t back down from the moment he agreed to duel with Grid. How could he show weakness to the hundreds of church members who were cheering for him?


  


  “Your Holiness...”


  


  “Isabel-chan...”


  


  The woman he loved was also among those gathered. Damian wanted to be a great guy in front of her. Despite having no chance to win this match, he wanted to show his best abilities to the end.


  


  ‘Watch me, Isabel-chan! I’ll show you a man’s fight.’ Damian’s eyes were filled with this desire as he looked at her.


  


  “Please fight in moderation before yielding. I don’t want you to get hurt.” These were Isabel’s words. She said this because she was worried about Damian, but she was also telling Damian that he wasn’t a match for Grid. It was something that Damian acknowledged himself.


  


  ‘Still, I am a bit sad.’


  


  He wanted to be the best person to the woman he loved! Damian’s fighting spirit was once again ignited.


  


  “Divine Protection, Incarnation of Light, Goddess’ Blessing.”


  


  [Divine Protection increases the defense of you and your party by 30% for 5 minutes.]


  


  [Incarnation of Light increases the attack power of you and your party by 20% for 5 minutes.]


  


  [The Goddess’ Blessing increases you and your party members’ stats by 15% for 7 minutes, negates one strike, and will create a shield that absorbs 12,000 damage.]


  


  Flash! Flash! Flash!


  


  Damian’s body became surrounded with light as he continuously used buff skills. The performance of his buffs had improved compared to the time of the 3rd National Competition. This was natural since the skill level had increased. Damian had also grown, and although this growth could be a poison, it was just enough to stimulate the Hero King.


  


  [You have discovered a strong person of this era!] 


  


  [The Hero King’s fighting energy has started to boil!]


  


  As Damian used his buffs and became stronger, the red and purple aura around Grid started to thicken. Damian jumped with surprise and shouted, “It won’t be easy!”


  


  Conscious of Isabel’s gaze, Damian didn’t lose his fighting spirit. A small golden magic circle appeared above Damian’s left shoulder as he held his sword. It was like a miniature version of the magic circles which appeared when Goddess’ Wrath was used.


  


  ‘Perhaps?’


  


  The moment that Grid became alert of this, a flash of light emerged from the small golden circle. The power of Goddess’ Anger was four times weaker than Goddess’ Wrath, but it was possible to always keep it activated as it consumed lesser resources. Grid was hit by the flash of light. An explosion occurred at the point where Grid was standing, causing the Rebecca followers to feel in awe while the elders groaned.


  


  “King Grid!”


  


  “Your Holiness! Why are you attacking so suddenly? Don’t you dare kill him!”


  


  “No, that person...”


  


  Why was the pope being treated as the villain? Since when did the elders like Grid so much? Damian was embarrassed by the elders’ attitude and started sweating nervously. Then the smoke was slowly removed from the area of the explosion, and Grid appeared there unharmed.


  


  ‘How?’


  


  Goddess’ Anger consumed less magic power and had a higher minimum damage. No matter how high Grid’s magic resistance was, it should possible for Damian to deal Grid 7,000 fixed damage. Damian found it hard to understand why Grid had no wounds.


  


  “Heok...!”


  


  “What is that?”


  


  Damian was confused while the elders were shocked, although they didn’t show it because of their status. Meanwhile, the ordinary members of the Rebecca Church couldn’t even close their mouths. A sight beyond common sense was unfolding before them. A beautiful ivory blade was moving alone in the air and guarding Grid.


  


  That’s right. A blade had replaced the role of the God Hands.


  


  ‘What is this?’


  


  Pavranium was the exclusive item of Pagma's Descendant. Other people didn’t know the secrets and functions hidden within it. So, it was impossible for Damian and the other followers to know that the blade that just appeared had been made out of the God Hands. Meanwhile, Grid analyzed the Blade Aiming at the Gods.


  


  ‘The reaction rate is the same as when it was the God Hands.’


  


  This was natural. The pavranium protected Grid and reacted to the enemies at the same speed, whether it was in the form of a disc or the God Hands. It was easy to predict that this would stay the same even after it became a blade. There was just one surprising thing.


  


  ‘It seems that the total damage it can receive has increased?’


  


  The pavranium would normally freeze for a while once it received damage beyond a certain amount and lose its original function. The discs and God Hands would become stiff for one second every time they received more than 10,000 damage, yet the blade endured 10,000 and was still fine.


  


  ‘It is because the amount of pavranium in the blade is more than there was in the God Hands? Or is it the result of combining it with other minerals?’


  


  It was likely to be due to both. Grid’s smiled with satisfaction and provoked Damian, “Why don’t you try a proper attack instead of this small one?”


  


  Grid’s insight was now above normal. He was aware that Damian was conscious of Isabel in the crowd.


  


  “If you want it!” As expected, Damian wanted to show a nice appearance to Isabel and responded to the provocation. If Grid were the ‘enemy’ and if this were a real battlefield, he would be laughing. Two large magic circles, which were 3 meters in diameter, were created above Damian’s shoulders. Grid knew what this phenomenon was. It was the precursor to the strongest skill that showed the dignity of the pope.


  


  “Goddess’ Wrath!” Damian first triggered only one of the two magic circles. A flash of light was fired and hit Grid. It was incomparably larger than Goddess’ Anger. The shockwave that followed shook the entire garden, and the church members started to fall.


  


  “Are you insane?” There was a barrage of criticisms from the elders. They resented Damian, who launched an enormous attack on the church’s benefactor.


  


  “Who cares now?” Damian dismissed them as he looked in front of him. The pillar of light was clashing with the ivory blade. This was the moment when the pope’s strongest technique was easily weakened. The flash faded, and the blade froze in place, shaking. 


  


  Grid’s lips curved as he watched it. ‘30,000!’


  


  It was a huge 30,000 damage. The Blade Aiming at the Gods would only become frozen if the damage was over 30,000. It could absorb 20,000 more damage than the God Hands.


  


  “Maybe it isn’t bad... Eh?”


  


  The frozen state of the Blade Aiming at the Gods wasn’t over yet! Damian attacked during this gap. A new flash of light was fired from one of the two huge magic circles, and it reached Grid.


  


  ‘This is bad!’


  


  This blade was still frozen! It was burdensome for Grid to receive this attack that would deal at least 70,000 damage.


  


  ‘...Wait?’ Grid stopped just as he was trying to swing the Enlightenment Sword to offset some of the damage. Then he pulled out the Blacksmith Hammer to Go Against the Gods from his inventory. The hammer met the flash of light that was about to hit Grid’s chest.


  


  “Hat..!” Grid burst out laughing. He recalled that the hammer was also made of pavranium and then started a sword dance. It was the sword dance for Transcend. The atmosphere surrounding Grid boiled. His attack power increased, and his attacks were transformed into ranged ones.


  


  “Kuak!” 


  


  Wasn’t this a scam? Damian could only fight in close combat, so it became more difficult for him to deal with Grid, who started to fly into the distance. Damian had to set up a shield and crouch like a turtle while slowly narrowing the distance. Unlike Grid who could freely move while swinging his sword, Damian had to shoot magic while hiding behind a shield. This caused his hit rate to drop substantially. At this time, Damian’s shield was pointed upward in front of him. It was set up like a wall to constantly block the many strikes. This meant that the Blade Aiming at the Gods pierced Damian’s unprotected side easily.


  


  [You have suffered 8,170 damage.]


  


  “Keuk?” 


  


  Grid didn’t swing it, but it moved by itself. To think that the blade which could only exert its own attack power actually dealt so much damage to the fully buffed Damian...? The damage wasn’t much different compared to when he was directly hit by Grid.


  


  A chill went down Damian’s spine.


  


  “Link.” Grid used Freely Move to appear by Damian’s side and used a new swordsmanship.


  


  “W-Wait a minute! Time!” Damian cried out, but Grid didn’t stop. In the course of the sword dance, the Enlightenment Blade fell off the sword and was replaced by the Blade Aiming at the Gods. This was the birth of the Sword Aiming at the Gods.


  


  “Isn’t it okay to die in sparring mode anyway?”


  


  “It doesn’t feel good...!” Damian shouted urgently, but Grid still had many things to check. It wasn’t worthwhile to Grid for them to stop the spar now. Grid swung the sword, and a lightning bolt fell over Damian’s head while golden clouds appeared in the sky.


  


  Then a transparent God Hand hovered around Grid. Grid felt it was still lacking and asked the enraptured elders, “Elders, can you participate as well? Help the pope in his spar with me...”


  


  The elders shook their heads. They were incredibly terrified as they looked at Grid, who was completely fine, and then at Damian, who was injured on the ground.


  


  ‘We can’t make him angry...!’ In the minds of the elders, Grid’s presence was becoming so big that he was comparable to the goddess. It wasn’t too long before Grid gained a new deity stat point.
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  [The Sword Aiming at the Gods was born after being smelted and forged in Asgard: First World.]


  


  [The energy of Asgard: First World is released from the Sword Aiming at the Gods.]


  


  [Golden clouds have appeared!]


  


  [The golden clouds will be the bridge between you and Asgard: First World.]


  


  “...!”


  


  The golden clouds that descended from the sky were layered like stairs. It felt like they were telling Grid to step on them and climb into the sky.


  


  “Oh...! Ohh?!”


  


  “A bridge to the goddess...!”


  


  The Rebecca members were fascinated. The elders were frightened of Grid while being captivated by the golden clouds. Heaven existed! The golden clouds of stairs proved there was meaning in their lifelong faith and infinite worship in all those who served a god.


  


  [The appearance of the golden clouds has amplified the morale of all those who serve the gods. During the three minute summoning time of the golden clouds, all those who serve a god will have their attack and defense increased by 10%.]


  


  [Everyone who doesn’t serve a god will feel terrified by the golden clouds. During the three minute summoning time of the golden clouds, their attack and defense will decrease by 10%.]


  


  [You serve multiple gods, so your attack power and defense have increased by 10%.]


  


  “Ah...” Grid sighed.


  


  Those who served a god and those who didn’t… 


  


  After dividing humanity into these two types, the power of the golden clouds, which generated a global buff and debuff, turned out to be below Grid’s expectations. Grid had hoped that the golden clouds were a powerful wide area attack skill like the black flames explosion.


  


  Yet what was this wide area debuff and buff? The buffs and debuffs didn’t even distinguish between friend and foe. Right now, the Overgeared members had visited the Hexetia Temple and had the status of serving Hexetia. Then what about other players? Grid speculated that many players had already joined a religion. It meant that people could receive the golden clouds buff even if they didn’t have a class like a paladin or priest.


  


  ‘If these clouds are summoned in the middle of a battlefield...’


  


  The war situation might significantly tilt depending on how many soldiers had joined a religion. Just looking at the Saharan Empire, the Rebecca Church was a state religion.


  


  ‘It is a complete mess... No, at least I will receive minimal damage if I have all my people serve the Hexetia Temple...’


  


  In any case, it was below expectations. The golden clouds weren’t very appealing to Grid who had been able to gain an overwhelming power after the Astaroth raid. Then something happened. It was as if his disappointment was noticed.


  


  [The baby angels at the other end of the golden clouds touching the highest heaven are reaching out. The angels have a great interest in the ground. However, they can’t come down to the ground because they know the summoning time of the golden clouds is short.]


  


  [The linked skill of the golden clouds, Angel’s Aria, has failed to activate.]


  


  “...??”


  


  ‘Angel’s Aria?’ Grid’s disappointment quickly disappeared as he recalled the young angels he had met in the world of the gods. He felt anticipation now that he knew the golden clouds could be a platform for a special skill, not just buffs and debuffs.


  


  On the other hand...


  


  “...” Damian was overcome with pained frustration as he lay on the ground. What was defeat? It was denying his own efforts and value. Damian admired and respected Grid more than anyone else, but this was separate from losing. He felt ashamed and humiliated at being defeated every time he competed with Grid.


  


  ‘Putting my pride aside, it is a real problem. This is why Grid is disappointed with me.’


  


  Damian had grown as time passed, but he still seemed weak. He felt like he disappointed Grid and was anxious, despite being the pope. Damian wanted to prove his worth. He wanted to prove his past efforts. Yes, time was equal to everyone. Just as Grid went through all types of incidents after the 3rd National Competition, Damian was the same. He shouldn’t be defeated in such a manner. Damian raised his body that had been burned with lightning. He didn’t rely heavily on the 10% increase in attack and defense that appeared thanks to Grid’s golden clouds as he knew that Grid was likely to have received a similar buff.


  


  “Goddess’ Breath.” A light surrounded Damian, and his health was restored to 100%.


  


  Grid saw his fighting spirit and looked surprised. “Do you still want to continue?”


  


  Damian hadn’t wanted this duel from the beginning. Thinking he would lose, he had started the fight with a dejected spirit. Grid had been somewhat disappointed with that. Where had the old Damian gone? This was the man who fought against the corrupted Pope Drevigo, the farmer Piaro, and the sky above the sky Kraugel. His conviction had never dampened.


  


  However, Damian had changed little by little after becoming pope. He had worried over the status of a pope more than his own beliefs and gradually bowed his courage under the pretext that it was for the church. It was the same for this spar. A few years ago, Damian would have been happy just sparring, but now he was only crying. He had the attitude of not wanting to be embarrassed in front of his beloved Isabel but showed no fighting spirit to overcome Grid.


  


  Unlike Grid, Damian had gotten weak. Grid was bound to think of Damian like this and felt many complicated emotions. Damian’s change, which could be evaluated as maturing in some way, was bittersweet and painful. Yet at this moment...


  


  “I will continue. It might be one-sided, but it is problem if Grid doesn’t feel any fun.” Damian was regaining his old self. He threw off the cumbersome white clothing that symbolized a pope.


  


  “Your Holiness!” The elders frowned and rebuked him. They didn’t like Damian’s behavior of casting aside the pope’s clothing in front of the congregation. The usual Damian would’ve scratched his head and laughed awkwardly. Instead, he said, “It is uncomfortable. I can’t fight while wearing it. What am I supposed to do when the fabric catches on armor every time I move?”


  


  “...”


  


  “Please respect the fact that unlike other popes, I am a paladin and not a priest.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Didn’t the first pope fight in armor instead of clothing when sealing Marie Rose?”


  


  He felt good as he watched the elders close their mouths. Then he pointed his sword at Grid. Damian still had 1 minute and 10 seconds left on his buffs.


  


  “I am going to use all my power.”


  


  This time, he didn’t pay attention to the eyes of the church’s members and Isabel. Damian would fight for himself. He would also discard the pope’s dignity. Reading Damian’s determination, Grid laughed. “Okay. Come, Damian.”


  


  Then he quickly pulled four hammers out of his inventory. They were the Mjolnirs which could cause a target to become stiff. Of course, the Ultimate Enhanced Mjolnir was included. Grid was curious. Was it possible for the God Hands made by the Sword Aiming at the Gods to wear equipment?


  


  ‘Indeed?’


  


  Grid’s new God Hands were able to wear equipment. If equipment couldn’t be worn, they would be too lacking in comparison to the old God Hands. The semi-translucent God Hands grabbed the Mjolnirs from Grid, meaning that equipment could definitely be worn.


  


  ‘Good!’


  


  The pulling device was used. The Blade Aiming at the Gods fell off and was replaced by the Enlightenment Blade. Grid equipped himself with the flaming black sword, while the God Hands and Blade Aiming at the Gods moved around him.


  


  ‘If I make good use of defense magic, I have a chance to counterattack.’ Damian tried not to be daunted by the fraudulent abilities Grid was displaying.


  


  The God Hands rushed toward Damian. Damian was aware he would be defeated if he allowed even one hit from the hammer, so he summoned a number of small light shields in the air to neutralize the God Hands as much as possible. The Blade Aiming at the Gods was blown away. Damian wouldn’t allow himself to be hit by the same move again. He showed a gap as he twisted his hips and swung his sword.


  


  “Drop.” Grid used the skill that had the shortest activation time among Pagma’s Swordsmanship. He didn’t take it easy. In order to show his respect to Damian, Grid would fight seriously. This was his power. Damian blocked it with a huge square shield. It was as if he expected Grid to attack, so he used the shield to block Drop without even moving his eyes.


  


  [The Square Divine Light Shield has absorbed the powerful shock!]


  


  [The durability of the Square Divine Light Shield has decreased by 67.]


  


  [Your left hand holding a shield has been paralyzed temporarily.]


  


  [You have overcome the paralysis with your high status resistance.]


  


  “Kuk...!”


  


  As expected, a scam was a scam. The durability of the shield designed for defense had been reduced by two digits, making it questionable if the shield was doing its job properly. A flash of light emerged from the small magic circle above Damian’s shoulder after countering Grid’s offensive. The flashes struck the God Hands and the Blade Aiming at the Gods continuously, making the God Hands stiffen. 


  


  On the other hand, the Blade Aiming at the Gods moved smoothly and cut Damian, interrupting the illusion that Damian was in a 1 vs 1 match instead of a 1 vs 2 match. There was a bigger problem.


  


  “100,000 Army Massacre Sword.”


  


  Damian was a powerhouse, but this was his mistake. As the years passed by, the gap between Damian and Grid hadn’t narrowed. The reason wasn’t because his efforts were lacking or because he had the wrong mindset. The problem was that Grid was the Hero King. As Damian became stronger, he stimulated Grid’s fighting energy to a greater extent. Grid was able to accumulate fighting energy faster because of Damian’s strength.


  


  [The Square Divine Light Shield has absorbed the powerful shock!] 


  


  [The durability of the Square Divine Light Shield has decreased by 35.]


  


  [The durability of the Square Divine Light Shield has decreased by 31.]


  


  [The durability of the Square Divine Light Shield has decreased by 39.]


  


  [The durability of the Square Divine Light Shield has decreased by 20.]


  


  [The durability of the Square Divine Light Shield has decreased...]


  


  [Warning! The durability of the Square Divine Light Shield has reached its limit!]


  


  Grid unleashed an onslaught without stopping.


  


  [The Square Divine Light Shield has been destroyed!]


  


  The huge square shield which had protected Damian from numerous threats so far cracked and then turned to gray.


  


  “Nani?! Pope’s Charity! Goddess’ Protection!” Damian tried simultaneously casting a healing skill and a shield skill.


  


  “Linked Kill.” Grid’s powerful attack dealt a critical blow to Damian who had just lost his shield. Damian’s health fell down to 1 point, and his defeat in the spar was announced.


  


  “Pant... Pant... Pant...!” Damian’s face became shadowed as he was injured. He felt ashamed because of his terrible defeat and wondered if he was qualified to be Grid’s colleague. At that moment...


  


  [You have heard Goddess Rebecca’s warm voice.]


  


  -You, my agent, need to become stronger.


  


  Damian’s unique class of Goddess’ Agent encountered a change.


  


  [The goddess of light is the pinnacle of all gods and thinks that you, as the Goddess’ Agent, also needs to be at the pinnacle.]


  


  [The goddess has witnessed your many defeats against the same opponent and feels terrible enough to make a trial.]


  


  [The class quest ‘To Truly become the Goddess’ Agent...’ has been created.]


  


  “Ah?”


  


  What conditions had he met unknowingly? It might not be Grid’s intention, but shouldn’t Damian be thankful to Grid?


  


  “Good job. It was really fun to fight against you.”


  


  “...” 


  


  Damian finally looked up from where he had been sitting without grabbing Grid’s outstretched hand. He saw Grid with the sun behind him. There wasn’t pity but pride in Grid’s eyes as he looked at Damian. He had beat Damian easily, but Grid acknowledged Damian instead of ignoring or being disappointed in him.


  


  Damian’s grip on the grass strengthened. Grid looked like a person who had fallen from the sky. Every time, this person was a great help to Damian. Grid was like a person who only existed for him.


  


  “You... You truly...” Damian couldn’t explain this feeling. He was unable to endure the surging emotions, and his eyes reddened.


  


  ‘Crying all of a sudden?’ Grid was at a loss for words as tears filled the eyes of the beautiful young man. “W-What is it? Ah, I’m sorry. I will naturally reimburse you for the shield. I will make a far better shield. So, please calm down...” Grid couldn’t finish speaking.


  


  Damian suddenly stood up and hugged him tightly. It was a hug from a pretty man...


  


  “W-What?” Feeling uncomfortable, Grid tried to pull Damian off.


  


  Still, Damian clung to him like a leech. “Daisuki! Grid-sama aishiteru!!”


  


  “L-Let go!”


  


  To think that Damian was confessing his love while hugging Grid... as hundreds of Rebecca followers watched, including players...? Grid felt bitter. He was seriously worried that Damian was deliberately messing with him due to the loss of the shield.


  


  That evening...


  


  [Pope Damian’s confession of love to the Overgeared King!]


  


  [Damian’s worship of Grid originated from private feelings...?]


  


  Media outlets around the world started to release unpleasant articles. In particular, the women’s magazines which enjoyed gossip featured these articles. Grid was an undisputed world star as every move he made was turned into a story. He was the best star who had been popular ever since he appeared in public!


  


  It’s just that...


  


  “Dammit. How annoying.” Grid himself felt very uncomfortable. The number of members in the Grid Anti-Fans Cafe was skyrocketing due to the rumors that he was a garbage playboy.


  


  ‘Well, whatever. I was able to figure out various things from the spar with Damian, so it isn’t a loss.’


  


  Grid decided to hold off on disposing of the hammer and Blade Aiming at the Gods for the time being. It was difficult to abandon the exponential rise in production ability, and the versatility of the blade wasn’t that lacking compared to the God Hands. He had another problem to worry about in the future.


  


  “How can I secure more pavranium?”


  


  It was clear that the more pavranium he obtained, the stronger he could become. Was there a way to gain more pavranium?


  


  “...Ah?” Grid suddenly thought of his clone in hell.
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  Grid was reminded of the 41st island on the Behen Archipelago. The small island had given him a clear and succinct mission—to fight against himself and win.


  


  ‘The clone...’


  


  At the time, it had reproduced all of Grid’s information. The clone had used the same skills based on Grid’s stats, had better combat abilities, and had been able to fuse sword dances. He had worn the same items as Grid and also had the God Hands, but his use of the God Hands was much better than Grid’s. Unlike Grid who couldn’t focus on giving delicate commands to the God Hands, the clone had inherited the super intelligence of the super named NPC and could completely control the God Hands. In any case, Grid had somehow beat the clone.


  


  ‘The clone has God Hands, so I can secure more pavranium by taking his God Hands.’ Grid was able to come to this conclusion. In fact, until relatively recently, Grid had forgotten about his clone. He had never dreamed that the clone he had killed on the 41st island would still be alive. However, Yura then told him that his clone was in hell. It seemed Grid’s dark-skinned version was looking for him. Grid was able to instantly realize that the clone had died in Blackening mode and fallen to hell, surviving until the present.


  


  ‘The reason why Belial was surprised to see me was probably because of the clone.’


  


  It was normal to fall to hell when dying in Blackening mode and then get expelled from hell when Blackening ended. Still, it was presumed that the clone had been in hell for years.


  


  ‘Why?’


  


  Grid didn’t receive an answer to his question. It was virtually impossible for a player to understand every game setting. He just needed to accept and cope with the current situation.


  


  “Hrmm...” Grid tapped on the table while thinking. It was because his clone was in hell that he desired to maintain the Blacksmith Hammer to Go Against the Gods and the Blade Aiming at the Gods. He wanted to steal the clone’s God Hands as soon as possible.


  


  ‘Of course, there is no guarantee that the God Hands will drop when I kill the clone.’


  


  At present, he needed new God Hands. To be exact, he needed to secure more pavranium from the clone. So, it was worth trying. There was a problem though.


  


  ‘I don’t know the path to move to hell...’


  


  In the past, Grid had been defeated by his clone several times. To be honest, the clone had been much stronger than Grid. He might have had the same stats as Grid, but the clone had the artificial intelligence of a super named NPC and had displayed an overwhelming combat ability. However, Grid had won in the end. Based on Item Creation, he had produced the Motley Flail and won by purely relying on luck.


  


  ‘I have become stronger over the last few years.’


  


  His skill levels had gone beyond the clone’s skills. Grid had also gained God’s Command, the titles of First King, and Hero King, as well as the powers of several named bosses such as Belial and Astaroth onto his rune. There were also the goddess’ blessings which he obtained this time and the special event that happened when he made six myth rated items. It was true that Grid was currently completely different from when he entered the 41st island. Grid believed that if he went to hell and met the clone now, he would be able to overcome the clone.


  


  ‘I think I can win even if I fight with one hand.’


  


  Of course, this belief only lasted a moment.


  


  ‘Ah... Wait?'


  


  Didn’t Yura receive a fatal blow with a single strike? Would the clone from a few years ago be able to win against the current Yura?


  


  ‘No.’


  


  Was the clone from a few years ago strong enough to embarrass the Great Demon Belial?


  


  ‘That isn’t possible.’


  


  At this moment, Grid perceived it clearly. His clone had also grown stronger over the past few years.


  


  ‘Maybe. In the worst case scenario...’


  


  The clone might be affected by Grid’s growth. In fact, the clone might’ve also gained God’s Command when Grid got it, and he might have gotten fighting energy when Grid became the Hero King. It was a possibility which couldn’t be ruled out when recalling that the clone had the characteristic of duplicating Grid’s appearance and abilities.


  


  ‘Even so, I can fight him.’


  


  Grid didn’t shrink back. Even if the clone was stronger than him, Grid believed this.


  


  ‘I can somehow win if I use the Motley Flail again. Okay, don’t think too hard.’


  


  In the end, Grid planned to rely on luck. He wasn’t a fool just because he didn’t prepare any measures. Instead, he was calmly grasping the situation. What measures could be prepared against an unknown enemy who couldn’t be evaluated? It was a waste of time.


  


  “Okay...” Grid made a decision and rose from his seat. He would go to hell and hunt the clone.


  


  -Yura, take me to hell.


  


  Yura was embarrassed by the random whisper. -Are you thinking of fighting against your clone?


  


  -Yes. I can’t leave him alone. I have to get rid of this cheap shit.


  


  Grid wasn’t just greedy for the pavranium. The clone was derived from Grid, and it might be possible for him to influence Grid one day if Grid left the clone alone. This influence might be in a bad direction. As such, Grid’s mission was to hunt the clone. It couldn’t be helped when he didn’t know the clone was alive, but Grid couldn’t stay still now that he knew about the clone’s presence.


  


  -..... 


  


  Yura was speechless for a moment, but it wasn’t because she was impressed with Grid’s determination.


  


  ‘Shit...’ Yura was called the world’s most beautiful woman. Countless people praised her, and men tried to look good to her. Everyone was cautious with their words and gestures in front of her but not Grid. Grid had said the word ‘shit’ without hesitation. It became clear that he considered Yura as a comfortable friend, instead of a woman.


  


  “Hah...”


  


  -Yura? Did you go somewhere? Why aren’t you saying anything? Ah, is it impossible for you to take another person to hell?


  


  -...No. I can take up to two other people. It would be a total of three people, including me.


  


  -Three people?


  


  Grid flinched. He said he was cleaning up shit, but it would be a lie to say he wasn’t afraid. After all, he would receive a death penalty if the clone was stronger than him, so he would rather fight with his colleagues. Of course, one person came to Grid’s mind.


  


  -If you can bring one more person, let’s take Euphemina.


  


  The only player that Grid perceived as stronger than himself was Duplicator Euphemina. Yura agreed, -It is a good idea. We can count on her.


  


  Unlike Grid, Yura could objectively evaluate Euphemina. She wasn’t afraid of Euphemina and had a solid grasp on her power. Yura didn’t disagree that Euphemina was the strongest. She knew that Euphemina was one of the greatest players whenever she copied the strongest skills. Moreover, she could use Mumud’s magic.


  


  ‘If the three of us join forces, there is no chance for the clone to win...’


  


  Yura had watched the Grid vs Damian duel in the Vatican as it was relayed through OGC, the world’s best gaming station. The media and public were amazed at how Grid had overpowered Damian easily, but Yura knew that Grid hadn’t used all his power against Damian.


  


  ‘It has been like this since the 3rd National Competition.’


  


  Grid never exposed his true power against a player. It was the same when dealing with Kraugel. Due to this, Yura believed that Grid’s power was greater than what she imagined. If Grid combined forces with Euphemina who was the strongest conditionally, Yura believed they could overcome the clone. However, there was a problem.


  


  -Is Euphemina replying to you?


  


  -...?


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  [A whisper has arrived, but you can’t hear it.]


  


  “...”


  


  Euphemina’s Skill Duplication wasn’t universal. There was another realistic problem apart from the issues of having a limited number of times she could duplicate and the overload caused by overuse. Her Skill Duplication could duplicate a skill at 100%, but an unexpected penalty might occur. The master level Stealth that Euphemina was currently using had the realistic penalty of ‘concentration.’ She needed to focus in order to maintain the stealth. This meant that executing high speed movement, casting skills, and having conversations were forbidden since they all interfered with her concentration. It was an unreasonable penalty considering the fact that assassins who mastered the skill could move at high speeds, cast skills, and converse with other people while maintaining the stealth.


  


  “...” Still, Euphemina was calm.


  


  After being a Duplicator for so many years, she was familiar with the penalties that occurred. She naturally accepted the penalty for maintaining the stealth since she wasn’t an assassin.


  


  [A whisper has arrived, but you can’t hear it.]


  


  Euphemina ignored the continuously rising messages. Rather than feeling curious toward whoever was whispering to her, she was more focused on what was happening in front of her eyes.


  


  “Kik... Kikik...”


  


  It was already the third one. For some reason, Agnus was visiting the workshops of accessory makers in every country. Yet by the time he reached them, the accessory maker would already be dead and the guards blamed Agnus.


  


  “H-Hik...!” The last surviving guard dropped the spear in his hand. Yet Agnus didn’t show him mercy. Agnus’ blade pierced the heart of the young guard. “...Kik.”


  


  Deep in the alley, Agnus stopped after losing all trackers.


  


  “...Lu...na. Luna...”


  


  Stagger. Stagger.


  


  His body, mind, and spirit were like his empty eyes. He seemed exhausted. His mouth only repeated one name. No, Euphemina knew it was a nickname.


  


  ‘Luna is Caroline...’


  


  Euphemina was an unofficial ranker who was not on the leaderboards, but her information network and resourcefulness had allowed her to be at the top since the beginning of Satisfy. She couldn’t be unaware of the information related to Agnus—the target she must deal with to clear her class change quest. That’s why her heart ached even more. 


  


  ‘Why?’


  


  Why did that man draw his lover, who was already dead in reality, in the game? She became terribly sad as she watched Agnus and felt cold from seeing the madness that covered up his sorrow. He looked like a huge beast baring its teeth, but he was actually small in front of reality.


  


  “Lu...na.”


  


  Flop! It was a journey without any breaks. Agnus had fought countless enemies while feeling in despair and was already at his limit. Like a sand castle meant to break down from the beginning, he collapsed. Agnus fell down and was unable to get up.


  


  Then a blonde girl approached in the darkness. It was the appearance of Euphemina, who could no longer just watch.


  


  “You?” His face lay against the cold floor, and his eyes shook as he watched the girl approach. She felt sad to see the wounded beast so scared.


  


  Euphemina made a bittersweet expression and extended a small hand to Agnus. “Do you want to craft that stone?”


  


  “...”


  


  “Promise that you will release Mumud. Then I will help you.”


  


  “...Why?”


  


  It was a world where there was only frustration and despair. Agnus’ vision blurred as the fantasy of salvation appeared. Euphemina felt her heart drop as she saw Agnus’ tears and struggled to calm down. “No reason. I just think it will be convenient.”




  Chapter 899


  The problem was excessive exhaustion. Agnus’ fatigued body could only react reflexively. Slightly tearful, the expression on his face was distorted. The shaking of his pupils stopped, and his eyes became sharp and threatening. “What are you doing?” 


  


  Agnus knew the girl who was lifting him up. It was Euphemina. She was a meritorious retainer of the Overgeared Kingdom, and she had helped with Valhalla’s establishment. Agnus knew the rumor about how she was one of the people that Grid trusted most. Furthermore, wasn’t she aiming for Mumud? So, why was she helping Agnus?


  


  “Acha!”


  


  Duplicator Euphemina’ s strength stat was low enough to be comparable to a magician’s. This was one of the reasons why she rarely duplicated physical attack skills that required the use of a ‘weapon.’ It was hard for her to support an adult male who weighed more than herself.


  


  “Kuoong.” Finally, Euphemina sat beside Agnus, who was leaning against a wall, and pulled out a handkerchief. “Why are you looking at me like that? What is it? Do you want to wipe off your sweat as well?”


  


  “Get lost,” Agnus growled out. He wasn’t given the nickname of Mad Dog for nothing. Euphemina nervously put the handkerchief away as he asked again, “What do you want?”


  


  “Are you an idiot? Why do you keep asking? Didn’t I tell you from the beginning? I will help you.”


  


  “...Hah?” Agnus was dumbfounded. The failure condition of the ‘Mumud’s Desire for Liberation’ quest that popped up whenever Agnus saw Euphemina was for Agnus to be killed by Euphemina. In other words, Euphemina could clear her quest by killing Agnus. Yet she was helping Agnus instead of using this chance to kill him. Why?


  


  “Why aren’t you killing me?”


  


  “Well... It won’t be easy. Won’t it be hard to deal you with a mortal wound when you can use Lich Transformation and recover your stamina instantly?”


  


  “You have the power to neutralize that short period of resistance. Tell me honestly. What are you up to?”


  


  Agnus’ only ally had been his dead lover. The other people he had encountered over the years were all enemies. Consequently, it was natural for him to be suspicious of Euphemina, who was one of Grid’s closest people. Euphemina spoke with deliberately wide eyes, “Don’t you have any friends? Why do you keep doubting people’s good intentions? You should just accept it.”


  


  “Would you be able to if you were me?”


  


  “Of course. You should rejoice at receiving the help of such a beautiful and pure woman. Doubting the goodwill of a beauty? Shouldn’t you be kind to a beauty like me?”


  


  “A kid...”


  


  “Why are you calling me a big girl like me a kid?” 


  


  Euphemina was an adult woman in her early 20s. However, she was 150 centimeters tall and had a young appearance that made it believable she was still in middle school. As such, she had a bit of a complex about it and was sensitive to the word ‘kid.’


  


  “Big girl...?” Agnus started to observe the agitated Euphemina from head to toe. No matter how he looked at her, she was a kid.


  


  Euphemina’s face turned red. “I-I didn’t mean that type of big! It hasn’t grown yet, but I’m still an adult! I’m not a kid!”


  


  “...” Agnus wondered how he ended up having this conversation with Grid’s friend. The situation was truly laughable. Agnus got up as his stamina had recovered. “Get lost. I'll spare you once,” Agnus spoke in a patronizing rather than thankful manner.


  


  “Did you hear wrong because you weren’t sane before?” Euphemina threw him a temptation that was hard to resist. “Didn’t I tell you? I will help you craft the stone—the Stone of Life.”


  


  “What?”


  


  “If you free Mumud...!?” Euphemina didn’t finish her words didn’t finish though. The spot where she stood was suddenly swept away by an explosion. It was a huge explosion which devastated the 10 houses around the narrow alley. Euphemina’s small body disappeared without a trace.


  


  “...I’ve found you.”


  


  This was the capital of the Murray Kingdom, Juden. Agnus was identified as the murderer of the accessory maker Catherine and had already defeated several Juden guards. He had to escape from Juden as soon as possible, but he took too long and got caught.


  


  “Capture him!” The magicians had hit Euphemina with magic while the knights flocked around Agnus. Hundreds of soldiers could be seen behind them. The average level of the knights and soldiers was high. It wasn’t a power that a player could go against alone. Of course, this was a story for a normal player.


  


  “Kikik... Numbers are useless in front of me.” Agnus stepped forward, causing the ground to shake and for skeleton soldiers to emerge. 


  


  “Eh? Ughh!”


  


  “Stop!” 


  


  The approaching soldiers witnessed the skeletons wielding swords and paled. Many of them would’ve been killed without the help of the knights and magicians.


  


  “An evil necromancer!” One of the knights shouted. From the knight’s perspective, Agnus had suddenly invaded the capital and murdered civilians and guards, so he was definitely a bad person. The knight was filled with a deep grudge. Agnus started making undead from the corpses of the soldiers, and the young knights failed to reach him. Surrounded by skeleton soldiers, Agnus seemed like an impregnable fortress. In reality, he was an old fortress.


  


  “Kik! Kikikik!”


  


  Due to the successive chases, Agnus’ resources were at their limit. He was lacking in stamina and mana, which meant that various spells couldn’t be used. His important spells were also cooling down. The skeletons crumbled quickly due to the magicians’ spells. As the number of skeleton soldiers decreased, the Murray Kingdom’s soldiers and knights stabbed Agnus with their spears and swords.


  


  “...Kik!” Pain and fear stimulated Agnus’ frontal lobe. The painful memories of reality disappeared, leading him to feel pleasure. The smile on Agnus’ face widened as he was stabbed by spears and shields. Agnus, who had been nervous and weakened as his reunion with his old lover neared, regained his true nature of a mad dog.


  


  “Keeok!” 


  


  “T-This monster... Kuaaack!”


  


  “Kahahahat! Hat?”


  


  He believed in the Lich Transformation. Yet while Agnus was breaking into the enemy and killing them, he suddenly collapsed. It was due to the sword that fell from the sky and pierced his shoulder. The long and sharp sword penetrated Agnus’ shoulder and chest.


  


  [You have suffered 27,900 damage.]


  


  [You have fallen into the ‘internal injury’ state.]


  


  [This is a physical phenomenon. Resisting the status has failed.] 


  


  [All resource recovery speeds are reduced by 30%. Accompanied by the ‘bleeding (large)’ status, this causes your health to drop continuously.]


  


  “Kuock?”


  


  It was a powerful blow that caused even his madness to disappear. Agnus was astonished by the terrible pain and couldn’t help thinking about Grid. It was a powerful attack that caused him to misunderstand and think that the Overgeared King had chased him all the way to a distance kingdom. However, the person who struck Agnus wasn’t Grid. The person, who landed on the ground and retrieved the sword he had stabbed into Agnus, was a middle-aged man wearing faded red armor.


  


  “This is my chance to pay back the Murray Kingdom’s grace.”


  


  “Ohh...!”


  


  “Sir Singuled!”


  


  The frightened Murray knights and soldiers cheered. The fierce battlefield turned into a festival, and Agnus was the clown.


  


  ‘Who?’ The wounded mad dog watched the unwelcome visitor.


  


  “You were here.”


  


  “I finally found you.”


  


  Then two soldiers spoke as they came to the center of the stage. Both of them looked like low-level soldiers.


  


  “You are...?” The former Red Knight Singuled became wary. One of the soldiers took off his helmet and introduced himself, “A soldier... No, I am the traitor who betrayed you and made you fall into misery.” 


  


  The golden name of ‘Asmophel’ appeared above the noble looking soldier’s head. Singuled’s face distorted like he was a demon. “You...! Asmophellllll!”


  


  “....???” Agnus was dumbfounded by this change in the situation.


  


  ‘What is this?’ Euphemina, who had been hiding in the enemy camp since being swept away by the explosion, was surprised when she saw Asmophel.


  


  “It looks like you haven’t completed the seven malignant saints quest yet. At this point, the strongest players are Grid and Kraugel.”


  


  The unidentified soldier standing beside Asmophel came up to Agnus and took off his helmet to reveal the name ‘Haster’. These unexpected developments made the many people present confused. If Grid had been watching this situation, he would’ve ordered fried chicken for dinner while watching the ‘crucible of chaos.’


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  [...It is the power of brain learning. In the end, the number of people implementing Satisfy’s skills in reality will continue to increase. This isn’t a good phenomenon. Experts from all fields who have been polishing their skills for decades will feel a sense of deprivation and lost motivation, while there will be mentally untrained youngsters who can’t control their skills developed in a short period of time...]


  


  “I’m hungry.” 


  


  Youngwoo turned on the TV as soon as he got out of the capsule and then shook his head. He was filled with a strong sense of hunger while the voices of the news reporters entered one of his ears and out the other.


  


  [NASA has picked up an asteroid with a weight of 56 billion kilograms. The giant rock that measures 300 meters in diameter is now turning around the sun at speed of 80,000 kph and is expected to cause several times the damage of an atomic bomb if it hits Earth.]


  


  [The asteroid collision is estimated to happen in five years. It doesn't make sense. NASA’s technology should’ve detected the approach of the asteroid many years ago. If NASA is telling the truth, the asteroid suddenly appeared one day. This is a physically impossible phenomenon...]


  


  [...Still, NASA says there is a 1 in 4,500 chance of the asteroid hitting the Earth and they are well-prepared.]


  


  The composed voices of the experts trying to calm the agitated hosts tangled together.


  


  “Turn off the TV.”


  


  Youngwoo turned off the unpleasant story and moved to the kitchen. The sunny kitchen with its large windows was well-built with enough tools to satisfy the chefs of the finest restaurants. Youngwoo stood in there and waited until the water boiled in the pot. Then he took out a pack of ramen. This was the power of the finest induction cooker!


  


  “Sigh...” Youngwoo let out a deep sigh as the water started boiling as soon as he put the pot on. “My clone...”


  


  Euphemina wasn’t replying to his whispers, so Youngwoo had decided to take a break and logged out. Youngwoo became tense again. He wanted to bring his colleague with him to face an enemy in a fight where luck might not be enough. What if Yura or Euphemina died because of him? Should he take responsibility for the penalties they would receive?


  


  “Indeed… I wish I could go alone.” He soothed his empty stomach and wondered if Euphemina not answering was a sign from God. Youngwoo cleared his thoughts while eating the ramen and then lay back down in the capsule. “Yes, this is my job in the end. Let’s resolve it alone.”


  


  His eyes were cold as he logged in.


  


  [Welcome to Satisfy.]


  


  Youngwoo became Overgeared King Grid.


  


  [The presence in hell, who has captured your location, has arrived on the ground.]


  


  The system informed Grid of the news.


  


  “...?”


  


  Chill. Grid got goosebumps. 




  Chapter 900


  The Murray Kingdom was surrounded by mountains and the sea. It didn’t boast the excellent infrastructure of the empire or a variety of quests like the Overgeared Kingdom, but it had its own advantages and was quite popular among players. Tens of millions of players belonged to the Murray Kingdom, and one-tenth of them were active in the capital of Juden. There was a disturbance in the city. The guards moved quickly, and the army was dispatched. Then there was a sudden explosion and screams.


  


  “No way...”


  


  Thousands of players heard the noise and rushed to the scene. They felt it was a surreal scene as they saw a knight in red armor and a soldier in shabby army fighting. They jumped into the air and exchanged blows at a speed that wasn’t visible. It was reminiscent of the confrontation between Grid and Kraugel in the PvP finals of the 3rd National Competition. No, this confrontation was far more devastating.


  


  “Asmophellllll!” The knight in red armor, Singuled, roared angrily. Every time he wielded his sword, a glow broke everything in its path.


  


  Even the high walls surrounding a mansion were destroyed after being pierced by the glow. It was terrible to imagine what would happen if a person were hit by that attack. Then what about the blond soldier facing him? He burned everything in his path, leaving a blaze of light. Dust rose due to the explosions, and it seemed like this entire area would turn into ruins.


  


  “There were such NPCs?”


  


  “Where did these monsters... Heok!”


  


  “A-Avoid it!”


  


  The players watching the fight between Singuled and Asmophel panicked. This was because Singuled’s sword hit the ground and destroyed a 100-meter radius around it. Asmophel rose in the air due to the backlash that occurred from his collision with Singuled’s sword and groaned when he landed, “Keuk...!”


  


  The sight of Asmophel’s face distorting with pain just stimulated Singuled’s anger. “This is merely pain from a stab...!”


  


  Singuled had a homeland, and his homeland protected his family. He was all about his homeland. Singuled was proud that he was a citizen of the great empire that dominated the continent and was willing to devote himself to it. It had been the same 12 years ago. Singuled had embraced his homeland’s will and headed for the battlefield, fighting without shame. He had torn out the hearts of the enemies for the glory of his country and gotten wounded.


  


  However, when he returned home, he wasn’t welcomed with the people’s cheers or the emperor’s praise. Instead, he had met with the sharp spears and swords of Asmophel and thousands of soldiers, whom he had believed to be his colleagues.


  


  ‘Enemy who betrayed your homeland, don’t resist.’


  


  ‘...’


  


  It had been the landscape of hell. The heads of his parents, his wife, and his children had been hanging in this beautiful city. On that day, Singuled fled and vowed with all his heart that he would surely get revenge. He would cut Asmophel’s tongue, dig out his eyes, cut off his limbs, and scatter them like trash in front of Asmophel’s family!


  


  “Asmophel! Until you feel that much pain...!!”


  


  How could he penetrate the empire to reach Asmophel? For the past 12 years, he had only been thinking of a way to sneak into the empire. Asmophel showing up here was an unexpected stroke of good luck for Singuled, and he didn’t want to miss this opportunity.


  


  “Ohhhhh!” Singuled’s sword energy which was injected into the ground became stronger, and the earth was eroded. It was a sharp sword energy that collapsed the ground and led all living creatures above the ground to death. At the center of it all was Asmophel.


  


  “Cough!” Asmophel’s skin had now turned blue. Every time he coughed, the blood vessels of his neck and face swelled like they were going to burst. Death was approaching, and Asmophel wanted to accept this death. He wanted to use death to escape the bridle of the sin he had committed, and he hoped it would release the grudges of his old colleagues.


  


  However, his king had given him a mission. Asmophel couldn’t die until he accomplished it. A burst of flames exploded from Asmophel’s sword, neutralizing Singuled’s sword energy. The shaking earth stopped, and all of the plants and people standing on it were freed from death.


  


  “I cut off your father’s head,” Asmophel confessed as he cut his neck with a knife. It wasn’t a deep cut, but it was just enough for blood to flow out.


  


  “All the soldiers who hurt your family were following my commands.” Asmophel kneeled in front of Singuled and wounded himself all over. He cut his eyes, ears, mouth, neck, chest, arms, waist, and legs with a knife like splitting the skin of livestock.


  


  “What crazy thing are you doing?” Singuled asked.


  


  “When you kill me later on, dismantle my body and throw it to the beasts. I hope that you will feel more at ease,” Asmophel said to Singuled. “It will happen sooner or later. Until then, please hold off until I repay the favor I owe to the king I serve.” 


  


  “...”


  


  “I don’t dare ask for forgiveness. I’m just sorry. I committed a great sin against you and your family.”


  


  “...” An unpleasant feeling swept over Singuled. Perhaps the object of revenge that he had been cursing for 12 years...


  


  “Singuled, come with me to the Overgeared Kingdom. Piaro is waiting for you.”


  


  “...Boss?”


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  The results of his confrontation with Hexetia were a big joy for Grid. He was now the benefactor of a god, everyone in the world knew his name, and the blacksmiths, including himself, enjoyed a great benefit. Grid could feel a sense of pride and superiority.


  


  Thinking of how the dwarves—who had inspired Pagma—were becoming interested in him, Grid was filled with nervousness and anticipation. However, not everything was good. His position had been captured by someone in hell, and the mention of 1st Great Demon Baal was worrisome. Who was the presence in hell, and why was Baal mentioned? Grid grew afraid after finding out he had become the target of someone in hell. At this moment, his fear became reality.


  


  [The presence in hell who has captured your location has arrived on the ground.]


  


  ‘No, how did this happen?’


  


  It wasn’t a great demon. After all, it would’ve been clearly stated if that was the case.


  


  ‘The presence was looking for me in hell, isn’t a great demon, and is motivated enough to appear on the ground as soon as my location was discovered...’


  


  Grid was about to identify the presence as his clone. The clone who had been born in order to kill Grid... According to Yura’s testimony, this was still the clone’s purpose. He was still looking for Grid in order to kill him.


  


  ‘Yes, it is highly likely to be my clone.’


  


  This raised other questions though.


  


  ‘How did the clone break out of hell?’


  


  Yura had said the clone had looked like Grid when he used Blackening. His clone had died while using Blackening and had fallen to hell. It had maintained Blackening afterward and could exist in hell. In order to him to climb out of hell, he had to release Blackening. The moment he lifted Blackening, he would be pronounced dead and cease to exist. Of course, this was what Grid assumed based on his personal experience.


  


  ‘There might be other ways. In the first place, the clone is a difference existence from me.’


  


  Grid shook his head to get rid of the thoughts. The method that the clone used to escape hell wasn’t an important issue right now. The clone that even Great Demon Belial was wary of was already here. Furthermore, he wasn’t a great demon, so he wouldn’t receive a penalty. It was likely that the clone could boast more strength than Belial on Earth, and he was aiming for Grid. The clone would naturally advance to the Overgeared Kingdom, and there was a high possibility that many people would become injured in the process. Grid had to stop him.


  


  ‘Where is he?’


  


  The clone knew where Grid was, but Grid didn’t know where he was.


  


  ‘What should I do?’


  


  Grid wasn’t that worried about it. He had a person he could go to.


  


  “Call the 10 meritorious retainers and Sage Sticks right now." 


  


  “Yes!”


  


  It was a problem that couldn’t be solved by worrying alone, so he would meet with his colleagues. The Overgeared King had so many talents that he didn’t feel any doubts.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  A red light flashed, and sirens rang.


  


  [TEX-214098 processor has started]


  


  Yoon Nahee, the head of Satisfy’s management team, frowned at the warning. “Isn’t TEX the code for clones? What is the problem with this clone?” 


  


  Satisfy had hundreds of thousands of doppelganger monsters and spells that could create a clone of someone. It was extremely common. The actions of a clone couldn’t have an adverse effect on Satisfy’s world view. However, the supercomputer Morpheus was reporting a risk. Why?


  


  ‘...Ah?’ Yoon Nahee wasn’t convinced of the reason for Morpheus’ fuss. She bit her nails and thought, ‘Am I working overtime today for a ridiculous reason?’ Then she realized… there was one presence who survived all types of variables.


  


  “Him...?”


  


  It would be a long day of work. Yoon Nahee put her bag back down and wore her white coat again.


  


  “Checking code name 214098... G-Grid’s clone!”


  


  The team members were reporting it right now. It was as Yoon Nahee expected. Hundreds of monitors in the office were broadcasting the image of Grid’s clone. What was wrong with the background? It wasn’t the dark hell filled with lava but a lush green forest.


  


  “214098’s position isn’t hell? How did he appear on the ground?”


  


  Her team members increased their typing speed. They planned to analyze the cause of this outcome by calculating 214098’s route.


  


  “It is Baal’s entertainment,” Lim Cheolho appeared and spoke at this moment. His complexion was very good, and he looked excited. He seemed decades younger than his usual self.


  


  “Baal...? Are you talking about S-003?”


  


  “Yes, the 1st Great Demon Baal.”


  


  As the presence equipped with the most advanced artificial intelligence, Baal experienced the first ‘tedium’ of all virtual creatures in Satisfy and pursued ‘entertainment.’ In Satisfy’s history, he was a simulation that preceded Satisfy’s formal opening and created all sorts of variables, such as helping Pagma. This made Satisfy’s worldview more extensive and complex. Now, this was happening.


  


  “Following Agnus, Grid has stimulated Baal’s interest. Baal has sensed it. The presence of the Five Miracles who will soothe his tedium.”


  


  “Then the reason why Grid’s clone was able to escape from hell...”


  


  “Your guess is right. It is Baal’s will, not an error. In Satisfy, it can be described as a god’s blessing or a demon’s curse.”


  


  “...”


  


  On the monitors, Grid’s clone started to move. When Grid unlocked new skills with the goddess blessing, the clone also unlocked new skills. Grid grew stronger in the process of repeated battles and quests, and the clone was the same. Would the present players be able to withstand the huge catastrophe that had been brought to the ground by Baal?


  


  ‘...It will be hard unless the Five Miracles join forces.’


  


  It might be possible with an army, but great losses would be suffered. The clone’s combat ability was too high, and he had too many skills. It was possible for millions to be slaughtered.


  


  “...Hah,” Yoon Nahee burst out laughing.


  


  Originally, most of humanity was supposed to have been wiped out by the insane dragon Nevartan event or the other species event. However, Grid had intervened along with Kraugel and Kir and saved humanity.


  


  ‘Now humanity is in danger due to Grid.’


  


  What did this mean? It was fate. The unscientific reasoning that results were determined by something superhuman and couldn’t be jumped was being realized in virtual reality.


  


  “Haha...”


  


  A scientist thinking about fate? Laughter could only emerge. While she laughed, Yoon Nahee suddenly heard Chairman Lim Cheolho’s voice. “I went through this a long time ago.”


  


  Lim Cheolho noticed that Yoon Nahee was now thinking about fate.


  


  ‘Once this happens...’


  


  Grid will do something big.




  Chapter 901


  “Why were you born?”


  


  “...?”


  


  The 10 meritorious retainers who came running at Grid’s call were stunned. What was Grid’s intention in calling all of them when they were so busy? Was it for some random question...? In the chilly atmosphere, Lauel and Peak Sword answered seriously. 


  


  “Is that a question that needs to be asked? I was resurrected to rule the world. Kukuk... I plan to satisfy all the regrets of my past life...”


  


  “I am Daehan! Of course, I was born to raise the status of South Korea! It is the same for Grid!”


  


  Huroi interjected excitedly, “You are truly my liege! I have received great learning!”


  


  “What?”


  


  What did he learn? Grid started sweating at the unexpected response and opened his mouth again, “None of you can answer either.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “I gave an answer...?”


  


  ‘Let’s skip them.’ Grid ignored Lauel, Peak Sword, and Huroi and looked at the other meritorious retainers. “Why were you born? How many people in the world can answer this? Most people probably can’t answer it. I am the same. However, my clone is an exception. Can’t that guy answer it easily? He was born for the sake of killing Grid.”


  


  “Clone? Of Grid?”


  


  “Is it the person Yura saw in hell?”


  


  “Yes, that’s right. Now he is here, not in hell. He is heading toward our kingdom.”


  


  “...”


  


  The atmosphere sank. The tenacity and danger of the clone were indirectly conveyed to the meritorious retainers, and they realized the seriousness of the situation. Grid warned them, “He is dangerous. The clone is really dangerous. He only acts to hurt me and is coming toward me at this very second. In the process, many people will become victims.”


  


  “What is the basis for this? Are you certain that the clone is here and heading toward you?”


  


  “I am sure when considering the system information and the mindset of the clone.”


  


  The 1st ranked Chris rose from where he had been listening quietly and asked, “Do you have his exact position?”


  


  A strong enthusiasm was burning in Chris’ eyes. He wondered if he could fight against the current Grid, who had become several times stronger after the 3rd National Competition.


  


  ‘I can fight the fake Grid without hesitation.’ Chris accepted the appearance of the clone as an opportunity and burned with fighting spirit.


  


  “I would be there if I knew,” Grid gave a disappointing answer. “I don’t know where he is. Only he knows where I am.”


  


  “Then it is imperative to find him quickly.”


  


  “No, didn’t you say he is coming here? Shouldn’t we just wait?”


  


  “What if the people and the soldiers get swept up in the battle?”


  


  “The soldiers will fight on the plains outside.”


  


  “It’s not that simple.”


  


  The meeting was in full swing. A latecomer appeared and gave a warning to the optimistic Bald Vantner, “Based on the characteristics of the clone that I witnessed and what Youngwoo-ssi told me, the clone can use more skills than Youngwoo-ssi. He even has the God Hands.”


  


  The latecomer was Demon Slayer Yura. She paid particular attention to Grid’s wide-range skills and item changing skills. “We have to fight as far from here as possible. If the battle is fought in close proximity to the city, many parts of the city will be destroyed.”


  


  The power of Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle which had caused her to suffer a fatal blow with one hit was still vivid. Reinhardt’s proud, high walls would collapse in front of the clone. Additionally, if the God Hands were transformed into the Red Phoenix Bow...


  


  “The clone is like a hungry predator. He attacked me as soon as he saw me, regardless of the reason. He will hurt everyone in his way while heading here. We have to use all the power of the kingdom to find his position and intercept him as far away as possible.”


  


  The Overgeared members weren’t heroes who fought for the world; they were people who sought personal profit. They weren’t in a position to worry about the wounds of other people. However, they were colleagues and friends, and they were worried about their leader, Grid. What if someone with Grid’s appearance started hurting people? The public would quickly condemn Grid and he would suffer a big loss. The image of the Overgeared Guild would also crack. For Grid’s sake and their own sake, the Overgeared members were obliged to stop the clone.


  


  “I will release the shadows right now. Contact us if you have any additional instructions,” Faker said, taking immediate action. As he disappeared into the shadows, hundreds of people wearing black cloaks emerged from the castle. They were the Overgeared Shadows, the strongest assassin group that carried out various duties in the shadows and supported the Overgeared Kingdom. Their skills, which were trained under King of Shadows Kasim and then Faker, were enough to impress Grid. The sight of their actions somewhat settled Grid’s mind. “Won’t we soon know the position of the clones now that the shadows are moving?”


  


  “If the clone is running wild, it will be faster than you think. However, if the clone is acting stealthily...” This was Lauel’s answer. 


  


  His reaction somewhat disappointed Grid. “Didn’t you hear Yura? He attacked as soon as he saw her. Would such a ferocious person act stealthily?”


  


  “He isn’t a simple monster. Doesn’t he have intelligence? Didn’t you say he was a super named NPC?”


  


  “Then?”


  


  “You know the importance of stamina. I don’t think he will waste resources before getting here. The shadows information network is spread out like a spider web in the Overgeared Kingdom, but it will be difficult to find the target if he passes through remote places.”


  


  “...”


  


  So, ultimately, Grid had to wait until the clone arrived in the capital? Grid felt desperate because he had faced the clone directly and knew his strength. It puzzled Grid that Lauel couldn’t come up with an appropriate solution. Lauel confirmed the shadows on Grid’s face and asked a question, “By the way, is it true that you’ll have a low chance of winning when you fight the clone?”


  


  “What do you mean by that?” Grid frowned as he recalled his long-ago experience with the clone. “He is stronger than me. He can use Pagma’s Swordsmanship techniques that I don’t know and fuse more types of sword dances. His combat ability is higher than me, and his stats are higher. Even his control and improvisation are several times higher than mine.”


  


  “Wow...” Vantner let out an admiring sound. How much more powerful would Grid be if he had better control? Vantner didn’t want to think about such a monster. It was questionable if the Overgeared members could even stop the clone. This was enough to make even the arrogant Katz gulp, so all the meritorious retainers felt fearful.


  


  Yura’s words heightened the tension, “I was knocked down with one blow.”


  


  “...” There was an uncomfortable silence. The meritorious retainers were thinking about how much damage the Overgeared Kingdom would receive in the future.


  


  “No... ” Lauel scratched his head and broke the silence. “It might be bad for me to say this, but to best honest, I think that Grid can also kill Yura in one blow? It shouldn’t be taken that seriously.”


  


  “...?” Yura’s eyes narrowed as she doubted her ears. Who was she? Yura had gotten into the top rankings before she received a legendary class, and now she was a Demon Slayer. In last year’s National Competition, she had even fought with Kraugel for a while. It would be a lie if she said she wasn’t confident in her skills. No matter how much she admired and liked Grid, she couldn’t acknowledge Lauel’s assertion that she would be knocked down in one blow by Grid. It hurt her pride.


  


  Grid was embarrassed. “Why are you provoking Yura?”


  


  “I’m just telling the truth. It isn’t a provocation. Miss Yura, you said that you were defeated by Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle?”


  


  “So?”


  


  “Go to a sparring room with Grid and be hit by a two fusion skill. Won’t you die in one blow?”


  


  “...” Yura’s face reddened. She found Lauel detestable because he was denying her worth. 


  


  “So what are you saying? In fact, Youngwoo-ssi’s clone is insignificant and that I was defeated by Youngwoo-ssi’s clone because I am weak?” In the end, Yura couldn’t endure it.


  


  “No? It is true that Grid’s clone is strong. I’m just claiming that Grid is equally as strong,” Lauel replied with an innocent face. There was no malice in him.


  


  “Yura, ignore him. Lauel made a mistake. Doesn’t everyone make mistakes?” Grid smiled awkwardly and tried to fix the situation, but it was useless. 


  


  Yura knew that Lauel wasn’t showing any malice, but she still wanted to be hit by Grid. “Let’s go to the sparring arena. Hit me once. However, for the sake of fairness in the experiment, I will summon hell and temporarily raise my stats.”


  


  “Uh... Huh? I-Is this okay?”


  


  Sehee was Grid’s sister, so he had many chances to learn how tiring it was to touch a woman’s temper. The woman told him to hit her, but he didn’t know what mess was going to happen afterward.


  


  ‘Additionally, how can I hit her in the first place?’


  


  The opponent was Yura. She was Grid’s friend and the world’s best beauty. Randomly hitting a beautiful woman... He didn’t like it. Grid stubbornly rejected the suggestion.


  


  “If Your Majesty doesn’t do the experiment, I will forever be hated and doubted by Miss Yura,” Lauel stated with a sad expression. Ultimately, Grid was forced to participate in the experiment for the sake of the relationship between the two people. It was an experiment to hit a woman!


  


  “This is crazy...”


  


  He felt like garbage! Grid was pale as he arrived at the sparring arena with Yura.


  


  “Hell Summoning.” Yura used a field magic that turned the surroundings into hell and greatly increased her stats. “Now, hit me once.”


  


  “Uh... Umm...” Grid faced Yura who was pushing forward her chest. He was worried that someone might be hiding and filming him one-sidedly attacking a woman. Lauel shouted at him, “I have commanded that no one is to approach! Don’t worry, the meritorious opponents are the only ones here!”


  


  ‘That’s the problem!’


  


  They were indispensable friends whom Grid was truly grateful toward. Simultaneously, they were the people who made him embarrassed every time. Grid summoned the Blade Aiming at the Gods and attached it to the sword while performing a sword dance. It was Pinnacle Kill. This was because it wasn’t possible to kill Yura in one blow with multi-hit skills like Linked Kill and Transcended Link.


  


  Lauel placed a hand on his forehead. “No, you should use the strongest of your two fusion skills...”


  


  Why did Grid used Pinnacle Kill instead of Linked Kill? Did he want Yura to know that Lauel’s claim was wrong and drive them apart? Lauel worried about it when his viewpoint tilted.


  


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  


  “....!?” Yura suffered a mortal wound from Pinnacle Kill!


  


  Grid hurriedly apologized to Yura who collapsed with a disbelieving expression, “I-It is the power of items. I’m sorry.”


  


  “...” Yura and the 10 meritorious retainers were speechless. At this moment, they were reminded of something. They had received Grid’s weapons, but they weren’t fully equipped with his armor.


  


  “Isn’t the clone using a rusty knife? He might have stronger skills than Grid, but Grid has been polishing his items, so...” Lauel’s voice echoed in the quiet arena.




  Chapter 902


  He knew the meaning of the word ‘worry’, but he was never worried about himself. After all, the purpose of his birth was clear. Ahead of him, there was a dimensional gate swirling with magic power. 


  


  Step, step.


  


  There was no hesitation in the clone’s footsteps as he approached it. Baal’s voice rang out, -Poor being, the world beyond the door is the real hell. No one will welcome you. Only pain and solitude are waiting for you. Even so, do you still want to cross the gate?


  


  “Reply. Do the great demons here welcome me?”


  


  ‘In the first place, I don’t know how to feel anything other than pain and solitude,’ the clone wanted to add. He didn’t say it for some reason though.


  


  -At the very least, the great demons don’t hate you. They are just afraid.


  


  “Meaningless. There is no Grid here.”


  


  -Kuk... kukukuk! Yes, go. Show me what awaits at the end of your fleeting life that had only one purpose. I will enjoy the pain, loneliness, and despair that you will feel in the future.


  


  “...”


  


  The clone was already entering the dimensional gate. His body and vision spun as the endless universe spread out before him. Then he emerged in the sea—the Red Sea. The clone who arrived in the center of the world removed Blackening.


  


  “Grid...”


  


  His sharp eyes which resembled Grid’s faced the western sky.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  


  When the world’s first virtual reality game—Satisfy—was released a few years ago, Yura had been shocked to find infinite freedom and a vast worldview. She had no doubt that Satisfy would set deep roots in people’s lives at the level of replacing online games and social networks, and she predicted that Satisfy’s success would have a major worldwide impact. This was how she had started Satisfy.


  


  Yura had set the goal of escaping from the confines of her family by becoming successful and recognized in Satisfy. Then she did it. She became one of the best rankers and a star beyond predictions. The whole world had enthusiastically thrown money at her, and she escaped from the image of a rich girl who happened to have good parents. Yura then became a walking company and was liberated from the bondage known as her parents. She gained a true sense of freedom and felt a full sense of pride. 


  


  There were two billion players in Satisfy. Yura had been able to realize how superior a talent she possessed when she was crowned the top five of a game that a quarter of humanity played. She had been confident that she could become a player with a unique place, not just the top five. However, it wasn’t that easy in reality.


  


  Yura was a true genius. Yet she realized that in front of someone else, her talent which everyone praised was trivial and the amount of knowledge and experience she had been gaining was shameful. That someone else was Kraugel. It was then that Yura had sensed her limits. She realized that no matter how much effort she put in, she couldn’t go beyond the records of the real genius called Kraugel.


  


  Nevertheless, she didn’t become frustrated. Satisfy was a game, not reality. She still had countless opportunities before her. Following that, Yura sought to evolve her class to jump over Kraugel. The first step was choosing to become Yatan’s Servant. She tried to narrow the difference in talent by establishing a better environment. The person she met in the process was Grid. At the time, Grid was just an unknown person, but he showed Yura a sense of disappointment and frustration. He shattered Yura’s pride, dreams, and hopes in a single blow.


  


  ‘It has been many years since then.’


  


  Yura had gone on to become involved in all types of incidents and feel complicated emotions, leading to her changing her path several times. The result was that the legendary class, Demon Slayer, landed in her grasp, and she became confident that she was gradually narrowing the distance with Grid and Kraugel. However, she was mistaken.


  


  “I-It is the power of items. I’m sorry.”


  


  “...”


  


  Grid’s attitude of rushing and apologizing to her created a new crack in Yura’s pride.


  


  “You aren’t weak, I’m just overgeared... A-Are you okay?”


  


  “...”


  


  Grid was restless after knocking down Yura in a single blow. He was worried that she had experienced a great shock. It was a cautious attitude that he would never have shown if he recognized Yura as an equal. Had Grid comforted Kraugel like this after beating him? Had he shown pity? No. Currently, Grid was treating Yura like a weak lamb, not a competitor. From Yura’s point of view, it was a terrible attitude, since she was someone who dreamed of becoming his competitor.


  


  “I know. I’m not weak.” Yura’s cheeks puffed up as she ignored Grid’s hand and got up. It was obviously a sulky appearance. This was a long way from her usual intellectual and cultured appearance. “I’m not agitated. Wasn’t it just an experiment? If it wasn’t an experiment, I would’ve used my defensive skills and wouldn’t have been knocked down in one blow. Don’t you know? I wouldn’t have been knocked down under normal circumstances!”


  


  “Ah, t-that. That’s right.”


  


  Was this woman showing her feelings? It was an unfamiliar and exciting sight for Grid, who thought of Yura as a cliff flower living alone.


  


  ‘She looks younger.’


  


  Yura was three years younger than Grid, but he often had the illusion of her being older due to how mature she acted. Grid once again thought Yura looked cute. His heart which was always nervous when facing the most beautiful woman in the world calmed down for the first time. He looked at Yura who rarely expressed her emotions and thought she was adorable. 


  


  The atmosphere between the two people wasn’t bad, causing Jishuka to twitch from where she was watching. “...That fox.”


  


  -What are you doing here?


  


  ‘Huh?’


  


  Grid suddenly received a confusing whisper. It was a whisper from Euphemina.


  


  -Your Majesty, why are you in Juden?


  


  No, what was this? Where was Juden?


  


  “Ah...!” Grid had been feeling confused by Euphemina’s words when he suddenly shouted at Lauel, “Where is Juden?”


  


  “It is the capital of the Murray Kingdom. The Murray Kingdom is a sea kingdom connected to the beginning of the Red Sea.”


  


  “I think the clone has shown up there.”


  


  “...Huh?”


  


  All of a sudden...? Everyone felt surprised by the sudden development. Yura regained her cool and explained, “It is one of the paths between the ground and hell.” 


  


  Grid was already sending a whisper to Euphemina, -That isn’t me! It is the enemy! Get out of there right now!


  


  The answer that he got in return was: -Sir Asmophel is already...


  


  -Euphemina? Euphemina!


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “...Grid?”


  


  It was a series of unexpected appearances. Asmophel had shown up and caused her to miss the timing of a deal with Agnus, and now there was this. She couldn’t understand why Grid had personally come to this faraway country.


  


  ‘Sir Asmophel is on a mission to find and persuade the old Red Knights members.’


  


  It was hard to see Grid working with Asmophel when he was busy as a high ranker and king. Grid’s appearance was likely to be separate from Asmophel’s mission. In fact, Asmophel was also shocked. “Y-Your Majesty? Why are you here?”


  


  “...”


  


  Grid didn’t reply to the confused Asmophel. He didn’t even look at Asmophel. In fact, Grid ignored all the attention focused on himself.


  


  -What are you doing here? Your Majesty, why are you in Juden? She sent a whisper, but there was no answer.


  


  ‘What?’


  


  Euphemina started to feel suspicious as Grid walked alone without speaking. The armor, boots, and weapons that Grid was armed with were both familiar and strange.


  


  ‘Aren’t they the items he used in the old days?’


  


  They were even rusty like years of weathering had passed. It was strange that the blacksmith Grid would wear such shabby items and not repair them. Then she received a whisper, -That isn’t me! It is the enemy! Get out of there right now!


  


  “Hah?”


  


  This Grid wasn’t Grid...? Euphemina’s eyes suddenly widened. It was because Asmophel had suddenly gotten up and stabbed Grid in the back.


  


  “Who are you?” That’s right. Asmophel had detected it. He knew that this Grid wasn’t the real Grid. “An evil great demon who dares to copy His Majesty’s appearance... Ugh!” Asmophel—who was stabbing the clone in the back—was blown away, and he collapsed on the side of the street. The fist that flew at his face came from golden hands, the God Hands.


  


  ‘What is this?’


  


  This Grid had old equipment and the God Hands? Euphemina’s confusion deepened, while Haster was intrigued after seeing Asmophel attack Grid. “It is highly likely this is a fake... but can’t I use it to measure Grid’s power?”


  


  “Kik... kikik... I am busy...” Agnus left this place during the confusion.


  


  “Who are you?”


  


  “Drop your weapon now!”


  


  The Murray knights and soldiers were on the move, unable to tolerate an unidentified person causing turmoil in their kingdom. They lined up in place of the already exhausted Singuled and pointed their spears and swords at Grid.


  


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave.”


  


  “...!?”


  


  The clone used the sword dance that symbolized the Overgeared King and massacred the soldiers. No, he tried to kill them. The sword energy that flowed out in all directions was blocked by dozens of golden shields. The identity of these shields was a spell, and the person who cast the spell was a young girl standing on the roof.


  


  “Don’t act up. I can’t allow you to damage Grid’s reputation.”


  


  “...Judgment. Dangerous.”


  


  The clone’s aggro was attracted by Euphemina. He jumped up and aimed his sword at her, while she blocked him with skills she duplicated. A spectacular confrontation beyond the battle between Singuled and Asmophel began to unfold.




  Chapter 903


  Three years ago in Satisfy time, the confrontation between Euphemina and Agnus was decided when Euphemina received the hidden quest ‘Mumud’s Soul Liberation.’ Euphemina had acknowledged Agnus’ strength and committed herself to increasing her specs. Then four months ago, she set up a full Agnus hunting plan and mobilized her contacts and money to gather Agnus’ information and neutralize his strength. She went on to duplicate multiple skills all over the continent.


  


  “Link.”


  


  “Blood Rain!”


  


  Euphemina created a magic shield as dozens of dark energy blades flew through the air toward her. After playing its part, she exchanged glances with the clone over the shattered fragments of the shield which scattered and disappeared. The clone was still expressionless. He showed no signs of agitation or irritation despite the fact that his attack skills had been neutralized a few times. Was he relaxed?


  


  ‘No, he just doesn’t have any emotions.’


  


  During the unexpected battle, Euphemina was receiving Grid’s whispers in real time. He explained the background and characteristics of the clone, and Euphemina measured the clone’s level based on Grid’s explanation and the clone’s actions. Then she came to a conclusion, ‘The clone is several times weaker than Grid.’


  


  She couldn’t rule out the possibility that the clone had grown over the years, just like how Grid had grown. Yes, as Grid had expected, his power was similar to the clone’s. The problem was the equipment that the clone was wearing. The rusty sword and defensive items were equipment which Grid used previously years ago. The equipment was extremely inferior to Grid’s current items and didn’t pose a big threat to Euphemina.


  


  “The items before Triple Layers... You can’t beat me with old items.”


  


  There was a saying about a has-been. Wasn’t this the Holy Light Set? Euphemina could easily break the clone who was wearing armor that lost most of its power. This time, Euphemina started the offensive first. She had duplicated a large number of skills to fight Agnus who could summon undead, so her attacks were brilliant and effective.


  


  Dozens of rocks were formed, and they fell from the sky toward the clone. The diameter of one rock was over one meter. So whenever a rock fell, the earth shook and thousands of spectators stumbled.


  


  “H-Hik! Avoid it!”


  


  “Uwaaaaack!”


  


  ‘Use this gap.’


  


  In the confusion caused by the massive spell aftermath, Euphemina attempted to strike the clone trapped in the rocks. She used Absolute Zero which she had duplicated from Bondre—the first ranked ice mystic currently in Valhalla. The clone’s body froze as he crawled out from the gap in the rocks. He looked like a statue built in the Arctic.


  


  ‘Now the finishing blow!’


  


  Lightning struck this time. The ultimate technique hit the frozen clone. Euphemina judged that the clone would lose all his health since he had similar stats to Grid. She thought that she would win without any problems. However, she was mistaken.


  


  [You have dealt 29,000 damage to the target!]


  


  ‘Eh?’


  


  It did less damage than expected...? Shouldn’t it be two or three times the damage? This was the same for the damage from the rockfall and Absolute Zero. As a result of being thrown back by the lightning and escaping from the ice, the clone’s health gauge which had been hidden by the rocks was now exposed. Euphemina saw that 9/10th of the clone’s health gauge still remained.


  


  It was then that Euphemina realized two facts. The Holy Light Armor, which she had thought to be obsolete now, was still a fraudulent item. Additionally, the clone was a named boss. The Holy Light Armor reduced magic damage, and the clone had at least 10 million health.


  


  ‘A Grid with millions of health?’


  


  Wasn’t it a scam?


  


  ‘I can’t beat him.’


  


  Euphemina was shaken. The clone rushed toward her and swung his sword. It was a basic attack, a basic attack, a basic attack...


  


  “...?” Euphemina’s eyes widened as she summoned a magic shield and defended. It was because she caught the subtle changes in the clone’s movements. His feet were moving.


  


  ‘A sword dance...!’


  


  “Pinnacle Kill.”


  


  It was a skill that ignored defense. This was one of the strongest fusion skills that Grid possessed. Being hit by it was deadly.


  


  “Ugh!” Euphemina was unable to escape because her physical abilities were lower than her magic. Therefore, she had to take out the trump card that she had been saving—Teleport. She used magic to avoid death, and Pinnacle Kill cut through the air. Euphemina’s small body was swallowed up by light, then she appeared behind the clone.


  


  “Black Winds!”


  


  “...!”


  


  The ultimate technique of Zednos, the first ranked wind magician, emerged from Euphemina’s fingertips and cut at the clone’s back. Blood splattered out, and the clone’s eyes shifted to Euphemina. He ignored the Murray magicians, who were using magic to calm the turmoil, and only stared at Euphemina. Euphemina gulped. She was aware that she was one of the strongest players, so it was rare for her to feel so nervous.


  


  “Wicked monster! Pull off your mask right now!” Finally, a savior appeared. Asmophel had escaped from the containment of the four God Hands. As soon as he succeeded in causing the four God Hands to freeze simultaneously, he leaped across the roofs of several broken houses and swung his fire sword.


  


  “Sir Asmophel!” Euphemina’s cute face turned rosy. She felt relieved that the greatest power of the Overgeared Kingdom, after Piaro and Mercedes, was with her. However, this only lasted for a second. Asmophel wasn’t in perfect condition after struggling with the former Red Knight Singuled, and he wasn’t a match for the clone. He was still faster than the clone, but his movements were restricted due to the obstruction of the God Hands.


  


  “Kuoh...!”


  


  “No...!” Euphemina cried out as the clone grabbed Asmophel’s neck. Asmophel was an NPC. Unlike players, he only had one life. His death would be a big blow to the entire Overgeared Kingdom, and Grid and the Overgeared members would feel deep sorrow. Euphemina remembered what Khan’s death had caused and felt fearful. She tried to shift the aggro of the clone back to herself.


  


  Then a magic bombardment began. Euphemina went on the offensive to prevent the enemy from harming Asmophel. The clone’s gaze shifted from Asmophel to Euphemina again. “Question. Do you think you can avoid death?”


  


  “...!!”


  


  The clone used the Holy Light Armor and penetrated through the magic bombardment, aiming his sword at Euphemina’s neck.


  


  “Ah...!” Asmophel was devastated by the sight.


  


  “Of course!” Euphemina answered the clone’s questions and stopped using her duplicated skills. She used her unique strength that she hadn’t wanted the world to know yet. “Flowing River.”


  


  Splash! The clone’s sword was surrounded by water. Euphemina’s Flowing River was a spell that showed the strength of Mumud’s water magic, which had the characteristic of ‘magic power can be converted to water and ice and used for the desired purpose.’ The clone’s rusty sword couldn’t penetrate the water that surrounded Euphemina. The physical abnormalities of ‘weakening the power’ and ‘slowing down’ which occurred every time the sword was submerged caused it to become a truly rusty sword.


  


  “Is that an elemental?” The players watching the battle were unable to close their mouths. The blond woman who had suddenly appeared to save them seemed like a hero. Every time Grid hit the girl, the water flowed smoothly in all directions to prevent Grid from attacking. This led them to misunderstand that she was a water elemental.


  


  “Heok! T-That woman...!”


  


  The clone’s attack from above was blocked by the water while he kicked the girl’s ankle. Euphemina was hit, and she fell from the roof. As she descended to the ground, she became close enough for the players to see the ID above her head.


  


  “Euphemina!” The players who were impressed by the battle became shocked. It was because they knew Euphemina. Wasn’t she an ally who had been supporting Grid since the Reinhardt golem invasion a few years ago? It was difficult for them to understand why she was fighting against Grid.


  


  Euphemina was well aware that people were recording this scene and shouted, “That person isn’t Grid! It is a fake!”


  


  Grid was her benefactor and the person she envied. Euphemina didn’t want people to misunderstand and criticize her colleague and friend. Euphemina’s shout reminded the public of something.


  


  “...NPC?”


  


  Yes, the public was now aware of it. 


  


  Grid landed on the ground after Euphemina, and his name was shining gold, symbolizing that he was a named NPC. The breaking news headlines of ‘Overgeared King Grid invaded the Murray Kingdom’ started to be modified. It had a huge impact on the Internet. The current Murray Kingdom battle was being recorded and relayed by thousands of players in real time while reporters wrote stories about it. It was a situation where the live video of Euphemina and Grid dominated the video rankings. The live video was being watched by millions of people.


  


  “I feel naked.” Euphemina showed Mumud’s no attribute magic that boasted the effect of ‘ignores 30% of magic resistance’ and followed up with Mumud’s water magic. This was the moment when Euphemina, who hadn’t participated in the National Competition because she hadn’t wanted to reveal her power, was exposed to the world. She knew that she would now have a disadvantage against potential enemies including Agnus, but it couldn’t be helped. She wanted to protect Grid’s reputation.


  


  Her magic power exploded and obstructed the clone’s advance. Euphemina stood with the Murray knights and soldiers behind her and warned the clone, “You can’t hurt anyone as long as you look like Grid. I won’t allow it.”


  


  “...Judgment. Maintenance required.” In the midst of the magic explosion, a small anvil and blacksmithing hammer appeared, and the clone started hammering to repair his rusty sword. It didn’t take long for the rusty sword to regain its original appearance of the blue greatsword, which initially had the name of Failure. This was an unfortunate situation for Euphemina, who had lost approximately 3/10ths of her health. The giant sword resembling a shark pierced through the water and cut at Euphemina’s body.


  


  “Ugh!”


  


  It was a deep wound that hurt her. Like the Holy Light Armor, the sword called Failure still contained a powerful force. Euphemina coughed up blood and stopped casting magic.


  


  “Result. Victory.”


  


  Failure descended, and Euphemina sensed her death.


  


  “...?”


  


  However, Failure was blocked, and Euphemina didn’t die. The clone’s gaze shifted away from Euphemina. He turned his head and looked at the other side of the sky.


  


  “Kill. Grid.”


  


  A bird’s cry rang out. Then a huge red phoenix appeared in the sky, and fire arrows fell down. The fire arrows damaged the clone while simultaneously healing Euphemina and Asmophel. 


  


  “I am late every time.”


  


  The people who appeared using Sticks’ Mass Teleport were Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers.
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  The sea shook, and the waves shot up higher and higher. The force seemed enough to cover the sun.


  


  “Ah...!”


  


  After the sudden appearance of the red phoenix, the sea became boiling hot due to the rain of fire and explosions caused by the high tides. The people who witnessed these threats in succession were overwhelmed, then they sighed because of the people who appeared against the backdrop of the sun.


  


  “Fortunately, I’m not too late.” A woman let out a short breath to cool the leftover heat of her bow. Her bewitching figure excited many men, and she was the one who summoned the red phoenix. The woman was Godly archer Jishuka—the best archer among the two billion players. 


  


  “There are many spectators. If I use them as a blood offering, I can easily subdue that monster,” an Asian man said as he looked at the Murray soldiers and players. He was Blood Warrior Katz. Along with Agnus and Euphemina, he had been one of the first three people to obtain a hidden class.


  


  “Euphemina lost in a one-on-one match? I guess she wasn’t prepared.” The man holding a spear was White Knight Pon.


  


  “It is as Grid said~~ Doesn’t this mean his clone is strong? I’m so excited!” The blond-haired man, who had sparkling eyes and wore gauntlets, was Regas. He had the normal class asura which was classified as having a SSS-grade acquisition difficulty.


  


  “I can further improve South Korea’s status if I fight here. Huhuhut.” The man who stroked his sheath while laughing was Peak Sword, who had broken the Hero in just two moves.


  


  “If you don’t take off My Liege’s mask right now, your parents...” There was Huroi who mentioned the opponent’s parents without blinking.


  


  “First, I want a one-on-one fight.” The man who raised his greatsword with enthusiasm was the 1st ranked player, Chris.


  


  “We need to be vigilant.” There was the unique beauty who turned the surroundings into grey—Demon Slayer Yura.


  


  “Hey, isn’t that Failure? Can it hurt me with that?” The confident man was the bald Vantner.


  


  “Kuk... kukukuk! I can already feel your despair. Your fleeting life, which is imbued with a purpose that can never be fulfilled, will end today. I will provide you with rest.” The young man speaking cringey words that made the fingers and toes of others curl up was Lauel.


  


  Their appearances were all splendid as they appeared on a red wyvern. They were the best players who had won gold medals while representing their country at the National Competition.


  


  “Euphemina and Asmophel, you’ve both struggled. Leave it to us now.” Finally, there was a black-haired man with a white light sphere and golden blade floating around him. 


  


  “O-Overgeared King...”


  


  “It is Grid! It is the real Grid!”


  


  The public cheered after recognizing him. He was the most well-known player who exerted a greater influence than the 10 people mentioned above combined. It was the emergence of Grid. Unlike his friends who relied on the wyvern, Grid flew in alone like a magician and landed on the ground. A sharp sound suddenly entered the ears of those present.


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid’s clone was trapped by a thread so thin that it was invisible to the human eye. It was the silver thread—the thread which was produced in Pangea on the East Continent and never broke!


  


  “Is there any need for conversation between us?”


  


  Targets above a certain level or with high resistance could quickly escape from the binding of the silver thread. Grid knew that from experience and wasn’t overly greedy. He immediately pressed the button of the pulling device, loosening the silver thread tied tightly around the clone. Then he pressed the button on the pulling device again. The +1 Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires attached to the end of the silver thread pierced the clone’s chest.


  


  [You have dealt 2,900 damage.]


  


  ‘What is this defense?’


  


  It seemed that the enemy’s defense was superior to the sword’s attack power since only the minimum damage was dealt. Considering the fact that the clone was armed with the Holy Light Armor, it meant that the clone’s stamina stat was at least 3,000 points. After confirming that the clone was frozen, Grid formed the Enlightenment Sword using the silver thread.


  


  “Magic Missile!” Grid attacked without giving the clone time to rest. It was a plan that Grid had set up ahead of the confrontation with the clone. Based on his own experiences and Yura’s testimony, Grid knew the clone could use more sword dances than Grid and his level of swordsmanship was higher.


  


  However, what was the fatal weakness of Pagma’s Swordsmanship? It required a process to activate. That’s right. Grid constantly attacked the clone so that the clone wouldn’t get a chance to activate Pagma’s Swordsmanship.


  


  “Noe! Randy! C-Can you Become the King of the Dead?”


  


  First, Grid shot Magic Missile at the clone to block the clone’s vision, then he summoned various pets.


  


  “Nyaaong!”


  


  “Hello.”


  


  Clack! Clack clack clack!


  


  It was a strange situation where there were three Grids. Randy copied Grid and immediately launched Kill at the enemy who was being bombarded with Magic Missiles. Meanwhile, the white-furred Noe moved his limbs while firing lightning.


  


  [Your pet, Randy, has dealt 4,100 damage to the target.]


  


  [Your pet, Noe, has dealt 6,300 damage to the target.]


  


  [The target has resisted the electric shock.]


  


  Clack! Clack clack!


  


  The Overgeared Skeletons occupied the left and right sides of the clone. Overgeared Skeleton One triggered the power of a skeleton destroyer and stabbed the clone’s wrist with the Grid Rapier for Beginners, trying to trigger Bone Cracking. Meanwhile, Overgeared Skeletons Two’s basic attack was low, but it managed to disperse the clone’s concentration.


  


  [Overgeared Skeleton One has failed to use the skill ‘Bone Cracking’.]


  


  [Overgeared Skeleton One has dealt 190 damage to the target.]


  


  [Overgeared Skeleton Two has dealt 23 damage to the target.]


  


  Bone Cracking relied on chance and failed to activate. However, there was the creepy sound of bones breaking through the Magic Missiles which Grid continued to shoot. It was the sound of Overgeared Skeleton One being blown away by the clone.


  


  [Overgeared Skeleton One has suffered catastrophic damage!]


  


  [Overgeared Skeleton Two has used the Bone Sticking skill.]


  


  [Overgeared Skeleton One has been restored.]


  


  [Overgeared Skeletons One and Two have received fatal damage and returned to the earth.]


  


  “Skeletons...!”


  


  The levels of the Overgeared Skeletons were still too low. They were no match for the clone who had a level equivalent to or higher than Grid’s. The Overgeared Skeletons died in vain because of the clone.


  


  “1,000-ton Sword!” Chris jumped down from the wyvern and used his ultimate skill. The greatsword made from Belial’s bones struck the head of the clone. The clone couldn’t endure the weight and was pushed down, creating a pit that was more than 50 centimeters deep. The clone was like a stake in the ground.


  


  [You have dealt 251,500 damage to the target!]


  


  “...!?”


  


  It wasn’t a fatal injury. Chris’ ultimate technique wasn’t able to do much more than make a serious scratch on the clone. The clone saw blood flow down Chris’ eyes and prepared to counterattack.


  


  “Are you ashamed of the face that your parents gave you? Is that why you have to use the face of another person? Aren’t you sorry towards your parents? Ah! You don’t have parents?” Huroi borrowed the power of his wind elemental to trigger a fast-paced Taunt skill, shifting the clone’s aggro to him.


  


  The clone stared up at Huroi on the wyvern and missed the chance to counterattack against Chris.


  


  “Stop making such noise and get lost.” Pon’s spear pierced the clone.


  


  “Insane Dragon Wave!” Regas’ feet kicked the chest of the clone.


  


  “...!” The shock of the simultaneous back and forth movements was quite large, causing the clone to swallow back a scream.


  


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!” Grid was able to complete his strongest skill while his colleagues bought time. “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle!”


  


  The powerful Kill continuously stabbed the body while a storm of energy blades was released, trapping the clone inside. As a red lightning bolt fell, blood emerged from the clone’s mouth and chest.


  


  [You have dealt 2,395,700 damage to the target.]


  


  It was an overwhelming attack! Grid’s attack shocked Chris, Pon, and Regas, who had measured the clone’s defense.


  


  “Not enough...!” Grid felt that it was a pity. He criticized God’s Command for not activating at such a crucial moment. However, he was currently with his colleagues. There was no need to fret because anything he lacked would be made up by his colleagues. 


  


  “Give it to me.” Peak Sword had descended to the ground from the moment Noe and Randy appeared, and now he took a posture to draw his sword. His eyes shone sharply as the Iyarugt in Iyarugt’s Sheath gathered energy.


  


  [Iyarugt, who is 100% changed with magic power, is in an intoxicated state. He has lost his ego and is running wild.]


  


  [The conditions of use for Iyarugt has been changed to ‘person to be sacrificed’.]


  


  [It is impossible to summon Iyarugt.]


  


  [Iyarugt’s damage has increased by 500%.]


  


  “Annihilate.”


  


  Draw Sword, which had the best attack power and speed among all the skills in Satisfy, emerged with a red light. The sword of light reached Grid’s clone.


  


  “...!!” The clone had been determined to endure Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle, but now he was shaken. His shoulder was cut so badly that he lost one arm, and he stumbled.


  


  “Lauel.”


  


  “Yes. Storm Dragon’s Fury.”


  


  Jishuka and Lauel joined forces. Lauel triggered the ability of a flow master and twisted the direction of the wind, while Jishuka’s fire arrows flew in the strong winds and accurately pierced the clone. The blood of the clone flowed from the successive strikes. Then Katz took control of the blood. “Blood Tornado.”


  


  He steadily gathered all the blood that had permeated the ground and used it as a resource, gathering all the blood into a bloody storm.


  


  “Master!”


  


  “Grid!”


  


  Noe and his colleagues sent a signal to Grid. They didn’t need to rush as Grid was already using Linked Kill Wave. He intended to finish off the clone trapped in the bloody storm.


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang! There was the sound of hammering from within the storm of flames. Grid hurried, but he was too late. The clone confirmed the information of the equipment that Grid was wearing with Blacksmith’s Eyes, then he used the production skill and succeeded in copying Grid’s equipment. 


  


  He used the Moving Fortress skill of Valhalla of Infinite Affection—the armor that contained Grid and Khan’s story—and neutralized the blood storm and Linked Kill Wave.
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  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  The clone hammered at the Holy Light Armor, and the shape of the armor changed rapidly. In just a few seconds, it evolved into Valhalla of Infinite Affection.


  


  ‘This...?’ Grid was horrified when the clone armed himself with Valhalla.


  


  Of course, he had expected it to some extent. From the first time Grid met his clone in the Behen Archipelago, he had known that the clone could copy all of his abilities and items. In the process of losing to the clone again and again, Grid had found he could learn things from the clone and also gained Blacksmith’s Eyes after defeating the clone. Yes, he understood it was a relationship where they both took things from each other and had predicted this variable. However, this was serious.


  


  ‘XX...? Isn’t this a scam?’


  


  In just a few seconds, the clone managed to copy the items Grid was wearing...? Moreover, it was done without a production method and materials? This was the precious work that Khan had left behind!


  


  “Die…!” Grid couldn’t accept it. He couldn’t understand it. He couldn’t forgive the clone for undermining the legacy that Khan had left behind. Yet Grid, who was furious and had bloodshot eyes, stopped in the middle of his shouting. “...Eh?”


  


  It was like black paint. The clone’s Valhalla was melting like a liquid. The molten armor soaked into the clone’s body and then it hardened again. 


  


  “Recognition. I am you.” 


  


  Valhalla of Infinite Affection became the skin of the clone, and the clone was now Valhalla of Infinite Affection itself. The clone had instantly assimilated with the armor.


  


  ‘This...?’ Grid, who had been blinded with anger, barely grabbed onto a rope of reason. He noticed what the Valhalla clone was doing right now. “Moving Fortress! Avoid it!”


  


  [Moving Fortress]


  


  [It can be activated if the wearer’s health drops by more than one tenth (Enable/Disable can be selected).


  


  -Converts the durability of Valhalla of Infinite Affection to defense (one durability= two defense). 


  


  -Immune to all conditions (including physical statuses). 


  


  -It will last for one minute and the current durability of Valhalla of Infinite Affection will be set to 30 points (at the end of Moving Fortress, the current durability will be restored by a third of the maximum durability).


  


  * Please note that if the durability falls to zero, the item will be permanently destroyed.


  


  The wide range skill ‘Impregnable’, which deals half of all damage received in the last five minutes in a 50-meter radius, can be activated.


  


  Skill Resources Consumption: Valhalla of Infinite Affection’s maximum endurance will drop permanently by 200.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 10 minutes.]


  


  Moving Fortress was an ultimate skill with high utilization. However, the result was a reduction in Valhalla’s durability, and Valhalla could be lost. It was a skill that Grid could never use as he vowed to be with Khan’s legacy forever. However, the clone was different. He had Grid’s appearance, abilities, items, and potential, but he didn’t share Grid’s memories. The meaning contained in Valhalla meant nothing to the clone.


  


  “Question. Why do I exist if you exist?” The clone’s ego was developing. He had been born as something to harm Grid, and now he wanted to replace Grid. Flash! The clone’s body glowed red as it approached Grid and his colleagues. No, to be precise, it was the Valhalla on the clone’s skin that was heating up.


  


  “Ah!” Grid shouted to everyone to avoid it while the 10 meritorious retainers were already taking evasive action. Jishuka was constantly shooting arrows from the sky, keeping the clone in check while her teammates took cover. However, the clone used Quick Movements attached to the Ideal Dagger and showed a speed which surpassed that of the 10 meritorious retainers. Additionally, Jishuka’s arrows couldn’t destroy the defense of Moving Fortress.


  


  “What is needed? Your death. Perish.”


  


  Grid, Chris, Pon, Regas, Katz and Peak Sword were still within a 50-meter radius, and they were hit by half the damage that the clone had accumulated in the last five minutes. The dust from the impact of the consecutive battles started to disperse. All the objects affected by Impregnable—like the tiles, houses and people—were unable to withstand the powerful damage. Yet Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers were fine.


  


  “...?” A question mark emerged over the clone’s head. A bald head was shining. “Did you think I was a folding screeeeen?!”


  


  It was a great success for Vantner, who had only invested all his stats into stamina late in the game. Shields rose from the ground and protected the 10 meritorious retainers. It was the Sacrifice Shield which consumed 90% of Vantner’s mana to summon a shield to protect all party members.


  


  [Party leader Grid has suffered catastrophic damage!]


  


  [The effect of ‘Transfer Damage’ has shifted the damage to the Sacrifice Shield.]


  


  [Serious damage was dealt.]


  


  [The user of this shield will die the moment the duration is over.]


  


  [Party member Chris has suffered catastrophic damage!]


  


  [The effect of ‘Transfer Damage’ has shifted the damage to the Sacrifice Shield.]


  


  [Party member Regas...]


  


  [Party member Pon...]


  


  “Cough!”


  


  [The duration of Sacrifice Shield is over.]


  


  [Your flesh, which has crossed the limit to protect your colleagues, will collapse.]


  


  “That bastard... Get revenge... for me...”


  


  [You have died.]


  


  [You have lost 36.1% experience.]


  


  [The item ‘White Pauldrons’ has been lost.]


  


  [Two batches of the item ‘Super Limited Resource Recovery Potion’ has been lost.]


  


  [The durability of the ‘Taldran Mace’ has dropped by 103.]


  


  [The durability of ‘Belial’s Shield’ has dropped by 209.]


  


  [The durability...]


  


  [......]


  


  [......]


  


  “Vantner!” The 10 meritorious retainers screamed as they witnessed Vantner’s death.


  


  Surprisingly, Pon was angrier than anyone else. “You dare...! You dare!”


  


  Pon was Vantner’s colleague and rival who had been playing all types of games with Vantner for 10 years before the release of Satisfy. They always argued because they couldn’t determine who was a better gamer, but they had a precious friendship with many memories.


  


  “The poor guy who worked day and night for a few months to gain one level...! His effort was in vain...! Gail!”


  


  Hihihing! The white horse responded to Pon’s call and jumped off the wyvern. Pon quickly got on the horse, received all types of compensation effects, and threw the spear at the clone. The spear flew so quickly that the clone couldn’t react to it even with Quick Movements, and his heart was pierced. Pon had rushed forward from the moment he threw the spear, and he pointed another spear at the clone’s heart. Then he tried to use the ultimate technique ‘Take the Throne’ that connected with Mach Spear.


  


  However, the clone’s counterattack was quick. He resisted the physical injuries of being hit by the spear and avoided the ‘stiffness’ state thanks to Valhalla. Then he unleashed Pinnacle at Pon.


  


  [You have died.]


  


  [You have lost 36.8% experience.]


  


  [The item ‘Prototype Lantier’s Cloak’ has been lost.]


  


  [The item ‘White Rose Gloves’...]


  


  [......]


  


  [......]


  


  “Pon!” The 10 meritorious retainers were shaken by the back-to-back loss of their colleagues. The Murray Kingdom players watching the battle felt great panic. They couldn’t accept this scene where the strongest rankers were being overwhelmed by a single enemy and dying. It didn’t seem real.


  


  “Your Majesty...” Asmophel was saddened while still being kept in check by the God Hands. The helplessness of the 10 meritorious retainers, who had gone through all types of adversities with Grid, was a sight that made Asmophel nervous. He wanted to quickly shake off the God Hands and help his king.


  


  Singuled approached Asmophel at this moment and asked, “That is your king?”


  


  “That’s right.”


  


  “...The king who Piaro also serves.” Singuled watched Grid. Singuled didn’t know him, but he wondered what actions Grid would take after losing his companions to the monster who resembled him.


  


  Haster was the same. ‘If he is a wise king, he would realize that the 10 meritorious retainers have been defeated and pull out Knights Summoning.’


  


  Haster evaluated that the clone was several times more threatening than Grid. The clone had a health that far surpassed Grid’s, and his power was difficult to gauge because he could copy Grid’s items instantly. Could Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers deal with this monster? There was no chance of that. It had been proven several times in the past National Competitions that the 10 meritorious retainers were no match for Grid. Consequently, it was impossible for them to fight the clone who was much stronger than Grid.


  


  ‘A victory can’t be guaranteed. In the end, you have to rely on Piaro.’


  


  Great Swordsman Piaro was the person whom Master Winfred had missed all his life and the strongest subordinate of Overgeared King Grid. Haster judged that this was the only way to beat Grid’s clone and expected Grid to summon Piaro as quickly as possible. He also hoped that encountering Piaro would give him a hidden quest which would help him become a Red Sage.


  


  However, Grid didn’t meet his expectations.


  


  “Vantner, Pon...” Grid walked on the ground of ashes made by the clone. Dark red and purple fighting energy surrounded his body. It was the Hero King’s fighting energy that the clone hadn’t copied yet, or maybe couldn’t copy.


  


  “...” Broken pauldrons and a torn cloak—Grid carefully picked up the items Vantner and Pon had dropped. Then Grid told his colleagues, “Buy me some time.”


  


  “...?” Haster doubted his ears as he watched the situation. Rather than summon Piaro, Grid depended on his colleagues.


  


  ‘He is willing to sacrifice his colleagues when there are other options...?’


  


  Was he worried about losing Piaro?


  


  ‘I understand how he feels, but... He is a shockingly selfish person.’


  


  Grid chose to sacrifice his colleagues rather than risk losing his best knight. Haster scoffed. ‘He won’t keep his position for long.’


  


  Grid had been able to become the first player king because he was the leader of the Overgeared Guild. By relying on his colleagues, he had managed to overthrow the Eternal Kingdom and set up a new kingdom. Yet he was now sacrificing his colleagues at this crucial moment. Haster thought a crack would form between Grid and his colleagues. Then Grid would lose his colleagues, and his position would weaken.


  


  “...$#[email protected]#!!” 


  


  Jishuka and Lauel attacked continuously from the wyvern, while Huroi was verbally abusive. The colleagues on the ground took cover and hindered the clone. At this time, Grid was in the rear. He supported his colleagues using the white light sword and golden blade, as well as Noe and Randy, but he wasn’t acting himself. Haster analyzed his actions, ‘Is he waiting for the altered armor to return to its original state so that the extreme defense will be lost?’


  


  While Grid’s colleagues were buying time, Grid was preparing a deadly blow. It was a simple plan.


  


  ‘The clone is a named boss. It is intelligent enough to prepare for the gap that will appear when the armor returns to normal.’


  


  It was futile. Grid was forcing his colleagues to sacrifice themselves for nothing. By the time Grid attacked the clone, most of his colleagues would be on the verge of death and the clone would still be able to cope with Grid’s strike. This was what Haster thought.


  


  Lauel, who was on the wyvern, was thinking the same thing. ‘There is a high chance that the clone is prepared for the timing His Majesty is aiming for.’


  


  That’s right. Still, Haster and Lauel didn’t know the details of Moving Fortress. Grid was the only one who knew the effect of the absolute armor that the clone was currently showing.


  


  [Fighting energy has reached the maximum.]


  


  [Strength, stamina, and agility has increased by 50%.]


  


  “100,000 Army.”


  


  “...!?” Lauel in the sky...


  


  “Using that now?” ...and Haster on the ground—the two men watching Grid became shocked at the same time. Grid was moving much faster than they had expected as he attacked the clone. Regas’ kicks and Chris’ greatsword... 


  


  Tatang!


  


  Jishuka’s arrows and Yura’s magic power bullets... Katz’ blood magic and Peak Sword’s Draw Sword... 


  


  The clone performed a sword dance as he endured the onslaught of the Overgeared Kingdom’s 10 meritorious retainers.


  


  “Massacre Sword.”


  


  ----


  


  -----!!


  


  “...!?”


  


  Energy blades, which contained a fierce momentum, poured out. Why did Grid attack the enemy while Moving Fortress was still active? It was to destroy Valhalla as its durability had fallen to 30 in the aftermath of Moving Fortress. 


  


  “Judgment. Dangerous,” the clone responded when the armor couldn’t endure the enemy blades and cracked. He judged that he wouldn’t be able to endure the 100,000 Army Massacre Sword, which posted a higher speed than Transcended Link, and called the God Hands to his side while using Flower. The clone had learned from Grid and Randy to not use Revolve first.


  


  A beautiful and fierce sight unfolded. Energy which resembled flowers formed and started to shatter the energy blades of 100,000 Army Massacre Sword. However, it was too late and was lacking. Valhalla had already endured the onslaught of the meritorious retainers, and now it was being crushed by 100,000 Army Massacre Sword. The cracks in the armor grew bigger, and its shape was soon lost. 


  


  Grid immediately used Quick Movements and Blacksmith’s Rage and rushed to the clone. “Son of a bitch! Be prepared!”


  


  Grid had thought about it. Why had the clone been able to copy the armor that Grid was wearing in seconds? First, it was a unique skill possessed by the clone. The clone had a fraudulent skill that analyzed and copied the item in a matter of seconds. Still, something didn’t fit. If the clone had such a perfect copying skill, then Grid would never win.


  


  Was this really right? He wouldn’t able to beat the clone who had a grasp of his location and could track him at any time...? Then wasn’t his life in the game completely over? The S.A Group might be swindlers, but would they do something so unreasonable? What would happen if Grid went to the media and exposed this absurdity?


  


  As such, Grid came to a conclusion.


  


  “Overgeared jerk! Pinnacle Kill!”


  


  It was the power of items. Yes, it was the items. Grid remembered the armor, sword, and God Hands that the clone had first appeared with. Were these items the source of the clone’s power? Wasn’t the clone’s fraudulent copying skill possible because of a power contained in the clone’s armor? He didn’t know if this speculation was correct or not.


  


  [Critical!]


  


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been activated, adding 30% critical damage!]


  


  [The Vital Spot Detection of the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch has activated!]


  


  [The weak spot has been attacked! Further damage will be dealt!!]


  


  [You have dealt 9,195,700 damage to the target.]


  


  However, he ascertained this through seeing the damage that the clone suffered after his armor was destroyed. The clone didn’t make a new armor or copy one. He just lost health helplessly. Grid laughed at the clone, “Yes, this is the power of items.”


  


  “...”


  


  ‘Then what about you?’


  


  The onlookers were stunned as they watched Grid using ‘the power of items’ in a derisive manner to mock the clone. On the other hand, the people who were more freaked out than anyone else were the employees of the S.A Group.


  


  “Did Grid understand the structure of the clone from the beginning?”


  


  “The reason he unleashed an offensive at the start was to make the clone copy Valhalla and use Moving Fortress?”


  


  “The moment he realized he would be reunited with the clone, he must’ve figured out how to take advantage of Valhalla.”


  


  “He truly is one of the Five Miracles...”


  


  “God Grid...”


  


  This was the moment that the S.A Group called an ordinary (?) player a ‘GOD’. 




  Chapter 906


  ‘...Danger.’


  


  The moment that Valhalla of Infinite Affection was shattered, the clone felt a dark emotion for the first time since his birth. Feelings of insecurity and fear dominated him.


  


  ‘Lost armor. Can’t be repaired.’


  


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  


  [Activating the protection sequence based on your birth. For the next five seconds, health is fixed to a minimum and you can’t die.’


  


  Grid’s sword pierced him again, and the clone groaned. “Ah...”


  


  The terrible pain made his mind and body tremble.


  


  ‘Destruction?’


  


  He didn’t want that. He didn’t want to disappear.


  


  “Blackening!” The clone barely managed to cry out, with blood pouring out from his mouth. He had to destroy Grid and take Grid’s place. Surrounding by demonic magic, the clone’s skin started to whiten and his black hair grew longer.


  


  [Your physical abilities have increased greatly.]


  


  [The fusion skill Linked Revolve has been opened.]


  


  [The fusion skill Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle has been opened.]


  


  [Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Splendor has been opened.]


  


  The clone had copied Grid’s physical abilities when he entered the Behen Archipelago. Then while living in hell, the clone had hunted and raised his level, exceeding level 400. His stats experienced the fourth awakening, but it wasn’t an overwhelming development compared to the stats that Grid enjoyed from making items.


  


  However, the proficiency of his swordsmanship was different. The clone only relied on Pagma’s Swordsmanship, unlike Grid who obtained the power of the Hero King and the sword technique of the Undefeated King. His swordsmanship was developed to a higher level than Grid’s, and he was able to use a variety of sword dances. It was only possible when he used Blackening to enhance his physical abilities.


  


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.” That’s right. In order to acquire new fusion skills and sword dances, Grid had to raise his stats. This showed that leveling up was more important than he thought. “Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.”


  


  “...!?” Grid felt that the clone was finally coming. The clone used Blackening and sublimated his movements before using the five fusion sword dance. Dozens of energy blades appeared continuously. 


  


  “Transcended Link!” Grid tried to intercept them, but it was impossible. It was because the dozens of energy blades flying toward Grid scattered all over the place.


  


  “...!?” Grid was confused as the dozens of energy blades disappeared from sight.


  


  “Master!” Noe’s desperate shout rang out. The Blade Aiming at the Gods suddenly changed its course and flew over Grid’s head.


  


  ‘This...!’ The frightened Grid raised his head toward the sky. He saw the energy blades filling the sky. It was an amazing sight, much like an aurora was unfolding.


  


  “Revolve!” It was in the realm of instinct. Grid was surprised because the power of the five fusion sword technique was greater than he had imagined. The dozens of energy blades spread out in the sky fell toward Grid’s head as the Pinnacle part of the sword dance.


  


  “Lephel’s Embrace!” Euphemina used a skill that she had saved. Lephel was an indigenous god that monks served, and she asked him to protect Grid from the energy blades.


  


  “Arrow Rail!” Jishuka fired dozens of arrows over Grid’s head. This was also a defense skill. Jishuka wanted the barrier of arrows to guard Grid.


  


  “Your Majesty!”


  


  “Grid!”


  


  Lauel unfolded wind magic to alter the trajectory of the sword, attempting to weaken the power. Meanwhile, Peak Sword tried to intercept the energy blades. However, it was wishful thinking. The attack power of Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle transcended the power of the skills used by the 10 meritorious retainers. It seemed to scorn the 10 meritorious retainers as the heavy rain of energy blades poured toward Grid’s head. Grid was already using Revolve, and the rotating sword swallowed up the energy blades pouring from the sky. Still, it was only partially effective. It was impossible to counterattack against the dozens of falling energy blades with a single move.


  


  “Cough!” Covered in blood, Grid fell to his knees. Some energy blades that entered the area around him were shot back toward the clone.


  


  “Ohhh!” The spectators let out cheers. They knew that Grid was aiming for mutual destruction with the clone. 


  


  However, the clone wasn’t an easy opponent. “Revolve.” 


  


  It was using the same counterattack as Grid to return the attacks to Grid...? The viewers thought that Grid was going to die alone.


  


  “Revolve!” Then another Grid besides the real Grid and the clone appeared. It was Randy. Randy used the counterattack against the counterattack, threatening the clone. In the past, the clone had summoned another Randy, just like Grid.


  


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.” The clone’s Randy had died the day that the clone fell into hell. Right now, the clone was alone. “Linked Revolve.”


  


  Counterattacks were activated continuously! The energy blades that were strengthened by the consecutive counterattacks flew toward Grid. 


  


  [You have lost more than 70% of your maximum health.]


  


  [The First King title effect is activated.]


  


  [A protective shield containing the health that was lost in the last minute has been created. For the duration of the shield, terrain adaptability will increase by 100% while movement speed and defense will increase by 10%.]


  


  “Keuk...!” Grid stood at the crossroads of life and death. 


  


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  


  Of course, it was still too early to give up. Five seconds was great. Grid had just entered the immortal state while the clone’s immortality was coming to an end.


  


  “Blackening!” Grid felt hope and raised all his power.


  


  “Linked Kill Wave.” The clone unleashed a menacing attack.


  


  “Freely Move!” Grid used the skill that avoided all non-targeted skills and approached the clone. “Drop!”


  


  The attack that was triggered instantly threatened the clone. Grid saw a chance to win until the God Hands interfered! 


  


  “...!?” 


  


  Drop didn’t get triggered because the God Hands flew over and restrained both of Grid’s arms.


  


  “You...!” Grid was completely captured by the four God Hands and completely lost his freedom. His arms were spread open like he was nailed to a cross. The clone’s ability to control the God Hands was several times higher than Grid’s ability.


  


  “I am you,” the clone’s creepy voice entered the ears of the captured Grid. Grid realized that the clone wanted to completely usurp his existence. He was absolutely horrified that the clone had evolved like this and was threatening now him.


  


  “You...” Grid was certain. “You must die!”


  


  Only the clone’s complete disappearance would guarantee his safety. Grid determined this with murderous eyes. Simultaneously, a smile appeared on the clone’s face. Yes, it was an obvious smile. “You are the one who will die.”


  


  The clone was evolving even at this moment. In the process of feeling fearful toward death and feeling the joy of being liberated from death, the clone could experience various emotions. Now he was truly dreaming.


  


  “I am Grid.” 


  


  “...!” 


  


  Failure pierced Grid’s heart.


  


  Ttang! Ttang!


  


  Then the clone took out the hammer and hit Failure several times, transforming Failure into the Enlightenment Sword.


  


  “Four seconds,” he stated as he pressed the Enlightenment Sword deeper into Grid’s heart. “Three seconds.”


  


  It was the remaining time of Grid’s immortality. The clone knew that Grid would die very soon. He believed that if he held onto until the end of Grid’s immortality, he would surely win. Of course, variables existed.


  


  “Take your hands off him right now!” Asmophel and the 10 meritorious retainers cried out. All of them bombarded the clone to get him away from Grid.


  


  However, the clone still had a trump card. “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Splendor.”


  


  Flash! A brilliant white light emerged from the sword piercing Grid’s heart, causing the 10 meritorious retainers and Asmophel to become ‘blinded.’


  


  “One second.”


  


  This was the end. The clone predicted Grid’s death. He glanced at the future that he would replace. The God Hands tightened their grip on Grid’s arms, forcing him to be still.


  


  “Result. Your death.”


  


  The clone used Kill.


  


  “...!?”


  


  There was another flash of light that disturbed their vision as the sound of skin, flesh, and bones being pierced was heard. The flash was from the linked attacks of the light elemental and the Blade Aiming at the Gods. Yes...


  


  “Cough!” The one coughing up the blood was the clone, not Grid. Unlike the predictions of the onlookers, the clone was the one falling down.


  


  “Do you also have the Rune of Darkness?” Grid freed himself from the God Hands that were confused after their master fell.


  


  “...” The clone didn’t answer. He just knelt down and coughed up blood. 


  


  Grid asked again, “Had I used the power of the rune, would you have copied this power like you did with the armor and sword?”


  


  “...”


  


  “Wily guy.”


  


  It would be a lie to say that Grid felt no sympathy for the clone. Grid felt uncomfortable as he thought of the loneliness and confusion that the clone, who had been born to kill Grid, would’ve felt. However, the clone was a threat to Grid and his kingdom. Setting compassion aside, the clone was an opponent that must be killed. Grid struck the clone’s throat. After losing his armor, the clone was infinitely weakened, and Grid determined that this was the end. 


  


  ...At least, until the Guardian’s Necklace and Guardian’s Bracelet that the clone wore luckily activated the Indomitable effect.




  Chapter 907


  A small tongue licked Grid’s cheek. Gentleness was conveyed to him from a furry white cat. Well, no, it was the tongue of the best demonic beast of hell—the memphis called Noe.


  


  “Master... Are you hurt, nyong?” Noe’s speckled eyes showed he was worried about Grid. Deep concern was displayed in Noe’s bright eyes. 


  


  Feeling thankful, Grid touched Noe’s small, round forehead. “I’m fine.”


  


  Grid didn’t want Noe to become more anxious, so he barely swallowed his curses. Due to the effect of Indomitable, Grid had failed to deal the final blow to the clone. Grid was concerned about a counterattack and moved away, making him very uncomfortable with this situation.


  


  ‘What is this damn timing?’


  


  [Indomitable]


  


  [-Has a certain probability of invalidating a portion of the incoming damage. The lower the health, the higher the probability.


  


  * The higher the number, the higher the effect.


  


  * Stat points can’t be distributed to this stat.]


  


  The special stat, indomitable, had a good effect. Players or NPCs with the stat could invalidate a portion of the enemy’s attack. However, the probability of it activating was between 0.01 to 0.001%. Grid wondered if the Satisfy makers had forgotten about the indomitable stat and how it could be implemented. Why? Grid had made many items and his indomitable stat was close to 2,000 points… ‘However, I can count the number of times I experienced this effect on less than five fingers! That damn, bastard clone. He is too lucky.’ 


  


  The indomitable effect had activated the moment the clone had been about to die. Grid felt deprived since he hadn’t been able to enjoy the effects of indomitable. He was dissatisfied in many ways, so it was no wonder why he wanted to curse.


  


  ‘Items and luck... He is a real dirty bastard.’


  


  Grid felt the emotions that his enemies had been feeling about him until now!


  


  “...!” Then he suddenly noticed the clone’s subtle shoulder movements and hurriedly leaped away. The energy blade of Linked Kill pierced the place where Grid had been standing.


  


  ‘I would’ve died if my reaction was slower.’


  


  Grid had used this move hundreds of times, so he could detect it and prepare for it in advance. Just as he was feeling relieved while flying into the air, he heard applause. Clap clap clap!


  


  “As expected from King Grid!”


  


  “...?”


  


  Who was it? Grid shifted his gaze at the applause and saw Lauel. Lauel, who had been worried about Grid a little while ago, was now smiling.


  


  ‘Did he eat something bad?’


  


  Why was he laughing in the midst of this dire situation? Grid frowned at Lauel who exclaimed, “Your Majesty deliberately spared the clone!”


  


  “Uh...?”


  


  “You know that today’s incident will happen again if you kill the clone in the Blackening state!”


  


  “...Ah, right.”


  


  “Additionally, you are using this opportunity to learn!”


  


  “...Huh?” The confused Grid touched his forehead upon realizing that Lauel was misunderstanding the situation.


  


  “The first day Your Majesty met Randy, you used it as an opportunity to learn. Using that small brain of yours to learn... It was very virtuous and looked good.”


  


  “...”


  


  Yes, that’s right. Back when Grid met Randy who copied the image of Pagma and when he met his clone on the Behen Archipelago, Grid had fought and gotten defeated repeatedly. He had tried to learn from Randy and his clone. However, he overlooked learning this time. Grid didn’t even think about trying to learn Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle from the clone. It was because he couldn’t afford to think about it. His colleagues were currently at risk. How could he take the time to study the clone when his colleagues, who were fighting with him, were at the crossroads of life and death? It wasn’t right. These were Grid’s thoughts.


  


  “It is well thought out! Fight as long as possible so that Vantner’s and Pon’s sacrifices aren’t in vain! Use the clone as a nutrient for growth!” Lauel yelled out. He misunderstood that Grid had deliberately spared the clone.


  


  “What? He let it live on purpose?”


  


  “I don’t understand, but it’s great. He isn’t nervous fighting against a stronger opponent...”


  


  “This is why he is the best. How can anyone top that?”


  


  “Catching the opportunity at the expense of his colleagues... I see.”


  


  “His colleagues sacrificed themselves to support Grid.”


  


  “This is the strongest Overgeared Guild!”


  


  Buzz buzz!


  


  Lauel’s shouts caused the spectators, including Haster, to misunderstand.


  


  ‘Earlier, Grid saw the clone’s preliminary movements and correctly captured the timing to attack. This is why he saved the clone. Grid intends to fight as long as possible to understand the pros and cons of his skills and to raise his strength to another level.’


  


  The misunderstanding deepened! The eyes of the public shone like lanterns!


  


  “Grid, have strength!”


  


  “We might be citizens of the Murray Kingdom, but we will support you!”


  


  “God Grid! God Grid!! God Grid!!”


  


  Cheers for Grid rang out throughout the capital of the Murray Kingdom. 


  


  “No... That wasn’t my purpose…”


  


  Why did people always misunderstand his actions? Grid sweated tensely and took a deep breath. ‘Yes, this is an opportunity.’


  


  No one said that an opportunity couldn’t be found in a crisis. The clone was the worst enemy that threatened Grid, but there were many things to learn from him. Moreover, Grid was currently in an advantageous position. The clone weakened after losing his armor and could be killed at any time. Meanwhile, Grid was still healthy. The immortality variable had already been exhausted on both sides.


  


  ‘Still, is it really okay?’


  


  Could Grid afford to observe the clone during the confrontation when the clone had his attack power strengthened by copying the Enlightenment Sword? Would his colleagues be safe? Grid looked at his colleagues. The 10 meritorious retainers had persuaded Asmophel and distanced themselves from the battle.


  


  “G-Grid, have strength!”


  


  “God Grid, fighting! Show your greatness!”


  


  “Kukukuk! Your Majesty can do it.”


  


  “...”


  


  They were pushing him to fight while they stepped back? Was it because they had no loyalty? No, not at all! The clone had lost his original majesty. His colleagues had done their part, so now they were being considerate of Grid. They were giving away the prey to Grid.


  


  “Okay.” Grid controlled his mind and waited for the duration of the clone’s Blackening to end. “Bring it on. Show me all the sword dances that you have completed. Let’s fight for as long as possible. I’ll face you fair and square,” he spoke in a cool manner.


  


  “Gulp.” Grid drank a health potion manufactured by the alchemy facility.


  


  “...”


  


  Was drinking a potion considered as playing fair? The spectators, whose blood were boiling, became stunned.


  


  ‘He should’ve drunk it 1.3 seconds earlier,’ Haster thought regretfully as he counted Grid’s potion cooldown time. He realized that the clone had a high health recovery rate. ‘Based on the change in the health gauge... If the clone doesn’t get hit in the next 5 seconds, his health will go up by 10,000 per second.’


  


  This was a boss monster... a top boss monster. Grid didn’t have an advantage just because he could drink potions. Haster’s interest grew. ‘Will Grid be able to fight as long as he intended?’


  


  It would be tough. The more Grid dragged out the time, the more health the clone would recover. Grid wouldn’t be able to depend on potions alone.


  


  ‘Will the vampire ring and recovery ring that he showed in the National Competition be sufficient?’


  


  Well, that wasn’t the end. Haster was aware that Grid one of the greatest players at the moment. He doubted Grid’s judgment during the initial confrontation with the clone, but that was all. Grid’s combat power was evaluated as the best. Yes, Haster believed in Grid’s power and thought that Grid would show a great fight against the clone.


  


  He just had a personal wish. ‘I hope he ends up in a crisis and summons Piaro.’


  


  “...” The exciting atmosphere was sinking heavily. People held their breaths as they watched Grid and the clone. Grid and the clone both took one step forward... before stepping back. 


  


  “Nyaaoong!” 


  


  There were the God Hands, Noe, Randy, the sword of light, and the Blade Aiming at the Gods floating above Grid’s and the clone’s heads. Grid’s pets and swords were moving on their own to block the clone’s God Hands. Thanks to this, it became a one-on-one fight. The tension heightened, and the sound of gulping could be heard from all over the place. It didn’t have any effect on Grid and the clone. They were busy concentrating and didn’t react to the sound.


  


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship!”


  


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  


  The person who used the sword dance first was Grid. He moved forward and stabbed with his sword, while the clone rotated to the left.


  


  “Kill!”


  


  “Wave.”


  


  The attack power of Kill was overwhelmingly higher than Wave. However, Grid noticed the clone’s intentions behind using Wave. The actions of Wave completely counteracted the movements of Kill. The clone avoided Kill and unleashed a wave of energy. Grid was defenseless for a moment after using Kill and was hit by the energy.


  


  “Starting...!” The clone gave the signal after Grid was hit by Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave. The clone saw a loophole in Grid’s defenses and launched the full-scale offensive. He was unconcerned about the Link that Grid used and threatened him with Pinnacle. Pinnacle was hard to avoid.


  


  The clone had copied the Enlightenment Sword and exerted an attack power that was just as good as Grid’s. If Grid were hit by Pinnacle, he wouldn’t be able to avoid a serious injury despite his items. Even Lantier’s Cloak and Valhalla of Infinite Affection were unable to take all the damage of the Enlightenment Sword.


  


  “...Keuk!” Grid fell down. He was hit by an attack that should’ve never been allowed and lost a massive amount of health. The clone saw Grid’s stumbling and grasped his status.


  


  “Kill.”


  


  The linked skill struck at Grid’s heart. Thanks to having the best artificial intelligence, the clone could do perfect calculations, and he decided that the strike would kill Grid. This was if the blow hit its mark.


  


  “Wave!”Grid evaded Kill and fought back. It was the exact trick that the clone used!


  


  “...!” Rather than Kill hitting its mark, the clone was hit by Wave and staggered back. Wave’s attack power was a big threat to the clone who had lost his armor. The clone was confused. ‘Grid’s skill. He should’ve failed the counterattack. Changed?’


  


  Grid cried out to it, “Link!”


  


  The clone couldn’t cope with the successive cuts that followed.


  


  “Pinnacle!”


  


  The clone failed to avoid Pinnacle that Grid used out of nowhere. Grid’s sword cut the clone’s chest, and blood spurted out. Then two red tails appeared behind Grid. This was the moment he used Cray’s Strength attached to the Rune of Darkness. Grid converted 100% of the damage done to the clone into his own health. Two blood tails were created because the volume exceeded Grid’s maximum health.


  


  “What? If you don’t want to die like this, then come on!” The two-tailed Grid provoked the clone.


  


  [The target was destroyed!]


  


  “...?”


  


  [You have won the fight against yourself!]


  


  Unintentional notification windows started to rise in front of Grid. The clone who had lost his armor was just a meat shield. He couldn’t bear Grid’s attack power and was killed!


  


  “N-No...! Show me anger!” Grid reached out toward the clone.


  


  “...End.” The body that resembled Grid was already dispersing into gray ashes.


  


  [You have succeeded in beating the 41st island!]


  


  [You have acquired one skill level point from the mission clear reward.]


  


  [You have overcome your limitations and have taken one step closer to being a legend.]


  


  [One of Pagma’s Descendant’s hidden pieces ‘Sealed Ability’ has been acquired.]


  


  “...??” Grid felt a sense of deja vu. The contents of the notification windows were the same as what he had witnessed on the Behen Archipelago a few years ago...


  


  “...Will it be the same?”


  


  [The passive skill ‘Blacksmith’s Eyes’ has been acquired.]


  


  [The passive skill ‘Blacksmith’s Eyes’ has already been acquired.]


  


  [.....]


  


  [Analyzing...]


  


  [Please wait for a moment...]


  


  [The rewards have been deemed insufficient, and Blacksmith’s Eyes will change to ‘Code Name 214098 Eyes.’ It is believed that the player should have an intuitive sense of the skill. According to Satisfy’s history and lore, the name of the skill ‘Code Name 214098 Eyes’ will change to ‘Eyes of Pagma-Baal’s Contractor Version’.]


  


  “I’m stupid...” Grid found it impossible to understand the situation. He checked the notification windows several times and was still confused. On the other hand, the S.A Group’s operations team was thrown into chaos.




  Chapter 908


  The Behen Archipelago was an instance dungeon. It wasn’t a concept where a large number of users entered one dungeon. Rather, the map of the archipelago was copied and newly generated whenever a user entered. In other words, users entering the Behen Archipelago would have the same structure as other players but their progress would be separate.


  


  [Code name 214098 has disappeared.]


  


  “...”


  


  Codename 214098 was an existence that occurred in the Behen Archipelago. It was the result of the 41st island where Grid’s class, stats, titles, items, and pets were copied and created. Originally, it was an existence that should’ve been trapped in the Behen Archipelago forever.


  


  [Code name 214098 has been destroyed and Player Grid will be rewarded.]


  


  The clone died while Blackening was still activated, ended up in hell and died in the open world, not the Behen Archipelago.


  


  “Uh...?”


  


  Could the clone be this easily raided? The members of the operation team watched with fascination as Grid discovered the name of the enemy, destroyed the clone’s armor and won smoothly.


  


  “The reward?”


  


  “What about the reward?”


  


  The employees were agitated. Wasn’t Grid already given compensation when he had killed the clone in the past? Would he be given rewards again?


  


  [Player Grid has cleared the 41st island.]


  


  [Player Grid has acquired one skill level point from the mission clear reward.]


  


  [Player Grid has acquired the skill ‘Blacksmith’s Eyes.’]


  


  “What is this? How did it end up like this?”


  


  “Did the system judge code name 214098 as being on the Behen Archipelago? And so, it gave the compensation for beating the 41st island?”


  


  "Hasn’t Grid already received the rewards for clearing the 41st island? Isn’t this an error?”


  


  This was bad. It was clear that a system error had occurred ever since the existence, that was supposed to only exist in the Behen Archipelago, had entered the open world. The reputation of the supercomputer Morpheus would decrease.


  


  “No, Morpheus will make amends to the rewards under the ‘user motivation’ clause.” Chairman Lim Cheolho appeared at this time to explain. "Satisfy is a world created by people to achieve dreams that they can’t achieve in reality. Efforts must be rewarded. It is unlike irrational reality.”


  


  Killing monsters would give items. This was simple. Grid had to be rewarded because he succeeded in raiding the clone and the rewards given by the clone were limited. As a result, Grid would be rewarded again.


  


  “In any case, it is great...” Lim Cheolho smiled as he watched the heavily wounded young man on the monitor. Several of his accomplishments (even if they were unintended) had saved humanity, making Grid comparable to the Hero King. “A hero falls from the heavens...”


  


  If he continued to grow then wouldn’t he play an active role on the East Continent? The yangbans of the Hwan Kingdom grew at a rate several times faster than Grid. Some corrupted royalty were dominated by them and the yangbans ruled the continent. They would give players a big crisis and wouldn’t they deal a bitter cup of hardships to Grid?


  


  The reason why Chairman Lim Cheolho was so excited about Grid was due to Grid’s tendencies. He was a person who became stronger every day but never collapsed. He wasn’t shaken by the temptation that accompanied enormous power because he cared for his family and companions. Thus, Chairman Lim Cheolho thought that Grid was very reliable.


  


  ‘You are more than you seem.’ Did he know?


  


  Yoon Nahee watched with an interested expression as Lim Cheolho watched Grid on the monitor with gratitude in his eyes.


  


  [The compensation for Player Grid has been deemed insufficient. The compensation’s contents are changed from Blacksmith’s Eyes to ‘Code Name 214098’ Eyes.]


  


  “W-What?”


  


  Both the team members and Chairman Lim Cheolho freaked out. The eyes of code name 214098, which meant the eyes of Grid’s clone...


  


  [The player needs to be given an intuitive sense of the skill. Changing the name ‘Code Name 214098’ Eyes to Eyes of Pagma-Baal’s Contractor Version.]


  


  It was Baal’s gift. The 1st Great Demon Baal was the one who boasted the best artificial intelligence in Satisfy. He sent the clone to Earth purely for his own amusement, presenting the clone with a power that he had given to Pagma in the past. They were Pagma’s Eyes, otherwise known as the blacksmithing vision skill that the clone possessed!


  


  "Did you predict this?” Team Leader Yoon Nahee carefully asked him.


  


  “It would be terribly arrogant if I said yes. How can I predict what will happen in Satisfy?” Chairman Lim Cheolho shook his head.


  


  Team Leader Yoon Nahee was concerned. “Is it okay if Grid gets Pagma’s Eyes, one of the most powerful skills in the whole world?”


  


  Lim Cheolho retorted with another question. "What’s wrong with that?”


  


  “Huh...?”


  


  "It’s a power that players should’ve been able to obtain in the first place.”


  


  This was, of course, ignoring the fact that it was seven years ahead of schedule. Chairman Lim Cheolho swallowed down these words while the doubtful Yoon Nahee asked another question,


  


  “What about the gap between players? Kraugel has concluded the seven malignant saints quest, gained Qualification of a Blood King, and possesses the power of the great demons. This allowed him to narrow the gap with Grid. However, now Grid has Pagma’s Eyes. The gap between Kraugel and Grid has once again widened, while Agnus is unable to proceed with the seven malignant saints quest to completion. Haster, who was supposed to be tied with Grid, is now likely to be below Grid after Grid obtained Pagma’s eyes. In the end, it is hard to find a user who can fight against Grid.”


  


  "Won’t the gap just narrow again? Grid’s growth is already moving towards the final stages while the other players haven’t entered the intermediate stages yet.”


  


  In the end, Grid would become stagnant and people would catch up to him. These were the thoughts of the Kim Gun, second in command in the operations team. He saw the matter of the gap between players as a problem that would be solved with time.


  


  However, Yoon Nahee gave a different opinion. "On what basis do you think that Grid’s growth is in the final stages? Is it because he doesn’t have many class quests remaining? Is it because he received most of Pagma’s hidden pieces? No... As long as Grid continues to make new and powerful items, his growth will never end.”


  


  Even if Kim Gun’s thoughts were correct...


  


  “The problem now is the upcoming 4th National Competition. Without a single opponent to stop Grid in the National Competition, there will be an adverse effect.”


  


  "Ah, yes...”


  


  That’s right. If this continued, at least three events would be considered Grid’s win and would reduce the public’s interest. Kim Gun made an embarrassed expression and Yoon Nahee sighed.


  


  "We can’t restore the balance like we can with the NPCs.”


  


  It wasn’t just games but novels and movies. It was inevitable that too strong beings would be suppressed in the interest of drama. However, the person involved was a player. There would be a big problem if the management suppressed those who built up their strength through individual efforts.


  


  “The next National Competition.” The silently listening Lim Cheolho finally gave his opinion, "The new event, ‘Demon King’s Subjugation,’ will be added. How about we ask Grid to take the role of the adversary?”


  


  “Huh...?”


  


  It was an unexpected remark! Lim Cheolho laughed at the baffled Yoon Nahee and Kim Gun. "Piaro, Mercedes, Asmophel, and the true blood vampire Noll... Doesn’t Grid have many powerful, demon-like subordinates?”


  


  “...?”


  


  What? How did he even come up with this idea? Chairman Lim Cheolho’s bright smile made Yoon Nahee uneasy.


  


  "We will add the ‘Defeat the Demon King’s Four Heavenly Kings’ mission to the event. On the National Competition’s server, make Grid the demon king, his subordinates the four heavenly kings, and have the players defeat them. In addition, the viewers and participants shouldn’t be aware of the identity of the demon king and the four heavenly kings. It will be a surprise event.”


  


  "It’s an interesting idea, but you're only thinking about it from the view of the management. Will Grid even accept the suggestion when he is a player? It doesn’t make much sense for him to participate when he won’t win medals...”


  


  "Why can’t he win medals? Every time the demon king and four heavenly kings win, Grid will get a medal.”


  


  “U...Umm...”


  


  Yoon Nahee and Kim Gun couldn’t refute Chairman Lim Cheolho’s absurd idea. Was it because they were afraid of losing their jobs? No. The chairman’s idea would contribute greatly to the success of the competition. In particular, it was good to hide that Grid was the demon king.


  


  “If we change the name and effects of the skills that Grid uses, there won’t be much trouble concealing his identity. How about it? Isn’t it great?”


  


  “U...Umm...”


  


  Yoon Nahee and Kim Gun couldn’t deny it. Yes, the present Grid was such an unparalleled presence that he could be called the demon king. Of course, this was just among players.


  


  ‘It is a good balance since the other Five Miracles, apart from Kraugel, won’t participate in the competition.’


  


  The smile on Lim Cheolho’s mouth widened. The Satisfy National Competition paved the way for players to evolve from participating in the competition to actually being in the competition!


  *** 


  


  "Waaaaaaaah!"


  


  “God Grid! God Grid!! God Grid!!”


  


  Shouts filled the city that had been partly destroyed by the splendid and fierce battle. People were fascinated by Grid’s power that knocked down his clone, who had threatened high rankers alone. Grid’s irises turned blue. His once black eyes, reminiscent of obsidian, now contained the deep sea.


  


  “Ah...ahhh...!”


  


  Flop! While the Murray Kingdom soldiers, knights and players were cheering, Lauel alone fell to his knees. It felt like he lost all strength in his legs once he saw that Grid had pupils similar to characters in cartoons.


  


  “I’m...I’m envious...”


  


  “...”


  


  Grid ignored the crying Lauel and checked the information of the newly acquired skill.


  


  [Eyes of Pagma-Baal’s Contractor Version Lv. 1]


  


  You can check and copy the stats, options and production method just by looking at the target item.


  


  However, in order to copy the item, you must use an item that you have created yourself. In addition, the difference in rating of the target item and the item used as the material must be within one grade. The item used as the material can’t be recovered.


  


  * Skills that belong to the target item might not be copied.


  


  * The duration of the duplication is one day. The copied item that has reached the end of this duration will be permanently destroyed.


  


  Skill Resource Consumption: One item.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 hour.


  


  * Pagma’s Eyes, which were able to check the information of the target item just by looking at it, evolved as soon as Pagma contracted with 1st Great Demon Baal.


  


  Under the contract, Baal could intervene with Pagma’s soul and give Pagma more power. This power was later transmitted to Pagma's Descendant.


  


  “...”


  


  Grid wanted to secure pavranium. However, the God Hands didn’t drop and he failed to secure pavranium. He got something much bigger than pavranium.


  


  Duguen! Duguen!


  


  Grid’s heartbeat accelerated after discovering that the new skill had endless versatility.


  


  “Eyes... I also...”


  


  Lauel looked like a child as he cried in the corner.




  Chapter 909


  The first legendary class, Pagma’s Descendant, was the most well-known hidden class to the public. People believed that Pagma’s Descendant was the best class. They were jealous of Grid because they evaluated it as an all-powerful class, providing him with a combat power that rivaled a Sword Saint while allowing him to make legendary items randomly.


  


  This was a misunderstanding though. Pagma’s Descendant wasn’t perfect. It had disadvantages and advantages, just like every class. It had the strong penalty of only being able to make items ‘manually’, and the utility of the combat skills was low compared to combat classes.


  


  Yes, the reason for the bias about Pagma’s Descendant being the strongest class was purely due to Grid. It was a bias created by Grid’s tenacity as he had spent many hours doing ‘manual work’ to create one item, and he had repeated this more than a thousand times. 


  


  Honestly, the S.A Group had a high appreciation of Grid. The S.A Group employees believed that if an ordinary person had obtained Pagma's Descendant, it was unlikely that Pagma’s Descendant would be recognized as the strongest class. It was natural. How many people could repeat the same hard blacksmithing work for hours, days, and years? It was something that had to be done hundreds or thousands of times. Who could do it?


  


  “At the very least, I wouldn’t be able to. I would be under great stress every time I made an item if I had to work like this. My mental state wouldn’t last. Of course, that doesn’t mean it is impossible. I could devote my heart and concentrate if it was for the sake of making money or making my equipment. However, I would only be able to do this occasionally,” the 1st ranked blacksmith Panmir asserted this in front of thousands of players in the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom, Reinhardt.


  


  “Grid is worthy of respect.”


  


  “Come to think of it...”


  


  “It is never easy."


  


  “Is this true? All production classes enjoy the advantage of the automatic production system yet the person who is called the legendary blacksmith doesn’t have it?”


  


  “Panmir wouldn’t lie. He is the one who suffered the biggest damage because of Grid. Would he lie to defend Grid?”


  


  “That’s right. Grid’s abilities are real. The skills he showed in the National Competition prove that he has done manual work more than once or twice.”


  


  These players were all blacksmiths. They were the thousands of blacksmiths who had moved to the Overgeared Kingdom since Grid received the blessing of the blacksmith god, Hexetia.


  


  “You might not be convinced right now, but you will know once you watch from the sidelines. You will surely learn a lot from Grid. However, you also need to be helpful to Grid.” Panmir gave this speech and praised Grid as a ‘greeting’ every time new blacksmiths came. There was only one thing he demanded from new blacksmiths. “Work hard! Grow as much as possible, and you will be rewarded at the end! Under Grid’s teachings, you will someday become a craftsman!”


  


  “Ohhhh!”


  


  Rewards would surely follow. The faith that Panmir instilled in them stimulated the enthusiasm of the new blacksmiths. Their motivation was...


  


  “Blacksmiths, please don’t register the items you make on the exchange. Sell them to the Overgeared Kingdom. Not only will we buy your work at a more expensive price but I will also pay you a separate national contribution.” Lauel thoroughly took advantage of this.


  


  He noted that most of the blacksmith players had moved to the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  ‘This incident has led to a blacksmith famine in all kingdoms except for our Overgeared Kingdom. If the Overgeared Kingdom owns the bulk of items that are produced...’


  


  The result was obvious. They would be able to take control of the market. There was a foundation for excessive profits.


  


  “Kuk... Kukukuk! Very soon, all players will be wearing Overgeared Kingdom products.”


  


  Good. In the future, their accumulation of wealth would be far beyond that of other powers. Lauel had only one regret.


  


  “...The absence of the eyes.”


  


  It was a terrible shame that his eyes didn’t shine when bathed in the moonlight even while his demon brain worked on squeezing the world. Lauel was frustrated. He couldn’t forget the blue eyes Grid had obtained just a few hours ago.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  Grid’s eyes weren’t that special when he looked in the mirror. His dark eyes had a ring of pale blue.


  


  “Pagma’s Eyes.”


  


  The moment the skill was used, the ring of blue thickened and gave off a subtle glow. The mysterious harmony with the silver crown on the black hair gave him an unusual appearance. He was overflowing with a charm that made men and women admire him. However, Grid himself wasn’t excited. It was because Grid didn’t love his own appearance. He didn’t care about how his eyes changed and only considered the realistic parts.


  


  ‘Can I use the effect of the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch in this state?’


  


  [The Slaughterer’s Eye Patch is being worn.]


  


  ‘It is possible.’ 


  


  Grid turned off the eyes and was deep in thought again.


  


  ‘Using the goddess’ blessing on blacksmithing will activate the production button.’


  


  It was stated that the item production speed would increase significantly when automatically making an item. Grid’s existing efficiency could evolve in scale from a family business to a factory.


  


  ‘I am worried about depending on the production button because the probability of making high rated items will fall.’


  


  Now, he could relax.


  


  ‘If I have the Blacksmith Hammer to Go Against the Gods, I will be able to make items with a higher rating than epic, and I can cope a higher rated item using Pagma’s Eyes.’


  


  Theoretically, Grid could have a small elite unit armed with legendary items.


  


  ‘I can temporarily create the greatest power that can raid a great demon...’


  


  Duguen! Duguen! Duguen! Grid’s heart beating like crazy since he knew the power of legendary rated items. The goddess’ blessing, Pagma’s Eyes, and Blacksmith Hammer to Go Against the Gods were like fantastic magic that excited Grid. A splendor similar to the legendary great magician Braham and Undefeated King Madra surrounded his body.


  


  ‘...It is a different form of power, but am I not laying the foundation to be on the same level as them?’


  


  A strength comparable to that of the powerful legends of the past... His heart thumped. ‘I’m really scared.’


  


  Grid had been working for many years without giving up. He was thankful to the heavens that gave him good luck. In particular, he was thankful to the colleagues who trusted him and joined him.


  


  “Everybody... Thank you.”


  


  That’s right. Grid, who evolved further and saw new heights, was reminded of his colleagues. He believed that he had been able to grow because of his colleagues.


  


  ‘It’s true. I would’ve never been able to reach this far alone.’


  


  Grid had found stability in his heart and gained honor with Yura’s heart, and he had founded the Overgeared Guild with Jishuka’s help. Additionally, he had raised his power and intelligence with Lauel’s help and realized that he should refrain from cursing thanks to Huroi. There were also the many colleagues that made Grid who he was now. Grid felt responsible to them.


  


  ‘I will surely return the favor to all of you.’


  


  Other people would think it was an absurd vow. The help Grid had given his colleagues was much greater than the help he had received from them. Yet he wanted to repay them? This was due to the difference in status. Grid believed that he had received much more than what he had given to his colleagues. 


  


  ‘If the Tzedakah hadn’t contacted me...’


  


  Wouldn’t he still be a village blacksmith, squatting in the corner of a smithy? Then notification windows flashed in front of Grid.


  


  [The daily access time is over.]


  


  [Excessive gaming can adversely affect health. You will be logged out of the game for your protection.]


  


  Grid was Shin Youngwoo. Until a few years ago, Shin Youngwoo had been small and insignificant when compared to Grid.


  


  “Let’s wash up.”


  


  Now, Shin Youngwoo was Grid. He had a body that was hardened by exercise, a spirit that wasn’t easily shaken, and a palace-like house that greeted him.


  


  “You worked hard today.”


  


  He also had his precious family.


  


  Beep.


  


  “I cooked, so you should eat,” his sister, Sehee, said while pressing the disinfection and deodorization button that came with the Comet Group’s diamond capsule. She knew her brother’s schedule and was ready with towels and a change of clothes.


  


  “Thank you..?” Youngwoo’s face stiffened as he received the clothes from his sister. It was due to Sehee’s angry eyes. Her eyes were as fierce as a heated furnace. “W-What is it?”


  


  “Do you need to ask? I hate people like you.”


  


  “What?” Youngwoo made a really confused expression.


  


  Then Sehee explained to him, “I saw on TV. The enemy was so strong that all the 10 meritorious retainers fought. Why didn’t you call me?”


  


  Sehee’s ID in Satisfy was Ruby. She was the Saintess—a powerful presence that supported her allies by exerting divine power different from ordinary priests. Sehee was very sad. “You should’ve taken me as well. I would’ve been helpful.”


  


  “The opponent was too strong. You would’ve been in danger... Hmm, what... you? Why are you so confident? Your level is low.”


  


  “Hah? Don’t you know that I am level 270? I can clear a vampire city with just me and Yerim.”


  


  “The two of you can clear a vampire city? Pffft! Puhahat!! You should bluff less exaggeratedly!”


  


  “I-It is real. Of course, it isn’t a city with a true blood vampire. It is one that you have already cleared...”


  


  “Yes, yes. I’m going to wash up now.” Grid laughed hard enough to tear up. He clearly didn’t believe Sehee’s words. It was nonsense that two players who weren’t even level 300 could clear a vampire city, even if the true blood vampires were gone. Apart from Chris and Yura, most of the 10 meritorious retainers had to clear the vampire cities in a party.


  


  ‘Nobody has unlimited resources, even a Saintess. It might be enough of a damage dealer and tanker supports her, but it is impossible with Yerim alone.’


  


  “I’m telling the truth! You idiot!”


  


  “An idiot is calling someone else an idiot~?” Grid stuck out his tongue to tease his sister and headed to the bathroom.


  


  Ttiring~


  


  Then on the TV hanging on the living room wall, the notification of a new email was displayed. The sender was the S.A Group. The title of the message was the ‘Demon King Project.’


  


  “That idiot... Huh? What is this?”


  


  The TV’s Internet was linked to Youngwoo’s email address. Since all types of broadcasting requests arrived and it was hard for him to manage alone, he often asked Sehee to handle them. Thus, Sehee didn’t feel any hesitation in reading the Demon King’s Project email and was shocked.


  


  “...Being the demon king without people knowing? Hmm, it is fun. This is great. The rewards are enormous...”


  


  It was an exciting project with the concept of making Piaro, Asmophel, Mercedes, and Noll as the demon king’s four heavenly kings. Sehee reviewed the email positively and checked the date. “It is only three months away.”


  


  The 4th National Competition was arriving sooner than she expected. Of course, Youngwoo thought the same. “This suggestion, I will accept it.”


  


  Shin Youngwoo stood under the stream of water in the shower. There was a dark smile on his face as he checked his email using the TV in his bathroom.


  


  ‘It is on the condition that the demon king’s four heavenly kings equip the items that I make.’


  


  He could use the ‘creation’ skill freely since the National Competition’s server was now separate from the main server. In return for the harsh condition of facing hundreds of players alone, Youngwoo planned to demand the strongest minerals such as pavranium and divine stone. He thought this would be a great opportunity for him.




  Chapter 910


  After the battle between Grid and the clone was over, former Red Knight Singuled talked to the Murray King. "Thank you for your help in the meantime. I won’t forget the grace that Your Majesty has shown me until the day I die.”


  


  “...”


  


  The young king was sorry that Singuled was leaving now. Singuled was a guest of more than 10 years; someone the king didn’t want to leave. He wanted Singuled to stay in the kingdom to fight for him and his people.


  


  “Yes.


  


  “Take care.”


  


  The Murray king didn’t speak his thoughts. He recalled the day when he first met Singuled, who was injured at the time, and tried to smile as gently as possible. As the king of a small nation, he knew he wasn’t qualified to keep Singuled forever.


  


  “...”


  


  Singuled’s heart warmed as he looked at the king. He was abandoned by the nation that he devoted his life to. He suffered damage to his mind and body and wandered the continent until the Murray king rescued him. The king was a virtuous man. Once he learned that Singuled was one of the Red Knights that had persecuted the Murray Kingdom, the king didn’t blame him and claimed that, “it was in the past.” 


  


  Singuled vividly remembered a conversation he had with the king,


  


  "Your Majesty, I will leave once my wounds recover.”


  


  “Why?”


  


  “The fact that I am staying here will be known to the empire and you and your people will suffer.”


  


  “There isn’t anything to be discovered. All we have to do is keep our mouths shut.”


  


  "The empire has bribed nobles from nations all over with their tremendous power and vast resources in the past. The empire will surely find me in the Murray Kingdom...”


  


  “No. My subordinates don’t cling to money and power. We are united in trust.”


  


  “...”


  


  Singuled thought this person was a young king who wasn’t familiar with the cruel world. How could hundreds of nobles, each with different ideals and ambitions, come together in trust? Singuled thought that the empire would soon discover his location, and thought it would be better to leave before the Murray Kingdom was damaged. However, 11 years passed, and the empire was still unable to discover his location. Surprisingly, no one came forward with information on Singuled.


  


  The Murray Kingdom was truly united. No matter their status, the people were loyal to the king and loved their country. This truly was a wonderful country. It was entirely unlike the empire, where treachery was familiar and conspiracies frequent.


  


  “...Your Majesty.” Before he left, Singuled made a promise to the king, "If I am alive after finishing my matters, I will return again. The Murray Kingdom is now my home.”


  


  He needed to understand the process behind his abandonment and seek retribution. It was either the fall of the empire or Singuled’s death. These were the only possible endings. Nevertheless, the decline of the empire that had dominated the continent for hundreds of years was impossible to imagine.


  


  The king wanted to hold onto Singuled, but he knew Singuled’s wishes and had to cheer for him. He recalled the black-haired king he watched from the palace walls and prayed.


  


  ‘Overgeared King. Please protect Singuled with your valor.’


  


  In fact, the Murray King hadn’t been happy about the birth of the new Overgeared Kingdom. The existence of the Overgeared Kingdom would overturn the existing power structure and provide the empire with an excuse for war. The continent would be swept up in a wave of war because of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  Yet what was the reality? The Overgeared Kingdom was stronger than everyone expected and built a more robust power structure. The momentum of the empire decreased and the continent welcomed the Overgeared Kingdom. The small countries who suffocated under the tyranny of the empire were given room to breathe.


  


  “Send an envoy to the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  "Do you plan to claim losses caused by this battle?”


  


  “No.” The king conveyed his thoughts to his subordinates after Singuled left. “The Murray Kingdom will stop being a tributary of the empire and become a friend of the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  Baron Cudan, who went to the Overgeared Kingdom’s founding ceremony in the past, had made this argument: 


  


  A single soldier of the Overgeared Kingdom was stronger than the many knights of other kingdoms. Their strength was simply unimaginable. The Overgeared Kingdom would surely grow into a great power and they should thus consider maintaining a good relationship with the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  However, Baron Cudan’s claims were so absurd that the king and nobles couldn’t make a decision at the time. Now the story was different. This time, the Murray king heard about the Overgeared soldier, who fought with Singuled, and personally witnessed the fighting power of the Overgeared King and nobles who turned the capital into a mess.


  


  The Overgeared Kingdom was a new hope.


  


  


  *** 


  


  ‘The atmosphere is worse than expected.’


  


  Haster was accompanying Asmophel. He followed Asmophel and was informed of the locations of the former Red Knights. This was a task Asmophel was doing for Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom, but Haster wasn’t a volunteer. There was no reason for Haster to help the Overgeared Kingdom. He didn’t feel any obligation. Haster was helping Asmophel for his own reasons.


  


  He had to meet a former Red Knight and win in order to clear his class quest. Haster had to clear this quest to open all the skills of a Red Sage. The difficulty was grasping the talents of the former Red Knights since there were so many variables. That’s why he used Asmophel. He would induce Asmophel and the former Red Knight to face each other first, allowing him to identify the opponent’s skills. Eventually, he would challenge Asmophel. 


  


  Surprisingly, it wasn’t easy to face a former Red Knight.


  


  “...”


  


  Asmophel, Haster, and Singuled. The atmosphere of the three people walking along the road was awkward. Asmophel walked facing forward while Singuled looked at Asmophel like he was dirt. The atmosphere was so gloomy and forbidding that Haster would be rejected if he asked for a duel with Singuled.


  


  ‘We can fight if I just attack him, but... I don’t want to force Master’s colleagues to hate me. I will take it slowly. By the way, the Overgeared Kingdom...’


  


  Asmophel said he would take Singuled to the Overgeared Kingdom and then look for the rest of the knights. This forced Haster to comply with him. 


  


  The Overgeared Kingdom. What did the first kingdom built by a player look like? Was it as vibrant as he saw in the media? Or had the press been exaggerating? Haster had spent seven years in Satisfy in the mountains, so he was curious. He felt excited like a child. It was natural.


  


  Haster was going on his ‘first adventure’ with Asmophel. Yes, Haster had only been training for the past few years. He never experienced different things unlike the other Five Miracles such as Grid, Kraugel, and Agnus.


  


  Thus, it was painful. Think about it. It was a terrible hell to repeat the same thing every day, 365 days a year for seven years. The other Five Miracles were exposed to all types of stimuli and excitement while Haster endured training every day. He repeated the same routine every day without any stimulation.


  


  The pleasure of playing the game... He didn’t feel it. In fact, the past few years were so hard that he wanted to give up a few times. Nevertheless, Haster was patient and could become a Red Sage. 


  


  ‘I don’t think my efforts were particularly difficult compared to Grid and Kraugel. They just wouldn’t have been as happy. Hardships accompany effort and everyone had their own difficulties.’


  


  Haster didn’t belittle others to build himself up, despite his pride. In fact, he was impressed with Grid’s skills. He watched Grid fighting against the clone and acknowledged him as a top player.


  


  ‘Grid is completely different from last year’s National Competition. His growth rate is unmatched.’


  


  30%, no, 20%.


  


  ‘That isn’t it either. It is 10%.’


  


  This was the probability of Haster winning if he fought Grid. Haster judged that it was difficult for him to beat the current Grid.


  


  'Of course, this is if he showed everything he was capable of during the fight against the clone.’


  


  Haster got a sneak peed and knew that Grid hadn’t used all his power against the clone. Yes, it was like the PvP finals of the 3rd National Competition...


  


  “Hey.”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  Haster, who was walking thoughtfully, immediately replied. Singuled was looking suspiciously at him. “What are you laughing about alone?”


  


  “...Ah, was I laughing?” He had become too excited from the long-awaited stimulus. Haster calmed down and replied, "I think I’ve found a new rival.”


  


  There were numerous pro gamers in history and those with great achievements became legends. The old Korean pro gamer who was one of the greatest legends was admired by the Overgeared Kingdom’s god of killing. However, there was no eternal winner among the legends. The respected and loved legends had tasted frustration and defeat.


  


  Haster was different. During his career, Haster never experienced defeat, hardships or frustration. His reign was only victorious. In FPS games, he was a myth beyond the legends.


  


  ‘Of course.’


  


  The presence of Kraugel, who was situated on one side of Haster’s mind, gradually faded before being replaced with Grid.


  


  ‘I will continue the myth in Satisfy.’


  


  Haster vowed to become stronger and, one day, surpass Grid. His purpose wasn’t to disrupt Grid’s authority. He just wanted to challenge his record. He didn’t realize after defeating Kraugel relatively easily. Contrary to popular belief, Kraugel was a person familiar with defeat and he knew that defeat was a nutrient for growth.


  


  Why? Haster misunderstood Kraugel as a genius of the same type as himself.


  


  


  *** 


  


  The grave of the three-eyed monsters. Kraugel wiped out hundreds of monsters and opened his eyes after a short moment of meditation.


  


  “10%.”


  


  Red Sage Haster. The giant barrier that had blocked Kraugel for the past few months had been completely broken. The respawned three-eyed monsters couldn’t handle the stone blades that rose from the ground and died. It was an instant annihilation.


  


  The fallen sky was slowly but surely recovering.




  Chapter 911


  “Knight of Destruction Singuled, I greet you.”


  


  “...?”


  


  This person knew his name, which had become a taboo and was forgotten? Singuled was bewildered when he arrived at the Overgeared Kingdom with Asmophel and Asmophel’s friend. The person who came forward was somehow familiar. The deep eyes that seemed like they could see through him... They were unusual.


  


  “...Mercedes?” It seemed to fit. She had long become a lady, but the more he looked, the more vivid the memories became. The girl who was Captain Piaro’s aide—wasn’t she a person of loyalty? Why was she in the Overgeared Kingdom? Confused, Singuled doubted his memories.


  


  “I am honored that you remember.” The white-haired beauty didn’t deny it; she acknowledged that she was Mercedes.


  


  Singuled was furious. “Dammit, that Asmophel...! It is a trap!”


  


  His eyes became as sharp like a wolf’s, and he pulled out his sword. He had consistently been gathering information on the empire while staying in the Murray Kingdom. So, he naturally knew that Mercedes, Piaro’s aide, had become the First Knight of the Red Knights. Singuled misunderstood that Mercedes had come to arrest him and even doubted the relationship between the empire and the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  “The empire asked for a truce with the Overgeared Kingdom? A truce?! Hah! It is just an act, and the Overgeared Kingdom is actually a tributary of the empire!” Singuled gave off killing intent as he shouted.


  


  “For your reference, I am currently serving the Overgeared King.”


  


  “What?”


  


  Mercedes’ ridiculous explanation restrained Singuled’s killing intent. Asmophel stated to the confused and hesitant Singuled, “It is the truth. She is no longer a Red Knight.”


  


  “Do you expect me to believe such nonsense?”


  


  There were numerous stories of Mercedes fighting for the empire. Singuled had heard these stories from within the Murray Kingdom. Yet the best hound of the empire left it to serve the Overgeared Kingdom? It was impossible.


  


  “It is true.”


  


  “C-Captain!”


  


  Great Swordsman Piaro, who Singuled trusted the most, appeared to give weight to Mercedes’ claims.


  


  “Singuled, you are pretty old now.”


  


  “...Captain!” 


  


  Singuled no longer felt any doubts. He couldn’t control his tears as he embraced Piaro. The previous Knight of Destruction, who slaughtered every enemy of the empire and was an object of terror, became a mild sheep in front of Piaro.


  


  “You have experienced many hardships. You really had a hard time.”


  


  They were both middle-aged colleagues now, and Piaro knew how badly Singuled had suffered as he had been in the same situation.


  


  “Captain! Captain!! Sob! Sob sob sob!”


  


  Piaro watched the sunset with red eyes while Singuled cried in his arms. Asmophel looked at the ground and couldn’t raise his head. Mercedes’ heart ached as she witnessed the sadness of the old heroes.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  [The goddess’s blessing has been used.]


  


  [(Fighting against the Gods) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill has been enhanced.]


  


  [(Fighting against the Gods) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill has evolved into (Genuine - (Fighting against the Gods) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill.


  


  [Genuine - (Fighting against the Gods) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill]


  


  [The production button has been enabled, and the time it takes to make an item is now greatly reduced.


  


  A minimum of epic rated items will be produced.


  


  There is a somewhat high probability of producing unique rated items.


  


  There is a certain probability of producing legendary rated items.


  


  If certain conditions are met, there is a rare probability of making a myth reproduction or myth rated item.


  


  * All stats of a production item will increase by 30%.


  


  * When myth rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +20 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +1,000.


  


  * Something special will occur with every three myth rated items created.


  


  * The enhanced skill is fixed at master level.]


  


  Ttang!


  


  Grid shook off the temptation of the seven malignant saints and cleansed the First Holy Sword. He didn’t hesitate after receiving two goddess’ blessings and proceeded to enhance his blacksmithing skill as scheduled. Now, he held the Blacksmith Hammer to Go Against the Gods in his hand.


  


  ‘Auto production!’


  


  Grid was full of excitement. Finally, he could produce items automatically like everyone else.


  


  ‘First, select the production method and prepare the materials for production. Then press the production button.’


  


  Grid read the novice blacksmith’s guide and chose to make one of the Grid mass-produced items. He prepared the necessary materials and clicked the button floating on one side of his field of view.


  


  Then...!


  


  [The item production has started.]


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  Something amazing happened. Grid’s body moved by itself to raise the temperature of the furnace, smelt the iron, and then carry out the hammering. He didn’t have to think as his body took care of everything.


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  ‘Isn’t this really easy?’


  


  Grid admired it. So far, he had been making items manually and had too many things to worry about—starting from controlling the temperature of the fire and the quality of the hammering to the timing of the quenching and trying to maintain the specifications of the items. He had spent hours or days making an item, exhausting his body and his mind.


  


  This all changed now that he could automatically make an item. Grid didn’t need to worry about anything. He saved a lot of mental power because his body made the items for him.


  


  ‘Wow, shit. The other blacksmiths live such a sweet life...?’


  


  He was relaxed. This method was too easy. His body was moving hard, but it felt like he was slacking.


  


  ‘Can this help me?’


  


  Grid’s only talent was hard work. He believed that other people would catch up with him as soon as he stopped trying.


  


  “...”


  


  Grid had some room for relaxation and decided to use this. He entered an area completely separated from his body that was making an item.


  


  ‘I’m going to practice triple casting.’


  


  Triple casting!


  


  It was an option attached to the myth rated Belial’s Staff—an overpowered option which allowed him to cast three spells at the same time. He could cast three spells in the time it took other people to cast one.


  


  ‘It is a complete scam.’


  


  Still, there was one problem. For triple casting, he had to think of three magic spells at the same time. For instance, if he wanted to triple cast Magic Missile, Wind Cutter, and Fireball, he had to remember the three names of ‘Magic Missile, Wind Cutter, and Fireball’ in his mind at the same time. It was a naturally difficult task.


  


  ‘I was fortunate enough to succeed with double casting, but triple isn’t an area where I can succeed with luck.’


  


  Grab a random person and have them try it. No, if people were asked to recall three names of their favorite celebrities in their heads at the same time, how many would succeed? Grid bet that 100 out of 100 would fail. As such, Grid judged that triple casting was an area he had to train. He wouldn’t be proficient unless he practiced it over and over.


  


  ‘Magic Missile, Fireball, Bean Cup... Magic Missile, Bireee, Wind... Magic Missile, Pire...! Damn!’


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  His body moved by itself to make items while he constantly repeated these names in his head. His thoughts kept on getting ruined, making Grid totally frustrated. Sweat flowed down his body, and he was annoyed and nervous to the point of tears. 


  


  ‘Magic Missile, Fireball, Wind… Magic... Fire... Wind...’


  


  However, he continued to practice without giving up. No matter what he felt, he repeated it again and again. It was something he knew he couldn’t achieve overnight, so he tried to persevere without becoming nervous.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “Yes, the Murray Kingdom’s king...”


  


  In the vast agriculture fields, Piaro and Singuled sat beside each other and had a conversation. Piaro was deeply grateful to the Murray king for helping Singuled, while Singuled had mixed feelings after learning the truth behind Asmophel’s betrayal of the Red Knights.


  


  “Still... I can’t forgive Asmophel.” Singuled still remembered that time vividly. The families being captured and executed... The traitor Asmophel who pointed a sword at Singuled and his colleagues... The hellish scenes never left his mind. It was a nightmare that repeated every night.


  


  “I... I...”


  


  He would stab a blade into the hearts of Asmophel and the emperor. This had been Singuled’s desire for the last 12 years. Despite finding out the truth, Singuled couldn’t forgive Asmophel.


  


  “I’m not telling you to forgive him.” Piaro placed his hand on the shoulder of the angry, confused, agitated, and pained Singuled. “Asmophel doesn’t want to be forgiven either. However, you need to know. The fact is that the empress was behind Asmophel. She is our true enemy.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Asmophel’s fate will be decided after getting revenge on the empress.”


  


  “...Yes, I understand.”


  


  The wind blew. The golden wheat fields swayed like a wave while the leaves of the rainbow potato plants fluttered, luring the birds in. A hawk descended from the sky and grabbed a leaf of a rainbow potato before flying up again.


  


  ‘Piaro...’ Red Sage Haster was watching Piaro. The great swordsman who boasted one of the best swordsmanship, the pillar who was loved and respected by the emperor and people of the empire… 


  


  Piaro—the greatest person whom his master Winfred kept praising—made Haster nervous.


  


  ‘He was more active in the Belial raid than Grid.’


  


  As an NPC who grew steadily, wouldn’t he be stronger than Grid’s clone? Haster’s mind and body heated up. Haster was looking forward to the learning opportunities and rewards he could gain from having a confrontation with a powerhouse.


  


  ‘I will experience a breakthrough if I confront the Red Knights. I can grow to a level comparable to Grid’s before the National Competition.’


  


  If he lost, he could just challenge Piaro again. 


  


  ‘Thus, let’s get started.’


  


  Haster stepped forward in order to ask Piaro for a duel. The moment Haster was about to reach where Piaro was sitting...


  


  “Hey, why are you stepping on a bud?” A farmer sitting in a corner of the field grabbed Haster’s ankle.


  


  “...?” Haster stopped walking and looked down. He realized that he was about to step on a blue leaf. “I’m sorry.”


  


  Haster was a professional gamer and believed there was no status distinction between different occupations. Additionally, he wasn’t biased against NPCs because he had been with his mentor Winfred for so long. He apologized politely even though the other person was an NPC farmer. Haster bowed and stepped back.


  


  “What? You’re stepping on it again?” The farmer spoke once again. Haster quickly moved his feet. 


  


  The farmer was already angry though. “No, why are you here in the first place? Why is an outsider hiding in these fields? Are you a mole sent by the empire?” 


  


  The farmer who growled and removed his straw hat wasn’t an NPC but a player. His ID was Hurent. Haster knew this person. ‘Aura Master?’


  


  Why was Hurent—the one digit ranker who suddenly disappeared many years ago—working in the fields here? Hurent glared suspiciously at the baffled Haster. “You are a spy, right? You were approaching Piaro like a rat. Are you an assassin sent to hurt Piaro?”


  


  “No, why are you making unreasonable assumptions? I am trying to request for a duel, not assassinate him...”


  


  “What? A duel? Who are you? Haster? Do you think Piaro is free enough to deal with trash like you?”


  


  “...Trash? Haven’t you heard my name before?”


  


  “Do I have to listen to this a second time?”


  


  “Huh?”


  


  Haster was one of the best pro gamers in history. This was Haster’s pride. He believed that anyone who liked playing games should know his face and name. However, Hurent didn’t know Haster, and this caused Haster’s pride to crack like broken glass. Hurent swallowed the potato and attacked Haster, firmly mistaking Haster for an enemy.


  


  Haster didn’t feel the need to clear up the misunderstanding. “First, I have to teach you manners.”


  


  “An assassin who sneaks onto other people’s fields wants to talk about manners?” The person saying this was Hurent, who had led an army to invade the Overgeared Kingdom. Haster’s patience reached its limit. The vein on his temple pulsed as he pulled out his sword. This was the moment when one of the Five Miracles and the person with the power to defeat Kraugel emerged in the world in earnest.


  


  However, his opponent wasn’t simple. Hurent had been a Sword Saint candidate, could freely manipulate aura, and had been trained by Piaro over the years. He was someone who had been chosen by Piaro.


  


  “...?!” Haster was hit by a sokuri and felt a dizzying pain. (TL: Sokuri = Woven basket used to strain washed grains, dry vegetables or drain fried food in Korea)


  


  The sokuri was too light and flew off without a sound. A chill went down Haster’s spine at the unpredictable trajectories and unexpected destructive force.


  


  “You are the same as us....!”


  


  “Who is us? Aura Snake!”


  


  “...Ah!”


  


  The fields shook. Far away, Piaro was laughing heartily. “That Hurent, he wants to increase his workload tomorrow. He is a model farmer.”




  Chapter 912


  The growth type hidden class, Aura Master, brought the potential of aura to the extreme.


  


  Hurent’s aura exceeded the level of merely strengthening weapons or amplifying the power of a skill. He could freely convert aura into a certain weapon or release it as a dragon’s breath. In fact, he could even leave an aura marker on all living creatures and summon aura at that point, causing all types of variables in combat. Yes, there was no limit to an Aura Master. Hurent was strong.


  


  Several years before during the Reidan invasion, he had already been beyond the category of a player. At the time, the S.A Group had assessed Hurent’s strength as the same level as Kraugel’s, which had been several times higher than the Grid of that time. That’s right. Hurent was one of the five people that Lim Cheolho called the Five Miracles.


  


  However, Hurent later met Grid who had achieved rapid growth in the 1st National Competition. Hurent’s Aura Master class hadn’t been completed yet, and he was defeated in a futile manner. After that, his reputation was low compared to his skills.


  


  In fact, Hurent’s popularity had only been during the early days of Satisfy, and now he was no different from junk. There were few people who remembered Hurent after he left the rankings a few years ago. If they did remember him, it was often as the ‘five seconds’ person.


  


  “You are the same as us....!”


  


  Hurent’s strength remained intact. No, he was a few times stronger than before. Haster’s ‘us’ referred to himself, Grid, Kraugel, Agnus, and the other top players.


  


  “Who is ‘us’? Aura Snake!”


  


  Years ago, Hurent fought Piaro and was forced to join the field work. Now, he carried grain and worked the hoe under the scorching sun, causing him to go through an extreme growth. His muscle strength was like Grid’s, his improvisation was like Kraugel’s, and the ability to control his aura like it was a living creature was like Agnus’.


  


  Hurent’s aura took the form of a snake, flew from his fingertips, and moved through the fields. The path that the aura snake took in the abundant wheat field was difficult to see and predict. It was a form of attack which couldn’t be evaded or defended against. However, Haster’s great hearing ability led him to using Ice Curtain and accurately blocking the snake.


  


  “You aren’t trash.”


  


  Hurent didn’t just do field work. As soon as the day’s work ended, he ran to the hunting grounds and steadily raised the level of his aura skills. He marveled at the solidity of the ice barrier when faced with the aura that dealt 9,900 fixed damage and ignored the target’s defense. 


  


  Now Hurent paid attention to Haster’s name and face. “You were a professional golfer?”


  


  “Gamer!” It was a lowly provocation, but Haster couldn’t help falling for it. His excessively high pride was the problem. Haster, the idol of many youngsters and the myth who had never lost, couldn’t help falling for the cheap taunts. He was unfamiliar with the rough handling and couldn’t overlook this. Thus, he used Dance of Redemption and missed something. It was the black mark on the ice barrier that was still being maintained!


  


  “...?!” Haster was trying to create a stone pillar with Dance of Redemption when his face wrinkled like a piece of paper. There was a slight cracking sound from the ice barrier on his side. Aura that was as sharp as a knife protruded from it.


  


  “Keuk...!” Haster managed to avoid it but had to stop Dance of Redemption. It was a missed opportunity to take the lead in this fight. Haster was urgently moving when new aura entered his vision.


  


  “Oh, I forgot to warn you in advance. My aura leaves a mark, so you should be careful. The entire land that you are stepping on is filled with my marks.” 


  


  Dozens of threads of aura spread out from Hurent like a spider web. The grey-haired man had a pleasant expression that didn’t match his age. Of course, it wasn’t pleasant for Haster who was trapped in the spider web. 


  


  “Why are you under Grid?” 


  


  From Haster’s point of view, Hurent was an unexpected variable. He never dreamed that there would be a monster like Hurent under Grid, who already had many famous people. Haster also couldn’t understand why Hurent was interfering with him.


  


  “No way...!” Haster’s movements became increasingly agile as he blocked the aura threads with a shield and struck with his sword. His response speed was becoming faster as he heard the unique sounds of aura in his ears. “This is Grid’s will!”


  


  Haster was reminded that there were some things he shouldn’t overlook. It was that Asmophel was Grid’s subordinate and Kraugel was Grid’s friend.


  


  ‘Grid knows about me!’


  


  It was for certain. Grid had found out about Haster’s existence through Asmophel and Kraugel.


  


  ‘He judged that in order to maintain his top spot, he needs to keep me in check! That’s why he ordered Hurent to interfere with me!’


  


  Haster smiled as he grasped the situation. He felt proud that the Overgeared King was worried about him and acted to keep him in check.


  


  “It feels good! I finally feel that I am in the right place!”


  


  Rivals were needed. The greater the rival, the more his desires and talents would be stimulated. Haster was burning with motivation when an aura spear aimed toward his side. It was a spear that emerged from a mark on the ground. Hurent looked at Haster, who heard the sound and blocked the aura with his shield.


  


  Then Hurent asked, “What are you saying alone? You believe that I am under Grid? That isn’t the case.”


  


  “I already know the situation! You don’t have to deny it!”


  


  “Hey, I’m not! A young person like you is already losing his hearing!” Hurent was furious due to Haster’s misunderstanding. He still remembered the humiliation of dying in five seconds. From the standpoint of Hurent who was planning to repay his grudge against Grid someday, being called Grid’s subordinate was a huge shame. “I just want to repay Piaro for his kindness!”


  


  Snake, spear, sword, thread—the relatively simple forms of Hurent’s aura started to make a special change. They gathered together like flames.


  


  [Aura Impact is being used.]


  


  [Accurately imagine the shape of the aura within 2 seconds. If there is even a small error in the image, the skill will fail.]


  


  Hurent never neglected image training in order to bring out the true power of an aura master! He shouted loudly, “Super! Dragon’s Roar!”


  


  [You have pictured a dragon’s breath! By reproducing the power of a transcendent being, the power of your aura is greatly increased!]


  


  [There is a limit to the power that a unique rated aura can exert.]


  


  “...!?”


  


  There was a big difference due to the restrictions of the aura rating, but it was a dragon’s breath. The emission of aura flames was fast and widespread. It was a form of attack that made Haster’s sharp ears and agility obsolete.


  


  ‘He can stop it once or twice, but it is impossible for him to endure the pouring pressure forever.’


  


  The dragon’s breath had been upgraded from when Hurent used it in the past. It was a multi-stage fire skill which could be maintained for five seconds. There was a fixed minimum damage of 9,900, and the maximum damage could go as high as 306,900.


  


  It didn’t matter if the target’s defense was 10,000 or 100 million. For players with an average health of 100,000, they would die as soon as they were hit by a dragon’s breath.


  


  [You have dealt 9,900 damage to the target!]


  


  However, Haster didn’t defend and allowed the breath to hit him. Then an orange shield surrounded his body. This was Heroic Story, one of the strongest passive defense skills which activated once all conditions were met.


  


  [All resources have been restored by the effect of the passive skill, ‘Heroic Story.’ For one minute, your defense will increase in proportion to the amount of resources used within the past two minutes. Additionally, a shield that negates all types of skills and magic damage will be maintained for 10 seconds.]


  


  “What...?” 


  


  Hurent had used the mid to long range of the aura to completely constrain Haster’s movements and dominate the battle. Yet, for the first time, Hurent was now losing his composure. The dragon’s breath that he poured out was blocked by the original shield, and it felt like he was possessed by a ghost.


  


  ‘A skill that invalidates damage?’


  


  No, such skills normally had a limit on how much they could defend against. That alone was powerful enough to be a scam. It could completely overturn the battle by blocking the enemy’s ultimate move in a timely manner.


  


  ‘However, his shield has no limit...!’


  


  A chill went down Hurent’s spine as he determined that Haster’s orange shield was still standing against the dragon’s breath.


  


  ‘Is this an OP shield that invalidates all skill damage for a certain period of time?’


  


  It was an unreasonable strength. This was certainly...


  


  “The seven malignant...!”


  


  “That’s right. You haven’t got one yet? You are late.”


  


  Satisfy was terribly fair. Players had to give up one thing to gain another. Haster saw that Hurent had met Piaro and missed the timing to obtain the seven malignant saints quest.


  


  “The gap will widen in the future.”


  


  Now was the time for payback. Haster taunted Hurent before raising his shield and rushing to Hurent.


  


  “Too shallow!” Hurent avoided Haster’s shield by tilting his upper body and prepared to insert an aura thorn. Still, the aura thorn developed with Aura Impact failed to penetrate Haster’s orange shield. 


  


  “It is the end,” Piaro muttered while watching the fight with Singuled. He saw Haster moving through Hurent’s aura thorn and swinging his sword.


  


  At that moment...


  


  “The reason why Hurent used farming tools was for the development of his swordsmanship,” Piaro said meaningful words.


  


  Hurent dropped the sokuri and pulled out a sword to block.


  


  “...!?” Haster was baffled by the move. ‘What is this defensive posture?’


  


  Such movements weren’t possible with just reflexes and control. It was clear that there was a compensation effect from a high-level Sword Mastery skill.


  


  ‘How high is his Sword Mastery level?’


  


  Haster was confused by this Hurent, who had turned into someone else, and forgot… Hurent had been a candidate for becoming a Sword Saint!


  


  “Super sensitivity!”


  


  “What?”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  Simultaneously, Grid was working in the smithy...


  


  ‘...Wait? Is it possible to use the goddess’ blessing on Pagma’s Swordsmanship itself instead of a specific sword dance?’


  


  Grid’s blood pressure was rising from the triple casting, and he took a break. Then he got a new idea. His ears felt ticklish as he had the thought. Swallowing down his curses was nothing new.




  Chapter 913


  [Pagma’s Swordsmanship Lv. 4]


  


  [-When the skill is deactivated-


  


  You can become one with the sword at any time. 


  


  * Increases physical attack by 34%, critical hit rate by 25%, and critical damage by 20%.


  


  * This effect is only applied when a sword type weapon is equipped.


  


  * The skill consumes no mana.


  


  -When the skill is activated-


  


  Become one with the sword. You will be able to perform sword dances like Wave, Restraint, Link, and Kill.


  


  * The effect of the deactivated skill will be lost.


  


  * 20 mana is required to activate the skill.


  


  * Once deactivated, it will take 10 seconds until the skill can be activated again. Nothing will be consumed when deactivated.]


  


  This was the reason why Grid’s basic attacks and 100,000 Army Massacre Sword was so powerful. All active skills belonging to Pagma’s Swordsmanship had the disadvantage of a long delayed activation time or cooldown time, but the function of the passive skill was the best. It was superior to other weapon mastery skills. Of course, the other mastery skills had the advantage of ‘always applied’, but Grid had Weapons Mastery in addition to Pagma’s Swordsmanship. Thus, he didn’t feel any big regret.


  


  ‘What if I enhance this?’


  


  Grid had originally planned to enhance Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle. He hadn’t thought of enhancing Pagma’s Swordsmanship itself. Pagma’s Swordsmanship, which served as a conditional passive skill and intermediary to the active skills, was the most important skill for Grid. It was essential to him like air, so Grid usually forgot about it.


  


  Then he had questions as he used the goddess’ blessing to enhance his legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship skill. He wondered what it would be like if he had enhanced certain production-related skills like the Blacksmith’s Breath. It was a trigger that made Grid think about enhancing Pagma’s Swordsmanship.


  


  ‘It could be a really good attempt.’


  


  Grid didn’t want to use the goddess’ blessing to enhance skills like Link, Kill, and Transcend. The power of the skills was better than before, but the cooldown time was fixed at 30 minutes. Waiting 30 minutes for a combat skill was too inefficient. It could be interpreted as decreasing rather than increasing attack power.


  


  ‘In the case of Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle, the cooldown is reduced from three hours to 30 minutes but...’


  


  30 minutes still wasn’t a short amount of time. Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle was used to hit powerful bosses instead of hunting or PvP, but it still could only be used once or twice in one raid, regardless of whether the cooldown was three hours or 30 minutes.


  


  ‘However, this is basically strengthening the passive skill Pagma’s Swordsmanship itself.’


  


  It would strengthen his various swords dances as well as Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle, and the penalties related to the cooldown times might disappear.


  


  ‘It might also be an opportunity to gain more fusion skills.’


  


  Of course, there was no certainty regarding this. He could be wishing for too much.


  


  “Phew.”


  


  The bigger the expectations, the more disappointed he would be! Grid took a deep breath to calm his excitement and checked if the goddess’ blessing could be used on Pagma’s Swordsmanship. Fearing the worst situation, Grid prayed desperately, ‘Please! I hope it can be enhanced! Don’t say nonsense like the target skill can’t be enhanced using the goddess’ blessing!’


  


  Ttiring~


  


  A new skill information window rose.


  


  [Great Swordsman Pagma’s Swordsmanship]


  


  [* Increases physical attack by 40%, critical hit rate by 50%, and critical damage by 80%.


  


  * This effect is only applied when a sword type weapon is equipped.


  


  * The necessary footwork required for the sword dances will be reduced by half.


  


  * You will be able to perform sword dances like Wave, Restraint, Link, and Kill.


  


  * The enhanced skill is fixed at master level.]


  


  “What?” 


  


  Grid blinked as he checked the information of Pagma’s Swordsmanship, which had changed after the goddess’ blessing was used. He instantly felt a sense of rejection.


  


  “What is this short skill description?” He read it again. The description didn’t even distinguish between activated and deactivated states. “No, what? What is this? It is completely ruined...”


  


  For Grid, Pagma’s Swordsmanship was a skill was various constraints. It was powerful in terms of being a legendary skill, but his past experiences gave him an understanding that non-combat classes had clear limits to their skills. Thus, he was mistaken for a moment. His face distorted when he saw the evolved Pagma’s Swordsmanship. Of course, it was only for a moment.


  


  “Ruined... Wait, isn’t this a jackpot?”


  


  Once Pagma’s Swordsmanship evolved, the effects of the increase in physical attack power, critical hit probability, and critical hit damage were applied all the time!


  


  ‘The attack power has increased by 40%!’


  


  Was that all...? No, the critical damage had also risen sharply. Grid enjoyed the effects of the ‘Death in One Shot!’ title, and his critical hit damage could now reach 400%. Normal players normally had 150~210% critical damage, so it was twice the damage value.


  


  ‘If God’s Command also activates... Maybe...?’


  


  Wouldn’t there be a day when he would be able to kill a boss with one skill? Moreover, it wouldn’t be a normal field boss but a named boss monster!


  


  “...C-Crazy! This is crazy!”


  


  This was a rare jackpot. His mind went blank, and his language skills degraded significantly. Grid could only repeat the same exclamations like a parrot. However, he couldn’t act stupidly forever. Grid barely regained his mind and shouted, “Hey! Is anyone there?”


  


  “Yes, Your Majesty,” a woman answered immediately.


  


  It was the legendary knight Mercedes who stood at the entrance of the smithy to protect Grid.


  


  “Was his name Singuled? The former Red Knight that Asmophel brought with him.”


  


  “Yes, that’s right.”


  


  “What number knight was he?”


  


  “The Third Knight.”


  


  “How are his skills?”


  


  “Of course, they were the best. I haven’t seen him for 12 years, but I’m sure he has kept on training.”


  


  “Okay. Shall I check out the skills of the former Red Knight?” Grid smiled and used goddess’ blessing without hesitation.


  


  [The skill, Pagma’s Swordsmanship, has been enhanced.]


  


  [Pagma’s Swordsmanship has changed to Great Swordsman Pagma’s Swordsmanship.]


  


  That’s right. This was a good chance for Grid to check out the talents of a former Red Knights and test the power of the evolved Pagma’s Swordsmanship. In fact, Grid had big expectations for Singuled. It was natural since he knew the talents of Piaro, who was the captain of the former Red Knights, and Asmophel.


  


  ‘He is clearly an S-grade card.’


  


  Singuled would obviously be lacking when compared to the SSS-grade Piaro and Asmophel, but Grid didn’t doubt that Singuled was strong.


  


  “Take me to Singuled.”


  


  “Yes, Your Majesty,” Mercedes said. Seeing through Grid’s thoughts, she added, “For reference, Sir Singuled was stronger than Sir Asmophel during their active days. However, he was lacking in many areas such as leadership and background, forcing him to stay as the Third Knight.”


  


  “...I-Is that so? T-That, that’s good.”


  


  “...I will support Your Majesty.” Mercedes smiled.


  


  She was sincere about this since she truly admired Grid’s growth. It felt like there was no limit to Grid’s growth, which increased by leaps and bounds every time he went on an adventure.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  Haster’s orange shield was blocking all attacks classified as a skill. It was a particularly deadly shield for Aura Master Hurent, who used aura as his primary weapon. However, there was no discomfort on Hurent’s face. He was still confident. “My earlier actions were just a test.”


  


  Hurent used Super Sensitivity. His attack speed with his sword reached its peak. Strikes poured down like rain through Haster’s shield and wounded Haster all over. While slashing and chopping with his sword, Hurent kept talking, “I was like everyone else at first. I leveled up with the aim of being a warrior or a knight. Then one day, I became aware of the hidden class called Sword Saint.”


  


  The strongest combat class, Sword Saint—Hurent had become instantly fascinated by it. He made every effort to become a Sword Saint. Thinking that the path to becoming a Sword Saint was to train Sword Mastery to the pinnacle, Hurent had sealed all the sword-related skills except Sword Mastery. He then took on all types of penalties and hunted monsters using just his basic attacks.


  


  “I did this for a few months. Perhaps I was ahead of Kraugel. That’s why I was the first player to receive the intermediate level Sword Mastery skill.” 


  


  At that time, he received the aura resource. The system had rewarded Hurent, who fought only with the sword and didn’t consume the resource called ‘mana.’ The result of his hard work, as well as the crossing of talent and luck, was the growth type hidden class, Aura Master. 


  


  Haster’s orange shield faded as he was cut by a sword. It wasn’t a skill that ended after it received a certain amount of damage. Hurent had simply noticed that the duration was almost up and waited for it. Hurent’s sword slashed at Haster’s chest, and he used his ultimate technique. “Aura Swallowing.”


  


  It was like a serpent monster. The aura that rose from Hurent’s shoulders swallowed Haster simultaneously from the left and right. This was the strongest PvP technique which inflicted 9,900 x2 damage to the target, physically restrained the target, and applied an additional 9,900 damage after the restraint effect. The wounded Haster allowed the technique to hit him, and Hurent smiled.


  


  ‘There is no response.’


  


  Hurent’s Super Sensitivity was an active skill. It had a big restriction of consuming 100% mana in six seconds, but it increased agility by 20% for this duration and had the absolute effect of ‘predicting’ every action within 10 meters. Hurent with Super Sensitivity was like Kraugel during his peak. The performance was weakened for a Sword Saint because Super Sensitivity became a passive skill. However, even Kraugel’s lower level Super Sensitivity boasted an excellent power.


  


  [You have suffered 9,900 damage.]


  


  [You have suffered 9,900...]


  


  [You have suffered 9,900...]


  


  ‘What?’ 


  


  Haster was swallowed up by aura. He was in a confused state as he suffered continuous damage. It was surprising that Hurent was much stronger than Kraugel, who Haster had met and fought several months ago.


  


  ‘Kraugel became a Sword Saint and developed a sword technique that cuts the world. Yet Hurent is much stronger than him?’


  


  Kraugel had reset to level 1 after becoming a Sword Saint, so the levels of his newly acquired skills were still low, making it difficult to fully understand Kraugel’s current status. In the confusion, most of Haster’s health was exhausted.


  


  [The ‘Knowledge of the Red Sage’ has given you Aura Resistance.]


  


  [Any damage dealt by aura will be reduced by 30%.]


  


  These notification windows popped up.


  


  ‘It is great.’


  


  He was Haster, the undefeated pro gamer. In the first place, he had no intention of losing. The reason for allowing himself to be hit by aura had been to gain the power for growth, not to be defeated. Haster took a potion. Then he once again activated the orange shield and escaped from the aura. Thanks to his mentor, he knew about Super Sensitivity and calculated that Hurent would be in an exhausted state.


  


  Well, Super Sensitivity was a relatively ordinary skill. A few modern Red Knights used it. For example, the 19th Knight Fulito, who had been defeated by Grid, was one of them.


  


  “Wait a minute, stop.”


  


  “...!?”


  


  “...!”


  


  Haster, who broke through the Aura Swallowing, and Hurent, who was exhausted, were both shocked. It was because a black-haired man had suddenly appeared in the middle of their battle. He had sharp eyes reminiscent of a bird of prey... This person was...


  


  “Hello? I am Grid. I’m sorry to interrupt in the middle of your fight, but please stop for a moment.”


  


  “...??”


  


  Yes, it was Grid, but wasn’t his tone strange?


  


  ‘What is wrong with this?’ Hurent got goosebumps.


  


  This was because Grid, who had possessed no manners since the 1st National Competition, was acting too politely. It felt as if he was acting like a stranger. Hurent had a feeling of rejection to this Grid. Grid smile brightly and spoke politely, “The fields have been badly damaged because of the two of you. Who should I claim damage compensation from? Can you decide this before continuing the fight?”


  


  After his confrontation with the blacksmith god Hexetia, Grid’s confidence had developed rapidly. He now knew that respecting others and having manners wasn’t shameful. It was just another way to be respected. He was different from the previous Grid, who had a distorted view of confidence. Grid had shown a rough attitude previously because he hadn’t wanted to look funny to other people.


  


  “Hum... Hum hum.” He had misunderstood that people who acted politely were cowards.


  


  “H-Hello. E-Excuse me...?” Hurent responded awkwardly to the polite complaint.


  


  “I... Excuse me as well...” Haster was also affected by the atmosphere.


  


  Everything seemed to calm, but this ended quickly.


  


  ‘...What am I doing now?’ In this awkward atmosphere, Haster suddenly returned to his senses. He ignored Grid as he remembered that he had to act before Hurent overcame his exhaustion. Haster tried to attack Hurent again, but his sword didn’t reach its target.


  


  [The durability of the Winfred’s Sword has decreased by 43.]


  


  It was because Grid used Drop to block the attack. Grid hadn’t shown this skill when he fought the clone.


  


  ‘An instant skill?’ Haster’s eyes shook as he wrapped a hand around his twitching wrist. Grid was still smiling, but a bit of irritation filled his voice as he asked, “Are you acting like this because I am smiling?” 


  


  “I-I’m sorry. I will calm down.” 


  


  What was this situation? Why were they bowing? Both Hurent and Haster were stunned. They were completely overwhelmed by this mature Grid.




  Chapter 914


  ‘What is this...?’


  


  ‘He actually appeared at this critical timing?’


  


  Haster and Hurent each had a plausible plan. Haster was planning to deal the final blow to the exhausted Hurent, while Hurent planned to fight back using the ‘Developing into a Legend’ title. Yes, both of them were aiming for victory. They had no doubt that they were in a position to win. At this time, the uninvited guest named Grid appeared, rendering their plans useless.


  


  ‘I can’t help thinking that he aimed for this.’ Haster missed his chance to win because of Grid and started to feel doubtful. How could Grid emerge at this exquisite timing? There was only one truth.


  


  ‘He emerged on purpose. That’s for sure,’ Haster thought this.


  


  He was the strongest talent who could see through other people and felt a sense of alarm from Grid.


  


  ‘Grid was guarding against me. He must’ve received my location from Asmophel and has been monitoring me.’


  


  It seemed that Grid was worried that Haster would go one step further by defeating Aura Master Hurent, which was why he had appeared when Haster was on the verge of victory.


  


  ‘This is a method of someone who keeps the highest position. It is truly scary...’


  


  Haster got a grasp of the situation thanks to his reasonable (?) line of thought. Meanwhile, Hurent was disturbed by the situation. ‘Grid knew about me?’


  


  Hurent was reminded that Piaro served Grid. It was likely that Piaro reported many things to Grid.


  


  ‘That’s right. Grid must’ve known that I’ve been a farmer in the Overgeared Kingdom for many years.’


  


  In the first place, the Overgeared Kingdom belonged to Grid. There was little chance that Grid didn’t know what was happening in his country. He had even known that Haster and Hurent were fighting right now. Hurent got a strange feeling.


  


  ‘Grid, are you angry at your fields being ruined?’


  


  In other words...


  


  ‘It means that he respects my hard work in the fields under Piaro... This polite attitude is a means of showing respect.’


  


  Hurent’s heart thumped. Originally, Hurent had possessed no good feelings toward Grid. It was natural. He was an American, yet Grid had knocked him down in only five seconds. Due to Grid, Hurent—one of the strongest rankers in the world—had lost his reputation and went on wandering around for a long time. There had been times when he became depressed as he thought about how his life had been ruined by Grid. Hurent held a grudge against Grid and wanted to beat him someday. 


  


  Yet, at this moment, Hurent realized that those emotions were useless. Why?


  


  ‘Grid clearly knows that I am working in the Overgeared Kingdom... He knew that I would mature and look for him... Rather than kick me out, he has been watching me silently. Then when I experienced a crisis, he rushed to help...’


  


  Grid didn’t dwell on the past.


  


  ‘The current Grid... How wide is your heart?’


  


  Grid was definitely a person with a big heart. After all, there was a reason why Piaro served Grid. Enlightened, Hurent became ashamed of himself for being obsessed with the past. He wanted to beat Grid? Was this why Grid hadn’t appeared in front of him for the past few years?


  


  Yes, Grid knew the truth. He had to know that Hurent had led the soldiers of the Eternal Kingdom to invade Reidan. Grid knew everything, yet he forgave Hurent. He just watched silently because he forgave Hurent. Then the moment when the fields got damaged like this, Grid ran over on his behalf. Despite this, Hurent was still obsessed with the past and wanted to get revenge on Grid...?


  


  ‘Pathetic.’ Hurent felt he was egotistic and selfish. ‘If Grid’s heart is like the sea, my heart is like a well. I am truly a small person.’


  


  Hurent saw the entire truth. He was ashamed of himself and respected Grid. In the meantime, it had been silent for a while.


  


  “So, who will pay the compensation?” Grid asked another question. His fields had been damaged due to a personal fight between outsiders! Grid couldn’t overlook it as the king of the Overgeared Kingdom. He knew the value of the blood and sweat that the farmers had shed.


  


  ‘I don’t know why Hurent is here or who Haster is.’


  


  Grid didn’t wonder why they were fighting in his territory or why Piaro didn’t stop their fight despite being nearby. These were also secondary problems. There was an order to everything. Grid decided that the first thing to handle was the compensation issue. 


  


  “Of course, he will reimburse you.” Hurent pointed at Haster. “He is the one who damaged your field.”


  


  “Hrmm...” Grid was slightly upset after hearing Hurent’s words. Grid definitely remembered Hurent. They had met in the past during the 1st National Competition. Hurent was the best American player who made him taste bitterness during the target processing event. 


  


  Despite having defeated Hurent in five seconds, Grid never belittled him. Grid was well aware of Hurent’s strength. What if Hurent had known about Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Restraint? Grid wouldn’t have been able to win so easily. At present, Grid vividly remembered Hurent’s insight. It had blocked Grid’s swordsmanship and the power of his aura, which dealt fixed damage regardless of target’s defense. The first time they met, Hurent had treated Grid like he was a child.


  


  ‘Now he is acting politely to me...’ Grid noticed that this was the power of etiquette. He acted politely first, so the older person had to be polite back. Grid felt proud.


  


  Haster blushed. “I ruined the fields? Just because I stepped on two buds?”


  


  That’s right. Hurent was the reason why the fields were damaged. He had misunderstood Haster and started a duel. Yet he was now holding Haster responsible? Haster felt wronged. He strongly rejected Hurent’s claim, “Hey Grid. Try acting like a man. I’ve already noticed your intentions. Didn’t you create this situation intentionally?”


  


  Grid frowned at Haster’s shout. ‘This man continues to talk down to me.’


  


  Haster was the opposite of the polite Hurent! Grid’s first impression of Haster was the worst. Hurent bowed and spoke using polite speech while Haster spoke nonsense. At this point, Hurent seemed like a great gentleman.


  


  “Sigh... Yes... I’ll get the compensation from you,” Grid said. It was an extremely personal decision! Grid saw that Haster was the cause of the destruction and demanded an apology and compensation from him. “Haster? Be sure to reimburse me for invading the kingdom, making a disturbance, and causing material damage. Apologize to the farmers who have been working hard.”


  


  “...You are still keeping up the pretense.” Haster’s convictions deepened. Now he was sure that he had fallen into a trap.


  


  ‘Yes, this was his plan from the beginning.’


  


  Why else would the Aura Master be pretending to be a farmer? Wasn’t this the Overgeared Kingdom? There were no coincidences in this world. Haster believed that Hurent disguising as a farmer and then fighting him had all been planned out thoroughly. He thought that Hurent was a member of the Overgeared Guild who acted upon Grid’s orders.


  


  ‘It is to keep me in check and examine my skills...’


  


  Grid tested Haster without even raising a hand. Was this the so-called power of a king? 


  


  Haster was shocked by the power of Overgeared King Grid and took a step back. “Okay. Grid, I understand you now. I have learned that accompanying Asmophel is poisonous, so I will do my class quests on my own in the future.”


  


  “...?”


  


  What was Haster saying? Why did he mention Asmophel’s name all of a sudden? Grid was bewildered. Haster jumped as hard as he could and kicked the air several times. It was close to acrobatics. Every time Haster kicked the air, his body propelled one meter forward.


  


  “What?” Was Haster trying to escape paying compensation? Grid frowned and shouted, “Arrest him!”


  


  Who was he giving the order to? Haster let out a ridiculing scoff in the air. He had already escaped the range of Grid and Hurent, and there were only farmers in the fields. The knights and soldiers of the Overgeared Kingdom weren’t present. Who could capture him?


  


  ‘Grid, I have been hit by you many times. I won’t lose my wariness again.’


  


  He would show Grid that he wouldn’t bow down no matter what means and methods were used to contain him. Instead, he would grow and see the throne. Haster vowed this.


  


  “...!?”


  


  Then two pillars of fire rose and caused an explosion. It was the continuous manifestation of top fire magic. This was deadly for Haster, who had already received great damage from his battle with Hurent.


  


  ‘Kuk...! Who is it?’


  


  There was a slight time difference between the two Fire Walls. Thanks to this, he got the chance to use Heroic Story. If he had been hit by the two Fire Walls at the same time, he would’ve died. Haster turned his eyes toward the direction the Fire Walls came from.


  


  “Gulp. Huh, he’s fine?”


  


  “I am still lacking. My magic power is weak.”


  


  The people speaking were farmers who were eating boiled potatoes.


  


  ‘This is ridiculous!’ Haster denied reality. The two high-level magic spells that threatened to kill him were cast by them? He couldn’t understand it at all.


  


  ‘In the end, they are like Hurent...’


  


  Grid had disguised the powerhouses of his guild as farmers. Haster’s heart thumped as he ran away.


  


  ‘Grid, how far ahead did you look? What do you want to do after grabbing me like this?’


  


  Grid was definitely a different existence from Kraugel. The combination of power, status, and insanity made Grid a difficult opponent. Fear settled deep in Haster’s mind.


  


  “...” Grid felt a heavy sense of burden. It was due to Hurent, not Haster escaping. The man, who was at least 40 years old, was staring at Grid with sparkling eyes. Grid found it difficult to understand and felt uncomfortable.




  Chapter 915


  ‘What are you up to?’


  


  Grid was the person who previously beat Hurent in just five seconds. Consequently, Grid was able to anticipate that Hurent resented him for the aftermath of the ‘five seconds’ incident. Yet... 


  


  ‘What is this?’


  


  What was this loving attention?


  


  ‘I feel very uncomfortable.’


  


  Seeing Hurent’s shining gaze, Grid felt burdened and turned away. It was an effort to wake himself up.


  


  ‘I have to think about it first.'


  


  Grid judged this and opened his mouth to say, “Did you take the wrong medicine? Why are you looking at me with such eyes?” 


  


  He was wary. However, Hurent was trying to appeal to him with his eyes, so Grid couldn’t make any rash moves. 


  


  ‘I have to grasp the intent behind his ways to understand what he is interested in.’


  


  It was fine. He could do it. Grid had spent the last year trying to use his head! He encouraged himself, thinking he no longer had a stone brain.


  


  “Huhuhut. There is no need to act. Oh, I am older than you. Can I speak in a more relaxed manner?”


  


  As Hurent’s nonsense began, Grid fell into confusion.


  


  “Act?”


  


  It didn’t matter if Hurent spoke less politely, and it was strange to listen to an old man talk in a polite way the whole time anyway. Why did he suddenly say that Grid was acting though?


  


  ‘How am I acting?’


  


  It felt like he was in front of a sphinx!


  


  Hurent bowed to the baffled Grid. It wasn’t a perfunctory bow that would make others want to slap him. He bowed with deep respect. “Thank you for your care over the past few years. I am amazed and honored that despite knowing the intentions behind why I came to the Overgeared Kingdom, you observed me instead of disturbing me. I feel embarrassed thinking about the days when I was obsessed with getting revenge on you.”


  


  “...???”


  


  “I’m serious. Ordinary people wouldn’t be able to watch a competitor who can be a threat without being prejudiced about the past while also giving them new opportunities. Grid, I am fascinated by your boldness.”


  


  “...????” Question marks continued to appear over Grid’s head. Grid was still feeling lost when Hurent showed a bitter smile and said, “You kept watching... I also thank you for being concerned about me fighting in the fields. Still, I feel it is somewhat bittersweet. I’m so weak that you defeated me in five seconds, and I can’t beat the farmers in this kingdom... It must’ve been difficult to see such a thrilling battle.”


  


  “...”


  


  This was crazy. Hurent wasn’t sane. It was obvious that this human was crazy.


  


  Grid was watching Hurent...? He was considerate enough to give Hurent new opportunities… and he protected Hurent in the fight...?


  


  ‘Since when? Ah!’ Grid stared at Hurent like he was a madman before belatedly realizing that Hurent was wearing dirt-covered clothes and there was a straw hat at his feet. ‘...Is he the second Kraugel?’


  


  Grid’s head was definitely working better than before. As soon as he heard Hurent’s story and confirmed the pattern, he gained a rough grasp of the situation. ‘This guy has been a farmer in the Overgeared Kingdom for the past few years and mistakenly thought I knew about it. He misunderstood my intrusion in the fight as an act to protect him.’


  


  Did Grid have a constitution prone to causing misunderstandings? Why did people misunderstand his actions every time? Grid had a headache, but he also felt relieved.


  


  ‘Most of the misunderstandings went in a positive direction.’


  


  If he had been misunderstood in the negative direction, how uncomfortable and frustrating would it be? That road was too dark to imagine.


  


  “I will explain, Your Majesty.” Piaro quietly approached them at this moment.


  


  “Tell me,” Grid gave permission. 


  


  Then Piaro started the long story. After Hurent led the Eternal army and invaded Reidan, Piaro saw his potential and took him in as a farmer. Since then, Hurent had been contributing to the agriculture of the kingdom... Piaro didn’t hide a single truth and explained everything to Grid, “Hurent’s aura is truly great. It is at a level that can cause an agricultural revolution. Since he became a naturalized farmer, the crop production has increased by 20%...”


  


  “Naturalization? He isn’t an illegal?” Grid frowned as he listened. He was feeling more angry than disappointed with Piaro. “Does it make sense to take an enemy, who might hurt me, and make him work in the fields? Do you want me to be assassinated?”


  


  Grid didn’t doubt Piaro’s loyalty. At the time of the Belial raid, Piaro had fought for Grid and risked dying without achieving his purpose of getting revenge on the empress. In particular, Piaro had given all the loot he acquired from Belial to Grid. Yes, Grid found it difficult to doubt Piaro’s loyalty. However, this time, it was hard to understand. Taking an enemy who wanted to harm Grid and placing him in the fields...? In the end, Piaro was raising his enemy. This was the part Grid couldn’t understand. It was a reprehensible action.


  


  “...” Piaro shook his head. He couldn’t say anything because he knew why Grid was angry. Grid grew angrier because Piaro didn’t give an excuse. He had to interpret the silence as agreement. Fortunately, the misunderstanding didn’t deepen. It was thanks to the emergence of the potato lover—no, Bland who was more famous for being a farmer than a magic swordsman these days.


  


  “King Grid, the person called Hurent was always under my supervision.”


  


  “Bland.”


  


  It had been several months since they last met, but Bland had a potato in his mouth like usual. Bland swallowed and explained to Grid in detail, “It was Piaro’s command. He told me to kill Hurent if I ever saw him take any actions with a different heart. It was a thorough preparation for Your Majesty’s safety.”


  


  Piaro added, “It was also my personal judgment. Hurent is someone without the capacity to ambush a person. I am convinced that even if he did point his sword at Your Majesty, it would be in a fair fight. If that day came, I would run to Your Majesty and explain all the circumstances.”


  


  At first, Piaro had only coveted the aura ability. Hurent’s ability to plow dozens of targets on the ground had room to grow to a level similar to Piaro’s. Piaro had no doubt that Hurent would grow into a person who would contribute to the Overgeared Kingdom’s agriculture, and Hurent met these expectations. Additionally, Piaro had been aware of the danger, so he stationed people around Hurent.


  


  “I see... It was like this.” Grid was relieved after finding out the entire truth. The disappointment and anger that sprouted in him at the thought of his most trusted loyalist betraying him gradually disappeared. However, Grid still felt sad. Thus, he gave a warning, “In the future, don’t keep secrets from me. I want you to report everything that happens to me.”


  


  “Yes, I understand. In the future, I will report to Your Majesty whenever I recruit a new farmer,” Piaro answered energetically. His still solid loyalty could be seen. No, it had grown from before. He was grateful that Grid had helped him reunited with Singuled, his old friend. It was a harmonious atmosphere.


  


  ‘...I’m ashamed.’ Hurent stood alone and blushed. It was because he realized the reality of the situation through the conversation that went on between Grid, Piaro, and Bland. He was ashamed because he had misinterpreted Grid’s actions and even admired Grid.


  


  ‘I will be a fool for the rest of my life.’ Hurent became uneasy because he thought that Grid would laugh at him. He wanted to hide in a mouse hole.


  


  “Do you have a grudge against me?” Grid suddenly asked Hurent.


  


  Hurent glanced at Piaro and Bland before answering honestly, “It would be a lie if I said I didn’t have those emotions. Now that I think about it, I don’t hate you. I was defeated purely because I was weak. It is funny if I keep thinking it is unfair.”


  


  “Hoh...? Your lost your honor because of me, but there are no hard feelings?” Grid was full of doubts as it was hard to believe. 


  


  Yet Hurent’s eyes were shining brightly. “Secluding myself from the world was the path I chose. I didn’t lose my place because I was defeated.”


  


  “Did you seclude yourself to train?”


  


  “That’s right. I wanted to beat you.”


  


  “You said there was no grudge?”


  


  “Yes. It is just the matter of a man’s pride.


  


  “Hrmm…”


  


  Grid was a special person. He had experienced both the lows and highs of life. He had lived the life of the weak, the poor, and the debtor as well as the life of the rich, the life of those envied by others, the life of a challenger, and the challenged. In the process, he had met all types of humans and had been treated differently by them. Sometimes, he had been downtrodden and stepped on, while other times, he had stepped on them or they had given him joy.


  


  That’s right. Grid had a varied history. Setting aside his intelligence, he had a good eye for people. Grid could see that Hurent was an upright person. He could sympathize with Hurent since there had been a time when he also aimed for Kraugel. Thus, Grid made a suggestion, “I will give you a chance to get revenge. Let’s fight. Come on.”


  


  “What?”


  


  The opportunity Hurent desired had suddenly arrived? Hurent thought he would be deported, so this was a good chance for him.


  


  “...No, I still can’t fight you,” Hurent rejected the opportunity. Why...? Hurent continued saying, “Do you know the person called Haster?”


  


  “The one here before? It is the first time I’ve seen him.”


  


  “That’s right. He is someone unheard of in Satisfy. Yet I struggled to win against him.”


  


  Haster had the power of the seven malignant saints, and he couldn’t be called weak. It was enough to make Hurent feel rather weak. After all, he was someone who had suffered several defeats to the farmer called Bland.


  


  “I am shamefully weak despite all my efforts over the past few years.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “It is absurd for a weak person like me to fight someone like you. I realized it today.”


  


  “...”


  


  “I will give up on this desire. I will humbly accept the defeat of that day. I should’ve done it earlier but enlightenment was too late. Hut! Just think of it as this uncle’s stubbornness.”


  


  “...”


  


  Grid still vividly remembered Hurent’s powerful aura attacks and his control that was comparable to Hao’s. Looking back at it now, Hurent’s strength had been amazing. If Hurent had grown steadily over the years, he was probably still one of the strongest players in the game. In particular, he was one of the few players who could threaten Grid. Yet this powerhouse called himself weak and gave up his desire to defeat Grid, wasting his efforts of the past few years?


  


  ‘This is wrong.’ Grid felt very regretful, especially because he liked Hurent’s personality. So, he suggested once again, “You have been working for so many years, and now you want to avoid a confrontation with me? Won’t it be a lifelong regret? You will want to turn back the clock one day. Come on, let’s fight.”


  


  “You are a really decent person.” Hurent’s nose wrinkled. Feeling deeply grateful for Grid’s care, Hurent didn’t stay stubborn. He released his fighting spirit in return for Grid’s consideration. “Okay! Let’s fight! I will challenge you!”


  


  “You should’ve come out like this sooner.”


  


  [Aura Impact is being used.]


  


  [Accurately imagine the shape of the aura within 2 seconds. If there is even a small error in the image, the skill will fail.]


  


  “Aura Thunder!”


  


  [You have visualized lightning falling from the sly! By reproducing the power of nature, the power of your aura has been increased greatly!]


  


  [There is a limit to the power that a unique rated aura can exert.]


  


  Red lightning bolts fell from the sky several times. It happened in a flash. This wasn’t something that ordinary humans without Super Sensitivity could react to.


  


  [You have suffered 9,900 damage.]


  


  [You have suffered 9,900 damage.]


  


  [You have suffered 9,900 damage.]


  


  [You have received an electric shock.]


  


  [You have resisted.]


  


  Grid was filled with a thrilling feeling as he was struck by the lightning. It was a power that rendered his defense and resistance useless.


  


  ‘The fixed damage has grown close to 10,000!’


  


  It was too strong. Hurent was one of the best players. Grid could see this himself. He felt respect for Hurent who had been trying hard for so long.


  


  “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle!”


  


  This was the result.


  


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  


  [A person who is becoming a legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 2.5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  


  “...Hah.” It was the first time Hurent had suffered like this in a long time. His shoulders sagged, just like the day of the ‘five seconds incident’. “Look... I am weak...”


  


  “Didn’t you last 20 seconds this time?”


  


  “Haha...”


  


  “Oh, aren’t you in bad shape because you just had a battle?”


  


  “Haaaah...”


  


  “...” Grid felt a sense of guilt for some reason. He felt it was a pity for Hurent’s shoulders to sag with useless regret. Maybe this was why he reached out. “If you don’t have a place to go, join the Overgeared Guild. Become a scout.”


  


  “A scout? I already have a job as a farmer.”


  


  “Are you serious?”


  


  “Yes. I have to learn more from Piaro.”


  


  “How much stronger...?”


  


  “At the very least, I have to escape from being a weakling. What is the point if I can only defeat mobs? I can’t keep losing when fighting against other people.”


  


  “Ah, yes. Then just apply to the guild.”


  


  He wouldn’t miss out on Hurent. Grid took the opportunity to recruit the best talent, and Hurent joined the Overgeared Guild. It was a great event that would make several people fall from amazement.
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  [Name: Singuled


  


  Age: 39  Gender: Male


  


  Race: Human


  


  Title: Successor of a Half Killing Energy Method


  


  *When attacking, there is a 22% chance that the opponent can’t resist the ‘internal injury’ state.


  


  *When dealing a counterattack, there is a 9% chance that the opponent can’t resist the ‘internal injury’ state.


  


  The enemy will suffer terrible pain, and all stats will fall dramatically. It is accompanied by bleeding (severe) and reduced resources recovery.


  


  Title: Knight of Destruction


  


  *Increases physical attack by 20% and attack power of wide area skills by 40%. The lower the health, the greater the attack power increase.


  


  When attacking an enemy with internal injuries, 2,400–4,400 additional fixed damage will be inflicted.


  


  Level: 455


  


  Strength: 4,001  Stamina: 1,760


  


  Agility: 1,008    Intelligence: 209


  


  Skill: Empire's Swordsmanship (B), Penance (A), Frenzy (SS), Half Killing Energy Destruction Method (SS)


  


  -The Third Knight of the former Red Knights.


  


  He inherited his family’s vision and sometimes feels sad about his power, which kills the enemy in a terrible manner.]


  


  ‘Amazing.’ Grid felt in awe of Singuled as he confirmed Singuled’s information through Character Observation. It was the first time he had met a named NPC with these biased stats.


  


  ‘Most knights have evenly developed their stats, while this...’


  


  Killing energy destruction method—did Singuled have to develop strength in order to unleash the power of this skill that had a frightening name?


  


  ‘I think I can understand why Mercedes’ evaluated him as being stronger than Asmophel.’


  


  Killing Energy Destruction Method and Frenzy were both top-rated skills. As the user’s health decreased, attack power and agility increased greatly. A high percentage of their blood would also be restored through the blood-sucking method. There was the disadvantage of being weak to magic attacks, but Asmophel wasn’t a magician.


  


  ‘Apart from Piaro, there will be few Red Knights who can fight one on one with Singuled. However, he will be a meal for a magician.’


  


  Grid smiled gently as he saw Singuled bowing in front of him. “Welcome to the Overgeared Kingdom. I know about your situation. I will help you get revenge along with Piaro and Asmophel. Until then, I hope that you will support me together with Piaro.”


  


  “Yes.” There was no enthusiasm in Singuled’s answer.


  


  It was unavoidable. Singuled had only come to the Overgeared Kingdom for revenge and had no reason to be loyal to Grid.


  


  ‘The spar shall be postponed until next time.’


  


  There was a high possibility that his affinity with Singuled would decline if he asked for a duel. Grid had to be careful until he gained a certain amount of loyalty from Singuled. Grid whispered into Piaro’s ears, “I want to know more about the killing energy. Find a clue to open up Singuled’s heart.”


  


  “I will do my best.”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  ‘We need talent.’ 


  


  Lauel had been obsessed with building up the workforce ever since he decided to help Grid build the kingdom. This obsession hadn’t changed despite transcendent NPCs like Piaro, Asmophel, and Mercedes serving Grid. The Saharan Empire, the Hwan Kingdom on the East Continent, hell, and so on—the opponents who would be hostile to the Overgeared Kingdom in the future were several times stronger. As such, Lauel was nervous. He thought he should gather more people and develop the kingdom quickly. Lauel saw that there would be no future for the Overgeared Kingdom if they couldn’t break down the empire in front of them.


  


  The reality of the situation wasn’t that easy.


  


  ‘So far, there is no talent.’


  


  After the founding of the Overgeared Kingdom, Lauel had used the authority of the prime ministers to gather talented people using all sorts of methods. He offered the Grid set, gave tax exemptions, and created extensive quests that jeopardized the treasury. Lauel used all types of benefits and temptations to lure people to the Overgeared Kingdom and then tried to screen them strictly. However, there were few talents who caught his eyes. It was difficult to meet anyone better than the existing Overgeared members.


  


  ‘I don’t want geniuses. I just want to detect people with the appropriate potential for their field.’


  


  Lauel sighed as his anxiety deepened day by day. He felt more desperate because he knew why it was hard to gather talents.


  


  ‘It is a phenomenon created by a backlash.’


  


  There was still a large number of players—especially those who believed themselves to be superior to others—who were hostile to the Overgeared Kingdom. They chose to take a different path from the Overgeared Kingdom, thinking it was enough to get them ahead. This path was naturally to side with the empire. Many rankers—apart from some top rankers—knocked on the door of the empire due to the offered benefits and fame. They wanted to keep the Overgeared Kingdom in check under the illusion of justice.


  


  ‘Stupid humans... It is about time that this false sense of pride of fairness is ended.’


  


  Satisfy offered an open field similar to Earth and had an infinite degree of freedom. At this very moment, numerous players were making or experiencing their own stories. Thus, many people overlooked Satisfy’s main storyline. Why? At this moment, there was no connection between the main story and their gameplay content.


  


  ‘Satisfy is huge. The Saharan Empire is a prime example.’


  


  The starting point for all players was the West Continent. Right now, the West Continent was under the control of the Saharan Empire. The Saharan Empire dreamed of a complete conquest over the West Continent, and all kingdoms were afraid of the empire. It meant that war was approaching inevitably.


  


  ‘The Saharan Empire will unleash a unification war on the continent.’ 


  


  Lauel interpreted this war as the first main story of Satisfy. The lives of the two billion players could change depending on the outcome of the war.


  


  ‘Once the Saharan Empire succeeds in the unification of the continent, it is natural for certain NPC forces—such as the empire’s nobles—to increase their status... Players are likely to receive fewer benefits than they do now.’


  


  Discrimination would arise. The NPCs had different mindsets from modern people and would infringe on the ‘freedom’ that players currently enjoyed.


  


  ‘Then they will cross over to the East Continent, and the players caught up in the empire’s ambitions will suffer.’


  


  This might be an extreme idea, but Lauel was convinced that it would be better in many ways if the ruler of the West Continent was a player rather than an NPC. This fact had already been proven by the Overgeared Kingdom. Most of the infrastructure built by the Overgeared Kingdom was for the convenience of the players. However, many people thought that Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom weren’t good because the empire was their public enemy.


  


  “...King Grid is too great.”


  


  Wasn’t he a person who could recruit monsters as subordinates every time he went on an adventure? It was difficult to list each one, such as Piaro, Asmophel, Mercedes, Sticks, Sua, and so on.


  


  “Of course, I am the smart one... It would be better if I had the insight to read what the other person wanted... What is this? Is it the difference in charm? Am I so perfect that people can’t easily get close to me?” Lauel deliberately made a foolish expression in front of the mirror.


  


  “What are you doing? Is there a game like this in the United States?” Someone opened the office door without knocking.


  


  Lauel looked back with surprise and saw Grid, but his gaze was focused on the person behind Grid. “This is...?”


  


  “Don’t you know him? He is Hurent. He joined the Overgeared Guild today.”


  


  “...”


  


  The person had a roughly grown beard and grayish hair. Lauel confirmed the face and ID of the middle-aged man that Grid had brought with him several times. It was definitely Hurent, the Aura Master. He was the hero who had the expectations of the American people during the 1st National Competition. Hurent was a competitor that Lauel acknowledged and a monster-level talent that Lauel had been so eager for.


  


  “I thought you would be happy? Why are you just standing there absentmindedly?” Grid wondered.


  


  “...Now you’re just picking people up in the front yard?” Lauel flopped down like he had lost all strength.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Huh? You aren’t joining the National Competition?” Lauel asked, feeling startled. He was baffled that Grid would be absent even though he had already played a major role and benefited greatly from the previous National Competitions. “Why are you refusing when this is chance to get definite rewards? You can rest assured if you’re worried about the empty house being hit like last year. Didn’t I tell you that I have made thorough preparations this time?”


  


  “Oh, be sure to prepare for the empty house. But I’m not refusing to compete because of the kingdom.”


  


  “Hrmm.” Lauel calmed down his agitation. Grid was the best. He could win three gold medals when he participated in the National Competition, and this was a chance that came once a year. Wasn’t he the king of greed? There must be a reason why Grid wasn’t joining.


  


  Lauel thought about it and shrugged. “I see. Your Majesty has your own plan.”


  


  “Right.”


  


  Grid planned to have fun secretly playing the demon king. He wanted to tell Lauel the truth and boast about his role in this year’s National Competition. However, the S.A.Group had issued a contract clause stating that the demon king project couldn’t be leaked outside, and Grid had signed it. So, he couldn’t boast about it.


  


  “Hrmm…” Lauel saw Grid’s expression and was relieved. “Well, Your Majesty isn’t a person who likes receiving damages... I believe that you will do well.”


  


  “Yes. I’m sure you will do well in the National Competition. Shouldn’t the United States win at least once while the immigration is delayed?”


  


  “If Your Majesty doesn’t join, the champion is already the United States.”


  


  “You sure seem confident. Doesn’t South Korea have Yura and Peak Sword?”


  


  “They are certainly remarkable. There is also Jokbal. Still, can those three afford to go against the power of the United States?”


  


  “Um...” Grid frowned. He recalled the talents of the US representatives and felt that only three people were lacking.


  


  ‘I don’t mean to ignore Yura and Peak Sword but...’


  


  The players from the United States were too great. Just Kraugel and Lauel were big threats, let alone the other powerhouses. Hurent was also American.


  


  ‘I don’t know if Zibal will be present.’


  


  Then what about South Korea?


  


  ‘The difference is too big.’


  


  Grid was strong enough to guarantee at least two gold medals, but what about Yura and Peak Sword?


  


  ‘They will lose the gold medal if they are in the same event as Kraugel...’ Grid noticed his mistake.


  


  What if South Korea’s ranking fell because he accepted the position of demon king for his own profit and fun?


  


  ‘There might be a sudden surge in the number of anti-fan cafe members...?’


  


  It was likely given the propensity of the Korean netizens. The fact that Grid refused to represent the Korean team due to personal greed would arouse public indignation once it was revealed. It wouldn’t be strange if he were regarded as a person who sold out his country.


  


  ‘Why?’


  


  Grid wasn’t an individual. He was the king of the Overgeared Kingdom. If he were criticized, the prestige of the kingdom would also naturally fall.


  


  ‘Do I have to refuse the demon king project?’


  


  Did Lauel read Grid’s look of concern? Lauel reassured Grid, “Your Majesty can do what you want. I asked you to become king for our benefit, not to put shackles on you. Don’t be afraid of criticism, and just do what you want.”


  


  “This person...”


  


  Sometimes he was annoying, yet he was encouraging at other times. Giving Lauel a warm smile, Grid rose from his seat. “I know you have been concerned about your eyes these days, so look forward to it. I think I can make convincing sunglasses at the end of the National Competition.”


  


  “Sunglasses?”


  


  “It is a pair of sunglasses that the evil eyes’ king can use.”




  Chapter 917


  -Grid: How are you?


  


  -Kraugel: Are you worried?


  


  -Grid: No way. Who will dare worry about the person in the sky? I was just saying a common greeting.


  


  -Kraugel: Things are good. I will get straight to the point. Why did you send me a whisper?


  


  -Grid: Hehe... Can you let me know one thing? Are there any minerals in Satisfy that can be used as a material for sunglasses?


  


  -Kraugel: Sunglasses? I see. The person who made the first contact with the evil eyes’ king was you. Are you planning to appease the evil eyes’ king?


  


  -Grid: Amazing... Don’t you know this is really creepy now? How can you guess that from one question?


  


  -Kraugel: ...Isn’t it funny that you are asking me about minerals?


  


  -Grid: Pagma’s knowledge isn’t universal. I don’t know what materials are required to make the item until the recipe is acquired.


  


  -Kraugel: I heard you recently got an accessories maker? Won’t it be better to ask her?


  


  -Grid: Unfortunately, she still lacks experience. On the other hand, you have accumulated the most experience and knowledge in Satisfy. Please do me a favor. If you help me this time...


  


  -Kraugel: The grandmaster’s experiments wear black glasses. They wear glasses made by processing ether diamonds.


  


  -Grid: Grandmaster? Experiments? Diamond?


  


  -Kraugel: Once again, it is an ether diamond. I’m told it can be mined from the Elliter Mine in Talima.


  


  Grid: The dwarf city... Do the dwarves grant access to the mine?


  


  -Kraugel: The Elliter Mine has long been abandoned.


  


  -Grid: Why?


  


  -Kraugel: Elliter mine has a gap in the dimension. Muller sealed it, but the seal has weakened recently.


  


  -Grid: A gap in the dimension?


  


  -Kraugel: It is also known as a hell gate. Sometimes the 12th great demon’s ‘hand’ will pop out.


  


  -Grid: Hand...?


  


  -Kraugel: A hand that can grab hundreds of dwarves at once and turns them into dirt.


  


  -Grid: Is it impossible to go there right now?


  


  -Kraugel: That’s right. The dwarves won’t open the mine.


  


  -Grid: So, that means there is only one way to get the ether diamond right now?


  


  -Kraugel: That’s right.


  


  -Grid: The National Competition’s compensation.


  


  -Kraugel: I wish you luck.


  


  -Grid: Same. I hope you aren’t disturbed.


  


  -Kraugel: Are you mocking me now? You are a few steps ahead of me this year.


  


  -Grid: Next year?


  


  -Kraugel: We will stand side by side.


  


  “Side by side instead of surpassing me again? He is a humble person.”


  


  Grid finished whispering and stood up. He sensed the resurgence of a competitor with SSS-class talent who was different from the ordinary Grid in many ways. Grid’s expectations were greater than his fear. He was stimulated rather than daunted.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  The S.A Group’s headquarters—how was a building permit given for this? Did they give bribes? The building was so tall that it raised questions.


  


  A car that was rarely seen stopped at the entrance of the lobby. This was a limited edition sports sedan which only a few people around the world had. It had been three years since the release of this model, but the unchanging value and sophisticated design still captivated people’s attention. The staff of the S.A Group in the lobby stopped their work and paid attention to the car. There were few people in South Korea who didn’t know of the car’s owner.


  


  Click.


  


  There were many exclamations when the young man descended from the car. Shin Youngwoo—he was famous for being the first king among two billion players around the world. He received star treatment even among the employees of the S.A Group.


  


  “Welcome. I was surprised when I heard you wanted a direct visit.” Yoon Nahee, the manager of the operations team, came to meet him.


  


  “It is nice to experience the fresh breeze. This is the best company in the world.”


  


  “It is thanks to Youngwoo-ssi and the other users who enjoy playing the game.”


  


  “You’re grateful to the users? I have a feeling that today’s contract will be successful.”


  


  Yoon Nahee was very surprised by Youngwoo’s attitude. The silly young man she met last year was now gone.


  


  ‘He is a man who grew up with Satisfy...'


  


  She shouldn’t forget that the man in front of her was more special than anyone else. Yoon Nahee smiled brightly. “We put our heart and soul into the contract with Youngwoo-ssi. You can look forward to it.”


  


  “You put your heart and soul into it? Did the company’s position on pavranium and divine stone change?”


  


  “I’m sorry, but... as we mentioned in advance, we can’t include pavranium and divine stone in the rewards. Pavranium is a class-specific item, so the acquisition path and quantity are limited. Divine stone is classified as a ‘divine’ item above adamantium and bloodstone, meaning players can’t acquire it yet. Didn’t you check the copy of the contract this morning?”


  


  “I just wanted to ask. I understand. I can’t argue about this.”


  


  “Thank you for your understanding. The director will explain in more detail but Youngwoo-ssi’s rewards are limited to tier one production materials like last year... You—?” Yoon Nahee felt disturbed as she took Youngwoo to the elevator. It was due to the particularly dark smile that spread across Youngwoo’s face. “What are you thinking?”


  


  “Ether diamond. It is the reward I want.”


  


  “...!!” Yoon Nahee fell silent as she heard the name of the unexpected item. It was fortunate that she didn’t fall down. The ether diamonds—they were diamonds encased in the dark matter called ‘ether’ that absorbed light and magic power. The mineral inherited the characteristics of ether and diamonds, showing exceptional power under certain conditions. It was worth more than adamantium and bloodstone which were the representatives of different worlds.


  


  ‘However, the mineral rating is below adamantium and bloodstone.’


  


  It was naturally one of the best minerals that existed in the human world. Still, there was a problem.


  


  “...You know about it? The acquisition path of the ether diamond hasn’t opened yet.”


  


  The special power of the ether diamond gave it a certain kind of usefulness, and it had the potential to make the ‘rating’ obsolete. It was something that a player shouldn’t have yet.


  


  “Youngwoo-ssi, the balance is important. At this point in time, players shouldn’t have an ether diamond either.”


  


  Shin Youngwoo knew the balance that she was concerned about. For example...


  


  “Do you think I will free the evil eyes’ king?”


  


  “...!!"”


  


  Ding!


  


  The elevator door stopped where Yoon Nahee was heading. It was the 51st floor. She stood behind Shin Youngwoo like a statue as he knocked on the door of Director Yoon Sangmin’s office. He stated, “You promised me. You will give me up to seven items under a certain rating for the demon king project.”


  


  Yes, the rating... The S.A Group focused on the rating of the rewards. That was a mistake.


  


  “N-No.” Yoon Nahee looked at the office door that closed and hurriedly pulled out her phone. She tried to call Yoon Sangmin.


  


  (What’s going on?) Fortunately, Director Yoon Sangmin picked up just after greeting Shin Youngwoo. She was in his emergency contact network, so Yoon Sangmin couldn’t ignore her.


  


  Yoon Nahee shouted, “We have to change the contract!”


  


  (What are you saying? You want to suddenly change the contents of a contract that has already been thoroughly reviewed? Do you think this company is a playground?)


  


  “Youngwoo-ssi wants ether diamonds!”


  


  (What? A player knows about the ether diamond? Already?)


  


  “Modify the contents of the rewards before Youngwoo-ssi signs it!”


  


  It wasn’t too late. Shin Youngwoo had just entered the office. He would’ve shared a handshake with Yoon Sangmin and just received the contract. By now, he should’ve just read the first part of the contract. Yoon Nahee felt hopeful. However, Yoon Sangmin’s murmur over the phone took away her hopes, (...He has already signed it.)


  


  “...!!”


  


  He signed the contract without reading it...?


  


  “...Ah.” The nervous Yoon Nahee belatedly realized that this wasn’t the first contract Shin Youngwoo had signed with the S.A Group. Before the 2nd National Competition, he signed a contract with the S.A Group and experienced the ‘reliability’ of the S.A Group.


  


  ‘Then the reason he asked for a copy of the contract this morning...’


  


  Yoon Nahee hung up the phone and shook her head.


  


  “As the years pass, he is becoming harder and harder to deal with. The woman who gets him will suffer.”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “It has been a long time.”


  


  “Nice to see you. I have been watching and cheering you on.”


  


  “Thank you. Please give me the contract. I assume it hasn’t changed from the copy sent to me this morning?”


  


  “Of course not. Check it once again and then sign... Excuse me, I have to pick up a call.”


  


  “I’ve signed.”


  


  “...????”


  


  It happened in less than a minute. Shin Youngwoo laughed as he placed the fountain pen he received from his father back into his pocket. Meanwhile, Yoon Sangmin struggled to keep calm as he put away his phone. “You signed without reading it?”


  


  “Didn’t you say the contents are the same?”


  


  “You never know...”


  


  “It’s okay. I already signed it.”


  


  “We can resign the contract if we both agree... Sigh, okay. I understand. There is no point feeling regretful since it has already happened. I have one question.”


  


  “What is it?”


  


  “Why did you take the risk?”


  


  “The risk?"


  


  “You could’ve pretended not to know about the ether diamond and then signed the contract after carefully checking its contents. Why did you dare to tell Yoon Nahee about the ether diamond and create such an urgent situation?”


  


  “I wanted to be sure.”


  


  “Sure?”


  


  “I wasn’t sure if I should choose the ether diamond instead of a divine creature byproduct.”


  


  “...Yoon Nahee’s reaction gave you confidence.”


  


  “Yes. Her honest reaction gave me the answer. That’s why I signed this.”


  


  “I see. You made the correct judgment. The ether diamond... To be precise, the value of the evil eyes’ king that can be exploited with the ether diamond is great.” The evil eyes were an advanced species. They were different from the inferior water clan. The king of the evil eyes would give Shin Youngwoo a power that couldn’t be compared to the water clan. “With this, Youngwoo-ssi can build a foundation to fight against the empire. However, don’t forget. It is just a possibility. The rewards will only be given based on Youngwoo-ssi’s and the four heavenly kings’ actions.”


  


  The contract clearly stated:


  


  1. Shin Youngwoo must participate in the ‘Demon King’s Subjugation’ event during the National Competition and play the role of the demon king.


  


  2. The demon king’s role is to be hostile and overpower the players participating in the Demon King’s Subjugation event.


  


  3. The S.A Group will support Shin Youngwoo.


  


  4. The four heavenly kings are referring to the NPCs Piaro, Asmophel, Mercedes, and Noll. The range of the duplication is limited to their stats, skills, and items. Duplication of their personalities, memories, and emotions are strictly forbidden.


  


  ......


  


  ......


  


  12. The S.A Group is obliged to pay Shin Youngwoo compensation whenever the number of kills accumulated at the gateways of the four heavenly kings increases by 100. Compensation payout will be given at the end of the contract.


  


  13. If Shin Youngwoo survives until the end of the Demon King subjugation event, the S.A Group will give him compensation. Compensation payout will be given at the end of the contract.


  


  14. This agreement is valid until the end of the 4th Satisfy National Competition.


  


  Unlike Shin Youngwoo’s wishes, there were no special privileges. The S.A Group didn’t give Shin Youngwoo any special skills or items when he was the demon king. Shin Youngwoo had to fight against all those participating in the National Competition with his own abilities and the abilities of the four heavenly kings who cloned the stats of his subordinates.


  


  It wouldn’t be easy. In particular, once the representatives of each country recognized the essence of the event and formed an ‘alliance’, the odds of the king being defeated would rise exponentially. Grid could gain up to seven rewards. Youngwoo would be able to monopolize more rewards than others could, but he was in a disadvantageous situation.


  


  “Please play an active role and get the rewards you want.”


  


  “Thank you for your support,” Youngwoo said goodbye to Director Yoon Sangmin and headed home. For the remainder of the time he had left, he was planning to build up his specs, make new items for his subordinates, and raise his level. In particular, he had to refine Noll who had been left unattended for a long time.


  


  ‘The National Competition now has a separate server. I can consume the creation slots at will.’


  


  There was a chance of victory.


  


  ‘I will do whatever it takes to win.’


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “Apart from the ether diamond, the list of rewards includes the Stone of Life, the prophet’s skull, the kelad cloth, and the yangban’s mask. Get rid of them”


  


  Yoon Sangmin gave an order after Shin Youngwoo left. It wasn’t possible to change the compensation for Shin Youngwoo who had a separate contract, but the gold medal rewards were different.


  


  ‘We figured out the blind spots of the compensation thanks to Youngwoo-ssi. We’ve received his help.’ He tried to think positively, but a sigh emerged. Yoon Sangmin was already worried about the demon king project.




  Chapter 918


  [You have entered the Vampire’s Underground City (7).]


  


  [The entrance of the dungeon is blocked. Contact with the outside world will be blocked.]


  


  [The dungeon boss smells an intruder.]


  


  [The dungeon boss has discovered your identity and hurriedly retracts his magic power.] 


  


  [The entrance of the dungeon is opened. The external barriers are removed.]


  


  [The dungeon boss ‘Noll’ cries out to the city’s vampires.]


  


  “He is my master.”


  


  [The dungeon vampires are astonished.]


  


  [They ask if he is stronger than the farmer.]


  


  [The dungeon boss ‘Noll’ hits them.]


  


  “Shut up.”


  


  [The dungeon vampires close their mouths.]


  


  [You control the Vampire’s Underground City (7).]


  


  [This is the first time you have visited the dungeon after conquering it.]


  


  [The dungeon information will be updated.]


  


  [Vampire’s Underground City (7)]


  


  [Rating: S (Temporarily Downgraded)


  


  Boss: Noll


  


  Monsters: Vampire familiars. Low-grade vampires, intermediate vampires, true blood vampires.


  


  Monster Respawn Standby Time: 1 minute – 59 minutes.


  


  Acceptable Monster Number: 10,890


  


  -A dungeon where agriculture is actively developing thanks to the intervention of a legendary person. The dungeon is becoming a ‘village’ due to the agriculture phenomenon.


  


  The vampires’ hunger is at a low level due to eating the ‘blood potatoes’ that are being grown. The vampires in the city feel a faint appeal toward humans due to the influence of the boss ‘Noll.’ Once the dungeon’s village is completed, the already spawned monsters will change to ‘NPCs.’ They will become your precious people.


  


  * There are 159 days until the village is completed.


  


  * Pray that as many monsters as possible are alive when the village is completed. 


  


  * The type of dungeon monsters might vary if the boss is changed.]


  


  “What type of wind did you bring with you?” The boy who approached Grid had a beauty that went beyond human standards. Human modifiers could never describe the beauty of this boy. The vampire earl, Noll—he had been born directly from Shizo Beriache’s body, and now he served Grid thanks to the effect of Pangea’s Duke of Virtue.


  


  [Name: Noll


  


  Age: 221  Gender: Male


  


  Species: Direct Descendant Vampire


  


  Title: Fourth Child of Shizo Beriache


  


  * Has inherited Beriache’s attribute of compassion. 


  


  * Can use blood magic that has a beneficial effect on his allies.


  


  Title: Vampire who has Overcome the Curse of Idleness.


  


  * Has a strong desire for life. If his health falls below 10%, he will become a coward. He will lose his purpose and only strive to survive.


  


  * Has a strong desire to broaden his horizons. He will actively want to learn.


  


  Title: A Predator


  


  * Once hungry, his true power will be exerted. The higher the fighting energy, the higher the abilities. The current hunger level is 4/10.


  


  Level: 433


  


  Strength: 3,621 (▼)   Stamina: 2,567 (▼)


  


  Agility: 2,310 (▼)       Intelligence: 3,580 (▼)


  


  Skills: Blood Farming (A), Direct Suppression (SS), Blood Transfusion (S), Blood Donation (SS), Blood Magic (S+), Run Wild (SSS)


  


  * A child who Shizo Beriache especially loved. 


  


  Beriache was excited about the attribute of compassion sleeping deep in Noll’s heart. She hoped he would give great strength to his brethren and overcome trials with his brethren.


  


  Despite this, by now, most of his brothers have left the world. Noll considers Grid, who took off the Curse of Idleness and protected his life, as a replacement for his brothers.]


  


  [Run Wild]


  


  [The cooldown of all magic will be 3 seconds. However, mana consumption will double.]


  


  Noll was the most special vampire that Grid knew. Perhaps he was even more special than his brother, Braham Beriache. He could heal and strengthen his colleagues, and he also had a wide area skill. Noll was stronger in a group than when he was alone. He was distinctly different from the other direct descendants who threatened humans alone. This ‘difference’ was sometimes a great strength. Grid relied on Noll. He didn’t doubt that Noll was necessary for the future of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  ‘His specs are still crazy.’ Grid couldn’t help smiling when he saw the Blood Farming skill that wasn’t there before. He asked, “Why are you giving the cold shoulder to someone you haven’t seen for a long time?”


  


  “The problem is that you didn’t come for a long time! You...! Do you know how much shame and humiliation I’ve experienced in the last two years?”


  


  Noll’s words weren’t wrong. He had been 219 years old when Grid first met him, and now he was 221 years old. However, Noll still had the appearance of a 13-year-old boy, and a vampire’s ego was influenced by their appearance. As such, Noll was a child. “You didn’t come to see me...!”


  


  “...”


  


  “Considering I had to throw away my pride and serve a human, you should be visiting me often...!”


  


  “...” 


  


  “I said I would serve you, not that crazy farmer! So why…?! Why did you let that crazy bastard…?!”


  


  “I’m sorry.” Grid grinned and stroked Noll’s head.


  


  ‘Piaro isn’t a bad person, so don’t hate him. He is teaching you to farm because he wants us to coexist.’ Grid didn’t say these words.


  


  It was a fact that Noll already knew. Yes, this was just Noll acting spoiled. He wanted his ‘brother’ to protect him. So, he was venting about the ‘brother’ who neglected him.


  


  “...Bad person.” Noll was no longer shouting. He blushed as he was reminded of his mother’s hand. It was the kind, soft, and warm touch of his mother who watched anxiously as he slept in his coffin. Grid’s hand was different from Noll’s mother, but it wasn’t bad.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “What? What crazy nonsense are you talking now?”


  


  It was a castle where hundreds of coffins were displayed as ornaments. Noll sat at a long table opposite Grid and faced him. Red juice flowed like blood flowed from the potato Noll was eating. No matter how much he ate, it was fake blood that didn’t make him feel full. Still, it was precious food for vampires in the seventh city.


  


  “Are you a fool?” Noll’s face distorted as he wiped the juices off his mouth with a handkerchief. “We are vampires. Among them, we—direct descendants—are perfect creatures. We can’t be described using the standards of a human. Yet you dare...”


  


  “You are perfect despite sleeping all the time?”


  


  “...It is true that the Curse of Idleness made us incomplete, but I overcame the Curse of Idleness. One day, I will destroy the great demons and God Yatan who dared insult my mother.” Noll’s anger was real. “I am complete. It is an insult for me to use these trivial tools!”


  


  Grid said he would make a weapon and armor for Noll, who then felt insulted by the suggestion. Tools were things that weak humans relied on. This was what Noll thought. It was also why the vampires that Grid met previously hadn’t been armed. Some vampires might use tools like a ‘sword’, but that was just for their amusement. Vampires were beasts who preyed on other creatures using their natural physical abilities and magic power.


  


  However, Grid thought it was mistaken idea. “Tools are trivial? A person who almost lost his life to a trivial tool is saying this?”


  


  “...!” Noll closed his mouth, remembering how he had almost died from Grid’s sword and the crazy farmer’s equipment. “T-That...” Noll tried to defend himself with a red face, but it was impossible. He realized he wasn’t perfect and that tools weren’t trivial.


  


  “What if you had armor at that time? Do you think Piaro’s hand plow, my sword, and Jishuka’s arrows could have beaten you?”  


  


  “...”


  


  “Being overgeared is important. It is a concept that makes the strong stronger, not just the weak.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Noll, don’t be stubborn. The world where vampires can rely on their natural abilities is over. Do you like heavy armor or light armor? Think about which armor is more comfortable for you to use and answer me.”


  


  All the legends had fallen asleep, and 200 years had passed. The world welcomed new legends, and those who reigned during the gap between legends became weak again. The relationship between Grid and Noll represented this change. In the end, Noll lost his stubbornness and accepted reality. “...I would prefer armor like what you wear. Oh, I don’t want to look at you or something like that.”


  


  “I understand. Your weapon will be a shield.” Grid’s voice was gentle and careful as he spoke to Noll. Grid’s feelings toward Noll were very complicated. After all, he was the person who killed Noll’s brothers. A vampire and human’s thoughts were different, so Noll didn’t resent Grid. Still, Grid felt sorry toward Noll.


  


  “I’ll make you a strong armor.”


  


  “Hmph, do whatever you want.”


  


  The first preparations were beginning. Grid would set up a new smithy here and produce items for Noll. Then the ‘armed’ Noll would be copied and become the 4th heavenly king of the National Competition.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “The protagonist is a blessed person.”


  


  They got overwhelming support from the audiences and readers.


  


  “As long as the wishes of many people support the protagonist, the protagonist is bound to be strong.” 


  


  Of course, this wasn’t universal. The protagonist was sometimes weaker than everyone else. Why?


  


  “The protagonist also suffers through trials. It is a fate that can’t be avoided. Then the protagonist will become stronger after the trials.


  


  At the S.A Group’s New York branch, a man who was participating in the US representatives selection was talking to the other candidates. His name was Zibal.


  


  “I have overcome the pain of my last trial.”


  


  He was the strong ranker who had once represented the United States, but he received the stigma of a punching bag after losing to Kraugel and Grid. Zibal declared, “I am the protagonist.”


  


  He had fallen to hell from the best place. Zibal was like a monk walking the path of penance. He endured the ridicule and contempt of the people and endeavored to overcome his limitations. Nobody could ignore him. People might not want to acknowledge him, but they had to respect him.


  


  However, one person downplayed ZIbal.


  


  “No, I will be the new protagonist.” It was Haster.


  


  The appearance of an unexpected character shocked many people.


  


  “Get out of the way, Zibal. I have to experiment with my strength.”


  


  Haster thought it was natural that he couldn’t beat Grid at the present time. However, Hurent...?


  


  Haster was someone who had beaten Kraugel. So, Haster felt there was something wrong. He needed to figure out what was wrong and fix it immediately. Then this person interfered, “Haster? Weren’t you a pro golfer?”


  


  “Pro gamer!!”


  


  It was the punching bag Zibal.


  


  [The selection will start soon. All candidates please enter.]


  


  Unlike in other countries, this was a rare scene where many high rankers could be seen. Hundreds of strong players, including Zibal and Haster, were entering the preliminary elimination rounds.




  Chapter 919


  “What made you decide to naturalize?”


  


  When Jair arrived in Australia, he answered questions from reporters. “I wanted to participate in the National Competition.”


  


  Jair was ranked 1,071 on the overall rankings. He took pride in his skills and wanted to be a star like the high rankers. However, the United States was too big. The country was overloaded with strong and capable individuals, and Jair became weak in comparison. He didn’t even get elected as a representative. The ‘abundance’ of the United States had taken away Jair’s chance.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Zibal? It has been a while.”


  


  At the New York area selection round, hundreds of participants on stage were focused on Zibal. There were a variety of responses from the people. Those who recalled that Zibal had led the United States in the 1st and 2nd National Competitions welcomed him. Meanwhile, those who were disappointed that Zibal took the path of a hermit after facing several defeats frowned. Some people laughed or mocked him openly.


  


  “Shouldn’t you retire after being called a punching bag? Why did you crawl back?” 


  


  “Don’t take away other people’s opportunities.”


  


  There were even those who seemed hostile. Zibal humbly accepted all of it. He knew their hostility came from affection and expectations.


  


  ‘They are those who waited for me.’


  


  Yes, the United States had been waiting. Zibal had been defeated by Russia’s Kraugel and South Korea’s Grid, but it hadn’t changed the fact that he was still one of the best talents in the United States. The American people had hoped he would play an active role again. They had wished the United States would once again be honored as the number one country in the 3rd National Competition. However, Zibal hadn’t responded to the people’s expectations. He had disappeared without a trace and turned away from the 3rd National Competition. Consequently, the United States lost its first place ranking.


  


  The people felt as much betrayal as they had felt hope. As such, Zibal understood that they felt betrayed by him. 


  


  “In any case, we have Kraugel. We don’t need you!” A young ranker, who looked in his teens, cried out desperately. He was a boy who once dreamt of seeing America’s ‘captain’, Zibal. Yet the boy’s expectations had been betrayed, and he resented the monster from the east, Grid, for trampling on the United States.


  


  “Hrmm.” Zibal had already made a speech in the waiting room. He wasn’t kind enough to repeat the words to the candidates who used the other waiting rooms. After all, he just had to show his strength.


  


  The first selection event was PvE. Zibal summoned the ‘Two-Headed Steel Chariot’ and smiled at the boy after trampling on the small creatures.


  


  “The protagonist becomes stronger after overcoming ordeals. Kid, haven’t you seen it many times in movies?”


  


  “Ah... Ahh...” The forgotten light of envy filled the boy’s eyes as he looked up at the chariot. All those who laughed or mocked Zibal were silent. Then the second monster wave appeared. The high-speed flying monsters surrounded Zibal. Their sharp claws aimed at Zibal, who seemed to be in a crisis because the chariot only showed its power on the ground.


  


  Zibal just laughed at the monsters and summoned his second ride, “White Accelerator.”


  


  It was a white lion with large wings. Zibal abandoned the chariot and flew into the sky. He used a huge trident and was able to penetrate through all the monsters. It happened in an instant. Zibal shouted, “The United States will win. I will make it so. I am different from the other losers who abandoned their country! I have overcome my ordeal and returned! I am the true protagonist!”


  


  Zibal’s cry was enough to stimulate the black flame dragon Lauel, who was watching in the distance. Certainly, Zibal was much stronger than he had been two years ago. He was unique even in the United States, which had humbled numerous strong people. Zibal was comparable to Kraugel of last year.


  


  ‘Maybe this year...’


  


  ‘The combined power of Kraugel and Zibal can beat Grid...!’


  


  The American rankers, who still shrank back from the Grid they witnessed last year, started to feel hopeful.


  


  “Victory will be made by me, not you. If you’re done then get out of the way.”


  


  Step, step. A man pushed his way onto the stage. The young rankers didn’t recognize him, but those older than 20 were amazed and shocked.


  


  “Haster!! It’s Haster?”


  


  The emperor of FPS games—Haster was the mythical pro gamer who created the golden age for America. He was comparable to the Korean FaXer and Lim Xhan. The person who retired from the game world with the release of Satisfy was appearing here...? The emergence of the unexpected figure shocked people.


  


  ‘What is with all the fuss?’ The younger generation who didn’t know him felt doubts. Then Haster showed off the power of his unique class, Red Sage. The 1st and 2nd wave monsters were blocked by ice barriers and burned by flames. It wasn’t as exciting as Zibal’s display, but it was neat workmanship without any flaws.


  


  ‘Pretty good.’


  


  Skull and Zephyr watched Zibal and Haster quietly.


  


  ‘However, that is all.’


  


  Skull, 10th on the overall rankings, and Zephyr, 20th on the overall rankings—they had played for the United States in every national competition and knew the harsh reality.


  


  ‘They shouldn’t feel elated just by catching a few monsters.’


  


  ‘They can never beat that monster.’


  


  The monster was Grid. They had met Grid or seen him for three consecutive years and knew how steep Grid’s growth curve was. It was a strength that extended beyond the concept of stats and skills. Rather, it felt like an evolution of a species itself.


  


  ‘Grid has already surpassed the limits of a player a long time ago.’


  


  ‘He is someone who has faced a dragon, not just these petty monsters. In order for us to win against South Korea, the United States needs a transcendent who is beyond the limits like Grid.’


  


  Did they believe this transcendent person was Kraugel? Well, let’s see? Most people didn’t know it, but Skull and Zephyr clearly saw the difference between Grid and Kraugel. At last year’s PvP finals, Grid hadn’t used all his power, but he had broken Kraugel. The person who people had called the ‘sky above the sky’ for several years had been like a child in front of Grid.


  


  ‘We should give up on the 1st place spot.’


  


  Nothing would change even if Zibal and Haster came back. The presence of Grid meant the United States would forever remain in second place. Skull and Zephyr smiled bitterly as the gloomy reality filled their minds.


  


  [The second test will begin.]


  


  A new system message popped up, and a boss monster appeared. It was an earl grade direct descendant vampire—a monster known to be monopolized by the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  “I want food.” The pale vampire revealed his sharp fangs as a bloody magic power swirled around him and took control of the stage. It was the manifestation of Blood Field, which weakened all players.


  


  “Let’s move.” Skull and Zephyr rushed forward. In order to get a high score in a boss raid, they had to accumulate damage on the boss or pull the boss’ aggro to survive. Skull and Zephyr had no plans to be eliminated in the selection rounds. However, they couldn’t help freezing in place, while the other contestants stepped back or ran into them. The sky was suddenly filled with darkness and thunder. The thunder in the sky split apart. 


  


  “What?”


  


  The participants were confused by this turn of events and cried out.


  


  “A-Avoid it!”


  


  A giant descended through a gap in the sky. It was close to five meters tall, and its white coating was reminiscent of a white dragon’s scales. Someone muttered, “Gundam...?”


  


  The emergence of something beyond the vampire earl wasn’t in the participants’ event information. The confused people scattered everywhere, including Haster.


  


  ‘What is that monster?’


  


  Mental Protection, the passive skill of the Red Sage, was being threatened by the descent of this giant enemy. Haster’s legs were shaking, and he couldn’t move. Haster bet that most participants were likely to be in a ‘fear’ or ‘confused’ state. What was the identity of the giant that threatened hundreds of rankers just by appearing? Except for one person, all of those present were overwhelmed.


  


  “Come on, Raiders.”


  


  “...!”


  


  The pressure was lifted the moment the giant appeared on the stage. Haster’s legs stopped trembling while the other participants regained their freedom from the abnormal conditions. Zibal was boarding the giant.


  


  [Synchronizing with Raiders.]


  


  ...


  


  ...


  


  [Synchronization successful!]


  


  [Raiders is operating!]


  


  [The maximum mana is low!]


  


  [The maximum time you can activate Raiders is 21 seconds.]


  


  “I...”


  


  [Blue Sky Rider] 


  


  It was the growth type unique class that Zibal managed to obtain after meeting the 4th imperial prince Edan and carrying out the class quest.


  


  “I am the protagonist.”


  


  The presence of an artifact class item, Raiders, was enough to place Zibal as the protagonist as he claimed. The parthenon pillars fired and blew away one of the vampire earl’s arms.


  


  ‘Maybe...!’ Delight filled the faces of Skull and Zephyr.


  


  ‘Is this the Zibal that I knew?’ Haster’s eyes shook.


  


  Additionally...


  


  ‘The Saharan Empire...?’ Lauel witnessed the symbol of the empire engraved on one side of Raiders’ chest. 


  


  Now, they had a common idea, regardless of individual circumstances. The winner of this year’s PvP event would be Zibal, and the United States would rise to the top again.


  


  Simultaneously, in South Korea...


  


  [Overgeared King Grid declares his non-participation in the 4th Satisfy National Competition.]


  


  The breaking news from various media outlets caused a buzz among the people. The real-time search queries of the portal sites became filled with Grid, Shin Youngwoo, Overgeared King, and so on in less than one minute.


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  “Good.”


  


  Grid ignored the flood of requests for interviews and hammered an armor that closely resembled Valhalla of Infinite Affection. He was mentally and physically tired from working for a long time, but Grid forgot his fatigue once he confirmed the results.


  


  [You have created a myth rated item!]


  


  [* When myth rated items are produced, all stats will permanently rise by +20 and reputation throughout the continent will rise by +1,000.]


  


  [Your reputation points has exceeded 200,000. It is recommended that you use the Reputation Store.]


  


  [The blacksmith god Hexetia has praised you.]


  


  [God Hexetia has given you a benefit.]


  


  [Your dexterity has risen by 100.]


  


  “Placing armor on this noble body... I don’t like it but I will try it on now.” Noll couldn’t hide the joy of being with Grid for three days. His eyes lit up and he immediately wore the armor.


  


  Grid nodded as he confirmed that Noll wearing the armor looked exactly like him. “It is like watching my childhood self.”


  


  Noll was like the star in a night sky while Grid was a pig’s poop. The gap in appearance between the two people was this huge. Grid had no conscience when he said Noll reminded him of his childhood. However, Noll was pleased instead of offended.




  Chapter 920


  ‘It works better than I thought.’


  


  Grid had the Minerals Strengthening skill. As the name suggested, it was a skill that could enhance the performance of minerals. It was a good skill just based on the description. However, its actual utility was low.


  


  The weight of the materials which could be put into the ‘strengthening frame’ was limited to 30 grams, and it took 30 days to complete the strengthening. Grid had been strengthening blue orichalcum for the past seven years, but the weight of the strengthened blue orichalcum that he had secured was only around 2.5 kilograms. He needed 4 kilograms to make an average one-handed sword. Therefore, Grid couldn’t get enough minerals to make a sword despite his seven years of investment. It was a skill that was virtually obsolete.


  


  This was from before he met God Hexetia.


  


  [Legendary Minerals Strengthening]


  


  [-Strengthens the performance and durability of minerals by using the strengthening frame.


  


  Mineral weight that can be placed into the strengthening frame: up to 1 kilogram.


  


  Time needed for the strengthening: 3 days.]


  


  The ‘special event’ that occurred when Grid produced the sixth myth rated item during his confrontation with God Hexetia was an upgrade to the Minerals Strengthening skill.


  


  In fact, Grid hadn’t been very happy. It was a skill that had unnecessarily occupied his skills window for seven years. He still didn’t feel any appreciation for it now that the skill had been upgraded. However, Grid changed his mind after securing a large amount of strengthening minerals and using them in a set of armor for Noll.


  


  ‘Good. I did well by strengthening the blue orichalcum and black iron.’


  


  Black iron was one of the most commonly available minerals. There was a lot of demand for it, but it was a mineral that could be bought if there was money. On the other hand, the supply of blue orichalcum was so small that it couldn’t be bought even with money. It had a better performance than black iron, and the Overgeared Kingdom had been monopolizing the blue orichalcum that was dropped from the Guardian of the Forest. The first result of the strengthened black iron and blue orichalcum was Noll’s armor:


  


  [Valhalla of Strong Trust]


  


  [Rating: Myth


  


  Durability: 1,745/1,745   Defense: 1,322


  


  * 30% increase in health recovery.


  


  * 20% reduction in damage from physical attacks and magic attacks.


  


  * Adds defense when dealing with multiple enemies (100 defense per five people) 


  


  * 20% increase in physical defense and magic resistance in dark places.


  


  * The passive skill ‘Immobile Fortress’ will be generated.


  


  -The armor that Grid, the legendary blacksmith who went against a god, made based off Khan’s work.


  


  The strengthened black iron covers the entire body while the steel plates made of blue orichalcum cover the shoulders, chest, and waist.


  


  The owner of this armor will shine brilliantly in the darkness and will become the god of the battlefield spoken about for a long time.


  


  Weight: 4,770


  


  User Restriction: Level 400 or higher. 3,200 strength. 2,200 stamina.]


  


  ‘Unlike Khan’s Valhalla of Infinite Affection, this lacks the ‘birth background’ but it is myth rated. It is extremely durable and has high defense thanks to the strengthened minerals.’


  


  It reflected the intentions of the maker, Grid.


  


  Grid used the blue orichalcum in hopes of enhancing the racial traits of vampires, who ruled over the night. He also used some characteristics of Valhalla of Infinite Affection in hopes of strengthening Noll’s recovery ability. Additionally, he didn’t forget Noll’s potential to become stronger against a large number of prey and referred to the options attached to Dainsleif. The results were a boost to his blood absorption, increased defense in the dark, and increased defense when dealing with multiple enemies. 


  


  It was a new enlightenment for Grid.


  


  ‘Having a variety of production methods gives me a better understanding of various types of options and how to elicit them.’


  


  In this sense, the benefit of having the Overgeared Guild was huge. They ran to Grid every time they got a new production method.


  


  ‘Come to think of it, I have been able to concentrate on various quests thanks to my colleagues... Unlike other blacksmiths, I don’t have to waste time finding production methods.’


  


  Of course, it wasn’t a one-sided benefit. Grid steadily produced items for his colleagues, and the value was no less than the benefits that he obtained. Noll was hopping around. “Grid! Look at this! Hahat! This armor is brilliant! It has a blue shine!”


  


  “Yes. It is great.” 


  


  [Affinity with ‘Noll’ has risen by 20.]


  


  The Valhalla of Strong Trust was worth billions of won. No, it was an item that could be sold for tens of billions of won. However, nowadays, Grid didn’t move for mere wealth. He was just happy to see his colleagues and subordinates rejoicing. Grid knew from experience that his colleagues and subordinates becoming stronger was worth more than money.


  


  ‘I’m sorry that the shield is only unique rated but...’


  


  It was too unrealistic to make a legendary shield. Grid could be stuck here for several months if he clung to the ‘rating’ upon which luck had an effect but Grid was a busy person.


  


  “Then I’m going.” Grid cleaned up his various tools and rose from his spot. Noll’s expression hardened as he spun around with the triangular shield in one hand. “You’re going already?”


  


  “The shield took three days, and the body armor another three days. I’ve been here for almost a week already. I have to go back now.”


  


  “I have lived for over 200 years."


  


  “Huh?”


  


  “One week... is short.”


  


  “...”


  


  Noll’s small fingers grabbed Grid’s collar in a pathetic manner. It made Grid uncomfortable about leaving a young boy alone in this dark and desolate city. Still, he couldn’t afford to be sentimental. He had to check the statuses of Piaro, Asmophel, and Mercedes.


  


  “Noll, you have to protect this place.”


  


  “Why? Is it due to the fields? How much larger should I expand the fields?”


  


  “I don’t know exactly. Just continue farming for the next 153 days. Once the fields expand to a certain size, it can be recognized as a territory and will belong to my kingdom.”


  


  “153 days? I have to farm for 153 more days? I have to keep chewing on these potatoes?”


  


  “Didn’t you say you have lived for over 200 years? Isn’t one week short? Then 153 days will go by fast.”


  


  “One week and 153 days are different! This... After 153 days, can I follow you?” Noll stopped shouting and asked carefully. He seemed to want to be with Grid. In fact, Grid also wanted this. A strong NPC like Noll would be a great power for Grid. Lord would also be glad to have a male friend around his age... 


  


  There was one problem though. “Unfortunately, you are the only person who can rule this place. Most of my colleagues and subordinates are human and can’t live in an underground city. It’s getting hard for me to breathe just living here for a week.”


  


  “Then what? I have to stay here all my life?”


  


  “It can’t be helped. In any case, you can’t see the sun, right?”


  


  “Bah, this body is made of pure blood. Sunlight somewhat restrains me, but... Wait. How about asking someone else to rule this place on my behalf?”


  


  “Who?”


  


  “A vampire like me.”


  


  “Yes, but... don’t the other vampires sleep differently from you? I will tell you in advance, but someone who always sleeps can’t be the lord.”


  


  For someone to be a lord, they had to exercise the minimum of operating skills. They had to develop the city and collect taxes. A lord with low intelligence or no ability to operate a city would ruin it rather than develop it. It was one of the reasons why Lauel was searching for talent every day. Noll made an angry expression. “Damn Yatan jerk...”


  


  He hated the Curse of Idleness. However, it was still cursing a god, and Grid was relieved when he once again realized that Noll wasn’t normal. The fact that he and Noll were on the same side was reassuring.


  


  “Then I’m really going. Watch over the city well for 153 days. I want to accept your people as soon as possible.”


  


  The vampire cities were a rare hunting ground where vampire rings and elixirs dropped. While the Overgeared Guild controlled the vampire cities, the control wasn’t perfect. Forces frequently invaded the cities without permission. They even hurt the Overgeared soldiers stationed at the city’s entrance. As such, they were included in the main enemies that the Overgeared Kingdom had to deal with.


  


  “Bah, you are the only human who can step onto my land.”


  


  “That’s reassuring.” Grid smiled and waved.


  


  Noll watched Grid’s retreating back and muttered in a small voice, “The armor and shield... Thank you.”


  


  It was the first time he had received a gift since he was born. He couldn’t be ungrateful.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  Sparks appeared on a straight path that had nothing left. They were the remnants of Draw Sword.


  


  “Cough...” Blood flowed from Peak Sword’s right arm as the sword returned to its sheath. It was due to the gauntlets he was wearing on his right hand.


  


  [Blue Dragon’s Gauntlet]


  


  This was a gauntlet made from the Blue Dragon’s Breath that Peak Sword obtained from the National Competition last year. It was an item which maximized the power of Draw Sword by greatly increasing attack power and attack speed, but the penalty was too much. The ‘Lightning Speed’ effect that had a certain chance of triggering doubled the power of Draw Sword in exchange for consuming 12% of the user’s health and causing a ‘one-arm fracture’ for five seconds. A fracture was directly linked to a decline in combat power, so the activation of Lightning Speed was a double-edged sword.


  


  ‘I wanted to increase the rating before the National Competition started...’ 


  


  Last year, the gold medalists of the Overgeared Guild like Peak Sword and Yura received the sacred creatures’ byproducts as Grid had advised. They had asked Grid to make items, but the results were all ranged from unique to legendary. Among them, Peak Sword’s Blue Dragon’s Gauntlet had a unique rating.


  


  However, Peak Sword didn’t feel too much regret. In the first place, he hadn’t hoped for a myth rated item, and the rating of the Blue Dragon’s Gauntlet was preceded with ‘growth-type.’


  


  Yes, the Blue Dragon’s Gauntlet was an item that could grow to a minimum of the legendary level. If the rating increased, then it was likely that the penalty, which was the sole disadvantage of the Blue Dragon’s Gauntlet, would be mitigated. In comparison to similar items, there was a lot more room to boost the Blue Dragon’s Gauntlet performance, and Peak Sword was looking forward to it.


  


  The problem was that the accumulation of item experience was going far slower than Peak Sword’s expectations. Peak Sword had spent eight months raising the Blue Dragon’s Gauntlet, and it was only at 20%. He had stuck to hunting grounds except for when he was doing quests.


  


  ‘There is a reason why God Grid couldn’t summon Elfin Stone despite a few years passing...’


  


  Peak Sword recalled that God Grid had often said that a ‘growth type item is truly X’. Then he recalled the news articles about Grid not participating in the National Competition that emerged today.


  


  ‘By now, those scum will be swearing at God Grid, right?’


  


  Peak Sword’s affection toward Grid was close to infinite. The hero who had elevated his country’s honor and helped him countless times... Peak Sword felt extreme admiration toward Grid and was disgusted with the people who swore at him. Every time he read an article criticizing Grid, he logged in with the Internet ID called ‘Peak Dislike.’


  


  “It can't be helped. I’ll go and make a clean comment.”


  


  In any case, it was time to have lunch. He logged out without regret and turned into the head of the Patriotic Association, Kang Daehan. The real-time search queries were all about Grid. There were endless articles about Grid’s declaration of non-participation in the National Competition.


  


  Kang Daehan logged into the Peak Dislike account and clicked onto an article at the top of the rankings. He was ready to ‘recommend’ every comment sympathetic to Grid and ‘report’ every comment condemning Grid. However...


  


  “These scum talking about things they don’t know about... Huh?”


  


  He sorted by recommendations and didn’t find any bad comments about Grid.


  


  -Being absent from the largest event held once a year... Perhaps God Grid has a problem with his health? I’m really worried.


  


  Recommendations: 21,034  Dislikes: 509


  


  -I’m praying for God Grid’s recovery.


  


  Recommendations: 18,110  Dislikes: 288


  


  -Grid should take a break once in a while... The spotlight and expectations of the people are on him every year, he must be burdened... I think it is good for him to rest for a year. It is a shame about the gold medal rewards, but rest is important.


  


  Recommendations: 14,500  Dislikes: 1,209


  


  -In my opinion, last year’s Reinhardt invasion has a great influence. Immortal or other groups might invade Reinhardt if there are no Overgeared members there. Grid’s idea is probably to prevent the same thing from repeating... Why isn’t the S.A Group improving the system? The communication isn’t good.


  


  Recommendations: 13,990  Dislikes: 102


  


  -I’m cheering on the Korean representatives! Please work harder for Grid who is watching from a distance!


  


  Recommendations: 12,010  Dislikes: 93


  


  “Wow...” Kang Daehan realized that he wasn’t the only person who loved Grid. All Korean people cherished Grid. Of course...


  


  [(Column) Grid is full.]


  


  [We don’t know the exact compensation that Grid gained from each of the past National Competitions. They were certainly a big help for Grid at the time, but they aren’t items that will give a boost to the current Grid.


  


  Grid is full.


  


  The National Competition is only a waste of time for the present Grid. He has built up his own strength and isn’t afraid to ignore the wishes of the people 


  


  He has abandoned his country and his people.]


  


  This was the attitude of the experts. They needed stimulating material to attract the public’s attention, and it was rare for Grid to have such inflammatory materials.


  


  “These scum...”


  


  Kang Daehan picked up his phone. He planned to exercise the power of the Patriotic Association.




  Chapter 921


  There would be a fresh attempt.


  


  This was a comment made by Lim Cheolho. 


  


  Chairman Lim Cheolho said that the 4th National Competition to be held in 50 days would be a place for new innovation, which was a meaningful extension of the Satisfy world ‘created by players.’


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “I’m dying.” Shin Youngwoo relaxed as he emerged from the capsule. He loosened up the tense muscles. “I want to get some air...”


  


  After visiting the S.A headquarters 10 days ago, Shin Youngwoo didn’t waste a moment checking on his four heavenly kings. Every time he connected to the game, he devised better items and worked on producing them, which gave him mental fatigue and stress.


  


  Shin Youngwoo needed mental and physical stability. However, he was scared to go out on his own. It was the reason why he hadn’t connected to the Internet during the past few days. He didn’t have the courage to face the criticism and anger of the people that would be pouring in after he declared that he wouldn’t attend the National Competition. Youngwoo had suffered from neglect and contempt since he was a child and should be used to it, but that was not the case anymore. It was natural. People should be respected. There was no obligation for him to get used to criticism.


  


  “Tsk.”


  


  This was what happened when he became lost in thoughts for a moment. The terrible memories rose, stabbing at his lungs and strangling his neck. 


  


  The hero who had become an object of respect and envy was defenseless in the face of past trauma. This was why people should respect others. It wasn’t easy to heal the wounds engraved on the heart. Shin Youngwoo knew this, so he treated his precious people with respect while being cruel to his enemies.


  


  “Ah, I don't know.” Shin Youngwoo could no longer endure his depressed feelings and proceeded to change his clothes. He finally put on a mask and left home.


  


  “Ha. Good,” Shin Youngwoo sighed loudly as he enjoyed the clean air and sunshine. The dirty old memories were blown away, and Youngwoo saw the street spread out in front of him. The commercial buildings lined the street and faced each other. There were many people wandering about, and there was a number of cars parked in the public parking lots built on low ground.


  


  The land, which had been desolate just two years ago when Youngwoo picked this spot to construct his building, was now lively. It was a new downtown area where people flocked to see Youngwoo’s face, and merchants aimed for these people. This was a small achievement set by the person called Shin Youngwoo, not Grid.


  


  “Here is a warm cup of tea.”


  


  The sentimental Shin Youngwoo turned at the sudden words. An employee of a cafe in Youngwoo’s building had run out and handed him a drink.


  


  “Why...?”


  


  “Youngwoo-ssi, you’re wearing a mask. I’m afraid you might have a cold.”


  


  Youngwoo had thought he would be able to hide his appearance with a mask, but he was mistaken. The mask made Youngwoo’s sharp eyes and high nose stand out. In the first place, many people around here could instantly recognize Youngwoo’s tall and muscular physique with one glance.


  


  “Thank you,” Youngwoo said, unable to refuse the act of kindness. He received the cup of tea and added awkwardly, “However, please tell your boss that the monthly rent won’t decrease.”


  


  “Huhut. Yes. In any case, this is on my salary.”


  


  “Excuse me,” Shin Youngwoo called out to the employee just as she was returning to work again. “Aren’t you angry?”


  


  “What?”


  


  “Didn’t you see the article about how I won’t attend the National Competition?”


  


  Ah, this person... It was why he wore a mask and looked around anxiously. The employee made a sad expression and shook her head. “I feel sorry. I have been cheering happily for you every year. Don’t you know? I live in an apartment. It shook with the voices of the residents every time you did something in the National Competition. My parents and grandparents are unfamiliar with Satisfy, but they always make sure to watch the National Competition. They might not know the rules, but they will sometimes laugh and sometimes feel pained. However, they will always cheer you on. My family members are all your fans.”


  


  “...”


  


  “I don’t blame you, Youngwoo-ssi. It is because you are the hero who made my family happy.” The employee stared straight into Youngwoo’s shaky eyes. She was telling the truth. “My friends, the families of my friends, and the families of my friend’s friends are also your fans. Youngwoo-ssi, you don’t have to participate in the National Competition. Even if South Korea doesn’t get a good result, there isn’t one person who will blame you. In the first place, you aren’t obliged to participate in the National Competition.”


  


  The employee took out her smartphone since it was better to show proof instead of saying it 100 times. She entered her SNS and searched the grid related tags. “Look. People are feeling concerned about you, Youngwoo-ssi. They are worried if you are sick, if you will be damaged from not getting the gold medal rewards, and if you will suffer from a great hit.”


  


  It was true. Many people were worried about Grid. 


  


  ‘Grid caused South Korea to suffer.’ 


  


  ‘The Korean players would no longer be eligible for the compensation buff.’ 


  


  It was hard to find anyone saying these words. On the other hand, Shin Youngwoo became more uncomfortable.


  


  “I...”


  


  Shin Youngwoo had accepted the role of the demon king for individual gain. He hadn’t paid attention to the fact that South Korea would miss out on several gold medals due to this absence and that the Korean players wouldn’t enjoy the benefits of ranking highly in the National Competition. It was someone else’s business anyway. Shin Youngwoo just fought for himself and the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  Yes, Youngwoo wasn’t a hero. Despite this, the woman in front of Shin Youngwoo and the people on SNS were currently praising Shin Youngwoo as a hero. Naturally, Shin Youngwoo enjoyed being liked and praised.


  


  ‘I’m not qualified.’ Shin Youngwoo’s face filled with unexpected guilt though. 


  


  The employee sensed something and said, “You don’t have to worry. We call you a hero because we have been comforted by your existence. It is a type of thanks, not an intention to place more burden on you. Don’t make such a pained expression. Do what you want to do. Nobody has the right to blame or resent you. If someone points a finger at you, then someone else will criticize them.”


  


  The employee was a very ordinary person. She was a neighbor who could be met anywhere, and she represented the hearts of most people. What she said sounded like something Lauel would say. Shin Youngwoo’s shaky eyes gradually firmed up. “...Thank you.”


  


  The essence of ‘patriotism’ that Shin Youngwoo felt in the meantime was formed by the army. He vaguely thought that he should be loyal to the country and fight for its people. However, that changed at this moment. Shin Youngwoo realized the importance of his neighbors. He realized how important it was to have the ‘country’ where his family and neighbors lived. Then one thing was for certain.


  


  ‘First, I have to protect the Overgeared Kingdom.’


  


  He would give complete peace to his kingdom and its people.


  


  ‘Become the hero of my kingdom.’


  


  As a hero, he had to become essential in the game and make the people feel proud. This was the level of work he needed to do. If someone else discovered Shin Youngwoo’s commitment, they were likely to laugh at him, calling it ‘small and insignificant.’


  


  Still, that was just a story at the present time. Just as the emergence of virtual reality changed the world, the world could be changed at any time. Youngwoo’s ridiculous commitment might be the spirit that would protect South Korea in a world which would someday change.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  The Chiyou test was one of the few trials and games for the yangbans who were born absolute. The yangbans took the test every 100 years when they were engulfed with a strange melancholy. Every time they overcame the frustration, their talents would blossom. The yangbans themselves were what people would call ‘power.’


  


  “Sigh... Sigh...” The man who barely managed to pass the test was bloody. His hair was disheveled, and his eyes were filled with intense killing intent. The five seniors didn’t care.


  


  “The yangban exist to correct everything in the world.”


  


  “Garam, if you have chosen the path of killing, it means you need to kill all of the world.”


  


  “Help the cycle of birth by killing. It is for the well-being of the world.”


  


  “Once your killing intent calms down, peace will fall all over the world.”


  


  Four of the five seniors gave advice to Garam. There was only one person who remained silent. Garam asked him, “Hanul. Do you remember Pagma?”


  


  The five seniors frowned at the unexpected name. Pagma was the heretic who questioned the existence of the Hwan Kingdom that had ruled the East Continent since the beginning. The thought of the mutation who had shouted that yangbans and humans should be equal to each other was an unpleasant memory for the five seniors.


  


  On the other hand, Hanul of the five seniors didn’t reveal the same hostility. “I remember. Isn’t that smoking pipe of yours Pagma’s work?”


  


  It happened at this moment. Garam pulled out the smoking pipe hanging from his waist and broke it with one hand. The smoking pipe, which had previously blocked Grid’s sword, turned into powder and scattered in the air.


  


  “He is dead.”


  


  “...”


  


  The five seniors’ reactions were nonchalant. They knew that any yangbans who left the Hwan Kingdom for a long time would lose their eternal life. Pagma’s death had just been a scheduled procedure. It was Garam’s next words that were surprising. 


  


  “Before he died, he handed his trivial techniques to the ignorant masses.”


  


  “Power to the masses...?”


  


  Passing on techniques was a taboo in the Hwan Kingdom. The blossoming of talent should only rely on the effort of the yangban. For a yangban, his power was his symbol. The act of transferring it or letting another person borrow it was no more than a denial of their existence.


  


  “Who has inherited Pagma’s power?”


  


  “We should find him and destroy him. We can’t tolerate any contact between the yangbans and the ignorant masses.”


  


  Garam confirmed the angry faces of the five seniors and said to Hanul, “That person... He is a king in the west. Hanul, please divide the Red Sea. I will punish the beasts of the west and the kings who abandoned us thousands of years ago.”


  


  “Absolutely not!” One of the five seniors shouted. “The western lands are polluted by all types of wicked gods! Once you step on that land, you will be hit by them and lose some of your power! You might lose your eternal life just stepping onto the western lands!”


  


  “...” Garam was shocked. He didn’t know that the western lands, which the five seniors had abandoned a long time ago, were this polluted. Garam might even lose his eternal life...


  


  The unexpected warning incited a vague fear in Garam’s heart, but his anger swallowed up the fear. Garam was reminded of the small wound that the ignorant person who used Pagma’s techniques had dealt him.


  


  “I am willing to sacrifice my body if it will fix the world. Please part the Red Sea...”


  


  “You won’t be the one crossing the Red Sea.” Hanul cut off Garam’s words. 


  


  Hanul’s ‘vision’ crossed Pangea and faced the Red Sea. The city was empty.


  


  “The enemy will be the one to cross the Red Sea.” Hanul’s power was manifested.


  


  [★Hidden Quest★ ‘Call of Heaven’ has been created.]


  


  The same notification window appeared in front of tens of millions of players. Many of the Overgeared members were included. The thing they had in common was that they were blacksmiths.


  


  There were 50 days until the 4th National Competition, which meant 150 days in Satisfy. A land more brutal than hell opened its mouth.




  Chapter 922


  “The operator has moved.”


  


  The S.A Group gave codenames to NPCs. It was for convenience. The arrangement of the code intuitively told them the function and role of the NPC. Only a very small number of NPCs was given nicknames instead of codenames. It was because they had special personalities, so the nicknames could be remembered even after hearing it once. Among them, the ‘operator’ was different.


  


  Codename S-001—his name was Hanul. Like the great demon Baal and archangel Raphael, he was at the top when it came to ‘creating quests.’ He was different from Baal whose ‘episodes’ were limited by his contractor (Agnus). Hanul was able to create more diverse episodes by giving roles and situations to a number of unspecified players.


  


  Five years after Satisfy was released, the S.A Group was pleased to see that Hanul was finally moving. It was predicted that Hanul would rekindle stories that had become stagnant due to players like Grid and Kraugel or that he would write completely new stories, invigorating Satisfy.  


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [Call of the Heavens]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  Some transcendental beings need your help.


  


  Go to Pangea, the starting city in the East Continent. Meet the troubled inhabitants of Pangea and listen to their stories.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Arrive in Pangea within 3 days.


  


  Quest Clear Rewards:


  


  1. Create a linked hidden quest. 


  


  2. Unique rated weapon production method (one-time consumable item)


  


  Quest Failure Condition: None.]


  


  “Heok. What is this?”


  


  Levels, skills, stats—none of these things mattered. Every player who was a blacksmith received the same quest. It was a sudden phenomenon that came without any warning signs. All over the continent, the blacksmiths danced with joy.


  


  “The rewards are enormous! I don’t know what’s going on, but this is a huge jackpot! Puhaha!”


  


  “This is the first time I’ve received a hidden quest... What is this?”


  


  “Every other blacksmith has received the quest as well? A specific class quest... Will other classes get this type of quest one day?”


  


  “No, it is a perk only given to blacksmiths. This is probably because of Grid.”


  


  “Why did you bring up Grid’s name all of a sudden?”


  


  “You idiot, have you forgotten? Grid was blessed by the blacksmith god, and all blacksmiths received a buff. This quest might be an extension of that.”


  


  “Ah...!”


  


  Grid, Grid, Grid—the name of the Overgeared King popped out from the mouths of the happy blacksmiths who weren’t thinking. They benefited from having the same class as someone else. It was very gratifying. After all, it was a free bus.


  


  “It is great that Grid is a blacksmith... Really great.”


  


  A production method based on the ‘rating’, rather than the ‘item name’, was special. Items of the specified rating would be produced unconditionally. The reward for this hidden quest was definitely a ‘unique rated weapon.’ There was no one who wouldn’t covet a one-time consumable production method.


  


  The value of unique rated equipment was in the tens to hundreds of millions of won depending on the options. The value was similar regardless of whether it was a level-100, level-200, or level-300 limited weapon. It was a game with a large number of users, so people overflowed in every level segment and the supply of high-grade items was insufficient.


  


  ‘I must clear the quest!’ All the blacksmiths shared a common purpose. It was the same for players who hadn’t reached level 100 because they had started the game later or for the players registered in the rankings. There was one problem though.


  


  How would they get to the East Continent? In recent years, many people had traveled between the West Continent and East Continent, but the number was still less than 10,000. It was in the thousands. This number was tiny considering there were over 2 billion players. It was virtually impossible for ordinary blacksmiths to cross to the East Continent, and curses started to spread throughout the continent as the blacksmiths realized this.


  


  “Damn. What are they doing, giving a quest that can’t be cleared?”


  


  “I thought it was good... Are people teasing me?”


  


  On the various community sites, posts titled ‘Purchasing method to move to the East Continent’ were frequently registered. However, none of them were able to step on the East Continent. No one was stupid enough to sell an opportunity to dominate the stage they hadn’t experienced yet. 


  


  


  


  ***


   


  


  ‘A hidden quest is literally a hidden quest...’ The 1st ranked Panmir couldn’t help questioning it. All blacksmiths had been given a hidden quest. This easy-to-access quest was a hidden quest...? It felt like a trap.


  


  ‘The quest can’t be cleared anyway. There is no need to think about it.’


  


  Panmir closed the quest window. Then he resumed his work while the other blacksmiths were still agitated.


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang! The hammering sound rang out from the Reinhardt smithies, the pride of the Overgeared Kingdom. Due to the large number of blacksmiths in the Overgeared Kingdom, the production of battle gear was now the best in the continent and the ‘mass-produced Grid set’ was spreading to the soldiers. The smithies were the heart of the Overgeared Kingdom, and it was hot there.


  


  “Everyone seems to be doing well.” Overgeared King Grid appeared in this place.


  


  “Ohhh!” The blacksmiths cheered. The legendary blacksmith who was acknowledged by a god... They welcomed the emergence of the hero who made a great profit for them.


  


  “Grid! Please show me how to make an item!”


  


  “I really wanted to see you!”


  


  “You actually look very handsome!”


  


  Grid asked one of the blacksmiths, who were making a disturbance, “Did you receive the hidden quest?”


  


  Panmir acted as their representative and replied, “Of course, we have received it.”


  


  “Then why are you here? Aren’t you going to clear the quest?”


  


  The blacksmiths were agitated.


  


  “We gave up because we can’t get there.”


  


  “Grid, do you know how to get to the East Continent?”


  


  As the questions poured in, Grid nodded. “It is ominous.” 


  


  Panmir quietly whispered into Grid’s ears, “I have lived a short life, but I have rarely been given favors with no conditions. This quest doesn’t have any specific conditions, and it attracts people with great rewards. I feel that it is a trap.”


  


  This deduction was from his years of experience. Panmir advised Grid based on what he had seen and experienced in his old age. Grid nodded again. “I understand why you are concerned. It is right to be wary when a hidden quest suddenly pops up.”


  


  “I’m glad that you know.”


  


  “However, is it really a quest without any conditions? This quest also has a condition. It is the blacksmith class.”


  


  “...”


  


  “I have been to Pangea. More of the residents are now people of the Overgeared Kingdom. Still, not everyone followed me here. Some people stayed in Pangea and protected the lonely city.” This was Grid’s reasoning. “This quest is a divine revelation to help them. The transcendental being spoken of in the quest is God Hexetia who is favorable to me. God Hexetia is giving an opportunity to the blacksmiths who serve him—help the suffering people of Pangea and receive big rewards. It is a type of prize.”


  


  “It is a plausible interpretation. The Rebecca Church members who serve Goddess Rebecca often receive this type of quest. However, why Pangea? Is there a relationship between Pangea and Hexetia?”


  


  “Eh... I don't know...” Grid thought about it, but he didn’t know why the stage of the quest was Pangea. Was there anyone in Pangea who served Hexetia? No. If there were such a person, Hexetia wouldn’t have become so crooked.


  


  “...Well. I will know when I get there.” Grid couldn’t shake off the belief that the transcendental being in the quest was God Hexetia, so he accepted it as a positive situation. With this, Panmir no longer questioned it as Grid’s reasoning was moderately plausible. There were some aspects which made him feel uneasy, but he thought it would be good to go to the East Continent.


  


  Panmir asked, "By the way, aren’t unique rated production methods useless to you? You don’t need this.”


  


  “Yes. Still, it is necessary for other blacksmiths.” Grid looked at the blacksmiths who were gathered in the smithy district. Their country and gender were all different, but they all believed in him and had moved to the Overgeared Kingdom. Grid wanted to help them. There was also the expectation that if they produced more unique rated items and circulated them around the Overgeared Kingdom, the power of the kingdom would develop further. 


  


  “There is also the linked quest...”


  


  “That’s right. More quests will give better rewards.”


  


  “Panmir, will you go?”


  


  “No. I will stay here.”


  


  “Why? Don’t you want the rewards?”


  


  “Somebody has to lead them.” Panmir’s gaze was aimed at the blacksmiths lined up in the square. There were blacksmiths eager to work in every smithy. The number was very high. They didn’t seem interested in the crowd gathered in the square. “There are those striving to reach a certain level. They dream of becoming the third or fourth legend after Khan. In particular, that person named Latz... He only logs out twice a day and spends the rest of the time at the anvil.”


  


  “They are talents who will carry the future of the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  “Yes, but they are also competitors threatening my ranking. I will remain here and work with them. There are also many jobs that have accumulated. Lauel will scold us if too many people leave their positions.”


  


  “I know. That’s why I don’t plan to move everyone over all at once. I will split them into teams and move sequentially. Then our work won’t be hindered. Panmir, this quest only requires us to arrive in Pangea. We can go there in minutes with Sticks’ help. You can’t spare that much time?”


  


  “I don’t know if a linked quest will occur the moment I arrive in Pangea. Then I might not be able to come back quickly. It would be a shame.”


  


  “Hrmm... I must prove with the first team that it is quick and safe. Okay.” Grid ended his conversation with Panmir and shifted his gaze. There were thousands of blacksmiths filled with expectations.


  


  “The 100 blacksmiths with the highest level, you will be the first to go with me to Pangea.”


  


  Grid didn’t delay and called out the names on the list which he had the soldiers prepare beforehand. He grabbed an East Continent Movement Scroll from Sticks and made a signal. Then...


  


  Paaaat!


  


  Grid and 100 blacksmiths disappeared in a flash of light.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  [You have successfully moved to the East Continent.]


  


  [You have arrived in Pangea.]


  


  “This...”


  


  The blacksmiths were fascinated by the scroll that they hadn’t seen before, and when they came to their senses, the landscape had changed. The blacksmiths looked around the city with curious eyes. The city was silent. The patterned tiles and large symbols gave a glimpse of old prosperity, but the city hadn’t received the touch of humans for a long time and was damaged. The weeds that emerged from gaps in the tiles were dense, and the roofs of the lined houses were quite damaged. It used to be a city where many people lived. There had been children playing in the alleys and merchants yelling with lively voices. There had been carriages carrying goods and impatient-looking warriors.


  


  Now, that was a story of the past. The threat of the yangban drove people away from this place. The unbearable external pressure caused the city to be abandoned.


  


  [★Hidden Quest★ ‘Call of Heaven’ has been cleared.]


  


  The notification windows were being updated.


  


  [A unique rated weapon production method has been acquired as a quest reward.]


  


  [A linked quest will occur as a quest reward.]


  


  “Ohh!” The blacksmiths were delighted. However, the good atmosphere didn’t last long.


  


  [East Continent Experience (1)]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  Creatures called ‘steel jiangshi’ are roaming the city. Prove that you can survive the jiangshi and adapt to the environment of the East Continent.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Survive for 1 hour.


  


  Quest Clear Rewards:


  


  1. Create a linked hidden quest. 


  


  2. Two unique rated armor production methods (one-time consumable items)


  


  Quest Failure: Level -1. The highest stat will permanently decrease by 10 points.]


  


  “Use the scroll right now!”


  


  Something was wrong. Grid was reminded of Panmir’s advice and quickly pulled out his sword. The puzzled blacksmiths didn’t know what jiangshi were, but they quickly followed Grid’s orders. They pulled out the West Continent Movement Scroll they had received previously and tried to use it. However...


  


  [This can’t be used during the quest.]


  


  A notification window popped up, and the scroll didn’t work. At this time, some shadows leaped between the roofs of the houses. Their leaps were great like those of a giant flea.


  


  “W-What is this...?”


  


  “Hiik...! Aaaagh!”


  


  The blacksmiths screamed as they witnessed the approaching shadows. They had pale skin with blue blood vessels bulging, red bloodshot eyes, and a drooping tongue. These were jiangshi. The concept of ‘moving corpses’ was like zombies, but jiangshi were faster and stronger than zombies. The jiangshi flew toward the blacksmiths.


  


  “Wave.” Thanks to the enhanced Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Grid’s attack boasted unparalleled power and turned the jiangshi to ashes. The lowest rated jiangshi couldn’t withstand Grid’s strike. This was just the beginning. Randy, Noe, the light elemental, the Blade Aiming at the Gods, and the Overgeared Skeletons protected the 100 blacksmiths. They fended off the jiangshi for one hour, and there wasn’t a single casualty.


  


  “...” The blacksmiths couldn’t close their mouths. Before this, they were already fascinated by the Grid who was acknowledged by a god, and they had moved to the Overgeared Kingdom for this reason. Now, they were falling for him again, with him as a warrior this time. In the midst of the silence...


  


  [★Hidden Quest★ ‘East Continent Experience (1)’ has been cleared.]


  


  [Two unique rated armor production methods have been acquired as a quest reward.]


  


  These notification windows popped up. The blacksmiths were relieved. Meanwhile, Grid was shocked. ‘Isn’t this too much honey?’


  


  The forced quest had high penalties and was threatening, but the rewards were significant. In just one hour, they had received three unique rated production methods. The rewards were less significant for Grid, but he was looking forward to the rewards for the later linked quests. Grid was thrilled. 


  


  On the other hand, the blacksmiths were shaking. “S-Scroll...”


  


  They wondered if they could use the scroll before the next quest popped up, but they were too late. A new quest was created.


  


  [East Continent Experience (2)]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  The few remaining inhabitants of Pangea are being surrounded by the ‘poison jiangshi.’ Find and rescue them. Beware of the attacks of the steel jiangshi.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Rescue 30 people within 1 hour.


  


  Quest Clear Rewards:


  


  1. Create a linked hidden quest. 


  


  2. 10 Blessed Weapon Enhancement Stones.


  


  Quest Failure: Level -1. The highest stat will permanently decrease by 15 points.]


  


  “...What?”


  


  The price of the blessed enhancement stones was still rising. It was an item which was difficult to secure because only a small amount was dropped when bosses were raided. Yet, the Overgeared Kingdom now had a chance to obtain 1,000 blessed weapon enhancement stones. 


  


  Simultaneously, the headquarters of the S.A Group. 


  


  “Hanul’s trials give high rewards as the difficulty is multiplied...”


  


  It was reasonable compensation. After all, this was the world of Satisfy. Lim Cheolho’s heart thumped as he watched the monitor. “This might be the birth of the strongest demon king...”


  


  The Demon King’s Subjugation was an event designed to force the demon king to lose. Even if only one participant broke through the gates of the four heavenly kings and entered the demon king’s castle, all dead participants would be resurrected. The demon king had to face approximately 400 National Competition participants. It was intended to stimulate the audience’s nerves, but it was almost physically impossible for the demon king to win.


  


  The S.A Group analyzed that Grid would only be able to get three to four medals from this National Competition. However, now...


  


  “Seven...” Lim Cheolho’s thoughts changed.




  Chapter 923


  “Protect the people well.”


  


  “I understand. Master just has to believe in me, nyang.”


  


  A cat was sitting on Grid’s shoulder. He had shining white fur, a plump belly, and pink jelly-like soles. The blacksmiths knew the identity of this cat. He was the best demonic beast of hell, a memphis. Noe had inherited some of the characteristics of a dragon, boasting a high level of intelligence and flying ability. He was a monster that overwhelmed the wyvern in all ways, even the crude breath. Only one out of two billion players had a memphis. The strongest pet was known to be tamed by Grid.


  


  ‘Cute.’


  


  Noe was licking his fur. He seemed to have a very clean personality. Occasionally, he would rub against Grid’s cheek in an adorable manner. However, the blacksmiths didn’t rush toward Noe.


  


  “Kyaong!”


  


  It was because Noe revealed his predatory nature to everyone except for Grid. Over half the steel jiangshi who jumped over the walls were beaten by Noe’s front paws.


  


  “Gulp.”


  


  Noe broke rocks and knocked down the steel jiangshi with one blow. The Overgeared Skeletons also broke the bones of the steel jiangshi, while Randy dealt the final blow to the jiangshi who couldn’t get up. There was also the light elemental and the golden blade that protected the blacksmiths.


  


  Grid’s pets and items could be considered as a perfect party. Grid didn’t have to lift one finger, and the safety of the blacksmiths was secured.


  


  The blacksmiths looked hopeful, feeling optimistic that they could clear the forced linked quests. This was when the blacksmiths realized why the Overgeared members trusted and praised Grid so much. However, Grid was feeling frustrated. ‘Where should I go?’


  


  He had to find and rescue 30 residents surrounded by the poison jiangshi. These were the contents of Grid’s ongoing quest. The time limit was only one hour while the ruined city was huge, and it was hard to find people. The range of Magic Detection was limited compared to the size of the city. Moreover, the moment the quest started, the dense fog blocked his sight, which meant he couldn’t find them using Fly.


  


  ‘This...’ Grid noticed there was only one way to clear this quest.


  


  They had to scatter. He and the 100 blacksmiths had to move through the fog directly to find the residents. Otherwise, it would be impossible to clear the quest.


  


  ‘If it wasn’t for the good rewards...’


  


  The jiangshi appeared constantly. The blacksmiths couldn’t fight and win against the jiangshi. It was a quest which led to the blacksmiths being scattered... It was for certain. This wasn’t a quest to be cleared. The rewards were so great because the quest was unreasonable.


  


  ‘It is ruined.’


  


  Feeling frustrated, Grid turned to look at the faces of the blacksmiths who followed him. They were people that Grid had brought here. Failing the quest was a betrayal of their trust. This wasn’t the result Grid wanted.


  


  “...”


  


  How could he overcome this situation? While struggling with the fog, Grid thought of with a skill.


  


  “Everybody stay here.”


  


  He jumped across several roofs. Once he reached the highest point, Grid freed a power imprinted on the Rune of Darkness.


  


  “Ruson’s Power.”


  


  It was an earl grade vampire Grid had killed when he raided the 7th vampire city. Ruson’s excellent blood sniffing ability was limited to ‘wounded targets’, but it completely neutralized an assassin’s hiding ability. Grid’s olfactory senses were enhanced, and he breathed as hard as he could. He could no longer smell the fishy water and stench of the jiangshi that had stimulated his nose. Now, Grid’s nose could only smell human blood. In the end...


  


  “There.”


  


  Like a sniffing dog, Grid succeeded in detecting a faint glimmer of blood. It was blood from the residents who were besieged by the poison jiangshi. The location was around 3 kilometers away to the east.


  


  ‘It’s weak when compared to the other powers, so I thought it was a useless skill. I never thought it could help me now.’ Grid smiled and shifted his gaze toward Noe. Noe was rolling around on the ground, licking his soles. He looked like he was intoxicated with cleaning. A creature that was born strong would feel a different type of tension.


  


  “Noe, I’ll be gone for a while, so protect the people well.”


  


  “Hrmm. I understand, nyang!” His answer was a yawn. Noe sure was easygoing. 


  


  The blacksmiths, who were relying on Noe, became uneasy upon seeing this attitude. However, Grid trusted Noe. He had eaten the power of the great demon Astaroth along with the thunder stone and evolved one step further than the usual memphis. Grid entered the ‘hunger’ state in exchange for an increase in his agility and instantly disappeared into the fog.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  The physical ability of poison jiangshi was similar to that of the steel jiangshi, but they released poison every time they were hurt. The deeper the wound, the stronger the poison would be. The people addicted to the poison would tremble with the pain of death.


  


  “Pant... Pant... We are finished.”


  


  Lord Han Seokbong—he was a person who had been captured by the king and then escaped. After he was kidnapped by the creator of the Red Phoenix Bow, Pangea was abandoned. The king didn’t dispatch a new lord, and the few remaining residents had to survive on their own. It was expected. Protecting the city was no different from rebelling against the yangbans of the Hwan Kingdom. The remaining residents knew that the Cho King would abandon Pangea. 


  


  Still, waiting for hell was enough to make their determination fade. The jiangshi easily crossed the barriers of the city that had lost its troops. Due to the attacks of the jiangshi, the residents didn’t have a chance to recover the collapsed Pangea economy. They were busy every day.


  


  Now, this was the limit. The residents were starving, and they lacked the power to resist the jiangshi. The heavens didn’t take pity on them. Every time the jiangshi jumped, the distance to the residents narrowed sharply, and the dense fog became poisoned. The residents gave up their resistance in front of the poison jiangshi that were a great threat.


  


  “I should’ve followed the lord that day... This land has lost all hope...” Someone muttered. 


  


  No one rebuked him. They were all exhausted. Although they had wanted to survive to defend their home and persuade the Cho King to allow the lord to come back, this noble spirit was long gone. The residents gasped, and the old weapons started to drop from their hands. Surrounded by the poison jiangshi, they completely gave up hope. They closed their eyes, blaming this deformed world for dividing the people between the yangbans and the ignorant masses.


  


  There was the sound of skulls cracking and flesh being torn. The residents’ family and friends—the residents knew they were all going to die. However, time passed, and there were no pained screams.


  


  “...?” The wide-eyed residents saw something flashing in the fog. Every time the light flashed, the heads of the poison jiangshi flew away. Someone was slaughtering the jiangshi.


  


  “W-Who?”


  


  Someone was helping them, whom even the heavens abandoned? The residents wanted to see the face of the person wiping out the jiangshi in the fog. On the other hand, they would be terribly poisoned if they took one step forward. So, no one was able to move.


  


  Someone sighed, “I don’t know what person it is, but they will die...”


  


  “We need to stop him right away. The wrath of the heavens will fall on him if he helps us.”


  


  The problem was the poison. The residents were worried that the person in the fog didn’t know the characteristics of the poison jiangshi. He would die as soon as he was affected by this poison. However, the powerful poison of the jiangshi couldn’t threaten a legend, especially not the legend who produced miracles.


  


  “Are you safe?”


  


  Step. Step. It was a stately gait. The man moved through the fog, and his face was revealed to the residents. To their amazement, the poison jiangshi behind him were dying of poison themselves. The shocked residents wept when the recognized the face of the man. “Pangea’s Duke of Virtue!”


  


  It was the man who had suddenly appeared when Pangea fell into a crisis after losing the Red Phoenix Bow. He had saved Pangea by recreating the Red Phoenix Bow and rescued the lord who had been about to be executed. Then he abducted Han Seokbong and the people of Pangea, who had triggered the rage of the yangbans, and left for the West Continent. The man was a person of virtue. So, in commemoration of Pangea, he was called Pangea’s Duke of Virtue.


  


  The return of Pangea’s hero ignited hope in the residents remaining in Pangea.


  


  [★Hidden Quest★ ‘East Continent Experience (2)’ has been cleared.]


  


  [10 blessed weapon enhancement stones have been acquired as a quest reward.]


  


  [The number of residents rescued exceeds 30. There will be one additional reward per person. 107 weapon enhancement stones have been acquired.]


  


  [A linked quest will occur as a quest reward.]


  


  [East Continent Experience (3)]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  Pangea’s blacksmiths have left a long time ago, and there aren’t many weapons remaining. Help the residents of Pangea fight the jiangshi by producing weapons. Please pay attention to the attacks of the steel jiangshi and the poison jiangshi.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Produce weapons and armor equal or higher than the epic rating for Pangea’s residents. The user restriction should be level 250 and higher. The deadline is 3 days.


  


  * The number of residents rescued is 137.


  


  Quest Clear Rewards:


  


  1. Create a linked hidden quest. 


  


  2. 20 Blessed Armor Enhancement Stones.


  


  Quest Failure: Level -1. The highest stat will permanently decrease by 20 points.]


  


  The difficulty of this quest was also unusually high. They had to produce weapons and armor equal or higher than epic rating for all the rescued residents...? Moreover, it had to be within three days?


  


  “G-Grid!!”


  


  “What is wrong with this?”


  


  The blacksmiths were going crazy.


  


  “It is impossible to produce 274 epic items in three days!”


  


  Normal, rare, epic, unique, and legendary—this was the rating system for items in Satisfy. Epic rated items with a good performance weren’t easy to produce. An ordinary person would produce one epic item for every 20 items made. In order to create an item, the average time taken was two to three hours. It was impossible for 101 blacksmiths to make 274 epic items in three days.


  


  The blacksmiths were in despair. There were a few people blaming Grid for rescuing 137 people when the quest only required 30. However, without Grid, the blacksmiths would’ve already died. Additionally, they couldn’t say anything to Grid when they saw the wounded residents.


  


  Grid asked the blacksmiths who were in a turmoil, “Do any of you have blacksmithing hammers of the unique rating?”


  


  The better the hammer, the higher the chance of producing high rated items would be. A high rated hammer was the dream of all blacksmiths. However, it wasn’t easy to make, and only five of the 100 blacksmiths raised their hands. Grid verified the information of their hammers and smiled. “Then let’s go to the smithy.”


  


  “...?” Several blacksmiths with good eyesight doubted their eyes. Grid’s obsidian eyes seemed to be glowing blue.




  Chapter 924


  The time required for item auto production was affected by the level of the blacksmithing skill and dexterity. The 100 blacksmiths who came to the East Continent had over 3,000 dexterity, and they spent an average of 2 hours and 9 minutes to make an item. Grid had selected a truly elite group. However, the speed at which items were created wasn’t proportional with the item rating.


  


  “Urgh. It is rare.”


  


  “I have a normal rating...”


  


  “Only five people made epic items? We are all going to die.”


  


  Agitated voices emerged from the smithy. The result of the first item production was a crushing defeat for the unlucky humans gathered.


  


  “Why...?”


  


  The shaky eyes of the blacksmiths turned toward Grid. Ttang! Ttang! Grid was working silently in the corner.


  


  “Can we really rely on Grid?”


  


  “...”


  


  No one denied the words. They couldn’t count on Grid this time. Grid was someone who produced items manually. It was rumored that the penalty of Pagma's Descendant was that he couldn’t make items automatically. Ttang! Ttang! Ttang! The rumors seemed to be true. The blacksmiths had already completed one item and entered the second production while Grid was still hammering. He had yet to finish his first item.


  


  “No matter how much I think about it, there is only one way.”


  


  A few blacksmiths pulled out the unique rated weapon production method. It was the compensation they had obtained in exchange for arriving in Pangea. The blacksmith’s hammer was classified as a weapon, making it possible to make unique rated hammers. A unique rated hammer would greatly elevate the chances of making epic rated items.


  


  Of course, they didn’t want to do this. In Pangea’s smithy, steel was the only material for making items. A unique rated hammer made of ordinary steel would just produce ‘low’ quality items. There might not be a big difference with the current epic rated hammers the blacksmiths were using.


  


  ‘I wish I could use the exchange.’


  


  In Satisfy, the intercontinental auction house was still mostly blocked. The exchange system wasn’t activated on the East Continent because the players’ market was on the West Continent. It meant there was no separate way to gain materials unless they collected it themselves. However, they couldn’t go mining because of time issues. The blacksmiths sighed and made up their minds.


  


  “It can’t be helped. Unfortunately, we’ll have to make steel hammers. Isn’t it funny to come all the way here only to give up the quest?”


  


  20 blessed armor enhancement stones—these were naturally a coveted reward, but the blacksmiths wanted to work for Grid rather than for the immediate compensation in front of them. If it wasn’t for Grid, they wouldn’t have been able to come to Pangea in the first place. They also wouldn’t have been able to knock down the jiangshi or rescue the residents. They had earned all types of rewards thanks to Grid, and now they didn’t want him to receive damages. It was a matter of conscience before faith.


  


  “This time, we will help Grid.”


  


  The blacksmiths settled their resolve. A small number of blacksmiths seemed to hesitate, but the atmosphere didn’t allow them to refuse.


  


  “Let’s begin.”


  


  Using a unique rated weapon production method to make a steel hammer... It was a waste no matter how they thought about it. Still, what could they do? The blacksmiths, who had made up their minds, felt anguished about using the unique rated weapon production method.


  


  “Stop!” Grid shouted at them. The attention of the blacksmiths was now focused on him. There were two hammers in Grid’s hands that he had supposedly just made.


  


  “Two...?”


  


  The blacksmiths had completed one item in two hours while Grid was still hammering. Yet he had two finished products...?


  


  ‘One item was already finished, and he was working on a second item?’


  


  ‘Is it possible he is doing it automatically, not manually?’


  


  ‘No, even if auto production is possible, can he make two items in two hours? Is his dexterity over 6,000?’


  


  The True (Fighting against the Gods) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill reduced the amount of time it took to make an item. However, ordinary blacksmiths didn’t know about it.


  


  “Jin Haecheong, Alanta, Cedar, ” Grid called out the names of three people.


  


  “Huh? Yes.”


  


  Alanta and Cedar were the highest ranked people among the 100 blacksmiths. On the other hand, Jin Haecheong was the owner of a unique rated hammer despite his ranking only being in the middle. Grid said to Jin Haecheong, “Show me your hammer again.”


  


  “Yes…” Jin Haecheong didn’t know Grid’s intentions, and he trembled as he pulled out his hammer. Grid’s eyes were filled with a blue light.


  


  [Eyes of Pagma-Baal’s Contractor Version Lv. 1]


  


  [You can check and copy the stats, options, and production method just by looking at the target item.


  


  However, in order to copy the item, you must use an item that you have created yourself as the material. Additionally, the difference in rating of the target item and the item used as the material must be within one grade. The item used as the material can’t be recovered.


  


  * Skills that belong to the target item may not be copied.


  


  * The duration of the duplication is one day. The copied item that has reached the end of this duration will be permanently destroyed.


  


  Skill Resource Consumption: One item.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 hour.]


  


  This was the power he had gotten from defeating the clone. Grid sacrificed the epic rated hammer he had just made and copied Jin Haecheong’s hammer.


  


  [You have succeeded in duplicating the item!]


  


  [Great Hammer]


  


  [Rating: Unique


  


  Durability: 486/520  Attack Power: 193~240   


  


  Odds of Making a Rare Rated Item: +3%  


  


  Odds of Making an Epic Rated Item: +34%


  


  It is the work created by the blacksmith Rolloman, who wasted his fortune to gambling. Rolloman decided it would be more profitable to make in demand items than to attempt high rated with extremely low production odds.


  


  He made this hammer and could become rich with the power of the hammer.


  


  User Restriction: Level 210 or higher. 603 or more strength. The Intermediate Blacksmithing skill.


  


  * It is a duplicated item. It will be destroyed after 23 hours.]


  


  Despite being a unique rated hammer, there wasn’t an option to increase the chances of making unique rated items. On the other hand, the probability of making epic rated items was greatly increased. This was why Grid copied Jin Haecheong’s hammer. For this quest, Jin Haecheong’s hammer was the best weapon. Then Grid used Divinity.


  


  [Show off the virtues of a blacksmith who deserves to be praised as a god. The casting time and cooldown time of all blacksmithing skills will be removed. It can be used up to two times whenever the skill is activated.]


  


  [The cooldown time of Pagma’s Eyes has been reset.]


  


  “Pagma’s Eyes.” Grid’s eyes, which had returned to normal as soon as he copied the hammer, turned blue again.


  


  The blacksmiths were momentarily distracted by this sight that was hard for them to understand. By the time they came to their senses, there were two Great Hammers in Grid’s hands. Of course, the original hammer was still in Jin Haecheong’s hands. Grid shared the information of the copied items to the blacksmiths and handed the two hammers to Alanta and Cedar.


  


  “From now on, I will give you the same hammer every hour. Good luck.”


  


  Of course, he could make the Great Hammer from the beginning instead of copying it. However, it was doubtful if he could reproduce the Great Hammer in one hour using the auto production. It was a unique item after all.


  


  “...” None of the blacksmiths answered. All the blacksmiths’ mouths were open, unaware of the flies going in.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “That’s it!”


  


  It was six hours before the end of the quest.


  


  “Wahhhh!”


  


  “We did it! We did it!”


  


  The blacksmiths cheered.


  


  [★Hidden Quest★ ‘East Continent Experience (3)’ has been cleared.]


  


  [20 blessed armor enhancement stones have been acquired as a quest reward.]


  


  The quest wasn’t hopeless. They managed to clear the quest they thought they wouldn’t succeed in. It was thanks to Grid continuously copying the hammer. The blacksmiths were able to experience being overgeared and looked enviously at Grid. Grid shrugged inwardly. He was proud of all the events he had experienced and solved over the last few years that resulted in miracles.


  


  Still, now was the time to keep his composure. Grid suppressed his excited mind and waited for the notification window with a stiff expression.


  


  [A linked quest will occur as a quest reward.]


  


  It was as he had expected. A new quest emerged immediately without a break.


  


  [Hunt the Daoist]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  There is an unusual number of jiangshi filling Pangea. It is believed that there is a daoist producing and controlling jiangshi near Pangea. Find the daoist and defeat him. Armed with their new weapons, the Pangea residents will help you.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Kill the daoist within three days.


  


  Quest Clear Rewards:


  


  1. Create a linked hidden quest. 


  


  2 Three random elixirs.


  


  Quest Failure: Level -2. The highest stat will permanently decrease by 30 points.]


  


  The loss of two levels and 30 points from his highest stat—the penalties for failing the quest had increased greatly. However, Grid wasn’t afraid. Grid’s highest stat was dexterity, and from Grid’s point of view, it was very easy to raise dexterity. So, losing a bit of dexterity wasn’t a problem.


  


  ‘I can also restore my levels by hunting.’


  


  The remarkable part was the reward. Elixirs—they were the ultimate remedy that permanently increased a stat by 10 points. This was an opportunity to get three of them. The other blacksmiths were also eager for the rewards, but their fear was greater. 


  


  “What is a daoist?”


  


  “We have to fight against the jiangshi...”


  


  The blacksmiths were different from Grid. They had no combat ability. The quest difficulty and penalties were a huge burden for those who couldn’t come here on their own. They desired the elixirs, but they didn’t feel that elixirs were worth more than their levels because it was hard for them to raise their level as members of a non-combat class.


  


  Yet what could they do? The water had already been spilled, and it was impossible to get off this road. So, the blacksmiths just tried to raise their morale.


  


  Grid looked at them with regret before turning his eyes toward the residents. The residents were in high spirits thanks to their new armor and weapons. They felt several times stronger than before and were filled with hope that they could protect Pangea. Grid asked them, “What direction did the jiangshi come from?”


  


  “Most of the jiangshi came from the west.”


  


  “The west...” Grid grasped the location of the daoist. Meanwhile, the residents murmured with serious expressions:


  


  “Are you going to fight for us again?”


  


  “Please allow us to add our strength.”


  


  “We won’t disturb you! Pangea’s Duke of Virtue, please let us follow you!”


  


  “Okay.” Grid didn’t refuse them. He checked the information of the residents through Character Observation, and he found that most of the residents were over level 300 and could fight a bit. They might be helpful in fighting the daoist who could summon jiangshi in large quantities.


  


  Thereafter, Grid’s party moved west. The residents’ report was correct. The jiangshi were entering Pangea from the crumbling western wall. Grid and the residents advanced while cutting through the jiangshi. Simultaneously, they tracked down the daoist in the direction of the jiangshi. Then the party was able to arrive at a deep cave under a cliff. The jianshi were jumping out of it.


  


  “Kill them...!” The residents were filled with killing intent. They didn’t intend to forgive the daoist who was making the jiangshi and attacking Pangea. Due to him, they didn’t have a chance to restore the city and had even lost several family members and friends. Grid stood at the forefront of the group, and the light elemental above Grid’s head revealed the dark cave.


  


  ...How far had they ventured into the cave? In the depths of the cave, three large jiangshi popped out. They were blood jiangshi. Blood jiangshi weren’t made from the same materials as the steel and poison jiangshi. They had the blood of virgins mixed with all types of drugs, making them three times faster and stronger. They also had some intelligence, so they were difficult to deal with.


  


  “Heok!” The residents were greatly impacted when they saw the blood jiangshi. They felt great despair at the sight of the blood jiangshi who were stronger than their warriors. On the other hand, Grid maintained his calm.


  


  “Link.” He unleashed a sword dance that made him look as dazzling as a butterfly. Three blood jiangshi, that could even threaten an army, were cut into dozens of pieces in a matter of seconds. Grid’s cold gaze fell on the shaking body of a middle-aged man, who was the daoist hiding deep inside the cave. The middle-aged man was pale with fright after seeing Grid take care of the three blood jiangshi in an instant.


  


  “You should’ve at least prepared the black horse jiangshi if you want to deal with me...” As Grid spoke, a chill went down Grid’s spine. It was due to the direction of the frightened daoist’s gaze. He was not looking at Grid but behind Grid.


  


  ‘Who...?’ Grid hurriedly turned his head. There was a gust of wind, and the bodies of some of the blacksmiths and residents standing behind Grid exploded like firecrackers. Grid’s chest was crushed by a strong pressure.


  


  [You have suffered 29,590 damage.]


  


  It felt like he was hit by a debuff that decreased his defense. Grid panted while staring at the man in the full dopo. (Link: https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dopo_(clothing))


  


  [You have discovered a strong person of this era!] 


  


  [The Hero King’s fighting energy has started to boil!] 


  


  The man stood there, surrounded by the corpses of the blacksmiths and residents. The yangban Garam had a distorted smile on his face. “I was trying to catch you, but there is a bunch of junk here.”




  Chapter 925


  With Garam’s words, the scattered puzzle pieces joined together in Grid’s mind. 


  


  The sudden occurrence of the East Continent quest... The reason why only blacksmiths could participate even though the blacksmiths could never clear the contents of the quest... The questions about the abnormalities were now resolved.


  


  ‘Yes... It is a quest that only I could reach.’


  


  Grid was being aimed at. He was surprisingly calm after realizing this. After all, he had found Pagma’s Rare Book because of a quest NPC, so it wasn’t systematically impossible. In the first place, the majority of players’ quests were given by NPCs. 


  


  Grid pulled out a health potion, but Garam didn’t stop him from drinking it. Instead, Garam snorted and spoke like it was ridiculous, “Trivial and ignorant person. You have committed three sins.


  


  “First of all, an ignorant person succeeded a yangban’s skills. It might be Pagma’s skills, but your presence alone undermines the quality of all yangbans. Your presence deserves to be erased.”


  


  Tong, tong, tong.


  


  There was a chain of small explosions around Garam. An invisible wind was hitting the space. The interval was shortened, and it occurred more frequently.


  


  “Second, you dared reject my proposal. You rejected the glory of being my slave. An ignorant person like you is supposed to obey the yangbans. Do you deserve to enjoy yourself? No.”


  


  Tong!


  


  [You have suffered 5,800 damage.]


  


  Tetong! 


  


  [You have suffered 5,800 damage.]


  


  [You have suffered 5,800 damage...]


  


  By the end of Garam’s second statement, Grid had become bloody. He was swept away by the power of the invisible wind and bounced around like a billiard ball. Every time there was a sound, his body was injured and he groaned. Grid looked like a doll being bounced around, and Garam found it ridiculous.


  


  “Third, you hurt me. The ordinary people are livestock. You are raised according to the taste of us yangbans and then slaughtered. Yet you dared to extend your claws and hurt me.”


  


  It was Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle. Grid had linked four of Pagma’s sword dances and dealt a shallow cut to Garam’s skin. The pain that Garam felt at the time had been unfamiliar and uncomfortable. It became a nightmare for him every night. 


  


  “Verdict, you are sentenced to death.”


  


  The power of the wind hitting Grid grew stronger and faster, becoming like a storm. It swept Grid’s body away, and he slammed into the cave ceiling. The storm moved around Grid like an angry beast. He was hit and sliced at repeatedly.   20cm, 30cm, 40cm, 50cm... 


  


  Every time the storm moved, Grid’s body was pushed deeper into the ceiling. In the shaking cave, Grid’s vision spun around and around. Blood gushed from Grid’s body, and the smile on Garam’s face grew wider.


  


  “Trivial thing.”


  


  It felt like a 100-year-old blockage had been relieved. His pride that had fallen to hell because of this bug had finally been recovered. Garam hummed as he saw Grid’s dying appearance.


  


  “...Transcended Link.” Grid, whose health had fallen to a breathtaking level, had been waiting for his fighting energy to reach 100% before beginning to fight back. Despite being deeply embedded into the ceiling, he unleashed dozens of energy blades.


  


  “...?” The red and purple aura around Grid’s body warned Garam of something. He was surprised and moved the storm pressure that was around Grid. The storm became a mild warm wind and surrounded Garam like a shield. The energy blades of Transcended Link were all canceled out by the shield. However, Grid’s situation had improved. He gained freedom and landed on the ground. Then he took out a new potion and drank it.


  


  “XX, this sucks,” Grid cursed in a trembling voice before looking at the frightened blacksmiths and residents who were remaining. They felt helpless after seeing their companions explode like watermelons. The absolute gesture of a transcendent had deprived their unfortunate companions of their lives. This made those who survived feel doubtful and sink into despair.


  


  Grid gritted his teeth. “Did you have to kill them?”


  


  “Them? Who are you talking about?”


  


  “The blacksmiths and the residents. The people you just killed.”


  


  “Ah, you mean these bugs. They were interfering in my line of sight, so I killed them. Nobody stops walking when they are about to step on ants.”


  


  “Bugs... Ants...”


  


  Were they this insignificant? The blacksmiths, who came to the East Continent because of him, and the residents, who couldn’t bear to leave and protected their home—Grid wasn’t very familiar with them. It was too short of a relationship for him to be confident and say that he knew them. However, Grid vividly remembered dreaming of a better life and trying to achieve it. He knew that these people tried hard, just like he did. They couldn’t be denied by being called bugs.


  


  “...” Grid’s fists clenched from uncontrollable anger, and his gaze shifted toward Tiramet’s Belt. Tiramet’s Belt was an item that had remained at the unique rating for many years. Its experience had been stuck at 96% just a while ago, and now it exceeded 97%. The yangban, Garam, had lightly attacked dozens of times, and 1% of experience was accumulated.


  


  ‘It is impossible to win.’ Grid hated Garam till his dying breath. From the first day they met, Garam was a person Grid didn’t like at all. Still, he had to acknowledge Garam’s skills. Garam’s level must be close to 600, and he had overwhelming stats.


  


  ‘There is no chance in a fight. I will lose. Still...’


  


  Grid, who was covered with a purple red energy, turned his head. The trembling blacksmiths and residents were staring at him.


  


  ‘I can buy time for them to flee.’


  


  At the present time, Garam was an overwhelming powerhouse. His fighting energy and the speed at which his item accumulated experience proved this fact. Garam was less likely to be wary of Grid. For example, it was clear that he had once again been careless just now. Grid believed there would be an opportunity and sent a whisper to the blacksmith Jin Haecheong.


  


  -I will buy time, so escape with the residents.


  


  -I-I can’t understand the current situation...


  


  -The quest is up to here. It is because of me that you came to the East Continent and lost your level and stats. I’m sorry.


  


  -D-Don’t say that! The help we got from Grid is much greater! Coming here is worth losing some levels and stats!


  


  -...Thank you.


  


  -Please...! I wish you all the best!


  


  Jin Haecheong finished whispering to Grid and sent a message with his eyes to the other blacksmiths. They had to save the residents. The blacksmiths understood Grid’s feelings. Unlike the players, the residents only had one life. Thinking about the last three days they had spent making items, the blacksmiths felt the desire to protect the residents.


  


  “I don’t know why you are clinging to a meaningless life,” Garam said in a ridiculing tone once the people started to move. He seemed to have no intention of letting them go.


  


  Tong, tong, tong. The chain of explosions began around Garam.


  


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.” Grid immediately came forward. One step, two steps... The dance strides were shorter than before as the Enlightenment Sword roared.


  


  “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle!”


  


  “You...!”


  


  It was as Grid expected, and Garam’s face distorted for the first time. Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle—the strongest technique that had hurt Garam previously—was being used by Grid to provoke Garam. Seeing this, he no longer paid attention to the residents.


  


  Instead of his smoking pipe, Garam now held a short spear and started responding to Grid’s bombardment. Garam slashed his short spear and defeated the incoming energy blades, raising the spear above his head to block the final blow that was like a lightning bolt. This was the moment when the whole process of Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle was completely disrupted.


  


  Grid had expected this, so he wasn’t shaken. On the other hand, Garam hated it as Grid’s sword was emitting black flames.


  


  “What?” The flames surrounding Garam devastated the area. The cave shook and Garam stepped back. The blacksmiths didn’t miss this opportunity. They ran as hard as they could with the residents.


  


  “Kuk...! Kuaaaaah!” Garam screamed as he was surrounded by flames. It wasn’t because of pain though. Rather, Garam was fine. Only the tip of his hair was slightly burned. However...


  


  “Is your pride hurt?”


  


  That’s right. It was a matter of pride. Originally, Garam had been planning to trample on Grid like he was an insect. He had wanted to laugh as Grid died without resisting. Yet Grid had once again resisted and even damaged Garam’s body. It might just be his hair burning slightly, but...


  


  “You...! Youuuu!” Garam suffered great damage to his pride, and he could never recover from this wound in a lifetime. He was using a weapon instead of a smoking pipe and had opened up the power of wind, which was one of his abilities. Yet he still allowed this insect to counterattack. 


  


  Garam swung the spear angrily, cutting one of Grid’s arms and causing him to slam into the cave wall. The reach and speed of the attack was much greater than before. Garam’s spear kept stabbing at Grid and he moved backward. Despite summoning the light elemental and Blade Aiming at the Gods, Grid was unable to cope with Garam’s offensive. In the end, Grid was pushed into the depths of the cave.


  


  “Cowardly bastard!” Garam shouted and his short spear aimed precisely at Grid’s heart when he no longer had room to escape. It had an attack power which had dealt 10,000 damage just by scratching his arm. Grid would die if a vital spot were hit.


  


  So, Grid made a decision and used Blackening and Quick Movements. “Revolve!”


  


  He didn’t step back and unfolded a counterattack. It was almost instantaneously. The tip of the spear, which aimed at Grid’s heart, was swept up in Grid’s sword and changed its trajectory. The tip of the spear pierced Garam instead of Grid. No, it seemed to pierce him.


  


  “You.”


  


  Garam used the ultimate footwork that leaped through space itself—Shunpo. The moment Grid deployed the counterattack, Garam used Shunpo and appeared by Grid’s side. The spear only pierced the afterimage that was left behind by Garam. Grid’s face was caught by Garam’s hand, and it was like hard granite slammed into it. One, twice, three times, four times...


  


  [You have suffered 4,900 damage.]


  


  [You have suffered 5,150 damage...]


  


  [One eye has been severely injured. Your field of view isn’t properly secured. Your body has become dull.]


  


  Grid’s face literally became a mess. The bloody Grid couldn’t even groan as he was held by Garam. Garam’s face was like the devil’s.


  


  “I can’t understand it. You are just an ignorant person. Why do you want to anger me every time? What the hell do you believe in?”


  


  Garam transferred all responsibility for this situation onto Grid. He treated Grid as a sinner. However, Grid wasn’t a sinner. He was a king.


  


  “Once again...” Grid’s tingling lips opened. Grid was angrily staring straight into Garam’s eyes. “I… won’t... succumb… your... strength.”   


  


  “What?” Garam thought he would hear begging, but his ears were contaminated. Using the power of the wind, Garam blew away the light sword and the Blade Aiming at the Gods and then slammed Grid’s face into the ground. It happened at this moment.


  


  [The First King title effect has been activated.] 


  


  [A protective shield containing the health that was lost in the last minute has been created.]


  


  [All terrain adaptability has increased by 100% while movement speed and defense has increased by 10%.]


  


  A bright orange shield formed around Grid. He fully adapted to the terrain of the cave and opened up Ruson’s Power, further amplifying his speed and gaining the ability to smell blood. Grid suddenly moved, and Garam hurriedly stabbed at him with the spear. He felt irritated when he couldn’t keep up with Grid’s speed and hit the protruding limestone instead.


  


  “You rat bastard!”


  


  At this moment, Garam decided he had no more pride left to be crushed and opened up his second power, which was the holy attribute. Meanwhile, Grid discovered the daoist hiding in a corner and stabbed him. The daoist couldn’t cope with the destructive power and turned to ash.


  


  “If I’m going to die anyway, shouldn’t I get more rewards?”


  


  Garam’s response was surprisingly intense. “Y-You! You snake!”


  


  Was Garam angry about Grid gaining more rewards? Garam emitted a killing intent that had never been seen before. Grid opened Belial’s Power and used Item Combination to join together the Enlightenment Sword and the Blade Aiming at the Gods.


  


  “Youuuuu!” Garam seemed like he was being chased by something. His eyes were manic as he stabbed the spear at Grid. However, the spear didn’t reach Grid. It was due to the vampire who popped out of Tiramet's Belt’s, which had just reached the legendary rating. Tiramet reached out and caught the spear with both hands.


  


  “Nyaaong!”


  


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  


  Noe released lightning from his mouth, and Randy—who copied Grid’s appearance—stood by Garam’s side. The three monsters aimed at Garam’s heart.


  


  “Linked Kill.”


  


  Long energy blades were fired continuously. Grid’s level and stats were much inferior to Garam’s, but the power of his super myth rated weapon and the power of the rune penetrated Garam’s skin without much difficulty.


  


  “Cough!” Garam coughed up blood. Then Grid discovered why Garam had become nervous and exposed a gap.


  


  [★Hidden Quest★ ‘Hunt the Daoist’ has been cleared.]


  


  [You have acquired three elixirs from the quest clear reward.]


  


  [A linked quest will occur as a quest reward.]


  


  [Back to the West Continent...]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  Thanks to your efforts, the people of Pangea have regained peace. Now, Pangea will be able to stand on its own.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Return to the West Continent within 24 hours.


  


  Quest Reward: A Pangea’s Secret Dungeon Pass.]


  


  [Moving between continents is now possible again.]


  


  “...Aha.”


  


  “Griiiid!” Garam’s power started to run wild. Noe, Randy, and Tiramet were swept away by the magic power and turned to gray. Garam leaped toward Grid, but it was pointless.


  


  “Goodbye, you stupid jerk.” Grid had already disappeared in a flash of light.




  Chapter 926


  The ultimate calligraphy filled the hanji (traditional Korean paper made from mulberry trees). There was a stroke that stretched out without a hitch, and the trajectory of life in one stroke was infinite.


  


  「The Cho Kingdom should take care of Pangea. 」


  


  Once Hanul finished the last point, the ‘word’ was finished. The Cho King would be thrilled when he received this ‘word.’ He would be able to look after the city and people he had turned away from due to fearing the Hwan Kingdom. Garam stood next to Hanul, unable to understand Hanul’s actions. “Why are you giving an opportunity to those nasty people?”


  


  “An opportunity? This isn’t an opportunity but a reward.” Hanul put down the brush and looked at Garam. There was compassion in Hanul’s eyes. “The opportunity was yours, and the people of Pangea were sacrificed to give you that chance.”


  


  Rain also fell in the desert. The sky never abandoned the earth.


  


  “I have to reward them as much as I forced them to sacrifice. This is the duty I have to uphold.”


  


  The sky (Hanul) was in a position that couldn’t be one-sided. The intolerance of heaven would make too many lives wither. The world could collapse as soon as the sky lost sight of its duty. This was the reason why Grid was rewarded for answering Hanul’s call.


  


  “...”


  


  A person with no desires didn’t exist completely. Garam had feelings of admiration and rejection toward Hanul, a man who was like him but also completely different from him.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Hrmm.” Grid’s expression wasn’t very good when he returned to the West Continent. He was unbelievably depressed for a person who had just gained astronomical rewards.


  


  “This game is really... hard.”


  


  A quest had appeared in a form where he had to bite the bait. There was an enemy that was too hard to deal with. Then there was the gaming system which required higher talent. Grid sighed as he looked at the skills and magic windows. “Hah. The skills and magic are too much.”


  


  With Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Braham’s enhanced spells, the Rune of Darkness, and items and skills attached to various titles… Grid now had close to 30 combat skills available. If he counted those attached to all the items he’d made, he would have over 50. 


  


  It was too much for Grid. He lacked the wits and sensitivity to take advantage of the skills he possessed. In particular, the stronger the opponent and the more intense the situation, the worse Grid’s thinking became. It was difficult for Grid to use his skills in the right place. After all, it was hard for effort alone to overcome pure talent. The so-called geniuses could handle 50 or 60 skills instead of just 30.


  


  “I can afford to try different things when dealing with weak enemies, but it has been a long time since I’ve faced such a strong person.”


  


  Grid replayed his fight with Garam. First, there was the intangible wind. Grid hadn’t been able to figure out the path of the wind with just ‘sound.’ It hadn’t been visible, and he had looked ugly while getting severely beaten by the wind that was coming from all sides. If Grid had the minimum of ‘sound sensitivity’, then he wouldn’t have been so defenseless.


  


  ‘Well, yes. I was fine using the pieces of falling stone as footholds when I was stuck in the ceiling. It was really good that I thought about it.’


  


  He recalled the good parts as well as the bad parts. This wasn’t arrogance but necessity. Grid replayed the battle because he wanted to develop. It was important to think about what he was good at and what he wasn’t good at. This meant he could reduce his mistakes and highlight his strengths.


  


  “Hrmm.”


  


  The more he replayed the battle, the better he did. Waiting for his fighting energy to reach 100%, counterattacking, using buffs such as Blackening, using Doran’s Ring, using the effect of the First King title, opening Ruson’s Power, and using the cave terrain, and so on...


  


  ‘Of course, I could do more...’


  


  Grid hadn’t used any magic, and he hadn’t been able to give detailed commands to the Light Sword and the Blade Aiming at the Gods. He hadn’t been able to control Cray’s Power completely, and he had totally forgotten about Dark Bus’ Ring, which had the ability to delete a skill. Dark Bus’ Ring reminded Grid of how Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle was completely neutralized by Garam. The spear had the ‘energy’ to delete a skill and Garam destroyed all the stages of Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle by swinging the spear faster than Grid’s skill casting speed.


  


  “Oh! How rotten! There are too many skills and items! Additionally, Noe, why do you fail to use Soul Ingestion whenever it is important?”


  


  “No, his attack penetrated through Fluidization, nyong... Too strong, nyang... I was hurt...”


  


  “Sigh.”


  


  Grid thought about it a few more times and concluded the difficulty of the game was too high. How many players were there in the world who could take advantage of their many skills and items like Kraugel? 


  


  ‘Increasing the power while reducing the number of skills and magic will make it much more comfortable to play.’


  


  He would make a suggestion to the customer center for the first time after a long time. It would be a very ‘polite’ message. The seriously distressed Grid brought up the details of Tiramet’s Belt. His studying and grumbling were over, and it was time to face reality again.


  


  [Tiramet's Belt]


  


  [Rating: Legendary


  


  * Reduce damage received by 15%.


  


  * Stamina +250.


  


  * Health +10,000


  


  * The skill ‘Wind of Regeneration’ is generated.


  


  -A belt that contains the unique magic power of Vampire Viscount Tiramet.


  


  ★ The final evolution of the item is complete. 


  


  You can summon vampire viscount Tiramet by consuming 1,500 mana. If Tiramet is killed in battle, he can only be summoned again after 24 hours.]


  


  [Wind of Regeneration]


  


  [Passive.


  


  Tiramet’s magic power boasts excellent regeneration power and makes the wearer’s body healthy. The speed of health recovery is greatly increased, and 500 health per second will be restored.


  


  This effect will disappear when hit. A 10-second wait is required before the effect will be reapplied.]


  


  “Ku...” Grid’s body trembled. Had he been raising the experience for four years? Five years? No, maybe the item—which had been stuck at the unique rating—would’ve required much longer before finishing its final evolution. Now, it happened at a critical point just before the upcoming demon king event.


  


  ‘The damage reduction rate has increased by 15%, and health has increased to 10,000. This is why I was able to endure more of Garam’s attacks.’


  


  It was completely different from when it was of the unique rating. The rumor about the true power of a growth item not being shown until its final evolution was the truth. Grid glared at Elfin Stone’s Ring, whose experience still hadn’t risen, and brought up the information for Tiramet.


  


  [Name: Tiramet


  


  Age: 295  Gender: Male


  


  Species: Vampire


  


  Level: 300


  


  Title: Immortal Noble


  


  * Immediately recovers 30% of the damage. This skill is charged once per hour and can be charged up to 12 times. However, if the amount of damage received from one strike exceeds 60% of his maximum health, it won’t recover. Additionally, recovery isn’t possible with divine attacks.


  


  * Resurrected with 100% health in the case of death. All stats are increased by 20% for one hour after the resurrection. It is an effect that will activate after reaching level 360.


  


  Title: Depressed


  


  * He feels ashamed for being bound to a human despite being a child of Shizo Beriache. His self-esteem is so low that it is negatively affecting his morale. All stats are degraded.


  


  Physical Attack Power: 2,150  Magic Attack Power: 100


  


  Health: 100,000    Mana: 3,000


  


  Defense: 2,500   Magic Resistance: 500


  


  Possessed Skills: Block One Blow! (A), I Wonder Why I’m Alive... (C), Headbutt (C)  


  


  Status: Depressed (Resurrected after a long time and died soon after. Why am I alive... I’d rather die...)]


  


  “...Being depressed at this time...”


  


  Tiramet’s condition wasn’t very good. The strength of the vampire viscount Tiramet, who couldn’t be raided without the help of the Demon Slayer, was gone.


  


  “Well, he was classified as a boss monster at the time. It doesn’t make sense to compare a summoned pet to his self from that time.”


  


  Grid’s expression was fairly bright. Tiramet wasn’t as good as before, but it was too much to describe him as weak. Wasn’t it thanks to the ‘Block One Blow!’ skill that Tiramet managed to block one of Garam’s skills? His basic stats were also excellent. It was the attack power of a unique rated weapon combined with the defense of unique rated armor. The notable part was the equipment system. Unlike Noe, Tiramet was a humanoid monster, so it was possible for him to wear equipment. Additionally, unlike Randy, who copied a weaker version of Grid’s items, Tiramet was able to receive pure items. 


  


  ‘If I set him up as a tanker, I’ll be able to attack a dungeon alone.’


  


  Tiramet would even serve as a strong shield in the demon king subjugation event. Grid planned to make items for Tiramet starting from tomorrow. He also confirmed the rewards from the East Continent: one unique rated weapon production method, two unique rated armor production methods, 10 blessed weapon enhancement stones and 107 weapon enhancement stones, 20 blessed armor enhancement stones, and three random elixirs.


  


  “I really cleaned up everything...”


  


  The quest rewards were so good that he wondered if it was a scam. Fortunately, it wasn’t a scam. His inventory was full of the rewards.


  


  “The unique rated production methods will be used for Tiramet’s items.”


  


  Grid produced items that were at least of the epic rating. This didn’t mean that he could easily make unique rated items. He still had to rely heavily on luck to create items rated unique or higher. As such, a definite unique rated production method was solid insurance for Grid.


  


  “I will use the enhancement stones to immediately strengthen my items.”


  


  The probability of enhancing myth rated items was low enough to be around 0.00001%. However, it was impossible to sell the precious enhancement stones. Grid wasn’t stupid enough to sell them for a bit of money.


  


  “Maybe I can get it to +3... No, +2. I just want +2,” Grid prayed as he finally looked at the elixirs.


  


  Three random elixirs—they raised his stats by 30 points. It was equivalent to gaining three levels. Grid checked his main stats.


  


  [Name: Grid


  


  Level: 364


  


  ....


  


  ....


  


  Strength: 3,220 (+360)


  


  Stamina: 2,047 (+580)


  


  Agility: 2,750 (+330)


  


  Intelligence: 1,898 (+405)


  


  ....


  


  ....]


  


  “I lost some intelligence after changing the crown. Still, it isn’t bad.”


  


  The world recognized Grid as being overgeared, and Grid didn’t deny it. However, Grid’s greatest strength was his stats. Thanks to more than 26 items and the production of high rated items, Grid’s main stats were twice as high as the stats of users of the same level. He could fight with named NPCs and bosses because of his stats. Grid recalled that general elixirs were divided into four types: strength, stamina, agility, and intelligence.


  


  “The random elixir will raise one of the four major stats...”


  


  The stat that Grid desired was agility. He wanted to finish the golden ratio of 1:1 agility to strength and gain the higher attack power correction. Would it really go Grid’s way? Grid didn’t expect much because he was well aware of his bad luck. 


  


  “Stamina is also okay. My maximum possible blood is already over 150,000, and I will aim for 200,000.”


  


  Thanks to the First King title, Grid would see a big gain if his maximum health increased. It was definitely good for his stamina to increase.


  


  “Strength... Well, it isn’t bad. Intelligence...”


  


  Since Braham’s enhanced magic spells were opened as his intelligence increased, the intelligence stat might be the next most important one after agility. Still, Grid didn’t have a big desire for intelligence. What was the point of more magic? He couldn’t even use them properly.


  


  “Ha. Ha. Ha. I... hope... I... won’t... get... it.”


  


  Grid took a deep breath as he grabbed a random elixir. No matter what he thought, it seemed a bit tricky because he would probably get the opposite result of what he wanted. Grid hesitated for a while before finally drinking the elixir. Gulp. The effect of the random elixir was amazing. It was different from the usual elixirs that only raised the main stats.


  


  [The random elixir effect has increased dexterity by 10 points.]


  


  “Ah, XX.”


  


  He wanted to stop swearing, but why did this keep happening? Tears fell from Grid’s eyes. This was because he hadn’t noticed it yet. The fact that the random elixir raised his dexterity meant he could raise other special stats. Additionally, there weren’t just the three elixirs given to Grid as dozens of blacksmiths came to visit Grid later.




  Chapter 927


  “Why is it dexterity?”


  


  The number of stats that points could be invested in was limited to the four main stats. Strength, stamina, agility, and intelligence. It was the same with the elixirs. The elixirs only raised four stats. Then why did dexterity go up?


  


  The random elixirs were different from normal elixirs. Grid took around two minutes to realize this.


  


  “I can think of it as an elixir to raise special stats.”


  


  The special stats Grid currently had were dexterity, persistence, composure, indomitable, dignity, insight, courage, political power, demonic power, luck, and deity.


  


  ‘Of course, the probability of the deity stat rising is 0%.’


  


  Deity was a myth grade stat that only grew when a certain person or force deified Grid and gave him room to become a myth. It wasn’t logical to expect that the random elixir would raise the deity stat.


  


  ‘Then this means the remaining 10 stats can rise.’


  


  This wasn’t good though. The probability of a special condition of the stat being activated was low. The resistance to status conditions given by the composure stat was low compared to the complete status resistance of a legendary class. An unreliable stat like indomitable that had a chance of invalidating damage wasn’t something the unlucky Grid should lean on.


  


  The dignity stat was already sufficient thanks to the Overgeared King’s crown, and the effect of the insight stat to detect the behavior of the target had long been known to have a definite upper limit. What about dexterity? It was a stat that naturally went up during the item making process. From Grid’s point of view, it was the easiest stat to raise, since his current dexterity was 3,967+880. It was close to 5,000. There was nothing he desired.


  


  ‘I can easily raise persistence, not to mention demonic power. Demonic power is completely ridiculous. Additionally, the stats like political power, courage and...’


  


  Political power was an indispensable stat for the king of a kingdom because it sped up domestic development. If the king’s political power was high, the nation’s overall domestic development rate would increase. There was also courage. Courage was better than nothing. Every one point in courage raised attack power and defense by 0.1. It was very shabby compared to the third awakening strength stat, which increased attack power by 0.6 or stamina which increased defense by 0.9.


  


  Finally...


  


  ‘...Good luck.’


  


  Good luck was the statistic that increased the probability of a beneficial effect. It was useful in all fields such as item making, enhancement, hunting, and raids. For the unlucky Grid, good luck was the stat that he was most desperate for. Good luck was a special stat that didn’t increase with the title effects, so he was confident that its value would shine as it increased.


  


  “Okay...” 


  


  Grid held the remaining two elixirs and prayed earnestly, ‘Please raise good luck. If it isn’t good luck, political power or courage will be fine. Please don’t let it be demonic power or dexterity.’


  


  “Go!”


  


  Had there ever been another day when he was so nervous? Grid gulped before swallowing an elixir. The result was amazing.


  


  [The random elixir effect has increased dexterity by 10 points.]


  


  [The random elixir effect has increased dexterity by 10 points.]


  


  “...” It was cruel and irrational to expect anything from his luck. Grid couldn’t cope with the result and hugged his knees. “...Should I quit the game?”


  


  “Nyang?”


  


  “No, I can’t even joke about this.” Grid stroked the fur of Noe who was lying on his shoulders. The sky was exceptionally clear today like it was making fun of him. It was a pleasant experience for Noe who was lying down next to Grid. He leaned over and rubbed his face against Grid’s chest.


  


  “Sometimes, this isn’t too bad.”


  


  How long had Grid been resting? Then it happened while Grid was enjoying his spare time with Noe.


  


  “Grid!” A group of people approached Grid. They were the blacksmiths who had just returned from Pangea.


  


  “You came back safely.”


  


  “Grid, didn’t you clear the quest? You should’ve noticed the notification window.”


  


  “Um...” Grid had a bittersweet smile on his face as he looked at the blacksmiths. There were 77 people. With the exception of the 23 people who died, these blacksmiths had returned to the West Continent one step ahead of being killed by Garam. Grid felt responsible for what happened. It was due to his unreasonable judgment that the blacksmiths had experienced a crisis and felt fearful throughout their quests. In the end, some people were sacrificed.


  


  ‘They got caught up in the quest because of me...’


  


  Did they see Grid’s regretful expression?


  


  “All the blacksmiths who arrived in the West Continent one step faster than us are in a festive atmosphere. Didn’t we gain many rewards thanks to Grid?”


  


  “It isn’t the time to worry about the dead. What is wrong with losing a level and a bit of dexterity? We get to sit on a cushion of money.”


  


  “We have discussed it together. We think it is better to sell the blessed enhancement stones to the Overgeared members. It is uncomfortable to sell the precious items outside the kingdom. Since it is a reward we got from Grid in the first place, we should sell it to the Overgeared members at a cheap price.”


  


  It was great news to hear. Grid appreciated the hearts of the blacksmiths, but there was still something he had to handle before that. 


  


  “Please sell it to me before handing it over to the members.”


  


  “Huh? No, of course. Actually, no, I won’t accept any money from Grid for it. Just take half of it,” the blacksmiths suggested. However, Grid politely declined. He didn’t want to monopolize the items. Instead, he wanted the development of the entire kingdom. Grid wanted to maintain the blacksmiths’ motivation by paying a fair price for purchased goods. He also wanted them to like him even more.


  


  As expected, the blacksmiths were thrilled. They gained even more respect for Grid as he maintained his humble attitude until the end.


  


  ‘It is like he isn’t a king.’


  


  ‘This is the reason why so many rankers serve Grid.’


  


  ‘Even Katz acts politely to Grid...’


  


  The blacksmiths’ respect and liking toward Grid started to boil over like water in a pot. They shouted at Grid, “Please take these elixirs!”


  


  “Elixirs?”


  


  “Yes. As you know, we are ordinary blacksmiths. The only necessary stats for us are stamina, dexterity, and persistence. Isn’t this elixir random? It is highly unlikely to get the stats we want, so this is just like a luxury.”


  


  Grid replied honestly, “This is a random elixir and can actually raise dexterity. I just drank it and raised dexterity.” 


  


  “Haha... Saying that to us...”


  


  “No, it really raises dexterity.”


  


  “You don’t have to concede this much.”


  


  “That’s right, Grid. No matter how I think about it, the elixirs are a luxury. I think it is better for Grid to use the elixirs, no matter how much we can gain.”


  


  “...”


  


  In fact, their words were true. It was an extravagant luxury for ordinary blacksmiths, who only had a small amount of stamina and strength, to take the random elixirs. However, elixirs usually sold for more than 200 million won. Katz was a chaebol, and it was rumored that he steadily purchased dozens of elixirs over the past three years for 300 million won per elixir. It was a burden to buy 231 elixirs, even for Grid. If he calculated it at the cheap price of 200 million won, it was 46.2 billion. It was impossible for anyone except a chaebol to cope with that much expenditure.


  


  For an elixir that might raise dexterity...? It was doubtful if it was worth 200 million won. While Grid was hesitating, the blacksmiths said some unexpected words, “We’re saying for you to literally take them. We aren’t trying to sell them. We will give you the elixirs, so please use them.”


  


  “What does that...”


  


  Grid knew better than anyone as to the value of this material. Yet they were just giving him items that were worth billions? Grid couldn’t understand the attitude of the blacksmiths. However, the blacksmiths thought differently. “They are items that we wouldn’t have received without Grid. We have already made a lot of money thanks to the unique item production method and enhancement stones. It is really burdensome for us to be greedier.”


  


  “It is also a type of bribe. Who knows what we will receive from giving the elixirs to Grid today? Later, Grid will take care of us again.”


  


  “That’s right. Grid, if you have a production method that you don’t need... Huhu! It is better for us.”


  


  It was true. The high rated production methods that Grid held could be of great value to them. Grid struggled for a while before accepting the favor, “Okay. I am grateful and will surely repay you.”


  


  “We are the grateful ones. We will make sure we can be of help to Grid someday.”


  


  The 100 blacksmiths who had gone on a short adventure with Grid—they were new loyalists who admired Grid’s ability. Grid’s reputation spread through the smithy district.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  Duguen! Duguen! Duguen!


  


  He left the blacksmiths. After returning to the castle, he whispered his love to Irene, received a job report from Lauel, kissed the sleeping Lord’s forehead and then sat alone in his office. There were a huge 231 elixirs on the desk. The iridescent liquid in the transparent bottles was more fearful than beautiful. Grid’s body shook. His back was drenched with sweat.


  


  ‘Imagine if I drink all of it and only dexterity and demonic power rise.’


  


  He couldn’t avoid feeling afraid. In any case, he had gotten the elixirs for free, so any increase in stats was a win. Grid controlled his heart and barely let go of his expectations. He vowed to humbly accept it even if the 231 elixirs raised his dexterity. Then...


  


  [The random elixir effect has increased dexterity by 10 points.]


  


  [The random elixir effect has increased dexterity by 10 points.]


  


  [The random elixir effect has increased courage by 10 points.]


  


  [The random elixir effect has increased agility by 10 points.]


  


  [The random elixir effect has increased indomitable by 10 points.]


  


  [The random elixir effect has increased dexterity by 10 points.]


  


  [The random elixir effect has increased courage by 10 points.]


  


  [The random elixir effect has increased good luck by 10 points.]


  


  [The random elixir effect has increased political power by 10 points.]


  


  [....]


  


  [....]


  


  Grid’s expression brightened every time he took a bitter elixir. There was a fortunate thing. The elixirs didn’t affect demonic power. On the other hand, the agility and good luck Grid desperately wanted went up many times.


  


  Gulp.


  


  “Kuuock!”


  


  It happened when he drank over 150 elixir bottles. Grid grabbed his bloated stomach as an unexpected notification window appeared.


  


  [Your courage stat has reached 1,200 points. The effect of the courage stat has increased. Every one point in courage raised attack power and defense by 0.2.]


  


  [Your good luck stat has reached 400 points. The chances of a beneficial effect will greatly increase.]


  


  Courage and good luck were enhanced! Grid felt stronger and quickly drank the remaining elixirs. He wanted to determine if the enhanced effect of good luck was just a false perception.


  


  [The random elixir effect has increased strength by 10 points.]


  


  [The random elixir effect has increased intelligence by 10 points.]


  


  [The random elixir effect has increased dexterity by 10 points.]


  


  [The random elixir effect has increased good luck by 10 points.]


  


  [The random elixir effect has increased good luck by 10 points.]


  


  “Good!” Grid cheered after drinking 50 elixirs in a row. He felt a tremendous increase in the beneficial effects. Once he drank all the remaining elixirs, his good luck stat had reached as high as 631 points. Feeling that lady luck was smiling on him, Grid didn’t want to miss this chance. 


  


  He pulled out the hundreds of blessed enhancement stones from his inventory. Grid wished he could take out the two remaining Ancient Weapon Enhancement Scrolls and four Ancient Armor Enhancement Scrolls and use them on the +1 Enlightenment Sword and Valhalla of Infinite Affection.


  


  “Reach +2! +2! +2! +2! I just want +2!” 


  


  The excited Grid used the blessed enhancement stones on the +1 Enlightenment Sword.


  


  [The item enhancement has failed.]


  


  This notification window flashed 30 times, but Grid wasn’t shaken. It would be hilarious if he were shaken by 30 enhancement failures when he was aware that the enhancement rate of myth rated items was extremely bad.


  


  [The item enhancement has failed.]


  


  [The item enhancement has failed.]


  


  Still, wasn’t 50 consecutive failures too much? Grid’s face gradually turned gray. However, lady luck was still smiling at him.


  


  [The item enhancement has failed.]


  


  [The item enhancement has succeeded.]


  


  [The +1 Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has been successfully enhanced, and the enhancement level has increased to +2!]


  


  [The item enhancement has succeeded.]


  


  [The +2 Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has been successfully enhanced, and the enhancement level has increased to +3!]


  


  [The +3 Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has been successfully enhanced, and the enhancement level has increased to +4!]


  


  [The item enhancement has failed.]


  


  “Uh...? Three in a row...?”


  


  This was really an X probability game. Content that was based on luck gave deep despair to most people. They clung to these contents because the joy and value of success were great.


  


  [You are the first player to succeed in enhancing a myth rated item to +3!]


  


  [The perk has increased the damage of the target item by 1%.]


  


  [You are the first player to succeed in enhancing a myth rated item to +4!]


  


  [The perk has increased the damage of the target item by 2%, resulting in a ‘setting sun’ effect.]


  


  “...”


  


  It looked like it was glowing. The +4 Enlightenment Sword glowed orange, and it was enough to make Grid lose his soul. Grid stared blankly at the sword for a while before using his remaining weapon and armor enhancement stones. The Enlightenment Sword stopped at +4 while Valhalla of Infinite Affection became +3.


  


  [+4 Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires


  


  Attack: 4,611]


  


  [+3 Valhalla of Infinite Affection


  


  Defense: 1,622]


  


  “Haha!”


  


  Grid felt several times stronger. He could feel power boiling inside him.




  Chapter 928


  Grid gained a total of 2,340 stat points from the 234 elixirs. Only one-tenth of them went into the four major stats, but that was still more than 200 points. If calculated simply, it was like gaining 20 levels. Furthermore, Grid managed to secure a large number of good luck stats and successfully enhanced his item. He couldn’t calm his excited mind. By visiting the East Continent, he jumped several steps at once. It was the feeling of receiving a windfall.


  


  ‘Pangea’s secret dungeon should also be a great place.’


  


  Grid wanted to use the admission ticket that he earned from the last quest reward. However...


  


  “...Garam.”


  


  It could also be a damn trap. Compared to Garam, Grid was still a helpless little boy. Jumping a few stairs at once...? It was futile. He had to climb hundreds of steps just to be at eye-level with Garam. It wasn’t just Garam. There were many strong enemies on the West Continent, and Garam was just one of the few trials Grid would have to face.


  


  ‘I’m still lacking.’


  


  The afterglow of joy was brief. Rather, it made Grid extremely thirsty.


  


  ‘I am still missing a lot. It is insufficient.’


  


  He needed to be stronger. Grid thought about a few colleagues—Euphemina, Faker, Regas, Yura, Jishuka, Chris...


  


  He hadn’t forgotten what he had seen from them. They didn’t repeat mistakes, their learning speed was unthinkable, and the way they applied what they learned was inspiring. Grid sometimes got goosebumps when he went hunting with them. The difference in interpretation was like the difference between an adult and a child. Yes, they were in the realm of geniuses, and he was the one who had gathered these geniuses. Although, the real genius was actually Kraugel.


  


  “I won’t catch up next year. The next year, or the year after that, I will suppress them with my stats and items.”


  


  They were his respected competitors. As long as they didn’t disappear, Grid’s passion and development wouldn’t stop.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  Lauel didn’t just take care of the internal affairs of the Overgeared Kingdom. He also managed the Overgeared Guild. One of Lauel’s tasks was to ensure that the Overgeared members enjoyed better benefits and developed further. The Galgunos Temple—Lauel invested a lot of time and effort into finding this new hunting ground. It didn’t drop rare items such as elixirs or vampire rings like the vampire cities, but it gave a large amount of experience. 


  


  The problem was the level of difficulty. Considering the number, type, and level of the monsters that appeared, the Galgunos Temple was twice as difficult as the vampire cities.


  


  [You have entered the Galgunos Temple.]


  


  [You can feel the source of the demonic energy.]


  


  [All stats have decreased by 10%, and health recovery has decreased by 50%.]


  


  [You have resisted.]


  


  “The atmosphere here...”


  


  It was a temple with a complex structure like a labyrinth. Grid shook off the curses and remembered Lauel’s words.


  


  “Pon, Regas, and Chris are hunting here these days... They can’t resist the curse, but it isn’t hard...”


  


  Based on their personalities, the three people were unlikely to have formed a party. They probably scattered and were hunting alone all over the labyrinth. In any case, they weren’t ordinary people.


  


  “An intruder.” Galgunos’ messenger—a humanoid monster roaming the labyrinth—found Grid and rushed over. It was at an extremely fast speed that meant the messenger had at least 2,000 agility. However, it wasn’t enough to pressure Grid who had over 3,000 agility. Compared to Garam’s speed, it was slow enough to make Grid yawn. He avoided the messenger’s attack and struck back.


  


  [You have attacked the weak point!]


  


  [The target has received 16,940 damage.]


  


  [Black flames have exploded!]


  


  It was overwhelming damage! The Galgunos’ messenger wore sheet metal armor and seemed to have high defense, but it was useless in front of Grid. Grid’s basic attack alone reduced the messenger’s health by one-tenth. Thanks to the increase in the good luck state, his targeting of the weak points, his critical attacks, the black flames and red thunderbolts emerged more often than usual. It took only five seconds for the messenger to turn to grey.


  


  “Jackpot.”


  


  It wasn’t an elite monster, but it dropped an amount of experience that was similar to that of a direct vampire? The messenger was an ungrateful monster who didn’t drop any items, but it was still lovable.


  


  “I should stay here until the National Competition. There is a reason why the kids didn’t leave here...”


  


  Grid needed to get stronger. As such, he decided to go hunting. Grid planned to raise his stats and resources by focusing on leveling up, which he had been neglecting for a while.


  


  “Summon Tiramet!” Grid shouted, and a vampire emerged from a dark-colored belt. Tiramet was manly, unlike the usual neutral appearance and long hair of the vampires. His sharp eyes and ruffled hair gave a fierce impression.


  


  “Um...” Unlike his impression, Tiramet was timid. He prepared for an attack as soon as he was summoned. It was due to the incident where he had come to the outside world after a long time, only to be killed by the yangban Garam.


  


  “Hey. It’s okay. Don’t be scared. There are no enemies.” Grid patted the shoulder of Tiramet, who flinched like he was a scared cat. Then he and gave Tiramet several items.


  


  [+7 Duliani’s Sword]


  


  [Rating: Unique


  


  Durability: 1,250/1,250 


  


  Attack Power: 1,890   Defense: 340


  


  * Creates a shield when attacked. The amount of the shield is proportional to the maximum health. It can accumulate up to five times.]


  


  [+7 Emous’ Armor]


  


  [Rating: Unique


  


  Durability: 785/785    Defense: 930


  


  * Reduce damage by 12%.


  


  * 50% increase in health recovery.


  


  * Two set effect: 10,000 additional health.]


  


  [+7 Emous’ Helmet]


  


  [Rating: Unique


  


  Durability: 566/566    Defense: 675


  


  * 20% reduction in the probability of a hit in a vital spot.


  


  * Two set effect: Addition 50 defense.]


  


  There was a total of 23 items to choose from in the unique rated production methods. Grid chose items that would strengthen Tiramet’s advantages and even enhanced them using the remaining enhancement stones.


  


  “The shoes and gloves are epic rated, but please use them for now. I will recreate them when I get Emous’ gloves and shoes.


  


  “I understand...” Tiramet was different from Iyarugt. He equipped the items and stood upright beside Grid. It was a compliant attitude.


  


  ‘Indeed. I’ve known this since seeing the status window.’ Grid smiled.


  


  As Grid had expected, Tiramet was the perfect pet. In the case of Iyarugt, he had the stats and the nature of an NPC, while Tiramet had completely changed to the nature of a pet. Like pets, his summoning time was indefinite. This was why Grid greatly appreciated Tiramet. Right now, it was difficult because of Tiramet’s depression and low level. Still, if he hunted with Grid, then his growth potential was high. There was plenty of room for him to be the best partner after Noe.


  


  “Please serve me actively.”


  


  “...I understand. I am honored to serve the master who has the Qualification of a Blood King.”


  


  ‘Oh, this is great.’


  


  Grid discovered why Tiramet’s attitude was compliant. It wasn’t just because Tiramet was a pet. He was also attracted to Grid’s title. It was very positive news. Earl Elfin Stone was the most powerful noble that Grid had dealt with. Grid felt excited at the thought that he would one day summon Elfin Stone and have that guy be loyal to him.


  


  ‘Iyarugt isn’t a problem.’


  


  In the meantime, Grid had entrusted Iyarugt to Peak Sword. Iyarugt’s poor speech was somewhat annoying, but the main reason was that Iyarugt’s sheath maximized Peak Sword’s power. Grid had asked Peak Sword to raise Iyarugt by using it until Peak Sword obtained a better weapon. This was a win-win situation for Grid and Peak Sword.


  


  “Okay. Let’s go.”


  


  Grid summoned the Overgeared Skeletons, Noe, and Randy and started the full-scale exploration. As Grid, Tiramet, the Overgeared Skeletons, Noe, and Randy headed deeper in the labyrinth, more and more messengers attacked the party.


  


  Galgunos—he was only the servant of a great demon, but he was a powerful lich. The statues in this temple released endless amounts of demonic energy, and Galgunos’ messengers exerted an explosive attack power. They used the demonic energy of the temple as a resource and unleashed attack skills. However, the firepower wasn’t enough to neutralize Tiramet who had become overgeared.


  


  [Your pet ‘Tiramet’ has recovered from some of the damage received.] 


  


  [Your pet ‘Tiramet’ has recovered from some of the damage received.] 


  


  [Your pet ‘Tiramet’ has recovered from some of the damag...]


  


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link!”


  


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Wave!”


  


  Tiramet was tanking while Grid and Randy attacked the messengers. The messengers were hit hard, but they were fearless and tried to counterattack. However, they were interrupted by the Overgeared Skeletons who shot the silver thread from a distance. Additionally, when there was a chance, they approached and broke bones, restricting the messengers’ actions.


  


  “Punish the intruders!”


  


  The monsters’ fast recovery speed exceeded Grid’s expectations. While Grid’s party were busy dealing with 20 messengers, new enemies appeared in the rear. They were messengers wearing robes, not sheet armor.


  


  “This is really...” Grid detected danger. It was as he had expected. The messengers in robes were magicians. They chanted spells, and red magic spheres were formed everywhere with the attack spells aiming at Grid’s party. It wasn’t a big threat to Grid, but it was different for Randy and the Overgeared Skeletons. Grid thought that Randy and the Overgeared Skeletons would have their summoning canceled.


  


  ‘I wanted to raise their levels as much as possible...’


  


  Then dozens of huge fireballs came flying. Grid wanted to intercept them with Transcended Link, but he soon realized it was pointless. An explosion would occur as soon as the fireballs and Transcended Link hit each other. Randy and the Overgeared Skeletons would have no defense against the splash damage which would occur at that time. Lauel had said that in order to deal with the ‘intermediate bosses’, Grid shouldn’t waste Blackening or Quick Movements.


  


  This was the moment when Grid gave up on Randy and the Overgeared Skeletons.


  


  [Your pet ‘Noe’ has leveled up.]


  


  [Noe has reached level 100 and acquired a new skill.]


  


  This notification popped up the moment one of the messengers being attacked by Randy and the Overgeared Skeletons died.


  


  “Nyaang!” At the rear of the party, Noe faced the flying magic and suddenly raised his paws. A lightning curtain appeared in front of Noe. It was a powerful shield that blocked all the spells shot by the messengers.


  


  “Huh?”


  


  It completely destroyed dozens of spells...? Grid was more confused than the messengers. Laughter rang out in the midst of the silence, “Nyahahahat! This is a memphis, the best demonic beast of hell... Nyang...” 


  


  The situation was reversed again by Noe’s actions. Grid entrusted the messengers in front to Tiramet and shot to the rear, using Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Link, to quickly neutralize the magicians. After that, Grid took care of all the messengers attached to Tiramet before confirming Noe’s status window. Grid was curious about Noe’s new skill.


  


  [Become Majestic (SSS)]


  


  [Hell’s best demonic beast, a memphis, has pushed the power of the thunder stone to the limit. A shield of lightning that blocks all attacks will be created for two seconds.


  


  Cooldown Time: 30 minutes


  


  * The user will become drained for one minute after using the skill.]


  


  “I love you, Noe.” Grid’s words were sincere. There was love in Grid’s actions as he hugged Noe tightly and rubbed his face against the fur. Noe purred like he was happy. After that...


  


  “Grid, I also raised my level. You should hug me as well.”


  


  “Y-Yes, Randy. I’ll do it once the transformation is released.”


  


  Clack! Clack clack clack!


  


  “Overgeared Skeletons, I also congratulate you.”


  


  Grid moved through the temple labyrinth rapidly. His speed was at least four times faster than Pon, Regas, and Chris who were soloing at different locations in the labyrinth. The experience gauge of Noe, who had evolved and had his level reset, and Tiramet rose quickly in just half an hour. Grid’s experience gauge was the same.


  


  It was a moment of regret for the experts who had been talking about the fact that Grid had fallen to the 80th rank in the past year.




  Chapter 929


  Lim Cheolho was the first to build a concert hall. The world’s largest concert hall with complete acoustics was born in Seoul. Why bother to build a concert hall? In the interviews, he dismissed it as being a classical music enthusiast, but...


  


  “I think differently. Lim Cheolho is revealing his ambition.”


  


  Two men were sitting side by side in the S.A Concert Hall where Mozart’s Magic Flute was being played. The middle-aged man was the director of OGC, Lee Gookrae, and the white-haired gentleman was the president of OGC, Kim Jaeshik.


  


  “In the past 300 years, Mozart’s music has been playing nonstop. It is played every single day all over the world.”


  


  There were often people who misunderstood classical music as an antiquated culture. Many people mistook it for the culture of a certain class, which rich people used as a means to fill their vanity. They didn’t know that it was a fact that people unconsciously hummed classical music.


  


  “Over 1,000 albums containing Mozart’s music have been released, and hundreds of millions of copies have been sold worldwide.” Kim Jaeshik had the wisdom of someone over 60 years old. That’s why he was the president of OGC, a leading gaming station in modern society. After a short introduction, he got to the main point. “Lim Cheolho is dreaming that Satisfy will become a classic. He hopes that the orchestra (players) will play the song (game) he made for eternity. Is the best maestro of this time Grid? It doesn’t make sense.”


  


  Lee Gookrae thought it was an appropriate analogy. Whenever he appeared in public, Lim Cheolho never referred to Satisfy as a game. Instead, he expressed it as another world. He wanted Satisfy to be like music that lasted forever. He wanted it to go down in history. Satisfy’s history was currently being created by a master called Grid. Chairman Lim Cheolho couldn’t be too happy that Grid wasn’t participating in the best stage called the National Competition.


  


  “Even if Grid doesn’t participate in the National Competition, don’t you think that Chairman Lim Cheolho would somehow place Grid on stage?”


  


  “Yes. The player Grid might refuse, but he will be placed on stage in a different role. Of course, he will sprinkle a better reward than a gold medal as bait.”


  


  “A role other than a player?”


  


  “It is our job to find out what that role is. I’m personally anticipating the Breaking the Hero event.”


  


  Breaking the Hero—last year, the hero had copied 100% of the specs of the last PvP winner while the other participants challenged the hero. It was an intuitive reminder of how far the players had progressed during the year. There were elements that excited the audience.


  


  “The hero this year is Grid... What if it isn’t the artificial intelligence controlling it but Grid himself?”


  


  Last year’s hero had been Kraugel. However, it couldn’t really be called Kraugel. It was because the artificial intelligence, not Kraugel, had been controlling it. This was poison. The artificial intelligence might’ve reproduced Kraugel’s control skills, but it had failed to copy his senses. The result was that its combat power fell far below the original’s.


  


  On the other hand, it was speculated that this year’s hero would be better. The hero Grid was completely different from the hero Kraugel. Grid didn’t have awe-inspiring control or senses; his skills were relatively normal (?) for a high ranker. It was why many experts and enthusiasts were looking forward to the 4th National Competition’s Breaking the Hero.


  


  They all wanted to see an AI play Grid’s character. They wondered how much better Grid would be if he had more talent. Yet what if the hero was controlled by Grid this year, unlike what people expected? Lee Gookrae and Kim Jaeshik got goosebumps at the thought. 


  


  They seemed to see the reactions of the audience members in front of them. The audience would be confused when the artificial intelligence Grid’s combat power turned out to be far less than expected. However, they wouldn’t boo him. Grid was still strong, and all the other participants would kneel before him.


  


  In the silence, Grid would open his mouth, “I’m Grid!”


  


  The difference of one year was meaningless before him. The ‘Grid’ from last year could overwhelm them now. There was no need for artificial intelligence. Grid’s words filled with provocation and arrogance would enthrall the audience.


  


  “It would be the best topic of the National Competition.”


  


  “Right? Grid is the best device to excite the audience. I can’t imagine a National Competition without him. In this National Competition, our station will focus on the ‘enemies’ that the players will face, not the players. Then we will find Grid faster than anyone else and catch the scoop.”


  


  It was a gamble, but it was a gamble with enough odds. Lee Gookrae recalled the updated rankings from yesterday. Grid’s ranking, which had been falling for the past year, had been rising steeply for several days.


  


  ‘The reason he started hunting again is to train his control before the National Competition... In order to make the most of the National Competition...’


  


  Grid was trying to deceive the whole world. He was indeed a natural born star. Director Lee Gookrae couldn’t control his quickly beating heart.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  [Tiramet’s level has risen.]


  


  [Randy’s level has risen.]


  


  [Noe’s level has risen.]


  


  [Noe’s level has risen.]


  


  [Overgeared Skeleton 1’s and Overgeared Skeleton 2’s levels have risen.]


  


  [Overgeared Skeleton 1’s and Overgeared Skeleton 2’s levels have risen.]


  


  “Control is nonsense. The game is about pets.”


  


  Grid distributed experience points to his pets every time a monster was hunted. However, he didn’t feel bitter about this. His hunting speed increased noticeably as his pets’ levels rose. The Galgunos Temple, which had forced him to maintain his tension four days ago, now felt as comfortable as his home. Of course, the appearance of the ‘intermediate boss’ would still cause pressure.


  


  “Um... Is it still too unreasonable to challenge downstairs?”


  


  The Galgunos Temple was a labyrinth with complex straight pathways crossing each other as well as spiral staircases all over the place. There were stairs leading to the basement, and the intermediate boss appeared at every place close to the staircases, causing the difficulty of the labyrinth to rise sharply. Grid expected that hell would unfold as soon as he went down the stairs.


  


  The Overgeared Skeletons started clacking when they saw Grid shrink back. They were laughing at him. It was like they were mocking Grid for being a coward. Noe hit the skulls of the Overgeared Skeletons with his paws and said, “The moment you go down, the skeletons will be enemies, nyang.”


  


  “The Overgeared Skeletons will be enemies?”


  


  “That’s right, nyang. There is the nasty smell of a lich. Skeletons can’t oppose a lich’s orders and will become slaves, nyang. Not Noe, a slave!” (Remember, Noe sounds close to the Korean word for slave.)


  


  “Really?” Grid had already known that Galgunos was a lich. He had believed that the Overgeared Skeletons would someday be a great help if he had to raid the Galgunos... yet they would become enemies instead? “Then I can’t use the Overgeared Skeletons when facing Agnus’ lich... Kuk?” Grid suddenly stepped back in horror. 


  


  It was because the intermediate boss had appeared. A dagger was embedded in the ground where Grid had just been standing.


  


  ‘This isn’t near the stairs...?’


  


  Was the range of the intermediate bosses expanding? Grid was filled with an ominous feeling, and he raised his head. The ‘follower of the war god’ who escaped from its grave was looking at Grid. The followers of the war god were undead monsters Grid hadn’t encountered yet.


  


  It was actually amazing. The monster was very fast despite being undead. The headless rider, that was like a dullahan, rushed at a fast speed. Unlike a dullahan, its head was fully attached.


  


  [You have suffered 8,940 damage.]


  


  Grid groaned as he was pierced with a rusty sword. Tiramet and Randy belatedly responded and tried to keep the follower away from Grid. 


  


  “...Battle gear... mountain... where...”    


  


  “Where is that? I don’t know! You crazy bastard!” Grid swung the Enlightenment Sword, and a red lightning bolt fell. 


  


  The war god follower was struck by the lightning and flinched. It resisted the electric shock and cut at Tiramet and Randy with the rusty blade. Tiramet had an excellent recovery rate and survived while Randy luckily fought back with Revolve. Grid didn’t miss this gap. His level of control was already far beyond an ordinary ranker’s. Pagma’s Swordsmanship pierced the gap precisely and struck the war god follower. However...


  


  “...Battle gear... mountain... where...” The undead follower didn’t feel any pain or fear and repeated the same words. Instead of shrinking back every time it was attacked, the undead follower fired back immediately. This was not a technique but an inherent ability of the followers.


  


  Whenever it was hit, the undead follower would counterattack to return the damage. It was a fraudulent ability. For melee classes, the war god followers were perfect counters. 


  


  ‘Counterattacking with the amount that it is hit... It is also a boss with millions of health. Who can catch this one-on-one?’


  


  However, Grid wasn’t fighting one-on-one right now. It was five to one. No, it was seven to one. Of course, Grid was the one with seven people. The counterattack was easily blocked by the Blade Aiming at the Gods. Grid started a sword dance right away while shouting to the light elemental, “Flash!”


  


  It happened the moment the command was given. The light elemental shot a strong burst of light at the follower. It was a spell that caused blindness for 0.3 seconds. The effect of blindness meant it was impossible for the follower to attack.


  


  “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle!”


  


  Grid, who was already using Blacksmith's Rage and Blackening, released the ultimate sword dance while the follower moved its sword through the air blindly with blood pouring down. Then lady luck smiled on Grid.


  


  “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle!” 


  


  He used the ultimate sword dance two times consecutively thanks to God’s Command. The follower screamed as it turned to ashes.


  


  [Your level has risen.]


  


  [The Spectre's Equipment Fragment has been acquired.]


  


  [The Sword Grave’s Map Fragment (6) has been acquired.]


  


  Experience had been expected due to the nature of the hunting grounds, but Grid also gained an unexpected benefit. The Sword Grave—it was the place where Pagma had spent his last years and Braham’s body was known to be buried there.


  


  “Is this the mountain of battle gear?” Grid’s shaking fingers spread open the map fragment. What had happened between Galgunos’ followers, and why did the followers of the war god want to find the Sword Grave even after death? Such questions were unnecessary.


  


  Grid was only thinking about one thing. 


  


  “If I complete the map...”


  


  Braham—the precious name that Grid didn’t want to forget revolved around his mind. His expectations for the hidden pieces became greater.




  Chapter 930


  The Sword Grave was an open plains area with 4,179 swords stabbed into the ground. Of these swords, 3,580 were insignificant while 599 were significant. The 599 swords rotated to the left or right, changing the orientation and slope of the plains depending on how they were turned. Think of it as a lock with tens of thousands of patterns. As the puzzle progressed, the plains turned into a hill which was the appropriate form for a so-called ‘grave.’


  


  “Dammit. The pattern has changed again.”


  


  They turned the 423rd sword to the left, and the positions of the 1st–422nd swords were reset. The hill, which had emerged, sank again and became a plains. Skunk clapped and tried to reassure his colleagues, “Let’s take a break before trying again. Don’t be nervous because there are only a few more left.”


  


  “Okay~ Let’s log out and eat.”


  


  The Skunk Expedition Group had been investigating the Sword Grave for one year and four months. They had been trying to find the location of the Sword Grave for a year, then they spent four months figuring out the pattern of opening the grave. Despite having repeated the same thing thousands of times, made mistakes, and failed, the Skunk Expedition Group was still full of motivation. 


  


  Digging up hidden histories and mysteries was the ultimate fun that they pursued. Yes, concepts such as level and rankings were stories they had no interest in.


  


  “Isn’t it a bit strange?” Someone questioned Skunk as he sat in the barracks and looked at the pattern of the swords. She was the second person in charge of the Skunk Expedition Group and 9th ranked explorer, Dog Woman. “This place is associated with Pagma. It is a place that Pagma's Descendant should’ve visited.”


  


  There was no one in the world who didn’t know who Pagma's Descendant was. It was Grid.


  


  “Can Grid solve this complex pattern? It took us a few months with 80 experts like us. It is strange no matter how I think about it. The Sword Grave was originally a trial for an individual, but the difficulty is too high.”


  


  Grid didn’t have any skills related to exploration. Could he alone grasp the tens of thousands of patterns and reveal the secret of the grave? It was physically impossible.


  


  “Of course, Grid is a king and can mobilize many people... But what if Pagma’s Descendant is someone other than Grid? What is they weren’t a king? Does it make sense that Pagma’s Descendant would have to solve this problem alone?”


  


  “What do you want to say?” The curious Skunk turned his gaze toward Dog Woman. 


  


  Dog Woman looked anxious. “There must be an easier way to open the grave. We are currently using the hardest way.”


  


  “Hrmm.” It was a plausible argument. In fact, Skunk had the same thought as Dog Woman, but he had realized it too late. Skunk shook his head. “It is too late even if your thoughts are true. We have already figured out some rules of the pattern and the key up to the 422nd sword. We can’t waste time and manpower searching for a new method.”


  


  There wasn’t long to go. The Skunk Expedition Group was expected to open the grave within the next two months. It was extremely inefficient to find a new method and study it. Additionally, it would adversely affect the morale of the members. Dog Woman nodded. “I know. I’m not telling you to come up with a new way. I’m just saying that it would be better to explore in more diverse ways when exploring new places in the future.”


  


  “I’ll do that. We will think of this exploration as a study.”


  


  “Yes. By the way, I’m really looking forward to seeing what is hidden inside the grave. If there are any items or quests related to Pagma's Descendant, we may be able to sell them to Grid at a high price...”


  


  “The negotiations should be leisurely. After all, Grid is the one in a disadvantageous position.”


  


  A few months or a few years later, Grid would also find this place. Then he would be nervous when he saw the empty tomb. Once his nervousness reached the peak, it would be the most appropriate timing for trading. Skunk believed that the treasures inside the Sword Grave already belonged to him.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  A white horse ran through the labyrinth, and the man on the horse looked behind him. A zombie wearing rotten clothes was chasing the horse. 


  


  “Dammit. Why did this bastard come out here?” The man on the horse, Pon, trembled. It was the ‘war god follower who escaped from the grave’—the worst monster for a party without tankers or magicians to deal with. Pon had never dealt with them one-on-one. He had been hunting in places away from the stairs so that he wouldn’t meet the followers. However, the range of the followers’ activities expanded, and Pon became a chased rat.


  


  ‘That Regas bastard, did he do something?’


  


  Pon remembered his colleagues who were hunting in the Galgunos Temple and was forced to suspect Regas. Based on Regas’ nature of pursuing a difficult fight rather than a winning one, it was highly likely that he had provoked the war god’s followers.


  


  ‘He is the enemy!’


  


  Almost at the end of the straight passage, Pon realized he could no longer escape. The moment the horse changed its direction, Pon judged that the war god follower would catch up.


  


  ‘Push through them with a charging skill.’


  


  Confronting the followers head-on was foolish. Fighting monsters that counterattacked with 100% of the melee damage would just be a loss. Was Pon stupid enough to dig his own grave? As the white horse reached the end of the passage, it faced the wall and turned to the passage to the left.


  


  The war god follower didn’t miss this gap. It crossed the distance and stabbed its sword. However, Pon had predicted this situation and responded calmly. He twisted his waist to avoid the blade and wielded his spear. The body of the war god follower was hit hard in the chest, and it flew through the air.


  


  The white horse turned to the left, Pon swung the spear, and the follower flew through the air—these three scenes unfolded at the same time, giving the illusion that time had stopped. Then the war god follower rolled along the ground. The white horse entered the passage to the left and started to run at full speed again.


  


  “Phew.” Pon managed to slip away. At this point, he just needed to open the distance as much as possible and he could escape safely. Yet the moment Pon thought this...


  


  “Aaaaaaack!” 


  


  He heard a scream from the other side of the dark passage, and a new war god follower appeared. Pon frowned. “It came...”


  


  The new war god follower was chasing Regas, who was running toward Pon.


  


  “Hey, hey! Shit! Don’t come my way!” Pon freaked out and shouted curses. However, it didn’t discourage Regas. After all, his head would fly away if he stopped now.


  


  “S-Save me...! Uwah!” In fact, Regas felt like he had found a line of rescue. He felt hopeful that after combining strength with Pon, they could fight against the war god followers. Then he noticed the war god follower behind Pon. Regas’ vision became blurry when he learned that, just like him, Pon was being chased. Tears blurred Regas’ eyes.


  


  “Aren’t you going to pull yourself together?” Pon’s voice entered his ears and woke up Regas’ spirit. Pon’s spear stabbed the face of the war god follower chasing Regas.


  


  “Cough!” Pon coughed up blood from the counterattack. Meanwhile, Regas was hitting the chest of the follower chasing Pon. The war god follower was kicked far away due to the feature of the kick. Regas didn’t keep fighting. Instead, he climbed behind Pon on the white horse and shouted, “Pon, what are you going? You should’ve used a pushing skill like me! Don’t you know you will be hit back?”


  


  “Shut up if you don’t want to be hit.” Pon found it troublesome to explain that his pushing skill was on cooldown. He barely contained his boiling killing intent and planned to escape this labyrinth. At this time...


  


  Kuaaaaaaah-!


  


  “....!?”


  


  Another new war god follower appeared in front of them, blocking the way. The startled white horse suddenly stopped, and Regas fell down.


  


  “Ouch...”


  


  [Your left arm has been fractured.]


  


  It was a severe fracture, which would last for maybe 20 seconds. Regas grabbed his left arm and looked around. He was surrounded by three war god followers. “What a surprise...” 


  


  Pon responded to Regas with a shocked expression, “It wasn't your work? I thought this was due to you.”


  


  “That's impossible. I couldn’t beat them, so I stayed away from the stairs...”


  


  “Then who did this? Is this Chris’ work?”


  


  What damn bastard angered the war god’s followers? Pon wanted to know the truth. It was too unfair to die without knowing why. It would seem less unfair if there was someone to curse. The war god followers no longer ran. They weren’t in a hurry because their prey was surrounded in a one-way passage. Now, they just had to eat.


  


  “Battle gear... mountain... where...”


  


  “...Battle gear... mountain... where...”  


  


  The followers around Pon and Regas raised their knives.


  


  “No. If you have a question, you should wait for an answer before attacking.”


  


  “That’s right! Followers of the war god! Put down your blades until we hear the answer!”


  


  It didn’t work. The followers of the war god moved their swords. Then it was at this moment that...


  


  “Way of the Tyrant.”


  


  The whole labyrinth shook with a sound so loud it gave the illusion of water buffalos charging forth. Pon, Regas, and the followers turned their heads in the direction of the sound and witnessed a person holding a greatsword. It was the emergence of the 1st place ranker, Chris.


  


  “1,000 Ton Sword!”


  


  This was pure physical force. The heavy greatsword slammed into the skull of a follower, and the follower was deeply embedded into the ground. The follower of the war god was crushed by the strong weight and screamed without showing the ‘counterattack’ characteristic. Chris used the buff of a tyrant and didn’t allow the enemy to resist.


  


  “Wow...”


  


  “Chris is...”


  


  Pon and Regas were captivated as the follower of the war god lost half its health from one blow. Not many people in the world could bear Chris’ incredible power. Chris shouted at them, “What are you doing? Run away!”


  


  “Run? Aren’t we going to fight?”


  


  “What fighting? They are monsters who counterattack up to the 10 Ton Sword! There is no dealing with them while 100 Ton Sword and 1,000 Ton Sword are on cooldown!”


  


  New colleagues continued to join, but the situation wasn’t getting better. Then it happened while Pon and Regas were running through the opening that Chris had created.


  


  “Give me a map,” a new voice rang out from behind them. The voice was scarier than the cracked voices of the war god followers. Dozens of white lights bombarded the followers of the war god. It was a powerful magic bombardment that made the war god followers feel distressed, despite them being known for their physical and magic resistance.


  


  Had an army of magicians appeared? The surprised Chris, Pon, and Regas turned their eyes in the direction of the magic. At that place...


  


  “Spit out the map.”


  


  There was only one person. It was Grid who was surrounded by flames. He held a staff instead of a sword in his hands.


  


  “Queen’s Flames of Hell.”


  


  The ultimate magic of Belial’s Power was opened. It consumed 90% of the maximum mana and dealt catastrophic damage to the targets. The damage was determined in proportion to the user’s magic power and the maximum health of the target. Grid made the war god followers unable to fight with a single blow. A war god follower rolled across the ground as his legs and arms started to melt.


  


  “...” 


  


  Had he become stronger? The absent-minded Chris and Pon came to their senses when they heard Regas’ voice ring out, “What are you doing? Let’s help Grid!”


  


  “Eh. Uh, huh...?”


  


  Help...? Who?


  


  Chris, Pon, and Regas stopped in place. Noe, Randy, the Overgeared Skeletons, the light elemental, and summoned vampires were forcing the war god followers onto the defensive. The followers of the war god couldn’t easily break through the defenses of the vampires and pets due to the interference of the light sword. Grid also constantly summoned magic by utilizing the effects of Belial’s Staff.


  


  “...That is a blacksmith, you know.”


  


  Grid destroyed the war god followers without wielding a sword... At this point, it was believable to call him a necromancer+magician. The three of them wondered what the necromancer rankers who claimed to be a ‘one-man army’ would say if they saw the current Grid.


  


  Grid shouted at the three people who lost their souls, “Hiik! Hey! What are you doing? Aren’t you going to help me? Uwaahh!”


  


  Belial’s Power was a fraudulent skill, but it only lasted for two minutes. Grid lost his flames and ran away with Noe. His other swordsmanship skills were on cooldown because he had just dealt with other followers of the war god.




  Chapter 931


  “Luck’s class is related to the war god.” Chris whistled after killing the last war god follower. It was a type of sigh. 


  


  Luck’s name was also familiar to Grid. “Ares’ subordinate?”


  


  “That’s right. Among Ares’ three men, he is one of the strongest three. Like the war god’s followers, he has the passive skill to unconditionally counterattack. He is a headache to fight. I can’t count how many times the Giant Guild was beaten by him.”


  


  “Luck is very strong. I fought with him frequently in my beginner days and lost.”


  


  “Regas, you lost? Is the unconditional counterattack skill that fraudulent?”


  


  “Haha. At that time, Luck didn’t have the counterattack skill. He was an ordinary martial artist like me. I was beaten with pure talent. Well, my level was lower at the time.”


  


  Regas was a genius. He couldn’t lose just because his level was inferior. It was correct to say that the other person was also a genius.


  


  “Hrmm...” Grid became tense as he was reminded of the fact that the world was wide and there were many strong people. If the Ares Army were to participate in this year’s National Competition, it would be much harder for Grid to play the role of the adversary.


  


  ‘Now that Kraugel is over level 300...’


  


  Kraugel had gone to the final stages of the PvP after becoming a Sword Saint and having his level reset. How strong would he be this year after recovering his level? Could Grid glimpse the true power of a Sword Saint, the ultimate combat class? Pon saw the sinister smile that appeared on Grid’s face and asked, “What is so good? Did you get what you wanted?”


  


  “Good? Me?”


  


  “Eh. You keep smiling.”


  


  “I’m smiling?”


  


  “Hoh? Based on this expression, are you thinking about your lover? Yura? Jishuka? Or both?”


  


  Grid felt tense yet he was smiling. It was proof that Grid was enjoying the tension. Getting rid of his smile, Grid shook his head. “It’s not like that. I didn’t get the things I wanted.”


  


  “Really? Then what is it that you are looking for? You keep talking about a map. What is the map?”


  


  “There is a place called the Sword Grave that is related to Pagma and Braham. The location is indicated on the map. The war god followers drop the map pieces.”


  


  “What do the war god followers have to do with them?”


  


  “I still don’t know. I will discover it gradually.”


  


  It was a place involving two former legends. The group easily noticed it was a very important place for Grid, and they wanted to help him.


  


  “You need to hunt the war god followers in earnest. Let’s group up and fight.”


  


  Grid asked them, “Aren’t all of you busy preparing for the National Competition? You have to raise your level while hunting.”


  


  If the goal was simply leveling up, then playing solo was better. The main way to raise their level was to hunt normal monsters as quickly as possible. There would be too little experience to gain if they joined a party with a person who had several pets. What about a raid party? The speed of hunting was slow, which meant leveling up was slow. Grid felt burdened from the excessive favor. 


  


  However, Pon didn’t allow him to refuse. “You shouldn’t be too moderate. I sometimes miss the Grid who was more selfish than anyone else.”


  


  The more things that people had, the more they desired. People’s greed would grow even greater. Grid was the opposite, so it felt both fresh and worrying. When people were about to die, they would change, and Pon was worried Grid might be the same. Chris and Regas felt the same way.


  


  “Yes, Grid. Let’s fight together until you collect all the maps.”


  


  “We are happy to help.”


  


  Grid muttered, “Really. Why do you want to help me when the National Competition isn’t far away? You have to take care of your own rice bowl.”


  


  “The National Competition is important, but you are more important.”


  


  “Hey! I’m getting goosebumps!”


  


  “Goosebumps? I learned it from you. Stop nagging and form a party.”


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  In the end, he formed a party with Pon’s group. 


  


  Grid alone was able to target the war god followers just with Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle, the black flames, and when Blackening was activated, but it was different in Pon’s party. With them, he could raid the followers even when his skills were on cooldown. Chris’ heavy sword neutralized the followers for a second, and Regas was able to strike at all the joints of the followers thanks to the Dantalian’s Knowledge Fragment that Grid had given him. Meanwhile, Pon’s sharp attacks dealt serious blows to the followers.


  


  [A war god follower who has escaped from the grave has been destroyed.]


  


  [21,506,070 experience will be divided.]


  


  [Party leader Grid has acquired the Sword Grave’s Map Fragment (2).]


  


  “The experience gained is more than I thought it would be.”


  


  “It is because they are too strong.”


  


  A week after forming the party...


  


  The expressions of the party members were bright after Grid finished half the map. They had teamed up purely for the sake of helping Grid, but the experience that accumulated wasn’t bad. At this pace, they would be able to achieve their goal of gaining one level before the National Competition.


  


  It was thanks to Grid’s unrealistic attack power. Every time Grid swung the glowing Enlightenment Sword, the war god followers lost a significant amount of health. The party members could then concentrate on their role as supporters without worry. They focused solely on neutralizing the followers so that counterattacks couldn’t be used.


  


  Kuwaaaang!Another war god follower was swept away by an explosion. The flames that the Enlightenment Sword emitted seemed to swallow up the war god followers. Chris carefully asked a question, “Grid, speaking of your sword... It isn’t due to the ‘coolness’ option from Reidan’s alchemy facility but the successful enhancement?”


  


  “Yes. It is only +4, but this is a myth rated weapon. So, the appearance changed.


  


  “What? +4? Isn’t it supposed to be almost impossible to raise the enhancement level of a myth rated item?”


  


  Considering the base damage of myth rated weapons, the increase in attack power after being enhanced would be enormous. Yet it was +4...? Grid laughed at the astonished party members. “I am a lucky person.”


  


  “Yes...?”


  


  This was Grid who failed repeatedly. In particular, the early members of the Overgeared Guild knew just how unlucky Grid was. The party found it funny when Grid said he was lucky, but they had to acknowledge that it wasn’t a joke because the Enlightenment Sword had obviously gotten stronger.


  


  Then Pon asked a question he had buried in his heart, “Why aren’t you participating in this year’s National Competition if you are so strong?”


  


  Chris and Regas were curious too. Why would Grid skip the National Competition when he could definitely get some gold medal rewards? Everyone was focused on Grid’s answer. Grid was reminded of the terms of the contract with the S.A Group, which stated he shouldn’t leak information about the Demon King’s Subjugation event to the outside world.


  


  “Just know that it isn’t in my nature to lose.” He couldn’t add anything else. There were no more words to say, and the situation suddenly changed.


  


  “What?”


  


  Was there a volcano erupting nearby? As Grid’s party moved forward, the huge labyrinth started to shake like it would collapse right away. They prepared skills and potions in preparation for the upcoming shock.


  


  [A change has been detected in the underground of the Galgunos Temple.]


  


  [After confirming that his army has been reduced, Galgunos warns the intruders upstairs.]


  


  “If you don’t want to die... Get out now...”


  


  [A voice filled with strong magic power affects your heart and mind.]


  


  [The chaos, fear, and mental breakdown states have overcome you.]


  


  [The effect of the mental breakdown has quickly depleted your mana. 1,000 mana will be lost per second for one minute. Mana potions can’t be taken for 10 minutes.]


  


  “Kuek...!” The party members grunted with pain. They leaned against a wall and sweat dripped down Grid was the only one who was fine.


  


  ‘We didn’t enter the boss room, but the boss came out?’


  


  Grid got a chill. The intermediate bosses of the Galgunos Temple—the ‘war god followers who escaped from the grave’—were on the level of elite monsters. The Galgunos Temple was more dangerous than the Overgeared Guild’s previous investigation, and the boss was likely to overwhelm the noble-grade vampires. It was as he expected.


  


  “This is unpleasant...” [Tiramet has returned to his coffin.]


  


  “I’m scared...” [Randy has run away.]


  


  “Hanyaaang... Sleepy, ong...” [Noe feels sleepy. All of Noe’s mana has been depleted.]


  


  Galgunos was a terrifying boss. Without appearing, he had already neutralized the elite party with just a ‘warning.’ The members would slowly recover after a minute, but it would take 24 hours before Grid could summon his pets again. What if the war god followers attacked during this time?


  


  ‘It’s dangerous...’


  


  It was a dungeon that made numerical superiority obsolete. The Overgeared members wouldn’t be able to conquer this place until they learned how to deal with ‘mental breakdown.’ Grid was preparing for a raid on his own when his eyes widened. His shaky gaze was on the two skeletons.


  


  [Overgeared Skeleton One is dancing.]


  


  [Overgeared Skeleton Two is using ‘Ridicule.’]


  


   


  


  The contents of the notification window were the same. Overgeared Skeleton One was shaking his shoulders and collarbones to an excited rhythm, while Overgeared Skeleton Two moved his jaw. They weren’t affected by Galgunos’ mental breakdown.


  


  ‘Is it because they are skeletons?’


  


  Skeletons had no brains. They had no mental state to be weakened in the first place. Grid was trying to dismiss the matter as insignificant when he recalled Noe’s words.


  


  ‘Didn’t Noe say that the lich exerts power over the undead?’


  


  It didn’t make sense for the Overgeared Skeletons to resist mental breakdown just because they didn’t have brains. Rather, the Overgeared Skeletons should’ve been more affected by Galgunos’ warning. At least, that would be the case if the Overgeared Skeletons were normal undead.


  


  Yet, how were the Overgeared Skeletons normal undead? These guys weren’t ordinary skeletons. They were a legacy left by the vampire Latina, and even Braham wasn’t able to measure their strength. They were skeletons equipped with intelligence and capable of learning and emotions. A new notification window popped up.


  


  [A change has been detected in the underground of the Galgunos Temple.]


  


  [After confirming that he was mocked, Galgunos warns the upstairs intruders.]”


  


  “Beriache’s experiments dare...! I will kill you if you don’t stop laughing right now!!


  


  [A voice filled with strong magic power affects your heart and mind.]


  


  [The chaos, fear, and mental breakdown states have overcome you.]


  


  [Mental breakdown is stacked on, and the mana depletion speed has increased. The time required for recovery has doubled.]


  


  [You have resisted.]


  


  [Overgeared Skeleton Two is using ‘Ridicule.’]


  


  [Overgeared Skeleton One has learned ‘Ridicule.’]


  


  [Overgeared Skeleton One is using ‘Ridicule.’]


  


  “These guys!! I will turn you into powder!”


  


  [The angered Galgunos is calling for his experimental bodies.]


  


  [A war god follower, who learned two secret techniques, has discovered your position.]


  


  There were continuous explosions from far away. The walls seemed to be breaking in order for the true ‘intermediate boss’ to get here quickly.


  


  “G-Guys? Quickly get up.” Grid tried hitting the cheeks of his companions, but it was useless. None of them regained their spirits. This meant Grid had to fight alone for one minute. “This really sucks.”


  


  Clack! Clack clack!


  


  No matter what Grid felt, the Overgeared Skeletons were still laughing.




  Chapter 932


  “I am planning to increase the number of subordinate guilds under the Overgeared Guild. The leader of the guild should be one of Grid’s close aides.”


  


  They were lacking talents.


  


  Lauel habitually grumbled about this, but it was from the blind perspective of someone at the top. The Overgeared Guild was full of people. It was no longer possible to maintain only two guilds because they had reached the maximum capacity of each guild. Just as large companies had affiliates, it was time for them to separate their guilds.


  


  “It is a prudent matter, and I plan to implement it gradually. But I need to set up the Shadows group as soon as possible. Today would be good. As you know, it is the busiest organization, and it is urgent to recruit people...”


  


  “Do you want me to take care of it?”


  


  “That’s correct. Can you do it?” Lauel’s attitude was cautious.


  


  Currently, the members of Overgeared Guild One were treated as ‘knights’ under Piaro, and they received a compensation effect to their stats. Their stats would drop the moment they left Overgeared Guild One. Now, Lauel was forced to sacrifice Faker, who had been with them since the time of the Tzedakah Guild. Lauel felt sorry about this, and his heart was heavy.


  


  Faker nodded with a calm expression. “I understand.”


  


  “...”


  


  He didn’t present any conditions or show that he was upset. In fact, he would do anything for Grid and the guild. This was Faker. Faker’s cool answer made Lauel feel more like a sinner. “I’d rather you be angry.”


  


  Guilds had levels. The Overgeared Guild One, where Grid was the leader, had reached the max level. In addition to the knight buffs, all sorts of conveniences were provided. On the other hand, the Overgeared Shadows Guild would start at level one and wouldn’t have any conveniences. The disadvantages Faker would face weren’t just to do with the loss of stats.


  


  Yet he responded like this? Lauel had expected it, but once it actually happened, he couldn’t help scratching his head. Faker kept speaking with his blank expression, “I was prepared to do this one day. Additionally...”


  


  Was Lauel mistaken about Faker’s lips curving upward? Lauel rubbed his eyes as he heard Faker’s words.


  


  “In my grandfather’s country, there is a saying that a dog who attends Seodang (private schools for teaching Chinese classics) for three years will be able to recite Chinese scrolls. I am confident that I can develop and run a guild. Believe in me.”


  


  As the shadow of the Overgeared Guild, Faker had been working with Lauel for many years. He had observed Lauel more closely than anyone else had done and naturally learned many things.


  


  “Thank you.”


  


  On this day, Faker left Overgeared Guild One and established the Overgeared Shadows Guild. All the assassin players belonging to Overgeared Guild One moved to the Overgeared Shadows, while some of those on the waiting list started with the Overgeared Shadows.


  


  The largest ever assassin guild was created. They were a knife just for Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Damn these guys. Kids, stop aggravating him,” Grid begged, but the Overgeared Skeletons’ Ridicule didn’t stop.


  


  Grid felt like a nasty villain.


  


  ‘If I think of the person called Galgunos...’ 


  


  Galgunos was just trying to send away the people invading his house, only for the crazy robbers to keep mocking him without knowing how to be grateful. It was enough to cause a discussion on morality.


  


  “...Well, people are villains. There is no need to think about the monster. Yes, this is it. Overgeared Skeletons, laugh to your hearts’ content. Keep going. His name is Galgunos. I will give him the nickname of Galgu.”


  


  The sound of the walls breaking apart got nearer. It meant that the ‘war god follower who learned two secret techniques’ was narrowing the distance. Now, it was unavoidable. Grid was filled with an eerie sense of excitement as he held the Enlightenment Sword with the Blade Aiming at the Gods and light elemental floating beside him.


  


  ‘What is the level of the real intermediate boss?’


  


  According to Lauel’s report, the Overgeared members had explored the Temple of Shadows and Galgunos’ Temple. They found that the ‘intermediate boss’ who appeared on the first floor of the temple was ‘war god follower who escaped from the grave.’


  


  This ‘intermediate boss’ was dangerous. Their attack power and agility were comparable to Grid’s, their defense was similar to Vantner’s, and they had a health of at least nine million. They even possessed the skill of unconditional counterattack. It was one skill, but the skill was too fraudulent. The basic specs were also high, so it was advised to avoid a one-on-one fight.


  


  Yes, Lauel and the Overgeared members misunderstood that the war god followers who escaped from the grave were the intermediate bosses because of how strong they were. In fact, they were also a threat to Grid.


  


  Then what was the truth? This powerful boss monster wasn’t the intermediate boss. Based on the number that appeared, they were elite monsters. They were below the second-grade war god follower who was called by Galgunos. In other words, it was unknown how powerful the true intermediate boss was.


  


  ‘I can get a hint from the name.’ Grid’s thoughts accelerated. ‘They can use two skills. The followers who escaped from the grave only have the counterattack, but the one approaching right now has another difficulty.


  


  ‘In normal dungeons, the difference between elite monsters and the intermediate boss is at least 30–60 levels. A monster’s stats scale up by level, meaning the difference with the player’s stats will be significant.


  


  ‘Now, the most important thing is health. It will be really hard if they have twice the health. If the combo of Blackening, Blacksmith’s Rage, Flash, and Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle doesn’t kill it, I have to be prepared to die.’


  


  His accelerated thoughts didn’t lead him to an answer. If everything could be solved by thinking, there would be no war or hunger in the world.


  


  “Damn. I’ll find out soon.”


  


  Grid currently didn’t have any information. He didn’t know if the war god follower who had learned two secret techniques was undead or alive like the war god followers who escaped from the grave. Its secret techniques were also unknown. Basically, Grid didn’t know anything, and it was meaningless to think.


  


  In this sort of situation, he knew from experience that it was better to just empty his head. Grid wasn’t prideful or arrogant. He was a veteran who hadn’t stopped playing Satisfy since the day he started Satisfy.


  


  “Blackening. Quick Movements. Blacksmith’s Rage.”


  


  The wall in front of Grid collapsed, and a zombie in an old cloak appeared over the wall. The war god follower who had learned two secret techniques was also an undead. Grid responded calmly. He struck the war god follower with a basic attack from his sword. After doing so, he didn’t get a notice that the durability of the sword was reduced, that his health was lost, or that a fracture had occurred. Fortunately, it meant that the attack power of the intermediate boss was equal or lower than Grid’s attack power.


  


  However, he couldn’t be relieved for long. Grid swung his sword at the war god followers continuously. As a result...


  


  [You have suffered 7,930 damage.]


  


  [The target has received 9,950 damage.]


  


  [You have been counterattacked by a mysterious technique. You have suffered 9,950 damage.]


  


  In two seconds, Grid dealt one attack and was hit by one. He was able to get a glimpse of the attack power and speed of the war god follower. The problem was the counterattack skill possessed by the war god followers. The war god followers responded to Grid at a transcendent speed once they registered that they were hit. They returned the same amount of damage that Grid had dealt.


  


  ‘Up to here is like the war god follower who escaped from the grave.’


  


  The health was still difficult to gauge. Only 10,000 damage was dealt, so the health gauge of the war god follower didn’t go down. Grid’s brain worked more fiercely. ‘What will be the other skill?’


  


  He would be at a disadvantage if this went on longer. It was the same with dealing with the war god follower who escaped from the grave. The damn followers of the war god were monsters who boasted the same specs as Grid’s buff state. This meant the fight had to be decided while his buffs were still maintained.


  


  ‘No, I have a bit more time to spare.’


  


  Grid unleashed fierce blows toward the war god follower while turning his gaze toward his still dazed companions. These people who would wake up after 45 seconds were solid insurance for Grid.


  


  ‘I’m not alone.’


  


  Grid’s eyes flashed fiercely. He had many questions. The lich Galgunos was a servant of a great demon. Who was the great demon that he served? Where did he get the bodies of the war god followers from, and why was he using the war god followers as experimental bodies? The followers of the war god were looking for the Sword Grave. What was waiting in the Sword Grave?


  


  Grid had to pursue victory if he wanted to find the answer to all these questions.


  


  “Ah.” Grid, who longed for victory and had a passion for combat, noticed that it was time for a new challenge. He used the ‘illusion’ ability of Belial’s Power that he had ignored so far. Grid hadn’t used it because he thought it was out of the range of his ability. Now seemed like the right time.


  


  A new resolution and a spirit of challenge were required in order to reach a higher place. Grid didn’t want to stagnate. He had to challenge it, especially when thinking of the demon king subjugation. Grid suffered every time the war god follower counterattacked. The war god follower’s health gauge was fine, while Grid’s health had fallen by half. Grid even started feeling gratitude for the +8 defense that his inner underwear gave him. He was that desperate.


  


  “Belial’s Power.”


  


  Thus, he used the power he had been ignoring. No, he ‘challenged’ the power.


  


  [The power of the great demon Belial summoned in the Rune of Darkness has been opened!]


  


  [It is impossible for a human to digest all three of Belial’s powers.]


  


  [You are in a half-demon state. Your body has endured the pressure of immense power. However, it is still impossible for a human to digest all three of Belial’s powers at the same time.]


  


  [You can use one of Belial’s three powers of: Darkness, fire, or illusion.]


  


  [You have chosen the power of illusion!]


  


  [The passive skill ‘Queen of Mocking and Violation’ will be maintained for 2 minutes, and Queen’s Distortion is now activated. Another magic will be activated if your intelligence exceeds 4,000.]


  


  [Your intelligence is low. It is difficult to control Queen’s Distortion.]


  


  “Grid...?”


  


  One minute had passed since Grid alone endured the attacks of the war god follower who had learned two secret techniques. It was time for Chris, Pon, and Regas to regain their minds. However, the three of them weren’t fully aware that the negative states had been lifted.


  


  It was because they saw five Grids, not one. They were confused like they had been drugged.
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  [Queen of Mocking and Violation]


  


  [Once health falls below 50%, an illusion will be summoned with every further 10% dncrease in health.


  


  The health, defense, and agility of the clone are affected by your body’s current health, defense, and agility. However, its attack power is fixed at 10% of the body. Additionally, the skills of the clone are limited to basic skills.


  


  Every time you summon an illusion, it will show hallucinations to all the surrounding people. They won’t be able to distinguish between your body and the illusion.


  


  A target who attacks the clone will have 30% of the damage the target dealt reflected. However, it won’t lead to death.]


  


  The third of Belial’s powers was a near perfect illusion magic. It summoned a clone every time the caster lost health. All targets in the area couldn’t distinguish between the two of them. The target that attacked the illusion would receive reflected damage. Additionally, the clones copied most of the stats of the main body.


  


  All the effects were as good as gold. He would be a pushover if he used such a skill and couldn’t devastate the enemy. However, Grid never used this skill in actual combat. Was it because he was a pushover? No, it was because the skill was extremely difficult to control.


  


  The disadvantage of this versatile skill was simple and clear. It was difficult.


  


  [You have suffered 8,190 damage.]


  


  [The target has received 12,200 damage.]


  


  [You have been counterattacked by a mysterious technique.]


  


  [You have suffered 12,200 damage.]


  


  [An illusion has been summoned with the effect of Queen of Mocking and Violation.]


  


  The body, which was wounded from exchanging blows with the war god follower, divided into two.


  


  “...?” The war god follower stopped. It lost his aggro since Grid was split into two, and it became hard to tell which of the two Grids were real. The situation was good up to here. Grid was like the main character in a movie. It seemed as if the two Grids would work together to blow away the follower of the war god.


  


  However, Grid stood still and couldn’t move. Of course, it was hard to move. His ‘vision’ was divided into two.


  


  ‘...Um.’


  


  This was why Grid never used the power of lies. Every time an illusion was summoned, Grid had not only his own vision but the vision of the illusion as well. The really fortunate thing was that there was no crazy demand of ‘I have to control the illusion.’


  


  That’s right. Grid watched in real time what the illusion was doing through the illusion’s eyes, thinking and deciding how to cooperate with the illusion. This was a difficult problem.


  


  “Urgh...!” Grid’s illusion got hit, and the vision of one of the two Grids changed as he was blown through the air. One side of Grid saw the war god follower in front of him, while the other saw the crown of the follower’s head. He got motion sickness. This wasn’t a problem solved by closing one eye. His divided vision remained the same even if he closed one eye. The split screen was just smaller.


  


  The follower of the war god was blocking the illusion’s attacks. The illusion had attracted its aggro. It was a natural result as Grid was standing still while the illusion moved swiftly. Now the follower of the war god was ignoring him as a fake. The more blows that the follower and the clone exchanged, the more nervous Grid felt. It was hard to adapt because the shared vision with the illusion was shaky and made him dizzy.


  


  Still, Grid had to concentrate. He shared the vision of the illusion, and once the war god follower revealed a clear gap, he would enter the battle and change the flow.


  


  ‘Steady yourself. Steady yourself, Grid! I have to hit it as much as possible before the buff ends!’


  


  Grid started to raise his concentration. The clone used Link, and the war god follower was hit continuously. The war god follower couldn’t defend against each one and allowed seven consecutive attacks. It wasn’t a good thing from Grid’s standpoint. If the illusion who had 10% of Grid’s attack power could kill the war god follower, Grid wouldn’t have suffered such damage from it.


  


  On the other hand...


  


  The clone couldn’t cope with the war god follower’s immediate counterattack and subsequent strikes. The bloody clone turned to ashes. In the process, the war god follower also suffered tens of thousands of reflected damage. At that moment...


  


  “Flash!” Grid overcame the war god follower and activated the light elemental while rushing forward. The light elemental flew to the war god follower and released a bright light that blinded it.


  


  “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle!” Grid used his ultimate attack, and his continuous strikes pierced the war god follower.


  


  [The target has received 490,580 damage.]


  


  [The target has received 511,900 damage...]


  


  “Kiyaaaaaah!” The blind follower received a lot of damage, failed to counterattack, and struggled with the pain. Grid followed up with the movements of Wave. The dozens of energy blades tore at the war god follower and then gathered in the air.


  


  “...Battle gear mountain...!”


  


  The war god follower wasn’t aware of the intense aura that had gathered above its head. The war god follower recovered from the blindness and roared, “Where?!” 


  


  Then Pinnacle fell like a lightning bolt.


  


  [The target has received 3,040,580 damage.]


  


  The war god follower was hit by the blow and sent stumbling. The follower’s posture was so bad it was surprising the follower didn’t drop its sword. Ignoring the rules of physics, the war god follower triggered the counterattack skill despite the apparently unstable posture of the sword. It reflected the damage of Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle! Then Grid followed up with his next play.


  


  “Revolve.”


  


  It was too close to Grid. Grid had dealt with many war god followers using Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle and had a perfect grasp of the timing for Revolve.


  


  [The target has received 3,040,580 damage.]


  


  The war god follower suffered even more damage because of Grid’s counterattack. In fact, the war god follower suffered damage it shouldn’t have had to bear originally and once again stumbled. If it had been a war god follower who escaped from the grave, it would’ve died by now.


  


  ‘Crazy. It is as I expected.’


  


  Grid was currently facing the war god follower who had learned two secret techniques. The intermediate boss of this dungeon probably had twice as much health as the follower who escaped from the grave. Grid hit it with the ultimate skill and the reflected counterattack damage, but the follower still had half its health remaining.


  


  The war god follower once again roared angrily, “I... Battle gear mountain...! Guide me!!”


  


  The act of its counterattack being returned was a situation beyond the common sense of the war god follower. The war god follower felt a big threat come from Grid and showed its second skill.


  


  “?!”


  


  This was after the Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle combo. Grid had secured a safe distance from the war god follower and was restoring his breathing. Now his eyes widened. The sword had increased in size. The war god follower took only one step, yet the rusty sword it wielded stretched out over the three-meter distance.


  


  Was this a magic trick? Grid got a chill, but it was too late for him to take evasive action. The sufficient distance that Grid had secured caught his ankle instead. He was relaxed, so his response to the unexpected situation was one step too late. 


  


  [You have suffered 19,250 damage.]


  


  “Ugh!” Grid groaned as his chest was cut by the sword as the war god follower showed three times more attack power than usual. The war god follower took one more step, and the sword once again increased in size.


  


  [An illusion has been summoned with the effect of Queen of Mocking and Violation.]


  


  Grid’s body shook and split in two, causing the war god follower to once again lose its focus. The second skill of the war god follower couldn’t reach Grid and struck the ground between Grid and his illusion. Grid observed the sword stuck in the ground and discovered its identity. ‘Aura.’


  


  It wasn’t a growing sword. An aura that was dozens of centimeters stretched out from the tip of the sword, making the sword stretch. This was a sword that could change its length in real time. It was obviously a tricky technique. The attack power had tripled, so Grid would die after being hit several times. An ordinary player wouldn’t be able to go against the war god follower who had learned two secret techniques.


  


  However, Grid was accustomed to aura. He knew its potential better than anyone else. This was due to what Piaro had told him. Why had Piaro placed Hurent near him, and what was the extent of Hurent’s abilities? Piaro had described the characteristics of aura to Grid in the process of making sure that Grid fully understood.


  


  Thus, Grid wasn’t confused when the sword embedded in the ground suddenly changed to the form of a mace and sharp thorns stretched out from the mace. He easily avoided the thorns as if he had predicted it, even pulling his own illusion away. If the war god follower were alive, it would be panicked about how its secret technique was avoided.


  


  This wasn’t the case though as the war god follower Grid was fighting was an undead. It had no thoughts and wasn’t upset by Grid dodging its blow. The war god follower just kept wielding its sword. The aura at the end of the sword changed every time. Sometimes it was a mace, a spear, or even a whip. Grid’s body became more and more wounded as he moved tirelessly. 


  


  [An illusion has been summoned with the effect of Queen of Mocking and Violation.]


  


  [An illusion has been summoned with the effect of Queen of Mocking and Violation.]


  


  [An illusion has been summoned with the effect of Queen of Mocking....]


  


  Grid’s vision was split into five. It meant he had summoned four illusions. In the process, the war god follower missed its target several times, attacking an illusion and suffering from reflection damage.


  


  “Pant... Pant...” Grid had a headache. His mental power was exhausted from dealing with five fields of view.


  


  ‘It would be hard for Kraugel’s grandfather, not Kraugel, to adapt,’ Grid thought sincerely.


  


  “Link.”


  


  “Kill.”


  


  “Wave.”


  


  “Pinnacle.”


  


  Grid’s illusions surrounded the war god follower and started a sword dance. The visions of the illusions were shared by Grid, and he barely gulped. One illusion used Link, another used Kill, one more used Wave, and the last one used Pinnacle. Their fates were determined as they could only exercise one-tenth of Grid’s attack power. This meant they would only deal slight damage to the war god followed before being hit by the counterattack and disappearing. They were just like flies from the perspective of the war god follower.


  


  Yet what if the flies were actually wasps? The illusions couldn’t avoid dying from the counterattacks, but what if their damage to the war god follower could exceed the predicted levels? The illusions’ deaths wouldn’t be in vain.


  


  ‘Sigh. Sigh. Sigh. Let’s go. I can do it.’


  


  Out of the five fields of views that Grid was currently seeing, the ‘main body’ was at the center. He watched his illusions use skills on the war god follower. At this moment, Grid cast a spell, “Distortion.” 


  


  Then Grid focused on another point of view. It was the scene where he was using Link on the war god follower.


  


  [Queen’s Distortion]


  


  [Replace the body of the virtual image. The target can only be replaced once.


  


  Cooldown Time: None.


  


  Mana consumption: 2,300]


  


  “Ohhhhh!” Grid became the illusion who was using Link. He only focused on the central vision and aimed energy blades at the war god follower.


  


  [The target has received 23,500 damage.]


  


  [The target has received 21,430 damage.]


  


  [The target has received 22,990 damage...]


  


  [The target has received 22,800 damage...]


  


  100% of Grid’s attack power was applied. The war god follower suffered damage that couldn’t be ignored and then counterattacked. Simultaneously, Grid swallowed his nausea and used a spell again, “Distortion...!”


  


  This time, the scene that appeared in front of him was of an illusion stabbing the war god follower with Kill.


  


  [Critical!]


  


  [The target has received 1,010,590 damage.]


  


  The body of the clone Grid had just occupied was blown away. Grid’s field of views decreased from five to four, and he once again used Queen’s Distortion. It was just in the nick of time. The illusion who used Kill was stabbed by the war god follower and turned to ashes. Additionally, the illusions who used Pinnacle and Wave died at the same time.


  


  Now, Grid only had one field of view left. It was the view of his original body. Grid stared at the war god follower in the distance. There had been five Grids on the battlefield, and now there was only one.


  


  “Kieeek! KIeeeek...!” The war god follower was creaking like a toy that would soon be broken. The damage Grid had dealt as he moved and occupied the bodies of the different illusions was considerable. There was also the damage reflection every time Grid’s illusions were killed.


  


  “Pant... Pant... Pant...” Grid couldn’t move. His mental power had been consumed by sharing the vision of five clones and using three consecutive distortions. It felt like his brain was burning.


  


  ‘If my reflexes were a bit faster, I could’ve connected an attack from my main body with the attacks of the illusions.’


  


  He could barely stand on his trembling legs.


  


  “Leave it to us.” The 1st ranked Chris, White Knight Pon, and Asura Regas stood side by side. The 1,000 Ton Sword and 100 Ton Sword caused the war god follower to fall down. Then Mach Spear pierced its heart, and lightning-fast kicks hit its head. At the end of the struggle...


  


  [The war god follower who learned two secret techniques has been destroyed.]


  


  [129,990,250 experience will be divided.]


  


  [Overgeared Skeleton One’s level has risen.]


  


  [Overgeared Skeleton Two’s level has risen.]


  


  [Party leader Grid has acquired ‘Burnt and Unreadable Secret Technique of the War God Follower.’]


  


  [Party leader Grid has acquired the Sword Grave’s Map Fragment (7).]


  


  [Party leader Grid has acquired the Sword Grave’s Map Fragment (3).]


  


  [Party leader Grid has acquired the Sword Grave’s Map (1).]


  


  [You have completed the map of the Sword Grave!]


  


  Grid succeeded in the new challenge.
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  [You have completed the map of the Sword Grave!]


  


  “Good!”


  


  Grid had expected to take at least a fortnight to complete the map, but the schedule quickened thanks to the emergence of the war god follower who had learned two secret techniques. An unexpected crisis turned out to be good luck.


  


  “It is thanks to the increase in my good luck stat. Huhu. I should be renamed as the king of luck.”


  


  Grid smiled as he was reminded of his good luck stat soaring thanks to the elixirs. He ignored the Overgeared Skeletons who were making wistful expressions on the side.


  


  ‘Additionally, I was also lucky when falling into Garam’s trap. If this luck keeps up, I can reach the Sword Grave and clear the hidden quest before the National Competition.’


  


  The excited Grid forgot something for a moment. This place was the Galgunos Temple. It wasn’t a safe zone.


  


  “You destroyed my created soldiers! It is hateful!” Galgunos’ roar came from underground, and it shook the whole temple. Grid’s group was alert since they had consumed all their resources while facing the war god follower. Judging that another war god follower was going to appear, they prepared to run.


  


  Grid’s party gulped and took potions while checking the status of their items and skills. Nevertheless, they were meaningless actions. The party didn’t need to be so vigilant. That was because this time, Galgunos’ action...


  


  [Your relationship with Lich Galgunos, subordinate of a great demon, has become hostile.]


  


  [‘Galgunos Imprint’ is engraved on your heart.]


  


  [The first imprint effect has occurred. The imprint is filled with the essence of magic power. You have failed to resist the imprint effect.]


  


  [The first imprint effect has caused death. The imprint has disappeared.]


  


  [Resistance to the first imprint effect has increased.]


  


  [36.7% experience has been lost.]


  


  [The +8 Ideal Dagger has been lost.]


  


  He used his power instead of dispatching soldiers, and Grid’s party died. They were inevitable deaths. Grid’s party gained new information that raiding the intermediate boss of the first floor of the temple would mean ‘unconditional death.’


  


  “Are you okay?”


  


  In the garden of Reinhardt Castle, Grid opened his eyes at the resurrection point and worried about his colleagues first. Death was fatal to Grid, but it wasn’t big enough to cause him despair. Grid’s hunting speed was several times faster than that of other people, so he didn’t need to work as hard to recover the lost experience. The lost item was also easily recoverable unless it was legendary or above.


  


  The Ideal Dagger—it was the item he had made when he first met Euphemina. It wasn’t a big deal for Grid to lose it because he had been using it for 10 years already in Satisfy time, and the +8 enhancement wasn’t that huge. He still had many enhancement scrolls from various rewards on the East Continent. It would be easy for him to enhance an item to +8 as long as it wasn’t a myth item.


  


  However, Chris, Pon, and Regas were different. After dying, they felt desperate. From their experience, the lost experience and items would be difficult to recover. Grid was worried about them.


  


  “We’re fine.”


  


  “Why are you making a fuss? There’s nothing to worry about.”


  


  “Dying is natural while hunting.”


  


  The three men spoke like it was just a trivial thing. Of course, their actual thoughts were different. ‘It will be difficult to reach our goal of gaining one level before the National Competition.’


  


  ‘I dropped Lensia. Dammit. I need a new secondary weapon.’


  


  ‘Death... My pride...’


  


  However, they didn’t express it. They didn’t want to burden Grid.


  


  In the first place, it was funny to complain after losing items and experience. It had already happened, and wasn’t it caused by their negligence?


  


  Pon patted Grid’s shoulder. “Didn’t you gain good results? You completed the dungeon map, and we confirmed the dungeon characteristics. We didn’t die in vain. Grid, you might be upset but don’t worry too much. It isn’t good to be shaken.” 


  


  Chris nodded in agreement. “I should go report to Lauel. I have to tell him that we will receive great damage if we intend to attack the Galgunos Temple.”


  


  Those who killed the intermediate boss would receive an imprint, and the first imprint effect was to cause death unconditionally. Apart from Grid’s group who already developed resistance to the imprint, everyone else who attacked the Galgunos Temple must be prepared to die.


  


  “Lauel will hold his tongue. His nature means he will never suggest attacking the Galgunos Temple.”


  


  “I have the same thought. Instruct the guild members not to raid the intermediate boss and only hunt the mobs on the first floor.”


  


  The reason players sought dungeons was to level up and gain a profit. It was enough to grab the respawned mobs in the dungeon to level up. Raiding the boss would give bigger rewards, but they was no need to risk it if the difficulty was too high. They would only receive harm while seeking uncertain rewards.


  


  Chris, Pon, and Regas judged that the Galgunos Temple was a dungeon that shouldn’t be attacked.


  


  “Let’s attack the temple after the National Competition,” the silent Grid spoke ridiculous words and then grinned at his baffled colleagues. “At the very least, we won’t die from the imprint.”


  


  “That’s right. However, the imprint is secondary. The Galgunos Temple itself is very difficult. Grid, it will be difficult to challenge the dungeon with just the four of us.”


  


  “If you get two or three gold medals in the National Competition, won’t it be easier than you think? Won’t you become stronger from the gold medal compensation?”


  


  “Ah. Right. There is such a simple method.” 


  


  Grid was the only person in the world who would speak so easily about the gold medals. The party members could only laugh.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  The video started from the sky above the clouds—a sky that humans couldn’t reach. The camera angle stayed there for two seconds before starting to fall rapidly. It fell from above the clouds through the clouds and toward the land. There was an explosion, and the camera angle shook. Then silence followed. After a few seconds, the trembling returned again. A broken sword appeared.


  


  -It seems to be Kraugel.


  


  -Right. It is expressing the fallen sky. 


  


  -It is rough... We are being hit with the former sky above the sky from the opening video? ;;; 


  


  -The S.A Group is cruel. Killing a person twice.


  


  -I feel sorry for Kraugel oppa. ㅠㅠ I don’t want his pretty face to wrinkle. ㅠㅠㅠ


  


  The pre-opening video for the 4th National Competition was short and intense. The video depicted the fall of Kraugel, who had kept his status until last year. Some people cheered, some were displeased, and others were sympathetic. The common feeling they all shared was ‘regret’.


  


  A hand grabbed the broken sword (from Kraugel’s point of view) and then tried to climb back onto the throne. The rusty throne was abandoned by its master. It was an empty throne. This symbolized Grid’s absence. People couldn’t help feeling regretful.


  


  -Ha... The video shows that Grid won’t appear in this National Competition.


  


  -It is empty, empty. There is no fun watching this National Competition.


  


  -Honestly, this year’s National Competition is meaningless. It is a fight between foxes in a forest free of a tiger.


  


  -Tiger? Bullshit. Don’t you know that Grid ran away? He didn’t play this year because Kraugel will win. What type of tiger is that? He is just a piece of junk.


  


  -You must be American.


  


  -Is it wrong? What other reason is there for Grid giving up the gold medal compensation? Grid ran away because he was afraid of losing his title.


  


  -You must be American.


  


  -There is no Grid, so South Korea won’t be able to win many medals this year. They will be edged out of the rankings.ㅎㅎ


  


  -You must be Japanese.


  


  -The Chinese?


  


  -Taiwan number one!


  


  -The foreigners are scared. Somebody go and get Peak Sword.


  


  The communities all over the world were talking about the National Competition. In particular, the atmosphere of the Korean communities was boiling over. The foreign netizens, who wanted to ridicule South Korea in Grid’s absence, flocked together like a tsunami every day. It meant there were many foreigners who were jealous of the Koreans, who had enjoyed the honey every time thanks to Grid.


  


  Regardless of Grid’s absence, the public’s interest in the National Competition was still hot. After all, it was an event that only occurred once a year. Then a full version of the opening video was released a few days later, making people all over the world more excited.


  


  Kraugel was staring at the empty throne. Then players from the US team gathered around him. One of them approached the empty throne. He sat on it and laughed wildly. His identity...


  


  -Punching bag!


  


  -Amazing ㅋ ㅋ Zibal is coming back at this time.


  


  Before removing himself from the rankings, Zibal had maintained the second place in the overall rankings and had a rivalry with Kraugel. After two years, Zibal finally showed himself again. In particular, the Americans were excited about this. In the US team, there were more people to pay attention to.


  


  -Doesn’t that look like Haster standing beside Lauel?


  


  -The FPS Emperor? Aish, it can’t be. Why is the Emperor in Satisfy?


  


  -Doesn’t that look like Haster?


  


  -It is real. He is Haster.


  


  -Isn’t this crazy? Haster is returning in Satisfy?


  


  -He is going to be the emperor again. 


  


  -A legend is returning... This year’s National Competition will be full of legends...


  


  -Kraugel, Zibal, Haster, Lauel, Skull, Zephyr... It will be abnormal if the United States doesn’t take first place this year.


  


  There were 125 countries participating in the 4th National Competition. The five minute opening video didn’t introduce all the countries. It only introduced the 13 countries that were treated as superpowers in Satisfy and played significant roles. The high rankers from weaker countries also appeared for a short time in the video. A typical example was Jishuka.


  


  The spectacular sight made many people look forward to the National Competition. The most talked about scene...


  


  There was a single hand gesture. In the darkness, against the background of a castle, one hand beckoned toward the camera. This was an obvious provocation. It was telling people to come.


  


  ‘Come and face me,’ it seemed to say.


  


  -Who is that? Why aren’t they showing his face?


  


  -Is it a ranker participating for the first time in the National Competition?


  


  -The person is arrogant. Who is one of the top rankers who haven’t appeared in the National Competition??


  


  -Russia’s Knight? Is it North Korea’s Jang Mihwan? Israel’s Jacob?


  


  -I don’t know about Knight, but Jang Mihwan and Jacob aren’t verified.


  


  -Isn’t it Jacob? Starting from the ID, his arrogance matches well with the video ㅋㅋ


  


  -I don’t think it is him... It looks like someone from Europe. Isn’t it GZ?


  


  -How is it GZ? In my opinion, it seems like Faker.


  


  -Faker...? Faker! Right, that’s right!


  


  -Wow. The force of the flow seems right.


  


  -It is really Faker.


  


  -Indeed. There is no one with a higher profile than Faker. Faker is decorating the video. 


  


  People started to be convinced that the main character of the video was Faker. The Death God Faker was one of the most accomplished high rankers who had never been in the public eye. He was also one of the strongest in the world and part of the strongest guild. There was a rumor that he was the person Grid trusted the most.


  *** 


  


  “Ohh~ It came out quite nicely? Is it because your face didn’t come out?”


  


  Shin Youngwoo and Shin Sehee—the two siblings sat next to each other on the couch and watched the opening video midnight. They had conflicting reactions. Sehee was excited about her brother’s appearance while Youngwoo had a regretful expression.


  


  ‘My lines were cut.’


  


  There is no time, so bring it on all at once.


  


  This was the line Youngwoo had spoken to the camera during the filming of the opening video. However, it had been edited out. He was angry and sad.


  


  ‘They erased it?’


  


  Was the line too childish and bad? Youngwoo sighed and glanced at his sister Sehee. He let out another sigh at the sight of her old and fluffy sweatshirt.


  


  “Last time it was the school uniform, and now it’s the school’s gym clothes? You have already graduated from high school. Why are you still wearing the school uniform and gym clothes?”


  


  “Didn’t I tell you? I wear the clothes I used in high school so that I can concentrate more when studying.”


  


  “Why is a S University student studying at home? Shouldn’t you only study at school?”


  


  “I have to study to graduate.”


  


  “You are still a freshman. You should take it easy. Join school clubs like Yerim. Find a boyfriend. Although you will get a curfew.”


  


  “I’m too busy studying and playing the game.”


  


  Sehee had received too much from her brother and enjoyed too much thanks to him. She also wanted to succeed. At least economically, she wanted to be independent from her brother and relieve her brother’s burden. Now she wanted to help her brother. Thus, she became more and more immersed in the game. She knew the potential of a Saintess.


  


  Youngwoo had no idea of Sehee’s feelings and rose from his spot.


  


  “I’m going to sleep.”


  


  ‘I need enough sleep to get a new start tomorrow. What is waiting for me at the Sword Grave?’


  


  It was a place which contained the works from Pagma’s last years and where Braham’s body was buried. Youngwoo was looking forward to it for a number of reasons.




  Chapter 935


  It was rare for high rankers to think they were inferior. They were normally confident in their great talent and believed that the gap between their ranking and that of others was a calamity caused by various variables which took place over time. The gap between the rankers was as thin as a piece of paper, and even that was caused by various variables and ‘luck’. This assertion of the high rankers came from true faith.


  


  However, that was until last year. The high rankers’ beliefs were shaken during the three national competitions. They realized just how arrogant their claims were. The rumored sky above the sky—Kraugel—showed off his skills to the world, and Grid—who was thought to be a lucky person—showed great progress year after year. The high rankers didn’t have the same level of talent, and they had to admit there was a clear difference between them.


  


  “Thus, I will completely abandon the PvP this year.”


  


  There was a man who carried a name that ‘promised victory.’ He was Bubat. Bubat had been defeated by Grid multiple times and recognized Grid’s ability more quickly than anyone else. This year, he became Turkey’s representative and once again sought the PvP event.


  


  “Grid isn’t appearing this year? Then there is no reason to give up. This year, the gold medal in PvP is mine.”


  


  The Yak Guild members asked:


  


  “Why are you so fixated on PvP?”


  


  “I agree. You will drop out in the round of 16 again.”


  


  “The round of 16? If you meant Kraugel in the qualifiers, then you will be eliminated in the qualifiers. Kilkil.”


  


  If Grid didn’t exist, would Bubat be 1st in the PvP event? The Yak Guild knew about Bubat’s strength, but even they couldn’t guarantee it. PvP was an event where a ranker’s pride was at stake. Kraugel, Seuron, Regas, and other strong players participated in the event. The others in the Yak Guild were frustrated with Bubat, who thought Grid’s absence would be a chance to challenge PvP.


  


  “Last year, you lost to Zhang Zheng... It might be different if PvP is a team event, but it is a solo show. It is too disadvantageous for Captain...”


  


  Bubat’s Crusher class had high levels of defense and various CCs. In particular, the two skills he had learned upon reaching level 360 could ‘ignore status resistance’ and show an absolute effect. However, what was the point of CC? Bubat didn’t have the power to defeat the enemy.


  


  The PvP of the National Competition was too disadvantageous to Bubat. Yet he was confident. It was thanks to a gift given by a Turkish person who claimed to be a big fan of Bubat.


  


  [Artina’s Natural Disposition Gloves]


  


  It was a legendary item. It was a great item that boosted the wearer’s attack power in proportion to the wearer’s defense. The fan who presented it to Bubat was eager for him to raise Turkey’s status this year.


  


  “Huhu. Look forward to it. This year will be different.”


  


  Kraugel was no longer the supreme. Grid had proven it last year. Bubat was confident in his strategy against Kraugel. Although Bubat’s chances of success might be slim, Kraugel was judged to be an opponent that could be defeated even if it wasn’t by Grid.


  


  It wasn’t just Bubat. Two years ago and last year, the rankers—who were stunned by the growing Grid and had vowed not to participate in PvP—felt new hope. After Grid declared that he would be absent, many people decided to participate in this year’s PvP.


  


  It was as expected. There was a flood of provocative articles all over the world. The rankers from different countries announced their intentions to play in PvP, shouting that they weren’t afraid of Kraugel. The focus of attention was naturally on Kraugel.


  


  “Kraugel, many rankers have announced that they are confident against you. What do you think about this?”


  


  “I think they can be confident if they are on the same level as Grid.”


  


  Camera flashes started going off at the press conference. The reporters’ expressions were thrilled at Kraugel’s answer.


  


  Don’t be confident unless you are on the same level as Grid. I won’t lose unless it is Grid.


  


  Kraugel’s words had this meaning. It was an answer filled with enough confidence and provocation to make a stimulating article.


  


  Then a reporter asked a new question. It was a question that many people around the world were interested in. “There is a public consensus that Grid is running away from the National Competition. Kraugel, what do you think about Grid’s absence from the National Competition?”


  


  Grid fled because he was afraid he would lose his title of champion. This was one of the public opinions regarding Grid. What did Kraugel think? Kraugel stared indifferently at the reporters and replied briefly, “It is mercy, not running away.”


  


  “Mercy?”


  


  The reporters couldn’t understand what Kraugel meant right away. He cocked his head to one side. On the other hand, the smart reporters quickly started to write their articles. As Kraugel watched the bustling scene silently, a question popped into his mind.


  


  ‘Grid...’


  


  Kraugel was aware of the fact that Grid needed ether diamonds. At the present time, the only way to get ether diamonds was to participate in the National Competition. Thus, Kraugel knew the news that Grid wouldn’t participate in the National Competition was false.


  


  ‘Are you the demon king?’


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  ‘It is harder than I thought.’


  


  There were seven new additions to the National Competition, one of which was the demon king subjugation event. Grid got a thorough understanding of the rules for the demon subjugation and felt disgruntled. The castle had north, south, east, and west gates, and each of the four heavenly kings protected one gate.


  


  The players would be split into groups of 120, and they had to break through the gates. During this time, the demon king would wait in the castle and receive 200,000 bonus health for every 10 minutes that passed. The waiting time would end when all four gates were broken.


  


  The most troubling part for Grid was the bonus 200,000 health per 10 minutes that he would receive. He had to maintain his spot while the four heavenly kings fought, and he would get 200,000 health every 10 minutes...?


  


  ‘Isn’t this too much?’


  


  Grid’s defense and magic resistance were beyond the category of a player. He wouldn’t suffer much damage unless the skills used were proportional to health or defense. Yet his health was going to increase by 200,000 health every 10 minutes...? 


  


  ‘The gates that the four heavenly kings are guarding can’t be broken through easily.’ 


  


  Grid’s health might actually exceed one million in the demon king subjugation. However, Grid was uneasy because the S.A Group created such a system despite knowing his specs.


  


  ‘It seems that the National Competition participants are stronger than I thought...’


  


  He was already prepared for a tough fight, but this might be tougher than expected. It was comforting that his sister, Sehee, wasn’t participating in the National Competition. Grid shook his head at the scary thought. Still, there was something he didn’t know.


  


  Originally, the S.A Group had set it as the demon king’s health increasing by 500,000 per 10 minutes. Grid was so strong that the health increase was lowered from 500,000 to 200,000.


  


  What was the reason for this? It was known only to the S.A Group.


  


  “By the way, is this the right road?”


  


  Grid stopped and opened up a map. It was the map of the Sword Grave.


  


  “It should be right...”


  


  Grid was stupid, but he wasn’t stupid when it came to directions. That’s how he managed to find the North End Cave that contained Pagma’s Rare Book. There was no problem with Grid’s ability to read a map. Currently, Grid was following the map precisely.


  


  However, the road was strange. This was the correct road, but it disappeared in the middle.


  


  “What is this?”


  


  There was a sheer cliff in front of where Grid stopped. It was a cliff that wasn’t marked on the map which showed a plain mountain path instead.


  


  ‘Is the map wrong?’


  


  Was the map a fake? Was all his struggling in vain? Then it happened as a chill was going down Grid’s spine... The cliff in front of Grid suddenly started to split apart. The crack began to widen, and the cliff split into two cliffs. It was as if they had been separated in the first place.


  


  Grid saw the path between the cliffs and moved without delay. From the moment the cliff split in two, the terrain was the same as what was shown on the map.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “Ah...!”


  


  “Shit!”


  


  Sighs and curses came from all over the place. It happened when Skunk turned the 594th sword three times to the left and four times to the right. The hill sank down and became a plains again.


  


  The 594th sword was the problem. It was hard to figure out how to turn this sword, which could rotate 27 times to the left or the right. He needed to figure out in what order and direction the right ‘key’ was.


  


  “It is already the 28th failure. It will take a few hours to start again from scratch.”


  


  “Everybody’s morale has fallen. I think it is better to stop for today,” a subordinate spoke carefully to the frowning Skunk.


  


  Skunk’s response was sharp, “Now we only need to figure out five swords. It isn’t long before the Sword Grave will be opened.”


  


  “I know your heart, but do we need to hurry? It has been several months already. There are only a few days left, so we should be calmer and careful. The work can be ruined if we rush,” Dog Woman’s persuasion calmed Skunk.


  


  Skunk took a deep breath and nodded. “Yes. There is no need to rush.”


  


  Skunk’s Expedition Group had been investigating the Sword Grave for the past five months, and no one had ever visited it. Considering the fact that Skunk’s Expedition had taken six months to find the Sword Grave, it wasn’t possible for someone to appear here and steal their results. There was no need to fret about a loss.


  


  Skunk controlled his heart and told his subordinates, “Everyone has worked hard. Let’s end it here today. Have a good night’s sleep and rest for tomorrow.”


  


  “Thank you for the trouble.”


  


  “Thanks for the trouble.”


  


  Phew, it was finally over. Hearing Skunk’s words, his subordinates were relieved and opened their system windows. They wanted to log out and relax their exhausted minds and bodies. Even so, they couldn’t go and rest.


  


  “...!?”


  


  In the Sword Grave, the unidentified fragments that never moved suddenly started to flash with a blue light.


  


  “Why stars...?”


  


  Of course, they knew that they weren’t really stars. The blue lights were floating too close to be stars, and they were emitting a bright blue light during the day. Still, they shone as beautifully as stars and the people couldn’t grasp it with their hands. Thus, the people were forced to call them stars.


  


  “Maintain your place!” Skunk shouted at his subordinates who were shaking at the phenomenon that had never happened before.


  


  Skunk’s explorer’s intuition and accumulated experience were telling him something. At this moment, the Sword Grave was going to change due to a new external factor.


  


  ‘All of a sudden...? What...?’


  


  This didn’t feel good. Skunk swallowed his saliva.


  


  “Ugh. I’ve finally arrived.” An uninvited guest appeared.


  


  Skunk and his subordinates paled as they confirmed the man’s appearance.




  Chapter 936


  At the Sword Grave, the word ‘grave’ had two meanings. It contained the works which Pagma had produced in his later years, and it was also Braham’s grave. The Sword Grave was a place with a deep connection to two former legends. It was likely to be one of the most significant places for Satisfy’s worldview, and therefore, Skunk’s Expedition Group were obsessed with the Sword Grave.


  


  The moment they uncovered the mystery of the Sword Grave would be equivalent to when they uncovered the main Yatan Temple. No, maybe they could get even greater fame and riches for the Sword Grave. Skunk wanted to buy his own plane to travel around the world, Dog Woman wanted medical facilities that could prolong her terminally ill brother’s life, and Crocodile wanted to display more than 10 supercars in her garage. 


  


  Yes. Skunk’s Expedition Group had invested a year in the Sword Grave.


  


  ...And this would have continued until an uninvited guest appeared.


  


  “G-Grid...!”


  


  The person wore a crown on black hair and had a high nose. He had eyes as fierce as a bird of prey, and he had a muscular body that couldn’t be hidden with armor and a cloak. The Skunk Expedition Group felt hatred for him when they saw the uninvited guest and confirmed the ID above his head. Meanwhile, Grid cocked his head. “You are...?”


  


  Players unrelated to Pagma's Descendant shouldn’t know about the existence of the Sword Grave, let alone its location. Grid felt suspicious about the group of people who had arrived at the Sword Grave one step ahead of him.


  


  “Were you chasing after me?” Grid’s eyes narrowed with suspicion.


  


  “No. Isn’t that impossible? Our encounter should be a coincidence,” Skunk responded quickly. He didn’t want the past year to be wasted, so Skunk didn’t have a stupid idea in mind like blocking Grid. If Skunk were a fool, he wouldn’t have become the leader of a group or the representative of his class.


  


  Skunk sighed because of his heavy thoughts and struggled to relax his stiff facial muscles. He had a really bright smile as he faced Grid. It was a smile that might make someone misunderstand that he was Grid’s fan.


  


  “Grid, it is an honor to coincidentally meet you here. I am the 1st ranked explorer, Skunk. It is a humble name, but... perhaps you’ve heard of it?”


  


  “Skunk? Ah.” Grid couldn’t forget this name. It was a name that reminded him of farts, so it wasn’t easy to forget. He remembered that he had met Skunk at the Yatan Temple the first time Braham used Assimilation.


  


  “I’m aware. You found the location of the main Yatan Church and made the news for a while.”


  


  “I’m honored that you know me.” Skunk smiled, but he was inwardly surprised. Wasn’t Grid someone who talked nonsense and acted arrogantly in public? Why was he showing a polite attitude in a private place where he didn’t need to be aware of the eyes of others?


  


  ‘It can’t be because he is good-natured...’ Skunk was analyzing the situation from a negative perspective. Grid was the ruler of a kingdom. The level of his intelligence network was different from that of ordinary players. Depending on his choice and selection, it was possible for Grid to grasp the current status of the Skunk Expedition Group.


  


  Thus, Skunk concluded that Grid must’ve been watching the Skunk Expedition Group for a long time and waited for them to dig out the secrets of the Sword Grave on his behalf. The Sword Grave was a special place to Grid. Naturally, he would have been paying attention to it. So, he took advantage of them completely... 


  


  ‘He is using honorifics because he feels sorry for me.’


  


  Skunk was stupid. He was aiming for a place related to Pagma, so he should’ve been alert to Grid. Yet he had been thinking about doing business with Grid without knowing the reality. This cost him.


  


  “...Um.” Skunk found it harder to manage his facial expressions. He felt sorry for his colleagues, but he was also afraid of the wicked eyes in front of him. There was no place for Skunk to look. However, Skunk gathered his strength. He knew what he had to do. The eyes that had been flitting about in all directions calmed down, and he bowed deeply to Grid. “I’m sorry.”


  


  It was an apology filled with various meanings. One meaning was that Skunk was sorry for trying to preempt Grid’s quest. He also felt sorry for pretending it was a coincidental meeting. The other people were upset by Skunk’s actions though. Skunk’s colleagues and even Grid didn’t know what was going on.


  


  “Skunk! What are you going all of a sudden?”


  


  “Why randomly apologize?”


  


  The Skunk Expedition Group started to cry out. Then Dog Woman quickly realized what Skunk was doing and told her companions to be quiet. On the other hand, Grid was alone. It was very difficult for him to judge the situation. “I don’t know why you are apologizing to me.” 


  


  Upon hearing Grid’s words, Skunk’s heart sank. ‘He isn’t willing to forgive me.’


  


  Skunk once again redefined the Grid that he knew. Grid was the ambitious person who married a high-ranking noble of the Eternal Kingdom in the West Continent, building up enough personal and political power to swallow the kingdom as a whole. He had set up his follower, Damian, as the pope and then manipulated him. After obtaining many NPCs using his power as a king, Grid had been cold-blooded enough to use an NPC as a shield in the Great Demon Belial raid. He was also the opportunist who had used the death of an NPC as an excuse to wipe out Immortal. Additionally, he had been the first to try using ‘diplomacy’ with the empire, but he wasn’t satisfied with making Yura and Jishuka his women. It was hard to measure him.


  


  Grid was vicious, sneaky, oppressive, and clever. From the beginning, it had been unreasonable to hope for mercy from such a fearsome man.


  


  “I see. Is this your will?”


  


  This was frustrating. It seemed impossible to be forgiven for the act of daring to break into Pagma’s Grave.


  


  ‘I don’t mind being punished. It is just that my colleagues are different.’ Skunk glanced at his colleagues who had nervous expressions. ‘I won’t be able to forgive myself if they get injured because of my carelessness.’


  


  His colleagues had wasted a year, and now they had to lose their lives as well? He couldn’t allow it to happen. Skunk had been biting his lips anxiously, and now he raised his head. 


  


  Grid still wasn’t saying anything. It was an attitude that forced them to decide the punishment themselves. In the first place, Grid didn’t think much of the Skunk Expedition. They probably seemed like a group that was just playing around. It would be unproductive for Grid to directly choose the punishment for the Skunk Expedition Group.


  


  Skunk spoke with a bitter smile, “I would like to speak honestly. My colleagues have figured out how to unlock the secrets here. They will all be a great help to you. Please, Grid. Please direct your anger only at me. Please show them mercy...”


  


  “Skunk! Shut up!”


  


  “Captain, why are you trying to take the responsibility alone? Have you forgotten there is only one Skunk Expedition Group?”


  


  After Skunk’s words to Grid, the expedition members belatedly noticed the situation and screamed. They didn’t want their captain to sacrifice himself alone.


  


  “If Grid is going to kill us, then it is better to die together!”


  


  “Yes! Shit! I don’t know why we have to die in the first place!”


  


  “Captain! Don’t try to take on everything alone!”


  


  “...Ah?”


  


  They yelled in an agitated manner at Skunk and without knowing it, they all turned toward Grid. Skunk was the same. Grid turned away from the Skunk Expedition Group without saying anything. It seemed to be an attitude that meant forgiveness.


  


  I didn’t see you today.


  


  I’m not seeing you right now.


  


  So leave. 


  


  It will be as if nothing happened. 


  


  I will forget today.


  


  Grid seemed to be saying this as he stared at the stars floating in the sky. Skunk was overwhelmed with feelings. ‘I misunderstood him.’


  


  From Grid’s position, it was inevitable for him to dislike the Skunk Expedition Group. The Skunk Expedition Group had wanted to preempt the Sword Grave and then sell the treasure obtained inside it to Grid at an expensive price. Grid had obviously been watching, which was why Skunk discussed sin and punishment. However, Grid was showing them mercy. From Skunk’s perspective, Grid should be barely controlling the anger in his heart.


  


  ‘He has a heart as wide as the sea.’ Skunk was greatly shocked because he had analyzed Grid as a wicked person. With the benefit of hindsight, he realize that perhaps it was this meek and generous Grid who was the real Grid. Weren’t Chris, Faker, Pon, Regas, Damian, Yura, and Jishuka powerhouses? Would they have followed Grid for years if he were really a wicked person?


  


  ‘All of them know the real Grid.’


  


  After realizing this, Skunk shivered and bowed deeply to Grid. “Thank you. I will never forget today’s grace.”


  


  Skunk glanced at his party members. The Skunk Expedition Group glanced at Grid, who was staring at the stars, and moved to Skunk’s side. Then Skunk sent a friend request to Grid.


  


  “With regard to the Sword Grave... No, please send me a whisper if you ever need my help in the future. I will surely help,” Skunk said these final words before departing with his colleagues. Even until the end, Grid didn’t look at them. Skunk looked back a few times, but Grid was silently staring at the stars.


  


  ‘He is a great person.’


  


  It wouldn’t be strange for him to hold a grudge against the Skunk Expedition Group if he were anyone else. For Grid, the Skunk Expedition Group would be no different from robbers who tried to break into the grave of a teacher he admired. Yet he forgave them for everything.


  


  “Overgeared King. The Overgeared Kingdom...” Skunk started to think of a new home.


  


  Meanwhile, Grid had forgotten about the existence of the Skunk Expedition Group. He hadn’t heard Skunk’s voice in front of him. Right now, his five senses were focused on the stars.


  


  [An unknown light was approaching you but stopped.]


  


  [The unknown light claims to have never missed you.]


  


  [The unknown light insists he has forgotten the days he spent with you. He says those days were insignificant and poor.]


  


  [The unknown light doubts your quality as you are still weak.]


  


  [The unknown light wanted to ask if you have been eating well but stopped.]


  


  [The unknown light can’t endure it.]


  


  -You’re still ugly. The voice that was transmitted to his brain was familiar to Grid, and he felt great to hear it. He had never forgotten this voice. Grid, who felt that the attitude of the unknown light was familiar, eventually shed tears.


  


  “Aren’t you supposed to be a transcendent great magician? You are more like a dog magician,” Grid spat out with a frowning face.


  


  He had noticed something. Why had Braham left him earlier than planned? How long had Braham been suffering after leaving Grid’s body? Grid could see everything from the soul fragments. Thus, his voice trembled because of his rising emotions as he said, “Really... I really wanted to see you, Braham.”


  


  He didn’t know if he was laughing or crying. Grid smiled through his tears. Surrounding him, the soul fragments of Braham just shone quietly.




  Chapter 937


  From the first time Grid met him, Braham had already been in an incomplete state. He had lost his life and his physical body, with only his soul still surviving. Braham hated the god who had cursed his mother, and he cursed the friend who had betrayed him. His fragmented soul burned with the fire of rage.


  


  Nevertheless, Braham wasn’t insignificant. He was a flame that could never be put out. His soul fragments had endless power and courage, all of which evoked Grid’s reverence. Braham had been able to exist in this world despite his imperfect form. This absolute figure was the legendary great magician, Braham.


  


  Now, a few years had passed, and the Braham whom Grid met was different. Braham’s soul fragments were weak and shabby. They seemed like flames that were about to go out. Braham didn’t burn anymore. His smaller soul pieces looked like ashes left behind after death.  


  


  He had forced Grid to submit, seen the whole world, and dominated the Red Sea with one spell. Yet the dignity of this legendary great magician had disappeared for no reason. Why—


  


  “...Why did you leave me?” Grid’s smiling and crying face crumpled. Now he was only crying. He even felt angry. “You look so shabby.” 


  


  Braham’s strength was weak.


  


  “If you were going to wander like this...”


  


  He should’ve at least regained his body.


  


  “Why did you leave?” Grid repeated the same question as he suppressed his rising anger. He couldn’t forget the day he had separated from Braham.


  


  I have gathered all my strength and will leave.


  


  You were just a vessel I needed temporarily while gathering my strength.


  


  It is easy to part because we merely had a contractual relationship.


  


  Braham had left after saying these words.


  


  “It was bullshit that you had gathered all your strength.”


  


  Braham had actually become weaker.


  


  “What damn vessel?”


  


  He loved Grid.


  


  “It’s easy, my ass.”


  


  Now that they had met again, Grid discovered Braham had missed him after parting. In the end, Grid was unable to repress his emotions and shouted, “You what? Why did you lie to me and leave me? Why did you suffer alone? Tell me! Tell me!!!”


  


  [The unknown light is expressing doubt.]


  


  -What’s wrong with you? Why did your mind become so strange?


  


  “Is that all you have to say to me?” Grid was the idiot who was angry and cried alone. He was upset that Braham trivialized him instead of answering the question. Funnily enough, it was this that made him regain his calm and suppress his surging emotions.


  


  Braham spoke lightly, -There is no need for a long explanation. Things were different from what I expected. That’s all.


  


  It was a lie. Braham had known from the outset that he would fail. The amount of magic power he had recovered while staying inside Grid hadn’t met the amount required for resurrection. Braham had known his soul would collapse the moment he left Grid.


  


  Yet he still left. It was because he had known Grid would suffer greatly if he stayed on with Grid. Of course, Braham didn’t speak the truth. He didn’t want to place a rock in Grid’s heart. Instead, Braham changed the topic, -By the way, why haven’t you changed in three years? You are still so weak. It’s pathetic.


  


  During the separation from Braham, Grid had made rapid progress. He had absorbed the power of the direct vampire descendants, gained the great demon Astaroth’s strength, acquired the light elemental, and improved his blacksmithing skill to the limit. Grid was confident that he had grown significantly.


  


  However, Braham ridiculed him. After all, Braham saw all vampires as insignificant beings, except for his mother and Marie Rose. He also knew that Astaroth had lost his body to Muller hundreds of years ago and that his power had been halved. As for the light elemental...? Putting aside the rating, it was a young being that had just been born. It wasn’t worth evaluating yet.


  


  -The magic formulas I gave you are still sealed. How stupid are you to not unseal a single formula in three years?


  


  “Braham,” Grid called out to Braham, who kept speaking harsh words.


  


  Grid was able to completely calm down after watching Braham pretend to be cold. The soul fragments in the sky looked at Grid.


  


  “You’re right. I am weak.”


  


  It was true. Grid was confident in his strength, but this was only against other players.


  


  The ‘world’ that Grid saw was far beyond the other players. That’s why...


  


  “I need you. Come back to me.”


  


  Grid was completely honest. This was his desperate wish.


  


  [The unknown light is silent.]


  


  “Let’s be together again. There are many things I want to learn from you.”


  


  [The unknown light is silent.]


  


  “You don’t want to? Okay, I’ll concede. You don’t need to teach me anything. Don’t do anything. Just stay with me.”


  


  Grid showed no signs of pretenses. He didn’t covet Braham’s knowledge and magic or the hidden quests the great magician might generate. Grid just didn’t want a second Khan. He didn’t want Braham to die in solitude and pain. Instead, he wanted to support the weakened Braham.


  


  “Use me as a vessel. I will lend you my body until the time you restore your strength. You can leave again the moment your strength is fully recovered.” 


  


  -...


  


  [The unknown light is shaking.]


  


  [The unknown light tries to stop his shaking.]


  


  [The unknown light doesn’t want to get caught up in your emotions.]


  


  [The unknown light is shaking strongly.]


  


  [The unknown light can’t endure it.]


  


  -...I will bother you.


  


  -Lich Mumud is strong, and some of his restraints will be lifted when he meets me.


  


  -The master of Mumud is under the protection of Great Demon Baal. He may be young right now but someday the world will revolve around him.


  


  -You will continue experiencing a crisis if you are with me and eventually, you won’t be able to resist the crisis.


  


  These were the words which had been buried deeply in Braham’s heart when he decided to leave Grid a few years ago. Braham released these desperate words. Yet Grid wasn’t unsettled at all.


  


  “I will become stronger.”


  


  Grid’s eyes didn’t shake.


  


  “I will become strong enough to defend you.” 


  


  He had no intention of hiding his feelings.


  


  “A crisis that I can’t resist? There won’t be one.”


  


  This was the reason Grid had been working so hard. The reason why he kept wanting to work in the future.


  


  “I will protect my family and friends.”


  


  His wish was to protect his precious ones. Grid—who used to only pursue individual profits—changed, changed, and changed again after going through many incidents. He wasn’t satisfied with becoming rich, a celebrity, or a hero. Instead, he was constantly working.


  


  This was why Grid could say it clearly, “I have been happy for a long time. I’ve been happy since the moment I left the life where I was lacking, weak, and despised. It started from the moment I could eat the food I wanted... I felt happiness from the moment I made friends who liked me.”


  


  This happiness...


  


  “I want to share this happiness with my precious people. I want to share the happiness I am feeling with the people who are important to me.”


  


  Grid looked at the stars. They were small lights the size of pebbles. The dozens of dim lights all stared at Grid.


  


  “You are one of them.”


  


  Grid knew Braham. He knew about the curse Braham had received and the pain he had suffered. Braham actually felt deeply distressed at turning his back on his brothers and betraying his disciple. Grid knew all of this. Braham hadn’t had a chance to rectify his regrets as he had been betrayed by a friend and killed.


  


  Consequently, Grid wanted to offer Braham a new life—a blessed life. He wanted to pay back the countless things he had received from Braham.


  


  “Braham, trust me and be with me,” Grid reached out.


  


  [The unknown light is silent.]


  


  [The unknown light tells the truth.]


  


  Braham hesitated.


  


  -I am weak.


  


  -I can’t give you any help.


  


  -I am a burden and poison to you.


  


  [Yet the unknown light still wants to be with you.]


  


  -...Is it still okay for me to be with you?


  


  Grid lit up. “It’s great.”


  


  The dozens of light fragments started to enter Grid’s body, and a thread of fate tied Grid’s and Braham’s souls together. Then a notification window popped up.


  


  [The Soul of a Great Magician Who Lost his Power has been acquired.]


  


  [The second class ‘Great Magician’ will be changed to ‘Duke of Wisdom’.]


  


  [You have obtained a legendary rated second class twice in a row!]


  


  [The number of additional stat points you gain for each level has increased from 2 to 4.] 


  


  [Every time your level rises, half of the stat points acquired will be invested in intelligence.] 


  


  [The Soul of a Great Magician Who Lost his Power is currently in a ‘disabled’ state.] 


  


  [You can’t learn any new spells in the current state.]


  


  [You can’t use Assimilation in the current state.]


  


  [The Soul of a Great Magician Who Lost his Power will recover with every year that passes or whenever your intelligence rises by 1,000.]


  


  [The Soul of a Great Magician Who Lost his Power is divided into the five states of ‘disabled’, ‘weakened’, ‘improved’, ‘recovering’, and ‘complete.’ It is important to note that something special will happen in the ‘recovering’ and ‘complete’ states.]


  


  [The skill Magic Contemplation is created.]


  


  [Magic Contemplation Lv. 1]


  


  [-Passive.


  


  The knowledge and wisdom of the Duke of Wisdom will penetrate through the providence of all magic.


  


  * Deciphers the magic used by the enemy. There is a 50% chance of breaking down the magic and a 4% chance of replicating the magic.


  


  * Deciphers the magic used by an ally, and there is a 30% chance of strengthening it.


  


  * This effect is applied to magic of all attributes.


  


  * It isn’t yet possible to contemplate multiple spells at once.


  


  Magic Resource Consumption: None.


  


  Cooldown Time: 3 seconds.]


  


  “Ah...”


  


  This wasn’t what Grid wanted. He wanted to be helpful to Braham, not receive something from him. However, Grid was honestly happy with the new power. In fact, he was filled with admiration.


  


  ‘How strong was Braham during his active days?’


  


  Then Braham’s voice entered the ears of the open-mouthed Grid. It was a precursor for a quest.


  


  -Pagma was wary of me to the last minute.


  


  [A hidden quest has occurred!]


  


  -He placed my body in ice and hid it somewhere here so that I can’t even approach without the password. Grid, I must reclaim my body one day. I want to make sure it is safe.


  


  [Braham’s Request]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  Braham is frustrated that Pagma is tormenting him even after death.


  


  Braham is dreaming of resurrection and wants to make sure his body is intact.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Find Braham’s body.


  


  Quest Clear Reward: Braham’s affinity +30.]


  


  [Your affinity with Braham has already surpassed the maximum.]


  


  [The quest clear reward has changed.]


  


  [Quest Clear Reward: Intelligence +50. A linked hidden quest.]


  


  Should Grid talk about it? It might be better to tell Braham in advance. Grid agonized over the contents of the quest before carefully opening his mouth, “Braham, Pagma regretted betraying you.”


  


  -What?


  


  “After realizing that the one who incited the great demons to invade the world was a god, he realized the act of distinguishing between good and evil was meaningless and regretted what he had done to you. He felt sick to the extent of shedding tears. The reason he placed your body in ice and hid it wasn’t because he was wary of you and wanted to torment you. Rather, it was to protect your body...”


  


  -Shut up. I’m not using you as a vessel to listen to such bullshit.


  


  Braham’s voice shook Grid. The huge confusion that Braham felt was passed on to Grid. Grid sensed it. A new story would start the moment he broke through the traps of regret and hatred that bound the two legends. There was only one person in this world who could start the story, and it was Pagma's Descendant and Braham’s friend. It was Grid.


  


  “Pagma’s Eyes.”


  


  Grid decided to take it step by step rather than acting hastily. Then his eyes shone with a blue light. The Sword Grave entered his field of view, and the 4,179 swords started to dig into his eyes. Pagma...? No, was it someone else?


  


  There was only one among the 4,179 swords that responded to Grid. It was an ego sword. The sword was highly reminiscent to the Rebecca Church’s treasure, the First Holy Sword.


  


  Grid got goosebumps. The ego embedded in the holy sword must surely be a saint, and among Pagma’s old friends, one of them was a pope. At this point, Grid was afraid of Pagma.




  Chapter 938


  ‘Is it the 5th pope...? No, it can’t be. That’s impossible.’


  


  5th Pope Franz—he was said to be close to Pagma and the true master of the Holy Light set. It wasn’t a false history. Pagma was the maker of the Holy Light set. Furthermore, Pagma had sealed the Rebecca Church’s three artifacts as a favor to Franz. The relationship between the two men was likely to be deeper than what was known.


  


  ‘I can’t seal the soul of a close friend into a sword unless I am crazy...’


  


  Grid shook his head to dispel such absurd suspicions. Pagma had a history of killing a friend called Braham. It didn’t make sense to place him in the category of an ordinary person.


  


  “Are you Pope Franz?” Grid questioned. He was hoping for an answer, no matter how unlikely it was. Grid hoped that Pagma wasn’t as bad as he imagined. Unfortunately, the holy sword’s answer was ‘YES.’


  


  -I’m surprised that you can guess who I am. You are truly a person associated with Pagma. You must be very familiar with Pagma. You can use Pagma’s power, right?


  


  The voice of the holy sword was clear and bright. The expression ‘youthful’ was appropriate to describe it. Grid got goosebumps for many reasons. Pagma was cruel enough to imprison his friend’s soul in a cold sword. Meanwhile, Pope Franz retained his bright personality despite having been trapped in a sword for hundreds of years.


  


  ‘It seems to be the area of personality rather than mental power.’


  


  Was he an infinitely positive person?


  


  The holy sword questioned the stiff Grid, -Did you visit here because of Braham’s soul that you are harboring?


  


  “Can you feel Braham’s soul?”


  


  -At first, I couldn’t detect his magic power. I didn’t think that a soul could radiate such arrogant energy. 


  


  The holy sword seemed to be smiling. The present situation was pleasant.


  


  “Is that why you are guarding this place?”


  


  -You guessed correctly. I am guarding Braham’s body, which is preserved in the glacier dungeon under the Sword Grave.


  


  At this moment, Braham’s thunderous voice rang through Grid’s mind, -The dog of Rebecca is trying to control my body, which is in his hands!


  


  ‘Calm down, Braham. Didn’t he say he was guarding it?’


  


  -Guarding it from me! It is to prevent me from getting back my body! That Pagma who is eviler than a great demon—he is bothering me even after death!


  


  “...”


  


  Braham’s anger and anxiety were too strong. His soul fragment was small and weak and couldn’t afford the pressure from his emotions. It was dangerous. Grid decided to speed up with the quest in order to calm Braham down. He moved closer to the sword. The information of the holy sword was analyzed using Pagma’s Eyes.


  


  [Sword Guarding the Grave]


  


  [Rating: Legendary


  


  Durability: ???  Attack Power: 8,395


  


  Divine Power: ???  Defense: 2,029


  


  * A legendary-grade ego is nestled inside.


  


  *???


  


  *???


  


  * The passive skill ‘Pope Who Lost Faith’ has been generated.


  


  ......


  


  ......


  


  It is a work left by the legendary blacksmith Pagma in his last years. It is a treasure that will be remembered in hundreds, even thousands, of years.


  


  The Sword Guarding the Grave is imprinted with the ego of 5th Pope Franz and exercises his own will.


  


  * Unavailable item.]


  


  ‘Pagma’s last years...’


  


  The pieces left behind by Pagma varied depending on the time of production. Pagma’s earlier works were less complete than Grid’s works while Pagma’s works from his middle years were more or less equal to Grid’s, and the works of the Pagma’s latter years were far beyond Grid’s. It was the power of experience and age. The works were at a height that Grid would reach eventually since he was acknowledged by God Hexetia.


  


  “Please guide me to Braham’s body,” Grid asked politely. He didn’t know when Franz had become a sword—if he was forced by Pagma and how many years he had been like this. Grid had many things he wanted to ask, but he first had to find Braham’s body.


  


  Unexpectedly, the holy sword was uncooperative. -Isn’t my role guarding the glacier dungeon from invaders? How can I just let you in?


  


  “Invader?” Grid was upset.


  


  Didn’t the holy sword know that Grid was related to Pagma and that he had Braham’s soul? Why was he treating Grid as an invader and stopping him from entering? Grid frowned and proudly introduced himself, “I’m the one who inherited Pagma’s skill, and I’m protecting Braham’s soul. Why are you treating me as an invader? Aren’t I the only one eligible to enter the glacier dungeon?”


  


  -You have inherited Pagma’s skill, but that doesn’t mean you have his will. It is also unknown if you are protecting Braham’s soul or holding it captive.


  


  [A new hidden quest has occurred!]


  


  [Proof]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  Pass the test of the Sword Guarding the Grave!


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Pass the test.


  


  Quest Reward: Qualification to enter the glacier dungeon.]


  


  ‘A test?’


  


  It was a sword with over 8,000 attack power—a work that was produced by Pagma in his later years and had the soul of a former pope imprinted in it. Was it possible to fight against this fearsome sword when the fraudulent effects couldn’t even be seen?


  


  ‘Still, I have to fight.’ Grid gulped and pulled out the Enlightenment Sword.


  


  -Now I will give the first question! What was Pagma’s cause?


  


  “...Eh? W-World peace?”


  


  -Ding dong daeng! That is the correct answer!


  


  “...”


  


  -The second question! What idea did Pagma consider most important?


  


  “H-Humanitarian ideal of using blacksmithing to benefit other people?”


  


  -Ding dong daeng! That is the correct answer! Then this is the third question. What is Braham’s identity?


  


  ‘Braham’s identity…’ Grid’s dumbfounded eyes calmed down at this question. He replied in a voice that was as deep as the look in his eyes, “He was a vampire, a human, and a legendary great magician. He was a man who was praised as the Duke of Wisdom despite not reaching the truth.”


  


  Additionally...


  


  “He was a man who hated Yatan, the god who expelled and cursed his mother. He was also a person who was betrayed by his only friend.”


  


  -You… Braham’s soul shook. He could feel it as Grid spoke in a clear voice. This wasn’t the trivial emotion called compassion. At this moment, Grid had a complete understanding of Braham. Perhaps he was the only one in the world who did.


  


  -Great. It is the right answer. The voice of the holy sword, which was bright and excited enough to feel frivolous, calmed down. -Finally, the last question. Do you sympathize with Pagma?


  


  Was it because he felt that the mood of the holy sword had become strange...? Grid was wary and answered truthfully, “I understand him, but I don’t think his actions are right. I will never betray a friend.”


  


  -I see.


  


  Was he mistaken about the sword’s mood? The attitude of the holy sword was gentle. The sword rotated twice from the left to right, and the blade embedded more deeply in the ground. The terrain of the Sword Grave started to change. The center of the plains rose like a hill and turned into a form suitable to be called a grave, revealing a firmly closed iron door hidden at the bottom of the hill. The true appearance of the Sword Grave, which the Skunk Expedition Group hadn’t been able to uncover for half a month, was revealed in just a few moments.


  


  -Braham, I can’t hear your voice, but can you hear me?


  


  The iron door slowly opened. A chill emerged from the open iron gate and descended the hill, freezing the ground.


  


  [★Hidden Quest ★ ‘Proof’ has been cleared.]


  


  The holy sword conveyed the truth, -Braham, Pagma sincerely regretted betraying you and hurting you. After protecting the Behen Archipelago from the great demons, the first place he came was to the glacier dungeon where he buried your body. Pagma anticipated that one day you would regain your body and be resurrected. He made this Sword Grave in the hope that your body would be safe. Then he summoned my soul and asked me to protect you.


  


  -Shut up, shut up, shut up!


  


  -It wasn’t an act to ask for your forgiveness. Pagma knew that the sins against you could never be forgiven. He might’ve just wanted to reduce his loathing toward himself.


  


  -Shut up!


  


  -Check your body. I hope that someday you will be resurrected. Hell and Marie Rose, the Hwan Kingdom and the gods... The problems that Pagma couldn’t solve, maybe you...


  


  -Shut up!


  


  “Braham...” Grid held his chest. Braham’s soul was incomplete and in disorder. Grid was afraid that he might vanish.


  


  -Pagma's Descendant. The holy sword was saying goodbye. -Based on your attitude toward Braham right now, you are the opposite of Pagma. I personally want to cheer you on. Now, enter the dungeon. The door will soon close.


  


  “I will see you next time.”


  


  -Yes. I will guard this place until Braham is resurrected. Please come back whenever you need to.


  


  This was karma—the karma of the foolish pope who weakened the church instead of regarding Rebecca’s Daughters as disposable tools. Franz, who had been a cold sword for hundreds of years, had never once regretted his choice of having Pagma seal the three artifacts.


  


  The iron door closed once Grid entered the glacier dungeon. The hill once again became a plains and 4,179 swords stood silently.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  Was the human language that lousy? Grid had this thought when he witnessed the man with white hair trapped in the ice. He quickly realized that it was impossible to express the beauty of the man in the ice with his heart and intellect.


  


  Braham’s soul was stabilizing.


  


  -It is safe.


  


  “I’m glad.”


  


  -You look even more like a squid after I can see myself again.


  


  “...” Grid couldn’t refute these words. He even felt grateful. Based on Braham’s body in the ice, Grid wasn’t a squid. Calling him a squid would be overrating himself. (TL: squid is often used to call someone ugly in South Korea)


  


  [★Hidden Quest ★ ‘Braham’s Request’ has been cleared.]


  


  [Intelligence has increased by 50 as a quest clear reward.]


  


  [You can’t learn any new spells in your current state.]


  


  [The quest clear reward has given a new hidden quest.]


  


  [Pagma’s Arrangement]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  The reason why Pagma left his book in this world is for the sake of his old friend, Braham. Braham knows the value of pavranium. Pagma knew that Braham would seek out Pagma’s Descendant and ask them to make the Vessel of the Soul.


  


  He is deeply grateful for you bringing Braham here and will give you a gift.]


  


  [★Hidden Quest ★ ‘Pagma’s Arrangement’ has been cleared.]


  


  [The hidden piece skill ‘Mineral Creation’ has been acquired as a quest clear reward.]


  


  -Grid.


  


  “Yes.”


  


  -I don’t intend to forgive Pagma. I will hate him forever. If we ever meet again in hell, I will kill him with my own hands.


  


  “You do that.”


  


  ‘Perhaps this was what Pagma wanted,’ Grid swallowed back these words.




  Chapter 939


  [A thousand-year-old chill has penetrated deep into your bones.]


  


  [Your heart is frozen.]


  


  The space itself was the last safeguard. The glacier dungeon, which resealed as soon as Grid entered, didn’t tolerate any living thing.


  


  ‘There is a reason why Pagma selected this place.’


  


  The possibility was infinitely small, but if the Sword Grave were discovered by robbers, Braham’s body would still be safe.


  


  [You have resisted.]


  


  [Your body temperature is maintained due to the effect of Valhalla of Infinite Affection.]


  


  ‘Pagma...’ Grid felt a sense of compassion as he watched the notification window. The feelings that Pagma had when he constructed the Sword Grave would’ve been similar to Khan’s when he made Valhalla. However, Pagma’s heart wasn’t conveyed to Braham due to the great sin Pagma had committed. After Braham confirmed that his body was safe, he only felt relieved and still hated Pagma.


  


  Of course, Pagma would’ve known it would be like this. He must have known that he would never be forgiven by his friend whom he had killed with his own hands.


  


  ‘He must’ve been lonely.’


  


  Pagma had died with pain and regrets. Grid had no intention of defending or understanding Pagma, but he couldn’t help feeling a bit bitter. However, these thoughts only lasted a short time. Grid wanted to quickly check the information of his newly acquired skill.


  


  [Mineral Creation]


  


  [-Create new minerals by mixing multiple minerals. The cooperation of a magician is required for the skill.


  


  Skill Usage Conditions: Sign a research contract with a magician.


  


  Duration required for the skill research: ?


  


  Number of minerals that can be created: 1.]


  


  ‘As expected.’


  


  Grid thought of pavranium when he heard the name ‘Mineral Creation.’ Pavranium was the strongest mineral that Pagma and Braham had created after studying together for a long time. It had infinite durability and its own will.


  


  ‘The mineral I create may have other characteristics.’


  


  The skill stated that a new mineral would be created by mixing together several minerals. It was highly likely that the characteristics of the mineral would vary depending on which minerals were mixed.


  


  ‘By the way, isn’t the description pretty ambiguous?’


  


  It was disconcerting that the period of the skill research was unknown. It was possible to mix several minerals, but the exact number of minerals wasn’t specified. Braham sensed Grid’s questions and explained, -The number of minerals mixed in and the duration of the research will be determined by the level of the magician. It is impossible to guess accurately.


  


  One thing was for sure.


  


  -Signing a contract with this legendary body will allow you to create new minerals by mixing many types of minerals. It will also be fairly quick.


  


  Braham had experience creating pavranium with Pagma. It wasn’t difficult to create a new mineral once a person involved had gained some experience.


  


  “You sure are dependable.” Grid smiled. The chill that froze his bones and heart didn’t interfere with his smile.


  


  Then Braham spoke unexpected words, -However, I’m not a legendary great magician right now. I’m just a hollow shell with little knowledge. I can’t help with your research.


  


  “Isn’t it fine with just knowledge?”


  


  -I am a magician. My knowledge is based on magic, so I need magic to implement my knowledge.


  


  “Ah...”


  


  This meant Grid couldn’t create a second pavranium with Braham until Braham’s soul was restored. Braham told the disappointed Grid, -I remember there was a magician among your subordinates?


  


  How was there only one person? Grid had thousands of magicians as his subordinates. However, Grid knew the person Braham was referring to—Great Magician Ashur. He was the only person who met the ‘minimum’ qualifications to be considered a magician by Braham.


  


  -If you cooperate with him, you can start your research right now.


  


  Grid scoffed at Braham’s words and said decisively, “I will definitely do my research with you.”


  


  -How annoying. I’m already trembling at the thought of doing research with an idiot like you... Well, it can’t be helped if that is what you want. Later, kiss my feet and say thank you. Braham’s soul shook. It seemed that he was happy.


  


  “I understand. It is easy to kiss your instep.”


  


  -H-Hey, look at this crazy guy! I don’t need your kiss!


  


  “What are you saying...?”


  


  Either way, it was useless to talk about it now. Braham had to restore his soul to become a legendary magician again, and the time period required wasn’t short.


  


  “Well, let’s stop talking. Let’s concentrate on your recovery until the day we make the grivurnum that surpasses pavranium.”


  


  -Grivurnum?


  


  “It is the name of the new mineral we will create. Grivurnum, named after Grid and Braham.”


  


  -Then where does the ‘vur’ come from?


  


  “That...” Grid’s mind was stuck. He felt a sense of shame because he had subconsciously thought of ‘gravure’. 


  


  ‘Am I sexually frustrated these days?’ 


  


  Would it be better to name the new mineral something simple and nice like Overgeared Stone? No, he couldn’t. He wanted to add Braham’s name to the mineral because he would be making it with Braham.


  


  -?? Braham’s face reddened as he couldn’t understand the scene of Grid shaking his head alone.


  


  [The return scroll has been used.]


  


  Grid’s field of view blinked.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  -It’s okay. Braham was slightly impressed as he returned to Reinhardt Castle after a long time. Then he found the portrait of Grid decorating the castle lobby. -It is a good picture. It is 100 times better than the real thing.


  


  “I know.”


  


  -Why are you blushing? It is natural to have a portrait of the king in the castle. Do you need to feel ashamed?


  


  “I’m just ashamed to have my squid-like face on display.”


  


  -Hah? Compared to me, you’re a squid alright. As for human males...


  


  Just as Grid was feeling embarrassed about the large portrait, Lord returned from training and discovered him. “Father!”


  


  Lord was ready to literally dive into Grid’s arms, but wasn’t he too big for that now? So, he paused, conscious of the surrounding gazes, and then bowed politely. “Did your trip turn out well? I was very worried.”


  


  Grid fell to his knees and hugged Lord. “Thank you for your concern. I returned safely.”


  


  “Ah... My clothes are dirty.”


  


  “It is natural to have dirt on your clothing.”


  


  Certainly, Grid and Lord were different from ordinary royal families. Their clothes were always stained with dirt and sweat. Grid was a blacksmith and hunted, while Lord trained in many things. It was unavoidable.


  


  -Your son is correct.


  


  After taking a bath with Lord and spending time with Irene in the bedroom... omitted… Grid returned to his office. Braham, who had remained silent during Grid’s time with his family, finally opened his mouth. He was somewhat excited. -I felt he was a bit unusual from the first time I saw him, but your son is a thousand times more talented than you.


  


  “Huhu. My son is a genius above geniuses.”


  


  Even hedgehogs had beautiful babies. Grid was naturally proud of Lord, who was beautiful and had a talent that represented the continent. Braham spoke meaningful words to the grinning Grid, -Don’t teach him magic yet.


  


  “Huh? Why? My Lord is so great and good at everything that I think he will soon learn magic.”


  


  -Don’t teach him anyway.


  


  “Why?”


  


  -I don’t want to say it. It is frustrating and annoying to explain until you understand it.


  


  “Ah, is that so?”


  


  Just as Braham trusted Grid, besides the intelligence part, Grid also trusted Braham. Grid thought Braham had a deeper meaning behind this and immediately told Lord to stop studying magic.


  


  “Then, the next thing...”


  


  The only thing left was for Grid to be the demon king. Grid placed the things he had prepared in advance on the desk. He started to think about what to create using Item Creation, which could be used freely on the National Competition’s server.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  The host of the 4th National Competition was China. As the National Competition on the 3rd of August approached, one column was making big waves in China. It was a column written by an old reporter who had been engaged in the e-sports industry for 63 years.


  


  [Koreans will learn humility.]


  


  [We know that South Korea is one of the smaller countries in Northeast Asia. Until the release of Satisfy, South Korea hadn’t been an important country for the majority of Chinese players, and some had not even known it existed.


  


  However, for e-sports fans, South Korea is a historic country. South Korea was not only the birthplace of e-sports, but the majority of pro gamers called ‘legends’ from decades ago were Koreans. Yes, they were legends decades ago. In the end, what happened to South Korea? Now South Korea is just a part of history. There aren’t many people wondering about the e-sports nation, and the time when Koreans played an active role in the e-sports world was already decades ago.


  


  60 years ago… 


  


  I still vividly remember the first time I visited South Korea. I can’t forget the imposing sight of the Korean pro gamers who swept the trophies in all game genres. For my youthful self, they were heavenly gods I couldn’t forget.


  


  What about now? South Korea has fallen. Their last heroes were Faker, Wolf, and Bang. The Korean professional gamers being active in e-sports is just the distant past.


  


  However, the South Koreans are still proud. They believe they are still a nation of e-sports and believe that the hero Grid will support the country alone forever.


  


  I want to ask them. How many heroes do we have in China? How many heroes are there in the United States? Don’t they know that the Grid they praise as a hero is only an individual? South Korea has a limit. I have to admit that they are a nation that gives birth to heroes every few decades, and I can’t deny that Grid is supporting South Korea in the present day. But can the age of Grid last forever?


  


  E-sports countries like China and the United States have built up infrastructure based on enormous capital. This infrastructure produces dozens of new heroes every year. But South Korea? They are in a different situation.


  


  In a time when e-sports started to revive, the South Korean government was incompetent (at least in this area) enough to define games as a ‘drug.’ South Korea is an insular and outdated country. They hurriedly built infrastructure after Satisfy was released, but they don’t have the know-how and they have to go through all types of trials and errors. 


  


  Unlike us, South Korea can’t continue raising heroes and has to rely on one ‘genius’ hero, just as they did in the past. They are unaware of reality. South Korea believes they will once again reach the peak of e-sports.


  


  This reporter thinks that Grid declared he won’t attend the National Competition this year as a wake-up call to the people. Grid will learn humility when South Korea loses this year.]


  


  China’s public opinion was boiling over because of Grid. They started to praise Grid as the hero of the ‘small country’ they had ignored so much. Their superficial reason for praising Grid was the awe they had for the ‘thoughtful hero’, but what was the reality of the situation?


  


  China was joyful because they thought that they could get first or second at the National Competition in Grid’s absence. As the host country, the billions of Chinese people were hoping that China would do as well as they expected.


  


  Then a change happened. In the Battlefield mini-game that was held before the National Competition, there were no Chinese survivors. Yet one of the survivors was Korean. It was Coke—the young blood who had the 10 meritorious retainers as his mentors.




  Chapter 940


  “Has the South Korean DNA been resurrected?”


  


  There was an upset in the 4th National Competition, even though Grid wasn’t playing for South Korea. Despite predictions that South Korea wouldn’t perform well, the small country of the east had already won two gold medals. South Korea’s first gold medal was won by Yura in ‘Drawing the Saint Sword’, while Coke won the second gold medal in ‘Recapture the Mine.’


  


  “Coke is a monster. From a new rookie to a survivor of Battlefield and the gold medal winner in Recapture the Mine? He is a different person on the genetic level. He is a super ultra genius.”


  


  Battlefield and Recapture the Mine were completely different events. Battlefield was a game focused purely on individual skill while Recapture the Mine was a commanding game where they had to deliver orders to 20 miners in real time and develop a strategy.


  


  Coke’s debut in two different events was overly gorgeous. It might not be as spectacular as Grid’s and Kraugel’s debut, but it could be evaluated as the next best level.


  


  “Yura, Grid, Peak Sword, Jokbal, and now Coke... Look at the skills of the South Korean rankers who have appeared in the past few years. The number of people with SSS-grade talent might only be enough to win a few gold medals, but isn’t this the power of DNA? Kraugel is also a Korean person.”


  


  Many foreign players were agitated. They had stated that this year’s South Korea wasn’t a threat. Thus, Coke’s emergence was a headache. In every interview the foreign players had with the media, they stated that they would get better results than the South Korea Grid had abandoned. Yet it ended up like this on the first day.


  


  The players were already under pressure, but they were now criticized and ridiculed by their own people. In particular, China was in an uproar. 


  


  China was the country where Sun Tzu had been born. It was one of the best military strategy books that Chinese rankers studied. The new ‘Recapture the Mine’ event, along with the siege war, was supposed to be a certainty for China. The gold medal in events about strategy would naturally belong to China. That’s why the Chinese people were outraged.


  


  -A gold medal was expected yet only a bronze medal was received?


  


  -Are the Chinese rankers only skilled with using their mouths? It is because they are already full. They receive all sorts of sponsorships and funding from companies. They are too complacent.


  


  -Why else did they give another gold medal to the South Koreans? The number of people in China is 30 times that of their small country. Why are we robbed by them every time in the National Competition? It is normal for there to be more talented people in China, just based on the population ratio!


  


  -It is due to a lack of effort. The Chinese e-sports have been good for so long that the players have become less vigilant and lazy. On the other hand, South Korea has been trying to catch up with China for decades. The difference is big.


  


  -How long do you think an excuse like that will be accepted? It has been four years since the Satisfy National Competition began, and China has been struggling for four years because of a lack of effort? The United States, which is the top e-sports country along with China, has won first or second for the past four years. The Chinese are incompetent. This is the difference in genetics! Let’s achieve a mental victory!


  


  “It is too unfair. The bronze medal is also great.”


  


  In the Chinese waiting room, a girl was holding her knees and looking at the reactions on the Internet. Then she turned off her phone. The cute girl with her hair in double buns, like a panda, was Mei Xiao. She was one of the novices who, together with Zhang Jian and Liao Wei, were receiving the expectations of the Chinese people.


  


  Mei Xiao comforted Li Xuandu, who had come back from the Recapture the Mine event with a bronze medal. “Mister, you worked hard. Don’t worry about what people are saying because they don’t know anything. The players know that you did your best.”


  


  “Thank you.”


  


  However, her attempt to console him was useless. Results were all that mattered. At the age of 40, Li Xuandu was aware of the truths of society. He smiled bitterly at the girl and then apologized, “I’m also sorry.”


  


  Li Xuandu was placed in the category of ‘incompetent Chinese players’ because he didn’t win a gold medal. Furthermore, the nice and kind Mei Xiao came from the same generation of rookies as Coke. For her, the gold medal was taken away by one of her opponents who had made a successful debut, making Li Xuandu’s heart feel heavy.


  


  “Mei Xiao, you planned a spectacular debut, but someone else achieved it first. How unfair must you feel? I can only say I’m sorry.”


  


  “It’s okay.” Mei Xiao shook her head and smiled like a flower in full bloom. Despite her young age, she knew that her dream was her own and that she couldn’t rely on others.


  


  ‘I will do well. The latter stages are also more advantageous.’


  


  At the 4th National Competition that lasted four days, Mei Xiao’s events were crowded on the fourth day. They were breaking the hero, PvP, and the demon king subjugation. They were all major events. PvP was the most popular event in the world, and the hero of breaking the hero this year was Grid. Thus, interest in breaking the hero was as high as PvP.


  


  Finally, there was the big demon king subjugation event. It was a group event that only 3 to 4 players of each country could participate in, but it was bigger than PvP due to its nature. Mei Xiao was convinced that even if someone else left a strong impression at the beginning of the National Competition, it would eventually fade from the public’s memories. She just had to do well in the final stages.


  


  ‘I will do well for Brother’s sake.’


  


  After defeating the hero and competing with Kraugel in the finals of the PvP event, she would impress the world by defeating the demon king. Mei Xiao, who once again made a promise to herself, was the younger sister of Hao, who was absent from the National Competition this year.


  


  She planned to make a splendid debut for her parents, who had adopted her when she was an orphan and raised her as their own child, and her brother, who had grown up with her. The young girl wanted to become a Chinese hero and restore the fallen honor of her brother.


  


  Frankly, she was nervous. Mei Xiao wondered if she could even reach the PvP finals when there was the old legend Haster around. Her dream of being the first in the current generation to gain a gold medal had also been taken by Coke. She felt tense right from the beginning.


  


  “Uwah! It’s okay! I can do it!” Mei Xiao cheered herself up. There were smiles on the faces of Zhang Jian and Liao Wei as they watched her from one side of the waiting room.


  


  ‘I can’t let the sister of Hao, who became Kraugel’s dog, do what she wants. I will kill her in one blow if we meet in PvP.’


  


  ‘I can defeat the hero faster than her and will monopolize the spotlight in the demon king subjugation.’


  


  This year’s rising stars from China differed in confidence. They were confident that they had the best skills among billions of people and were also full of money from the sponsors. As for South Korea’s Coke...


  


  “Eh? Am I participating in breaking the hero? Of course I’m not. Is there any chance of me breaking the hero?”


  


  He was very humble. No, he had a precise grasp of the opponent. Coke looked at the reporters with pity as they asked questions that couldn’t be answered.


  ***


  


  


  Unlike the first day, the second day of the National Competition proceeded smoothly. The United States, Canada, and China won two gold medals each, while the large powers of the United Kingdom, France, Japan, and Russia secured large numbers of silver medals.


  


  On the other hand, Brazil won a precious gold medal. It was naturally in the target processing event. The winner was Jishuka. Many people speculated that her noticeably evolved Bow Mastery skill was close to a master level. It was evaluated that few people could threaten Jishuka in target processing when she had the Red Phoenix Bow.


  


  -Jishuka’s senses are crazy. Shooting such arrows at low angles.


  


  -Look at her covering ability...


  


  -How does she know which direction the attacks are flying from? Did she predict them?


  


  -Jishuka is so pretty.


  


  -Isn’t she particularly sexy when pulling the bowstring?


  


  -Isn’t Jishuka always beautiful and sexy?


  


  -Hah! That dog Grid.


  


  -Grid should die.


  


  “Okay!!”


  


  From South Korea, Peak Sword and Toon won silver medals. Peak Sword could’ve won a gold medal until Iyarugt went berserk, so he was unhappy about the silver medal. Meanwhile, Toon was pleased getting a peek at his own potential. Certainly, Toon’s ability in the obstacles race was very commendable. His ability to judge the form and characteristics of the obstacles and transform into various animals to cope with them was to be praised. He would probably play a bigger role next year.


  


  -Peak Sword is really... Why is he cutting through the air alone?


  


  -The silver medal is great enough. I’m proud but it is a pityㅡㅡ;;


  


  -I can’t tell if Peak Sword is a troll or a bigshot.


  


  -Didn’t you see Toon’s extreme gum chewing?  


  


  -The person above... you should improve your Korean pronunciation.


  


  -Yes, this is sincere advice.


  


  -By the way, Toon is really good. I am grateful he moved to South Korea.


  


  -That's right. I also want to thank the government for letting him immigrate and giving him a military exemption.


  


  -...?? It was originally like that.


  


  -Please distinguish between jokes.


  


  -Toon ㅋㅋ He uploaded a photo of him eating jjampong on SNS ㅋㅋ 


  


  -Grid likes jjampong and eats it almost every day.ㅋㅋㅋㅋ


  


  -Isn’t Grid the reason why Toon immigrated to South Korea? Then can other Overgeared members move to South Korea like Toon?


  


  -Please let Jishuka come.


  


  -I will suggest that Euphemina come here.


  


  -Faker moving would be the real jackpot.


  


  -What if the Baldy comes?


  


  -Vantner isn’t bald. He shaved his hair.


  


  -You say he is bald, I say he is Vantner.


  


  -I think that is our Vantner.


  


  This was the best festival that surpassed the Olympics, World Cup, and Super Bowl. The 4th National Competition was a world-class show, regardless of Grid’s absence. New issues occurred every year, and new heroes were born. Some people were frustrated, while others shed tears.


  


  On the third day of the National Competition, the big shots that people were anxiously waiting for finally appeared. They were Zibal, who made the boss raid a ridiculous spectacle by riding on the back of a boss monster to hunt, and Haster, who made his debut in ‘cliff flower’ and used the ‘sound’ of the wind to capture the emerging monsters.


  


  Neither of them were normal; they surpassed common sense. Their attitudes were detached like it was natural for them to win the gold medal. The Americans felt regretful. Kraugel, Haster, and Zibal—these three people had to beat each other to win a gold medal in PvP. The representatives knew that PvP was a source of pride, but two of the three players would be forced to miss out on the gold medal.


  


  『 Ah! It has come! Five players have been hit by the US’ Kraugel! 』


  


  『 Ah! The players have become stars and disappeared. It almost seems like this energy can break through the atmosphere? What type of technique is this? 』


  


  『 It seems like a skill to remove the enemies from the battlefield. It seems to be a very useful skill for Kraugel, who likes to play solo. 』


  


  A person who was called the strongest—Kraugel was still unrivaled. He participated in the siege war with Lauel and didn’t even bring out the sword technique that cut the world. His overwhelming force that made tactics meaningless thrilled the world. People couldn’t understand how this monster had fallen to Grid. Even Lauel, the person closest to Grid, was nervous.


  


  “Kukukuk! You managed to completely control your sword in just one year? You have developed so much that you can’t be compared to last year. You really are the sky... The only people who can excite me are Grid and you.”


  


  “Did you hurt your face?”


  


  “Huh? No...” Lauel lowered the one hand covering his face with embarrassment. It was rare for people to respond as seriously as Kraugel did when they saw Lauel’s ‘black dragon attitude’, and his chuuni atmosphere died down. Lauel coughed and pointed to the north on the map. “The representatives from South Korea in the siege are Yura and Coke. With their tactical ability, they will conquer the seven castles in the north and ally with Japan in the west. We need to move the barracks to the center, even if we give up some camps. Kraugel, your role at this time is...”


  


  “Wait, South Korea and Japan will be allies?”


  


  “Ahhh, I understand your question. You are wondering why Japan might form an alliance with South Korea when the representative of the siege is the master of the Sakura Guild and not Katz or Damian? They will team up naturally. There are a number of reasons. First of all...”


  


  “...”


  


  Kraugel felt that Grid was great. How had Grid tamed this talkative and lonely genius for so many years? Kraugel preferred playing solo, and his compatibility with Lauel was bad. However, this was just a matter of personality compatibility. The best brains and most powerful strength—their chemistry was perfect.


  


  In the siege war, the United States won a gold medal, China won the silver medal, and Canada won the bronze medal. The alliance between South Korea and Japan thoroughly collapsed in front of Lauel’s evil tactics. They didn’t expect China to accept the United States’ alliance proposal.


  


  The next few events for the day progressed normally. Finally, the fourth day of the National Competition was launched. Breaking through the labyrinth, building blocks, breaking the hero, PvP, and the demon king subjugation events—only the best stages remained on the last day of the festival.


  


  The overall rankings fluctuated in real time.


  


  “The demon king subjugation will have a big impact on the rankings.”


  


  Every time the four heavenly kings and the demon king were beaten, medals would be given to some of the participants.


  


  The score was based on the survival rate, the amount of damage dealt, the amount of damage defended against, the buffs placed on allies, the debuffs placed on enemies, the healing of enemies, and so on. Then the system would distribute a certain amount of gold, silver, and bronze medals accordingly.


  


  It was a benefit that showed the high level of difficulty.


  


  “...Who were the ones who ran their mouths in the interviews?”


  


  There was a private waiting room for only one person. Sitting in the big room, Grid started to search for articles related to himself. The main keywords were ‘ran away’, ‘trash’, ‘hemorrhoids’, and ‘ugly.’ Grid remembered the foreign players who spread all types of rumors about his absence from South Korea. In particular, he remembered the Argentinian person who said the bullshit that ‘Grid has hemorrhoids, which is why he can’t appear in the National Competition.’




  Chapter 941


  "The president is expecting you.”


  


  "Do I look like a failure?”


  


  “Haha. Your expression is aggressive. He just expects you to return to your original position.”


  


  “...”


  


  Yura couldn’t say that this would never happen. Her tightly closed coral lips showed no signs of shaking and the middle-aged man bowed deeply before leaving.


  


  Yura was reminded of the meeting with her grandfather three months ago.


  


  "Let’s end this child’s prank and come home. It is enough to play for five years.”


  


  "It isn’t a joke or playing around. Grandfather, don’t you know that Satisfy is a business dominating the world?”


  


  "The business is done by those who created and are operating Satisfy. You are just one player. It is ridiculous if your pride is based on the tens of billions of won you earned as a player. You are just one of the billions of components making up the S.A Group.”


  


  One part. A consumable that could be replaced by anyone. Yura didn’t deny it. She wasn’t Grid or Kraugel. She had realized a long time ago that she wasn’t a special person. This didn’t mean she intended to give up easily.


  


  Home was a place where she couldn’t breathe. It was a cold and scary place. At her parents’ funeral, she couldn’t even see anyone’s tears.


  


  ‘Isn’t this better? My granddaughter is a thousand times better than my stupid son.’


  


  She still vividly remembered these words from the funeral. It was the voice of her grandfather.


  


  “Being my successor is far better than your current situation in terms of both wealth and honor. Don’t waste any more time and come back.”


  


  “I don’t want to.”


  


  “My grandfather’s grandfather founded this house and it was built up by all his descendants, including me. If it doesn’t follow the legitimate line, who will it go to? You can’t escape. Drop your futile stubbornness.”


  


  "There is my cousin. I hope you can stop your obsession with me. I’m serious, Grandfather.”


  


  "You want me to entrust it to that fool? Do you mean to throw away the family? Then I should take it as the responsibility of your parents, who gave birth to a scandalous person like you.”


  


  “Huh?”


  


  Why was he bringing up people who had died all of a sudden? The old man smiled at his confused granddaughter. "I will take you out of the family register. On the day you depart for China, I will dig up the graves of your parents buried on my land and throw them into the river.”


  


  "Grandfather, they are your son and daughter-in-law.”


  


  “It doesn’t matter since they are already dead.”


  


  Yura tried to maintain her composure but it was hard. Yura’s dark eyes were losing their way. Her head was lowered as she spoke in a trembling voice, “I will send someone right now to move my parents elsewhere...”


  


  “It is the cemetery of my family. Outsiders can’t enter without my permission.”


  


  "Grandfather!"


  


  "This year’s National Competition will be held in China? Okay. Go ahead. In the meantime, I will dig up your parents’ graves.”


  


  Yura’s delicate jaw tightened. She stared at the table with bloodshot eyes and made a big decision. "I’m sure you have done enough research. PvP. It is one of the most prestigious events in the National Competition.”


  


  Grid and Kraugel. Only these two people had taken the top honour in the highest event. PvP was the stage of dreams. Thousands of people dreamt of challenging it but ended up leaving it as a dream.


  


  “If I win a gold medal in PvP, I can enjoy greater wealth and honour than being Grandfather’s successor. I will win a gold in PvP. Then please acknowledge me.”


  


  The old man’s lips twisted. “Why should I listen to your suggestion?”


  


  "If I can’t win a gold medal in PvP, I will go home. I will actively start undergoing training to become the successor and swear that I will grow the family and company. If you don’t even give me a chance and forcefully make me your successor, I can’t guarantee what will happen to the family and the company after grandfather’s death.”


  


  The one-sided deal he wanted was possible. However, the ending wouldn’t be good. It was a clear threat. Was this scandalous? No, not at all. The old man was pleased. In this moment, his granddaughter was exactly like him in his youth. He was a young man who threatened his own blood to achieve his goal.


  


  “Okay. I will accept the deal.” Surprisingly, the old man readily accepted. It was because he investigated it in advance, just as Yura thought. He knew that the likelihood of Yura winning PvP was infinitely low. His granddaughter’s talent wasn’t in the game. “A gold medal in PvP. This is the only way you can be freed.”


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  "Where will he be playing?”


  


  "One sure thing is the demon king subjugation.”


  


  As with every year, some changes were made to the rules of the 4th National Competition. One of them was a closed system for the players’ events. In the previous competitions, the list of which events players were participating in was revealed. This year, it wasn’t disclosed. In other words, no one knew what events a player was participating in unless they outright stated it.


  


  This wasn’t a bad system. The public’s curiosity was provoked while the players struggled to find a way to avoid strong enemies.


  


  It was now the last day of the National Competition. People discussed where Kraugel would use his remaining two tickets. This discussion itself was funny for the public. Reporters from all over the world had excited expressions.


  


  “One of the tickets must be used for the demon king subjugation event? Kraugel won’t miss something that will allow him to win many medals.”


  


  "He will also be participating in PvP. I can’t imagine a PvP event without Kraugel.”


  


  PvP was a sanctuary. It was the best stage to show off their skills and talents. The rankers who were confident in their abilities would definitely play in PvP. In particular, this year’s PvP participation rate was high because Grid was absent. At the very least, they wouldn’t die in one blow. There were naturally reporters who expected that Kraugel would participate in PvP.


  


  However, there were only a few of them.


  


  ‘They are reporters, right? Why are their levels so low?’


  


  Most reporters who came to the National Competition were veterans. They collected data on the tendencies and relationships of the players and based on this, they were convinced of Kraugel’s absence from PvP. It was speculated that Kraugel would go to breaking the H=hero and the demon king subjugation.


  


  What was the reason? It was simple. This year there was no Grid in PvP. In order to make up for last year’s defeat, Kraugel was likely to play in breaking the hero. He was going to defeat last year’s Grid and prove his own growth.


  


  ‘This will be an article.’


  


  It was the reporters’ thoughts that the Hero Grid would be several times stronger than the real Grid. Last year, Grid showed great control skills when defeating Hao in battlefield. However, that was the only time Grid fought without his items. There were many variables in the real world. Hao might’ve been in an unusually bad condition that day. There was also the possibility that Grid’s condition was extraordinarily good or lucky on that day. 


  


  At the present time, when Grid’s control wasn’t proven to be the ‘best’, it was natural to think the Hero Grid controlled by the super AI would be more powerful. Could Kraugel beat that monster? It would be tough. One year’s growth wasn’t enough.


  


  The reporters’ hands were already itchy. They wanted to quickly write about Kraugel, who was defeated and frustrated by last year’s Grid.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Focus on the Hero.”


  


  This was Lee Gookrae’s instructions. It was an order from the top so it should be faithfully executed.


  


  PD Bang Songkook of OGC obediently followed the order. He instructed all staff members to focus on the Hero. Thus, the broadcast of OGC Station was somewhat unusual.


  


  The MCs of other stations predicted the players who would participate in Breaking the Hero and exploring the specs of those players, while OGC analyzed the video of Grid last year. Based on Grid’s specifications last year, they devoted themselves to guessing the hero’s stats and skills.


  


  The cameras were centred on the Hero.


  


  A man with black hair was standing on the plains. The sight of Grid not taking part in the National Competition this year made people feel sorry.


  


  『 This year’s Hero feels a lot different from last year’s Hero. Last year’s Hero had high evasion and accuracy while his defense and health was normal even in terms of normal players. This year’s Hero has high defense and health, meaning he won’t receive much damage when attacked. Still, he isn’t that slow. If an AI controls this hard and fast body, the evasion rate will greatly soar. From the player’s perspective, the Hero will be hard to knock down. 』


  


  『 That’s right. This could be called a survival-type boss monster. He has excellent basic defense, combined with the blood-sucking and recovery ability. He also creates shields under certain conditions... Oh, he is invincible. 』 


  


  『 The problem isn’t just survival. The attack power is very high. If the player allows one attack from the Hero, they will be in a critical condition. They can cope with the long movements of the sword dance but the performance of the skill is powerful and the burst of flames is immediate... 』


  


  『 Didn’t Player Tarma die in one blow last year from the flames? 』


  


  『 The reason why Player Tarma didn’t participate in this year’s National Competition must be due to the trauma... 』


  


  Continuously hitting the Hero with skills wouldn’t kill him. On the other hand, they would fall into a critical state just from a basic attack. From the perspective of the players, there was no answer to defeating the Hero this year. At least, this was what the commentators thought.


  


  『 Still, the players of the National Competition are representatives of their country and might have different feelings. 』


  


  『 Right. Ordinary people like us can’t think of a strategy. Of course, a handful of players... 』


  


  『 Jang Hyukmin, how many players do you expect to participate in Breaking the Hero this year? 』


  


  『 Um... I think there will be around 10 people. 』


  


  『 You are like me. It should be Kraugel, Chris, Zibal, Haster, Seuron, Pon, Regas, Katz, Damian and perhaps Peak Sword, who has an absurd attack power. These are the only people I can think of. 』


  


  『 Well, we don’t have to guess too much. There are 125 countries participating in this year’s National Competition and the number of participants is over 1,000. There might be strong players we don’t know of yet and there is room to defeat the hero. 』


  


  『 As soon as you said this, the list of participants has been released. The players participating this year... Eh? 』


  


  『 Hah. 』


  


  The commentators were at a loss for words. The list of players was revealed on the holographic boards floating around Beijing Stadium. It was much shorter than the commentators expected.


  


  『 Five people...? 』


  


  Only five out of nearly 1,300 players...? The players expectations of Grid... No, it was a glimpse of how the players evaluated the AI controlling Grid.


  


  'Is Grid on this level?’


  


  ‘Is he that much worse than last year’s Hero?’


  


  ‘None of the Overgeared members showed up at all?'


  


  The Overgeared members were people who watched Grid from right beside him. The fact that not one of the participated in breaking the hero...


  


  Gulp. The sounds of gulping came from everywhere. Tens of thousands of spectators were silent as they watched the stage. Five players came up to the stage in turn. Sympathy was in the eyes of the people watching them. The players on stage were also agitated. The number of players was much smaller than expected and they started to wonder if they had failed to grasp something.


  


  This was except for a single man.


  


  "K-Kraugel...!”


  


  "Wah! Kraugel!”


  


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  


  It was as the reporters expected. Kraugel chose breaking the hero instead of PvP. Now he was chasing someone. His goal was Grid.


  


  "That bastard!”


  


  “This makes me sad.”


  


  Zibal, Haster, Chris, etc. The big players who were afraid of Kraugel but felt competitive toward him either laughed or gritted their teeth. All of them had their pride thoroughly crushed. It was like Kraugel was telling them, ‘You aren’t worthy of my attention.’
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  "Waaaaahhhhh!"


  


  There were doubts, amazement, silence and cheers. These were the reactions of the crowd filling Beijing Olympic Stadium. However, the American audience was still at the stage of doubt.


  


  “What? Why is Kraugel here? Weren’t articles released yesterday about how he was going to participate in PvP?”


  


  “Yes. I read the article and naturally thought he would be in PvP...”


  


  "He won’t appear in PvP and will instead participate in the Demon King Subjugation?”


  


  "Wouldn’t he be crazy if he didn’t?”


  


  “Indeed...”


  


  The American audiences started to notice the circumstances. Third-rate media outlets wrote provocative articles that Kraugel, Zibal and Haster would participate in PvP. They wanted huge traffic and wrote random things instead of the ‘truth’ that other media outlets released. The responsibility would be poured toward the third-rate media outlets so other companies took the opportunity to raise their traffic. Thus, the Americans were hooked by the large number of false articles.


  


  "Aren’t the reporters a complete disgrace? I didn’t sleep yesterday because I was reading the report.”


  


  “Me too. I couldn’t sleep because it felt like two gold medals were flying away. Thanks to that, I got drunk and now I have a hangover. In any case, it turned out well.”


  


  “Yes, it is well done.”


  


  It would be a crisis if the three strongest members of the US team participated in the same event. This was a good thing.


  


  “Kraugel! Have strength! I’m cheering for you!”


  


  The whole stadium seemed to shake as the American audience members started cheering.


  


  On stage, Mei Xiao felt a great deal of pressure. “G-Great...”


  


  Mei Xiao had attended many events in China. She felt confident that she was familiar with the audience members. However, the National Competition was in a different dimension. She felt tense because of the crowd of 100,000 spectators. The other participants had a similar reaction. So far, there had never been such enthusiastic support in the events they had participated in. Everybody was petrified.


  


  However, the protagonist who made the crowd excited was calm. He approached his capsule with no expression, as if he wasn’t feeling nervous or excited. Mei Xiao shouted toward him, “E-Excuse me! Kraugel!”


  


  “..?”


  


  "C-Can I get a signature later on?”


  


  In fact, she had intended to ask after the event. Yet she felt that Kraugel was getting further away as he walked toward the capsule. Kraugel was so distant it felt like they would never get another chance to talk. The other participants had the same request as Mei Xiao. He might’ve been defeated by Grid but Kraugel’s achievements over the years were phenomenal. Among the high rankers, Kraugel was the target of admiration. They wanted to get his signature and take a photo with him.


  


  “...”


  


  Kraugel didn’t reply and entered the capsule like it was annoying. Unfortunately, the other participants also had to enter their capsules after the host urged them. The next time they woke up, they were in the Satisfy National Competition's dedicated server.


  


  ‘Did it get caught on camera?’


  


  ‘That damn Mei Xiao!’


  


  Zhang Jian from China had asked Kraugel for a signature after being overwhelmed by the atmosphere. He was a popular star in China and got the nickname of ‘Ice Prince’ to match his cold appearance. Now this image could be ruined overnight.


  


  ‘I should’ve asked after getting off the stage. Dammit. Dammit!’


  


  At any rate, Mei Xiao was a problem. He really didn’t like that girl. She was Hao’s youngest sister, more popular than Zhang Jian and also had a bright personality that drove the atmosphere.


  


  ‘Be prepared, Mei Xiao! I will defeat the Hero faster than you and flatten your high nose to the ground!’


  


  The preparations were perfect. Zhang Jian had analyzed Grid’s power in last year’s PvP finals more than a thousand times. He also found the ideal game settings that fit him like a custom suit. He had been raising his level and equipped himself with legendary items dropped from bosses. He wouldn’t be a match for the Grid of this year but he was confident that he could deal with the Grid of last year. 


  


  One year in reality was three years in the game and three years was never short. Hero Grid had his time stopped for three years. It was hard to believe the Hero Grid could defeat Zhang Jian who had been growing nonstop for three years. It was the normal way of thinking.


  


  『 The first challenger, China’s Zhang Jian has appeared! 』


  


  The moment the host called out, Zhang Jian’s body appeared online. The body covered in heavy armour fell to the ground and a loud sound was heard. Hero Grid was leaning against a tree and watched him with an interested look. It was completely different from the blank expression on last year’s Hero.


  


  This was a decisive hint. It was a hint that the AI of this year’s Hero had an aggressive character. It was a big difference from the cool and calm personality of last year’s Hero. The nature of the artificial intelligence had a profound impact on the way of combat. It might be the same name but the super artificial intelligence acted differently according to personality. If Zhang Jian had enough experience, he would’ve modified some of his plans the moment he saw the Hero’s lively eyes.


  


  However, Zhang Jian’s experience was lacking. He couldn’t see the difference between the artificial intelligence that controlled last year’s Hero and the artificial intelligence in front of him. It was a defeat. Kraugel’s artificial intelligence was cautious, and because of that, he gave up seizing the opportunity. Meanwhile, Grid’s artificial intelligence was aggressive and didn’t intend to yield. He rotated like a spinning top and cut twice in succession. 


  


  “....!?”


  


  The moment the game began, Zhang Jian crossed a river and couldn’t go back.


  


  [You have blocked a powerful blow.]


  


  [The durability of Crying Warrior’s Sword has dropped by 78!]


  


  [Your right wrist has been fractured!]


  


  [You have suffered 2,900 damage.]


  


  [You can’t move your right hand for 15 seconds.]


  


  ‘Isn’t this crazy?’


  


  Of course, he was aware of it in advance. Grid’s attack power was crazy. There would be serious damage even if it was a basic attack. Yes, he knew this when he permitted the attack. Yet his defense wasn’t sufficient? He had even selected accessories that increased his strength.


  


  Grid’s next attack was coming. This time it was a stab. Zhang Jian moved his sword from his right hand to his left hand and used a skill.


  


  "Heavenly Body!”


  


  It was a status skill. It was an avatar based skill that made him immune to physical conditions and reduced the damage received. Originally, he planned to use it at the end of the battle but he realized the fight would end immediately if he saved it. He blocked Grid’s sword and Zhang Jian’s counterattack followed.


  


  Then Grid’s cloak flapped in an unusual manner and four golden hands could be seen. Zhang Jian was struck by a bombardment of white flashes. It was magic that ignored magic resistance and the damage was overwhelming. Zhang Jian kept striking at Grid’s chest.


  


  "Who will die first...!”


  


  It was a mud fight from now on. Zhang Jian used a strong attack buff and followed up with a cut.


  


  [The target has received 5,380 damage.]


  


  [The target has received 5,290 damage...]


  


  ‘Isn’t this crazy?’


  


  He used an attack buff and wielded a legendary weapon, yet he only dealt this much damage? Zhang Jian’s eyes shook and a dark smile appeared on Grid’s face. It was a provocative smile, as if saying Zhang Jian was cute.


  


  “You jerk!”


  


  An artificial intelligence was taunting him? The anger of Zhang Jian, who had been crowned as a new hero candidate by billions of Chinese people, was boiling. However, this didn’t last long. It was due to the flames around Grid’s body. They were flames that burnt anyone who approached.


  


  “Uwah!”


  


  Zhang Jian screamed and involuntarily stepped back. It was because the damage of the flames accumulated faster than the damage of the sword.


  


  “W-What... Heok!”


  


  Zhang Jian retreated and used a sword technique to block Grid’s path as much as possible. Then he paled as he tried to take a potion. It was because Grid easily broke through the technique and reached him in an instant.


  


  “G-Get lost!”


  


  The frightened Zhang Jian started randomly using attack skills but it was useless. The strongest attacks of the famous ranker couldn’t penetrate Grid’s defense.


  


  “Hahat!”


  


  The Hero laughed like it was fun. He grabbed Zhang Jian’s face and Queen’s Flames of Hell exploded. It was only 1 minute and 13 seconds. This was the time it took for China’s rising star to be destroyed by the Grid of one year ago. The problem was that Grid’s health gauge remained almost unchanged. The people of China were silent from the big shock.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  『 Ahh! In the end, Player Mei Xiao was eliminated! 』


  


  『 It was a breathtaking tightrope until the end, but this is the result. It is a shame. Still, Player Mei Xiao fought well enough. 』


  


  Mei Xiao was different from the three players before her. She used a sharp iron whip and her magic power to charge at Grid like an angry bull. In five minutes, Grid’s health dropped by nearly 50%. Of course, it was a brilliant fight against Grid considering he had the recovery effect of Tiramet's Belt and the First King title. Mei Xiao was clearly superior compared to the other participants who died within three minutes and couldn’t even scratch Grid’s health.


  


  "Waaaaahhhhh!"


  


  The 100,000 spectators and billions of viewers around the world cheered for Mei Xiao. However, Grid sitting in the waiting room wasn’t inspired.


  


  “It is a rough way of fighting.”


  


  The Grid of one year ago. This year’s Hero seemed like a bulldozer under the control of the artificial intelligence. The only thing that pushed the opponents were Grid’s specs itself. There were no skills to admire. Grid smacked his lips together. He had been thinking of using the artificial intelligence as a means of study to improve his control. However, that regret only lasted a moment.


  


  “Kraugel...”


  


  Grid sat upright as soon as the last participant of Breaking the Hero appeared on the stage.


  


  “...?”


  


  Just like he did to the other participants, the Hero flew toward Kraugel. Kraugel avoided it and stepped on the Hero’s body in the air. At the same time, the White Tiger Sword rose. The Hero’s stomach was pierced and blood sprayed into the air. The Hero who had laughed at the other participants now had his lips firmly closed. The God Hands fired Magic Missiles at Kraugel and then armed themselves with Mjolnir.


  


  “Wave!”


  


  The Hero used a sword dance after landing on the ground and the energy rushed toward Kraugel. The Hero combined his high insight stat and the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch to predict Kraugel’s escape path in an exquisite manner. On the other hand, Kraugel had the Control Sword skill. Four swords emerged from Kraugel’s inventory and tangled together with the God Hands.


  


  "Perfect!"


  


  Grid jumped up from his seat. Control Sword was a difficult skill. Unlike the God Hands, Kraugel needed to mentally control the swords to make them move. Last year’s Kraugel couldn’t fully utilize this. He made a mistake by trying to control the swords and lost concentration. This year was different. He was in complete control of his body and the swords. It was the control of five bodies using one mind.


  


  Kraugel used White Light Steps and appeared behind the Hero. The Hero read this with insight and turned around, his sword moving. The two swords collided and black flames covered Kraugel while sharp stony thorns penetrated the Hero. No, it seemed to penetrate him. The Hero swiftly moved Lantier’s Cloak and bounced back most of the thorns, which were classified as projectiles.


  


  “...”


  


  Everyone had their mouths shut. The billions of people were sweating as they focused on the screen. Then...


  


  "That's it."


  


  Grid was filled with joy. He stared with wide eyes, determined not to miss any moment of Kraugel’s fight against the Hero.




  Chapter 943


  It was natural to defeat the Hero. One year in real time. In Satisfy time, the Hero had stagnated for three years while the contestants made steady progress. Indeed, last year’s Hero was defeated by many challengers. His fall reminded the world of how great the power of time was.


  


  On the other hand, this year’s Hero was different. He blocked the challenges of the famous powerhouses and cruelly slaughtered those who didn’t understand who they were up against. This was the Hero’s true nature. How powerful was the Overgeared King Grid, who made even time meaningless? People deeply questioned this and shook. The huge presence of the monster called Grid was eroding the entire planet.


  


  However, Kraugel remained calm as he competed against the Hero. His time, efforts and development were denied but he didn’t show despair. It seemed like he had been prepared a long time ago.


  


  It was two years after becoming a Sword Saint. Kraugel, who had lost a lot and got back up, was much stronger than he was last year. He had a vast amount of knowledge and information accumulated during the process of becoming the peak of two billion users. The transformed Kraugel was like a fictional character who returned to the past and was living a second life. He started again from the beginning and was the only hope against the monster called Grid.


  


  Kraugel neutralized the Hero’s blow with Shedding and inserted his sheath into the ground.


  


  “...?”


  


  At the same time, the Hero’s sword dance stopped. The skill was cancelled because the path of the footwork was blocked by Kraugel’s sheath. What happened next? The Hero naturally reacted. He started a new sword dance. Kraugel’s sheath blocked the path again. The same thing was repeated many times.


  


  Kraugel was familiar with all of Grid’s sword dances since last year. Nevertheless, the Hero didn’t panic. Once all his footwork started being read, he responded by mixing them with false information. He corrected the path of the footwork in real time, using footwork that wasn’t related to the sword dances in order to confuse Kraugel.


  


  The Enlightenment Sword and White Tiger Sword collided without stopping. There were occasions where black flames hit Kraugel and stone thorns created wounds on the Hero. In the midst of this continued fighting, Kraugel drew out an additional sword. He summoned two new swords from his inventory while placing sheaths in the ground to seal off the Hero’s footwork. Kraugel’s swords and sheaths kept hitting the Hero.


  


  “Kuek...”


  


  Anger flared in the eyes of the Hero. He was agitated enough to express his emotions, making an opportunity for Kraugel. The insight-induced predictions became dull the moment the Hero lost his composure and the experienced Kraugel didn’t miss it.


  


  “Splitting the Sky.”


  


  It was the technique he learnt from Great Swordsman Piaro. The sword technique that dealt a deep wound to Great Demon Belial was released from Kraugel’s sword after he avoided the Hero’s attack.


  


  "Cough!"


  


  The Hero coughed up blood. Three bars disappeared from the health gauge, which was divided into 10 bars. The Hero had allowed a lot of hits throughout the battle. Thus, this sword technique was a considerable burden despite the Hero’s high defense.


  


  "...Am I seeing correctly right now?”


  


  "What is this... Cutting off the sword dances with a sheath? How did he come up with that idea?”


  


  "It isn’t just the idea. The body will follow.”


  


  The majority of people didn’t understand the battle but there were some who felt admiration. In particular, the impact on Chris was great since he was pursuing the ultimate swordsmanship.


  


  ‘The range of his thinking is different.’


  


  At this point, he doubted the heavens. What was the reason for a monster called Grid after there was a genius called Kraugel? Then Lauel’s voice was heard. “If the two of them were born in different eras, they wouldn’t be able to grow this far.”


  


  Going beyond the limits. Grid and Kraugel recognized each other as rivals and were able to drive themselves to the limit because they were conscious of each other. They reached their present state by overcoming their limitations several times.


  


  “Isn’t it the wish of heaven that a transcendent beyond a human is born? It is advising us to prepare for the attack of some huge enemy. Kuk, kukukuk... Sooner or later, the door of a second dimension might open on Earth.”


  


  “Ah...? I see…”


  


  Why did Lauel come to the waiting room of another country and talk nonsense? Chris got goosebumps.


  


  『 Blackening...! The true power of the Hero is being shown! 』


  


  On the monitor, the Hero facing Kraugel turned black. His black hair rose as demonic energy appeared around him. It was the precursor to Transcend. The Hero moved away from Kraugel and started releasing sword energy. He subdued the enemy from the distance while opening up Cray’s Power, which had a 100% blood-sucking effect. The blood from the wounds formed red tails that threatened Kraugel. It was a huge momentum that seemed like it would kill anyone who came near. The God Hands were trying to get rid of the swords in the air. Kraugel was busy trying to control the swords while avoiding the bombardment. 


  


  ‘Shedding doesn’t work.’


  


  The Sword Saint’s passive skill Shedding was a technique where if he blocked the target’s attack with a sword type object, it would deflect it without him receiving any damage and had a certain probability of destroying the enemy’s stance. It was impossible for Shedding to cope with the energy blades that exploded at the moment of contact.


  


  The duration of Transcend was approximately 30 seconds. Kraugel knew Grid and there was no way he could miss this. He planned to avoid the Hero, who increased his attack speed and attack power with Blackening and was bombarding him with Transcend.


  


  Kraugel used True Clouds, his sword emitting a blue fog that erased his presence. Sparks of white magic power appeared in the sky above the blue fog. It was the Alarm spell. It was one of the abilities Grid could use when he had the mental power to afford it. The Hero had set the combination of Alarm + Magic Missile every time the cooldown ended since the battle started. This was an attack optimized to aim at the defenseless Kraugel.


  


  The light came pouring down. Dozens of energy blades from Transcend came from the front while Magic Missiles poured from the sky.


  


  ‘Did he match the timing of the spell’s activation to Transcend?’


  


  Kraugel was trapped between the magic and energy blades. He activated Super Sensitivity and retreated. He moved faster than the energy blades of Transcend. His appearance as he flew through the fog while blocking the Magic Missiles with Sword Curtain was fast and complex. The viewers found it hard to follow him.


  


  However, the Hero utilized insight and the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch to the limit and never lost sight of the target. The fog created by True Clouds, which disturbed his view and blocked detection, didn’t show much effect. The continuous movements directly related to the consumption of stamina.


  


  After confirming that no more Magic Missiles poured from the sky, Kraugel stopped and adjusted his sword. It was due to the ‘Reveal Sharp Teeth’ effect attached to the +8 White Tiger Sword that had grown to the unique rating. The Hero didn’t miss this opening. He sensed that the target had stopped and pulled out the Ideal Dagger. His right hand held the Enlightenment Sword and the left hand held the Ideal Dagger. 


  


  “Quick Movements.”


  


  The Hero’s agility was maximized. Now that it was useless, the Ideal Dagger was thrown through the air like a dart as the Hero fired six continuous energy blades at the frozen Kraugel. Kraugel twisted his back.


  


  ‘Just a bit more.’


  


  The attack speed was very fast. The energy blades poured down with almost no break. Kraugel waited until a breathtaking moment. He waited until more than 12 energy blades reached him. The number of energy blades that reached his nose was exactly 12. Kraugel swung his sword along with six additional swords.


  


  Even so, the timing was a bit off. It was because one of the swords dealing with the God Hands was hit by the Ideal Dagger and flew away. The God Hand was temporarily freed and struck Kraugel’s collarbone with Failure. 


  


  “Kuek...! Tearing the Sky!”


  


  The storm of sword energy tore into the sky like a beast’s claws. Four of the 18 energy blades pouring toward Kraugel hit him and the remaining 14 returned to the Hero. The Hero didn’t intercept or avoid them. The direction of the counterattack Tearing the Sky was limited to above. The 14 deflected energy blades passed over the Hero’s head and exploded.


  


  『 Ah! He failed with his aim? 』


  


  『 I think he lost his balance after allowing the God Hand’s attack. The damage done by the energy blades seems quite big... 』


  


  The commentators watching the situation felt pity as Kraugel walked through the fog. Unlike what the commentators thought, Kraugel accomplished his intentions. The series of explosions over the head caused a massive shock wave in the vicinity and caused the Hero’s body to shake.


  


  Kraugel stood in place and swung his sword. The distance between Kraugel and the Hero was approximately 15 meters. It was a distance that the sword couldn’t cross. Still, not one person thought that Kraugel was hitting the air. They knew about the sword that split apart the world. The neat cutting sound produced by Kraugel spread out into the distance.


  


  The clouds in the sky...


  


  The land between Kraugel and the Hero..


  


  The things that made up the landscape were split in half, as if they were like that from the beginning. It was the effect of Space Sword, one of Kraugel’s ultimate techniques.


  


  “...!?”


  


  The eyes of the Hero widened. This guy was learning.




  Chapter 944


  [Critical!!]


  


  [The target has received 44,099 damage.]


  


  [The target has suffered irreversible damage! All stats are reduced by 20% and all speeds are reduced by 50%!]


  


  [The target has resisted.]


  


  [The cutting has failed.]


  


  [The target has exposed his weakness! If you hit the target within 30 seconds, an unconditional critical hit will be applied! The critical damage applied will be 1.5 times higher!]


  


  [...!]


  


  [!!!!!!!!!!!!!!]


  


  [Your powerful sword has separated the world!!!]


  


  “...!?”


  


  The Hero’s stance collapsed. He knelt down and a fountain of blood spurted from his chest and was absorbed into the red tail, as if the red tail was seeking more blood. This was an attack that ignored a certain amount of defense, dealt additional damage in proportion to the current health of the target, unconditionally applied a critical hit and had a high probability of activating the cutting effect.


  


  The destructive power of Space Sword decreased the Hero’s health gauge by five bars. The Hero immediately recovered a considerable amount of health due to the First King title but it was obviously huge damage due to the consumption value.


  


  It happened when the gods were restoring the split apart world. Kraugel was used to the bitter taste of the potion that he had taken several times already and used White Light Steps. The Hero’s red-purple aura was at its peak so Kraugel wanted to avoid a long battle.


  


  A fierce battle ensued. The Hero used the silver thread in cooperation with the two red tails to attack Kraugel, like a spider attacking the prey caught in his web. However, the prey didn’t get caught in the web. He avoided the binding of the silver thread and the strikes of the red tails in one motion, linking it with a counterattack.


  


  The Hero gritted his teeth. It was hard for him to use his footwork because the swords that emerged from Kraugel’s inventory were stabbed into the floor, blocking the path and making it difficult to use a skill. In the end, the Hero swapped weapons to Grid’s Greatsword.


  


  Then instead of Cray’s Power, he pulled out Yetima’s Power. The Direct Descendant’s Sword, which was activated when a greatsword was equipped, fell like a lightning bolt. The vibration of the atmosphere when the greatsword fell physically pressured Kraugel and forced him to put on the brakes.


  


  “Kuek...!”


  


  It was only a cut on the shoulder but Kraugel lost one-sixth of his health from the blow. Considering the inherent characteristic of a Sword Saint to decrease the damage of sword type weapons and the effect of Impenetrable Skin that he obtained after reaching level 300, it was a damage that couldn’t be denied.


  


  The battle continued. The Direct Descendant’s Sword was on cooldown so the Hero once again swapped to the Enlightenment Sword and opened Cray’s Power. Kraugel took a potion from time to time and gradually showed resistance to the black flames. The characteristic of a Sword Saint allowed him to communicate with the Enlightenment Sword and he started to read the timing of when the Enlightenment Sword would release the flames.


  


  “Belial’s Power. Queen of Mocking and Violation.”


  


  The Hero turned off his safety device once his health fell below 40%. There were suddenly two heroes.


  


  『 What...! 』


  


  『 G-Grid is able to summon clones!! 』


  


  『 T-T-They might be illusions but... 』


  


  Having clones was similar to an assassin’s skill. It was already unbelievable that the blacksmith Grid could use swordsmanship and magic. Now the assassin’s skills were added. The impact on the commentators and the crowd was great. The disturbed commentators stuttered while some distracted audience members poured their drink on the person in front of them.


  


  Meanwhile, Kraugel was calm. His Super Sensitivity had reached a high level and this allowed him to tell which one was the main body. It was a lie to say he wasn’t concerned about the existence of the clone but the sky who looked down on the earth from above wasn’t easily shaken.


  


  "I understood it at the end of my admiration.”


  


  Kraugel’s body started to be covered with silver energy. It was the activation of his stage three buff skill. Kraugel, who became as sharp as a sword, cut through the Hero’s clone and approached the main body. The Hero was using Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle. There was a powerful stab, filled with enough strength to destroy all life in the space it hit.


  


  "I have become one after understanding.”


  


  Kraugel’s body was solid as he used ‘Wear the Sword’ and integrated with it. The attack was unable to pierce his body. Instead, the durability of the White Tiger Sword dropped sharply.


  


  “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle!”


  


  The Hero had God's Command activated. He used the ultimate attack twice in a row to continuously damage Kraugel’s White Tiger Sword. Noticeable cracks appeared on the White Tiger Sword but Kraugel wasn’t nervous. He was aiming to end the battle.


  


  "I am a sword and there is nothing I can’t cut.”


  


  The last verse was over and the ‘Poem Praising the Sword’ was complete. It was a buff that when equipping a sword, 5~11 times the attack power was added to the next skill.


  


  "Transcend Storm Sword.” 


  


  A storm of silver and green energy started to mangle the Hero. The Hero naturally responded with Revolve but Transcend Storm Sword was a multi-stage skill. Only the first stage was countered while the rest of the stages hit the Hero. The God Hands flew to block the Hero but they were once again blocked by the sword.


  


  “Kuaaaaah!”


  


  The Hero screamed. He was struggling to cope with this pain when poison rose from his armor. It was an option attached to Valhalla of Infinite Affection. Nevertheless, Sword Saint Kraugel was over level 300 and could use Immune to Ten Thousand Poisons as well as the passive Impenetrable Skin. Poison was useless on him.


  


  Four bars, three bars, two bars, one bar. The effect of Transcend Storm Sword lasted 1.5 seconds but the Hero’s health gauge fell by a huge amount. Then once it fell to 10%, it was restored to 30% thanks to Tiramet’s Power.


  


  “What is this...?”


  


  "Is this real...?” 


  


  


  The people predicted the Hero’s victory. It was because every time the clone’s health gauge fell by one bar, the Hero’s clones increased. At this moment, Kraugel looked like someone who opened the Pandora’s Box that shouldn’t be opened, not a challenger about to win. The moment that Transcend Storm Sword ended, a smile appeared on the Hero’s face.


  


  The four clones around Kraugel activated the skill attached to Valhalla, Moving Fortress. They used the wide area skill Impregnable, which would release half of all damage that the Hero suffered in the last 5 minutes in a radius of 50 metres. A total of five skills overlapped, resulting in a huge explosion. Pine trees disappeared instantly, cliffs flew away and no traces of Kraugel could be found.


  


  The hundreds of cameras shooting in real time shook like crazy, making the 100,000 spectators and billions of viewers feel nauseous.


  


  “Crazy...”


  


  The first person to recover his spirit was Grid in the waiting room. He was impressed with the creativity of the Hero who linked Queen’s Distortion and Impregnable. He felt the thrill of learning how to use skills and items in ways he would’ve never thought of.


  


  At the same time.


  


  “Kraugel?”


  


  He hurried to find his competitor. Then he saw the appearance of Kraugel rising high into the sky. Wings of light stretched from his back. Sometimes they flashed white and sometimes black.


  


  “This is...”


  


  Kraugel muttered with a distorted expression. It was remarkable when considering his personality, which avoided expressing emotions. Anger. It was anger toward himself.


  


  “Ruson’s Power!”


  


  The Hero on the ground perceived the risk. He entered the ‘hunger’ state due to Kraugel’s blood and his movement speed greatly increased. Then he used Fly to reach Kraugel. He approached while moving to the left and right in unnatural trajectories at a speed that couldn’t be followed with the naked eye. It was brilliant and intimidating. 


  


  -Linked Kill.


  


  -Transcended Link.


  


  -Pinnacle Kill.


  


  -Wave.


  


  -Pinnacle.


  


  The voice of the Hero, which was recorded using the Alarm spell, rang from all directions. Kraugel had to be confused by the illusion that he was surrounded by dozens of heroes. It would be a big mess if he couldn’t keep up with the Hero who was constantly changing positions.


  


  Nevertheless, Kraugel wasn’t confused. The Hero couldn’t deceive his senses.


  


  “Falling Sword.”


  


  37 swords emerged from Kraugel’s inventory. The swords spread out like a fan and poured down like rain towards the Hero. The Hero’s judgment was quick. He immediately used Freely Move to avoid all 37 swords and approached Kraugel. Of course, he was completing his footwork at the same time.


  


  "Grab the Adam’s Apple.”


  


  “...Cough!”


  


  Kraugel’s action was faster than the sword dance. The cracked White Tiger Sword pierced the heart of the Hero, who was caught in a tight grip. The Hero entered the immortal state while the winged Kraugel opened the distance. Six seconds later. Kraugel recovered all four swords he had directed against the God Hands and aimed them at the Hero. The Hero was unable to withstand the bombardment and died.


  


  That was the moment when Kraugel won. The Grid of one year ago was defeated by today’s Kraugel.


  


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  


  There was thunderous applause. The 100,000 spectators filling Beijing Olympic Stadium stood up to give a standing ovation. Not a single person was sitting and it was an unprecedented spectacular sight.


  


  “You’ve suffered.” Grid in the waiting room also stood up and clapped. The awe and praise he gave Kraugel were sincere. There wasn’t a single bit of pretenses. “I knew you would win.”


  


  Duguen! Duguen! Duguen! Grid’s heart seemed like it was about to burst. He wanted to run to the stage right now and apply for a duel with Kraugel.


  


  “...Even so, I have to endure it.”


  


  Grid watched his trembling and sweating hands and eagerly hoped for the demon king’s subjugation to start. In this day, Korea’s Eat Spicy Jokbal won a gold medal in the escape the labyrinth event while Carrie of Australia and Richter of Canada won gold medals in block building and tree cutting respectively.


  


  From the United States and China’s viewpoint, the medals situation was very messy. The 4th National Competition only had the PvP and demon king subjugation events remaining. The first ranked country was still unconfirmed. It was too much of a variable when a minimum of five gold medals could emerge in the demon king’s subjugation. The PvP gold medal was also important.


  


  "The PvP medal is obviously mine.”


  


  “...”


  


  Zibal, who had the hidden card of his magic machine, was as strong as usual. However, Haster was mute. The zipper across his mouth was closed all day. He had realized that the confrontation he had a long time ago with Kraugel was fake.


  


  ‘In the first place, I wasn’t worth dealing with?’


  


  However, he couldn’t deny it. The only one who mattered to Kraugel was Grid. Haster hadn’t reached them yet. The world that he had been seeing was too narrow. Everything was ruined and Haster withdrew from PvP. It would be embarrassing and humiliating to expose himself to the world in his current state. 


  


  On the other hand, Zibal’s nose rose even higher. "Did he resign because he was scared? Well, it couldn’t be helped since he knew my real strength.”


  


  If he knew this would happen, he would’ve hidden his magic machine during the selection test.


  


  “This year’s PvP is going to be boring.”


  


  Zibal felt regret.
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  The communities around the world were boiling.


  


  -The way he used his skills made it hard for the Hero to react.


  


  --Wow ㅋㅋ While fighting, it seemed that the distance between the Hero and the God Hands gradually increased ㅋㅋㅋ It is due to Control Sword.


  


  -Is Control Sword really controlled by Kraugel?


  


  -What? Are you nuts? Of course it is.


  


  -Wow! He moved to the left and did something to block the Hero’s view.


  


  -Every time he uses the sheath, his body is so elastic. ㅡㅡ;


  


  It was immediately after the Breaking the Hero event. The topic that revitalized the communities was naturally Kraugel and the Breaking the Hero event. People repeatedly watched Kraugel’s combat video and tried to analyze his methods and intentions. They tried to learn by sharing opinions with each other.


  


  In the meantime, a new dispute arose.


  


  -Grid didn’t participate in the National Competition because he was afraid of Kraugel.


  


  There were people who called Grid’s absence from the National Competition as a ‘cowardly’ means of defending his title. It was reasonable to interpret it like this. Grid’s level increase in the rankings in the past year had been small. This was the basis for the idea that this year’s Grid was similar to last year’s Grid. It encouraged the idea that Kraugel, who defeated the Hero, was stronger.


  


  -Grid can’t help it. He has to rule over his country while doing blacksmithing work. The amount of time he has to grow is small.


  


  “I think your rage will burst if you look at the Internet?”


  


  Shin Youngwoo slowly looked up from his phone from where he was sitting in a spacious waiting room. The person who knocked and entered was the S.A Group’s team leader, Yoon Nahee, who shook a lunch bag.


  


  “Do you want to eat?”


  


  “Of course.”


  


  Yoon Nahee felt different from the time he met her at the S.A Group’s headquarters. There was a smile on her face instead of a business-like expression and she wore blue jeans and a white t-shirt instead of her office attire. She seemed to be enjoying her trip to China. She was a considerable beauty. The problem was that Grid had adapted to the beauty of Yura, Jishuka, Sehee and Yerim. Youngwoo only vaguely felt that his vision had grown too big.


  


  “Aren’t you frustrated by the people’s reactions?”


  


  “What?”


  


  “Despite Youngwoo-ssi showing something new every year, people continue to disparage you. In many cases, they distort the truth.”


  


  There were many strange people on the Internet. People who were anonymous sometimes showed a psychopathic temperament. They spoke nonsense just to relieve their stress. However, from a certain point in time, Youngwoo had stopped worrying about the Internet’s response.


  


  “It is like that. On the Internet, there are people who call Lim Cheolho a stone head.”


  


  “Stone head? The chairman is a stone head?”


  


  Lim Cheolho was the founder of a virtual reality world. He wasn’t recognized as just the world’s best scientist but the best scientist ever. Of course, even Lim Cheolho knew it wasn’t perfect. He was only exceptional in his own field. He had many ordinary parts. Even so, it was unexpected for him to be called stupid. This was quite fresh and funny.


  


  “In fact, he is called a stone, not a stone head...”


  


  “Stone... Pffft!” Yoon Nahee burst out laughing. She grabbed her belly and laughed loudly. The atmosphere of the two people was cheerful as they ate. Team Leader Yoon Nahee had watched Grid for a long time and knew Youngwoo very well. Youngwoo was also familiar with her. They got closer this year while preparing for the Demon King project.


  


  “Have you been watching the last four days? Many rankers this year have passed level 330 and their skill levels have risen. Can you fight against them alone?”


  


  “Um...”


  


  Youngwoo thought about it while enjoying the overflowing juices of the Beijing duck. Certainly, the level of the players had increased sharply. In particular, the growth of normal classes and hidden classes had reduced. Unlike the hidden classes, who got good skills from the beginning, the normal classes got more skills and characteristics as they raised their level. This narrowed the gap between classes.


  


  The gap was closing. The words that Lim Cheolho said a long time ago were becoming a reality.


  


  “At first, I thought it would be easy. Now I am feeling a lot of tension.” Youngwoo replied honestly as he ate the fried rice. He looked at the growth of the other players during this year’s National Competition and was forced to acknowledge their skills.


  


  “However.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Nevertheless, I don’t think I will lose.”


  


  The gap was closing? There was no need to worry about that. Not all hidden classes were the same and few people could persistently try without giving up. Look around now. People gave up on quitting smoking, drinking or on their diets every day.


  


  Youngwoo’s face was red as he spoke confidently and drank the jjampong soup. The soup that Youngwoo drank was Malatang, not jjampong. They were distinctively different foods. He started sweating as he spoke in a quivering voice.


  


  “...W-Water. Hiccup!"


  


  ‘He is like the chairman.’


  


  They were confident because they were the best in their fields, but they had a bad side in everyday life. It was a personality that she couldn’t hate. Yoon Nahee smiled and handed him a bottle of water.


  


  “400 against 1. I’m looking forward to it.”


  


  400 rankers from 125 countries against the lone Grid. The fact that the result was hard to predict was frightening.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  Grid’s absence. This was the only reason why this year’s PvP participation rate was so high.


  


  ‘At least we won’t die in one blow. I am also world-class if I can show my skills.’


  


  467 people had these thoughts and participated in PvP. Only 64 of them were selected to appear on stage. The 403 people eliminated in the preliminary round felt a big shock. The US players, excluding Kraugel, the Overgeared members like Pon, Seuron of Argentina, Bubat of Turkey, Damian of Japan, Goshar of India, Everton of New Zealand etc. They directly experienced the skills of those they had been watching from afar and realized there were insurmountable walls that could never be overcome.


  


  “This is strange. Wasn’t everyone below Grid and Kraugel supposed to be equal?” 


  


  


  “There is a class division everywhere we go.”


  


  “Shit! I can’t admit it! I’m not weak! It is ridiculous!”


  


  “...It is a shock. Experiencing it directly is completely different from just watching.”


  


  The difference wasn’t always the same. Goshar of India was a person who had been eliminated from the PvP qualifiers every year. His career was poor compared to the high evaluations that other rankers and experts gave him. Thus, he knew it was a bubble. Then what was this?


  


  “Yohohoho! I am a giant!”


  


  The magic that Goshar summoned while laughing oddly was on a different level. He was almost a slaughterer in the preliminaries.


  


  “...”


  


  In fact, Goshar was strong. His opponent in the round of 64 was trapped in a sand castle and Goshar summed a golem to kill him. He was ranked first among the earth magicians for a reason. The players who were eliminated from the preliminaries felt cheated. Goshar had deliberately been pretending to be weak for the last three years.


  


  Of course, this was a big mistake. The reason why Goshar was eliminated from the preliminaries every year was because he met a stronger opponent early on. Yes, his luck was bad. However, this year’s Goshar had a good feeling. His luck was very good during the preliminaries. His opponent for the round of 64 was weak and his next opponent for the round of 32 was Bubat.


  


  “Yohoho.”


  


  The round of 64 finished. Goshar laughed as he went on stage for the round of 32 and faced his opponent Bubat. Bubat had been devastated by the Chinese rookie called Zhang Zheng in PvP last year. Goshar wasn’t afraid of the person who had already lost the promise of victory.


  


  “Why do you participate in the PvP event every time? If you participated in the team events then you would be able to win a medal. Aren’t the Turkish people quite frustrated? Yohohoho.”


  


  Bubat had a hidden class and was a strong player with powerful tanking and CC abilities. However, he was weak in a one-on-one match due to a lack of attack power. His clinging to PvP was truly poisonous. However, this year’s Bubat was different.


  


  “Yohoho... hik!”


  


  The most important virtue for Bubat’s initiator class was the ability to approach the enemy. The nature of the initiator was to open up the battlefield. The ability to tank was a basic and his resistance to abnormal conditions must be high. Goshar laid all sorts of earth magic on the ground to block the enemy’s advance but Bubat easily approached.


  


  In addition, this year’s Bubat had Artina’s Natural Disposition Gloves. It was a legendary item that boosted attack power in proportion of the wearer’s defense. Thus, Bubat was able to make up for his lacking attack power.


  


  “Hiyoouk...!Hik!”


  


  It was safe to say that the battle was over when Bubat approached the magician Goshar. As a magician, he suffered from a lack of defense. Goshar was caught by Bubat’s wicked hands and pushed to the ground. After a few minutes of being beaten up, Goshar died. Bubat scoffed as he easily advanced to the round of 16.


  


  “A person who talks too much and can’t back it up.”


  


  In that sense, Grid was a fearsome person. Every time he spat out some words, he swung his sword and killed the enemy instantly. Bubat gulped and shook his head as he recalled the time he was cut by Grid.


  


  ‘This is really the last opportunity. I can aim for a medal in Grid’s absence.’


  


  Winning PvP was the dream of every high ranker. Bubat’s motivation rose. This year, Kraugel wasn’t participating in PvP. It was a heaven-sent opportunity.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  The PvP round of 16 ended.


  


  'It’s nerve-wracking.’


  


  Grid, who was monitoring the competition, bit his lips as Yura emerged. It was because Yura seemed especially lonely and sad today. It felt like she was soaked in water. There was an illusion that it was only raining around her.


  


  ‘What’s wrong?’


  


  Grid didn’t express it but he usually cared a lot about Yura. He received her help in reality and in the game, so he thought about her more than once. Thus, he was worried. Today’s Yura didn’t look good.


  


  ‘What’s wrong?’


  


  The contestants for the round of eight included Yura, Pon, Regas, Damian, Chris, Zibal, Seuron and Bubat. According to Grid’s observations, they were all great talents. In particular, Damian was the worst opponent for Yura. It was because the field magic, Hell Summoning, normally raised the power of a Demon Slayer while applying a debuff to other people. However, this debuff wouldn’t have an effect on Damian.


  


  Yet Yura ended up meeting Damian in the round of eight. She was in an incomplete condition and met an opponent she couldn’t beat.


  


  “Yura.”


  


  Grid’s ass kept shaking. He wanted to run to the side of Yura, who was swinging her sword like she was being chased by something.


  


  “Eh...?”


  


  Grid hesitated. On the screen, Yura blocked Damian’s sword with her sword and fired her pistol, causing Damian’s head to go back.


  


  “Kuek...!”


  


  Damian was very upset. It was natural to feel like this. A few months ago, Yura defeated Agnus and cleared the fourth class quest ‘Old Enemy’ and acquired the class mastery skill Swordsmanship of Light. It was the first time the pope saw her swordsmanship and the force of the bullets was also much higher.


  


  “Divine Protection, Incarnation of Light, Light's Blessing, Goddess' Protection, Goddess’ Blessing.”


  


  Damian used healing on himself and full-buffed without hesitation. It was the first time since facing Grid that he showed the ‘true dignity of a pope’ toward another player.


  


  “Yura-san, sumimasen.”


  


  “I’m really sorry.”


  


  The shining divine power was cut by a jade light sword and the bullets danced. She was a legend, just like Grid and Kraugel. She also had the right to become accustomed to victory.


  


  “Nightmare Rumination.”


  


  The path of penance was especially long. The light came to her too late. However, it was already too late to go back.
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  “Wahhhh!” The shouting never ended. The crowd was excited about the feast of techniques as the jade light sword and the bullets eliminated the buffs. Yura’s strange power that neutralized Damian’s strength caused many people to feel astonished. Others were astonished by Damian’s control as he responded to the rapid-fire bullets.


  


  『 Player Yura’s fighting power is equal to Kraugel in last year’s drawing the sword event. I felt it at the time but her one-on-one talent is remarkable. Why hasn’t she been playing in PvP? 』


  


  『 Isn’t South Korea lacking players? It was particularly worse one or two years ago. Every medal is necessary so she needs to avoid appearing in the same events as Grid. 』


  


  『 Grid’s absence is a chance for Yura. 』


  


  『 We must revise our evaluation of Yura and South Korea. Grid is absent but South Korea is still 6th in the medal rankings. The number of silver and bronze medals is low but they got six gold medals. 』


  


  『 Incredible. Now nobody can think of South Korea as a weak country. If Yura gets a gold in PvP and the others play a role in the demon king subjugation, won’t they be able to take third place? 』


  


  “Cough...!”


  


  Damian eventually lost all buffs and was stabbed by the sword. Damian coughed up blood, blocked an incoming bullet with the shield and swung the sword hidden behind the shield. It was a fast-paced battle. Damian had interlocked their swords when he saw Yura’s heavy eyes. As he blocked the muzzle aimed at his abdomen with the shield, he asked with a worried expression.


  


  "You look agitated.”


  


  The probability of getting a gold medal was high if Damian and the other powerhouses entered events with low competition. However, the reason they participated in PvP was because they enjoyed it. It was a field where they could duel without fearing physical penalties. There was no reason not to be happy.


  


  Then why did Yura looked troubled? She seemed to feel anxiety and pain instead of enthusiasm and joy. This desperate appearance... it was hard to watch. She looked like a person standing on the edge of a cliff.


  


  "Please tell me if you are having a hard time.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Grid’s friend is my friend. If you need help then I am willing to offer it.”


  


  Damian was reluctant to use the skill Holy Sword Deployment that he acquired before the National Competition. He was reluctant to bring it out against Yura, whose state wasn’t right. Of course, he wasn’t looking down on her. Yura was so strong that he couldn’t guarantee victory even if he used the skill. He just felt worried.


  


  For the first time, a smile appeared on Yura’s face. The smile was beautiful enough to be fatal. It made everything in the surrounding scenery black and white, apart from Yura herself.


  


  “Thank you but I’ll take care of it.” 


  


  Swordsmanship of Light. It had higher attack power, accuracy rate and critical hit rate than the normal Weapons Mastery skill. It was the strongest mastery skill that removed a buff or even gave a debuff when consuming a ‘great demon’s sins’. The jade light around Yura’s sword symbolized the inherent magic power of a Demon Slayer and gave the ‘weakness’ debuff after striking Damian’s sword.


  


  "Fight me with all your strength.”


  


  Yura had to win. She only needed results. Nevertheless, what was the point of a false victory? Could she confidently feel pride in it? Yura wanted Damian to stop hesitating and her heart was communicated to Damian.


  


  "I understand.”


  


  Damian’s left hand held the shield and started to light up. It was a white light that was like blazing flames.


  


  “Holy Sword Deployment.”


  


  Damian overflowed with holy power as he shot toward Yura with full force.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Ha...”


  


  Grid couldn’t take his eyes off the confrontation between Yura and Damian. Damian had grown rapidly in the past few months while Yura was strong enough to be worrying. The confrontation between the two of them was as brilliant and fierce as the confrontation between Kraugel and the Hero. They weren’t inferior to the candidates to win this year’s PvP. Even Grid’s blood was boiling. He had a desire to fight properly with them. It was unfortunate that Yura wasn’t participating in the demon king subjugation.


  


  “...Um.”


  


  The fight lasted for 15 minutes before it ended. Damian was greatly weakened after the holy sword ended while Yura’s concentration increased. She exquisitely used Hell Leap to make Damian’s shield meaningless and succeeded in piercing his weak spot.


  


  Yura was left alone on stage. It was victory after a fierce battle but she still looked bitter and lonely. Of course, it was an expression that only Grid noticed. Yura was smiling and most people interpreted that she was happy. Grid had been with Yura for a long time and could glimpse the shadows in her smile.


  


  “What is going on?’


  


  Should he call her? No, he couldn’t. They might be colleagues but it was strange to call her just because he was worried...


  


  'Our relationship isn’t that special. She might feel uncomfortable that I can tell just by looking at her face.’


  


  She might laugh at him like Ahyoung. Even so, he couldn’t stop worrying...


  


  He hesitated while holding his phone.


  


  “Youngwoo-ssi, let’s go!” Then Team Leader Yoon Nahee opened the door of the waiting room and prompted him. He had to make an appearance as the demon king. It was a sort of showcase for the demon king. Participation in the showcase was a clause stipulated in the contract signed by Grid.


  


  “I’m going.”


  


  Grid had delayed it by saying he wanted to see the confrontation between Yura and Damian. Now he hurriedly rose from his seat.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  The S.A Group was placing great significance on the demon king subjugation.


  


  A world made by players. The demon king subjugation event contained the ideal that Lim Cheolho was pursuing. In addition, the nature of the event meant it had high commercial value and was highly anticipated. It was no surprise that many investments were made before the demon king subjugation even started.


  


  “What?”


  


  It was after the round of 8 was completed for PvP. The 100,000 excited spectators started to feel confused. The billions of viewers were embarrassed as well. The stage for PvP was suddenly swallowed up in darkness and a new stage appeared. It was a plains area with a towering castle.


  


  “What is happening all of a sudden?”


  


  "Is the stage changing for the semi-finals?”


  


  People showed great interest. The spectators were unable to leave to go to the toilet and viewers couldn’t turn the channel. Now there were only important games left so people’s attention and concentration were at the maximum. That’s why the S.A Group had the demon king appear at this time.


  


  “...?”


  


  Music started to play. The grand, arrogant and provocative melody overwhelmed people, making them feel excited. There were people who noticed the identity of the musical instrument making the melody.


  


  "A pipe organ...”


  


  The final image of the National Competition’s opening video rushed into people’s mind. A young man leaned against a huge organ with thousands of pipes and arrogantly beckoned with a finger.


  


  “Heok...!”


  


  The organ, an enigmatic figure, the one event left and the demon king. All types of puzzle pieces aligned in people’s minds.


  


  “Demon king...?”


  


  "Demon king!!”


  


  The correct answer popped out everywhere. Thunder appeared in the dark sky.


  


  “Kukukuk.”


  


  Someone appeared on the plains. It was a man wearing a grey mask. His head had one big horn and two small horns. The eyes underneath the mask were red, there were two wings on his back, his two hands were larger than his face and blade-like nails stretched out from his fingers.


  


  He was the demon king.


  


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  Regas was an ace of the Overgeared members and one of the favorites to win PvP. He won against famous powerhouses and suffered a setback in the quarter-finals. The opponent who knocked him down was Zibal. Zibal made a brilliant comeback. He was happy to shake off the stigma of being a punching bag for two years but this joy was short-lived.


  


  “Tsk. They are doing everything these days.”


  


  Zibal’s dissatisfaction was huge at the moment. It was because the attention of the people was focused on the appearance of the demon king instead of him.


  


  "What is so great about the demon king?”


  


  Originally, Zibal’s talent was in raids. He was proud of his unique ability to analyze the patterns of boss monsters and efficiently manage the party until he was pushed by Grid’s items. Now he had a hidden class and was confident in more than just raids. He was unhappy that the organizers were highlighting a ‘fake’ boss monster.


  


  The minds of the other players were similar. The 400 participants of the demon king subjugation event. Many of those who joined the two minute show, the Demon King’s Appearance, weren’t pleased. In particular, those who were just eliminated from PvP were sensitive.


  


  “Yoho! Do you want to play?” The 1st ranked earth magician, Goshar. After dropping out in the round of 32, he sat in the waiting room until he participated in the emergence of the demon king. Now he started casting spells. The participants were free to do whatever they wanted in the Demon King’s Appearance. There was nothing wrong with attacking the demon king who stood alone.


  


  It happened when Goshar was about to cast spells at the man with the name ‘Demon King’ above his head.


  


  [From now on, the audience will start voting!]


  


  [If you make an impression and gain many votes in this event, you will receive a reward equal to a gold medal. However, the medals tally won’t be affected.]


  


  “...?”


  


  The players in this event weren’t aware of the voting beforehand. The annoyed players were motivated as soon as they saw the notification window.


  


  Goshar laughed. “Yohohohut! The crowd’s votes are mine!”


  


  The person who acted first would leave a strong impression on the audience! Goshar cast magic before the others and considered the group voting system to be a blessing.


  


  “Giant’s Haaaand! Yohohoho.”


  


  The moment that Goshar cast the spell, the ground turned to sand and the sand turned into a huge hand shape. At the same time.


  


  [The magic spell has been discovered by the Demon King. The magic spell has been cancelled.]


  


  [The demon king has duplicated your magic spell!]


  


  "...H-Hiik?”


  


  Goshar’s eyes widened and he became as hard as stone. The giant hand disappeared and a new one was summoned, the new hand fell toward Goshar’s head.


  


  “...”


  


  Goshar was crushed like a worm. The spectators and players couldn’t understand the situation and their mouths dropped open. Silence fell.


  


  “Why don’t all of you come at once?” The demon king made a provocative remark. He waved his hand like the opening video.


  


  "...This guy doesn’t know who he is facing.”


  


  “He is a sad bastard.”


  


  Some aggressive players acted. The magicians were forced to calm their temper but not the warriors. They pulled out their weapons and rushed at the demon king. He was an opponent they had to fight anyway. It was better to figure out the power of the demon king as much as possible during this short event.


  


  Rain poured down from the thick clouds. In the rain, the demon king lightly tapped his fingers. A storm blew and dozens of thunderbolts fell from the sky. Dozens of players were hit and turned to rags.


  


  "K...Kuoock...”


  


  "F-Field magic...”


  


  It destroyed magic and didn’t allow them access. The demon king’s dignity was beyond the expectations of the people. The tense players started to feel fear while the commentators were silent. The spectators and viewers were focused on the screen without leaving their seats.


  


  At this moment, the whole world was watching the demon king. The demon king was a person familiar with being watched by people. It was because he had experienced it dozens of times. He spoke calmly, "If you don’t come then I will go to you.”


  


  In the rain, the demon king pulled out a weapon that could either be a spear or a sword and flew toward the players.


  


  [The Demon King’s Appearance event has ended.]


  


  The message rose stating that the two minutes had ended and the demon king’s body disappeared into the black fog. The remaining players were silent. Only a few rankers like Zibal, Seuron, Damian and the Overgeared members had shining eyes. However, one person was different.


  


  ‘Grid...’ The person who knew the identity of the demon king trembled. It was electrifying. The man noticed that the Demon King Grid was several times stronger than the Hero Grid.


  


  A new notification window popped up.


  


  [The audience voting has ended.]


  


  [The winner of the most votes is the Demon King.]
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  [The audience voting has ended.]


  


  [The winner of the most votes is the Demon King.]


  


  “What? What nonsense is this?”


  


  It was an absurd notification window. Some players responded violently.


  


  “A monster was included in the voting? Does this make sense? Why are they playing around with busy people?”


  


  “Don’t you know the nature of those S.A people? They didn’t want to pay the compensation so they included the Demon King in the voting. They played us.”


  


  They were all elites who represented their country. No one cursed due to the weight of the stage called the National Competition. However, the atmosphere was terrible enough that it wouldn’t be strange if there was cursing. The Demon King wasn’t a player and it was right for him to be excluded from the voting. In the first place, they wouldn’t have let the Demon King have an active role if they knew he was included in the voting.


  


  It was the logic of the players. They protested that they shouldn’t recognize the Demon King’s votes. However, the S.A Group’s reply was, “We never said the voting was limited to players.”


  


  The S.A Group that moved according to its own rules was famous for being a ‘wall’ and their logic couldn’t be refuted. Furthermore, this situation was a positive for the majority of players. It was better for none of them to benefit than for one outstanding player to monopolize the rewards.


  


  The players studied Kraugel. Kraugel was silent. He had an arrogant expression like he wasn’t interested in the rewards from the beginning.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Thank you for your efforts.” Yoon Nahee greeted Grid after he returned to the waiting room. She hadn’t expected Grid to be this active.


  


  Breaking down magic and duplicating it. Grid suspected that the S.A Group might’ve intervened in the probability of Magic Contemplation skill of the Duke of Wisdom, since the above aspects had a 50% and 4% chance of activating respectively.


  


  ‘It is a game of luck.’


  


  The perfect activation of Magic Contemplation was the good fortune due to the increase in his good luck stat. Grid prayed that he would walk a path of luck in the future and asked about something he doubted. “By the way, won’t there be doubts over the Demon King being included in the voting?”


  


  “What doubts?”


  


  “That the Demon King is actually a player.”


  


  “It is hard to doubt that a monster is actually a player. Who would imagine that a player would be a raid target for 400 people?”


  


  In the first place, Grid was covered in the skin of the Demon King. Grid’s appearance, his items and his pets all looked different. The skill names and descriptions had also changed. The lightning storm used in the Demon King’s Appearance event was also different from usual. For example, lava appeared on the ground and the sound from the sky was subtly different from usual. It was virtually impossible to doubt that the Demon King was a player and then associate that player with Grid.


  


  “Then I’m glad.”


  


  Grid was reassured and sat in his spot with a light heart. The PvP semi-finals were about to begin.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  125 countries participated in the 4th National Competition. It was the largest scale so far. There were a total of 53 events that allowed players to showcase a wide variety of talents and provide a spectacle to the viewers. The result...


  


  [Medals Status]


  


  1st - United States (9 gold, 17 silver, 11 bronze).


  


  2nd - China (7 gold, 5 silver, 7 bronze).


  


  3rd - Canada (7 gold, 4 silver, 4 bronze).


  


  4th - Russia (6 gold, 2 silver, 1 bronze).


  


  5th - United Kingdom (6 gold, 1 silver, 5 bronze).


  


  6th - South Korea (6 gold, 1 silver, 1 bronze).


  


  7th - Japan (3 gold, 3 silver, 4 bronze).


  


  8th - India (3 gold, 2 silver, 3 bronze).


  


  9th - Brazil (1 gold, 1 silver, 0 bronze).


  


  10th - Spain (1 gold, 0 silver, 1 bronze).


  


  ....


  


  ...


  


  The dignity of the United States, the world’s most powerful country, was revealed to the world. The United States boasted a pool of talent that couldn’t be compared to other countries and swept up the medals in many events. The shocking fact was that not all American powerhouses participated in the National Competition. 


  


  The United States was the overwhelming first place country despite people like Hurent, Box and Asuka not participating. It was a superpower that could carry out selection trials for the National Competition, something that South Korea couldn’t even imagine.


  


  『 At this point, I realize how great Overgeared King Grid is. 』 


  


  『 I agree. Grid has the history of overcoming the terrible United States and placing South Korea in first place. 』 


  


  『 Players from all over the world must be watching the United States’ solo play and missing Grid. 』


  


  『 Haha. Still, there is no guarantee that the United States will keep being first. Isn’t there still the PvP and Demon King Subjugation left? 』


  


  『 In particular, up to 15 medals can be earned in the Demon King Subjugation. There are five gold medals so the US can’t feel relieved. The rankings can change at any time... Ah, as I was speaking, the players entered. 』


  


  『 After the shocking Demon King’s Appearance event, it is the semi-finals of PvP! Now! It is starting! 』 


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Strong.” This was Regas’ impression after being eliminated from the quarter-finals. He didn’t try to make any excuses. He knew that Zibal was stronger than him and admitted defeat. 


  


  ‘The person must be at least Faker-level to make Regas admit defeat without hesitation,’ Chris thought.


  


  Zibal. He was a monster who stood at 2nd in the rankings for more than three years after Satisfy opened. He was skilled enough to be elected as the leader of the seven guilds and in the field of PvE, he was a superior figure compared to Kraugel when Kraugel was the sky above the sky. He was evaluated to be relatively weak in PvP but this proved to be a misunderstanding.


  


  In the 2nd National Competition, Zibal displayed outstanding skills in PvP. However, he couldn’t use his skills when he met Grid or Kraugel and eventually gained the stigma of being a punching bag.


  


  “...You have succeeded in a brilliant comeback.” Chris smiled on the stage. They might have a bad relationship but they had a bond from living in the same era. Chris was deeply moved by Zibal’s successful return. A quiet excitement filled him. “You must’ve been trying to death for two years.”


  


  “Yes. I tried until I almost died.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Chris was stunned when Zibal answered honestly. He didn’t know that the highly prideful Zibal would admit to putting all that effort into this. Honestly, he thought Zibal would disagree.


  


  Zibal shrugged. “I’m not a genius like Grid or Kraugel, so I had to try as hard as I could. For two years, I let go of my ego and started from the bottom again. I’ve been through many dirty things but I’ve endured it.”


  


  “You have changed.”


  


  “Yes, I’ve changed. I will continue to change in the future. Well, let’s stop talking here. I want to fight with the Demon King.”


  


  Zibal summoned a ride. It wasn’t the two-headed hippo shown in the round of 64 and 32 or the pegasus shown in the quarter-finals. It was inanimate, an artifact instead of a living thing.


  


  “Robot...?”


  


  A crack appeared in the sky and a white robot with a seething aura descended. Its name was Raiders and the golden horns on both sides emitted light. An ancient relic, the magic machine. The 100,000 spectators, the commentators and the billions of viewers in front of the TV and computers couldn’t close their mouths. The intensity of the shock they received was equal to when the Demon King appeared.


  


  “At the very least, I will be the strongest this year.”


  


  His attitude showed that it was natural to be the strongest in Grid’s absence.


  


  “Zibal! Zibal! Zibal!”


  


  The crowd of 100,000 people started to chant Zibal’s name. The emergence of the humanoid weapon with a height of 5 meters was gorgeous and romantic enough to replace the strongest person who was absent.


  


  [Synchronizing with Raiders.]


  


  ...


  


  ...


  


  [Synchronization success!]


  


  [Raiders is in operation!]


  


  [Your maximum mana is too low!]


  


  [The maximum time you can activate Raiders is 21 seconds.]


  


  “I...” For the past two years. His hard work and patience were for this very moment. “I’m back!”


  


  He boarded Raiders. He felt that the whole world was paying attention to him. A large, thick spear fell toward Chris’ head.


  


  [You have blocked a powerful blow.]


  


  [The durability of Yetima’s Greatsword has dropped by 108!]


  


  [Both wrists have been fractured!]


  


  [Your lower body has lost strength!]


  


  [You have suffered 7,930 damage.]


  


  [You can’t move for 15 seconds.]


  


  “Kuek...!” Chris’ knees bent as he raised his greatsword above his head to block the blow. He had to open up the Tyrant’s strength in order to withstand the weight of the giant spear.


  


  [Tyrant’s Strength has allowed you to withstand the status effects from the damage and increase attack power in exchange for defense.]


  


  "Ohhhhhh!"


  


  Wasn’t it like David facing Goliath? Chris’ appearance looked shabby against the giant spear but he was determined not to break. The 1st ranked player, Chris. He was the mountain that stood under Grid. He had no intention of giving up the top spot to anyone unless it was Grid. However...


  


  [You have blocked a powerful blow.]


  


  [The durability of Yetima’s Greatsword has dropped by 79!]


  


  [Your right wrist has been fractured!]


  


  [You have suffered 6,030 damage.]


  


  [You have blocked a powerful blow.]


  


  [The durability of Yetima’s Greatsword has dropped...!]


  


  The mountain was eventually conquered.


  


  [Your defense has failed!]


  


  [You have suffered 28,090 damage.]


  


  [The durability of the Silver Ogre’s Armor has dropped by 190!]


  


  [You have received internal injuries! All stats have fallen!]


  


  Chris couldn’t withstand the constant bombardment as the PvP stage was destroyed. An artifact made by the ancient humans who wanted to endure the raids of the great demons and archangels. It was impossible to bear with a body that hadn’t yet become transcendent.


  


  “You aren’t weak.” Zibal spoke as Chris struggled silently every time Raiders aimed at him. “I... No, Raiders is strong.”


  


  The sharp edge of the spear pierced Chris and the first game of the semi-finals ended in an unexpected manner.


  


  “Zibal! Zibal! Zibal!”


  


  The crowd was still chanting Zibal’s name. The men’s voices were particularly loud. A hero riding a robot. It was the romance of all men around the world, regardless of nationality and race.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  Pon, who just had the long reach of the spear to overpower his opponents, met Yura in the semi-finals and was defeated. The bullets shot at medium range were fatal. Pon’s white horse was slow compared to Zibal. The white horse was successfully shot and Pon suffered a deadly blow after it died.


  


  “Isn’t it hard?”


  


  “Well...”


  


  Despite Yura entering the finals, South Korea had a funeral-like atmosphere. The citizens couldn’t forget the white giant that broke the 1st ranked Chris like he was a toy. On the other hand, the dream where Yura won the gold medal in PvP and South Korea rose to 4th in the rankings had disappeared into bubbles. 


  


  In the midst of the people’s disappointment, Yura’s grandfather Lee Jinmyung was relieved. “That child’s place isn’t Satisfy.”


  


  Chairman Lee was one of the beneficiaries of an international law to prevent the S.A Group’s economic monopoly. The Daejin Group, which had originally focused on the automobile business, was able to produce and distribute 7.3% of the Satisfy capsules in Northeast Asia due to its technological prowess. It was expanding its business in this area. However, Chairman Lee Jinmyung was 77 years old this year. He always said that he will live to be 120 years old but he had to admit that it was hard to lead a big company in his old age. A successor was required.


  


  That’s why he clung to Yura. Chairman Lee Jinmyung was aware of his granddaughter’s business talents. Yura was well-known for being a genius and the image that she built up over time with the shareholders was excellent.


  


  “That child must sit in my position. I can’t give the company founded by my ancestors to those terrible people.”


  


  Only the leader of the Daejin Group could sit in this place. Lee Jinmyung grabbed the armrest of the cowhide chair with his wrinkled hands. 


  


  “Wahhhh!”


  


  On the TV, he saw his granddaughter standing on the finals stage. His granddaughter fought and suffered. Her beautiful appearance was messed up as she was forced to one knee by the giant opponent and her blood poured down to the ground. Then she turned to ash.


  


  “...Yes. Now it is all done.” The chairman uttered a deep sigh as he watched his granddaughter’s last match. His eyes were red and bloodshot as he leaned against the chair. He wanted his granddaughter to be defeated but he was upset by the result. He didn’t feel pleased to see his proud bloodline fail and feel frustration.


  


  Suddenly, he didn’t want to be the chairman of the Daejin Group. He resented the responsibility he bore.


  


  ‘...At this age, I have to bully my young granddaughter. Tsk.’


  


  It was his son who left first. Truly a cruel person.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “It is strange.”


  


  After the completion of the PvP event. Grid felt strange as he watched Yura wearing the silver medal. It was because Yura’s expression was too detached. It looked like she had no regrets. Yura shouldn’t show such a reaction based on her personality, which was hard on herself.


  


  ‘Yura can’t be satisfied with the silver medal...’


  


  He was nervous. He was extremely nervous. His senses as man were telling him to contact her right away. However, how could a man who never had a relationship or knew love talk about ‘senses.’


  


  “Ah, I don’t know. Why should I feel bad? Isn’t it normal to say hello to a friend?”


  


  It was a problem because he couldn’t do such ordinary things. Grid made up his mind and pressed the call button. It was the first time he called a woman simply because he was worried, without any clear purpose. He was nervous and his heart thumped whenever he heard a beeping sound.


  


  The fact that this one phone call was going to create the hottest issue of this year’s National Competition... 


  


  No one knew.




  Chapter 948


  TL Note: Please go back and read chapter 944 again. The author went back to edit up the mentions of Valhalla in the fight between Kraugel and the Hero, and there also seemed to be a big piece cut from my version of the raws. I’ve fixed it and there are an extra 500 or so words added to chapter 944.


  


  “Rides are normally classified as pets but the magic machine seems different. Is it classified as an item?”


  


  “What resources does it require to move? Based on the size and output, the magic machine should be able to operate for a long time if it uses external resources.”


  


  “I saw the symbol of the Saharan Empire on the magic machine. Doesn’t this mean it is the possession of the empire? How big is Zibal’s position in the empire that he can personally operate a magic machine? Is he attached to the royal family?”


  


  “Does the empire have several magic machines?”


  


  It was the ceremony after the PvP event ended. Zibal’s press conference seemed to be flowing smoothly. The questions and answers were within the expected range. However, it was rare for reporters to stick to being gentlemanly. Most reporters wanted stimulating articles and the atmosphere deteriorated.


  


  “Player Zibal! Why did you call the pegasus first during the finals? Did you determine that you could win against Yura without using the magic machine?”


  


  In the semi-finals, Zibal met Chris and instantly summoned the magic machine. Then in the important finals, he summoned the pegasus and magic machine in succession, which led to many people speculating. Zibal was poking fun at Yura. He intended to defeat Yura with the pegasus alone. It meant he thought that Yura was below Chris. Yura’s legendary class was a pig wearing a pearl necklace, etc.


  


  This issue arose due to people, who liked to disparage and criticize others, calling into question Yura’s qualifications and the reporters dug into this part.


  


  Zibal laughed. It was filled with obvious ridicule. It was at the reporter who asked the question and the viewers watching on the monitor. “Some of you might’ve already noticed but the pegasus has the characteristic of quickly consuming the enemy’s resources like mana. The help of the pegasus is indispensable when it comes to suppressing Yura’s utility.”


  


  In conclusion: “I didn’t summon the pegasus because she was an easy opponent. I was forced to use the pegasus because she was a hard opponent.”


  


  Zibal raised Yura up. No, it was a reasonable evaluation. He wouldn’t underestimate or mock a strong person who climbed to the finals and fought hard.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  Everything was over. She was no longer Player Yura. The more than five years she spent in Satisfy ended today.


  


  “...”


  


  Yura was swept away by her emotions and ran to the bathroom without completing the interview. She didn’t even have the energy to blame her own incompetence.


  


  ‘...In the end, I can’t escape.’


  


  Yura vividly remembered her father. He wasn’t greedy and cherished time with his family the most. However, her grandfather forced him to be greedy. He ordered a sacrifice for the sake of the company, not the family. Her father was driven to accept that responsibility and gradually lost his energy.


  


  Yura had felt sorry for her father despite being a young child. Of course, she didn’t express it. She knew that her father wouldn’t want sympathy from his young daughter. Yura played innocent. She tried to relieve her father’s fatigue by acting as a beautiful daughter.


  


  Thus, her father could be honest. “Father is working hard because I want you to be free, not because I’m afraid of your grandfather. Yura, you only have to do things that make you happy. Father will protect you.”


  


  It was a wish and promise to a young girl who knew nothing. This sincerity was deeply engraved in Yura’s heart. It remained there even after years passed and she lost her parents in an accident. Yura longed for freedom and happiness while hoping to achieve her father’s wish. That’s why she felt it was fate when she encountered Satisfy. She sensed it was the only way to get away from her grandfather’s obsession and find happiness.


  


  In the end, the result was terrible. Yura had become like her father rather than achieving her father’s wish.


  


  How much time passed? Yura regained her mind when she felt her phone vibrating. The caller was obvious. It would be her grandfather. A person who didn’t understanding caring and how to concede. He only knew how to enforce responsibility. He probably wanted her to come back to South Korea right away.


  


  “...?”


  


  Yura’s lonely eyes that lost their light turned to the LCD screen, only for her to freeze. The name of the caller displayed on the LCD was Shin Youngwoo, not her grandfather. It was someone she never had private contact with even though they knew each other for more than four years. A cold man who sometimes seemed full of affection but was usually heartless.


  


  “...”


  


  Yura hesitated to accept the call. It was likely that her mood would become worse if she accepted the call from Grid in such a difficult situation. There was only one reason why Grid would be calling. He called whenever he needed Yura’s help.


  


  ‘Now I’m not in a position to help Youngwoo-ssi.’


  


  A person to depend on. Just as she felt like this toward Grid, she wanted Grid to feel the same way toward her. Yura previously helped Grid with such a heart and planned to continue in the future. However, now she wasn’t sure she could be any help.


  


  Two days, no, just one. She needed one day to organize her mind.


  


  ...This was what Yura thought.


  


  “...Hello?” Nevertheless, she accepted the call. It was purely because she wanted to hear Grid’s voice. It was a languid but powerful voice. Once she heard this voice, she felt a bit more energetic. Then...


  


  -Are you okay?


  


  Grid’s voice was heard again. It was gentle, unlike his usual self.


  


  “...”


  


  Yura’s cold voice started to heat up. She realized that her hand started to tremble the moment she felt this warmth. The only person she could depend on in this world was Grid.


  


  -Tell me what is going on.


  


  "What do you want me to say?”


  


  -You are having a hard time. Don’t keep acting. You didn’t look good today.


  


  “...I didn’t look good?”


  


  Since she started comforting her father, Yura knew that she acted well. However, both Damian and Grid noticed something.


  


  ‘Father...’ Yura was filled with emotion. She felt sorry toward her father who passed away while knowing that his daughter was acting. How unhappy and sad was her father when he realized that his young daughter was worried about him?


  


  Grid’s voice entered the ears of the crying Yura. It was a voice overflowing with latent power.


  


  -I want to help you. No, I will help you. Say something. What can I do?


  


  “...Thank you.” Yura could feel it. Grid had the same heart as her. They had such a relationship. They trusted each other and wanted to help each other. Yet there were some things that couldn’t be helped. For example, right now.


  


  “Youngwoo-ssi.”


  


  -Yes?


  


  "I will quit the game.”


  


  -...Huh?


  


  "Thank you for everything.”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  -I will quit the game!


  


  This was once voted the number one phrase that parents wanted to hear from their child. Excessive gaming could ruin a person’s life. There was a time when family members and friends would welcome it if someone said they were quitting the game. Now five years had passed since Satisfy was released and it was quite different.


  


  Satisfy meant wealth, honor and even power. It was a time when parents encouraged their children to play Satisfy and Grid was the one who helped this age come about. That’s why it was a shock. Grid couldn’t accept Yura quitting the game. Putting aside personal relationships, Yura was a member of the Overgeared Guild and one of the greatest powers in the Overgeared Kingdom. It would be a big problem if she quit the game.


  


  “Ah...” Grid’s mind became blank as he remembered an article that caused an uproar in South Korea a few years back. Yura was the granddaughter of the Daejin Group’s chairman. At the time, the chairman stated that he would bring his granddaughter into the company soon.


  


  Grid remembered Lauel making a fuss about this news. He was worried that if Yura entered the company, she would have less time to play the game.


  


  “...It will become reality.”


  


  It was even in the worst form. Why? What should he do? Grid’s overloaded brain suddenly stopped. He belatedly recalled Yura’s reassuring words to Lauel after the interview.


  


  'Didn’t she say... she didn’t want to enter the company?’


  


  First, it was necessary to confirm it. Grid called Yura back and asked two questions. “Are you entering the company? Is that what you want?”


  


  -…….


  


  There was no answer. This was enough for Grid. Grid pressed the end call button and typed something in the search bar. Once the last character finished, he found a message from Daejin Motors.


  


  (I couldn’t get in touch with you so I am leaving a message. Please become a new luxury brand model for Daejin Motors. I would like to meet and have a talk with you. Please call me back.


  


  -Daejin Motors Public Relations Team Manager Choi Jingoo)


  


  “Hello? Is this Choi Jingoo? I am Grid. Yes, yes. I will review it positively. Instead, please give me the contact details of the chairman.”


  


  The king of a kingdom and a legendary blacksmith. Grid held astronomical wealth and power. He was about to exert enormous influence in the real world’s political and financial circles.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “What? Grid?” Chairman Lee Jinmyung of the Daejin Group was surprised. Grid had refrained from appearing on CFs and broadcasts for the past two years. He wasn’t someone who would move for money anymore. Due to his status as a king, he was more obsessed with honor than money. Rather than expose himself to the media and consume his image, he focused on building up achievements in Satisfy.


  


  Now he contacted the chairman to become a model for Daejin Motors. It was an unexpected chance! This was a golden chance to promote Daejin Motor’s luxury brand to the whole world.


  


  ‘But...’


  


  There was something that was on Lee Jinmyung’s mind. Grid wouldn’t want to talk to him for a one-sided reason. This was also shortly after Yura’s loss in PvP.


  


  “...I thought the rumour that my granddaughter is his lover was nonsense.” Lee Jinmyung had thoroughly investigated the scandal between Grid and Yura. He was greatly disappointed when he found out it was just groundless rumours. Now he thought it might be true. “Let him know my contact details. No, no. It is better to contact him from my side. It would be good to have a relationship with the Overgeared King.”


  


  Let’s hear what was going on. Lee Jinmyung thought about it and called Grid. “Is this Shin Youngwoo? I am Lee Jinmyung, the chairman of Daejin.”


  


  -Give me your granddaughter.


  


  “...!!”


  


  Chairman Lee Jinmyung jumped up from his seat at the words. His head was working at a tremendous pace that was worthy of the leader of a large company. He placed the value of Yura as his successor against giving Yura to Grid and thoroughly calculated it. The calculations were done quickly. Grid’s value and potential were too big.


  


  “When should I set the date?”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  -When should I set the date?


  


  Grid clicked his tongue at the reply.


  


  ‘He is an impatient old man.’


  


  They hadn’t even written the contract yet and he already wanted to set the date to shoot the CF? Well, it meant he was greedy. Yura would probably be allowed to continue playing the game.


  


  “The date... I will leave that to you. Chairman-nim made the concession first so I will do my best.”


  


  -Haha! You are going to leave the wedding to me? As expected of a hero who leads the era!


  


  “..Wedding?”


  


  Grid felt a chill because of the ridiculous word that emerged. Other people kept misunderstanding him as they pleased. Grid used his many experiences to realize that this situation was wrong.


  


  “Wait a moment. You seem to have misunderstood something.”


  


  -Misunderstood?


  


  “I don’t mean that I will marry her. I’m just asking you not to take Yura.”


  


  -...That doesn’t make any sense.


  


  “I will sign a long-term contract with your company.”


  


  He felt Chairman Lee Jinmyung flinch over the receiver. The chairman hesitated for a moment. Unfortunately, that hesitation ended quickly.


  


  -...Aren’t you being somewhat arrogant? Your value this year isn’t as good as it is last year. This year you aren’t attending the National Competition so your value has fallen. I don’t know about last year but I’m not willing to let go of my granddaughter for the you of this year.


  


  “If—”


  


  -...?


  


  “If I raise my value one step further in this year’s National Competition, will you positively think about it?”


  


  -I suppose. However, aren’t you absent from this year’s National Competition? It is already irreversible.


  


  “Demon King.”


  


  -Demon King?


  


  “I am the Demon King.”


  


  -...!!


  


  Chairman Lee Jinmyung was so surprised that he couldn’t breathe. Grid continued without being aware of the chairman’s red face and suffering.


  


  “I will win the Demon King Subjugation event and then reveal my identity.”


  


  -...!!


  


  He wasn’t given a chance to breathe. Chairman Lee Jinmyung crossed halfway to the Jordan River.




  Chapter 949


  The Overgeared Kingdom—it was still a small country in Satisfy, but when compared to Earth, it was larger than Japan. After the so-called ‘Hexetia crisis’, the population increased sharply and the economy boomed as they monopolized the blacksmithing market.


  


  By the way, the owner of this country was a single player—Overgeared King Grid. As a king, he could exert power over tens of millions of people with one word or monopolize the resources distributed throughout the kingdom. It was possible for him to convert all the proceeds of the kingdom into cash in reality. This was the wealth of a nation.


  


  The more time that passed, the more wealth Grid obtained.


  


  The Daejin Group, which was 7th in the South Korean business circles, might become a shining star thanks to Grid. It was unconditionally good to be in a partnership with Grid. If Grid became the face of Daejin, he would imprint the name into the minds of billions of people. He would also be able to solidify Daejin’s position on the international stage. In the end, it was a huge opportunity from the standpoint of the Daejin Group.


  


  Chairman Lee Jinmyung barely recovered his dizzy spirit and replied to Grid, “...Understood. I will accept your offer. If you win in the Demon King subjugation event, I will sign a long-term contract with you and let Yura go.”


  


  He calculated that he didn’t need to be obsessed with Yura if he could establish a partnership between Grid and Daejin. If he needed a blood relative, his second daughter’s child still remained. He might be a person without the surname of Lee, but blood was still blood. Lee Jinmyung could make concessions about the surname if he had the halo called ‘Grid.’ Chairman Lee Jinmyung made a decision, and his heart became lighter.


  


  “By the way...” He grinned at Daejin’s bright future while asking Grid the most important question, “What is your relationship with Yura?”


  


  Grid wouldn’t go this far if they were just friends or colleagues. Chairman Lee Jinmyung was convinced that Grid and Yura were lovers like the rumor claimed or else Grid wouldn’t come this far. Well, he wasn’t advocating his bloodline, but his granddaughter was the most beautiful person in the world. Additionally, she was smart and virtuous. Any man would definitely like her.


  


  The chairman was smiling like a snake when he heard Grid’s reply.


  


  -Well. I rely a lot on Yuram, but I don’t know if she feels the same toward me.


  


  “Rely on her...?”


  


  -Once inside the game, Yura’s strength is a great help. In reality, I don’t have a good social life. I received a lot of advice from Yura about the media and tax matters.


  


  “And?”


  


  -Huh?


  


  “Is that the end?”


  


  -Yes...


  


  “Wasn’t there a scandal between the two of you? I heard that my granddaughter stayed at your house for a while?”


  


  It was a fact he had learned from investigating both of them. During the 1st National Competition, his granddaughter had stayed overnight at Grid’s house. Grid’s confused voice rang out, -A-At the time, nothing happened. Yura was too drunk and I was forced to bring her home to sleep. My parents were at home. Nothing happened, really.


  


  “....!!” Lee Jinmyung squeezed the phone in his hand. It was an obvious manifestation of his rage.


  


  Was Grid someone with bad eyes? It was a part the chairman wasn’t satisfied with and hadn’t included in his calculations. However, he had no thought of going back on his promise. Grid’s value was too great, even if he had some defects.


  


  “Sigh... Well, I understand. Then I wish you luck. The moment you reveal your identity as the Demon King, there will be a flood of articles about your contract with Daejin. However, please keep one thing in mind. You shouldn’t expose your identity until the dramatic reveal.”


  


  -That’s also what I want.


  


  The first step was done correctly. The details of the contract could be worked out after the Demon King subjugation.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “You have worked hard.”


  


  “It’s too bad.”


  


  “What is with the terrible congratulations? What’s wrong with a silver medal? This is second in the world, second. Wow~ you are really cool.”


  


  “I’m not saying a silver medal is bad. It is just disappointing compared to Yura’s abilities.”


  


  “That’s right. She could’ve won the gold medal.”


  


  Inside the South Korean team’s waiting room, her colleagues welcomed Yura’s return after PvP ended. Getting second in PvP was a feat that only a few people among billions could achieve, yet the team members were comforting instead of congratulating Yura. It showed how much they acknowledged her.


  


  “You can aim for it next time,” Peak Sword told her. “There will be another chance next year and the year after. Then you will get first place. Isn’t that right?”


  


  That was right. However, Yura didn’t have the luxury to do so. She could no longer exist as a player. Yura couldn’t answer and only smiled bitterly.


  


  [The Demon King subjugation event will start in 20 minutes.]


  


  [All 400 participants, please move to the private waiting room.]


  


  [I will say it once again. The Demon King subjugation event will start in...]


  


  An announcement rang out. It was about the Demon King subjugation event—the biggest issue of this year’s National Competition. This was a new event that required 400 rankers to cooperate instead of competing. It was clear that the degree of difficulty was frightening and the degree of attention it received from the world was extremely high, especially after the Demon King’s appearance event. In fact, it could be said that everyone on this earth was waiting for the Demon King subjugation event.


  


  “T-Then I’ll be going!”


  


  “Yura, get some rest. I can’t be as outstanding as you, but I will try my best to show a good performance.”


  


  “Can I win a gold medal?”


  


  Coke, Peak Sword, and Eat Spicy Jokbal—the Korean representatives participating in the Demon King subjugation left for the waiting room. When she saw the nervous Coke, Yura felt sorry toward him. In order to conclude the rematch with Kraugel, she had taken part in drawing the sword and the siege war. She had wanted to prove her potential to her grandfather by beating Kraugel.


  


  Yura was uncomfortable because she seemed to have placed a huge burden on Coke due to her own desires. While Yura was making a dark expression, someone placed a hand on her shoulder. It was a hanbok-clad woman, Viola. “You are really kind. Don’t you care about everything?”


  


  “I’m not kind. I’m selfish.”


  


  “No, you are kind. You have been fighting alone since the 1st National Competition while other Korean rankers turned away. You’ve done enough. There is no need to carry everything alone. Now, it is natural to become greedy. Why should you feel guilty? My Lady, how can you be pure and spotless?”


  


  “...”


  


  Yura became a bit more relaxed. She had done enough.


  


  These brief words comforted her. Yes, she could take a break now. Yura soothed her mind. Then her phone rang. She thought it was her grandfather, but the name floating on the screen was once again ‘Shin Youngwoo’.


  


  “...Hello?”


  


  -Keep watching until the end.


  


  “What do you mean?"


  


  -The Demon King subjugation event. 


  


  “...?”


  


  -There will be someone fighting to protect you.


  


  “Huh?”


  


  -Then I’m going. See you next time. 


  


  “Hello? Hello! Youngwoo-ssi!” She shouted, but it was no use. He had already hung up. Yura’s trembling eyes shifted toward the monitor.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  The stage of the Demon King subjugation was slowly revealed. It was a castle surrounded by a circular wall.


  


  『 There are four gates to the north, south, east, and west. The gatekeepers guarding each gate are the four heavenly kings. 』


  


  The castle was large, and the scale of the gates was also enormous. It was over 20 meters high and nearly 40 meters wide. The gates would never open until the four heavenly kings fell. 


  


  『 The 400 participants must defeat the four heavenly kings in groups of 100. Once all four kings have fallen and the gates opened, they will have access to the corridor leading to the Demon King’s room. 』


  


  『 Must they split up? Can’t the 400 people move in one group to defeat the four heavenly kings one by one? 』


  


  『 It isn’t possible. Each gate is classified as an instant dungeon, and the dungeon is restricted to 100 people. 』


  


  『 Hmmm... What happens if one of the four gates fail to be attacked? 』


  


  『 Another party should take over instead. 』 


  


  『 Then does that mean the party members who failed will be disqualified? 』


  


  『 No. They will be left as dead and resurrected once the gate is opened. 』


  


  『 So, there is no disqualification unless all four parties are wiped out? Then all 400 players will fight against the Demon King? 』


  


  『 Yes, it is designed to be 400 against one even if they fail at the four heavenly kings stage. 』


  


  It meant the Demon King was strong. Many people guessed that the level of his strength was at least between the strength of the great demons. In fact, the Demon King showed an intense force during his appearance. With the ability to destroy magic and then copy it… this was a power that could make magic useless.


  


  At least 80 of the 400 participants would become folding screens. The magicians started protesting fiercely.


  


  “No, does it make sense to discriminate against certain classes in the most important event?”


  


  “Doesn’t this mean the magicians won’t get any rewards?”


  


  In the waiting room for the Demon King subjugation event, Goshar and 80 magicians protested to the organizers. However, the officials dismissed them with the statement that there was no discrimination. Their attitude was the same every time. It was enough to make people boil with anger.


  


  “XX! When will a new virtual reality game come out? This is really dirty!”


  


  Many people cursed in a place out of sight. In this harsh atmosphere, some clever people started making guesses.


  


  “Perhaps the four heavenly kings are weak against magic while the Demon King is highly resistant? We might not be able to break through the four heavenly kings without magicians.”


  


  “The four heavenly kings also give medals. The magicians can be active against the four heavenly kings and gain medals.”


  


  “Then what about against the Demon King?”


  


  “Don’t you know the concept of phases? Most named bosses change their characteristics according to their health. The same should be true for the Demon King. There is a high possibility of losing magic resistance or becoming vulnerable to magic in certain phases.”


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  As expected from rankers, their conjectures were quite logical. The magicians were able to calm down and think rationally.


  


  ‘Okay. We can be active in the early and late phases of the event, leaving a strong impression on people.’


  


  ‘I should take this opportunity to star in some commercials.’


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “Yohohoho.” The 1st ranked earth magician, Goshar, belonged to Group B in charge of attacking the west gate and laughed with delight. It was due to the state of the heavenly king standing alone under the huge gate. The woman had a large blindfold on her face that was covering her eyes, but the condition of her items was very poor. Despite being a woman, she was armed with a heavy armor set. There was a helmet with a neck protector, armor down to the thigh and steel shoes that went up to the knees.


  


  The only parts of her body that were exposed were the lips, jaw, and hands. It ignored the ridiculous formula where a female character’s defense was proportional to her exposure. Such a ridiculous appearance could only be seen in the novice villages.


  


  “She looks too weak.”


  


  “You shouldn’t be careless. She is one of the four heavenly kings of the mad Demon King.”


  


  “The four heavenly kings might be weak compared to the Demon King. Isn't that right? In the first place, the Demon King is the main event, and the four heavenly kings are the bridesmaids.”


  


  Goshar was confident. He had gotten disgraced by the Demon King, and he believed this was the change to make up for it.


  


  “Go! Giant’s Haaaand!”


  


  A gigantic hand made of earth flew like a hydra’s neck and covered the heavenly king. There was a violent sound!


  


  “Oh...!”


  


  “Is it working?”


  


  The players of Group B watched the dust expectantly. They saw the unmoving heavenly king holding a shield. The giant hand was obstructed by the shield, and only dust was scattered.


  


  “...Aren’t you the weak one?”


  


  The gazes of the participants focused on Goshar, who could only sweat nervously. It was because a notification window had popped up.


  


  [The target has blocked most of the spell!]


  


  [The target has received 12,090 damage.]


  


  It was just over 10,000 damage? Wasn’t this one of the ultimate spells that could deal 500,000 damage to a monster?


  


  ‘Aren’t the four heavenly kings supposed to be weak to magic?’


  


  Damn!


  


  ‘Isn’t defense proportional to the amount of exposure for a female?’


  


  Goshar felt scammed in many ways. The heavily armed female. One of the four heavenly kings with the name ‘Benz’ above her head pulled out a sword. It was a long red sword that was as beautiful as her lips.




  Chapter 950


  The guardian, Benz, leaped forward. The ground that she stepped on formed a big dent and produced a loud explosion. It was an exaggerated phenomenon caused by the weight of her armor and shield, but it was right to interpret it as a transcendental strength.


  


  “She’s coming!”


  


  The nervous Group B players pulled out their weapons in unison. A sandy wind swirled around them as they watched the knight rise high into the sky. This was a wide-range protection spell used by the earth magician, Goshar. It seemed he wanted to make up for his failure at the beginning.


  


  “I’ll stop her, so attack in that gap!” The German ranker, Weldon, came to the forefront. Benz’ red sword fell onto his shield. It was a stab. There were no problems up to here. Weldon was ranked 6th on the guardian knight rankings. He was like steel as he set up his shield. The problem was the stab that came immediately afterward had the power to turn the steel into tofu. There was a heavy sound, and Weldon’s shield was dented.


  


  ‘The weight increased?’


  


  He wasn’t mistaken. The damage rose while the weight of the sword also increased rapidly. Weldon’s wrists were broken from the weight that he couldn’t manage.


  


  “Endure!”


  


  A large number of people came forward. They released their skills, wielded swords and spears, fired arrows, or threw daggers. Half of them were blocked by Benz’ side shield. The other half were blocked by the line of Benz’ sword. Simultaneously, Benz’ sword released dozens of red crystals in all directions. It was reminiscent of how Kraugel’s sword released stone thorns.


  


  [You have suffered 4,390 damage.]


  


  [The crystals embedded in your body will interfere with the recovery effects.]


  


  “What the hell...”


  


  It wasn’t easy to block skills instead of general attacks with just high proficiency in swordsmanship and shieldsmanship. This was obviously a high level skill or an effect attached to the item. As the players were analyzing this, Benz moved quickly. She knocked down a player close to her with the shield, pushing the player behind him as well. Then she leaped forward and fell to Goshar’s side. Benz had noticed that the sandy wind reduced her attack power.


  


  “Hiik...!” Goshar was casting the wide-range skill and couldn’t protect his own body. As the monster’s sword headed toward him, someone acted to protect the defenseless Goshar. It was Coke, the secret weapon raised by the Overgeared Guild’s 10 meritorious retainers. He threw an axe at Benz’ sword, interrupting her movements. Then he pulled out a spear and stabbed her.


  


  Benz was wounded for the first time. The spear pierced her shoulder and created a gap as she flinched back, allowing a sword to slash at her neck. It was Peak Sword’s Draw Sword, executed from where he was standing next to Coke. Iyarugt was as ferocious as a beast after accumulating power in Iyarugt’s Sheath.


  


  The neck protector that Benz wore shattered, and blood gushed out. The blood of the heavenly king was as red as a human’s. Peak Sword confirmed Benz’ health gauge after her neck was exposed and clicked his tongue. “Isn’t her defense terrifying?”


  


  The tone was light, but his expression was dark. It was difficult to conceal his irritation because the charged Iyarugt didn’t deal much damage. It seemed that his irritation created a big gap.


  


  “Avoid it!” Someone shouted, and Peak Sword reflexively moved back. However, it was too late to defend against the cut to his shoulders.


  


  [You have suffered 15,900 damage.]


  


  Peak Sword was a member of the Overgeared Kingdom’s 10 meritorious retainers, and he was armed with the best items. The armor and helmet that Grid had produced personally protected Peak Sword. He was greatly wounded despite the protection of the sandstorm. Benz tried to attack the confused Peak Sword again.


  


  “Where are you going?”


  


  The Dungeon Maker—Eat Spicy Jokbal who showed as much power as a legendary class in his dungeon—attracted Benz’ attention.


  


  “...” Benz’ momentum stopped.


  


  Coke, Peak Sword, and Eat Spicy Jokbal—the three Korean representatives—were leading Group B. Goshar and the other proud rankers had unknowingly started depending on them. They followed the instructions Peak Sword gave, assisted Coke whenever he went to the forefront, and protected Eat Spicy Jokbal when he made an advantageous change to the dungeon.


  


  The blood of the Korean viewers boiled. The Korean rankers, who were ignored by the world a few years ago, were now the world’s leading stars... It was a new feeling. All Korean players burned with the desire to join the Overgeared Guild. The anticipation and excitement of what it would be like to join the Overgeared Guild and serve Grid filled them.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  The guardian of the south gate didn’t have a distinctive feature. He was armed with light chain armor and a sword, while his name was plainly ‘Vin.’ He didn’t seem to have the particular strength to be one of the Demon King’s four heavenly kings.


  


  “Well, he doesn’t need to be that strong.”


  


  The four heavenly kings were a process. They needed to be defeated in order to reach the Demon King. Unless the S.A Group was crazy and wanted to throw away the Demon King subjugation event, the players needed to be able to reach the Demon King. 


  


  This meant the abilities of the four heavenly kings weren’t as absolute as the Demon King. The Group C players thought this and were as relaxed as possible. Their source of confidence were the high rankers. Zibal who got first in PvP, Zhang Jian and Liao Wei who were China’s rising stars, Bubat of Turkey, Seuron of Argentina, and other top ranked players were also in Group C.


  


  The players judged that they wouldn’t be able to get a high score in the heavenly kings stage as long as these rankers were present. Of course, they were confident in their own abilities. In this relaxed atmosphere, someone said, “Using a one-handed sword without holding a shield means he is focused on swordsmanship. He will move quickly. Be careful.”


  


  It was Mei Xiao of China. She used the strange moving whip and cloth that had tormented the Hero Grid for five minutes. Mei Xiao had spoken in a tense voice, and the mood dropped sharply. Liao Wei scoffed at Mei Xiao, “Aren’t you overestimating the opponent? Will you directly kneel and surrender instead of fighting? Just like your brother?”


  


  Next was Zhang Jian. “Why are you bragging about common sense? Do you want to be an elitist or do you think everyone except for you are fools?”


  


  The atmosphere calmed down even more. This was an event with three medals at stake. Instead of relying on each other, three players from the same country were arguing...?


  


  “Scum.” Zibal blatantly laughed at them. Zhang Jian and Liao Wei were upset, but they couldn’t say anything. Zibal was a one-digit ranker. He had once been second place and was a monster who had been close to the peak. The highly anticipated Chinese stars were reluctant to clash with him. It was better to pretend not to hear anything.


  


  Zibal said to Mei Xiao, “That guy, he is wearing armor like a knight but he has leather shoes. Maybe he will be so fast that it is hard to see. Binding him is the key. Got it?”


  


  Mei Xiao’s whip and cloth had moved like living things to constrain the Hero’s behavior. They didn’t move on their own like Grid’s golden hands. Mei Xiao controlled them directly, but their movements were smooth and detailed. It wasn’t surprising that Zibal had decided to rely on Mei Xiao.


  


  Feeling touched, Mei Xiao responded vigorously, “Yes! I’ll try my best to tie up his feet!”


  


  “I’m looking forward to it.”


  


  ‘Tch!’ Zhang Jian and Liao Wei were unhappy with the situation. Now Mei Xiao was acknowledged by the person who would be the hero next year while billions of Chinese people were watching. Zhang Jian and Liao Wei collapsed when they realized that Mei Xiao’s ability was above them. There was a rush of jealousy at the sight of the glowing Mei Xiao. While they were feeling anxious, someone approached. “Are you going to keep whining like this or will you act as folding screens?”


  


  “Folding screens! Ah!”


  


  Who would dare say this to them? Zhang Jian and Liao Wei frowned and turned around, only to hurriedly suppress the curses that were about to emerge. The person who came and whispered to them was Seuron of Argentina. Seuron set fire to their hearts. “Do you know that the person who starts the fight will be praised for their bravery? Originally, I was going to do it, but I am willing to concede because I feel sorry for you. How about it?”


  


  “...” Zhang Jian and Liao Wei then turned to look at Vin standing silently before the gate. He was a very cocky guy, who was folding his arms despite facing 100 enemies.


  


  Seuron tempted the two men to attack the defenseless opponent. “The viewers will be contemptuous about that guy’s attitude. They will be enthusiastic about the person who hits him first.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Huh? Then are you giving up? Okay, then I...”


  


  “No!” As Seuron stepped forward, the nervous Zhang Jian and Liao Wei pulled out their weapons. “Leave it to us!” 


  


  They didn’t wait for an answer. The two men were already flying forward. Zhang Jian’s spear and Liao Wei’s long sickle aimed at Vin. The attack range was so long that they struck from 2 meters way while Vin still had his arms folded. It was a successful start to the battle.


  


  However, in less than one second, Zhang Jian and Liao Wei realized that they were mistaken. It was a swordsmanship that transcended Peak Sword’s speed. Just before Zhang Jian’s spear and Liao Wei’s sickle cut at Vin, his sword emerged from the sheath and cut their hearts and neck.


  


  “Cough...!”


  


  “Oh~ this is a bit greater than expected?”


  


  Seuron’s whistle entered the ears of Zhang Jian and Liao Wei. They realized they had been taken advantage of and quickly decided to escape from this crisis. Yet before they could move, Vin’s sword cut at their body once again. There seemed to be cold flames burning at their wounds, worsening their injuries and killing them. Seuron smiled at the sight. It was an evil grin reminiscent of a great demon.


  


  “I have received usable souls.”


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “Oh, what the hell is this?”


  


  “He isn’t a priest. Why does a Demon King’s servant have healing abilities?”


  


  Group D that was responsible for the north gate. Just a moment ago, Group D had been full of confidence. It was because Jishuka, Damian, Katz, and Haster belonged to Group D.


  


  Jishuka had overwhelming physical attacks, long-range damage dealing skills, and wide-area healing. Damian combined his buffs and healing ability with the light attribute attacks and tanking power. Katz used blood to give powerful debuffs to the enemy while giving himself an endless blood-sucking ability. There was also Haster, who had once been considered as the emperor of the gaming world. 


  


  On the raid stage, they were probably stronger than Group A, which contained Kraugel, Chris, Pon, and Regas. Furthermore, the name of the north gate’s guardian was Kobold. It was a name reminiscent of the monsters classified as the weakest mobs, along with the orcs, gnolls, and goblins.


  


  Thus, Group D thought they could easily break through the gate. However, once they opened the lid, they found that things were completely different. The masked ‘Kobold’ was very strong, unlike his name. Not only did he bombard Group D with all types of wide-range spells, but he also boasted a high level of defense that meant he didn’t receive much damage from Jishuka’s arrows or Damian’s attacks. The biggest problem was his healing ability. No matter how much damage Group D dealt with Damian’s buff magic, Kobold recovered quickly. He looked like a zombie to Katz.


  


  “This is funny...”


  


  How many times had he been stimulated during the process of clashing with Kobold? Katz’ madness, which had been sealed for a long time after joining the Overgeared Kingdom, started to wriggle.


  


  “Bloody Sky.”


  


  The blood that the members of Group D shed... It had soaked the ground like rainwater, and now it soared into the sky.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “He is a great guy.” Chris could only laugh. It was a situation where players from all countries gathered together, including Canada, Korea, Britain, Japan, and China. Meanwhile, the three American rankers had split into separate groups. This was an expression of their confidence. They would move individually and secure three medals each, aiming for gold instead of silver and bronze medals. The participants of other countries chose to work in groups of three because they could cooperate in order to win one medal.


  


  “Grid would’ve been like me,” Kraugel stated.


  


  This caused Chris to shrug. “Well, there is no need to talk about him.”


  


  If Grid were here, everybody apart from his group might pray that he failed to attack the gate. He would probably monopolize all four gates alone.


  


  “Anyway, let’s do well.” Chris extended his hand for a handshake with Kraugel, while the other players comforted themselves. 


  


  How high was Kraugel’s status? He was a person who ignored hundreds of players asking for his autograph, let alone a handshake? It was impossible. Everyone thought this, but Kraugel unexpectedly responded to the handshake. Chris was Grid’s colleague and a great person who deserved respect for his achievements and talents.


  


  “Yes. We might’ve chosen the worst enemy, so we should be nervous.” 


  


  “The worst enemy?”


  


  Was there a difference in strength even in the four heavenly kings? If so, how could Kraugel distinguish it? Feeling confused, Chris turned his attention toward the gate. The guardian, who looked somewhat easy-going, was wearing a hat that covered his face. It was a hat that elders liked to wear.


  


  “...Is he really the worst enemy? Are you sure?”


  


  “Unfortunately, yes,” Kraugel confirmed as he looked at the environment spread around the gate. It was a mudflat, and it looked good for farming and harvesting seafood.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  In the Demon King’s castle beyond the gates, Grid was still free from the cameras and he devoted himself to smelting. The golden mineral pavranium was flowing from the portable furnace. He had melted the myth-rated item, Blade Aiming at the Gods.


  


  The National Competition’s server was separate from the game. Thus, it wouldn’t affect him if he destroyed an item here.


  


  “This is enough.” Grid finished smelting the pavranium and used Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation.


  


  [What item do you want to create?]


  


  “A cannon.”


  


  The basics of defending was wide area firepower. What if it was an automatic firing cannon? Every time the cooldown ended, Grid grinned viciously and used the Alarm spell. Even the evil smile Seuron wore as he sacrificed his group members couldn’t be compared to Grid’s smile.




  Chapter 951


  The National Competition’s server was handled separately from the game server. The items and character information that were changed in the National Competition server didn’t affect the main server. This was one of the newly applied rules for the 4th National Competition.


  


  Most players welcomed this rule with open arms. They witnessed the pain and anger of players who lost their items in the last National Competition and were severely hurt. It was natural to welcome the new rule since it was a safeguard to prevent more victims.


  


  Then the Demon King’s subjugation started. The players realized why the new rule was applied.


  


  [The Durnehild Shield has lost all durability and has been destroyed!]


  


  [Destroyed items will automatically be restored once the gate is breached.]


  


  “Kuek...!”


  


  20 minutes after the start of the Demon King subjugation event, this sound resonated from the north, south, east. and west gates. The rankers. who were armed with unique or legendary items just 20 minutes ago, now looked like they were wearing rags.


  


  That’s right. This was why the S.A Group separated the National Competition server from the game server. It was purely to protect the rights of the players. This was to show consideration for the players who would lose everything to the mighty four heavenly kings. It was an internal arrangement after deciding that Grid would play the Demon King.


  


  “Cough, cough! No way...!”


  


  At the west gate, the German representative—Weldon—was pale as he coughed up blood. He was a veteran who participated in numerous raids, but he hardly ever experienced his shield being destroyed. The only occasions where his shield had been destroyed was when the raid had lasted for more than eight hours. Yet the knight called Benz broke Weldon’s shield in just 20 minutes. Additionally, Weldon wasn’t the only tanker present. Weldon was one of 20 tankers, and Benz’ attacks had only hit him 15 times. This meant the Lv. 8 High-grade Shield skill and his unique shield had lost all their durability in only 15 hits.


  


  Weldon chose to be a defensive player instead of an evasive player. This fact meant that Benz’ attack power was reminiscent of Overgeared King Grid of last year. No, it was obviously above Grid’s.


  


  “There are the four heavenly kings and then the Demon King... How do we clear this?” Weldon lost his fighting spirit and expressed his despair. They were words that could reduce the entire team’s morale, but no one blamed Weldon. It was because most of Group B understood Weldon’s feelings or felt the same way.


  


  However, the other half was still calm. They weren’t weak-minded enough to be swayed by Weldon’s hasty remark or stupid enough to make this 20-minute battle meaningless. After analyzing Benz throughout the battle, they had a good understanding of her attack patterns and characteristics.


  


  ‘It isn’t a style that spams many skills. First, she only uses a skill after creating a gap with a basic attack.’


  


  ‘The wide-area attacks aren’t a big threat. It can unleash enough firepower to kill people, but it is strictly limited to a single group.’


  


  ‘Her defense is high, but she has no healing ability. The biggest problem...’


  


  ‘...The lower her health, the higher the attack power.’


  


  ‘She is a berserker.’


  


  The west gate’s guardian Benz…


  


  Her real name was Mercedes. As Grid’s knight and a legendary knight, she was armed with the Hero King’s Armor—a myth-rated armor made by Grid. The greatest strength of the Hero King’s Armor was the option of increasing attack power every time she was hit.


  


  However, the players didn’t know Benz’ identity or her armor’s options. The players analyzed that Benz got stronger as her health declined due to her berserker class.


  


  “Berserkers have a fatal weakness. In exchange for increasing attack power, their defense is lowered. If we aim for the right timing, it can be a fatal wound.”


  


  “Everyone, save your ultimate skills. Once the target’s health falls below a certain level, we will unleash a full offensive.”


  


  Group B had 59 survivors. 41 players had died in just 20 minutes. They were the strongest people representing their countries, and they didn’t die easily. Every time they hit Benz, the damage accumulated, and her health was now far below 70%.


  


  ‘Just a little bit more.’


  


  ‘Once her health is at 30%... No, it will be decided the moment it reaches 40%.’


  


  Group B blocked Benz while gathering near Eat Spicy Jokbal. It was because Eat Spicy Jokbal could make an instant dungeon and change the structure to be advantageous to his allies. As they got closer to Eat Spicy Jokbal, the terrain became more favorable and they would receive a small number of buffs.


  


  Coke stood between the towering barriers and pulled out a shield and chains. He discarded attack power and focused on defense and CC. “I will play the role of the tanker until the dungeon is completed.”


  


  “Can you handle it?”


  


  “Everyone here is excellent... There is also Teacher Peak Sword. I can hold on.”


  


  “Okay, I will focus on completing the dungeon.”


  


  Eat Spicy Jokbal trusted Coke. Who could he trust if he didn’t trust the talented person recognized by Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers? Eat Spicy Jokbal believed that Coke would endure well. It was as he expected. Coke used the chains and shield to neutralize Benz’ attacks. He blocked Benz’ sword and gave his teammates a chance to hit her.


  


  Five minutes passed by. For a whole five minutes, Coke endured Benz’ aggro alone. Of course, it was due to the help of his teammates. The heals of the priests and the buffs of the paladins were concentrated on Coke, while the magicians bombarded Benz with spells. It seemed like two people fighting one-on-one in a narrow passage, but this was definitely a 59-against-1 fight.


  


  However, Coke quickly became nervous. Engaging with a higher level opponent brought about a sudden drop in stamina. It would be dangerous if he didn’t manage it properly. Additionally, the shock that was transmitted every time Benz hit his shield was too great. As Benz’ health decreased and attack power increased, the priests healing Coke couldn’t keep up.


  


  “Coke!”


  


  It was a breathtaking moment. Coke heard his name being called from behind and reflexively bent over. A red line was drawn above him. It was Iyarugt, which had been charged to 70% magic power in Iyarugt’s Sheath and entered the Excited State. Benz’ chest was stabbed, and she collapsed for the first time since the battle began. Her health gauge fell to 40% as she staggered. At this moment...


  


  “...Sweet.”


  


  Due to his excited state, Iyarugt appeared in reality. The elderly horned demonkin enjoyed the air in his lungs as he looked at Mercedes. He was the strongest swordsman of hell who fought with great demons. Despite his weakened state, his senses were still sharp and he judged that Benz was strong. Thus, he didn’t have time to savor the sweet air and swung his sword.


  


  “Great Mountain Lineage.” Mercedes used White Tiger’s Attitude under a different name. This was a skill attached to the World Crushing Sword of the Noble White Tiger. Benz unleashed all types of attacks. 


  


  Coke swapped to his sword instead of the chains, and he used his ultimate skill along with the rest of Group B. They were aiming for the fact that a berserker’s defense was reduced every time their health fell. This decision was a mistake. After all, Benz wasn’t a berserker. It was due to an item that she increased her attack power every time she lost health, and she didn’t receive the penalty of lower defense because she wasn’t a berserker. No, she was now in a state with higher defense. White Tiger’s Attitude was a skill that increased defense by 198% in exchange for an 80% drop in attack power.


  


  “What...?”


  


  “T-This is ridiculous!”


  


  The result was far below Group B’s expectations. Benz used Noble Valor and Knight’s Resolution to raise her defense to the extreme and still had 20% health left, despite being hit by the ranker’s ultimate skills. Benz’ armor was surrounded by a purple and red aura. Everyone was overwhelmed by the energy that reminded them of Grid’s fighting energy.


  


  The bandage covering Benz’ eyes crumbled and was completely peeled off. The deep eyes that seemed to contain the universe looked at the source of Group B’s power, including Iyarugt.


  


  [The West Gate Guardian Benz’ deep eyes are looking at you.]


  


  [Some of your stats and skills are forcibly revealed to the West Gate Guardian Benz.]


  


  [You can’t resist.]


  


  [The West Gate Guardian Benz’ sharp sword energy threatens you. The strong pressure is causing your body and mind to shrink back. All speeds are reduced by 30%, and skill casting speed is reduced by 20%.]


  


  [You can’t resist.]


  


  The restriction that fell on them was too powerful. The players were unable to lift the restrictions that appeared at the critical moment. Then a pair of wings emerged from Mercedes’ back. The incomplete fighting energy accumulated in Benz’ armor, and she was able to demonstrate an ultimate attack power as she cut down Iyarugt first.


  


  ‘This...!’


  


  ‘Grid’s....!’


  


  Only two people... The Overgeared members—Coke and Peak Sword—were familiar with Grid, and they realized Benz’ identity. She was the legendary knight, Mercedes. Peak Sword and Coke realized the weight of this name and sensed something. It would be impossible to get through the four heavenly kings and the Demon King.


  


  Everyone started to turn to gray before Benz’ bombardment as she emitted a black (the original was silver) magic power. Two kills with one blow. 10 kills per seconds...


  


  This was a state when all the players’ ultimate techniques were on cooldown. They had just exhausted their strength and couldn’t handle this. Even the dungeon that Eat Spicy Jokbal took time in creating couldn’t survive for long and collapsed.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  [Group B, that was in charge of attacking the west gate, has been wiped out.]


  


  [The West Gate Guardian has received a great deal of damage. It is recommended to attack her before she completely recovers.]


  


  The same notification windows appeared in front of the players of Group A, C, and D.


  


  “...” Everyone’s expressions distorted. Those players of Group B... They were wiped out after 30 minutes of fighting? There was no one who criticized or blamed them. The still surviving members of Groups A, C, and D were all shocked by the strength of the four heavenly kings. They were forced to think that Group B was wiped out because the opponent was too strong, not because the players were weak or made a mistake at a critical moment.


  


  However, the spectators and viewers saw it differently.


  


  “Group B is too weak.”


  


  “It is the only group without an American ranker. There aren’t many Overgeared members or Damian present.”


  


  “I feel sorry for the Koreans. This was a good chance to take away medals from other countries.”


  


  “You feel sorry for them? How many more articles should there be about a small country?” 


  


  “Mei Xiao, have strength! If you win a gold medal, you will become a hero of the people... Huh?”


  


  The Chinese spectators who were shouting excitedly all fell silent. Mei Xiao belonged to Group C. Group C was believed to have incomparable firepower because it contained Zibal who won PvP and Soul Predator Seuron.


  


  [Group C, that was in charge of attacking the south gate, has been wiped out.]


  


  [The South Gate Guardian has received a great deal of damage. It is recommended to attack him before he completely recovers.]


  


  They were wiped out like Group B. It was the same for Damian, Katz, and Jishuka in Group D.


  


  [Group D, that was in charge of attacking the north gate, has been wiped out.]


  


  [The North Gate Guardian has received a great deal of damage. It is recommended to attack him before he completely recovers.]


  


  “No, what is this...!”


  


  The shocked spectators and viewers turned their attention to the last remaining group. Kraugel was being beaten by a rain of seafood. Small shells exploded simultaneously and fired sharp shell pieces, sealing Kraugel’s movements. Then crab claws pinched Kraugel’s Achilles’ heels. The 1st ranked Chris was struggling while trapped in fishnets, and Regas and Pon were rolling around on the mudflat like it was a Mud Festival.


  


  “...”


  


  Would they not be able to even see the Demon King? Everyone in the world was overwhelmed with anxiety. The only exception was Grid. He was merely hammering silently.




  Chapter 952


  [Benz (Mercedes), the foolish and loyal knight, has defeated all invaders. The compensation will be paid after the competition.]


  


  [Vin (Asmophel), the always-second villain who betrayed his companions and gained a heart demon, has defeated all invaders. The compensation will be paid after the competition.]


  


  [Kobold (Noll), the vampire earl who craves praise and affection, has repelled all invaders. The compensation will be paid after the competition.]


  


  The features of the four heavenly kings described by the system made Grid laugh. It was both interesting and bitter that their individual tendencies were expressed realistically.


  


  ‘If I think about Asmophel, I need to resolve the matter with the empress soon...’


  


  Thus, Grid needed to be stronger. He had gotten revenge previously by using Muto and the insane dragon iron, but that was only on the level of child’s play. In order to completely get rid of past debts, he needed force. Grid hit the iron on the anvil with Item Auto Production while waiting for the last notification window.


  


  Although Grid couldn’t say that Piaro was the strongest among the four heavenly kings, Piaro was the person he trusted the most. Piaro was the last remaining heavenly king. Perhaps the last remaining group that Grid was waiting to be destroyed was Kraugel’s group.


  


  Did Grid hope that the players wouldn’t reach the Demon King? No, he didn’t have that type of mindset. In fact, Grid was hoping for players to break through the four heavenly kings. If he fought with them directly and defeated them, he could get more rewards and create the flow that the chairman of the Daejin Group wanted.


  


  ‘The players must suffer before breaking through the four heavenly kings.’


  


  Grid was the only player who knew all the hidden rules of the Demon King subjugation event. He knew that once every group was wiped out in the four heavenly kings stage, they would have the opportunity to resurrect and re-challenge. That’s why he was calm.


  


  ‘In the end, they will come all the way here.’


  


  The Demon King subjugation event was this type of game from the beginning. There were legendary NPCs with an average level of 450. It was realistically difficult for players to raid them at the current time. No, it might’ve been easy originally, but it became difficult once Grid armed them.


  


  Grid made this happen. He didn’t want to see his knights collapse in front of so many people. He wanted to let people know that his knights were strong.


  


  Ttang!


  


  The cannon’s barrel was completed. It was 40 minutes after the start of the event.


  


  [The Demon King’s perk has increased maximum health by 200,000. To date, the total amount of health added is 800,000.]


  


  [Cardin (Piaro), the explorer who was enlightened after glimpsing the universe in a small seed, has defeated all the invaders. The compensation will be paid after the competition.]


  


  “Summoning the Reputation Store.”


  


  [A special service for only the best celebrities!]


  


  A golden carriage fell in front of Grid.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “Waterspout.”


  


  The seawater, mud, all types of fish, and shellfish flew up from the mudflat and formed a giant vortex. It twisted like a rising dragon’s waist and looked threatening. Containing an intensive hardness, the vortex was a purely man-made disaster. The moment he realized this, Kraugel was reminded of a nightmare of being crushed to death. It was from the farmer who had blown away one of Great Demon Belial’s arms. The waterspout in front of him had a different sharp, but it contained a similar energy.


  


  “This waterspout...!” The players screamed as the waterspout rose into the sky and then fell. No, they swore. They were going crazy because they were harassed by bizarre skills such as Flying Pebbles, Clam Digging, Crab Fishing, Drawing Octopus, Calling Seagulls, and Water Sediment. Now they were going to be crushed by a vortex of mud and seafood?


  


  It was more dirty than frightening. As the world watched, they removed the octopus clinging to their faces. They were also pulled down into the mudflat, scratched by scallops and crabs, and bitten by the beaks of the flying seagulls. It wasn’t a glorious fight.


  


  “This XX fisherman...! Uwaah!”


  


  The players were so caught up in their rage that they forgot about the watching crowd as they released their defensive skills. The vortex that fell from the sky crushed the players’ bodies. The heavy weight of the vortex made all their defensive skills meaningless.


  


  “...”


  


  There were only two people who survived on the silent mudflat—Kraugel and Chris.


  


  “...He is the person I know, right?”


  


  The heavenly king called Cardin...


  


  It happened when he used Plankton Sprinkling to make all the shellfish in the area grow rapidly. Chris got a vague idea of Cardin’s identity. Of course, he didn’t admit it until the waterspout was used. Kraugel didn’t deny it. “You are right.”


  


  “...Then the Demon King?”


  


  “Can’t you guess?”


  


  “...How can we win?” Chris became frustrated once he realized the identities of the four heavenly kings and the Demon King. It was an incredible attitude. He was more afraid of Grid than the fisherman in front of him.


  


  “Retrieve Fishing Nets. Shoot Ink.”


  


  The fisherman grabbed two squids from the fishing nets flying through the mudflat and shot them like guns. It was precisely aimed at the eyes, so Kraugel and Chris lost their vision.


  


  “Threading Bait.”


  


  The fisherman flew like a ray of light, caught Chris, and pulled. Then he used the rebound to fly to Kraugel and stab him with a spade.


  


  “Breaking the Shell.”


  


  Originally, it was a fraudulent skill with the name Fated to Perish. Kraugel was troubled during this 0.1-second gap. Should he pull out Quick Command?


  


  ‘No, give up.’


  


  This wasn’t an opponent he could win against even when mobilizing all the numbers. Group A was already wiped out. Kraugel looked at the circumstances and was convinced.


  


  ‘We will be given a chance to re-challenge.’


  


  After five seconds of immortality where he didn’t resist, he died and soon realized that he was correct.


  


  [Group A, that was in charge of attacking the east gate, has been wiped out.]


  


  [The East Gate Guardian has received a great deal of damage. It is recommended to attack him before he completely recovers.]


  


  [All challengers are tasting frustration before the mighty power of the four heavenly kings!]


  


  [The first challenge has failed.]


  


  [The second challenge will begin. All challengers are resurrected.]


  


  [The health of the four heavenly kings is completely restored. However, their skill cooldown isn’t restored, and their stats will drop by 30%.]


  


  [If the second challenge fails, the bronze medal rewards will be removed from the gold, silver, and bronze medal rewards.]


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  7. If the participants fail to break through the gates, the S.A Group might give the right to challenge again to the participants. The method should be discussed with Shin Youngwoo.


  


  This was the 7th clause of the agreement signed between the S.A Group and Grid. The clause had been created due to insecurity and fear about the strength of the four heavenly kings.


  


  “This is what ended up happening.” Chairman Lim Cheolho laughed after confirming that the rankers failed the first challenge. In fact, it was an unexpected result during the early planning stages of the Demon King project. The named NPCs that Grid had been collecting in the last few years were strong, but it wasn’t possible for them to face 100 rankers alone. However, there were variables—the growth of the NPCs and Grid’s ability to make items.


  


  Grid was truly unusual. Other players would bind the named NPCs closer to them and treat them as pets. Meanwhile, Grid gave them freedom. The current situation was the result.


  


  Piaro could do as much field work as he wanted. Asmophel went looking for the remaining Red Knights to take responsibility for his sins. Mercedes was working individually and gaining insights every time Grid was gone. Noll managed the vampire city while controlling his hunger with Piaro’s help.


  


  All of them had grown beyond their predicted ranges. Additionally, Grid had improved his blacksmithing skills, so his legendary and myth rated items turned the four heavenly kings into monsters in just a few months. Wasn’t it unbelievable that 400 rankers couldn’t break through one of the four heavenly kings?


  


  “Was it intentional?” Director Yoon Sangmin asked because he was baffled by the unexpected results. He had a very cautious attitude. “Did Grid thoroughly analyze their tendencies and past, raising them as efficiently as possible in order to bring out the potential of the NPCs to the extreme?”


  


  If so, Grid absolutely wasn’t a fool. He was a genius whose previous actions were all an act. Lim Cheolho shook his head. “It isn’t what he intended.”


  


  “...” Yoon Sangmin also watched the Five Miracles like Chairman Lim Cheolho. The initial animosity toward Grid faded as he watched Grid. That’s why he was well aware. Grid was a man who didn’t calculate things. No, he only calculated after doing things. At least, until last year.


  


  “Grid’s intellectual development is rising, but the way he fostered the four heavenly kings isn’t something obtained from knowledge. It is possible because of his pure heart.”


  


  “Heart...” It was a word that didn’t seem to fit when talking about Grid. Yoon Sangmin leaned back in his chair and laughed pleasantly. “I think I know why you and the development team like Grid so much.”


  


  “I can’t dislike him. Grid is a person who respected our children (NPCs) from the beginning.”


  


  “You must feel sorry.”


  


  “What do you mean?”


  


  “Grid (Demon King) will be defeated.”


  


  The first challenge ended in 40 minutes. The second challenge against the weakened four heavenly kings was likely to end much sooner. The maximum amount of time given to Grid was one and a half hours, which meant his health couldn’t exceed two million. Realistically, it would be difficult to make items.


  


  Chairman Lim Cheolho laughed at Yoon Sangmin’s concern. “You were the one who wrote the contract with Grid, but you haven’t really felt his change. An hour and a half? That is enough time for the current Grid.”


  


  Then he asserted, “A thoroughly prepared Grid is no weaker than the four heavenly kings. He won’t be easily defeated.”


  


  Today, Grid would become the ideal of players and a source of passion.




  Chapter 953


  Time was given to the participants of the Demon King subjugation event to have a meeting. 


  


  They were given 20 minutes. This period of time was not allowed for the four heavenly kings. The cooldown time of the four heavenly kings was frozen in place for 20 minutes. Of course, this time didn’t apply to Grid either. Grid’s accumulated health buff and blacksmithing work also stopped.


  


  “We should have players from the top 20 countries like China, the United States, and Canada all in one team.” This was the opinion of China’s Zhang Jian. “We wanted to secure a few more medals, so the strong people of each country were divided between different teams. It is right to concentrate strength in one team instead of dispersing it.”


  


  “You want to discard the other three teams?”


  


  “Yes, one team can break through the four heavenly kings. Isn’t that the surest way? The players of the other three teams... They will have a chance to win a medal when meeting the Demon King.”


  


  This meeting scene was being broadcasted around the world in real time. The attention and focus of the world were still on the Demon King subjugation event, and many broadcasters were updating their ratings.


  


  Zhang Jian didn’t seem to care. He expressed his cold opinion like he didn’t care about people from other countries swearing at him. However, his opinion had a deadly blind spot.


  


  “If we proceed using this plan, shouldn’t we exclude China from the top team? Aren’t you guys really weak? The cute guys who dropped out first actually want a free bus ride?” That’s right. In the words of Argentina’s representative Seuron, China wasn’t ‘qualified.’ 


  


  After all, two of the three Chinese representatives had been killed the moment the battle began.


  


  “It’s because of you...!” Zhang Jian’s face was red hot, and he tried to refute it.


  


  However, Peak Sword interrupted, “The bad Chinese person should stay quiet. I want to keep the existing teams.”


  


  “What? Bad Chinese? What does that mean?” Zhang Jian was dimly aware of how foreigners divided between good and bad Chinese people.


  


  Zhang Jian trembled from the racial insult, but Peak Sword was a professional. The president of the Patriotic Association was familiar with how to deal with arrogant Chinese and Japanese people. Zhang Jian already lost public sentiment, so Peak Sword openly ignored him and asked for the opinions of the other rankers, “What is your opinion?”


  


  People who liked intimidating the weak would just become cowards in front of a person better than himself. It was as expected. 


  


  “...” Zhang Jian shut his mouth the moment he gave the right to speak to strong people like Kraugel, Chris, and Zibal. He stepped back without further argument. Chris and Zibal agreed with Peak Sword’s opinion.


  


  “It should naturally be like this. We have already fought the opponent once, so next time will be easier.”


  


  All 400 players gathered here had the stats and talent of a ranker. They would be able to double their combat ability when fighting against an opponent they already collected data on. Kraugel was thinking the same thing. “Go with your plan.”


  


  “Okay.”


  


  Grid wasn’t present, so Kraugel was the standard that everyone acknowledged. Once he agreed to the plan, no one opposed him. The 400 members joined their original groups and gathered in front of the gates they already failed to capture once.


  


  “Everybody should already know...? The opponent is weaker. Her stats have dropped by 30%, but it doesn’t change the fact that if certain skills are allowed, we will die in one blow.” At the west gate, Peak Sword led Group B and cautioned his team members. “Think of the opponent as God Grid. Don’t be hit by strong skills.”


  


  “...”


  


  “We fought her for 30 minutes. Don’t you know most of the attack patterns? Everybody can do it. Use defense piercing skills once the opponent uses a skill... Ah, Magician Goshar.”


  


  “Eh?”


  


  “Don’t think about your form when fighting.”


  


  The Overgeared Guild had two top magicians. They were the wind magician Zednos and fire magician Laella. They always said to the magicians of the Overgeared Guild that ‘magicians must fight ugly.’ This meant they had to chant magic spells quickly. Believing in continuous spells like a shield and standing in place to cast spells faster was tantamount to suicide.


  


  As a magician, Goshar naturally knew this. “You are asking me to run around and sweat? Oh, that doesn’t make me feel good.”


  


  The biggest advantage of a magician was ‘coolness.’ Unlike normal combat classes, magicians were the flower of the battlefield who stood in one place and massacred the enemies with their spells. People who selected the magician class in Satisfy were those who lived and died for their form. They were reluctant to show their sweating and ugly appearance when people all over the world were watching. Still, what could they do?


  


  “Well, it can’t be helped if we want to win.”


  


  “I have to win a medal.”


  


  The magicians muttered.


  


  Goshar had pride as a magician. It was foolish to hold onto his pride when the opponent was the strongest boss he encountered so far. At first, his judgment was blurred because he hadn’t expected the opponent to be so strong, but not anymore.


  


  “I will do it properly.” Goshar made up his mind.


  


  Then he reached out a hand to Peak Sword, who shook it. “Yes, let’s win.”


  


  They had to succeed in the second challenge. Since the third challenge would remove the bronze medal compensation, the players’ motivation would drop, leading to a decrease in attack power. The determined players rushed toward the four heavenly kings.


  


  


  


  ***


   


  


  Over at Group D, Jishuka burned with fighting spirit once she discovered the guardian of the north gate.


  


  “This time, I won’t be deceived by your appearance,” Jishuka growled with wild eyes, looking beautiful. The ferocious expression combined with her intense impression exuded a fatal charm. She was like a poisonous apple. However, only one man could poison himself.


  


  “Hey, Damian. Give a blessing to my arrows.”


  


  Kobold—the vampire earl Noll—had something in common with Euphemina. He was a conditional powerhouse. If certain conditions like his satiety and number of allies were met, Noll would be much stronger than Piaro or Mercedes. However, Noll was currently alone. His survival ability was still the best, but in terms of firepower, he was weaker than the other heavenly kings.


  


  In other words, Group D had a chance to win even in the first challenge. They would’ve won if Jishuka hadn’t acted as a supporter and stayed faithful to the role of damage dealer. If only Damian hadn’t focused on wide-area healing and buffed the attack power of Jishuka, Katz, and Haster, Noll’s strength would’ve collapsed faster than expected and Group D alone would’ve broken through the gate in the first challenge.


  


  In the first place, Group D contained the most raid-focused people, so it was normal. However, Group D became passive against Noll’s wide-area magic, and that was the result. Well, it was a normal thing. It was a rule that the original challenge was always the hardest part of a raid. The probability that a raid would be successful when they didn’t know the characteristics and patterns of the boss was very low.


  


  Groups A, B, and C also narrowly missed the boss raid. Group A discovered the method to neutralize the mudflat that enhanced Piaro’s power too late, Group B mistook Mercedes as a berserker, and Group C suffered too much from Asmophel’s sword in the early stages.  


  


  “I understand. I will give you a buff every time you pull out an arrow.” Instead of the middle row where he was responsible for wide-area buffs and healing, Damian took a rear position this time. 


  


  His buffs were concentrated on some of the high rankers like Jishuka, Katz, and Haster. In particular, Jishuka gained an attack buff on her arrows, which were classified as an auxiliary weapon, and her bow. Jishuka aimed precisely at Noll, who was wearing the kobold mask, and fired five arrows. The arrows disappeared into the darkness of the night.


  


  “I’m sorry, Noll. I don’t think I can send you off comfortably because you are too strong.”


  


  ----!


  


  Five arrows were fired silently. A person with the ability to read the trajectory didn’t exist among the players. Even Kraugel’s Super Sensitivity relied on things such as ‘sight’ and ‘sound.’ However, Jishuka’s arrows didn’t contain these things.


  


  One arrow hit Noll in the forehead, one in the foot, another in the other foot...


  


  A total of five arrows struck Noll with almost no time difference. Noll’s head shot back, and blood sprinkled down like rain.


  


  “The battle has commenced.” Jishuka’s alluring voice boosted Group D’s morale.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  The second clash between the 400 players and the four heavenly kings was greatly different from the first challenge. The attacks of the players threatened the four heavenly kings while the hit rate of the four heavenly kings fell greatly. In particular, each group could immediately detect the signs of the wide-area skills.


  


  “They really are rankers.”


  


  “Yes. I didn’t know it could be like this.”


  


  The spectators and viewers were stunned. They had to admire the rankers’ analytical skills and co-operation several times. The four heavenly kings weren’t losing just because their stats had fallen by 30%. In the second challenge, their skills and characteristics were being targeted.


  


  Vin’s quick sword, which seemed like a video playing at double speed, stopped due to the interference of Group C’s cooperation.


  


  Kobold, who kept recovering his health like an endless spring, became tired from the bombardment of Jishuka’s arrows.


  


  Benz’ stamina was worn down by the magicians who ran around and cast spells at her.


  


  The four heavenly kings tried to use their secret techniques, but the players could now read the timing. They used skills that ignored defense to quickly exhaust the health gauges of the four heavenly kings. In the first place, it was a 100 against 1 fight. With 100 people aiming at one person, at least one in ten would hit even if most of them missed. The four heavenly kings had limited health and couldn’t cope with the damage forever.


  


  In particular, the attack power of the representatives of each group like Kraugel, Chris, Zibal, Peak Sword, Jishuka, and Haster was a threat to the four heavenly kings. In the end...


  


  [Kobold of the North Gate has fallen.]


  


  [Group D has succeeded in attacking the North Gate.]


  


  [The top contributor to the attack on the North Gate is Brazil’s representative, Jishuka!]


  


  [The second place contributor to the attack on the North Gate is Japan’s representative, Damian!]


  


  [The third place contributor to the attack on the North Gate is Japan’s representative, Katz!] 


  


  The first victory occurred 37 minutes after the battle commenced.


  


  “Waaaaahhhhh!” The excited spectators and viewers cheered enthusiastically at the performance. They witnessed the skills of the rankers in real time and naturally expected the end of the Demon King. It was hard to imagine that he could deal with 400 rankers alone, no matter how majestic he was in his two appearances.


  


  “Go! Jishuka!”


  


  “Kraugel! Kraugel! Kraugel!”


  


  “Peak Sword is so cool!”


  


  “I want a magic machine!”


  


  Forgetting about race and nationality, all the spectators and viewers united as one. It was the first time this occurred in the National Competition. The Demon King had become the enemy of all humanity.




  Chapter 954


  [The North Gate Guardian has fallen.]


  


  [The scattered gray soul is saying sorry to you.]


  


  [The North Gate has been breached! The momentum of the invaders is soaring into the sky!]


  


  “...This is unexpected.” Grid was surprised as he purchased the necessary materials from the Reputation Store. He wasn’t surprised that the first gate was breached in 37 minutes. This timing was similar to Grid’s expectations. Rather, he was surprised that the North Gate, which was protected by Noll, was the first to be broken.


  


  ‘I didn’t know Noll would be the first to lose.’


  


  Prior to the National Competition, Grid had made the Valhalla of Strong Trust for Noll. The myth rated armor based on Valhalla of Infinite Affection had the effect of increasing health recovery, reducing the damage received and acquiring additional defense (maximum of 100) when facing multiple opponents. He could be called the strongest tanker among the four heavenly kings, yet he was the first to fall.


  


  ‘This is despite the title effect...’


  


  Noll would unconditionally try to escape if health fell below 10%. Even Noll’s powerful survival instinct wasn’t enough. Honestly shocked that Noll was the first to be defeated, Grid was forced to think about a variety of cases.


  


  “Magic Missile.” Once the cooldown of Alarm ended, Grid took out Belial’s wand and set the time of the spell. 


  


  “...Immobile Fortress became a poison.”


  


  The passive skill attached to Valhalla of Strong Trust, Immobile Fortress. It reflected damage every time the armor durability fell by a certain amount and was a more useful skill than Moving Fortress in certain circumstances. That said, it did have a fatal weakness that made it impossible for the wearer to move when it was used. This was likely the part that caught Noll’s ankle.


  


  ‘Additionally, Jishuka and Damian are in the group that attacked the North Gate.’


  


  Based on what Grid knew, there were few players who had an attack power high enough to pose a deadly threat to Noll. Among them, Jishuka was the only one capable of dealing ‘continuous’ high damage. If Damian had given her wings, Noll wouldn’t have been able to hold on for long.


  


  “Alarm. Magic Missile,” Grid once again set up the spells and then looked at an item from the Reputation Store. His heart wasn’t affected by Noll’s death. He didn’t feel any interest in the words, ‘I’m sorry.’


  


  This was conclusive proof that this Noll was a fake.


  


  ‘I’m sorry... The operating team doesn’t know Noll’s nature.’


  


  Noll was still young and dependent. The real Noll would’ve felt resentment at the moment of death. Why hadn’t Grid come to help while he was suffering such shame and humiliation? Yes, the four heavenly kings only inherited the powers of their bodies and not their appearances or personalities. It would be a waste of his emotions to think about their pain and humiliation. 


  


  Grid kept thinking this as he controlled his heart.


  


  “...”


  


  Still, it didn’t work. The unbearable anger was boiling up. Like a sticky liquid, it was hard to remove. It was anger toward himself. Noll’s death had arrived faster than expected. Grid got distracted when he thought that the cause of Noll’s death was the item he had made.


  


  ‘You jerk.’


  


  Unlike the players, a NPC’s life was finite. Grid respected them and cared for them. He vowed to give more than 10 of his lives for them.


  


  ‘I can’t make only one item.’


  


  The Noll he was worried about was currently guarding the vampire city. What if someone invaded the city? What if Noll trusted and relied on the armor that Grid made? If this was the poison that ended up hurting Noll...


  


  “I also...” Grid trembled as he was reminded of Khan. His right hand, which was swinging the hammer, was white. Then a new notification window emerged.


  


  [The South Gate Guardian has fallen into the moat.]


  


  [The scattered gray soul melting in the water is saying sorry to you.]


  


  [The South Gate has been breached! The roar of the invaders has penetrated the battlefield!]


  


  It was exactly nine minutes after the North Gate was broken. The second victim was Asmophel’s clone, Vin. Grid wasn’t shaken. This was a sin committed by the desire to be first. Asmophel’s mind and body were tempered from confronting the sin he couldn’t escape. These days, he practiced a swordsmanship that transcended the concept of time.


  


  ‘It would be hard for him to deal with a large number of enemies alone.’


  


  Compared to the other heavenly kings, Asmophel was incomplete. Unlike Piaro and Mercedes, he wasn’t a legend. Nor had he been born with the highest pedigree like Noll. Asmophel’s flames of his swordsmanship were a double-edged sword that melted even his own body. He had yet to reach the threshold of transcendence, and it would be difficult for him to cope with 100 rankers when his stats had fallen by 30%.


  


  [The price of the selected item is 999 reputation points. Do you want to buy it?]


  


  The time between when he accepted the Demon King project and when the National Competition started—Grid had worked diligently in the three months given to him. He had spent time thinking around the clock as he worked hard to improve the odds. Not only had he carried out various quests and adventures while strengthening the equipment of the four heavenly kings, he had also studied how he could use his cards more efficiently.


  


  One of them was the use of the Reputation Store. There were various types of products in the Reputation Store such as food, elixirs, skill reinforcements, magic scrolls, boxes containing various items, boxes containing pets, minerals, jewelry, ingredient boxes, and so on. Expectations were very high. They were products that guaranteed a minimum of performance or ratings in exchange for high prices.


  


  First of all, Grid naturally planned to purchase the Sweet Candy, which raised all stats by 30%. The Sweet Candy only lasted five minutes, but he could buy up to five. Thus, he would be able to maintain this top condition for 25 minutes. However, after thinking about it a bit more, he felt that this wasn’t the best way.


  


  The new product that Grid focused on was the cheapest item in the Reputation Store. It was the 999 reputation point random machine.


  


  [Draw! Draw! Draw it!] 


  


  [The random drawing machine!


  


  If you spend 999 reputation points here, you can get a variety of items from the store at a random cheap price!


  


  * Limited edition items aren’t included.


  


  * There is a certain probability of acquiring experience increase potions.


  


  Price: 999 reputation points.]


  


  The explanation that they could get various items sold at a random price was a trick. Grid was reminded of old memories. He had used the random machine to gain an experience buff potion, only to get the Pretty Hairpin and Most Delicious Skewers in the World.


  


  Of the two items, the skewers couldn’t be found in the sales list on the Reputation Store. It had come from the random machine. The past Grid hadn’t questioned it. He had only felt angry that he had gotten a useless item.


  


  ‘Things are different now that I think about it again.’


  


  Grid came to a conclusion after thinking about it. He concluded that the magical random machine could draw items sold in every shop in every corner of the world. Otherwise, the appearance of the skewers was nothing more than a bug, and there were no bugs in Satisfy. Only unkind tricks existed.


  


  “Go.”


  


  Even if his judgment was correct, wasn’t the probability of drawing a good product extremely low? He thought it might be more stable to go with the candy and magic scrolls, but what was an adventure without risk? Grid didn’t hesitate. He had a high good luck stat now. His good luck stat was a huge 631 points. It would be nice if he were renamed the King of Luck.


  


  ‘The Challenger Store on Fog Island sold a variety of elixirs, skills, and scrolls.’


  


  Grid was convinced. There were many secret stores around the world that he didn’t know about yet, and these stores might sell items beyond imagination.


  


  ‘It will be a super jackpot even if I only gain a few of them.’


  


  First, Grid needed confirmation. In the real game, reputation points weren’t something that could be easily used. This was an opportunity to invest only in the random drawing machine. It would be a good experience. Even if the result of the drawing was ruined, all his other preparations were complete, so he could perform the role of the Demon King sufficiently.


  


  Grid made up his mind and pressed the button.


  


  [999 reputation points have been consumed to buy the ‘Draw! Draw! Draw it!’ item. You have 219,540 reputation points remaining.]


  


  [...!!!]


  


  [Your high good luck stat has brought about a positive result!]


  


  [The Immediate Item Completion Scroll has been acquired!}


  


  “...?”


  


  Um, what was this? Did he see wrong? Grid was absent-minded for a moment and doubled checked the result again.


  


  “...Umm.”


  


  It might be better to stop the drawing and buy the candy and other items. Grid ignored his earlier decision and thought this sincerely.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  『 After a long struggle...! It was a really fierce struggle. Finally...!! 』 


  


  『 The 400 players have breached all four gates! 』


  


  『 The cooperation between players that transcended nationality was very beautiful and inspiring. 』


  


  『 Thanks to Satisfy, humanity is one! So cool! 』


  


  The commentators of each country were excited, and people all over the world cheered. The 400 players’ first and second challenges which took a total of 1 hour and 40 minutes to complete had been fierce and beautiful. Their journey was an unforgettable sight that settled deep within the hearts of the world.


  


  『 Now, only the Demon King is left! 』


  


  『 Demon King... He is really strong. I couldn’t imagine the Demon King falling after seeing him in his surprise appearance event. 』


  


  『 Same here. However, it is different now. 』


  


  『 Yes, our heroes now know how to work together. They are no longer rivals but companions who trust and rely on each other. 』


  


  『 That’s right! The 400 heroes can defeat the mighty Demon King! 』


  


  The commentators couldn’t suppress their excitement. In their eyes, the 400 players on stage were real heroes. The crowd present and the audience watching in front of the screen were the same. The rankers—they were the handful of geniuses among the two billion players who many people envied and aspired to become.


  


  People believed in the propaganda about the players and prayed that they would win. The Demon King was an artificial intelligence. They didn’t want to see the players, who were representing their country, get defeated and were frustrated by the mere sight of monsters.


  


  [Breaking through all the gates has opened the way to the Demon King’s castle.]


  


  Kraugel, Chris, Jishuka, Damian, Zibal, Haster, Peak Sword, and so on—the 400 players followed the most active representatives of their group and moved along the passage. There was a wide open door at the end of the passage. They passed the door and entered a great hall.


  


  “...”


  


  No one was able to rush into the great hall. A music box was being played from deep inside the dark great hall. It was an instrumental song that greatly heightened the tension and anxiety.


  


  “Everyone please cooperate. Maintain a close, compact formation. The tankers will place shields in front of them and take the outskirts. The magicians will be inside and cast defense spells.”


  


  This was Chris’ order. After recognizing the identity of the Demon King, he knew how important it was to be thoroughly prepared. He was one of the 10 meritorious retainers and well aware of Grid’s large-scale bombardment attack using the spell ‘Alarm’.


  


  “Let’s do as Chris says.”


  


  Close, compact formation...? Someone complained, saying it wasn’t a real war. However, most players followed Chris’ words. It was because they had gotten good results fighting the heavenly kings once they listened to his orders. Yes, now was the time for cooperation. They wouldn’t be able to fight the Demon King by playing solo. The Demon King would naturally be stronger than the four heavenly kings.


  


  The magician Goshar encouraged them, “He is an opponent that magic doesn’t work against. Like Chris said, concentrate on defensive spells and build up your contribution. Don’t you know? If you stay alive and protect people, you can win a gold medal.”


  


  “Isn’t it unconscionable to forgo the shield while aiming for a gold medal?”


  


  “T-That’s right.”


  


  “Hahaha.”


  


  The atmosphere gradually relaxed, and the players were no longer influenced by the disturbing music. Everyone had a determined expression. They took a deep breath and slowly entered the hall while maintaining their ranks. The magicians cast light spells, and the darkness retreated.


  


  “You’re late.”


  


  They saw a huge organ with the Demon King standing beside it. Simultaneously, a notification window rose.


  


  [The Demon King has appeared.]


  


  The contents were short, but there was a sense of weight.


  


  “Shields!” Chris reminded the tankers that there was likely to be an early offensive, and they instantly set up their shields. Then a deafening sound entered their ears. Shells flew, penetrating through the magicians’ shield and crushing the tankers’ shields.


  


  “A cannon?”


  


  “Kuoock...! Keep the formations!”


  


  “Hey! Get up quickly! Raise the shields!!”


  


  It was an unexpected form of attack, and it was too strong and heavy. Dust rose while the players became dizzy. This only lasted for 2–3 seconds. However, this was enough time for the Demon King. The Demon King rushed through the attacks of the ranged damage dealers and reached Seuron of Argentina. Seuron—he was the person who said that ‘Grid has hemorrhoids’ in an interview.


  


  ‘This guy?’


  


  He was smiling? Seuron read the expression of the Demon King and felt a chill.


  


  “Death Penalty,” the Demon King’s dismal voice rang out. 


  


  Seuron couldn’t even tell if it was a sword or a spear that pierced his chest. “...”


  


  Beyond the great pillar of gray light, the red light around the Demon King shone. The players didn’t dare look at it.




  Chapter 955


  Grid knew the most efficient way to break a group. The Seven Guilds, the Immortal Guild, the Eternal Kingdom, the Saharan Empire, the vampires, the Red Knights, and so on—he had struggled against so many groups that it would be sad if he hadn’t acquired some methods. Grid had been learning slowly but steadily. It wasn’t uncommon.


  


  [You have put the Sweet Candy in your mouth.]


  


  [All stats will increase by 30% for 5 minutes until the candy is melted.]


  


  [Blacksmith's Rage has been used. Attack power has increased by 25%, and attack speed has increased by 40% for one minute.]


  


  The moment the players entered through the door with a terrible sound—as if recreating the screams of the four heavenly kings—he brought out all of his power. Fear...


  


  A group of people could easily collapse when their most primitive emotions were provoked. This simple and dishonest emotion spread quickly.


  


  ‘Pinnacle Kill.’


  


  It was a skill that dealt 2,000% of his attack power.


  


  “Death Penalty.”


  


  It had a different name though. This was an example of the greatness of the power of language. Seuron hurriedly moved his sword when he saw the attack, but he couldn’t stop it. The Demon King’s sword turned in a direction that was impossible and pierced Seuron’s chest.


  


  [Critical!]


  


  The death penalty became a reality. Seuron made a disbelieving expression as he turned to gray, and Grid calmly received the doubtful gazes. Although Seuron would never know, this was an act of forgiveness from Grid. He would forgive Seuron for spreading the rumor about hemorrhoids. Grid was truly generous.


  


  “...” His eyes penetrated through the people to someone in the rear. He could see Kraugel standing there with folded arms. The gazes of the two people met in the air.


  


  “Crazy...!”


  


  “Everybody stay calm! Surround him!”


  


  The players surrounded Grid. It was shocking that Seuron, one of the key players, had died with a single blow. However, the players weren’t cowardly enough to fear a single death, nor were they loyal enough to feel angry. They just tried to be as impersonal as possible as they attacked the Demon King.


  


  The link between shield and spear was precise as they prepared for a counterattack by setting up the shield. The Demon King was hit by a few moves and attempted to counterattack, but he escaped into the air when he was interrupted by the shields.


  


  ‘A fierce boss.’


  


  ‘This is the real deal...’


  


  Gulp. It was a deadlock after a short engagement. The players looked up at the Demon King in the air and couldn’t help gulping. He had long black hair, three horns on the forehead, red eyes shining behind the grey mask, two wings, hands that were bigger than his face, and nails as sharp as blades. With an upright posture, the Demon King was both arrogant and intimidating. The mouth under his mask seemed to be smiling, and the players felt like they were being treated as insects.


  


  ‘The name is completely different.’


  


  Most of the named NPCs in Satisfy had gold names. However, the name ‘Demon King’ was a deep red color with gold framing. It felt extraordinary while giving off a sense of oppression.


  


  “Scatter!”


  


  How many seconds passed by? The time it took to observe the Demon King wasn’t long, but could it be called only a moment? Rain started falling from the sky.


  


  “....!” Chris’ shout unfroze the players’ stopped time. The astonished players moved backward. However, their distance to the Demon King was very close. It was difficult to open up the distance since they had surrounded the Demon King when he jumped into the middle of the enemy camp.


  


  Suddenly, the Demon King descended and grabbed the face of a slow tanker. Then he whispered, “Storm of Slaughter.”


  


  It was originally the field magic called Storm Demonic Energy Field. The strong wind and rain caused players to slow down, while lightning fell continuously toward the players who couldn’t escape from the area of the spell. The players tried to block the lightning with their shields or weapons, but it wasn’t easy because the lightning acted like a magnet that pushed or pulled the items.


  


  “...” The players, who barely escaped from the area of the spell, stared at the battlefield with gaping mouths. The German representative, Weldon, was like a helpless herbivore as he was held by the Demon King. A series of lightning strikes whirled around the two of them, destroying dozens of players. Gray pillars rose amidst the raging screams and streams of flowing blood. The lava flowing on the ground produced steam, making the atmosphere seem much more dangerous.


  


  “Weldon! What are you doing?”


  


  “Steady yourself!"


  


  The German players desperately cried out, but Weldon couldn’t come to his senses. Was it because the Demon King’s hand strength was so great that Weldon couldn’t move? No, this wasn’t the reason why. After all, Weldon was the 6th ranked guardian knight and had several skills to escape from physical strength.


  


  Then was he shrinking back because of fear? This was hard to deny. It was a lie to say that he wasn’t afraid of the Demon King who had killed Seuron with one blow and lifted Weldon up with one hand. However, the basic character of a tanker was to ‘confront fear.’ If Weldon was a person who couldn’t confront fear, he wouldn’t have become a tanker. So, why couldn’t Weldon shake off the hand of the Demon King?


  


  “Huung...”


  


  It was because the fingers touching his forehead, cheeks, and neck conveyed a strange sensation to him. The sensation was close to pleasure, and Weldon didn’t want to miss this pleasure. He couldn’t escape from the hands of the Demon King. The rankers saw his heavy breathing and realized belatedly...


  


  ‘Is it bewitchment magic?’


  


  ‘An incubus type? He looked cool from the beginning.’


  


  ‘Shit, this is a headache.’


  


  It was outside the field magic. 


  


  “Shit! Don’t be absent-minded and use your shields!” Goshar shouted to the magicians as he protected Weldon by covering him with earth. Then the confused people started to move in the same direction. The melee used their ranged skills on the Demon King, while the magicians overlapped several layers of shields on their allies being attacked by the field magic.


  


  Still, it was too late. This was a storm created by the Grid who had eaten the candy. The rankers who entered the field for even a few seconds were already walking the path of death.


  


  “This...!”


  


  “What damage...!”


  


  The number of gray pillars increased, and the magicians became impatient. They tried to find allies who were still alive, but their targets were burned to ashes every time. It was meaningless.


  


  “Regas, stop.” Pon stopped Regas, who was about to fly into the Demon King’s field to rescue his allies, and looked at Jishuka. There was a huge firebird behind Jishuka.


  


  “Fly Up!”


  


  The red phoenix unleashed a rain of fire. The skill released from this myth rated Red Phoenix Bow was different from the skill of Grid’s reproduced legendary rated Red Phoenix Bow. It was much more powerful and had the ability to heal all allies within range.


  


  “Wah!”


  


  The players and spectators had already witnessed the scene where Jishuka’s red phoenix had killed the heavenly king and rescued her allies. They didn’t doubt that Jishuka’s red phoenix would save the players who were trapped in the evil Demon King’s field. Yet...


  


  “Bah,” The Demon King scoffed and reached out toward the red phoenix. The huge red phoenix was sucked into the Demon King’s hand, disappearing without a trace. This was the Skill Deletion effect attached to Dark Bus’ Ring. Grid was prepared to bring out all his cards today. It wasn’t just for the compensation but for Yura as well.


  


  ‘You can’t go anywhere.’


  


  The surprised players were frozen like stone statues after seeing the red phoenix disappear. Grid turned his gaze toward the camera, conveying his will to Yura who was watching the game.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  『 No, what is this? Isn’t it a provocation? 』


  


  『 It is obvious, no matter how I look at it. 』


  


  The commentators were horrified when the camera zoomed in on the Demon King’s face. It was as if the Demon King was saying, ‘The heroes, whom you believe in and are cheering for, are just bugs to me.’ 


  


  Grid would be sad if he knew this. Feeling conscious of Yura, he was displaying a smile that was as gentle as he could make possible, but the world thought of it as a rotten smile.


  


  『 As soon as I spoke, the storm was lifted! 』


  


  『 The power of the skill is strong, but the duration seems short. It should also have a long cooldown time. The players must aim for this time. 』


  


  『 Players Regas and Pon are taking the lead! Ah! After Player Pon’s spear pierced the Demon King’s feet, Player Regas’ kick has raised his chin! What a pass! 』


  


  『 Damian’s buff is concentrated on Chris and Jishuka! Player Chris’ sword tried to cut down the Demon King, but the Demon King avoided it! 』


  


  『 The Demon King is very conscious of Chris’ attack. You can see that he is never getting hit. Ah! Even the Demon King can’t avoid Jishuka’s arrow! 』


  


  『 Player Jishuka’s arrow pierced the Demon King’s chest, and he can’t swing his sword! 』


  


  It was a really exquisite move. Jishuka was well aware of the fact that the Demon King had a higher defense and health than the four heavenly kings. Rather than attempting to hit a mortal wound, she attacked his right hand which held a weapon. It was to cause a physical constraint where he couldn’t use weapons. The Demon King tried to swap the weapon to his other hand.


  


  『 Mei Xiao’s cloth is binding the Demon King’s left arm! 』


  


  『 Katz’ bloody storm and Peak Sword are attacking the Demon King! 』


  


  The 400-against-1 fight had started. The players, who had fought the four heavenly kings twice, joined forces to hit the Demon King thoroughly. The Demon King, who seemed like he would never collapse in his first appearance, was now being hit one-sidedly.


  


  The players and spectators cheered. However, the Overgeared members knew the identity of the Demon King and got shivers.


  


  ‘It is a trap!’


  


  There was a reason why the Demon King stood in place and maintained the disadvantageous fight. He would definitely be aiming for something but they realized it too late.


  


  -Kuhahahaha! The sound of the Demon King’s laughter came from the other side. The players’ gazes naturally turned toward that direction. They were baffled. The thought that the Demon King who attacked them was just a clone and that the real Demon King was the one laughing filled the minds of the players.


  


  Unfortunately, this was a false judgment. The laughter in the distance was just a trick that Grid set up with the Alarm spell.


  


  “I will seal one eye.”


  


  “...!?”


  


  The players looked away from the direction of the laughter back to the Demon King. Then they saw it. The Demon King had escaped from the encirclement.


  


  “Kneel Down.”


  


  The skill was originally named 100,000 Army Blockade Sword. It dealt 20% damage to all visible enemies and had the ‘blockage’ effect for three seconds. Blocked targets couldn’t move, and their skills or magic would also be sealed off. The disadvantage was that it consumed fighting energy, but the Undefeated King’s swordsmanship exerted great power when facing a large number of people and it now neutralized all players. The melee fighters who were using skills and the magicians who were casting magic—they were forced to their knees simultaneously.


  


  “...” The commentators, audience members, and viewers went silent. It was shocking to see hundreds of rankers kneeling before the Demon King.


  


  “Kuek...! Kuoock...!”


  


  The battlefield became calm like the previous fierce atmosphere was a lie. Some people couldn’t understand, some people trembled with fright, and some others were angry. Only one person...


  


  “...” Only Sword Saint Kraugel was standing upright and watching the Demon King. Everyone’s gaze was on him. They wanted Kraugel to protect his colleagues from the Demon King. However, Kraugel didn’t meet their expectations. He just stood still.


  


  “Let’s compete in the final showdown.”


  


  This was the promise he had made with Grid last year. Kraugel didn’t want to ignore his promise with Grid, even if it led to defeat and criticism from the world.


  


  ‘We will fight one on one.’


  


  Grid read the message in Kraugel’s eyes as he grabbed the neck of the Chinese representative Mei Xiao. His answer was, ‘Yes.’




  Chapter 956


  [The party member ‘Mei Xiao’ has died.]


  


  “No!”


  


  “Dammit!”


  


  The players were either disgusted or furious as they witnessed Mei Xiao falling without being able to resist. It wasn’t because they made friends with Mei Xiao during the short period of the National Competition though. Rather, it was because Mei Xiao had the power to persistently bind the opponent. She was one of the powers necessary to defeat the Demon King.


  


  This was why Grid had suppressed the players’ movements with 100,000 Army Blockade Sword and snatched Mei Xiao instead of harming as many players as possible. Grid had recognized Mei Xiao as a threatening opponent and hit her as soon as possible to increase his chances of winning.


  


  ‘I won’t fall until I am left alone with you.’


  


  Grid looked through the gray pillar, which was created due to Mei Xiao’s death, and gazed at Kraugel who was standing far away. A great number of blasts was heard as he used Fly. Dozens of arrows, daggers, and spears flooded toward Grid. The fortunate thing was that in this urgent situation, there was no magic. None of the magicians aimed attack spells at Grid. It was thanks to the effect of Duke of Wisdom that was properly activated during the Demon King’s Appearance, giving the distorted perception that ‘using magic against the Demon King will be poisonous.’


  


  Lantier’s Cloak reduced the damage done by physical attacks such as stabbing, cutting, and throwing attacks by 20%, and it also had a 10% chance of blocking attacks. The Demon King version came in the form of wings that wrapped around Grid to minimize the damage.


  


  [You have suffered 5,900 damage.]


  


  [You have suffered 7,990...]


  


  [The attack has been blocked!]


  


  [The attack has been blocked!]


  


  [You have suffered 7,540 damage.]


  


  [You have suffered 4,620...]


  


  Grid was able to withstand the intense bombardment of the players who were classified as ‘world-class.’ The time that the four heavenly kings endured had been one hour and 38 minutes. For the current Grid whose total health exceeded 1.9 million, his high defense became a more powerful weapon than usual.


  


  ‘I’m really going crazy!’


  


  ‘He doesn’t have any heals, right? If he can heal himself, this fight will last for more than half a day.’


  


  The players tried not to show it, but they were greatly agitated. Their skills were either blocked or dealt less than 10,000 damage. It was absurd. They used basic skills with a short activation time to track down the Demon King trying to escape. Even so, the monster didn’t receive more than 100,000 damage...? Considering the fact that most players participating in the Demon King subjugation were using high strength unique weapons or legendary weapons, the Demon King’s defense was too high.


  


  “Shit. What the hell? Is he covered in myth-rated things?”


  


  “His stats are too high.”


  


  “Get out of the way!”


  


  The players’ momentum was dying down due to the high defense and fraudulent characteristics of the Demon King. At this moment, a white horse leaped across the rocks toward the Demon King in the sky. One of the 10 meritorious retainers of the Overgeared Kingdom was sitting on the white horse. He had curly hair, a neatly arranged beard, and eyes deeply set in bronze skin. It was the emergence of Pon, who had been popular for a few years with his typical South European good looks.


  


  “I will go with full force, so be careful.”


  


  The Overgeared members were aware of the identity of the Demon King, and Pon was the same. However, Pon didn’t hesitate at all. Grid had become the Demon King behind his colleagues back and instantly turned into an enemy. This was the National Competition. There was no need to discuss friendship on a stage where those participating dreamed of honor and rewards.


  


  “Rail Spear!” Pon gripped the spear tightly, and it became a white line.


  


  He wasn’t the slightest bit shaken. The perfect white light stretched out beautifully and created a white boundary in the sky. It was like a comet penetrating through the universe that was Demon King Grid.


  


  [You have suffered 41,300 damage!]


  


  “Kuek...!”


  


  The greatest advantage of Rail Spear was the damage achieved through its speed and the certain amount of defense that it ignored. Grid couldn’t avoid it and felt a splitting pain in his back. The white horse staggered as it fell to the ground, and Pon grinned at the Demon King.


  


  “Does it hurt? It is a spear made by our leader.” Pon touched a black spear made from Belial’s remains.


  


  His words told of how proud he was. The Overgeared members, including himself and Jishuka, were able to become strong like this because of Grid. Grid laughed. 


  


  ‘I was able to make such items because of all of you.’ He couldn’t say these words because he was currently the Demon King.


  


  Grid avoided some of the wyvern’s breaths pouring from above and turned like a spinning top. He aimed his weapon at the eight players who took the lead to jump off the ground after Pon.


  


  “Tear Apart.” (Link)


  


  “...!” 


  


  Pon’s Rail Spear only created one straight line while Grid’s Link drew 30 lines. The attack power was low compared to Pon’s Rail Spear, and there wasn’t the ‘certain to hit the target’ effect. The advantage was that it was difficult to avoid, and it became more powerful as the energy blades overlapped. By default, Grid’s stats and items significantly exceeded Pon’s.


  


  “Cough!”


  


  “Cough...!”


  


  The eight players had believed they could do it after seeing Pon’s great leap against the Demon King. Nonetheless, they were hit by the Demon King’s great blow and turned to gray. A large amount of blood spilled out as they died and froze on the ground. The commentators were in a stupor.


  


  『 The players couldn’t respond to the Demon King’s attack just now? 』


  


  『 No. The assassins reacted and tried to avoid it, but they failed. They don’t have any flying ability, and it is difficult for them to operate in the air. 』


  


  『 A perfect tanking power and even higher attack power... I don’t know who can knock him down. I’m not a player, but my headache is getting worse. 』


  


  『 The best way was for Player Jishuka and Player Mei Xiao to neutralize him. This is much more difficult now that Mei Xiao is dead. 』


  


  『 Um...? No, this...? 』


  


  『... 』


  


  The commentators of each country fell silent at almost the same time. It was because while analyzing the Demon King, one person came to mind. He was durable, strong, could fly, and had field magic.


  


  ‘...Grid?’


  


  Yes, the Demon King resembled Grid. However, the commentators didn’t let the name Grid emerge from their mouths. It was because the Demon King didn’t have golden hands that moved on their own. Moreover, the Demon King seemed much stronger than Grid. If they mentioned Grid, the absurd formula of Grid > Demon King > fighting 400 players would be made. Thus, they thought it was better to refrain from saying anything.


  


  Meanwhile, some spectators and viewers were rioting. Most of them were Chinese.


  


  “Kraugel, what the hell are you doing? Why are you only watching?”


  


  “Kraugel killed Mei Xiao! Kraugel dropped the Chinese star!”


  


  “Is he waiting to come out until his colleagues are exhausted by the Demon King in order to win medals? What a small-minded guy!”


  


  “He is a despicable bastard who moved countries many times!”


  


  The Chinese people claimed that Mei Xiao was dead because of Kraugel. They felt desperate after the death of Mei Xiao, China’s only hope, and were angry at Kraugel for ignoring Mei Xiao’s death. The people from other countries saw this and thought it was an absurd case of finger-pointing. There was no obligation for the players to help each other when the rewards for the event was based on contribution.


  


  “Even so, it is a bit disgusting.”


  


  “Yes. The other players are cooperating with each other while he is being blatantly greedy alone...”


  


  “He doesn’t need to care about image anymore since he has already been pulled down from the top spot. Let’s see if he can win the gold medal alone as he planned.”


  


  “He won’t be able to hold up his head anymore if he doesn’t win the gold medal.”


  


  In the end, many people started criticizing Kraugel. Kraugel had anticipated this situation, but he didn’t care. In the first place, he participated in the National Competition because of Grid, not honor.


  


  『 Ahh! The players have started fighting back! 』


  


  In the midst of the tumultuous atmosphere, the commentators started shouting loudly. The Japanese representative, Katz, was gathering the blood of his colleagues.


  


  “Blood Spear.”


  


  Eight spears made of blood flew out and pierced the Demon King. Regas jumped up and hit the Demon King while Zibal rode the pegasus and pushed the Demon King with a mysterious magic power.


  


  [The pegasus’ energy is slowly consuming your mana.]


  


  [The pegasus’ energy is slowly consuming your stamina.]


  


  [The pegasus’ energy is slowing down the accumulation rate of fighting energy.]


  


  [The pegasus’ energy is slowing down your mana regeneration rate.]


  


  [Resistance has failed.]


  


  ‘This is tricky. It isn’t a coincidence that he won against Yura.’


  


  The pegasus had the peculiar nature to consume the resources of all enemies within a certain range while hindering recovery. This was a big threat to Grid. The benefits that Grid gained as the Demon King were his health and stamina. There were no mana-related benefits. The pegasus was a big threat to Grid, whose skills consumed a large amount of mana.


  


  Grid thought for a moment before deciding it was better to use Transcend and strike at the pegasus. The battlefield was wide and the pegasus was fast. The shields of the magicians also overlapped in several layers, making it hard for him to penetrate through them. There wasn’t even a chance to aim for a gap. The onslaught of Chris, Jishuka, Regas, Pon, Katz, and the Overgeared members made Grid’s spirit rise.


  


  “1,000 Ton Sword!” Chris’ powerful blow struck Grid in the chest.


  


  [You have suffered 61,700 damage!]


  


  Jishuka’s arrow pierced Grid’s thigh and made him unable to trigger Revolve in time. This meant he suffered a severe blow. Chris swapped between Grid’s Greatsword and Yetima’s Greatsword while activating the power of a Tyrant. This made his strength comparable to Grid’s. The players confirmed that the Demon King’s health gauge was reduced by one-tenth and felt hopeful.


  


  [The Sweet Candy has melted and disappeared from the tip of your tongue. All stats will return to normal figures.]


  


  Grid was weakened, but a smile spread across his face.


  


  Five minutes...


  


  Grid praised himself for surviving this long alone. The five minutes were long enough for the golden cannon set up next to the organ to get ready.


  


  [Cannon Aiming at the Battlefield]


  


  [Rating: Legendary


  


  Durability: Infinite Attack Power: 6,500–11,300


  


  * Takes 1–5 minutes to automatically generate, load and fire shells. The longer the time it takes to create a shell, the greater the attack power.


  


  * Additional 50% lightning damage.


  


  * Additional 10% divine damage.


  


  * Additional 50% damage to humans or humanoid monsters.


  


  * Additional 200% damage to facilities such as walls.


  


  * Splash damage equivalent to half the damage will occur in a 10-meter radius around the firing point.


  


  * There is a certain probability of generating a magnetic field at the moment of firing.


  


  It is a cannon made by melting the blade created by Blacksmith Grid to enlighten a god.


  


  Astaroth’s Horn was combined with the Enhanced Blue Dragon’s Breath to act as shells while the pavranium operate the cannon itself.


  


  * The ego of the pavranium is focused on aiming and firing. The Cannon Aiming at the Battlefield will concentrating on firing at the target that the owner is aiming for, rather than protecting the owner.


  


  Conditions of Use: Grid, Pagma.


  


  Weight: 6,150]


  


  It had up to 11,300 attack power, a minimum cooldown of one minute, and a maximum cooldown of five minutes. Taking into consideration the characteristics of the siege weapon called a cannon, it was an item with a huge attack power. First, the golden cannon smashed through the shields built by the tankers and magicians. Now it was aiming at Zibal who was riding the pegasus in Grid’s field of view.


  


  “Shoot!”


  


  “...!?”


  


  Who was he calling it toward? The players were baffled by the Demon King’s abrupt roar. However, there wasn’t a single player who turned to look curiously. They were already tricked once by the Demon King’s laughter. No one would repeat the same mistake unless they were an idiot.


  


  Zibal was the same. He ignored the roar in the sky and concentrated on maintaining the pegasus’ health. Thus, his reaction was slow.


  


  “Zibal!”


  


  “...What?”


  


  There was something round giving off a dim light. A watermelon-like object was flying with lightning around it. It was the shell that broke down the original formation, and Zibal had no choice after belatedly realizing that it was aiming for him. A shell, that had broken down the shields of the magicians, was moving through the air in real time. 


  


  Zibal clearly read that it was aimed for the pegasus and shouted, “Raiders!”


  


  Then something fell from the sky. The white magic machine, which was over five meters tall, served as a barrier to protect Zibal and the pegasus. The world seemed to collapse. Raiders was hit by the shell, and it leaned over, falling down completely.


  


  “Crazy!”


  


  As a weapon of war, Raiders greatly reduced the damage done by other war weapons. Yet it lost this much durability from one blow? Feeling astonished, Zibal released the summoning of the pegasus and hurriedly boarded Raiders.


  


  “Scatter.” Then the Demon King sent out a dark wave of energy that caused all players to retreat, and he focused his eyes on Raiders. “Baal’s Eyes.”


  


  [Checking the target item’s stats, options and production method.]


  


  [The Item Replication skill has been activated!]


  


  [Dismissing Triple Layers and equipping Valhalla of Infinite Affection.]


  


  [The legendary rated item ‘Triple Layers’ will be used as the material for the artifact-rated item ‘Magic Machine: Raiders’.]


  


  [The duration of the replication is one day! At the end of this period, the replicated item will be permanently destroyed!]


  


  Grid had dreamed of this scene from the first moment he saw the magic machine. He had a hunch that Zibal’s brilliant comeback would be a good fortune for him. 


  


  A mount... In order to use an item that was unfamiliar to him, Grid freed a power that he had never used before.


  


  “Soul Redemption.”


  


  The exact name was ‘Granting an Ego’. It was a hidden piece that he had obtained from clearing the Behen Archipelago.


  


  [The soul of the legendary great magician, Braham, has been implanted into Magic Machine: Raiders.]


  


  A pitch black giant opened its eyes under the feet of the Demon King. 


  


  “Ah... Ahhh...”


  


  The world became distressed.




  Chapter 957


  The crowd and viewers cheered after seeing Raiders descend. Yura and Chris were the strong rankers who hadn’t been able to cope against this white giant, and everyone believed that it would rise and smash the Demon King. It was the same with the other players. The players, who started to doubt victory after seeing a stronger than expected Demon King, once again felt hopeful.


  


  This was due to the presence of the magic machine, Raiders. It was a great presence that could dispel the frustration and despair of its allies.


  


  “Go, Zibal!”


  


  “Zibal! Please win!”


  


  “Zibaaaal!”


  


  Humanity united with one heart as they chanted one person’s name. At this moment, Zibal achieved his dream of becoming the protagonist of the world. Raiders knelt like a knight making a pledge. Zibal stepped on its feet and knees, jumping toward the boarding seat in the middle of its chest and roared, “Believe in me!!”


  


  21 seconds—this was the maximum amount of time that Zibal could activate Raiders. Nevertheless, Raiders' attack power was in the ten thousands. Its agility might be low, but its body and weapon were so large that the attack accuracy was high. Furthermore, Zibal’s class was ‘Ancient Rider.’ He had the unique ability to amplify the performance of his mounts.


  


  Zibal didn’t doubt the damage he could inflict on the Demon King if he operated Raiders to the limit. It wasn’t false confidence. This was a confidence he had gained after directly defeating Yura and Chris. It wouldn’t be polite to them if he didn’t trust Raiders’ abilities after defeating the representatives of other countries. Zibal was determined to play well for Yura’s and Chris’ honor.


  


  ‘I must win the gold medal!’


  


  Then it happened when he was going to synchronize with Raiders.


  


  “Baal’s Eyes.” Was he bored? The languid voice of the Demon King rang out through the battlefield, and a mystery unfolded.


  


  The black armor that rose in front of the Demon King was transforming. Hundreds of thousands of fragments scattered all over the place and then rejoined. The armor repeatedly shortened, lengthened, and then increased in volume.


  


  “Eh?”


  


  It happened in just a few seconds. The object that was an armor a short time ago changed into a giant. Light dragon scales were wrapped around it. It was a new magic machine, and it boasted a sleek black armor.


  


  “What is this...?”


  


  The Demon King also had a magic machine? The astonished players stepped back. The commentators were silent, the crowd screamed, and the viewers dropped the snacks they were holding.


  


  -Hello?


  


  All the Korean viewers trying to order chicken fell silent, and the owners of the chicken stores were puzzled when the phone suddenly stopped working. In a nutshell, the phenomenon caused them to even forget about the chicken...


  


  The Demon King drove the world into chaos.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “Isn’t that just like Zibal’s magic machine?”


  


  “It is the magic machine summoned by the Demon King. It won’t be weak.”


  


  The quick high rankers tried to analyze the magic machine. On the other hand, all the Overgeared members were dumbfounded. It was hard to believe they were the ones who had been leading their colleagues so far during the Demon King event.


  


  ‘Grid isn’t the Demon King?’


  


  That’s right. The ones who felt the most confusion right now were the Overgeared members. They knew the Demon King was Grid, yet he had summoned a magic machine? 


  


  ‘But Grid doesn’t have a magic machine...?’


  


  Yet the Demon King had summoned a magic machine. This meant that the Demon King wasn’t Grid.


  


  “...How embarrassing.” Pon covered his hot face with his hands. He was embarrassed at the memory of how he had shouted at the Demon King because he thought the Demon King was his close friend, Grid.


  


  ‘Indeed, how can Grid fight as 1 against 400? It was a really ridiculous mistake thanks to the four heavenly kings. Huh?’


  


  Pon was Grid’s friend and colleague, not Grid himself. He didn’t know all of Grid’s abilities and naturally didn’t know about Eyes of Pagma-Baal’s Contractor Version. As such, he had never dreamt that Grid had copied the magic machine. Pon looked up when he detected the energy around him.


  


  Zibal’s voice rang out from where he boarded Raiders, “What? You, what is this? How does this person have Raiders...?”


  


  It was a shout toward the Demon King. He had two golden horns and eyes filled with emerald light, a five-meter-tall height, and a body structure reminiscent of a human’s. Unlike the pure white Raiders summoned by Zibal, the Demon King’s magic machine was black. Otherwise, the appearance was completely in line with Raiders. Starting from the magic power booster in the back to the tip of the head and down to the toes. Every structure was exactly the same as Raiders. 


  


  Other people didn’t notice it easily, but Zibal recognized it at first glance. He had no choice but to recognize it. It had been over a year since Zibal had been with Raiders, and every day started with cleaning Raiders. Thus, he couldn’t understand. “How do you have Raiders?!!”


  


  Over the past few years, the empire had mined a total of four magic machines. The magic machines had different appearances and characteristics, just like people. Corlei, a scholar and archaeologist of Fourth Prince Edan, had said that he had looked at ancient literature and found there were no identical artifacts. Yet a magic machine that was exactly the same as Raiders had been summoned.


  


  Zibal was confused. Then he became offended. For Zibal, Raiders was his soul companion. This thing dared to look exactly like his partner. Zibal flew into a rage just seeing it stand beside an AI. They dared to grant this ability to the Demon King...? Zibal thought the S.A Group didn’t respect him. However...


  


  “Hoo... Hoo...” Zibal tried to suppress his anger. He knew how dangerous it was to lose his composure in a battle.


  


  ‘If I become agitated and take the lead, it will only open up a meaningless consumption war.’


  


  It wouldn’t be easy to reach a conclusion if the black magic machine had the same appearance and stats as Raiders. Moreover, the magic power of the Demon King was higher than Zibal’s, so the operation time was likely to be longer.


  


  ‘I shouldn’t have taken it out at the beginning.’


  


  Zibal made a decision. In order to overcome the S.A Group who doomed him and Raiders, Zibal was filled with a sense of duty to defeat the Demon King.


  


  “Everybody should’ve already noticed, but the magic machine is a mount!”


  


  “...”


  


  While listening to Zibal’s shout, the players felt wary toward the black giant. They had noticed that Zibal wanted to share the strategy to defeat the magic machine, but how could he reveal to the world the method to attack his absolute weapon? A player should never do this. In a sense, Zibal was making a noble sacrifice. 


  


  He conveyed his willingness to defeat the Demon King to his colleagues. The morale of the players rose after reading Zibal’s heart. Additionally, some high rankers and the Overgeared members were impressed with Zibal. The reason why Zibal could reveal the attack strategy was because he was confident. He was confident that the world wouldn’t be able to harm him and Raiders even if they knew how to attack it. 


  


  ‘It isn’t a mere bluff. The magic machine still has hidden potential.’


  


  ‘Or he is confident that he can grow it even further.’


  


  ‘Zibal... He appeared after two years and has amazed people many times. He has changed a lot.’


  


  It wasn’t an overestimation. Zibal actually was confident. In fact, he was certain that the magic machine wouldn’t be defeated, even if he revealed the strategy to the world. He was confident because there was still a lot of potential, and he also believed in the class characteristics of the Ancient Rider.


  


  “The magic machine can’t operate unless the person boards it directly. Additionally, mana is rapidly consumed because it is a magic machine that runs on mana. Even the 10 great magicians on the continent can only run the magic machine for three minutes. Increasing the operating time with Mana Drain? It is possible. However, the passenger can’t use any skills or magic when boarding the magic machine.”


  


  There was a flood of information. It was information that would be helpful someday, not just in the current situation. The players focused as Zibal continued to explain. They didn’t know when the Demon King would move. It was just a feeling, but it felt like the Demon King was listening to Zibal’s explanation with an interested expression.


  


  “In the end, the best way to defeat the magic machine is to buy time. All of you are good enough to buy time. The magic machine basically doesn’t have ranged attacks. Do you remember when I fought Yura and Chris? It swung the spear. The length of the spear is four meters, so it might feel like a ranged attack.”


  


  Now was the key. Zibal decided to reveal only one of the magic machine’s physical weaknesses to the world. “Keep your distance as much as possible and attack the boosters in the back. You can’t break it because of its high durability, but whenever a booster is attacked, the mana’s trajectory will shift and the movements will be constrained. Relentlessly target the booster.”


  


  Hah... He would have to quickly get rid of the booster weakness by strengthening Raiders. At the end of the explanation, the 350 surviving players had determined expressions.


  


  ‘I praise you for revealing your weaknesses to everyone.’


  


  ‘We won’t let your choice be stupid and will do our best to stop the Demon King.’


  


  Every player respected Zibal in their heart. Of course, this respect couldn’t last long. They didn’t know when they would compete with Zibal once the National Competition. Thus, they had to hold onto the weaknesses of the magic machine that they learned today. Then they would go and mock Zibal. He was a stupid fool.


  


  Zibal just grinned and shrugged. ‘I will be stronger by then.’


  


  The magic machine was classified as an item and could be enhanced. Of course, it had an artifact rating. It was probably as hard to enhance as myth rated items, but the options that occurred with every enhancement were surprisingly great. The booster weakness revealed by Zibal today was something that could be overcome with just one enhancement level.


  


  ‘The problem is that at least 20 enhancement stones are required to try enhancing it once…’


  


  The success rate was also in the decimals. However, Zibal believed that as long as he secured a large number of blessed enhancement scrolls from this year’s rewards, his dream of enhancing Raiders could be achieved. After confirming the signals that would be used on the battlefield, Zibal descended from Raiders and recalled it. “Recall, Raiders.”


  


  ‘The moment I take Raiders out again is the moment I will inflict a fatal wound on him.’


  


  Zibal summoned the two headed hippopotamus that raised his and his party members’ defense. Then he glared at the Demon King. At some point, the Demon King stopped using Fly and was standing on the magic machine’s head.


  


  The players’ cries were heard all over the battlefield:


  


  “The ranged damage dealers will attack once the Demon King sits on the boarding seat! Accumulate as much damage as possible!”


  


  “It’s finally time for the magicians to be active! Attack the booster the moment the magic machines move!”


  


  “We will aim for the cannon in this interval. The swords and spears won’t be able to reach the magic machine anyway.”


  


  “A great magician can operate the magic machine for three minutes. Okay, please hold out that long.”


  


  ‘Move, Demon King.’


  


  The players were extremely focused as they imagined all sorts of scenarios. The arrows would rush out the moment the Demon King entered the boarding seat. The Demon King would be embarrassed after leaving behind his threatening field magic and swordsmanship for the magic machine. The moment the Demon King abandoned the magic machine and revealed himself again, the spear of Raiders would pierce his chest. The players would definitely win. At this time...


  


  “Huh?”


  


  “...What is this?”


  


  It was different from what they imagined? The Demon King didn’t board the magic machine. He stood on the head of the magic machine and crossed his arms arrogantly. Then why? Why was the magic machine moving? An unexpected variable appeared from the beginning, and the confused players turned toward Zibal.


  


  “...What the f**k?” Zibal wasn’t in any state to give advice. He sat stiffly on the hippo with his mouth wide open. 


  


  “How is it? Have you adapted to it slightly now?” The Demon King whispered to the magic machine.


  


  He received an answer in his mind, -I was late because I had to fix some messy procedures.


  


  “Can you use magic?”


  


  -It is theoretically possible if I modify it, but my soul is too weak. As it is, I can only use a few basic spells. 


  


  -Mana Drain.


  


  It was the legendary great magician Braham—a genius who made a massive golem army that forced the Eternal Kingdom to the brink of destruction. 


  


  The mana wandering in the atmosphere and the mana permeated the earth was absorbed by the dark magic machine. It was an output that far surpassed Raiders’. The amount of magic power in the boosters was three times that of Raiders. The result this produced was that the boosters became three times faster.


  


  A giant spear swept over the battlefield like it was a pillar of Parthenon. It was like an eraser that was going to rub out the players on the battlefield. However, it only had enthusiasm. 


  


  “Why aren’t you hitting anyone?”


  


  -I have no experience in fighting physically with my own body.


  


  “...Geez, this is great.”


  


  Well, Grid didn’t need to worry since Braham could use ‘basic magic.’ Grid laughed as a skill was triggered. 


  


  “Divinity. Baal’s Eyes.”


  


  [Checking the target item’s stats, options and production method.]


  


  [The Item Replication skill is activated!]


  


  [The legendary rated item ‘Failure’ will be used as the material for the myth rated ‘Red Phoenix Bow.’] 


  


  He had to slay as many enemies as possible while the magic machine was being maintained. It was a must for Grid. The magic machine kept moving. Without losing his balance, Grid pulled back a bowstring, and a red phoenix appeared in the sky.


  


  “No XX, what is this?”


  


  “That jerk has no conscience!”


  


  Curses were spat out everywhere. Yes, even Zibal had a conscience. It meant he wasn’t qualified to be the protagonist yet. Originally, the protagonist acted alone. The protagonist had no conscience.




  Chapter 958


  [Magic Machine: Raiders]


  


  [Rating: Artifact


  


  Durability: 12,540/15,888


  


  Attack Power: 13,888  Defense: 9,888


  


  * The skills of the passenger who is of a class other than a ‘rider’ class don’t work with Raiders.


  


  ★ Knowledge that transcends the concept of eras has changed the imprint. The passenger’s intelligence level is linked to Raiders.


  


  * Raiders consumes 988 mana per second. A rider class passenger will have 588 mana consumed per second. Raiders will stop and be forcibly recalled the moment the passenger’s mana is exhausted.


  


  ★ Knowledge that transcends the concept of eras has changed the imprint. The passenger will have 2,964 mana consumed per second, and Raiders’ output will be three times higher than before.


  


  * The passenger’s consciousness and mana are focused on maneuvering Raiders. As a result, the passenger can’t use their own abilities such as magic or skills.


  


  ★ Knowledge that transcends the concept of eras has changed the imprint. The restriction on the use of unique abilities such as magic and skills has been lifted. However, there is a high risk of the connection with Raiders being interrupted when using a resource-intensive ability.


  


  * The occupant can’t be harmed until Raiders’ durability reaches zero. Raiders will stop and be forcibly recalled the moment the passenger’s mana is exhausted.


  


  * The number one weapon ‘Spear Calling Out for Destruction’ has a hard to quantify weight. After attacking, there is a 95% chance to cause a fracture or stiffen the target. Additionally, there is a 100% chance of greatly reducing the item durability of the target.


  


  * The number two weapon is only available to riders who have acquired the highest grade riding skill.


  


  * The number three weapon information is only available to passengers who can fully synchronize with Raiders.


  


  * Raiders is resistant to abnormal status conditions (apart from physical conditions).


  


  * There is a 40% reduction in damage from magic and siege weapons.


  


  * 150% additional damage to buildings such as walls.


  


  * 80% additional damage to all races apart from gods and dragons.


  


  The Saharan Empire has mined four magic machines. There is very little information about the ancient artifacts that are hard to find in history and mythology.


  


  Boarding Conditions: Level 300 or over.


  


  Weight: Measurement isn’t possible.]


  


  It wasn’t an item worn by players but was an item with the concept of boarding. Anyone could board it, but a riding skill was essential to unleash even greater power. In particular, a passenger’s abilities wouldn’t work with the magic machine unless they were a rider. It meant that the stats of the passengers didn’t apply at all to Raiders.


  


  Could Raiders be called a good item from the position of a non-rider? Yes, Raiders was a good item. Its basic damage and defense alone were sufficient to demonstrate a destructive performance.


  


  After level 300, one point in the strength stat increased attack power by 0.7. The attack power of the +4 Enlightenment Sword was 4,611. After level 300, one point in the stamina stat increased defense by 0.9. The +3 Valhalla had 1,622 defense. Even if he combined all of this with his helmet, gloves, shoes, and cloak, Raiders’ attack and defense were twice as high as Grid’s.


  


  The attacks also caused fractures, stiffness, and item destruction. It was no wonder why Chris couldn’t win.


  


  ‘The empire has four of these things?’


  


  Through the item information, Grid got a peep at the power of the Saharan Empire. He licked his lips as he remembered that the strongest NPC mentioned by Lim Cheolho, ‘Grandmaster Zikfrector’, also belonged to the empire. His tension increased at the thought of fighting against the mighty empire. To be honest, he was afraid.


  


  ‘Still...’


  


  Grid pulled the bowstring of the newly copied myth rated Red Phoenix Bow to the limit and calmed his heart.


  


  ‘I have to fight.’


  


  It wasn’t a matter of choice. The Saharan Empire dreamed of unifying the West Continent and would definitely invade the Overgeared Kingdom. Even if this wasn’t the case, Grid had a duty to resolve the grudges of Piaro and Asmophel. It was an inevitable fate.


  


  “Fly Up!”


  


  Grid aimed for the magicians first. The ice blossoms that slowed Raiders, the big hands made of sand that held onto Raiders’ arms, and the constant explosions against the boosters were very threatening.


  


  “I’ll stop it!” The South Korean representative Coke responded first. He used a dash skill and ran in front of the magicians who were the targets of the red phoenix.


  


  ‘Please, just survive one blow.’


  


  This was Coke’s attitude. 


  


  “I will be a barrier to defend my allies!”


  


  He used the skill that Vantner, the 1st ranked guardian knight and one of the 10 meritorious retainers, had declared to be the ‘strongest shield technique in the world.’ The Wall of Protection, which Vantner had built up through his own difficulties, was manifested as a tall barrier around Coke’s shield. Could it handle the red phoenix that looked stronger than Jishuka’s red phoenix? This crowd and viewers questioned it.


  


  “Tsk.” The Demon King frowned and clicked his tongue. He had predicted that his red phoenix would be blocked. Wall of Protection exerted a particularly strong power against projectiles. Additionally, Grid knew the power of Coke who was the Overgeared Kingdom’s secret weapon.


  


  The red phoenix hit the barrier, and there was a deafening noise. The remnants of the red phoenix covered the battlefield with a rain of fire. The players’ cheers came from all over the place.


  


  “Wow, he is the real thing.”


  


  “I thought the best new player this year would be Haster.”


  


  Coke’s performance exceeded expectations every time, and it was great enough to impress the rankers of each country. He just had a long way to go in comparison to Grid. Grid stood on the magic machine’s head and ignored the bombardment of magic. Demon King Grid had already summoned a second red phoenix. This was the power of God’s Command, which reset the cooldown of the skill.


  


  “This...!” Coke’s face paled as he tried to raise the shield again, but it was hard. His arms were badly damaged from his first collision with Fly Up! The rankers ran to his side belatedly, but it was pointless. The red phoenix didn’t only aim for Coke. As it flew toward Coke, the red phoenix changed its direction and flew over Coke’s head instead.


  


  The red phoenix seemed like it was alive. It seemed to prove the fact that the Demon King’s skill level was much higher than Jishuka’s skill level. The red phoenix fell over the heads of the tankers and killed more than ten magicians. This was the power of being overgeared. Grid used the Elf Thimble which changed non-targeted attacks to a targeted attack.


  


  “How can that son of a bitch shoot so well?”


  


  Had it been 10 minutes since the battle began...? The Demon King was like an onion, continuing to show new abilities in this short amount of time.


  


  ‘What is the point of there being no Grid?’


  


  The players had been happy because they didn’t have to face Grid in this year’s National Competition. They had believed they could be more active because there was no Grid. Yet although there was no tiger, the fox reigned. Their anger erupted as they were brutally trampled on by the Demon King who appeared in Grid’s absence. The moment that the players thought this, the black giant jumped high to escape the bondage of magicians.


  


  The giant’s flashing eyes were obviously staring at Jishuka. Grid held it back. “Start with the magicians.”


  


  Jishuka was clearly one of the most threatening enemies. She was one of the few damage dealers who could cause significant damage to Grid. In fact, Grid was being damaged by Jishuka’s arrows, and his health was falling. Even so, Grid wasn’t fazed by the loss of his health. He had many blood-sucking related skills and items, as well as recovery-related titles and items. Health was something that could be restored at any time. The moment he gained 1.9 million health, he became more relaxed about his health.


  


  “Our first priority is dealing with the magicians.”


  


  The problem was the magicians. Grid had just killed 10 of them, but there were still around 70 people remaining. Their spells to restrain Raiders were a threat. Raiders turned away from Jishuka and rushed forth. Once the giant with a leg length of three meters moved at triple the output, it crossed a distance of several hundred meters in an instant. The giant crossed the burning battlefield, and the magicians scattered in a frightened manner. Despite this, there were no casualties.


  


  『 The attack rate of the Demon King’s magic machine is very low. 』


  


  『 I agree. Since it was summoned, not a single attack hit until now. 』 


  


  『 It is fast compared to Zibal’s magic machine, but it doesn’t seem to be very effective. The players must’ve welcomed it. 』


  


  The commentators and audience members were relieved. In contrast to Zibal’s magic machine, the effectiveness of the Demon King’s magic machine was too low. It was just a quick mount. 


  


  “Is it half-complete?” The players quickly understood the atmosphere.


  


  They realized that the Demon King’s magic machine didn’t act as intended and was actually a useless lump of scrap metal. This enlightenment made the players active. The players used the magic machine as a foothold and climbed up to attack the Demon King.


  


  Grid was forced to put away the Red Phoenix Bow and pull out the Enlightenment Sword to respond. Black flames exploded in the form of black magic, and it helped him overcome the crisis. As expected, items were the only thing he could believe in. Inside the mind of the grumbling Grid, Braham’s trembling voice was hard, -These insignificant things dare...!


  


  Braham felt ashamed of being treated as a folding screen. The shame became anger, and that anger was expressed as magic.


  


  -Fireball!


  


  “What...?!”


  


  Many large fireballs were created over the head of the magic machine, and the doubtful players once again turned their eyes toward Zibal.


  


  ‘Didn’t you say the magic machine can only swing the spear?’


  


  ‘You said that the magic machine can’t use spells?’


  


  All types of questions were burning in their eyes, but Zibal couldn’t answer them. He was more surprised than anyone else. Wasn’t this exactly like the legendary spell, Meteor? The magicians were unable to protect themselves from the baptism of fire. Several layers of shields melted down, and dozens of magicians turned to ashes.


  


  『 Hup...! 』


  


  The spell was aimed perfectly, completely different from when it was swinging the spear. The destructive power was also above that of the red phoenix. The legendary magic was revealed to the world, and the commentators came up with a new hypothesis.


  


  『 Is the magic machine actually the main body of the Demon King? 』


  


  The magic damage that the magic machine showed was too great.


  


  -Wind Cutter!


  


  The magic machine summoned a tornado this time. Unlike an ordinary tornado, dozens of sharp blade-like tornadoes were created simultaneously, quickly sweeping over the battlefield. The commentators didn’t know much about magic, so a specialist called Dr. Magic jumped forward.


  


  『 T-That is the legendary magic, Chaos Tornado...! 』


  


  『 Chaos Tornado...? What type of magic is that? 』


  


  『 It is a large-scale tornado magic that uses the spell Wind Cutter as a basis. It is the most powerful spell known to turn an area into a wasteland in no time! Hundreds of years ago, the legendary great magician Braham used it to destroy the Etel tribe...! 』


  


  Dr. Magic’s extremely excited words made the crowd and viewers nervous. Chaos Tornado... The legendary magic would turn the battlefield into a hell. The initial number of 80 magicians had already been reduced by more than half, and the tankers’ shields had turned to crude garbage. However, Braham’s anger still didn’t calm down.


  


  -Chain Lightning!


  


  Braham kept using low-grade spells in order to make this battlefield disappear. This spell was one grade above the basic spells. It caused the magic machine to overload, but Braham didn’t care. Waves of lightning enveloped the battlefield. It was four times wider than the range of Grid’s field magic, Storm Demonic Energy Field. Such a scene unfolded.


  


  “A-Avoid it!”


  


  It was really dangerous. With the exception of one player, all the players instinctively started to scatter in all directions. That player was the emperor of the FPS game world. He was one of the Five Miracles praised by Lim Cheolho, the disciple of Red Sage Winfred and the master of Heroic Story.


  


  Haster approached the magic machine instead of running away. The waves of lightning hit like a tsunami. A translucent orange shield was created, and it defeated the waves of lightning. This was the effect of the skill ‘Heroic Story’, which nullified all types of skill and magic damage during the time limit. It was the power of one of the seven malignant saints, just like Grid’s God’s Command.


  


  Even the legendary great magic (?) was defeated by the orange shield around Haster. He pierced through the continuous spells and arrived at the magic machine that was emitting black smoke from being overloaded. This National Competition would be his brilliant debut. He would use the National Competition as a foothold to regain his former glory. The Demon King event was a great opportunity for what Haster planned. If he managed to deal a big blow the Demon King, his presence would be deeply ingrained in the world.


  


  As he poured out what he had learned from Winfred, Haster didn’t doubt this. He believed in the power of Heroic Story. Haster was counting on dealing a one-sided blow to the Demon King during these 10 seconds and then escaping unharmed. However, Heroic Story was a power that prevented ‘magic and skills.’ It didn’t block the basic attacks. Haster was defenseless against the Demon King’s basic attacks.


  


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  


  [You have died.]


  


  The debut of an old legend while the whole world watched... It ended in only five seconds. 


  


  Simultaneously, in the United States, Hurent burst out laughing as he watched the National Competition.


  


  “You are on the same train as me, and you aren’t a match for him.”


  


  ‘Pine caterpillars should live eating pine needles,’ Hurent thought this once again.


  


  Just like the other members of the Five Miracles, Hurent didn’t know that he was called one of the Five Miracles. His self-awareness was terrible. It was a defect created by Grid.




  Chapter 959


  -The American trio is trolling. ㅡㅡ; 


  


  This was the overall reaction. Kraugel was watching the situation from the sidelines. Zibal had spread wrong information, which caused the situation to deteriorate. Haster had flown toward the Demon King head-on and gotten killed, contributing to the lowered morale.


  


  ...Their actions just seemed pathetic. Their enthusiastic fans couldn’t even defend them, and the Americans felt ashamed.


  


  “Are we going to lose?”


  


  “Of course. How can anyone beat that?”


  


  Haster’s useless death was the breaking point for the hopes of the viewers. Now, the people had reached a stage where they thought it was impossible to beat the Demon King. Hundreds of millions of viewers watched and sympathized with the players who were like clowns against the ‘undefeatable’ enemy.


  


  Just as the Demon King was driving in the wedge, the huge giant fell to one knee. Perhaps there was a problem in the process of using magic. The Demon King stood on top of its head in a steady manner and declared in a dismal voice, “All of you will die.” 


  


  A skill that dealt 60% of his attack power 30 times in total to all targets within 10 meters (not targeted) and had a cooldown time of 10 minutes—it was 100,000 Army Massacre Sword. Originally, it should be a purple-red, but now a silver energy exploded toward the remaining magicians.


  


  At present, there were 300 players left. People expected the players to give up, but they were mistaken. The players’ willpower wasn’t broken yet. Was it easy for rankers to become frustrated?


  


  “The cannon bombardment interval is exactly five minutes.”


  


  “The bombardment heads in the direction of the Demon King’s gaze. If we read the Demon King’s gaze, we will be prepared for the bombardment.”


  


  “The moment he abandoned the bow and raised the sword, his health recovery rate slowed considerably. He lost the effect of the Red Phoenix Bow that Jishuka mentioned. The Demon King’s natural recovery rate is slow for a boss monster.” 


  


  “The Demon King spins like a spinning top every time he uses a skill. It is a threat that only cuts you when he gets close. This is simply a skill activation motion. If we use physical constraints to stop his spinning, it is likely the skill will be canceled.”


  


  “The poison from the armor is difficult to get rid of, but the deployment speed is slow. Pay attention to keeping a safe distance and we can avoid it.”


  


  During the 10 minute battle, the Demon King had a one-sided advantage. 100 players had already died. However, the players didn’t feel sad. They analyzed the Demon King throughout the battle and devised a strategy. Information gathering and analyzing were the basis for raids.


  


  “He adds a spinning motion to the footwork... Damian, please be prepared to act. I will start the counterattack the moment the Demon King’s magic machine recovers,” Jishuka gave out instructions. Her gaze focused on the increasing amount of smoke that was pouring from the Demon King’s body. It wouldn’t be strange if it exploded immediately. She didn’t know why, but the user of the magic seemed angry. 


  


  Damian expressed some doubts, “The Demon King’s health is still almost at the maximum. Isn’t it too soon to make yourself a target?” 


  


  “There are 300 of us, 300. If we all accumulate thousands of damage per person, we can consume the two million health.” 


  


  “He is floating in the air, and not many people can get close to him at the same time.”


  


  “He will eventually come down to the ground. There will be no mass slaughter for the time being.”


  


  Grid’s weaknesses were his cooldown time and resources. His skills were powerful, but they consumed a lot of resources and had long cooldowns. He had been using skills for 10 minutes continuously and was clearly weakened. Fly wouldn’t be available for him to use forever. It was Jishuka’s judgment that they shouldn’t give Grid any more time.


  


  ‘Now, the only wide-area skill left is Transcended Link. We need to block that footwork.’


  


  Jishuka had been Grid’s colleague since the days when he was unknown. The skill effect might’ve changed, but she was able to grasp the status of Grid’s skills through the final result.


  


  ‘100 people in 10 minutes. The damage is greater than expected, but it was worth it.’


  


  They should spread out through the battlefield as much as possible. This was the order that Jishuka and Chris gave to the players. It was to minimize the damage from Grid’s wide-area skills. However, some players didn’t trust the order and crowded together. This meant that Grid’s skills were showed to have a great effect. In particular, the loss of the magicians was painful. Even so, it was within the acceptable range. It was still a 300-against-1 battle, and the players still had an overwhelming advantage.


  


  Pon whispered to Jishuka who was pulling out an arrow, “Is that really Grid? How can he summon a magic machine?” 


  


  “Grid’s clone copied Grid’s items. He might’ve gained a hidden piece to copy items after killing the clone.”


  


  “Combination, transformation, and now copying?”


  


  Wasn’t it a fraudulent skill? Pon found it hard to believe. Still, Jishuka was adamant. “Have you forgotten? Our leader isn’t someone common sense applies to.”


  


  In the old days, Jishuka had seen an inexplicable area after encountering the sky above the sky Kraugel. Now she felt it from Grid. It was difficult to understand him as a friend or an enemy. The difference was that Grid caused infinite fear now that he was an enemy. It felt like they had crossed a river they shouldn’t have crossed.


  


  ‘It has been a long time since my blood boiled like this.’


  


  Jishuka was a predator. She ate instead of being eaten. Licking her red lips, Jishuka suppressed her anxiety and pulled back her bowstring. She aimed precisely for the moment when the Demon King jumped from the magic machine. The Demon King’s chest was hit by the charged arrow, and he was thrown away from the magic machine. Simultaneously, the magic machine exploded like a signal.


  


  Damian used a wide-area buff and shouted, “We will start the offensive!”


  


  [You have put the Sweet Candy in your mouth.]


  


  [The Hermes Shoes have been equipped.]


  


  [Skill Enhancement has been used.]


  


  [The Baby Dragon’s Fire has been swallowed.]


  


  [The Valbun Sword has been equipped.]


  


  ...


  


  ...


  


  The rankers brought out items purchased from the Reputation Store. They were items which they had bought with the four heavenly kings and the Demon King in mind. The rankers’ reputation points weren’t as high as Grid’s. They were limited in comparison, so the rankers had to be more cautious about using them.


  


  Chris’ greatsword struck the Demon King, who barely raised his body from the explosion. The damage was considerable. The Demon King tried to counterattack, but Regas’ strike forced him back to the ground.


  


  “Kuek...!” Pon’s spear pierced the Demon King’s chest, and Damian’s sword linked to the attack, dealing the Demon King with a serious injury. Poison emerged from the Demon King’s armor, but they ignored it and kept attacking. They weren’t fragile enough to shrink back from this damage.


  


  “Annihilate!” Iyarugt charged up inside Iyarugt’s Sheath and entered the ‘intoxicated’ state. His attack power increased by 500%, and he borrowed the power of Peak Sword’s strongest skill. It was the deadly sword that defeated Hero Kraugel in only two blows last year.


  


  [You have suffered 230,900 damage!]


  


  [The gap between the shoulder blades and armor is weakened, exposing a weakness!]


  


  The Sweet Candy and Damian’s buff caused Peak Sword’s attack power to destroy the Demon King’s armor. This was just the beginning. Hundreds of players ran up to the Demon King who was still caught by Pon’s spear.


  


  “Blood Rain.”


  


  The Demon King’s blood surged into the sky and then poured down like rain. It was a wide-area attack that showed a great effect against the heavenly king called Kobold. The magic dealt a severe blow to the Demon King and strengthened Katz, completely changing the flow of the battlefield.


  


  The fallen Demon King couldn’t stand up easily, and the players’ momentum skyrocketed. As they fought hard, the dungeon produced by Eat Spicy Jokbal was nearing completion. In the middle of the battlefield, Eat Spicy Jokbal was setting up a small fortress which would increase his teammates’ recovery while blocking the artillery shelling.


  


  “Huhu, the flow has changed completely.”


  


  In the Daejin Group’s executive boardroom, the presidents of the various affiliated companies who received Lee Jinmyung’s call were impressed. The Demon King, who had killed the players one-sidedly for 10 minutes, could no longer fight back and was being beaten up.


  


  “The three Korean players are playing a big role. Maybe South Korea will get several gold medals.”


  


  “Can’t we enter the top three with just two medals? I am looking forward to it. The effects of the event will be amplified if South Korea shows a better performance.”


  


  The executives who didn’t know the identity of the Demon King were excited. In particular, the heads of the affiliated companies conducting events related to the National Competition were excited. 


  


  On the other hand, Chairman Lee Jinmyung, the president of Daejin Motors, and three public relations directors were stiff. They had to know the identity of the Demon King. In fact, they were waiting for Grid to unveil his identity after winning. So, from their standpoint, this development was truly the worst.


  


  ‘There is no meaning if he loses.’


  


  Would the public be enthusiastic about the loser? No, absolutely not. The Demon King would be met with ridicule and criticism instead of cheers if he were defeated. Despite abandoning the country to become the Demon King, Grid only managed to get this result. 


  


  “Tsk.”


  


  A loser couldn’t be raised as the group’s signboard. There was a half-gray mask covering the Demon King’s face, and Lee Jinmyung clicked his tongue as the cracks in it started to run red with blood. It was regrettable that he had missed the big fish called Grid, but Grid was too terrible.


  


  ‘He made a promise he couldn’t keep.’


  


  Lee Jinmyung didn’t like a guy who couldn’t keep his calm. Grid wasn’t good enough for his granddaughter. Feeling ashamed for having coveted such a person for a while, Lee Jinmyung shook his head and lit a cigarette. His gaze was still on the monitor, but the situation didn’t enter his head. His head was only filled with the plan to make Yura his successor. It was at this moment that...


  


  『 ....!! 』


  


  『 No...!! What...!! 』


  


  “....?” He was lost in his thoughts when he was interrupted by the commentators’ shouting. Chairman Lee Jinmyung couldn’t fully understand what they were talking about or what was happening on the screen. He rubbed his cigarette onto the ashtray as the surprised cheer of Daejin Motors’ president entered his ears.


  


  “Yes!!”


  


  “....?”


  


  What was this? Why was the head of Daejin Motors showing such a frivolous attitude in front of the executives? Chairman Lee Jinmyung frowned as he belatedly recognized the situation.


  


  On the screen, Demon King Grid was injured by several people, then he caused an explosion. It was a nuclear explosion. More than 200 out of the 300 players remaining turned to gray. Among the 200 players, there were famous members of Overgeared that Lee Jinmyung knew, including the 1st ranked Chris.


  


  The commentators made a fuss while the players who barely survived had dumbfounded expressions.


  


  Chairman Lee Jinmyung was absentminded for a moment before jumping up and shouting, “Yes!!”


  


  “...!?” The executives were astonished. The owner of the Daejin Group, known as the ‘dictator’ and ‘charismatic chairman’ in the industry, was embarrassing himself in front of the executives...? Were they seeing wrongly? The executives made baffled expressions. 


  


  “Stingray!” The chairman even used a chuimsae. (TL: an exclamation made during Korean traditional music that is used to connect the musician and the audience, creating a cheerful atmosphere. Stingray isn’t a common exclamation and the only note I found while googling is related to the excited cries fisherman used to make when they caught something they desired.)


  


  Chairman Lee Jinmyung was just as happy as the president of Daejin Motors. He was proud that his eye for people was great.


  


  ‘Yes, I can borrow the power of my outstanding grandson.’


  


  There was uncontrollable greed in Chairman Lee Jinmyung’s eyes as he watched Grid.




  Chapter 960


  “...!?” Grid got chills down his spine shortly after jumping off the magic machine. Jishuka’s arrows, which appeared without leaving a trace, flooded toward his heart.


  


  ‘Dammit.’ The arrows were the only things he hadn’t blocked throughout the battle. He couldn’t afford to concentrate on the arrows that arrived without any sound. Around two months ago, Jishuka had made the same expression after clearing a hidden quest and learning a new archery skill. 


  


  ‘I should’ve noticed that she is a beast.’


  


  Grid was certain. On this favorable terrain, Jishuka was strong enough to be the most revered person. She had been maintaining the best form for many years and had finally reached the realm of the sky above the sky. Jishuka was truly an amazing person. It was encouraging that she was his friend and colleague. On the other hand—


  


  ‘Yura.’


  


  Yura—who only experienced a series of frustrations after becoming a legend—came to his mind, and his heart grew heavy. Despite her talent and hard work, she had failed... Grid could only think that she had no luck. She had gone through a period of misfortune, and Grid could tell how much she had been suffering. He wanted to help her. He didn’t want her to give up. 


  


  In this moment, Grid was struck by the arrows in a defenseless state and was thrown from the magic machine. The magic machine exploded. Grid’s field of view spun around and around as he was swept up by the blast. The durability of his items dropped greatly. It might be confusing, but Grid coped with the situation calmly. He overcame his dizzy vision and got up while adjusting the posture of his sword. 


  


  His insight stat and the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch gave him a warning. However, he couldn’t prevent Chris’ attack. It wasn’t enough to cope with the attack of the 1st ranked player and one of the 10 meritorious retainers of the Overgeared Kingdom. Grid was thrown by Regas, stabbed by Pon, and cut by Damian and Peak Sword...


  


  The bombardment of skills from 300 players quickly reduced Grid’s health. He was trampled on the ground, and Grid realized the greatness of the power of numbers. He fell to his knees and cursed as he thought of the people who coined the saying, ‘There is no shame in a collective beating.’


  


  From the moment he crashed onto the ground, Grid didn’t have any time to raise his fingers. The attacks came from all directions without delay and completely blocked his movements. Even a weak attack became a huge threat. Hundreds of thousands of health flowed out per second, and it seemed that he would die right away.


  


  ‘I was too prideful.’


  


  In fact, Grid had been filled with confidence ahead of this battle. He alone understood the system of the Demon King subjugation and was able to make all types of precautions according to it. He could also use all his blacksmithing skills without any burden because the National Competition’s server was completely separated from the main server.


  


  Grid was forced to judge that he was in a favorable position. Then he took one step further. He saw the players as easy targets. With the exception of the Overgeared members and a few high-ranked players, the rest could be dealt with using one skill or a few basic attacks.


  


  He thought it would be a 1-against-30 fight, instead of a 1-against-400 fight. It was a misjudgment. First, it was difficult to hit them itself. The participants thoroughly used their numbers advantage to completely neutralize Grid’s attack power. Their defense was also excellent. The formula of death wasn’t easily established for the players who were representatives of their countries.


  


  The biggest problem was the ‘information’ that the Overgeared members provided to the players. After knowing that the Demon King was Grid, Jishuka and Chris were now in full command of the players and most of Grid’s wide-area skills were no longer effective. Grid didn’t show it, but he was unbelievably embarrassed when he cloned the Red Phoenix Bow and used ‘Fly Up!’, only to find the number of enemies in his field of view to be unreasonably small.


  


  [You have suffered 3,900 damage!]


  


  [You have suffered 10,040 damage!]


  


  [The durability of Valhalla of Infinite Affection has decreased by 19.]


  


  [You have received the abnormal condition ‘bleeding.’]


  


  [You have resisted.]


  


  [Due to the title effect of First King, the Great King’s Dignity has been activated.]


  


  [You have counterattacked and reflected the status condition.]


  


  [You have suffered 2,730 damage!]


  


  [You have suffered 5,800 damage!]


  


  [The durability of Valhalla of Infinite Affection has decreased by...]


  


  ...


  


  ...


  


  It felt like an eternity. Grid was beaten one-sidedly and recalled the school days when he was helpless. The difference from the past was that he wasn’t shaken at the reminder of his trauma. It was a trauma he had already overcome. He had yet to overcome his relationship trauma, but it wasn’t an important issue now.


  


  [The effect of the ‘First King’ title has been activated!]


  


  [A shield that will block as much damage as the health lost in the last minute will be created. All terrain adaptation will increase by 100%, while movement speed and defense will increase by 10%.]


  


  He lost 70% of his health in just a few seconds. Grid gained some distance thanks to the shield and became aware of the passage of time. He remained calm as the players entered his vision. Some people were gasping due to the poison from Valhalla while others were confused by Great King’s Dignity. There were many people who seemed to be in a dangerous state, but all of them were absorbed in attacking without backing down. The desire to hit the Demon King a bit more and gain medals controlled them completely.


  


  “...”


  


  The shield had bought Grid some time. Grid calmly checked his condition while taking into account Tiramet’s power. He had enough mana to use Transcended Link after linking up Freely Move and Fly. The combo of these three skills could save Grid from the immediate crisis and slaughter dozens of players.


  


  It was afterward that was the problem. His mana would fall to the bottom. He wouldn’t be able to maintain Fly for long and would eventually crash to the ground. Then the same thing would happen again, and it would become really dangerous. At best, he would kill dozens of players but have no way to win.


  


  ‘Belial’s power of fire can make a path of flames, but the result is the same.’


  


  In the end, mana was a problem. 


  


  ‘Alarm isn’t ready yet.’


  


  Grid had roughly predicted when the four heavenly kings would be broken through, but he hadn’t been able to grasp it perfectly. Thus, he had set the linked Alarm and Magic Missile as late as possible. He couldn’t depend on them yet.


  


  Thoughts of Noe, Randy, the Overgeared Skeletons, the light elemental, and Tiramet passed through Grid’s brain. Should he summon them for this immediate crisis?


  


  ‘It is too premature.’


  


  Noe’s defense skill and his skill to take away stats would be a big help, but this wouldn’t guarantee victory. The pets and pet owner wouldn’t be able to last for a long time against the nearly 300 players. Grid’s pets would be quickly recalled, and he would soon be alone again. Furthermore, the light elemental had a separate use.


  


  [You have suffered 23,000 damage!]


  


  [The durability of Valhalla of Infinite Affection has decreased by 37.]


  


  His distinct half-mask that was covered in red—the mask originally named Bizarre Mask was gaining more and more cracks in it. The blood leaked through the cracks and cooled Grid’s face. 


  


  ‘This...’ Grid’s heart started to thump.


  


  He fully realized that he was experiencing a great crisis. Defeat, failure—he was unaccustomed to them despite having experienced them countless times. Words that he didn’t want to become familiar with ran through Grid’s mind. There was something strange. He felt excited instead of frustrated and desperate.


  


  Grid sensed it intuitively. There was a solution that he hadn’t thought about yet. This was the birth of the ‘wisdom’ created by his experiences and efforts which had accumulated over the years.


  


  ‘The power of lies?’


  


  Grid was reminded of a power he had been ignoring. The battle between Kraugel and the Hero spread like a panorama in Grid’s mind, inspiring him deeply. The Hero had taken advantage of the power of lies and shown how to utilize a skill using multiple clones.


  


  ‘However, I won’t use it that way.’


  


  He lacked the Hero’s ability to react quickly to changing situations.


  


  ‘Nevertheless, I have something better than the Hero.’


  


  Overgeared. Right, it was being overgeared. The Hero didn’t have Khan’s legacy. Valhalla of Infinite Affection had a skill called Moving Fortress. 


  


  [It can be activated if the wearer’s health drops by more than one tenth (Enable/Disable can be selected).


  


  -Converts the durability of Valhalla of Infinite Affection to defense (one durability = two defense). -Immune to all conditions (including physical statuses). -It will last for one minute, and the current durability of Valhalla of Infinite Affection will be set to 30 points (at the end of Moving Fortress, the current durability will be restored by a third of the maximum durability).


  


  * Please note that if the durability falls to zero, the item will be permanently destroyed.


  


  The wide range skill ‘Impregnable’, which deals half of all damage received in the last five minutes in a 50-meter radius, can be activated.


  


  Skill Resources Consumption: Valhalla of Infinite Affection’s maximum endurance will drop permanently by 200.


  


  Skill cooldown time: 10 minutes.]


  


  ‘I can do it.’


  


  The puzzle pieces aligned in Grid’s head. This was the moment wisdom blossomed. It was an ordinary level of wisdom, but it was a special power for Grid.


  


  ‘Blackening. Belial’s Power.’


  


  [The power of the great demon Belial summoned in the Rune of Darkness has been opened!]


  


  [It is impossible for a human to digest all three of Belial’s powers.]


  


  [You are in a half-demon state. Your body has endured the pressure of immense power. However, it is still impossible for a human to digest all three of Belial’s powers at the same time.]


  


  [You can use one of Belial’s three powers of: Darkness, fire, or illusion.]


  


  [You have chosen the power of illusion!]


  


  Grid started quickly producing clones as his health was consumed. His field of view split and widened. The faces of the enemies surrounded him, the backs of the enemies surrounded him, and the feet and crowns of the enemies surrounded him. They entered Grid’s vision at once.


  


  “This?” The players’ face paled with terror. They could see the Hero’s appearance in the Demon King.


  


  “Spread out! Hurry!” Chris hurriedly shouted toward the players.


  


  『 I-Isn’t that the Hero’s clones...? 』


  


  『 W-Why does the Demon King have the Hero’s power...? 』


  


  The international commentators stuttered.


  


  -What? What is this?


  


  -Don’t tell me...


  


  The crowd and viewers were in shock like hammers had slammed into their heads.


  


  “Moving... Fortress,” the Demon King chanted while coughing up blood. He resisted all the physical and abnormal conditions caused by Jishuka’s arrows.


  


  “Huup!” Grid focused on controlling himself. The players who had just been beating the Demon King up were now surrounded by clones. Grid narrowed the distance to Chris and grabbed him. 


  


  “Heok! Hey, let me go!”


  


  ‘What if I don’t want to?’ Grid grinned as he whispered into Chris’ ears in a frightening manner, “Impregnable.”


  


  This was a wide-area skill that released half of all damage the hero suffered in the last five minutes in a radius of 50 meters. The stronger the opponent, the more powerful the explosion that swept over the battlefield would be. Hundreds of gray pillars soared into the sky, and a green light shone from beyond the soaring dust.


  


  Then a white giant that was shining came rushing over. It was Zibal’s Raiders.


  


  “Griddddd!”


  


  Unlike the others who were still doubting the Demon King’s identity, Zibal was certain of it. It meant he acknowledged Grid’s power. Other people thought that Grid couldn’t fight in a 400-against-1 fight and were trying to ignore reality. However, Zibal was different. It was possible if it was Grid. Zibal thought simply and guessed the identity of the Demon King. A huge spear flew toward the ragged Grid.


  


  “...Flash.” Grid barely summoned the light elemental, and it let out a strong burst of light, blinding Zibal who was on the magic machine. Thanks to this, the spear hit empty air.


  


  “I won’t fight if you don’t get off from there.” Grid laughed evilly like a natural villain. Behind his broken mask, his dark eyes focused on Jishuka.


  


  Jishuka shivered. It wasn’t out of fear though. She had an ecstatic expression on her face as she watched the Demon King. It was a reaction she had shown multiple times to one man.




  Chapter 961


  ‘Did he intentionally design this situation?’


  


  Since the moment Grid was hit by Charging Shot, Jishuka had been filled with an anxiety that was difficult to express clearly. The timing of the magic machine’s explosion was perfect. Grid exposed a large gap in his defense, and the players didn’t miss this opportunity. Hundreds of scattered players gathered around Grid.


  


  They fell into the trap. From the moment that Charging Shot hit, Grid had this current development in mind.


  


  “He is becoming sexier.” Jishuka shivered as she recalled the scene of five Grids in red armor. Her beautiful face turned red, and a rough breath emerged from the gap in her lips. She wanted to try dissecting Grid’s skull. Even the folds in his brain seemed sexy.


  


  Masquerading as the Demon King, Grid stared at Jishuka. Jishuka’s blush thickened. She trembled from extreme excitement.


  


  “Come.”


  


  Approximately 80 players had survived. Most of the Overgeared members—including Chris and Peak Sword—might’ve been killed, but there were still many strong players such as Damian and Zibal with his magic machine. Despite this, Grid was looking at her, concentrating solely on her. It meant she was the biggest threat to him. Jishuka felt great joy at monopolizing Grid’s gaze.


  


  ---!! 


  


  Black arrows were fired soundlessly. Jishuka was the only one who knew exactly how many there were. Grid was facing her head on and wasn’t aware of the arrows flying from different trajectories. This wasn’t an uncommon situation, but Grid was feeling rushed. He didn’t dwell on impossible defenses or avoidance. Instead, he was like a bull. He was attracted by the charming red cloth called Jishuka.


  


  “Yes, I’m coming!”


  


  Jishuka’s excitement was getting out of control. The arrows struck Grid’s body. His philtrum, between his eyes, and in the middle of his forehead were hit. This was a terrible feast of skills. It was understandable why the people of Tzedakah used to compare Jishuka’s spirit to a wild beast and a hunter. She showed no concept of mercy toward her target. Logically, Grid should be shrinking back.


  


  ‘Pagma’s Swordsmanship.’


  


  Grid was currently under the protection of Moving Fortress and was completely resistant to physical attacks. The arrows inserted between his eyes and the blood flowing down didn’t disturb him.


  


  ‘Link.’


  


  Grid broke through the arrows, reached Jishuka, and unleashed dozens of energy blades. Jishuka moved in a half turn to widen her distance from Grid while drawing back her bowstring. She dodged a few energy blades and fought back.


  


  [You have suffered 8,930 damage!]


  


  [You have suffered 7,590 damage!]


  


  [You have suffered 13,580 damage!]


  


  Her aim was also perfect. Jishuka avoided the protective gear—such as armor and shoulder guards—that Grid was wearing and damaged him. She often hit his weak points, but she couldn’t evade his attacks forever. Jishuka’s agility was high as the first ranked archer, but she wasn’t faster than Grid. This was because the movements of the sword linked together faster than the firing of the arrow.


  


  [The target has received 29,300 damage.]


  


  [The target has received 25,760 damage.]


  


  Jishuka allowed only two blows yet she lost more than half her health. She used her quiver and bow to stop a few energy blades, using the natural rebound to dodge a few more. The distance between Grid and Jishuka increased again while a trap was installed at Grid’s feet.


  


  Then the trap activated and wrapped around Grid’s ankles. The trap lasted for five seconds, and anyone who tried to move from it might have their ankles torn. However, Grid ignored it and ran forward. Now Moving Fortress was activated. A trap couldn’t break the fortress at all.


  


  “Too cool,” Jishuka’s voice thickened. She was becoming more and more immersed in the dual charm of Grid’s sexy brain and his toughness. Thus, she was sincerely sorry. If only it wasn’t for the debt... If her relationship with Grid wasn’t that of creditor and debtor, she would be able to communicate this boiling emotion.


  


  ‘I will just seem like a snake if I communicate my feelings.’ Jishuka smiled bitterly and drew her bow with all her power. Grid was someone who couldn’t be caught by traps. She couldn’t win. Even so, she would cause some damage before she died. This was her distinct pride—the last pride of a beast.


  


  Jishuka concentrated all her resources and fired her last arrow at Grid who was chasing her. Her point of aim was different from before. The arrow was aimed at the center of the armor, not the seams of the armor. She fired the arrow from a close range, and the arrow that touched his armor caused Grid to get the chills.


  


  Valhalla of Infinite Affection’s current durability was 30, and it would last for one minute. This was the penalty of Moving Fortress. Wouldn’t Valhalla of Infinite Affection turn into rags because of his arrow? It couldn’t last.


  


  Grid decided that he should activate Freely Move, which had been left as a trump card. However, the arrow was fired right in front of his nose. Jishuka’s arrow pierced through Valhalla, and it shattered into thousands of fragments. It was a result caused by Jishuka’s ability to read, judge, and act the moment she fired the arrow.


  


  Unfortunately, Grid wasn’t as fast-witted as her and didn’t notice in time. He wasn’t a chosen human being, a genius like Kraugel. The Enlightenment Sword, a weapon that was hard to determine if it was a spear or a sword, penetrated Jishuka’s waist. It occurred almost simultaneously with Grid’s armor.


  


  [You have been struck with a serious blow!]


  


  “I’m sorry, but I’m a proud woman,” Jishuka apologized as she collapsed like a broken doll into Grid’s arms. This wasn’t an apology for her actions. Although the armor might not be the real one, Jishuka apologized for destroying Khan’s work. It was why she had hesitated and hadn’t aimed for Valhalla the moment she saw its weakness.


  


  Grid read her mind and stroked her red hair. “I apologize for everything.”


  


  “Huut... Cough!” She slowly turned grey in Grid’s arms and soon ascended as a pillar. It was a sign announcing Jishuka’s death.


  


  Shortly after she left, the white giant managed to beat the vampire and rushed toward Grid again. “Griddddd!” 


  


  While Grid had been fighting Jishuka, the other biggest threat—Zibal—had been facing Tiramet.


  


  ‘Tiramet is already dead.’


  


  The magic machine was truly a monster. Was it possible to obtain the materials to make a magic machine from the production rewards? Grid thought this and opened the inventory. The items he took out were the Dragon Harpoon and hammer. Now that he’d lost Valhalla, he had no intention of fighting Zibal head on.


  


  “Spear Shot.” The giant harpoon, which had been created to raid the drake during the 2nd National Competition, was thrown like a javelin. Raiders paused as the harpoon struck its chest.


  


  “You don’t intend to get out of there and fight?” Grid attached the chain of the harpoon to the ground using a peg and immediately disappeared. It was a spacious battlefield. The faces of the players were still shocked from the aftermath of the huge explosion. 


  


  Grid’s next target was Pope Damian.


  


  ‘Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.’


  


  Rotating like a spinning top, Grid crossed the battlefield. The Enlightenment Sword in his hand let out a terrible roar. Damian used a healing skill to barely recover from the wounds he had sustained in the explosion and cast a shield. However, his shield failed, just like Grid’s Valhalla.


  


  “Scream,” the other name for Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle emerged from the mouth of the Demon King. Damian’s shield couldn’t even withstand the first strike and shattered. “Ugh...!”


  


  Damian summoned a large golden circle behind his back as a last-ditch attempt.


  


  [You have died.]


  


  He was already dead.


  


  “Griddddd!” Raiders was released from the bondage of the Dragon Harpoon and started chasing Grid again. This time Grid didn’t avoid Raiders. The wind blew his ebony hair as he stood in place and stared at Raiders. Zibal’s legs were soft from where he was sitting on the boarding seat.


  


  Behind the half-mask, Grid’s eyes weren’t strained at all. He was reminded that his explosion had destroyed Eat Spicy Jokbal’s fortress. It was as he had expected. The golden cannon accumulated a shell made of the Blue Dragon’s Breath and fired.


  


  “Kuoock...!”


  


  Then it happened just before Raiders reached the armorless Grid. Raiders’ body was hit by the cannon and tilted heavily. There was a magnetic field, and the surging currents shook Raiders’ movements, rendering it unable to move. 


  


  “Grid...!” Desperation filled Zibal’s face. He screamed because he couldn’t change the flow of the battlefield that was formed after he inadvertently distributed the wrong information. 


  


  Grid’s voice rang out, “You have shown a wonderful performance this year.”


  


  “...”


  


  Zibal was a simple person. Two years ago, he had been badly defeated by Grid. The person who looked down on Zibal like a bug was now expressing appreciation for him. He didn’t know if he should laugh or cry as Raiders was recalled. Then he climbed onto the summoned pegasus and rushed toward Grid.


  


  The other players followed behind Zibal. 80 surviving players descended on Grid. 


  


  The Demon King had lost his armor. The physical body that he had trained for many years was now just as injured as the bodies of the players. The players sensed that it was time to end this short yet long war. It was the same for Grid. He took a deep breath and quietly closed his eyes.


  


  『 S-Surely, he isn’t giving up? 』


  


  『 He has no choice. His resources are at their limits, and he lost his armor. It won’t be strange if he decides that he can’t endure anymore. 』


  


  The commentators discussed the end of the Demon King, while the crowd and viewers cheered. Then hundreds of stars appeared in the sky. Underneath it were Demon King Grid and the players heading toward him. Then there was a bombardment. The 200 Magic Missiles Grid set up using the Alarm spell penetrated the players’ heads and backs, shattering the ground. The players screamed at the surprise attack.


  


  ‘Noe, Randy, Can you Become the King of the Dead?’


  


  A complete copy of the Demon King, a tiger surrounded by black flames, a lich, and a death knight appeared...


  


  『 Ah... Ahhh... 』


  


  In a few minutes, only two people remained on the battlefield. One was badly injured and couldn’t breathe properly while the other person had no wounds. The person who opened his mouth first with a complicated expression was Sword Saint Kraugel.


  


  “You have lost your immortality.”


  


  “Yes. Everyone was too strong.”


  


  “...”


  


  This wasn’t a fair fight. Kraugel judged this and was about to take off his armor to stab himself in the heart.


  


  It was the Demon King who stopped him. “Extremely honorable painting.”


  


  Grid returned to the image from the painting. The image of the Demon King blurred, and the figure of the most famous person in the world was revealed. It was the Overgeared King—the Hero King.


  


  『 G...rid? 』


  


  People who were still dubious over the identity of the Demon King were shocked. The ratings of the Demon King Subjugation ran wild. The 1st ranked real time search query for every portal site was replaced with Grid’s name.




  Chapter 962


  The extremely honorable painting was a product of chance. The best painter in the present day had been lucky enough to draw an extremely honorable painting. It was a great fortune for a painter.


  


  How easy was it to make an extremely honorable painting? Picasso created the first new extremely honorable painting in 177 years and gained a high reputation, high level, and hidden quest achievement. On the other hand, Grid...


  


  [Protagonist of the Extremely Honorable Painting]


  


  [*One time limited skill.


  


  When used, your information will return to what it was when the extremely honorable painting was made.


  


  However, it will only be the stats and skills information. Additional information such as titles, class, status, race, age, and so on aren’t affected.]


  


  ...He only received this intermediate skill. This was a skill with a save-point concept. It could be effective in the worst situation, but the possibility of actually using it was low. The moment he returned to the save point, Grid would lose all the stats he had built up. Grid was never going to use the extremely honorable painting. He had convinced himself he would never need it.


  


  However, the story was different on the National Competition’s server.


  


  [You recalled yourself at the time the extremely honorable painting was drawn.]


  


  [The past memories, glories, and flesh will permeate the present you.] 


  


  [You have returned to the point when the extremely honorable painting was drawn!]


  


  [Your level has fallen. All stats have fallen. Some skill information has changed.]


  


  The wind blew, and his long hair was gradually shortened. The fangs and claws that were like those of a beast became smaller. The muscular upper body became covered with black armor, and the pair of wings turned into a red cloak. The three horns on the forehead became a beautiful and graceful silver crown. Grid removed the image of the Demon King and returned to his appearance from the time of the extremely honorable painting.


  


  He was clearly weakened. Grid had lost three levels. The blacksmithing skill and Pagma’s Swordsmanship enhanced by the goddess’ blessing returned to their pre-enhanced state, and Pagma’s Eyes (Baal’s Contractor Version) and the stats from the 234 random elixirs were all lost.


  


  The main changes that caught Grid’s attention were how the enhancement value of the Enlightenment Sword fell back to +1, the broken Valhalla was restored, and the cannon on the battlefield had reverted to the form of the God Hands. It seemed that the extremely honorable painting didn’t just affect stats.


  


  In other words, the stats level included the effect of items that were being worn or in use at the time of the painting. Fundamentally, it was a skill to integrate with the figure in the painting. Thus, it was natural to return to his armed state in the painting.


  


  ‘It was just a few months ago.’


  


  It felt like he had returned to a very long time ago. He was proud as he realized how hard he had lived. Grid first invested the remaining stat points he had saved and then used the goddess’ blessing.


  


  [295 points have been invested in agility.]


  


  [Pagma’s Swordsmanship Lv. 4 has been enhanced to Great Swordsman Pagma’s Swordsmanship.]


  


  [Mastering the swordsmanship has increased physical attack power by 40%, the chance of a critical hit by 50%, and critical damage by 80%.]


  


  [The time required for the footwork of the sword dances has decreased by half.]


  


  “What is this?” This wasn’t a question Kraugel wanted to answer. He didn’t know how to answer it. It was rare for the always composed Kraugel to be shaken like this. Grid’s recovery of his items and his damaged body was an unknown area that couldn’t be accepted by Kraugel’s knowledge and information. 


  


  “I will tell you one thing. There is no more bonus benefit I can get from continuing to play the Demon King.”


  


  From now on, ‘Grid’ would fight Kraugel without any lies. That’s what Grid was saying. However, he didn’t mention that he was actually weaker because he had returned to a few weeks ago. It was only two years ago that Kraugel had fallen to level one, so it would be embarrassing for Grid to make an excuse for his current state.


  


  First of all, he wasn’t that greatly weakened. Most of the points from the elixirs had gone to dexterity.


  


  “Go.”


  


  It felt like he had finally gotten the right clothes that fit. Grid felt lighter after being restored to his original shape and took one step closer to Kraugel.


  


  “Drop.”


  


  The sky really fell. The swordsman used the authority of the sky to challenge Kraugel. As the Demon King, this was the skill that had made dozens of rankers fall into a crisis. Above all, the great advantage was that it was an instant skill. Kraugel defended against the sword. The White Tiger threw out thorns and resonated as it clashed with the Enlightenment Sword. 


  


  Duguen! Duguen! Duguen!


  


  The present supreme person and the former supreme person—in the midst of the flames and thorns, the sounds of both of their hearts intertwined as one. Grid felt deep gratitude along with extreme excitement. The reason why Kraugel participated in the 4th National Competition was due to Grid’s request. It was his insistence that they play a final match. Grid was thankful to the Kraugel who had waited for this moment, even preparing to take on the world’s criticisms so that this fight wasn’t ruined.


  


  “I won’t disappoint you.”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  It seemed like they had made a promise. The two men simultaneously shook off the interlocked swords and made a big turn. At first glance, they seemed to rotate equally, but the intentions of the two people were completely different. Kraugel didn’t deny the repulsive force and instead used it to strengthen his next attack. Meanwhile, Grid used the repulsion caused by the collision between swords to link the next sword movement.


  


  “Transcend Storm Sword.”


  


  “Linked Kill.”


  


  The shock wave that occurred at this time—from a blow to smash someone and a blow to cancel the other attack—rippled through the battlefield. On the slippery ground, the two men focused on each other without losing balance. It was like they were the only two people who existed on this planet.


  


  The God Hands in the air fired Magic Missiles, while four swords spread out and guarded Kraugel. Suddenly, the weight of the White Tiger Sword increased, and Grid fell to one knee. Grid activated Fly from his kneeling position, and his pointy knee struck Kraugel’s chin.


  


  Kraugel grabbed Grid’s ankle as he ascended, throwing him to the ground. Valhalla vibrated and emitted a poison. Kraugel rotated his sword, and the wind caused the poison to go in the reverse direction. Grid activated Kill, and Kraugel used White Light Steps—which boasted hundreds of different paths—to dodge Kill by a narrow margin.


  


  It seemed like Kraugel’s counterattack would be blocked by Lantier’s Cloak and fail to hit.


  


  “Crying Tiger.”


  


  Despite this, he moved beyond the cloak—making the concept of defense useless—and damaged Grid’s body through Valhalla. Grid shook like someone trapped in a collided car.


  


  “Full Moon.”


  


  The sword moved in a circle like a full moon and devoured Grid’s chest. Blood flowed down as Grid lowered his head. The camera couldn’t catch his face, but he was smiling. He was happy. It was the self-confidence he had been longing for. He could see that his friend and competitor was back on track.


  


  The earth shook unceasingly. Kraugel didn’t get a chance to breathe. Grid couldn’t even wipe the spilled blood because he was busy avoiding and preventing sharp attacks. It was too soon to use the overgeared tactic of just hitting and hitting. The power of the White Tiger Sword that had grown to a unique rating was a threat to Grid. He couldn’t face the sword head on because of the weight increase.


  


  ‘I have to be careful. Let’s aim for a clear gap.’ 


  


  Kraugel’s attacks stopped. It was because he was forced to defend against Grid’s instant skill, Unbreakable Justice.


  


  “Weapon Ascension.”


  


  The power was so great that Kraugel couldn’t defend completely and started bleeding. He twisted his body and attacked Grid from bottom up. Grid avoided the counterattack and stared up at the sky. The sword energy was soaring into the sky. The clouds were torn apart, and it interfered with the deployment of the Storm Demonic Energy Field. It was extremely creepy if this was what Kraugel intended.


  


  Feeling thrilled, Grid used Link. It was faster than the Hero, so Kraugel had yet to fully adapt to the speed of the sword dances. He failed to block it with Control Sword and chose to dodge.


  


  “...”


  


  “...”


  


  He was already short of breath due to the quick collisions. The two men stared at each other without trying to show their tiredness. Kraugel placed the White Tiger Sword back in its sheath and took the posture of drawing the sword. It was an attempt to take advantage of the distance.


  


  “...”


  


  A dopo with a yellow dragon embroidery on it—the flamboyant outfit fluttered in the wind, capturing the attention of people watching the National Competition. Two serene eyes stared at Grid through black hair that was matted with sweat and blood.


  


  As Peak Sword had proven many times over the past few years, the posture of drawing the sword was no different from an archer pulling the bowstring. Grid would be a target even if he retreated back or rushed forward. He was already within Kraugel’s range.


  


  Peak Sword watched the monitors with the eliminated players and spoke quietly, “...Time will flow again from the moment Grid moves.”


  


  Time passed and the fight would resume. Peak Sword couldn’t bear to say that Grid was in a very disadvantageous position.


  


  “...”


  


  “...”


  


  Kraugel and Grid were standing still. Only the four hands and sword floating over their heads proved that time hadn’t stopped. They had been swept away by the explosion and had been fighting for a long time.


  


  ‘...Item Creation.’ 


  


  Without taking his eyes off Kraugel, who was preparing to draw his sword, Grid used a skill. The Immediate Item Completion Scroll that he had obtained from the Reputation Store was in his inventory.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  『... 』


  


  “...”


  


  The commentators and spectators had already stayed silent for a few minutes. In retrospect, there had been many hints. The S.A Group had always said ‘it will be a competition created by players’ when they discussed the 4th National Competition. The players who recognized the weaknesses of the four heavenly kings the earliest had been the Overgeared members. Additionally, Kraugel hadn’t fought alongside the players despite knowing that people would criticize him.


  


  『 ...The puzzle pieces are aligned. The person fighting against Kraugel now is the real Grid. 』


  


  Even after the Demon King used a skill similar to the Hero and even after Zibal shouted out the name ‘Grid,’ people still had not been able to admit that the Demon King was Grid. This was because their notion of ‘common sense’ would have completely collapsed the moment they did.


  


  Now, they had to admit it. They could no longer deny the reality when the Demon King revealed his true appearance. It was now time to recognize and analyze him.


  


  『 Demon King Grid is much stronger than the current Grid. His health is 20 times higher than normal. He must’ve received many benefits after becoming the Demon King. 』


  


  『 That’s right. Otherwise, it wouldn’t be possible for Grid to deal with 400 players alone. I think it is right to look at the current Grid as separate from the Demon King. 』


  


  They were thinking with common sense rather than downplaying Grid.


  


  “...”


  


  The crowd and viewers were silently focused on the game. They couldn’t hear the trembling voices of the commentators. Regardless of whether the situation was rational or irrational, the important thing was the direction of the game. Grid and Kraugel—this was the third match between the former supreme player and the current supreme player.


  


  Who would be the final winner among them?


  


  People from all over the world felt that this match was likely to be the last confrontation and couldn’t help gulping.


  


  “It doesn’t matter who wins! I’m cheering for both!!”


  


  “Waaahhhhhhhh!”


  


  Now, the people finally realized that this was why they had been so interested in the PvP event. They had wanted to see Kraugel and Grid fight again. Yes, they had been looking forward to the story that hadn’t yet ended, not the PvP event. Countless people had been waiting a year just for this moment.


  


  “Take the win, Grid!”


  


  “Win this time, Kraugel!”


  


  “Aish, both of you should win!”


  


  It was the moment that the biggest issue of this year, the Demon King Subjugation, became the opening stage for the confrontation between the two players. This was an unexpected result even for the S.A Group.


  


  “I am worried that the names of the two people will overshadow the National Competition.”


  


  “...”


  


  Yoon Sangmin was half joking, but no one laughed. The atmosphere of the executive boardroom of the S.A Group was somewhat uncomfortable.


  


  On the other hand, the executive boardroom of the Daejin Group executives was festive.


  


  “Grid is our car. No, he will be the face of our group.”


  


  “Ohh!”


  


  “Grid. No, God Grid will be my son-in-law.”


  


  “...Ohh!”


  


  Their reactions were surprisingly similar to the comments on the Internet...? The executives were embarrassed when they heard Chairman Lee Jinmyung say ‘God Grid’, while the president of Daejin Motors raised both thumbs.


  


  “God Grid will be your son-in-law! As expected of the God Chairman!”


  


  “...”




  Chapter 963


  A person who was praised—there was no saying that was better used to describe Yura. She had a great background and talent that encompassed all disciplines. Yura wasn’t arrogant, and she had an upright character and an unparalleled beauty. Every innate element of hers made her shine.


  


  Her achievements in Satisfy became her wings, and the responsibility she had shown by participating in the 1st National Competition alone while other Korean rankers had been absent made her a role model for others. Praise poured toward her constantly, and Yura had also been proud of herself. She had believed that she was doing well enough.


  


  Yet these thoughts changed after she met Grid. Grid was a completely different type of person from Yura. He had lagged behind in luck and talent while suffering from countless adversities. He must’ve fallen down countless times from setbacks and accusations and fallen asleep with tears.


  


  However, he hadn’t given up. Rather, he was tempered like steel. He had looked at the top of a hill when others were looking at the top of a mountain. While other people climbed 10 steps, he had taken one step. He hadn’t stopped while others rested. Instead, he had gone up slowly but steadily.


  


  All types of misfortunes had grabbed at his ankle, but he had endured without giving up. He had achieved some good luck and continued working hard without being complacent about that luck. Ultimately, he had finally managed to reach the top.


  


  Yura had congratulated him sincerely. Knowing how long and how hard the road that Grid took had been, Yura truly respected him. She couldn’t be the best even with her natural talents and knew better than anyone in the world how great Grid was.


  


  On the other hand, she was ashamed of herself. She realized that no matter how hard she tried or how talented she was, she couldn’t stand side by side with Grid. Yura’s pride came crashing down. She couldn’t accept that she wasn’t the best, despite being born with better conditions than other people.


  


  Thus, she tried and tried again. She had to get rid of this shame by proving herself. Then she would be able to face Grid. Still, in the end, she didn’t achieve it.


  


  “...”


  


  During the 4th National Competition, she wasn’t satisfied despite having won gold and silver medals. No, Yura’s eyes were shaking with despair as she watched the monitor. She discovered that the Demon King on the screen was Grid. Furthermore, Grid was in hell. He was facing hundreds of weapons, as well as humanity’s booing and anger, alone.


  


  “Why...”


  


  Grid was stabbed by the spears and swords and quickly became bloody. Every time he screamed, Yura felt her heart ache.


  


  “...Why are you going so far...”


  


  Yura didn’t know why Grid became the Demon King. It might be for wealth or honor. She just vaguely felt that he became the Demon King because he wanted something. Nevertheless, was it necessary for Grid to win to get what he wanted? Probably not. It was absurd to discuss victory in a 400-against-1 fight. Grid could get what he wanted without necessarily winning. He would have a contract with the S.A Group in the first place.


  


  Yet Grid was now fighting to win. He couldn’t move his fingertips and was screaming through the blood, but he didn’t lose his fighting spirit and persisted. Yura could see the reason for it.


  


  ‘There will be someone fighting to protect you,’ Grid had clearly said so.


  


  Since then, her grandfather no longer contacted her. The shrewd Yura knew what had happened behind her back. “Why...”


  


  Grid managed to pass the crisis. He created a huge explosion and slaughtered hundreds of players. After that, there was another struggle. There were 80 survivors left, and Grid squeezed out his last remaining strength to fight them. In the process, he went through several crises and even lost his immortality.


  


  In the end, he managed to knock everyone down. Once the last enemy’s health gauge emptied out, Grid stared into the camera before turning toward his old rival Kraugel. Beyond the broken mask, Grid’s eyes were clearly gazing at Yura.


  


  ‘Believe in me.’ He looked exactly the same as when he said this to her in the past.


  


  Yura was very pained. She knew that it was an unusual thing for Grid to be fighting for her. Everyone else believed that she could do well on her own. It was because they thought she was a superwoman. However, Yura wasn’t a superwoman. She could do better than others, but she couldn’t solve everything by herself.


  


  Her vision blurred as she formed fists. Yura didn’t know when Viola came over, but Viola patted her on the shoulder. Viola thought Yura was truly delicate.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “...” 


  


  “...”


  


  The two men faced each other silently. Above their heads, the four swords and golden hands clashed tirelessly with each other. The people didn’t know it, but both players had extremely exhausted mental states. Kraugel had to concentrate on controlling the four swords. Simultaneously, Grid concentrated on reading Kraugel’s attack timing while creating a new item in his head. Both people were unable to achieve their normal levels of concentration.


  


  The God Hands and the controlled swords collided exactly 89 times. One of the swords was hit by Magic Missile and fell toward Kraugel’s feet. Grid noticed Kraugel’s right shoulder lowering, and Kraugel pulled the sword out of the sheath. The moment the flash came in contact with Grid, he wore Doran’s Ring. However, he was late by 0.1 seconds.


  


  [You have suffered 18,500 damage!]


  


  [Doran’s Ring is equipped.]


  


  The effect of Doran’s Ring wasn’t applied because the ring was worn after being hit.


  


  “Kuek...!” Grid’s face distorted as he stepped back and raised the Enlightenment Sword. The sword was recovered, and Kraugel’s next swing at Grid was blocked.


  


  [...The black flames have exploded!]


  


  The flames struck Kraugel.


  


  [The target has received 3,200 damage.]


  


  Kraugel was already in the stage of communing with the Enlightenment Sword. The class effect of the Sword Saint saw through the Enlightenment Sword and reduced the damage of the black flames. He penetrated through the flames and kicked Grid. This was the moment when the effect of Doran’s Ring was wasted. Doran’s Ring only restored 900 damage from the kick.


  


  At this time, Kraugel rotated in a diagonal line, and the White Tiger Sword rose from the bottom and aimed for Grid’s chin. Even so, Grid succeeded in evading Weapons Ascension. He was able to read the exact timing using his high insight and the power of the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch. The most important thing to watch out for when attacking a boss was an attack from the bottom. Grid was very strong against attacks from the bottom. He lightly twisted his head and tried to fight back with the Enlightenment Sword.


  


  “...?!”


  


  A stone pillar that followed the path of the White Tiger Sword had already risen and struck Grid’s abdomen.


  


  [When attacked, there is a normal chance of ‘Pillar’ being released. The giant stone pillar has a blasting effect of up to five meters. The damage applied is 50% of the weapon’s attack power.]


  


  This was the pillar effect attached to the World Crushing Sword of the Noble White Tiger. Grid was thrown back and smashed into the half-destroyed organ. He hurriedly shook his head and stood up, only to see the sharp tip of a sword. It was an attack aimed for between his eyes. It stimulated an instinctive fear. It was an attack that a person had no choice but to respond to.


  


  The grim looking Grid tried to stop the blade only to change his mind. He wasn’t convinced that this was Kraugel’s most threatening attack. Just as it was about to pierce Grid between his eyes, the White Tiger Sword twisted its trajectory like Pinnacle Kill, only to be blocked. Grid’s Enlightenment Sword blocked the White Tiger Sword’s path.


  


  “...” Kraugel’s gaze sank as his move was detected unexpectedly. He tried not to express it, but he had already been surprised a few times. Kraugel felt thrilled from the moment Grid used Fly whilst on his knees and when he avoided the attack from the bottom twice.


  


  The man in front of Kraugel was no different from himself. Grid was no longer the Overgeared King who compensated for his lack of sense, judgment, and ability with items. The Hero King had grown after winning against several heroes and continued to raise his experience. He had a different sense of pressure from the Hero, an artificial intelligence who could display his abilities to an excellent level.


  


  Grid’s current level threatened Kraugel’s innate senses and talent.


  


  “Pinnacle!” Grid used the strength that was clearly superior to Kraugel and pushed back the White Tiger Sword.


  


  “Tearing the Sky.” Kraugel counterattacked.


  


  “Revolve!” Grid also responded.


  


  However, Grid couldn’t shake off his uncomfortable feelings. Assuming that both players had one counterattack skill, the one who used it first would have the overwhelming disadvantage.


  


  ‘Did Kraugel create a new counterattack skill?’


  


  A chill went down Grid’s spine as he was reminded that Kraugel could create new sword techniques. 


  


  “Quick Command.”


  


  “...!?”


  


  Black and white flashing wings appeared on Kraugel’s back, and he disappeared from Grid’s vision. The force of Pinnacle that was strengthened to the extreme from the two counterattacks cut the ground, and Kraugel reappeared on the cracked ground. 


  


  The White Tiger Sword was already cutting Grid’s shoulders. Three times the damage overlapped. This was the power of Quick Command which was classified as one of the three offensive passive skills. It was a skill that ignored physical concepts by evading ‘definite’ attacks. He would then return to his original position after four seconds, and his next attack would do triple the damage.


  


  As the name suggested, it was a very swift skill with excellent utility. However, depending on the situation, the restriction of returning to the original activation point could become a great poison. This restriction also allowed him to destroy a player’s maximum strength skill by definitely evading one attack.


  


  As a simple example, if he used Quick Command to avoid a wide range skill that lasted more than four seconds, he would return to the same spot after four seconds and wouldn’t be able to escape. It was incomplete, just like how Grid’s God’s Command had the fatal disadvantage of the ‘probability.’


  


  Of course, if Kraugel took the side of the seven malignant saints, the constraints would be lifted and the story would be different. Despite this, he avoided belonging to certain forces. He didn’t stand on the side of the malignant saints or the gods. If he were to stand on one side, then he would’ve already joined a guild. Of course, there was only one guild that he ever thought of joining.


  


  ‘Mine is XXX.’ Grid didn’t know any of this and gritted his teeth. From his point of view, God’s Command was the best garbage skill. Grid had lost more than one-third of his health while Kraugel still only had minor injuries. 


  


  Everyone in the world held their breaths as the two men fought fiercely, not summoning any pets or drinking potions like they had made a promise. Even the bosses of the chicken stores focused on the TV without realizing that their phones had been ringing for a long time. The energy of Wave broke the ground while the force of Splitting the Sky swept into the sky. 


  


  The battlefield gradually became narrower. The gap between Grid and Kraugel shortened while the number of collisions increased. Grid borrowed the power of the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch to cut at Kraugel’s waist, while Kraugel relied on Super Sensitivity to save himself from a fatal injury and cut at Grid’s thigh.


  


  Many people realized that Grid was in an unfavorable situation as the number of exchanges increased. Then Grid finished making the item and shouted like the protagonist of a cartoon, “Item! Production!”


  


  『 ...? 』


  


  “...?”


  


  “...?”


  


  Making an item during the battle...? The commentators, spectators, and viewers watching the game were sweating. It was so absurd that they were speechless. Regardless, it didn’t matter.


  


  “Blue Dragon Sword Breaker!” Grid shouted, and a bright light burst from his left hand. This was the moment that the dark blue sword with an electric current around it appeared in the world. The blade part was made from the remnants of Great Demon Astaroth, and there was a deep groove in the blade.


  


  Kraugel’s shaky eyes were captured by the camera, and all communities over the world were a mess.


  


  -A sword breaker against the Sword Saint ;;


  


  -Wow! A super cheap deadly move!


  


  -That light...
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  The waiting room was crowded with players who had been eliminated from the Demon King Subjugation event.


  


  “...”


  


  Why was Grid the Demon King, and what did he gain in exchange for that? Perhaps he was monopolizing a lot of rewards? If it turned out to be preferential treatment, they would have a chance to raise some issues. The players’ minds were in a very complicated state. There weren’t only one or two problems to worry about.


  


  Despite this, they were silent for a few minutes without discussing anything with each other. All the players were concentrating on Grid and Kraugel on the screen. They didn’t want to miss the opportunity to see the power of the two people.


  


  “....?”


  


  A few minutes passed by. After a fierce battle, Grid seemed to be in a somewhat unfavorable position, and he pulled out a sword breaker. He cried out absurd words about producing an item, but it was just a trick to shake Kraugel as he seemed to take it out of his inventory.


  


  A sword to break a sword...


  


  It was obviously an item to counter Sword Saint Kraugel. Still, it was doubtful if it would work.


  


  “No one is currently using that.”


  


  “Unless a person has the relevant passive skill, it has limitations and is difficult to control.” 


  


  “Grid used it for only a moment a few years ago, so I don’t think he will handle it properly.” 


  


  Among the players, Jishuka asked Chris, “Isn’t this a dangerous decision?” 


  


  Jishuka was an archer, but she was well versed in swordsmanship. It was because she was a woman who dreamed of becoming a supreme player. In order to apply different concepts to archery and to supplement the weaknesses of archery, she studied all possible fields. 


  


  “I think there will be a mishap.” Jishuka was anxious. Based on her insight, Grid fought in a way that faithfully practiced what he experienced and learned. The total amount of experience he accumulated was so high that he could cope with many situations, but his creativity was insufficient.


  


  On the other hand, Kraugel’s movements were creative from beginning to end. It was no less than the experience that Grid had accumulated. Additionally, Grid’s stats and items had fallen a bit lower. This was already the fourth fight with Kraugel. 


  


  ...Grid was likely to be on the defensive one-sidedly.


  


  Talent—Grid needed to work hard to make up for his terrible talent. Grid’s control might be better than that of other players here, but it was definitely below the level of the genius Kraugel. Although Grid brought out the threatening weapon that was a sword breaker, it was unknown if he would be able to properly take advantage of it. Kraugel could deflect the sword breaker, and Grid might have to pay a hefty price for using an unfamiliar weapon.


  


  Jishuka bit her red nails. It was hard for her to shake off her anxiety because she didn’t understand Grid’s decision. Chris nodded and opened his mouth, “Hrmm, well... It is risky. If Kraugel is a professional racer, the difference in the skills is enough to call Grid a normal person with two years of driving experience.”


  


  “Isn’t that too harsh? What do you think about our Grid?”


  


  “No, I have no intention of putting down Grid. It is just a proper analogy...”


  


  “Three years. Let’s go with three years of experience.”


  


  “...Yes.”


  


  What was the difference between two or three years of driving experience? Chris frowned, but he knew Jishuka’s heart and that she wanted Grid to be treated even a bit better. Jishuka was a violent and scary woman, but she was clearly good bride material for ‘Grid alone.’ She would make an excellent wife. He shook his head.


  


  Jishuka urged him, “Keep talking. If Kraugel is a professional driver while Grid is a driver with four years of experience...?”


  


  “Three years... Yes, a driver with four years of experience and a professional driver—the difference between the two of them is obvious. But that’s it.” A smile spread across Chris’ face. “Kraugel’s car is a Chinese car while Grid’s car is a Ferrari.”


  


  They were people who were the most familiar with Grid. Between having talent and being overgeared, which was the higher-level concept? It was being overgeared. Ultimately, it was a fact that being overgeared was the best. 


  


  Grid proved this fact personally. Could he really take out an ordinary sword breaker after directly feeling that his skills were less than Kraugel’s? It was certainly a Ferrari or a Lamborghini, and it would complement Grid’s relatively poor technique. Chris was convinced of this.


  


  On the screen, Grid’s sword breaker clashed with Kraugel’s sword. Then something magical happened. The sword breaker pulled at Kraugel’s sword, and it slipped between the grooves in the blade.


  


  “What is that?”


  


  “Hah... What is that effect?”


  


  “What the hell is that principle?”


  


  The players trembled as they made a fuss. The scene was shocking. Jishuka clasped her hands together and shouted. Meanwhile, Chris’ eyes widened, and he clicked his tongue. ‘Is it a Bugatti?’


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  [Blue Dragon Sword Breaker]


  


  [Rating: Legendary


  


  Durability: 350/350 Attack Power: 695


  


  * Attack speed increased by 40%.


  


  * Additional 50% lightning damage. 


  


  * Additional 30% shadow damage.


  


  * Emits a magnetic field that has a high probability of attracting sword type weapons.


  


  * If a sword type weapon is pulled, there will be a decrease in the durability of the target weapon. If the target weapon is below the epic rating, there is a normal chance of the ‘Weapon Destruction’ skill activating. Weapon Destruction completely destroys the target weapon regardless of the current durability.


  


  - A sword produced by the legendary blacksmith Grid.


  


  There are several deep grooves on one side to form a saw blade. The purpose is to block and destroy swords. All swordsmen in the world should be afraid.


  


  The ‘Strengthened Blue Dragon’s Breath’ and ‘Astaroth’s Horn’ has increased the lightning energy to the peak.


  


  User Restrictions: Level 300 or higher. Advanced Sword Mastery Level 1.


  


  Weight: 280]


  


  A sword breaker that flashed with blue lightning—its form was far from rigid or sharp. Its blade was short and didn’t seem suitable for attack purposes. Due to the fine grooves, the content of iron itself was lowered and the blade’s durability seemed poor.


  


  However, it was enough to be threatening. There was no swordsman who didn’t fear a sword which was born to break swords. Kraugel would’ve felt a great deal of pressure if he were an ordinary swordsman, but he was a Sword Saint. He was the master of swords and could handle them completely.


  


  So, he wasn’t shaken. Kraugel unleashed a torrent of swings and pressed Grid back. There was an explosion, and the White Tiger Sword headed toward the right side at the same time. Grid blocked with the Enlightenment Sword and attempted to grab the White Tiger Sword with the sword breaker. It was a quick and ruthless movement. Even so, there was a limit to how fast it could be.


  


  Kraugel slid down the White Tiger Sword and moved his body close to Grid, striking Grid’s left wrist with his elbow. The sword breaker, which was aiming for the White Tiger Sword, headed toward the ground while Kraugel pushed Grid’s chest with a hard shoulder. Then he raised the White Tiger Sword up again.


  


  Like a snake, the White Tiger Sword headed toward the Enlightenment Sword. He disturbed Grid’s mental state and slashed. Grid backed away. A close-range battle was considered disadvantageous due to the difference in technique. Nevertheless, Kraugel didn’t miss. He clung to Grid fiercely and didn’t give him a chance to wield the swords in both his hands. Kraugel even wielded his fists, and his storm-like swordsmanship at close range caused the commentators to fall silent.


  


  Despite this, Grid wasn’t shaken. He became calmer as Kraugel’s offensive grew fiercer. Most of the experience Grid accumulated had been from difficult combat. Grid fought better as the situation worsened.


  


  ‘Divinity. Item Combination.’ Grid gritted his teeth and triggered a skill. He combined Valhalla of Infinite Affection that he was wearing with Triple Layers. That’s right. This was the combination of armor and armor. It reduced the physical damage he received by 30%, and any damage from cuts or stabs were reduced by 50%. The passive skill Sword Breaker was also created. The critical features of Triple Layers were added to Valhalla.


  


  All of a sudden, Grid’s expression changed.


  


  “...?!” Kraugel’s eyes shook the moment he stabbed Grid with the sword.


  


  [The target has received 3,880 damage.]


  


  It wasn’t just because the damage was greatly reduced. 


  


  [The durability of the Domineering White Tiger Sword has decreased by 25!]


  


  The sword which Grid had made and given to Kraugel cried out painfully.


  


  ‘The sword breaker option has been added to armor?’


  


  This was a bit dirty... The momentarily strained Kraugel stepped back. The Blue Dragon Sword Breaker, which had a very short length compared to the Enlightenment Sword, struck him. Of course, Kraugel wasn’t beaten easily. He tried to twist the sword breaker’s trajectory by sliding the White Tiger Sword along the edge of the blade to avoid the grooves.


  


  However, it didn’t work the way he wanted. The sword that should be one with him didn’t listen. The White Tiger Sword was pulled by an invisible force and stopped in place. It engaged with the saw blade part, seemingly attracted by a magnetic force.


  


  ‘What?’ Kraugel shivered. The sword breaker made swordsmanship unimportant. It was an absurdity that was even more deadly against those who were at the peak of swordsmanship. This was a predator that could destroy the concept of providence.


  


  “Pinnacle Kill.”


  


  The skill that contained a stifling killing intent fell toward Kraugel’s chest. Kraugel was in a hurry and forcibly pulled the White Tiger Sword away from the sword breaker. However, the price of doing so was great.


  


  [The durability of the Domineering White Tiger Sword has decreased by 153!]


  


  “Kuek...!”


  


  How did he lose more than one-tenth durability at once? Kraugel’s expression twisted, and he used Quick Command. The illusion of wings expanded, and he left the position intact. It was the development that Grid had been hoping for.


  


  “Fly.”


  


  Grid recovered Pinnacle Kill and rose into the air. It wasn’t to keep track of Kraugel. He was targeting the four swords that were fighting the God Hands.


  


  ‘Don’t tell me?’ Kraugel paled as he read Grid’s intentions. Quick Command finished, and he returned to his original spot. Meanwhile, Grid destroyed all four swords facing the God Hands. The newly liberated God Hands fired Magic Missiles at Kraugel. Kraugel triggered Sword Curtain and blocked it.


  


  Then Grid’s voice rang out, “Do you have 30 swords? Take all of them out.”


  


  Grid floated in the sky. His arms were folded as the four golden hands protected him. It was a very familiar look to the public. They felt he had become even more overbearing and arrogant than when he was the Demon King.


  


  “Transcended Link.”


  


  The storm of energy blades swept the ground, and the God Hands holding Mjolnir flew toward Kraugel. Kraugel used True Clouds and Control Sword in an attempt to stop the God Hands, but Grid appeared like a ghost and destroyed all the swords. The fragments of the swords scattered about, reflecting Kraugel’s face like it had been split into hundreds of fragments.


  


  Kraugel was making an expression he had never shown before. It was a confused expression.


  


  “...It will soon end.”


  


  The players sensed it. Their voices were clearly raised. They had seen the ideals they should pursue.
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  Kraugel—the one with achievements and a reputation for being beyond humans in different areas—was running away. He gained as much distance from Grid as possible. From the moment the effectiveness of Control Sword failed, it became hard for Kraugel to handle the four moving golden hands.


  


  The God Hands wielded the hammer regardless of terrain or land. In Kraugel’s field of view, Grid moved closer while being covered with the 100% accumulated fighting energy. Grid now overwhelmed Kraugel in both strength and agility.


  


  A sword shot out from Kraugel’s inventory. This was the deployment of Control Sword. It shot out and hit Grid. Then it got tangled up with the Blue Dragon Sword Breaker and shattered. Several swords had already disappeared. The battle was outrageously destructive. A more accurate representation was that Grid was one-sidedly destroying things. He pushed Kraugel easily with the power of the God Hands while shattering Kraugel’s sword with the sword breaker. Grid was like a god of destruction.


  


  -...This is being overgeared.


  


  -Isn’t this a new work created by Grid? I wish he would mass produce it and sell it to me. 


  


  -Then I would sell my house to buy it.


  


  -Do you live in a house worth 20 billion?


  


  -Will he even sell it for 20 billion? It is said that the items Grid makes are only distributed within the Overgeared Guild.


  


  -It is true that if you join the Overgeared Guild...


  


  -Well, they don’t accept just anyone.


  


  The public’s gaze didn’t move from Grid’s left hand, which held a sword breaker with blue lightning flowing around it. Today, the sword breaker was the best sword on Earth and the world’s greatest treasure. The object, which had been created by an individual called Grid, was being treated as a masterpiece and coveted by every person who was watching around the world.


  


  In the waiting room, Peak Sword thought seriously, ‘Grid’s works should be used as the national treasures of South Korea.’ This was why Peak Sword was the chairman of the Patriotic Association of South Korea. 


  


  Another sword was destroyed by the sword breaker. Kraugel suddenly stood still. He gathered strength in his toes and bounced up like a spring.


  


  “...!”


  


  ‘Fast.’ Grid was very surprised as he belatedly noticed the situation after breaking a sword. Kraugel used White Light Steps and was instantly in front of Grid. Grid got such a fright that he got goosebumps.


  


  “Meteor Sword.” An intense wave of energy was ejected from the tip of Kraugel’s sword.


  


  Grid dropped down and stepped on land. “Kill!”


  


  Under the pressure that was crushing his shoulders, Grid also used a skill. Naturally, it was done with the Enlightenment Sword. The basic damage of the sword breaker was slow, and the penalty it received meant that any skills released wouldn’t show their power properly.


  


  The collision between Kill and Meteor Sword stirred up the battlefield. Shockwaves extended dozens of meters and knocked down the widely distributed marble columns. However, there was no ceiling here. The fallen pillars were merely ornaments supporting the air.


  


  “Condemnation Sword.”


  


  “...!?”


  


  That was a skill which Kraugel didn’t abuse initially. It was a fight between skill and skill while mixing in common attacks. This was the most effective means to utilize the effects of the skills while arranging the cooldowns. Yet, now, Kraugel was linking skills straight away?


  


  Grid was slightly puzzled but then responded with Drop. Soon afterward, he started the footwork of Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle. His intuition sent a warning that it was dangerous. In fact, the power of Condemnation Sword was different from Meteor Sword. It was on a level similar to Space Sword.


  


  The two intertwined sword techniques roared. Black flames and stone pillars appeared in full force. Two God Hands blocked the stone pillar that was about to pierce Grid’s side. Then the two God Hands tried to smash Kraugel’s face, only to be blocked.


  


  After the aftermath of Condemnation Sword and Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle ended, Grid immediately swung the sword breaker to reduce the durability of the White Tiger Sword. Kraugel reversed the White Tiger Sword and removed it from the influence of the sword breaker. He had already found the range of the magnetic field. Control Sword wasn’t wasted any more.


  


  The White Tiger Sword aimed at Grid’s collarbone. It was the place where Valhalla and Triple Layers were combined, and there weren’t as many barbs. The durability of the White Tiger Sword wasn’t reduced. Kraugel raised his knees, pushed Grid away, recovered his White Tiger Sword, and used Space Sword.


  


  ‘Ah!’ It was only at this time that Grid could read Kraugel’s intentions. Kraugel started using many skills in order to suppress the efficiency of the Blue Dragon Sword Breaker. It wasn’t a bad idea. The sword breaker’s attack power and durability couldn’t afford to go against the skill.


  


  Even so, there was a limit to his resources. Was it possible to fight with only skills?


  


  “Freely Move.” Grid used the skill attached to the Secret Hero title. Last year, Grid had escaped from Kraugel’s Space Sword with this skill. This time, he planned to approach after avoiding Space Sword and then put an end to the fight using Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle that had its cooldown reset by God’s Command.


  


  However, Grid failed to evade Space Sword. “...?!”


  


  Kraugel’s Space Sword had been enhanced into a targeting type skill. It was the same as a legendary blacksmith reinforcing items by creating, disassembling, modifying, combining, and transforming items. Kraugel could configure his swordsmanship to change or enhance its performance. Last year, the ultimate sword technique that had lost to Freely Move was strengthened into a targeted skill.


  


  [You have suffered 32,090 damage!]


  


  [Your left arm has been cut off!]


  


  [Your agility and strength have drastically dropped due to the loss of one arm!]


  


  “Kuaaaaak!” Between the earth and sky which were split apart, blood splashed as Grid grabbed his shoulder and fell down. The Blue Dragon Sword Breaker which had pressured Kraugel throughout the battle fell down along with the severed arm. Kraugel didn’t miss this small chance. He rushed toward Grid and swung his sword mercilessly. Every stab or cut shaved at Grid’s health.


  


  [The target has received 4,120 damage.]


  


  [The White Tiger Sword’s durability has decreased by 21.]


  


  [The target has received 4,390...]


  


  [The White Tiger Sword’s durability...]


  


  The fragments of the White Tiger Sword mixed together with the red blood that Grid dripped. Grid’s health dropped to the limit, and the White Tiger Sword was also heading toward destruction. The God Hands were once again caught by Kraugel’s Control Sword. The battlefield was completely reversed.


  


  『 T-This is unbelievable...! 』


  


  『 Grid suffered a fatal injury and isn’t even able to resist...! 』 


  


  The commentators’ consternation echoed incessantly. Some audience members cheered while others were stunned. In the midst of the chaos, Grid was reminded of Yura’s face.


  


  ‘I can’t lose.’


  


  He still remembered how he had gone to his reunion with Yura. Grid had been in a tremendously insecure state. Without her help, he wouldn’t have been able to let go of Ahyoung so easily. Grid remembered when he suffered from hair loss due to tax problems, the hair loss medicine Yura had given him had been as effective as the one Vantner recommended. He was grateful she had been there during his dark times. In fact, he felt that she had saved his youth, and he wanted to hug her.


  


  ‘She ran to the broadcasters every time in order to help me.’


  


  He sometimes dreamed about the pleasant experience of them going to a restaurant together. Grid thought Yura was beautiful and never imagined that she could make such a cute face. For the first time, he became aware that she was younger than him.


  


  ...He didn’t want to lose her. She should continue being next to him.


  


  [You have lost 3,250 health.]


  


  The White Tiger Sword was weakened due to suffering sustained damage to its durability. However, Grid’s status wasn’t great either. The shield effect of the First King title, the healing effect of Tiramet’s Power, and the blood-sucking effect of Cray’s Power—Grid had consumed all the cards he could rely on during the battle that had already run for dozens of minutes. 


  


  Of course, Kraugel was the same. Kraugel had few cards remaining.


  


  While the chairman of the Daejin Group and president of Daejin Motors shouted, while Yura’s eyes became clouded, and while Chris discussed the Ferrari and Bugatti... 


  


  Both Grid and Kraugel had been fighting without stopping. They fought fiercely and mobilized all means in the process. The two of them didn’t have any cards related to survival left. Yes, in terms of survival...


  


  “Storm Demonic Energy Field.’


  


  The clouds that Kraugel tore through at the beginning of the battle had long been blown away by the wind. New clouds were now in place and were quite dense. It was enough to gather rain and lightning. In fact, this was what Grid had just seen. This was thanks to the loss of his arm. It was only after this happened that he looked up at the sky.


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid had less than 5,000 health remaining. Kraugel was dismayed as he was unable to strike the final blow. A lightning bolt struck the place where he was standing. It didn’t end with this one blow. Lightning bolts aimed at Kraugel’s crown fell several times after that. 


  


  Kraugel relied on Super Sensitivity to avoid them, allowing Grid to rise from his seat. Grid reclaimed the Blue Dragon Sword Breaker that was lying on the wet floor. He put the Enlightenment Sword in his mouth and held the sword breaker with the remaining arm.


  


  Divinity was a skill that removed the casting and cooldown time of blacksmithing related skills. It could only be used once a day, but it could be used up to two times in a single use. This meant he could use it twice.


  


  ‘Item Combination.’


  


  The Enlightenment Sword and Blue Dragon Sword Breaker became one. 


  


  ‘Item Enhancement.’


  


  Grid attempted to use all the remaining enhancement scrolls in his inventory. However, he failed because he lacked time. Kraugel was already unleashing a series of strikes again. It was virtually impossible to deal with Kraugel while using the weapons enhancement scrolls.


  


  “Crushing Sword!”


  


  “100,000 Army Massacre Sword.”


  


  The sword breaker had become one with the Enlightenment Sword. Now, it became a medium for great skills. The completely shattered White Tiger Sword scattered all over the place, and Kraugel entered the Immortal State. The single-handed Grid might have his stats decreased, but the power of the 100,000 Army Massacre Sword and Item Combination that attacked a target 30 times was enormous.


  


  Of course, Grid wasn’t safe either. Crushing Sword was a skill that fractured the enemy’s wrist and damaged an item. Grid’s one remaining wrist was hanging limp. His remaining health disappeared, and he entered the Immortal State.


  


  “Kraugel!!”


  


  “Grid...!”


  


  Kraugel brought out a new sword to replace the shattered White Tiger Sword. Grid tried to attack him in his defenseless and weaponless state, but his attack speed was slowed due to the fracture. He failed to counterattack, and in that gap, Kraugel once again pulled out a new sword. Once again, a sword was broken.


  


  Another new sword...


  


  Then one more broken sword...


  


  This process repeated a few times, and the duration of Grid and Kraugel’s immortality ended. Concurrently, all the swords that remained in Kraugel’s inventory appeared simultaneously. There were only five swords, but this was threatening enough for Grid. The rain of swords poured toward Grid.


  


  It was followed by Kraugel. He chanted the ‘Poem that Praises the Sword’, becoming one with the sword as he planned to stab Grid. However, he was blocked.


  


  “Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.”


  


  “...!?”


  


  This was a skill that could be called trash if he had low luck. It was the variable called God’s Command. The five swords were smashed by Linked Kill. Meanwhile, Pinnacle fell toward Kraugel’s body that was as solid as steel after becoming one with the sword. Kraugel’s vision turned gray, and red letters popped up.


  


  [The Demon King Subjugation has failed.]


  


  Grid had won. A thrilled smile appeared on Grid’s face as he spoke to himself, “Daejin Motors.”


  


  “...?”
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  On the screen, the man left alone looked back at the battlefield. It was a battlefield without a ceiling. The place, which was filled with marble and ornate carpets, had turned into ruins. The hundreds of pillars supporting the sky had shattered into dust, and the grandiose organ had long become a pile of firewood. 


  


  “...”


  


  Overgeared King Grid...


  


  Emotions crossed his wounded face as he looked at every corner of the empty battlefield. It was a strange expression like he would laugh or cry right away. He felt the joy of winning the battle and regret over the contents of the battle, as well as a thrill. A wide variety of emotions crossed his black eyes. There was a depth in his sunken eyes that caused a sensation among the public.


  


  There were exclamations from all over the stands. Grid was only 30 years old this year. He was a young man who hadn’t hidden his feelings when he first appeared in the world. In just four years, he stood alone after this show. The world held its breath.


  


  “...Daejin Motors,” Grid finally declared.


  


  The hot chests of the people watching him cooled down.


  


  -What did he just say? Does he mean to promote a company?


  


  -...The second Comet Group. 


  


  -I’m tired.


  


  There was a reason why Grid was the ‘No. 1 model desired by advertisers’ for four years running despite closing down his advertising activities. It was because he could completely capture the advertising industry.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  The meeting of the Daejin Group employees was turned upside down. Reports were pouring in. It was reported that Daejin Motors occupied the top of the real-time search terms on portal sites of the six continents of Asia, Europe, North America, South America, Africa, and Australia. The entire world was showing interest in Daejin Motors and the Daejin Group. 


  


  Of course, it didn’t matter if it was overwhelmingly negative interest. The noise marketing wasn’t for nothing. It was meaningful that the brand was known all around the world.


  


  “Yes!” The president of Daejin Motors got up and cheered while the presidents of other affiliated companies watched him with envy. The excited president of Daejin Motors shouted at Chairman Lee Jinmyung, “As expected of Grid! As your prospective grandson-in-law, it is normal for him to do extraordinary things. Still, how did he manage to promote it at such a perfect time...?!”


  


  This was a state of excitement. It was a competition watched by billions of people, and their company was promoted at a time when the audience rating was the highest. They enjoyed a publicity effect that couldn’t be bought even if they paid a million dollars.


  


  Unexpectedly, Chairman Lee Jinmyung was calm. After all, he knew that he had to be careful when a big opportunity arrived. He leaned back in the chair and thought intently before saying to the head of the group’s public relations team, “Don’t release the promotional articles.” 


  


  “Huh? U-Understood."


  


  Right now, the world’s attention was focused on Grid, so it was a perfect opportunity to promote themselves. Grid had refused to be models of global companies. Once word spread that he chose Daejin Group, the effect would be an astronomical promotional effect.


  


  Lee Jinmyung had also agreed only to suddenly change his mind. The head of the PR team was very confused, but he didn’t dare ask for the reason as he got on his phone. The Daejin Motors president asked on behalf of everyone, “It is difficult for me to understand your keen insight. Is it okay to ask what you are planning?”


  


  “I’m going to trust Grid. The words from his mouth are worth more than one thousand articles.”


  


  Chairman Lee Jinmyung realized that Grid wasn’t an inexperienced person. He was a talent who managed to ascend in a new society called Satisfy. The chairman thought Grid was a dragon who had been born in Kaechon under the god of luck, but that wasn’t it at all.


  


  Grid had once described himself as stupid, but it was a terrible humility. Chairman Lee Jinmyung felt certain of it. 


  


  ‘Grid is a genius.’ 


  


  They could take advantage of this situation dramatically. Looking back, the timing of the proposed deal over Yura was very subtle.


  


  ‘Those deep eyes...’


  


  This was a saying that couldn’t be used easily in reality. It was a phrase that would appear in novels. In fact, Chairman Lee Jinmyung had met countless people over the past 70 years, but he had never met anyone with deep eyes. However, the Grid on the screen had deep eyes at the age of 30. The ascension of the dragon wasn’t over yet. Chairman Lee Jinmyung noticed that Grid would reach a much higher level.


  


  ‘Maybe he is dreaming of an emperor...’


  


  Duguen! Duguen!


  


  Chairman Lee Jinmyung’s old heart was beating quickly. He felt a desire to become Grid’s wings. It wasn’t just because Grid was his granddaughter’s (prospective) husband. He was also attracted to the great individual named Grid. 


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  The atmosphere of the awards ceremony for the Demon King Subjugation was like a funeral. The Demon King Subjugation event had ended. The players had won five gold, silver, and bronze medals. They were rewards for the success of the four heavenly kings raid and their contribution in the battle against the Demon King. It was the ‘minimum’ reward guaranteed in the Demon King Subjugation. If they had succeeded in the event, three more medals would’ve been added and more players would’ve been on the podium. It was disappointing for the players.


  


  Of course, not everyone felt that way. In the four heavenly kings and Demon King raid, Jishuka achieved the first contribution and won two gold medals. Thanks to her performance, Brazil was ranked ninth overall, so the Brazilians were in a festive mood.


  


  Canada took second in the overall rankings thanks to Chris, who won one gold medal and one silver medal. The United States secured first in the overall rankings due to the activities of Kraugel and Zibal, and the atmosphere became heated up.


  


  On the other hand, the people of China were overwhelmed with anger after losing their second place ranking and falling to fourth place. The Chinese participants hadn’t won a single medal, so their ranking result was the opposite of Korea’s, whose participants had won one gold medal. South Korea jumped from sixth to third place.


  


  “We didn’t even get in the top three this year? The continent’s weather has plummeted.”


  


  “Dammit... We were pushed by South Korea...”


  


  


  “There is no need to blame anyone. The players were pushed by the S.A Group, not because of their abilities. In the first place, does it make sense for a South Korean player to play the role of the Demon King? The competition itself wasn’t fair. Our China is the true third.”


  


  The doubts and anger of the Chinese were reasonable. Demon King Grid had killed China’s rising star, Mei Xiao, at the beginning of the battle. 


  


  A press conference was held amidst this turmoil. It was a press conference for Yoon Sangmin, the executive director of the S.A Group and a member of the National Competition’s committee. He sat facing nearly one thousand reporters alone and picked up the microphone without the slightest bit of tension.


  


  A reporter from CMM, the largest US news channel, asked the first question, “Many people are feeling doubts and have complaints about giving special benefits to Grid, who played the role of the Demon King. There is a consensus that the S.A Group is favorable to Korean players because they are a Korean company. How is the S.A Group planning to put their complaints to rest?”


  


  “We can’t accept the complaints. We didn’t give any preferential treatment to Grid."


  


  “Huh?”


  


  “We have adopted the Demon King Subjugation as a regular event. It will be held every year in the future and the role of the Demon King will be assigned to a qualified top ranker, just like it was done with Grid this year. There is a clause that says a player who has been the Demon King once can’t do it again. Thus, this is a clarification of the misunderstanding that the Demon King Subjugation event was prepared only for Grid.”


  


  “Do you mean next year’s Demon King can get the same rewards as Grid this year?”


  


  “Of course. If they achieve the same results, they will get the same reward. We have determined that the Demon King Subjugation event is suitable for the purpose of ‘a competition that joins players together’ and will guarantee many rewards for both players and the Demon King. We hope that all players will enjoy it. The National Competition is a festival that promotes harmony in the world.”


  


  “Will they receive the same stats correction?”


  


  “Stats correction?”


  


  “The stats correction Grid received when he took on the role of the Demon King. In fact, most people’s doubts and complaints were about the stats, rather than the rewards. It is the unanimous reaction from people that an excessive stats correction was the cause of the 1-against-400 victory. Next year’s Demon King will have the same correction effect as Grid’s Demon King, and people will complain once again. The Demon King Subjugation will become a festival for the few people ‘lucky’ enough to become the Demon King.”


  


  “Haha, that’s funny but you’re mistaken. The correction effect that we gave to the Demon King is the minimum qualification to be called a boss monster—health.”


  


  “...?” The CMM reporter was confused because of the unimaginable answer. While he was trying to interpret the question correctly, other media reporters quickly spoke up. “Does that mean you didn’t give any benefits other than health?”


  


  “That’s right. The Demon King gains 500,000 health every 10 minutes until the gates guarded by the fourth Demon King are broken through. That is the basic rule for a ‘raid’, and it is an inevitable benefit.”


  


  “If it is 500,000 health per 10 minutes and the total progress of the raid on the four heavenly kings was one hour and 38 minutes, does that mean Grid had a total of 4.5 million health?”


  


  “Oh, Grid only received 200,000 health per 10 minutes.”


  


  “Huh? Didn’t you just say 500,000?”


  


  “That’s the basic rule. Next year, the player who becomes the Demon King will get an additional 500,000 health every 10 minutes.”


  


  “No, then why is Grid different with 200,000 health...?”


  


  “Grid’s subordinates who acted as the four heavenly kings were too strong. We were forced to put constraints on Grid.”


  


  “...?”


  


  He was so strong that constraints were placed on him...? If the Demon King Subjugation was to be adopted as a regular event and held steadily every year... It meant that Grid alone had fought in a disadvantageous manner compared to the players who would become Demon King in the future. They thought Grid had received preferential treatment, but it was reverse discrimination.


  


  In this sizzling atmosphere, Yoon Sangmin released data related to the Demon King Subjugation. Grid had only received 200,000 health every 10 minutes. The surprising thing was that the Grid on the screen didn’t complain at all. He had been silent throughout the four heavenly kings raid and hadn’t shown any response to the penalty. It was a clear attitude.


  


  He wouldn’t be the supreme player if he couldn’t tolerate this much. In fact, he would be ashamed if he didn’t sacrifice this much. Grid seemed to endure it with his spirit.


  


  “...” The press conference was silent. The people around the world watching the press conference were also quiet. All of them were impressed by Grid’s attitude. The one who broke the silence was a Japanese reporter. As soon as he had Director Yoon Sangmin’s permission, he carefully asked a question, “You said that the identity of the four heavenly kings are Grid’s subordinates... Are you referring to NPCs owned by Grid?”


  


  “Correct.”


  


  “Did they receive the S.A Group’s support?”


  


  “Yes, it is stated in the application form for future ‘Demon Kings’ that the four heavenly kings must be the player’s NPCs or pets. They have to use their own power to truly be the Demon King.”


  


  “What correction effect did you give to the four heavenly kings?”


  


  “It is like the Demon King. We gave them extra health to make it a raid. However, the exact correction figure will vary according to the level of the four heavenly kings. Thus, I can’t tell you the exact amount.”


  


  “The other stats?”


  


  “There is nothing. For reference, the four heavenly kings this year didn’t receive any health correction.”


  


  “...Huh?”


  


  Grid and the four heavenly kings—the monsters that killed 100 rankers each had been in their genuine states...? It meant the NPCs owned by Grid were stronger than the 400 rankers. Moreover, wasn’t Grid a king? He wouldn’t only have four NPCs.


  


  ‘How much power does Grid have?’


  


  ‘Perhaps he can fight the empire?’


  


  Yoon Sangmin’s press conference was meant to quell the confusion, but it ended up causing greater confusion. The reporters’ minds were filled with Grid. Yoon Sangmin’s press conference wasn’t over yet, but the reporters’ gazes kept shifting toward the clock. They were waiting for Grid to enter the venue after Director Yoon Sangmin.


  


  However, time flowed too slowly. Not long after the reporters felt like this...


  


  Yoon Sangmin rose from his seat. Then a handsome Asian man entered the conference. “I am Grid.”


  


  The reporters’ anticipation was heightened because of his determined expression which made him seem like he had something important to say.




  Chapter 967


  “I am Grid,” Grid introduced himself in a simple manner and looked around the conference venue. There were maybe over one thousand people...? The reporters filled up the conference room like bean sprouts. Despite this, Grid wasn’t nervous at all. He was accustomed to this kind of situation as the king of a nation.


  


  Grid leisurely examined the reporters’ faces before pointing to a blonde reporter. “Ask a question.”


  


  The lucky person who got to speak first was a reporter for Canada’s national television station. She didn’t have positive or negative intentions toward Grid. Instead, she just showed her genuine passion as a reporter. That’s why Grid selected her. Grid read the reporters’ different intentions with a quick look and led the press conference to begin smoothly. 


  


  “I am Caroline from the CBC Cultural Department of Canada. First of all, congratulations on your win. Please tell us how you feel about fighting against 400 rankers alone and winning.”


  


  “I am naturally delighted.”


  


  “Did you expect to win from the beginning?”


  


  “That’s impossible. I was just lucky.”


  


  “What exactly are you calling luck?”


  


  First, the timing of Duke of Wisdom’s Magic Contemplation was too good. The players misunderstood that, so Grid managed to be safe from the magicians throughout the battle. The greater luck was that Kraugel didn’t engage in the fight. However, Grid had no intention of disclosing these facts. He didn’t want to expose his own limitations, and he also didn’t want to raise a topic that would cause Kraugel to be criticized.


  


  “No comment.”


  


  The question was passed onto the next reporter. “Director Yoon Sangmin said that you weren’t given any preferential treatment. The ability to reflect magic and summon the magic machine should be interpreted as your unique ability. Is that correct?”


  


  “Yes, that’s right.” 


  


  Grid had revealed all of his powers in the Demon King Sjugation. It could be somewhat dangerous, so he started bluffing. He didn’t explain the effect of Duke of Wisdom or that the magic machine was the result of copying rather than summoning. Instead, he just allowed people to keep misunderstanding.


  


  ‘In the first place, they don’t know about the item duplication.’ It wasn’t possible for anyone other than Grid or his aides to understand the concept of duplicating an item. 


  


  Then a sharp question emerged. “The appearance of your magic machine is exactly the same as Zibal’s magic machine. Not only that, the emblem of the empire was carved in the same place. Doesn’t this mean that Grid’s magic machine was originally owned by the empire? How did you get an empire weapon?”


  


  It was a reasonable question, but he hadn’t predicted it in advance. Grid was struggling to answer when a reporter made a guess.


  


  “Did you receive a gift when you visited the empire with the emperor’s invitation?”


  


  “...?”


  


  The emperor was crazy enough to give him a gift...? Moreover, it was an ancient artifact? It was absurd, but it wasn’t unfounded. The Saharan Empire had been the first to propose the peace treaty, and Grid had visited the imperial palace at the emperor’s invitation. Was the relationship between the Saharan Empire and the Overgeared Kingdom more special than the world knew?


  


  The relationship between Grid and the emperor couldn’t be simple if the emperor gave Grid a gift. Grid was silent, and the reporters started typing because they interpreted it as a positive response. Articles such as ‘Grid has the Saharan emperor’s favor?’ and ‘The Saharan Empire and the Overgeared Kingdom are eternal allies?’ appeared on the Internet.


  


  ‘Well... I don’t dislike him.’


  


  Certainly, Emperor Juander was a person different in comparison to what was known. He was a tyrant who dominated the continent in a violent way, but he had also given a great gift to Grid who would someday become his obstacle. The gift was Mercedes the legendary knight. She was much more valuable than the magic machine.


  


  ‘To be exact, it wasn’t a gift he gave me.’


  


  The emperor had sent Mercedes to the Overgeared Kingdom for Piaro, not Grid. Tricked by Great Demon Astaroth, the emperor had declared his friend and loyal knight a traitor. Once he learned the truth, he sent Mercedes to Piaro’s side in the hopes that Piaro could spend his last years comfortably.


  


  Of course, the emperor never imagined that Piaro would be a farmer and living well. Additionally, Piaro was still sharpening his sword of revenge toward the empress.


  


  ‘Piaro’s heart is complicated.’


  


  The third question was from a Chinese reporter. It was a reporter who stared at Grid with grim eyes from beginning to end. “In the early stages of the battle, you used a skill that brought hundreds of players to their knees. In that short time, you killed Player Mei Xiao. What were your intentions behind this action?”


  


  The Chinese people hated Grid. Having defeated their hero Hao, Grid looked like an eyesore to them as he stood in the position of the greatest. Thus, the Chinese media couldn’t be sympathetic to Grid. The Chinese media criticized Grid according to public opinion. It was reported that Grid did a malicious act against China by assassinating Mei Xiao.


  


  Of course, Grid also knew these facts. That’s why he behaved more carefully. “Mei Xiao is incredibly good as a new generation player. Early in the battle, she was one of the most threatening players, so she was the first target. If I failed to kill her, I definitely would’ve been defeated in the Demon King Sjugation.”


  


  “...Are you acknowledging Mei Xiao’s abilities?”


  


  “I think anyone would acknowledge her considering what she showed at the National Competition this year.”


  


  “T-That’s right.” The Chinese reported blushed and sat down like he was embarrassed by asking such an obvious question. Then he started to write an article with an excited expression.


  


  The Chinese people watching the broadcast also softened their hearts. Grid showed a casual expression. He acted like praising Mei Xiao was as natural as flowing water. The Chinese people became aware of two facts. Mei Xiao was a true rising star from China, and Grid had no prejudice or malice toward China.


  


  -If he hated China, he wouldn’t acknowledge Mei Xiao.


  


  -Grid’s favorite food is jjampong! Chinese noodles!


  


  -Grid is pro-China.


  


  -Simple fools. You are deceived by lip service.


  


  -It is lip service to acknowledge Mei Xiao’s skills? He is telling the truth. Why is it lip service? Aren’t you an offensive jerk? 


  


  Looking at this, the offensive jerks were split up between China and Korea. The friendlier Grid was, the better the situation became. Since the loss of Khan, Grid became even more aware of this important fact. He should refrain from acting emotionally and making too many enemies. The effect was great.


  


  A reporter from Argentina asked gingerly, “Did you kill Seuron first for the same reason as Mei Xiao?”


  


  


  ‘No, it is because Seuron spread rumors about hemorrhoids.’


  


  ...Grid suppressed the words rising in his throat and barely managed a smile. “That’s right. I was wary of Seuron, who becomes stronger as the casualties increase.”


  


  30 minutes passed by. The questions and answered continued for a short period of time.


  


  “You used a skill two times in a row. What type of ability was involved?”


  


  “I will only say it is a hidden card.”


  


  “Did you promise a one on one match with Kraugel in advance?”


  


  “No.”


  


  “It is rumored that there is criticism among a very small number of people in South Korea. They say the overall ranking of South Korea is lowered as a result of you participating in the competition as an individual rather than as part of South Korea. What do you think about this reaction?”


  


  “I fully understand their feelings.”


  


  “How do you rate Zibal who has returned after a long time?”


  


  “I am impressed with his rapid development. He is one of the players to be most cautious about.”


  


  “People are calling God of War Ares as the most likely candidate to be the next Demon King. What do you think about this?”


  


  “I also expect Ares to be one of the candidates. The other one is Pope Damian. I think it is really scary if the gates are guarded by Rebecca’s Daughters.” 


  


  “The power of the Overgeared Kingdom has grown over the years. Do you have any plans to expand the Overgeared Kingdom?”


  


  “Please only ask questions related to the National Competition.”


  


  ...And so forth. Time flowed on very smoothly. Reporters asked questions that the audience might be curious about, and Grid responded to them with skill. The ‘most viewed news’ all over the world was filled with Grid’s press conference.


  


  The press conference itself ended smoothly. The reporters showed expressions of slight disappointment, but most of them wanted to maintain their relationship with Grid and didn’t ask any inflammatory questions. 


  


  At this moment, a reporter raised his courage and asked a question, “It is known that Grid has received offers to be an advertising model for Bentley, Rolls-Royce, Maybach, and other luxurious car brands. Then shortly after the Demon King Subjugation ended, you made a remark that suggested you’ve signed a contract with Daejin Motors. Is the reason why they were able to grab you over the world’s best brands related to Player Yura?”


  


  Daejin Motors had become famous because of Grid’s words. Now, everyone in the world knew the brand Daejin Motors, and they also knew that Yura was the granddaughter of the chairman of the Daejin Group. It was easy to make the relationship between Grid, Yura, and Daejin Motors. Still, the reporters hadn’t asked blatantly because it was a personal question. Indeed, the sharp-eyed staff members were trying to pull away the American reporter who asked the rude question.


  


  However, Grid stopped them. Surprisingly, Grid had been waiting for this question.


  


  He faced the dozens of cameras lined up like a wall and pulled out the answer he had prepared. “I chose Daejin Motors because I personally like the new luxury King General Sys from Daejin Motors. Originally, I was going to sign with a supercar that you know well. Then I happened to walk past a Daejin Motors car dealership and saw the King General Sys on display. I entered the sales office in a bewitched manner and tried it out with the recommendation of a friendly staff member. It was unbelievably beautiful and drove well. Of course, there was a part that was regrettable. It was released as a luxury brand, but the price was quite inexpensive compared to the world’s top three cars. Thus, some of the specifications didn’t satisfy me 100%. I wanted to have a King General Sys and put in an inquiry with Daejin Motors.”


  


  “...What was the inquiry?”


  


  Grid was openly doing promotion. The reporters knew the truth but had to ask the question. This was why Grid stopped talking at that part. Grid looked somewhat excited as he said, “Daejin Motors were willing to design the God General Sys just for me. I was impressed by the prompt customer service of Daejin Motors and decided to become their model.”


  


  “...” The atmosphere of the press conference became awkward.


  


  “What is the God General Sys? Did we decide to make it for Grid?” The Daejin Group employees doubted their memories. Grid was so earnest that it was confusing whether it was fiction or fact.


  


  The president of Daejin Motors started sweating. “...We need to make it.”


  


  “It is a car that the whole world will be interested in. It needs the best design and specs that aren’t lacking compared to the Rolls-Royce.”


  


  “Yes...”


  


  Along with protecting his valuable colleague, Grid got the advertising fees and a new car. Of course, the Daejin Group enjoyed astronomical advertising, so it wasn’t a loss.


  


  ‘This great guy is helping me?’


  


  After the press conference, Grid came out of the conference room and found Yura waiting for him. Had she been crying? Her eyes were slightly bloodshot. Her appearance stimulated his protective instincts.


  


  “Are you okay?” Grid couldn’t help reaching out.


  


  “Would you like to eat ramyun in my room?” Yura suggested.


  


  Click. Click click!


  


  The reporters who left the conference room one step later than Grid let out a burst of camera flashes.


  


  “Eh?”


  


  Unlike the embarrassed Grid, Yura stood close to him. The reporters looked like they had gained a scoop.


  


  Peak Sword watched from a distance and asked Coke, “If Yura and Jishuka fight, who will win?”


  


  “I don’t even dare imagine such a thing...” 




  Chapter 968


  ‘Did she come directly?’


  


  Grid naturally wanted to contact Yura first. However, after the Demon King Subjugation ended, he was confronted with the Overgeared members who had come to the waiting room. Spending time with friends he hadn’t met for a year in reality was also important to Grid. Then there was the inevitable press conference.


  


  In the end, Grid had delayed making contact with Yura. He had meant to finish this press conference and go talk to her directly. There were many things he wanted to say. His heart was filled with a sincerity and warmth that had to be expressed.


  


  ‘Don’t quit the game...’


  


  Yet Yura came here directly. In the midst of a jungle filled with beasts hungry for a scoop, their prey appeared on her own. 


  


  “Would you like to eat ramyun in my room?”


  


  Click! Click click!


  


  It was as expected. There was a baptism of camera flashes as soon as Yura spoke. Grid frowned as he turned toward the flashes. Yura had suffered tremendous psychological pressure throughout the National Competition, and now she was being bullied by reporters. Furthermore, the current Yura had red eyes. It was obvious that she had been crying. He didn’t know what type of rumors would spread if this photo were published in the articles.


  


  “It isn’t an official schedule right now. Isn’t it necessary to get permission before taking photos?” Grid hid Yura behind his back and glared at the reporters. He had lived as the Overgeared King and was accustomed to such things. The aura of a lion shot forward. The surprised reporters seemed to take a step back.


  


  Click! Click click!


  


  It only lasted for a moment though. The reporters weren’t in their right minds at the moment. Yura’s face was pale, and she seemed to exist alone in a world bathed in moonlight. It felt like the world was falling apart every time her eyes shook. The peerless beauty of South Korea had awakened. Yura was a universal beauty when she smiled, but she became more than that when she looked sad. Regardless of their gender, the reporters were fascinated by her and were ready to sell their country if she gave an order.


  


  “Everyone, if you don’t act in moderation... What...?”


  


  It was like seeing fanatics! The breathing of the reporters became rougher, and their eyes were bloodshot as they focused the camera on Yura. Grid felt like he had entered the world of a zombie movie.


  


  “Player Yura! You put on a great performance in this year’s National Competition but refused most interviews! Can I ask if there is a problem?”


  


  “Do you think you will humiliate yourself when you encounter Player Zibal again at next year’s PvP?”


  


  “Why did you come here by yourself? Did you come to pick up Player Grid?”


  


  “Is your beauty evolving every day because of love? It has been four years since the rumors of a love affair with Player Grid. Have you been dating steadily?”


  


  “Why don’t you break up?!!”


  


  “When will you break up?”


  


  They asked questions related to the National Competition, but then they brought up personal history. The reporters were going wild. They were halfway insane.


  


  ‘No, how many times do I have to say that we aren’t dating?’


  


  He wasn’t dating anyone! Yura and Jishuka weren’t his lovers! Grid had said this hundreds of times over the past four years, but nobody believed him. No matter how much Grid denied it, Yura was often spotted alone with him in reality while Jishuka was often with him in the game.


  


  Furthermore, Grid didn’t know it but Yura and Jishuka had never denied the dating rumors with Grid. Grid thought that he had to nail in the point once again. He didn’t want the number of anti-fans to grow.  Dammit! He had never even held their hands...


  


  Well, no, he held their hands and supported them by the waist when they were drunk. In any case, it wasn’t fair for Yura and Jishuka when they weren’t actually in a relationship. Grid prepared himself mentally and shouted, “We aren’t dating!”


  


  Click! Click click!


  


  “Not dating!!”


  


  Click click!


  


  “Yura and I aren’t dating!!”


  


  “...”


  


  He shouted it as loudly as possible a few times. Then the camera flashes finally stopped. Other people dreamed of having a scandal with Yura while Grid was stubborn about his relationship with her. He even denied it. In retrospect, he had done this every time. The first few times, they thought he was just shy and embarrassed. Now that they saw Yura standing there like a stone statue without any light in her eyes...


  


  ‘Don’t tell me that Grid rejected Yura?’


  


  A man rejected Yura...? This was nonsense. It was something that was impossible. The shocked reporters examined Yura’s complexion. She was already pale, but her face seemed to become even more transparent. It seemed to be proof of the reporters’ doubts.


  


  “...” 


  


  The reporters’ heads cooled, and they quietly lowered their cameras. The staff members also tried to turn off the large cameras for broadcast that were installed in the rear. They judged that it was dangerous to dig into this personal history. If Grid and Yura were lovers as rumored, there was some room to get away with things. However, if it was different from the rumors, it would be a nightmare for the reporters. In the midst of the awkward silence...


  


  “You are correct. We are only colleagues, not lovers.” Yura started talking for the first time. Her voice was as beautiful as her face, and it made the reporters feel like they were sitting on a cloud. “I know that Grid also has a simple relationship of being colleagues with Jishuka. Am I right?”


  


  From beginning to end, Yura had only watched Grid even when the reporters appeared, and her eyes were still fixed on Grid now.


  


  Grid knew this was the golden opportunity to clear up all misunderstandings and smiled widely. “That’s right! It is correct! I’m not dating Jishuka!”


  


  “So—”


  


  “Huh?”


  


  “I going to challenge it.”


  


  “What?”


  


  “I want to be your lover.”


  


  “Huh? Eh?”


  


  “...!!” 


  


  Grid never imagined he would receive this sudden confession. His cognitive ability couldn’t follow the situation. The wide smile was still on his face. On the other hand, the reporters were once again raising their cameras. Yura didn’t restrain them.  It was because she was a coward. If she let this moment pass, she wouldn’t be able to raise the same courage again.


  


  As the reporters watched, Yura took a deep breath and repeated, “Please date me.”


  


  “...”


  


  Her ears were red. The reporters belatedly noticed that Yura’s beautiful eyes and voice were shaking. Everyone knew how much courage it was taking her to say this. Without realizing it, they were cheering for her.


  


  ...Well, except for one person.


  


  “A-Are you crazy?”


  


  


  It was Grid. Of course, it wasn’t because he didn’t like Yura. He had a good feeling toward Yura from the day he first met her. Over the next five years, she became more and more likeable to him. To be clear, Grid had good feelings toward Yura. Putting aside her appearance, all her actions toward him had been excellent.


  


  Nevertheless, there were too many things he couldn’t understand. She was a peerless beauty. Her personality, wealth, and education were all outstanding. Why would such a great woman confess to him? Additionally, why would she do it here where reporters from all over the world were gathered like dogs? Grid felt like this moment wasn’t real. It seemed like a dream.


  


  Click click!


  


  The reporters started taking photos again. There were also many reporters shooting videos. The blank Grid suddenly came to his senses. Yura’s face was beet red while her trembling eyes kept swiveling around. Her breathing was rough, and she was sweating. She was almost having a panic attack. Even so, she stared straight into Grid’s eyes. Her eyes were eager but sad as she conveyed her sincerity.


  


  Grid could no longer turn away from reality. It wasn’t easy to understand, but Grid had to be serious the moment he knew her heart.


  


  “Let’s go back to the hotel first.” Grid grabbed Yura’s small and soft hand before leading her away.


  


  “Uh...!”


  


  Click! Click click! The speed of the flashing accelerated. How good did Grid feel now? Maybe ie was because he had no experience with holding the hand of the opposite sex. 


  


  The reporters wanted to capture Yura’s cute look as she turned redder after Grid held her hand.


  


  “Chase them.”


  


  “Hurry.”


  


  “Yes!”


  


  Peak Sword, Toon, Coke—the three men watching from one side of the hallway ran through the reporters. They planned to safely escort Grid and Yura back to the hotel. There was a wide smile on the faces of Peak Sword and Toon. Grid and Yura seemed like cute children, so they felt somewhat proud.


  *** 


  


  


  Yura’s room:


  


  It took over 20 minutes for Yura’s breathing to stabilize.


  


  “Are you calm now?” Grid smiled as he sat in front of Yura with warm tea.


  


  Yura nodded with a red face. “Yes…”


  


  “Okay, then I have a question. Why the hell do you like me?” Yura had formally requested to date him. Grid knew it meant she liked him, and it wasn’t as a friend or colleague. “An ugly, stupid, and bad-tempered person like me... Why would you like such a person?"


  


  Grid swallowed back the words ‘a woman like you’ as it might seem prejudiced against her. He tried to think as objectively as possible. It was hard to understand why this woman would like him. Of course, maybe it was due to his resources. There were many people fascinated by the character of Overgeared King Grid.


  


  Yet what about Shin Youngwoo himself? In Grid’s experience, Shin Youngwoo had never been attractive. Shin Youngwoo was different from Grid.


  


  ...Shin Youngwoo was a man who had never been loved before. There were many women who laughed, cried, or even avoided him because his facial appearance was ugly and disgusting. The women who didn’t avoid him laughed and ridiculed him. Thinking about it now, it wasn’t just a matter of appearance. His dark and selfish personality created a fundamental wall.


  


  At one time, he thought that such a negative personality was created by the world but not anymore. It was his nature. Look at Damian. He had liked anime and action figures since he was a kid and was bullied. Despite this, he was still so bright. Damian was loved by everyone. 


  


  “...” Grid’s expression distorted as he recalled the past. There were still wounds deeply embedded in his heart. They kept aching despite being wounds which had healed completely, apart from a few slight traces.


  


  Then Yura’s voice came from her seat opposite Grid, “At first, it was just curiosity. It was during the days when I believed I was the best. I was interested in the person who didn’t fall in the end despite looking weaker than me.”


  


  “...”


  


  The Doran and Irene rescue operation—this was back when Yura was still a Yatan Servant. ‘Immortality’ had been an unknown concept at the time, so it wasn’t strange for Yura to become intrigued.


  


  “Later on, I felt compassion and empathy for you. I came to know your past that was filled with misfortune and unhappiness. I wanted there to be someone else in the world who loved only ‘themselves’ and tried to help. I watched you occasionally. Then I discovered it. You are fundamentally different.”


  


  Yura had lost her parents at a relatively early age and was alone in the world. She had witnessed how her grandfather had not shed a single tear at her parent’s funeral, and she had felt a terrible loneliness while being forced into an unwanted future. All types of pain were rooted deep within her heart.


  


  “I was busy healing my wounds. I only loved myself and trampled others to turn away from reality.” Yura had destroyed the lives of countless people as Yatan’s Servant. Among them were Grid and Irene, and she was even afraid to mention the name ‘Doran.’ “But you... You might’ve been in greater pain and loneliness than me, yet you always fought to protect me.”


  


  “That is a stretch. Now you’re only talking about a part of me. The things that you like about me are illusions caused by misunderstandings.”


  


  “No,” Yura stated as she put down her cup. Her eyes were no longer shaking. It was because she glimpsed Grid’s self-blame. She said firmly to Grid, “The things I said were just an instrument. The reason I like you is because you are Shin Youngwoo. Your tone, your smell, your personality, your habits, your facial expressions, and your face...” 


  


  They were all the things he hated.


  


  “I like all of them.”


  


  A five-year relationship was not short, and Yura had seen many aspects of Grid in the last five years. Thus, she liked him.


  


  “...” Grid’s heart started to thump. Now, Yura was looking at him completely.  There was a bright smile on her face. Had she ever shown such a bright smile before? She looked more beautiful than ever, and Grid lost his soul momentarily.


  


  “Do you know...? This is my first time saying it since finding out the truth... Well, you look really surprised.”


  


  The nonsense entered his ears. Grid shook his head and smiled. “You are blinded.”


  


  ...He couldn’t believe it.


  


  Irene’s face crossed his mind. There was a sense of guilt.


  


  Yura saw his lost expression and got up. “I didn’t mean to embarrass you. I just want you to know that I like you.”


  


  Her answer meant that it was okay to slow things down.


  


  “By the way... why are you holding a pot in your hand?” Grid asked.


  


  “I want to boil ramyun.”


  


  “Ramyun? Can you boil it?”


  


  “Yes, there is a recipe in the packet. I just need to wash the noodles and follow them.”


  


  “Wash? Hey, give me that! Don’t squeeze the detergent and put it down!”


  


  “The guest should sit quietly.”


  


  It felt like the net around Grid’s heart had disappeared. Yura’s bright expression had been hard to see until now. Still, she should give him the ramyun packet first.




  Chapter 969


  Sigh... Sigh...


  


  Slurp. Haaah...


  


  “This is really...” Yura’s sweaty face was filled with pleasure. “It is really too delicious.”


  


  Yura sucked up the last of the noodles. She didn’t know that instant noodles could be so delicious. Yura had never gotten the chance to experience it previously, so she didn’t know ramyun could be this delicious despite having read about it. Now that she tried it, she found it comparable to the chewy noodles and cool broth made by the chef of a five-star hotel. The flavor of the slightly unfamiliar seasoning stimulated the tip of her tongue, and a chill went down her spine.


  


  “Additionally, you don’t need to wash ingredients and can cook it right away... It is simple...”


  


  Feeling impressed, Yura wiped at her mouth with a napkin. It was a graceful gesture. It didn’t seem like she was eating Korean style Chinese food in a hotel but rather a fancy restaurant in France. On the other hand, Grid had the atmosphere of a local Korean restaurant. He buried his face in the bowl and was gulping down the soup. “Kyah~ good.”


  


  Grid truly admired the taste of the ramyun he made. The amount of water had been just right, the eggs had been placed 1 minute and 45 seconds before turning off the fire, and the scallions had been placed eight seconds before turning off the fire. The perfect trinity was fulfilled, and this was the ideal ramyun taste. 


  


  ‘Isn’t this steady progress?’


  


  Certainly, he had grown. He was confident that he wouldn’t lose in a ramyun cooking competition against a Michelin three-star chef. Grid was seriously distressed.


  


  ‘Once I go back to South Korea, shall I cook jjampong?’


  


  Would it be more delicious than the jjampong ordered from a Chinese restaurant?


  


  ‘Umm....’


  


  Preparing food ingredients and investing time and energy in cooking—the original Grid would’ve been reluctant to do that. Now, Grid watched Yura’s face as she sat opposite him. He watched a person precious to him eat his cooking (?) and thought it wouldn’t be bad to take up cooking as a hobby in the future.


  


  “Wait a moment.” Yura grabbed a new napkin and wiped at Grid’s mouth. A flowery scent struck the tip of Grid’s nose.


  


  “...” Grid was worried about blushing. He was unable to calm his wild heart and sprang up from his seat. “Yura...!”


  


  “Yes...? Yes!” Yura was startled because Grid suddenly got up and called her name. She saw the red-faced Grid breathe out from his nose.


  


  Gulp. Yura swallowed her saliva. This was the Ramyun Effect that she had often heard about in dating. She had been hoping for this moment, but she had no experience with dating. Thus, she couldn’t help being afraid. The moment Yura was trying to make a determined effort—


  


  “I-I’m going to the bathroom.”


  


  “...”


  


  Grid hurriedly left Yura alone and headed to the bathroom, then he checked the mirror right away. He was worried that he had chili powder on his teeth. However, Grid’s teeth were healthy and had no gaps. Thus, it wasn’t easy for foreign matter to get caught. His white teeth were glistening.


  


  ‘Am I handsome?’ Grid rinsed his mouth and carefully examined himself in the mirror.


  


  It seemed there was no difference between his current appearance and his appearance in the extremely honorable painting. He had treated the painting as a post-processed photo while Lauel, the Overgeared members, Irene, and Lord had been amazed by it without showing any resistance.


  


  ‘Certainly, I often think I look better than before.’


  


  He had been exercising steadily for four years. Compared to the days when he didn’t exercise, his facial features had filled out and he now looked good. The biggest change was his smooth skin that didn’t show any signs of acne. He had sweated for four years without missing a single day, and his skin had improved from excreting all the waste. Of course, sweating wasn’t enough for everyone to have better skin.


  


  “Um...” Grid tried all types of poses. He tried a pose that showed off his wide shoulders, waist, and side.


  


  ‘...I look cool.’ A wide smile spread over Grid’s face. His self-esteem rose sharply as he gained confidence in his appearance.


  


  “Hum hum.” Grid washed his hands and touched his hair roughly. Literally, he was being really rough. He swiped through his hair three or four times. Despite this, Grid’s hairstyle was wonderful like the hairdressers of a Cheongdamdong beauty salon had touched it. It made his appearance even more brilliant. It was the same reason why he made ramyun well. This was the power of his dexterity. From the moment he connected to the game, he had worked without resting, and his delicate finger movements were engrained into his ‘muscle memory’. These habits were partly expressed in reality.


  


  Grid emerged from the bathroom and headed to the living room, only to let out an impressed sound, “Wow...”


  


  This was because the sight of Yura sitting in the sunlight in the living room was as beautiful as a painting. It had been a few years already, but he still couldn’t adapt to her beauty and lost his soul for a moment.


  


  ‘She has become prettier.’


  


  By the way... It seemed that she changed into a new attire? He remembered that she was originally wearing jeans and a sweater, but she was now wearing a one-piece dress. Looking like the main protagonist of a movie, Yura’s long white legs caught Grid’s eyes.


  


  “Are you going out?” Grid asked as he sat across from her.


  


  Yura shook her head with a red face. “No.”


  


  “I see.”


  


  She probably just wanted to relax in a comfortable outfit. Grid thought it wasn’t a big deal and checked her schedule, “When are you going back to South Korea?”


  


  “I wanted to match Youngwoo-ssi’s schedule. Take my plane.”


  


  “Oh, that’s good. A private plane is very comfortable.”


  


  “Just tell me and I’ll lend it to you at any time.”


  


  “Really?”


  


  In fact, Grid had worried about whether he should buy a private plane or not. He thought it would be better to have one when considering the benefit of convenience for his family. However, the prices of the planes varied depending on the model, model year, and interior design. The one that Grid wanted was worth over 100 billion won. Of course, he could buy it if he wanted to, but it was psychologically burdensome to spend such a large amount of money at once.


  


  “Then I’m thankful. I don’t need it often, but I’ll ask if I have to send my parents overseas.”


  


  “Yes! I’ll take care of it!” Yura’s eyes brightened the moment Grid mentioned his parents. 


  


  Grid looked at her strangely ambitious figure and carefully brought up a topic, “Did your grandfather call?”


  


  “...Yes. He promised to no longer discuss the issue of inheriting the company. It is all thanks to you.”


  


  Yura had heard the details from her grandfather. Once she learned that Grid had tried so hard for her, she was happy and grateful enough to weep. Then a long conversation ensued. Yura confided in Grid about what had happened between her parents and her grandfather. She told him about how she wanted to fulfill her father’s wish and that she would do it through Satisfy.


  


  “Youngwoo-ssi protected my dream. I’ll repay the favor, even if it takes the rest of my life.”


  


  “Just stay by my side, and it will be enough.”


  


  “By your side...”


  


  “Let’s work hard to grow the Overgeared Guild together.”


  


  


  “...”


  


  As expected, it would be hard to hear an answer today. Yura knew his heart, but she still felt greatly disappointed upon hearing Grid’s response. However, she couldn’t rush people’s hearts. She fully understood Grid’s position and vowed to wait. It was at this moment that...


  


  “Who is it?”


  


  There shouldn’t be any guests, but Yura got up as the sound of the bell rang out. It was then that she made a mistake. Her grandfather had acknowledged her right to her own life, and she had confessed her heart to Grid. She hadn’t done much today, so why had a great deal of her energy been consumed? The moment she got up from the couch, Yura felt dizzy and fell sideways.


  


  “Are you okay?” Grid hurried over and helped her up. His big hands covered her waist and neck, and the expression in Yura’s eyes changed. “Youngwoo-ssi...”


  


  Gulp.


  


  Duguen! Duguen! Duguen! Grid’s heart thumped. He felt like he was going crazy because Yura’s face was right in front of him. Grid couldn’t repress his boiling desire, and he felt like the tightly pulled line was breaking. Irene’s appearance dimmed for a moment. Grid lost control, and his eyes focused on Yura’s lips.


  


  “...?!”


  


  “...?”


  


  Then the front door suddenly opened. Feeling startled, Grid and Yura hurriedly pulled apart and turned toward the door. Grid immediately recognized the uninvited guest. His eyes were fixed on a certain part of the uninvited guest, and he hadn’t even looked at the face yet. Grid was astonished as he belatedly confirmed the identity of the uninvited guest. “Jishuka?”


  


  “Hello? What are the two of you doing?”


  


  “Uh... T-That...” Grid tried to explain. 


  


  Meanwhile, Yura—who was still breathing hard—opened her mouth and asked, “By the way, how did you get in here?”


  


  Jishuka smiled and pulled something out of her pocket. It was a knife.


  


  “...”


  


  “...Huh, this isn’t it.” She put the knife away and pulled out a master key from her other side pocket. “This hotel is part of a chain my father owns. I used some of my connections. Is there anybody who doesn’t know about the relationship between Yura and me? I was worried because I couldn’t get in touch with my friend. Thus, he handed me the key.” 


  


  “...”


  


  “So, what were the two of you doing?” 


  


  Was it possible to burn people with only a gaze? As he faced Jishuka’s eagle eyes, Grid thought it was certainly possible. There was an awkward silence before Jishuka suddenly brought up some news, “Oh, I’m going to move to South Korea today. There is a rat who is an eyesore.”


  


  Jishuka stared at Yura like she was going to eat her. The leopard-like spirit stretched out, but Yura didn’t shrink back at all. Instead, she said, “Welcome to South Korea. I’m looking forward to the National Competition next year.”


  


  “There is nothing to expect. I will participate in the same events as you, so the total amount of medals won’t change.”


  


  “Are you being affected by personal feelings? It is an unprofessional attitude.”


  


  “Unprofessional? I’m not getting paid to play the game. Who is a pro? I just do whatever I want.”


  


  “It is about basic responsibility. As the representative of our country, we have to distinguish between private and public matters.”


  


  “You are talking about responsibility even though you acted so shamelessly.”


  


  Sparks flew as Yura and Jishuka glared at each other. Grid was in the middle and couldn’t regain his reason.


  


  ‘When did their relationship become so bad?’ 


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “It has been a while.”


  


  It was after the end of the 4th National Competition. Kraugel went straight to the best spearsman on the continent, Kirinus. He was a person Kraugel had met during the course of his class quest. Kirinus, who had been chopping firewood, recognized Kraugel and said, “It will be much easier and faster to become stronger if you chase Muller’s shadow instead of taking this stubborn and slow path.”


  


  Kraugel fell to his knees. “Sword Saint Muller said there were times when even he relied on a spear.”


  


  “I heard that the sword, not the spear, is the strongest weapon.”


  


  “I still want to learn the spear.”


  


  Sword Saint Kraugel’s class wasn’t effective because of a single item—Blue Dragon Sword Breaker. Now Kraugel realized that there wasn’t only one road. Just as Grid used a variety of weapons depending on the situation, Kraugel believed that he should be able to handle a variety of weapons. He was also qualified.


  


  “You have finally received enlightenment. Yes, the process of training is different, but combat eventually boils down to one thing. The process is just as important as the outcome. I will honor the reputation of the Sword Saint and respect your will.”


  


  [A hidden quest has been created!]


  


  Three years... It was a quest that required him to stay in one place for a whole three years. The quest meant his level was likely to stagnate. However, Kraugel accepted the quest without hesitation.


  


  “Thank you very much.”


  


  Kraugel didn’t want to lose to his only competitor, Grid. He wanted to maintain his relationship with Grid forever by constantly advancing and demonstrating his skills.
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  One day passed after the end of the National Competition. In the meantime, all the media outlets in South Korea and elsewhere were focused on Yura’s public confession. Public interest soared into the sky, and Grid and Yura’s story spread on the Internet and SNS sites 24 hours a day.


  


  -Aren’t Grid and Yura arriving today?


  


  -I guess they finally decided to go out.


  


  -Ah, I’m envious.


  


  -We have to cheer for them. How much courage did it take Yura to confess...?


  


  -That’s right. This is the true attitude of a fan.


  


  The news of Grid and Yura’s arrival caused thousands of people to flock to Incheon International Airport. Broadcasters, reporters, and even ordinary people came to the airport to see the main characters. Unlike Grid’s worries, the people didn’t curse at him. Instead, they cheered for Yura’s courage while accepting that Grid was worthy of being confessed to.


  


  Once Grid’s group actually appeared, the atmosphere cooled down sharply. The people calling Grid’s and Yura’s names shut up, and the reporters clicked their tongues. The reason was that Grid didn’t come with Yura alone; he was also with Jishuka. Jishuka’s arms were tightly linked with Grid’s arm.


  


  -...ㅡ.ㅡ 


  


  -Grid, that XXX...


  


  The moment Grid’s entry was relayed to the world in real time, and he got 10 million anti-fans. Grid got a chill down his spine as he faced the crowd with the two girls. He felt that the many people gathered at the airport were sending hostility and killing intent toward him.


  


  ‘...This is a sign of friendship.’


  


  Jishuka was a close friend and colleague, so she hugged his arm. Yes, this was friendship, not affection. Yet he was currently receiving killing intent because he was mistaken as having the affection of two girls...?


  


  ‘It is unfair...’


  


  Jishuka didn’t know Grid’s feelings and smiled deeply as she attached herself more closely to Grid. Yura suspected that Jishuka was the one who released the information of when they were returning.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  Grid’s Village—this was the name that people given the area where the streets had evolved after Grid’s building was completed. There were six high-rise buildings finishing their construction next to Grid’s building, and one of them belonged to Jishuka. 


  


  “It is a good place.”


  


  Jishuka’s building was right next to Grid’s building. Based on the structure, Jishuka also seemed to be using the penthouse as a home like Grid. It was too open though. 


  


  ‘The distance in between is short, and the exterior walls are plain glass? If I turn on the lights at night, my place can be seen.’


  


  The garden and swimming pool were completely exposed. The structure of Grid’s place meant people could peek in with one glance. Why did he place a high wall on the other side but not this side? Grid cocked his head and asked, “It will be completed in a fortnight?”


  


  “Yes. Thus, I need to ask for a place to stay during the fortnight. South Korea is still strange and a bit scary for a woman alone... I’ll probably stay at a hotel.”


  


  “Why bother with a hotel? Come to my place. There is plenty of room.”


  


  This was a friend who had flown in from faraway lands. He was willing to offer his house to her as a courtesy. A bright smile emerged on Jishuka’s beautiful face.


  


  “Thank you, Grid!”


  


  “D-Don’t hug me so suddenly!”


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  Grid was very exhausted. He provided a room and meals to Jishuka but lost his energy after just one day.


  


  ‘Do all South American women dress like this at home...?’


  


  The absent-minded Grid sat in the capsule for a while before banishing his thoughts and logging in. It had been almost two days since he connected to the server. Grid first went to Irene. It was because Irene’s image had blurred since Yura confessed to him.


  


  He was confused. Satisfy and reality were disconnected worlds. Should he feel guilty toward Irene because he liked Yura in reality? If he cheated on Irene because she only existed in Satisfy, could he really be confident that he loved her?


  


  “...”


  


  Upon arriving at the palace, he saw Irene’s beautiful side profile standing in the garden as she overlooked the pool. She was now older than him. Grid’s heart hurt like his chest had been torn open.


  


  “Your Majesty!” Irene discovered Grid and ran over.


  


  Grid smiled bitterly as he approached and hugged her tightly. “There are many things I want to tell you and stories that I want to hear. Let’s chat all night.”


  


  “Yes, Your Majesty.” Irene buried her face in Grid’s chest and laughed like the happiest person in the world. Grid held her tightly and realized... He couldn’t betray her.


  


  “I love you.”


  


  “Your Majesty... There are too many eyes watching.”


  


  Irene used to like this a few years ago, but she was older now and had to be careful of her dignity. Out of nowhere, Grid shouted in a loud voice, “I! Love! Irene!”  


  


  “Y-Your Majesty.” Irene blushed as she smiled at him, and they exchanged glances. The king and queen who loved each other deeply always set an example. That evening...


  


  “You haven’t changed since the first day we met.” Irene paused as she walked through the garden with Grid. She had seen the depths hidden in Grid’s smile. The current Grid had a similar look to when he had been momentarily shaken by Sua. “I am mortal. I can’t stand by Your Majesty’s side forever.”


  


  “Irene, what are you saying all of a sudden?”


  


  “I want Your Majesty to meet a woman who can be with you forever.”


  


  “Don’t say that.”


  


  “I am sincerely saying this because I love Your Majesty.”


  


  “...”


  


  Their times flowed differently. He was already prepared for it, but he felt frightened and resentful of her determination. Grid saw the sadness and determination in Irene’s blue eyes and vowed to never love an NPC again. Then he wept without realizing it.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  


  Three days after the end of the National Competition, the world’s messages appeared in front of Lauel’s eyes as he was working.


  


  [The marine Media Kingdom was destroyed.]


  


  [The Saharan Empire has absorbed all the territories and rights of Media.]


  


  [The survivors of Media have a great grudge against the Saharan Empire. Their desire for vengeance will last forever.]


  


  [The Saharan Empire’s momentum is rising sharply in a terrible manner! For the next 10 days, players from the Saharan Empire will gain an extra 10% experience and an extra 5% chance to acquire items.] 


  


  ‘Media?’


  


  Media was a kingdom that Lauel had visited because the Behen Archipelago was located there. It was a small and beautiful kingdom with a considerable amount of wealth accumulated. Despite having been predicted to possess a significant number of elite troops, it had been destroyed overnight.


  


  ‘Did they use the magic machines?’


  


  Lauel convened an emergency meeting. A whisper arrived as he was waiting for the 10 meritorious retainers. The person who sent the whisper was a big shot—the God of War, Ares.


  


  -You can rest assured because my players have gained the White Dragon’s Eyes first.


  


  ‘What are the White Dragon’s Eyes?’


  


  It was the first time Lauel had heard of them, but there was nothing good about exposing the absence of information.


  


  -So? What is your purpose? Lauel inquired indifferently.


  


  Ares replied, -I’m hoping for compensation. Reduce the price of the weapons that are traded with us by four times.


  


  Since Grid received Hexetia’s blessing, many blacksmiths had migrated to the Overgeared Kingdom, and Lauel had thoroughly taken advantage of this. He almost exclusively monopolized the items market and received profit by raising prices. Frankly, it was a huge blow to Valhalla. It led to a situation where Valhalla couldn’t properly arm the soldiers they recruited because the value of the items had increased by three times. Even if they used all the kingdom’s money to purchase weapons, it would be insufficient.


  


  Criticisms toward the Overgeared Kingdom and Lauel came from all over the continent. However, Ares never condemned the Overgeared Kingdom. Grid had helped him in the past. However, Ares was also the king of a kingdom and couldn’t keep being held back...


  


  ‘Claiming compensation?’ Lauel’s brain worked quickly. The destruction of Media, the empire that destroyed Media, and the White Dragon’s eyes...


  


  ‘The reason the empire invaded Media was to get the item called the White Dragon’s Eyes. If the empire managed to get the eyes, it would’ve harmed us...’


  


  It was imperative to learn about the White Dragon’s Eyes.


  


  -I will contact you after discussing it with King Grid.


  


  -I will be expecting a positive answer.


  


  Despite Lauel’s reserved words, Ares withdrew without hesitation. It was an attitude that said his side held the cards. Lauel found it strange and immediately went to Sticks. The great sage Sticks was a cheat key. He naturally knew about the White Dragon’s Eyes.


  


  “The White Dragon’s Eyes can reflect all types of powers.”


  


  “All types of powers?”


  


  It was a hugely fraudulent item. Consequently, it was natural for the empire to covet it. So why did Valhalla intercept and take it? Why did Ares talk about compensation? Lauel returned to the conference room and consulted with the 10 meritorious retainers, but it was difficult to determine the answers.


  


  Two hours later, Faker reported to him, “Media salvaged the White Dragon’s Eyes 10 days ago and the empire immediately obtained the information. Media tried to conceal it, but it was impossible to avoid the empire’s intelligence network.


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  Why did the empire covet it so much that they destroyed a kingdom with hundreds of years of history overnight? Lauel struggled for dozens of minutes before looking like he was hit by lightning.


  


  “...The evil eyes’ king!”


  


  “...?” The 10 meritorious retainers were confused.


  


  Lauel explained to them, “Species such as elves, dwarves, orcs, vampires, giants, the evil eyes, and the water clan are eyesores to the empire who are seeking to unify the continent. Among them, the Saharan Empire is most wary of the evil eyes due to the power of the evil eyes’ king.”


  


  Raising his hand, Lauel covered half of his face. He revealed one eye while thinking about how wonderful it would be if a shape flashed in this eye. “The White Dragon’s Eyes reflects all types of powers. What if it reflects the eyes of the evil eyes’ king?”


  


  “Will it be possible to destroy the evil eyes’ king?”


  


  “That’s right. The White Dragon’s Eyes can’t enter the hands of the empire.”


  


  This was the most shocking fact.


  


  “The God of War knows about the relationship between King Grid and the evil eyes’ king. He knows that the evil eyes’ king has a favorable relationship with King Grid, seized the White Dragon’s Eyes halfway, and attempted to trade with us using it...”


  


  “...” The room fell silent. They had all realized it. Lauel pushed in the last wedge, “That’s right. Valhalla has excellent strategists. They are genius enough to read the positions of the empire and the Overgeared Kingdom before acting one step ahead.”


  


  They were completely hit by him. It was the result of participating in the National Competition.


  


  ‘I won’t be able to participate in the National Competition again,’ Lauel pledged as he determined what happened.


  


  “We are now in a position where we’re being threatened by Valhalla. If we don’t listen to the demands of the God of War, the White Dragon’s Eyes will fall into the hands of the empire...” 


  


  “I roughly know the situation.”


  


  While Lauel was speaking with a serious expression, Grid entered the meeting room. He was wearing glasses with lens as transparent as a jewel. The lens were also tinged a mysterious violet color.


  


  “Don’t worry about the evil eyes’ king.”


  


  “...?”


  


  To think that Grid was showing up in sunglasses and grinning when the situation was so serious...? Grid explained to the baffled 10 meritorious retainers, “The evil eyes’ king will be able to control his eyes. There will be no problems with the White Dragon’s Eyes.”


  


  The continent unification episode of the Saharan Empire finally started, and the Overgeared Kingdom became the eye of the typhoon right from the very beginning.
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  “What is that?” 


  


  The glasses that Grid wore had an odd aspect. The transparent gleam made it seem like they were made from extraordinary gemstones, but the black liquid that had a purple sheen was jarring. 


  


  ‘What type of liquid was injected separately?’ 


  


  It seemed like a wrong choice if Grid wanted the feeling of sunglasses. They weren’t practical because they interfered with the wearer’s vision.


  


  “They will be the eyes of the evil eyes’ king.”


  


  Did he need to explain things in words? Grid shared the item information with those gathered in there.


  


  [Ether Glasses]


  


  [Rating: Epic


  


  Durability: 187/210 


  


  * Incomplete ether effect.


  


  * Charm +80.


  


  * Vision -2.


  


  * The abnormal ‘blurred vision’ state will occur once per second. 


  


  The accessories maker Elizabeth, whose reputation has risen sharply in recent years, made these glasses by crafting ether diamonds. 


  


  The beauty of the ether diamonds is gorgeously expressed. It would be great if someone who wanted attention wore them. 


  


  The ether has a partial magical effect, and the field of view is disturbed because the ether is injected into the lens. There will be some discomfort.


  


  Weight: 5]


  


  Glasses were classified as accessories, and among all the accessories, they were items that were easiest to wear. 


  


  “Try it.” Grid handed the glasses to Lauel. That’s right. Items called glasses could be easily given to others by the owner. There was no transfer procedure. It was simple as long as the other party didn’t resist, since it had to be worn on the ears and nose.


  


  [You have received the Ether Glasses.]


  


  [Your eyesight has fallen. Your vision is blurry.]


  


  “...It’s uncomfortable.” Lauel wore the glasses and narrowed his eyes. The cloudy fog and ripples interfered with his vision. “The ether effect is incomplete.”


  


  Lauel took off the glasses and tried casting magic against the lens. The condensed wind on his palms struck the lens. The lens didn’t even crack, and there was no repulsion. The magic was extinguished like it was a lie. The word ‘absorption’ seemed correct.


  


  “Indeed...”


  


  “Wow! Isn’t this great?”


  


  Grid explained to Lauel and 10 meritorious retainers who were admiring the glasses, “Ether is a substance from another world that absorbs magic power. Once the evil eyes’ king wears these glasses, all the magic emitted from his eyes will be absorbed by the lens. Thus, the magic can’t be reflected by the White Dragon’s Eyes, and the possibility of destruction will be gone. The evil eyes’ king will be able to see the world.”


  


  Grid described it casually, but this was actually the core point. The evil eyes king had his eyes sealed from the moment he was born. The power of the evil eyes, which destroyed all objects it touched, was an amazing and powerful curse. He wanted to see the world. The item that could fulfill the evil eyes king’s earnest desire was the Ether Glasses.


  


  “It is the best gift for the evil eyes’ king. He will like you more than you think.”


  


  It was an item that could turn the evil eyes king that even the empire was wary of into a perfect ally. Lauel was convinced that the value of the Ether Glasses was astronomical. It was a treasure born from the combination of information from Kraugel, Elizabeth’s techniques, and Grid’s power in the Demon King Subjugation.


  


  “Go to the evil eyes village right now. We must secure the evil eyes’ king before the empire acts.”


  


  The 10 meritorious retainers were motivated. They had a feeling that the grace period given by Ares wasn’t very long. The 10 meritorious retainers expected that Valhalla was likely to consider negotiations with the Overgeared Kingdom as the next best option. Negotiations with the empire could already be underway. Valhalla would gain a much bigger benefit from establishing a friendly relationship with the empire in return for giving the White Dragon’s Eyes to the empire.


  


  Lauel was immersed in his thoughts. “Certainly, we have to hurry, but I’m worried that the ether effect is incomplete. Is it because the ether effect is incomplete that the durability is quickly consumed?”


  


  The durability was at 187 when Lauel received the Ether Glasses. Once it absorbed basic magic, the durability was reduced to 186. Grid nodded with a dark expression. “That’s right. The durability is consumed every time it absorbs magic.”


  


  “Is the amount of durability reduced dependent on the magic power?”


  


  “No, fortunately it isn’t. I have experimented with Zednos and Laella, and the durability decreases by the same amount regardless of magic power.”


  


  “Then the amount of magic power emitted by the evil eyes king shouldn’t be a problem.”


  


  “No, there are many problems. The magic power that is emitted from the eyes of the king is close to infinite, meaning this level of durability will only last a few minutes.”


  


  “Infinite...”


  


  “I don’t know if it is limitless or infinite, but I’m sure that it is inexhaustible. That’s why I’ve decided...” Grid opened his inventory and pulled out a new ether diamond—a palm-sized diamond with a small amount of purple black liquid inside. “I will go through the process of disassembling and reassembling the glasses made by Elizabeth in order to raise my understanding to 100% and gain the production method.” 


  


  Grid received seven rewards from the Demon King Subjugation (8 when including the Demon King’s Appearance event). 


  


  For three of the rewards, he chose the ether diamonds.


  


  He chose only three for a few reasons. First, Elizabeth’s help was needed to craft the ether diamonds and make the glasses. Second, after learning how to make Elizabeth’s glasses, Grid could recreate the glasses with a higher quality. 


  


  Finally, the third reason was that Grid couldn’t separate the ether from the ether diamonds, no matter what physical methods he used. It was a substance from another world, so even Sticks and Braham didn’t precisely understand the ether. After some distress, Grid tried to separate the ether by destroying the diamond, but the ether that touched the air evaporated without a trace.


  


  It meant Grid wasted one of the three ether diamonds he had obtained. 


  


  ‘I would be ridiculously overgeared if I could get pure ether...’


  


  For example, what if he mixed the ether with Valhalla of Infinite Affection? Grid could gain more magic protection than the Duke of Wisdom. The magicians wouldn’t be able to hurt Grid easily.


  


  “Then we will first go to the evil eyes’ village to protect the king. Your Majesty should join us after making new glasses.”


  


  Although Grid had a portable furnace, it was better to make items in a smithy equipped with various facilities and tools. The better the working environment, the more likely it was that a higher-rated item would be created. Grid nodded. “Don’t overdo it. There are some strong bastards in the empire.”


  


  The surest way to deal with the empire was to send strong people such as Piaro, Mercedes, Noll, Asmophel, and Singuled, but nobody wanted to do that. Those people only had one life. 


  


  “There is still time in our truce agreement with the empire, so it won’t be a big deal. Don’t worry.” The reliable Lauel snapped his fingers. A group of kids with chibi bodies poured in from outside the conference room.


  


  


  The Destiny Guardians. They were the 16 evil eyes that Grid had rescued from the dungeon in the past and given to Lauel as guards.


  


  “You who wants to transcend and see into the past and future... We have responded to your noble soul and come to this place. From this moment on, we will defend your destiny. This is the fate that is weighing on the Destiny Guardians’ backs... Kukukuk!”


  


  “...”


  


  The appearance of the evil eyes was chilling. It was because they spoke nonsense every time they appeared. The 10 meritorious retainers made embarrassed expressions while Lauel swept back his bangs. His silver hair reflected the moonlight and seemed to scatter stars.


  


  “My soul, trapped in solitude, is in a turbulent state as it faces your destiny. I pay tribute to the eyes covered by a black cloth and will ask you something in the name of Lauel. Destiny Guardians, do you have the courage to encounter a furious storm of fate?” 


  


  “Kukuk... courage? It is one of our ‘sources’ that will never fade... Kukukukuk!”


  


  “You don’t feel fear? Amazing! I can feel the power of language from your answer! The black dragon sealed in my arm is starting to move...!”


  


  “Huhuhut... The master of the great evil eyes has never felt fear since being born. Even if the black dragon sealed in your arm wakes up, we will never back down... Eh?” The evil eyes were talking excitedly for a while only to become shocked. It was because they discovered Grid standing behind Lauel.


  


  “Y-You are the symbol of a past life reincarnation who has made a connection with our great king that deals with dark flames and white ice and sees the truth of the world!!”


  


  “Grid!!”


  


  The astonished evil eyes started sweating nervously and looked away. They were afraid that they would be dragged into a cave and given pickaxes if they met Grid’s eyes. When the evil eyes suddenly became mute, the 10 meritorious retainers couldn’t help feeling in awe of Grid.


  


  ‘What? Overwhelming the evil eyes species with his gaze...?’


  


  ‘He shut up the evil eyes who aren’t afraid of the world!’


  


  ‘My Liege! I respect you!’


  


  In fact, the evil eyes were a very strong species, unlike their pretty appearance. The moment they released the seal on their eyes, they could harm or restrain the target just by looking at them. Yet even the great evil eyes species would fall down before Grid. Anyone could see that Grid was amazing!


  


  “...Then I’m going to make glasses. I’ll meet you in the evil eyes’ village as soon as possible.”


  


  Grid left behind the silent evil eyes and ran to the smithy. He was resolved to make sturdy Ether Glasses.


  


  ‘If I can control his power, it will be an opportunity to recruit someone who might be stronger than Piaro. I can’t afford to miss this opportunity.’


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “Wouldn’t it be better to wait for a response from the Overgeared Kingdom?”


  


  The God of War Ares—the second player to build a kingdom after Grid—visited the empire with his military adviser, Sima Hui. He wore a deep helmet to hide his identity and was followed by the best players of Valhalla. By the way, the person they were escorting was Sima Hui, not Ares. Of course, this was at Ares’ command. He didn’t want to lose a named NPC that he finally obtained after six visits to the East Continent.


  


  “The Overgeared Guild will delay the answer as much as possible. The White Dragon’s Eyes will lose their value if we wait for their answer.”


  


  The reason why Ares and Sima Hui visited Titan directly was to negotiate with the empire. They were going to hand the White Dragon’s Eyes over to the empire and establish a friendship between Valhalla and the empire. Ares wanted a friendship with the Overgeared Kingdom over the empire, but Sima Hui’s thoughts were different.


  


  “The Overgeared King is a highly skilled technician who restored the treasures of the reapers. Unless I am overestimating him, it is likely he already understands the substance of ether and it’s likely he’ll to use it to help the evil eyes king. He will be prepared for the White Dragon’s Eyes and will have no intention of negotiating with us until he sees some damage.”


  


  “Isn’t that way of thinking too extreme? Like us, the Overgeared Kingdom thinks of the empire as the toughest challenge. They helped the founding of Valhalla to keep the empire in check. Why would they be so cold to us now?”


  


  “They will be afraid.”


  


  “Afraid?”


  


  “Your Majesty’s ability to conscript and nurture your soldiers’ strength means it is inevitable that Valhalla’s power will soar into the sky. Cooperating with Valhalla to overcome the empire is like riding a tiger’s back to chase the lion. Thus, they will be worried even if the empire has been defeated.”


  


  “...”


  


  Ares had felt it. He was intrigued by Grid’s ability to make items and had been trying to establish a friendship with the Overgeared Kingdom because of the grace he had received. However, Ares became bitter as soon as he realized this, ‘The Overgeared Kingdom is very wary toward us.’


  


  He was locked in thought for a while before speaking with half-closed eyes, “Okay. I will actively agree with your plan to strengthen our relationships with the empire and to consume the resources of the empire and the Overgeared Kingdom. I won’t hesitate anymore.”


  


  “You have decided well. There is no need to be directly hostile to the Overgeared Kingdom just because we are holding hands with the empire for a while.”


  


  “Umm... By the way, are we really going to the imperial palace? We might be bringing the White Dragon’s Eyes, but I am still the king of an enemy kingdom. Will the emperor truly meet us? I would be glad if he didn’t kill us...”


  


  “We don’t have to meet the emperor. The grandmaster has already captured our movements. He will probably attempt a meeting.”


  


  “Grandmaster?”


  


  “He is the most powerful person in the empire and has the authority to wield military power. His reputation from 100 years ago was so great that his name was heard even in my country.”


  


  “Reputation on the East Continent...? 100 years ago? Huh, he seems to have a considerable degree of longevity.”


  


  “He is a transcendent. Maybe you can think of it as a different form of immortality?”


  


  “Transcendent...? Immortal? Do you mean a legend?”


  


  “Well, it’s a little different.”


  


  “...” Ares sensed the grandmaster wasn’t ordinary. 


  


  When he was just about to ask for more details, Ares was interrupted by a knight who approached them. “I came to meet you at the grandmaster’s command. Are you the king of Valhalla?” 


  


  Ares thought the knight was a Red Knight due to the red armor, but the shape of the armor was different. In the absence of light, the armor looked more black than red.


  


  “Isn’t it polite to introduce yourself before asking about the other person?”


  


  “I am Susan of the Neo Red Knights. I’ll ask you again. Are you the king of Valhalla?”


  


  “...” 


  


  Sima Hui nodded on behalf of the wary Ares. “That’s correct. You are speaking to King Ares, father of Valhalla and distinguished God of War.


  


  “Follow me.” Susan guided Ares and his men to a castle. She must have a considerable position in the empire as she led Ares’ party toward a grand castle, which was too large to measure with one’s eyes, without passing through a single checkpoint. 


  


  “...!” Ares rose on the horse for dozens of minutes and was speechless when he saw the appearance of the palace. The palace, which had been built with mysterious timber and stone, was shining with brilliant hues. It was shining brightly enough to break the boundary between night and day.


  


  “This is the celestial palace where the grandmaster resides.”


  


  The celestial palace! A palace where the emperor wasn’t staying had such a grand name...? Ares found it hard to understand. He was filled with a greater vigilance as Susan urged him, “Come in.”


  


  “My escorts...”


  


  “They can come in as well.”


  


  “...”


  


  Their weapons weren’t even collected?


  


  ‘Is it impossible to harm the grandmaster at our level?’


  


  How great was this person? Feeling nervous, Ares entered the palace. The grandmaster was seated deep inside the palace. His eyes slowly examined Ares.


  


  “I was thinking that Valhalla’s actions were unusually fast. So, it turns out that a precious asset of the east is serving Valhalla. It is nice to meet you. I think we can maintain a good relationship in the future.”




  Chapter 972


  Making accessories was the realm of the accessories maker. No matter how good Grid was at blacksmithing, he couldn’t make accessories unless he gained the relevant skills first. However, Grid had a way out.


  


  ‘Item Understanding.’


  


  He only recently realized that item understanding was the most fundamental force and fraudulent concept of Pagma’s Descendant. By observing, using, repairing, disassembling, and assembling the target item, he would achieve 100% understanding and gain the production method.


  


  That’s right. Grid could learn how to make accessories as long as he had the Item Understanding skill. Of course, he needed time and effort to increase the understanding of the item, but that wasn’t a problem for Grid—master of labor. He was willing to invest days and months to gain the production method of necessary items.


  


  ‘Nevertheless, I can’t make all items just because I have the production method.’


  


  The absence of the craftsmanship skill was a problem even if Grid gained the production method for the Ether Glasses. It was simply impossible for him to make the item without the relevant skills. However, Grid had a secret technique that could solve that issue. That’s right.


  


  ‘Item Modification!’


  


  It reinterpreted items with a 100% understanding into a new form. Grid was planning to use this skill to integrate the Ether Glasses with a helmet or mask. By classifying the Ether Glasses as a defense item rather than an accessory, he would gain the ‘reasonable right’ to make the defense item.


  


  ‘Then I will cooperate with Elizabeth.’


  


  It was the same as the Overgeared King’s Crown. The crafting of the Ether Diamond was left to Elizabeth while Grid planned to increase the completeness of the item by adding it to a defense item. Item Modification was a skill with a limited number of uses, but this item was worth it.


  


  ‘I am investing in the evil eyes king.’


  


  Additionally, he was looking forward to the defense item which would be made with the Ether Glasses. If a defense item with a high amount of magic resistance were born, he might be able to mass-produce it one day and strengthen the Overgeared Guild.


  


  ‘Okay. Let’s try it properly.’


  


  Feeling motivated, Grid became absorbed in his work. As he worked on the glasses, his presence in the smithy for a few days was a great concern for Panmir—the first ranked blacksmith and chief blacksmith of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  ‘Shouldn’t he do something like hunting or questing?’


  


  After the 4th National Competition, the levels of the players were rising like crazy. The gap was closing. As players levelled up, the gap between classes was reduced, and Chairman Lim Cheolho’s words were becoming a reality. The normal class rankers—who made up the majority of players—found hope at the 4th National Competition, and this hope became passion. The rankers, including the hidden classes, were dreaming of becoming the second Grid. The long-term experience gain buff from the National Competition rewards meant it wasn’t an exaggeration to say most players were hung up on hunting.


  


  During this important period, Grid was spending all his time in the smithy while the 10 meritorious retainers were at the evil eyes village carrying out a mission. Thus, Panmir realized that the weight on their shoulders was enormous.


  


  ‘The more responsibilities there are, the more you have to lose. I can’t help feeling that it is really amazing.’


  


  The Overgeared Kingdom would become stronger and never collapse easily. The confident Panmir also felt a sense of responsibility. He rushed through the dozens of smithies in the blacksmith district and encouraged the blacksmiths.


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  The hammering sound that lasted day and night was the symbol of Reinhardt and the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  Lepio was a small estate with only rice fields and mountains on all sides. It was one of the most popular secluded sites in the Gauss Kingdom, and people were very enamored with it.


  


  “I never thought the evil eyes’ village would be in a place like this. It’s properly hidden. Won’t the empire have a hard time finding it?”


  


  “Kukukuk... Headless man. It might be hard, but I will personally correct your words. This place is the mysterious land where darkness and chaos co-exist, not the evil eyes village. We also aren’t hiding but have ‘sealed’ ourselves in. The world will perish if the power of the evil eyes goes on a rampage─”


  


  “Am I a dullahan? Why do you call a person with a head a ‘Headless Man’? I can’t understand what you are talking about.”


  


  “...”


  


  The rest of the meritorious retainers looked sadly at Vantner, who was shaking his head and scoffing. The only person who couldn’t understand the evil eyes’ words was Vantner.


  


  Euphemina changed the topic, “It is a beautiful place.”


  


  A desolate land where darkness and chaos co-existed... 


  


  The evil eyes village boasted a completely different landscape to what the 10 meritorious retainers had imagined. They had imagined a barren land where demonkin lived, but it was a pretty place with small, rounded houses.


  


  “The roof colors would be prettier if the sun comes up.”


  


  “Kukukuk. The moon is better than the sun. When we wash our bodies under the cold moonlight, the blood flow in our bodies is stabilized and the roar of the monster called ‘Me’ stops.”


  


  “You are underground, so you don’t get the moonlight here, right?”


  


  “...”


  


  Regas’ pure question stung. The evil eyes—who had just been talking with great pride—flinched, and their shoulders drooped. The 10 meritorious retainers watching this scene clicked their tongues.


  


  ‘The evil eyes are weak against a tactless person.’


  


  


  Then Jishuka brought things back to the point, “Let’s go straight to the evil eyes king. There is no time because the empire will likely attack in the near future.” 


  


  Faker and the Overgeared Shadows were already scattered throughout the village and searching. They were considering the paths the empire could use to invade the village and searching for terrain and objects that could protect it. A few minutes later, the 10 meritorious retainers—who were guided by the Destiny Guardians—arrived at the castle.


  


  The castle was really small. The average height of the evil eyes was 1.2 meters, so all the buildings were small in size, including the king’s castle. The castle was barely 1.5 cm taller than the gates, so it looked miniature. Then it happened when all of the 10 meritorious retainers apart from Euphemina crossed the gates.


  


  “We have been waiting.” 


  


  The highest ranking nobles of the evil eyes species—the so-called ‘ministers’ were waiting for the 10 meritorious retainers. All three of them were standing on the wall, sweeping their hair or placing a hand over their face.


  


  “We know that you came here to defend our great king and that you are the subordinates of Grid, the only human who didn’t succumb to us.”


  


  “However, we can’t just let you meet the king. We must make sure that you are qualified to meet our great king.”


  


  “We know you aren’t enemies. The evil eyes king is an absolute presence that takes away the life and destiny of a man with just his eyes. If an unqualified person meets him, they will fall into the hell of eternity and eventually reach death. We have to test you. Submit.”


  


  The three of them took off their eyepatches at the same time. Their exposed evil eyes turned round and round, disturbing the spirits of the 10 meritorious retainers.


  


  [You have made eye contact with an evil eye.]


  


  [Your spirit and soul is giving way before the mighty evil eye.] 


  


  [You have fallen into the ‘submissive’ state.]


  


  [For 3 seconds from now, you will behave differently from your will!]


  


  It was a three-second status skill. The time limit meant it was classified as a low-level effect, but the function was fraudulent.


  


  “What is this...?” 


  


  Vantner started rubbing his head with both hands and barking like a dog while Jishuka behaved completely differently from her will as she measured her chest size. What if the evil eyes commanded the 10 meritorious retainers to attack each other? 


  


  ‘Crazy...! This tremendous ability!’


  


  The 10 meritorious retainers were honestly impressed by the evil eyes ministers, who were on a different dimension. They thought that not even the empire could pass through the gates they guarded. The evil eyes ministers said, “I’m sorry but you aren’t qualified. You can try to see our great king next time.”


  


  “We are only doing this for your safety. Please don’t be offended. We have no intention of letting you enter, but we are thankful and appreciative. We’ll provide you with accommodation, so please do well in the future.”


  


  “Protect our king and our village.”


  


  The attitude of the ministers was surprisingly pure and favorable. They had also anticipated the empire’s invasion.


  


  “The evil eyes people must have excellent books and intelligence...” Lauel shook his head whilst in awe of them. “It is hard to imagine the evil eyes, who live in a closed off space with only a few thousand residences, having books or an intelligence network. This is probably the power of Future Sight. Huhuhut... It is a great species.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Everyone, as I’ve already told you, the empire will invade here in the near future. Until then, our mission is to protect the king. It isn’t easy to wait for the enemies, but please remain motivated and responsible. We must not lose the evil eyes king.”


  


  “I understand.”


  


  Following this, the 10 meritorious retainers and the Overgeared Shadows settled down completely in the evil eyes village. They alternated patrols and took precautions to ensure the safety of the evil eyes king.


  


  Three days later...


  


  “You’ve gone through a lot of trouble.”


  


  “From now on, we will join the mission.”


  


  Coke, Zednos, and Laella arrived at the evil eyes village with 600 elite soldiers. The soldiers, who were armed with Grid’s mass-produced set, guarded the evil eyes village like steel bars.


  


  ‘We can stop a Red Knight easily like this.’


  


  It was spectacular to see the gathering of the 10 meritorious retainers, including Faker and Yura—who were normally hard to see—as well as the elite forces. The Overgeared Guild wasn’t afraid of the empire’s invasion. They had the confidence to repel even a great demon.


  


  ‘This time, we’ll do our best without needing Grid.’




  Chapter 973


  It was the sixth day since the Overgeared Kingdom’s troops were stationed in the evil eyes village.


  


  “It is rumored that at least 500 million players belong to the empire,” Pon expressed concern over his colleagues’ optimistic attitude about preventing the invasion of the empire. “Won’t we be swept away if the empire issues quests to all the players?”


  


  “...”


  


  The atmosphere sharply cooled down. They imagined the scene of five million players flocking together continuously. How long could they hold out against the waves of enemies that kept coming? 


  


  “...I never thought of the players.”


  


  Coke and some of the Overgeared members paled and shivered. Fear dominated them before Lauel reassured them, “Quests must have rewards. In particular, the rewards for war quests are several times more than normal quest rewards. It is difficult for the empire to release quests to hundreds of millions of players, no matter how much money they have.”


  


  “Umm... Is it a problem for a nation to have too many players?”


  


  “I can’t say it is completely good since there are many players who joined to army or were knighted. It is easy to move soldiers and knights who have to respond to a ‘certain duty’ without giving many rewards.”


  


  “Soldiers... Why the hell do they want to enlist in the army in a game?” Peak Sword complained. As a citizen of South Korea, he had experience with military service. He didn’t want to go to the army again, no matter how patriotic he was. It was hard for him to understand the psychology of the players who joined the army. However, the other Overgeared members understood it well. 


  


  “Joining the army isn’t mandatory unless it is a special situation like South Korea. There are surprisingly many people who have fantasies about the army.”


  


  “That’s right. They don’t want to join the army in reality, but they can at least do it in the game.”


  


  “...Um.”


  


  “That makes sense. Sometimes it is a disadvantage that so many of the Overgeared Kingdom’s players are Korean. They will never join the army even in the game.”


  


  “Does it mean the Overgeared Kingdom’s ability to use the player forces is less than other countries?”


  


  “Yes. This phenomenon will continue in the future unless Korea is quickly unified.”


  


  “It is strange...”


  


  To think the real world could affect the game this way...? The Overgeared members were very interested in it.


  


  “Let’s go back to work.”


  


  It was time for their shift. The Overgeared members scattered all over the evil eyes village.


  ***


  


  


  It was the 10th day after the Overgeared members were stationed in the evil eyes village.


  


  “This is boring.”


  


  “I want to hunt. Why can’t the empire arrive faster if they are going to attack?”


  


  Vantner and Peak Sword, famous for their lack of patience among the 10 meritorious retainers, finally reached their limit. The evil eyes village was a completely secluded place underground, and it destroyed the human spirit because it didn’t have any entertainment or hunting grounds. The two men had been guarding the gate for 10 days, and they were bored and anxious. 


  


  “Everyone outside is probably hunting right now.”


  


  “I guess. You will suffer if you don’t hunt during the National Competition’s buff period.”


  


  “We aren’t hunting, so the damage...”


  


  “If there was a hunting ground near here, I would’ve hunted after every shift but there is no hunting ground...” 


  


  “Hah...”


  


  “Sigh...”


  


  Peak Sword and Vantner checked the time habitually as they wanted their shift to end quickly. They wanted to log out, sit in front of the TV, and have a beer.


  


  “Huh?”


  


  Peak Sword and Vantner, who were standing in front of the small castle where the evil eyes king lived, turned toward the entrance of an alley across the street. Three exceptionally short evil eyes were staring at them. The short evil eyes were less than one meter tall. Their faces were especially round, and there was a flush on the cheeks. One of them had a running nose with a long snot hanging from it.


  


  “Little kids.”


  


  “How cute.”


  


  The evil eyes boasted cute doll-like appearances. Sometimes they had scars on their face and some were unusually ferocious, but they were still cute. People couldn’t help smiling at their appearance. Then what about the young evil eyes? Peak Sword and Vantner smiled like fathers and waved to the children. They were surprised by the shy nature of the evil eyes children hiding in the alley. Peak Sword and Vantner felt they were even cuter.


  


  “It is really nice as long as they don’t open their mouths.”


  


  “Yes, as long as they don’t open their mouths.” 


  


  They recalled that first day when they arrived at the evil eyes village. Thanks to the Destiny Guardians confirming their identities, they had entered the village easily and had to face the enthusiasm of thousands of evil eyes. It had truly been hell. 1,000 people like Lauel had come up and talked to them. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say they had almost lost their minds.


  


  It was fortunate they had prepared earplugs in advance or they might’ve fainted. The earplugs were developed to resist the curse. They hadn’t known that an item that was normally classified as a miscellaneous item would be so useful.


  


  “The chuuni disease of the evil eyes king must be much greater. How much did God Grid suffer becoming friends with the king? God Grid is truly great. He isn’t a god for nothing. Ah, really... The first time I met God Grid...”


  


  “...”


  


  Today, Peak Sword’s cult worship of Grid began again. Vantner was taking out earplugs twisted from long use and stopped as he was going to put them in his ears. It was because the three evil eyes children were approaching.


  


  “This point onwards is prohibited,” Vantner stated harshly despite the feelings in his heart. He couldn’t relax his vigilance no matter how cute the evil eyes children were.


  


  “It will be dangerous if assassins from the empire come. Don’t hang around here and play elsewhere. In fact, don’t leave your house at all,” Vantner warned coldly. Still, the evil eyes children lingered. They exchanged looks a few times before extending their hands which they had kept hidden behind them. In their hands, there were many candies that looked like ferns.


  


  “Eat. This is something that all three of us risked out limbs to obtain.”


  


  “...Did you take candy that your mothers hid?”


  


  “Kukukuk? What are you talking about? My mother can’t treat me badly. The power latent inside me is a violent guy who ignores the flesh of kin. Kukukuk.”


  


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about... In any case, thank you.”


  


  These were the children’s snacks. Vantner and Peak Sword, who knew the evil eyes would be in great danger when obtaining goods from the outside world, only took one candy. Then they urged the children to return home. The children hesitated before bowing. “You are the first and last humans we have bowed to since we were born. You should be honored.”


  


  “...?”


  


  


  “...Thank you for protecting our great king.” As if embarrassed, the evil eyes children blushed and fled as soon as they gave thanks. Peak Sword and Vantner stared at the children’s backs in an upset manner.


  


  “This is X.”


  


  “...You planted a flag.”


  


  Moreover, it was a death flag! This was a common development in manhwa and movies. The main character helped someone, then person who was normally cold suddenly thanked them... This was a line that signalled the time of death was approaching.


  


  “Quickly contact Lauel... Kuek?!” Peak Sword urgently took the posture of drawing the sword. Two dark human figures appeared out of the air and blocked the children’s way. The startled children hesitated, and Peak Sword and Vantner flew toward the children.


  


  However, the two enemies who appeared were assassins with great skill. The daggers thrown by the assassins obstructed Peak Sword and Vantner. While the two of them fended off the daggers, the assassins grabbed the necks of the evil eyes children. They intended to use the children as hostages, but their intentions weren’t easily achieved.


  


  Peak Sword and Vantner were strong.


  


  “Where are you going?”


  


  “...!?” The assassins barely escaped from the sword that flew toward them. The reason they didn’t use the caught evil eyes children as a shield was that their mission was to capture the children. Peak Sword took the posture of Draw Sword and once again questioned, “What are you planning to do by catching these little kids?”


  


  Of course, the assassins didn’t answer. They took out daggers with the ‘explosion’ option attached and threw them. Vantner raised his shield to block the daggers. Then a powerful explosion occurred. The assassins believed that Vantner would be blown up along with the shield and were about to leave.


  


  “These guys are truly X. Huhu.”


  


  Something spun among the thick dust. It was a circular shield. The assassins crossed their daggers and blocked the shield. However, the shield was so strong that they groaned involuntarily. The silent assassins let out sounds of pain, and Vantner laughed as the shield returned to him like a boomerang.


  


  “It is good since I was bored. Put the children down and fight properly.”


  


  “Che...!”


  


  The assassins couldn’t fight properly. They were unlikely to win considering the power of the 1st ranked guardian knight Vantner and the 1st ranked quick draw swordsman Peak Sword. In any case, this place was full of enemies. The longer the battle, the more disadvantaged they would be.


  


  The assassin cast a smoke screen. They intended to escape from the city while Peak Sword and Vantner were confused for a moment. It was at this moment that...


  


  “Sob. Look,” the evil eyes kid with the runny nose asked as he was caught by the assassin, “Touching my body, do you want to die?”


  


  “...!”


  


  There was a reason why the ‘advance teams’ had decided to kidnap the children of the evil eyes species. They thought the power of the evil eyes would be lacking because they were young. This wasn’t the case. The little evil eyes took off his eyepatch, and the assassin holding him froze. 


  


  “Uh... Uwaaaah...!” The terrified assassin tried to throw away the evil eyes boy, but it was useless. The power of the evil eye acted just by ‘seeing.’ It was the most irrational force in the world.


  


  “This...!”


  


  The other assassin was surprised by his now dead colleague and turned to the two evil eyes he had captured. The rope tying them together was so tight that they couldn’t move their fingers to take off their eyepatches.


  


  ‘You idiot, you should’ve captured him properly like me!’ The assassin cursed his dead colleague and sneered. He was going to leave here before the smoke was completely lifted. By the way...


  


  “...?”


  


  Did the stealth skill not activate? The smokescreen that blocked the enemy’s vision became thicker and started to disturb his view.


  


  “...!” The flustered assassin looked like he had seen a ghost. The two evil eyes children who had been tied up just a moment ago were now standing in front of him.


  


  ‘When did they escape?’


  


  The smokescreen thickened like a fog over a lake at dawn. The assassin stood alone in the middle of this, and his confusion was maximized. He heard the laugh of the evil eyes children who had disappeared from view.


  


  “Die wandering this fog forever. Kuk... Kukukuk! Kuhahahaha!”


  


  “Uwaaaah!”


  


  It was useless to scream and struggle. The fog just became thicker.


  


  “Wow...” Peak Sword couldn’t close his mouth as he moved through the smokescreen. At first glance, the two assassins were obviously of high ranking. One had been completely frozen to death while the other screamed along as he fell into a hallucination.


  


  ‘They even have the power to pull out the death flag...!’


  


  The evil eyes species was absolutely amazing. They now completely understood why Grid and Lauel were obsessed with the evil eyes.


  


  “The duration of the illusion isn’t eternal. I recommend taking them out in advance,” the evil eyes children said while pointing at the hallucinating assassin.


  


  Peak Sword nodded before approaching the assassin and tying him up. They took off the assassin’s mask and revealed that he was an NPC. Even after finding out his identity, they could attack still him. In other words, these assassins weren’t affiliated with the empire. If they were imperial NPCs, it would’ve been impossible for them to be attacked due to the armistice agreement.


  


  ‘External groups were contracted.’


  


  Peak Sword and Vantner examined the city. Fierce battles were taking place everywhere.


  


  “Hrmm... What to do?”


  


  “What can we do apart from staying here?”


  


  Peak Sword and Vantner’s mission was very important. Guarding the gate was equivalent to protecting the evil eyes king.


  


  “It is dangerous. Don’t go home and head into the castle.”


  


  It happened as Peak Sword and Vantner sent the children into the castle. Dozens of people appeared out of thin air. The invasion of the ‘advance teams’ wasn’t over yet.


  


  “We’ll take care of you first before protecting the evil eyes.”


  


  Peak Sword and Vantner smiled as they faced the assassin group. Not a single bit of tension could be found in them.


  


  “It’s going to be super fun from now on.”


  


  “Yes. It’s more interesting because we were about to die of boredom.”


  


  “...Crazy bastards!” The leader of the assassins frowned and gestured. The assassins struck the two people at once. Iyarugt roared.
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  Chapter 974


  


  Chris saw the odds of this mission succeeding as over 90%.


  


  There were four months remaining on the truce agreement with the empire.


  


  The agreement between nations was protected by the system so the empire and Overgeared Kingdom were unable to attack each other. The Overgeared members were guarding the evil eyes village and the empire couldn’t attack wildly.


  


  Even if the empire invaded the village, the Overgeared members just needed to guard the gates and they would be able to protect the evil eyes king until Grid arrived.


  


  ‘These villains from my past life!’


  


  However, the empire took different actions than expected.


  


  They indirectly invaded by using external forces.


  


  Chris’ expression instantly darkened.


  


  ‘Those villainous empire bastards, they intend to thoroughly consume our strength in this life, sealing the cycle of reincarnation and ending it all here!’


  


  Chris quickly swung Grid’s greatsword, the cross-shaped trajectory of the sword striking the upper body of the two assassins moving through the darkness and killing them.


  


  The assassins with low defense were easily killed by Chris, who had the most powerful attack power.


  


  ‘Dammit, it is a mess.’


  


  Chris jumped to the nearby roof of the mansion and shook as he watched the whole city. There were battles taking place all over the village and the assassins who appeared in pairs were powerful enough to dominate two elite military units. 


  


  ‘They easily cope with two elite units containing 100 high level players...’ 


  


  Was this truly rabble hired by the empire?


  


  Chris raised the power of the Tyrant and flew forward.


  


  The further he moved, the more his attack power increased.


  


  “Viscount Chris!”


  


  The expressions of the Overgeared soldiers still looked threatened despite capturing the assassins. Chris appeared like the raging wind and saved them from the assassins.


  


  Chris ordered the unit leaders.


  


  "Assemble your troops at the castle of the great evil eyes king who deals with dark flames and white ice and sees the truth of the world. It should never be breached, even if you must risk your soul being casted out of the circle of reincarnation or even destroyed.”


  


  “Yes!”


  


  Among the 10 meritorious retainers, Chris was one of the twin leaders along with Jishuka. It wasn’t a problem for him to operate the troops using his own judgment.


  


  The soldiers replied vigorously and saved another unit as they marched in the same direction.


  


  In the meantime, Chris moved along the roofs towards the village centre while killing assassins.


  


  The heart of the village was a small library. It was a place where Lauel, Jishuka, Pon and Regas were guarding.


  


  The reason why the top rankers were gathered there was because it was one of the most important bases in the village.


  


  “I have come to keep the promise of our previous life.”


  


  Chris broke through the assassins surrounding the library and stood by Lauel. Jishuka was covering him by firing arrows while Lauel looked like he had aged 10 years.


  


  "As expected, the empire seems to covet the knowledge and information which was sealed deep within the library to keep the world safe.”


  


  “Certainly...”


  


  In other places, the assassins appeared in pairs while there were dozens of assassins here.


  


  Chris faced more than 100 assassins and wondered,


  


  “What the hell are these guys? Are they slicing through the dimension itself, appearing from the dimensional gap out of thin air without going through the door? Not even Faker who has unsealed the right arm of the God of Death can do that.”


  


  “They are borrowing the power of the akashic records.” 


  


  “The akashic records… magic?”


  


  “Yes. An excellent magician who has gained enlightenment and hatched out of their egg by breaking it can make the space itself weak, allowing people to warp in.”


  


  “It doesn’t feel like Mass Teleport since they are scattered all over the place... Is it easy for a great magician to use this type of magic?”


  


  “I don’t know about ordinary magicians but it is easy for a transcendent.”


  


  “A transcendent...!”


  


  One of the five pillars of the empire and the head of the Tower of Eternity.


  


  Chris recalled the infamous Goldhit and was convinced.


  


  “It is a fraudulent magic that grasps at the long forgotten thing called fear within me... How long can we last if troops keep being sent this way? Despite us being chosen ones born in the brightest day and the blackest night, blessed by both sun and moon, there is a limit to our stamina. We will run out of supplies and become exhausted, unable to unleash the full capabilities of our divine and sacred strength.”


  


  Chris confided the anxiety in his heart. He didn’t feel suspicious about why Lauel hadn’t anticipated the current situation. 


  


  It was true that Lauel was intelligent enough to be called a genius but he wasn’t always successful. It wasn’t possible for Lauel to cope with all the variables. He often failed and made mistakes.


  


  However, this time was different.


  


  Lauel didn’t take this situation seriously.


  


  “There is a limit to a transcendent’s magic power, just as we have a limit to our stamina while being sealed in this weak vessel called a human body.”


  


  “It is the same whether they are making a frontal charge or moving with magic. We can’t stop it if troops pour in all at once.”


  


  “Kukuku… There is no need to worry about a volume offensive. Hasn’t this one shown his heaven-defying genius already when it was explained to you last time?”


  


  “...?”


  


  "Our enemies from the past life, despite being reborn under a forbidden star which granted them unimaginable wealth and power that they used to form what is called the empire, do not have infinite money. They will have to give compensation so they won’t be able to easily pour in a lot of troops.”


  


  "The empire will have to pay to move them? Can’t the empire move them for free?”


  


  Nearly every kingdom or group on this continent had been offering tribute to the empire for hundreds of years. They were complete slaves of the empire. Chris wasn’t convinced that the empire would pay compensation for moving them.


  


  Lauel explained.


  


  “Do you know why existing groups have lived like dead mice without resisting the empire despite it being the enemy of the world?”


  


  “...?”


  


  “It is because they think the empire’s power is infinite. The empire isn’t in a position to show weakness. The moment the empire offers no money, other countries will question the empire’s power and the dominance will weaken.”


  


  “That’s why they have to offer a reward every time they move outside forces?”


  


  "It's a commonly used bluffing system. The empire shines like the brightest sun, blinding everyone with their light, making people unable to see their faults.”


  


  “There is something I can’t understand. Lauel, my companion of eternity, why do you keep saying that the empire is poor?”


  


  It was strange.


  


  This was the empire that dominated the continent for hundreds of years. The empire monopolized all sorts of resources and invaded other kingdoms.


  


  Yet they were so poor that they couldn’t move some outside forces? 


  


  Creating quests for 500 million players might be too much but the assumption that it was hard to move subordinate forces didn’t make sense. It didn’t make sense that the empire was poor.


  


  Lauel was quietly using magic while listening to Chris’ questions.


  


  He changed the wind direction to maximize the power of Jishuka’s arrows while also neutralizing the assassins’ throwing techniques. He also created an earthquake every time they approaching, leading them directly to Chris. 


  


  Lauel was fighting effectively despite having few combat skills.


  


  It was a combat method that made people realize whey there was the ‘fight cleverly’ saying when praising athletes and martial artists.


  


  Lauel’s brilliant brain was creating a disaster for the enemies. 


  


  


  "I thought of something while watching the magic machine in the National Competition. How much manpower and money did the empire invest in unearthing the ancient artifacts? How much techniques and money were poured in to restore and operate the ancient relics?”


  


  “Do you mean that the empire is poor because of the magic machines?”


  


  “No. The magic machines are just one of the causes. I just came to a more fundamental question.”


  


  “Fundamental question?” 


  


  “If the empire is truly as wealth as people widely think, it isn’t normal for them to struggle to suppress the Overgeared Kingdom and Valhalla.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Can’t they step on the Overgeared Kingdom by constantly producing and dispatching infinite troops, just as you claim now?” 


  


  “Ah...!”


  


  Chris felt like he had been struck by lightning as he gained enlightenment.


  


  Lauel was a person who was concerned about the empire’s tactics and he was also the first person to realize the limits of the empire’s tactics.


  


  “You... You really are the number 1 unequalled genius under both heaven and earth...”


  


  Lauel laughed at Chris’ heartfelt admiration.


  


  "Time is fair to everyone.”


  


  As Grid grew, Lauel was also growing. He studied, thought, accumulated knowledge and developed his vision. 


  


  "I don’t know what type of genius that God of War Ares recruited.”


  


  Lauel activated a pre-set trap to lure out the hiding assassins.


  


  Then he laughed while covering half his face with his hand.


  


  "That person needs to be ready to deal with me now.”


  


  Lauel was convinced.


  


  Grid and Kraugel had grown rapidly over the years.


  


  They had an absolute force that made strategy and tactics obsolete and no one could be their opponent.


  


  At this moment, grey pillars rose continuously in the evil eyes village.


  


  They were the pillars that symbolized the death of the invaders.


  


  ‘That is...’


  


  Chris and Lauel turned towards the south without speaking.


  


  It was the direction of the city entrance where the grey pillars were occurring the fastest.


  


  It was the zone that Yura was protecting.


  


  Chris clicked his tongue.


  


  "Lauel, even if your expectations are wrong, I don’t think the empire can break through if they come.”


  


  “...I agree. Let’s go inside the building. It is time to change shifts with our lifelong friends whose fate and destiny intertwined with ours through all eternity, the evil eyes.”


  


  “Okay.”


  


  The magic power of the evil eyes wasn’t infinite, just like a human’s stamina isn’t infinite. Unlike the king, ordinary evil eyes could only free the power of their eyes for two hours a day.


  


  Two hours was enough.


  


  “H-Hiik!”


  


  “S-Spare me!”


  


  The power of the evil eyes made even the coldest assassins kneel down and beg.


  


  The evil eyes took care of most of the assassin remnants in just half an hour and then switched back to the Overgeared members, who had enough rest.


  


  The empire’s advance team was practically unable to do anything and collapsed.


  


  “Kukukuk... You are decent. It is a power that is hard to be confined to the ‘framework’ of humans.”


  


  “Hahaha... You didn’t buy people who are all talk.”


  *** 


  


  It was the 19th day since the 10 meritorious retainers left for the evil eyes village.


  


  [Your understanding of the Ether Glasses is now at 100%!]


  


  [The ‘Ether Glasses’ production method has been acquired.]


  


  “Kukuku, it’s finally over.”


  


  Grid, who was stuck in the smithy and wrestled with the glasses for 19 days, finally achieved his first task.


  


  He had obtained the production method and could now convert the glasses into the form of armor such as a helmet, or face shield.


  


  'Given that I can use it myself...’


  


  A helmet was better than a face shield.


  


  It was because a face shield and mask couldn’t be used together.


  


  Grid had no intention of throwing away the best treasure, the Slaughterer's Eye Patch which had been a great help during the Demon King Subjugation.


  


  ‘I need a helmet that is at least worth the value of Triple Layers. Okay, let’s combine the glasses and helmet.’


  


  Grid decided to set the value to at least Triple Layers and used the Legendary Blacksmith’s Reconstruction skill to change the Ether Glasses. Then he suddenly remembered the White Tiger’s Breath.


  


  ‘The White Tiger Sword summons stone pillars. Then can I make a helmet that is as hard as a rock if I used the White Tiger’s Breath?’


  


  There wasn’t the saying as dumb as a rock for nothing.


  


  It was a great opportunity to increase his defense if he made a helmet that was as hard as a rock.


  


  ‘...Um. Later, I’ll get one more Ether Diamond and insert the White Tiger’s Breath when making my own helmet.’


  


  Four of the eight rewards that Grid obtained from the National Competition were the breaths of the sacred creatures.


  


  Thanks to this, he had a total of one Red Phoenix’s Breath, one Blue Dragon’s Breath, one White Tiger’s Breath and two Black Tortoise’s Breath.


  


  It wouldn’t be long until his weapons and armor contained the power of these sacred creatures.


  


  ‘Kukuku… Once I obtain pure ether, I will be the ultimately overgeared tower that looms above everyone, engulfing them within the shadow that I cast.’


  


  Wouldn’t it be enough to fight against the empire?


  


  “...?”


  


  Grid felt a bit strange as he started modifying the item.


  


  It felt like just yesterday when he was shaken by the ‘strong people of the era’ he encountered when visiting the empire and now he didn’t feel afraid.


  


  Was he too puffed up?


  


  No.


  


  His impression of himself had risen thanks to that bastard Garam. He also became confident after his experience as the Demon King.


  


  “Huehuehue...”


  


  Grid thought about the power of the empire and checked the date.


  


  It seemed the empire hadn’t invaded yet since there was no special communication from his colleagues in the evil eyes village. Thanks to this, Grid could focus on modifying the item.




  Chapter 975


  It was the 20th day of protecting the evil eyes.


  


  “Stop the futile resistance!”


  


  “You are the only ones who will lose if you keep fighting!”


  


  Today, the enemies had come. Like the enemies on the first day and the enemies yesterday, they appeared out of thin air. Based on their chatter, the invaders had a common characteristic. They mistakenly thought they were strong!


  


  “Ahahahat! Bring it on! We’re right here!”


  


  “City guards! Overgeared Runman! Move!!”


  


  “...Please don’t call us that.”


  


  The Overgeared members were full of energy. The Vantner and Peak Sword duo were particularly excited. Compared to during the 10 days of boredom, they were now full of joy.


  


  Peak Sword used a new skill, Five Combined Strikes. Iyarugt flashed five times, and five attackers died.


  


  [The experience of Iyarugt has increased by 0.1%!]


  


  “Good!” Peak Sword snorted. The battles that occurred every day not only improved his skill proficiency but also increased his item experience. As he made a satisfied expression, Vantner crushed the enemy’s head with the mace hidden behind his shield and asked in an incomprehensible manner, “Why are you so obsessed with Iyarugt?”


  


  “Eh? What are you suddenly saying?”


  


  “Didn’t you get the gold medal rewards? If you ask Grid to make you a new sword with those materials, you can get a much stronger weapon than Iyarugt. Why are you sticking with it?”


  


  In fact, Iyarugt had virtually been transferred to Peak Sword. It had been more than a year since he started using it as a flagship weapon and accumulating experience with it. It was very inefficient when considering that the experience rate of a growth item was slower than a snail. Wasn’t it possible to get a more powerful weapon? Even if Iyarugt reached its final rating, was there any guarantee it would be stronger than a weapon made from one of the four sacred creatures? It was a mystery as to why Peak Sword was so obsessed with Iyarugt.


  


  “Um...” Peak Sword felt that Vantner’s question was worthy and thought for a moment before replying, “Setting aside the performance of the weapon, I expect the demonkin Iyarugt to be a great force. As you know, Grid has powerful NPCs, but he isn’t actively utilizing them because their lives are finite. On the other hand, Iyarugt is classified as a pet, so I don’t need to worry about him dying. I want to give Grid a new power by completely freeing Iyarugt.”


  


  “Once you finish the final upgrade for Iyarugt, will you return it to Grid?”


  


  “Of course. I’m a type of item surrogate.”


  


  “Oh...” Vantner was at a loss for words. Peak Sword’s choices and actions were all for Grid. Still, Peak Sword had his own stance and life. How could he sacrifice a few years for others?


  


  Vantner smashed the shield against new invaders that appeared and asked a new question, “What’s the reason to sacrifice yourself for Grid? I feel a lot of gratitude to Grid, and I like him. I am prepared to lay down my life for him many times. However, I can’t sacrifice a few years of time like you’re doing. I can probably never do that.”


  


  There was a more fundamental issue than the concept of righteousness. Sacrificing himself for others without hesitation? It was really hard work and not something that everyone could do.


  


  Peak Sword shrugged as Vantner gazed at him like he was a strange creature. “Well, the biggest thing is that Grid is Korean. First, there is the tax problem. In South Korea, the job of a gamer isn’t recognized for its costs, so they have to pay nearly 50% of the revenue and expenditure as tax. It is the same with the national pension and health insurance premium. In any case, Grid is dedicating half of his profits to the country every year when he has the ability to earn billions of won in foreign currency if he wants.”


  


  “...Do you feel gratitude and respect because he is making your country stronger?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “Crazy... Are you the president? Why do you feel appreciation for that?”


  


  “Don’t you know the heart of the Patriotic Association of South Korea?”


  


  “Why is your patriotism so strong?”


  


  “It is a patriotism that has lasted for generations. I always feel gratitude toward Grid and realize that helping he is a patriotic blessing. I’ll live for Grid forever.”


  


  “In any case, you’re not normal.”


  


  “Huhuhuhu. I’ve heard that a lot since childhood.”


  


  “It isn’t praise... Well, I’ve might’ve felt like you if I had any homogeneity with Grid.”


  


  “Grid won’t be bald, so you will never be the same.”


  


  “You rotten person!”


  


  It was the 22nd day of protecting the evil eyes.


  


  “Uhh... Again...”


  


  The Overgeared soldiers were becoming visibly exhausted. The enemy had been invading for over 10 days, and every time it was a sudden surprise. Thus, the mental pressure was severe. The main problem was that the basic skills of the enemies overwhelmed the soldiers. How many times would they have lost their lives if they didn’t have the best quality recovery potions from the Reidan Alchemy Facility and Grid’s mass-produced set? The soldiers were pale as they stared at the scars under the armor.


  


  It was the 25th day of protecting the evil eyes.


  


  “The soldiers are at the limit.”


  


  “Aren’t the reinforcements here yet?”


  


  “The imperial troops have taken over Lepio Village. The road isn’t open support troops can’t enter.”


  


  “Shit!”


  


  The 600 elite soldiers of the Overgeared Kingdom were completely exhausted. They had already run out of potions to restore stamina, and their armor and weapons had become rags from successive battles. Furthermore, there were no blacksmiths or smithies in the evil eyes village to repair them.


  


  However, there was one point of comfort. No, it was a huge point. Since the levels of the enemies were high, the soldiers gained an average of 20 levels during the battle between the two sides. Some soldiers even reached level 300 and achieved their third advancement. The soldiers were becoming the top elites of the Overgeared Kingdom. If they could all survive and return safely... The military force of the Overgeared Kingdom would rise greatly. 


  


  It was now the 28th day of protecting the evil eyes.


  


  “Open the way.”


  


  “This place is currently being invaded by mysterious forces. We can’t let anyone enter the war situation.”


  


  “Anyone? The great army of the Saharan Empire is called just anyone?”


  


  The empire’s regular troops arrived and tried to enter the evil eyes’ village. The Overgeared Kingdom was forced to gather troops at the entrance, so they couldn’t enter. The soldiers of the empire couldn’t enter the city as the Overgeared soldiers blocked it. 


  


  This was the so-called roadblock. It was a strategy which took advantage of the fact that it would be impossible for them to fight each other. The first one to use this strategy was the empire. The imperial forces blocked all entrances to Lepio Village to interfere with the entry of the Overgeared army. This meant there was no way for the Overgeared reinforcements to enter the evil eyes’ village below Lepio Village.


  


  It was the 31st day of protecting the evil eyes.


  


  “Uhh...”


  


  The fighting spirits of the Overgeared soldiers had dimmed, but the imperial soldiers didn’t allow them to leave. The intruders suddenly appeared and fought the Overgeared soldiers. The Overgeared soldiers’ armor and weapons were broken, yet their reinforcements had yet to arrive... 


  


  The continuous feeling of despair filled the Overgeared soldiers who had already begun to run out of physical and mental strength.


  


  “...”


  


  The evil eyes people, who blocked the enemy from attacking the rear, had already been silent for two days. They were exhausted and had lost their ability to speak the dreaded words. On the other hand, the eyes of the imperial forces were relaxed. The despair of the Overgeared soldiers became greater as they were mocked of the empire.


  


  Tatang! Jade magic bullets flew through the sky, and new invaders died as soon as they appeared. A beautiful black-haired woman declared to the soldiers, “You are safe.”


  


  She would protect Grid’s property, even if she had to die 100 times. Yura swore that to herself as she created new magic power bullets.


  


  It was the 33rd day of protecting the evil eyes.


  


  “Pant... Pant...”


  


  The 10 meritorious retainers of the Overgeared Guild were losing strength. They were arranged in turns to allow for sufficient rest, but their items had a limit called ‘durability.’ As the small battles were repeated daily, their armor and weapons started to scream and their repair tool sets were used up. Their combat force fell sharply the moment they switched to sub-items. The enemies felt a bit stronger, and a large number of them started to intrude. They hoped for it to end, and they wished for their allies to come. However, they couldn’t show it in front of the soldiers, and their mental strength was quickly consumed. 


  


  “...”


  


  


  The most ambitious Peak Sword and Vantner no longer enjoyed the situation. The situation wasn’t very good. In order to enter the evil eyes’ village, it was necessary to use space magic at the fountain in Lepio village. This was virtually impossible because Lepio Village was fully occupied by the imperial army.


  


  “What now?”


  


  “Tell us what to do.”


  


  The Overgeared members started to rely on Lauel. It was a scene that showed Lauel’s position. Just like Grid, many of the Overgeared members believed in Lauel. No matter what the skeptics said, he was indisputably the one who had established the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  Lauel shrugged. “We’ve done our part.”


  


  “...”


  


  They had done everything they could? Was there no solution left?


  


  Lauel laughed at his frustrated colleagues. “It is over now. In the first place, our mission was to last until the time came. We did well enough.”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  In Lepio Village...


  


  “The cockroaches lasted for a long time.”


  


  Was it a 10 year old child? A little girl was smiling cynically. It was a smile that didn’t fit her age. 


  


  “Now they have reached their limits.”


  


  A Black Knight standing by the girl’s side said, “There was a report that side the enemy’s spirit is completely broken.”


  


  “I heard that a few days ago.”


  


  “Haha, I told you that the enemy’s spirit had started to decline.”


  


  “Hmm, now it is completely broken?”


  


  “Yes, it is clear that they are at their limits. It is natural. Haven’t they been fighting suddenly appearing enemies for over 20 days? I think it is incredible they’ve lasted this long.”


  


  The side of the Black Knight’s helmet had five golden lines embossed on it. It was the symbol of the First Black Knight and showed that the middle-aged man was the leader of the Black Knights. Nevertheless, the captain was treating the little girl with great care.


  


  It was natural. The girl’s identity was Magician King Goldhit. She was the continent’s strongest magician, the master of the Tower of Eternity, and one of the five pillars of the empire. The Black Knights might be one of the representatives of the empire, but it was hard to act like that in front of Goldhit.


  


  “Hmm, I’ll take Captain’s words for it. I will send people in for the last time.”


  


  Goldhit had sent nearly 10,000 troops to the evil eyes’ village over the last dozens of days. It was possible with the fountain that was a warp device, which gave a glimpse of the magical knowledge of the demonkin. Still, Goldhit wasn’t all-powerful and was tired from using a great amount of magic power.


  


  After a moment, 50 knights stood in front of Goldhit.


  


  “You called...”


  


  They were the Blue Flame Knights of the Gauss Kingdom. The swords of the Blue Flame Knights contained a blue flame, and their skills were good enough to compare to the Black Knights of the empire. Of course, the Blue Flame Knights had been pushed aside in terms of scale for the Black Knights, who had an enormous amount of resources poured into them and expanded to 1,000 people.


  


  Goldhit spoke to the leader of the Blue Flame Knights, “Stand at the fountain. I will send you to the evil eyes’ village and sweep away the remnants of the Overgeared members.”


  


  “...” The Blue Flame Knights leader gritted his teeth. The Overgeared Kingdom was the greatest enemy of the Gauss Kingdom. The Gauss Kingdom had been fighting with Grid since the days of the Eternal Kingdom and recognized the Overgeared Kingdom as a public enemy. 


  


  The knights leader had lost many troops to the Overgeared Kingdom and wanted to get revenge, but not like this. He was a knight of the Gauss Kingdom, not a knight of the empire. Why did he need to be commanded by the empire?


  


  “Well... do you have anything to say?” Goldhit frowned as the leader of the Blue Flame Knights didn’t answer. Killing intent rose, and the Blue Flame Knights found it hard to breathe. “...” 


  


  Goldhit and the Black Knight were stepping on them. This was their territory after all... 


  


  The leader of the Blue Flame Knights stared at Goldhit’s small feet for a while before dropping his head.“...No. I’ll punish the enemy.”


  


  They couldn’t resist the empire. They had to fight. The empire had paid 200 golden crowns in exchange for the right to use the Blue Flame Knights. The reason for obeying orders was clear.


  


  ‘Yes, we’re fighting for our country, not the empire.’


  


  The leader of the Blue Flame Knights made a decision, and the grinning Goldhit sent them away with magic. 


  


  “They’re going to die.”


  


  The Overgeared nobles and soldiers were staying in the evil eyes’ village. Soon, they would be crushed and collapse. It wouldn’t be long before the evil eyes’ king was defeated and the massive knowledge of the evil eyes was obtained by the empire.


  


  “Kukukuk...”


  


  This was an opportunity to study the eyes of a living evil eyes! Goldhit was feeling blissful. She thought it was worthwhile to come this far and suffer. It was at this moment that...


  


  “The Overgeared King has arrived,” a Black Knight came to Goldhit’s barracks and reported.


  


  The expression of the Black Knight was dull. He wasn’t too tense at the appearance of the Overgeared King. There was naturally no reason for him to be nervous. The Overgeared King wasn’t an enemy at present. Even if he tried something, there were two Black Knights and the magician king on this side.


  


  “Hrmm...” Goldhit rose from her seat and headed to the entrance of the village. A black-haired man was standing there with folded arms. The silver crown on his head showed he was devoted to his status as king. It was a sorry sight.


  


  “It has been a while,” Goldhit moved to the entrance and greeted Grid, who showed an obviously offended expression.


  


  “I guess you are still kidnapping children and raising them like livestock.”


  


  “What is the difference between livestock and a young child?”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Both are powerless. They are raised to be eaten.”


  


  Goldhit glanced toward the ground, looking underground where the Overgeared Kingdom was struggling. She was saying that they were also pigs.


  


  “Don’t waste time and go back. As a king, how can your ass get up from the throne so often?”


  


  In fact, Goldhit had a lot of interest in Grid. She was interested in existing legends. It was a feeling that was close to liking but not anymore. Goldhit’s grudge against Grid was huge after he took the thunder stone.


  


  ‘...Hrmm?’ Goldhit, who had been turning around after ridiculing Grid, suddenly stopped. She sensed the magic power filling the sky. Looking up, Goldhit became nervous as she detected the thunderstorm.


  


  “Aren’t there still close to three months left in the truce agreement between the empire and the Overgeared Kingdom? Overgeared King. It is impossible for you to attack us. You know better than anyone that you can’t resist causality. It isn’t worth it.”


  


  Grid was a player and instantly understood the ‘causality’ that Goldhit spoke about. She was probably referring to the ‘system’. Still, Grid knew how to take advantage of the system. 


  


  “Is this called the struggle of the livestock?”


  


  Rain poured down.


  


  “Storm Demonic Energy Field.”


  


  Thunder struck. It was a mighty force that didn’t distinguish between enemies as it swept through the soldiers blocking the entrance.


  


  “...Crazy!!” Goldhit shouted as she protected herself from thunder with 10 layers of shields. This was the wrath of the magician king! It was a sight that couldn’t be easily seen and was the precursor to a disaster. The number of people who had seen Goldhit’s current state was small enough to be counted on one hand.


  


  One of those people was Grid. Grid raised the fighting energy of the Hero King and stared at Goldhit with fierce eyes. “You aren’t entitled to stand in my way.”


  


  “...!”


  


  ‘Oh, my god. There is somebody who doesn’t fear the magician king?’


  


  The expressions of the Black Knights stiffened. They didn’t expect the Overgeared King to act like this, and the pressure he was giving off was stronger than they had imagined it would be.




  Chapter 976


  ‘This guy must be crazy!’


  


  The biggest disadvantage of large-scale attack magic was that it couldn’t distinguish between targets. Of course, some spells were an exception but it was like that nine out of ten times. The Overgeared King’s summoning of lightning within a 200-meter-radius was a blatant declaration of war. In fact, his magic was damaging the bodies of the imperial soldiers.


  


  The lightning magic was somehow familiar. It evoked a strange sense of deja vu as it generated magnetic force and caused her orb to shake. The sound of thunder in her ears confused her mind and disrupted the spell casting. Just before the lightning fell toward her head, Goldhit opened a shield that protected herself, only to feel confused.


  


  ‘It’s weak?’


  


  Grid’s magic clearly contained something strange. It generated a magnetism that slowed down the pace of spell casting, so it definitely transcended the category of usual spells. However, the attack power was too weak. There was no need to stack 10 layers of shields. Two layers seemed to be enough. Goldhit was confused since she had long known that Grid possessed Braham’s soul.


  


  ‘Hasn’t he fully awakened the enhanced magic? No, he might be afraid of the empire and could be deliberately saving his strength. Once the soldiers died, he would cross a river he couldn’t return from.


  


  She needed to test it a bit more.


  


  “Overgeared King! You violated the agreement first!”


  


  Her opponent was a legend and a king. Goldhit shouldn’t be condescending just because he was 100% an insidious person. In order to peek at a certain level of his strength, it was necessary to push him to the edge of a cliff. As she judged this, she started chanting a spell that caused the earth to shake. Goldhit thought that the big earthquake would hit the Overgeared soldiers and drop them into a pit.


  


  ‘What?’


  


  Grid scoffed, and Goldhit’s spell was neutralized. It was proof of a higher-level knowledge. Grid’s magic knowledge delved into Goldhit’s knowledge and denied it.


  


  Goldhit freaked out. ‘T-This is unbelievable! This ability!’


  


  The words of her teacher came to mind, “My master was omnipotent because of his magic. He easily grasped the magic process of others and cut off the activation of the spell itself. Every magician, except for Mumud, was helpless in front of Master. Thus, everyone was afraid of the Duke of Wisdom.”


  


  Duke of Wisdom...


  


  Great knowledge was what blocked the magic from its source! It was an unrealistic force that exerted a power of 100 with one magic power. Goldhit hadn’t believed it because it sounded like a story from the Age of Mythology. She laughed because it was too exaggerated.


  


  However, Grid proved it at this moment. He was the omnipotent Duke of Wisdom that he had inherited from Braham!


  


  ‘This power was real...!’ Goldhit was shocked as the opponent’s power surpassed her expectations. Lightning struck the crown of her head in this gap. This was lightning that inflicted 10,000 damage. It was an attribute that made magic resistance meaningless, but the strength itself was lousy. Still, even a small stake could break a rock if it kept hitting the same point. 


  


  Goldhit was struck 12 times on the head and got a headache. The lightning that fell irregularly in a 200-meter-radius persistently hit Goldhit like it had an ego.


  


  ‘He has full control over this large-scale magic!’


  


  The reason why large-scale magic couldn’t distinguish between targets was that it was hard to control. Grid was in full control of a large spell with a range of 200 meters!


  


  ‘This is the strength of the Duke of Wisdom...!’


  


  The storm started to wane. No more lightning fell, but Goldhit’s body still shook from the electric shocks.


  


  “Your talent is great. You are a genius that will emerge once in 100 years. You will surely be the greatest magician in the world.” Her master’s praise scattered like dust. 


  


  “All magicians in the world have honored you as the magician king.”


  


  “Of course. I am the supreme existence of magicians.”


  


  She felt ashamed of herself for using the word ‘supreme.’ Her body was hot. The strange feelings overtook Goldhit. “Eek...!”


  


  Why did she have to feel such petty emotions? Goldhit glared at Grid...


  


  “...” 


  


  ...She gave up She was afraid. She wasn’t confident enough to bear the insults that would be in the Overgeared King’s eyes.


  


  ‘It is better to back off here.’


  


  The fact, ‘Goldhit can’t beat Grid’, was added to the truth of the world. Goldhit stiffened like a rat in front of a snake and was covered in sweat. In order to gain the enhanced magic, she decided to revise her approach and attitude toward Grid for the future. There was plenty of hope. Since the first time they met, she had laid the foundation by expressing her favorability toward him.


  


  “E-Enter.” Goldhit immediately opened the path. 


  


  Grid’s gaze was still watching the ground.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “...”


  


  The Overgeared members, who were isolated in the evil eyes’ village, had concealed their situation thoroughly. They had been worried that Grid would lose concentration while working because of their misfortune. Of course, they were in control at first.


  


  For more than 20 days, Grid never noticed the situation in the evil eyes’ village. However, within a few days of the arrival of Reidan’s reinforcements, the situation of the evil eyes’ village was delivered to Grid. Grid also had eyes and ears. The moment the army of Reidan moved, a report came from Piaro. Piaro had recognized what was going on in the evil eyes’ village, then Grid received further news from Mercedes.


  


  However, it hadn’t shaken Grid. Instead, he had been immersed in his blacksmithing work. This was the job he had to do right now, and it was the wish of his colleagues. He also believed in his colleagues. That’s right. Grid hadn’t doubted the skills of the 10 meritorious retainers and the Overgeared members.


  


  Then he arrived at Lepio Village and realized the situation was serious, unlike what he had thought. The troops sent from Reidan 10 days ago were still unable to enter the village. Grid was furious. He lost his temper the moment he saw Goldhit’s disgusting face. His killing intent was strong enough to cut her neck right away.


  


  However, the system recognized Goldhit as an ‘allied force’, so Grid was only able to use Storm Demonic Energy Field. Perhaps it was due to his high luck stat, but he was able to vent some of his anger.


  


  [The target has received 10,000 damage.]


  


  [The target has received 10,000...]


  


  [The target has received 10,000...]


  


  [Your have discovered the effect of the target’s spell with the effect of Duke of Wisdom! The target’s spell has been destroyed!]


  


  The random lightning started to strike Goldhit. The power of Duke of Wisdom sealed Goldhit’s magic. Perhaps there was a problem with the ‘body’ Goldhit was currently in and she was forced to step back.


  


  “E-Enter.”


  


  “...Tsk.”


  


  Grid didn’t want to see her again, but he couldn’t waste time. The imperial soldiers who had been struck by the lightning were relatively healthy thanks to their heavy armor and expensive items. Grid moved through the nervous people and glanced at his allies. “Let’s go.”


  


  “Yes!” The Overgeared soldiers responded and followed Grid. The imperial troops didn’t block their way, and they entered the village without a hitch. The knights and soldiers couldn’t act when Commander Goldhit had opened the way.


  


  “Is it okay?” The Black Knight asked.


  


  Hearing the Black Knight’s concern, Goldhit nodded. “The grandmaster will stop him.”


  


  He was watching the situation here. Soon, he would come with the White Dragon’s Eyes.


  


  The evil eyes’ king was destined to die even with Grid’s presence.


  


  


  


  ***


   


  


  “Charge!”


  


  “This is our land! Don’t forgive the demonkin who have been parasites under our land and the Overgeared Kingdom that protects them! This is our cause!” 


  


  The Blue Flame Knights were transferred to the evil eyes’ village. Like the previous invaders, they appeared suddenly out of thin air. They honestly wanted to discipline and expel the demonkin as well as the Overgeared Kingdom, the main enemy of their kingdom.


  


  This place was their territory. It was a place where enemies couldn’t run wild.


  


  A blue flame emerged from the tips of the swords wielded by the knights. The bare bodies of the Overgeared soldiers, whose armor were broken, were easily cut down. However, the Overgeared soldiers didn’t lose their morale. Those who were cut in the chest coughed up blood and kept fighting, while those who were cut in one of their shoulders switched their weapon to the other hand, and those who had their legs cut crawled to advance. The Blue Flame Knights got a chill at this eerie sight.


  


  “These guys... Keok!”


  


  The knights, who were about to swing their swords again at the Overgeared soldiers who clung to them like zombies, suddenly fell from the arrow that flew silently. It was a signal that the ranks had collapsed. The arrows that assimilated with the darkness kept flying without stopping. The leading troops of the Blue Flame Knights collapsed, and the Overgeared soldiers climbed onto their chests and shoved their swords like beasts.


  


  “Were they trained by Jude?” Someone clicked their tongues at the appearance of the Overgeared soldiers. It was Jishuka who was shooting arrows from behind the soldiers. Her blazing red hair and silky tanned skin made her look beautiful in the darkness as she fired the arrows.


  


  “Sigh. If you don’t run away, I can’t back down.”


  


  


  Now she had only 13 arrows remaining. She planned to use her few remaining arrows for self-defense until the reinforcements arrived. However, the Overgeared soldiers didn’t flee and fought to the end. Thus, she couldn’t run away alone.


  


  “...We must go back together.”


  


  She took a breath and pulled back the bowstring. The arrow that disappeared from the world struck the enemy’s heart and revealed its appearance. At the same time...


  


  [Critical!]


  


  [The weak spot has been successfully attacked!]


  


  [The number of enemies you’ve killed by shooting the weak spot has reached 10 million!]


  


  [It is a great achievement that will go down in history!]


  


  [The Advanced Bow Mastery skill has been upgraded to Sure Death Bow Mastery!]


  


  “Eh?” Jishuka faced a new evolution.


  


  ‘I’ve killed only 10 million?’


  


  It was fortunate other people couldn’t know what she was thinking. Then an amazing situation occurred.


  


  [A holy voice has entered your ears.]


  


  -You... World tree... Aura...


  


  [★ Hidden Class Change Quest ★ Povia’s Descendant has occurred!]


  


  “...!”


  


  Povia—it was the name of the former legendary archer. She was an elf and was known to be the best archer in the world. Becoming her descendant meant being a legend... 


  


  Jishuka achieved the conditions to get a legendary class without even knowing it! By the way...


  


  [Would you like to accept the quest?]


  


  “What if I don’t want to?”


  


  -...


  


  [Do you really want to reject the quest?]


  


  “Yes.”


  


  [The quest was rejected.]


  


  Jishuka made a surprising choice. No, it was a natural choice. She had been called a godly archer for a long time.


  


  “I’m going to surpass Povia, so it is funny to be her descendant.” Jishuka easily passed up the situation with a single smile. An ordinary person would never understand this attitude. It was a confidence that she could have because she was a genius. Then her unexpected choice caused a new development.


  


  [The qualification for the hidden class ‘Bow Sage’ has been obtained. A class change quest will occur.]


  


  “Hehe.”


  


  As expected, warriors should fight. The over a month’s worth of struggling was a stepping stone for her to grow. Jishuka grinned and contemplated the battlefield with Hawk Eyes. Members of the Overgeared Guild were fighting all over the place and all of them were breaking their limits due to the extreme circumstances.


  


  “I’ll be able to pay a proper price in the future.”


  


  The Overgeared Guild was no longer a Grid one-man team. An arrow formed from magic power struck the throat of a Blue Flame Knight. The knights were astonished at the god who shot a bow without any arrows.




  Chapter 977


  “What is your relationship with her?” Sticks asked. His gaze was focused on Magician King Goldhit.


  


  “Relationship? What relationship? Isn’t it a relationship where we want to kill each other?” Grid answered hurriedly.


  


  Sticks laughed. “Then why is she looking at you like that?”


  


  “Like what? Isn’t she in a bad state?”


  


  “The magician king’s magic power recovery rate is faster than that of the elves who have the power of the world tree. She can easily adjust her condition. In fact, she was recovering in real time while confronting Your Majesty.”


  


  “There is no limit to her flesh...? Mercedes said that the magician king’s body is generally less durable.”


  


  “Nope. She looks fine.”


  


  “Um... Sticks, are you feeling wary?”


  


  “Hahaha... The magician king’s ability is above mine. I’m a knowledge seeker, not a magician.”


  


  “Aren’t you good at magic? You can even use elemental magic.”


  


  “It is a basic skill I mastered in the process of exploring knowledge. It isn’t a level to brag about in front of the continent’s greatest magician.”


  


  ‘...Don’t tell me, is it luck again?’


  


  Goldhit had failed to cast the spell because the effect of Duke of Wisdom had activated ‘luckily’. This caused her to overvalue his skills and lose her will. It was a misunderstanding that could be seen in third-tier manhwa and novels these days, but the possibility couldn’t be ruled out. Grid had experienced this absurd development many times over the past few years. Even now, he was experiencing a lot of luck.


  


  ‘It feels good.’


  


  This was the great power of luck! He felt that he had finally overcome his bad luck!


  


  ‘Decades ago, this development was a first-rate literary development!’


  


  Of course, it was an unfounded claim. In any case, he felt like the protagonist of a first-rate novel!


  


  Grid was filled with joy as he arrived in front of the fountain. The statue of a naked boy with a comical expression was decorating the fountain, and water was pouring from his little place. When Grid first visited this place, the evil eyes had manipulated certain parts of the statue to open the entrance to the village.


  


  “However, I can’t remember a single maneuver. I’ll ask Lauel...”


  


  “Entrust it to me.”


  


  Sticks was used to having a deep conversation with the Destiny Guardians. He had a peculiar passion for learning. As such, he had learned a lot about the evil eyes species and how to enter their village. Sage Sticks manipulated the statue several times, and the space tore open, revealing a portal. It was a portal connected to the evil eyes village. 


  


  “It has lost a lot of life.”


  


  “Life?”


  


  What was wrong with whose life? Grid was reminded of the fact that Sticks was suffering from a curse. “Sticks, are you going to die now?”


  


  “...” Sticks closed his mouth and stared at Grid. As a high elf, he had lived a long life and wanted to live longer. He was sensitive to death because he felt like he was going to die every time his heart hurt. Still, he couldn’t help feeling irritated when Grid mentioned it. “Don’t think I’m going to die yet. I’m talking about the life span of the portal.”


  


  “A portal has a life expectancy?”


  


  “It is the same with objects. A device made of magic power can’t exist forever. Furthermore, this portal has a shorter life span due to the shock it received from outside.”


  


  “What shock?”


  


  “Goldhit seems to have placed an unusual spell on this portal. The portal’s operation was changed so much that it was damaged and the life span greatly reduced. It will be destroyed by next year…”


  


  “What happens when it is destroyed?”


  


  “The passage connecting the evil eyes village to the ground will disappear, and the evil eyes will be isolated.”


  


  “Can you recreate it?”


  


  “It will probably be hard. A semi-permanent portal can only be made by the giants, but the whereabouts of the giants are unknown...”


  


  “...Hmm, okay. In any case, the evil eyes have to leave this place.”


  


  It was a natural thing. Now that the evil eyes village was revealed to the public, the evil eyes had to move homes for their safety.


  


  “Do you intend to move the evil eyes to the Overgeared Kingdom?”


  


  “Of course.”


  


  “I will help actively. I am interested in the knowledge of the evil eyes people that is sleeping in the library. Then let’s go.”


  


  Grid, Sticks, the former Giant Guild members, and 2,000 soldiers moved through the portal. They panicked the moment they arrived at the village entrance. The situation in the city was completely different from what Grid’s group had expected.


  


  “...”


  


  The village entrance was blocked by the Overgeared soldiers, and they were a wreck. It was hard to find any armor, and their bodies were covered with wounds. Grid got a glimpse of how bitter the fighting had been over the last month. It seemed like hell. They must be tired. Then what was this? The Overgeared soldiers were as tempered as a strong sword. They gazed at the enemies with unshakable eyes.


  


  On the other hand, the gazes of the opponents facing them were completely dead. The enemy soldiers were wearing luxurious armor and still had physical strength left, but they shrank back like dogs who had lost the fight.


  


  “...?”


  


  What was this situation? Grid’s group turned their gazes to what was going on inside the city. Behind the Overgeared soldiers gazing at the enemy, there was a scene of blood and flesh scattering. A beautiful black-haired woman stabbed her sword into a knight’s stomach and pointed her gun at his head.


  


  “S-Spare me...” The knight coughed up blood and pleaded, but it was useless. The beautiful black-haired woman mercilessly pulled the trigger, and the knight’s head burst like a watermelon.


  


  “Waaahhhhhhhh!” The Overgeared soldiers roared like beasts and stomped their feet. The soldiers were already in a state of despair and stepped back with surprise.


  


  “Oh, you came?” The black-haired beauty neatly handled the remaining enemies and smiled after finding Grid. Her smile was so brilliant it was hard to believe she had slaughtered four knights.


  


  


  “Y-Y-Yura, you went through a lot of trouble.”


  


  Was it the application of the Hell Leap skill? Yura’s sword disappeared through a passage in the air and appeared again in a completely different direction, causing Grid to be stunned beyond being in awe of her. He thought he wouldn’t be able to respond to her attacks.


  


  ‘Incredibly strong...’


  


  What if? If he really married Yura, wouldn’t he receive a one-sided beating whenever they fought? He was afraid since combat senses could be demonstrated in reality.


  *** 


  


  


  The empire divided the evil eyes village into 16 points—the east and west entrances, the central library, the eight roads leading from the entrances to the library, the castle of the evil eyes king, and the four roads leading from the library to the castle. Most of the outside forces that the empire sent to the village came from these 16 points.


  


  The same was true for the Blue Flame Knights. The main members of the Blue Flame Knights appeared in front of the library and in particular the castle gates.


  


  “...The raid is short-term.”


  


  It was the Peak Sword and Vantner duo. They stretched and slowly opened their eyes before standing up. 30 knights could be seen. They wore full plate armor and yellow cloaks and held silver long swords with a cross handle. Just by looking at their armed state, one could tell they were unusual. It was obvious with one glance that expensive goods covered their bodies. They seemed to be knights of a senior noble or a royal family.


  


  “Don’t they look exceptionally strong?”


  


  The enemies that they had been dealing with for the past month were also formidable. However, these knights were extremely unusual. Peak Sword and Vantner felt troubled. They noticed that their biggest crisis had come.


  


  “We have to be tense. They will reach their goal if we’re careless.” Vantner raised his shield and stared at the rear of the knights. There was a young knight who didn’t wear a helmet in order to show off his good-looking face and the abundant hair he was proud of. He was called Apollo, and his name shone in silver. It meant he was a quasi-named NPC.


  


  “He is at least level 400.”


  


  That was at least 20 levels higher than Peak Sword’s. Additionally, quasi-named NPCs had higher stats than players. It seemed hard to beat Apollo even if Peek and Vantner worked together. Moreover, Apollo had many subordinates. They were estimated to be at least level 330.


  


  “You guys, enter the castle right now. There are evil eyes in the castle, so listen to their orders,” Peak Sword ordered.


  


  However, the soldiers refused. “We can’t leave the marquis!”


  


  “We will stay and buy some time, so the marquis and earl should retreat!”


  


  The soldiers put up a loyal appearance! They sincerely respected Peak Sword and Vantner and were determined to sacrifice their lives for the two people. Yet Peak Sword frowned instead of feeling impressed. “Get out of here quickly. That guy can’t run wild with you here.”


  


  “...?”


  


  This guy...? Run wild...? Who did he mean?


  


  Then it happened as the soldiers were tilting their heads to the side. The sword hanging from Peak Sword’s waist started to shake wildly. Iyarugt in the sheath was snapping at Peak Sword, -You are a young fool. Why aren’t you quickly summoning me? Shit, I will fall behind by following you.


  


  “...”


  


  Thanks to Peak Sword using him for the past three years and two months, Iyarugt’s soul had strengthened, and he could now speak without needing to be summoned. However, his tone was very harsh. He talked like a back-alley gangster. Was this the reality of hell’s best swordsman?


  


  Some people might be shocked and disappointed, but in fact, this wasn’t Iyarugt’s nature. Iyarugt just adapted to the change in environment. He was like this because of Peak Sword, who was sensitive to comments in articles, and Vantner, who was sensitive about his bald head. Iyarugt’s tone had changed after being stuck with them for a month, becoming tough.


  


  ‘...I’m glad Huroi isn’t here.’


  


  If Huroi were here... It was horrible just imagining it. Iyarugt might’ve fallen to the point of mentioning people’s parents.


  


  Peak Sword twitched and pulled Iyarugt out of the sheath.


  


  It was a clear red sword.


  


  -Peak Sword, as you know, this sword is just a medium that seals my soul. I don’t know what will happen to my soul the moment the sword breaks. I might be released or lose my body. Thus, be careful not to act stupidly. Iyarugt’s tone was fierce, but his soul felt worried.


  


  Peak Sword smiled and nodded. “Yes, I’ll be careful. I will never let you break.”


  


  On the other hand, the Blue Flame Knights were stunned. In particular, Apollo revealed a blatant feeling of greed.


  


  “It is a beautiful sword. It is a work of art that isn’t fitting for a man like you. I will have it.”


  


  “Pfft.”


  


  The magic sword was a work of art...? Was there a hole in his eyes?


  


  “Why are you laughing?” Apollo glared at Peak Sword with a terrifying killing intent that would crush a person. However, Peak Sword was fine. Apollo wasn’t terrible from the standpoint of Peak Sword, who had defeated the Hero in the National Competition.


  


  “Who wouldn’t laugh at a dog? Do I have to explain why I am laughing? Dog-like bastard. You don’t know the value of this sword yet you dare covet it. Sit down.”


  


  “...You will die soon.”


  


  “You’re the one who is going to die. Come! Iyarugt!”


  


  Iyarugt stated to emit a bloody light. Apollo and the Blue Flame Knights were shocked by the unusual aura and pulled out their swords, while Vantner paled and retreated with the soldiers. The mist solidified into a bead, and the shape of a man eventually emerged. He was Hell’s best swordsman, a Sword Demon, Great Demon Zepar’s only rival, and so on. It didn’t take long for Iyarugt to show up in the world with his tough words.


  


  “Fucking brat, summon me quicker next time.”


  


  An elderly man bent over with bloody flames wrapped around his body. A horn rose from his forehead, proving he was a demonkin as he flew forward with his sword.


  


  “...!?” Apollo’s eyes shook while the other knights didn’t respond. The sword drew a full moon.


  


  “...?” The bodies of the knights who discovered it belatedly were split in two, and blood streamed like a fountain.


  


  “There are some decent guys mixed in.” Iyarugt licked the blood from the sword, and his gaze focused on Apollo.


  


  “Sublime Sword.” 


  


  Iyarugt had achieved ‘breaking through his limits’ a total of five times with Peak Sword. He had regained almost half his power. It could only be sustained for a very short time since it was formed by the soul, but it was sufficient to clean up these small fry.




  Chapter 978


  Just like how some pets such as elementals didn’t have the concept of growth, Iyarugt didn’t have the growth concept of ‘level.’ This didn’t mean he was restricted or had limitations though. Rather, it meant that Iyarugt could grow through the process of restoring himself.


  


  [* By winning in a battle against the strong, he can regain a feeling of life. The more he wins, the more he will regain your skills. (5/10)]


  


  This was stated in Iyarugt’s status window. Every time he raided a named boss monster, he could break his limits and restore his strength. The power of Iyarugt’s current Sublime Sword was four times more powerful than Peak Sword’s Annihilate and was comparable to Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.


  


  “Kuek...!” Apollo blocked the sword with a shield and couldn’t help groaning from the shock. His left arm that was holding the shield spun through the air.


  


  “Captain!” The knights’ horrified cries rang out. A demonkin had suddenly appeared, and one of the knights’ captain’s arms was cut off. Apollo used the first aid skill Hit a Pressure Point available for a fourth advancement knight and asked in a resentful voice, “I don’t understand... The evil eyes are a species banished from hell. Why are you helping the demonkin?”


  


  However, Iyarugt wasn’t a conversationalist. He was only interested in pursuing fighting skills. Iyraugt had no interest in other people’s positions, nor was he kind enough to explain his reasons.


  


  “What a load of shit.”


  


  “...”


  


  The moment the atmosphere became tense from Iyarugt’s attitude, a voice rang out.


  


  “Shouldn’t you look at your own actions before blaming others?” It was Peak Sword who shouted from behind Iyarugt. “You are the invaders! Do you deserve to blame other people when you have invaded this territory, harmed the people and took away their peace? You are barbarians!”


  


  “...I omitted the introductions, so there was a misunderstanding. We are the Blue Flame Knights of the Gauss royal family. This is our territory, and we have the right and duty to defend ourselves. It is the evil eyes who are the invaders, not us.”


  


  “G-Gauss Kingdom? Keuk! Still, the evil eyes haven’t hurt your people!”


  


  “How do you know? Can you guarantee that they haven’t harmed anyone? They are demonkin. They must be ferocious to have been banished from hell.”


  


  “Uh...!”


  


  “No... Before discussing race, it is a matter of basic national security... Think about it from our perspective. If you find out that a certain armed group is living underneath your Overgeared Kingdom... would you be able to overlook it?”


  


  “...!” Peak Sword became more and more dumbfounded. It was because he couldn’t refute any of Apollo’s reasonable words. As an easy example, imagine if the Chinese army were living underneath South Korean territory. It was something that could never be tolerated for Koreans.


  


  “I-I see... I fully understand your position. Technically, you guys are the victims...” Peak Sword admitted it honestly. However—


  


  “Ah, I don’t know! In any case, the Gauss Kingdom is our enemy! I’ll get rid of everyone here!”


  


  It was enough to ignore the unfavorable truth. Peak Sword refused any further conversation. He pulled out a dark sword—a long sword that Grid had made out of Belial’s Horn. Just based on the performance alone, it was a weapon that was slightly more powerful than Iyarugt.


  


  “Let’s go, Iyarugt! Exterminate them!”


  


  The new Iyarugt was launched like a flash of light while Peak Sword stood in place and bent over.


  


  “Hell Moon Cut.”


  


  Simultaneously, Iyarugt had cut through the lead knights and was surrounded by the enemies.


  


  “Annihilate.”


  


  Peak Sword’s weapon swept through the enemies around Iyarugt. It was a ridiculously aggressive offensive. Apollo realized the opponents weren’t willing to talk and raised a blue sword energy from the tip of his sword. It was a flame-like sword.


  


  “My fire will protect my country!”


  


  It was a powerful wave of energy! Peak Sword was pushed back during the gap created by using Draw Sword, and Vantner ran to his side to set up a shield. After that, Apollo’s sword energy struck Vantner’s shield. Vantner murmured to himself, ‘It is a whole different level...!’


  


  As expected, a fourth advancement opponent was too much at this point in time.


  


  A third advancement class could overwhelm a second advancement class. Then what about a fourth advancement?


  


  It was difficult to deal with Apollo’s damage, despite his stats falling significantly because of his severed arm.


  


  While suffering an internal injury and coughing up blood, Peak Sword shouted, “Hey! Iyarugt! Get rid of that guy quickly!”


  


  “You aren’t my master so you should shut up.”


  


  The ferocious Iyarugt moved close to Apollo. He also knew that Peak Sword would be in danger if he didn’t get rid of Apollo.


  


  The swordsmanship of a demonkin was different from that of human swordsmen. 


  


  The dazzling sword strikes that depended on the innate power and vitality of a demonkin suppressed Apollo fiercely.


  


  Apollo was aware that Iyarugt exposed one or two gaps, but he didn’t take advantage of them. 


  


  They were a trap.


  


  Apollo had a hunch that he could suffer more damage if he was lured in by these gaps. It would’ve been easy to fight back and defend if only he hadn’t lost his arm. The biggest problem was that he failed to gauge the power of the first attack.


  


  “Good! Well done!”


  


  “Push him, Iyarugt!”


  


  Peak Sword and Vantner didn’t bother getting involved in the fight. It was because they weren’t in a perfect state and would just be a hindrance. Now there were less than 10 Blue Flame Knights left, and they vented their anger with an energetic shout. “These guys!” 


  


  While they were fighting for their lives, these two people were hiding behind the crazy demonkin and cheering.


  


  “We’ll deal with you!” The blue flaming sword energy of the knights rose in unison. They had trained together for many years, and their cooperation was close to art.


  


  “Aack!” Peak Sword screamed as two swords pierced his left side while he was busy blocking. Another two attacked from the right, and Peak Sword would be in danger of being killed if he didn’t handle it right. Peak Sword forgot about his pride and rolled his body. He thought about Grid as he barely managed to avoid the crisis.


  


  It was hard to deal with four players at once. Then what about Grid who won against 400 players? It was really amazing. He was a truly great guy.


  


  ‘Cool! Too good!’ Peak Sword could only be described as crazy as he praised Grid while on the verge of dying, “God Grid is the beeeeest!”


  


  ‘He is sick again.’ Vantner clicked his tongue while hiding behind a sword. His shield’s durability was low and was on the verge of being destroyed. “...!?” 


  


  ‘They are royal knights!’


  


  The Blue Flame Knights were truly powerhouses. Their level of swordsmanship was so high that it was difficult to find a gap of opportunity, and their attack power was also high. Eventually, the four blue flaming swords shattered Vantner’s tattered shield.


  


  “Eek! Hey! I’m dead!” Vantner cried out as he was stabbed in the stomach, but Peak Sword couldn’t afford to help him. Peak Sword was in the exact same situation was Vantner. He had already been stabbed in the stomach several times.


  


  “Oh, shit! You are a tanker and should be protecting me! You should go before me!”


  


  “...”


  


  The two of them were part of the 10 meritorious retainers of the Overgeared Kingdom. The Overgeared soldiers watched the legends of the Overgeared Kingdom struggle. They had been expecting a fierce and wonderful fight, but the situation was a mess.


  


  “We will fight!”


  


  “Yes! Go!”


  


  The soldiers, who had been staring blankly for a while, raised their weapons. They hadn’t participated because Vantner had been urging them to stay away, but now they had hit a limit. The soldiers were prepared to die. They decided to sacrifice their lives to save Peak Sword and Vantner.


  


  “Waaaaahhhhh!”


  


  “Ugh... Run away...”


  


  Peak Sword and Vantner didn’t welcome the soldiers joining the fight. They might lose experience and items if they died, but they could resurrect again. On the other hand, the soldiers only had one life. Piaro, Asmophel, Jude, and the elite soldiers they worked hard to train... The two people didn’t want the soldiers’ to die after they had fought together for more than a month.


  


  Peak Sword escaped the immediate crisis due to the soldiers joining and shouted while coughing up blood, “Shit...! Iyarugt! Protect the soldiers!”


  


  Unfortunately, Iyarugt wasn’t in a position to respond to his call. Apollo was also a strong representative of his country. He was furious, and Iyarugt couldn’t shake him off easily. Vantner pushed the knights with his shoulders and saved his allies. Then he glared at the tightly closed gates. 


  


  “Shit! Those evil eyes to the end...!”


  


  If there was such turmoil, they should open the gates and help. However, the evil eyes didn’t do anything.


  


  


  ‘These nasty bastards, who are we fighting for?’


  


  The people they were sacrificing their lives for were ignoring them. Thus, Peak Sword and Vantner felt that all their efforts were in vain. It was called sage time in jargon. Their frustration was decreasing their morale. At this moment, a flower bloomed in the middle of the battlefield. The red flower was blooming from the heart of a Blue Flame Knight. 


  


  “...?” 


  


  Was it a hallucination? The knight was bewildered as he discovered the red flower at his heart. Blood started pouring from his nose.


  


  “...!” He couldn’t even scream as his body fell. The flower that blossomed at his heart was already dying as it scattered petals everywhere. The scattered petals became blood and soaked the ground. That’s right. The red flower that had fallen from the heart of the collapsed knight wasn’t a flower but blood pouring from the heart. 


  


  “...What?!”


  


  Who killed the knight without a trace? Who showed up and helped? Both the Blue Flame Knights and the Overgeared soldiers were incredibly astonished.


  


  “...Phew, I survived.”


  


  Peak Sword and Vantner smiled with relief. They were aware of the identity of the person who had entered the battlefield. He was the shadow that protected the Overgeared Kingdom—the Death God Faker. Another Blue Flame Knight lost his life and collapsed.


  


  ‘Where the hell is he?’


  


  The knights became tense as two of their colleagues died. They focused and desperately looked around. Nevertheless, it was useless. Faker invoked Lantier’s technique and was in an extremely secretive and mobile state.


  


  Duguen. Duguen. Duguen...


  


  It was a battlefield where only the heartbeats of the frightened knights were heard. There was complete silence. All the Blue Flame Knights died without knowing who killed them.


  


  “...In any case, his form looks good.”


  


  “He looks too cool in some ways. I’m going to spew.”


  


  Peak and Vantner sat down and turned their gazes towardsIyarugt.


  


  Iyarugt and Apollo were moving all over the battlefield. They had already moved away from the gate and crossed the city as they exchanged blows. Then a black sword fell between them. It was Faker. Apollo, who was maintaining a breathtaking balance, completely missed the opportunity to reverse the situation thanks to the sudden increase in enemies.


  


  The result was a great victory. The guards, including Peak Sword and Vantner, were able to defeat the Blue Flame Knights with less damage than expected.


  


  After a while, Grid arrived at the scene. He was relieved when he saw Peak Sword and Vantner, as well as the troops they led.


  


  “You must be dying from the hard work. Leave the rest to us and go rest.”


  


  “Yes, rest. Everyone has gone through a lot of trouble.”


  


  “Hehe... Log out.”


  


  “Wahhhh! King Grid!”


  


  The soldiers cheered. Grid who led the large army was their savior.


  


  “I won’t forget your hard work.”


  


  The appearances of the survivors weren’t great. Grid knew how hard they had been struggling and remembered their faces. He would give them big rewards in the future.


  


  “Your Majesty.” Then Sticks approached Grid with a bad expression. “A mighty magic power can be felt from the castle.”


  


  “From the castle?” 


  


  Grid turned his gaze toward the gates. The gates were firmly closed. There were no signs of outsiders having broken in.


  


  “Are you referring to the magic power of the evil eyes' king?”


  


  “Of course, I can also feel the magic power of the evil eyes' king. However, this is as powerful as the evil eyes' king... No, it is several times more powerful than the other magic power.”


  


  Sage Sticks—the person who stayed calm when encountering Magician King Goldhit now had a shaky voice. “It is clear that someone has breached the castle.”


  


  That someone was naturally...


  


  “It is someone more powerful than the evil eyes' king.”


  


  “...Don’t tell me!” Grid immediately opened the gates and ran into the castle. Then he saw it. There were blood stains in the corridor leading to the king’s great hall. This was the place where the evil eyes ministers resided. It wasn’t difficult to infer as to the owner of the blood marks.


  


  “Shit!”


  


  The evil eyes' king was in danger! Grid was filled with nervousness as he ran. He entered the great hall of the evil eyes' king and received a message.


  


  [You have encountered a strong person who has transcended the times.]


  


  The young man holding the evil eyes' king caught Grid’s attention. He was a slender beauty who looked tired.


  


  “You are the one who advances your destiny.”


  


  His identity was Zikfrector. He was famous as the grandmaster instead of his real name.


  


  “Hmm, for the sake of convenience, I will kill you, Overgeared King.”


  


  [An unknown survival instinct has been activated! Your fighting energy is charged to the maximum!]


  


  “Let go of that hand!” Grid combined the Blade Aiming at the Gods and the Enlightenment Sword before using 100,000 Army Massacre Sword. Several dozen red energy blades struck the grandmaster. However, the grandmaster used the evil eyes' king in his hand as a shield and was perfectly fine.


  


  “The concept of death doesn’t work with you, but this doesn’t mean you won’t receive any damage. You are going to die,” the grandmaster uttered blankly before pulling out a white mirror and untying the band covering both eyes of the evil eyes' king.


  


  Then it happened at this moment.


  


  “Mass Teleport!”


  


  Grid instantly moved to the side of the evil eyes' king thanks to Stick’s spell and placed the glasses on the king. They were an easily transferable accessory—the Ether Glasses made by Elizabeth.


  


  “...?” The fatigue on the grandmaster’s face deepened.




  Chapter 979


  “...”


  


  The ministers had died. The place where they barely built their lives had collapsed.


  


  All the people who suffered because of their incompetent king, the Overgeared soldiers who struggled to help them, and those who died...


  


  The evil eyes' king clenched his hands into small fists as he sat on his throne. The only thing he could do was destroy. It was impossible for him to protect others. This power was useless because it was too powerful.


  


  “Are you the king of the evil eyes?”


  


  “...”


  


  The intruder asked him a question. As he approached, the smell of blood thickened. The evil eyes' king wanted to open his eyes and inflict the pain of eternity. He wanted to kill this intruder and soothe the grudge of his people. However, he remained patient. His lips were tightly closed from anger, and blood flowed from where he had bitten his lower lip.


  


  He hadn’t forgotten the Overgeared prime minister Lauel’s words about how the White Dragon’s Eyes were dangerous and that he should never open his eyes. The will of those who fought for them, who were forsaken by their homes... He couldn’t break these things.


  


  If he did now, he wouldn’t be able to face the souls of the Overgeared soldiers who had sacrificed themselves for him. He had to live.


  


  “Not even resisting,” the intruder said in a ridiculing manner. He approached, grabbed the king’s collar, and pulled him off the throne. An incompetent person who couldn’t protect or get revenge for his people didn’t deserve to sit here. At this moment...


  


  “Let go of that hand!” Someone appeared and shouted. The evil eyes' king remembered the owner of this voice. He recalled the first time he encountered it in his life. It belonged to a man who had exchanged glances with the king and laughed without being exterminated.


  


  ‘...Grid.’


  


  He had come to help. Why did Grid want to be entangled with a useless person like the king? Regret preceded gratitude. Grid had chosen the wrong person. This was the moment when the evil eyes' king was crushed by guilt.


  


  “100,000 Army Massacre Sword!”


  


  A mighty energy flew over the evil eyes' king. The evil eyes' king bled from the blow and woke up.


  


  ‘H-He is trying to kill me.’


  


  Grid didn’t come to help...? The evil eyes' king was shocked by the terrible pain. Then grandmaster released the band around the demon king’s eyes. The red and blue eyes of the evil eyes' king appeared in the world. His gaze was facing the White Dragon’s Eyes. The evil eyes' king had a gut feeling that... 


  


  He would die. The red flames that burned everything would burn his body to ashes, and the chill that froze even the flames would break his soul.


  


  ‘I’m sorry. The sacrifices of your people have been wasted,’ the evil eyes' king apologized as he faced his death. It was an apology for the Overgeared soldiers who had died.


  


  “Wear this!” Then Grid appeared using Mass Teleport and covered the king’s eyes with glasses. The magic power that rose from the eyes of the evil eyes' king felt like a lie.


  


  “Ah...!” Behind the sunglasses, the eyes of the evil eyes' king were shaken. He saw a world that wasn’t destroyed. This was the first time the evil eyes' king had seen the ordinary landscapes of life since he was born.


  


  “This... Why is this...?”


  


  He was a person who wasn’t allowed to see. As such, the joy that this solitary being, who had been cut off from the world, felt after facing the world for the first time was incredibly huge. The evil eyes' king forgot the terrible reality and gazed at the marble pillars with trembling eyes.


  


  He saw a boy wearing a crown. It was the king of the evil eyes himself.


  


  “Ah... Ahh...” The evil eyes' king touched his face. The boy on the marble confirmed that he was himself. Then he raised his head and looked around. He examined every corner of the world like a dragon who had just hatched.


  


  Grid said, “Let’s get out of here. The bigger world is awaiting you.”


  


  “Grid...” The evil eyes' king turned toward Grid. Grid was smiling as brightly as the day they first met.


  


  His big hand seemed to be saying, ‘Your loneliness is at an end.’


  


  “I... I can’t do anything.”


  


  The evil eyes' king was incompetent. Was he worthy of holding Grid’s hand? Consequently, the evil eyes' king hesitated. Yet Grid grabbed the king’s small hands that were like a child’s.


  


  “Can’t you do many things in the future? Now, let’s go. Everyone is waiting. Your people and my soldiers are hoping that you are safe.”


  


  “They... are alive...”


  


  He was glad, really glad. The evil eyes' king gave strength to the hand that Grid was holding. Then Grid glanced at Sticks who nodded because he had already chanted the spell for Mass Teleport.


  


  Flash!


  


  The spell was activated. Grid, Sticks, the evil eyes' king, and the grandmaster—all four people were transferred out of the castle.


  


  “...Eh? Four?”


  


  Why was there four?


  


  “W-Why is he here?” Grid pointed to the grandmaster.


  


  Meanwhile, Sticks looked like he had seen a ghost. “I didn’t bring him out. He just rode along with the spell.”


  


  “What? This is possible?”


  


  “It is impossible.”


  


  “Then what is with the current situation?”


  


  “That’s right. Very interesting.”


  


  Grid was bewildered while Sticks was feeling inquisitive. As the two of them were making a fuss, the evil eyes' king was looking at the crowd gathered at the gate. People could be seen. They were just as beautiful as he had imagined thousands and tens of thousands of times.


  


  “Surround him!”


  


  The Overgeared members and soldiers moved into action. Grid’s group surrounded the uninvited guest and pointed swords and spears at him. The grandmaster stood silently despite being surrounded by thousands of soldiers.


  


  Grid threatened him, “You should go back. Hasn’t the plan already failed?”


  


  


  The grandmaster nodded. “Certainly. It's a failure.”


  


  The grandmaster’s aim was the death of the evil eyes' king. The problem could be solved cleanly by inducing the self-destruction of the evil eyes' king with the White Dragon’s Eyes that King Valhalla had handed over. However, it failed when Grid appeared.


  


  “How did you get the Ether Diamonds that a high-ranking demon is guarding? Hmm, it seems I was scammed by Sima Qian.”


  


  Simo Qian of the east—as the subordinate of the Valhalla King, he had given many demands to the empire in exchange for the White Dragon’s Eyes and the empire had agreed to most of them. It was because the value of the White Dragon’s Eyes was too great.


  


  Now, the value of the White Dragon’s Eyes had fallen due to the Ether Glasses. At the very least, it couldn’t be used to destroy the evil eyes' king. In other words, the empire had been pushovers.


  


  “It can’t be helped. I have to withdraw.” The grandmaster gave up surprisingly easily. He moved back toward Goldhit and the Black Knight who were waiting for him.


  


  Jishuka came to Grid’s side and told him, “Kill him.”


  


  She was aware of the dangers of the grandmaster and fully expected that he would one day be their greatest enemy. This was an opportunity. If the grandmaster’s offensive power was neutralized due to the truce agreement, shouldn’t they use the numerical advantage and pour attacks toward him? The militant Jishuka thought so, but Grid thought differently. “We will just be wiped out.”


  


  Goldhit would cast several wide-range spells, and the Overgeared soldiers would be swept away. There was no guarantee that the skill Magic Contemplation of Duke of Wisdom would activate, and there was also a cooldown problem. No, the biggest problem was the strength of the grandmaster.


  


  In the empire, there was Bain who was the emperor’s shadow and his most powerful force, Goldhit who symbolized the ultimate magician and was the master of the Tower of Eternity, Kyle who was the genius that received the favor of the emperor, and finally, the Armored Cavalryman Chensler.


  


  Unlike the above four people, the grandmaster Zikfrector had a low reputation among the Five Pillars. That was natural. He had no heroic achievements. There was nothing on the surface, so his reputation was smaller. However, Grid had a vague grasp of the grandmaster’s reality.


  


  ‘The empire’s strongest!’


  


  Mercedes had mentioned that the other four pillars were afraid of or respected the grandmaster. He was a critical figure that Chairman Lim Cheolho had advised Grid to be careful of. Additionally, the Hero King system classified the grandmaster as a ‘power that transcended the time’, not a ‘powerhouse of the era.’ Grid perceived the threat of the grandmaster to be no less than Garam. At this point, Grid couldn’t fight him and win.


  


  ‘I must become stronger quickly.’


  


  There were too many mountains to transcend. Still, all these mountains could be surpassed eventually. He was convinced after seeing Kraguel’s huge growth in just one year. The potential of a player was limitless.


  


  ‘I have to become stronger,’ Grid once again pledged before turning his gaze to the evil eyes' king. Thanks to the Ether Glasses, the king could see the faces of the people one by one. He held his beloved wife and son in his arms. It was a sight that warmed the heart... if only the Ether Glasses hadn’t cracked.


  


   “Eh? W-Wait! Hey! Close your eyes! Quickly!” 


  


  Feeling frightened, Grid ran to the evil eyes' king and handed him a helmet. It was a helmet with Ether Glasses.


  *** 


  


  


  “I’m now in Reinhardt, the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom!”


  


  There was a boom in the number of blacksmiths flowing into the Overgeared Kingdom. There were more people gathered than usual, and reporters from various broadcasting stations competed for coverage. It was due to an unfamiliar group of demonkin visiting the Overgeared Kingdom—the evil eyes species.


  


  “I heard they are demonkin, but they look cute.”


  


  “Yes, I imagined them as terrible hybrids.”


  


  “I think of them as dolls walking around.”


  


  “By the way, why are they wearing glasses?”


  


  1,000 evil eyes were walking behind the 10 meritorious retainers. The proud chibi-like demonkin captivated the attention of the people. Grid and the evil eyes' king were at the head of the procession. Before them was the scenery of a big city drenched in golden sunshine. The evil eyes' king admired the magnificent and beautiful appearance. “It is really wonderful... The sky, the sun, the city... Everything is grander and more beautiful than I ever imagined.”


  


  Grid laughed. “Get used to it. How long will you admire the scenery that you will see every day?”


  


  “...It’s like a dream.”


  


  Then the evil eyes' king stopped walking. Grid was also forced to stop, and the entire procession paused. Everyone on the streets stared at the evil eyes' king. The reporters around the world focused on the evil eyes' king.


  


  “Thank you. Really... Thank you.” 


  


  As everyone watched, the evil eyes' king bowed deeply to Grid. The same was true for the rest of the evil eyes’ people. A few evil eyes lost their balance when their big heads tilted, but this wasn’t seen. 


  


  “Our evil eyes will repay your grace for the rest of our lives.” The evil eyes' king fell to his knees. Grid was at a loss and tried to pull him up, but the king refused Grid’s touch. “I will serve you. Grid, please accept us.”


  


  “...!”


  


  It was a natural step. The evil eyes were a race living in a village. It wasn’t proper to establish an exchange between them and the Overgeared Kingdom. Moreover, since they had lost their home and become dependent on the Overgeared Kingdom, it was predictable for them to come under the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  However, Grid didn’t expect this declaration to be in a place with so many people watching. After all, the demonkin perceived humans as a subspecies. Since the evil eyes’ pride was as great as the vampires’, their current actions were unconventional.


  


  “You have uprooted our cursed fate. You saved me when I was sitting absentmindedly on my throne in despair while my soul became as cold as ice. You washed away the red blood that saddened the dark flames white ice castle. Grid, I will be loyal to you. This is my new fate and the ‘way’ that the evil eyes’ people will walk eternally. I will rise from the seat of being an unqualified king and stand at your feet.”


  


  “...”


  


  Something unbelievable had happened. The tens of thousands of people present were silent for a moment. It was so silent that they couldn’t even hear a small breath. Lauel covered one side of his face with a hand and muttered, “Ahh, this is a scene where time has stopped.”


  


  In any case, articles were released:


  


  [Grid has become king of the demonkin]


  


  [Once again, Grid has achieved a feat that’s a first for a player!]


  


  [How far will the power of the Overgeared Kingdom rise?]


  


  [(Column) Let’s learn about the evil eyes]


  


  [Pope Damian reveals that he wants to be a companion of the evil eyes...]


  


  (The Walt Disney Company, the world’s best maker of animated films, wants to make a movie with the evil eyes as the main characters. Is there a guarantee for the Overgeared King?]


  


  Grid had gotten his hands on a valuable power. Of course, it had only been possible due to the sacrifice and activities of his colleagues. Moreover, it wasn’t just the evil eyes that Grid had obtained. An encounter with a small dragon was waiting for Grid.




  Chapter 980


  [The Overgeared Kingdom has completely absorbed the evil eyes species.]


  


  [The Overgeared Kingdom is the first one to achieve harmony with a demonkin species.]


  


  [The Overgeared Kingdom’s national inclination has been changed from ‘ordinary’ to ‘no discrimination and prejudice’.]


  


  [The name of the Overgeared Kingdom has started to be mentioned among the different species hiding all over the continent.]


  


  [Maxong, the king of the water clan, is spreading the great accomplishments of the Overgeared Kingdom.]


  


  [Some species are showing great interest in the Overgeared Kingdom.]


  


  [King Grid of the Overgeared Kingdom has earned 100,000 reputation and title of ‘Different Species’ King’.]


  


  [Special quests have been generated for players belonging to the Overgeared Kingdom!]


  


  [Process of Understanding Each Other]


  


  [Difficulty: E


  


  Peaceful relations between the people will help maintain security and develop national power. Share your greetings with the evil eyes species, who have become new residents of the Overgeared Kingdom, and raise your affinity.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Exchange more than 10 words with the evil eyes species. There are no level requirements.


  


  Quest Failure Conditions: If you make a question mark appear over the head of the evil eyes people during a conversation, the quest will start again from the beginning.


  


  Quest Clear Reward: Affinity with the evil eyes will rise marginally. Acquisition of Gauss Kingdom area information (adaption to terrain will rise when active in the Gauss Kingdom). The national contribution will rise.]


  


  “Oh?”


  


  The rewards were quite good. National contributions were needed to gain benefits such as the mass-produced Grid set. Meanwhile, terrain adaptation was an additional factor that greatly contributed to combat and movement. Moreover, according to various media reports, the evil eyes were a species classified as advanced among the demonkin. If they could get along with the evil eyes, it would be a great help to understand ‘hell’, a place that was likely to become a stage for future activities. They might be able to obtain related quests luckily.


  


  “Hello? Welcome to the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  Players flocked to the place where the evil eyes were located. The Overgeared Kingdom was planning to use the evil eyes as a valuable power, so the evil eyes were staying in territories all over the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  “Welcome...? Kukukuk, interesting. Reaching out to us who have struggled with solitude in order to curb the beasts in our hearts... Ahh, are you the ‘same kind.’ Is there a monster sleeping in your heart?”


  


  “...?”


  


  Unlike what the players had expected, the quest difficulty was very high. Most players who walked with the evil eyes had their conversation blocked and question marks flooded over the evil eyes’ head. The quest was failed repeatedly.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  [Insane Dragon Egg]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  Like the vampires, the evil eyes were driven out of hell.


  


  The evil eyes are dreaming of working with the child of Nevartan to get revenge on the great demons.


  


  Secure the insane dragon egg guarded by the master of the dungeon and hand it over to the evil eyes.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Defeat the master of the dungeon and secure the insane dragon egg.


  


  Quest Clear Reward: Secure 17 evil eyes as subordinates, increase affinity with the evil eyes and start an exchange with the evil eyes.


  


  Quest Failure: Level -3.]


  


  Grid had secured such a quest when he visited the Beware Dogs dungeon created by Eat Spicy Jokbal. It was an unforgettable quest. Along with the visit to the evil eyes village, it was a memorable experience. Yes, that’s about it. Grid was very interested in the insane dragon’s egg itself.


  


  “What are you going to do with the insane dragon egg?”


  


  “We’ll keep it until it hatches.”


  


  “The dragon will grasp the truth of the world the moment it hatches. It will repay its father’s enemies by working with the evil eyes.”


  


  “In a thousand years, the child of a dragon will become an adult and hell will be chaotic. Huhuhut...!”


  


  ...This was a conversation Grid had with the evil eyes. According to Satisfy’s story, there was no plan for the insane dragon child to be active for at least 1,000 years. An adult dragon was more powerful than a great demon. The bond between a dragon and player would break down the balance, and Grid thought there wouldn’t be a chance to get involved with the young insane dragon. By the way...


  


  “My king. The precious destroyer of the future said it would meet you.”


  


  “Destroyer of the future? Who?”


  


  “The only flesh of Nevartan, the insane dragon who fell into darkness due to the evil dragon Bunhelier and the 1st Great Demon Baal. Their name is Nefelina, who will late destroy hell and Bunhelier for honor.”


  


  “...The hatchling?”


  


  “That’s right.”


  


  A transcendent species that even a god couldn’t treat lightly—they were the strongest presences in the world even when the world was destroyed periodically. Grid remembered this. Then now that the evil eyes king mentioned the word ‘dragon’, Grid was very confused by the unexpected situation.


  


  Suddenly, Sticks dropped a book on the floor from where he was organizing the collections from the evil eyes’ library. He was shaking fiercely. A dragon was a frightening existence for the person who had been cursed by the gourmet dragon Reiders and suffered from an incurable disease.


  


  Grid didn’t welcome this situation. He predicted that the meeting with the hatchling would harm him. The reason for that was simple. It was because the dragon was too strong.


  


  ‘I am likely to become a pushover.’


  


  There was no framework where a player could borrow a dragon’s power. The balance was likely to collapse if a dragon lent power to an individual player. There couldn’t be a good relationship between a dragon and a player unless the S.A Group were fools.


  


  ‘I am likely to become a victim like Sticks.’


  


  The evil eyes king urged Grid, “The destroyer of the future has no time. I recommend you come and see them.”


  


  “There’s no time? What are they busy doing?”


  


  “They have to sleep. They sleep 23 hours a day.”


  


  “...”


  


  It meant the hatchling was only awake for one hour a day! My god, it was Grid’s first time seeing a creature who slept more than Noe. The evil eyes king looked at the amazed Grid and added an explanation, “The dragon will grasp the truth of the world the moment it hatches. In order to digest that enormous amount of information, the physical and mental expenditure is so huge that rest is essential.”


  


  He seemed worried that Grid would look down on the hatchling. Grid thought for a moment before nodding. “Yes, let’s meet. Instead, give me a minute.”


  


  He didn’t want to meet the hatchling, but it couldn’t be helped. Grid was curious about the existence of a dragon.


  


  ‘Let’s talk with Lauel before meeting the dragon.’


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “Is the hatchling really here?”


  


  Surprisingly, the place where Grid went to with the evil eyes king was Reinhardt Castle. It was the castle where Grid normally lived. The dragon was living in his home? Yet the owner of the castle didn’t even know about it? The evil eyes king spoke to the bewildered Grid, “This is a great being. It is natural to make their will a reality...”


  


  “It is great that they can live in someone else’s house without permission...”


  


  No rent was being paid. Grid grumbled about it while moving to the top floor of the castle. It was a space containing the bedrooms of Grid, his family, and Mercedes. The evil eyes king opened the biggest door. It was Grid’s bedroom.


  


  


  “...?” Grid’s confusion grew. He entered the bedroom with a bewildered expression and became astonished. The scenery in the bedroom was completely different from normal. It was decorated with gold treasures and the size was 10 times larger.


  


  “What is this?”


  


  Was it possible to do internal construction without him knowing? No, it was impossible. He had woken up here this morning. This space didn’t look like this in the morning. This was the power of magic. Grid belatedly noticed and turned to one side. There was a huge bed that was big enough for 20 adult men to lie on. A black shadow was wriggling between the lace being blown by the soft wind.


  


  ‘Using my bed...’


  


  Grid gained some knowledge that he wasn’t curious about. While imagining a lizard several times bigger than a human crouching on the bed, Grid quietly approached it. Then the lace was lifted.


  


  “You came.” A girl with blue hair was lying on the bed, and she welcomed Grid.


  


  “...Ah!” Grid couldn’t help exclaiming. The girl was so beautiful that Grid was forced to lose his soul despite seeing beautiful people like Irene, Mercedes, Yura, Jishuka, and Sehee every day. Her facial features were as beautiful as a jewel, and the harmony between them was perfect. No, it was more than perfection. It was a transcendent beauty that humans couldn’t even imagine. The girl’s languid eyes made him lose his soul while he found her mouth cute. Simultaneously, valor could be felt from his thick eyebrows.


  


  Grid was suddenly reminded of a woman. ‘...Marie Rose.’


  


  She was a vampire duke with all types of charms. Yes, the girl in front of him was like a teenage version of Marie Rose.


  


  “You are staring too obviously.”


  


  How bewitched was he? Grid stared at the girl’s face for a long time before belatedly coming to his senses. She was a beautiful girl, but she wasn’t a human and the name Nefelina above her head was blue. This girl was a hatchling who was less than two years old. A young insane dragon...


  


  [You have met the destroyer of the future—Nefelina.]


  


  [The magic power that is the root of the world turns your presence into dust. All types of actions are sealed due to the overwhelming inability to cope.]


  


  [You have resisted.]


  


  [Nefelina is not yet an adult, but she is the only one with an intact spirit among the existing dragons.]


  


  [This encounter is very special!]


  


  “Hmm, I’m sorry. My magic power is uncomfortable for you.”


  


  “N-No, I’m fi...ne.”


  


  To think there would be a day when he would have to talk with honorifics to someone younger than Lord...? Grid was surprised, but it was something he had to do. On the one hand, he was very relieved. It was because a transcendent being who saw humans as ants had apologized to him. She illegally resided in a person’s house, but this was from the viewpoint of a person. Yes, it was clear that Nefelina was showing him the utmost courtesy. In the first place, the system confirmed that she was sane.


  


  ‘No, this... Does this mean the other dragons aren’t sane?’


  


  A chill went down Grid’s spine.


  


  “Human. Grid,” Nefelina called out Grid’s name in a gentle voice. She was laughing with her eyes curved in the shape of a half moon. The difference between her and Marie Rose was clearly shown at this moment. Marie Rose’s smile stimulated primal lust while Nefelina’s smile had a refreshing feeling that washed away those instincts.


  


  “Yes, please say it,” Grid responded politely. He already forgot this opponent was an illegal resident and that she was a child who was just one year old. Nefelina spoke to him while smiling, “I have to grow up strong and well. This requires many nutrients. You shall give me 100 cows and pigs every day from now on.”


  


  Ttiring~


  


  [A new quest has been created.]


  


  [Hatchling’s Livestock]


  


  [Difficulty: SSS


  


  Nefelina is trying to make you her supplier. She hopes that as the king of a country, you will feed her and keep her warm.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Feed Nefelina 100 cows and pigs every day.


  


  Quest Clear Rewards: A very slight rise in affinity with Nefelina every 100 days.


  


  Quest Failure: A significant drop in affinity with Nefelina.]


  


  [Would you like to accept the quest?]


  


  Grid stared at the quest window for a while before coming to his senses and gritting his teeth. “...Do you see me as a pushover?” 


  


  The evil eyes king paled at Grid’s unexpected reaction. “K-King! The destroyer of the future is someone we don’t dare meet... Don't go against her will!”


  


  “Be quiet, you pushover.”


  


  “...”


  


  “It is ‘destroyer of the future’, not ‘destroyer of the present’. Isn’t that right?” Grid glared at Nefelina lying on the bed.


  


  He woke up after having Nefelina see him as a pushover, and now he realistically analyzed the situation. Then he concluded that he didn’t have to fear Nefelina. It was due to two reasons. First, she lacked the presence of Vampire Duke Marie Rose. Marie Rose was so bewitching that she froze all actions of the target. This meant that the current Nefelina was below the ‘sealed state’ of Marie Rose.


  


  Second, he noticed it late because it was covered by the blanket, but Nefelina’s human transformation magic was unraveling. Her body on the bed was two times fatter then it was originally, and a tail had emerged from below the blanket. The ability to maintain this polymorph for only a short amount of time showed her magic power was weak. Well, humans couldn’t even use polymorph in the first place.


  


  ‘She might be a dragon, but she is a hatchling that’s less than two years old. She isn’t as absolute as I thought.’


  


  As the evil eyes had said in the past, Nefelina couldn’t exert the full power of the dragon until 1,000 years had passed. In 1,000 years, Grid would’ve already died of old age. Thus, Grid might respect Nefelina, but there was no reason to be afraid of her. With Grid glaring at her, Nefelina was so startled that she hiccuped. “...Hiccup!” 


  


  Then she spoke in a hesitant voice, “...Only 10. Then I will give you the dragon’s blessing...”


  


  [The quest ‘Hatchling’s Livestock’ has been changed to ‘Hatchling’s Request’.]


  


  [Hatchling’s Request.]


  


  [Difficulty: S


  


  Nefelina is a bit greedy. She hopes that you will feed her in moderation and keep her warm.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Feed Nefelina 10 cows and pigs every day.


  


  Quest Acceptance Reward: The dragon’s blessing.


  


  Giving up the Quest: A significant drop in affinity with Nefelina. The dragon’s blessing will be taken back. The dragon’s curse will occur.]


  


  “Um...”


  


  10 cows and pigs were 20 animals a day. This was a burden. It couldn’t be resolved with an ordinary player’s power, and it was a considerable waste for Grid.


  


  ‘However, if I refuse... Nefelina will command the evil eyes to give her food.’


  


  He might not be able to get the dragon’s blessing, but he had to make a suitable compromise. After a moment of distress, Grid nodded. “Let’s go with three.”


  


  “...T-Then my stomach will growl!”


  


  “In exchange for three every day, I won’t ask for a monthly rent.”


  


  “...” Nefelina’s eyes shook. She was seriously distressed.




  Chapter 981


  “What about five each?”


  


  “Three each.”


  


  “Then four each?”


  


  “Three each.”


  


  “Three is too few.”


  


  “Three each!”


  


  “...I’ll think about it. Come back tomorrow.”


  


  “Three each!”


  


  “I told you to come back tomorrow!”


  


  “Yes...”


  


  Surprisingly, Nefelina was very careful. During the negotiations, Nefelina didn’t use the power of a transcendent species nor did she threaten him by referring to it. Instead, she tried to find a line that would satisfy both parties involved.


  


  “I heard that dragons consider all things in this world as insignificant. They are supposed to be cruel, selfish, and capricious from a human’s viewpoint, yet she is different from the story. Is she perhaps in a disadvantageous position? That she can’t grow without being beholden to us...?” This was Lauel’s guess.


  


  However, Sticks stubbornly shook his head. “A dragon awakens most of their magic at the moment of birth. In fact, the space reconstruction magic that Nefelina maintains is something that ordinary human magicians can’t imitate. Additionally, to use it alone with polymorph... She is an existence that can live well enough without human help. 100 cows and pigs? She can slaughter them in a matter of minutes if she wanted. She can also kill all the humans protecting the livestock.”


  


  “Then why is Nefelina trying to negotiate?”


  


  “She is crazy.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “She is out of her mind. That hatchling is crazy.”


  


  Dragons weren’t social animals. They were arrogant and selfish because they were the most outstanding race in the world. Just as humans didn’t care about knocking down an ant nest when building a house, the dragon didn’t care about other people. They acted as they wanted and made their own way. From the viewpoint of a human, Nefelina was completely different from ordinary dragons.


  


  “No, how is this crazy...? Isn’t it common sense?”


  


  “It is crazy when considering a dragon’s common sense. Originally, dragons can’t be evaluated with our common sense. From our point of view, they are always selfish and and erratic.”


  


  “Is it because she is still a hatchling?”


  


  “It is meaningless to argue about age because the dragon’s thoughts are formed the moment they are born.”


  


  “Hrmm... Then what should I do?”


  


  “What should you do? A crazy dragon isn’t easily seen, so we should study it.”


  


  The feelings of resentment and fear that Sticks had against the dragon species were tremendous. The curse had merely been a moment of fun for the gourmet dragon. Yet this curse caused Sticks to be afraid of dragons as he fought death for the rest of his life. Now, his curiosity toward Nefelina made him shake off his fear.


  


  “Umm... Still, it isn’t easy to dedicate three pigs and cows every day.”


  


  According to Grid, the current price of one pig was two gold and the price of one cow was four gold. This meant that 18 gold were consumed every day. It would be 180 gold for 10 days and 1,800 gold for 100 days. What was 1,800 gold worth? It was worth a huge amount of 2.6 million won.


  


  Lauel glanced at the hesitating Grid with dull eyes. “I think it is cheap to buy the favor of a hatchling. To put it plainly, how much money can you earn from making an item? Why are you dwelling on 18 gold a day?”


  


  “If you think about the value of a hatchling, it is nothing to lose 700,000 won a month.”


  


  “That’s right. It is a lot less money than the minimum wage. You aren’t being a pushover. Isn’t she even giving you a blessing? It isn’t a business where you will lose money. However, if you want to save money, then why don’t you use the kingdom’s money?”


  


  “The kingdom’s money?”


  


  “Yes. Settle the price of the hatchling’s food with the nation’s finances.”


  


  “How can I use the kingdom’s finances for a personal quest?”


  


  “What about it? You are the ruler of this kingdom. Haven’t you forgotten whose money was used to form this kingdom? Why is the king still acting poor? You forgot that you spent your money making the kingdom. You even made up for the loss every time a national business lost money.”


  


  “...Umm.”


  


  Of course, it was a tremendous leap to call Grid poor. It was because Grid had assets worth hundreds of billions of won. Despite this, he was still far from being a chaebol. If Grid were really rich, he would’ve bought a private jet without worrying.


  


  “Okay. Let’s do it.”


  


  As Sticks had said, Nefelina was already a ridiculously powerful entity. It was hard to get rid of her, so he had to negotiate. If he was going to negotiate as the king, then it was better to do it at the kingdom’s expense. 


  


  ‘Let’s use the nation’s finances!’ Feeling determined, Grid rose from his spot. ‘I wonder what blessing I will receive.’


  


  He was very excited. Grid looked for Irene and Lord while quickly hoping for tomorrow to come. Then he was caught by Lauel who pulled out a different topic. “Your Majesty, it is about the chef you brought from the East Continent. The Poison Master.”


  


  “Idan?”


  


  “Yes. His cooking skill has been stagnant for more than a year.”


  


  “Why?”


  


  “No one will eat even if he cooks dishes. The skill level is increasing, but there seems to be a limit to the experience rise if no one eats it.”


  


  “Why isn’t anyone eating?”


  


  “So far, the Overgeared members have eaten Idan’s dishes while preparing to die for the poison resistance...”


  


  “Now their poison resistance is so high they don’t need to eat?”


  


  “Yes. However, there is a limit to the level of poison resistance that can be increased by Idan’s cooking.”


  


  “What if we feed the dishes to the soldiers?”


  


  “They will die.”


  


  “...He still can’t make normal dishes?”


  


  “The higher his cooking skill level, the better. However, there is still a long way to go. So I’m saying...” Lauel explained how he planned to use Idan.


  


   Then Grid nodded with delight. “Lauel is truly a genius.”


  


  “Hut... I am lonely but I enjoy this solitude.” 


  


  “Uh, yes. Enjoy your loneliness. I’m going.”


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “W-What is that?”


  


  


  “Cool...”


  


  Today, at an intermediate hunting ground near Reinhardt, the players who were hunting hard and collecting items stopped their actions and watched one spot. There were 500 soldiers. They were armed with the mass-produced set and were evidently elite soldiers of Overgeared. Mercedes, the beautiful woman with her name in gold, was at the forefront.


  


  “Where’s the war?”


  


  Why were such elite forces visiting an intermediate hunting ground? The players were bewildered.


  


  “This should be good.”


  


  The procession of soldiers stopped, and a couple and a little boy appeared. It was Overgeared King Grid, Overgeared Queen Irene, and Prince Lord. The legendary knight Mercedes spread out a mat in the middle of the hunting ground.


  


  “Now Irene, let’s sit.” 


  


  “Yes.”


  


  Grid and Irene sat on the mat and pulled out tea and sweets. On the other hand, Lord held the sword and started to hunt monsters with Overgeared Skeletons One and Two.


  


  “Hiyah!” 


  


  “Kiek!”


  


  “Hahaha! Our son’s swordsmanship is excellent.”


  


  “He is similar to Your Majesty.”


  


  “...”


  


  No, it was a noisy picnic... The Grid couple gazed lovingly at Lord who was fighting. 


  


  The players watched the unreal scene unfolding in the middle of the hunting grounds and suddenly realized that their surroundings had become very quiet. There were no monsters when they looked around. It was because the Overgeared soldiers threw stones at any monsters that were visible and lured them toward Lord. The 500 elite soldiers were acting as a mob mall for a single prince!


  


  “That is the diamond spoon I’ve heard about.”


  


  “I-I’m envious...”


  


  They wanted to be Grid’s son! The players could only watch from the side, but they didn’t resent Grid. No, they felt grateful to him. It was because Grid showed them full consideration.


  


  “Follow me.” There was a beautiful woman with a golden name. Nobody knew it, but a legendary knight gave these players a bus ride. She went to every place where a boss monster appeared and attacked it before letting the players finish the boss off. Of course, the items were also transferred. The players experienced an unexpected windfall thanks to the Grid family picnic.


  


  “Hooray for the Overgeared Kingdom!”


  


  “Long live the Overgeared King!”


  


  The excited cries of the players echoed through the hunting ground. The more favorable they were toward Grid, the stronger the kingdom would become.


  


  ‘Using the family gatherings like this...’


  


  Grid made Irene happy while raising Lord and the Overgeared Skeletons, as well as gaining the favor of the people. This was a plan that had come from Lauel’s mind.


  


  “Your Majesty, I’ve cleared all the boss monsters around here.”


  


  “Um, yes.” Grid received the report from Mercedes and rose from his seat. “Irene. The next hunting ground... No, let’s go to the next picnic spot.”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  The next day, Grid went to find Nefelina with the evil eyes king. Nefelina was in the form of a small dragon. Her body was around two feet long, and her scales were blue. She had a wriggling tail and large, round eyes that were adorable.


  


  “I will accept four each.”


  


  “Three... Um,” Grid was about to shout ‘three’ when he shut up and asked, “Is that the best concession you can make?”


  


  “That’s right. I must eat four each if I don’t want a sound to come from my stomach.”


  


  “Okay.” He felt that he couldn’t be more stubborn. It was a type of intuition. The experience that Grid had stacked up over the last few years told him that acting more greedy here could ruin their future days. As such, Grid complied with Nefelina’s request. It would be better to show a good image if he was going to establish a deal anyway.


  


  “Since the great destroyer of the future is caring for me, I am willing to accept it. I will give you four cows and four pigs every day.”


  


  “I’m glad you understand. I would’ve gotten upset if you kept arguing.”


  


  “T-That’s right...”


  


  What would happen if a hatchling became angry? Grid thought he did well of letting go of his greed and clapped. Then the door opened, and a person with a pale face entered. Nefelina cocked her round head. “Who is this human?”


  


  “Your exclusive chef.”


  


  “Exclusive chef? Is it a human who will only make my food?”


  


  “Yes, that's right. It is the minimum of sincerity I should show to a great hatchling.”


  


  “Hum hum. I like it.” Nefelina’s tail moved side to side and hit the floor. She seemed quite pleased. However, this act seemed like a death notice to Chef Idan. “D-Dragon...”


  


  Was it easy to make food for a dragon? Was there a crazy case like this? Grid whispered to Idan who had lost his soul, “I don’t know what the dragons on the East Continent are like, but the dragons on the West Continent are a very evil existence. You should try to make delicious dishes so you don’t get eaten.”


  


  “Hiik...”


  


  A hatchling was fully resistant to poison. She wouldn’t be poisoned no matter how many of Idan’s dishes she ate. The evil eyes were also a group whose cooking culture hadn’t developed. The hatchling who lived in the evil eyes village wouldn’t have tasted proper cooking and wouldn’t feel that Idan’s dishes were tasteless.


  


  This was Lauel’s plan. He had made a plan to buy Nefelina’s favor while increasing Idan’s cooking skill. In fact, this method was very effective.


  


  “Grid, your attitude is outstanding. I’ll give you an excellent blessing.”


  


  [The quest ‘Hatchling’s Request’ will proceed.]


  


  [You need to give Nefelina four cows and four pigs every day.]


  


  [You have received the dragon’s blessing for accepting the quest!]


  


  A golden magic power appeared around Grid’s body. It was the first time for a player. No, maybe Grid was the first human to receive the blessing of a dragon. His heart thumped at the thought.




  Chapter 982


  [Nefelina is checking your condition.]


  


  [Nefelina believes that your stats are insufficient.]


  


  ‘Heok. Don’t tell me?’


  


  What was the dragon’s blessing? Grid’s expectations swelled even more. The dragon was observing him seriously, and Grid thought she would make up for what he was lacking.


  


  ‘Will she increase my agility or intelligence?’


  


  In fact, it was wrong to say that Grid was lacking power, especially among players of the same class. No, Grid’s average stats were so high that there was almost no one among the two billion players who had higher stats than him. Nevertheless, humans were animals who didn’t know how to be satisfied. Grid coveted more for his relatively scarce stats and hoped Nefelina would know his earnest heart. He had faith it would be possible with a great dragon.


  


  However, the result was different from what he expected. Nefelina didn’t raise Grid’s stats.


  


  [Nefelina has given you a blessing so you can overcome your deficiencies!]


  


  [10% more experience will be gained when hunting monsters in the future!]


  


  [20% more experience will be gained when hunting boss monsters in the future!]


  


  “...”


  


  That’s right. The blessing that Nefelina gave didn’t mean immediate results, but it was a driving force to achieve better results. Grid’s excitement was popped like a balloon.


  


  “This is the blessing...?”


  


  He wanted to deny it but it was true. The effect of the dragon’s blessing was already shown in Grid’s status window, and it could be described as an experience buff. Nefelina looked at him with a grumpy expression. “Is it a curse?”


  


  “No...”


  


  Maybe it was because his expectations were too high. Grid had wanted a dramatic effect like the goddess’ blessing that strengthened a skill. Thus, he felt greatly disappointed at the unexpected experience buff effect.


  


  ‘Ha, I can’t believe that a dragon’s blessing only gave me an experience buff. Once the buff duration ends... Eh?’


  


  Grid once again confirmed the effect of the blessing and looked like he had been hit in the back of the head with a hammer. He was really shocked.


  


  [Dragon’s Blessing]


  


  [★ Growth Blessing ★


  


  Additional 10% experience gain when hunting monsters.


  


  Additional 20% experience gain when hunting boss monsters.]


  


  “...?”


  


  No. There was no ‘duration period’ mentioned anywhere. Perhaps?


  


  ‘Is it a buff that lasts indefinitely?’


  


  Experience buffs were very rare and efficient. The general public had few chances to receive an experience buff apart from the reward of the National Competition. However, Grid had a huge amount of reputation points. He could obtained experience buff potions by using the drawing machine of the Reputation Store. This experience buff potion gave an extra 20% experience.


  


  Therefore, he saw the dragon’s blessing and thought it was worthless. Now he realized it was different. The experience buff potion had a duration of three days while the dragon’s blessing was a permanent buff. It meant Grid would always get more experience than others.


  


  ‘It is even 20% against boss monsters!’


  


  What if he hunted after taking experience buff potions in this state? He would be able to enjoy a buff effect similar to the first place buff of the National Competition.


  


  “...Gulp!” Grid gulped excitedly after realizing the value of the blessing. Nefelina’s tail moved as she said, “You finally realized that I have given you a great blessing.”


  


  He had to admit it. Grid was reminded of the structure of named NPCs. It was practically impossible for a player to catch up with them since there was the player’s average level [email protected] correction effect, as well as their steady increase in level over time. At this moment, a possibility opened up before Grid. It was the possibility of catching up with the leveling speed of named NPCs.


  


  “Thank you!”


  


  The dukes of the empire, the Five Pillars, the grandmaster... And finally, the yangban Garam... 


  


  Their backs, which seemed like they would always be ahead of him, were now right in front of his eyes. Grid was filled with joy and embraced Nefelina. Nefelina was currently in the form of a cute little dragon, so there was no reluctance for him to express his affection.


  


  “Hiccup...!” Nefelina’s wings soared up as she was suddenly hugged by the man. “Y-You. This majestic body...! What are you doing?”


  


  “Ah, s-sorry. You are so cute that I made a mistake...”


  


  “C-Cute? I-I am an existence you will always look up to!”


  


  Nefelina flapped her wings, and her body eventually rose into the air. The space reconstruction magic couldn’t cope with the currents of magic power and became unstable. The surrounding landscape was distorting.


  


  “Hiiik!” The chef Idan was terrified and fainted. 


  


  The evil eyes king instantly knelt down and shouted, “Destroyer of the future! Please fix it using any means!”


  


  However, Nefelina couldn’t hear the voice of the evil eyes king. She just growled as she glared at Grid, “You were only able to touch me in the past because I was in the egg! However, it is different now! You can’t do it anymore! I’m no longer a baby, so be careful in the future!”


  


  “Yes, yes...”


  


  Did she have memories of when she was in the egg? Now he knew why Nefelina was so good to him. Grid learned a new fact and vowed not to touch her again in the future.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  


  “Thus, I plan to focus on hunting for the time being.”


  


  This was after he gained the dragon’s blessing. Grid visited Panmir, not Lauel. There was something he wanted to ask Panmir. 


  


  “What is the safest area in the volcanic zone near Talima?”


  


  Talima, the dwarf city—it was surrounded by a volcanic area that contained the nest of a dragon Trauka and was a place where players and the empire couldn’t access. Panmir’s expression hardened. “Are you going to hunt there?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  Once again, there was the nest of the dragon Trauka in the volcanic zone of Talima. One of the legends of the Legendary Great Magician Braham was that he ‘survived the dragon Trauka’, so it wasn’t necessary to explain how strong and ferocious Trauka was.


  


  “If you happen to meet Trauka...”


  


  “I will die. That’s why I’m asking you for the safest area.”


  


  The 1st ranked blacksmith, Panmir—he was superior to Grid in some ways. It was because he learned the dwarves’ techniques. Grid knew that Panmir had visited Talima. He thought that Panmir would know a safe place in the volcanic area. However, the response was terrible.


  


  “Um...” Panmir’s brow furrowed as he thought about it for a long time.


  


  Grid noticed his mistake. “Oh, excuse me. I’m sorry.”


  


  In Satisfy, the value of information was higher than 1,000 gold. They might be colleagues but few people were willing to freely hand over the information they worked hard to collect. In that sense, it was great that Kraugel had provided information about the Behen Archipelago and the Ether Diamond despite not being part of the same guild. Panmir waved his hand. “No, it isn’t that. The reason I thought for a while isn’t that I am uncomfortable but because I truly don’t know.”


  


  “You don’t know?”


  


  “Yes. I was able to visit the dwarves and Talima thanks to the help of another force.”


  


  “Another force...?’


  


  “Rothschild.”


  


  “Is that a guild name?”


  


  “It is the name of a guild and a real family name.”


  


  “Rothschild is that Rothschild?”


  


  “Right. Just as in reality, they have accumulated wealth and influence in Satisfy. They probably realized the value of Satisfy from the moment it launched and made a big investment. In any case, only the Rothschild Guild knows about the current Talima. I don’t know which part of the volcanic zone is relatively safe.”


  


  Grid’s interest wasn’t just the volcanic zone.


  


  “They have great influence...? But I’ve never heard their name in all these years.”


  


  “Rather than move directly, they act in a way that creates lower forces or supports other forces. It was an agent who first made contact with me.”


  


  “Why do they bother moving in secret?”


  


  “That family is originally like that. Well, I guess it is bothersome to deal with everyone.”


  


  “Did they introduce you to the dwarves?"


  


  “Right. At that time, the Rothschild family directly raised their power by dealing with the dwarves, and there were occasional disagreements during the process. They figured it would be better for an easy-to-handle player to obtain the dwarves’ techniques.”


  


  “What was the result?”


  


  “As you can see, I was a free agent and moved to the Overgeared Kingdom. I didn’t meet Rothschild’s expectations.”


  


  “Are you saying a blacksmith like you were abandoned?”


  


  “Haha...” Panmir scratched his head and laughed bitterly. He was ranked first on the blacksmith rankings. Unless there was someone great among the unofficial rankers... After Grid, he was the next best player among the existing blacksmith players. The reason why the Rothschild family could easily discard him meant that the skills of the dwarf craftsmen were beyond imagination.


  


  “Hrmm... Are they a threat to us?” Grid asked after a moment of thought.


  


  Panmir shook his head. “No, that won’t happen. They are aiming to quietly build up wealth. There is no reason for them to be hostile, and they might even be dreaming of a symbiotic relationship with the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  “Indeed... If they were dangerous, Lauel would’ve already warned me about them.”


  


  Feeling convinced, Grid nodded and opened the Reputation Store. He used the drawing machine and secured a total of five experience potions. Grid was planning to hunt for at least one month.


  


  ‘Let’s go to the Galgunos Temple.’


  


  The volcanic zone was the most ideal hunting ground, but he would die if he didn’t reduce his chances of meeting Trauka. He could afford to die one or twice due to the experience buff, but more than three times would be too much. In the worst case, he could drop an item.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  [(Breaking News) Grid’s level-climbing speed.]


  


  20 days had passed since Grid left for the hunting grounds. The royal palace was quiet because most of the Overgeared members were at the hunting grounds. Still, it was hard to say that it was peaceful. There were three months remaining in the truce agreement with the empire.


  


  The movements of the Overgeared Kingdom that wanted harmony with the different species was at odds with the empire’s ideology. This was the calm before the storm, and it was an uncomfortable calm.


  


  “What?”


  


  The cries of the soldiers rang out around the clock. Lauel was trying to find peace of mind watching Piaro, Mercedes, and Singuled train the soldiers only to become astonished. It was due to Faker’s report.


  


  “Agnus visited this place?”


  


  “Yes. It seems he came to meet Elizabeth.”


  


  Agnus was the most wanted man in seven kingdoms. It was alleged that he had murdered several accessory makers. However, Lauel knew it was a lie.


  


  “He is a dangerous guy. Shall I kick him out?”


  


  “Umm... No. Let’s just watch a bit.”


  


  At one time, Agnus was known as a madman and a purely evil person. Now, it was hard to see him as unconditionally evil after calmly analyzing his movements. He had actually protected Irene and Lord.


  


  ‘He is more powerful than Grid in a massive war. It would be good to build up a connection with him.’


  


  Lauel touched his chin and ran to the location of Prince Lord. Lord was in the middle of learning from Sticks.


  


  “Lauel, what are you doing here?” Coke ran over and asked after discovering Lauel.


  


  Lauel chuckled. “I want to take a walk with the prince.”


  


  “...? I understand.”


  


  It wasn’t going to be an ordinary walk. Coke felt very tense when he saw Lauel and Faker standing side by side.




  Chapter 983


  ‘Crazy!’ This expression was one of the ultimate exclamations commonly used by modern Koreans. Grid had recently refrained from using it. It was a rather low-grade exclamation for a king to use. Grid wasn’t Huroi... So, he needed basic image management. He had no time to care about that right now though. 


  


  “Wow, this is really super amazing. My experience is rising at a crazy speed. Isn’t this completely crazy?? Eh? Right, Noe?”


  


  “I don't know what you’re saying, nyong...”


  


  [You have defeated a Galgunos Skeleton Soldier.]


  


  [You have defeated a Galgunos Skeleton...]


  


  [You have defeated a Galgunos...]


  


  [15,905,099 experience will be divided.]


  


  [15,905,099 experience will be...]


  


  [15...]


  


  [+4 Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires]


  


  The reason why the word ‘Enlightenment’ was attached to the sword was simple. It was due to the presence of the Enlightenment skill.


  


  [Enlightenment Lv. 3]


  


  [-A persistent passive.


  


  -Increases character experience and skill experience acquisition by 10.9% and accuracy and evasion by 20.3%.


  


  * Skills attached to myth rated items can be upgraded.]


  


  It increased the experience gained. That’s right. The effect of Enlightenment was like the dragon’s blessing. No, it was better than the dragon’s blessing because the level could be increased. Grid had been using the Enlightenment Sword like it was his own body, but he had overlooked this effect so far. However, the effect of the dragon’s blessing overlapping with Enlightenment was unmatched. The 20.9% increase in experience was applied at all times. This was 0.9% points higher than the experience buff potion which could only be drawn by Grid consuming a large amount of reputation points. 


  


  On the first underground floor of the Galgunos Temple, the skeletons were dying, and Grid’s experience gauge was filling up. In front, Grid was very disappointed when he first came down here. He had expected stronger monsters that gave more experience to appear, but the monsters here were weaker than the war god follower who had emerged from the grave and the experience given was also lesser. 


  


  However, this disappointment was only temporary. Grid’s disappointment soon changed to bliss. Unlike the war god followers, Galgunos’ skeleton soldiers could be killed quickly. There were five times more of them than the war god followers, and their speed of respawn was ridiculously fast.


  


  Of course, this wasn’t a good thing from a general standpoint. The durability of the skeleton-based undead might be weak, but Galgunos’ skeleton soldiers were extremely dangerous because they were advanced monsters over level 350. In particular, they had high attack power in exchange for low health. Their attacks were fast, simple, and accurate. The skeleton soldiers used long spears as their weapon and had a high accuracy and damage. They were threatening to the high rankers who probably had an average defense of 4,000 points.


  


  Unfortunately for them, Grid’s defense power exceeded the average. His stamina stat had only reached 2,400 points, but the +3 Valhalla of Infinite Affection raised his defense by 1,600 points. Grid’s total defense was close to 6,000. No matter how much the Galgunos’ skeleton soldiers tried, they were like eggs smashing against a rock. Moreover, it was a poisonous rock.


  


  [You have suffered 3,900 damage!]


  


  [The +3 Valhalla of Infinite Affection has emitted poison!]


  


  The skeleton soldiers surrounding Grid were affected by the monstrous poison that spread. Their bones turned green, and they lost their health.


  


  [The option effect ‘Black Flames’ has exploded from the +4 Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires!]


  


  Grid quickly struck with maximum speed, and the black flames exploded continuously. “Link!” 


  


  “Kyak kyak! Kyakyakyak!”


  


  “...”


  


  The skeleton soldiers were helpless as the Blade Aiming at the Gods, Randy, the Overgeared Skeletons, and Tiramet helped Grid. They were poisoned, burned by flames, slashed by swords, beaten by fists, had their bones crushed, and were tied up by the silver thread. Dozens of skeleton soldiers were incapacitated at once. The large number of monsters that would be disastrous for an ordinary person was a blessing to Grid.


  


  “It is rude to be in front of the best demonic beast of hell!” The few surviving skeletons were killed by Noe, and the finish was perfect.


  


  “I’ll take a break for a moment.” Grid even had some room to relax.


  


  The Unicorn’s Blessing increased the recovery rate of all resources by 20%. Grid rode Overgeared Corn in the middle of the battle to restore his stamina.


  


  [Status: Annoyed. 


  


  Depressed.]


  


  


  (I want a female rider, not male.)


  


  ...The Overgeared Corn seemed to be suffering, but Grid didn’t care. It was better to summon Overgeared Corn as much as possible to raise the level of favorability. Summoning Overgeared Corn during a hunt meant he would receive some experience and his level would rise.


  


  ‘Every time his level rises, he likes bringing up his favorite subject. By the way, what are they doing?’


  


  Grid cocked his head from where he was sitting on Overgeared Corn. The Overgeared Skeletons were repeatedly picking up the bone fragments scattered throughout the battlefield. He felt uneasy because they resembled Yerim (Sexy Schoolgirl) whenever she showed up at a department store.


  


  ‘Don’t tell me that they want to have those?’


  


  No. Which player in the world would share their miscellaneous items with their pets? The pet system didn’t require it, and he wasn’t Nyangmong. Grid wasn’t such a pushover. Grid hurriedly got off Overgeared Corn, swept up the skeleton soldiers running from one corner with Transcended Link, and then started to pick up all the miscellaneous items. Of course, it included the bone fragments of the Galgunos’ skeleton soldiers that the Overgeared Skeletons had been carefully looking at.


  


  ‘They are from high-level undead, so they will sell pretty well.’


  


  They were thick and ugly pieces of bone. They were so hard that they could be used as material to make defense items. Of course, items made of bone had low durability and were difficult to repair, so Grid didn’t mean to make them.


  


  Clack! Clack clack clack!


  


  The Overgeared Skeletons stared at Grid. These normally insidious guys raised their ⌓ ⌓ shaped eyes and waved their fingers around. One of Overgeared Skeleton Two’s fingers broke off when it hit their jaw, but it picked the finger up and stuck it back on. It healed immediately.


  


  “You... Do you really want this?”


  


  Clack! Clack clack!


  


  The Overgeared Skeletons nodded as if they had been waiting for Grid to ask that. Their excitement showed in the speed at which their jaws moved.


  


  “Are you interested in the skeleton bones? Why didn’t you want it before?”


  


  The probability of the Galgunos’ skeleton soldiers dropping bone fragments was around 3%. It was a very low probability for a miscellaneous item, which meant the value of the bone fragments might be more than expected. Grid wasn’t willing to give them the fragments. The Overgeared Skeletons were pets that didn’t have a separate affinity bar, and it wasn’t necessary to give them precious gifts. However...


  


  ‘Uhh.’


  


  The Overgeared Skeletons couldn’t speak, but they were high-grade summons that expressed clear emotions. They were pretty cute and listened well, which meant Grid was fond of them. He had great expectations for them in the future. Evolving skeletons... They had used the death knight and lich skins during the demon king’s subjugation. Maybe that could actually become that...


  


  “Okay.” Grid was troubled for a long time before pulling something out with trembling hands. They were two bone pieces.


  


  “Take them. They’re gifts.”


  


  Clack! Clack clack clack!


  


  How happy were they? The Overgeared Skeletons received the bones from Grid and hugged each other before starting to dance. Of course, Grid quickly stopped them. He was worried they would add a ‘dancer’ to their second list of classes. They couldn’t dance, so the Overgeared Skeletons’ shoulders drooped. Then after a while, they checked the bone fragments in their hands and started to place them in the rib cage.


  


  “...Eh?” Grid’s eyes widened at the unexpected behavior. The Overgeared Skeletons were laughing happily after adding one rib bone. The skeletons had become a bit bigger. He wasn’t mistaken. It was a small but tangible change.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  At Elizabeth’s workshop...


  


  “He didn’t come.”


  


  Before Elizabeth joined the Overgeared Guild, Agnus had invaded her workshop. It was speculated that the purpose of his visit to Reinhardt had been Elizabeth. Now, he was nowhere to be found.


  


  “...”


  


  Lauel carried Lord while Coke escorted them. The two men were quiet for a while.


  


  “We missed him.” Faker appeared out of the shadows and reported, “Agnus disappeared after being pursued by the Overgeared Shadows.”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  Simultaneously, at a small inn in the market...


  


  “You came,” Euphemina said to the bloody man who entered the room. His robe fell as he sat down, revealing his green hair. It was Agnus, a person who had caused many problems. He was a murderer currently accused of killing many accessory makers. However—


  


  “You have many injuries.”


  


  Euphemina wasn’t wary of him. She had found out from their previous meeting that he was different from what the world knew.


  


  ‘How many curses did he receive?’


  


  Euphemina’s expression was bad as she examined Agnus’ condition. Agnus was being subjected to all types of curses, such as weakness, poison, and the inability to recover. Yes, curses. Curses involving the ‘story’ or ‘system’ were different from those that naturally recovered over time. 


  


  ‘The only way to resolve the curse is to kill the cursed target or solve the related story.’


  


  It was useless to give him potions. Euphemina pulled out a handkerchief and wiped the blood stains off Agnus’ pale face. “You are wanted in seven kingdoms. Do you think it is unfair?” 


  


  Agnus nervously brushed off Euphemina’s hand and laughed, “Kuku, who am I to feel it is unfair?”


  


  “You didn’t kill those people.”


  


  “...” Agnus’ shoulders trembled. Then he quickly regained his smile. “You don’t have to speak so much. You only came for one purpose.”


  


  There was a person Agnus loved—the only person in the world who loved him. He wanted to revive her, the woman who had gone through terrible things because of him and ultimately left this world. If only to save her...


  


  “I will free Mumud.”


  


  The strength he had built up by not being a helpless victim… All the power had accumulated over the last few years. Agnus was ready to give up everything.


  


  “Instead, be sure to keep your promise.” The smile disappeared from Agnus’ face. The madness was gone, and his golden eyes stared straight at Euphemina.


  


  Euphemina didn’t avoid his gaze. “On my honor, I will keep my promise.” 


  


  She was well aware of why the man in front of her had made this choice, and she didn’t plan to betray this man who had suffered all his life. After completing the Mumud Liberation quest, she would be sure to keep the promise. 


  


  ...Even if the outcome of the promise made him more unhappy. 


  


  Then the visit was interrupted by the hunters who pursued Agnus from other countries. They had monstrous abilities that wrecked Agnus’ body and soul as they kept chasing him.


  


  “...Kikik, we meet again.” Agnus stood up and pushed Euphemina out the window. It was his fight. He didn’t want the kid to be pulled into a fight that was impossible to win.




  Chapter 984


  Murray, Ultina, Violet, Ark, Haken, Rotemon, and Glaucian—this was a list of seven kingdoms that had lost a accessory maker craftsman to the mad killer. Since a production class craftsman was very precious, the loss to the seven kingdoms was very large.


  


  The seven kingdoms had to punish the killer, and the people hoped for it too. Respected craftsmen had been killed. If the royal family didn’t take responsibility for it, the trust of the people would be lost and prestige would fall. 


  


  “I finally caught you. Dirty and disgusting bastard.”


  


  The hunters from the seven kingdoms flocked into the room. Some were members of the royal knights, some were reputable mercenaries, and some were unknown names. The 15 positions and personalities were all different, but they had one thing in common. They all had outstanding talents. In particular, the skills of the mercenaries Phildea and Johneman were amazing. They were named NPCs whose names shone brilliantly. It was difficult for Agnus to deal with both of them at the same time under normal circumstances, much less now that he was cursed and weakened.


  


  “Look, Agnus. Stop the unnecessary resistance and come with me.”


  


  Naturally, there were players among the hunters. One of them was Bubat. The role of the initiator was optimized, and he had given great pressure to Agnus during the chase throughout the past few months. If he hadn’t left for a while due to the National Competition, Agnus would’ve already been caught and taken to the guillotine. 


  


  “There is a net of thousands of people around the inn. Even if you escape this place by luck, you will be caught soon. Don’t make a fuss and go easily.”


  


  The hunters received great support from the seven kingdoms. There were hundreds of troops operating secretly, and it wasn’t a bluff to say there were 1,000 people around the inn. However, Agnus wasn’t the least bit frightened. “Why do you talk nonsense every day?”


  


  An awful madness seeped into him. Agnus looked at the enemies surrounding him and recalled his helpless past. It was a time when he had suffered one-sidedly and experienced all types of pain just because he had no power... At the time, he had succumbed to violence but not now. No matter how many times he was frustrated or how much he lost, he couldn’t give in. He would rather fall behind. This was Agnus’ conviction.


  


  “Wait.” Bubat hurried to Agnus who was pulling out his sword without hesitation. “How many times have you been through this already? If you die here after fighting, you won’t get your name off the wanted list. We will continue to track you until we place you in the guillotine. You will die every time and suffer damages.”


  


  Agnus had to be punished by law in order to escape being a criminal. Before he was sentenced to death by the guillotine, the curses on him wouldn’t be resolved no matter how many times he died. It was better to go to the guillotine than to live as a wanted criminal until he was forced to quit the game. Of course, the penalty for being killed by the guillotine was greater than that of a normal death... It was neater to be punished by law rather than to be constantly chased and killed.


  


  “This is the heart of the Overgeared Kingdom. We will be caught by Grid if we make a fuss here. Won’t you be tired as well?”


  


  “I don’t really care. Kikik, do you think I’m afraid of Grid?”


  


  “...”


  


  Bubat didn’t answer. Agnus stopped for a moment. Grid—a person who had a similar past to Agnus—was a pushover who fought for others despite suffering in a world filled with only perpetrators and bystanders. Had he forgotten his misfortunes and suffering?


  


  Agnus hated Grid. He felt disgusted with Grid’s actions and thoughts. Thus, he naturally hated those who mentioned his name. It was enough to kill this person!


  


  “Dyulebul!”


  


  The demon popped out at Agnus’ insane cry. It was a demon with a lizard head on a human body. The demon’s grotesque appearance stimulated primordial terror. Bubat was well aware of how powerful this ray of light was and cursed, “Dammit!”


  


  A ray of light that dealt 20,000 fixed damage was fired from Dyulebul’s mouth. The problem was that an additional 8,000 explosive damage occurred at the point where the rays hit. The small building couldn’t handle the explosion. The wall of the inn was blown away from the explosion. The roof was torn down, and the sky was revealed. There were screams from people who were shocked by the sudden commotion.


  


  “...Using any means!” Bubat gritted his teeth. The Overgeared soldiers would soon come to inquire about what happened, then Grid would find out. Bubat was terribly afraid of him. What happened to the Immortal group that caused a turmoil by invading the smithies of the Overgeared Kingdom? They were ruined. The Immortal group had once been considered as one of the strongest guilds, only to be shattered and scattered like ashes.


  


  ‘My personal quest can’t damage the Yak Guild!’ Bubat’s judgment was quick. He took advantage of the turmoil and withdrew. It was the same for the other hunters who were players. For them, Grid was a target to be challenged, not an opponent to be hostile to. 


  


  On the other hand, the NPC hunters were different. They were fully aware of Grid’s power but didn’t fear or admire him. It was natural. They were NPCs, not players. Thus, they couldn’t feel Grid’s great existence. The current position of the Overgeared Kingdom was also risky.


  


  “Haap!”


  


  Dyulebul attacked in five second intervals. The fire of his spinning tail was maintained at all times, but the damage was so small that it didn’t threaten the hunters. The hunters pulled out their weapons in unison and rushed at Agnus while ignoring Dyulebul. Agnus responded by summoning his death knights and liches.


  


  The hunters’ pincer attacks subdued the death knight. Meanwhile, Lich Mumud failed to shoot his powerful spells. It was due to the location. This inn was in the middle of the marketplace. He hesitated because the civilians could be swept away by the spells. This was obviously an act of rebellion against Agnus’ orders. Still, it couldn’t be helped. Agnus was weakened from all types of curses and couldn’t exercise perfect control over Mumud. It was impossible for him to control the strong will of Mumud, a super named existence who he had only obtained because he was Baal’s Contractor.


  


  After a few strikes, Agnus was driven to be on the defensive and quickly suppressed. The hunters restrained their limbs and pointed their swords against his neck while clicking their tongues. “The filthy murderer is going to suffer.”


  


  After a few months, the chase was finally over. The hunters stared at Agnus with hate-filled eyes and tied him up with rope.


  


  “What’s the fuss about in our kingdom?” A blonde girl asked as she burst into the scene. She saw the hunters’ bewildered expressions and introduced herself, “I am Earl Euphemina of the Overgeared Kingdom. I have to ask you to take responsibility for using force freely in a kingdom that’s not your own, placing the people at risk.”


  


  The hunters immediately introduced themselves and bowed. Then they explained, “This is a heinous criminal who escaped after murdering people in our seven kingdoms. The situation was urgent because we were trying not to avoid missing him, so we weren’t able to obtain your consent in advance. We sincerely apologize and will repay any damage your land has suffered today.”


  


  A heinous criminal who committed murder in seven kingdoms... 


  


  Usually, the disturbance that occurred in the process of arresting him should be taken into account by the kingdom. However, Euphemina didn’t want to do this.


  


  “Are you certain he is the murderer?”


  


  “That’s right.”


  


  “What is the evidence?”


  


  “He was seen at every murder scene.”


  


  “Is that sufficient? What if he was framed?”


  


  “...Are you trying to defend this guy? I doubt the intentions of the Overgeared Kingdom. It has been rumored recently that the Overgeared Kingdom has accepted another species and the empire’s anger is great. Do you intend to become hostile to our seven kingdoms as well because of a murderer?”


  


  “That is a big leap. I just want to confirm the reason why you caused a commotion in the middle of the Overgeared Kingdom. I am just asking a few questions in the process. It is suspicious that you are reacting so sensitively.”


  


  “No, why are you being so strict about catching a criminal? Is there something between the two of you?”


  


  Only Johneman crossed his arms silently. He was a mercenary who didn’t belong to a particular country and didn’t care about international affairs. Then it happened when the atmosphere was becoming bloody.


  


  “Don’t speak nonsense,” the captured Agnus scoffed. He treated Euphemina like she was a stranger. “Is that kid so great? Just take me away. How long do you think I’ll be tied up? Eh? You stupid assholes, kukuk!”


  


  “Shut up!”


  


  “If you want me to shut up, gag me and drag me away. Don’t waste my time unnecessarily.”


  


  Agnus was refusing Euphemina’s help. He expressed it so clearly that Euphemina couldn’t go further. As he was dragged away like a dog, Agnus sent a whisper to her, -Don’t come out in the future. It’s annoying.


  


  -But you...


  


  -Shut up. This is none of your business. Don’t worry, I’ll keep my promise.


  


  Agnus was unfamiliar with goodwill. So, he felt uncomfortable and displeased because it was unfamiliar. Euphemina caught the loneliness in Agnus’ eyes and scolded the hunters who dragged him away, “...The Overgeared Kingdom must be thoroughly compensated for the act of daring to use force here.”


  


  That was all she could do.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  [Your level has risen.]


  


  


  He gained five levels. Grid had achieved this feat in just one month. The achievement was made possible due to the National Competition’s reward buff. However, it was still an unusually fast leveling speed considering the 1st ranked Chris took more than three months to gain one level. 


  


  The outside world was heating up due to Grid’s level-up speed. Players from all over the world paid attention as Grid caused an upheaval in the rankings. There was a lot of speculation that it was the effect of the Different Species’ King which Grid had newly acquired.


  


  Even so, the interest of the person involved was focused on something aside from his level. It was on the Overgeared Skeletons.


  


  “It isn’t right?”


  


  Clack! Clack clack!


  


  The bone fragments had been dropped by Galgunos’ skeleton soldiers after they died. The name of the item was ‘Bone Fragment of a Skeleton Soldier’, but unfortunately, every piece was different. Some were rib bones, some were clavicle pieces, and some were the left arm bones. Of course, the bone fragments looked the same to Grid, but it was a problem because the bone fragments were different from each other.


  


  The issue was that the Overgeared Skeletons needed bone fragments from the ‘same area’ to attach to their body. For example, if they wanted to strengthen their right arm, they needed a right arm bone fragment.


  


  ‘This damn thing... The drop rate for it is too low.’


  


  Why did it need to be the same area? He wondered how many skeleton soldiers he would have to kill in the future to strengthen all the bones of the Overgeared Skeletons. Since there was a chance that the same parts could drop, he might not be able to get all bone fragment parts after killing tens of thousands of them.


  


  ‘The number of times that each area can be strengthened is only once. Thus, a duplicate bone is useless... Huh?’


  


  Grid quickly realized that his worries were useless.


  


  [The Skeleton Soldier’s Bone Fragment has been acquired.]


  


  Clack! Clack clack!


  


  Most of the bone fragments that Galgunos’ skeleton soldiers dropped were needed immediately. That’s right. Unlike his worries, duplicate areas rarely appeared.


  


  ‘It is crazy...’


  


  Grid glanced at the Overgeared Skeletons rejoicing at receiving a new bone fragment and once again realized how fraudulent the good luck stat was. His unlucky life from before he came across Satisfy had been unfair and meaningless. The Overgeared Skeletons were changing.


  


  [The Overgeared Skeletons One and Two have succeeded in strengthening their bones in all areas!]


  


  [The primary awakening has been completed.]


  


  [The stats of the Overgeared Skeletons One and Two have increased significantly!]


  


  The Overgeared Skeletons were now 1.2 times taller than before. With the exception of their skull, all their dried up bones had become fatter. Their physiques were much larger than before.


  


  ...Their skulls also grew, but the growth was smaller in proportion to the rest of their bones.


  


  ‘I have a good feeling!’


  


  Grid stepped up the hunting. The Overgeared Skeletons were level 198, and he planned to raise them to level 200 to get the second advancement class. Of course, it wasn’t easy. The Overgeared Skeletons were too weak in comparison to Galgunos’ skeleton soldiers. Tiramet was summoned, but he only lasted a short time before dying. In the end, Grid hunted the enemies while protecting the Overgeared Skeletons.


  


  Then a few days passed.


  


  [Overgeared Skeleton One and Overgeared Skeleton Two’s levels have increased.]


  


  [Overgeared Skeleton One and Overgeared Skeleton Two can change to their second advancement class.]


  


  Grid achieved his goal, and the Overgeared Skeletons danced with joy. With his eyes fixed to one spot, Grid stood still unsteadily. He gulped and was filled with anticipation as he pulled up the list of potential classes for the Overgeared Skeletons.




  Chapter 985


  [Possible Class List for Overgeared Skeleton One]


  


  [1. Destroyer Skeleton Miner.


  


  Details: (Good at mining)


  


  2. Destroyer Skeleton Clown.


  


  Details: (Can laugh well) 


  


  3. Destroyer Skeleton Dancer.


  


  Details: (Can dance well)


  


  4. Destroyer Skeleton Swordsman.


  


  Details: (Increased proficiency in swordsmanship)


  


  5. Destroyer Skeleton Dancing Smith.


  


  Further information: (Good at dancing and blacksmithing)]


  


  [Possible Class List for Overgeared Skeleton Two]


  


  [1. Restorer Skeleton Miner.


  


  2. Restorer Skeleton Clown.


  


  3. Restorer Skeleton Dancer.


  


  4. Restorer Skeleton Mage.


  


  Details: (Increased proficiency in magic)


  


  5. Restorer Skeleton Dancing Smith.]


  


  Were the details right?


  


  “...” Grid’s silence lasted a long while. He couldn’t accept the second class list of the Overgeared Skeletons in front of him. Was this a dream or reality? The boundaries were ambiguous and difficult to distinguish. Grid was blank like he had a lock on his mind, only to belatedly regain his spirit. He tried to analyze the cause of this absurdity.


  


  ‘I made the Overgeared Skeletons mine several times.’


  


  In Grid’s memories, he had only occasionally used the Overgeared Skeletons for mining when he was lacking labor. The number of times was small enough to be counted on one hand. Following the first advancement class list, he couldn’t believe there was a miner option in the second advancement class list.


  


  ...This was naturally Grid’s subjective memory. At one time, the Overgeared Skeletons were forced to go mining when they were summoned. In particular, it had happened when their levels were low and they were too weak to be useful for hunting. 


  


  ‘Cough... Yes. Let’s say they acquired the mining skill because I made them mine 100 times. And the clown and dancer options are due to their basic habits of laughing and dancing.’ 


  


  Yes, the causes of these three classes were understandable. It was encouraging that the classes of swordsman and mage had also opened. Overgeared Skeleton One watched Grid’s swordsmanship and Overgeared Skeleton Two watched Grid’s magic, leaving room for increased strength.


  


  “It’s fine. It’s fine...”


  


  ...By the way, what was a dancing blacksmith? He couldn’t comprehend this even if he conceded 100 times. It was purely absurd.


  


  “Did you dance while I was doing blacksmithing? Eh? How can I believe this?”


  


  It was natural for the Overgeared Skeletons to open the blacksmithing path. Their master was a blacksmith and they had observed him working many times. However, it wasn’t just a blacksmith. It was a blacksmith with the word ‘dancing’ attached...?


  


  ‘I wouldn’t worry if it was dancing swordsman or dancing mage.’


  


  That’s right. The modifier being attached wasn’t the problem. Rather, it was good. The problem was that the attached position was wrong.


  


  ‘I want the proper combat power for the second class but...’ 


  


  Grid originally wanted to pick the swordsman and mage for the Overgeared Skeletons. Unfortunately, Grid was well aware of the power of a modifier. The more modifiers an item had, the more powerful and useful it was. A dancing smith was likely to be a class with high potential. Of course, the combat power was low.


  


  ‘Giving up the class with a modifier for the ordinary swordsman and magician might give me a feeling of loss...’


  


  Grid was struggling with this and asked Braham, “Braham, what do you think?” 


  


  He didn’t expect to get an answer though. Braham’s soul was in a very weak state, so he was sleeping almost all the time. Grid thought he would be asleep once again, but Braham woke up at the right time.


  


  -It is better to make them a dancing smith. 


  


  Braham’s reasoning made sense.


  


  -The first classes of destroyer and restorer are applied as modifiers to the second advancement. It will be the same with the third advancement. As you know, the concept of modifiers is absolute. The more modifiers there are, the higher the ‘status’ will be. The merits of the class called dancing smith might be small right now, but if you think about the future, it is wiser to choose a class with many modifiers.


  


  Was it because they were the heritage of Shizo Beriache…? Braham was showed great interest in the Overgeared Skeletons. He actively advised Grid and was a big help to him.


  


  “Okay... I will do so.”


  


  This was an investment for the future. It was in order to make the Overgeared Skeletons have the modifiers of ‘destroyer’, ‘restorer’, ‘dancing’, and ‘blacksmith’ attached to the third advancement classes. Grid nodded and made a decision. “It might feel like a loss right now, but it can’t be helped. You will both become dancing smiths.”


  


  Kyaak! Kya kya kyak!


  


  The Overgeared Skeletons were pleased with Grid’s choice. They laughed and started to dance lightly.


  


  [You have selected the ‘dancing smith’ class for Overgeared Skeleton One. Is this correct?]


  


  “Co...rrect.”


  


  [You have selected the ‘dancing smith’ class for Overgeared Skeleton Two. Is this correct?]


  


  “That’s right...”


  


  Flash!


  


  Grid didn’t change his decision, and a golden glow appeared around the bodies of the Overgeared Skeletons who were absorbed in their dancing. Meanwhile, Grid felt a bit regretful. He was gloomy because they were now two dancing smiths who would be of no use in combat.


  


  ‘Sigh. I need to raise them to level 300 as soon as possible.’


  


  The reason for the slow leveling of the Overgeared Skeletons was because the level difference with Grid was too large. The penalty meant that the Overgeared Skeletons received lesser experience points. However, as the level gap gradually narrowed, the level-up speed of the Overgeared Skeletons would accelerate.


  


  [The second class advancements of Overgeared Skeleton One and Overgeared Skeleton Two have been completed!]


  


  [The class compensation effect has increased Overgeared Skeleton One’s strength and stamina by 50. There is an additional 20,000 increase in health.]


  


  [The class compensation effect has increased Overgeared Skeleton Two’s intelligence and stamina by 50. There is an additional 15,000 increase in health and 5,000 increase in mana.]


  


  [The appearances of Overgeared Skeletons One and Two have changed!]


  


  [The information on Overgeared Skeletons One and Two will be updated!]


  


  “Ohhh!”


  


  Once the class advancement was completed, the golden glow was absorbed by the Overgeared Skeletons. The Overgeared Skeletons now turned into shiny golden chibi skeletons instead of just chibi skeletons. If the previous Overgeared Skeletons were like chewed bones left behind by a dog, the current Overgeared Skeletons were fine skeletons made of gold.


  


  However, their eyes were still the same. The ⌓ ⌓ shaped eyes were still naughty.


  


  ‘...I can’t see it.’


  


  It was subtle.


  


  ‘Well... it’s fine since they’re cute.’


  


  Grid opened the Overgeared Skeletons’ information.


  


  [Name: Overgeared Skeleton One


  


  Class: Destructive Skeleton Dancing Smith.


  


  Level: 200


  


  Health: 25,824    Mana: 160


  


  Strength: 1,015  Stamina: 450


  


  Agility: 420    Intelligence: 80]


  


  -Class Specific Skills-


  


  [Bone Cracking Lv. 4.]


  


  [There is a low probability of destroying materials made of bone (undead, items, structures, etc.).


  


  Resources Consumed: None.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 20 seconds]


  


  [Destroyer Dancer’s Blacksmithing Skill Lv. 1]


  


  [-Learn how to make a weapon that is made of 100% bone material.


  


  While making weapons, the skills ‘Dancing’ and Skeleton's Patience will always be activated. If a destroyer’s skill is used with this weapon, the probability of Bone Cracking will increase by three times. The time it will take to make an item is 20 minutes.


  


  Skill Resource Consumption: Materials needed to make the item.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 30 minutes.


  


  ★ Due to the nature of the destroyer, there is a possibility that the item being produced will be destroyed. If the item being produced is destroyed, a wide-area explosion that deals 6 times the item damage specified in the production method will occur.


  


  If the damage range is within 10 meters of Overgeared Skeleton One, Overgeared Skeleton One will also suffer damage.]


  


  [Dancing Lv. 1]


  


  [-Dance to provoke any enemy within 30 meters. 


  


  There is a 70% chance of the taunt being successful.


  


  


  Resources Consumed: None.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: None.


  


  The time required to activate the skill (time required to get into the rhythm): 5 seconds.]


  


  -Skills Learned-


  


  [Skeleton's Patience]


  


  [-A conditionally triggered passive.


  


  LA skill learned from the Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience.


  


  Once activated, defense, strength, and health are doubled.


  


  Resources Consumed: None.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: None.]


  


  [Intermediate Sword Mastery Lv. 7]


  


  [Passive skill.


  


  A skill learned from a master’s swordsmanship.]


  


  [Silver Thread...]


  


  [....


  


  ...


  


  Omitted.]


  


  [Name: Overgeared Skeleton Two


  


  Class: Restorer Skeleton Dancing Smith.


  


  Level: 200 


  


  Health: 19,000    Mana: 5,000


  


  Strength: 50   Stamina: 650


  


  Agility: 220    Intelligence: 1,045]


  


  -Class Specific Skills-


  


  [Bone Sticking Lv. 4]


  


  [-Restores 20% of a skeleton-based undead’s health. The damaged part of the target will be restored.


  


  Resources Consumed: 1,00 mana.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 26 seconds]


  


  [Restorer Dancer’s Blacksmithing Skill Lv. 1]


  


  [-Learn how to make a helmet that is made of 100% bone material.


  


  While making the helmet, the skills ‘Dancing’ and Skeleton's Patience will always be activated.


  


  The helmet will gain the feature of ‘restoration’, and Overgeared Skeleton Two will show a high survival power if armed with this helmet.


  


  The time it will take to make an item is 20 minutes.


  


  Skill Resource Consumption: Materials needed to make the item.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 30 minutes.


  


  ★ Due to the nature of the restorer, it may be difficult to make items. It is because the bones used as the material will be intentionally restored and manufacturing processes such as smelting and forging will be reset.


  


  At this point, Overgeared Skeleton Two will have to start producing the item again from the beginning.]


  


  [Dancing Lv. 1]


  


  [Skeleton's Patience]


  


  [Intermediate Magic Mastery Lv. 7]


  


  [Omitted.]


  


  The Overgeared Skeletons gained six stat points every time they leveled up. Given that level 1 had a basic 10 points for each stat and players gained a 20 point bonus for their first level, the total value of the level 200 Overgeared Skeletons’ stats should be 1,224. However, the Overgeared Skeletons had a stats increase due to the second class advancement bonus, the bone strengthening effect, and the various ‘usable items’ made by Grid.


  


  The total number of stat points was nearly 2,000, which was comparable to that of ordinary level 200 players. It was almost miraculous considering the Overgeared Skeletons were less powerful than players. They literally resembled their master by possessing fraudulent stats. Still, that wasn’t the important issue right now.


  


  “This...”


  


  In fact, Grid had great expectations for the potential of the Overgeared Skeletons until their first class advancement. He had imagined that Overgeared Skeleton One would cause massive explosions to crush the bones of opponents while Overgeared Skeleton Two would use wide-area heals. The result was disappointing because they were terrible, unlike his imagination. The reality was that Overgeared Skeleton One could blow up the item while Overgeared Skeleton Two could reset the process... 


  


  ‘Something garbage like this...’


  


  Grid was forced to bind all his hopes onto the third advancement. The Overgeared Skeletons would have the modifiers of ‘destroyer (restorer) dancing blacksmith’ skeleton. He could still hope for a combat class for the third advancement. Then Braham’s voice entered the ears of the frustrated Grid, -Maybe it is because you are an idiot, but your imagination is poor. Sharing your thoughts are a pain. If this continues, my soul is likely to burst to death before it can recover.


  


  “...?”


  


  How could he be blamed when Braham was going to die anyway? Grid frowned while Braham scoffed.


  


  -Stupid guy. You should be focusing on the provocation skill, not the blacksmithing. One has a wide-range provocation and damage ability while the other can launch an infinite provocation ability. What the hell are you regretting?


  


  “...Ah!”


  


  The Dancing skill didn’t specify the ‘category’ of the enemy. It was even a wide-area skill.


  


  On the other hand, the Bloody Smell option of Malacus’ Cloak didn’t apply to creatures whose sense of smell had deteriorated like the undead. Additionally, Malacus’ Cloak was very dangerous because Grid himself attracted the aggro. However, the Overgeared Skeletons were summons who didn’t receive a penalty from dying.


  


  ‘This isn’t trash.’


  


  Possibilities started to unfold in front of Grid. He anticipated that the Overgeared Skeletons’ third and fourth advancements would come faster than he had thought.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “...”


  


  The defense of the evil eyes village had ended.


  


  A month had passed, but Peak Sword’s condition was still the worst. He felt uncomfortable and unmotivated. It was hard for him to concentrate on hunting, so even Vantner was worried about him.


  


  “Are you still thinking about that knight?”


  


  The knight whom Vantner mentioned was the leader of the Blue Flames Knights of the Gauss Kingdom. He was a young knight named Apollo. Peak Sword was traumatised from killing him. It was because Peak Sword saw himself in Apollo’s image of fighting for his kingdom. A lonely struggle was the fate of a weak nation.


  


  To be honest, Peak Sword hadn’t wanted to kill him. However, he had to fight for the sake of the evil eyes. It was a fair fight, and he had to knock down the enemy. The only thing he regretted now was deceiving the other party who had fought to the end for his kingdom.


  


  Yes, Peak Sword knew all of this. Yet he still felt regretful when the face of the young knight came up.


  


  “...He had only one life.”


  


  Satisfy was only a game to players, but it was reality for NPCs. They couldn’t revive.


  


  “Of course, I will kill him if the same thing happens again. I just regret that I didn’t say a word to him before he died. He was too strong.”


  


  “Then from now on, say goodbye before killing them.”


  


  “...Eh?”


  


  “Say goodbye and kill. Isn’t that enough?”


  


  “...”


  


  “We’re going to be fighting NPCs. It was a planned future from the moment Grid set up his kingdom. Some of the enemies you will encounter will certainly be good people, and you’ll have to kill them. What if you have a mental breakdown every time? Your mind will soon become exhausted. Will you quit the game?”


  


  “Kuk... Yes, my resolve was lacking. I was too short-sighted. I’ll have to greet the enemy in advance before fighting.”


  


  “Good. That’s the right thing to do. Greet and kill them.”


  


  “Hut... Yes.”


  


  “...”


  


  The two men clasped hands. Their conversation content was obviously missing the main point. The listening Overgeared members thought it was so absurd that they clicked their tongues. It was at this moment.


  


  &Zednos: An explosion has occurred in the southern market.


  


  The guild members who were in Reinhardt were talking to each other in the guild chat.


  


  &Ibellin: What happened?


  


  &Zednos: Agnus is visiting. Maybe he is making a commotion.


  


  &Toon: Agnus is here? Why? Isn’t this crazy?


  


  &Jishuka: Yes! He’s a crazy guy~


  


  &Ibellin: (/-_-) I’m nearby, so I’ll be right there.


  


  ‘Agnus?’


  


  In the Galgunos Temple, Bullet’s face hardened as he placed pressure on the war god followers with his undead and jiangshi. Agnus was obviously crazy, but he wasn’t a loose cannon. If a crisis that couldn’t be overcome arrived, he would enjoy the situation but always try to avoid the worst situation. Yet he was visiting the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom where they were obviously enemies...? Agnus wouldn’t have intended to cause a disturbance.


  


  ‘He seems to be having a hard time these days... Maybe he came here because he wanted to rely on me?’


  


  ‘Damn.’ Bullet couldn’t even send Agnus a whisper because Agnus was removed from his friends list. He couldn’t concentrate on the battle. Bullet worried about it before recalling the undead and jiangshi to his side.


  


  “Eh? What happened?” The Overgeared members, who were hunting with him, asked. 


  


  Bullet scratched his head. “I’m sorry but I want to take a break. I’ve been hunting for too long.”


  


  “Are you sleeping at that level?”


  


  “...You have dropped from second in the necromancer rankings.”


  


  It took a surprisingly long amount of time to produce the jiangshi, causing him to drop to fourth place. Nevertheless, Bullet was still a high ranker who was far above the average level of the Overgeared members. This was because the necromancer class was optimized for hunting.


  


  “That was the past. You have to restore your ranking.”


  


  “Today isn’t the only day. I’ll work hard next time. Then I’m going.” Bullet didn’t say anything else and used a return scroll.


  


  He left to help his old idol, feeling grateful and sorry toward the Overgeared members who hadn’t done anything but treat him as an old friend. Still, once he gave his heart, he would never betray or easily abandon the person. This was the man called Bullet.




  Chapter 986


  By the time Bullet arrived at the scene, many people were already present. The Overgeared Shadows and Sticks analyzed the traces of the battle while dozens of soldiers controlled the onlookers. Lauel covered half his face and was in deep thought. ‘This...’


  


  Bullet was able to enter the scene without the soldiers stopping him. His complexion darkened as he looked around the collapsed inn. It was because he saw the traces of Dyulebul’s light ray. Unlike his desperate wish, Agnus was apparently involved in the battle here.


  


  ‘However, Agnus didn’t fight because he wanted it,’ Bullet believed this.


  


  Thus, he approached Lauel and insisted, “It is clear that someone attacked Agnus first. He wouldn’t intentionally make a disturbance in the Overgeared Kingdom.” 


  


  Bullet hoped that Lauel would release Agnus from jail. Lauel made an interested expression. “What is the basis of your claim? Agnus is an unpredictable madman. Furthermore, as the head of the former Immortal Guild, he must be holding a grudge against the Overgeared Kingdom. It wouldn’t be unusual for him to intentionally cause damage to the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  “Agnus isn’t a fool. In addition, he doesn’t feel any regrets about Immortal. In the first place, the one who set up Immortal and chased Agnus was Veradin. Agnus himself doesn’t have much interest in Immortal.”


  


  “You should know the truth first before defending him.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “Aren’t you a member of Overgeared? Why are you acting as Agnus’ advocate?”


  


  “I-I’m sorry!” Bullet realized his mistake and hurriedly bowed his head.


  


  ‘I should’ve figured out the truth first.’


  


  It was simple. All he had to do was ask Lauel a single question, but he was worried about Agnus and skipped the most basic procedure. He was just distracted by Agnus’ safety.


  


  ‘I’m disappointed.’


  


  Bullet was in a greatly favored position due to Grid. Despite being from Immortal, he had received forgiveness and obtained the Jiangshi Production method. How reprehensible would his behavior be from the standpoint of Grid and his colleagues, who considered Agnus their enemy? Bullet couldn’t lift his head.


  


  Then Lauel’s hard voice was heard, “Please be careful next time.”


  


  “Yes. I will be careful.”


  


  In fact, Lauel wasn’t disappointed or angry with Bullet. He knew from the beginning that Bullet was soft-hearted. Grid liked this tendency of Bullet’s and accepted him as a colleague. It was hard for Bullet to turn away from his old colleagues. Nevertheless, Grid didn’t say this to Bullet because he wanted Bullet to know how to keep a level head.


  


  Lauel spoke to Bullet who was still looking at the ground, “First of all, we have failed to secure Agnus.”


  


  “He got away?”


  


  It couldn’t be. This was the heart of the Overgeared Kingdom. The place was completely guarded, and there were monsters lurking everywhere. It was impossible for Grid to escape with force, let alone Agnus. Lauel shook his head at the incredulous Bullet. “He didn’t run away. He was dragged away.”


  


  “Dragged? No way!” Bullet was reminded that Agnus was wanted by seven kingdoms. “T-This can’t be...”


  


  Bullet was able to grasp the truth of the situation. Agnus had lost a place to go and hid himself in the Overgeared Kingdom, an enemy kingdom. Then the pursuers of the seven kingdoms followed him and attacked him.


  


  “A-Agnus...”


  


  Bullet shouldn’t act like this in front of the Overgeared members, but he was worried about his old idol. When he realized his mistake, he hurriedly shut his mouth. Lauel saw this and smiled bitterly. ‘Agnus has his own charm.’ 


  


  Looking at the early days of the Overgeared Kingdom, Grid had been publicly known as trash. At the time, Grid was filled with poison and was fierce toward many people. Nevertheless, he received deep trust and affection from his colleagues. Agnus could have a similar aspect. He was a person who couldn’t be understood without actually experiencing it. 


  


  “Lauel... Do you know where Agnus was taken?”


  


  “Why?”


  


  “Eh? J-Just...”


  


  “You should give up if you plan to rescue him. He will be guarded by the armies of the seven kingdoms, including some of the best talents.”


  


  As a necromancer and jiangshi maker, Bullet could exert great power in large-scale combat. However, the opponent was the seven kingdoms. It was no different from an ant facing an elephant. Bullet also knew this fact. He never dreamed that he could rescue Agnus. However—


  


  “...I want to help Agnus.”


  


  Bullet wanted to show Agnus that there were people fighting for him. He might’ve suffered and been betrayed in the past, but it would be different in the future.


  


  “To him... I want to let him know that he isn’t alone.”


  


  Agnus’ lonely appearance caused great pain to others who were just watching him. Bullet couldn’t imagine how much pain Agnus must be suffering. Bullet wanted to heal Agnus, even if it meant sacrificing himself. However, Lauel’s reaction was cold. “It isn’t possible. Did you forget that you belong to the Overgeared Kingdom? If you step forward, the relationship between the seven kingdoms and the Overgeared Kingdom will become irreparable.”


  


  “I’ll leave the guild for a while. I won’t use the jiangshi. I will never expose a connection between myself and the Overgeared Kingdom, and I won’t harm Grid.”


  


  Bullet liked both the Overgeared Guild and Agnus. He was sincerely grateful toward those who were willing to be his colleagues and friends. It meant there were no pretenses in his words. Bullet really intended to fight alone and risk everything by himself. Even so, Lauel’s reaction was cold to the end. “Do you think of the Overgeared Guild as a joke? Do you think you can leave and rejoin as you like?”


  


  “...”


  


  Lauel persuaded Bullet, “I fully understand your feelings. Nevertheless, you have to realize that you are now a member of Overgeared. Do you know why Grid gave you the strong Jiangshi Production recipe? He wants you to grow quickly and become a boon to the Overgeared Guild. Yet you are going to die on your own now? Isn’t that ignoring Grid’s favor?”


  


  “...”


  


  “From the moment you joined the Overgeared Guild and received the Jiangshi Production recipe, you gained the responsibility of being an Overgeared member. Don’t neglect your responsibilities for your personal feelings.”


  


  Lauel also felt regretful. He pitied Agnus and thought it was a waste of Agnus’ power. This didn’t mean he was in a position to go forth for Agnus’ sake. It was impossible, so it was better to throw away these lingering feelings.


  


  Bullet lamented, “It could be resolved if we can clear up Agnus’ false accusations...”


  


  “Are you sure he is being framed? How can you be sure Agnus didn’t kill those people?”


  


  


  “I’m certain. Agnus might kill strong people, but I’ve never seen abuse the weak. Look back at the incident with Elizabeth. Agnus needs an accessory maker. Would he make himself the public enemy of accessory makers by killing them?”


  


  Lauel had also thought about this part, but he was missing something important. “Do you know who the real culprit is? At the very least, there should be a suspect you can point at.”


  


  “Maybe it is the Yatan Church.”


  


  “The Yatan Church?” Something flashed in Lauel’s head. It was because he saw a new possibility. 


  


  “Didn’t he help Queen Irene and Prince Lord in attacking the Vatican? Agnus had a symbiotic relationship with the Yatan Church yet he helped these two people. It is no different from an act of betrayal.”


  


  “...”


  


  “I don’t know if you have any idea about this, but the Yatan Church has been struggling for the past 10 years because of a certain enigmatic figure and they are sensitive due to Yura’s betrayal from a few years ago. I think they made a plan to punish the new traitor, Agnus, and set an example.”


  


  “Hrmm...” A hopeful scheme came to Lauel’s mind.


  


  It would make Agnus indebted to them while getting rid of a problem he had been concerned about. Lauel asked Faker, “Do you know the whereabouts of Rose?”


  


  “We are gradually approaching her. We’ve found a few traces and will be able to locate her soon.”


  


  Rose was the number one black magician after Yura, and she had become one of Yatan’s Servants. She was one of the villains who summoned the 32nd Great Demon Belial. Additionally, she was one of the leaders of the raid on the Vatican last year. From the position of the Overgeared Kingdom, Rose was someone who had to be punished. Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom had no intention of forgiving her for trying to harm Irene and Lord. They pursued her steadily.


  


  “Wait a moment...”


  


  “...?”


  


  Lauel had Bullet and Faker wait beside him while he focused on whispering to someone. How much time passed by...?


  


  Lauel swept back his silver hair and laughed. “Bullet, I’ll give you a smarter way.”


  


  “What is it?” Bullet had been waiting for a while. He couldn’t help feeling nervous when Lauel didn’t answer him. Finally, a guild message popped up.


  


  [The guild master ‘Grid’ has attached a kill order on the player ‘Rose.’]


  


  “Eh...?”


  


  What was this all of a sudden? Lauel finally explained to the embarrassed Bullet, “Threaten to trample on her.”


  


  What would happen if one of Yatan’s Servants revealed that the true culprit was the Yatan Church? Agnus would be able to get rid of his false accusations.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  ‘I have to pay him back for helping Lord and Irene.’


  


  On the first underground floor of the Galgunos Temple, Grid set the kill order on Rose and felt a blockage in his body become unblocked. He had felt disgusted at owing the bastard Agnus. Now he felt good at the chance of paying off his debt. It was a good situation because he wanted to punish Rose anyway.


  


  ‘By the way, this isn’t an easy decision.’


  


  It was obvious, but in the future, the Overgeared Skeletons One and Two would use their own weapons and helmet. This would optimize their attributes and allow them to demonstrate their stats more efficiently.


  


  ‘They naturally need the best production methods...’


  


  There was one big problem. The Overgeared Skeletons could only learn one production method. Teaching the Overgeared Skeletons the best production method was difficult due to all the materials necessary for the item production. 


  


  ‘This means the Overgeared Skeletons won’t be able to use blacksmithing that often, and they can’t fully utilize their skills.’


  


  However, if he taught them a production method with materials that could be obtained easily, the performance of the weapon and helmet would be insignificant.


  


  ‘I have to coordinate it well.’


  


  He needed a production method with materials that were relatively easy to obtain, but the performance of the items produced also needed to be excellent. 


  


  “...Hmm?” Grid stared at the hard bones of the Overgeared Skeletons. His gaze was so strange that the dancing Overgeared Skeletons were startled.




  Chapter 987


  ‘It would be good to make items with their bones.’


  


  Grid tapped the Overgeared Skeletons’ golden bones. They were dense and hard enough to make no sound.


  


  ‘Bones are crafting materials that can pursue extreme sharpness, but they are weak in durability. However, the bones of the Overgeared Skeletons aren’t weak at all. It is fine to classify them as a blue orichalcum class material.’


  


  The Overgeared Skeletons themselves were a special existence, and they were strengthened by absorbing the bones of skeletons that were over level 350. Moreover, there was room for further strengthening in the future. There were the bones of undead stronger than Galgunos’ skeleton soldiers. This was under the premise that Grid should save the bones of humanoid undead.


  


  ‘It is a problem that time will solve.’


  


  In the end, the bones of the Overgeared Skeletons were a crafting material that would rise in grade over time and the supplies were easily obtainable. The Overgeared Skeletons could pull out their own bones whenever they made an item. The reason for this improbable idea was Overgeared Skeleton Two’s restoration ability.


  


  That’s right. Grid was dreaming of infinite power with advanced items. Theoretically, it was a perfect idea. There was one fatal problem though.


  


  ‘I have to consume one of the Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation slots.’


  


  The premise of this item used the bones of the Overgeared Skeletons as a material. Such an item didn’t exist, so Grid had to create it himself. Moreover, the use of the Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation skill was limited, so he had to be careful.


  


  ‘This is a good investment if I consider that the bones of the Overgeared Skeletons can be strengthened...’


  


  It was important to think carefully. He rubbed the round skulls of the Overgeared Skeletons, who were making uneasy expressions. Then a notification window popped up in Grid’s field of view.


  


  [There are five minutes left in your daily access time.]


  


  Over the past month, Grid had been raising his level at a speed different from others. It was possible because Grid’s ability to hunt was exceptional, but it was also because of his efforts. Grid focused on hunting 16 hours a day. He reduced his sleeping time to focus on the game and thoroughly managed his eating and exercise schedule. Well, it wasn’t just something he was doing now. He had been maintaining this schedule for the last few years.


  


  “Umm...”


  


  Grid logged out and returned to Shin Youngwoo. His expression was exhausted as he got out of the capsule. He lay in bed and wanted to sleep until tomorrow morning. His mind was tired enough to rest for a day. The psychological factor had a huge impact on him.


  


  After the big event that was the demon king subjugation, a strange sense of inertia dominated him. Grid tried not to show it to others, but his mind and body were exhausted. He wanted to have a good rest as psychological compensation for the big event. Then he was reminded of his past and corrected his heart.


  


  ‘I can’t go back to the old days...’


  


  He couldn’t be careless. The other competitors were trying as hard as he was. He might be ahead right now, but there was a chance for them to catch up and for him to fall into hell.


  


  ‘Wake up.’ 


  


  Youngwoo slapped his cheeks, washed his face with cold water, and did simple exercises. Then he took a shower and put on a coat. Today was the 1st anniversary of Khan’s death. It was already the third cycle in Satisfy, and he had always visited Khan’s grave to maintain it. However, there was only one way to commemorate it in reality. It might be a way to appease Youngwoo’s heart.


  


  Ding dong~!


  


  He got into the elevator and pressed the button for the ground floor, but it stopped downstairs. Having received the signal that Youngwoo had activated the elevator, Toon immediately reacted to it. “Are you going somewhere?”


  


  “I’m going to have a drink.”


  


  “Yes, let’s go.”


  


  Youngwoo waved his hand at Toon who was grabbing a coat. “I’ll go alone.”


  


  “No.” Toon was determined. Youngwoo might’ve accumulated many relationships in Satisfy, but he was still a lonely person.


  


  “If you want to drink alone, I’ll sit at another table and wait.” Toon had become quite skillful in Korean.


  


  Youngwoo smiled bitterly. “Thank you, but today, I want to feel alone. Don't worry. Don’t you know? I am very popular these days.” 


  


  At the very least, he was safe in South Korea. To the people of South Korea, Youngwoo was a hero.


  


  ‘Today is Khan’s first death anniversary, and he’s determined...’


  


  It was as expected. Toon looked at the stubborn Youngwoo and nodded. “Then let’s ride separate cars. I will stay at a distance so you can feel alone.”


  


  “...”


  


  “This is the maximum I can concede.”


  


  “...Yes, I understand.”


  


  Youngwoo went down to the underground parking lot with Toon. Then Youngwoo got in the car he had been driving for five years while Toon climbed into a separate one.


  


  Two rare and high-value vehicles appeared on the road, catching the eyes of the people.


  *** 


  


  Rose’s response was quick. She was the 1st ranked black magician and an official of the Yatan Church. Moreover, she had a pretty good visual. Her ability, presence, and beauty meant she was quite popular among the rankers. Rose knew how to take advantage of this popularity. She made headlines when she appeared on a popular TV program and revealed that the Overgeared Guild had set a kill order on her.


  


  “A group is suppressing an individual. One of the best guilds in the world, which should be an example for all, is driving one person to the brink. What should I do? Do I have to abandon my efforts over the past few years and quit Satisfy? Won’t this indiscriminate violence of the Overgeared Guild continue in the future? People who are powerless individuals like me—won’t you also become a victim in the future?”


  


  The world was overturned. Countless people blamed Grid and the Overgeared Guild. This was different from what had happened with Immortal. The effect was greater because Rose emphasized the ‘group’ going against the ‘individual.’ 


  


  In any case, the act of a group suppressing one person was bound to be seen as cruel and cowardly. The masses, who were mostly powerless individuals, didn’t condone the actions of the Overgeared Guild. In the words of Rose, it made them feel like they could be victims as well. As such, they felt the need to hold the reins so the Overgeared Guild couldn’t run wild.


  


  The Overgeared Guild responded immediately.


  


  The mouth of the Overgeared Guild—no, the spokesman Huroi made an official statement, “As one of Yatan’s Servants, Rose has slaughtered numerous players and NPCs. Of course, it is her role in the game and her right to do so. Thus, I wouldn’t usually blame her for her actions. But the story is different when the Overgeared members and the Overgeared people are directly affected. Just as she has the right to act, we have the right as well. It is natural to assume responsibility if she has done something wrong. This isn’t indiscriminate violence but revenge. The Overgeared Guild will get revenge on Rose. She will be held accountable for the sins she has committed against us.”


  


  It wasn’t a group oppressing a powerless individual. Huroi emphasized this, and there was a sufficient effect. In particular, many people hated Rose because of all the killings she committed as one of Yatan’s Servants. Groups advocating for the Overgeared Guild were formed. However, not everyone defended the Overgeared Guild.


  


  -Dogsㅋㅋ The Overgeared ones are running around as usual.


  


  -Look at how they’re controlling the vampire cities.


  


  -XX guys. It is really disgusting that their country is earning money by monopolizing the hunting grounds.


  


  -Even the National Competition rewards were almost all swept up by the Overgeared members. They’re having a full meal.


  


  -What bullshit are you talking about? The Overgeared Guild got the rewards in the National Competition because they’re strong. The hunting grounds are also in their territory, so they can exercise their rights. The dungeon size is limited. Why would you want to share it with everyone else? Even Overgeared Guild One is in a saturated condition.


  


  -It is funny to see the dogs insulting the Overgeared Guild. The Overgeared Guild is having a full meal? Why are you cursing at them when they’re enjoying their own efforts? 


  


  -The struggles of the Overgeared Guild are things we should enjoy together. ㅋㅋㅋㅋ


  


  -By the way, the Overgeared Guild is too harsh. Don’t you remember how Katz used to act before joining the Overgeared Guild? Let’s say someone wants to get revenge on Katz now. Won’t they be hit by the Overgeared Guild’s kill order?


  


  -Peak Sword overreacts every time to racial discrimination. Human garbage.


  


  -My group asked Pon to stop teasing Vantner about being bald and was ignored...


  


  -What group?


  


  -The National Baldness Association.


  


  -This...


  


  -The Overgeared Guild can’t be allowed to continue like this. One day, the Overgeared Guild might dominate everything.


  


  Surprisingly, many people were anxious about this. It was a more primitive fear that came before envy or jealousy. It was an inevitable phenomenon, no matter how well the Overgeared Guild managed their image. However, the Overgeared Guild wasn’t shaken. This was something they had experienced every time, and they were already prepared for it.


  


  Lauel advised Huroi, “You don't have to respond to public opinion. Just strongly express our opinion to punish Rose, no matter what the public says.”


  


  Their intention was simple—place psychological pressure on Rose. Rose noticed the Overgeared Guild’s hard heart and immediately tried to negotiate. She sent a friend request to Lauel in the Overgeared Guild. Then as soon as he accepted it, she sent a whisper, -Why are you doing this? Is it because of the Vatican invasion?


  


  -Yes. Our queen and prince were in danger at the time because of you. It is something we can’t let you get away with.


  


  -...No, what is this? I never expected the prince and queen of the Overgeared Kingdom to be there! In the first place, I was just performing a quest! I didn’t lead the attack on the Vatican. Why are you holding me responsible?


  


  -You didn’t know the royal family of the Overgeared Kingdom would attend the pope’s reelection ceremony? Don’t you know about the relationship between the pope and the Overgeared Kingdom?


  


  


  Lauel interrupted Rose’s excuses and gave her a choice, -Be hunted by us for the rest of your life or testify about how is Agnus being framed and neatly clear up the relationship between us. Choose one or the other.


  


  -Agnus? Did Agnus join the Overgeared Guild? No, that is impossible. Are you paying off the debt for him helping the queen and the prince?


  


  -You just have to give an answer.


  


  Rose wasn’t an easy opponent. She was a person who could see through even the smallest gap. Moreover, she was one of Yatan’s Servants. It wouldn’t be good to reveal a gap to a powerful enemy that could become ‘named’ if certain conditions were met. Rose refused, -I don’t want to. 


  


  What would happen if she betrayed the Yatan Church? She couldn’t flee to hell like Yura had done.


  


  -You will regret it.


  


  -Hrmm, we’ll see. How will public opinion change if I post a video every time you commit violence against me? Just watch. Be ready for the Overgeared Guild to get isolated if you touch me.


  


  It was a tough response, but Lauel just laughed.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  Youngwoo found a stall in a remote location. It had been a long time since he started avoiding crowded places.


  


  “Oh, my. a famous person is here.”


  


  When Youngwoo entered the stall, the owner immediately recognized his face and started flattering him. The world’s top star was in such a humble place. It was unknown if the food and drinks here would suit a special person like Youngwoo. Yet Youngwoo just sat down and smiled. “Well, five years ago I didn’t even have enough money to buy ramyun. Please give me a bottle of soju and a plate of chicken feet.”


  


  “Omo, really? Ah! That's right! I heard rumors that you are a self-made man. It is amazing for your young age.” 


  


  “I was lucky.”


  


  “How could it only be luck? It is your ability and talent to grab onto the luck.”


  


  Youngwoo’s heart eased as the stall owner comforted him. Shortly afterward, the soju came out, and Youngwoo filled up a cup. The smell of alcohol hit his nose, and he was reminded of the first day he met Khan. The man had lost his wife and son and lived in a drunken state. The smell of alcohol had been terrible just from standing beside him.


  


  ‘How much pain was he in?’


  


  Khan had been alone in the world. The weight of the solitude and despair that he had felt couldn’t even be imagined. Nevertheless, Khan had endured the solitude and despair, even making up his mind and stopping his drinking. Thinking about that time, Youngwoo found it funny.


  


  ‘His hands shook from the alcohol, and he couldn’t even hold a hammer.’


  


  How absurd was his laugh when he saw that a blacksmith couldn’t even hold a hammer? Then Khan stopped drinking and managed to hold a hammer. He taught many things to Youngwoo, who had been severely lacking.


  


  ‘Please be happy.’


  


  Khan had been alone the first day they met, but he wasn’t alone now. He must be laughing every day after being reunited with his family in heaven. Youngwoo believed it. Every time he emptied his glass of alcohol, he prayed to God that his belief was real.


  


  “...”


  


  How much time passed by...? The uneaten chicken feet and udon soup became cold. The surface of the raw cucumber that had come out as a basic snack had also dried up. Only the three bottles of soju were empty.


  


  ‘It is already time...’


  


  Youngwoo wanted to recall more memories of Khan, but he couldn’t afford it. He had to go back to keep his schedule for tomorrow. After checking the time, the sad Youngwoo raised his last cup of alcohol to the sky.


  


  ‘I’ll have another drink next year.’


  


  Did humans have souls? There was no definite answer. Even so, people reminisced and mourned the dead again and again. Youngwoo did the same thing for Kham. The last cup was emptied, and Youngwoo got up from his seat.


  


  “Scumbag,” a voice suddenly entered his ears. He turned and saw four men in their mid-20s watching him with drunk expressions.


  


  “Setting a kill order on people and giving them a hard time... You just want to wield your strength because you have it, right? Scumbag, a real scumbag.”


  


  Youngwoo ignored them. He took out cash and politely handed it to the stall auntie. “I’m sorry, please pack up the leftovers.”


  


  “Omo, of course. I’ll pack them quickly.” Wanting to avoid a fight, the anxious auntie started to place the remaining chicken feet into a takeaway container.


  


  New guests entered. Simultaneously, the four men got up and surrounded Youngwoo. “This is a real tough guy. You are packing up leftovers when you make so much money? If it were me, I would give it to a passing dog as a gift. However, you’re pretending to be such a great guy.”


  


  “What’s going on over there?”


  


  “Ah! It’s Grid!”


  


  The new guests glanced over and were surprised to recognize Grid. Then they pulled out their phones without anyone saying anything. They pretended to be taking photos, but they were actually shooting a video. Satisfy’s supreme person was arguing at a street stall! This was naturally a big issue.


  


  “Hey. Are you ignoring me? If a person speaks, you ought to say something. Just once.”


  


  “This jerk must be scared. If this were in the game, you would set a kill order on me, right? Huh?”


  


  “Let’s try it once. Pagma’s Swordsmanship! Yap! Yap! Like this!”


  


  “Puhahaha! Crazy! How funny!”


  


  Youngwoo would be seen as a coward if he stayed still. The quarrel got more intense. The four men surrounding Youngwoo imitated Pagma’s Swordsmanship, mocking and threatening him. Then one person was swept up by the atmosphere and crossed the line. He pretended to hit Youngwoo with a bottle of alcohol.


  


  “Oh, my. Young man!” The stall owner, who was trying to stop the four men, was stunned. Meanwhile, the guests who were filming screamed.


  


  “...Eh?”


  


  Youngwoo grabbed the bottle of alcohol that was threatening him and quietly placed it on the table. Then he raised his hand toward the men surrounding him. His actions were natural and lightning fast, shocking the men. Yet Youngwoo didn’t hit them. His raised hand slowly lowered and tapped their cheeks once. The result was amazing.


  


  “Huung...” The sturdy bodies of the men flopped down.


  


  “Eh?” The people filming and the owner trying to stop them had wide eyes, and they looked like they had seen a ghost. It wasn’t a slap. That was just a hand on their cheek yet their legs lost strength. This was something that people couldn’t understand.


  


  “Thank you. Be prosperous.” 


  


  In the silence, Youngwoo picked up the packed chicken feet and left the place after saying goodbye to the auntie. He turned his gaze toward Toon who was waiting in front of the stall.


  


  “Is this Lauel’s doing?”


  


  “...”


  


  It was easy to guess. The men who had been waiting in the background until Youngwoo finished and the onlookers who had appeared suddenly and started filming... In the first place, those who started the argument emphasized the Rose incident. They also mocked his correct action of packing up the leftovers.


  


  “It is an image-making plan.”


  


  Three hours later, the video titled ‘Grid Makes 4 Men Give Up in Reality’ was ranked number one around the world. People praised Grid’s character after suffering a one-sided insult. They questioned what Rose must’ve done to make Grid set a kill order on her. 


  


  -In the first place, the Immortal Guild received the kill order because they killed the Overgeared blacksmiths. Has there been another case where the Overgeared Guild issued a kill order? No. Rose is the first since then.


  


  -In the end, it means Rose made a terrible mistake.


  


  -Right. She must’ve done something very dirty.


  


  -Look at Grid bowing 90 degrees to the stall aunty.


  


  -God Grid packed up the chicken feet...


  


  The staff of the Patriotic Society—the elite members who had mastered four basic languages—used the keyboard to manipulate public opinion on the Internet around the world. Public opinion started to shift one-sidedly. Now there were few people defending Rose. Rose had good judgment skills and soon raised a white flag.


  


  -...I’ll try to clear Agnus’ name. However, it must be done secretly so the Yatan Church doesn’t know I have betrayed them. I believe that you will give me some reprieve.


  


  -Three days. No more than that.


  


  -That is too short...


  


  -Don’t speak long words.


  


  -...Yes. I’ll do my best. So please get rid of the kill order on me.


  


  It was true that there was nothing more foolish than being hostile to the Overgeared Guild right now. She was keenly aware of this, but after a long period as a high ranker, her pride had risen sharply. Inwardly, Rose sharpened her knife. Sooner or later, she would summon a new great demon with Prince Benoit and would get revenge on the Overgeared Kingdom.
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  Youngwoo drank a lot the previous day, but the burden on his body was small. It was because he drank very slowly. This was the advantage of controlling his pace. 


  


  “This is a hangover soup that Mother cooked.” Jishuka came and handed Youngwoo a bottle of water as he woke up. She was dressed comfortably, but it was a bit too comfortable. Her alluring collarbone and omitted were more alluring under her loose top.


  


  “T-Thanks.”


  


  It was a happy thing to face the sexy features of one of the world’s best beauties in the morning, but it was also a challenge. Jishuka watched as Youngwoo drank the bottle of water. “Aren’t we like newlyweds eating together in the morning?”


  


  “Pfft!” Youngwoo spat out the water and turned his gaze toward the window. It was toward Jishuka’s building that was completed a few days ago. “When are you moving in?”


  


  “Once the interior is completed. The smell of plaster isn’t gone yet, and the furniture I ordered from Italy will come in 10 days. Are you unhappy because our time living together will soon be over? Shall I not go?”


  


  “No?”


  


  ‘Please go quickly.’


  


  Jishuka’s aggressive behavior of clinging to him every time she spoke was both enjoyable and burdensome. He knew that South American beauties were supposed to be enthusiastic, but it was a difficult stimulus every morning.


  


  “Your body is getting better every year. Grid, you are really steady.”


  


  Youngwoo reflexively covered his body with the blanket. Jishuka smiled brightly at his unexpectedly chaste behavior. Her long fingers poked Youngwoo’s hard biceps and chest.


  


  “...” Youngwoo couldn’t stop Jishuka. He enjoyed the pleasant sensation while admiring her tan skin glistening under the sunlight coming through the window.


  


  “What are you doing in the morning?” Sehee suddenly appeared in an apron and glared at Jishuka and Youngwoo. She showed a heartfelt disgust toward her brother. “Yura unni is pitiful. Shouldn’t you give a clear answer to Yura unni before playing around?”


  


  “No, you are misunderstanding...”


  


  “Quickly get dressed and eat, playboy.”


  


  The door banged shut.


  


  ...He was a playboy who hadn’t even kissed anyone yet.


  


  Youngwoo quietly rose from his bed while Jishuka was humming happily.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “I am honestly nervous.”


  


  ‘Let’s no longer cling to first in the overall rankings. Don’t be obsessed with it.’


  


  Chris became determined after seeing Grid’s level-up speed and was happy for a while. He felt liberated from the pressure to maintain his first-place ranking. It made hunting, which had seemed like labor, feel fun again. Now, a new worry made him uneasy. The problem was Rose, one of Yatan’s Servants.


  


  “Rose isn’t an easy opponent. I think it’s better not to provoke her more than necessary.”


  


  He wasn’t talking about her individual power. No matter how strong Rose was, she couldn’t overpower the top rankers of the Overgeared members. Of course, it would be a problem if she aimed for the non-combatants of the Overgeared Guild, but they would be thoroughly prepared for that.


  


  Then what about the Yatan Church behind her? There was no need to worry too much about the Yatan Church either. Since the Yatan invasion, the Rebecca Church had been stepping up efforts to punish the Yatan Church. Currently, the Yatan Church didn’t have the capacity to deal with a country.


  


  Lauel had negotiated with Rose because she knew this fact and couldn’t ask for cooperation with the Yatan Church in this incident. That’s right, but there was a separate problem. It was the summoning of a great demon.


  


  “Rose already has a history of summoning a great demon. It wouldn’t be strange for her to summon a great demon again. She has a grudge against us, and the damage will be disastrous if she summons a great demon in the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  The main project of the Yatan Church was summoning the great demons. The emergence of a new great demon was a scheduled thing.


  


  The listening Lauel shook his head. “It is impossible to summon a great demon in the Overgeared Kingdom. One of the conditions needed to summon a great demon is a large number of human lives, and it is practically impossible to pay with such a large number of human sacrifices in our kingdom. Our security isn’t lacking in comparison to that of the empire.”


  


  After the founding of the Overgeared Kingdom, the guild had been more concerned about security than anything else. The Overgeared members took turns patrolling the territories of the kingdom because they were overly concerned about security. This was the result of Grid’s strong tendencies to take care of the NPCs. This didn’t give any room for summoning the great demon.


  


  “The emergence of a new great demon is likely to be in the kingdom with the lowest security. Additionally, a great demon at the level of Belial can’t be controlled by Yatan’s Servants. Rose can’t deliberately send the summoned great demon to invade the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  Yes, the possibility of direct damage from a great demon was very low at this point. Lauel reached out to Rose because he had detected this.


  


  “We have to wait for the great demon to be summoned. No matter where it is summoned on the continent, we will be the first to challenge and gain the rewards from the raid.”


  


  “I see...” Chris’ expression brightened. His anxiety turned into anticipation, and he put on a subtle smile.


  


  Then Lauel asked something he had been wondering about, “Did you see Grid’s video?”


  


  “The video shot in the tent stall? Of course, I saw it.”


  


  “Chris, what do you think? Grid’s ability has evolved noticeably since the Battlefield.”


  


  “You saw it properly. It seems the demon king subjugation was a catalyst for growth.”


  


  The video had become a hot topic over the course of a day. Chris was very impressed when he saw Grid overpower four men easily. Grid had scanned the shoulders and feet of the four people while talking to the stall owner. He had predicted their movements through careful observations and looked for gaps in their breathing as they spoke. Thus, he managed to overpower four of them in an instant.


  


  “The experience of fighting alone against a number of rankers has strengthened his combat ability.”


  


  Chris and the other high rankers already knew from experience that accumulated combat experience in Satisfy also affected reality. Now Grid was becoming a master in reality. He had been polishing his techniques for more than 10 years, and the concept grew in reality.


  


  “This is good news.” Lauel grew more relaxed upon hearing Chris’ reply.


  


  It was an optimistic thing that Grid had the power to defend himself.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [Your execution day has been decided.]


  


  [Four days from now, you will be executed in the capital city of the Glaucian Kingdom.]


  


  [Your sins are the murders of seven craftsmen. After the execution, your level will be reduced by four and your highest level skill will be reduced by one level.]


  


  [After being executed, you will be freed from the identity of the sinner and liberated from all types of constraints. However, your affinity won’t be restored with the seven kingdoms that are hostile to you.]


  


  [You must remain logged in for at least four hours a day while in jail. If this condition isn’t met, the punishment will increase.]


  


  Agnus had already been trapped in the damp dungeon for three days. However, he had to stay here for four more days. Isolation for one week—this alone was fatal damage to a ranker. Agnus would suffer a very great loss from the execution. It would be wasting a few months worth of effort.


  


  Nevertheless, Agnus didn’t blame anyone. This was nothing compared to the nightmarish life he had suffered. False accusations? No. This was a deserved punishment. He was being punished for harming many people in the hopes of never being weak again. If he refused this, he was afraid that even his old lover would come to hate him.


  


  That’s right. Agnus conscience was based on his love for his old lover, Luina Caroline. For him, Luna was everything.


  


  [Someone has requested a visit, but the Glaucian Kingdom has rejected it.]


  


  Jail was a space where all communications, including whispers and exchanges like mail, were blocked. There was no way to know who requested to visit him. Even so, Agnus was reminded of a girl. It was Euphemina. She was a funny little girl who had been meddling in his business since the Murray Kingdom. Euphemina was the only one who would ask to visit him...


  


  “...No, it can’t be. Kukukuk.”


  


  It was probably one of the high rankers who had been one of his victims. They came to laugh at his miserable self and would feel relieved when they saw him being punished.


  


  “...”


  


  Agnus had no allies. It had been like this from the beginning. The time when Luna stood beside him had been short but very special. Yes, he was alone. It was nothing new.


  


  


  [There are three days left until your execution.]


  


  One day passed.


  


  [There are two days left until your execution.]


  


  A few days later...


  


  [There is one day left until your execution.]


  


  The last day passed.


  


  [The morning of your execution has dawned.]


  


  Finally, the day arrived. Agnus completed the daily access time restrictions, locking himself in the dark and cold jail. The pain was a gratifying means of forgetting his longing for his old lover.


  


  “Come out.” The jailers dragged Agnus’ skinny body roughly. Agnus’ body was in chains and handcuffs, and he was unable to move properly. He was pushed by the guards’ wicked hands, and his face was stuck in the dirt. The guards started laughing.


  


  “KIkik.” Agnus laughed along with them. It was funny because the things he experienced after becoming a criminal were no different from his weak past. Weakness was sin. It was the greatest sin in the world.


  


  “Agnus is being escorted!!”


  


  Agnus was trapped in a carriage with metal bars. He was pulled to the square and could see that many people were gathered—the best and the worst ranked players. It would be strange if the execution of Agnus, one of the world’s most famous rankers, wasn’t a hot topic. Countless people visited the Glaucian Kingdom, including a large number of media reporters and private broadcasters. Through the thick iron bars, Agnus saw the laughing faces of the people.


  


  Agnus, who had been maintaining his madness under the guise of composure, started to tremble. The eyes of tens of thousands of people stimulated the trauma in his deepest mind. At this moment, Agnus became weak. He stood alone among those who laughed and trampled on him.


  


  “Oof...!” Feeling panicky, Agnus started retching. He wanted to escape from here. However, he couldn’t escape. The handcuffs and chains holding him were taking away all his strength and courage. 


  


  ‘Agnus, remember. You aren’t alone. I’m there for you. Have courage,’ he thought about Luna’s words.


  


  In the midst of the panic, he tried to feel Luna’s presence. His trembling gaze was looking for Luna. However, as always, he didn’t find her.


  


  ‘I’m sorry. I can’t forgive myself for getting dirtied in front of you. I’m sorry. I’m really sorry,’ the last words she told him entered his mind.


  


  It was a testament he couldn’t forget, no matter how much he wanted to. Agnus was soon placed on the guillotine. He was forced to kneel. His trembling gaze was filled with tangled green hair.


  


  ‘I like your hair. It is a pretty green like the forest. Agnus, do you know? To these children, you are a forest. If it hadn’t been for you, these children would’ve died lonely by now. I like your kindness. Without the forest, neither humanity nor the world can exist, just as I can’t exist without you.’


  


  One morning that was no different from usual, Luna had come to his side and told him these words when he was feeding the abandoned dogs. Why did he remember that day? Agnus’ eyes became red and his veins bulged.


  


  “I...!” Agnus shouted. He barely managed to speak the truth that no one would believe. “I didn’t kill them...!”


  


  It was a cry for Luna. He prayed that she wouldn’t be disappointed in him. In the end, his cry reached the demon, not Luna who wasn’t present in this world.


  


  [The 1st Great Demon Baal is speaking with a smile.]


  


  -Get rid of your resentment.


  


  [Baal wants to give you a chance. The quest you rejected will be regenerated.]


  


  [Massacre (1)]


  


  [Difficulty: Class quest.


  


  1st Great Demon Baal wants human souls. Slaughter humans and give their souls to Baal.


  


  ★ Quest Acceptance Reward: Freedom from all the curses you are currently under.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Kill 1,000 players (0/1000)


  


  Quest Clear Reward: 200,000 demonic power. Quest linked to Massacre (2).]


  


  [Would you like to accept the quest?]


  


  “...”


  


  Before answering, Agnus once again looked at the people. They were still laughing. Some people enjoyed Agnus’ misfortune while others ridiculed his words. Among them were those who hadn’t been harmed by Agnus. They were the so-called underdogs. Agnus felt something breaking in his head. Uncontrollable rage soared, and his sense of reason fell into a deep swamp. It was at this moment that...


  


  “That’s right! He didn’t kill anyone!” A blonde girl shouted as she came forward. “The Yatan Church framed him. I have a witness. The seven kingdoms should listen to the arguments first and make a fair judgment about his execution.”


  


  A young girl presented a Yatan Church member as a witness. She was Euphemina. Agnus’ expression, which had been distorted like a demon’s, instantly blanked.




  Chapter 989


  “Euphemina!”


  


  “Why is Euphemina defending Agnus?”


  


  “Agnus was framed? Really?”


  


  The tens of thousands of people gathered in the square, who were enjoying Agnus’ appearance, turned their attention to Euphemina. Meanwhile, the observers of the seven kingdoms cocked their heads.


  


  “The Yatan Church is the real culprit?”


  


  “What is this girl’s identity?”


  


  The hunter who met Euphemina the other day explained to the observers, “She is Earl Euphemina of the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  “The Overgeared Kingdom...?”


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  The observers, who were sitting in a relaxed manner on the podium behind the guillotine, showed a lukewarm response. Most of them were antagonistic to the Overgeared Kingdom. First of all, they found the birth of the Overgeared Kingdom unacceptable. The Overgeared Kingdom had overthrown the existing royal family. They were a symbol of rebellion that had broken down the power system which all the nobles on the continent were desperately defending. Just like the royal family, the nobles had a sense of rejection directed toward the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  Moreover, at the founding ceremony of the Overgeared Kingdom, most of the kingdoms had been defeated. In particular, a baron of the Violet Kingdom had been killed by a soldier of the Overgeared Kingdom, so Violet Kingdom was hostile to the Overgeared Kingdom. Moreover, it had been a long time since the Gauss Kingdom and Overgeared Kingdom had become enemies. As expected, there was a strong response.


  


  “It is rude to disturb an execution held by other nations! A kingdom of uncivilized birth that doesn’t even know the basic laws...!”


  


  “Look at her standing up for a killer. I’m getting goosebumps. The Overgeared Kingdom was built by a rebellion, so they are generous enough to forgive murder?”


  


  Earl Chuck and Earl Dolce had visited the Glaucian Kingdom as observers of the execution. They represented the Gauss and Violet Kingdoms and condemned the Overgeared Kingdom. They didn’t care about the truth that Euphemina offered. The observers of the other kingdoms didn’t speak up, but their reactions were similar. They didn’t pay attention to the Yatan follower in Euphemina’s hands and clicked their tongues.


  


  The important thing for them was to comfort the anxiety and anger of the people, not reveal the truth. The criminal had to be punished. It was impossible to get rid of the people’s anger and anxiety if the Yatan Church was the culprit. In other words, they didn’t want to admit that Euphemina’s claim about the Yatan Church was the truth. It was annoying. They didn’t feel the need to drag out the problem when it could be simply solved with the execution of Agnus who was already caught.


  


  “I will say it once again,” Euphemina spoke up and received everyone’s attention. She didn’t show any agitation toward the accusations and ridicule of the two earls. The conditional strongest... Her will was solid now that had she inherited Mumud’s magic. 


  


  “Agnus is a wrongfully framed person. The real culprit who harmed the craftsmen of the seven kingdoms is the Yatan Church,” Euphemina asserted. Then she ordered the Yatan follower standing by her side, “Reveal the truth.”


  


  “I understand,” the Yatan member complied passively. Euphemina didn’t know it, but the blank-looking Yatan follower was obedient because he was possessed by Rose. “Her words are right. We murdered the seven craftsmen and blamed it on Agnus.”


  


  “Why?”


  


  “Agnus betrayed the Yatan Church. We no longer tolerate traitors,” the unimpressed Rose borrowed the body of the Yatan follower and spoke the truth.


  


  She wanted to finish this job as soon as possible. Rose was anxious because her body was left in sleep mode after using the Possession skill. She might’ve hidden it in a safe place, but she didn’t want to leave her body for long. 


  


  “How can I believe that?” Beoris, the most prominent figure among the observers of the seven kingdoms and the earl of the Glaucian Kingdom, asked.


  


  ‘Tsk, they’re too picky.’ Euphemina clicked her tongue and presented the evidence. The evidence was the Yatan follower himself. Euphemina took off the follower’s robe and clearly revealed the red horseshoe-shaped tattoo on the follower’s forehead. This was a tattoo symbolizing a priest who served in the most notorious Yatan Church. It was impossible to reproduce falsely because it was engraved with the magic power of the priest.


  


  “This...!” Earl Beoris and the observer of the Ark Kingdom covered their faces. They felt that things had become complicated at the presence of an undeniable witness. On the other hand, the remaining five observers covered the sky with their hands, not their faces.


  


  “There isn’t enough evidence. The Yatan Church can’t be determined as the true criminal just because of one testimony. Thus, we will continue with this criminal’s execution.”


  


  “...?”


  


  It was an absurd verdict. The people gathered in the square were shocked. The funny thing was that most of them were delighted. They were obviously hoping for Agnus’ execution. Were they people who suffered direct or indirect damage because of Agnus? No. Agnus was just one person. It didn’t make sense for him to create tens of thousands of victims alone.


  


  The public just hoped for someone else’s frustration. The breaking of someone better than themselves was a benefit to potential competitors, and even those who weren’t competitors enjoyed the sight. It might be different if Agnus was a good person, but they couldn’t be bothered by the misfortunes of the wicked.


  


  “Quickly cut off his head!”


  


  “Agnus deserves to die!”


  


  Someone’s shout became the spark. Many people started to cry out for Agnus’ execution.


  


  “Kill Agnus!”


  


  “Kill Agnus!”


  


  “Kill Agnus!”


  


  “Kukuk.”


  


  As expected, humans never changed. The innate nature of humans was ‘evil.’ It was a terrible nature that couldn’t be suppressed by learning.


  


  ‘That’s why I—’ Agnus stared at the quest window still floating before him. ‘I will become a greater evil.’


  


  It was the only way to live in this crazy world. He had to be crazier than others.


  


  [The quest has been accepted.]


  


  [All restrictions have been lifted with the power of Great Demon Baal.]


  


  [Your stats have been restored to the normal value.]


  


  [All skills are now available.]


  


  “Kukuk...! Kuhaha...hat?”


  


  


  The weight of the handcuffs and chains restraining his hands and feet felt light and weak. It was a level where he could break free right now. However, Agnus remained still. A man was reflected in his golden eyes—Bullet. The poor scapegoat who had been tricked by Veradin into joining Immortal and used for years—the idiot jumped out and stood beside Euphemina.


  


  He shouted toward the mad public, “Do you have ears? Agnus isn’t the killer!! You said it yourself earlier!”


  


  Bullet didn’t mention the witness that Euphemina brought. Why did he need to mention it? Agnus himself said he wasn’t the killer.


  


  ‘A stupid fool to the end.’ Agnus read Bullet’s trust and bit his lips. ‘Why trust me? I don’t understand. I am a wicked being. I’m not entitled to receive anyone’s trust. I am alone. I have to be alone. So why are they...’


  


  Something rose in the depths of Agnus’ heart. It was a certain emotion, and it was hard to explain. The feeling was so unfamiliar that he didn’t even remember it anymore.


  


  “You dumb bastard! Who are you?”


  


  “I am a necromancer of the Overgeared Kingdom!”


  


  “Overgeared Kingdom...! The Overgeared Kingdom must be determined to be hostile to our seven kingdoms! We won’t overlook it anymore!”


  


  The observers could no longer suppress their anger. Killing intent filled their eyes as they ordered the hunters, “They are the ones interfering with the execution! Capture them right now!” 


  


  The hunters didn’t delay it any longer. They jumped off the podium and ran toward Euphemina and Bullet. It was at this moment that...


  


  “Kuuack! Kuaaaaah!”


  


  “...?”


  


  It was a chaotic scene. The hundreds of thousands of players recording the scene instantly turned their attention to Agnus. He was screaming despite still being restrained at the guillotine. His bloodshot eyes appeared on the monitors for the global viewers watching the situation.


  


  “...!”


  


  Simultaneously, the audience got goosebumps. It was because they saw the madness in Agnus’ eyes.


  


  “What?!” The observers were astonished as the handcuffs and chains holding Agnus snapped. The excited masses shrank back. The executioner’s head exploded. As soon as he fell down, he became a skeleton soldier and rose again.


  


  “H-Hik...!” People trembled in fear as they felt the power of the world’s strongest necromancer. On the other hand, the hunters didn’t shake. They would deal with Agnus after first overpowering Euphemina and Bullet. They considered Agnus a prey that was easy to deal with. A laugh rang out behind them as they rushed toward Euphemina and Bullet.


  


  “Kahahahat! Get lost!” The death knight and Agnus stuck together and swung their swords. The confused hunters spread out, but Lich Mumud’s magic hit them like their actions had been expected. They all felt at the same time.


  


  “Keok...! Cough cough!”


  


  “Was he this strong?”


  


  The number of hunters dispatched by the seven kingdoms to hunt Agnus had been immeasurable. The hunters currently present where those who captured Agnus in the Overgeared Kingdom, and they had dealt with Agnus who had weakened after killing numerous hunters. As such, they were unfamiliar with the Agnus who had fully regained his strength.


  


  “Dammit!” The hunters collapsed from the unexpected surprise and then rose immediately. They set their top priority as Agnus and stopped moving against Bullet and Euphemina. Agnus ignored the hunters and started attacking Euphemina and Bullet. “You guys, I’ll kill you.”


  


  “A-Agnus?”


  


  “Dieeee!”


  


  “...!?”


  


  Euphemina and Bullet hadn’t expected to be attacked by Agnus and were hit. Their stomachs were stabbed and they staggered back. Bullet shouted, “We’re here to help you!”


  


  “Shut up! Shut uppp! Kihat! Kuahahahat!”


  


  “...!”


  


  Conversation didn’t work. Agnus, his death knight, and lich were completely dominated by insanity, and they persistently went after Euphemina and Agnus. The sharp swordsmanship spread out like a spider web while destructive magic rained down. Dozens of players in the vicinity of Euphemina and Bullet couldn’t cope with the fierce bombardment and died. The only clue to clear Agnus’ name fell down and was resurrected as a skeleton soldier.


  


  Agnus was relentless. He ignored the surroundings and sincerely tried to harm Euphemina and Bullet. Was Agnus really a madman?


  


  “You...” The confused Euphemina defended against Agnus’ offensive, only to stiffen like a stone statue. It was due to Agnus’ expression that was distorted by pain. He made an expression like his heart was being torn apart every time he damaged Bullet and Euphemina.


  


  ‘...He is a terrible actor.’ Euphemina noticed Agnus’ intentions. Agnus was attempting to cut the connection between himself and the Overgeared Kingdom, to avoid them becoming hostile to the seven kingdoms. That’s right. This guy was trying to be alone again.


  


  Euphemina shouted to Bullet, “Let’s leave.”


  


  “Huh? What about Agnus?”


  


  Lauel was mindful of the possibility that the seven kingdoms would ignore the testimony of the Yatan follower. So, he asked Pope Damian to cooperate as a means of changing the flow of judgment. In a moment, Damian would arrive here and clear Agnus of the charges.


  


  Then what on earth was this? Things had completely gone wrong. Agnus had descended from the guillotine himself and made his position more disadvantageous. Rather than helping himself, Agnus only made the situation worse. As Agnus’ sword struck Bullet’s chest, the death knight that Bullet automatically summoned protected him. Agnus’ death knight blew away Bullet’s death knight. Then Agnus’ sword aimed at Bullet’s neck.


  


  “Agnus...”


  


  “Die. Kukuk.”


  


  Agnus opened his mouth to say something when his sword stabbed Bullet. Of course, Agnus couldn’t kill Bullet because his strength stat was relatively low. However, Bullet collapsed in place like a broken doll. It was from mental trauma, not physical pain. Like Immortal’s downfall, he was once again ignored by Agnus, and his heart felt like it was being torn apart.


  


  “...” 


  


  Agnus looked away from Bullet. He laughed as he confronted the hunters and hundreds of soldiers alone. “All of you... You have one life? Kik, kikik!”


  


  “...!”


  


  The hunters, the soldiers and even the observers on the platform shuddered. They felt the ridiculous intuition that they would surely be killed by Agnus one day. The square became a battleground. The insane killer and the skeleton army he led randomly slaughtered people without caring if they were NPCs or players. Now he had undeniably become a true murderer.


  


  -We have shown our favor to Agnus and have sufficiently achieved our purpose. Don’t get involved anymore and return to the Overgeared Kingdom, Lauel’s voice entered the ears of Euphemina and Bullet. Lauel was very pleased with this situation.




  Chapter 990


  ‘Poor little lamb (Agnus).’


  


  From a mansion near the square, Lauel took advantage of the chaos and quickly sneaked into the square to watch. Lauel was happy and pleased because Agnus had shown the ideal response. He lost control over his reason and entrusted himself to madness, cutting off his connection with the Overgeared Kingdom by attacking Euphemina and Bullet. Agnus also declared that he would be hostile to the people (players) in the square and the seven kingdoms. He would slaughter all of them, even if he died a hundred times in the process. Refusing the hand of salvation held out by the Overgeared Kingdom, he was reborn as the strongest disaster to the potential enemies of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  ‘His level of quality is next to Grid and Faker.’


  


  Lauel smiled and sent a whisper of retreat to Euphemina and Bullet. Bullet wanted to convince Agnus a bit more, but Lauel pretended not to know. Everything he did was for the Overgeared Kingdom, and Lauel was willing to trample on the thoughts of others. To others, Lauel might be a villain. The concept of conscience was extravagant for him, who carried tens of millions of lives on his back.


  


  “...It’s a hard life,” Lauel said quietly as he became full of emotion. He mourned for the crushed Agnus and recalled the first time he met Grid.


  


  ‘Leave everything to me. You just have to do what you want.’


  


  Lauel didn’t forget that Grid had reached this point because of Lauel’s oath at the time. Even if someone pointed a finger at him... Even if someone shed tears of blood because of him...


  


  ‘I’m just doing my best for Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom.’


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  『 Agnus’ evil deed of indiscriminately slaughtering players is starting to emerge. Agnus will be more isolated in the wake of yesterday’s incident... 』 This was playing on the TV.


  


  [(Column) The one-sided courtship of the Overgeared Guild.]


  


  [Were they nervous that the truce with the empire is coming to an end?


  


  The Overgeared Guild tried to get Agnus to join them. The method they chose was the predictable and common cliche of salvation. Just before Agnus was executed by the guillotine, Euphemina emerged like a hero and claimed that Agnus was falsely accused.


  


  It was a terrible failure. The observers ignored the witness testimony Euphemina presented. Then Agnus broke free of his shackles and attacked Euphemina. Like a toothless lion who is starving to death yet doesn’t want to drink another animal’s milk, Agnus poured out magic toward the Overgeared Guild’s useless salvation. The raging beast ran wild for over an hour...]


  


  Stories about Agnus were everywhere in the newspaper.


  


  “Crazy bastard!”


  


  It was early in the morning. Youngwoo returned from his jog and crumpled up the newspaper after reading it. He wasn’t angry that the Overgeared Guild was embarrassed. Rather, he was furious that his colleagues’ kindness and thoughts had been trampled on.


  


  “That son of a bitch dares to attack Euphemina...! Bullet!”


  


  Euphemina had wandered all over the continent in order to copy skills. She was forced to waste time because of her class characteristics. Still, Youngwoo had been considerate toward her and had not taken away her time even though she was one of the strongest powers of the guild. This precious power had gone to the distant Glaucian Kigndom to help Agnus. Yet Agnus refused her help and even attacked her. He even trampled on Bullet, his former colleague. Agnus’ attacks and the baffled expressions on Euphemina’s and Bullet’s faces couldn’t be erased from Youngwoo’s mind. Youngwoo couldn’t forgive Agnus for ignoring their favor.


  


  “Why is he really living like that?”


  


  Youngwoo had hated Agnus since the first moment they met. Every time he heard and saw Agnus’ speech and behavior which were distorted by a lack of self-esteem, Youngwoo felt frustrated and angry.


  


  ‘He is worse than the old me!’


  


  It was a baseless confidence! Youngwoo showered in cold water to calm his mind and then immediately logged into Satisfy. He had a mountain of work to do today.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  The crazy combat power of a madman...


  


  The video of Agnus fighting alone in the midst of enemy territory became a hot topic. First, the scene was impressive. Agnus blew away the executioner with magic and turned him into a skeleton soldier. Then he flew forward while blocking dozens of arrows with the skeleton soldiers. Everything was perfect, from the speed at which he summoned the undead to his insight and ability to control the undead.


  


  During the one hour battle, Agnus killed his enemies, made them into shields, and swung them as weapons, leading to his advantage. It was the ultimate area that necromancers pursued. Agnus had already reached it.


  


  “Controlling dozens of undead like that. I wonder if it is possible for a human. Even Kraugel had a hard time controlling a few swords...”


  


  “I agree. I couldn’t believe it when I saw it. His concentration must be enormous since he maintained the best judgment throughout the battle.”


  


  “Isn’t it like the Savant Syndrome? You know, a genius who is born with impaired brain function.”


  


  “Oh? That sounds quite plausible?”


  


  “By the way, isn’t it known that the higher the dominance stat, the more undead that can be controlled? Then will Agnus become much stronger in the future?”


  


  “Maybe he can grow on par with Grid...”


  


  The members of the Overgeared Guild were gathered and talking about Agnus in a common room on the first floor of the palace. They admired Agnus’ skill that was different from ordinary people. Grid was very unhappy when he walked through the corridor and overheard their conversation.


  


  ‘What’s so great about him?’


  


  Then Toban’s voice rang out, “No matter how great Agnus is, he can’t compare to Grid. Grid can kill his enemies in one blow. It is frustrating to see Agnus fighting while summoning skeletons.”


  


  “To tell the truth... Grid will sweep them up in one blow, no matter how many undead Agnus has.” 


  


  “Huhuhut.”


  


  That’s it. Grid was much better than Agnus.


  


  ...No matter what kingdom, it would be impossible to wipe out Agnus’ undead army in one blow.


  


  ‘Well, whatever.’ Grid was in a good mood after hearing his colleagues’ conversation. He hummed as he moved toward the smithy.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  Grid hunted while occasionally returning to Reinhardt. Normally, there was no need to explain why he returned from the hunt. Whenever he hunted, items such as potions would reduce in number or the durability of his items would fall. Thus, it was necessary to return to a village. 


  


  This time though, Grid returned for a special reason. Thanks to his blood-sucking ability and his pets, he could hunt without potions. He could also repair his items himself, meaning he had returned for another reason. It was to repair someone else’s item. That item was naturally… the helmet with ether. It was the ‘eye’ of the evil eyes' king.


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  Grid hammered with all his heart while a little boy crouched beside him. The cute little boy spoke with closed eyes, “My only king, who has captivated my heart with the generosity of the universe... I can’t raise my head every time I trouble you.” Very few people could stay beside the Overgeared King while he was absorbed in his work. Grid wasn’t aware of it himself, but even the Overgeared members didn’t come near him when he was concentrating. 


  


  In other words, the little boy sitting next to Grid was either a very special person or an idiot who didn’t notice such things. This time, it was the former.


  


  “You don’t need to be burdened. I’m sorry that I’m not a greater help to you.”


  


  The identity of the child was the evil eyes' king. He was the owner of the evil eyes who only at least a legend can afford. No one could deal with the evil eyes' king easily, just like they couldn’t deal with Grid easily. Ordinary people couldn’t imagine that the world-class talents would be sitting next to each other in a smithy.


  


  “My king, do you remember?” The cute evil eyes' king tried to speak solemnly. When he heard the voice of the evil eyes’ king which was more serious than usual, Grid raised his head. “What?”


  


  “I have the ability to plant an evil eye in others.”


  


  “...!”


  


  It finally came! Grid thought of the first day he met the evil eyes' king. The king said he had the ability to implant an evil eye in others. These words had aroused Grid’s blind goodwill.


  


  That’s right. It was why Grid did his best for the evil eyes' king. Grid sought the power of the evil eye, so he tried to attain maximum affinity with the evil eyes' king. Finally, the time had come.


  


  “I-I remember. Why? Do you want to implant an evil eye in me?”


  


  “I have been thinking about it since the day I pledged to serve you. However, you know that the evil eye is also a curse.”


  


  “...”


  


  It was why Grid didn’t cling to the evil eye heavily. A curse...


  


  Yes, the evil eye’s power to exercise its ability by simply looking at the target could be dangerous.


  


  “The faces of your loved ones can’t be seen with both eyes. You might unintentionally harm your colleagues. One eye must always be sealed. I can’t bear to plant an evil eye when it will give you loneliness and discomfort.”


  


  The king had been suffering his whole life because of his evil eyes. He didn’t want to burden Grid with an evil eye. Even so, he brought up the story of the evil eyes because it was the only thing he could do for Grid. It was true that the evil eye was powerful even if it was a curse.


  


  “Um...” Grid thought carefully. He didn’t make a hasty decision, just like when he agonized over whether it was right to consume two slots of the creation skill for the Overgeared Skeletons. After a long time, Grid handed the repaired ether helmet to the evil eyes' king and asked, “How many types of evil eyes are there? Can I choose the evil eye I want?” 


  


  There were evil eyes that froze the target they looked at and those that didn’t deal physical damage and caused obedience. If Grid could choose an evil eye, the risk of the transplant would be greatly reduced. The evil eyes' king replied, “I don’t even know how many types of evil eyes there are. Additionally, the evil eye is a force closely related to the nature of the person it is implanted in. Thus, it is pointless to instill a certain evil eye in you. You will be reborn with a power suitable for you once the evil eye is assimilated with you.”


  


  In other words—


  


  ‘It’s random?’


  


  Grid’s headache became more painful. He thought it would be dangerous to have an evil eye when there wasn’t any ether to be used.


  


  “If I’m unlucky, I might have to wear an eyepatch all the time...’


  


  Grid had long favored the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch. He was aware of the inconvenience of having one side of his vision covered...


  


  ‘...Wait, there’s none?’


  


  [Slaughterer’s Eye Patch]


  


  [Rating: Unique


  


  Durability: 7/7


  


  * The skill ‘Vital Spot Detection’ will be generated.


  


  The Slaughterer was tortured for a long time. He was also forced to watch the torture of countless people. 


  


  As a result, he has a high grasp of the vital spots.


  


  This eyepatch has been used by the Slaughterer for a long time and gained this ability.


  


  Conditions of Use: None.


  


  Weight: 0.1]


  


  The Slaughterer’s Eye Patch was a special artifact. There was nothing about ‘interfering with vision’ in the description and only had the hint of ‘seeing the vital spots.’ The Slaughterer’s Eye Patch didn’t interfere with his vision. This meant there was no discomfort wearing it. There was no reason to hesitate to transplant the evil eye.


  


  Grabbing the evil eyes' king, Grid shouted, “Give me the evil eye!”


  


  He believed in his good luck stat. Grid expected that he could get an evil eye without significant risk and the performance would be excellent.
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  “You chose your own destiny. Okay. If this is Your Majesty’s will, I won’t stop you. My king, I—Poriorderporonopitonojiodebe—will implant an evil eye in you.”


  


  Why was it that ‘Evil Eyes’ King’ floating on top of the king’s head instead of his real name? Grid had been secretly wondering, and now he knew why.


  


  ‘Is there a character limit?’


  


  It was also difficult to remember. Let’s assume he didn’t hear the real name. “Please implant it in my left eye.”


  


  “I understand. Don’t let the weight of your new destiny crush your soul.”


  


  It happened while Grid’s hands and feet were curling up, cringing at the line. The evil eyes king covered Grid’s left eye with his small hand.


  


  ‘What type of evil eye will it be?’


  


  Grid’s heart thumped. Believing in his good luck, Grid was 80% expectant and 20% anxious. He hoped that the evil eye would be the best one for him.


  


  [The evil eyes king has used his power!]


  


  [The evil eyes king will try to transplant an evil eye into you!]


  


  [The system will analyze your game history and patterns. The current progress is 3%, 4%, 7%, 11%...]


  


  ‘The evil eye’s ability is closely related to the nature of the person it is being transplanted into...?’


  


  The system seemed to grasp the player’s tendencies based on an analysis of their history and patterns before giving them the evil eye that best suited them.


  


  ‘It is a very good sign.’ Grid was a legendary blacksmith who made more than 700 types of items and had a lot of combat experience. The evil eye given to him couldn’t be ordinary. ‘I will obviously get the best one.’


  


  Grid’s expectations grew even greater. However, it was only for a moment.


  


  [The current progress is 39%.]


  


  ‘...Wait.’


  


  Grid’s expectations, which had soared to 90%, fell to the depths of hell. Looking back at old memories, he realized there were too many wrongs related to his ‘deeds.’ In particular, the early days before he became Pagma's Descendant were a problem. Eating, acting, fraud, arson, violence, deception, cursing, and so on—the evil deeds he had committed during his immature days almost exceeded the capacity of his brain.


  


  ‘I have committed too many wrongs...!’


  


  The most disturbing part was the massive amount of swearing directed toward the operators. If he listed all the profanity in print, it could fill 1,000 pages. It seemed to go beyond two volumes of books.


  


  ‘D-Don’t tell me there is something like a swearing eye?’


  


  Dammit! What if he had to swear every time he used a skill? Would he have to shout it out? Just imagining it was terrible.


  


  ‘Still, the performance should be good.’


  


  In his prime, Grid was a master of swearing who was even greater than Huroi. After all, Huroi used irony to ask about the parents of others, but Grid was different. It was possible for him to spit out a limitless amount of curses without being exhausted. If Grid had a swearing eye, the enemy’s mentality would quickly be devastated.


  


  ‘However, it is a bit wrong.’


  


  No matter how good the performance, it was counterproductive if it ruined his image. It would have an adverse effect on the Overgeared Guild and Overgeared Kingdom if he obtained this type of evil eye.


  


  ‘I can’t get the swearing eye.’


  


  [The current progress is 54%...]


  


  Was it because his gameplay duration was too long? Or were there too many incidents in the game? The system’s analysis of Grid’s history and patterns was slower than expected. Despite this, Grid thought it was a good thing. He was able to calm his mind during this time.


  


  ‘As the saying goes, imagination can become reality. Let’s think positively, think positively.’


  


  Grid had a close relationship with fire. He was always using fire when producing tens of thousands of items. It would be good if he got something like an ignition eye.


  


  ‘Pagma was said to be the Duke of Fire, and I am qualified as his descendant... Ugh.’ Grid stopped thinking and closed his eyes for a moment.


  


  As the progress of the analysis exceeded 80%, a large number of notification windows started to emerge.


  


  [Currently trying to grasp your essence based on your history and patterns but there are too many conflicting intentions.]


  


  [Since it is judged that your essence can’t be determined with just history and patterns, an algorithm will guess your goals and desires.]


  


  [You have too many goals and desires!]


  


  [You aren’t suitable for many evil eyes!]


  


  [The current progress is 95%... 100%.]


  


  [It is concluded that you can’t be defined.]


  


  [Potential system error. Your achievements needed to be reviewed in detail for reconfirmation. Understanding the type, contents, and process of your achievements.]


  


  [You have too many achievements!]


  


  [Morpheus’ main server needs to intervene to properly analyze you and decide what evil eye to implant in you.]


  


  The evil eye was a force closely related to ‘essence.’ Due to its nature, Grid had to face the contents of terribly realistic notification windows.


  


  ‘What supercomputer can’t properly analyze the data of one player?’


  


  It was such a ridiculous development that he was speechless! A new notification popped up as Grid was clicking his tongue.


  


  


  [Completed the search for the evil eye closest to your essence.]


  


  “...!” It was finally here. Grid was nervous. Then small sparks appeared around his left eye. The colour of the iris turned red. The shadows seemed to split in half around the small point of the pupil.


  


  “Heok! T-This eye...!”


  


  As Grid’s eye was changing, the evil eyes’ king grasped the identity of the evil eye and was astonished. Grid was also astonished.


  


  [The evil eye transplant is successful!]


  


  [You have obtained the castration eye due to your selfish greed!]


  


  “Is this a joke?!”


  


  Castration? Was this a 19+ game? Grid felt an instinctive reluctance and fear. He was so upset that he forgot to wear an eyepatch. Grid wanted to be sick. The fact that he could castrate the evil eyes’ king in front of him gave him goosebumps.


  


  “I won’t allow your comfort.”


  


  Grid was hurriedly putting on the eyepatch only to harden like ice. He was greatly embarrassed about the phrase spoken when the evil eye was activated, only to realize the evil eye didn’t affect the king.


  


  ‘It is impossible to damage the king of the evil eyes with an evil eye?’


  


  Or was it that ‘castration’ wasn’t actually castration? As the evil eyes’ king looked confused, Grid sighed with relief and checked the detailed information of the castration eye.


  


  [Castration Eye]


  


  [-A type of evil eye.


  


  Blocks some of the beneficial effects of the target watched.


  


  There is a high chance of blocking the beneficial effects of an atrocious target.


  


  However, the target must be within 12 metres.


  


  Resource Consumption: 500 Mana.]


  


  “...!?”


  


  Grid was astonished. It was because he was well aware of the meaning of ‘beneficial effect.’ Beneficial effects were all phenomena related to ‘luck.’ In terms of combat, there was the critical hit rate, the evasion rate, the accuracy rate, the defense rate, resistance, and item acquisition rate. Non-combat related effects were item enhancement success rate, production success rate, hidden piece acquisition rate, quest acquisition rate, and so on.


  


  Those were the only things that came to Grid’s mind right now. All phenomena related to beneficial effects were so diverse that it was difficult to manually mention them.


  


  ‘The power to block positive odds...!’


  


  This was a big hit, a great jackpot. It might not have an immediate dramatic effect like weakening or strengthening the target, but it blocked the variables. Additionally, it was possible to ruin a particular target. For example, if a competitor was raiding a boss monster, he just had to watch them to lower their odds of succeeding.


  


  ‘Wait. Then will I do a team kill?’


  


  Grid imagined raiding with his teammates only to be called a troll. He thought about it for a long time before his expression distorted.


  


  ‘I thought it was great, but the constraints during group activities are too big.’


  


  It was too bad. He didn’t seem to have received the highest-grade evil eye. Grid was complaining when the trembling voice of the king entered his ears.


  


  “I-If you can’t see how great the c-castration eye is...”


  


  “...”


  


  The evil eyes’ king was someone who understood the principle of the evil eyes. Grid felt like he was naked in front of the king. He was worried that the evil eyes’ king would see his lowly jealousy and be disappointed. However, there was no need to worry. The evil eyes’ king was a demonkin who wasn’t hostile to humans. He peeked at Grid’s essence and felt great joy. “The demon-like being whom I chose as my king! My king, who is only generous to me! I feel infinite respect and trust in your selfishness and greed!!”


  


  “Y-Yes. It is great.” The praise caused Grid to sweat, and he went on to exit the smithy. He still had some things remaining on his schedule. Damian had tried to help Agnus at Lauel’s request but lost his way. Then Grid heard from Lauel that Damian was visiting the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  Regas applied for a duel with Damian, and the guild chat window was already in an uproar, causing Grid to rush to the training field. He couldn’t miss the opportunity to watch the duel between the top talents.


  


  By the time he arrived, the duel was in full swing. Damian was wrapped with all types of buffs as his sword cracked the ground. Meanwhile, Regas’ splendid combos aimed at Damian’s loopholes. The two people smashed against each other in the air before falling apart. Damian fell toward Grid’s side.


  


  “I won’t allow your comfort.”


  


  “Huh?”


  


  There was one part that Grid overlooked. The trigger of the evil eye was the ‘owner of the evil eye looking at the target.’ Even if he didn’t see the target’s eyes, the opponent was seen by the owner of the evil eye. Trying to hide the evil eye with the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch meant that nothing was blocking the evil eye’s view. Ether was also necessary for Grid.


  


  [The castration eye has been activated.]


  


  [Blocking all beneficial effects of the target!]


  


  [This effect is retained while watching the target.]


  


  “...!?” Grid was embarrassed, and Damian was astounded. Grid realized that his evil eye had blocked Damian’s ‘possibilities’ while Damian made a ghastly expression as he stiffened like a stone statue. Regas’ kick struck the back of Damian’s head like a thunderbolt. It was a rapid attack, but it couldn’t hurt Damian in his full buff state. Regas’ real damage came from the combo damage accumulating.


  


  Then Damian collapsed from Regas’ kicks. He stretched out on the floor like a dead frog.


  


  “...!?” Regas’ legs pierced the air at the unexpected reaction. 


  


  ‘Is there a trick at this timing?’


  


  Damian just used his buffs, so how could he suddenly be weak? The intentions were obvious, but the acting was perfect. The kicking damage was actually three times greater than expected.


  


  ‘Did he instantly release his equipment and lower his defenses? Did he pretend to release his buffs to lower my guard?’ Regas recovered his fist and thought about it as he relaxed his shoulders. Damian was still lying on the floor. He was full of obvious loopholes. Regas could likely win right now if he rushed over and attacked. However, Pope Damian wouldn’t reveal such obvious loopholes.


  


  ‘He is inducing my carelessness. The damage will be reversed if I approach him.’


  


  The acting was so blatant that it made him think more deeply. Regas raised his concentration to the maximum while maintaining his distance from Damian. He checked the cooldown of his skills while trying to predict Damian’s next move. This was called shadow boxing. Meanwhile, the Overgeared members didn’t notice the situation and were still cheering for Regas and Damian. Of course, Grid was among them.


  


  “Damian, what are you doing? Get up and fight!!”


  


  “...”


  


  Grid was cheering for a person after turning him into this state? Damian was upset. He kept lying down like a dead frog and was convinced that he was hated by Grid. In a sense, the pope had greater authority than the king of a nation. He, who was respected by everyone, shed silent tears. Damian was very sad, like a five-year-old child whose mother refused to buy him a toy or a cow that had been castrated. Thinking he was hated by Grid, a huge sorrow and fear filled Damian, making him act as if he had lost the world.
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  [All your beneficial effects are blocked!]


  


  [All buffs that are in effect have been turned off!]


  


  Grid emerged outside the battle while wearing an eyepatch. Damian fell into a sense of helplessness as their eyes met. It was a sense that his very existence was denied. Everything was empty. That’s right. Buffs were a typical beneficial effect that weren’t safe in front of the castration eye. There was the premise that it was subject to ‘probability’, but the castration eye was clearly one of the best evil eyes. 


  


  Grid was shocked after finding out about Damian’s situation. ‘Wiping out buffs that have already been applied...?’


  


  It wasn’t that he didn’t think of the correlation between beneficial effects and buffs. He just didn’t expect it to delete buffs that were already being applied.


  


  ‘Great...’


  


  500 mana was consumed when the evil eye was activated. The Slaughterer’s Eye Patch couldn’t control the evil eye. In fact, Grid was very frustrated because of these two difficulties. Now, this was enough to overcome the disappointment. No, he was excited to realize how lucky he was. Grid shook as he was given a distinct sense of purpose.


  


  ‘I should get more Ether Diamonds.’


  


  It was originally a production material. In order to properly use the evil eye, it was better to acquire them. He already knew how to get the Ether Diamonds. The Elliter Mine of Talima was where the Ether Diamonds were sleeping. The reliability of the information was 100% since Kraugel had provided it personally. Grid could go there if he wanted to collect Ether Diamonds. The problem was the fact that it was a forbidden zone.


  


  ‘Great demon’s hand...’


  


  It was also the hand of the 12th great demon. According to Kraugel’s report, one of the 12th great demon’s hands was more powerful than the 33rd Great Demon Belial.


  


  ‘I must raid it.’ 


  


  There was a need to spur his growth. The dragon’s blessing, the enlightenment effect, and experience buff potions meant that Grid had raised his level to 389 from hunting, but this was still insufficient. He had to achieve level 399 and gain the 200,000 Great Swordsmanship. Then he had to achieve level 400 and gain the fourth stats awakening. These were the minimum conditions needed for Grid to challenge the mine.


  


  ‘I also have to increase the entire power of the Overgeared Guild.’


  


  Grid looked at his colleagues gathered in the training field. One month had passed since the end of the 4th National Competition, but the armed status of his colleagues hadn’t changed much.


  


  ‘I’ll have to slowly make items one by one. I’ll also get them the evil eye.’ 


  


  The moment Damian gave up the duel halfway, Lauel’s eyes were shining like a dog in front of a snack. If he had a tail, it would be wagging restlessly.


  


  ‘Lauel has already noticed.’


  


  He was truly a smart person. Grid smiled and took off the eyepatch. His red iris and his pupil, which resembled a black sun, were revealed. He blushed as the line reflexively emerged from his mouth, “I won’t allow your comfort.”


  


  [The castration eye is activated.] 


  


  [Blocking all beneficial effects of the target!]


  


  [There are too many targets in sight.]


  


  [You have insufficient mana. The evil eye will apply to only a certain few people.]


  


  “Evil eye!”


  


  His colleagues finally became aware of Grid’s new power and were shocked, while Lauel cheered. Lauel was even in tears.


  


  “The evil eyes’ king! He used the ability to transplant the evil eye?” Lauel questioned Grid as he held onto Grid’s armor. He wanted to hear that he was right. His heart was desperate for it.


  


  Fortunately, Grid nodded. “It’s great that you noticed straight away. Yes, you are correct.”


  


  “Indeed...!”


  


  Eyes...! He was finally getting his eyes! Lauel was thrilled at learning how to achieve his lifelong desires. He grasped both of Grid’s hands and cried out, “I am living because of you! It is because of your presence that I can be who I am right now!”


  


  “You’re overdoing it,” Grid said and put aside Lauel, who was shedding tears. Then he explained to his colleagues, “Do your best to build up 100% affinity with the evil eyes’ king. Then you will be able to get an evil eye. The concept of the evil eye is...”


  


  Grid didn’t conceal anything. He taught his colleagues about the personality of the evil eyes’ king, his experience of attacking the king’s mind, the process of acquiring the evil eye, and the strengths and weaknesses of the evil eye. There was no distortion at all. Grid’s jealousy only applied to other people or competitors. To his colleagues, Grid was just kind. He didn’t mind even if his colleagues were more talented than him.


  


  “Thank you!”


  


  “Thank you, Grid!”


  


  Lauel listened carefully to Grid’s explanation and embraced him while the others ran to Grid and expressed their affection and gratitude. On the other hand...


  


  “Damian?”


  


  “...”


  


  Pope Damian just watched one with an awkward expression. Grid approached him, and Damian hurriedly waved both hands.


  


  “I-I don’t intend to intercept Grid’s achievements.”


  


  “Intercept my achievements?”


  


  “The method of how to get an evil eye. I’m not a member of the Overgeared Guild and can’t benefit from Grid’s knowledge.”


  


  “What are you saying? Why are you trying to be alone when you’re our friend and colleague?”


  


  “...”


  


  “Damian, I wish for you to also get an evil eye. However, as mentioned earlier, the Ether Diamond is absolutely necessary to use the evil eye without limitations. Thus, let’s go together when we raid the great demon’s hand. When you’re absent, the difference is as big as the difference between the heavens and the earth.”


  


  “Y-You’re overpraising me.”


  


  “Let’s go to the smithy. Didn’t you receive production materials as rewards for this year’s National Competition? I’ll make a new item for you.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Weapons or armor, which do you like? I heard that the sword you’ve been using these days is very special. Is your armor in a worse state than your weapon?”


  


  “Yes... Yes, that’s right. I think it is better not to replace my weapon.”


  


  Damian’s left hand was covered with a bright light. It was a light that was like a flame. He held the light with one hand and pulled at it with the other hand. Then a dazzling white sword with a beautiful appearance was revealed. It was the grandeur of Holy Sword Summoning.


  


  [Player Damian wishes to share the item information with you.]


  


  [Damian’s Holy Sword]


  


  [Rating: Epic (Growth)


  


  Physical Attack Power: 1,450(+175)  Magic Attack Power: 1,090(+81)


  


  * Applies 10% of the wearer’s strength to the weapon’s physical damage.


  


  * Applies 10% of the wearer’s intelligence to the weapon’s magic damage.


  


  * 30% reduction in cooldown time of divine attribute skills. 


  


  * 40% reduction in the resource consumption of divine attribute skills.


  


  * 20% increase in the power of the wearer’s swordsmanship skill.


  


  * 10% increase in attack speed.


  


  


  * 30% additional damage to evil beings.


  


  * There is a low probability of generating a random buff when attacking.


  


  ★Can grow to the myth rating.


  


  ★ The growth rate is very slow.


  


  A sword offered by the heavens to Damian, who has outstanding achievements and has been recognized by the goddess of light. It is a symbol, which is used to punish evil, that will grow with Damian.


  


  Conditions of Use: Damian.


  


  Weight: 0]


  


  “Wow...” Grid was really impressed. With a weapon summoning skill, the holy sword made of light had infinite potential and contained a unique splendor. It was a weapon that even the legendary blacksmith Grid coveted. No, to be precise, Grid coveted it because it was a weapon. There was the option to add some of the wearer’s stats to the weapon’s performance. It was fantastic for Grid who had a huge amount of stats.


  


  “It starts from the epic rating?”


  


  “No, the rare rating. It just grew to the epic rating yesterday. That’s why I haven’t enhanced it yet.”


  


  “At the rare rating, the stats addition rate was less than 10%?”


  


  “Yes, that’s right. It was 8%.”


  


  “It will go up every time the rating increases... Unlike symbolic weapons like the First Holy Sword, these options are practical and it is a weapon that can be used for life.”


  


  “Really? I’m glad. Since this is Grid’s evaluation, I can use it with confidence.” Damian laughed.


  


  It was the Overgeared King and not someone else who evaluated it as a ‘lifelong weapon.’ Thus, his affection for the sword grew bigger. Grid only felt sorry about one thing. 


  


  ‘It needs to be at least legendary great to be a lifelong weapon...’


  


  Grid knew better than anyone else about the slow growth rate of growth type items. He couldn’t imagine how slowly Damian’s weapon would grow when it had the option of ‘growth rate is very slow.’ Grid shook his head and asked Damian, “I’m sorry, can you let me try wearing the sword once?”


  


  Damian’s Holy Sword was summoned using a skill. It was also a sword imbued with Damian’s own magic power and divine power. Would Grid be able to use it? It was the perfect opportunity to experience with his characteristic of being able to ‘wear all items.’


  


  “Yes.”


  


  It was an item that couldn’t be replaced by any treasures in the world. Despite this, Damian didn’t raise any objections or questions about the ridiculous request to borrow it. The holy sword was immediately transferred to Grid.


  


  [Damian’s Holy Sword has been equipped.]


  


  [It is a summoned item based on a skill. If the original owner recovers the skill, you will lose ownership of the item.]


  


  “Ah...” Grid was astounded as he held the holy sword in his hand. He didn’t think he would be able to equip this sword.


  


  ‘Pagma was a huge monster.’


  


  He didn’t forget that the characteristics of Pagma's Descendant originated from Pagma. Grid’s advantages and strengths were naturally from Pagma. As he returned the sword to Damian, Grid was able to keenly realize how great Pagma. He was feeling good because he could correctly identify the fraudulent nature of his class with Damian’s help.


  


  “Tell me the list of required armor. Let’s go straight to the smithy.”


  


  “That... Is it okay? I thought you were busy hunting these days.”


  


  “Do you think I will hesitate to invest a few days in you? It’s fine.”


  


  Just as Damian was always grateful to Grid, Grid also felt grateful toward Damian. He wasn’t bothered at all about investing time in Damian.


  


  ‘I’m also sorry about the evil eye.’


  


  Damian had felt a huge shock and horror when his buffs were removed by the castration eye. Consequently, Grid wanted to comfort Damian after Damian was forced to give up on the duel because of him. The two people headed to the smithy.


  


  “This and this.” The gold medal rewards that Damian handed over to Grid were the Black Tortoise’s Breath and White Tiger’s Breath.


  


  Defense was more important than attack power to Damian, so he chose the water and earth attributes.


  


  ‘It is good.’


  


  This was an opportunity to strengthen the Black Tortoise’s Breath in advance. Grid smiled as he pulled out the insane dragon hammer and anvil.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “Aaaaack! No affinity! It doesn’t rise!”


  


  “A gift doesn’t work and a conversation doesn’t work. This is a real disaster.”


  


  Raising affinity with the evil eyes’ king...! It was a new challenge for the Overgeared members, and it was very tough. Grid had the characteristic of ‘easily acknowledged’ and he had a high reputation, making it easy for him to communicate with named NPCs. However, in general, it wasn’t actually easy to associate with named NPCs.


  


  Of course, the evil eyes’ king was kind to the Overgeared members, but it was tricky because of his chuuni nature and the deep wound in his heart. The number of people who increased their affinity with the king in the past fortnight was small enough to be counted on one hand.


  


  “Kukukuk... He is a symbol of rebirth, but he isn’t an easy opponent...” Even Lauel was unable to gain the affinity of the evil eyes’ king. He only gained one affinity point in the past fortnight. It was the level of a bud. Lauel wanted to get the evil eye and be reborn as his ‘true me.’ As he returned from conversing with the evil eyes’ king, Lauel sighed deeply.


  


  Then the young knight called Royman came running in. “P-Prime Minister.”


  


  Her real name was Karin. She was disguised as a man and still thought the fact that she was a woman had gone unnoticed. Royman had the title of ‘Rising Star of the West’ and had been reborn as a prospect of the Overgeared Kingdom after studying under Piaro for several years.


  


  “What happened?” Lauel was nervous. It was because Royman’s urgent attitude was unusual.


  


  As expected, an amazing report was given, “I-It is a visit from the King of Valhalla.”


  


  “God of War Ares?”


  


  Why was he in a hurry to end the exchange with the Overgeared Kingdom? Lauel immediately headed for the parlor. Ares, who was holding a cup in his hand, put it down and waved. “Hey, would you like to form an alliance?”


  


  “Didn’t you already betray the Overgeared Kingdom and enter into a truce with the empire? Now you want an alliance with us?”


  


  “Betrayed? What betrayal?”


  


  “Didn’t you hand the White Dragon’s Eye to the empire?”


  


  “I indirectly told you that I was handing the White Dragon’s Eye to the empire, allowing you to prepare in advance. Thus, you could resolve it well.”


  


  “Is that how you are packaging it?”


  


  “What packaging? It is the truth. If I really wanted to betray the Overgeared Kingdom, I wouldn’t have let you know the White Dragon’s Eye existed.”


  


  “...It is an excellent speech. Did you learn this from your new strategist?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “...”


  


  Ares’ new strategist was much better than Lauel had expected. The enlightened Lauel saw a bright future.
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  Many things happened in the next two months.


  


  At the end of the truce agreement with the Saharan Empire, the Overgeared Kingdom quickly established an alliance with Valhalla. Without a truce agreement with the empire, Valhalla had gone on to invade their neighboring countries and expand their forces.


  


  The empire felt its back burn. Valhalla and the Overgeared Kingdom… It was presumed they had a hostile relationship after the White Dragon’s Eye incident. So how did they suddenly form an alliance? The empire had predicted that the Overgeared Kingdom would keep Valhalla in check while Valhalla would pressure the Overgeared Kingdom with them. Yet their predictions were completely overturned.


  


  Consequently, the empire was forced to ignore Valhalla and concentrate on the Overgeared Kingdom. They relentlessly put pressure on the Overgeared Kingdom. Then the Overgeared Kingdom started tightening up their borders. The dozens of Overgeared members who received gold medal compensation in the 4th National Competition got new items thanks to Grid. They also exported a massive amount of equipment to Valhalla, strengthening their alliance and accumulating funds. 


  


  Meanwhile, Demon Slayer Yura returned from hell and contracted with a king elemental. She was the first one to gain this achievement and became the protagonist of a world message, becoming a topic comparable to Grid during the demon king’s subjugation.


  


  “I’m envious...”


  


  The Overgeared members, who mostly contracted with lesser elementals, admired the dignity of the king elemental. They congratulated Yura sincerely, but they couldn’t erase their envy. Yura also gained a big motivation.


  


  ‘With this, I am a bit closer...’


  


  She was also a little bit closer to the title of ‘legend.’ Yura was glad that she would be useful in the war against the empire which would occur in the future. Additionally... 


  


  “I will erase the goddess of light, who is painted in falsehoods, from the world!”


  


  “Shut up! You evil people!”


  


  The war between the Rebecca Church and the Yatan Church deepened. In order to increase their influence, the Yatan Church dispersed forces across the continent while the Rebecca Church earnestly resisted them. Yatan’s Servants and Rebecca’s Daughters gathered in one place and damaged several kingdoms.


  


  Interestingly, the Overgeared Kingdom didn’t suffer any damage. It could be considered as due to luck from the heavens since the Vatican was based in the Overgeared Kingdom, but of course, it wasn’t luck. The Overgeared Kingdom wasn’t affected by the war between the Rebecca Church and the Yatan Church purely because of Damian’s efforts.


  


  Damian even went a step further and asked the empire for support, “I believe that the empire can’t ignore the Yatan Church and the fight for the peace of the continent.”


  


  “...”


  


  The emperor had no justification to refuse sending support to the Rebecca Church and was tearfully forced to send his forces. Simultaneously, Kraugel was spotted in the empire. The place he was seen at after the 4th National Competition was the gravestone of Empress Aria.


  


  It was an event that caused rampant speculation. People guessed that Kraugel had joined the empire. However, the truth was different.


  


  “A great evil lives there.”


  


  Kirinus, the best spearsman on the continent, started to open his heart to Kraugel as he pointed to the imperial palace and revealed the tangled truth around Empress Aria’s death. The imperial palace boasted a tremendous scale dozens of times larger than the Overgeared Kingdom. Among them, his finger pointed to the gorgeous palace where Empress Marie resided.


  


  “This evil must be eliminated. If we don’t get rid of her, there will be no future for this continent.”


  


  “...”


  


  Kraugel couldn’t help feeling in awe. Grid had mentioned a long time ago that one of his goals was to kill the empress.


  


  ‘Grid, did you know the whole truth at the time?’


  


  It seemed he had been fighting with a big burden on his shoulders for a long time.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  『 The next breaking news. The Fold Kingdom has been undergoing a rapid development in recent years. 』


  


  The Fold Kingdom was a tributary of the Overgeared Kingdom. 70% of the kingdom was mountainous and poor in soil quality. It was a weak country, but its state of mass poverty had improved and its agricultural and military facilities had expanded. This was the result of capital and manpower from the Overgeared Kingdom. The players of the Fold Kingdom benefited from the infrastructure that was gradually evolving and naturally felt affectionate toward the Overgeared Kingdom. People felt a genuine gratitude to the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  The royal family of the Fold Kingdom came forward to directly praise the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  “We have to try hard so that King Grid’s mercy isn’t in vain! Don’t be lazy! Don’t be satisfied! Our Fold Kingdom should be one of the pillars supporting the Overgeared Kingdom!”


  


  “Wahhhh!”


  


  The Fold Kingdom became a type of multi-base. It was a really strong force capable of moving and developing industrial facilities and manpower that the Overgeared Kingdom could no longer accommodate, as well as gather new resources based on this.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  The strongest Saharan Empire armies—the armies led by the seven dukes—were dispatched to port cities. It was because the water clan started going crazy. The water clan invaded the port cities of the empire and dealt an enormous blow to the empire. Whenever the empire dispatched a suppression force, they would flee to the sea.


  


  They were so hard to track that the empire was forced to place the army at every port city.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [Affinity with the evil eyes king has increased by 1.]


  


  “Phew... It finally reached five points.”


  


  “Congratulations. If you take it slowly, you will someday get 100 points.”


  


  “Yes... I don’t know how many years but...’


  


  The plans of the Overgeared members to build up affinity with the evil eyes king were greatly revised. They recognized it as a long-term project instead of a short-term project and abandoned their impatience. Only one person was different.


  


  “Kukukuk, you have to deal with me today.”


  


  Only Lauel didn’t give up and went to the evil eyes’ king every morning and evening. The evil eyes’ king didn’t seem to hate him very much. No, he seemed to have a liking toward the human race itself. It was a change that had occurred from him watching the Overgeared members for the past two months. Compared to the days when he was isolated and alone... the evil eyes’ king felt that interactions with humans were very pleasant and informative.


  


  The heart of the king influenced all of the evil eyes. The evil eyes got more aggressive in their training, and the Destiny Guardians became more organized. 


  


  Meanwhile, the number of invaders aiming at the vampire cities was increasing. They were dungeons that the Overgeared Kingdom had been using for many years. The players believed they could make a breakthrough as long as they used the dungeons and headed for Reidan’s desert.


  


  Some of them were able to penetrate through the tight guard of the Overgeared members and enter the vampire city. However, the problem was that it was always the ‘seventh’ city. The invaders experienced the worst hell instead of the best hunting ground.


  


  [The vampire earl ‘Noll’ has appeared!]


  


  


  “What trivial bastards dare enter?”


  


  “Hiik!”


  


  “S-Spare us...!”


  


  The power of the noble class vampires was more than rumored. The boy vampire wore armor that neutralized most of the invaders’ attack power, and the invaders were helpless as they were killed. Noll grew rapidly from their sacrifices. It was just as the Overgeared Guild intended. The reason why the elite Overgeared troops guarding the entrances of the vampire cities created a gap in the boundary of the seventh city was to raise Noll.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “Lord Chris of Reidan! Today, I will gain your head!”


  


  There was a constant regional conflict in the desert of Reidan, the border between the Overgeared Kingdom and the empire. In the early days, the Black Knights’ cavalry committed a one-sided invasion of Reidan’s territory, only to suffer greater damage as time passed. It was because the Reidan soldiers had been fully adapted to the desert terrain while the empire troops had found it strange. Whenever the two armies clashed, the imperial army often suffered one-sided damage. It was painful since the empire had to occupy Reidan to invade the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  “You want to get my head with this type of skill?”


  


  Moreover, as the Lord of Reidan and duke of the Overgeared Kingdom, Chris’ power was too great. The black knights couldn’t go up against Chris and the previous Giant Guild members who swept through the battlefield.


  


  “Y-You are just the duke of a small kingdom...!” The Black Knights’ anger and hatred reached the peak after losing hundreds of colleagues. They rushed toward Chris whenever he appeared on the battlefield. From Chris’ point of view, they were good nutrients.


  


  “Overgeared King Grid threatens humanity by colluding with different species. This can be called a disaster. I will put down the disaster for the sake of peace on the continent.”


  


  It was a relationship stemming from the emperor’s declaration two months ago. The official relationship between the Overgeared Kingdom and the Saharan Empire was now that of ‘enemies.’ The armed conflict between the two nations started to be recorded as formal wars, not temporary happenings. The ‘war system’ was activated, increasing the players’ experience gain rate.


  


  That’s right. The Overgeared members could now grow through war. Every time they killed an enemy, they gained a high amount of experience, just like catching a monster. Of course, it was an enjoyable system. If it wasn’t for the war system, the Overgeared members would have suffered from the war. The S.A Group had a good grasp of the position of the players.


  


  “Chriiiiis!” The deputy chief of the Black Knights, who lost an arm to Chris in the preceding war, roared and rushed forward. He was level 385. The Black Knights were a subordinate organization of the Red Knights, but their leaders were comparable to the Red Knights. However, this wasn’t enough to threaten Chris. After all, he was first on the unified rankings. In order to suppress Chris’ talents, effort, and experience, an enemy that was at least the fourth advancement should come out.


  


  [The commander ‘Chris’ has cut off the head of the enemy!]


  


  [The morale of the allies has risen!]


  


  “Waaaaahhhhh!”


  


  Reidan...


  


  In the city that bordered the empire, the elite troops of the Overgeared Kingdom were growing every day.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  『 There are many cars in the world. However, the only car that satisfies me is from Daejin Motors. 』


  


  The Daejin car advertisements that used Shin Youngwoo—Grid—as a model started to dominate all media platforms. The Daejin Group had considered Grid’s busy schedule and produced a CF starring him only three months after the end of the National Competition.


  


  “Youngwoo-ssi has an aura that is different from ordinary models and actors. I mean... it is like the dignity of the royalty of European countries? Haha.”


  


  “That’s not true. Your praise is too much.”


  


  “No, it’s not. This isn’t an exaggeration but pure sincerity...”


  


  The advertisement which was completed with an exceptionally high perfection rate would be sent to a total of 198 countries. In a coffee shop in the lobby of Daejin Motors’ headquarters, Youngwoo drank hot chocolate as he watched the advertisement, which was being played continuously on the screen. 


  


  “Ah, the development of the new car is expected to be completed soon. The items were chosen well. You can look forward to it.”


  


  Thanks to Shin Youngwoo’s ridiculous press conference, the president of Daejin Motors had to develop a new car unexpectedly. The identity of the man sitting next to Youngwoo was the president of Daejin Motors. He had originally planned to meet Youngwoo in his office, but he suddenly wanted to boast to his employees that he was in a coffee store with Grid.


  


  The effect was big. Numerous employees who were in the lobby stopped and stared at the coffee store.


  


  “Wow, I never thought the day would come when I would see God Grid sitting in our lobby.”


  


  “It is a real jackpot. Didn’t he use any correction effects when making his character in Satisfy? The ratio is almost model level.”


  


  “Putting aside proportions and looks, there is a different force about him. He is unlike a normal person.”


  


  “That’s right. Our boss gives off an extraordinary impression, but he is like Extra Number One in front of Grid.”


  


  “Ah, was that our boss?”


  


  “...I only recognized him now.”


  


  The words of the employees in the lobby entered the ears of the president of Daejin Motors. He heard the words ‘extra’, ‘squid’, and ‘folding screen’, but he didn’t care. The president was proud that he was recognized while sitting next to Youngwoo who wielded the highest influence.


  


  ‘I should go home early today to boast to my son and grandchild.’


  


  The president was excited and spoke to Youngwoo, “So I was saying... It is the God General Sys.”


  


  “God General Sys?” Youngwoo didn’t understand for a moment. The name of the new fake car that he had thought up of roughly at the press conference wasn’t important enough to remain in Youngwoo’s memories. Youngwoo belatedly pulled out the memory and nodded. “Ah, yes. The new car that I’m looking forward to so much that I can’t sleep at night? I didn’t understand for a moment because I didn’t know you would use the name of God General Sys.”


  


  “Haha, it is the name that Youngwoo yourself gave, so we have to use it. That’s why we’ve decided to produce only one for Youngwoo.”


  


  “That’s right.”


  


  “By the way, what if we made six cars?”


  


  “Six?”


  


  “Yes, two for Youngwoo-ssi’s parents, one for Youngwoo-ssi’s sister, one for Youngwoo, one for Yura, and one for the chairman.”


  


  “Why bother...”


  


  It was an opportunity to get free cars for all his family members. Although it seemed remarkable listening to it the first time, it wasn’t actually free. A tax would be incurred. The cost of production was close to 800 million won, and if he received four cars, the taxes he would have to pay was horrible to imagine. He would rather pay tax for a better-branded car for his parents and give his old car to Sehee.


  


  The president witnessed Youngwoo’s confused expression and misunderstood his thoughts.


  


  “Ah... It isn’t intended to show off the relationship between the two families... This... It is just a pure commemoration...”


  


  ‘Ah...’ Youngwoo belatedly noticed the chairman’s intentions. It was to give Grid and his granddaughter a couple car. Additionally, Grid’s family and the chairman would ride the same car. The car proved they had a special relationship. In other words, the chairman wanted to show off.


  


  “Hrmm.”


  


  Well, wouldn’t it be good to let this type of thing emerge? However, it was a story of when he would meet this request. Youngwoo let the president be nervous for a long time before finally opening his mouth.




  Chapter 994


  “I understand the chairman’s will. Instead, I have a requirement.”


  


  “What is it?”


  


  This was a chance for him to show off a connection with a chaebol family. It might be a precious opportunity for someone else, but there were no merits for Youngwoo. The condition he gave was completely unexpected.


  


  “I heard that big companies and famous people are fostering rankers at a business or family level. Is it the same for Daejin?”


  


  The word ranker naturally meant a Satisfy ranker. The president of Daejin Motors looked around uneasily before responding in a low voice, “Of course, we have also made some developments.” 


  


  Chairman Lee Jinmyung didn’t appreciate his granddaughter’s enthusiasm for Satisfy, but it was because he had always regarded Yura as his successor. Lee Jinmyung recognized the importance of Satisfy according to the trend of the times and secretly sponsored and fostered rankers at the corporate level. Once they were fully grown and participating in big events, Daejin’s reputation would rise naturally. Well, now, Yura’s name was sufficient.


  


  “Have Daejin step up and encourage the rankers of the Korean companies and family members to join the Overgeared Guild.”


  


  “...” The president of Daejin Motors made a distorted expression. The thought of Youngwoo eating up all the power that the companies had invested in was absurd and somewhat unpleasant. He felt that he was being treated as a pushover.


  


  Youngwoo shook his hand. “I don’t mean to have them permanently join the Overgeared Guild. That isn’t possible. I just want to receive support from them in the form of temporary mercenaries. It will be good for both sides. We will provide at least unique-grade items made by the best blacksmiths of the Overgeared Kingdom as well as top-quality hunting grounds.”


  


  “I guess it is the hunting grounds on the border of Reidan which are much talked about these days.”


  


  “Yes, your level will rise quickly if you hunt imperial soldiers.”


  


  The war of attrition with the empire was gnawing at the power of the Overgeared Kingdom. Since the empire had an army that was hundreds of times larger than the Overgeared Kingdom’s, the constant loss of soldiers would only damage the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  “Is your ultimate goal to fill the Overgeared army with players instead of NPCs?”


  


  The president of Daejin Motors had little experience playing Satisfy. However, he was the president of a large company and was able to easily grasp the situation. Youngwoo nodded while secretly admiring the president. “You saw it correctly.” 


  


  “Umm... Yes, I understand. I’ll tell the chairman. Even so, I don’t know if the other companies will move easily. Obviously, they will demand a lot.”


  


  “I will coordinate it well. All you have to do is pass on my message to them.”


  


  Youngwoo anticipated what the companies wanted. It was for Grid or the Overgeared members to be models for their companies, to receive items produced from the Overgeared Kingdom, or have corporate publicity signage in the Overgeared Kingdom. Youngwoo was willing to accept them all.


  


  ‘In any case, I need a lot of money.’


  


  He could sleep less. If he divided his time well, he could promote the companies. There were many blacksmiths, so he could produce as many items as they wanted.


  


  ‘I will draw on the resources and assets of the companies while the companies will borrow my knowledge and skills.’


  


  The deal was likely to be fully realized. The companies’ evaluation of the Overgeared Kingdom was very high. However, tying himself up to a large number of companies from the outset would cut his value, so he only used domestic companies.


  


  ‘A funny picture will come out.’


  


  The rankers were easy to control because they belonged to a company or a family. He would gather hundreds of thousands of them in Reidan to consume the imperial troops. Of course, this was Lauel’s big picture.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  In Satisfy, darkness was the symbol of evil, and evil was the great demons. This formula was applied to the elementals. It was a natural outcome for the light elemental king to favor Yura, who had hunted the most number of demons among the players.


  


  [Light Elemental King Contractor]


  


  [You can use the highest ranked light elemental.


  


  Current level of the highest-grade light elemental: 1


  


  -Available Elemental Techniques-


  


  * The energy of the elemental king is infinite. The use of the elemental doesn’t consume the resources of the contractor.]


  


  [Sword of Light]


  


  [Makes the elemental into a sword of light.


  


  The Sword of Light follows the contractor…]


  


  [Flash]


  


  [The light elemental will ‘instantaneously’ move to the target pointed out by the contractor.


  


  If the target is strong, it will shine intensely…]


  


  [Elemental King Summoning Lv. 1]


  


  [Summons an elemental king to the present age through the light elemental.


  


  The ability of the light elemental king is affected by the ability of the contractor.


  


  The low skill level limits the abilities of the light elemental king.


  


  Summoning Duration Time: 10 minutes.


  


  Cooldown Time: 30 hours.]


  


  “...”


  


  Yura hadn’t been expecting much after she was forced to postpone her visit to the World Tree due to hunting in hell. Most of her colleagues had contracted with lower to intermediate elementals, and she thought she would be the same. Yet it ended up being an elemental king.


  


  She once again owed a great debt to Grid. Her current self wouldn’t exist if she hadn’t met him in the temple in the past. She would still be one of Yatan’s Servants, struggling against the Rebecca Church and Overgeared Kingdom. Yura would have regreted it every day.


  


  “I’ll become someone you can count on.”


  


  Step.


  


  Today, Yura didn’t open the gate to hell. The place she came to was the city of Reidan surrounded by the desert.


  


  “Yura?”


  


  


  On the walls, the faces of the Overgeared members—who were tired from the inexhaustible imperial army—brightened. Yura had been focused on hell hunting since the beginning of the 4th National Competition until the present. Consequently, they hadn’t expected her to join the war so soon. The gold medalist in Drawing the Saint Sword and silver medalist in PvP—she was a strong representative of the Overgeared Guild. She was a power that could do the work of ~4–5 of the top Overgeared members alone. The Overgeared members were reassured that she would be with them in the future.


  


  After a while...


  


  “Hell Leap.”


  


  The Overgeared members witnessed Yura’s development and realized how much they had underestimated her. She jumped into space itself and moved to hell, leaving the gate that connected hell to the present world. Demons popped out of the gate and into the middle of the battlefield.


  


   “Eh?”


  


  There was the sudden appearance of the red dimensional door and the demons pouring from it. The imperial soldiers were stunned by the unrealistic sight and forgot to even scream as they became food for the demons.


  


  “You can summon demons?” Chris asked with a surprised expression. A demon hunter could summon demons...? It was a bizarre contradiction.


  


  Yura shook her head. “I simply opened a passage.”


  


  Hell Leap—it was a skill that temporarily transferred her body to hell. The user didn’t know where they would appear in hell, and the temporary transmission only lasted for one second. Yura took one second to identify the place she appeared, recognized the presence of a sufficient number of demons in the vicinity and opened the gate while escaping from hell. She applied the escape technique as a summoning technique. For the imperial soldiers, it was literally a hell gate.


  


  “Aaaack!”


  


  “Hiik! S-Spare me...!”


  


  The duration of the gate was one minute. It was plenty of time. Demons with the instinct of eating humans utilized the gate actively. They flew forward with full power.


  


  “W-Wow...”


  


  Thousands of demons popped out and massacred the imperial soldiers, causing the Overgeared members to feel overwhelmed. They worried that they would be next after the imperial army was destroyed. However, they had Yura. As the imperial soldiers were chewed up, the demons who turned their attention to the Overgeared members in a hungry manner were pierced by Yura’s bullets.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “There haven’t been too many prey these days.”


  


  “The Vatican is closed, so it is natural to have no guests.”


  


  At a mountain village near the Vatican, there was a unique village with large and small Rebecca statues in many places. Originally it was filled with tourists wanting to visit the Vatican, but it had been dusty of late. The Vatican was temporarily closed as the war between the Rebecca Church and Yatan Church intensified. As such, the Vatican wasn’t accepting outsiders, so no tourists were visiting the village.


  


  “Hrmm.”


  


  Thanks to this, Shay was bored. The assassins—Shay, Kerb, and Sniffer—were a vicious PK group that worked with Dong Pao—a Rebecca priest—in luring tourists to certain areas and stealing their money. However, they were also the benefactors who informed Grid about Marie Rose’s presence and gave him Kasim. Of course, they hadn’t meant to be benefactors.


  


  “I want to release some stress, but it isn’t working.”


  


  “I should pick up an assassination request today.”


  


  “I have done more than 100 commissions this month. I don’t like it anymore. It is annoying. I need some healing.”


  


  “Eh? Hey.”


  


  The trio sitting on the terrace of the restaurant turned their gaze toward the person at the entrance of the village. Just by looking, it was obvious that the person had a lot of money. It was a man wearing unusual sunglasses. They didn’t see his face and ID because he was wearing a helmet. but based on the overall armed status, his level was in the low 200s.


  


  “Doesn’t he look like a character made by a man with some money?”


  


  “Yes. All the level 200 items are enhanced.”


  


  “He might be a gold spoon.”


  


  The items scattered a subtle glow. This was proper prey. Shay’s group exchanged sly smiles with each other and got up. The three people came down from the terrace and were engaged in daily conversation as they passed by the unidentified man. Yes, they passed by the prey they had been waiting for.


  


  ‘X! Leave quickly!’


  


  The trio hastened their pace. They had an iron rule. This cardinal rule was that they didn’t mix with a person who hid their face and ID. Why? In the past, they had a bad experience with Grid who concealed his identity. They didn’t want to go through that terrible experience twice. Since then, Shay’s group excluded unknown targets from their PK list. It was a type of phobia.


  


  “Oh, it would be good if we could hunt pushovers like in the old days.”


  


  “It was almost a windfall to meet those kids. Still, what can we do when it is a one in a million case?”


  


  They couldn’t be discouraged. The reason why Shay’s party could PK in one area for a long time was because they were cautious. In particular, the most important thing was their affinity with the villagers. The villagers didn’t doubt Shay’s party, who were friendly and kind, and never thought they were bandits. Sometimes, paladins from the Rebecca Church would come down to the village and ask about the bandits, but they never cared about Shay’s party. This was the importance of image management.


  


  “It is impossible today. Perhaps we should go to the guild and ask...?”


  


  The trio left the village only to freeze like a stone statue. They noticed that the unidentified man was following closely behind them. The man took off the helmet and black hair flowed down. The revealed name was...


  


  “G-Grid!”


  


  Shay’s party was full of hatred. They even wanted to kill Grid.


  


  “This is great. Have you been doing this in the same place for many years?”


  


  “T-That, sometimes... Sometimes just...”


  


  “T-That’s right! These days, we mostly work in other places. We sometimes come here for healing!”


  


  “I-It is like a heart that misses home... Hahaha...”


  


  Shay was a single digit ranker on the assassin’s ranking. During recent times, he had fallen to the top 20, but he still had excellent skills. In particular, he had a lot of experience with PK and excelled in PK skills. Even so, he was modest in front of Grid. He had been beaten by Grid several times and was afraid of him. Grid suggested to them, “Go to Reidan. In that place, you can cheat, kill, and steal from the empire’s players. Won’t it be more fun to play on a bigger stage than in a village like this?”


  


  “...You want to use us as a tool of war?”


  


  “D-Do you think we will cooperate with you?”


  


  “Yes, if you don’t want to die. You will be killed by me and then have a kill order placed on you.” 


  


  “...Shall we leave right now?”


  


  “Assassination is our specialty. Isn’t that why you came to us? We’ll definitely be a great help to you.”


  


  “Yes, I’m looking forward to it. You will be rewarded if you play an active role.”


  


  Grid had to mobilize as many contacts as possible in order to deal with the empire. Thus, Grid was wandering in search of connections, but they were mostly evil ones. He was fortunate that he was stronger than those he had a bad relationship with.


  


  “Next is Bubat... Hmm...”


  


  After confirming the appearance of Shay’s party, Grid was ready to use the return scroll, only to stop. Now that he was here, he became curious about ‘that’ place. Grid failed to recall the old location and had to ask Shay, “That dungeon, where was it?”


  


  “Dungeon? Ah, the one with the vampire duke sealed? It is a forbidden area, so it isn’t stored on the map.”


  


  It was a space where magic and skills were blocked because of a powerful evil influence. That was the space where Shay’s party used to hunt the players.


  


  “It is approximately three kilometers northeast of here... Hey, forget it. Just follow me.”


  


  It was complicated to explain in words. Instead, Shay just moved forward, and Grid followed behind him. Shay was making a smug smile. He was timid, but he wanted payback.


  


  ‘No matter how great Grid is, he can’t catch up with my speed when I’m a master of swiftness.’


  


  Grid would try to chase Shay and be humiliated. Shay imagined Grid’s expression and hummed. Then he used a skill that increased his movement speed to the peak. However...


  


  “...”


  


  Grid maintained the appropriate distance behind Shay without much difficulty. He was very agile and hd recently created a set of items that sped up his movements. Shay started crying. ‘Filthy bastard. Really filthy bastard. Eating everything alone.’


  


  He would quickly finish this side of the world and cut off all connections with Grid forever. He would leave for the other side of the continent, so he wouldn’t get involved with Grid again.


  


  ‘No, let’s go to the East Continent,’ Shay vowed repeatedly.




  Chapter 995


  People weren’t seriously concerned about the war situation in the Overgeared Kingdom. Was the empire’s army hundreds of times larger than the Overgeared Kingdom?


  


  “What does that mean?”


  


  Grid would come forward and slaughter the enemies as always. People took it for granted, and the experts didn’t disagree. It was because Grid and the Overgeared members had shown too much. They always handled crises in ways and methods that transcended common sense.


  


  Then what was the truth? The situation of the Overgeared Kingdom was like a candle flickering in the wind. The armies of the seven dukes were tied down for a while as they defended the port cities, but there were still the magicians of the Tower of Eternity, the magic machines, the Red Knights, the Five Pillars, and so on. The empire hadn’t pulled out their real power yet. On the other hand, the Overgeared Kingdom had already put a lot of effort into stopping the empire’s troops. 


  


  Grid was nervous. He was anxious because bad results kept coming up. The reason why Grid used methods, such as dealing with the companies and using his network of connections, was in effort to change the expected outcome. He came here was the same reason.


  


  [Marie Rose’s evil influence makes your magic power turbid. All types of spells and skills aren’t available.]


  


  [You have resisted.]


  


  It was an ominous entrance that looked like the mouth of a monster. This was the cave Marie Rose was trapped in. The vampire duke sealed by the second pope Chreshler and Rebecca’s Daughters—the ultimate vampire who transcended Shizo Beriache—was released from the seal by none other than Grid.


  


  ‘It happened because of Malacus’ Cloak.’


  


  An unintentional accident had occurred. Grid was looking forward to the effect of the Blood King Candidate.


  


  [Blood King Candidate]


  


  [You have become a candidate to be a blood king. 


  


  You will give a sense of pressure to ordinary vampires. All ordinary vampires hostile toward you will have their stats decreased by 15%.


  


  You will give a sense of confusion to true blood vampires. All true blood vampires hostile toward you will have their stats decreased by 8%.


  


  Direct descendant vampires will be interested in you. Any direct descendant vampires facing you will temporally awaken from the Curse of Idleness.]


  


  Grid had sealed four direct descendants, so the title Qualification of a Blood King was promoted to Blood King Candidate. The alertness of the direct descendants rose, and this was enough to awaken them from the Curse of Idleness. This might work positively for Marie Rose.


  


  ‘I am happy to play.’


  


  Noll said that when he faced Blood King Candidate Grid, the thought that ‘everything was annoying’ had been erased from his head and he had been filled with motivation. He’d felt ‘emotions’ for the first time since he was born, and he had been filled with a fearsome anger and killing intent toward Grid.


  


  Noll had described the event of the day like this, “I realized I was alive after feeling the emotion. Once the Curse of Idleness was broken, I felt sorry for the wasted time and even grateful to you for making me angry and forgetting the curse.”


  


  This was why Grid looked forward to the effect of Blood King Candidate.


  


  ‘If Marie Rose is like Noll...’ 


  


  Would she be thankful to him for freeing her from the seal and the Curse of Idleness? What emotions would she feel, and if she felt favorable toward him, would she take a cooperative attitude? Of course, it was an extremely optimistic idea. He could provoke Marie Rose and be slain by her.


  


  However, the circumstances weren’t clear, so Grid planned to grasp a straw and contact her. Marie Rose was one of the most powerful beings in the world. The benefits that came from having her as a companion were so huge that it couldn’t compare with the value of Grid’s life. 


  


  ‘It is a gamble I should challenge once.’


  


  Grid came here to increase his chances of the gamble. He sent Shay back and entered the cave alone. Then he pulled out a pickaxe and held it.


  


  ‘Braham said it previously. Marie Rose’s evil influence was inherited from Shizo Beriache, and she has a very strong personality.’


  


  He knew because he actually experienced it. It had been ~15–17 years since Marie Rose left here, but there were still remnants of her evil energy. Grid made a hypothesis, ‘The cave that sealed Marie Rose for hundreds of years will have a thick evil influence...’ 


  


  It was a natural formula that caves had minerals. That’s right. Grid thought it was likely that the minerals present in the cave were affected by Marie Rose’s evil influence. He wasn’t expecting much from the performance of the minerals.


  


  ‘The minerals affected by Marie Rose’s evil influence will have a low rating. I only hope that they aren't corroded by the evil influence.’


  


  The land near the cave was barren. Thus, the minerals which were directly exposed to Marie Rose’s evil influence might’ve become dusty and corroded. Nevertheless, the reason why Grid needed the minerals was to buy Marie Rose’s favor when they met someday.


  


  ‘She’s very sensitive to the smell of blood from Malacus’ Cloak.’


  


  It was enough to wake her up from the seal after hundreds of years!


  


  ‘If I am wearing items that contain her evil influence, she will recognize them immediately.’


  


  He couldn’t help being impressed with his way of thinking. His thoughts were occasionally extraordinary. Then Grid started looking closely at the cave. It was to observe the presence of minerals. However, there were only stones at the entrance, and he had to go deeper.


  


  [Marie Rose’s evil influence makes your magic power turbid. All types of spells and skills aren’t available.]


  


  [You have resisted.]


  


  [The remnants of the evil influence is eating at your physical and mental strength. You have fallen into the ‘weak’ and ‘confused’ state.]


  


  [You have resisted.]


  


  The deeper he went, the thicker the concentration of evil influence and the higher the physical burden became. Grid was able to resist them, but it would’ve been different for Shay’s party.


  


  ‘They can’t even enter here.’


  


  Marie Rose’s seal wasn’t defiled. Once he learned that, Grid’s mind felt more comfortable. He was once again impressed by the fraudulent nature of a ‘legend’ and felt thankful as he arrived at the innermost part of the cave.


  


  ‘It is surprisingly big.’


  


  He hasn't known it from the outside, but it was a huge cave. It took 40 minutes to reach this place despite there being only one road.


  


  ‘She has been sleeping here for hundreds of years.’


  


  Grid looked at the coffin in the middle of the space. It was a pure white coffin. The beautiful figure of Marie Rose sleeping there naturally came to his mind.


  


  “Ah...”


  


  He had imagined it, but her real beauty was enough to make him feel in awe. It was mysterious. Grid emerged from his thoughts and carefully observed the wall of this space. It was in order to find minerals, but most of them were already corroded by the evil influence. This space was quite big, and it took time to search.


  


  ‘Ah, the efficiency is too bad.’


  


  If it wasn’t for the residual evil influence, he would’ve called Minor over right away. The minerals detector hadn’t found new minerals in a long time, and he was inactive these days.


  


  ‘Still, he isn’t playing around...’


  


  For a few years already, Minor had been forced to work in the library without a break. He read books related to minerals and geography and expanded his knowledge. Grid raised the building level of the library purple for Minor’s sake. Increasing the level of the library widened the variety of books it handled.


  


  ‘Minor’s mineral detection capability is evolving steadily.’


  


  In order for Minor to be more active, the territory of the Overgeared Kingdom had to expand. The larger the scope of Minor’s activities, the greater the likelihood was of finding new minerals. Thus, he couldn’t lose more in the war.


  


  ‘I absolutely can’t lose any land. Absolutely not.’


  


  The Overgeared Kingdom had been built by Grid and his colleagues. It contained all of their hard work and enthusiasm. Yet it was going to be taken away by others now? Grid couldn’t accept it. He had no thoughts of letting it being taken away. Thus, he planned to depend on Marie Rose.


  


  “Ah...!”


  


  Grid searched for a while and finally found his goal. There were some minerals in the corner of the space which was so darkened by the evil influence that it was blacker than darkness.


  


  “This is it!”


  


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  Grid started mining. His skill handling the pickaxe wasn’t rusty and was still amazing. Any miner who saw it would cry. By the way...


  


  [The mining has failed.]


  


  [The mining has failed.]


  


  [The mining...]


  


  [The continuous mining failure has increased the possibility of damage to the stones.]


  


  “...?”


  


  It was a mineral that endured Marie Rose’s evil influence. This was the first time Grid had seen such a stubborn mineral. The stones—which were embedded deep into the ground—weren’t easy to mine, even with Grid’s skills.


  


  ‘Ah, what to do?’


  


  Failing to mine a mineral one or two more times could damage the mineral and reduce its value. Grid pondered for a moment if he should bring Minor inside, even if it was dangerous. Then he shook his head.


  


  ‘I need the residue of the evil influence, not the mineral itself.’


  


  In the first place, he didn’t have any expectations for the performance of a weakened mineral. As mentioned earlier, the mineral itself might be useless. It wouldn’t be a problem if he kept failing in the mining and damaged it. Grid gave up on his idea and started mining again. Surprisingly, the mining succeeded without failing once.


  


  [You have succeeded in the mining.]


  


  [The Unidentified Iron Ore has been acquired.]


  


  “Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.”


  


  [The information about the target item has been updated.]


  


  Ttiring~


  


  [Iron Ore with Evil Energy]


  


  [An iron ore that has been saturated with evil energy for many years.


  


  Care is required when handling it.


  


  There is a possibility of dying when touching it by hand.


  


  Weight: 5] 


  


  [This item has a hidden function!]


  


  [Iron Ore with the Power of Transcendence]


  


  [An iron ore imbued with the power of an existence that isn’t subject to death.


  


  Anyone who can cope with the evil influence of the iron ore can obtain the hidden strength behind it.


  


  * There is an option to add stats when using it as an item making material.


  


  However, there is a high possibility that all types of restrictions will arise due to the evil influence.


  


  Weight: 5] 


  


  “Huh...”


  


  From an ordinary person’s standpoint, it didn’t look very good because of the evil influence.


  


  “...Hahahat.”


  


  Was there any more? Grid’s eyes that were blank for a while lit up. He started to search the entire cave again. The coffin which had been watching Grid closely asked, -Did you wake up Marie Rose?


  


  “...?” Feeling stunned, Grid was lost for words.


  


  The coffin introduced itself, -I am 2nd Pope Chreshler.


  


  “...?”


  


  Was this also Pagma’s work?


  


  ‘Is he crazy?’


  


  No, he wasn’t. Pagma had locked the soul of 5th Pope Franz into the sword despite Franz being his friend. As far as Grid knew, there was no contact between Pagma and the second pope.


  


  ‘...Thus, he could do it without any burden.’


  


  Grid’s expression was awkward as the coffin inquired again, -You woke up Marie Rose, right? Why did you wake up the person sleeping inside me?


  


  “No, it wasn’t me. It was empty when I came here, ” Grid denied it. He didn’t know what would happen if he revealed the truth. Grid overlooked one fact. The first pope and second pope—those who made the Rebecca Church transcended the category of ordinary humans. Grid couldn’t deceive the ego of a transcendent.


  


  -You are lying to me right now.


  


  The coffin flew and hit Grid.


  


  “Eek...?”


  


  Was he being beaten up by a coffin? Grid had suffered through a lot in his life, and he thought this was absurd and unfair. Then the coffin scoffed contemptuously at him, -Did you learn to lie from Pagma while inheriting his skills?


  


  “...!?”




  Chapter 996


  The seven malignant saints had betrayed the gods and deceived the people. Faith had declined, and great demons had appeared on the ground. That was the age of grief. The people who suffered from war and hunger resented the gods while a poor saint went on the path of penance—this was the birth story of the Rebecca Church.


  


  The saint speaking here was the first pope. The holy sword of light had been given to the saint who completed the path of penance. The saint had defeated the great demons with the power of the holy sword and sang the goddess’ praises. Righteous heroes had been drawn to the song. They had built temples and statues for the goddess.


  


  The saint had been crowned by the heroes and had become pope. The pope was above the heroes. This was the final chapter of the story. As could be seen from the overall picture, the first pope had been a very special person. He had destroyed the great demons and built up faith. He was the great person who had saved all of humanity. It was highly-rated compared to other legends.


  


  The Rebecca members revered him as a god-class being. Would such a great person select just anyone as his successor? Absolutely not. The first pope had searched for someone more talented than himself to be his successor, and this was Chreshler. Hundreds of years later, he became a person who couldn’t leave a coffin but it wasn’t good to look down on him.


  


  “It’s a lie? But I really wasn’t lying.” Grid tried to resolve Chreshler’s misunderstanding. “Your Holiness’ coffin was already empty when I arrived here. Marie Rose was already gone. Really.”


  


  -You are a really bad guy.


  


  “Huh?”


  


  -My ego was sealed in the coffin made of sacred wood and is designed to wake up when an intruder enters. This is the second time I woke up.


  


  “...?”


  


  -The first time I woke up, Marie Rose was still sleeping in me. Now she isn’t.


  


  “...So?”


  


  -So? 


  


  So? He didn’t understand…? The pretend innocence of Pagma’s successor was abominable. If he didn’t let Marie Rose go, who did it? The coffin jumped on its own. It was an absurd sight! Grid tried to avoid the attack of the coffin but failed. The coffin was as fast as Faker using Lantier’s technique.


  


  [You have suffered 33,780 damage!]


  


  “Keok! C-Crazy!”


  


  What the hell was going on? The unpleasant beating hurt too much. Grid would die with one or two more hits. Chreshler’s voice entered the ears of the bewildered Grid, -You’re still alive? I didn’t know I had become so weak. Is there a limit even though I took over the sacred wood?


  


  “I-I don’t understand what you’re saying, but it is a misunderstanding.


  


  -Misunderstanding? Misunderstanding~?


  


  ‘I-Is this a human (?)?’ 


  


  Grid sensed it. Chreshler had once been considered as the strongest pope ever, and he had been a great man who left his name in history. A conversation wasn’t going to work with him.


  


  ‘Let’s run away.’


  


  Grid judged that he really could die here. He wanted Chreshler’s information about Pagma and the minerals, but he decided to give up. He didn’t want to die because of a coffin!


  


  “Quick Movements! Blackening!” Grid used his skills to escape from this place.


  


  -...Hmm, what? It does seem to be a misunderstanding. Chreshler calmed his agitation and stepped back.


  


  Grid wished Chreshler’s attitude had changed one second faster. “...?!” 


  


  It was a higher power and instinct that transcended skills and the concept of magic. The existence of Chreshler denied any evil energy. Grid’s Blackening was lifted, and the haze of demonic energy melted away like snow under the sun.


  


  [Blackening has been forcibly released!]


  


  [The supreme divine power is denying your demonic energy!]


  


  [There is a severe recoil in your body!]


  


  [You have suffered 2,265,320 damage!]


  


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. Your health is fixed to a minimum...]


  


  “Cough! Cough, cough!”


  


  What was this? Grid was astonished by the strong impact. Blood poured out from a hole in his body, and he trembled. Chreshler was stunned.


  


  -You emitted demonic energy in front of me? Were you going to commit suicide? I’m surprised.


  


  “Pant... Pant...”


  


  What skill was this? Chreshler came up to Grid who was coughing up blood. He was appalled by the sight of the empty coffin floating in the air.


  


  -Well, you survived. This is why a legend is good. In any case, a cockroach is a cockroach.


  


  “Kuoock... What did you just do?”


  


  -I didn’t do anything. My presence as a pope detected and extinguished your evil energy.


  


  “...”


  


  -There is no need to look at me like I’m a monster. The pope’s presence doesn’t work on Marie Rose. Uh, I have to catch her and seal her...


  


  “...”


  


  -I guess the lifespan of the sacred wood was shorter than I thought. I think you didn’t release Marie Rose from the seal. It is that the divine power of the coffin weakened and Marie Rose woke up herself from the seal.


  


  It was true. Grid might’ve stimulated Marie Rose, but he wasn’t the one to release Marie Rose’s seal. She woke up by herself and left this place by herself. Grid just gave her the smell of blood.


  


  ‘...In the end, I am a contributor.’


  


  He wasn’t stupid enough to explain it though. Grid took a potion and asked Chreshler, "Were you killed when you sealed Marie Rose?"


  


  -No? I sealed Marie Rose and lived well for decades, dying after a long time. I lived until I was 110.


  


  “Then how did you seal Marie Rose before you became the coffin?”


  


  -I naturally sealed her with my holy power. However, the third pope was short-lived, and the fourth and fifth generations were so weak that they couldn’t bear Marie Rose’s evil influence. I felt that Marie Rose was going to awaken, so I was forced to die and become a coffin. I placed my ego into the coffin made of sacred wood. 


  


  “Was it Pagma who helped you at the time?”


  


  -Yes. That jerk... He cheated me.


  


  “...?”


  


  -He told me that my senses would remain, so I could feel Marie Rose in me forever even when I'm asleep. It was fucking bullshit.


  


  “...?”


  


  -I lose all my senses when I fall asleep. Thus, I never felt her. Sigh. I was looking forward to waking up and feeling her again...


  


  “...”


  


  It felt like Grid was having a conversation that was out of focus. Grid woke himself up by hitting his cheeks and corrected the direction of the conversation.


  


  “Can you tell me about Pagma? Additionally, the first intruder...”


  


  


  -What are you going to do if I tell you? Are you going to bring Marie Rose back?


  


  “...”


  


  He wanted Grid to catch Marie Rose? Grid thought it was ridiculous, and Chreshler laughed.


  


  -You have a cute part, unlike Pagma. Your reaction is straightforward and not bad. Okay. I’ll answer your question. It seems you have been a great help to us since you have received the blessing of the goddess of light and the three churches.


  


  The second pope instantly discerned the goddess’ blessing and the blessings of the Rebecca, Judar, and Dominion Churches.


  


  ‘Indeed, people should live a good life.’


  


  There was nothing wrong with the saying ‘you reap what you sow.’ Chreshler spoke to the expectant Grid, -Lie down in me.


  


  “...In your coffin?”


  


  -Isn’t it better to see it once than listen a hundred times? I’m going to show you my old memories.


  


  Still, wasn’t lying down in a coffin too much? Grid faced the wide open coffin and was forced to hesitate. As a living person, lying down in a place where the dead stayed was uncomfortable. However, this only lasted for a moment. Grid nodded and lay down in the coffin. Then...


  


  [The Sacred Wood Coffin has accepted you.]


  


  [The divine power has permeated you in a very small amount.]


  


  [The advanced light elemental has responded pleasantly.]


  


  [The light of the advanced light elemental has become a bit brighter.]


  


  [Dark resistance has permanently increased by 5%.]


  


  [In the future, there is a very low chance of adding 5% holy attribute damage to basic attacks.]


  


  [Affinity with Chreshler has increased by three.]


  


  “...!”


  


  He received an unexpected benefit! Grid was delighted as his vision turned dark. When he opened his eyes again, he saw a long-haired man standing in front of him. It was a beautiful man who looked like a painting of the Hwarang from the Silla Dynasty hanging in an art gallery. (TL: Flower youths, an elite warrior group of Silla know for their beauty.)


  


  ‘Pagma!’ Grid cried out unknowingly, but vocalization was not possible.


  


  [You are in a frozen state in Chreshler’s past.]


  


  [You are experiencing the past from Chreshler’s perspective.]


  


  [You are in an observer state. You can’t intervene in the past.]


  


  Chreshler opened his mouth on behalf of Grid, “Can you make a coffin out of the sacred wood?”


  


  Chreshler’s past voice was different from the one Grid heard in reality. It was a much older and cracked voice. These must be Chreshler’s last years.


  


  “You don’t fear the sacred wood?”


  


  “I know enough and have handled the branches of the world tree several times. I believe that experience will help.” Pagma’s expression was confident as he answered.


  


  Chreshler nodded as he sat down and stared at Pagma. “Okay. I will trust you since you are a person the fifth generation recommended.”


  


  Once permission was given, Pagma immediately started working. His movements to suppress the holy power of the sacred wood were careful and delicate but not too slow. Grid admired it.


  


  ‘His workmanship is great.’


  


  This was the person who developed skills in Grid with only knowledge. The process of turning a huge tree into a coffin seemed beautiful.


  


  [The Sacred Wood Coffin production method has been acquired.]


  


  [You have learned the techniques to handle the sacred wood.]


  


  ‘...!’


  


  He didn’t know if it was useful, but it was an unexpected gain. As Grid rejoiced, time in the past flashed by, and Pagma completed the beautiful white coffin. Chreshler admired it. “Beautiful. It will be a good match with Marie Rose.”


  


  “Your Holiness.”


  


  “Is that title a habit? I am a retired pope.”


  


  “I have accomplished Your Holiness’ wish and would like to ask for two things.”


  


  “You are a brave man. Okay. Tell me.”


  


  “I heard that Your Holiness held the funerals for the legends.”


  


  “So?”


  


  “I want to know where they are buried.”


  


  “Why?"


  


  “I also want to honor their souls.”


  


  ‘...!’ Grid’s heart sank. He knew Pagma’s intention behind finding the graves of the legends. The poor appearance of the Undefeated King and the legends who suffered for hundreds of years passed through Grid’s mind. 


  


  ‘...No, no. It is a leap.’


  


  At this time, Pagma wasn’t Baal’s Contractor. He didn’t have the ability to make undead bodies. Pagma’s intention might be as pure as he stated. A chill went over his skin as Grid tried to believe it. However, he felt uncomfortable because of Pagma’s expression. Pagma had already predicted the future and was making preparations.


  


  “Also…”


  


  Pagma pulled out a sword. The Orietal longsword gave off a beautiful appearance.


  


  “Teach me how to be strong.”


  


  A resource that must be learned properly in order to utilize the swordsmanship of the Undefeated King. Sword energy was at the end of Pagma’s sword.
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  Originally, fighting energy—the resource of the Hero King—only accumulated in battle. It was a great pressure for Grid to use the Undefeated King’s Swordsmanship when it consumed fighting energy. Once his fighting energy dispersed and his stats fell, the danger was too great. Grid desperately wanted the ‘sword energy’ resource of a great swordsman.


  


  Now at this moment...


  


  ‘Sword energy!’


  


  This was an opportunity to look at how Pagma used sword energy in the past. Grid sensed it.


  


  ‘Sword energy will be released!’


  


  So far, Grid had taken every opportunity to learn Pagma’s skills. He had gained them from hidden pieces, murals, quests, and the Hall of Fame. Grid had been able to acquire Pagma’s skills whenever he followed the arrangements Pagma had left behind. Then what about Great Swordsman Pagma’s Swordsmanship? 


  


  It was a skill that had evolved using the goddess’ blessing. Grid hadn’t learned it through any knowledge or hints left behind by Pagma. This meant it was half-completed.


  


  ‘I can’t miss this opportunity!’


  


  Grid’s eyes widened. He hoped that in witnessing Pagma fighting Chreshler and understanding the Great Swordsman Pagma, Grid would be reborn as a genuine ‘great swordsman.’


  


  “Huhu, look at this guy who has committed unpardonable atrocities against humans.”


  


  Contrary to Grid’s expectations, a battle didn’t occur. It was because Chreshler stepped back.


  


  “You want to point your sword at an old man who might die tomorrow? Hey, I’m 110 years old this year, 110. My blood pressure will elevate just from swinging the sword and I can die. Eh, you are a bad guy. I didn’t know that you would use such means.”


  


  “...” Pagma, who had drawn his sword, showed no special reaction. He listened to Chreshler’s unusual words and replied quietly, “If you might die tomorrow anyway, does it matter if you die today?”


  


  “W-What?”


  


  “Your Holiness, please be prepared to die and teach me.”


  


  “Hah! I have never seen such a shameless fellow! The cooked stew doesn’t taste right, so you added some politeness and boiled it again? It is the first time in my life that I’ve met someone like you!”


  


  “Your Holiness, the current peace isn’t eternal. If you die after the first pope, the power to suppress hell will disappear. The age of grief will occur again as the forces of the Yatan Church rise and the great demons run wild without fear.”


  


  “You know that yet you still sealed our church’s three treasures?”


  


  “It was a friend’s request.”


  


  “A friend’s request? Huhu, what ludicrous words. An insane person like you has friends? You don’t know what loyalty is.”


  


  “I will become stronger.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “I will become strong and defend the world without the need for the Rebecca Church and Franz. I was prepared for this, so I fulfilled my friend’s request. Please cooperate with me.” Pagma raised his sword. 


  


  Chreshler clicked his tongue. “Protecting the peace of this world alone? As the descendant of a fallen god, you are arrogant. Tsk, you yangbans.”


  


  “I’m ignorant about the history of the yangbans. I have never thought of myself as the descendant of a god. I just want to save humanity as a human.”


  


  “Then are you going to kill this old man right now? Is that really the duty of a human?”


  


  “...Your sacrifice will become an opportunity to save tens of millions of people, so it is righteous and justified.”


  


  “Kuk, kukukuk! You are an arrogant and selfish man!”


  


  Chreshler’s anger was transmitted to Grid who was assimilated with him. Chreshler was disgusted with Pagma. “From a human’s perspective, you are out of line. You don’t feel it yourself?”


  


  “I am ready to take the blame.”


  


  “Shut up! Your thoughts aren’t as sublime as you think they are! You don’t know? You don’t know because you are a yangban! You aren’t in a position to speak for humans!” 


  


  "What is the difference between a yangban and a human? A yangban lives longer and has gained greater power, but they are no different from humans. Our minds, our aversion to evil, and our appearances are the same as humans. We even bleed like humans. Every human is equal, so I will fight for humans.”


  


  “Crazy bastard. You are crazy. A crazy maniac who doesn’t know he is crazy. Oh, good. It is better for you to die here. It was too risky to keep you alive.”


  


  It was close to a miracle. Chreshler’s faith was like a sea that created infinite holy power. This holy power was exercised according to Chreshler’s will. Hundreds of thousands of spears of light poured out. Pagma looked like his limbs were pierced, and it seemed like he would die instantly.


  


  However, the reverse happened. Pagma had already completed two linked sword dances. It was a readable move because Grid currently shared Chreshler’s vision.


  


  “Flower Revolve.”


  


  ‘...!’ Grid was astonished. Hundreds of petals containing sword energy bloomed as they revolved. All the spears of light that aimed at Pagma returned to Chreshler. Chreshler set up a barrier of light to absorb the spears and was honestly amazed. “It is a curious swordsmanship. You are the best after Muller and the Undefeated King.”


  


  “I can’t compare to them in swordsmanship. That’s why I have to develop.”


  


  “Even by selling your soul to a great demon?”


  


  “...”


  


  “Kukuk, you aren’t denying it.”


  


  This man was dangerous. He shouldn’t be kept alive. Chreshler’s intuition told him this. He believed that his last mission was to kill this distorted man in front of him.


  


  “The pope said this. He wouldn’t have chosen me as a successor if it wasn’t for the crisis. My martial arts were always too weak that he didn’t accept it. However, you are worse than me. You don’t sympathize with anyone. You are insensitive to the suffering of those who are sacrificed for your purposes. I don’t know if you were like this from the beginning or that you’ve changed but you are already evil.”


  


  Chreshler’s body was covered with 12 colors of light. The sword and armor hanging on the war were wrapped in five colors of light and flew to Chreshler. He applied over 17 types of buffs to himself and his battle gear. A too powerful force shattered the ground and shook the building. As Chreshler’s power overflowed, Grid felt naked. He could see the ‘world that transcendents saw.’


  


  


  -!


  


  Time stopped. In a world where only light refraction occurred, Chreshler advanced by breaking through the stopped fragments in the air. As the distance between him and Pagma narrowed, Pagma’s eyes didn’t blink once. A sword that followed the light—it was only after it penetrated Pagma’s shoulder three times that a sound was made belatedly, and blood splashed out. Grid saw the gushing blood that consisted of numerous ‘droplets’.


  


  ‘He avoided it?’


  


  Grid gulped. Pagma clearly avoided the pope’s sword that was fired like a flash of light. It was originally the heart that should be pierced, but the damage was minimized to one shoulder.


  


  “...” Pagma’s physical body started to strengthen. Blacksmith's Rage was a buff that Grid knew, but the other four buffs were unfamiliar. They could be skills that belonged to Pagma’s items or Pagma’s own skills.


  


  -!


  


  The swords continued to collide in the air, but there was no sound. The present world was like a paused movie. The blood that flowed from Pagma’s shoulder froze as thousands of droplets in the air. Against this backdrop, Pagma and Chreshler moved and exchanged blows. The sounds could only be heard after the collision. In that gap, Pagma and Chreshler had already exchanged dozens of blows.


  


  “Transcend Kill Flower.”


  


  “Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.”


  


  “Linked Revolve Pinnacle.”


  


  “Linked Kill Revolve Pinnacle Chop.”


  


  “Linked Kill Flower.”


  


  “Transcended Pinnacle Kill Chop.”


  


  The sword dances continued constantly.


  


  ‘Pagma admired the work of Dainsleif and Valhalla and gave an example. It is said that he showed off his swordsmanship while wearing Dainsleif, which has never been used by any hero. The beauty of it was unbelievable, and the swordsmanship seemed to pierce the sky, creating lightning.’ The description that Albatino, Khan’s ancestor, used to describe Pagma’s swordsmanship came to Grid’s mind.


  


  A swordsmanship that pierced the sky—Grid had always thought it was an exaggeration. It was because there was a huge gap in the Pagma’s Swordsmanship that he had learned and the description of Pagma’s Swordsmanship. However, not now. This was the true Pagma’s Swordsmanship.


  


  “Cough!” Pagma, who was covered in wounds, struggled to stand up. Meanwhile, Chreshler had only allowed one blow, but he was staggering. He used heal to restore the wound, but the 17 buffs were coming to an end.


  


  “Damn rotten thing,” the pope’s disbelieving voice emerged from Chreshler’s mouth. He grumbled like a child, “Ah, I don’t know! No! I quit!”


  


  “Pant... Pant... Pant...” Pagma didn’t have the energy to even speak.


  


  It couldn’t be helped because his magic and swordsmanship had reached the limit. Chreshler took off his armor. “It is hard. My body is heavy.”


  


  “Pant... Pant...”


  


  “You really tried to kill me. Shit. It is sad to be old.”


  


  “Pant... Pant... Thank... Thank you...” Pagma, who had been holding on, finally flopped down. His fingertips were trembling. “Thank you for Your Holiness’ teachings... More sword dances are available...”


  


  “Tsk,” Chreshler clicked his tongue. He was still worried. Chreshler thought that Pagma was dangerous and should be killed. However, he didn’t want to be hurt by such a disaster. Eventually, Chreshler chose to flee.


  


  ‘In any case, I’ll die soon, so the fate should be borne by those left behind.’


  


  Ah, he didn’t know. He would just take a break. This was his last thought. Chreshler’s consciousness was cut off. He had died. Chreshler’s bluff that he would die if he did too much hadn’t been an exaggeration. In his darkening vision...


  


  “Go peacefully. I will respectfully enshrine your soul in the Sacred Wood Coffin.”


  


  Pagma’s figure could be seen bowing politely. Then Grid returned to reality.


  


  [The past experience is over!]


  


  [You have seen and understood the Great Swordsman Pagma’s Swordsmanship!]


  


  [The title ‘Great Swordsman’ has been obtained.]


  


  [The new resource ‘Sword Energy’ has opened because of the title effect.]


  


  [The effect of the Sword Mastery skill has slightly increased due to the title effect.]


  


  [The information of Great Swordsman Pagma’s Swordsmanship has updated.]


  


  [The fusion of sword dances has become relatively free.] 


  


  [When using a sword, the resource consumed will be changed from mana to sword energy.]


  


  [The level of all sword dances has been reset to level 1 instead of being strengthened. The maximum level of all sword dances is three. However, the level of the fusion sword dances is fixed at one.]


  


  [The new sword dance Flower has been learned.]


  


  “...” Grid opened his eyes quietly in the coffin. He was licking his lips when Chreshler’s voice entered his ears, -There’s nothing special, right? That’s all I know about Pagma. He is a bit crazy—a liar and the murderer of an old man.


  


  “Ah, yes...”


  


  There were too many parts to argue about that Grid turned away. He shook his head and rose from the coffin. Grid felt himself becoming stronger.




  Chapter 998


  Should he thank Rose Marie? Or should he thank the empire for making him depend on Marie Rose?


  


  ‘I didn’t expect to become stronger in this way.’


  


  The past Grid had half given up on sword energy. The method to obtain it was too vague. However, he was helped by the events that took place when he came to strengthen his relationship with Marie Rose. Cause and effect—as always, the concept of connection became Grid’s greatest strength and weapon.


  


  ‘Now, let’s see.’


  


  Grid calmed down his joy and checked the information of the swordsmanship.


  


  [Great Swordsman Pagma’s Swordsmanship Lv. 1]


  


  [Increases physical attack by 40%, critical hit rate by 50%, and critical damage by 80%.


  


  * This effect is only applied when a sword type weapon is equipped.


  


  * Reduces the stride of the sword dance.


  


  * You can create five fusion sword dances.


  


  * Every time the skill level rises, the number of sword dances that can be created will increase.


  


  * With this skill effect, you can only create four linked sword dances.]


  


  [Wave Lv. 1]


  


  [Unleash a violent sword dance like a high and powerful wave.


  


  Inflicts 325% of your attack power to all enemies within 5 meters and reduces all speeds by 50%.


  


  * A target that resists the affected state will only have a 19% reduction in movement speed.


  


  * Once a target blocks, the ‘violent shockwave’ effect will occur and potentially create an ‘ignore defense’ effect.


  


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 80


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 2 minutes.]


  


  [Restraint Lv. 1]


  


  [A restrained and understated sword dance.


  


  Overwhelms the surroundings. Nobody can approach you for 3.5 seconds.


  


  * A target that resists the status anomaly will have a low probability of being stopped for 0.1 to 0.3 seconds.


  


  * Not applicable to the undead.


  


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 60


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 5 minutes.]


  


  [Link Lv. 1]


  


  [A dazzling sword dance that is like the wings of a butterfly.


  


  Deals 900% of your attack power to a single target 20 times in total.


  


  * Takes one second to cast.


  


  * This skill isn’t affected by attack speed.


  


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 50


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 minute.]


  


  [Kill Lv. 1]


  


  [A killing sword that expresses hatred.


  


  Deals 1,850% of your physical attack power to a single target. Once hit, the target will be given the ‘bleeding’ and ‘despair’ effects and the ‘Disarm’ effect will be temporarily applied.


  


  * Disarm: The item effect won’t apply for one second. However, this corresponds to the area that is hit.


  


  * The bleeding and despair effects won’t apply to targets that can resist abnormal statuses.


  


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 100


  


  Skill cooldown time: 10 minutes.]


  


  [Pinnacle Lv. 1]


  


  [A sword that expresses the essence of a warrior god.


  


  Deals 900% of your attack power to a single target. This skill will ignore 65% of the target’s defense.


  


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 60


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 3 minutes.]


  


  [Revolve Lv. 1]


  


  [Like the eye of a storm, it is calm and powerful.


  


  It seems to conform to the flow, but this is actually a lie.


  


  Resists 100% of all attacks that hit within 1.2 seconds of being cast.


  


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 50


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 minute and 30 seconds.]


  


  [Drop Lv. 1]


  


  [A sword dance that displays a grudge against the sky.


  


  It is a deep and serene sword dance that informs the world of the authority of the fallen sky.


  


  Inflicts 500% of your physical damage to all enemies within 5 meters of you, and there is a 50% chance of ignoring the enemy’s status resistance. Deals an additional 400% damage to all divine beings.


  


  That target that is hit can’t attack and defense will decrease.


  


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 80


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 6 minutes.]


  


  [Flower Lv. 1]


  


  [A sword dance that depicts fluttering petals.


  


  Any marked target will be hit with 61% physical damage + 10% magic damage.


  


  * One mark can be produced per two points of sword energy.


  


  * Every time the target is hit, a mark will be left. A maximum of five marks can be stacked up.


  


  * Any object seen with the eyes will be recognized as a target and a mark will be left. Only one mark can be left as a target effect.


  


  * The duration of the mark is 10 seconds and this duration is updated every time a new mark is left within these 10 seconds.


  


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 60


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 minute.]


  


  [Transcend Lv. 1]


  


  [A sword dance that transcends imagination.


  


  


  Your attack power is doubled and your basic attacks will turn into ranged attacks.


  


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 200


  


  Skill Duration: 30 seconds.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 40 minutes.]


  


  [As the swordsmanship has been reorganized, all fused sword dances that have already been acquired have been reset.]


  


  “Wow...”


  


  It was more than he had expected. First of all, the changes to Wave and Drop were dazzling since they previously had comparatively low attack power and range.


  


  If the range of the coverage was too narrow to reach the enemy, the efficiency would be low. Now, it had increased by several times and could be used more frequently. Additionally, the increased attack power meant it could deal a sufficient blow to strong enemies. It was also attractive that the movement speed of targets resistant to the abnormal status was lowered.


  


  Drop hadn’t changed in range, but its power had risen sharply and the probably of ignoring the status resistance had increased by 20%. The change in Restraint was noticeable since it had been obsolete in front of enemies with a higher status resistance. The probability and duration were low, but suppose the opponent was a legend like Kraugel… If he could block some of the opponent’s movements, he could turn the tide of the battle.


  


  ‘It is painful about the change in Link...’


  


  Link was a skill with an excellent synergy with the Enlightenment Sword. Whenever Grid swung the sword at the highest speed, the number of strikes exceeded 30 times per second, greatly increasingly the probability of the black flames exploding. Now it would always be limited to 20 times.


  


  ‘If my attack speed was slow, the fixed number of attacks would be rather attractive.’


  


  Well, he couldn’t interpret it as a loss. The damage was greatly increased, and the cooldown had been reduced by as much as 30 seconds. On the other hand, the cooldown of Kill had increased by a minute, but the power was tremendously strong. The previous Kill dealt 1,500% attack power at level one, but the new Kill boasted 1,850% attack power at level one. The health cost penalty was also removed. More than anything, the effect of Disarm was fraudulent.


  


  ‘Once I use Kill, I can literally send them to death.’


  


  Kill, which had been one of the best single target skills, was now reborn as a deadly blow. Pinnacle had also increased in damage and defense reduction effect. The effect of Transcend was the same as before, but the cooldown had decreased by 10 minutes. Given that Transcend was one of the best skills, the 10 minute reduction in cooldown was a transcendent benefit.


  


  However, Grid’s favorite part was the change in Revolve. Previously, he had 0.5 seconds to counterattack the enemy’s attacks, but now it was increased to 1.2 seconds, making it make easier to utilize. The cooldown was also reduced by 30 seconds.


  


  ‘Originally, it had a two minute cooldown at level one, so I felt regretful...’


  


  The application of counterattacking in battle was endless. It was the strongest variable and threat. Grid felt reassured now that the cooldown time was greatly reduced.


  


  ‘By the way...’


  


  The essential problem was the newly opened sword dance, Flower. A skill that exerted the optimal power only when he left as many marks as possible on the target and considered the time. It was a skill that had to be used when ‘thinking’, and Grid already suffered at the thought.


  


  ‘Wait?’


  


  Didn’t Pagma instantly target the hundreds of spears of light? ...Meaning it was possible to perfectly counterattack with Flower Revolve?


  


  ‘Is it surprisingly easy?’


  


  Grid recognized the distant rocks as targets. However, terrain and land couldn’t be recognized as targets. He tried to use Chreshler as a target but stopped because he was afraid it would cause a misunderstanding that led to him being beaten up again. He was about to ask Chreshler to summon the spears of light but stopped because he really would die. In the end, Grid summoned Randy, the Overgeared Skeletons, and Noe and recognized them as targets, but allies couldn’t be recognized as targets.


  


  ‘Ah, damn.’


  


  He wanted to test it out right now. Grid was feeling irritated when he sighed.


  


  ‘Thinking about it, there would be an uproar if allies could be recognized as targets. It is fortunate that my allies aren’t aware of it.’


  


  Grid asked Chreshler for his understanding, “Can I leave for a moment and come back?”


  


  -You don’t have to come back.


  


  “...You are cruel.”


  


  Affinity with the coffin had increased, but it was only by three points. Chreshler wasn’t particularly interested in Grid, but Grid was tough.


  


  “I’ll be right back. I’ll leave the kids here in case you fall asleep.”


  


  -You want to leave these creatures in front of a pope? Have you ever heard of the saying, ‘Leaving a virgin to a vampire’?


  


  “They will leave, and the light elemental will remain.”


  


  Grid left Chreshler behind and flew into the forest near the cave. Then he quickly recognized the monsters in the forest as targets.


  


  “What is easy...”


  


  It wasn’t easy to recognize dozens of monsters that were moving continuously and changing the positions as targets. In fact, it was difficult to target specific opponents when facing a large number of enemies.


  


  ‘Pagma is just great.’


  


  Grid was indignant when he realized the truth.


  


  ‘Dammit, this game is too difficult.’


  


  The difficulty of the new skill was higher than expected, and his complaints accumulated. Nevertheless, Grid didn’t lose his motivation. He would work hard until he could make the best use of Flower in the future.


  


  “Sigh.”


  


  Grid looked at the changed effects of the skills and became familiar with them. He took deep breaths to calm his mind and returned to the coffin. A small light elemental was circling around Chreshler. It was easy to see its respect toward the holy power.


  


  ‘A cute guy.’


  


  Grid smiled at the lovely scene of the light elemental and finally noticed the biggest change. The biggest change was naturally his ability to fuse sword dances. In the past, he had to combine the sword dances directly and the success would determined by the system. Now, he was intentionally able to get the sword dances he desired. There were five of them!


  


  ‘I can have five fusion skills that have four sword dances fused!’


  


  The excited Grid immediately wanted to create the fusion sword dances. He wanted to fill the skill window with four fused sword dances. However, Grid was no longer a fool. He was cautious, and he wasn’t foolish enough to experience another failure like when he made Failure.


  


  ‘First of all, let’s check sword energy.’


  


  Grid checked his status window. The level 390 character window that was filled with 90% experience unfolded in front of his eyes. In addition to health, mana and fighting energy, a resource called sword energy was added.


  


  [Sword Energy: 1,000.]


  


  “1,000?”


  


  This was really surprising. It was quite generous unlike his worries. The maximum value of 1,000 wasn’t bad considering the new Pagma’s Swordsmanship only consumed ~50–100 points, with only Transcend consuming 200 points.


  


  ‘Is the effect of the Ring of Absurdity applied here?’


  


  It was a ring that reduced resource consumption by 50%. The effect of the item was as absurd as its name, but it just so happened to not be applied to fighting energy. The Hero King was a unique existence, so it was likely a special resource that only applied to the Hero King.


  


  On the other hand, Grid knew approximately 10 people who were great swordsmen. Grid anticipated that Ring of Absurdity would apply to sword energy. It was as he had expected. Grid tested the effect of the Ring of Absurdity by using Link, and the sword energy consumed was reduced by half.


  


  ‘Good!’


  


  It was amazing. Seriously, it was too amazing.


  


  ‘The four fused sword dances will be around 500 sword energy, so the actual consumption is approximately 250. All five slots will be four fused sword dances... No, that’s too bad.’


  


  Grid paid attention to the recovery of sword energy. Every time the sword was swung, one point of sword energy was restored. There was no explanation for natural recovery. It also meant there might be situations where recovery wasn’t feasible, just like fighting energy. If he was greedy and only created four fused sword dances, the increased consumption might ruin him.


  


  ‘The four fusion sword dances also have a long cooldown time. In order to utilize the swordsmanship efficiently, it is better not to be obsessed with the four fused sword dances. I should also create two fused and three fused sword dances.’


  


  The first fusion sword dances that Grid came up with were Linked Resolve and Flower Revolve. Linked Resolve was a skill that could be counterattacked several times while Flower Revolve could aim for more counterattacks depending on the situation. Grid’s expectations were high, but the difficulty of using Flower Revolve was overwhelming.


  


  ‘If it was Kraugel, he would surely learn Flower Revolve.’


  


  Kraugel’s insight, judgment, and physical ability would definitely allow him to take full advantage of Flower Revolve. However, Grid wasn’t Kraugel. His control might be at ranker level, but he couldn’t compare with the best control skills. Feeling troubled, Grid shook his head.


  


  ‘An easy-to-use skill means that it is simple and easy to be targeted.’


  


  The excuse that he wasn’t talented didn’t work anymore. Talented monsters could be filled everywhere in the world where Grid walked. Grid had to develop further and was forced to choose Flower Revolve.


  


  [The new fusion sword dance Flower Revolve has been created.]


  


  [The number of times a fused sword dance can be created is four times.]


  


  ‘Next...’


  


  Grid was about to create another fusion sword dance.


  


  -How long are you going to stand here absent-mindedly?


  


  “...?”


  


  -Weren’t you wondering about who else woke me up? Isn’t that why you asked me to stay awake until you came back? Don’t you want me to tell you? I-I am sleepy. Should I go to sleep?


  


  Grid hurriedly waved his hands. “No! What is the identity of the person? Please let me know who it is.”


  


  -That person...


  


  Chreshler’s answer was unexpected.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  The Overgeared Kingdom concentrated their forces in Reidan because there was sufficient basis for it. The empire was blocked by the water clan in thes ea and were forced to use the sea route. The empire had to break through Reidan to invade by land.


  


  That’s right. The empire’s only route was Reidan, so the Overgeared Kingdom concentrated their forces in Reidan. However, there was a variable—Sky King Rigal. (Changed from Punching King) He was one of the seven dukes of the empire, and the air force he led was able to penetrate through the anti-air surveillance of the Overgeared Kingdom and enter their territory. A huge 5,000 griffons and 300 wyverns appeared over Bairan, and the Overgeared members and people of Bairan were in chaos.


  


  “Destroy everything,” Rigal ordered, and the wyvern’s let out breaths while the troops on the griffon pulled out their spears.


  


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  


  It was a village that had a long bond with Grid. No, Bairan that had been upgraded to a city was now on fire. People screamed while the Overgeared members turned to ash. The first knight that Grid obtained was Jude. Even the highly respected head of Bairan’s security, Jude was helpless in front of the air force’s one-sided attack. A smile appeared on Rigal’s face as he fired a bow and easily defeated two Overgeared members.


  


  “Take the enemies captive and take away all the food. The people will become slaves.”


  


  The Overgeared Kingdom was in crisis. The horrible scene was captured by the cameras of broadcasting companies from all over the world.




  Chapter 999


  “I’m curious about the identity of this person!”


  


  It was a place where two giants that shook the foundations of the continent were asleep. There were few places as special, even if the entire continent were searched. Thus, Grid was obsessed. A person who visited this place ahead of himself—Grid wanted to know their identity.


  


  ‘An ordinary person can’t endure Marie Rose’s evil influence. The first visitor must not be a normal person.’


  


  It must be a presence similar to a legend. What was their identity, and why did they come here? Perhaps it would be profitable if the hidden story was heard. Information was power. This was the calculation of a seasoned player, and fortunately, Chreshler was cooperative.


  


  -It was Muller.


  


  “Muller? Ah, Muller? Sword Saint Muller?”


  


  -Yes.


  


  “Right... Huh?” Grid had been nodding only to stiffen like he was hit by a lightning bolt. Sword Saint Muller, the strongest human being—he was rated as the strongest among all the legends, not just the past legends. Grid was moved at the thought of hearing his story. 


  


  Then he had a question. ‘Wait… Muller is a person from the era before Pagma. Yet he visited here? Isn’t it right for Muller to have died before this place existed?’


  


  The precise birth date of Sword Saint Muller hadn't been recorded. However, Muller’s period of activity recorded in official history coincided with the activities of the first pope. From approximately 320–400 years ago, he was the protagonist who sealed the great demons and ended the era of grief, dying around 250 years ago.


  


  “How many years ago was it?” Grid asked the question.


  


  -It was around 160 years ago? Chreshler gave a shocking answer.


  


  ‘Wasn’t that the age when Pagma was active? Ah!’ Grid noticed. ‘Muller also lived for hundreds of years like Pagma!’


  


  In retrospect, someone said that Muller died 150 years ago. Grid thought it was distorted information at the time. Then he recalled Pagma who had lived for hundreds of years and thought he had likely lived through some type of technique.


  


  ‘Pagma didn’t know that.’


  


  Pagma had thought that Muller was dead. If he had known that Muller was alive, he would’ve chosen to cooperate with Muller rather than contract with a great demon.


  


  -I’ve told you, right? I’m going to sleep. It feels lonely to wake up in a world without Marie Rose.


  


  “W-Wait a minute! Why did Muller come here 160 years ago? Additionally, when did he die?”


  


  -You have a lot to say. Why do you want so much without giving anything in return? Pagma made this coffin but what did you do? Don’t you have any shame?


  


  “...!” Grid was stung.


  


  He was reminded that Chreshler had no reason to be favorable to him.


  


  -I’m sleeping. Bye.


  


  “W-Wait...!”


  


  Chreshler shouldn’t leave this way. Grid had to hear the backstory. With this in mind, Grid shouted, “I know where Marie Rose is!”


  


  Chreshler’s reaction was surprisingly lukewarm. -I know. She is somewhere in the vampire cities. So what? Will you bring her? Can you bring her?


  


  “...”


  


  -Don’t spit out words that you can’t handle. You can suffer the wrath of a fierce anger.


  


  “...I’m sorry.”


  


  -Hmm... You have done enough good deeds to merit the blessings of the goddess of light and the three churches, so I will give you a bit more kindness. Okay. I’ll tell you what you want to know. Do you know Amoract?


  


  “The great demon? He is the First Servant of the Yatan Church.”


  


  -So, you already know.


  


  The demon of conflict, Amoract—Grid had the experience of meeting his soul. The first time Grid lent his body to Braham, Braham visited Amoract and the pavranium received Yatan’s Blessing. Grid couldn’t forget the menacing presence that had emitted from just the fragment of a soul.


  


  -He was afraid of Marie Rose.


  


  “Huh...?”


  


  Marie Rose was strong enough to ignite fear in a great demon?


  


  -One of the nine great demons who deprived Beriache of her great demon status and deported the vampire clan from hell was Amoract. Since he directly took over controlling the activities of the Yatan Church, Beriache was an obvious risk factor.


  


  “...!” Grid recalled the contents of the conversation between Braham and Amoract. It had already been a few years, but he vaguely remembered the conversation because it had been an impressive meeting.


  


  “You were aware that I would look for you.”


  


  [Of course. Braham needs the blessings of the gods to escape from his mortal body.]


  


  “Will you give me Yatan’s Blessing?”


  


  [That’s right.]


  


  “Kukukuk, the Yatan Church seems to be hostile to Marie Rose.”


  


  [God Yatan favors you, regardless of Marie Rose. Always remember this point.]


  


  God Yatan was against Marie Rose. Braham had clearly said so. An opponent that bothered even the god of evil...


  


  It wasn’t strange that one great demon was afraid of her.


  


  ‘Marie Rose is a much stronger presence than I expected. Amoract and Yatan gave Braham strength because they wanted Braham to keep her in check.’


  


  Grid’s mind was elevated after realizing new facts. He felt he was getting closer to the world view, that he was becoming a special existence. Chreshler’s explanation continued.


  


  -So, Amoract used Muller. He’s good at scheming. He spread the rumor that if Marie Rose wasn’t completely destroyed, she would work with the great demons to destroy humans. This reached the ears of Muller who was retired. The vampires were the main enemies of the school at the time. Muller didn’t have a chance to deal with vampires and didn’t understand the race called vampires. Thus, he believed the rumor and came to this place.


  


  “It was to completely destroy Marie Rose.”


  


  -Yes. Then he went back. I explained it well and sent him back.


  


  “Excuse me... Your Holiness. How did Muller stay alive until then? Did he take away the lifespan of others or contract with a great demon?”


  


  -You really don’t understand legends. A legend is an existence that became a legend due to the ‘feats’ that they built up. Legends don’t die easily as long as they aren’t forgotten by people.


  


  “...!” 


  


  A message window flashed through Grid’s mind.


  


  [A legend doesn’t die easily.]


  


  This was the moment he understood the background of the skill. Yet it raised another question. “However... Khan... was a great blacksmith that I knew couldn’t overcome the limitations of life even if he became a legend. He died as soon as he became a legend. I also haven’t heard that other legends have lived for hundreds of years except for Pagma.”


  


  -He didn’t build up feats that people never stopped talking about. Moreover, production classes like blacksmith are difficult to obtain the benefits of their feats. People focus on the works they create, not the person who created them. Should I give you an example that is easy to understand? The man called the Undefeated King. He was the owner of a combat power that wasn’t inferior to Sword Saint Muller and was never defeated in a solo battle. However, these activities were confined to his homeland. 


  


  “...?”


  


  -His feats were only spoken about by his people, not the whole continent. It means his fame was weak and his status as a legend fell. He died in the hands of the Saharan Empire, but if he didn’t die, he wouldn’t have lived for long.


  


  “Ah...” Grid understood somewhat. As a player, he was able to receive the benefits of immortality as soon as he became a legend, but the inhabitants of this world were different.


  


  ‘This...’


  


  The first people Grid thought about were Piaro and Mercedes. Grid had stopped them from participating in combat as much as possible because he was afraid they would be in danger. Now it turned out not to be a wise move.


  


  ‘In order to keep them alive for a long time, it is necessary for them to engage in many battles and build up feats.’


  


  In particular, Mercedes was the problem. Piaro’s farming could build up a certain amount of feats, but Mercedes was a knight. She was supposed to be on the battlefield to build up her feats.


  


  “Why didn’t Pagma know about the concept of a legend? He believed that Muller was dead.”


  


  -Even though he understood the concept, he wouldn’t have doubted Muller’s death. No legend has as many feats as Muller, and there is no precedent for a legend who has lived as long as Muller. Who would’ve imagined that Muller would be alive for hundreds of years? I didn’t imagine it until I saw him myself.


  


  “Is Muller still alive?”


  


  -No, Chreshler asserted, -He is dead. The world is constantly changing, and new things constantly occur. People are interested in new characters rather than praising a person who lived a long time ago. The number of times Muller was talked about decreased.


  


  “...” Grid got goosebumps.


  


  The formula of ‘being forgotten is true death’ was unusually cruel. He imagined Muller dying in solitude. Then Chreshler laughed. He was aware of what Grid was thinking. -Haha, it doesn’t make sense to be completely forgotten just because the number of times he is talked about has decreased. Aren’t we talking about Muller now? How many times have you heard Muller’s story while you’ve been alive? 


  


  Grid had heard it dozens or hundreds of times. Yes, Muller wasn’t completely forgotten nor did he die in solitude. It would be stranger if he couldn’t die after being talked about for every minute and second. Muller had been lonelier and more bitter when he was alone. He would’ve been the happiest at the end of his life.


  


  Chreshler’s voice was mild throughout Muller’s story. Even Chreshler sincerely respected Muller. Maybe it was because Muller’s story made him feel better but Chreshler comforted Grid.


  


  -The great blacksmith you mentioned. You called him ‘Khan’?


  


  “Yes... That’s right.”


  


  The name ‘Khan’ emerged from 2nd Pope Chreshler’s mouth. Grid felt somewhat overwhelmed and excited as Chreshler kindly told him, -The fact that he couldn’t overcome the limitations of life means that he enjoyed his natural life. It would’ve been a great blessing for him to leave when he had to leave. Imagine if he was forced to live as long as Muller. How old and lonely would he be?


  


  “...Your Holiness is right. Khan was happy at the last minute.”


  


  Khan had become a legend and fallen asleep in Grid’s arms. He had also been reunited with his family. Yes, he would’ve been satisfied. He would’ve been happy.


  


  ‘Khan. Are you watching? Chreshler is talking about you. You have really come a long way. You must feel good.’


  


  Grid gained consolation thanks to Chreshler and smiled warmly. Simultaneously...


  


  


  [Affinity with Chreshler has increased by 10.]


  


  An unexpected notification window popped up.


  


  -You seem to have no concept, but your nature is good. I like it a bit.


  


  Chreshler gave him a good (?) evaluation. Grid was happy. Chreshler might be a coffin now, but he was still one of the greatest figures in history. Grid felt reassured about gaining affinity with him.


  


  -Now I really will go to sleep.


  


  Grid was about to bow to Chreshler when he suddenly had another question. “He isn’t a legend. Then what is a person who has lived for hundreds of years despite humans not speaking of his feats? Is he not human in the first place?”


  


  -You are really annoying, Chreshler grumbled. Still, he explained, -He is either non-human or a transcendent.


  


  Transcendent...! Grandmaster Zikfrector was close to a transcendent.


  


  “What exactly is a transcendent? How are they different from legends?”


  


  -The thing that both legends and transcendents have in common is that they have talent that transcends the category of humans. However, legends build up a presence through their feats while transcendents only concentrate on their own discipline. They can get a long life depending on what they trained and studied.


  


  “Is a legend better than a transcendent?”


  


  -If it is merely a discussion on their abilities, a transcendent is generally better than a legend. The legend wanders around here and there, wasting their time on solving problems. Meanwhile, transcendents only spend time on their own development. Of course, a legend’s experience is a strength, so there are many legends that are overwhelmingly stronger than transcendents. A typical example is Muller. 


  


  “...Then that means transcendents are usually selfish?”


  


  -Who knows? Are they selfish because they don’t fight for world peace or development? Don’t you know? Sometimes it isn’t good to be conspicuous? Well, I’m sure they’re missing some screws.


  


  “Missing screws?”


  


  -Most things that aren’t consistent with their purpose are ignored. From a general point of view, they might seem like a person who isn’t motivated or gives up easily. If it wasn’t for Marie Rose, I wouldn’t have received the position of 2nd Pope.


  


  “...”


  


  Why did the grandmaster simply retreat in the evil eyes’ village? One question was resolved, but Grid had a new question. Transcendent Zikfrector... Why did he serve the empire if he had no loyalty to the empire?


  


  ‘What is his purpose?’


  


  It was uncomfortable. Grid was locked in deep thought when he saw the guild chat window. An exclamation point had popped up. It meant there was a notice.


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid’s eyes shone as he verified the contents of the notice.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “Whose statue is this?”


  


  Sky King Rigal occupied Bairan in less than half a day. He stood in front of a large statue in the square and cocked his head. It was the statue of a kind old man. His eyes were blazing like flames, but he had a friendly smile. The old man’s hand was holding a hammer.


  


  “My lord is asking you something!”


  


  When no one answered, Rigal’s soldiers lashed out and started beating the prisoners. The prisoners were the Overgeared soldiers who had been defeated and captured in battle. They had failed to fulfill their duty to protect Bairan and had to suffer the humiliation of being taken prisoner. Still, they felt determined not to answer the enemy’s questions, even if they were beaten to death.


  


  Rigal scoffed, “Isn’t a statue meaningless? A country with no history is putting up a statue of a fictional person?”


  


  When Rigal touched the statue in a mocking manner, one of the prisoners roared, “Hand. Put it away. Now!”


  


  It was an Overgeared knight bound by chains. His name was Jude. He was great in battle, and catching him had been one of the hardest challenges in this battle.


  


  “Hrmm.” A smile emerged on Rigal’s face. He looked gorgeous in the air force uniform with matted silver hair and blood-like red eyes. Rigal looked favorably at Jude. “If I listen to your request, will you become my subordinate?”


  


  Rigal coveted Jude, who was a knight with excellent physical abilities, despite his low intelligence.


  


  Wasn’t Jude a great person to have as a subordinate? An alpha dog who wouldn’t bite his owner no matter what... 


  


  Jude shook his head. “Jude. Only master. Overgeared King. One minute.”


  


  Look, just like this.


  


  “I will give you better treatment. It will be much better than the Overgeared King.”


  


  It was impossible to give better treatment than the Overgeared King. Jude could become strong thanks to Grid’s efforts and attention. It was Grid who had discovered and trained his talent. If Grid hadn’t made items suitable for Jude’s characteristics, the current Jude wouldn’t exist.


  


  Jude existed because of Grid. Without Grid, Jude was like a flat steamed bun, an account without any balance. However, Rigal didn’t know the situation. After all, he was one of the strongest powers of the Saharan Empire. So, he believed that he had the best resources and power on the continent and was much better than the Overgeared King.


  


  One of the Overgeared members laughed. “You don’t understand the subject.” 


  


  The youth shouting in a loud voice was Ibellin. He was in charge of Bairan on behalf of Jishuka, who was in Reidan. Ibellin had fought desperately throughout the battle but was eventually captured. He had sacrificed his life to cut down the enemies, died, resurrected, and fought again. However, Bairan was still occupied.


  


  Ibellin couldn’t forgive himself. He cursed Rigal for trampling on Bairan’s land.


  


  “You will give more than Grid? It is impossible even if you cut off your head and offer it...”


  


  Ibellin’s words didn’t last long. It was because Rigal approached and cut off Ibellin’s head. Notification windows popped up as Ibellin’s vision turned gray.


  


  [You have died.]


  


  [You have lost 35.6% experience.]


  


  [You have lost an additional 10% experience from the war penalty.]


  


  [The person who killed you has applied the ‘Poison to Immortal’ effect. You have lost 10% more experience.]


  


  [You have died twice in 24 hours, resulting in a restricted access penalty.]


  


  The war penalty was expected and convincing. It wasn’t unreasonable to lose experience because they were able to gain experience in the war. However, Poison to Immortals was unexpected and the worst poison. A total loss of an extra 20% experience. It was like hell.


  


  ‘It is dangerous. It is really dangerous. Everyone, be careful...’


  


  Ibellin turned to gray. Anger appeared on the faces of the Overgeared members while the soldiers and residents were terrified. Jude roared, “Kill you!”


  


  It was a meaningless struggle. Jude’s struggle just caused the chains to become tighter. Rigal dismissed him and directly read the words on the statue.


  


  [Bronze Statue of Khan, Legendary Blacksmith]


  


  [A great blacksmith who dedicated his life to creating countless weapons and armor for the Overgeared Kingdom. 


  


  My teacher, friend, and family.


  


  -Overgeared King Grid-]


  


  “Hoh? The rumored person...”


  


  The empire’s intelligence network was excellent. It was impossible for them to not know about Khan, who had been closest to Grid.


  


  ‘It wouldn’t be strange even if statues of him were placed all over the kingdom.’


  


  The person called Khan had very great meaning for the Overgeared King and his people. Rigal knew this fact and ordered, “Break the statue and throw it into the river.”


  


  “No! Don’t do it!” Jude was becoming more and more berserk. His skin that was touching the chains was red, blood flowed onto the iron, and his hair became matted. Now even the soldiers and residents felt anger instead of fear. Someone begged him not to do this, but Rigal didn’t take back the command.


  


  As the statue crumbled, Rigal declared, “The empire will thoroughly restructure this place. All symbols of the Overgeared Kingdom will be burned, and your spirit will be trampled on. Resent being born into a powerless nation and conform to the will of power.”




  Chapter 1000


  Happy 1,000 chapters. Check out the link below for all the winners!


  


  Contest Winners


  


  * Urgent Notice *


  


  The imperial air forces have raided Bairan.


  


  The altitude of their air force is higher than the information we had stated.


  


  The anti-air surveillance and defense facilities throughout the Overgeared Kingdom are useless.


  


  The imperial air forces have occupied Bairan.


  


  The contents of the notice listed sequentially were short but contained the essence. The worst situation was clearly depicted to be currently happening in Bairan. There were currently approximately 1,000 Overgeared members. Most of the members scattered throughout the kingdom rushed to Bairan as soon as they confirmed the notice. They hoped to be of help.


  


  However, the result didn’t change.


  


  ‘It was captured in only half a day?’


  


  Originally belonging to Winston, Bairan had developed into a city larger than Winston and gained independence. Bairan had geographical advantages and was a special place for Grid and the early Overgeared members. This meant it received a lot of investments. Piaro had stayed there for a while to develop the agriculture, making it the most important supply base for the Overgeared Kingdom apart from Reidan. It inevitably meant there were many troops stationed at Bairan.


  


  Although it could be classified as the outskirts of the north, Lauel knew the importance of the supply base and had 8,000 troops stationed in Bairan as preparation for unforeseen situations. Additionally, he had deployed 25 mid-to-upper level Overgeared members led by Ibellin. Yet, Bairan had been occupied in only half a day.


  


  ‘The strength of the empire’s air force exceeded expectations.’


  


  Of course, they knew that one of the strongest armies in the empire was the air force. It was a terrible sight to see 5,000 griffons and 300 wyverns. How powerful would it be when the scary monsters were used as a systematic army? Lauel had identified the air force as one of their greatest challenges and carefully reviewed the performance of Sky King Rigal, who had been promoted over the years. 


  


  He had concluded that only the elite members could go against the air force and proceeded to install anti-air facilities across the kingdom. For a long time, enormous capital was invested in anti-air surveillance and defense facilities. The levels of facilities such as watchtowers, anti-air cannons, magic watchtowers, magic turrets, and so on were all level 10. Nevertheless, this was the result. Their money was spent in vain.


  


  ‘Dammit, this is X.’


  


  The maximum level of the facilities recognized by the administration system was 10. All facilities in the kingdom couldn’t exceed level 10 unless the kingdom was upgraded to an empire. That’s right. The anti-air facilities of the Overgeared Kingdom were the best possible, but they were useless against the imperial air force...? If Grid had known this, he wouldn’t have spent money in the first place.


  


  ‘Was I feeding the company money again?’


  


  Wasn’t setting the imperial air force—the strongest air force on the continent—against players a scam? Grid cursed the S.A Group before soon rebuking himself.


  


  ‘No, it is my fault in the end. Lauel emphasized the dangers of the air force. This wouldn’t have happened if I made my own cannons.’


  


  Grid did not know how to make magic turrets, but he could produce anti-air cannons. The power of the cannons produced by Grid was naturally stronger than ordinary ones. Yet Grid had turned away under the pretext of being busy. He should’ve expected that the empire’s air force was called the strongest on the continent because they contained a power that overwhelmed existing air defense systems, but he hadn’t felt that way. Instead, he had believed it was more efficient to strengthen the guild members’ items than to construct facilities. His way of thinking was too narrow.


  


  “There is an urgent matter, so I have to leave. I am grateful to you. I wish you all the best until the next time we meet.”


  


  -I am already dead. Bring Marie Rose or don’t come back.


  


  Grid respectfully said goodbye to Chreshler and used the return scroll. However, the scroll didn’t work because of Marie Rose’s evil influence. In the end, he left the cave and moved to a place that wasn’t affected by Marie Rose’s evil influence. He was in a hurry. Then a person suddenly popped up in his mind. ‘Jude!’


  


  Grid’s first knight—he wasn’t a named NPC, which meant he had few unique stories. Born in Winston, Jude had strong bones but his intelligence was low. Jude’s setting was summarized with this simple line. Therefore, Grid wasn’t deeply involved in Jude’s life unlike how he was with Piaro, Asmophel, and Mercedes. Jude’s intelligence was too low, and a normal conversation couldn’t be shared.


  


  However, they shared a lot of time and memories. There had few conversations with each other, but they had a deep spiritual connection and knew each other well enough to read their hearts with their eyes. Jude’s power and potential were low compared to the other knights’, but Grid treasured and trusted him. It was proof of Grid’s trust that he left the security of an important city like Bairan to Jude. That faith had become poison.


  


  “Knights Summoning!”


  


  Jude was in danger. Maybe he was dying right now. Grid was on the verge of losing his reason at the thought. The days he had spent with Jude passed through his mind like a kaleidoscope.


  


  [Please select an article to summon.]


  


  “Jude!” Grid’s big shout rang out through the forest. Grid desperately wanted Jude to appear before him. However, it was impossible. Jude didn’t respond to his summons.


  


  “Jude?”


  


  Grid became more and more irritated as he quickly escaped from the scope of the evil influence. Immediately after using the return scroll, he went to see Sticks.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  The statue of Khan rolled across the ground as dozens of fragments, and Rigal stepped on them one by one. Rigal’s ruthless violence crushed Khan’s hammer, arms, feet, and legs in front of the people.


  


  “Don’t! No!” Jude’s shaking became worse. Every time Rigal erased part of Khan’s image, Jude struggled, and more blood poured from his body tied by chains.


  


  “I can’t do this? No, I can do it. This is already the empire’s territory. I have an obligation to cleanse this city prior to offering it to His Majesty the Emperor, and you—the loser—have no right to exercise your will.”


  


  Rigal’s air force served as the vanguard of the empire. Just like in most battles, he captured the enemy and destroyed their will before the main force came forward. Rigal was a veteran. He knew how to break down the spirit of the enemies and adapt to change. The very first step was the destruction of a symbol. Mechanically, Rigal trampled on the shoulders of the statue as he turned his eyes toward the granary on the ridge far away.


  


  Rigal’s next target was the life, sweat, treasure, and hope of the Bairan people.


  


  ‘It is a shame, but burning it is better.’


  


  During the war, it was ideal to take food from enemy camps to replenish their own supplies. However, Rigal’s air force was few in number and had to carry prisoners. They couldn’t afford to transport food as well. There was no guarantee that they could definitely defend this place until the empire’s main force arrived. He couldn’t overlook the fact that this city was in the middle of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  Therefore, Rigal chose destruction. The tied-up knight was shaking more fiercely as he tried to break the chains binding his hands and feet. Rigal looked at the scene. Then he raised his foot over the last remaining piece of the statue. It was the head—the head of the statue that represented a person called Khan.


  


  “In the near future, your king’s head will be at my feet like this. Discard your foolish expectations and surrender to the empire. The people who surrender right now won’t be enslaved and will be accepted as a person of the empire, receiving proper treatment from the soldiers. Don’t miss the chance to enjoy the mercy and protection of His Majesty the Emperor.”


  


  Rigal increased the strength of his foot. Khan’s face cracked slightly.


  


  “No...!”


  


  “No!”


  


  Blood burst in Jude’s eyes as he tried to break the chains. Since the time he was a soldier of Winston, Jude couldn’t have dreamed of a better life than what he received after King Grid stretched out his hand to him. King Grid didn’t care about Jude’s stupidity and gave him many things. Grid was his benefactor. Rather than paying him back, Jude had to watch Grid’s family be insulted?


  


  “I don’t like iiiiit!” Jude roared while shedding tears of blood. His intelligence was low, so his thoughts were simple. It was because his thoughts were simple that his will was more clearly pronounced. He had to destroy the enemy in front of him. In order to do that, he needed to break free of these restraints.


  


  The ultimate will was simple and clear, and it dominated Jude’s mind and body. Ignoring the pressure of the hard shackles, Jude’s wrist moved and finally broke in a strange direction. The eight bones sustaining his wrist and the bones of the hands were crushed without overcoming the pressure of the chains. Jude’s completely squashed left hand drooped and slipped through a small gap in the chains.


  


  


  “What are you going to do with a hand that can’t even hold a fork?” Rigal asked as he was surprised by Jude’s ignorant behavior.


  


  “Kuoong...” Jude slipped his left hand through a gap in the chains and gripped. He gritted his teeth and used all his strength to rip off the chains.


  


  “What?”


  


  Most of the bones and nerves were damaged yet he still had strength in his hands? Wasn’t it almost magical?


  


  “Hat...! Kuhahahat! A great guy!” Rigal burst out laughing. He coveted Jude even more. Rigal was convinced there were few people as strong in the empire.


  


  Jude finally stood up and shouted at Rigal, “The feet. Remove it.”


  


  “Are you going to join me?” Rigal asked.


  


  Jude shook his head. “Don’t want. You. Bad.”


  


  “Then it can’t be helped.” Rigal increased the strength of his feet. The statue’s face was crushed.


  


  Jude let out a sound that was close to a scream, then he rushed toward Rigal. Blood flowed all over his body, his hand hung down, and his hair was matted. He seemed no different from a giant running over.


  


  “Crazy bastard!”


  


  Rigal’s soldiers were instantly shaken. They didn’t think of stopping Jude and hid themselves behind shields.


  


  “Jude! Run away!” The Overgeared members shouted. However, Jude ignored them and ran straight forward. He just moved with his own ideals. His will couldn’t be changed.


  


  [The king you made the pledge of loyalty to has called you.]


  


  [The miracle of the pledge is manifested as space movement.]


  


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  


  It had happened previously when he was taking a bath. Jude had responded to the king’s call while naked. At that time, the king had told him to check his condition before responding to the summons. Thus, Jude didn’t respond immediately to Grid’s call this time. In fact, he wasn’t thinking of anything. He just thought that he should destroy Rigal.


  


  Jude’s big fist struck Rigal’s face. No, it seemed to hit. Beyond the shockwave caused by the collision, Jude’s fist was caught in Rigal’s hand. It was almost impossible for the level 390 Jude to punch Rigal, who was already level 439 when Grid saw him a year and a half ago. Of course, this was for a normal situation.


  


  “This time I’ll have to lock you up.” Rigal stated while holding Jude’s fist.


  


  “...?!” Then Rigal suffered from an unexpected blow. Jude's left hand—its bones were shattered yet the hand still flew at Rigal’s mouth. It was a completely unexpected attack, and Rigal was forced to allow it. Of course, the damage was zero.


  


  “Indeed... It isn’t easy to tame a beast. A strict education is needed.”


  


  Rigal had treated Jude well, but his expression became ugly for the first time. A duke of the Saharan Empire—it was hard for him to maintain compassion when he,a representative of the emperor and one of the top powers in the empire, was assaulted. This was the moment when he pulled out his whip.


  


  Jude was a man who had tasted despair a thousand times but didn’t feel frustrated because he had no thoughts. Now, he wasn’t frustrated because he had a single thought in his heart.


  


  “...?”


  


  An unknown message seeped into Grid’s ears as he was at Reinhardt.


  


  [The skill of your knight Jude ‘I have no Idea (SS-) has evolved to ‘Frustration Raises a Man (SS)!]


  


  [Your knight Jude has been enhanced by the skill effect of Frustration Raises a Man (SS)!]


  


  There was a series of alerts.


  


  “W-What?” Grid was confused.


  


  In Bairan, Jude was swinging his left hand again. Jude’s ragged left hand was restored and the power and speed were incomparable to before. Rigal wasn’t able to grab Jude’s left hand using his hand and had to wield his whip.


  


  ‘What?’


  


  Rigal, his soldiers, the Overgeared members, the residents, and the staff of the international broadcasters filming the scene were stunned. Only Jude swung his fists without thinking.


  


  1. Jude.


  


  2. Grid’s first knight.


  


  3. Instant recovery ability.


  


  4. NPC worldly wisdom method.


  


  5. NPC’s sudden strength.


  


  6. How to obtain a NPC subordinate.


  


  7. Where is Grid?


  


  The popular search queries for portal sites in different countries started to change.




  Chapter 1001


  Sky King Rigal’s class was a rider, and his main weapon was a large bow. His archery skills were like a reaper’s scythe as he climbed onto his ancient wyvern Allentica and fired from an altitude of 800 meters. Anybody targeted by Rigal would die, but now the situation was different.


  


  Currently, Rigal was on the ground. He couldn’t take advantage of the rider class, and the whip in his hand was normally used to train his wyvern. Jude’s fist fell like a rock, and thunder rose from the ground. Every time Jude wielded his fist, a shockwave would stir up the ground. It was as if Jude’s fist contained the greatest disaster that humans could suffer. The imperial forces gulped, and the Overgeared members had hope.


  


  One hit... Jude’s fist struck Rigal’s face once, and it seemed the tide would turn.


  


  “My Lord, I will cover you.” In the end, a subordinate couldn’t hide his anxiety and immediately wanted to give the entire army a boarding order.


  


  Earl Baron, who was Rigal’s right-hand man and commander of the air force, shook his head though. “Let him enjoy it. He seems to want to peek at the potential of that wild boar.”


  


  The conversation of the two people continued. During this time, Rigal carefully avoided all the attacks and wielded his whip while being wary of Jude’s left hand.


  


  “Urgh!”


  


  A single whip tied up Jude’s left right while he struck Jude’s right hand at the same time. The small pendulum at the end of the whip contained more weight than expected, and Jude’s hand instantly became swollen.


  


  “This whip is an artifact that delivers shock through the scales and skin of a wyvern. If you are an ordinary person, you would’ve felt a pain that was unbearable.” The corners of Rigal’s lips curved up. “Yet you are enduring it. The more I look, the more I like you.”


  


  “Die!” Jude was like a wounded beast. His flesh couldn’t feel anything as he pulled the whip around his left hand toward him. Simultaneously, Jude swung his fist.


  


  “Haha, where... Hup?!” Rigal was like a frightened child as the whip was pulled tight. It was because he couldn’t handle the strength of Jude’s left hand and was dragged over. In Rigal’s field of view, the landscape of the world moved at a high speed. He was suddenly right before Jude’s nose. Jude’s right fist struck Rigal’s face.


  


  “...!!”


  


  It was an unreal sight! One of the Seven Dukes, the symbol of the authority and strength of the empire, was being overwhelmed by an obscure knight...? Rigal’s soldiers were shocked by the unimaginable situation, but it was only temporary. The moment Jude’s fist hit Rigal’s face, it sounded like a rock being hit by a sledgehammer. Nevertheless, there wasn’t a single drop of blood on Rigal’s face, and he wasn’t hurt. Rigal’s body was hard enough to overcome Jude’s offensive power.


  


  “Ohhh...!”


  


  “As expected from My Lord...!”


  


  The soldiers cheered, but the euphoria didn’t last long. Suddenly, Jude’s left hand—which was bound by the whip— Rigal’s abdomen.


  


  “Kuek...!” Rigal groaned first. His face even twisted up with pain. The Gold Dragon Armor that symbolized the Sky King seemed colorless. 


  


  “You! Die!” Jude’s killing intent rose further. His left hand, which was restored and strengthened by the will of his thoughts, darkened and was becoming as hard as metal. One blow, two blows, three blows, four blows!


  


   “Cough!” Dark blood finally flowed from Rigal’s mouth.


  


  “This is ridiculous!” Earl Baron, who had been calm the whole time, was now embarrassed and ordered the entire army to board.


  


  The international community was in an uproar. 


  


  -Wow... What is Jude’s left hand? Just his left hand is terrifying.


  


  -It is really incredible. I heard that even the high rankers can’t fight against the seven dukes of the empire, but Grid’s subordinate is doing it.


  


  -It is being overgeared~


  


  -Was one of the NPCs in the four heavenly kings in the Demon King’s Subjugation named Jude?


  


  -It seems like it.


  


  -It seems like it? ㅋㅋHow does it seem like it? ㅋㅋ Jude is a fighter while the four heavenly kings were a fisherman, a swordsman, a knight, and a tank.


  


  -Wow, really? Then Jude isn’t one of the four heavenly kings? Yet he can hit one of the seven dukes?


  


  -It is the power of overgeared. What the hell is he wearing on his left hand?


  


  -I’m going to apply to naturalize to the Overgeared Kingdom right now. If I help out in the war with the empire, can I join the Overgeared Kingdom? I’ll sign up and ask Grid to make me items.


  


  -By the way, you guys... How can I get a NPC knight like that? What should I do to get him as a subordinate? I can’t get a subordinate even when raising my affinity to the maximum. Do I have to feed him like a pet?


  


  -Give gifts, not food... However, in order to make the NPC your subordinate, you must have some degree of status and you need to meet the target NPC’s situation. It is just luck.


  


  -What luck... The insight to correctly tell the situation is important.


  


  -The method to seduce a named NPC?


  


  -It is a real luck system.


  


  -Hah~ this is a real game of luck.


  


  -Overgeared King Grid...


  


  12 times—this was the number of times Jude’s fist struck Rigal in a few seconds. Strengthened by Frustration Raises a Man (SS), Jude’s left hand was currently above Jude’s original stats. Its power threatened Rigal, who was one of the strongest NPCs on the continent.


  


  “Cough, cough! Kuweek!” Rigal completely lost the dignity of a duke who ruled over 13 kingdoms. Blood poured out from him. It didn’t suit the dignity of the Sky King Rigal.


  


  “You!”


  


  An army consisting of 5,000 griffons and 300 wyverns. Suddenly, the air force soldiers boarded their mounts and aimed at Jude. Their weapons, magic, and wyvern breaths wanted to render Jude into powder. However, Jude didn’t shrink back. Jude’s idea was only to kill Rigal. He didn’t care about his own safety.


  


  “Ohhhh!”


  


  All sensations from his left hand had disappeared a long time ago. His hand felt like it wasn’t his hand, but he didn’t think too much. Jude shouted as he used all his strength to aim at Rigal. However...


  


  “...?” Something strange happened, and Jude cocked his head. The moment his fist was going to reach Rigal, something grabbed his neck and pulled him back. A normal person would turn his head and check the situation. Yet Jude wielded his fist at Rigal without thinking. Jude’s strikes only hit air. 


  


  The existence holding onto his neck was a wyvern. It was a wyvern so big that it could be mistaken as a dragon. The wyvern’s name was a shining gold. It was the ancient wyvern Allentica who had been passed down through generations in the Gelder family. He had been disciplined for 200 years, and his magic abilities, flesh, and wisdom transcended those of ordinary wyverns.


  


  “Jude! It is dangerous!”


  


  “Look back, you idiot!”


  


  The Overgeared members’ shouts were useless. Jude still glared at Rigal and swung his fists through the air. Rigal laughed as he pulled out a handkerchief and wiped his mouth. “You are brave and ignorant. The first person to wound me on the battlefield is such a fool.”


  


  As Jude’s left hand struck the air, Rigal suggested, “Jude, I will give you one last chance. Serve me. I’ll give you strength if you don’t need wealth.”


  


  “...Strength!” Jude stopped. He now verified the snout of the wyvern holding his neck. “Jude. Strength. Is needed. I want to be. Strong.” 


  


  Rigal’s mouth curved upward. It was rewarding to go down to Jude’s eye level. Rigal knew how to obtain this stupid guy who had muscles as a brain but he failed to anticipate the next reaction.


  


  “...?”


  


  “You. Die.” 


  


  The ancient wyvern Allentica was thrown to the ground. It was the result of Jude grabbing the wyvern’s snout with his left hand. The people affected by the artificial earthquake fell down. The 5,300 strong air force took off instantly to avoid the aftermath. The air force took control of the sky with furious screams.


  


  “I can’t stand it anymore.” Rigal abandoned his lingering feelings. “I’ll give you up.” 


  


  He would show mercy. “If I can’t have you, I will kill you.”


  


  Rigal wielded this whip.


  


   “Allentica!” Rigal cried out, and the wyvern rose from the ground with a roar. His flames knocked over Jude who was coming at Rigal. Jude jumped to his feet in the flames. Rigal mounted Allentica and pulled the bow that was nearly two meters long.


  


  “The only advantage is your ignorant power. I thought it was cute, but you don’t know your limit.”


  


  He raised his aura. An incredibly large arrow the size of a small spear shot through the swirling currents and reached Jude. Jude had all his equipment taken when he was captured, so his bare body was pierced by the arrow. Against the backdrop of the sunset, the giant silhouette with an arrow in his chest collapsing was like the ending of a movie.


  


  “Ah...” The trapped Overgeared members were trapped and couldn’t give any help as Jude struggled. They were suffering from guilt and discomfort as they sensed it intuitively. Jude would die. He was dying. However—


  


  『 No one can help. 』


  


  


  『 The Overgeared members guarding Bairan aren’t Agnus. What can they do when they have no power? 』


  


  『 It is a pity. The last fire of Bairan will be put out. 』


  


  Bairan was a city that had already been occupied. Then Jude suddenly counterattacked, and the war was revived. It was a 5,301-against-1 war. The result was predictable, but many viewers around the world had predicted a reversal. Jude’s momentum was so intense that they kept sweating anxiously as they watched the situation. 


  


  However, there was no reversal. Jude seemed to be doing well, but he couldn’t even cut Rigal’s health by one-tenth. On the other hand, he fell into a critical condition after being hit by one arrow. Sure, Jude might be wearing no equipment, but one of the seven dukes was strong. According to rumors, Rigal was one of the strongest people in existence—an existence that players didn’t dare meet at the present time, the sky above the sky.


  


  『 Look. This is a rough estimate of the damages that the Overgeared Kingdom will face when Bairan is occupied. 』


  


  『 Huh, it is the worst. Reidan’s situation is also bad. The Overgeared Kingdom is in a great crisis. 』


  


  『 The power of the Saharan Empire is too strong. This proves why the empire is the master of the continent. 』


  


  『 The result of the war is obvious. The Overgeared Kingdom will be defeated and lose a lot of territories. 』


  


  Rigal’s altitude increased, and he once again drew his bow. This time, he aimed exactly at Jude’s heart.


  


  “Watch this place burn in hell.”


  


  There was no delay. Just like before, the arrow that was fired flew to Jude. The arrow hit. The location precisely matched the direction Rigal initially aimed at but Jude wasn’t there. There was only bare ground in the place where Jude’s heart was supposed to be.


  


  “...?”


  


  Rigal’s eyes could miss the movement...?


  


  ...At this altitude? Rigal’s expression changed in the sky. It was a much more serious expression than when he was unexpectedly pulled by Jude’s fist earlier.


  


  “...Overgeared King?”


  


  A bigshot appeared. There was a surge of magic power. Rigal moved his gaze and saw the Overgeared King appear through Mass Teleport. Jude disappearing like a lie was probably due to the king’s call.


  


  Rigal smiled darkly as he aimed his bow at Grid. He was on a huge wyvern with 5,300 air force members behind him. In fact, they were all captured in Grid’s vision.


  


  Rigal fired his bow. He couldn’t pass up this opportunity to take the head of the enemy leader. The arrow flew across one kilometer and hit its target.


  


  [You have suffered 10,990 damage.]


  


  [You are currently in a war.]


  


  [In a war, the king’s death can lead to the worst situation.]


  


  [Be careful. If killed during a war, the king and kingdom will receive a large penalty.]


  


  [There will be an increase in the experience loss rate, an increase in the item drop rate, the army morale will drop, the facilities level will drop, national security will decrease, reputation will decrease, the chance of a rebellion will increase, and so on.]


  


  All types of warnings rose when Grid failed to evade and the arrow pierced his shoulder. Yet Grid wasn’t daunted by them. From the moment the war began, he was already walking on thin ice. He was determined enough. Grid didn’t think he could win easily against the top power of the empire.


  


  “Blacksmith's Rage. Blackening.”


  


  Yes...


  


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  


  Nevertheless, he would win.


  


  “Transcended Link Flower.”


  


  [Transcended Link Flower]


  


  [Three sword dances have been sublimated into a single field.


  


  Fire 40 swords with 200% physical attack power, leaving a mark on all visible enemies.


  


  Two additional sword energy will be generated per mark and the added sword energy will aim at their targets. Any marked target hit by the sword energy will receive 122 physical damage + 20% magic damage.


  


  Every two hits by the sword energy will create an additional mark. A maximum of five marks can be stacked up.


  


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 300


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 20 minutes.]


  


  10,000 petals bloomed in the night sky. The appearance of the blue petals fluttering was beautiful enough to cause one to lose their soul. The viewers, as well as Rigal’s air force, were briefly captivated. It was deadly. The 40 energy blades that passed through the scattering petals became a signal when they hit Rigal. The petals in the sky started to reveal their nature. Like they were blown by a gust of wind, they made contact with the soldiers and exploded.


  


  “Keuk!”


  


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  


  Rigal groaned, and the soldiers screamed. The griffons and wyverns who were also targets of the petals shuddered. The skill damage coefficient might be low, but it was meaningless when Grid’s attack power was so high.


  


  “100,000 Army.” Grid, who had narrowed the distance to Rigal while using Transcended Link Flower, retreated again. He placed them all in his field of view and wielded the sword. “Blockade Sword!”


  


  The reason why Grid created the three fused sword dance Transcended Link Flower was to maximize his skills linkage. 100,000 Army Blockade Sword gave a small blow to all targets in his sight and also gave the ‘blocked’ effect. Approximately one-third of the air force was unable to resist. They were prevented from moving or using skills and magic.


  


  Then new marks were placed on the air force members, including Rigal. Grid reached Rigal. Rigal’s ability to fly 800 meters above sea level was useless in front of Grid who could use Braham’s Boots to fly.


  


  “You!” Rigal once again fired at Grid who had already been pierced with four arrows. The arrows which were fired this time were different. They were fired using Ultimatum, a blow that could kill anyone shot. The arrows contained the mana of Sky King Rigal and the essence of the techniques passed down through generations. Yet it was pointless if they didn’t reach.


  


  “Revolve.” Grid rotated and returned Ultimatum to Rigal. Another mark was placed on Rigal’s body, and he was subjected to a shock powerful enough to damage his Gold Dragon Armor. Grid was still rushing toward Rigal.


  


   “Kill.” It was a series of catastrophic damage. Rigal shot arrows with explosive properties in an attempt to shake off Grid. Nevertheless, Grid stood firm. He didn’t care about the explosion and narrowed the distance toward Rigal.


  


  “Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle.”


  


  Five markers were imprinted on Rigal’s body, and the death penalty dropped. Grid didn’t send an ultimatum. He just aimed to kill the opponent.




  Chapter 1002


  The Immortal King Grenhal, Beast King Morse, Drunk Duke Diworth, Golden Crown Basara—they led the army of their respective territories and drove the water clan out of the port cities around the empire.


  


  There was no battle. The water clan fled whenever the armies appeared. The dukes took it for granted. They thought there was no one in the world foolish enough to go against them.


  


  “Is everybody healthy? We are gathering together for the first time in a few years.”


  


  The final destination of the four dukes was Galest. Galest was the largest port city responsible for the empire’s economy. Just two days ago, the ships were paralyzed and unable to sail because of Maxong, the water clan king. Maxong was like the god of the sea, and Galest’s troops couldn’t resist him. Yet even the fearsome Maxong fled as soon as he head the dukes had arrived.


  


  Beast King Morse licked his lips with regret. “I thought it was a chance to tame the water clan king, but he ran away. I knew the different species were uncivilized, but I didn’t expect that even the king would have no honor.”


  


  “A king of beasts is also a beast. There is no honor.”


  


  “In any case, hasn’t the sea path opened? We can move to the rear of Reidan.”


  


  “There are no ships that can depart immediately. The water clan king destroyed all the ships.”


  


  “A beast used his head? This is embarrassing.”


  


  “Do we need to hurry? Rigal has already taken over Bairan, so we can move at a leisurely pace.”


  


  “Again? That Rigal is always fast.”


  


  “The air force of the Gelder Family is the pride of the empire for a reason.”


  


  Rigal had inherited the position when his father passed away. He had fought a total of 39 wars over the past 17 years. The air force he led had always been the first to strike and unconditionally won. It even boasted a 100% survival rate. This meant there had been no casualties in the 39 wars. It was a record that showed the dignity of the air force that shot at the enemies one-sidedly from a high altitude, making the air defense facilities of other countries meaningless.


  


  “Wait until the ships are ready. Rigal will finish it anyway.”


  


  The other dukes easily agreed to Drunk Duke Diworth’s suggestion. For them, a war was merely a game. The victory of the empire was natural. Thus, there was no anxiety or nervousness for them, unlike Rigal who was obsessed with building up his achievements.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  The blue petals flew in the dark sky, and a subsequent black heat emerged. It was more colorful and beautiful than the fireworks produced at modern festivals. People were stunned. They felt a sense of loss when they thought that this rare sight would soon disappear. The flowers and the heat wave were so beautiful that they thought, ‘I wish time will stop.’ 


  


  They were amazed that the cause of it was one player.


  


  『 Grid...! 』 The commentators conveying the Overgeared Kingdom’s desperate situation started shouting. This was the best they could do. It had been less than four months since the end of the 4th National Competition. Grid’s combat power had reached a higher level. The current Grid couldn’t be summed up by the commentators’ knowledge and skills. Their words were limited.


  


  『 T-The skill that Grid used in the sky...! 』


  


  『 C-Casualties have started to appear in the air force! 』


  


  『 The griffons who one-sidedly defeated the thousands of Bairan troops are falling! 』


  


  『 Sky King Rigal...! He is bleeding!! 』


  


  “Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle.”


  


  It was only for one second. Seven blows were dealt per second and penetrated Rigal’s chest in succession. Simultaneously, 10 flowers with the energy of Pinnacle were automatically generated in the air and aimed at Rigal. Rigal suffered great damage after having Ultimatum returned to him, and he couldn’t stop the series of attacks.


  


  [Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle]


  


  [Four sword dances have been sublimated into a single field.


  


  Fires seven energy blades per second that deal 1,850% physical damage. Every time it attacks the target, ‘Disarm’ will be triggered. Additionally, there will be a bleeding and desperation effect.


  


  If there is a mark on the target, two energy blades will be summoned that ignore 65% of the target’s defense and deal 961% physical damage + 10% magic damage.


  


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 400


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 hour.]


  


  This was a skill that proved why Grid still valued the combination of Link and Kill. It also proved why he was obsessed with Flower. The previous ultimate technique was Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle. Thanks to the goddess’ blessing, it dealt seven blows per second with 300% physical damage while also activating the effects of Wave and Pinnacle. It was somewhat incomplete, but the new Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle preserved all effects of Kill being fired seven times per second while maximizing the effect of the marks.


  


  The biggest advantage was the relatively fast cooldown time and casting speed. The cooldown of Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle was three hours while the cooldown of Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle was one hour. Additionally, the sword energy was spontaneously ignited during the seven blows per second, making it possible to suppress the enemy much faster than Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle. Even the attack power was stronger.


  


  Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle was stronger than Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle, even if five marks weren’t left. Since the effect of Disarm was maintained throughout the attack, the target couldn’t receive the effect of their items.


  


  [The target has received 1,250,900 damage.]


  


  [The target has received 1,199,320 damage.]


  


  [The target has received 1,301,010 damage.]


  


  [The black flames option effect of the Enlightenment Sword...]


  


  [The target has received 699,000 damage.]


  


  [The target has received 678,300 damage.]


  


  [The target has received 730,950...]


  


  [The target has received 16,409,200 damage.]


  


  “...!!” Kill struck Rigal seven times while 10 petals filled with sword energy struck Rigal, not letting him scream. It was all he could do to endure the terrible pain that was worse than when he was hit by Ultimatum. The fast and powerful attack was also a burden on the caster.


  


  “Pant. Pant. Pant.” Grid breathed roughly as he felt a sharp drop in stamina the moment Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle finished. In front of his eyes, Rigal’s health gauge was just over 20%.


  


  ‘I thought this would kill him. It is damn hard.’ 


  


  Grid never expected that Rigal would be fine despite being hit by his strongest combination. Moreover, Rigal had a low level in comparison to the others in the Seven Dukes. He was always worse when confronting the other Seven Dukes. In particular, his level was several times lower than Spear Saint Rachel and Sword Duke Limit. Despite having the strongest air force that disregarded air defense facilities, it was obvious that his individual combat power was lower. Rigal was the weakest.


  


  “Allentica!” Then the moment Rigal shouted the ancient wyvern’s name, his health gauge turned purple and recovered to 60%. Upon a closer look, the health gauge over the wyvern had disappeared. It was synchronization. Rigal’s health and Allentica’s health had combined.


  


  ‘A boss mob!’


  


  What was the biggest weakness of named NPCs? The ‘humanoids’ had a limit on their health. However, Rigal overcame this weakness through his interaction with the wyvern. It was a boss monster phase.


  


  ‘This is a duke...’


  


  It was greater than Grid had expected. Grid didn’t know about the Five Pillars, but he initially thought he could win in a one-on-one match against a duke. This was a misjudgment. His gaze wavered. Then the appearance of a giant evil influence burst out with a loud roar.


  


  Rigal’s archery was the complete opposite of Jishuka’s archery. Unlike Jishuka’s arrows which were invisible and couldn’t be heard by the ears, Rigal’s arrows overwhelmed the opponent with their energy.


  


  [You have suffered 14,500 damage.]


  


  [The strong impact has caused a stiffness effect.]


  


  [You have resisted.]


  


  The arrow, shot from a close range, hurt Grid. It was much more painful than when firing from a distance. Grid collapsed with approximately 30% of his health left, and Rigal pulled the bowstring again. He intended to end Grid without giving him time to resist.


  


  


  It was awesome. Ignoring the fact that he was the king of a small nation, Grid was too strong to spare. Rigal fired another arrow, and it became a signal. The thousands of air force soldiers behind Rigal also aimed at Grid with their arrows and magic.


  


   『 Ah...! 』 The commentators of the international broadcasting companies were silent. A massive bombardment filled the sky. Grid’s death seemed inevitable the moment it hit. Now, Grid would lose his immortality and slowly die without finding an escape route.


  


  The commentators didn’t explain it, but the tens of millions of viewers watching the battle were able to predict the result. The same was true for the Overgeared soldiers and the people on the ground. Their captain—the king—would die. They screamed desperately at the undeniable reality. Only one person... Only Grid smiled as he flung himself back as hard as possible.


  


  “I’ve been waiting.”


  


  Sky King Rigal was a person who had earned a high rank as the leader of an army, rather than an individual. As such, Grid had been waiting for Rigal to command the army. There were thousands of air forces. Grid wanted and hoped for the bastards, who had trampled on his land and people, to attack him in unison.


  


  “Belial’s Power. Queen of Mocking and Violation.”


  


  Grid divided into two people. On top of that, Rigal’s arrow struck him. Then there were three and four of Grid. The effect of Tiramet’s Power created an orange shield around his body, and his health was restored to 30% thanks to the First King title. Even so, it wasn’t reassuring. Numerous arrows and spells filled the sky and then poured down toward Grid. Rigal once again fired his bow.


  


  “Flower Revolve.” The four Grids did a short sword dance while observing as many arrows and spells as possible. Pagma had fought Chreshler and read the thousands of light spears with his eyes, recognizing them as targets and counterattacking all of them.


  


  This was impossible for Grid. The current Grid was dealing with arrows and spells that were comparatively slow to Chreshler’s light spears. Nevertheless, he couldn’t see all the attacks and recognize them as targets. Compared to the non-human Pagma, Grid’s perception and wits were lacking. It was why he opened up Belial’s Power and shared his vision with the clones. He used four fields of view to target thousands of arrows and spells, summoning hundreds of petals in the air. If someone looked closely, a fine rotation could be seen.


  


  The hundreds of petals centered around Grid. They collided with the thousands of arrows and spells flying toward Grid and sent them back.


  


  “...!”


  


  It was an unbelievable phenomenon! The air force stiffened at the sight of their arrows and spells returning to them. The sky and the world were in a state of turbulence. The returned arrows and magic turned hundreds of air force members to ash. Meanwhile, Grid was hit by some arrows and spells, and he fell to the ground. The tens of thousands of cameras simultaneously shook and caused the viewers to get headaches.


  


  -...


  


  The viewers became dumbfounded.


  


  Grid confronted thousands of enemies alone in the high sky. His appearance of returning some of the intense bombardment already caused him to go beyond the realm of a human being. People couldn’t measure or comprehend his strength. They were just admiring him while feeling astonished and thrilled.


  


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. Your health is fixed to a minimum.]


  


  Five seconds of immortality... The final notification window rose in Grid’s field of view as he lay on the ground.


  


  ‘Shit... I only managed to use Flower Revolve three times.’


  


  The difficulty of using the skills with the clones was too high. Right when he had been about to use the fourth Flower Revolve, the enemies’ attacks had already arrived. Thus, he couldn’t deal as much damage as he expected. Grid was disappointed, but the position of another person was completely different. Rigal, who was the symbol of imperial nobility, had a red-tinged face. “You...! You!!”


  


  The griffons and wyverns had been raised by the Gelder Family. Had Rigal ever experienced losing them? No. Yet for the first time today, Rigal saw his men screaming and dying. The number was almost 1,000.


  


  “Your... Your head alone isn’t enough! I will destroy everyone in this place!”


  


  The extremely enraged Rigal fired five arrows at once. He poured all his magic power into the arrows. He was determined to annihilate the Overgeared King lying on the ground as well as the residents of Bairan. At this moment, a voice emerged from the wounded Grid and entered Rigal’s ears.


  


  “Summon Knight.”


  


  “...!?”


  


  The red disappeared from Rigal’s face like it was a lie. He recovered the magic power that he had poured into the arrows. It was instinct. The presence of the two knights who appeared in response to the Overgeared King’s call was so enormous that he judged he had to save his strength in order to survive them.


  


  “W-What is this?” Rigal’s eyes shook as he watched the two knights appear to the left and right of Grid. He knew that His Majesty the Emperor had sent away Mercedes and that she became Grid’s knight. However, he hadn’t imagined this. That person was the Overgeared King’s knight? He was alive?


  


  “S-Sir Piaro,” Rigal called out the name with a trembling voice.


  


  “It has been a while. Since you are wearing the Gold Dragon Armor, your father must’ve died,” a response was heard. It meant it wasn’t an illusion. Rigal felt like he had seen a ghost. 


  


  Piaro spoke to Rigal who had completely lost his soul, “We can talk later. Let’s meet in hell.”


  


  Rigal was floating 800 meters above the ground. There was a shadow over his head that swallowed even the moonlight. He looked up and saw a huge mortar.


  


  “Keuk!”


  


  It was dangerous. The wound Grid had inflicted was serious. The fear of death won over confusion. Rigal regained his composure and quickly pulled on Allentica’s reins. It was necessary to escape the range of Pounding Mortar, and it was possible with Allentica’s fast flying speed. However—


  


  “I can’t let you go.” Mercedes flew and blocked his way.


  


  “You! Mercedes! You ugly traitor!”


  


  The Gelder air force that made the air defense facilities of a kingdom meaningless—they were the strongest but why didn’t they act in the Lubana war in the past? The reason was simple—they were helpless against a transcendent’s strength. Just like Grid, the powerhouses who occupied the sky and the ground could hurt the air force with a single blow. Hundreds of years ago, the Gelder air force had been brutally trampled on by Undefeated King Madra. The advantages of flying were useless in front of Legendary Knight Mercedes.


  


  A whirling silver sword cut Allentica and Rigal at the same time. It was as destructive as Grid’s swordsmanship, but it was faster and more sophisticated, managing to connect and hit a number of times. Rigal lost his balance, and a mortar fell on his head. The thousands of air force members were swept away by the pressure and turned to ash.


  


  “Lord Rigal!”


  


  The survivors, including Earl Baron, didn’t run away. They headed toward Rigal, who had been crushed by the mortar and had fallen to the ground. A bitter smile flashed on Grid’s face. If only they had run away... Then he could’ve slaughtered the disloyal troops without any regrets.


  


  “My Lord! My Lord!” Rigal’s soldiers were a symbol of loyalty. They knew they would soon die, but they still helped and escorted Rigal. It was a meaningless sacrifice.


  


  “Cough, cough...” Rigal had been hit by the legendary farmer and knight. He was in a seriously injured state that he couldn’t recover from. The gray light symbolizing death rose from his body.


  


  “S-Sir Piaro. Please. Please...” Rigal wanted to leave a last will, but he couldn’t finish. The time given to him was too short. However, his eyes showed what he wanted to say. He was earnestly pleading for his men to be returned safely to their homeland and their families.


  


  ‘Piaro, don’t forget that you were their hero.’


  


  “What should I do?” Mercedes asked while Piaro was stiff-faced.


  


  Grid gazed at the remnants of the air force who stared at him with fear, confusion, anger, and killing intent. “Kill them all. Catch as many griffons and wyverns as possible.”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  If he was going to spare them, then he wouldn’t have used the Undefeated King’s swordsmanship or summoned Piaro. He couldn’t leave anyone alive. In the first place, war wasn’t a game. He was risking his life and the lives of his precious people. Additionally…


  


  “...” Grid saw the destroyed statue of Khan.


  


  A warning window appeared in his vision as he made a sad expression.


  


  [The Saharan Empire’s duke ‘Sky King Rigal’ has been defeated.]


  


  [It is a great accomplishment that no one has achieved.]


  


  [Your reputation throughout the continent has increased. You have acquired 2,000 reputation points.]


  


  [Your level has risen.]


  


  [Your level has risen.]


  


  [The Duke Gelder Family’s Gold Dragon Armor has been acquired.]


  


  [The Duke Gelder Family’s Giant Greatbow has been acquired.]


  


  [Your knight ‘Jude’ has experienced a fight against the strong and has succeeded in breaking through his limits. His stats limit has increased.]


  


  [You have gained a special opportunity and understood the concept of a legend, transcendent, and status.]


  


  [From now on, the achievement system—which is the basis of the title system—will be applied to not only you but also to your knights.]


  


  [Your knight ‘Jude’ has accomplished the achievement of ‘Loyal Knight.’]


  


  [Your knight ‘Jude’ has accomplished the achievement of ‘Unquenchable Fire’]


  


  [Your knight ‘Jude’ has accomplished the achievement of ‘Battlefield Miracle.’]


  


  [Your knight ‘Mercedes’ has accomplished the achievement of ‘Battlefield Miracle.’]


  


  [Your knight ‘Piaro’ has accomplished the achievement of ‘Killing One of the Seven Dukes’.]


  


  “Piaro, I’m sorry.”


  


  “Don’t say that.” Piaro bowed politely. Mercedes was silent. Jude got up and looked for a meal. Along with the three knights who had started to build up their ‘status’, Grid examined the people of Bairan.




  Chapter 1003


  Ibellin and the Overgeared members hadn’t killed a single enemy. They had found it hard to intercept the air force who attacked from a high altitude, and they had also failed to penetrate the defense of the griffon and wyvern’s heavy armor. Yes, they hadn’t protected Bairan. They had been seriously trampled on, but they hadn’t run away.


  


  Instead, they had held on till the end and protected the people. They had taken on the arrows and spells pouring from the sky on behalf of the people, lost their lives, and resurrected while gathering information on the enemy. All of this information had been passed onto Lauel.


  


  Thanks to this, Lauel could determine the power of the air force. Yet the one he sent as reinforcement was only Grid. The Overgeared members in Bairan were furious. Even if Grid was strong, how could he handle the 5,000 air force members and Sky King Rigal? Why had Grid been sent alone without the best archers, magicians, and tankers to protect him?


  


  They felt that Lauel had failed to understand the seriousness of the situation. Additionally, it wasn’t good that they were placing great burdens on Grid all the time. In the end, they realized it was all because of their incompetence and felt a sense of shame. If they were strong in the first place, Bairan wouldn’t have been captured and Grid wouldn’t be burdened...


  


  The Overgeared members knew they should reproach themselves, not Lauel. Consequently, they couldn’t make eye contact with Grid. In the meantime...


  


  “...!” Grid smashed the air force with a single blow. He also beat up Rigal until the latter was bloody. Grid might’ve crashed to the ground and failed to hide his pained expression, but he stood up for his colleagues and people. He declared to Rigal that he would protect all of them.


  


  “...”


  


  Then Piaro and Mercedes arrived and destroyed all enemy forces.


  


  “I’m sorry.” The Overgeared members approached Grid and bowed. They still couldn’t meet Grid’s eyes.


  


  “I’m sorry that I’m never of any help.” Their words were full of bitterness.


  


  They shook as Grid glanced at them. “What are you saying? More people would be dead without you.”


  


  “...”


  


  “It would’ve been harder if you hadn’t told me the information about the air force.”


  


  “...”


  


  “You did well enough. Thank you.”


  


  It wasn’t a pretense. Grid was touched and thankful to his colleagues who had fought and died. He was relieved to see that the people were relatively well. To his colleagues who still couldn’t raise their heads, Grid added some words, “If it is annoying to take the bus now, you can pay me back later with a plane.”


  


  “How can we do that?”


  


  “I’m sure it is possible.”


  


  Grid was now certain. The gap was closing. Chairman Lim Cheolho’s words would surely come true, and the gap between hidden classes and normal classes would be narrowed.


  


  Transcendents...


  


  The more normal the class, the more accomplishments they could gain. The more levels they raised, the more powerful they would be.


  


  ‘It must be.’


  


  The 25 Overgeared members who fought to defend Bairan—they were classified as the mid-to-upper range of power in the Overgeared Guild. Then what about among the two billion users? They were high rankers that would feel far beyond ordinary people. Nevertheless, they were treated like children by one unit of the empire. It wasn’t a good balance.


  


  If the players were unable to do anything against increasingly stronger enemies like the empire, the great demons, and the yangban in the future, the willingness of the players to continue playing would gradually decrease and the game would be ruined. The S.A Group couldn’t be unaware of this. Chairman Lim Cheolho had predicted the situation and arranged the transcendence system.


  


  ‘The people who deal with strong opponents and are frustrated will become transcendents faster.’


  


  The first transcendent player would surely come from the Overgeared Guild. Grid didn’t doubt it and told his colleagues his thoughts. The Overgeared members were stunned for a moment before asking Grid, “Don’t you think it is unfair?”


  


  “What?”


  


  “You worked hard to become a legend and widened the gap with ordinary players. If that gap narrows, won’t it be unfair and frustrating?”


  


  “Who knows?” Grid stared up at the sky. Many stars decorated the night sky, but there was only one moon.


  


  [Gold Dragon Armor]


  


  [* When attacked by the same target within 3 seconds, the damage is reduced by 5%. This can go up to 30%.]


  


  [Giant Greatbow]


  


  [* Every time the bowstring is pulled, the power of the giant race can be felt.


  


  The bow has special options because of the materials that make up the item.]


  


  Grid had great interest in the items and planned to stay in the smithy for a while. He wanted to dismantle the Gold Dragon Armor and Giant Greatbow and make a new item with their characteristics. 


  


  Mercedes gave a somewhat disappointing report, “We have succeeded in capturing 957 griffons and 26 wyverns, but it won’t be easy to tame them.”


  


  Their loyalty to their former master was too strong. Even named horses didn’t easily change their masters, let alone griffons and wyverns. The Overgeared members were filled with regret.


  


  “It’s okay. Leave them with Nyangmong.” Grid was the only one smiling.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  Spear Saint Rachel was a descendant of Dehakel, a meritorious retainer at the founding of the empire and a legendary spearman. Among the Seven Dukes, her innate lineage and talents were excellent, and no one could treat her casually. Only one person was different.


  


  Rigal, her childhood friend, treated her in a comfortable and easy manner. Perhaps he was a special existence. That’s why the shock was larger.


  


  


  “Rigal died?” Rachel couldn’t believe the news that she received. Rigal had succeeded the duchy because his more talented older brother had been short-lived. Rachel knew better than anyone else how much effort Rigal had put in. In order to become a man worthy of being one of the Seven Dukes, he had trained hard day and night, looking after the people while feeling sorry for his dead brother. Rigal had been rewarded for his efforts. Yet he had died. Moreover, it had occurred in a war against a small country with less than 10 years of history.


  


  “It isn’t a funny joke in the morning.” She felt nauseous. Her head was dizzy. Rachel, who looked unbelievably young and beautiful despite being 40 years old, swept back her signature long hair nervously. Her wavy blond hair shone in the sunshine while the expression of her adjutant was dark.


  


  Rachel was unable to bear the uncomfortable silence and asked again, “...Is it true?”


  


  “Yes, unfortunately…” The adjutant once again expressed the reality.


  


  “The air force?”


  


  “They were annihilated.”


  


  “...” Rachel's face crumpled in a terrible manner. The first person she thought of was Rigal’s only son. The small child was only 9 this year. The child who lost his mother at an early age was now truly alone. Would the little child be able to keep the air force, which was the basis of the Gelder Family, from the hands of the greedy people wanting it? It was impossible. One of the seven families representing the empire was completely destroyed.


  


  “Pathetic guy. I told you to quickly get married and give birth as soon as possible.”


  


  Rachel knew the young Rigal had delayed his marriage because he liked her. However, the national law prohibited marriage between duchies, and Rachel had been forced to ignore Rigal’s heart. She remembered how the young Rigal had always looked at her with a burning gaze.


  


  “Will you go out?” The adjutant carefully asked.


  


  The Twilight Spearmen—the elite army raised by Rachel was ready to go to war at any time. However, Rachel shook her head. She was a duke of the empire, and she couldn’t be swayed by emotions.


  


  “There is something I have to do first.”


  


  Rachel put on a cloak and left the barracks. Once she appeared, 30 knights split apart to create a path. One knight reported, “According to a report from the scouts, he returned last night.”


  


  “We must not forget who the opponent is. He isn’t forced to be polite, so don’t be offended by his words or actions.”


  


  “Yes!”


  


  The best spearsman on the continent, Kirinus—it had taken her several years to find him. She came directly to this distant place to meet him. Rachel wanted to know if he was better than her. Was she not a legend because she was inferior to him? She had to find out the answer.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  Inside Kirinus’ cabin, Kirinus was interested in the development of the youth he had been teaching for nearly a year.


  


  “You have improved with Control Sword.”


  


  Pushing forward, swirling, or stabbing—the motions that were the basis and essence of the spear were contained in eight swords floating in the air. They flew forward and cut the air. This was the moment when the fairly monotonous Control Sword evolved. After clearing a few hidden quests, the skill had evolved, and Kraugel was pleased.


  


  On the other hand, Kirinus was disappointed. “You still haven’t penetrated the essence.”


  


  “The essence?”


  


  “The one fighting the enemy is you, not the sword.”


  


  “...” Kraugel understood immediately. Kirinus advised that there was no need for miscellaneous swords. Kraugel was reminded of the nature of the sword.


  


  Cutting the target... In order to cut, he had to be fast and accurate. Kraugel took out a ‘number’ of swords when needed, but in fact, only one sword needed to be linked with Control Sword. The one sword flew at a speed much quicker than before and cut the rock. It was at a speed that humans couldn’t avoid.


  


  [Sword Control Lv. 2]


  


  [You can control the sword with your will. The attack power of Control Sword is proportional to the weapon’s attack power.


  


  Number of available swords to be controlled: Up to 10.


  


  Current Swords: Genuine White Fang.]


  


  The moment he got the skill after becoming a Sword Saint, Kraugel had thought of Grid’s God Hands. Just like how Grid handled the God Hands, Kraugel expected that he could be more active in battle by operating more swords. That’s why he always took out many swords at the same time.


  


  However, he was mistaken. It wasn’t important to handle many swords. Instead, it was more important and powerful to wield a single sword. In the skill description, it didn’t state that attack speed would increase depending on the number of swords. Rather, it was proportional to Kraugel’s concentration.


  


  “Ah.” The enlightened Kraugel looked back on his battle with Grid. The battle had been more favorable before he used Control Sword. He had tried to avoid Grid’s God Hands and only fully wielded one sword. That was when Grid threatened Kraugel.


  


  ‘Control Sword isn’t a skill to assist in combat.’


  


  It would be far more powerful to understand and apply it as a general attack skill. Kraugel realized that he had developed further. He felt that it was something he couldn’t have obtained if he walked on the path that Muller had laid. As such, Kraugel thought it was a good idea to have come to Kirinus—an opponent he could learn from and exchange feelings and thoughts. Kraugel realized the importance of a teacher as he thought about Khan and Grid. 


  


  Then it happened when he was concentrating.


  


  “Kirinus, come out!” A group of people appeared and shouted.


  


  “...?” Kraugel turned his head and was amazed when he saw Rachel. Kraugel, who had more information than other players, couldn’t be ignorant about the empire’s Seven Dukes. Unexpectedly, Rachel also knew Kraugel. The Sword Saint was also a celebrity in the empire.


  


  “Why are you here?” Rachel inquired.


  


  “It is a sign that I shouldn’t turn a blind eye to a friend’s crisis,” Kraugel gave an answer with an unknown meaning. The Sword Saint pressured Rachel’s knights.




  Chapter 1004


  For a Sword Saint, the sword wasn’t a simple tool. The expression ‘part of the body’ was lacking. A Sword Saint couldn’t distinguish between himself and the sword. He was a person who achieved mind and heart unification with the sword.


  


  “The will to cut must be excellent in order to produce a result,” Rachel stated while watching the Sword Saint. “Sword Saint Muller was said to have cut the enemy despite skipping the process of drawing the sword. However, you can’t cut me even if you draw your sword.”


  


  “...” Kraugel couldn’t refute it. It was an accurate representation without any distortion. Kraugel had recognized Rachel as an enemy as soon as she appeared and drew the sword to cut her. However, he didn’t have a chance to attack. Kraugel’s level 5 Super Sensitivity warned that he would be in danger the moment he cut her. It was a greater warning than when he faced the fully buffed Grid. Consequently, Kraugel couldn’t cut her.


  


  “A Sword Saint is worse than I am.” Rachel, who had been standing with folded arms, reached out to the empty space. A red spear with a curvature that resembled the flames of a dragon appeared in her hand. Simultaneously...


  


  [You have suffered 8,010 damage.]


  


  A hole was made in Kraugel’s chest. Rachel’s spear had pierced his chest. It was a stab which had occurred at an unrecognisably fast speed. No, was it right to call it ‘fast’? Did Rachel really swing the spear? Kraugel didn’t even feel the slightest wind pressure, let along the spear moving.


  


  He had cleared all types of hidden quests under Kirinus, and his agility had reached 2,600 points. Kraugel recalled there was no human power that couldn’t be recognized with his vision and Super Sensitivity. The newly acquired ‘One Who Peeked at the Peak of the Spear’ title reduced the damage by 15%, but the attack of a super-named NPC with a level close to 500 meant the damage received wasn’t small.


  


  This was another form of attack. Kraugel immediately noticed it and was shaken. He ignored the blood flowing from his chest and kept an eye on Rachel. Then he saw it. An intangible energy was swirling around Rachel. There was no color and sound, but it was obviously in the shape of a spear. One of them flew and punched Kraugel.


  


  Kraugel didn’t avoid it. There was no reason to be afraid of something that wasn’t real. The intangible spear that was stuck in Kraugel’s chest disappeared with a loud sound. Kraugel wasn’t hurt.


  


  “...!” Rachel’s eyes were full of interest. There was a smile on Kirinus’ face. Kraugel was facing a notification window.


  


  [A hidden piece!]


  


  [You have succeeded in recognizing and neutralizing the ‘Manifestation of Will’ through the effect of the Sword Saint class!]


  


  [The special stat ‘Willpower’ has opened.]


  


  [The name skill Manifestation of Will has been acquired.]


  


  [Willpower]


  


  [It is strong enough to distort reality.


  


  * Stat points can’t be distributed to this stat.]


  


  [Manifestation of Will Lv. 1]


  


  [Only a saint can deal with the intangible.


  


  Distort reality with the manifestation of your solid will.


  


  * At the current level, the willpower can only be used to attack the enemies.


  


  * At the current level, the skill is only activated when a weapon is equipped. The shape of the will is the same as the appearance of the weapon being equipped.


  


  * The amount of damage done by Manifestation of Will is the same as the willpower stat combined with the strength stat. It completely ignores the target’s resistance and defense.


  


  * A target with the willpower stat will ignore this attack.


  


  Cooldown Time: 1 minute.]


  


  “...?”


  


  It was an unexpected stat and skill. Kraugel cocked his head and tried to use Manifestation of Will. Four intangible swords resembling the currently equipped White Tiger appeared around Kraugel. The reason why there were only four swords was that the newly opened stat only had four points. Manifestation of Will wasn’t a control-based skill but a recognition-based automatic skill.


  


  The moment Kraugel thought about attacking Rachel, four swords flew toward her. However, they were blocked by an invisible wall. The intangible swords didn’t reach Rachel but collided with her willpower, scattering like pieces of glass.


  


  Rachel muttered, “Growing in real time?”


  


  After arriving here, Rachel had instantly noticed the relationship between Kraugel and Kirinus and become furious. She recalled Piaro. Her yearning...


  


  Piaro walked the path of the sword to become a Sword Saint, but he was frustrated and suffered setbacks. Now the Sword Saint who reached the peak of the sword was learning how to use a spear. Rachel was furious with Kraugel’s deception. She was displeased with his attitude of denying Piaro’s life.


  


  However, now she realized it wasn’t a deception. The Sword Saint was an unparalleled genius. He was unique and beyond Piaro, whom she and numerous nobles of the empire admired. Kraugel was the precursor of a future greater threat to the dukes of the empire.


  


  “You can’t be kept alive.”


  


  Yellow buds should be stepped on in advance. This was the way of the empire. Rachel started releasing killing intent.


  


  “The real threat is the tyranny that has been left unchecked.” Kirinus stepped forward from behind Kraugel.


  


  “The real threat?” Rachel didn’t get it.


  


  Kirinus sighed. “Experience it yourself. Karma will hit the empire.”


  


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about. One thing is certain. No matter what threatens the empire, the empire has lasted thousands of years and is eternal.”


  


  “Tsk.” Kirinus frowned. It was pitiful and frustrating that she didn’t know the person who had driven the empress to her death was currently eating at the empire.


  


  “Sometimes, violence is a good way of solving the problem. Come on. I know why you came here, and I’ll comply with you.”


  


  The descendant of Harken couldn’t tolerate that the title of best spearman on the continent was taken by someone else. Kirinus knew Rachel and provoked her, causing her to respond immediately.


  


  “It is good that this is moving fast. I was concerned that you would avoid the fight.


  


  “...”


  


  Kirinus grabbed an unimpressive wooden spear while Rachel’s fiery red spear stood upright. As the greatest fighting powers stared at each other, birds left the forest and filled the sky. They sensed the impending disaster. Then the two spears collided. There was a thunderous roar, and the ground of the area was blown away.


  


  


  “...” Kraugel’s field of view shook as he and Rachel’s knights stared at each other. Rachel’s knights wanted to kill Kraugel who aimed a sword at their master, while Kraugel was displeased with their attitude.


  


  “You should come if you have time to bark.”


  


  “Impertinent bastard!”


  


  Kraugel and 30 knights clashed in mid-air. Rachel’s knights—they had the same strength as the Red Knights in the 20s and led thousands of spearmen. The 30 of them were needed to demonstrate the power of the Twilight Spearmen. Kraugel’s ability that took advantage of the intangible swords, Control Sword and Super Sensitivity, overwhelmed the 30 people for a while. Additionally, Kraugel was an excellent person with the insight to read the battlefield.


  


  “Space Sword.”


  


  Right at the beginning of the battle, he completely cut through the bodies of the knights who hadn’t yet shown their strength.


  


  “You can’t live,” Kraugel declared as he raised the White Tiger Sword. The sword made by Grid was practicing the will of the Sword Saint.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  Grid was in the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom, Reinhardt.


  


  “...?” He had returned here after recovering Bairan, only to stop walking. Raising his head, Grid gazed at the distant sky.


  


  Duguen, duguen, dugeun.


  


  He didn’t know why but his heart was suddenly thumping.


  


  “Your Majesty?” The beautiful voice woke him up. He turned back and saw Mercedes’ face. She was worried.


  


  “Did something happen?”


  


  “...No, it is nothing.”


  


  Grid checked the time. There were only two minutes remaining in today’s connection time. Unfortunately, he couldn’t see Irene’s face.


  


  “Mercedes, I will take a break. Look after the queen and prince while I’m gone.”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “Tell the maids to feed Jude a good meal.”


  


  “Huhut, I understand,” Mercedes laughed as she saw Jude’s face while he was carried on Grid’s back. This was the hero who had struggled to defend Bairan while Grid was away. The moment the war ended, Jude had woken up, eaten a meal, and fallen asleep again. He was drooling while looking for food in his sleep. Did he know that he was now on his king’s back? He wouldn’t be able to imagine it.


  


  Mercedes’s eyes were full of respect and affection toward Grid.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “Uhh, I’m tired.” 


  


  Youngwoo logged out and wanted to stretch out in bed. The war with the empire was exhausting his physical strength and spirit. However, today was the second Friday. It was the day he would go on a date with Yura. This was a schedule that had started with Youngwoo’s suggestion. As Youngwoo couldn’t respond to Yura’s confession, he had suggested that they should take time to learn more about each other.


  


  ‘Let’s go on a date every two weeks,’ this was suggested by Yura. She might be mistaken about liking him, so Youngwoo intended to give her a chance to confirm her feelings. No matter how much Youngwoo thought about it, he couldn’t believe that a beautiful, kind, smart, and lovely girl would like him. She could be mistaken. It would be a big problem if they got married because of a misunderstanding. Once the illusion was peeled off, Yura might get tired of him and have an affair. In the country of South Korea where adultery had long been abolished, the phenomenon of a spouse cheating couldn’t be overlooked.


  


  ‘No, I am thinking of marriage ahead of myself again.’


  


  This was just like when he reunited with his first love Ahyoung after a long time. He had skipped through the romance and proposed to her in his mind. It was his vicious dark history.


  


  “Uwaaaack!!!” 


  


  The memory of that shame was painful! Youngwoo looked wretched as he screamed in the luxurious bathroom.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “Would you like to go watch a movie?”


  


  “S-Shall we?”


  


  Yura was beautiful today. The appearance of Yura wearing armor in the game was beautiful and cool, but he thought that Yura looked the best wearing plain clothes in real life. He wondered how the sky-blue one piece dress could suit her so well.


  


  ‘The skirt seems a bit short... Hum hum.’ 


  


  Youngwoo relied on the automatic driving function. He reached the car park of the cinema and got off the car. Then he got into the elevator with Yura, only to be taken aback.


  


  ‘Damn?’


  


  He searched through his memories and realized this was his first time at a movie theatre.


  


  ‘How do I buy a movie ticket?’


  


  How was he to order a drink with popcorn? What seat should he get? Was the front row a good place to see the screen? What if he needed to pee while watching the movie? Since the launch of Satisfy, the movie business had been on a steady downturn. Who would watch a movie when Satisfy allowed them to experience a world that was more colourful, majestic, and sometimes brutal?


  


  Yes, the slump in the movie business had started after the release of Satisfy. Satisfy had been released back when Youngwoo was a university student, but the reason why he never went to the cinema had nothing to do with Satisfy.


  


  “...” Youngwoo was depressed when he recalled the past and lowered his head.


  


  Ding dong~! The elevator stopped. Youngwoo planned to go the bathroom and search for ‘how to attend a movie theatre.’ However, he didn’t have to do this.


  


  “Greetings, Yura-nim, Youngwoo-nim.”


  


  “...?”


  


  It was because Yura had rented the entire movie theatre. Youngwoo didn’t have to buy tickets or popcorn in a normal manner. The cinema staff took care of the arrangements. The two people were escorted to a super luxurious hall that was empty and sat down in their desired spots.


  


  “Do you feel uncomfortable?” Yura asked the dumbfounded Youngwoo.


  


  Youngwoo smiled and answered, “No? I just think this is too good.”


  


  He was serious. Youngwoo thought that he and Yura had personalities that suited each other. Both of them didn’t have an ordinary person’s common sense.




  Chapter 1005


  Reidan, which faced the empire, could be called the gateway to the Overgeared Kingdom. The Overgeared Kingdom had never allowed the empire to advance into Reidan. The elite forces armed with Grid’s mass-produced set and the top rankers blocked the empire.


  


  It was why the imperial army had been stuck in the desert for a month. The imperial army was exhausted from fighting every day in the desolate and hot desert and was tired enough to think that the spires of Reidan Castle in the distance was actually a mirage.


  


  It happened one day when the imperial army’s morale was low.


  


  “The enemy in front has retreated!”


  


  “Ha!”


  


  Good news came to them. The desert—it was an unfamiliar terrain for the imperial soldiers. It was news that the Overgeared Kingdom’s troops fighting here had moved back.


  


  “Now we can break through the desert without interference!”


  


  “Start a rapid march to Reidan Castle!”


  


  In the imperial army’s main barracks, the nobles were excited by the good news, but the commander—Marquis Fulbas—ignored their cries. He sought advice from his staff, “The desert is a very favorable terrain for the Overgeared members who are familiar with the desert. Why did they discard the desert and move back? Will there be traps?”


  


  “There will naturally be traps.”


  


  “There is a high probability that they will lead us to terrain with many giant worms.”


  


  “Every oasis will release poison.”


  


  “There is also a need to be careful of ambushes using the curved slope.”


  


  “Nevertheless, we must traverse the desert. If we don’t cross the desert, we won’t be able to reach Reidan.”


  


  “If we march with sufficient care, we won’t suffer much damage from the traps.”


  


  The opinions of the staff members all coincided. They knew there were traps, yet they had no choice but to march.


  


  “We must advance as quickly as possible. I’m sure the reason why the Overgeared army moved back is that they’re tired.”


  


  “That’s right. Now is the right time for red energy.”


  


  They had to take risks in order to win the opportunity. The staff members insisted, and Marquis Fulbas nodded. The imperial army was less tired because reinforcements kept arriving, but the Overgeared army was different. Their numbers were limited, and they couldn’t help being tired from the ongoing battle. The time had come to glimpse victory.


  


  “Send a command to march with full force.”


  


  “Yes!”


  


  “Understood!”


  


  After all, they had a great army of 250,000. Thousands of troops had been consumed in the lasting war, but the size of the imperial army had grown. Before them, Reidan’s 80,000 troops were no different from a candle in front of the wind.


  


  “Waaahhhhhhhh!”


  


  The leaders engaged in propaganda through the barracks, and the empire’s momentum rose to the sky. They literally stepped foot in the desert. It was hot sand that their feet sank into. The Overgeared army that had been camped there just yesterday was gone.


  


  The imperial army marched in without a hitch. They continued to move forward, keeping the high spires of Reidan Castle in their vision. Of course, the march wasn’t easy. Giant worms popped up all over the desert and destroyed the formation of the imperial army, eating hundreds of soldiers. Due to the poisoning of every oasis, they couldn’t get an independent supply of water and were forced to wait for the supply unit. The marching rate gradually slowed down.


  


  “I resent the Rebecca Church.” Marquis Fulbas clicked his tongue.


  


  Why had the empire sponsored and respected the Rebecca Church for hundreds of years? They felt deep respect for the supreme goddess, Rebecca, but they also coveted the divine power of the Rebecca Church. The divine power of the Rebecca priests who ‘cleansed’ curses and ‘healed’ wounds was the greatest strength in wartime. Look at this war. The casualties would be greatly diminished with the presence of priests. 


  


  However, the Rebecca Church had denied the request for support by using the pretext of the war with the Yatan Church. It was a natural attitude for Pope Damian, the man who was seated beside Overgeared King Grid.


  


  ‘Pascal’s failure influenced this...’


  


  It was regrettable. The worst mistake the empire had made was not taking over the Rebecca Church. His Majesty the Emperor was too comfortable. The death of Empress Aria and the betrayal of Piaro robbed the emperor’s willpower and weakened the empire.


  


  “There is something strange.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Marquis Fulbas, who was marching at the head of the army, stopped in place. The expressions of his deputy and staff didn’t look good.


  


  “All contact has been lost from the scouts.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Night had come. The hot sand of the desert cooled down. They had to speed up the march before the night got darker. Then why did he get an ominous feeling at this timing?


  


  “Give the whole army a break and send new scouts.”


  


  “Yes!”


  


  100 horsemen were swiftly selected by the deputy and rode away. They had an obligation to identify and report in advance the hazards of the main route. Yet a report didn’t come back. The newly dispatched 100 people also disappeared like ghosts.


  


  “Prepare for battle!”


  


  Marquis Fulbas read the situation as strange, and the 250,000 soldiers took their formations. During the cold desert night, the muscles of the soldiers contracted as their tension was heightened. Their nerves were sharpened as they gripped their weapons.


  


  However, the desert was calm. The enemy’s approach wasn’t detected at all. There weren’t even the cries of beasts.


  


  “...”


  


  The more tightly pulled the thread was, the sooner it would break. As time passed and nothing happened, the tension of the soldiers dispersed. At this moment, there was an explosion from the center of the formation. “...?!”


  


  The earth shook, and the sand of the desert vibrated. The surprised Marquis Fulbas and the imperial forces turned their eyes toward the source. Then they were dumbfounded.


  


  “A young child?”


  


  It was a 13-year-old child. The beautiful boy rose from the ground and looked at the crowd with arrogant eyes that weren’t suitable for his age.


  


  “Prey has arrived after a long time.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Marquis Fulbas witnessed the teeth protruding from the smiling boy’s mouth and was astonished. With transcendent beauty, long pointy teeth, and eyes that looked at humans like they were cattle… this boy wasn’t a human.


  


  “Vampire!”


  


  Vampires were a species that had been expelled from hell. The empire knew that their home was underneath Reidan’s desert, but the vampire species had been cursed strongly by God Yatan. It was the Curse of Idleness. They didn’t wake up easily from their sleep. There were few cases in history of them rising aboveground. So, why was a vampire boy in the desert? How had he overcome the Curse of Idleness and come up from below the ground?


  


  Marquis Fulbas was filled with an ominous feeling and the leaders of each unit quickly commanded the soldiers. The heavy armored infantry raised their shields and surrounded the vampire boy, while bows and spears aimed at the boy. There was only one vampire. Even a true blood vampire was just an ant in front of the 250,000 imperial troops.


  


  “Kill him! Punish the demonkin who don’t know themselves and go stepping on human land!”


  


  The leaders remained calm, and the courage of the soldiers increased by a hundredfold. They had no fear as they fired their bows and stabbed their spears. Hundreds of infantry rushed with their weapons. The vampire was destined to be stabbed to death like skewered meat. Even so, the boy didn’t feel any fear. He just gave a smile that was full of ridicule. No, it was closer to a laugh. “Piggish bastards.”


  


  Magic power exploded from the boy. It was a bloody magic power that cleared the darkness of the night. Stretching over the desert to the extent of swallowing it, the bloody magic power corroded all the arrows and spears before rushing at the imperial army.


  


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  


  “H-Hik!”


  


  


  The soldiers’ screams echoed. The massive bloody magic power ripped at the armor and flesh of the imperial soldiers, absorbed all their blood, and then expanded further.


  


  “W-What?!” The faces of the dying soldiers were like mummies and the leaders paled. Filled with terror, the soldiers who had trained for many years died without swinging their weapons.


  


  Some of the nobles shouted, “T-That isn’t a true blood...!”


  


  “...?”


  


  What? It wasn’t a true blood vampire but the strongest warrior directly created by Shizo Beriache...?


  


  “...!”


  


  The people felt it didn’t fit the description and were taken aback. A direct descendant... A long time ago, Marie Rose was described as the greatest disaster of humanity in the empire. 


  


  “Don’t tell me...!” Cries of shock burst out everywhere.


  


  “W-Who are you?” Marquis Fulbas gave a small roar as he asked the question.


  


  “Me?” The vampire boy swept away his silver hair and replied, “An earl.”


  


  “Earl!”


  


  There were fewer than 10 vampires who could be classified, and they were the direct descendants. Yes, the boy in front of them was in the same class as Marie Rose. He was a disaster of humanity. How had this monster overcome the Curse of Idleness?


  


  ...And why did he appear at this time to interrupt their march? Marquis Fulbas’ body trembled as he was filled with all sorts of doubts, confusion and anger.


  


  “An earl of the Overgeared Kingdom, Noll.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “...?!”


  


  The vampire boy introduced himself, and Marquis Fulbas and the imperial army couldn’t close their mouths. An earl of the Overgeared Kingdom...? It was difficult to interpret. The turmoil started to worsen.


  


  “L-Lord Marquis!”


  


  Then an absurd report was heard.


  


  “2nd Cavalry Captain Dellua was killed!”


  


  “1st Chariot Captain Collina has was killed!”


  


  “Three chief staff members of the 2nd army were killed!”


  


  “A diversion?”


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  The emergence of the direct vampire sent the imperial army into turmoil, and Shay’s group didn’t miss this gap. They had been lurking within the imperial soldiers for 10 days and finally assassinated the chief staff members. It was an assassination with a tremendously high difficulty.


  


  How hard was it to stay undetected for 10 days? They really did everything and suffered from major crises many times. Shay’s group felt like they were going to pull their hairs out from trying to memorize the troop deployment plan. Every day was full of tension and pain.


  


  “Still, we did it in the end.”


  


  “Phew, that’s right. It has been a while since I’ve felt such a rewarding assassination.”


  


  “My skill experience has gone up tremendously.”


  


  “...Yes.”


  


  Shay’s group was still disguised as imperial soldiers. They were glad to return to their original positions, only to feel emptiness. It was because of Grid that they were suffering like this. They swore at Grid every time they suffered a crisis. Then they disliked their actions because they thought it extended Grid’s lifespan by 20 years.


  


  “Viscount Dellua and Count Collina were assassinated!”


  


  Due to the extreme chaos, the empire’s leaders couldn’t properly handle the soldiers. The news that the nobles were assassinated spread like flames and agitated the soldiers.


  


  “Eh?” Shay’s group was also perplexed. It was because they didn’t kill Viscount Dellua and Count Collina. In the first place, they were targets that Shay’s group couldn’t assassinate with their abilities.


  


  “...Is it Faker?”


  


  “It can’t be anyone other than Faker.”


  


  “How scary...”


  


  “Look. The best monster of the Overgeared Guild was Faker, not Grid. If Faker were the enemy of the Overgeared Guild, wouldn’t Grid have been assassinated several times?”


  


  “...”


  


  Shay’s group reached a point when they thought they had done well by accepting Grid’s commission. After all, what if they had refused Grid’s request and received the kill order? They really would quit the game.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  In Reinhardt’s smithy, Grid used the Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation skill after a long time. Beside him were the blacksmiths of the East Continent and Panmir. He intended to get their advice when creating a new item.


  


  [What item do you want to create?]


  


  “A cannon.”


  


  That’s right. Grid planned to create the largest siege weapon, mass-produce them, and then deploy them throughout the kingdom. He was determined to win the war with the empire unconditionally. The experience of making the Cannon Aiming at the Battlefield in the National Competition was a great help.




  Chapter 1006


  “Wow, this is really scary.”


  


  “He bought me 43 seconds more than I required.”


  


  2 minutes and 23 seconds—this was the amount of time it took Noll to break in and out of the middle of the enemy camp. There were at least tens of thousands of attacks that struck Noll at the same time, but he didn’t die.


  


  He had an excellent tanking ability and recovery ability, while the Valhalla of Strong Trust that Grid had made for him increased his health, reduced the damage he received, gave him additional defense against multiple enemies, and strengthened his physical defense and magic defense in dark places. It wasn’t an exaggeration to call him a zombie. 


  


  “He is almost immortal because of his blood-sucking and tanking ability.”


  


  Noll’s defense and recovery were overwhelming and unique, beyond a fraudulent level. The attack power of ordinary soldiers who had yet to receive their third advancement couldn’t damage him. Of course, among the 250,000 imperial troops, there were a large number of third advancement elites and fourth advancement nobles, but most of them were at the forefront. They couldn’t immediately respond to Noll breaking into the center of the formation, allowing him to slaughter the enemies without hesitation.


  


  Noll proved that the saying about direct descendants being a ‘disaster’ wasn’t an exaggeration.


  


  Simultaneously, it proved the limitations on the concept of military force. He was active for 2 minutes and 23 seconds. It wasn’t a short amount of time considering that he fought alone against 250,000 soldiers. However, from a general point of view...? It was shorter than the time it took to go in and out of the bathroom once.


  


  In other words, even such a strong Noll could only be active for that time. During that short time, Noll only fought 2,000 enemies, but those 2,000 out of the 250,000 soldiers turned to dust. That’s right. There was a clear limit to the number of armed people that could be fought at once.


  


  “...”


  


  It was a play that made time for Faker and Kasim to assassinate enemy targets. Euphemina watched Noll's fierce and desperate battle from beginning to end and was greatly inspired. She once again realized the truth behind the power of her duplication. Although she had been focusing on slaughtering as many enemies as possible by copying great magic, she decided this time should be different.


  


  ‘This time, there are too many enemies.’


  


  No matter how massive the high-level magic she copied was, the number of enemies she could kill by herself was limited. She wasn’t able to demonstrate her full strength against hundreds of thousands of soldiers who were thoroughly prepared.


  


  ‘I needed something other than force.’


  


  Aside from military force, the most important strength in a war was having abilities. What was the power? How could she use it to gain the advantage in this war? Euphemina, who had gained full trust from Grid and her colleagues, thought and thought about it. She didn’t want to disappoint her trusted colleague and worked hard to defend the Overgeared members and Overgeared Kingdom that were now the most precious things in her life. In the end...


  


  “Huroi.” 


  


  Euphemina recalled one man—an orator who only looked at Grid’s back, thinking and acting for Grid’s sake. He was a loyal speaker who came forward every time a big scandal occurred. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the reason why Reidan’s soldiers had been able to fight against the imperial army without becoming frustrated over the past month was due to Huroi’s verbal skills. Indeed, it was easy for him—the first-ranked orator who could save and kill people with his words—to boost the morale of the soldiers.


  


  “Excuse me. Huroi?”


  


  “What?”


  


  On one of the oasis trees, the person who was looking at the imperial army in the desert with a telescope turned his head. The hen sitting on his shoulder stiffened, but Euphemina ignored it. She just stared at Huroi. 


  


  It was quite awkward. Unlike his colleagues, Huroi was only dedicated to Grid and didn't care about others. Euphemina didn’t talk to him too often and didn’t have much experience being alone together with him. In particular, his gaze toward her had become thornier and thornier ever since Euphemina started associating with Agnus. Euphemina barely managed to shake off the awkwardness and opened her mouth, “Have you ever heard of the disguise class?”


  


  “I’ve heard of it. It is a hidden class that disguises the subject with excellent makeup and molding skills.”


  


  “I was interested since I first heard rumors about it two years ago. Thus, I checked its identity.”


  


  “Just like you dug into Agnus’ background and approached him?”


  


  “...Huhut.”


  


  This man was too intolerable. Euphemina smiled awkwardly as her thin eyebrows wrinkled. The girl with twin ponytails only looked cute when she was angry. Euphemina was one of the few people Grid was afraid of, and that was precisely why Huroi didn’t like her. She was a colleague that his liege—Grid, the master of the Overgeared members and Overgeared Kingdom—felt fear toward. Consequently, Huroi could only see Euphemina as a less popular personality.


  


  ‘In the past, she committed sins against My Liege...’


  


  Of course, it was a thing of the past. Euphemina had countless achievements since joining the Overgeared Guild. Still, Huroi didn’t like Euphemina. He really hated her. It was particularly annoying that she had a relationship with Agnus, whom Grid had an aversion to.


  


  Huroi clicked his tongue and urged Euphemina, “So why did you bring up the disguise class?” 


  


  Euphemina had no intention of talking for a long time with Huroi. She quickly suppressed her irritation and explained, “I’ll copy the Disguise skill. Then I will disguise you as a member of the imperial army. I want you to infiltrate the enemy’s camp, incite them, and destroy them.”


  


  “Is this Lauel’s plan?”


  


  “No. It is a plan I thought of myself, and I need your cooperation in this plan. If you say that you will cooperate, I will go back and explain it to Lauel.”


  


  “Hrmm.”


  


  Propaganda and fabrication, swearing and talking about people’s parents, chaos and collapse—these were all Huroi’s specialties. However, the empire had already figured it out. During the war, Huroi wasn’t given a chance to say anything. Huroi failed to play a significant role and had to be satisfied with encouraging the troops from the rear. It was a different story if there was a disguise skill. There would surely be a chance for him to use his mouth.


  


  “It sounds like a good plan.”


  


  “Is that so? The problem is that Disguise lasts for up to three days. After three days, your original state is restored and Disguise will be released. If your makeup is erased within the three days, the details of the disguise will disappear and the chances of it being discovered will increase.”


  


  “Three days...”


  


  Was it possible to spread lies, incite the enemy, and cause trouble in three days? Moreover, in an army of 250,000...? Wasn’t it impossible even for the 1st ranked orator? Huroi made an upset look. Meanwhile, Euphemina laughed, “You can’t do it? Then give up. What can I do if you don’t have the ability?”


  


  “...What?”


  


  It was annoying. He was so angry that he almost asked about her parents. The ‘Swearing’ and ‘Spiteful Tongue’ skills of the orator were all expressed as language. He had already talked too much about people’s parents that the words naturally fell from his mouth. It was a habit. This was truly a dangerous phenomenon. If he talked about other people’s parents in his daily life in reality, he could be sued...


  


  “...Umm.”


  


  If this continued, it might become a hobby to write malicious comments on the Internet like Peak Sword. Huroi had a great deal of respect for Grid. Grid controlled his strength and dexterity while walking in the middle. He was a good man who would never appear again in history.


  


  


  “...” Huroi thought about his liege and controlled his thoughts.


  


  ‘Let’s aim to resemble his liege,’ Huroi vowed and regained his composure. Then he responded to Euphemina with clear eyes, “I’ll do it, but the premise is that your disguise is perfect.” 


  


  “That’s a good answer. Then I’ll try to copy the Disguise skill as soon as possible. In the meantime, you should ask Faker to collect as many characteristics and information of the targets as possible.”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  The two of them teamed up for the first time in ages. A great crisis was brewing because of the new camaraderie.


  *** 


  


  


  The white garment symbolizing the pope was torn. The holy sword, which should be shining brilliantly, had lost its light and was worn out. Surrounded by the Yatan Servants, Pope Damian was dying. He was a helpless figure compared to the first pope who destroyed all evil.


  


  “Are you an idiot?” It was the 1st ranked black magician, Rose. As one of Yatan’s Servants, she participated in the Fourth Religious War and mocked Damian. No, it was more of an absurd reaction than a mockery. “The church that doesn’t have much fighting power apart from Rebecca’s Daughters is fighting head on against our Yatan Church? Why risk your own life when you can use Rebecca’s Daughters for guerrilla warfare? Won’t you be stripped of your pope’s position because you are responsible for this defeat?”


  


  Rose poked at the core of the matter. From the very beginning, the Rebecca Church had no chance in the war against the Yatan Church. It was natural that the responsibility for the defeat would be borne by Pope Damian. This war was obviously foolish to everyone. Nevertheless, Damian didn’t regret it.


  


  “Even if I could go back to a month ago, I would still declare war on you again.”


  


  He wanted to help Grid. In any case, his position as pope had been handed to him by Grid. He could put it down at any time for Grid.


  


  “Great. I guess the rumor that you started this war on the pretext of rejecting the empire’s support request is true.” Rose recalled the war of the past month.


  


  From the beginning, Damian had no intention of winning. He focused on minimizing the damage to his allies and committed to leading this war for a long time. Damian had thrown his life away at least 20 times for the NPC priests and paladins.


  


  “Haven’t you died at least 10 times in this war? Isn’t it strange to sacrifice so much for others?”


  


  “...No.” Damian restored his holy sword. He used a small amount of magic power to heal himself and got up. His ripped clothing flapped and interfered with his vision. He took off his robe and stared at the holy sword that was emitting a feeble light. “It isn’t strange at all.”


  


  Damian couldn’t forget the days when he first met Grid. He had been an extra, one-sidedly marginalized in a vast world. Then he rose to a leading role through his meeting with Grid. The landscape of the newly changed world was beautiful and brilliant. The emotions he had felt when the dying Isabel was restored to good health still remained deep in his heart.


  


  The glory and happiness he received in the past were only thanks to Grid. It wasn’t too bad to put them all down for Grid. There was only one regrettable thing.


  


  ‘I can’t see Isabel-chan closely anymore.’


  


  He wouldn’t be able to meet Rebecca’s Daughters if he were driven out of the church. It was sad and scary. Still, he had no regrets. Damian couldn’t turn a blind eye to the empire trampling on the Overgeared Kingdom that Grid and his colleagues had been building for years.


  


  “I see. I can’t understand why you would abandon the pope’s position or why Yura would give up on being one of Yatan’s Servants.”


  


  What the hell was that person called Grid? Rose shook her head and gathered magic power at the end of Belial’s Staff. She was looking forward to achieving the accomplishment of killing Pope Damian and felt blissful. Yet she failed to kill Damian. It was due to the intrusion of an uninvited guest.


  


  There were lightning fast moves. The monster, who just entered the religious war, quickly slaughtered the Yatan black magicians and reached Rose’s side. The heavy blow damaged Rose’s waist. “Keeok! Cough, cough!”


  


  Her spell casting was canceled. Rose’s eyes were red with anger and pain. 


  


  “This bastard!” The other Yatan’s Servants, who had been planning to watch the pope’s end with folded arms, shouted in anger. 


  


  After going through them, the uninvited guest arrived at Damian’s side and said, “I am called Oasis.”


  


  Then drumming sounds rang out on the battlefield. The surprised Yatan’s Servants turned their heads and saw tens of thousands of people on the hill. The middle-aged man sat on a red horse that was larger than normal horses. He had a bushy beard and gave off a fresh impression. Damian and Yatan’s Servants instantly recognized the identity of the person.


  


  “King of Valhalla!”


  


  It was the God of War, Ares. He waved to Damian. “Hey, we want to get along with the Rebecca Church.”


  


  “Ha... Hahaha...” Damian started laughing. In fact, he had been feeling sad. He didn’t want to say goodbye to Isabel, and he was afraid. It would be terrible to lose everything he built up and be alienated from the world again. 


  


  Then he heard the voice of the young man who introduced himself as Oasis, “I have read your articles thoroughly, Damian. I deeply sympathize and respect your past life.”


  


  He had been like Damian in the past. Oasis was only an ordinary person. However, the person who couldn’t bear the weight of the Undefeated King’s Descendant no longer existed. Oasis abandoned hesitation, trusted in himself, and overcame fear. He had been growing steadily with the help of War God Ares and was now also qualified to become a leading role in the world.


  


  “10,000 Army Swordsmanship.”


  


  Simultaneously, in the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom...


  


  “The West Continent still hasn’t developed breech-loading guns? Loading the bullets from the back will significantly improve the speed...”


  


  “Let’s combine it with the shipbuilding technology of the East Continent. It will boast an incomparable accuracy rate to existing sea-land cannons.”


  


  “It is good to standardize the calibre of the artillery. It will be difficult but we can manage if we make it with the insane dragon iron.”


  


  The blacksmiths from the West Continent and East Continent were constantly exchanging opinions about the design of the new cannon. Things could become messy if there were were too many cooks, but there was no problem if the king was controlling the cooks.


  


  Grid had the blueprint in front of him as he occasionally co-ordinated the opinions of the blacksmiths or filtered them out, making his own food. The media outlets from various countries didn’t know what was going on and expressed their opinion on Grid’s absence.


  


  [Grid, the protagonist has retired.]


  


  [The Overgeared Kingdom’s war without Grid.]


  


  “...”




  Chapter 1007


  It had been six years since Satisfy started, but it wasn’t an official record. This was because the six years included the closed beta period most people didn’t know about. Consequently, it only became a special meaning for a certain number of users selected for the closed beta.


  


  [We found the North End Cave!]


  


  Finally...


  


  [You have successfully explored every part of the West Continent!]


  


  The 1st ranked explorer, Skunk, managed a great achievement. It was an accomplishment that none of the challengers had achieved.


  


  [It is an achievement that will remain in history!]


  


  [The title ‘More Than Anyone Has Seen’ has been acquired as an achievement reward!]


  


  [You are the first player to acquire a Complete Map!]


  


  [As a reward for the Complete Map, your ‘Highest Grade Compass’ is promoted to ‘Compass of Truth’!]


  


  [New map completion rate has automatically increased by 10%!]


  


  [One ‘Seedling’ can be planted in every region in the future. If the seedlings grow and become trees, they will be your eyes and ears. Destroyed seedlings and trees can’t be restored.]


  


  [★A legend that has never appeared in history has started to quicken! ★] 


  


  [Skills experience, character experience, and quest acquisition rate will increase by 80% over the next 10 days!]


  


  “Ah... Ahh...”


  


  His hard work came to mind. Tears filled Skunk’s lightly wrinkled eyes. After walking on one path for a long time, he was able to achieve his goal and receive reasonable compensation.


  


  “Congratulations. It is a reward that makes up for all the damage you suffered at the Sword Grave.” The congratulations came from Dog Woman.


  


  Skunk received the handkerchief she handed over and smiled. “I can’t say that work was a loss. We accumulated enough experience and knowledge and received Grid’s favor.


  


  “Does Grid really have good feelings toward us? Common combat classes make fun of us while Grid is a production class and a warrior who fights on the front line. He might wonder why we can’t do it as well.”


  


  “No, I think differently. Grid understands the position of people like us because he is a production class. In fact, it is rumored that blacksmiths are the class that receives the best treatment in the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  “Well, there is no point discussing it. Who will dare abuse our Skunk, who has obtained the qualification to be a legend and the Compass of Truth? In the future, won’t every player be crawling in front of you? Of course, Grid is the same.”


  


  “...”


  


  Certainly, it was true. After grasping all the terrain of the West Continent and the location of hidden pieces, Skunk’s value was now astronomical. Any ambitious person would be tempted to turn Skunk into a colleague. Skunk himself was also aware of this. However—


  


  “We’ll see... I don’t think it would be nice to see people’s attitudes changing.”


  


  Skunk hadn’t started playing Satisfy to rule. He wanted to dig out all the secrets hidden in the larger wall. Earning money at the same time was the icing on the cake. It was up to there. Skunk loved freedom and had no intention of belonging to anyone. He had only one plan in the future—a new expedition.


  


  Skunk opened the Complete Map. It was a map with the terrain of the entire West Continent. Was it a perfect map? No. Unfortunately, it wasn’t perfect. The world wasn’t only the West Continent. There was the Red Sea and the East Continent. They were shrouded in veils and were still uncharted land for Skunk.


  


  Of course, he had visited the East Continent several times, but it was only at the beginning. Even now, the soldiers of the Cho Kingdom rejected those from the West Continent, making it virtually impossible to explore the East Continent. He didn’t know exactly when it had happened. Last year, he revisited the East Continent and found the starting city of Pangea empty, while the soldiers of the Cho Kingdom were extremely alert to people of the West Continent.


  


  ‘The Red Sea.’


  


  They couldn’t go to the East Continent right now. Thus, Skunk turned to the unknown sea that wasn’t covered in books.


  


  ‘Explore the Red Sea.’


  


  The world’s foremost explorer had bright eyes. His decision making speed was fast.


  


  “Let’s go to Galest.”


  


  “Galest? The empire?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  Galest was the largest port city in the empire. It was the only city that rented out the best ships on the West Continent, armed with state-of-the-art artillery. Consequently, it was necessary to go to Galest in order to reach the Red Sea. However, Dog Woman’s reaction wasn’t good. “It is a battlefield right now. The water clan king is playing around.”


  


  The water clan king was classified as a named NPC. Having visited several different ethnic groups throughout the West Continent before, Skunk’s group were able to gauge the power of the water clan king. It was highly likely they would be swept away by the war if they headed to Galest. Skunk spoke firmly to his concerned colleagues, “Do you know the power of the empire? Even the water clan king would be suppressed or escaped.”


  


  The war in Galest would be over. Skunk was convinced of it. “Let’s depart for Galest immediately.”


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “It is slightly different. We have to design it this way.”


  


  “Like this?”


  


  


  “No. The angle should be a bit further down...”


  


  “Aha. I understand.”


  


  This was the first time since the creation of the White Tiger Sword that Grid was creating a new item with other people. Grid was surrounded by the best blacksmiths of the Overgeared Kingdom as he carefully drew the blueprint for the new cannon. It was a cannon with wheels and a mechanism that pushed the artillery shells toward the back of the barrel (referred to from now on as the breech-loading cannon). The cannon was capable of firing at both low and high angles.


  


  This was the basic feature of the new weapon. The soldiers could drag around the cannon themselves, and it had good mobility. It had a much faster firing speed than other cannons, and the shooting position was flexible. The blacksmiths of the East Continent explained the merits of the new weapon enthusiastically.


  


  “The biggest advantage of the cannon is that the length of the barrel doesn’t affect the reloading speed. Thus, we can maximize the strength, accuracy, and range by making the barrel longer.”


  


  People kept speaking.


  


  “T-That’s right. Then should we increase the length of the barrel?”


  


  “No. If will increase it that much, the weight will be too heavy.”


  


  “What about making it out of black iron? Black iron is lighter than steel, and it shouldn’t be a problem.”


  


  “The length is too long even if we’re considering black iron. To accommodate this length, we need to increase the support and wheels area. This means we will have to deploy five people per cannon.”


  


  “Should we use blue orichalcum instead of black iron? Then the weight problem will be solved.”


  


  “Blue orichalcum is a problem because the quantity is too limited, and it is rather light. Every time it is fired, the barrel will shake and we will have to strengthen the support barrel. Then the wheels will need to increase. Thus, this problem won’t be solved by blue orichalcum.”


  


  “...In the end, the barrel length can only be increased to this extent?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  Grid listened to the blacksmiths’ explanation while drawing on his experience and knowledge. He was drawing and nodding as he tried to understand the design intentions of the blacksmiths. It was the limit of his efforts. Up to the present, Grid had been drawing his own designs, but he couldn’t understand the scientific and technical principles behind them.


  


  The areas where Grid could intervene in the design were limited. The blacksmiths talked all day, but Grid couldn’t understand it. Of course, there were no problems. Nothing was wrong. What player in the world could acquire and understand all knowledge?


  


  The Legendary Blacksmith’s Creation skill was kind. The system understood and analyzed all the principles that confused Grid and described them in the blueprint. It was the same phenomenon as when Grid created Failure. However, the current situation couldn’t be compared to the creation of Failure. This time, it wasn’t just the system supporting Grid but the best blacksmiths as well. The new cannon was likely to be completed with a quality that couldn’t compare to Failure.


  


  “It is also necessary to guarantee the safety of the artillery. How about building a small wall on top of the turret?”


  


  “Ohh.”


  


  “Truly great!”


  


  The blacksmiths assisting Grid were only focused on the performance of the cannon, but Grid cared about lives. Grid assumed that the soldiers shooting the cannon could die from arrows and magic, and so he placed a shield over the turret. The design of the cannon was spectacular.


  


  At first, it was a design where the barrel was placed between two wheels. Now, there was a square wall over the barrel, resulting in a stable and profound feeling. Of course, the disadvantage was the increased weight but it wasn’t heavy enough to cause problems. Grid didn’t care since it was the soldiers dragging the cannons around.


  


  ‘It is good to save their lives in return for their labor.’


  


  “Awesome. Compared to the cannons used in the empire, the speed and accuracy rate will be greatly improved. As for the power and range... you’ll know when you see it yourself.”


  


  Panmir was amazed when he read the details of the blueprint that Grid shared. The 1st ranked blacksmith’s discerning eye was great enough that he could a fairly accurate estimate of the power of the new cannon. He asked, “What is its name? The name of the new cannon that will shake the Overgeared Kingdom in the future.”


  


  “I’ve decided.”


  


  “Ohh!” Panmir’s anticipation was heightened. The blacksmiths gulped.


  


  All eyes were gathered on him as Grid declared with a solemn expression, “It is Overgeared Cannon.”


  


  “Indeed...” Panmir was dumbfounded, but it wasn’t because of the name Overgeared Cannon. It was because of his ears. Although it might be due to being a member of the Overgeared Guild and Overgeared Kingdom, the name didn’t feel strange to him. 


  


  “It is too plain and bland,” Panmir couldn’t help muttering after he laughed.


  


  “It’s plain? Should I add something like super ultra in front?”


  


  “...Don’t do that.” Panmir had a serious expression. It was a reaction that showed the name Super Ultra Overgeared Cannon could never be possible. Grid was satisfied with Overgeared Cannon.


  


  That evening...


  


  “Is it done now?”


  


  “Yes, it’s perfect.”


  


  The blueprint was finally completed. The initially blank blueprint was now filled with a cannon with a black barrel. The formulas and jargon listed on the design enhanced the value of it.


  


  “Good.” Grid grinned and pressed the finished button at the bottom of the blueprint.


  


  [The item creation has been completed.]


  


  [This is a masterpiece created by the greatest craftsmen and legendary blacksmith working together!]


  


  [The level of the created item will increase by one!]


  


  “...!!”


  


  The detailed information about the design along with the amazing notification windows emerged in Grid’s field of view.


  


  [Design: Overgeared Cannon]


  


  [Rating: Unique – Legend]


  


  “...!!”


  


  The most important part that Grid and the Overgeared blacksmiths focused on was mass production. It was standardized to be produced quickly and easily, and the materials used were relatively simple. That’s why the rating of the Overgeared Cannon was judged to be lower. The maximum rating was legendary and the minimum rating should be rare to epic.


  


  One of the factors determining item rating was the quality of the materials used, making it a reasonable guess for Grid. Yet the completed Overgeared Cannon was guaranteed to be at least unique. It was the best result he had never expected.


  


  “Nice!!”


  


  “Congratulations Your Majesty!”


  


  Grid and the blacksmith’s cheers filled the smithy. The unclothed men forgot their ages and identities and embraced each other. A bright future was drawn in their minds.




  Chapter 1008


  [Overgeared Cannon]


  


  [Rating: Unique – Legendary


  


  Unique Rating Information:


  


  Attack Power: 45,000 fixed damage.


  


  * The damage will increase according to the skill level of a marksman’s Firearms Mastery.


  


  * The same damage will be applied to a radius of 4 meters around the target.


  


  Defense +200.


  


  * Neutralize one ranged attack (cooldown time of 1 minute).


  


  Attack Speed: Once every 19 seconds.


  


  Movement Speed: 2 meters per second.


  


  Attack Distance: 300 – 880 meters.


  


  * Three people are required to operate the cannon.


  


  * If the attack target is a building or a weapon, three times the damage will be dealt.


  


  Legendary Rating Information:


  


  Attack Power: 60,000 fixed damage.


  


  * The damage will increase according to the skill level of a marksman’s Firearms Mastery.


  


  * The same damage will be applied to a radius of 6 meters around the target.


  


  Defense +350.


  


  * Neutralize one ranged attack (cooldown time of 45 seconds).


  


  Attack Speed: Once every 15 seconds.


  


  Movement Speed: 2 meters per second.


  


  Attack Distance: 150 – 1,050 meters.


  


  * Three people are required to operate the cannon.


  


  * If the attack target is a building or a weapon, three times the damage will be dealt.


  


  -A cannon created by the legendary blacksmith Grid, who has been recognized by a god, and the blacksmith craftsmen of the West Continent and East Continent.


  


  It is a cannon made with elaborate calculations and can’t work if it is made with a material other than black iron with a different weight. The chassis designed for pulling and recoil suppression is designed to be agile enough to move the cannon forward or back. The knowledge and know-how of the craftsmen made a ‘support’ linking the wheels and barrel. This means a marksman can set the angles of the barrel more flexibly. 


  


  The shield on top is filled with Grid’s heart that prays for the safety of the soldiers. It will be responsible for the safety of the artillery. The structure is designed to be able to hold the shells behind the breech-loading cannon. The reload speed is much faster than a cannon that needs to be moved to the front of the barrel every time it is reloaded, and the aiming point isn’t easily lost. The barrel’s length is long, and its attack power and range are excellent.


  


  This is a revolution. The emergence of the Overgeared Cannon, which overturned the limitations of existing cannons, will give people a new perception. 


  


  Usage Conditions: A marksman with the Firearms Mastery skill.


  


  Weight: 39,500]


  


  It was worthy of praise. There was even the word ‘revolution’ in the description. He was already looking forward to seeing how much more praise would be added if he got a legendary rating.


  


  “...”


  


  Grid looked at the faces of the sweaty men embracing and turned away. The best blacksmiths of this era...


  


  Why did they take off their clothes to overcome the heat of the smithy? Why were they all men? His eyes would’ve been wide open if they were women.


  


  “...”


  


  No, he didn’t mean to think about this. Grid shook his head and glanced around at the blacksmiths. These were the best people in their class. The Overgeared Cannon contained the skills and knowledge they had accumulated throughout their lives. It was clear that the Overgeared Cannon, which had been made by them, was a masterpiece worthy of praise.


  


  Grid was burning with motivation. “Let’s start the production of the Overgeared Cannon now.”


  


  Blueprints were categorized as consumables. There was only one blueprint of the Overgeared Cannon created by Grid, and only Grid could learn it. However, the blacksmith craftsmen who participated in the design of the Overgeared Cannon weren’t fools. There was no way they couldn’t be aware of the Overgeared Cannon that they had designed.


  


  Those who participated in the creation of the item received an imperfect blueprint of the Overgeared Cannon. It wasn’t a fraudulent blueprint that guaranteed a minimum unique rating like Grid’s, but it was worthwhile because the basic performance of the Overgeared Cannon was so good.


  


  The heat of the smithy suddenly rose as eight hearths and the private furnace of Overgeared King Grid and the craftsmen who followed him were lit.


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  The hammering sound reverberated like chords in the hearts of the young blacksmiths. The future of the Overgeared Kingdom was becoming stronger.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  Sniping was an attack method aimed at maximum efficiency. The idea was to inflict a fatal wound on the other person so they couldn’t fight back. It was impossible for Jishuka to be unaware of this.


  


  “...” Jishuka gazed at the imperial army and pulled back her bowstring. Despite the optimal wind direction, she wasn’t able to draw her bow carelessly. Sweat dripped down her chin. She was filled with extreme tension. The previous few failures had taken away her confidence.


  


  “Can you do it?” Toban asked carefully. The battle had already run for one hour in length. Jishuka normally played an active role against the imperial army in her intermittent appearances, but now she couldn’t fire a single arrow. Toban, who had been with Jishuka since the days of L.T.S, was unfamiliar with her current appearance. Jishuka was a genius among geniuses. He never imagined that Jishuka, who he believed to be the top gamer until Satisfy, could be so shaken.


  


  “Sigh...” Jishuka took a deep breath and pulled the bowstring. “I’ll be struck back the moment I shoot.”


  


  “That’s why I came with you. Trust me. Am I not one of the best tankers in the world?”


  


  “The real problem is something else.”


  


  


  Jishuka’s eyes were staring at an archer in a distant place that the public couldn’t see.


  


  “There is no point in shooting. We can’t deal much damage to the enemy by shooting. Additionally, our location will be exposed.”


  


  The imperial army’s formation was perfect. The troops were deployed in a fluid manner where they could avoid major damage, even if they were shot. No matter how much the monster called Noll one-sidedly harassed the imperial army. The ability of the leaders meant the damage to the army wasn’t significant. Moreover, the biggest problem was the magic that blocked ranged attacks which came from ‘beyond a certain distance.’ Unlike Faker and Kasim who directly infiltrated the enemy camp, Jishuka couldn’t assassinate the enemy leaders.


  


  Additionally, there was an archer who could instantly grasp Jishuka’s sniping position. Every time Jishuka fired at the enemy, a counterattack always came back. Jishuka had already lost her life twice from this counterattack. This meant the opponent was more powerful than Jishuka. 


  


  It was an environment where she couldn’t be active. The extreme environment depleted Jishuka’s mental power. The dignity of the Saharan Empire, the strongest nation on the continent, turned Jishuka into an infinitely weak existence.


  


  “...”


  


  The day had come when the always confident Jishuka felt frustrated. Toban was frightened by Jishuka’s appearance and didn’t know what to do.


  


  ‘Should I slap her on the cheek to wake her up?’


  


  No, he would be killed. He had to find another way to calm her, but he didn’t know how. It had been almost 10 years since he had been with Jishuka, but this was the first time he had seen something like this. Toban didn’t know what to do.


  


  “It isn’t good,” a new voice was heard. Jishuka leaned forward, and her body trembled.


  


  “You need to let me do it if you can’t.” The newly heard voice belonged to Yura. She leaned on a rock and transformed Alex’s Magic Engineering Bayonet into sniper mode. It was the damn weapon that had knocked out Jishuka in the 3rd National Competition.


  


  However, Jishuka showed a ridiculing reaction. “You can do it when I can’t?”


  


  “Of course, I can’t. Still, isn’t it better than nothing?”


  


  “Don’t be sarcastic. The moment you shoot that gun, we’re all at risk. It doesn’t matter if you die, but my life and Toban’s life is precious.”


  


  “If you aren’t going to fire, don’t take the sniper position and get out of the way.”


  


  “Hah. Yes, do whatever you like.” Jishuka didn’t have the physical strength to deal with her rival. Then it happened when the frowning Jishuka was about to leave.


  


  Tatang! Yura fired the gun. A jade magic power was fired from the muzzle and quickly aimed at the enemy.


  


  “Crazy woman!” Jishuka’s Hawk Eyes had achieved master level, and she examined the enemy. It was as expected. Yura’s bullet, which aimed at the enemy commander, was blocked by the magic barrier. Simultaneously...


  


  ----!


  


  An arrow faster than bullets seemed to flood over to their side. It was the archer who had killed Jishuka twice.


  


  “Dammit!” Jishuka reflexively raised her bow and fired an arrow.


  


  ----! 


  


  Two arrows collided in the air and fell to the ground. While panting, Jishuka shouted at Yura, “Do you want to die? Why are you ignoring people’s words?! If it wasn’t for me, you would be dead!”


  


  Legends were naturally immortal, but the enemy’s relentless arrows would’ve followed her to the end. Yura grinned at the shouting Jishuka. “You are better than him.”


  


  “What?”


  


  “Didn’t you hit that arrow despite shooting later? Doesn’t that mean your skills are better?”


  


  “No, that....” Jishuka was about to refute it only to shut up. Yes, it was worth trying. Did she need to be scared by a person like that? No, why should she be scared in the first place? Hadn’t she already been through many disadvantageous fights? Then why now...


  


  “...Hah.”


  


  She had been living too comfortably these days. After setting up the Overgeared Kingdom and becoming a duke, she lived a life that was far from a ‘challenge.’ The stage of the National Competition might’ve weakened her. Death and failure in the National Competition were fakes with no penalties. She had become accustomed to false deaths and failures and afraid of real death and failures.


  


  “I have become a cow.”


  


  Jishuka was a predator. She shouldn’t mistake herself as a grazing animal.


  


  “Toban.”


  


  “Yes. Tell me,” Toban answered vigorously after confirming that Jishuka’s gaze had returned to normal.


  


  “The world’s best tanker? I should trust in you?”


  


  “...?”


  


  Jishuka gave a meaningful smile and suddenly climbed on a camel. She started to move toward the distant imperial army.


  


  “This is crazy!”


  


  Reidan’s camels were an improved species. It was possible to run quickly in the desert. In an instant, Jishuka moved far away, and Toban quickly followed. Jishuka was laughing. “I can’t shoot from a distance? Then I can shoot from close up, right?”


  


  On the running camel, Jishuka pulled back her bowstring. The Red Phoenix Bow reacted to her magic power and emitted flames hotter than the desert.


  


  “The enemy!”


  


  “Only two? Crazy!”


  


  “Intercept them!”


  


  The imperial army discovered the woman with a burning boy and the soldiers with a shield beside her. Toban’s shield blocked the incoming arrows and spells. “Ugh...! No more!”


  


  They couldn’t approach any further. Toban wanted to stay this, but he had no time.


  


  Jishuka was already flying in front of Toban. “Fly Up!”


  


  A huge flaming bird appeared above the heads of the imperial forces. The soldiers didn’t panic. A few days ago, they witnessed the destruction of the red phoenix, but none of them had died.


  


  “At that time, I was shooting from a distance.” Jishuka laughed. The desert exploded, and the formation of the imperial army was overturned. The price of Jishuka’s attack was great. The enraged imperial army’s counterattack quickly turned Jishuka into a rag. She was dying.


  


  “I saw it well.” Yura helped her. She opened the hell gate and summoned the demons to secure their treat.


  


  “You are unlucky.”


  


  “I hear that a lot from women.” 


  


  “What? Do you think I’m jealous of you? Do you want to start bleeding?”


  


  “I don’t want to.”


  


  “T-Take me too.” Toban chased desperately after the two bickering women.




  Chapter 1009


  The former emperors believed that the higher the level of the people, the stronger the nation. It was one of the reasons why the empire wasn’t wealthy. The empire conferred more welfare and benefits to its people as it conquered and exploited others. They hoped the people would take pride in themselves as citizens of the empire and focus on self-development, which would also grow the empire. This was the empire’s investment for thousands of years. 


  


  ---!


  


  The archer Rainhud was one of the talents raised by the empire. The extremely developed archer perceived the breeze coming from afar and recognized the wavelength of the air.


  


  “...” Rainhud captured a glow in the sky and lowered his gaze. His eyes stared at the horizon and captured a blue stream of magic power. He instantly captured Yura in his gaze. The string of his bow was pulled back. He had no intention of letting go of an enemy who dared to shoot at the empire.


  


  Rainhud released the bowstring. The sparkling bullet that flew toward the allied formation exploded as it collided with the magic barrier. There was a glaring light that obstructed Rainhud’s visibility.


  


  “Keuk...!” Rainhud lost his aiming point, and the arrow he fired was weaker than usual. Rainhud’s arrow, which should’ve penetrated Yura, was intercepted in the air. It was an arrow made of jaffa. Rainhud recognized it instantly. It was the arrow of the woman he killed twice.


  


  “You!”


  


  The greatest shame of an archer wasn’t when they failed to hit the target but when they were targeted. The disgrace he felt when the arrow he’d shot became a target was too great. The excuse of losing his sight because of the flash didn’t work. Rainhud had to make up for it. He once again drew back the bowstring.


  


  The magic bombardment of Noll in the sky intensified, causing Rainhud to lose his balance for a moment. He hurriedly shifted his gaze back and saw an absurd scene. The crazy female archer of the Overgeared Kingdom was approaching on a camel.


  


  “Why is she committing suicide?”


  


  Rainhud tried to aim at the female archer only to then come to a stop. It was due to the phoenix rising from behind the archer. The hot heat emitted by the phoenix seemed to melt the entire desert.


  


  “It is useless! Don’t be deceived!”


  


  “It isn’t a big deal!”


  


  The soldiers ignored the phoenix. A few days ago, the phoenix fired from a distance was blocked by the magic barrier. However, now the distance was too close. It was a distance where the magic barrier which worked against snipers couldn’t take effect.


  


  Rainhud paled, and he quickly fired an arrow. He planned to assassinate the archer before the phoenix’s attack hit.


  


  “Ohhhhh!” Then a black man came running with a shield and protected the archer. He was a very durable man and didn’t fall down easily. 


  


  “Shit!” Rainhud blamed the monster in the sky. The firepower of Rainhud’s allies wasn’t concentrated because of Noll. The screams of the soldiers echoed as they were swallowed up by the fire. Grey pillars rose continuously, and Rainhud lost one eye. This was the moment when the quality of the archer weakened.


  


  “Kuah...! Kuaaaaak!” Rainhud’s scream of anger and resentment was directed at Jishuka. This was the beginning of a new growth.


  


  [★Hidden Quest★ Expert Archer’s Grudge has occurred!]


  


  [Expert Archer’s Grudge]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  The expert archer, whose name isn’t known, has a big grudge against you and plans revenge. In the future, he will live to kill you.


  


  Survive the sniping!


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Survive 10 sniping attempts that might occur in the future.


  


  Quest Clear Rewards: Every time you survive, your agility and sensing stats will increase.]


  


  “Isn’t this good?”


  


  Jishuka retreated with Yura’s help. She managed to soothe her pain of dying two times in the war. Moreover, she wasn’t alone. There were numerous crises during the war, and the suffering Overgeared members were growing significantly in power.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  Satisfy had a hierarchy for the countless classes. Some classes were spotlighted by people at the pinnacle of the pyramid while others at the bottom of the pyramid were shunned. The artillery class was a typical low-status class. The expression ‘underprivileged’ was an exaggeration.


  


  Satisfy currently had no portable artillery such as bazookas. There were rumors that they could get portable artillery from the dwarf city or the East Continent, but it didn’t matter... They weren’t circulated on the market. Thanks to this, the artillerymen had to use cannons as weapons, and at least three of them were required to operate one cannon. Moreover, most shells were purchased by the empire and kingdoms.


  


  That’s right. For all sorts of reasons, the artillerymen were a half-rate class that couldn’t even use weapons. Proper hunting was impossible. The only way for artillerymen to progress was to enlist in the army.


  


  “This garbage class has nothing to do even during a war.”


  


  The 1st place on the artillerymen rankings, ‘Lost Justice’—she didn’t take pride in her number one ranking. Out of two billion users, there were only 10,000 artillerymen. In fact, she was only level 180, barely reaching the average level of most players. It was a level she managed to gain thanks to joining the imperial army and receiving the daily cannon training quest. Her Firearms Mastery skill level had also been raised to the beginner master stage. Yes, beginner master...  


  


  It was garbage compared to NPC artillerymen. In the imperial army where there were countless NPC artillerymen, Lost Justice’s position was very low. The proof was that she didn’t have a chance to enter the war one month after the war with the Overgeared Kingdom started.


  


  “Hah...” She had to suck her fingers even after a big war started. Lost Justice regarded war as an opportunity, but the reality of it was hopeless. She had worried about it hundreds and thousands of times already, and she started thinking again, ‘Should I change classes?’


  


  It was now almost a habit. The reason she hadn’t changed her class so far was that she had pride. She was too proud to turn away from the last few years of frustration and hard work. The reason why she initially chose an artilleryman was simple. She thought it would be safe shooting a cannon from a distance.


  


  [A friend request from ‘Lauel’ has arrived.]


  


  “...?”


  


  Staring at a distant mountain, sighing, pulling her hair, and so on, Lost Justice was showing intense signs of depression when she suddenly doubted her eyes. She received a friend request. Someone was asking to be her friend? It was a big event she had never experienced ever since becoming an artilleryman.


  


  “U-Uhh?” Lost Justice belatedly accepted the friend request. She didn’t care about the person asking to be her friend. She was just glad, joyful and amazed.


  


  [The player ‘Lauel’ has become a friend.]


  


  -Hello? Are you Lost Justice? I am Lauel of the Overgeared Kingdom and Overgeared Guild.


  


  -Ah, yes. H-Hello. Huhu.


  


  She couldn’t believe the day when she would use the whisper system had come! The experience of talking to a strange whose face she didn’t know was really exciting. It felt very different from a phone call.


  


  -...Huh? Lost Justice laughing excitedly belatedly made a blank expression. -O-Overgeared Guild?


  


  Beings in a completely alien world—the members of the Overgeared Guild were world class stars who owned the Overgeared Kingdom and were currently in a war with the empire. Lost Justice recognized them as celebrities who could only be seen on TV. Now an Overgeared member, Grid’s right arm, had sent her a whisper?


  


  “Is this a scam?”


  


  It was an unbelievable situation. Lost Justice brought up her friends list. The information of her only friend, Lauel, was revealed.


  


  


  [Lauel]


  


  [Level: 335


  


  Guild: Overgeared Guild 


  


  Kingdom: Overgeared Kingdom]


  


  “Level 3-335!”


  


  The current average level of the high rankers was around 370. Compared to them, Lauel’s level was rather low. In order to serve the country, he had no time to hunt because he was struggling with managing internal affairs. Yet from Lost Justice’s point of view, Lauel’s level was huge. The level felt like it was at another dimension.


  


  -Y-Y-You are real!


  


  -Haha, did you think I was an impostor? Well, I am a high-profile figures, so I’m a good target to impersonate. Kukuk.


  


  -...Ah, yes. What is your business?


  


  Lost Justice didn’t like Lauel originally. A man who lived on his high horse was tiring in many ways. Lauel was confused as Lost Justice’s fervent reaction quickly cooled down, so he cut to the chase. -We are recruiting artillerymen for the Overgeared Guild.


  


  -Yes, I see. Huh? -You are recruiting artillerymen for the Overgeared Guild? Why?


  


  -It is necessary.


  


  -B-But the Overgeared Guild is the best guild in the world, and artillerymen are garbage.


  


  -Garbage... That isn’t the case. Artillerymen are a must for the Overgeared Guild.


  


  -This isn’t a scam?


  


  -No.


  


  -...


  


  Indeed, it couldn’t be a scam. It would be a one-sided loss for a bigshot like Lauel to waste time tricking her. Lauel’s voice continued, -There is a village on the outskirts of the empire where the Ul Clan used to live. It is a completely ruined place now. If you send a whisper there, I’ll send a person to pick you up.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  The development of the Overgeared Cannon was definitely a great accomplishment, but Lauel had a headache. Grid had overlooked one aspect, which was the scarcity of artillerymen. In particular, the Overgeared Kingdom’s army relied more on the mass-production Grid set than artillery and they neglected the training of artillerymen. The Overgeared Kingdom had only 100 artillerymen, and even those small numbers weren’t trained properly. They had to consume shells to practice shooting cannons, and this all consumed money.


  


  ‘It is ridiculously small.’


  


  100 artillerymen could only operate 33 Overgeared Cannons. It might be different if only Grid could make the Overgeared Cannons, but the craftsmen were able to produce the Overgeared Cannons. Considering the volume of black iron, hundreds of Overgeared Cannon could be produced in the future. More artillerymen were needed.


  


  Then Lauel was reminded of the players. Lauel changed the rankings to the class lists, went to the ‘artillerymen’ category and identified the first 100 ranked artillerymen players. Then he became scared.


  


  ‘The 1st ranked player is level 180.’


  


  The 100th ranked play was only level 113. It felt like he was seeing the rankings list five years ago.


  


  ‘Did time stop for the artillerymen?’


  


  It was an absurd idea. Lauel shook his head and sent a friends request to all 100 players, starting with the 1st ranked Lost Justice and ending with the 100th ranked player. Then he had an interesting experience. 100 people accepted Lauel’s friend request. Moreover, the response to his whisper was instantaneous. They seemed like hungry people.


  


  “This...”


  


  Originally, Lauel was planning to present good conditions to the artillerymen. He thought he should appease them with the best terms since he was in the unfavorable position. Then he changed his mind after learning about the realities of artillerymen. Lauel just gave them the offer to join the Overgeared Guild, and the 100 artillerymen readily agreed.


  


  ‘The time has come to create Overgeared Four.’


  


  It was the guild name. The Overgeared Artillerymen group.


  


  ‘The key is who to make the guild master...’


  


  Who would be the person to command the 100 artillerymen rankers? Lauel considered the role the artillerymen would play in the future. He wondered about the leader they needed.


  


  ‘The main stage of the artillerymen is the battlefield, not the hunting ground. In order to control them, I need a leader who can read a battlefield well. Artillerymen have low mobility, their defense is weak and they shouldn’t attract aggro...’


  


  They needed to have quick judgment and composure to set the shooting point. It was good to have the ability to read wind direction. Who could be the leader who met all these conditions? After a while, Lauel came to a conclusion.


  


  “There is no one.”


  


  The Overgeared members had strong and individual personalities. They were geniuses with strong self-esteem and selfishness. In the first guild, there was no one with the ability to lead the artillerymen.


  


  “It can’t be helped.”


  


  He would have to lead the artillerymen to Toban, who had been the former chief of staff for the Tzedakah Guild. Toban had experience with reading the field in the war and skills to protect his allies. He might not be perfect, but he would lead the artillerymen well until their place was settled.


  


  ‘I need to pay more attention to the guild members in the future.’


  


  Overgeared One, Overgeared Workforce... No, Overgeared Two… and finally, there was the Overgeared Shadows. Currently, there were three guilds and 913 guild members. Lauel remembered all of their abilities and characteristics, but he didn’t know the details of their background or personality. 


  


  The excuse was that he lacked time. He fully understood the early members but didn’t have time to interact with the new recruits. The main problem was that Grid was the same. Lauel had the intelligence to memorize all the names, faces, and basic features of the members, but Grid was different. Grid didn’t even know the names and faces of the guild members. Lauel had a hunch that this was the most important time.


  


  ‘If we are being swept away by the outside, we need to firm up the inside.’


  


  Lauel rushed to the smithy. Grid and the craftsmen were trying to produce something bigger than their height.


  


  “You said you are going to invite artillerymen? You have suffered a lot.”


  


  How far ahead was his development? Lauel was impressed that Grid had noticed his approach despite the uproar.


  


  “Kukuk, as expected of the man who received my recognition...” Lauel laughed while covering his face with one hand, and Grid ignored him. He had learned from experience that it was better not to react when Lauel suddenly spoke bullshit. It was as expected.


  


  “Hum hum. I think we need to establish Overgeared Four,” Lauel coughed with embarrassment and brought out the main point.


  


  “Is it due to the artillerymen that will be recruited this time?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “Well, then. Let’s create it.” 


  


  “Yes. Additionally, let’s have an event to celebrate the formation of the fourth group.”


  


  “...An event?”


  


  Weren’t they in a war right now? 


  


  Lauel laughed at Grid’s absurd reaction. “I will call the Overgeared members to Reidan and set off fireworks.”


  


  “Is it to show our composure to the empire?”


  


  “Yes, it's a common bravado. The effect will be clear. The morale of the imperial soldiers will fall when they see us partying in a war.”


  


  “Yes. Then do it.”


  


  The event would end with a toast. 


  


  Lauel’s next words were like a bolt out of the blue for Grid who was trying to think simply.




  Chapter 1010


  “Your Majesty, please give a word of encouragement to each of the guild members.”


  


  “Uh, yes. What?”


  


  It was ridiculous. The number of Overgeared members exceeded 900. This time, new artillerymen had joined, and the number went beyond 1,000 people. Did Grid have to give encouragement to all of them? How many hours of hard labor did he have to give in exchange?


  


  “Isn’t this a waste of time?” Grid responded in a confused manner.


  


  Yet Lauel added, “Please promise to make an item that suits their needs.”


  


  “What? I don’t even know all the guild members, but now I have to promise to make items by looking at them?”


  


  “That’s right. Your Majesty doesn’t know all the guild members.”


  


  “...I-It was originally like that.” Grid noticed what Lauel was pointing out and temporarily closed his mouth. However, Grid had an excuse. “Aren’t you the one who is supposed to manage the guild in the first place? That’s why I agreed with your opinion to increase the guild members.”


  


  If Grid had to take care of the guild members, then he wouldn’t have increased the number of guild members. Now Lauel was blaming his indifference.


  


  “I want to focus on increasing my level and making items. Now I have to care about the guild?”


  


  Grid was busy. It was troublesome. There was no time. He wasn’t trying to make excuses.


  


  “I’m different from you and don’t have your ability. I can’t do several things at once. I can only focus on one thing...” The irritated Grid suddenly closed his mouth. Work...? Remembering his colleagues and sharing greetings with them was considered work? Grid got goosebumps. He realized how much he had neglected the new Overgeared members.


  


  ‘I think of basic manners as work...’


  


  On this subject, he hoped they would work hard for the Overgeared Guild and Overgeared Kingdom. He shouted that they were his colleagues. Yet, from Grid’s point of view, he used a pretext to give them cheap items. Grid’s face turned red. He felt ashamed of himself and sorry to the guild members.


  


  Lauel’s eyes trembled, and he waved his hand. “You don’t have to take it seriously. Isn’t it a hard time right now? I just thought it was an opportunity to give the guild members a sense of bonding and belonging. I didn’t mean to condemn you...”


  


  “No. I deserve to be condemned.”


  


  In the past few years, there were countless people who knocked on the door of the Overgeared Guild. Some had approached the Overgeared Guild to satisfy their desires while others had terrible intentions. Lauel had been the one who spent time and money to examine and select the current Overgeared members. Grid had accepted the result of Lauel’s blood, sweat, tears, and runny nose as a natural right. He hadn’t respected Lauel’s efforts to win over their colleagues.


  


  “A person can’t change easily.”


  


  He was still selfish. Grid smiled wanly as he realized this.


  


  “Y-Your Majesty.”


  


  Grid couldn’t raise his head, and Lauel didn’t know what to do. Lauel was troubled that he was placing pressure on the busiest person. Grid was quite for a while before raising his head again. “Okay. Let’s exchange greetings with everyone.”


  


  His eyes stopped shaking, and his gaze became clear. Until the foundation of the artillerymen group, he would remember all the faces of his dear colleagues who believed in him and followed him. Feeling determined, Grid was prepared to stay up all night for days. The roles of a king, a warrior, a blacksmith, a tailor, and most of all, a guild master...


  


  It seemed he didn’t have enough body parts for them, but he had to perform them. Grid believed in his tenacity and enthusiasm.


  *** 


  


  


  At night, there were the direct descendant vampire and the assassins. During the day, there were the giant worms and top rankers of the Overgeared Guild. The imperial army was attacked by enemies in the desert. The pace of the march was very slow, and they couldn’t rest their minds, so they were very tired. The horses couldn’t easily adapt to the terrain, and the temperature of the desert was the worst. The cavalry lost their mobility and destructive power.


  


  “The morale of the soldiers isn’t great. Last night, 359 people tried to desert.”


  


  “The enemy’s condition won’t be much different from ours. Whenever the enemy raided, didn’t we respond well and kill many of them?”


  


  “Yes. We might suffer the same damage, but we have the superiority of our troops. The psychological pressure on the Overgeared Kingdom is greater. There are 359 deserters in our army...? There must be 1,000 deserters in the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  “It is an optimistic interpretation. They have strong walls and abundant food while we have thin barracks and not enough water to drink.”


  


  The imperial army’s original goal was to cross the desert in two days. No matter how slow the pace of the march was, Reidan wasn’t far away, so they thought it was possible. However, reality was different. Due to the emergence of successive enemies, it took more than four days. No, it was likely they would die alone in the middle of the desert if they stuck to the march.


  


  The lack of drinking water was a problem. Every oasis in the desert was contaminated with poison. The imperial army had to rely on the supply unit for drinking water for hundreds of thousands of troops, but how could a convoy cross the desert easily? Would the Overgeared Kingdom passively let the convoy reach them?


  


  “...” An awkward silence flowed in the barracks of the imperial army’s leaders. There was a limit to their efforts to interpret the situation positively.


  


  There was a long silence before a young nobleman spoke on behalf of everyone, “Why don’t we retreat first?”


  


  “...” No one disputed it. Neither was there a rebuke.


  


  The young noble’s courage increased, and he kept talking, “The hundreds of thousands of troops here are relatively inexperienced. They aren’t used to the terrain of the desert and can’t demonstrate their full abilities. The elite armies who have participated in all types of wars over the past decades will be different. The armies of the Seven Dukes would cross the desert like ducks meeting water.”


  


  “Are you suggesting to hold the army outside the desert and wait for the arrival of the elite troops?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “...”


  


  Dozens of imperial forces were gathered at Reidan’s border. There had been 280,000, but now they were reduced to 230,000 in their mission to conquer the Overgeared Kingdom. They had planned to attract the enemy’s attention and tie up the Overgeared Kingdom’s feet while the air force infiltrated the Overgeared Kingdom and seized their base. This was the role that had been given to them.


  


  Then they received news that Sky King Rigal and the air force had already been wiped out. Nevertheless, the reason for their advance to Reidan was to build up achievements. Consequently, they lost the troops due to greed. Now was the time to be cautious.


  


  “Umm...” Commander Marquis Fulbas was deep in thought. He felt sick as he saw the eyes of the nobles who wanted to retreat. When had the empire become so weak? The empire, who had ruled over the continent’s losers for hundreds of years without a suitable adversary, was now reduced to a predator who didn’t know how to hunt.


  


  “We don’t need cowards in the empire.”


  


  “...!”


  


  


  It happened suddenly. The smell of alcohol filled their nose, and blood spread through the tent. The three heads that rolled to the ground belonged to the nobles who earlier insisted on retreating.


  


  “S-Sir Diworth!” Marquis Fulbas rose to his feet. The nobles and knights who followed his actions were astonished. With an oil-covered head, loose-fitting clothing, and a wrinkled face that was completely red, the identity of the noble drinking from a bottle of wine was Drunk Duke Diworth. It was one of the empire’s Seven Dukes.


  


  “W-We greet My Lord!” The nobles and knights bowed in unison. None of them condemned Diworth’s killings. Who would dare speak harsh words to an existence above them? Even Marquis Fulbas couldn’t speak.


  


  Diworth laughed grimly as he checked the marquis’ distorted expression. “Are you angry that I killed those trash?”


  


  “They are also nobles of the Saharan Empire. They have territories, people, and soldiers... You can’t escape a grudge even if you are Duke Diworth.”


  


  “Let's see? I think people will happily accept the death of an incompetent lord. Isn’t that right?”


  


  Diworth looked around at the several shocked nobles and knights who nodded hurriedly. Duke Diworth’s brutality was so great that even some of the Seven Dukes were reluctant to deal with it. Thus, the lower nobles didn’t even dare to face him. Diworth moved to the top seat alone. Then he took the baton from Marquis Fulbas and exclaimed, “They dared to rebel against the dukes of the empire. For those who dared to talk about retreat, killing them and turning them into dog food isn’t enough!”


  


  A powerful magic power of alcohol spread through the barracks, and the nobles and knights quickly became drunk. Only five people... Only Marquis Fulbas and four earls were able to stand up and drive away the alcohol.


  


  A smile of delight appeared on Diworth’s face.


  


  “T-The enemy!” At this time, a knight rushed in and shouted. “The enemy commander, Chris, is coming!”


  


  “One person? Only one?” Diworth’s eyes were clear because he had just released his drunkenness.


  


  The knight became frightened after recognizing Diworth and hurriedly nodded. “Y-Yes! However, the sun will soon be going down!”


  


  “What about the sun setting?”


  


  What did the knight want to say? The moment Diworth cocked his head, some changes resolved his doubts. The ground was turbulent, and the tent rocked. The frightened soldiers screamed. There was an intense magic power that made one’s skin go numb. There was the smell of blood.


  


  “Vampire!” Diworth quickly figured out what happened and rushed out of the barracks.


  


  In the sky, a beautiful boy was laughing while revealing pointy molars. “Hahahaha! I’ll eat you!”


  


  A bloody magic power covered the desert. It was a magic power with the nature of exploitation.


  


  “Uwaaaack!” The soldiers of the empire, who hadn’t managed to spread out, screamed. Blood was drawn from their bodies and into the sky as they became mummies. The vampire earl, Noll—his stomach was bloated, and he laughed with joy, “Kuhahaha!” 


  


  He felt the extreme happiness of having a full dinner. However, it was a law that happiness couldn’t last forever.


  


  “Oof!” Noll, who was happy with the rise in his magic power from the blood, suddenly stopped and grabbed his belly. His snow white face turned red. Then his trembling gaze captured one enemy to the side. It was the source where his magic power exploited something other than blood.


  


  A man was standing there in a relaxed manner while holding a flask. It was the Drunk Duke Diworth. “Are you drunk after drinking alcohol? Are you weak when it comes to drinking because you’re a child?”


  


  Diworth leaped forward. The speed at which he ran through the sky was so fast that the soldiers didn’t realize what was happening. The soldiers just thought a thunderbolt appeared in the sky. They saw the vampire crashing into the ground and thought the monster had been punished. Diworth’s rough hands were holding Noll’s thin neck.


  


  Noll’s feet kicked in the air as he was caught by a transcendent’s grip. The boy was drunk and confused. Diworth hit him with the flask. A sharp piece of glass wounded Noll’s face, and the heavy fragrance in the air made Noll lose his spirit even more.


  


  “I guess he didn’t lie when he said this is alcohol from the roots of the sacred tree.” Diworth pulled out a new bottle and gulped it all down at once. His face was flushed, just like when he first appeared.


  


  “Let go of that hand!” Chris was attacking the enemy lines to draw attention away from Noll. He had been planning to retreat, but now he rushed deeper into enemy lines. Noticing what happened to Noll, Chris rushed to the center of the imperial army.


  


  “1,000 Ton Sword!”


  


  He dropped down from on top of the camel. The ultimate attack used by the best greatsword user fell on Diworth’s head. It seemed like it would smash Diworth’s head, but that didn’t happen. Diworth bent his upper body and easily avoided Chris’ attack. Then he kicked from a strange angle. Chris was hit in the face and fell off the camel. “Kuek...! Cough!”


  


  He thought he was going to die after being hit. Chris was scared by Diworth’s fearsome power and regretted it. He thought he was crazy for running into the center of enemy lines to die. Then he soon changed his mind. 


  


  ‘Noll...!’


  


  He saw Noll’s miserable figure hanging from Diworth’s hand and jumped up. Did he feel regretful? No. He could die as long as he saved Noll. Chris made a pledge and raised the power of his second class, Tyrant.


  


  He belatedly saw the golden name ‘Drunk Duke Diworth’, but he still raised his greatsword without hesitation. Diworth laughed. “You managed to get up right away. You are a tough guy.”


  


  Chris also laughed. “I wouldn’t have gotten up if I were hit by Grid. You are weak.”


  


  “Grid...?”


  


  “The Overgeared King.”


  


  “...The Overgeared King.” Diworth’s face distorted in a terrible manner. He had no intention of sparing the crazy person in front of him who compared the great duke of the empire to the king of a small kingdom. Additionally...


  


  “You dare to despise my master?”


  


  The man in the shadow didn’t intend to keep Diworth alive. Hundreds of thousands of shadows scattered across the battlefield in an instant.


  


  “I will fight for my new homeland and repay the grudge of my old homeland!”


  


  The shadow spears and swords slashed through the entire battlefield.


  


   




  Chapter 1011


  The better the skill, the higher the potential. The higher the potential, the harder the application difficulty. It meant that a user’s competence was important in pulling out all the potential of a skill. Nevertheless, there were skills that couldn’t be solved with the problem of competence alone.


  


  Super Sensitivity was a representative example of this. It was a skill to predict upcoming crises and the behavioral patterns of targets. It predicted when someone became a target of a skill already used, when to target the opponent, when they would encounter the opponent, when to move to a specific place, and so on.


  


  The skill functioned under all conditions and was given the ‘system assistance.’ The system alerted users to the predictions through a notification window or voice message. It was hard for even a genius to handle the flood of information that came in real time. How many people would tolerate the voice guidance or notification windows in a sober manner?


  


  As such, there were restrictions. A great swordsman’s Super Sensitivity only had a duration of a few seconds while Kraugel’s Super Sensitivity had many functions limited. Every time the stat increased, the limits of the functions would gradually unlock, giving the player time to adapt.


  


  The same was true for the Shadow Technique that belonged to Lantier’s Methods. This top-rated skill that had to partially control the shadows and their weapons reduced the player’s burden by limiting the number of weapons and shadows that a player could raise. Previously, Faker studied the skill from Kasim, and only six shadows could be raised when the skill was level 3.


  


  However, Kasim was different. Just as Mercedes could handle Keen Insight which was the higher version of Super Sensitivity, Kasim was able to control the shadows perfectly. It was the ability of the named-grade NPC with the setting of ‘King of Shadows.’


  


  Hundreds of thousands of shadow troops filled the battlefield. They emerged from the feet or from the back, stabbing the imperial soldiers’ necks and backs. The basic characteristic of the Shadow Technique where the ‘power is weakened when summoning a large number of soldiers’ also applied to Kasim, and it was rare for an imperial soldier to be fatally wounded or killed by the shadows.


  


  “Uh... Uwahh...” Still, the morale of the imperial forces sank completely. The sudden appearance of hundreds of thousands of troops was more shocking than any natural disaster.


  


  Just one person... The center of the stage, which had been naturally created, contained the calm Drunk Duke Diworth. No, he was amused. He precisely captured Kasim’s image hiding in the darkness.


  


  “You were a black cat survivor.”


  


  Diworth threw Noll, who was held in his hand, to the ground. Noll coughed up blood. He was unable to recover. The unidentified alcohol absorbed into his body prevented his magic power and organs from functioning.


  


  Tong! Diworth kicked Noll in the direction of the knights and shook his head.


  


  “There weren’t any duty officers at headquarters at the time, so it was my job. I used my brain. Unfortunately, I was too excited and made a mistake. You will die by my hands and won’t be able to get revenge on the empire...”


  


  “Take back those words,” Kasim interrupted Diworth in the middle of his speech. Kasim’s stealth disappeared, and his eyes shone with killing intent.


  


  Diworth scratched his head. “What words?”


  


  “Don’t call me black cat!”


  


  ‘Black cat’ was the name the empire used to refer to the Nero. The skin of the Nero was black and their actions were clandestine, so they were nicknamed ‘black cat’. There wasn’t a ‘demeaning’ intention behind it. Why would they demean insignificant beings? It was just easy to call them by this name.


  


  “We aren’t black cats but the Nero! We are humans, not beasts! Humans!”


  


  Then the empire trampled on the Nero, brutally murdering them regardless of whether they were adults or children. Only Kasim survived. Kasim’s shout rocked the battlefield. In the midst of the imperial soldiers, the shadow soldiers poured toward Diworth.


  


   Diworth swung his hand. “Trivial things.”


  


  The magic shield destroyed all the shadow weapons that flew at it. The scattered shadows returned to their places.


  


  “In order to deal with a duke of the Saharan Empire, did you increase the number of shadows to this point?” Diworth didn’t know Kasim, but he knew the King of Shadows. The empire’s intelligence network which spanned the entire continent was well aware of the fact that the King of Shadows was Lantier’s disciple and that he used shadows. “The more shadows that are dispersed, the more cloudy they become. If you intend to kill a duke of the empire and get revenge on the empire, you should’ve gathered all the shadows at one point and aimed for my heart. Like this.”


  


  Magic power condensed around Diworth’s fingertip and aimed at Kasim. Goosebumps appeared on the skin of Noll, who got caught by the imperial knights.


  


  “A human has such power...!”


  


  The desert split apart. A straight line of magic power pierced Kasim’s heart and didn’t stop as it disappeared beyond the desert horizon. No one knew where it flew to. There was no sound. Then Kasim fell to his knees. He looked like a broken doll.


  


  “Kasim!!” Chris, who had been hopeful after Kasim appeared, shouted desperately. He belatedly realized things had gone wrong and used the Tyrant’s power. Chris hoped that Kasim would be alive and that Noll would escape while he attracted Diworth’s attention. He rushed through the imperial forces toward Diworth. Then a hand protruded from a gap between the soldiers and stopped Chris.


  


  A voice rang out, “Teacher didn’t die.”


  


  Kasim lived due to his desire to get revenge on the empire. He had protected a baby’s side for years while only thinking of revenge, and it wasn’t easy for him to lose his composure. Kasim’s fury when creating the shadow army was an act. It was a sacrifice to announce that there was a Nero survivor. He attracted Diworth’s attention and didn’t reveal that this was a falsehood. It was all for one purpose.


  


  “...?”


  


  It was to rescue Noll. Knights fell from a few flashes of light as Kasim appeared among them to grab Noll.


  


  “Catch him!”


  


  The great knights fought back against Kasim. The magicians also supported them. However, Kasim was the best assassin, and ordinary knights and magicians couldn’t stop him. Kasim was faster than anyone else as he held Noll in his arms. The Shadow Technique combined with the Nero characteristics meant it was more covert than normal shadow skills.


  


  “Disappeared?”


  


  Kasim appeared and disappeared like a ghost. He rescued Noll and hid in the shadows, making it hard for even Duke Diworth of the Seven Dukes to detect him.


  


  “I was tricked.” Diworth was less intoxicated after releasing his magic power. Once his drunkenness was gone, he lost interest and handed matters over to Marquis Fulbas. “Catch the one you can grab.”


  


  He was going to do it anyway. Marquis Fulbas’ gaze turned toward Chris. He didn’t intend to miss capturing Chris.


  


  “Commander Chris of Reidan, you are valuable as a hostage.” Marquis Fulbas swung his sword and so did the four earls by his side. Every one of them was more powerful than Chris. They were leaders who led hundreds of thousands of troops. In the first place, there was no way for Chris to break through hundreds of thousands of troops.


  


  ‘I can’t be a hostage.’


  


  If he was a hostage, he would grabbing at his teammates’ ankles. The time wasted would also increase. It was better for him to die neatly. Kasim and Noll had escaped safely, so there was no need for regrets.


  


  Chris judged and released all of his armor. He intended to passively die from the enemies’ next attacks without letting them capture him alive. The death of the commander would greatly reduce morale, but it was better than being a hostage. 


  


  


  At this moment, the wind blew. There was a gust of wind that made the imperial soldiers split apart like the Red Sea and form a barrier in front of the marquis and the earls. There was only one magician Chris knew who could completely control the wind.


  


  “Zednos!”


  


  He was an early member of the Overgeared Guild. Zednos, former Tzedakah member and 1st ranked wind magician, sent a whisper to Chris.


  


  -I can only maintain it for three seconds! Use this gap to escape!


  


  A miracle didn’t happen easily. Zednos squeezed out all his mana, but only managed to tie up the feet of a few of the troops. One of the earls was gathering aura at the end of his sword. The wind barriers were already losing momentum and were destined to shatter.


  


  -I understand!


  


  His colleague had risked himself to come help, so Chris couldn’t passively die. Chris wore his armor again and rushed through the rain of arrows. The soldiers’ gazes were dispersed as Chris saw his companions everywhere. Jishuka and Yura covered him with arrows and bullets. Pon, Regas, and Peak Sword attacked the enemies while Vantner and Toban used wide-range taunt skills. His other colleagues like Zirkan and Laella were doing their best to secure the path of retreat.


  


  “Chris! This way!”


  


  “Run away!”


  


  “In any case, I’m foolish.” Chris laughed as he swung the greatsword to the side and sliced the enemies. The members of Overgeared were positioned in oasis around the desert. Those who pursued guerrilla warfare or physical strength and maximum efficient now entered the battlefield. They were trying to save Chris, just as Chris tried to save Noll. They didn’t think life was worthless. They just believed that their colleagues’ lives were more important than their own.


  


  This was all because of Grid. It was all learned from watching Grid.


  


  Magic rushed toward Chris’ back as he rushed to escape. The imperial army didn’t miss this gap when Chris’ body was reeling from the powerful force. Spells quickly poured out and reduced Chris’ health. If the marquis hadn’t given the order to capture him, Chris would’ve already died. Chris felt the earls approaching and shouted with all his might, “Give up on me and run away together!”


  


  “No.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Then Chris’ shadow moved. The shadow spoke, “The commander shouldn’t die.”


  


  The shadow grew, and black hair fluttered.


  


  “Faker!”


  


  One of the earls reaching out to Chris fell down. Faker jumped out and inserted a dagger into the earl’s side. It was a destructive technique linked to speed. The move was reminiscent of the living Doran who only Grid knew.


  


  “Not a chance!” The fallen earl rose again. A total of four earls stabbed at Faker at the same time. Faker avoided one knife in exchange for thrusting a dagger into one person’s abdomen. His body was torn apart. The sight of Faker’s blood was unfamiliar to Chris. Faker was strong even to Chris.


  


  “F-Faker!”


  


  “Go.”


  


  However, Faker didn’t look back. He summoned six shadow soldiers to protect Chris. Faker had to disperse his mental power in order to control the soldiers. This meant that his body was weakened, but he didn’t care. He was the shadow that protected the Overgeared Kingdom. It was his duty to serve and sacrifice himself for the light while not letting others know him. His death wouldn’t affect the war.


  


  “Eclipse.” Faker completely assimilated with the darkness, but he didn’t have full control due to the six shadow soldiers. The earls didn’t lose sight of Faker, and Faker continued to grab their ankles while being cut.


  


  “Next time... Next time, I will protect you!” Chris was escorted by the shadow soldiers and barely escaped the enemy’s encirclement. The members of Overgeared gathered in one place and helped him. 


  


  However, Marquis Fulbas was closely chasing Chris. “It isn’t a bad situation.”


  


  It was the opportunity to strike down the enemy commander. Marquis Fulbas welcomed the golden opportunity and was about to release his ultimate technique, only to stop. It was because Noll appeared with Kasim from the shadows and threatened him. “Get lost!”


  


  Marquis Fulbas realized that Noll had removed most of the alcohol and quietly lowered his sword. He had to give up the chase as the Overgeared people fled neatly. Then he resented Diworth.


  


  ‘If Sir Diworth fought to the end, we could’ve wiped out the enemies.’


  


  Diworth was lazy when he wasn’t drunk. He didn’t show passion toward any particular situation. Diworth wasn’t in a position to condemn the young nobles for being cowards. The grim truth was that most of the Seven Dukes were like Diworth. The empire that had been prosperous for so long was decaying from the top.


  


  Marquis Fulbas sighed and commanded the entire army, “Get sufficient rest.”


  


  “Wahhhh!” It was an order to take a few days of rest. The soldiers cheered upon hearing the command of the marquis, who judged that the Overgeared members and Noll wouldn’t attack again today.


  


  At dawn on that day, a strong wave of magic power was detected over Reidan Castle.


  


  “Mass Teleport?” Marquis Fulbas rushed out of the barracks and felt a strange apprehension.


  


  Earl Baget approached him. “I guess reinforcements have arrived.”


  


  The earl had been seriously wounded by the Overgeared Kingdom’s young assassin during the battle.


  


  “I was worried, but I’m glad you are healing well.”


  


  “Thank you for your concern.”


  


  The smell of chicken poop coming came from the earl’s body as he answered. He must’ve sweated a lot on the battlefield.




  Chapter 1012


  “What is this?” Grid was startled when he arrived at Reidan. He was heading to the place where the guild members were gathered, only to see a huge hole in one wall. Several houses 500 meters away from the wall were also damaged. This wasn’t a great sight considering how much of the kingdom’s finances had been used to strengthen the wall. There was a neat hole in the 30-meter-thick wall. This was a result that the Overgeared Cannon couldn’t make.


  


  Grid was nervous and asked Chris, “Isn’t Reidan at max level? Did the empire develop a new cannon?”


  


  “It is a remnant of the magic power fired by Drunk Duke Diworth.”


  


  “A duke! He is already marching this way?!”


  


  “No, not yet. The imperial camp is roughly 11 kilometers away. Diworth fired his magic power from there.”


  


  “...Eh?”


  


  Chris asserted that Diworth’s magic power made the concept of distance meaningless. Grid found it strange, but he knew there was no exaggeration in Chris’ words. It was because the sweat on Chris’ face reminded Grid of the power of the Seven Dukes which he had experienced personally.


  


  ‘I couldn’t defeat the weakest Rigal by myself.’


  


  The skills of the other Seven Dukes must be powerful beyond imagination. Grid frowned and was about to speak, but...


  


  “I-I’ll fix it quickly.” Three middle-aged men then rushed to the damaged wall, grabbing heavy tools. The other people didn’t care much about them. They were technical colleagues who belonged to Overgeared Two.


  


  “Wait a minute,” Grid called out to them. “15th ranked builder Delleon, 29th ranked Shell, and 42nd ranked Delont.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “You are older than me and don’t need to use honorifics. Aren’t we colleagues? Please feel comfortable. I will treat you comfortably like you’re my uncle. Ah, I heard that Delont’s granddaughter entered elementary school recently? Congratulations.”


  


  “...” The hundreds of Overgeared members watching were surprised. Were the guild members surprised at Grid’s personality? No. There were many guild masters who yearned for talent. It was also easy to find masters who treated the guild members like family.


  


  However, it was uncommon for a guild master to remember more than one hundred people. Not only did Grid know details such as the face, occupation, and name, he also remembered details such as age and family information. The surroundings became quiet, and Grid scratched his cheeks. “I shouldn’t have mentioned private matters...”


  


  It seemed that he had studied too much. No, the study itself wasn’t a problem. The problem was that he spoke about personal information in front of others. It happened because he didn’t pay attention. Grid was greedy and wanted to show off his studies. These were the woes of someone who lacked social interaction. Grid was smiling bitterly when Delont grabbed his hand.


  


  “T-Thank you! My granddaughter will jump with joy when I tell her about today. She is a fan of King Grid!” Delont’s eyes shone brightly like lanterns as he watched Grid. It was an unbelievably pure and passionate gaze for a 60-year-old man. The strained atmosphere in Reidan, which was caused by Duke Diworth’s skill, was instantly ventilated.


  


  “Hey, Grid is really great. The busiest person in the world has always been paying attention to the guild members.”


  


  “Truly God Grid! He is the man that I acknowledge! Hahahat! Come join the Korean Patriotic Association! I’ll give you a 50% discount!”


  


  “...” Grid was embarrassed. Without Lauel’s advice, he still wouldn’t know much about the guild members. He would’ve kept thinking of them as people who moved according to his wishes. Yes, he only studied the guild members out of necessity. Everyone misunderstood and looked at him warmly. 


  


  ‘My conscience is stabbed...’


  


  He was sorry that he hadn’t cared earlier. Lauel sent a whisper to the distressed Grid, -If your heart wasn’t true, you wouldn’t be able to remember the faces of 1,000 guild members in such a short time. Well, unless you are a genius like me. Huhut.


  


  -...


  


  -It is great. You deserve praise and respect. Be confident.


  


  “Move quickly!”


  


  Just then, a group of people came running from the distance. They were also Overgeared Two members, and they were carrying many stones. This group had the miner class. Before Grid arrived, Chris had given an order for them to obtain materials to repair the wall.


  


  “Ah! G-Grid!” The man in his mid-20s, running at the forefront of the miners, was startled. He felt sorry for Chris since Grid arrived before they could repair the wall. The man imagined a subordinate being scolded by the boss and lamented that his mining speed was too slow.


  


  ‘I wanted to get slightly better stones and ruined things because of my greed... I should’ve finished the wall repair before Grid arrived!’


  


  The man shrank back as Grid approached. He observed the stones that the man was carrying and said, “They are the best stones. You must’ve had a hard time obtaining it, Lion.” 


  


  “Of course, it is something I had to do!”


  


  The young miner’s name was Dolce. He was called ‘Lion’ because of his ridiculous hair that resembled a lion’s mane. The only people who knew Dolce’s nickname were naturally Dolce’s acquaintances. The nickname ‘Lion’ wasn’t known because the miner class didn’t receive the light. Yet Grid knew Dolce’s nickname. Dolce was thrilled. It meant that Grid had been watching him.


  


  “I-I will work harder in the future!” 


  


  The people who joined the Overgeared Guild were divided into two major types. First, there were those who wanted to piggyback on the massive guild or wanted the items that Grid made. The second type were those who aspired to be like Grid. Dolce was the latter. He was touched that the object of his admiration paid attention to him. The fact that he could stand next to Grid was like a dream, and he was happy.


  


  “Grid, do you perhaps know me? I am a mere baker...”


  


  “Naturally, I know you. The bread you make gives a small buff. Should I not know you?”


  


  “No. I think that Grid knows all of us. You have always been paying attention to us.”


  


  “Even though you are busy fighting or making items every day...”


  


  The atmosphere was warm. Lauel smiled at the satisfactory result and gazed at Grid in a warm manner. Grid looked at all his colleagues standing here, including Lauel. It was a blessing that they believed in him. Grid promised that he would do better for them in the future.


  


  “Let’s stop talking and quickly repair the wall. We also need time to prepare for the welcome of the fourth guild.” Toban clapped his hands and blew away the excited atmosphere. He had a cool side, unlike the overall emotional Overgeared members. It was due to his presence that the projects of the Overgeared members could progress rapidly. Simultaneously, he was one of the best tankers, so Grid liked him. He had long forgotten the mistake Toban had made against him. After all, Grid had gotten payback for it at the time.


  


  ‘Huroi was disgusted after learning that Toban pointed his sword at me...’


  


  It was the same with Euphemina. Originally, Huroi liked Euphemina. Then as they spent more time together, he became aware of the mistakes she had committed against Grid and started to distance himself from her. Recently, he was told she had interacted with Agnus and went on to express his hostility. It was due to his excessive loyalty toward Grid.


  


  ‘I’ll have to talk to him.’


  


  Grid was both happy yet troubled by Huroi’s heart. It was necessary to maintain the balance. The moment Grid thought this, there were shouts.


  


  


  “Aura Master!”


  


  “H-Hurent!”


  


  “The rumor that Hurent joined our guild is true!”


  


  The cries burst out from everywhere. Gazes were directed at a man holding a hand plow. The appearance of his rolled up trousers and dirt on his boots made him look like a field worker.


  


  “I’m here because you called...” Hurent faced Grid and made an uncomfortable expression. Having retired from public view for three years, Hurent had gotten used to the quiet life and felt awkward in front of the people’s interest. However, the other person was Grid. He was the one who willingly accepted Hurent despite the fact that he had invaded the Overgeared city with the Eternal Kingdom. (Although, Grid didn’t know.) Grid even had Hurent’s lifelong benefactor, Piaro by his side. (Grid still didn’t know this.) 


  


  Hurent respected and acknowledged Grid as the leader, so he couldn’t deny his request. The moment he heard Grid’s request to attend the new guild creation ceremony in Reidan, he ran to this place.


  


  “...”


  


  He felt the attention of the Overgeared members who were famous for being strong—Jishuka, Pon, Regas, and so on—focused on himself, but he didn’t feel particularly conscious. After all, Hurent wasn’t weak-minded. There was no need to be conscious when he didn’t have the right to respond to their good wishes.


  


  “Thank you for enhancing the national prestige.” Grid held out his hand for a handshake.


  


  Then Hurent muttered, “What enhancing? I am lucky that I didn’t harm it.”


  


  In the meantime, Grid hadn’t intervened in Hurent’s matters at all. Hurent merely devoted himself to farming and training as ordered by Administration Rabbit and Piaro. Then he got an order to gather in Reidan today. It was ostensibly a celebration of the creation of Overgeared Four, but... the real reason was something else. There was no reason to celebrate a new guild in Reidan, a city caught in a war.


  


  ‘Grid is planning a massive war. Eventually, I will fight.’


  


  Hurent was worried. As he pointed out to Grid, he hadn’t been active for several years. He wondered if a weak person like him would be of help in the war, particularly when the opponent was the empire—the strongest country in the West Continent. Hurent might be able to kill a few soldiers, but wouldn’t he die if he met a knight?


  


  ‘I will be disgraced again...’ Hurent sighed.


  


  The 100 players gathered in the corner were staring at him with a little envy.


  


  ‘Oh, my god. The Aura Master is an Overgeared member!’


  


  ‘Hurent was easily beaten by Grid, but before that, he was one of the strongest.’


  


  ‘The Americans are still waiting for Hurent.’


  


  ‘He has been training for several years and must surely be more powerful than before.’


  


  The 100 players were the protagonists of today’s celebration. The artillerymen rankers, who had been personally invited by Lauel, were relatively ordinary people that couldn’t be compared to the splendid Overgeared members. Finally, Grid’s eyes turned to them.


  


  The 100 artillerymen didn’t think Grid would greet them. He must’ve created an artillerymen unit for a reason, but they didn’t have high expectations. The artillerymen class was so garbage that they hadn’t even reached level 200. It was funny that he would greet them.


  


  ...That’s what they thought until now. Grid came to the artillerymen and greeted them with a smile, “It is nice to meet you.” 


  


  The surprised artillerymen responded in various ways. Some people froze completely while others didn’t know where to look. Someone moved their feet, and someone else looked up with surprise. None of them were confident. Grid was sad as he was reminded of his past.


  


  He extended a handshake to a beautiful woman standing by idly. She was Lost Justice.


  


  “It is a pleasure. I am honored to have the 1st ranked artilleryman join the Overgeared Guild.”


  


  “N-No, what honor? I am the honored and grateful one!” Lost Justice grabbed Grid’s hand with both hands.


  


  In fact, Grid didn’t like her very much. Lost Justice—the ID showed she was pessimistic about the world. Grid thought that she might have a past like himself and would be dark and sly. He would have to pay attention to her, but of course, he didn’t express this outwardly. Instead, he would watch from behind and manage her. He hoped she would be a good colleague.


  


  “You will realize that there are many good people in the world and that justice is still alive. I hope you'll find happiness with us in the future.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Grid laughed at his own words, and the Overgeared members were puzzled. It was an expression that showed they didn’t understand. Only the Korean members like Peak Sword seemed to know. The reason was simple.


  


  For Koreans, the ID of Lost Justice was marked as ‘Lost Justice (Hangul)’, but for players of other nationalities, it was labeled as ‘Genuine Boutique’. (TL Note: Basically, the ID is 정의상실 in Korean. However, the author wrote it 정 의상실 for other nationalities, which has a space between the first and second characters and 의상실 means boutique.)


  


  Boutique. That’s right. Lost Justice’s ID wasn’t Lost Justice but Genuine Boutique.


  


  “...” 


  


  Grid saw the atmosphere becoming cold and coughed belatedly. “It is a joke, a joke.”


  


  “Ah, yes...” Lost Justice, who had been stiff the whole time, burst out laughing. She was Korean and knew that Grid had really misunderstood.


  


  “You are cute,” Lost Justice involuntarily expressed her appreciation.


  


  “...Heok?”


  


  It was because Yura, Jishuka and Ruby directed killing intent at her. Sexy Schoolgirl Yerim, who was a high school student and now a university student, clicked her tongue. “A popular man is more attractive.”


  


  Yerim had been aiming for Grid for several years already. She was like a beast waiting for her prey. 


  


  Simultaneously, a disturbing air appeared on the battlefield where the Rebecca Church, Yatan Church, and Valhalla’s army were fighting. Everyone who died during this war was being ‘sacrificed.’


  


  “This time, I must do it at all costs.”


  


  Gamigin would descend. Looking up at the blackened sky, 3rd Imperial Prince Benoit prayed earnestly.




  Chapter 1013


  Prince Benoit—one of the three sons of Empress Aria—had been different since his birth. He explored knowledge instead of harboring ambition, enjoyed mingling rather than exerting his status, and was more interested in talent than pedigree.


  


  The words he had spoken during his youth were famous. For him, politics wasn’t something he had to do but something he had to watch, listen to, lament about, or clap for. It was an irresponsible remark that abandoned his duty as an imperial prince. It stated he wasn’t interested in the emperor’s politics or the throne.


  


  Certainly, 3rd Imperial Prince Benoit didn’t have the qualities of an emperor. He was closer to a scholar or revolutionary. Emperor Juander was displeased with Benoit. However, Empress Aria loved Benoit.


  


  Prince Benoit loved and respected his mother. She was benevolent and wise, and Benoit tried to emulate her. Thus, he received the greatest shock from his mother’s death. Benoit had been suspicious since his healthy mother became sick, and he paid attention Empress Marie. In the end, he realized the person who assassinated his mother was the empress.


  


  However, he couldn’t find any physical evidence. It was the first time Imperial Prince Benoit was filled with the desire to kill. He felt fury for the first time since he was born. He hated his father, who depended on the wicked woman who killed his wife. He also resented his siblings who were worried about their positions more than his mother’s death.


  


  Prince Benoit dreamed of revenge. He desperately trained his swordsmanship. He stayed up all night learning magic. He became adept at controlling the ‘red energy’ talent of the royal family. Then he realized that trampling them with strength wouldn’t be true vengeance. He hoped that his father would feel hatred and regret while his siblings would mourn.


  


  So, he started earnestly learning the fields of magic and rituals that he had originally been interested in. Rather than praise Goddess Rebecca, he explored the reasons behind the Seven Malignant Saints’ betrayal and decided to use the great demons. He peeked at the truth of the world and didn’t reject the existence of the great demons. Instead, he attempted to summon a great demon.


  


  It was the 4th Great Demon Gamigin, who could summon ghosts of the dead. He hoped that the truth flowing from his mother’s lips would make his father and siblings cry.


  


  This was the story that the 1st ranked black magician, Rose, knew well. It was the Yatan Church who used the ambition of the empress to confuse the imperial family and the Yatan Church who cooperated with the summoning of the great demons by using Prince Benoit’s desire. As one of Yatan’s Servants, she couldn’t help knowing Benoit’s position.


  


  “...” Rose watched Benoit who was standing in front of the altar. He had offered the necessary tools and human sacrifices. Now he was chanting an unknown spell. He looked more desperate than anyone else in the world. He felt like a living human being, despite only being an NPC.


  


  “...I understand Grid’s mind a bit.” 


  


  Rose’s mouth twisted. However, understanding and empathy were different.


  


  “I~diot.”


  


  It was pathetic. If she were Grid, she would’ve fulfilled more desires and lived well. Why did he cling to fleeting relationships?


  


  “Is he a pushover?”


  


  As she cocked her head and touched her lips, Rose’s image was beautiful. However, those who could see her empty eyes would feel creeped out. The ritual was in full swing on the cliff above the battlefield.


  


  “I found you.”


  


  Then someone entered suddenly. It was Luck of Valhalla. He was one of the most influential members of Ares’ army. Even Kraugel acknowledged Luck’s skills and had been wary of Luck during his sky above the sky days.


  


  “I don’t know what you’re doing, but forget it.” Luck clenched his fists as he saw the unidentified NPC immersed in a ritual and his escort, Rose.


  


  Rose cried out desperately, “Don’t disturb me! My sibling’s life depends on it!”


  


  “...Eh?”


  


  “Do you know why I am active in the Yatan Church despite the criticisms of people? It is because the big rewards are worth the criticism! I need money! I’m only playing Satisfy for money! I need to pay for my sick sibling’s medical expenses! My sibling will die if I don’t pay the medical fees!”


  


  “..No, what is this?” Luck’s eyes were shaken.


  


  Was there anybody in the world without a story? Rose might be an enemy, but she was arguing for the sake of a human’s life. Luck revealed a gap when there was a blast of magic. He staggered at the great power and looked up.


  


  “Are you going to let me go?” Rose was pointing her staff at him. She had no sibling, but Luck had no way of knowing the truth.


  


  “Why should I let you go? Tsk, just because I know about your circumstances?” Luck gave up his hesitation and punched Rose.


  


  In the midst of the loud explosions, Benoit just focused on the ritual. 


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  『 This is the end of the opening ceremony of Overgeared Four. .』


  


  『 It was a very grand opening. Tens of thousands of gold must’ve been spent on the firecrackers alone. Huhu...』


  


  The world’s best streamers, including Bunny Bunny, and the news reporters from all over the world were broadcasting live reports about Reidan. Honestly, they had found it ridiculous when they received the proposal from the Overgeared Guild a few days ago. They wanted to make an exhibition of a new guild creation while they were in the worst crisis...?


  


  Moreover, Reidan was the main stage of the war. How could a guild opening ceremony be held in the middle of the battlefield? The most incomprehensible part was that the new guild consisted of artillerymen. Why organize a large artillerymen unit in Satisfy where cannons didn’t play a big role? People couldn’t understand Grid’s actions. Some people even guessed that Grid had gone crazy from fright.


  


  Surprisingly, the Overgeared Guild finished the opening ceremony safely. They set off all types of colorful fireworks and expanded their power. The result was surprising. The imperial army shrank back rather than attacking, and their morale deteriorated.


  


  “I seem to feel a great strength from seeing the Overgeared Kingdom expand its power in the war. It is often called bluffing. It is a basic maneuver and the risk is high, but the effect was a success. 』


  


  People belatedly realized that this was why Grid had created the new guild in Reidan despite the circumstances. Of course, it was Lauel’s plan and one that could only be designed because of Noll’s performance. However, the Overgeared Kingdom’s king was Grid. Everything became Grid’s intentions and achievements.


  


  -I am an artilleryman and should join the Overgeared Guild...


  


  Interest in the Overgeared Guild heated up. The artilleryman players, in particular, expressed an active interest in the Overgeared Guild. However, people regarded it as a poison.


  


  -Does the Overgeared Kingdom really need artillerymen? The establishment of the artilleryman guild is mere propaganda.


  


  -That's right. The only reason to make an artilleryman unit is that are cannons which can threaten the empire.


  


  -In fact, there are no cannons that can threaten the empire. Cannons have a low hit rate and slow firing rate. They are powerful against buildings, but it is hard for them to be a threat against moving objects. They are generally worse than magic.


  


  -Why do artillerymen exist?


  


  -They are useless.


  


  -Stop it. The artillerymen will be hurt.


  


  Cannons were a weapon with few advantages. They had been used actively in the Demon King Subjugation, but that was a unique case. There was no practicality in establishing the artillerymen unit of the Overgeared Guild. This was a natural assessment made by people.


  


  “Artillerymen, on the wall.” 


  


  Now, Grid was preparing to break common sense like always. There were unique rated Overgeared Cannons made by him. Additionally, eight rare to epic rated cannons which had been made by the craftsmen were placed on the walls. He gave the order, and Lost Justice and the other artillerymen moved to the walls.


  


  Then they saw it. The imperial army was gathered under the wall. Numerous people were filling up the desert. The hundreds of thousands of troops gave a different sense of pressure. There were lieutenants bearing the empire’s flags, hundreds of cannons, 20 catapults, and thousands of shield soldiers.


  


  “Hiik...” The faces of the artillerymen paled. They had been stuck in the closet for all their lives, and now that they finally got a chance to fight, it was against tens of thousands of enemies. They were feeling terrified when Toban shouted at them, “Hurry! Load the shells and aim at the enemy’s catapult!”


  


  Even now, thousands of soldiers were loading rocks on the catapults. The rocks were so large that it took a long time. The moment they fired, the walls of Reidan would collapse. Death would come the moment they allowed the enemies to enter.


  


  


  “Hurry!” 


  


  Lost Justice regained her senses first and loaded the cannon with shells. Then she was surprised. The structure meant the shells were loaded in the back of the barrel rather than the front.


  


  ‘The loading speed is really fast!’


  


  The artillerymen didn’t have time to check the details of the Overgeared Cannon. In this harsh and urgent situation, they simply acted upon orders.


  


  “Aim!” Toban cried out.


  


  30 artillerymen—the artillerymen rankers now called the Overgeared Artillerymen—started to readjust their positions. It was an indirect aiming. They took advantage of the flexibility to direct the barrel toward the sky. The initial velocity of the shells was slow, but the impact was greater. It was because shells that fell from a higher altitude had more destructive power. They could inflict greater damage on targets.


  


  ‘I have to do well.’


  


  ‘I have to unconditionally hit the target!’


  


  The players ranked 1–30 on the artilleryman rankings. In the past few years, they didn’t have a chance to be active. No one used them, but this didn’t mean they wasted those years. They joined armies and didn’t neglect a single day of training. In order to not forget they were artillerymen, they trained enthusiastically and didn’t miss an opportunity to fire the cannons. Their skill level might be low and they were lacking experience, but they were full of enthusiasm and knew the theory.


  


  “Launch!” Toban yelled as he raised a flag. 


  


  The artillerymen fired the Overgeared Cannons in unison. 10 cannons emitted black smoke as they fired simultaneously, and a thunderous sound filled the battlefield.


  


  -It only sounds loud.


  


  -It is as you say. The power is nothing.


  


  The viewers scoffed at the weapon called a cannon. No, they weren’t scoffing. They just told the truth they knew. Then at this moment, the truth changed.


  


  -...Wow.


  


  The shells fired from the Overgeared Cannons curved and fell down, piercing through the magicians’ shields and hitting five catapults. It was ridiculous. The mountain-like catapults collapsed due to just 10 shells. It was a spectacle that couldn’t be explained theoretically.


  


  “Uwaaaack!” Thousands of soldiers who were loading rocks on the catapults screamed. The wreckage of the catapults fell and crashed into the soldiers and cannons. Casualties occurred in the formation of the imperial army. Yet only 10 cannons triggered this disaster...? The viewers, broadcasters, and artillerymen who fired the Overgeared Cannons couldn’t close their mouths. 


  


  Notification windows appeared in front of the Overgeared artillerymen.


  


  [You have succeeded in destroying the imperial army’s 2nd catapult.]


  


  [You have defeated an imperial soldier.]


  


  [You have defeated an imperial...]


  


  ....


  


  ...


  


  [Your level has risen.]


  


  [Your level has risen.]


  


  [Your level has...]


  


  ....


  


  ...


  


  [The Firearms Mastery skill level has risen from beginner master to intermediate level 2.]


  


  “What?”


  


  The notification windows conveyed good news that couldn’t be imagined. The artillerymen were stunned, but they couldn’t feel joy at the news.  It was because Toban’s roar entered their ears, “Reload!”


  


  “R-Reloading!” The artillerymen barely maintained a hold on their senses and moved. The secondary loading speed was also fast. It was several times faster than loading an existing cannon.


  


  “Aim!” Toban raised his flag.


  


  The artillerymen focused on four of the 15 catapults left in the imperial army. They were catapults already filled with large rocks. The imperial soldiers, who had fallen, scrambled up to pull the ropes. They were preparing to fire, but the catapults were too big and the rocks were so heavy that it was slow. 


  


  “Launch!”


  


  In that gap, the 10 Overgeared Cannons fired again. The power of this bombardment was greater than the previous one. It was a natural phenomenon since the artillerymen’s stats and skill levels had increased.


  


  -T-This is ridiculous.


  


  The viewers found it hard to distinguish between a dream and reality as they saw the big catapults crashing down. The Overgeared Cannon was an innovative and powerful weapon.


  


  “Oh, very strong.” The Overgeared members were also surprised.


  


  Grid explained to them, “It is stronger because the target is still. It won’t have as much power against people.”


  


  It was a calm tone. The man who made such a monstrous cannon didn’t seem fazed at all. The Overgeared members intuitively felt that the Overgeared Cannons placed on the walls weren’t in their ultimate form.


  


  ‘Can he make it with a higher rating?’


  


  ‘If I think about a legendary cannon...’


  


  “...!” On the walls, Grid had been staring down at the battlefield only to have his eyes widen. The smell of alcohol permeated his nose as someone emerged from the imperial army. Grid recognized him immediately. “The Drunk Duke!”


  


  The Drunk Duke flew up. He reached the top of the wall in an instant and stretched out his hand toward an Overgeared Cannon. The Drunk Duke attacked, but Toban pulled out a shield and blocked it.


  


  “Keook!” Toban’s shield and skills were meaningless as he was injured severely and fell to his knees. Then it happened when the Drunk Duke was going to aim at the Overgeared Cannons again. Two flashes of light flew toward him. The Drunk Duke perceived the danger and lowered his posture as a sword and hand plow grazed the top of his head. 


  


  “...What?” The Drunk Duke looked like he had seen a ghost as he made eye contact with the farmer holding a hand plow. He was so shocked that his drunkenness disappeared.




  Chapter 1014


  The Saharan Empire had a history of thousands of years and couldn’t have produced only seven heroes. There were numerous heroes in the history of the empire, 12 of whom were awarded dukeships. It meant the original empire had 12 ducal families, but time was a scary law.


  


  Families were corrupted or weakened as generations passed while others experienced misfortune. Five of the ducal families naturally disappeared or became traitors. It was the reason why only two of the seven ducal families currently in the empire contained the lineage of the founding dukes. 


  


  “Piaro?”


  


  He was the pillar of the empire a few decades ago, the only great swordsman at the time, one of the most prestigious names, the emperor’s ally… and finally, the traitor.


  


  “I must be hallucinating.” Diworth loosened his clothing as he stared at the farmer in front of him. The farmer’s eyes, nose, and mouth—they were all like they had been in the old days. His strong physique was the same. Only the wrinkles around his eyes were different. Additionally, the huge pressure that was like a great mountain had disappeared.


  


  Diworth was able to glimpse the winds of time but not the energy. The farmer’s aging aura was no different from the wind, sand, and trees. He looked different yet the same. Diworth, who was trying to distinguish the difference between Piaro in his memories and the farmer in front of him, soon accepted reality.


  


  “That’s right.”


  


  It was the same person. The farmer was Piaro.


  


  “I see. You’re not dead.”


  


  In the days when Piaro led the Red Knights, the Red Knights were the symbol of imperial power and all the people raised them up. Diworth was the same. He hated Piaro but was forced to acknowledge him. When the empire sent a team to capture Piaro, stating Piaro would be punished for betraying the empire, Diworth was one of the people who failed to catch him.


  


  “I thought you had left this world because I hadn’t heard about you for so long. I didn’t know you would be in the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  Diworth thought the emperor might be pleased to know that Piaro was alive. His Majesty the Emperor still hated yet missed Piaro. Then there was a question.


  


  ‘Does His Majesty the Emperor know about this?’


  


  The emperor had always been submerged in darkness after the death of the empress and Piaro’s betrayal. However, he had become bright again one day. He regained his energy. It had been around the time when Legendary Knight Mercedes was exiled.


  


  ‘Why did he banish Mercedes who became a legend?’


  


  Did he know that Piaro was alive, and so he gave Mercedes a separate command to protect him?


  


  ‘It is possible.’


  


  The emperor probably knew that Mercedes had gone to serve the Overgeared King. The emperor was more informed than the Seven Dukes. Despite this, the emperor hadn’t placed any restraints on Mercedes and wasn’t active in conquering the Overgeared Kingdom. He had only belatedly declared war to quell the complaints of the angry nobles after the Overgeared King accepted the evil eyes. The emperor didn’t force the Seven Dukes to participate in the war. It was why Rachel didn’t participate in the war.


  


  ‘Yes, he already knows.’


  


  Piaro was alive.


  


  ‘Additionally, he has forgiven Piaro’s betrayal.’


  


  Or perhaps as Rachel, Grenhal, and Morse claimed, Piaro’s betrayal might’ve been a falsehood. If this was assumed, then all circumstances were correct.


  


  “Hrmm...” Diworth glanced down from the wall. Hundreds of thousands of allied soldiers in the desert were looking up here. Thousands of artillerymen units were still struggling to reload the cannons and catapults.


  


  ‘If they know about Piaro’s survival...’


  


  They would be greatly agitated. The confusion would weaken the army.


  


  ‘Is it possible that the relationship between the empire and the Overgeared Kingdom will improve because of Piaro?’


  


  Of course not. It was an unrealistic story. In the first place, Piaro would never forgive the empire. It was the empire that had killed his family.


  


  ‘Additionally, if we leave the Overgeared Kingdom that doesn’t recognize the empire as the master of the continent, it will harm the empire.’


  


  Thus, Diworth made a decision. He should kill Piaro right now. It was the only way to thwart the chaos, win the war, and allow the empire to rise again as the master of the continent.


  


  “Piaro, do you know? I hated you for a long time. Every time I saw you clearly being better than me, my self-esteem was damaged. Now they are all old memories. I have no evil feelings for you.” Diworth was serious. “I will consider the old days and kill you without any pain.”


  


  He would cut with a single move. Diworth made up his mind and drank from a bottle. He was in a hurry. Aside from Basara, the other dukes had tried to stop the execution of Piaro’s family. They were clear on the fact that Piaro had been framed, and they petitioned to stop the execution. If Diworth didn’t kill Piaro before they arrived, there would be plenty of room for complications.


  


  ‘I am glad that the other dukes are chasing Skunk who is doing something crazy.’


  


  Skunk was an explorer they had met accidentally in Galest. He was a talent who was being watched by the empire. The dukes’ eyes had shone when they heard Skunk say he would cross the Red Sea. It didn’t mean they had forgotten they were in the middle of a war. They just looked down on the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  Diworth’s magic power boiled, and the alcohol scent vibrated. Diworth was prepared to eliminate Piaro in an instant.


  


  ‘Please die without pain and be freed from the sufferings of life.’


  


  Diworth would be merciful to the old hero—a hated but respected man. He pulled out a bright and glowing weapon that didn’t fit with his appearance and swung it at Piaro. Then Diworth was surprised. Piaro didn’t give off the same strong atmosphere that he did in the past. So, he thought Piaro was weak. Yet the hand plow easily stopped his strike.


  


  “You still have a personality where you judge and act one-sidedly. Do you still hurt the soldiers when you get drunk?” Piaro clicked his tongue as the air surrounding him started to disappear.


  


  The wind, the air, the ground, the sand, and the weeds—all the surrounding nature lost their energy. The cause of that was Piaro. Nature gave him their energy.


  


  “No way, this...” Diworth’s fingers trembled as he hurriedly pulled back his sword. He had heard of Natural State before. “It is a transcendent Natural State!”


  


  The weakened Piaro was actually stronger than before. The form of swordsmanship had transformed into farming, but it had evolved instead of degenerating.


  


  “Free Farming.”


  


  The moment nature lost all its energy, the space became weightless and the floating Piaro raised the hand plow over his head.


  


  “Wait.” Grid appeared and stopped Piaro. “Piaro and Mercedes, destroy the catapults.”


  


  In Satisfy, there were often scenes where weapons and weapons or magic and skills collided and offset each other’s power. It could be called the singularity of the virtual reality game. All weapons, skills, and magic had a shape, establishing a formula they could respond to and counterattack. Of course, if one of the two forces colliding with each other were unilaterally strong, it couldn’t be offset. In any case, a person could try defending by colliding with an incoming attack. This was why in a fight between masters, they kept striking each other with their weapons.


  


  However, there were some exceptions. One was the attack of a super large weapon. The size and dimension of the attack were different because it carried a heavy weight. It couldn’t be offset by ordinary weapons, skills, or magic. The system judged an attack with a ‘much larger weight and area of attack’ as a one-sidedly strong attack.


  


  That’s right. The moment the catapults of the empire fired, Reidan would be in danger. The Overgeared Kingdom had no way to stop the flying rocks, and the walls had to be preserved. The most rational thing was to break the catapult itself like the Overgeared Cannons had attempted to do.


  


  


  However, Grid didn’t have the ability to break the catapults placed in hundreds of thousands of troops. Long-ranged skills such as 100,000 Army Swordsmanship or Fly Up were virtually impossible. A general weapon exerted weaker strength to siege weapons, buildings, and facilities.


  


  “Thus, I will leave it to the two of you.” Grid approached Piaro and Mercedes and gave them confidence. “Don’t die.”


  


  If he hadn’t met Chreshler, Grid would’ve never risked his knights dying. Now Grid had a sense of transcendence. He realized that wrapping the knights in his arms was detrimental to their growth.


  


  “I believe that you will complete the mission and come back safely.”


  


  He would believe in and rely on them.


  


  “I will keep that in mind.”


  


  His Majesty’s trust in them deepened. Piaro and Mercedes were thrilled and jumped straight toward the enemy. Before that...


  


  “Take this.” Grid handed the Enlightenment Sword to Mercedes and Lantier’s Cloak to Piaro.


  


  “I can’t accept this!”


  


  “I can't take it either.”


  


  Piaro was panicked, and Mercedes was also reluctant. They couldn’t receive Grid’s favorite sword and the cloak that protected him. There were Jude, Noll, Kasim, and the Overgeared members by Grid’s side, but Duke Diworth was a tough opponent. Consequently, they couldn’t help worrying.


  


  Grid smiled while attaching the Blade Aiming at the Gods to a sword using the Pulling Device. Then he patted Valhalla of Infinite Affection and declared, “I have plenty of good weapons left.”


  


  Grid favored the Enlightenment Sword over the Sword Aiming at the Gods because of the explosions of the black flames. He was able to accumulate damage to the enemies without interruption, causing the damage to be higher than that of the Sword Aiming at the Gods. It wasn’t weaker than the Sword Aiming at the Gods because it had been successfully enhanced to +4.


  


  That’s right. At the present time, the Enlightenment Sword was better than the Sword Aiming at the Gods. The reason why Grid gave the Enlightenment Sword to Mercedes at this time was that the Enlightenment Sword was specialized for ‘slaughter.’ The sight of Mercedes wielding the Enlightenment Sword against hundreds of thousands of troops... It was scary just imagining it.


  


  ‘The Sword Aiming at the Gods is better when dealing with the duke.’


  


  Additionally, Grid was looking forward to the options of the Sword Aiming at the Gods.


  


  [* 50% bonus damage to transcendent beings such as gods, angels, great demons, boss monsters, and named NPCs.]


  


  As noted, the system recognized boss monsters and named NPCs as transcendents. So, as long as it was a named NPC like Drunk Duke Diworth, the Sword Aiming at the Gods would be stronger than the Enlightenment Sword. This was despite the fact that the skill Contempt of the Weak, which reduced a non-transcendent’s health by 80%, wasn’t activated. As Grid and his knights were talking, Drunk Duke Diworth gritted his teeth.


  


  “Overgeared King. The king of a small country dares to deal with a duke of the empire? Stop talking bullshit and get lost!” Diworth drank more alcohol. He could no longer control his body and staggered. “Piaro! Mercedes! I can’t let you go!”


  


  One was the hero of the former age, and the other was the hero of the new age. The moment Piaro and Mercedes appeared in the imperial camp, the imperial soldiers would feel great confusion. They wouldn’t be able to fight properly. However, the moment Diworth flew toward Piaro, the orange flags signaling retreat rose from the imperial camp.


  


  “What?”


  


  Calling a retreat...? When they just arrived in front of the enemy? Without even saying anything to him? The bewildered Diworth focused his eyes and heard Marquis Fulbas crying out with his magic power, “Duke Diworth! I received an imperial order to retreat completely!”


  


  “An imperial order?!”


  


  “An imperial order?”


  


  Drunk Duke Diworth, Grid, and the Overgeared members were all shocked. Why were they retreating now? Of course, everyone soon knew the reason. It was due to the world message that appeared.


  


  [A great explorer has found a new island in the Red Sea.]


  


  [The name of the new island is ‘Ruins of the War God.’]


  


  “...!!” Diworth’s eyes widened. He could understand the reason for the emperor’s retreat order.


  


  “A ruins exploration...!”


  


  Moreover, those were the ruins of a god. They had to occupy it and collect the relics first. Diworth leaped down from the walls. Piaro and Mercedes tried to grab him, but Diworth’s movements were too irregular and they missed him. Meanwhile, Grid didn’t care about Diworth.


  


  It was due to Lauel’s whisper, -The ruins are valuable. The value of the relics no one has obtained yet will exceed our imagination. We must immediately dispatch an expedition force.


  


  They couldn’t just suck their fingers and let the emperor obtain them. Lauel’s judgment was the same as Grid’s.




  Chapter 1015


  The emperor had negative feelings about the war against the Overgeared Kingdom. Was it because he hoped that Piaro wouldn’t be swept up in the war? No. The emperor wasn’t foolish enough to allow private feelings to affect the nation. There were several reasonable factors that caused him to have a negative view of the war.


  


  Firstly, he appreciated the value of Overgeared King Grid, who was Pagma's Descendant and had received the title of Hero King. He was a means to help the emperor fulfill his ancestors’ desires to enter the East Continent. Additionally, he found out that Grid had gained Piaro. The emperor acknowledged Grid’s power in many ways and wanted to treat him magnanimously rather than be enemies.


  


  Secondly, there was the fact that 3rd Imperial Prince Benoit was a variable. He couldn’t tell the Seven Dukes that he was worried about his son’s well-being, but Prince Benoit was currently wandering the continent while conducting suspicious rituals. At first, the emperor didn’t know what the rituals were. Then he realized that Belial’s summoning had a direct connection with Benoit. Why was this child so obsessed with summoning the great demons? They were a big threat to the entire continent.


  


  The previously summoned Belial had been relatively low in rank and easily stopped by the Overgeared members. However, if Benoit summoned a high ranking great demon, then it was highly likely some parts of the continent would be destroyed and there was no guarantee the empire would be safe from the threat. He wanted to avoid a depletion of power just in case. 


  


  Mercedes in the Overgeared Kingdom wasn’t easy to deal with either.


  


  ‘Chensler needs to bring Benoit back quickly.’


  


  Thirdly, he didn’t want to provide an opportunity for 4th Imperial Prince Edan’s magic machines army to be active. Thanks to successfully mining the magic machines, Edan’s faction was growing and the emperor couldn’t leave him unchecked. It was a fact that Edan would make a great achievement if his magic machines army participated in the war. With his birth trauma, it would be the worst if Edan gained a higher position. There was room for him to start a revolt if he became the crown prince.


  


  Fourthly, there was the problem of finances. The empire had many borders because it had territories all over the continent. Many large nations were still loyal to the empire, but the ethnic minorities were rebelling across the continent. Just as the Nero had greatly damaged the empire in the past, the ethnic minorities that survived decades after the empire’s subjugation policy have grown tough. They were like weeds that wouldn’t die. Too many resources would be consumed to ignore them and concentrate on the war with the Overgeared Kingdom. In particular, the giants were a problem.


  


  “...I have a headache.”


  


  The emperor wondered since when the dream of conquering the continent had become so distant. Was it due to the Overgeared Kingdom suddenly being founded one day? Or was it because the empire relied on the existing power structure and failed to respond to the sudden changes? No. Was it because of the indifferent grandmaster? Was it due to the flimsy Five Pillars? Was it because of the boredom of the Seven Dukes?


  


  That also wasn’t it either. It wasn’t something that could be blamed on anyone else.


  


  ‘It is all my fault.’


  


  The emperor had been shocked and disheartened by the death of Empress Aria and Piaro’s betrayal occurring in succession, so he hid in the skirts of Empress Marie and turned away from the painful reality. He left behind all of the emperor’s responsibilities. Thus, the empire lost decades. 


  


  “I’m not qualified.”


  


  He wasn’t emperor material. He was guilty of betraying the family members who had believed in him and made him the heir. How much would the first emperor lament if he saw the present empire? The emperor rebuked himself and opened the map of the West Continent, which was supposed to be painted in one color by now.


  


  “A carrier pigeon has arrived from Duke Grenhal.”


  


  “A carrier pigeon?”


  


  It was an age where communication with magic was possible. What was the meaning of using a carrier pigeon? Was there an area on the battlefield where magic power was blocked? The emperor admired the magical skills and thorough readiness of the Overgeared Kingdom and confirmed the contents of the carrier pigeon.


  


  There was a brief description about the discovery of the war god’s ruins in the Red Sea. The writer argued that the value of the site was highly appreciated and it was necessary to focus on exploration.


  


  “Hah... Haha.” The emperor was delighted. He believed that the heavens had given him an opportunity to end the meaningless war with the Overgeared Kingdom. By the way, it was a bit absurd. Why was Duke Grenhal in the Red Sea instead of on the battlefield?


  


  ‘...Even Duke Grenhal.’


  


  Duke Grenhal was a person who had helped to reduce the excessive expansion of the empress’ faction. Yet he wasn’t aware of the power of the Overgeared Kingdom and fooled around.


  


  “Aish.”


  


  It was disappointing because the emperor’s trust in him was greater than the others. The emperor crumpled the letter in an annoyed manner and ordered Bain, “Bring back the advance troops who marched on the Overgeared Kingdom and prepare for the exploration of the Ruins of the War God.”


  


  There would be enormous treasures hidden in the historical site of the war god’s ruins, as well as more dangers lurking. Yet there was no objection to the emperor stopping to war to concentrate on ruins exploration.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  It was a voyage that could be described with several words.


  


  ‘Extremely lucky.’


  


  Skunk knew the empire had a great interest in him, but he never imagined the dukes would personally participate in the voyage. Moreover, they willingly gave him the best ships. He read the route with the help of the Compass of Truth, got past the water clan with the resourcefulness of Gold Crown Basara, and then handled the sea monsters with the help of Beast King Morse.


  


  [You have found the Ruins of the War God!]


  


  [It is an achievement that will remain in history!]


  


  [The achievement rewards...]


  


  Skunk achieved a new feat again. It was a great achievement gained a short time after fully exploring the West Continent. Skunk’s heart was full. The companions who believed and followed him along with the Seven Dukes—Skunk saw their faces and felt like the protagonist of his father’s movie. He felt like this was how Grid always felt.


  


  “First...” Skunk confirmed the compensation for discovering the Ruins of the War God and planted a seedling. It would grow into a tree in one year and become his eye. He was cautious. “I heard that are many dangerous traps and guardians in the ruins. How about waiting here until reinforcements arrive?”


  


  


  Skunk’s companions were ready to set up barracks at a beach where beautiful white sand shone. They based it on the premise of exploring the ruins with the empire. Skunk’s expedition group wasn’t strong enough to explore the site, and it was likely that all types of players would come here after the world message. It was ideal to cooperate with the imperial forces to explore the site and obtain as much compensation as possible before uninvited guests arrived.


  


  There was a woman with a small crown on her head. The mysterious beauty called Basara, who always had her eyes closed, nodded. “Sir Skunk is right. We should wait and avoid the guardians’ eyes before reinforcements arrive.”


  


  It was a reasonable opinion, but Beast King Morse thought differently. “Me, you, Duke Grenhal. The three of us together should be enough to go against the guardians. I would rather explore the ruins and monopolize the treasures.”


  


  Immortal King Grenhal nodded. “Duke Morse is right. There is danger in the ruins of the war god, but we can overcome it if we join forces.”


  


  The reason why Morse and Grenhal were impatient was that these were relics of the war god, not an ordinary god. War God Zeratul, the sword and shield of Goddess Rebecca, was regarded as the only one capable of dealing with the absolute power of Evil God Yatan. His transcendent power which was given to his ‘followers’ was indirectly described in the war against the Seven Malignant Saints.


  


  [Those who were most active in the subjugation of the Seven Malignant Saints were the followers of the war god. Their martial arts were overwhelming, and the Seven Malignant Saints couldn’t be idle.]


  


  The war god didn’t come personally, but his followers threatened the Seven Malignant Saints. Of course, there were many exaggerations in myths, but it was still great. Grenhal and Morse coveted the war god’s secret techniques that were likely to be sleeping here. They didn’t want to hand them over to anyone else. In particular, Grenhal’s eagerness was great.


  


  ‘I can keep the grandmaster in check if I can get a secret technique.’


  


  A person whom even the Seven Dukes couldn’t grasp—the grandmaster was believed to have lived for hundreds of years without dying and that he had stood by emperors of successive generations, making him a threatening existence. The empire might exist now because of his many accomplishments, but his recent activities were far from showing loyalty to the imperial family.


  


  ‘It is a problem when a monster with other interests has greater authority than the Seven Dukes.’


  


  The presence of the grandmaster was enough to trigger the bored dukes. No matter how hard they tried to figure it out, a monster whose identity was still unknown was by the emperor’s side. There was no meaning in it if a monster was the one holding the national flag. The existence of a vague risk factor caused them to feel anxious and chaotic, turning away from their complacency. Now things would change.


  


  ‘I will become stronger, drive out the grandmaster, and be a new stimulus for the dukes. I will protect the emperor fully.’ Duke Grenhal was determined and vowed this. It was different from when he dealt with a small country called Overgeared. 


  


  Basara sighed. She knew there was no way to stop Grenhal. “Okay. We will explore it. Still, let’s look slowly from the outskirts. It will be harder the deeper we enter.”


  


  “That is a good idea. Understood.”


  


  “...”


  


  The members of Skunk’s expedition group were upset because the dukes only consulted each other and decided on their own. Dog Woman whispered to Skunk, who didn’t dare intervene in the conversation, “Isn’t this good? They are the Seven Dukes. We can never get rid of them, and we will be able to go through this small island quickly.”


  


  “These are the ruins of the war god, not someone else.” Skunk’s face was pale as he recalled the war god follower who had learned two secret techniques from the Galgunos Temple. “If there are three or four... Perhaps even a duke won’t be able to cope with a war god follower who has learned more secret techniques.”


  


  “There is nothing we can do. Will we be able to cope with an overwhelming enemy that even three of the Seven Dukes can’t handle?”


  


  “Indeed, you are correct.”


  


  In any case, there was no point in talking among themselves. The dukes were already moving into the jungle. Since the knights and soldiers were escorting Skunk, it seemed true that Skunk was important. They had only taken a few steps into the jungle when a fist suddenly flew toward Grenhal, and he defended with his shield. A single punch of the fist struck four times. Every time a strike overlapped, the power doubled. Eventually, the two-headed hippopotamus took a step backward.


  


  “Hah.” Grenhal couldn’t help admiring it. The two-headed hippopotamus was nearly 2.5 tons in weight and had a strength of two ogres. This was the first time Grenhal saw it being pushed back. Grenhal scattered some energy blades. It was a swift counterattack. However, the targeted guardian climbed up the tree to escape and folded his arms. The name over his head was war god follower who had learned five secret techniques.


  


  “Crazy...” Skunk murmured to himself. The two secret technique followers were stronger than high rankers, so it was unclear how strong those who had learned five secret techniques would be. To think that such a monster would appear at the beginning...?


  


  ‘Even the name is white.’


  


  This meant it was classified as a regular monster. It showed how high the overall difficulty of the historical site would be.


  


  “He is like a monkey!” Beast King Morse was growling. The sharvel tiger he always carried with him jumped forward and swung its paws at the follower. The moment the body of the sharvel tiger touched the branch, a net unfolded and tied up the tiger.


  


  Gold Crown Basara, who still had her eyes closed, muttered, “There are traps in every corner.”


  


  It was a dense jungle. There were countless trees. The leaves and branches were crossed like a spiderweb. Basara sensed the traps installed all over them. As a few troops screamed because of the traps, Basara spoke to Grenhal and Morse, “We have to retreat.”


  


  The traps were the problem. Grenhal decided to follow Basara’s judgment. “That would be good.”


  


  Morse was different. “I’m going to punish this guy!”


  


  He avoided the war god follower as he rescued the sharvel tiger before turning and kicking out. There was a burst of wind. The kick was sharp, but the war god follower succeeded in defending his knees. Morse didn’t stop. He used his feet like hooks and grabbed the follower’s knees. The follower in the high tree was forcibly pulled by Morse and crashed to the ground. As his hard face touched the ground, the follower flinched.


  


  Skunk’s group watched the process and couldn’t close their mouths. They hadn’t expected the dukes to be so great.


  


  ‘I thought it was somewhat exaggerated because Rigal was hit by Grid.’


  


  No. Grid was just too strong. Skunk deeply admired Grid and told Duke Basara, “A few trees have a keyhole. They seem like devices to stop the jungle’s traps... It is a priority to find keys that fit.”


  


  Skunk had thoroughly observed the surroundings during this short period of time. As an explorer who was becoming a legend, he had all types of observation skills and quickly grasped how to escape the jungle traps. The problem was how they were going to get the keys.


  


  ‘It will hurt to find clues.’


  


  It wouldn’t be easy as long as there wasn’t a ‘master key’ in the world. In fact, it seemed like this process would take a very long time.




  Chapter 1016


  At the port city of Galest, the imperial army was preparing to sail through the route in the Red Sea that Grenhal had left behind. Earl Baget was moving among the bustling soldiers. “Only three flour bags? You pathetic bastards! Can you call yourselves soldiers of the empire?! Can you defend your country with this much strength and passion? Stop talking nonsense! It must be hard for your parents!”


  


  “...!”


  


  Earl Baget had long been famous for his military discipline, but there were no cases when he had cursed at soldiers who were doing well. Now he even mentioned their parents? The soldiers suffered great shock and hurt. Those soldiers—who were working hard to prepare for the journey—lost their motivation as Earl Baget’s words continued, and their overall work efficiency was lowered. Marquis Fulbas ran after hearing the news and tried to stop Earl Baget. “I understand that your heart is impatient, but do it moderately. Why are you cursing the soldiers who are doing well instead of praising them?”


  


  “It is funny they are reacting like this from being yelled at! Do you think it makes sense that those who swore to sacrifice themselves for their country can’t take a bit of cursing?! Marquis Fulbas, you are the problem! People are always talking behind the scenes that you are sensitive to public sentiment and don’t have a backbone! There is a rumor that it is the aftereffects of a domestic violence incident when you were young!”


  


  “W-What?” Marquis Fulbas’ gaze sank. The fact that Earl Baget raised his voice to the marquis was a secondary issue. The family of Marquis Fulbas was famous for being kind and generous. There was no such thing as domestic violence. Yet there was a rumor going around that he was a victim of domestic violence...? It insulted his parents and his entire family.


  


  “You dare...! You dare say that?!” Marquis Fulbas, who had always shown a gracious appearance in front of his men, was enraged. He shouted while stomping his feet, “Who dares to spread such rumors?”


  


  “...I can’t tell you. I will never speak about who it is, even if there is a blade against my neck. I’m not an unscrupulous person who will sell out my colleagues. However, the act of insulting one’s superiors and destroying your position is no different from treason. I will give you a hint out of loyalty. It was one of the earls.”


  


  “Earl...? Earl!! I...! I have been doing so well that now they want to hit me in the back of the head?!” Marquis Fulbas’ neck was red from anger as he stumbled away from his position.


  


  A soldier approached Earl Baget, who looked 10 years older. The man was called Serun, and he had the Disguise skill. “How come you don’t even miss a day? It is really great.”


  


  “...I don’t feel too comfortable. I have to do it because of my duty.”


  


  “You seem to be enjoying it...”


  


  “...” Earl Baget looked restlessly at Serun. In other words, Huroi wanted to say something, but he refrained from doing so. The duration of the Disguise skill was three days. Without Serun’s active help, Huroi wouldn’t have progressed so far in this infiltration mission. 


  


  Serun was smiling. “In any case, it is thrilling and fun. I want this to be a real adventure. I’m glad I listened to Euphemina and followed you.”


  


  “...” Huroi was dying of nervousness. He had dreamed of being captured and executed at least 10 times, but it was a risk he took for Grid’s sake.


  


  ‘I need to get the route as soon as possible... Marquis Fulbas isn’t giving me a gap.’


  ***


  


  


  “It feels bad when I think about it.”


  


  Three days had passed since the imperial army retreated without looking back.


  


  The Overgeared members praised the soldiers who suffered during the war, comforted the people, and devoted themselves to Reidan’s restoration. They had to join in the exploration of the Ruins of the War God, but could they afford to intrude on the empire? They had to do it. The empire couldn’t be allowed to monopolize the ruins. However, they didn’t have the route. It wasn’t simple to find the Ruins of the War God. They had to concentrate on saving their energy while the empire was in the process of exploring the ruins.


  


  The Overgeared members, who had been exchanging information while running around for three days, suddenly became enraged. They had risked their lives in the war against the empire. They put everything into the war. Yet for the empire, the war with them was just a game. The moment they discovered the ruins, they left without looking back. 


  


  There was now an empty desert. The vacant spot left by the imperial army was a great disgrace.


  


  “These XX dogs.” Blood Warrior Katz—a Japanese player—cursed in a Korean style. None of the curse words he knew in Japanese fit better than the Korean word.


  


  “I’m really furious.” Katz slammed a fist against the table.


  


  “...”


  


  It was a place where Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers were gathered. No one could stop Katz as he forgot his manners and recklessly expressed his anger. The number of enemies Katz had killed during the war was 4,891. He had fought the opponents advancing to Reidan and given his life three times. He was able to gain a bigger achievement than anyone else by demonstrating his strength in large-scale battles.


  


  In the Overgeared Kingdom, he felt a sense of belonging for the first time, and it was the best organization in the world for him. He was also proud. He didn’t want to make sacrifices.


  


  However...


  


  However...!


  


  “The XX guys weren't serious? How ridiculous and insignificant would our desperate fighting seem? Eh? Kuso! Kuso! Kusoo!!!” (Shit)


  


  Katz punched the round table again and again. He couldn’t control his anger until the round table half-collapsed.


  


  “I’m sorry.”


  


  The others in the 10 meritorious retainers felt the same as Katz. Thus, no one could stop Katz.


  


  “I’m sorry.” Grid stopped Katz. Then he deeply bowed to all his companions. “I was incompetent. I was lacking, and the Overgeared Kingdom ended up like this. That’s why the empire arbitrarily came and left. I’m sorry. I’m really sorry.”


  


  There were no pretenses. The 10 meritorious retainers knew everything about him. They were true friends he shared many memories and mental rapport with. They weren’t people he needed pretenses with. Therefore, he apologized sincerely.


  


  “On the day I was invited by the empire, I should’ve shown a more powerful look to the empire. Maybe these things wouldn’t have happened.”


  


  The players held Grid up as the peak, but he was actually lacking. He was too lacking. He was weak. Grid was daunted by the spirit of the Seven Dukes. That’s why he looked easy.


  


  “The moment the empire declared war, I should’ve discussed things with you and prepared for all the variables. If I did, we could’ve avoided a lot of damage. But I didn’t do that.”


  


  He should’ve checked the soldiers’ armed condition and made more weapons. However, he hadn’t understood the concept of war and made only swords and armor, which was the worst mistake. In large-scale combat, the armed status of the soldiers wasn’t the most important factor. It would’ve been better to concentrate on strengthening the equipment of the 10 meritorious retainers, who had the ability to kill thousands of enemies.


  


  Yet Grid had been greedy. While he was at the smithy, he thought it would be better to make himself stronger and sometimes turned a blind eye to his colleagues. This was the result. His colleagues who believed in him and chose production materials as the reward for the National Competition—most of them had remained stagnant and made great sacrifices during the war with the empire.


  


  “...It’s all my fault.”


  


  “What are you saying all of a sudden? Did you receive an arrow in the head?”


  


  It happened while everyone was confused by Grid, who couldn’t lift his head.


  


  “Why is it your fault? It’s our fault we aren’t as strong as you,” Jishuka sprang up and spat out coldly. “The bastards who think Grid was wrong, come out. I’ll kill them.”


  


  


  The words weren’t based on her feelings.


  


  Jishuka was able to grasp the situation more soberly than anyone else and accept it.


  


  “In particular, those from the Tzedakah Guild. You should apologize to Grid. I thought I gathered a group of geniuses. Ever since being with Grid, have we ever helped Grid? We’ve always been helped!”


  


  Clang!


  


  Jishuka was different from Katz. Rather than the table, she struck the more expensive and easily broken glass window. It wasn’t just one. Every step she took, she broke a window and repeated this over and over. Finally, a wind swept through the meeting room.


  


  “Look. No one can say a word. Grid, it isn’t your fault. It is our problem that we are more incompetent than you expected.” Jishuka broke the last remaining window before smiling and sweeping back her hair. Her brilliant hair blazed like the sun as it fell on her beautiful collarbone and chest bone.


  


  “...” Jishuka was more imposing than anyone else.


  


  Yura was envious of Jishuka, who could scold everyone and comfort Grid. Unlike Jishuka, Yura was late in joining the Overgeared Guild. She couldn’t actively defend Grid like Jishuka. The period of time in which Yura had been a member was too short for her to rebuke her colleagues. Yura clenched her hands into fists, and her eyes shook as she alternated before the proud Jishuka and the blank looking Grid.


  


  ‘Did Youngwoo-ssi delay the answer to my confession because...’


  


  …He was more drawn to Jishuka than Yura? It wasn’t because of the difference in breast size but the difference in heart. She was a woman, but she also thought Jishuka was cool. How radiant would Jishuka be in the eyes of Grid, who had been with her since the days of the Tzedakah Guild?


  


  Lauel, who had been silent throughout the meeting, suddenly muttered to himself, “Kukukuk... This, this. Things are turning out very well.”


  


  Everyone’s eyes focused on him, and he raised his chin to the fullest extent, revealing white teeth as he grinned. “I got the route to the Ruins of the War God from Huroi. Since we are all here, let’s set up an expedition.”


  


  Lauel didn’t care about the aftermath of the war or the empire’s arrogant attitude. He was only interested in the historical ruins. If the 10 meritorious retainers’ trust in Lauel hadn’t been so deep, they would’ve misunderstood that he didn’t understand their position since he didn’t fight directly in the war or make sacrifices.


  


  However, the 10 meritorious retainers trusted Lauel. They also knew that he struggled more than anyone else behind the scenes. Thus, everyone waited for Lauel’s next words. What did the genius who raised and led the Overgeared Kingdom with Grid have in mind now?


  


  In the silence, Lauel brought out words that revived everyone’s expectations, “Once the ruins emerged, the empire withdrew the army without any hesitation. This suggests something big. In the first place, the empire didn’t want to fight against the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  “What...? The empire doesn’t want to go to war against us?”


  


  “Yes. We have to interpret that as the reason for the empire leaving without stationing any troops behind the moment a plausible excuse popped up.”


  


  Lauel’s gaze turned to Mercedes, who was guarding Grid. “Maybe... From the time the emperor sent Mercedes away...”


  


  The emperor’s heart was projected into Lauel’s violently spinning mind. “The emperor probably wants to be allies rather than enemies with the Overgeared Kingdom. This war wasn’t the result of the emperor’s desire.”


  


  The listening Vantner scratched his bald head. “So what? The emperor wants to be on the same side as us?”


  


  “Yes, to be precise, they covet Grid. The emperor seems to be looking at a bigger world rather than unifying the West Continent and being a frog in a well.” 


  


  “A bigger world? You mean advancing to the East Continent?”


  


  “Probably. However, many nobles demanded that we be punished for the evil eyes incident, forcing the emperor to declare war.”


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  The room was silent. The emperor’s favor...


  


  This was good news. In fact, a war with the empire wasn’t beneficial to the Overgeared Kingdom. Due to the huge power gap, the longer the war lasted, the more likely it was that the Overgeared Kingdom would have its resources consumed first. There would be a loss, even if the Overgeared Kingdom won. If they took away the empire’s land, it was unrealistic to place troops to defend the land. Moreover, there was still the most important thing...


  


  ‘Grid never said he wants to be emperor.’


  


  That’s right. Grid didn’t covet the emperor’s throne. It was natural. How could he be emperor when he couldn’t even digest the role of king properly? There was an order to everything, and the status of an emperor was currently something that Grid couldn’t handle. There was no room for the desire to fight and win against the empire.


  


  “The expedition should be a small number of elites. Due to the nature of the ruins, the level of the monsters will be very high and mid-ranked people won’t be able to help,” Lauel kept talking. “We also have to prepare for an empty house, so we need to leave enough power behind in the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  “Then who are you going to send?”


  


  “King Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers.”


  


  “All of us?”


  


  “Yes. Let’s respond with sending the best. Additionally, there will be Hurent.”


  


  Peak Sword, who had been absent-minded for three days after failing to adjust to the rapidly changing situation, suddenly rose. “Then let's go!” 


  


  This was exciting. It had been a long time since Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers formed a party together, and the presence of the Aura Master was also reassuring.


  


  “If we take this opportunity to get rid of the dukes and gain the treasures, it will be killing two birds with one stone,” Faker muttered.


  


  “Imperial bastards, I will kill you,” Katz responded.


  


  Lauel calmed them down, “Let’s go and see the situation.”


  


  Simultaneously, in Reidan’s fields...


  


  “Why me…” Hurent, who had been called during the field work, sighed. 


  


  Why did Grid want to take a weak person like himself to a historical site with a high difficulty? He guessed Lauel’s intelligence had decreased.




  Chapter 1017


  Kirinus and Rachel—their confrontation, as the best spearsmen of the continent, was as fierce as expected. Still, the dignity and majesty of the duel between the absolute best couldn’t be seen. They fought for days and nights across two mountains, and it eventually turned into a dog fight. There were times when they grabbed each other by the collar and rolled across the ground.


  


  ‘It is one month as of today.’


  


  Both sides would fight until they were exhausted. Then after having a break, they would start again. Kirinus and Rachel had already done this for the seventh time. The confrontation between them had continued for a month.


  


  ‘The result can’t be concluded.’


  


  Both of them were masters who had reached enlightenment with the spear. Since their attack and defense had reached unity, it wasn’t easy to come to a conclusion. It was difficult for them to fatally injure each other because their attack and defense were linked by a single action.


  


  This was Kraugel’s insight, but it was a meaningless interpretation. The game system recognized Kirinus and Rachel as the best in their class and gave them great health and defense in recognition of the fact that ‘the absolute person shouldn’t die easily.’ They could eliminate players with a strike, but against each other, the damage was only enough to expose each other’s gaps but not come to a conclusion. 


  


  If this were a world of fantasy or martial arts novels, the two people would receive all types of descriptions. Unfortunately, this was reality. It was a reality confined to the framework of the ‘game’, so they couldn’t escape the absolute value of the system. Nevertheless...


  


  ‘I can learn a lot.’


  


  A month would be tedious and irritating for both parties involved, but for Kraugel, it was a time that couldn’t be traded for any amount of gold. Kraugel’s knowledge expanded after watching the two people fight for a month. Kraugel was watching the duel with full concentration.


  


  “...”


  


  Behind him, Rachel’s knights were kneeling down politely. The 30 of them, each with skills of a Red Knight in the 20s, had been completely overwhelmed by Kraugel. Of course, it wasn’t like this from the beginning. On the first day, the 30 knights overpowered Kraugel and were on the verge of taking away his life. Then Kraugel did something and poured out blue clouds. The clouds covered the knights, and they failed to take his life.


  


  Kraugel recovered during this gap and fought the knights again. He did the same thing over and over for a fortnight, until the knights couldn’t overpower Kraugel anymore. Finally, a week ago, the 30 knights were defeated by Kraugel and raised the white flag. Kraugel didn’t—or couldn’t—take away their lives because of two reasons. It was because the knights who held the spear specialized in protecting each other and because they were told that the imperial army invading Reidan had retreated several days ago.


  


  Kraugel received news about the war and was amazed and thrilled. Grid was truly amazing. He had caused the empire to retreat.


  


  ‘The discovery of the ruins is a good opportunity for the empire.’


  


  It was a justification to retreat from the situation where they would have been trampled on by the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  ‘It is a pity. If the ruins hadn’t shown up,the Overgeared Kingdom could’ve fought the empire to the end.’


  


  Kraugel watched all the war videos of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  There were the active players—Katz, Chris, Faker, and the other 10 meritorious retainers—and the transcendent abilities of Noll, Piaro, and Mercedes. Additionally, there were the variables of the water clan, evil eyes, and Ul Clan, as well as the Overgeared Cannon.


  


  Each one was awesome. The empire might have the advantage of troops, but Kraugel saw the endurance of the war-torn empire as poor compared to its physique. As time passed, the Overgeared Kingdom would gain the advantage and Grid would swallow up the empire. However, the discovery of the ruins ruined that scheduled process.


  


  ‘Grid, don’t be too discouraged. You still have the historical site.’


  


  Kraugel would tie up the feet of Rachel and her knights so that they couldn’t go to the ruins. He could help at least that much, and Grid would gain a new treasure in the meantime, getting closer to the dream of being an emperor. Kraugel supported Grid in the depths of his mind. It was a cheer that was possible because Kraugel appreciated his strong rival who continuously defeated him.


  


  Simultaneously, at Cork Island...


  


  “...Who is talking about me?”


  


  This was the place where Grid had defeated Hell Gao and met Noe. Grid stood on the shore of the special island, which previously belonged to the Overgeared Kingdom, and felt his ears prick up. Katz approached and told him, “I have obtained a ship. Let’s depart.”


  


  “Wow...” Grid once again realized the greatness of financial power. There was a large-scale warship that couldn’t be built yet with the Overgeared Kingdom’s shipbuilding technology. It cost an astronomical amount, and the average person couldn’t afford to see it, let alone buy it. Grid clicked his tongue. 


  


  Then Katz said casually, “This is nothing. The items you make are treasures that no amount of money can buy.”


  


  “Hrmm... By the way, what did the captain say?”


  


  “He read the route and thinks it will take at least 10 days to reach the historical site.”


  


  “Even with a ship like this? I heard this ship is really fast?”


  


  “The captain’s opinion is that it can’t be helped because the Red Sea is so dangerous. If we encounter sea monsters along the way, the journey’s duration might increase exponentially or even fail.”


  


  The time would be greatly shortened if they departed from Galest, but unfortunately, Galest was an important point in the empire. They wouldn’t be able to conceal their identity easily.


  


  “In any case, isn’t there still time?”


  


  Grid boarded the warship with the 10 meritorious retainers. He summoned Randy, Noe, Tiramet, and the Overgeared Skeletons, placing them all over the deck to be lookouts. Then he handed Katz a mineral.


  


  “What is this?”


  


  [Iron Ore with the Power of Transcendence]


  


  [-An iron ore imbued with the power of an existence that isn’t subject to death.


  


  Anyone who can cope with the evil influence of the iron ore can obtain the hidden strength behind it.


  


  * There is an option to add stats when using it as an item-making material.


  


  However, there is a high possibility that all types of restrictions will arise due to the evil influence.


  


  Weight: 5 ] 


  


  Grid explained to the confused Katz, “You see, it is a very good production material. It is just that nobody can handle it because it is cursed.”


  


  “...” Katz noticed what Grid was trying to say.


  


  A Blood Warrior...


  


  A warrior who craved blood...


  


  In the Satisfy setting, the existence of this class itself was a curse. In fact, Katz was immune to all types of curses, and he could convert them into a beneficial effect. A characteristic of the class was transforming a curse into a beneficial effect. It was a power that even Grid didn’t have. His title of First King had the effect of ‘reflecting’ debuffs when all conditions were met, but he couldn’t turn them into an advantage for him. After agonizing over it for the past month, Grid determined that Katz was the right owner for this transcendental iron ore.


  


  “I’ll make you a sword with this.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Don’t you still have the gold medal reward? Did you pick the White Tiger’s Breath for your reward?”


  


  “You...”


  


  “Eh?”


  


  “It is worth so much...”


  


  “This? It isn’t worthwhile if I don’t use it for you. Besides, it is something I can get again later.”


  


  “...”


  


  Katz was an extremely arrogant person. Born into money, power, fame, and even appearance, Katz had come to believe that the world was under his feet. He lived life like he was the master of this world. Then through Satisfy, he realized there was a limit to his own strength. After joining the Overgeared Guild, he realized there were many people better than himself. 


  


  A typical example was Grid. Others didn’t know it, but Katz had learned humility from Grid. Grid was like a teacher to him. So, Katz was thrilled that Grid was giving him a big present.


  


  Katz bowed his head and blushed, with his body twisting on its own.


  


  “What are you doing?” Grid burst out laughing. “Quickly give me the White Tiger’s Breath.”


  


  Grid pulled out his portable furnace, anvil, and hammer. There was also the white phosphorus wood. Now he only had a few pieces of wood left. In any case, it was possible to do blacksmithing work on the ship.


  


  ‘I have to go back to the East Continent soon.’


  


  Piaro was struggling with growing the white phosphorus tree and golden walnuts. As expected, mass production would be difficult since they were items with a high value. Grid would eventually have to go back to the East Continent to replenish his white phosphorus wood.


  


  ‘...It is scary.’


  


  He shuddered as he thought about Yangban Garam before starting to make the item. Grid refined and strengthened the White Tiger’s Breath and then smelted the transcendent iron ore. He tried to repeat this process many times to strengthen it like the White Tiger’s Breath, but it didn’t change. The strengthening of the transcendental iron ore wasn’t systematically possible.


  


  ‘As expected, the breaths of the sacred creatures are special.’


  


  Ttang! Ttang!


  


  Grid had hundreds of item production methods. Among them, the method of making ‘Muksabal (White Tiger Sword’ he had created with Kraugel was at the top.


  


  ‘If I replace the metal used in the White Tiger Sword with the transcendent iron ore...’


  


  What would happen?


  


  Ttang! Ttang!


  


  Grid was full of anticipation as he kept hammering. His expectations were higher than those of the owner, Katz who was watching from the side. It was an expectation he could have because he precisely grasped the value of the materials.


  


  ‘By the way, Katz is also very clever.’


  


  The reason why Katz chose the White Tiger’s Breath as the gold medal reward was that he knew its characteristics of resilience and defense were suitable for him. Katz, who had the ability to absorb blood like a vampire, was right to pursue tanking rather than damage. Thus, the White Tiger’s Breath was a wise choice.


  


  Ttang! Ttang!


  


  Three days passed since Grid started making the item.


  


  [You have completed the item production!]


  


  [White Tiger Sword Full of Craving]


  


  [Rating: Normal (Growth)


  


  Durability: 390/390  Attack Power: 307   Defense: 65


  


  * Attack speed is reduced by 10%.


  


  * Physical attack power is increased by 3%.


  


  * Physical defense is increased by 3%.


  


  * Magic resistance is increased by 3%.


  


  * Maximum health is increased by 6%.


  


  * 8% bonus earth attribute damage.


  


  * There is a low chance of the sword’s weight increasing when attacking. At this time, the physical attack power that ignores the target’s defense will increase by 33%. However, the speed of retrieving the sword is increased by one second.


  


  * The wearer’s three highest stats will increase by +30.


  


  * There is a corrosion effect caused by the evil influence. 


  


  


  If the target is classified as an ‘item’, ‘building’, or ‘weapon’, its durability will greatly reduce and the power temporarily reduced.


  


  * There is a curse effect caused by the evil influence.


  


  Causes a decrease in the stats of the target hit.


  


  * The skill ‘Howl!’ is still inactive.


  


  A sword that will become a myth beyond legends.


  


  ...Omitted...]


  


  “...”


  


  Grid’s and Katz’ eyes widened after they checked the finished product. Katz was amazed by all the options for the normal item, even if it was a growth type. Meanwhile, Grid was impressed when he compared it to the Still Crouching White Tiger Sword. Its attack power was low compared to the White Tiger Sword he had made for Kraugel, but it was highly defensive and had three more options. 


  


  ‘Furthermore, there is a new skill.’


  


  This meant that the transcendent iron ore exerted a great effect. It was also a possible result because Grid’s techniques had improved. Grid hadn’t met Hexetia yet when he made Kraugel’s sword. Knowing the items increased in value due to his improved blacksmithing skills gave Grid confidence.


  


  ‘As expected, it was better to leave the two skill points.’


  


  It had happened when Pagma’s Swordsmanship was promoted to Great Swordsman Pagma’s Swordsmanship. Grid hadn’t tried to use his skill level up points on Pagma’s Swordsmanship. This was because the blacksmithing skills could be upgraded through certain opportunities, and there was room for the level to be reset. It was harder to raise the level of a production skill which accumulated experience value every time an item was made, compared to combat skills that accumulated experience in every battle.


  


  Grid’s judgment was reasonable. He thought about the skill points while handing the new White Tiger Sword to Katz.


  


  “Do you have anything you want?” Katz asked after accepting the sword with a blank expression.


  


  “What do I want? A private plane?”


  


  “I understand.”


  


  “...?” Grid had responded after a moment’s thought. He didn’t expect that Katz really would give him a private plane was a present. Meanwhile, on the deck...


  


  “Kiyong!”


  


  Clack! Clack clack!


  


  Clack clack clack clack clack clack!


  


  Noe and the Overgeared Skeletons, who had been watching the sea to the east, suddenly made a fuss. Noe’s tail and fur were raised while the Overgeared Skeletons were dancing.


  


  “That is a sea monster!”


  


  The 10 meritorious retainers ran after hearing the fuss and were dismayed to see the monster blocking the route. It was an octopus that was larger than a 30-floor-high building. They couldn’t check the octopus’ name because it was so huge that they couldn’t see the top of its head. The situation was truly daunting.


  


  Suddenly, thunder and lightning hit the sea. It was such a violent storm that the huge warship shook.


  


  “Gulp.” Vantner was tense as he took a defensive stance. He watched the octopus closely to make such the octopus’ attacks didn’t damage the ship. Meanwhile, Jishuka and Yura fired the Red Phoenix Bow and sniper rifle. The fire arrows and jade bullets flew through the storm and pierced the octopus’ skin...


  


  “Eh?”


  


  ...They bounced off. The octopus’ skin was very thick and sticky, causing it to resist physical attacks.


  


  “Start with cutting the sticky film.” 


  


  Faker and Chris moved through the air while Peak Sword took the posture of drawing the sword. Three sharp swords started to cut at the octopus. However, the octopus’ defense was incredible, and it was difficult to accumulate damage because the eight legs waved randomly, causing waves to shoot up. The interference of the storm was also tricky.


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  The 10 meritorious retainers failed to intercept the octopus and stepped back on the deck. 


  


  “The attack pattern is simple so the difficulty isn’t high.”


  


  “The defense is too fraudulent.”


  


  The eyes of the 10 meritorious retainers and the octopus intertwined in the air. The battle entered a lull. 


  


  “You were here?”


  


  “...?”


  


  At this moment, Hurent appeared on one of the octopus legs. He alternated looking between the 10 meritorious retainers and octopus before muttering to himself, “Indeed... Leaving the clean-up jobs to me...”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Aura Festival.”


  


  Hurent used the skill Grid had presented to him in commemoration for joining the Overgeared Guild. Dozens of auras spread out in the air. They flew around the octopus and exploded like firecrackers. The pained octopus started floundering, and its sticky film was stripped off. The defensive power was meaningless before aura, which ignored the defense and resistance of the target and dealt fixed damage.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  It was a frenzied ritual that lasted dozens of days.


  


  “No more... We can’t stop the summoning from happening.”


  


  Rebecca’ Daughters, who used the three treasures to interfere with the ritual, fell down out of exhaustion. Even Isabel, who stayed standing up to the end, finally fell to her knees. Numerous notification windows popped up in front of Damian’s eyes.


  


  [The ritual of summoning a great demon is back on track.]


  


  “N-No...!”


  


  The masses dismissed the summoning of Belial as a small event. It was an event that was only for a few high rankers. Many people criticized the Overgeared Guild, Kraugel, and Damian for monopolizing Belial and the rewards. This was natural. It was because they hadn’t tasted Belial’s power. They were able to yell because they hadn’t received any damage from Belial.


  


  On the other hand, Damian had participated in the Belial raid and was well aware of it. The advent of evil was a disaster, not an event. If a great demon were summoned here without Grid, the Overgeared Guild, Kraugel, and Piaro being present, it would be a huge disaster. Damian was reflecting on this when he heard someone’s laughter in his ears.


  


  It was God of War Ares. “Is the event finally starting?”


  


  “Ah...” Damian's apprehension grew. The current Ares Army was far more powerful than the Overgeared Guild had been in the past. Just like the general public, they weren’t afraid of the great demon.


  


  [The door to hell has opened.]


  


  This world...


  


  [The 22nd great demon Berith has appeared.]


  


  It turned into hell.


  


  [A vast knowledge of the past, present, and future defines you as insignificant.]


  


  [All stats are reduced by 32%.]


  


  [All skills and magic power are reduced by half.]


  


  [All magic casting speed is reduced by 50%.]


  


  It happened while the Overgeared Guild and empire left the continent.


  


  [A cunning tongue that mixes a single truth in a thousand lies will ruin you.]


  


  [The resistance to the ‘confusion’ state is fixed at 0%.]


  


  [All skills and magic that deceive or mislead the target, such as hiding skills or cloning skills, are blocked.]


  


  Countless people would experience nightmares.




  Chapter 1018


  [Bare Octopus Head]


  


  [Rating: Unique


  


  Durability: 120/120     Defense: 250


  


  * Lights up in a bright place. Interferes with the enemy's vision.


  


  * The surface is slippery, reducing the damage of all physical attacks by 19%. There is an additional 20% reduction in the damage of stabbing and cutting attacks.


  


  * Once it touches water, it will swell and the defense will increase. The more water it absorbs, the greater the effect. It can increase up to 35%.


  


  The head of a light octopus that inhabits the Red Sea.


  


  A bald person will feel a comfortable sense of unity when wearing it.


  


  Condition of Use: No hair.


  


  Weight: 80]


  


  “This is for Vantner.”


  


  “Shut up.”


  


  “Do you hate it?”


  


  “Ah, no. I don’t dislike it. I’m not too sure. S-Sorry.”


  


  Grid and Katz belatedly came running after hearing the commotion. The octopus’ sticky film was already completely stripped. Hurent’s aura blades made the octopus’ strength useless. Katz asked his colleagues if he could monopolize the monster. It was to build up experience with his newly acquired weapon.


  


  The attack power of the normal rated White Tiger Sword Full of Craving was very low and didn’t deal much damage to the octopus, but this was good for Katz. He used the Blood Warrior’s unique persistence and engaged the octopus as long as possible, greatly increasing the experience of the White Tiger Sword. The loot he obtained was the Bare Octopus Head and the Delicious Piece of Octopus Leg.


  


  [Delicious Piece of Octopus Leg]


  


  [-A part of the light octopus’ legs that has a chewy texture.


  


  If consumed without being cooked, there is a low probability of food poisoning and an average probability of one stat rising by 0.5 points.


  


  However, this doesn’t apply to special stats.]


  


  Katz and Hurent had secured two octopus legs. There were 12 servings per leg, so Grid, the 10 meritorious retainers, and Hurent were able to eat equally. Everyone successfully gained a total of one stat point.


  


  [You have received food poisoning.]


  


  [You have resisted.]


  


  Everyone... except for Grid.


  


  “No, this...”


  


  Where was his good luck stat? Did it go on strike?


  


  “...”


  


  On the ship sailing on the Red Sea, Grid crouched in the corner and ignored the sympathetic looks of his colleagues. At this time, a giant pufferfish popped out of the sea. Katz gained the opportunity to increase the experience of his White Tiger Sword again, and his eyes shone.


  


  “Transcended Link! Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle! 100,000 Army Massacre Sword!”


  


  Before Katz could move, the pufferfish had turned to ash. Unfortunately, it was the punching bag of Grid’s anger. Hurent’s eyes widened.


  


  ‘It took me so long for one octopus...’


  


  He was too weak. Hurent bowed his head and squatted in a corner. This lasted until they reached the Ruins of the War God.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  What type of karma was owed to souls? The ritual was completed, and the gate consisted of numerous human faces. There were hundreds of thousands of faces that were different in sex, age, and race, but they all had one thing in common. They wept with pain.


  


  “Oof...!”


  


  People paled at the bizarre and creepy scene. Someone sat down and started to vomit. The Ares Army, who regarded the great demon summoning as a mere event, lost their momentum from the beginning.


  


  “T-The great demon that the Overgeared Guild raided was ranked 32nd. The 22nd great demon is stronger than that. Can we deal with it?” Oasis asked while covered in mud and sweat.


  


  His trembling eyes caught something squeezing out of the door of wailing. It was an existence with a corroded gold crown on its head which proved its age. The man sat on a diseased horse and looked around with eyes that didn’t have pupils. His skin was red like meat in a butcher’s store. Then it became a rotten color, before becoming blue again. His body was thin and dull, but his torso was long enough to have at least 50 rib bones. Even without the weight of the name of a great demon, the man’s ghastly and strange features were enough to cause horror.


  


  “You should step back. Leave before the raid starts.”


  


  “Huh...?”


  


  There was no room for rejection. Ares’ hand pushed Oasis away. Then Sima Hui used a spell and left this place with Oasis. Ares smiled bitterly and recalled his earlier conversation with Sima Hui.


  


  “High morale and ignorance are part of a story of a different realm. Your army is very powerful, but it is still inferior to the empire and the Overgeared Guild. However, your soldiers are fearless and think they’re the best. Thus, it is dangerous. They need a painful defeat.” 


  


  “We need defeat?”


  


  “It is the foundation to emerge victorious in every battle. Defeat is an essential experience. The great demon summoning ritual can’t be stopped forward, and a great demon will definitely descend. Your Majesty, lead your army against the great demon. Then train the army using this defeat.”


  


  “You are telling me to sacrifice my people? You might be my military adviser, but I can’t tolerate this. Valhalla won’t engage in the great demon subjugation.”


  


  “No. You have to come forward. It is a chance to gain insight into what you are lacking. This is an opportunity for Valhalla to mature and spread the name of Valhalla throughout the world. You can gain the favor of the Rebecca Church by fighting against the great demon, and by sacrificing yourself for the continent, you can gain the hearts of the people of the continent.”


  


  “...It is an act of betraying my people.”


  


  “It isn’t a betrayal but a teaching. Justice can sometimes be medicine or poison. Please trust me and make a cold choice this time.” 


  


  “...I understand. Still, I am telling you, my army will never lose easily. You might think our Valhalla is inferior to the Overgeared Kingdom and will be easily defeated by the great demon, but I don’t think so. I will surely destroy the great demon and secure victory.”


  


  He was persuaded. Although he didn’t agree with the idea that he should ‘grasp the subject’, he couldn’t overlook the fact that he could raise recognition with the Rebecca Church and the awareness of Valhalla through the great demon raid. Ares stepped forward. He had to maintain morale against the evil influence.


  


  


  “Enjoy the event.”


  


  So, he downplayed the great demon.


  


  “Let's go.”


  


  He trusted his troops.


  


  “Let’s show everyone that we can do the same as the Overgeared Guild.”


  


  They would challenge the great demon raid. God of War Ares’ buffs fell down like rain. All of his allies’ morale and stats rose, offsetting the debuffs caused by Berith’s appearance. In addition to that...


  


  “We will cooperate this once, although I don’t know what will happen.” 


  


  Pope Damian’s buffs overlapped with God of War Ares’, and the stats of the Ares Army and Rebecca priests increased significantly. It was a scene watched by hundreds of cameras. The Ares Army and Rebecca priests had determined expressions as they took combat postures. 


  


  It was a total offensive. They were the main players in the Berith raid and were determined to go all-out while the buffs were maintained. Hundreds of ultimate abilities were loaded simultaneously and waiting to be re-used. No matter how strong the great demon was, it wouldn’t be safe if hundreds of people in a buffed state released attacks at once.


  


  The viewers ate popcorn as they envied the Ares Army and Rebecca priests, who would monopolize the great demon raid. At this moment...


  


  “Everyone. I am your companion, not an enemy of humanity.” Berith turned his gaze to the Ares Army and priests, before his eyes curved in a half moon. Then something amazing happened.


  


  [Great Demon Berith is an ally!]


  


  Berith’s black-gold name turned green, and he wasn’t recognized as an enemy. It was the ally protection system that often applied to some quests.


  


  “Eh?”


  


  The ultimate techniques of the Ares Army and Rebecca priests were canceled. The fierce energy disappeared without being able to be triggered. Only some skills that didn’t distinguish between enemies and allies were barely maintained.


  


  “The companion of humanity?” Damian asked on behalf of the dumbfounded people.


  


  “Yes,” Berith, whose skin color was still changing, scratched his head and replied. In contrast to his first appearance, his voice was gentle and his expression was good. “Not all of us are against humanity. We also have intelligence. Like humans, we have different values.”


  


  “...!?”


  


  It was exceedingly outlandish. Berith’s appearance caused the Yatan followers, who had been shivering with excitement, to be thrown into confusion. They sided with the great demons over the humans, hoping to create a foothold to fight against the gods. To the Yatan followers who believed in such a destiny, Berith’s declaration caused great shock and chaos.


  


  “What is going on?”


  


  “Is a great demon not an enemy?”


  


  The Ares Army and Rebecca priests found it difficult to grasp the situation. Since the system recognized Berith as an ally, it was impossible to dismiss Berith’s words as false. At the same moment, Berith became the color of rotten lungs and he lowered his head. “It must be hard to believe. For a long time, ‘we’ have been a threat to humanity. My attitude must be unfamiliar and unbelievable. I fully understand your position. This is the karma we have to deal with. I apologize deeply for the old sins we have committed.”


  


  “...!” Everyone was shocked. This was because Berith was bowing. It wasn’t just those gathered at the scene. All the viewers were also surprised. A great demon declared he would stand on the side of humanity and then apologized to the humans. It was unthinkable. This was a completely new variant.


  


  In the middle of this strange atmosphere...


  


  “...$#^~%#” A strange sound emerged from the mouth of the bowing Berith. It was a noise that stimulated terror. This was clearly a language, and Berith was laughing. “Humans are truly foolish.” 


  


  Simultaneously, Berith’s green name returned back to black-gold.


  


  [Berith isn’t an ally!]


  


  Berith was once again recognized as an ‘enemy.’


  


  “What...?”


  


  The flustered Ares, Damian, and their colleagues deployed defense skills. The diseased horse carrying Berith raised one hoof up high. Then it slammed hard against the ground. The wavelength it created was huge. The earth was smashed, and stones and dust scattered randomly. They turned into gold and silver thanks to Berith’s magic power.


  


  As for the Ares Army and Rebecca priests...


  


  The duration of the first buffs was over, and the Ares Army and Rebecca priests weren’t able to cope with the gold and silver storm.


  


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  


  [You have received too much damage from one blow and have fallen into a ‘confused’ state.]


  


  [Your wound has started turning into metal.]


  


  [Your skin, flesh, muscles, bones, and blood are hardening.]


  


  “U-Uwaaaack!”


  


  Someone’s arms and someone else’s legs, as well as the face or torso of some people, started turning into metal. The metal parts were heavy as lead and impossible to be controlled. A person whose eyes turned into metal became blind, a person whose nose and mouth turned into metal couldn’t breathe, and a person whose heart turned into metal received instant death. Fear was greater than pain.


  


  The people looked on in an appalled manner.


  


  “You look great in the shape of a worm.” Great Demon Berith laughed. 


  


  It was a lie that had deceived even the system. Berith overwhelmed humanity, unlike the 32nd great demon Belial. Only one person was different.


  


  “Berith!” It was the imperial prince Benoit. “I will ask you one thing, in accordance with the oath of summoning!”


  


  Despite seeing people dying from fear and suffering or even knowing the despair humanity would face in the future, Imperial Prince Benoit didn’t care. He only wondered about one truth.


  


  “Is my mother’s murderer the current empress?”


  


  “Yes, that’s right. She poisoned your mother,” Berith replied passively and picked up a piece of gravel, turning it into a sheet of paper. It was the ultimate alchemy that had already been shown. “This lists the poison she received and those who cooperated with her to poison your mother. Every detail is described on this.”


  


  The sheet of paper flew into Imperial Prince Benoit’s hands. Benoit was filled with a deep killing intent as he confirmed its contents. It was a prelude to the imperial family’s blood-stained revenge drama. However, this wasn’t a problem for the average player.


  


  『 22nd Great Demon Berith has started slaughtering the Ares Army...! 』


  


  The people were captivated by the horrific scene that started to unfold in front of their eyes. Berith neutralized the enemy’s ultimate weapons and buffs with a single lie and then used alchemy to create metal from nothing. After that, Berith’s slaughter began. 


  


  It wasn’t an event or a festival. Watching the collapsed continent, the people started to despair as if their future had completely disappeared. 




  Chapter 1019


  From the moment they entered the Red Sea, whispers and other communication systems were prohibited and the use of teleport-type magic was also blocked. Still, the Overgeared members were aware of Berith’s emergence.


  


  [22nd Great Demon Berith has appeared somewhere on the continent...!]


  


  It was thanks to the world message. Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers knew the strength of the great demon, so they were forced to feel nervous. Everything would be over if the great demon invaded the Overgeared Kingdom. It was the right move to return home now. There was a flurry of impatient and negative opinions.


  


  Lauel calmed them down, “I have been talking to Damian since the ceremony started.”


  


  Damian had told Lauel that if he couldn’t stop the great demon from ascending to the ground, he would lead the great demon as far away from the Overgeared Kingdom as possible. It was certainly possible. The battlefield between the Rebecca Church and Yatan Church was the furthest place from the Overgeared Kingdom. Damian always acted with the Overgeared Kingdom in mind. He was a really strong ally.


  


  ‘However, I didn’t think he would fail to stop the ritual.’


  


  This summoning ritual was different from the one with Belial. Belial’s summoning ritual had been carried out in secret while Berith’s ritual had gotten exposed in the middle. The Rebecca Church had converged on the scene of the ritual. When he first heard the news, Lauel thought that Damian and the Rebecca Church would be able to stop the appearance of the great demon. The Rebecca Church was a force that obstructed the ambitions of the Yatan Church. It was expected they would have many means to prevent the summoning ritual.


  


  ‘Yet they failed...? Was it not possible to stop the great demon ritual once it started?’ Lauel was filled with doubts.


  


  In the last few decades, how had the Rebecca Church been able to suppress the Yatan Church? Comparing the powers of the two religions, the Yatan Church was far stronger, and the Rebecca Church didn’t have the means to stop the great demon ritual. There was absolutely no reason for the Yatan Church to be suppressed by the Rebecca Church. However, in history, the Yatan Church had been consistently beaten by the Rebecca Church. They had worked secretly to avoid the eyes of the Rebecca Church.


  


  ‘All nations on the continent support the Rebecca Church and are hostile to the Yatan Church...’


  


  Yet it wasn’t enough.


  


  ‘It is likely there is a power hidden within the Rebecca Church.’


  


  It was a reasonable guess. Only with that could the balance be accepted.


  


  ‘I’ll have to discuss it with Damian in detail one day. By the way...’ Lauel sealed off the complicated thoughts for a while and turned toward the sea again. All types of monsters appeared in these magical waters and were beaten by Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers.


  


  ‘The route to the historical ruins itself is quite rewarding.’


  


  The rewards given by the sea monsters were quite good. The 10 meritorious retainers recovered the experience they had lost from dying several times in the war. They received all types of unusual items. It was hard to say if the items were good or bad, but they were estimated to be very valuable in terms of rarity.


  


  ‘Grid has reached level 398... In the future, the Red Sea will be part of our hunting grounds.’


  


  It was hard to believe the day would come when the Red Sea was used as a hunting ground. This was possible thanks to Katz buying a warship. With a ship of this size, it wasn’t impossible to sail through the disaster-ridden Red Sea.


  


  “I can’t kill the octopuses when I look at them. They are like Vantner’s brothers.”


  


  “...” Vantner was wearing the octopus head. It was a remark that would make him furious if he had his original personality. Now he couldn’t say a word because the speaker was Jishuka.


  


  It was Yura as well. “Yes.”


  


  Considering Yura’s personality, she didn’t intend to make fun of him. She sincerely agreed with Jishuka’s words.


  


  “...” Therefore, Vantner couldn’t say anything. 


  


  ‘Their relationship is getting better.’ Grid had a warm expression on his face. The biggest harvest of this voyage was the relationship between Yura and her colleagues. Yura, who had been awkward with everyone, developed a more comfortable relationship with them during the journey. In particular, she seemed to have come to a consensus with Jishuka.


  


  “Doesn’t this make you realize that Grid is older than you?”


  


  It happened after a tough hunt of a whale that was overwhelmingly bigger than the octopuses, pufferfish, and so on. Yura and Jishuka sat next to each other and chatted in a relaxed manner. There was a consensus that they liked the same man, so the conversation didn’t stop.


  


  “Youngwoo-ssi has a tendency to get angry, but he doesn’t make fun of other people.”


  


  “I agree. He just looks at me like I am cute whenever I tease Vantner. It is a reaction that is shown when kids play well together. Ah... This score must be completely bad.” Jishuka was trying to be recognized as someone more than a friend, but instead she was like a child. This was a disaster. It was the end. She was afraid she would seem more like a sister and not a friend.


  


  “Dammit, Vantner... Why are you so funny?”


  


  “When?”


  


  “You and the octopus together is too funny.”


  


  “...” Vantner was tearful because of Jishuka’s words. Then the silent Yura spoke after agonizing over it. In fact, she didn’t want to say it. It was disadvantageous to her to give courage to Jishuka. Nevertheless, Yura confessed, “It is me, not you, who Youngwoo-ssi thinks of as a friend. Youngwoo-ssi’s eyes toward you are very different from when he looks at me. So don't worry too much.”


  


  “That’s right. He only sees my chest.” Jishuka spoke so seriously that Vantner found it funny.


  


  Then the usually calm and gentle Yura gritted her teeth. “Vantner, do you want to spar?”


  


  “...I’m sorry.”


  


  If they fought, he would lose. After all, Yura was a National Competition PvP finalist. He still vividly remembered it. A white giant with a classic name... Yura had fought fiercely against Zibal who boarded the magic machine, which had a different physical ability and vitality to players. She went against the predictions that she would lose easily. Yura was strong. She was one of the top five in the Overgeared Guild and several times stronger than Vantner.


  


  Vantner coughed and changed the topic, “By the way, what should we do if others catch the great demon?” 


  


  There were many strong guilds beside the Overgeared Guild. Of course, they couldn’t compare to the Overgeared Guild that had numerous named NPCs. There was the Ares Army, the former Seven Guilds, and the forces that had been expanding their power since the collapse of the Seven Guilds. They might fail the great demon raid alone, but it might be different if they cooperated.


  


  “Grid, Mercedes, and Piaro, the three of them could raid something like the cave cricket which is on the level of a great demon raid. What about when hundreds of people join together to raid one great demon? It is a pity that we are handing over the great demon to others for a long time.”


  


  Other members of the 10 meritorious retainers agreed with Vantner’s statement. However, Grid was calm. “They won’t raid it.”


  


  When it came to the cave cricket and great demon, the premise of multiplying numbers was wrong. It was true that the physical abilities of the cave cricket were comparable to the great demon, but the skill level and intelligence was inferior to the great demons. Furthermore...


  


  “The high rankers can’t be compared to Mercedes and Piaro.”


  


  “...Ah.” Vantner scratched his head. The current Grid could kill hundreds of high rankers alone. Mercedes and Piaro were super-strong powers who could beat even Grid. Just because the three of them could raid the cave cricket didn’t mean that hundreds of high rankers could catch the great demon.


  


  


  Lauel smiled. “We should let the people know it...”


  


  The public had been envious of the Overgeared Guild for monopolizing the rewards of the Belial raid. They should know.


  


  “...The fact that we have saved the world.”


  


  A great demon raid wasn’t a blessing. They had won after overcoming life and death. He couldn’t forget that sight of Piaro’s back as he prepared to die. A few days later...


  


  “We are arriving soon!” The captain shouted.


  


  Far away, they saw an island that was larger than expected. Surprisingly, the sky near the island was sunny. It was the first clear sky they had encountered during their 10 days of sailing. The Red Sea always had bursts of magic power and thick fog and storms occurring without a break.


  


  [You have found the Ruins of the War God!]


  


  “We’ve finally arrived...”


  


  “Apart from the coast, it’s all a jungle...? There is less open space. It will be tricky to use a greatsword.”


  


  “Based on my experience, the followers of the war god move lightly and quickly. Fighting in the jungle will be a disadvantage, so we should use the coast well.”


  


  Could they get some secret techniques here? The expectations of the 10 meritorious retainers swelled up.


  


  ‘I think the relationship with the empire can be improved depending on the situation...’ Lauel considered the political part.


  


  Meanwhile, Grid was wondering about the sin of the war god. ‘It is pride?’ 


  


  Grid’s quest about the Seven Malignant Saints wasn’t related to the war god, but it didn’t prevent his curiosity. The war god was the strongest god, while pride was the ultimate sin among the seven sins.


  


  ‘I think I’ll be screwed if we meet... Well, I don’t think it will happen.’


  


  It was the war god. He wasn’t a local neighbourhood dog that Grid could encounter wherever he went.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “I have been burning for a long time.”


  


  “It is stimulating.”


  


  “That’s right.”


  


  Grenhal, Morse, and Basara—they had been suffering for the past fortnight. They protected Skunk from the followers while Skunk’s expedition group found stones and murals. Simultaneously, they encouraged the soldiers who were growing anxious and hunted sea monsters to secure food. The level of the ruins was too high, and they had to take care of all the important work and the chores.


  


  However, the dukes didn’t feel regret. They were willing to suffer. The experience erased the laziness caused from everyday life and provoked their enthusiasm.


  


  “I am too lacking... I’m sorry.”


  


  The number of times their lives were saved by the dukes couldn’t be counted. The dukes had suffered for a fortnight, and Skunk felt sorry for them. The level of his archaeological and decoding skills meant it was hard for him to solve the mystery of the ruins.


  


  On the first day, he knew that they needed a key for the exploration, but the method to obtain the key was still unknown. Skunk blamed himself for his incompetence, causing the dukes to suffer more.


  


  ‘How much longer until I obtain a hint? I can’t guarantee it.’


  


  For a true exploration, they must break through the jungle. However, it was impossible to enter the jungle because there were tens of thousands of traps installed, as well as the war god followers. The keys to unlock the traps were absolutely necessary. They just didn’t know where to get the keys.


  


  “Don’t take it to heart. Many scholars and explorers have been sent from my country, and they will be a great strength to you.”


  


  “It is reassuring to hear. I understand. I will work hard.” Skunk felt more comfortable after hearing Grenhal’s words and finally relaxed. It meant the situation was so bad that Skunk welcomed the help of others despite enjoying the process of solving mysteries.


  


  Another day passed. 


  


  Then the next day.


  


  “Uh...?” Skunk observed the contents of the mural he found two days ago and felt like he had been hit by a lightning bolt. His gaze was fixed on the booklet depicted in the mural. The booklet existed in every mural he found so far. Skunk had interpreted it as the symbol of the war god’s secret techniques. It was natural for it to be present in the murals of the Ruins of the War God. However, now it seemed more meaningful.


  


  ‘I thought the reason for the booklets being drawn differently in every mural was that they depicted different types of secret techniques...’


  


  The shape of the keyhole passed through Skunk’s mind. He crossed it with the booklets drawn on the seven murals he had found so far. It fit perfectly with the shape of the keyhole.


  


  ‘The key is divided into pieces.’


  


  The murals were a hint telling him where the pieces of the key were.


  


  ‘Good.’


  


  Skunk clenched his fists. He knew the exact meaning of the murals and hoped the interpretation would make things easier.




  Chapter 1020


  The followers who protected the Ruins of the War God had a completely different way of fighting depending on what they learned, but there was something they had in common. They were strong enough to escape the common sense of the imperial soldiers, no matter what secret techniques were learned.


  


  However, their range of activities was very narrow. They only focused on patrolling the inside of the jungle and didn’t come out to the outskirts or approach the coast. Thanks to this, the imperial soldiers were able to operate relatively freely. Then one day, a problem arose.


  


  “I think we’ll run out of drinking water in three days...”


  


  The drinking water, which had been loaded on the warship, was starting to run out. This was natural since it was difficult to find drinking water on the coast. They had to go through the jungle to find lakes or valleys.


  


  “Hrmm…”


  


  Grenhal, Morse, and Basara fell into distress for a moment. They might be able to get sufficient drinking water from the reinforcements, but their arrival was delayed. Given the dangers of the Red Sea, there was no guarantee the troops would arrive within three days. It was impossible to confirm since communication wasn’t allowed.


  


  “We’ll have to go and get drinking water directly.”


  


  They had to enter the jungle. It was a considerable burden on the dukes. If there were six followers who learned five secret techniques coming at them simultaneously, wouldn’t they be able to pressure the dukes? It was naturally a big threat. The dukes would be eliminated if they were surrounded by dozens of followers.


  


  There was an even greater risk. It was the traps. There were all sorts of traps that the dukes couldn’t bear. It would be hard to deal with the followers while paying attention to things that couldn’t be bypassed without the keys. However—


  


  “Let’s go.”


  


  They were responsible for 5,000 soldiers, the private soldiers brought from their respective families. They couldn’t let the people who contributed to the revival of their families die of thirst. It was a duty and pride they felt as the noble and lord of an estate.


  


  “M-My Lord.” The soldiers’ eyes reddened. After all, they had eyes and brains. They knew the dukes were acting unreasonably because of them.


  


  Morse clicked his tongue as he watched the soldiers who felt guilty and anxious simultaneously. “Have we fallen to the point where you are worried about us? I’ve demonstrated a few times that the followers aren’t that strong, but you didn’t show such a response.”


  


  “We will correct it!” The soldiers’ eyes shone brightly. Morse’s confidence gave them an optimistic view of the situation. The dukes could still afford to act.


  


  “...” Nevertheless, the expressions of the knights were dark. The knights had been trained by the dukes and were aware that the dukes were tense.


  


  It was a conflicted atmosphere.


  


  “I’m going. Protect Sir Skunk and the barracks well while we are absent.”


  


  “Attention!”


  


  “Attention!”


  


  The knights and soldiers responded mightily.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [You have entered the Ruins of the War God.]


  


  [You can find traces of the war god.]


  


  [Warning! There is no resurrection spot in the Red Sea. If you get killed, you will be banished to outside the Red Sea.]


  


  “Pretty.”


  


  The shiny gold caught their eyes. The sandy golden-white beach shone under the sunlight, blending beautifully with the crystal clear emerald-like sea. Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers jumped off the warship, which was 10 floors high, and appreciated the scenery in front of them.


  


  They felt all types of emotions from the beauty of nature that was hard to see in reality. This did not include Hurent though.


  


  ‘I have butterflies in my stomach.’


  


  The people he was with were too splendid. He still didn’t understand. Why was he with them when he wasn’t qualified?


  


  ‘Am I supposed to learn from watching them?’


  


  During the 10-day voyage, the Overgeared members had shown amazing images.


  


  Katz had defeated a sea monster with a normal rated weapon while Regas had made crazy noises to maintain his fighting spirits and asked to PK with his colleagues as he fought the sea monster. Hurent didn’t know how many times he had clicked his tongue at the sight of Regas avoiding the attacks of his teammates while he damaged the sea monster.


  


  Lauel had created a few waves to disperse the swarms of fish while Chris had struck the octopus and other sea monsters with force. Grid had even made his cute cat and skeleton soldiers fight the sea monsters, saying they should level-up. Hurent seemed to have been watching the great demons train until they became half-dead. Euphemina had done nothing but suck her fingers, yet her colleagues had shared their experience with her.


  


  “...”


  


  Looking back, it appeared even more absurd. Hurent didn’t know what the hell he had seen. It was clear that no one would believe him if he told them about everything he witnessed during the voyage.


  


  ‘I’m certain. I have to watch them and learn.’


  


  The world-class players of the new era—he would learn by watching them. Grid’s intentions were clear. He was looking forward to Hurent’s potential as someone from the old era.


  


  ‘He wants me to grow up and become his strength.’


  


  However, Hurent felt sorry. He had just been playing and eating and wasn’t in the right shape.


  


  ‘...I have already done my best.’


  


  He had achieved unprecedented growth through his meeting with Piaro yet he was still just like this. Hurent was evenly matched with Haster, who had been devastated by Grid in the 4th National Competition. Despite his efforts, Hurent hadn’t improved at all since the old days.


  


  ‘It is a mistake to expect anything from me.’


  


  Just as Hurent was smiling bitterly, Lauel’s voice entered his ears, “The inside of the jungle is suspicious, but at least it is quiet around the coast. The followers of the war god use martial arts and care about footwork. They will be reluctant to fight on the sandy beach where their feet will sink. This place is safe.”


  


  Lauel’s primary class was a qigong master. His senses were developed, and he was extremely talented at reading the monsters. He wouldn’t be wrong if he declared the coast as a safe area.


  


  “First, let’s not enter the jungle and explore the coast. We need to find the right place to build our camp. The empire’s camp should be somewhere here, right? Let’s scatter and scout the area. We’ll meet here again in two hours.”


  


  “Yes.” Grid nodded obediently. As expected from the bold ruler, he seemed to entrust this trivial matter to Lauel. 


  


  


  “Should we kill if we meet people from the empire?” Katz wondered. 


  


  Lauel shook his head. “Please hide and try to avoid as much friction with the empire as possible. Our numbers are few, and it isn’t good to be spotted by the empire.”


  


  “Hmm, I understand. We have to move stealthily.” Katz nodded passively. Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers scattered everywhere. Some people moved alone and others in pairs. It was extremely unlikely that monsters would appear on the beach. Their purpose was to search the area. It was inefficient to go around as a group.


  


  “Would you like to go with me?” Lauel approached the lonely Hurent. The two people had been paired together in the 1st National Competition, so they were familiar with each other.


  


  Hurent shook his head. “Don’t worry about me. Go alone.”


  


  “Yes. I’ll see you back here at the promised time.”


  


  “Yes…” Hurent started walking.


  


  How far did he walk? Hurent was moving along the waterfront and admiring the calm waves when he suddenly stopped. He saw something in the distance.


  


  “W-Why is a follower here?”


  


  There was a group making a fuss. There were around 10 people who were players. Based on their armed status, they were non-combat classes.


  


  ‘It isn’t the empire. They are a small expedition who sailed after seeing the world message like us.’


  


  There were no signs of hostility, so the relieved Hurent hid and watched the situation. A woman with the funny ID of Dog Woman was leading her colleagues.


  


  “Jaguar and I will buy time while you run away. You must tell the captain that the range of the followers’ activities seems to have expanded.”


  


  ‘There is a war god follower.’


  


  It was a muscular man wearing old clothes. The name ‘war god follower who has learned five secret techniques’ was floating over the man’s head. The name was white. This meant it was a normal monster.


  


  ‘I heard the followers were elite monsters yet this is normal grade?’


  


  A lot of information was shared with Hurent. There were very strong humanoid monsters called war god followers at the Galgunos Temple. Two of the 10 meritorious retainers had to work together to knock them down. They were really scary.


  


  ‘By the way, this one is a normal monster. It will be different from the followers that Pon and Regas talked about.’


  


  In the first place, Lauel said the coast was safe. It meant this follower with five secret techniques wasn’t a dangerous opponent.


  


  ‘Hmm...’ Hurent was silent for now. He had no intention of coming forward because Lauel told him to act as stealthily as possible. It wasn’t his business if this group was in danger or not.


  


  “Kyak!”


  


  “D-Dog Woman!”


  


  “Fools, I told you to run away!”


  


  It was great to see people wield wooden shields and sacrifice themselves to save their colleagues. They were in a critical condition from one kick. These people were really terribly weak.


  


  ‘...Is it okay if I help out a bit?’ Hurent was also weak, so he now understood the feelings of the weak. He felt uncomfortable looking away when weak people like him were in pain. In the end, he made a decision after much struggling.


  


  “It doesn’t matter if they don’t find out who I am.” He pressed the straw hat he had received from Piaro deep over his head. Then he entered the battlefield. “Hey.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “...?”


  


  Both the war god follower and Dog Woman cocked their heads. A mysterious figure wearing a straw hat who didn’t show any tension had appeared. It was enough to attract everyone’s attention.


  


  “W-Who are you?”


  


  Have the empire’s reinforcements already arrived at the Ruins of the War God? It was much faster than expected. Dog Woman was vigilant and asked for the man’s identity.


  


  “A farmer,” Hurent gave a short reply before pulling out the sword at his waist. The follower of the war god responded immediately. He kicked off the ground and rushed to Hurent. Hurent barely managed to raise a shield and was stunned.


  


  ‘Isn’t this stronger than I thought?’


  


  He could only sigh. Now he was in a crisis from a normal mob.


  


  ‘I heard that the level here would be high.’


  


  Still, even normal grade monsters weren’t easy?


  


  ‘My pride is hurt.’


  


  The follower’s kicks and punches bombarded Hurent. It was a destructive power that the aura shield’s damage absorption couldn’t handle. Hurent operated aura around his body to amplify his movement speed, and he immediately left his position.


  


  “...Wow.” Dog Woman and her companions were impressed. Maybe it was the sandy beach that made the follower slightly weaker than the ones in the jungle, but it was literally only a little bit weaker.


  


  The followers of the war god were monsters. Even the Seven Dukes were helpless against their martial arts. Now, an unidentified man had appeared and was fighting convincingly well against the follower. It was particularly impressive to see the man move at a speed comparable to the dukes’. It was a tremendously fast speed. He was surely one of the highest ranked players.


  


  Dog Woman’s group gulped. The war god follower, who belatedly caught up with Hurent, rotated and kicked at him. Hurent was hit in the chin and almost entered the ‘stunned’ state, but he was able to regain his mind due to his high resistance. Then he used his ultimate technique.


  


  [Aura Impact is being used.]


  


  [Accurately imagine the shape of the aura within 2 seconds. If there is even a small error in the image, the skill will fail.]


  


  A gap of two seconds—it was too long against a war god follower. The follower’s elbow struck Hurent’s heart. Hurent coughed up blood. It was great that he maintained his concentration to the end.


  


  “Rain.”Then a miraculous scene unfolded. Rain started to pour down over the head of the follower. The follower struggled with the pain. This was the limitation of a humanoid monster. The deadly limit of low health was the target of Hurent—one of the Five Miracles, a Sword Saint candidate, and Aura Master.




  Chapter 1021


  It had been a journey which spanned over 10 years.


  


  “...” Imperial Prince Benoit had finally achieved his purpose, and he felt a strange sense of power. The truth that he had known from the beginning... Maybe he had wanted it to be a lie. He felt all types of emotions when he saw the evidence that Great Demon Berith gave him.


  


  “Imperial Prince! Imperial Prince!” There was a call for him during the long journey back to the empire. Benoit turned his head in the direction of the call, but he ignored it and kept walking. With a thin body, upright posture, an old attire, and a long beard, he looked like a pilgrim. The people passing by greeted him, unaware that he was the traitor to humanity. However, he couldn’t fool everyone’s eyes.


  


  “Your Highness!” The running man caught up and overtook Benoit, blocking his way. He was the owner of a demon mark that attached to the target on the premise that the wearer never died. It was Chensler.


  


  “Sir Chensler.”


  


  How did he recognize Benoit’s current disguise? However, it was expected for the Five Pillars to recognize him. He couldn’t hide his red energy in his present state and couldn’t escape the senses of the Five Pillars.


  


  “I came to this place by following the trail of the priest that carried out the great demon summoning ceremony.”


  


  “Huhuhu, the priest. Is that what the Rebecca followers are calling me?”


  


  “Yes, but they don’t know Your Highness’ identity.” 


  


  “It is reasonable. Ah, don’t misunderstand. I’m not hiding my identity for the empire. The Yatan Church already knows my identity. The world will know it at any time now... the fact that it is an imperial prince who summoned a great demon.”


  


  “Why did you...”


  


  “Why? Are you afraid that the Rebecca Church and the whole world will blame the empire?”


  


  “I’m not interested in political matters. It is just that His Majesty the Emperor will be troubled.”


  


  “Sir, you are very unusual.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Unlike the other pillars, you are truly loyal to His Majesty.”


  


  “The other pillars are the same. In particular, Sir Bain is more than me...”


  


  “Who knows? Well, by the way, His Majesty knew what I was doing.” 


  


  “There is nothing His Majesty doesn’t know.”


  


  “What?” Prince Benoit looked like he was hit by a hammer. The blind man who believed his beloved wife died of illness knew everything?


  


  “Kuk...! Kukukuk! Kuhahahaha!”


  


  Benoit was prepared. He had committed all types of crimes while risking blame and criticism. The killing intent of the inwardly afraid Benoit amplified again. It became louder and fiercer, with a momentum that wouldn’t die down again.


  


  “Sir, do you really believe that? His Majesty knows everything? When it took me more than 10 years to find this truth?”


  


  “Your search was carried out in secret, so it took a long time.”


  


  “He will be embarrassed if it is known that his son is a lunatic who wants to summon the great demons. I was forced to keep it secret.”


  


  “Please refrain from speaking like that.”


  


  “Well, that’s fine. Let’s return to the empire. I was on my way back.”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Kuoong...” Hurent struggled with the war god follower. He consumed all his ultimate techniques and used all of his power. There was nothing to say.


  


  ‘I heard the level of this place is high, but it is really difficult. I can’t believe this monster is so strong. No, I’m too weak.’


  


  There were too many great opponents who developed their skills by trying to die. The subconscious aspirations and desire to be at the top again troubled Hurent. Satisfy's worldview wasn’t at a level he could handle. Seriously, he wanted to quit the game.


  


  Hurent smiled and dealt the final blow.


  


  “...?” He was dazed for a moment as the follower turned to gray. The experience gained from killing the follower was almost as much as hunting a boss monster. It was more than twice the experience gained from killing the sea monsters.


  


  ‘I’m weak, but this guy is also strong.’


  


  What the hell was he supposed to do in this scary place? Hurent shook his head and picked up a fragment of a secret technique book dropped by the follower.


  


  Dog Woman and her companions were ecstatic. They had watched the battle from beginning to end and were aware of Hurent’ identity.


  


  “Aura Master...”


  


  He was one of the strongest players of the old era. They heard that he had retired from active duty after suffering the humiliation of losing to Grid in just five seconds. Yet he had appeared here, and his strength was incomparable to what it had been in the past.


  


  ‘You’ve changed the sword.’


  


  It seemed that the gaming industry’s saying of ‘frustration raises a man’ was true. Dog Woman gulped and sent a look of envy to Hurent. Obviously, Hurent was much weaker than the Seven Dukes. In terms of attack, defense, health, irregularity and speed, the Seven Dukes overwhelmed their followers in all respects. The dukes won easily if they fought one-on-one against the followers.


  


  On the other hand, Hurent had narrowly knocked down the follower. He had almost lost. However, the surprising thing was that Hurent had taken less than two minutes to kill the follower. The dukes had taken more than three minutes. Hurent was almost twice as fast as them.


  


  ‘This is the true power of aura...’


  


  Hurent was a hermit. There was a very low possibility that he belonged to a group. It was clear that he had come here alone. Wasn’t that why he was alone right now? There was only one conclusion.


  


  ‘We must invite him to be a colleague!’


  


  If Hurent joined them, it would be a great strength for both the Skunk Expedition Group and the dukes.


  


  “Thank you for saving us. Without your help, we would all be outside the Red Sea right now.” Dog Woman approached Hurent and bowed politely. “It is an honor to meet you, Hurent.”


  


  “Umm.” Hurent wasn’t upset despite his identity being discovered. He had used all types of skills with fighting the strong follower. Since he was a celebrity in his old days, the possibility of people recognizing his skills was very high.


  


  Hurent sighed as he changed his guild affiliation to private and took off his straw hat. Short grey hair and a mature face was revealed. Dog Woman reconfirmed his identity and was excited. “We are explorers of the Skunk Expedition Group. We are currently exploring the Ruins of the War God along with the imperial army, including some of the Seven Dukes.”


  


  ‘Along with the Seven Dukes?’


  


  “It seems that you are alone. Why don’t you join us? We think that your fighting ability will be a great help to our exploration. It is also a chance to become acquaintances with the Seven Dukes. It isn’t a bad suggestion.”


  


  “Hrmm.”


  


  Was he shy?


  


  Hurent scratched his cheeks for a moment before asking, “Is there a camp nearby?”


  


  “It isn’t near. The camp is six kilometers to the east. We left for a moment to find some clues.”


  


  “Without an escort?”


  


  “Imperial soldiers escorted us. However, before you came, they were killed by the follower and turned to ash.”


  


  “I see. Then what are the clues?”


  


  “...”


  


  He kept on digging up information. Dog Woman was somewhat uncomfortable, but she soon realized the attitude was natural. Since she asked to be colleagues, he had an obligation to ask for information. It was to make sure that they could be helpful to him.


  


  “They are clues to break through the traps in the jungle.”


  


  “The traps in the jungle?”


  


  “You haven’t seen the jungle yet. It is a wise choice for an experienced person.”


  


  Dog Woman gave an explanation. There were all types of traps installed everywhere in the jungle, and they had to collect key pieces to release the traps.


  


  ‘Lauel will be delighted when I tell him this information.’


  


  Indeed, goodwill was a positive act. The identity of the great explorer who discovered the Ruins of the War God was Skunk. Skunk’s Expedition Group was with the imperial army. There were traps in the jungle, and Hurent even learned how to disable them. He received a lot of information and felt good. Hurent had been worried he would be no help to Grid, so he was relieved.


  


  


  “Thank you for telling me this, but I’m sorry. I can’t go with you.” 


  


  “Huh? It is dangerous alone... Ah? Do you have companions?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “This...” Dog Woman reacted in an embarrassed manner. She regretted telling him so many things. Then she changed her mind. ‘In any case, they are things he will discover over time.’ 


  


  Hurent had saved her life. It was better to pay back some of that grace. Dog Woman cleared her mind and shook hands with Hurent. “I hope you have a good adventure with your companions.”


  


  “Companions...” Hurent made a subtle expression. After the first battle against Haster, he joined the Overgeared Guild but still had no sense of belonging. Hurent felt grateful to Grid but had never thought of himself as an Overgeared member. He had never considered Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers he came here with as companions. However—


  


  ‘It’s true that I don’t hate it.’


  


  Hurent had the experience of age and knew how hard it was to build true friendships and trust in this society. He had watched the Overgeared members over the last 10 days and felt the deep friendship and trust between them. They were people who were true to others. He could glimpse the personalities of the Overgeared members.


  


  “It isn’t bad.” This was the reason why he thought it was okay to be companions.


  


  “Huh?”


  


  “No, I’m talking to myself.” Hurent shook Dog Woman’s hand and gazed into her eyes. “Stay healthy.”


  


  “Ah...! Yes! Senior as well! I am honored!” Dog Woman replied, attracted by Hurent’s deep gaze. Hurent was more of a big shot than he thought. He was truly admired by many people.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  On the west coast...


  


  “It is too different from what I thought,” Grid’s voice was troubled as he flew into the sky with Noe on his shoulder.


  


  The Ruins of the War God...


  


  He was both worried and looking forward to the danger. Unfortunately, it was so calm that he was disappointed.


  


  “...They are lucky.”


  


  On the ground below Grid, the Overgeared Skeletons were attacking the rock shells. The rock shells were level 250. They weren’t even monsters who attacked first. The rewards were small, and they weren’t worth Grid even seeing them.


  


  However, the Overgeared Skeletons were different. A level 250 monster with weak attack power was like sweet honey for the Overgeared Skeletons. That’s why they acted like they had met lifelong rivals and tried their best to hit the rock shells. The solid body of the opponents didn’t move, but the skeletons wielded their weapons without giving up. It meant they were craving growth themselves.


  


  ‘I need items for the kids. It is also essential to maximize their production capabilities.’


  


  He had been worrying about it over the past few months, but he thought it was better to invest two item creation slots for the Overgeared Skeletons. In the long run, it wasn’t a loss for him if the Overgeared Skeletons grew and evolved steadily.


  


  “Um?”


  


  In a posture held naturally by people in an absolute position, Grid had his arms folded in the air, and he suddenly turned his gaze toward the jungle. He heard the resonant sound of iron and iron colliding.


  


  ‘Is the imperial army fighting against the followers?’


  


  Knowing the enemy meant victory. Identifying the power of the enemy was very important. Grid hid as much as possible while wondering if he should enter the jungle. His worries didn’t last long.


  


  ‘It is dangerous because there is a high possibility of the presence of the Seven Dukes.’


  


  He might be attacked by both the dukes and the war god followers. Then he would unconditionally die and be banished outside the Red Sea. Grid was reminded of his battle with Sky King Rigal.


  


  ‘It was impossible to fight him with one eye closed.’


  


  At present, Grid was wearing the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch but one eye was closed because he didn’t want to use the Castration Eye. It was a handicap. He might win against the sea monsters and other enemies with one eye closed, but the Seven Dukes were different. 


  


  Grid had to fight them with all his vision. He needed both eyes open to fight, but then he wouldn’t be able to use magic because his mana would be quickly depleted. Just like in the battle with Rigal, he had to depend only on Pagma’s Swordsmanship and the 100,000 Army Swordsmanship.


  


  ‘Lauel has warned me many times to be careful. Let’s not be interested in the jungle yet.’


  


  Grid suppressed his curiosity and descended back to the ground. The Overgeared Skeletons finally finished off the rock shells and high-fived each other.


  


  “We will go a bit further before heading back to the meeting place. Huh?”


  


  Thanks to his stats, Grid had very good eyes. He might not have Hawk Eyes, but there wasn’t a non-archer who had better eyes than Grid. Something strange caught his eyes. Some of the giant trees in the outskirts of the jungle had keyhole-like markings. No, it wasn’t a marking. They really were keyholes.


  


  “Why does the tree have a keyhole?”


  


  “It is obvious from Noe’s view, nyong.”


  


  “Obvious? What is it?”


  


  “Doesn’t it open something, nyong?”


  


  “How simple...”


  


  Still, it was a correct answer.


  


  ‘Will there be any presents?’


  


  Grid pulled out the Master Key that he created before. It had been a long time since he used it on the Behen Archipelago.


  


  Meanwhile, the outskirts of the jungle.


  


  “Crazy.”


  


  The dukes were only looking ahead and running. Their expensive armor was damaged in various places, and their faces were covered with sweat and blood. Even Basara, who always maintained her dignity, was busy escaping without noticing her crooked gold crown. A huge number of 20 followers were chasing them.


  


  “Shit!” Morse screamed as he once again fell into a trap, and his ankle was severely injured. He turned back with bloodshot eyes and saw the followers running wild without any restrictions from the traps.


  


  “It is too absurd!”


  


  The traps were so perfectly installed that they couldn’t be detected with the eyes, knowledge, or senses. They could be vines, leaves, or completely integrated with the soil. Thus, it was difficult to tell if it was a trap or not. Sometimes they were lucky, but there were so many traps it was impossible to move freely. Additionally, many traps didn’t respond to the war god followers. It was as if they recognized their masters. It was suicide to fight the followers in this place.


  


  One arrow grazed Morse’s earlobe. He felt a stinging pain and gritted his teeth. Although he wanted to turn back and smash the shooter, he endured it. He was carrying drinking water. The magic bag filled with water from a hard-to-find lake—it had to be delivered to the soldiers.


  


  “This...” A few steps ahead, Grenhal suddenly stopped in place. Basara and Morse also stopped moving and frowned at the sight unfolding in front of them. The barbed vines with rotating teeth were blocking the path ahead.


  


  “We’ll have to go around.”


  


  Then the followers caught up. He spoke to the faltering Basara and Morse, “I’ll buy time for you.”


  


  Grenhal handed them the magic bag and went to face the pursuers.


  


  “Duke Grenhal! It is too early to give up!”


  


  “Unlike you youngsters, I have raised my children enough. My family won’t end even if I die here. His Majesty will care for them.” Grenhal was a person who didn’t change his mind once a decision once it was made. It was a waste of time to persuade him, so Basara and Morse were about to leave. At this moment, the hundreds or thousands of rotating teeth suddenly stopped. The flowers that had turned into nets faded away, and the leaves emitting poison fell to the ground.


  


  “...?”


  


  The baffled dukes exchanged looks when the traps stopped, and they turned their eyes to one side simultaneously. In the distance, the shape of a person was seen between the vines.


  


  “Nothing happened when I inserted the key??”


  


  The distance was so far that the voice was barely audible, even with the sharp hearing of the dukes. Additionally, the dukes knew the owner of this voice.


  


  “Overgeared King?”


  


  Yesterday’s enemy was today’s friend. Their relationship was changing. 


  


  Yesterday’s enemy became today’s friend, causing repercussions that would change the landscape of the world. It was a truly valuable victory. This was a win without fighting.




  Chapter 1022


  [The key fits perfectly.]


  


  [An effect has occurred.]


  


  “Ohhh!”


  


  It was a small keyhole in a big tree. He put in and turned the universal key, then a notification window emerged with a cheerful sound effect. An effect had occurred!


  


  Grid imagined it. The tree would split in half, and hidden treasures would appear. If Lauel had to guess, it would be a scene where he was likely to obtain a skill book that gave a ‘war god’s secret technique’.


  


  “...?”


  


  However, the tree didn’t move. Unlike the notification window, nothing really happened.


  


  “What? Why?” Grid was confused for a moment and searched around. There were all types of plants and trees, and some of the trees had keyholes.


  


  ‘Are there some losing tickets? Let’s open some more.’


  


  Grid moved to a big tree that was 20 meters away.


  


  [You have fallen into a trap!]


  


  It was an absurd thing. The ground sank the moment he stepped on a protruding tree root.


  


  [You have suffered 10,200 damage!]


  


  There was a 10-meter-deep tunnel. Grid fell into the terrible trap installed in the ground and spat out blood.


  


  “...I would’ve died if I had fallen into it during a fight.”


  


  Why was there a trap in this place? Grid was thinking about it as he used Fly to escape the tunnel.


  


  ‘Did the imperial army do it?’


  


  The empire wanted to monopolize the ruins. Considering their abilities, it was certainly possible. It was highly likely that the imperial troops, who arrived here first, installed traps to interfere with latecomers.


  


  ‘The empire is the empire. They actually installed traps like this.’


  


  As their stats and experience rose, players wouldn’t fall into traps so easily. In particular, Grid had a high insight stat and could easily distinguish between traps. However, the perfect traps that assimilated with nature couldn’t be distinguished and were a threat to Grid. Maybe there was another trap? 


  


  “Ack!” Grid screamed as he maintained Fly. The moment his shoulder came in contact with a leaf, the leaf turned into a blade. The deeply wounded Grid pulled out a potion and swallowed it.


  


  “What is the level of these traps?”


  


  This wasn’t a level that could be discovered by paying attention. Wasn’t it too powerful at this point? Grid wanted to know the person who installed the traps. It would be a big jackpot if he obtained them. After suffering the wound, Grid arrived in front of the second big tree and once again inserted the Master Key. Once again, there was a sound effect and a notice of an effect occurring, but no treasures emerged.


  


  “Is it another failure?”


  


  His obstinate spirit was stimulated. Grid confirmed he still had time to spare and moved to the next tree. It was naturally a tree with a keyhole, and the universal key was properly inserted and aligned. Once again, nothing happened. It was the same with the next tree and the tree after that. Grid got upset because he ran into several traps along the way and wasted potions.


  


  “Nothing happened when I inserted the key?? What is going on?”


  


  “Why are you asking me, nyong?” Noe seemed to be in a very good mood.


  


  Warm sunlight fell from the sky, and a cool breeze gently blew his fur. He puffed out his belly and rolled around. Grid complained because the cat made his neck sore after using his head as a bed.


  


  “In any case, you’re no help.”


  


  Noe had evolved after eating the thunder stone. He had great skill, but his sense of presence wasn’t the same as before. Noe’s help was great when Grid was still weak. Now, he had become too strong that Noe’s weight as a helper had fallen. In order for Noe to play a prominent role again, he must show a unique strength such as against the final evolutionary golem in the golem invasion. Was an enemy like that common? 


  


  ‘In the first place, I hope there are no such strong enemies.’


  


  Grid thought he would rather Noe not be active. Then he smiled.


  


  ‘Why do I care about Noe? It isn’t due to Noe’s combat strength. I just like Noe.’ He realized this truth all over again.


  


  ‘Yes, he should just stay happy. Sometimes Noe will do chores.’


  


  Didn’t a memphis have a long life span...? Perhaps it was even longer than his. Recently, Noe’s fur had turned black again for some reason.


  


  Grid stroked his tail and moved to insert the key in the next tree. He hoped he would win a treasure this time, but it was also a bust.


  


  There was a notice about an effect, but Grid didn’t know the effect...


  


  “...Eh?” Grid looked around, and his eyes widened. He discovered that some of the traps plaguing him on the way had disappeared without a trace.


  


  ‘Releasing the traps?’


  


  Grid finally figured out the purpose of the keyholes. It was a feasible idea. He made reasonable inferences by identifying the ‘key trees’ that still existed in the jungle.


  


  ‘It is impossible for the empire to have installed hundreds of traps during that short period of time.’


  


  These traps were originally present already. Perhaps releasing the traps was one of the keys for exploring these ruins. Possessing the universal key meant he was in a much more favorable position than the empire. 


  


  ‘Wow... It really is present whenever I need it.’


  


  The universal key he made in the old days was needed. The more he looked, the more fraudulent of an item it seemed. The Grid of the present time wouldn’t be able to create it. Grid was now more cautious in comparison to the old days and had many considerations to think about when creating an item. However, this process limited his imagination.


  


  ‘It wouldn’t be possible for my current self to think about making such an item. I would think that such a fraudulent item couldn’t be made, and it would naturally be blocked.’


  


  Sometimes, it was necessary to be simple. It was a moment of small enlightenment.


  


  .’..!’ He suddenly realized he couldn’t hear all types of sounds in the jungle. Then there was the sound of someone sliding through the bushes and footsteps approaching. 


  


  “Overgeared King!” Two men and one woman popped out.


  


  [You have discovered a strong person of this era!] 


  


  [The Hero King’s fighting energy has started to boil!]


  


  


  “...!!”


  


  They were Grenhal, Morse, and Basara. Grid was wrapped in a blazing fighting energy in an instant as he recognized the three of them. They were dukes who had attended the luncheon that occurred back when he visited the empire at the emperor’s call. Basara hadn't looked at Grid during the luncheon, but her beauty was memorable. Morse’s form was different from the other dukes, and Grenhal boasted the highest level alongside Limit and Rachel. No, he would’ve remembered them clearly even if they didn’t have any special features. He couldn’t forget the dukes of the empire.


  


  ‘Damn XX!’


  


  It was bad. Grid had violated Lauel’s order not to enter the jungle. Sensing his death, Grid hurriedly pulled out his sword.


  


  “Hey! Can’t we show appreciation after receiving help from you?” Morse was talking nonsense.


  


  “...?”


  


  They received help from him? Grid cocked his head and soon noticed it. They escaped some type of crisis because he released the traps.


  


  ‘That’s why they didn’t attack me?’


  


  It was a situation where three of the Seven Dukes were together. If they intended to kill Grid, they would’ve attacked him the moment they appeared and Grid would’ve already lost his immortality. However, Grid was fine and the dukes showed him no hostility. Grid identified the three people’s personalities.


  


  ‘They have personalities of people that don’t want to owe debts.’


  


  From the dukes’ standpoint, Grid was an enemy king. It was right to kill or capture Grid as soon as he was seen. Their encounter with Grid was a chance to earn a huge achievement and end the war. Yet they kicked away this big opportunity just because they were helped.


  


  ‘It seems to be a big help?’


  


  This was a chance. He had to use an excuse to leave here. Grid judged this and tried to remain as calm as possible.


  


  “I’m glad to help. I pretended not to know out of humility.”


  


  He tried to pretend to be casual, but his voice was shaking. Honestly, it was scary. They were monsters who could kill him at any time. He would be killed and deported from the Red Sea. Grid was most afraid that he wouldn’t be able to protect his remaining companions. 


  


  “Such a person killed Rigal?” Morse snapped out after hearing Grid’s words. There was no need for Grid to say anything.


  


  This was because Grenhal stepped in for him. “It was something that happened on the battlefield.”


  


  It meant for them not to blame Grid.


  


  “Bah.” Morse was convinced and didn’t say anything else. 


  


  Grenhal descended from the giant two-headed hippo, approached Grid, and saluted slightly.


  


  Grid didn’t know the meaning of the action, but Morse and Basara were very surprised. It was because Grenhal didn’t show politeness to anyone by descending from his hippo apart from when he saw the emperor. Even Empress Marie couldn’t make Grenhal get off his hippo.


  


  “Thank you. We were able to pass the crisis thanks to Your Majesty. Of course, it wasn’t pure benevolence, right? You definitely had a reason to help us. Isn’t that correct?”


  


  ‘No?’


  


  An unknown situation was being created. Grid was devising words to reply when Grenhal struck a drum by himself.


  


  “Your Majesty’s strength alone won’t be able to endure the power of the war god followers. Thus, you planned to work with us.”


  


  “...”


  


  “In conclusion, it is a very excellent plan. Your Majesty has the key, so this suggestion of cooperation is very attractive for us who needs the key. This way you can coordinate the situation... You are a great man to make this bet. I have to acknowledge Your Majesty. I was pathetic to look down on you until now.”


  


  From Grid’s standpoint, Grenhal was babbling absurd sophistry. 


  


  “Certainly. You have a forward-looking insight and bold determination,” Basara also agreed while Morse was busy thinking.


  


  Grenhal reached out a hand to Grid. “I will make a proposal with the authority of an imperial duke. Let’s forget the war and make an alliance here. You will borrow our strength, and we will borrow your key. If we combine forces, we can explore this place safely.”


  


  “...”


  


  Should he agree to the cooperation? Should he talk to Lauel first? Grid hesitated, but it was only for a moment. He had to hold this hand as it was too risky to explore this area while being hostile to the empire. It was possible to judge this much.


  


  “I understand. Let’s do it.”


  


  Grid’s and Grenhal’s big hands shook vigorously.


  


  “...Huung.”


  


  “...??”


  


  “...??”


  


  Grenhal suddenly hummed, and Morse and Basara cocked their heads.


  


  “Hum hum.” Grid pulled back his hand and coughed hurriedly.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  At the S.A Group’s headquarters… 


  


  “T-This is ridiculous. How did this happen?”


  


  The staff in the meeting room were shocked by the scene on the monitor. Originally, the empire was destined to be destroyed by the rampage of Insane Dragon Nevartan. This was one of the basic scenarios of Satisfy. The scenario had completely changed due to the finals of the 3rd National Competition.


  


  The empire had survived and started a war with the Overgeared Kingdom. Due to the numerous causal effects from this, Skunk had discovered the Ruins of the War God. If Skunk and the dukes hadn’t met in Galest, Skunk would never have sailed through the Red Sea and he wouldn’t have found the Ruins of the War God. The butterfly effect caused the Ruins of the War God to appear much earlier than planned, and the major powers of the Overgeared Kingdom departed the continent.


  


  Satisfy’s management team was very frustrated.


  


  Great Demon Berith descended on a land far from the Saharan Empire. In order to raid the great demon, the top players needed to cooperate. It was the worst situation since Grid’s party wasn’t present. The employees thought that the players would suffer irreparable damage because of Berith, who would kill countless people and open the gates of hell to summon an army. It was calculated that the players who tried and lost everything were likely to quit the game.


  


  Grid’s party would waste time in the Ruins of the War God and wouldn’t be able to handle Berith who summoned the army. Yes, it was a waste of time. The current level of Grid’s party made it impossible to properly explore the Ruins of the War God.


  


  Yet... Yet!!


  


  “Where the hell did he get the key? It is ridiculous to have collected the key pieces in that short period of time.”


  


  Grid held a key and easily released the trap trees. Then he obtained a chance to ally with the dukes.


  


  “...Is he going to clear the ruins?” Finally, one of the employees spoke nonsense, but no one raised a counterargument. It was possible based on the development.


  


  “Hah... Hahat!” Chairman Lim Cheolho was laughing. Grid used the key he made previously to ally with the dukes. This was truly admirable. He was forced to praise Grid who surpassed predictions several times. The atmosphere was awkward. 


  


  “Chairman,” the director of operations Yoon Sangmin suddenly got up and asked Chairman Lim Cheolho a question, “Shall I order chicken and beer?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “It is also half-and-half?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “I understand. I’ll order two right now.” Yoon Sangmin took out his phone and left the conference room for a while.


  


  “Director Yoon, are you crazy right now?”


  


  The agitated employees pointed at him.


  


  “How many people are here? Yet you’re only ordering two portions?”


  


  “...”


  


  That’s right. Now the other employees were also enjoying Grid’s path. Grid, who had been solving most of his problems with force, faced a situation where force didn’t work and broke through with wisdom. It was a wonderful sight.




  Chapter 1023


  The 10 meritorious retainers back at the meeting point were agitated.


  


  “Why is he so late?”


  


  “Did something happen?”


  


  “I can’t get in touch with him.”


  


  It was 15 minutes past the promised meeting time yet Grid still hadn’t returned. Of course, Grid was much stronger than them. A crisis for them would be a small problem for Grid. Still, as his friends, they couldn’t help worrying.


  


  “He will be fine. According to Lauel, the waterfront is safe,” Jishuka tried to reassure her colleagues, but she was visibly anxious. The Ruins of the War God were still unknown. No one knew what dangers were lurking. The atmosphere became increasingly darker.


  


  “...!?”


  


  “...!”


  


  Then Lauel got a shock, and Faker raised his eyebrows. They detected three monstrous presences with their developed senses. It was a presence that emanated without any concealment. It seemed to be showing off, roaring at the world with no fear. These beings...


  


  “Huh?” Jishuka’s eyes caught sight of a huge rock and beast. No, they weren’t rocks and beasts. Looking closely, they were both beasts.


  


  “Prepare for battle,” Lauel ordered. Faker was already hiding in the shadows. The 10 meritorious retainers noticed the situation and pulled out their weapons in unison. Euphemina, who never fought throughout the sea voyage to preserve her duplicated skills, also activated her orb’s magic.


  


  [You have discovered a strong person of this era!]


  


  [You are overwhelmed.]


  


  [You can’t move, and all stats are reduced slightly.]


  


  They were terrible notification windows. Large footprints were left on the sandy beach. They were the footprints of a two-headed hippo and a sharvel tiger. The body of the two-headed hippo was tightly packed with muscles and looked like a mountain. Meanwhile, the canines of the tiger were long and sharp like knives. They seemed like they could kill a person by skewering them.


  


  “...”


  


  The 10 meritorious retainers froze like stone statues. They looked up at the beasts without even being able to gulp. Two men and a woman could be seen. The back of the tiger carried a man who gave off a rebellious impression and a beautiful woman with a golden crown, while the two-headed hippo had a middle-aged man with tranquil eyes. The names were marked as Beast King Morse, Gold Crown Basara, and Immortal King Grenhal, and they were shimmering with gold.


  


  Lauel muttered, “Dukes...”


  


  This was the majesty of the true absolutes. Lauel and the 10 meritorious retainers were troubled just by making eye contact with Grenhal. The latent power in his eyes reminded them of the night before a storm, making them afraid. They were enemies who had to be crossed one day. However, currently, it was so hopeless that Lauel and the 10 meritorious retainers didn’t even dare to fight.


  


  “The moment the status effect is over, get on the ship and run away.” The only one unaffected was Yura, who stepped forward. She was also a legend. Although she was still weak compared to the previous generation, she didn’t shrink back in front of the powerful enemy.


  


  A white armor summoned by the jade magic power wrapped around Yura’s thin body. It was a class specific item, Demon Predator, which she had earned as a hidden piece from hell. The armor had a vicious name that was different from its beautiful appearance. It was only unique rated, but its performance exceeded legendary rated armor. Alex’s Magic Engineering Bayonet, which had been made by Pagma, turned into a sword. It was a perfect battle stance.


  


  Yura was upset because she judged that Grid had already been hit by the dukes, but she didn’t forget to protect her colleagues. She tried to calm down and was determined to buy them time.


  


  Morse made an invidious remark, “Where are you running away to?”


  


  It was a frivolous tone that was hard to believe came from a duke of the empire. Morse’s gaze shifted to Grenhal. To be exact, it was to someone behind Grenhal. The 10 meritorious retainers followed his gaze and were astonished. It was because Grid was sitting behind Grenhal. Grid looked pale.


  


  “Damn scum!” Jishuka raised her eyes and swore.


  


  She wanted to fire her bow, but she still couldn’t lift her finger. Her overall status resistance was approaching 30%, but the rate of recovery from the abnormal status was slower than expected.


  


  “Daring to hold my man captive?!”


  


  There was no time for Grid to shout about why he was her man. Beyond Jishuka, the angry Yura was already leaping forward. She jumped and stabbed her sword toward Grenhal on the two-headed hippo. Grenhal didn’t even bother taking out a shield. He stopped Yura’s attack using his gauntlets and rotated his wrist to grab Yura’s blade.


  


  “...!” Yura bit her lips. By the time she felt the grip that she couldn’t resist, her body was already flying through the air. Yura was thrown onto the sand. There was a despairing gap in power between them. Yura’s obsidian eyes were shaking, but she quickly recovered from her confusion and got up again. Then it happened the moment she was going to use Hell Leap to save Grid...


  


  “W-Wait a minute! Wait! Calm down!” Grid jumped down from the two-headed hippo. His body was free despite being a prisoner. His pale complexion was restored to its original state. No injuries could be seen.


  


  “Ugh, I feel sick,” Grid grumbled. Riding on the hippo was the worst because he had felt like he had been on a roller coaster the entire time. He should’ve stuck to walking instead of riding on this beast’s back...


  


  Grid judged Grenhal inwardly while making introductions to his colleagues, “As you know, they are dukes of the empire. They will be our colleagues while exploring the ruins.”


  


  “What?”


  


  “Huh?”


  


  The 10 meritorious retainers doubted their ears. There had been countless surprises during their time with Grid, but this had the biggest impact. In this short time, he managed to ally with the dukes who were their enemies...?


  


  Lauel’s eyes widened and he muttered, “A human magnet...”


  


  From Piaro, Asmophel, Bland, Sticks, the people of the East Continent to Mercedes, and the dukes—Grid picked up people wherever he went. Lauel applauded silently.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  


  “This type of thing...” Skunk’s eyes flashed as he heard the news from Dog Woman. The followers started to appear on the coast, and the dukes who went to get water hadn’t returned. He’d felt uneasy, but then the Aura Master appeared. Hurent had even helped Dog Woman’s party.


  


  ‘He is full of justice. In the worst case, we can depend on him.’


  


  Without strength, they couldn’t explore the Ruins of the War God or cross the Red Sea. If something went wrong with the dukes, Skunk’s group would be trapped in the ruins and could only wait for death. However, there was hope if they could get help from the Aura Master. It wasn’t bad for the Aura Master who needed their exploration skills.


  


  ‘Still, that is in the worst case scenario. I should believe that the dukes would return safely.’


  


  Skunk’s thoughts were complicated. There was no need to worry about things that hadn’t occurred yet when he should be focused on finding the location of the key pieces.


  


  ‘It won’t be long now.’


  


  There were clues that couldn’t be solved even with advanced archaeological and deciphering skills. Although there were too many unanswered questions about the ruins, things were gradually becoming better. After consulting the old books in his inventory, Skunk eventually found some answers.


  


  A job that should’ve taken decades was performed in a few days while losing sleep. The saying ‘worked hard enough to shed blood’ might be a bit exaggerated, but he was approaching the whereabouts of the key pieces. There was still a problem with the saying, but it was sufficient to use it. Then it happened while he was focused on deciphering.


  


  “The dukes have returned!” Dog Woman shouted, smiling brightly as she rushed over. The inwardly worried Skunk jumped from his seat and ran out of the barracks. The soldiers’ shouts were heard from everywhere. There was a pile of drinking water in front of them.


  


  Skunk approached the dukes and greeted them, “I’m glad you returned safely.”


  


  “You must’ve been worried.”


  


  “I know your strength, but the jungle is extremely dangerous. I was worried the traps would grab your ankles.”


  


  “The traps have already been solved.”


  


  “...?” Skunk couldn’t react to the sudden words. He reflexively checked his ears.


  


  Grenhal’s words continued, “This person of distinction has already obtained the key.” 


  


  “...?” The words still couldn’t be understood. Skunk couldn’t figure it out and doubted that Grenhal’s words about ‘traps’ and ‘key’ meant the ‘traps’ and ‘key’ he was thinking of. He didn’t know how to react as Grenhal introduced a person to him, “The Overgeared King.”


  


  “...!?” Skunk finally responded properly. After Grenhal’s introduction, he saw a man with black hair and a familiar face.


  


  “P-Person of distinction?”


  


  “G-Grid!”


  


  The traps were resolved. The key was obtained.


  


  Skunk finally started to accept Duke Grenhal’s absurd words. Grabbing Grid’s hand, Skunk honestly admired him. “I arrived first and haven’t obtained a single key piece. It is surprising that Grid has already completed the key. It is truly amazing. I see you have great exploration skills.”


  


  He had learned from the Sword Grave that Grid’s eyes and ears were likely to be scattered all over the continent. Grid’s talents according to the situation were unfathomable. Even the Aura Master, who was known for his retirement, wasn’t near Grid at the moment.


  


  ‘I didn’t think Hurent’s party would be the Overgeared Guild... Many explorer rankers must’ve already been hired by Grid.’


  


  Skunk hadn’t been able to find the key pieces himself, but it wasn’t strange for Grid to have completed it if several equally powerful people had joined forces. There were many talented people in the world.


  


  ‘I wonder who they are.’


  


  Skunk asked carefully, “Are you able to introduce them to me?”


  


  “Them?”


  


  “The other explorers who gathered the key pieces.”


  


  “There are no other explorers...?”


  


  “Then how did you get the key?”


  


  “I had the key to begin with.”


  


  “...?”


  


  The conversation was a bit weird. Skunk was confused! He was shocked. Come to think of it, weren’t the Overgeared Kingdom and the empire at war? Yes, Grid and the dukes were hostile to each other. Yet now they were now together so naturally. Additionally, Grid didn’t seem to know what the key was exactly. If he knew, he wouldn’t give the impossible answer that he had it to begin with. 


  


  Skunk became heated up. ‘He used a trick to deceive and approach the dukes!’


  


  What did he use to completely fool the dukes? There must’ve been a battle that he couldn’t imagine.


  


  ‘Definitely... He is definitely a wise and careful person...!’ Skunk’s eyes shone brightly like lanterns as he watched Grid.


  


  He didn’t think there would be a day when he sincerely respected someone younger than him. It was refreshing. It was shocking. It was exciting.


  


  On this day...


  


  “Grid, what is your hobby? What do you generally enjoy when you're not playing the game? What is your birthday? Your blood type? Your family relationships?” The highly inquisitive Skunk bombarded Grid with questions.


  


  Skunk felt a great liking toward the person called Grid.


  


  ‘This guy is crazy about socializing.’ Grid was feeling baffled. 


  


  Meanwhile, Lauel was delighted. ‘Human magnet! Well done!!’




  Chapter 1024


  The emergence of Great Demon Berith stimulated many players. They believed it was an opportunity to gain great wealth, and the unsuspecting rankers and guilds challenged the Berith raid. It wasn’t just the existing powerhouses. The forces that had been secretly gathering power also appeared in the world.


  


  Then all of them failed completely. Sometimes dozens, hundreds, or even thousands died before Berith’s lies and alchemy. Berith’s wrath didn’t stop there, and the land he stepped on turned to ruin. In particular, two kingdoms in the eastern part of the continent suffered irreparable damage.


  


  [Sagaltina City in the Haken Kingdom has been destroyed.]


  


  [Agarna City in the Haken Kingdom has been destroyed.]


  


  [Germon City in the Rotemon Kingdom has been destroyed.] 


  


  [The Rotemon Kingdom...]


  


  Dozens of towns and cities disappeared from the map. It meant that even the armies couldn’t block Berith. The players felt a sense of crisis. As more territories were destroyed by Berith, the number of facilities and hunting grounds available to them decreased.


  


  The people shouted unanimously:


  


  -We need to get rid of Berith as soon as possible.


  


  -If this continues, we will disappear.


  


  -This is when the rankers should work together.


  


  Now, the Berith raid was promoted as an opportunity to win wealth and honor at the same time, not just wealth. More and more guilds challenged Berith to become heroes. The rankers forgot to compete and worked together to fight Berith. Then they were all defeated again. A large expedition, including the Ares Army who re-challenged the raid, managed to reduce Berith’s health by 30%. Then Berith entered a new phase after losing health and caused the expedition to collapse at an even greater speed.


  


  After this, the situation became worse. Berith secured enough souls from the battles and used them as sacrifices to summon his first army. He became more powerful with the presence of the army, and the devastation of the continent accelerated.


  


  The Haken Kingdom and Rotemon Kingdom were on the brink of destruction. The players who were active in these kingdoms almost lost their lives. The great demon’s rampage caused the existing rule and order to collapse, and numerous players suffered great inconveniences. The Berith raid became a common problem that had to be resolved for players as a whole, not for wealth or honor.


  


  The nervous people started to make a lot of noise. Why wasn’t the Overgeared Guild coming forward? Why did they turn away from this calamity? They were criticized for being irresponsible. How funny. People had accused them of monopolizing the Belial raid, and now they condemned them for not participating. Of course, this wasn’t everyone. However, many people placed one-sided standards on the Overgeared Guild.


  


  Lauel naturally didn’t care about their accusations. In the first place, the Overgeared Guild was a private organization. They had no obligation to respond to other people’s wishes while taking damage. Moreover, there was sufficient justification for it. 


  


  “We can’t afford to challenge Berith yet. Our top priority is to recover from the war and explore the ruins. There is a low probability that Belial will be raided while we’re away.”


  


  Lauel logged out of the game due to the connection time limit. These were the contents of an email he sent to all guild members after confirming the news articles and public opinion. No one disputed the contents of the email.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  In the imperial barracks, Grid, the 10 meritorious retainers, the dukes, and Skunk sat facing each other. Grenhal was seated in front of Grid, showing his authority was the highest among the dukes.


  


  “Since we are now working together, we will be honest about our affairs and provide you with the information we have so far,” Grenhal said, shifting his gaze to Basara.


  


  Then Basara started explaining, “There are 4,959 soldiers and 300 knights. We have a total of 5,259 people, but the soldiers are useless in front of the followers while the knights are helpless against the traps. The three of us were the only ones who actually fought in the meantime.”


  


  The imperial army had suffered on his small island. It was hard to believe the noble dukes were struggling.


  


  “However, things have now changed. Your Majesty has the key. In the future, we will be able to include the knights in our combat strength. The knights are skilled and will be a big help if they fight eight against one.”


  


  The 10 meritorious retainers had experience fighting the followers who had learned two secret techniques. When they first met, two of the 10 meritorious retainers had to work together to knock down one follower. A long time had passed since then, and they should now be able to fight one-on-one.


  


  Yet the duke was stating that eight knights were needed to fight one follower. Peak Sword shrugged and couldn’t stop his lips from curving up.


  


  ‘The dukes’ knights are worse than us.’


  


  As expected, the 10 meritorious retainers were strong. Even if they were folding screens in front of the duke... That was because the dukes were too great. Peak Sword was trying to be confident when he doubted what he was hearing.


  


  “Of course, this is only a story when dealing with a follower who had learned five secret techniques. However, most of the followers in the jungle have only learned five secret techniques. Based on our experience, we should be able to at least break through the jungle area.”


  


  Five secret techniques... The classic short advertisements on the Internet flashed through Peak Sword’s mind. He clearly heard ‘five.’


  


  ‘Crazy. Five techniques?’


  


  They could barely fight one-on-one against the followers who had learned two secret techniques. Now there were followers who had learned five? Peak Sword closed his eyes. He was worried because the difficulty of the ruins was higher than expected, and the dukes’ knights were also strong.


  


  Meanwhile, the others were fine. The former Tzedakah Guild members—they had easily predicted that the followers in these ruins would be stronger since they had played all types of games before Satisfy. Yura, Chris, Euphemina, and Katz weren’t shaken because they were confident in their skills.


  


  ‘Am I the only one who feels uncomfortable?’ Peak Sword felt somewhat alienated.


  


  Meanwhile, the conversation between Lauel and Basara continued. 


  


  “You might be wondering about what lies beyond the jungle, but we don’t know yet.”


  


  Lauel asked her, “More than that, the question is about the uncertainty that we can somehow break through. You don’t have the confidence that we and 300 knights can break through the jungle easily?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “Why? Wasn’t the problem about breaking through the jungle due to the traps? If King Grid resolves the trap, won’t the problem disappear and it will be easy?”


  


  “The traps were the biggest problem, but there are other problems.”


  


  “What is it?” Lauel asked urgently. This was the first time that a noble of a small country was so talkative in front of a duke of the empire. Yet Basara showed no signs of discomfort at all. It was natural to respect the other person once they had a temporary partnership, and they were going to discuss everything anyway.


  


  


  “The followers learn different things, and they use different weapons. Some have a strong defense to neutralize attacks while others use deceptive means to distract the mind.”


  


  The gist of the explanation was simple. The more followers that were gathered, the stronger their fighting power would be. Eight knights could defeat one follower, but this was a story when it was eight against one.


  


  “If there are 10 followers and 80 knights, the knights would be defeated unconditionally. It will be hard for Duke Grenhal, Duke Morse, and I to deal with more than 10 followers at a time.”


  


  It was too much to deal with five followers when there were traps, but that had improved. Lauel had a troubled expression. “This means we will be defeated if we encounter many followers during the march.”


  


  “That’s right. The followers basically roam alone, but when a battle occurs, the nearby followers will arrive quickly. Thus, it is often necessary to retreat depending on the situation. Additionally, the followers are monsters and will respawn after a certain period of time.”


  


  “This...”


  


  There was a high probability that the retreat would be repeated. That’s why it was unknown as to when they could break through the jungle.


  


  ‘I am worried about Berith if we drag out the time too much.’


  


  Berith would summon new armies and raise his strength as time passed. After all, Lauel couldn’t let the enemy that they were going to raid become stronger. 


  


  “It isn’t good to drag out the time. Are there any reinforcements?”


  


  “A total of five ships departed from Galest a fortnight ago.”


  


  “A fortnight...?”


  


  “There must’ve been an accident.”


  


  “...”


  


  Eventually, reinforcements would arrive. Even if the first reinforcements had experienced an accident, the empire would dispatch second and third groups of reinforcements. However, this meant a delay in time.


  


  ‘We might have to change the order of the historical site exploration and the Berith raid. Then the empire might monopolize the site rewards while we’re gone. It is the worst.’


  


  The genius Lauel wasn’t able to make guesses easily. Why had the imperial troops failed to arrive?


  


  Nobody knew that ‘he’ was working so hard. (TL= Huroi) 


  


  It was a problem because his activities could turn into trolling.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  Two hours later, the meeting led by Lauel and Basara ended. Sufficient information was exchanged, and future plans and command systems were completed. Grid rose from his seat. “Let’s start right away.”


  


  He had been bored to death during the meeting. As he couldn’t even make underwear in front of the dukes, he had to just sit there and listen. Skunk gulped when he saw Grid’s ambitious appearance. ‘Is now the time for the rebellion?’


  


  Grid hadn’t collected any key pieces. Skunk didn’t know how the dukes were fooled, but Grid had no means of releasing the traps. Skunk became afraid as he imagined how Grid would attract them to the jungle and deal with them in some way. He wondered if he should help the dukes who treated him well. As Skunk hesitated, Grid’s party and the dukes finished their preparations to move. 


  


  “Let’s go.”


  


  “...Yes.”


  


  Naturally, Skunk also went with them. It didn’t make sense for him to stay away from the exploration when he was the only person who could reveal the secrets of the ruins.


  


  “...” Skunk’s expression was dark as they arrived in front of the jungle. This was a jungle where animals couldn’t live because of all types of traps. It was quiet and sinister.


  


  Duguen. Duguen. Duguen. Skunk’s heart beat quickly.


  


  He was worried about how Grid’s group would clash with the dukes and also felt pure curiosity. Grid reached out to the air. His hand sank into an invisible inventory in front of everyone.


  


  ‘I have to stop it now.... No, Grid and the Overgeared members will be the ones to die. Ahh... Dukes, it is dangerous!’


  


  Skunk was in a dilemma and eventually closed his eyes. He chose to ignore it and just imagined Grid drawing a sword from the inventory. However, the item that Grid pulled out of the inventory was a key, not a weapon. His universal key unlocked the tree. There was the sound of a lock opening, and the startled Skunk opened his eyes, only to look blank. “...?” 


  


  Grid was approaching every visible tree and inserting a key. The traps of the jungle started to be released one by one under his hand.


  


  “W-What?”


  


  In the previous conversation, Grid seemed completely unaware of the key pieces. He gave the absurd answer that he originally had the key. That’s right. Grid’s key was completely different from those available at the ruins.


  


  Was it effective? What the hell was this?


  


  “Wait a minute! W-What the hell is that key?”


  


  “This? A universal key.”


  


  “...?!” Skunk belatedly recalled something. Grid was the Overgeared King. It was the reason he became king, not because of other exceptional talents.


  


  “O-Overgeared...”


  


  Yes, overgeared. Grid was the most overgeared person in the world.


  


  “Hmm?” Grid was curious about Skunk’s reaction, only to suddenly pull out a sword.


  


  Then he started a sword dance. “Pinnacle Kill.”


  


  There was a follower who approached Grid while hiding in the vines. Grid’s high insight and Slaughterer’s Eye Patch meant he saw the follower before the attack. The two fused sword dances didn’t consume a lot of sword energy, and some of the sword energy was recovered by the subsequent basic attacks. It took only 10 seconds for the follower to turn to gray.


  


  “Hey, you said they were basically wandering on their own? Don’t we just have to kill them as soon as we see them?”


  


  The followers in the Galgunos Temple were classified as elite monsters while the followers at the ruins were classified as normal monsters. The followers might be stronger, but their health was low. Thus, it was easy to kill them in a few blows. This was Grid’s opinion.


  


  “...” There was an awkward silence.




  Chapter 1025


  The 300 knights were stunned. They were truly amazed by Grid killing the follower in a matter of seconds.


  


  ‘There is a reason Lord Grenhal respected him.’


  


  The knights had been thinking that Grenhal’s attitude was too much. They might need his key, but Grid was the enemy king. He was a rebel who had killed Duke Rigal. However, Grenhal expressed a subtle liking toward Grid. Why did he do this? In the end, there was a reason. Overgeared King Grid was better than the rumors said. Grenhal might’ve been fighting many followers, but Grid hunted a follower in a matter of seconds. He was faster than the dukes!


  


  The knights felt fearful of Grid and were unable to believe there was such a strong man outside the empire. They were already worried that he would be the second coming of the Undefeated King. 


  


  The 10 meritorious retainers were also surprised. A humanoid normal monster might have the weakness of ‘less health’, but the follower was still level 400. Grid’s fighting power, which knocked down such a monster with a skill and a few basic attacks, had risen significantly compared to just a few months ago. The 10 meritorious retainers respected Grid’s constant development. The impact on Hurent was particularly large.


  


  ‘I used all my skills just to catch one...’


  


  Hurent hadn’t participated in the meeting. Unlike the 10 meritorious retainers, he wasn’t a noble and it was somewhat uncomfortable to take part in the meeting with the dukes. 


  


  Thus, he had taken the time to look around the coast. Piaro, who had farmed in the underwater city of the water clan, had said he’d created a crop that grew in sand and ate seawater. After sufficient verification, Piaro had given some seeds to Hurent. How pleasant would it be to farm in such a beautiful coastal area…?


  


  Hurent looked around the coast with sentimental feelings. However, being sentimental was a luxury. He should’ve used that time to train. Now, he was worried that he wouldn’t be able to reach Grid’s toes in his lifetime.


  


  “...” On the other hand, the dukes showed no reaction. They didn’t feel admiration at all despite seeing Grid easily taking care of the followers. 


  


  Grid was also feeling a bit suspicious. ‘Isn’t the experience too little?’


  


  The amount of experience given was the same as the amount of experience received from killing a level 300 monster. The follower only gave this much experience and left. It was a strange thing.


  


  “...!” Grid was cocking his head only to quickly raise his sword. A fist flew out and collided with the Sword Aiming at the Gods. There was an intense explosion. Grid’s two feet left the ground. It was evident that the strength contained in the fist was superior to Grid’s strength.


  


  Grid was pushed his sword against the punch and kicked out. The war god follower, that was attacking Grid, lowered his elbow. The follower’s elbow headed toward Grid’s knees. Thanks to this, Grid’s leg couldn’t go up and his kick was rendered useless.


  


  “You...?” Grid identified the face of the follower and was astounded. The facial features of this follower were completely in line with the follower he had just eliminated. The moment Grid felt some doubts, the follower split into two, three, four, or five followers. They were clones. The initial follower Grid killed was just this guy’s clone.


  


  “When they first emerge, the followers who mastered cloning will throw out their clones as bait to distract the opponent,” Grenhal murmured.


  


  The followers of the war god were the strongest enemies who threatened even the dukes. There was no need to mention those who had learned dozens of secret techniques, but even the followers who had learned five secret techniques weren’t easy opponents. It was difficult to eliminate them in just a few seconds. That was impossible for the dukes unless they used their ultimate techniques.


  


  Grenhal remained alert as he silently watched how Grid would cope. Grid had become the Hero King through certain achievements. Grenhal had a pure curiosity about whether Grid desired to be called the hero among heroes.


  


  ‘He will naturally have a hard time in the beginning.’


  


  The cloning technique that the followers used was different from traditional cloning. The original cloning reproduced 30% of the user’s abilities, showing a weaker presence. Meanwhile, the cloned followers boasted a powerful destructive power. It was due to the characteristic of ‘momentarily exchanging stats with the main body’.


  


  Of course, since it was an exchange, the power of the clone became stronger while the main body weakened. This weakness exposed them to danger, and the key was to capture the weakness. However, there was no difference between the appearance of the clones and the main body. It was impossible to find the main body and kill it.


  


  Grenhal wondered how Grid surrounded by five followers would break through the crisis. For reference, the first time they fought a follower with the cloning technique, Grenhal took four minutes while Morse took five minutes. 


  


  “Um?” Grenhal’s eyes grew slightly wider. It was due to the blue sparks that appeared around Grid’s left eye hidden by the eyepatch.


  


  “...?!” 


  


  At the same time, all the clones surrounding Grid exploded and disappeared.


  


  “W-What? What is this ability?” The cries came from Morse, who had been repeatedly yawning out of boredom. He regarded Grid as weak and showed little interest in his battle. The follower who lost his clones was also baffled. The followers of the war god were truthseekers. In order to achieve ultimate nothingness, they detached themselves from their emotions even before death. Their confusion was an unfamiliar and surprising sight for the dukes.


  


  Basara exclaimed, “Evil eye...!”


  


  “What? An evil eye?”


  


  An eye that exercised power—it was a privilege only for the evil eyes species. It didn’t make sense that the human Grid was using an evil eye, but Grenhal and Morse couldn’t deny Basara’s interpretation. There was no error in her vast knowledge. 


  


  Grid’s struck the follower, who only had the main body left. However, the follower’s skin hardened like steel and crossed his arms to block Grid’s attack. The follower’s defense was so strong that normal attacks couldn’t hurt him.


  


  “...?!” The follower’s arm was cut off by Grid’s sword, and blood spurted out. The face of the follower distorted with pain.


  


  [Contempt of the Weak]


  


  [Inflicts a fatal blow to a target who isn’t in the realm of transcendence.


  


  Deals a blow that consumes 80% of the target’s current health.


  


  Skill Mana Cost: 5,000


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 hour.]


  


  This was the skill attached to the Blade Aiming at the Gods. It was a skill that didn’t apply when the opponent was named, but it was like a nuclear warhead against an ordinary monster. Grid dealt eight more basic attacks to the follower who was stunned from suffering great damage. Then the follower of the war god turned to ash.


  


  Grid was able to gain a large amount of experience, unlike when he killed the first clone. His experience gauge increased by 0.01% despite being level 398.


  


  


  “...”


  


  “...”


  


  This time, the dukes were astonished and closed their mouths. This was the first time Grid fought a follower that possessed the cloning technique, yet he managed to easily eliminate the follower...? Honest admiration sprang up at the sight of Grid’s skills.


  


  ‘He didn’t manage to kill Rigal because he was lucky.’


  


  In the minds of the dukes, Grid’s presence started to grow. Grid succeeded in dominating the atmosphere. It was worth using Contempt of the Weak.


  


  [The Castration Eye is triggered. Mana is being constantly consumed.]


  


  [The Castration Eye has been closed.]


  


  Grid closed his left eye and approached his companions. “The followers seem stronger than I thought. Everyone, be careful.”


  


  “...Yes.”


  


  The 10 meritorious retainers were heartbroken. They had to be careful of monsters that Grid hunted in seconds... They realized how big the difference between them was and felt a far bigger gap than the one they used to feel with the sky above the sky—Kraugel.


  


  ‘This can't continue.'


  


  ‘We will end up being a burden if the gap keeps widening.’


  


  The 10 meritorious retainers were burning with motivation. They would fight when they were afraid and become stronger by overcoming it. They looked around with determination. They had the eyes of predators.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  The jungle wasn’t large. Thanks to Grid releasing all the traps, the struggle of the 10 meritorious retainers who longed for growth, and the overwhelming combat power of the dukes, the party reached the end of the jungle easily. A valley emerged before them, and the sound of the pouring waterfall entered their ears.


  


  “How about camping here?” 


  


  Lauel confirmed the topography of the valley and nodded. “This would be good.”


  


  They had started at dawn, and it was currently nighttime. It had taken them 14 hours to break through the jungle. Lauel, who set up the camp with his colleagues, approached Skunk and asked, “There was nothing unusual on the way?”


  


  “Yes. Unfortunately, no clues or treasures could be found. There were only a few murals telling me how to release the jungle traps.”


  


  The jungle was just the first gateway of the ruins. The jungle itself was low in importance. Lauel nodded and handed Skunk a piece of jerky. “Aren’t there many troublesome things running a guild by yourself?”


  


  “It is a bit troublesome if there are more than 100 people. However, there are no big problems. In the first place, our guild runs according to the concept of conducting an expedition. We don’t settle in one place, and there isn’t any political fighting. Of course, the difficulty means that many guild members often desert...”


  


  “It seems time to settle down. You’ve explored almost all the West Continent and crossed the Red Sea.”


  


  “Um... That’s true.”


  


  “Come to the Overgeared Kingdom. We will provide you with many conveniences. If you want to explore the Red Sea, you can borrow the warship at any time. If you want to explore the East Continent, we will help you cross the continent at any time.”


  


  “Haha, I can cross to the East Continent at any time? That is an irresistible proposal,” Skunk laughed.


  


  The remark about being able to go to the East Continent at will was absurd.


  


  Lauel spoke with a serious expression, “You might not know this, but Sage Sticks is serving Grid.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “We can create magic scrolls that enables intercontinental movement.”


  


  “Huh? What?” Skunk’s eyes widened.


  


  “Is that really...?” Skunk was about to ask for confirmation, only to close his mouth. It was due to the waterfall behind where Lauel was sitting. He glimpsed the human lurking behind the massive waterfall falling in the distance. The person had his eyes closed like he was training, and he wasn’t paying any attention to this side.


  


  However, the party was forced to feel worried. The name of the person seen through the waterfall was ‘war god follower who has learned 10 secret techniques.’


  


  Skunk sensed it. This was the guardian. It obviously existed to protect some treasures.




  Chapter 1026


  ‘Just this?’


  


  Grid was troubled as he walked through the jungle. The Ruins of the War God...


  


  It had been six years since Satisfy was released and a new area opened. Wasn’t it normal for the difficulty level to be very high? To be honest, he had determined that the expedition itself wasn’t possible. Yet once he actually embarked on the expedition, it wasn’t a big deal. There was the universal key, and the work was too easy.


  


  ‘Rather, the Galgunos Temple is harder.’


  


  The followers at the ruins were 50 levels higher than the temple followers and had more skills. However, they weren’t threats because they were normal monsters, and they appeared one by one. Rather, he perceived the difficulty of the undead-infested temple as higher.


  


  ‘...Indeed. I heard that Galgunos was also revered as a god.’


  


  It was impossible to establish a hypothesis that this place was more difficult just because it was in the Red Sea. Before dividing the world into the West Continent, the Red Sea, and the East Continent, the settings were different from place to place. Dragons lived on the West Continent.


  


  ‘Let’s not jump to conclusions.’


  


  The jungle was only one gateway in the ruins. After that, the difficulty might rise significantly.


  


  “Hrmm.”


  


  In the private barracks, Grid was busy thinking as he patted Noe’s fur, which was gradually becoming darker. What item could the Overgeared Skeletons make using their bones? He thought about what to create. The system set up Overgeared Skeleton One to make a sword and Overgeared Skeleton Two to make a helmet, but it was purely Grid’s responsibility to decide the type of sword and helmet. Grid wanted to present the best items for them since the Overgeared Skeletons would use the items for the rest of their lives.


  


  “Ah, it is hard.”


  


  At present, the Overgeared Skeletons could only learn one production method each. This made it harder.


  


  “Nyong.” Noe licked Grid’s hand.


  


  He noticed that Grid’s expression was distorted with worry.


  


  ‘A cute guy.’ 


  


  While Grid was smiling with a warm expression of affection, it happened.


  


  “King Grid!” Lauel ran in and shouted, “Come out for a second!”


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  Their ears were ringing. At the valley that existed at the end of the jungle, there were 53 large and small waterfalls pouring down in the centre. In particular, there were two very big waterfalls. They were only 30 meters wide, and the water pressure was strong enough to drill a hole in the bottom of the valley.


  


  Therefore, no one noticed the existence of a follower hiding behind the waterfall. It was purely a coincidence that Skunk found him. The two waterfalls collided, and a crack was formed. Finally, the falling moonlight illuminated the follower.


  


  “A follower who mastered 10 secret techniques.”


  


  Some of the 10 meritorious retainers couldn’t gulp. It was hard enough to deal with a follower who had mastered five secret techniques. No one knew how strong one with 10 secret techniques would be. In particular, Vantner had received a great deal of damage from the followers who had acquired the ‘Force Palm’ technique that penetrated through defense. He prayed that the follower who had learned 10 secret techniques hadn’t learned Force Palm.


  


  Grid belatedly arrived at the scene. “How long has he been hiding in there? Is he planning to ambush us when we are off guard?”


  


  To put it bluntly, the follower was an insidious person who was equipped with a named-grade level artificial intelligence. The color of the name couldn’t be seen because of the disturbance of the waterfall and the distance, but it was likely to be a boss monster.


  


  “Since he is still there, he doesn’t know that he has been caught by us?”


  


  “It seems so. From inside the waterfall, the sound of the waterfall will be louder, and he can’t see this side very well.”


  


  The follower seemed to be in training. He stood as still as a statue with his eyes closed, as a waterfall cascaded over his body. Surely, he didn’t know the situation.


  


  “We should get rid of him quickly. Assist me.”


  


  Grid felt that the jungle was boring, but this was just an individual impression. He was hoping for some thrill, but he didn’t want a crisis. Consequently, he judged it was better to handle the risk factors quickly. The Pulling Device was used on Sword Ghost. Grid attached the Blade Aiming at the Gods to it and then used Fly. The distance to the waterfall was around three kilometers long. He planned to fly over as quickly as possible, use the four fused sword dances to critically damage the follower, and then kill the follower using the assistance of his colleagues.


  


  However, Grenhal stopped him. “It is dangerous.”


  


  Grid paused. “Dangerous? Isn’t it an opportunity to attack when he has yet to notice us?”


  


  “He is watching us.”


  


  “What are you talking about? Isn’t his eyes closed? In the first place, would he be so still if he has noticed us?”


  


  “Your Majesty, do you know why he has detected us? It is because he has achieved Natural State. We can’t capture him with our senses because we haven’t unified with nature. Meanwhile, he shares the senses of nature and knows what we’re doing and what we look like.”


  


  Natural State was something that Grid was familiar with. It was something Piaro had obtained a few years ago. Yet, so what?


  


  “What should we do? Wait until he attacks first?” Grid asked with frustration.


  


  Grenhal nodded. “We are far enough away from him that we can read his movements. Furthermore, we have the numerical advantage. It is better for us to prepare our battle lines to intercept him.”


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  Certainly, it was true. There was no need to run into the rough waterfall and fight. The convinced Grid nodded.


  


  ‘By the way, the dukes are surprisingly cautious.’


  


  The Seven Dukes were some of the most powerful people on the West Continent. Grid knew they would be terribly arrogant. He expected them to be emotional people who acted fearlessly in the world, but that wasn’t the case. The dukes knew they had to hold hands with an enemy king to overcome the crisis and had a thorough plan when they fought the strong. They were stronger and more cautious than Grid, who often only believed in his own power.


  


  ‘I try to be careful every time, but it doesn’t work when I’m excited...’


  


  Amazing...


  


  They definitely seemed like they were a cut above him. He thought it was necessary to be as wise as them if he wanted to be in the same class as the dukes.


  


  “...” 


  


  After that, morning came.


  


  “...”


  


  Another day passed.


  


  “...”


  


  Two days passed by, but the follower in the waterfall continued to stand still. At this point, the dukes also became irritated.


  


  “Why is he staying still?”


  


  Staying in place for two days? The knights had been on edge for two days because they weren’t sure when the follower would attack, and now they were exhausted. The Overgeared members couldn’t hide their tiredness either. Beast King Morse insisted that it couldn’t continue, “I can’t endure it anymore. We will attack first as the Overgeared King suggested.”


  


  Skunk gave a boost to Morse’s argument, “There is treasure beyond the waterfall. The follower isn’t leaving the waterfall because he is protecting the treasure.” 


  


  “Umm...” Grenhal couldn’t hold back anymore and turned his gaze to Grid.


  


  Grid nodded. “We can’t leave him like this. Who knows if he will come after us and hit our backs?”


  


  His decision wasn’t due to being greedy for an uncertain treasure. They had to take down the follower in order to move forward. After Grid spoke, Grenhal finally nodded. “I understand, but I can’t send you alone.” 


  


  They crossed the jungle together, and Grenhal was able to fully peek at Grid’s skills. It was frankly hard to understand how Grid had beat Sky King Rigal, but it was clear that he was quite powerful.


  


  ...Grenhal also didn’t feel so bad when he shook Grid’s hand. He couldn’t let Grid fight alone. This was a result of the synergy between Grid’s charm stat and his ‘easily recognized’ class characteristic.


  


  “Come with us.” Grenhal, Morse, and Basara stood side to side behind Grid. The Overgeared members were thrilled by the sight. The empire was an enemy, yet these people—who were like beings in the sky that rankers couldn’t meet—seemed to follow Grid. Grid felt pretty good. The people who were the worst threats just a few days ago were now supporting his back in a wonderful and reliable manner.


  


  ‘Garam is different.’


  


  


  Still, maybe it was like what Lauel said—the empire could be reborn as an ally without needing to fight. If that’s the case, the Overgeared Kingdom would be safe. Grid wouldn’t have to worry about when the people who believed and followed him would die. 


  


  “Okay. Let’s go.” The motivated Grid used Fly while the dukes followed behind him. Jishuka and Yura were at the pre-arranged sniping spots while Euphemina and Lauel cast magic. Faker, Chris, Pon, Regas, Peak Sword, Vantner, Katz, and Hurent followed Grid and the dukes into the valley. Additionally...


  


  “Transcended Link Flower!” Grid, in Blackening mode, reached the waterfall first and fired 40 waves of sword energy.


  


  “...” Simultaneously, the follower behind the waterfall slowly opened his eyes. There was a huge explosion, and the water falling down on the follower scattered in every direction. The follower’s body was very strong as he used the power of nature.


  


  [The target has received 3,500 damage.]


  


  [The target has received 3,320 damage.]


  


  [The target has received...]


  


  “...!?”


  


  The follower who had learned 10 secret techniques boasted a tremendous defense. Transcended Link Flower dealt 122% physical and 20% magic damage, yet the follower only received 3,000 damage. It was a shocking result for Grid who had confidently compared his attack power to that of the Seven Dukes.


  


  Grid’s body crashed into the valley. He was thrown out by the waterfall.


  


  “Ah!”


  


  Grid swam quickly and emerged from the water again. Combat was unfolding between the follower and the dukes. The colossal destruction was as spectacular as the four fused sword dances, and water columns rose in all directions. The attacks of the three dukes unfolded quickly, and the follower rushed to defend themselves. The follower might’ve learned 10 secret techniques, but it was too much to fight against three of the strongest people of the West Continent at the same time.


  


  ‘Why were they so worried about Natural State if they were going to win anyway?’ 


  


  Why did the dukes shrink back? Grid clocked his tongue in a ridiculing manner and hurriedly started the sword dance for Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle. He was planning to use the marks left behind by Transcended Link Flower to deal a bigger blow to the follower. Contribution was important in order to get as many items and experience as possible.


  


  At this moment, the 53 large and small waterfalls went against the laws of nature. The water falling down turned into living dragons and changed angles, pouring toward the dukes.


  


  “Keuk!”


  


  “Cough!”


  


  The dukes were hit by thousands of rays of water, and they lost their health and collapsed. They couldn’t cope with the water pressure concentrated on them and started bleeding. It was the power of Natural State. Piaro was only at the beginning stages of Natural State and was able to replace some of his strength with the natural mana of the world. Meanwhile, the follower could control nature according to his will. The follower turned his gaze to Grid and declared, “You aren’t qualified to challenge me.”


  


  Then he pointed to the dukes. “Empty shells who have already consumed all their talents.”


  


  The follower’s finger pointed somewhere else. It was to indicate the hiding Faker. “Child who just started training.” 


  


  Then the finger pointed to a distant place. It was toward where Yura was in sniper mode. “A half-grown person who has yet to fulfill her duty and whose strength has been suppressed.” 


  


  Finally, the follower pointed to Grid who was standing right in front of him. “A blacksmith who has already exceeded his limits.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “All of you are weak. You don’t deserve to challenge me, a being who is walking on the path of true martial arts.”


  


  This follower was capable of talking, unlike all other followers who had emerged so far. His words sparked anxiety deep in Grid’s heart. It was the anxiety created by the evaluation that he had already exceeded the limit. Grid noticed what the follower was saying and gritted his teeth to deny reality. “Exceeding my limits is bullshit. Do you think I’m an ordinary blacksmith? I am Pagma’s Descendant.”


  


  In fact, Grid had been feeling uneasy since a while ago. The combat skills of a Demon Slayer blossomed over time.


  


  “I can become stronger in the future.”


  


  The Sword Saint was strong from the beginning. 


  


  “There is still a lot of potential left.”


  


  Grid often felt that the class-specific combat power of Pagma's Descendant was really shabby. He had been through all types of incidents and gone beyond the limits. Perhaps it was impossible to become stronger. He often had this thought. The anxiety of whether he would eventually come down from his hard-earned seat filled him, but Grid tried hard to ignore it. He remained hopeful that he could develop further. He tried hard to keep his hard-won present reality and to not fall into the past. 


  


  Yet, right now, the follower was denying those efforts.


  


  “A blacksmith has no qualifications. Didn’t Pagma eventually know his limits and sign a contract with the great demon?”


  


  “Shut up!” 


  


  The furious Grid fired Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle. The follower had five marks on him thanks to Transcended Link Flower and received great damage from this fusion sword dance. However, the boss monster’s defense and health were transcendent. The follower’s health gauge remained intact.


  


  “You will eventually abandon the sword.”


  


  At this moment...


  


  [Zeratul]


  


  “...?”


  


  The name ‘war god follower with 10 secret techniques’ changed to a short word. It even resembled the name of the war god. The 53 waterfalls were in a frenzy. The screams of the dukes and the 10 meritorious retainers were heard as the confusion inside Grid soared to the extreme.


  


  [Braham’s soul has woken up.]


  


  Grid heard the nostalgic voice.


  


  -Your tail is wagging all over the place. Since when did you receive attention from the war god? He is the one who isn’t worthy.


  


  “...!”


  


  It was a terrible indifference. The gaze of the follower watching Grid blankly changed. Braham calmed Grid down, -Let the trashy words flow out one ear. Don’t think about going astray. You are strong. You can become stronger.


  


  Grid was different from Pagma. Unlike Pagma who had abandoned his friend and joined hands with the great demons, Grid had people he could rely on.


  


  -I am by your side.


  


  [A hidden piece has occurred.]




  Chapter 1027


  The children of Shizo Beriache had inherited one desire from her. Among them, Braham had inherited her desire for knowledge, endured the Curse of Idleness, and reached the truth of the world. Like his mother Beriache, he had peeked at the true nature of the gods.


  


  That’s why in the past, he felt uneasy when Pagma confessed that he had met the war god. War God Zeratul—Braham had been convinced that this prideful and arrogant god wouldn’t pay attention to humans out of goodwill. It had been as he’d expected.


  


  Pagma said he had gotten rejected by the war god. Then he confessed that he realized his shortcomings thanks to the war god and vowed to be more determined to gain the power to protect the world. This vow later returned to Braham as a terrible betrayal. Pagma killed Braham and took away his life span under the name of destroying evil.


  


  -I still clearly remember Pagma’s eyes as he pierced my heart. There was no affection, regret, or pain in his eyes as he looked down at my dying self. He was only filled with a desire for strength.


  


  -The followers aren’t noble truthseekers. They are just cursed slaves who will never reach the ultimate realm with their own talent, even if they are reborn several times.


  


  -Don’t listen to the voice of the faithless. Those bullshit words will make a person crazy. Pagma who fought to destroy the great demons—he betrayed his friend using this pretext yet he ironically contracted with Great Demon Baal.


  


  Braham’s voice continued ringing in Grid’s mind. Meanwhile, the words of the followers were entering his ears. “A demonkin is residing in your body. You have already gone beyond your limits, but you are still a weak blacksmith. Don’t be deceived by evil beings and face the truth.


  


  “You are weak. You aren’t qualified to use the sword. Don’t be complacent and embrace a greater strength.


  


  “Yes, how about absorbing the soul of the demonkin in your body? I will teach you how. I will give you a way to once again jump over your limits and become a master of absolute knowledge.”


  


  The name of the follower changed to Zeratul again. Zeratul’s consciousness seemed to have temporarily descended by borrowing the body of his follower. It was called Receiving a Soul. However, Grid didn’t shrink back. He didn’t feel any more confusion. There was Braham by his side.


  


  [Your affinity with Braham has already surpassed the maximum.]


  


  [War God Zeratul is interested in you.]


  


  [Braham is with you.]


  


  [All conditions are met and the hidden piece has occurred.]


  


  The name of the hidden piece was ‘Don’t Repeat the Mistake.’ It was a completely different name from the hidden pieces of Pagma's Descendant. This was a hidden piece created purely through the relationship Grid had built up.


  


  -I won’t repeat the same mistake. I won’t lose my only friend again.


  


  Along with Braham’s declaration, Grid’s black hair started to fade. His tanned skin turned white like milk, and his eyes became red. Once the change in color was over, his body frame became thin and beautiful. Grid had assimilated with Braham. This was the event assimilation that he had experienced when he first met Braham, not the Assimilation skill. This was complete assimilation.


  


  [Forced assimilation has been carried out under the influence of the hidden piece.]


  


  [Your class will change.]


  


  [Name: Braham Eshwald (Grid)


  


  Class: Great Magician


  


  Title: Duke of Wisdom


  


  * The best intellectual of this time. The truth hasn’t been learned yet, so he is still obstinate. This pursuit of knowledge is very strong, sometimes acting as a poison.


  


  * Intelligence has increased by 35%.


  


  * There is a low probability of running wild.


  


  Title: Title: One who Became a Legend


  


  * Abnormal conditions don’t work well on you.


  


  * You won’t die when health is at the minimum.


  


  * Easily acknowledged.


  


  Title: ???


  


  *???


  


  ....


  


  ...


  


  Level: 545


  


  Health: 858,310/858,310 (Correction)


  


  Mana: 13,964,000/13,965,000 (Correction)


  


  Strength: 258    Stamina: 3,400


  


  Agility: 1,009    Intelligence: 15,880+5,558


  


  * In this human flesh, Braham Eshwald’s full strength can’t be drawn out. Most of his stats are sealed.]


  


  A massive amount of magic power exploded.


  


  “Mana Drain,” Braham said. Then the 53 frenzied waterfalls that were running wild as dragons, stopped in place. They lost their form and poured down like rain.


  


  “...?”


  


  The dukes, who were constantly beaten by the waterfalls, were lying on the ground in a bloody manner. The pain suddenly disappeared, and they slowly opened their eyes with wonder. Then they saw it. The arrogant war god follower was stepping back with a distorted expression.


  


  “Bah, how lame,” the Overgeared King snorted while his arms were folded.


  


  “W-What?” The dukes were stunned. Grid was overpowering the follower they couldn’t fight against. The dukes found it hard to distinguish between dreams and reality.


  


  ‘Braham!’ Grid was forcibly deprived of his physical body and cried out toward Braham. Rather, it was more like a scream. ‘Don’t overdo it! You are still weak!!’


  


  He forgot to use honorifics as he expressed his worried heart. Braham just laughed as if he liked it. “Stupid. It is only this much because I am weak.”


  


  This was the Red Sea. It was the original of the world where an infinite amount of mana gathered. Braham’s Mana Drain was like a cotton ball of infinite size. He continued to absorb mana, amplifying his strength and stimulating the fear of the follower. The follower kept shrinking back as Braham said, “Evaluate me once.”


  


  “...” The follower was naturally silent. The opponent was a true legend. Braham was different from the still unfinished Grid and Yura. He wasn’t a target to be evaluated by a mere follower.


  


  The follower wasn’t possessed by Zeratul anymore. He couldn’t stifle Braham if only part of his consciousness descended. In order to stop Braham, Zeratul had to descend directly, just as when he fooled Pagma.


  


  “Grid, I was troubled for a long time.”


  


  Braham pulled out the sword hanging from his waist.


  


  


  [The conditions of use aren’t met.]


  


  [This item can’t be equipped.]


  


  [The characteristic inherent in the body’s original owner will alleviate the wearing conditions.]


  


  The Sword Aiming at the Gods—the sword, which was able to produce an optimum efficiency, was reduced to a mere ornament in the white-haired man’s hand. Braham’s appearance was unrealistically beautiful as he raised the golden sword, making all the landscapes in the background look like a blur. Even the Gold Crown Basara, who always had her eyes closed, opened her eyes at the beauty.


  


  “Is it right to give my magic to someone stupid like you?”


  


  ‘...’


  


  “Will you be able to use my spells properly before you die?”


  


  ‘...’


  


  “I admitted it in the end. Giving my magic to you won’t help you. It is pointless.”


  


  ‘What are you saying all of a sudden?’ Grid gulped. It felt like Braham was going to take back his magic. Was this a hidden piece that would cause him damage? Putting aside the spells that hadn’t been used yet because of his low intelligence, would he be deprived of Magic Missiles and the other spells that he had been using well?


  


  Grid was filled with anxiety.


  


  “Look.” Braham took out the formula of Pagma’s Swordsmanship. He held a perfect posture that was beyond greatness. It was easy for Braham who had watched the swordsmanship beside Pagma and Grid.


  


  “I will refer to the pattern that Pagma used in each sword dance to imprint my magic formulas on the sword dances. In the future, you won’t need to use magic and swordsmanship separately. No matter how dumb you are, you can easily take advantage of my magic.”


  


  Step. Step. Braham took a few steps closer to the follower while performing a dance. Flames reminiscent of the sun flashed around him.


  


  “Don’t look down on me!” The follower noticed there was no more place he could withdraw to and flew straight forward. The person pursuing the ultimate martial arts chose to challenge Braham rather than run away. Some of the matter gathered by Braham scattered in the air as the follower shot forward like a ray of light.


  


  The power of the follower was formidable. Grid couldn’t deal with it even when armed with Valhalla. Yet Braham handled it easily. A transparent shield appeared in front of him as he finished the sword dance. He spoke to Grid, who was admiring him, “The new swordsmanship will destroy your enemies and protect your body.”


  


  Braham made a definite promise. He thrust the sword into the follower’s chest. Grid expected the follower to turn to ash. The brilliant picture of Braham defeating the enemy was naturally drawn in his mind. However, imagination and reality were very different.


  


  “...”


  


  Braham’s strength stat was only 258. It was a very weak strength that couldn’t be supplemented with items. Moreover, Braham wasn’t using Pagma’s Swordsmanship at the moment. He was just following the form.


  


  “...”


  


  “...”


  


  There was an awkward silence! The follower became more uneasy after the sword didn’t hurt him, and Braham coughed.


  


  “Haaap!” The first one to deal with the shock was the follower. He thought this was an opportunity and broke the awkward silence. Moving like a lightning bolt, he grabbed Braham’s arm. He threw Braham to the ground and was probably planning a rapid-fired bombardment, but Braham didn’t allow it. The hand of the follower holding Braham’s arm was cut off with Wind Cutter. The follower retreated with a groan. “...?!”


  


  Meanwhile, Braham threatened, “You can’t touch my body without my permission.”


  


  ‘My body?!’ Grid cried out.


  


  However, Braham ignored him. He threw his hand forward in an irritated manner and omitted the casting as he released Tornado, tearing the follower apart. Braham’s white hair slowly blackened again. He was returning the control back over to Grid.


  


  “Keep this in mind. The war god reaches to the bottom of the target’s self-esteem and then extends the hand of salvation. In the end, it is corruption rather than salvation. His pride is no different from a machine. It is worse than the empty instincts of Yatan, who only repeats the destruction of the world.”


  


  Braham had consumed a very large amount of power. He felt that he would fall into a deep sleep again.


  


  “Please don’t fall into the temptation of the war god. Don’t forget that I am with you.”


  


  ‘Braham, you...’ Grid noticed something as Braham was talking. This person was saying goodbye for a while.


  


  “I will repeat it if the war god approaches you again.”


  


  The color of his hair, skin, and eyes completely returned back to their original states. Control of the body had returned to Grid. Braham barely held onto his consciousness and finished his last word with difficulty.


  


  “...Fuck.”


  


  ‘...’


  


  [Braham’s soul is in a deep sleep.]


  


  [However, Braham will be watching you.]


  


  [The information of Great Swordsman Pagma’s Swordsmanship has been updated thanks to the compensation of the hidden piece.]


  


  [The reaction of the hidden piece has removed the possibility of Legendary Great Magician and opened the possibility of Braham’s Descendant.]


  


  [(Braham’s Favor) Great Swordsman Pagma’s Swordsmanship Lv. 1]


  


  [Increases physical attack by 40%, critical hit rate by 50%, and critical damage by 80%.


  


  * This effect is only applied when a sword type weapon is equipped.


  


  * Reduces the stride of the sword dance.


  


  * The number of fusion sword dances you can create is five.


  


  * Every time the skill level rises, the number of fusion sword dances that can be created will increase.


  


  * With this skill effect, you can only create up to four linked sword dances.


  


  ★ Whenever a sword dance is used, one of Braham’s enhanced spells will be revealed.


  


  ★ The spells that are expressed are limited to basic spells, and each sword dance has a different spell.


  


  ★ In the case of a fusion sword dance, several spells are overlapped.


  


  ★ Mana is consumed, so you can activate/deactivate it.


  


  Currently active.]


  


  “Braham...” Grid regained control of his body and grabbed his chest. The deep affection he received from Braham made him laugh and cry.




  Chapter 1028


  ‘It must be a series of pain.’


  


  Pagma had fought against an army of hundreds of thousands of demons in the Behen Archipelago on his own. He had glimpsed the essence of Hexetia and realized that his distinction between good and evil had been wrong. Then he regretted the damage he’d done to Braham. In retrospect, perhaps Pagma felt betrayed by the war god. Every time he discovered a new truth, he would’ve been in shock and pain. In the end, he would’ve felt skeptical about his own life.


  


  ‘...He is pitiful.’


  


  Braham and Pagma—they were both pitiful people. It was the same for Piaro and Asmophel. Grid thought seriously about friendship and trust.


  


  ‘I won’t betray a friend, even if I have a blade at my neck.’


  


  They were precious and hard-earned friends. He couldn’t betray them. His heart touched Braham’s sleeping soul. Feeling hopeful, Grid brought up the list of Pagma’s Swordsmanship. A new option had been added to every sword dance.


  


  [Wave Lv. 1]


  


  [★ Braham’s Shield will wrap around the caster’s body when Wave is deployed. The shield will absorb 10,000 damage + the intelligence numerical value, and the caster’s defense will increase by 300 while the shield is maintained.


  


  Mana Consumption: 500]


  


  [Restraint Lv. 1]


  


  [★ Braham’s Grease is activated when Restraint is deployed. The range of Grease is the same as Restraint and the deployment time is equal to the duration of Restraint. Since the friction coefficient of the ground in contact with Grease will disappear, the target must slip. However, this effect is limited to when the target is standing on the ground. 


  


  Mana Consumption: 2,000]


  


  [Link Lv. 1]


  


  [★Braham’s Wind Cutter will be released when Link is deployed. Wind Cutter is created between the air currents that occur with every fourth strike of Link. The damage of Wind Cutter is fixed at 5,000. Wind Cutter will cut the target with a low probability. The probability of the cut is affected by Wind Cutter’s hit rate and the target’s defense.


  


  Mana Consumption: 1,800]


  


  [Kill Lv. 1]


  


  [★Braham’s Detect Force is activated when Kill is deployed. Detect Force has the nature of chasing the target. The hit rate of Kill will increase greatly.


  


  Mana Consumption: 1,000]


  


  [Pinnacle Lv. 1]


  


  [★ Braham’s Weapon Enchant will activate when Pinnacle is deployed. The weapon’s attack power will increase by 50%. This effect will disappear with the end of the sword dance.


  


  Mana Consumption: 1,200]


  


  [Revolve Lv. 1]


  


  [★ Braham’s Shield will wrap around the caster’s body when deploying Revolve.


  


  Mana Consumption: 500]


  


  [Drop Lv. 1]


  


  [★ Braham’s Fire will be released when Drop is deployed. All targets within range of Drop will receive 3,000 damage and three seconds of burn damage.


  


  Mana Consumption: 800]


  


  [Flower Lv. 1]


  


  [★Braham’s Lightning will occur when Flower is deployed. A target hit with Flower will have a low probability of being shocked and receiving 3,000 damage. During the electric shock, their body will be paralyzed.


  


  Mana Consumption: 800]


  


  [Transcend Lv. 1]


  


  [★ Braham’s Detect Force is activated when Transcend is deployed. The hit rate of Transcend will greatly increase.


  


  Mana Consumption: 1,000]


  


  [Flower Revolve]


  


  [★ The Lightning and Shield effect will be applied.


  


  Mana Consumption: 1,300]


  


  


  [Pinnacle Kill]


  


  [★ The Weapon Enchant and Detect Force will be applied.


  


  Mana Consumption: 2,200]


  


  [Transcended Link Flower]


  


  [★ The effect of Detect Force, Wind Cutter and Lightning will be applied.


  


  Mana Consumption: 3,600]


  


  [Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle]


  


  [★The effect of Wind Cutter, Detect Force, Lightning and Weapon Enchant is applied. 


  


  Mana Consumption: 4,800


  


  * The magic spells have been greatly reduced in the process of simplifying the magic formulas.]


  


  “...”


  


  The power decreased due to simplifying the process. This was clearly stated, but Grid only felt admiration. What did it mean by having weakened spells? As a simple example, the Weapon Enchant used by common magicians improved the power of the weapon by 20%. Of course, this was based on the skill being at level 1. However, each increase in level only increased the effect by 6%. It meant the level 5 Weapon Enchant increased the weapon’s power by 50%, and the mana cost was also higher.


  


  ‘Instead, the duration is three minutes.’


  


  In any case, Grid was satisfied. It was a power gained by sheer virtue of Grid’s favor. If he wasn’t satisfied, then he would be shameless.


  


  ‘One drawback is the mana consumption...’


  


  Currently, Grid’s total mana at level 398 was less than 18,000. This was due to the second class Duke of Wisdom, which caused half his stat points to be forcibly invested in intelligence.


  


  ‘Wait?’


  


  Grid opened his status window and confirmed his second class. Since the possibility of Legendary Great Magician was removed, he thought the second class would change. The second class was still Duke of Wisdom. 


  


  ‘Duke of Wisdom is one of Braham’s powers. Duke of Wisdom was still present since the possibility of Braham’s Descendant was available. Huh? Don’t tell me?’


  


  Grid got chills. The disadvantage of the newly changed swordsmanship was the mana consumption, and this could be controlled through activation and deactivation. Additionally, the help of the Ring of Absurdity meant there would be no shortage of mana.


  


  He thought it was simple, but he was mistaken. He thought a bit deeper and found there was a fatal problem. In the future, it would be impossible for him to temper minerals with magic. Grid had been hitting minerals with Magic Missile instead of the hammer depending on the situation. In the future, he wouldn’t be able to use the spells, and this would weaken his blacksmithing skills as a result.


  


  ‘Ah, this isn’t good.’


  


  ...No, was it really bad? 


  


  The frustrated Grid looked back at the results of the hidden piece. Was there any phrase that said the spells he previously used would be deleted?


  


  ‘There is nothing.’


  


  Grid’s complexion improved as he called up the list of available spells. Then...


  


  ....


  


  [Magic Missile]


  


  [Alarm]


  


  ....


  


  The previous spells that Grid favored were still in place.


  


  ‘Indeed. The genius Braham wouldn’t have overlooked this.’


  


  Good. There were no problems with the hidden piece he obtained this time. Once again, Grid was filled with joy. He clenched his fists in a delighted manner. Grid wanted to run around and cheer, but then he would lose his dignity in front of the dukes and the imperial knights. He tried to calm and soothe his excited mind.


  


  “E-Excuse me. Overgeared King...?” The dukes approached him. Their recovery speed was extremely fast, and most of their wounds were restored. Despite this, their expressions weren’t good. They looked half insane. They spoke with great care.


  


  “Were you hiding your power?” Duke Morse asked with a polite attitude, speaking with honorifics. He normally lacked manners and was a bit of a rogue compared to the other dukes. Now he was so polite that Grid was embarrassed. Still, it was only for a moment. Grid didn’t miss this opportunity.


  


  “I didn’t have to hide it. You were so strong that I didn’t have to reveal it.”


  


  Could he be this strong? Yes... No, Braham helped. However, they were nobles of an enemy nation, and he couldn’t confess honestly. Grid decided to take advantage of the dukes’ misunderstanding, and the method worked properly.


  


  “You are the best blacksmith of this age, a swordsman, and also someone who deals with magic... It is very respectable.” This came from Beast King Morse. He had a strong and rowdy temperament but he was polite to people he acknowledged. It was because he deeply appreciated and respected the strong.


  


  The knights of the empire were buzzing. This was natural. It was hard to remain calm when a duke of the empire was technically wagging his tail in front of the enemy king, Grid. In fact, it was almost treason. Even so, Grenhal and Basara didn’t rebuke Morse’s attitude. As they watched Grid, their shining eyes were similar to Morse’s. In particular, Basara’s face was red.


  


  “Do you usually hide your beauty on purpose?”


  


  “...?”


  


  “I understand. There must be many flies buzzing around you because of your beauty. You had to disguise yourself as if you are ugly.”


  


  “...”


  


  Wasn’t he handsome? Grid had an aggrieved expression on his face as he glanced at Yura, who avoided his gaze. Although Grid was clearly handsome, he was merely a squid when compared to Braham. The comparison was too bad. The heartbroken Grid had a gloomy expression.


  


  “I really appreciate it.” Grenhal bowed deeply in place of the half-insane Morse and Basara. “Thanks to your help, the three of us were able to preserve our lives. Additionally, the 300 knights and 5,000 soldiers could be safe. Your Majesty is a benefactor of the Saharan Empire.”


  


  Grid himself... No, he realized how big a deal it was that Braham had saved the dukes. Grid had saved the lives of three of the Seven Dukes who supported the empire, and as a result, he was now a benefactor of the empire. They were the dukes, and the empire couldn’t turn away.


  


  “Just a few days ago, Your Majesty’s kingdom was one-sidedly invaded by the empire. Yet you saved us with a generous heart and reached out to the empire first. A small person like me doesn’t dare to judge your scale.”


  


  The atmosphere of the imperial knights softened. They had been puzzled by Morse’s attitude a moment ago, but now they bowed deeply to Grid.


  


  “Once again, I am deeply grateful. I swear by the name of Grenhal, the empire will never forget the grace of today.”


  


  Following Grenhal’s oath...


  


  “Thank you, Your Majesty!”


  


  “Thank you, Your Majesty!”


  


  The 300 knights shouted. Morse and Basara were also courteous.


  


  “...”


  


  It was a scene where the king of a small country was praised by the dukes and knights of the great empire. This was a scene that would go down in history. If news of this were leaked outside, the world would be dominated with news of Grid rather than Great Demon Berith, and Grid’s reputation would be many times greater than before.


  


  ‘He is on a different dimension.’


  


  Lauel, the 10 meritorious retainers, Hurent, and Skunk got goose bumps. In particular, Hurent and Skunk didn’t know about Braham, so their shock was huge. They thought all of these situations were created by Grid. 




  Chapter 1029


  [Affinity with Duke ‘Grenhal’ of the Saharan Empire has reached 50. Grenhal is willing to dine with you at any time.]


  


  [Affinity with Duke ‘Morse’ of the Saharan Empire has reached 30. Morse will respond to your light jokes with a smile.]


  


  [Affinity with Duke ‘Basara’ of the Saharan Empire has reached 62. Basara will positively review whatever you ask for.]


  


  “...” Grid felt refreshed as he was surrounded by the dukes and knights of the empire. Those who didn’t even look at him a few years ago were now giving him goodwill and praise. This was an unreal situation for Grid. It was a rewarding feeling that was hard to describe in words.


  


  He trembled with happiness. Then he suddenly felt doubts. ‘Why does Basara have the highest affinity?’


  


  Grid talked a lot with Grenhal, head of the Seven Dukes. There was even the dexterity effect that he couldn’t suppress during the handshake. Additionally, affinity with Grenhal had increased exponentially after saving his life. However, Grid didn’t understand why Basara’s affinity was so elevated. She seemed to maintain a clear distinction between public and private matters and was somewhat indifferent, so he hadn’t shared many words with her.


  


  ‘I don’t understand...’


  


  Then Grid turned his head to the waterfall. The 52 waterfalls lost their momentum and fell like streams in the aftermath of their mana being taken away by Braham. Beneath them was the war god follower. A follower who had mastered 10 secret techniques—he was a little weaker than the yangban, Garam.


  


  Still, an enemy who could be described as powerful was now half-dead. His trembling legs were torn, just hanging by the skin, while his left arm and ears were cut off altogether. Blood was flowing down from his neck. He looked shabby compared to the dignified appearance he’d had when he overwhelmed the dukes and the 10 meritorious retainers just a short moment ago.


  


  ‘I better finish it quickly.’


  


  The remaining health of the war god follower was less than 10%. There was very little chance of him exerting his original ability because his physical condition was unstable.


  


  “Get up.”


  


  “Yes, Your Majesty.”


  


  Step.


  


  Grid ordered the knights and started to take steps. He wanted to deal a final blow to the followers as he was afraid the war god might descend again while Braham was asleep. More than anything else...


  


  ‘He is mine!’


  


  He had to worry that the dukes might kill the follower.


  


  Step. Step.


  


  Grid’s eyes were blazing with greed as he gradually narrowed the distance to the follower. He dreamed of a ‘perfect secret technique’ while looking forward to how much experience killing the follower would give him. The followers occasionally dropped fragments of the secret techniques that were damaged and had no value as skillbooks. Grid narrowed the distance to the follower and performed a sword dance. “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  


  He felt the sword energy and mana exit his body at almost the same time. Blue energy formed around the Sword Aiming at the Gods, and four types of spells appeared simultaneously. It was the precursor of Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle.


  


  [Swordsmanship and magic have achieved unity!]


  


  A notification window appeared in Grid’s field of view as he aimed at the follower taking a defensive posture with only one arm.


  


  [The world calls you a magic swordsman.]


  


  [A new class will be given to you to define you.]


  


  [The third class ‘Magic Swordsman of the Epics’ has been acquired.] (TL: Epics = epic poetry)


  


  Ttiring~


  


  [Magic Swordsman of the Epics]


  


  [Rating: Legendary (Growth)


  


  A magic swordsman who was born after inheriting Pagma’s power and Braham’s blessing—his epic will begin with a legend and end with a myth.]


  


  [The class effect of Magic Swordsman of the Epics has permanently increased sword energy and mana by 20%.]


  


  [The class effect of Magic Swordsman of the Epics has integrated magic and swordsmanship and permanently reduced the cooldown of all skills by 10%.]


  


  [The class effect of Magic Swordsman of the Epics has permanently increased the strength and intelligence stat by 100 points.]


  


  [The class effect of Magic Swordsman of the Epics means you will gain two additional stat points with every future level up. The additional stat points will be automatically invested in strength.]


  


  [There will be more beneficial effects if the Magic Swordsman of the Epics class grows to the myth rating.]


  


  [Your status has risen sharply. You are a special being. The special passive ‘Origin True Energy’ has been created due to the status increase.]


  


  [★Origin True Energy ★


  


  Possessed: 3


  


  You can consume one Origin True Energy to double a specific stat. The duration is one minute.


  


  If you consume all the Origin True Energy, all your stats will be permanently reduced by two times.


  


  * The consumed Origin True Energy is impossible to be recovered.]


  


  “...!”


  


  Origin True Energy—Grid knew about this concept a long time ago. It was the reason why Mercedes’s hair turned white. In order to deal with the cave cricket, she had pulled out the Origin True Energy. She had been unable to cope with the aftermath and aged partially, losing her beautiful blue hair. Grid was filled with guilt when he was reminded of Mercedes. He bit his lips and shook off his thoughts.


  


  ‘I won’t use this even if I’m dying.’


  


  This energy could only be used three times. If he used it three times, all his stats would be permanently halved. It was a nuisance. He was afraid to touch it. 


  


  Enchant Weapon, Detect Force, Lightning, and Wind Cutter... Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle combined with magic started to hit the follower. The follower resisted Grid by using a counterattack martial arts, but it was an unreasonable feat with only one arm. Grid continued to use the sword dances like Transcended Link Flower and Pinnacle Kill.


  


  “Kuek...! Cough!” The follower lost all his health. Then he said something as he collapsed in a pile of blood, “Thank... you.”


  


  


  “...!” It was so unexpected that Grid unconsciously backed away. Thinking about it, all the followers he’d met so far had been monsters who respawned in the same spot.


  


  “My name is Merlin... I abandoned everything and trained for 50 years while pursuing the path the war god showed me...” The follower who had mastered 10 secret techniques was able to talk. “...I couldn’t see the end and was blinded by despair. Now it is finally over. I... welcome... the rest.” 


  


  He wasn’t a monster and was instead closer to an NPC. The follower called Merlin started to turn to gray ash. Grid gritted his teeth. Rather than rejoice in getting a new class, he felt great anger at War God Zeratul. He was raging because he saw Pagma’s image in Merlin.


  


  ‘How many people has he destroyed?’


  


  Countless people must have suffered like Pagma and Braham. It was terrible. The moment Grid thought this...


  


  [War God Zeratul is looking at you.]


  


  -Are you baring your teeth at me?


  


  The voice in Grid’s mind seemed emotionless. It didn’t show any displeasure or bitterness toward Grid. This was natural as War God Zeratul was an arrogant existence. He didn’t react seriously just because a mere mortal showed hostility toward him. Grid’s expression became even more terribly distorted. The war god’s leisurely behavior was hateful. A curse was already eating at Grid. It was a curse resulting from the killing of the war god follower.


  


  [You feel an uncontrollable anger!]


  


  [You want to release your anger!]


  


  [It is impossible to distinguish between enemies and allies!]


  


  “Kuek...!” Grid’s vision turned red, and he spun around heavily. Grid was confused by the changes in the position of the sky and the ground, and he floundered. By the time he barely managed to regain his mind, the area around Grid was crawling with followers. There were more than 300 of them. The dukes, the knights, and his precious companions were gone without a trace.


  


  “These jerks...!”


  


  They dared to hurt his colleagues...? Then it happened when the bloody Grid was about to start a sword dance.


  


  -Calm down.


  


  [The blacksmith god Hexetia is keeping you in control.]


  


  “Grid...! Grid! Wake up!”


  


  “Ah...” Grid’s red and spinning vision was restored to normal. The hundreds of followers surrounding Grid were gone, and there were his companions, the dukes, and the knights.


  


  ‘Don’t tell me...’


  


  ...The followers he just saw were actually them? He was about to hurt them with his own hands...? The god’s curse—a chill went down Grid’s spine as he grasped how terrifying the weight of this punishment was. His shoulders shook with fright.


  


  “What is it? Did you see a ghost?”


  


  Yura, Jishuka, and his other colleagues supported him. They didn’t say many words and just watched Grid with warm eyes. This alone was a great strength for Grid.


  


  “It wasn’t a ghost. I saw a monster.” Grid smiled and checked his condition. He calmly controlled the emotions that had run wild because of the unknown curse. Grid had gained a huge 20% increase in experience in exchange for killing the follower who had mastered 10 secret techniques. However, he still didn’t get a perfect secret technique. Only a damaged version entered his inventory.


  


  ‘Is this the right reward?’


  


  Without hesitation, Grid left the place where the follower had died and headed to the back of the waterfall. It was the place the follower had been guarding. Skunk guessed that treasure was likely to be hidden in this place. Once they entered, they found it was covered with murals. The mysterious and dreamlike murals, similar to those in Buddhism, covered the walls and simultaneously stimulated primitive fears.


  


  “I need a long time to interpret it,” Skunk muttered when he saw the scale of the murals. He didn’t seem to expect an answer, but based on his sparkling eyes, he was obviously very pleased with what he saw. Skunk was looking forward to the story that would be told every time he unraveled a mural. Grid thought about it and used his insight stat to look around carefully. Then he found the entrance to a small cave.


  


  “I will enter first.” Faker stopped Grid who was about to enter the cave and moved forward carefully. He used the assassin’s ability to detect traps. Then he signaled to the party once he determined it was safe. The cave was around 100 meters deep and wasn’t too big.


  


  “This is...”


  


  They reached the end of the cave and saw a large mural. Humans as small as ants were bowing toward the sky. It wasn’t clear what existence they were worshipping. There was only a red radiance in the sky. It wasn’t the sun. The radiance was more brilliant and larger than the sun.


  


  “Due to the nature of this place, it must be the symbol of the warriors.” Skunk approached the mural. He took a closer look and cocked his head. “Still, the image of worshipping the god is a bit strange. Normally the humans depicted in these sorts of paintings would have longing or joyous expressions, but the humans in this painting are screaming.”


  


  At this moment, the cave started to shake and the ground surged. The bulging ground took the form of an altar with an old box on it.


  


  [Secret Technique Box]


  


  “It is also locked...” Skunk didn’t finish saying that they had to find a key. It was because Grid pulled out the master key and opened the lock.


  


  ‘A scam.’ Skunk clicked his tongue.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  Simultaneously, at the waterfront of the ruins...


  


  “We’ve finally arrived.”


  


  An imperial ship anchored itself. It had taken two times as long than expected to get here, but the reinforcements finally arrived.


  


  “This...?” Drunk Duke Diworth jumped from the ship and laughed when he saw the ship flying the flag of the Overgeared Kingdom. “The war will continue here.”


  


  Diworth had the previous track record of missing the enemy king right in front of his nose. It was the shame of his long life and a mistake he had to make up for.


  


  “Just wait, Overgeared King. This time I’ll cut off your head.”


  


  Please note that Diworth’s power was one level inferior to that of Grenhal, Morse, and Basara.




  Chapter 1030


  At the S.A Group’s headquarters...


  


  Tok. Someone ate a chicken leg that had been leftover.


  


  Tutok. Someone else hadn’t bitten the chicken wing yet.


  


  “...” It dropped from their hands. Their souls were lost in the aftermath of the first player to obtain a third class.


  


  “...Ah.” Director Yoon Sangmin belatedly recovered his spirit and looked at the scattered pieces of chicken on the table. It was fortunate, really fortunate. He dropped the chicken breast. The relieved Yoon Sangmin gulped down bottled water instead of beer. He wiped the spicy sauce on his mouth and said, “I thought the first one to obtain the third class would be Agnus, but there was a reversal.”


  


  In fact, the concept of ‘first’ wasn’t very important. There were no benefits from being the first to get a third class. Instead, honor followed. There were currently 1,311 people with a second class. Among them, there was only one person with the title of ‘First to Obtain a Second Class’, and it belonged to Huroi.


  


  This was something that couldn’t be taken away—an eternal record. It was impossible to predict how great Grid’s pride would be after surpassing two billion competitors. Moreover, the point to note was that Grid had obtained a class that directly indicated the possibility of a myth rated class.


  


  [Someone unknown has received a third class for the first time.]


  


  [His epic will begin with a legend and end with a myth.]


  


  On the monitor, this world message emerged. The people who noticed this would surely recognize the existence of myth rated classes. Huge ramifications were expected.


  


  “...The reaction of the person involved is really calm.”


  


  Grid didn’t show great joy. No, to be accurate, he didn’t show any reactions. Grid had to focus on the battle with the follower and then he had to overcome the war god’s curse. The employees in this place watched Grid and forgot to eat chicken. They wanted to see Grid rejoicing over finishing everything in order for them to wrap up the day with a warm heart. It was a type of surrogate satisfaction. The employees were aware of Grid’s past and wanted to support him. 


  


  However, Grid didn’t show any reaction until he reached the Secret Technique Box in the waterfall. Some employees questioned the smaller-than-expected response. “Is it possible to be so casual after getting a growth type legendary class?”


  


  “Why not?”


  


  The number of achievements Grid had built over the years was too numerous to count. He was the first to acquire a legendary class and the first to produce the first legendary items. He also became the first king by establishing the Overgeared Kingdom and was the hero who saved the Eternal Kingdom.


  


  The one who won the most gold medals in the National Competition, the Hero King who cleansed the Behen Archipelago, the man who inherited some of the power of the legend Braham and the Undefeated King, and so on—Grid had a number of unique titles. He was also the person who made diplomacy with the Saharan Empire possible and the person who went to Asgard to challenge a god.


  


  Grid’s feats were so great that even a mediocre player would become a world star or high ranker with just one of them. Even so, Grid’s current achievement was particularly exceptional. It was normal to show a reaction of joy. Thus, the employees were confused when Grid didn’t have a significant reaction.


  


  “Is there less joy because it is an opportunity gained through sheer coincidence and luck?”


  


  They weren’t being sarcastic. The employees really thought like this. Agnus was scheduled to get the third class Demon World Noble in the next few months. The result was purely due to his efforts. Then what about the Magic Swordsman of the Epics that Grid obtained this time? 


  


  It was the result of coincidences and luck overlapping. What if Skunk hadn’t found the Ruins of the War God? If Grid hadn’t stepped into the ruins, Braham wouldn’t have woken up and the third class would still be a distant concept for Grid.


  


  However, not all the executives thought the same.


  


  “It is due to coincidence and luck that Grid could reach the Ruins of the War God...? Not at all.”


  


  “Right. It was possible because Grid gained the sea route by planting Huroi in enemy territory in advance.”


  


  “Katz’ financial resources were also a great help.”


  


  “Didn’t Grid lay the foundation by creating the master key and building affinity with Braham to the maximum? It is purely a result of his ability that Grid obtained the third class.


  


  “Right. A person who isn’t prepared can’t catch up no matter the coincidences and luck.”


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  That’s right, it happened again. Perhaps it was due to the alcohol. The small number of people who regarded Grid’s achievement as a result of luck and coincidences belatedly reflected and fell silent. They apologized to Grid in their heart. The S.A. Group’s executive meeting room—it became a place for Grid’s fan meetings. 


  


  Chairman Lim Cheolho was sweating. ‘These people, have you finished all your work?’


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  The Overgeared members and the dukes broke through the jungle and killed the follower who had learned 10 secret techniques. These accomplishments were already great. It was natural that a reasonable compensation would be given.


  


  [Secret Technique Box]


  


  [Contains a secret technique of War God Zeratul.]


  


  The second technique of the war god... 


  


  It was the ultimate skill book. Grid’s expression brightened when he received it.


  


  The truth of the world... He was relaxed despite the reminder that Satisfy’s final boss might not be Evil God Yatan.


  


  ‘Yes, what does it matter if Goddess Rebecca is the final boss? In the first place, a player can’t fight against dragons.’


  


  The final boss of this world wasn’t a problem for players to worry about. It would be dealt with by an entity other than players. There was no need to worry or fear that his people and family might be harmed by the true darkness of the world.


  


  ‘Let’s just enjoy it for now.’


  


  Just in case, he would try to be even stronger. Grid controlled his mind and opened the lock using the master key. However, he didn’t open the box urgently. There was a part he had to make clear before opening the Secret Technique Box. Grid spoke to the dukes in a voice that maximized his dignity stat, “I think I have the right to obtain this. What are your thoughts?”


  


  The knights were agitated. This was despite the fact that Grid had played the main role in breaking through the jungle and overcoming the follower who had mastered 10 secret techniques. Even if Grid wasn’t present, the dukes would have eventually reached this point. It would’ve just taken much more time and caused a bigger loss in power. Additionally, the achievements the dukes had achieved while breaking through the jungle were considerable. After all, the dukes had fought the followers more than anyone else.


  


  The secret technique of the war god... Honestly, it was impossible to concede to Grid a mythical treasure that might be kept in the imperial treasury.


  


  ...This was what the knights thought.


  


  “Of course, it belongs to Your Majesty.”


  


  “If it wasn’t for Your Majesty, we wouldn’t be alive now. We don’t have the right to covet the secret technique.”


  


  Meanwhile, Immortal King Grenha and Gold Crown Basara showed a polite attitude that respected Grid’s position.


  


  “Hmm, our achievements aren’t small... His Majesty the Emperor might be angry if he finds out later. But well... the Overgeared King’s merit is the biggest. We will aim for a greater achievement and gain the next reward...” Beast King Morse muttered to himself in a somewhat unwilling manner, but he didn’t raise any objections.


  


  Putting aside his position and thoughts, Grid was clearly qualified to be the owner of the secret technique.


  


  “Thank you for the concession.”


  


  It wasn’t a concession. He had the right to take it. Yet Grid outwardly thanked the dukes, and this raised their pride greatly. Thanks to Grid’s care, the dukes’ affinity increased by one.


  


  Then Grid turned to his colleagues. The Overgeared members were more curious about the world message that had just appeared in front of them.


  


  “I’ll tell you the detailed story later. Let’s check the contents of the Secret Technique Box and decide on the owner.”


  


  There were at least hundreds of secret techniques. It was reasonable considering the number of techniques known by the followers they had met so far had reached 100. If the secret technique regarded the spear, then he would give it to Pon. If it regarded the shield, then he would give it to Vantner. Grid thought about how to share the secret techniques. He had no intention of monopolizing the secret technique. Rather, he wanted to use this opportunity to make up for some of the damage his colleagues suffered fighting the empire on his behalf.


  


  “That is the right idea,” Lauel agreed with Grid, so the reluctant looking 10 meritorious retainers were forced to nod. They also had to become stronger. If they didn’t become stronger, they would only grab at Grid’s ankles.


  


  ‘I can’t be indebted to him forever. I have to become stronger and pay him back several times in the future,’ the 10 meritorious retainers pledged.


  


  ‘A truly great person.’ Hurent and Skunk were greatly surprised. This was a situation where the secret technique belonged to Grid, yet he declared that he would share it fairly with his colleagues. A normal guild master wouldn’t be able to do this easily. The most important thing about running an organization was the people, but most leaders were blinded by the benefits in front of them.


  


  ‘An excellent leader.’


  


  Wouldn’t it be good to join Overgeared as Lauel recommended? Skunk thought that he could recommend Grid to his colleagues. The moment Skunk thought this, Grid finally opened the box. A light emerged from the box. All types of bright colors crossed sequentially and exploded. It was a gorgeous appearance that amplified the anticipation of the Overgeared members, Skunk, and the dukes. 


  


  There was a bright smile on Grid’s face.


  


  ‘This is a random draw?’


  


  It was clear from the fact that the different colors continued to cross each other. The Secret Technique Box was a drawing system. The secret technique was determined by sheer luck. There were many types of secret techniques, each with a different value and rating. It was natural for a drawing system to be adopted.


  


  


  ‘I am lucky!’


  


  Grid had the good luck stat. He was different from the past. The goddess of luck was on his side.


  


  ‘I will receive the highest grade secret technique!’


  


  Grid’s confidence and anticipation were heightened.


  


  Ttiring~


  


  The light bursting from the box calmed down, and the contents of the box revealed itself.


  


  [The secret technique Light Footwork Technique: Empty Approach Path has been acquired!]


  


  [Light Footwork Technique: Empty Approach Path]


  


  [Category: Skill Book 


  


  Rating: Legendary


  


  A legendary rated light footwork technique that allows you to walk in the sky.


  


  Learning Conditions: 8,000 agility.]


  


  “...”


  


  “...”


  


  The Overgeared members’ faces turned to the color of poop when they confirmed the contents. They saw the learning conditions and understood the follower’s lament about ‘not seeing the end of the path.’ Even so, Grid’s expression was bright.


  


  [The acquisition of the secret technique has activated the Secret Technique Mixture system.]


  


  [You can get a new technique by combining 10 damaged fragments and one complete secret technique book.]


  


  [However, you can only get the same type of secret technique, and the rating of the secret technique might be lowered.] 


  


  “So, if we synthesize them together, a Light Footwork Technique is all that can be obtained?” Grid asked after informing his colleagues about the Secret Technique Mixture system.


  


  Lauel nodded. “It seems so.”


  


  “Currently, isn’t it better to lower the rating by combining them?”


  


  "Of course. Now we know why the followers have been dropping damaged books.


  


  8,000 agility was tough for players to achieve. It might be possible, but it was unknown how many years it would take. In that case, it was better to have a lower rating if the learning condition of the secret technique was lowered. Grid was resolved and pulled out the damaged books from his inventory. He had nearly 50 fragments.


  


  [Attempting the secret techniques synthesis!]


  


  [The secret technique Light Footwork Technique: Walk on Snow with No Traces has been acquired as a result of the synthesis!]


  


  [Light Footwork Technique: Walk on Snow with No Traces]


  


  [Rating: Legendary


  


  It is light and agile enough not to leave any footprints in the snow.


  


  Learning Conditions: 6,000 agility.]


  


  “...The person who is a piece of turd, raise your hand.”


  


  In the end...


  


  [The secret technique Light Footwork Technique: Fly on Top of Grass has been acquired as a result of the synthesis!]


  


  It happened after exactly nine attempts. Grid and the Overgeared members invested all the secret technique fragments they had accumulated.


  


  [Fly on Top of Grass]


  


  [Rating: Epic


  


  A Light Footwork Technique that can run on grass.


  


  Learning Conditions: 3,000 agility.]


  


  The party was able to get their hands on a normal rated technique, and Faker became its owner. The explanation of the secret technique might be simple, but the effect was different.


  


  [All speeds have increased by 20%.]


  


  [Movement speed is twice as fast in forests or on grassland.]


  


  “Wow...”


  


  It was a big jackpot. The party members’ desire for secret techniques grew stronger.




  Chapter 1031


  Ranked players had exceptional talent, passion, effort, and perseverance. They were highly proud of their own accomplishments. Faker was the same. If he were the best among two billion players, then at least he could feel proud that he didn’t shame his grandfather.


  


  It’s just that this changed with one person. This story changed in front of Grid.


  


  “You should’ve learned this.”


  


  Faker acquired Fly on Top of Grass through Grid, and he felt truly indignant. The effect of Fly on Top of Grass was much greater than expected. Faker judged that Grid should’ve learned the skill, not him. He blamed himself for failing to refuse Grid’s goodwill. Even Faker, who had the reputation of ‘not losing in PvP’, was modest in front of Grid.


  


  Grid sighed. “No? It is great that you learned this.”


  


  He was serious. The effect of a 20% increase in all speeds would be a great help to Grid, but Grid already used buffs to maximize his speed. If he recalled the ‘world that he saw through a transcendent gaze’, this speed was probably the maximum possible for him right now... Still, it was doubtful.


  


  In any case, Grid didn’t regret giving Faker the secret technique. The main reason was the effect of movement speed doubling in forests or on grassland. Unlike Grid, Faker had to collect a lot of information across the continent. He had always felt sorry for Faker, who sacrificed his time by crossing the continent several times a month. Now Grid was happy that he could reduce Faker’s burden. Moreover, Grid was far more dependent on Faker than other people thought.


  


  ‘Faker must continue to grow stronger.’


  


  Grid often sparred with his colleagues. He had sparred more than 500 times over the years and had experienced the crisis of losing his immortality dozens of times. The one who caused the most trouble to Grid was Faker. In the past, Faker’s ability to kill a single guild alone was already unrivaled in the Overgeared Guild, and he had grown steadily since then. Grid thought that if there was a colleague who would go beyond him one day, it would be Faker.


  


  In fact, the war god had pointed to Faker. The war god expressed that Faker was only just becoming stronger. Unlike Grid who had to break through his limits to become stronger in the future, Faker would grow stronger quicker and more easily. Grid wished for that day to come. He hoped that Faker would replace him in his frequent absences. 


  


  ‘Additionally, if...’


  


  If he failed to overcome the limits of being Pagma's Descendant... If he lost his top spot to Kraugel and the Overgeared Kingdom was in danger...


  


  ‘At that time, Faker must become the best and support everyone.’


  


  Grid entrusted this wish to Faker. It was why he gave Fly on Top of Grass to Faker despite being able to learn it himself. Of course, this trust wasn’t confined to Faker. All the colleagues here had Grid’s trust and expectations. It was for their sake.


  


  “The imperial soldiers and the Skunk Expedition Group have arrived.”


  


  “Um, yes.”


  


  Grid was prepared to secure all the secret techniques in this historical site. There was a limit to being alone, no matter how strong a person was. People had to be strong together to respond to crises and valuables. Grid listened to Lauel’s report and watched the faces of his peers and the dukes who were waiting for him outside the barracks.


  


  Duke Grenhal approached and told him, “I have instructed the soldiers to build a new camp here. We will challenge the next gateway while the Skunk Expedition Group will remain here and study the murals.”


  


  “Okay. Let’s start straight away.”


  


  Grid took the lead, and the dukes followed behind him. The dukes followed Grid naturally now.


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  After passing the 53 waterfalls, they reached the end of the valley and saw a long river and a mountain in the distance. It was only around 1,000 meters above sea level and wasn’t very high. The unusual thing was that the mountain didn’t have a single blade of grass on it. It was literally a barren mountain with gray rock.


  


  The sharp peak was covered with a thick fog, making it impossible for even Jishuka to see what was on there. It was too dark.


  


  “Something is ominous...” Hurent muttered with a rapidly darkening complexion. There would obviously be a greater trial waiting there. At present, Hurent’s ability was only enough to hunt one follower. He honestly thought it was meaningless for him to join this march. 


  


  Of course, hunting in these ruins would be impossible if Hurent was on an expedition by himself. However, he wasn’t alone right now. They passed by the river and started climbing the rocks.


  


  “What are these secret techniques?”


  


  The followers constantly challenged them.


  


  “I’m coming out! They are my prey!”


  


  The Overgeared members became accustomed to the followers and hunted the followers with shining eyes. The thorough cooperation bypassed the followers’ attacks and counterattacks and turned them to ashes. No matter how strong the followers were, they were still classified as normal monsters and forced to be helpless in front of the high rankers. Thanks to this, Hurent didn’t feel much fatigue and was pleased to see his accumulated damage and experience.


  


  ‘This is a true party play.’


  


  


  Hurent had little experience teaming up with talented players. It was hard for him to meet a person stronger than himself, so he had felt that team play was painful and that he was more comfortable alone. Now, that was beginning to change. He knew he could pursue a much more efficient hunting method by working together instead of being alone and that he could grow stronger more quickly this way. Hurent felt thrilled by the cooperation with powerful people. The thrill of the hunt, which he had forgotten after many years of working in the fields, gave him great pleasure.


  


  ‘Shit. I can't go back to the old days.’


  


  It was interesting. The more primal pleasure that was pursued in games was dominating Hurent’s mind and body. Hurent sensed it. After being absorbed in this feeling, he would never be able to leave the Overgeared Guild. In fact, he would like to continue with them in the future.


  


  There was one decisive cause for this. Grid’s presence at the forefront made it easier for his colleagues to hunt. One strong person made hunting several times faster and safer. That’s right. In fact, Hurent was experiencing a bus. Moreover, it was a Grid bus. He couldn’t help being attracted to the pleasure of the bus that resembled farming with Piaro.


  


  [You have found a War God Temple!]


  


  It was hard to find. The group easily climbed the rocks and soon reached the top of the mountain where they found a temple surrounded by dense fog. It was an old and shabby temple. Would this place be guarded by a follower who had learned 10 secret techniques?


  


  The tense Grid, dukes, and Overgeared members held their breaths for a moment. They observed the surroundings without getting close to the temple. Then someone’s voice rang out, “I was wondering who else could’ve reached this place.”


  


  Step. Step. Step. Hundreds of footsteps came closer. The party members looked toward the entrance of the temple. Familiar faces were seen. Zhang Jian, Liao Wei, Mei Xiao, and so on—they were Chinese rankers who played a major role in the National Competition in the past. There were around 200 people in total, and among them, there was a person with a deep relationship with the Overgeared Guild.


  


  “The Overgeared Guild. It wouldn’t be strange if you reached here this quickly.”


  


  It was China’s strongest person. All the gathered rankers acknowledged him. The first player to become a half draconian—it was Hao. 


  


  China was a country where the Communist Party’s judgments and orders were given priority over individual rights. Once the Ruins of the War God emerged, the Chinese government gave orders to all Chinese rankers, including Hao. They were directed to immediately depart for the Ruins of the War God and secure as much of the war god’s power as possible.


  


  China’s greatest strength was its population. There were many Chinese players in each field. Hao’s party took some time, but they succeeded in securing the route to the Ruins of the War God. By the time they arrived at the ruins, that was when Grid’s party was tied up in the valley for a few days. Since the jungle traps had already been cleared, the party had no difficulty overcoming the jungle and came to the temple without passing through the valley. They were able to arrive at the temple ahead of the Overgeared members.


  


  “Grid, I’m sorry, but you’ll have to step back here,” Hao stated with a somber expression.


  


  The Chinese rankers, apart from his sister Mei Xiao, had already pulled out their weapons and were pointing them at the Overgeared members. Hao sighed and explained the situation, “The leader became interested after the National Competition. It is rumored that he is angry about the fact that China didn’t take first place in the National Competition. This is the result. We have to secure the secret techniques and become stronger. We have to make good progress for next year’s National Competition. This might be a shameless favor, but I hope you will yield it to us.”


  


  Originally, Hao had a bad relationship with them. He was once the enemy of the Overgeared members. In the process of several repeated fights, Hao acknowledged Grid’s abilities and became favorable to Grid and the Overgeared Guild. He then went to South Korea to give Grid news about Kraugel.


  


  It was painful. Hao didn’t want to block Grid and the Overgeared Guild for ridiculous reasons, but he couldn’t step back. Foreigners living in a modern society might not understand, but the command of the Communist Party in China was absolute.


  


  “I roughly understand the situation...” Grid made an embarrassed expression, but before he could say anything—


  


  “Do you dare to stand in front of our way?” Beast King Morse interrupted. One of the empire’s Seven Dukes jumped into the Chinese rankers’ midst on the saber tiger. (TL: changed it to saber tiger from the previous name)


  


  “Who is that?”


  


  “Is this Grid’s new subordinate?”


  


  The Chinese rankers didn’t recognize Morse’s identity. The empire’s dukes were famous, but they never dreamed the dukes would be with Grid. It was natural. Just a few days ago, a great war was being fought between the Overgeared Kingdom and the empire. Grid and the empire’s dukes became companions? The man with Grid was a duke of the empire...?


  


  A person with a normal mindset wouldn’t have these thoughts. Morse’s power was accompanied by thunder-like explosions. He ignored the counterattacks of the Chinese rankers and punched them, causing dozens of Chinese rankers to be swept away by the explosion.


  


  “...?”


  


  “...”


  


  Grid was sorry for the Chinese rankers who were stunned by the incredible destructive power. An awkward silence filled the area. Morse shouted, “It is a sin to stand in the way of a duke of the empire and king of the Overgeared Kingdom! I, Beast King Morse, will punish you!”


  


  “Ah, no, what? What is this?” The Chinese rankers paled as they doubted their ears.


  


  ‘It is really great.’ A delighted smile spread across Hao’s face.




  Chapter 1032


  They were many players who opposed the Saharan Empire. No, most players would feel negatively toward the Saharan Empire. How many modern people could be sympathetic to the image of the empire that discriminated and repressed other species and cultures, calling themselves the only right answer? There might be many players who joined the empire to enjoy their infrastructure, but it was hard to find those who devoted themselves to the empire.


  


  There was just one strange thing. The poisonous Chinese players often favored the Saharan Empire. The empire couldn’t be seen negatively because the appearance of the Saharan Empire wasn’t that different from China’s, who put pressure on the surrounding countries. In their eyes, the ideals of the empire were worthy and the attitude of the empire was natural. Rather, they thought the empire was intrepid.


  


  Of course, not all Chinese were the same, but it was true that many Chinese supported the empire by describing the Saharan Empire as Satisfy’s China. The same was true for the Chinese rankers gathered here now. For them, the empire was another version of China, and the nobles of the empire who exerted ‘appropriate authority’ were the objects of envy. The dukes were the best among the empire’s nobles.


  


  “Why Grid...”


  


  Yet they were defending Grid, the king of a small nation. No, it wasn’t just at the level of defending.


  


  “Your Majesty, you must be very upset that these puny bastards pointed their weapons at you. Govern your heart. We will take care of them.”


  


  Unlike the saber tiger that easily climbed the rocks, the two-headed hippo barely managed to climb the mountain because of its lack of agility. Duke Grenhal descended from it with rough breathing and treated Grid like a superior. His attitude made it out like Grid was the emperor.


  


  “What? What the hell is this?”


  


  It was true that Grid dominated among the players, but he was normal when compared to NPCs. Additionally, academic circles stated that the Seven Dukes of the empire were some of the most powerful people on the West Continent. Compared to the Seven Dukes, Grid was lacking in every aspect. Moreover, not long ago, the Overgeared Kingdom was fighting against the empire. Grid’s knight had even killed Sky King Rigal. The relationship between the empire and Grid could never be good. It was normal for the Seven Dukes to be hostile or to despise Grid.


  


  ‘Then why are the dukes treating Grid so well? I can’t understand it.’


  


  The Chinese rankers who had been ordered to go to the historical site were all veterans. They could recall many cases, but no matter how many they looked through, it was impossible to guess how the relationship between Grid and the Seven Dukes had formed.


  


  The dumbfounded Zhang Jian muttered, “Perhaps he has a brainwashing skill...”


  


  It was rumored that there was someone among the hidden classes who could use brainwashing skills. This skill only applied to NPCs, and it was said that the person could acquire quests favorable to them by manipulating the NPC. The most important thing was that the higher the level or quality of the NPC, the more the success and effectiveness of the brainwashing skill would drop exponentially. It meant that brainwashing skills didn’t work on named NPCs. In particular, it couldn’t work on the dukes who were the best among the named NPCs. 


  


  Additionally, the probability that Grid was the user with the brainwashing skill was remarkably low. The relationship between Grid and the Seven Dukes couldn’t be formed using such tricks. Consequently, the Chinese rankers were greatly confused. 


  


  “I will discipline you with the strict laws of the Saharan Empire. It is an immediate death penalty for those who block the way of the empire’s dukes,” Duke Grenhal said one-sided and harsh words casually and then drew his sword.


  


  They were Chinese rankers who supported the empire, but they thought the empire was unjust once they became its victims.


  


  “What is this one-sided ruling?”


  


  “That's right! You are going to kill a person just for blocking the way!”


  


  Being selfish just because they had strength—it was unfair and unjust to those in a powerless position. The Chinese rankers realized the obvious and were filled with resentment, but the dukes didn’t blink. Grenhal was about to kill the Chinese rankers when Lauel rushed in. “Please calm down.”


  


  Of course, Lauel didn’t like the Chinese rankers. They wanted to monopolize the ruins and were trying to kill Grid’s party, making it hard for him to forgive them. On the other hand, Lauel learned about the difficulty of this place after encountering the follower who had learned 10 secret techniques. He judged that it might be impossible to acquire all the secret techniques in the site with just their power and the power of the dukes.


  


  “Wouldn’t it be better to use their power instead of killing them?” Lauel tried to persuade the dukes. He was sure that the Chinese rankers would cooperate if their lives were spared here. Lauel had already calculated that they wouldn’t dare to ask for the rights to the secret techniques which were found later. 


  


  Yet this happened before Lauel could persuade the duke.


  


  “I have no intention of cooperating with you, even if I die,” Hao said. Holding a spear in one hand and a chain in the other, he shouted, “We will fight to the death!”


  


  “Crazy! What is this bullshit?”


  


  The Chinese rankers were thinking frantically.


  


  “It is much better to cooperate with the Overgeared Guild to explore the ruins rather than die like this!”


  


  “If we die, we will be banished outside the Red Sea! Have you forgotten how hard we worked to get here? We were lucky during the sea journey, but there is no guarantee that we can return!”


  


  The Chinese rankers were in an uproar. They were almost screaming, unable to believe that Hao’s judgment was right. Nevertheless, Hao didn’t reverse his stance. It was because he knew that if he cooperated with the Overgeared Guild to explore the ruins and secure the secret techniques, the Chinese rankers would demand the rights to the secret techniques. Right now, they were talking reasonably to preserve their lives, but they would change their attitude in a way that was favorable to them at any time. He had seen it happen many times.


  


  ‘At that time, I will be forced to side with them.’


  


  Hao’s position in China was still precarious. He was called a traitor just because he had surrendered to Grid, and the Communist Party had warned him about it. The Communist Party told Hao to be the leader of the expedition to test his ideals. Once China and the Overgeared Guild started to contend over the rights of the secret techniques, Hao didn’t know what punishment would be awaiting him if he didn’t side with China.


  


  ‘If I stand on the Chinese side, I will deepen the feelings of hostility with Grid.’


  


  That couldn’t happen. Grid was one of the few people he admired. He didn’t want their relationship to fall to pieces. This was the reason why.


  


  ‘I will block things before they get out of control.’


  


  The determined Hao shouted to the Chinese rankers, “We came here was to become stronger! How can begging for our lives be a method of becoming stronger? It is an insult. This is lowering ourselves! Do you want to incur the wrath of the leader?!!!”


  


  “...!” The Chinese rankers had distorted expressions once they heard these words. To them, the leader was an object of respect and fear.


  


  


  “Shit... It is better to die fighting.” Liao Wei clicked his tongue. No matter the reason, she believed that the Chinese rankers should never beg for their lives. The leader of the Overgeared Guild was none other than Grid. He was Korean.


  


  ‘There is a rumor that the leader is angry we didn’t perform better than South Korea in the National Competition. He will be furious if he hears that we begged a Korean for our lives.’


  


  The efficiency was the worst, but there was only one choice—fight to the death. The Chinese rankers made their decisions and prepared for combat.


  


  “...” Grid and Peak Sword watched the situation and noticed Hao’s intentions. They were Korean and familiar with the characteristics of China. Thus, they knew what Hao was concerned about and why he instigated this situation. Lauel also noticed it belatedly. The gazes of the dukes turned to Lauel.


  


  “Do you want to spare them?”


  


  “...No. Please do it well.”


  


  “Hrmm.”


  


  Grenhal and Morse nodded and stood side by side. Grenhal held a sword while Morse wore gauntlets on both hands. Both of them were staring at Hao. A pair of wings emerged from Hao’s back. The latent power of a dragon in his body started to run wild.


  


  “Let’s show China’s power.” Hao seemed to emit a flaming breath.


  


  “Ohhhhh!” The momentum of the Chinese rankers rose. They might criticize Hao as a traitor, but they valued his skills highly. A chain rushed toward Grenhal like an aggressive snake, only to be blocked by a shield. Simultaneously, Mei Xiao threw a cloth that tied up the vibrating shield.


  


  “Um!” Surprised by the power of Hao’s thrown chain, Grenhal was careless, allowing his shield to be pulled away by the moving cloth. The Hao siblings were excellent and comparable to the followers who had learned five secret techniques. The Chinese players unleashed an onslaught to break through Duke Grenhal. 


  


  The scene where dozens of weapons and skills flooded toward one person like a tsunami was spectacular. This was the moment that proved why China was classified as a Satisfy powerhouse after the United States. The Overgeared members expected Grenhal to receive a large amount of damage, no matter how strong he was. Dozens of players had died from Morse’s surprise attack, but the number of Chinese rankers still exceeded 150. It was a force that wasn’t weak.


  


  In particular, the pressure coming from Hao was overwhelming. The dragon’s energy wrapped around the end of his spear and contained a destructive force that caused even Grid to flinch for a moment.


  


  However, the opponent was too strong. Grenhal disregarded the attacks pouring toward him and waved his sword, causing a moonlight energy blade to pour out. All the skills of the Chinese rankers were crushed without reaching Grenhal.


  


  “...!!”


  


  Hao’s left arm which was covered with dragon scales was cut off, and the bodies of the Chinese rankers started to turn to ashes. Grid felt electrified when he saw the overwhelming sight.


  


  ‘They have been hiding their real skills.’


  


  It was a counterattack with a range and power which far exceeded those of Revolve. This was the identity of the light that Grenhal released. Grid was convinced…


  


  If the location wasn’t the 53 waterfalls, then Grenhal could’ve killed the follower, who had learned 10 secret techniques, alone. Of course, there was no guarantee that Grid would win against them.


  


  ‘Spear Sage Rachel and Sword Duke Limit have a slightly higher level than Grenhal. Will they be equal to the follower who learned 10 secret techniques?’


  


  Grid got goosebumps and was convinced that even these strong Seven Dukes and followers would have to give up in front of Yangban Garam. He had to handle Garam somehow in order to be properly active on the East Continent, but he wasn’t sure what to do.


  


  ‘I’m becoming stronger, but why do I still feel shabby?’


  


  No matter how he thought about it, the NPC’s natural growth system was a scam. It was too harsh for players. Would a player never be able to surpass NPCs? Grid formed fists and unknowingly started to cheer for Hao. 


  


  The battle was intensifying. The army of Chinese rankers, that Grid wasn’t sure he could win against, was dying before the destructive power of both Grenhal and Morse. There was only one person who stayed strong. Even so, he had lost his left arm, and the scales on his body were falling off.


  


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  


  Instead of the broken spear, Hao’s fingernails extended like blades and pierced Grenhal’s chest.


  


  “Kuek...?” Grenhal groaned, while Morse and Basara were greatly astonished. Grid was also shocked. When he saw Hao, the players’ despair about not being able to surpass the NPCs turned into hope that it could be done. Hao’s satisfied smile about his performance was aimed at Grid. 'I owe you a great deal,' Hao's eyes said.


  


  Grid nodded, silently replying, 'It was a pleasure. Your heart, I received it.'


  


  Grenhal’s sword fell toward Hao’s neck. At this moment...


  


  [The Different Species’ King title effect is activated.]


  


  [The title effect of Different Species’ King is limited to three uses. Are you sure you want to use it?]


  


  Grid used the title effect, that he gained from absorbing the evil eyes species, for the first time.




  Chapter 1033


  Now Grid’s thinking ability wasn’t easily buried. He didn’t neglect the title of Different Species’ King because he was lazy or lacking. Rather, it was because he concluded that he could be wasting energy if he cared about it and chose to be patient.


  


  He needed a reliable helper to utilize the Different Species’ King title.


  


  [Different Species’ King]


  


  [You have proved your king’s qualification by embracing non-human species.


  


  ★ Permanent Effects


  


  * Difference species are very favorable to you. 


  


  * If the target is a different species, the probability of increasing affinity will double.


  


  * However, some warlike species will want to test your abilities.


  


  ★ Limited Effects


  


  * The ‘contract’ system is activated with the title effect.


  


  * There are three contracts available. (3/3)]


  


  [Contract]


  


  [If the target is another species, you can propose a contract.


  


  The target you contract with will ‘awaken’ strengthened racial characteristics. You will acquire some of the racial traits of the contracted target.


  


  You can’t destroy a contract once it is made.


  


  However, the other person can destroy the contract at any time and the racial trait you acquired will disappear. Additionally, the contract will be canceled if the target permanently dies and the racial trait you acquired will disappear. In both cases, the contract count can’t be recovered.]


  


  The effect of this contract was unconditionally positive. It was a tremendous benefit to acquire the characteristics of other species. For example, if Grid signed a contract with a member of the evil eyes species, he was likely to open an evil eye even without affinity with the king.


  


  However, Grid didn’t propose a contract with the evil eyes king. He didn’t even contract with his close confidant Sticks. This wasn’t because he didn’t trust them, nor was it because he was worried they would break the contract.


  


  It was painful, but he was concerned about the possibility of their death. Unlike players, NPCs were mortal, and death was a fate that even a high elf with a life span of thousands of years couldn’t avoid. What if an accident took away their lives? If he couldn’t protect them, the contract could be wasted at any time. Thus, Grid concluded that the target of the contract should be a player.


  


  It was clearly a reasonable conclusion. The problem was that the difficulty was very high. First, the fundamental problem was finding a player who had a non-human race—dwarves, orcs, elves, goblins, and so on. Unlike normal games where different species could be chosen when creating a character, there was no such option in Satisfy. Players could only change to a non-human species by performing a hidden quest. It was a quest similar to the quest that gave Grid a chance to become a half-god.


  


  So far, Grid had only met a small number of players with a different species, and there were problems even if he found them. The problem was that the target must be a species with ‘usable’ characteristics. He also needed to determine if he could trust the player. If the target one-sidedly destroyed the contract, Grid would waste a contract and lose the racial trait.


  


  Thus, he had to find someone he could trust. How could that be easy? His trust in his colleagues was accumulated over the years. Grid thought it needed a great deal of time to find new people and establish a trusting relationship. However—


  


  [The title effect of Different Species’ King is limited to three uses. Are you sure you want to use it?]


  


  “I will use it.”


  


  Today, Grid saw Hao’s willpower, and he felt Hao’s liking toward him. He was convinced he could trust Hao, who was a half draconian.


  


  “I will contract with Hao.”


  


  [The player ‘Hao’ is the target of the contract.]


  


  [......]


  


  [.....]


  


  [....]


  


  [The target has accepted the contract!]


  


  [You will randomly acquire of the half draconian’s characteristics as a contract reward!]


  


  [...Interacting with your amazing luck!]


  


  [Congratulations! You have received the top trait of the draconian ‘Dragon Wings’!]


  


  “...!?” Both of Grid’s eyes widened, and he trembled. Then he lost his dignity in a scene where hundreds of rankers had died. The Overgeared members and dukes were watching him as it happened. Grid spread his arms wide open and cheered loudly, “Niceeeee!” 


  


  Was it because the sound was too loud? The old door of the silent temple covered in fog started to open. The eyes of the dukes, who were stunned by Grid’s action, naturally turned toward the temple.


  


  Step. Step. An old monk in a cotton robe walked through the fog.


  


  “Huhu, it has been hundreds of years since someone visited,” he muttered with a kind smile while raising his long white eyebrows. “Now, come in. You should visit the war god’s shrine first.”


  


  “...”


  


  The attitude of the monk guiding the party was very kind. However, the expressions of Grid and the Overgeared members were stiff. It was due to the name of the monk. The name of the monk wasn't a follower.


  


  “What are you doing? Come on in.”


  


  


  [Bentao].


  


  The benevolent smile on the round face of the old monk didn’t disappear, just like how a clown’s thick makeup wasn’t erased.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  In the capital of the Ark Kingdom, at the center of the Rebecca Temple... 


  


  Pure white light started to gather at the place called the resurrection point. The light gradually expanded and formed the shape of a human. Soon, the light faded.


  


  “Hrmm...” A man showed up. It was a man with long black hair. The man was handsome with impressive eyes and a pointed nose. As a high ranker, the process of ‘death’ and ‘resurrection’ was a system he had long been used to. After opening the status window and inventory, he found that he lost 38% of his experience, the durability of his items was lowered, and his spear was destroyed. Death was a fatal loss. His expression was dark as he planned how to recover it.


  


  “It was because of a lack of training.”


  


  Hao didn’t blame others for the situation. Instead, he merely rebuked his weakness and vowed to work harder. He controlled his heart as a cute girl with double ponytailed hair approached.


  


  “Brother, are you okay?” The identity of the girl with a somber voice was Mei Xiao. She was Hao’s younger sister.


  


  “I’m fine. Sorry for worrying you.”


  


  She was a poor girl who had lost her family early in life. The child who was always trying to be cheerful was also smiling today.


  


  “My level is low. I can recover it soon.”


  


  “Yes, things have already passed. It is better not to dwell on it.”


  


  Hao had grown up in a martial arts school, and the spear had never left his hand since childhood. He patted his sister’s head with a hand that was full of hard calluses.


  


  ‘Grenhal is strong.’


  


  Grenhal’s strength and stamina were twice as high as Hao’s, and the skills he possessed were truly powerful. The swordsmanship that had been strengthened by training for many years had pierced through Hao’s dragon scales easily, and it was a state that couldn’t be easily matched in Satisfy.


  


  ‘Absolute supremacy.’


  


  No matter how hard Hao tried, there was no way for him to go against Grenhal right now. A powerhouse who could never be surpassed—how did Grid become friendly with him? Grenhal was even an enemy noble.


  


  ‘Did Grid make an item as others expected?’


  


  No, that guess was too unreasonable. A named NPC wasn’t someone who could be exploited by wealth. If that was possible, all the rich people in the world would have one named NPC as a subordinate.


  


  It happened when Hao’s thoughts were deepening.


  


  [The Different Species’ King, player ‘Grid’ has proposed to share the ‘oath that transcends species’ with you who is a half draconian.]


  


  [The king who proved his qualifications as king to all different species can only contract with three people. Your status will rise if you contract with ‘Grid.’]


  


  [The increase in status will awaken and strengthen the half draconian traits.]


  


  [Some of the traits of a half draconian will awaken in ‘Grid’ who is the subject of the contract.]


  


  [You can destroy the contract at any time. Once the contract is destroyed, ‘Grid’ will lose the characteristics of a half draconian. However, the awakening effect you experienced will remain unchanged.]


  


  [Would you like to accept the contract?]


  


  “...”


  


  It was a one-sided disadvantageous contract for Grid. This was the first thought that came to mind. The person who could destroy the contract was Hao, not Grid. Additionally, Grid was the only one who would suffer from the loss of the contract. It was a contract that couldn’t be offered unless Grid thoroughly trusted him.


  


  ‘The contract is one-sided for a reason.’


  


  Grid could contract with a total of three people. He would gain a lot if he maintained contracts with all three of them. Maybe the gains were too unreasonable. These constraints were to contain the minimum of fairness.


  


  ‘Anyway...’


  


  Hao vaguely noticed the reason why Grid could attract even the nobles of an enemy nation. Was it due to the trust he showed first? Seeing Grid’s true heart gave an overwhelming impression.


  


  “I’ll accept the contract.”


  


  ‘I won’t betray your favor,’ Hao swore.


  


  [You have accepted the contract of the Different Species’ King, player ‘Grid.’]


  


  [The increase in status will awaken the half draconian traits.]


  


  [The dragon scales, dragon’s breath and dragon wings are strengthened.] 


  


  [The dragon’s blood has become thicker. The level of Draconian Transformation has increased from 2 to 3.] 


  


  [Draconian Transformation’s increase in strength, agility, health, and resistance has risen from 15% to 20%. The fire ability and regeneration ability has strengthened. Your flying ability is more stable.]


  


  [However, your skills are still lacking.]


  


  [You have become a bridge between ‘Grid’ and the half draconians. As long as the contract is maintained, the militancy of the half draconians will be somewhat tempered against Grid.]


  


  “...!” Hao was filled with boiling power, only to come to his senses.


  


  He was surprised by the last notification window. The half draconian’s militancy would be softened? In the past, Hao visited the towns of the half draconians for his racial quest and saw their madness. Their ferocious temperament was similar to that of the evil dragon, Bunhelier, who had given birth to them, and Hao thought they were a species that could never reconcile with humans.


  


  ‘Their strength...’


  


  No matter how strong Grenhal was, it was only in the human world. Hao was reminded of the half draconians after a long time, and his expression changed.




  Chapter 1034


  The moments of joy and crises—which kind of moment would people remember longer? For Grid, he remembered the moments of crises longer. It was in the realm of instinct, a type of defense mechanism to avoid going through the same crisis. One of the biggest moments of crisis for Grid was...


  


  [You have heard Bentao’s bad laughter. You can’t stay calm after listening to it.]


  


  [You have lost your composure. The deployment of all active skills will be canceled.]


  


  [You have heard the enticement of the half god, Insane Clown King Bentao. Resistance has failed.]


  


  [It will take over one minute to overcome the ‘frenzy’ state.]


  


  [During the frenzy, your base damage will increase slightly, but your defense will decrease slightly. Additionally, the casting speed and resource consumption of all skills will increase greatly.]


  


  [Bentao has stretched out his hand while you are losing your cool. Your health has changed with the owner of Bentao.]


  


  It was the first battle with Agnus. Grid remembered the contents of the notification windows that emerged the moment the situation flipped over. It had been too shocking. A half god... What kind of existence was Bentao who managed to hit the Seven Malignant Saints and how was Agnus able to use his power? It was a mystery that Grid couldn’t solve.


  


  “Blacksmith God Hexetia gave tools to humanity.”


  


  Now, Bentao was right in front of him. Was this Bentao the same Bentao? The phantom of the insane clown king that appeared when Agnus used Bentao’s Mockery had let out an evil and cruel laugh. On the other hand, the Bentao in front of Grid now had a kind and trusting smile. The only thing that could be seen from his deep gaze was a feeling of charity. The madness was nowhere to be seen.


  


  “It was War God Zeratul who taught humanity how to use those tools.”


  


  “...?”


  


  They followed Bentao inside the temple, and Grid—who was closely watching Bentao—felt a sense of discomfort. Finally, Bentao stopped in front of a stone status with no face.


  


  “Stab the beast with the sharp spear. Cook food to fill the stomachs of you and your family every day. If someone craves your food, cut off his hand with a sharp knife. If someone harms your safety, slice open his stomach. The sharper your sword and spear, the safer you will be.”


  


  Clap.


  


  Bentao clapped loudly and bowed his head in front of the statue. Then he looked back at Grid’s party. “These tools, they exist for violence.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Violence is the way for you and your family to live peacefully.”


  


  “...”


  


  “It is the greatest blessing of humanity that the war god gave martial arts to humanity.”


  


  Grid’s party got goosebumps. Bentao was speaking with a benign expression and voice, but the contents were ruthless and fierce, giving him an even stranger feeling. That’s right. Unlike his appearance, the presence of Bentao was far from charitable. This was Insane Clown King Bentao, who fought against the Seven Malignant Saints that hoped for the peace of humanity. Grid was filled with this conviction.


  


  “You glorify violence. Is this Zeratul’s doctrine?” Lauel asked on behalf of the agitated party.


  


  Bentao nodded. “That’s correct. I’m sure you are sympathetic to the doctrines of our church?”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Isn’t it because you trampled on the followers with violence that you’ve reached this place? You are qualified.”


  


  At this moment...


  


  [A hidden piece has occurred!]


  


  A common notification window emerged in front of all the Overgeared members.


  


  [You can convert to the hidden class ‘War God Follower’!]


  


  [As a war god follower, your strength, stamina, and agility will permanently increase by 15%, and you will randomly acquire four secret techniques!]


  


  [However, you will lose your existing class and the class specific skills.]


  


  [Do you want to become a war god follower?]


  


  This was one of the rewards that could be obtained from the Ruins of the War God. It was the hidden class, ‘War God Follower.’ This was an opportunity only given to those who passed the trials, reached Zeratul’s temple, and were qualified.


  


  ‘This...!’ Grid immediately refused the class change and turned his gaze toward his colleagues. His companions dreamed about becoming stronger than anyone else. For them, the class ‘war god follower’ would be attractive. In particular, it was an irresistible charm for those with a normal class.


  


  “No...!”


  


  Grid had peeked at the reality of the war god followers. A war god follower was a slave to the goal that couldn’t be reached in a lifetime. If a player became a war god follower, the system would harass the player by presenting them with a quest that could never be cleared. They must never become a follower. If they were blinded by the stats and secret techniques that could be obtained immediately, they would suffer forever.


  


  The concerned Grid reached out to stop his colleagues.


  


  [Do you want to become a war god follower?]


  


  It was too late. The Overgeared members saw the same message window at the same time as Grid. They made their choice before Grid could stop them. Their choice...


  


  “Hoh...” Bentao’s eyes flashed. “All of you refused to become war god followers?”


  


  “...!” Grid was startled.


  


  They all refused the hidden class...?


  


  In particular, Vantner and Pon often expressed dissatisfaction with their classes. Grid’s colleagues grinned at his confusion.


  


  “We can’t change our classes now, right?”


  


  “I’m aiming to be the strongest guardian knight. I have no intention of following the war god.”


  


  “...Ah.” Grid glimpsed the trust and enthusiasm in his colleagues’ gaze. The Overgeared members had been with Grid for a long time, and they envied him—far beyond how much the normal player envied him. For them, Grid was the goal and the dream, not the war god. The war god follower class had no charm.


  


  “Kukuk...! Kuhahaha! Kuhahahat!” Bentao grabbed his belly and started laughing. The frivolously cheerful laughter, rather than a warm one, resounded through the room. The Overgeared members, who were wary of him from the beginning, were filled with tension.


  


  Bentao formally introduced himself, “I am the half god Bentao. After a lifetime of training, I came to the Peach Blossom Spring but didn’t peek at the reality of a god.” (Peach Blossom Spring = Utopia where people live in harmony with nature. https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Peach_Blossom_Spring)


  


  Energy slowly started rising around Bentao. A majestic white aura round from his round body. The spiritual aura emitted an icy chill but repeatedly warmed up like the sunshine of spring. Surprisingly, it contained the power to promote life. Flowers and trees started to grow from between the old tiles which had been lain on the temple grounds.


  


  “A long time ago, I went down to the ground to carry out the god’s will and punish the seven wicked people. In order to pick out those who were confused by the seven evils and find their tracks, I wandered the entire continent as a clown. The thing I saw at the end was the darkness hidden in the bright light... The seven evils weren’t evil.”


  


  Bentao waved his hand, and the landscape of the temple disappeared. The place where the party members stood turned into a paradise covered with beautiful flowers and trees. Rich rice fields were visible, and there were large floating lotus leaves on the lake. Far away, beyond a stone wall, there was a tree with white peaches. A sweet smell shook the earth and sky.


  


  [You are the first player to discover the Peach Blossom Spring!]


  


  [You got a white peach as compensation for discovering the Peach Blossom Spring!]


  


  “...?”


  


  Suddenly, a big and fat peach appeared in the Overgeared members’ hands. Bentao stared at them briefly before turning around. “I heard that the Ruins of the War God were opened, and I was worried that evil aroused by the aesthetics of violence would appear. Thus, I tried to deceive your eyes for a moment. Forgive me.”


  


  This was the end. The wind blew, and the scenery in front of them flipped around. Then Bentao vanished like mist.


  


  Grid shouted hurriedly, “There is a person using your power on the ground! How can he use your power?”


  


  “It was Baal who killed Insane King Bentao...” A faint reply that got interrupted in the middle was heard. Then the vision of the party members were once again obscured.


  


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “...” Grid’s party recovered their minds and found they were standing at the top of the mountain.


  


  “What are you doing?” The voices of the dukes rang out. Looking back, their appearance hadn’t been seen since going into the temple. When had the party fallen into Bentao’s illusion? This was unreal. It wasn’t easy to distinguish if what they just experienced was reality or an illusion. It was like the group had fallen asleep, but it was clearly reality. There was a white peach to one side of the Overgeared members’ inventory.


  


  [White Peach]


  


  [A mysterious peach that grows only in the Peach Blossom Spring.


  


  It has a heavenly flavor and amazing potency.


  


  When eaten, all heath and status abnormalities will be recovered and character experience will increase by 30%, regardless of level.


  


  * Can only be taken once in a lifetime.


  


  Weight: None]


  


  “...”


  


  If they chose to become a war god follower, they would be standing at the resurrection point right now. Basara urged the thinking Overgeared members, “The temple is empty and doesn’t contain anything. Let’s go to the next place before the day is over.”


  


  Below the mountain, there was a field of reeds that rose as high as a human’s height. Three or four followers were gathered together and wandering around the field. In the future, it would be impossible to defeat the followers individually.


  


  Now it was starting for real. They would have to fight without any rest. The prepared Overgeared members descended the steep mountain, and the followers wandering in the field welcomed them. The Overgeared members and dukes crossed the field in search of secret techniques. The more wounded their bodies got, the stronger they became.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  There were no more humans in the ruins that had been the capital of the Rotemon Kingdom just a few days ago. Only the dead and demons roamed the ruins, while Great Demon Berith sat on the throne of the fallen kingdom.


  


  [The Rotemon Kingdom has been destroyed.]


  


  It was a shocking world message.


  


  [22nd Great Demon Berith will launch a new march with two armies.]


  


  [Berith’s next destination is the Haken Kingdom.]


  


  There was the following warning. The camera showed Berith get up from the throne and start to walk. 


  


  『 According to a survey by the US Bureau of Statistics, this incident has left 42 million players without any place to go. It was estimated that approximately 280 million quests were permanently destroyed. The economic losses resulting from this will affect reality... 』 


  


  -Ah, shit. What should I do if I belong to the Haken Kingdom?


  


  -There is a hidden quest to protect my hometown but how...


  


  -The king of Haken’s brain seems to have come to a halt. There is no military gathering.


  


  -What about the Saharan Empire? They usually get involved in other countries’ affairs, but they are wiping their mouths at a time like this.


  


  -What should the empire do? The empire would have to suffer great losses if they fight the great demon. Why would they do that for another country?


  


  -No, this is a nation-wide affair. The entire continent is in danger.


  


  -Even the Overgeared Guild isn’t doing anything ㅋㅋ. The game is screwed.


  


  -S.A Group, what are you thinking sending out a boss that is so strong?? 


  


  -Sigh, it is a really messy operation...


  


  -When is the new virtual reality game Briton releasing?


  


  -It is delayed indefinitely due to the harsh criticism from the closed beta ㅎㅎ. 


  


  -Ah, this really sucks.


  


  Experts in each field believed that this situation would destroy half the continent. Players from all over the world trembled with anxiety and fear. Some rankers argued that all players should unite to block Berith, but it was extremely rare for people to come forward and take action. People just wanted the empire to stop Berith before he invaded their kingdom. Additionally...


  


  “Hey! Zibal! Are you crazy?”


  


  In the capital of the Saharan Empire, Titan...


  


  The Magic Machines Unit of 4th Imperial Prince Edan was turned upside down. It was because one of the riders of the four magic machines, Zibal, moved his magic machine without permission.


  


  “...Damn, I’m from the Haken Kingdom.”


  


  Zibal, the former second ranked in the unified rankings, had risen to the rank of earl in the Haken Kingdom. Most of the ties he’d made in the Haken Kingdom continued to this day, so he couldn’t just watch as the Haken Kingdom fell. The destruction of the Haken would not only cause him substantial losses but it also sickened his mind. There was also a hidden quest to protect his hometown.


  


  “Shit! I’ll just take a look!” Zibal closed his eyes, shouted to his superiors, and left.


  


  4th Imperial Prince Eden, who belatedly came running after hearing the news, laughed as he saw Raiders disappearing into the sky. “It is a good excuse.”


  


  The emperor had used all types of reasons to block the launch of the Magic Machines Unit. It was to stop Eden from building up achievements. Eden was angry at the emperor’s actions, so he welcomed this incident.


  


  “What can I do if a soldier moves on his own? Isn't that right? Kukuk, the whole world will finally know the greatness of the magic machines.”


  


  Simultaneously, at Kirinus’ hut...


  


  “Stop.” Spear Saint Rachel threw her spear. The declaration was too abrupt. 


  


  Kirinus frowned. “The winner hasn’t been determined yet?”


  


  Rachel was suddenly angry. “Dammit, we’ve fought for close to two months? How can the winner be decided? Hit me. I will stop.” 


  


  In fact, Rachel’s motivation had disappeared from a month ago. However, Sword Saint Kraugel constantly provoked her and she couldn’t retreat. Rachel had reached her limit. She would give up. She thought it was a waste of time to fight with Kirinus, who was equal to her. There was nothing to learn, and it was impossible to compete with him.


  


  At this time, Kraugel interrupted, “You have surrendered, so Sir Kirinus has won.”


  


  Rachel felt a momentary rage. 


  


  “Sigh. I won’t fall for your taunts anymore.” She controlled her mind. Rachel wanted to go to the historical ruins soon. She failed to defeat Kirinus, and this increased her desire for the war god’s secret techniques. This was what Kraugel tried to stop. Kraugel wanted Grid to monopolize the rewards of the ruins. He didn’t want this monstrous woman to go to the ruins and take away Grid’s rewards.


  


  Thus, he made a suggestion. “Why not change your method of fighting?”


  


  “How?”


  


  “What about the one who deals more damage to Great Demon Berith?”


  


  “Hoh...”


  


  Both Kirinus and Rachel showed interest. Rachel’s knights looked like they were going to cry.


  


  Meanwhile, Kraugel sighed with relief.


  


  ‘If I can slow down the destruction of the Haken Kingdom...’


  


  He could reduce the number of people suffering until Grid returned from the Ruins of the War God. Then once Grid returned, Berith would be raided by both him and Grid.




  Chapter 1035


  “A Berith raiding strategy exists.”


  


  The place where Berith was summoned was too far from the empire. The empire had little room to intervene, and the military power of ordinary kingdoms couldn’t bear Berith’s power. In order to minimize the damage, players had to move and raid Berith.


  


  However, it was impossible. In this case, half the continent would really be destroyed. Hundreds of billions of quests would be permanently destroyed, and hundreds of millions of players would lose what they had built up. Was this really what the S.A Group wanted?


  


  Some intellectuals weren’t convinced. The S.A Group also hoped for Berith to be raided and analyzed that they should’ve arranged a strategy.


  


  “The 33 great demons are based on Solomon’s 72 demons.”


  


  The fact that the 1st great demon was Baal and the existence of Belial and Berith were obvious proofs of this. Not all 33 great demons might have the same settings as the 72 demons of Solomon, but many of the great demons were created the same or had slightly modified configurations as Solomon’s 72 demons. The Berith depicted in Solomon’s 72 demons was a target that could be controlled by the ‘Magic Ring.’


  


  “We will be able to drive Berith out with the Magic Ring. The balance makes it impossible for a player to control a great demon, so we can’t completely control Berith. Still, we should be able to command him to return to hell.”


  


  “How can we get that Magic Ring?”


  


  “We should make it.”


  


  “How can one player make an item that drives away a great demon?”


  


  “It will be easy to make if we cooperate.”


  


  At the boundaries between the ruined Rotemon Kingdom and the Haken Kingdom, the 1st ranked alchemist Zelgah had gathered the players of the Haken Kingdom to defend their country. People were angry.


  


  “Alchemy and lies. We know that Berith’s power is consistent with the depiction of Solomon’s 72 demons, but the ranks are different. Berith is 28th in the 72 demons of the Lesser Key of Solomon while he is 22nd in Satisfy. It means there is some variation in the setting.” 


  


  They couldn’t be sure if Berith still had the same weakness.


  


  “What if the Magic Ring doesn’t work? What do you intend to do then?”


  


  The 5,000 players gathered here hadn’t come to play around. They were here so that they would not lose their home kingdom where they had been active for a long time. The players were determined to sacrifice their lives in order not to lose their precious relationships and assets.


  


  From their position, Zelgah was seen as a scammer. He was trying to take advantage of the desperate people who were on the edge of a cliff.


  


  “Moreover, you need our cooperation to make the ring? What? Should we give you money?”


  


  The players showed obvious hostility, but Zelgah wasn’t shaken. Their suspicions were natural and their reactions were within the range of his expectations. Zelgah said calmly, “No, I don’t want your money. The material needed to make the Magic Ring is the Stone of Life. It is the ultimate alchemy stone that can’t be valued.”


  


  “...?”


  


  The Stone of Life—there were many people who had heard of it, even if they weren’t alchemists.


  


  “...Crazy guy.”


  


  The stunned people soon regained their senses. Then they sent even more explicit hostility toward Zelgah.


  


  “You aren’t a scammer trying to fool us but a madman playing with us. The 1st ranked alchemist? You can only use low-grade alchemy. It’s that why you don’t have any pride as a ranker?”


  


  They didn’t know what the Stone of Life was exactly. According to what they had heard, it was a universal alchemy stone that was almost a fantasy. Yet the material of the Magic Ring was the Stone of Life...? It was like saying they couldn’t make the Magic Ring. This meant Zelgah didn’t know how to raid Berith to begin with. He was just making fun of them.


  


  Some of the players started to grab their weapons. It was to condemn Zelgah. Still, Zelgah remained calm. “Did you know that a few months ago, Mad Dog Agnus was going around murdering accessory makers in each country? The Overgeared Guild revealed that he was framed, but it was obvious that Agnus was looking for them.”


  


  “What the hell are you talking about?”


  


  How did the story that began with Berith lead to Agnus? It was a stupid way of talking. Zelgah threw decisive words at the frowning players, “It was to make the Stone of Life.”


  


  “What?”


  


  “Agnus has the Stone of Life. According to the information I’ve obtained, Agnus is currently in the Haken Kingdom.”


  


  “...!!”


  


  “Of course, it would be impossible to take the Stone of Life from Agnus. However, there is a way to get him to do it himself.” Zelgah looked around at the 5,000 players. “We can use the justification that the world needs the Stone of Life. Berith is threatening 2 billion players. All the players in the world will start crying out to Agnus for the Stone of Life, and it won’t be possible for him to endure the pressure.”


  


  Moving public opinion was simple. Zelgah’s argument was reasonable. Agnus just had to give up one thing and they could raid Berith. The moment this news was announced, people would start pressuring Agnus. None of the 5,000 players gathered here had to take any risks.


  


  It was a great way to do it. However, this was on the premise that the Magic Ring would really work.


  


  “Let’s say Agnus yields the Stone of Life. Then what if the Magic Ring doesn’t work?”


  


  “In that case, I will bear all the blame and violence. You don’t have to worry.”


  


  


  It was a chance to blow their nose without touching it. Even if nothing was blown out, there wouldn’t be a problem.


  


  “...Hrmm.” After thinking about it, they made a decision. “Okay. We will tell the world about how to raid Berith and make the demand that Agnus yield the Stone of Life. On the other hand, you will bear all responsibility for subsequent problems.”


  


  “Of course. You can rest assured about that part. I don’t have the power to go against you anyway.”


  


  After that...


  


  (Haken Kingdom players in crisis, find out how to get rid of Great Demon Berith!)


  


  (The strategy of the Great Demon Berith raid is the ‘Magic Ring’.)


  


  (The material needed to make the Magic Ring is the Stone of Life.)


  


  (The Stone of Life turns out to be possessed by Agnus.)


  


  (The campaign of thousands of players have started... They are demanding for Agnus to yield the Stone of Life.)


  


  (Agnus hasn’t expressed any stance.) 


  


  (The accusations toward Agnus are becoming fiercer every day.)


  


  A huge 5,000 people contacted the media and used all means and methods to move public opinion. The media from countries all over the world started to mention the Berith strategy, the Stone of Life, and Agnus. It didn’t matter if the Berith strategy was real.


  


  The players were just looking forward to the possibility, and the media was happy to report it. The high-quality topic boosted the enthusiasm of the media. If the attack strategy turned out to be wrong, it wasn’t the public or the media who would suffer. They cornered Agnus without hesitation. It would be natural for him to give up the Stone of Life.


  


  On the outskirts of Innsbruck, Austria...


  


  “Uhhhh...” Agnus sat alone in a lonely ancient castle, with his trembling body wrapped in a blanket. He was a sinner without knowing why. In the past and even now, he had to endure the contempt and reproach that people sent toward him.


  


  “Kuweek!”


  


  Everyone hated him. There was no one he could rely on. He was alone. Reminded of this reality, Agnus trembled with fear and horror. He didn’t understand why he had to go through this again and was terrified by the emptiness of his heart. Then suddenly...


  


  “Why...” He questioned it. Why should he be a target? He wasn’t going to be weak anymore. There was no reason for him to succumb to violence without reason.


  


  Stagger.


  


  Agnus raised his body and approached the capsule that he had been away from for a few days. His body was now trembling with rage, not terror. It was anger toward the entire world for persecuting him and trying to take away what was his.


  ***


  


  


  “Wow, really... I sat down with a bunch of creeps.”


  


  Those who would sacrifice a minority under the name of the majority... He witnessed a herd that hid behind the name of the ‘masses’ and forced sacrifices on others. In this case, the theory that ‘human nature is fundamentally evil’ came to mind. It was disgusting to see the players chanting Agnus’ name due to the uncertain solution of the Stone of Life. The discomfort simmering inside him made him feel disgusted.


  


  “Tsk.” 


  


  Zibal—who deserted his unit on the magic machine, Raiders—arrived at his home, the Haken Kingdom, after a few days but lost his burning sense of duty. Tens of thousands of players were gathered under the kingdom’s walls. What right did they have to call for Agnus to sacrifice the Stone of Life for the sake of humanity? Why couldn’t they think of raiding Berith directly with such enthusiasm?


  


  Zibal shook his head.


  


  “Zibal! You really came!” An old friend came up and hugged him. It was Earl Flenitium—a person who had fought together with Zibal when he was a noble of the Haken Kingdom, even though he was a NPC. At first, Earl Flenitium was just a target Zibal recognized as part of the quest, but he later became a valuable friend. The fact that the earl’s life was finite caused Zibal to feel anxiety and sorrow.


  


  “It is because of this great demon that my home is in crisis. Of course, I should come. Is everybody gathered?"


  


  “Everyone is here apart from Marquis Yulan, who is protecting the king. This place is so raucous. We should head to my mansion.”


  


  “Um...” Zibal walked with Earl Flenitium and felt the chaos of the kingdom. The people showed a variety of reactions to the fact that the fearsome great demon was approaching. Young parents learned to use spears to protect their children while young children dressed in military uniforms to protect their old parents. Then there were others who just sat down and sobbed. Could he really protect them?


  


  Frankly, Zibal had no confidence of that. The end of the already ruined Rotemon Kingdom was terrible. The great demon Berith was a formidable opponent. However, Zibal wanted to fight. If even he turned away from them, the people of the Haken Kingdom would die without a single bit of hope.


  


  ‘...Crazy.’


  


  Was it due to the desperate situation...? Zibal kept wanting to rely on someone. He wanted a person stronger than him to fight with him. The one who came to mind was Grid—a person who had frustrated him many times. Why did the person Zibal usually hated come to mind now? It was because he acknowledged Grid’s skills.


  


  “I’m past my prime now.” 


  


  Zibal made a bittersweet smile. He was never weak. In fact, he was much stronger than when he was the leader of the Seven Guilds and had shouted that he would be the best. Nevertheless, Grid was a special existence.




  Chapter 1036


  The Berith crisis spread to Agnus. The masses urged him to yield the Stone of Life, and the media further encouraged them by convincing and defending the public’s attitude. It was an abnormal flow. There was no certainty that the Stone of Life could drive Berith away, and the public had no right to demand that someone give up their private property. So, why was Agnus a target?


  


  The experts analyzed this.


  


  『 You reap what you sow. In the meantime, Agnus has been famous for his PK. In order to monopolize the hunting grounds and fulfill his own quests, Agnus slaughtered players for selfish reasons. There are many people who are afraid of him. He is a suitable target to be a scapegoat. The public’s anxiety and fears—which have been called unavoidable despair—need hope to be resolved, and Agnus was chosen as the subject of hope. 』 


  


  『 It doesn’t matter to people if the Stone of Life is effective or not. They just want to share their insecurities and fears with others. Agnus is a good fit for the target. 』


  


  Kraugel headed to the Haken Kingdom along with Kirinus and Spear Saint Rachel. As the night deepened, Kraugel logged out while the two people were sleeping, and he became unnerved. He felt disgusted when he heard the story of Agnus, which had been a hot topic lately.


  


  Reap what you sow? It was nonsense. The PK was just a good excuse to buy people’s hatred. PK was a system that used both the strong and weak as needed. It was the PK system that protected one’s rights, interests, and self-esteem, making it loved by many people.


  


  Those who were talking on the news panels right now would be the same. PKing wasn’t exclusive to Agnus, yet only Agnus was harshly criticized. Why? It was because he was easy to deal with. The Agnus of a few years ago had been the head of a huge organization called Immortal while the current Agnus was alone. He was easy prey because his position was weak, just like when he was falsely accused and on the guillotine. The people who once envied him for running wild in the world without any fear were now trying to touch him.


  


  ‘That person named Zelgah is counting on this and targeting Agnus.’


  


  Zelgah was the essence behind it. He used the people’s fear of Berith and turned Berith into a target to be avoided rather than raided. The players of the ‘absolute majority’ weren’t capable of raiding Berith and easily agreed with Zelgah, causing the enthusiasm of those dreaming of raiding Berith to cool down. In the end, Berith entered the vicinity of the Haken Kingdom, but no players were willing to stop him.


  


  ‘Based on what I see, the Stone of Life isn’t what Zelgah wants.’


  


  The destruction of the Haken Kingdom—this was Zelgah’s wish. There was no other way to interpret the situation. Kraugel was convinced.


  


  ‘There is the Yatan Church behind him.’


  


  The purpose of the Yatan Church was to summon the 33 great demons and turn the world into hell. From their perspective, they didn’t want Berith to be raided. However, if they openly helped Berith, then they would be pointed out as the enemy of the entire human race and completely isolated. Thus, they played tricks by using Zelgah.


  


  ‘In the first place, Agnus was framed by the Yatan Church for killing the accessory makers...’


  


  The Yatan Church’s plan was to protect Berith and eradicate Agnus. The influence of the public and media could be maximized because they exerted influence in the background.


  


  ‘Rose...’


  


  She was first on the black magician rankings and someone who possessed enormous wealth and power as one of Yatan’s Servants. When Kraugel met her by chance, Rose’ attitude had been kind and friendly.


  


  ‘In fact, she might be a scary woman.’


  


  In any case, it was a headache. Since people stopped coming to raid Berith, Kraugel had to fight Berith purely with Kirinus, Rachel, and Rachel’s knights. It was a struggle without any helpers. Kirinus’ life could be in danger.


  


  ‘It might be presumptuous... but I have to ask Hao and Alexander to participate.’


  


  Kraugel needed enough power to open up a chance to retreat at any time. Thinking this, Kraugel pressed the button of his smartwatch.


  ***


  


  


  “Bah!”


  


  “Che!”


  


  The imperial army barely reached the ruins after a few weeks of sailing. They came here in a hurry as reinforcements for the vanguard. After more than a month, they arrived at the historical site and had to quickly join the vanguard to support them. However, the procession of the soldiers wasn’t smooth, and the marching rate was as slow as a tortoise.


  


  The 10,000 soldiers and dozens of nobles were busy looking at each other with distrustful eyes. At the centre was Huroi, who was disguised as Earl Baget.


  


  “Huhuhut...” He was the only laughing man in the procession of 10,000 troops who were filled with confusion and anger. Huroi was very pleased with the current situation that occurred due to his high-level incitement.


  


  ‘I have delayed the meeting of the empire’s advance team and the reinforcements by three times the original length of time. I should be proud and consider it a great success.’ 


  


  His liege, King Grid, had already arrived at the site and must’ve had a hard time exploring while avoiding the eyes of the empire. He might’ve suffered hair loss because he was threatened by the powerful imperial army led by three dukes.


  


  ‘If the empire’s reinforcements arrive in such a crisis...’ 


  


  His liege would suffer a greater crisis and would have to give up on his exploration of the ruins. However, Huroi had taken action. The supreme loyalist managed to use maneuvers to prevent the empire’s reinforcements from arriving in a timely manner, helping King Grid to explore the ruins. Huroi was confident that he had been active enough. He shrugged as he was reminded that Grid was somewhere praising him.


  


  Marquis Fulbas approached Huroi and sighed, “Hah.”


  


  The marquis’ eyes, which used to be full of energy, were long dead now. The dark circles under his eyes had also deepened. He had been suffering too much during the last few months. Marquis Fulbas felt betrayed by the colleagues he trusted his whole life, and every day was like hell.


  


  Huroi got rid of his smile and faithfully played the role of Earl Baget. He looked at Marquis Fulbas with a worried expression. “You look very sad.” 


  


  Marquis Fulbas said to him, “There is a rumor that Earl Silva is talking nonsense again.”


  


  “No, really? That dog again... No, why are you worried about his absurd insinuations?”


  


  “He said that my daughter, who married two years ago, would be with her husband for 100 years.”


  


  “N-No? Such shit...! That son of a bitch! He is truly a lowly human!”


  


  


  “Haha... That’s right. I never dreamed that I would hear such a terrible curse in my life.”


  


  Marquis Fulbas’ daughter had married a 41-year-old man. It was an arranged marriage. Marquis Fulbas had always felt guilty for being forced to send his daughter to an older man. The marquis hoped that his white-haired son-in-law, who recently started to suffer from dementia, would die as soon as possible. He prayed that his daughter would be able to enjoy freedom, even if it was late. Yet Earl Silva, who had been respectful to him for 20 years, was hoping that his daughter would spend 100 years with her husband. A great shock and sense of betrayal caused Marquis Fulbas’ eyes to darken. He felt there was no one in this world he could believe in.


  


  “This... It is disgraceful behavior.”


  


  Was he not supposed to treat people with charity and kindness? It meant he had been living wrong. This feeling of skepticism caused Marquis Fulbas to hurriedly wipe his wet eyes. He was ashamed and unable to raise his head.


  


  “Please take this.” Huroi handed him a handkerchief. It was a handkerchief that smelled like chicken poop, but Marquis Fulbas felt thankful.


  


  “Earl Baget. I only have you now.”


  


  “I will never betray the marquis.”


  


  Then it happened while they were absorbed in the conversation.


  


  “There is nothing in the temple.”


  


  “I was able to find traces of a huge battle near the temple.”


  


  At the summit of the mountain that was past the jungle, the knights returned after searching the temple there and gave a report.


  


  “A huge battle? I thought the followers only emerge one by one?” Drunk Duke Diworth responded immediately while drinking a bottle of alcohol and scratching his stomach. “That means it wasn’t a fight against the followers?”


  


  Diworth’s eyes glittered for the first time in awhile. He had been annoyed by the pathetic actions of the nobles fighting each other in the back. He focused his eyes, directly checked the signs of battle near the temple, and lowered his gaze down the mountain. Far away, a vast expanse of reeds could be seen. Blood stained the reeds that had been cut or crushed to pieces. 


  


  “The blood hasn’t died yet. Let’s hurry.” Diworth went in front of the nobles who were busy questioning and doubting each other. He decided that the advance team and Overgeared Kingdom had already met each other and were fighting. Diworth believed that the advance team were tracking the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  ‘I can’t let Grid talk about Piaro.’


  


  He admired Piaro, but the other dukes who still missed him would be agitated. It was hard to tell how Grid would take advantage of their agitation. Before that, he should join the advance team and cut off Grid’s head.


  


  “Go.”


  


  Diworth started to descend the mountain quickly. It was a speed that didn’t take the soldiers into consideration. In the first place, Diworth seemed to think he was only accompanied by nobles and knights.


  


  ‘This—!’ Huroi anxiously chased after the procession as the marching speed accelerated sharply.


  


  On the other hand, Grid’s party...


  


  “Pant... Pant... Pant...”


  


  The difficulty of the ruins rose rapidly starting from the reeds. The Overgeared members, who barely managed to break through the reed field after a few days of struggle, faced a crisis without time for a break. It was because the followers who had learned six secret techniques started to appear in groups of four.


  


  There were even those who had learned the ‘unconditional counterattack’ and ‘unconditional avoidance of skills seen more than twice.’ Surrounded by 30 followers, the Overgeared members and dukes were exhausted. It was enough to make them think that this expedition was impossible.


  


  ‘It is a pity to eat the White Peach here. If I link 100,000 Army Swordsmanship and open up Astaroth’s Strength, it might be possible to open up the path of retreat.’


  


  Grid’s vision flashed red. Vantner was in a dying state, and Grid’s health was also falling to dangerous levels as he acted as a tank in front. He had a means to break through the immediate crisis, but there was the question of how much trust he could place in the dukes.


  


  Yura came up to the hesitating Grid. Armed with shining armor as white as her skin, she spoke with a determined expression, “I’ll summon the elemental king.”


  


  In fact, she was also hesitant. She couldn’t easily judge if she should let it be known that she had contracted with an elemental king. However, Grid and her colleagues were currently in a desperate situation. She couldn’t ignore her colleagues because of political issues. A circle of light was drawn around Yura as she started the summoning.


  


  “Wait!” Lauel stretched out his hand on behalf of Grid, who couldn’t easily make a decision. An elemental was a power that most humans coveted. More than that, the empire’s desire for the elementals would be great. Exposing the elemental king in a situation where they couldn’t be sure of the relationship between the empire and Overgeared Kingdom was going to be risky.


  


  Thus, Lauel tried to stop Yura, but the dukes were one step faster.


  


  “There are very few people in the empire who know why I am called the Immortal King.”


  


  Trust...


  


  Grid didn’t show it, but the dukes showed it first. Grenhal started taking off the armor he had been wearing the whole time. From his gauntlets and leggings to his helmet, shield, and even body armor—every time a heavy piece of equipment fell to the ground, a loud noise rang out due to the heavy weight.


  


  Grenhal revealed a scarred and muscular body. His eyes were stained with a red light. A berserker—he was an ultimate fighter who showed extreme attack power and blood-sucking ability as more of his health was consumed. This was Grenhal’s reality.


  


  “Not many people know why I am the Beast King. It is because they die the moment they figure out the reason.” Then Morse’s body became covered with rough beast-like fear as his teeth and nails sharpened. 


  


  Perhaps the reality that Beastman Toon would ultimately reach could be seen through Morse. At this point, the gazes of the party members focused on Basara. The embarrassed Basara blushed. “I-I can’t transform like that.”


  


  “...”




  Chapter 1037


  “Then let’s get started.” 


  


  Duke Grenhal stepped forward while loosening his neck. At this moment, he wasn’t a noble duke. With a provocative expression and large muscular body, he was like a soldier who came to the arena, throwing off his mask and revealing his true nature. His two eyes were coveting violence.


  


  “This uncle will play for a bit.”


  


  Peak Sword gulped as he stared at Grenhal’s fighting spirit and killing intent. Duke Grenhal leaped forward. He plunged into the followers like he couldn’t bear it anymore. Duke Grenhal’s sword aimed at three followers. The three followers immediately fought back, hitting toward Duke Grenhal’s chin and feet.


  


  Duke Grenhal naturally didn’t fall down. The basic characteristic of a warrior was lower body training. He stepped firmly, grabbed the ankle of a follower aiming at his face, and swung it like a hammer. The heads of the followers hit each other. There was a shock to their skulls as Duke Grenhal pushed at them with his shoulders and struck them with a sword surrounded by a red aura.


  


  The 30 followers, that were blocking the Overgeared members like a barrier, split apart like the Red Sea. Duke Grenhal’s aura was reminiscent of planets orbiting due to the gravitational force of the sun. It swirled around in the form of spheres and damaged the followers’ bodies.


  


  However, most of the red blood that was scattered in the desolate canyon belonged to Duke Grenhal. The injured followers immediately counterattacked, turning Duke Grenhal into rags. Duke Grenhal, who abandoned his armor, quickly lost health and was unable to cope with the followers’ attack power. Under normal circumstances, Duke Grenhal would seem like he was at risk, but he was a berserker.


  


  「 They become stronger as they get hurt. 」


  


  This was the backbone of a berserker.


  


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  


  “...!” The eyes of the Overgeared members widened. One of the followers was hit by Duke Grenhal and burst like a watermelon. Once Duke Grenhal’s health fell below 30%, his attack power would reach its limit. It was a tremendous combat power that was appalling even for Grid, who was confident that he boasted the best attack power among the players.


  


  ‘I would die in one blow.’


  


  Of course, Grid would survive using the power of immortality, but he wouldn’t be able to withstand the damage to his armor or parts of his body. Grenhal certainly was strong. If the duke who invaded had been Grenhal instead of Rigal...


  


  ‘I wouldn’t have protected anyone.’


  


  Grenhal’s rampage intensified. Once his health fell below 20%, a follower died every time he threw out aura and wielded his fist and sword.


  


  ‘Is it dangerous?’ Grid watched the battle for a while and was in a state of anxiety. The berserker’s characteristic of becoming stronger the more they were hurt was both a strength and a weakness. The berserker, which had various ‘conditions’ and ‘constraints’, was a job that could never be valued. The more they threatened the enemy, the more threatened they were.


  


  “Stop! Wake up!”


  


  Duke Grenhal’s health fell below 10%. At this rate, he would die. A berserker was the symbol of someone who got lost in their minds. They were trapped in the battle and risked their own limbs. 


  


  Just a bit more... Just a few more wounds could make them stronger and allow them to eliminate the enemies in front of them. The berserker was easily occupied by such thoughts and was the most frequently killed class in combat.


  


  “Shit!” Grid didn’t want the strong helper who showed trust in him and his colleagues to die in such a manner. He stepped forward to help Grenhal, only to stop in place. Would this person remain his help forever? Would he remain by Grid’s side when the exploration of the ruins was over and they returned to their daily life?


  


  Grid couldn’t be sure. Grenhal was a duke of the empire. As long as the empire regarded the Overgeared Kingdom as an enemy, the tip of Grenhal’s sword would point at Grid and his colleagues. Maybe he should let Grenhal die...


  


  ‘No, that isn’t it!’


  


  The later work was for a later day. In order to safely explore this historical site, Duke Grenhal couldn’t die. Aside from these calculations, he liked Grenhal. Grenhal was a true noble who knew how to respect and care for others despite his strong power. Grid liked his elegant style. He couldn’t let this person die.


  


  Grid made up his mind and started collecting the resource of the Hero King, fighting energy. A spear wielded by one of the followers penetrated Grenhal’s chest. Grenhal's health fell below 10%. Simultaneously, Grenhal’s aura became redder. Grenhal cut down the follower with the spear and absorbed almost 5% of health back.


  


  “What?” Grid stopped using 100,000 Army Swordsmanship and the Overgeared members, who followed Grid to help Grenhal, froze like stone statues. Grenhal regained health every time he attacked the follower. The ultimate attack power was still maintained, and the blood-sucking ability reminiscent of a direct descendant vampire was expressed.


  


  Duke Grenhal’s body, which was so ragged it would be easier to find uninjured parts, was quickly restored. It was a sight contrary to common sense. The characteristic of blood-sucking—it was common to all berserkers, but the effect was minimal. Not even the prominent high ranker berserker Asuka showed such great blood-sucking ability. As a third generation chaebol, she maximized her resources using items and was assisted by Black Teddy during battle. Nevertheless, the limit to her ability was ‘barely regaining enough health to survive infrequently.’


  


  However, Duke Grenhal’s blood-sucking ability was of a different dimension. He was a berserker, but he was different. HIs blood-sucking ability was beyond the level of the class characteristic. 


  


  The final blow killed the remaining four followers. As the bones of the followers were crushed and brain matter poured from their heads, Grenhal seemed as intact as he looked originally. The new wounds obtained during the battle disappeared without a trace, and only the old scars remained. It seemed like time was reverting.


  


  “...”


  


  “...”


  


  The silence continued. Grid and the Overgeared members, who felt more frightened than in awe of Grenhal, were close-mouthed. One man broke the silence.


  


  “...Cough.”


  


  It was Grenhal who was bleeding. He groaned as the wounds that had been erased were once again etched on his hard body.


  


  ‘Duke Grenhal...?”


  


  Why all of a sudden? Grid made a worried expression as he belatedly came to his senses. Morse, who tore apart the new followers that arrived while Grenhal was fighting, explained, “The reason why Duke Grenhal doesn’t use his abilities is due to the aftereffects.” 


  


  Ever since he saw the power of the assimilated Grid and Braham, Morse was deeply respectful and courteous to Grid. Yet he spoke a bit crudely at this moment, perhaps due to his wild state after turning into a beast. Still, Grid didn’t dwell on Morse’s tone. He thought of Morse like a puppy scratching his ears.


  


  “Grenhal recovers from the damage during the battle, but he will suffer them again after the battle ends. Additionally, those wounds will never heal. They can’t be healed through any means.”


  


  


  “The scars on his body...”


  


  “They are signs of the aftereffects. Well, Duke Grenhal fights for the nation and its people. In his position, the scars are like decorations. He must feel that he got a new medal today.” 


  


  Grenhal fought for Grid and his colleagues. After these words, Morse ended his beast transformation. He took off his fur and returned to human form, once again acting politely to Grid. “I think Duke Grenhal will need time to rest.”


  


  “I will help.” Grid moved ahead of Morse and approached the fallen Grenhal. He lent his shoulder to the still bleeding Grenhal. Looking closer, there was a deep cut on Grenhal’s chest that had never been there before. It was a mark from being penetrated by the spear.


  


  Grid opened his mouth, “...You have worked hard, my friend.”


  


  Maybe someday they would become enemies again. Grenhal couldn’t play a role in political matters as long as the emperor and grandmaster existed. It was a fact that both Grid and Grenhal knew. However, Grid accepted Grenhal as a friend. What else could he call a person who fought for them while taking the risk of disclosing his weakness? It was Grid’s way of repaying the same goodwill, friendship, trust, and favor.


  


  “...Your Majesty.” Duke Grenhal was thrilled. Those who witnessed his insanity and violence so far had avoided or feared him. Yet Grid was different. His own interests didn’t obscure his essence. He didn’t forget the reason for Grenhal’s insanity and violence and completely accepted Grenhal’s heart. Duke Grenhal was glad and grateful for it.


  


  In addition, Grid’s favor didn’t end with these words.


  


  “Do you know?"


  


  “...What?”


  


  “My sister is a Saintess.”


  


  “...”


  


  “My dear little sister.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid’s gaze was focused on the duke’s left shoulder as he boasted about his little sister. It was an unusually deep wound—to the point of permanent disability. This couldn’t be considered a medal even for Duke Grenhal. He would feel resentment toward the scar whenever his right arm moved better than his left arm. Grid thought that it was the reason Duke Grenhal’s level was lower than that of Spear Saint Rachel and Sword Duke Limit.


  


  “You can meet with my sister at any time. Her healing power can be of great help to you.”


  


  “Thank... Thank you, Your Majesty.” Grenhal’s body trembled. He straightened himself using Grid’s shoulder and expressed deep gratitude. At this moment...


  


  “Gridddd!”


  


  A terrible smell drifted from somewhere.


  


  “I finally found you!”


  


  Along with a gale, Drunk Duke Diworth appeared.


  


  “Ohu?”


  


  Diworth glimpsed the scene and smiled significantly. He noted that Grenhal facing Grid had taken off his armor.


  


  “It is just before death.”


  


  Grenhal was in a temporarily invincible state after opening the power of a berserker. The usual Grenhal might be different, but even Rachel and Limit didn’t dare say they could defeat ‘Immortal King Grenhal.’ Diworth imagined that Grid would die from Grenhal’s violence. By the way, why was the progress so slow?


  


  ‘What? Don’t tell me?’


  


  Diworth sensed that something had gone wrong and stared at Grid and the other dukes.


  


  “This wicked guy! You sold Piaro’s name!!”


  


  “Piaro?”


  


  Why did that name come out here? Grenhal, Morse, and Basara doubted their ears. Huge questions swirled in their minds. Still, there was a problem to be addressed before resolving the questions.


  


  “Duke Diworth, remove your gaze.”


  


  “Huh? Duke Grenhal? Did I hear that correctly?”


  


  “Don’t look at the Overgeared King with your glaring eyes.”


  


  “...???”


  


  As stated earlier, Diworth was the one with the weakest authority among the Seven Dukes. On the other hand, Grenhal was a powerful man among the Seven Dukes. The confused Diworth lowered his eyes for now.




  Chapter 1038


  Political strife was common. The nobles divided into factions for their own interests and kept each other in check. The Seven Dukes were the same. Apart from the Sword Duke, they were all loyal to the imperial family, but they kept a close eye on each other and were vigilant. In the worst case scenario, there would be armed conflict.


  


  It was inevitable that the dukes would fight. The dukes led millions of people, so incidents and accidents continued. Someone didn’t want to lose the inheritance gained from their ancestors, and someone else became relentless for their own ambition. Irrespective of the position and tendencies of such individuals, there was a common feature among the Seven Dukes.


  


  It was that they had respect for each other. They might be afraid of or hostile to each other, but on the surface, they showed courtesy and goodwill to each other. It was because they didn’t want to lose their honor. This was to let people know that the ‘dukes of the empire’ deserved respect from everyone.


  


  It was a type of image marketing. In other words—


  


  “Don’t look at the Overgeared King with your glaring eyes.”


  


  “...”


  


  It meant this situation wasn’t normal, even if Duke Grenhal’s strength and authority was above that of Duke Diworth and even if their two families were fighting over the commercial rights of Saileta.


  


  ‘In front of others...’


  


  It was far from common sense for Grenhal to show such hostility to Diworth in front of an adversary. Diworth lowered his eyes while clenching his fists. He breathed deeply as his body and mind trembled with anger. ‘I should be calmer.’


  


  Defending the Overgeared King while undermining the value of the empire’s dukes...? The present Grenhal must be out of his mind. Grenhal was crazy enough that Diworth suspected he had already become a berserker. Diworth was once again convinced that Grid had used the pretext of Piaro to mislead the dukes.


  


  ‘Wicked person.’


  


  Grid was the king who had betrayed the royal family he served and overthrown the kingdom. He was as cunning as a snake. Was it a coincidence that he took in Piaro? No, the likelihood of a coincidence was extremely low. This was calculated from the beginning.


  


  Piaro was a special presence in the empire. Grid could make a great profit by placing Piaro by his side. As a result, he succeeded in dampening the empire’s desire to unify the continent and successfully obtained Mercedes. It was evident that the emperor sent Mercedes to the Overgeared Kingdom after learning about Piaro’s survival and took a passive stance toward the war against the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  ‘He is too dangerous.’


  


  Grid was too smart. His existence alone was a threat to the empire. Perhaps he was a dangerous existence beyond the Undefeated King. Madra only believed in strength and stuck to halting the empire’s advance. Meanwhile, this genius and cunning man would make the empire rot from within. In fact, the emperor and dukes were already playing in his hands.


  


  ‘For the sake of the emperor and the empire, this person must be eliminated.’


  


  However, now wasn’t the time. Grenhal and Morse had already bitten the bait called Piaro. At the time of Piaro’s treason, they had petitioned the emperor, stating it was clear that Piaro had been framed. They pleaded that his family shouldn’t be put to the guillotine. Those who longed for Piaro would be delighted by news of Piaro’s survival. They would have complicated feelings toward Grid who misled them by saying he was caring for Piaro.


  


  ‘Piaro’s presence can’t be hidden anymore. It is a priority to inform them that Grid is using Piaro for political reasons, not caring for him out of pure benevolence.


  


  ‘Thus, let’s bow down. Let’s aim for an opportunity to ignite Grenhal’s rationality.’


  


  Diworth would cooperate with Basara. Unlike the other dukes, she had no personal feelings or relationship with Piaro. She would be able to analyze the situation objectively. Diworth used a lot of effort to suppress his anger. He apologized to Grenhal and removed all the alcohol in his mana.


  


  “I made a mistake. The opponent might be the leader of an enemy country, but he is also a king who leads the people. I was too excited that I lost my dignity as a duke of the empire and didn’t show him the minimal courtesy.”


  


  Diworth’s eloquent words were subtle. He clearly declared that Grid was an enemy of the empire and that Grenhal’s act of protecting him was for noble reasons. It was also a veiled criticism of Grenhal, who was misled by Grid for personal reasons. Diworth felt that Grenhal would feel shame and regain his lost reason.


  


  However, the result was different from what he expected. Grenhal said even crazier nonsense, “I told you to put away your hostility for your sake, not for those pretentious reasons.”


  


  “For my sake?”


  


  “That’s right.”


  


  “...?” 


  


  ‘This lord, you must’ve suffered quite a bit during the exploration of these ruins.’


  


  There were countless scars on Grenhal’s body under the name of ‘medals.’ He wasn’t as good as before. Grenhal had fought for the emperor and the people for 60 years, and his mind and body had become tired a long time ago. The Ruins of the War God would be a continuous suffering for him. It was hard for Diworth to guess what would be the most difficult part of exploring this place for more than a month without troops. It seemed Grenhal had gone crazy at the end of the hardship. Diworth clicked his tongue.


  


  “Drunk Duke, you would’ve died if you continued using that impure attitude in front of King Grid,” Morse said out of nowhere and pretended to cut his neck.


  


  “What? I will be dead? Am I hearing properly right now?” Diworth scowled.


  


  Morse nodded. “Yes.”


  


  “What?” Diworth’s face was as red as a jujube. He seemed drunk despite burning off all the alcohol. “Duke Morse, you might be a duke, but I can’t let those words go.” 


  


  It was Diworth’s pride. He might be weaker than them, but he wasn’t a fool to be laughed at or have his life threatened. 


  


  “You would kill me? Why? Are you afraid you won’t meet Piaro if I interfere? So you will kill me? I am a duke of the empire like you! You dare to kill His Majesty the Emperor’s servant?” Diworth was misunderstanding their words.


  


  He accepted that those who would kill him were ‘Grenhal’ and ‘Morse.’ It was naturally a misunderstanding. No matter the situation, a duke wouldn’t harm a duke. They could only stay on the sidelines.


  


  Morse waved his hand. “Are you crazy? Why would we kill a fellow duke?”


  


  “Then by whose hands will I die?!!”


  


  Morse’s words, which weren’t a clarification, only further fueled Diworth’s anger. Without knowing the seriousness of the situation, Diworth thought that Morse was a madman. He would surely tell His Majesty the Emperor the things that happened today. Then he would make them take responsibility.


  


  A jade-like voice entered Diworth’s ears as he was making this pledge. It was the voice of Basara, who had remained silent the whole time. “You would die by the hands of the Overgeared King.”


  


  “...?” Diworth felt that he had been struck by lightning.


  


  He would die because of Grid...?


  


  ...To that small fellow? Was this a new type of nagging?


  


  “...Duke Basara, I’m disappointed.”


  


  The circumstances right now weren’t very important to Diworth. He realized that he was being ridiculed. Diworth realized how much the dukes usually ignored him and was filled with a shame that would traumatize him for life. He was gritting his teeth when Grenhal asked him, “Why does the name Piaro keep coming out?”


  


  Piaro was dead. Grenhal had long accepted it and buried Piaro in his heart. Yet Diworth kept mentioning Piaro. Additionally, he kept tying Piaro to Grid. There must be something more to it. An unexpected feeling of anticipation started to wriggle from deep inside Grenhal’s heart.


  


  However, it wasn’t Diworth who responded to his expectations.


  


  “The former captain of the Red Knights, Piaro. He is currently my knight.” It was Grid who spoke.


  


  “W-What?” The startled Basara and Morse opened their eyes wide.


  


  Grenhal’s face stiffened, and he demanded confirmation again, “Your Majesty, are your words true?” 


  


  His eyes sent the message that he wouldn’t tolerate anyone fooling around with Piaro’s name. Was Piaro a special person to Grenhal? Grid perceived this and paid attention to Grenhal. “Yes. It was a very long time ago. I met him when I was an ordinary person, not a king.”


  


  It was a strange fate. Piaro was a fearsome madman, and Grid had almost died to him. Yet this strange fate led to a precious relationship.


  


  “Piaro has been with me since the moment I became a noble.”


  


  “W-What...”


  


  Piaro was alive? He was even serving a foreign king...?


  


  Grenhal had a madness that descended from generation to generation in his family. The only person who smiled warmly when everyone was afraid and shunned Grenhal for the madness imprinted in his genes had been Piaro. He had told Grenhal:


  


  “Don’t be ashamed or afraid to reveal your madness.


  


  “You are revealing your madness for your homeland and for the people. Thus, don’t be afraid or scared when other people point at you.”


  


  It was a time when they were called the Nine Dukes, not Seven Dukes. Piaro was the former pillar of the Nine Dukes.


  


  “Ah... Ahh...”


  


  “Duke Grenhal!”


  


  Morse helped support Grenhal, who reeled from the shock. Grenhal’s eyes were red. He was happy. It felt like he washed away some of the sadness that had been stuck in his heart like indelible burn marks. He thanked the goddess of light and was relieved that Piaro had survived safely and was serving someone worthy. Simultaneously, an enormous feeling of guilt swept over him. It was the sin of him failing to protect Piaro’s family. All types of complicated emotions swept over Grenhal and made him cry.


  


  “...”


  


  Piaro was a greater person than Grid had thought. When Grid saw Grenhal’s response, he thought of the time when he first heard Piaro’s story. It was a story that began with ‘Born in the best family in the empire...’


  


  


  ‘Maybe Piaro was also a duke.’


  


  He would’ve lost everything overnight. How much loss and pain had he felt? Thinking about Piaro’s past, Grid felt it was such a pity. Piaro had forgiven Asmophel and was smiling every day, but he still couldn’t surrender the heart that was dreaming of revenge against the empire.


  


  In this turbulent atmosphere, the smell of alcohol appeared. Grid shifted his gaze and saw Drunk Duke Diworth drinking from a bottle of alcohol. The liquid flowed down the clear neck of the bottle and into Diworth’s mouth.


  


  “I have devoted my whole life to the empire and fulfilled my duties as a noble.” 


  


  Diworth emptied the bottle instantly and started to speak.


  


  “Yet you are treating me like this for a traitor who has already left a long time ago.”


  


  Diworth glared at Grenhal with red, bloodshot eyes. The pressure he gave off was fierce.


  


  “A small kingdom... Treating me less than the king of an enemy kingdom? I would be killed by the Overgeared King? Kuk! Kukuk! Duke Grenhal! Now I know how funny you have found me!”


  


  Diworth had spoken frankly when he reunited with Piaro, “I am jealous of you and envy you.”


  


  He had a constitution that could only exercise strength when he relied on alcohol. Although he didn’t usually express it, Diworth was a person with low self-esteem. He was ashamed of himself for being unable to give up alcohol. It was no wonder why he exploded when he was treated as weaker than Grid.


  


  “I will prove it! I’m not as ridiculous as you think!” Diworth roared and rushed toward Grid.


  


  Now it had nothing to do with Piaro. He had to kill Grid to prove himself. The mana that contained alcohol dramatically improved Diworth’s physical abilities. Diworth was so fast that Grid couldn’t properly capture the movement, even when he reflexively wore the Slaughterer’s Eye Patch.


  


  “I won’t allow your comfort.” Grid opened his closed eye that was under the eyepatch.


  


  [The Castration Eye has been activated.]


  


  [Blocking all beneficial effects of the target!]


  


  [This effect is retained while watching the target.]


  


  The power of the Castration Eye not only blocked the ‘possibility’ of receiving buffs but also denied the buffs already applied. It was the ultimate debuff skill that had been proven against Damian.


  


  “...!?” Diworth’s drunk mind cooled down.


  


  His speed, which had made him like a bullet flying at Grid, fell to the speed of an arrow. The aroma of wine disappeared.


  


  “LInked Kill Flower Pinnacle.”


  


  [The effect of Braham’s Enchant Weapon has been triggered.]


  


  [Your weapon’s damage is increased by 50% while the sword dance is in progress.]


  


  The Sword Aiming at the Gods resonated with the magic of a legend.


  


  [The effect of Braham’s Detect Force has been triggered.]


  


  [The target is being tracked, and the hit rate of the sword dance increased.]


  


  The end of Grid’s sword aimed precisely at Diworth. 


  


  [The effect of Braham’s Wind Cutter has been triggered.]


  


  The sword dance of Link was accompanied by a sharp wind.


  


  [The effect of Braham’s Lightning has been triggered.]


  


  The rampant blue petals emitted lightning. Was there such a splendid and beautiful skill in the world? Diworth was fascinated by Grid’s sword dance and was eventually stabbed in the chest. “Cough!”


  


  The situation seemed like a lie. To think that a king of a small nation forcibly removed Diworth’s alcohol, exposed his weakness, and then dealt a critical blow? The seriously wounded Diworth pulled out a new bottle with shaking hands. There were still three bottles hanging from his waist.


  


  Gulp. He brought a new bottle to his mouth.


  


  “Summon Knight.” Grid quickly made a decision.


  


  The effect of the Castration Eye was to randomly strip the buffs of the target, not to strip all of them. It might be all of them, but that might not be the case. Additionally, Diworth still had two-thirds of his health left despite being hit by Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle. There was the possibility of raiding Diworth if Grid cooperated with his colleagues, but it would be a messy fight. The longer the fight, the more room there was for the other dukes to intervene. He had to act quickly. Additionally, it was worth trying to maximize his affinity with Grenhal, who had a relationship with Piaro.


  


  Grid calculated all of this… and pulled out his strongest hand.


  


  “Piaro.”


  


  Maybe this was Grid’s real ultimate technique. By the way, this was the middle of the Red Sea. All communication methods and teleport magic were blocked here. Would Summon Knight work?


  


  Grid was worried but still attempted it. The reason that communication with the outside was blocked at the Ruins of the War God was to prevent the ‘weak’ from entering. On the other hand, the war god welcomed the strong. He welcomed the strong and didn’t interfere with the summoning of the strong.


  


  [War God Zeratul will temporarily allow the application of teleportation magic.]


  


  [Your knight ‘Piaro’ has arrived by your side.]


  


  “I’ve been waiting, Your Majesty.”


  


  It looked great. Piaro, who wore the armor of a knight and not dirty clothes, caught everyone’s attention. The knight’s armor was an outfit that showed the mind of Piaro, who had been waiting patiently since Grid left for the Ruins of the War God.


  


  “S-Sir Piaro...”


  


  It was true. Their old hero was still alive. Grenhal and Morse trembled with excitement.




  Chapter 1039


  After Grid’s party left for the Ruins of the War God, Piaro never slept comfortably. Being a farmer and warrior, he knew too many of the stories about the War God and his followers. Piaro estimated that the Ruins of the War God was a very dangerous place and was worried about Grid.


  


  He didn’t dare blame Grid for not bringing him as he took off his clothes and put on his armor. That way, he could run at any time when Grid needed him. Yet he hoped that Grid wouldn’t need to call him. During the last month, Piaro wasn’t a farmer or a legend. He was just an ordinary knight waiting for news of his master. Finally, he was called by his master and arrived at the historical site.


  


  “...You.” Piaro gazed at Drunk Duke Diworth who was confronting Grid. He immediately noticed that Diworth had chased Grid from Reidan to this location, placing Grid in danger.


  


  “A person who dares to go against my king doesn’t deserve to even be used as manure.” 


  


  When Piaro became a legendary farmer, he was liberated from his obsession with becoming a Sword Saint. The misunderstanding with Asmophel was lifted, and the pains of the past were relieved. Since then, Piaro had a relaxed mind. He delayed his anger, and his peace of mind was slowly recovered.


  


  However, at this moment, he was a vicious demon. He wondered if he would look like this when he met Empress Marie. The anger he had been suppressing caused him to have a terrifying expression that was completely unbearable. No, it channeled his anger.


  


  Dozens of sparks flew up into the sky that was red from the setting sun. The nature in the atmosphere was reacting to Piaro’s life and anger. It was the manifestation of Natural State.


  


  “I never dreamed about reliving the old days.”


  


  Air currents swept over Piaro, causing the hand plow, sickle, and hoe hanging from his waist to rub against his armor. The weight of the weapons (?) was so light that a loud and clear sound echoed like notes played by a musical instrument. Piaro swung his hand once, throwing out something as small as a seed and hard to identify with the naked eye. Dozens or hundreds of the small seed-sized things were scattered across the empty space.


  


  The flustered Diworth moved back. He used his eyes and senses that transcended the human reality and immediately grasped the identity of the small things pouring toward him. They were fragments of a strong energy. It was in the form of fine particles, but the destructive power contained in each one was enough to stir up the heavens and the earth.


  


  No, was it really that? Something felt different. Strong energy... This power was often known as the upper echelons of sword energy and was thrilling to face, but Piaro’s strong energy was very gentle. No destructive power was felt. It was as expected. The strong energy fragments, that failed to hit Diworth and fell to the ground, didn’t exert any power. They melted like snow and were absorbed into the ground.


  


  ‘A trick?’


  


  It forced Diworth to evade. Would he encounter some type of storm after this? Diworth was prepared for the shock. Unable to easily guess how Piaro would link an attack, Diworth retreated. He wasn’t confident about beating Piaro in a fight. Still, he wanted to believe in his wits. He would boost his alcohol intake and respond in real time to what was happening. Unfortunately, his determination was useless.


  


  “...?” 


  


  Piaro was still standing in place. Unlike Diworth’s expectations, Piaro didn’t link to the next attack. Diworth was engulfed in doubts.


  


  “Free Farming 2nd Style,” Piaro then recited quietly while pulling out his hand plow, “Super Growth.”


  


  “...?!” Diworth’s eyes widened.


  


  Immense chaos surged like a wave, making him dizzy. They were in a desolate canyon. Somehow, all types of grains and trees started to grow from this impoverished land that was only sand and dust. It didn’t take long for the barren land to turn into an abundant field. In fact, it happened in the blink of an eye.


  


  Diworth felt like he was dreaming.


  


  ‘Illusion magic?’


  


  No, it wasn’t. The sight of the fields and the sweet scent coming from the hanging grapes could never be a fantasy. In the first place, an illusion master wouldn’t allow him to distinguish between fantasy and illusion.


  


  “You’ve learned a weird thing!”


  


  The fragments of energy that Piaro sowed contained life, and Piaro created the environment using techniques that promoted life. When Diworth quickly grasped this fact, he took a sip of alcohol and spat it out. The stream of alcohol emitted from his mouth contained powerful magic power. The lush plants and trees were unable to cope with the terrible alcohol and withered. At the end of the stream of magic power was Piaro. 


  


  Diworth ran across the withered fields and reached out a hand. Piaro’s hand plow and Diworth’s attack collided, causing an explosion. Since the opponent was strong, Diworth didn’t intend to contend with unnecessary skills. He took out the hidden weapon in his other hand and shot it. It was covered with an extremely poisonous substance made by an aging white bamboo spider. The needle, which was filled with a terrible poison that boasted no color or odor, flew silently and struck Piaro’s thigh.


  


  ‘He wasn’t alert!’ A smile spread across Diworth’s face.


  


  The Tiphon dukedom was famous for poison. Even those who had reached the top would become vulnerable in front of Duke Diworth’s poison. At this moment, Diworth was convinced of his triumph. He was proud that Piaro, a former pillar of the empire, failed to respond to his hidden weapon.


  


  However, Piaro was fine. “It is insignificant.”


  


  “...!?”


  


  Piaro didn’t respond to Diworth’s poison. Natural State combined with the body of a legend made him unaffected by the poison needle. Piaro knew it as well. He let himself be hit to thoroughly shatter Diworth’s self-esteem. It was to sentence him to the worst death.


  


  Piaro’s hand plow flew toward Diworth’s heart. However, Drunk Duke Diworth wasn’t easily hit because he boasted unpredictable movement paths. Diworth’s clothes were loosened as he used gentle movements to avoid the hand plow.


  


  “What?”


  


  Piaro was fine after being poisoned with the hidden weapon…? Diworth was baffled by the appearance of Piaro, who didn’t seem poisoned. He suffered greater confusion and shock from this than when he saw the fields. Even so, he didn’t lose his concentration. He drank more alcohol and drove out the confusion and fear.


  


  “You built up a bigger status...” Watching the confrontation, Duke Grenhal was thrilled. Piaro had lost everything apart from his life and lived as a hermit. Did he live in pain and anxiety every day? Honestly, Grenhal had been dubious about that. He had expected Piaro to be weaker, even if he was alive.


  


  Yet what was this? Piaro boasted an excellent shape after being called by Grid. It was a bit ambiguous to say he was stronger, but based on his resistance to poison, he had definitely built up a stronger status.


  


  ‘Why is he sealing the sword?’


  


  Grenhal and Morse became more doubtful. The Piaro they knew was a great swordsman aiming to be a Sword Saint. Yet the current Piaro didn’t use a sword at all and was holding farming equipment. He had a knight’s spirit and armor, but the things he showed throughout the battle were no different from those of a farmer. Why was he putting constraints on himself? At this rate, he might not be able to win against Diworth.


  


  Then it happened when Grenhal’s and Morse's suspicions became stronger.


  


  “Free Farming 4th Style.”


  


  The hand plow missed Diworth who dodged like a fish, then Piaro pulled out a trident attached to his back. No, he pulled out a rake.


  


  “Plow the Field!”


  


  The soil in the field was turned over.


  


  “...?”


  


  The ground suddenly turned upside down, and soil rose, causing Diworth’s stance to collapse. Somehow, seeds flew in his vision as he tried to keep his body upright. It was the effect of Free Farming 5th style, Harvest. Hundreds of thousands of seeds flooded toward Diworth.


  


  


  “Kuek...!”


  


  The retreat was blocked. Diworth became extremely tense as he was surrounded by seeds. 


  


  ‘They are just seeds,’ he calmed his mind.


  


  Yes, he was only surrounded by seeds. There was no problem. A person couldn’t die because of seeds. Diworth judged and bent his waist. He planned to fight back and deal a blow while Piaro was harvesting, but that was a huge mistake.


  


  “Free Farming 8th Style, Polishing Rice.”


  


  “...!?”


  


  There was a huge explosion that shook the entire canyon. The thousands of seeds harvested by Piaro exploded at once, swallowing up Diworth.


  


  “Kuaaaack!” Diworth's scream echoed.


  


  He failed to respond to the unexpected attack and was seriously wounded. His body became dull as the alcohol flew away. Piaro took action without hesitation. He took out his sickle without delay and aimed at Diworth’s heart. There was no time to avoid it.


  


  [The Saharan Empire’s duke ‘Drunk Duke Diworth’ has been defeated.]


  


  [It is a great accomplishment that no one has achieved.]


  


  [Your reputation throughout the continent has increased. You have acquired 2,000 reputation points.]


  


  [Your level has risen.]


  


  [The Duke Tiphon Family’s Magic Gourd has been acquired.]


  


  [The Duke Tiphon Family’s White Dragon Wine has been acquired.] 


  


  [Your knight ‘Piaro’ has accomplished the achievement of ‘Overwhelming the Seven Dukes’.]


  


  [Your article, ‘Piaro’, is progressing!]


  


  It was an unprecedented and vain end for a duke of the empire. There were complicated emotions in Grenhal, Morse, and Basara’s eyes as they watched Diworth turn to ash.


  


  “No one helped,” Piaro then blamed them, “You haven’t changed at all.”


  


  That’s right. Piaro had been aware of the three people's existence from the very beginning. However, only Diworth was threatening Grid at that moment, so Piaro had to kill Diworth first. He calculated that the dukes wouldn’t help Diworth. The dukes had already turned away from Piaro and his family in the past.


  


  Piaro gritted his teeth. They were people who he had believed to be his friends. He couldn’t blame Basara because he had not had many moments of contact with her, but Grenhal and Morse were different. During his time as chief of the Red Knights, Piaro had a profound connection with the warriors, Grenhal and Morse. He had respected and trusted the people who served the same imperial family and fought for the same people.


  


  However, it had been a one-sided trust. They had turned away from him easily.


  


  “Sir Piaro...” Grenhal and Morse felt Piaro’s anger and sadness toward them and lowered their heads. They didn’t have the courage to face him. This was despite them having fought for Piaro’s family and prayed for Piaro’s peace of mind. They had failed help Piaro’s family in the end and hadn't expected to have a reunion with Piaro.


  


  Yet this situation was now suddenly occurring before them. They understood Piaro’s pain and sorrow, so they couldn’t say anything. Grenhal and Morse could only let out a sinner’s sigh.


  


  Piaro tried to control his resentment. “...Now, I won’t blame you anymore.”


  


  He turned away from Grenhal’s broad shoulders that didn’t save his younger brother. “The destruction of me and my family was the result of my carelessness. I don’t deserve to blame you.”


  


  He also turned away from Morse, who usually wasn’t as proud in front of his parents. “Now I am fighting to protect my king.”


  


  Piaro wiped his eyes and grabbed his farming equipment. Thinking that Grenhal, Morse, and Basara were naturally with Diworth, Piaro interpreted them as a threat to Grid. It was natural. The Saharan Empire was the enemy of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  ‘I can’t drag out the fight for too long.’


  


  Piaro’s Natural State was incomplete. It couldn’t exert infinite power. Piaro couldn’t afford a long fight as he had gone all out in his battle with Diworth. Coldly analyzing the situation, he judged that he had to aim for a swift attack in order to protect Grid from them. He would use all his secret techniques from the beginning, including Origin True Energy.


  


  ‘I must protect him.’


  


  Piaro’s life wasn’t important. The life saved by Grid would be used for Grid. Piaro had just vowed this when a reversal occurred. Grid suddenly made an absurd proclamation, “Piaro, put away your hand plow.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “They are my friends.”


  


  “...Your Majesty?” Piaro doubted his ears.


  


  “Additionally, these two people struggled to protect your family, although they didn’t succeed in protecting anyone. They have been in pain for almost 20 years,” Basara, who was famous for being wise and impartial, spoke up. 


  


  “I’m ashamed...”


  


  “Shit, I’m sorry. Really... I’m really sorry.”


  


  Grenhal and Morse apologized to Piaro who was standing like a stone statue. Piaro flopped to the ground and felt something slip out of his body. He was dizzy and seemed to hear the humming of bees in his ears.




  Chapter 1040


  “We analyzed the situation at the time and was convinced that Sir Piaro didn’t betray us. It was just that evidence of treason was found, and we couldn’t prove that you didn’t want to betray the empire...”


  


  Piaro had received the charge of treason. It had been impossible for the dukes to defend him without any evidence.


  


  “In the end, we filed an appeal to take care of Sir Piaro’s family. You know the result of that...”


  


  It was a long distant past, but from the standpoint of the parties involved, it was the pain of yesterday that they wanted to undo. Duke Grenhal knew Piaro’s heart and felt pained and heavy. He couldn’t raise his head, and his vision was spinning as he barely controlled his burning emotions.


  


  “...” Piaro was silent.


  


  They didn’t turn away from his pain, but he blamed them. These two facts buzzed in Piaro’s head and tormented him. Piaro looked up at the sky with a somber expression and suddenly asked, “Who do you mean by we?”


  


  “Me, Duke Morse, Duke Rachel, and Duke Rigal.”


  


  “...Rigal?”


  


  Grid stood to the side and bit his lips. Sky King Rigal... It was now clear why Rigal had been agitated when he discovered Piaro at the last minute. Grid reproached himself for having ordered Piaro to kill Rigal. Piaro grabbed Grid’s trembling hand. “Your Majesty, Rigal was an unforgivable enemy for our Overgeared Kingdom. The guilt is what I have to bear.”


  


  ‘That is the problem, you madman.’


  


  There was a new weight on Piaro’s rotting heart. Grid was sorry for that. His colleagues looked sadly at the grumbling Grid and sent him whispers:


  


  -Grid, you didn’t know the past. It isn’t something you should feel uncomfortable about.


  


  -In the first place, Rigal broke the statue of Khan and hit the people. How can you care about the old days when fighting the enemy?


  


  -It happened in a war.


  


  “...”


  


  Their words were true. Rigal had invaded Bairan and killed many people. He had destroyed Khan’s statue. Finally, he had aimed a weapon at Grid. Punishing Rigal had been a natural thing to do. The problem was that Grid had borrowed Piaro’s power to do it. Grid resented his own helplessness.


  


  ‘If I was stronger... If I was strong enough, I would’ve dealt with Rigal on my own without needing to call Piaro.’


  


  Then Piaro wouldn’t have to shoulder a new guilt. Grid grumbled and checked the logs.


  


  [Your level has risen.]


  


  [You have reached level 399 and acquired the 200,000 Army Swordsmanship.]


  


  [Swordsmanship Textbook: 200,000 Army Swordsmanship]


  


  [Rating: Legendary


  


  A textbook recording the basics of Madra’s swordsmanship. However, it records the swordsmanship used after Madra became a death knight, so the contents are weak compared to the original.


  


  Only one swordsmanship technique, 200,000 Army Crushing Sword (Degraded) is recorded.


  


  Learning Conditions: Those who have been recognized by Madra. Level 399 or more.]


  


  “...”


  


  Prior to summoning Piaro, Grid was able to gain a lot of experience and achieved level 399 because he had inflicted a serious injury on Diworth. Grid could become stronger. The confident Grid made a new commitment, ‘I will bear all the pain in the future.’


  


  Piaro, Asmophel, Braham, and Mercedes—most of Grid’s friends had big wounds in their hearts. Even the wise sage Sticks was cursed by the gourmet dragon and had nightmares every night. It seemed impossible for his first knight Jude to get married, and Minerals Detector Minor studied while taking care of his ailing mother. They were all difficult and sad people. Grid wanted to be a strength for them. He wanted to be someone who could be relied upon and have them say ‘I was happy’ by serving him.


  


  ‘Let’s try it.’


  


  Grid wasn’t a great person. He didn’t have the talent to awaken such heated feelings. To be honest, he didn’t know how to do it. Still, he believed that if he kept trying, he would become stronger. Grid was firming up his heart while the conversation between the dukes and Piaro continued.


  


  “The biggest reason I couldn’t protect your family was Marie. She didn’t act directly, but her family and the nobles who served her insisted that the traitors should be punished.”


  


  “It is obvious that fucking woman played tricks from behind the scenes.”


  


  It was ridiculous for a noble of the empire to talk badly about the empress. This was an act of insulting the imperial family and was no different from rebellion. Yet Grenhal referred to Marie as ‘her’, and Morse took it further by cursing. It was a scene that showed they didn’t acknowledge Marie as empress.


  


  Piaro searched Basara’s expression. Basara was a descendant of the third emperor and a close relative of the current emperor. She had the blood of the imperial family, and her order in the line of succession was very high at 5th place. Grenhal and Morse insulting the imperial family in front of her was the same as insulting her.


  


  However, Basara didn’t show any agitation. The way she shook her head and looked away showed that she was also suspicious of the empress. Putting aside the fact that she didn’t have much contact with Piaro, the reason she didn’t step forward for Piaro in the past was the restriction on the imperial bloodline.


  


  “...I’m also sorry to say this,” Grenhal opened his mouth with much difficulty, “There is evidence that Earl Asmophel was involved with Marie.”


  


  Piaro and Asmophel—there was no one in the empire who didn’t know that the two men were close friends since childhood. Thus, Grenhal felt uncomfortable saying this. He was worried that it would give Piaro too much shock and anger. On the other hand, Morse spoke without a hitch, “It wasn’t just allying with her. He completely followed that woman and stabbed in the knife. He was the one who was most active in chasing down the Red Knights.” 


  


  “...”


  


  “Sir Piaro, it might be unbelievable, but Asmophel was the one who made the biggest contribution to you being called a traitor.”


  


  “...I know.”


  


  “...”


  


  Piaro answered that he knew. Then Grenhal and Morse shut their mouths at Piaro’s bitter words. They didn’t dare to imagine the betrayal and resentment that Piaro was feeling. Basara interjected, “A number of years ago, there was an incident where Earl Asmophel disappeared overnight. He is officially missing, but I’m certain he was assassinated by someone.”


  


  


  “...”


  


  “Sir Piaro, did you punish him?”


  


  Asmophel had been staying in his mansion. It was a mansion in the middle of the empire’s capital, Titan. The intruder had to find Asmophel and hurt him without leaving a trace. There were few people in the world who could do so. Moreover, the one who had most cause to kill Asmophel was Piaro.


  


  Basara’s reasoning was worthy of being right. Grenhal and Morse nodded in agreement. Yet Piaro’s answer was unexpected, “The person who visited Asmophel at that time was King Grid, not me.”


  


  “...!?” Grenhal and Morse’s eyes widened. Overgeared King Grid was strong enough to overwhelm the follower who had mastered 10 secret techniques and had already been operating through the empire’s surveillance without any constraints for years...?


  


  ‘At the time, Asmophel was a waste compared to his old self and the Overgeared King could easily handle him...’


  


  The dukes were easily convinced of it. The past Piaro and Asmophel were more influential than the dukes, but they were vulnerable to Grid. In fact, the strong Piaro was serving Grid.


  


  ‘I’m certain. The Overgeared King is a master on the same level as the grandmaster.’


  


  The existence that connected Pagma’s skills with the lineage of the Hero King... These two achievements were already more than a common legend. By the way, Grid could also use magic like a great magician.


  


  ‘To build up such skills at this young age...’


  


  ‘A genius beyond this world.’


  


  It happened when the dukes were gazing at Grid with admiration in their eyes.


  


  “Additionally, Asmophel said this. Simultaneously, the empress joined hands with the Yatan Church and destroyed the Red Knights in order to increase her authority. In the process, Asmophel fell into the empress’ trap and took the Yatan Essence. He lost his sense of reason and betrayed me and my colleagues,” Piaro said shocking words. “...I’ve forgiven Asmophel. He is currently serving King Grid with me.”


  


  “...?!” The dukes’ mouths dropped open.


  


  The dukes were so amazed that even Basara, who always had her eyes closed, opened them.


  


  ‘Pretty.’ The Overgeared members marveled at Basara’s beauty once she opened her eyes. She looked to be in her late 20s, but Basara’s actual age was estimated to be in the 40s. Basara was a beauty who gave off an extraordinary feeling. It was a dignified elegance that couldn’t be measured. There was such nobility that even her husband didn’t dare freely hold her hand.


  


  “Forgiveness... Was it because of the Overgeared King’s persuasion?”


  


  Asmophel had fallen into a trap and taken the Yatan Essence. That was all an excuse. No matter what, Asmophel was still the demon who had betrayed his friends and colleagues while killing their family. He was an unforgivable person, even for the dukes who prioritized political issues before humanity.


  


  Basara didn’t think Piaro forgave Asmophel because he wanted to. She cleverly speculated that Grid forced Piaro to make concessions in order to increase the strength of the Overgeared Kingdom. Still, she had no intention of criticizing him. She purely marveled at the talent of a king who was sometimes ruthless.


  


  Piaro shook his head at Basara’s question. “No, it was my judgment. The object of my grudge isn’t Asmophel but Empress Marie who used him. Additionally, Asmophel is obliged to clean up after his sins.”


  


  “Then that means the former pillars of the empire are in the Overgeared Kingdom...”


  


  The views that the dukes held toward Grid and the Overgeared members changed. Those who already acknowledged Grid now admired the power of the Overgeared Kingdom itself. The Overgeared Kingdom was different from ordinary kingdoms. It could even threaten the empire. Indeed, it was a great fortune that the discovery of the Ruins of the War God brought a lull to the war between the empire and the Overgeared Kingdom. To the dukes who were misunderstanding...


  


  “Do you know that Mercedes has become a legendary knight?”


  


  “Of course. However, she left the empire as soon as she became a legendary knight.”


  


  “She is also serving King Grid.”


  


  “...!?”


  


  “Have you heard of Sage Sticks?”


  


  “...?”


  


  “He is also serving King Grid.” 


  


  “...”


  


  “A direct descendant vampire and the best demonic beast of hell also follow Grid faithfully.”


  


  Piaro started to boast. The dukes of the great empire saw Piaro’s admiration for his master.


  


  “You have been living well and eating well,” Morse grumbled about Piaro’s constant chatter.


  


  “Hahaha...” Grenhal burst out laughing. The pain and sorrow that had been with him for many years were being healed little by little. The thing he needed to do in the future was correct the wrongs of the past by telling the emperor the truth and holding Empress Marie responsible. He needed to restore the fallen honor of the old Red Knights and ask forgiveness from their family members who were buried in the ground.


  


  ‘In the end, we must have a friendly relationship with the Overgeared Kingdom,’ Grenhal and Morse made this judgment. It wasn’t good to be hostile to the Overgeared Kingdom. Then they got headaches as they wondered about how to convince the emperor.


  


  Would the emperor believe in their words?


  


  It was true that Piaro had been framed, and the one behind it was Empress Marie who conspired with the Yatan Church. Would the emperor fully accept the truth? He had lost the empress and gotten betrayed by a friend. The emperor had suffered a great wound in his heart and relied on Marie for many years. The emperor’s confidence in her might be far deeper than they thought.


  


  ‘No matter how much we shout the truth, His Majesty the Emperor might not forgive Piaro. If he knows that Asmophel and Mercedes left the empire to serve the Overgeared Kingdom, he might feel a bigger betrayal and won’t tolerate the Overgeared Kingdom.’


  


  What should they do? Basara whispered to the frowning Grenhal and Morse, “His Majesty the Emperor will be glad.”


  


  “What do you mean?”


  


  “Huhu, you’ll find out sooner or later.”


  


  Did the emperor truly not know that Mercedes was serving the Overgeared Kingdom? Why did His Majesty the Emperor banish the legendary knight? Basara was convinced that the party who sent Mercedes to the Overgeared Kingdom was likely to be the emperor.




  Chapter 1041


  It was a reunion that took place after a long time. The dukes unraveled the years of misunderstandings and grudges and then returned to reality. They first mourned Duke Diworth. The mourning didn’t last long, but the shortness didn’t mean it was insincere. 


  


  Despite having little affection for each other and having different ideologies and political stances, Diworth had been a colleague who served the same imperial family. Consequently, it was natural for the dukes to mourn his death. It was just that this was an attitude derived from a minimum of justification. 


  


  The dukes didn’t feel sorrow or regret. Wasn’t it strange to feel sadness for the death of a person they didn’t know very well? The dukes operated in different territories and didn’t have much contact with each other unless they had a particularly close relationship.


  


  It was rumored that Diworth had been addicted to alcohol every day since he was middle-aged and he was particularly violent. Additionally, it was said that it was common for him to abuse or kill his soldiers under the guise of military discipline. Diworth’s death was rather cold. It wasn’t a problem to feel regret about. They didn’t know if they should look forward to the future of the Tiphon family, which would be led by his son now. 


  


  ‘It is right for those who lose their qualification to leave.’


  


  Suddenly, Grenhal wondered what the assessment of him would be when he died. He was afraid to think about this. Morse spoke to Duke Grenhal who was making a bitter expression, “At the very least, I will cry for your death.”


  


  “Hahat, that is very kind of you.”


  


  The time for mourning was over. Duke Grenhal turned his gaze toward Grid. “The moment we return to the empire, we will hold a great funeral for Duke Diworth.”


  


  Diworth might’ve threatened Grid’s life, but the dukes couldn’t compromise about this part. Since he was a duke of the empire, Diworth’s death would be paved with heroism. Grenhal wanted Grid to understand that his words contained this meaning. Understanding what Grenhal meant, Grid nodded. “The work of the empire isn’t something I should interfere with. You don’t have to tell me about it.”


  


  “Thank you for your understanding.”


  


  Now the situation was roughly over. It was time to discuss further exploration of the ruins. In fact, only a few hours ago, the dukes had suggested for the expedition to be discontinued. The followers who had learned six secret techniques were difficult to deal with and also appeared often. Thus, it was better to retreat before their physical strength and mental strength were exhausted. However, things had changed.


  


  “Duke Grenhal!” 10,000 troops led by Marquis Fulbas were running toward them from afar.


  


  “Hmm... There are too many nutrients in the soil, so the crops are rotting quickly...” Additionally, there was Piaro by their side now.


  


  That’s right. The dukes relied on Piaro. It was a habit they had learned from the days when Piaro was the pillar of the empire. Everywhere on the continent, there were powerful people threatening the empire, and the empire had suffered from several major wars. It had been Piaro who emerged and saved the empire. His presence had helped them overcome crises and allowed the people to enjoy peace of mind, including the dukes.


  


  In particular, Duke Grenhal had received great help and considered Piaro as a spiritual mentor. For the dukes, Piaro was such an existence. The belief that Piaro would prevent all future hardships encountered at the ruins gave courage to the dukes.


  


  Despite this, an unexpected figure spoke like he was rebuking their attitude, “We will stop the expedition for a while.”


  


  It was Grid.


  


  “Huh?” 


  


  The dukes had seen Grid’s greed from the beginning. Grid’s desire for new strength and treasure was stronger than anyone else. They had realized it the moment they witnessed the greed that appeared in his eyes when he saw the Secret Technique Box. Yet he was going to abandon his greed and stop exploring...? At this moment, the empire’s reinforcements had arrived and Piaro had been called. The exploration would be much easier than before, so it was hard to understand why the exploration should stop.


  


  Grid explained to the somewhat puzzled dukes, “I’m worried about the great demon running wild on the continent.”


  


  A little while ago, Grid blamed himself for causing Piaro to feel guilt. Then there was a sense of strangeness when he heard the whispers of his colleagues comforting him. Originally, wasn’t this a place where all communication and teleportation magic was blocked?


  


  Since arriving at the Ruins of the War God, the whisper system hadn’t worked. Once Piaro was summoned with the permission of the war god, this rule collapsed. He didn’t know if it was the war god’s mistake or not but the whisper system was opened. 


  


  Lauel quickly sent whispers to the Overgeared members and heard the news in real time. There was news that Berith had just entered Fort Taleren which was the last gateway to the capital of the Haken Kingdom, and a group of people had gathered to block him. It included Kraugel, Hao, and Alexander. The Overgeared members also reported that the continent’s best spearmen, Kirinus and Rachel, were gathered at the fortress.


  


  Once Lauel received the news, Grid became nervous. There was Zibal and the magic machine Raiders, and Grid didn’t know how much stronger Kraugel had become. Hao had taken a step forward by contracting with Grid, and while Grid didn’t like Alexander, he acknowledged Alexander’s skills. If they were joined by Rachel and Kirinus, who were at least on the level of Grenhal...


  


  ‘They might raid Berith without us.’


  


  It couldn’t happen. The reason the Overgeared Guild turned away from the Berith raid was to save as much power as possible, not to concede Berith to others. Even if the other person was Kraugel, Grid had no intention of giving up on Berith. It was an act of neglecting his colleagues.


  


  ‘We have to take a share of it!’


  


  Grid looked at the faces of his colleagues. As they crossed the Red Sea and explored the ruins, they had gained between two to six levels. In particular, Faker’s development was remarkable after mastering the secret technique. Yura, who had been pointed out by the war god, seemed to gain a sense of enlightenment. Euphemina had copied skills that could be called fraudulent from the followers of the war god.


  


  The journey of the past month had not been in vain.


  


  ‘It is enough for now.’


  


  Grid and Lauel had been planning a large-scale raid on Berith. They intended to mobilize the core power of the Overgeared Kingdom, from the hundreds of Overgeared members to Piaro, Mercedes, Jude, Sticks, Noll, Kasim, and Maxong. In fact, they intended to rely on everyone’s power and give them an opportunity to gain experience and levels. Now the proper growth that the key members needed to achieve in order to protect everyone was complete.


  


  ‘I achieved my first goal.’


  


  Grid had reached level 399 and could acquire the 200,000 Army Swordsmanship. It was now the time to shift their attention. The priority of the historical site and Berith should be switched. Of course, they couldn’t just leave like this. It would be painful if the dukes got something from the historical site while they were gone.


  


  ‘Additionally, one of the Seven Dukes was killed.’


  


  It would be sad. There shouldn’t be any more deaths if a bridge between the empire and Overgeared Kingdom was to be created. The dukes’ deaths weren’t desired. Grid suggested to the dukes, “Stop the exploration for a while and go with us to kill Berith.”


  


  “...?” The dukes responded in an unconvinced manner. The ruins were where they could get the secret techniques of the war god. On the other hand, Berith was only a modest villain. Was it necessary to say which one should have a higher priority? Time was limited. It was much wiser to remain here and explore the ruins than return to the continent in order to defeat Berith. The value of the ruins was far higher than the rewards from killing Berith.


  


  “I’m also reluctant to say this but... For the empire, it is better to let Berith be more active. The more that other kingdoms receive damage from Berith, the more they will rely on the empire.” Duke Grenhal honestly stated their position.


  


  Grid no longer thought of a way to persuade them. Then Lauel came forward. “The sense of crisis on the continent is already high enough. At this time, if the Overgeared Kingdom comes and defeats Berith, all kingdoms on the continent will praise the Overgeared Kingdom and the empire’s position will weaken.”


  


  “...”


  


  “You still don’t know? The reason why King Grid proposed to fight Berith together is to protect the empire’s status as our strong ally. Are you going to kick away His Majesty’s favor?” Lauel deliberately went out hard. He was somewhat forceful.


  


  It was because he calculated that the dukes’ affinity with Grid was high after encountering Piaro. Sure enough, it worked.


  


  “...I hear what you are saying.” Grenhal and Morse nodded. Meanwhile, Basara only made a meaningful smile. She glimpsed the pretense in Lauel’s remarks, but she didn’t reveal it. Basara calculated that it was better to cooperate with the Overgeared Kingdom in this matter in order to achieve a full friendship. There was nothing to lose, and it would be difficult to explore the ruins without the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  The atmosphere started to flow as intended, and Grid interjected, “Additionally, we can shorten the time it takes for us to cross the Red Sea. The great sage Sticks will arrive here in a moment and take all of us using Mass Teleport.”


  


  “I’ve heard of the great sage’s reputation, but in principle, this is a space where teleportation magic is blocked. It is impossible even for a great sage.”


  


  “No, not anymore. The environment has changed. Try and check using communication magic.”


  


  The story proceeded smoothly. The dukes used communication magic to talk with their family members and confirmed it was possible. Now the group had come to the point where they would unite to defeat Berith. Marquis Fulbas and his troops were stunned by the situation unfolding in front of them.


  


  ‘Why are the dukes standing with the enemy king?’


  


  ‘The dukes seem too friendly to the Overgeared King...’


  


  ‘What the hell is going on... Heok?’


  


  The puzzled Marquis Fulbas and the 10,000 troops looked shocked simultaneously. Grid and the dukes were in the middle of a serious conversation. Then the unidentified man squatting to the side and doing something to the soil approached Grid. They saw his identity.


  


  “P-Piaro...!”


  


  It was the traitor Piaro. The responses from the 10,000 troops were varied. Those who believed Piaro wasn’t a traitor shook with joy at the return of the old hero while those who regarded Piaro as a traitor were alarmed. Of course, there were far more people in the latter group. The imperial family had declared a long time ago that Piaro was a traitor. They had charged him with the crime of rebellion and killed all of his family members. There was already such a result, so very few people believed that Piaro was actually framed.


  


  Marquis Fulbas was one of those extremely rare people. He was a great noble and had experience building up achievements with Piaro early on. The marquis froze like a stone statue for a moment before his eyes reddened. He noticed the truth when he saw Piaro standing alongside the dukes.


  


  “I’m relieved to see you in good health.”


  


  “...Are your parents still well?”


  


  “Yes, they’ve lost all their teeth, but they are healthy.”


  


  


  “I believe they will live for a long time. They always opened the barn doors and took care of the people whenever there is a disaster, even if they went skinny from hunger... The people praised them as gods and believed they would be blessed and live a long and healthy life.”


  


  “However, their bellies are fat now, unlike me who was so greedy that I sold my daughter instead of sacrificing myself.”


  


  “If there is someone who opens the barn doors, there must be someone to fill the barn. Don’t you know that? You must’ve had a hard time.”


  


  “Sir Piaro.”


  


  He was still the same. The short conversation purified the marquis. A hero wasn’t a hero for nothing. However, the marquis was in a position of a servant who shouldn’t doubt His Majesty the Emperor. Thus, Marquis Fulbas had believed the treason instead of doubting it.


  


  “I’m sor... I’m sorry.” Marquis Fulbas lost strength in his legs and shed tears. The nobles, who had recently become distant from him because of someone’s work, also cried with him. The cracks that had just occurred started to mend again.


  


  Huroi, disguised as Earl Baget, frowned. ‘Piaro is trolling...’


  


  How much had Huroi struggled? Then it happened the moment when Huroi banged on his stuffy chest.


  


  -I want to see it, the voice of War God Zeratul rang in Grid’s ears. -Can you safely escape from here?


  


  ‘What is he saying suddenly?’ The frustrated Grid looked around.


  


  Just then, a group of people approached from afar. They were 100 knights armed with transparent white armor, and the atmosphere they gave off was unusual. Duke Grenhal recognized them and cried out, “Kyle! Four units of reinforcements were supposed to arrive. One of them turned out to be Kyle’s unit...!”


  


  ‘Kyle?’ Grid had an expression like he was chewing shit. Kyle was one of the Five Pillars of the empire. In the past, Grid had fought against Kyle face-to-face. If Braham and Mumud hadn’t opened up their power because of the quest at the time... Grid and Agnus would’ve died without being able to cope with Kyle’s overwhelming strength.


  


  Kyle might be the weakest of the Five Pillars, but he was still a threat. He was different from the Seven Dukes as he hadn’t shared a past with Piaro, so he would be thoroughly hostile. The war god gave an even bigger threat to the nervous Grid.


  


  -He listened to me, unlike you. He acknowledged his shortcomings and climbed the path that I suggested.


  


  “...!?”


  


  -In order to leave this place, you have to beat my new follower.


  


  [A new quest has been created!]


  


  [Follower of the War God, Kyle]


  


  [Difficulty: SSS


  


  One of the Five Pillars, Kyle visited the ruins under the command of the emperor.


  


  Then he met the War God.


  


  He believed that the path of martial arts proposed by the war god was a blessing and became an ardent follower.


  


  Fight and win against him who came running to kill you under the order of the war god!


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Kyle’s death or make him flee.


  


  Quest Clear Reward: Free access to the Ruins of the War God.


  


  Quest Failure: Level -5. Remove the effect caused by the whim of the war god (communication and teleportation magic allowed at the ruins). Interest in martial arts will increase.]


  


  “Shit!”


  


  It was a level he had worked hard to raise over the past few months. He had finally reached level 399, and the 200,000 Army Swordsmanship was right in front of him. If he failed this quest, he would lose a lot of time and effort that couldn’t be replaced with money. The terrified Grid shouted at Piaro and his colleagues, “We have to stop him!”


  


  Then...


  


  “It is you!”


  


  Lightning was released. The gray-haired and one-armed Kyle quickly arrived in front of Grid. Kyle emitted a strong lightning that wasn’t comparable to the past. His presence itself seemed like a natural disaster.


  


  “You dared to ignore the favor of the war god...! Eh?” Kyle was screaming with a scary expression when he suddenly looked amazed. He saw Grid’s face and recalled an old memory. It was the face of the Undefeated King’s descendant peeking at him from under a straw hat. He could never forget the face of the absolute person who cut off his right arm with overwhelming force.


  


  “...I think I got the wrong person.” Kyle suddenly stepped back.


  


  “...?” Grid was dumbfounded.


  


  “Then I’m going now.” Kyle hurriedly left his position.


  


  [The quest ‘Follower of the War God, Kyle’ has been completed!]


  


  [In the future, you can freely access the Ruins of the War God!]


  


  “...???”


  


  -....???


  


  There was an awkward silence. Neither Grid or the War God could grasp the situation and were quiet for a while. It was silent for a long time when a magic circle was drawn in the air, and Great Sage Sticks appeared. Grid spoke politely to the war god who was watching him from somewhere, “I-I’m going.”


  


  -...


  


  “Uh, let’s go.”


  


  -...




  Chapter 1042


  Ellelua was one of the major cities representing the Haken Kingdom. Cultural prosperity was built, and it was called the sanctuary of artists as tourists visited it every day. Now, it was still. In the aftermath of Great Demon Berith, it turned into a wasteland. The buildings that inspired the artists and the works of high value were shattered.


  


  A huge magic circle was drawn in the sky where dust was blowing. Dozens of lights fell to the ground, and people could be seen inside the light. They were Grid’s party and the dukes. The other imperial forces remained at the historical site to assist with Skunk’s study.


  


  “Is this Fort Taleren?”


  


  The landscape was a city where everything had crumbled. The Overgeared members cocked their heads at the desolate landscape that showed no traces of people. Berith was said to be raiding Fort Taleren, so they naturally thought their destination was Taleren. Could this place be called a fortress?


  


  Someone approached the puzzled group and explained, “No, this is Ellelua. Fort Taleren is the last bastion of the Haken Kingdom. The moment the war started, they blocked teleportation magic, making it inaccessible by magic. That’s why we chose the city closest to Fort Taleren as the gathering place.”


  


  The explanation sounded like it was read from a script. The identity of this friendly man was the first ranked wind magician, Zednos. Toon, Laella, Ibellin, Zirkan, Coke, and so on—they ranged from the elites to the new members of the artillerymen unit. Hundreds of Overgeared members were gathered behind Zednos. They had gathered here first while Sticks brought Grid’s party over. All of them would be involved in the Berith raid.


  


  “I see. How long will it take to get to the fortress?”


  


  “If the speed buffs are maintained, approximately 10 hours?”


  


  “What? We aren’t soldiers yet we have to march for so long? I don’t want to feel like I’m re-enlisting!”


  


  “I’m envious that you went to the army.”


  


  “If you’re envious, you should get naturalized to South Korea and enlist.”


  


  “That is a little...”


  


  “Hey, isn’t 10 hours too long? Won’t the fortress be occupied before we arrive?”


  


  Through slaughter, Berith collected human souls and used it as a resource to open the gates of hell to summon an army. If he broke through the fortress and reached the capital, there would be plenty of resources for him to summon a new army and the difficulty of the raid would be even higher. 


  


  Toban shook his head. “Zibal gathered 30,000 elite soldiers with the nobles of the Haken Kingdom. The fortress is advantageous for defensive battles, and Berith won’t be able to capture it quickly. Additionally, Kraugel, Hao, Alexander, Kraugel, and Rachel will arrive at the fortress one step ahead of us, so we’ll have plenty of time.”


  


  “Toban is correct. We aren’t in a position to worry about the safety of the fortress. We should wish that Berith isn’t raided before we arrive.”


  


  “Indeed...”


  


  Others might not know it but Kraugel and Zibal were strong people who were of a totally different level. The rankers who could face them could be counted on one hand. There was even the continent’s best spearmen with them... It wouldn’t be strange if Berith was raided before they arrived.


  


  “By the way, what did Kraugel do to get Kirinus and Rachel as colleagues? Didn’t Grid only get named NPCs after he became a noble?”


  


  “Kraugel is Kraugel. He is a monster who has been preempting quests since the beginning... Eh?”


  


  This was their first reunion since the creation of the artillerymen unit, but the gathered Overgeared members quickly shut their mouths. It was because they saw bright gold names. They belatedly discovered the named NPCs with the names of Grenhal, Morse, and Basara around Lauel.


  


  “Why are these people...?”


  


  “Oh, I was late to brag. No, the introduction was late. Please exchange greetings. They are the dukes of the Saharan Empire.”


  


  “Dukes of the empire? Heok!”


  


  “The Seven Dukes?!”


  


  The dukes were an absolute power that couldn’t be touched by players, and they were the most feared dangers of the Overgeared Kingdom. During the war against the empire, the Overgeared members had always been uneasy and frightened because of the dukes. The people who are the leaders of the enemy—why were they here?


  


  Lauel’s colleagues reacted dully.


  


  “Huhuhut... It is thanks to Grid,” Lauel laughed and spoke proudly.


  


  “...” The Overgeared members were speechless. Those who had just praised Kraugel completely erased Kraugel from their minds.


  


  ‘Truly God Grid...’


  


  ‘Kraugel brought two people while Grid brought three people of the boss-class...’


  


  ‘By the way, they look really strong.’


  


  Grenhal and Morse, who were on top of the two-headed hippopotamus and the saber tiger, were impressive at first sight. In particular, Grenhal with his brilliant armor was the ultimate tanker. It was certain that he must be a zombie that a handful of rankers could never knock down.


  


  ‘I heard he is called the Immortal King...’


  


  Who would’ve imagined that Grenhal took off his armor when fighting seriously? The Overgeared members misunderstood Grenhal as a tanker and greeted him politely, “It is an honor to be with the dukes. I will entrust my back to you.”


  


  “The companions of the Overgeared King are extraordinary. It is nice to meet you.”


  


  They were allies who would be on the same boat for a while. The dukes were strong allies who would protect them from the mighty enemy, Great Demon Berith. The Overgeared members treated the dukes with great care, and the dukes didn’t lose their politeness. They greeted each other and measured their power. Toban wanted to increase his affinity with the evil eyes king and tried to use gifts, but it was very difficult to build up affinity with the best NPCs.


  


  No matter what means and methods Toban used, his affinity was fixed to zero and there was no progress. The same was true for the others. The dukes of the empire were harder than the evil eyes king. So, how did Grid win their hearts? The group looked at Grid like he was a monster.


  


  Meanwhile, Grid was thinking about something else, ‘The Five Pillars...’


  


  Grid had cleared the SSS grade quest and was granted free access to the Ruins of the War God. It was a tremendous benefit since he could return at any time to the place that required 10 days of sailing. However, he didn’t feel comfortable. He was disheartened when he learned that the potential of the Five Pillars surpassed the dukes.


  


  ‘An empty shell that has consumed all their talents.’


  


  This was the expression used by the war god to describe the dukes. The war god wasn’t interested in the dukes. He treated them like nothing. Yet Kyle was different. Kyle was believed to have arrived at the ruins at almost the same time as Marquis Fulbas. He was chosen by the war god after only a few days of coming to the ruins. This meant he was strong enough that the war god coveted him despite considering the dukes insignificant. It was a great pressure considering that Kyle was the weakest of the Five Pillars.


  


  ‘The other pillars are more likely to be chosen by the war god.’


  


  Kyle became a follower of the war god and looked stronger than ever. If the other four pillars also became followers, their power might be unbearable.


  


  ‘Maybe a yangban level...’


  


  Grid had a headache. He believed that his relationship with the empire would improve after receiving the dukes’ favor and that the dukes would play a big role in the process. However, there was now the war god’s intervention to deal with. He wondered if the dukes could go against the stronger Five Pillars.


  


  ‘By the way... why did Kyle pretend not to know me and run away?’


  


  


  At first, Grid didn’t think Kyle was actually running away. He thought Kyle didn’t recognize him and went on another path. Once Grid regained his composure and looked back, Kyle had clearly run away. The evidence was that the quest was cleared. What was the reason for that?


  


  ‘Ah, perhaps...?’


  


  Grid thought for a long time before recalling the old memories.


  


  “What is this smallfry?”


  


  “A foolish guy like you is showing a violent temper? Do you want to die?”


  


  It was a terrible indifference. In the past, Braham borrowed Grid’s body to fight Mumud and treated Kyle as a rock by the roadside. Kyle, who had lost one arm at the time, seemed to pee in his pants before running off. It was a memory without any distortions.


  


  ‘He panicked.’


  


  It was for certain.


  


  ‘He remembered my face and panicked.’


  


  Braham’s personality created this butterfly effect. Thanks to it, Grid easily overcame the crisis that was originally difficult to handle. Grid once again realized that Braham’s existence was like light. He made a vow, ‘Once I meet Kyle in the future, I have to go hard against him.’


  


  Trauma was hard to overcome. He knew this terrible fact because he too suffered from trauma. Grid planned to take full advantage of Kyle’s trauma toward Braham. This wasn’t difficult. Grid was famous for being cheap and thoughtless in his past. He would reveal his old personality only in front of Kyle. 


  


  ‘Kyle might be the key later...’


  


  “King Grid.”


  


  “Huh?” Grid looked up from where he had been locked in thought for a long time. 


  


  It was Lauel. He had used Basara’s advice and Sticks’ wisdom to complete the marching plan. Then he politely told Grid, “Please give an order to depart.”


  


  “Ah.” Grid regained his spirit and gazed at the faces of his colleagues. It ranged from the Overgeared members, the dukes of the empire, and Earl Baget. They were strong and dependable people...


  


  “...Huh?”


  


  Earl Baget...?


  


  “Who is that person?”


  


  The presence of a stranger was absurd for Grid. He didn’t know why a noble of the empire was here. 


  


  Huroi, disguised as Earl Baget, blinked. ‘He doesn’t recognize me...’


  


  The Berith raid meant that the Overgeared Guild summoned all guild members capable of fighting here. Huroi was naturally included. However, Huroi was currently disguised as Earl Baget. Huroi’s appearance couldn’t be seen, so he was replaced by Earl Baget. Huroi thought that Grid would definitely notice his identity based on the circumstances. Yet Grid didn’t know him at all. He didn’t realize that Huroi wasn’t present.


  


  “...” Huroi gritted his teeth as he was filled with sadness. The moment he released his tension, tears of chicken poop flowed down. The suffering he experienced over the past few months passed through his mind.


  


  “Hum hum.” Grid noticed Earl Baget’s identity in hindsight and was embarrassed.


  ***


  


  


  The 70-meter-high canyon and its fully integrated walls were majestic. There was a story that even the empire abandoned its campaign against these walls in the past. It was Fort Taleren. The roars of the soldiers in the fortress echoed.


  


  “Zibal, Zibal, Zibal…”


  


  The soldiers continued to cheer for and praise their former boss who came back with the magic machine.


  


  『 This raid will be different. I’m sure they’ll do well. 』


  


  『 The influence of the former 2nd ranked player is great. I never dreamed that he would rally the nobles of the Haken Kingdom and gather so many elite troops. 』


  


  『 In fact, the army doesn’t mean much. The thing we need to focus on is if Zibal’s own force, or Raiders, will play a role. 』


  


  Broadcasters from all over the world gathered to capture the appearance of the white giant—the 4th National Competition’s PvP winner. The sight of the giant gazing at the horizon while holding a spear that seemed to support the sky was noble and magnificent.


  


  The horizon shook as an army containing thousands of demons appeared. At the forefront was Berith on a sickly horse. He was still bizarre and ugly. The appearance of Raiders became even more sacred. If Berith was a demon who climbed up from hell, then Raiders seemed like an angel descending from the heavenly clouds.


  


  “A relic of the giants,” Berith muttered. The magic machine—a product of recklessness and ignorance which was made to oppose the gods—was a weapon that threatened the great demons. Still, this was only when the giants manipulated it directly. Berith was fully aware that a human’s intelligence couldn’t fully deal with the magic machine.


  


  “It will stop working after a few seconds.”


  


  His army would devour the fortress. It would sink before Berith came forward. Berith’s intelligence meant his guess was a foregone conclusion.


  


  “Let’s go,” Berith commanded the army of 3,000 demons. All types of demons who were at least level 360 started climbing up the canyon.


  


  『 The war will begin! 』


  


  The entire world was breathless. Would Great Demon Berith, who had been trampling on the continent for months, finally be defeated? Or would another kingdom be wiped out? Hundreds of millions of viewers gathered in front of the TV and computers to watch the broadcast, filled with anticipation and anxiety. Then...


  


  ‘I don’t need honor and glory this time.’ 


  


  Zibal climbed onto Raiders’ shoulder and observed the advance of the demon army. Raiders held the ego weapon that had been produced by Panmir a very long time ago, Golden Cudgel. Zibal had been strengthening it with the effects from all sorts of quests and hidden pieces. Now the Golden Cudgel had been enhanced to +8 and contained the ‘amplification’ and ‘penetrating’ effect.


  


  ‘I will fight to protect.’


  


  There had been countless conflicts and wars during the history of humanity. Most of the fighting stemmed from greed. Zibal, who had been second in the rankings and head of the Seven Guilds, never denied the history of humanity. Rather, he was deeply sympathetic and only fought for wealth and honor.


  


  However, he had been changing and developing steadily over the past few years, and he was fighting today for new reasons. He was enlightened about the nature of the honor he sought to achieve.


  


  “Grow!”


  


  The demons climbed the walls in an instant and bared their sharp teeth at the soldiers. A huge club fell like a spear from Zibal’s giant hand.


  


  “Waaahhhhhhhh!” The soldiers and viewers cheered as the demons turned to grey ash. This was the moment when a new hero was born from frustration, despair, suffering, and adversity.




  Chapter 1043


  Debirion, the god of hunting, was one of the numerous indigenous gods born from the myths. His status was considerably inferior when compared to Rebecca, Hexetia, and Zeratul. In the Saharan Empire, worshipping him was classified as heresy. He was an existence that was only at this level. Yet for Zibal, Debirion was an object of absolute faith.


  


  “Grow!” 


  


  [Due to Debirion’s favor, PvE damage has greatly increased and experience gained has increased slightly.]


  


  The passive effect was triggered as soon as he entered combat. This was the driving force that allowed Zibal to stay in second place in the past. Debirion’s Envoy was a class that specialized in hunting and growth, so Zibal was convinced he could surpass Kraugel the moment he got the class. It was just that it had obvious limitations in PvP. Thus, Zibal had been forced to switch to Sky Rider tearfully. The loss of gold to Grid in the National Competition’s raid event had also been decisive. The moment Zibal became a Sky Rider, he lost all class traits of Debirion’s Envoy.


  


  Still, Debirion was a loving god. Rather than punish one of his few believers for leaving him, Debirion gave a blessing and allowed Zibal to perform excellent hunting skills. Any target that was classified as a monster, no matter the race, was forced to be helpless in front of Zibal. 


  


  “Increase!”


  


  The function of the Golden Cudgel could be easily described. Grow or become smaller—that was it. However, its difficulty of use exceeded the highest level, and the Golden Cudgel was classified as the worst. The biggest problem was the recoil the moment the volume and weight increased.


  


  [The skill ‘Lengthen’ has been used to the maximum!]


  


  [The attack power of the +8 Golden Cudgel has increased significantly, and a critical hit will occur unconditionally. The critical damage is hit by three times.]


  


  [The target has been destroyed!]


  


  [The weapon you're using is very heavy. You can’t endure the strength.]


  


  [The muscles in your right arm are torn, and the bones are broken!]


  


  [You can’t move your right arm!] 


  


  “Kuek...!” Zibal’s eyes reddened, and he gritted his teeth. His right arm, which was using the Golden Cudgel to smash the demons, turned black and twisted in a strange direction. Strength was lost from his fingertips. At this rate, he would let go of the Golden Cudgel and lose ownership. Due to this powerful constraint, Debirion’s Envoy couldn’t bring out all of the Golden Cudgel’s potential. However, it was different now.


  


  “Pegasus!”


  


  A horse that appeared in fantasies like the unicorn—it was one of the decisive things that led Zibal to become a Blue Sky Rider. The pegasus licked his right arm like it was familiar with this work from before. Then Zibal’s limply hanging right arm recovered quickly. It took him only two seconds to go through this whole process. As one of the most powerful people among two billion users, Zibal had control over the realm of time and felt senses returning to his fingertips. He immediately shouted, “Become smaller!”


  


  The Golden Cudgel rapidly shortened like an elastic spring and returned to its original size.


  


  “Kuhum...!” Zibal couldn’t handle the rebound of the Golden Cudgel and took a few steps back. He stopped when his back hit Raiders’ leg. Then he drank a potion and shouted to the soldiers on the wall, “Keep your formations!”


  


  There were hundreds of demon species. They had a variety of races like monsters, and Berith’s army was the same. Some demons resembled insects, and others resembled beasts. The insect-like demons were small but swift enough to climb the walls in an instant. Meanwhile, the beast-like demons were large, massive and slow but they were durable. It wasn’t easy for Zibal to harm them with the Golden Cudgel. The surviving demons climbed the walls and shot fire or poison from their mouths at the soldiers.


  


  “Waaaah!”


  


  The soldiers, who had been in high spirits due to Zibal, were swallowed up by the flames and burned. Meanwhile, the soldiers hurling rocks below the walls were shocked when the guards escorting them disappeared without a trace. The ranks of the soldiers started to collapse, and the demons’ climbing speed increased. Even those who shrank back from Zibal’s attacks chuckled and spread their wings.


  


  They were small demons that resembled flies. The flies shot out their saliva, and hundreds of thin needles that were hard to grasp with the naked eye flooded toward the soldiers.


  


  “Protect the soldiers!”


  


  The nobles, including Earl Flenitium, jumped over the walls and used magic. Transparent barriers started to fend off the demon attacks on the soldiers. They were the pillars of the Haken Kingdom. The nobles who ignored the royal family that despaired at Berith’s march were Zibal’s former bosses and old comrades. They trusted Zibal when he was a beginner and gave him many quests that increased Zibal’s confidence and allowed him to live up to their trust. Without them, the current Zibal wouldn’t exist.


  


  “Don’t overdo it.”


  


  Zibal looked at the nobles behind him and smiled. He felt the passage of time. The nobles who reigned over players a few years ago now depended on players... The times had changed.


  


  “Pegasus, let’s handle the pigs during this gap.”


  


  Pegasus carried Zibal on its back and soared into the sky. The demons coming over the walls entered Zibal’s gaze.


  


  ‘These guys.’


  


  Zibal targeted the large monsters at the head of the demon army. The demons boasted a huge physique like a bear’s, were covered in gray fur, and had four faces on one head. Their appearance was bizarre, but they were very durable. Most of the arrows and rocks shot by the soldiers on the walls were blocked by their bodies, and they helped the other demons. They were tankers of hell. Zibal determined he should handle them first and swung the Golden Cudgel.


  


  “Grow!”


  


  


  The size and weight of the Golden Cudgel increased dramatically, and the blood vessels in his right arm rose and burst. Still, Zibal endured the pain. His right arm became completely ragged the moment the Golden Cudgel fell on the heads of the huge monsters.


  


  Pegasus cried out anxiously as Zibal trembled. The eyes of the huge monsters looked at Zibal simultaneously. The huge monsters didn’t die when Zibal hit them with the Golden Cudgel. Only their health was shaved.


  


  “These dirty guys are hard.”


  


  The huge monsters weren’t elite monsters. They were classified as normal. Yet they endured the most powerful attack of the Golden Cudgel. Zibal was frankly upset. He felt frustrated at the sight of the demon army crossing the plains and climbing the walls. Rather than stopping Berith’s advance, he might be eaten by the demons before meeting Berith.


  


  '...I’m really a used thing.’


  


  He couldn’t help smiling. Zibal hadn’t been frustrated with any hardship or adversity in the days when he was aiming for first in the rankings. He had endured much more frustrating situations than his current circumstances. Of course, there were many things he had endured and failed to overcome. He had tasted failure so much that he realized reality and became the person he was now.


  


  ‘Let’s not push the limits today.’


  


  There was no certainty that he could drive away this swarm of evil demons. Still, he shouldn’t become frustrated. He had to keep fighting. It was time to go back to the days when he was a daredevil who knew nothing. His courage would invigorate the morale of his former colleagues and the soldiers.


  


  “Ohhhhhh!” A thunderous roar echoed in the battlefield. The earth was turbulent whenever Zibal wielded the Golden Cudgel. His right arm was broken many times, and Pegasus’s aura was quickly exhausted as it healed him. In the end, the huge monsters at the forefront of the demon army collapsed one by one. The arrows fired by the soldiers on the walls finally started to hit the demon army.


  


  “Wahhhh!”


  


  “Zibal, we believe in you!”


  


  The morale of the soldiers rose sharply. The complexion of the nobles dealing with the flies brightened. They had hope that they could protect their country with their hands.


  


  On the other hand, Pegasus’ expression was pained. The tongue licking its master’s arm trembled. The white wings flapping in the sky stopped.


  


  “Pant... Pant... Pant...”


  


  Zibal was on the verge of exhaustion. His stamina window was flashing red.


  


  “Not yet... Not yet.”


  


  Just a bit more. At the very least, he wanted to stay strong until he got rid of the demon army’s snipers. However, his vision kept blurring. This was the end. Eventually, Zibal’s gaze returned to Raiders standing inside the fortress. Originally, he planned to operate Raiders when confronting Berith, but now that he was about to die, his plan changed.


  


  ‘Use Raiders to break through the demons and kill Berith.’


  


  The determined Zibal stroked Pegasus’s head. Pegasus read the will of its master and turned its head with sadness. The moment it descended toward Raiders.


  


  ““Nasty, nasty. How long do you think I will let a trivial human have his way?”” 


  


  There was a terrible stench as a voice entered Zibal’s ears. It was a voice that he had heard over a hundred times through the broadcasts—the voice of Great Demon Berith.


  


  ““You hurt my soldiers and will have to pay the price.””


  


  “...!”


  


  Zibal’s eyes widened. It was absurd to hear Berith’s voice when Berith was so far away. It was also absurd to see the dust rising from the battle solidify into metal.


  


  ““Stop it and die.””


  


  The sharp metal joined together and rotated, forming a storm. It tore through the hard flesh of the demons and flew to Zibal. Pegasus flew vigorously and tried to endure the metal storm, but it wasn’t easy. Pegasus had already exhausted most of its strength and lacked stamina.


  


  “Pegasus, go back.”


  


  It was enough for Zibal to die alone. He would receive more damage if Pegasus died. Pegasus shook its head stubbornly and ignored Zibal. Zibal canceled the summoning and started to fall to the ground.


  


  ‘I’m dying sooner than planned, but there is still one more chance.’ 


  


  Zibal had already set Fort Taleren as a revival point. Even if he died, he could be resurrected immediately. His stamina would completely recover.


  


  ‘I will fight again.’


  


  Of course, a second death meant he would experience the penalty where he couldn’t connect. While he was away, the Haken Kingdom would have a harder fight, but it couldn’t be helped. The metal storm approached as Zibal neared the ground. Would he die from being swallowed by the storm or by falling to the ground? The moment Zibal had this trivial thought, someone grabbed Zibal’s hand and pulled him up.


  


  Then a low and cold voice was heard, “Take a break.”


  


  It was an unforgettable voice. Zibal had felt envy and jealousy. Then he felt envy and longing. It was the first of the former supreme one.


  


  “Kraugel...!”


  


  A silver robe with a large golden dragon embroidery on it flapped in the wind. Soft silk wrapped around Zibal’s injured body.


  


  “Tearing the Sky.”


  


  The claw of a mighty beast was carved into the sky. The metal storm stiffened in place. This was something that would’ve torn Zibal apart. Now it reversed its route. It returned to where it came from, sweeping through the demon army and engulfing Berith. Just before it reached Berith, the metals that formed the storm changed back to dust and scattered.


  


  ““Sword...””


  


  “Space Sword.”


  


  ““...Saint.””


  


  The world was split into two. The earth, the sky, the thousands of demons, and Berith—all of them were cut.




  Chapter 1044


  『 Hup...! 』


  


  What was this spectacular skill? It reminded most people of Pagma’s Swordsmanship. In particular, when Grid sword danced using Iyarugt with the ‘coolness’ option attached, it was as beautiful as a painting. However, when it came to scale, there was no skill more gorgeous than Space Sword.


  


  It was one of Kraugel’s ultimate skills. The super skill maximized the basic characteristic ‘there is nothing you can’t cut’ of a Sword Saint to cut the world itself.


  


  [Critical!!]


  


  [The target has received 15,300,599 damage.]


  


  [The target has received 17,900,143...]


  


  [The target has received...]


  


  ....


  


  ...


  


  [The target has suffered irreversible damage! All stats are reduced by 20%, and all speeds are reduced by 50%!]


  


  [The target has exposed his weakness! If you hit the target within 30 seconds, an unconditional critical hit will be applied! The critical damage applied will be 1.5 times higher!]


  


  [...!]


  


  [!!!!!!!!!!!!!!]


  


  [Your powerful sword has separated the world!!!]


  


  The massive walls that made up the canyon were split in half. A line was drawn through everything in the world, including the demons that resembled flies infesting the sky and the winding earth of the canyon. Many of the demons advancing along the narrow path, those climbing the walls, and those in the sky had their bodies cut and turned to gray ash. If Zibal rode on Pegasus and killed more than 100 demons, then Kraugel produced a miracle that devastated thousands of demons with a single blow. Space Sword was fatal to the advancing army because it had the effect of ‘cutting all enemies that exist in the path.’


  


  [The earth god Garion has exerted his power. All things split in half are restored like the split was a lie.]


  


  The canyon walls and earth, that had been split apart, reattached into their original state. The demons fell into the gaps formed in the walls and the earth and disappeared. Additionally...


  


  ““...””


  


  Berith’s left arm was precisely struck by the Space Sword and cut off. White blood rose like a fountain from the cut surface, shocking the world. The demons’ eyes widened, and they stiffened.


  


  『 U-Unbelievable...! The demon army’s advance has stopped instantly! 』


  


  『 Oh, my god! The moment he appeared, he cut off the great demon’s arm! Tens of thousands of people and rankers struggled to achieve this...! 』 


  


  『 Really! This is amazing! Great, Kraguel!! 』 


  


  Commentators around the world shouted with excitement, and all of the world’s viewers cheered. However, Kraugel’s face didn’t show any excitement. Kraugel evaluated the space as an ‘empty cart.’ Unlike the flashy performance that made the world loud, it didn’t kill the target in one blow.


  


  Although it boasted the highest damage coefficient among wide-area skills, it didn’t completely deviate beyond the limits of a wide-area skill. This was the somewhat weak part compared to other ultimate skills. It was just that the special nature of war highlighted the merits of Space Sword. The topographical advantage of the canyon also played a big part. The demons were vulnerable to Space Sword as they marched on the narrow road.


  


  ‘His physical defense is twice as high as Belial’s. Is it around three times the health?’


  


  Kraugel compared his current specs with his specs during the Belial raid. He checked the damage that had been inflicted on Belial and the health gauge of Berith, and he came to a conclusion. Once again, Kraugel concluded that Berith couldn’t be raided with his current power.


  


  ‘It isn’t possible without Grid, Damian, and Ruby.’


  


  Grid’s Four Heavenly Kings that had appeared during the Demon King’s Subjugation were Piaro, Asmophel, Noll who played a big role in Reidan recently, and the woman whose exact reality still wasn’t known. Kraugel couldn’t help thinking of those four people. Grid had almost lost Piaro in the Belial raid, so it was unlikely he would let NPCs join this raid.


  


  ‘Let’s slowly buy time.’


  


  Normally, Kraugel linked Space Sword with another skill. This was due to the 30-second period when critical damage was increased. It meant attacking Berith could cause significant damage. Still, Kraugel didn’t overdo it. He knew that he didn’t need to overdo it because the Overgeared Guild was currently on the way here.


  


  How did he know? It was naturally thanks to Hao and Alexander. China’s top ranker and Russia’s top ranker were Kraugel’s limbs. Kraugel’s information network went beyond the days of when he was alone. Well, in this case, he didn’t need his information network.


  


  -I’m going to kill him. Leave a share for me, Grid sent him this whisper.


  


  Kraugel turned his attention to Zibal. Zibal, who was saved just before death, looked very uncomfortable. The moment Kraugel’s gaze fell on him, Zibal grumbled, “Dammit, I still can’t tell who the main character is.”


  


  “It has been a long time since I was pushed into the supporting role.”


  


  “You have thick skin.”


  


  


  Zibal descended to the ground alongside Kraugel and captured the scene of the battlefield. Hundreds of demons had perished, and hundreds more moaned due to their wounds. Thousands of demons stiffened like statues when they saw their master had lost his arm. Only one presence completely changed the atmosphere of the battlefield.


  


  It was overwhelming, and it was certain that Kraugel was definitely stronger than the days when he was the sky above the sky. This was quite different from the weak self he showed in the two years after becoming a Sword Saint. It seemed that he could finally use the power of a Sword Saint properly.


  


  “...The competition for the top will soon be fierce again.”


  


  “No, I still have a long way to go.”


  


  As much as he grew, Grid would’ve grown beyond that. Grid had built up the largest player-based power on the continent, and his growth environment wasn’t comparable to a single player’s. It was fundamental that he monopolized all types of information and riches while his utilization of talent was unmatched.


  


  One example was Great Sage Sticks. Thanks to Stick’s Mass Teleport, Grid could move anywhere at any time. It was completely different from the activity radius of one player.


  


  ‘Truly amazing.’


  


  Who would’ve imagined that Grid could grow the Overgeared Kingdom to this point? Most people thought it was lucky if he could keep it. However, Grid was very resourceful, and the kingdom developed rapidly. They advanced ahead of kingdoms hundreds of years old and were able to compete with the empire. Grid was a great person.


  


  “By the way, I couldn’t even help damage the great demon,” Zibal muttered as he gazed at Berith in the distance. The cut-off limb was like rotten meat on the ground, and blood was still flowing down from the severed shoulder. The bleeding from the amputation was something that even a great demon couldn’t avoid. Berith’s slightly consumed health gauge gave Zibal some hope of winning.


  


  “Let’s join forces this time. I’ll use Raiders, so let’s work together to wound Berith through a gap.”


  


  “The ultimate goal of alchemy.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “It isn’t just about making gold, it is about creating life. The existence of the Stone of Life is the evidence.”


  


  “What?”


  


  Zibal wanted to cooperate, only for Kraugel to suddenly speak nonsense...? Kraugel pointed at something while responding to the confused Zibal, “It is easy for Berith to recover his flesh.”


  


  “...!?” Zibal’s eyes widened.


  


  The blood flowing from Berith’s shoulder was as hard as metal. It soon became bones, flesh, and skin. The sight of Berith instantly restoring his left arm stunned the viewers watching as well as Zibal.


  


  “This damn monster.” Zibal clicked his tongue. Was it useless to cut the body? It was the first time he realized that alchemy was so great. Even the alchemy of the best nation of the continent, the Saharan Empire, was at a level that was little better than making potions and metals. Toward the stiff Zibal—no, it was toward Kraugel standing beside Zibal, Berith spoke.


  


  ““The Sword Saint of this time is weak,”” he said quietly from a distance of several kilometers, but his voice entered their ears clearly. ““Sword Saint Muller sealed many great demons. I think it's impossible for you.””


  


  Kraugel didn’t deny it. “That's right. It will be hard for me with my current strength.”


  


  Muller was the strongest human in history. If the potential of a named NPC could be classified from 1 to 10, Muller’s potential would be 100. It wasimpossible for the player Kraugel to be as strong as Muller. However, Kraugel wasn’t alone.


  


  “Sorry for being late.”


  


  “It took me a while to collect the kids.”


  


  Hao, Alexander, and dozens of Russian rankers rushed to Kraugel’s side. It was a much more splendid party than any other Berith raiding party, including Zibal’s party. The audience’s hearts pounded. Yet from Berith’s perspective, it was just a group of small fries.


  


  Berith scoffed, and 10 magic circles appeared in the air around him. They quickly transformed all the elements around them. From dust, dirt, stones, rocks, water, and the air, they turned into metal harder than steel as they formed 10 large and threatening spears that shot at Kraugel.


  


  ““Die.””


  


  “Gulp!” Kraugel’s group swallowed their saliva. They were full of fighting spirit, but once they directly met Berith, the power felt from him was beyond imagination. Could they hold on until the Overgeared Guild arrived? To be honest, they didn’t feel confident.


  


  The 10 spears crossed the battlefield. They flew past all the obstacles in front of them and struck Kraugel’s group. The 10 spears were of a totally different dimension. The viewers thought this as they watched the canyon collapse more every time a spear grazed it. Then the flying 10 spears suddenly slowed down, gradually losing their shape and scattering.


  


  『 What? 』


  


  The commentators and viewers couldn’t understand the sudden phenomenon. The same was true for Hao, Alexander, and Zibal. Only two beings knew. Only Kraugel and Berith could see why the alchemy lost its momentum. 


  


  “...Intangible will?”


  


  A power with no form—it was a realm for the absolute masters who could knock down objects with just their willpower. Two powerful wills were extinguishing Berith’s alchemy. Berith looked rather surprised and moved his focus from Kraugel’s group to the back wall of the fortress. Hundreds of cameras followed his gaze.


  


  “It is an ugly horse.”


  


  “This great demon has an arrogant tone.”


  


  A man and woman who held spears were standing there. The somewhat short middle-aged man had the name Kirinus, and the beautiful blond woman whose age couldn’t be determined had the name of Rachel. Both their names shone a bright gold color. The commentators and viewers doubted their eyes.


  


   『The best spearsman on the continent, Kirinus! 』


  


  『 Spear Saint Rachel!! 』


  


  『 H-How are they here? 』


  


  The powerhouses of the continent that the average players would never have a chance to meet—why had they appeared beside each other in this place? In particular, Rachel was one of the empire’s Seven Dukes. The empire was ignoring the crisis of the Haken Kingdom, so no one could easily guess why she was visiting the Haken Kingdom. Kraugel greeted the two of them, “You came.”


  


  “Yes,” Kirinus and Rachel responded lightly. Kraugel seemed close to the two of them.


  


  『 D-Don’t tell me... .』


  


  Kraugel was the one who brought the powerhouses here? An inflexible general—this was what the world had evaluated Kraugel as. Most people believed that Kraugel had fallen once and would never be able to catch up with Grid. After all, what could Kraugel do on his own?


  


  Grid had hundreds of rankers and the monstrous Four Heavenly Kings. In the end, Grid would stand as an eternal presence. The people had to think like this, but their minds changed at this moment. A duke and the best spearman of the continent….


  


  Those who witnessed Kraugel appear with two super-grade NPCs saw that Kraugel had the potential to surpass Grid. They might not know the best spearman of the continent, but the Saharan Empire was the greatest power on the continent. Even Grid’s Four Heavenly Kings would just be babies in front of the Seven Dukes...


  


  The people thought like this.




  Chapter 1045


  The war situation changed greatly after Kraugel emerged. First of all, the gates of the fortress were wide open. The soldiers of the Haken Kingdom stopped waiting for the demons on the walls and emerged from the fortress. They stood in the winding paths of the canyon and helped Kraugel’s group fight the demons. No longer crouching like a tortoise, the soldiers swarmed bravely toward the demons like beasts.


  


  “Die! Damn demons!”


  


  “Go to hell!”


  


  “Disappear from our land!!”


  


  It was a fierce counterattack. The advance of the demon army started to be pushed back little by little. Now the demons weren’t close to the walls. The durability of the walls, which decreased every time the acid and fire demons climbed the walls, slowly started to recover. It was just like Zibal’s stamina.


  


  “Artillerymen, cover!”


  


  Above the walls, Zibal briefly withdrew from the battlefield while his stamina was recovering and directed the soldiers. He used to be a noble of the Haken Kingdom, was the former leader of the Seven Guilds, and was now a soldier of the empire. Consequently, his commanding ability was excellent. Every time the guards and artillerymen fired at Zibal’s orders, allies on the battlefield were saved. Of course, not everyone could be protected.


  


  “Cover! Cover fire!”


  


  “Ah, I’m still loading!”


  


  “Dammit!”


  


  The weapon called the bow was too heavily influenced by the archer’s skill and the wind direction. The cannon also had a fatal weakness, which was that they couldn’t be fired immediately. Zibal and his soldiers were forced to watch as the demons grabbed the soldiers. Every time this happened, they felt great anger and hatred. They held a terrible killing intent toward the main culprit, Berith.


  


  ‘Son of a bitch.’ Zibal’s gaze turned to a small battlefield on the horizon.


  


  Far from the battlefield beneath the walls, a fierce battle was occurring between Berith, Kirinus, and Rachel. Kirinus’ spear moved like flowing water, while Rachel’s spear boasted explosive energy that was like a dragon’s breath. At first glance, the two spears pressured Berith.


  


  Berith tried to counter their attacks, defending against their tactics with alchemy. Kirinus’ and Rachel’s intangible wills didn’t allow Berith’s alchemy to form. Berith’s alchemy was shattered every time it was cast. 


  


  The dance of alchemy...


  


  The helpless Berith reached a point where he had to pull out the sword hanging from his waist. Berith blocked Rachel’s red spear with a crude sword and rolled his pupil-free white eyes. It was as if he was laughing.


  


  ““The power of thought isn’t infinite.””


  


  There was a limit to mental power. Kirinus and Rachel might be two of the strongest beings on the continent, but it was still a burden for them to use their intangible wills in succession. In fact, the speed at which their intangible wills dispersed Berith’s alchemy was slowing down. If this continued, Berith’s alchemy creation speed would surpass the speed at which they formed their intangible wills. No, they were both likely to self-destruct before they could catch up with the speed.


  


  Kirinus’ and Rachel’s foreheads were already covered with sweat. Even so, Kirinus and Rachel didn’t care.


  


  “Our purpose—”


  


  “—isn’t to knock you down.”


  


  “We’ll do it appropriately.”


  


  “Yes, that’s right.”


  


  ““....?””


  


  The two of them had spent almost three months together. Kirinus and Rachel had met each other on a daily basis and acknowledged the other as a rival. They didn’t forget why they were standing in front of Berith now. This was only a game. It was important to know who dealt more damage to Berith, but they had no plans to lay down their lives for Berith. They would act moderately in this situation. Kirinus and Rachel had no intention of dying in this place. Still, if possible...


  


  ‘I will stay as long as I can.’


  


  This race was far from the concept of training and performance. The two people used their innate strength to deflect Berith’s clumsy sword and stabbed their spears. Then they glanced back. Far away, Kraugel was struggling with the demons along with his companions.


  


  Kirinus and Rachel wanted to buy as much time as possible for Kraugel. They planned to hold on to the great demon until Kraugel defeated the demon army. For Kirinus, Kraugel was his only disciple and friend. For Rachel, Kraugel was fairly interesting to observe and he captivated the hearts of her knights.


  


  ‘I can’t let him die in a place like this.’


  


  Kirinus and Rachel nodded. The two people competed with perfectly equal skills. Those who acknowledged and respected each other let their backs face each other’s.


  


  “Moonrise Spear Secret Technique."


  


  "Dehakel 5th style."


  


  "Eclipse.” Kirinus’s spear moved in a circle and swallowed up the light around it. The path couldn’t be read. 


  


  “Salamander!” Rachel’s spear moved in a straight line and emitted a yellow flame. It obviously couldn’t be stopped.


  


  ““....!”” Berith’s eyes widened.


  


  


  Without knowing it, his heart started to burn, and he screamed.


  


  『 B-Berith’s health has been greatly reduced! 』 The commentators from each country gulped as they relayed the situation, and all the chat rooms were boiling over.


  


  Emoticons such as surprise, thumbs up, and applause bombarded the chat. The skill of Kirinus and Rachel were greater than the rumors claimed. The two people broke the concept of the ‘strongest’ in the minds of the public. The people realized that even the farmer of Overgeared, who had been active in the Belial raid a few years ago, was merely trash in front of them. This was natural because the people couldn’t properly predict how much Piaro had grown over the years.


  


  “I think I hit him harder.”


  


  “It was only possible because I exposed his weakness.”


  


  “In any case, didn’t I do more damage?”


  


  “It is possible because of me so my contribution was higher.”


  


  “Do you have such thick skin?”


  


  “That is you.”


  


  Kirinus and Rachel bickered while pushing back the bleeding Berith. It was a childish argument, but it was important for them. This was because the direction of the battle could determine the problem that hadn’t been resolved for more than two months.


  


  Two spears hit Berith’s chin and side. The shocked Berith fell from the horse, and his face slammed into the ground. Berith’s dry and elongated body twitched from the pain. The great demon was like this in front of only two humans. Kirinus and Rachel were easily able to achieve meaningful results when tens of thousands of challengers had died because of Berith.


  


  It was due to a difference in level. Just as it was pointless for hundreds of level 100 players to go against a level 300 player, the thing that mattered in Satisfy was strength, not numbers. Both Kirinus and Rachel were better than the thousands of rankers who faced the top boss. It would be hard if the thousands of rankers had to fight against both Kirinus and Rachel.


  


  Well, in any case. Kirinus and Rachel weren’t too nervous about Great Demon Berith. It was the reason why the Saharan Empire hadn’t acted when the Overgeared Kingdom raided Belial. For an empire that had a large number of powerful people, there was no need to fear the great demons.


  


  Of course, this was just arrogance. Hadn’t the empire already suffered a crushing defeat because of Astaroth? The great demons were the nemesis of humanity. They were never easy opponents.


  


  ““...You guys,”” Berith said, chewing the soil in his mouth as he slowly raised his elongated body. He asked Kirinus and Rachel, who were standing side by side, ““Aren’t you mistaken about something? You are just my prey.””


  


  “Hah?” Rachel frowned. Naturally, she knew this. She knew that she and Kirinus had a very short time to gain an advantage over Berith. Once a little more time passed, they would run out of skills and stamina, and the situation would gradually reverse. However, not yet. After all, they still had an overwhelming advantage. They could take the lead in the battle because they sealed the alchemy that was Berith’s main force. That’s what Rachel thought.


  


  ““The two of you, aren’t you already dying?””


  


  “...?”


  


  Berith’s power wasn’t only alchemy. His true power was the ability to lie, and his lies deceived the entire world.


  


  “Cough!?” Rachel cocked her head at the absurd remark, only to cough up blood. Her clear skin was covered in blood. Her entire body was full of wounds that she had suffered without her knowledge. Kirinus was the same. When had his legs gotten cut? Kirinus sat on the ground and gazed at the wounds on his legs. The sight of the blood soaking into the earth was imprinted in his mind. The soil that Berith was chewing on turned into metal in his mouth. Dozens of sharp nails filled his mouth.


  


  ““I told you. Mental power isn’t infinite. The mental power of lower-minded humans is quickly drained.””


  


  At this moment...


  


  “...!?”


  


  Rachel’s wounds disappeared without a trace. The various pains that accompanied the wounds disappeared like they were a lie. The same was true for the deep wounds on Kirinus’ legs. Kirinus rose from his position, and the blood staining the earth was erased as if they had never been there. The world itself had been deceived. Berith’s lies lost their effect.


  


  Rachel and Kirinus realized that what they just experienced was an illusion and hurriedly adjusted their spears. However, it was too late. Berith spat out the dozens of nails filling his mouth and turned the bodies of the two people into rags. This was reality, not a lie.


  


  “Ugh...!” Blood flowed from their bodies, and the nailed Kirinus and Rachel stiffened briefly. They temporarily lost their senses. Berith didn’t miss this gap.


  


  ““Hahaha, humans are really simple.”” 


  


  He grinned as he transformed everything around him into metal. Dozens of sharp blades were quickly created and aimed at Kirinus and Rachel.


  


  ““Die.””


  


  Berith didn’t waste time. He neatly dealt with all obstacles in front of him at a quick speed. The great demon didn’t delay as he moved his sword and tore at Rachel’s and Kirinus’ bodies.


  


  『 T-This is ridiculous... 』


  


  The commentators around the world confirmed Kirinus’ and Rachel’s rapidly decreasing health gauges. The viewers lost the small hope they had just obtained and sat own with a sense of helplessness.


  


  ‘Berith won’t be defeated until the Saharan Empire comes out.’


  


  The experts made a prediction. Kirinus and Rachel lost their composure and were now busy protecting their lives. Those who were watching the two people struggle to avoid Berith’s rain of blades abandoned their vain dreams.




  Chapter 1046


  “Wait a minute. Let’s wait. We have to wait and observe a bit more.”


  


  Kraugel appeared with Rachel and Kirinus and caused a worldwide stir. Most people had predicted the raid’s success and headed for Fort Taleren. It was to benefit from the raid that would succeed anyway. The opponent was a great demon. They would get a great reward even if they made a small contribution. That’s right. If it wasn’t for Fort Taleren blocking teleportation magic, all the rankers scattered throughout the continent would already be gathered at Fort Taleren.


  


  ‘By the way, why is there such a stupid sight?’


  


  Box, a ranker of the Haken Kingdom, was the first ranked Linker—a class that was classified as the most difficult to grow after the Asura. He was the closest aide to Zibal during Zibal’s prime and became the leader after Zibal abandoned the Snake Guild and left Haken.


  


  Presently, he came to Fort Taleren in order to gain a free ride from the Berith raid. He had been staying near Fort Taleren, so he could arrive at the scene on time. Box imagined a dying Berith surrounded by tens of thousands of rankers. Yet once he arrived at the scene, the sight in front of him was completely different. He couldn’t see the rankers who should be defeating Berith.


  


  In fact, he only saw a few people like himself hiding in corners of the canyon. It was due to the magic barrier. The other rankers didn’t arrive on time because of this magic barrier.


  


  ‘Shit.’


  


  The situation was bad. The continent’s best spearmen, who were considered the strongest NPCs by the media around the world, started to struggle against Berith. Kraugel’s group was still struggling against the demons. Among the demons, there was a distinction between ‘normal’ and ‘elite’, and the elite demons weren’t easily struck by Kraugel’s sword. 


  


  In particular, the plant-type demons that had multiple tubes coming from their bodies seemed tricky. Once smoke emerged from the tubes, the battlefield was covered with fog. Then when sounds emerged from the tubes, the soldiers of the Haken Kingdom were brainwashed and attacked each other. Meanwhile, the insect-like demons consumed the honey flowing from the tubes and were temporarily strengthened as they focused on attacking Kraugel.


  


  Their combat power and intelligence were better than all field boss monsters in all respects. They were the core power of Berith’s army. Box, who thought the raid would fail, clicked his tongue and stared at the nobles on the wall.


  


  ‘They are fools. I can’t believe they raised a barrier against teleportation magic in a situation where they have to borrow other people’s hands.’


  


  Still, Box knew the reason for their decision. The danger was too great if outsiders were allowed access. The raid difficulty would rise due to the appearance of hostile forces like the Yatan believers or those hoping for the collapse of the Haken Kingdom.


  


  However, weren’t they just going to die like this? Box felt that the Haken royal family was pathetic for blocking hope in order to prevent some risks. Well, they were one of the smallest countries on the continent because they were so timid and stupid.


  


  “This is a failure.”


  


  The ultimate alchemy...


  


  Kirinus and Rachel were caught in the crossfire of a sharp metal rain. Kraugel, the Hao siblings, Alexander, and the Russian rankers changed their formation as if they had already given up. He ignored the demons in front of him and gazed at the retreating Kirinus and Rachel.


  


  ‘We can’t enter this battle.’


  


  Apart from dying and losing experience, they would have the disgrace of being added to the list of raid losers. The reputation of the Snake Guild would be lost.


  


  ...Box almost drove his guild members to their deaths. He sighed and ordered the guild members, “Let’s leave. There is no hope here.”


  


  “Don’t you want to help Zibal?”


  


  The Snake Guild—Zibal founded it, but the prestigious guild was now led by Box. The members had a glimpse of Box’s heart. He had shouted about a free ride on the surface, but the reason Box came to this place was because of Zibal. It was because of the old emotions Box held toward the only person he had served. However, Box was someone who led 300 guild members. He wasn’t stubborn enough to drive his guild members to death because of personal feelings.


  


  “Zibal? I don’t care about that retired person.” Box pretended to be casual and started moving. The direction he headed in was outside the canyon, which was the opposite direction of the city he originally stayed in. He was about to leave the Haken Kingdom.


  


  ‘I don’t want to lose the fame and achievements I’ve accumulated in Haken, but I have to let it go. I will change to the Saharan Empire.’


  


  A small country had its own advantages. There were relatively few active players, and there were many opportunities to monopolize the high-level quests and hunting areas. Compared to the more populous countries, competition in all sectors of Haken was low. This was a particularly beneficial environment for rankers like Box. It was being the head of a snake, rather than the tail of a dragon. Box wanted to live like that in the Haken Kingdom, rather than being at the bottom in the empire.


  


  However, the recent situation with Berith dramatically changed his idea. He realized it when he saw the fall of the Rotemon Kingdom. It was foolish to live in a nation that couldn’t protect its people. A person had the right to choose a better country.


  


  ‘It is different from knocking while sitting on the streets and knocking while the door of your house is still open.’


  


  He had to go to the empire before the Haken Kingdom was destroyed, and he had to negotiate while his value was still high. Box was moving along the river when his nostrils flared. Everywhere he looked, he spotted people heading to the canyon. They wanted an easy ride on the Berith raid. They never dreamed that the raid would fail.


  


  ‘They will go back soon with regret. Huh?’


  


  Box was glad. He found a procession of people moving in the same direction as himself. They were refugees. They foresaw the destruction of the Haken Kingdom and were leaving their homeland. Box was relieved when he saw them. It wasn’t just him who abandoned the country. They were many people like him who gave up. His choice was wise, and he wasn’t a traitor...


  


  These thoughts revolved around Box’s mind.


  


  “...” Box was leading the guild members when he stopped in place. Perhaps it was because he found himself in the procession of refugees that he felt guilty about his choice. This question soured Box’s heart. It reminded Box of the past.


  


  At the beginning of Satisfy, Haken was the first country he chose. He had grown up interacting with the people of Haken. At the time, he met Zibal and the Snake Guild. He could be what he was now because of Haken. Did he really want Haken’s destruction?


  


  “...”


  


  Why was he being foolishly nostalgic? Why did he keep looking back even when he knew it was useless? The guild members spoke to Box who had frozen like a stone statue, “Let’s go back.”


  


  “...”


  


  “If we leave this way, we will regret it for the rest of our lives.”


  


  “...Shit.”


  


  In the end...


  


  “Yes, we should go back.”


  


  If he ran away every time there was a crisis, he would eventually lose a place to flee to. Then it happened the moment Box turned to go back the way he came.


  


  “Hey.”


  


  “...?”


  


  There was a huge shadow cast over him, and he heard someone’s voice. By the way, this voice was somewhat familiar.


  


  “...!!” Box’s eyes slowly widened.


  


  A black-haired man on the back of a mountain-sized hippopotamus was looking down at him. “Did you come from the fortress? What is the situation there?”


  


  “...” Old memories came to Box’s mind. He couldn’t forget the man in front of him who was the cause of one of his few failures.


  


  “...They will all die if this continues.” Box felt like he was grasping a straw as he spoke to this man—the man who became the new supreme one.


  


  “I guess I better hurry,” the man who had Box’s attention said. Then he urged his colleagues, “I’ll go ahead. Catch up as soon as possible. Faker, Piaro. Let’s go.”


  


  “Quick Movements,” the man shouted the name of the skill and quickly disappeared. The surprising thing was that there were five people who kept up with his crazy speed. There were four big NPCs with flashing golden names. By the way, the names of the NPCs were a bit strange. They were familiar names. He had heard them before.


  


  A woman approached Box with a smile. The world’s most glamorous beauty emanated an irresistible force. “You, follow us. You are the number one Linker and should be useful.”


  


  “I...”


  


  


  “Don’t talk nonsense and come with us.”


  


  The woman’s eyes sharpened, and Box nodded.


  *** 


  


  


  『 This raid has also failed. Still, I want to applaud them. 』


  


  『 Yes. They fought well enough. 』


  


  Unlike the gorgeous appearance, the result was rather futile. Even so, there were few people in the world who would deny Kraugel’s performance. They stopped the advance of the demon army, which no one had ever stopped, and dealt a terrible wound to Berith who ridiculed the people.


  


  It deserved respect. They were heroes who stood up for the suffering people even though they knew it would be a tough fight. In other countries, the broadcasters praised Kraugel’s party. Hundreds of millions of viewers applauded them, but there were no cheers.


  


  ““There are many souls.””


  


  Berith gathered the bodies of the Haken soldiers and summoned a fourth army. The people were gloomy as they saw Berith build up an even greater force.


  


  “Avoid it!” Kraugel was blocking Berith’s path.


  


  He had yet to surpass Kirinus and Rachel, but he still stepped forward. Kraugel hid the two people behind his back and confronted Berith alone. Kirinus shouted, “Are you making fun of me? I will open the retreat, so you avoid it!”


  


  Since his only love, Aria, became empress, Kirinus lost his purpose in life. On the day she died, Kirinus’ life became meaningless. He was the only one who could die. Kirinus had no intention of sacrificing the proud disciple he had accepted late, the Sword Saint who was the last hope of humanity.


  


  Kraugel shook his head. “You know that I am an immortal. For me, death is a concept I can afford.”


  


  ‘However, you are different. Death is the end for you,’ Kraugel sent this message to Kirinus with his eyes.


  


  “You might be immortal, but I know that death is still a loss. It might not be the end, but you will weaken.”


  


  “I can afford it.”


  


  “No, the Sword Saint shouldn’t crumble.”


  


  “...”


  


  “The Sword Saint is the lantern of humanity. They shouldn’t see you being beaten.”


  


  Rachel also stood alongside Kirinus. “The game isn’t over yet. I will have the title of the continent’s best spearman.”


  


  “...” Kraugel frowned. He sighed at the mortal who wanted to sacrifice himself for a player. In the end...


  


  “I’m asking the both of you,” Kraugel asked Hao and Alexander. Hao and Alexander nodded and grabbed Kirinus and Rachel’s wrists.


  


  “Let’s go. You must not die for Kraugel’s sake.”


  


  “Survive so that you can train Kraugel even further. 


  


  ““You are all fooling around.””


  


  The rain of blades finished. Berith watched the humans talking in front of him and shook his head as if it was absurd.


  


  ‘“I will kill all of you. It's pointless to discuss it among yourself.””


  


  Hundreds of magic circles appeared around Berith. It was the precursor to a massive attack.


  


  ““The other world exists as a pasture for us.””


  


  The hundreds of magic circles started to transform the entire canyon into metal. Tens of thousands of blades emerged from all types of topographic formations.


  


  ““Humans are livestock for us.””


  


  Berith’s white eyes formed a half moon shape.


  


  ““All you have to do is become food. That is what destiny means.””


  


  The alchemy was complete. Tens of thousands of blades aimed at Kraugel’s group. This was the first time the ultimate attack of 22nd Great Demon Berith was revealed. It happened months after Berith appeared in the world.


  


  “Shit!” Zibal swore and hurriedly boarded Raiders. He wanted to deal at least one blow to this damn guy, even if he died.


  


  『 Ah... Ahh... 』


  


  It was a sight that was bound to be alarming. The broadcasters were dumbfounded when they witnessed the tens of thousands of blades floating in the air. They couldn’t say anything. In the face of Berith’s overwhelming force, their knowledge and words became meaningless.


  


  -It is really turning around in circles.


  


  -Yes, the next ruined game.


  


  The viewers were already disengaged. Seeing that Berith easily overpowered a duke of the prestigious empire, they abandoned their dreams and hopes. Who could stop Berith after he summoned a fourth army? They thought that even the Saharan Empire wouldn’t be useful now.


  


  ““Go to Heaven.””


  


  It was Berith’s worst curse. The moment that the tens of thousands of blades were going to hit Kraugel’s group.


  


  “200,000 Army Crushing Sword.”


  


  A massive explosion occurred. The tens of thousands of blades scattered in ash.


  


  ““....!?”” Berith was more surprised than when he witnessed the emergence of the Sword Saint. Kraugel’s gaze shifted to one side, and hundreds of cameras followed him. On all the broadcast screens around the world:


  


  [Grid].


  


  The name of the man with fluttering black hair was captured. There were four named NPCs by their side. Were they Grid’s famous Four Heavenly Kings? The spellbound people concentrated on observing the names of the NPCs. Then they doubted their eyes. They rubbed their eyes a few times and double checked the names of the NPCs.


  


  Then they soon realized it was real. The Immortal King Grenhal, Beast King Morse, and Golden Crown Basara—the dukes of the Saharan Empire were standing alongside Grid. The funny thing was that they were all looking at Grid like he was a monster.


  


  -...A great game.


  


  The supreme person was the object of envy and a target. The viewers saw their future through Grid and no longer shouted about the game. The hearts of people all over the world pounded.


  


  “I have been waiting.” Then Kraugel opened up all the power he had stored. Hundreds of swords appeared around Kraugel. It was the execution of Control Sword, which had been strengthened compared to the National Competition.




  Chapter 1047


  『 It isn’t fake. They are some of the Seven Dukes. 』


  


  Johannes, a German, was a young genius who was noted as a once in a century pianist. Then he suffered from a terrible accident. He was involved in a terrorist incident in Britain and lost one arm and both legs. Of course, modern medicine gave him good prosthetics. Johannes got a new arm and legs that were almost no different from the real thing.


  


  Yes, the problem was that there was a slight difference. Johannes succeeded in restoring 99% of the function but not 100%. He wasn’t satisfied with his own performance. It was a terrible pain for a young genius. The frustrated Johannes announced his retirement. However...


  


  『 I saw them in the imperial ballroom. 』


  


  Johannes resurrected in a brilliant manner. He gained a complete body in Satisfy, chose the class of musician, and showed off his infinite talent. As he dreamed of music, he was recognized for his skills and joined the Saharan Imperial Orchestra through which he saw the empire’s social circles up close and personal. He was an ordinary player who remembered the tone and habits of the grand nobles who he didn’t have a chance to see in real life. Additionally, he helped viewers by appearing as a panelist on a German broadcasting company relaying the Berith raid.


  


  『 Duke Grenhal and Duke Basara are among the Seven Dukes vying to be the most powerful. I heard that Duke Grenhal’s territory is the largest while Duke Basara is a close relative of the emperor. I heard that all three of them, including Duke Morse, are undefeated. They are all very prideful. 』 Johannes paused.


  


  The camera zoomed in on Duke Grenhal. Then Johannes’ additional explanation continued, 『 Duke Grenhal only bows to the emperor. This means that he only recognizes the empire. 』


  


  『 Huh, this... Do the other royal family members dislike them? 』


  


  『 No. Duke Grenhal is a descendant of the founders and has a number of achievements. Moreover, the imperial princes don’t dare to disapprove of him because his actual force is greater than anyone apart from the emperor. There are rumors that the imperial princes are eager to be acknowledged by Duke Grenhal. 』


  


  The camera captured Duke Morse’s image at this time.


  


  『 As for Duke Morse... he is a hooligan. He is lacking in dignity and is rowdy. He is different from the other nobles. Every time he enters the palace, the people of the imperial palace can’t hide their discomfort. He acts like he has nothing to fear in the world. He seems to be someone who only lives for today. 』


  


  Finally, the camera captured Duke Basara’s image. Her eyes were so beautiful that the camera stopped on her for an unusually long time.


  


  『 She is the most elegant person. Her every action is prudent and gentle to her subordinates. Everyone in the imperial palace admires her. There is a rumor that she is blind because she always has her eyes closed... 』


  


  『 Huh? Isn’t she opening her eyes now? 』


  


  『 That’s why it is weird. Considering the nature of the three dukes, it is unthinkable that they would be so amazed at others. 』


  


  『… 』


  


  By this time, the commentators had grasped the situation. The viewers also sensed something strange. Why did Grid arrive at the scene with the dukes when he was hostile to the empire? Everyone was paying attention to the superficial situation, but Johannes knew the nature of the Seven Dukes and was paying attention to a deeper aspect.


  


  『 We’ve always admired Grid. It is because Grid always shows us things beyond our imagination. Now I think Grid has surpassed the dukes’ imagination. 』


  


  『 No, what... 』


  


  In what way did he surpass the imagination of the dukes? 200,000 Army Crushing Sword—based on the name, the skill was obviously very powerful. He literally smashed the tens of thousands of blades aiming at Kraugel’s party. Despite this, the concept of ‘neutralizing’ a skill had already been seen.


  


  Of course, it wasn’t a common skill, but the other people were part of the Seven Dukes. For those who had seen much more than players, would the 200,000 Army Crushing Sword be a special skill? To think it was enough to make Basara open her eyes when there was always the misconception that she was blind...? Honestly, it was hard to understand.


  


  『 The formula to neutralize a skill with another skill isn’t surprising. Berith’s skill might be on a great scale that hasn’t been seen before, but isn’t it theoretically possible to neutralize it with one skill? If Kirinus and Rachel were in full condition, they would be able to use their intangible will to get rid of all the blades. 』


  


  『 Um... I don’t think it is as simple as that since Rachel has been stiff since Grid appeared. 』


  


  『 Isn’t Rachel’s reaction particularly strange? That is a completely haunted look. 』


  


  『 ...Let’s just watch. 』


  


  The experts couldn’t form speculations. This was none other than Grid. There was a time when people talked about him using their knowledge and information, but they were scolded for being wrong. This was the power of repetitive learning. The viewers’ chat window was plastered with criticisms for the panelists, but it was better than having their pride shattered when they were wrong.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [You have been injured by the recoil from 200,000 Army Swordsmanship.]


  


  [You have lost 50% of your health!]


  


  “Kuek...!”


  


  [200,000 Army Crushing Sword (Degraded) Lv. 1]


  


  [Fires a wave of energy blades that inflicts 200% attack power to all enemies in sight and crushes the enemy’s attack skills. The crushed skills will lose their effectiveness and disappear.


  


  However, if there are many types of skills that are crushed, then the greater the power, the greater the recoil.


  


  Skill Resource Consumption: 8,000 mana, 50 sword energy or fighting energy. 


  


  Skill Recoil: Decreased health (a minimum of 10% to a maximum of 50%)


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 30 minutes.]


  


  200,000 Army Crushing Sword…


  


  Grid thought it would be different based on the number, but the skill’s power was beyond imagination. Just like 100,000 Army Blockade Sword, it damaged all targets within his field of view, but the damage was 10 times larger. Of course, it didn’t cause the ‘blocked’ state, but it had the effect of ‘crushing’ the enemy’s attack skills. It wasn’t even a probability. It was a definitive effect.


  


  ‘Crazy.’


  


  There hadn’t been such a skill up to now. It was a real fraudulent skill. He thought this as he hurriedly pulled out a potion and roughly wiped at the blood that was flowing from his mouth. It consumed a lot of health... The burden was huge.


  


  ‘I also don’t like the cooldown time.’


  


  30 minutes was a long time. Battles that lasted for more than 30 minutes were extremely rare, and it was safe to say he couldn’t use it more than twice in one battle. However, the cooldown of 100,000 Army Blockade Sword was also 30 minutes. It was comforting to know that the cooldown of the higher ranked skill—200,000 Army Swordsmanship—was only 30 minutes.


  


  ‘I am used to skills with a long cooldown time.’


  


  Transcend had a cooldown time of 40 minutes. To others, Grid might be invincible, but in reality, he was suffering from all types of troubles and weaknesses. This didn’t mean he needed to wait around for the cooldown time to end.


  


  ‘I have God's Command.’


  


  It was a passive skill that could reset the cooldown of a skill. The probability of triggering it was 50%, but it was still a type of insurance.


  


  ‘By the way...’


  


  Grid looked back with a heated gaze. All of the dukes were making awed expressions. It was shocking to see the Undefeated King’s swordsmanship. They must be confused by the misunderstanding that the Undefeated King’s descendant who had troubled the empire for a long time was the Overgeared King.


  


  Grid told them, “I’m not the descendant of the Undefeated King who rebelled in Lubana.”


  


  Even so, he was the Undefeated King’s descendant who killed the Red Knight Lorex and cut off Kyle’s arm. Grid didn’t dare say these words. There was no need to reveal it.


  


  “...Certainly. I didn’t think so,” the wise Basara immediately announced that Grid’s words weren’t false. What should she do if the Overgeared King was the Undefeated King’s descendant who had been causing a stir for a while? She would’ve tracked the movements in reverse to determine the authenticity of his words. Of course, if her affinity with Grid wasn’t so high, she might not even confirm the authenticity of his statement.


  


  


  That’s right. Grid was able to show off the Undefeated King’s swordsmanship in front of the dukes because he believed in the trust he had built up with them.


  


  In the months after the National Competition, Grid was swept away by many events and gained a lot of achievements. He achieved the 200,000 Army Swordsmanship and accomplishments such as creating the Overgeared Cannon, acquiring a hidden class, and strengthening his sword dances. It was noticeably rapid growth compared to the past.


  


  However, Grid’s most significant development was the expansion of personal connections rather than personal growth. He gained affinity with the dukes and planned to actively utilize his relationship with them.


  


  ‘It is the right timing to show the Undefeated King’s swordsmanship now.’


  


  The Undefeated King whom the empire was afraid of and felt hostile toward... Originally, the moment it was revealed that Grid was a descendant of the Undefeated King, the empire would be committed to killing Grid. Yet it was different now. The dukes drew a future with Grid and willingly accepted that Grid had a power they were afraid of. It was like he had expected.


  


  “The Undefeated King’s descendant... There isn’t just one person qualified but two.”


  


  “I’m glad that one of them is King Grid.”


  


  “Haha.”


  


  Luckily, it worked. A grotesque voice entered the ears of Grid who was smiling with relief, ““A hybrid.””


  


  “Hybrid?” Grid turned to Berith.


  


  Berith’s skin was a pale blue that was the color of his rotten lungs before turning bright red again. Clearly, the stinking odor that was filling the canyon rose from a small hole in his waist. It was disgusting. Yes, disgusting. Grid’s observation of the great demon was over. Unlike most people, he didn’t feel fear. This was immediately after meeting War God Zeratul, so the great demon didn’t give Grid any special feelings.


  


  Berith’s mouth twisted as he read Grid’s emotions. ““Pagma, Braham, Madra, Muller... The power of all these existences is inside you... It is truly arrogant.””


  


  The names of four legends were mentioned. Everyone on the battlefield and the viewers around the world doubted their ears.


  


  ““But is that power really yours? No, absolutely not. You have only borrowed their power for a while and haven’t built it up yourself. The moment you lose your qualifications, you will end up losing. Just like right now.””


  


  [A million lies have distorted the truth.]


  


  [The first class Pagma's Descendant has been temporarily lost.]


  


  [All effects and skills related to Pagma's Descendant will disappear.]


  


  [The second class Duke of Wisdom has been temporarily lost.]


  


  [All effects and skills related to Duke of Wisdom will disappear.]


  


  [The title Hero King will be temporarily lost.]


  


  [All effects and skills related to Hero King will disappear.]


  


  [The skills 100,000 Army Swordsmanship and 200,000 Army Swordsmanship have been temporarily lost.]


  


  “...!?” Grid looked like he has been struck by lightning and stiffened like a statue. It was ambiguous to classify it as an abnormal status. Therefore, even his resistance to it was blocked. Grid was confused in the face of Berith’s power to even distort the system.


  


  Berith was smiling with satisfaction. ““Die.””


  


  Pagma, who had blocked the invasion of the Behen Archipelago, was the most famous human known to the great demons. With Pagma’s power, Grid couldn’t be ignored, even by Berith. In fact, Grid had the power of Belial and Astaroth. This was proof that he had already killed two great demons. Berith’s top priority was to get rid of him, and that was very easy for Berith.


  


  The ‘falsehood’, which could only be applied once to a target, was a winning tool that could completely destroy the target. However, there was a variable. It was a variable caused by the fact that Berith didn’t properly define the person called Grid.


  


  [The third class Magic Swordsman of the Epics has replaced the first class!]


  


  [(Braham’s Favor) Great Swordsman Pagma’s Swordsmanship has been activated!]


  


  Grid was the protagonist of the mythological story and the heir of both Pagma and Braham. Thus, he had a status that transcended Pagma's Descendant. At this moment...


  


  [An unknown person is writing down the first epic.]


  


  [The beginning of the story comes from the Taleren Canyon.]


  


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.”


  


  Grid was complete.


  


  “Transcended Link Flower.”


  


  ““Why?””


  


  [He sprinkled blue petals on the canyon dyed with red blood.]


  


  The world messages that emerged in real-time described Grid. A melodic theme appeared in Johannes’ mind. It was the prelude to a great epic.




  Chapter 1048


  [Fires 40 swords with 200% physical attack power, leaving a mark on all visible enemies. An additional two sword energy will be generated per mark, and the added sword energy will aim at their targets.]


  


  As it was described in the explanation, Transcended Link Flower was a skill where the size of the enemy didn’t matter. It was also a skill that maximized the power of the blood-sucking items Grid possessed. Grid had no sense of irrationality and helplessness when he dealt with a large number of enemies alone.


  


  A mark appeared on the heads of Berith and the demon army within Grid’s field of view. Thousands of blue petals filled the canyon. The war-devastated canyon was transformed into a beautiful place.


  


  [He sprinkled blue petals on the canyon dyed with red blood.]


  


  “Wow...”


  


  With the sentence marking the beginning of the epic, there was resilience everywhere. Everyone looked up at Grid, and his chest became hot when he felt their gazes. Did he feel that he was superior to them? No. It was a pure sense of fullness that came from being acknowledged by others.


  


  Grid had suffered many things in his life, and the enthusiasm and support he had received during the past few years were still new and exciting. Maybe it was something he would never get used to.


  


  [He was an underdog who was used to insults and contempt.]


  


  [A loser who was exploited and couldn’t stand alone...]


  


  ‘...No, why is it bringing out these old things and telling the people?’


  


  It would’ve been nice if it wasn’t for the world messages. Grid blushed as he was shamed in front of the people of the world. Then the petals from the sky struck the demons on the ground. The more beautiful the petals, the more dangerous they were. The demons screamed sharply from getting hit by the petals.


  


  “Waaahhhhhhhh!”


  


  Against an army, this was an overwhelming power. The shouts of the Haken Kingdom’s soldiers pierced the sky. and Grid’s sense of fulfillment grew even greater. Despite this, the epic denied Grid.


  


  [He was still weak.]


  


  [It was because his slaughtering of the demons in the canyon wasn’t his own feat.]


  


  [He woke up using the strength of others, and it wouldn’t be strange if he fell down at any moment.]


  


  40 black energy blades emerged and struck Berith.


  


  [The target has received 33,250 damage.]


  


  [The target has received 32,999 damage.]


  


  Transcended Link Flower dealt 200% damage per energy blade. An ordinary monster couldn’t handle even one of the 40 strikes. Yet Berith was hit by two in succession. The first moment that Kraugel appeared caused Berith to increase his defense and he now completely neutralized the power of Grid’s strikes. However...


  


  ““Why?”” 


  


  Berith’s face was covered with shock. He was confused because he couldn’t fathom how Grid was fine in spite of his distorted reality. A human denied his power...? Anxiety sprang up in Berith’s mind. He had glimpsed Pagma and Muller from Grid. It was the appearance of a non-standard human who had destroyed a great demon with transcendent power. 


  


  [The great demon of the canyon dismissed him.]


  


  ““As expected, I really should get rid of you.””


  


  Berith decided to be vigilant. He disappeared like smoke from his position. The sickly horse that carried him was much faster than a unicorn or pegasus and seemed to easily escape from Transcended Link Flower.


  


  [Braham’s Detect Force has been triggered.]


  


  [Transcend’s sword energy has read and kept track of the target.]


  


  At least, until Braham’s magic was triggered.


  


  ““What?””


  


  [He was finally complete.]


  


  [His body was tempered by hammering and remembered the sword dances that he performed daily.]


  


  [The magic at the end of his sword was evidence of him pioneering his own path.]


  


  [He was overshadowed by the shade of certain names, but he had already accumulated enough.]


  


  A bizarre and unrealistic scene was being directed. Dozens of energy blades plummeted to the ground and turned as they tracked Berith.


  


  ““Disgraceful!””


  


  His movements were being read by a human...? Berith’s ego was shattered along with his injured face, and he triggered his alchemy. An iron wall that offset physical attacks circled his body. He was determined that the petty human attacks would have no effect against a lord of hell. However, the complaining of an unqualified person had no meaning.


  


  ““...?!””


  


  The wind damage that came from every four strikes was severe. Braham’s Wind Cutter magic attacked to Link split the iron wall in half and tore at Berith’s skin. The petals cutting the bodies of the demons exploded and generated electricity. It was the emergence of Braham’s Lightning magic.


  


  The demons were shaken. Some of the insect-type demons with relatively low health were bombarded severely while the beast-like demons roared. Hundreds of blind demons stared at Grid in unison because the impact was too great. It was a terrible sight, but Grid wasn’t daunted. He watched Berith without worrying about the mobs that had been electrocuted and stuck in place.


  


  [He was the first human to taste the inviolability of the great demon in the canyon.]


  


  [He was the one who built up the legends with his own strength.]


  


  ....


  


  ...


  


  [An unknown person has completed the first page of the epic!]


  


  The world messages ended. The viewers became solemn as they took a glance at the life of the famous Grid with a few short sentences.


  


  A talentless supreme person... A person who deserved more respect than anyone else... His ‘beginning’ was like the many stars in the sky, and he was cheered on by many people.


  


  [Someone is paying homage to the Hero King’s Stone Statue.]


  


  [Someone is paying homage to the Hero King’s Stone...]


  


  [Someone is...]


  


  ....


  


  ...


  


  [There is a rumor that the procession to your stone statue is endless!]


  


  ....


  


  ...


  


  


  [The Hero King’s Stone Statue has reached the maximum level of 15!]


  


  [The current ration of respectful bows to the stone statue has reached the maximum! Over the next month, your dexterity stat will rise by 30%, and the probability of making a high rated item has increased slightly! Additionally, the speed of sword-type attack skills is 20% faster!]


  


  Following the good news, the contents of Gird’s notification window was updated.


  


  [The first page of the epic has been completed.]


  


  [The effect of the epic has changed (Braham’s Favor) Great Swordsman Pagma’s Swordsmanship to Grid’s Swordsmanship.] 


  


  [You have witnessed Braham’s magic many times. Your swords dances are designed to optimize Braham’s magic formulas. The magic power of the sword dances is greatly enhanced.]


  


  [You are the first player to gain a skill derived from yourself.]


  


  [You have acquired one Skill Creation Right as a reward for the amazing achievement.]


  


  [Skill Creation Right]


  


  [You can create one active skill.]


  


  [Your status has risen by one level with the completion of that epic.]


  


  [The maximum speed limitations, vision limitations, and senses limitations will be partially lifted.]


  


  [Your Deity stat has increased by 1.]


  


  [Based on the contents of the epic, you have gained the new title ‘Legend of the Canyon.’]


  


  [Legend of the Canyon]


  


  [All stats will increase by 10%, and the power of wide-area skills will increase by 20% in a canyon terrain.


  


  You have instilled fear in 22nd Great Demon Berith. Berith’s defense and magic resistance will decrease by 10% when encountering Berith.


  


  The same effect will apply to demons ranked lower than Berith.]


  


  [Your vision and body’s senses are better than the effect of the current item, Slaughterer’s Eye Patch. The Slaughterer’s Eye Patch is just an obstacle to your vision.]


  


  “...”


  


  Dust fluttered in the sky. Despite floating fairly high in the sky above the battlefield, the smell of blood entered his nose. Grid exchanged gazes with Berith.


  


  “Sigh.”


  


  He took a deep breath and closed his eyes for a moment before opening them again. The world had changed. It was the minimum preparation needed to adapt to these changes.


  


  “It is worth a try at this point...” Grid murmured and took off the eyepatch he always wore. Hundreds of cameras focused on his left eye. The shadows seemed to split in half around the small point of the red pupil. It was an evil eye.


  


  [Your delicate senses are controlling the rampant magic power of the Castration Eye.]


  


  “Hat.”


  


  He could see the wind sweeping over his skin. His extended vision gave the impression of contemplating the existence of ‘I’ from the sky. The passage of time split in increments of sub-seconds. He felt like a superhero appearing in a movie. His species itself seemed to have evolved.


  


  Grid wasn’t unfamiliar with this sensation. It was the sense of transcendence he had felt when he experienced Chreshler’s past. Of course, this fell far short of Chreshler’s senses, but Grid was certain of it. Grid was now reborn on the same level as the Seven Dukes. 


  


  ““What is this? That relaxed mug.””


  


  It was just before Grid arrived in front of Berith. The great demon had already fought a long battle. He had only dealt with two humans, but they could be called his fiercest opponents so far. Berith had consumed a lot of health. In this state, he was hit by Braham’s magic and Transcended Link Flower. It meant he was ready for a new phase.


  


  ““Disgusting... It is really disgusting. I’ll teach you a good lesson.””


  


  The greatest power that collapsed the largest expedition, including Ares’ army, appeared. The entire canyon was shaken by the wave of energy, and the morale of the wounded demons skyrocketed.


  


  ““There is no presence in this world that can harm me.””


  


  It was a distortion of the truth.


  


  ““My breath will destroy the forest, and the mountains will collapse with my steps.””


  


  Berith overlay himself with the lie of being ‘invincible.’ For the next minute, he would be immune to all sorts of damages and have his damage amplified by several times. It was the strongest buff skill that frustrated Ares’ army. This was the moment when the viewers were reminded of Berith’s ultimate power.


  


  “I won’t allow your comfort,” Grid declared these words with a red face.


  


  『 ...? 』


  


  -...?


  


  Why all of a sudden? The moment when the broadcasters and viewers around the world were cringing, the false buff that surrounded Berith’s body shattered like glass and disappeared. 


  


  『 ....!! 』


  


  -....!!


  


  ““....!!””


  


  People were choked by the opening of heaven and earth. Of course, the most shocked one was Berith. Something emerged in front of him as he was feeling astonished. It was Grid. Grid used Blackening in his evolved state, and his speed was literally transcendent.


  


  “Grid’s Sword Dance.”


  


  ““....!?””


  


  “Kill.”


  


  The absolute technique pierced Berith’s heart.


  


  “”Y-You...””


  


  The dirty mouth that insulted humanity was smashed. As he linked the sword dances, Grid appeared on Berith’s left side, above him, or behind his back every time lightning burst out.




  Chapter 1049


  ““This guy!””


  


  ““Disgraceful!””


  


  ““Kuaaah!””


  


  The relentless connection of the sword dances caused Berith to feel the greatest humiliation since his birth. He moved his long waist and roared as he was stabbed. However, it failed this time. He missed Grid’s movements. The wind turned into a storm. This was a wavelength generated by Grid’s swiftness.


  


  It had been a long time since Grid disappeared from view. He reappeared with the sound of thunder and completed the final move of his sword dance.


  


  “Pinnacle.” Grid cut Berith’s head.


  


  Grid’s skin was white, and his mouth was twisted wickedly as demonic energy rose from him like a haze. Blackening—the power that Grid had accumulated over the years had become a powerful force that strengthened him. The limits of the human species didn’t bind him.


  


  ‘Amoract!’ Berith gritted his teeth when he noticed the Dark Bus’ Earrings on Grid’s ears. The great demon of conflict, Amoract—this scumbag, who claimed to be a faithful servant of Yatan, gave various powers to humans in the name of it being ‘for all demons.’ He handed out tools to the Yatan Church to gain control of the human race, and these earrings were one of them.


  


  ‘You stupid fool!’


  


  It was definitely stupid. This situation occurred because power had been given to humans. Berith was now suffering this humiliation because some fucking human couldn’t properly keep the tools he had obtained.


  


  ‘Amoract, Amoract! Amoract!! This came from you. The hell tools that you left behind became a variable, giving birth to the current variant in front of me! If it wasn’t for you, I would never be humiliated like this!’


  


  That’s right. Berith saw that the reason for Grid’s evolution was purely Blackening. He didn’t know about Grid’s awakening. It was misleading since Grid triggered Blackening the moment he completed the epic.


  


  Then Grid reappeared. Immediately afterward, he executed the final moves of Pinnacle Kill.


  


  [The effect of Braham’s Enchant Weapon has been triggered.]


  


  [The attack power of the weapon currently equipped is increased by 60% for 5 seconds, and there is an extra 20% armor penetration power.]


  


  Originally, the Enchant Weapon spell attached to Pagma’s Swordsmanship increased the attack power by 50% while the sword dance was maintained. Now Grid’s Swordsmanship was enhanced by the effect of the epic, and it increased the effectiveness of Enchant Weapon, making it much more lethal. Enchant Weapon surrounded the Enlightenment Sword and glowed incandescently.


  


  Grid’s swordsmanship left behind a trail that glowed like the Milky Way. Many people were fascinated by the beautiful sight. On the other hand, it was a threatening sight to Berith.


  


  ““What the hell is that magic?!!””


  


  Every time Grid used a sword dance, magic spells—which contained a rare mystery hard to see in humans—were invoked. It was just basic magic, so the power itself wasn’t great. Still, it completely defeated the concepts of defense and resistance from Berith’s alchemy. Berith had never experienced as much pain as he did today. His body was like a piece of meat at a butcher’s shop as he was cut and stabbed. 


  


  Blood flowed, and his health fell below 45%. At the time of Grid’s appearance, Berith had a bit more than 50% of his health left. This meant that Grid had inflicted billions of damage on his own. 


  


  There was no one who wasn’t impressed. People were overwhelmed with anticipation. They imagined the great demon, who had made players tremble in the last few months, was returning to hell, and they were prepared to welcome the return of peace.


  


  Grid activated Blacksmith's Rage and further pushed Berith. However, Berith’s resistance was formidable. He used alchemy to surround himself with hundreds of metal thorns. The moment that Grid cut Berith, the thorns sprang up and pieced Grid’s body.


  


  “Ugh...!”


  


  [You have suffered 19,500 damage.]


  


  The unavoidable reflected damaged turned Grid into a rag at once. However, Grid didn’t stop and attacked Berith again. He swung his sword as he was divided into two people. Grid received new damage from the reflected attack that occurred again. He divided into four bodies as his sword pierced Berith’s heart.


  


  It was Belial’s Power attached to the Rune of Darkness. Grid had four fields of view, but he wasn’t confused. He contemplated every view and controlled his bodies and the bodies of the clones.


  


  “Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle.”


  


  “Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle.”


  


  “Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle.”


  


  “Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle.”


  


  The light elemental invoked Flash while the four Grids unfolded a sword dance simultaneously.


  


  [The effect of Braham’s Enchant Weapon has been triggered.]


  


  Four incandescent swords struck Berith’s body a total of 28 times. 


  


  ““....!”” Berith was unable to scream from the pain that was incomparable to the previous one. An endless affliction was waiting for him.


  


  ““....!?””


  


  Dozens of Wind Cutters ripped through the metal barrier. The blossoming petals descended in the gap between the barbed wall and penetrated Berith’s wounds. A huge explosion occurred. If Grid and Berith were fighting on the ground instead of in the sky, the explosion would’ve collapsed the ground and buried the canyon.


  


  [Critical!]


  


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been activated, adding 40% critical damage!]


  


  


  [The target has received 8,990,600 damage.]


  


  [The target has received 899,060 damage.]


  


  [The target has received 899,060 damage.]


  


  [The target has received 899,060 damage.]


  


  [The effect of God's Command has reset the skill’s cooldown time!]


  


  It was immediately after the development of Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle. The four Grids, who took a step back to retrieve their swords, swiftly started a sword dance again. Then soon...


  


  “Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle.”


  


  “Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle.”


  


  “Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle.”


  


  “Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle.”


  


  He showed the same strides as he did before.


  


  “”...A legend.””


  


  Berith gazed at the four rushing swords and realized. The human in front of him hadn’t evolved by borrowing the power of the demonkin.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  『 Wow... Wooow... 』


  


  The broadcasters all over the world had already forgotten about their job for a few minutes. Rather then commentating on the battlefield for the viewers, they repeated their exclamations. It was the attitude of a viewer. The PDs had dark expressions because they thought the viewers would criticize them, but there were few viewers who criticized the media. After all, the viewers were just as mesmerized as the broadcasters. The viewers were fully engaged in Grid’s battle and weren’t even aware that the broadcasters were silent. If the broadcasters had made comments, then the viewers would feel it was noisy and mute them.


  


  -The game chat window?


  


  After two consecutive explosions, Berith fell to the ground and the battle entered a temporary lull. Then this line appeared in the chat window of a broadcasting station. This was the signal.


  


  -Crazy.


  


  -God God!


  


  -I don’t like Grid but this time I have to admit it...


  


  The viewers belatedly recovered their minds and started to bombard the chat window. Even the world’s best streaming sites failed to cope with the flood of text that appeared, and a lag occurred. Thousands of broadcast stations fell into chaos at once.


  


  On the screen...


  


  “Pant... Pant... Pant...” Color returned to the skin of the roughly breathing Grid as the white appearance faded. Blackening was over. Grid recovered his clones, looking exhausted. The white horse with the strange name Overgeared Corn was licking Grid with its tongue.


  


  The viewers weren’t particularly anxious. They couldn’t even imagine Grid collapsing. There were still the dukes by Grid’s side, and people believed that Grid would raid Berith at this rate.


  


  ““...”” Berith, who had been trapped on the ground, slowly rose up. The existence that had always been regarded as absolute, who had brought despair for countless people, looked completely shabby. His health gauge was still around 40%, but he was shabby.


  


  On the other hand, there were four dukes, the continent’s best spearman Kirinus, Kraugel, and Zibal. The battle would be over soon. It wouldn’t be long before the great demon died. The moment that people’s beliefs deepened.


  


  ““...I can’t use this body anymore,”” Berith murmured meaningfully. Yes, it was definitely Berith’s voice. Yet Berith’s mouth was shut.


  


  “...?” The viewers and Grid naturally wondered about it. Then they noticed in hindsight. The owner of this voice they were hearing was ‘that.’


  


  “...!” The viewers were stunned, and Grid was on alert. The sickly horse—the guy who was always carrying Berith on his back from the moment Berith first appeared was opening his mouth.


  


  ““This was my favourite piece of clothing.””


  


  It made sense. Berith opened his snout widely. The mouth stretched like it was rubber and became over two meters wide, swallowing the existence that had been known as ‘Berith.’ The flesh was crushed, and the bones were broken. Inside Berith’s mouth, the Berith clone was chewed up and swallowed.


  


  “Keeok,” Berith burped. White blood ran down the long snout. Berith’s skeleton started to twist at a bizarre angle. His shoulders and pelvis spread out to the left and right, with small muscles forming all over the body. Three fingers protruded from the horse’s front hooves, and his hind legs became thick enough for bipedal walking.


  


  Soon, he was more than four meters tall. A large shadow engulfed Grid. The horse looked down at Grid.


  


  ““You can take pride in the fact that you made me use my original body. I heard that all the legends of the present age are unfinished.””


  


  It was the trigger of the third phase. Contrary to his previous appearance, Berith’s true appearance of a human body with a horse’s head gave off an enormous pressure.


  


  -...Looks really strong.


  


  The hopeful viewers once again felt troubled. Berith proved it—the fact that a person was powerful when they were wearing the right clothes. The alchemy, that was previously carried out through the steps of ‘collecting materials’ and ‘reconstructing materials’, was completed without any precursors and launched at Grid. The metal spear had already arrived in front of Grid’s nose.


  


  The speed of Berith’s alchemy was comparable to what Grid had shown in his Blackening State. Grid was trying to evade it using the dragon’s wings, only to stop. It was because dozens of swords flew around him and protected him.


  


  ““...Hah,”” Berith snorted. A human whose gender was ambiguous was standing next to Grid. Berith knew the identity of this person. It was the Sword Saint. Berith was alert to the weight of this name, but the Sword Saint was only one person.


  


  ““You aren’t my opponent...”” Berith shrugged as he spoke, only for his eyes to widen.


  


  Since when...? When had the dozens of swords surrounding Grid become embedded in Berith’s body? The baffled Berith was ignored by Kraugel. His eyes, as deep as a galaxy that couldn’t be measured, were only looking at Grid.


  


  “Leave it to us and take a break.” 


  


  As Kraugel spoke, Piaro, Kirinus, and three dukes stepped beside him. Only one person was different. Only Rachel was still standing far away, staring blankly at Piaro.


  


  “I will protect Your Majesty, even if Your Majesty is stronger than me,” Piaro declared.


  


  “Yes.” Grid nodded with a pleased smile and punched Kraugel. “Please.”


  


  The other person was Kraugel. Unlike Grid, Kraugel was smart, so he wouldn’t need a long explanation. He would know that the ‘Summon Hell’ phase remained and would be aware that he had to consume Berith’s health as much as possible before the Overgeared members with Yura and Ruby arrived. More than anything else...


  


  “Yes, he is also precious to me.” Kraugel was also willing to defend Piaro. 


  


  Kraugel’s and Grid’s fists met.


  


  “Heart Sword.”


  


  Then the imperfect swordsmanship of ‘the highest realm’ was embodied by Kraugel in his current capacity as a Sword Saint. Berith’s shoulder flew away.




  Chapter 1050


  It was after the end of the 4th National Competition that Kraugel placed the constraint of ‘not being able to leave Kirinus’ side for three years’ on himself. This drastically reduced the range of his activities.It was an unimaginable penalty that placed shackles on Kraugel. Even if the weather was clear or cloudy, even if it was snowing or raining… Kraugel merely continued guarding by Kirinus’ side.


  


  A small mountain with a shabby hut became his world. During the time when other players were exploring hunting grounds across the continent and growing with all sorts of achievements, Kraugel stayed in the mountain and his level remained unchanged.


  


  Still, this didn’t mean he stayed stagnant. The entire process of studying with Kirinus were nutrients that developed Kraugel. He completed a quest and his class of Sword Saint blossomed. Kraugel obtained Heart Sword. Heart Sword wasn’t as flashy was Space Sword. However, it was the ultimate sword technique that proved why a Sword Saint was the strongest.


  


  [Heart Sword - First Entrance]


  


  [Strike the target with the sword of will.


  


  Deals damage equivalent to 10% of the target’s current health and causes critical damage. 


  


  *It isn’t affected by the user’s attack power or the target’s defense. 


  


  Skill Resource Consumption: Half of the maximum sword energy.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 24 hours.


  


  Skill Health Consumption: 10% is consumed.]


  


  This was an absurdly low amount of damage considering the cost and cooldown. No class’ ultimate attack was this weak. Kraugel had been very upset when he first got Heart Sword. He had been disappointed with the performance of Heart Sword and wondered if it was a bug.


  


  Then he peeked at the potential of Heart Sword. He learned why Muller became able to fight the great demons alone by confirming a few facts in the testing process.


  


  First of all, it was a must-hit. The moment Kraugel decided to ‘cut’ the target, the target was cut. There were no precursors to Heart Sword, giving the target no chance of avoiding or defending against it. This effect was also applied to Kirinus, a transcendent named NPC. This was clear evidence, proof that the power of Heart Sword could also be used against boss monsters. The power of Heart Sword would someday surpass the initial stage and compete for first place among all skills in Satisfy.


  


  ‘Since you showed off your power, it is my turn to show it.’


  


  The power was originally hidden for the eventual re-confrontation with Grid or the moment when danger struck.


  


  “Heart Sword,” Kraugel revealed it when the attention of everyone around the world was focused on him. This was Kraugel’s law. First, it was a courtesy toward Grid who had exposed his power.


  


  [The sword of will is aiming at the target.]


  


  ““....?””


  


  [The target has received 290,654,000 damage.]


  


  [The damage from a percentage skill doesn’t affect the achievements.]


  


  Berith’s shoulder flew away. Berith was filled with an indescribable shock and stared blankly without any response.


  


  “...!”


  


  “...!”


  


  “...!”


  


  The eyes of Grid and the dukes widened. In particular, Grid looked at Kraugel like he was a ghost. Grid couldn’t believe that the damage Kraugel inflicted in one strike was similar to the damage he had dealt in a few minutes. The viewers were also shocked.


  


  Cutting the target with just a few words...? He inflicted hundreds of millions of damage on Great Demon Berith who destroyed tens of thousands of rankers! It was a chaotic atmosphere. 


  


  “I only had a good opponent. It is far less than the power of your sword dances,” Kraugel spoke bullshit with a casual expression.


  


  “What...?”


  


  What was he saying? Grid clicked his tongue. Wasn’t this humility almost a tease at this point? Grid thought about it and laughed unknowingly. His fingers were trembling. A tremendous joy was overwhelming him. His rival was healthy. Kraugel was returning to the days when he was at the top...


  


  These thoughts filled Grid’s mind and he was happy. He could relax and get stronger.


  


  ‘Let’s keep becoming stronger.’


  


  There was the pride of reaching the peak and the roar of pure aspiration.


  


  “...I like that reaction.” Kraugel smiled as he read the emotions in Grid’s gaze. At this moment, the two people shared the fact that they needed each other. The moment one of them disappeared, the remaining one would suffer from a terrible solitude.


  


  ‘You.’


  


  ‘You.’


  


  ‘You are my guide.’


  


  ‘You are my goal.’


  


  Super Sensitivity was overflowing. Grid’s transcendent power could be called a ‘process’ that gave Kraugel speed. Kraugel appeared right before Berith. “Crying Tiger.”


  


  The technique of a Sword Saint penetrated through the walls of metal that extended reflexively.


  


  ““...”” Berith’s torso was crushed, but he didn’t vomit blood. The health gauge didn’t even decrease noticeably. Kraugel’s damage was in the category of common sense, unlike Grid’s. A normal skill couldn’t deal a blow to Berith. Still, it was enough to break Berith’s posture. Kraugel was strong in a different way from Grid. His power came not from his stats but his insight and control.


  


  “Earth Dragon’s Ascension.”


  


  Berith’s posture collapsed as the sword struck his chin, causing him to be slightly detached from the metal barrier. Berith was stabbed by the attack that entered through a one centimeter gap, but he didn’t suffer much damage. Rather, his claws dragged against Kraugel’s chest in a counterattack.


  


  [You have suffered 31,500 damage.]


  


  


  ““Die!””


  


  “Kuek...!”


  


  Kraugel’s and Berith’s offense and defense continued fiercely. Berith was weakened in exchange for escaping from hell. The reason why he failed to respond to Grid’s movements was because Grid overlapped Blackening with his transcendent senses. He might be weakened, but he wasn’t incompetent enough not to react to Kraugel’s Super Sensitivity.


  


  The White Tiger Sword interlocked with Berith’s claws, causing sparks. He seemed to lose momentum, but it was actually the opposite.


  


  ““....!””


  


  The weight of the White Tiger Sword increased rapidly, causing Berith’s posture to collapse. Simultaneously, a chain and cloth flew out, binding Berith’s only remaining arm. It was the intervention of the Hao siblings. The ultimate techniques of the Russian rankers bombarded Berith.


  


  ““These little pieces of garbage!”” Berith snorted and swung his arm as hard as possible, causing the bodies of the siblings to fly through the air. The Hao siblings responded calmly. Mei Xiao discarded the cloth and swung her whip while Hao transformed into a half draconian and shot out a breath.


  


  Kraugel didn’t miss this precious time that his teammates had bought. In this short period of time, he captured Berith’s gap and used his skill. Among them was a sword technique that caused the enemy to lose defense. Kraugel had done enough for his role, which was to lay the groundwork for the strong.


  


  “Free Farming Peak Style!” A huge shadow appeared above the head of Berith, who was distracted by Kraugel’s party.


  


  “True Clouds!” Kraugel fell off Berith and summoned blue clouds in the area. The clouds spread out like dense fog, interfering with Berith’s vision and senses.


  


  “Pounding Mortar.”


  


  ““...This!”” Berith, who was starting to feel annoyed by Kraugel’s unseemly tricks, looked up. The veins on the horse’s head bulged. One of the strongest weapons of the present human race was falling from the sky. It was a power that even a great demon couldn’t endure easily.


  


  ““Don’t take me lightly anymore!”” Berith declared. The blue clouds in the area instantly hardened into metal. Kraugel’s technique, which should’ve weakened Berith, was instantly transformed into a metal umbrella that protected Berith.


  


  ‘Cough!’


  


  The huge metal umbrella stretching into the sky made Piaro’s face freeze. He instantly noticed that the power of this defense would greatly weaken Pounding Mortar. However, Piaro currently wasn’t alone. During the Belial raid, Piaro had to protect the weaker Grid and Overgeared members alone, but things were different now. There were people he could rely on. Grid had reunited him with his old colleagues.


  


  “Sir Piaro! We will help!”


  


  “I’m not the novice of the past either!”


  


  Grenhal and Morse joined the battle. They didn’t bring out the power of the berserker and the beast because of their personal circumstances, but even if they didn’t do their best, they could still destroy Berith’s alchemy. The giant umbrella casting a shadow on the ground was separated by Grenhal’s flying sword and Morse’s phantom. The sun once again shone in the world of darkness.


  


  ‘“I said, don’t take me lightly!”” Berith turned to ‘her’. He rebuilt the fragments of shattered metal in real time. The world quickly became dark again, but there was a variable.


  


  “I’ll break it.” Basara opened her eyes.


  


  Her eyes were glowing with a mysterious red light. It was the red energy that symbolized the lineage of the imperial royal family. The power of Haicyen Saharan, the strongest emperor in history. It had the property of penetrating into matter. This was why the armor of the Red Knights was red. The red energy strengthened or weakened the target material. As if thousands of years had passed, the large metal umbrella quickly rusted and weathered.


  


  Something fell over Berith’s head. It was clear that this was precisely timed. After this, Berith opened the umbrella again but it was too late. The umbrella unfolded only after a large mortal crushed Berith’s torso. On the shaded ground under the umbrella, Berith’s body was crushed by the blow and crumpled into a strange angle. 


  


  White blood flowed like a river. Then large metal vines sprang up, tying up the bodies of Piaro, Kraugel, and the dukes.


  


  “Kuek...!?”


  


  The damage was weak, but the problem was that it had the property of physical bondage.


  


  ‘The more I know, the stronger he seems?’


  


  The center of the world was the Saharan Empire. The great demon might destroy all of humanity, but the empire was the exception. Just as Astaroth was defeated in the imperial palace, the great demon wasn’t the empire’s opponent. However, Morse’s conviction changed. He got nervous when he felt the magic of the metal vines that were constraining his limbs.


  


  ‘It will be hard to get rid of this unless I transform...’


  


  Chill.


  


  Suddenly, Morse imagined Berith invading Titan. If all the substances in the capital turned into metal and attacked the people and soldiers... Could the empire really withstand this? The grandmaster, whose thinking was unknown, would turn his back and ignore the dying people. He was only looking for interesting experimental tools. It was the same for Magician King Goldhit.


  


  ‘Bain will only protect the emperor’s side. At most, only Kyle and Chensler will go out.’


  


  Was it possible if they both fought? It was possible. Kyle, who they recently met at the ruins, was stronger than ever and Chensler ‘never died.’ If they joined forces, they would be able to defeat Berith after a few days of fighting. Then once the fighting was over, the people of the capital would be dead. Unless the remaining five dukes all protected the capital, the damage that would occur if Berith invaded the capital would be beyond imagination.


  


  ‘Shit!’ Morse finally realized how foolish he had been in the past when he heard of the emergence of the great demon and ignored it. The great demon must be killed here.


  


  ‘King Grid, it is thanks to you!’


  


  Morse planned to transform. It wasn’t a situation where he should be concerned that disclosing his strength could expose a weakness and weaken the position of the empire’s dukes. Morse turned and turned his gaze to Grid—the hero who wasn’t bound by the concept of a nation but who fought for the sake of all humanity. Thanks to Grid, they could preemptively get rid of the demon who could be a disaster for the empire.


  


  Morse’s muscles started to swell as he grabbed the metal vines around his neck with both hands. It was the moment when silvery hairs started to rise. Yellow flames rushed like waves and melted the metal binding Morse. Everyone, including Morse, escaped from the bondage and regained their freedom.


  


  “Duke Basara, you must guard the rear during the battle. Only then can the red energy deal with these sudden situations. What will you do if you are swept up in it?” It was Spear Saint Rachel—one of the strongest among the dukes who retained the same power as the beast form Morse. The person who had remained silent so far finally came forward and saved everyone from the crisis. 


  


  “It is a mistake that isn’t like you. What excited you so much that you would hurt yourself?” She pointed out Basara’s mistake and then chastised Morse. “Additionally, Duke Morse, what were you thinking when you were about to use that power?”


  


  “...”


  


  “Do you want to spread the weakness that you are less intelligent than a dog?”


  


  “I’m a wolf, not a dog.”


  


  “Whatever.”


  


  Rachel’s gaze turned toward Piaro. After being dull since Grid’s appearance, she finally returned to the public’s attention. She spoke while unaware that billions of eyes were watching her, “The former captain of the Red Knights, Piaro. I didn’t know you were serving the Overgeared King.”


  


  『 ...! 』


  


  -...!


  


  “Well... I knew you were alive. Who would’ve been able to harm you, my hero and the greatest of the empire?”


  


  『...!? 』


  


  -...!?


  


  Grid’s knight, the crazy farmer of the Overgeared Kingdom, was actually the greatest in the empire? He was so great that Spear Saint Rachel called him her hero...? The viewers around the world were shocked to find out the amazing truth and spat out the beer or coke they were drinking. A Korean viewer eating chicken was in tears. Indeed, eating chicken with kimchi was dangerous...


  


  『 Grid, who had been at war with the empire not long ago, arrived with the empire’s dukes... The mystery seems to have finally been solved... 』


  


  The audience got goosebumps. Grid’s subordinate was formerly the greatest person of the empire. When did he use Piaro to improve his relationship with the empire? Maybe this was something that Grid had intentionally planned when the emperor invited Grid a few years ago? It wasn’t at the level of looking ahead by one or two things. Grid’s insight had already reached the point of observing the future.


  


  Gulp.


  


  The sound of the commentators swallowing their saliva permeated the audience’s ears through the speakers and headsets. People couldn’t keep their eyes off Grid, who was just sitting still and resting. Meanwhile, Grid was inwardly crying out with delight.


  


  [The duration of the truth distortion is over.]


  


  [The lost classes, titles, and skills have been restored.]


  


  [However, since the status of Magic Swordsman of the Epics is higher than Pagma's Descendant, Grid’s Swordsmanship is kept active.]




  Chapter 1051


  ‘When will it recover?’


  


  Grid became impatient over time. He thought the classes, titles, and skills that Berith’s distorted reality had taken away would be restored soon because the word ‘temporarily’ was mentioned, but it had been over 20 minutes. Maybe he was wrong...


  


  The concept of time was different for each individual, so Grid was filled with tremendous anxiety.


  


  ‘For a great demon with eternal life, a human’s lifetime is a short moment.


  


  The system was rubbish... There was a possibility that the distorted state wouldn’t be resolved. Everything he lost might not be restored. Grid had been hit in the back of the head more often than others and seriously considered it.


  


  ‘It might be better not to go back.’


  


  The Magic Swordsman of the Epics was a class that was just growing. Nevertheless, it surpassed Pagma's Descendant, and its combat power overwhelmed that of Pagma's Descendant. Returning to Pagma's Descendant was technically going backward. The moment that Magic Swordsman of the Epics was judged as a third class again, it was possible that Grid’s Swordsmanship and the transcendent senses he gained would be sealed.


  


  ‘Still, I...’


  


  Grid was Pagma's Descendant. No, he saw himself as a blacksmith. Hundreds of thousands—no, he made countless items. Sometimes, he sold items for just a few coins. Other times, he got tangled up in hard events. Additionally, he built up many relationships. The reason he could meet Khan was that he was a blacksmith.


  


  This one line was a shortened description of all that: the blacksmith class was Grid’s backbone. For Grid, the blacksmithing class was the most precious thing that couldn’t be taken away.


  


  “Give it back to me...”


  


  It was okay even if he was weakened again. He wanted it back.


  


  “Stop playing and give it back.”


  


  The canyon was destroyed. Surrounded by Piaro, Kraugel, Kirinus, and the dukes, the bloody Berith roared loudly and the battle intensified.


  


  “Niyooong!” Noe cried out anxiously from where he sat on Grid’s shoulder. Overgeared Corn kept licking Grid’s cheeks with a small black tongue. While doing so, Overgeared Corn snorted with an annoyed expression. His noble and beautiful self was licking the cheeks of a male... It was a dissatisfied attitude, but he still licked Grid’s cheeks carefully. It was because Grid looked pained and lonely.


  


  [The duration of the truth distortion is over.]


  


  [The lost classes, titles, and skills have been restored.]


  


  [However, since the status of Magic Swordsman of the Epics is higher than Pagma's Descendant, Grid’s Swordsmanship is kept active.]


  


  Grid came to his senses upon seeing these messages. He had anticipated the worst, so he was filled with relief and joy. The lost powers and blessings started to rekindle in his body again. The forces he had thought he would lose were still in his body. Grid was aware of the transcendence that still remained. Magic Swordsman of the Epics returned to being the third class, but it still gave Grid a powerful force.


  


  It was natural. His epic was what he wrote personally. It purely belonged to Grid. No one could deny it, and no one could take it away.


  


  [You have discovered a mighty person of this era, and fighting energy has started to accumulate!]


  


  [Every time fighting energy increases by one point, your strength, stamina, and agility will by 0.5%.]


  


  The red-purple aura started to rise. It was the symbol of the Hero King. The former Hero King was Sword Saint Muller.


  


  ““You!”” 


  


  Berith’s gaze was focused on Grid through the seeds, hand plow, spears, and swords striking him. With 30% of his health left, Berith no longer looked at Piaro, the dukes, or Sword Saint Kraugel surrounding him. He appreciated the potential of Grid, who pioneered his own path while carrying the ability of the two humans that even great demons couldn’t take lightly—Pagma and Muller.


  


  Now Grid himself was a person who attracted the aggro of a great demon. For Grid, it was bad luck. Berith emitted metal spines in every direction to shake off the people around him and formed a long blade. The blade was three kilometers long. It was enough to bridge the gap between Grid and Berith, immediately penetrating Grid’s heart. No, it was about to penetrate him.


  


  ““....!?””


  


  The man who was the Master of Swiftness before he became the successor of Lantier’s techniques...


  


  Faker, who was given a favorable assessment in ‘speed’ due to his class-specific characteristic, had evolved a notch after gaining Fly on Top of Grass. He responded to the blade that Berith fired and stepped in front of Grid, who had yet to recover enough to avoid the attack.


  


  Berith’s blade and Faker’s dagger collided. The tip of the blade had its direction twisted subtly, and it rose into the sky instead of Grid’s heart. Faker’s body flew far away to a cliff in the canyon.


  


  “Faker!” Grid’s astonished cry echoed through the canyon. The downside of an assassin was poor durability. In particular, it was questionable for them to fight elite monsters with high health and attack power. Additionally, Berith was a great demon. Grid saw that Faker would find it hard to survive when facing Berith’s attack.


  


  However, Faker was surprisingly fine. The moment he struck Berith’s blade, he used Lantier’s technique. Then when he collided with the cliff, he summoned shadow soldiers to help him. Faker emerged from the dust with a calm expression and spoke to the dumbfounded Grid.


  


  “The person who is supposed to protect you shouldn’t be weak.”


  


  After all, Faker was someone who was acknowledged by War God Zeratul.


  


  “Grid, I will also join the front line.”


  


  He was only a normal class at the time when he wiped out the Ice Flower Guild. 


  


  “You focus on recovery.”


  


  Now...


  


  “Kill Gate Opening.”


  


  Faker, who studied Lantier’s techniques and the shadow techniques from Kasim, was pursuing the throne of assassins.


  


  “God Killer.”


  


  He became a flash of light itself. Faker passed through the canyon, and Berith’s red eyes lost their focus. His spirit was dizzy, and Berith instinctively felt something. This was a crisis. It was a situation where he was on the edge of the cliff. So...


  


  


  ““22nd Hell Summoning.””


  


  Berith freed all his strength. He broke the rules that the world had imposed on him. In return, the goddess of light would gnaw at his soul. It didn’t matter if the other great demons laughed at him. The humiliation of losing his body to human hands should be avoided.


  


  [The 22nd Hell has manifested successfully.]


  


  [The earth and the atmosphere are filled with demonic energy.]


  


  [22nd Great Demon Berith’s stats will increase by 20%.]


  


  [All debuffs currently applied to 22nd Great Demon Berith will be released.]


  


  [Humans cannot adapt to the environment of hell.]


  


  [The power of skills and magic have decreased by 30%, and casting speed has decreased by 60%.]


  


  [Magic resistance and physical defense are reduced by 20%.] 


  


  [The natural recovery of health, mana, and stamina has become impossible.]


  


  [Stamina will fall more quickly.]


  


  [Potions can’t be used.]


  


  [Creatures of the 22nd Hell will emerge!]


  


  『 Ah, this is what happened. .』


  


  The broadcasters and viewers who were excited about Grid stopped feeling excited. They sobered up as they watched Berith being pushed on the defensive. Berith’s health kept decreasing. The more Berith entered a new phase, the clearer the reality became. The last phase of hell summoning was imminent. It was the start of the despair they had learned from 32nd Great Demon Belial. This was the end of humanity.


  


  Lightning struck in the sky as black ash started to spread. Between the canyons, hellfire hotter than lava poured out, and the barren land started to split apart. The ecosystem changed. The flowers on the cliff became cannibals, and the moles in the ground became as big as walls. Bizarre and ugly horses emerged through gaps in the cracked earth. At the heart of all this was Berith.


  


  ““Kukuk...! Kuhahahahat!”” Berith burst out laughing. He thought of humans as livestock and couldn’t help delighting in their fear.


  


  『 He is very happy. 』


  


  『 This means he can’t handle it. 』


  


  The broadcasters and viewers were thankful to Grid, Kraugel’s group, and the dukes. Without them, Great Demon Berith would’ve trampled on humanity with a dull expression like they were ants. Yes, they had done well enough to push the great demon up to here. They were relieved when they saw Berith so happy.


  


  The broadcasters and viewers expressed their gratitude to Grid and Kraugel. There were reports that the Overgeared Guild was at least 30 minutes away from the canyon, so they couldn’t expect a dramatic appearance of help like during the Belial raid. The audience and viewers were forced to judge that the Berith raid would end in failure. They simply wanted Grid and Kraugel’s party to minimize the damage. However, there was a reversal.


  


  “So what if you summon hell?”


  


  “How boring.”


  


  ““....!?””


  


  There had never been such a Berith raiding party before. No, the problem was that their power was at an all-time high, and this party could never form again. Kraugel, Piaro, Kirinus, and the dukes of the empire—they were legendary or super named NPCs and were equipped with transcendent resistance. Hell’s debuff effect wasn’t fully applied. 


  


  On the other hand, Grid... His stamina was still recovering thanks to Overgeared Corn licking him.


  


  ““T-These guys...!”” Berith showed an upset expression and formed hundreds of weapons. His stats had increased by 20%. and he showed a more dangerous atmosphere than before.


  


  “I won’t tolerate it.”


  


  Basara’s red energy weakened Berith’s alchemy.


  


  “Hahaha! It has become so hard that my hands feel better.”


  


  “Don’t be too excited.”


  


  Grenhal and Morse’s attacks shattered Berith’s weakened alchemy.


  


  “Let me check if your skills have died out in the meantime.”


  


  “...You have grown a lot.”


  


  The long-lost connection between Piaro and Rachel left a new injury on Berith’s body.


  


  “Meteor Sword.”


  


  “Shadow Legion.”


  


  Kraugel and Faker slaughtered the beasts together and opened the path. Kirinus formed a blue light at the end of the spear and threatened Berith. All those in Kraugel’s party had the Sword Saint’s Aura buff applied to them and could be called defenders of humanity.


  


  Berith was overcome with a strange emotion they surrounded him. This was fear. It was a feeling of weakness that a supreme predator shouldn’t feel.


  


  ““You cowards...!””


  


  The flag was finally planted. Cowards... The words that could be considered the final will of a villain popped out. Berith peeked at his approaching end, and Grid and Kraugel’s party knew the raid was a success. Then an uninvited guest appeared. He stood on a cliff, and his green hair fluttered in the strong wind.


  


  “Lich Summon, Mumud.”


  


  A victim who had been subjected to malice throughout his life—the losers chose to exploit him. He was once again disappointed by humans and finally became complete. The world in his vision was a stark ash gray. There were no expectations or regret.


  


  “Die.” 


  


  Lich Mumud’s iridescent magic struck the raid party.


  


  “Agnus!” Grid’s furious cry pierced the sky.




  Chapter 1052


  A battle was about speed. There was nothing good about dragging it out for too long. This was a common idea for raid party members.


  


  The hell environment that prohibited natural restoration was a big burden for both players and NPCs. Therefore, the raid party—led by Piaro and Rachel—gritted their teeth and fought hard. The party rushed through the canyon in order to speed up Berith’s death. They strengthened each other’s skills by linking their skills together and releasing the bombardment with no breaks.


  


  The effect of the pincer attack was great. Berith’s defense and health were boosted once all his stats increased, but it was hard to hold out against the talents representing humanity. The biggest problem was that he couldn’t catch the timing for a counterattack.


  


  Berith was a great demon. He was inherently strong and trampled on others with innate power. He didn’t learn or hone any combat skills, nor did he have the power to reverse the adverse situation.


  


  ““You cowards...!””


  


  This was how it happened. For the first time since his birth, Berith let out a fear-filled cry. Then new magic power exploded from a cliff. The magic power was so intense that it captured the nerves of Berith, Piaro, Kirinus, and the dukes. The special magic power became a brilliant light that fell to the ground.


  


  “Ugh...!”


  


  “This power...?!”


  


  Kraugel and Faker were seriously wounded, and the dukes groaned. Only three people... Only Piaro, Kirinus, and Rachel succeeded in defending against the rainbow colored magic power.


  


  “It is a very strong magic power...” Piaro confirmed with his trembling fingertips and turned his gaze to the cliff. He saw a man with green hair. The man stood on the edge of the cliff. It was as if the blowing wind would push him to his death.


  


  “Agnus...” Kraugel muttered when he confirmed the identity of the man. Agnus was the contractor of 1st Great Demon Baal. His original role was the enemy of humanity. He had justification to help the great demon who had descended. It was his duty to put humanity at risk. However, he had been silent so far, and Kraugel faintly guessed why. The fact that he would become hostile to everyone alone would be a great burden and pressure...


  


  Yet at this moment, Agnus showed up and helped Berith.


  


  ‘It means he has abandoned his hesitation.’


  


  Kraugel thought he knew the cause. What did the public do when Berith started to go crazy? They demanded a one-sided sacrifice from Agnus. Once Agnus refused to comply with their requests, they poured out criticisms and threats toward him. It was already a domain of violence. This was shameful behavior from the perspective of a third party. Kraugel knew the anger and loneliness Agnus would’ve felt.


  


  “...I would’ve acted the same as Agnus if it were me.” Suddenly, Faker’s voice rang out. He held his wound that didn’t recover due to the effects of the hell and stared at Agnus with compassionate eyes instead of a grudging expression. “It wouldn’t be easy to tolerate the people who have been harassing me for days.”


  


  “...” Kraugel also agreed. If Berith was raided, the public would be completely free from the pain and anxiety they had been suffering. They would be busy cheering happily and not even think about the pain they had brought to Agnus. From Agnus’ point of view, anger would soar to the top of his head.


  


  Yes, Kraugel and Faker understood Agnus. This didn’t mean they intended to defend him. Regardless of Agnus’ circumstances, the tip of his sword shouldn’t be aimed toward them. Grid seemed to think the same way.


  


  “Agnus!”


  


  Was the rising status directly related to a rise in sense of presence...? Grid’s voice was much clearer than it used to be. The emotion in his cry was conveyed to all.


  


  “This X bastard!”


  


  “...”


  


  ...No, it seemed to have nothing to do with the rise in status. The anger was so intense that it couldn’t not be conveyed to others.


  


  “...Act moderately and get out of here!”


  


  Many things were omitted in the cry. It was a scene where the terminology of ‘moderately’ came to mind. That’s right. Grid also knew what Agnus had been through. He knew Agnus’ position better than anyone else because he had gone through similar things to Agnus. He fully understood and was sympathetic to why Agnus would want the Berith raid to fail.


  


  “I’ll take care of you if you don’t quit now.” That’s why Grid didn’t draw his sword. He already confirmed the damage that Agnus dealt to Kraugel and Faker but ignored it.


  


  “...” Agnus’ face stiffened. Cracks started to occur in his frozen chest. Then heat spilled out of the cracks.


  


  “...Don’t sympathize with me.” Agnus’ face became severely distorted.


  


  ““Kuhahahahat! Very well done! Baal’s Contractor! You aren’t useless, unlike the former contractor!”” Berith was excited. Thanks to the brief amount of time that Agnus bought him, Berith succeeded in setting the stage for reality distortion.


  


  ““Humans are a savage species. They can’t handle tools.””


  


  [A million lies have distorted the truth.]


  


  Berith no longer disparaged Piaro, Kirinus, and the dukes. He didn’t deny the power they built but used the distortion as a way of denying the human race. The effect was great.


  


  “...!”


  


  All the raid party members lost the weapons in their hands. The spears, swords, and various agricultural tools fell to the ground. Weapons couldn’t be used. It was the effect of Berith’s distortion. Those who were bare-handed were struck by the creatures of hell.


  


  “Agnus!!” The anxious Grid shouted as the canyon fell into chaos. He wanted Agnus to step down. They had to hold on for 20 minutes until the Overgeared army arrived. Agnus had grown significantly in the past few years, and his intervention was too dangerous. Additionally...


  


  ‘I can’t let Braham wake up.’


  


  The hidden quest ‘Braham and Mumud’ had a devastating impact on Braham. Whenever the quest was activated, Braham’s soul fragments were consumed, and Braham would be greatly affected. Braham had already lost too much power and was in hibernation. There could be irreversible consequences if he woke up in response to Mumud’s soul.


  


  “...” Agnus on the cliff stared at Grid on the ground. There was a familiar feeling from Grid’s eyes. Agnus had made that expression when he reached out to ‘her’ through the window.


  


  “...Kikik,” the quiet Agnus suddenly shrugged and laughed. The situation had reversed, and Berith responded with a cheerful laugh, ““Hahaha!!””


  


  The raid party was in a crisis, and Grid was frustrated.


  


  “Kihahahahat!!”


  


  ““Kuhahahat!””


  


  The madness of a human and a great demon mixed and echoed in the canyon. The viewers got a horrified chill down their spines, and Grid’s jitters grew. Then it happened.


  


  “...Hah.” Agnus stopped laughing. He glanced slowly at the cameras of the broadcasting stations that were filming him. “Once the next great demon comes to this earth, I will smash all of you by its side.”


  


  ‘However, not right now...’ Agnus swallowed the last of his words and turned to leave the canyon.


  


  “Agnus...” Grid looked at Agnus’ increasingly distant back with a complicated expression. The two men were emotional as they broke the shackles of mutual debt. The next time they met, they would be aiming their swords at each other.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Sowing Seeds! Harvest!”


  


  Among the people who lost their weapons and were in a crisis, only Piaro and Kraugel were still struggling. Even Berith’s distortion of reality couldn’t take the sword from a Sword Saint, and Piaro repelled the beasts by farming without any tools. However, the battlefield wasn’t very good. Kirinus, Faker, and the dukes lost their weapons and couldn’t attack. They were quickly isolated because they couldn’t kill the swarming creatures fast enough.


  


  ““Die! Hahahahat!”” Berith was still excited. He gained some time and started to show off his dignity again.


  


  ‘This can’t continue.’


  


  They couldn’t hold up in this state. They would be wiped out before the army arrived. Agnus’ intervention was only for a moment, but the repercussions were too great. The battlefield was completely turned upside down. A new wind was needed. Yet who would help them?


  


  Grid was biting his lips when a white giant was captured in his field of view. It was Raiders. Zibal’s magic machine rose from the fortress and rushed toward Berith.


  


  “Zombie bastard! Now you will die!” Zibal’s cry echoed through the battlefield. A huge spear pierced Berith’s body.


  


  ““Cough...!””


  


  Finally, Berith stopped laughing. White blood poured out, and his health gauge noticeably decreased.


  


  ““A human can’t handle this artifact properly...””


  


  However, Berith quickly regained his composure. He already knew...


  


  The magic machines were a relic of the giants. They weren’t things that could be handled by the trivial human race. It was as he had expected. Raiders swung the spear several times with a strong force that Berith couldn’t react to. Berith shook and soon fell to one knee. This lasted for the 21 seconds that Zibal could control Raiders.


  


  ““It was a very cute trick.””


  


  


  Berith confirmed the falling Raiders, and his eyes curved in a half moon shape. He was delighted despite his body being turned into rags by Raiders. Now all the risks were gone.


  


  ““This is the end of the boring show.””


  


  Tens of thousands of blades started to form around Berith. He was going to put an end to it. Berith planned to kill all the humans who dared fight him here and then take a rest after occupying the fortress. Zibal emerged from Raiders and scoffed at the guy who was already convinced of victory. “You’re right. Will you cry soon?”


  


  ““What nonsense is this?””


  


  “Isn’t that right? Grid.”


  


  ““....?””


  


  Zibal’s gaze was directed behind Berith’s back. Berith followed his gaze and was terrified. ““Don’t tell me? Those eyes?!””


  


  ‘Ahhh, these are Baal’s eyes.’ ...If it were Lauel, he would’ve answered like this. The smiling Grid triggered a skill that sacrificed an item he no longer used.


  


  “Pagma’s Eyes.”


  


  [Checking the target item’s stats, options, and production method.]


  


  [The Item Replication skill has been activated!]


  


  [The legendary rated item ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Hammer’ will be used as the material for the artifact-rated item ‘Magic Machine: Raiders’.]


  


  [The duration of the replication is one day! At the end of this period, the replicated item will be permanently destroyed!]


  


  A shadow was cast over Berith’s face. In front of him, a new giant armed with steel gloves rose like a mountain, and something huge crumpled Berith’s head. The canyon shook because it couldn’t bear the great weight. The bodies of the creatures attacking the dukes scattered in all directions, and the tens of thousands of blades in the air dispersed like glass.


  


  ““K...Kuock...”” Berith groaned. His health gauge was now at 20%.


  


  “It is up to us to decide when to end the fight,” Grid declared. His transcendent senses felt something familiar. Then the space distorted like it was swallowed by a black hole. The woman who appeared on the stage was able to arrive at the 22nd Hell after several Hell Leaps. It was Demon Slayer Yura.


  


  “Hell Regulation.”


  


  [The Demon Slayer has exerted influence on the 22nd Hell.] 


  


  [The debuffs of the 22nd Hell are temporarily turned off!]


  


  [The power of the 22nd Great Demon Berith has sharply fallen!]


  


  The habit of passing on responsibility for failure onto others and cursing wasn’t only in humans.


  


  ““B-Baal, you son of a bitch...”” Berith cursed and resented the crazy Baal who gave power to two humans.


  


  “Light of Destruction.”


  


  The Demon Slayer’s ultimate weapon—which boasted more than 2000% physical damage, 4000% magic damage, and the effect of ‘getting rid of the target’s magic’—struck Berith’s head. Berith was greatly weakened, and the effect of the reality distortion ended. Kirinus, Faker, and the dukes regained possession of their weapons and pushed Berith violently along with the black giant.


  


  ““U...Uhhh...”” 


  


  ‘Once again… Once again, give me another chance…’ Berith prayed earnestly. He wanted someone to come and save him, just as Baal’s Contractor suddenly showed up.


  


  “We aren’t too late?”


  


  As if to grant his wish, new people appeared from everywhere. Berith checked their faces and felt despair. In particular, he fixed his gaze on Saintess Ruby and realized that the first defeat didn’t just signify the loss of his body. Today, he would completely cease to exist.


  


  “Who...! Who the hell are you? Pagma's Descendant! Hero King! Great magician! Baal’s Contractor! Why the hell are you monopolizing so much power?!””


  


  This question transcended even his emotions of a violent killing intent and resentment. 


  


  “Me?” Grid stood on Raiders’ shoulders and replied quietly, “Grid. I... I am Grid.”


  


  After that, Berith resisted with the last of his strength, but he was helpless before the oppression of Demon Slayer Yura and Saintess Ruby. The raid party buffed by Pope Damian pressured Berith with an unprecedented firepower, and the Overgeared members thoroughly assisted them. Every time the Overgeared Cannon fired, the progress of the monsters stopped, and the Snake Guild succeeded in helping Zibal.


  


  “Waaaaaaaaah!” The soldiers of Fort Taleren confirmed the fallen Berith and cheered. The hell creatures hurried to escape while the hell gradually disappeared. After a long struggle...


  


  [You have succeeded in raiding 22nd Great Demon Berith, who has terrorized the continent!]


  


  [The soul of the 22nd Great Demon Berith has been destroyed and won’t be able to reincarnate!]


  


  [The position of 22nd monarch has temporarily become vacant.]


  


  [Among the players in the Berith raid, only those who have performed to a certain level will receive the title ‘Savior of the World.’]


  


  [Player who already holds the title will have the title effect enhanced.] 


  


  [All players who participated in the Berith raid will receive different compensation based on their performance!]


  


  [The first place in the raid...]


  


  Kraugel, Zibal, and the Overgeared members’ gazes headed to one place. The cameras from all over the world were also focused on one place. All of them knew the identity of the person with first place.


  


  [...Player Grid!]


  


  “Waaaaahhhhh!” Viewers all over the world cheered enthusiastically. Nationality and gender were irrelevant. Everyone praised Grid.




  Chapter 1053


  [Grid has obtained the raid’s 1st place prize.]


  


  [Rachel and Kirinus have gained the raid’s 2nd place prize.]


  


  [Piaro has obtained the raid’s 3rd place prize.]


  


  [Kraugel and Yura have obtained the raid’s 4th place prize.]


  


  [Basara has obtained the raid’s 5th place prize.]


  


  [Grenhal has obtained the raid’s 6th place prize.]


  


  [Morse has obtained the raid’s 7th place prize.]


  


  [Zibal has obtained the raid’s 8th place prize.]


  


  [Faker has obtained the raid’s 9th place prize.]


  


  [Chris and Jishuka have obtained the raid’s 10th place prize.]


  


  [★ Saintess Ruby has obtained extraordinary rewards in exchange for annihilating the soul of the great demon!★]


  


  [Other personnel will be rewarded for participating in the raid.]


  


  The viewers who saw the world messages were buzzing with activity. Kirinus and Rachel had shaved off the most health from Berith, but that was only during phase one. It wasn’t strange that their contribution was less than Grid. Piaro’s contribution was also convincing because he had played steadily, no matter the phase.


  


  The thing they honestly wondered about was Yura’s fourth place ranking. Of course, Yura had joined more quickly than the rest of the Overgeared Guild. She had also neutralized the hell summoned by the great demon. Additionally, she utilized Hell Leap and arrived at the canyon ahead of schedule, serving as a great help in the raid.


  


  However, it was too much to say that her contribution was the same as Kraugel’s, who had strengthened the party members with Sword Saint Aura and reduced Berith’s health at a level similar to Grid. The audience weren’t convinced of Yura’s contribution, but Kraugel and the Overgeared members took it for granted. In the first place, they had the premise that ‘it is impossible to fight a great demon without Yura.’


  


  In the somewhat raucous atmosphere, Grid read his personal notification window.


  


  [The title Savior of the World has been strengthened, increasing the 200 points stats increase to 300 points!]


  


  [You have acquired Berith’s Human Skin Mask for being first in the raid!]


  


  [You have acquired Berith’s Hoof for being first in the raid!]


  


  [You have acquired two vials of Berith’s Blood for being first in the raid!]


  


  [You have acquired five pieces of Berith’s Mane for being first in the raid!]


  


  [You have acquired 30 blessed weapon enhancement stones for being first in the raid!]


  


  [You have acquired 60 blessed armor enhancement stones for being first in the raid!]


  


  [Berith’s strength is engraved on the Rune of Darkness.]


  


  [...!!!]


  


  [Three great demons have been sealed in the Rune of Darkness! This is the evidence that you have killed at least three great demons and proof that you are following the great demon achievements of Muller and Pagma! If you someday achieve the same level of achievement as them, your status will rise greatly!]


  


  It was good so far. Of course, it was all good news. Grid was pleased that seven guild members had earned the top 10 rewards. Additionally, his relationship with the dukes had become more solid, his understanding of the magic machine Raiders had increased, and all the rewards given by Berith were satisfactory.


  


  One of the most disappointing aspects was the absence of Mercedes. It was a shame that he missed the chance to raise Mercedes’ status. However, it wasn’t a big problem when he recalled why she wasn’t present. She had gone on a business trip at Asmophel’s request. Since Asmophel was in charge of exploring and tracking down the whereabouts of the former Red Knights, Mercedes’ business trip meant a new alliance.


  


  ‘The items are unusual...’


  


  The hoof, blood, and mane were made of metal. Grid checked the items that Berith had dropped. Suddenly, something strange happened to him.


  


  [...!!!]


  


  [Too much of the great demons’ power is contained in the Rune of Darkness. The capacity of the rune has been exceeded, and the rune is running wild!]


  


  ‘What? Hey, this!’


  


  The Rune of Darkness—the item that belonged to the inventory—started to shake and scream. Grid had been enjoying the attention and cheers of many people, as well as sharing the joy of his colleagues. Then a chill suddenly ran down his spine. The Rune of Darkness exploded. Surprised by the sudden shock, Grid groaned and flopped down.


  


  “Oppa!”


  


  “Grid!”


  


  Ruby, Sexy Schoolgirl, Jishuka, and Yura turned pale and rushed toward Grid. The frowning Grid was gasping while grabbing at his chest. In his inventory, the shattered fragments of the rune were slowly melting.


  


  “W-What? What is this? Don’t mess around! It’s scary!”


  


  “Get your spirit together, Youngwoo-ssi!”


  


  What was happening all of a sudden? One, two... More people rushed to Grid’s side. They were Piaro, Kraugel, and the Overgeared members. Each of the expressions contained a different intensity, but they were equally concerned about Grid. Meanwhile, Grid was in a great deal of confusion.


  


  Thump thump thump thump.


  


  His heartbeat was so loud that it rang in his brains. Cold sweat flowed like rain and ate away at his field of view. He couldn’t regain his senses at all. The Rune of Darkness had shattered. It completely melted and lost its shape, turning into black demonic energy that permeated Grid’s body. The black demonic energy entered his skin, blood, bones, and heart. The bizarre sensation was unfamiliar and frightening.


  


  ...Duguen.


  


  


   Duguen. Duguen.


  


  His heart, which had been beating like it was going to explode, regained its composure.


  


  “Pant... Pant...” Grid barely regained his mind and breathed in deeply. A new notification window appeared in front of his trembling eyes.


  


  [Your high demonic power has guided the Rune of Darkness to you.] 


  


  [The Rune of Darkness, which was in danger from being unable to cope with the excess capacity, has joined with you, saving it from extinction.]


  


  [In the future, the Rune of Darkness will become part of you.]


  


  [The activation of the Rune of Darkness will cause the demonic power stat to rise by 200.]


  


  [Your demonic power is currently over 30,000...]


  


  Demonic power—it was a stat that Grid had obtained when he raided Hell Gao, simultaneously gaining Noe and the title of ‘Man who has Touched Hell’. So far, demonic power had benefited Grid. It was thanks to demonic power that Grid could tame Noe, use Blackening, and have the function of Blackening upgraded.


  


  However, from Grid’s point of view, demonic power was an unstable element. It was a force to be vigilant about, rather than trust fully. As the name suggested, the essence of demonic power was to demonize humans. Grid’s conjecture was that increased demonic power allowing free access to hell was the process of demonization.


  


  ‘It isn’t good if it is too high.’


  


  Anything else was good. If he were forced to become a demon then the aftermath of the mutation... then it was best to just avoid it in advance. Thus, Grid had tried not to kill as much as possible. During the Eternal War, the clash with the Red Knights, the battle against Kir, and so on, he had slaughtered a large number of people in unavoidable circumstances. However, he had always tried to avoid killing humans. It was a means of suppressing the demonic power.


  


  Now all his efforts were wasted. His demonic power would rise by 200 when the Rune of Darkness was activated. This was a little too much. The frowning Grid quickly controlled his mind.


  


  ‘It’s okay. It isn’t a skill I use often.’


  


  The only time when he used the Rune of Darkness was when he faced a situation or enemy he couldn’t handle with his own strength. So far, it was nothing new.


  


  ‘Well, the increase in demonic power will increase the power of Blackening.’


  


  Due to his status increase, Grid was liberated from the top speed limit. Precise experimentation was needed, but it seemed possible for him to do 10 basic attacks per second when he fought Berith. The value of Blackening—which increased his attack power, magic power, and agility by 50%—had risen even further. It meant that he wasn’t in a position to take demonic power as the worst.


  


  Grid tried to think as positively as possible. He was also thankful that the Rune of Darkness hadn’t been destroyed.


  


  “Ah. I’m okay.”


  


  Grid grasped the situation belatedly. His colleagues were standing around him with a worried expression. In particular, Ruby and Jishuka were cute as they looked like they were going to burst into tears at any moment. Yura looked like she was trying to stay calm.


  


  “Your Majestyyy!!” Piaro let out a big wail.


  


  “...” Grid calmed the mood and checked the rewards earned by his colleagues. The participants received a small number of blessed weapon and armor enhancement stones, but his colleagues who received compensation for their contribution were able to secure at least one mane. The stretched out mane looked like fur on the surface, but once it was touched directly, it would feel like a hard and sharp metal.


  


  ‘If it’s applied as a neck armor, both fashion and defense are possible.’


  


  Maybe they could get the reflect damage option. Then it would be the best. The power of a set of reflective items made by the by-products of a great demon was terrible just imagining it. Grid was sitting with his colleagues and checking their items when the dukes approached him.


  


  “We’ll be going back.”


  


  Aside from Rachel, the dukes looked happy as they glanced between Grid and the still tearful Piaro. Rachel, however, was staring at Piaro with a surreal expression. Grenhal bowed politely on behalf of the dukes. “Overgeared King, we have been indebted to you since the historical ruins. We will never forget our journey with Your Majesty.”


  


  “You aren’t going to the ruins? Don’t you have to go back to the ruins as soon as possible?”


  


  “I think it is a priority to report to His Majesty the Emperor about the great demon subjugation. We’re going to seriously discuss our relationship with the Overgeared Guild.”


  


  “I see. I look forward to the changing relationship between the empire and Overgeared Kingdom in the future.”


  


  “Yes, look forward to it.” Grenhal bowed politely and turned around with the dukes.


  


  “Wait.” Rachel approached Grid with a rather distasteful expression. The blonde in the red dress shone under the sunlight. Her beauty was greater than that of the Rebecca’s Daughters, and her innate dignity gave her an aura that was comparable to that of Marie Rose, the vampire duke. She hesitated for a moment before opening her mouth, “Rigal’s death happened during the war. I won’t let my personal feelings affect how I deal with you. Rest assured.” 


  


  “...I understand.”


  


  Grid had already heard that Rigal and Rachel were friends. Honestly, he was afraid of her resentment. However, she was a duke of the Saharan Empire. As a duke, she was a powerful person who knew how to control her emotions. She was aware that her misjudgment could cause huge wavelengths and clearly distinguished between public and private matters.


  


  ‘By the way, Rigal was killed by Piaro.’


  


  He felt a bit of displeasure, but Grid decided to accept Rachel’s heart. Rachel turned around. 


  


  “I’ve heard a lot about you from my disciple. You are a man with great potential.” This time, Kirinus approached Grid to shake his hand. His deep eyes observed Grid. 


  


  “I’m sure I’ll meet you again someday. Huhu, then I’ll be going.”


  


  “Stay well, Grid.”


  


  “The dragon wings... I believe they will be shown in a more wonderful scene next time.”


  


  Kirinus, Kraugel, the Hao siblings, and the Russian rankers also left.


  


  “Let’s postpone our game for next time.”


  


  “What? I won.”


  


  Kirinus and Rachel were bickering, but Grid didn’t know why. Kirinus, Kraugel, and the dukes gradually disappeared from Grid’s sight. The somewhat unhappy Zibal and Box approached Grid.


  


  “Honestly, the raid succeeded thanks to my magic machine, right? Do you admit it? Thus, I’m not very grateful,” Zibal snapped this out with a sulky expression and disappeared.


  


  “...Thank you. In addition, I’m sorry. Someday I will clean up my mistakes.” Box bowed politely and led the Snake Guild members to the south. Now, only the Overgeared members remained at the scene. After a few minutes of silence...


  


  “Let’s go home,” Lauel smiled and said.


  


  Simultaneously, at the end of the canyon...


  


  “I have captured the scene of a rebellion.” 4th Imperial Prince Edan smiled on a black magic machine that looked ominous and wicked, unlike the pure white Raiders. He clearly witnessed the dukes bowing and greeting an enemy king instead of executing him. Edan also confirmed the appearance of the living Piaro. He could predict the conversation that had occurred between them. One of the main causes behind Piaro being declared a traitor was Edan himself.


  


  “I must first hit them before they hit my mother.” Edan looked behind him with a smile. “My mother must be present if I want to be emperor. Isn’t that right?”


  


  Edan’s legion of magic machines bowed their heads with firm expressions.




  Chapter 1054


  [(Breaking News) 22nd Great Demon Berith has been destroyed!


  


  After a bloody 81-day march, Berith—the one who terrorized people—was killed. At the heart of the raid were Grid, Kraugel, and the Seven Dukes.]


  


  [(Column) Satisfy related organizations should give an award to Grid and Kraugel.


  


  We must not forget that the destruction of the Rotemon Kingdom has caused millions of players to be without a home. If Grid and Kraugel hadn’t brought the empire’s dukes together, the Haken Kingdom would’ve been destroyed by now and many people would’ve lost their place. If their activity were converted into economic value…] 


  


  [(Analysis) The Resilience of the Great Demon


  


  During the raid, Berith’s left arm was cut a total of 13 times, and his right arm and leg were cut off 9 times each. He suffered fractures 51 times and the number of critical injuries was 21, but Berith immediately recovered from all injuries. Omitted. It is assumed that high-ranking great demons who will emerge in the future won’t be affected by wounds of the flesh…]


  


  [The ‘Hidden First Place Merit’ chosen by the players is Saintess Ruby


  


  Who could forget the brilliant effect of the wide-area heal that Ruby used the moment she appeared? Ruby gave new power to the team already at their limits. Thanks to her presence, the raid could be finished neatly. The Saintess, who is famous for her usual good deeds, can be described as a blessing for the entire human race…]


  


  [What rewards did the raid participants obtain?


  


  It is unknown. The Overgeared Guild is well known for its tight security compared to the size of the group, and information isn’t leaked. However, I can dare to guess that the value of the top 10 rewards will exceed the value of a legendary rated item. It is clear that the Overgeared members, the empire’s dukes, Kraugel, Zibal, and those who received rewards in this raid will develop more rapidly than before. Still, no one is jealous of them. Rather, it is a phenomenon where many people are congratulating and blessing them…]


  


  [What was Grid’s epic?


  


  We peeked into Grid’s life through the epic. It was well known that Grid has experienced difficult times. Omitted. This reporter has a foreboding feeling. The more he writes his epic, the stronger Grid will become.]


  


  [The teenage boys and girls, the one we admire most is Grid.


  


  The survey shows that boys and girls in their 10s voted on Grid as the one they want to imitate the most. The same is true for surveys of those in their 20s and 30s. Grid, who shows a new growth every year, has received the respect of the younger generation in combination with the image of ‘person who has overcome adversity. In the publishing world, there is a growing demand to compile Grid’s works…]


  


  [I want to be Korean too.


  


  Recently, the number of foreigners trying to migrate to South Korea has increased. It is believed that the Overgeared members who have already moved to South Korea have influenced people…] 


  


  No matter what newspaper or TV channel was opened, there were hot stories about Youngwoo and Sehee all over the world.


  


  “Haha. Hohoho.”


  


  Youngwoo’s parents couldn’t stop smiling. How much of a joy was it to have the world praise their children?


  


  “Honey, did you see this article? We need to make a great love exhibition for Youngwoo.” 


  


  “I’ve already framed it. I bought 20 magazines. Huhu. Huhuhut.”


  


  “Did you only buy 20 copies of the same magazine?”


  


  “...I-I bought it with my secret stash, so it isn’t too much.”


  


  “No, why did you buy only 20 copies? You should’ve bought 100 copies, distributed them to our friends and relatives and left some behind as heirlooms! It is disappointing that Grid’s father is so cheap!”


  


  “...I actually ordered 200 copies, but I heard they were already out of stock. I already booked it so it should be delivered when production is increased. Don’t worry too much.”


  


  “Omo, I didn’t know that... Sure enough, you are really bold. You are the father of Youngwoo and Sehee.”


  


  “Huhu, you are wise as the mother of two great kids. It is really good that I married you.”


  


  “You...”


  


  “Honey...”


  


  “...”


  


  They were going to make a younger sibling. Sehee was pleased as she watched her parents.


  


  They had rebuked themselves for not believing in their son during his wandering days and engaged themselves more faithfully to their business, stating that they couldn’t make trouble for their son. This caused their skin to darken. They were doing field work in the sun every day and seemed to grow old.


  


  However, Sehee knew that they were healthier than anyone else. They were proud of their son and lived happily every day. This positive mind sublimated their main job, which should’ve been labor, into exercise. In both body and mind, they were healthier than they had ever been before. They donated on behalf of their son, who was too busy, and did volunteer activities, seeming happier and healthier by the day.


  


  Yes, the reason they could laugh like this was because of her brother. He was a proud and respectable brother. These days, Sehee often thought that she wanted to resemble her brother.


  


  ‘He is a great man.’


  


  It had already occurred many times in artistic and physical fields. There were often cases where a person was uniquely successful in their fields and became a protagonist. In South Korea, there had already been a great comedian. Even so, this wasn’t common. It was a big event that might occur once in decades. In particular, this was the first time a gamer was called a great man. Just five years after Satisfy was released, people’s perception of the game changed dramatically.


  


  ‘The game... Ho... nor... Parents... Game...’


  


  Sehee’s thoughts became complicated. Sehee’s generation had grown up with the saying, ‘In order to become a successful person, education is important.’ Then what about now? With Satisfy controlling the world, was the only answer to study? That wasn’t the case. Her brother was living proof of that.


  


  The life she had dreamed about since she was a kid—to have a decent job and become rich enough to support her parents and brother—could be achieved through Satisfy. Sehee seriously considered the future and came to a surprisingly quick conclusion.


  


  Dok dok. Dok. Sehee turned on her smartwatch and started to tap on the hologram keyboard floating in the air. The recipient was her best friend Yerim. The contents were shown below:


  


  -Will you take a leave of absence to level up?


  


  The answer came back straight away. It seemed like she had been waiting for a long time.


  


  -ㅇㅅㅇ/  Okay.


  


  “...”


  


  Sehee was the only one who was out of date. Was she an inflexible person? Was that why she didn’t like Jishuka who was too open?


  


  ‘Am I an old person?’


  


  A new text message arrived as Sehee was feeling shocked.


  


  -Let’s get those aunties away from Oppa! >_<


  


  ‘Aunties’ was referring to Yura and Jishuka. Yura who had confessed to Youngwoo publicly while Jishuka, who had moved in next door, launched a daily offensive. This caused Yerim to feel very alert and disgusted. Sehee sighed as she read the message. She was really sorry for Yerim, but out of the three, the one she wanted to be her new sister-in-law was Yura. Yerim was a really good friend, but as her brother’s wife... Well, her brother would have it too hard.


  


  -Oh, I’m going to be a bit late today. I have a date with my new boyfriend. Teehee ★


  


  Look at this… Yerim wasn’t possible. She was free to love, but she changed her man three times a month. Yerim was a free spirit. It wasn’t something her brother could endure.


  


  ‘Yerim... eliminated,’ Sehee wrote a new note in her mind.


  


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  In the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom, Reinhardt...


  


  After a long time, Grid returned to the castle and spent a happy time with Irene and Lord. Irene was now older than him, but she was still beautiful and would be beautiful all her life. They took a stroll through the garden, ate, and drank tea. Grid enjoyed a daily routine that he hadn’t experienced in a long time.


  


  ‘This is the best time.’


  


  He should take time off from all responsibilities and just stay with Irene. Grid wondered if he should retire and live like this for the rest of his life. His heart sank when he saw Irene rejoicing. He felt sorry for not being with her all the time. Irene’s white fingers poked Grid’s cheeks as he made a sickly expression.


  


  “Don’t think like this. No matter where you are, I can feel you. I’m not lonely.”


  


  “Irene...”


  


  She read his heart just by looking at his face. This was a woman who looked at Grid before herself. Her presence itself was a great blessing to him. This was a moment when Grid felt gratitude and hugged Irene tightly.


  


  “Since ancient times, it is fine if a husband doesn’t come home often as long as he made money...” Irene laughed.


  


  “Huh?” Grid doubted his ears and asked with a blank expression. “Who said that to you?”


  


  Irene replied with a pure smile. “Sexy Schoolgirl.”


  


  “...”


  


  “I heard the words of Sexy Schoolgirl and observed the wives around me. The wives who are with their husbands every day often quarrel with their husbands. Isn’t that sad? I think it is better to maintain a proper sense of distance between a couple.”


  


  “...”


  


  Yerim was the person who made the pure Irene...  


  


  Grid felt like crying, but he quickly let out a faint smile. He also realized that Irene was thinking about him.


  


  “If our relationship with the empire has improved recently and the situation is stable, let’s go on a trip. We can spend a few days at the beautiful waterfront that you like.”


  


  “I’m already looking forward to it.” Irene quietly kissed Grid on the cheek. She admired her husband. Her husband was a commoner who became a noble of a kingdom, established a new kingdom, and then tried to make friends with the empire. How blessed was she to meet a man like this? Irene recalled the day she first met Grid and expressed her deep gratitude to the gods.


  


  On the other hand...


  


  “Heheh.” Lord happily watched his parents hugging each other from a distance. The Overgeared prince grew up watching a great couple and realized that love was the most beautiful rapport in the world. Kiss. Even today, Lord kissed the Rebecca’s Daughter who was always with him. 


  


  Coke, Lord’s knight, shook his head.


  


  ‘His lips are fine despite doing that every day.’


  


  Frankly, Coke was envious of the young prince’s harem. On the other hand, his expectations were also high. Since Grid’s grandchildren could be born from dozens or hundreds of people, the future of the kingdom was very strong.


  


  ‘If there are 100 or 200 third generation Grids...’


  


  The future of the kingdom seemed enormous in many ways.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  There was a refreshing breeze late at night. Grid came out to the terrace after confirming Irene’s sleeping figure. He spoke to the empty air, “Well?”


  


  Surprisingly, there was an answer. “We can’t be one-sided forward. Once the Overgeared Kingdom and the empire have a friendly relationship, I will go and receive the favor.”


  


  “He is a stubborn man.”


  


  On the way back to the Overgeared Kingdom, Grid suddenly remembered something. He had forgotten his promise to heal Grenhal’s wound. Grid had been so excited about finishing the raid safely that he overlooked it. As such, Grid belatedly asked Faker to bring Grenhal to him.


  


  However, the result was like this. Grenhal said that he would seek treatment in a better future. He was an inflexible man, but he was also trustworthy.


  


  ‘I was really lucky.’


  


  Grenhal, Morse, and Basara—Grid was lucky to have a relationship with these three people. It was important that he listened to Lauel and made the Ruins of the War God a top priority. As expected, listening to Lauel’s words meant he would get bread while sleeping. Grid smiled and returned to his bedroom.


  


  Simultaneously, in the capital of the empire, Titan...


  


  ‘His Majesty the Emperor went out personally? This is a rare occasion.’


  


  It was after the Berith raid that Duke Grenhal returned to the empire and asked to see the emperor, only to be told to wait 10 days. The reason for this was that the emperor was absent due to a sudden schedule. It was quite unusual, so Duke Grenhal felt a bit puzzled. He felt glad that the emperor was personally looking into state affairs and headed to his villa in Titan. 


  


  Then he was confronted with someone. Magic machines were controlling his villa.


  


  “Grenhal, I will detain you for treason.” It was 4th Prince Edan.


  


  “Can you please explain about the context of rebellion?”


  


  “I will tell you in prison.”


  


  “An imperial prince doesn’t have the authority to detain me.”


  


  “I don’t have the authority, but I have the strength.” 


  


  “...”


  


  The prince had thoroughly made up his mind. Grenhal determined it was dangerous and stepped back. The power of the magic machine seen in the canyon surpassed his imagination, so Grenhal was cautious. It was just that Edan didn’t give him a break.


  


  “Take it seriously,” Edan commanded the riders. The magic machines boarded by the riders flashed with colorful lights.


  


  Grenhal unleashed the power of a berserker.




  Chapter 1055


  The empire's largest port city, Galest, had been invaded by the water clan during the war. Thanks to the dukes’ quick support, there were fewer casualties, but it was clear that Galest had suffered significant economic losses. Emperor Juander personally went to Galest in the name of comforting the people.


  


  “His Majesty the Emperor, hooray!”


  


  “His Majesty the Emperor, hooray!


  


  “The empire will be eternal!”


  


  Galest’s people were thrilled by the emperor’s visit and cheered with tears streaming down their faces. The people’s trust in the Saharan emperor was as absolute as faith. The emperor was embraced as a god, and Juander took it for granted.


  


  A god...This was one of the decisive reasons why the emperors of the past were able to control the continent.


  


  In the Galest Castle, the emperor ordered the lord to step down and asked with a sigh, “Why did you want to meet in this place?”


  


  Standing by the emperor’s side, Bain stared at a shadow behind a pillar, and something emerged from the shadow. It was the third imperial prince, Benoit. He had been born with the greatest talent among his brothers, but he had been interested in useless things since childhood, causing the emperor to have a rotten impression of him. Since his mother’s death, Benoit had been wandering about, and the emperor had already given up on him. Yet Benoit asked for a meeting, stating that he had something to say.


  


  “I greet the great emperor—the legitimate master of Saharen, the owner of the continent, and the one who deserves the blessing of eternal life,” Benoit politely greeted the emperor who had a displeased gaze. This was the bow of a servant. It was a far cry from the attitude of a son reuniting with his father after years.


  


  “The imperial palace has many eyes and ears. Thus, I broke etiquette to meet you here.”


  


  Galest was the stage of a battle. No one would doubt the emperor’s intentions for his visit, making it a good meeting place. Benoit shrugged when he saw how displeased the emperor looked upon hearing his answer. “Well, isn’t it also good for you to win the hearts and minds of the people? The story of Your Majesty personally coming to comfort the people will spread, and people throughout the empire will praise your Majesty.”


  


  “Don’t be sarcastic and get to the point. Why should we meet secretly? Did you want me to stop the great demon you summoned before he causes further misfortune on the continent?”


  


  “I can already feel that Berith has been beaten.” 


  


  The basic sacrifice required for the summoning of a great demon was the soul of the summoner. Prince Benoit had mortgaged his soul to the great demons he summoned. Then not long ago, his soul was liberated. It was the same as when he summoned Belial. This was evidence that Berith had been killed.


  


  “It doesn’t matter if the great demon was killed. If it is known that you are the one who summoned a great demon, the world will blame and hate you. It will be hard for you to handle.”


  


  “It isn’t just me but the entire imperial royal family. The whole world will doubt Your Majesty as well as the empire.”


  


  “Does the Yatan Church know that you have summoned the great demon?”


  


  “Indeed. Your Majesty knows about this.”


  


  “This person... If you intend to threaten me by colluding with the Yatan Church, it is useless. The mouth of the Yatan Church has already been sealed thoroughly. Do you have another problem? Then I will return now. I can’t control my boiling anger when I look at you.”


  


  “By the way...”


  


  “...?”


  


  The lord of Galest had hurriedly prepared a throne after hearing about the emperor’s visit. The emperor was raising himself from that gorgeous chair which didn’t fit the practical interior of Galest Castle, only to stop suddenly. He saw terrible resentment and anger in the eyes of Prince Benoit gazing up at him. Prince Benoit’s face twisted, and he growled out, “Why don’t you know the truth about my mother’s death?”


  


  “...?”


  


  There was nothing in the world that the emperor didn’t know. The will of the emperor was realized even in the emperor’s absence. No one would dare to deceive the emperor...


  


  This was a fact which was well known to the world. Benoit had also believed this. Yet what was the truth? The emperor hadn’t noticed what had happened right next to him. He had never dreamed that Marie was the one behind Empress Aria’s death, and he had even replaced Aria’s empty seat with Marie. The love that should’ve been directed at Benoit’s mother was directed toward the villain who murdered his mother. 


  


  “You...”


  


  “...”


  


  “You! You!!”


  


  Once he learned the truth, Benoit vowed to unleash all the abusive language in the world toward the emperor. However, he couldn’t speak because the emperor was his father. The only man in the world whom his mother loved was the man in front of him. At the very least, he shouldn’t make his mother in the ground feel sad alone.


  


  Benoit had these thoughts. This was the only filial piety he could achieve. Therefore... 


  


  “Your Majesty has the duty to know the truth behind Empress Aria’s death,” Benoit said calmly, suppressing his resentment and anger toward the emperor.


  


  “...!” The emperor’s body trembled as Benoit’s story progressed.


  


  


  “I...” Benoit honestly told the deeply shocked and dazed emperor about how he felt, “I feel terrible resentment toward Your Majesty. I wanted to make you feel the pain and anger that my mother had suffered. However, I think that isn’t possible when thinking about my mother’s feelings. I... I’d rather leave. I will watch Your Majesty kill Empress Marie from a distance and then say goodbye to this sick country.”


  


  A country where discrimination was treated as normal...


  


  A country full of arrogance and self-righteousness...


  


  It was a country where conspiracy and danger couldn’t be removed. Even if it hadn’t been for Empress Marie, his mother would’ve been threatened for the rest of her life. His mother’s death was caused by this cursed nation. Benoit didn’t want to be involved with such a nation anymore. In any case, he also had to pay the price for summoning the great demon.


  


  “Then I’m going.”


  


  3rd Imperial Prince Benoit held his left arm, which had started to rot in exchange for opening the gates of hell with his human body, and left quietly. The emperor couldn’t stop him.


  *** 


  


  


  On the outskirts of Titan, Duke Grenhal’s huge villa—which was made entirely out of a small mountain—had become a battlefield. Dozens of buildings collapsed due to the heavy winds, the horse-riding grounds disappeared without a trace, and the observation platform that gave a panoramic view of Titan collapsed. At the center, one man was standing alone.


  


  “Cough! Cough, cough!” There were many wounds on his muscular body, and he coughed up blood every time he breathed. These marks were a medal of when he protected the empire and its people, but they were currently an object of ridicule.


  


  “How long do you plan to resist with such a broken body? You should’ve stepped back as soon as you saw me. Why dig your own grave? Tsk tsk.” It was the 4th Imperial Prince Edan. He succeeded in excavating six magic machines, but only five were actually operating. This was because it was extremely rare for a rider to be able to control a magic machine. It was still impossible for a human to fully control the relics of the giants.


  


  However, there was nothing wrong with this. Edan had no reason to rush for complete control. Even if the magic machines could only be operated for an average of 30 seconds, they were able to beat the strongest people in the empire. There was Trauka that wasn’t operational at the moment, Nevartan that resembled a human, and Raiders being operated by Zibal.


  


  Edan leaned on a black giant and asked his question in a ridiculing tone, “What were you going to tell His Majesty the Emperor when you met him?” 


  


  “I wanted to announce Marie’s sins,” Grenhal replied honestly. The sharp claws of the lion-shaped and leopard-shaped magic machines were aimed at his neck, but his eyes weren’t shaken. It was an imposing attitude that made Edan uncomfortable.


  


  “Do you want to lower your gaze? Otherwise, if you say something wrong, I will pull your eyes out.”


  


  “I’d rather you kill me. As long as I am alive, your mother’s sins will be revealed to the entire world.”


  


  “I can’t kill you.”


  


  For Edan, the worst thing was his position weakening when his mother’s sins were revealed. However, he had to worry about the worst if he killed Grenhal. He would become a criminal like his mother and lose his right to succession. So, he had to calm his agitation. Edan took a deep breath and murmured, “Calm down. Be patient, even if you want to act according to your personality. It is enough to start acting after I become the emperor. At that time, I can enjoy it...”


  


  “Pffft! Puhahaha!” Grenhal burst out laughing after he heard Edan’s words. He sincerely found it funny. “4th Imperial Prince, do you believe you can be emperor?”


  


  “Then who?” Edan asked seriously. “1st Prince Roland is too submissive, and 2nd Prince Dulandal is incompetent because of his impatience. Even his red energy isn’t up to par. Do I even need to mention the 3rd Prince? Perhaps a princess? Basara? Can she sit on the throne of emperor?”


  


  “It isn’t about gender.”


  


  “There is definitely a gender limitation. Look at my mother now. She was stupid and didn’t do it properly, leaving a tail behind. That’s why I’m doing this right now. I never dreamed that Piaro would still be alive. Tsk, females are really incompetent.”


  


  “...Your personality is broken.”


  


  “Is personality part of the qualifications to be an emperor? Kukuk.”


  


  “Imperial Prince!”


  


  “Hmm?”


  


  One knight ran to Edan and whispered something. A smile spread on Edan’s face. “The Sword Duke has secured Morse and Basara. Now I have to go after Rachel. Let’s finish our conversation here.”


  


  Edan made a gesture, and the knights started to surround Grenhal. Grenhal was able to identify the short operating time of the magic machines because of Zibal’s past demonstration and focused on escaping during the battle, but he was completely exhausted. Edan enjoyed watching Grenhal being tied up, and his nostrils flared. “Trying to use a human body to drive away a magic machine... Raiders must’ve seemed ridiculous. Well, it was easy to capture you thanks to it. Should I at least reward the deserter?”


  


  “Why do you think you can detain us? If His Majesty returns, he will give an order for our release. Then the truth will be revealed. What is the point of this for you?”


  


  “Everyone has a plan. Don’t worry. I’ll take care of you guys and use you well. Oh, before that.”


  


  “...?!”


  


  The darkness came accompanied by a sharp pain. Edan devoured Grenhal’s screams as he lost both his eyes to a sword. Prince Edan was smiling. “I told you to lower your eyes.” 




  Chapter 1056


  “This is the last island.”


  


  He revealed himself as the 10th great demon.


  


  “My name is Leraje. I am one of the 33 rulers who control hell.”


  


  Leraje covered half of his face with a deep hat. The red lips made a sharp contrast to the pale skin.


  


  “I am a great ruler who combines power and strategy. The proof is that I easily made it to the 66th island. Huhut.”


  


  ““...””


  


  It had been a long time since I met with others. Maybe it had been a few decades. However, I wasn’t happy. I was already bored and lazy.


  


  The great demon was constantly talking. “My specialty is to struggle. I have a habit of winning against anyone I compete with. The evidence is that I easily took care of all the previous legends guarding the other islands. Demon Slayer Alex who made great demons tremble? Even he couldn’t be my opponent. Huhuhut.”


  


  ““...””


  


  “Hrmm... It is unreasonable to try and talk to a death knight who doesn’t have an ego. It is no fun. Still, I am looking forward to it. Based on the sword hanging from your waist, you must be Sword Saint Muller. Didn’t you seal several great demons, including Hell Gao? I have always wanted to meet you. I will use this opportunity to prove that I am better than Hell Gao.”


  


  ““I’m not Muller.””


  


  Who would dare to mistake my identity?


  


  As I opened my mouth, Leraje said, “Hoh, a death knight is talking? Yes, you aren’t Muller? What are you called?”


  


  ““Madra. I was king of Lubana.””


  


  “Madra...? I have heard it a few times. How disappointing. I was hoping to meet Muller on the last island... The final battle will be worthless as well.”


  


  ““...””


  


  My anger rose. Pagma, you resurrected me because you are afraid of this guy?


  


  ““200,000 Army Crushing Sword.””


  


  “...!”


  


  I couldn’t find any meaning in this second life. I had no motivation and couldn’t move since I was trapped alone on the island. I stood in place and looked up at the sky, but my skills weren’t rusty. Fear filled the eyes of the arrogant Leraje.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  It had happened before Grid learned 200,000 Army Swordsmanship. The past that he viewed in Madra’s diary stopped here in the middle of the seventh chapter.


  


  However, things were different now. Grid, who had achieved level 399 and acquired 200,000 Army Swordsmanship, was able to read the back pages.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Cough! Cough! Death... I am going to die from a death knight...!”


  


  ““A person who can’t stop this much is a loser.””


  


  “You said you were the king of Lubana? You...! You aren’t Muller. How are you capable of this swordsmanship?”


  


  ““I am the Undefeated King. I haven’t experienced defeat, be it in life or death.””


  


  “A bluff!”


  


  Leraje tried to resist but it was useless.


  


  My sword struck his flesh and bones.


  


  ‘...’


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  In the contents of the diary that followed, Grid saw the true power of 200,000 Army Swordsmanship. In the face of the true 200,000 Army Crushing Sword that couldn’t be compared to the degraded version, Leraje was literally crushed. He desperately unfolded his magic, but everything was cut equally in front of Madra’s sword.


  


  ‘Looking again, the difference is greater than the difference between heaven and earth.’


  


  It was on a totally different level. The glimpses that Grid got of Pagma, Braham, and the yangban Garam weren’t comparable to Madra. Undefeated King Madra was the strongest. Duguen! Duguen! Duguen! Grid’s heartbeat started to accelerate. His admiration for Madra spurred his assimilation with Madra. 


  


  I didn't know a single defeat.


  


  I... I am Undefeated King Madra.


  


  [★ Warning ★ You have assimilated with Madra in the diary and shared his memories and feelings. You need to be careful because you are psychologically feeling a great amount of anxiety and pain.]


  


  [You are in extreme confusion.]


  


  [The system is checking your brain waves and pulse. If it is determined to be dangerous, Death Knight Madra’s diary will be sealed.]


  


  [Danger! Danger! Madra’s diary will be sealed!]


  


  “...!”


  


  The seventh chapter ended. Grid, who had completely assimilated with Madra, opened his eyes. He was drenched in sweat as he gritted his teeth. It was to distinguish between virtual and reality. He was Grid, not Madra. He tried his best to realize that he was Shin Youngwoo before he was Grid.


  


  Duguen! Duguen! Duguen...


  


  His frantic heartbeat started to stabilize.


  


  [You are free from the confusion.]


  


  [Your vitals have returned to normal. The eighth chapter of Death Knight Madra’s diary is unfolding.]


  


  [Do you want to read it?]


  


  


  “Heok, heok... Yes, I'll read it.”


  


  @%$P)@!#$~$X##!!!!!!!


  


  “...”


  


  This challenge also failed. After learning 200,000 Army Swordsmanship, Grid re-read the seventh chapter several times to confirm the back of the diary. He experienced Madra’s great pain and despair, but he endured it. Grid wanted to read the eighth chapter. He wanted to understand Madra and Pagma more, and he wanted to get a glimpse of the 300,000 Army Swordsmanship.


  


  However, the eighth chapter was completely unreadable. It was in a language that wasn’t human. Why? At first, he couldn’t understand what was going on. Then Grid was soon able to guess the reason.


  


  ‘It was the chaotic period.’


  


  Madra defeated all the great demons that invaded the Behen Archipelago and was then alone for hundreds of years. He would’ve gradually lost the need for language because he had no one to talk to. The thoughts he wrote in the diary were likely transformed into something that only he could recognize. It was something completely different that couldn’t be defined by the concept of language. It meant that only Madra himself could read the eighth chapter of the diary.


  


  ‘Is this the end of the diary’s role?’


  


  Grid had expected it. Death Knight Madra whom Grid had met on the Behen Archipelago hadn’t used 300,000 Army Swordsmanship. The weak body of the undead, that had undergone hundreds of years of storms, couldn’t withstand the destructive power of 300,000 Army Swordsmanship. Considering the time, it was highly likely that 300,000 Army Swordsmanship wouldn’t be written in the diary.


  


  ‘Even if there is 300,000 Army Swordsmanship, will I need to be level 499 to learn it?’


  


  Level 499... At this point, it would take at least 5–6 years to reach that level.


  


  ‘There is no real answer.’


  


  Grid opened his own status window. He was level 399. It was at 97% experience. He hadn’t leveled up despite beating Berith. Of course, there were many high-level NPCs among the raid party members. He had to consider that most of the experience had been distributed to the NPCs. It was common sense that the greater the level gap was between party members, the more disadvantages the lower leveled members received. Even so, the opponent had been a great demon. The amount of experience he dropped would’ve been beyond imagination. Frankly, this was too much.


  


  ‘I never dreamed that I couldn’t go up by even one level.’


  


  From level 399 onward, the amount of experience required to level up seemed to double.


  


  ‘Isn’t this a point where I can’t level up through hunting?’


  


  Grid suddenly realized this and stopped making the underwear that he was doing out of habit. His steady growth in the Tailoring Technique meant he was able to produce women’s underwear as well as men’s underwear. It was a sight where those who didn’t know about it would mistake him for an underwear thief or pervert, but it was an ordinary and familiar sight to the Overgeared members. 


  


  ‘It’s too big.’


  


  ‘It is Jishuka’s underwear.’


  


  ‘How do you know the size?’


  


  ‘Well, that... we lived together.’


  


  ‘I envy Jishuka.’


  


  ‘...?’


  


  In the midst of the Overgeared members’ murmurs, Grid brought up his list of ongoing quests.


  


  [Tailoring Technique Training]


  


  [Class Quest


  


  The possibilities for your development have become greater after learning the Tailoring Technique. 


  


  If you get to the point where you can combine blacksmithing and tailoring, your foundation as a blacksmith will expand exponentially.


  


  However, it is still difficult to utilize the Tailoring technique.


  


  The gap between the intermediate Tailoring skill and legendary blacksmith skill is too large.


  


  The intermediate Tailoring technique is likely to degrade the quality of the legendary blacksmith’s work.


  


  Raise the level of your Tailoring skill to the point where it can be combined with blacksmithing.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Master the Advanced Tailoring Technique.


  


  Quest Clear Reward: Level +6 The opening of craftsman level Tailoring Technique.]


  


  This was the reason why Grid made underwear whenever he had time. It was an inevitable class quest, and it also gave a huge reward. When he first received the quest, Grid was merely eager to see the craftsmanship. Now his thoughts had changed.


  


  ‘I have to stop making men’s underwear.’


  


  He no longer coveted the craftsman level Tailoring Technique. If he received the craftsman level skill, he planned to apply it to blacksmithing and didn’t want to make underwear. Rather than the skill, Grid focused on the reward of six levels.


  


  ‘This is a real jackpot.’


  


  Now it was hard to gain a level when fighting against a great demon. The quest gave six levels as a reward, so the value was astronomical. Grid made a judgment, ‘Don’t try to clear it too quickly.’


  


  The higher his level, the higher the value would be. It wasn’t good to delay it too much, but he wasn’t in a hurry for the reward. Grid realized that he needed to be more relaxed.


  


  ‘The thing I need to focus on right now...’ 


  


  It was to gain the remaining 3% experience and reach level 400. The right thing to do would be to reach the fourth stats awakening and then make items using Berith’s by-products.


  


  “Okay. Ah, before that...” Grid made a plan and shouted, “Sticks!”


  


  Was this the feeling when Jin X Gu called Dorae X Mon? Grid was excited every time he called Stick’s name. He had the confidence that Sticks would surely live up to his expectations.


  


  “Ha... Why are you calling during class?”


  


  Sticks was the principal and teacher at the Overgeared Academy. A few days ago, he gave Grid the ‘long-distance communication earphones’ which had been developed at Reidan’s alchemy facility, and this allowed him to hear Grid’s voice within the range of a certain distance. Grid got to the point straight away, “Take me to Reidan.”


  


  “No, think about it. You can use the city’s warp facility...”


  


  “It will waste Reinhardt’s magic power. That is money.”


  


  “Don’t I charge Reinhardt’s magic power core anyway?”


  


  “I-Is that so? As expected, isn’t Sticks really great?”


  


  “Haha... Mass Teleport.”


  


  Sticks was a busy person. It was his job to educate the children of the Overgeared Kingdom. He didn’t want to waste time, so he immediately used magic and sent Grid to Reidan. It was a waste of magic that ordinary players would never experience in their lives.


  


  “W-We greet Your Majesty!!”


  


  In the desert city of Reidan, the knights ran over after detecting the flow of magic power and recognized Grid. Chris, who was in the castle, immediately frowned upon arriving at the scene. “You have to send a whisper in advance if you aren’t going to use the warp facility. I was surprised at the thought of the enemy intruding.”


  


  “Sorry, sorry. I’ll definitely do it next time,” Grid apologized with a smile before stepping forward. He moved in the direction of the alchemy facility.


  


  Chris’ eyes shone as he followed Grid. “Has Berith’s Power finally been recharged?”


  


  “Yes,” Grid answered with a confident smile on his face.


  


  “Let’s see the real power of alchemy.”




  Chapter 1057


  [Alchemy Research Institute]


  


  [Facility Level: Advanced level 2.


  


  *List of Products that can be Produced*


  


  Intermediate~ Super Health Recovery Potion. Intermediate~ Super Mana Recovery Potion. Low~ Super Buff Potions. Weapon and Armor Enhancement Stones. Low-grade Sunglasses. Low~ Intermediate Orbs. Adjusted video communication. Magic power detection tower. Seven magic traps. Telecommunication earphones, etc.


  


  *List of Metals that can be Transformed*


  


  Steel. Silver. Black iron. Orichalcum *metal’s performance is enhanced*.


  


  *List of Options that can be attached to Items*


  


  Increased strength (small). Increased agility (small). Increased stamina (small). Increased intelligence (small). Increased movement speed (small). Reduced resource consumption (minimal). Skill enhancement effect (small). Coolness ★Added skill★ ★Added attribute★]


  


  This was the current state of Reidan’s alchemy facility. It was a very good facility just looking at the basic functions. The super-grade recovery potions and buff potions were goods that boss monsters didn’t drop easily. They were expensive enough to be called ‘chaebol exclusive items’ and boasted excellent performance. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the best source of Grid and the Overgeared members’ performance during the Berith raid was the potions made by the alchemy facility. 


  


  Additionally, it was worth noting that orichalcum was a high-value metal, and there was a variety of options that could be attached to items. It was clear that there would be a big social impact if Reidan’s alchemy facility were released to the media. Indeed, many people were willing to make deals with the Overgeared Kingdom, that could exclusively produce high-end goods and attach options to items.


  


  ‘They don’t know it is an empty strength.’


  


  All facilities had something called the ‘maintenance fee’. If the maintenance fee wasn’t paid on time, the level of the facility would drop and the operations would stop. It was common sense that ‘maintenance of military facilities’ was the most expensive, but it was actually the alchemy facility which boasted a unique maintenance cost. The cost of maintaining one alchemy facility was higher than the cost of maintaining 30 advanced barracks which could raise and sustain 1,000 soldiers. 


  


  Of course, the maintenance cost was the minimum cost. The investment cost was even higher. Over the past few years, more than half the revenue of the Overgeared Kingdom had been invested in the single alchemy facility, and it was able to achieve this high level thanks to the investment. Still, there was a bigger problem.


  


  [-List of Materials needed to Produce Health Potions-


  


  3 lagui. 3 long tea herbs. 2 red lotus flowers. 0.5 litres of purified water. One glass bottle.


  


  There is a 40% of the potion production failure.


  


  40% chance of producing an intermediate health potion.


  


  15% chance of producing an advanced health potion.


  


  4% chance of producing a super health potion.


  


  1% chance of producing an ultimate health potion.]


  


  All alchemy products had a probability section. Money was constantly wasted when producing items, transforming metals, or giving an option to items, but the final results were uncertain. Money and luck were needed in order to get the desired result. The option attaching function even had a cooldown time. This was why more kingdoms, apart from the empire, neglected alchemy and why Grid scorned the alchemy facility.


  


  ‘It is a money-eating hippopotamus.’


  


  The alchemy facility boasted an exceptionally mysterious and beautiful appearance compared to other buildings. Grid arrived at the entrance of the money-eating facility and started cursing. It was almost a reflexive behavior. Grid still couldn’t forget the ‘coolness’ option attached to Iyarugt.


  


  ‘It was really bad for the value.’


  


  He wanted to close the alchemy facility many times. The reason he didn’t do it was because of the possibility for magic engineering. The field of magic engineering was presumed to exist in an area that couldn’t be achieved by individual blacksmiths. Thus, Grid needed help from alchemy.


  


  “We deeply welcome Your Majesty!”


  


  The alchemists rushed out to greet Grid. Alchemy was disparaged in all other kingdoms. For alchemists, the Overgeared Kingdom was one of the few stages where they could prove their worth. They didn’t want to lose this stage and struggled to look good to Grid.


  


  “A while ago, I succeeded in transforming orichalcum! I got one orichalcum with 100 steel!”


  


  “You can’t be praised for one orichalcum. The report showed that you invested a total of 13,000 steel pieces in a month and only one orichalcum was obtained,” Chris, lord of Reidan, replied on Grid’s behalf.


  


  Chris’ blunt and negative reaction represented Grid’s mind, and he intended to save Grid’s dignity. Wouldn’t the king lose his dignity if he questioned his subordinates one by one? Chris had operated a large guild and was good at this area.


  


  “I-I’m ashamed. However, things will surely change once the facility reaches advanced level 3,” the facility chief said while bowing his sweating head.


  


  Then Chris raised his voice, “Next time it will be different, next time. You say the same thing every time. How much more money should we invest?”


  


  “Stop,” Grid restrained Chris.


  


  ‘Why is he talking loudly when it is my money being invested?’


  


  This was what he thought. Grid was smart, but he was still lacking when it came to interpersonal relationships. Grid asked the chief, “How long will it take to achieve advanced level 3?”


  


  “.... So far, we’ve been able to accumulate experience and raise the level every time the alchemy succeeds. Therefore, I was able to roughly guess the time when the facility level would rise. However, this time is different. I can’t guess.”


  


  “Why? Is there a separate condition for accumulating experience?”


  


  “That...” The facility chief wiped away his sweat. He couldn’t make eye contact with Grid. His attitude made Grid feel uneasy.


  


  “Speak quickly.” Grid frowned. 


  


  The facility chief explained in a trembling voice, “Since the facility level reached advanced level two, it has changed so that experience is only accumulated when the ultimate performance is achieved...”


  


  “Eh?”


  


  “What?”


  


  Grid looked horrified while Chris’ eyes became bloodshot. Chris stepped out on behalf of Grid. “So, what...? In the past, the experience value of the facility rose even when you only made low-grade potions. Now in the future, experience will only increase with the ultimate grade potions? Am I understanding correctly?”


  


  “...That’s right.”


  


  “This is crazy!”


  


  The cost of producing a single health recovery potion was similar to the trading price of a super health recovery potion. This was extremely inefficient. It was much better to buy potions directly than to manufacture them from the alchemy facility. Nevertheless, the reason all Overgeared members used potions from the alchemy facility was to gain ultimate health recovery potions and improve the level of the alchemy facility. Once the alchemy facility was up and running, they were forced to keep using it to accumulate experience and increase the level.


  


  Now the investment itself had become meaningless. Only the ultimate result would accumulate experience...? It really would be the beginning of ‘pouring water into a bottomless pit’ from now on.


  


  “They are crazy.” Grid finally lost his temper. He forgot that the alchemists were watching and expressed his thoughts. The alchemists looked like the sky had fallen.


  


  “Your Highness, please don’t say that! We aren’t crazy!”


  


  “That’s right! We are sane! We are just explaining it!”


  


  “No, I’m not talking about you.”


  


  It was the S.A Group. The majority of alchemists were NPCs, so Grid swallowed the rest of his words. His stomach was burning. Alchemy! Ah, alchemy! It was the culprit that emptied his pockets, and it always hit him in the back of the head, making the stars visible!


  


  ‘XX... Even the CEO of the Sasung Group can’t reach advanced level 3 unless he is lucky.’


  


  Grid was convinced of this. Alchemy—its efficiency was terrible compared to its potential. It wasn’t content that existed for players. Rather, it was merely a fantasy responsible for vague expectations.


  


  Chris seemed to think the same way, “This isn’t a problem that can be solved by being impatient. If we invest money in order to raise the level quickly, our finances will be ruined. Let’s not hurry and just utilize the facility while maintaining the current operating policy. Then the level will rise slowly.” 


  


  “Do you want to reach advanced master level in 20–30 years?”


  


  “...”


  


  It might not be possible in 20 or 30 years. The alchemy facility couldn’t reach the advanced master level until their children’s generation. Chris became miserable when he thought seriously about it. “Fantasy content... Well, okay. I like it. It is worth it.”


  


  


  A wide smile appeared on Grid’s face. Chris found it absurd that Grid was so happy.


  


  Step, step. Grid walked forward. He stood in front of the nucleus at the center of the institute and opened the Rune of Darkness. A black and ominous demonic energy rose around Grid’s body.


  


  [The activation of the Rune of Darkness has increased demonic power by 200!]


  


  Grid ignored the rising notification window and placed a pale hand on the magic power nucleus. 


  


  Duguen! Duguen! 


  


  The magic power nucleus of Reidan’s alchemy facility—the giant amethyst breathing like the heart of a living being—started to react to the force inside Grid. The wide smile on Grid’s face couldn’t be erased.


  


  “Grid?”


  


  “Chris, have I told you exactly what Berith’s Power is?”


  


  The 22nd Great Demon Berith’s power to produce every material that existed in the world at will was born at Grid’s fingertips. Berith’s Hoof emerged from Grid’s inventory and floated around the magic power nucleus. It was the activation of the Transformation system.


  


  “Wait! Grid!!” Chris was shocked. Transformation was a system where a specific materials was used to enhance the inherent performance or transform it to steel, silver, black iron, or orichalcum. In other words, if the value of the materials used exceeded orichalcum, the system was likely to cause a loss. Enhancing the performance of Berith’s Hoof would fail. Berith’s Hoof would be changed to either steel, silver, black iron, or orichalcum.


  


  “Hey! Stop!”


  


  It was too big a gamble. The best metal that Berith dropped would be lost. Chris reached out to stop Grid.


  


  “Transformation.”


  


  He was one step too late. Grid had already activated the Transformation system using Berith’s Hoof as a material. Simultaneously, a brilliant golden light surrounded the entire laboratory and emerged through all the windows of the laboratory. The entire city of Reidan, which had a population of one million, had turned golden. After the light was cleared, Chris and the alchemists made the same sound, “Ah...”


  


  They saw it. Berith’s Hoof emitted a mystical brilliance.


  


  “This is Berith’s Power.”


  


  Grid placed the hoof in his inventory and shared some of the Rune of Darkness’ information with Chris.


  


  [★Special★


  


  *22nd Great Demon Berith’s Power.


  


  The ultimate falsehood distorts reality.


  


  The ultimate alchemy manipulates all things.


  


  -When activating the ultimate alchemy-


  


  Activate the Automatic Transformation and Ultimate Transformation skills.]


  


  [Automatic Transformation]


  


  [Passive skill.


  


  If you are targeted by a projectile, a metal shield made of defensive metal will be automatically generated in real time.


  


  10,000 damage will be absorbed per shield.


  


  * The duration is one minute.]


  


  [Ultimate Transformation]


  


  [Active skill.


  


  The best result will be obtained when using alchemy.


  


  * 10 days of charging time is needed after use.]


  


  “I was angry at first.”


  


  It was due to the preconditions attached to Ultimate Transformation. What was the prerequisite to use alchemy when Grid was a blacksmith?


  


  “At first, I thought of it was a skill to be used in conjunction with the Automatic Transformation passive skill and that it would be possible to defend myself temporarily.” 


  


  Then Grid noticed that he could take advantage of the alchemy system. It was a matter that could be simply resolved by using the alchemy facility.


  


  “However, as you can see, there is a separate method of use.” 


  


  Fantasy? It couldn’t exist before Berith’s Power. He had the power to make fantasy into a reality.


  


  [The success of Ultimate Transformation has increased the alchemy facility’s experience by 1%!]


  


  “...!” Chris saw the lord-only notification window in front of him and raised his fists.


  


  “Waaaaahhhhh!” The alchemists embraced each other and cheered enthusiastically. They thought that Grid’s presence itself was a blessing.




  Chapter 1058


  -Really? As expected, the value of the options is the greatest.


  


  For the last week, Grid had devoted himself to hunting in the jungle, the first gateway of the Ruins of the War God. The followers in the jungle couldn’t easily stop him, Noe, Randy, Tiramet, the light elemental, and the Overgeared Skeletons. Randy was particularly active. The ‘doppelganger of the Mysterious Forest’, who could copy skills as well as the appearance of the target, evolved further with the development of Grid’s Swordsmanship. 


  


  “Let’s take a break.”


  


  Once his stamina gauge flashed, Grid sat down and summoned Overgeared Corn. Overgeared Corn confirmed that there were no women and ushered in Sage Time. He started to lick Grid’s cheek in a humiliated manner like he was a prisoner kissing the feet of an enemy leader.


  


  Noe laughed. “Overgeared Corn is swearing about how his master doesn’t have a lover. A man who walks alone without a woman is the most pathetic and unsightly person in the world.”


  


  Overgeared Corn responded like it was refreshing for his words to be heard. 


  


  Grid snorted. “I’m a married man. You are the solo one.”


  


  Overgeared Corn gave up. He bowed his head and cried. Grid stoked Overgeared Corn’s mane, pulled out his portable furnace and anvil, and focused on the whisper. He was contacting Chris.


  


  -So, who is the lucky protagonist? 


  


  -Vantner.


  


  During Grid’s absence, Chris had carried out a campaign. It was a campaign that said ‘make things for yourself.’ The campaign was to keep the alchemy facility running non-stop while not putting the burden on the Overgeared Kingdom’s finances. The Overgeared members participated in it actively. Hundreds of Overgeared members came to Reidan every day. They provided the materials and used the Production system.


  


  Sometimes, they used the Transformation system. Other times, they used the Option system. Of course, the Option system could only be used by a limited number of Overgeared members as there was a 48-hour countdown. Well, the utilization wouldn’t be high even if there was no cooldown time. There was a limit to the number of options that could be attached to each item, and there was a great risk that the value of the item would be slashed entirely if they ended up with the ‘coolness’ option like Iyarugt.


  


  However, one lucky person had been born. It was Vantner. He was fortunate to have the best ‘Add Skill’ option added to his main weapon. There was a celebration throughout the entire Overgeared Guild. 


  


  The ultimate result in normal alchemy led to the facility’s experience rising by 0.01% percent. The best result in transformation increased experience by 1% while the best result in the field of adding options increased experience by 5%.


  


  -A skill was added... I’m jealous.


  


  -I thought I was going to die from a stomach ache watching him.


  


  Vantner was the lucky one. Thanks to Vantner’s personality, he would probably boast about it for the next few years, making their ears sore. Grid grumbled for a moment before smiling.


  


  -Well, I’m glad that the experience of the alchemy facility has increased dramatically.


  


  -Yes. Grid, you guarantee 1% experience every 10 days. If this luck keeps up, the facility will level up faster than we think.


  


  The situation was optimistic, and the campaign had greatly reduced the financial burden. The problem was the members who failed appeared one after another. In the worst case, the number of members using the alchemy facility could plummet and the rate of experience gain would slow.


  


  -It is too much of a strain on the guild members. I will instruct them to increase the investment in alchemy at the national level, so distribute alchemy products to the members.


  


  -Yes, I understand.


  


  Chris was a top ranker. Among the two billion players, his power was at the top, and he had great experience running a large guild. Since he had many faithful subordinates and was a tycoon in the pursuit of founding a country, his actual pride was very high. Yet he was like this in front of Grid. He faithfully followed Grid no matter the circumstances.


  


  Was it because Grid’s power transcended Chris’? No, humans weren’t animals. They didn’t simply give into power. The biggest reason Chris followed Grid was his absolute trust in Grid’s nature. As Grid gew up, Chris genuinely came to respect Grid’s attitude that abandoned his arrogance and looked around. Chris always felt the desire to stand at the top with this man.


  


  “Then let’s start again.”


  


  Grid intended to be the first player to reach level 400. He recalled Overgeared Corn and got up. Then a follower from a bush came upon him. The follower used a bull-like rush similar to Bubat and instantly narrowed the distance to Grid. The bushes and branches shook in response to the wind that blew belatedly. By this time, the follower’s sword was already drawing a frightening arc. The sharp end of the weapon headed toward Grid’s neck.


  


  However, Grid didn’t respond. He didn’t have to go out on his own.


  


  Kyak kyak! Kyakyakyak!


  


  “...!?”


  


  The Overgeared Skeletons dancing and laughter attracted the eyes of the follower, and the follower’s weapon naturally transferred from Grid’s neck to the Overgeared Skeletons. The weapon ended up hitting Tiramet’s chest, not the Overgeared Skeletons. Blood gushed out, but Tiramet didn’t blink. Rather, he scoffed and hugged the follower tightly around the waist.


  


  “Nyahahahat!”


  


  “Grid’s Sword Dance! Link!”


  


  Noe’s claws and Randy’s swordsmanship turned the followers into rags. The furious follower shook Tiramet off and tried to fight back.


  


  Flash!


  


  The light elemental temporarily destroyed the follower’s vision. Grid’s basic attack slammed into its back. One time, two times, three times, four times, five times, six times, seven times, eight times, nine times... Alex's Quick Gloves, which increased general attack speed by three times, worked well with his transcendent status.


  


  Previously, Grid was limited to the maximum speed and could only achieve six basic attacks per second. Now it was possible to go up to nine. He was even in a no-buff state. The follower kneeled down with a moan. Grid didn’t even look at the follower who was swept away by the black flames and turned to ashes. There was a smile on his face as he praised Noe, Randy, Tiramet, the light elemental, and the Overgeared Skeletons, “It was a great teamplay. Well done.”


  


  “Heh, this is no big deal. These low-level guys are ordinary food for the best demonic beast of hell.”


  


  “Grid becoming stronger means Randy is stronger. I’m happy...”


  


  Kyak kyak! Kya kya kyak!


  


  Clack! Clack clack!


  


  Flash flash!


  


  Noe, Randy, the light elemental, and the Overgeared Skeletons clearly expressed their delight at Grid’s praise. Only Tiramet was unresponsive. The true blood vampire was still unable to understand the reality of being a human’s pet. All the true blood vampires that Grid met so far had their noses in the air, so he thought it was right to give Tiramet time to adjust.


  


  ‘It will be different if we keep staying together.’


  


  Clack clack! Clack clack clack!


  


  “Stop dancing,” Grid scolded the Overgeared Skeletons and moved deeper into the forest. He planned to keep on hunting until the cooldown time of Ultimate Transformation ended.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  The vampire cities and the Galgunos Temple were the exclusive hunting grounds of the Overgeared Guild. Both hunting grounds had distinct advantages. In the vampire cities, a large number of vampires appeared, and it was good for raising the Overgeared members’ skill proficiency. It was also possible for them to obtain jackpots like the vampire items and elixirs. 


  


  On the other hand, the Galgunos Temple guaranteed overwhelming experience instead of fewer monsters and dropped items. The high-levelled Overgeared members were using the Galgunos Temple while the low to mid Overgeared members were using the vampire cities as hunting grounds. 


  


  “Wow, I’m going to die. It is so hard here. What about the Ruins of the War God?”


  


  In the Galgunos Temple, Peak Sword returned the beautiful Iyarugt to his sheath and sat down. He was still stunned. Considering how Grid could play solo at the terrible Ruins of the War God... he felt more and more like a distant existence in the world.


  


  Vantner replied with a grin, “The ruins aren’t a big deal for Grid. Well, I’m also going to move my hunting grounds to the ruins.”


  


  “You?” 


  


  


  “I’m too strong because of the new skill attached to my weapon. It is boring here. Huhuhut.”


  


  “Don’t drink a potion and tell me that. You will die.”


  


  “Hum hum.”


  


  It was hard. In the Galgunos Temple, the frequency of the followers was too high. Peak Sword, Vantner, Pon, Regas, Jishuka, and others of the 10 meritorious retainers hunted together, but the Overgeared members faced new crises every time. Ibellin and Zednos, the strongest members after the 10 meritorious retainers, had died three times in the past 10 days. Losing concentration for even a short period of time caused death, so the 10 meritorious retainers encouraged guild members to hunt in the vampire cities.


  


  “Sigh. It is hard because we don’t have enough buffers and healers.”


  


  The healers were particularly problematic. Due to the nature of Satisfy, they were forced to hire NPC priests of the Rebecca Church if they wanted healers. However, the Galgunos Temple was too dangerous for the Rebecca priests. The priests became reluctant to go to the Galgunos Temple, and the healing drought in the Overgeared Guild became more severe. At this moment, the drought was over.


  


  “Please let us into the party.”


  


  “Eh?”


  


  The 10 meritorious retainers were helping the guild members hunt while blocking the paths of other followers. They were tired from the ongoing battle, but their eyes looked back. Only one person had the title of Saintess. Grid’s sister Ruby appeared in the temple with her friend and escort knight, Sexy Schoolgirl. The moment they entered the party, the Overgeared members were perfectly restored thanks to Ruby’s wide-area heals, and the members were happy and surprised.


  


  “What’s going on here?”


  


  Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl had joined the Overgeared Guild since high school and were two of the few light users in the Overgeared Guild. They were studying, so their gameplay time was very low. Due to their low level, they were generally active in low level hunting grounds. Sometimes they were spotted in the vampire cities, but it was only sometimes. Why were they in the Galgunos Temple, which had a great level of difficulty? Had they gained so many levels after not being seen for a while?


  


  Sexy Schoolgirl raised a V sign to the blank Overgeared members. “I’m a former university student who has transitioned to being a professional gamer.”


  


  “...”


  


  The power of the Overgeared Guild... The players they hoped would be their greatest power in the next few years were finally...


  


  “Yes!” Vantner’s cry represented the joy of the Overgeared members. All guild members welcomed Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl, and the party’s hunting speed increased by four times.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Look. That’s him, that person.”


  


  “The farmer of the Overgeared Guild!”


  


  “The Seven Dukes... No, the one who made the Five Dukes of the empire bow their heads!”


  


  “Piaro!”


  


  A group of people flocked to Reinhardt’s granaries. There was only one reason why tens of thousands of tourists came here every day. It was to see the legendary farmer Piaro. People didn’t forget the absolute supreme person who caused the proud dukes of the empire to bow. The sight of the farming tools he used to smash Berith...


  


  “Wow! Look at that! Piaro has started to dig up potatoes!”


  


  “Ah! Ahhh! His hand plow is sexy...”


  


  The bright-eyed people gazed at Piaro with envy and respect. Now Piaro was the hero and idol of all players, not just Grid and the Overgeared members.


  


  Some people argued that Piaro should be Satisfy’s mascot and some of the Korean markets famous for rice created characters in Satisfy to meet with Piaro. It was said that Vietnam’s prime minister, a country famous for its rice noodles, also started Satisfy through a back door, but it was impossible to confirm this.


  


  Piaro, who was responsible for the army and food, was one of the greatest powers of the Overgeared Kingdom. It wasn’t easy for newbies to meet him.


  


  “Huhuhut,” Aura Master Hurent laughed as he worked with Piaro on the fields. He was thrilled to know that so many people admired his master.


  


  Administrator Rabbit approached Hurent as he was humming. “Look over here.”


  


  “Huh? Ah, yes. What did you need?”


  


  “Please take this.”


  


  “Isn’t this the rainbow potato?” Hurent cocked his head. Hurent couldn’t understand why the administrator was showing him a cart with dozens of bags of potatoes.


  


  Rabbit explained to the puzzled Hurent, “Take it to the people and sell it. We shouldn’t miss this opportunity to sell to tourists.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Sell the potatoes.”


  


  “...”


  


  “We can get five times the price for potatoes grown by the legendary farmer Piaro... No, it can be sold at 10 times the price. What are you doing? Hurry up.”


  


  “...”


  


  On this day...


  


  [Title: Today, I went to the Overgeared Kingdom and encountered Aura Master Hurent]


  


  [He is selling potatoes...


  


  ㄴafsij**’s comment: Then Huroi is reading a morals book.]


  


  There were posts in communities all over the world about sightings of Aura Master Hurent but few people believed them.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  In the capital of the Saharan Empire, Titan...


  


  “Don’t resist and accept it. It will be more comfortable for you.”


  


  Edan sat in front of the captured dukes and pulled out the Yatan Essence. The irresistible demonic energy started to harass and manipulate the minds of the dukes.


  


  Dark clouds hung over the empire.




  Chapter 1059


  Tellius Plains—as the name suggested, it was a place with no obstacles. A player was guaranteed a wide field of view and could intercept monsters all over the map from a distance. This was why the Tellius Plains was called a magician’s paradise. The monsters of the plains were helplessly killed in front of the magical bombardment of the magicians who were in a party with each other.


  


  “It is really comfortable. I wish I had known about this sooner.”


  


  “Before level 320, you can’t learn magic resistance skills. You wouldn’t have been able to catch these silver armored cavalry if you came before level 320.”


  


  “That’s right. It is timely. Huhu, watch the experience rise. We will dominate the top rankings if we continue like this.”


  


  “It is a completely possible goal. The existing high rankers have challenged the Berith raid and died many times. Now is our time.”


  


  “The Overgeared members died many times during the war.”


  


  Generally, a party was organized with various classes. This was because there were too many vulnerabilities that would arise when only one class was gathered in a party. However, the Tellius Plains were a hunting ground for magicians.


  


  Many monsters in the mid-300s popped up, and most of them were less resistant to magic apart from the silver armored cavalry. Instead, they had a higher level of physical defense and health. However, third advancement magicians acquired magic that dealt damage proportional to health, and the plains’ monsters were easy prey for magicians.


  


  On the plains where it was hard to find cover, the monsters had no means to fight against ranged spells. This was the power of unity. The number of high-level magicians—who came to the plains after hearing the rumors—grew, and their hunting speed gradually increased. Their level rose sharply enough to upset the rankings.


  


  These days felt like a dream. The Tellius Plains—which were originally part of the Rotemon Kingdom—lost its master due to Berith, and the empty land was flooded with magicians. ‘The descent of Berith was a great blessing’ had started as a joke, but it became the mantra of the magicians. 


  


  “Eh?”


  


  The magicians witnessed monsters that they hadn’t been able to meet on the plains so far. There were three death knights with a purple aura around their bodies.


  


  “Boss mobs? Is there a boss here?”


  


  “I haven’t heard about this... Based on the force, they seem to be boss mobs. The appearance cycle is just so slow that we haven’t discovered them yet.”


  


  “Hoh...”


  


  Boss monsters with a slow appearance cycle were stronger. The stronger the boss monsters were, the greater the rewards would be. The monsters started moving closer from a distance. The magicians gazed at the approaching death knights and knew they had found the perfect opportunity. Their eyes burned with enthusiasm. The more than 100 magicians scattered around the plains gathered in the center and set the ranks for each party.


  


  “Start with your ultimate skill the moment they enter into range.”


  


  “Don’t spare your mana potions and buff potions! Hit as hard as possible! Our party will gain the first-place reward!”


  


  “Focus on using explosive magic. After all, a death knight is an undead and has weak durability.”


  


  Resting was sometimes poisonous. There was no sense of crisis for the magicians who had experienced easy fights on the plains. They believed in their victory and didn’t suspect the fraudulent opponent.


  


  “...?!” 


  


  Then it happened the moment the death knights were bombarded with magic. Suddenly, a rainbow curtain neutralized their magic, and they failed to respond quickly to the crisis.


  


  “Heok!”


  


  A curtain of iridescent light scattered and disintegrated over 100 magic spells. The magicians faced the three death knights and sucked in a breath. They realized that things were going wrong. The names of the death knights seen at close range were Cao, Doom, and Amy. Their names were as gold as boss monsters, but there was a modifier in front of them. It was a modifier called ‘Agnus’s death knights.’


  


  “Crazy...!”


  


  The name of a lich passed through the minds of the magicians. It was ‘Mumud’. Mumud was the best lich who used rainbow-colored mana and drove the Overgeared King to a crisis.


  


  “Kyahahahahahat!”


  


  “Agnus!”


  


  It was as expected. There was no reversal. As the swords and axes of the death knights started to slaughter the magicians, Agnus appeared from the air above. He stood on Lich Mumud’s shoulders, causing the magicians to shudder.


  


  “Why? Why us?”


  


  This was overwhelming power...


  


  The magicians fell down in front of the senseless violence and gazed at Agnus with anger and doubt. Agnus scoffed at the furious magicians and ignored the question. He just smiled and kept killing.


  ***


  


  


  Peace was as short as spring. It had been three weeks since Berith was killed. People came face to face with new fears.


  


  『 There is news that Agnus has committed another massacre!! 』


  


  The one-man army, Agnus. He had been quiet for a while after losing Immortal’s power, and now he was causing a storm. Every time he appeared at a hunting ground, the players lost their lives. It was a random massacre. This was a madness that wasn’t shown even in the days when he was called Mad Dog.


  


  『 It is really unpleasant every time I analyze the video. Agnus’ violence has gone too far. He is the worst PK criminal of all time. He is a living witness to the fact that the wicked shouldn’t have power... 』


  


  『 It is rumored that an ‘Agnus warning’ had been issued between rankers. Thanks to Agnus, there are empty hunting grounds all over the kingdoms and the level of the rankers are stagnating... 』


  


  『 He should be held accountable for his crimes. We must fight the villain who is committed to the massacre without a reason. 』


  


  『 A massacre without a reason? Isn’t it reasonable revenge for Agnus? 』


  


  『 What is reasonable revenge? 』


  


  


  『 Just a month ago, we pressured Agnus to make a one-sided sacrifice and criticized him when he didn’t comply with our demands. Consider it from Agnus’ position. How angry and frightened would you be? 』


  


  『 Paying back some accusations with murder? Is that a normal mindset? Agnus is a psychopath. Don’t even think about defending his behavior. 』


  


  『 Before we place blame, we should try to analyze and understand the cause. 』


  


  『 No, isn’t he a psychopath? Do we have to understand that type of person? Are you a psychopath? 』


  


  『 Those words are serious! 』


  


  Agnus, Agnus, Agnus! The story of Berith was over and the world was buzzing about Agnus. The world’s media spotlighted Agnus’ massacres. Some criticized Agnus while others defended him. Of course, only a few people defended him. Defending Agnus meant admitting their mistakes in the past.


  


  People were tolerant of themselves but strict with others. How many people would defend Agnus, who carried out random massacres, if it meant acknowledging their mistakes?


  


  “Lauel, what will happen?”


  


  In the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom, Reinhardt… 


  


  Jishuka visited Lauel’s office with a piece of paper in her hand. It was an Agnus suppression written appeal stamped with the names of famous guild masters from all over the continent. The 26 guild members asked the Overgeared Guild to participate. After all, they had paid attention to the incident during which Agnus betrayed the Overgeared Guild. They knew the Overgeared Guild would have negative feelings toward Agnus and feel threatened by him running wild. As such, they were undoubtedly convinced that the Overgeared Guild would take part in the Agnus battle.


  


  “The 26 large guilds issued a kill order on Agnus... There will be pretty big restrictions on Agnus’ movements.”


  


  “Even so, they can’t completely restrain his actions. Agnus is acting while knowing this.”


  


  “He hasn’t touched the NPCs at all, right?”


  


  “Yes, he knows from experience that he can’t handle being a criminal if he touches NPCs. It is different from the allegations. Agnus isn’t in a berserk state. He is working on a thoroughly planned revenge drama.”


  


  “Revenge drama...”


  


  Was that all? From the time of Immortal’s attack, Lauel had already seen Agnus as a surprisingly clever person. It wasn’t right that Agnus would carry out random killings in the name of revenge. ‘There must be something he believes in. For example, the more he kills, the stronger he becomes.’ They shouldn’t overlook the peculiarities of the Baal's Contractor class. Baal’s Contractor was the enemy of humanity. They needed to think of his potential and how he could awaken it.


  


  Jishuka handed the letter to the carefully thinking Lauel. “Just say no.”


  


  “A rejection?” Lauel showed a surprised expression. Jishuka was from the Tzedakah Guild. The Tzedakah Guild had been dreaming of supremacy since the past. They were people who lived and ate with pride. Self-esteem was the biggest basis for their actions. Due to their personalities, he thought they would insist on participating in the Agnus subjugation, even taking into account the concerns of the world. Yet Jishuka didn’t want to join?


  


  “Agnus attacked us in the canyon, despite accepting our help in the past. Everyone in the world witnessed the scene. If we don’t punish him, the world might laugh at us for being scared of him. Will it be okay?”


  


  “Grid beat Berith. How many people in the world can say that we are frightened by the player called Agnus? A person who says that would have less intelligence than a monkey. Isn't that right?”


  


  “...You know it very well.”


  


  “I’m no longer the small leader of an alley. The Tzedakah Guild is like a municipal authority, and the Overgeared Guild is currently on a different level. We will no longer be caught up in the standards of others. We know that few people will dare to dictate our will and choices.”


  


  “...”


  


  “I don’t know why but you are also unwilling to participate in the Agnus subjugation, right? Then do it. Don’t participate.”


  


  “How do you know?”


  


  “I can tell by your expression. I’m an old friend. How can I not notice this much?”


  


  “...” Lauel’s face instantly turned red. Wasn’t she a friend interested in profit before friendship and trust? Lauel was frankly very embarrassed because he never thought someone would treat him this way.


  


  “You are shy~” Jishuka teased as she ruffled Lauel’s silver hair. 


  


  Lauel laughed because the attitude resembled Grid’s.


  


  “Well, I understand. Let me be honest. After this incident, I saw the possibility of Agnus's armed force developing dramatically.”


  


  “Then you don’t want to be hostile to him?”


  


  “Yes, I personally expect Baal’s Contractor to be the strongest class in Satisfy...”


  


  “What if Agnus hits us first, even if we aren’t hostile to him?”


  


  “Jishuka, as you predicted, Agnus isn’t currently in a berserk state. I think it is unlikely that he will hit us first. It would be a different story if we announce that we will work with other guilds to participate in the fight.”


  


  “Right. I had the same thought. To add one more comment, Agnus’ personality might change one day.”


  


  Agnus’ protection of Irene and Lord was well-known within the Overgeared Guild. Jishuka decided it was wiser to keep an appropriate distance from Agnus rather than be hostile to him. Lauel’s opinion was the same.


  


  “Then I will refuse this.” Lauel dumped the Agnus subjugation invitation into the trash. 


  


  Jishuka confirmed his expression and relaxed. She was always worried about Lauel who struggled alone.


  


  This was called comradeship. The solidarity of the Overgeared Guild was strengthening over time.




  Chapter 1060


  The high ranker Resh was level 363. The release of the virtual reality game called Satisfy was a great blessing for him who had been obsessed with fantasy novels and movies since he was young.


  


  A knight... He was able to experience the fantastic profession that he had been dreaming of for many years. After thorough preparation and planning, Resh started Satisfy to become a knight and finally achieved his dream. He became the exclusive knight of Dulandal, the 2nd imperial prince.


  


  His level was low compared to NPCs, but he gained trust by studying under a senior and was able to perform the daily quest of ‘guard Dulandal’s side for four hours a day’. A knight of an imperial prince...


  


  It was a noble status, and every day was fulfilling. Resh acted like the knights he envied. He was only loyal to his master, would sacrifice himself for his master, and felt proud of himself.


  


  “Impertinent guy! How dare you treat me like I’m your brother in front of my subordinates?”


  


  “...”


  


  Prince Dulandal had an unusual expression as he returned. Resh heard he had visited the palace of the fourth imperial prince this morning, and something seemed to have occurred. A senior knight bowed politely and sighed after Dulandal closed the door loudly and entered the bedroom.


  


  “It smells of blood.”


  


  “Blood?”


  


  The Saharan Empire was currently in a wartime state. No, it was always in a wartime state. They were at war with minorities all over the country. However, that story had nothing to do with the knights under the imperial princes. It was very rare for the imperial princes to directly go to the battlefield. 


  


  Resh was far from the battlefields of war. Yet there was a bloody smell...? The senior knight whispered to the puzzled Resh, “Strange things are happening all over the country. The dukes have quietly disappeared.”


  


  “Are you speaking of the three dukes?”


  


  Not long ago, Grenhal, Morse, and Basara had come to the capital to see the emperor. However, the emperor had been absent, and they decided to wait at their villas. Then they disappeared...?


  


  “Haha, didn’t they go hunting somewhere?” Resh laughed unknowingly. The dukes were the most powerful people in the empire. In the first place, it was impossible for someone to harm them. Resh’s idea that they were missing was inappropriate, but the senior knight had a different opinion.


  


  “The fourth imperial prince is suspicious. I received some intelligence a few days ago that the fourth imperial prince ordered the Abyss to be opened.”


  


  “Abyss...?” Resh’s expression stiffened. The Abyss was the worst dungeon in the history of the empire. It was a very bloody place that held only the top political leaders who rebelled against the imperial family or tried to overthrow the empire. There was a rumor that something inside there drove the inmates crazy.


  


  “Being imprisoned in the Abyss is a punishment worse than death. There are no records of it opening in the past few decades. Yet the moment the dukes disappeared, the fourth imperial prince opened it. Isn’t it strange in many ways?”


  


  ‘This...’ Resh sensed it. This was the intuition of a high ranker with a lot of experience. It was as expected.


  


  [Hidden Quest ★ Abyss Exploration ★ has occurred!]


  


  “The nobles and royalty above the rank of marquis have the authority to confine prisoners in the Abyss. However, only the emperor has the authority to view the list of prisoners.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Prince Dulandal is curious about the prisoners in the Abyss. If the prisoners trapped in the Abyss are the dukes... I don’t know what kind of severe suffering they will experience before the emperor returns. It is Prince Dulandal’s conjecture that the fourth prince will use them to create an uproar.”


  


  “Wait. Wait a minute.”


  


  The scale of the case was too large. He didn’t think it was something that a knight like him could handle. In the first place, there were too many things he didn’t understand.


  


  “Isn’t this too exaggerated? The fourth imperial prince doesn’t have the authority to arrest the dukes.”


  


  “There is no authority, but there is power.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “The second imperial prince officially denies it, but the ancient weapons called the magic machines are actually an enormous force. Additionally, the fourth prince’s innate ‘red energy’ is comparable to the level of the first imperial prince. Even the dukes can’t let down their guards against him.”


  


  “N-No. Still, it is strange. Isn’t Duke Basara the sixth cousin of the fourth imperial prince? Yet he placed his sixth cousin in the Abyss?”


  


  “What is strange about that? Prince Dulandal and the fourth imperial prince are half brothers, but haven’t they been pointing their swords at each other for a long time?”


  


  “...Ah.”


  


  Medieval times... Factions, power, empire... Now Resh realized that the world of knights that he had long dreamed about wasn’t a beautiful and noble world. The senior knight patted Resh’s stiff and tense shoulders. “I don’t know why, but there is news that the emperor’s return has been delayed by four days. There is enough time. Within the next six days, secure a list of prisoners in the Abyss. I’ll take care of the rest.”


  


  “H-How can I do that myself?”


  


  Resh had properly stepped in shit. Although he was ready to sacrifice his life at any time for his lord, wasn’t this going to him dying a dog’s death? He was in big trouble.


  


  “Who told you to go by yourself?”


  


  At this moment...


  


  Ttiring~


  


  There was a loud noise as the details of the hidden question emerged in front of Resh.


  


  [Abyss Exploration]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  Senior Knight Bell has high hopes for your connections as a wanderer knight.


  


  Use your connections to explore the Abyss and secure a list of prisoners.


  


  *Two players can join you on the quest! Quest members will earn the same rewards!


  


  Quest Clear Conditions:


  


  1. Activate at least 15% of the Abyss Dungeon map. 


  


  2. Secure a list of prisoners.


  


  Quest Clear Reward: Level +3 Affinity. with Dulandal will open. One unique rated skill book. The title 'Peek at the End of the Underground’ will be obtained. 


  


  Quest Failure: Level -5.]


  


  “...”


  


  The rewards were tremendous. The difficulty was high, and there was a considerable penalty if the quest failed. Could he refuse the quest? Of course not. That was because a knight’s obedience was more absolute than that of a soldier. After a moment of contemplation, Resh was forced to respond, “...I’ll try it.”


  


  ‘A knight doesn’t always walk along a comfortable road.’


  


  Trials and adversities would naturally follow. Resh was fascinated by the knights who overcame trials and adversities to become heroes.


  


  ‘Let’s do it. I have no choice but to do it.’


  


  The only question was where to find two helpers. In the real world, Resh boasted great interpersonal relationships and had many connections. Unfortunately, he didn’t have any high rankers among his connections. He was already lost from thinking about where to find a colleague who could carry out such challenging quests with him.


  


  ‘Shall I look there?’ Resh was reminded of a community called ‘Chivalry.’


  


  It was a small community of people who envied knights. Although it was small in scale, the community’s history was deep, and many of its members had started Satisfy as soon as it was released. In particular, Resh had noticed a new member with the strange ID of ‘Pepsi is an Insurgent.’


  


  ‘Based on his posts and comments, he has a high level. Let’s ask him for cooperation.’


  


  Resh immediately logged out and accessed the site.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [Rash Guard has left you a note.]


  


  “Huh? What is going on?”


  


  


  Lee Seonung, the young man called Coke in Satisfy, was delighted to see the alert on his smartwatch. Chivalry was a community he had joined after becoming Lord’s knight. Rash Guard was the knight he got along with the best among the members he met there. Coke enjoyed his conversations with Rash Guard, who had been very helpful in sharing information.


  


  [Title: To Pepsi is an Insurgent.


  


  Good morning, Pepsi-nim.


  


  This time, I received a very big assignment from my superior. It is about exploring a country’s dungeon and getting a list of prisoners. There is a huge conspiracy involved. It is a quest that can be done by a total of three players, including me. The difficulty is very high, but the rewards are great. If Pepsi-nim is over level 340 and you are ready to take risks, I would like to ask you to participate in the quest. Please reply.]


  


  “Hrmm... A quest that requires at least level 340...”


  


  No wonder why this person knew a lot of information. His level was quite high. Coke thought for a moment before replying to Rash Guard.


  


  [Title: Rash Guard-nim.


  


  Hello, Rash Guard-nim!


  


  Fortunately, my level is a bit over 340. However, I’m a bit nervous because you said that the difficulty is high. I can’t give you a definitive answer until I know more information! ㅠ.ㅠ]


  


  The reply arrived immediately.


  


  [Title: Quest Contents.


  


  [Abyss Exploration]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  Senior Knight Bell has high hopes for your connections as a wanderer knight.


  


  Use your connections to explore the Abyss and secure a list of prisoners.


  


  *Two players can join you on the quest! Quest members will earn the same rewards!


  


  Quest Clear Conditions:


  


  1. Activate at least 15% of the Abyss Dungeon map. 


  


  2. Secure a list of prisoners.


  


  Quest Clear Reward: Level +3. Affinity with XXX will open. One unique rated skill book. The title 'Peek at the End of the Underground’ will be obtained. 


  


  Quest Failure: Level -5.]


  


  I don’t doubt Pepsi-nim but I have removed the names of some people to prevent information leakage. The rest of the information is true.


  


  As you can see, the rewards are very great. It is a quest with a minimum difficulty level of SS.


  


  I don’t want to force you to participate to the point of sacrificing yourself.


  


  I’m just asking for help.]


  


  “Wow...” Coke read the contents of the quest and unwittingly expressed his admiration. A unique rated skill book, a title, and three levels...? There would be unconditional benefits if he could participate in the quest. Since Rash Guard had been in the Chivalry community for several years and his community history was quite clean, he was reliable.


  


  The excited Coke sent a message straight away. The reply arrived immediately. The conversation between the two people proceeded like a live chat.


  


  [Pepsi is an Insurgent: Have you already found the other party member?


  


  Rash Guard: No. I haven’t found anyone yet.


  


  Pepsi is an Insurgent: Can I recommend someone?


  


  Rash Guard: Um... Then is Pepsi-nim willing to participate? 


  


  Pepsi is an Insurgent: Yes.


  


  Rash Guard: Then let’s meet in Satisfy. After I meet with Pepsi-nim, I will confirm our power and decided whether to accept the recommended person or not.


  


  Pepsi is an Insurgent: Yes, I understand. Still, you will naturally accept it.


  


  Rash Guard: ?


  


  Pepsi is an Insurgent: The person I’m recommending is Grid ㅎㅎ


  


  Rash Guard: ㅎ]


  


  ‘He is a frivolous person.’


  


  Resh frowned at Pepsi is an Insurgent’s attitude. It was unexpected to mention the ID of a supreme person here. It was too much to joke about this. It wasn’t funny or touching. Resh thought that Pepsi was a young student or an immature adult. He was anxious that he was being deceived by someone on the Internet.


  


  Still, he shook his head and connected to Satisfy again. He told Pepsi to send a friend request, but he didn’t hold any more expectations. The feeling that he should find someone else had already risen steadily. Then he logged into Satisfy.


  


  [The player ‘Coke’ has requested to be your friend.]


  


  [The player ‘Grid’ has requested to be your friend.]


  


  Unexpected notification windows popped up. Resh burst out laughing.


  


  “He really knows a Grid.”


  


  Satisfy was a game enjoyed by two billion players. Duplicate IDs were allowed. The possibility that this Grid was ‘Overgeared King Grid’ was close to zero.


  


  [You have accepted the other person’s friend request.]


  


  [Bringing up the updated list of friends.]


  


  [Name: Coke


  


  Level: 367


  


  Guild: Overgeared Guild]


  


  “Eh?”


  


  [Name: Grid


  


  Level: 399


  


  Guild: Overgeared Guild]


  


  “Huh?”


  


  It was real...? Resh lost his soul.




  Chapter 1061


  “These jerks.”


  


  Between level 398 and 399, it might only be a one-level difference, but the experience required to level up was at least twice as much. Grid had speculated this. However, he was mistaken as it wasn’t twice as much, but 10 times as much. It had been a fortnight since he had gotten stuck in the Ruins of the War God. Apart from when he visited Reidan for the Ultimate Transformation, Grid had hunted continuously, yet he had only gained 0.09% experience. Since the Ruins of the War God was currently the most difficult hunting site, this wasn’t a natural phenomenon.


  


  ‘It is because it is like this that I couldn’t level up by hunting Berith. Shouldn’t I level up at this point?’


  


  Grid was well aware of his own strength. He knew he was much stronger if his level was equal to that of an ordinary ranker. Could other people fulfill the demanding experience requirement when they didn’t have overwhelming hunting abilities? Grid thought it was hard.


  


  ‘In a year or so, there might be a perception that level 399 is an interval level.’


  


  There would be a period when most users were stuck at level 399. Thinking about it, Grid realized how precious a quest which gave levels truly was. At this time, the minus levels he experienced when he just became Pagma's Descendant was more precious.


  


  “It’s hard, it’s hard...”


  


  Grid was suddenly overwhelmed. He thought the operators would be giggling while watching him be in pain, and they would do it while ripping at fried chicken.


  


  ‘...No, even they aren’t perverted enough to watch while ripping at friend chicken.’


  


  While Grid was shivering, a whisper came. The whim of the war god was still maintained, so the ruins didn’t restrict communication or magic transfers.


  


  -Grid, Grid! I’ve received a request for a quest that looks good!


  


  -Oh, really? Congratulations.


  


  -I can do this with Grid!


  


  -With me? Is it a cooperative quest?


  


  Grid was intrigued by Coke’s whisper. He wasn’t curious about the contents of the quest but the rewards. If it was an experience quest, then he wanted to participate in any way.


  


  -What are the quest rewards? 


  


  -One unique rated skillbook! Coke shouted confidently.


  


  It was a chance to earn a unique rated skill! For Coke, it was a dream come true, and he thought Grid would be happy. However, Grid didn’t have a very excited response.


  


  -Is that all?


  


  -Ah, no! It also gives a title! We can obtain an affinity with someone!


  


  -...


  


  During the time he investigated the Overgeared Guild, the high ranking players had an average of 12 titles. On the other hand, Grid had overcome all types of trials and had more than 30 titles. Additionally, most of his titles were superb. He didn’t have much expectation for a new title. The thing that interested him was affinity with someone.


  


  -Affinity with who?


  


  -I want to know that too...


  


  -Our Coke has grown a lot~ He can joke around now~


  


  -I-It also increases the level!!


  


  -Where’s our pretty one?


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  In the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom, Reinhardt…


  


  “It is suspicious in many ways,” Lauel responded in an uncertain manner. “Who would share a hidden quest with someone whose face they don’t know? I think there is more than a 99% chance of it being a trap or a prank.”


  


  “Rash Guard is a senior member who has been active on the Chivalry site for over 15 years, and he usually behaves very well. I don’t think his credibility is low.”


  


  “Look, Coke. Do you think the Internet is a good space? Additionally, how great is the website called Chivalry that 15 years of activity can be an indicator of trust?”


  


  “Chivalry is a community site where knight enthusiasts come together to discuss knights. There is a 20-year tradition...”


  


  “It is a place where you just gather. Half of the medieval knights were ruffians who plundered the people to live or bragged whenever they opened their mouths.”


  


  “Prime Minister Lauel!! Those words are overkill!”


  


  “No, I’m not talking about Satisfy’s knight players but medieval knights.”


  


  “Do you know Jude? You are mocking knights right now!”


  


  “Hey, don’t fight. Just calm down,” Grid, who was listening quietly, calmed the situation. He had a slightly different idea from Lauel, who did not trust the unidentified informant.


  


  “Lauel, you are talking curtly because I know that you’re worried about us. However, your suspicion is a bit wrong. Is there anyone in the world who would share a hidden quest with a person whose face they don’t know? It is possible if you don’t have any friends.”


  


  “...”


  


  It was a cheap and low sensibility. Grid once had no friends and fully understood the position of Rash Guard.


  


  “There is a quest that requires two more people to clear, but you don’t have any friends. What do you do then? You have to find people on the Internet.”


  


  “...It is a possibility.”


  


  “Let’s go quickly. It is better to get together first to find out if the quest is true or not.”


  


  “In any case, it could be a trap so be careful.”


  


  “I’ll block him if I feel it is fishy.”


  


  “I understand. Request to be that person’s friend and set your level and affiliation to open mode. I think it is better to naturally encourage them to reveal their level and affiliation.”


  


  It was a process to determine if they were a trustworthy person. The convinced Grid nodded and sent a friend request to ‘Resh##3.’


  


  ##3 meant he was the third person to create that username. Out of two billion players, there would be thousands or tens of thousands of Resh. Being third meant he was an early player. It was as expected.


  


  Name: Resh


  


  Level: 363


  


  Affiliation: None


  


  “High ranker Resh!”


  


  


  Coke was stunned when he saw Resh’s information on his friend’s list. Lauel watched from the side and was somewhat surprised. Only Grid was bewildered.


  


  “Why? Who is it?”


  


  “He has been in the top 1,000 rankings for five years. He has never appeared in public and hasn’t done any guild activities. Thus, everything is veiled, but his name is one of the best.


  


  “Five years?”


  


  Everyone would suffer twists and turns. As long as they weren’t a genius like Kraugel or the Overgeared members, even the most outstanding person would suffer a drop in the rankings. It was great to maintain a steady top ranking for five years despite all the competitors.


  


  “Wow, Resh is Korean.” Coke was a bit excited. It seemed he had been interested in Resh for a while.


  


  Lauel’s doubtful and distrusting attitude softened further. “I think you can make contact. He is someone with a lot to lose and is less likely to set a trap for Your Majesty.”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  The capital of the Saharan Empire, Titan—Grid and Coke met Resh here and were amazed. They never dreamed that Resh would be a knight of the second imperial prince. The player must’ve accumulated a lot of achievements to be promoted to a position directly under an imperial prince. 


  


  “I was actually a bit hesitant... Then I remembered that Grid has a close relationship with the dukes, and this gave me courage,” Resh said everything honestly.


  


  This quest was inside the empire. He was very concerned if he should cooperate with the Overgeared King—the king of a kingdom they were at war with. However, his worries only lasted a short time. During the Berith raid, Grid had shown off his friendship with the empire’s dukes.


  


  “This... The situation is serious.” Grid felt uneasy after he received the quest information and grasped the full story. The dukes he thought would improve the relationship between the empire and the Overgeared Kingdom were currently in crisis. In the worst case, the emperor might persecute the dukes without wanting to improve relations with the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  Resh comforted him, “A few days before the dukes arrived, the emperor had already left the capital. It is extremely unlikely that the emperor is behind this. There is only one suspect, 4th Imperial Prince Edan.”


  


  “Hmm...”


  


  Edan—he was the son of Empress Marie, who brainwashed Asmophel and demonized Piaro as a traitor. Grid gritted his teeth. ‘They are in a crisis because of me.’


  


  It seemed to be due to Piaro’s exposure. Edan must have felt a sense of crisis and handled the dukes in the emperor’s absence.


  


  ‘I think it will be serious if the Yatan Essence comes out here.’


  


  One of the most fraudulent items in Satisfy was the Yatan Essence. The Yatan Essence showed the ability to destroy personality using the power of the evil god. Grid had already seen the power of the Yatan Essence through the Asmophel and elf episodes.


  


  ‘Empress Marie is in partnership with the Yatan Church. It isn’t strange if Prince Edan also has the Yatan Essence.’


  


  He needed to hurry. If the dukes were brainwashed by the Yatan Essence like Asmophel in the past, the situation would become twisted.


  


  “Let’s enter the Abyss straight away.”


  


  Now Grid didn’t care about the quest rewards. As king of the Overgeared Kingdom and friend of the dukes, he felt a sense of obligation.


  


  “We have to rescue the dukes before it is too late.”


  


  “Our mission isn’t to rescue the dukes but to secure a list of prisoners.”


  


  “If we rescue the dukes, we’ll get the list.”


  


  “...” Resh’s eyes looked shaken. The fact that Grid’s greatest potential was his ‘human network’ was already famous, but Resh had thought there were many exaggerated parts. Most celebrities were less than what was portrayed in the media, and he thought Grid would be the same.


  


  However, this wasn’t the case. Grid was helping NPCs out of personal friendship. He was going into danger for enemy nobles. For Grid, the value of friendship was the beautiful concept that was seen in movies.


  


  ‘There is a reason why those talents trust and follow him absolutely.’


  


  Resh saw Coke, the young ranker who was serving respectfully behind Grid, and his forgotten passion was ignited.


  


  “I understand. My lord will also be delighted if the dukes are rescued. I will cooperate actively.”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  The empire’s worst dungeon, the Abyss, was so deep and huge that it couldn’t be measured. The reason why the continent was split in half was that a huge meteorite had fallen down here. There were such doubts, and the dark tunnel stimulated human fear to the limit. Perhaps that was why there were no signs of life around it.


  


  “A tunnel that exists in the wilderness. There are no outside guards because no one bothers to visit this place.”


  


  “There is a reason why no one is here. I shiver just getting close.” Coke trembled. He wasn’t joking around. He was really scared.


  


  Grid slapped him on the back. “Straighten your spirit. It isn’t a place to let down your guard.” 


  


  In fact, his transcendent status was making itself known.


  


  [Your intuition senses danger.]


  


  [Caution is required when acting.]


  


  Wouldn’t it be better to summon colleagues now? It was a notification window that caused him to worry. Nevertheless, Grid didn’t act rashly. The quest was limited to three people. There might be system constraints if the number of people was exceeded.


  


  “There is a story that the bottom of the Abyss is another world. It is a place that is in contact with hell and infested with demonic energy. I heard that non-human existences are guarding the inside, and there is a high possibility of a difficult battle. I wish you good luck and will take the lead.” 


  


  Resh didn’t delay any further. He didn’t forget that he was the subject of the quest and took the lead to enter. Darkness encroached on the group’s vision.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  In the evening, the celestial palace made of mysterious timber and stone started to emit brilliant colors. It was shining brightly enough to break the boundary between night and day. This was the palace of the grandmaster, and it was splendid and magnificent.


  


  “Is this an opportunity to get a peek at the answer?”


  


  There was a subtle interest in the eyes of Grandmaster Zikfrector as he observed the magic crystal. In the crystal ball, the image of Overgeared King Grid in the Abyss spread out like a video.




  Chapter 1062


  “It is a very elaborate map...”


  


  This was Resh’s impression. Grid and Coke also agreed.


  


  Satisfy was a world that boasted a size comparable to Earth’s. There were many elaborate places in Satisfy, but the quality of the Abyss was special. Unlike other existing places where the geological and physical phenomena were expressed by the line, ‘99.9% realistic while the atmosphere and phenomenon were somewhat exaggerated’, the Abyss was 100% consistent with reality. The smell, shape, color, texture, physical phenomena, and climate changes, and so on...


  


  Everything was extremely realistic. It was so realistic that it was hard to distinguish between the virtual world and reality, making it feel creepy. Unlike normal maps, there was no BGM, and this enhanced the feeling even further.


  


  ‘I always had this thought, but isn’t Chairman Lim Cheolho an alien as rumored?’


  


  Water droplets flowed down the cracked stone walls, and dripping sounds echoed throughout the place. It was inconvenient to move in the Abyss because the rocks were carved in all forms and bulged out everywhere, representing the traces of time. The Abyss wasn’t a straight line underground. As they descended, the inside became as complicated as a labyrinth, and the ceiling seemed to cover the sunlight.


  


  “I’m nervous,” Coke’s voice shook as his pupils reflected the darkness that didn’t allow him to see beyond a meter’s distance. His feelings of nervousness didn’t seem exaggerated.


  


  Grid scolded him, “Didn’t you go to the army? Front-line troops like me were fighting each other every day in the tunnel, and I had to get used to this atmosphere.”


  


  “Were you on the front lines? Sure enough, Grid was great since the army...”


  


  “It’s a lie.”


  


  Talking about the army in the game—this conversation was possible because they were South Korean men. Players from other countries wouldn’t talk about the army so naturally. They had been to a dungeon more than once or twice and would’ve brought up a dialogue suitable for game play. The problem was that the three people gathered here were Koreans.


  


  Resh felt a strange sense of belonging and started to participate in the conversation, “Just because you weren’t on the front lines doesn’t mean you can’t be proud. I was from the XX division. We had many things to be vigilant about and received less training than rear troops.”


  


  “Instead, you take on risks.” 


  


  “There are pros and cons to each, but we should all be proud.”


  


  Was this a game or reality? Was it the Abyss or the army? In the midst of the stories about reserve forces and civil defense forces, Grid’s shoulders trembled slightly. The average person was more afraid of people than ghosts, but Grid was different. He could beat people with force, but he had no solutions when it came to encountering ghosts.


  


  Grid had peeked at Khan’s ancestral ghosts in the past and was still afraid of ghosts. He couldn’t show it because of his constitution, but from his point of view, the atmosphere of the Abyss was so creepy that it wouldn’t be strange for ghosts to pop out straight away.


  


  Of course, Coke and Resh didn’t notice that Grid was scared. They knew that Grid was the strongest person in the world. He was the majestic Overgeared King. They couldn’t imagine that he was a coward.


  


  “Our light stone is working well.” Grid sought to dispel his fear, so he released his tension by talking about the light elemental that revolved around him and illuminated his way.


  


  Resh stared at the light elemental. “The majority of Overgeared members are in possession of an elemental. Did you get help from Great Sage Sticks?”


  


  “No. He might be great but it isn’t enough to give the guild members elementals.”


  


  “Then you have been blessed by the world tree?”


  


  “Yes, do you know about the elementals?”


  


  It wasn’t strange for the intelligence network of a high ranker to know about Sage Sticks. After all, Great Sage Sticks was a famous person. However, shouldn’t there only be a few high rankers who knew about the blessing of the world tree? Resh’s intelligence network was amazing considering the fact that the forest of the world tree was inaccessible to humans. Resh replied humbly, “I’m well informed. Since I am in the palace, I often hear rumors and gained a bit of superficial knowledge.”


  


  Grid nodded in understanding. 


  


  “Um...” However, Coke was different. He wondered if this was an opportunity to get some information out of Resh. “What is Prince Dulandal’s character like?”


  


  “He is a bit selfish, and he is hot-blooded because he lacks patience. At the same time, he knows how to take care of the people below him.”


  


  “I guess the level of the prince should be extremely high?”


  


  “Um... It is a similar level to the dukes.”


  


  “Wow, so strong?”


  


  “Having the same level doesn’t mean the skills are the same. In fact, I’ve never seen him fight before, but he doesn’t look that strong. However, it is said that 1st Prince Roland and 4th Prince Edan are so strong it is hard to find adversaries for them in the empire.”


  


  “...!” Coke was greatly startled.


  


  This meant at least two of the imperial princes were comparable to the dukes...? They had been born with a golden spoon in their mouths and had grown up comfortably, so he thought they would be lazy and wouldn’t have good personal skills. Resh smiled. “The princes live a life filled with competition. In particular, the eldest prince has brothers who want to ascend the throne, and it is unknown what his future will be like...”


  


  “Why are you so surprised? The more special the NPCs, the stronger their armed forces are. It is no wonder that they are strong. The emperor is probably greater,” Grid told the briefly surprised Coke. 


  


  Coke repeated his habitual, “As expected of Grid.” 


  


  Then he continued to ask questions, “What do Dulandal and the imperial family think of our Overgeared Kingdom?”


  


  Now, he had cut to the chase, but the moment that Coke’s eyes shone...


  


  “I can’t talk about that,” Resh interrupted the questions. “I’m deeply grateful to be helped by the two of you and I’m willing to do my best since I’m a fan of Grid, but I don’t want to do something that will cause problems. Please understand.”


  


  “Yes, of course. I naturally understand. I was too excited that I forgot about Resh’s position. I’m really sorry.”


  


  “You don’t have to apologize,” Resh responded to Coke with a smile. 


  


  Grid watched the two of them and grasped the situation in hindsight, ‘Coke was trying to extract information.’ 


  


  He could acquire a monster’s skill by ingesting the corpse of a monster he hunted. This was one of Coke’s basic characteristics. It was the source that allowed him to grow rapidly under the training of the 10 meritorious retainers. His existence itself was that of a carnivore. In fact, he was very strong. By the way, he also seemed to have a wise side.


  


  ‘He is a versatile talent.’


  


  Grid’s heart felt full. It felt like he had picked out the highest rated card when playing a mobile game. He was filled with joy and happiness.


  


  ‘Ah.’


  


  He realized that the shaking of his body had disappeared. He was no longer afraid of the atmosphere of the Abyss where it wouldn’t be strange if ghosts popped up. This was the power of a human. Grid patted the shoulder of Coke, who was greatly embarrassed and apologetic. “Cute guy. It seems to be starting from now on, so raise your spirits.”


  


  


  “Ah, yep!”


  


  Certainly, when walking deeper underground, some foreign objects started to stand out. It was an artificial trail. There were old steel bars. They had been installed in the small spaces that occurred naturally throughout the stone walls, turning them into ‘prisons.’


  


  “From here on out is the real Abyss,” Grid confirmed from the warning windows which kept appearing more frequently as he held the Sword Aiming at the Gods in his hands. The reason he didn’t bring out the Enlightenment Sword was that the place was narrow. The chain explosion of the black flames could collapse the inner walls of the tunnel and crush them to death.


  


  Suddenly, there was an uncomfortable friction sound ringing out from beyond the darkness that wasn’t touched by the elemental’s light. There was a noise like a thick chain being dragged across the ground.


  


  “It’s coming,” Grid’s words caused Coke to shake off his tension and pull out his sword and shield. Around the time he became Prince Lord’s knight, Grid had made him battle gear. Unfortunately, the sword’s rating stayed at unique, but the shield’s rating was legendary. Coke didn’t care about the rating. The essence was that it contained Grid’s skill and effort. The enhancement figure was even +8. Coke had used all his assets to enhance it with the determination that he would use it for years and years.


  


  ‘It is truly the Overgeared Guild.’ Resh glimpsed the value of Coke’s items and realized the power of the Overgeared Guild.


  


  The Overgeared Guild controlled high-level hunting grounds, raided all types of boss monsters, and secured valuable production materials. Then the legendary blacksmith Grid designed and produced items using the materials they supplied. The result that was produced transcended common sense. The armed state of the Overgeared Guild was close to the ideals of the high rankers including Resh, so the Overgeared Guild was naturally strong.


  


  ‘Still...’


  


  Step. Resh stepped in front of Grid. Grid might be stronger than Resh, but he was still only a helper. Since Resh was the subject of the quest, it was right for him to stand in front. It was a risk he had to take. Resh thought like this.


  


  “Let me first assess the difficulty.”


  


  Then it happened the moment that Resh spoke. The sound of the chains being pulled accelerated, and two human figures appeared in the darkness. They were imperial soldiers named ‘polluted guards.’ No, they were monsters. Although they were armed with armor and swords etched with the symbol of the empire, they couldn’t be considered human. Their skin was melting like mucus, and poison spewed from their mouths. The sound of clanking chains was actually coming from cracks in their necks.


  


  Resh blocked the swords of two prisoners while simultaneously penetrating the abdomen of one of the guards by aiming his sword under the shield. Grid was amazed by the single motion that defended and counterattacked. “A skill?”


  


  “No, it is a basic technique,” Coke explained. “The biggest strength of classes that use shields is that as long as the damage received doesn’t exceed the level of the shield, we can defend and counterattack at the same time.”


  


  “Then why does Vantner only defend?”


  


  “Ah... It is a very difficult technique. Depending on the strength of the opponent, the probability of a successful counterattack will be reduced.”


  


  “Ohu.”


  


  It was almost always a raid when Grid fought in a party with Vantner. Boss monsters were generally transcendent, so the success rate of Vantner’s counterattack success was low. 


  


  “There is a 40% counterattack success rate against same-level monsters. Of course, this is a story based on me.”


  


  “What?”


  


  40% success against the same level monsters...? Then what about that person? Grid was at a loss for words. Resh blocked the attacks of the guards and succeeded in counterattacking at the same time. His success rate was as high as 70%. Most surprisingly, the levels of the guards would be higher than Resh’s level.


  


  “His control isn’t normal. I’m confident in my skills, but I can’t even give a business card to him.”


  


  “...”


  


  Coke’s skill was good, and Grid knew it well. They weren’t as precise as Faker’s, but Coke clearly had high-level control skills. Thus, Resh’s control skill, which amazed even Coke, was tremendous.


  


  “Based on the control alone, is he like Faker?”


  


  “It is better to evaluate him as on the same level as Hao, who is one stage below Faker.”


  


  “Hah...”


  


  There were really many masters in the world. Grid admired Resh.


  


  “Ugh!” Then Resh allowed one blow through as the two guards kept attacking. He lost strength in one arm, and his shield slid down to the bottom, allowing the guard to strike his exposed chest.


  


  “Heart of Steel!” Then Resh used a skill. He instantly boosted his defense and reduced the amount of damage he recieved. The reduced damage would be moved to the end of his sword and then amplify the attack power of his next blow. One of the guards received a thorough hit and screamed. Resh didn’t miss this gap.


  


  He evaded the attack of the other guard coming from the side and added attack power to the shield by using a charge, striking the head of the stumbling guard. Then there were the following movements of attacking and defending. After a fairly fierce duel, one of the guards turned to ash while Resh’s health and mana were 10% and 15% respectively. It happened when Resh broke through the poisonous liquid, which the surviving guard had thrown, and grabbed the sword.


  


  “Thanks to Resh, the enemy’s performance has been well measured. Then I will now join in.” Coke came forward. He didn’t delicately neutralize the guard’s attacks like Resh had done. The success rate of his counterattacks was also low. Still, he was twice as fast as Resh and found it easier to kill the guard.


  


  The one-on-one fight was a big reason, but the difference in basic stats was much larger. When Coke’s sword pierced the guard, the guard’s health was drained out. Yet when the guard cut Coke, he didn’t lose that much health. It wasn’t just the influence of being overgeared. Coke’s collection of passive and active skills from monsters boosted his stats. The actual difference in levels between Coke and Resh was only four levels, but it was actually more like 10. No, it was more like 20 or 30. Just like how Grid overwhelmed other players of the same level due to the stats he gained from crafting, Coke was a second Grid who overwhelmed other users of the same level by raising his skills through hunting.


  


  “...” Resh’s expression was blank. He knew he was behind Coke in both level and gear, but he didn’t expect the gap to be so big. 


  


  Coke yelled at Resh who was staring blankly, “Raise your spirits! It isn’t good to be like this so early!”


  


  “...?”


  


  What was he saying? Resh was feeling stunned when two new guards emerged from the darkness. Then they died immediately. Grid killed them.


  


  He shook off the blood from his sword and muttered indifferently, “It is only level 380. This place is just the beginning.”


  


  “...Ah.”


  


  That’s why Resh was told to raise his spirits. Belatedly convinced of this, he wiped the poisonous liquid on his shield. He was ashamed of his fierce struggle and didn’t know where to look. Grid’s and Coke’s eyes were filled with respect and liking toward Resh as they watched him.


  


  ‘He will be very strong if he is raised properly...’


  


  ‘I want to learn his control skills while fighting together.’


  


  ‘I want to go home...’


  


  Each of them had different thoughts as the party moved deeper into the Abyss.




  Chapter 1063


  “Huh...”


  


  “What?”


  


  “This is ridiculous...”


  


  Grid and his party had been acting for two hours. As the exploration of the Abyss progressed, Resh felt admiration, astonishment, and thrill. There was a limit for players. No matter how they raised their stats or applied magic and buffs, there were still system limitations that couldn’t be overcome.


  


  A typical example was attack speed and movement speed. Unless it was an attack or mobile device implemented with a skill or magic, a player’s basic attacks were limited to ‘six times per second’ and general movement speed was limited to ‘18 meters per second.’


  


  Once Resh learned about this, he felt it was impractical and was frustrated. Even if he continued to work hard to grow and achieve great results, he would eventually be bound by the limitations. This caused him to feel great frustration. His frustration that he would never be his best as a player somewhat dampened his enthusiasm. Yet at this moment, Grid was proving otherwise.


  


  Limits? They could be overcome. Grid swung his sword nine times in one second. At first, Resh thought Grid was using a skill, but he wasn’t. Even Grid couldn’t avoid the constraints of resources.


  


  “Transcendent...”


  


  The sight of Grid transcending his limits eradicated the frustration and disillusionment rooted deep in Resh’s heart. Resh felt hopeful. He realized there was no need to feel despair and shrink back in front of the limitations he had yet to encounter.


  


  “Ha! Hahahahat!”


  


  It felt like the fog in front of him had disappeared. Resh threw off his vague worries and laughed with joy as he cut at the guards. His laughter echoed through the Abyss, making Grid confused.


  


  ‘What? Is he the party leader?’


  


  Why was Resh laughing by himself all of a sudden? Grid wondered if Resh had secretly done something by himself. The suspicious Grid checked the party’s status.


  


  [Party Name: Abyss Exploration


  


  Party Leader: Grid


  


  Party Members: Coke, Resh.


  


  Item Distribution Method: Party Leader Acquisition]


  


  ‘Phew.’


  


  The method of acquiring items was normal. It was impossible for Resh to secretly gain things alone. Then why was he laughing all of a sudden? Coke whispered to Grid, who shook his head and cut at the guard in front of him, “He is glad to see his skill proficiency go up.”


  


  “...Ah.”


  


  At the beginning of the Abyss, the guards were only level 380, so the level 399 Grid’s character experience and skill experience were unaffected. Nonetheless, it was different for Coke and Resh. For those who were still only level 360, level 380 monsters were good prey. The difference in level with party leader Grid meant not a lot of character experience was acquired, but the skill experience was rising sharply.


  


  “Well done.”


  


  Was this what being a volunteer felt like? Grid felt somewhat gratified and seemed to understand why people served others. He thought that it wouldn’t be bad to serve others sometimes.


  


  ‘Once I log out, I’ll send a donation to the flood victims...’


  


  It was a tremendous change. Grid’s perception that serving others was being a pushover was changing. It started with the conversation with the cafe employee whose name was unknown. Grid realized that many people supported him because of the conversation he’d had on that day and felt deeply grateful to people. He had experienced a mental change and wanted to repay them. This would eventually be a change that would benefit Grid himself.


  


  Flash! Flash!


  


  The light elemental, revolving around Grid and illuminating his way, suddenly started to emit a brighter light. It meant that the surroundings were darker.


  


  “It is becoming very narrow.”


  


  Grid stopped in place as he was searching for the dukes who must be trapped somewhere. He was facing a very narrow cave. This was the only entrance to go further. It was cramped enough for only one adult male to pass through.


  


  “It is narrow to swing a fist, let alone a knife.”


  


  The obvious danger was foreseen.


  


  ‘If we move through this place, we will encounter monsters, and we won’t be able to fight back.’


  


  Resh knew the difficulty of the exploration would rise dramatically from here and stepped forward. “I will take the lead. If I set up a shield and move forward, I will be able to withstand the monster’s attacks and reach the exit.”


  


  “Do you know how long the cave is? If you receive attacks for more than a few minutes, you will die.”


  


  “I have plenty of potions. I can endure the attack power of the guards for any length of time.”


  


  “What if a monster stronger than the guards appear?”


  


  “...I’ll endure as much as possible. There is no other way to do it.”


  


  “There are many ways.”


  


  During the conversation, Grid suddenly reached into the air and held a staff. At first glance, it was a big staff used by magicians. Grid separated the Blade Aiming at the Gods from the handle and allowed it to float around him.


  


  “Let’s go.” Grid didn’t give Resh time to speak any further. He stepped forward and entered the cave first. They walked for approximately five minutes down this narrow road where their shoulders scratched the wall. How long was this frustrating path...? The patience of the group started to run out.


  


  “Stop.” Grid stopped and gave a signal to Coke and Resh.


  


  “Heok...!” Resh sucked in a breath as he peeked over Grid’s shoulder. It was because the atmosphere of the new monster blocking the road was too powerful.


  


  [Contaminated Hunchback Guard]


  


  


  It had a slim body bent over at the waist. The guard’s physique was very small, but this small physique was his strength. It meant the guard could move his body without restrictions in this narrow cave.


  


  ‘It is an elite mob.’


  


  Resh felt anxious since this was a crisis. At this rate, Grid would suffer. Resh was fidgety and Grid was calm. He aimed at the guard with the staff and fired magic.


  


  “Magic Missile.”


  


  ‘Ah! That's it!’


  


  Resh’s expression brightened, but it was only for a moment. Magic Missile was basic magic, and the guard’s health gauge didn’t change. It was impossible to hunt an elite monster with high health with Magic Missiles.


  


  “Magic Missile. Magic Missile. Alarm. Magic Missile. Magic Missile. Magic Missile. Magic Missile.”


  


  “...???”


  


  It was an overwhelming volume offensive. Grid thoroughly utilized the short cooldown of basic magic. He fired Magic Missiles without interruption and also used Alarm every time the cooldown was over to store Magic Missiles. The guard was beaten constantly and pushed back for a while, before gritting his teeth and rushing over. He was no longer afraid of Magic Missile. Rather than being beaten to death, he would rather die from facing the intruder.


  


  The distance between him and Grid narrowed. Grid watched with bored eyes and scoffed. Then dozens of Magic Missiles poured from the ceiling of the cave. The guard’s waist bent further because he couldn’t withstand the force, and his hideous face slammed against the ground. Grid’s feet stepped on the back of the screaming guard.


  


  “It is a difficult place.”


  


  He didn’t feel troubled. Coke and Resh became aware of this and gulped from behind Grid. The Blade Aiming at the Gods dealt the finishing blow to the guard. Once the guard died, the information saying that it was level 392 was revealed.


  


  Since the Abyss map was only 3% cleared, the difficulty of the Abyss was obviously high. The level of the monsters were 380 and 390, and there were many inconvenient factors in the terrain, making it comparable to the Ruins of the War God. How many players would be able to explore the Abyss with only three players?


  


  In the process of breaking through the narrow cave, Grid met four guards and defeated them with the Blade Aiming at the Gods. Whenever he ran out of mana along the way, he summoned Overgeared Corn to take a break. In the end...


  


  “Amazing...”


  


  The group was able to escape the narrow cave and entered a huge, circular space. It was a place of which its end couldn’t be seen. Thousands of prisoners were located around the circular wall, and some had hidden figures inside.


  


  “Surprisingly, there are many prisoners who have been captured...? I was told it hadn’t been opened in decades.”


  


  “I think the people who were captured a long time ago are still alive.”


  


  Every time they spoke, their voices echoed. A big rock was thrown down the cliff, but there was no sound.


  


  “The scale is huge...”


  


  “The map was only 3% after travelling for two hours, and it opened up to 16% as soon as we entered.”


  


  “There is a good chance that there is a list of prisoners somewhere here.”


  


  The first clear condition was to display more than 15% of the map, and the second condition was to secure a list of prisoners. The group’s exploration was likely to end here. However, Grid’s goal wasn’t only to clear the quest but to rescue the dukes.


  


  “I hope the dukes are somewhere here.”


  


  It was a space with a circumference of thousands of meters. However, there was only one path to step on. It was a floor that rose slightly in front of the circular wall, and it was only one meter wide. This was a structure where they would fall below the cliff if even one step was wrong.


  


  “People with a fear of heights won’t be able to move a step.” Coke became pale at the sight.


  


  Meanwhile, Grid was focused. He observed the thousands of prisoners one by one, hoping the dukes were somewhere in the area. It was at this moment that...


  


  “Over here! Look over here!” A voice called out to the group from a relatively close prison. Grid shifted his gaze and found an old man with half his face covered by bushy hair and a beard. His limbs were as short as a dwarf. Despite having been trapped here for decades, he still had many muscles on his body.


  


  He met Grid’s eyes and cried out desperately, “I am called Ke ong! I don’t know who you are, but please save me! I’ll definitely pay you back if you take me out of this place!!”


  


  Ong was a term used for elderly men. It was rare for someone to call themselves ‘ong’, and it was the wrong expression in the first place. This was a very unusual self-introduction.


  


  “The dwarves never forget the grace they are given! I swear that I won’t forget your grace!”


  


  “...!!”


  


  Dwarf? A dwarf...? However, the moment that Grid’s eyes widened...


  


  “Are you an intruder?” A new person’s voice rang out from another prison. The prison door opened. The person who emerged from the inside was a young man with thousands of keys hanging around his waist.


  


  “You came here empty-handed without sacrificing anything? This is interesting. I’ve never seen an intruder reaching here on their own feet.”


  


  Biplonz was the name of the man who walked out of the prison. Unlike the guards Grid had met previously, Biplonz’s skin wasn’t melted, and his use of the human language was fluent. However, he wasn’t a human. He had white skin, sharp teeth, and black eyes without any whites. It was reminiscent of Grid in Blackening mode. The only difference was that his ears were pointed like an elf, and there was a tail coming from his ass.


  


  In the past, Grid had encountered such beings. It was in a village in hell. Grid’s eyes were wide as he muttered, “Demonkin?” 


  


  “That is correct.” Biplonz unfolded a pair of wings. The wings—which were similar to a bat’s—fluttered, and Biplonz’ body flew through the air. “I was born here in the ‘rift’ and have never met any other demonkin. I’m not sure if I’m a pure demonkin. This is the first time I’ve fought an invader. Can I fight well?” The man who spoke strange nonsense clenched his fists.


  


  The ground where Grid’s group stood collapsed, and the path leading to the cave shattered. Coke and Resh lost their footing and started to fall. Those who fell helplessly were forced to close their eyes. Grid shouted at them, “Maintain your spirit!”


  


  “...!” Coke and Resh opened their eyes at Grid’s shout and witnessed an amazing sight. Grid approached through the pile of rocks falling in the aftermath of the explosion and summoned dozens of metal plates around him. It was the application of the Automatic Transformation skill that automatically generated a metal shield to defend against projectiles in real time. Grid used Berith’s Power to rescue Coke and Resh, deliberately descending below the rocks so that Automatic Transformation would kick in.


  


  “Step on them!” Grid cried out. Coke and Resh twisted in the air and climbed onto the iron plates revolving around Grid. Simultaneously, wings spread out from Grid. They seemed to be dragon wings. There was a style and elegance that was different from Biplonz’ wings that resembled a bat.


  


  “Hiik! D-Draconian!” The dwarf Ke screamed. He started cheering for Biplonz, “Look, Guard Bip! Please help defeat that evil intruder!”


  


  “...”


  


  It was a bit annoying. The frowning Grid assembled the Sword Aiming at the Gods, causing Ke to be amazed. “...A sword so great that those better than it can be counted on 10 fingers!”




  Chapter 1064


  ‘Let’s ignore that person.’


  


  Perhaps it was because he had been imprisoned for a long time, but Dwarf Ke’s condition wasn’t good. His inconsistent attitude made others suspect he was suffering from dementia. If Grid were focused on conversing with Ke right now, his fantasies about the dwarf species would probably collapse. Even so, he was very interested in Ke’s remark which expressed the sword—the Sword Aiming at the Gods—as not the best masterpiece but one of the best, with those better than it being countable on 10 fingers. 


  


  Then he handed a pair of shoes to Coke who was standing precariously on an iron plate. It was Braham’s Boots that had the Fly spell attached.


  


  “Wear this.”


  


  “T-This...!”


  


  Braham’s Boots were a symbol of Grid. They were always present when Grid did a sword dance. Yet he was lending them to Coke?


  


  ‘Do you trust me that much?’ Coke’s eyes trembled.


  


  Grid stared straight at him and spoke decisively, “You absolutely can’t die. If you die and drop these shoes, I will nag at you for the rest of my life.”


  


  “...Yes! I will definitely survive!” Coke responded vigorously and acted in a tactful manner. He immediately put on the shoes and activated Fly, grabbing Resh and finding a safe place to land. “I will assist Grid. Resh, get the list of prisoners and find the dukes.”


  


  “Okay.” Due to the nature of the space, the requisite of fighting Biplonz was being able to fly. Resh was unable to fight, so he embarked on a prison search while Coke prepared for battle.


  


  In the thick darkness of the air, Biplonz asked Grid, “Hrmm? Are you perhaps my kind?”


  


  Grid was somewhat surprised. ‘Is it possible to have a meaningful conversation?’


  


  Biplonz called the Abyss the ‘rift’ and said he had been born in it. He didn’t know anything beyond this dark world, and his childish way of speaking gave off a sense of innocence. Grid didn’t hesitate to question Biplonz. He peeked at the possibility of conversation and asked a question in return, “Why do you think I’m your kind?”


  


  “We smell similar.”


  


  ‘Is it because of the demonic power?’


  


  Demonic power created demonic energy. This was why Grid could use Blackening. Grid carefully thought about it before asking again, “If we are the same kind, are you willing to cooperate with me?”


  


  At present, Biplonz was judged to be a NPC, not a monster. In retrospect, it was the same as the demonkin villagers Grid had met in hell. The system classified some demonkin as NPCs, just like other species such as the water clan, the elves, and dwarves. It was a different treatment from how the great demons or demonic creatures were unconditionally classified as monsters.


  


  “Huh? No? I cooperate with humans.”


  


  “I am a human.”


  


  Biplonz had a surprisingly quick switch in attitude, just like Ke! The moment Grid revealed his identity, Biplonz shook his head. “You are a human, but you are an intruder. You are an enemy despite being a human because you didn’t bring any offerings.”


  


  “I’m actually your kind.”


  


  “Then you’re the enemy. I wanted to fight against my own people.”


  


  “...”


  


  Once again, the target being a monster or an NPC wasn’t a significant factor. In Satisfy, the story went according to the settings which had already been prepared. Grid sighed as he noticed he had to fight. Still, he tried to talk a bit more. He had too many questions for Biplonz.


  


  -The seven of us sealed between the ground and hell... 


  


  These were the words of the seventh evil, Corruption.


  


  “There is a story that the bottom of the Abyss is another world. It is a place that is in contact with hell and infested with demonic energy.”


  


  Those were Resh’s words. Up until this moment, Grid hadn’t noticed. He was too stupid that it couldn’t be helped. Grid only belatedly noticed it when Biplonz called the Abyss a ‘rift.’ It was likely to be the seal of the seven malignant saints. “You called this place the rift. Is that the rift between earth and hell? Why were you born here? Are there many other demonkin born there apart from you? When did you start interacting with the empire? You... Do you know about the seven malignant saints?”


  


  “I don't know. I don’t know any of that. I was just born here and cooperated with the human who gave me food.”


  


  Biplonz was relatively friendly. He even showed a willingness to answer questions. The problem was that he didn’t know anything. 


  


  ‘Tsk,’ Grid clicked his tongue.


  


  [The information of the seven malignant saints and the information of the Abyss that you gathered have joined together!]


  


  It was then that the system responded to Grid’s questions. The notification window was updated randomly when Grid mentioned the Abyss and the seven malignant saints together.


  


  [The Seventh Evil, ‘Corruption’, said he was sealed between hell and the ground.]


  


  [The enigmatic demonkin ‘Biplonz’ indirectly revealed that the Abyss is the rift between hell and earth.]


  


  [There seems to be a clear link between the Abyss and the seal of the seven malignant saints.]


  


  [The hidden linked quest ★Place to Reach the Answer (1) ★ will proceed!]


  


  [Place to Reach the Answer (1)]


  


  [★ Hidden Linked Quest ★


  


  Defeat the enigmatic demonkin Biplonz and get the key’ to move to the heart of the Abyss!


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Biplonz’ capture.


  


  Quest Failure Conditions: Be defeated in the battle against Biplonz or Biplonz’s death.


  


  Quest Clear Reward: Place to Reach the Answer (1) linked quest.] 


  


  “...!”


  


  The sensation of electricity flowed over the skin of the startled Grid. It was a sense of pleasure. After the Belial raid, Grid was deprived of the raw pleasure of playing the game.


  


  He hadn’t been able to feel the fun of leveling up because of the surge in the required experience. There had been no gains in general hunting, and there had been no raids. It had been a daily routine for the unlucky Grid, and there had been no storyline going on after the improvement of his relationship with the empire. He had started feeling bored.


  


  The only time he felt ‘I am playing a game right now’ was when he occasionally did the king’s quest. Now, he was close to the main story which hadn’t been accessible for a while. Grid started to rejoice and become motivated.


  


  ‘The reason why I couldn’t access the seven malignant saints’ storyline in the meantime is because the story was hidden deep in the empire.’


  


  


  Since he was hostile to the empire, it was forced to be inaccessible to him. There was a reason why he hadn’t found a clue in the past few months. Grid trembled with joy.


  


  “Let’s fight quickly. I have to kill the intruder or else I won’t be able to eat,” Biplonz suddenly spoke to Grid as he approached quickly and swung his sharp claws.


  


  The duration of Berith’s Power was over. Grid was no longer supported by Automatic Transformation and was fully exposed to Biplonz’ attack. Nevertheless, Grid responded calmly without panicking. He believed in his high agility and status combined with Alex's Quick Gloves as he confronted Biplonz with a sword.


  


  “...?”


  


  “Keuk...!” 


  


  It was a one-second offense and defense. In the wave of 11 attacks committed by Biplonz, Grid barely defended against nine of them. Still, he couldn’t respond to the remaining two and retreated while coughing up blood.


  


  [You have suffered 5,900 damage.]


  


  [You have suffered 6,130 damage.]


  


  ‘Why is he so strong?’


  


  To think that there were 11 attacks per second and they penetrated through Valhalla of Infinite Affection...? The confused Grid used Flash instead of trying to activate Blackening. He calculated that the light elemental would be even deadlier for Biplonz, a demonkin accustomed to darkness. Unexpectedly, Biplonz wasn’t significantly affected by the light. He had lost his vision and was blinded for a while, but that was all. Biplonz didn’t suffer like the vampires who saw the sun. During the time when he was blinded, Grid dealt five strikes and his expression stiffened.


  


  ‘What is this bastard?’


  


  He attacked five times with the Sword Aiming at the Gods, but only 30,000 damage was done. Since the Sword Aiming at the Gods added 20% divine damage and 50% additional damage to boss monsters and named NPCs, Biplonz defense must be really high. Biplonz was a demonkin who was vulnerable to divine attacks, and his name was shining, indicating he was a named NPC.


  


  “Indeed, humans are strong...”


  


  Biplonz was staring down at the blood flowing from the wound on his chest. He felt more interest than anger.


  


  “I’ve never seen a weak person while I was born and raised here. I don’t think that person is false about his assertion that humans will rule the world.”


  


  Due to the nature of the Abyss, the visitors and prisoners were likely to have a unique strength. Biplonz’ idea was understandable. By the way, who was ‘that person’? 


  


  “That person? Are you talking about the imperial princes or the emperor?”


  


  “Huh? No, no. It is somebody who doesn’t die.” 


  


  “...?”


  


  Somebody who doesn’t die? Grid cocked his head for a while before his eyes widened. “The grandmaster?


  


  “I don’t know what he is called. He always came alone.”


  


  “Are you talking about a person who always looks impatient?”


  


  “Yes, that’s right. Was he called grandmaster?”


  


  “...Crazy.” 


  


  Grid realized that there wasn’t only one or two secrets hidden here. This was a place that had to be explored, and in order to do that, Biplonz must be captured.


  


  “Blackening, Blacksmith's Rage, and Quick Movements.” Grid used his buffs. He measured Biplonz’ strength to be equivalent to one of the Seven Dukes’. No, he was at least equivalent to the best among the Five Dukes.


  


  “Divinity. Item Combination.”


  


  It was right to use all his power. The Sword Aiming at the Gods was laid over the Enlightenment Sword. The battle began. Biplonz fought instinctively without any weapons, and his attack motions were extremely small. The quick and irregular attack patterns were linked to maximize Biplonz’ powerful damage. There was no need to describe Grid’s attack power, which was just strong through the combination of myth-rated transcendent items.


  


  “Link!”


  


  “Devouring Curtain!”


  


  The explosions that occurred in succession caused the space to shake, and it seemed that it was going to collapse. Biplonz started using skills to avoid critical injuries, and the pressure on Grid gradually grew. Biplonz’ attack power was very burdensome for Grid who had consumed half his health in exchange for using Blackening.


  


  ‘If I knew this, I would’ve joined armor together!’


  


  In the end, Grid believed his immortality would be consumed and summoned Noe. He didn’t summon Randy, Tiramet, and the Overgeared Skeletons because they didn’t have the capability of air combat.


  


  “Nyahahat! It is the best demonic beast of hell... huh?” Noe appeared with his usual attitude. He was just rushing toward Biplonz when he jumped back with shock. “S-Scary.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Noe was scared? So far, Noe only feared dragons and great demons. Yet he was scared of Biplonz? Grid was perplexed, but he still started his sword dance. He didn’t miss the chance when Biplonz was looking at Noe.


  


  “Transcended Link Flower!”


  


  No matter how high Biplonz’s strength was, he was classified as an NPC, not a monster. Biplonz’s health was limited, so Grid was afraid Biplonz would die if he were hit by a four fusion sword dance. That’s why Grid used a three fusion sword dance, but it was a very arrogant judgment.


  


  Biplonz’ claws, which were harder than steel, broke one of the energy blades of Transcended Link Flower. Biplonz’ hand broke through the gap from the broken energy blade and grabbed at Grid’s neck. In the process, the arms and chest exposed to Transcended Link Flower were turned to rags, but the strength to break the human neck remained. If Grid were an ordinary human, he would’ve died of a broken neck. However—


  


  “...!?”


  


  Grid’s neck wasn’t broken. Biplonz’ strength might be equal or greater than one of the dukes’, but it couldn’t penetrate Grid’s defense simply by trying to break his neck.


  


  “This... Kek! Try to stop it!”


  


  It was an instant attack skill that was triggered without any preparatory action. Unbreakable Justice was used, and it destroyed Biplonz’ posture. Unbreakable Justice Lv. 8 inflicted damage equal to 900% physical damage. Combined with Grid’s items and buffs, Unbreakable Justice wasn’t at a level that Biplonz could ignore. In the first place, he suffered too much damage while breaking through Transcended Link Flower.


  


  [The target has received 159,000 damage.]


  


  “Kuek...!” Biplonz released Grid and fought back with clenched fists.


  


  “Leap of Trust!” Coke used the skill attached to the legendary rated shield ‘Luminary Guardian’ and jumped between Grid and Biplonz. The wide-area damage of the skill struck Biplonz while Grid’s defense rose sharply. Grid didn’t miss this opportunity. He chose the sword dance that was sublimated under his name, and Kill struck Biplonz’ chest.


  


  “Cough!” As Biplonz experienced a critical injury, an unidentified character appeared on Biplonz’ forehead before disappearing. Grid and Coke didn’t see it because it happened in an instant. Then Grid suddenly pulled out a silver thread and captured the body of the falling Biplonz.




  Chapter 1065


  [You have succeeded in capturing the enigmatic demonkin ‘Biplonz.’]


  


  [Biplonz is relieved about his survival.]


  


  [From now on, Biplonz will be more active in his conversation with you.]


  


  [You have acquired the ‘Magic Key Pack.]


  


  [The weight of the key package is very heavy!]


  


  [Your weight limit has exceeded by 150%, significantly reducing all speeds and stats.]


  


  [Biplonz’ stats have been released from the shackles of the keys and have been restored to normal values.]


  


  ‘What is this?’


  


  Was it necessary to mention it again? Grid’s power included all types of titles and items and was out of the category of a player. In particular, the title Savior of the World was upgraded after the success of the Berith raid, and Grid’s strength stat was now close to 4,000.


  


  Then what about the item weight limit? To exaggerate, he could hunt all week long and not need to go to town even if he had many miscellaneous items. This was despite the dozens of auxiliary equipment and hundreds of potions he often carried out in the field. Yet one key package caused him to go over his weight limit? It was seriously suspicious.


  


  Grid added strength to the arm holding the key package and checked the details.


  


  [Magic Key Pack]


  


  [Contains a total of 521 keys used in the Abyss.


  


  Grandmaster Zikfrector has placed the ‘Weight Propagation’ spell on it.


  


  Weight: 120% of the carrying weight limit.]


  


  ‘The shackles of the keys...’


  


  It was for certain. The intention of the magic in this key package was to suppress Biplonz.


  


  ‘The grandmaster didn’t trust Biplonz.’


  


  Biplonz also seemed unfamiliar with the grandmaster, so Grid was certain that they weren’t allies.


  


  ‘I can’t use the Castration Eye on this.’


  


  Castration was an evil eye that eliminated ‘beneficial effects.’ However, the weight increase was classified as harmful. Of course, it might be beneficial depending on the user, but the current weight-boosting magic attached to the key package had the intention of harming the holder. Still, Grid tried to use the Castration Eye.


  


  “I won’t allow your comfort.”


  


  “...”


  


  Biplonz was embarrassed as he looked at Grid like a madman. Moreover, the effect of the Castration Eye wasn’t applied, and the intensity of the embarrassment increased. Grid coughed and changed the subject, “How interesting. The grandmaster used you as the manager of this place despite doubting you? How could he leave the keys to someone he didn’t trust in the first place?”


  


  “The person who entrusted me with the keys wasn’t the grandmaster but the emperor of one hundred years ago. The reason he could leave the keys with me was because he knew for certain I couldn’t leave here. In order not to starve to death, I have to protect the keys faithfully.”


  


  This meant that at least 100 years had passed since Biplonz was born and began staying here. He had been living with these prisoners for over a hundred years in such a dark place. It must not have been a good life.


  


  “Why can’t you get out of here? Couldn’t you go down a bit further or go up?”


  


  “I’m afraid because the humans upstairs are too strong, and there is a monster downstairs.”


  


  “Monster?”


  


  “A hydra.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid knew the hydra. The cry of Sword Demon Iyarugt still lingered in his mind. 


  


  “Fearless person...! Do you have 10 lives? Even a hydra failed to land an attack on me!” These words had been directed towards Jude.


  


  At the time, Iyarugt was really trying to kill Jude. The stupid Jude had mistaken Iyarugt as an enemy, causing Iyarugt’s anger to soar to the top of his head. In any case, Iyarugt was the number one swordsman of hell and not even a hydra could land a blow on him. Considering that Iyarugt was comparable to a great demon in his prime, Grid could speculate that a hydra was on the same level as a great demon.


  


  “I thought a hydra lived in hell. Why is it here?”


  


  “I don't know. Only one thing is certain. It is incredibly strong. It has nine heads, and no matter how many times I cut them off, the heads regenerate. Meanwhile, the poison it spits out is powerful enough to melt my flesh and bones.”


  


  “Hrmm...” Grid found it troublesome.


  


  In order to completely clear the ★ Place to Reach the Answer (1) ★ hidden quest, did he have to fight off the hydra to reach the heart of the Abyss? Moreover, he would have to do it with just Coke and Resh...?


  


  ‘It is impossible.’


  


  The hydra was a monster that was at least at the level of the lowest-rated great demon. It wasn’t an opponent that could be easily confronted in his full condition, let alone when he had already used Berith’s Power and Blackening. He still had one use of Divinity and Belial’s Power remember, but this wasn’t enough.


  


  ‘It isn’t an environment where I can use Storm Demonic Energy Field.’


  


  Storm Demonic Energy Field required rain clouds. It was difficult to cast inside the Abyss. Even if it could be used, it had little utility against super-named boss monsters.


  


  “By the way,” Grid pondered for a moment before grabbing Noe who was hanging on his back like a cicada, “Why are you so scared?”


  


  Noe, the best demonic beast of hell—this wasn’t Noe’s self-assertion. The memphis was indeed the best demonic beast of hell. Presently, Noe was only a fat cat, but one day, he would become an adult and show off a presence beyond that of a hydra. The only things he feared were dragons and great demons. Grid couldn’t understand why Noe was intimidated by the demonkin Biplonz.


  


  The drooping Noe held onto Grid’s neck in a frightened and flustered manner. His big black eyes were trembling. “I-I don’t know. I’m just scared.”


  


  


  “Um... Is my face really ugly?” Biplonz was a handsome person. There were no blemishes on his white skin, he had fine features and glossy black hair. Despite the fact that his eyes were black without any whites, he was definitely handsome. Still, this was a story from a human perspective. From a demonkin’s point of view, he might have a horrifying appearance.


  


  Grid glimpsed his past self from Biplonz. “Have strength...”


  


  Noe’s weak answer caused Biplonz’ shoulders to sag. “...Yes, thank you.”


  


  Was his face ugly enough to scare a little beast? Having never met any other demonkin, Biplonz was shocked to learn how ugly he was today.


  


  Coke stared blankly at the three people (?) talking harmoniously. ‘Why did he suddenly become friends with the demonkin he was just fighting?’


  


  It was a flow that couldn’t be understood even though Coke had been watching the entire time.


  


  ‘This is Grid’s affinity...’


  


  He had captured the hearts of the empire’s dukes and even started to seduce a demonkin... Coke was feeling a great sense of admiration toward Grid.


  


  “L-Look, Guard Bip! Wake up! Don’t be twisted by the evil draconian! Stop talking and beat him up straight away!!” A dwarf was screaming in the distance. It was Ke. He was shocked when he saw Grid and shouted again, “L-Look, this draconian gentleman! Let me see your sword!! If I can examine your sword, I can die right now!”


  


  “He seems to be mentally abnormal. Are all dwarves like this?” This was Coke’s impression.


  


  Grid felt disgusted. “Those are serious words. It isn’t all dwarves. It’s just that guy. How can his mind be fine when he has been locked in this place for decades?”


  


  It was terrible to think that this was the personality of the dwarf species itself. His goal was to learn blacksmithing techniques from the dwarves and use them to strengthen the Overgeared Kingdom. The dwarves must be a normal race...


  


  Grid thought this and flew in front of the imprisoned Ke with his dragon wings. “Do you have bad memories associated with the draconians?”


  


  “T-There can’t be any good memories with an evil draconian... Huh?” Ke was shouting only to close his mouth with a flinch, his eyes widening. Then he pointed at Grid with trembling fingers. “W-Were you talking to me just now?”


  


  “That’s right.”


  


  “H-Hik! Has there ever been such a crazy draconian? How dare a draconian speak with no honorifics to an honorable person like me! Are you a crazy draconian?”


  


  “...”


  


  “Heok! Don’t look at me! I’m scared! A crazy dragon is scarier! Go away!! Please disappear from in front of my eyes!!”


  


  “...”


  


  It was better to calm this dwarf down. Grid sighed and pulled out the keys package. It was to open the prison door where Ke was trapped. However, there was a problem. There were 521 keys, so it was hard to find the right prison key. Grid was placing the keys in the lock in turn, and he finally couldn’t bear it anymore. He pulled out the Master Key. The Master Key engaged with the old lock and opened the door of the prison where Ke was locked.


  


  Ke’s eyes glowed like lanterns at the sight. “I-Is that the universal key made by Pagma? Where did you get that? Please let me look at it!”


  


  “...”


  


  Ke was afraid just a moment ago...


  


  Grid found Ke’s attitude toward the Master Key absurd. He stared at Ke for a moment before handing the keys pack to Coke. “It is hard to keep because it is heavy. In any case, I can’t throw it away, so you keep it for me.”


  


  “Yep!”


  


  Thanks to Coke, Grid’s body was now much lighter. He introduced himself to Ke, “Ke ong, I am King Grid of the Overgeared Kingdom. I’m a human, not draconian, and I am Pagma's Descendant. Let’s clear up the misunderstanding and have a conversation.”


  


  “Overgeared Kingdom? King? Human? Pagma’s Descendant?” Ke’s expression was blank.


  


  He stared at Grid for a long time before starting to step back. Ke quickly entered the prison again and closed the prison door himself. “Please leave me and just go... I don’t have the confidence to associate with a crazy person like you.”


  


  At the time when Ke was trapped in the Abyss, a country called the Overgeared Kingdom didn’t exist. This was also a place where only high-ranking members of the Saharan Empire could enter. It meant that the king of another country, as Grid claimed he was, would never be able to enter here. It didn’t make sense for a human to have dragon wings, and as for the bullshit of being Pagma's Descendant... 


  


  Then it happened when Ke was squatting quietly in a corner of the prison.


  


  “I found it!” Resh’s cry was heard in the distance. “I’ve found the dukes, Grid!!”


  


  “...!!” Grid’s eyes widened as he hurriedly moved his body. In a state of great anxiety, he took a potion that increased his speed and arrived by Resh’s side in an instant. Then he saw it. The three dukes were trapped inside the prison. Fortunately, all of them were alive. The problem was...


  


  “Why? Why is this...” Grid’s body trembled. Grenhal had lost both his eyes, Morse had his limbs shattered, and Basara was staring into the air with eyes devoid of focus. The gruesome appearance of the three people caused Grid’s wrath to boil. “Which bastard…?!”


  


  Grid’s eyes were spinning, and he felt dizzy. As Grid’s anger transcended his sense of reason, he wobbled for an instant. Coke was handed the Master Key and opened the prison door. 


  


  Grenhal belatedly sensed Grid and barely spoke in a hoarse voice, “Run away... Run away...”


  


  “It is too late.” The last voice belonged to Biplonz.


  


  The fierce-eyed Grid stared at Biplonz, who had recovered considerably and unraveled the silver thread tying him up.


  


  “The Sword Duke is coming.”


  


  “...!”


  


  [Your intuition senses danger.]


  


  [You have discovered a strong person of this era!]


  


  A sword fell toward Grid’s head. This wasn’t a substantive sword. It was a concentrated object powerful enough to remind him of Piaro’s Pounding Mortar.


  


  “Cough!” Grid was unable to cope with the sudden attack and started bleeding. His body hit the steel bars as three swords poured toward him.


  


  “Grid!” Coke, who was supporting the dukes, belatedly took out of his shield and ran to Grid, but it was too late. He was as slow as a turtle due to the key package. All three swords were on the verge of penetrating Grid’s chest, and Grid had to prepare for the pain to continue. Then it happened just as Noe flew forward and prepared to use a skill...


  


  Biplonz moved in advance and protected Grid. His claws deflected the trajectory of the three swords. “I have repaid your grace.”


  


  “I am so thankful that I am on the verge of tears.” Grid smiled as he assembled the Sword Aiming at the Gods.


  


  He could see a middle-aged man descending.




  Chapter 1066


  The Saharan Empire is the supreme nation on the West Continent. With a large amount of resources, as many talents as there are stars, and advancing technology, it becomes stronger every day.


  


  This was the introductory statement that appeared when creating a new character. It was why the majority of players chose the empire as their country. The emperor produced outstanding talents every era, fitting of their size. Coincidentally, those who saw the peak of the sword were always born outside the empire. This was the reason why Piaro, who rose to the rank of great swordsman at an early age, was highly anticipated in the empire.


  


  “It has been a while, around four years.”


  


  Sword Duke Limit… As he descended from the ceiling, his appearance was impressive. He had a strong gaze and rough and masculine eyebrows. His finely combed hair and shaved chin reflected his meticulous personality, and he seemed to be a person who controlled himself well.


  


  “...”


  


  Limit’s arrival cooled Grid’s wrath. Grid, who had lost his grip on the strings of reason after seeing the state of the three dukes, quickly tied the strings firmly together again. The Sword Duke was such a bigshot that Grid was forced to cool down. He was the same as Rachel, one of the strongest dukes.


  


  During Piaro and Asmophel’s era, Limit had been obscured by their shadows but not anymore. Piaro and Asmophel had wasted years hiding from the world while Limit was steadily advancing in the emperor’s faction and then the empress’ faction as well. He was in a position to describe himself as the strongest person in the empire, and Grid was feeling it in real time.


  


  [Your fighting energy is rising.]


  


  [Your fighting energy is rising.]


  


  The Hero King’s reaction was unusual. The rate at which the thick red aura of fighting energy surrounded Grid’s body was the fastest ever. Limit descended and stopped at a higher position than Grid.


  


  “Overgeared King Grid. I often hear your stories these days. Why is the king of another country interfering in the affairs of the empire? Given that your country is currently at war with the empire, your actions seem to be intent on harming the empire. How can the representative of a nation be so frivolous and unscrupulous?”


  


  The people of the empire had a habit of calling all countries other than the empire a small country. However, Limit was different. He referred to the Overgeared Kingdom in the polite way of ‘home country.’ This wasn’t something good. It meant that Limit didn’t look down on the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  Grid’s tension was heightened. ‘Damn. I’d rather he ignore me than be vigilant.’


  


  His chest was still throbbing despite taking potions to restore his health. The damage that Grid suffered from Limit’s attack was a huge 32,000. Ever since Grid became Overgeared King, there had only been two cases when he suffered such a large amount of damage at once.


  


  ‘He is the real deal.’


  


  Morse, in his beast form, exerted a strength similar to or slightly superior to Grid in a fully buffed state. Spear Saint Rachel’s peacetime state was at least equal to Morse’s beast state. Sword Duke Limit was at least an equal of Rachel. It was right to consider him as more difficult than Kyle, who was classified as the weakest of the Five Pillars.


  


  ‘Then what if he isn’t vigilant?’


  


  What if he was careless like the Yangban Garam? Garam was superior in every way ,but he had the ‘careless’ attitude which had allowed Grid to find a gap. Grid observed Limit’s sword seriously as he waited for the cooldown time of the potion to end. Even in the darkness, the sword gave off a blue glow. It seemed to be a weapon with a minimum of the legendary rating, and there seemed to be many hidden options. Grid felt regretful.


  


  ‘Pagma’s Eyes are the problem.’


  


  Pagma’s Eyes were the evolved version of the Legendary Blacksmith’s Eyes. The Legendary Blacksmith’s Eyes merely confirmed the information of the target item while Pagma’s Eyes had the function of enhancing understanding of the target item and copying it. It was overwhelmingly better but the resulting recoil was a cooldown of one hour.


  


  ‘I can’t use it because of the damn cooldown.’


  


  In order to win a fight, he needed to know the enemy. Checking the item information of the equipment of a player or NPC in advance had a great impact on the winning percentage.


  


  ‘I have to use it properly.’


  


  Grid was becoming a gamer. He was now clearly aware of the importance of having information in advance and didn’t overlook it. That’s why he felt even more regretful. It was very fast. Grid’s thoughts reduced the potion cooldown time by only one second. Thinking quickly, Grid focused on the conversation with Limit. “I can't say that I intended to harm the empire. I just wanted to finish the war with the empire. On the way, I noticed that the dukes were being treated unfairly and came to help them.”


  


  “You wanted to end the war, so you killed Sky King Rigal, Drunk Duke Diworth, and tens of thousands of imperial soldiers?”


  


  “Those were unavoidable acts of self-defense. How can I overlook those who invaded my territory and harmed my people?”


  


  “The fact that the three dukes are trapped here is also a fair punishment. There was a situation where they colluded with you, the enemy king, and betrayed their country. They are like this because of you. You showing up here will make their position even worse.”


  


  “My interaction with them was to improve the relationship between my home country and the empire, restoring peace. I have no intention of harming the empire!”


  


  “How can I believe that? It is a crime itself to have colluded with the enemy king, no matter the intention.”


  


  Limit’s argument was reasonable. Of course, this was a story for when hidden secrets didn’t exist. 


  


  “X...!” Grid’s patience quickly ran out. He realized there was no progress in the conversation and reflexively spat out swear words. “Speak less nonsense and be honest, you X! You are afraid the dukes will tell the emperor the truth after they figured out that Piaro was wronged, you XX!”


  


  “...”


  


  “Was it you? You and 4th Imperial Prince Edan made them this way?”


  


  Grid lost the strings of reason that he had grabbed again in fear, but Limit wasn’t shaken. Despite this being the first scolding he had heard in his life, he remained polite as he said, “So crass. The higher a person’s status is elevated, the more careful they should be about their words and deeds. Yet you don’t even have dignity when saying something. Your birth status can’t be covered up.”


  


  “Dignity is bullshit! I asked if you made them this way!”


  


  “You have no right to know.”


  


  “Ick...!”


  


  Grid should’ve brought Huroi here. Only then could he deal a good beating with his mouth. Grid was deeply disappointed and suddenly recalled Knight Summoning.


  


  ‘Will it work?’


  


  It was a life or death crisis. He couldn’t overcome this with skill alone. Let’s borrow strength.


  


  “Knight Summoning!” Grid immediately used the skill. Still, it was as he had expected.


  


  


  [There is a place where the number of people entering is restricted due to the quest.]


  


  [Knight Summoning doesn’t work.]


  


  The system rejected it. This was something that was already expected.


  


  “Did you try to call Piaro? I’m sorry you couldn’t call him. It was a great opportunity to defeat him.” Limit twisted his waist slightly. “I have received intelligence that the knights of the three dukes are gathering in the capital. They have started to doubt the situation, so I have a lot of work to do.”


  


  He was busy. 


  


  “I don’t want to waste more time on you.”


  


  Bright particles of light started to gather on Limit’s sword like stars.


  


  “I will punish you in the name of a duke of Saharan. First, there is the sin of killing the imperial nobles and armies.”


  


  The distance between Grid and Limit was approximately 5 meters. However, Limit swung his sword without narrowing the distance, and the bright sword energy reached Grid.


  


  ‘Is it a skill?’


  


  The attack motion was very short, but it was an attack in the form of light particles. It couldn’t be a normal attack. The effect of the skill itself wasn’t very glamorous, but it was clearly powerful. 


  


  “Noe, don’t come out rashly. Only assist me when you see a gap,” Grid judged quickly and chose to evade rather than confront Limit’s attack. He took two quick steps to the side, and Limit’s light attack slammed into the bars he had just been leaning against.


  


  “...!” The moment the sound rang in his ears, Grid’s eyes widened. Limit was approaching right above his head.


  


  “There is the sin of subverting the nobles of the empire in order to overthrow the empire.”


  


  The steel boots around Limit’s feet kicked at Grid’s temple like a ball. It was so powerful that Grid’s head might’ve been crushed if he hadn’t been wearing the crown and helmet together.


  


  [You have suffered 6,750 damage.]


  


  “There is the sin of illegally breaking into the empire.”


  


  His physical condition was abnormal. Grid’s brain was shaking, and he was temporarily unable to control his body, allowing himself to be mangled by Limit’s particles of light. Limit’s attack speed was six strikes per second, but it was difficult for Grid to cope with since each attack was complex.


  


  “There is the sin of protecting Piaro who was charged with the major crime of treason.”


  


  Limit’s sword cut Grid’s entire body and only stopped after piercing his heart.


  


  “The death penalty.”


  


  Grid’s chest was soaked in red blood. Blood flowed like a river from the gaps in Valhalla. Grid’s body slipped forward, and at the same time, Limit moved sideways to dodge.


  


  “Hey, do you think I will die from that much?”


  


  After being helplessly beaten, Grid barely stood up and fought back. The soaring golden blade contained speed that transcended Limit’s attack speed. The difference in speed filled in the difference in skill. Limit’s serene eyes which were without any panic and Grid’s bloodshot eyes stared at each other. The remnants of an orange shield spilled over the bloody Grid. It was the shield created by the First King title.


  


  “Do you think you can beat anyone by holding a sword? I guess you’ve been using that?”


  


  “...”


  


  Limit’s high insight captured Grid’s hand, which wore a ring that hadn’t been seen since a while ago. It was red and transparent and contained the powerful aura of a vampire.


  


  As his sword interlocked with Limit’s sword, Grid took a step forward. It was the first stride of a sword dance that contained anger and hatred. Grid pushed at Limit’s sword while moving forward again. Limit recovered his sword, and light particles started to gather again on the horizontally placed sword. Grid’s sword aimed at Limit contained a terrible killing intent.


  


  “Kill!”


  


  “Cutting Stars.”


  


  Limit’s expression was calm as the two swords collided. He was convinced that his swordsmanship was far superior to Grid’s swordsmanship and that he wouldn’t lose when it came to technique. This wasn’t arrogance or carelessness. It was a conclusion that was reached after several collisions and could be called insight. However, Limit overlooked one part.


  


  “...!?”


  


  Grid’s Swordsmanship wasn’t Grid’s individual skill. The essence of two legendary skills and knowledge was contained in Grid’s sword dance. In the aftermath of the powerful clash, both Grid’s and Limit’s bodies were thrown away. Grid was pushed back into prison bars and stopped there while Limit barely stopped after flying thousands of meters into the center of the space.


  


  Limit’s bloody eyes shook. His always calm face was filled with confusion and frustration. Grid felt refreshed and raised his hand. “Come on. Bring it on.”


  


  Limit gritted his teeth and broke through the air. He narrowed the distance to Grid again and drew an arc with his sword. Coke and Resh ambushed him from behind while Grid was already completing a new sword dance. The fierce battle between the four people shook the space.




  Chapter 1067


  The battle was surprisingly intense at the beginning, but tension was only felt by Grid’s party. The more he grasped the skills of Grid’s party, the better that Limit became. Limit’s swordsmanship was like a torrent. It was difficult to cope with because the flow continued and then changed steeply. The moment they closed one eye, they would be swept away.


  


  “Pant... Pant...”


  


  After dozens of blows, Coke and Resh were hiding behind a shield like turtles hiding in their shells. Grid’s situation wasn’t much different. Unlike Coke and Resh, he wielded his sword against Limit. Still, he was only defending, and it wasn’t even a perfect defense. Grid rarely found a chance to fight back. The swordsmanship he had never seen before was completely disabling him. Grid felt like his arms and legs were tied tightly. He felt like he was in a sandbag.


  


  ‘Wielding a sword against three of us at the same time...’


  


  Sword Duke, the higher stage of a great swordsman—it was one level below a Sword Saint but not at the present time. Sword Saint Kraugel was still incomplete while Sword Duke Limit was already complete. At this point, the Sword Duke was at a higher level than the Sword Saint.


  


  “Keuk!”


  


  The one-sided loss of health was repeated. Red blood once again filled Grid’s field of view as he failed to fight back. Most of the blood was from Grid, but he didn’t despair. He stayed calm as he was peeking at hope. It was hope caused by his insight stat surpassing 2,000 points.


  


  [Insight]


  


  [Discover the target. Predict risks.


  


  * The higher the number, the higher the probability.]


  


  It was a short description that seemed scarce, but Grid knew the power of insight thanks to his past experiences. The longer he observed the target, the more likely it was that the insight stat’s perception effect was maximized. How much time passed by? Perhaps it was only a few minutes. 


  


  However, Grid felt like this hellish time was longer than an hour or two. He started to see it. For the first time, Grid responded to Limit’s sword that he wasn’t able to cope with previously. The element of luck didn’t interfere at all. He used his excellent insight and agility to block Limit and fight back.


  


  “...?” Limit found it somewhat strange.


  


  The pattern of the battle changed dramatically. Grid started to detect more of Limit’s strikes and released more counterattacks. Thanks to this, Coke and Resh managed to assist Grid. The battle was no longer one-sided. The three high rankers, who combined experienced and talent, stood up against Limit and cooperated like they were old colleagues. 


  


  Limit, who was finally on the defensive, stepped back after using a sword curtain. Blood was flowing from his left arm.


  


  “You’ve already seen through my swordsmanship, which boasts hundreds of turns... You are a genius. No wonder why Rigal and Diworth were hit.”


  


  Throughout the battle, Limit was conscious of the ‘sword dance.’ By desperately blocking Grid’s sword dances, he maximized the advantage of his swordsmanship. Yet it was pointless now. Since Grid had adapted to his swordsmanship, Limit couldn’t afford to suppress Coke and Resh while blocking Grid’s sword dances.


  


  “One.” Limit changed his stance. Unlike his old grip where he held the sword in the middle of the handle with the tip pointed downward, this time he grasped the innermost part of the handle and straightened the tip. “I will be wary of this talent and deal with it using a new swordsmanship.”


  


  “...?” A glare flashed into Grid’s eyes as he doubted his ears.


  


  It was a stab at superspeed.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [The target has received 24,500 damage.]


  


  [You have suffered 7,800 damage.]


  


  [The target has defended against your attack.]


  


  [You have been struck with a serious blow!]


  


  [Half of the damage suffered has been received by party member ‘Resh’ instead. You have suffered 6,950 damage.]


  


  [Party member ‘Coke’ has blocked the attack!]


  


  “Very... good!” 


  


  [You have suffered 6,330 damage!]


  


  “Shit, how rotten!”


  


  He didn’t know how many times he had fallen down and then gotten up again. Limit—who had been using swordsmanship that flowed like water—had changed his style, and Grid was suffering greatly. The new style consisted of short stabs like a boxer’s jab. Limit’s quick stabs were accompanied by the physical phenomenon of ‘knockback’ while a lower stab often triggered the physical phenomenon of ‘knock down.’ It was a swordsmanship that really drove people crazy.


  


  Grid was pushed back, and he fell down. His body struck the ground whenever he allowed a blow to get through, and he was now covered in dirt and blood, making him look like a beggar.


  


  ‘I’m getting mad.’


  


  He had finally adapted to the sword style only for it to change. It was almost like a boss entering a new phase. Was there a dog like this? Gulp. Grid, who didn’t want to show any signs of shaking, took a potion with an expressionless face. His current health was 53,097. Thanks to the help of Coke and Resh as well as using Elfin Stone’s Ring and Doran’s Ring, Grid maintained his health at over 50,000.


  


  It meant there wasn’t a risk of dying considering Limit’s attack power and Grid’s defense. Of course, he didn’t know what would happen if Limit used an ultimate technique, but at least, the motion before using the skill would be big. In that gap, he could also use a sword dance. Yes, it was still okay. They hadn’t lost yet.


  


  How long would this balance be maintained? Stamina was the biggest problem.


  


  ‘We will be overwhelmingly disadvantaged if we continue like this.’


  


  However, it was impossible to speed up the process. He might have the help of insight, but it would take a long time to adapt to Limit’s new fighting style. The frustrating thing was that if he succeeded in holding on again and defeating Limit’s swordsmanship, he might have to face another new style.


  


  ‘It is unlikely that he has shown all his swordsmanship here.’


  


  Grid wanted to seize an opportunity to use a four fusion sword dance. He knew that Limit’s total health was less than 50 million. So if he could hit this person properly with a four fusion sword dance, there was a possibility of reversing the situation.


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid’s train of thought didn’t last long. It was because he noticed that Limit’s shoulders were moving slightly. Grid stopped thinking and swiftly raised his sword. Limit’s sword stabbed it, causing a shockwave. In terms of speed, Grid was superior to Limit. If he could detect the attack ahead of time like he did just now, the defense probability was very high. The problem was that it was hard to detect.


  


  ‘As expected.’


  


  Grid felt it through his fingertips and frowned. Limit’s attack power was increasing. It would’ve been impossible for Grid to withstand Limit’s attack power if he hadn’t swapped his armor to Triple Layers, which greatly weakened the power of Limit’s stabbing and slashing attacks, and if he hadn’t equipped Lantier’s Cloak. The balance would’ve been broken, even with Coke and Resh’s help.


  


  ‘In the end, the answer is items.’


  


  Limit was a swordsman who didn’t only rely on techniques. He hadn’t reached the threshold of transcendence and hadn’t exceeded the limits of the human species. Therefore, he wasn’t faster than Grid, but all his other stats were superior to Grid. Grid was only better than Limit in speed and items. Among them, his speed was being hampered by Limit’s swordsmanship, and the benefits couldn’t be fully realized. All that remained was the items. At this point, Grid regretted giving away Iyarugt.


  


  ‘It would’ve been possible if I had Iyarugt.’


  


  Iyarugt was a strong weapon. In addition to the effect of summoning Sword Demon Iyarugt, it reduced the opponent’s healing ability, maximized combo power, and even allowed him to know the best ‘sword path.’ Iyarugt was the best sword in many ways. In particular, Iyarugt’s ability to detect the best sword path would be a great help in this situation.


  


  So what if Sword Duke Limit’s swordsmanship was great? It was surely nothing in front of Iyarugt, who used a sword against great demons. Iyarugt would surely break Limit’s swordsmanship. 


  


  ‘Wait.’


  


  Grid’s mind started spinning quickly. He thought of his Item Transformation skill. It was the skill to transform pavranium into a particular item. The premise was that he must have the production method for the target item, but there was no way Grid didn’t know how to make Iyarugt after using it for several years. Grid’s understanding of Iyarugt was already at 100% a long time ago.


  


  


  ‘Turn the Blade Aiming at the Gods into Iyarugt and then join it with the Enlightenment Sword...’


  


  Wouldn’t the damage be guaranteed? Moreover, wouldn’t he also be able to find the best sword path? Grid was currently losing, so worrying about it any longer was meaningless. He had to implement the solution as soon as he thought about it. Grid, who had fallen because of Limit’s low attack, jumped up and shouted, “Item!!”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Trans—! Formation!”


  


  [What item do you want to turn the pavranium into?]


  


  The moment the notification window appeared.


  


  “What are you trying to do??” Limit sensed something suspicious and pushed Grid even harder. He had been conscious of Coke and Resh throughout the battle, but for the first time, he ignored the two of them and only rushed toward Grid. A bombardment of stabs emerged from heavy rain.


  


  Grid’s vision flashed red. Grid coughed up blood as he tried to avoid Limit’s attacks and manipulate the Pulling Device. The Blade Aiming at the Gods was separated from the handle of the Enlightenment Sword.


  


  “Noe!”


  


  “Nyoong! Become Majestic!”


  


  [Become Majestic (SSS)]


  


  [Hell’s best demonic beast, a memphis has pushed the power of the thunder stone to the limit. A shield of lightning that blocks all attacks will be created for two seconds.


  


  Cooldown Time: 30 minutes


  


  * The user will become drained for one minute after using the skill.]


  


  “...?!”


  


  The startled Limit quickly twisted around as Noe deployed a protective shield in front of Grid. As a seasoned person, he immediately recognized the attributes of the shield and started using his ultimate technique. He knew that the shield wouldn’t last long and decided it was time to end the battle after the shield disappeared.


  


  “Shit!”


  


  “Don’t ignore us!”


  


  Coke and Resh rushed to interrupt Limit’s casting, but they couldn’t break through Limit’s sword curtain with their offensive power. A large amount of light particles started to gather at the end of Limit’s sword, and Noe’s shield faded away. It was an increasingly urgent situation. Grid pointed the Blade Aiming at the Gods and shouted, “Iyarugt!”


  


  In other words, he was stating what item he wanted to turn the pavranium into. The pavranium glowed and started changing its shape. It took the form of a golden and transparent sword. Grid consumed the remaining number of usage for Divinity and used Item Combination.


  


  [The Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has successfully combined with Iyarugt (Transformed)!]


  


  It was a black-gold transparent blade surrounded by black flames and blue lightning. The power of nature was condensed in it. 


  


  “Huup!” Dwarf Ke cried out with astonishment at the sight of Grid’s new sword.


  


  “I’m tired nyang... Hyaang...” Noe fell listlessly to the cold ground. Simultaneously, the lightning shield defending Grid disappeared. 


  


  “There is no chance.” Limit, who had been prepared in advance, swung his sword. Hundreds of thousands of light particles spilled out like the Milky Way and struck Grid. Grid hoped that combining Iyarugt with the Enlightenment Sword was give the best sword path...


  


  “...?”


  


  Iyarugt was silent. He didn’t tell Grid the path of the sword.


  


  ‘Ah...!’ A chill went down Grid’s spine. He realized that he had overlooked one principle regarding Iyarugt. The best sword Iyarugt wasn’t the weapon called Iyarugt but the ego of Iyarugt that dwelled in the weapon. Item Transformation alone didn’t embody Iyarugt’s ego.


  


  A huge explosion struck Grid. Grid’s health was greatly reduced during the process of Item Transformation, and it had now run out.


  


  [A legend doesn’t die easily. You can resist all attacks for 5 seconds with a minimum of health.]


  


  Immortality... It was the sign of a crisis. This was the moment when Grid’s last card was exhausted. Was it possible to decide the outcome in five seconds when he hadn’t fully seen through Limit’s swordsmanship yet? It was impossible. He had to give up. Grid bowed his head with despair and frustration.


  


  ‘...No.’


  


  His brain was spinning quickly. Accustomed to a crisis, he finally showed his true value in the midst of this crisis. It was his potential. Limit kept attacking. Grid powerlessly fell to the ground, and his blood-stained hands headed toward his sword.


  


  “Granting... an Ego...” 


  


  It was a hidden piece that he obtained from clearing the Behen Archipelago. An unavoidable force was triggered.


  


  [The soul of Sword Demon Iyarugt has entered your weapon.]


  


  “...?!” Limit became as solid as a stone statue. His heart that had been convinced of victory was pierced by Grid’s sword.




  Chapter 1068


  Duguen! A rough pulse and hot blood flowed through the cold metal. Iyarugt had craved this sensation during the time when he was only a soul wandering with his body sealed. It was because he felt alive by destroying life. This was the only time he realized that he was alive.


  


  However, not anymore. Iyarugt was in the process of reclaiming his body. He said goodbye to the sick and miserable days when he felt relief through killing.


  


  -Avoid it, a familiar voice echoed from the transparent black-gold sword. It was the voice of Sword Demon Iyarugt. He spoke to the Grid who was showing a slightly emotional expression, -The target’s heart wasn’t completely destroyed. It was the best surprise attack, but the skilled guy coped well.


  


  “Iyarugt, I didn’t know if you were going to answer my call.”


  


  [Granting an Ego]


  


  [You can give the target item an ego.


  


  It will be classified as an ego item, and the value will be astronomical.


  


  Genuine - (Fighting Against the Gods) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill has been masters and the number of times an ego can be granted is 10.


  


  Current number of egos that can be given: 9/10]


  


  The explanation of Granting an Ego was poor. Additionally, there were strict limitations on the number of uses, and Grid hadn’t been able to experiment with it. Then the virtual stage of the National Competition gave Grid a chance. During the Demon King’s Subjugation event, Grid had placed Braham’s ego inside the magic machine and managed to determine four pieces of information.


  


  First, in order to use Granting an Ego, Grid and the target ego must know each other. Second, Granting an Ego was only triggered when the target ego responded to Grid’s call. Third, no matter what form the ego existed in, it would forcibly belong to the item the moment it responded to the call. Fourth, if the item that the ego belonged to was destroyed, the target ego would return to its original place.


  


  That’s right. Granting an Ego was a system where the will and rights of the target ego were given priority over the user. If the target ego didn’t respond to Grid’s call, it wouldn’t be activated.


  


  Grid was honestly impressed. Iyarugt wasn’t loyal to Grid, and he was a demonkin with little affinity with Grid. Grid was only half confident that Iyarugt would answer the call, but he was surprised that it was immediate. He was even happier since he was in an urgent crisis.


  


  -You called out for me so desperately. Hum hum.


  


  “...?”


  


  The tone was awkward. It was different from his usual cynical tone.


  


  “What? Did you start to like me after not seeing me for a while?” Grid asked.


  


  Iyarugt snapped, -Shut up and step back.


  


  “...!” Grid responded immediately.


  


  His high level of concentration quickly transmitted Iyarugt’s cry to his brain, and his high agility allowed his body to move the moment his brain commanded it. The particles of light swirled and passed by Grid’s nose. If he had been a bit later, his face would’ve been cut.


  


  “Cough, cough... It’s amazing.”


  


  The so-called rating system wasn’t without critical points. Almost all creatures in Satisfy had a key point that could be classified as a so-called weakness. It might be the same attack method, but the difference in damage that the user suffered depended on whether the target was hit or not.


  


  “It has been a long time... Cough... really...! Cough, cough!” Blood poured from Limit’s mouth and nose as he coughed repeatedly. His eyes were red and congested, and his legs were trembling. This was an opportunity now that Limit was suffering from the physical condition of bleeding, and his weakness was at the peak.


  


  -Don’t give him a break.


  


  Hundreds of lines were displayed in Grid’s field of view as he faced Limit. Most of the solid lines were black or broken, but two solid lines were glowing red and they continued to the end. This was the ‘best sword path’ that Iyarugt was showing him. 


  


  The particles of light were seeping into Limit’s body. It was a scene where Limit was using sword energy to restore his wounds. Grid had no intention of wasting time. Blue petals emerged as he started the steps of a sword dance.


  


  “No... chance!” Limit cried out with wide eyes. He had no intention of dying in this place. “For me... I have a heart’s desire!”


  


  Everyone had a problem. The poor weren’t the only ones who suffered. Limit had been born as the heir to one of the greatest families in the empire and had a significant duty. It was his duty to prove his talent and skills and to capture the envy of his people and the trust of the emperor. Yet as a young man, he had failed to fulfill his duty.


  


  A heavenly genius had ruined his path. Piaro—his talent had always surpassed Limit’s, and the enthusiasm of the people and the emperor’s trust had only been directed toward him. Limit, who should’ve been in the brightest place, had been obscured by dark shadows. He had felt humiliated and pained.


  


  Limit’s life was plagued by wounds. Unlike Asmophel who could proudly declare that his goal was to go beyond Piaro, Limit had been a coward who didn’t even dare put the name of Piaro in his mouth. Thus, he worked harder and practiced his swordsmanship. He worked solely to master techniques instead of being dazzled by the ‘senses’ or ‘enlightenment’ that the two geniuses spoke about.


  


  “I... I have to prove that I’ve surpassed Piaro!”


  


  He had vaguely speculated that Piaro was still alive. Nevertheless, he didn’t chase Piaro in order to regain the qualifications that he had lost as a young man. He couldn’t die in this place. Once again, he couldn’t succumb to the barrier of a genius. He would surely survive and break the shackles of his heart by confronting and winning against Piaro. Limit, who was called a ‘genius’ by the people of the emperor, pledged and resisted the pangs in his heart to control his sword energy. He quickly restored his damaged body.


  


  


  -He is a great guy. Focus.


  


  “Flower.” Grid’s sword dance was completed and followed the best sword path. Simultaneously, the blue petals covered Limit while Braham’s Lightning was triggered. The goal was to imprint as many marks on Limit as possible. However, Limit didn’t back down. He crushed the petals falling like thunderbolts in the darkness. Concurrently, he deployed evasive movements. He captured the tip of Grid’s sword that penetrated like a snake.


  


  Then Iyarugt predicted the direction Limit evaded in. Iyarugt, who had been overworked every day he was with that crazy human Peak Sword, had managed to break through six times in total and had recovered more than half of his past strength. This meant that he wasn’t the same as when he lost to Piaro.


  


  “...Keuk?” Limit wondered why the exceptionally simple swordsmanship that was only fast previously had suddenly become magical. Had this person been hiding his skills? No, his eyes couldn’t be deceived. This person had suddenly developed during the battle.


  


  ‘Genius...’ Limit glimpsed Piaro in Grid. Why did Grid accept Piaro and why did Piaro end up serving him? Limit knew the inside story. 


  


  ‘They fit together. The two of them recognized each other’s talent at first sight...’


  


  Then it happened the moment Limit misunderstood. Grid’s sword cut Limit again.


  


  [The target has received 14,900 damage.]


  


  [...The black flames have exploded!]


  


  [...A red thunderbolt has been summoned!]


  


  Good. Luck followed Grid. There were only two successful attacks, but the weapon’s options were already popping out.


  


  ‘I can win.’


  


  It wasn’t complacent of Grid to increase his odds of winning because Iyarugt had joined him.


  


  [The duration of immortality is over.]


  


  ‘Finish it while Item Combination is maintained.’


  


  Grid took a potion and wielded his sword again after confirming that the blood-sucking option of Elfin Stone’s Ring was available once more. Iyarugt showed the three best sword paths, and Grid used Transcended Link Flower along one of them. Limit’s body was covered in new wounds. Red blood scattered all over him, and Grid’s health was rapidly restored. This was the power of the blood-sucking option.


  


  Every time Limit received a new wound, the number of best sword paths that Iyarugt gave increased. As Limit weakened, Iyarugt saw more gaps. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the current Limit was in the palm of Iyarugt’s hands.


  


  “Die!” Grid cried out with two thoughts. It wasn’t enough that Limit was the leader of the empress’ faction which had brought Piaro and Asmophel profound pain in the past. He was now threatening the three dukes. Grid would never forgive Sword Duke Limit.


  


  “Pinnacle Kill!”


  


  It was the end. Hundreds of red lines wrapped around Limit, who staggered from the critical injury. Iyarugt told Grid that he could knock Limit down no matter where he attacked. Grid was still gaining momentum. He took a big step toward Limit. It was the precursor of Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle. The power of the four fusion sword dance that made even a yangban shrink back wasn’t something that the strongest of the empire could bear. Grid was confident of victory as he started a storm of sword energy.


  


   -Stop! Iyarugt hurriedly exclaimed. -It is a trap! Even if he will die soon, he is still a master. The more he is on the verge of dying, the more damage he will attempt to leave behind. It is impossible to reveal a complete gap.


  


  It was as expected.


  


  “Kukuk.” Facing Grid’s sword, Limit was laughing. The light particles, which had wrapped around Limit to heal him, were vibrating. It was the sign of an explosion. Driven to the edge of a cliff, Limit was aiming for mutual destruction. However, Grid wasn’t someone who would be hit by such means.


  


  “It won’t work.”


  


  A woven cloth appeared in front of Grid.




  Chapter 1069


  “...?”


  


  There was a saying about formality. Yet the king of a country pulling out a cloth and spreading it out around himself...? This was a sight that Limit had never imagined in his lifetime. Flap. In a moment of desperation, Grid unfolded the cloth. The explosion of light, that should’ve swallowed up Grid and Limit, was sucked into the cloth.


  


  “...”


  


  “...”


  


  Silence flowed. From Limit, who had maintained a serious expression since he first appeared, to Biplonz who was watching the situation, Ke ong who was dozing off from boredom as the battle lengthened, the dukes, and the unidentified prisoners all over the place… Everyone in the Abyss briefly lost their wits.


  


  It meant that the legacy of the legendary tailor was so great. Was there an unbelievable modifier in front of the name?


  


  [Mysterious Cloth]


  


  [Rating: Legendary


  


  Durability: None


  


  A four-dimensional cloth that neutralizes damage of the ‘explosion’ type.


  


  Once the cloth is unfolded at the explosion point, all the explosive energy is absorbed into the cloth.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 10 minutes.]


  


  “...It was an explosion caused by consuming Origin True Energy. It had the power to blow up even the gates of the imperial palace which is covered by all types of protective spells. Yet you blocked it?” The visibly shocked Limit murmured. Limit’s gaze was fixed on the cloth that Grid was holding, and he finally asked a question, “What is the identity of that artifact? Is it a treasure of a dragon?”


  


  “You don’t need to know,” Grid declared coldly while recovering the cloth. He had no intention of kindly explaining it.


  


  Duguen, duguen. Grid didn’t show it outwardly, but his heart was beating fast enough to explode. His fingertips, obscured by the darkness of the Abyss, were shaking. He was still dazed. After all, he would be dead if he had pulled it out even 0.1 seconds late. Coke would’ve also died, and Grid would’ve missed the opportunity to rescue the dukes. It would’ve been the worst.


  


  ‘It would be better to have one more talent.’


  


  Grid also had a surprisingly modest side to him. It was the side which involved talent. Talent—it was something that couldn’t be obtained with effort. Grid knew this fact bitterly because he knew geniuses. A typical example of a genius was Kraugel. Grid knew the many ways that Kraugel was superior to himself, and he humbly accepted it. He admired and envied Kraugel.


  


  However, there was only one area. Grid was proud that this ‘item swap rate’ was faster than Kraugel’s. It was natural for Grid to be proud. He had overcome all types of crises and used more items than anyone else. Out of two billion players, the one who swapped items the most often was probably Grid. The speed at which items were swapped was bound to be tempered. The speed at which Grid identified, replaced, and wore items from the inventory was so fast that even Kraugel couldn’t surpass him.


  


  ‘Huhuhut… ’ 


  


  He was the only person in the world who could survive this situation. If Kraugel were in the same situation, he would die before managing to pull out the Mysterious Cloth. Grid was proud for a moment only to suddenly fall into reflection time. The only thing he could be proud of was the speed at which he swapped his items... Grid was thinking too modestly. 


  


  He clicked his tongue and pointed his sword at Limit again. Grid and Limit both knew it. This long fight was coming to an end. Limit had difficulty using his sword because of the consumption of Origin True Energy, and he barely managed to open his white lips.


  


  “You’re looking at me like you want to consume me. Yes, people like you won’t understand me for the rest of your life.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “I was born with the fate to be the best and I tried hard my whole life, but I had no talent. I was covered by the shade of the genius Piaro and was treated as the shame of my family.”


  


  “...”


  


  “I won’t forget my father’s dying gaze on me, even on my deathbed.”


  


  They had been eyes filled with disappointment and resentment, yet they still pierced Limit’s chest like a dagger.


  


  “I wanted to be the best. I wanted to share my loyalty to the empire and the emperor as well as the friendship with my colleagues after becoming the best.”


  


  Things had progressed too far to postpone it. Limit just wanted to pull out the beast stuck in his chest. He had become an unfaithful traitor, an ignorant evil. It was irreversible. In the end, he was forced to hold the hand of the empress.


  


  “If only I had been born a genius who saw reason instead of a criminal who didn’t come to his senses... If I...”


  


  “...?”


  


  Limit was a very important figure in the empire. He would surely have a special story. Grid frowned once he heard what Limit was saying. It was strange to hear these words. A criminal who didn’t come to his senses...? Just listening to them caused Grid to be in a bad mood. “I don’t know what you want to say. Stop with the sophistry. Even a dumb idiot knows that he shouldn’t betray his colleagues. They don’t stab people in the back. You pushed Piaro and Asmophel into the abyss of despair and hurt the three dukes. You are corrupted in mind and spirit.”


  


  “...!” Limit’s eyes, which had lost their light, suddenly grew bigger. He realized it. Everything was an excuse. Yes, he was just a warped human being. It was only a petty jealousy that made him deceive the royal family and rob Piaro and Asmophel of their lives. His expectations, disappointments, and resentments didn’t exempt him from his sins.


  


  Limit returned his sword to the sheath hanging from his waist. He became empty-handed and spoke in a lonely tone, “Kill me as painfully as possible. I don’t deserve to find rest. Additionally, I hope you pass this onto Piaro and Asmophel if you get a chance in the future. I am sorry.”


  


  Limit’s gaze was directed toward the prison behind Grid. This apology was for them as well. Limit was telling this to the dukes.


  


  Grid was very surprised. Limit’s eyes, which used to be self-righteous and arrogant, were as deep and clear as Stick’s eyes. A man like Limit was accepting death on his own—this was a development Grid had never dreamed of. He wondered if Limit had also been affected by the Yatan Essence. However, the truth was unknown.


  


  “...Overgeared King,” Grenhal’s voice rang out from the rear, “Your Majesty, please finish him off. If he survives here and is punished by His Majesty the Emperor, he isn’t the only one who will be killed. His family will also be wiped out.”


  


  “...” Grid didn’t have to ask which option was better. Grenhal had suffered lifelong distress for his failure to protect Piaro’s family. Grid was at odds with Limit, but he didn’t want to repeat the history of suffering. Grid spoke as casually as possible, “I intended to do so in the first place. I have to deal payback onto the enemies of my knights.”


  


  His mind felt a bit heavy. Originally, he should’ve slashed Limit’s throat with a cheerful heart, but the conversation became poisonous. Grid took a deep breath and slowly approached Limit. It was a precursor of a sword dance. Limit faced the sword dance and seemed to hear music.


  


  The ground around Grid started cracking. The transcendent energy that appeared in myths stirred the earth and the atmosphere. Some of the swirling air currents changed sharply and formed a vortex. It was the expression of Braham’s Wind Cutter. The black-gold sword started to glow white as Weapon Enchant attached to Pinnacle was activated. The killing intent that couldn’t be measured caused the skin of everyone present to become numb. 


  


  “Transcended Linked Kill Pinnacle.”


  


  It was the fifth sword dance that Grid had fused together. As far as single-target destructive skills were concerned, the ultimate technique that transcended Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle cut at Limit. It was a courtesy to Limit, not the ‘Sword Duke.’ Grid released it into the world for the first time as a courtesy for the opponent who at least respected his ability. He was thankful.


  


  “...” Limit, who was suffering in pain since the very beginning, was liberated from his pain. His death was instantaneous and calm. The empire’s greatest talent turned to ash. Only one player defeated the Sword Duke.


  


  “What?” Resh couldn’t say anything. This death was unrealistic for him, who had experienced Limit’s strength just a short time ago.


  


  On the other hand, Coke formed two tight fists and accepted reality. “As expected of Grid... I knew he could do it.”


  


  “...”


  


  He knew Grid could do it? He believed that one player would defeat one of the strongest NPCs? Resh was frankly unconvinced. This was like a dream. However, it wasn’t a dream.


  


  [The Saharan Empire’s duke ‘Sword Duke Limit’ has been defeated.]


  


  [It is a great accomplishment that no one has achieved.]


  


  [Your reputation throughout the continent has increased. You have acquired 3,000 reputation points.]


  


  [The level of party leader ‘Grid’ has risen!]


  


  [The ‘?’ of party leader ‘Grid’ has risen! It is a concept that you don’t understand yet.]


  


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has acquired the Star Sword.]


  


  [The party leader ‘Grid’ has achieved the ‘First Step in Revenge.’]


  


  [An unknown person has achieved level 400 for the first time.]


  


  The world message rose after several notification windows. Resh could finally recognize the reality.


  


  ‘The best...!’ Resh’s eyes trembled as he gazed at Grid. He even got a strange sensation. What type of scenery was the world that Grid was looking at? Resh was curious.


  


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [Your status has risen after a struggle with the strong. Your skin feels a bit harder.]


  


  [The increase in status has created the passive skill ‘Skin of Transcendence.’]


  


  [Congratulations! You are the first player to achieve level 400!]


  


  [You have taken the title ‘Pioneer’ from someone unknown!]


  


  [Pioneer]


  


  [A 10% increase in character experience acquisition.


  


  10% increase in rewards for discovering new places.


  


  Access to the Tower of Wisdom.


  


  * This is a title that only the foremost person can have. Keep in mind that it can be taken away by others at any time.]


  


  ‘Ah.’ Grid noticed it after reading the description of the Pioneer title. This originally belonged to Kraugel.


  


  ‘...It’s big.’


  


  Despite feeling a bit regretful...


  


  ‘Has he been sucking up this honey since the game started?’


  


  It was both scandalous and thrilling. The notification windows were updated continuously.


  


  [You have reached level 400 and achieved the fourth stats awakening!]


  


  [For every point of stamina, health will increase by 30 and defense will increase by 1.2.]


  


  [For every point of strength, health will increase by 9 and attack will increase by 0.8.]


  


  [For every point of intelligence...]


  


  ......


  


  ......


  


  [One of Pagma’s Descendant’s hidden pieces ‘Sealed Ability’ has been acquired.]


  


  [The effect of the skill ‘Mineral Creation’ will change.]


  


  [Mineral Creation]


  


  [Create new minerals by mixing multiple minerals. You can now choose pavranium as a mineral to mix.


  


  Pavranium itself is the essence of a great magician’s knowledge, and you can now create new minerals on your own.


  


  Time required to create minerals: Immediate.


  


  Materials needed to create minerals: Five types of minerals, including pavranium.


  


  Number of times that Mineral Creation can be used: 1.


  


  * The weight of the mineral created is the same as the weight of the pavranium you currently have.


  


  * After creating a new mineral, you can improve the mineral more effectively if you have the help of a great magician.]


  


  “Ah...”


  


  Item Combination was the skill that Grid gained upon reaching level 300. He didn’t know what type of skill he would get this time, but it was better than he could’ve imagined.


  


  “Hahat!”


  


  Three years? No, was it four years? After reaching level 300, Grid took a really long time to reach level 400. Then it happened while he was smiling brightly and feeling so moved that think of a proper way to express his pleasure.


  


  [The duration of Item Combination is over.]


  


  The sword was separated. As Iyarugt started to return to his original position, his soul whispered, -You should beware of him.


  


  “Who?”


  


  -That demonkin. I don’t know for sure, but I smell it. By the way, how long will I be with Peak Sword...


  


  Iyarugt’s words didn’t last long. He was pulled by an irresistible force and returned.


  


  “...What?”


  


  Based on the tone, Iyarugt seemed to have a good relationship with Peak Sword. In the end, Grid turned to Biplonz, who was still leaning against the stone wall with his arms crossed. Hell’s beast demonic beast was afraid of him, and Sword Demon Iyarugt was wary of him.


  


  ‘But he’s not a bad person, so let’s keep an eye on him.’


  


  The immediate problem wasn’t Biplonz but the three dukes. He was also curious about the other prisoners present, but he had to leave quickly in case Edan discovered Limit’s death and came. “Biplonz, I’ll come back next time. Please be safe until then. I’ll give these keys back to you just in case.”


  


  “I am embarrassed but thank you.”


  


  Grid exchanged short goodbyes and escaped the Abyss with the dukes and Ke. Resh had already secured a list of prisoners, so the quest was a success. Simultaneously in the celestial palace, Grandmaster Zikfrector put aside the magic crystal ball he had been watching for a long time.


  


  “It was interrupted by Limit.”


  


  He hadn’t expected Grid to win against a duke after becoming transcendent.


  


  “I should’ve handled Limit in advance.”


  


  No, no. It was unlikely Grid would break through the hydra considering how he struggled with Limit.


  


  “I can only keep the promise next time.”


  


  He had been waiting for hundreds of years. Waiting a bit longer wasn’t a problem. A faint smile appeared on the grandmaster’s face as he turned his gaze outside the window. It was a hundred-year-old smile.




  Chapter 1070


  “Hold fast!”


  


  Grid’s movement speed reached the maximum as he escaped from the Abyss. The dukes’ condition was severe, and he used all types of means and methods to escape. Grid wanted to return to Reinhardt and ask Ruby to treat them.


  


  “Get lost!” 


  


  Grid killed the guards who blocked the way. His fourth stats awakening meant his attack power had increased by leaps and bounds. Every time the cooldown time ended, he used Quick Movements to overwhelm the guards while holding Basara in his arms.


  


  “Truly a great sword!” Ke shouted while following Grid aboard Overgeared Corn. Saliva splashed from his mouth every time, causing Overgeared Corn’s annoyance to reach the peak. He had to carry a male on his back, and this male was even splashing dirty saliva? Eventually, Overgeared Corn was unable to endure his anger and sped up, causing Ke’s face to turn white.


  


  “H-Hik! I’m dead! I’m going to die because of this horny thing!”


  


  The stalactites hanging like icicles from the ceiling started to break. It was the aftermath of a collision with Ke’s wide face.


  


  “A-Aigoo, this guy...”


  


  The ‘dead’ Ke finally fell flat. His face was swollen as he clung to Overgeared Corn’s back and held his breath. Only then did the disheveled Overgeared Corn follow Grid along the safe path. It was a breathless advance.


  


  “Pant... Pant...”


  


  Then the group finally succeeded in leaving the Abyss.


  


  “You must have suffered a lot. I will go to find my senior knight and finish the quest. Please don’t worry about the rewards and hurry to leave.”


  


  “Thank you for this work in many ways.”


  


  “What are you saying? I’m the grateful one. Thanks to Grid, I cleared the quest. I am greatly indebted to you.” There was no exaggeration in Resh’s words.


  


  This was a quest he shared with Grid and Coke, but he never would’ve been able to clear it without them. The demonkin Biplonz guarded the prison, and Sword Duke Limit had emerged after Biplonz was defeated. It would have been impossible to defeat them with the power of three high rankers. No, he wouldn’t have even reached the prison. It would have been hard to break through the guards when there was a narrow path that only one person could pass through at a time. This had been really good luck. The relationship that he developed with Coke through the Chivalry community...


  


  “I will surely repay your grace.”


  


  “First, buy us a meal. In any case, it is easy to meet people living in the same country.” Coke smiled at Resh.


  


  He wanted to get closer to Resh. Being in the same community meant they had the same interests. After all, Resh also had great strength, so it would be good if they became closer. Resh accepted it happily. “I’ll treat you several times. It is an honor to be able to meet you.”


  


  “If you meet us and get caught by Peak Sword, there will be a big mess. He will swear at you the moment he knows you are Korean.”


  


  “Haha... I’ll have to bear it.”


  


  “Good. Then I’ll see you next time.”


  


  Grid also liked Resh. He was a good player who gave off a great impression and had a humble personality. Grid wanted to continue the relationship with Resh and invite him to the Overgeared Guild. However, it wasn’t possible right now. Resh also had his own path.


  


  Grid left these regrets behind and urged Coke, “Let’s hurry, Coke.”


  


  The situation would become even harder if Edan’s army came forward. They couldn’t waste any more time. Yet at the moment that Grid turned his back to Resh... There was suddenly a harsh noise, and the ground shook violently. Soon after, a formation of horses appeared, covering the horizon. It wasn’t thousands but tens of thousands of horses.


  


  They were cavalry. Considering that the cost of raising one cavalryman was equal to the cost of raising 30 infantry, it was an unbelievable sight. The ranks of cavalry, that were so tight not even a needle could pass through, approached Grid’s group.


  


  “An army of the empire!”


  


  “I knew it would be like this.”


  


  Coke was dazed while Ke showed a scathing reaction. Ke reached out to the tight-faced Grid. “Don’t you know that the empire is an empire for a reason? The atrocities of the empire stemmed from its thoroughness. It is impossible to escape from the Abyss in the first place. Now let me see your sword. I want to see the sword before I am caught again.”


  


  “Break through,” Grid just ignored Ke and gave Coke an order. Yet he stopped as he was about to summon Noe and his other pets.


  


  “Lord Grenhal!”


  


  “Lady Basara!”


  


  “Morse, this idiot!”


  


  The tens of thousands of cavalrymen approaching Grid’s party were the soldiers of the three dukes. In other words, armed forces of a noble entered the capital where the emperor lived. It was a taboo. This alone was a sin. That’s why they were late. The retainers of Grenhal, Basara, and Morse rushed forward and knelt down tearfully in front of the dukes.


  


  “I sensed something, but I couldn’t run over right away!”


  


  “Forgive our incompetence!”


  


  “The imperial guards are chasing us! We need to escape straight away!”


  


  “Morse, this asshole! I told you to come back to the estate first! You went through this mess because you didn’t listen to me!!”


  


  “...”


  


  Who was this woman who kept swearing at Morse? Could a retainer show such an attitude to a duke of the empire? Grid turned away from the seemingly angry woman and carefully laid Basara down.


  


  “I am Overgeared King Grid.”


  


  “I know.” An old man called Lanford came forward. Armed with old armor, he represented the army of the Basara family, and his name flashed with a gold color. Not only that, there seemed to be a named NPC in each duke’s household. “On the day that Duke Basara returned from the Ruins of the War God, she told me about Your Majesty thorough magic communication.”


  


  The other dukes’ retainers were also aware of Grid. All of them respectfully bowed to Grid.


  


  “This time, Your Majesty rescued everyone. We are deeply grateful.”


  


  They weren’t stupid, so it was easy for them to guess the situation. Various circumstances explained the situation.


  


  “Thank you very much! The Grenhal Duchy will never forget today’s grace!”


  


  “Thank you very much! The Basara Duchy will never forget today’s grace!”


  


  “Thank you very much. The same is true for the Morse Duchy.


  


  Tens of thousands of soldiers cried out as the dukes’ retainers bowed in front of King Grid. They were cries filled with various emotions. The plains shook, and sounds echoed through the entrance of the Abyss.


  


  “I just helped my friends,” Grid responded as modestly as possible. In fact, he wanted to express his heart, but it wasn’t the right time. He should be patient for a more dramatic production.


  


  “King Grid...” Grenhal was touched by Grid’s words without knowing the situation and trembled. Edan had blinded him, but Grenhal could imagine Grid’s dignified appearance in his head. This was a king of great character. It was obvious how much the people of the Overgeared Kingdom would love Grid.


  


  “Sh... Shit...” Morse was unable to bear with the pain from his cut off limbs, and his eyes were red. This wasn’t the emperor their families had loyally served for generations. A person whom they had only known for a few days had saved them... Morse’s thoughts were complicated and confused in many ways.


  


  Meanwhile, Basara was still dazed. Just like in the prison, she stared at the distant sky with her mouth open. In this midst of this atmosphere, the knights urged them, “We have to hurry back to the estate.”


  


  They had to leave here quickly. They couldn’t fathom how things would turn out if there were a clash with imperial forces.


  


  


  “Send a letter to the Rebecca Church right away. If the elders of the church take action, the dukes’ bodies might be restored a bit.”


  


  Then it happened when the retainers were urging the soldiers to take care of the dukes.


  


  “Let’s go to Reinhardt,” Grid spoke up.


  


  “Why Reinhardt?”


  


  Reinhardt was the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom. Why should they go there? In front of the confused retainers, Grid unwittingly made a proud expression as he explained, “My sister is the Saintess.”


  


  “...!!”


  


  “My sister will be able to heal them.”


  


  “...!!”


  


  “Of course, it will be very hard for my sister, but she will definitely make the sacrifice for my friends. It will be very hard, but she will surely do it.”


  


  It was finally time to show off.


  


  Grid prompted an answer from the astonished retainers, “Will you believe in me?”


  


  “O-Of course!”


  


  It was a situation where every straw needed to be grasped. Additionally, Overgeared King Grid could be trusted. So, the retainers nodded immediately.


  


  Coke clicked his tongue inwardly. ‘People will be freaked out again...’


  


  Resh and Ke were terrified.


  


  ‘The dukes’ soldiers, who might be charged with treason, are willing to go to the Overgeared Kingdom... The flow is unusual.’


  


  ‘Are the nobles of the empire so easily swayed by the king of another nation? Has the world gone crazy after decades?’


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “It is really annoying,” 4th Imperial Prince Edan murmured. His face had long been distorted. “Why are you involved in imperial affairs?”


  


  In the downstream of the Ballua River, Edan—who had been tracking Rachel back to her estate—had been very happy. If he succeeded in capturing Rachel, all his factors of anxiety would be eliminated. However, the plan failed because of the interference of a third party.


  


  The Sword Saint—the black-haired man who wasn’t even on the same level as Piaro—had appeared to help Rachel. He knew the weaknesses of the magic machine and spread out his sword energy likes clouds, interrupting them and dragging out the time. It had been a long time since the magic machines reached the limit of their operating duration and stopped working.


  


  Edan had to pull out a sword and deal with Rachel himself. He was confident in winning a one-on-one match, but Kraugel’s swordsmanship—which contained a mystery ‘power despite being weak’—kept Edan at a disadvantage.


  


  ‘I shouldn’t have sent Limit.’


  


  Just before arriving here, the detection magic identifying intruders in the Abyss was activated. Edan was forced to send the fastest moving Limit. That was the problem. It would’ve been better to go back after taking care of Rachel together. In any case, the Abyss was guarded by Biplonz, and he thought that was enough.


  


  ‘I think this matter has become severely twisted.’ Edan clicked his tongue and launched his red energy.


  


  The target was Kraugel. Kraugel stepped back, but that was it. He didn’t release the sword in his hand.


  


  Edan’s judgment was quick. “I have to go and clean up the shit.”


  


  Right now, Rachel’s life wasn’t important. Every minute was precious, so it would be a waste of time to punish the Sword Saint hindering him. Edan recovered his sword and said goodbye to Rachel, “You were lucky. Let’s meet again next time.”


  


  “The next time we meet, you will be a traitor, not a prince.”


  


  “Kukuk, I don’t think so.”


  


  Since when had things become so twisted? Who was behind him?


  


  ‘What type of jerk...’ Edan barely suppressed his anger and left. He first planned to meet the grandmaster. 


  


  Soon there were only two people left. Rachel asked Kraugel, “How did you know to come and help me?”


  


  “Master gave me a hint on the way back from beating Berith.”


  


  He stated that he felt a strong red energy. It was unknown why, but Kirinus was very sensitive to the blood of the imperial family and knew the situation occurring inside the royal court. In the worst case, the dukes might suffer because someone had witnessed the dukes and Piaro together. Thus, he was to go to the capital and help them. This was the content of the hidden quest Kraugel had received. He wasn’t able to protect the other three dukes, but he was glad that he could protect Rachel.


  


  ‘...The rest.’


  


  Kraugel didn’t know why he had this idea that Grid would’ve rescued the remaining dukes. The reason for this feeling was Grid’s increase in level, which didn’t rise even after the Berith raid.


  


  ‘I will reach level 500 and 600 faster.’


  


  Kraugel had been the first player to reach level 100, and he obtained the Pioneer title. He had also been the first to achieve level 200 and 300. Now things had changed. He lost the benefits he’d had for a long time. Even so, why...?


  


  Kraugel felt more pleased than deprived. It was more appropriate to say that his passion was ignited.


  


  [Hidden Quest ★Support the Dukes ★ has been cleared.]


  


  [You have helped one duke.] 


  


  [You have gained one level from the quest reward.]


  


  [The quest rewards...]


  


  ....


  


  ...




  Chapter 1071


  “...?” The dukes’ retainers were confused after arriving at Reinhardt through Mass Teleport. It was because they had teleported to the king’s palace, not the middle of the city. They thought they would have to wait until after the king’s big ceremony, yet he returned so quietly...?


  


  ‘Why not hold an event?’


  


  The ruler of all countries, including the emperor of the empire. No, even a lord would make a big move. Every time they left the castle, they brought people together to carry out an event and praise them. It was propaganda to capture public sentiment. The ruler’s reason for going out might be trivial and personal, but it was easy to package it as a service and sacrifice for the people.


  


  Yet Grid didn’t take advantage of this great propaganda opportunity. This was despite the fact that he had returned with nobles of the empire.


  


  ‘I thought he would use bringing us back for propaganda, but he didn’t even hold a simple return ceremony...? Was he not interested in managing public sentiment?’


  


  Our king returned with dozens of imperial nobles. The nobles of the empire respect our king.


  


  It was a great way to spread positive thoughts among the people. This was a situation where it would be possible to produce a good performance. Yet Grid didn’t take advantage of it. Was it because he was short-sighted? No, he had established a kingdom alone. It was said that he was a traitor who defied the laws of the heavens, but his abilities couldn’t be doubted or denied. This wasn’t about being ignorant.


  


  Then a crazy thought made their eyes widen.


  


  ‘It is consideration for us!’


  


  The dukes’ retainers had committed a great sin. They dared to lead an army to invade the emperor’s territory and took out the dukes that the imperial family had locked up in the Abyss. It was an act of loyalty toward their owner, but this excuse was insufficient to make up for their sin as their master was the imperial family.


  


  ‘If it is known that we visited the Overgeared Kingdom as well...’


  


  ‘Regardless of the circumstances, there would be allegations that we conspired with the Overgeared Kingdom to betray the empire.’


  


  ‘The dukes’ position would be even worse. The Overgeared King secretly returned with this in mind.’


  


  ‘How many times have we received his grace...’


  


  Admiration and gratitude intersected. There was a strange excitement in the eyes of the retainers following Grid.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Sigh.”


  


  Grid led the dukes to their rooms and returned to his office. His mental fatigue was due to the events after the battle that required a high degree of concentration. He took off his armor and cloak, placed them in his inventory, and smiled at Lauel. “Thank you. You advised me that it was better not to publicize their visit to the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  “I can’t be negligent.” Lauel hadn’t been excited when he heard that Grid would return with 40,000 imperial cavalrymen and dozens of imperial nobles.


  


  It was likely that the position of the Overgeared Kingdom would greatly increase even if a small amount of this information was leaked. The dukes led tens of thousands of soldiers to visit the Overgeared Kingdom...? This little rumor would spark all types of speculations and cause the neighboring nations to fear the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  However, Lauel was patient. It was because the empire had a high probability of declaring the dukes as traitors.


  


  ‘The dukes shouldn’t be expelled. The dukes must preserve their power in order to become our strength.’


  


  It was a relationship that Grid had worked hard to build up. Thus, it should be used more thoroughly. Lauel thought so. Unlike Grid who was purely concerned about the dukes, Lauel perceived them as useful cards. Of course, Grid also knew this. Even so, he had no intention of criticizing Lauel. After all, this was Lauel’s role.


  


  Grid asked with a bitter smile, “Then Sehee... When will Ruby arrive?”


  


  “I’ve sent the Overgeared Shadows to escort them, and they should arrive in two hours.”


  


  “The Saintess class is a scam. I never dreamed she would be hunting at the Galgunos Temple.”


  


  “Of course, the class is great, but she also has excellent senses. I analyzed her movements during this period and found that she played the game very effectively. Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl both have talent in the game.”


  


  “Really? She isn’t like me at all...”


  


  Unlike her stupid brother, Sehee was smart. With a good personality and beautiful face, she was different from her brother. Sometimes he wondered if they were siblings since they were different in every way. Therefore, it was reassuring. How many times had he been glad that she didn’t resemble him? The moment that Grid thought this...


  


  “She looks just like you when she is angry.”


  


  “Eh?”


  


  “The two of you. When you are angry, your eyes and mouth look exactly the same. The rough tone is also the same.”


  


  “It doesn’t seem like a good thing,” Grid said. Then he quickly asked with a serious expression, “Can the dukes be fixed?”


  


  Sadness could be felt from his tone and expression. Grid was sincerely concerned about the dukes. They had only been together for a short time. However, they shared many experiences and stories, so they quickly became friendly. The shock he had experienced when he saw the dukes still remained.


  


  “Grenhal’s eyes were destroyed, and Morse’s limbs were shattered. That wise woman Basara has become a complete idiot.”


  


  They suffered too many wounds. A Saintess might be defined as a ‘person who creates miracles’, but was it possible to heal such major wounds? Grid had boasted in front of the dukes, but he was actually anxious. His promise that the Saintess could fix the dukes was probably to calm his own anxiety. 


  


  Lauel spoke with steady eyes, “The Saintess is someone who threatens even the authority of the goddess of light.”


  


  The biggest penalty of the Saintess class was the necessity to do dozens of good deeds every day. Lauel had already heard hundreds of times that Ruby had healed people with disabilities. It was a divine force that destroyed even the soul of a great demon. The system explained that it wasn’t the goddess of light’s power but a Saintess’ own aura.


  


  “The power of the Saintess is real. I think it is good to believe in her.”


  


  One day, somebody would pull down the fallen god. The new goddess of light would be born from this fall. This was Lauel’s guess. It meant the class of Saintess was extremely special, and it wasn’t difficult to estimate that it had the potential of a myth because its abilities could directly influence the worldview.


  


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  In front of the room where the dukes were lying, each retainer expressed their opinions.


  


  “The empress must be behind this event.”


  


  “That’s correct. It doesn’t make sense that Edan would do these things to the dukes just to cover up the truth. How could he do these extreme things without being completely insane? It is hard to see that Edan did this on his own.”


  


  “His Majesty has been giving power to the Five Pillars. Maybe he is using this opportunity to oust the dukes and increase the power of the imperial family...”


  


  “This is an unreasonable assumption. How will he handle the resistance of the nobles after touching the families of the founders? The emperor has been somewhat depressed since the empress died, but it is impossible for him to do this.”


  


  “That’s correct. Now is the time to worry about His Majesty. Maybe Prince Edan has already sinned against His Majesty. That’s why he could do this without any fear.”


  


  “What can Edan do to His Majesty? Edan’s talent is excellent but His Majesty is already complete, and he has the protection of the Five Pillars.


  


  “The pillars might’ve betrayed the empire. The problem is the grandmaster. We need to know if he has given any strength to Edan.”


  


  Whisper whisper.


  


  The retainers were speaking in low voices, but the dukes’ hearing capabilities had reached the highest limit. Morse lay in bed, listening to the voices outside and not missing a single word of the discussion. “Kukuk, it’s funny. No one knows that Edan is a completely crazy guy.” Their explanation was also lacking. It was too hard to give a laborious explanation. Honestly, it was hard to stay sane.


  


  “...Shit.” Morse looked down at his trembling limbs. No matter how hard he tried, there was no strength in his fingertips or his toes. It was natural since all the tendons were destroyed.


  


  “...Hat.” He could only laugh. He didn’t want to think about anything. He hadn’t expected to lose the use of his limbs one day. How could he have imagined that he would end up like this?


  


  “Shit... Shit...”


  


  The most disturbing point was that he was too helpless. Despite having fully grasped the weakness of the magic machine in the Berith raid, Morse hadn’t been able to cope with their ambush. The genes of the dukes who had served the royal family for hundreds of years were imprinted with the nature to submit at the right time.


  


  “Dammit!” Morse, who could only move his neck, hit the pillow with the back of his head. He honestly wanted to bury his head somewhere and die. Did he have to live as a vegetative person for the rest of his life? It was better to die. He had heard several rumors about the Saintess, but he wasn’t expecting anything. Even divine power that had risen to the highest level couldn’t cure permanent disabilities.


  


  While Morse was cursing, Grenhal lying on the opposite bed was just silent. “...”


  


  He was also feeling complicated.


  


  ‘It is shameful.’


  


  Why had he been loyal to his country and the imperial family? Was it true that he was loyal? If he were a true loyalist, he should’ve seen that the bloodline of the royal family was moving on the wrong path and held him to the right one. Yet that didn’t happen. He had been incompetent from the time he couldn’t protect Piaro. The wounds on his body weren’t as noble as heroic medals.


  


  “Shit! Shit! Kuaaaaak!”


  


  “...”


  


  Morse’s craziness gradually grew worse, and Grenhal’s expression steadily darkened. For both of them, reality was hell. Then just as they were going crazy… in this terrible despair...


  


  “Purification.”


  


  A bright light that was warmer than the sun surrounded the two people, and a calm feeling came over them. The spirits of the two men—intertwined with anger, resentment, pain, and futility—were instantly refreshed. Morse came to his senses and turned to the side with wide eyes.


  


  “Hello?”


  


  A beautiful girl with black hair was smiling.


  


  “...Ah.”


  


  Would there ever be another intense encounter like this in the world again? Morse glimpsed a halo from the girl. The darkness restraining his body melted in front of the light. However, this impression was short-lived.


  


  “...?”


  


  The girl waved her wooden staff. Her staff started to beat Morse’s limbs like a scarecrow at a training camp.


  


  “S-Saintess?” The retainers were shocked by the unexpected development and didn’t know what to do.


  


  “Huup! Uh! Uhit!” Then as he let out reflexive groans, one of Morse’s fingers moved. It was real and not an illusion. Everyone saw it. Grenhal’s retainers witnessed the miracle and sucked in a breath.


  


  ‘W-What will happen?’


  


  ‘Will the duke’s eyes have to be hit with that staff?’


  


  Why the eyes…?


  


  Their hatred for Edan grew even bigger. Grenhal’s retainers shed tears of blood. Additionally...


  


  “...Gulp!” Grenhal trembled with fear. He might’ve lost his eyes, but he could guess what was happening thanks to his developed senses. Grenhal fidgeted and eventually started snoring. He intended to buy time until he was ready by pretending to be asleep.


  


  Then another girl, who appeared to be the Saintess’ companion, poked his cheek with her finger. “This uncle is cute.”


  


  “...”
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  “This uncle is cute.”


  


  “T-This disrespect!”


  


  Even if the mantle of duke were stripped away, Grenhal’s power had accumulated over generations and was great. He was one of the best in the West Continent. If the imperial family abandoned Grenhal, he still had the power to build a nation if he could safely return to his territory. Yet this girl dared to poke their respected master’s cheek with her finger? It was a blasphemy that they had never imagined.


  


  “Daring to poke Duke Grenhal in the cheek...!”


  


  “Get your hands away immediately! You might be in the Saintess’ party but you should show the basic manners!”


  


  Some of the retainers roared. It felt like they would draw their sword at any moment, and all types of notification windows appeared in front of Sexy Schoolgirl.


  


  [You have fallen into the ‘fear’ state.]


  


  [You have fallen into the ‘oppressed’ state.]


  


  [You have fallen into the ‘chaotic’ state.]


  


  [The passive skill ‘Defender of the Miracle’ has allowed you to resist the ‘fear’ and ‘chaotic’ states.]


  


  [The effect of the passive skill ‘Person Who Put a Foot in the Miracle’ has reduced the duration of the ‘oppression’ state. Transfers the ‘oppression’ to the target for as long as the reduced time.]


  


  [The target has resisted.]


  


  [The target has resisted...]


  


  “...!” Grenhal's retainers were stunned. She didn’t shrink back and even confronted their momentum...? This weak-looking girl actually contained a powerful force.


  


  ‘She is a great talent. There is a reason she is accompanying the Saintess at this early age!’


  


  This was a country that hadn’t succumbed in the war with the empire. The Overgeared Kingdom was small but powerful. The retainers admired her, but it was only for a moment. They were still furious as they looked at Sexy Schoolgirl. Sexy Schoolgirl stuck out her tongue and laughed. “I’m sorry. This uncle is just too cute. Please excuse my rudeness.”


  


  “Eek...! You keep saying he is cute, cute! You know who he is yet you keep talking nonsense!”


  


  “What if I don’t know?”


  


  “...”


  


  She didn’t know...? The retainers didn’t know what to say and were at a loss for words. It didn’t matter. Sexy Schoolgirl Yerim stroked the hand of Grenhal who was lying asleep. It was a hand full of deep wounds.


  


  “I think you’ve been through a lot. It must be hard. Get some rest.”


  


  “...” Grenhal’s eyebrows trembled. Maybe it was because of this extremely harsh situation, but a few words of comfort from an unnamed girl stimulated Grenhal’s weakened heart. The imperial family, whom he had devoted his entire life to, had threatened him and turned a blind eye to him. Yet the king of a distant country protected him while its people comforted him. This was...


  


  “...” Grenhal’s eyes twitched slightly as he bit his lips.


  


  An existence who reigned at the top... It was only after being protected that he realized he was also an ordinary person.


  


  All sorts of thoughts shook his mind.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  ‘They’ve become friends.’ 


  


  At first glance, Sexy Schoolgirl Yerim was surrounded by imperial nobles. Ruby had felt anxious when she heard why she suddenly had to return to Reinhardt from hunting, but that mood had dissipated.


  


  ‘They will soon become closer.’  


  


  Saintess Ruby had a bit of a shy personality. She didn’t get close quickly to new acquaintances, so she was still unfamiliar with many Overgeared members. On the other hand, Sexy Schoolgirl was different. She always faced people with curiosity and was straightforward and bright. Thus, she quickly became friends with others. WIthout her, Ruby might still have yet to adapt to Satisfy.


  


  ‘I would’ve been hiding behind my brother’s back and not become interested in the game.’


  


  Although Ruby didn’t want her as a sister-in-law, her friend was really great. Ruby smiled while thinking this.


  


  “Uh...! Uit...!”


  


  She was still hitting Morse and continued to do so with the wooden staff in her hand.


  


  “M-Morse...” Morse’ retainers were restless. They thought they should stop the Saintess from assaulting their master but couldn’t because the Saintess wouldn’t commit senseless violence. A Saintess...


  


  It was the empire who interpreted the Saintess as the ‘agent of the goddess of light’ in the famous legend. For the empire, the Saintess was an incarnation of a god and an existence to be worshipped. There had long been rumors among the nobles of the empire about the Saintess who carried out many good deeds and miracles in the Overgeared Kingdom. It wasn’t yet clear if she was a legendary Saintess or heretic, but the person who recommended her was the Overgeared King. They had more trust than doubts.


  


  “...” In the tumultuous room, Ruby was quietly focused. In her vision, she saw a ‘red dot’ attached to Morse’s body. It showed the damaged body parts and was an effect derived from the skill ‘Regenerative Healing’ that Ruby gained when she reached level 180.


  


  [Regenerative Healing Lv. 3]


  


  [Activates the ‘Hand of Kindness’ to promote the regeneration of wounds with abnormal physical conditions.


  


  * If the target is a player: 


  


  The moment the Hand of Kindness touches the wound area, the wound is restored. If the physical injury is a ‘cut’, the Hand of Kindness must touch the body for at least 10 seconds. 


  


  *If the target is a pet or a player’s pet: 


  


  The Hand of Kindness must touch the wound for 3 seconds for the wound to recover. If the physical injury is a ‘cut’, the Hand of Kindness must be in contact with the body for 20 seconds. The health of the target will be restored while the Hand of Kindness is in contact with the target.


  


  * If the target is a NPC: 


  


  The Hand of Kindness must touch the wound several times for the wound to recover. The number of touches depends on the severity of the injury. If the physical injury is a ‘cut’, it can’t be healed with the current skill level. 


  


  Skill Mana Cost: 3,000 per second. Or 3,000 per use.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: None.]


  


  A skill that could only be activated through touch was a bit difficult to use in combat. Furthermore, the mana cost was very large, especially for players who used a number of skills. Therefore, Ruby wasn’t able to take advantage of the skill. It was a skill that could only be used during her daily quest ‘Good Deeds.’


  


  However, that story changed after the Berith raid. The extraordinary reward obtained for annihilating Berith’s soul was to evolve the Wooden Staff one step further.


  


  [+7 Wooden Staff]


  


  [Rating: Unique (Transcendent)


  


  Durability: 830/830  Attack Power/Defense: 733


  


  * All stats apart from intelligence increased by 200.


  


  * Intelligence increased by 300.


  


  A staff made of unidentified wood. It is very hard and can’t be cut by a sword.


  


  *All healing effects +7%.


  


  * Grants a random buff to two party members every 5 minutes.


  


  * Deletes a party member’s debuff every minute.


  


  * 10% reduction in the resource consumption of all skills.


  


  * Hand of Kindness can be given. Damage can be eliminated when Hand of Kindness is used. 


  


  


  * 10% increase in the effect of Hand of Kindness. 


  


  Conditions of Use: Saintess.


  


  Weight: 180]


  


  It had a very ordinary name and appearance, but it was the only weapon of the Saintess. Grid had enhanced it to +9, but this was lost after Ruby tried enhancing it further. After learning that the enhancement value was reset every time the rating evolved, she became satisfied with a +7 enhancement.


  


  This staff originally only had one option, ‘increase all stats.’ However, like other players, Ruby had grown. She had gained many achievements from the repetition of her daily good deeds, and she had gained hidden pieces from doing hidden quests and leveling up. She had also destroyed the souls of the great demons Belial and Berith.


  


  Every time Ruby grew, so did the staff. The staff now had seven options including the stats upgrade, all of which seemed like treasures. If anybody who knew the game saw these fraudulent options, they would suspect that Chairman Lim Cheolho was the grandfather of the Grid siblings. 


  


  In particular, Ruby liked the Hand of Kindness option. In addition to Regenerative Healing, Hand of Kindness was activated with the skills ‘Strengthening Healing’ and ‘Waves of Punishment.’ When using Hand of Kindness directly, it was difficult to actually utilize it because the premise was that she should approach the target. Now that the staff could be used as a mediator, a distance of 2 meters was secured, and it was relatively easier to use.


  


  ‘Who did this...’


  


  Despite using Hand of Kindness with the staff to touch his wounds dozens of times, the red dots imprinted on Morse’s body didn’t fade away. This meant that Morse’s wounds were deep, and Ruby’s heart grew heavier. Just imagining how much pain Morse might have suffered caused her to be in distress. If she didn’t restrain herself, she would be crying tears of fear.


  


  “...” Morse was staring at Ruby.


  


  Why was she making a face like she was going to cry? He was just a stranger. Why was she grieving for him?


  


  ‘This is... a Saintess...’


  


  ...A person who gave lifelong service and devotion to others. Morse hadn’t liked the legendary Saintess very much. She seemed like a so-called pushover. Life was short, and one should live for themselves and their family. Why should they take care of others? He even laughed at those who admired the Saintess, but that wasn’t the case anymore. Her kindness was healing the scars of his heart.


  


  “...”


  


  He felt like he had fallen to the hell of despair and was then pulled up. Her goodwill was saving his life.


  


  ‘Now... I understand...’


  


  This was why so many people admired the Saintess. A smile appeared on Morse’s face at the realization. His eyes that were as sharp as a beast’s became gentle. He declared, “If I recover, I will surely—”


  


  “...?”


  


  “I want to protect you by your side.”


  


  “Huh?”


  


  What was going on all of a sudden? The confused Ruby’s hands fell. The staff missed the red dot it should’ve hit.


  


  “Eek!” Morse’s piercing scream rang through the room.


  


  “Drung...” Grenhal, who woke up from his thoughts, started snoring again. 


  


  “...” For a moment, an awkward silence swirled around the room.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  [Regenerative Healing was successful!]


  


  [The target's wound has been fully recovered!]


  


  “That’s it!” Ruby exclaimed with joy. Her thin neck, collarbone, and face were covered with sweat. It had taken six long hours. She had repeatedly rested and healed the two dukes, so it was natural to be exhausted.


  


  “Waaahhhhhhhh!”


  


  “Congratulations on your recovery!”


  


  “Thank you! Thank you, Saintess!”


  


  The retainers cheered. Grenhal’s eyes, which had been covered with dark scars and lost their light, reopened while Morse’s limbs were restored to normal. Everyone present had witnessed a miracle. Even though their masters might not recover completely, the retainers were happy as long as their masters could see and walk on their feet. They felt so grateful to Ruby that they had an urge to pull out their gallbladders and everything else to give to her.


  


  Ruby felt just as much joy as them. It was an indescribable happiness to be able to correct the misfortune of others. 


  


  ‘If my brother had met someone like that in the past...’


  


  Notification windows were rising continuously in Ruby’s vision.


  


  [You have healed the great noblemen of the empire, strong representatives of the current age. It is an achievement that will remain in history!]


  


  [Reputation throughout the continent will rise by 8,000.]


  


  [You have become a very important person. You won’t fall down easily. The special reward has increased your maximum health by 10,000.]


  


  [Affinity with Duke ‘Morse’ of the Saharan Empire has reached the maximum.]


  


  [Morse is willing to live for you.]


  


  [Affinity with Duke ‘Grenhal’ of the Saharan Empire has reached the maximum.]


  


  [Grenhal wants to give you many things.]


  


  She didn’t know about anything else, but it was really good to improve her health. It seemed that she wouldn’t die easily now. Then someone stroked Ruby’s hair.


  


  “Thanks for the hard work.” It was Grid. He was smiling as he watched his sister from afar, not wanting to disturb her. “What do you think about healing Duke Basara?”


  


  “Her wounds are different, so I think I need to look a bit more closely.”


  


  Facing the gazes of those filled with anticipation, Ruby approached Basara who was lying down, staring silently at the ceiling. Then Grenhal and Morse approached Grid and bowed to him.


  


  “I promise that our family will always repay the grace of the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  “More than that... I’m glad you have recovered.”


  


  “Your Majesty...”


  


  “Take a break. Won’t you return to the empire as soon as Duke Basara is restored?”


  


  “No. I want to be near Duke Basara, but time is pressing. We need to go to the empire right now. I’m afraid His Majesty might be hit.”


  


  Edan was running completely wild. It wouldn’t be strange for him to harm the emperor since there was a hidden card Edan seemed to believe in. They were particularly concerned about the grandmaster.


  


  “It is our duty to protect the imperial family. First, we should try to fix the royal family.”


  


  “Take care. I will cheer for you from afar because I can’t get involved... Huh?”


  


  What was he worried about? The dukes exchanged meaningful glances at Grid’s words and bowed low to their waist. Then they promised to meet Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl again before urging their subordinates.


  


  “Go to the capital. If you detect even the slightest thing suspicious, immediately return to our territory and raise the entire army.”


  


  “Yes!”


  


  This was right before the storm. Many things would change. At the center of the changes were the Grid brother and sister.


  


  “Hihit! Hi, Oppa!”


  


  “G-Get off.”


  


  ...Oh, Sexy Schoolgirl as well.
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  “Fourth Prince Edan captured Dukes Grenhal, Morse, and Basara and imprisoned them in the Abyss. The soldiers of the three dukes ignored the warnings and advanced to the capital, but they disappeared immediately upon arrival. The Tower of Eternity reported sensing a large-scale Mass Teleport.”


  


  In the imperial capital, Titan...


  


  Emperor Juander returned only to receive ridiculous news. When he found out the situation, he immediately ordered, “Release the dukes and deem Edan a traitor.”


  


  Long sentences weren’t necessary. The moment he was proclaimed a traitor, Edan was deprived of all rights. All the troops in Titan moved in unison. Thousands of soldiers entered Edan’s palace and confiscated all of his property. The property naturally included his army. All of his forces, including the magic machines unit, was under the emperor’s control. However, the four operable magic machines had already disappeared.


  


  “Damn bastard! Get out of here! I am the empress of the empire! I am the mother of the future emperor! How dare you, soldiers of the empire, block my way?”


  


  The palace of Empress Marie was also besieged by thousands of soldiers. The empress had immediately rushed to find the emperor when she heard her son had been declared a traitor, but the knights stopped her.


  


  “Are you saying a traitor will become the emperor? He committed treason. Treason. Please be careful with your words.”


  


  “W-What? A mere guard dares to...!”


  


  “The empress seems to be very agitated. Please take her inside.”


  


  “Yes!”


  


  “Let go! Let go of me!”


  


  The knights didn’t blink no matter how loudly the empress raised her voice. Did they know she was the real murderer of Empress Aria? No, they didn’t know. The emperor had yet to announce the truth. Nevertheless, the attitude of the knights was apathetic because they were imperial knights. The imperial knights were the emperor’s knights. The other person wasn’t important when carrying out the emperor’s orders. No matter who it was, they only carried out the emperor’s will.


  


  “Marquis Aileen?”


  


  “There is news that he immediately left the capital after Edan was declared a traitor. We’ve already dispatched 5,000 people to chase him.”


  


  “5,000 aren’t enough. Send an additional 10,000 troops and contact the generals of each army to march to Marquis Aileen’s territory.”


  


  “Yes!”


  


  Armored Cavalryman Chensler was the only imperial knight among the Five Pillars, and he actively started eradicating the traitors. He thoroughly used the military power entrusted to him by the emperor to pressure the faction of Edan and the empress. It was his judgment that the forces who helped Edan had to be thoroughly trampled in advance. The handling of the Red Knights was in the same vein. There were doubts about them because Sword Duke Limit was part of the empress’ faction.


  


  “What about the Sword Duke and the Red Knights?”


  


  “The whereabouts of the Sword Duke are unknown. However, the rest of the knights are gathered in the barracks. I have sent an official letter to the Neo Red Knights to punish them, and news should be forthcoming.”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  Obviously, the Red Knights were also loyal to the empire and the imperial family. The problem was that Limit, the leader of the Red Knights, was a traitor. Since Limit had contaminated the Red Knights’ thoughts, it was better to handle all of them so they didn’t become a variable later on. The Red Knights’ skills were outstanding, but they weren’t a match for the Neo Red Knights that the grandmaster had been involved in training.


  


  “Did the Sword Duke escape with Edan?”


  


  In fact, the empress’s palace and the Red Knights were all additional factors. The greatest sinners were Empress Marie, Edan, and Sword Duke Limit. Additionally, the magic machines had to be obtained unconditionally. They couldn’t be missed.


  


  “Hurry,” Chensler urged the soldiers.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “How interesting.”


  


  Bain, the emperor’s shadow and one of the Five Pillars, had come to visit the Abyss. It was to carry out the order to release the dukes. Yet there were no dukes in the Abyss. Remnants of sword energy floated in the darkness like stars. It was the Sword Duke’s sword energy.


  


  “Limit is dead?”


  


  “Yes, he ran over after noticing the intruder wanted to escape with the dukes and died.”


  


  This was the answer from the chief guard, Biplonz—a mysterious demonkin whose identity was unknown even to Bain. Only the emperor and the grandmaster knew Biplonz’s identity. Even Biplonz himself didn’t know, but Bain wasn’t interested.


  


  “Who was the intruder?”


  


  Only the Five Pillars in the empire could break through the Abyss and kill Limit. However, none of the Five Pillars would do such a thing. First, Kyle and Chensler were dogs who only moved according to the emperor’s orders. They couldn’t have recognized and resolved a problem the emperor didn’t know about. Magician King Goldhit was stuck in the Tower of Eternity, and Grandmaster Zikfrector wasn’t someone who would engage in this trivial matter.


  


  “Outsiders.” 


  


  Bain guessed easily, “The continent’s best spearman, the descendant of the Undefeated King, the recluse of Grenier, the childless specter, Mercedes…” 


  


  He listed the strong people outside the empire one by one, and there were 13 people. Surprisingly, among them was...


  


  “The Overgeared King.”


  


  Grid was also included. In Satisfy’s world view, Grid was now perceived as a ‘powerhouse of the continent.’ 


  


  Biplonz shrugged. “Who knows? He never told me his name. I didn’t share personal information with the intruder, so how should I know his identity? In the first place, I fell down as soon as I started fighting to protect the keys. Limit was dead when I got up.”


  


  “You have a long tongue because you keep lying. Well, it doesn’t matter if you answer or not. Someone already knows the answer.” Bain turned his attention to various parts of the Abyss covered in darkness. He glanced at exactly 14 places. They were the locations of the surveillance spells that the grandmaster had secretly installed.


  


  Bain sniffed. ‘Smelly guy.’


  


  From the very first day Bain saw the grandmaster, he had smelled a terrible stench. Well, it didn’t matter to him what the grandmaster was up to. He just had to protect the emperor’s back until he got what he wanted. He would always protect the emperor in order to achieve his will, even if the grandmaster suddenly revealed his true colors and threatened the emperor.


  


  It was a leap. Bain disappeared from Biplonz’ vision in an instant and left the tunnel. Biplonz was left behind and clicked his tongue. “I couldn’t see it. Humans are truly scary...”


  


  Then... Bain escaped from the Abyss and gave an order to empty air, “Look for traces of the dukes.”


  


  ‘Eclipse’ started moving.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  It happened when Bain was going to report to the emperor what happened in the Abyss.


  


  “I’m glad you’re safe.”


  


  Two of the missing dukes returned. They were Grenhal and Morse, who looked well. The emperor stood up and greeted them, only to feel a sense of alienation. The wounds that could be seen on Grenhal’s body were gone. Was this someone else disguised as Grenhal? No, it truly was Grenhal.


  


  The emperor operated his red energy and was able to gain some insight.


  


  


  “I think many things have happened.”


  


  The wounds on Grenhal’s body weren’t simply scars. They were badges of loyalty to the emperor and the empire. The way that they were erased wasn’t important. However, the fact that they were erased was important. It was proof that Grenhal’s loyalty to the empire had weakened.


  


  “Who helped you?”


  


  “The Overgeared King.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “There is a truth I have to tell you before explaining our relationship with the Overgeared King.”


  


  “If it is about Marie, I now know that she worked with the Yatan Church to murder the empress.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “Some time ago, Benoit told me.”


  


  “I see...”


  


  “I’m ashamed. Without knowing her true identity, I hid in the empress’ skirt as she made the country sick and eventually endangered the nobles.”


  


  The emperor didn’t bother with the matter of the dukes’ soldiers marching to the capital. It was natural. The emperor didn’t want to lose the few remaining dukes. Now that the imperial family was in great turmoil, he needed the power of the dukes to rally the wandering nobles. Grenhal and Morse knew this as well.


  


  ‘Your hair has become completely white...’


  


  The emperor, who he hadn’t met for a long time, now had completely white hair. The blood of the founding emperor, Saharan, ran deep in him. Yet the only ‘natural born transcendent’ was becoming helpless before time like ordinary humans. Grenhal’s heart was heavy when he saw how great a mental pain the emperor must’ve suffered after learning the truth.


  


  ‘I have to support His Majesty. I can’t let the country that my ancestors built—that my father and previous family generations guarded—to collapse.’


  


  In fact, Grenhal had been feeling troubled whilst on the way here. Maybe it would be right to leave the empire. This was the aftermath of being captivated by Grid.


  


  However, he changed his mind at this moment. As Grenhal faced the cold reality, his shaking heart stabilized. He stared at the emperor and knelt down. “Your Majesty, please reveal Marie’s sins and impose the greatest penalty on both Marie and Edan. Only then will the nobles feel reassured that the imperial family’s discipline is sufficient.”


  


  The biggest penalty was not to kill them. The greatest punishment of the Saharan Empire was to place sinners in the Abyss and make them die after a long time in despair. Moreover, in the present era, Emperor Juander hadn’t locked a single prisoner in the Abyss. He didn’t think of it even when Piaro betrayed him, and he ended up executing all of Piaro’s family members.


  


  The Abyss wasn’t that easy to approach. That’s why Edan was immediately declared a traitor. Edan’s action of locking the dukes in the Abyss was unforgivable to any noble, and the emperor abandoned his son without hesitation. If he showed a bit of hesitation, then he would’ve brought the distrust and resistance of the nobles on him.


  


  The current situation was the same. It was time to show his courage. The woman he loved, who was the mother of his child, and his child...


  


  “Justice is right. I will reveal the sins of both people and then lock them up in the Abyss.”


  


  Emperor Juander would send them to the place his father had proclaimed as the ‘hell of another world’ before Juander actually became emperor. This way the nobles, including the dukes, would support the emperor, and the broken reign of the royal family would rise again. This was the moment when the emperor controlled his bitterness.


  


  “Your Majesty! There is news that the armies advancing to Aileen are being defeated in various places!” Chancellor Velmont rushed in to report.


  


  “...!”


  


  “...!”


  


  The dukes’ eyes widened. The imperial family was currently operating the troops at a very rapid pace. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the moment the emperor returned, troops from all over the country marched to Marquis Aileen. Yet Marquis Aileen, who was being chased, read their movements and destroyed the army before even arriving at home...?


  


  Vermont told the shocked emperor and dukes a shocking fact, “It is the work of the Valhalla Kingdom.”


  


  “What?”


  


  That’s right. For Sima Qian of the East Continent whom even the grandmaster was interested in, the chaos of the empire was a great opportunity. As such, he didn’t miss this great opportunity. He planned to shatter the empire and take some of the land for Valhalla.


  


  A truce between the empire and Valhalla...? Valhalla's agreement was with the grandmaster, not the empire. In the past, the grandmaster met Ares and Sima Qian in the Celestial Palace and told them, “We will be good partners.”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [You have detected the evil aura eating away at the spirit of the target!]


  


  [Your power has succeeded in denying the gods!]


  


  [The spirit of the target has been fully restored!]


  


  [You have healed a legitimate bloodline of the great empire. Your reputation will rise greatly every time the healing target ‘Basara’ makes a great achievement in the future.]


  


  [There is a close bond between you and the Saharan imperial family. Some of the imperial family will show a great liking toward you while others might hate you.]


  


  [Affinity with Duke ‘Basara’ of the Saharan Empire has reached the maximum.]


  


  In the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom, Reinhardt...


  


  Duke Basara opened her eyes. It was thanks to Lady Ruby who spent all day by her side treating her.


  


  “Worse than dogs,” Grid swore when Ruby confirmed that God Yatan’s energy was eating at Basara’s spirit.


  


  The empress had already poisoned Asmophel with the Yatan Essence and made many people, including Piaro, unhappy. Edan had known this and tried to do the same thing again. Thus, he didn’t seem to be human at all.


  


  ‘I have to start.’


  


  Grid hadn’t been able to focus on anything because he had been worried about the dukes. Now that the last remaining duke—Basara—was healed, Grid could feel relieved and finally decided to do what he had been putting off.


  


  ‘Create a new mineral.’


  


  Pavranium—it was the symbol of Pagma and a class-only item. Now it was time for Grid’s symbol.


  


  “Sigh,” Grid breathed deeply and focused as he pulled out all his materials and equipment from the inventory and placed them on the table. What would be the best four minerals to combine with pavranium? For the best result, Grid needed to think carefully.


  


  ‘First of all, there must be the insane dragon iron.’


  


  This was a mineral that naturally occurred in the nest of the insane dragon Nevartan. It had the nature of proliferating once every ten days. Currently, the total amount of pavranium was only enough to make one sword, but the total amount of the new mineral that Grid would create would grow over time. While most hidden classes only had a single item, Grid could theoretically have dozens or hundreds of exclusive items.




  Chapter 1074


  Care was necessary when choosing a production material. The excellent options attributed to minerals meant that if the basic properties of hardness, strength, ductility, brittleness, and so on were overlooked, the work would be less complete. It was like seeing a diamond described as ‘very hard’ and using it as a sword material. No matter how powerful the sword was, what was the point if it would shatter after swinging it once or twice?


  


  ‘It is different this time. I don’t have to think too much and can choose to focus on performance.’


  


  The essential material for the newly evolved Mineral Creation skill was pavranium. Pavranium’s durability wasn’t infinite, but this problem had already been solved. Grid chose the insane dragon iron as one of the four minerals to be combined with pavranium and planned to consider the remaining three minerals which had no great restrictions. He didn’t need everything and would use something good without fail.


  


  The medium and top minerals that could be obtained easily were excluded from the candidates. Minerals that couldn’t be obtained with money, time, and force. He had to use the extremely high-grade minerals that could only be obtained when luck followed.


  


  ‘The insane dragon bead and insane dragon stone are exceptions. I must be vigilant about the characteristics of suppression and rampage.’


  


  Like the insane dragon iron, the insane dragon stone and insane dragon bead were minerals affected by Nevartan’s madness. The insane dragon stone could suppress the mineral’s inherent properties when mixed with other minerals while the insane dragon bed had the ability to multiply the mineral’s properties when mixed with other minerals. Suppression threatened to undermine the peculiarity of pavranium, and there was a danger that rampage would be hard to control.


  


  ‘I don’t know what will happen if pavranium’s ego is amplified... Wait? Ah, this sucks.’


  


  Grid became more troubled. It was because he sensed that the mineral sorting would be much more difficult than expected.


  


  ‘It isn’t just suppression and rampage. I have to avoid any big bias of the properties themselves.’


  


  The new mineral to be created was different from pavranium. It would be better than pavranium, and the quantity wasn’t limited. Instead, it would increase gradually. This meant it could be used actively. Grid would be using it as a material for all the items he would produce in the future, so distinct properties were likely to be poisonous.


  


  ‘Oh, it’s rotten...’


  


  Grid examined the minerals and various weapons on the table. There were so many varieties that there wasn’t enough room on the table where 20 people could sit at side by side. Several items lying on the ground were at least of the unique rating. It was a scene that would stun anyone who saw it.


  


  ‘Originally, I planned to disassemble the Holy Light set to get adamantium and use it as a material for Mineral Creation...’


  


  As mentioned earlier, the properties wouldn’t be too strong. Minerals with the ultimate divine power were difficult to use as materials for items with unclean attributes. Even if the production process was successful, there was a possibility that conflicts would occur in the process of imprinting options. The basic performance would come out as expected, but the options would be garbage.


  


  ‘In the same vein, I need to exclude the by-products of the great demons. Let’s aim for getting no properties as much as possible.’


  


  Simply put, the newly created mineral should be like dough. The color of the dough itself was white and light, but different dishes could be made depending on what ingredients were put in and the recipe used. The created mineral would be a framework for making different types of items. It would be used as a material for all types of items, and it was ideal to give it a property appropriate to the situation at the time. Therefore, the created mineral itself should have no property. If the quantity was limited, like pavranium, it could maximize the power by attaching as many attributes as possible.


  


  “Kuoong...” Wrinkles appeared on Grid’s face.


  


  The higher the level of the mineral, the more pronounced the properties would be.


  


  ‘The best mineral with no attribute is blue orichalcum.’


  


  Blue orichalcum was a mineral born with the power of moonlight and the magic power of the Guardian of the Forest. Additional features like ‘strengthened in dark places’, ‘lightning’, and ‘cutting power’ resulted from this, but it didn’t have properties such as the four elements, divine power, or demonic power.


  


  Additionally, blue orichalcum was the strongest mineral. It might be less impactful than adamantium—which contained the ultimate divine power—or blood stone which was the mineral of hell, but there were no problems compared to other minerals of its class.


  


  Great demons and fallen gods...


  


  It was hard to say if this world was worse than the divine realm or hell. Blue orichalcum was hard to find in the first place. They had to defeat the Guardian of the Forest of the Forest. It was a boss monster that spawned in the Overgeared territory, so it was monopolized by the Overgeared Guild. For the general public, blue orichalcum was as hard to find as a star in the sky.


  


  ‘Yes, there is nothing wrong with the value and performance of the blue orichalcum. Just...’


  


  [Blue Orichalcum]


  


  [Orichalcum is a mineral born with the power of moonlight and the Guardian of the Forest. 


  


  It is impossible to erode the Guardian of the Forest’s magic power, but it has the best hardness and strength among all minerals.


  


  It is lightweight and becomes much stronger in darkness.


  


  Weight: 3]


  


  The reason why the blue orichalcum had no properties was that the nature of the magic power was unable to be eroded.


  


  ‘I will be ruined if I use this as a material for Mineral Creation.’


  


  The reason for granting properties was to increase the utilization of the minerals. It would be the end if he used blue orichalcum where other magic power couldn’t be given to it.


  


  ‘Sometimes I will need to give magic to the items I make with the new mineral.’


  


  He fell into a swamp. The longer he thought about it, the deeper his distress and confusion became. The moment Grid started to get a headache and the phrase ‘long-term use of Satisfy could be harmful to health’ passed through his mind...


  


  “Ah.”


  


  Grid was reminded of a talent that would’ve completely ripened. Minor—he was a minerals detector who had helped Grid find special materials such as pavranium and the insane dragon iron. His minerals knowledge came from Grid forcing him to study minerals for 10 years, and he was now almost at the sage level.  


  *** 


  


  In the meeting room...


  


  “What is the best mineral with no properties?”


  


  The savior ran over at Grid’s call. Well, no, Minor walked over and gave the answer, “It is naturally black mithril.”


  


  “...”


  


  The years had gone by really quickly. The 13-year-old when Grid first met was now in his mid-20s with a handsome beard. Grid, who met Minor for the first time in ages after the exploration of the insane dragon iron, was deeply moved. On the other hand, Minor wasn’t very happy.


  


  [Talent will Reveal Itself (SS)]


  


  [A talent that one person per 10 million people will have.


  


  No matter how you try to hide, your talent will reveal itself to others. It is your destiny to live a life being scouted by others. You will inevitably receive a lot of temptations.


  


  Your stats will grow very quickly, and you will become arrogant.] 


  


  Minor believed that all the riches he enjoyed today were due to his own ability. He thought the only monarch who could rule over him was the emperor. To him, Grid was always lacking. It wasn’t enough for a genius like himself to be forced to study minerals. He was also placed as the general manager of a weird organization called the Minerals Detection Department.


  


  Yet Minor didn’t betray Grid. He always grumbled, but he faithfully followed Grid’s orders. The reason was that his respect overshadowed the ‘Talent will Reveal Itself’ trait. Minor tried not to show it, but he had a lot of respect for Grid. A commoner like himself established and led the country. He had to feel respectful toward Grid.


  


  This was why Minor had ignored all scouting proposals from other countries that came to him over the years. If the empire—not another country—had tried to recruit him, he would’ve turned his back on the Overgeared Kingdom. Unfortunately for him, that didn’t happen.


  


  “Black mithril?”


  


  


  Minor, who had fallen to distraction after seeing Grid, regained his senses. 


  


  He nodded at Grid’s question. “Yes, black mithril is as strong as ordinary mithril, but its hardness is comparable to that of blue orichalcum. It is called ‘black’ because it doesn’t have divine power like normal mithril, not because its color is black. Black mithril doesn’t have any divine power. It is empty.”


  


  Minor raised his lips after speaking. It was a very good smile. “Well, a layman like Your Majesty wouldn’t know, but this is a hidden secret. The imperial family has been using black mithril for generations.”


  


  “I know. Black mithril is like white paper and absorbs any property well. Isn’t that why it is noticed by the empire?”


  


  “How do you...?”


  


  “The material of the armor worn by the Red Knights is made of black mithril that contains red energy.”


  


  “How do you know that?”


  


  “I know by killing a Red Knight.”


  


  “Truly, Your Majesty... As the king of a small country, you run around every day and gain a lot of knowledge.”


  


  “Don’t be sarcastic and continue with what you’re saying. I’ll teach you a lesson afterward.”


  


  “...I’m praising you.”


  


  ‘Cute guy.’ Grid smiled mischievously every time he met Minor. It was cute to see how this person worked well, despite all his grumbling. In fact, he became very fond of Minor during the insane dragon iron expedition. At the time, he saw the feeling of ‘respect’ on Minor’s status window after discovering the insane dragon iron. It was nice to see a talent respect him. This was to the point that the impoliteness was attractive.


  


  “The reason why black mithril is the best no properties mineral is that blankness you just mentioned. It has less natural power than blue orichalcum which is stronger in the darkness and can cut anything, but it can transcend the mineral adamantium depending on how it is harmonized.”


  


  “Hrmm...” Grid, who had peeked at the true nature of the gods, couldn’t deny Minor’s words. It was wrong to say that minerals of human descent were unconditionally inferior to a mineral of the gods.


  


  ‘Okay. Then the second one is black mithril.’


  


  Considering that the concept of the created mineral was to be the ‘framework’ of all future items, black mithril was a truly ideal mineral. Grid’s creative mineral would play a role in maximizing the properties whenever new properties were added to future items.


  


  There was just one problem. He had no black mithril. Grid only owned one piece of black mithril, and it had been a long time since he used it as a material for Mercedes’ armor. Regardless of the usefulness for Mineral Creation, he was unwilling to break down a myth rated item.


  


  ‘Can Minor obtain it?’ Grid thought. 


  


  Then he explained his question in detail, “I’m going to create a new mineral by mixing two more minerals together with pavranium, insane dragon iron, and black mithril. What type of minerals do you feel will fit it? What about the other two minerals?”


  


  “You are planning to multiply it indefinitely and use it for a variety of battle gear. That’s why you are looking for a mineral with no attributes,” Minor said with an interested expression. “Of course, they are adamantium and blood stone. They are the best minerals that represent the realm of the gods and hell. I can’t think of alternatives. Adamantium can be obtained by melting the shining armor that Your Majesty wore before, and blood stone is obtained by melting the transparent red sword.”


  


  “...Then remove their properties with the insane dragon stone.”


  


  “Yes, they are such great minerals that they will be superior to blue orichalcum even if their properties are removed. Ask me again what are the best minerals with no attributes. I’ll answer that it isn’t black mithril but adamantium and blood stone with their properties removed.


  


  Grid had the hammer and anvil made of the insane dragon stone. It was possible to use them to remove the properties of adamantium and blood stone. However, there was another problem. Adamantium only required disassembling the unused Holy Light Armor, but in order to obtain blood stone, he had to disassemble the World Crushing Sword of the Noble White Tiger. That was the sword Mercedes was using. It was even a myth rated item, so he didn’t want to break it down.


  


  Grid pointed out Berith’s by-products to Minor. “Is there anything among them that could replace blood stone?”


  


  “...?” Minor picked up Berith’s Hoof and looked bewildered. 


  


  “Does this look harder than blood stone?”


  


  “...I think so.”


  


  Then there was only one thing left to do.


  


  “Okay, go and get black mithril,” Grid said.


  


  “Huh? What did you say just now?”


  


  “Obtain black mithril.” 


  


  “Do you know that the empire is using black mithril with red energy injected? Think about it. The route to securing black mithril should be monopolized by the empire. How can I obtain it when it is managed by a huge workforce or, at worst, directly controlled by the imperial family? Yet I have to go and obtain it?”


  


  “Certainly... It could be hard for you. Then I’ll obtain it.”


  


  “Did you hear me just now? It means death!”


  


  “Didn’t I say I wouldn’t send you and will obtain it myself?”


  


  “Then Your Majesty will die!!”


  


  “I won’t die. I might be able to find a solution if I ask a duke of the empire.”


  


  “Did you eat something wrong today? Who will you ask?”


  


  Minor wasn’t a senior noble. He was acquainted with Grid and played a large role relating to minerals, but he wasn’t in an important position from a nation perspective. So, he didn’t know much. Minor didn’t know that Grid had established a great friendship with the imperial dukes at the Ruins of the War God and then defeated the great demon together. Neither did he know that Grid had rescued and treated the dukes of the empire.


  


  The most recent news he heard about Grid was that he had killed Sky King Rigal. Minor wondered if Grid had gone crazy. “Damn, I’ll just infiltrate the empire. I am a talent, so I’ll be welcomed by them. I’ll go and get some work, collect information, and find out the location of black mithril. It will take 10 or 20 years, so just wait until then.”


  


  “Wow, look at this guy. You are trying to go to the empire.”


  


  “Yes, but I’ll still obtain black mithril for you.”


  


  “Please stop. I’ll obtain it.”


  


  “No, what is this?”


  


  Minor felt like he was talking to Jude. Then it happened when Minor was going crazy.


  


  Knock knock.


  


  A polite knock, then Prime Minister Lauel’s voice rang out, “Duke Basara is asking for an audience.”


  


  “...?”


  


  ‘Basara?’


  


  The only monarch Minor could serve was the emperor of the Saharan Empire. Minor had always spoken like this, and he was quite interested in the trends of the empire. In the course of studying minerals, he naturally studied the empire. So, the name Basara was familiar to him. The only person who could be called Duke Basara on the continent was Basara with royal blood.


  


  Grid smiled when he saw the stiff Minor and called out, “Come in.”


  


  Then...


  


  “I greet the Overgeared King.” 


  


  It was a beautiful woman wearing a gorgeous golden crown. The person who looked exactly like the Duke Basara in rumors entered the meeting room and politely greeted Grid. She bowed her head as much as possible. This was someone with imperial blood.


  


  “I was late to see you because I was focused on recovery. I owe you a great deal.”


  


  “There is no need. What is the relationship between us? It is right to help each other if possible.”


  


  “...Basara Ella von Saharan, duke of the Saharan Empire and legitimate successor of the throne, vows in the eyes of the goddess of light. I will repay three great favors to the Overgeared King for the rest of my life. It is a grace that must be repaid even if I give up the succession to the throne. Please don’t forget it.” 


  


  “Huh?” Minor replied on behalf of Grid. His blank expression no longer saw Grid as a king but a god.


  


  Grid spoke immediately, “I want to obtain black mithril.”
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  “I want to obtain black mithril.”


  


  “I understand,” Basara replied immediately with a slightly perplexed expression crossing her face.


  


  It was only a moment, but Grid didn’t miss it. “Is it a tough request?”


  


  “No.”


  


  “Please be honest. It will be hard for me if your position is risked by my request.”


  


  “You don’t have to consider my position. Your Majesty only needs to tell me what you want.”


  


  Was it because she just swore she would pay back three favors? Basara’s attitude was very strong.


  


  As a result, Grid became frustrated. “You are the one responsible for the harmony between the Overgeared Kingdom and the empire. Until then, your position shouldn’t be weakened.”


  


  Basara spoke honestly, “In fact, you have to take a big risk if you want to obtain black mithril. The black mithril mine is managed by His Majesty the Emperor.”


  


  “It isn’t the empire but the emperor himself?”


  


  “Yes, black mithril is an important resource for the imperial family. The black mithril mine has been managed by the emperor or the crown prince for generations. However, the crown prince hasn’t been decided yet, so His Majesty has to manage it himself.” 


  


  “Are they going so far just because black mithril can accept the red energy?”


  


  “That one reason is enough. Red energy has the effect of strengthening, restoring, and awakening the body’s physical abilities. The ultimate goal of the Saharan Empire is to acquire as much black mithril as possible to equip as many soldiers as possible. The founding emperor was able to establish an empire due to the power of the Red Legion. It is no wonder that his descendants are obsessed with black mithril. Titan was chosen as the capital because it contains the only black mithril mine on the continent.”


  


  “...!”


  


  It was a story that told of the emperor’s obsession with black mithril since he chose the location of the capital based on the mine. Grid realized that securing black mithril would be much more difficult than expected. “Yet it doesn’t seem to be a big deal to have black mithril outside.”


  


  “Yes, it is very difficult to obtain. The only practical way is to subdue a Red Knight and rob them of their armor, but that would be hard now. The moment Edan was declared a traitor, the Red Knights would’ve been purged.”


  


  “The Red Knights would be purged?”


  


  Grid had witnessed firsthand the loyalty of the Red Knights to the emperor. Mercedes was a prime example. The emperor would purge them despite knowing their loyalty...? Even if the commander Limit was a member of the empress’ faction, why purge the knights under him? It wasn’t easy to understand. Grid was baffled.


  


  Basara smiled. “It is an easy and sure way of governing. The vast majority of Red Knights would still be loyal to the royal family, but if a handful of them are tainted by Sword Duke Limit’s ideas, they would be a big risk in the future.”


  


  “It is too harsh. Purging knights who have been devoted to the nation just because of the possibility that they could be dangerous...”


  


  “It isn’t anything new. The Red Knights, including Sir Piaro, have been purged once already.”


  


  “...”


  


  “It is a problem if they aren’t purged. There would be a big backlash. There are no nobles who can accept an organization contaminated by traitors.”


  


  “Then the nobles would recommend to the emperor new knights to replace the Red Knights. Their relatives,” Lauel interrupted. He spoke on Grid’s behalf because he thought there would be no progress in the conversation, “Is it impossible to infiltrate the mine and secretly mine black mithril? There is a great sage here capable of using Mass Teleport.”


  


  “There are all sorts of enchantments in the mine, so teleportation and communication magic are impossible. Additionally, black mithril can only be mined once a year.”


  


  “Once a year?”


  


  “Yes. On that day, His Majesty leads the guards and heads to the mine. In order to mine black mithril, you have to visit the mine on the same day as His Majesty the Emperor. Even if you succeed in infiltrating the mine, you’ll have to face the guards. You will immediately become hostile to the imperial family, and the harmony between the Overgeared Kingdom and the empire will never be achieved.”


  


  “Then there is no way after all?”


  


  “There’s only one. Infiltrate the emperor’s royal treasure house where the black mithril mined for generations is kept. If you aim for the day when His Majesty goes to the mine, it is worth trying because many of the guards will be away.”


  


  “The emperor’s treasure house...”


  


  It was the treasure house of the emperors who dominated the West Continent. Many of the guards might be away, but it would almost certainly boast more guards than anywhere else. It might be much more difficult than approaching a dragon lair. Still, everything was relative. It was certainly better than heading for the black mithril mine and encountering the emperor.


  


  ‘In any case, the most superior materials are always a problem.’


  


  Their whereabouts were unknown, and the difficulty of obtaining them was also high. Grid clicked his tongue and asked Basara, “What is the day that the emperor will leave for the mine?”


  


  Would it be a few months later? Would his patience run out if he waited while sucking on his fingers? While Grid was worried, he received an unexpected answer.


  


  “In the next eight days.”


  


  “Eight days?”


  


  “Yes. It is just a short time away. It might be easier than you think to infiltrate the emperor’s treasure house because of the confusion Edan caused. Even so, I can’t guarantee success.”


  


  


  “I see.”


  


  Edan running wild really helped in this situation. The moment that a smile appeared on Grid’s face...


  


  “By the way, why aren’t you paying attention to the meteorite?” A familiar voice rang out. Grid looked back and saw a small shadow under the large table lined with wood. It was the dwarf Ke. The visitor had come without permission.


  


  ‘How did he get in?’


  


  The entrance of the meeting room was naturally guarded by knights. Then the assassins of the Overgeared Shadows were waiting inside. Yet Dwarf Ke managed to come here without being stopped. The baffled Grid suddenly looked at Ke’s feet. A small yellow golem was sticking its head out of a tunnel. It seemed to resemble an elemental, but it was different. The light elemental didn’t respond at all.


  


  Ke laughed. “It is an artificial elemental. The golem—made of earth and metal—was imbued with an ego by processing an earth elemental, but it is pretty useless. As you can see, its digging ability is excellent, and it can smell minerals and guide me there.”


  


  “Then can’t you easily infiltrate the emperor’s castle?”


  


  “Oh, that is a big deal. I did it over 100 years ago and got stuck in that cage. I’m not going to repeat the same mistake.”


  


  “...”


  


  Why was he trapped in the Abyss? It turned out he was a thief. Grid frowned as he stared at Ke. “You destroyed my castle at will and invaded this place illegally. Thus, you’ll have to go to jail again.”


  


  “W-What... Do you need to do that? A broken castle can be fixed in a few days. Just fill the hole again. Additionally, I broke in, but... it wasn’t intentional. This artificial elemental smelled minerals and did it at will!”


  


  “How will you take responsibility for the inconveniences that people will experience while a broken castle is repaired? Additionally, whether you did it intentionally or not, is it right to intrude without permission?”


  


  Grid treated Ke as a guest. This was the first dwarf he’d met and he wanted to make a good connection, which was why he saved Ke. However, this concept was too much. Grid wanted to establish a good relationship, but he was going to explode. The first thing to teach such a person was courtesy. Manners must be established. The moment that Grid decided to place Ke in prison...


  


  “I won’t just repair the castle, I’ll expand it! I was originally a castle-building craftsman! Even the King of Lubana once asked me to build him a fortress!”


  


  “...King of Lubana?”


  


  “It was Madra. He was a very old man and the king of a failed country, so he didn’t leave a proper name in history. You won’t know him.”


  


  He had met someone who knew Madra. Grid’s mood became strange. Ke kept talking, “The reason why I broke into your castle was due to my desire to see your great works. It was never an act of malice. Please let me off just once! I’ll be careful not to do it again!”


  


  “...It is hard if I want to set a standard of discipline.”


  


  “I accidentally overheard your conversation. Are you planning to create a new mineral? Using blood stone and adamantium? I don’t know about blood stone, but you don’t have to remove the unique properties of adamantium. The fragment of the meteorite that fell from space and lost its light is adamantium. This sword is made of a meteorite.”


  


  Dwarf Ke was pointed to the Star Sword. It was an item left behind by Sword Duke Limit. The item information described it as a sword made from a ‘star fragment’, but Grid hadn’t known it meant a meteorite. He never imagined that a meteorite’s identity would be adamantium that had lost its properties.


  


  ‘Isn’t this good?’


  


  Adamantium’s properties didn’t only consist of its powerful divine power. Adamantium also had the strength, hardness, and brittleness that producers wanted. Of course, there were limits, but it was a mineral that could be utilized actively. It was a pity that those properties had to be deleted, but Dwarf Ke provided him with a new solution.


  


  Grid barely restrained the corners of his mouth from curving upward as he spoke with a bold expression, “Okay. If you rebuild the castle as promised and cooperate in the creation of this mineral, I will forget about putting you in prison.”


  


  “Ohh! Thank you! Really, thank... you?”


  


  Was this a situation where he should feel thankful? Ke suddenly felt doubtful, but he let it go. He was just relieved that he wouldn’t have to go to prison.


  *** 


  


  


  The Saharan imperial household’s army was strong. The level of the soldiers was high and comparable to the imperial army. They had many skills and excellent equipment. It was as if the Ares Army and Overgeared Army were combined. However, Valhalla’s players defeated the imperial household’s army relatively easily.


  


  It was thanks to the active role of their military adviser, Sima Qian. Sima Qian noted that a civil war was currently occurring. He used the imperial household’s mentality to arrive at the marquis’ territory one step ahead of Marquis Aileen. He placed troops along the shortest route available to each army and ambushed the imperial household army, defeating them all over the capital. Only messages of victory could be heard.


  


  “Wonderful. Absolutely wonderful.” Ares burst out laughing as he received good news about the level of the guild members and soldiers soaring.


  


  Sima Qian was humble. “It was possible due to the information from the grandmaster. Without his information, we wouldn't have been able to put the soldiers in the right place.”


  


  “He just gave a small hint. It was purely your talent. Then are you now going to save Marquis Aileen?”


  


  “That’s right.”


  


  He would save Marquis Aileen and escort the marquis to safety, then they would stay in the marquis’ territory and wait for Edan’s arrival. Prince Edan would rally the Red Knights, allowing him to endure the offensive of the imperial army for the time being. It was for a maximum of 10 days. This was enough.


  


  “Prince Edan is relatively young and has less exposure to outside forces than the other princes. If he raises the banner of independence from the imperial royal family to protect the rights of the minorities, he will win support from ethnic minorities all over the nation.”


  


  “Many minorities will rally to Marquis Aileen and the empire’s civil war will be lengthened. At that time, we will move the main army to the border and conquer the outskirts of the empire.”


  


  The Saharan Empire, which reigned over the West Continent, was treated as something insurmountable that players couldn’t surpass. He would be the first to break down the mighty empire that even Grid never crossed. Ares’ blood was boiling.




  Chapter 1076


  “It is a report from the scouts.”


  


  “Viscount Donut’s engineering unit has been tied up in Elkas swamp. It is believed that the Thallen Dam collapsed and flooded the river, affecting the swamp.”


  


  “The dam suddenly collapsed? It is Valhalla’s handiwork.”


  


  “Due to the delayed arrival of the engineers, the army of the five eastern nobles—including the viscount—can’t cross Gran Canyon. The bridges connecting the canyons are too old for us to march over.”


  


  “According to a report submitted by Lord Cran, the canyon’s bridges were repaired three months ago. Yet they are already too old? Is this the work of Valhalla?”


  


  “It appears that the report was fabricated.”


  


  “He made a false report. Immediately put him to death.”


  


  “The 2nd and 3rd armies, who were tracking Marquis Aileen, split into 23 units. It seems that they plan to spread out after determining that the traces of Marquis Aileen ended at Mount Teri.”


  


  “Yes, we have to hold onto Aileen. If he escapes, he can become a focal point of the empress’ nobles.”


  


  “It is said that the spread out 2nd and 3rd armies are being attacked by Valhalla!”


  


  “A battle has begun in Delpito Forest! It is that damn Valhalla again!”


  


  “Those bastards!”


  


  Chensler, who had been responding calmly to the incessant reports, finally jumped up. Originally, his mission was to search for the traitor Edan and neutralize Edan’s forces, but Valhalla’s malicious intervention twisted things.


  


  “These despicable guys decided to break the agreement by using the chaos in the imperial family. Why did Vermonth make a peace treaty with these lowly guys?”


  


  Bang! Chensler slammed his hand on the black iron table, and it cracked, quickly splitting in half. Amazed by the ridiculous power, the lieutenant gulped and reported carefully, “I found out a little while ago... The person who led the agreement with Valhalla was the grandmaster, not Vermont.”


  


  “What?” Chensler looked like he had been struck by a lightning bolt. Grandmaster Zikfrector had already served several emperors. He was the transcendent being who acted as the imperial guardian for so long that it was impossible to measure his age. Of course, he never acted as a guardian. He always moved privately and showed disrespect to the emperor. Yet the emperor relied on him.


  


  No, it was more accurate to say that the emperor was forced to rely on him. The grandmaster knew more about the secrets of the imperial family than the emperor, and his armed force exceeded common sense. The emperor replied on him, and as a loyalist, Chensler also respected him.


  


  At this moment, suspicion started to grow. The grandmaster, who had never been involved in external activities, negotiated with Valhalla directly? Now, Valhalla was disturbing the imperial army as if he could see through the army’s movements...?


  


  ‘Don’t tell me?’


  


  A turncoat? No, it was still too early to tell. It wasn’t convincing that someone who had been staying in the imperial palace for hundreds of years would suddenly become a turncoat. Then it happened when Chensler was at a loss.


  


  “Breaking news! The remnants of the Red Knights are attacking soldiers searching the capital!”


  


  “Weren’t the Red Knights defeated by the Neo Red Knights?”


  


  “We can’t figure out what is going on! We can’t communicate with the Neo Red Knights!”


  


  “Dammit!”


  


  His Majesty was in danger. A chill went down Chensler’s spine as he ran out of the barracks.


  


  “Go to the imperial palace right away!”


  ***


  


  


  “Please give permission for the forces of our two families to enter the capital. Together, we will search for Edan,” Duke Grenhal and Morse requested the emperor. Once they learned of Valhalla’s intervention, they realized that the situation was much more serious than they had thought.


  


  Prince Edan wasn’t running wild. This occurring situation was a thorough plan. It was dangerous. There would surely be someone big hiding behind the scenes. The dukes became nervous once they calculated up to this point. They felt compelled to arrest Edan as soon as possible to calm the situation.


  


  “Okay.” The emperor didn’t think about it for too long. He was also fully aware of the seriousness of the situation. Furthermore, he was in a situation where he had to show trust in the dukes. He needed to regain their loyalty after they had been greatly angered by the imperial family.


  


  “Call your army to the capital right now...” At the moment when the emperor was giving a command...


  


  The jade door of the audience hall, larger than a house, opened slowly and an unexpected figure appeared. “Please take back the mandate. A noble’s soldiers aren’t suitable to enter the capital.” 


  


  It was the traitor who the soldiers had been searching the capital for—4th Prince Edan.


  


  “Y-You!” The emperor exclaimed, standing up with a red face. He raised his bloodshot eyes and shouted, “Stupid guy...! In order to cover up the sins of your mother, you threatened the nobles supporting the nation and worsened the situation here...! You became drunk on power, and your eyes darkened!”


  


  The moment he learned the truth from Benoit, the emperor vowed to punish Empress Marie, but he had no intention of punishing Edan. It was natural since there was no evidence of Edan’s involvement in the Piaro situation. That’s right. Edan would’ve been able to survive the waves that came. His position might’ve been weakened, but he could’ve avoided a disastrous end. He could have enjoyed the pride of having the great Saharan’s blood and lived his life quietly.


  


  


  Yet the foolish man did something stupid. He was guilty of the crimes of covering up the truth, pleading for his mother, and imprisoning the innocent dukes. The emperor was also a father. Juander felt heartbroken. He resented the terrible reality of having to kill his child with his own hands.


  


  Edan smiled as he gazed at the red-faced emperor. “Then I should do nothing? My stupid mother fell into a bucket of shit, and I should just suck my fingers?”


  


  “...!”


  


  “What blasphemous words!” Surprised by the harsh tone, Duke Grenhal shouted on behalf of the emperor.


  


  Still, his shout couldn’t stop Edan. Edan’s nostrils flared, and he continued to speak nonsense, “This is the fault of my father for not doing his job. Why didn’t you let go of your expectations for my weak first brother, my unqualified second brother, and my third brother who left home to wander? You should’ve appointed me as crown prince after I worked hard, proving my qualities and gaining the achievement of discovering the ancient weapon—the machine machines."


  


  “...Shut that mouth.”


  


  “Why didn’t you make me the crown prince? Is it because I was the offspring of a concubine? No, that can’t be. Wasn’t your father the child of a concubine as well? Then why? Is it because I’m not the blood of Aria who you loved?”


  


  “Shut up!”


  


  “You should shut up! Emperor! Don’t you know that you have always been the problem?! If your arrogance hasn’t pierced the sky...! If your gaze had been directed to your side instead of the East Continent, my mother wouldn’t have dared to commit the sin! Empress Aria wouldn’t have died, Piaro wouldn’t be labeled a traitor, and today’s events wouldn’t have happened.”


  


  “...!!” The emperor read the poison and killing intent in Edan’s eyes. Now, there was no turning back. There was no point in any conversation beyond this. He made a sorrowful expression and ordered Bain behind him, “Grab him right away and lock him in prison.”


  


  “Yes.” Bain showed no hesitation. His loyalty to the emperor, which hid the fact that he was a Lantier, was false. He had no respect for the royal family, so he had no hesitation to kill the imperial princes. Duke Grenhal felt wind pass by his ears. Then Edan, who was 30 meters away, was seen flying.


  


  “Kuek...!” Edan rolled on the floor covered with red carpet and wiped the blood flowing from his lips. He stood up, unaware that he had fallen at the emperor’s feet, but it was useless. Bain appeared behind him and grabbed Edan’s back with his hand, making Edan unable to move.


  


  “Get rid of your dirty hands! I am the future of the empire! I am the only person qualified to be emperor!” Edan shouted and launched his red energy. The blade-like red energy emanated from Edan and threatened Bain, causing him to jump away. Edan finally regained his freedom and pulled a sword from his waistband. It was a black sword surrounded by a dark red energy.


  


  “That sword!” The emperor’s eyes widened. The sword that Edan pulled out was made from smelted black mithril, but the level of red energy injected into it was unusual.


  


  ‘Is it above my level of red energy?’


  


  It wasn’t enough to say that he was inferior. This was an altogether different dimension. Who did this red energy belong to? The moment the emperor felt doubts.


  


  ‘What?’ Bain stopped in place as he tried to subdue Edan again. He was convinced that he would be cut the moment he approached Edan.


  


  Edan smiled as silence fell. “Didn’t you wonder why His Majesty’s army couldn’t find me?”


  


  Step. Step. Step. The sound of someone’s footsteps could be heard from the corridor outside. They were unhurried footsteps, moving without the slightest hesitation. The footsteps were familiar to everyone.


  


  Edan’s words continued, “There is only one place that His Majesty’s army can’t reach.” It was the Celestial Palace—the palace where Grandmaster Zikfrector lived. “It was because I was hiding there.”


  


  At the same time as Edan’s shocking words...


  


  Step. The footsteps from the corridor stopped in front of the audience hall. The emperor, the two dukes, and even Bain couldn’t take their eyes off the owner of the footsteps.


  


  “I will now install 4th Prince Edan as the new emperor. The proof of qualification for the replacement is the sword of the founding emperor, Saharan,” the master of the footsteps, Grandmaster Zikfrector, declared with a polite expression.


  


  Simultaneously, in Marquis Aileen’s territory...


  


  “Isn’t it past the scheduled time that Prince Edan should arrive?” Ares, who faced the increasingly fierce imperial army, felt that things were going wrong. The current situation seemed abnormal. Didn’t the military adviser Sima Qian guess all of the imperial army’s paths and hinder their advance? Why were there so many imperial forces surrounding the castle? There was at least three times the number that Sima Qian expected. It would be hard to hold out against the offensive unless the imperial prince, the magic machines, and the Red Knights joined quickly. Yet they weren’t present.


  


  Ares’ anxiety grew.


  


  “...It seems we have been used,” Sima Qian said desperate words. “It seems that the grandmaster has been using us. Prince Edan won’t be here. I’m sorry. It is my fault. Please cut my throat now.”


  


  “...” Ares’ mind was blank. After a moment of self-doubt, he quickly came to his senses and ordered Luck and Scott, “Take away the military adviser. We have no future if the military adviser dies here.”


  


  On this day, most of the players in the Ares Army—including Ares—died. Valhalla lost the bulk of their food and troops that they had been stockpiling for years. It was a big blow for the entire country.


  


  On the other hand...


  


  “Okay.” Grid succeeded in melting the Star Sword and gaining adamantium. He was going to act with Basara from now on. In order to infiltrate the emperor’s treasure house, it was necessary to enter the imperial palace. It was virtually impossible for Grid, the king of another country, to enter the imperial palace without the invitation of the emperor. Thus, he planned to enter the imperial palace in advance, disguised as Basara’s subordinate.


  


  ‘It is an opportunity to try out a face mask.’


  


  He was excited. He wanted to create the new mineral soon. Grid’s spirit was raised as he shouted, “Sticks! Send me and Basara to the outskirts of the capital of the empire!”




  Chapter 1077


  Most incidents in Satisfy had witnesses. The operators? No, they were players. There were more than two billion players, and they existed everywhere in Satisfy. They were connected to Satisfy’s vast worldview by directly or indirectly experiencing various stories that unfolded throughout the continent.


  


  This time was the same as well. The emperor’s palace was regarded as one of the largest buildings on the West Continent. There were players among the thousands of workers. Among them were a few with the skills to deceive the royal guards. Some of them were interested in the imperial upheaval and wandered around the audience hall.


  


  Then they witnessed it. It was the emergence of 4th Prince Edan. The traitor, the source of the current chaos, wandered the palace and indiscriminately slaughtered the royal guards. He opened the door of the audience hall while covered with red blood.


  


  An uproar followed. The players approached the audience hall with great curiosity while holding their breaths. The probability of being expelled from the imperial palace or killed was close to 99.9%, but they couldn’t retreat from the ‘jackpot scandal.’ They had to be the best in each field to work in the palace. As so-called rankers, they knew how powerful information was. They wanted to listen to the emperor’s conversation even at the risk of their lives.


  


  ‘The imperial concubine was the one who killed the empress?’


  


  ‘This happened because Edan tried to kill the dukes who learned about it.’


  


  ‘It is a household drama...’


  


  It was pretty good information. Selling this to gossip media would be a good source of income, and they could build up good relationships by notifying the players who were still the empress’ knights without knowing the situation. Someone cut open a potted plant. Someone else wiped the dust on a window frame. Then someone’s footsteps were heard in the ears of the players who were trying to listen in on the audience hall.


  


  Step. Step. Step. 


  


  They were creepy footsteps. Was it possible to walk slowly in the bloody corridor? They were even approaching the turbulent audience hall. The players felt a sense of alienation and became alert. They felt the owner of the footsteps wasn’t a normal person and tried to hide as much as possible.


  


  However, it was useless. This was Grandmaster Zikfrector. Some people heard it, and others accidentally witnessed it. The moment the super-named NPC whose exact identity was unknown appeared, the players who used their skills were amazed.


  


  [You can’t deceive the senses of the target!] 


  


  [The ‘Stealth’ skill has been turned off.]


  


  [The target has grasped your intentions!]


  


  [The ‘Irrelevant Person’ skill has been turned off.]


  


  [The target has noticed your magic power!]


  


  [The unique magic ‘Chameleon’ has been released.]


  


  The players... The skills and magic that the rankers were so proud of were easily neutralized just by the presence of the grandmaster.


  


  “Uh... Uwahh...” The unexpectedly exposed players stepped back with fright. Like ants on the roadside, they felt an endless feeling of helplessness in front of the grandmaster who didn’t give them a single glance. Then...


  


  Step.


  


  However, the grandmaster had no interest in them. He ignored them as he entered the audience hall.


  


  “What... A great demon?”


  


  “...”


  


  In any case, they survived. The players touched their chest with relief and sank down. How would the grandmaster intervene in the epic family fight? It happened with the players, whose curiosity increased, listened to the inside of the audience hall.


  


  “Run away now!” Someone’s sudden cry rang out from a distant hallway. The surprised players shifted their gaze, and they saw a familiar face. It was Zibal—one of the strongest players and Edan’s subordinate. Behind him were dozens of knights in red armor.


  


  “The Red Knights!”


  


  The surprised players jumped up. They didn’t know what disaster they had encountered and used all types of skills to escape. Still, they were too slow. The single digit knights stepped out to stop them, binding them.


  


  “Shit!” Zibal cursed and pulled out his sword. Amazingly, he was trying to kill the players. One of the knights pulled out a sword later than Zibal yet managed to block his sword. Her name was Susan. She was the cousin of the legendary knight Mercedes and a member of the Neo Red Knights, who had been created by the emperor and trained by the grandmaster himself.


  


  “They will resurrect if you kill them. It is better to put them in prison. It will be hard if the things they saw and heard here get out.”


  


  Susan had a beautiful face that resembled Mercedes’, but her expression and tone were ice cold. Her transparent eyes glanced at Zibal. “Sir Zibal. Did you know that and intentionally tried to kill them?”


  


  ‘What eyes...’


  


  Her cold eyes were like ice. His heart would become cold when facing those eyes. Zibal gulped and smiled awkwardly. “No way. I was just short-sighted.”


  


  His gaze was directed at the players. The people kneeling on the icy marble floor might be imprisoned for longer than they imagined. They would waste time and fall behind others. Some might have to put down the business card called a ‘ranker.’


  


  ‘Damn.’


  


  When did he become someone who was worried about others? Anxiety grew in Zibal’s heart as he clicked his tongue. ‘This ruined everything.’ 


  


  Edan was declared a traitor and was in danger of losing everything. Zibal had plenty of opportunities to leave his side. Yet Zibal didn’t leave. He faced a great crisis by choosing to remain with the traitor. Why? It wasn’t just out of the expectation that the ownership of Raiders would be transferred to him if he maximized his affinity with Edan.


  


  Zibal had served Edan for a few years and received a lot of favors. As a Blue Sky Rider to an ancient rider, Zibal was a special presence for Edan. When Zibal fled to help the Haken Kingdom, Edan had told him, “Thank you for telling the world about the power of the magic machine.” 


  


  


  Zibal wasn’t punished. He also had many memories together with the members of the magic machines unit. For him to abandon them and run away alone...? It was impossible for the current Zibal. He had once lost everything and become alone, so he desperately knew the preciousness of colleagues.


  


  ‘Tsk. I hope this will go well.’ Ziball looked anxiously at Edan’s back through the half open audience hall. Edan had the support of the grandmaster, but that was precisely the problem. The grandmaster was a man who couldn’t be trusted. He couldn’t be trusted after betraying the emperor right now.


  


  ‘What is he trying to do by placing Edan as emperor?’


  


  Edan and the grandmaster were in a relationship of necessity. Edan wanted to become emperor, and the grandmaster decided to help Edan because he could get something. There was no guarantee the grandmaster would be on Edan’s side after the grandmaster got what he wanted.


  


  ‘Sigh, I have to be involved with that bastard.’


  


  In fact, Zibal knew that there was only one end waiting for Edan. It was an unfortunate one. This was natural. Edan lost sight of himself a long time ago. The reason he decided to become emperor a long time ago might’ve been for his mother, but now he had become a scoundrel who insulted his mother in front of others and pointed his sword at his father. His evil deeds had brought suffering upon many people, and he eventually became someone who couldn’t be saved.


  


  ‘No, I still don’t know. Things can work out,’ Zibal prayed. He hoped that Edan got what he wanted. From then on, he would live and atone for his sins.


  


  ‘Don’t forget my grace and give me the magic machine. Make me a duke as well.’


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  While the outside of the audience hall was in turmoil...


  


  “I will now install 4th Prince Edan as the new emperor. The proof of qualification for the replacement is the sword of the founding emperor, Saharan.”


  


  “...”


  


  There was silence inside the audience hall. Everyone was stunned by the grandmaster’s absurd declaration. Suddenly, Duke Grenhal came to his senses and shouted with a red face, “Zikfrector! It is up to the emperor to decide who will be the next emperor! How dare you try and place a new emperor?”


  


  “You don’t have enough understanding. I presented the founding emperor’s sword as proof of qualification. Don’t you know that this qualification is enough to establish a new emperor?” It was still a careless expression. The grandmaster looked like he was going to yawn.


  


  Morse’s anger soared, and he interjected, “How can we believe that? I have never heard of the founding emperor’s sword having such authority?! How can you prove it is the founding emperor’s sword in the first place?”


  


  “You don’t know it but one person knows.” The grandmaster’s gaze was on the emperor. “Have you heard the meaning of Saharan’s sword?”


  


  “...”


  


  “Your Majesty!”


  


  The emperor was silent, and the dukes’ expressions became complicated. The silence was agreement.


  


  “If my descendants don’t keep the promise, you can take away the throne at any time.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Those are the words that Saharan left behind before he died. It was conveyed to all the emperors after Saharan.”


  


  “Why... Why is that?”


  


  The dukes were shocked, and Bain closed his mouth in amazement. They were confused. Why did the founding emperor leave such words? What was the promise? Since when did the grandmaster exist? Grandmaster Zikfrector didn’t care about their confusion. He just looked at the emperor and said, “Juander, you have forgotten.”


  


  “...”


  


  “You ignored my warnings several times and turned away from the Abyss.”


  


  At this moment...


  


  “I’m sorry,” the silent emperor finally opened his mouth. “You didn’t explain anything to me. You didn’t give a proper warning either. You only recommended exploring the Abyss and were idle every time I put it off. Wouldn’t it have been nice if you urged me to notice it was a warning? I didn’t know the promise between you and my ancestor was intertwined with the Abyss. Many things have been lost and forgotten over the years!”


  


  “You are certainly an ignorant dreamer.” The grandmaster’s gaze changed for the first time. It was now a sympathetic gaze like he was looking at a pathetic creature. “The moment you became emperor, you turned away from the space you should be responsible for.”


  


  Step. 


  


  The grandmaster took a step forward.


  


  “You didn’t even try to figure out what the promise was.”


  


  Step.


  


  Two steps.


  


  “Instead of blaming yourself for turning away from my voice, you’re transferring the responsibility to others.”


  


  Step.


  


  Three steps. Yes, the grandmaster only took three steps, but he ended up right in front of the emperor. The space itself had folded. Bain felt that way.


  


  “You are the most incompetent and selfish of all the emperors. You used the excuse of losing your beloved woman, but you have been incompetent and dull from the beginning. On the other hand...” The grandmaster finished his ruthless assessment of the emperor and turned his attention to Edan. “Your son has a very good side. He noticed what I wanted after visiting the Abyss once and suggested a deal. It was like the second coming of Saharan. I even felt joy.”


  


  The grandmaster tapped Saharan’s sword with his finger. Then a large amount of red energy emerged from the sword, and the audience hall was dyed red. It was a light powerful enough to be seen by Grid’s group that had just arrived at the outskirts of Titan. 




  Chapter 1078


  Red energy was an innate force. It was difficult to train or grow, just like the blood-sucking ability of the vampires or the evil eyes. This was why the empire in the past simply established a person with superior red energy as the emperor. Those were the days when the strongest person was the emperor. The empire of that time was truly supreme and reigned over everyone. 


  


  Then what about now? Years passed by, and the royal family became intoxicated with power. It wasn’t the strongest but those who were good at machinations that repeatedly became emperor. At some point, the emperor was reduced to a word meaning those who were more insidious or were lucky. They merely habitually advocated the wishes of their ancestors to unify the West Continent and spread to the East Continent. They were busy enjoying a rich life. It was one of the reasons why the imperial family forgot about the commitment to the grandmaster.


  


  The Abyss...


  


  The end of the world...


  


  It was the origin. It was presumed to be a passage connecting this world and hell and was a very important place to fulfill the wishes of both Emperor Saharan and the grandmaster. Now, the grandmaster found it ridiculous because it was only treated as a prison.


  


  “On the other hand, your son has a good side. He noticed what I wanted after visiting the Abyss once and suggested a deal. It was like the second coming of Saharan. I even felt joy.”


  


  “What do you want in the Abyss?”


  


  The grandmaster’s meaningful words caused Emperor Juander’s eyes to widen. The emperor knew that the Abyss was the end of the world. As a person went deeper, the concept of dimension and time disappeared, and it became an ominous place that touched hell.


  


  “Is your purpose to break down the boundaries between this world and hell, bringing about chaos?”


  


  “That is a poor guess. Saharan, who joined hands with me, would swear at you.”


  


  “...!”


  


  The grandmaster tapped Saharan’s sword with his finger, and a large amount of red energy started to emerge. The blood red scenery changed into an ominous and terrible place. Edan was engulfed in great power and barely suppressed his boiling instincts. “Emperor! Make me the emperor right now! Then you won’t lose your life!”


  


  “I can’t do that! No emperor has ever been usurped by his son!” It meant Juander alone couldn’t be humiliated.


  


  “Do you care about that despite coming to this point?”


  


  Saharan’s red energy and the emperor’s red energy clashed in the air. The emperor gritted his teeth. He might be accused of being incompetent and selfish by the grandmaster and Edan, but Juander was still the reigning emperor.


  


  Juander might’ve overlooked the grandmaster—who had existed since the time of his father and grandfather—and made the mistake of not looking after his family properly, but during Juander’s reign, the empire abolished many ethnic minorities and made a stable economic development. From an external point of view, he was a ferocious villain who created a livable world for his people.


  


  What about now? The grandmaster—who turned away from state affairs—and his son—a high profile criminal whose sins couldn’t be covered up—were criticizing him? The emperor felt resentful. He felt great hatred for both Edan and the grandmaster who were standing side by side in front of him.


  


  Juander’s red energy was exceptional. Saharan’s red energy didn’t lose momentum and stayed strong. Yet it was only for a moment. Saharan’s red energy—the tsunami-like power and sun-like heat that bound to matter and had dominance over life—far surpassed Juander’s red energy. Saharan’s red energy devoured all of Juander’s red energy, and Edan’s red energy became stronger. It happened in an instant. The force was absorbed.


  


  “What?” The emperor was astonished by the strange phenomenon.


  


  Then the grandmaster murmured, “The source is irresistible.”


  


  “You...! Zikfrector!!” The emperor’s bloody gaze returned to the grandmaster. His resentment was concentrated on the grandmaster.


  


  Looking back, didn’t this person know everything? He had known the fact that it had been Empress Marie who killed Empress Aria and condemned Piaro. (TL Note: For those wondering, different Korean words are used for empress in regards to Marie and Aria. Aria is the official empress while Marie is like the imperial concubine and the Korean empress word used for her is one level below Empress Aria.)


  


  If the grandmaster had given him a small hint, then he might not have lost Aria and Piaro. Yet the grandmaster hadn’t told him anything. He hadn’t warned Juander that the promise between the grandmaster and the imperial family shouldn’t be forgotten and never ended up telling him about the promise.


  


  “You! You pushed me to this point!!” The red energy in the emperor’s sword shot at the grandmaster’s chest. The power was far beyond that of the dukes, and Zibal—who was watching from afar—was amazed.


  


  ‘As expected, the emperor’s level is above 500?’


  


  It was common sense that an NPC in an important position would have a higher level and stats. He predicted that the emperor’s level might be the best on the continent, but it was great to actually see it. Zibal thought that the grandmaster wouldn’t be able to avoid a big injury.


  


  Then what was this? The grandmaster stood still and blocked the emperor’s attack. The pull of gravity suddenly increased, crushing the emperor’s body and pushing the emperor’s sword to the ground. The grandmaster’s and emperor’s eyes met.


  


  “...” The grandmaster was silent. He didn’t have to explain. His silence was a positive answer.


  


  “...!” Crushed by gravity, the emperor, who had been distracted by the grandmaster, stepped back in amazement. Saharan’s sword flew at the place where he had just been standing. It was a narrow escape.


  


  “Your Majesty!” The dukes watched with a sense of urgency as the emperor’s shoulder was cut. They were forced to watch. Saharan’s red energy, the origin of all the red energy, controlled the dukes who had served the imperial family for generations. The dukes couldn’t deal a single blow. They could only kneel down and watch the situation with despair. It was the crisis of the emperor they served all their lives. A berserk maniac was trying to become the new emperor.


  


  ‘Is there no one who can break through that line?’


  


  The dukes’ eyes were aimed at the corridor beyond the audience hall. Dozens of Red Knights and magic machine riders could be seen. They were a power that could be described as the most elite of the empire. Even if the imperial guards and the dukes’ people joined forces, it would take a great deal of time to break through. The moment that the dukes began to despair...


  


  “How long will you stay there? Escape quickly and call the army!” Bain blocked Edan’s sword. As expected of the emperor’s shadow. His attitude of defending the emperor was very desperate. They were confident he could be trusted.


  


  “I know...! Please hold on a bit!” The dukes tried to move their heavy legs and raise their bodies.


  


  “You have to stay here. I need someone to support the new emperor who will soon be born.” The grandmaster flicked his fingers and changed the gravity around the dukes.


  


  The dukes, who just stood up, were forced to lay flat again. “S-Shit!”


  


  It was a mighty magic power that went beyond that of the great demon Berith. This wasn’t in the realm of a human. Grenhal opened the power of a berserker while Morse drew on the power of a beast. In order to stand up to the transcendent, they also approached transcendence. 


  


  “Annoying,” the grandmaster muttered at the sight of the dukes overcoming gravity and took out two transparent orbs, letting them float around him. The orb was a tool that amplified magic power. It was the first time the grandmaster used magic, and the aftermath was severe.


  


  “Kuooock...” Grenhal and Morse barely managed to stand up before being forced to sit down again. Those who opened up all their power couldn’t beat the grandmaster because the dimension of their skills was different. Then there was a disturbance in the corridor.


  


  


  “Get lost!”


  


  There was the sound of blasts from the corridor, and the Red Knights’ bodies started to float in the air. The Red Knights coughed up blood as they were thrown into the wall and became blood puddings. Grenhal and Morse’s eyes shone brilliantly. “Sir Chensler...!”


  


  It was Armored Cavalryman Chensler—the most loyal of the Five Pillars. His arrival changed the situation dramatically. The Red Knights—apart from the single digit numbers—fell like autumn leaves, and even the single digit knights were pushed to the entrance of the audience hall.


  


  “Your Majesty!” Chensler roared as he saw the situation inside the audience hall. Behind his back, hundreds of imperial guards could be seen.


  


  “Shit!” Zibal and the riders tried to summon their magic machines.


  


  “There is nothing good about a bigger turmoil.” The grandmaster stepped in and restrained the riders.


  


  The two orbs still floated around him as he held a sword in his hand. A magician using a sword? Zibal and the riders thought it was absurd, but those who knew the reality of the grandmaster became more nervous. In the beginning, the title of grandmaster was given to those who reached the peak in all fields.


  


  Chensler held a halberd and controlled his distance from the grandmaster. It was an attempt to create an area that was favorable to him, but he failed. The grandmaster’s Earthquake forced Chensler to dodge. Chensler avoided it by leaping into the air, and this allowed the grandmaster to break through easily.


  


  “Kuek...!” Chensler would’ve been fatally wounded if it wasn’t for his armor. A chill went down Chensler’s spine, but he kept fighting back. During this time in the air, he drew a half-moon with the halberd and pressed the grandmaster. In the meantime, the imperial guards tried to enter the audience hall.


  


  However, the Red Knights barred their way. The guards cried out, “Why are knights loyal to the emperor on the side of the rebels?”


  


  “I realized how vain this loyalty was after learning of Zikfrector’s greatness.” Susan fought against the guards. Her lineage couldn’t be deceived. Like her cousin Mercedes, she had great skills. She wasn’t an easy opponent for the guards. Blood and flesh were scattered throughout the corridor, and cruel screams filled the imperial palace. 


  


  The situation inside the audience hall was reaching the worst. Bain was defeated by Edan. Edan, armed with Saharan’s sword, was stronger than anyone else here.


  


  Edan pointed his sword at the emperor’s neck and said, “Over the past few generations, the empire has become stagnant but it will be different in my generation. I want to know. Why did our ancestors want to advance to the East Continent? I will surely cross the Red Sea.”


  


  “You will regret it one day. A sword will be pointed to you, just like the grandmaster did to me.”


  


  “That is possible... Still, isn’t it a hundred times better to die as the emperor than to die now?”


  


  “...”


  


  “Father, I will inherit the throne.” Edan no longer hesitated. He gave strength to his hand to insert his sword into the emperor’s neck.


  


  Simultaneously...


  


  “Knight Summoning!”


  


  “...?”


  


  A strange voice was heard from the corridor filled with metal colliding and screams.


  


  “Piaro!”


  


  “...!?”


  


  A completely unexpected name popped up. The emperor who was waiting for death, the two dukes who were looking on with sorrow, the watching Bain, and Edan who had the throne in front of him… Everyone was baffled and turned their attention outside the audience room. There...


  


  “...”


  


  The pillar who once sustained the empire...


  


  The hero of the past was looking around the audience hall with disinterested eyes.


  


  The eyes of the imperial guards and the Red Knights were bloodshot. It was a reflexive reaction. All of the people here respected Piaro.


  


  “Piaro, I’m sorry, but let’s save the emperor,” the voice of someone standing behind Piaro echoed in the silent hallway. Everyone could see the black-haired man. It was Overgeared King Grid. His authority was astounding.


  


  Piaro, who showed killing intent when he saw the emperor, quickly became a gentle sheep. “Yes, Your Majesty.”


  


  The peerless Piaro, one of the greatest heroes in the history of the empire, was politely receiving the Overgeared King’s order.


  


  “Why is the traitor here?” Susan belatedly blocked the path in front of Piaro. Piaro was a great swordsman in the past, but Susan had also recently become a great swordsman. She even learned magic from the grandmaster and was confident in her skills. Her ambition was to be better than Mercedes, and she wasn’t afraid of Piaro.


  


  “Torrent of Protection!”


  


  A pillar of transparent light fell around Susan’s body. It was the grandmaster’s personal best buff that greatly increased all stats. The moment she tried to swing her sword at Piaro...


  


  “I won’t allow your comfort,” the Overgeared King quietly declared. The light that surrounded Susan’s body was extinguished without a trace.


  


  “Ah?”


  


  A hand plow struck the forehead of the baffled Susan. No one in the corridor was able to stop Piaro. All the agricultural tools in his hands caused everyone to harden like stone statues.




  Chapter 1079


  The red light from the imperial palace covered the entire capital, Titan. This meant that Grid could witness the sight from the outskirts.


  


  “A very large butcher’s store...!” This was Grid’s impression.


  


  Grid shouted it unknowingly, but fortunately, Basara’s group didn’t hear it. No, they heard it, but they couldn’t afford to worry about it. It was because they were busy worrying about the change in the capital that was now unfolding in front of them.


  


  “The sky and the earth are red... Why is this...?”


  


  “A fearful omen. The 4th imperial prince is crazy, and the empire will be destroyed.”


  


  Basara’s retainers lamented. They felt a great ominous feeling from this incomprehensible supernatural phenomena. This was when Basara’s clear voice awakened everyone’s spirit, “That is red energy.”


  


  “Red energy?”


  


  Anxiety was washed away from the faces of those who learnt the identity of the red light shrouding the capital. The red energy was a symbol of the imperial family. From the standpoint of those who served the royal Basara, the red energy was an auspicious power.


  


  “The red energy could be this widespread? His Majesty’s power is much greater than I thought.”


  


  People believed that the owner of this red energy was naturally the emperor. The emperor’s red energy was the strongest in this era. However, Basara knew...


  


  The emperor’s red energy wasn’t this great. This was at a level that broke even the common sense of the imperial family.


  


  ‘Who is it?’


  


  The main characteristic of red energy was the ‘influence on matter.’ In normal cases, the royalty raised their power by infusing red energy into certain substances and distributing it to their subordinates. The emperor’s power was also unique due to his monopoly of red energy and the black mithril.


  


  Yet there was a fact that couldn’t be overlooked. The red energy could strengthen the material it was injected into, but it could also absorb the strength of the material. It was very inefficient to absorb the strength of the material while consuming red energy, so the existing royalty didn’t operate the red energy this way.


  


  ‘A person with so much red energy can absorb the strength of all things and exert transcendental power.’


  


  Basara’s expression turned cold. She sensed that the emperor was in a great crisis. Her retainers were also agitated.


  


  “Why is His Majesty personally using the red energy? Don’t tell me...?”


  


  “Is the 4th imperial prince attacking His Majesty?”


  


  The speculation of the retainers shocked the 10,000 cavalrymen. Everyone looked at Basara nervously. Basara was forced to make a bold decision, “Enter the capital in an armed state. We must immediately march to the imperial palace to help His Majesty.”


  


  Some of her retainers made objections once Basara gave the order. They were all opinions that came from their loyalty.


  


  “The soldiers of the imperial family will block the gates. No matter our intentions, we can be regarded as traitors the moment there is an armed conflict. We can save His Majesty and lose everything.”


  


  “Your Highness, this is now an opportunity from Heaven. You can’t help His Majesty.”


  


  “That’s right! First, contact the estate and ask for the army! The moment we hear that His Majesty is in trouble, we can march and occupy the capital!”


  


  Basara was fifth in the line of succession. She was ranked second highest after the princes, and as long as she maintained her duke rank and territory, her actual force went beyond the princes’. Basara was the right person to be next to the throne. Of course, Basara herself didn’t intend to refuse the throne. However, she judged that it was too premature.


  


  ‘It is too dangerous until I know what the grandmaster is doing.’


  


  Unlike the other emperors through the ages, Basara had no intention of ruling by force. It wasn’t because she was a nonviolent person or that she was weak. She was just an extremely reasonable person. By coexisting with non-imperial countries and ethnic minorities, it would enrich them, and she would receive more tributes that would help the empire’s future. Her ancestors had already demonstrated how inefficient it was to trample and dominate with unconditional force. It was doubtful if the grandmaster, who had been with the emperors of the past, would agree with Basara’s ideas.


  


  ‘The grandmaster is also a person who pursues hegemony, which is why he is on the empire’s side.’


  


  It was clear that her position would be troubling if she opposed the grandmaster. The power of the grandmaster, who had been with the imperial family for a long time, would easily surpass the new emperor. Unless she wanted to live as the grandmaster’s puppet, Basara believed it would be better not to aim at the throne until she read his intentions. Therefore...


  


  “No. We have to help His Majesty. His Majesty still needs to be in place.”


  


  Basara ignored the opinions of her loyalists, and the 10,000 horsemen started their march. The land became turbulent when 10,000 horses started running at once. The birds staying in the small mountains all over the place were startled and flew into the sky.


  


  During the raucous march, Basara called out to Grid, “Overgeared King!”


  


  Having witnessed the white-haired Grid at the Ruins of the War God, she interpreted that Grid was a master comparable to the grandmaster and made a request.


  


  “It will take a while for our army to reach the imperial palace. Can you help His Majesty by going to the imperial palace first?” Basara’s request had sufficient grounds.


  


  Grid’s wish was the unity of the Overgeared Kingdom and the empire. Grid running over first and helping the emperor was a shortcut to achieve Grid’s wish. It was as expected.


  


  “Okay,” Grid happily accepted Basara’s request. It seemed as if he had been waiting for it.


  


  A somewhat bitter smile spread on Basara’s face. “You have to go alone to a place where the enemies are unknown... Yet you don’t even hesitate.”


  


  Basara’s affinity with Grid was already reaching the peak. The moment she received a proposal from Grid, she had enough affinity to plan their honeymoon.


  


  She gave genuine advice to Grid, who started to manipulate something, “I am well aware of your strength. Still, be careful. There are many strong people in the imperial palace who can threaten you. When you arrive, read the situation first and only act when you can ensure your safety, rather than unconditionally help His Majesty.”


  


  “Of course,” Grid answered while putting on a skin mask. 


  


  [Berith’s Skin Mask]


  


  [Rating: Legendary (Transcendent)


  


  Durability: 10/10 (can’t be repaired)


  


  A mask made by Berith processing human skin.


  


  It boasts a perfect degree of completion because it contains Berith’s magic of lies and distortion. It isn’t only the face that is disguised but the body shape and voice as well. Thus, it transcends a simple mask.


  


  * You can disguise yourself as anyone you have a reasonable understanding of.


  


  * You must’ve communicated at least 100 words with the target in order to gain the understanding needed for the disguise.


  


  * The higher the affinity of the target, the better the understanding.


  


  * The duration of the disguise depends on your understanding of the target.


  


  ★ You can only copy the appearance and voice of the target. Be extra careful about your words and actions after the disguise. 


  


  Cooldown Time: 12 hours.


  


  User Restriction: Level 380 or higher.


  


  Weight: 2]


  


  “I’ll be going,” Grid said through the skin mask. His tone was exactly like Basara’s. That’s right. In order to freely move through the imperial palace, he disguised himself as Basara, a member of the imperial family and a duke.


  


  Basara’s face reddened. “This...”


  


  “...?”


  


  “M-My chest has swelled. Did you put cotton in? Surely the magic of a great demon isn’t omnipotent enough to replicate all parts of the human body?”


  


  The embarrassed Grid forgot to act as he replied, “O-Of course.” 


  


  He couldn’t answer honestly.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  The capital Titan was the heart of the empire. It was a magnificent and splendid city that gave a glimpse into the wealth and power of the empire. However, the red-colored Titan was a completely different city from what Grid had seen before. Knights riding horses raced down the roads, and soldiers with swords were seen in every alley. Signs of battle were found, and some aristocratic mansions were burning. The people, who lost their place in this turmoil, crouched in a corner and cried.


  


  It was simply pandemonium.


  


  ‘It’s like a war.’


  


  As Basara feared, this was an unusual situation. Grid had to hurry. This was a great opportunity to help the emperor and raise affinity. He was also worried about the dukes who had left to meet the emperor first.


  


  “Isn’t that Duke Basara?” The knights carefully searching the area found Grid disguised as Basara and got off their horses. 


  


  


  Grid asked them, “Are you searching for the rebel Edan?”


  


  “Yes, that’s right!”


  


  “Don’t you know what is going on right now in the imperial palace?”


  


  “I’m sorry. We don't know what's going on in the imperial palace. We are worried because a red light suddenly burst out but two duke and the Five Pillars are there. We dare not question or worry about it.”


  


  “I see. Continue with what you were doing.”


  


  “Yes!” 


  


  The knights hurriedly opened the way and Grid ran past them to the imperial palace. Grid thought about it, ‘No matter how I look, that son of a bitch Edan is fooling around.’


  


  Edan shook off the soldiers’ search and infiltrated the imperial palace to attack the emperor. The emperor exploded his red energy during the confrontation, and this influence turned the capital red. Grid could guess up to here.


  


  The one question was if Edan could do any harm to the emperor. As the knights said a while ago, the emperor was protected by the Five Pillars while Grenhal and Morse were visiting the emperor. Above all, the emperor himself was the strongest. Even if Edan was buffed by the obvious cliche in his role as a villain, it seemed impossible for him to break through these forces and harm the emperor.


  


  ‘Thus, I need to hurry up.’


  


  He didn’t think the situation would already be finished, but he had to go quickly or he wouldn’t be able to get the emperor’s favor. Grid increased his speed. Unfortunately, this female body was unfamiliar and uncomfortable. His limbs were long, but his hips were too big and his chest shook when he ran. He couldn’t maintain his balance. Grid could grab them every time he jumped, but he was worried about eyes and felt guilty toward Basara.


  


  ‘Eh.’


  


  Should he care about these small problems in such a desperate situation? Grid just grabbed his chest and started to run. The texture that was conveyed was... Omitted.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  ‘How terrible.’


  


  The scenery of the imperial palace was more serious than the capital’s. Every corridor and pillar was sprayed with red blood, and the groans of the dying soldiers echoed like a long song.


  


  “D-Duke Basara...”


  


  “The Red Knights... The Red Knights betrayed...”


  


  “His Majesty is in danger...”


  


  The soldiers who discovered Grid coughed up blood. Grid, who learned of the situation, equipped the Ideal Dagger and used Quick Movements.


  


  ‘The emperor failed to kill the Red Knights and was hit.’


  


  The skills of the Red Knights weren’t ordinary. Once the single digit knights joined forces, they could compete with the dukes. Additionally, the Red Knights themselves had many people. Edan also had the magic machines unit, so the Five Pillars and the dukes couldn’t easily stop his momentum.


  


  This was an opportunity for Grid. Grid accelerated through the corridors. His transcendent senses were guiding him. As he got closer to the audience hall, he could hear the sound of friction, explosions, and metal colliding. Grid checked his condition after confirming that the duration of Quick Movements had ended.


  


  ‘It is perfect.’


  


  The only skill on cooldown was Quick Movements. All skills were available, his health and mana were maintained at the maximum, and only a small amount of stamina was consumed.


  


  ‘Before the Five Pillars wipe out the Red Knights, I will break through the Red Knights and give the emperor a vivid impression.’


  


  Grid made a plan and took off the skin mask. There was no need to expose the skin mask to the emperor or the Five Pillars. Moreover, it was necessary to reveal his identity. If they asked how he came to the imperial palace, he would have to speak with the dukes and answer in the most positive way possible. He finally got closer to the scene of combat.


  


  At the end of the long corridor, knights in red armor could be seen. So far, it was as Grid had expected. Then he saw Grandmaster Zikfrector and Chensler fighting each other. The members of the Five Pillars that Grid were familiar with were fighting each other.


  


  ‘What?’


  


  One of them was on Edan’s side? Or was there some type of disagreement and they were just fighting for a moment? Grid’s confused gaze turned reflexively into the audience hall. Then he saw it. It was the sight of Edan’s sword being pointed to the emperor. Grenhal and Morse were on the ground in a mess while Bain, another of the Five Pillars, was wounded.


  


  ‘Did Edan do this?’


  


  What mattered now wasn’t grasping the situation. He had to save the emperor as soon as possible. In order to achieve harmony with the empire, the emperor who favored the dukes had to survive. How should he do this? Grid was daunted by the battle between the grandmaster and Chensler. The two monsters, who he didn’t think he could win against even if he used Blackening, were fighting in the middle of the corridor. Grid couldn’t break through them to reach the audience hall.


  


  ‘Braham, do you intend to wake up?’ He anxiously called out to Braham, but there was no answer. Braham, who had fallen asleep, seemed like he wouldn’t wake up for a long time.


  


  -Grid! Don't interfere! A whisper flew toward Grid.


  


  The sender was Zibal. Grid turned his gaze and saw Zibal standing with the riders. Then Grid’s face filled with frustration. He felt desperate because even if he broke through the Five Pillars and the Red Knights, there were still the magic machines.


  


  “Knight Summoning!”


  


  That’s why he summoned Piaro. He was convinced that he had to pull out the strongest hand. He also remembered that Piaro was one of the people related to the empire.


  


  “Piaro!”


  


  [Your knight ‘Piaro’ has arrived by your side.]


  


  It was a notification that came up without a pause. Grid affirmed it as he stared at the back of Piaro, who responded immediately to his call.


  


  ‘Piaro won’t die.’


  


  He would make sure of it. The determined Grid gave an order in front of everyone. “Piaro, I’m sorry but let’s save the emperor.”


  


  He surely wouldn’t be willing. He would surely be hesitant. This was what Grid thought.


  


  “Yes, Your Majesty.”


  


  To Grid’s surprise, Piaro immediately agreed to the order. He pulled out a hand plow from among various farming equipment hanging from his waist and broke through the corridor.


  


  “Piaro...!” The Red Knights cried out. None of them dared to block the path ahead of Piaro. Only one person was different.


  


  “Damn! Don't interfere!” Only the player Zibal summoned his magic machine and stood in front of the entrance to the audience hall. A giant and majestic magic machine came in contact with the high ceiling of the imperial palace as it stabbed at Piaro with a pillar-like spear.


  


  “Free Farming 2nd Style. Super Growth.”


  


  A soybean tree grew through the ground in an instant and blocked it. Not only did it block Raiders’ spear, but it also grew vines that bound Raiders’ arms and legs. Zibal became contemplative at the sight of Raiders who stopped moving for a while.


  


  “This is crazy!”


  


  In the past, Zibal had already been beaten by Piaro. For Zibal, ‘Reidan’s crazy farmer’ was imprinted in him as the strongest. However, he had forgotten. It was caused by witnessing the battle between the grandmaster and Chensler. Shortly after witnessing their battle, Zibal became relatively relaxed and fearless as he faced Piaro for their long reunion.


  


  This was the result. The operating time was so short that even one second was precious. Raiders was tied up for three seconds, and this allowed Piaro to break through. Moreover, Piaro had already entered the audience hall and stopped Edan from killing the emperor.


  


  Saharan’s sword and a sickle collided. Piaro’s appearance, which hadn’t changed since he left the empire, shocked Edan and the dukes.


  


  “You have become a legend and broken the shackles...” A bitter voice filled with complex emotions—Emperor Juander’s voice echoed in the hall.


  


  On the other hand, Grid...


  


  “Amazing. You infiltrated here so easily with your skills?”


  


  He was confronted by the grandmaster. Unlike the tense Grid, the grandmaster was smiling. “There is a lot of talent. I’m becoming more and more excited.”


  


  “What do you expect from me?” Grid was in a position where he couldn’t act.


  


  Asmophel, Mercedes, Noll, Jude, and the 10 meritorious retainers were available, but he had to be cautious because he wasn’t in a position to bring them all out. First of all, Asmophel and Mercedes were escorting the previous generation of Red Knights and weren’t suitable to be called. Noll was another species, and Grid was afraid this would antagonize the emperor. Meanwhile, Jude was too weak. Most of all, Grid could only guarantee the life of one person. He only had one White Peach.


  


  Grid decided to talk to the grandmaster, who was interested in him, and further explore the situation.


  


  “Tell me. What are you expecting from me?” Grid asked again.


  


  “Won’t you be the emperor?” The grandmaster returned with a question.


  


  Grid suddenly knew that all of today’s events were caused by the grandmaster.




  Chapter 1080


  “Won’t you be the emperor?”


  


  Cats became tigers after three years of military life. They could read the timing just looking at the movement of the soldiers. It wasn’t hard to know what was going on after Grid had been with Lauel for a few years.


  


  “Grandmaster, you betrayed the emperor and stood on Edan’s side.”


  


  “The expression ‘betrayal’ isn’t appropriate. I’m just exercising my right.”


  


  “Your right?”


  


  The grandmaster was very kind to Grid. He told his story in great detail, “A long time ago, a man came to me and offered me a deal. He asked me to make him the emperor. He said that if he became emperor, he would surely fulfill my heart’s desire.”


  


  “That person...”


  


  “Yes, it was Saharan. I made him emperor, but coincidentally, he failed to keep his promise to me. The promise he failed to keep was to be fulfilled by his descendants. However, time passed, and the imperial family forgot about their promise to me, reaching the present point.” The grandmaster’s gaze turned to inside the audience hall.


  


  In the aftermath of the free farming, the audience hall was gradually becoming farmland. Edan and Piaro could be seen fighting among the ripened rice.


  


  The grandmaster pointed to Edan’s sword. “That sword is a token of the promise. Saharan gave me a sword that contained his red energy, which accelerated his death. Saharan told me. If the imperial family breaks their agreement with me, I will prove my qualifications with this sword and ascend to the throne myself. Then he made policies to fulfill my desire in the long term.”


  


  Grid listened to the friendly explanation and stabbed at the core, “Who are you?”


  


  At this moment...


  


  “...!” Everyone in the audience hall had wide eyes. All of them wondered about the grandmaster’s desire. Based on that desire, they could infer the grandmaster’s identity. However, Grid asked about the identity of the grandmaster. Asking for this person’s identity without even mentioning the contents of the desire...? It wasn’t prudent. The grandmaster wouldn’t answer. People expected Grid’s question to be ignored.


  


  It was as expected.


  


  “...” The grandmaster was also a bit baffled. The question of his desire was expected, but the question of his identity was unexpected.


  


  Grid shrugged. “Won’t you ask me to fulfill your desire if I become the emperor? I can’t make a deal with someone I don’t know.”


  


  “Kukuk...” The grandmaster burst out laughing. It was extremely rare for him to express his emotions, and this was the first time the emperor had ever seen the grandmaster laughing, despite having spent decades with him. “...The only sinner of the seven.” Sorrow permeated his bored eyes. The grandmaster’s clear eyes stared straight at Grid. “The incarnation of the betrayer, who was blinded by the light and turned a blind eye to the crisis of his companions who couldn’t see the darkness. That is who I am.”


  


  “...?!”


  


  It was like lightning striking Grid’s head. Grid knew the identity of those who were ‘blinded by the light and couldn’t see the darkness’.


  


  ‘The seven malignant saints...!’


  


  It couldn’t be... The grandmaster’s identity was the incarnation of the seven malignant saints? It was unimaginable for Grid, who had long known that they were sealed between the ‘ground and hell.’ Grid had stiffened completely while the other people were scrambling. It was the sound of their thoughts trying to catch up. It was rare for anyone to know the truth of the seven malignant saints, even if they searched the entire world. None of the people in the room could understand the conversation between Grid and the grandmaster. 


  


  In the midst of the turmoil, the grandmaster said, “I wanted to remove my guilt, so I did a great deal of work. In an attempt to overcome the terrible boredom, I gained time by pushing this present body into the ranks of a transcendent. I studied how to save the incarnations of my colleagues who confronted the gods and lost the ‘past life qualifications,’ unlike me. The reason why so many other races on the continent were captured and experimented with, why I needed by-products of a great demon and my desire for the evil eye… It was all part of this research. No matter how long I spent on it, I couldn’t make a difference. It was impossible to fully overcome the boredom, so I made mistakes at every critical moment. However, I know the cause of my colleagues’ failure. The biggest reason for the failure was that they didn’t rely on the ‘expelled’ gods.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Who were the expelled gods? The chaos inside Grid increased. The other people’s unrest was also growing. No one directly linked the grandmaster to the seven malignant saints, but an increasing number of people noticed that the grandmaster had been ‘something other than human from the beginning.’


  


  The grandmaster read the situation and lowered his voice. As he whispered into Grid’s ears, his voice contained a deep annoyance. It was troublesome. The grandmaster wanted to beat everything. These desires started to dominate him.


  


  “I felt great hope when I found out that you have the power of Taren.”


  


  “...”


  


  “The answer lies in the Abyss. Become the emperor. Become the emperor, explore the Abyss, and trace the whereabouts of the expelled gods. The Second Seven Evils War will save the world from the fallen gods.”


  


  [★Hidden Quest★ The Sixth Evil’s Proposal has occurred!]


  


  [The Sixth Evil’s Proposal]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  The sixth evil Zik, who has the sin of sloth, is suggesting that you become the emperor.


  


  If you accept the offer, you will become the new master of the Saharan Empire!


  


  Quest Clear Condition: Accept Zikfrector’s offer.


  


  Quest Clear Rewards: The Saharan Empire.]


  


  [Would you like to accept the quest?]


  


  Grid had experienced countless hidden quests, but he had never seen a hidden quest on such a scale. This was a quest to devour the whole empire. Grid naturally...


  


  “I don’t want to.” He refused it.


  


  


  “...?” The grandmaster was shocked. He had spoken honestly and hadn’t expected Grid to reject the offer.


  


  Grid explained, “If I become the emperor, won’t there be rebellions all over the empire? How can I handle it? In the first place, I can’t lead such a big country, and I don’t have the manpower.”


  


  If Grid—who wasn’t of Saharan’s blood—was crowned the emperor, many nobles would revolt and an era of war would begin. Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom would be swept up in the war on a daily basis. By the end, the empire would be divided into dozens of pieces, and the security of the Overgeared Kingdom couldn’t be guaranteed. It meant that he was more likely to lose everything and suffer.


  


  The grandmaster shook his head. “The thing you should pay attention to is the exploration of the Abyss, not the management of the empire. The empire isn’t a matter of concern at all.”


  


  “What on earth are you saying? Rather, it is none of my business what you do.”


  


  It was true that Grid respected the seven malignant saints who fought the gods for humanity. This didn’t mean he intended to sacrifice himself for them. In the first place, Grid didn’t want to be tied to the seven malignant saints. He could lose everything overnight if he drew the anger of the gods to himself. Grid had already resolved to be neutral after going through the Crossroad of Good and Evil quest and the Hexetia incident.


  


  “Your Majesty the Emperor! I’m on your side!” Grid shouted.


  


  “...Turning away even after knowing the truth.” The grandmaster was furious. 


  


  Grid hurriedly cried out as the grandmaster’s face distorted like a demon, “No, I don’t want to be hostile to you. I’m just going to stop Edan’s treason.”


  


  “It is just sophistry. Edan is my agent unless you accept my offer. Don’t you know that going against him is going against me?”


  


  “Ah...”


  


  This was really upsetting. Harmony with the empire was really important, but was it right to be hostile to an incarnation of the seven malignant saints? He might just be an incarnation, but the seven malignant saints were the seven malignant saints. The grandmaster’s power was likely to be far beyond what Grid expected. It was terrible to imagine what would happen if they fought.


  


  Then it happened while Grid was feeling restless.


  


  “Shut up, Zikfrector!” Edan yelled after easily defeating Piaro. The prince stared at the grandmaster with red eyes. “Weren’t you trying to throw me away as soon as an opportunity came? I’m your agent...? Then you should consult me! I’m not a pushover!”


  


  “...!”


  


  In response to Edan’s wrath, Saharan’s sword started to exert a stronger force than before. The power was so great that it cracked Piaro’s sickle which was made from Belial’s by-products. The strength that had been absorbed from materials all over the capital finally started to manifest. It was great enough to overwhelm Piaro, who had yet to achieve a new ground in Natural State. At this moment, Edan was strong enough to threaten the grandmaster with his extreme temper.


  


  “Zikfrector! I’ll kill you first!”


  


  “Eh?”


  


  It was an unexpected development. Grid’s eyes lit up when he witnessed Edan rushing to the grandmaster, and he hurriedly left his position. The grandmaster’s sword and Saharan’s sword collided, blowing up the imperial palace. The imperial guards and Red Knights were thrown into confusion by the powerful shockwave.


  


  “Shit!”


  


  This luck was truly dirty. The moment that Grid was going to spit out the shards of a stone that had flown through the corridor...


  


  “Grab on!” Chensler rushed to the emperor in the turmoil and reached out to Grid. Grid hurriedly grabbed his hand. He was distracted by Edan going crazy in the area and couldn’t control his dexterity.


  


  “Huuung,” Chensler groaned, but he didn’t blush. He barely resisted the rush of pleasure. “People have different orientations... I will respect it...”


  


  “...?” Grid was wronged by Chensler who misunderstood, but now wasn’t the time to pay attention to such trivial (?) things. 


  


  Grid, who entered the side chamber with Chensler, immediately supported Piaro and stood by the emperor. The emperor bowed to Grid, causing doubts if this was really the emperor.


  


  “Thank you...”


  


  “Y-Your Majesty?!”


  


  The emperor of the Saharan Empire, the ruler of the West Continent, was bowing to the king of a small country? It wasn’t only Chensler. Even the dukes who had maximum affinity with Grid were astonished. Of course, Grid was also surprised.


  


  The emperor’s gaze was directed at Piaro, who was right behind Grid. “Overgeared King, you wouldn’t know it, but I have been thankful to you for a long time. I felt guilty every day for not stopping the war against the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  “...”


  


  Being in harmony with the empire wasn’t a vain wish. Grid’s heart became comfortable once he learned this.


  


  Grenhal shouted, “We don’t know how long Edan will run wild! If he wakes up, then the first thing he will do is aim at Your Majesty. Your Majesty should leave!”


  


  It was a great opportunity to do so while Edan was tying up the grandmaster’s feet. Grenhal insisted on it, but the emperor was hesitant.


  


  “Throwing away my throne and running away... The entire world will laugh at me.”


  


  There was no point in dying, but even now, he cared about his image. While Grid burned with frustration, Chensler persuaded the emperor, “Edan won’t be able to handle that power forever, and he will soon collapse. Before that, we need to suppress the grandmaster as much as possible. If our eyes are scattered, we won’t be able to save up our physical strength.”


  


  “Nevertheless...”


  


  “Your Majesty, please don’t miss this chance to wipe out the traitors.”


  


  “...Okay.”


  


  In the end, the emperor’s stubbornness was defeated. The emperor, the two dukes, Bain, Chensler, and finally Grid and Piaro began their journey in a secret passage that had only been passed down through generations of emperors.




  Chapter 1081


  [You are the first player to discover the ‘Imperial Palace’s Secret Passage’!]


  


  [Your achievement of discovering the last retreat of the emperor is truly remarkable!]


  


  [You have received the ‘Imperial Palace’s Blueprint’ as a first discovery reward!]


  


  [The Great Robber of the Red Night is interested in you. Watch out for red nights.] 


  


  [Imperial Palace’s Blueprint (Central Section)]


  


  [Rating: Legendary


  


  The imperial palace of the Saharan Empire is one of the finest buildings in history, designed by the best architects and dwarves.


  


  There are a total of 19 blueprints of the imperial palace, among which the highest technical strength is concentrated in the central blueprint.


  


  These are also the basics for imparting the best architectural skills.


  


  Acquisition Effect: Open the craftsman great Architecture skill. Understanding of the imperial palace’s structure will rise by 10%. The probability of making a historic building will permanently increase.


  


  Learning Conditions: Architect.


  


  Weight: 0.1]


  


  ‘Eh?’


  


  The seven malignant saints...


  


  Saharan...


  


  The expelled gods...


  


  After learning about the grandmaster’s identity and desires, Grid was confused and couldn’t handle the amount of information flooding in. The interior of the huge passage, where night stones were installed in one-meter intervals and scattering a soft light, caught his eyes. Yes, this was a place that only the emperors should know. It was the most secret place in the world.


  


  The emperor brought him here... It was very meaningful.


  


  ‘Trust...’


  


  It wasn’t a level of trust that could be built up just by saving a single life. The emperor, who had known for a long time that Piaro was alive, probably treated Grid as a benefactor and had been deeply grateful to him from then on. It was a gratitude for slightly easing some of the emperor’s sins. If Piaro hadn’t met Grid, he would still be wandering around or perhaps be dead. The emperor thought Piaro had died or that he had gotten crippled in the first place.


  


  ‘...I’ve also received help from Piaro.’ Grid became bitter after reading the emperor’s heart. Just as Piaro wouldn’t be human if he hadn’t met Grid, Grid wouldn’t be a human either if he hadn’t met Piaro. He would still dismiss control and wouldn’t be able to overcome all types of crises. Yes, he wasn’t a one-sided benefactor of Piaro.


  


  Piaro was also his benefactor. They were greatly encouraged and inspired by each other. They were friends who were together naturally. This was the reason why.


  


  ‘Piaro, you followed my unjust command without a single protest.’


  


  The emperor’s heart toward Piaro didn’t matter. From Piaro’s perspective, the emperor was a firm enemy who couldn’t be forgiven even if he were killed a hundred times. It was the emperor who harmed Piaro’s family and associates, taking away Piaro’s life.


  


  Yet Piaro had swallowed his anger. He had wanted to run and hurt the emperor, but he saved the emperor at Grid’s command. How pained and bitter would he feel despite not expressing it? Grid weighed Piaro’s feelings and felt great sorrow and guilt.


  


  ‘I’m sorry to Kasim.’


  


  A disciple of Lantier, a friend of Doran and the teacher of Faker and Lord... Kasim, the last survivor of the Nero people, was also deprived of everything because of the empire. The empire had wiped out his family, friends, and colleagues, as well as his nation and culture.


  


  Piaro’s grudge was limited to the foolish emperor and evil empress while Asmophel resented the empress and the Yatan Church, but Kasim hated the empire itself. In the past, Grid had taken advantage of Kasim’s position and vowed to take revenge on the empire in order to fully utilize Kasim.


  


  However, things changed. The current Grid was aiming for unity, rather than hostility with the empire. Right now, Kasim understood Grid’s position and was persevering, but it wouldn’t be strange if his patience ran out. Maybe...


  


  The biggest obstacle to harmony with the empire might be Kasim.


  


  ‘This problem won’t be solved just because the emperor apologizes.’


  


  If the empire itself didn’t change, Kasim would never forgive the empire. If the empire doesn't change...


  


  If Kasim’s hatred was maintained...


  


  What choice would Grid make then?


  


  “Ugh.”


  


  The moment Grid was feeling depressed by his thoughts... 


  


  Saharan’s sword absorbed power from all the materials that made up the capital. Piaro, who had been stunned after experiencing Edan wielding this explosive power, finally came to his senses.


  


  “Piaro!”


  


  “Sir Piaro!”


  


  Grid and the dukes supported Piaro. On the other hand, the emperor was still. He didn’t have the qualifications or courage to help Piaro.


  


  “Your Majesty... Are you safe...”


  


  “Of course.”


  


  The moment he regained his spirit, Piaro looked at Grid. This image choked the emperor’s heart. Those eyes, filled with loyalty and infinite affection, were originally directed at him. Now they had become directed at someone else entirely. Although he was thankful that Piaro lived, he now felt sad and really shameless. He wondered how selfish he had become since he sat on the throne and enjoyed everything. The emperor was disillusioned with himself and turned away from Piaro. 


  


  The man who lost everything because of his ignorance...


  


  The emperor couldn’t look at him. He didn’t want to see Piaro become someone else’s. The emperor dropped his head without any strength.


  


  “Your Majesty, this subordinate dares risk his life to make a request,” Chensler’s voice rang out suddenly. The wounds he had received from the grandmaster were quite large, but he knelt down on the cold floor anyway. “Apologize to Sir Piaro.”


  


  Chensler was the last loyalist. Even if Juander wasn’t the emperor, Chensler would sacrifice everything for him. Therefore, he could dare to advise Juander, “Your Majesty is supreme. No one dares to punish Your Majesty so your Majesty must be strict on yourself. Take responsibility for the sins you have committed. Ask Sir Piaro for forgiveness.”


  


  How shocked had the emperor been when he heard of Piaro’s betrayal? How many nights had the emperor spent awake before ordering Piaro’s family to be killed? How had the emperor felt when he found out the truth? Chensler had always been watching. As a result, he pushed the emperor even more. He knew the emperor could only move forward if he asked Piaro for forgiveness.


  


  “...” The emperor hesitated. His heart naturally wanted to run immediately to Piaro and fall to his knees. However, could he obtain Piaro’s forgiveness with just a few words of apology? Piaro wouldn’t forgive him. He wouldn’t forgive himself if he were Piaro.


  


  The shock of losing Empress Aria... In the end, it was just an excuse like the grandmaster said. No excuse could be given for betraying a trusted friend.


  


  “...”


  


  Since he wouldn’t be forgiven, the act of apologizing meant his relationship with Piaro would be severed. The emperor thought too much and didn’t move toward Piaro in the end. He realized this terrible reality and wanted to ignore his irreversible sins.


  


  “Your Majesty...” Chensler sighed. He had been hoping...


  


  The emperor might not be forgiven by Piaro, but Chensler hoped the emperor would show the courage to stand up to his mistakes, even if he would be cursed at. It was only then that the emperor could be a better ruler, which was a shortcut to ending the confusion that the royal family faced. Yet the emperor didn’t have the courage to do so.


  


  Chensler was sad. Of course, he didn’t blame or criticize the emperor despite that. The greater the size of the sins committed, the harder it was to face the person. Chensler fully understood the emperor’s position.


  


  Meanwhile, Piaro also turned away from the emperor. The familiar appearance of the emperor who was a bit further away and holding his breath...


  


  Piaro turned a blind eye to the betrayer he hated every moment since that day’s incident. He thought he would burst into tears when he saw the emperor’s eyes. In order to get revenge, he must not even exchange looks...


  


  Piaro thought hard and only stared at Grid. Piaro’s shaky gaze broke Grid's heart. However, Grid wasn’t in a position to say any words of consolation.


  


  “...”


  


  “...”


  


  The heavy silence caused everyone’s breath to tighten. They waited for the noises still coming from the audience hall above the secret passage to stop. Suddenly, Grid yelled, “Ah...! Duke Basara!”


  


  “...?” Everyone looked bewildered.


  


  


  Then Grid hurriedly explained, “Duke Basara is leading soldiers to the imperial palace!”


  


  “Basara?” The first person to react was the emperor. He noticed something. In order to save him, Basara was now advancing to the imperial palace without waiting.


  


  ‘She is better than my children...’


  


  Basara was truly very talented. Her red energy had a weaker influence on matter, but it gave vitality to life. There was no fear in the troops she led, and the other nobles became gentle sheep in front of her. Her red energy, which saw the essence and condition of matter and guided it in a beneficial direction, was similar to Mercedes’s insight.


  


  Her father had surrendered the throne to Juander’s father who was prepared to purge all of his blood relatives, allowing Juander to inherit the throne. If she had been the one to inherit the throne instead of him...


  


  ‘Aria and Piaro wouldn’t have experienced the misfortune, and the empire would’ve enjoyed a peaceful reign.’ The enlightened emperor’s gaze shifted toward Grid. Grid was going crazy, and the dukes and Piaro were trying to stop him.


  


  “Let me go! I have to go and save Duke Basara!”


  


  “That’s enough, Your Majesty! That place is dangerous!”


  


  “Duke Basara doesn’t know what is going on at the imperial palace right now! She will surely die if she is caught up in the grandmaster and Edan’s fight!


  


  “Duke Basara is a wise person. She won’t get hit easily and will be fine on her own!”


  


  “Your Majesty, don’t you know that you might die if you go out?”


  


  “Oh, these guys! I will revive even if I die!!”


  


  Grid struck the dukes’ hands. However, he couldn’t remove Piaro’s hand. The power and will in Piaro’s hands wasn’t something that could be overcome by Grid’s power and will.


  


  “Your Majesty.” Piaro’s deep eyes stared straight at Grid. “I know that Your Majesty is an immortal blessed by the gods. Even if you lose your life, you will smile and live again.”


  


  “Yes, so this hand...”


  


  “However.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “My heart is torn.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Do you think I don’t know that Your Majesty receives great damage in return for the resurrection? Additionally, the pain...? Aren’t you a human who feels the same pain as me? Don’t get used to dying.”


  


  “P-Piaro...”


  


  “As long as my eyes are still open, Your Majesty can’t die. I would rather die. I will save Duke Basara.”


  


  “...?”


  


  No, this was a troll. Grid barely grabbed Piaro, who was trying to leave on his behalf. Then a completely unexpected figure stepped forward.


  


  “I will go.”


  


  “...!?”


  


  It was Emperor Juander. For the first time, he looked at Piaro. The emperor’s eyes met Piaro’s, and the emperor calmly accepted the gaze that was full of hatred.


  


  “A knight who met the wrong master and lost everything.”


  


  “...Shut up.”


  


  “A friend betrayed by a friend you shouldn’t have believed in.”


  


  “Shut up!!”


  


  “I deeply apologize.”


  


  “Shut up!”


  


  Piaro seemed feverish as he blocked his eyes and shouted. Tears poured from his red eyes, and his hand that held the hand plow trembled. The emperor bowed deeply to him before glancing at Chensler and Bain. “Don’t follow.”


  


  “My place is by Your Majesty’s side.”


  


  “...I can’t let Your Majesty the Emperor die.”


  


  Chensler and Bain violated the imperial order. It was a very disrespectful attitude, but the emperor laughed.


  


  Step, step.


  


  The emperor passed by Piaro, who couldn’t wield the hand plow, and stood before the dukes. “I name Basara as my successor. You must survive and be the witnesses. Help her well.”


  


  “Your Majesty!”


  


  The emperor said no more. He passed by the dukes and stood in front of Grid. “Overgeared King. I know it now. The epitome of all of this is me. I am the one who made everyone unhappy.”


  


  “That...”


  


  “I have four children. Like his parents, the youngest Edan has made an irreversible mistake. I will take him with me, but the other three can’t be held responsible.”


  


  “...”


  


  “The first is like his mother, weak but clever. The second resembles his father, incompetent and greedy. The third is trying to walk the wrong path in rebellion against his father.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Please, Overgeared King. Please guide my children correctly. If the new emperor tries to purge them... I hope you can help a little bit.”


  


  The emperor believed that he had the right to ask this. Grid naturally agreed to it. He hadn’t forgotten the emperor’s grace in sending him Mercedes.


  


  “...I understand,” Grid answered.


  


  Then the emperor left the secret passage in a peaceful mood. There was no more emperor in the space made for the emperor.


  


  Then the world message emerged.


  


  [An unknown person is writing the second epic.]


  


  [The beginning of the epic comes from the underground passage that is dyed with the light of the night stones.]


  


  Grid felt a rush of intense emotions.


  


  [He silently watched the back of the Absolute for the last time.]




  Chapter 1082


  [An unknown person is writing the second epic.]


  


  [The beginning of the narrative comes from the underground passage that was dyed with the light of the night stones.]


  


  “Grid...?”


  


  “Grid?”


  


  There was no one who didn’t know the identity of this unknown person. The incident of Grid’s epic was so famous that even those who didn’t play Satisfy knew about it.


  


  [He silently watched the back of the Absolute for the last time.]


  


  “This...!”


  


  The 10 meritorious retainers saw the world messages rise in succession. They were scattered all over the kingdom but instantly became rigid. The retainers understood that Grid’s epic was only triggered when experiencing an event which was a major milestone in human history.


  


  The world message which popped up shortly after Grid left for the imperial palace with Basara suggested that Grid had been involved in a major event. The Absolute must be the emperor, and the emperor’s life was in danger. The 10 meritorious retainers judged that Grid would be in a major crisis if the imperial family was in danger.


  


  Lauel’s message entered the guild window, [&All players who were registered as Grid’s knight, please prepare for a summoning.]


  


  Grid appointed only a few players as his knights, and they were mostly the 10 meritorious retainers. Lauel’s advice was aimed at the 10 meritorious retainers, [&Regardless of your current position, please respond to Grid’s call immediately. The most important thing for us is Grid’s security.]


  


  Lauel’s warning was pointless. Everyone intended to do so in the first place. It was natural for them to run when their most cherished friend was in a big crisis. Those who arrived at their destination after a long journey, those who were raiding bosses that only appeared once a month, and those who were going through hidden quests that would never come again...


  


  ‘Grid, quickly summon us!’


  


  They all waited for Grid’s call with the same emotions.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  Watching the back of the Absolute for the last time...


  


  The narrative of the system was implying the emperor’s end. It couldn’t be certain that the ‘last’ mentioned here meant death. However, Grid had a gut feeling that the emperor would die. Someone equal to or better than Garam... No, the grandmaster was an incarnation of the seven malignant saints, so he would naturally be stronger than Garam. Meanwhile, Edan got his hands on the sword of the founding emperor Saharan, who had been deified by the imperial people for hundreds of years.


  


  It was nothing more than a suicide act if the emperor, who was their first target, came before their eyes. Yet Grid didn’t stop the emperor. They were two people who shared a subtle connection through an agent called Mercedes, but they had virtually no relationship.


  


  Yes, Grid and the emperor only had a distant relationship. There was also the intense relationship called ‘Piaro’ between the two, but that was it. Their births, environments, and positions were different, and there was no personal relationship at all. Rather, this relationship was closer to a bad relationship. The emperor was an object of fear for Grid while for the emperor, Grid was just an individual.


  


  It was a relationship where they tried to eliminate each other’s existence. Grid didn’t have the right or any reason to stop the emperor. So why? Grid felt a seed of sorrow.


  


  It was better for the emperor to die. Then he and Basara would live, and Basara could become the emperor. Basara must be the emperor, and everything would work out. There would be more harmony than he hoped for. Grid’s sense of reason clearly knew this.


  


  Then why? Why was he so sad? Since when had he started liking the emperor? Grid felt confused and quickly realized why.


  


  Emperor Juander—he was literally absolute power. He was able to get everything he wanted, and he could cover up his shortcomings easily. Yet he didn’t. He turned away all the beauties of the world and loved only one woman in his life. He was always worried about the old friend who lost everything because of his sins. He repaid the grace of the king of another country by sending over his most loyal knight, and he worried about his children in the moment when he would lose everything.


  


  The emperor was a person who valued connections more than anything else in the world. It was just like the grandmaster mocked. Maybe he was an incompetent emperor like Edan and Benoit denounced. He might’ve committed sins from his ignorance. However, the emperor was never a wicked person. He was a fool who couldn’t even be corrupted.


  


  That’s why Grid unconsciously felt fond of him. Perhaps Grid felt something similar from him.


  


  [The last of the Absolute, a pilgrim walking on the path of atonement—he sacrificed himself to take responsibility for his sins without hiding from his sins.]


  


  “My choice today will be a model for the next generation.”


  


  Did he ever imagine a day would come when he was threatened with the throne? The emperor, who had fled from his son’s attack, corrected his crooked crown and brushed off the dust from the cloak stained with blood that was caused by his son. He held a sword in the hand that had covered his beloved Aria’s cheek and held the shield in the hand that had stroked Marie’s head. His face that had smiled as his children grew up was now deeply shaded, but his eyes were filled with the will to take away the darkness. 


  


  The emperor stood in front of the exit that led to the audience hall and turned his attention to Grid. “Those who will later become emperors of Saharan won’t repeat the same mistakes as me.”


  


  They would learn from him. Of course, he didn’t protect the throne. He had become distant the moment his vision was buried and an irreversible sin was committed. The later emperors who learned about the foolish Emperor Juander would always be alert and wise. 


  


  The emperor believed this as he opened the door. Simultaneously, Saharan’s red energy poured in and revealed the interior of the secret passage.


  


  “Emperor!” Edan’s voice roared like a beast. Loud sounds followed. Someone groaned, but there was no sound of falling. The emperor, two pillars, Edan, the magic machines, the grandmaster, and the Red Knights—all of them stood firm because they knew this was the most important moment.


  


  [The Absolute knew. His blood won’t wash away his sins.]


  


  “Your Majesty!” Then Basara’s voice was heard. Damn, things were moving too quickly. She would be in danger. Grid became anxious and was about to rush out to the audience hall.


  


  “Basara! You must survive and lead the empire to power!”


  


  Was the source of the vibration the origin true energy? The emperor’s red energy exploded to a level that had never been seen before, and this was followed by Edan’s groans. Concurrently, Basara’s delicate body flew into the passage that contained Grid’s group.


  


  [However, the Absolute sacrificed himself at the end. His blood might not wash away his sins, but he hoped to cause a ripple in the history of the decaying empire for generations.] 


  


  [It was in the hope that no sinner like him would ever be born again...]


  


  [A fool who was aware that one Absolute could put countless people into misery.]


  


  “Duke Basara!”


  


  Grid and the dukes hurried to Basara who was lying on the ground. The exit was closing. Basara jumped up from the hands of the people and rushed over, but it was too late. She grabbed a tightly closed door.


  


  “Your Majesty!”


  


  Basara’s mind returned to memories of decades ago. The young Juander’s bright smile. Basara found it good to see the sunny smile of her cousin, who was once condemned as being insincere. She used to think of him as a white paper that would never be dyed red. Then at some point, he lost his smile and became filled with sorrow and anger.


  


  Why didn’t she take care of him? What was she doing when his son pointed a sword at his heart?


  


  


  [The Absolute’s desire ends an era of history.] 


  


  [He has witnessed it through the Absolute.]


  


  [He saw the responsibility of the highest-ranked person to guide a new millennium of history.] 


  


  [He has seen the end of an age.]


  


  [At the center of the last and the new era, he felt the great narrative that couldn’t be achieved with personal power become a party of him.]


  


  .......


  


  ....


  


  [An unknown person has completed the second page of the epic!]


  


  The world messages ended. A creepy sound was coming from beyond the exit. The constant screams, metallic sounds, and explosions gradually subsided, and an ominous silence came.


  


  “Your Majesty...”


  


  The dukes guessed the situation outside and closed their eyes. Basara choked on her sobs while Piaro struck the wall with his fists. In Grid’s field of view, a notification window appeared.


  


  [The second page of the epic has been completed.]


  


  [The history that will never be forgotten, ‘The Birth of a New Millennium of the Empire’, has become part of you. You are part of the history of the millennium empire.]


  


  [The effect of the completion of the epic has made your relationship with the Saharan imperial family special.]


  


  [The Saharan imperial family will consider you special from generation to generation.]


  


  [The effect of the completion of the epic has made you a witness of a new era.] 


  


  [You have achieved a feat that can never be accomplished in a human’s short lifespan. The new title ‘Protagonist of Two Eras’ has been acquired for the remarkable achievement.]


  


  [Protagonist of Two Eras]


  


  [If you were someone who died easily, then you couldn’t have witnessed two eras. You will never die easily.]


  


  [The effect of Indomitable is enhanced.]


  


  [Your status has risen to the next level with the completion of that epic.]


  


  [Your status has risen an addition level due to the large-scale reward from the completion of the epic.]


  


  [Some of the upper-grade species are considered to be lower than you. Species that are a lower grade than you will deal less damage and receive additional damage.]


  


  [You feel less attached to the concept of space. Yet it is still looming.]


  


  [Your Deity stat has increased by 2.]


  


  “...” Grid closed his eyes before opening them again. The dukes who seemed scarily strong only a few months ago now felt a bit comfortable. This wasn’t ridiculing the dukes. Grid didn’t evaluate a target just by a difference in strength. Just... It was literally a comfortable feeling. Now he wouldn’t shrink back so much when meeting Garam. Of course, this didn’t mean his strength had grown as much as his courage.


  


  “Your Majesty?” Piaro was startled.


  


  The dukes turned their heads belatedly and looked blank for a moment. They had an indescribable feeling as they faced Grid’s serene gaze. It was just like the first time they saw the grandmaster.


  


  Grid’s hearing and sixth sense captured the situation outside. “The army is coming. Edan’s strength is also weak, so let’s go.”


  


  “Wait a moment...” Grenhal tried to stop Grid. The grandmaster should still be alive. His death was unimaginable. He was hiding at best, but it was unknown what type of disaster would be encountered if they went outside. They had to wait for the troops to arrive.


  


  Grenhal thought this, but Grid ignored him and was already opening the exit. Originally, the stone wall only opened in response to the emperor’s red energy. Perhaps it was due to the emperor’s death or the shock, but it was now easy to open.


  


  “...”


  


  The audience hall, stained with blood, was empty. The grandmaster, the Red Knights, and the magic machines had disappeared without a trace. The emperor, Chensler, and Bain were no longer visible.


  


  “You came just in time...” Somebody’s voice rang out.


  


  Did Saharan’s sword get taken back by the grandmaster? Rather than the sword, Edan held the crown as he sat on the throne. It was the aftermath of using too much power. He was dying like he was poisoned.


  


  “An imperial… order.” Cough, cough. The bloodied Edan commanded the dukes with blank eyes. “My mother... Mother...”


  


  Edan’s last wish wasn’t conveyed. He failed to place the crown on his head with his shaking hands and eventually turned to gray ash.


  


  Belatedly...


  


  “Father! Father!!”


  


  “Your Majesty!”


  


  1st imperial prince Roland and 2nd imperial prince Dulandal entered the audience hall. The moment they noticed the change, they had gathered their troops and led many soldiers. However, it was too late.


  


  “My stupid and slow self...! I killed you! Kill me!”


  


  In the empty throne, Roland found the crown rolling in blood and ran over, holding it in his hands. Dulandal just stood blankly.


  


  The aftermath was handled by Basara and the dukes. Grid glanced at Piaro before standing in front of Basara.


  


  “The princes... He asked for you not to treat them too harshly.”


  


  “I’m not good enough to care for them.”


  


  “...”


  


  She had an attitude like this after what happened with Edan. The first impression seemed cold and serious, but the more they knew her, the more warmer and affectionate she became.


  


  The smiling Grid left the audience hall.


  


  “I’ll soon arrive with a big gift!”


  


  “Please stay strong until the day we meet again, Your Majesty!”


  


  Basara and the dukes bid goodbye to Grid. The reaction of the princes was ignored.


  


  Had Basara rallied them? The 30,000 cavalrymen of the dukes who entered the palace saluted Grid and Piaro in unison. The sound of the salute raised by 30,000 people echoed to the blue sky.


  


  It was the day when the supreme existence of the West Continent, which had existed since the opening of Satisfy, disappeared.




  Chapter 1083


  [Juander, 19th emperor of the Saharan Empire, has died.]


  


  [Duke Basara has ascended to the throne as the new empress.]


  


  [All players part of the Basara Duchy will receive the ‘New Emperor’s Blessing’ buff. For the next month, experience acquisition will increase by 5% and penalties for deaths will be reduced by 50%.]


  


  Basara’s succession to the throne was surprisingly easy. Since Duke Grenhal and Morse proved the emperor’s will, could the princes easily accept it...? 1st Prince Roland did. He followed the emperor so passively that he had little desire for power. Consequently, he respected his father’s will and supported Basara as the new empress.


  


  The nobles who invested heavily in making Roland the next emperor were upset, but their backlash was small. Not only was there a lack of justification for violating the will of the previous emperor but the power of the three dukes was too great. Basara’s character was very good and wise, so they weren’t afraid she would harm them as empress.


  


  On the other hand, 2nd Prince Dulandal and his faction were very opposed. They shouted that they couldn’t be convinced of Basara as the empress when the emperor’s sons were still alive, and Basara was pushed out of the ranks of succession. Of course, their cries quickly faded away. The 30,000 cavalrymen of the three dukes had already taken control of the capital, and it was too much for Dulandal’s forces alone to clash with them. The story would’ve been different if 1st Prince Roland cooperated, but Roland was already supporting Basara.


  


  ‘My only brother is a pushover.’ Thinking this, Dulandal sought contact with the remaining powers. However...


  


  “There is no disagreement with her as the new ruler.” Spear Saint Rachel, who witnessed Edan’s wildness and anticipated upheaval, led a large army from her estate. Unlike Dulandal’s hopes, she supported Basara.


  


  ‘Dammit!’ Dulandal hurriedly visited the Tower of Eternity. However...


  


  “It doesn’t matter who is the emperor,” Magician King Goldhit replied cynically when Dulandal asked her to cooperate. Goldhit’s decision to serve the empire had been because the emperor vowed to actively support the Tower of Eternity. She was only interested in the grand dream of reproducing the ‘enhanced magic’, not in the trivial matter of the throne. 


  


  The story would be different if the new emperor intervened in the work of the tower or cut off support. In the event of such a situation, it would be enough to move to another country. Most kingdoms needed the power and skill of the Tower of Eternity, so she wasn’t lacking any places to go.


  


  “Have you ever seen such pathetic bastards? Ahh! There is no loyalty to the imperial family!” Dulandal lamented. As the son of the emperor and the empress, he was a legitimate heir to the throne, but he was beaten because people supported Basara or watched the situation.


  


  “Ah! Isn't it time for him to return?” Dulandal had one last hope. Grandmaster Zikfrector was a traitor. Magician King Goldhit was a bystander. ‘Unable to die’ Chensler went missing in the final battle. Bain, the shadow of the sun, was believed to have died in the final battle. Out of the five fallen pillars, there was only one who had nothing to do with the current situation.


  


  It was Kyle. He had left to explore the Ruins of the War God and was now the last light for Dulandal. Wasn’t he the weakest of the Five Pillars? It was likely he would have high growth or great loyalty like Chensler. He would surely support Dulandal and be his rock in the future.


  


  Dulandal made a decision.


  


  Basara who led soldiers and took control of the capital like she expected the death of the emperor...


  


  Dulandal, who was usurped of the throne by force, would surely pull her down from the throne. He planned for the future together with Kyle. It was a vain plan.


  


  “Why isn’t he coming back...?”


  


  What had happened at the Ruins of the War God? There was no news of Kyle. He didn’t return to the capital, despite it being long past his scheduled return date. Dulandal became nervous. He felt the throne was moving further away from him.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  The appearance of the epic stirred the world. People debated on the identity of the ‘Absolute’ and what the history of the new millennium would be. The broadcasters of every country hastily prepared related programs, and all types of intellectuals with the title of an ‘expert’ were able to participate in the panels.


  


  『 Grid wrote his first epic when facing a great demon. The epic system only activates when intertwined with a large incident that affects the world view. We can assume that the ‘Absolute’ in this epic must at least be a great demon. 』 


  


  『 That’s right. I’m analyzing that the identity of the Absolute in the epic is probably a yangban. As many of you might already know, a yangban refers to the dominant class of the ‘Hwan Kingdom’ who dominate the East Continent. They have close to an eternal life and an absolute force. 』 


  


  『 The expression of Grid being at the center of a new era means he witnessed the end of a yangban and this will have a profound impact on Satisfy’s worldview. It suggests that the East Continent will surface in earnest in the future. 』


  


  『 I see. Then what is the sin powerful enough to bring an end to a man who has almost eternal life and an absolute force? 』


  


  『 At this moment, only Grid knows. Well... won’t we naturally find out when going through several episodes? 』


  


  The talking experts suddenly closed their mouths. It was because the staff outside the studio told them something.


  


  Subtitles appeared on the screen:


  


  (Breaking News) Juander, emperor of the Saharan Empire, has died. It is believed that the rebellion of 4th Prince Edan was the main cause.


  


  (Breaking News) Duke Basara has ascended to the throne as the new empress.


  


  『 Hum hum... 』


  


  Based on the circumstances revealed, the identity of the Absolute was the emperor, not a yangban. The embarrassed panel members coughed once their speculation was proven wrong. Somebody’s ears reddened. The moment the analysis came out, it turned out to be the wrong answer. Thus, it was natural for them to be embarrassed unless they had very thick skin.


  


  -Why are they always wrong?


  


  -They aren’t the problem. It is the broadcasters who hired them. ㅋㅋWhy do they keep asking people who don’t know anything?


  


  -The experts are only like they when analyzing a Grid incident. Usually, they are good at analyzing.


  


  -God Grid...


  


  


  -No, so what is the conclusion? The new millennium of history is going to be written by the empire? 


  


  -That’s right. The existing imperial family is regarded as incompetent, and the future imperial family will be frightened by this and become competent. It seems to be flowing toward the development of the empire’s power.


  


  -Then what does that have to do with Grid?


  


  -Seriously, why is Grid always around? Not long ago, he was at war with the empire. Then he was comfortable with the dukes when catching a great demon, and now he is hooked up with the imperial family.


  


  -To be honest, I don’t understand Grid. It was only a few months ago that the empire arbitrarily invaded the Overgeared Kingdom, causing a lot of damage. Why did he go to the empire?


  


  -He is sucking up to them because he is scared. Even Grid can’t handle the empire. Did you see the dukes fighting Berith? The dukes were very friendly and helpful to Grid. It seems that Grid is flattering the empire behind the scenes.


  


  -Then he was lucky enough to see the emperor die and created an epic?


  


  -This was originally an X luck game~ 


  


  The panelists on the screen were awkwardly silent while the viewers were chatting actively.


  


  (Breaking News) New Empress Basara confirms Player Grid as the empire’s benefactor. The Saharan imperial family proclaimed that it will be a companion to the Overgeared royal family forever in the future. At the inauguration ceremony where the nobles and royalty of the empire gathered, she proclaimed that, “All enemies of the Overgeared Kingdom are enemies of the empire.”


  


  -...


  


  New breaking news appeared on the screen and the chat window became quiet. Someone’s previous message came belatedly to their minds.


  


  -Just shut up.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “The Yatan Church used Empress Marie and 4th Prince Edan. They used evil and deceptive tricks to deceive them, planning to seize the empire and overthrow the West Continent. 


  


  However, the great late Emperor Juander and Overgeared King Grid saw this and thwarted their plans.”


  


  This was the content of Basara’s announcement as the new empress. By making the source of the rebellion originating from the Yatan Church, the sins of Marie and Edan were reduced, and this suppressed public confusion. The grandmaster wasn’t mentioned because the majority of people didn’t know the existence of the grandmaster. The Saharan imperial family would never announce the existence of the grandmaster. To explain the grandmaster, they had to reveal the disloyalty of the founding emperor Saharan, who prioritized his commitment to the grandmaster over the empire.


  


  “No.”


  


  The Celestial Palace—the place where the grandmaster stayed—was arrogant and impure just by its name. It seemed to be declaring that he was the highest person, not the emperor. The servants argued that the masterless place should be demolished and erased it from imperial history.


  


  “Leave it as it is,” Empress Basara ordered for the preservation of the Celestial Palace.


  


  ‘Why?’ The servants were baffled. They couldn’t fathom the reason for the empress to not remove the Celestial Palace, which could be called a blemish of the empire. However, the three dukes—Grenhal, Morse and Rachel—smiled like they guessed the reason.


  


  The smiling empress nodded. “That’s right. I’m going to leave it for Grid.”


  


  In any case, the grandmaster was the helper of the empire. She had no intention of defending him, but she couldn’t deny that he had established the empire. It was the same for Grid. The new empire wouldn’t have been born with Overgeared King Grid. He was the new imperial helper. The Celestial Palace—this place built for the imperial guardian—would exist as a resting place for its new master.


  


  “Chancellor Vermont.”


  


  “ Yes, Your Majesty.”


  


  “Send a gift to the Overgeared King right now.”


  


  “I understand. We will prepare sufficient riches...”


  


  “Send half of the black mithril in the warehouse.”


  


  “Huh?”


  


  Vermont and the other nobles were dumbfounded. Even the dukes’ mouths dropped open. The black mithril was directly related to the power of the emperor. Yet Basara was giving half of the black mithril that the imperial family had accumulated for hundreds of years as a gift? This wasn’t the level of reciprocity but a sacrifice. Maybe the foundation of the empire would be shaken.


  


  All the nobles apart from the dukes shouted, “T-That isn’t possible! Your Majesty, please change your mind!” 


  


  However, Basara didn’t bend to their wishes. 


  


  “This isn’t enough to repay him. Start right away. No, don’t,” Basara ordered, only to suddenly shake her head.


  


  People were relieved since they thought she belatedly regained her mind. They were wrong. Her mind was awake. She opened her mouth once more, “I’ll have to visit him.”


  


  “I will go,” Grenhal and Morse interrupted Basara. It was a big problem for Basara to leave the country within a few days of the start of her reign, and they wanted to meet with Grid. 


  


  In the end, Basara was forced to bend her will. “...”


  


  Since becoming empress, Basara’s beauty was truly remarkable since she always opened her eyes, perhaps because she was determined not to miss any of the surroundings. Her large, clear eyes made her fine face shine. When her cheeks swelled as she pouted with her pretty face, she was cute and lovely enough to make people forget her identity and age.


  


  The nobles felt they would work harder in the future.




  Chapter 1084


  Grid returned to the Overgeared Kingdom with Piaro. The reason he chose to walk instead of using the return scroll or warp facilities was out of consideration for Piaro. The end of the emperor, which came in an unexpected form, made Piaro feel lost.


  


  ‘Piaro...’


  


  Piaro’s face was gloomy and haggard as he walked silently for a few days. Often, he would rush forward and roar when he couldn’t contain his anger. Grid felt more troubled as he chased after Piaro. He didn’t think Piaro would be able to smile again...


  


  Grid felt anxious. Ironically, Piaro had been able to endure up to now because of the emperor. That’s right. He was the reason why Piaro managed to keep himself sane after losing his colleagues, family, and entire life. It was due to his hatred and desire for vengeance against the emperor. He must’ve dreamt of slashing the emperor’s throat every night.


  


  Yet he couldn’t get revenge on the emperor whom he’d met. Piaro couldn’t fulfil his dreams or even let out curses. The emperor had died willingly… by the hands of someone that wasn’t Piaro.


  


  “Kuek...! Kuaaaaak!”


  


  The seizure began again. Piaro, who was eating the beef jerky Grid handed to him, shook wildly and held an axe. He charged like an angry bull and roared. The steep ridges, the rivers as big as a sea, the heavy rains, and the ferocious hordes of monsters didn’t dare restrain him. Piaro’s eyes turned white as he continued to yell and climb over several mountains without rest. Grid gradually became exhausted as he followed behind Piaro. His stamina was depleted, and his legs were shaking.


  


  ‘Natural State...’


  


  There was a reason why the imperial dukes regarded Natural State as special. The characteristic of absorbing energy from nature meant Piaro’s stamina didn’t deplete easily. It was just like it was the beginning...


  


  “Pant, pant! Pant...”


  


  The stamina gauge flashed red. Grid’s body seems to be completely submerged in the depths. His breathing was hard, and his heart seemed like it was going to burst. Even his vision was blurred. The hardest part was that he couldn’t share the despair and anger that Piaro was feeling.


  


  If only he was as thoughtful as Lauel...


  


  If only he was as eloquent as Huroi...


  


  If only he had Peak Sword’s wit or Regas’ pureness...


  


  If only he could comfort Piaro a little bit...


  


  Yet Grid couldn’t do anything.


  


  “Overgeared… Cor...n...”


  


  He was calling the unicorn in this mood and making it lick his cheeks...? Grid had refrained from summoning Overgeared Corn because of this, but he was now afraid he was going to die. If he died here, he was afraid that the emotionally unstable Piaro would make an extreme choice. It happened the moment Grid judged he couldn’t bear it anymore and was about to start the summoning.


  


  [Your knight Piaro has reached new heights in extreme conditions!]


  


  [Your knight Piaro’s Natural State skill has gone beyond the beginner level and reached intermediate level!]


  


  “...!”


  


  It was like a blessing from everything. The rivers and seas, mountains and forest, sky and earth—all of nature extended their energy to the sweaty Piaro. Subsequently...


  


  [Your sixth sense transcends the concept of space.]


  


  “...?” Grid, who was far behind Piaro, realized that Piaro’s back that was looming far away was also right in front of him.


  


  ‘Don’t tell me...?’


  


  [You feel less attached to the concept of space. Yet it is still looming.]


  


  Grid was reminded of the memory when his transcendence rose. As if the space itself folded, the ‘absolute beings’ reached their goal in no time. The yangban Garam called it Shunpo. It was a type of method of contracting space, and Grid used it at this moment. He didn’t use it intentionally, but the important thing was that it was possible.


  


  ‘Will it be a skill if it keeps accumulating?’


  


  Grid got a glimpse of new possibilities, but his feeling of joy was faint. Now, his mind was only on Piaro. He sat down hesitantly. 


  


  “Your Majesty.” Piaro turned his head. His passionate voice and his violently shaking eyes had all subsided into calm. The deep darkness on his face receded slowly. “It is very regrettable that I couldn’t execute the emperor with my own hands.”


  


  “...”


  


  “I wanted to cut out the eyes of the emperor who looked at me as he bowed and cut off the ears that heard that shameless apology.”


  


  “...”


  


  “In any case, the emperor is dead.”


  


  Dawn was breaking. The sun rising beyond the deep ridges brightened Piaro’s appearance.


  


  “My past is over.”


  


  “...Piaro.”


  


  Was that why...? Piaro’s face looked bright and warm.


  


  “In the future, I will live with Your Majesty.”


  


  [You feel a deep bond beyond liking with your knight ‘Piaro.’]


  


  [A new system is opened!]


  


  [Bond]


  


  [A list of targets you currently have deep bonds with.


  


  ★ Piaro ★


  


  Bond Lv. 1.


  


  


  All stats will increase by 1% when you are together.


  


  -Can detect if the health of the bond target is at a dangerous level.]


  


  How many people in the world would silently stay around a troubled man for days? No matter how they felt about that, it would be hard to do because of practical problems. Yet Grid put everything aside and stayed by Piaro’s side. His responsibilities as king, his economic activities, and his efforts to maintain his position were erased from his mind. He didn’t do it based on some calculation. It was just because he wanted to do it. He was worried about Piaro.


  


  Although he didn’t speak any words of comfort, Grid did his best, and his heart was conveyed to Piaro.


  


  “Thank you. Really... I really thank you.” Grid was finally able to let go of his worries and smile with relief. He cried at the same time.


  


  Grid wished he had valued Khan more. If he had shared more time with Khan, would he have been able to share a bond with Khan? At the very least, there wouldn’t have been as much pain on Khan’s final journey.


  


  ‘Damn, I have to do well this time.’ This was the first thought that came to Grid’s mind.


  


  The faces of Irene, Lord, Sehee, and his friends emerged in turn. He also missed Braham, Asmophel, and Mercedes.


  


  ‘Are you all doing well?’


  


  Asmophel and Mercedes were steadily sending letters. Someone was found and persuaded while someone else couldn’t be persuaded, but they were safe at their current location. They passed as much information as they could to Grid, but he was worried because he couldn’t see them. It felt like they were hiding the hard situations.


  


  Meanwhile, Braham was still asleep. There were no signs that the faded presence was recovering in the aftermath of his soul’s destruction.


  


  “Sleep well and be sure to recover.”


  


  It was now a habit for Grid to talk to himself. After speaking to Braham, Grid barely recovered with the help of Overgeared Corn and Piaro and used the return scroll.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “Despite going through a pretty big crisis, you handled things a-lo-ne. I’m so glad you came back safely.”


  


  “Yes. I feel so relieved that we were just fools worrying.”


  


  Returning to Reinhardt after a long time, Grid wanted to meet Irene and Lord. However, waiting for him were the 10 meritorious retainers.


  


  “Have strength,” Irene’s voice entered Grid’s ears as he was surrounded by the growling 10 meritorious retainers. Standing at a corner of the corridor with a big Lord, she cheered for Grid with clenched fists. She seemed to guess the wrath of the 10 meritorious retainers.


  


  Jishuka, who had seen the epic just as she had been about to engage in an archery competition with the legendary archer Povia’s ghost and ultimately gave up the hidden quest, smiled brightly. “Do you have an earthworm in your ear? Did your brain move at a strange angle for a moment, causing you to forget the skill to summon your knights?”


  


  “...”


  


  The bright laugh sounded terrible. The panicked Grid stepped back. Then Yura approached. 


  


  The 32nd Hell lost its master after Belial’s death. After years of successfully exploring and extinguishing it, Yura moved to the 33rd Hell and confronted the four heavenly kings of the 33rd great demon. They were as strong as the fourth stats awakening Grid, and she had witnessed the epic shortly after killing three of them and immediately returned before killing the fourth one.


  


  “Youngwoo-ssi, we’re going to an amusement park for our date this week.”


  


  “Eh...?”


  


  He couldn’t go on an amusement park ride even with a knife to his neck. When he was in elementary school, he rode on the Viking and pissed his pants. He already told her this before...


  


  Grid was about to argue only to close his mouth. It was because he witnessed Yura’s mouth twitching.


  


  “The reason you don’t trust me is because I’m weak! I will apologize with my death!” Huroi tried to disembowel himself after taking out his sword.


  


  “Hey dude! Are you Japanese?” The grumbling Peak Sword suddenly shifted his target of anger to Huroi.


  


  The bitterly smiling Regas seemed to accept something alone. “That’s it. We’re so weak that you have reached the point where you can’t trust and rely on us...”


  


  Chris shrugged. “Indeed, the only one Grid relies on is me, the second ranked player.”


  


  Pon snorted. “Did Grid call you? You or us would be there.”


  


  “...” Faker was silent as usual while Vantner asked if he had a shield or wig.


  


  In the midst of this turmoil...


  


  “You must’ve brought the goods?” Lauel came forward. He looked colder than anyone else. “Did you obtain the black mithril?”


  


  “T-That...” Grid started a long story. He explained the events that happened in the imperial palace and why he came back empty-handed. “In that atmosphere, I couldn’t mention the black mithril...”


  


  “...”


  


  Everyone imagined the atmosphere of the scene where the emperor sacrificed himself and opened a new era. During a time when the princes were grieving and everyone was solemn, if Grid held out his hand for something...


  


  “...It would’ve been a problem.” In the end, Lauel had to convince himself. He was worried. “Does this mean a huge delay in the schedule?”


  


  Basara had become the busiest person in the world. The empire—which was entering a new era as recognized by the system—would undergo many changes, and Basara would lead the entire process. She might forget about her commitment to Grid for a while. It meant that the time for Grid’s new mineral creation would be postponed.


  


  “You want to create a new mineral right now. Can you bear it?”


  


  “I’m going to have to endure it. If I can’t, I’ll send a letter.”


  


  At this moment...


  


  “Your Majesty!” Royman, who was now a senior knight, was still dressed in men’s clothes as she ran in to report, “I’ve received contact from the gate just now! Duke Grenhal of the Saharan Empire has sent a request to enter!”


  


  Grenhal was coming here when it was such a busy time...? The surprised Grid nodded. “Take him to the audience hall right now.”


  


  After a while, Duke Grenhal politely bowed to Grid sitting on the throne and pulled out a bundle. “This is the sincerity of Her Majesty the Empress.”


  


  [102 black mithril have been acquired.]


  


  “...!”


  


  “...!”


  


  The mouths of Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers dropped open.


  


  Grenhal was once again bowing deeply. “Her Majesty says that the imperial family of Saharan will never forget the grace of the Overgeared King. She says that any enemy of the Overgeared Kingdom is an enemy of the empire and that the empire will be a dam protecting the Overgeared Kingdom from all types of winds. We have a separate palace for the Overgeared King in the imperial palace, and we would be happy to have you visit at any time.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Overgeared King, will you accept the empire’s alliance request? The right to destroy the alliance will be given to the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  Grenhal’s words shook everyone. Naturally, Grid was happy. The result was more ideal than what he dreamed of, so his heart was overwhelmed. However, there was one thing he had to consider.


  


  Grid looked up at the ceiling with a pained expression. He could feel Kasim. Of course, Duke Grenhal also noticed Kasim’s presence from the beginning. The killing intent would be read by the duke of the empire... As Kasim had already stated a long time ago, the skills of the dukes were one level above Kasim’s.


  


  Grenhal continued, “The empire will change. Our armed forces will only be used as a means of defending our rights, and we will seek ways to coexist with all species on the continent. There will be no more trampling on, rejection, or exploitation of others because they are different or just because of the simplicity of governance. The new empire will repent forever for the numerous people the old empire destroyed.”


  


  His words didn’t make a difference to Kasim. Kasim jumped down from the ceiling. His red eyes looked like they were devouring Grenhal.




  Chapter 1085


  “Repent? Bullshit!”


  


  There was no utopia. There might be situations that satisfied the majority, but it was difficult for a situation to satisfy everyone. Now Kasim was proving it. As Grid and the 10 had great expectations for their future with the new empire, Kasim’s anger reached its peak. Even Regas, who believed that Asura had the scariest face in the world, was frightened by Kasim’s distorted face.


  


  “Your empire considered us ominous just because of our dark skin.”


  


  “...”


  


  “We were accused of listening to the movements of the empire because of our big ears and called beasts, instead of humans, because of our long arms.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Our women were insulted by the soldiers of your empire who invaded the land. All of our men were killed and dismembered by the knights of your empire. Your imperial nobles kept our royal family in cages and watched them for amusement.”


  


  “...”


  


  It wasn’t only Kasim’s family and friends. Everyone had been killed after suffering terrible humiliation. Their country disappeared entirely. Kasim’s eyes shed tears as he recalled those final days while Grenhal was just silent. The ones who inflicted wounds couldn’t mourn for the wounded. He knew that no words could comfort the present Kasim. The Nero massacre—led by 2nd Imperial Prince Dulandal—was one of the worst crimes in the history of the empire, and it had been strongly opposed.


  


  Kasim’s dagger pointed at Grenhal’s neck. “The imperial family you serve.”


  


  “...”


  


  “The prince who didn’t even give us his name.”


  


  “...”


  


  “I saw him holding my king’s head as a torch while he drank from his glass of wine.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Repent? Repent?! The dead will never come back! The dignity that has already been lost can’t be regained! Now you want to relieve your guilt by offering apologies to those who are already dead?”


  


  “...”


  


  Blood flowed from the neck of the silent Grenhal. Kasim’s poisonous dagger was digging into Grenhal’s neck.


  


  “Even if you really mean it...! You can’t soothe the souls of those who have already died, even if you reflect on your past mistakes and repent for 10,000 years! Those who have already died will never forgive you!!”


  


  The Overgeared King’s audience hall was very small and shabby compared to the emperor’s. Nevertheless, it was a space that boasted hundreds of square meters. There were countless shadows created by the dozens of pillars, and this was well-suited for Kasim’s power.


  


  Dozens of shadow soldiers surrounded Grenhal, whose face was blue due to the poison. The soldiers held spears in their hands. Kasim roared, “I am the last survivor of the Nero people, Kasim! The empire’s enemy! I am requesting for a duel to the death!”


  


  Was it because of his loyalty to Lord, who he had affectionately served for a long time? Surprisingly, Kasim was composed. Unbelievably, this person who lived to get revenge on the empire maintained his sense of reason in front of one of the heads of the empire—the envoy of the empire.


  


  Kasim requested for a fair duel as he knew that if he hurt Grenhal one-sidedly, the relationship between the empire and the Overgeared Kingdom could collapse miserably. That’s why Kasim hadn’t harmed them when the wounded dukes were escorted to the Overgeared Kingdom not long ago. Kasim himself was unaware of it, but after guarding Lord for more than 10 years, he was already a member of the Overgeared Kingdom. 


  


  “Kasim...” That’s why Kasim’s attitude made Grid even sadder.


  


  “Okay,” Grenhal accepted Kasim’s duel request. “Our duel was caused by the empire’s sin against the Nero people. My subordinates will prove that the Overgeared Kingdom wasn’t involved.”


  


  “My Lord!!” Grenhal’s subordinates cried out. They knew that King of Shadows Kasim was the best assassin of this time. They didn’t doubt Grenhal’s ability. However, the opponent wasn’t easy, and it could lead to a big accident. Grenhal’s men wanted Grenhal to avoid a showdown.


  


  “The Nero grudge is a matter for the 2nd Imperial Prince to take responsibility for! You don’t have to be responsible for it!” An impatient subordinate screamed.


  


  Yet Grenhal stood his ground. “Shut up! I am no different from the prince!”


  


  The empire’s policy of genocide had been carried out in the name of the imperial order. Grenhal had joined in many times. He hadn’t commited genocide, but he had seized their territory and taken them captive. After all, he couldn’t refuse an imperial order. The Nero incident was so unusual that it was criticized within the empire and 2nd Prince Dulandal was labeled bad...


  


  Still, those were all excuses. Grenhal was also an object of resentment for someone. Did he have to keep making excuses every time he met a second or third Kasim? It wasn’t possible. Those who sinned deserved to be held accountable. It was only then that the empire could move forward. Didn’t the emperor show them that already?


  


  “I’m Duke Grenhal of the empire.” Grenhal used mana to drive out the poison and took off his armor. “I will glimpse the Nero’s resentment through your sword. I will realize how dreadful and arduous the path of repentance that the empire will walk in the future and suggest to the empire the correct path of repentance.”


  


  “You sure talk very well! If you have any shame, die willingly!” Kasim shouted, and dozens of shadow soldiers stabbed their spears in unison.


  


  Grenhal dodged most of the attacks, but he couldn’t manage all of them and his upper body was wounded. The wounds made Grenhal faster and stronger. As he rushed through the shadow soldiers like a tsunami and reached Kasim, Grenhal shouted, “My death isn’t repentance! If the person who replaces me doesn’t join the path of repentance, then it will be unfortunate as well!”


  


  “...!”


  


  “I will live and take responsibility!”


  


  The audience hall quickly became a mess. The battle between Kasim, who hid and moved in the darkness, and Grenhal, who had speed and destructive power, was so fierce that they feared the building would collapse. Administration Rabbit was knocking on his abacus. He was preparing in advance the repair fee he would give to Kasim and Grenhal.


  


  


  “Dammit...” 


  


  The faces of the 10 meritorious retainers distorted as they witnessed the battle unfolding. Jishuka and Peak Sword even let out swear words. They witnessed the full power of an imperial duke as he quickly started to overpower Kasim and realized how insignificant their skills were. So far, the gap between players and named NPCs had been accepted under the excuse of ‘a player’s limitations.’


  


  ‘Grid is as strong as the dukes.’


  


  Grid had proved it again and again. The fact was that players had no limits. Their weakness was merely a lack of effort.


  


  ‘We are currently too weak to help Grid.’


  


  ‘Grid didn’t summon us because of this.’


  


  ‘We are shameless.’


  


  The 10 meritorious retainers realized it. They weren’t in a position to worry about Grid. Their concerns were meaningless due to their current gap with Grid’s strength. The time wasted worrying about Grid should be invested in themselves to close the gap.


  


  Lauel had given up on his personal strength since the day the Overgeared Kingdom was founded. Apart from him, the 10 meritorious retainers clenched their fists tightly. All of them were filled with a desire to become stronger quickly.


  


  The result of the duel was decided. The moment his health dropped below 30%, Grenhal had unparalleled strength and smashed through dozens of shadow soldiers. The scattered shadow soldiers returned to their place, and the ragged Kasim slumped down.


  


  Kasim coughed up blood while sitting on the ground and declaring angrily, “Kill me.”


  


  He wanted to take revenge on the empire ruling the world...? It really was an illusory dream. His heart was weak enough to be fascinated by the Overgeared Kingdom that he had been trying to use as a tool of revenge, and his strength was so weak that he couldn’t beat one duke, let alone the empire. It was better to die in peace. Kasim closed his eyes with a wretched heart.


  


  Yet Grenhal said to him, “Survive.”


  


  “Don’t sympathize with me.”


  


  “It isn’t sympathy. I just want to make sure that the empire will walk the right path of repentance.”


  


  “Kukuk, you are frustrating. Didn’t I tell you that it would be useless even if you repent for tens of thousands of years?”


  


  “I also know that the empire can’t be forgiven. This isn’t an act to relieve my guilt.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “The empire just wishes to not repeat the same mistakes. I hope that a second or third Nero won’t occur.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Survive to the end and watch the empire. Warn us not to lose our vigilance. Additionally, regarding the evil deeds that the empire committed against the Nero people... Really... I’m really, deeply sorry,” Grenhal apologised on his knees while bowing deeply to Kasim.


  


  Would some of his feelings be delivered now?


  


  “I...” Kasim’s large black eyes shook. He glimpsed the empire’s sincerity through Grenhal’s attitude and was devastated. Losing all of his motivation instantly, the desire to live slipped out of Kasim’s body. Kasim sensed it. He wouldn’t be able to stand up again. His body, mind, and soul were sinking into the dark depths. Kasim’s eyes became dazed as he looked up at the ceiling.


  


  “Master!” 


  


  Lord had been waiting outside the audience hall, hoping that his father’s work would end quickly. The young prince, Kasim’s first disciple and only friend, rushed in. He hugged Kasim’s body that had collapsed like a withered plant.


  


  “Master, live with me!”


  


  “...”


  


  “I’ll make you happy!”


  


  It was the intuition of the most talented person in the world. Or was it just because he had been watching Kasim for a long time? Lord noticed Kasim’s crisis and cried out, raising Kasim’s soul that had sunk deeply. Lord’s clear eyes that were like his mother’s captured Kasim’s face.


  


  “Master is the last survivor of the Nero! Once Master dies, the Nero people will disappear!”


  


  “...”


  


  “I’ll live with you for a long time! I'll work with you until the Nero people are revived again!”


  


  “...Prince.”


  


  Lord’s body temperature cooled down and revived Kasim’s heart. Kasim, who believed that revenge was the only reason for his existence, now discovered something. His life wasn’t in vain. If his life was in vain, then he wouldn’t have such a good friend by his side.


  


  When he saw Kasim nod, Grid sighed and sank back against his throne with relief. A new era was healing the ghosts of the old era.




  Chapter 1086


  After Grenhal left, Yura asked him with a cheerful expression, “Youngwoo-ssi, you said you didn’t want to go out with me?”


  


  Noticing that the gazes of the people around him weren’t good, he hastily said, “I don’t like it because I have to go around everywhere. I never said I didn’t want to date Yura.”


  


  “Isn’t it the same thing?” The unsuspecting Vantner questioned, and the other members of the 10 meritorious retainers poked him in the side.


  


  Yura was staring at Grid. Her slightly wavy hair was tied up, reminiscent of an idol taking a photo with a beach backdrop. There was a refreshing feeling. It was good enough to make him forget the hot water.


  


  “W-What is it?”


  


  He couldn’t adapt to this beauty at all. She was like someone from a completely different world. Yura stared for a few seconds, and the blushing Grid avoided her gaze first.


  


  “I understand now.” Yura also blushed and nodded. “This is why I’ve always been behind.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “The dating—let’s stop for a while.”


  


  “Huh...?”


  


  “I’m going to become stronger.”


  


  Yura was a single digit ranker. She ‘naturally’ exhausted her daily gameplay time limit. Her passion for Satisfy was so enormous that she spent her spare time maintaining an optimal condition and gathering information. Of course, she wasn’t special. The rankers, those who made money through Satisfy, and those who just enjoyed Satisfy invested most of their day into Satisfy. However, just because they spent the same amount of time in the game didn’t mean they all did the same thing. Otherwise, the concept of a ranker itself wouldn’t have existed.


  


  Yura thought that to become like Grid, she had to focus on Satisfy the entire time her brain was awake. She realized how much of a luxury it was to think about what to do with her favorite person today. Yura was making a determined expression and opening a gate to hell when Grid shouted, “Don’t misunderstand! I’m just lucky!”


  


  Luck followed him. 


  


  Up to last year, Grid hadn’t wanted to hear this. They thought he had grown to this stage just because of luck...? Where was there a person in this world more unlucky than him? His current position was purely a result of his effort. Grid believed so. Every time he saw himself, he felt disgusted by the netizens and experts who said he was just lucky. He thought they were degrading his efforts and accomplishments.


  


  That wasn’t the case anymore. Grid only recognized it after achieving so much. It was true that he was lucky. Being born with the strength to not give up, the fact that Satisfy was released, obtaining Pagma’s book, and meeting good people… All of this was luck that he enjoyed.


  


  Now Grid acknowledged it easily. He wasn’t offended by the assessment that he was lucky. It was true.


  


  His gap with Yura? It wasn’t a difference in effort. The difference was the number of times luck came to him. Grid insisted on it. 


  


  “Is there a person who doesn’t have luck?” Yura denied it. “Luck follows everyone. However, few people are able to capture and take advantage of the luck that comes to them.” Yura called Grid's luck an ability or skill. “I saw you and got to know you. I probably missed a lot of luck. It is because I’m not as focused. I probably would’ve given up, unlike you.”


  


  The expression ‘compromise’ was more appropriate than ‘giving up.’ Even so, Yura didn’t use it. It was shameful to bring out the word ‘compromise’ in front of Grid who faced all types of hardships and adversities. Yura’s body started to pass through the gate to hell. “At the very least, I’ll come back as a person who doesn’t burden you.”


  


  This was the signal.


  


  “I’m going as well.”


  


  “Then I’ll be going.”


  


  “I’ll see you later. Don’t worry, I’ll keep in touch.”


  


  “Grid, please don't get into trouble?”


  


  All of the 10 meritorious retainers apart from Lauel said goodbye to Grid. Their eyes were filled with a deep desire. Rather than looking at Grid’s back forever, they were eager to see the world that Grid was looking at together.


  


  “Everyone...”


  


  It would be a long separation. Grid intuitively sensed this and showed a sad expression. He wondered if his development had alienated his colleagues.


  


  Chris scoffed at him, “Have you forgotten? Our goal was once to be the supreme.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Are we has-been just because we didn’t meet our goal? We have our own pride and have to prove our qualifications. Isn’t that right?”


  


  “Chris...”


  


  “Be stronger until I come back. The moment I return, I’ll be applying for a duel so be nervous.”


  


  Apart from Yura and Faker, everyone owned territory. Yet on this day, all of them gave up their territories, returning the rights of a lord. They broke the shackles holding them. The 10 meritorious retainers, who had many responsibilities, were now able to focus on their personal growth.


  


  Lauel spoke to Grid, who was left alone in the office, “Grid, they aren’t weak enough for you to worry about. Why don’t you focus on your work?”


  


  “My work?”


  


  “Of course, as a blacksmith. Additionally...” Lauel's gaze turned outside the office. A small shadow was visible. It was the road that Lord used to take Kasim back.


  


  “Wouldn’t it be nice to spend time with your family?” Lauel asked. “The years pass very quickly. Prince Lord will be turning 15 in less than four years. Until then, please spend a lot of time with him.”


  


  Once he turned 15, Lord would have all types of constraints placed on him. As a genius of the continent, Lord was system certified as a super-named talent. However, would Lord remain a power of the Overgeared Kingdom until the end? Maybe he would want to go on a trip or become crooked like the imperial princes. The role of a parent was great.


  ***


  


  


  “Aigoo, my Lord! Chuu! Chuuu!”


  


  Lauel wanted Grid to be cautious about Lord, but Grid didn’t care. Lord’s future? Lord would decide for himself. Grid just wanted to love his child.


  


  “Have you been doing well?”


  


  The white skin that didn’t burn even when rolling in the sun every day was soft. Lord’s fluffy cheeks and soft hair rubbed against Grid’s face. It soothed the emptiness that was caused by the 10 meritorious retainers leaving.


  


  


  Lord didn’t hate it either. Now he was 11 years old, and Grid had been worried that puberty would come. The little boy was understanding and felt admiration rather than resenting his father who was always away.


  


  “I tried to listen to Mother’s words. I eat well and study hard.”


  


  “Yes, you did very well. And...”


  


  With black hair, blue eyes, high noise, and slightly raised mouth, Lord had an ideal mixture of his parent’s looks. Grid hugged the pretty Lord and kissed his cheeks. “It was a big achievement to heal Kasim. You saved Kasim.”


  


  “Master is my friend and teacher. Don’t praise me for doing what I had to,” Lord said with a resolute expression.


  


  Grid nodded with a smile. “Yes, you have to cherish your bonds.”


  


  “Aunt Ruby told me to treat everyone with care.”


  


  “That is true. Everyone is precious to someone so they are all precious people. Help if you see someone who is going through difficulties.”


  


  Grid was saying this?


  


  “Cough, cough!”


  


  The early members of the Overgeared Guild, including Zednos and Laella. Those, who had been appointed as new lords after the 10 meritorious retainers left, came to Grid’s office and were surprised. In any case, Grid ignored them and held up Lord to the window. The view of the city unfolded, and countless people could be seen.


  


  “However, don’t be nice to everyone. Then you will be a pushover... No, if you give out too much one-sided help then the other person can become lazy or you might find yourself tired.”


  


  “Yes, Father. I understand.”


  


  He could understand even if Grid talked like a dog. Grid could see why the teachers in every field praised Lord. The thrilled Grid was excited. “I will be in the smithy from now on. Why don’t you come with me?”


  


  He naturally thought that Lord would come along. Yet...


  


  “I want to watch Father work, but unfortunately, I have a previous engagement."


  


  “Previous engagement? With who?”


  


  “A girlfriend.”


  


  “...”


  


  Was he talking about the group of Rebecca’s Daughters candidates? It must be busy dealing with hundreds of girlfriends with one body. He admired Lord, who received all types of education yet didn’t forget to date his girlfriends. Grid nodded while feeling a bit sad. “Then it can’t be helped. Have fun.”


  


  “Yep. I will cherish my bonds like Father has taught.”


  


  “...Y-Yes. By the way, who are you dating today?”


  


  Grid remembered several names and faces among Lord’s girlfriends. Among them, there were around 10 who were the prettiest, and Grid wondered if it was one of them. While Grid was still trying to figure out who might be his future daughter-in-law, Lord brought out an unexpected name.


  


  “Sister Sua.”


  


  “Crazy!”


  


  In Grid’s mind, all types of imaginary things unfolded. Then it happened the moment he couldn’t endure his anger and opened his mouth again.


  


  “Hurry! Leave now!” Zednos created a wind barrier to separate Grid and Lord before pushing at Lord’s back. Zednos didn’t want the harsh words that would soon pop out of Grid’s mouth to contaminate the young boy’s ears and spirit.


  


  “Yes, I’ll be going,” Lord politely said goodbye and left the office.


  


  The moment Zednos lowered the wind, Grid’s swearing turned the office upside down. “XX!! How could this happen?!!”


  


  Grid grabbed Zednos by the collar and shook him. “I know how beautiful, kind, and wonderful Sua is! However, she is a pervert!”


  


  “Kek... Kekek!”


  


  “I was wondering why the pervert had been silent for a while. It turns out she was reaching out for my son? Eh?”


  


  “Kek...! Kekek!”


  


  “What the hell did she do to such a young and pure child?!”


  


  “O... Oh...”


  


  “What? Dishonor? It is a dishonor!”


  


  “Mis... understanding...” (TL: They both start with the same character in Korean) 


  


  He was suffocating. Zednos, who almost experienced the worst death, was barely released. He clicked his tongue at Grid’s strength that he had never seen before and explained, “She cares for Lord like a child, like a nephew. Faker said that when Lord was mentally tired from all his lessons, she took care of him and this brought them closer.”


  


  “...Ah.”


  


  Satisfy had many behind-the-scenes stories. The opening was reminiscent of the contents in morning dramas and ancient myths. Thus, he had been worried. Fortunately, it wasn’t the case. It was too much to tell the story of a perverted adult woman. The relieved Grid got rid of all his dirty imaginations. He asked his colleagues who had been appointed as the new lords of the eight territories to work hard before heading to the smithy.


  


  Finally, the moment to create the mineral was here.




  Chapter 1087


  [Adamantium that Lost its Light]


  


  [-Debris from a crashed meteorite.


  


  It has the hardness and strength of adamantium but has lost its divine power.


  


  Weight: 10]


  


  At Reinhardt’s smithy...


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  Adamantium was a ‘mineral’ that naturally grew in the god realm. Yet the meteorite was called adamantium. Why was this?


  


  Grid held the grey matter in his hand and pondered on it. Then Dwarf Ke approached. “It was said that Goddess Rebecca split the high mountains in the distant heavens and formed the sun, moon, and stars from the fragments,” he explained the connection between adamantium and the meteorite using mythological content. “The fragment of that giant mountain is the first adamantium.”


  


  “I see.”


  


  The endowment of probability. This was the moment when the fundamental role of NPCs and quests was revealed. Grid nodded at the answer.


  


  Ke threw him a new question, “So what do you think blood stone is?”


  


  “...?”


  


  “The background that our blacksmiths use to create new objects on the basis of minerals are the teachings of the goddess of light. We know about the role of minerals in creation because the material that the goddess of light used to make all things was adamantium.”


  


  “...”


  


  Was it due to the aftermath of being trapped in the Abyss for over a hundred years that Dwarf Ke was often distracted? Sometimes he was more of a nuisance than a kid. It was different right now. He was speaking perfectly. The dignity of a craftsman could be felt. It was the ‘dwarf image’ that Grid dreamed of. 


  


  “It means there must be no minerals in hell. Don’t the myths only describe Yatan as an evil god who destroys? Of course, he isn’t always active, but he is always thinking about destroying the world. Then what about the existence of a mineral, a tool of creation, in his world known as hell? Fart?”


  


  “...”


  


  The tone truly mattered. The serious looking Ke was asking deep questions. His knowledge of myths was so great that he asked a question which was hard for anyone other than a small number of players to understand. Yet his last word ‘fart’ broke this image.


  


  As Grid listened seriously, his focus was broken in an instant. Did others feel this way when they talked to him? The newly self-aware Grid made a vow.


  


  ‘I have to read many real books in the future.’


  


  In retrospect, people who read many books would be conspicuous from an early age. In particular, people who read many webnovels would have an intellectual attractiveness and good interpersonal relationships. There were many cases where they met a wonderful and capable wife or a handsome and good husband and went straight to marriage.


  


  The moment that Grid’s consciousness briefly wandered down a side road...


  


  “I feel there is a huge twist,” Ke said an astonishing remark.


  


  “...!!”


  


  Did he notice there were many distortions to the mythology just based on the concept of minerals? If so, Ke would be special among the dwarves. Grid was feeling admiration when an old memory suddenly rose.


  


  “In the end, don’t the demonkin need a living environment? I have visited hell, and there were fences, a village, houses and castles. Of course, there was a blacksmith. It might not be unusual for them to have minerals in hell because resources are needed in their lives. In the first place, Yatan is a god of periodic destruction. Would he care about what life creates before his time of activity comes?”


  


  “That’s a common sense response. Still, isn’t it strange? Yatan is opposed to the goddess of light, and hell is a world in conflict with the world of the gods. So why did a concept created by the goddess of light permeate hell? I’m not convinced.”


  


  “...”


  


  Grid sensed it. Ke was currently trying to raise questions that were unacceptable in this world. Rebecca and Yatan might not actually be opposed to each other... Well, it was an obvious question.


  


  ‘Don’t tell me...?’


  


  “Oof! Oof oof!!”


  


  Grid blocked Ke’s mouth when the dwarf tried to keep the conversation going. He was reminded of the existence of the ‘gods’ who appeared whenever he approached the seven malignant saints. The moment Ke raised this question, Grid felt it might not be forgiven by the gods and blocked him reflexively.


  


  “Dammit!” Ke threw Grid’s hand away and got upset. “You’re the same! Are you telling me to stop talking nonsense and shut up? You are treating me as a foolish old man! Isn’t that right?”


  


  “...”


  


  Ke seemed to have suffered many unjust experiences. Had he left Talima and Lubana for the empire because he had lost his place? Was it the curse of the gods?


  


  ‘Then as a result, he was trapped in the Abyss? No, this is too much.’


  


  In any case, these were small gods. Could they be called almighty and generous gods when they always monitored the earth?


  


  Grid had peeked at the truth of the world through the seven malignant saints and peeked at the inferiority of the gods through Hexetia. At this point, he was curious about the ‘expelled gods.’ They were first mentioned by the grandmaster. Did the grandmaster think of them as true gods who were expelled by the gods of today?


  


  ‘I wish we could’ve conversed a bit more.’


  


  An incarnation of the seven malignant saints...


  


  The grandmaster was more important than Emperor Juander. A conversation with him would’ve provided Grid with a lot of information. It was just that the situation meant Grid couldn’t focus on the conversation. Grid felt that it was a pity.


  


  ‘I’ll get a chance again someday.’


  


  He wasn’t too worried. Grid was convinced that the grandmaster was alive and knew they eventually meet again. He just didn’t know if it would be good for him.


  


  “Did you calm down?” Grid removed the hand that was blocking Ke’s mouth. The agitated Ke soon felt exhausted and calmed down.


  


  Grid tried to appease the dwarf who was acting as a child, “I have no intention of ignoring or denying you. I just restrained you because the words you would’ve spoken could’ve placed you in danger.”


  


  Ke was surprised. His words would endanger him? There was some truth in it.


  


  “That’s right... I received misfortune every time I told this story. Perhaps it is the curse of the gods?”


  


  For the dwarves, the ‘curse of a transcendent existence’ wasn’t a strange concept. It was the dwarves who had been plagued by the dragon Trauka for hundreds of years. Ke shuddered and looked around. A chill went down his spine at the thought that someone was watching him from somewhere.


  


  


  Grid reassured him, “You don’t have to be so anxious. You are safe as long as you are by my side.”


  


  “...”


  


  Grid’s dignity and charm stats were very high. He also excelled at utilizing stats through his items. Grid, who greatly raised his dignity and charm with the king’s sword and crown, asserted Ke of his safety confidently, and Ke felt a deep sense of trust and relief.


  


  [Affinity with the dwarf ‘Ke’ has increased by 3.]


  


  “...I will leave you now. The castle will be repaired and enlarged like I promised the other day. Rest assured and focus on creating the new mineral,” Ke’s tone became a bit more polite.


  


  It was very encouraging for Grid that he managed to slightly raise his affinity with Ke, who had lived for hundreds of years and witnessed the legends of the past. Grid thought for a while, but he thought it was too early to pull out the imperial palace’s blueprint. In the first place, he had the blueprint in mind for Eat Spicy Jokbal.


  


  Eat Spicy Jokbal still hadn’t joined the Overgeared Guild, but he had unknowingly given a lot of help to the Overgeared Guild. The dungeons he built around Reinhardt attracted monsters and protected small villages while providing hunting grounds to beginner, intermediate, and high level players. 


  


  ‘I’m not a fool. I will never build a dungeon for the Overgeared Guild’ was something he was still saying despite several years of actions showing otherwise.


  


  He used the excuse of helping his niece Elizabeth, but the members of the Overgeared Guild knew better. Eat Spicy Jokbal had been cooking with Poison Master Edan and provided meals to the Overgeared members, so he was now well-liked. It was just that a shackle was holding back his decision. Eat Spicy Jokbal wanted to join the Overgeared Guild but hesitated for some reason. 


  


  Grid didn’t know the exact reason. At first, it seemed to be because he was deprived of the dragon egg, but that didn’t seem to be the case anymore.


  


  ‘Every person has their own circumstances...’


  


  Eat Spicy Jokbal was the deep figure who founded and ran the dark organization called Blood Carnival. It would take a lot of time to open his mind and know his story.


  


  Grid suppressed his thoughts and started to use the bellows. The temperature of the furnace quickly reached the level that Grid wanted. The smelting process had to be carried out separately because adamantium, the insane dragon iron, black mithril, and Berith’s Hoof all had different melting points. It was a task that couldn’t be done quickly in a short period of time.


  


  ‘Concentrate.’


  


  The metal melted in the flames. All four minerals had different shapes and colors, but they all glowed red after being smelted. The heat rose quickly, causing Grid’s body to be drenched in sweat. If Grid wasn’t a blacksmith or a legend, he might’ve retreated or fallen down in great pain from the heat. It was because of this that Grid could be as calm as someone in a sauna. Of course, he didn’t relax. In order to smelt and mix the five minerals including pavranium, it was necessary to not relax for even 0.1 second.  


  


  “Let’s meet again with a new appearance.”


  


  A golden blade...


  


  The pavranium floating around Grid threw itself into the furnace. This was the moment when the Blade Aiming at the Gods—which had the characteristics of summoning the ‘golden clouds’ and the ‘god hands’ with a low probability after being attacked but was unable to play a large role due to Grid’s bad luck—disappeared from the world. The newly reborn pavranium would be more active than the pavranium in the God Hands era.


  


  He vowed again and again. Grid succeeded in smelting the pavranium and finally tried to mix it.


  


  [Pavranium, created with the skills and knowledge of the legends, has been reborn at your fingertips.]


  


  [A very high dexterity has been detected.]


  


  [The legendary blacksmith’s techniques has led to the creation of a new mineral.]


  


  [Potential knowledge has been detected.]


  


  [The characteristics of Duke of Wisdom are helping in the progression of the mineral creation.]


  


  [Several epics have been detected.]


  


  [The stories you are made of are soaking into the new minerals.]


  


  A bright light filled the smithy and extended to the outside. It might be shabby compared to Saharan’s red energy which covered all of the imperial capital, but the golden glow in the centre of Reinhardt was a magnificent sight that caught everyone’s eyes.


  


  [Congratulations! You have succeeded in creating a new mineral!]


  


  [Please name the new mineral!] 


  


  A substance that had never existed was born at Grid’s fingertips. It was a ‘Grid-only item’ that went beyond the concept of ‘class-specific items’ held by hidden classes.


  


  “Ah...”


  


  How much adversity and hardships had he overcome to reach this moment? The sentimental Grid opened his mouth, “The name of the new mineral is...”




  Chapter 1088


  “The name of the new mineral is...”


  


  Of course, it had to be Overgeared Stone.


  


  ‘...I don’t think so.’


  


  Then Overgearanium?


  


  ‘Bullshit.’


  


  The growth couldn’t be limited to one thing. If side A developed, the synergy effect of side B developing together was human growth. Grid realized that his naming sense was lousy thanks to his improved intellectual ability, and he hesitated.


  


  ‘Both are too bad.’


  


  Now he understood Lauel’s reaction when he named the Overgeared Guild and Overgeared Kingdom. Lauel had adapted, but he surely wouldn’t have fallen asleep too easily when he first heard the names ‘Overgeared Guild’ and ‘Overgeared Kingdom’. Of course, the feeling might be a bit different if Grid were watched from a third party’s perspective.


  


  Grid scratched his cheeks and his chin. Every item he created couldn’t be called Overgeared something. It was too monotonous and not fun. He had even tried to name the White Tiger Sword as the Stone Sword. No, did he try to name the Stone Sword as the White Tiger Sword...? In any case, Grid had become seriously concerned about naming since that time and was troubled.


  


  ‘It can’t be Grivurnum.’


  


  Grid had already promised Braham. The name of the new mineral he would create with Braham was Grivurnum. Yes, that was a story for when he made it together with Braham. The origin of this black-gold mineral was pavranium. Even if the Duke of Wisdom contributed to the creation, Braham would be unhappy if it had his name. There was no Braham in the process of creation. Not even his will existed.


  


  “Ok, Grivurnum is a pass. Don’t worry and sleep well,” Grid muttered toward Braham while cleaning up his inventory.


  


  It was his habit of talking to himself. He recovered the white light mithril, Astaroth’s Horn, the Strengthened Blue Dragon’s Breath, and the shell of the cave cricket that had been decomposed in the process of smelting the Blade Aiming at the Gods. The white light mithril’s durability was badly damaged, but the rest of the materials were almost intact.


  


  ‘...Okay, I’ve decided.’


  


  Grid finished sorting his inventory and faced the notification window that was floating in his field of view.


  


  [Please name the new mineral.]


  


  The answer...


  


  “Greed.”


  


  The new mineral had infinite desire. It would never be consumed and would multiply constantly. This was the right name since it resembled the creator who wasn’t satisfied with the peak he climbed to and was looking at a far greater mountain. 


  


  “I have decided on ‘Greed’.”


  


  It was also a device to raise his awareness. Grid also knew that too much greed would be poisonous. After all, he didn’t know the problems that would be caused by Greed’s proliferation in the future. Braham was the only one who could solve it. A being who possessed ‘satisfactory’ wisdom and the knowledge to realize it...


  


  On the day of Braham’s return, Grid would be complete. Grid believed this as he clutched the small melon-sized black-gold mineral in his hand. He wanted to quickly check the details of the mineral.


  


  [You have completed your naming.]


  


  [The information about the new mineral will be updated.]


  


  Ttiring~


  


  [Greed]


  


  [Durability: Infinite


  


  The legendary blacksmith Pagma and the legendary great magician Braham’s collaborative work, pavranium has been reborn by Grid using his skills and epics.


  


  Many characteristics have been added compared to the previous one.


  


  * Acquired healing skills due to Goddess Rebecca’s blessing. Increases the owner’s health recovery rate by 300%.


  


  * Acquired an attack buff skill due to God Dominion’s blessing. The owner’s attack power will increase by 15%.


  


  * Acquired a defense buff skill due to God Judar’s blessing. The owner’s defense will increase by 15%.


  


  * Acquired a magic power buff skill due to God Yatan’s blessing. The owner’s magic power will increase by 15%. 


  


  * Judge and move on its own, executing its master’s orders as the top priority. Every movement doesn’t require power. 


  


  * The hardness, strength and brittleness can’t be changed. However, there is a limit.  


  


  * Completely absorbs all properties. However, be careful not to grant conflicting properties at the same time. 


  


  * The proliferation will double the volume and weight every 10 days. However, this effect is only applied when it is in the ‘pure form.’


  


  * There is a high chance of activating the ‘crushing’ and ‘reconstruction’ effects when hitting.


  


  ★ The passive skill ‘Always Together’ is applied.


  


  ★ The titles ‘Legend of the Canyon’ and ‘Protagonist of Two Eras’ are also shared by Greed.] 


  


  


  “Crazy...”


  


  The unique characteristics of pavranium the ultimate mineral, adamantium that had lost its holy power, and the black mithril given by Empress Basara... 


  


  A stone with its demonic power removed, the unique characteristics of Berith’s Hoof which Grid had enhanced with the Ultimate Transformation, and the title acquired from his epics... 


  


  They were all in Greed. It was a result that went far beyond Grid’s expectations and imagination. Could he have imagined that his epics would affect the creation of a new mineral? Additionally, the proliferation effect was too ideal. It was really calibrated properly.


  


  Correction was an advantage that every player in Satisfy enjoyed. For example, the system corrected it every time he crafted an item or created a blueprint. It was due to the system correction that Grid was able to draw the perfect blueprint and perform tasks in all types of fields without having the necessary knowledge.


  


  That’s right. It was the system correction which implemented solutions for problems that couldn’t be solved with the player’s level of knowledge based on the ‘probability’ of the skill. This was what happened with the mineral creation.


  


  In fact, Grid had been worried. The proliferation of the insane dragon iron wasn’t to increase one to two but to increase it by one volume. For example, how painful would it be if the sword made from Greed became big and heavy every 10 days because of the proliferation effect?


  


  Once it grew to an unacceptable level, it would have to be disassembled and a new sword would need to be created. Otherwise, he would need to solve the problem by using the Insane Dragon Hammer to delete this characteristic. Still, the quantity of created minerals would increase, so it was a problem that he could afford.


  


  Now all his problems had been resolved. Greed would only multiply in its pure form.


  


  ‘Once it has multiplied enough, I can take some off and make an item.’


  


  The item would remain in perfect shape for the rest of its life...


  


  Grid’s heart pounded with excitement when he thought of this. A great joy that was hard to express in words filled him.


  


  “Okay... Let’s stay in this state for a while.”


  


  The mysterious round mineral was black and gold. Grid stroked the light elemental on his shoulder and started to involve himself in the blacksmithing work. He planned to experiment with the remaining 101 black mithril. What was the effect of the Hero King’s fighting energy on it? Could he grant this characteristic to other minerals or items? Could he transfer the power of his pets and summons? He had many questions.


  


  Grid’s inquisitive nature was excited. Grid was confident about experimenting since his Genuine - (Fighting against the Gods) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill allowed him to make at least epic rated items, and the Blacksmith Hammer to go against the Gods amplified his blacksmithing skill.


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  The clear metal sounds that hadn’t been heard in a while started to reverberate in the smithy zone. Hundreds and thousands of blacksmiths flocked to watch Grid’s work, and the Overgeared smithies were full of energy again. For at least one month, Grid planned to focus on experimenting until Greed had proliferated three times.


  


  ‘Then I will create two new items with the multiplied Greed.’


  


  There was a feeling of fullness that could only be felt when working as a blacksmith. The smile on Grid’s face didn’t disappear.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  Time passed quickly. It soon became time for the next National Competition to become a topic of discussion. All of the world’s media was keen to analyze who had been chosen as the ‘devil’ for the next National Competition. However, most of the rankers’ attention was focused on the Overgeared Kingdom rather than the National Competition.


  


  “Don’t you think the pace of economic growth in the Overgeared Kingdom is crazy these days?”


  


  “They have a complete alliance with the empire, so they can grow without any fear.”


  


  “It isn’t at the level of an alliance. It is like the empire is going to take over the Overgeared Kingdom.” 


  


  “Rumor has it that the emperor is completely obsessed with Grid.”


  


  “Crazy. Although it is now empress...”


  


  “It is because Grid was the one who made Basara empress in the first place.”


  


  “That is too much. How could he make her an empress, even if he is Grid?”


  


  “I don’t think it is a rumor when analyzing the contents of the epic.”


  


  “It can be interpreted in many ways. It’s a coincidence, a coincidence.”


  


  “Then is it luck in the end? That’s bullshit. If luck continues then it isn’t luck, it is a skill. Isn’t it right that Grid intended to make Basara the empress?”


  


  “So what will you do?”


  


  “I’m going to move to the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  “What? You too?”


  


  “Yes, as things stand now, I can’t see a future in this country. Once the Overgeared Kingdom is full of ambitions, it will be the first country to perish. I will go to the Overgeared Kingdom before that.”


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  The forces were now being divided. Was it the safe and sure empire or the Overgeared Kingdom whose future was full of expectations? The empire had grown steadily since Empress Basara implemented the unity policies, but the possibility of territory expansion was almost lost. Meanwhile, the Overgeared Kingdom was becoming saturated and was likely to devour nearby kingdoms.


  


  Apart from these two nations, the rest of the world seemed to have little hope, so the players needed to make a decision. It was best to change boats in advance. There were three reasons for this.


  


  First, there was the possibility of the Overgeared Kingdom expanding its power. Second, the importance of national power was revealed in the Great Demon Berith incident. Third, there was the variable of the East Continent.


  


  As more information about the East Continent spread to many players, people started to be afraid of the Hwan Kingdom and the yangbans. A vicious force that dominated the East Continent...


  


  If the transcendents of the East Continent—who had a great sense of civility than the Saharan Empire in the past—made their way to the West, then weak countries would be destroyed overnight and the players of the destroyed countries would receive too much damage.


  


  The only countries who could protect themselves were the empire and the Overgeared Kingdom. That’s right. The protagonist of the new era was the Overgeared Kingdom. This new era was accompanied by many changes.


  


  “Grruk. Kurruk.”


  


  The orcs...


  


  “...”


  


  The elves...


  


  “Kuhahat!”


  


  The half draconians and so on...


  


  The many species that had been hiding in various parts of the continent to escape the tyranny of the empire started to emerge.


  


  (TL Note: Small explanation, MC’s name in Korean is 그리드, which is pronounced Geu-ri-d.’ It could be both Grid or Greed but I chose to go with Grid because I thought Grid was a better name and this isn’t the common Korean word used for Greed. It wasn’t until a few hundred chapters later where the author wrote the name in English that I discovered it was ‘Greed.’ Still, I kept the name Grid because readers are used to it and I prefer it better. Some names sound weird when translated to English and used in an English sentence, such as Lord and Greed. But the essence of Grid’s name means ‘greed.’)




  Chapter 1089


  “Unconditional double proliferation? Isn’t this too fraudulent?”


  


  “To think that Morpheus allowed such abnormal results... Did it get a virus?”


  


  “This is an obvious balance breakdown! We need to act now!”


  


  In the S.A Group’s headquarters, a backlash occurred among all the board members who witnessed Grid create the new mineral. Even Director Yoon Sangmin, known for being pro-Grid, tried to persuade Chairman Lim Cheolho, “I think it is right to patch it.”


  


  The volume doubled every 10 days. Among the options attached to Grid’s Greed, this was the most dangerous. In theory, Greed could grow to the size of Earth in a few years, and this was equivalent to the size of the world in Satisfy. 


  


  Yet it was moving at Grid’s will? This meant that if Grid was willing, he could destroy Satisfy.


  


  “It doesn’t make sense that one player will control Satisfy’s fate in the future.”


  


  “The moment the presence of Greed is revealed to the world, the stock price will plummet. We have to act right now.”


  


  “I think Morpheus’ condition is strange. Let’s check the status of Morpheus and close the server for a while for a patch.”


  


  The directors tried to persuade Lim Cheolho. Their personal liking of Grid wasn’t important at this moment. It was an objective approach, and the key thing was to modify the proliferation effect. They had to put restrictions on it.


  


  “Hrmm...” Chairman Lim Cheolho was somber. Satisfy was a world that players created. No matter what direction the players led Satisfy in, the S.A Group would just watch and not intervene. Their intervention would dampen the immersion and motivation, and it would be a vicious cycle. 


  


  Chairman Lim Cheolho adhered to this position, but even he was uneasy at this time. His tone was shaken for the first time since he created Satisfy with the help of Morpheus and numerous scientists. It wasn’t because he didn’t trust Grid. Grid was the representative figure who improved his quality of life through Satisfy. He wouldn’t dare destroy Satisfy.


  


  However, there was a number of variables. What if something unavoidable happened to Grid or he encountered an accident and left Greed alone for a long time? Or what if the calculations were wrong and Grid’s item making speed couldn’t keep up with the speed of Greed’s growth?


  


  Concerns would arise. Yes, the proliferation option was the only major problem. Greed had many other fraudulent effects, but there weren’t any big problems considering it was a special item that could only be handled by Grid. It was unlikely that the world view would become twisted because Grid was immensely strong, leading the new era with his strength. No, it was right for him to become stronger. The different species, the grandmaster, the yangbans, the immortals, the great demons, the angels and the gods... 


  


  Satisfy still had many strong players, and there were players with potential beyond Grid’s, such as Baal’s Contractor and the Sword Saint.


  


  “Chairman!” The directors urged Chairman Lim Cheolho. The proliferation effect should be resolved quickly, and they urged him to make a decision. Their attitude was reasonable to anyone, but Chairman Lim Cheolho was hesitant right till the end.


  


  The chairman was struggling with this problem when he suddenly raised a question, “The proliferation effect already exists. It was inherited from the insane dragon iron, and Grid already secured the insane dragon iron years ago. Has there ever been a problem with the insane dragon iron?”


  


  “...”


  


  Just because they were a developer or operator didn’t mean they knew all of Satisfy’s settings. How could they know and remember the myriad settings of a world as vast as Earth? They only remembered some of the most important settings created by Morpheus or created and changed by the players. If proliferation was a really serious problem, then Morpheus would’ve warned them. Yet Morpheus didn’t give a warning.


  


  “It means there is no big problem with the proliferation setup.” Chairman Lim Cheolho was convinced of this.


  


  However, the directors denied it. 


  


  “Chairman, there are many ways in which Greed is different from the insane dragon iron. The insane dragon iron can be handled by blacksmiths above a certain level, and the mass can be controlled with the insane dragon stone. However, Greed is a material that can only be handled by Grid. It’s unlikely that Grid will use the insane dragon stone for Greed, so it is impossible for Grid alone to control the mass forever.”


  


  “What if something happens to Grid and he can’t log into Satisfy for a long time…? It is terrible just imagining it.”


  


  “There is no problem because the mass can be controlled...? I think differently. Some of the items made by the insane dragon iron were exposed outside the Overgeared Kingdom, but none of them caused any special problems. As the Chairman says, there might not be a big problem with proliferation.”


  


  “Are there limits to the proliferation?”


  


  “I heard what all of you are saying. Then Kentaro, you should study more. Greed is a Grid-only item. So when Grid is logged out, it moves to his personal space and stops all activities. It means that it can’t multiply by itself without Grid. Have you ever seen the pavranium moving alone when Grid is logged out?”


  


  There was no need for controversy. They should check with Morpheus. As the directors were arguing, Chairman Lim Cheolho raised his hand and called for Morpheus. “Morpheus, what is the percentage that Grid’s newly created mineral will pose a danger to the world view?”


  


  The answer of the supercomputer Morpheus, the presence that presided over Satisfy, was immediately heard, [Zero.]


  


  “...!”


  


  “...!”


  


  In addition to the board of directors, Chairman Lim Cheolho’s eyes also widened. 0% was a figure that Morpheus rarely mentioned. It was a complete exclusion of that possibility. What was the rationale?


  


  “Is there a limit to the proliferation after all?”


  


  [No. However, if it multiplies to beyond a certain size, the codename Z-003 will have a stronger energy. Therefore, there is a setting that all Z objects apart from Z-003 will appear and suppress or destroy it. Unless the Z objects become extinct, the probability of the proliferation becoming dangerous is zero. Of course, the probability of the Z objects becoming extinct is equally zero.]


  


  “Codename Z...? Dragon?”


  


  The directors were agitated. Some didn’t understand, but most directors, including Chairman Lim Cheolho, understood at once.


  


  “I see. Proliferation is a property derived from the power of Insane Dragon Nevartan. Thus, it will gain the hostility of dragons who are hostile or alert to Nevartan.”


  


  “Whenever Greed grows above a certain size, dragons will appear to hit Grid and control the size of Greed.”


  


  “In such a setting, the concept of ‘durability’ won’t be good enough. Thus, it is possible.”


  


  “Wait... What is this? Does it mean that items created from the insane dragon iron in the last few years have already been destroyed by dragons or will soon be destroyed? Isn’t it a big disaster if dragons come in droves?”


  


  [The Tower of Wisdom will move first before the dragons appear. It is also designed to raise a warning window with the owner of the item before the Tower of Wisdom moves. So far, the insane dragon iron without the insane dragon stone’s repression property has no answers. Thus, they have already been recovered and discarded by the Tower of Wisdom.]


  


  Most of the insane dragon iron without repressive properties were in the empire. They consisted of the chandelier Grid had sent to Empress Marie and the stakes which had been driven into the walls of Titan. Naturally, they had no owners.


  


  “In the end, it is an adjustable property.”


  


  The board of directors were relieved. They were glad that it wouldn’t ruin the game. However, it was unfortunate from Grid’s standpoint. It would be impossible to multiply Greed as much as possible. The directors watched the monitor with complicated hearts and soon realized how much they had underestimated Grid.


  


  Contrary to everyone's concerns, Grid already prevented excessive proliferation by separating Greed once it multiplied, making it a separate item. Chairman Lim Cheolho smiled warmly. “Grid knows better than anyone.”


  


  The dangers of proliferation...


  


  Grid knew he had to be alert and manage himself because he could always put Satisfy in jeopardy.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  


  “Guruk. Gruruk. Thank you. Human. Guruk! You are the savior of our tribe! You deserve to be a part of the tribe! Kuruk!!”


  


  [Hidden Quest ★Support the Twilight Orcs ★ has been cleared.]


  


  [Affinity with the twilight species has increased by 20 from the quest reward.]


  


  [Your have gained one level from the quest reward.]


  


  [It is now possible to change your race from a human to a twilight orc.]


  


  [Changing your race to a twilight orc will allow you to communicate with all orcs and you will have the authority to control some orcs.]


  


  [The rise in strength and stamina will increase attack power and health by 1.8 times while the magic attack power and mana increased by the intelligence stat will be reduced by 2 times. Depending on the intelligence level, the ‘shaman’ talent might be given.]


  


  [You will be able to choose a new class.]


  


  [Once you change race, you can’t change it twice.]


  


  [Do you want to change your race?]


  


  Orcs were one of the most common monsters on the West Continent. There were many tribes and many of them were low-level tribes, so they were recognized as low-level monsters. However, was this true? They had language skills, excellent physical skills, could make and use tools in a crude way, knew necromancy, and so on.


  


  In fact, orcs were more intelligent, capable, and talented than many monsters. In particular, the superior orc tribes showed surprising strength. Didn’t Baal’s Contractor Agnus make a death knight from an orc warrior?


  


  “Attack power and health increased by 1.8 times?”


  


  The twilight orcs were the strongest and most honorable tribes among the countless orc tribes. Not only did they have high intelligence and skills, but their physical abilities completely surpassed those of the human species. They could understand human language and had their own blacksmiths.


  


  The only downside was that their magic power was weak. A double reduction in magic attack power and mana meant it was hard to rely on skills or magic. Still, there were many types of players in Satisfy. Many preferred classes that used basic attacks rather than skills while others were interested in shamanism. There were also many who were attracted to the orc’s vicious appearance. Of course, there were people who just refused mediocrity.


  


  “Me, I’ll be an orc.”


  


  “I want to be an orc!”


  


  “Guruk. Gruruk. An excellent choice.”


  


  The twilight orcs were one of the original different species that weakened the power of the Saharan Empire, causing the empire to establish barriers to prevent this ferocious species from entering the continent. The vicious clan, that had killed countless soldiers and knights of the empire, started to move beyond the fallen barriers when Basara rose to the throne. One of their desires was to absorb players and quickly expand their power.


  


  It was the construction of a country. Naturally, a sacrificial lamb was needed.


  


  “Guruk! Gruruk. Forward! Advance! Fertile territory and the hot sun don’t only belong to humans! Guruk! We! Tell the humans! Gruruk!” 


  


  The territory of the Violet Kingdom started to be captured by the green monsters.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  “Reconciliation? Kukuk, why?”


  


  “...”


  


  The reason why the single digit Red Knights often left the capital was due to confronting the half draconians. They were a rare hunting nation. The half draconian militants who lived in the mountains without huts were incredible. They hunted monsters and beasts for fun and not just for survival. There were only a few hundred of them, but in the last hundred years, the empire invested a lot of power to stop them. Fighting one half draconian consumed twice as much power as fighting 100 minorities.


  


  Basara was forced to pay great attention to them. The moment she was crowned, one of the first things she did was to send an envoy to the half draconians. Basara sent a marquis and offered reconciliation. She presented a brilliant future to the half draconians, even at the risk of losing money. 


  


  This was the half draconians’ reaction, “We fight you is because it is fun. Why should we reconcile? I’m not an idiot who would get rid of entertainment myself.”


  


  “How rude...!” 


  


  Marquis Borell was one of the 10 great magicians on the continent and a representative of the empire along with five great swordsman knights. As a marquis of the great empire and a great magician, he was angered by the attitude of the half draconians. He wanted to summon a flame and blow away the head of the young man in front of him.


  


  However, he refrained from doing so. He knew the will of the new empress and endured it. That was the problem.


  


  “Sir!”


  


  Concentration was required to control his runaway magic power. The half draconian didn’t miss this chance to cut his neck.


  


  “Disgraceful bastard!”


  


  “How dare you do that to the marquis?!”


  


  The knights pulled out their swords with bloodshot eyes but couldn’t wield them. They suddenly realized that they were surrounded by dozens of half draconians. It was a dog’s death. The head of Marquis Borell flew over to the knights who quickly lost the battle.


  


  “Go home and deliver this message. You’re going to have to keep playing with us. Kukuk! Kuhahahat!”


  


  “...”


  


  The new empire’s desire for unity with everyone would never be easy. All sorts of problems struck the empire. It was the karma of ruling by force.




  Chapter 1090


  “Umm...”


  


  Shin Youngwoo, a great existence of the world, had fallen into a lifelong agony. He wanted to eat lettuce wraps in the morning, but as soon as it was time to eat, he opened the lid of a can of tuna because it was troublesome to wash the important lettuce.


  


  ‘Don’t wash it and just eat it.’


  


  The development of science and technology had made humanity indolent.


  


  “Thanks to organic pesticides developed by the National Academy of Agricultural Sciences, academia made a thesis that vegetables don’t need to be washed before being eaten these days. Even so, there is the possibility of chewing some soil. However, for convenience, it is a modern person’s attitude that it is necessary to chew a bit of dirt. Shin Youngwoo, a modern man who has never been out of fashion, doesn’t need to wash lettuce before eating...”


  


  Mutter mutter.


  


  Shin Youngwoo, who was trying to hypnotize himself to eat a meal of unwashed lettuce, suddenly stopped acting. He ran straight to the sink and cleaned dozens of lettuce leaves.


  


  ‘I can’t do this.’


  


  Maybe it was because he was putting all his energy into Satisfy, but he had been wishing for a normal life ever since.


  


  ‘I will get used to the convenience of postponing everything and become lazy. Let’s clean them once and eat.’


  


  “Yum yum. Lick lick.”


  


  The legendary blacksmith, master of the Overgeared Guild, and king of the Overgeared Kingdom—Shin Youngwoo was a person who could target a global conglomerate. Why did he eat a simple meal every time and do the housework in a 10,000-won shirt? He did so because it was naturally nice and comfortable.


  


  The meal? Youngwoo had grown up in a difficult environment, so his tastes were very ordinary. He preferred to eat canned tuna wrapped in lettuce than the best tuna sashimi.


  


  A desire to show off? There was no reason to put on airs because he already had enough experience. In the first place, everyone in the world knew Youngwoo. Youngwoo himself was a luxury, so he didn’t have to be covered with luxurious items.


  


  A housekeeper? They were just household chores, so he could do them himself. His sister Sehee also helped most of the time.


  


  “Okay, it is perfect.” Youngwoo’s face was refreshed after finishing the meal. He organized his mind during the process of washing dishes and cleaning up. “I have decided.”


  


  What was the first item to be crafted with the multiplied Greed? He thought about it and came to the conclusion of ‘shoes.’


  


  Braham’s Boots—he had been wearing them for a long time. It was more than 10 years in Satisfy time. Of course, he had made and used Grid’s Boots in the middle of that period of time, but the utility of the ‘Fly’ magic belonging to Braham’s Boots was so good that Grid’s Boots lost their priority.


  


  ‘Braham’s Boots are obviously the best item, but the basic performance and level limit are too low. I actually should’ve changed them earlier.’


  


  He knew this but couldn’t change them because of Fly. Being able to fly in the sky meant being free from the constraints of terrain, so it was very attractive. Only a handful of great magicians could make a replacement for Youngwoo.


  


  Things were different now. He could make it with Greed. It was because the default option of Greed was ‘flying.’ Of course, it would be different from using Fly, but it would satisfy most of his regret to combine ‘flying’ with his Dragon Wings.


  


  ‘It would’ve been nice if I could’ve attached a spell or skill to the black mithril.’ 


  


  He gained a large quantity of black mithril thanks to Basara’s support. In the process of experimenting, Youngwoo had grasped one thing that was a disappointment. Black mithril had the nature of absorbing all types of properties, but it didn’t absorb spells or skills. Well, he had few expectations in the first place. Properties and magic were separate concepts. In any case, it was only a bit disappointing.


  


  ‘That’s it. It is enough just to absorb all properties. It would be too greedy to want more.’


  


  Greedy was right. It was unconscionable to want Greed to have more fraudulent options when it was already on the level of destroying the balance. He was almost like a crook.


  


  “Now, let’s go.”


  


  After 200 push-ups and a shower in cold water, Youngwoo lay down in the capsule. It was time for him to become Overgeared King Grid.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  Shortly after Grid connected to Satisfy...


  


  “The Violet Kingdom has sent an envoy to all nations, including ours. They are proposing the formation of an allied army,” Lauel came to the smithy and reported.


  


  Grid cocked his head. “Allied? Is it because of the orcs?”


  


  Grid naturally knew about the recently launched different species episode. The twilight orcs’ invasion of the Violet Kingdom was ongoing, and he heard that the Violet Kingdom was in great trouble.


  


  “What is this allied army that they are asking for? They just don’t want to receive any damage in the meantime, right?” Grid said.


  


  Asking for reinforcements from another country was a major loss. Not only did it mean paying a reasonable price, but it also meant they would one day have to repay the grace.


  


  The Violet Kingdom didn’t want to pay the price even in this moment of crisis, so they tried their luck with an allied army.


  


  “This is what the Violet Kingdom claims: the orcs won’t be satisfied with conquering the Violet Kingdom, and they are likely to invade other kingdoms. The orcs’ breeding power is so great that as soon as they have the boundaries of a nation, the population will skyrocket and they will covet more territory. Before the orcs are reborn as the biggest enemy of humanity, we must join forces to confront them.”


  


  “It makes sense. Didn’t you say there is a growing number of players changing to the orc race? It's definitely dangerous. Still, I don’t know,” Grid said. Then he had a question, “If the orcs are such a belligerent and menacing race, why did the empire liberate them?”


  


  There might be the policy of unity, but there was still a degree of moderation.


  


  If the orcs were violent enough to threaten all of humanity as the Violet Kingdom claimed, Basara wouldn’t have liberated them. The empire must have a good understanding of the orc species.


  


  Lauel showed a happy expression. He was impressed by Grid’s development and nodded. “You are correct. The empire’s liberation of the orcs proves there is a loophole in the Violet Kingdom’s claims. Other countries also know this, so there will be no alliance.”


  


  “Instead, a few kingdoms will send troops in return for payment?”


  


  “Yes, it is a good chance.”


  


  “So, this is the reason you came to me. Will the cornered Violet Kingdom abandon its pride and ask for reinforcements?”


  


  “Did you take the wrong medicine today? Why are you so quick to understand the conversation today when normally I need to tell you two or three times?”


  


  “I washed the lettuce and ate it.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Hum hum. In any case, I am against it.”


  


  “What is the reason?”


  


  “I still can’t forget what the Violet envoy said at the founding ceremony. Birum? He was killed by Asmophel.”


  


  “It must’ve been Baron Biz.”


  


  “Yes, that guy. The Violet Kingdom didn’t apologize for his rudeness after the incident but rather demanded an apology and reparations. A few months ago, Euphemina proved Agnus’ innocence and asked them to release him, but they didn’t admit it. They’re really bad guys.”


  


  “Is it a type of retaliation to not send troops?”


  


  “Of course. To add another reason, I think we shouldn’t miss the opportunity to exhaust the military power of other countries.”


  


  The twilight orcs weren’t easy opponents, especially with players joining. All nations sending forces to the Violet Kingdom would suffer great damage. This was a very good opportunity for the Overgeared Kingdom, which had to consider expanding its territory to cope with the growing population.


  


  Lauel laughed. “You added a much more reasonable reason.”


  


  A conquest war...


  


  In this regard, Lauel was worried that Grid might harbor negative thoughts. Fortunately, Grid had ambitions. The reason why Grid didn’t cross the empire was that it was a huge force they couldn’t afford to absorb. Expanding the Overgeared Kingdom to a manageable level was what Grid desired as well.


  


  “Are you finally creating a new item?” Lauel relieved the burden in his heart and showed interest in what Grid was doing. This was because Grid pulled out a Greed that was roughly in the form of a sword to suppress its proliferation property.


  


  “Yes, I need something new in order to walk on a flower path.”


  


  “I want to watch from the side as you work...” Lauel meant it with all his heart.


  


  Grid’s essence was his immersion in blacksmithing work. He gave off a huge magic power when he sweated in front of a furnace. Grid’s challenging atmosphere and enthusiasm inspired the watchers, and his patience and concentration motivated them. There was a reason the smithy was always packed when Grid was working. Those who saw Grid fight acknowledged him, but those who saw him as a blacksmith admired him.


  


  “You are so busy. Do you have time to watch? I’m really sorry and thankful to you all the time. I’ll share the information with you first when I complete the item.”


  


  “Yes, I will look forward to the time when we roam the galaxy until our fate is decided. Kukukuk.”


  


  Grid shook off the goosebumps and gave an order, “Go quickly.”


  


  On the way back to the palace after being kicked out of the smithy, Lauel had an exhilarated expression on his face. ‘I’m really looking forward to it.’


  


  The mineral was so full of fraudulent options that there was bound to be some side effects. What items would Grid create with Greed?


  


  ‘It will be great. Even so, no matter how good the performance, it can’t completely replace Braham’s Boots.’


  


  Fly was really special magic. There were few drawbacks other than the fact that it continued to consume mana when cast. The advantages were enormous in many ways. For Grid who had ridiculously high mana and defense, there were no shoes as good as Braham’s Boots. Lauel predicted that no matter how fraudulent Grid’s item, the value of Braham’s Boots would still be preserved.


  


  Three days later...


  


  “Kuooh.”


  


  As usual, Lauel was buried in a pile of papers in the morning, and he stretched out.


  


  -It is finished.


  


  The tired Grid’s whisper flew in, and Lauel’s prediction was shattered.


  


  [Player ‘Grid’ wishes to share the information of Arrogant Blue Dragon’s Boots.]


  


  “...?” Lauel’s mouth dropped open as he saw the details of the boots.


  


  [Arrogant Blue Dragon's Boots]


  


  [Rating: Myth 


  


  Durability: Infinite   Defense: 1,030


  


  * Movement speed +10%.  


  


  * Evasion +15%.


  


  


  * Lightning attribute resistance +40%.


  


  * Dark attribute resistance +40%.


  


  * Attack speed +30% when attacking with the lower body.


  


  * When attacking with the lower body, there is a high chance of triggering ‘Crush.’


  


  * When hit in the lower body, there is a low chance of ignoring damage.


  


  * When hit in the lower body, there is a high chance of triggering ‘Reconstruction’.


  


  * Height +3 centimeters.


  


  * The skill ‘Come Down!’ is generated.


  


  * The passive skill ‘Lightning Incarnation’ is generated.


  


  * Defense will increase by 10% in canyon terrains. 


  


  * The power of wide-area skills will increase by 20% in canyon terrain.


  


  * Decreases the target’s defense and magic resistance by 10% when encountering great demons weaker than the 22nd rank.


  


  * If damage to the extent of destroying the boots is received, the durability is fixed for a minimum of 5 seconds. There is a 10% durability recovery after this effect is over (24 hours cooldown).


  


  ★The skill ‘Lightning Speed’ is generated.


  


  ★The skill ‘Lightning God’ is generated.


  


  Boots made by the blacksmith Grid, who gained enlightenment when fighting against a god. 


  


  They are long boots that rise up to the knee, but the elasticity of Greed—which was used as the material—is flexible and doesn’t interfere with movements at all. 


  


  The guard is made from Strengthened Astaroth’s Horn while the soles are made from Strengthened Astaroth’s Bone, adding a higher defense and a handsome appearance. The magnetic force generated from the guard, and the soles creates a repulsion against the metal. Ordinary weapons can’t reach these boots.


  


  The Strengthened Blue Dragon’s Breath further enhances the lightning properties of Astaroth’s horns and bones. In the process of Greed completely absorbing it, some of the abilities of the blue dragon have been inadvertently implemented. 


  


  The Strengthened Blue Dragon’s Breath grants the wearer a mythical protection.


  


  Grid’s epics are contained in it.


  


  Conditions of Use: Grid.


  


  Weight: 600]


  


  [Crush]


  


  [Significantly reduces the durability of the target’s armor.]


  


  [Reconstruction]


  


  [Restores it to its original state in case of reduced durability or damage to form.]


  


  [Come Down! Lv. 1]


  


  [Summons the descending blue dragon’s clone.


  


  The thunderbolt accompanying the blue dragon’s descent inflicts 30,000 fixed damage to each target at the summoner’s feet and has a high chance of causing electric shock. Electrocuted targets are paralyzed for a minimum of 0.5 seconds and a maximum of 5 seconds.


  


  * Skills attached to myth rated items can be upgraded.


  


  Mana Consumption: 2,000


  


  Cooldown Time: 12 hours.]


  


  [Lightning Incarnation Lv. 1]


  


  [A sustainable passive.


  


  The blue dragon’s protection will give you a body close to lightning.


  


  Stamina won’t be consumed when flying. Magic power and skill resources consumed when flying are reduced by 20%. In cloudy or rainy weather, resource consumption is reduced by an additional 10% and in thunderstorms, an additional 20%. 


  


  Attacks with the lightning property will usually have a beneficial effect (a small stamina recovery, a significant mana recovery or a small increase in one stat will be randomly applied. 10 seconds cooldown time).


  


  Your attacks have a chance to burn the target’s mana (5% of the target’s total mana).


  


  * Skills attached to myth rated items can be upgraded.]


  


  [Lightning Speed Lv. 1]


  


  [Your body is covered with the energy of a blue dragon. 


  


  During the flight state, you will breathe at altitudes high enough to reach a new world.


  


  * Movement speed increased by 20%.


  


  * The maximum speed limit can be exceeded.


  


  * Full immunity to lightning-based attacks.


  


  Mana Cost: 3,00 per second.


  


  Cooldown Time: 3 seconds.


  


  * Skills attached to myth rated items can be upgraded.]


  


  [Lightning God Lv. 1]


  


  [A conditional passive.


  


  Assimilate with the breath of the blue dragon.


  


  Once you reach the maximum speed, there is a low chance that your body will turn into lightning. At this point, all attacks are converted to lightning. Every time you hit the target, a lot of mana is burned (10% of the total mana). 


  


  You are immune to all physical attacks, but you will take twice the damage from magic attacks without any defense or resistance. It also leaves a current that deals 10 times the damage in your movement path. The duration of the electric current is 2 seconds.


  


  It won’t be released until the speed drops and will be released immediately once you deviate from the maximum speed.


  


  * If you die in the Lightning God then the wrath of the blue dragon will occur.


  


  * Skills attached to myth rated items can be upgraded.]


  


  “Ah...”


  


  Black long boots with golden lining—the mysterious metals boots had such an overwhelming appearance that it disregarded sex, age, and taste. They would look cool and classy in anyone’s eyes. It was one of the best items out of the thousands of items that Grid had ever produced.


  


  However, the thing that caught Lauel’s eye was the performance, not the appearance. Originally, shoes along with gloves were the types of items with the lowest protection. Yet the defense of Grid’s newly produced boots surpassed ordinary legendary rated armor. It wasn’t uncommon for the durability to be infinite. Still, it was astounding that there were 10 amazing options when just one would cause him to click his tongue. The combination of Greed, the Blue Dragon’s Breath, and the by-products of the great demon along with Grid’s epics created a result beyond Lauel’s expectations.


  


  -Congratulations. By the way... How many more are you going to make?


  


  -How many? At least one thousand.


  


  -Don’t you know the word conscience?


  


  -It isn’t like I’m trying to harm others.


  


  Grid’s goal was to create a Greed Army. The condition of only Grid being able to use Greed wasn’t a problem. The reason why the condition of use was limited to Grid was the influence of pavranium. He could use the insane dragon hammer and anvil to remove the unique traits of Greed. Of course, Greed’s performance would be greatly reduced, but it was easier to control the conditions of use. Thus, it was theoretically possible to equip all Overgeared members with Greed.


  


  ‘It is harder than adamantium even if the options are deleted, so it is worth it. It is better to see when the time is right.’


  


  Grid was certain of it. The Overgeared Kingdom would be healthy regardless of the tsunamis and strong storms which would be caused by the emergence of the different species.


  


  -I think there is a risk of becoming a troll due to the Lightning God skill, but I don’t think it is something to worry about unless you are really unlucky. The more I look at it, the more wonderful it is. Congratulations once again.


  


  “...”




  Chapter 1091


  ‘Why would he say something so useless?’


  


  The Arrogant Blue Dragon’s Boots—Grid felt that the newly created boots were perfect. He was confident that he had completed the best item with impeccable features. The only regret was the existence of the reconstruction option.


  


  What was the point of the boots having a destruction recovery ability and fixed durability after damage when the durability was infinite? It was a useless option because there was nothing that could damage the durability or destroy the form in the first place.


  


  However, Reconstruction was a function of Berith’s Hoof, and the fixed durability post-invincibility option was a function created by the title Protagonist of Two Eras. The item was made from Greed, making these two options a natural occurrence. The existence of these two options didn’t cause any harm, so Grid wasn’t bothered.


  


  However...


  


  -I think there is a risk of becoming a troll due to the Lightning God skill, but I don’t think it is something to worry about unless you are really unlucky.


  


  Lauel’s words struck a chord with Grid.


  


  Lightning God—it was a probability skill that gave him complete physical resistance but made him vulnerable to magic. He could be ruined if it were triggered against an enemy strong in magic. Of course, the probability of triggering Lightning God was low, and the advantages were greater than the disadvantages. The probability of receiving damage from Lightning God was extremely low.


  


  “...It is rotten.”


  


  Grid was generally unlucky. He once believed that an act of great luck was the result of the accumulation of bad luck.


  


  ‘I think there will be a situation where I’m ruined by Lightning God...’


  


  Grid was plagued with great worries. He felt nervous and anxious as he continued to focus on Lauel’s concern.


  


  ‘Hut... I won’t be hit by such an obvious development again.’


  


  He trusted that he could meet the development with his strength. After all, he had already gone through things like these many times. A typical example was Braham’s Assimilation. It happened during the 2nd National Competition’s PvP event. Grid had pulled out his last card Braham, only to lose to Kraugel because of Braham’s trolling.


  


  It was an unexpected development at the time, but now it was an obvious development. Unless the storytelling ability of the god of his destiny was at the level of a third-rate writer, the same story development wouldn’t come out again.


  


  ‘Of course, I can get through the crisis.’


  


  It would be disadvantageous if Lightning God were activated when fighting a magician. However, Lightning God had a mana burn effect. In the worst crisis, the mana burn could be used to turn the crisis into an opportunity.


  


  ‘In the end, I can do well.’


  


  He had the ability to take full advantage of the upcoming good luck and use the bad luck in reverse. Grid controlled his mind and wore the boots. The long boots, which went up to the knees, made Grid look even better. Grid stood in front of the mirror and smiled with satisfaction.


  


  ‘I did a good job making these long boots.’


  


  Naturally, more materials were consumed, but he had no regrets. The larger the area that the boots covered, the greater the area of protection and the higher the defense. The long boots—originally made of metal—were inconvenient to move in and had the effect of slowing down movement. Now adamantium’s ability to freely change the hardness, strength, and brittleness blocked the side effects.


  


  “Quick Movements, Blackening.”


  


  Grid pulled out the Ideal Sword and entered his peak speed. The player’s maximum movement speed was 100 meters in five seconds, but Grid transcended this and was capable of four seconds. Thanks to Greed, his speed was comparable to Noe’s. Every time Grid crossed the training field, a loud sound rang out. Piercing through the dust, the flying demonic energy created dozens of afterimages.


  


  “Wahh...”


  


  It was the early morning when even birds don’t chirp. As they led their heavy bodies out, the grumbling soldiers were shocked.


  


  “What is this?”


  


  The knights, who were swallowing back yawns in front of the spirits, had their spirits awakened. The man running at full speed through the training ground again and again and again was their king.


  


  All the soldiers, who were sick of suffering every morning despite having enlisted to defend their family and country, and all the knights, who worried about giving up every night despite vowing to make a name for themselves and to have unbreakable loyalty, had hot faces.


  


  They couldn’t not know. Grid had been working all night in the smithy for the past month.


  


  ‘His Majesty is the one who is most tired...’ 


  


  ‘Yet he is running around the training ground early in the morning to be a role model...’


  


  [The soldiers’ motivation and morale are soaring into the sky!]


  


  ‘Isn’t this crazy?’


  


  Soldier—a former naval member of the Eternal Kingdom—was defeated by Peak Sword during the Cork Island War and joined the Overgeared Guild’s army after that.


  


  He played a role in the founding of the Overgeared Kingdom and was subsequently promoted to be Asmophel’s lieutenant in recognition of his skills and diligence. Recently, he had been eager to fill in the gap caused by Asmophel’s absence. He was busy every day with his colleagues, training soldiers on behalf of Asmophel, and performing assignments. This wasn’t an easy task.


  


  That was natural. It was impossible for a player to show charisma and leadership equivalent to Asmophel. No matter how strong his colleagues were, Soldier didn’t have complete control over the tens of thousands of soldiers. The morale of the soldiers fell every day, and the training efficiency deteriorated. Reinhardt’s troops were coming to a standstill. However, at this moment...


  


  “Ready to go!”


  


  “Full force! Shout forward!”


  


  “Waaahhhhhhhh!”


  


  “...”


  


  The recently unmotivated soldiers suddenly had bright eyes as they trained actively. Their fallen morale soared into the sky. This happened just because Grid showed himself on the training ground.


  


  ‘It is truly special.’ Soldier smiled as he watched the soldiers and knights train with powerful shouts.


  


  The Overgeared Kingdom…


  


  He felt it was truly amazing that a great kingdom, which was growing to represent the continent, was still under the influence of the lone Grid.


  


  “Soldier.”


  


  “Yes!”


  


  Soldier, who was filled with admiration, responded vigorously to Grid’s call. In reality, he was a soldier, and his sense of discipline was very strict. In the middle of the training ground, Grid called out to him, “Come here. Let’s spar once.”


  


  “It is an honor!” Soldier didn’t hesitate.


  


  Was there any fool in the world who would refuse the opportunity to spar with the Overgeared King? It was a great learning opportunity even if he didn’t win.


  


  “Haap!” Soldier pulled out his weapon and quickly narrowed the distance to Grid. It was a great momentum worthy of one of the top 5,000 players in the unified rankings. He attacked.


  


  Grid didn’t even draw a weapon and swung his lower legs to block.


  


  “...!?”


  


  


  The confused Soldier stepped back as the repulsion generated by the black boots pushed his sword back. He wanted to find out the identity of this repulsion, but it wasn’t possible in such a short amount of time. Soldier decided to avoid any conflict with these unidentified boots and aim for the upper body.


  


  However, he couldn’t take any action.


  


  “...!?”


  


  Suddenly, Grid was engulfed in lightning and floated into the sky. This was a complete flight, not a leap. It was without equipping Braham’s Boots.


  


  ‘Are they new magic boots made with the tears of the water clan king?’


  


  The moment Soldier had this thought...


  


  “Come Down.”


  


  Grid spun in the air and a lightning bolt fell and struck Soldier. This was literally lightning. It was not an attack that human beings could react to and avoid. Soldier was pierced.


  


  [You have suffered 30,000 damage.]


  


  [You have been affected by the ‘electric shock’ state!]


  


  “...!?” He became defenseless.


  


  Grid had already come down behind Soldier’s back. “Thanks for the hard work.”


  


  “Yep.”


  


  It was a victory without even taking out a weapon. Grid overwhelmed a top 5,000 ranker with just a pair of shoes. If there were any witnesses, they would say this was a bug. Nevertheless, the two parties involved didn’t make a fuss. They both knew it. This power was only the beginning. Grid could’ve dealt with dozens of rankers with just the pair of boots, not just one.


  


  The utility of the Blue Dragon’s Boots was as good as possible. He flew with Lightning Speed and secured a safe distance before linking the next attack, not allowing the opponent to react.


  


  ‘It is exciting.’


  


  This game was truly about items. Grid felt a surging emotion for the first time in a while and laughed happily. 


  


  Meanwhile, Soldier was praising himself. He complimented his past self for deciding to join the Overgeared Guild.


  


  


  


  *** 


  


  


  There wasn’t a single kingdom that responded to the Violet Kingdom’s request. The formation of the allied army was in vain. The isolated Violet Kingdom was forced to stop the invasion of the twilight orcs on its own, and most of its territory was seized. As the strength of the twilight orcs spread through various media, the number of players who changed races to an orc increased rapidly. The Violet Kingdom was driven to the brink and requested troops from all over the continent. 


  


  An official letter also arrived at the Overgeared Kingdom, asking for help in return for a reasonable price. Of course, the Overgeared Kingdom refused the request. The Gauss Kingdom and other kingdoms near the Overgeared Kingdom also rejected the request. They couldn’t afford to help another kingdom when they didn’t know if the Overgeared Kingdom would invade their territory.


  


  On the other hand, most of the countries far away from the Overgeared Kingdom sent troops to the Violet Kingdom. Their desire to grow their power made them covet the price presented by the Violet Kingdom.


  


  It was the same for the Fold Kingdom. The land was barren and resources were scarce, so the poor Fold Kingdom only had 300,000 hard-working soldiers to deal with monsters. The chance to send troops and make money was a great opportunity for them. However—


  


  “We won’t send an army.” 


  


  The Fold Kingdom also rejected the Violet Kingdom’s request. The Fold Kingdom had served the Overgeared Kingdom for a long time. The will of the Overgeared Kingdom was their will.


  


  “Is that what you came here to ask?”


  


  Grid informally scolded the person who personally came to the Overgeared Kingdom to answer the Overgeared Kingdom’s will—1st Prince Shining of the Fold Kingdom. Even so, Grid’s expression was warm. He had been very fond of Prince Shining since the first day they met, and this attitude hadn’t changed. Above all, Prince Shining was the man who protected Irene and Lord at the risk to his own life during the Yatan Church’s attack on the Vatican.


  


  “Isn’t it nice to see Your Majesty with this excuse? I am relieved and pleased to see that you have remained strong.” Prince Shining was a bit excited.


  


  The man who changed the empire—the Overgeared King was Shining’s idol.


  


  Grid laughed. “You speak pretty well. You should meet the queen and prince while you are here. They will be pleased to see you.”


  


  “I am honored.”


  


  “Wait,” Grid called out to Shining who was about to leave.


  


  The Fold Kingdom might be the poorest kingdom, but it was a kingdom with a set of ‘strong soldiers.’ Prince Shining, who had already been appointed as the next king, was also a named NPC. This meant there were endless possibilities for his development.


  


  “This is a gift.”


  


  “...!!”


  


  It was a transparent blue sword, which looked like a shark that couldn’t be seen in the barren Fold Kingdom—a kingdom without access to the sea. Prince Shining was dumbstruck as Failure was handed to him.


  


  “This is a sword I’ve been using for over 10 years.”


  


  It was unreasonable to present it to his colleagues because of the extreme conditions of use. Grid had enough blue orichalcum, so he could rebuild it at any time. His blacksmithing technique had greatly improved compared to the past, and he could now produce a result that was far superior to the existing Failure.


  


  ...There was no need to explain the facts. Grid omitted as much as possible when he spoke to Prince Shining. 


  


  “It will be hard for you to use this sword right now. Still, you will be very strong if you can handle it. For the foreseeable future, train with the goal of being strong enough to handle the sword.”


  


  “Y-Your Majesty...”


  


  “It is a reward for risking your life for the queen and prince.”


  


  “I just did what I had to. Why give me such a gift...?”


  


  “Stop talking nonsense and accept it.”


  


  “...”


  


  A subordinate nation was one that was exploited by the nation it was obedient to. This was the existing concept. Then what about the relationship between the Fold Kingdom and the Overgeared Kingdom? Since the time it started serving the Overgeared Kingdom, the Fold Kingdom had always been receiving benefits. Thanks to the Overgeared Kingdom, they were protected from the empire, their people didn’t starve, and the royal family regained peace.


  


  At this moment, he received another gift. It was a sword that could be passed down as a royal heirloom for generations. One of the emblems of the Overgeared Kingdom was held in Prince Shining’s hand. Prince Shining, who was unable to speak for a while, barely suppressed his feeling of being blessed. “...I will never forget Your Majesty’s grace and will repay it forever.” 


  


  A favor that was small for Grid created another eternal ally.




  Chapter 1092


  It was an opening. The world changed overnight. Those visiting the forest heard the singing of elves while armored men wrestled and played on the beach. On one mountain, people with dog ears appeared to play tricks on merchants while orcs hung around villages.


  


  How many people imagined that they would spend their daily lives with these species? Intelligent players who had been eagerly reading web novels and manhwa adapted easily, but most people were confused by the strange changes. They were frightened or anxious by the emergence of these difference species they had never heard about.


  


  Still, weren’t humans adaptive creatures? The confusion was only for a moment before the people quickly adapted to the change. Some people cooperated with the different species to see new opportunities while others chose to be part of the species, and some others took advantage of the species’ innocence to hit them in the back of the head. There were also people who hunted and traded these species like they were monsters.


  


  The conclusion was that this world was the same, regardless of whether they were a different species or human. Meanwhile, the Overgeared Kingdom presented the direction of the new era.


  


  “Hey, you over there! Ask the orcs to carry the heavy loads!”


  


  “Leave it to the wildlings! Their sense of smell goes far beyond the vision of our eyes!”


  


  It was a society without prejudice. The only thing that mattered was if they had the ability, regardless of origin, status, or race. Otherwise, as long as they had passion, the society proposed by the Overgeared Kingdom gave opportunities and reasonable compensation. In fact, many achievements were made.


  


  The Overgeared King had suffered irrationality, so his ideas set the kingdom free... Some said this, but the truth was far from this. The Grid from the time of discrimination and ridicule was too different from the current Grid. The old Grid was like this, the old Grid did that... 


  


  People couldn’t really realize it from listening to other people’s words. Those who discussed Grid of the past were confused about whether they were telling the truth or a lie.


  


  “Are the elves still in the news?”


  


  The Overgeared Palace’s meeting room was where the 10 meritorious retainers gathered to discuss each agenda. It was a place that had always been buzzing, but now it was empty. There were only two people who sat at the round table, Grid and Lauel.


  


  “Yes, they still don’t trust humans. They exercise their autonomy in every forest and only create friction with humans. They aren’t inclined to cooperate with humans.”


  


  “It is a shame they can’t feel trust...”


  


  Grid knew the pain that the elves had suffered. They had been branded as coveted and became prey for humans just because they loved peace rather than violence. They had made countless sacrifices throughout their long history. Players had even attempted to enslave them. For example, Kir who was once hailed as the merchant king. It was Grid who saved the elves from him.


  


  Lauel smiled bitterly at Grid who couldn’t hide his sadness. “The elves are a wounded race. It is hard for them to trust people, even if they trust Your Majesty. It is out of their own sense of loyalty that they aren’t even looking at the forests of the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  “I just hope time will become a medicine... By the way, I remember that the population of elves is fairly small. Is it even physically possible for them to control forests across the continent?”


  


  “The elves themselves are an upper species, and the ‘Te’ leading each tribe are amazing. Additionally, the beasts of the forests are friendly to them. At the behest of the elves, hundreds of thousands of beasts attack humans who invade the forests. Therefore, armies and players all over the world can’t recapture the forests.”


  


  “The elves were only captured by Kir because of the Yatan Essence. Otherwise, they are very strong. There are also the elementals.”


  


  Even the top rankers wouldn’t be able to handle the 12 Te. The Te were powerful enough that even Grid would need to be careful if the battle environment were a forest. Despite the elves having a small population, it wouldn’t be difficult for them to occupy forests and exercise their autonomy. Of course, the story would change if the empire acted.


  


  “What is the empire’s position?”


  


  “Even the elves can’t invade the empire. There is no justification for the empire to invade the forests, so there is no conflict between the empire and the elves. It is only us and the empire.”


  


  “...?” 


  


  “Most countries apart from the Overgeared Kingdom and the empire have no access to forests. The mines in the forests have been shut down, and all economic activity has been disrupted, including logging, hunting, and gathering.”


  


  “That means...?”


  


  “Prices for minerals, wood, herbs, leather, and other commodities are skyrocketing. The players who already noticed are rumored to have stocked the items since the beginning of the elves’ activities, but as you know, there is a limit to the economic power of an individual. What’s more, I moved one step faster than them and stocked up on all the items.”


  


  “The Overgeared Kingdom and empire’s forests are all in operation?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “Crazy.”


  


  It meant the Overgeared Kingdom and empire would divide the battle gear market. The empire had nurtured tens of thousands of NPC blacksmiths, thousands of blacksmith players, and a large number of craftsman level NPCs. The two countries were currently supplying most of the items on the market, and in particular, the market price of high-end items was set by the Overgeared Kingdom. It was safe to say that the economic market itself had fallen into the hands of the Overgeared Kingdom and the empire because they monopolized the resources.


  


  Given the power of money, perhaps the world would change faster than people perceived. It might not be long before the Overgeared Kingdom and the empire divided the entire West Continent.


  


  “...”


  


  “Are you afraid?” Lauel asked when he saw that Grid’s expression was stiff rather than rejoicing.


  


  “Do you know? I still haven't looked around my country.”


  


  “...”


  


  “I’ve been told the location of Yorel City that governs it as well as how many people there are and their specialties, but I have never seen it with my own eyes. There are hundreds of such cities and villages. What about when I have territory that is dozens of times bigger than it is now? What if the number of people serving me increased by hundreds of times? I can’t handle it.”


  


  “There is a way to be crowned as emperor—set up many kings and share the responsibilities with them. The Saharan Empire also acknowledges Your Majesty.”


  


  “...That’s even scarier.”


  


  His colleagues’ trust...


  


  He was worried that many flies would twist his colleagues. For example, what if the 10 meritorious retainers became kings? They would have many people by their side to manage their own territory, and there would always be those with their own agenda. The Overgeared Kingdom and Overgeared Guild would gradually become contaminated. In the worse case scenario, a civil war might take place out of Grid’s control.


  


  When Grid confessed this, Lauel smiled. “Sure, it isn’t easy to be emperor.”


  


  “Thank you for all your help. If I had the ability, I wouldn't have all these small worries. However, you know what type of person I am. I can’t handle the position of emperor.”


  


  He was too modest. Grid was able to notice many things beforehand. For example, when he gave Failure to Prince Shining a short time ago. However, Lauel conceded Grid’s position. Forcing someone to become emperor when they didn’t want to could cause all types of side effects. It was also true that the current Grid wasn’t good enough to rule a country many times bigger than it was now.


  


  


  “Then what is Your Majesty’s goal? Do you aim to maintain your position while steadily developing the Overgeared Kingdom to a level you can manage?”


  


  “Hrmm... That was it not long ago, but I’ve changed my mind.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “I think supremacy is just a process and a means.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “The reality of the gods, the seven malignant saints, the expelled gods, the yangbans and the Hwan Kingdom, Pagma and the great demons...” Grid paused. These episodes were the backbone of Satisfy. Then he continued, “I want to know everything about them. I need strength to access the truth.”


  


  “...” Lauel’s heart suddenly jumped. Wealth, honor, and power—the ultimate goals for most people were nothing but two-dimensional concepts for the current Grid. Lauel realized that Grid’s thinking might have reached a very high level.


  


  “After I discover the entire truth, I think it would be nice to retire and run a small smithy. I have to do a small amount of work to prevent dementia.”


  


  “Haha... That is great. You will feel comfortable and satisfied every day after retiring.”


  


  “That’s right.”


  


  “Where do you intend the smithy to be?” Lauel wasn’t asking about the location but the dimension. Players were living in reality and Satisfy, two different dimensions.


  


  Grid laughed. “It will obviously be in both.”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [The Violet Kingdom has been destroyed.]


  


  [Players who were once members of the Violet Kingdom will become ‘refugees.’ Refugees will suffer from increased stamina consumption and increased damage...]


  


  [The Twilight Orc Kingdom has been born!]


  


  [The roar of Great Orc Lord ‘Uruchan’ is shaking the continent!]


  


  The scheduled history was completed. The Violet Kingdom lasted less than three months before the invasion of the orc army, which boasted a terrifying recovery and breeding power. This meant that the troops sent by various countries didn’t help much.


  


  This was the birth of a new kingdom. After hundreds of years, a nation of a different species emerged. Players who turned into orcs and made contributions in the war against the Violet Kingdom earned rewards such as receiving the new ‘champion’ class or greatly increasing their stats.


  


  “In the face of the orcs’ volume offensive, wouldn’t even the empire and the Overgeared Kingdom be embarrassed?”


  


  Public opinion changed. They analyzed that the twilight orcs could threaten the supremacy of the West Continent, which was known to be divided between the Overgeared Kingdom and the empire. Surprisingly...


  


  “It is quiet...”


  


  The orcs weren’t greedy about expanding their power. They lived a peaceful life, as if they were satisfied with the territory they had. This was until an accident broke out.


  


  [Orc Lord Uruchan was defeated and killed in a showdown!]


  


  [Teruchan, who won the showdown, has been crowned the new orc lord!]


  


  [Teruchan declares!]


  


  “We! Orcs! Want a bigger territory!! Guruk! Gruruk!”


  


  The orcs began their march according to the will of their new leader. Many kingdoms started to suffer from the constant invasion and looting, including the Fold Kingdom.




  Chapter 1093


  (Are you satisfied with being an orc?)


  


  A survey was conducted on players who changed races. The response rate was 68%, which was very good. Of those, 80% answered positively. It must be positive. Most of the players who switched race to an orc were melee damage dealers. In the first place, they chose the orc race because of the orc’s physical power. Stamina that didn’t wear out easily, high health, destructive power, a broad vision, and so on—the orcs’ superior physical abilities greatly satisfied them.


  


  -It is a race optimized for battle. Survival is guaranteed, and there are fewer blind spots in your vision. You can’t lose if you’re fighting a player of the same level.


  


  -The problem is that mana is reduced by two times, so you can’t use many skills.


  


  -I agree. The mana itself is lacking, and mana recovery is so slow that it is vulnerable in long fights. When it comes to intelligence, buffs are essential.


  


  -The intelligence coefficient should really be buffed. I lose every time I meet a magician. I can’t resist the abnormal statuses caused by spells, and my health drops every time I’m hit by magic.


  


  -Don’t you want too much? I’m in a position to wish for a buff. But to be honest, if I receive an intelligence buff in my current state, it will be too much.


  


  -That’s right. ㅋㅋ There are more advantages than disadvantages right now, but if we receive a buff here, who would stay human? Everyone would be orcs ㅋㅋ


  


  The conversations and reviews between orcs in various communities attracted thousands of people. The orcs’ strengths were clear enough to attract those who were reluctant to be non-human. Of course, there were many drawbacks. Apart from the intelligence issue, there were the irregular teeth, rolling eyeballs, and jutting chin.


  


  First, it was a fatal problem that their appearance didn’t meet the usual aesthetic standards. Additionally, the quest contents were generally simple and disregarded level because the intelligence of orc NPCs was generally lower than that of humans, resulting in significantly higher difficulty. They often made players do crazy things. There was even a joke that orcs had no quests.


  


  Either way...


  


  ‘I’m going to change my race to an orc.’


  


  ‘Me too!’


  


  Many people raised their hands based on the merits, instead of the disadvantages of the orcs. In particular, players who had a class with low dependence on skills attempted to change race to become an orc. Meanwhile, the Chinese media’s attitude was noticeable.


  


  『 Chinese martial arts are one of the most popular in the world. As a result, most Chinese people are interested in and proud of martial arts. In Satisfy, they often choose the martial artist class. Just imagine how many Chinese martial artists changed to the orc race to maximize their strengths? What do you think? Yes, your imagination will come true. Not only will the proud Chinese people dominate the various PvP competitions, but they will also rise to the top of the rankings. 』


  


  『 Chinese players are pure. While Grid has his items and Kraugel relies on skills, Hao only trained in control and is a complete version of a Chinese player. The Chinese attitude of focusing on training yourself rather than relying on external factors... It is misleading to argue if it is right or wrong, but it is undeniable that such an attitude has alienated Chinese players. In order for China to regain its title as a gaming powerhouse, players need to change their attitudes. Now the orcs are a means to overcome the weaknesses of the Chinese players. Thus, the future of China is very bright. 』


  


  『 If China’s top rankers change their race to an orc and adapt well, China’s overall ranking in this year’s National Competition will be at least second. Then in the next one or two years, we will completely surpass the United States and South Korea. 』


  


  This was fanatical praise. The ambitions of the Communist Party were lurking in the background of the various media outlets praising the orcs. It was intended to make their players become orcs and increase their national status. It was media play that was almost to the extent of brainwashing. The media even took out the card called Hao to complete the picture that the Communist Party wanted.


  


  『 Hao, the world is hot about orcs these days. Recently, you are becoming a topic of discussion because the half draconians receive no separate stat benefits. There is speculation that you will become a supreme player if you change your race to an orc and strengthen your physical abilities. What do you think about this? 』


  


  『 It is true that the stats benefits of a half draconian are the same as those of a human. Just like in the orc’s case, it is assumed that the stats coefficient will be adjusted only when players have a chance to choose to become half draconian. 』


  


  『 That’s a shame. Then right now, are you considering changing your race to orc? 』


  


  『 No. There are only two opportunities per account to change races, and once you change your race, you have to be cautious because you won’t be able to change it again for at least two years. Additionally, I am benefiting from the half draconian’s skills. Therefore, I don’t want to give up the existing benefits to change race to an ugly orc. 』


  


  『 I-I see. 』


  


  The Chinese media had long isolated and used Hao as a scapegoat. Now they started to mention Hao again and asked for an interview to take advantage of Hao’s reputation. The fact that Hao was China’s top ranker hadn’t changed. The media wanted Hao to empower the press by acknowledging the value of the orcs.


  


  However, Hao sprinkled ashes on them.


  


  『 Don’t be too blind about the orcs. The coefficient of health and stamina is obviously 1.8 times higher than that of humans, but as the second half progresses, skills will become more important than stats. A double drop in intelligence will grab at your ankles. Also, don’t forget that the power-loving thoughts of the orcs will provoke great upset sooner or later. 』


  


  『 Ah, yes. I’ll finish the interview here. 』


  


  Once again, Hao became a target of the media. They attacked Hao with the conspiracy theory that his master Grid was behind the reason why he opposed China’s experts. In a communist country where public opinion could easily be manipulated and controlled, it was simple to act against a single person. Hao’s claims were lost in the criticism.


  


  “...It is tiring every time.” Hao found himself increasingly exhausted. Memories of the South Korea he visited a few years ago lingered before him. The streets were lined with the buildings belonging to Grid and the Overgeared members. He missed that free atmosphere.


  


  “...”


  


  Hao remembered the faces of his ancestors who had been respected from generation to generation and had to shake off his thoughts. He knew. In order to loosen the shackles of a mind that oppressed others and to start anew, he had to honor his country. As for the surest way to honor his country? It was to beat Grid.


  


  ‘Just once.’


  


  ...At least once. He would soar into the clouds if he could beat Grid once. The Chinese trend of treating Grid as a villain while painting Hao as Grid’s minion would be fixed. 


  


  ‘I must win once.’


  


  For his new beginning and for Grid’s honor, Hao longed for victory.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Orc warriors! You! Worship Teruchan! Guruk! Gruruk! I will give you the glory of going to war with me! We! Take away the territory of humans! Guruk! Kruruk! We will build our empire!!"


  


  “This is crazy!”


  


  The players who had changed to the orc species trembled. Their goal was to become a ranker or to play on the stage of the National Competition, but this was ruined once the long war appeared. To be honest, the players didn’t care about the orc’s country. It didn’t matter to them. After all, it had been less than a few months since they became orcs, so they didn’t feel any sense of belonging yet.


  


  There weren’t even any quests. The new lord, who had taken the throne by force, was so ignorant that he didn’t know how to deal with people. He emphasized that it was an honor to follow him and didn’t intend to give any carrots. It was a madness that the players didn’t swallow.


  


  “I want to leave this war!”


  


  The players attempted to leave. In the first place, players were enjoying the game. They had the right to freedom and no reason to surrender to the orc lord’s orders. This was what they believed. Then what was this?


  


  


  [If you leave the ranks now, you will be considered a deserter. All kinds of punishments and constraints will follow!]


  


  “XX!!”


  


  “No, what is this?”


  


  Orcs were a militant species that worshipped power. All its people were treated as soldiers, and the players were no exception. They couldn’t be freed from the military laws which were made one-sidedly by the orc lord. Of course, the people didn’t accept it easily.


  


  Players ignored this and left the ranks. Then they were all killed. Their necks were cut by the other orcs next to them, behind them, or in front of them. Even if they died, resurrected, logged out, and then logged in again, they couldn’t escape from the orc army that had already begun its march.


  


  In the orc society that valued instincts, the orc lord’s will was absolutely binding. The subordinate orcs couldn’t go against the senior orcs. It was the reason why some players had the ‘right to control some orcs’ after changing to a twilight orc.


  


  [The great lord Teruchan has declared war!]


  


  [You will join his army at Teruchan’s will!]


  


  “What the hell is this X game?!!”


  


  The biggest difference between Satisfy and existing games was the degree of freedom. Unless they committed a crime or were bound by specific quests, they could always play Satisfy according to their own will. At this moment, common sense was broken. Orc players encountered an ignorant leader and were forced to experience the barracks.


  


  ‘Someone kill that damn bastard!’


  


  The twilight orcs launched a conquest war. Humans, as well as orc players, wanted their march to stop. However, it was hard to find the forces to stop Teruchan and his fanatical elites, who were strong enough to be treated as ‘magicless great demons.’ Everyone was in pain.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Why is the development different than expected?”


  


  In Reinhardt’s smithy, Grid clicked his tongue after receiving Lauel’s report. In many ways, the expressions in his and Lauel’s eyes weren’t good since they analyzed that the orcs were unlikely to expand.


  


  Lauel replied, “The twilight orc lord is the king who rules over all orcs. I guessed before that he had great intelligence, and in fact, the previous orc lord was cautious. For hundreds of years, he pretended to be humane in order to not stimulate the empire, while not forgetting the helplessness his people had experienced under the oppression of the empire. So my analysis wasn’t wrong.”


  


  “In any case, you didn’t expect it. You didn’t say that another orc could kill the old orc lord and become the new orc lord, waging a war.”


  


  “It was so obvious that I didn’t say it. However, I did expect it. Since the orcs are a species that relies on strength, I analyzed that the path of succession to the throne would take place through strength and calculated that the orc lord could change at any time.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Lauel's biggest weakness was his weak mentality. His mind often stopped working when he faced unexpected variables. Of course, he had the wisdom to block 99 out of 100 variables.


  


  “Do you have a contingency plan that is within the expected range?”


  


  “No?”


  


  “...?”


  


  Hey, this person was crazy.


  


  Lauel shrugged at the anxious Grid. “The orc’s march has provided justification to the empire. The empire gave them freedom in order to achieve unity, but they can’t stand by and watch the orcs continue to wage war. The empire will once again fight the orcs.”


  


  “Ah...”


  


  The orcs, who met the wrong master, would be sent to their graves.


  


  “I see. It isn’t a problem for us. No, it isn’t a problem to care about.”


  


  Right when Grid was nodding, it happened.


  


  “There is news that the orc army has invaded the Fold Kingdom! It is the main army that Orc Lord Teruchan is leading!”


  


  “What?” Grid’s expression stiffened. He rose from his seat as he recalled the loyalty shown by the Fold Kingdom and Prince Shining. “I will go. I have to sort this out.”


  


  Lightning bounced around the Blue Dragon’s Boots. Additionally, four black hands floated in the air. They were the resurrected God Hands.




  Chapter 1094


  -The possibility of suffering direct damage seems very low....


  


  -Yes.


  


  Those who were anxious about the orcs’ march, calling it the ‘worst disaster since the great demon’, gradually regained stability.


  


  -It is quite different from the great demon.


  


  The great demons treated humans as cattle. They one-sidedly abused, slaughtered, and ridiculed humans. The orcs were different. They were also intelligent beings who could be classified alongside humans. Unlike the great demons, they were common-sense opponents and not as cruel as the great demons. They didn’t impose their ideas of justice on humans. However, they argued that they needed territory to live.


  


  “I, the lord who leads the great warriors, Teruchan! Our great warriors don’t have the hobby of torturing the weak! Guruk! Gruruk! I will guarantee your safety if you raise the white flag and surrender your land!”


  


  Howl City Fortress—it was the gateway to the Fold Kingdom, and there were always 30,000 elite troops stationed there. The soldiers were commanded by veterans who went through all sorts of hardships, and the knights led the way in defeating the invaders.


  


  Yes, Howl’s army was valiant. They would stand up, even if the empire invaded. The reason why the Fold Kingdom wasn’t afraid of the empire’s retaliation after going under the Overgeared Kingdom was that they trusted Howl’s army. However...


  


  “These sons of a bitches. Why covet our kingdom? They are many countries richer than us.”


  


  “That’s right. There is no use for this barren land.”


  


  “Perhaps they aren’t aware of the state of our country? They are surprisingly good conversationalists. Perhaps they will step back if we explain it well?” 


  


  Even Howl’s army was shrank back in front of the orcs. The sight of 100,000 dark-skinned orcs, with a height of at least two meters, under the walls placed a great pressure on them. In particular, the orc lord in the lead was terrifying. The mere sight of his eyes made them feel nauseous. A few soldiers’ pants were already wet.


  


  “Umm...” Marquis Veze—the lord of Howl and the symbol of the Fold Kingdom’s armed forces who was famous for being the idol of tens of millions of guardian knight players—came to a decision after agonizing over the matter. “A conversation. That is a good way. Open the gates. I will go out and talk to them.”


  


  “That is impossible!” The marquis’ men were shocked.


  


  Sure, the orcs were unexpectedly gentleman. They were like knights worshipping chivalry. When they heard that the small villages the orcs passed on the way were safe, they thought that orcs were better than some humans. However, this could be an act. In the first place, orcs were the enemy. There was no fool who would tell their commander to step into the middle of enemy territory.


  


  “The fortress is doomed the moment they harm you or take you hostage.”


  


  “That’s right! Please be cautious! Please send out the warden!”


  


  “The captain is hiding while asking for a conversation? The orcs will respond well. They would laugh at us.”


  


  “Just fight! It is too dangerous for you to go out in person!”


  


  “That's right! They are orcs! Monsters! There is nothing to talk about!”


  


  “Then shall we fight blindly?”


  


  “We have 30,000 strong soldiers! We’ll be able to hold on if we stay in the castle!” 


  


  “There is hope because an army has been dispatched from the capital!”


  


  “Is it really possible?”


  


  “...” Everyone shut their mouths at the marquis’ question. The marquis’ gaze was aimed at a large spear stuck in the city gates. It was a spear that Orc Lord Teruchan had thrown from ‘an invisible place.’ The spear caused cracks in the walls, and even dozens of knights combined couldn’t pull it out. It was as if it had been there since the beginning.


  


  “We will only be able to hold on for two days. The moment they start the offensive, the walls will collapse, and the fortress will be thoroughly trampled on. Rather than increasing the number of victims with meaningless resistance, it is better to try and talk to them first.”


  


  “However, if the marquis suffers a disaster, we won’t be able to last for even two days.”


  


  “The moment they strike at my neck, throw away the fortress and retreat to the capital. Prince Shining will immediately grasp the situation and take you in.”


  


  “Do you want us to be cowards who run away without even fighting?”


  


  “Of course, some people will point fingers at you. Still, don’t worry. Everyone will know that today’s choice was the only way to protect the country. Endure the humiliation for our country.”


  


  “Sir!”


  


  The people couldn’t persuade Marquis Veze any longer. He broke through the barriers made by his subordinates with his body and left the castle.


  


  “This...!”


  


  The pale nobles and knights urgently rushed to the walls. They saw Marquis Veze come face to face with Orc Lord Teruchan. The Marquis was a guardian knight who specialized in defending. Among the other nobles and knights, Marquis Veze’ body was large like that of a giant yet he felt dwarfed among the orcs. In particular, he looked like a little kid compared to Teruchan.


  


  “I am Veze, the leader of this fortress and a marquis of the Fold Kingdom. Orc Lord Teruchan, I will tell you something despite the shame.”


  


  “Grruk. Kruruk! Go ahead,” Teruchan responded in an interested manner. He was very pleased with the courage of the slender man who jumped into the middle of the enemy alone.


  


  “The territory of our Fold Kingdom is famous for being the most barren on the continent. The mountains are common, and we don’t have the strength of the sea. It has no value even if the orcs conquer it.”


  


  “Then we should invade other kingdoms? Grruk.”


  


  “...I’m asking you to step down.”


  


  The number and types of monsters that appeared in the Fold Kingdom were much higher than other kingdoms. Marquis Veze, who always fought in the vanguard, had cut off the breaths of tens of thousands of monsters. It was a strange and difficult thing for Marquis Veze to bow his head to orcs whom he had always regarded as monsters.


  


  Even so, he didn’t hesitate at all. He bowed his head politely. “The Fold Kingdom isn’t worth conquering. Please withdraw.”


  


  Disparaging the country—it was a crime that couldn’t be forgiven, even if it was for the sake of the country. In particular, Marquis Veze felt more shame and guilt since he had been fighting for his country all his life. However, he was forced to speak honestly since he wanted the orcs to step down. The Fold Kingdom was a country that wasn’t even worth conquering… 


  


  This was also a popular assessment in the world. Teruchan listened to him and laughed. “For our warriors, the territory of the Fold Kingdom is the best place.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Marquis Veze had been looking forward to the orcs’ ‘ignorance.’ He thought they invaded the Fold Kingdom because they didn’t know anything. That’s why he believed a conversation would work. The orcs would leave easily once they realized they had nothing to gain from conquering this place. Yet he received a completely unexpected response. The territory of the Fold Kingdom was the best?


  


  Teruchan smiled at the baffled marquis. His large teeth were more intimidating than any beast’s.


  


  “Grruk. We train and fill our hunger by hunting monsters.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “More than any other country. Grruk. Kurruk. The Fold Kingdom is the right place for us.”


  


  This was a failure. Marquis Veze took in a shocked breath as he realized the hope he sought was a vain dream. Simultaneously, he made a quick decision. He had to go back to lead the soldiers to retreat. In order to fight against the orcs, it was most efficient to rally all the armies throughout the Fold Kingdom to the capital. However, this idea was soon dampened.


  


  ‘This...!’


  


  Retreat wasn’t possible. The red-spotted leopard—thousands of these beasts were domesticated by the orcs. They were powerful enough to hunt monsters and were several times faster than horses. Teruchan saw Marquis Veze’s trembling gaze directed at the leopards and was merciful.


  


  “Human with courage.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “You can speak with dignity in front of me. Grruk. Based on your manner, you are also a warrior. Kurruk. Out of a warrior’s honor, I want to give you a chance.”


  


  


  “...!”


  


  ‘A chance!’ The lost hope was once again illuminated in the marquis’ eyes. The orc lord directly gave his country a chance, so there was no reason to resist.


  


  “Thank you!”


  


  Teruchan suggested to Marquis Veze, “Fight me.”


  


  It was a duel. Moreover, it was a duel that was advantageous to Marquis Veze.


  


  “If you compete with me, Orc Lord Teruchan, for more than 10 blows. Grruk. Kurruk. I will respect you as a warrior and withdraw. Grruk.”


  


  “...!” Marquis Veze was incredulous.


  


  He didn’t need to fight and win. He just needed to endure 10 blows and the orc army would retreat...? Marquis Veze doubted it because it was too favorable. Teruchan thought the wary looking Marquis Veze was cute.


  


  “The warriors who follow me and your men are watching. Guruk. Here. Kurruk. If I’m lying, grruk, I will be expelled from the seat of a lord.”


  


  It meant he could be trusted. Marquis Veze nodded. “Okay. I’ll accept the suggestion. Please don’t forget your promise.”


  


  He was forced to grab onto this line, even if it was rotten. If he didn’t grab onto this line, the only thing they would be waiting for was doom. With this resolve, the marquis pulled out his shield and his sword. He was a knight with a firm resolve. Not only was he revered by the knights of other nations, he was also the idol of tens of millions of guardian knight players. The orcs let out excited sounds. It was because he covered his entire body with a shield while he held his sword, causing him to exert a great pressure. There was no room to attack. Any attack seemed like it would be blocked and counterattacked.


  


  Teruchan burst out laughing. “Indeed! An outstanding warrior as I expected! Kuhahahaha!”


  


  He had dark skin reminiscent of evening, and it was thicker than sheet metal. The twitching muscles were as majestic as rocks. The calluses on the hands, which were huge enough to hold a watermelon in one hand, proved that he was a trained warrior and not just a beast who relied on natural strength.


  


  All the elements that made up Orc Lord Teruchan pressed on Marquis Veze. Even so, Marquis Veze didn’t shrink back. He was also a champion of reversal. Born in the weakest country, he had always fought against disadvantages. He knew better than anyone how to stand up to fight and defeat a strong enemy.


  


  ‘Come!’


  


  Marquis Veze used all types of defensive skills. There were seven skills that could each stand up to a player’s ultimate attack.


  


  ‘Being able to learn one of the will make you the strongest tanker.’ This was the guardian knights’ beloved statement that made Marquis Veze seem like a giant tree rooted for hundreds of years. 


  


  His shield went up. Teruchan’s broadsword was inserted. Then...


  


  “Cough!” Marquis Veze’s body flew over 100 meters and rolled across the ground.


  


  “S-Sir!” The 30,000 soldiers at Howl Fortress were astonished.


  


  -Oh my god...


  


  The viewers and netizens all over the world were dumbfounded. It was shocking to see the ultimate goal of the guardian knights, Marquis Veze, be knocked down with a single blow. Teruchan stood in place and waited for Marquis Veze.


  


  “Now it is only one blow. Grruk.”


  


  “K... Kuock...”


  


  Marquis Veze, who barely raised his body, stumbled like he was going to fall. Nevertheless, he persisted. He stood using the support of the shield and pointed his sword at Teruchan. An opponent with such a strong attack power that it made defense meaningless.


  


  After a single blow, Marquis Veze realized that the only way to win the 10 blows exchanged game was to attack. Of course, this method didn’t work. Before Marquis Veze’s sword could touch Teruchan, the broadsword had already struck Marquis Veze.


  


  One blow, two blow, three blows...


  


  Up to that point, Marquis Veze barely shielded himself, but he soon became distracted and missed the shield. Tankers from all over the world felt skeptical as they watched the broadcast. There was an attack power that even the ultimate tanker couldn’t withstand.


  


  Who would’ve become a tanker if they had known this? That’s right. The power of Orc Lord Teruchan was denying the notion of a tanker itself, destroying common sense. Teruchan’s presence began to surpass that of a great demon.


  


  On the other hand.


  


  "Kkuk... Kuoock...” Marquis Veze fell down and groaned, unable to compete with Teruchan after the fifth blow. Before the pinnacle of a different species, he felt the first sense of helplessness since he was born. He realized how insignificant he was and despaired at the power that the Fold Kingdom couldn’t stand up to.


  


  Then Teruchan’s voice rang out, “A chance. Grruk. You missed it. Great human warrior. Kurruk. Return. Then wait with your subordinates in fear. Guruk. We will march.”


  


  “...” Marquis Veze’s expression darkened. There was no profit. He was afraid to return with his wounded body and to face his soldiers. How could he soothe the morale that had plummeted with his defeat? How could he call on the soldiers to fight together? With his heavily wounded body, Marquis Veze’s steps were so heavy that they didn’t fall easily.


  


  It was at this moment that a ray of light fell from the sky, and a man appeared. He had black hair with a crown on his head. All eyes on the scene, including Marquis Veze and Orc Lord Teruchan, were drawn to him.


  


  “You. Who?” Teruchan asked. 


  


  Hundreds of millions of viewers could anticipate the answer they would hear.


  


  “The Overgeared King.”


  


  “...King?” Teruchan’s eyes were filled with excitement. He didn’t wonder why the Overgeared King had appeared here. He just wanted to know how much strength the human king had. 


  


  Grid smiled as he glimpsed Teruchan’s desire to fight right away. “Bring it on.”


  


  There was no answer. Teruchan’s shoulders moved, and simultaneously, an over-two-meter-long broadsword flew toward Grid’s chest.


  


  -Ah...


  


  The chat windows of various countries were flooded with the viewers’ lamentations. It was an attack that even the best tanker couldn’t block. The people analyzed that even Grid wouldn’t be able to stop it. If only Grid had arrived one step earlier...


  


  If he had seen the power of the orc lord, he wouldn’t have allowed such a sudden attack, and victory wouldn’t have been decided so easily. The viewers who were feeling regretful belatedly saw a shocking scene. Four black-gold hands—Grid’s old symbol which hadn’t emerged for a long time—blocked the path of Teruchan’s broadsword.


  


  “How interesting. Grruk. A toy!” Teruchan threw off the God Hands and attacked Grid again. This time, it was a completely different orbit that aimed at Grid’s lower half. However...


  


  “...!?” The one who withdrew was Teruchan, not Grid. It was because an unknown repulsion caused Teruchan’s broadsword to bounce off.


  


  “Magician?” 


  


  “A blacksmith.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Lightning wrapped around Grid. Grid floated into the air so that his eyes were in line with Teruchan, who was two heads taller than him. “10 blows. If you can endure 10 blows, I’ll spare your life.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Were human kings crazy? Teruchan seriously questioned it as he used a skill for the first time. He rotated his broadsword like a windmill and threw it to pierce his target’s armor. It was the strongest attack skill that had the effect of ‘Ignore 100% of the defense.’ Yet... the broadsword returned and pierced Teruchan’s chest.


  


  “...Gruruk.”


  


  Why? Teruchan was more angry than amused. He met a long-awaited rival, but rather than being happy, he was annoyed.
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  ‘The odds of victory are sufficient.’


  


  Most people rated the orc lord in the same class as the great demon. The orc lord was vulnerable to magic but his overall combat power was comparable to a great demon. Why? For a typical player, both the great demons and the orc lord were untouchable targets.


  


  By normal standards, the orc lord and great demons were eventually perceived to be on the same level. However, Grid was different. Based on his experience of raiding two great demons and his level of knowledge of Satisfy’s worldview, the orc lord was far below the great demons.


  


  It was impossible to know the story if the species was comparable to the lord of hell or had a special parent, such as the vampires. It was easy to understand when thinking of King Maxong of the water clan. The pinnacle of his species, he was a powerful being but he was eventually overwhelmed by Grid, Grid’s knights, and Iyarugt’s ingenuity.


  


  What if he raided a great demon with the same amount of power he used when fighting Maxong at that time? It would’ve been impossible. That’s right. The orc lord might be difficult for high rankers and named NPCs but he was a child compared to the great demons. He couldn’t guarantee victory even if he fought one-on-one with Piaro or Mercedes.


  


  ‘Even if he fights with me.’


  


  The epic sagas of transcendence. The new God Hands and the Blue Dragon Boots. Grid had grown rapidly in recent years but he still wasn’t confident about winning against Piaro or Mercedes. He might be catching up in terms of stats but he was still far behind them in overall skills. Grid was unable to cope with Piaro’s miraculous farming that changed the environment around him or Mercedes’ ability to see everything.


  


  Still, the orc lord was different. Before coming here, Grid analyzed footage of the orc lord and was convinced he could win. Everyone knew that the orc lord was susceptible to magic, had no items, and used very limited type of skills. Therefore, it was easy to analyze his patterns.


  


  Of course, the power of each skill was reminiscent of the great demon’s magic (the decisive reason why people placed the orc lord in the same level as the great demons), but Grid was capable of evading and he had the God Hands and the Blue Dragon Boots. In other words, not only could he defend, he could also fight back. From the orc lord’s first blow, to the next attack, and finally the throwing skill. During the first part, Grid never allowed an attack from the orc lord thanks to the reasons listed above.


  


  ‘I can win.’


  


  He had to win. Grid once again vowed. He placed a lot of meaning on this confrontation. He was determined to win against the orc lord and be perceived as a strong man by the orcs. It was hard to see the effect of Pangea’s Duke of Virtue and Different Species’ King if he lost to the orcs who valued power.


  


  ‘Win and make them submit.’


  


  It might be child’s play compared to the great demons but Teruchan was still the peak of a species. At least on this West Continent, the peak of a species was one of the strongest beings. It was better for Grid to obtain as many strong people as possible to fight against the great demons, the yangbans of the East Continent, and perhaps the gods. Therefore, he coveted the orc lord. He especially liked the hot-tempered but moderate personality.


  


  “10 blows. If you can endure 10 blows then I’ll spare your life.”


  


  Grid’s eyes were filled with greed as he declared to the orc lord. The moment Grid exposed his essence, some animosity aroused inside Teruchan.


  


  ‘I, the lord of great warriors. Being looked at like prey.’


  


  It was disgraceful. Humans and orcs were different species and they each had a different talent. That’s why he didn’t impose strength—what the orcs valued—upon the humans or laugh at their weakness... With such a mindset, Teruchan respected but pitied humans. He would understand and be merciful.


  


  In other words, he recognized them as weak and poor beings. By Teruchan’s standards, Grid attitude was crossing the line.


  


  “Your eyes. Gruruk. They are arrogant.”


  


  Teruchan’s eyes became ugly as he looked at the human—who identified himself as the Overgeared King—in front of him. Teruchan might be an honor-conscious warrior but he was an orc. Compared to humans, the orcs had poor patience because they prioritized their instincts. There was a degree of respect and mercy but he couldn’t tolerate a single strand of strength from a weak species.


  


  “Get your head straight. Then. Gruruk. I will spare your life. Kurruk.”


  


  “You still don’t understand the situation?” Grid smiled calmly at Teruchan. “The one showing mercy isn’t you but me.”


  


  “Gruruk!! Rude!!”


  


  Teruchan exploded in anger and threw off the mask of a gentleman. He nakedly expressed an orc warrior’s fervor and mettle. It meant the shackles had been released. Teruchan became stronger. No, he was complete. A blackish-gray aura that was around 1.5 meters wide started to rise around Teruchan.


  


  [Fighting energy is at the maximum.]


  


  [Strength, stamina and agility have increased by 50%.]


  


  Grid’s fighting energy, which had already responded from the moment he faced Teruchan, reached the peak in an instant. Teruchan’s eyes widened as a purple-red light appeared around Grid.


  


  “Gruruk!! The legend I’ve heard of...!”


  


  The Hero King. The human known to be the strongest in history. Wasn’t it too much like the aura of Sword Saint Muller whom even the orc lord of that time worshipped? Teruchan was belatedly nervous. It was too late to realize that the person in front of him shouldn’t be regarded as weak just because he was a human.


  


  “Transcended Link Flower.”


  


  Grid aimed for this gap that Teruchan revealed and already completed his sword dance. Tens of thousands of blue petals floated over the plains filled with 100,000 twilight orcs. The darkness caused by the orcs’ thick skin lifted and the entire battlefield was brightened.


  


  -Ah...


  


  Was this the fragrance of the Peach Blossom Spring? The viewers were captivated by the mysterious and beautiful scene shown on the bleak battlefield. Every single orc in the army of 100,000 orcs watched with their mouths wide open. Meanwhile, Teruchan was extremely focused.


  


  He grasped the situation and shouted to the orcs, “Gruruk!! Grit your teeth!!”


  


  At the same time, 40 energy blades flew through the rain of petals and struck Teruchan. Tens of thousands of petals bombarded the orc army. Sharp winds swept through the orc army as they were cut by the petals. In between, there were lightning that seemed to be infinitely linked.


  


  [Transcended Link Flower]


  


  Three sword dances have been sublimated into a single field.


  


  Fire 40 swords with 200% physical attack power, ‘marking’ all enemies in sight as a target.


  


  An additional two sword energy will be generated per mark and the added sword energy will aim at the targets. Any marked target hit by the sword energy will receive 122% physical damage + 20% magic damage.


  


  Every two hits by the sword energy will create an additional mark. A maximum of five marks can be stacked up.


  


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 300


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 20 minutes.


  


  ★ The effect of Detect Force, Wind Cutter and Lightning will be applied.


  


  Mana Consumption: 3,600


  


  This was the greatness of the ‘field of view’ wide-area skill. Grid launched upwards with Lightning Speed ahead of time and his vision covered the majority of the battlefield, allowing him to wound tens of thousands of orcs at the same time. 


  


  Teruchan shouted at Grid who was rising higher in the sky, “Gruruk!! Focus on the battle against me!”


  


  They were in a one-on-one battle with their honor and pride on the line. Now it seemed like this person was dealing with his army without focusing on him? Grid’s arrogant attitude succeeded in greatly irritating Teruchan. His cool head heated up as he smashed his feet against the ground and jumped up. Unbelievably, he was hit by 40 energy blades and the sword energy yet his thick skin was almost intact.


  


  ‘It is definitely great.’


  


  The orc army, which clenched their teeth in response to the orc lord’s call, didn’t utter a moan despite being cut by the petals and struck by lightning. The orc lord himself handled most of the impact of Transcended Link Flower without wearing armor. 


  


  Orcs. Honestly, he hadn’t expected there to be such great warriors among the species he treated as monsters. Grid inwardly felt admiration as he floated in the air and started the steps for his next sword dance.


  


  


  “Flower.”


  


  From the time Grid received Great Swordsman Pagma’s Swordsmanship, he had a formula for dealing with the enemy. First, stack as many marks as possible through the linkage of Flower.


  


  “Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle.”


  


  It was the strongest four fusion sword dance that could extract the maximum theoretical damage. Additionally, the weapon Grid was currently using was Belial’s Staff + the Enlightenment Sword.


  


  [Belial’s Staff + Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires]


  


  Rating: Myth (Transcendent)


  


  Omitted.


  


  * 30% increase in intelligence.


  


  * 40% increase in magic attack power.


  


  * 30% bonus fire attribute damage.


  


  * 30% bonus dark attribute damage.


  


  * 15% bonus lightning attribute damage.


  


  * There is a certain probability of flames (large) being released when attacking.


  


  * There is a low probability of illusions being released when attacking.


  


  * There is a low probability of summoning a red lightning bolt when attacking.


  


  ★ There is a certain probability of a black flames explosion when attacking.


  


  * 30% increase in magic casting speed.


  


  * You can cast three types of magic at the same time. However, proficiency is required.


  


  When fire and dark magic are cast simultaneously, the magic power of each one was increased by 200%.


  


  * Every time a spell is cast, a shield that absorbs 5,000 damage is automatically created. Targets that strike the shield are subjected to the fear and slowed states.


  


  ★ The options such as fire emission, hallucinations, red lightning summoning, black flames explosion, and so on are considered as casting a spell.


  


  * 20% increase in magic critical chance.


  


  * 150% increase in magic critical damage.


  


  The attack power and magic attack power were slightly lower than when they were individual items. It was the negative effect of the sword and staff losing their form during the combination.


  


  There was also no significant change in the option values. However, there was only one area.


  


  * Every time a spell is cast, a shield that absorbs 5,000 damage is automatically created. Targets that strike the shield are subjected to the fear and slowed states.


  


  ★ When triggered, the options such as fire emission, hallucinations, red lightning summoning, black flames explosion, and so on are considered as casting a spell.


  


  This crazy fraudulent option made Grid semi-invincible. The effect was greater against the orcs who were vulnerable to magic.


  


  “Gruruk...?!”


  


  Teruchan suffered a serious injury from Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle as he leapt through the air. For the first time since his confrontation with the previous orc lord, his skin was peeled off and cut. His eyes burned with a greater fighting spirit as he fought back.


  


  A translucent shield enveloped the Overgeared King. It was only a short time before Teruchan ripped it apart. Yet whenever the Overgeared King danced with his sword or black flames exploded, it regenerated and protected its master along with the four moving hands. The hard armor and strange boots meant this person’s body was perfectly protected.


  


  “A shell! Guruk! Hiding! Kurruk! Like a turtle!!”


  


  He ridiculed loudly but Teruchan’s heart was uncomfortable. Every time he destroyed a shield, his body became heavier and his fear increased. Of course, Teruchan was the peak of his species and was ‘immune to many abnormal conditions or recovers quickly from them.’ He was completely resistant to the ‘fear’ abnormal condition. Additionally, only a small part of the ‘slow’ effect was applied.


  


  However—


  


  “You...! Indeed...! Magician...!”


  


  Teruchan’s attack speed as he swung the broadsword through the air was only a bit slower but it was definitely slowed. It was such a light slowdown that the viewers didn’t easily notice but it was a big hit for Grid who had grown to such a high level. Weapons appeared in the God Hands which were struck by Teruchan’s attacks, whether they were spears, staffs or a sword. Teruchan was struck by them but didn’t even budge.


  


  “Tickles...!”


  


  There was no disturbance in his natural body. Teruchan believed that his skin and muscles were harder than armor. He was confident that none of the swords could breach the skin and muscles he had trained to another level. The orcs, who used crude tools compared to humans, couldn’t understand the concept of being overgeared.


  


  “...Cough?!”


  


  Blood filled Teruchan’s mouth. He looked down with surprise and saw Grid’s weapon piercing his chest. The astonished Teruchan swung the broadsword in vain. Grid reflexively used a skill and overcame Teruchan’s slow speed with his lightning speed.


  


  “Blackening.”


  


  He reached maximum speed. Grid’s body was gradually engulfed in lightning. He carried out the steps of the sword dance while avoiding Teruchan’s attacks that fell like heavy rain.


  


  “Transcended Linked Kill Pinnacle.”


  


  “...Keok!”


  


  The warrior screamed. There was no more shame. The rock-like giant, Teruchan collapsed to the ground. Grid didn’t pursue him. In his incandescent state, he stood in the air and moved one foot.


  


  “Come Down.”


  


  The sky split apart with lightning. A huge blue dragon descended behind Grid. It looked very different from a normal dragon. The lightning accompanied by an unidentified monster swept through the battlefield at Grid’s feet. Then.


  


  ‘One time, two times, three times...’


  


  Teruchan hurriedly began to count. It was to calculate how many times Grid had struck.
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  Gravity stiffened the hard skin and crushed the entire body. The scenery that entered his field of view passed quickly. The screams of the wind echoed endlessly.


  


  ‘Nine…’


  


  Orc Lord Teruchan fell down from the clouds high above him. He was going to collide with the cold and hard ground but he only focused on counting. The thing that made him afraid wasn’t the destruction and suffering of his fallen flesh but the loss of honor.


  


  The Overgeared King. The human being who provoked him to endure 10 blows...


  


  He was indeed strong. His skills, amazing swordsmanship, tricky magic, powerful lightning, and self-moving artifacts made him greater than the previous orc lord. Surprised by this person’s ability to summon a dragon, Teruchan realized that he had to be mindful of defeat.


  


  Lightning accompanied the blue dragon that struck Teruchan. As he felt the exhilarating pain of all the cells in his body stiffening, Teruchan admitted it. The opponent was strong. The title Hero King was never false. Yes... He might lose. Even so, no matter how strong the opponent was, there shouldn’t be a vain defeat.


  


  He was the king of warriors. If he was to be swallowed by the dragon then he would bite off the dragon’s tongue. He was the pinnacle of all orcs and the leader of the twilight orcs yet he couldn’t withstand 10 blows? It was an act that insulted all the orcs in the world. All orcs would lose their prestige because of him. Just like the old days. He had to hold on, endure.


  


  ‘10...!’


  


  Just before colliding with the ground, Teruchan’s eyes widened. This sum referred to the number of times they attacked and defended. During his brief stay in the sky, Teruchan had wielded his broadsword over 20 times. Teruchan’s sword and roar had torn up nearly 30 of Grid’s shields.


  


  He had endured. The human’s expression was so imposing he had been worried about losing in less than 10 blows, but it was a pointless worry.


  


  “Guruk!”


  


  ‘I can overpower you in 10 blows.’


  


  He met the declaration of the Overgeared King and kept the minimum of his honor. Teruchan’s eyes burned again. His muscles, nerves, and cells, which had been stiffened by the lightning, woke up in response to his strong ‘mental strength.’ It was a movement reminiscent of a predator. Just before colliding with the ground, Teruchan was released from his paralysis and regained his motor nerves. He gritted his teeth and twisted his back, flattening his posture. Teruchan’s giant body fell to the ground. 


  


  A deafening roar shook their ears as the 100,000 orc army screamed.


  


  “Ohh...!”


  


  Marquis Veze and the soldiers of Howl Fortress felt admiration. They imagined the orc lord dying beyond the cloud of dust. The orc lord had hard skin and muscles that couldn’t be invaded with a sword but they believed he couldn’t be safe after falling from such a high altitude. Yet...


  


  “Kuoooooooh!”


  


  Teruchan’s appearance was relatively fine as the dust cleared away. The orc stood with his hands and feet on the ground like a beast and roared madly, enthralling his fellow orcs. The bodies of the orcs, which had been paralyzed by the lightning, woke up simultaneously.


  


  “Teru──chan!! Guruk!”


  


  “Teru──chan!! Guruk!”


  


  Kung kung! Kung! Kung kung! Kung!


  


  The orcs’ habit of submitting to a strong existence was based on survival instincts. It was considered a challenge the moment they chose to disobey so they were forced to obey if they didn’t want to die. Yet at this moment, all the orcs stomping their feet and chanting Teruchan’s name were acting rationally, not instinctively. They were fascinated by the sight of the bloody Teruchan, who had fallen from the high sky. They were enthusiastic as they shouted for the second coming of a legendary human. The propaganda called ‘Grid’ united the orc species.


  


  In the sky, Grid started sweating.


  


  ‘He is still fine after being hit like that. The damage from Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle was less than I thought.’


  


  Grid did his best to end the battle in less than 10 blows. His fighting energy reached the maximum and he fought with all his items, sword dances and magic. The successive use of Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle and Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle showed how serious Grid was about this battle.


  


  [Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle]


  


  Four sword dances have been sublimated into a single field.


  


  Fires seven energy blades per second that deal 3,700% physical damage. Every time it attacks the target, ‘Disarm’ will be triggered. In addition, there will be a bleeding and desperation effect.


  


  This skill will ignore 65% of the target’s defense.


  


  ★ The effect of Detect Force, Wind Cutter and Lightning will be applied.


  


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 400


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 2 hours.


  


  In accordance with the principle that Transcend doubled the attack power, the power of Kill should also have double the attack power. When used on a target with the maximum number of ‘marks’, the 22,560 physical attack + 100% magic attack power meant that Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle had a higher damage coefficient.


  


  There was a disadvantage of course. It had a longer cooldown due to its stable power and it was less powerful than Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle against opponents with an overwhelmingly high physical defense. Against Orc Lord Teruchan, it was worse than Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle. His magic resistance was low but his physical defense was high. Teruchan’s defense meant the effect of Pinnacle would surpass Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle. The initial damage from Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle was also less than Grid expected. It was deadly that Teruchan was an opponent without ‘items.’ The Disarm effect was useless because he wasn’t wearing any armor.


  


  


  ‘His stats are killing me.’


  


  Grid clicked his tongue as he stared at the distant Teruchan. Teruchan’s health was now less than one-fifth but Grid was desolate. Teruchan’s recovery speed was too fast but the bigger problem was that Grid had depleted his sword energy. That’s why Grid couldn’t connect any additional sword dances when Teruchan was hit and paralyzed by Come Down! In order to recover his sword energy, he had to keep swinging his sword. However, he couldn’t do this because he declared that he would beat Teruchan in 10 blows.


  


  ‘Flower, Transcended Link Flower, Link, Kill...’


  


  Facing the orc lord looking up into the sky, Grid counted how many sword dances he had used. It was seven. He only had three out of 10 blows left. Was it possible to overpower the orc lord with three blows when all his ultimates were already consumed?


  


  It was impossible. Grid trembled.


  


  ‘Fucking God's Command.’


  


  If it had activated even once then the orc lord would’ve surrendered by now. The 50% probability was no different from the lottery. He really had bad luck... A strong rage was soaring. 


  


  It happened when Grid was gritting his teeth.


  


  “Human king! Guruk!” Teruchan called out to Grid. Teruchan’s right arm and left leg were drooping from when they broke as he landed. “I... Guruk! I’ve endured more than 50 blows!”


  


  Teruchan’s expression was full of cheer. A hint of pride even peeked through. He acknowledged Grid’s skills and was pleased to have survived Grid’s offensive.


  


  Grid frowned. “What do you mean? Haven’t I only used seven?”


  


  “Guruk? You swung your sword. Guruk! Many times! It is 40 times! It’s weird!”


  


  What was he saying in front of so many eyes? Grid saw the absurd reaction from Teruchan among the orcs and snorted. “That is an absurd argument. I might’ve swung my sword dozens of times but I only used seven sword dances. So it is seven blows.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “...”


  


  Was he a hooligan? Grid’s logic made the battlefield as still as death. Teruchan, the orcs and the soldiers of the Fold Kingdom shut their mouths. Even the ferocious orc lord had kept his promise to Marquis Veze and honored him. Then what about the Overgeared King who was equal to the empress? Some people were disappointed while others pointed fingers.


  


  Meanwhile, Teruchan looked excited. “Guruk...! I see! It is still only seven!”


  


  It was scary. The Overgeared King was a strong human. This was Teruchan’s honest feeling. This was the reason why.


  


  “Good! Guruk! I wanted to fight more!”


  


  Teruchan’s desire to win burned in reverse. Teruchan wanted to know his limitations. He longed for an extreme battle he could pour all his energy into. He had no regrets, even if it meant dying. If he was afraid then he wouldn’t have become a warrior in the first place.


  


  “Gruruk!! Let's fight! Until one of us falls! Continue!”


  


  “That's a great suggestion.”


  


  A duel with no restrictions. It was a proposal that was naturally tempting for Grid, whose sword energy was depleted. Grid smiled like a great demon. 


  


  “I am looking forward to it.”


  


  Grid descended. He intended to draw out the time as much as possible while the duration of Blackening was maintained. Grid was unaware of it but as he descended, his body was gradually becoming incandescent. It was the conditional passive that belonged to the Blue Dragon Boots. Once he reached the maximum speed, there was a low chance that his body would turn into lightning.


  


  “Kurruk...!”


  


  Was this the will of the world itself? Teruchan’s heart beat faster as he blocked Grid’s sword. Grid’s strike that contained the acceleration from descending was enough to push Teruchan back.


  


  “Human...! Your name! Guruk! Tell me!”


  


  Teruchan’s burning gaze and Grid’s greed-filled gaze intertwined in the air.


  


  “Grid.” Lightning swelled. The moment the duration of Item Combination ended, the Enlightenment Sword returned to its complete form and connected with Teruchan’s broadsword. “I am greedy for you.”


  


  His skin became hotter with every blow exchanged. As expected, Grid was affected by Teruchan’s skill and let out blunt words.


  


  “Kuahahahat! Guruk! A warrior! Doesn’t obey humans!”


  


  Teruchan burst out laughing. It wasn’t ridicule. There were no signs of displeasure. He was thinking about the long history of a lord worshipping humans.


  


  The sound of friction between the sword and broadsword became louder. Grid and Teruchan’s concentration reached the peak and they attacked and defended along all sorts of trajectories. The cameras of broadcasters from all over the world started to miss their movements. It reached the point where they had to give up on any melee shots. 


  


  The Lightning God invaded Grid’s body. The power of the broadsword didn’t touch his body.




  Chapter 1097


  For the two billion Satisfy players, there was one memory commonly engraved in their minds—Grid’s strength. Among them, it was his ‘attack power.’ People didn’t forget the day when this Asian person appeared on the world stage for the first time. He defeated great demons and annihilated the rankers in the National Competition. Grid’s unparalleled damage set new standards and targets for the two billion players.


  


  Now the orc lord Teruchan.


  


  “I! Guruk! Want to! Win!”


  


  He remained steadfast despite allowing Grid’s sword dances that even the great demons shrank back against. He fought against Grid with a ragged body that didn’t fall and he didn’t know how to give up. Still, it was funny. He had 100,000 elite troops yet he insisted on a one-on-one match to the very end. He was foolish and stupid.


  


  Even so, few people laughed at Teruchan. His attitude of respect for manners and honor attracted people.


  


  Shortly after Grid summoned the blue dragon, the breaking news reports called it one of the ‘four sacred creatures’ of the East Continent. In response to Teruchan’s call, Grid descended to the ground and used speed and movements never seen before. Unlike the previous days when he faced his opponent with his attack power and defense, he moved lightly and took the upper hand with his body. 


  


  In particular, his footwork was dominating. He countlessly did the steps of the sword dances and was unusually proficient in using his lower body.


  


  “Guruk...!”


  


  Teruchn’s broadsword was blocked by Grid’s use of his legs. Grid’s speed as he chased after Teruchan was like an arrow that already left the bowstring.


  


  Kick the enemy, chase, strike, and step back.


  


  During this process, Grid’s combat methods as he was protected by the God Hands were lethal. It was hell for his opponent. In a word, he was fighting well. Who laughed at his control? The times when Grid was still lacking faded from the viewers’ memories. They gradually fell for Grid. Teruchan might’ve attracted the public’s favor with his charming personality but Grid dominated the masses with his irresistible power.


  


  -Holy shit! Show me a bit closer!!


  


  The viewers concentrating on the battle started to spit out harsh profanities. Grid and Teruchan’s movements were too fast to capture and their collisions so destructive that it caused the cameras to shake or fly away. It was why the cameras of the broadcasters chose to shoot from a distance despite not delivering enough of the situation to the viewers. 


  


  As a result, Grid and Teruchan’s appearance became smaller until they were like dots. They could read the overall battle better but the two people’s expressions and breathing couldn’t be seen, causing the liveliness to drop significantly. 


  


  -The cameramen are too incompetent. If the problem is the camera shaking, go close enough to see with your eyes and send that video. Tsk.


  


  -Don’t you know that streamers died doing that?


  


  -They have to challenge it even if its dangerous. They can hit the jackpot if they take the video correctly.


  


  -More cameramen already seem to be challenging it. 99.9% are unable to access due to the orcs or are killed in the explosions.


  


  -In any case, if they record in this state, you can zoom in later. Look here.


  


  If a broadcaster or private broadcaster requested certification, the S.A Group would contract with them and provide various broadcasting items. It was why there were so many broadcasts related to Satisfy. A typical example was a drone camera. In a form that NPCs couldn’t recognize, they flew quickly and broadcasted the situation of Satisfy.


  


  However, the small size meant it was vulnerable to shock and the functions were limited in an extreme environment like now. Therefore, popular broadcasters such as Bunny Bunny rushed to the scene. They broadcast the scene directly with their own eyes, providing viewers with a high level of realism and solid information. Compared with the cameras, getting closer to the subject was overcome by choosing the assassin class.


  


  -Uh...?


  


  The disgruntled viewers watching the broadcast felt their eyes widen. From the time since Grid used the Fly magic. No, the electric currents that started to hover around Grid from the time he rose in the sky in a different way from the Fly magic were now burning completely white.


  


  Lightning. There was a ridiculous optical illusion that Grid himself had become lightning...


  


  ──!


  


  『...!? 』


  


  The community, including the audience chat windows, were quiet. It was as if the Internet around the world had been disconnected at the same time. All the posts and chat windows stopped updating. Even the broadcast commentators and experts were silent.


  


  Grid disappeared with a flash and penetrated through Teruchan’s defenses. There was a sound like thunder and a fountain of blood spurted from Teruchan’s chest.


  


  “Keok...! Cough!”


  


  The giant, standing there like a great mountain, shook. Experts said ‘I think he has exceeded the player’s maximum speed’ as their eyes kept losing their place despite persistently tracking Grid’s speed. However—


  


  “I...! Warrior! Guruk! I’m a warrior before I’m a lord! Kurruk! I! Fight!”


  


  His hands didn’t let go of his broadsword. Teruchan roared and swung the broadsword randomly through the air. Then suddenly, he rushed back to catch Grid, rotating and kicking. Grid’s speed seemed lightning fast but it was only an illusion created from the perception.


  


  [Lightning God Lv. 1]


  


  A conditional passive.


  


  Assimilate with the breath of the blue dragon.


  


  Once you reach the maximum speed, there is a low chance that your body will turn into lightning. At this point, all attacks are converted to lightning. Every time you hit the target, a lot of mana is burned (10% of the total mana). 


  


  You are immune to all physical attacks, but you will take twice the damage from magic attacks without any defense or resistance. It also leaves a current that deals 10 times the damage in your movement path. The duration of the electric current is 2 seconds.


  


  It won’t be released until the speed drops and will be released immediately once you deviate from the maximum speed.


  


  * If you die while the Lightning God is active, the wrath of the blue dragon will occur.


  


  * Skills attached to myth rated items can be upgraded. 


  


  There was no speed buff involved with the Lightning God skill. It was just possible to deceive the target’s senses due to the bright appearance and loud sound effects from the ‘lightning’ setting. Teruchan and the viewers were forced to be under the mistaken impression that Grid was really lightning fast.


  


  However, this only lasted for a moment. Teruchan saw through its essence and his intense counterattack poured out. The incandescent Grid was cut by the broadsword and repeatedly stabbed.


  


  -Wow.


  


  -Is it dangerous?


  


  The stopped chat windows quickly updated. The viewers who had been watching Grid for years had grown attached to him without realizing it. Meanwhile, Teruchan was an opponent they had just met. He wasn’t a player. Despite Teruchan’s great charm, few people wanted Grid to lose to him.


  


  -Yes, Grid will die.


  


  -It is cool.


  


  Of course, not everyone was the same. Some people were jealous of Grid and felt delighted.


  


  -....??


  


  Their smiles didn’t last long. Teruchan’s broadsword might be slicing at Grid but Grid didn’t shed a single drop of blood.


  


  “Guruk?”


  


  Was it an illusion? What type of magic had he already suffered? Teruchan panicked when he cut Grid several times but couldn’t feel it. He nervously swung the broadsword faster but Grid was like the moon in the pond. He couldn’t be cut.


  


  “Kung! Kung kung!”


  


  Teruchan swung his broadsword while snorting. He was eager to find Grid’s real body.


  


  “...!”


  


  A chill went down Teruchan’s spine. It was because Grid’s smell came from the illusion in front of him. That’s right. This wasn’t an illusion. It was real.


  


  


  “100,000 Army.”


  


  Utilizing the Lightning God’s ability to nullify physical attacks, Grid used Item Combination, which had cooled down during Teruchan’s onslaught, and joined Belial’s Staff and the Enlightenment Sword again.


  


  “Massacre Sword.”


  


  The swordsmanship of Undefeated King Madra. The 30 slashes amplified by lightning struck Teruchan. It was a timeless cut, like 30 swordsmen were wielding their swords at the same time. The 100,000 Army Swordsmanship contained a mystery that even Teruchan, who pursued extreme physical strength, couldn’t imagine.


  


  “Amazing!”


  


  He felt pure admiration and decided it was better to defend than confront it. He hastily activated a skill to harden his skin.


  


  “...!?”


  


  The skill wasn’t activated. It was because his mana had been burned by the Lightning Incarnation passive during his fight with Grid. 


  


  Teruchan destroyed exactly eight of the 30 slashes. It was a great achievement done with only his physical strength. There were no skills. He neutralized the Undefeated King’s skill with basic attacks? Grid was convinced by his opponent.


  


  Name: Grid


  


  Level: 403


  


  Health: 152,540   Mana: 41,844   Sword Energy: 1,200


  


  Strength: 3,590(+480)   Stamina: 2,197(+800)


  


  Agility: 3,190(+430)   Intelligence: 2,657(+830)


  


  Dexterity: 5,167(+980)   Persistence: 1,632(+430)


  


  Composure: 1,188(+430)   Indomitable: 1,423(+540)


  


  Dignity: 2,096(+430)   Insight: 1,986(+430)


  


  Courage: 1,242(+430)   Political Power: 181(+430)


  


  Demonic power: 31,590


  


  Good luck: 631


  


  Deity: 7


  


  Remaining Stat Points: 590


  


  As could be seen from the status window, Grid’s total strength exceeded 4,000 with the help of various titles. His strength coefficient had also increased since level 400. Additionally, Grid enjoyed increased stats thanks to his fighting energy accumulating as well as the extra damage from the courage stat. There was also the +4 enhancement of the Enlightenment Sword.


  


  In conclusion, Grid’s overall damage was equivalent to a very good field boss. He was able to use legendary skills so it was accurate to say he was more powerful than a boss monster.


  


  However, Teruchan competed against Grid without any skills. It was also with an old broadsword. Since Teruchan was calibrated by the system as the peak of his species and his physical ability surpassed Grid, it wasn’t impossible for Teruchan to neutralize the skill with basic attacks.


  


  “I like you more and more.”


  


  He seemed to be facing the limits. Teruchan’s breathing was very rough after 100,000 Army Massacre Sword. The end of the fight was coming.


  


  [The duration of Blackening is over.]


  


  [All stats will return to normal figures.]


  


  [The maximum speed has fallen and the Lightning God has been released.]


  


  The collected demonic energy and lightning dissipated. Grid returned to his original form and pushed back his sweat and blood soaked hair. He soared up with a handsome forehead and sharp eyes.


  


  ‘Grid should’ve appeared in the Demon King’s Subjugation with his original appearance. That would’ve made him an even darker great demon.’


  


  This was what a famous Hollywood actress wrote on social media. There was a story that she was rushed to the hospital after getting a billion likes and becoming too happy, but let’s skip that because it wasn’t important. The most important thing was...


  


  “A warrior’s spirit...!”


  


  Grid’s ferocious appearance was liked by Teruchan.


  


  [The title ‘Pangea’s Duke of Virtue’ is activated!]


  


  “...??”


  


  It was a title that had a certain probability of sparing a monster when hunting. In other words, the target had to be pushed to the brink of death. Why did Pangea’s Duke of Virtue appear at this timing? Grid was startled. He belatedly noticed that Teruchan had fainted with eyes wide open. No matter what Grid tried, the remaining two-tenths of Teruchan’s health were running out fast.


  


  “Look! Open your eyes! Don’t die!”


  


  -...Just let him go.


  


  -Grid seems to have a new hobby.


  


  -Not letting him die after all that?


  


  The viewers clicked their tongues as Grid clutched and shook the dying orc lord.




  Chapter 1098


  Pangea’s Duke of Virtue had a terrible chance of triggering once every few years. Grid only kept Pangea’s Duke of Virtue and didn’t expect it to actually burst out. 


  


  After fighting and winning, he planned to try and obtain Teruchan using the ‘Different Species’ King’ title, which had the effect of ‘gaining great affinity with different species’ and ‘two times the probability of creating a good impression if the target is a different species.’ 


  


  Now the effect of Pangea’s Duke of Virtue was triggered.


  


  ‘It is honey. Did the odds increase after activating against Noll?’


  


  The fire that soared due to God's Command stopped. However—


  


  “Look! Open your eyes!”


  


  The joy was fleeting. Teruchan was dying. The orc lord who had endured Grid’s onslaught was trembling.


  


  “Wake up! Get up!”


  


  Teruchan looked confused as Grid pulled out a potion. He raised Teruchan and forcefully poured potions into his mouth. However, it didn’t work at all.


  


  ‘He can’t be healed?’


  


  Why wasn’t he recovering? Was this trolling? Grid brought up Teruchan’s status window since they were now colleagues.


  


  Name: Teruchan


  


  Age: 19   Gender: Male


  


  Race: Twilight Orc


  


  Title: Strongest Warrior


  


  * Strength and health stats increase in proportion to the duration of the battle (up to 30%).


  


  Title: Usurper


  


  * Increases attack power, defense, health and resilience when fighting ‘leaders’ (up to 20%).


  


  Title: Indomitable Warrior


  


  * Nullifies damage over a certain amount up to 10 times. Once these 10 times are exhausted, you will use up Origin True Energy (cumulative reset once every 30 days).


  


  Level: 500


  


  Strength: 4,003   Stamina: 6,130


  


  Agility: 2,280   Intelligence: 320


  


  Skills: Iron Arm (A), Roar of Strength (S), Instinct (S), Belief (S)


  


  Like most twilight orcs, Teruchan was abandoned by his parents at the age of 5.


  


  After fleeing deep into the mountains to escape the empire’s surveillance and oppression, the twilight orcs’ home was ridiculously small. Teruchan survived alone and the twilight orcs were liberated from the oppression of the empire.


  


  “We must not let our children experience our misfortunes.”


  


  Teruchan claimed as he defeated the former orc lord who opposed the war. His desire to seize the lord’s position was due to the happiness of the newly born children.


  


  “...”


  


  The Ultimate Warrior, Usurper and Indomitable Warrior. These were the titles that made Teruchan’s stats shine. It was why Teruchan could withstand most of Grid’s attacks. Even so, Grid was paying attention to another part.


  


  ‘He is 19 years old? This terrifying giant who looks like a vicious criminal? Even though he looks 20 years older than me?’


  


  “No, shit!”


  


  Now wasn’t the time to be thinking about that. Origin True Energy was the energy that was the source of life. Once it was depleted, a transcendent person would die. Teruchan’s life was at stake.


  


  ‘Right! Ask Sehee...!’


  


  Grid was reminded of his sister, only to freeze like a statue. He was reminded of Khan’s end. Ruby hadn’t been able to save Khan. Death that occurred naturally was something that not even the Saintess could prevent.


  


  “...Dammit!”


  


  He couldn’t call Ruby. The weak-hearted child would suffer from guilt after being unable to save Teruchan. Putting a stone in his sister’s heart just to hold onto this rotten line... He couldn’t.


  


  ‘I wish he was a bad guy.’


  


  Grid glanced at the dying Teruchan. If only Teruchan was simply a ferocious invader and predator, then his heart wouldn’t have been so heavy. At best, he would’ve been unhappy with and resented Pangea’s Duke of Virtue. However, Teruchan wasn’t evil. He was determined to fight for the children, not himself, and didn’t force humans to worship his power. If only Grid didn’t know this. Grid was very distressed about the information he learnt about Teruchan through Pangea’s Duke of Virtue. He felt sorry for Teruchan, who had to die before being able to fulfill his dream. He was sad to know he had lost such a person.


  


  “Shit... Damn…”


  


  Teruchan’s trembling voice was heard in Grid’s ears as he cursed.


  


  “Grid. Guruk... In your hands... I will die... Spirit…” 


  


  “Shut up!” Grid shouted.


  


  He didn’t want to feel even more pained. Of course, he knew of a possibility that could save Teruchan. It was the White Peach, an item that restored all health and vitality when eaten. A super-special hidden item that could only be taken once in a lifetime considering the absurd effects, the White Peach was likely to restore even the exhausted Origin True Energy, yet Grid couldn’t extend his hand.


  


  Was it because Teruchan’s value was low? No. His value alone exceeded expectations. It was thrilling just imagining him at the forefront of the battlefield with Noll. He knew that Teruchan’s performance would be greater when dealing with strong opponents like the grandmaster and yangbans.


  


  However—


  


  ‘It isn’t possible. I can’t give it to him.’


  


  Grid already had too many precious people. Irene, Lord, Piaro, and Braham—from the time he summoned Piaro to the perilous imperial palace, Grid had already vowed to save the White Peach for them. He felt really sorry for Teruchan who was dying in front of him but the weight of the lives of those already precious to him was different.


  


  “Glory... Guruk…”


  


  “Shut up!”


  


  It was rotten. He never imagined that things would be so unpleasant. He had come to the Fold Kingdom with the mindset of saving them from the orc lord. He didn’t expect to go through something like this. It happened as Grid made a pained expression and grabbed his chest.


  


  “Overgeared King!” Someone appeared and shouted. It was Marquis Veze. He pointed to the 100,000 orc army rushing over from a distance. “Those who have lost their king will run wild! You have to avoid it!!”


  


  Grid had broken the ‘10 blows’ promise with ridiculous logic and crushed Teruchan.


  


  Marquis Veze had been suspicious of Grid for a while. He was concerned that the reason why Prince Shining praised Grid like a god was because he had been brainwashed by Grid, but then he soon realized—the reason why Grid wasn’t afraid of his reputation being lost was to share a ‘sword conversation’ with Teruchan, which was why he pushed for a confrontation with Teruchan.


  


  


  Throughout the battle, Teruchan was uplifted and expressed joy and respect towards Grid. It was the atmosphere of becoming friends with Grid. That’s right. Grid respected Teruchan in his own way. He sympathized with the twilight orcs, who glorified combat, without scoffing at their ruthlessness. As expected, he was a great person. His intention was to persuade Teruchan to end the war but things went wrong. Teruchan was dying and the furious orcs would never forgive Grid.


  


  “Hurry while I buy some time!”


  


  Marquis Veze held his shattered shield and faced the 100,000 army of orcs alone.


  


  “Marquis Veze!”


  


  “My Lord! What are you doing not running away?”


  


  The knights of Howl Fortress were in a hurry. Someone gave the order to open the gates while someone else had already jumped off the walls and was crossing the plains. All of them wanted to save Marquis Veze. Marquis Veze’s lion-like roar echoed through the battlefield.


  


  “Everyone, retreat! Be sure to take refuge in the capital along with the Overgeared King!”


  


  “My Lord!”


  


  “It is a command!”


  


  “...!”


  


  The knights rushing at Marquis Veze stopped at once. It was the last command of their esteemed superior and they couldn’t break it. An old knight met Grid’s eyes and shouted at him desperately, “Your Majesty! Come quickly! Don’t let Marquis Veze’s sacrifice be in vain!”


  


  ‘Bullshit.’


  


  Grid clicked his tongue and ignored the knights’ cries. Then...


  


  “Uh!”


  


  The four God Hands flying around Grid grabbed the marquis’ limbs in unison.


  


  “Your Majesty?”


  


  The perplexed marquis alternated looking between Grid and the orc army in front of him. The distance to the front of the orc army was now less than 200 meters away.


  


  “I’m here to help you, not to sacrifice your life.”


  


  “Your Majesty...!”


  


  Marquis Veze didn’t finish his shout. It was because Grid threw him in the direction of the knights. Grid stood next to the gradually fading Teruchan and faced the orc army. The sight of the 100,000 dark-skinned orcs charging was reminiscent of a massive wave of rocks.


  


  ‘It’s garbage.’


  


  Appearing before the orcs was a failure. He spent almost all his skills and resources fighting Teruchan so his condition was a mess. It was right to run away like this. Grid knew this but he couldn’t step away. It was due to the red-spotted leopards at the forefront of the orc army. Thousands of leopards were running with orcs on their backs and their speed exceeded that of horses. If Grid left, the soldiers of Howl Fortress wouldn’t be able to stop the leopards’ pursuit and would be destroyed. At best, the rewards from running into the army would be lost.


  


  Grid reminded himself—his first purpose was to be the guardian of the Fold Kingdom.


  


  “Shit... Come!”


  


  He also needed a means to relieve his boiling anger. Grid shouted at the enemies rushing like a tsunami and aimed the Enlightenment Sword. He was conscious of the cameras and let out curse words with a mutter. A one against 100,000 confrontation. If it was anyone other than Grid, the people would’ve snorted with ridicule. It was because it was Grid that the viewers didn’t laugh and kept focused.


  


  Noe, Randy, Tiramet and the Overgeared Skeletons appeared beside Grid, the God Hands held the Red Phoenix Box and the sky was cloudy. It was the moment when he was going to use Storm Demonic Energy Field on the front leopard. The leopards stopped running and the orcs jumped off the leopards. Thousands of orc warriors rushed to Grid without pulling out their weapons.


  


  “Gruruk!! Great warrior!”


  


  “...?”


  


  “We! Lord's body! Guruk! Want it!”


  


  “...”


  


  Grid belatedly grasped the situation. The only one who determined the orc’s policy was the lord. Once the lord died, the orcs had no reason to go to war. They had to go back home, elect a new orc lord and follow the new policy. In addition, from the perspective of a ‘warrior’, Grid and Teruchan’s fight was legitimate and they didn’t intend to take revenge on Grid.


  


  ‘...Basara.’


  


  Her idea of liberating them was right. They weren’t beasts. Grid nodded and opened the way for the orcs.


  


  “Take him.”


  


  “Thank you. Grruk.”


  


  The orcs beat their chests with their fists and bowed, then they carried Teruchan onto a leopard. Teruchan looked almost like a corpse with his blue skin and closed mouth. At this moment.


  


  “...?”


  


  “...?”


  


  An intense light flashed in the sky. It was caused by Mass Teleport. Both Grid and the orcs were amazed as they turned their attention to the sky. Great Sage Sticks and Lauel came into view.


  


  Lauel hurried to the ground and pulled out a fruit. It was a white fruit—the White Peach.


  


  “You...!”


  


  The surprised Grid tried to stop Lauel but it was too late. Lauel forcibly opened Teruchan’s mouth and shoved the White Peach into it.


  


  “I know the entire situation. I think this is the only way to save him.”


  


  “No, are you crazy? That is...!”


  


  “I know the value of the White Peach. That’s why I’m investing it here.”


  


  “You have to eat...!”


  


  “It is too big a luxury for me to eat it. Don’t you know that I’m retired now?”


  


  “That’s because you’re busy! Once you come back...!”


  


  “No. I chose this path because I like it and I don’t want to leave this path. I will continue to assist Your Majesty with ruling the Overgeared Kingdom so I don’t need this luxury.”


  


  The effect of the White Peach was to increase the experience, regardless of level, and thus, the higher was the level of the player, the more astronomical was the value of the item. It was given up by Lauel. Grid knew that it had required a great decision. Lauel was obviously sacrificing himself. Thanks to that sacrifice...


  


  “Guruk...!”


  


  Teruchan took a breath and opened his eyes. The viewers and the orcs were wide-eyed. It was as if the entire world was watching.


  


  “Great warrior...! Life saver! I! Teruchan! Guruk! You! I will serve you!” Teruchan swore.


  


  Was Grid really his life saver…? There were many questions but in any case, Grid had gained a new subordinate.




  Chapter 1099


  “I! Teruchan! Guruk! You! I will serve you!”


  


  “...!”


  


  “...!”


  


  Teruchan’s oath once again caused a great stir. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the orc lord serving Grid meant the species itself had fallen under Grid.


  


  『 It’s unfair! A typical player will get a small pet while Grid will be the master of tens of millions of orcs? Who will compensate for the deprivation other players will feel? 』


  


  『 Isn’t it more difficult to fight the orc lord than it is to tame a pet....? Who could do it apart from Grid? 』


  


  『 Don’t joke around! That isn’t the point! I’m pointing out the problems that will arise if a single player has too much power! 』


  


  『 Why do you think that? Grid is already the king of tens of millions of people. Does it matter if he has more people now? 』


  


  『It is unlikely that the orcs will be incorporated into the Overgeared Kingdom in the first place. They are already a huge country and can’t accommodate the orcs. It will end up as an alliance, just like the water clan. 』


  


  『 That’s right! However, the water clan isn’t the same! Don’t overlook the fact that tens of millions of players have already changed their race to an orc! What if Grid uses his relationship with the orc lord to infringe on the players’ sovereignty? 』


  


  『 That’s right. The orc lord gives absolute orders. The orc players couldn’t resist the orc lord’s command to go to war. The moment the orc lord gives the order ‘fight for Grid,’ tens of millions of orc players will be Grid’s puppets. Grid can give the players unfair orders through the orc lord. 』


  


  『 Will one player infringe on the rights of tens of millions of players? It is an amazing leap. If this happens, will the S.A Group stay still? What type of neighborhood store do you see the S.A Group as? 』 


  


  『 Yes. You are worrying too much. Aren’t the orc lord’s commands classified as quests and players are given a reasonable reward? Why don’t you take the lead in talking about issues that can be discussed rather than taking a hard stance... Ah, come to think of it, General Zhang and Li Tai, aren’t you Chinese? I understand why you are agitated. 』


  


  『 Why does it matter where I come from? 』


  


  『 Who in the world doesn’t know that tens of millions of Chinese players have changed their race to an orc due to the incitement of the Chinese government? The ultimate goal was to control the orcs by making their players into the orc lord. How bad would things have been if something went wrong? What about now? Won’t it be decades until a talent that can beat Grid appears in China? 』


  


  『 Bullshit! Shut up!! 』 


  


  The atmosphere of many broadcasts became heavy. The panelists often raised their voices at each other. The viewers awakened to how many Chinese people had infiltrated the world and expressed concern over what was happening.


  


  -Isn’t the rule among orcs that the person who defeats the orc lord is the new lord? Won’t Grid be promoted to orc lord and the orcs will completely be his arms and legs?


  


  -The people who turned into an orc seem to be ruined by Grid. If he forces a quest with a strange reward, it will be a huge waste of time.


  


  There were all sorts of disturbances but they calmed down quickly. Contrary to some people’s concerns, Grid wasn’t the orc lord. It was natural. Grid wasn’t an orc so he couldn’t be the orc lord. The orc lord selection rule ‘the one who beats the lord becomes the lord’ only applied among orcs. Furthermore.


  


  “I, Teruchan! Guruk! Will forever be loyal to the great warrior Grid! Guruk! This isn’t as a lord but as an individual! No complaints are allowed!”


  


  It wasn’t the ‘twilight orcs’ who submitted to Grid but ‘Teruchan.’ He dismissed people’s concerns by clarifying this. Teruchan’s intention was to calm the backlash inside the orcs but it also suppressed the players’ anxiety and repulsion.


  


  ‘I’m glad.’


  


  Lauel was relieved. Orcs had a terrifying breeding power. The Overgeared Kingdom wouldn’t have been able to avoid a serious financial crisis if they had been incorporated into the Overgeared Kingdom. The best farmers, including Piaro and Hurent, wouldn’t be able to fill the orcs’ stomachs because they only enjoyed meat. In addition, the territory of the Overgeared Kingdom was limited so it would be difficult to accommodate the orc population. Furthermore, due to the strength-loving nature of the orcs, there would be conflicts with the existing people. This way, the Overgeared Kingdom could avoid all responsibilities and problems while calling on Teruchan when necessary. 


  


  This was an ideal result. However, Grid didn’t think of this and was disappointed.


  


  ‘Did he want to swallow up the orcs?’


  


  ‘Dammit.’


  


  Lauel spoke to the floating Grid.


  


  “The orc lord isn’t a hereditary position. It wouldn’t be strange if the orc lord changes tomorrow. This means the relationship between the Overgeared Kingdom and the orcs will change dramatically every time the lord changes. The new lords can rebel against Your Majesty so accepting the orcs as your people carries a lot of danger.”


  


  “Hmm... You don’t regret it?”


  


  “Yes, this is much better for now. You can avoid the jealousy and vigilance from other players.”


  


  “Okay, I understand.”


  


  Grid nodded as he felt more at ease. He suggested to Teruchan, “If you are sincerely loyal to me, sign a contract with me.”


  


  “Grruk. Contract? Loyalty is blind. A contract is strange.”


  


  “That’s not what I mean... Um.”


  


  It was really difficult to explain. Grid thought for a moment before triggering the Different Species’ King title. The ‘contract’ system was activated.


  


  [Contract]


  


  [If the target is another species, you can propose a contract.


  


  The target you contract with will ‘awaken’ strengthened racial characteristics. You will acquire some of the racial traits of the contracted target.


  


  You can’t destroy a contract once it is made.


  


  However, the other person can destroy the contract at any time and the racial trait you acquired will disappear. Additionally, the contract will be canceled if the target permanently dies and the racial trait you acquired will disappear. In both cases, the contract count can’t be recovered.]


  


  Grid, who had contracted with Hao, now had only two contracts remaining. This meant that he couldn’t misuse them. Having thought carefully, Grid decided to sign a contract with Teruchan. Grid coveted the orc’s racial characteristic of increased strength and stamina.


  


  


  [The orc lord ‘Teruchan’ has been designated as the target of the contract. It is suggested that the ‘Oath of Affection that Transcends Race’ is shared with the target.]


  


  [If the target accepts the contract, the status of the target is increased and all characteristics are strengthened. You will also gain some of the characteristics of the twilight orcs.] 


  


  [The target can terminate the contract at any time. If the target breaks the contract, the twilight orc characteristics you gained will be lost.]


  


  Numerous notification windows popped up in front of Grid.


  


  “Kururuk...”


  


  Teruchan was speechless after confirming the contents of the contract. No matter how stupid he was, he could tell that the terms of the agreement were unilaterally advantageous to him.


  


  “Grruk. Great warrior. So much. Trust in me?”


  


  Grid told Teruchan, who couldn’t accept it. “Don’t you trust me? Then I have to trust you too.”


  


  “...Good! Grruk!”


  


  [The target has accepted the contract!]


  


  [You will randomly acquire one of the twilight orc’s characteristics as a contract reward!]


  


  [...Interacting with your amazing luck!]


  


  [Congratulations! Your ‘stamina’ stat coefficient is increased by 1.8 times!]


  


  [The health growth increase per one point of stamina has increased from 30 to 54!]


  


  [The defense bonus per one point of stamina has increased from 1.2 to 2.1!]


  


  [Affinity with Orc Lord Teruchan has risen by 20.]


  


  ‘Good!’ 


  


  Players who changed their race to an orc had to make all sorts of sacrifices. From the aesthetic perspective of a human, they had to live with the somewhat ugly appearance and take a huge loss in intelligence. However, Grid enjoyed some of the orc benefits without any penalties. In particular, the increased stamina coefficient was a tremendous gain for Grid who had higher health due to the First King title.


  


  “Teruchan! Impressed! Guruk! Great warrior! When you need me! Call me! Guruk! I will run over at anytime!!”


  


  “Stay in the Overgeared Kingdom for a few days. I will make you a new weapon and armor.”


  


  “Gruruk!! Okay! Thank you! Warriors! You guys go home first! Grruk!”


  


  “Gruruk!! Gruruk!”


  


  The 100,000 orcs on the plains surrounding Howl Fortress all withdrew. It happened in an instant, reminiscent of a tide escaping. Marquis Veze and his soldiers were stunned. The orc army that could destroy their kingdom in a few days had withdrawn like they were a lie. They witnessed the miracle created by Grid from beginning to end but there was no sense of reality. 


  


  Grid said goodbye to them. “If there is a chance next time, let’s meet again. Greet Prince Shining for me.”


  


  “Ah, yes! I look forward to seeing you again!!”


  


  “Attention!”


  


  Marquis Veze and the 30,000 troops saluted. Their eyes were only filled with respect for Grid.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  (Shocking! Tens of millions of Chinese players have fallen under Grid!)


  


  (Twilight orcs, it is hard to be completely free from Grid’s influence...)


  


  The Chinese media was upset. They found it absurd and dismal that in a single battle, Grid had poured cold water on China’s momentum. The People’s Liberation Army of China violated South Korea’s airspace in the name of a ‘mistake.’ Two Chinese fighter jets ignored South Korea’s Air Force’s warnings and travelled through the East Sea at will.


  


  It was an obvious demonstration of force. It was a warning for the people of a small country to stop pretending to be bigger. It was also intended to isolate Grid by creating anxiety in the people of South Korea.


  


  Then, later that day, China was thoroughly criticized by dozens of countries, including the United States. In particular, the United States, the European Union, and India discussed all types of regulations, stating that China threatened peace and shouldn’t be at the heart of the global economy.


  


  This was the power of the S.A Group. The power of the S.A Group, which developed and serviced Satisfy, had reached the level of a country, not a company. It had all types of trades with developed countries and established good cooperative relationships with them. Lim Cheolho had no intention of forgiving China for their disrespect to South Korea and the threat to the S.A Group’s headquarters. He started to retaliate against China using all types of methods as well as his cooperation with various countries.


  


  Once the capsule production plant set up in China was shut down, the Chinese government realized the seriousness of the situation and issued a statement. They acknowledged and apologized for their disrespect to the people of South Korea, and swore that this would never happen again.


  


  Chairman Lim Cheolho, who was watching Grid’s progress while eating chicken and drinking soju, was actually the world’s biggest tycoon. He was someone Grid recognized as a ‘grandfather’ and who wore a party hat when attending Grid’s birthday party.




  Chapter 1100


  “Armor. Gruruk. Don’t want it. It’s frustrating.”


  


  “I’ll wear it normally and take it off when I’m fighting.” 


  


  “...?” Then why wear it? As he watched Teruchan, Grid was convinced that Teruchan was much smarter than Jude. Grid cleared his throat and added, “You must be ready for any unexpected attacks.”


  


  “No need. Gruruk. Warriors won’t be subjected to cowardly ambushes.”


  


  “Listen to me. Are you loyal?”


  


  “That is something separate! Gruruk!”


  


  “...”


  


  Teruchan’s muscles seemed to be carved out of thick rocks. Grid had witnessed their expansion. In particular, every time Teruchan used the Iron Arm skill to throw his weapons, Teruchan’s shoulders and forearms more than doubled in size.


  


  ‘That’s why I made cloth and leather armor.’


  


  Grid obviously failed. The cloth and leather armor Grid made wasn’t able to keep up with Teruchan’s muscles’ expansion. The cloth stretched by a certain amount and was torn to the limit of its elasticity while the leather squeezed Teruchan’s muscles.


  


  ‘I understand why he doesn’t like it. It is uncomfortable.’


  


  No, Teruchan must’ve felt a fear beyond discomfort. He would’ve realized that his armor would become shackles that would harm.


  


  ‘I can’t force him to wear armor until I have enough Greed.’


  


  Greed had very free elasticity. This was a characteristic it inherited from adamantium. Grid was convinced that armor made of Greed would withstand Teruchan’s muscles’ expansion. However, it was too much to make armor with Greed right away.


  


  If he removed the pavranium-related traits from Greed, the ‘Grid’ condition of use would disappear. However, there was no guarantee that the insane dragon hammer and anvil would delete only the traits he wanted to remove. If even the properties of adamantium were removed, the whole point of using Greed to make the armor would disappear.


  


  ‘My experience has shown that the properties of the metals are likely to be eliminated. I can’t try it yet as I might consume a few pieces of Greed.’


  


  First, it was necessary to improve the insane dragon hammer and anvil. He had to make it easier to choose his desired properties.


  


  “Then take this.” Grid threw a large cloth at Teruchan. “It is underwear. Wear this even if you don’t wear underwear.”


  


  The only thing Teruchan was currently wearing was a piece of yellow, discolored cloth. It barely covered his important areas, and from behind, his hard buttocks were exposed. It was sensational enough that some male groups protested, stating that the male body was more sexually objectified than necessary. In any case, the value of the defense wasn’t as good as the appearance.


  


  On the other hand, the Grid-made underwear boasted double-digit defense. It was a huge defense of 10. 10 was definitely better than nothing. It could be particularly helpful for Teruchan, whose defense surged on a percentage.


  


  “It is bigger than you’re used to, so it might be frustrating at first, but you’ll get used to it. It is as close to the skin as possible, so there won’t be any discomfort or interference to your behavior.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Ah, don’t worry that it will pop out. I put an extra piece of cloth in front.”


  


  “...”


  


  The dense stitching was maintained at regular intervals. The underwear that Grid handed over not only looked nice, but it also contained the effort and care of the creator. Looking at the underwear with a blank expression, Teruchan asked carefully, “Great warrior. I like this armor. Gruruk. Is the underwear made by you?”


  


  “I have a lot of talent.”


  


  “...Gruruk...” Teruchan’s eyes reddened. Like many orcs, he was abandoned by his parents at a young age, so he was unfamiliar with receiving gifts. It was the first time someone had carefully made him precious underwear that should be worn every day. “Until the cloth is destroyed. Gruruk. Without changing it every day. Gruruk. I will wear it carefully.”


  


  “What? What are you saying? I will make a lot, so change them every day.”


  


  "No! I won’t take it off once! Guruk! Your sincerity! Won’t be forgotten!”


  


  “...”


  


  He didn’t hear Grid’s words. If Teruchan’s skin was green like normal orcs, he would’ve been nicknamed Tree Frog. Grid smiled and brought up the recipe for Failure. The reason why he didn’t take out the production method for the White Tiger Sword or Enlightenment Sword was that Failure was a ‘greatsword.’


  


  However, Teruchan was good at using the broadsword, so Grid thought Teruchan’s synergy with Failure would be much better. In the beginning, Grid regarded Failure highly.


  


  ‘The damage estimate of Failure is incomparable to that of other swords.’


  


  Looking at the blueprint of the White Tiger Sword that Grid created with Kraugel, the damage for the unique rated White Tiger Sword ranged from 493 to 817. Then there was the production method for the Enlightenment Sword. The damage of the unique rated version ranged from 930 to 1,050.


  


  On the other hand, the default damage for the unique rated Failure was ranged from 733 to 1,621. Of course, the White Tiger Sword and the Enlightenment Sword were one-handed swords. They were fundamentally different from Failure which was a two-handed sword that maximized aggression.


  


  Moreover, Failure was made of low-value materials instead of adamantium, blood stone, the sacred creature’s breaths, and the by-products of a great demon. Despite the premise of being made using relatively low-grade materials, the damage estimate of Failure was comparable to a divine sword’s. It wasn’t just at a scary level. This was a scam. As a result, the penalty of excessive ‘conditions of use’ occurred, and this was the reason for the name ‘Failure’. Nevertheless, Teruchan was the strongest warrior.


  


  Teruchan was able to meet the conditions for using Failure.


  


  ‘30% of 4,000 is 1,200, so Teruchan’s strength in combat rises up to 5,200. Right?’


  


  Grid knocked on the calculator again, just in case, before telling Teruchan, “Teruchan, I’m going to make you two weapons. One is a more usable broadsword, and the other is a very good greatsword.”


  


  “Guruk?”


  


  “Instead, you will have to make full use your strength to swing the greatsword. You usually use a broadsword. Carry the greatsword on your back and use it in battle. Always practice to become good at changing weapons.


  


  “Why is it hard?”


  


  Teruchan really didn’t understand. As the strongest warrior, why wouldn’t he be able to swing a sword easily? Understanding it was impossible for him.


  


  “I. Gruruk. A giant tree can be uprooted and wielded. A sword. Gruruk. It is easy to swing.”


  


  “I think it is due to the poor structure... Well, you’ll know once you use it yourself.”


  


  Grid poured all the Greed that had been gathered into the roaring furnace. Of course, one was left for proliferation. 


  


  “Let’s start production.”


  


  Grid pulled out the insane dragon hammer and anvil. Unlike armor, there was no problem if the properties of the minerals are deleted. Therefore, there was no hesitation in his actions.


  


  Ttang! Ttang!


  


  Smelting, forging, tempering, quenching, and so on... 


  


  Surprisingly, Grid’s speed wasn’t fast as he underwent a series of processes. No, he was slower than average blacksmiths. It was because he formed the shape of the sword with the hammer without using the casting method. Grid might be able to mass-produce items within a few hours using the auto-production method, but he still stuck to manual work for important items. He didn’t care about straining his body or mind if he could increase the chances of getting a better result.


  


  ‘I need more strong colleagues.’


  


  In Satisfy, peace was a timely concept. The 2 billion players were working hard, and there were countless new episodes starting or ending. It could be a small story about the evacuation of the house next door or a serious story involving the Yatan Church and the great demons.


  


  However, one thing was certain. Some episodes would surely be accompanied by a new crisis. There was also a possibility that the stage of the game, currently confined to the West Continent, would be extended overnight to the East Continent. Grid needed to prepare for when the time came. So, he wanted more colleagues, and he wanted his colleagues to be strong. This was why he understood and endured the long absences of Asmophel, Mercedes, and the 10 meritorious retainers.


  


  ‘I can’t be ashamed when meeting everyone again.’


  


  Ttang! Ttang!


  


  ‘I hone my environment.’


  


  The Legendary Blacksmith’s Breath and Legendary Blacksmith’s Patience had been changed to passive skills during his competition against the blacksmithing god Hexetia. Based on that power, Grid’s concentration reached the limit.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  


  [The Failure Honoring the Strongest Warrior has been completed!]


  


  “...?” Grid woke up from the trance that he had fallen into when working. Of course, Grid had hoped for a great result. Most of the properties might’ve been deleted, but he used Greed as a material. Still, he didn’t dare wish for a modifier to be attached.


  


  Failure itself was a defective item, so the system had a low probability of a high degree of completion. Yet a modifier was attached. It was perfect for Teruchan.


  


  [Failure Honoring the Strongest Warrior]


  


  [Rating: Unique (Growth)


  


  Durability: Infinite


  


  Attack Power: 1,190~2,005  Defense: 80


  


  * Agility +60


  


  * There is a low probability of blocking the enemy’s attacks.


  


  * There is a chance of activating ‘5 Joint Attacks.’


  


  * There is a chance of activating ‘Cutting.’


  


  * The skill ‘Bisect’ will be generated.


  


  * There is a high probability of triggering ‘Crush.’


  


  * There will be a fear effect if the enemy is more than 10 levels lower than the user.


  


  * +20% damage when used by Teruchan.


  


  After reaching enlightenment against the god, Blacksmith Grid reinterpreted the failed work that he made during the days when he was lacking.


  


  It is a greatsword, but its cutting ability is excellent because of its unique shape. The greatsword resembles a shark—the predator of the sea—and incites fear in the enemies. The small blades spiking out from the sword will increase the defense. 


  


  Additionally, all elements are in consideration for Teruchan.


  


  Teruchan will feel a sense of unity with this weapon.


  


  Conditions of Use: Teruchan. Grid.


  


  Weight: 860]


  


  “I brushed my teeth as much as possible...”


  


  Grid didn’t expect the conditions of use to change this way. He looked like a liar. It was a state where he couldn’t be an example for a 19-year-old kid...


  


  Grid shook his head and looked out the window. It was a deep night. He started working in the early evening, so it hadn’t been long since he started.


  


  ‘...No.’


  


  His eyes were watery, and his legs were shaking. There was no sensation in both of his hands. The sweat all over his body had cooled down. Grid confirmed that his stamina gauge was running out and glanced to the side. He saw Teruchan. Teruchan’s eyes were hollow, and his thin cheeks made him seem like he was sick.


  


  “What? Why are you like that?” Grid asked with worry.


  


  “Grruk. You are not a great warrior.” Teruchan’s big hands wrapped around him. “You. Gruruk. You aren’t a great blacksmith.”


  


  “...?”


  


  In front of the baffled Grid...


  


  “You.” Teruchan felt to his knees. “You are Great Grid. Grruk.”


  


  Teruchan was ignorant of blacksmithing. Therefore, he observed Grid’s attitude. Then he was thrilled many times. Grid had been working two and a half days for him, who was an enemy only a few days ago. His true heart toward Teruchan would never be forgotten.


  


  “Armor. Gruruk. I’ll wear it. I will wear it even if I feel uncomfortable.”


  


  “That...” Grid was startled.


  


  Was it due to the title effect of Different Species’ King? His affinity with Teruchan was reaching the maximum. It was the best record ever. Grid smiled and stroked Teruchan’s forehead, which was bigger than his.


  


  “You don’t have to wear it if it is uncomfortable. You could become upset.”


  


  “No. Gruruk. I’ll wear it.”


  


  “No. I’ll make new armor for you later.”


  


  “Until then. Gruruk. The armor you made today. Gruruk. I’ll wear it.”


  


  “No, dammit! Listen to me!”


  


  “Hiccup! I understand.”


  


  “S-Sorry for getting angry.”


  


  “Grruk...”


  


  Damn, he swore in front of Teruchan and made Teruchan feel like he got scolded. Grid hated himself.


  


  Simultaneously, in a forest in the Gauss Kingdom...


  


  “Human, get lost. This is the territory that we elves are defending.”


  


  “Tell me where that black thing is before you die.”


  


  Another species was meeting a man with green hair.


  


  “Black thing...?”


  


  “Your old colleague. I need the flesh of the fallen.”


  


  One step...


  


  After acquiring the third class—Demon World Noble—and gaining more authority, he was only one step away from the resurrection of his old lover.




  Chapter 1101


  The elves suffered from a severe gender imbalance. Despite their long lifespans, they lacked breeding power and had a very small population. They were one of the smallest populations on the planet. However...


  


  “Black thing...?”


  


  “Your old colleague. I need the flesh of the fallen.”


  


  “Let’s see. I don’t know what you mean.”


  


  Today, the elves were occupying forests across the continent despite their small numbers. Why was this possible? That was simple. It was because they were supreme predators. As it had been revealed a long time ago, the elves were an upper species beyond the vampires and evil eyes. What if they didn’t seek harmony but wielded full strength? What if they retaliated every time they were exploited and betrayed by humans?


  


  “Human, this is the final warning. Get out of the forest right now.”


  


  “Shut up and tell me where the black thing is.”


  


  “I’ll kill you.”


  


  If so, the planet would’ve been divided between humans and elves. Five elves hid in a giant tree while watching the intruder. They shot at the intruder who had repeatedly disregarded the warning. There was no hesitation. After being betrayed once again by the human Kir and after one of the 12 Te fell, the elves awakened. They concluded that it was impossible to be in harmony with humans. The elves’ new policy was that they would rather reign over humans and defend their rights and nature.


  


  “Human beings will have to realize this. We will no longer be swayed by you,” the voices of the elves echoed through the forest. Dozens of arrows turned the man into a hedgehog. The elves’ arrows were extremely fast because they had the blessing of the wind elementals.


  


  “Cough...” The man coughed up blood. The name ‘Agnus’ floating above his head shook as he fell down. He was hit by dozens of beasts that emerged from the bushes. They gnashed, ripped, and clawed at the man, breaking his bones and destroying his insides. Blood poured out and stained the forest red.


  


  “Go back.” The elves killed the invaders and came down from the tree to gather the predators. They looked back as they attempted to return to their original positions.


  


  “It hurts.” The intruder, who they thought was dead, raised himself up. His mouth twisted as he turned his neck in a bizarre direction toward the elves. “It is annoying if you hide in the trees.”


  


  “You... aren’t a human.”


  


  Every life had an end. The notion of creating opportunities from death was contrary to providence. The elves got a chill down their spine and started to step back. As beings beyond death, they felt a strong rejection to it. The elves’ white skin contrasted with the dark hands that emerged from the ground. The hands grabbed all the elves and beasts in Agnus’ sight and absorbed their health, swelling and becoming more powerful.


  


  “Uh... Kuoock...”


  


  The elves with eternal youth started to age rapidly. The beasts had all their health drained, and they died. Meanwhile, Agnus was recovering from all his wounds. This was due to the transfer of vitality from the elves and beasts to Agnus.


  


  “You persevered for a long time because of your long life.” The elves, who didn’t die immediately like the beasts, delighted Agnus. He approached the elves who were now completely old and grabbed the wrinkled neck of a white-haired elf. “Looking at the color of your hair, it is the same lineage as that black thing. I truly came to the right place.”


  


  “K... Kuock...”


  


  “Tell me the whereabouts of the black thing. Then I’ll kill you painlessly.”


  


  “...Shut up. I... I don’t know.”


  


  “Really? Then I’ll have to set the forest on fire to find her.”


  


  There was no madness in Agnus’ gold eyes as he literally strangled the elf to death. With only one step left to achieve his dream, he was cautious and calm, unlike before. This meant he was even more brutal. He slaughtered all the remaining elves and turned his attention to the center of the bizarrely tranquil forest.


  


  “Come out, Beniyaru.”


  


  A dark elf, the first elf to accept demonic energy—her special body would be a wonderful vessel when combined with the Stone of Life... 


  


  Agnus walked into the deep forest while feeling convinced by the information he had received. His dry hands held a portrait of his former lover.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [You have been defeated in a spar.]


  


  [You have been defeated in a spar.]


  


  [You have been defeated...]


  


  Thanks to Grid, Teruchan was able to improve his characteristics and obtain new weapons. Not only did his attack power, defense, and health co-efficient rise, but he also gained the skills ‘5 Joint Attacks’, Bisect, and Crush which didn’t consume mana.


  


  “Wow, it is hard to win.”


  


  Grid had requested for a duel against Teruchan while waiting for Greed to proliferate, and he suffered a series of defeats. Did he find it unpleasant? Of course not. Grid was so happy that he wanted to cry. The damn game formula of ‘the strongest enemy will weaken the moment they become an ally’ was broken. Grid was pleased and grateful for his new colleague Teruchan’s outstanding performance.


  


  ‘The people who can beat him can be counted on one hand, regardless of whether they are players or NPCs.’


  


  As King Maxong had demonstrated, the ‘peak of the species’ was better than the usual nameless NPCS. In fact, Teruchan was a huge level 500 NPC. There were few people in the world who could stand up to Teruchan wielding Failure, which weakened enemies more than 10 levels lower than the user.


  


  ‘I think Piaro and Mercedes can easily beat Teruchan.’


  


  They were immune to fear and could see through all of Teruchan’s skills. The two of them also had high stats, so they wouldn’t be too affected by Teruchan’s stats. Of course, the racial characteristics of the ‘orc’ would put Teruchan ahead in strength and stamina. 


  


  “Let’s stop. I’m so tired that I can’t move a finger.” Grid reached out in order to declare his surrender.


  


  On the other hand, Teruchan was robust. As expected of the orc lord, he didn’t seem tired. “Grid. Gruruk. I would’ve lost if you had fought seriously.”


  


  “Haha, you don’t have to comfort me. I’m glad to have lost to you.”


  


  Teruchan was very caring despite only being 19 years old. Grid smiled and brought up the information of the God Hands.


  


  [God Hand]


  


  [Rating: Myth


  


  Durability: Infinite


  


  Dexterity: 2,583  Strength: 1,795


  


  An artifact created out of ‘Greed’ by Grid, who is becoming a myth.


  


  Since it reproduces Grid’s hands, all items can be used without restrictions, and it can also act as a blacksmith.


  


  Hexetia, the god of blacksmiths, is amazed by the phenomenal performance and covets it.


  


  


  * 50% of the owner’s net strength and dexterity are applied.


  


  * Can reproduce the owner’s unique skills. However, the power of the skills is limited to 30% and the owner’s mana is consumed when using the skill.


  


  On the other hand, skills belonging to equipped items can be fully displayed without consuming resources. Buff skills will affect the owner.


  


  * Has the Advanced Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship skill.


  


  * Has Advanced Weapons Mastery and Shield Mastery.


  


  * There is a high probability of triggering ‘Crush’ when attacking.


  


  * There is a chance to trigger ‘Reconstruction’ when hit.


  


  * Defense will increase by 10% in canyon terrains.


  


  * The power of wide-area skills will increase by 20% in canyon terrain.


  


  * Decreases the target’s defense and magic resistance by 10% when encountering great demons weaker than rank 22.


  


  * If damage to the extent of destroying it is received, the durability is fixed for a minimum of 5 seconds. There is a 10% durability recovery after this effect is over (24 hours cooldown).


  


  * There is currently no magic attached to it.


  


  * Depending on the usage, it is easy to raise affinity.


  


  Conditions of Use: Grid.


  


  Weight: 21]


  


  The new God Hands had a significantly improved performance compared to the old God Hands. Yes, it was only improved. There were no special changes. It was natural. The God Hands were items modeled after Grid’s hands. The essence of the God Hands was to reproduce Grid’s hands, so there was no reason for any special changes. The moment a change was made, they wouldn’t be the God Hands anymore. 


  


  ‘Don’t blur the essence.’


  


  Grid reiterated again and again that Hexetia coveted the God Hands. He was very pleased that even a god coveted an item that reproduced his hands. Myth... 


  


  He couldn’t help realizing that he was reaching the realm of the gods.


  


  ‘Will I really become a god when I reach the myth rating?’


  


  In the past, he didn’t seriously consider this type of question. Now that he knew the reality of the gods, he was seriously curious. In Satisfy, the gods weren’t almighty beings. That’s why players could become gods as well...


  


  Grid was troubled by the thought.


  


  ‘I want to increase the quantity of the God Hands.’


  


  There had been limits to controlling the four God Hands. However, the new God Hands were items that made judgments and moved on their own. It was helpful enough to leave them unattended without controlling them.


  


  ‘I will be invincible if I make 100... Of course, that isn’t possible.’


  


  The balance...


  


  It was clear that some penalties would occur using the excuse of the game balance. He had to check how many God Hands he could hold.


  


  ‘Okay, let’s make a helmet and then some God Hands for a while.’


  


  Grid was still using the degraded item, the Cone Helmet. It was uncomfortable, and he wanted to quickly change the helmet. Of course, it was a plan that could only be implemented after Greed proliferated.


  


  ‘Until then, I’ll decide where to use the Water Clan King’s Tear. No, it would be better to keep it for now.’


  


  The Water Clan King’s Tears...


  


  Previously, it was used to assign Magic Missile to the God Hands, but Grid’s current intelligence exceeded 3,000. Even though the second class ‘Great Magician’ was changed to ‘Duke of Wisdom’, Grid still hoped to learn Fireball.


  


  ‘Once Braham wakes up, he’ll see my increased power and teach me new magic. I’ll keep it in preparation for then...’


  


  The tears of the water clan’s king were rare. He used to get one lot every five months, but recently, it was only once a year. It was because the number of times Maxong cried had reduced. He missed his dead daughter, but as a king, he declared that he should take care of his people. 


  


  ‘It is unfortunate but also a good thing. Well, I’ll leave the tears for now. If I use and disassemble then, I can’t overlook the possibility of them being damaged during the decomposition process.’


  


  Learning new magic...


  


  It was on the premise that Braham woke up, but Grid decided to feel hopeful. He believed that the more his intelligence rose, the more Braham’s soul would be restored and that Braham would someday wake up.


  


  ‘Okay, let’s hunt during this time. I have to work hard for Braham.’


  


  It was at this moment when the determined Grid stood up that...


  


  “Hey.”


  


  “...?!”


  


  A girl appeared without warning. It was a girl whose presence made even Teruchan freeze. The dragon child—it was the appearance of Nefelina, who was a hatchling.


  


  “W-Why did you a shabby person like you come to this precious place?” Grid was so panicked that he twisted his words.


  


  Nefelina frowned and brought up the main story. “The movements of the different species and the attitude of the great evil’s agents have provoked her.”


  


  “Huh?” Grid was bewildered by Nefelina’s words. 


  


  “The being who was deeply asleep.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “The woman who can become the vampire king.”


  


  “...!!”


  


  “It seems that she is interested in the world.”


  


  What a bolt from the blue? Once the absolute being of a different dimension was suddenly mentioned, Grid became speechless.


  


  Nefelina warned, “I don’t want to lose my current home. You have to soothe her well.”


  


  This was the end. Nefelina left without any further explanation while Grid, who was left behind, became as stiff as a stone statue.




  Chapter 1102


  The types of people were very diverse. The more people that were gathered, the more likely it was that there would be conflicts and events. That’s why it was difficult to manage large cities.


  


  For small cities with small populations, increasing the facilities made the people satisfied, which in turn maintained public sentiment and policies. However, large cities already had everything, often causing public sentiment and public security to worsen for odd reasons. The lords of large cities had to constantly devise policies which could satisfy more people, and the implementation of policies consumed taxes. Consequently, the expenditure of taxes caused a decline in public sentiment and security.


  


  “This is a headache. There are a group of people who are constantly instigating trouble.” 


  


  “There is no policy that satisfies everyone. Even if the majority is satisfied, the minority will lose money. This means it is virtually impossible to maintain public sentiment and security perfectly.”


  


  “Didn’t Chris manage it well when he was a lord?”


  


  “Chris had many helpers. His colleagues have been with him since the days of the Giant Guild.”


  


  “His skills must be superior to mine.”


  


  “That...”


  


  “Don’t worry about it. Chris—he was a real monster.”


  


  In Reidan, the second capital of the Overgeared Kingdom...


  


  Zednos, who became Chris’ successor, found this task very hard. He found it daunting just to maintain the current status, let alone develop the city. The city’s economy was in crisis due to falling public sentiment and the resulting process. Every time he sat down with the nobles to read and discuss documents, he wondered if he was playing a game or going to work. It was also hard to maintain his ranking as his time for hunting decreased.


  


  He was tired. It was hard, and it wasn’t fun. These were Zednos’ honest feelings. He realized how great Chris was for having maintained his number one ranking for several years while leading Reidan’s progress.


  


  ‘He is a man of great skill who is much better than me. Grid, who made such a monster look shabby, is almost like a god.’


  


  Chris—the incredible genius Zednos admired—couldn’t narrow the growing gap with Grid. At the very least, if he didn’t want to just grab onto Grid’s ankles, he would have to invest all of his time, leaving his work and the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  ‘I didn’t know it when he was here. It is regretful.’


  


  Zednos was greatly affected by the absence of Chris and the other members of the 10 meritorious retainers. At least dozens of people were needed to fill in the gap of the 10 meritorious retainers, making him feel there was a shortage of manpower in various fields.


  


  The good news was that the city was peaceful. He would’ve felt the absence of the 10 meritorious retainers even more desperately if there was foreign aggression. Fortunately, no foreign powers threatened the Overgeared Kingdom. It was no wonder since the empire was behind them.


  


  Didn’t even the elves, who were occupying the forests all over the continent, hide in the forest of the world tree when they were suppressed by the empire? The imperial power was still absolute, and the Overgeared Kingdom was the greatest beneficiary.


  


  “Sigh, I’m going to get some air.”


  


  Zednos left behind the nobles in the office and took to the streets. These days, his only pleasure was food. His goal was to sample all the famous dishes on the streets of Reidan, where there was a lot of delicious food.


  


  ‘It is great because I don’t gain weight here no matter how much I eat.’


  


  For those who were fond of food, Satisfy’s release would’ve been a blessing. Satisfy provided the perfect taste for players.


  


  “Yum yum.”


  


  Zednos headed to the nearest street stall and chose Noe Bread as an appetizer. As the name suggested, it was bread made in the shape of Noe. Noe was popular as the mascot of the Overgeared Kingdom. The surface was crisp, the bread was moist, and the inside was filled with sweet and soft corn.


  


  ‘In Reinhardt, I was eating Idan’s food and didn’t want to eat at all.’


  


  Zednos was happy to eat delicious food. It felt like the stress of work was relieved instantly.


  


  “...?”


  


  Noe’s front paw… No, Zednos—who had been eating the front paws of the Noe Bread—suddenly became as stiff as a statue. It was because a woman was approaching him. The funny thing was that the woman had a turban wrapped around her face, covering it.


  


  That’s right. The only part of the woman that was exposed were her eyes and part of her nose. Nevertheless, Zednos felt she was more beautiful than anyone he had ever seen. This was despite the fact that he saw world-class beauties like Yura, Jishuka, Irene, Sua, and Mercedes every day.


  


  The woman said to him, “You are the strongest human in this city.”


  


  “Ah...” Zednos’ face reddened. His heart thumped like he had sprinted hundreds of meters. He was fascinated by the woman’s glamorous voice. It was the first time in Zednos’ life that he had heard such a voice. Zednos’ dazed face was projected on the woman’s large red eyes, which seemed to contain the sun-filled universe.


  


  “Are you in charge of this city due to your strength?” The unidentified woman—she was having a lot of fun. “Use your authority to give me a carriage. It is good to have a carriage with curtains that block out the sun. Then lead me to the nearest forest.”


  


  “...Ah.” Zednos was unaware that he was in a ‘bewitched’ state. He didn’t realize that it was dangerous. The bewitchment was a powerful condition that clouded the spirit of the target and caused them to lose their sense of reason. Once bewitched, it was impossible to become sober.


  


  Zednos nodded. “I understand.”


  


  Zednos was eager...


  


  He wanted to know the name of the woman. He wanted to see her face. He wanted to serve her. Had he not been born into this world just to meet her at this moment? Zednos earnestly returned to the castle with the woman and instructed the soldiers to prepare a carriage.


  


  Then he woke up after hearing a cry.


  


  “Virtuous Light!”


  


  It was a recovery skill that could only be used by the senior priests of the Rebecca Church. This was what surrounded Zednos’ body. 


  


  “Zednos, wake up!”


  


  A while ago, the Overgeared members of Reidan’s security unit obtained a sudden quest.


  


  [An unidentified woman has appeared and deceived the people. Work with the priests of the Rebecca Church to calm the confusion.]


  


  Had Zednos stumbled onto the quest and ended up accompanying the main culprit of the turmoil?


  


  “Hey! Steady your mind!” The Overgeared members once again shouted at Zednos, who was dazed for a while after being surrounded by a clean light.


  


  “Fly!” Zednos rose into the sky first, deciding that he should distance himself from the unidentified woman. He was confused.


  


  ‘What is this woman’s identity?’


  


  Creating an abnormal state without giving a person time to be aware of it...? He hadn’t heard of such a thing before. She could not be an ordinary woman. The actions of Zednos and the Overgeared members were swift. He urgently called out to the soldiers, who surrounded the woman along with the priests.


  


  At this moment, a bombardment came from high above. The entire Reidan Castle shook like it had been hit by a meteorite, and Zednos’ and the Overgeared members’ vision became dizzy.


  


  “What...”


  


  Everyone turned their attention to the site of the bombardment that caused a cloud of dust to rise. There was a man standing there, not a meteorite. The name above his head was Fenrir. It was a name that the Overgeared members were familiar with.


  


  “A direct descendant...?”


  


  Among the children of Shizo Beriache, Fenrir was a marquise and second in the vampire ranks. Unlike the other family members who inherited only one power from Beriache, he was said to have inherited three.


  


  “You were here,” Fenrir said to the beauty, showing no interest in the Overgeared members. His blond hair fell to his shoulders as he gazed at the unidentified woman in a turban. “I was waiting for you to wake up. Now, let’s go to my city. There is a lot of work to discuss.”


  


  


  “....?” 


  


  The eyes of the Overgeared members were also focused on the woman. They could infer the woman’s identity through Fenrir’s attitude. They couldn’t believe it but her identity was...


  


  “...Marie Rose?”


  


  According to Braham, Shizo Beriache was originally a great demon. She was even one of the highest ranking demons in the ‘single-digit’ sequence. The last person she gave birth to was Marie Rose, the vampire duke.


  


  “Fenrir, you’re still not afraid of the sun.”


  


  “Only weak vampires are afraid of the sun. It just stings a bit. Marie Rose, you should be fine.”


  


  “I also experience stinging. I hate this feeling.”


  


  The red-painted nails at the ends of her white and delicate hands were impressive. The woman took off her turban in one motion, revealing her perfect face and her name. At the same time...


  


  [You have encountered Vampire Duke Marie Rose.]


  


  [Marie Rose’s evil influence makes your magic power turbid. All types of spells and skills aren’t available.]


  


  [A vampire’s gaze will subdue lower species. You will lose your willpower and control over your body.]


  


  [Marie Rose's attraction is absolute. Her charm is so high that there are even high odds of both genders being attracted.]


  


  The priests of the Rebecca Church who were strong against evil beings, as well as Zednos and the Overgeared members, all stiffened in place like statues.


  


  Black hair that waved like silk... Marie Rose swept back her hair that fell to her buttocks and stared at Zednos. It was a coexistence of purity and decadence. Marie Rose’s face that had a variety of charms arrowed straight at Zednos’ heart.


  


  “You, the strongest human in this city.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “I had a separate reason for speaking to you. I smelled something nostalgic from you.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Smelled? Zednos sniffed his body. It was covered with the smell of the sweet Noe Bread.


  


  Marie Rose ordered Fenrir, “As I said, I hate the sun. Drive the carriage. First, let’s go to the nearest forest. I’ve always wanted to see the elves.”


  


  “Bah.” Fenrir grabbed the neck of a terrified priest and placed him in the driver’s seat of the carriage. He said he would leave it to a human because he couldn’t drive a wagon. Fenrir had an angry attitude.


  


  “...?!”


  


  Suddenly, Blood Thorn—the special move shown by Vampire Earl Elfin Stone in the past—was used. Blood thorns of an overwhelming size were created in the air like spider webs, turning Fenrir into a hedgehog. Fenrir coughed up blood with swollen eyes while Marie Rose warned him with a casual expression, “Don’t disobey me.”


  


  “...” Fenrir nodded, not daring to do so. He suddenly remembered that Marie Rose’s power transcended their mother’s. Marie Rose could also give birth to a new direct line. She could always create someone who could replace him. Unlike her mother who was a great demon, it wouldn’t be hard for Marie Rose on her own since she had been given a ‘gender.’


  


  “Let’s depart.”


  


  “...”


  


  Marie Rose climbed onto the carriage, and Fenrir—who recovered from his wounds in an instant—sat in the driver’s seat. The priest, already in the driver’s seat, trembled without knowing what to do. However, Fenrir didn’t care about him and hit the horse’s butt with a whip. It was at this moment that...


  


  “Stop!” A group of people appeared and blocked the way of the carriage.


  


  “Marie Rose! I rushed over as soon as I received the divine message that you woke up!” A man shouted from the front of the group. He was dressed in the greatest symbol of the continent—a white garment with a sacred pattern in gold thread. It was the pope’s outfit.


  


  Three women appeared beside Pope Damian and shouted, “We can’t allow you to make your appearance!”


  


  Lifael’s Spear, Michael’s Sword, and Everiel’s Shield—the women were armed with the three divine artifacts that helped seal Marie Rose a long time ago. The ultimate divine power that shone more brilliantly than the sun dominated the area, healing the status of the Overgeared members and causing Fenrir to frown. Damian was already in full-buff state.


  


  “Go back to your coffin for the peace of humanity!” He shouted again.


  


  Having received the hidden quest ‘Seal Marie Rose’ from the divine message, Damian thought this quest had a high success rate. The divine artifacts of the church had been given to the church directly by Goddess Rebecca and had a history of sealing Marie Rose once before. Marie Rose might be the strongest vampire, but he believed she had no chance against them.


  


  “Keok!” However, Damian stood on the threshold of death before even confronting Marie Rose. Fenrir alone overpowered the Rebecca’s Daughters and threw a blood spear, critically damaging Damian.


  


  “Pope, you are crazy. Don’t you know that Chreshler was exceptionally special?” Fenrir said this, but he was wary of the Rebecca Church’s power which had sealed Marie Rose previously. That’s why he wasn’t careless and targeted the pope, the head of the Rebecca Church.


  


  After several blows, he smashed through Isabel, blocked Rin’s sword, and broke through Luna’s shield to grab Damian by the neck.


  


  “Don’t kill him,” Marie Rose’s voice could be heard from the carriage. It had a rather amused tone. “A nostalgic smell is coming from him. Huhut, I don’t want to be hated, so keep him alive.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Not a single person could interpret Marie Rose’s words. Even Fenrir found it hard to understand. Still, he didn’t ask any questions and left Damian alone. The Rebecca’s Daughters couldn’t restrain Fenrir as he returned to the driver’s seat. It was because of the horror created by the terribly beautiful Marie Rose’s voice. Her strength exceeded the predictions of Rebecca’s Daughters.


  


  Clatter. Clatter.


  


  The carriage carrying Marie Rose passed by. Damian, Rebecca’s Daughters, Zednos, and the Overgeared members—all of them simply watched the carriage leave.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [(Breaking News) Vampire Duke’s appearance!]


  


  [The pope and Rebecca’s Daughters were overwhelmed...]


  


  There were witnesses of the incident. Footage of Fenrir and Damian’s battle at Reidan Castle quickly spread on the Internet. The strong power of Vampire Marquis Fenrir alarmed people. However, unlike with the appearance of the great demon or the orc lord, people didn’t express much anxiety.


  


  Since it was an event in the Overgeared Kingdom, they thought that Grid would resolve the problem again. Rather, they had a good feeling from Fenrir’s appearance and Marie Rose’s tone. Marie Rose’s and Fenrir’s fan cafes were already booming. As a society that was biased toward appearance, people argued that unity should be achieved between vampires and humans.


  


  Additionally, all two billion players wondered what Marie Rose meant by the ‘nostalgic smell.’


  


  “Sniff sniff.” Grid developed the habit of smelling his armpits.




  Chapter 1103


  Shay, Sniffer, and Kerb—the notorious group of three PKers—had attempted to hurt Grid several times. Interestingly enough, Grid had a subtle liking toward them. Thanks to them, he managed to seize items that were helping in the fight against Pope Drevigo, gain the ultimate assassin Kasim, and receive direct help from them in the war against the empire.


  


  They were like bluebirds bringing good luck. It was a story of extreme consequences, but the actions of Shay’s party always benefited Grid. There was only one exception. It was the meeting with Marie Rose. Grid, who had fallen into the trap of Shay’s group and entered Marie Rose’s seal, inadvertently unsealed Marie Rose and formed a connection with Marie Rose. Moreover, Grid considered it a ‘bad connection.’


  


  A demonkin with absolute power... How much of a villain must she have been for the members of the Rebecca Church to have risked their lives to seal her? The encounter with her would surely be harmful someday...


  


  Grid believed so. Now that idea had changed. Not all demonkin were evil. He could be friends with vampires. Not to mention, the Rebecca Church wasn’t unconditionally just and divine, let alone Goddess Rebecca. Grid had learned this through various relationships and events.


  


  “Sniff sniff. Sniff sniff sniff.”


  


  The nostalgic smell that Marie Rose mentioned was his body odor. Grid was unaware of it as he smelled his armpits.


  


  ‘Marie Rose favors me. Does she want to repay my grace for releasing her from the seal?’


  


  He had met with several of her immediate relatives, including Braham and Noll, and found they were surprisingly pure. They had a cruel aspect since they treated the blood of humans as a staple food, but this was a physiological aspect. It was hard to see their nature itself as evil.


  


  Additionally, they hated Evil God Yatan and the great demons. Their founder—Shizo Beriache—had been expelled due to them, and all vampires received the Curse of Idleness. 


  


  Grid was convinced. ‘Contrary to Nefelina’s concerns, there won’t be a situation where I will be hostile to Marie Rose. Rather, it is more likely for her to have a sense of goodwill toward me.’


  


  This fitted with the probability. The moment the Overgeared Kingdom became hostile to Marie Rose, they would be destroyed within a few days. Marie Rose’s strength was comparable to that of an upper great demon. Undoubtedly, he would rather be her friend.


  


  Grid returned to the office after a day of blacksmithing.


  


  “The smell of sweat is too bad. Haven’t you washed?”


  


  He was sniffing his armpits when a voice woke him up from his thoughts. Lauel was blocking his nose.


  


  Grid shrugged. “I’m afraid that Marie Rose won’t recognize me if I wash off the smell.”


  


  “Hrmm... Does Marie Rose really like Your Majesty’s smell?”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Weren’t you wearing Malacus’ Cloak when you met Marie Rose? The reason she woke up was the bloody smell coming from the cloak.”


  


  “...”


  


  “It is far-fetched to think she would miss Your Majesty’s smell that was obscured by the heavy smell of blood. The smell that she misses isn’t Your Majesty’s body odor but the blood that is ingrained in Malacus’ Cloak.”


  


  It made sense. Then Marie Rose liked Malacus’ Cloak, not him? Grid was panicking when Lauel laughed. “It’s a joke. Don’t you only wear Malacus’ Cloak when you want to gather mobs at the hunting grounds? The nostalgic smell coming from Damian and Zednos is naturally Your Majesty’s body odor."


  


  “Shit. You scared me. Why did you make such a joke?”


  


  “It was to raise your awareness. Don’t think too positively about Marie Rose.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Her presence is too big. You can’t afford it. Your Majesty shouldn’t be involved with her.”


  


  It was surprising. Grid thought Lauel would be more excited about Marie Rose’s appearance than anyone else.


  


  “Why are you thinking so negatively? Even Braham and Noll, who were our enemies at first, are now our colleagues. Meanwhile, Marie Rose has had a fondness for me since the beginning. I think it will be easy to get her as a colleague.”


  


  “Braham and Noll were lacking.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “They were strong but emotionally anxious. Therefore, they unconsciously looked for someone to rely on. They were affected by Your Majesty’s care and affection. Then what about Marie Rose? Braham’s testimony states that she is perfect.”


  


  Being perfect meant there was nothing to regret. It meant she didn’t have to seek someone’s help or affection.


  


  “My guess is that what she feels toward Your Majesty is more of a curiosity than affection. Not only did you unseal her but you weren’t fascinated by her. She must be aware of Your Majesty because she considers you a strange human.”


  


  “...” 


  


  “The moment she encounters Your Majesty and resolves her curiosity, her goodwill might disappear. Then she will change straight away. She could eat Your Majesty.”


  


  “No, that’s too extreme...”


  


  “It is based on Zednos’ testimony about the violence she committed against Fenrir. She doesn’t care or respect others. She is a cruel and violent woman.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Don’t be obsessed with her beauty. Think objectively. She is different from the other descendants you have met. She isn’t someone you should hope for luck against.”


  


  Luck...


  


  Grid was very aware of it. He couldn’t deny that he had been able to make friends with Braham and his colleagues due to luck. 


  


  “I know it very well.” Grid nodded, rose from his seat, and headed to the bathroom. Then he rubbed his entire body with soap and rinsed it several times until the smell of sweat on his body disappeared. It was an effort to clear up his body odor.


  


  Lauel’s expression was still dark. ‘Marie Rose’s intention behind going to the forest must be to meet the elves.’


  


  He didn’t think she would be meeting the elves just to play house. Originally, the demonkin’s and elves’ aversion to each other was great, so Marie Rose was likely to clash with the elves.


  


  ‘It is frustrating.’


  


  Lauel recognized the elves as a useful political tool. He wanted to support the elves’ activities since their movements were causing losses to all nations apart from the Overgeared Kingdom and the empire. However, Marie Rose would strike at the elves’ movements.


  


  Lauel earnestly prayed, ‘Let a great demon fall from the sky. Please let there be a big event that attracts Marie Rose’s attention.’


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  


  [You have died.]


  


  [You are qualified to be a ruler of hell, and you transcend the concept of death.]


  


  [Your health is fixed at a minimum, and you won’t die. Your race has changed into an undead.]


  


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  


  [Your right arm has been broken!]


  


  “Damn...!”


  


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  


  [Your left ankle is broken!]


  


  “Dammit!!”


  


  


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  


  [Your neck is broken!]


  


  “Dammit...!”


  


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  


  [Your skull is shattered!]


  


  The undead was a race that transcended death and suffering, but it had a deadly weakness. It was the lack of durability of the body itself. The immunity to breakage was very poor.


  


  [Your body is completely damaged and has stopped functioning.]


  


  [Your soul has been sent to a new body in Baal’s sanctuary.]


  


  [Your soul has suffered a devastating blow during the transfer.] 


  


  [You have lost 38.1% experience.]


  


  [The item ‘Soul Absorption Cloak’ has been dropped.]


  


  “Dammit!!”


  


  It was the fourth day already, and he had died every day. He even died twice yesterday and received the penalty of having his game access limited. It would be the same today. Agnus knew this, but he didn’t give up. He resurrected in a new body and ran out of the incubator, heading toward the portal again.


  


  “Pathetic. You can’t handle an elf despite gaining so much strength from the great Baal. A human’s weak nature doesn’t go anywhere,” someone’s mocking voice rang out.


  


  Agnus turned his head and saw a big frog with a crown on his head. It was a comical appearance. However, the name ‘Cepardea’ above his head was dyed in black.


  


  “I was given a lot of strength? He only gave me necromancy and commands.”


  


  Cepardea was one of Baal’s Four Heavenly Kings. He was one of the strongest existences in hell who could kill Agnus with a single swipe of his tongue. However, Agnus feared nothing in the world and growled at Cepardea.


  


  Cepardea, who threw up in an exaggerated manner like in a hilarious skit, inflated his chin. “You are incompetent. Originally, those who contracted with Baal gained absolute swordsmanship, magic and wisdom to see through all things. You aren’t able to fully receive them because you aren’t competent enough.”


  


  “Shut your stinky mouth.”


  


  Agnus didn’t have time to waste dealing with the frog. He had to go back and challenge the dark elf again. It would be hard to find her if she hid her tracks. Agnus ignored Cepardea and reached for the portal. Cepardea’s long tongue flew and stopped in front of Agnus. The end of his rolled tongue contained an old book.


  


  “Stand in idleness.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “The descendants of the exile will come close to you. Once you open the book, they will be forced to go back to their coffins.” 


  


  “Descendant of the exile?”


  


  “The vampires. It doesn’t matter if you are trampled on by the elves, but you can’t disgrace Baal and show any gaps in front of the vampires. Do you understand?”


  


  “Bah,” Agnus snorted and took the Book of Idleness. He hated the frog, but he had no reason to refuse.


  ***


  


  A new quest was created for all players part of the Yatan Church. This was a quest to reseal the vampire duke Marie Rose, who had just woken up. It was an absurd quest with a rating of SSS+, but there was a huge number of five million players who had joined the Yatan Church. There were no shadows on the faces of the Yatan members who were on the way to the quest destination. No matter how high the difficulty of the quest was, they were convinced they wouldn’t fail as long as they had a large group of this magnitude.


  


  “Aren’t vampires demonkin? In fact, they are hostile to Rebecca. Then aren’t we on the same side? Why should we seal her?” Rose, the 1st ranked black magician and Yatan’s Eighth Servant, remarked.


  


  Having participated every time a great demon was summoned and then made a big profit from it, Rose was now one of the strongest players in the world. She was confident that she wouldn’t lose to anyone apart from the five best players, including Overgeared King Grid.


  


  The person who asked Rose’s question was Yatan’s Fourth Servant Frodo, who was walking beside her. He was the successor of Silvenas, who died during the Vatican raid, and was much stronger than Silvenas who had been beaten by Agnus. “Vampires are descendants of the exiled Beriache. They are a clan that harbors hostility toward the Evil God Yatan. It is absolutely right to punish their leader.” 


  


  “However, won’t the Rebecca Church act even if we don’t? Isn’t it better to encourage the Rebecca Church to seal her?”


  


  “The current pope isn’t worth a penny despite receiving the support of the templars. He doesn’t have the power to seal Marie Rose.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Weren’t they beaten by the pope? Then perhaps this was a quest that couldn’t be cleared? Rose noticed it and questioned inwardly, ‘Does the great change in the world include the destruction of the Yatan Church?’ 


  


  She decided that she should break away from the front lines, but unfortunately, it was too late. By then, she was already in front of a large forest.


  


  “Let’s go,” Frodo urged Rose and the Yatan Church players. Then...


  


  “It is up to here.”


  


  Knights armed with red armor appeared and blocked the path of the Yatan followers. There wasn’t a single person who didn’t know their identity.


  


  “The Red Knights?”


  


  Why were the knights of the empire here in the Gauss Kingdom? The Yatan followers were baffled by the sight.


  


  “You will be considered an enemy as soon as you step into the forest, and you will be executed.”


  


  A completely unexpected figure emerged. The man at the center of the Red Knights was a player, and his ID was ‘Zibal.’ He was one of the top five players Rose considered to be above her. This was the majesty of the magic machines.


  


  “Why are you...?”


  


  “My new master is welcoming a precious guest.”


  


  He didn’t mention that his new master was the grandmaster. From the Rebecca Church to the Yatan Church, the Four Heavenly Kings of Baal, and the grandmaster, the emergence of Marie Rose had a profound effect on the world.


  


  Of course, to Grid...


  


  “Husband, didn’t you spray too much perfume today? It is like you are trying to erase the smell of another woman.”


  


  “Irene, don’t misunderstand. There is a reason for this.”


  


  “Don’t get me wrong. I will respect and support you even if you have thousands of concubines.”


  


  “No, I can only do it once a month anyway. What are thousands... Huh? Irene? Where are you going? Irene!!”
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  Zibal had served Prince Edan—the traitor who killed former Emperor Juander and then got killed. People naturally thought that Zibal had been driven out of the empire. Yet he was working with the Red Knights...? It was surprising that a traitor was still present in the empire.


  


  “Weren’t you in a position where you would be executed for guilt by association...? It seems that even the great empire appreciates your ability.”


  


  The imperial family hadn’t told the world about the grandmaster. The people only knew that Imperial Prince Edan had rebelled, and the emperor had been replaced in the process. It was the same for the Yatan Church. The damn Edan stopped their deal in the middle, so the Yatan Church couldn’t figure out the details. Consequently, the Yatan followers naturally thought the Red Knights in front of them were part of the empire.


  


  “Didn’t the new empress declare that she would aim for world unity? I know there was a proclamation of no more one-sided military intervention. Yet it seems the empire hasn’t changed since the days when it occupied other countries’ territory with force. Rather, it just became more insidious. Is it different for our church? How about using this chance to establish a relationship with our church?”


  


  Rose still had room to act. Yatan’s followers were gathering here from all over the continent. It was Rose’s judgment that with the ever-increasing troops, she could easily break through the Red Knights and complete her mission.


  


  “I don’t care if you curse the emperor or the empire. You have to step back here.” A knight pointed her sword at Rose. Her name was Susan. She was a great beauty, but unfortunately, there was a terrible wound on her forehead.


  


  “Oh...? Isn’t this reaction strange? Is the rumor false that the loyalty of the Red Knights to the emperor and the empire is as deep as the sea?”


  


  “Filthy Yatan’s Servant, do you intend to mix my words forever? Turn away or die.”


  


  “Your tone is as ugly as the scar on your forehead. It is clear you haven’t learned anything.”


  


  “Did you choose death?” Susan’s sword stretched out in a straight line.


  


  Other rankers couldn’t respond to the sword that was as fast as light, but Rose responded fully by opening the Diamond Shield. Rose was a top-rated ranker and had been thoroughly prepared from the moment she saw that Susan’s name was gold. However, Susan’s skills were better than Rose expected.


  


  ‘Destroying the Diamond Shield in one strike?’


  


  Susan’s sword shattered the shield. Rose recovered it and fired it up again at a much faster speed than before. This time, Rose determined it would be hard to block and gritted her teeth in preparation for the pain. Frodo, who was standing by Rose’s side, swung a spear and blocked Susan’s sword.


  


  “She is a bad opponent for you. Step back and provide cover.”


  


  “I understand.”


  


  “This filth can’t stop me!” Susan swung her sword more vigorously. Her plan was to wipe out the Yatan followers in front of her, but it was surprisingly difficult. Frodo had a very high level of creativity. “A Servant?”


  


  “That’s right. You are a single-digit knight.”


  


  The battle started to expand to the scale of a war. Thousands of Yatan followers, including Rose, cast black magic to cover Frodo while the Red Knights rushed into the Yatan followers and started wiping them out. There were only 20 against thousands, but the knights were worthy of their high reputation.


  


  ‘No, isn’t this more than what I’ve heard?’ Rose’s expression darkened. It was because the Red Knights weren’t only masters of swordsmanship but also magic. They easily blocked the black magic because they were casting protective magic and buff magic extremely quickly.


  


  ‘Why do the Red Knights know magic? Furthermore, it is the first time I’ve seen these spells.’


  


  Rose stepped back a bit further. Her judgment was excellent for someone who reached this position.


  


  ‘The average skill difference is too big. I will lose half my troops before reinforcements even arrive.’


  


  She didn’t know the identity of the ‘master’ of Zibal and the Red Knights. If their master was above the level of the empire’s dukes, then the odds of success were low for the Yatan followers even if the reinforcements arrived. There was also something she couldn’t overlook.


  


  ‘What if their master is Marie Rose?’


  


  What if they had a cooperative relationship? The Yatan Church would be destroyed by the Red Knights and Marie Rose. Rose thought up to here and used Fly magic. She was going to flee. The quest? She would give it up for now. Since she was armed with items obtained in exchange for summoning the great demon, death was the worst variable that must be avoided.


  


  ‘I don’t feel good. Tsk, I just lost time.’


  


  Rose’s body rose in the air. She was confident that she could retreat while Frodo and the other followers were focused on the enemies. It was a misjudgment.


  


  “Keok...!”


  


  What was this? Had a meteorite fallen from the sky? Rose, trapped on the ground, was thrown into confusion by the shock that she couldn’t handle. Her vision flashed red as her face was buried deep in the ground.


  


  ‘This... What is it?’


  


  A huge shadow covered her. It was like a mountain.


  


  “...What...”


  


  She didn’t know what happened to her. Rose was unable to control her chaotic spirit and barely turned her head. Then she saw it. A giant pillar had penetrated her body and the ground at the same time, and a white giant was now pulling it out very slowly.


  


  “Do you know who I hate the most?” Zibal’s voice rang out from behind her. He leaned on the shoulder of the magic machine retrieving the spear and pointed a finger at Rose. “People as selfish as you.”


  


  “Kkuk... Cough...”


  


  “Do you know how many people suffered every time you helped Benoit summon a great demon?”


  


  “It... is sophistry. I’m just doing a quest... Cough, cough. I just did it. The emergence of the great demons are an inevitable story. Cough. If it wasn’t me, then someone else... Cough, cough. You would’ve done the same thing.”


  


  “Right. I would’ve done so. Even so, would someone else be as shameless as you?”


  


  “...?”


  


  “The time when the Overgeared Kingdom declared they would kill you... I got goosebumps when I saw you appear on TV while crying.”


  


  “What...” 


  


  “A rat should die. You shouldn’t have complained about your pain if you harbored the slightest bit of guilt for the millions of people who died because of you.”


  


  “Are you crazy? I was just doing a quest. Why should I feel guilty? Moreover, I’m a person. I have the right to complain if I’m offended.”


  


  Rose secretly took a potion and started casting magic. She was counting the time in her heart, waiting for the moment when Zibal’s magic machine stopped working. Zibal shook his head. “Your quest caused people to die. Did you take their position into account at all?”


  


  “Ah... I see. This is really heartbreaking. What’s up with you? The pain of the dead? I have goosebumps. Aren’t you overly immersed in the game? Are you an otaku?”


  


  


  Rose, who had been making an unfair expression, suddenly smiled. She appreciated Zibal due to the magic machine. Without it, she wasn’t afraid of Zibal. Furthermore, the operating time of Zibal’s magic machine had now been reached.


  


  “Black Hole!”


  


  This was Rose’s ultimate magic. It was the ultimate black magic that dealt powerful damage to all targets in range and also dealt five or more debuffs. The entire space designated by Rose started to distort. At the heart of it was Zibal. Rose imagined Zibal screaming in pain...


  


  “...?!”


  


  The white giant—the magic machine—swung its spear and knocked the black hole back. Zibal laughed at the shocked Rose. “Isn’t your thinking still premature?”


  


  The day that Edan died, Zibal escaped from the imperial palace with the grandmaster and accepted the grandmaster’s offer of cooperation. Zibal couldn’t miss out on the biggest performance in this changing world. This was the result. He had developed further with the help of the grandmaster.


  


  “W-Wait a minute. I’m actually sad. I always feel sorry toward those who have been harmed by me. I just couldn’t speak honestly because I was ashamed!” Rose yelled, looking really sad as she wept like a chicken pooping. She seemed to be speaking the truth.


  


  Nevertheless, it was useless. Raider’s spear pierced Rose’s body once again, and she turned to gray ash. It was the end. Suddenly, a huge explosion occurred in the direction of the forest. The explosion was a mixture of fire and demonic energy, and it blew away more than half of the forest.


  


  Zibal’s expression stiffened. ‘The conversation didn’t go well?’


  


  Grandmaster Zikfrector, who identified himself as an incarnation of the seven malignant saints, told Zibal many truths. He said his purpose was to meet the ‘expelled gods’ and deprive the ‘fallen gods’ of their authority. This meant he was disliked by both the fallen gods and the great demons. He insisted that he should gather strength to fight against them.


  


  Then Marie Rose, the vampire duke, woke up. Zikfrector had high hopes for Marie Rose. Since she hated the great demons, if she lent him her strength, it was likely he would achieve his goals. That’s why he followed her whereabouts. However, would Marie Rose, who was fundamentally a demonkin, work with Zikfrector? Zibal had doubts about it, but he still came here.


  


  Then Susan cried out behind him, “Zibal! Leave this place to us and go help Master!”


  


  “Son of a bitch.”


  


  Why was she sending the weakest one? Zibal clicked his tongue and rushed into the forest as a high difficulty quest emerged.


  ***


  


  


  Roaring flames destroyed the forest. There were three people at the center of the shockwave. They were Vampire Duke Marie Rose, Vampire Marquis Fenrir, and Grandmaster Zikfrector. Marie Rose’s red eyes stared at Zikfrector. “You’re very strong. I’m reminded of Chreshler when I look at you.”


  


  “I’m a bit different from him. My body might be human, but my soul isn’t human.”


  


  “You talk in a roundabout manner. It is a nasty habit.”


  


  “I am the incarnation of the seven malignant saints.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “I am the soul of the sixth evil Zik, who was filled with the sin of sloth and reached the end of his reincarnation cycle.”


  


  “...”


  


  “I dream of revenge against not only the fallen gods but the great demons who joined them. My long-cherished wish is to pull down the gods who sinned against the seven of us and to tell the truth to the world.” 


  


  “Hey, don’t talk nonsense,” Fenrir interrupted. He thought Zikfrector’s words were so ridiculous they were a lie. It was a very normal reaction.


  


  Zikfrector ignored him and stared only at Marie Rose. “In order to achieve my cherished dream, I must find the whereabouts of the expelled gods. Finally, I found a place that is closely related to their whereabouts.”


  


  “Then investigate that place.”


  


  “That’s right. Still, it isn’t easy on my own. I need a man who could win the favor of the gods and avoid their doubts. Or the cooperation of people with overwhelming power against a great demon.”


  


  “So, the latter is me,” Marie Rose said, feeling intrigued. She spoke on the assumption that Zikfrector was telling the truth, “Then does a person who belongs to the former category exist?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “Who is it?”


  


  “That...” Zikfrector shut his mouth as he was about to answer. Marie Rose’s and Fenrir’s gazes were already headed toward a different place.


  


  A black portal was opening in the sky. This was a portal with the smell of hell. It was the appearance of a hell gate connecting hell and this world.


  


  Fenrir reacted furiously. Those who could freely open a hell gate were uncommon even in hell. Who would be able to do something that a single-digit great demon couldn’t do easily? Only one person came to mind.


  


  “Baal...!!”


  


  The absolute monarch of hell...


  


  Both Marie Rose and Zikfrector had hard expressions while Fenrir expressed the name with extreme hatred. They started gathering magic power as they focused their gazes on the hell gate.


  


  “Who are you?”


  


  A man with green hair emerged from the gate of hell. It was Agnus. He growled out when he saw Marie Rose, Fenrir, and Zikfrector, “Where did the black thing go? Tell me before I tear off your limbs and kill you.”


  


  “...Baal’s Contractor?” Marie Rose’s eyes sparkled. One of the biggest reasons why she woke up was her annoyance at Baal’s Contractor. “Fenrir, remove that bastard’s heart and erase Baal’s imprint.”


  


  At the same time, in the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom, Reinhardt...


  


  Great Sage Sticks came to Grid and declared, “Mother is looking for you.”


  


  Grid knew Sticks’ age and was surprised. “Your mother is still alive?”


  


  “...”


  


  “The world tree. He is talking about the world tree,” Lauel explained on behalf of the speechless Sticks.
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  “...!?” Agnus was startled as he faced Fenrir. He sensed Fenrir’s strength and thought it would be dangerous if even a bit of Fenrir’s blood and vital breath wrapped around his body.


  


  ‘Vampire?’


  


  A death knight appeared and confronted Fenrir. Agnus’ death knights were those who dominated their respective eras. They suppressed the high-ranked players and played a sufficient role against a number of boss monsters. Yet this death knight was helpless in front of Fenrir.


  


  Fenrir caught the death knight’s skull and cracked it with just his grip. The sword wielded by the death knight slashed at Fenrir’s chest, but Fenrir’s attack pierced the death knight's ribs one step ahead. The death knight lost its power and did little harm to Fenrir.


  


  A pillar of blood surged and completely destroyed the death knight’s skull. The death knight resisted Fenrir despite losing its head, but Fenrir wasn’t someone who could be hit by a blindly wielded sword. Fenrir destroyed the death knight easily and leaped at Agnus once again. Then a new death knight appeared and blocked Fenrir’s path.


  


  “Resistance is meaningless so don’t bother,” Fenrir stated.


  


  Agnus ignored him and looked at the notification window.


  


  [You have encountered Vampire Duke Marie Rose.]


  


  [You have encountered Vampire Marquis Fenrir.]


  


  ....


  


  ...


  


  “...”


  


  Agnus now realized the frog’s foresight. He never dreamed that he would meet the descendants of the exile so soon.


  


  ‘Damn, why now…’ 


  


  Agnus glared at Marie Rose like he was going to kill her. “Has the black thing already been hunted by you?”


  


  The black thing—the dark elf Beniyaru—was very strong. She was close to level 500 and had mastered all types of archery, elementalism, and black magic. In particular, she showed a much greater attack power than a typical elf. There was a reason why Agnus had lost to her seven times. Yet even she couldn’t handle these people.


  


  Fenrir alone felt similar to her, and Marie Rose was several times stronger than Fenrir. Additionally, the person called ‘Zikfrector’ seemed unusual.


  


  “Answer me. I asked if you have killed the black thing.” Agnus’ eyes were filled with confusion and anger. This was the final piece of the puzzle to revive his lover. He struggled to maintain his sense of reason when he thought it might be gone. His eyes filled with tears. He wanted to smash the entire world to pieces and scream until his throat was torn apart.


  


  “Why...! Why...! Kuaaaaaah!!!” Agnus lost his temper and summoned all his death knights before rushing at Marie Rose. He wasn’t afraid despite knowing there was no chance of success at all. He wasn’t brave. He just had nothing to lose.


  


  “Die! Die! Die!!”


  


  He didn’t arrange his power. Agnus used all his skills to launch a barrage of attacks at Marie Rose. However, his body didn’t listen to him.


  


  “...?” Agnus suddenly realized that his limbs were bound. Thorns spread through Agnus’ blood like a spiderweb and also bound his death knights.


  


  “This is the full extent of Baal’s Contractor...? By the way, the current pope is also at this low level.”


  


  Marie Rose, the one who caused the bloody thorns, stared at Agnus with an expressionless face. Would she get revenge on Baal if she tried to hurt such a trivial guy? It felt like Baal wouldn’t blink at all. The question arose, but Marie Rose still glanced at Fenrir. “Finish it. This will be a slight blow to Baal.”


  


  She didn’t have a tremendously big desire to destroy the Yatan Church and the great demons, but by doing so, she would at least be loyal to her mother. Marie Rose had no intention of seeking revenge by searching for those who expelled her mother from hell, but she had no reason to resist the opportunity for revenge.


  


  At Marie Rose’s command, Fenrir shoved his hand into Agnus’ chest.


  


  “Cough!” Agnus bent over as he coughed up black-red blood. As he felt the pain of his flesh being dug into and his intestines and bones being pulled out, he looked back on himself.


  


  In the past, he had just cried while being unable to help his lover who was being abused by the powerful. He was now unable to resist the violence that was being ruthlessly wielded by the powerful. It was the same. Agnus was terribly helpless. He had vowed to change, but he hadn’t changed.


  


  “K... Kukuk! Kik! Kikikik!” He learned how to resurrect his lover. Now, he only needed to hunt one elf. Agnus regained the madness that he had recently lost. “Kahahat! Kek!”


  


  “...!?” Fenrir flinched with surprise while pulling out Agnus’ heart. It was because Agnus seemed like he was going crazy as he bit his tongue, seemingly to commit suicide. Simultaneously, Agnus’ body quickly weathered. His blood evaporated, and his skin and flesh rotted and disappeared into dust. It was the same for his heart. Only a bit of flesh and bones remained as his body rattled due to the thorns in his bloodstream.


  


  “A foolish move!”


  


  Agnus was so determined to protect his heart that he became an undead...? It was amazing that he could make such a judgment in the midst of the pain and fear of his heart being torn out when he was alive. Fenrir couldn’t handle the soaring anger, and his elbow knocked against Agnus’ skull, which only had half its skin remaining.


  


  “...Kikik.” Agnus laughed. Lich Mumud floated above his head.


  


  “Buy me some time,” Agnus commanded, and Mumud cast a spell again. What was the use of this lich? Fenrir ignored Mumud, but Marie Rose’s expression was firm.


  


  The light of Mumud’s magic power exploded. For the first time, Fenrir was significantly wounded and coughed up blood, scattering the thorns in the bloodstream that bound Agnus and the death knights.


  


  “Amazing magic power.” Grandmaster Zikfrector’s admiration permeated the chaos of the forest.


  


  


  As Fenrir’s screams echoed, Marie Rose’s gaze was fixed on Mumud.


  


  “What did you do in your lifetime?” Even Marie Rose was amazed by Mumud’s magic power.


  


  It was said that he was the genius magician who transcended Braham in his life. The one who was already dead—he was helpless in front of Marie Rose. Marie Rose flicked her finger. A mass of blood flew and blew up Mumud and the death knights. It was the end.


  


  “Zikfrector!” Zibal arrived inside the forest and found Zikfrector standing amidst the fire. He was agitated because he misunderstood that Zikfrector had angered Marie Rose. “Are you oka...?”


  


  Zikfrector was about to reply to Zibal, only to suddenly become like a statue. His always expressionless face was filled with dismay and fatigue. Marie Rose and Fenrir, who was gritting his teeth in shame, showed similar reactions.


  


  They were all staring at the book in Agnus’ hand. It was a book that described the original sin of a god. The book was written by the culprit who gave Shizo Beriache and Sixth Evil Zik the sin.


  


  “Sloth...!”


  


  Fenrir and Zikfrector hurriedly reached out, but they were too late. Agnus was already opening the book.


  


  “Kihahahahat!”


  


  Madness raged through the forest. Marie Rose, Fenrir, and Zikfrector—who barely turned away from the laziness due to his disciplined mentality—collapsed at the same time.


  


  “Everything is annoying. Sleep... Snore.” Fenrir gave up and already started snoring.


  


  “Baal’s readiness is great...” Zikfrector inserted a dagger into each of his thighs to prevent his eyes from closing.


  


  Marie Rose shook her head and started casting a spell. “I will postpone the story for the next time.”


  


  Marie Rose’s magic was cast, and she and Fenrir disappeared from the forest. It was a teleportation that was fast enough to violate common sense. Agnus’ blood-red eyes turned to the leftover Zikfrector. “Kik, kikik... I’ll tear off his limbs and kill him.”


  


  “...”


  


  It was a declaration that originally couldn’t be made. The Curse of Idleness was frightening. In the distant past, Zik committed the sin of neglecting his colleagues because he couldn’t overcome the Curse of Idleness. In the war against the gods, he had fallen asleep alone without helping his dying colleagues.


  


  Step, step, step. Agnus stepped slowly toward Zikfrector who was falling asleep. The sight of Agnus holding a sword while only bones remained was reminiscent of a scene from a horror movie. In front of him...


  


  “Stop.” The sweat-soaked Zibal blocked his way. Zibal, who had checked on Zikfrector the moment he fell asleep, said to Agnus, “This person shouldn’t die now. I don’t know what mistakes he made against you, but let it pass this once.” 


  


  His eyes were full of compassion as he gazed at Agnus. He already knew about Agnus’ past and the wound that Agnus held.


  


  “Kuk... Kukuk...” Agnus’ expression distorted. The gaze that Zibal sent him—Agnus hated that gaze the most in the world. “Go and die.”


  


  Agnus’ sword and Zibal’s sword collided in the air. Agnus was tired, and Zibal had exhausted his magic machine summoning skill. Both were fighting in the serene forest with no witnesses.


  


  “Agnus! What is the point of this fight? You know that we can’t compete in our current states!”


  


  “Shut up! Shut up!”


  


  “Shit! Calm down, you crazy asshole!”


  


  “Kyaaaak!”


  


  “Hiiik!”


  


  To be honest, Zibal was scared of Agnus. The deranged person came at Zibal like a zombie, making him shudder with the creeps. He just hoped the Red Knights would come after cleaning up the situation outside. At this moment...


  


  “Tornado.”


  


  A powerful storm struck. It wasn’t intended to hurt Agnus or Zibal. The magic only made Agnus and Zibal separate.


  


  “...?”


  


  Agnus and Zibal’s eyes turned to the source of the magic. A blonde girl could be seen.


  


  “Stop... Stop it.” It was a girl with a sad expression. Her name was Euphemina.


  


  “You, why do you keep following me?” Agnus’ face twisted like a demon as he shouted, only to close his mouth. It was because an arrow was suddenly fired. The arrow pierced Euphemina’s heart.


  


  “Ah...” 


  


  Agnus felt something inside him snap.
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  A slow and sluggish tone...


  


  Lean flesh without muscles...


  


  Only walking a short amount before needing to gasp...


  


  A fragile heart that couldn’t even trample on a single ant...


  


  People hated every aspect of me. Between those who ignored me and those who mocked me for being pathetic, I always felt guilty. I thought I was wrong. I thought my existence was a nuisance.


  


  Then I met her.


  


  “You’re not wrong.”


  


  She told me.


  


  You are cautious, not slow. You aren’t weak. You’re just different from others. The reason you can’t hurt an ant is that you know how to be considerate and respectful.


  


  “You aren’t guilty. It is the other people around you who are mean.”


  


  She was my lighthouse. She was my only home. I relied on her arms, and she protected me. Even when those beasts humiliated her, she smiled and assured me that she was fine. A hundred times, a thousand times... 


  


  No, she would’ve been a million times more scared and pained, but she...


  


  “Ah...”


  


  He couldn’t reach again. His arms and legs were too slow, unable to stop her from flying from the window. His dull mouth couldn’t speak, and he couldn’t apologize to her—the one who was sad. Like his heart, the arrow was already piercing Euphemina’s heart. Her appearance resembled that of his former lover falling from the window.


  


  “Ahh...!”


  


  He already knew. Reality and the game were different. Death in a game was trivial and different from death in reality. In the first place, they were different. Even so—


  


  Even so, why was he...


  


  “Kuaaaaak!” Agnus’ scream echoed in the burning forest. He recalled the end of his former lover through the collapsing Euphemina and completely lost his mind.


  


  “Human... I won’t forgive you.” It was the person who fired the arrow at Euphemina. The voice of the dark elf Beniyaru, whom Agnus had been searching so desperately for, permeated Agnus’ ears.


  


  “You...! You!!” Agnus’ eyes filled with hatred was drawn to Beniyaru. At this moment, Agnus was blaming himself, not someone else. Why did he keep repeating the same mistake? Why did he give her leeway? Even though he knew there shouldn’t be anybody sacrificing for a trash like him, why?


  


  He was a plague. No one should come close to him.


  


  “Die!” Agnus roared like a beast as he flew to Beniyaru. However, Agnus’ current status was less than that of a normal player because he had reached his limits facing Marie Rose and Zibal in succession. Beniyaru escaped from his slow attack and fired an arrow that shattered Agnus’ ribs.


  


  Stagger. Agnus’ unseemly body bent forward. Beniyaru’s dagger aimed at his face. 


  


  “Agnus!!”


  


  Agnus pulled out the dagger stuck in his forehead and growled at Zibal, “Get lost!” 


  


  He wanted to be alone. There was no need for a new relationship. He just wanted to resurrect his old lover and atone for her life. As his vision flashed red, he recalled a skill he had always ignored.


  


  [Assimilation]


  


  [Part of the ego of the 1st great demon, Baal will descend to your body.


  


  At this time, your class will be converted to Great Demon’ and control of the flesh will be transferred to Baal.


  


  Skill Trigger Conditions: Enter a new contract.


  


  Skill Duration: 2 minutes


  


  Skill Cooldown: Reset every time 3,000 human lives are taken.]


  


  Agnus had to turn away from it. He felt a great reluctance to give others control of his body. Who in the world would transfer their body to someone else? It was only a very stupid or crazy person. Furthermore, there was a bigger problem. The real problem was the contents of the ‘contract’ needed to activate the skill.


  


  (Slaughter 100 humans every day for the rest of your life. Your level will drop by one every time the contract is violated.)


  


  Harming 100 humans every day wasn’t an easy task. In particular, the stronger the opponent, the easier it was to harm him. Therefore, he didn’t have time to run and hunt humans every day. Of course, a solution existed. He could slaughter the relatively weak. Visit a small village and destroy it or drop a spell at a hunting ground where novice players gathered. He would take 100 lives in an instant.


  


  However, Agnus didn’t have the hobby of bullying the weak. In particular, he was extremely reluctant to harm innocent children. It wasn’t because he was particularly kind, but it was the nature of humans. This was the decisive reason why Agnus turned away from the Assimilation skill.


  


  Now things had changed. Agnus lost his temper and was no longer bound by his previous conscience. He had lost everything because he was weak. Even the last dignity had been trampled on. He had the right to pay back the same thing to the world.


  


  Agnus awakened in a negative manner and shouted, “Baal!”


  


  [Assimilation has been used.]


  


  [Baal, the absolute ruler of hell, is laughing cheerfully.]


  


  -Eung~? Agnus, what is this? I didn’t know you would make this choice?


  


  “Don’t be sarcastic!”


  


  -Kukukuk, I’m not being sarcastic. I’m trying to compliment you. Very well done. In rare cases, you make the right decision.


  


  [Part of Baal’s ego has entered your body.]


  


  Clouds filled the sky. They were red clouds like blood. All the plants in the forest quickly rotted, and the area was blackened. The nasty air not only harmed the hurt and collapsed Euphemina but also Zibal and Beniyaru. Every breath of poison they took in caused blood to flow out.


  


  “What...”


  


  What was happening all of a sudden? The confused gazes of Euphemina and Zibal turned to Agnus. They could see that Agnus’ entire body was covered in demonic energy. The blackened whites of his eyes made his cold, gold pupils stand out even more.


  


  “Kukuk, kuhahahat!” Agnus laughed loudly. The piece of Baal’s ego that had descended to Agnus’ body pulled out a horn rising from his forehead and held it like a sword. At the same time, Beniyaru fell. There was a big hole in her chest. The horn that Baal pulled out and held had suddenly pierced her chest.


  


  “Fallen? Can this be called fallen when you are hiding like a rat in the forest?” Baal ridiculed Beniyaru as he narrowed the distance to her. He held Beniyaru’s hair in a vicious grip and whispered in her ear, “Keep this in mind, elf who is as timid as an adolescent boy. The only duty that the fallen must commit is revenge, destruction, and chaos.”


  


  Bang!


  


  “Well, you won't have a chance to do that.”


  


  “...”


  


  Beniyaru was beaten by Baal’s fists, and she flinched. Her bloodied and bulging eyes were so horrendous that Zibal couldn’t bear to look. Euphemina, who had been stunned because of the critical hit to her heart, finally shouted, “Agnus, calm down! I’m fine!”


  


  


  “Hrmm.”


  


  Baal’s gaze turned to Euphemina. “You are her.” Step. Step. Baal smiled as he approached Euphemina. It was a really refreshing smile, but his fingertips were turning into daggers. “The one who often showed ridiculous goodwill to my toy.”


  


  “Agnus...?”


  


  The dagger was inserted into Euphemina’s delicate neck. Her blue eyes lost their light, and her small body collapsed like a broken doll in Baal’s arms.


  


  “My head is ringing. Stop shouting. Now, now. Calm down. I’m going to make your dream come true from now on,” Baal said to himself as he threw away Euphemina who was beginning to turn to gray. Then he inserted the dagger drenched with Euphemina’s blood into Beniyaru, who was still lying against a huge tree.


  


  Suddenly, a black-gold hand covered his face. The dagger struck the hand, but there were still three more hands remaining. Every one of them unleashed a sword technique. Link, Kill, Pinnacle—it was a familiar swordsmanship to Baal’s. It was from his previous contractor.


  


  “Kuhahat! This is fun!” Baal noticed who appeared and was excited. He turned his head to the sky as he blocked the three sword techniques from the God Hands with a dagger. Lightning was falling.


  


  “Agnus!!”


  


  “Pagma’s Descendant!”


  


  The Enlightenment Sword and Baal’s dagger collided and caused a shockwave. Grid’s eyes that peeked through the gaps in his hair were full of anger and hatred. “Son of a bitch! What did you...! What did you do to Euphemina?”


  


  The reason that Grid flew here was due to the world tree’s request. He was asked to save Beniyaru. The first sight that Grid saw after arriving here was Euphemina’s death. His colleague faced a lonely death while he was caring about others.


  


  “XX!” Grid swung the Enlightenment Sword again. He was a transcendent—a player. Grid judged that Agnus, who was relatively weak in melee, could easily be overpowered. Agnus easily blocked Grid’s attacks with a small dagger. The black flames and red lightning that exploded were easily extinguished by the demon energy.


  


  ‘So strong?’


  


  Time was fair to everyone. As he grew and developed, other people would also grow and develop. Grid was naturally aware of this. Still, wasn’t there something called a gap? Grid wasn’t convinced this was due to Agnus’ growth, considering he had yet to even summon his death knights and lich.


  


  “Blackening!”


  


  Did he get a special skill like Bentao’s Mockery? Grid thought as he gathered his demonic energy. Although he was filled with great anger, he was surprisingly sober. He decided to rescue the seriously injured Beniyaru and end the fight there.


  


  “...?”


  


  The demonic energy created by Blackening was destroyed like it was a lie. Blackening stopped, and the skill effect didn’t occur. Baal grinned at the baffled Grid. “It is stupid to rely on demonic energy in front of me.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Hahat! You haven’t even noticed? Unlike Pagma, you have a stupid side.”


  


  What was this nonsense? The frowning Grid, who didn’t understand Agnus’ ridiculous babble, belatedly realized something. With white skin and long fangs as well as eyes which had blackened whites, Agnus’ appearance was different from usual. It was reminiscent of Grid in his Blackening state...


  


  [Fighting energy has reached the maximum!]


  


  “...!?”


  


  His fighting energy was already full...? This was the fastest speed ever.


  


  “Who are you?!” Grid got goosebumps. The feeling of cold sweat flowing down his back was unpleasant.


  


  Baal replied to the trembling Grid’s question, “I sit on the throne of hell."


  


  “It is fun to watch the pretensions of the gods and the humans."


  


  “Ah~ I’m a very free person.”


  


  This would be enough for an explanation. What would Pagma’s Descendant’s look like when he learned Baal’s identity?


  


  “Kukuk...?” Baal was expecting to see despair fill Grid’s face, but he ended up stiffening. There was no change in Grid’s expression. He didn’t look too surprised in the first place.


  


  ‘He isn’t afraid of me...?’


  


  Grid urged Baal, who was in a state of discomfort for an unknown reason, “So who are you?”


  


  “...” Baal was someone huge. He was like the final boss who protagonists always dreamed about fighting. Baal had met many heroes and saw something in common among all the heroes he had seen. They were wise, regardless of their ability. The heroes of Baal’s time were as intelligent as him. It was possible to exchange 10 meanings with a single conversation, so sometimes there was even a rapport.


  


  ‘Yet why this person...?’


  


  Baffled by the unexpected reaction, Baal was stiff for a moment before shouting, “You are truly Pagma’s Descendant! More intelligent and despicable than any hero I’ve ever seen. It is exactly like Pagma.” 


  


  “...?”


  


  “You immediately noticed that I have no time and decided to waste time... Huhu, it is a bit disappointing. I will have to postpone seeing your skills until the next time.”


  


  “...?”


  


  What did this person keep saying? It happened when Grid was cocking his head with confusion. Baal moved at a speed that was hard to catch even with Grid’s transcendent senses and reached Beniyaru’s side in an instant.


  


  “I’m glad I still have time to finish the job.”


  


  “Wait!”Grid hurriedly rushed through a sword dance. The four fusion sword dance was completed in an instant, threatening Baal.


  


  However, Baal was already reaping Beniyaru’s breath. “Haha, I’ll see you again next time.”


  


  The moment that Grid’s sword was inserted into Baal’s torso...


  


  [The duration of Assimilation is over.]


  


  Baal’s ego returned to hell, and Agnus regained control of his physical body. Death was in front of him. Agnus, who reflexively attempted to use Bentao’s Mockery, quickly stopped and gathered Beniyaru’s body into his corpse inventory. Then Agnus turned to ash.


  


  “I was told Beniyaru had to die anyway. So what was the point of the rescue attempt...? Huh?” Grid remained in the rotten forest and suddenly closed his mouth. He belatedly found Zibal.


  


  Zibal was admiring him in many ways. “You are truly great.”


  


  “What? No, wait.” Grid was surprised. “The grandmaster? Why is he here?”


  


  Was he a sleeping prince in the woods? Why was he sleeping here? Grid clicked his tongue and tried to reach for Zikfrector, but he was blocked by Zibal.


  


  “It is no use trying to wake him up because it doesn’t work. Shouldn’t your priority be avoiding him? The Neo Red Knights will be coming soon, and it will be hard for you to deal with them alone.”


  


  “Yes, I will call Piaro.”


  


  “That unlucky person... In any case, the grandmaster will come to visit you when the time comes.”


  


  “Hmm... Are you acting with the grandmaster?”


  


  “That’s what happened.”


  


  “It is a good side to stand on.” Grid grinned. The Red Knights finished up and were coming. Since they were exhausted, the battle against the Yatan Church must’ve been hard. “Since you said so, I will step back today. I’m busy.”


  


  Grid pulled out a return scroll and ripped it without hesitation. Before meeting the world tree again, he wanted to look at Euphemina’s status.


  


  As Grid disappeared, Zibal shook his head. “What a scary guy...”


  


  It might not be the main body, but he was amazed that Grid could be so calm despite meeting 1st Great Demon Baal.




  Chapter 1107


  In the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom, Reinhardt...


  


  Lauel’s eyes widened as Grid informed him about what happened in the forest. 


  


  “Isn’t that Baal? No, there is no doubt that it is Baal?”


  


  “It is impossible.” Grid denied Lauel's speculation. “Baal is almost like a final boss. The timing is too early for him to appear and there was no strength.”


  


  The basis for Grid’s thoughts wasn’t poor. The great demons Belial and Berith boasted a fearsome strength. Putting aside other players, even Grid had seen the ease at which they caused despair. If the identity of the great demon he encountered in the forest was Baal, the absolute monarch of hell, Grid would experience a sense of fear that would be hard to endure.


  


  However, Grid hadn’t been afraid.


  


  “It makes no sense for a final boss to appear in the body of one user. It is too unbalanced if a specific player can borrow the power of a final boss. The S.A Group shouts about balance all the time and wouldn’t allow such a situation.”


  


  “Aren’t you allowed to borrow Braham’s power?”


  


  “Braham isn’t a final boss.”


  


  “I think that for an average person, Braham or Baal are just as fraudulent.”


  


  “In any case, it is different. That must not be Baal,” Grid reiterated, “He was even less powerful than the grandmaster.”


  


  He wasn’t talking casually. The demonic energy that was emitted from Agnus’ possessed body was lower than Great Demon Berith. No, it wasn’t much better than Belial. If the grandmaster hadn’t been asleep then it would’ve likely been forced on the defensive by the grandmaster. It was too weak to be 1st Great Demon Baal, even if Baal was subjected to a number of penalties by possessing a player’s body.


  


  Of course, the fact that Grid’s fighting energy filled up so quickly, the great demon freely using shunpo, and the great demon destroying Grid’s demonic energy meant it was likely to be a higher ranked great demon. However, this didn’t mean it was Baal.


  


  “Didn’t he say he was the master of hell’s throne?”


  


  “Is there only one throne in hell? Hell has 33 territories and 33 great demons that each rule a territory. There are naturally 33 thrones.”


  


  “Agnus is Baal’s Contractor.”


  


  “It is difficult to assume that Agnus is involved with Baal just because he is Baal’s Contractor. I’m not contracted with Belial or Berith but I can use their power. It isn’t strange if Agnus can borrow the power of other great demons through some method, such as runes.”


  


  “Still, didn’t the great demon know Pagma very well? Shouldn’t Baal know Pagma the best among the great demons since Pagma was the previous Baal’s Contractor?”


  


  Pagma—this was the core point. The demon who descended into Agnus’ body had a high understanding of Pagma and compared Grd to Pagma. That’s why Lauel saw that Baal was the identity of the great demon.


  


  However, this was also denied by Grid. “Pagma was someone who single-handedly prevented the hell army’s invasion of the Behen Archipelago. There would be more than one great demon who fought against Pagma. Most of the great demons who participated in the war, not just Baal, would know about Pagma.”


  


  “Hmm... indeed." Lauel conceded. Grid was the Hero King who purified the Behen Archipelago and he went directly to Asgard to meet the gods. His understanding of the great demons and gods transcended Lauel’s knowledge. Lauel’s guess was less likely to be correct than Grid’s guess. “Then who do you think descended into Agnus’ body?”


  


  “Is it Amoract?”


  


  “You mean Yatan’s First Servant that Braham talked about.”


  


  “Yes, he is the one most likely and willing to intervene.”


  


  “Nevertheless, he seemed to be hard-working if he is running the Yatan Church behind the scenes...”


  


  “...?”


  


  “It is a bit unreasonable to say he is a very free person who has fun watching the pretensions of the gods and humans every day...”


  


  “Then it must be someone else. In the first place, what is the importance of his identity?”


  


  After all, it was a great demon who could only be expressed through the medium of items or skills. The power of the great demon attached to the rune wasn’t a match to the power of the living great demons and the assimilation with Braham had obvious limitations. The same was true of the great demon who borrowed Agnus’ body. He could just think of it as part of Agnus’ power. Did he need to waste time being stuck on this issue?


  


  Grid didn’t want to discuss it any longer. Just thinking about Agnus was disgusting.


  


  “There is a separate problem to worry about right now.”


  


  Grid shared the quest information. It was the quest from the world tree.


  


  [Early Death] 


  


  [Difficulty Level: SS


  


  The world tree wants the death of the dark elf, Beniyaru.


  


  Help the world tree by killing Beniyaru.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Beniyaru’s death.


  


  Quest Reward: Slight increase in affinity with the world tree. The linked quest ‘Search’ will occur.


  


  Quest Failure Penalty: None.


  


  *This is a quest that has already been cleared.]


  


  “...??”


  


  Lauel was also perplexed. The world tree had existed since the beginning and embraced all things like a mother. The sentence that he or she wanted to kill an elf was strange.


  


  Grid explained, “The world tree has determined that Beniyaru is the cause of the darkness outside.”


  


  The elves were pure but more stubborn than necessary. Their self-determination meant it wasn’t easy for them to be corrupted. If Grid hadn’t rescued the elves...


  


  The world tree claimed that in the situation where Grid rescued the elves from Kir, Beniyaru had willingly assimilated with the darkness.


  


  “Look at the next quest.”


  


  Early Death was a quest that ended the moment that Beniyaru died. Grid brought up the information of the new linked quest.


  


  [Search]


  


  [Difficulty: S


  


  


  The world tree determined that the Beniyaru active in the Gauss Kingdom’s forest is a fake. The world tree suspects that the ancient species ‘rafflesia’ is responsible for this. The rafflesia have been a major threat to the forest visitors and tribes since ancient times since they nourished the darkness in the heart.


  


  Please search for the location of the rafflesia, who hold Beniyaru’s main body.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Find the rafflesia.


  


  Quest Reward: Slight increase in affinity with the world tree. The maximum affinity with Beniyaru.


  


  Quest Failure Penalty: None. Beniyaru’s death.]


  


  “Ah... the world tree is aware that Beniyaru is nothing more than a fake clone. It has unique insight from the beginning.”


  


  “In the first place, don’t the ancient species only inhabit the forest of the world tree? That’s why it is exceptionally knowledgeable about the ancient species. In any case, is there anyone with good searching skills among Overgeared Two or the Overgeared Shadows? You know that I don’t have search-related skills, so I want to be supported by explorers or assassins.”


  


  It was just a quest to find the rafflesia, not fight them. In fact, it was easy for a quest with an S-grade difficulty. Grid had no reason to refuse when it was an opportunity to rescue Beniyaru without taking a great risk. Why did he want to rescue Beniyaru?


  


  One of the strongest of the ‘12 Te’, Grid calculated that it was important to build a favorable relationship with her and enter into a contract with her. He had also fought together with Beniyaru and shared her grief and anger. Grid’s desire to help her blossomed like a spring flower.


  


  Lauel clearly knew this and smiled, “It isn’t easy to search the forest of the world tree. Unfortunately, the Overgeared Guild is lacking a talent that specializes in searching.”


  


  “Shit. Is that right? It is no wonder why no one came to mind.” 


  


  “There is only one outsider who is just right for this job.”


  


  “Outsider?”


  


  “Yes,” Lauel's finger pointed at Grid's chest, “A man who is fascinated by Your Majesty.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “It is the first ranked explorer, Skunk. He will help Your Majesty.”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  ‘He has acted terribly since obtaining Kyle.’


  


  Sighing had become a habit. Resh, the knight who served 2nd Imperial Prince Dulandal, felt like he was walking on thin ice every day. Dulandal had failed to give up on his ambition for the throne and conducted secret negotiations.


  


  “I will liberate the forests of your nation.”


  


  Dulandal sent letters to many kingdoms. It was a letter stating that with the power and authority of an imperial prince, he would reclaim the forests stolen by the elves. Then they would have to work closely with him in the future. It lay the groundwork for a supply of armed forces to take away the throne.


  


  It was a very obvious proposal but surprisingly, many royals agreed. No, all the royal families who received Dulandal’s offer accepted it and asked for salvation. They wanted to reclaim the forests as soon as possible and were very dissatisfied with the current power situation.


  


  They were forced to feel increasing dissatisfaction and anxiety because they were being destroyed while the empire and Overgeared Kingdom were sucking up honey. They hated the empire that only favored the Overgeared Kingdom. They hated the empire that released the different species in the name of unity while neglecting them. There was even a suspicion that the empire was using the excuse of unity in order to destroy them.


  


  Then Dulandal made his proposal. He was just as disgruntled with the new empire and had the power to save them.


  


  ‘The position of the other kingdoms makes sense. However, Dulandal’s greed is too much.’


  


  Dulandal still had many supporters. No, it was more than ever before. The corrupt nobles threatened by Basara willingness to intervene in politics and the economy, unlike the former emperor, gathered around Prince Dulandal. Furthermore, Kyle’s recent return from the Ruins of the War God meant Dulandal’s force was no longer inferior to the dukes. If he had the power of the other kingdoms then he would become a force that the empress could no longer ignore. The empire might undergo a huge conflict.


  


  ‘There is no way Empress Basara doesn’t know about this...’


  


  It would’ve been ideal if Basara stepped in and cut off the buds. Yet strangely, Basara neglected Dulandal. It was rumored that this was the will of the former emperor, who asked her to take care of his children. Still, what was the point if she was killed while trying to protect the will of the deceased? 


  


  ‘No, from the empress’ point of view, Dulandal must be an eyesore. Maybe she is deliberately leaving Dulandal alone to obtain the justification to break the will.’


  


  It was time to decide. Should he remain with Dulandal, who would surely become a traitor, and suffer all types of dangers and damages? Or should he think of the benefits if Dulandal’s rebellion succeeded and take the risk?


  


  ‘Shit, the penalty I will receive when breaking the oath of loyalty is so big. Am I forced to stay?’


  


  A knight’s loyalty was an obligation. Knights who broke their vows would suffer a great loss. It was why player knights might be abandoned by their masters but they couldn’t easily betray their masters. Resh was struggling with a heavy heart when a notification window rose in his vision.


  


  [Your master Dulandal has given a new command to all knights.]


  


  [A quest will occur.]


  


  [Reclaim the Forests]


  


  [Difficulty: S


  


  I can’t help but lament the illegal occupation of the forests by the dirty different species.


  


  Now is the time to fight for human peace, rights, and dignity.


  


  We will work with the innocent victims to liberate forests across the continent.


  


  Quest Clear Condition: Liberate three forests.


  


  Quest Clear Reward: A medal of military merit. The linked quest ‘Reclaim the Forests II’ will occur.


  


  Quest Failure: Durandal's confidence in you will drop.]


  


  “Kuoong...”


  


  He should wait and observe a bit more. Under the guidance of a senior knight, Resh left the empire with a heavy heart.




  Chapter 1108


  “Ah, it is really dirty.”


  


  Was it because the weather was too hot? Grid quickly stopped this line of thought. The Comet Group’s diamond capsule, which was favored by Grid, helped maintain the ideal body temperature. South Korea might be experiencing a heat wave of 36 degrees Celsius but Grid’s temperature was perfect as he connected to Satisfy and his discomfort index was zero. 


  


  Still, Grid continued to be annoyed and felt unpleasant. Swear words kept coming out from his mouth involuntarily. He had been in this state since he went to the Gauss Kingdom. He felt like there was a constant ringing in his ears. Why? What was this? Grid thought about it and realized the cause of his anger was Euphemina.


  


  “Damn.”


  


  He couldn’t concentrate. Grid, who had wanted to make an item while waiting for Skunk, finally left the smithy. Then he sent a whisper to Euphemina.


  


  -Hey.


  


  Two hours ago—it had been before he met Lauel.


  


  Grid returned to Reinhardt and contacted Euphemina first. It was to check if she was okay. Grid had asked anxiously several times and Euphemina had smiled and replied that she was fine. 


  


  -Are you still worried? I’m really fine.


  


  As usual, Euphemina responded with a voice that was as bright as possible.


  


  -I didn’t drop any items and the experience can be recovered quickly. Compared to you, I’m still at a low level so the experience is good...


  


  -I heard earlier that you are fine.


  


  Grid interrupted Euphemina. His voice was slightly shaking. It was a shaking that came from anger.


  


  -I can’t stand it so I have a small bone to pick.


  


  -...?


  


  -You, didn’t you say you wanted to become stronger to help me?


  


  -...


  


  -Was that a lie? In fact, you just needed time to chase Agnus and lay down your life for him, rather than becoming stronger.


  


  -Grid.


  


  Euphemina was very surprised. Grid always cared about his colleagues. He unconditionally respected and understood his colleagues’ choices and actions, yet he suddenly became sarcastic and annoyed.


  


  -Is Agnus so good? Are you fascinated by him?


  


  -It isn’t like that. I just...


  


  -You can only use the excuse of pity once or twice!


  


  -...


  


  -Is he your pet dog that can’t live without you? Is it normal to remove your gallbladder for a stranger out of compassion? You’ve already helped him many times! That jerk helped Irene and Lord so I tried to understand him many times and repaid him! Yet what is the result? That son of a bitch killed you! You died!


  


  -It wasn’t Agnus who killed me but the different being who possessed him...


  


  -Shut up! Why do you always try to understand him when you are betrayed every time? Are you his family? His lover? Or do you want to become his lover?


  


  -...


  


  -...!


  


  The angrily shouting Grid was stunned and shut his mouth. His colleagues, friends, and family. He always felt gratitude and affection for those who led him to who he was today. One of them was Euphemina. Without her, he wouldn’t have obtained the water clan or gained so many victories in the process of founding the Overgeared Kingdom. He had subconsciously appreciated and cared for Euphemina.


  


  Then why was he acting so angry and bitter toward her? Was he crazy?


  


  ...No, he wasn’t crazy. This was a very lowly feeling. It was jealousy. He didn’t like that his colleague was caring about others more than him. It was enough to overshadow his gratitude and commitment.


  


  ‘Damn.’


  


  Grid was filled with self-loathing when Euphemina’s voice was heard in his ears.


  


  -I’m sorry.


  


  -No, no. I’m the one who is sorry.


  


  -No, it’s my fault. I couldn’t fathom your heart. I was obsessed with Agnus because he was poor and pitiful, not because I didn’t care about you. I was aware that Agnus is your enemy and has damaged you on several occasions, yet you care so deeply that I thought you would understand my selfishness.


  


  -...


  


  -How many times have you been disappointed and angry with my selfishness? I'm sorry. You can be angry. No, you have to be angry. Really... I’m really sorry.


  


  Euphemina’s voice trembled. It was a tremor that came from sorrow, not anger. She was really apologetic to Grid. He had silently indulged her behavior over the past several years and tried to understand her. It wasn't because he was strong. It was because he had a wide heart. She believed he would understand her forever.


  


  ‘How angry must he have been every time he saw my selfishness...’


  


  Euphemina’s heart shook. She had been unaware of how harsh and selfish she had been to Grid. Now she realized how much patience Grid had endured and how much he sacrificed.


  


  -I'm sorry... In addition, thank you.


  


  -...


  


  -Thank you for sacrificing your feelings, hiding your wounds, and always smiling at me instead of showing anger.


  


  Expressing honest emotions wasn’t something that anyone could do. Euphemina was happy after knowing this fact.


  


  -Now I think that I am recognized as your friend.


  


  -...You know that I’ve always thought of you as a friend. However, thank you for telling me this.


  


  -Kukuk... Do you know?


  


  -What?


  


  -When I talk to you, my heart is warm. I’m happy because you’re so supportive and warm.


  


  -I don’t think so. I just become angry or confused every time I encounter something I don’t like.


  


  -Okay. Please carry a whip around. I’ll stick out my butt at any time.


  


  -What the hell? Who do you think is a barbarian?


  


  It felt like his old age was peeling off. Without his knowledge, the sadness deep in his heart was washed away and his heart and mind became refreshed. Sometimes he needed to be honest...


  


  If he cherished the other person, took care of them unconditionally and only said good words, it would make him tired. A refreshing smile appeared on Grid’s face as he learnt a new fact. At this moment...


  


  ‘Ah.’


  


  Grid was stunned. Once his displeasure and stuffy mind were released, he realized that he had overlooked something. He whispered to Lauel.


  


  -Lauel!!


  


  -...Kukuku, I answer in the name of the demon king. Red blood flows through my eardrums to my throat...


  


  -Agnus has taken the body of the dark elf.


  


  -...Hmm. Agnus’ purpose must’ve been the dark elf from the beginning.


  


  


  -Yes. What do you think is the reason?


  


  -The reason is obvious.


  


  It was revealed during the Stone of Life incident. There was only one purpose behind Agnus’ actions. It was the resurrection of his old lover. In other words...


  


  -He is trying to use the body of the dark elf as a ‘crafting material’ to make a doll resembling his old lover.


  


  -Damn...!


  


  The dark elf taken by Agnus wasn’t real. It was just a fake. It couldn’t produce the result that Agnus wanted. A different being would definitely be born. What if the resurrected lover was a monster he hadn’t expected?


  


  ‘He will go berserk.’


  


  Grid had seen Agnus’ madness over and over. Agnus was often rational enough to make people wonder if it was real or acting, but in any case, he wasn’t normal. If the berserk Agnus recalled that Grid and Euphemina were at the scene when Agnus acquired the ‘fake dark elf’, it wouldn’t be unreasonable for him to fire the meaningless arrows of resentment at the Overgeared Kingdom. 


  


  Grid felt it was urgent.


  


  -Lauel, I think you have to figure out the exact identity of the great demon who possessed Agnus.


  


  -Wasn’t it Amoract?


  


  -I just mentioned a name I knew. Don’t you know?


  


  -Yes, I noticed that you found it annoying and unpleasant to talk about Agnus so you didn’t think much.


  


  -Am I too pathetic?


  


  -No. You sometimes get agitated when talking about people you don’t like. It is like the cat next door that often loses its temper.


  


  -Cat next door...?


  


  -Every time he comes out for a walk, he always poops in my garden. Initially, the smell varied but it was so plentiful and the smell so severe that I was stressed out. Despite spraying a bottle of perfume, it was useless. 


  


  -I-I see.


  


  -Ah, the great demon who possessed Agnus is indeed Baal.


  


  -Eh?


  


  -I went to talk to Sticks because Your Majesty seemed to be in a bad condition. Sticks is convinced that the great demon’s identity is Baal.


  


  -Convinced?


  


  -Yes, it isn’t speculation based on circumstantial evidence but a conviction based on clear evidence. In Genesis, Baal is the only one among the great demons who can proclaim himself as the ruler of hell.


  


  -...Amazing. Baal had no force...


  


  -The next time you meet, Baal might be different. The Baal that descended into the human body was nothing more than a piece of his ego.


  


  -A piece of his ego?


  


  -Yes, the Baal who descended into Agnus didn’t have his strength limited. He was just a small section of Baal. Depending on the next part of Baal that descends, his tone and personality might completely change.


  


  -...


  


  -In any case, Agnus has a terrifying power. Maybe we’ll have to help him make the right doll. 


  


  Lauel had already reached the conclusion that he had to stop Agnus from running wild. He reassured Grid.


  


  -I’ll take care of it so you don’t have to worry. Your Majesty should focus on Your Majesty. The promised meeting time is approaching.


  


  Grid nodded as he saw a familiar face in the distance.


  


  -Thank you, Lauel.


  ***


  


  


  Everyone knew the Black Knights and the Red Knights were the strongest knight divisions of the empire. However, not everything was revealed to the world. Out of the hundreds of knights that existed in the empire, 99% might be arranged in the line of the Black Knights but there were rare exceptions. One exception was Dulandal’s Black Knights.


  


  They were the best knights division raised with a tremendous amount of money and effort. It was an organization that Dulandal, who liked to brag, called the ‘royal guards.’ Among them, the high ranker Resh was just the rank and file. 


  


  ‘...It is easy to get a medal.’


  


  Resh and the Black Knights had already explored seven forests. He gained a medal every time he cleared the ‘Reclaim the Forests’ quest and he was already on the third linked one. This meant the process of reclaiming the forests was extremely easy. Only approximately 10 elves and hundreds of beasts guarded each forest, so they weren’t the opponents of the Black Knights. 


  


  “...”


  


  Resh tracked down the elves with his senior knights and sighed deeply as they turned to ash. He wasn’t happy at all that he gained two medals which increased all stats by +2. He couldn’t be happy. The elves had believed in the empire’s declaration of liberation and entered the forests of various kingdoms.


  


  After hundreds of years of suffering due to humans and finally being able to defend the rights of nature, they were slaughtered by the imperial knights without knowing why. For them, they were betrayed again. Resh was pained since he knew the history of the elves through his many quests. He felt like a terrible villain and that his hands were dirty with filth.


  


  “It is a holy war for humanity.”


  


  A senior knight saw Resh’s dark face and patted him on the shoulder, yet Resh didn’t feel any comfort. This massacre wasn’t a holy war. He knew it was a tragedy just to satisfy Dulandal’s ambition.


  


  ‘Of course, the actions of the elves when taking over the forests were wrong. Still, can’t there be a conversation?’


  


  If they wanted to know why the elves occupied the forests. If they wanted to know how to liberate the forests, ask the elves for a conversation. The elves weren’t idiots and their actions obviously contained this meaning. However, the kingdoms that had been deprived of their forests didn’t attempt to communicate with the elves. Wasn’t it enough that they were deprived of their forests by a different species? Now they had to have a conversation to reclaim it? They thought it was shameful.


  


  “...?”


  


  Resh was gulping water in this self-destructive mood when he doubted his ears.


  


  One of the Five Pillars, Kyle. He was dubbed as the ‘lightning god’ by Dulandal because he kept emitting lightning after visiting the Ruins of the War God. “This war of attrition won’t end. In any case, the elves are scattered throughout the continent. It is better to take over the forest of the world tree, which will currently be empty.”


  


  ‘Is he crazy?’


  


  The senior knight protested on behalf of Resh, who was so shocked that he forgot to swallow the water. “Sir Kyle, the forest of the world tree is the sanctuary of the world tree. Entering there with weapons can be considered an act of blasphemy... Keok.”


  


  The senior knight that Resh had longed to be like. He was a very loyal knight despite his frustration. That’s why Resh had been drawn to him and thought of him as an ideal. He died of a slit throat.


  


  “...?”


  


  Just like that? In Resh’s dazed field of view, he saw Kyle holding the senior knight’s head. Kyle’s current appearance—where lightning, instead of red blood, flowed through the blood vessels of his eyes—made him look inhuman. To put it nicely, it was like a celestial god had descended. To put it badly, it was like the devil had climbed up from hell.


  


  “I didn’t know there was a heretic among the prince’s knights.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “The only gods recognized by the empire are the gods of Asgard, such as Goddess of Light Rebecca and War God Zeratul. The world tree? What type of heretic sanctifies a tree?”


  


  “...”


  


  “Prince Dulandal has given me the authority to lead you. Don’t say anything and just follow me. Let’s go. I know the location of the world tree.”


  


  At this moment, Resh was convinced. This couldn’t be allowed. If Dulandal rose to the throne, no one could handle the tyranny of his right arm, Kyle.


  


  ‘I have to film this to make sure that no player supports Dulandal...’


  


  Resh’s vision was blurry with tears as he started to record the video.




  Chapter 1109


  Tak... Tak tak tak.


  


  His hands were trembling because of excitement. It was hard to press the capsule operation button, which he had been pressing every day for years.


  


  Ttalkak.


  


  After a minute of wandering, his fingers settled down. The lid of the capsule opened with a mechanical sound reminiscent of the sound effects in sci-fi movies. This was his haven, the unique space where he could be freed from the reality that was worse than hell.


  


  “Luna...” 


  


  Agnus staggered as he sat in the capsule.


  


  ‘Soon... It is coming soon...’


  


  Agnus had been forced to stay logged out after the two consecutive deaths from the day before. He couldn’t sleep all night due to intense exhilaration and emotions. His reunion with his lover...


  


  His only heart’s desire would soon be fulfilled.


  


  ‘..In this world, I will see you.’


  


  Along with the hollow promise, Agnus’ consciousness was transmitted to Satisfy. Waiting for him to wake up in the depths of hell was...


  


  -Are you finally starting?


  


  It was Baal leaning against the throne. His face was obscured by a dark shadow, and Agnus couldn’t see it. Even so, he seemed to know. This person was smiling. He was laughing at Agnus. Baal was present, ready to ridicule and taunt Agnus. Despite knowing this...


  


  “Deceased Creation.” Agnus used a skill.


  


  It was an ultimate skill, like Grid’s item creation and Kraugel’s swordsmanship creation. Agnus went through the process of several system inquiries. Finally...


  


  “I... Luna Caroline...”


  


  Strength entered Agnus’ dry hands that were holding the portrait of his lover. His vision was blurry, and he was unable to speak. The answer the system required wasn’t ‘resurrection’ but ‘creation.’


  


  Yes, the system kept informing him, ‘You aren’t resurrecting your old lover. You are just creating a body that borrows the image of your former lover. They are completely different. There will be no memories in the body. Her body and mind will be cold. It will be rotten filth—not hot blood—that flows through the body. It will be hatred—not affection for you—that circulates through the heart.'


  


  ‘Keep this in mind. The two are different.’


  


  The warning struck Agnus’ heart.


  


  “I… Luna Caroline… ...I will make her,” Agnus struggled before linking the words.


  


  At his words, a miracle occurred. On the altar, the Stone of Life, the body of the dark elves, and the blood and bones he had collected were swirling together. A black light exploded. Death was born.


  


  “Ah... Ahhh...” Agnus’ mind went blank for a moment. His rationality changed. He only hugged the dead body that looked like the lover from his memories.


  


  “Luna...”


  


  “...”


  


  [There was a degraded item among the materials used for the creation of the dead.]


  


  [The deceased you created will be rated lower than the usual standard.]


  


  [The deceased you created, ‘Luna Caroline’, has a rare rating.]


  


  [The low rating has resulted in ‘Luna Caroline’ having poor intelligence.]


  


  [The low rating has resulted in ‘Luna Caroline’ having a body that is easily damaged.]


  


  All types of notification windows popped up. They all had unpleasant contents. Still, Agnus didn’t care.


  


  ‘His Luna’ was the most precious thing in the world.


  


  How could her worth be discussed?


  


  -Humans really run away easily.


  


  Baal laughed bleakly on the throne.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  Creepy and bizarre tentacles soared from the ground. The autumn leaves fell out of season and exploded. The flowers emitted a terrible stench that numbed many senses.


  


  “Disperse if you don’t want to be dragged by the tentacles! Spread out!”


  


  “However, we have to stick together if we want to block the arrows!”


  


  The Sword Knights invaded the forest of the world tree at Lightning God Kyle’s command. They suffered a crisis from the beginning of the forest. Hundreds of hiding elves didn’t stop shooting arrows, so they had to wield their shields and swords without a break.


  


  “Pant... Pant...”


  


  Resh, who was only the rank and file, was already seriously injured. The distinction of ‘high ranker’ was common among players. He had cleared the hidden quests thanks to Grid and Coke, and his level rose rapidly. Resh reached level 367, but he was still just sewage in this place. The elves, who were hiding in the giant tree while shooting a rain of arrows dense enough to cover the sky, mostly had a level similar to or higher than Resh.


  


  ‘The standard of the main army is different. At this point, Kyle must be panicking.’


  


  Resh barely blocked an arrow that flew at his eyes and looked around him. He could see his colleagues being forced on the defensive. Even the talented knights of Dulandal were helpless in front of the world tree’s forest, which formed an ideal fortress.


  


  ‘We can’t break through.’


  


  Thorny vines surrounded the forest area while bushes blocked the march. There were also the towering giant walls which were created after thousands of years. The beasts crawling from the walls were larger than monsters, and the elves perched on the walls were marksmen. Who could break through here with force?


  


  ‘The former emperor didn’t lock up the elves in here.’


  


  It was more appropriate to say the empire hadn’t invaded this place. Even the Red Knights knew that invading here was an act of suicide. Resh’s mouth curled up.


  


  ‘You’re in trouble, Kyle.’


  


  Kyle’s judgment that the elves should be trampled on with force was a foolish misjudgment. They were much stronger and more demanding opponents than the senior knight he had killed. He would be punished for ignoring the conventions. Dulandal would learn about his failure and...


  


  


  Yes, everything would flow in the right direction. The moment Kyle failed, the elves’ power would be revealed to the world. The other kingdoms would no longer try to subjugate the elves. Instead, they would communicate with the elves and achieve true unity.


  


  Resh, who became a knight to defend justice, believed and hoped for this. He hoped that the enemy he had to cut down in the future would only be evil. He honestly didn’t want to fight these beautiful elves any longer. However—


  


  Resh didn’t give his life to the elves’ arrows. He wielded his sword and shield with all his might. Although he might not want to fight, he was determined to survive to the end. He had to film Kyle using brute force and the knights who were victimized by him as much as possible.


  


  Then it was only for a moment. A stream of electricity swept past Resh’s cheeks and caused a giant tree to explode.


  


  “Ack!”


  


  Three elves died in an instant.


  


  “...?!” Resh looked back and was stunned. Kyle stood behind him with no signs of agitation. He had anticipated the strength of the forest that was like a solid fortress.


  


  “I want to save my strength, but I’ll help you out a little bit.”


  


  A current was emitted from Kyle’s entire body. The waves of electricity, reminiscent of Magician King Goldhit’s great magic, stretched out in all directions and penetrated the entire forest instantly. The beasts fighting with the knights, the plants wielding bizarre tentacles, and the elves firing arrows from the giant trees were all electrocuted and fell to the ground. The large-scale skill cased mass paralysis. It was reminiscent of the blue dragon summoned by Grid. No, it was much faster and more efficient than the lightning that struck down from the sky.


  


  “Why do you look like you’re watching the sunset?” Kyle urged the blankly staring knights as hundreds of elves fell from the tree. “Isn’t it easier to kill them while they are paralyzed?”


  


  “Cough...” The knights hesitated as they approached the fallen elves. As knights, they were reluctant to aim their swords at those who couldn’t resist.


  


  ‘They are enemies.’


  


  ‘If we don’t kill them, we will die.’


  


  It was ridiculous to talk about reason in a war. The knights had no choice. They grasped their sword while avoiding the poisonous gazes of the fallen elves. It was the prelude to a massacre. At this moment...


  


  “A knight must act fairly!” Someone shouted a verse from an old chivalry vow. “Knights, you must not kill those who can’t resist! It is the same on the battlefield!”


  


  These were the shouts of Knight Resh.


  


  “...”


  


  Many of the passages in the chivalry vows weren’t realistic. Chivalry was an ideal created by knights who died and lived by it, so it was safe to say that it contained the extremes of inefficiency and was unrealistic. That’s why people laughed at the chivalric code. However, most knights became knights because they were fascinated by the chivalric code.


  


  “...”


  


  Resh’s shouts stopped the hundreds of knights from acting. However, it was only for a moment. It lasted for less than a second.


  


  “Kyaack!”


  


  “Keok!”


  


  “Ugh...”


  


  The knights hesitated for a moment before starting the slaughter. They stabbed, cut, and killed the elves who couldn’t resist. 


  


  A long period of time had passed since they became knights. Reality was more precious than their ideals. They had experienced not eating and had gone through dozens of experiences, and they had families to protect. More than anything else...


  


  “The master’s command is higher than the chivalric code.”


  


  The last verse of the chivalric code gave them an excuse to compromise with reality.


  


  “Ah...”


  


  The death throes...


  


  Red blood soaked the land and the trees. Tears and hatred encroached on this mighty forest.


  


  Resh stared blankly at the horrific carnage.


  


  “Resh! Wake up! We will die if we don’t kill them!” The knights forcibly pushed a sword into Resh’s hand.


  


  Resh was an upright person. They didn’t hate the youngest knight who still shouted about justice, just like them on the first day. Rather, they often wanted him to stay the same. However, the knights had to compromise with reality. They had to force Resh to slaughter the elves. If Resh didn’t change his attitude, he would be executed by the furious Kyle.


  


  “Resh! Hurry!”


  


  Kyle was getting closer and closer. His blazing gaze was staring straight at Resh’s back. The anxious knights urged Resh, but he was still in a daze. He felt a deep sense of skepticism. 


  


  Shit, he couldn’t understand why he was here doing something wrong. He started Satisfy because he wanted to experience the lives of the knights in the movies he had longed for since he was a kid. Additionally, Satisfy was a game. Games were a means of entertaining people. So why? Why did he have to go through this X thing every time?


  


  ‘Should I just quit?’ Resh gritted his teeth as Kyle came up behind him.


  


  Kyle’s hand, covered with an electric current, was pointed at Resh’s neck.


  


  “After a heretic, it’s a traitor? This is an organization that needs reform.”


  


  “Shut up!” Resh’s fury exploded as he recalled Kyle’s senseless murder of Geon, the senior knight who had taken care of him for many years. He cried out with all his might, squeezing out his power and swinging his sword back. Of course, it was useless. It was clear that Kyle, who was beyond the dukes, wouldn’t allow the attack of one player to reach him. Kyle lightly avoided Resh’s sword and released an electric current.


  


  “Weakness is sin.”


  


  It was a fact that no one knew about, but Kyle was a follower of the war god. Kyle took the logic of strength for granted, and Resh felt it.


  


  ‘Grid might’ve been able to expose this guy’s weak side...’


  


  Originally, it was a thought that couldn’t continue to the end. Kyle would shoot the electric current, and Resh should’ve died.


  


  “...?”


  


  Yet he was still alive? Resh was perplexed.


  


  Then he saw a strange and unfamiliar back. It was a woman with white hair down to her waist. She wore full plate armor, carried a large shield, and held a sword in a solemn posture. The woman was also a knight—a knight more virtuous than anyone in this place.


  


  “Mercedes...?”


  


  “Your conviction—it is wonderful,” her beautiful voice echoed through the forest dyed with a red film. The electric current flowed through the shield while the legendary knight wielded the White Tiger Sword, cutting off Kyle’s hair.


  


  “You...!” Kyle was about to counterattack when he suddenly stopped at the sight of the red armor from two generations ago which was now an antique. Three armed knights and a blond man in a blue cloak fell to the left and right of Mercedes.


  


  “What, what? Did you want to say hello to the world tree while passing by? Then what are these enemies?”


  


  “Little Mercedes. Did you do this deliberately?”


  


  “It’s a coincidence.”


  


  The knights in red armor had a normal conversation in the middle of the battlefield. There was no fear or nervousness. Rather, Kyle was the one who was a bit nervous. It was because of one thing.


  


  “Electric Eel Kyle. You’ve grown a lot since the last time I’ve seen you.”


  


  “Asmophel...!”


  


  They were the former Red Knights who led the empire’s golden age—the single-digit knights.




  Chapter 1110


  After being crowned the empress, Basara’s first task was to admit and apologize for the empire’s past mistakes. That’s how they could move forward. They weren’t the empire of the past. All the misdeeds, wrongs, and mistakes of the past empire hadn’t been committed by her. For her, it was just history that had passed...


  


  If she used these excuses to ignore the mistakes of the past generations and not take responsibility, who would comfort and appease the victims of the empire? Who could erase the wounds that had been rooted in them and their descendants? Could she discuss a future with them?


  


  For the continent’s unity and peace, Basara knew she had to take full responsibility.


  


  “Unbelievable...”


  


  The eyes of the Sword Knights shook. There was a woman with three sword scars in the center of her face, a short man without a left ear, and an elderly man with different colored eyes. The knights knew these people who were armed with the old red armor.


  


  Amelda, Kentrick, and Dante—they were the single digit knights who led the empire’s golden age along with Piaro. They were the idols of the Sword Knights.


  


  “Thank you... Thank you, Goddess of Light.”


  


  The knights suddenly started to pray. They were trembling. Thanks to the truth Empress Basara had revealed, the knights knew that Piaro and the Red Knights weren’t traitors. No, they were still heroes. The knights knelt and shouted in unison, “Sir Amelda! Sir Kentrick! Sir Dante! It is an honor to see you again!”


  


  Their eyes were red and wet. The heroes, who had been unfairly accused of being traitors, had gotten betrayed by the country they had devoted their lives to and even lost their families. The knights didn’t dare imagine the anger, hatred, and grief the heroes would’ve felt over the years. However, the knights were grateful for their survival and would honor their wounded hearts, hoping they could recover even a small bit.


  


  Amelda laughed. “What, what? Is this real? Have we been cleared completely?


  


  Kentrick spoke in a somber voice, “Those who were chasing us a few years ago to kill us are now honoring us...”


  


  “...” Dante was silent.


  


  All three of them didn’t welcome this. Rather, it was absurd and unpleasant. That was a natural reaction. What was the point of their names being restored when they had already lost everything? There were no family members or colleagues left for them to rejoice with. All that was left was revenge. Their honest feeling was that they wanted to point their swords at the soldiers and knights of the empires who had harmed their families.


  


  “Calm down,” Mercedes restrained Amelda’s killing intent. She had already figured out the situation.


  


  ‘Empress Basara apologized and made reparations to all nations and people who were damaged by the empire. The empire’s treasury is empty. The moderates accused her and stuck to Dulandal. In the process, Dulandal had Kyle punish the elves in order to negotiate with other kingdoms.’


  


  Mercedes guessed this perfectly because she was aware of Dulandal’s nature. During the time when she was the first knight, she often encountered the imperial family, and her knowledge of Basara and Dulandal made it easy to gain insight into the situation.


  


  ‘A fight can’t be avoided.’


  


  In the past, Grid—her liege—had fought to protect the elves. It was her duty to protect them for her liege.


  


  Mercedes’s gaze turned to Kyle. Among the Five Pillars, he was unusually favored by Juander. He might’ve been regarded as the weakest of the pillars, but his potential was great.


  


  ‘He must be a lot stronger than he was before. I will have to deal with him carefully.’


  


  The empire and the Overgeared Kingdom were building an alliance. It meant they shouldn’t fight one another. However, the Overgeared Kingdom had signed the alliance with Empress Basara, and Dulandal wanted to take the throne from Basara. Even if she fought Dulandal’s minions, there was little concern that it would become an international incident. The moment that Mercedes finished her calculations...


  


  “Stop with that tone which is looking down on me,” Kyle, who had been watching the situation like Mercedes, opened his mouth to say. He had also grasped the situation. “You are still treating me as a child when you have been wasting away for more than 10 years.”


  


  Kyle’s expression was stiff. He let out electric currents as he faced Asmophel with a stern expression and tone.


  


  Asmophel smiled bitterly. “I have never looked down on you or treated you as a child. I’m just admiring you because you’ve really grown up.”


  


  Amelda interrupted, “Hehe, heh. That’s right. Kyle was dwarfed by his peers. Now he is totally grown up. By the way, it doesn’t match. Wasn’t Kyle a model student? You were always polite and respectful to everyone. Then what is with this tone and expression? Huh, huh? Have you become an imposing person?”


  


  “This is treating me as a child. Amelda, you haven’t changed at all. Aren’t you ashamed of using that childish tone when you’re so old? Or did you get a head injury while living as a fugitive?”


  


  “What? I’m still in my 30s, my 30s! I’m not a grandmother!”


  


  “Kuk...! Kukukuk!” Kyle suddenly burst out laughing. He was laughing at himself for being nervous a while ago. Kyle had been remembering the past.


  


  Asmophel who had been the deputy head of the Red Knights led by Piaro and a pillar of the empire, the Fifth Knight Amelda, the Seventh Knight Kentrick, and the Ninth Knight Dante... In the past, they were dazzlingly strong. They would stand beside the emperor while Kyle didn’t dare to even set eyes on them.


  


  However, that was more than 15 years ago. Over the years, Asmophel had been enchanted and drugged while the other three were mentally and physically exhausted as they fled the empire. It wasn’t strange that they had lost their skills from their prime. 


  


  No, it wasn’t a problem even if they regained the skills from their prime or developed beyond that. At present, Kyle was overwhelmingly strong. He worked under the former emperor to become a ‘pillar’ beyond the Red Knights, and he was recently chosen by the war god.


  


  Kyle stepped into the realm of transcendence. The way he saw it, Legendary Knight Mercedes was the only one to be wary of among the uninvited guests. Even she had yet to fully mature in the years since she became a legend. There was no need to be nervous against them.


  


  “Asmophel,” Kyle laughed for a long time before saying, “I think your personality is the worst ever. Not only do you call me ‘Electric Eel’, but you also betrayed your friend Piaro out of a sense of inferiority and framed him. Still, I didn’t know you could be so shameless. You are now calling upon your old colleagues who were branded as traitors and lost their family members because of you. I would’ve never dreamed of being reunited with them, even if I were sorry.”


  


  Kyle hated Asmophel in the past. At that time, he hadn’t been familiar with life in the imperial palace. Feeling afraid, Kyle would choke and wave his hands every time he met someone’s eyes, causing him to be called Electric Eel. Kyle still had vivid memories of when the people around him laughed at him. He wanted revenge.


  


  Therefore, at this moment, he mocked the man blocking his way, rather than killing him straight away. Asmophel’s response was different from expected. He wasn’t angry or ashamed. Instead, he just smiled bitterly.


  


  “I reunited with them to take responsibility for my sins. I was obliged to meet them. Additionally, the way I treated you in the old days...” Asmophel couldn’t finish his explanation. Lightning struck the spot where Asmophel stood. Asmophel’s gaze sunk as he jumped to the side to escape.


  


  


  Kyle spoke from the ground, “It was sour. Now choose. Are you going to leave here or will you die by my hands?”


  


  The answer came straight away. “This is a land King Grid protects. I won’t leave, nor will I die.”


  


  “Okay. Then try living.” Kyle released a surge of electric currents. It was the large-scale magic that paralyzed the elves. Electricity was the unique attribute that Kyle was born with. In his childhood and adolescence, Kyle had been afraid of this attribute but not anymore. He was able to fully control and use his power. It was thanks to Juander, his own effects, and War God Zeratul. 


  


  [Physical defense isn’t possible.]


  


  [You have suffered 15,900 damage.]


  


  [You are paralyzed for 5 seconds.]


  


  “Ugh...!” 


  


  The current had a terrifying effect on those whom Kyle perceived as enemies—Mercedes, Asmophel, Amelda, Kentrick, Dante, Resh, and the elves. Resh was electrocuted despite raising his shield, and he sat down, convulsing. His trembling gaze turned to Mercedes.


  


  Then he saw it. The electric current fired at Mercedes’s group was deflected by sword energy.


  


  Kentrick was furious. “To use such a weak attack against us, he must really see us as obsolete.”


  


  Amelda also inflated her cheeks. “Right, right! How much have we done in order to survive!”


  


  Dante spoke for the first time, “Don’t mock the adversity we have experienced.”


  


  “...!” Resh’s eyes widened with surprise.


  


  The three knights moved quickly and approached Kyle, attacking him. One of them had speed and sharpness and was called ‘a genius who appears once in 100 years’ by the commander of the Sword Knights. Amelda’s two swords stabbed at Kyle, but Kyle’s electric current blocked the attack. Kentrick dashed and aimed at Kyle. Then Kyle kicked at a rock on the ground to block the path of the broadsword. Dante’s mace smashed into Kyle’s chest at the same time.


  


  “Ah...”


  


  Resh and all the Sword Knights lost their souls. The number of blows that Kyle and the single digit knights exchanged in a second was beyond their common sense, so it was hard not to be amazed. The booms continued without a break. Kyle continued to use the currents as a weapon while retreating, and he was pursued by the three knights.


  


  ‘It is ignorantly strong.’


  


  ‘It is a combat method that relies solely on his innate attributes.’


  


  ‘He can’t beat our experience of overcoming life and death struggles for decades.’


  


  The three knights estimated the odds. Kyle used the electric currents to deal with every situation and didn’t use any martial arts or swordsmanship. If the electric currents were like his limbs, then it would be sufficient to cut them. The three knights cut apart the currents like they were a monster with nine heads.


  


  Three sharp sword energies filled the air and tore the currents to shreds. Kyle was exposed, and the three knights didn’t miss this gap. The weapons of different shapes and trajectories pierced Kyle. No, they seemed to pierce him.


  


  “Bah.” Kyle’s upper body receded sharply and soon touched the ground. All of the knights’ attacks reached nothing. Then Kyle’s fist sprung up like a spring and struck Dante’s chest precisely. At this time, the scattered currents once again concentrated on Kyle’s fist.


  


  There was a balloon popping sound. Dante coughed up a handful of blood, lost his momentum, and fell to the ground.


  


  “Fairly good...!” Amelda cried out as she stabbed at Kyle’s thighs. The currents swirled, and his tiny body was blown into the air. Kentrick’s broadsword rushed in through the gap! However, it was caught by Kyle’s hands and stopped.


  


  This wasn’t what the three knights had expected. Kyle hadn’t only trained and strengthened his attribute. He had also acquired an amazing level of physical skill. It was no wonder that he was a follower of the war god.


  


  “Such a monster...”


  


  He was more skilled than the dukes. His ultimate talent was so atrocious it wouldn’t be strange if it were given the modifier of ‘strongest on the continent.’


  


  ‘Nothing has changed.’


  


  The Sword Knights would slaughter the elves as scheduled...


  


  Resh felt despair.


  


  “Bloom,” Asmophel’s clear voice echoed through the forest right then. A large flower bud rose above Kyle’s body. It was transparent and red, and it consisted of sword energy. 


  


  “...!” Kyle’s face turned white. Blood was pouring out from his nose and ears.


  


  “I won’t kill you,” Asmophel declared before moving his sword again. Beautiful flowers blossomed from Kyle’s body as his blood soaked the forest.




  Chapter 1111


  ‘Did Grid learn his swordsmanship from Asmophel?’


  


  Resh’s misunderstanding was natural. Asmophel’s swordsmanship, which depicted the birth and death of a flower, looked like the final evolution of the Flower sword dance that Grid introduced recently.


  


  Fire Sword Asmophel...


  


  The skills of a person hailed as the pillar of the empire along with the current legend Piaro were as great as claimed by the rumors Resh had heard. The bud that blossomed in Kyle exploded. The destructive power that didn’t allow any screams stirred the forest.


  


  In the midst of the explosion, the ragged Kyle popped out. He didn’t lose any momentum despite his body being covered with blood.


  


  The eyes of Amelda, Kentrick, and Dante shook.


  


  “W-What? Why is he fine?”


  


  “Well... he seems to have pushed the exploding force away with his own power.”


  


  “...”


  


  The three knights knew. In the past, Asmophel had remained as number two because of the limitations of his swordsmanship. Asmophel’s swordsmanship produced a powerful explosive force using sword energy and had a strong wide-area destructive power, but it was relatively weak against single targets and consumed a lot of health.


  


  It was why Asmophel lost every time he faced Piaro. Yes, Asmophel had never won against Piaro. However, with the exception of Piaro, he didn’t lose to anyone. Why? Piaro had the unique ability to disperse the explosive force of Asmophel’s swordsmanship.


  


  That’s right. In the memories of the three knights, Asmophel was the ‘man who couldn’t cross Piaro but who put the world at his feet.’ Now, Kyle was a monster if he could deal directly with the sword energy of a great swordsman.


  


  ‘Piaro-grade...’


  


  The former emperor, Juander—the incompetent and foolish man who sent all of them away had actually chosen Kyle with an accurate perspective...? The three knights were engulfed in displeasure and bit their lips.


  


  Meanwhile, Kyle was tangled up with Asmophel. He used his superior form that overwhelmed the single digit knights. Swinging his entire body, he did not show Asmophel any gaps. A diagonal elbow struck Asmophel in the shoulder. Asmophel’s sword stabbed at Kyle’s abdomen while he aimed his fist to the other side of the sword. Kyle raised his knee to block Asmophel’s sword as he concentrated the electric currents in the elbow that was crushing Asmophel’s shoulder. Asmophel’s body was briefly electrocuted.


  


  With an appearance that was obviously from a noble lineage, Asmophel’s fine face was punched and crushed while his blue cloak was covered with dirt. Kyle caught up with Asmophel and pulled the fluttering blue cloak. Then Asmophel’s body was trapped on the ground, and he was slammed, slammed, slammed against it! Kyle’s fists started to fall in succession.


  


  “Hahat! Hahahahat!” Kyle was in a frenzy, and he recalled the moment when he received the divine message of the war god. The great god had presented Kyle, who had been shabby in comparison to the other pillars, with the ultimate martial arts after he lost one arm to a monster and completely lost his confidence.


  


  Kyle had learned seven secret techniques as he wandered around the ruins in the past few months and experienced the miracle of a god. Not only did he recover his lost arm, but he was also able to further strengthen the currents flowing through his body and control them freely.


  


  This was the power of a great god. In the long run, Kyle would jump over the grandmaster and no longer feel afraid of the monster who took away his arm. The moment he received the ultimate martial arts, he would go to the heavens... 


  


  Kyle believed this and became convinced of it at this moment. He was certain that he could realize his faith. The fact that he alone was overpowering the single digit knights, who had led the empire’s golden age, caused him to feel ecstasy.


  


  “Hat...?” Kyle, who had been swinging his fists excitedly, stopped laughing. He suddenly felt a sense of alienation. It was because Asmophel’s condition was relatively fine. Asmophel continued to be hit by Kyle’s fists, but his nose wasn’t even sunken in, let alone his skull.


  


  ‘The skin of transcendence?’


  


  Had Asmophel risen to the point of transcendence with pure talent? No, it was impossible. He wasn’t that great. Kyle’s sharp gaze turned to the blue cloak that covered part of Asmophel’s face.


  


  ‘Don’t tell me...?’


  


  Was that cloak absorbing his attack power? This mere piece of cloth? Despite his denials, Kyle grabbed Asmophel’s cloak and stripped it off. A blade rose through the gap in the swirling cloak.


  


  “Don’t touch it. It is a treasure that my king gave me,” Asmophel’s voice only continued after Kyle’s chest was pierced with the sword.


  


  Asmophel rose as he pushed at Kyle’s shaky upper body, drawing a half moon with his sword and throwing his sheath. The moment Kyle was cut, he released an electric current that blocked the sword energy released. The sheath that was thrown two meters into the air never fell back to the ground.


  


  The shockwave and magnetism generated by the two men caused the sheath to continue dancing in the air. Several flowers bloomed during the dozens of collisions. Asmophel’s biting sword energy was quickly drained.


  


  On the other hand, Kyle was currently emitting a turbulent electric current, and he didn’t lose momentum. For Kyle, the electric current was a constantly circulating force. It wasn’t consumed. It was an infinite power. Asmophel’s sword energy bloomed, obstructing Kyle’s vision and sweeping at Kyle’s collarbone. It was deflected and Asmophel hurriedly moved back. Kyle’s Force Palm was persistent and struck Asmophel’s chest. The sheath that danced in the air finally fell.


  


  “Cough!” The shaking Asmophel swallowed his screams, but he was bloody. He felt the pain of his intestine being torn and realized something. This wasn’t the young man who used to be daunted. Kyle was stronger than Juander had hoped he would be. 


  


  There wasn’t the number two person who kept following the back of the number one person. Asmophel was no longer number two. He wasted a lot of time regretting everything and became stagnant.


  


  ‘If only I had met King Grid a bit earlier...’


  


  No, if only he had awakened before King Grid came to him. No, if he hadn’t fallen for Marie’s tricks. No, if he hadn’t been jealous of Piaro in the first place... 


  


  It was a life marked only with regrets. The shameful past went by him like a kaleidoscope. At this moment...


  


  “...” Asmophel’s eyes lost their light.


  


  Resh turned pale when he saw Asmophel fall, and he urged Mercedes and the three knights, “You should help him!”


  


  “...”


  


  “You’re his colleague!”


  


  There was no imperial knight who didn’t know Asmophel—the corrupted hero and the jealous traitor who sold his friends and colleagues. Asmophel’s reputation had been turned upside down after the new empress, Basara, revealed the entire truth. He was no longer hailed as a hero.


  


  Still, the knights in this place had started to admire Asmophel again. Being with the colleagues he betrayed meant he had been forgiven for most of his past sins. Resh and the Sword Knights were vaguely aware of how much courage he needed to seek forgiveness and how much sacrifice and pain he had suffered. The knights felt that Asmophel was truly great and cheered for him to wash away the mistakes he made through the hard-earned opportunity.


  


  However, Asmophel was going to die.


  


  “Haven’t you already forgiven him?”


  


  “...”


  


  


  “Then why...?! Why are you turning away without helping?” Resh shouted as he denounced them.


  


  He had no affinity with Asmophel, so he shouldn’t have felt great emotion when Asmophel was struck. Nevertheless, there was a reason why he felt resentment toward Mercedes and the former single digit knights who were just watching the battle.


  


  Resh’s gaze was aimed at Mercedes as he shouted, “No matter how much you hate him...! A knight shouldn’t abandon their colleagues!”


  


  Mercedes was the only knight that had been trusted by the emperor who distrusted knights, and she has been sent to the Overgeared Kingdom after becoming a legendary knight. Resh admired Mercedes, which meant he couldn’t tolerate her cowardly behavior even more. 


  


  Mercedes, who had been staring silently, finally opened her mouth, “You...”


  


  There was a dazzling smile on her face. “You don’t know.” 


  


  The three knights continued the conversation like they had been waiting to do so.


  


  “Do you think the deputy chief would be beaten so easily?”


  


  “He is the most insidious person I have ever known. That’s why he betrayed us.”


  


  “Killing the deputy chief... It will be us.”


  


  “...?!” Resh was bewildered by the hard to understand words when his eyes widened. Asmophel, who allowed Kyle’s attacks in succession, rolled a few laps on the dirt floor and lost his sword. For a knight to lose his sword—it meant death. 


  


  “This is the end!”


  


  Convinced of his victory, Kyle continued to release the current. He collected it at the end of his hands and shot it at Asmophel. No, he groaned before he shot it. It was because Asmophel threw the sheath at Kyle’s eyes.


  


  “Kuack! Y-You cowardly bastard!”


  


  Asmophel acted like a dog begging for life just to reclaim the sheath that he had thrown away earlier...? He lost his sword just to lower Kyle’s vigilance and to grab the sheath...? The reason he constantly exposed his belt during the battle was for this moment...? He was a terrible guy.


  


  Kyle lost his sight and stepped back.


  


  “You wished for fairness from garbage like me?” Asmophel’s indifferent voice rang out. All emotions had left the moment his eyes lost their light. He abandoned his morals just like the day he betrayed Piaro and his associates. The difference was that today he was acting for Grid, not himself.


  


  “My king has commanded me to come back alive. Therefore, I can’t die yet.”


  


  Honestly, he wanted to die. He felt ashamed, sorry and pained. The moment he made eye contact with his old colleagues, he felt the desire to bite his tongue and kill himself. However, the words of his king were still with him. King Grid had told him not to die. Thus, Asmophel had to put up with it. He had to live. He had to win.


  


  [Your knight Asmophel has exhibited the unique characteristic ‘Power of the Number Two!’]


  


  “...Asmophel?” Grid had just arrived at the World Tree’s Forest when the notification window popped up.


  


  Far away from Grid, Asmophel was asking Kyle a question, “Do you have the intention of withdrawing? The empire and the Overgeared Kingdom have formed an alliance. I don't think we need to fight for our lives.”


  


  “What nonsense are you talking? You have hindered my way and tarnished my honor. Above all, you are weaker than me. It makes sense to die according to the providence of power.”


  


  “I see. I’m sorry. You are stronger than me, so it will be hard for me to subdue you without killing you.”


  


  In his prime, Asmophel had never lost to anyone except for Piaro. It was because his ‘standard’ was Piaro. He might be weaker than Piaro, but Asmophel was confident that he could beat his opponent if he could only follow half of Piaro’s skills.


  


  [Your knight ‘Asmophel’ is thinking of the back of the number one goal.]


  


  “Free Farming Altered Style.”


  


  A large shadow devoured the area, and a pillar as large as the branches of the world tree could be seen falling from the sky. It was a concentrated body of suppression energy, not sword energy.


  


  “W-What is this?”


  


  The shadow engulfed Kyle.




  Chapter 1112


  ‘I will kill you because you are stronger than me.’


  


  Asmophel’s serious declaration contained a misuse of words. It was the right of the strong to kill or spare someone. If the weak talked about life and death, then it was likely that anger would rise beyond the absurdity.


  


  ‘Daring to deny the providence of power—this is a blasphemy against the war god!’


  


  It happened from the time he experienced the miracle of the war god. No, Kyle had already become a fanatic the moment he peeked at the ultimate technique presented by the war god. Dignity and rule of law were all created by strength. He was fully educated in this type of belief and only revered strength.


  


  'I will teach you providence. You will learn with your death.’ 


  


  Kyle gritted his teeth. He was certain there were no variables to worry about as he knew the meaning of Asmophel’s ‘Fire Sword’ title and his Flower technique.


  


  ‘I just need to watch carefully.’


  


  Most people didn’t know it, but Asmophel’s swordsmanship didn’t only exert power when it blossomed. It also exerted power when it gave out a sparky glow. Kyle needed to be careful, but if he paid attention, there was nothing Asmophel could do to make up for their difference in skill.


  


  After being hit by the sheath, Kyle’s eyes started to recover quickly. The electric current became his blood, his flesh, and then his bone. It was the result of using the best regeneration technique, just like when he restored the arm that he had lost a long time ago. This was a power he had learned because of the war god. It was literally a miracle.


  


  ‘The method consumes so much stamina that it is hidden in a number of secret techniques.’


  


  There was no chance. Nothing would work against him... 


  


  “Free Farming.”


  


  “...?” Kyle, who was wary of Asmophel, doubted his ears as he checked his recovered vision. Supreme Swordsmanship, the swordsmanship that was passed through Piaro’s family for generations—it was the power that symbolized Piaro. Kyle never dreamed that Asmophel would use Supreme Swordsmanship.


  


  ‘...No, did I hear it wrong?’


  


  He was so perplexed that he was mistaken for a moment. It seemed to have been a different name from Supreme Swordsmanship. (TL: Supreme Swordsmanship and Free Farming are only different in one character, so they sound similar) 


  


  Still, it was only for a moment. Kyle’s thoughts were complicated.


  


  “Altered Style.” Asmophel succeeded in reproducing the power of the number of Piaro.


  


  “W-What is this?” 


  


  Kyle’s currents, which had been spread out like a spider web in all directions in preparation for Mercedes’ intervention, started to vibrate simultaneously. It was a warning of danger.


  


  “...!?” Kyle belatedly noticed the forest was covered by darkness and looked up reflexively. Then he witnessed it. A huge pillar was falling from the sky.


  


  ‘A tree trunk?’


  


  It had the form of a trunk that had been increased by thousands or tens of thousands in size. The falling pillar was covered by thousands of thorns. They were big and sharp thorns that would pierce the body with a slight touch.


  


  “You’ve mastered a weird trick!”


  


  The Power of the Number Two—Asmophel’s unique characteristic that developed out of his desire to surpass the number one was a power that Kyle didn’t know about. He never imagined that the basis of the farming method reproduced by Asmophel was Piaro.


  


  That’s right. Asmophel wasn’t using Piaro’s Supreme Swordsmanship. Where did he learn a strange skill with a name so similar that it made him sound cool?


  


  Kyle became incandescent. It was the first time he showed off his power, which had previously only been used for attack and propulsion. He became an electric current itself. One foot late, a pillar fell over Kyle's head. It devoured Kyle without a trace and crushed the entire forest within a 20-meter-radius.  


  


  “Uh... Uhhh?”


  


  “...”


  


  Mercedes was able to see Asmophel’s abilities with Keen Insight. Everyone except for her was speechless. She knew Asmophel was strong, but she hadn’t known it was to this extent. Asmophel’s power, which caused a disaster to fall onto a single human, shocked the Sword Knights and the former single digit knights.


  


  Player Resh was also surprised in a different sense.


  


  ‘Is he also a farmer?’


  


  Free Farming—the dramatic play of the legendary farmer Piaro against Great Demon Belial was a video that received billions of views. Resh never thought Asmophel could use it as well...


  


  Was the Overgeared Kingdom a training center for farmers? Were the former single digit knights gathered together because they wanted to be farmers? Then it happened when Resh was thinking seriously.


  


  “Pant... Pant... Grab the elves and flee.” In the silence, Asmophel barely opened his mouth while gasping roughly. “I didn't kill him.”


  


  Simultaneously, a flash of lightning flew toward Asmophel’s chest. It wasn’t just one. The lightning struck again and again, turning Asmophel’s body into rags. Finally, Asmophel sat down like a broken doll. Then the bombardment stopped. The white light stopped by Asmophel and gradually took a human form. It was Kyle’s hand that viciously grabbed Asmophel’s golden hair.


  


  “You have humiliated me in all sorts of ways. This weak thing... This weak thing!” Kyle gritted his teeth.


  


  His body, which had shaken off the electric current and returned to human form, was almost half crushed. It was an unexpected result for Kyle. In the electric current state, his body didn’t involve any physical force, and his resistance to all properties was significantly increased. With such a formula, it meant that he was expected to be fine, even if he was hit by the pillar.


  


  However, the pillar was a concentration of energy superior to sword energy, and it was powerful enough to seriously injure the electrified Kyle. It was natural. Asmophel recreated Piaro’s suppression energy that was the power of nature itself. It was impossible for Kyle to fully handle the power that destroyed even the body of a great demon.


  


  “Kuaaaaah!” Kyle roared as he almost died to an opponent weaker than him. He had sinned against the war god by denying the providence of power. It was clear the war god would be disappointed in him. He might not be able to learn the ultimate technique.


  


  


  “You...! You!!” All sorts of anxiety and anger shook Kyle’s sense of reason. He was unrelenting in his desire to kill Asmophel. A spear of electricity aimed at Asmophel’s neck. Of course, his attack was in vain. It was because Mercedes came out. A shield surrounded by sword energy changed the trajectory of the electric spear, and simultaneously, Kyle’s jaw was hit. The ensuing attack was a kick with rotational power.


  


  “...”


  


  Kyle’s appearance of being successively struck in the chin and back like a frog confused many people. Would it be so easy for her to beat the person who defeated three single digit knights and Asmophel alone?


  


  ‘...No, it won’t be easy,’ the Sword Knights denied it. Even Resh, who wanted Kyle to die, had this thought, ‘Is he so hurt and agitated that he let down his vigilance for a while?’ 


  


  It was as expected.


  


  “Kuoock...! Shit! Dammit! Like one! Like one...!” Kyle rose up again.


  


  There was blood in his eyes as he electrified his left arm and swung it like a whip. It all happened in an instant. Resh and the Sword Knights simple saw it as ‘a lightning bolt struck Mercedes’ head.’ However, Mercedes stood up and blocked that lightning bolt with her shield.


  


  “This is crazy!”


  


  Every time Kyle wielded the whip, the Sword Knights saw flashes of lightning. Eventually, dozens of lightning bolts were created at the same time, and they flew to enter Mercedes’ defense. Even so...


  


  “...”


  


  Mercedes was fine without a single scratch. Her white hair wasn’t in disarray, as if not even static electricity was allowed to touch her. Kyle was speechless. Mercedes’ sheer speed and agility prevented all close combat while his electric currents were nullified by a single shield. It wasn’t even an iron shield. 


  


  ‘Even if the electric currents are offset by sword energy, it is normal for the residuals to remain.’


  


  It was a natural phenomenon for the residual energy to seep into the shield, transfer to the armor, and electrocute Mercedes. So, how did she manage to block it? In the incomprehensible chaos that deepened, Kyle continued to wield his whip as he suddenly realized something. His vision was blurring.


  


  “Ah...” Kyle looked down at his body. His ribs were all crushed, and his back was half torn. White bones were exposed below his rattling left shoulder. It wouldn’t be strange if he died soon. Out of instinct, most of the electric currents were invested into wound recovery, which would weaken his damage. Since the opponent was a knight with Keen Insight, his weak spots would’ve been attacked without his knowledge.


  


  ‘It isn’t possible.’


  


  There were no odds of victory. He hadn’t calculated that he would suffer so much damage from Asmophel.


  


  Stagger. One step.


  


  Stagger. Two steps.


  


  Kyle slowly stepped back from Mercedes. He was making calculations.


  


  ‘At this point, even the arrogant 12 Te would be running over.’


  


  The 12 Te had heavy buttocks. They thoroughly maintained their position unless it was a very special case. Now that the World Tree’s Forest was so badly damaged, it should count as one of the special cases.


  


  ‘I have to leave here.’


  


  It wasn’t too late. If the Sword Knights shielded him, he would be able to avoid Mercedes’ pursuit. However, even his Origin True Energy would be exhausted if he got surrounded by the 12 Te. He needed to hurry.


  


  “Retreat. Buy me some time,” Kyle commanded.


  


  “...I don’t want to,” the Sword Knights refused the order.


  


  “...??” The perplexed Kyle shouted, “I am an agent of Prince Dulandal! Here, I am your master! You dare to reject the orders of your master despite being knights?”


  


  Kyle was ugly in his fury. The Sword Knights squirmed, but it was Resh who stepped forward.


  


  “We have already broken the knight’s chivalric code once. It was at your command. It isn’t hard to break the chivalric code once more.”


  


  “But this isn’t about the chivalric code. It is treason! Do you think Dulandal will keep you alive?”


  


  “I feel like I will die if I fight here. If I’m going to die anyway, I will choose to avoid killing meaninglessly.”


  


  Resh and the Sword Knights looked around. The elves were holding their bows. They had surrounded the knights from the moment that Mercedes’ group arrived. There was no way for them to survive anyway.


  


  “Disgraceful... I’ll tear you apart and kill you...”


  


  Kyle wouldn’t die. He might take a lot of damage without the knights as his shield, but he would eventually be able to escape. Kyle started to raise his Origin True Energy, and the currents that surrounded him grew to an unprecedented strength. At this moment, unidentified figures in gray clothing fell around Kyle. One of them bizarrely had his eyes covered.


  


  “Kyle. We received a divine message and have come to save you.”


  


  It was the appearance of the followers of the war god active on the West Continent. They tried to use the Light Footwork Technique to take Kyle away.


  


  “All of you can’t run away.” Mercedes blocked the path of the followers with a white transparent sword.


  


  “...!?”


  


  The cries of a tiger filled the forest. Arrows poured down like rain, bushes hindered their vision, and there were sharp thorns and bumpy rocks. The war god followers, who had been leisurely breaking through all the obstacles, lost their balance and started to fall down.




  Chapter 1113


  “Ah...”


  


  It was the sword which was created by Sword Saint Kraugel and Overgeared King Grid and used by the legendary knight Mercedes. There were exclamations all over the place when the World Crushing Sword of the Noble White Tiger revealed its form. The blade was white and transparent like Mercedes’ skin while the crown-shaped knuckle bow grip seemed like a significant work of art, a symbol of power and prestige. Yes, art. It was likely to decorate an emperor’s wall.


  


  Then what was the reality? The White Tiger Sword wasn’t an ornament. It was a war weapon where all the elements that made up the sword specialized in combat. The sword combined with Mercedes’ unstoppable movements to become an ideal state.


  


  “...?!”


  


  The White Tiger Sword roared, the ground shook, and the forest swelled. Arrows poured down like rain, and bushes hindered their vision. There were also sharp thorns and bumpy rocks. The war god followers, who had been leisurely breaking through all the obstacles, lost their balance and started to fall down.


  


  Only one person was different. One man, who had his eyes blindfolded, used his restrained hands to maintain his balance in the air.


  


  Mercedes stared at the cloudy dust that was falling over her head. The White Tiger Sword and the follower’s restraints collided. The earth once again trembled from the shockwave that followed. A mighty storm sprang up and shook the surrounding bushes. It was a sight that made it seem like the wrath of a god had struck the world.


  


  ‘Is this the strength of a legend?’


  


  Resh and the Sword Knights murmured to themselves. At this moment, they had new thoughts. Even Kyle, who had previously believed he was the supreme, escaped the well he was in and realized he was actually inferior to Mercedes. They all tried to understand Mercedes’ movements and the intent contained in them. They had faith that their status would rise rapidly as soon as they understood.


  


  Mercedes wasn’t as fast as Kyle, but it was clear that she transcended a human being. She moved at a normal speed that Resh’s eyes should be able to follow, but it was strange. Resh clearly saw Mercedes’ movements. They were so sophisticated that they were obvious. Of course, this was one in 100 moves. Furthermore...


  


  “Hup...?”


  


  After Mercedes’ attacks, a follower with a steel plate tied to his hands let out a faint moan. It was easy to see Mercedes’ attacks that flowed along an honest trajectory, but the follower was baffled. Mercedes’ swordsmanship was like the world tree. The huge pillars stretched out straight, but there were hundreds or thousands of branches at the end, making it transformative. The simplicity of the moves was something they should never be dazzled by.


  


  The follower’s body flew far away and struck a tree with a circumference of more than five meters, Then the follower pierced another giant tree behind it. It only stopped after four additional trees. The knights clearly witnessed him coughing up red blood. Yet the follower came back in an instant and kicked at Mercedes.


  


  Mercedes, who was on the verge of breaking through Kyle’s guardians and cutting his throat, failed to do so and had to step back. The follower who came back with an incredible speed opened his mouth to speak for the first time, “I see. You are the strongest on this continent.”


  


  It was a statement, not a question.


  


  “No. There is a person stronger than me,” Mercedes denied it. She was implying that the West Continent was wide.


  


  The follower’s mouth curved upward. “Indeed... There is no meaningless divine message.”


  


  “...”


  


  The battle briefly entered a lull.


  


  The followers wondered how to keep in check the ‘sword’ and the ever-changing swordsmanship, which specialized in both offense and defense and created an earthquake. Meanwhile, Mercedes was wary after noting that the beings in front of her were ‘followers of the war god.’


  


  ‘They are similar in many ways to the followers of the war god found in the Galgunos Temple. Looking at the techniques they use, they must also be followers of the war god.’


  


  Based on Kyle’s comments about the providence of power and the statements that people came to help him due to a divine message, the possibility of it was 99.9%. Still, one thing was clear.


  


  ‘The temple followers had no sense of reason.’


  


  There were distinct limitations to the followers of the war god roaming the Galgunos Temple, but it wasn’t because the number of secret techniques acquired was small. The absence of reason meant they followed instincts. The temple followers were obsessed only with secret techniques and were weak in all areas where they had to use their heads, including the ability to apply the techniques and identify and control the emotions of the opponents to create variables.


  


  However, these followers had a sense of reason. It was clear that they had mastered even more secret techniques than the temple followers.


  


  ‘They don’t seem easy.’


  


  In particular, the follower wearing restraints was stronger than Kyle, despite not being able to use his hands fully because of his blindfold. The other followers who had endured the White Tiger’s Cry couldn’t be taken lightly either. They were only careless at first, but the attitude and physical ability they showed since then were of a high level. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say they were in the same class as Amelda.


  


  ‘Maybe this could be dangerous.’


  


  Mercedes was alarmed. It wasn’t just because the opponents were strong. She was mindful of the peculiarity of the place. This place—Mercedes had experienced how dangerous the World Tree’s Forest was. A place filled with ancient species... Lurking here somewhere was an enemy that caused her to consume her Origin True Energy.


  


  ‘Being careless here will soon lead to death…’ Mercedes thought this and took up a certain posture. ‘I have to finish the fight as soon as possible.’


  


  Kyle, who was supporting Dulandal, and the attitude of the followers with him would surely be detrimental to His Majesty. Mercedes was convinced of her role at this moment. She would handle Kyle and all the followers. It was for her liege. Her life didn’t matter.


  


  “Amelda, please leave with the other two and Asmophel.”


  


  Mercedes stretched out her left arm and spun around. At this point, she was holding a black sword in her right hand. The White Tiger Sword attacked the blindfolded follower. The follower blocked it, but he became aware of Mercedes’ left hand coming for his neck and hurriedly bent down.


  


  Meanwhile, he raised his legs backward like a crane to strike Mercedes’ neck. The weight of the White Tiger Sword pressing against the restraints suddenly increased rapidly, causing his posture to collapse. Two pillars struck the follower’s shoulders.


  


  ‘This...?’ The follower was slightly shaken by the ensuing hit. ‘Is it the spirit of the white tiger that dwells in it?’


  


  A weapon created with the breath of a sacred creature was rare in the East Continent. How was it in the West Continent? 


  


  The fierce battle continued. Mercedes didn’t give the follower time to think. This follower wouldn’t be beaten easily. The reason he was blindfolded was to awaken his senses. He quickly adapted to Mercedes’ swordsmanship and heeded the variable of the White Tiger Sword.


  


  Their techniques struck each other, causing a shockwave to break out. The clash swept up the both of them.


  


  The follower took one step back and shouted, “My name is Lee Jeong! I once worshipped the expelled gods, but now I am one of the Triad who serves War God Zeratul!”


  


  Like the follower, Mercedes took a step back and wiped the blood flowing from her mouth. “I am Mercedes. I serve King Grid.”


  


  Lee Jeong’s restraints and Mercedes’ White Tiger Sword collided several times. Then they were soon interlocked. The two people were close enough to feel each other’s breathing, and the conversation continued.


  


  “The war god cares for people with abilities like yours. You must’ve seen the foundation of the war god. You would’ve seen the ultimate technique presented by the war god. Why do you serve a human, not a god? Is it because of the pride of a so-called knight?”


  


  “The ultimate item is greater than the ultimate technique.”


  


  “Item?”


  


  “I already have the power of my liege, who has a god-like status.”


  


  “A god-like status? Hahat! What a funny joke!”


  


  “It isn’t a joke. King Grid will transcend the god you serve.”


  


  “Your arrogance has reached a level of madness!”


  


  “Isn’t the god you serve at the height of arrogance? The ultimate technique? Would a farmer dare call himself the ultimate when looking at fields?”


  


  “You are definitely crazy.”


  


  Lee Jeong refused to talk any further. He couldn’t see because he was blindfolded as part of his training, but he seemed to know. Mercedes, the knight who competed with him, must have very good eyes. She was a true warrior who possessed the idea that she should train herself without relying on a god to reach the peak.


  


  ‘You are still young and narrow-minded.’


  


  A human couldn’t surpass a god. He had experienced it and gotten frustrated.


  


  Consequently, he decided he would rather follow the war god.


  


  “Black Death Light.”


  


  ──!


  


  


  A rare talent...


  


  If he showed Mercedes the greatness of the war god, could they become companions? Lee Jeong was filled with some expectations as he used a skill, and Mercedes’ vision darkened. In a world that was only dark, Lee Jeong’s fist penetrated her solar plexus.


  


  ...At least, it should’ve.


  


  “...?!” A frightened Lee Jeong recovered his fist and leaped back. However, it was one step too late. A sharp sword light cut one of his ankles.


  


  Lee Jeong’s voice trembled, “Keen Insight...! You have Keen Insight?”


  


  He covered his eyes because his ultimate goal was to develop a mind’s eye. Yet someone who possessed something higher than the mind’s eye appeared in front of him. The agitated Lee Jeong yelled, “Melsede! You deserve to pioneer the ultimate technique! You shouldn’t be under a human! Join us...!”


  


  “My name is Mercedes.”


  


  “I know! My pronunciation isn’t good! No, don’t change the point!”


  


  “And—”


  


  “...?”


  


  From the beginning to the end, Mercedes’s expression, which hadn’t changed at the height of Kyle’s grandeur, when Asmophel showed Piaro’s power, when the war god’s followers intervened, or even when she was prepared to die, changed for the first time. Anger appeared on her face.


  


  “Don’t demean my liege.”


  


  [Legendary Knight Mercedes has created a new chivalric code.]


  


  “My liege is much better than the gods you serve. In the end, it is about being overgeared.” 


  


  “...?”


  


  “The ultimate is martial arts, martial arts.”


  


  In the end...


  


  “Everything is equal under items.”


  


  [Your knight Mercedes can wear all types of items without any restrictions and will improve the performance of all items worn by 15%.]


  


  “Don’t try to persuade me.”


  


  “...”


  


  What? What type of sophistry was this? Lee Jeong was dumbfounded. By this time, he realized the meaning of ‘overgeared’.


  


  Meanwhile, in the midst of the followers, Kyle was recovering. Believing this was the only way to shake off today’s humiliation, he consumed an Origin True Energy.


  


  ‘Don’t look down on the providence of strength.’


  


  The elves who were weak but pretentious...


  


  The knights who shouted about a pride they didn’t have...


  


  Asmophel who humiliated him...


  


  The haughty Mercedes...


  


  Kyle didn’t like everyone here.


  


  “All of you will die!!”


  


  Kyle recovered and released an electric current with all his power, sweeping everyone in the area away. The elves’ and knights’ bodies were torn apart, and the single digit knights supporting Asmophel sensed a crisis. Even Mercedes didn’t find it easy to endure despite wrapping her shield with sword energy.


  


  Resh was already dying. ‘Sh...it...’


  


  Players had different tendencies. Most players wanted an easy, comfortable, and enjoyable gaming environment. Would any of them read Resh’s intentions? He was in a dying state and would be forced to log out after a certain period of time. Resh, who had been recording the situation, turned the video into a live format rather than a recording.


  


  The YouXube private broadcasting station linked to his account was activated, and the gray landscape he was watching spread to the world in real time. Viewers would flock to it. Someone would come here to this forest and broadcast the next situation.


  


  ‘Let them warn the world of the dangers of Dulandal and Kyle.’


  


  The moment that Resh started praying that, Mercedes rushed forward. Kyle’s followers pressed her at the same time, and even Mercedes couldn’t handle it. Her white hair and skin gradually turned red with blood.


  


  ‘No... It can’t...’


  


  Mercedes was the one who helped him. She was also a legendary knight and Grid’s knight. He couldn’t let her die. He had to come back and help. He should do this, even if he couldn’t help.


  


  ‘Log out..’


  


  Then it happened the moment that Resh shouted voluntarily, trying to hold out against the forced logout time. A lightning bolt slammed into the scene. It made Kyle’s electric current pointless. The true power of the lightning god penetrated Kyle, who had just recovered, and made him vomit.


  


  The supreme...


  


  The black-haired man, who broke through a player’s limits and rose to the point of transcendence, was finally witnessed by Resh.




  Chapter 1114


  With a body that generated electricity, Kyle was a mutant who gave off electric shocks when a person got near him, and he hadn’t been loved by anyone. It had been Emperor Juander who wanted him, even when his parents were reluctant to get close.


  


  Kyle still remembered the bright faces of his parents as they willingly gave their child away. Having been reviled all his life, Kyle tried to shake off the sorrow and solitude caused by his parents and tried to be acknowledged by the teacher the emperor introduced him to. 


  


  After being abandoned by his teacher, he tried to raise his self-esteem that had fallen to the bottom. He worked alone to control his own power, and once he was finally able to control his power, he tried to live up to the emperor’s expectations. Kyle was overcome with great frustration and fear when he lost an arm to the Undefeated King’s descendant, but he tried to overcome it.


  


  He thought his efforts were finally being repaid when he met the war god at the ruins in the Red Sea. The power gained in the midst of really great adversity—Kyle was intoxicated with it. He believed that becoming stronger was the only way to prove his value to the emperor, so he overcame his fear of the Undefeated King’s descendant.


  


  Then he returned to the empire. Waiting for him was the news that the emperor had died. Kyle felt a moment of solitude that he believed he had shaken off a long time ago. The only thing that could sustain Kyle now was power. All he had left was the pride of the strong. Even so...


  


  Even that was lost. He had lost in a place like this and received help from unknown people. If he died like this, it would really be the end. There would be no value in his birth. He would prove that his parent’s choice to abandon him had been right.


  


  “All of you will die!!”


  


  This time, he had to overcome himself. Only then could he move forward. Kyle believed this and consumed his Origin True Energy to recover, releasing all the electric currents in his body at once.


  


  Following a massive explosion, lighting strikes dropped all over the place. Lightning fell to the ground and caused damage. It was a phenomenon that generated electrical discharge. In the end, it all came from electricity, and at this moment, Kyle was the source of dozens of lightning strikes. 


  


  It was like a god. Everyone at the scene was overwhelmed and terrified by Kyle.


  


  ‘It is a great talent. There is a reason for the war god’s love.’ Even Lee Jeong marveled at Kyle’s potential. 


  


  Kyle might still be immature at the moment, but in the very distant future, he would be rubbing shoulders with the Triad...


  


  Lee Jeong was thinking this in the midst of the continuous lightning strikes and screams. Then an unusually loud sound of thunder was heard. The others didn’t care, but Lee Jeong who had long reached transcendence sensed some danger.


  


  “...!?” Lee Jeong turned his head to the source of the sound. An incandescent man had dropped to the ground and grabbed Kyle’s neck. It was a miracle that he managed to tear through the storm of currents which made physical intervention impossible and pulled Kyle out.


  


  “K-Keok!”


  


  When did he get hit? Kyle struggled as he was held by the neck. The remnants of the currents, which had been torn apart, turned into a spear and returned to guard Kyle. Dozens of electric spears penetrated the unidentified monster. However, Kyle still couldn’t breathe. The force in the hand holding his neck didn’t loosen at all.


  


  ‘He’s fine?’


  


  Why? No, even an attempt to figure out what was going on was a luxury right now. He had to survive first. Kyle transformed his body into electricity. He intended to escape from the hand that was holding his neck. Even so...


  


  “...!!!” Kyle felt himself get extinguished the moment he turned into electricity. He was in pain like all the electricity he was made of was burning, and he had to stop his power hurriedly. Even the same electricity had a different voltage.


  


  Kyle’s electricity generation was based on his innate constitution. In the past, he encountered a strange fate and went to the East Continent to receive the blue dragon’s favor. However, this electricity was ultimately generated through the medium of a human body, and the blue dragon only enhanced his natural strength.


  


  In contrast, Grid processed and enhanced the Blue Dragon’s Breath and assimilated the power of the blue dragon itself into the Arrogant Blue Dragon's Boots. If Kyle’s electricity was 10,000 volts or 100,000 volts, then Grid’s electricity—which drew on the power of the blue dragon who oversaw lightning and rain—was one million volts or 10 million volts.


  


  If he had to make an analogy, it was easy to see it as the difference between Pikachu and Raichu. Kyle couldn’t do any harm to Grid when he wore the Blue Dragon’s Boots. A heavy and cold voice entered the ears of the confused Kyle, “It has been a while.”


  


  The shocked Kyle bit his tongue. His struggling body became limp, and an unidentified liquid dripped down. He had pissed himself. The god-like Kyle from a little while ago was gone. Kyle trembled. His newly regrown left arm was engulfed in a burning pain. 


  


  “...”


  


  Could Grid handle all of the war god’s followers and this person with half his health remaining during the duration of Lightning God? An unusual notification window appeared in the vision of the troubled Grid.


  


  [The target has completely lost his will to fight.]


  


  ‘As expected.’


  


  His expectations from several experiences were confirmed at this moment. Kyle—he had been treated like a bug by Braham who borrowed Grid’s body in the past. So, he equated Grid with Braham and still feared Grid. There was no resistance, and he didn’t dare to even look at Grid.


  


  “I’ll look later.”


  


  There was no time to spare for an opponent who wasn’t resisting. In many cases, it was virtually impossible to kill a durable named NPC. Grid let go of Kyle and turned his attention to the silent follower who was blindfolded and restrained. After observing the scene, Grid roughly grasped the situation and was furious with the follower above all else. Most of the wounds on Mercedes’ body were bruises.


  


  “You dared to harm my knight.”


  


  “...!” Lee Jeong’s eyes widened under the blindfold. The identity of the person who quickly beat Kyle with overwhelming force was Mercedes’ master?


  


  ‘There is a reason why she worshipped her master like a god.’


  


  His skin was becoming numb. This was the power of the blue dragon. Why did he witness a power, which he had seen while serving the expelled gods, in this place?


  


  “...I see.” Lee Jeong came up with a hypothesis. “You are allied with the expelled gods?”


  


  “....?”


  


  “It is ridiculous. They aren’t the lanterns of humanity.”


  


  The expelled gods...


  


  The beings that Grandmaster Zikfrector mentioned were emerging here? Grid moved. He couldn’t miss this opportunity to get great information, so he acted quickly. Lightning God only lasted as long as the maximum speed was maintained. Grid had already reached the maximum speed, and he was fast enough to threaten the perfect transcendence.


  


  The panicked Kyle gathered his electric currents and thunder echoed in the forest again. Lee Jeong allowed nine attacks to get through while Grid managed to complete his sword dance.


  


  “Transcended Link Flower!”


  


  ‘Isn’t this swordsmanship...?’ 


  


  Was this man someone who rode in the same boat as the expelled gods?


  


  ──!


  


  In the new quiet that fell, dozens of sword energy blades descended on the iron binding Lee Jeong’s hands. Grid didn’t aim at the restraints. Rather, his attack was blocked by Lee Jeong raising the restraints. However, defense was pointless. This was followed by a thunderous sound again.


  


  


  Lee Jeong’s body shook. The lightning property of the sword energy had electrocuted him. Yet, surprisingly, Lee Jeong counterattacked perfectly. His kick struck Grid’s temple. It was the moment when the willpower of a transcendent overcame the notion of a status condition and the senses of a transcendent overcame speed.


  


  There was just one problem. It was pointless to take a lot of damage and fight back. Lee Jeong’s kick clearly hit Grid, but Grid didn’t receive any damage. Instead, Lee Jeong’s feet passed through Grid.


  


  ‘It is different.’


  


  There were no imperfections. This was a lightning god. Lee Jeong was thinking this when he was struck by Pinnacle Kill. The bleeding Lee Jeong tried to escape, but his escape route had already been blocked by Grid.


  


  “Really great!” Lee Jeong honestly felt admiration for Grid as he once again avoided Grid’s attacks. He counterattacked, but it was once again pointless.


  


  “Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle.” Grid triggered all types of magic and sword energy as four sword dances were sublimated into one. It was a finishing blow.


  


  Lee Jeong’s intuition warned him of danger. ‘I have to release my restraints...!’


  


  He had made the wrong judgment. After all, he wasn’t the only one with experience. Lee Jeong realized in hindsight and resented the restraints he wore for training.


  


  [The duration of Blackening is over.]


  


  Grid slowed down dramatically.


  


  [Lightning God has been turned off.]


  


  The white light winding around Grid’s body disappeared. However, Grid wasn’t upset. He had been calculating the duration of the skill. Grid had already taken control of Lee Jeong and completed Transcended Link Pinnacle Kill. The skill would hit. Victory or defeat in this fight had already been decided.


  


  Grid judged this and calmly swung the Enlightenment Sword.


  


  “Black Death Light!” Lee Jeong was someone who fought evenly with Mercedes while wearing restraints. He wasn’t someone Grid could handle without the Lightning God state.


  


  “...?!” Grid’s vision darkened. His body was baffled.


  


  Flash!


  


  A sharp light penetrated.


  


  [You have suffered 145,900 damage!]


  


  [The First King title effect is activated.]


  


  [A protective shield containing the health that was lost in the last minute has been created. As the shield continues, terrain adaptability will increase by 100% while movement speed and defense will increase by 10%.]


  


  [Tiramet’s Power belonging to the Rune of Darkness is activated.]


  


  [If your health drops below 10%, 30% health will be restored in an instant.]


  


  “Kuek...!”


  


  It was the worst. Due to the loss of vision, Transcended Link Pinnacle Kill was canceled in the middle.


  


  ‘It took too much time to come here.’


  


  He had arrived at the World Tree’s Forest through Mass Teleport. Then Grid witnessed the explosion that occurred in the distance and noticed that Asmophel had triggered the Power of the Number Two. He had been running since then. However, the forest was so wide that he had felt like he wouldn’t arrive on time. Then Mercedes set up a new chivalric code, and an explosion occurred. Grid used Blackening out of anxiety.


  


  He had used this power because he couldn’t summon his knights without knowing the exact situation. This was the result. Defeat?


  


  “You are fine after being hit with Black Kill Light?”


  


  No. Asmophel and Mercedes did as Grid expected and recovered sufficiently while he was buying time.


  


  “Your Majesty!”


  


  Grid was surprised as he stood on his two feet. He saw two people running beside him. The red-hot Asmophel and the cold Mercedes were a perfect contrast. Grid moved with them.


  


  “Tell me about the expelled gods!”


  


  “K-Kuaaaack!”


  


  The three different swordsmen flowed like a wave and slammed toward Lee Jeong.




  Chapter 1115


  ‘The seven malignant saints failed because they didn’t rely on the expelled gods.’


  


  This was the confession of Grandmaster Zikfrector. He was insistent. In order to bring down the gods of the present, he had to meet the expelled gods. The way to meet them hid in the Abyss. What were the expelled gods? Grid was filled with intense curiosity. He vowed to explore the Abyss as soon as he had the power to raid the hydra.


  


  “Tell me about the expelled gods!”


  


  Then a war god follower he met by chance referred to the expelled gods. He even acted like he knew them well. Unlike the grandmaster, this person viewed them in a negative fashion.


  


  Grid released Link with as much strength as possible. Dozens of energy blades struck but Lee Jeong used a mysterious way of protecting himself and blocked them all. No, he thought he blocked all of it.


  


  ‘What?’


  


  Lee Jeong was surprised. A knife cut into a corner of his eyes hidden by the blindfold. There were a few additional scratches scattered around his body, causing him to bleed. It was the effect of every blow activating Braham’s Wind Cutter. Of course, the improved Wind Cutter was still weak in power. It couldn’t cause him to suffer at all. However, Lee Jeong was surprisingly shaken.


  


  ‘It is something I’ve never imagined.’


  


  To think that swordsmanship and magic could be so harmonious...? It was something that no great martial artist or supreme magician could reproduce.


  


  ‘Is this the power of being overgeared?’


  


  He had to admit it. This would surely be one of the ultimate combat techniques. He would’ve suffered a major loss if the power had been greater.


  


  ‘Catching a glimpse of the ultimate technique without the help of the war god...’


  


  Lee Jeong became serious when he recalled Mercedes stating that her king was already like a god.


  


  ‘He is a harmful man.’


  


  Grid must be killed here. If Lee Jeong didn’t completely cut down the bud here, it would be a huge threat one day. This was the moment when the confident Lee Jeong tried to counterattack after a series of strikes. He felt the heat. Then a great pain struck Lee Jeong’s back. Asmophel revealed his blooming swordsmanship, and his surprise attack was a success.


  


  “Kuek...!” 


  


  [You have joined forces with people you absolutely trust!]


  


  Caught in the heat that burned his intestines and evaporated his blood, Lee Jeong gritted his teeth and unleashed a new technique. He reached Grid in an instant and dug his fingers into Grid’s neck. The shield created by the First King title shattered in one blow.


  


  “Shit!”


  


  Where did such a person suddenly pop out from? Grid got goosebumps as he once again confirmed Lee Jeong’s strength. Even so, he wasn’t afraid. After all, he wasn’t alone.


  


  “Kuaaaack!” Lee Jeong screamed as he tried to subdue Grid. It was because Mercedes’ White Tiger Sword pierced his side.


  


  [The player common hidden piece, ‘Cooperative Skill’ has activated!]


  


  ‘Now!’ Grid didn’t miss the time that Mercedes earned for him.


  


  He barely controlled his shaky vision and released a sword dance. “LInked Kill Flower Pinnacle!”


  


  [The power of all skills have increased by 240% thanks to the Cooperative Skill!]


  


  The Cooperative Skill was a hidden piece that occurred when linking skills with people he trusted. Grid had experienced this effect in the past with Piaro, Asmophel, and Maxong. Additionally, there was the achievement of being the first player to find it.


  


  [You are the first person to uncover the existence of the Cooperative Skill.]


  


  [The achievement has increased the power of your skill by 260%!]


  


  The basic effect of Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle dealt 1,850% physical damage. It was an attack power that couldn’t be ignored, even by great demons possessing high defense and health. Now it soared by several times due to the effect of the Cooperative Skill, and it was a damage that Lee Jeong couldn’t afford when he was classified as an NPC, not a boss monster.


  


  “...!” Lee Jeong couldn’t even scream. He slammed to the ground, and his health gauge quickly fell to the bottom. He had already suffered critical injuries from dealing with Mercedes.


  


  “Cough, cough...!” Lee Jeong coughed up blood. He dodged Mercedes’ next linked attack and then shook off Asmophel. His eyes were fixed on Grid as he drank a potion with trembling hands. “Do you really know?”


  


  “The expelled gods? I don’t know. I wouldn’t be asking if I knew.”


  


  “Kuk...! Kukukuk...!” Lee Jeong burst out laughing. He wasn’t laughing at his situation. He was laughing at Grid. The heir to Pagma’s Swordsmanship didn’t know the identity of the expelled gods. What was funnier than that in this world?


  


  Anyway, he was glad. This person didn’t seem to be the minion of the expelled gods. Lee Jeong laughed and opened his mouth to continue speaking just before Grid’s patience ran out, “Do you know that there is another continent beyond the Red Sea?”


  


  Grid nodded. “If it is the East Continent, I’ve already been there.”


  


  “There is a place called the Hwan Kingdom.”


  


  “....?” Grid jumped with surprise.


  


  “It is a nation ruled by immortal humans.”


  


  The yangbans. Perhaps...?


  


  


  Lee Jeong smiled as he stared into Grid’s wide eyes. “Yes, they are the expelled gods.”


  


  “W-Wait a minute.” Grid had already experienced how the yangbans regarded humans as insignificant. Thus, he denied it. “There is no way. It isn’t possible.”


  


  The reason why the seven malignant saints denied the gods and rebelled was the gods’ original sins—jealousy, betrayal, deception, and so on. It was because the sins of the gods harmed humanity that the seven malignant saints fought. They were ultimately fighting to protect humanity. Was their hope the yangbans?


  


  ...The yangbans who enslaved and killed humans easily, unlike today’s gods who gave the illusion of blessing and caring for humans? There was a constant ringing sound in Grid’s ears. He was caught in extreme confusion and stared blankly at Lee Jeong. “That... Are you lying?”


  


  “Hat...! Kuhahaha!” Lee Jeong laughed again. Mercedes witnessed Grid’s red face and flew forward. Lee Jeong, who had released his restraints, blocked her attack. Both of his hands were freed now, making him much stronger.


  


  “Didn’t I say it? The expelled gods aren’t the lanterns of humanity.”


  


  “...”


  


  “They were just banished and deprived of their rights because they were weak. They aren’t cast out noble beings who will defend humanity from the present gods.”


  


  “Then why are the seven malignant... The seven malignant saints are seeking their help...”


  


  “Of course, they are seeking help. The seven malignant saints might’ve won the past war against the gods if they borrowed the expelled gods’ power.”


  


  “....?”


  


  “Did you say your name was Guldu?”


  


  “Don’t call My Liege’s name so casually. First and foremost, his name is Grid, not Guldu.”


  


  “My pronunciation isn’t good,” Lee Jeong said, parrying the annoyed Mercedes’ attack. Then he spoke again, “Guldu, I don’t know who among the seven malignant saints you have met, but don’t lose sight of the main point.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Did they say that the expelled gods were good?”


  


  “...!”


  


  There was no such thing. The grandmaster had merely stated that he could bring down the present gods by borrowing the power of the expelled gods. He never spoke about the tendencies of the expelled gods.


  


  “The gods are all evil. This is just from the perspective of a human. If you raise a flower in a small pot and sometimes envy the peace of the flower or the beauty of the flower, are you evil? Are humans evil when using plants as fertilizer? The history of this world and the events we will go through in the future are all just providence.


  


  “...”


  


  “However, one thing is certain.”


  


  Lee Jeong was born in the East Continent. Like everyone else there, he had worshipped the yangbans as gods. He recalled the daily life he went through hundreds of years ago. The emotions he felt after reaching the end had only been anger and resentment.


  


  “...The present gods are better than the expelled gods. It is easy to think of it as the difference between an owner who treats the growing plants well from time to time and an owner who constantly abuses the flower he is raising.”


  


  “...”


  


  It was an unpleasant metaphor. Still, it was so appropriate that it was a problem.


  


  Lee Jeong stared at Grid, who had no answer. “You’re definitely... You aren’t the minion of the expelled gods. Then there is no reason for us to be enemies.”


  


  “...”


  


  “My name is Lee Jeong. I am one of the Triad who explored the mysteries presented by the war god. I will surely defeat the expelled gods with the ultimate martial arts. Definitely...”


  


  What did he suffer because of the yangbans? A deep grudge could be felt from Lee Jeong. Well, it made sense when Grid thought of Garam’s personality.


  


  The silent Grid finally asked, “The seven malignant saints—are they good?”


  


  The grandmaster must know the tendencies of the yangbans. Nevertheless, he wanted to cooperate with them. His only reason was to bring down the present gods. Was it really an act for humanity? Rather, wasn’t it an act that endangered humanity?


  


  Lee Jeong snorted at Grid’s question. “Didn’t you listen to everything I’ve said? In any case, it is a matter of your own judgment.


  


  The distinction between good and evil varied depending on the position. Grid agreed. In the first place, the tendencies of the seven malignant saints had nothing to do with him. He had already chosen once. It was his choice to not become hostile with the gods.


  


  “...Yes, I understand. Go on your way.” He wouldn’t take the time to chase Lee Jeong. After all, Grid had no confidence he could fight Lee Jeong and win without any sacrifices. “Oh, leave Kyle behind.”


  


  “...”


  


  Lee Jeong hesitated as he was going to take Kyle away. This person was going to stand in his way despite confirming through the conversation that they didn’t need to be enemies...?


  


  “You are surprisingly unwise.”


  


  Grid smiled at the hostile Lee Jeong. 


  


  “Our positions are different, right?”


  


  Grid was reading the eyes of the surviving elves. There were a handful of survivors. They had once again been trampled on by humans and focused their anger on Kyle, not the followers of the war god. The culprit of this event was Kyle, so Grid had to hold Kyle accountable.


  


  Lee Jeong determined he couldn’t speak to Grid and glanced at Mercedes. “Tell your master. I don't know about the distant future, but you can't beat me right now.”


  


  His restraints were released. Mercedes’ Keen Insight would’ve been able to gauge his level. This fight was pointless. Lee Jeong was certain of this.


  


  “Summon Knights. Piaro, Noll, Teruchan.”


  


  “I have responded to My Liege’s call.” A farmer holding a hand plow...


  


  “Ah! I was asleep! Asleep!” A vampire with red potatoes in his mouth like a squirrel…


  


  “Grruk. Underwear. Didn’t take off. Grruk.” An orc wearing yellow underwear...


  


  “...” The sudden appearance of these new figures forced Lee Jeong to change his attitude. In particular, he was wary of the farmer. “I understand... I will leave Kyle to you.”


  


  “Good decision.”


  


  “Che.” Had he ever experienced such humiliation since leaving the Hwan Kingdom? Lee Jeong clicked his tongue and was about to leave without Kyle when Grid stopped him.


  


  “Finally, I want to ask you two more things.”


  


  “What?”


  


  “Do you know the Abyss?”


  


  “Are you talking about the end of the world? I naturally know it. You have to go through there if you want to access the Hwan Kingdom without permission.”


  


  ‘So that was it.’ Grid nodded and asked the last question, “Are you planning to be active on the West Continent?”


  


  It was the most important question. The followers of the war god were too strong. In particular, Lee Jeong was at least on the level of the grandmaster. There was a risk that the Overgeared Kingdom would be swept up in the aftermath if Lee Jeong were active on the West Continent.


  


  Lee Jeong shook his head at the wary Grid. “I don’t have time to play here. If we meet again, it will probably be in the East Continent beyond the Red Sea.”


  


  There was no further conversation. Lee Jeong’s consideration for Grid went up to here. He stepped on the air and quickly disappeared from Grid’s field of view.


  


  Meanwhile, Noll and Teruchan were fighting.


  


  “Y-You—this orc dared to take away my food?”


  


  “Raw liver. Gruruk. It tastes like that. Gruruk. Delicious!”


  


  “Hey! I’m going to feed on your blood today!”


  


  “...”


  


  Grid was tired. He grabbed his head while Piaro reunited with his former colleagues. Then Skunk’s exhausted group belatedly arrived at the scene.


  


  Kyle gave up on life and stood still. It was meaningless if he tried to flee because he was caught by Mercedes’ Keen Insight.
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  “What? An orc is fine after my blood magic?”


  


  “Grruk. It hurts. Vampire. Bad! Grruk!”


  


  “A kid who hasn’t lost his baby fat shouldn’t talk back to me! I have lived hundreds of years longer than you!”


  


  “A strong person. Gruruk. Adult!”


  


  “This rude little bastard! Ack! My potatoes! Give me my potatoes!”


  


  “......”


  


  The potato battle between Teruchan, who looked like an uncle in his mid-30s, and Noll, a beautiful teenager who seemed to be in his teens, intensified while Skunk’s party watched with bemused expressions. It was a confusing conversation where a vampire and carnivorous orc argued over a potato, so they thought it was a bug.


  


  ‘Is the red potato special...?’ Skunk’s group started to pay attention to the blood potatoes.


  


  ‘The Five Seniors and the Chiyou.’ Meanwhile, Grid was thinking about the organizational chart of the Hwan Kingdom. Garam and Pagma were yangbans of the Hwan Kingdom. On top of them were the Chiyou who passed the test and the Five Seniors they served.


  


  ‘First... I don’t think the average yangban are gods.’


  


  Grid knew Garam and Pagma well. Their combat power was unique, especially when Pagma overwhelmed the great demons, but it wasn’t enough to be considered as a god. In Garam’s case, his specialty was ‘blindness’, and he had been caught off guard by Grid several times. A god wouldn’t be so clumsy. Additionally, Hexetia’s jealousy of Pagma was due to a ‘human’ threatening a god’s specialty. It was clear evidence that Pagma wasn’t a god.


  


  ‘The Five Seniors and the Chiyou are gods while those beneath them are the descendants of gods...?’


  


  It was a reasonable guess. Grid got a chill down his spine as he thought about the two categories of yangban and the possibility that there was a king-like presence among the Five Seniors.


  


  ‘It was a god’s power.’


  


  In the past, there was the sudden event of a hidden quest ‘Call of the Heavens.’ It was a massive quest for all blacksmith players, and Grid led 100 blacksmiths to the East Continent. He met Garam there and got in a predicament. At the time, Garam had said it was to catch him.


  


  That’s right. The quest that had attracted hundreds of thousands of blacksmiths had actually been a trap for Grid. Grid had been seduced by NPCs using quests. He had been going through it since becoming Pagma’s Descendant, so it wasn’t insignificant.


  


  ‘It gives me goosebumps when I think about it now.’


  


  It was impossible to create a quest of such magnitude unless they were a god. So, it was likely that Garam got the help of one of the Five Seniors to set the trap. The expelled gods already knew him, and they weren’t favorable to him.


  


  Grid felt a vague fear as he had a thought. If he didn’t know the identity of the Abyss, he might’ve explored it successfully and entered the Hwan Kingdom. What would he have suffered? Just imagining it was horrible. He wanted to thank Lee Jeong.


  


  ‘It is a strange fate.’


  


  No matter how he thought about it, his relationship with the yangbans seemed to be negative. Garam wasn’t the problem. Grid needed more strength. He needed information. One day, he might fall into a trap and face a crisis.


  


  ‘I need to work harder.’


  


  It wasn’t the time to be relieved that he had passed level 400, and it wasn’t the time to be satisfied that he had become transcendent.


  


  ‘Can I make something like a mobile smithy?’


  


  Due to the nature of his profession, Grid had to spend a lot of time stuck in a smithy. It meant he couldn’t hunt often, leading to a low growth rate.


  


  ‘I want to hunt and do blacksmithing at the same time.’


  


  Of course, Grid had a portable furnace. It was just that one furnace couldn’t create the complete environment of a smithy. There were obvious limitations to the type of items and the materials that could be used with the portable furnace. Therefore, it was less efficient to hunt and blacksmith at the same time. Then what if he had a portable smithy?


  


  ‘What if I work in a smithy in the middle of the hunting ground while Noe and the God Hands sweep away the mobs?’


  


  Grid’s heart was pounding with excitement as he considered it. He thought it was quite feasible.


  


  ‘Would it be enough to build a barrack in a big wagon?’


  


  It would be just like a motorhome. As it happened, Grid knew a dexterous dwarf. Dwarf Ke had been caught by Grid after breaking into the castle and couldn’t refuse Grid’s request easily.


  


  ‘It is a race that loves making things, so if I give a reasonable reward, he will work on it actively.’


  


  “Your Majesty.”


  


  “Yes.” Grid turned when he heard someone calling for him.


  


  How long had they been waiting? There were three knights in uniform.


  


  Piaro introduced them, “In order, they are called Amelda, Kentrick, and Dante. During the time when Asmophel and I led the Red Knights, they were called the Fifth, Seventh, and Ninth Knights. Each one has a high reputation. They have lived rough lives and so might not know formalities well, but they are highly skilled and loyal.”


  


  “H-Hello, Your Majesty! Your Majesty! I’ve heard a lot about you!”


  


  “I heard that you took care of Captain Piaro and cleared our names. I am deeply grateful for your grace.”


  


  “It is an honor. This body of mine might be an old one, but if you give me a chance, I’d like to serve Your Majesty with all my heart.”


  


  “It is nice to meet you.”


  


  There was nothing happier in the world than getting new colleagues. These were former single digit knights. Still, Grid wasn’t excited. He turned his gaze behind the three knights. Asmophel and Mercedes were visible. Mercedes had been helping Asmophel for months while he had wandered alone for years to collect old colleagues. Grid’s heart throbbed at the sight of them in rags.


  


  “Everyone has suffered.”


  


  Grid strode past the three knights toward Asmophel and Mercedes, hugging them tightly. He had trained hard over the years, so his chest was wide enough to accommodate two people at the same time.


  


  “Thank you for coming back safely.”


  


  “...I’m glad to see you.”


  


  The embrace of the three people continued for a long time. Grid couldn’t release strength from the arms hugging the two people, seemingly not wanting to let them go again. The emotions in his heart were felt by the two people.


  


  “Your Majesty...”


  


  “...”


  


  Mercedes smiled as happily as a girl while Asmophel grimaced. Sinners didn’t deserve to be happy. Amelda bowed her head as she watched from a distance. “A-Asmophel. How pitiful.”


  


  “...”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  Grid pulled out the King’s Sword and observed the knights in turn.


  


  [Name: Amelda


  


  Age: 37  Gender: Female


  


  Race: Human


  


  Title: Geographer


  


  * Finds terrain that’s favorable to your allies in any location.


  


  * Increases the terrain adaptability of your party by 100%.


  


  * Greatly increases the marching speed of the army.


  


  Title: Chatterbox


  


  * Loves having conversations. Be sure to stutter the first word to demoralize the enemy and reduce their stats slightly.


  


  * There is a low probability of providing buffs when talking to allies.


  


  Level: 435


  


  Strength: 2,673  Stamina: 1,960


  


  Agility: 2,300    Intelligence: 2,105 


  


  Skills: Empire's Swordsmanship (B), Genius in Swordsmanship (S), Geography (SS)


  


  


  The Third Knight of the former Red Knights—she was the only daughter of a family that had produced the most renowned scholars for generations. She joined the Red Knights after showing exceptional talent in swordsmanship. Since then, she has achieved countless achievements in wars.]


  


  In Amelda’s case, her level was very low compared to Singuled. Considering that Singuled was the Second Knight and Mercedes’ assessment that he was stronger than Asmophel, the level difference was too great. Singuled’s level was already 455 when they first met a few years ago.


  


  Additionally, Singuled possessed a large number of titles and skills specialized in combat, while Amelda was more unusual. She wasn’t like a knight. In fact, she didn’t look very strong. However, her total stats were extraordinarily high, and her ability to use geography as a commander seemed to be outstanding. Above all, the skill Genius in Swordsmanship was amazing.


  


  [Genius in Swordsmanship]


  


  [Skills that are classified as ‘swordsmanship’ can be learned without a skill book.


  


  It is limited to a total of five types.


  


  Currently learned swordsmanship (1/5): Empire's Swordsmanship.]


  


  ‘What does it mean to learn skills without a skill book?’


  


  Grid cocked his head as he realized something.


  


  ‘Is teaching possible?’


  


  Perhaps.


  


  ‘Will she learn it if I teach her my sword dances?’


  


  No, it was unlikely. It might be possible if Genius in Swordsmanship was an SS-grade skill, but it was only S-grade. She wouldn’t be able to learn legendary skills. 


  


  Grid was reminded of Kraugel. ‘Kraugel must’ve learned many sword techniques even before becoming a Sword Saint.’


  


  What would happen if Kraugel taught Amelda?


  


  ‘I heard there is even a swordsmanship that increases strength. If Amelda acquires that type of swordsmanship, she will overcome her shortcomings and become very strong.’


  


  The question was whether Kraugel would help her.


  


  ‘I’ll ask next time.’


  


  [Name: Kentrick


  


  Age: 41    Gender: Male


  


  Race: Human


  


  Title: Knight of Annihilation


  


  * Increases physical attack by 15% and the attack power of single target skills by 50%. Deals more damage to enemies with greater health.


  


  Title: Vanguard


  


   * Can wear all types of armor and the defense of equipped armor will increase by 10%.


  


  * Once you stand at the vanguard of the battle, you will gain a shield that is proportional to your maximum health.


  


  * In battle, the first target to be attacked will be hit unconditionally, and there will be a high chance of instantly killing them.


  


  Level: 440


  


  Strength: 3,820  Stamina: 2,190


  


  Agility: 1,215    Intelligence: 503


  


  Skills: Empire's Swordsmanship (B), Charge (A), Charge Command (S), Decapitation Cut (SS).


  


  The Seventh Knight of the former Red Knights—his ability to sweep through the battlefield is unparalleled. Even Piaro gave up the vanguard when he was with him.]


  


  [Name: Dante


  


  Age: 73    Gender: Male


  


  Race: Human


  


  Title: Veteran


  


  * All attacks will deal a critical hit, and there is a high probability of triggering a weakness attack.


  


  * When attacking, 30% of the target’s armor is ignored, and there is a low chance of disarming them.


  


  Title: Vigorous Old Age


  


  * Always immune to critical hits and receives damage on behalf of nearby allies. Relieves 80% of the damage done to teammates.


  


  Level: 480


  


  Strength: 1,820 (▼)   Stamina: 650 (▼)


  


  Agility: 715 (▼)   Intelligence: 1,503


  


  ★ This person's life is coming to an end.


  


  Skills: Empire's Swordsmanship (S), Dotage Swordsmanship, Bodyguard (S), Reserve Strength (SS)] 


  


  The Ninth Knight of the former Red Knights—he is a power who mastered the foundations of the Empire’s Swordsmanship and is a mentor to all the Red Knights.


  


  He is a lot weaker now that he is old, but he often exhibits a surprising strength.]


  


  “...”


  


  It was good up to Kentrick. He thought he really got a jackpot. Then Grid’s heart cooled down when he confirmed Dante’s information. The phrase ‘life is coming to an end’ pierced Grid. He was forced to think of Khan. Grid took a deep breath and smiled as widely as possible to the three knights. “I am lacking but I will try not to shame you as your king.” 


  


  “It is an honor, Your Majesty,” the three knights answered vigorously as they fell to one knee. In the huge forest, the knight’s pledge ceremony that was carried out under the golden sunlight wasn’t shabby but rather solemn and sacred. The knights—who had been abandoned by their masters once already—pledged allegiance to a new master, and the new master pledged allegiance to them.


  


  “Waaaaaaaah!” The Sword Knights cheered from their position.


  


  ‘Crazy bastards.’ Kyle clicked his tongue in a bewildered manner.




  Chapter 1117


  Sunlight seeped into white hair and eyelashes, causing them to shine transparently like a snowfield. The pupils below it were a clear blue, like the sea under the clouds. There were no blemishes on the skin that seemed to be sprayed by white paint. The thick nose and pink lips were also in harmony, making people wonder if there was a more beautiful woman in the world.


  


  -So pretty. 


  


  The viewers flocked to Resh’s video the moment it went live. They were captivated by the sight of the white Mercedes on the screen. Both men and women were fascinated by her beauty and unaware of the situation in the video. Then suddenly...


  


  -It is real...


  


  The viewers were shocked. The battle between Mercedes and Lee Jeong was so high-level they could only see that it was ‘over Grid’. Then Kyle suddenly awakened in a manner reminiscent of a final boss. Kyle’s momentary presence was so fearsome that it gave the impression that even the famous legendary farmer was no match for Kyle.


  


   -Ah, it is the end.


  


  The audience groaned. Surrounded by Kyle and the followers, Mercedes quickly received serious injuries and became bloody. At this moment...


  


  -Waaahhhhhhhh!


  


  Demon King Grid appeared. His appearance of wielding lightning and pulling ‘Final Boss Kyle’ out of the current threatening Mercedes was more ferocious than any other predator. Then...


  


  [email protected]!%#


  


  Resh’s livestream was over. Disconnecting at the most important moment? Did he want to record the video for himself and sell them later at a higher fee? Resh, who they thought was a chivalrous knight, had already become a broadcaster.


  


  The reporters who heard the rumors rushed to the Forest of the World Tree.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  For a few minutes, Kyle had showed the grandeur of a final boss. Now he was reduced to a folding screen.


  


  ‘Crazy bastards.’


  


  The empire and Overgeared Kingdom were allies. However, the Sword Knights were direct knights under Dulandal and Dulandal was the traitor wanting to overthrow the current empire. The monstrous Grid was believed to have a deep relationship with Empress Basara. Overgeared King Grid was likely to be their enemy and the Sword Knights had to keep this in mind.


  


  Yet they were cheering for Grid. They shouted at and thanked Grid for being cool when Amelda said she wouldn’t betray her liege. They knew the identity of the person who cleared the former Red Knights was Grid. It was impossible for them to not know the circumstances now that Piaro and Asmophel served Grid.


  


  “Hooray King Grid!”


  


  “King Grid, please lead the seniors well...!”


  


  The Sword Knights became knights because they admired the Red Knights of Piaro’s era. In fact, they hadn’t aimed their swords at Asmophel’s party. They cheered on Asmophel’s party, leaving the tyrant Kyle to struggle to the very end.


  


  ‘Stupid, stupid. The extras in a third-rate play won’t be as simple and flat as you.’


  


  Kyle’s ridicule increased. In his eyes, the Sword Knights were pathetic. It wasn’t normal to support those who would be hostile to them. No, was there any need to discuss the distant future? Kyle had pushed Asmophel and Mercedes to the brink of death. By the way, Kyle was the commander-in-chief of the Sword Knights. Both Kyle and the Sword Knights were in a position to be executed by Grid right away.


  


  ‘These idiots don’t have a sense of reality...’


  


  ...No, wait. Kyle currently wasn’t in a position to laugh at them.


  


  “...”


  


  The smirking Kyle soon bowed his head. His eyes were suddenly cold.


  


  ‘I’m pathetic.’


  


  It was a meaningless life. After losing one arm to Grid, he tried to become stronger but failed to achieve it. Rather than getting revenge, he couldn’t even make eye contact properly and succumbed. Was there any other human in the world more pathetic than him? Certainly not. There were none worse than him among the ‘significantly weak’ he had previously dealt with. Even the elves and that knight called Resh had kept their convictions as they were killed.


  


  On the other hand, he couldn’t even get vengeance, let alone maintain his conviction. The power he accumulated had succumbed to fear. He even wanted to pee.


  


  ‘At this age...’


  


  He wanted to die. He wanted to clear the rumors even if he died.


  


  “...”


  


  The hands made of hard, cold metal. Kyle, who was restrained by self-moving golden hands, started to emit an electric current. His condition was the best since he recovered by consuming Origin True Energy. He had remained due to his fear of Grid but things had changed.


  


  ‘I’m going to die.’


  


  He became determined and was no longer afraid. Kyle shook off the God Hands by exploding the electric currents in his body and held a dagger in his hand. He tried to slam it into his neck. 


  


  There were ripples in the puddles of blood from the battle. They transformed into a pillar of blood and struck Kyle, restraining him from acting. It was an expression of blood magic that transcended common sense in all aspects of power and speed. A silver-haired boy growled as he bared his teeth to the flustered Kyle. “A prisoner shouldn’t move arbitrarily.”


  


  ‘This is crazy.’


  


  He couldn’t even die at will? No, Grid had too many subordinates. From Asmophel, Mercedes, Piaro, the direct descendant vampire, and the orc lord...


  


  Each one was an opponent that Kyle couldn’t easily beat. In particular, that human Piaro... he wasn’t human. His demonic talent had been seen since he was young. 


  


  Kyle was certain. ‘I’m certain... Grid is truly the Undefeated King’s descendant.’


  


  Not only did this monster have the swordsmanship of the Undefeated King, he also used magic and the power of the blue dragon. He wasn’t alone, unlike the Undefeated King. He had a number of minions, each of them powerful enough to single-handedly devastate a fortress. Revenge on Grid was impossible from the very beginning. It was a difference in force.


  


  “...Yes, do whatever you want to me, whether it is to boil me or bake me.”


  


  He would accept it, no matter how terrible the torture. The moment Kyle realized this, he put everything down. He was determined to experience the miserable state of the weak.


  


  “...”


  


  


  Step. Step.


  


  Grid was approaching. Kyle flinched and the current hovering around his body disappeared.


  


  Step. Step.


  


  Kyle’s entire body trembled as Grid drew closer. The bladder and sphincter became loosened.


  


  Grid asked the completely pale Kyle, “Is the war god hostile to me?”


  


  Grid remembered the sudden quest that occurred at the Ruins of the War God.


  


  [Follower of the War God, Kyle]


  


  [Difficulty: SSS


  


  One of the Five Pillars, Kyle visited the ruins under the command of the emperor.


  


  Then he met the War God.


  


  He believed that the path of martial arts proposed by the war god was a blessing and became an ardent follower.


  


  Fight and win against him who came running to kill you under the order of the war god!]


  


  These were the contents. It had a difficulty of SSS so Grid couldn’t easily forget it. Grid noted that Kyle had been ‘commanded by the war god.’ There were many sections that pricked him. Grid had done many things that might’ve offended the war god. Kyle grasped the intentions behind the question and shook his head.


  


  “The war god, to you...!”


  


  “...”


  


  Kyle was so shaken that he bit his tongue. His pained and sweaty appearance as he bled from his mouth caused Grid to think, ‘Braham is truly great.’ Kyle was obviously a monster. The effect of the King’s Sword was to observe his people and soldiers. In other words, it was impossible to see Kyle’s details because it only worked on allies. Even so, Grid was certain.


  


  This person was at least equal to Mercedes and Piaro. Yet this monster became a gentle sheep in front of Grid. No, it went beyond gentleness. Grid wasn’t the great one. This was the butterfly effect caused by Braham. Grid would’ve died at least twice if Braham hadn’t instilled trauma in Kyle. Grid was in thought when the still bleeding Kyle spoke, “T-The war god isn’t hostile to you. He is interested…”


  


  “Yet you tried to kill me because of the war god’s order?”


  


  “T-That…”


  


  Kyle seemed to want to hide something. He kept mumbling as he kept avoiding Grid’s gaze. Grid frowned with frustration. Then Kyle once again bit his tongue and barely maintained his grip on his bladder.


  


  “I-I said I wanted to get revenge on you and that I would like to give it a try... that’s it…”


  


  “I see.”


  


  Grid was relieved after finding out the truth of the quest. He had no intention of becoming hostile to the gods. It was annoying and dangerous to have the hatred of Garam, who was only a ‘descendant of a god’. What if he actually had the hatred of a god? It should never happen.


  


  ‘Additionally, Kyle is special among the followers of the war god.’


  


  Most war god followers had no sense of reason and were classified as monsters. On the other hand, Kyle was a super-named NPC and a follower. Lee Jeong, who was believed to have an important position among the war god followers, tried to protect Kyle to the very end. It could be seen from this that the war god had a pretty big liking towards Kyle. Of course, it was a type of liking when seeing a funny toy. 


  


  ‘In any case, I can be seen as being hostile to the war god if I kill this guy.’


  


  He should avoid killing Kyle with his own hands as much as possible. Moreover, there was the most important fact.


  


  ‘I don’t have to kill him.’


  


  Kyle’s alignment was close to evil. He also threatened Asmophel and Mercedes. Yet Grid needed to maintain his composure. This wasn’t an opponent to be emotional toward. Kyle’s usefulness value was too high.


  


  “Kyle.” Grid thought about it a moment before speaking to Kyle, “You are a pillar of Saharan. I have no intention of harming you, despite the argument through a misunderstanding.”


  


  “...!?”


  


  Kyle and the Sword Knights had shaky eyes. Meanwhile, all the knights on Grid’s side were calm. Asmophel, who was about to die because of Kyle, was quiet and showed no signs of agitation. He has served Grid for a long time, and he has neither been dissatisfied with nor questioned Grid's decision.


  


  In the end, Kyle was forced to ask a question, “What does that mean? It wasn’t a misunderstanding. It was a conflict and you... Your Majesty, shouldn’t you know better than anyone else? I tried to hurt Your Majesty’s knights and even showed hostility to Your Majesty...”


  


  “Aren’t they all safe?”


  


  Kyle was afraid of Grid. It was because of this deep-rooted fear that he couldn’t disobey Grid. In fact, Grid had experienced it many times. Grid was convinced that he could control Kyle. Grid smiled as widely as possible. He reproduced Braham’s arrogant personality.


  


  “You can forget about the past and do well in the future. If another misunderstanding causes you to make the same mistake... I’ll cut off all your limbs and then cut off the ones that grow back. Therefore, keep your head straight.”


  


  “H-Heok! U-Understood! I will keep that in mind!!”


  


  The terrified Kyle hurriedly bowed. The pride of the person who coveted the ultimate martial arts? There was no need for that. Kyle was faithful to the providence of power. What pride was needed against the strongest person he couldn’t fight?


  


  Thus, War God Follower Kyle virtually became Grid’s minion. It was a snowball effect created by Braham.
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  “Pant. Pant.”


  


  Resh was swept away by the explosion. The moment he resurrected, he started running back to the World Tree’s Forest. Naturally, he knew that he couldn’t help even if he went there. It might even be too late by the time he arrived.


  


  ‘However.’


  


  Resh didn’t worry about his stamina. Arriving at the forest was his task so he ran constantly.


  


  ‘I have to catch Kyle’s eye for a moment to create a gap.’


  


  It would be a very small gap. Still, that variable could be a strength for someone. Of course, it was too optimistic. Nevertheless, it was the right thing to do even if there was only a 0.01% chance. This was a knight.


  


  “Grid!”


  


  Resh shouted once he finally arrived at the World Tree’s Forest.


  


  “Mercedes!”


  


  His voice grew louder as he followed the traces of destruction and approached the scene of the battle.


  


  “Asmophel!”


  


  Resh was desperate. Lee Jeong and Kyle were monsters. It might be different if the battle was with Lee Jeong and Mercedes alone, but Kyle was resurrected. They would never be easy opponents for Grid.


  


  “Grid...!”


  


  Resh prayed. He prayed and prayed for them to be safe. Then suddenly...


  


  “Ah...”


  


  He arrived at the scene, and then he saw it.


  


  “I will keep that in mind!!”


  


  Kyle was bowing in front of Grid.


  


  “...??”


  


  “Eh? It is Resh.”


  


  What was this? Grid’s group was intact, the war god followers had disappeared without a trace, and Kyle was lying flat on his face. Grid waved to Resh, who was stunned by the unexpected sight. “Resh, were you acting with them?”


  


  Grid knew that Resh was Dulandal’s knight. He had heard the story in person and after exploring the Abyss with Resh and Coke, Grid knew that Resh had opened up affinity with Dulandal as part of the quest reward.


  


  “That’s correct. I, also, the elves...”


  


  Resh didn’t say many words. It was Dulandal’s command and Kyle’s coercion that forced him to invade the forest. He couldn’t bear to hurt the elves. Resh didn’t make these excuses. He had chosen to be Dulandal’s knight and it was true that he killed the elves in the other small forests before arriving here at the World Tree’s Forest.


  


  “...”


  


  Resh lowered his head. He was heartbroken when he saw the miserable faces of the elf survivors, who had no more than 10 people left. Then an unexpected person came to Resh’s side. It was one of the surviving elves. Once again, she had lost precious friends and family to humans. She hated and cursed humans yet she held Resh’s trembling hands.


  


  “Thank you, Human.”


  


  “...What?”


  


  Resh’s mind was blank. Why was she thanking him?


  


  “I... I hurt your kin before coming here.” Resh confessed. He was prepared to be blamed and resented, yet the elf only held his hand tighter.


  


  "You must be in emotional pain. You are sad. You helped us because you didn’t want to repeat the same regret.”


  


  “...”


  


  It was an unexpected comfort.


  


  Mercedes spoke to the very flustered Resh, “I heard your shout from a distance. That’s how we were able to notice and run here. In the end, the one who saved them is you."


  


  The 12 Te didn’t show up to the scene until the end. The World Tree’s Forest might be wide and the number of elves was small, meaning they couldn’t react quickly to certain situations. However, it reached a stage where excuses could no longer be given. The benefactors of the surviving elves were humans, not their fellow elves. It was Resh as well.


  


  “...”


  


  Resh’s eyes were red and he was unable to open his mouth. He was grateful that he was able to slightly help the elves and was moved by Mercedes returning the achievement to him.


  


  “You have suffered, Knight.”


  


  Grid smiled as he roughly grasped what happened and shook Resh’s hand. Resh felt all types of emotions surging in his heart. He clutched Grid’s big hand tightly and started to sob.


  


  “Thank you... Thank you...”


  


  He was able to keep his conviction as a knight. His beliefs had helped someone. Resh was comforted by this fact and his heart gradually healed.


  


  “Excuse me...”


  


  A new person approached Resh’s side. Resh was terrified after seeing him. A murderer who was deeply intoxicated with the providence of power. Even so, his fearsome skills were undeniable. Kyle, the lightning god, was approaching Resh’s side.


  


  “Keuk...!”


  


  Resh reflexively pulled out his sword.


  


  “I’m sorry.” Kyle was one step ahead and bowed his head. “I-I didn’t know you were King Grid’s friend and dared to be rude...”


  


  Grid’s attitude towards Resh was very friendly. At first glance, Grid liked Resh. For Kyle, who had killed Resh like a bug, he had to quickly deal with this matter. 


  


  ‘What horrible things did he experience...’


  


  Resh was shocked. Kyle’s attitude and tone had completely changed in a short period of time. Kyle glanced at Grid. “That... King Grid, do I just go back?’


  


  “Um...”


  


  Grid briefly looked around at the elves. He felt a bit sorry for the elves if he sent Kyle away like this. Still, what could he do? The elves’ grudge against Kyle would have to be repaid by themselves. Grid nodded after a moment of distress. He was conscious of the Sword Knights and whispered secretly into Kyle’s ear, “Observe the dynamics of the Abyss and Dulandal. If they ever want to harm the Overgeared Kingdom... you understand?”


  


  “O-Of course. I will immediately rush out and report to Your Majesty.”


  


  “Good.”


  


  Grid nodded and Kyle left without looking back. It was almost like he was running away. Grid ordered the Sword Knights to return and finally faced Resh. “Resh, I’m ready to welcome you to the Overgeared Guild at any time.”


  


  “I’m still lacking a lot.”


  


  Resh politely refused. He was very grateful and honored by Grid’s proposal but hadn’t he experienced it today and in the Abyss? He was too weak. He didn’t deserve to be at the place where the strong roared.


  


  


  “More than anything else...” A bitter smile spread on Resh’s face. “...I already have a master.”


  


  Prince Dulandal was a person lacking in character. Nevertheless, he was dangerous because of his strong power. He would certainly create a big disturbance. He might even send Resh on such a terrible mission again. Nevertheless, Resh couldn’t betray his master. It was because he was a knight.


  


  “I will focus on my growth from today onward.” Resh was determined. “I’ll definitely become stronger and qualify to speak to Dulandal. I think that If I stay near Prince Dulandal, it would definitely benefit the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  “I will look forward to it.”


  


  ‘You will surely do it because your talent and will are great.’


  


  Grid swallowed back these words. He thought it might put a strain on Resh.


  


  “Then I’m going now.” Resh finally left.


  


  “Why didn’t anyone help?”


  


  Mercedes got straight to the point. She knew the elves' circumstances. Their population was small, they were faithful to their duties and didn’t easily get involved in the business of others. In particular, the 12 Te were supposed to defend their kin. They didn’t intervene in the events that occurred at the edges of the forest, yet they still didn’t come despite how severe the case was this time. The battle had lasted for a long time and there were all types of damages and sacrificed guards, but the 12 Te didn’t appear.


  


  Mercedes’ expression was dark. “Did something happen to them?”


  


  “That isn’t the case.” Grid could infer the cause. “I’m sure they’re afraid.”


  


  “Afraid?”


  


  It might not look like it since they were trampled every time but the elves were a strong race. In particular, the 12 Te were outstanding enough that even Mercedes couldn’t take them lightly. Why did they hide deep in the forest and ignore their kin? 


  


  It happened when Mercedes was questioning it...


  


  “The 12 Te aren’t cowards,” the elves stepped forward and clarified. “They just stayed away at the command of Mother World Tree.”


  


  “I see. It was the order of the world tree.”


  


  “Your Majesty... if you don’t mind, I’d like to know the details.”


  


  “Yes, it has to do with why I came here. Among the ancient species, there is a guy called the rafflesia who ate Beniyaru.”


  


  “Is Beniyaru one of the 12 Te?”


  


  She was eaten? Then the others of the 12 Te were also in danger?


  


  ‘It means they can’t fight even if the 12 Te are united...’


  


  It meant the rafflesia was stronger than the cave cricket. Mercedes gulped. She had barely fought the cave cricket by exhausting her Origin True Energy. How much sacrifice would she have to make to face the rafflesia. She was honestly nervous and afraid.


  


  “Your Majesty, did the world tree ask you to fight the rafflesia? Please refuse the request. I don’t want Your Majesty to die.”


  


  Mercedes expressed her anger. She resented and blamed the world tree for asking Grid to fight against a monster even the 12 Te couldn’t kill. Grid hurriedly waved his hands. “I was simply asked to search for it, not to fight. That’s why I brought those people.”


  


  Grid introduced Skunk’s group. It was a group of hundreds of explorers, centered around the number one explorer, Skunk. They were dazzled by the beauty of Mercedes but quickly came to their senses to greet her.


  


  “It is an honor to meet you, Mercedes.”


  


  Grid explained, “The rafflesia is a race that seduces people who harbor darkness in their hearts. Mercedes, you know that there is a deep darkness in the hearts of the elves.”


  


  Skunk added, “In an ancient botanical book that we discovered during a past exploration, the rafflesia is called a ‘flower that blooms in the ground.’ It whispers secretly to its prey, manipulating them and luring them before swallowing them.”


  


  This was why the 12 Te were shut up⁠—the rafflesia is the perfect counter for elves as it could hide its appearance and devour them.


  


  “That’s why...” Grid turned his attention to Asmophel and Amelda. They were just like the elves. They were hurt and had as much darkness in their hearts as the elves, meaning they were inevitably vulnerable to the rafflesia. “Asmophel, I’m sorry but you must go back to the capital first.”


  


  “...Yes, I understand.” Asmophel barely managed to answer. It wasn’t enough that he lost to Kyle. This time, he wasn’t helpful to his liege at all and this made him feel sorry.


  


  “Noll, you too.”


  


  “...Che, I know.”


  


  Noll also followed orders.


  


  “Then...”


  


  Grid looked for Piaro last. Piaro was wounded more than anyone else and couldn’t accompany Grid in the rafflesia search. Mercedes and Orc Lord Teruchan were the only ones who could be used in the search. Grid was trying to find Piaro when he became alarmed.


  


  “What? Where is he?”


  


  Piaro couldn’t be seen. It seemed he had been absent for a long time.


  


  “Don’t tell me?”


  


  The people started to shake. It was shortly after they had learned about the rafflesia’s terrifying power so they imagined the worst.


  


  “N-No way, Captain was beaten?”


  


  “N-No! Piaro! Piaro!”


  


  Amelda’s group panicked. Their captain, who they had just reunited with, was beaten? They hadn’t even untangled their complicated thoughts yet. It happened as Amelda’s party almost started crying...


  


  “My Liege! My Liege!”


  


  Piaro’s cry was heard in the distance.


  


  “Heok!”


  


  Fortunately, he was still safe? A short time later, the running Grid and the others found Piaro. Piaro had become dirty and was carrying a huge and strange flower on his shoulder that measured five meters in size.


  


  “My Liege! I found a strange plant!”


  


  “...”


  


  Grid was speechless.


  


  The rafflesia. It was the name of the plant that Piaro carried. That’s right. After Emperor Juander’s death, Piaro’s heart was no longer dark.


  


  “There was something strange about the ground and dug at it with a hand plow. Then I found this guy sleeping. Isn’t it really cute?’


  


  “...”


  


  “W-Why is Captain holding a hand plow?”


  


  Amelda’s question made the atmosphere become even more awkward.




  Chapter 1119


  “W-Why is Captain holding a hand plow?”


  


  “Piaro is a farmer.”


  


  “Y-You’re retired...”


  


  Amelda had experienced firsthand over the past decades about how terrible and precarious the life of a fugitive was. Broken limbs were a common occurrence, and she had crossed the road of death many times. Piaro was the main traitor, so his life must’ve been more terrible than theirs...


  


  ‘He would’ve been seriously injured. He can’t hold a sword again...’


  


  Tears welled up in Amelda’s eyes. She resented Mercedes’s good-will lies in which she had said Piaro was well. Mercedes should have been honest, no matter how harsh the truth was. Then she would’ve been mentally prepared.


  


  Flinch.


  


  Amelda temporarily lost her mind in the midst of this absurd situation. She was shedding tears like chicken poop when the rafflesia on Piaro’s shoulder moved. It started to struggle frantically.


  


  -Puraaaaaaaah!


  


  “Ugh!” 


  


  The rafflesia glowed as it screamed, and Grid’s face paled. The scream tore at his ears, and the horrible stench caused all sorts of status abnormalities.


  


  “He woke up surrounded by ugly people, so it is natural for it to be frightened.” Noll clicked his tongue like he understood the rafflesia’s reaction.


  


  By then, Noll had already fled far away. The vampires were a race with well-developed olfactory senses, and he simply couldn’t stand the stench of the rafflesia. Grid and Mercedes were at the forefront of the group. A black-haired man with fierce eyes and a white-haired woman with calm eyes pulled out their swords at the same time, looking strangely well-matched.


  


  “Devote yourself to recovery. Teruchan, you retreat as far as Noll.”


  


  “Grruk. A warrior doesn’t run away... Kweek.”


  


  “Teruchan has fainted!”


  


  “My Liege, leave him to me and concentrate on the enemy in front of you.”


  


  “I will trust you, Asmophel.”


  


  Grid stared at the rafflesia and left his confused colleagues behind.


  


  ‘This is our chance.’


  


  Piaro had said it. He had dug at the ground while the rafflesia was sleeping. Noll had spoken about how flustered it would be to see the handsome Grid after waking up. That’s right. The rafflesia was relatively unprotected. Now was the time to decide the winner and loser.


  


  Mercedes nodded when she read Grid’s gaze. They recalled their fighting sense and were about to jump forward at the same time.


  


  “Huhu, you are surprised.” Piaro smiled graciously and stroked the head (?) of the rafflesia. Then something amazing happened.


  


  -Purah...? The rafflesia stopped screaming. The mouth full of sharp teeth dropped open, and it cocked its head (?) in a puzzled manner as it was stroked by Piaro. 


  


  “Cute guy. Don’t worry. No one will hurt you. Huh?” Piaro’s expression stiffened. He found that the thickness of the rafflesia’s stem wasn’t uniform and that one part was swollen. “Oh, did you eat something wrong?”


  


  -Pura? The rafflesia was baffled by the warm touch it felt for the first time and shook its head. This fellow couldn’t understand the human language at all. Still, the rafflesia could feel it for some reason. This human being was worried about it... No, he was trying to kill it.


  


  -Kieeeek! The vigilant rafflesia screamed. It was because Piaro suddenly squeezed its neck (?).


  


  “Just put up with it a little bit. Kuoong!” Piaro whispered to the frantically struggling rafflesia while holding its stem, putting strength into his arms and back as he squeezed to the point of turning red. Piaro folded his waist backward and put the rafflesia upside down on the ground. It was an impeccable German suplex.


  


  “...?”


  


  “...?”


  


  Piaro had treated the rafflesia kindly, so Grid and Mercedes stopped their attack in a baffled manner. Doing a German suplex after assuring it that no one would hurt it...?


  


  ‘Is this a new monster-hunting strategy?’


  


  Of course, this method worked because it was a plant-type monster. Piaro was a legendary farmer and could interact with plants, so he might’ve used this ability.


  


  ‘Is it efficient?’


  


  Grid should also try it. The moment that he thought this...


  


  Cough, cough!


  


  Waves started to occur in the stem of the upside-down rafflesia. A foreign substance in the stem moved little by little and reached the petals of the rafflesia.


  


  “Good. You’ve endured it well,” Piaro praised the rafflesia and once again embraced the stem, pulling it out of the ground. Then the stem tightened and something amazing happened.


  


  -Purururururur! The rafflesia screamed and started to vomit. A foreign matter emerged from the stem and along with a rancid essence. The identity of the foreign matter was just as Grid expected.


  


  “Beniyaru!”


  


  Beniyaru of the 12 Te had been eaten by the rafflesia. She was covered by a sticky white liquid as she woke up.


  


  “Huh...”


  


  Piaro took off his clothes and covered the naked Beniyaru. He then placed the staggering rafflesia, who had lost its nutrients, onto his shoulder and supported Beniyaru at the same time.


  


  “Are you okay?”


  


  “You...”


  


  The smell of warm soil, a strong voice that was like the roots of a giant tree, and eyes as gentle as the sun in the sky...


  


  Beniyaru naturally knew this person’s identity.


  


  “Piaro...”


  


  A ‘real man’ who was unlike the weak and despicable elf men... A person who showed things through action, not words—he had saved her once again. Beniyaru was embraced by Piaro’s wide chest and started to cry. She wasn’t ashamed that a member of the 12 Te had been saved by a human. Rather, she just wanted to lean on someone at least once.


  


  “...” Piaro silently patted Beniyaru’s back. A woman who had repeatedly suffered pain over the years—she had been pretending to be strong, but today she was exceptionally pitiful to Piaro.


  


  Meanwhile, Grid was facing a notification window.


  


  [The quest ‘Search’ has been cleared.]


  


  [Affinity with the world tree has risen slightly as a reward for clearing the quest. There is a feeling that it won’t be long before you receive a new blessing from the world tree.]


  


  [You have reached the maximum affinity with Beniyaru as a reward for clearing the quest. Beniyaru will listen to anything all your requests. The only exception is a proposal.]


  


  ‘Is this good?’


  


  Who was the one proposing? Maybe she was overly conscious because of her looks. She was slightly less pretty than Mercedes. Grid inwardly grumbled due to his pride before bursting out laughing.


  


  ‘Why would I go after Piaro’s girl in the first place?’


  


  Grid saw the way Piaro was holding Beniyaru tightly in his arms.


  


  ‘Now it is really... It is good now.’


  


  


  There was a warm smile on Grid’s face as infinite emotions and happiness filled his heart. Piaro, who had been bound by vengeance in the past, wanted to start loving again. Grid would support Piaro as his king, friend, and disciple.


  


  ‘Khan.’


  


  Grid looked up at the blue sky. It was to hide his flowing tears.


  


  ‘Are you watching?’


  


  They were living with the warmth of the heart Khan had left behind.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  In the elf village, the always barefoot elves hugged Beniyaru, who had returned safely. In particular, a female elf with a round face was crying with a runny nose. It was Deruyaru. Unlike the other members of the 12 Te, she didn’t care about her dignity.


  


  “The reason the rafflesia only appears in the world the moment it catches its prey is because it is dangerous to be exposed to the air for a long time. They are forced to live deep in the ground. Their hunting opportunities are few, so they spend as much time digesting the prey as possible. It is safe to say they are always in hibernation apart from when capturing prey.”


  


  Deruyaru explained why Beniyaru was able to survive despite being eaten by the rafflesia.


  


  “It hasn’t gone extinct for a long time due to its caution and habit of hibernation.”


  


  “Huh, poor child.”


  


  -Pura...


  


  Grid was convinced by the new facts while Piaro looked relaxed. He stroked the rafflesia on his shoulder.


  


  ...No, was it going to die? Grid noticed that the leaves of the rafflesia were noticeably withered. A monster dropped experience and items after death. This was good for Grid but what about Piaro? The moment that Grid thought this...


  


  “My Liege,” Piaro spoke with a serious expression, “I have a request.”


  


  “A request?” Grid snorted like a bull. This was a request from Piaro, who was always sacrificing himself. Grid was happy and excited because he took it as proof that Piaro had completely opened his heart. “Just say it. I’ll listen to all your requests.”


  


  Gulp. Beniyaru didn’t know why, but she swallowed her saliva. It seemed she was expecting something. 


  


  Piaro hesitated for a long time before saying, “I want to take this child to the Overgeared Kingdom and raise him.”


  


  “...” Beniyaru’s expression cooled down.


  


  Grid was flustered. “A man-eating plant?”


  


  “He is a very intelligent child. He won’t hurt people if I educate him well.”


  


  “Why do you want to raise it?”


  


  “That... Hum hum, he is a tough child who lives in the ground. This child obviously has the ability to adapt to the soil he is rooted in, and the change will surely be positive. The fact that the World Tree’s Forest is called the largest and most fertile land in the world is evidence of this.”


  


  “Isn’t the land here fertile due to the world tree?”


  


  “...Additionally, if I educate this child, it can act against intruders. It will be the protector of the farmers.”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “...Huh?”


  


  “Raise it.”


  


  “C-Can Captain really raise a monster?”


  


  “Won’t you educate it thoroughly? I believe in you.”


  


  “My Liege...!”


  


  Piaro’s real intentions had already been revealed. So cute. That’s what he wanted to raise it. This was sufficient for Grid. To be honest, Grid couldn’t understand this person’s taste, but he wanted to listen to Piaro’s wishes. He wished for Piaro to be happy from now on. Just then...


  


  -It might seem ugly from a human point of view, but the rafflesia is a good child, unlike his appearance. In the first place, he guards the forest against evil-minded intruders, the world tree voice echoed. Her (?) warm voice restored the spirit and stamina of Grid’s group that had gone through many incidents. -He has been lonely for a long time, but it is good that he has now met a kind master.


  


  “Ah.”


  


  This was why the world tree wanted to find the rafflesia rather than killing it. Grid was feeling enlightened when the world tree spoke.


  


  -Thank you. The Hero King saves my children every time. I have many expectations for you.


  


  “...”


  


  The words that would’ve been a compliment in the past just added a burden on Grid’s shoulders. The Goddess of Light had built the land above the roots of the world tree. How happy would he have been to be praised by the mother-like being involved in the creation of the world? However, today’s Grid was calm. 


  


  “My dear colleagues almost died.” Grid had something he wanted to say. “I know that you cherish the elves with a mother’s heart. I am naturally grateful to be able to help Mother and the elves. Despite this, I refuse to be sacrificed by the elves’ actions.”


  


  “...” All the elves shouting about the disrespect to their mother fell silent.


  


  They noticed what Grid was trying to say.


  


  “The elves occupied all the forests in the continent, and the human forces started to fight back, sweeping us up in it. Of course, I know why the elves occupied the forests. You wanted to defend the nature that has been exploited by humans for human years and to call out the rights of the elves. You wanted to create a place for conversation with the humans. But what was the result?”


  


  Violence called for more violence. The elves’ lack of sociality was something that should never be overlooked.


  


  Remiyaru, one of the 12 Te, stepped forward. “Our hero and benefactor, what is it that you want to say?”


  


  The question came from pure curiosity rather than antipathy. Grid’s answer was simple. “In the future, the elves should report to me before they do anything.”


  


  “What...” The elves were agitated. This was no different from a subjugation. It was similar to the attitude of the Saharan Empire in the distant past.


  


  “Are you going to set the policy of the elves?”


  


  “No, I just want to give you some advice. There are many smart people around me. They will be able to give you a better direction.”


  


  “...”


  


  The elves had experienced working with Grid once and knew it instantly. The current Grid wasn’t speaking falsehoods. There were no pretensions. He was doing this for the elves. Furthermore, he was just giving them a suggestion.


  


  Deruyaru nodded in response. “I think it is good!”


  


  Beniyaru agreed. “We can’t act like this anymore.”


  


  The other elves had similar reactions.


  


  “We don’t know humans.”


  


  “Wouldn’t it be better to establish formal diplomatic relations?”


  


  “I wish to reside in the Overgeared Kingdom for a mutual exchange.”


  


  “Beniyaru yourself?”


  


  “Yes, that is what I wish for.”


  


  “...”


  


  Grid had a hunch that he would gain new colleagues.
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  “I heard that the 12 Te are the heads of the family. Can you leave your position?”


  


  Piaro was different from Grid. They naturally had to be different. Grid was born as a single person while Piaro was a hero who had been loved by beautiful women. He had gotten married after a long relationship and had a family.


  


  “I have been wandering about during the past few years, so my family was well-maintained even after I went into the rafflesia’s stomach. My family won’t be harmed in my absence.”


  


  “You’ve nurtured your successor.”


  


  “Huhut, that’s right.”


  


  The 12 Te each had a successor, with the exception of the young Deruyaru. Additionally, the capabilities of their successors were superior to Deruyaru’s. Apart from Deruyaru, the rest of the Te had been educated by the ‘male elves.’ Meanwhile, Deruyaru and their successors had been educated by the ‘female elves.’ 


  


  “Then I can take you away with peace of mind.”


  


  “Huh?” Beniyaru had been bitterly smiling as she thought of those despicable men who sold their kin because they were weak and lazy. Then her ears pricked up.


  


  Piaro’s deep gaze was focused on her. “I like you. I will surely take away your heart so that you can completely settle in the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  Piaro knew that Beniyaru liked him. It was just difficult for her to confess her heart first when considering the nature of the elves. That’s why he pretended not to know Beniyaru’s heart and said he would take her away.


  


  “Y-You...” Beniyaru blushed. Her pointed ears flapped like butterfly wings. It seemed to be a habit for them to come out when flustered. “Are you serious? Even though I’m an elf and you are a human?”


  


  “What is the relationship between races when it comes to love? I like you. I may have a shorter life than you, but I will cherish you more because of the short amount of time I have. I will love you and be happy with you.”


  


  Piaro had seen Beniyaru’s pitiful eyes and peeped into the darkness lying deep in her heart. He learned that her wounds were as deep as the ones he once had. Piaro wanted to teach her that even the deepest wounds could be erased. They could be happy again. They deserved to be happy. This wasn’t an emotion derived from cheap compassion.


  


  “My heart is so dark that you have become deluded. I’m sorry.”


  


  Beniyaru had been eaten by the rafflesia. She didn’t blame the rafflesia for eating her. It was natural. What would it mean if she condemned and resented instinctive behavior? Moreover, her face was beautiful, and her habit of trying to look strong was cute.


  


  Piaro really liked Beniyaru. He wanted to know her more and be happy together.


  


  “You will fall in love with me,” Piaro said with a warm and quiet voice. However, the strength in his voice shook Beniyaru’s heart.


  


  Beniyaru’s ears reddened as she lowered her head without looking at Piaro. “O-Okay. Let’s see what will happen.”


  


  ‘What?’ Grid shook his head as he watched Piaro and Beniyaru. So did the Overgeared Kingdom and the elves form an alliance or not? They were in the middle of an alliance formation, but it progressed to a proposal?


  


  Ah, really...


  


  ‘Isn’t this too cool?’


  


  Piaro’s faithfulness to love, regardless of time and place, inspired Grid. Grid thought that Piaro was really cool. In particular, he liked Piaro’s courage to not be afraid despite knowing he and Beniyaru had different lifespans.


  


  ‘It is a short time, so he cherishes it even more...’


  


  Grid was filled with regret. His lifespan was different from Irene, so he regretted that he sometimes showed a sad expression in front of her. He felt sorry for Irene because he felt he hurt her more than reassured her.


  


  ‘From now on, I will be like Piaro...’


  


  He shouldn’t resent the different lifespans. Rather, he should cherish every moment and send her away faithfully. He should reassure Irene with a bright expression and love her so that she couldn’t even feel grief.


  


  Grid glanced at Mercedes. “...”


  


  Surprisingly, Mercedes had a girlish expression on her face. She wasn’t a legendary knight when she watched Piaro and Beniyaru. Instead, she was also a girl who dreamed of love. Additionally, the person she had in mind was none other than Grid. Grid also liked her. Mercedes was everyone’s role model and a strong knight. He couldn’t hate this beautiful woman who was loyal to her ideals. Putting all that aside, Grid had liked Mercedes at first sight.


  


  “Mercedes.”


  


  “Yes, My Liege,” the startled Mercedes replied with a serious expression.


  


  “That...” Grid blushed. He wanted to say something, but his mouth didn’t open easily.


  


  “...” Mercedes waited for the hesitating Grid. As always, her eyes were gentle.


  


  “I...” Grid was encouraged by Mercedes’ eyes and broke through his hesitation. He learned from Piaro and became honest, being faithful to the moment. “I want to love Irene and have no regrets.”


  


  “You are cool, Your Majesty.”


  


  To cherish and love one’s companion was the right thing to do. Mercedes nodded with a pleased smile. Then she doubted her ears as she blushed.


  


  “I also want to do the same with you.”


  


  “...Huh?”


  


  “However, how can I share love with two people at the same time? I’m not sure yet. So give me a bit more time.”


  


  “...”


  


  Mercedes had a personality different from Sua. She had gone through a number of events with Grid and loved Grid, but she didn’t dare confess her heart to her liege. 


  


  “T-That...” Mercedes stuttered for a moment before stepping back. Her eyes spun.


  


  ‘He knows that I like him?’


  


  Was she so obvious about it?


  


  ‘I-I’m embarrassed.’


  


  Duguen duguen!


  


  Her heart seemed like it was going to burst. Mercedes didn’t know what to do for a long time and stared straight at Grid. It was just that the position of her left eye and right eye were slightly different. Her face was looking at Grid, but her eyes were turned away from Grid. She was so nervous and embarrassed that she couldn’t look him in the eyes.


  


  “...I-I’ll wait. I’ll wait until I die!”


  


  “...”


  


  So cute. Mercedes looked very cute as she clenched her fists and closed her eyes. Hot steam rose above the red faces of Grid and Mercedes.


  


  On the other hand...


  


  “I-It is a country with loose morals.”


  


  “Let’s call it a free ethos.”


  


  “...”


  


  A knight and a king were exchanging confessions while negotiating with another nation...? Amelda’s group were shocked because they had never seen it before and never imagined it either. It was to the point where they had nothing to say.


  


  Meanwhile, Skunk’s group was smiling. It was a warm and pleasant smile, not filled with frivolous ridicule.


  


  “Grid is surprisingly pure.”


  


  “Haha, that’s right.”


  


  Power seduced people. People had been clamoring that Grid, as the first king among players, would naturally use his power and enjoy many concubines. There was no reason not to when he could do anything he wanted. Yet this wasn’t the case. Grid pursued a true relationship without indulging in pleasure. He was so pure that it was hard to see him as a devil who caused great slaughter every time he was angry.


  


  ‘He has many people following him because of such a personality.’


  


  People who knew the value of relationships...


  


  Skunk’s liking toward Grid rose dramatically.


  ***


  


  


  The negotiations with Grid ended, and the elves held a grand feast for Grid’s group. Bonfires were lit all over the village, and fruit, fruit wine, and vegetables were served. Grid was treated with so much gratitude that he lost his appetite. 


  


  “Excuse me, Mother.” Grid, who had been sitting beside Mercedes and drinking, quietly approached the world tree. His tone toward the world tree was becoming increasingly casual. He knew there was a close relationship between the world tree and the gods, but he judged that the world tree was reliable. The gods looked down on humanity from Heaven while the world tree had always been with humanity and cared for humanity.


  


  According to Lauel, famine was a divine punishment, and abundance was a blessing from the world tree. In fact, Grid had experienced the favor of the world tree, so he trusted the world tree.


  


  


  -Yes, say it.


  


  “Can you arrange an elemental contract for my knights?”


  


  The world tree already favored Grid. In addition to Grid, all the existing Overgeared members were blessed and were able to contract with the elementals. Yet Mercedes and his other knights hadn’t been given a blessing. At the time, Grid hadn’t dared to ask for more, but now his position had changed.


  


  Asmophel, Mercedes, and Amelda had fought to protect the elves while Piaro had saved Beniyaru and the rafflesia. Grid thought they deserved to be blessed by the world tree. Yet the world tree unexpectedly declined, -It seems a bit hard.


  


  “Why?”


  


  One of the branches of the world tree moved. The branch pointed to Piaro.


  


  -He is sympathetic to nature itself. The elementals that are a part of nature are meaningless in front of him.


  


  “What about the elemental kings?”


  


  -The elemental kings are still a party of nature. They might be able to give support right now, but it will eventually be meaningless. They know this and will reject the contract.


  


  The world tree’s branch continued to point, but now it was pointing at Asmophel.


  


  -He has the qualities of the ‘King of Solitude’ and can’t communicate with the elementals. The basic premise for contracting with the elementals is to feel their presence, yet he can’t even recognize them. 


  


  “What is the King of Solitude? Is it because he has been single all his life?”


  


  Grid wasn’t convinced. Asmophel wasn’t lonely because he already had a connection with Grid. Asmophel was slowly recovering from the scars in his heart. Sometimes, he would show a bright expression. Grid insisted this, but the world tree was silent.


  


  Grid asked again, “Then Asmophel... Is he ready to leave at any time?” 


  


  -...


  


  Silence followed again and again. It was a positive answer, and Grid was desperate.


  


  “I... If I try it, will Asmophel change?”


  


  -That isn’t something I can answer.


  


  “...”


  


  Grid believed it. Asmophel would surely overcome his wounds. Grid would make sure of it.


  


  “Then what exactly does it mean by not being able to recognize the elementals? Does it mean Asmophel can’t see them?”


  


  Grid pointed to the light elemental revolving around him.


  


  The world tree confirmed it, -Yes.


  


  “I thought he could see it...”


  


  -You told him ‘there is an elemental here’, so he believes it.


  


  That’s it. Asmophel would believe it if Grid said that fermented soybeans were red beans. It was similar to this.


  


  Mercedes was the next target of the world tree’s branch.


  


  -It is also impossible for her to contract with the elementals.


  


  “Why?”


  


  -It is because she has a power the gods are wary of. The elementals that are the gods’ creation will instinctively reject her.


  


  “Power the gods are vigilant of?” There was only one thing that came to mind. “Do you mean Keen Insight?”


  


  -Yes, it is a power that humans shouldn’t have.


  


  ‘Indeed.’


  


  It made sense. The power to see through all things was close to almighty, and it was more suitable for a god than a human.


  


  ‘I shouldn’t take Mercedes if I meet another god.’


  


  It would be a big deal if he offended them. Grid was still thinking as the world tree’s branch pointed to Amelda’s group at the end.


  


  -They aren’t qualified yet.


  


  “I see...”


  


  They needed to build up more contributions. Well, there was nothing to regret since the contributions could be slowly built up.


  


  ‘The problem is Asmophel.’


  


  Grid turned away from the world tree. His gaze swept over the village and soon found Asmophel. He was looking up at the night sky without mingling with his old colleagues or the elves.


  


  ‘King of Solitude...’


  


  Somehow, he thought Lauel would like it. At this moment, a whisper came from Lauel, -Ke ong said it is impossible.


  


  This was the answer to Grid’s question about whether the portable smithy could be made.


  


  -Why is it impossible?


  


  -The weight is the problem. It needs at least hundreds of horses to move in a carriage, but you don’t always use main roads. The horses will have to be placed in rows of twos or threes, but it isn’t possible for them to run. It is hard to make wheels that can withstand the weight of the building in the first place.


  


  -What if the smithy itself is smaller? It is enough if the space is approximately 3 square meters.


  


  -To avoid damaging the carriage when the furnace heats up, the outer wall must be ridiculously thick. The ceiling should be high due to the chimney installation and ventilation issues. Shouldn’t Your Majesty know best how many tons of water is needed?


  


  -You’re saying the weight will increase no matter how small it is.


  


  -Yes, that’s why. This is my opinion, but what if Your Majesty makes it yourself?


  


  -What can I do when even Ke ong can’t make it? How am I capable of architecture in the first place?


  


  -Is Ke ong a blacksmith?


  


  -...!


  


  -Ke ong is easily carrying out the expansion of the castle. If dexterity is high, a blacksmith can learn architecture as well. The dwarf’s racial characteristics aren’t bad, so it might be good to acquire them with the Different Species’ King title.


  


  The characteristic obtained from the Different Species’ King title was random and couldn’t be directly selected by Grid. It was better to give up if the reason why Ke ong could master architecture was because of his racial characteristics. However, Grid held hope.


  


  ‘I’ve learned the Tailoring technique. Who says I can’t learn architecture?’


  


  Of course, new techniques couldn’t be learned just because he had high dexterity. He had to learn the foundation skills through quests. What if he could get the quest from Ke ong?


  


  ‘No, wait a minute.’


  


  -Even if I learn construction skills, isn’t it impossible to make a portable smithy when Ke ong can’t?


  


  -What if Your Majesty makes it with Greed?


  


  -Eh?


  


  -Let’s make a portable flying smithy. Then all the problems raised by Ke ong will be solved instantly.


  


  Hey, this person was a genius. Grid prepared to return immediately.




  Chapter 1121


  [The Overgeared Kingdom and the elf species have signed an alliance.]


  


  “What?”


  


  “Why is this happening?”


  


  The numerous players and reporters. They all stiffened like statues as they searched the World Tree’s Forest for the site of Resh’s broadcast, which cut off at the critical moment. The sight of tens of thousands of humans across the continent stopping at the same time were scenes that would be talked about for a long time in the future between the S.A Group’s staff. The title of the scene was ‘Statues of Fools.’


  


  “L-Logout!”


  


  The reporters hurried out of the game. Those who were judged to be in ‘combat’ and couldn’t log out still forced the logout, even if it meant dying. Didn’t everyone know the nature of the elves? The news about the Overgeared Kingdom allying with the elves was something that couldn’t be missed.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Wow, the Overgeared Kingdom is doing as well as always.”


  


  Pearl Island. It was a place where only the traces of a country lost a long time ago remained. This was the stage of the 1st National Competition’s PvP event and one man and one woman were fighting side-by-side. The female’s ID was Jishuka and the male’s ID was Bondre. They didn’t seem to have a good relationship.


  


  “Isn’t an alliance with the elves beyond the standard? Is there a genius in diplomacy in the Overgeared Kingdom? Or...”


  


  The air froze. The transparent particles gathered together in a flash to complete the shape. The moment the barrier of ice was erected, a rusty iron sword stuck into it.


  


  ‘Shit.’


  


  Bondre’s expression stiffened. A chill went down his spine at the thought that it would’ve pierced his face if his reaction had been a bit slower. The iron blade unleashed a storm of energy blades. The magic that Bondre used to confront this contained ‘ice’ as the basis.


  


  Bondre repeatedly used magic that was merely an act of ‘making ice’ and struck the iron sword’s energy blades, which was very effective. The iron blade’s accurate trajectory was twisted slightly. Bondre avoided a serious injury several times, sipped a potion, and continued.


  


  “Or is Grid simply just good at picking people? He had placated the orc lord so the naive elves would simply be easy for him. Isn't that right?”


  


  By now, Grid would be enjoying the elves. This was the meaning. Bondre was clearly taunting Jishuka. It was to vent his anger. It was Jishuka who put him in the current crisis.


  


  “...”


  


  Jishuka was silent. Her arms trembled as she concentrated to the limit. It was a charging process to maximize the power of her arrow.


  


  “Che.”


  


  He wanted to resolve his anger but she didn’t give him any room. Annoyed by Jishuka’s unshakable appearance, Bondre clicked his tongue. He was stabbed in the shoulder and pointed his hand at the death knight rushing in front of him.


  


  “Absolute Zero.”


  


  Pearl Island entered an ice age. The environment changed. Everything around Bondre was frozen and he stood on the back of a gigantic mountain of ice.


  


  “Pant pant.”


  


  In front of the breathless Bondre, the death knight stopped as it was about to wield its sword. However, this wasn’t a phenomenon that lasted forever. Bondre gritted his teeth.


  


  ‘Dammit, I have no luck.’


  


  He hadn’t heard of any boss monsters here on Pearl Island. It had been an hour of struggling and all his resources were consumed. There seemed to be no hope. He would soon be killed. It was because that wicked woman Jishuka pushed the enemy to his side.


  


  It happened as Bondre was thinking this.


  


  “Don’t look at me like that. We can catch it if we join forces.”


  


  Tatang!


  


  In the world that had turned to ice, Jishuka was able to escape the ice due to being in a party with Bondre and she finally fired her bow. Then the fiercely rotating red arrow started to collapse the icy world. The arrow pierced through the ice in the way, reached the death knight, and instantly smashed the death knight’s skull.


  


  [The specter of Lion Castle, Deodore has been destroyed.]


  


  [Your level has risen.]


  


  [Your level has risen.]


  


  [The party leader ‘Jishuka’ has acquired Specter Knight’s Gaiters.]


  


  [The party member ‘Bondre’ has acquired Specter Knight’s Headgear.]


  


  [The party member ‘Bondre’ has acquired Skillbook: Mana Arrow]


  


  [The party leader ‘Jishuka’ has acquired Magic Book: Ice Tray.]


  


  “Wow! It’s amazing!”


  


  Bondre cheered wildly. He was so excited that he clapped hands with Jishuka, who he had been hostile to until now. He thought he was going to die so he was ecstatic about succeeding in the raid.


  


  “Kuek...”


  


  Bondre quickly regained his rationality and took an awkward step back. He frowned and grumbled, “Dammit. I am the magician. Why did the magic book go to you?”


  


  “We can swap. I will give you the magic book so give me the skill book.”


  


  “I think the price of Mana Arrow is much higher.”


  


  “Are you obsessed with materialistic values? We fought for our lives together so we should get along.”


  


  “Nonsense.”


  


  “Tsk tsk, you should live in South Korea.”


  


  “South Korea? Hat, I’ll never visit Grid’s country again in the future.”


  


  Bondre was once France’s top ranked player. However, he had been on a downward trend after losing to Grid in four seconds at the 1st National Competition. His guild was disbanded after Faker killed all the guild members, he lost to Grid again at the 2nd National Competition, and he was PKed by Agnus...


  


  It would be a lie to say that Bondre didn’t have a grudge against Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom. Bondre was reluctant to be friendly with Jishuka. Even so, he knew. His defeat to Grid was purely due to his lack of skill and he had been arrogant regarding Faker. It was shameful to forever hold a grudge against them. Rather, the incident where he raided the Overgeared Kingdom as part of the Seven Guilds was an act that could be condemned by them.


  


  “Sigh... That's it. Just take it and get out of here. Let’s not get tangled up twice over this.”


  


  Bondre pressed the ‘accept’ button of the trading window that Jishuka created.


  


  The trade of the Ice Tray and Mana Arrow, which had a market value difference of at least three times, had been completed.


  


  Jishuka grinned at her good fortune.


  


  “I’m in your debt. I’ll pay you back later.”


  


  “No need. Didn’t I say not to get tangled up in this?”


  


  “You show a cold shoulder to kindness.”


  


  “It isn’t kindness, it is an apology. In the first place, I wouldn’t have been successful without you.”


  


  “Yes, I couldn’t have succeeded without you either. So thank you.”


  


  “...”


  


  They met here by chance. They had naturally hunted separately without cooperating with each other. Then the death knight appeared and Jishuka brought the death knight to Bondre’s location. Naturally, Bondre started swearing. Naturally, he had refused Jishuka’s offer of a party. However, he was forced to accept after they both died several times. Then the memories weren’t so bad once a good result came out.


  


  “Bondre, you’ve really become strong.”


  


  It was safe to describe him as the ‘Faker of magicians.’ Bondre’s control far exceeded the realm of common sense. In particular, his control when creating ice to shift the trajectory of the incoming attack was unbelievable even when she saw it with her own eyes. It was almost a miracle.


  


  “It is the same for you.”


  


  


  Bondre also acknowledged Jishuka’s skills. They had accumulated enough damage in the one hour battle but Deodore was still a death knight over level 400. Yet she blew his skull away...


  


  He didn’t know the exact nature of that charging archery but once it was charged for more than 10 seconds, it even exceeded Grid’s attack power. It was a correct assessment since he had watched Grid’s battle with the orc lord many times.


  


  ‘Is it possible to charge for minutes? I can’t imagine how high the destructive power will rise...’


  


  “By the way, why did you come here to hunt?”


  


  Just before Bondre left the party, he stopped and asked a question. He was curious. The biggest advantage of the Overgeared Guild was that they could hunt in the vampire cities around Reidan. It was easy to hunt so he couldn’t understand why she was alone in this remote place. It was hard to believe that she was aiming for the boss raid from the start.


  


  Jishuka was an archer. She could never raid a boss on her own. If she had been aiming for a raid then she would’ve come here with her colleagues, not alone.


  


  Jishuka shrugged. “I’m training.”


  


  “Training... that's good."


  


  Bondre laughed. He felt a sense of kinship since he was in the same position as her.


  


  “I’m sorry for saying bullshit earlier. I know that you like Grid so I said it to anger you.”


  


  Yes, in a word, it was bullshit. It was impossible to transform an alliance between nations into a pure male thing. Jishuka’s thoughts were different.


  


  “What if your guess is right? It is highly likely that Grid is attracted to the elves.”


  


  “...Bullshit.”


  


  “I’m telling the truth. You should know how popular Grid is.”


  


  “If this is true, isn’t it bad for you? Grid might be having some fun with the elves right now.”


  


  “It’s a game.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “I don’t care who Grid meets in the game. Rather, I welcome the accumulated experience.”


  


  Satisfy was different from reality. In reality, Jishuka had no intention of conceding Grid to anyone but she didn’t want to restrain Grid in Satisfy. 


  


  "...You are an open South American.”


  


  “I liked Grid when he was already a married man. I’m not in a position to argue.”


  


  “I see...”


  


  Bondre was strangely convinced and left. Jishuka was left alone and looked at the notification window.


  


  [You are eligible to surpass the legendary archer Povia.]


  


  [It is recommended to visit the World Tree’s Forest.]


  


  [The 12 Te or the ruler of the elves will give you an important hint.]


  


  “That’s it.”


  


  Jishuka had long been qualified to become Povia’s Descendant. She had refused because Povia wasn’t the strongest. Povia was only in the middle according to the rating of the previous legends. Jishuka wanted to carve out a better path than Povia’s Descendant.


  


  On this starry night, the 10 meritorious retainers scattered across the continent were developing. They met powerful enemies, felt frustration, overcame them, and developed their skills while developing many relationships.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Irene!”


  


  Grid embraced Irene after returning with the knights and Beniyaru. He was generally good at expressing affection but it was seriously too much today. He kissed Irene without any awareness of the ordinary players still wandering around the city gates.


  


  “Ke ong is waiting for you.”


  


  Lauel finally spoke and Grid nodded.


  


  “Yes. Would you like to come with me?”


  


  “No. I don’t want to interfere with your public affairs.”


  


  “You aren’t interfering at all. Let’s go together.”


  


  Grid held Irene’s hand and led her into the castle. Grid noticed the wrinkles around Irene’s eyes were a bit deeper but didn’t show any reaction. He was afraid and resented the approaching time but he would do his best to love her every moment.


  


  “Amazing.”


  


  Grid marveled as he returned to the castle after a long time. The Overgeared Palace was becoming larger and more gorgeous than before. It was amazing that the interior was both focused on aesthetics and efficiency.


  


  'It is scary how much easier things have become.’


  


  This was architecture. Grid looked over every inch and was seriously troubled.


  


  ‘If I learn the architecture skill... will I be able to use the imperial palace’s blueprint?’


  


  A blueprint of the imperial palace that he obtained thanks to former Emperor Juander. It was a huge hidden item that could be compared to the deteriorated version of Pagma’s Rare Book. The condition of use for the blueprint was being an architect and opening it gave craftsmanship level architecture. This meant that if Grid learnt Beginner Architecture then he could quickly become a craftsman.


  


  Still, Grid had to be cautious. He couldn’t jump to rash conclusions. It was like a deteriorated version of Pagma’s Rare Book. It had astronomical value. He couldn’t be blinded by his greed of the moment. The value was too high for him to master. He had to use it as a carrot when recruiting a person he needed.


  


  ‘It isn’t normal for me to construct a building.’


  


  A blacksmith took several days to create an item while an architect took weeks to months. How could Grid act as an architect when he already lacked time to make items and hunt? It was a pointless luxury.


  


  ‘I just need to learn enough to be able to build a small smithy.’


  


  Could he learn it?


  


  Grid gulped nervously and approached Ke ong, who was trimming a stone in the distance. He then asked in a blunt manner, “Is it possible for me to learn architecture?”


  


  “It seems Your Majesty has thought of a way.”


  


  Ke ong had a strange personality but he was clever. He had stated that a portable smithy was impossible. The moment he heard Grid speak about learning architecture, he saw that Grid had an idea.


  


  “Do you want to build a smithy with the mineral you created?”


  


  “...That’s right.”


  


  Greed could move on its own and had infinite power. There were no flight requirements or advancements needed when building a smithy out of Greed. Ke ong shook his head. "Unfortunately, it's not possible. A blacksmith can’t learn architecture quickly because the work is completely different.”


  


  “I have confidence in my dexterity. Is there any possibility based on that?”


  


  "Building doesn’t only need dexterity. It is a very mathematical approach that requires different talents.”


  


  Eventually, the truth was revealed. The reason why Ke ong was able to do this construction work was because he was a dwarf and it had nothing to do with blacksmithing.


  


  “I see...”


  


  Grid was greatly disappointed. A moving, flying fortress... no, smithy. He thought he would be able to ride it around the world without needing extra control or power but his imagination was ended. Grid was feeling a deep sense of loss when Ke ong spoke meaningful words, “By the way, do you know? I don’t think the architecture technique is needed to make a smithy out of Greed.”


  


  “...?!”


  


  Grid pricked his ears.




  Chapter 1122


  He could make a smithy without any building skills...?


  


  Ke ong smiled at the startled Grid. “It is a simple problem. Don’t you need mathematical calculations for blacksmithing? Blacksmiths must consider balance even when making the sword hilt, and the balance comes from standards. The closer it is to the ideal standard, the more qualified the sword. Yet does Your Majesty think about numbers when making a sword?”


  


  He didn’t. Of course, he tried to strike an ideal balance. It was because he knew from experience that items created without considering the balance would ultimately be failures. Nevertheless, he didn’t use a complex formula every time he created an item. The same was true when creating a blueprint, which was a feast of numbers.


  


  It was the power of the system. All the parts related to numbers were solved using the system correction effect. This was one of the privileges of being a player. It was just that NPCs didn’t understand the concept of a system and interpreted it as talent or experience.


  


  “I don’t do that.”


  


  “Architecture is the same. There are many things to consider in architecture, but in fact, a small building is something where you shouldn’t have to worry about numbers. Of course, this is if you have the right talent and dexterity. However, Your Majesty is a legendary blacksmith, and your talent and dexterity will definitely be enough.”


  


  “...”


  


  It was sophistry. The NPC Ke might not understand, but a player was limited by the system. A building created by a player who wasn’t a professional wouldn’t function as a building. Grid had been working in a smithy for more than 10 years and knew all the structures and principles of a smithy, but the smithy he built would be an empty shell with only the ‘shape.’


  


  ‘...Wait?’


  


  Grid’s eyes suddenly widened as he was feeling negative. He recalled the premise that Ke laid down before he started the story. It was based on ‘Greed.’


  


  ‘Ah!’ Grid realized the fundamental nature of Greed. It was based on the characteristic ‘think and act by itself.’ For example, the God Hands—which were made from Greed—perfectly fulfilled their role as a hand without any scientific or medical basis. This was just because Grid had created the ‘shape.’ Ke paid attention to this fact.


  


  ‘The moment I create the form of a smithy with Greed, the mineral Greed will reproduce the function of a smithy.’


  


  This wasn’t a building created by an architect, so the function of a building couldn’t be used. Nonetheless, the system constraints would be overcome by the nature of Greed. This suggested a number of possibilities.


  


  ‘I can also produce golems with Greed.’


  


  The creation of a golem was in the realm of a great magician. It required complex magic formulas and a mana core, but Greed made the story different.


  


  ‘This is a real scam.’


  


  In fact, this was something he should’ve noticed earlier. Grid had been using the Item Transformation skill since the days when Greed was still pavranium. Pavranium had the power to perfectly reproduce the power of the item it copied. However, Grid only recognized it as the power of the Item Transformation skill. Additionally, the name of the skill itself meant the things that could be reproduced with Item Transformation were limited to ‘items.’ Yet what was the truth?


  


  [Item Transformation]


  


  [-A skill that can be triggered if the legendary mineral ‘pavranium’ or ‘Greed’ is possessed.


  


  It transforms the pavranium or Greed into the shape and performance of a specific item.


  


  * It can only transform into items you have learned how to make.


  


  * The duration of the transformation is 3 minutes. After the transformation is released, the pavranium or Greed will return to its original form.


  


  Skill Mana Cost: None.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 6 hours.]


  


  In the first place, Item Transformation was a skill that could only be used with pavranium. The Item Transformation skill meant the pavranium not only copied the specific item but also the skills attached to the item. Additionally, the ‘item’ mentioned here had to be approached in a more comprehensive sense. It was a thing, and could almost be considered as everything. Pavranium was a mineral that could even reproduce Grid’s hands.


  


  ‘Can I make ‘myself’ with Greed?’


  


  Umm, this was too much. No matter how fraudulent Greed was, it couldn’t reproduce a player. There would always be restrictions.


  


  ‘It is still worth a try.’


  


  Even if it failed, he could create a ‘golem.’ A golem had infinite power and durability. Of course, the golem was likely to have a low rating due to the balance, but it could be useful enough. A golem with all its limbs had many functions such as using tools or holding the target to restrict them.


  


  “Thank you, Ke ong. You have enlightened me today.”


  


  “Haha, no problem.”


  


  Grid was filled with great anticipation as he said goodbye to Ke ong. Then he hugged Irene’s waist and said, “The weather is good. Let’s go on a date.”


  


  “Didn’t you say that you are building a smithy?”


  


  “I can’t create what I want to at the moment.”


  


  Greed must be fully multiplied in order to build a smithy. Right now, he couldn’t do anything.


  


  ‘By the way, I think it is too ugly to make a normal smithy.’


  


  A smithy floating in the sky... It would be funny if it was just a small building with a chimney. He wanted it to be cool since he was a king.


  


  ‘What if it is in the form of an aircraft carrier?


  


  Why not gradually turn it into a fortress? If he used a huge aircraft carrier as a base and built all types of necessary buildings and weapons from the smithy, it would give birth to an air fortress that never existed before.


  


  ‘It should be very cool...’


  


  The fortress floating like a guardian over the castle that Ke expanded. Grid thought of the future and asked Lauel in an excited manner, “Lauel, can you tell Picasso to paint an image of an aircraft carrier floating in the sky?”


  


  The reason why Picasso could become first in the painter’s rankings was due to her excellent aesthetics. She had greatly developed after painting Grid and could design a handsome aircraft carrier as a basis for a fortress.


  


  “The scale is getting bigger. I understand.” Lauel noticed Grid’s intentions and snorted. In fact, Lauel had been worried about how unsightly a small building floating would be. Then what about an aircraft carrier?


  


  ‘...That’s cool. I’m sure that all men will be immersed in the appearance. Kukukuk.’


  


  Lauel shivered as he imagined himself standing at the forefront of the aerial fortress.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  One month passed.


  


  In the meantime, Grid was always with his family. He enjoyed a picnic with Irene and Lord on all types of hunting grounds. In the Galgunos Temple, Lord—who killed the skeleton soldier along with Noe and Randy—wiped at his sweat while Grid hunted the war god followers.


  


  “I feel like my swordsmanship is gradually growing.”


  


  “Haha, it is natural. You are a genius of the continent, so you will naturally grow quickly.” Grid grinned and stroked Lord’s head in a pleased manner.


  


  “Whose son am I?”


  


  “Hehe.”


  


  “Husband, I think he’ll be stronger than you as soon as he becomes an adult.”


  


  “No, that can’t be. Father is as great as the heavens, so I will never catch up.”


  


  ‘...Not at all.’


  


  The longing eyes were burdensome. A hand of salvation was extended to the troubled Grid.


  


  “Take a break and have a cup of tea.”


  


  It was Irene. She laid down a carpet in the middle of the temple and had all types of snacks. The skeleton soldiers kept coming, but they weren’t able to break through the line created by Lord’s girlfriends and turned to ash. Irene’s side was guarded by the legendary knight Mercedes. It was already a natural fortress.


  


  Forget the skeleton soldiers, not even the war god followers could break through. Lord sipped the milk his mother handed him and cried out excitedly, “It’s really fun to have a family picnic!”


  


  He wanted the ordinary life of a child spending time with his parents.


  


  “...” The Overgeared members hunting a short distance away clicked their tongues. They were in a tense state where they could die at any time when hunting, only to feel a sense of alienation from the actions of Grid’s family.


  


  


  “I’m glad it’s fun. Let’s go to another hunting ground in a few days.” Grid touched Lord’s cheeks and then caught Mercedes’ eye. “Why don’t you sit down? I don’t think you need to be on the lookout.”


  


  “No. I need to be prepared for unknown situations.”


  


  “We have people everywhere, and even Noe and Randy have set up boundaries. It is fine to have a cup of tea together.”


  


  “No. I am a knight. How dare I be with the royal family?”


  


  “Mercedes.”


  


  “...I understand.” Mercedes failed to overcome the pressure from Grid and eventually sat down.


  


  Grid gazed at her blushing cheeks while Irene smiled softly. As the queen of a nation, she was quick to notice but thought it was fortunate that Grid had someone in his heart. Lord saw the atmosphere and exclaimed excitedly, “Father! Next time, let’s bring Aunt Sua with us!”


  


  “No,” Grid firmly declined. He dismissed his son’s disappointed gaze and opened his inventory. Over the past month, the mass of Greed had increased.


  


  ‘This is enough to make the hearthstone for the furnace.’


  


  He didn’t intend to make the hearthstone too big. The purpose of the portable smithy wasn’t to produce a large number of items but to create them in his spare them.


  


  ‘An existing anvil can be used... Channels can’t be installed, so I have to make a huge water tank.’


  


  It needed to be multiplied for at least two more months. 10 days passed after Grid determined this.


  


  [Greed has increased due to the proliferation nature of the insane dragon iron.]


  


  A familiar notification window appeared in front of him.


  


  [The members of the Tower of Wisdom have sensed the magic of the insane dragon iron and have started tracking the location.]


  


  [The moment Greed proliferates one more time, your position will be exposed to the Tower of Wisdom.]


  


  [The Tower of Wisdom will destroy Greed.]


  


  Unexpected news followed.


  


  ‘The Tower of Wisdom? Location tracking? Destroy Greed?’


  


  What was this? The insane dragon iron held the magic of Insane Dragon Nevartan. As the insane dragon iron multiplied, the volume of magic power would increase, and this was detected by other dragons. The movement of the dragons would threaten the peace of the world, so the Tower of Wisdom collected the insane dragon iron and destroyed it to prevent this from happening.


  


  Grid still didn’t know there was a world background like this. Still, there was a sinister feeling.


  


  ‘Dammit.’


  


  Grid sent a whisper to Lauel and explained the situation. Lauel consulted with Great Sage Sticks before responding, -There seems to be a limit on the proliferation of Greed.


  


  “How rotten.”


  


  Grid had wanted to walk on a flower road. Yet he was once again struck by the game’s ‘balance.’ Grid was disappointed, but it was only for a moment.


  


  ‘The aircraft carrier isn’t possible, but the smithy is different.’


  


  Then should he not let it proliferate anymore...? It would be enough if he consumed it from now on. He returned to Reinhardt with his family, and Grid headed straight to the smithy. First, he started to make thick, large plates. They would be one of the outer walls of the smithy. 


  


  That’s right. Grid planned to separate Greed every time it multiplied by a certain amount and create portions of the smithy at a time.


  


  ‘Then I will assemble it all at once.’


  


  The means that the Tower of Wisdom used to trace Greed’s position was the energy of the insane dragon iron. Meanwhile, Greed only retained the properties of the insane dragon iron when in ‘pure form.’ The moment it was separated, the proliferation effect of the insane dragon iron was removed. It meant that Grid was controlling it, and there was no more need to worry about the location being exposed to the Tower of Wisdom.


  


  ‘I have to determine what exactly the Tower of Wisdom is.’


  


  Even Great Sage Sticks didn’t know the exact identity of the Tower of Wisdom. However, Grid gained the right to enter the Tower of Wisdom after acquiring the Pioneer title.


  


  ‘If I can get in touch with them...’


  


  It was convenient if they came to him due to the proliferation of Greed, but there was the warning that they could destroy Greed.


  


  ‘I have to ask Kraugel.’


  


  Grid completed a single plate that would be the outer wall of the smithy and tried to calm his confusion.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  The Tower of Wisdom...


  


  “It is a big deal.”


  


  The Tower of Wisdom was a secret society that fought to protect the world for hundreds of years. They worked hard to prevent ‘disasters that couldn’t be handled with human strength’ from happening. They were the ones who drew the dragons’ attention whenever a great demon descended.


  


  Dragons, a transcendent species that couldn’t be compared to great demons—watching them was the mission of the Tower of Wisdom.


  


  “Someone is intentionally using the insane dragon iron.”


  


  They were informed of various situations. There was a presence in the world that fully understood and controlled the nature of the insane dragon iron. It was a big deal if they were evil, and it wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the world was already playing in that person’s grasp. All the dragons hostile to Insane Dragon Nevartan could wake up the moment this person wanted and destroy the world.


  


  “I have to find them.”


  


  “I think it would be better to ask other kingdoms for cooperation.”


  


  “I agree.”


  


  The members of the association were sitting around a round table. Every one of them had great strength, but their numbers were limited. They had to consider outside help because it took an astronomical manpower to search for the ‘unidentified’ person who cut off the energy of the insane dragon iron and their pursuit at every close moment.


  


  “Umm...” The leader of the tower was troubled. He shook his head as he reminded himself of why the tower had been secretly acting for hundreds of years. “No, we can’t do that. 


  


  The moment the Tower of Wisdom revealed its existence, the nations and organizations in the world—including the empire—would either covet or be vigilant against them. They would try to approach the tower through all means and methods. The mission of the Tower of Wisdom was too great to handle the variables which would arise at that time.


  


  After a long struggle, the leader decided, “Ask the Pioneer for help.”


  


  “Ohh... You mean Kraugel?”


  


  Approximately six years ago, the Pioneer Kraugel visited the tower. Kraugel was a great talent with an excellent character, so they had a deep trust in him. In the first place, the Pioneer was the only bridgehead connecting the Tower of Wisdom to the world. This was the time when they had to rely on him, just like he relied on them.


  


  “Let me meet him.” The man sitting at the lowest seat of the round table rose. The person with the lowest position in the Tower of Wisdom was a transcendent who would shake the world the moment he emerged. “My words will work better since he is a child who loves the sword.”




  Chapter 1123


  “The realization of breathing is slower than the Heart Sword...”


  


  Kraugel had reached the point where he could read and exploit the breathing of the target. The basic technique of the Sword Saint was acquired only now.


  


  “It is amazing. You learned to run before walking so you didn’t know what was possible.”


  


  NPCs weren’t aware of the existence of the system and couldn’t understand players who benefited from the system. Kraugel was forced to smile bitterly at his master who was clicking his tongue. It was a pity that he couldn’t say anything.


  


  ‘Grid.’


  


  The deeper his relationship with Kirinus became, the more he thought of Grid.


  


  ‘Has he been fighting this type of gap for a long time?’


  


  The NPCs were an artificial intelligence, not living human beings. Nevertheless, Kraugel respected the NPCs. It was a type of role play, a way to increase his concentration and endurance by maximizing his immersion in this world. Yet from the time he met Piaro and after studying under Kirinus for more than two years, Kraugel’s perception underwent a major change.


  


  At the very least, in this world, the NPCs were accepted as real humans. They felt precious. He now fully understood Grid’s wrath that resonated throughout the world after losing the blacksmith called Khan.


  


  ‘At that time, he must’ve been having a really hard time?’


  


  Kraugel was lost in thought for a while before his expression stiffened. An unidentified, suspicious person was suddenly standing right behind him.


  


  “It is a shame.”


  


  ‘This person?’


  


  Kraugel was unable to turn his head as the voice entered his ears. It was a voice that remained in Kraugel’s memory from six years ago. Kraugel used his genius memory to immediately identity this opponent.


  


  ‘The underground association of the tower!’


  


  “I had expectations when you became a Sword Saint but you haven’t even achieved the basic training, let alone transcendence. Isn’t it an embarrassment to call yourself a Sword Saint in this state?”


  


  “Who are you?”


  


  The surprised Kirinus stepped forward. Even the best spearman on the continent was late to realize the presence of the suspicious man. The man holding the spear emitted hostility and Kraugel tried to say, ‘He isn’t the enemy.’ However, he was unsuccessful.


  


  “Hoh, you have a great foundation.”


  


  The mysterious man showed interest in Kirinus and pointed his finger at a specific part of Kraugel’s body. Then...


  


  [You have been affected by the ‘silence’ state!]


  


  [Resistance has failed. This will last for 3 minutes.]


  


  “?!”


  


  Kraugel was unable to speak. At the same time, most skills were forbidden. Kraugel was surprised at encountering this for the first time but he soon recovered his composure. He was the supreme person because he didn’t become confused by the various situations he encountered.


  


  ‘Master, I’m fine.’


  


  Kraugel’s strong willpower was contained in his eyes. He intended to convey his will to reassure Kirinus but it wasn’t delivered. Kirinus couldn’t afford to look at Kraugel. His feet sank deep into the stone floor as he blocked the suspicious man’s sword.


  


  “Why are you doing this?”


  


  “Don’t talk nonsense and focus on the fight. I want to measure the level of this era.”


  


  The man ignored Kirinus’ question and warned in a rather excited voice. His mouth revealed below the hood of his robe was clearly smiling.


  


  “There won’t be a chance!”


  


  Kirinus’ anger reached its limits. It was natural to be angry when this person suddenly appeared, inflicted harm on his disciple, and treated him like a child. Unlike his anger, his spear didn’t show any emotions. Kirinus’s spear contained the same extreme flexibility as always. The spear handle encircled the mysterious man dozens of times.


  


  “...?!”


  


  The mysterious man was startled. He wasn’t surprised by Kirinus’ spear techniques. The mysterious man stepped back from Kirinus, blocked the sword coming from behind him, and uttered an exclamation of admiration. His sword was trembling madly from the shock.


  


  “Heart Sword?”


  


  The eyes of the mysterious man were focused on Kraugel.


  


  “You opened the heart before the completion of the skill and body?”


  


  “...”


  


  Kraugel’s blood was clogged from his pressure point being hit and he couldn’t answer. The mysterious man had intended for him to not use any skills, let alone speak.


  


  “How interesting. You aren’t following Muller’s path but you are self-studying. Therefore, it is impossible to complete the ‘skill’ and the ‘body,’ but you reached the ‘heart’ with your talent.”


  


  The interest of the mysterious man returned to Kraugel from Kirinus.


  


  He thought this person had become a Sword Saint too early because he thought Kraugel was following Muller’s progress, but what was this? This was perhaps a talent equal to Muller.


  


  ‘A talent that emerges once in a thousand years.’


  


  He would confirm if it was true.


  


  “Stop! Your opponent is me!”


  


  Kirinus stretched out his spear as the mysterious man approached Kraugel. His spear swayed like bamboo in the wind and was fast and unpredictable. However, it didn’t work against the mysterious man. The mysterious man twisted his sword and the tip of the spear was buried in the ground.


  


  “Don’t disturb me.”


  


  The mysterious man’s interest in Kirinus had cooled down in a short period of time. He was a capricious person.


  


  ‘What is this power?’


  


  Kirinus was surprised by the swordsmanship and hurriedly pulled the tip of his spear out of the ground. He used the repulsive force to swing it like a whip, aiming the spear at the mysterious man’s lower half. The mysterious man’s actions were faster.


  


  “It has been confirmed.”


  


  The man stepped on Kirinus’ spear and reached for Kraugel’s head. He grinned and stabbed at Kraugel’s pressure point with his finger.


  


  


  “Kraugel!” Kirinus screamed because he misunderstood that this monster had inflicted harm on his disciple.


  


  Surprisingly, the one who reassured him was the normal Kraugel. “I’m fine. He isn’t an enemy.”


  


  Kraugel could finally open his mouth and he politely greeted the mysterious man. “Master, I greet you.”


  


  “You know who I am?”


  


  “I remember you from six years ago.” 


  


  Kraugel deliberately avoided the words ‘tower’ and ‘underground association’ since he knew that the Tower of Wisdom was extremely reluctant to be associated with the world.


  


  “You are really clever and quick to notice.” The mysterious man was pleased while Kirinus shouted, “Kraugel! Do you know him?”


  


  “Yes, this disciple is indebted to him.”


  


  “Cough!”


  


  The red-faced Kirinus snorted. He didn’t like that a mysterious man he didn’t know was Kraugel’s benefactor. The mysterious man frowned. “Disciple? You became the disciple of a spearman?”


  


  “That's right.”


  


  “Hah! A Sword Saint has become the disciple of a spearman?”


  


  It was absurd. Who should be angry now?


  


  Kirinus’ face reddened. Now he seemed to be a ripe date. Nevertheless, Kirinus couldn’t blame the mysterious man.


  


  ‘He is a master of the previous generation.’


  


  The mysterious man was at the level of transcendence. Moreover, Kirinus remembered something about transcendents.


  


  ‘A transcendent can live for hundreds of years. Despite his appearance, he must be an old man.’


  


  This meant he wasn’t someone Kirinus could be prideful towards. This person seemed to have a relationship with Kraugel so it was wiser to observe silently first. Kirinus tried to soothe his heart while Kraugel spoke politely to the mysterious man.


  


  “As Master noticed, I was self-taught and came here. There are many skills I haven’t awakened so I asked to be his disciple. Thankfully, he accepted me.”


  


  “Wouldn’t it be better to follow Muller’s progress?”


  


  The death of a hero was directly related to the world’s crisis. That’s why the hero left behind their secret techniques before leaving. They wanted someone to defend the world on their behalf. It was the same with the mysterious man. The secret technique he left behind was passed down to Muller and developed further by Muller, protecting the world.


  


  “My goal is to surpass Muller so I can’t follow his progress.”


  


  “Huh...”


  


  His talent was comparable to Muller but he had a completely different personality. Well, the environment was different so it couldn’t be helped. Muller had quickly realized he was the strongest of all eras and didn’t compete with others. This child was obscured by the shadow of Muller and was destined to spend a long time proving himself.


  


  “Even so, for a Sword Saint to ask a spearman for help...”


  


  This was a major event that would crush a swordman’s pride. All the swordsmen in the world would be distressed. Still, the mysterious man didn’t say anything more. It was because the Tower of Wisdom didn’t get involved with the world. From the moment he entered the Tower of Wisdom, he had vowed that he would no longer intervene in the world. He had been a bit excited and showed an abnormal attitude when he thought Kraugel was his descendant but it turned out that this wasn’t the case. Therefore, he needed to draw the line clearly. 


  


  “Well, that’s fine. It is none of my business what you do.”


  


  The mysterious man sent a strange look toward Kirinus, like he was going to eat Kirinus. Kirinus slightly shrank back and wasn’t aware that at this time, the mysterious man was sending a sound transmission to Kraugel.


  


  [Pioneer. The Tower of Wisdom seeks your cooperation.]


  


  Now the mysterious man didn’t treat Kraugel in a personal manner. He called Kraugel ‘Pioneer’, not ‘Sword Saint’, and conveyed the tower’s position to him, the only bridge that connected the Tower of Wisdom to the world.


  


  [It is something called the insane dragon iron. It is a mine born from the influence of Insane Dragon Nevartan and is likely to be a target for all dragons targeting Nevartan.]


  


  ‘As expected, it is the Tower of Wisdom.’


  


  The force only watched dragons and were lacking when it came to other news. No, it was more accurate to say that they had no interest. The Tower of Wisdom had no interest in the world and didn’t know the Pioneer had changed.


  


  “Excuse me, Master.”


  


  Kraugel hadn’t yet learned how to send a sound transmission to NPCs. He wanted to say he was no longer the Pioneer and the mysterious man had gone to the wrong place, so he should go back.


  


  [Uhh! Have you forgotten that the tower’s chief is the only one who can leak the tower’s affairs to outsiders? Watch your mouth, even if this person is your teacher!!]


  


  “That isn’t it... oof oof!”


  


  [Just listen in silence! Your teacher has already noticed something suspicious! You can’t avoid punishment if you misrepresent the situation of the tower to the outside!]


  


  “Oof oof!”


  


  [Quiet!]


  


  “...”


  


  Ah, this person... He had the same temperament when Kraugel saw him at the tower six years ago. The man had been so excited that Kraugel was a Sword Saint that he attacked despite the discouragement of the other association members. He was a person with a hotheaded temperament, unlike the other association members.


  


  ‘The tower sent the wrong person.’


  


  It was obvious how these circumstances came about. This person would’ve claimed that he could speak well through the sword. Kraugel closed his mouth and looked like he had lost his soul. He couldn’t resist even if he wanted to, so he would let this person have his way for now. Kraugel calmed down and the satisfied man continued.


  


  [In any case, the dangerous insane dragon iron has been discovered and is being used recklessly by a human. Pioneer, I hope you can use your position in the world to search for him. All costs will naturally be handled by the tower and sufficient compensation will be provided.]


  


  Finally, the mysterious man pulled back the hand blocking Kraugel’s mouth. He looked solemn and determined, like a man on a mission to protect the world from the scourge of dragons.


  


  “Um...” Kraugel looked at Kirinus with a troubled expression. Kirinus guessed there was something between the two of them and stepped back. Kraugel received the right to speak and revealed the truth. “Master, I am no longer the Pioneer.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “I lost in a competition against others and was disqualified from the title of Pioneer.”


  


  “...This is a serious situation where you don’t know what the world will be like. Don’t joke around.”


  


  "It is true.”


  


  “...” The silence continued for a long time. The strange man stood blankly for a few minutes before a vein on his neck bulged. “Why are you only saying that now?!”




  Chapter 1124


  “Why are you only saying that now?!”


  


  “Master didn’t give me a chance to speak.”


  


  “A chance should be won by yourself! How can a Sword Saint be easily overthrown and lose his chance?”


  


  “As Master evaluated earlier, I am still lacking. On the other hand, Master is a member of the noble tower. I couldn’t resist.”


  


  “Aish, kids these days are weak. I used to beat a dragon with one hand when I was the Sword Saint.”


  


  “I’ve never heard of a legend like that.”


  


  "Hum hum, you are brave and fearless. You shouldn’t have said anything. Do you know how to respect your elders?”


  


  “I’m sorry.”


  


  “...Cough.”


  


  The unidentified man felt something called shame. He might be irresponsible by nature but he couldn’t hold Kraugel accountable. Kraugel’s polite attitude to the end despite the unjust situation made the mysterious man feel ashamed.


  


  ‘There are no true wise men.’


  


  The mysterious man had lived hundreds of years and knew that the personality of a person was innate and not easily corrected. He wasn’t an elder just because he lived a long time and being young didn’t necessarily mean being ignorant. If a person who lived for a long time was unconditionally wise, would the world be like this? It would be peaceful because it was overflowing with wise men.


  


  ‘I don’t know anything else but this child’s personality is real.’


  


  The mysterious man let out a deep sigh.


  


  “Sigh, what does it matter? I will die soon.”


  


  “Is it because you leaked the circumstances of the tower to me?”


  


  "That's right. I can’t avoid punishment.”


  


  “Is it punishable by death?”


  


  “Those are serious words! Don’t you know the words metaphor and exaggeration? I’m so afraid that I can’t even joke around!”


  


  “I’m sorry.”


  


  “Sigh...”


  


  ‘Is he afraid?’


  


  Kraugel was quite surprised when he saw the mysterious man’s slumped shoulders. A person who thought he was the best in heaven and earth. He thought that the weight of the punishment must be unusual for the mysterious man with a strong self-esteem to show such a frightened expression. Kraugel confirmed that he didn’t have to pretend not to know about the tower’s underground association.


  


  “Don’t worry. I will never tell the outside world what I heard today.”


  


  “You don’t know why the tower is called the Tower of Wisdom.”


  


  “How can a person like me dare to discern the association’s deep meaning?”


  


  There were many reasons why Kraugel had been ranked number one for several years. One of them was the way he treated people. The mysterious man had a great liking for Kraugel.


  


  “It is because the Tower of Wisdom is a tower of wise people. It is impossible to cover up my mistake because they’ll look at my whereabouts and figure out most of what happened here. It is a sense that you can’t cover the sky with your palms.”


  


  “I... see.”


  


  Of course, Kraugel also knew it. He had visited the tower six years ago and witnessed that most of the tower members had a creepy perception. However, there were exceptions, such as the mysterious man in front of him. At this point, Kraugel felt envy beyond absurdity because the mysterious man was implying that he was the same as the other association members.


  


  ‘He is a great guy in many ways... he seems to live without any particular worries.’


  


  It might be the secret to longevity. Kraugel was thinking seriously while the mysterious man talked to himself.


  


  “Well, you don’t have to worry. I’ll try my best to stop you from being punished.”


  


  “...”


  


  Kraugel just listened. If it was another association member present today, they would offer an apology rather than punishing him It was because the Tower of Wisdom was a very rational organization. Kraugel was so dumbfounded that he closed his mouth.


  


  The arrogant man asked proudly, “Then who is the new Pioneer?”


  


  Answering that he didn’t know wouldn’t work. It didn’t make sense for him to not know the competitor who pulled him down from his position. In the first place, there was no reason to avoid answering. The Tower of Wisdom and the Pioneer had a relationship of cooperation. An exchange with the tower was unconditionally beneficial to the Pioneer. The story that the mysterious man told meant Grid would get a hidden quest and a huge reward.


  


  “The ruler of a nation called the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  “Overgeared? That’s weird.”


  


  “It is a word that means to borrow the power of items.”


  


  “Borrow the power of items?”


  


  The mysterious man’s face wrinkled like he was eating shit. The sword shone because of swordsmanship. In other words, it was natural for technique to be greater than tools. The ruler of the Overgeared Kingdom seemed to have an opposite idea, making the mysterious man already dislike him. He even thought that he had left the tower for no reason.


  


  However, this only lasted for a moment. He consoled himself by saying that he was happy to be reunited with Kraugel, who was comparable to Muller and had good manners, and then he shook hands with Kraugel.


  


  “It was nice to see you. The next time we meet, you will be the Pioneer again.”


  


  “I will try.”


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  The mysterious man’s eyes slightly widened. He felt enthusiasm from Kraugel but no confidence. How good was the ruler of the Overgeared Kingdom that Kraugel lost confidence?


  


  ‘Ruler... Ruler... Don’t tell me?’


  


  The mysterious man got goosebumps. He was reminded of someone who had superior talent than Muller and was also the ruler of a nation.


  


  ‘Is he Madra’s descendant?’


  


  Undefeated King Madra. The miserable genius who spent his life locked up in a cage and whose life ended before he could spread his wings. If Muller was a genius that appeared once in a thousand years, Madra was a genius who would never appear again. If Madra was alive, the Tower of Wisdom wouldn’t exist now. This was the evaluation of the tower’s chief. Why? The dragons would’ve been sealed and the need for the tower’s existence gone.


  


  ‘Heh, I’m going too far.’


  


  The mysterious man shook his head. Madra’s descendant couldn’t exist because no secret techniques were left behind. In addition, he wasn’t someone obsessed with items. He was a great man who slaughtered tens of thousands or hundreds of thousands with a paltry weapon.


  


  ‘The Overgeared kingdom's ruler is probably a resourceful person.’


  


  It was correct to assume that he was a person who overcame his limitations by relying on a ruler’s power and tools. He would be a big barrier for Kraugel, who was only an individual. The mysterious man judged and turned away. He knew the identity of the other person so visiting would be a piece of cake.


  


  Kraugel asked the mysterious man who was about to leave, "Can I ask Master for Master’s name?”


  


  Kraugel had provided the mysterious man with the information he needed. Therefore, he thought he had the right to ask for this man’s name. As expected, the mysterious man willingly answered, “Biban.”


  


  ".... It was an honor to meet you."


  


  The identity of the mysterious man was as Kraugel expected. He was the second generation Sword Saint.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  -What are you doing?


  


  [The target can’t receive a whisper.]


  


  -Sir~?


  


  [The target can’t receive a whisper.]


  


  “Wow, really great.”


  


  Grid needed information about the Tower of Wisdom and had been trying to contact Kraugel for a fortnight. Yet for the last fortnight, Kraugel was in an area where it was impossible to send whispers. Areas where whispers were blocked were mostly special areas such as instance dungeons or forbidden places. Therefore, Grid had to marvel at Kraugel’s concentration and endurance.


  


  ‘He has been training or hunting for at least a fortnight...’


  


  He must’ve prepared a bag of jerky. He didn’t pick up miscellaneous items or threw them away. He must’ve minimized his consumption of potions. The repair kit was heavy so he couldn’t have brought too many. Then how did he handle the durability of his items? Could he keep hunting while using secondary weapons?


  


  ‘I feel sorry when thinking about it.’


  


  Grid was able to repair items without a repair kit, his strength stat was abnormally high and he could hold a much larger weight than Kraugel. He was also advantageous in terms of maintaining stamina thanks to Overgeared Corn that he obtained from Kir. 


  


  In the first place, he had Sticks’ Mass Teleport so he didn’t need to worry about the time spent travelling to and from hunting grounds. He was advantageous in all respects compared to Kraugel. Grid felt sympathy for Kraugel. Of course, Kraugel wasn’t aware of this difference between the two of them. Kraugel’s situation was the same as others. Yes, Kraugel’s situation was ordinary. He took for granted the circumstances that he had to overcome.


  


  Grid—feeling sorry for Kraugel—was the abnormal and fraudulent one.


  


  “Hmm, what is the Tower of Wisdom?”


  


  


  The tower was accessible only to the Pioneer. Was it an organization engaged in the destruction of the insane dragon iron? He was somewhat wary. It might be an insidious place like Goldhit’s Tower of Eternity.


  


  Ttang! Ttang!


  


  It was an unknown area even for Great Sage Sticks, so Grid wasn’t comfortable as he made items using the portable furnace while his pets hunted.


  


  [You have completed the production of Sword Breaker.]


  


  “It is another failure.”


  


  Grid had invested the last fortnight in himself. He focused on the growth of the Overgeared Skeletons, Noe, Randy, and Tiramet, while trying to recreate the Blue Dragon Sword Breaker used during the National Competition. The reproduction here naturally referred to the ‘form’, not the ‘performance.’


  


  Grid had already consumed the Blue Dragon’s Breath and Astaroth’s Horn while crafting the Blue Dragon’s Boots. Of the two materials, Astaroth’s Horn was out of stock so it was impossible to reproduce the performance of the Blue Dragon Sword Breaker. Still, he judged that it would be useful to reproduce the form since the Blue Dragon Sword Breaker was ideal from the beginning.


  


  ‘It isn’t easy.’


  


  After all, there were limitations to the items made using the portable furnace and anvil. However, he didn’t want to be stuck in the smithy for two days for an item that would be used in the next National Competition.


  


  “This isn’t going to work. I have to briefly return home.”


  


  Grid summoned his pets scattered everywhere and returned to Reinhardt. He put nine of the 10 Sword Breakers he made in the last fortnight into the guild’s warehouse. He set it up so that those who had the right to take it out were the top swordsmen of the Overgeared Guild such as Peak Sword and Ibellin. They would take it when they saw it in the warehouse later. They would pay a fee according to their conscience.


  


  ‘The problem is that their conscience is too great.’


  


  It was often more than the market price. They were always more grateful than necessary.


  


  ‘This type of item can be taken for free...’


  


  The items were produced from materials Grid obtained from his colleagues. Grid always felt beholden to his colleagues.


  


  “Are you going to the smithy without a break?”


  


  Mercedes followed Grid, who took off his armor and changed into cloth upon his return. On top of her head was a circlet with blue jewels. It was made by Elizabeth, the only accessories maker of the Overgeared Guild, out of the tears of the water clan’s king. The magic stored in it was the 1st ranked fire magician Laella’s passive magic ‘Blessing of Fire’ which helped with recovery. The tough Mercedes was no longer weary.


  


  "Yes, I think I need to focus a bit more.” Grid answered with a smile.


  


  He was naturally happy walking alongside Mercedes, who was as beautiful as a magnolia. He was like a caterpillar crawling on the petals. After all, appearance was relative.


  


  “Your Majesty.”


  


  After exiting the castle, Grid was heading for the smithy using a shortcut when Mercedes stopped him.


  


  “...?”


  


  It wasn’t until Mercedes pulled out the White Tiger Sword and stood in front of Grid that Grid could see the reason. A suspicious figure in a robe turned upside down was approaching. The atmosphere around them was unusual.


  


  'I'm still not good enough.'


  


  Despite having reached transcendence, he lacked Mercedes’ ability to detect danger. Grid clicked his tongue and asked the man who was 10 meters away from him.


  


  "Who are you?"


  


  “This is no place for the public.”


  


  “Nyahahahat!” Noe, who had been flapping his wings around Grid, laughed. “Master is dressed like a beggar so you are mistaken for a slave, ong~”


  


  “Cough... be quiet, Noe.”


  


  Grid pinched Noe’s chubby belly and studied the situation. The unidentified man was showing interest in Mercedes.


  


  “You rely on items. I don’t think there is anything that isn’t luxurious from head to toe.”


  


  “Who are you?”


  


  Mercedes's tone was surprisingly polite. This was strange because this person dared to block the king’s road and mistook the king as an ordinary person.


  


  ‘It is hard to gauge his skills.’


  


  Mercedes’ Keen Insight wasn’t complete. Still, it was growing steadily and she could easily figure out the target’s skills. Yet Keen Insight didn’t work well against this mysterious man. It was proof that his skills surpassed Mercedes’.


  


  “I came from the tower to meet you.”


  


  “Tower?”


  


  Mercedes was confused. It was hard to understand because only the tower was mentioned. Meanwhile, Grid was astonished.


  


  ‘Does he mean the Tower of Wisdom?’


  


  Greed was already consumed and the nature of the insane dragon iron suppressed yet the location was detected? Grid didn’t know exactly what the Tower of Wisdom was doing so he opened his inventory to take out his equipment.


  


  “Just once! Let me see the skills of the new Pioneer!”


  


  The mysterious man screamed. As expected, he was the killer (?) sent from the Tower of Wisdom. Mercedes and the sword of the mysterious man collided five times in a row. It was all Mercedes defending. The mysterious man’s sword rotated smoothly and Mercedes’ sword couldn’t easily maintain its center, slipping steadily.


  


  The mysterious man felt admiration.


  


  “I can’t believe you held out for a second! Great! There are two geniuses under the sky!”


  


  “...?!”


  


  The mysterious man spoke nonsense and slipped past Mercedes to fly at Grid. Mercedes followed but the mysterious man was a bit faster. His finger was aimed at Grid’s pressure point. However...


  


  [The +4 Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires has been equipped.]


  


  [The +3 Valhalla of Infinite Affection has been equipped.]


  


  [The +4 Lantier’s Cloak has been equipped.]


  


  [The +7 Cone Helmet has been equipped.]


  


  [The +7 Overgeared Crown has been equipped.]


  


  [The +4 Alex’s Quick Gloves (Produced by Pagma) have been equipped.]


  


  [The +1 The Arrogant Blue Dragon's Boots have been equipped.]


  


  Grid rapidly pulled out all his equipment from his inventory. For reference, Kraugel’s armor was a cloth ‘dopo’. (Google search)


  


  It facilitated agility but was vulnerable to physical shock. On the other hand, Grid’s armor was very high in physical strength.


  


  “...?”


  


  The mysterious man, the second generation Sword Saint Biban, was obstructed by Valhalla. Then Mercedes’ sword cut Biban’s back. To be exact, she cut Biban’s robe. The baffled Biban still managed to respond to and dodge Mercedes’ attack. It was the power of the repetitive training and experience that he built up for hundreds of years.


  


  “Indeed...! A ruler wouldn’t have an ordinary servant!”


  


  Biban stood quietly for a while before shouting. He warned Mercedes.


  


  “The existence of the tower should never be leaked to outsiders. Send your knight away for a while.”


  


  “Who are you?”


  


  “I said I was from the tower.”


  


  “The Tower of Eternity?”


  


  “Hah, how can the Tower of Wisdom be compared to such an insignificant tower?”


  


  “Tower of Wisdom...? This is the first time I’ve heard of it.”


  


  “...”


  


  A moment of silence followed. Once again, it was a long silence. Biban’s eyes trembled for a long time before he barely managed to settle himself. He spoke slowly, “I saw you coming out of the palace. I have confirmed that all the soldiers and knights in the palace are polite to you and found that your prowess is the best in the city.”


  


  So, please say it. Biban eagerly prayed as he asked, “Aren’t you the ruler of this country?”


  


  “No.”


  


  “Why are you only saying that now?!”


  


  “...?”


  


  ‘Is this person crazy?’


  


  ‘Crazy, nyong.’


  


  Grid and Noe had the same thought at the same time.




  Chapter 1125


  The meeting with Kraugel three days ago was an obvious mistake and failure. Biban acted cautiously because he couldn’t tolerate the two failures himself, let alone seek forgiveness from the tower.


  


  ‘Control my temper...’ Biban told himself repeatedly as he roamed around Overgeared City for the past three days. He barely suppressed his nature while searching thoroughly for someone stronger than Kraugel. In the end, Mercedes was the one he found. Biban measured Mercedes’ capabilities and was truly impressed. He was convinced about why Kraugel lost. Mercedes showed a ruler’s dignity with every action, and the small circle on her head proved her identity.


  


  ‘She is the ruler of this country,’ Biban came to this conclusion after watching Mercedes. He tried to make contact with her, but she never came out of the castle.


  


  ‘What is the identity of the person who made this barrier?’


  


  It was unexpectedly difficult to approach Mercedes quietly. In fact, it was virtually impossible to infiltrate the castle undetected. It wasn’t just because of the magic but also the protection of the elementals. Biban had only trained in the sword, so he was weak in magic and stealth.


  


  ‘It is simple to break through with strength.’


  


  With Biban’s power, the barrier around the Overgeared Castle wasn’t a threat at all to him. If he desired to do so, he could easily break through and defeat the soldiers and knights guarding the castle. However, there was a rule that the members of the tower couldn’t kill or leave traces behind in this world. So, Biban had no choice but to wait. 


  


  Then today, Mercedes finally came out of the palace. Her clear eyes were captured by Biban, who had eyesight better than a hawk.


  


  ‘Hah.’ Biban peered into Mercedes’ deep eyes and felt an eerie feeling in his body. Despite erasing his spirit, he felt like her eyes were piercing through him.


  


  ‘Keen Insight...’


  


  It was an accomplishment that couldn’t be achieved through discipline. This was an innate ability. Her eyes were filled with a certain power from the moment she was born. Even hundreds of years of training couldn’t catch up with this.


  


  ‘How much can this person grow?’


  


  Biban’s heart thumped. He no longer had any regrets, but he once again became interested in the world he left. At this moment, all his attention was focused on Mercedes. The person following Mercedes and the memphis hovering around her were insignificant. Hell was just a part of this world, so even hell’s best demonic beast was nothing special to Biban.


  


  Biban took action the moment Mercedes entered a deserted street.


  


  “Who are you?”


  


  “This is no place for the public.”


  


  “Nyahahat!”


  


  Biban was still uninterested in the nearby man and memphis, and he focused completely on Mercedes, observing her thoroughly. A legendary sword and the dignity of a ruler... Immeasurable eyes and thoroughly disciplined breathing...


  


  Mercedes hadn’t built up her transcendent status due to a lack of experience, but she didn’t seem lacking. She would’ve surely made a name for herself if she had been born in the same era as Muller or Madra. Perhaps, she could even have been stronger than the two of them... Well, probably not.


  


  “You rely on items. I don’t think there is anything that isn’t luxurious from head to toe.”


  


  “Who are you?”


  


  ‘Ahh.’ A chill went down Biban’s spine. Mercedes's gaze was different from what he saw at a distance. He felt the magic trying to peek inside him.


  


  “...I came from the tower to meet you.”


  


  Duguen, duguen, dugeun.


  


  Biban didn’t doubt Mercedes. He was convinced she was the new Pioneer and that she would climb the tower with talent beyond his imagination.


  


  “Just once! Let me see the skills of the new Pioneer!”


  


  He felt an emotional high for the first time in hundreds of years when he peeked at Muller from afar. The excited Biban couldn’t control himself. 


  


  A one-way street, always forcing a breakthrough, ignorant—these were the evaluations about himself that he had heard since the days of when he was cheated, and Biban was immediately caught up in his soaring emotions. In other words, he lost his temper.


  


  The third party’s gaze was ignored. It wasn’t long before Biban opened his mouth, “I can’t believe you held out for a second! Great! There are two geniuses under the sky!”


  


  The deep eyes that read his sword—they were amazing. Once his swordsmanship was blocked, Biban became cautious and regained his temper. He flew toward the attendant, intending to stun the ‘witness.’


  


  “...?!”


  


  However, the attendant quickly armed himself with a sword, armor, cloak, and headwear. The attendant did it with a speed so amazing that Biban wondered if he practiced changing clothes while eating.


  


  ‘Unbelievable!’ Biban’s eyes widened at his failure to hit the pressure point, and he stepped back. ‘Why am I only noticing him now?’


  


  A legend and transcendent...


  


  The dignity of a ruler...


  


  A way of breathing that suggested he seemed to have pushed beyond his limits several times while training...


  


  Even the faint fighting energy...


  


  The squid Biban had thought was just an attendant—no, Biban belatedly stared straight at this man. He realized that, like Mercedes, the man was an unusual person.


  


  ‘I’m ruined.’


  


  Emotions were pulled up continuously, and negative thoughts such as ‘disappointment’ and ‘madness’ emerged constantly. Biban stood quietly for a while before shouting, “Indeed...! A king wouldn’t have an ordinary servant!”


  


  First, it was denial. He hoped that all his assumptions were wrong and clutched at the last straw.


  


  “The existence of the tower should never be leaked to outsiders. Send your knight away for a while.”


  


  “Who are you?”


  


  “I said I was from the tower.”


  


  “The Tower of Eternity?”


  


  “Hah, how can the Tower of Wisdom be compared to such an insignificant tower?”


  


  “Tower of Wisdom...? This is the first time I’ve heard of it.”


  


  “...”


  


  The straw he was holding was cut off. The reality of the situation was grim. He was ruined. It was another mistake, another failure. Biban realized it, but he denied it once more. “I saw you coming out of the palace. I have confirmed that all the soldiers and knights in the palace are polite to you, and I’ve found that your prowess is the best in the city. Aren’t you the ruler of this country?”


  


  ‘So, please say it.’ Biban’s eyes were full of desperation.


  


  


  “No,” Mercedes’ answer was decisive.


  


  Biban cried out, “Why are you only saying that now?!”


  


  Two consecutive mistakes and failures—it was really serious. The punishment would certainly be harsh...


  


  Biban was feeling frustrated when the voice of the man he misunderstood entered his ears, “If you grabbed anyone on the street and questioned them, you would’ve known the identity of the king.”


  


  “...”


  


  Ah, he had been away from the world for too long. He had forgotten how to communicate. Biban eventually admitted it, “It was my mistake. You aren’t at fault, so I will bear all responsibility.”


  


  “What are you saying...”


  


  “Crazy human ong.”


  


  “...”


  


  The man and the memphis thought it was absurd and clicked their tongues. The two of them were well suited to each other. However, Biban showed a bright smile instead of being angry. Regardless, he had finally found the Pioneer.


  


  “You are the king,” he said with a voice full of conviction.


  


  Biban’s gaze was locked on Grid. Grid denied it for now, “Why do you think it is me?”


  


  “Who in the world can be the king if you aren’t the king?”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Don’t try to hide it anymore. I have already seen your majesty.”


  


  ‘I never hid it.’


  


  “Also...” The expression in Biban’s eyes deepened. The traces carved on Grid’s body proved that he had pushed the limits again and again. The status carved into Grid’s soul proved the difficult path he had walked. “The heroic path you are on proves that you are the Pioneer of this era.” 


  


  “...”


  


  ‘Heroic path’—it sounded pleasant. Grid felt a strange trembling and wanted to hold the mysterious man’s hand. Then he regained his spirit and hesitated. ‘I have to be vigilant. It is clear that he came because of Greed.’ One thing he could be sure of was that the Pioneer and Tower of Wisdom weren’t enemies.


  


  The Pioneer had the authority to ‘enter’ the Tower of Wisdom. This meant the Tower of Wisdom was likely to favor the Pioneer. In fact, the man in front of them had the ability to make Mercedes extremely nervous, but he didn’t show any hostility or killing intent. He only challenged them to a spar. Even so, Grid couldn’t be relieved. The relationship between the Tower of Wisdom and the PIoneer might be good, but the insane dragon iron was a separate concept.


  


  ‘The system definitely warned me.’


  


  The Tower of Wisdom recognized the aura of the insane dragon iron from Greed and started to explore it. The moment they found the insane dragon iron, they would destroy it.


  


  ‘I will likely be robbed of Greed the moment I reveal my identity.’


  


  However, could he avoid the crisis by not revealing his identity now? No. This person was already convinced of his identity. He managed to find Grid the moment he investigated on the street.


  


  ‘...Wait?’ The nervous Grid regained his composure.


  


  He noted that the mysterious man didn’t react to the Blue Dragon Boots.


  


  ‘Is it because the aura of the insane dragon iron is removed? He can’t recognize Greed?’


  


  Of course, it was possible this man had come because he sensed the ‘complete form of Greed’ in Grid’s inventory. Even so, it was unlikely. Otherwise, he would’ve known the owner of Greed was Grid. 


  


  ‘He isn’t chasing Greed?’ Grid came to this conclusion and nodded. “That’s right. I am the ruler of this country and the Pioneer.”


  


  “Ohh...” Biban took off his robe. He smiled brightly while extending his hand for a handshake, proudly revealing his black-gold name. “It is nice to meet you.”


  


  Simultaneously, he sent a sound transmission to Grid as he was concerned about Mercedes overhearing. [Pioneer. First, I have to tell you a rule. The Tower of Wisdom should never be exposed to the outside world. There will be a grave punishment if you disclose information about the tower, so pay attention. This will be explained to you when you visit the tower in the future. Let’s put out the emergency fire first.]


  


  ‘Didn’t you disclose information...?’ Grid wanted to say this, but he held back. He had a hunch that there would be no progress in the conversation if he interrupted here.


  


  Biban officially made a request, [Pioneer. The Tower of Wisdom seeks your cooperation. It is about something called the insane dragon iron. It is a mineral born from the influence of Insane Dragon Nevartan and is likely to be a target for all dragons targeting Nevartan. However, there is evidence that a human has obtained the insane dragon iron and started to deal with it. The world may be destroyed by him.]


  


  “...?”


  


  [This is a matter regarding the world’s peace. Pioneer, I hope you can use your position in the world to search for him. All costs will naturally be handled by the tower, and sufficient compensation will be provided.]


  


  Ttiring~


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★ ‘Tower’s Mission’ has been created!]


  


  [Tower’s Mission]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  The Tower of Wisdom is a hidden organization that fights for the peace of the world.


  


  Their main role is to curb the scourge of dragons.


  


  Please cooperate with the tower to find the owner of the insane dragon iron!


  


  Quest Acceptance Reward: 1,000 gold. 20 top-grade buff potions.


  


  Quest Clear Condition: Take away the insane dragon iron from its master or kill the master of the insane dragon iron.


  


  Quest Clear Reward: Dragon scale (random attribute)]


  


  “...” Grid’s mind was blank after he saw the contents of the quest. After a while, he came to his senses and cried out angrily, “Why are you telling me this now?”


  


  “...?!”
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  “Why are you telling me this now?”


  


  Did he think that good news was waiting for him? It was a waste of time and energy. There was only one moment of relief before the anger rose. Grid exploded while Biban asked in a bewildered manner, “Why are you arguing with me? You aren’t even giving me a chance to talk?”


  


  “Didn’t you have plenty of time to talk?”


  


  “I didn’t know your identity, so I couldn’t bring it up.”


  


  “I think you spoke very well from the beginning.”


  


  “It was a mistake I made because I was a bit excited.”


  


  “Is there a law that you can’t commit a mistake twice?”


  


  “It seems you don’t know who I am. Do you think a great man like me would repeat the same mistake?”


  


  “Such a great man didn’t even know my identity?”


  


  “Ah, young children shouldn’t speak.”


  


  “I’m sorry.”


  


  “Hah...” Biban clicked his tongue. He was already annoyed from talking to Grid. ‘I’m tired of dealing with unruly children.’


  


  It was similar to being disgusted by someone similar to him.


  


  Grid’s head was pounding as he shook his head. ‘I didn’t expect to get this quest.’


  


  Look for himself—it was a completely easy quest. He could obtain the reward by creating Greed and then giving the remaining insane dragon iron to the tower. The reward was even a dragon scale.


  


  ‘Huhuhu.’


  


  The dragons were absolute creatures that reigned over all the species in this world, and they had power comparable to that of a god. A dragon scale was the ultimate production material that went beyond the breath of a sacred creature or the byproducts of the great demon. He had ignored it because there had been no way to obtain it, but now there was a new acquisition route. Grid was filled with joy when he imagined himself armed with a dragon set.


  


  ‘By that time, I can beat Garam easily.’


  


  In fact, Grid had felt despair when Biban first appeared. New strong people kept emerging endlessly. He wondered if raising his strength was really worth it when people as strong or stronger than Garam kept constantly appearing. If he worked every moment of his life to become stronger only to remain weak, why did he bother struggling?


  


  Then at this moment, Grid regained his motivation. He learned that he had a strange fate with Biban, and this despair turned to hope.


  


  ‘Won’t he be suspicious if I hand over the insane dragon iron right here?’


  


  There was no time limit on the quest. It was wiser to clear it at the right time. Determination flashed in Grid’s eyes as he bowed politely. “Thank you for the assignment. I will resolve the mission as soon as possible and live up to the tower’s expectations.”


  


  “The Tower of Wisdom and the Pioneer have a relationship of cooperation. There is no need to act like you are below me. Well, thank you for being polite to your seniors.” Biban, who had just been showing a bad expression, was now smiling. He was a simple person, and staying angry wasn’t part of his personality.


  


  “I listened well. I will leave to do the mission, so I’ll see you at the tower next time.”


  


  “I am very satisfied with that active attitude. I can really feel a hero’s spirit.”


  


  “Thank you for the compliment. Then I’m going...”


  


  “Wait,” Biban called out to Grid who was about to leave. “Shouldn’t you hear the location of the tower before leaving? Take it.”


  


  [You have obtained the map to the Tower of Wisdom!]


  


  “Thank you.”


  


  “Also.”


  


  “...?”


  


  [I have to measure the strength of the Pioneer according to the tower’s tradition. It is something the Pioneer will experience while climbing the tower, but now that the situation is like this, I will do an abbreviated version. You are a swordsman, so you are extremely lucky to spar with me.]


  


  “I see...”


  


  Grid didn’t know Biban’s identity. It was because the second generation Sword Saint wasn’t well-known among the people. He was a figure from far in the past, and few people were interested in the second generation Sword Saint when Sword Saint Muller was known as the ‘strongest of all time.’


  


  Nevertheless, Grid instinctively knew this was a big opportunity. It was because his transcendent status told him that Biban was also transcendent. In fact, Biban was stronger than Mercedes.


  


  ‘I can’t give up the opportunity to learn.’


  


  “Then I’m starting.” Biban’s sharp energy started to spread out like a tent. A small street in Reinhardt turned into a spherical shape. The nervously watching Mercedes and Noe disappeared from Grid’s field of view.


  


  ‘Barrier?’


  


  This was a space that was completely blocked from the outside. It was definitely a barrier. Some named boss monsters had this ability, and Biban definitely had it. Biban smiled as if he liked Grid’s surprised response and explained, “This is a space made of sword energy.”


  


  “Wow. This is possible with sword energy?”


  


  “It is easy for a great person like me.”


  


  “.....”


  


  Grid touched the outer wall of the space. It felt sharp. It felt like his wrist would be cut off the moment he touched it. It was clear that this huge tent consisted of thousands or tens of thousands of blades. 


  


  A person obsessed with swords...


  


  Swordsmanship that was superior than Mercedes’...


  


  A flexible use of sword energy that ordinary people couldn’t imagine...


  


  Grid vaguely inferred Biban’s identity and asked this question, “...Senior, who are you?”


  


  Biban easily replied, “My name is Biban. I am the 2nd generation Sword Saint.”


  


  “...!!” Grid was shocked like he had been hit by a hammer. Sword Saint Muller had lived hundreds of years ago. How old was the second generation Sword Saint? “Are you alive?”


  


  “Don’t treat a living person as a corpse.”


  


  “Is the Tower of Wisdom a gathering of old legends and transcendents?”


  


  “That’s right. It is an organization of elderly people who feet lonely and decided to leave the world. Well, that doesn’t mean we are like old people. We are fighting to defend the world, so every day is fierce.”


  


  “Perhaps... are the legends of the previous generation present? For example, Pagma.”


  


  Grid didn’t like Pagma very much. It was natural since Pagma betrayed his friend, Braham, for the sake of world peace and insulted the other legends by turning them into death knights. Even so, Grid was thankful to Pagma. The reason Grid’s current self existed was Pagma’s Rare Book. Additionally, Grid was sympathetic toward Pagma. His image of being betrayed by the gods and fighting for the world alone remained vivid in Grid’s mind. Grid wanted to meet Pagma. He wanted to at least tell Pagma that he had done his job.


  


  Unfortunately, Biban shook his head. “How can someone who is dead climb the tower?”


  


  “...You are certain he is dead.”


  


  “That’s right. Why? Did you want revenge after he stabbed you in the back?”


  


  “Kuek...”


  


  The Tower of Wisdom must know Pagma well to say he stabbed someone in the back.


  


  “It is because he signed a contract with Baal. He couldn’t climb the tower even if he was alive. Baal’s Contractor isn’t free from Baal’s gaze, so the tower would stay away from him.” Biban’s expression was bitter. “Well, don’t blame him too much. He is already paying for it.”


  


  “What is the price?”


  


  “He is a torn soul that will wander through hell in eternity suffering. That is the fate of those who contract with Baal.”


  


  “...!”


  


  It was karma generated from signing a contract with Baal. Did Pagma not know this before signing the contract with Baal? No, he had to know. He knew and contracted with Baal out of his own beliefs.


  


  ‘Pagma was such a person...’


  


  From the moment he betrayed his only friend Braham, Pagma was determined to take on all his sins and fight alone, even in life and death. The more Grid knew, the more pitiful Pagma seemed.


  


  ‘I should trust my friends and rely on them.’ Grid gritted his teeth. He was trying to make sure his face didn't crumble. 


  


  Biban misunderstood. “Being mad to the extent of gritting your teeth... Your grudge against him must be very deep. Still, what meaning is there in resenting the dead? Stay calm and restore your composure.”


  


  


  “...I understand,” Grid said, calming the expression in his eyes. Then he asked a question, “Didn’t you say you were going to measure my skills? If you feel that my skills are below par, will I be disqualified from the position of Pioneer?”


  


  “No, a Pioneer doesn’t need to demonstrate your skills because you have already proven yourself. The tower completely trusts the Pioneer. We just want to help the Pioneer.”


  


  “Help?”


  


  “You already know that the Behen Archipelago is a place of succession for legends. You can think of the Tower of Wisdom as a place of succession for the Pioneer. In the future, the members of the tower will evaluate your abilities and give skills that match your abilities. However, don’t be too disappointed. There is no one worthless.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “Now, I will get started.”


  


  The quest began the moment Biban drew his sword.


  


  [The 9th’s Test is occurring!]


  


  [Sparring mode is activated!]


  


  [9th’s Test]


  


  [Difficulty: ???


  


  The 9th seat of the Tower of Wisdom, Biban is assessing your skills.


  


  Do you best to get a good evaluation.


  


  Quest Clear Condition: Last one minute in the spar. It is considered to be an elimination when you enter the immortal state.


  


  Quest Clear Rewards:


  


  No rewards if eliminated within 10 seconds.


  


  Acquisition of a ‘Dragon Pill’ if you last more than 10 seconds.


  


  Acquisition of ‘Matchless Heart Technique ’ if you last more than 30 seconds.]


  


  “Do your best. The Dragon Pill is a miraculous medicine made from a dragon’s heart. You just have to hold on for 10 seconds and you will obtain it.”


  


  Pagma, Braham, and Madra had all showed wild expressions when they met him. Yet Grid showed little interest in the Dragon Pill.


  


  “What is the Matchless Heart Technique?”


  


  “It is my technique. If you keep honing it, you will get a sword energy that never runs out.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “Well, focus on getting the Dragon Pill. I’ve never had a Pioneer last more than 10 seconds against me.”


  


  “How many seconds did the last Pioneer last?”


  


  “Huhu, you are conscious of Kraugel. It is good to be young. Unfortunately, he didn't last more than two seconds.”


  


  ‘I guess.’


  


  At that time, Kraugel would’ve been level 200 or 300. The current Grid was over level 400.


  


  “What will I get if I last a minute?”


  


  “I don't know because I haven’t thought about it.”


  


  “You are going to have to think about it now.”


  


  Hands emerged around Grid. Each of them held a sword or a hammer.


  


  “...?”


  


  This person wasn’t a simple swordsman...?


  


  ‘He has hidden something. Who is he?’


  


  A knight who could handle a variety of weapons? An assassin? A magician who could move objects without touching them? Well, it didn’t matter. It would be hard to last 10 seconds against Biban, even if he had some skills.


  


  “I’ll let you attack first,” Biban said while taking the posture of the Matchless Sword. Taking this posture meant he would fight in the spar with all of his power. It was justified. This was an official test that would remain on the tower’s record. It wasn’t a game, unlike the fight against Mercedes.


  


  “Blacksmith’s Rage. Quick Movements. Blackening.” Grid didn’t miss this opportunity to attack first. He wrapped himself in all his buffs from the beginning and activated the Blue Dragon Boots, triggering Lightning Speed. “Transcended Link Flower!”


  


  The distance between Grid and Biban narrowed as energy blades flew and petals fluttered. Grid reached his maximum speed, and a bursting sound rang incessantly in Grid’s ears. His vision was spinning. Grid continued to shift his position, swinging his sword while keeping Biban in the center of his field of view. It was to force Biban along a certain path and induce the baptism of fluttering petals.


  


  Biban sighed. “I see. You are Pagma’s descendant. These hands are your artifacts.”


  


  Biban held a God Hand disturbing his vision with one hand while holding his sheath in the other. His sword was only slightly pulled out.


  


  “Do you know why Pagma contracted with Baal? It was because he knew there were limits to his skills.”


  


  “...?!”


  


  Biban’s sword was pulled up in a diagonal line. The dozens of black energy blades and petals were scattered temporarily. Biban’s sword energy destroyed Grid’s sword dance by separating the energy blades and petals.


  


  “The sword dance is a means of staging the ceremony during a body ritual. It is a technique that a priest learns, not a swordsman.”


  


  “...!?”


  


  “It might have a deep meaning spiritually, but it can’t be called swordsmanship without a proper form. It can never overcome swordsmanship...?” Biban’s eyes widened as he was regretfully explaining Grid’s sword dance.


  


  It was because the black energy blades, which had lost their path and scattered in all directions, suddenly changed their trajectory like they had been given a will and rushed toward Biban. This was a phenomenon that occurred due to Braham’s Detect Force, which contained a magic that chased the target.


  


  “Magic?” Biban, who had drawn his sword to cut down the sword energy, was amazed once again when he saw the sharp winds that inhabited the sword. 


  


  ‘Is it a spell that ignores my magic resistance?’


  


  Biban’s eyes shook. Blood flowed from the cheek that was slightly cut by the wind. It was the first time he had bled in decades.


  


  ‘A spell that ignores resistance... It can’t be!’


  


  Biban’s gaze shifted to the air. Grid, who was engulfed in a white light, could be seen flying in the sky.


  


  “Are you the descendant of both Pagma and Braham?”


  


  “I just learned it in a rough manner.”


  


  The modest Grid twisted his hips. Biban once more determined that the magic sword energy would fly at him again, so he gathered sword energy at the tip of this sword. It was intended to cut Grid’s energy blades and magic at the same time.


  


  ‘It has already been 10 seconds.’


  


  The Dragon Pill could be given easily but not the Matchless Heart Technique. Biban was determined to end the spar here. Meanwhile, Grid was preparing a sword technique, not a sword dance. The sword dance was likely to be destroyed, so he had no choice.


  


  Grid used swordsmanship. “100,000 Army.”


  


  The swordsmanship of Undefeated King Madra—its power was weak because it was a degraded version, but Grid was convinced that Madra’s swordsmanship couldn’t be crushed, even by a Sword Saint. The world might not know Madra, but Grid knew Madra’s greatness. 


  


  “Massacre Sword.”


  


  “...!!”


  


  There was a huge explosion, and Biban shook.


  


  Meanwhile, outside the isolated space...


  


  ‘Have strength, Your Majesty.’


  


  Mercedes was cheering Grid on. Her Keen Insight allowed her to look through the enchantment and see the situation inside. That’s right. Biban was constantly leaking information about the tower to outsiders.




  Chapter 1127


  ‘I know there are many weaknesses in the sword dance.’


  


  The sword dance was literally a dance. A dance while wielding the sword. There were some unnecessary and unhelpful movements in combat. There were many forced movements because each sword dance visualized a specific object or concept. A typical example was when he needed to take a stride—the gap was a deadly weakness and many talents had targeted it.


  


  However, the reason Grid was able to survive until now was that he sublimated his weaknesses into strengths. Grid had reached a point where he used most of the movements in the sword dance as defensive or evasive maneuvers. He also minimized the useless behavior by evolving the sword dance itself. It wouldn’t have been possible without his bone-deep efforts.


  


  However, at this moment, the sword dance was once again attacked. Grid once again felt the limits of the sword dance and was in a great sense of disarray. Nevertheless, he didn’t become frustrated. It was just a part of Grid, not the whole Grid. The days when denying the sword dance meant denying Grid was long over.


  


  ‘It will be different.’


  


  Grid calmly looked at Biban’s eyes. Biban’s gaze was clearly scanning Grid’s lower body. It was to read the direction of the stride and to block the sword dance. However, Madra’s swordsmanship didn’t use legs. Madra had annihilated hundreds of thousands of empire soldiers while standing in place like a rooted giant.


  


  “100,000 Army.”


  


  Grid twisted his waist in the air. 


  


  “Massacre Sword!”


  


  “...!!”


  


  The legacy of the Undefeated King was revealed. Beyond the baptism of the sword energy spreading out like hot wind, Grid identified that Biban’s eyes were shaking. He was very flustered when facing a different swordsmanship than he expected.


  


  ‘It will work!’


  


  It was the moment Grid thought with confidence.


  


  “...!?”


  


  An aura of death reached Grid’s neck. His transcendent senses warned him to be careful. The surprised Grid pulled his neck back and a cutting noise was heard right in front of his face. The effect of intangible will appeared without leaving any traces and cut the space.


  


  ‘Crazy!’


  


  It wasn’t the Heart Sword. Kraugel had once showed the sword that ‘always cut what he wanted to cut.’ In other words, it could never fail to hit. A chill went down Grid’s spine.


  


  ‘Is this intangible will?’


  


  Intangible will—it was the technique of the absolute masters who suppressed the target with the power of their pure will. It wasn’t a fraudulent skill like the Heart Sword that cut a target ‘without fail’, but it was a useful way of exercising physical force without touching it directly. Of course, the power was greatly reduced compared to Heart Sword. Even so, the power of Biban’s intangible will couldn’t be ignored. 


  


  The screams of the torn air made his skin numb. The idea that his neck would’ve been cut if he was even a bit slower caused Grid’s hairs to stand up.


  


  “Ah...!”


  


  Was it one second? Grid, who had been stiff for a short time, belatedly came to his senses and turned his attention to the ground. The baptism of sword energy was pressuring Biban in all directions. As Grid expected, Biban failed to break it. He was forced to use Sword Curtain to defend himself. Biban hadn’t taken more than two steps and his eyes were fixed on Grid.


  


  [It was great that you avoided it. Your senses are still dull but you have a body that overcomes the dull senses.]


  


  ‘Really a monster...’


  


  Sending a sound transmission in the midst of this? Grid raised an index finger and pointed it at Biban.


  


  “Magic Missile!”


  


  There was a white light at the tip of Grid’s finger. Grid aimed at the Sword Curtain with a vision that overcame a player’s limitations and started to fire a rampage of light rays. He didn’t care about conserving his mana. The sword energy blocked by the Sword Curtain scattered in all directions and collided with the ground, causing the entire area inside the barrier to shake. The Magic Missiles streamed down like rain while the God Hands threw Mjolnir. Biban raised his sword at an angle and blocked all of them.


  


  “Pant...”


  


  Grid gulped. He was dumbfounded by the incredible sight.


  


  Biban muttered, "You have learned it through tinkering... Braham’s magic and Madra’s swordsmanship aren’t perfectly reproduced.”


  


  “Gulp.”


  


  Was it because he could only communicate with the Pioneer? There seemed to be no limit to Biban’s strength because he was a person who had no direct influence on the worldview. It was clear that his strength was a few degrees above the grandmaster or the yangban Garam. Perhaps he was the only human who could deal with Marie Rose.


  


  ‘Run away as much as possible.’


  


  Striking first was useless. Rather, it only revealed the gaps. The determined Grid was prepared to use Queen’s Distortion or Revolve at any time. In the first place, this confrontation required persistence, not winning. It was even a simple game that lasted only one minute. It was still too early to give up and Grid had no doubts.


  


  Meanwhile, Biban’s eyes were deep as he watched Grid.


  


  ‘He is an uncontrollable child.’


  


  Biban was simple and his emotions honest. He wasn’t wise compared to the other members of the underground association and due to this, he made mistakes. Still, he wasn’t incompetent. He had the skills with a single sword to make up for a thousand mistakes. Hundreds of years ago, when thousands of demons invaded the Behen Archipelago, it was Biban who cut off one wing of Stone Dragon Gujel, who had tried to intervene.


  


  ‘Inheriting the skills of Pagma, Braham, and Madra...’


  


  Biban was a saint of the sword. He was able to connect with the sword. He was able to guess what path the other side would take based on their strength, skills, techniques, and purpose, yet even Biban didn’t dare measure Grid—it wasn’t impossible but it wasn’t polite.


  


  ‘That kid... it isn’t innate.’


  


  Grid was clearly strong. The ‘body’ had already been completed and the lacking ‘skill’ was met using various tools. Despite this, he was shabby in many ways. The finished body had scattered signs of overuse and there was no talent in the traces of his effort to make up for the weaknesses of the sword dance. He was a completely different type from the former Pioneers. That’s why Biban thought it was even greater.


  


  ‘How much effort did he put in?’


  


  It was unimaginable and he couldn’t make an estimate. Just like an ordinary person couldn’t understand a genius, a genius couldn’t understand an ordinary person.


  


  “......”


  


  27 seconds had passed since the test began. Biban knew it exactly but he didn’t try to overpower Grid. He stood silently and wondered why Braham and Madra had taught this person their techniques.


  


  ‘Sympathy? No, it is respect.’


  


  A man with no talent who became the Hero King. Braham and Madra might’ve found it difficult to understand the ordinary person, who was completely different from them. This impression would’ve turned into interest and liking. That’s how Biban felt now.


  


  “Interesting...”


  


  30 seconds had passed and Biban smiled. Grid saw this and felt cold.


  


  ‘Shit, what is he up to?’


  


  Grid—floating in the air—prepared for Biban’s counterattack. He was prepared to use Queen’s Distortion and Revolve at any time as he thoroughly observed Biban from top to bottom. He was so nervous that his body was soaked in sweat and his concentration was raised to the extremes.


  


  One second was as long as an hour for Grid. He felt like he had entered a world where time had stopped. Then Biban smiled in an unspeakable way and Grid was terrified. He felt like a trick was going to be played.


  


  ‘How much time has passed? Is it now 10 seconds?’


  


  “Throw away your distractions and focus on the opponent in front of you. Your deep thoughts will grab onto your ankles.”


  


  “Kuek...!”


  


  Biban’s knees bent like he was going to jump straight away. Grid was floating high in the air but he still didn’t feel safe. Biban finally flew up. The land was smashed by the jump and the storm that ensued devoured everything around it. The ground swirled roughly and disrupted Grid’s vision. The four God Hands protecting Grid were swept away by the vortex.


  


  ‘It isn’t possible. I can’t stop it!’


  


  Grid instinctively sensed as he watched the incoming sword that was like a dragon’s claws. His transcendent senses weren’t a system help. Grid himself was aware of the situation based on his many years of experience. It was an accurate judgment. Grid didn’t understand the concept of ‘breathing’ but every strong person he faced so far had been aiming at Grid’s breathing without knowing it. They targeted the gap between breathing to deal a blow to Grid. Grid instinctively knew that he couldn’t pinpoint the timing of Biban’s attack.


  


  In the midst of his despair.


  


  “200,000 Army Crushing Sword!”


  


  Grid pulled out a secret technique instead of Revolve. It was the Undefeated King’s swordsmanship that cut down the skill of all enemies in sight. The stronger the skill he wanted to cut, the more severe the backlash that occurred. Nevertheless, it was better than letting his head fly away. The Enlightenment Sword and Biban’s sword collided. This caused a great roar to ring out.


  


  [You have been injured by the recoil from 200,000 Army Swordsmanship.]


  


  [You have lost 50% of your health!]


  


  


  “Cough!”


  


  Blood burst from Grid’s eyes as he spewed out dark red blood. Grid felt the pain of all the muscles in his body tearing.


  


  “Hah.”


  


  Biban’s eyes widened. The strike that Grid blocked was the one that cut off one wing of the dragon Gujel. Then...


  


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  


  Grid had realized the difference in strength from that engagement but he wasn’t frustrated at all. The bloody Grid swung his sword as he divided into several people. Biban stood in the center of the sword dance unfolding from all directions and smiled deeply.


  


  ‘I want to help this child.’


  


  At the same time, Biban returned the sword to the sheath. Then hundreds of lines were belatedly drawn around Biban and the multiple Grids were torn apart and destroyed. Only one Grid remained because his body was in the Lightning God state and not cut by Biban.


  


  “I will stop taking a break now.”


  


  Once Biban decided to ‘cut’ it, he slammed toward the ground. It was the manifestation of Heart Sword.


  


  “Keok...! Cough, cough!”


  


  [Your health has fallen to a minimum.] 


  


  [The test has ended.]


  


  Grid sat on the cold floor in despair. Had he held on for 10 seconds? He was anxious because he couldn’t be sure. He was sorry that he didn’t last 30 seconds. The contents of the notification window were updated.


  


  [You have lasted exactly one minute.]


  


  “Ugh...! Huh?”


  


  Grid was stunned. He sat like a stone statue on the floor while Biban approached him.


  


  “Now, this is the Dragon Pill.”


  


  [The Dragon Pill has been acquired as compensation for the test.]


  


  “Next I will pass on the Matchless Heart Technique.”


  


  “......”


  


  Biban’s explanation followed. Knowledge and wisdom in an incomprehensible language were forced into Grid’s mind, making the flow of energy in his body smoother than before. 


  


  [The Matchless Heart Technique has been acquired as compensation for the test.]


  


  [From now on, the natural recovery of the Sword Energy resource will increase dramatically!]


  


  “Ah...”


  


  From now on, he didn’t have to swing his sword like a shovel in the air to recover sword energy? He was happy. Grid couldn’t understand Biban’s favor but he left his questions behind for a moment and just felt gratitude. It was at this time...


  


  [Your knight Mercedes has acquired the Matchless Heart Technique.]


  


  “...??”


  


  A series of incomprehensible things happened. Grid was shaking his head when Biban suggested, “Would you like me to help repair Madra’s swordsmanship as a last minute resort?”


  


  “...Huh?”


  


  “You might already know this but the 100,000 Army Swordsmanship and 200,000 Army Swordsmanship that you have acquired aren’t the original. That doesn’t mean it is fake. It is definitely good since it was made by Madra... it was like he changed it in consideration for being used by a weak person.”


  


  “...!!”


  


  Grid was astonished. It was because Biban’s point was correct. As expected of the second generation Sword Saint, he had great insight. Biban smiled at Grid, who was lost for words in his admiration.


  


  “However, isn’t your body very strong? You can learn Madra’s swordsmanship that is closer to the original. Ah, don’t expect too much. No matter how much of a genius I am, I can’t fully reproduced the swordsmanship created by Madra.”


  


  “Thank... thank you...”


  


  Grid’s eyes were red. He realized that it was purely due to Biban’s favor that he lasted one minute. Grid was grateful that a great person like Biban was full of expectations for him and thrilled that Biban remembered Madra. He thought that even Madra would be pleased.




  Chapter 1128


  It was almost time for the rooster to cry. It would be better to hurry up.


  


  “Let’s begin.”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  Biban raised himself and Grid—who had recovered thanks to Biban waiting—followed by standing up.


  


  “Madra’s swordsmanship is extremely simple.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Up to now, Biban had kept praising Madra. The ultimate compliment was when he revealed that he couldn’t fully reproduce Madra’s Swordsmanship. Yet now he said that it was simple. Biban seemingly understood the question and added an explanation. “It is simple and complete. It is much more efficient and exquisite compared to your sword dance, which has many complex movements and trajectories.”


  


  “......”


  


  Grid closed his mouth. He didn’t know what type of confrontation he would face if he replied without knowing anything, so he thought silence was a good thing. It was the wisdom of an ordinary person.


  


  “It is one crushing blow.”


  


  Biban held the sword with his fingers and took a posture. He stood tall and faced forward, twisted his back and lowering his arm. He tried to put strength into his waist in this position. The peculiar stance that caused people to feel doubts was the basic form of 100,000 Army Massacre Sword.


  


  “A single blow is the essence of Madra’s swordsmanship. This is the same for the 100,000 Army Swordsmanship and One Million Army Swordsmanship.”


  


  “One blow...?”


  


  Grid was puzzled. This was correct for 100,000 Army Blockade Sword and 200,000 Army Crushing Sword. They might have the separate effect of ‘restraining actions’ and ‘crushing skill’ but they had something in common—the sword cut all targets in view just once. The exception was 100,000 Army Massacre Sword. 100,000 Army Massacre Sword was a sword technique that struck all targets within a 10 meter radius a total of 30 times. It was more powerful than the other two. This meant there was no way to define Madra’s swordsmanship as a single blow.


  


  “Would you like to argue?”


  


  “Yes, Teacher. As you saw, the 100,000 Army Massacre Sword isn’t a single blow but dozens of flying sword energy.”


  


  “It is altered. It is intentionally dispersing the power in order to reduce the burden on the user... no, why am I your teacher?”


  


  “You are teaching me swordsmanship? Doesn’t this mean you’re my teacher?”


  


  “Never mind. You are qualified to be taught after passing the test. I am merely teaching according to the rules of the tower.”


  


  “Yes...”


  


  Biban drew a line and Grid was depressed.


  


  ‘He must think it is disgraceful to have me as a student.’


  


  Grid was forced to accept it. Naturally, Biban had peeked at his talent. It was absurd for Biban to accept him as a student. Then he listened to Biban’s next words and realized he was mistaken.


  


  “There are three teachers who had played a hand in making the current you. Wouldn’t it be rude to them? Compared to them, I’m not a teacher just because I gave you a bit of help.”


  


  “...Ah.”


  


  Grid’s impression of Biban changed. The first impression might be absurd but he was actually a very deep figure. Of course, the truth was different. Biban merely respected the strong.


  


  Biban cut to the chase. “As I said earlier, Madra's swordsmanship is indeed a single blow. However, as you know, the 100,000 Army Massacre Sword has been transformed into 30 energy blades. I don’t know why but I can only interpret it as an intention to minimize the burden on the user’s body.”


  


  Biban’s interpretation was correct. All of Madra’s sword techniques learnt by Grid were used by Death Knight Madra. Death Knight Madra’s bones were weak to shock and this was reflected in his weakened swordsmanship. It was clear that his body would’ve shattered if he had implemented the full swordsmanship.


  


  “Look.”


  


  Biban finished off his words and demonstrated the sword technique. 30 energy blades flew just like when Grid used it and it looked like the perfect 100,000 Army Massacre Sword. 30 energy blades were engraved on the walls of the barrier, which had remained intact despite Grid using his full power. This was a sword wielded with only his fingers, making the power of the ensuing swordsmanship even more shocking.


  


  “Hup.”


  


  Biban took a breath in the same position as before and his muscles swelled slightly. It was just that when his sword was wielded, the wall of the barrier split apart with a huge roar. Part of the wall, which had been cut off by the barrier, was revealed.


  


  Biban restored the barrier to prevent anyone from peeking and stated, “It uses the same power but the difference is dispersing it or collecting it at a single point. If you collect it at one point, the speed and power will naturally increase and this can be considered as perfect. Of course, it is too much on the user. In particular, Madra’s swordsmanship contained a trick that maximizes the flow of air so the consumption of mental strength, physical strength, and sword energy is very big. Those who haven’t trained above a certain level can’t afford the backlash.”


  


  This was why the deteriorated version of 100,000 Army Massacre Sword was divided into 30 energy blades. Grid definitely understood but new questions arose. “Then why isn’t there a backlash despite 100,000 Army Blockade Sword and 200,000 Army Crushing Sword being one blow?”


  


  The reason for the health consumption when using 200,000 Army Crushing Sword was the recoil that occurred when colliding with the target’s skill. It wasn’t a problem with the swordsmanship itself.


  


  “The power itself of these two sword techniques are weak.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “The blockade sword and crushing sword are techniques with intangible will applied. Besides cutting down the enemy, there is an additional effect so there is no need to focus the power. On the other hand, 100,000 Army Massacre Sword is a technique that focuses on cutting down the enemy so it is important to preserve every bit of power.” 


  


  Then he became curious about something. A question couldn’t help emerging from Biban’s mouth. “If you don’t mind me asking, how did you learn Madra’s swordsmanship? He died without leaving his secret technique behind.”


  


  “That...” Grid talked about what happened in the Behen Archipelago. He delivered the entire process of winning and gaining the diary from Madra, who had become a death knight thanks to Pagma. “At that time, Madra had suffered from many years passing and was in a greatly weakened state. He fought the demon army and still had the wounds.”


  


  “He would’ve been mentally exhausted because he was forced to be an undead. The only thing his body could use was the deteriorated swordsmanship.”


  


  “Yes...”


  


  “In any case, Pagma doesn’t do anything halfway. The sublime spirit that fought for the world deserves respect but there are many areas where he was too much.”


  


  “...Excuse me, Elder.” Grid expressed the question that he had long buried in his heart. “What was the Tower of Wisdom doing at the time?”


  


  Why didn’t the Tower of Wisdom help Pagma, who was isolated by the gods and fought the great demons alone? It was significant since the existence of the Tower of Wisdom was for the peace of the world.


  


  Biban smiled bitterly. “Gujel woke up at the time.”


  


  “Gujel?”


  


  


  “A dragon. He was recovering from a major wound dealt by Insane Dragon Nevartan and aimed to absorb the magic of the great demons to recover. He was attempting to intrude on the battle in the Behen Archipelago.”


  


  The power of a dragon was too mighty. It was likely that the entire Behen Archipelago would’ve been destroyed if he shot one breath at the demon army.


  


  “Our association fought to stop him. The purpose of the tower is for disasters that humanity can’t prevent. It is about stopping the dragons.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid couldn’t feel the limit of Biban’s strength. Unlike other NPCs, it was impossible to guess his level. Now the reason was revealed. It was the story of a world that players couldn’t intervene in. This was a powerful organization that handled dragons.


  


  “I never imagined that a dragon could be hunted.”


  


  “What hunt? There isn’t a chance. Our main task is to protect the dragon’s territory, keeping it satisfied and asleep as long as possible. It is a type of zookeeper. In that sense, the proliferation of the insane dragon iron can never be permitted. The insane dragon is the target of all dragons.”


  


  “Ah...” Grid clearly knew why the Tower of Wisdom was wary of the insane dragon iron. He got goosebumps at the thought of what would’ve happened if he let Greed continue to multiply. At the same time, he noticed two sinister facts. “Aren’t the tower association members all as strong as Elder? It is impossible to hunt a dragon even if you work together?”


  


  “We can hunt a wounded dragon like Gujel or a hatchling, who hasn’t become an adult, but it is usually impossible.”


  


  “You said you defend the territory of the dragons. Does this mean you prevent any invasions to the region? Even if they’re humans?”


  


  The reason for this question was the dwarf city, Talima. Grid had to visit Talima, which was in the territory of the Fire Dragon Trauka. He could be a target for the tower.


  


  Fortunately, Biban shook his head. “The dragon’s magic power gives the monsters in the region increased strength and wisdom. There are many monsters in a dragon’s territory. It becomes a natural protection making it difficult for humans to exert influence, even if they are transcendent. That’s why we don’t need to come forward to stop intruders.”


  


  “Then your comment about defending the territory of dragons...?”


  


  “A guy called Baal sometimes plays pranks. There are times when he tries to awaken the dragon by opening a gate in its territory. We block it every time. Baal is a little bit weaker than a dragon thus ordinary people can’t bear it, hence we are forced to go out.”


  


  “I see...”


  


  The 1st Great Demon Baal. Grid had once met one of the pieces of his ego. Definitely, this wasn’t normal. Grid was worried about Pagma’s soul in the grasp of Baal.


  


  “Time is running out. Now stop chatting and concentrate.”


  


  Biban took a posture again. This time, it was the posture of 200,000 Army Crushing Sword.


  ***


  


  


  The street where Biban’s barrier unfolded... 


  


  It was a place that connected the Overgeared Palace with the smithy district and was originally sparsely populated. There were no private homes and shopping areas in the vicinity, so few people came here. At most, only the blacksmiths and soldiers travelling to and from the castle used the street.


  


  Nevertheless, Mercedes was prepared for unforeseen events. Knights and soldiers were called in to thoroughly block the area around the street. Not one ant would be able to see the barrier containing Grid.


  


  “......”


  


  A long time passed. In the barrier, Biban tried to teach Grid as much as possible and Grid worked hard to digest it. Then it was finished. The barrier of sharp swords that Mercedes didn’t dare to approach was lifted. Biban looked tired while Grid had a satisfied expression.


  


  Mercedes knelt in front of Grid and requested, “Kill me.”


  


  “Eh?”


  


  What happened? Mercedes confessed to the honestly baffled Grid. “I watched Your Majesty inside the barrier and dared to steal Your Majesty’s technique. It wasn’t intentional but I naturally understood it. I stole Your Majesty’s technique and I deserve to be executed.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid understood what she was saying and rejoiced while Biban’s face was white.


  


  ‘This child’s eyes can penetrate even through the barrier?’


  


  Then a creepy voice entered Biban’s ears. “It is Keen Insight. It is a power that even the gods are vigilant about.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Biban looked back and saw a woman with dark makeup concealing the wrinkles on her face. She was 190 centimeters tall, tall enough that Biban and Grid had to look up.


  


  “Who is this distinguished person?”


  


  ‘She managed to infiltrate through all the guards?’


  


  Mercedes pulled out her sword and stepped out to protect Grid. Somehow, Biban also hid behind Mercedes.


  


  The woman grinned. “Pretty child, you don’t have to be so vigilant. I just came to pick up that shameful person hiding there.”


  


  “......”


  


  Biban almost clung to Mercedes’ back as he held his breath. Even now, he believed he could hide if he erased his breathing. It was an almost cat-like thinking.


  


  “Elder...” Grid gazed at Biban with pitying eyes. He had heard about the punishment so he felt sympathetic.


  


  Biban felt wronged. “The fact that you could see through the barrier...! Why did you only say that now?”


  


  Biban left with this scream. The send-off was just as loud as when he appeared.


  


  “......”


  


  [Let’s meet at the tower soon.]


  


  The sound transmission of the woman’s voice filled Grid’s mind. 
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  In the capital, Reinhardt..


  


  There were hundreds of elite soldiers stationed here. Armed with Grid’s mass-produced set, they were thoroughly wary of anyone suspicious. Yet even they were unaware of the tower association members. 


  


  “Ahhhhhh! Please release your hand’s grip. Do I need to be dragged by the ear when I’m this old?”


  


  “Be quiet before I cut off your ears.”


  


  “......”


  


  “You were late to return, so I chased after your whereabouts. Didn’t you create a big accident this time?”


  


  “How could I have known that the Pioneer changed? Even the tower master didn’t know the Pioneer had changed when I was assigned this task.”


  


  “That is true.”


  


  Jessica, the eighth seat of the Tower of Wisdom—she knew Biban very well. He wasn’t a reliable man because he was ignorant and simple in his work outside of swordsmanship. Nevertheless, she didn’t protest when the tower master told Biban to go on the mission. The Pioneer of the modern age was Sword Saint Kraugel, and Biban was also a Sword Saint. She thought it would be easy for the two of them to come together.


  


  “That’s why it is unfair. Don’t try to lay all the responsibility on me now.”


  


  “What is unfair? You are the one who leaked the tower’s information to three outsiders when the Pioneer changed. It wouldn’t have happened if you had acted with caution.”


  


  “Why are you speaking so unkindly? Come on, please defend me in front of the second seat. I’m sick at the thought of sitting on the wall for another 10 years.”


  


  “Will it only be 10 years?”


  


  “......”


  


  “......”


  


  Biban and Jessica, who had been chatting for a while, shut their mouths at the same time. It was because a young man blocked their path despite the fact that they had completely concealed their existence. This wasn’t a coincidence. The young man’s gaze was precisely aimed at Biban and Jessica.


  


  Then...


  


  “Was I mistaken?”


  


  He shook his head, took a bite of a potato, and passed by the two of them. 


  


  Biban, who had been frozen stiff for a moment, muttered, “...This world is going crazy.”


  


  Jessica was a legendary great magician. Her stealth magic was so great that even Biban couldn’t sense her. The young man, who was eating potatoes while walking, had faintly sensed her magic. This was a very shocking event. It was impossible based on the common sense of the tower.


  


  Biban, who had been isolated from the world for nearly 100 years, could only think that the world had become abnormal. However, Jessica had visited the world 10 years ago, and her thoughts were different.


  


  “No.” Jessica’s gaze turned to the vast agricultural fields. She smiled meaningfully as she watched the farmers found everywhere for a while. “This kingdom is crazy, not the world.”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [Let’s meet at the tower soon.]


  


  Grid was very quiet thanks to the message the tower member left.


  


  ‘Why did she say it would be soon? Does she think I can quickly resolve the matter of the insane dragon iron? On what grounds?’


  


  “Hrmm...” Grid examined the Blue Dragon Boots and the God Hands. Not a single bit of the insane dragon iron’s energy could be sensed from them. They were entirely made of a new mineral, so even the tower association would find it hard to associate them with the insane dragon iron.


  


  ‘I’m being too sensitive.’


  


  It seemed to be the aftermath of being overwhelmed by Biban’s strength. He thought the tall woman was as great as Biban and seemed to have over-interpreted every word.


  


  “We’ve arrived.”


  


  Grid had been locked in his thoughts for a while when he heard Mercedes’ voice. He had arrived at the training hall of the Overgeared Palace, and he needed time to check what he obtained today. First, there was the Matchless Heart Technique.


  


  [Matchless Heart Technique Lv. 1]


  


  [This is the method that Sword Saint Biban created at the end of his study. It circulates all over the body like a spring so that sword energy doesn’t dry out.


  


  When the skill is deactivated: Natural recovery of 10 sword energy per second.


  


  When the skill is activated: Immediately regain half of your sword energy. However, sword energy recovery is fixed at one sword energy per second for 10 minutes after. 


  


  Cooldown Time: 1 hour.]


  


  “...!” Grid was shocked because the skill was better than he had expected. The enhancement of his sword dances meant the consumption of sword energy was greater. Therefore, the natural recovery of sword energy was great news. Originally, sword energy was a resource that recovered ‘every time the sword is swung.’ He used to have to swing it around like a madman but not anymore.


  


  ‘I didn’t expect 10 sword energy to recover per second!’


  


  Grid wanted to cheer with joy, but he restrained himself. He didn’t want to show such shameful conduct to Mercedes who was watching from right beside him. Barely calming his excitement, he asked Mercedes, “Did you learn the Matchless Heart Technique perfectly without any errors?”


  


  “Yes...” Mercedes no longer asked to be killed because Grid became angry at those words.


  


  “Good, well done. You should continue training. Strengthen yourself and protect me well.”


  


  “...Definitely.” 


  


  Mercedes was determined. She couldn’t afford to stay at a standstill. Although she learned the Tower of Wisdom was an organization that dealt with dragons, she wasn’t comforted at all. She was a knight and couldn’t use the excuse of the opponent being too strong as the reason why she didn’t protect her liege.


  


  ‘It is that look again.’ Grid saw Mercedes’ determined eyes and handed her something. It was the Blue Dragon Boots. Fortunately, his feet didn’t smell.


  


  “Wear them once.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “I want to test out something.”


  


  Mercedes had set up a new chivalric code during the fight against the war god followers. She claimed to be overgeared and could wear all types of items without restrictions. It even increased the performance of the items she wore by 15%. This had a synergy with the second chivalric code that gave her a ‘correction effect every time a high-level item is worn’, allowing her to perhaps become overgeared beyond Pagma’s Descendant.


  


  Nevertheless, Grid was skeptical. Could Mercedes wear the exclusive items of other hidden classes? Could she wear quest items or special equipment related to the world view such as the First Holy Sword? It was as expected.


  


  “The shoes are rejecting me.”


  


  Mercedes couldn’t wear the Blue Dragon Boots. She couldn’t overcome the wearing condition of ‘Grid.’


  


  ‘It is the minimum of balance.’


  


  The S.A Group created Pagma’s Descendant, so they couldn’t completely deny the identity of Pagma’s Descendant. It was the same reason why Grid had only learned a few spells despite harboring Braham’s soul.


  


  ‘It isn’t because I’m stupid that I can’t learn Braham’s magic.’


  


  It wasn’t because of his low intelligence stat. Braham’s enhanced magic could only be mastered to the beginner level even if a player had the maximum power. All of this was due to the balance.


  


  ‘However, the Magic Swordsman of the Epics seems to be less about the balance.’ 


  


  Magic Swordsman of the Epics was a class that was based on three legends: Grid, Pagma, and Braham. Grid speculated that the growth limit would be very high, and it could grow to the myth rating.


  


  “I’ll give you a better pair of shoes later.”


  


  “Shoes... No need.”


  


  “Take it as a gift. In any case, I’ll give you everything.”


  


  “......”


  


  “...?”


  


  Grid was puzzled by Mercedes’ subtle reaction and brought up the information of 100,000 Army Swordsmanship and 200,000 Army Swordsmanship.


  


  


  [100,000 Army Blockade Sword (Degraded) Lv. 1]


  


  [It is a single blow.


  


  Deals 100% attack damage to all visible enemies and gives the ‘blockage’ effect for three seconds. Blocked targets can’t move, and their skills or magic will be sealed off.


  


  ★ Sword Saint Biban has partially lifted some of the restrictions on the swordsmanship. 


  


  Skill Resource Consumption: 8,000 mana, 100 sword energy.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 30 minutes.]


  


  [100,000 Army Massacre Sword (Degraded) Lv. 1]


  


  [It is a single blow.


  


  A skill that deals 3,000% attack power to all targets within 30 meters (not targeted). Each time a target dies, the damage applied to the next target increases by 100%. There is no limit on the increase.


  


  ★ Sword Saint Biban has partially lifted some of the restrictions on the swordsmanship.


  


  Skill Resource Consumption: 12,000 mana, 150 sword energy.


  


  Skill cooldown time: 10 minutes.]


  


  [200,000 Army Crushing Sword (Degraded) Lv. 1]


  


  [It is a single blow.


  


  Deals 400% attack power to all enemies in sight and crushes the enemy’s attack skills. The crushed skills will lose their effectiveness and disappear.


  


  However, the greater the number of skills crushed and the greater the power, the higher the recoil.


  


  ★ Sword Saint Biban has partially lifted some of the restrictions on the swordsmanship.


  


  Skill Resource Consumption: 12,000 mana, 200 sword energy. 


  


  Skill Recoil: Decreased health (a minimum of 10% to a maximum of 50%)


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 30 minutes.]


  


  First of all, they all had something in common. There was a significant increase in the resource consumption. Nonetheless, this didn’t matter at all as Grid had the Ring of Absurdity that decreased the consumption of resources by half. The power of the skills had increased dramatically, and he had acquired the Matchless Heart Technique. One of the most disappointing aspects was that the synergy between 100,000 Army Massacre Sword and the Enlightenment Sword had disappeared.


  


  ‘The black flames don’t often explode, and the skill damage has been raised by several times. So it is much more stable and improved.’


  


  It was hard to think of a downside. Grid naturally set two goals. The first was to create a new weapon that could amplify the power of the one blow. Apart from the swordsmanship of the Undefeated King, he needed weapons to maximize the skill power of the Kill series. In the future, it seemed right to use the Enlightenment Sword for multi-target skills and switch weapons for a single blow.


  


  The second was to obtain the original Undefeated King’s swordsmanship. How great was the Undefeated King’s swordsmanship that it was still a ‘degraded version’ despite Sword Saint Biban having touched it? Grid thought it would have something like ‘Modified’, so it was really surprising that it was still ‘degraded.’ He wanted to have the original.


  


  ‘Can I get a hint on the original if I interpret Madra’s diary?’


  


  Grid was filled with vague expectations as he pulled out a small sphere. He thought the pill would have the herbal smell of Chinese medicine, but it actually had a sweet and refreshing scent like a flower.


  


  ‘Is this a higher level than the elixir?’


  


  [The blacksmith who became a legend can appraise items with an excellent discerning eye. If a hidden feature exists in the target item, it will be found.]


  


  [A hidden function doesn’t exist.]


  


  [Dragon Pill]


  


  [Rating: Myth


  


  An elixir made by combining the heart of Stone Dragon Gujel and various elixirs.


  


  The members of the Tower of Wisdom have spent more than 100 years making this medicine. 


  


  It is an elixir that even a heavenly god would covet, and it greatly expands the user’s mana core.


  


  * The effect is reduced the more times it is taken. An effect will no longer be seen from the third dose.


  


  Weight: 0.1]


  


  ‘Mana core?’


  


  The mana core was a familiar system for magicians. The expansion of the mana core increased the total amount of mana, and the mana itself became purer, resulting in increased magic damage, magic casting speed, and rating of spells that could be learned. As a top concept of the intelligence state, the magicians grew their mana core little by little through hidden quests and class quests.


  


  However, this concept was faint for non-magician players. An average person would think of the mana core as an ingredient for the golem.


  


  ‘I remember hearing that the mana core could be expanded, but that was only a story for magicians...’


  


  It was regrettable. He thought it would’ve been much better to raise stats like the usual elixirs.


  


  ‘Well, it is a mythical elixir, so I should eat it once.’


  


  It wasn’t bad if he thought that someday he would learn more of Braham’s enhanced magic.


  


  ‘Wait?’ Grid paused as he was about to consume the Dragon Pill. ‘I have to present this as proof.’


  


  Grid had been concerned about a child throughout his conversation with Biban. Nefelina, the hatchling in the Overgeared Kingdom—she ate four pigs and four cows every day, which was harmful to the kingdom’s finances, but Grid had a great liking for this child. Her blessing increased his experience gain rate when he went hunting, and he had been watching her since she was an egg. He also felt sympathy toward her fate of gaining revenge for her father and the evil eyes.


  


  Grid wanted Nefelina to be safe and wished she would grow up healthy. So, he wanted to help prevent her from becoming a target of the Tower of Wisdom. He was worried that she would dismiss him when he explained the strength of the Tower of Wisdom, but she would become alarmed if he showed her this Dragon Pill.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  In Nepelina’s sleeping quarters…


  


  “I had a question about why those fierce dragons weren’t active. Now all my questions have been answered. It was the result of human effort.”


  


  The small dragon swung her tail in what was once Grid’s bedroom. 


  


  “I understand. I’m still young and weak, so I’ll watch out for them. I will strengthen my determination and take care not to let my energy leak out. So Grid, you don’t have to worry too much.” It was a little girl speaking in this majestic tone.


  


  She was plump from being fattened and looked even cuter than before. In particular, her eyes were beautiful. It seemed like the largest gems in the world had been embedded. Grid barely suppressed his desire to stroke Nefelina’s shiny scales and nodded. “It’s a good choice. Then I’m going...”


  


  If he stayed here for a long time, she might not be able to resist her desire to let out a breath. 


  


  Nefelina’s faint voice entered the ears of the hurriedly retreating Grid, “...Thank you.”


  


  Grid smiled widely. He happily returned to his training hall and swallowed the Dragon Pill.


  


  “Kuek...!” Grid’s face crumpled up like a piece of paper. It was due to the hot energy that swelled from below his belly button and swirled around his entire body. Grid was engulfed in a fiery, burning sensation and couldn’t even scream.
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  [You have taken the Dragon Pill.]


  


  [A large amount of mana is flowing throughout your body.]


  


  [The amount of mana is too much!]


  


  [Attempting to expand your mana core in order to accommodate the mana!]


  


  It was good so far. It seemed the Dragon Pill was working properly. However...


  


  [Your mana core isn’t trained at all. The expansion of the mana core is progressing very slowly.]


  


  [Mana has started to flood.] 


  


  [It is recommended to discharge the unacceptable mana from your body. Would you like to accept?]


  


  It was a bit strange from here.


  


  [The mana flooding is causing cracks in the expanding mana core!]


  


  “...!”


  


  Hell had begun. There was a shock like being stabbed in the stomach and then all the blood vessels in his body twisted simultaneously. The maximum amount of pain that the system allowed spread from the top of Grid’s head to the tip of his toes. 


  


  ‘This...! What?’


  


  It was a pain that continued without any breaks, making him dizzy. It felt like his mind and body were completely burning.


  


  [You have suffered a serious internal injury!]


  


  [The mana core has been damaged, making it harder to accumulate the mana.]


  


  [It is recommended to discharge the unacceptable mana from your body. Would you like to accept?]


  


  The system warned again. Grid almost accepted, but then he gritted his teeth and ignored the notification windows. The Dragon Pill was a myth grade elixir. It was an elixir even the gods coveted and he would never obtain it again. Grid absolutely wasn’t willing to give up the effects of the Dragon Pill.


  


  "Kkuk...!”


  


  The pain continued. Rather than adapting, he became more sensitive. All the life and death experiences he had been through passed through Grid’s mind.


  


  Yura and the Yatan’s Servants including Malacus, Pope Drevigo and Pope Candidate Pascal, Hell Gao, Braham’s golem army, Randy who protected the mysterious forest in Pagma’s form, Elfin Stone and the direct descendant vampires, the legends of the Behen Archipelago and his clone, Kraugel, Agnus, Mercedes, the Red Knights, the evil dragon Bunhelier, the yangban Garam...


  


  Grid was dominated by the worst pain and had the illusion that their alternating strikes were putting him to death. He couldn’t even scream. However...


  


  ‘Endure it!’


  


  Grid was determined to hold on. The current him wouldn’t have existed if he gave up all his opportunities. 


  


  “Your Majesty? My Liege!”


  


  Mercedes detected something while guarding the entrance of the training hall and ran in. She found Grid collapsed in the centre and screamed.


  


  “Your Majesty! Ugh?!”


  


  Mercedes let out a groan as she tried to help Grid. Grid’s reddish skin was as hot as lava. Even so, she was someone who would jump into a volcano to protect Grid. Mercedes swallowed back her screams and lifted Grid onto her back. Her hair, cloak, and armor were burning from the heat, causing a big burn on her back, but she didn’t care. Grid barely managed to speak to her as she tried to find Sticks.


  


  “I’m ok...ay.”


  


  It sounded like scratching iron. Grid coughed up blood every time he breathed but he barely managed to squeeze out a few words.


  


  “Let... go.”


  


  “...I understand.”


  


  Mercedes obediently put Grid down. She sat down in front of the groaning Grid and cut off her burnt hair with a knife.


  


  ‘I vowed twice that I can’t be too careless.’


  


  Mercedes’ deep eyes stared at Grid. Her Keen Insight was trying to figure out exactly what her liege was going through.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [It is recommended to discharge the unacceptable mana from your body. Would you like to accept?]


  


  The same warning was repeated. He didn’t know how many times it appeared. There was no time to count when he couldn’t even breathe.


  


  [It is recommended to discharge the unacceptable mana from your body. Would you like to accept?]


  


  “Kuweek!”


  


  His eyes closed as the shaking Grid vomited out blackish red blood. Mercedes closed her mouth. Her Keen Insight could see it. A large amount of mana flooding in was expanding Grid’s blood and veins to the limit, slowly permeating Grid’s mana core.


  


  Grid was working hard. Rather, the situation might worsen if she put her hands on his body.


  


  ‘Stay strong, Your Majesty.’


  


  She wondered if her desperate support would reach him.


  


  [Your mana core has succeeded in accumulating a small amount of mana.]


  


  [The cracks in your mana core have been restored.] 


  


  [Your mana core has achieved the first step expansion.]


  


  [Your mana has permanently risen by 3,000.]


  


  [The expansion of the mana core has enhanced the Magic Swordsman of the Epics class. The effects of the magic attached to Grid’s Swordsmanship have become a bit stronger.]


  


  Grid initially welcomed the change, but then the intensity of the pain remained the same. It was natural. The amount of mana accumulated in the Dragon Pill was very high. It couldn’t be handled by a single mana core expansion.


  


  "Kkuk...!”


  


  His mind was becoming dizzier. Curse words automatically rose in his heart.


  


  ‘Can I be satisfied with this much?’


  


  It was hard for Grid’s willpower to endure this terrible pain for a long time. Grid felt like it had been a few hours, even days. Now Grid was trapped in an eternity of hell. His will was broken. However...


  


  ‘...No, just a bit more.’


  


  Grid re-established his broken will. He endured knowing that the regret of missing out on this opportunity for the rest of his life would be much more painful than the pain he was experiencing right now.


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid lost his spirit for a moment. It was the aftermath of the pain one felt when a fire occurred. Every time it happened, Grid convulsed.


  


  ‘Just a bit more… a little bit more...’


  


  Both eyes were tightly closed as his floundering hand grabbed the hand of Mercedes sitting next to him. It was a coincidence. Nevertheless, Grid couldn’t throw her hand away and Mercedes wrapped her trembling hands around his. Mercedes’ hands were burning from the heat.


  


  [The mana flooding is causing cracks in the expanding mana core!]


  


  [It is recommended to discharge the unacceptable mana from your body. Would you like to accept?]


  


  The vicious cycle was repeated and Grid’s heart crumbled. How long did he have to endure for the mana core to recover and pave the way for expansion? It was even more frustrating because it couldn’t be measured at all.


  


  “......”


  


  Grid barely managed to open his eyes. He used a superhuman mentality to see how much time had passed. It was a mistake.


  


  


  ‘10 minutes...?’


  


  Grid’s heart collapsed as he saw the time at the top of his field of view. It had only been 10 minutes since he took the Dragon Pill? Didn’t it feel like at least half a day?


  


  ‘This... I can’t endure it...’


  


  It took 10 minutes to expand the first stage of the mana core and these 10 minutes were as long as a day. It was practically impossible to expand his mana core several more times in the future. He would go crazy before his mana core was expanded.


  


  “......”


  


  Grid shifted his gaze to the side. He could see Mercedes praying. Her hands—wrapped around his—were burned red. This was the decisive factor.


  


  ‘Give up... I have to...’


  


  Grid’s hesitation was over. He didn’t ignore the system’s warnings anymore.


  


  [It is recommended to discharge the unacceptable mana from your body. Would you like to accept?]


  


  ‘Accept...?’


  


  He would accept. The moment Grid tried to shout this word in his heart.


  


  -Don’t do things that don’t match with you.


  


  It was a blunt voice.


  


  -Isn’t it your specialty to think irrationally and be foolish? Yet you will give up? How stupid.


  


  This absolutely arrogant tone. The person Grid longed for had finally woken up.


  


  ‘Braham...!’


  


  [The soul of Legendary Great Magician Braham has started to adjust the mana that is running wild throughout your body!]


  


  [The cracks in the mana core have been completely restored.]


  


  [The blood vessels and veins that have swelled to the limit are stable.]


  


  [Your mana core has succeeded in accumulating a large amount of mana.]


  


  [Your mana core has achieved the second step expansion.]


  


  [Your mana has permanently risen by 3,000.]


  


  [The expansion of the mana core has enhanced the Magic Swordsman of the Epics class. You can now learn the basic magic books.]


  


  -Bah.


  


  [The soul of Legendary Great Magician Braham has transformed your mana core. You can’t learn from the basic magic books. Instead, the cooldown of Grid’s Swordsmanship is reduced.]


  


  [Your mana core has achieved the third step expansion.]


  


  [Your mana has permanently risen by 3,000.]


  


  [The expansion of the mana core has enhanced the Magic Swordsman of the Epics class. You can now learn the low-level magic books.]


  


  -Cut it out.


  


  [The soul of Legendary Great Magician Braham has transformed your mana core. You can’t learn from the low-level magic books. Instead, the cooldown of Grid’s Swordsmanship is reduced.]


  


  -The sword dance can never surpass swordsmanship?


  


  Braham’s soul snorted.


  


  -Forget what that guy call Biban or whatever said. The potential of the sword dance is never trivial.


  


  [An unknown person is writing the third epic.]


  


  “...I know.”


  


  The pain was over like it was a lie. Mercedes’ burned hands stroked his as Grid focused on his conversation with Braham, not the world messages.


  


  “The sword dance that I created with you can never be trivial, Braham.”


  


  [The beginning of the story comes from the reunion with an old friend.]


  


  -Bah. You should know. By the way, can you feel it?


  


  “...Yes.”


  


  -My soul has fully recovered. That damn Dragon Pill helped.


  


  [He swallowed the heart of a dragon.]


  


  “Are you going to resurrect now?”


  


  -Right. It is the end of living as a parasite.


  


  [He was prepared for a farewell following the reunion.]


  


  “What are you going to do in the future?”


  


  -Of course, I will recover my body first and end this love and hate relationship. 


  


  “I see...”


  


  -You see? You are speaking like you are a stranger. 


  


  “...?”


  


  -Help me. I want to solve this tiring love and hate relationship first. Then I want to live a new life. Can you give me a house in your kingdom to stay in?


  


  [He learned that there was another reunion following the farewell.]
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  “No. That isn’t possible.”


  


  The large amount of mana ingested through the Dragon Pill—Grid’s vessel was insufficient and the ferocious overflowing energy was trying to smash him apart. All of this energy was sucked into Braham’s soul. Braham devoured the Dragon Pill, which couldn’t be fully digested even by the members of the tower. All of this could be seen as greedy.


  


  Grid’s heart was full of excitement as he felt the fully restored soul of Braham.


  


  “What is a house? Let’s build a castle. The largest castle in the world.”


  


  [He was a lost person who could only watch the death of a blacksmith he loved.]


  


  -...I’m looking forward to it.


  


  [’He’ was a victim of fate piercing his heart with the dagger of a trusted blacksmith.]


  


  “I.”


  


  -I.


  


  [His steel soul was tempered by the loss of a relationship.]


  


  “I’m not going to betray your expectations.”


  


  [The soul of ‘he’ who had been betrayed and worn down by fate was strengthened.]


  


  -I believe in you.


  


  [He couldn’t stand alone and craved for him.]


  


  -I believe in you as much as you do in me.


  


  [That’s why he was able to be a savior.]


  


  ....


  


  ...


  


  [An unknown person has completed the third page of the epic!] 


  


  [The third page of the epic has been completed.]


  


  [Your status has risen to the next level with the completion of that epic.]


  


  [You have understood the concept of ‘Heart.’] 


  


  [The skill ‘Formless Will’ has opened.]


  


  [The special stat ‘Willpower’ has opened.]


  


  [There is some resistance to the type of skills that expresses the willpower that doesn’t exist.]


  


  [You think you know a bit more about how to transcend the concept of space.]


  


  [The information of the ‘Shunpo’ skill is activated.]


  


  [Your Deity stat has increased by 1.]


  


  [Based on the contents of the epic, you have gained the new title ‘Soul Companions.’]


  


  [Soul Companions]


  


  [You can communicate with people you share a deep bond with beyond the heart to the soul.


  


  The Bond system has strengthened.]


  


  [You feel a deep bond beyond liking with Legendary Great Magician Braham.]


  


  [Bond]


  


  [A list of targets you currently have deep bonds with.


  


  ★ Piaro ★


  


  ★ Braham ★


  


  Bond Lv. 1.


  


  All stats will increase by 3% when you are together.


  


  Can detect if the health of the bond target is at a dangerous level.]


  


  [The Soul of a Great Magician Who Lost his Power has been restored to Braham’s Soul. Thus, something special will occur.]


  


  [The skill level of Magic Contemplation has risen!]


  


  [Braham’s soul has entered a ‘complete’ state. Thus, something special will occur.]


  


  [Braham has completely transferred his Duke of Wisdom title to you. Even if Braham’s soul leaves you, the effect of Duke of Wisdom is maintained.]


  


  [....!]


  


  “Eh?”


  


  The third epic was very special to Grid. Bond—the system certified the worth of the concept he valued most so Grid had been deeply moved. He was dominated by indescribable joy. Yet at this moment, all his emotions and joy cooled down.


  


  Braham would transfer his Duke of Wisdom title to him? It meant that the resurrected Braham would no longer be the Duke of Wisdom. It meant a loss of power. Braham read Grid’s feelings and scoffed.


  


  -It’s funny that you’re worried. Knowledge is accumulated through memories and experience. It is different from a substantial thing and won’t disappear just because I transfer it to others.


  


  “Ah... I’m glad.”


  


  Grid was relieved. He had been holding Mercedes’ hand throughout the conversation with Braham. He demonstrated the skills of his hands with sincerity, hoping to reduce her pain by even a bit. Perhaps because of this, Mercedes bowed her head with a somewhat emotional expression. She recognized that Braham’s soul had completely recovered just based on Grid’s great growth.


  


  “Congratulations. First, you’ll have to go to the Sword Grave.”


  


  The Sword Grave. It was where Braham’s body was enshrined. Trapped in the ice by Pagma, he had spent hundreds of years as a colorless existence.


  


  “Yes, let’s go today.”


  


  Grid nodded and sent a whisper to his sister, Ruby.


  


  -Can you come to the palace’s training hall right now?


  


  -If Oppa is calling then I have to go. By the way, why?


  


  -Mercedes is injured.


  


  -I’m coming right now.


  


  “......”


  


  


  Grid looked sadly at Mercedes’ hands that had been damaged by burns and Mercedes hid them. The calluses and wounds on her hands were all evidence of hard work. Mercedes was proud of them and never felt ashamed, but she didn’t want to show them to Grid.


  


  -I’m tired of this.


  


  It happened the moment Braham clicked his tongue.


  


  [....!]


  


  The notification windows stopped with the exclamation point. The system was silent for a while, seemingly needed more interpretation before finally delivering the information.


  


  [It has been confirmed that you fully embodied the Dragon Pill!] 


  


  [It is a miraculous achievement!]


  


  [I commend your strength for enduring the pain that occurred during the process of taking the Dragon Pill!]


  


  [Your persistence stat has risen by 20.]


  


  [Your willpower stat has risen by 100.]


  


  [You have completely transcended the limits of your class by completely taking in the Dragon Pill. Your mana core is expanded to the fourth stage.]


  


  [Your mana has permanently risen by 3,000.]


  


  [Once your mana is completely depleted, 5% of mana is instantly restored and any magic or skills used within the next two seconds won’t consume mana.]


  


  -You’re lucky. A fourth stage expansion of the mana core is an area only available to great magicians.


  


  “Wow...”


  


  The maximum amount of pain that was acceptable to a player. Grid had endured the level of pain that was equivalent to fists hitting his back for more than 10 minutes. The pain had lasted repeatedly without any break and had occurred simultaneously from the top of his head to the tip of his toes. He thought it had been too intense but these rewards were hidden.


  


  ‘I thought I couldn’t hold out for long.’


  


  He never thought his persistence that developed from his school days would help in this way. Grid shook his head as he confirmed the information of the newly obtained stats and skills.


  


  [Willpower]


  


  [It is a willpower strong enough to distort reality.


  


  * Stat points can’t be distributed to this stat.]


  


  [Formless Will - Entry]


  


  [Attack the target with a solid willpower.


  


  * The amount of damage done by Formless Will is the same as the willpower stat combined with the strength stat. It completely ignores the target’s resistance and defense.


  


  * Targets with the willpower stat will ignore this attack.


  


  Skill Resource Consumption: Half of the maximum sword energy.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 24 hours.]


  


  Grid didn’t know it but Sword Saint Kraugel had already opened up the Manifestation of Will skill a long time ago. In addition, Formless Will was only a part of Manifestation of Will. It was a hidden piece of the Sword Saint class so it wasn’t an area that Grid could cross. Grid was satisfied enough with Formless Will.


  


  ‘There is a tremendous versatility.’


  


  Grid had witnessed Formless Will being used by Kirinus and the imperial dukes several times. An attack that was triggered immediately and couldn’t be avoided because it had no form—it could be very useful when ambushing a player or attacking an enemy casting magic or skills to cancel the casting.


  


  ‘It is a shame that the cooldown is too long.’


  


  Once he built it up, he would be able to use it in succession like Kirinus and the dukes. No, considering that Kirinus and the dukes weren’t transcendent yet, he might become more proficient in it than them.


  


  ‘Shunpo... it is a crazy fraudulent skill as I expected.’


  


  [Shunpo]


  


  [It transcends the concept of space.


  


  You can reach a place within your ‘field of view’ in one step.


  


  * Not yet fully learned. It can’t be used intentionally and has a terrible chance of activating.


  


  Resources Consumed: Unknown.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: Unknown.]


  


  Teleporting to a desired location in his field of view. Garam and the grandmaster looked great because of the effect of this skill. Grid had been stunned and shrank back every time he saw them pop up in front of him. It was a completely unknown territory and he had been afraid because he couldn’t understand it.


  


  That wasn’t the case anymore. It was no longer unknown. Grid was becoming like them. Grid felt incredibly proud. ‘Just wait, Garam.’


  


  He would return double the despair and humiliation he had experienced every time he met Garam. Definitely, by all means.


  


  “Oppa!”


  


  Grid was just vowing when Saintess Ruby arrived. Then there was a miracle. She healed not only the burns on Mercedes’ hands and back but also the uneven calluses.


  


  “Ah...”


  


  Mercedes looked dazed. How could she imagine that she would reclaim such white and beautiful hands after becoming a sworn knight?


  


  “Thank you,” Mercedes politely thanked Ruby.


  


  “I am the one who is always grateful to you. Please keep protecting Oppa,” Ruby replied with a smile.


  


  Her beauty was just as radiant as Mercedes. Grid was anxious about his beautiful sister as she became an adult.


  


  ‘I hope the flies don’t get twisted around her.’


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  Grid didn’t delay. He used Sticks’ help to quickly move to the Sword Grave to capture the moment of resurrection that Braham had been waiting hundreds of years for. The interesting thing was that Ruby, Sexy Schoolgirl, and a number of Overgeared members accompanied him. It was because they wanted to witness the historic moment when a legendary great magician was resurrected. However, he had mixed feelings when he saw the eyes of the female guild members shine in an unusual way.


  


  “Don’t expect too much. How much more handsome could he be? It will be the standard of an older Noll at most.”


  


  Zednos was upset and tried to dampen their expectations, but it was useless. 


  


  “If he is an adult version of Noll, won’t he be the most handsome man in the world?” 


  


  “I'm more curious.”


  


  The expectations of the Overgeared members soared into the sky. Their minds were focused on Braham’s beauty that had been exposed when he assimilated with Grid. It wasn’t just them, but everyone in the world. The videos of ‘White-haired Grid’ boasted hundreds of millions of views on YouXV and was still visited daily by people to leave comments.


  


  “Looking forward to it...”


  


  Now even the men had shining eyes. An overwhelmingly beautiful person was the envy of all genders.


  


  “Pagma’s Eyes.”


  


  In the midst of the turmoil, Grid activated the eyes as he looked at the Sword Grave. His eyes shone mysteriously and the 4,179 swords present at the Sword Grave moved. Inside...


  


  -It has been a while.


  


  Grid approached a sword and the sword greeted him. It was a sword with the ego of 5th Pope Franz. However, it was a little strange. Unlike a few months ago, there were traces of damage on the blade.


  


  “What happened?”


  


  -There was an intruder. Ah, don’t worry. Braham's body is safe.


  


  “Intruder?”


  


  -The Templar of the Rebecca Church. They managed to find this place.


  


  “...!”
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  ‘Templar!’


  


  Niberius, Yatan’s Fourth Servant who was beaten by Grid and placed Grid on the edge of stardom—he was the original owner of Neberius’ Flute, which Grid had avoided due to the need for luck. Additionally, Niberius had left behind a question before he died. “I heard that there is a secret templar group in Rebecca’s Church that is fostering Rebecca’s Daughters and assassins... Were you raised by a templar there?”


  


  After that, the Templar was mentioned often. The Yatan Church seemed to be particularly wary of the Templar, but Grid had never met them before. Damian hadn’t introduced him to the Templar despite it being a few years since he became the pope.


  


  ‘That’s why I thought it was a very important secret organization.’


  


  Grid hadn’t been particularly vigilant. That was natural. It wasn’t strange that the Rebecca Church had a secret organization, so Grid hadn’t felt the need to be wary of the Templar when the Rebecca Church was one of the Overgeared Kingdom’s greatest allies.


  


  Now, he became suspicious. Braham was known to the world as a legendary great magician. Very few people knew Braham’s identity as a demonkin or a true blood vampire. Of course, the head of the Rebecca Church might know Braham’s identity, but it was unlikely that the head of the Rebecca Church would’ve ordered Braham’s body to be found and destroyed.


  


  Pope Damian had a strong relationship with Grid. Damian was a person who would defend Braham’s body, not harm it. In other words, the Templar’s action of coming here to destroy Braham’s body meant there was a high probability they were going against Rebecca’s will.


  


  ‘Is it an organization that can’t be controlled by Damian? Or is there an internal conflict in the church?’


  


  Grid organized his thoughts and asked a question, “Does the Rebecca Church officially know that Braham is a vampire?”


  


  -It is likely they don’t know. I purposely covered up Braham’s identity.


  


  “Why?”


  


  -It was meaningless to reject him due to his identity as a demonkin when he spread magical knowledge that benefited people.


  


  The one who spread the magical knowledge was his disciple Mumud, but there was no need to mention this. 


  


  Grid listened to the story in silence.


  


  -However, the templar seemed to have independently grasped Braham’s true identity. Of course, Braham is already dead, so it was a meaningless fact. Then things changed recently. Thanks to some people, the Templar started to be wary of Braham again.


  


  “Some people? Who?” Grid asked despite being convinced that he was the culprit of this incident. The Overgeared members, who had been watching the situation quietly, stared at Grid. Grid’s expression twisted, and he started sweating. “Do you mean me?”


  


  -Haha, yes.


  


  “......”


  


  -The Templar noticed a long time ago that you are harboring Braham’s soul. In the process of investigating your relationship with Braham, they discovered that Braham’s body was still intact and that it was stored here. Thus, they invaded. It was in order to stop Braham’s resurrection.


  


  “Then they discovered your identity as the former pope and withdrew obediently.”


  


  Currently, Franz was a sword with an attack power of 8,000. It was practically impossible for him to stop the members of the Templar, who were comparable to Rebecca’s Daughters, by himself. It was right to interpret it as the Templar withdrawing after they found out Franz’ true identity. However, the reality of the situation was completely different. 


  


  -Huh? That isn’t true. I’m a fallen sword guarding the corpse of a vampire. They let out all sorts of curses and accusations as they said they were going to kill me. I almost died. Hahaha.


  


  “......”


  


  The atmosphere of the Overgeared Guild members cooled down. Based on Franz’ laughter at the mention that he was going to die, they realized that he wasn’t a normal person.


  


  ‘They will be stunned when they see Chreshler.’


  


  2nd Pope Chreshler was the coffin designed to hold Marie Rose for eternity. Compared to him, Franz was quite normal.


  


  “How did you overcome the crisis?”


  


  How did Franz survive and protect Braham’s body...


  


  Franz responded to Grid’s big question, -Haha, I lived on the condition that I cooperate with them.


  


  “I see... Huh?”


  


  -I helped the Templar install enemy detection magic here. In a moment, the Templar will come.


  


  “Crazy!”


  


  Wasn’t this completely ridiculous? Grid turned his head. In the distance, a group of people were climbing the hill.


  


  There were around 20 people. This number was smaller than the Overgeared members gathered here, but the atmosphere around them was unusual. The Overgeared members took out their weapons and sent Grid a sympathetic look.


  


  “All of Grid’s episodes and quests are like this.”


  


  “If I were Grid, I would’ve been fooled by Ashur and quit the game while looking for Pagma’s Rare Book.”


  


  “......”


  


  He was sad because he couldn’t deny it. While Grid was hit by the unexpected development, Franz was still talking.


  


  -All the popes recognized and respected the Templar as an independent organization. This allowed the Templar to walk their own line, regardless of the pope’s power. What is the reason for it?


  


  “How should I know?”


  


  -It was because they were strong. The head of the Templar is particularly special. He tests the pope’s qualifications using a scale that can’t be measured with human values. That’s why most popes used to be at odds with the Templar.


  


  “Special?” 


  


  -It is assumed that he isn’t human. His abilities are outside of common sense. Some say it is an angel.


  


  “Angel? The angels that I know?”


  


  -Probably. Now his current goal is to destroy Braham’s soul. 


  


  “Die!!”


  


  Franz’ attitude of selling people to the end quickly caused Grid’s wrath to explode. Franz was very puzzled as he used his sword body to block Grid’s swinging attack.


  


  -Why are you attacking me?


  


  “This traitor has a long tongue!”


  


  -Traitor? I chose the only option to protect Braham’s body. Think carefully. If I had died resisting to the end, would Braham’s body have been safe?


  


  “...”


  


  -Don’t become angry at me and focus on the enemies in front of you. If you knock them down, Braham will be safe. If you don’t knock them down, even Braham’s soul will be destroyed and he will perish forever.


  


  “...Shit!”


  


  It made a lot of sense. Grid realized why Franz was forced to work with the Templar and shouted at his colleagues, “Wait! I will first measure the level of the enemy!"


  


  Grid took two steps forward. His shoulders swayed like he was dancing.


  


  


  “Transcended Link Flower!”


  


  “...!?”


  


  The Overgeared members were astonished. They were surprised by the development of Grid, who was now able to unleash a three fusion sword dance with just two steps. Braham’s magic, the sword energy, and the petals struck the Templar. Simultaneously, the Templar created transparent discs in all directions, and all the sword energy and petals were invalidated.


  


  Braham, who had been watching the situation quietly, spoke for the first time, -An angel seems correct. 


  


  “...!”


  


  -Distant attacks don’t work on an army led by an angel. Is it ‘there is no courage to harm God’s protection?’ They make a bullshit claim that they can only be affected by melee attacks.


  


  ‘Isn’t that a complete counter to magicians?’


  


  -Right. A magician who fights against angels is a madman.


  


  ‘But I...’


  


  -Yes, you aren’t a magician.


  


  Grid moved forward. Mercedes followed after him. The moment they approached, the Templar members who were armed with white masks and armor silently swung their swords. It was a swordsmanship with a lot of variation. They stretched out like a fan and then curved. The blue flames swirling at the end of the swords were a threat because they contained the ability to interfere with healing effects and caused debuffs.


  


  However, Grid and Mercedes handled the situation well. Mercedes’ White Tiger struck a Templar member’s sword, and an earthquake struck while pillars went soaring. The moment a Templar member collapsed, Grid pierced through the gap. In an instant, three Templar members were wounded. and they withdrew. Nevertheless, Grid’s expression wasn’t great.


  


  ‘There isn’t any blood...?’


  


  Grid had the attack power of a transcendent. Even Sword Duke Limit, a super-named NPC, had been overwhelmed every time he allowed Grid to attack, and even the Great Demon Berith had fallen into Grid’s hands. On the other hand, the Templars suffered less than 10,000 damage when they were hit by Grid. Some sort of resilience maintained their health.


  


  Mercedes shielded the surprised Grid and pointed to the most powerful figure behind the Templar members. “That person is healing them.”


  


  “...!”


  


  It was real. An unidentified figure in a white robe was constantly radiating a green light. This enveloped the bodies of the Templars, restoring their wounds and stamina in real-time. It seemed like Saintess Ruby’s wide-area heal but at a sustained level.


  


  -He is an angel.


  


  ‘Damn!’ Grid’s expression became distorted. A strange figure appeared on the verge of Braham’s resurrection and interrupted it.


  


  “Oppa!”


  


  “We’ll help!”


  


  Ruby and the Overgeared members joined in. Ruby’s buffs were focused on Grid and Mercedes, while the other Overgeared members worked together to create a gap for Grid and Mercedes. Thanks to this, Grid regained his composure and broke through the front lines with Mercedes. Even if the Templars weren’t killed, they would retreat and allow Grid and Mercedes to reach the man presumed to be an angel.


  


  ‘Divinity!’ Grid elevated his existence to a level that was close to a god. It removed the casting time and cooldown time of blacksmith-related skills, and Grid used Item Combination to fuse the Enlightenment Sword and Grid’s Greatsword into one.


  


  Then...


  


  “Amazing,” the man believed to be an angel expressed his admiration. He took off his robe and spread out his wings, floating into the sky.


  


  “Ah…!” The Overgeared members exclaimed.


  


  Pure white wings and a sacred halo...


  


  The divine being looking over the ground with a majestic appearance that was exactly the same as the angels the Overgeared members had imagined. They felt overwhelmed.


  


  On the other hand, Grid was feeling dull. He wasn’t too impressed by a god’s apostles when he had met a god in person and even had a match against one.


  


  ‘Is it a great demon level?’


  


  Grid was together with Mercedes, his colleagues, and Braham. Additionally, he had his knights who would answer his call at the same time... 


  


  Grid was just raising his determination when the angel behind the Templars said, “You showed great skill and bravery. I thought you wanted to resurrect Braham because you were confused by the path of sin, but I was mistaken. Braham’s soul isn’t powerful enough to worry about, and you can control him.”


  


  -He knows that when I fought Mumud, part of my soul was permanently destroyed.


  


  “One blessed by the Goddess of Light. I pray for you to have good luck on your path, and I will step back. We will meet again soon.”


  


  [You have been blessed by Archangel Sariel.]


  


  [In the event of a monster being hunted while the blessing is maintained, the drop rate of items is increased by 500% only once.]


  


  “...!” Grid had thought the worst was going to happen, only for the development to change again. While Grid watched Sariel and the Templars leaving with a puzzled expression, Franz’ voice was heard, -Ohu, it ended up like this.


  


  “You have protected Braham’s body, so ascend to Heaven.”


  


  ...!


  


  On this day...


  


  [Legendary Great Magician Braham has been resurrected!!]


  


  An unbelievable world message shocked the world. All the media outlets had the headline, ‘Biggest Shock Since the Opening of Satisfy.’ 
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  The millennium ice that had been frozen for years melted and became a river. The glacier dungeon was flooded in an instant, and Grid escaped hurriedly. When he appeared all soaked, the expressions of the Overgeared members darkened.


  


  “What is it? Did something go wrong?”


  


  “No.” Grid smiled and turned his head.


  


  The sound of water dripping could be heard from the depths of the stairwell connecting the Sword Grave to the Glacier Dungeon. Someone was climbing the stairs with wet feet.


  


  “There were no problems.”


  


  The moment that Grid replied...


  


  [Legendary Great Magician Braham has been resurrected!!]


  


  The world message emerged.


  


  “Ah…!!” Exclamations rang out from all over the place. Finally, the man climbing the stairs showed up. He had long silvery eyelashes that shone like fog, a nose and jawline that millions of artists couldn’t obtain through plastic surgery even if they collaborated, and eyes in which flames seemed to have been trapped. Braham’s true appearance was so beautiful that it was beyond the Overgeared members’ imaginations. His appearance was enough to make people wonder if he was the ‘source’ of beauty.


  


  “Sigh...” Braham’s breaths echoed in the silent Sword Grave. Every time he breathed, water dripped into his deep clavicle. The transparent water flowed over his broad chest and smooth waist.


  


  “Gulp,” Sexy Schoolgirl swallowed her saliva continuously and finally had a nosebleed. Ruby was blushing and fidgety, but she couldn’t keep her eyes off Braham right till the end. The same was true for the other Overgeared members. Both men and women were fascinated by Braham.


  


  “Wear this.” The first thing Grid did was to take off his cloak and hand it to Braham. 


  


  Braham put it on his shoulder and reached out quietly. His long white fingers touched Grid’s cheeks. “...This is how you feel.”


  


  It was only after losing it that he realized the value of something he had once taken for granted. Having been resurrected after hundreds of years, Braham felt a deep gratitude...


  


  Just being here...


  


  In this moment...


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [Name: Braham Eshwald 


  


  Race: A true blood vampire who has lost his eternal life


  


  Class: Legendary Great Magician


  


  * Can learn all the magic that exists in the world and can wear all types of magic tools without restriction.


  


  * The ability to use magic is greatly increased.


  


  * Can create new magic spells. The number of times it can be created will increase every time the level of Braham’s Enhanced Magic is raised.


  


  Title: Duke of Wisdom


  


  ....


  


  Title: Title: One who Became a Legend


  


  ....


  


  Title: Master of Mana


  


  * Fully understands and controls the concept of mana.


  


  * The mana increase rate, which is based on intelligence, is 20 times higher than normal.


  


  * When attacking a target, there is a chance of taking away mana.


  


  * Can accumulate mana that exceeds the maximum mana limit, up to three times the maximum mana value. Cooldown time of 24 hours.


  


  * Once the maximum mana is accumulated, casting time is removed when using attack magic. The power of the magic will double. Applies three times in total.


  


  * Once the maximum mana is accumulated, become ‘invincible’ when using defensive spells on yourself. Applies two times in total. 


  


  Title: Resurrected


  


  * The magic of resurrection has completely transcended the concept of death.


  


  * The vitality increase based on the strength and stamina stats is 10 times higher than normal. 


  


  * There is a 100% chance of resurrecting upon death. However, this effect only applies the first time. The probability of resurrection will decrease significantly the more times you resurrect. Failure to resurrect will lead to eternal death.


  


  Level: 400 (▼)


  


  Strength: 108    Stamina: 1,690


  


  Agility: 507    Intelligence: 7,880


  


  Dignity: 2,511    Insight: 4,943


  


  Willpower: 5,800


  


  * It is a body that is recovering after hundreds of years, but Braham will adapt quickly. Up to level 600, the experience gained is increased by 2000%.


  


  Skills: Blood Magic (S+), Blood-sucking (SS), Magic Enchantment (SS), Knowledge Investigation (SS), Magic Contemplation (SSS), Berserk (SSS), First Boundary: Knowledge Room (SSS), Second Boundary: Exploration Room (???), Third Boundary: Experimentation Room (???), Braham’s Enhanced Magic (???)  


  


  A true blood vampire and legendary great magician who lost his eternal life for the crime of harming his kin—he holds a deep grudge toward Pagma and Marie Rose while feeling regretful toward his undead disciple, Mumud.


  


  * Currently considers everyone as insignificant apart from player ‘Grid’ and his family. Players except for ‘Grid’ can’t build up affinity with him.]


  


  ‘This is how the balance is adjusted?’


  


  An enemy would weaken as soon as they became an ally. This was Satisfy’s rule that had been applied for a while, so it was natural that Braham’s soul would be weakened. His soul had wandered for hundreds of years, undergoing all types of hardships. Therefore, it wasn’t as strong as before. He needed time to adapt to the flesh he had recovered after hundreds of years. The recoil caused Braham to drop to level 400, which was lower than Grid’s level.


  


  Nevertheless, he didn’t seem weak at all. First, his intelligence figure was high enough to be considered a level 600 figure, and the effects of his title were comparable to those of Grid’s titles. Grid had witnessed the greatness of the synergy of Master of Mana and the ordinary (?) Mana Drain a long time ago in the Red Sea. 


  


  ‘Additionally, there are six SSS-grade or higher skills...’


  


  If Braham’s level were slightly higher...


  


  No, maybe he was already much stronger than Piaro and Mercedes? Grid remembered that classes were eternal. Unlike the still-growing legends of the present age, the power of the previous generations of legends was an absolute frontier that couldn’t be restrained even with the balance-adjustment system.


  


  As Braham experimented with a few spells, he muttered, “It is possible.”


  


  “What is?”


  


  “Hunting Fenrir.”


  


  


  “...!”


  


  “I’m going to cut off one of Marie Rose’s arms ahead of time.”


  


  “W-Wait a minute.”


  


  Fenrir was a marquis. After Marie Rose, he was the person who inherited a lot of Beriache’s power and was second-in-charge. It was Noll’s assessment that he was several times stronger than the earl-grade vampires. Therefore, Grid hadn’t intended to challenge him rashly. Grid believed that even if he led all his knights to challenge Fenrir, there would surely be sacrifices.


  


  “Why don’t we challenge him after you first recover your strength?”


  


  Braham stared at Grid. “Because of you.”


  


  “Huh?”


  


  “It is better to accelerate the schedule for your sake. Have you forgotten that you were blessed by Sariel?”


  


  “Ah...!”


  


  [In the event of a monster being hunted while the blessing is maintained, the drop rate of items is increased by 500% only once.]


  


  Grid should avoid ordinary hunting as long as this blessing was present. It was right to hunt down a strong named boss before the blessing was over. Fenrir was the perfect prey for the current situation.


  


  “To my knowledge, angels have almost no emotions. They are puppets who only think and work for Goddess Rebecca. They are like golems.”


  


  “...”


  


  “It is hard to hope for the blessing of an angel. This is a chance you won’t gain twice, so you should maximize the benefits as much as possible.”


  


  “I think so too,” Zednos interjected. “Leave it to us to kill the mobs until you reach Fenrir.”


  


  Zednos had met Fenrir in person. He had been so overwhelmed by the other’s presence that his entire body trembled despite only making eye contact. To be honest, he was afraid and didn’t want to see Fenrir again. However, he wanted to be helpful to Grid, rather than just being fearful. The other Overgeared members felt the same way.


  


  “Everyone... Thank you.” Grid didn’t refuse. He planned to raid Fenrir, consume Sariel’s blessing, and then create a hunting environment for Braham.


  


  ‘Before that, I have to make the items.’


  


  For a weapon, there was Belial’s Staff. Its power and magic casting speed were increased by 30 percent. Three types of magic could be cast simultaneously, and when flame magic and dark magic were cast simultaneously, it increased the power by 200 percent. Every time a spell was cast, a shield blocking abnormal states would be created. Additionally, the probability of the magic critical hit rate and critical hit damage had increased, and mana regeneration increased by 200%.


  


  Braham was the only one who could take full advantage of the options attached to Belial’s staff. Braham himself knew this, so he had wanted it since a long time ago.


  


  “Let’s return to Reinhardt first.” Grid made a plan and sent a whisper to Lauel. It was to ask him to send Sticks over.


  


  Braham scoffed. “Mass Teleport.”


  


  Before Lauel’s reply arrived, Grid and the Overgeared members had already been transferred to Reinhardt. Braham’s Mass Teleport was much faster than Sticks’ Mass Teleport, and its stability was high, which decreased the motion sickness side effects.


  


  “Wow...” Grid and the Overgeared members were stunned by the landscape that changed in the blink of an eye.


  


  ‘Where am I?’


  


  There was a question mark above Franz’s head. Braham’s resurrection meant Franz’s mission was fulfilled, so he had been about to ascend. It was impossible for someone to deliberately harm him while he was entering Nirvana, and Pagma had arranged it so he could enter Nirvana at the Sword Grave. Now, this wasn’t the Sword Grave.


  


  Braham said to the bewildered Franz hanging from his waist, “We need a high divine power to kill Marie Rose.”


  


  That’s right.


  


  “I’ll use you to kill Marie Rose in a few years.”


  


  -As expected of the Duke of Wisdom! Too thorough!


  


  “......”


  


  Wasn’t Franz supposed to feel anger instead of admiration? The Overgeared members gave up thinking at the sight of Franz, who had been kidnapped unannounced.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “This is the first time we are meeting.”


  


  “...!”


  


  10 years after Damian was sworn in as the pope, this was the first time the Templar—the Rebecca Church’s independent organization—visited the Vatican.


  


  “You might’ve been chosen as the Goddess’ Agent, but I doubted your qualifications as pope because you only relied on others. Now I have slightly changed my mind. I will believe in your discerning eye.”


  


  Flap. Archangel Sariel took off his robe and spread out his wings. It was the first time since the first papal era that he formally announced his identity.


  


  “I will acknowledge you as the pope. The divine powers that were lost as the times changed will come to you, and I’ll release the restrictions on the Holy Sword.”


  


  “......”


  


  “Become stronger. On the day when the last vampires clash, you should wipe out the weakened ones and illuminate the world with light.”


  


  “What if I don't want to?”


  


  “...?”


  


  It was a huge temptation for the average person that could never be rejected. Yet Damian rejected it instantly. After all, Damian wasn’t most people.


  


  “You never showed your nose when we were having hard times. You are too shameless. Is it because you are an angel and not a person? Right, Isabel-chan?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  The Rebecca Church had faced countless crises. The church was almost broken by the corrupt Pope Drevigo. Pascal had joined with the empire, and the church had been on the verge of being occupied by foreign forces. There was also the massive attack from the Yatan Church...


  


  Every time, Damian and Rebecca’s Daughters fought fiercely. It was Grid, not the Templar, who helped them when they were feeling frustrated and desperate. Damian wasn’t pleased with the Templar’s attitude of showing up and trying to take over.


  


  “You have to think about it calmly. This is a great opportunity to gain strength,” Sariel tried to persuade Damien, but it was useless.


  


  “Strength?” Damian’s eyes, which had been smiling at Isabel, cooled down like his previous emotions were a lie. “We aren’t weak enough to beg for strength from you.”


  


  It wasn’t a bluff. After Marie Rose’s seal failed, Damian and the Rebecca’s Daughters received the approval of the elders and opened one of the Vatican’s secret temples. He had been training there constantly, building up his strength. Damian was becoming stronger. 


  


  “I don’t need your help. If you want to help us, shouldn’t you work hard to earn our trust?”


  


  “...I understand.”


  


  It might’ve been completely different from Sariel’s expectations and intentions, but the Templar joined the church. The appearance of the angel turned the entire church upside down. Yet surprisingly, the elders had dull reactions. The angel didn’t seem too great after seeing Lord’s potential.


  


  “He is the apostle of the great Goddess, nothing more...”


  


  “I agree.”


  


  “...?”




  Chapter 1135


  『 It's the most shocking event since the opening of Satisfy! 』


  


  CNV was the world’s leading news brand that sent radio waves to 400 million households in 235 countries.


  


  As the leader of the 24 hour news channels, it had the excellent ability to read the trends, took the lead in starting professional programs for Satisfy, and dominated the market in South Korea along with OGC.


  


  『 What is a dragon heart, a dragon heart?! 』


  


  Satisfy World. It was a Satisfy discussion program that had established itself as one of CNV’s most popular programs. It was a program where experts from various fields gathered together and focused on dissecting the biggest news that occurred on that day in Satisfy. It was recognized for its professionalism and boasted high ratings. It was just that in recent years, the trend in viewership had become stagnant due to habitual behavior.


  


  PD Andersen’s ambition to make Satisfy World a flagship program for CNV was far away. Then today, he got good luck.


  


  『 Now Grid has swallowed the heart of that terrifying monster! 』


  


  The discussion topic of today’s Satisfy World was the ‘unknown person’s’, in other words, Grid’s, third epic. Satisfy World’s viewership was the highest ever since the sentence ‘he swallowed the heart of a dragon’ attracted the attention of the world. It was thanks to the fact that the broadcast started just before Grid’s epic was written. Now the broadcast was breaking the news in real-time.


  


  ‘We were lucky to get this.’


  


  PD Andersen continued to signal to the panel. It was a signal to start the provocative analysis. However, most of the panelists showed a passive attitude.


  


  『 Hmmm... let’s see. Isn't it likely to be a metaphorical expression? As you know, dragons are absolute in Satisfy’s world view. Didn’t we all witness the evil dragon killing Grid and Kraugel in the 3rd National Competition? It is physically impossible for Grid and the Overgeared Guild to become strong enough to raid a dragon and take its heart in just two years. 』


  


  『 That’s right. They can barely raid a great demon yet they are already killing a dragon? It is almost impossible for the item Grid swallowed to be a real dragon heart or an item associated with a dragon heart. 』


  


  『 Um... 』


  


  There were many silent panelists. The experts couldn’t speak recklessly in cases related to Grid because there was a lot of room to be wrong. The panel’s passive attitude made PD Andersen anxious.


  


  ‘Nonsense is good so keep talking! The president is also watching!’


  


  In the broadcast industry, Grid was treated as a guaranteed check. He didn’t have to appear on air. The audience flocked even if only his name was mentioned. Not long ago, an entertainment program analyzed Grid’s whereabouts and based on this, determined the fruits that Grid didn’t like. This third-rate gossip program scored the highest viewership in that time period.


  


  ‘The fruits he doesn’t like...’


  


  It was lukewarm watermelons and cold peaches. The moment the fruits that Grid disliked were revealed, social media heated up and all types of phenomena occurred. The social media accounts of the third-rate gossip program increased by 100 times overnight.


  


  PD Andersen had watched this absurd situation and came to a conclusion. It was Grid. It was unconditionally Grid. Once the wave called ‘Grid’ came in, he had to paddle it to death. Today was the perfect opportunity. The epic series generated overwhelming buzz among the Grid-related issues. Andersen didn’t want to miss the chance created by the epic that occurred every few months.


  


  However, most of the panelists were silent, making it hard to paddle.


  


  -Then what is the dragon heart?


  


  Andersen’s worries grew as viewers expressed their dissatisfaction in the chat window.


  


  『 You don’t have to hunt dragons to get a dragon heart. 』


  


  Julatan, the most popular gaming expert on the panel, opened his mouth for the first time. He had finished his own analysis while the other panelists had been talking.


  


  『 First, let’s take a closer look at the dragons. Hasn’t it been revealed through many old books that dragons are like gods? I’m sure that no one can answer the question about how almighty a dragon is. Isn't that right? We’ve already witnessed the imperfections of the dragons through the Insane Dragon. 』 


  


  The exact reason was unknown but Insane Dragon Nevartan was literally an insane dragon. He was captivated by madness and completely lost his sense of reason. It was proof that dragons couldn’t avoid illnesses and curses.


  


  『 In the first place, dragons might be like gods but they aren’t gods themselves. We can’t rule out the possibility of weakening or dying from a natural death or from fighting with each other. Somewhere on the continent, a dragon’s corpse might be sleeping. 』


  


  『 Even if it is the heart of a dead dragon, the dragon heart swallowed by Grid should still be a dragon heart, right? 』


  


  『 Yes, it is undeniable. The epic accurately states the ‘heart of a dragon.’ This doesn’t mean it is a perfect dragon heart. It makes more sense to assume that the power of the dragon heart was consumed through some type of elixir. 』


  


  『 What is the basis? 』


  


  『 The S.A Group is very conscious of the balance of the game. Since the third advancement, normal class players had been quickly catching up to hidden classes and there are many hints that the gap will be significantly reduced from the fourth advancement. If the S.A Group already released dragon hearts into the game then it will be a situation where someone is overwhelmingly strong. 』


  


  『 In other words, it is correct that Grid has consumed a dragon heart but it is incomplete and the effect will be minimal? 』


  


  『 Yes, it would be right to guess that it is a few times more effective than an elixir. It should be approximately 10 times as effective. 』


  


  『 Isn’t the effect of 10 elixirs equivalent to levelling up 10 times? It is really hard to level up after level 390 yet the elixir will have the effect of 10 levels? Is it a balanced item? 』


  


  『 Let’s see. More of the top players are obsessed with buying elixirs and in fact, elixir transactions are being made on various routes. Then there shouldn’t be any discussion of the balance collapsing. 』 


  


  “It is too ordinary...”


  


  The director’s face was rotten as he watched the broadcast from PD Andersen’s side. He wanted the panel to be more provocative to cause a huge increase in viewership. However, the analysis was so cold that it wasn’t as interesting as expected. He felt like he wouldn’t be able to see the Grid effect.


  


  Then the result ended up different from what he expected. The viewership was already a steep upward curve.


  


  “What? Why is the viewership so high?”


  


  "It is a world where the fact that Grid doesn’t like lukewarm watermelons will attract viewers. The epics naturally have a greater effect. The other stations are making such a fuss that viewers seem to appreciate the calm evaluation... what? Is that true?”


  


  PD Andersen was explaining to the director when he became startled. It was because one of the staff members ran over and told him something.


  


  “The legendary great magician has been resurrected?”


  


  At the same time, the panelists received the news and started scrambling.


  


  『 The legendary great magician has been resurrected? It isn’t the descendant of the legendary great magician? 』


  


  『 An unprecedented situation...! 』


  


  『 It's the most shocking event since the opening of Satisfy! 』


  


  『 I agree. It is a shock comparable to when Grid first appeared and defeated the Yatan’s Servant. How on earth was the legendary great magician resurrected? 』


  


  『 Braham is believed to be the fifth strongest among the legends of the previous generation. 』


  


  Most of the big issues that had arisen in Satisfy were related to Grid. This time was an exception. It was more shocking and fresh because it wasn’t related to Grid.


  


  The director gave instructions to PD Andersen. “Let’s increase the broadcast time today for a two hour special.”


  


  “Is it okay?”


  


  “This is what the president ordered. Grid’s epic and the resurrection of the legendary great magician... isn’t there a lot of stories to cover today? How can we jump away from it?”


  


  “Leave it to me!”


  


  Originally, it should’ve been delivered as emergency news, not a special program. The situation was reversed thanks to the broadcast dealing with Grid’s epic. In fact, most of the other broadcasting stations were starting the emergency news while only CNV was broadcasting Satisfy World. 


  


  


  PD Andersen was really lucky.


  


  ‘Hooray Grid!’


  


  Another Grid follower was born in New York, far from South Korea. 


  ***


  


  


  “Braham...!”


  


  He was a foolish man. Even when all his kin were sleeping due to the curse, he resisted it fiercely. He said he had to think for one more second. He had to read one more letter. He foolishly extended the wounds on his body once he was about to fall asleep again.


  


  “How did you...!”


  


  He was a fool. Despite being born with a power great enough to survive a short day, he wasn’t satisfied and explored greater power. He declared he would become strong enough to break the curse. He was going to liberate their mother, who was trapped in a narrow coffin. For the vain dream that could never be achieved, he wandered for hundreds of years.


  


  “How are you alive?”


  


  Noll had come to the Overgeared Palace in response to Grid’s summoning. He doubted reality once he encountered Braham. Braham had so much of their mother’s desire for exploration that he committed a taboo and harmed his own kin. He was abandoned by their mother, lost his eternal life to Marie Rose, and exiled a long time ago. Hundreds of years later, he reappeared in front of Noll.


  


  “Kuek...!”


  


  Noll dropped his gaze with surprise when he met Braham’s eyes. Deep disgust and sympathy—the feelings in Braham’s eyes whenever he looked at his kin were very unpleasant. However...


  


  "You’ve overcome the curse."


  


  “...?”


  


  The eyes of the resurrected Braham had changed. There was no hatred or sympathy, only indifference. It was like he didn’t care about them anymore. “It is due to the constant exposure and stimulation of Qualification of a Blood King built up by Grid. You are a lucky guy.”


  


  “......”


  


  “By the way, aren’t you too apathetic reuniting with your brother after a long time?” Grid tried to relax the cold atmosphere. It wouldn’t have worked previously but now it was different.


  


  “What brother...”


  


  “It is unpleasant.”


  


  Both Braham and Noll grumbled but the atmosphere didn’t deteriorate any further. Their fondness for Grid was too great for them to defy Grid’s will due to their personal feelings. Once the situation calmed down, Grid gazed at his knights.


  


  Piaro, Mercedes, Asmophel, Jude, Noll, Teruchan, Singuled, Amelda, Kentrick, Dante, and Braham...


  


  There were sitting at the round table where the 10 meritorious retainers should’ve originally been sitting, observing each other with different expressions. They were admiring or feeling intrigued about each other’s capabilities. Ah, except for Jude. He looked up at the ceiling and seemed to have no thoughts.


  


  ‘He has been training hard every day.’


  


  Grid smiled as he confirmed Jude’s level and then he declared, “We will raid Fenrir’s city.”


  


  “Fenrir? We are going to hit Fenrir?” Noll started shaking. “It's suicide! He has inherited two of Mother’s powers!”


  


  Asmophel reacted with doubt. “Isn’t he much weaker than a great demon?”


  


  “...!”


  


  The knights who joined the Overgeared Kingdom relatively late, like Singuled and Amelda, were flustered. It was because Asmophel referred to a great demon that could destroy the world in a tone like it was too insignificant. Of course, they knew that the Overgeared Kingdom had already destroyed two great demons but they were difficult fights.


  


  Noll snorted. “My mother was the 3rd Great Demon.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “The great demons outside the top 10 couldn’t harm her. Fenrir has inherited two of her powers.”


  


  Noll stared straight at Grid.


  


  "You know that great demons summoned to the human world are much weaker than they are in hell, right? However, Fenrir was born here and receives no penalty from it. Fenrir is incredibly strong, especially when he is in his territory. One of his powers is ‘domination.’ Grid, think about it again. It is still too early to hit Fenrir. Really.”


  


  “...”


  


  Grid knew Beriache was one of the top-ranking great demons but he hadn’t expected her to be third. There was a reason why God Yatan had become personally wary of her, planted a curse, and expelled her from hell.


  


  “...Is it okay?” Grid glanced at Braham. “You know that I don’t want any sacrifices.”


  


  “Bah.”


  


  Braham’s nostrils flared.


  


  "I was the strongest until Marie Rose showed up. Even then, I hadn’t learned the essence of magic. In addition, the thing that we inherited from our mother wasn’t power but ‘personality.’ It is true that the more personality traits that are inherited, the more superior we are. Still, keep in mind that I only inherited one personality trait from my mother.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “Sloth is the greatest sin. That’s why Yatan cursed our kin with the Curse of Idleness. Those affected by it don’t develop and the representative example is Fenrir. The mother is great so the children would naturally be great? It is bullshit rattled off by pure and weak worms. There is only one great being, Marie Rose, and this is because she is our Mother’s child.”


  


  “Braham! That arrogant personality is still the same! You might’ve been great in the old days but now you are just a fool who has lost his strength!!! Don’t be cocky when you are weaker than me!”


  


  Noll was unable to stand being called a worm and got up. Grid tried to calm Noll down but Braham just waved his hand. It was a rather frivolous gesture but there was a strange dignity when combined with the languid eyes.


  


  “I think it is better to have the hierarchy sorted out now. Isn't that right?”


  


  “...?”


  


  Grid was confused. It was because Braham was looking at Piaro, not Noll, when he spoke. Piaro took a sip of alcohol and replied, “I agree.”


  


  “You jerk!”


  


  Noll eventually couldn’t stand it and used blood magic. In an instant, weapons made of blood were produced and flew toward Braham. Braham examined them and destroyed them. It was done by reversing the formulas and principles of Noll’s magic.


  


  “...!”


  


  Noll was astounded. Braham’s eyes were still indifferent as he looked at Noll.


  


  “If you don’t work hard to overcome the curse, you are just a worm.”


  


  Work hard—the words didn’t seem to match Braham but Grid knew better. Braham had been working harder than anyone else. The first evidence was that he overcame his race’s curse by himself and the second evidence was that he became a legend after being expelled from his clan.


  


  Maybe he resembled Grid.




  Chapter 1136


  “If you don’t work hard to overcome the curse, you are just a worm.”


  


  ‘Work hard... damn!’


  


  Noll couldn’t refute it. Magic Contemplation, which denied the power he inherited from their mother, was a result of Braham’s own efforts. Noll, who relied on innate power, was ashamed of himself. He felt sorry for all the time he wasted while using the curse as an excuse.


  


  “Braham, stop now."


  


  Noll’s head dropped as Braham continued the mocking and slandering. Grid was worried the relationship between them would deteriorate uncontrollably so he stepped forward to mediate.


  


  Then Noll puffed up his cheeks angrily and shouted at Braham, "I’ll show you. I'll prove that I can be stronger than you if I try! At that time, I will treat you as a worm!”


  


  “Bah.”


  


  Braham waved his hand like he was chasing away a fly. It was an attitude that he wasn’t interested in anything. Noll was indignant but Grid saw it—there was a slight smile on Braham’s face the moment he turned his head.


  


  ‘Brother and brother...’


  


  Grid wondered why Braham hated his kin and used them as an experimental tool. He was disappointed that his siblings, who were supposed to overcome the curse and help their mother, fell asleep every day and hated them in his despair. He believed there would be no future if this continued and took all responsibility, sacrificing his bloodline. He probably knew it was the wrong choice but he had only one option. However, things were different now—Braham was no longer alone and there were more options for him. 


  


  Grid thought about it and suddenly felt a sense of incongruity. He wondered if hunting Fenrir was the right thing to do.


  


  “...Excuse me.”


  


  Grid called out to Braham. This made Braham frown. He looked at Grid’s face and noticed what this person was thinking. It was possible because he lived inside Grid for ages and understood Grid’s personality.


  


  Braham transmitted his voice to Grid’s head.


  


  [It is different from what you are imagining. Have you forgotten that you personally sealed my sister Latina? There is no sibling affection between us.]


  


  “Then why were you smiling?”


  


  [I was only delighted at getting a decent long-term pawn. The more useful the pawn, the better.]


  


  “......”


  


  [First of all, Fenrir must be eliminated. Only then will Marie Rose... no, you can kill Marie Rose.]


  


  Braham no longer felt the need to explain and glanced away from Grid. Piaro was staring at him with a bright expression. He was eager to fight.


  


  Braham’s hand beckoned. “Come on.”


  


  For Piaro, Braham was the second coming of a legend but Braham was also very fond of Piaro. He had been watching this person for a long time. Braham vividly remembered the appearance of Piaro struggling for Grid. He also felt a faint liking because Grid shared his feelings for Piaro.


  


  Asmophel didn’t know what Braham was feeling and intervened. “Why don’t you compete with me before challenging Piaro?”


  


  It was a very provocative statement. He was very unhappy that Braham treated Piaro as a subordinate.


  


  “Yes, then you should come.” Braham laughed. He knew Asmophel so he felt this person’s behavior was cute.


  


  “I won’t refuse.”


  


  Braham was a friend of his liege and a legend of the previous generation, so he should be respected. However, he couldn’t stand the attitude of ignoring his liege’s other knights, especially Piaro. Asmophel couldn’t bear it and pulled out his sword. Brilliant sparks flew through the round table toward Braham. However, the ground where Asmophel was standing collapsed before it could reach Braham.


  


  “...!”


  


  Asmophel’s posture collapsed and twisted the orbit of his flying sparks. He couldn’t even take a step toward Braham before he was thrown back through a window, while Braham never took a step from his seat.


  


  ‘Did he cast a spell ahead of time?’


  


  Asmophel twisted his body as he fell and surged back into the meeting room. As expected, dozens of Magic Missiles were already aiming at him. A chill went down Asmophel’s spine as he saw the flashes in front of him.


  


  “I have to move in ways the other person can’t predict.”


  


  Braham flicked his finger and dozens of Magic Missiles flooded toward Asmophel. Asmophel, who was trying to ignore it, received a blow to his shoulder and rushed to defend himself. Nevertheless, it wasn’t easy to defend. Every step on the ground was slippery like it was covered in oil while darkness completely obscured his view.


  


  ‘This isn’t completing a spell in advance...!’


  


  Even Great Magician Ashur had a moment of casting time when using magic. Meanwhile, Braham had transcended that level and could use his magic immediately without casting. Asmophel suffered setbacks as four, five, and six spells were so quickly linked that they seemed simultaneous. He was determined that he couldn’t keep defending and took the damage as he used a skill.


  


  “Bl...!”


  


  His sword was raised over his head and Asmophel’s exposed body was struck by a series of Magic Missiles.


  


  “...oom!”


  


  Asmophel succeeded in activating his skill. A transparent red flower made of sword energy unfolded around Braham’s distant body. If it was a real battle then it would be described as ‘mutual destruction.’


  


  ‘His willpower is great.’


  


  Braham’s eyes shone as he used Teleport. However...


  


  ‘It is useless.’


  


  


  Asmophel wasn’t shaken. His skill was a targeted skill. It meant the skill couldn’t be shaken off no matter what.


  


  “Hoh?”


  


  Braham appeared in a different location and showed an interested reaction. He might’ve moved using Teleport but the flowers wrapped around his body were still shaking slightly. This made him use Teleport again.


  


  “Don’t you know it is useless?!”


  


  Asmophel shouted and wielded his sword. It was a signal—a sign for the flowers surrounding Braham’s body to explode in full bloom.


  


  “...!”


  


  Then in an instant, Braham appeared right in front of Asmophel. The location of the teleport was completely different from Asmophel’s expectations. The flustered Asmophel tried to withdraw his sword but the flowers around Braham’s body were already exploding.


  


  Asmophel screamed as he was swept away by the explosion and collapsed. It didn’t end with one explosion. It was extremely intense and swallowed the entire meeting room. It wasn’t a power where they could sit back and watch. Mercedes used her shield to protect Grid while the other knights used their own defense skills. Only one person—Jude—was swept away by the explosion and Grid hurriedly handed him a potion.


  


  “Cough, cough...!”


  


  Once the explosion was over, Asmophel coughed up blood several times and made a disbelieving look. Braham was hovering beyond the open ceiling. Shortly after Asmophel’s flowers exploded, he once again used Teleport to minimize the damage. If Teleport had been used just before the explosion, the flowers would’ve kept chasing him. Thus, he arranged the situation while taking some damage.


  


  “...I lost.”


  


  Asmophel was clear about the result. How could he beat a monster that continued to leap through space by using Teleport in succession? He felt he couldn’t beat Braham even if he died.


  


  “......”


  


  Meanwhile, Braham was speechless. In fact, he was in great shock. It was the first time in his life that he had been wounded by an ordinary human being, not a transcendent or a legend. One arm was drooping. Braham stared at his wounded arm and muttered in a voice no one could hear, “...He managed to gather together these people.”


  


  In fact, there were many powerful people here who could fight against him. There were at least four such people here. Braham scanned Asmophel, Piaro, Mercedes, and Teruchan in turn and descended to the ground.


  


  He wanted to shout, ‘Who is the next opponent?’ but his mana was consumed after using multiple teleports in a row. The Braham style enhanced Teleport, unlike normal Teleport, consumed dozens of times more mana in exchange for having no cooldown. In his prime, he would still have mana left after teleporting all day but not now. 


  


  “......”


  


  In this awkward moment, there was a powerful savior for Braham.


  


  “What is this uproar?!” It was Administrator Rabbit. He rushed in after the uproar and was stunned when he saw the meeting room turned to ashes and the open ceiling. “Who...? Who did this terrible thing?!”


  


  “......”


  


  He looked like a great demon who climbed up from hell. Rabbit’s distorted face and red eyes as he searched for the culprit was evil. Asmophel was forced to shrink back because he knew how scary Rabbit was when it came to money. The others were the same. Even Noll avoided Rabbit’s gaze.


  


  Only Teruchan, the thoughtless Jude, and Braham, who just joined the Overgeared Guild, looked at Rabbit. Rabbit couldn’t trifle with Braham so he yelled at Teruchan and Jude, “I’ll be claiming damages in the future so be ready!”


  


  “Jude. Understood.”


  


  “I. Gruruk. Why?”


  


  “......”


  


  The group moved locations. The knights who usually lived in Reinhardt, such as Piaro and Mercedes, naturally moved in the direction of the big military exercise hall but Braham pointed to another location.


  


  “That is a good place.” Braham was pointing to the agricultural fields outside the castle. He suggested it because he penetrated into Piaro’s essence and Piaro didn’t refuse.


  


  “I am grateful for your concession.”


  


  “Bah, I just want some fresh air.”


  


  It was at this moment.


  


  “Grruk. Me first. Fight.” Teruchan stepped in abruptly. He pulled out Failure Honoring the Strongest Warrior and growled at Braham. “If I win. Surrender yourself to the administrator. Grruk.”


  


  It seemed he felt it was quite unfair. The reason he didn’t tell the administrator the culprit was due to Teruchan’s sense of loyalty. He became the orc lord for the young orcs and wouldn’t sell his colleagues.


  


  “Baby...”


  


  Braham’s nostrils flared and he was about to accept Teruchan’s duel application. 


  


  “Don’t do that. You have to compete with me.” This time, Piaro intervened. Piaro had long enjoyed fighting the strong and actually wanted to compete with everyone here. Furthermore, he wanted to postpone the fight with Braham because he cherished delicious food. 


  


  Like a warrior, Teruchan didn’t avoid the fight. He completely forgot about his grudge against Braham. "Okay! Grruk!”


  


  Braham alternated between looking at Jude and Teruchan before sending a sound transmission to Grid.


  


  [In fact, aren’t you the smartest one among them?]


  


  “......”


  


  Grid pretended not to hear. He thought it was necessary to organize the hierarchy for the sake of future discipline so he watched the situation silently.




  Chapter 1137


  “Sir Piaro and the orc lord are fighting?”


  


  “A legendary farmer and a pig are fighting!”


  


  Rumors quickly spread as Grid’s group sat in the agricultural fields. In just a few minutes, the fields were full. From ordinary villagers, merchants, soldiers, nobles, and players...


  


  Among the figures who flocked to the fields was Lauel.


  


  “Don’t allow players who aren’t part of the Overgeared Guild to enter.”


  


  “Yes!”


  


  Lauel gave an order to Coke and the surroundings started to clear up quickly. Coke and the knights took control of the soldiers to drive out all outsiders from the fields. Heavily armed soldiers circled the outskirts and players were unable to see inside the fields.


  


  “Why aren’t you showing it to us?”


  


  “We want to see Piaro fighting!”


  


  “We have the right to watch! The Overgeared Guild doesn’t own this land...! Ah, it is their land...”


  


  “Piaro, fighting!”


  


  The players driven out of the fields made a fuss. Many of them were fans of Piaro and were filled with disappointment, but none dared to cause trouble or try to infiltrate. It was the skill of the Overgeared Kingdom’s knights that they controlled tens of thousands of players with only thousands of troops. In the first place, there was no idiot who would cross the Overgeared Guild.


  


  “You can release your stealth now,” Lauel spoke to the air after Sticks cast an enchantment to completely block the view of the outside world. Braham, who had become invisible with magic, gradually emerged. 


  


  The silently watching Grid finally opened his mouth. “Why did you chase out the people? Are you afraid to expose the guild’s power?”


  


  “Correct.”


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  Grid was convinced.


  


  “Well done. There is a saying that even a stone bridge should be tested by banging on it before crossing.”


  


  “Banging... I don’t like the feeling but it is correct.”


  


  For example, Piaro and Teruchan. Grid’s knights were clearly strong but they weren’t invincible. There were definitely weaknesses such as skills, stats, or personality. If this was exposed, it could be an opportunity for someone to target them. Of course, no one wanted to become a second Veradin but the world was always unknown. It was best to avoid exposing power as much as possible.


  


  The reason why Braham was hidden was to avoid attracting aggro. The second reason was that the media and public would be too annoying. Unpredictable beings such as Magician King Goldhit could become entangled with Braham so there was no reason to reveal Braham’s identity and cause an accident.


  


  “I think it would be good to give Berith's Skin Mask to Braham.”


  


  “Is that a good idea?”


  


  Grid pulled out the skin mask.


  


  [Berith’s Skin Mask]


  


  [Rating: Legendary (Transcendent)


  


  Durability: 10/10 (can’t be repaired)


  


  A mask made by Berith processing human skin.


  


  It boasts a perfect degree of completion because it contains Berith’s magic of lies and distortion. It isn’t only the face that is disguised but the body shape and voice as well. Thus, it transcends a simple mask.]


  


  The skin mask was a very useful artifact. No one had noticed when Grid disguised himself as Empress Basara. The downside was that the cooldown was 12 hours. However, it wasn’t a problem if it wasn’t removed after wearing it. Fortunately, Braham was also intrigued. “Good. My face is annoying in many ways.”


  


  “Why is your face annoying?”


  


  “Whenever females see me, they scream or lose their souls. The same is true for some males.”


  


  “Oh, you’re right. That would be annoying.”


  


  “Don’t be sarcastic. It isn’t only humans but also other races as well, to a certain level. They all react equally to me and I have experienced many serious things.”


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  He thought about it. Even Grid had been flustered at the sight of Braham turning his head.


  


  ‘It isn’t good to be too handsome...’


  


  He was glad he didn’t look that great. Feeling strangely relieved, Grid handed Braham the skin mask and Braham immediately put it on. Then the uniquely beautiful man turned into the common appearance of a villager. His name was Lux. This was the knight identity that Grid had Braham borrow. Braham adapted to his altered body and voice and spoke with satisfaction, “It is better than I thought. It might be the 22nd place but a great demon is a being who has personally been given power by Yatan.” 


  


  “It’s no wonder... the falsehood that distorts reality is the power of a god. Yet a 22nd great demon can be ignored? Are the single digit great demons completely different?”


  


  It was something he had been paying attention to since he heard Noll’s words. Wasn’t it too exaggerated that the 3rd ranked great demon, Beriache, could overpower the great demons outside the top 10 alone? The power balance was too off for Grid who had to be afraid of even the 10th great demon.


  


  Braham nodded. “They are strong. The gap between power is large but their physical ability itself is unparalleled compared to the top 10 great demons.”


  


  “Then how strong was Muller to seal Hell Gao by himself?”


  


  “You’ve already told me about him. I have to admit that he was the strongest human being.” 


  


  “Stronger than you?”


  


  “Shut up.”


  


  “...Please tell me exactly how strong you are.”


  


  


  “The more simple a person, the more they like to quantify things.” Braham complained. Still, it was a pretty interesting topic for him to ponder on. “The sealed Hell Gao was 9th ranked. Hell Gao couldn’t be hurt even if all the great demons outside the 15th rank came at him simultaneously... well, even if there were 10 guys like Berith, they would’ve been beaten by Muller.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “There are too many variables in battle. I’ve never seen Muller’s real skills so it is hard to quantify him. I can only use a rough reference. It is also important to note that the Hell Gao who fought Muller is the summoned Hell Gao. He would’ve never beaten Hell Gao if he met Hell Gao in hell.”


  


  “It would be a suicide attack for humanity to invade hell.”


  


  “That won’t happen. Hell is a desolate land and there is no reason for humanity to go there. That’s why the great demons are obsessed with taking over this world.”


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  Grid was suddenly reminded of Yura. He felt she was bold for hunting alone in hell.


  


  Meanwhile, Piaro and Teruchan were ready for battle. Teruchan’s muscles were swollen after doing 500 push-ups and he cried out, “Great warrior! Guruk! I! Teruchan! Guruk! Let me enjoy it!”


  


  “I’m a farmer, not a warrior.”


  


  Piaro’s hand plow and Teruchan’s Failure collided in the air, creating a deafening sound. Piaro was pushed back in strength. It was natural. Teruchan’s growth as the peak of his species exceeded even the growth of named NPCs. Teruchan’s level itself was far ahead of Piaro. This meant he needed to consider the stats difference.


  


  In addition, Teruchan was now equipped with items. Failure Honoring the Strongest Warrior had a high base attack power and it amplified Teruchan’s damage by 20%. On the other hand, Piaro’s hand plow was a tool focused on farming. It enhanced Free Farming in many ways but the damage itself was considerably lower. Piaro judged it was hard with just the hand plow and took out a sickle, crossing it with the hand plow to block Teruchan’s attack.


  


  He used this chance to sow some seeds. The bean trees grew rapidly. A wooden column soared up and hit Teruchan’s ass. Then Piaro grabbed Teruchan’s collar and slammed him into the ground. It was an impactful attack but Teruchan had more stamina and strength and became stronger as the battle continued. The momentum was so intense that even Grid had to take a few steps back.


  


  ‘I don’t know who will win...’


  


  In fact, Grid thought that Piaro could easily win. Teruchan’s physical abilities were superior to Piaro but Piaro was far ahead in experience. Teruchan might have high physical abilities but Grid predicted that Piaro would lead the fight because he had so many skills available.


  


  ‘The Indomitable Warrior passive that consumes Origin True Energy isn’t activated in sparring mode so I thought Teruchan would be at an extreme disadvantage.’


  


  However, the reality was that it was too fierce to guess. For NPCs, the concept of level wasn’t just about stats. Teruchan, who had gained three more levels in a month, was more skilled than before. It felt like his beast instincts had become sharper. The wild beast was adapting to the turbulent changes in the field in real time and was strongly pressuring Piaro.


  


  ‘It is a dream that I beat him...’


  


  Of course, Grid could beat Teruchan because he was lucky. He fortunately made the Blue Dragon Boots and he fortunately was able to get the upper hand in the match against Teruchan. However, it was a different matter for Piaro. Now that the advantages of his experience had become obsolete, it was safe to say he had little advantage over Teruchan.


  


  ‘Is Piaro losing?’


  


  Grid’s heart sank. Piaro and Teruchan were both precious companions but he became strangely anxious at the thought that Piaro might lose. Grid didn’t want to see Piaro fall when he had always stood as a great mountain. Was his heart conveyed?


  


  “Strong!” Piaro, who had been resisting Teruchan’s onslaught, suddenly smiled and shouted. “Free Farming Hidden Style.”


  


  ‘Natural State?’


  


  “Sprinkling Pesticides!”


  


  A new technique was shown. It was a terrifying and deadly technique that had the will to eradicate all pests eating at a farmer’s sanctuary.


  


  “...!”


  


  The astonished Teruchan took a breath and swung his sword. The strong particles spread like fog and took control of all the fields. Any insects who inhaled it would die.


  


  “That orc has too few skills,” Braham murmured.


  


  “Free Farming 5th Style, Harvest.”


  


  Piaro harvested all the crops he had planted throughout the battle. The crops were cut off by a sharp suppression energy and their leaves were shaken. At this time, the scattered seeds...


  


  “Free Farming 8th Style, Polishing Rice.”


  


  Piaro exploded the seeds and Teruchan couldn’t even scream. Teruchan’s great body fell feebly on the field where new buds started to sprout. Grid expected Teruchan, who grew stronger during battle and boasted troll-like regeneration, would soon rise again. Surprisingly, the collapsed Teruchan didn’t move. His mouth was foaming and his skin slowly turned black. It was the aftermath of inhaling the pesticides.


  


  “Sehee!”


  


  The surprised Grid shouted and Saintess Ruby, who had been waiting in advance, rushed over.


  


  ‘This toxicity is very strong...!’


  


  Ruby was startled. Usual poisons were instantly removed with Purification but the pesticides that poisoned Teruchan weren’t easily detoxified. She barely managed it after using Purification several times in a row. It was a tremendous toxicity. Piaro murmured sadly as Grid and the knights stared at him, “I wanted to stick to organic farming until the end... it turned out there were limits. Still, I believe this is also a farmer’s path.”


  


  “......”


  


  After that, Amelda’s party—unmotivated from the beginning—quickly abstained. Singuled, who was a belligerent person and wanted to beat Piaro this time, also waved the white flag and said that pesticides weren’t allowed. Mercedes was the same. As the master of Keen Insight, she noticed that her skills were still relatively insufficient. She abstained, stating it was too early to challenge Piaro and Braham.


  


  Asmophel and Noll, who had already been defeated by Braham, also pledged to fight in the future. The only three remaining were Braham, Piaro, and Jude.


  


  “I’ll give you some time to rest,” Braham spoke meaningfully to Piaro.


  


  He beckoned to Jude using Lux’s appearance. Then he used illusion magic the moment Jude entered the stage. It was more effective the lower the target’s intelligence so Braham was certain that Jude would be exhausted after running around uselessly for an hour.


  


  “Bah.”


  


  Braham confirmed that Jude was standing there with a dazed expression and turned back calmly. He planned to gather as much mana as possible while Piaro was resting. The next moment, Jude’s stony fist struck Braham’s back.


  


  “Kuek... what?”


  


  Braham’s eyes widened. He looked back with a trembling gaze and could still see Jude’s dazed expression.


  


  “Jude. First. Knight.”


  


  ‘What is this guy?’


  


  Unknown. The Duke of Wisdom encountered something unknown he had never experienced before.




  Chapter 1138


  Braham wasn’t favorable to humanity. He never thought or acted for humanity. Still, many of his accomplishments helped develop civilization and as a result, helped humanity.


  


  The by-products formed in the process of making the resurrection magic increased the popularity of magic, the Magic Communication Sphere designed to effectively speak to his disciples was considered the greatest invention of human beings, and the specimens kidnapped in order to overcome the Curse of Idleness had been a threat to many kingdoms.


  


  There was a saying ‘Braham’s birth was a blessing to the world.’ People didn’t dare guess how many accomplishments he had made. However, if someone were to ask Braham about his greatest achievements, Braham would answer without any hesitation—the first was meeting Grid, and the second was robbing a dragon’s lair.


  


  ‘I’ve seen people resist Belial’s illusions, but...’


  


  The magic Braham used on Jude was derived from the Book of Amon he had stolen from Trauka’s lair. 7th Great Demon Amon, who had been caught by Trauka after ascending, had the power to project the future and the past. Amon’s Book documented how to see the past. Of course, non-transcendent races weren’t able to decipher the book but this provoked Braham’s desire for exploration.


  


  Braham was in a half-crazy state and infiltrated Trauka’s nest. After almost dying several times, he was lucky enough to have succeeded in stealing Amon’s Book. More than half the book had been burned by the breath of the raging Trauka. That’s why the past that Braham could see was only a glimpse of ‘the most terrible memories of the target’ but Braham transformed it into wonderful illusion magic.


  


  It was magic that instilled a terrible fear by showing the target a terrible memory. It was magic derived from the seventh place demon so it was extremely powerful compared to the 32nd Great Demon Belial’s illusions. Therefore, Braham was upset when Jude resisted it. Then he soon regained his composure and analyzed the situation.


  


  ‘If Amon’s power was almighty then he wouldn’t have been eaten by Trauka.’


  


  In addition, Amon’s Book that Braham read was incomplete because half of it was burned. Of course, it wasn’t low-level magic but the target this time was too bad.


  


  ‘He is so stupid that he doesn’t know fear.’


  


  In retrospect, Grid was reluctant to call Jude when the enemies were strong. It was because Jude was so simple and ignorant that he wouldn’t save himself.


  


  ‘...He is close to a single-celled organism.’


  


  Braham had to suppress him with force. Braham used Teleport to widen the distance with Jude. He didn’t want to waste mana but he had no other choice. It was impossible to get away from Jude without teleporting because his physical abilities were too low. Jude might not have anything else but his physical abilities were excellent.


  


  Braham swung his hand through the air and a blue current popped up. The basic characteristic of the lightning property was that the speed was fast. In addition, the Braham style enhanced magic maximized magic. Braham had to save mana so he planned to defeat Jude with the low-level Lightning Spear.


  


  ‘I’ll make a situation where he can’t deal with an attack because he can’t see it.’


  


  A warrior’s basic discipline was to predict the path of the attack. Jude would twist his body to the right the moment the lightning spear disappeared from view. It was because Braham would induce it. 


  


  “Ohhh!”


  


  Jude ran while Braham waited. The distance between the two of them narrowed and a thickly grown field was to the right of Jude. At the same time, Braham moved. He moved his fingers to the left side, exposing a loophole. Then the Braham style Enhanced Lightning Spear flew to Jude like a lightning bolt.


  


  ‘This guy?’


  


  Braham frowned. Unlike Braham’s expectations, Jude dashed in a straight line and the magic was wasted. It was a case of psychological warfare becoming poisonous.


  


  ‘He doesn’t even have instincts?’


  


  Tsk. Braham clicked his tongue, used Lightning Spear again, and shot it in a straight line this time. There was no reversal. Jude was hit straight on by the magic. The thing that was different from Braham’s expectations was that Jude didn’t fall from the strike. Jude’s magic resistance was so weak that according to Braham’s calculations, he should be injured and fall down convulsing because he couldn’t resist the electric shock. Yet surprisingly, Jude didn’t collapse and succeeded in moving forward.


  


  Braham knew the identity of this unrealistic phenomenon.


  


  ‘Willpower...’


  


  The ability developed through enlightenment of the ‘heart’ that only transcendents or beings equivalent to them could attain. Even Grid only recently understood it yet the weakest Jude had acquired it. Grid also noticed this fact. This was due to the notification window.


  


  [Your knight Jude understood the concept of the ‘heart.’]


  


  The expected storm struck Braham. Jude couldn’t wield his sword because he failed to narrow the distance to Braham but his desire to cut Braham took form. It was Formless Will. Coincidentally, Braham was hit and also became enlightened. Braham also used willpower to offset the Formless Will. Jude’s Formless Will was extinguished without a trace. It returned to nothingness without reaching Braham.


  


  “...You really managed to gather together these people,” Braham murmured. There was a slight smile on his face. Then flames exploded. Jude vomited up blood and sat down in place. However, his gaze was still on Braham. His burned hand was holding on tightly to the sword Grid gave him. His will was still steadfast, unlike his crumbling flesh.


  


  “Jude... First. Knight...”


  


  “Jude!”


  


  Grid’s heart sank. He noticed why Jude was trying to hold on. Braham was the same. He looked at Jude and clicked his tongue.


  


  “I know you are Grid’s first knight. I don’t intend to take your place so stop fighting.”


  


  “Hap... py.”


  


  Jude lost consciousness and collapsed. To people’s surprise, Braham personally supported him and brought him to Ruby’s side. Grid blinked with shock while Braham snorted. He didn’t say anything. Still, Grid was able to read Braham’s heart.


  


  “Haha...”


  


  The smiling Grid firmly grasped Jude’s callused hands. He was thrilled that his first knight had been acknowledged by the greatest man in history.


  


  “I’m impressed.”


  


  The Overgeared members and knights watched Grid and Jude with warm expressions. There wasn’t a single person here who could hate Grid and Jude.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  


  “Don’t you need this?”


  


  Piaro handed Braham a blue potion. It was the superior mana potion produced in Reidan’s alchemy facility.


  


  ‘Do you think I should drink something after facing a guy like that?’


  


  Or.


  


  ‘You dare want a fair fight with this body?’


  


  And so forth. The original Braham would’ve said such things and then burned the potions.


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  Surprisingly, Braham accepted the potion. The reason why he had such an arrogant personality was because he was convinced he was the strongest. For the current Braham, arrogance was a luxury since he was aware of his weakness and that Grid’s knights were strong. In that sense...


  


  Braham drank the potion and restored his mana. Then he started to chant the spell for Meteor. Meteor was one of the great magics and the chant had to be completed before it was triggered. 


  


  “Heok...!”


  


  An unusual air flowed, causing the astonished Overgeared members to look up at the sky and suck in their breaths. They could see a huge meteorite flying through the atmosphere. It was the same for the tens of thousands of players that flocked outside the fields to watch.


  


  “...What is that?”


  


  “Is this real...”


  


  The sky was falling. The world was about to face ruin. The appearance of the meteorite gradually approaching the ground caused all types of confusion.


  


  “The Overgeared Kingdom... is it the end?” Lauel muttered with a blank expression.


  


  “Braham, is this a joke?”


  


  Grid smiled awkwardly as he sent Braham an anxious look. Nevertheless, Braham didn’t stop the magic spell. He stared at Piaro, who was alternating pointing to the agricultural tools in his hands and Braham’s empty hands. It was a gesture that seemed to be saying Braham had no weapons yet.


  


  “I will stop you.”


  


  Piaro responded to Braham with a provocative answer.


  


  “I will beat you and deliver the glory of the next generation!”


  


  A previous generation legend. Piaro never dreamed that he would have a chance to compete with those who had disappeared into history. For Piaro, his encounter with Braham was the luckiest thing after his encounter with Grid. He didn’t want to miss this golden opportunity. He wanted to fight Braham with all his heart and measure his strength and potential.


  


  Piaro pushed off from the ground and flew forward. He analyzed that Braham’s current physical condition was the worst. It was Piaro’s judgment that Braham couldn’t afford to keep chanting the Meteor spell and use Teleport at the same time. Even if double casting was possible, it would be useless if there was no mana. Piaro expected Braham to respond with defense magic or a single target magic. At that moment, he would sprinkle seeds in advance to catch Braham off guard later. At least, he believed he had enough odds against Braham today.


  


  However, the situation wasn’t what he expected. The link between Alarm and Teleport—Braham predicted the timing of the attack and used the help of the Alarm magic he activated when competing against Jude to easily evade using Teleport. Braham’s mana was also filling up in real time. He was chanting the spell for Meteor while using Mana Drain to absorb energy from the crops.


  


  ‘I will lose if I delay things!’


  


  The admiring Piaro sent suppression energy toward Braham, who appeared far away. It was an operation to force Braham to use defensive magic while disrupting vision, creating a gap that would give him an edge in the duel. It was as expected. Braham was unable to just watch the fast-flying force and triggered defense magic, causing a dense dust cloud to swirl.


  


  In the midst of this, Piaro hid among the crops and triggered Natural State, absorbing the energy of the soil and crops as he began farming at a speed that defied nature. A giant sweet potato stalk that made humans look like a dwarf grew like a dragon tail, carrying Piaro. It wasn’t comparable to the technology of leaping through space like Teleport but it was certainly a tremendous speed.


  


  Piaro quickly reached Braham and swung the hoe. “Harvest!”


  


  A wave swept through the field. The sweet potato stems dug into the soil as dozens of large sweet potatoes filled the air.


  


  “...!!”


  


  Grid and the Overgeared members were amazed by the overwhelming spectacle and were at a loss for words.


  


  “It isn’t a potato?”


  


  Meanwhile, Magic Swordsman Bland was greatly disappointed. 


  


  “Free Farming HIdden Style! Sweet Potato Battering!”


  


  Piaro, who held the sweet potato stems in his hand instead of agricultural tools, swung them like a whip. Then the sweet potatoes headed toward Braham’s head like rocks.


  


  “Kuock!”


  


  It was Piaro’s new operation where he linked Natural State, Sowing Seeds, Rapid Growth, and Harvest. It was a terrifying skill despite the tricky conditions. The meteorite summoned by Braham burned the entire sky while Piaro summoned sweet potatoes. No, the sweet potatoes were smashing the entire land.


  


  Grid copied Mercedes’ shield with Item Transformation and protected Ruby and Jude alongside Mercedes. The God Hands, Noe, and Randy protected the Overgeared members.


  


  ‘It is Piaro’s victory!’


  


  Asmophel was certain. He had been rooting for Piaro throughout the battle and now his face was bright. Then a deep shadow appeared over his face.


  


  “...!”


  


  Asmophel and the Overgeared members were surprised by the heat and looked up at the sky. The meteorite was still falling. It was almost on the verge of colliding with the ground. Even Piaro’s hidden techniques hadn’t stopped Braham’s casting.


  


  “Kuek...!”


  


  What was this? Was it possible to keep chanting a magic spell after experiencing such a big shock? The confused Piaro tried to track Braham’s movements. However, he couldn’t find Braham even with the power of Natural State. It felt like Braham had disappeared from the world.


  


  “Free Farming Peak Style!”


  


  It happened the moment when Piaro determined he needed to handle the meteorite and focused his suppression energy into a single point, forming a mortar. Suddenly, part of the space cracked open and Piaro was swallowed up. The meteorite, which was about to collide with the ground, and the mortar about to hit it disappeared without a trace.


  


  One of Braham’s enchantments, which were divided into three systems, had worked. Piaro was the first human to make Braham use an enchanted barrier.




  Chapter 1139


  There were many different types of barriers. There was a simple barrier that was used to block outside eyes like a curtain while there were high-level barriers that embodied the mental world of the user. The thing that all had in common was that they consumed an enormous amount of magic power.


  


  Therefore, Piaro shook. Braham completed the highest-level magic, Meteor, which was known as the magic of great demons and dragons, while also making a magic barrier.


  


  “......”


  


  Was it a library built in a desert? The sight of hundreds of thousands of books in an endless room exceeded the limits of nature. Even the legendary Piaro was degraded to the level of a needle in the desert.


  


  “This is Sir Braham’s mind room...’


  


  Indeed, it was the world of the Duke of Wisdom. The countless books symbolized the knowledge he had accumulated so far. Piaro was dragged into Braham’s magic barrier and marvelled. Then a square was cut out of a corner of the library and it opened like a door.


  


  Braham appeared and picked up a book while asking, “Do you like reading?”


  


  "To be honest, I don't enjoy it much."


  


  “Hmm, I see. Then let’s move to the next place.”


  


  “......”


  


  What would happen if he said he liked it? Piaro got chills down his spine as he imagined something terrible. Piaro swallowed back his question with a gulp and chased after Braham through the door. Then his field of view was turned upside down as the library disappeared and a white room just over 100 square metres appeared.


  


  It was a room full of unidentified tools he had seen at Reidan’s alchemy facility. He wondered about the purpose of the large transparent glass bead installed in the centre.


  


  “...?”


  


  Piaro looked into the glass bead and was stunned. The image inside was stopped at just the moment before the red rock and bright mortar collided.


  


  “I’m going to start straight away.”


  


  Braham snapped his fingers. The stopped rock and mortar in the glass bead started to move. At the same time, Piaro determined their identity from their momentum. One was Braham’s Meteor while the other was the concentrated mortar of suppression energy. The principle was unknown but the mighty techniques that had taken control of Reinhardt’s sky had been reduced by thousands of times and spread to the unidentified glass bead.


  


  The meteorite and mortar collided and smoke spread like ash, completely blackening the glass bead. Half of the meteorite that survived Pounding Mortar crashed to the bottom of the glass bead, causing a major explosion. Ferocious flames soared to the ceiling of the bead. It was proof that the ultimate technique of Free Farming couldn’t offset, let alone destroy Braham’s Meteor.


  


  Piaro didn’t take long before speaking. “...I admit my defeat.”


  


  In the first place, he didn’t know how to get out of this barrier. He couldn’t beat Braham with his current skills...


  


  Piaro’s attitude was very polite as he bowed his head with conviction. There was no one he had bowed so deeply to except for the emperor and Grid.


  


  Braham watched him and flicked his fingers silently. The glass bead contaminated by the aftermath of the explosion was cleaned until it looked brand new. Then Braham’s Meteor and Piaro’s suppression energy were once again embodied. However, this Piaro’s strength was different from the previous one. It was surrounded by a blue aura rather than a bright light. It was like being locked in a waterfall.


  


  Braham said, "The greatest strength of Natural State is the variability of energy. The natural energy of humans doesn’t change easily and only strength can be tempered. Meanwhile, you can freely change the nature of energy due to the aura of nature that you absorb.”


  


  "You know better than me...”


  


  Piaro had only recently gained enlightenment. He used Natural State on the land where the rafflesia was planted and happened to absorb the properties of poison. After thinking about how to use it, he learned how to inject it with suppression energy and develop the hidden technique, Sprinkling Pesticides. Yet Braham instantly penetrated into the essence of Natural State. Piaro was able to realize that Braham’s wisdom was far beyond his.


  


  “Being able to change the nature of the energy is a blessing.”


  


  The meteorite and mortar in the glass bead once again collided. Surprisingly, this time the two auras were offset. Piaro’s suppression energy wasn’t inferior to Meteor and they were eliminated together. It was the result of the nature property.


  


  “Unbelievable...”


  


  Piaro was feeling admiration when his vision gradually darkened.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Piaro!”


  


  “Sir Piaro!”


  


  The capital, Reinhardt.


  


  Piaro and the meteorite had suddenly disappeared, causing worry to fill the faces of the Overgeared Guild members. Then Piaro returned without a scratch on him. Meanwhile, Braham who tore the space behind Piaro was weary. His haggard face was obvious.


  


  People could predict the outcome of the match that took place in the barrier.


  


  ‘Piaro won...!’


  


  ‘The man who woke up after hundreds of years can’t beat Piaro who had been constantly training.’ 


  


  It was at this moment.


  


  “Sir Braham.” Piaro approached Braham and abruptly knelt down. “Thank you for your great teachings. I will never forget this favor for the rest of my life and will serve Teacher.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Piaro. The former pillar of the Saharan Empire and the current pillar of the Overgeared Kingdom. The person closest to King Grid and the pinnacle of the military was kneeling on the ground? The stir created was huge. In particular, the former Red Knights knew that Piaro had only knelt for the emperor and Grid so they couldn’t react.


  


  Braham waved his hand like it was annoying. “It’s fine. I have absolutely no intention to accept a man like you as a disciple so forget it.”


  


  It was enough to experience being jealous once. Braham clicked his tongue and turned his gaze to the other side. It was to Grid. His friend was waiting for him.


  


  “Is the hierarchy sorting over?”


  


  “Yes, I am naturally the strongest.”


  


  “Haha.”


  


  Grid had expected such a result. There was a huge gap between legends of the same era so the gap with former legends would be even greater. In addition, Braham was one of the greatest legends of his generation. Grid had got this person.


  


  "However, I’ll give the first position to him.”


  


  The person who was still unconscious... No, he was sleeping.


  


  


  Braham sighed and reached out to Grid, who was staring at the snoring Jude. “Give me my staff.”


  


  “Ah, yes.”


  


  Grid handed the staff over. It was Belial’s Staff. It was amazing that Braham had subdued Piaro without a weapon. Nevertheless, he wasn’t too happy. It wasn’t easy to accept the defeat of Piaro, the strongest knight of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  Braham saw Grid’s complicated expression and whispered in his ear. “Defeat and failure isn’t the end. In the future, your four knights will improve beyond a snail’s pace.”


  


  “Yes, I believe in them.”


  


  “......”


  


  Braham frowned. He looked at Grid with a disgruntled expression and handed him a book. Millions of books were kept in his Knowledge Room. Different from the mental world, this was a book brought from the real world. It was a book he picked up while picking up Piaro.


  


  “What is this... Heok.”


  


  Grid’s eyes widened like they were going to pop out.


  


  [Braham’s Hat Production Method]


  


  [Braham’s Robe Production Method]


  


  [Braham’s Gloves Production Method]


  


  [Braham’s Boots Production Method]


  


  [Braham’s Ring Production Method]


  


  [Braham’s Bracelet Production Method]


  


  [Braham’s Earrings Production Method]


  


  [Braham’s Necklace Production Method]


  


  These were the contents of Braham’s book. It contained the production methods for Braham’s gear and was written by Braham himself. In addition, the rating of all of them was confirmed as legendary.


  


  “These are the clothes I will wear in the future. You should make them yourself. Only the accessories are the exception. Even Pagma was weak in accessories so you should be the same.”


  


  “I understand. I’ll make you the best.”


  


  Grid was keenly aware of the resurrection of the legendary great magician.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  Buzz buzz.


  


  Outside Reinhardt’s fields, tens of thousands of players were still waiting. There was only one reason they stayed here to the end. They were curious about the outcome of the match. Who won the battle between the legendary farmer and the orc lord? If the orc lord won then Grid would be stronger than Piaro. It was a match they had to wonder about in many ways.


  


  “...I saw it in vain.”


  


  The players gazed at the clear expanse.


  


  A little while ago, they thought they were going to die. Meteor. The legendary magic of Great Demon Belial.


  


  Someone had cried out when it appeared over Reinhardt. The resurrected Great Magician Braham was clearly in the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  Many people agreed. The public’s opinion was that Grid was associated with Braham’s resurrection since Grid has assimilated with Braham a long time ago. It was recently revealed that the person who killed Braham was Pagma and although there were many interpretations that Braham approached Grid because of a grudge, there was the prevailing opinion that Braham was in the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  Once Meteor actually appeared, they were convinced of their opinion. There were people who claimed that Braham was using Meteor to burn Grid, the descendant of Pagma, and the Overgeared Kingdom, and all types of broadcasters were filming it. Then Meteor vanished shortly before it reached the ground. The heat that seemed to burn the entire world disappeared without a trace, like it was a lie. It was common sense that magic that had already been cast couldn’t be undone so people had to interpret it as a group hallucination.


  


  “Who can use such an incredible thing?”


  


  “Piaro and Teruchan are fighting so it must’ve been one of them.”


  


  “Isn’t it too much for a farmer or orc to use such a thing?”


  


  “Is Piaro a normal farmer? He is a legendary farmer. Is Teruchan a normal orc? He is the orc lord.”


  


  “Right. They could use an illusion technique that looks like Meteor.”


  


  “This group of people are crazy...”


  


  The turmoil was about to become bigger. Sticks’ enchantment around the entire agricultural field suddenly vanished and the soldiers opened the way. The showdown between Piaro and Teruchan seemed to be over. Who had won? The people gulped as the waited for the winner to appear. People believed it would be easy to guess the winner because in official confrontations, the rule was that usually the winner was in the lead.


  


  The people at the forefront were neither Piaro or Teruchan. It was a knight called Lux. The colour of the name and the appearance was very ordinary. He was an NPC that looked like passerby number one.


  


  The flustered people soon ignored him. They accepted him as a type of security guard who went out to organize the traffic before the protagonist appeared. Then a short time later, despite the appearance of famous figures such as Piaro, Teruchan, Grid and Mercedes, Lux still remained in the forefront. Rather, he walked forward like he was leading the group.


  


  “...Wow, these bad people.”


  


  “They knew that people were waiting.”


  


  The people clicked their tongues. They admired the Overgeared Kingdom who avoided leaking information by concealing the winner of the confrontation.


  


  At the same time, the desert of Reidan.


  


  "Let's go."


  


  Dozens of players entered Fenrir’s city after killing the Overgeared Kingdom’s soldiers. It was a surprisingly frequent event. All the other vampire cities were tightly controlled by the Overgeared members except for Fenrir’s city. The Overgeared Guild were afraid of Fenrir and designated it as a forbidden zone. It was one of the few hunting grounds where non-Overgeared members could target valuables like the vampire rings so they flocked to the area. It was okay to die so they were determined to give it a try.


  


  However, this time the group that entered Fenrir’s city was a group of high-ranking players. There had never been so many high rankers gathered in a group in history.
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  Inside Elizabeth’s workshop in Reinhardt, Grid and Elizabeth were focusing on their work. Grid was currently making Braham’s Robes with the sewing technique he was barely accustomed to while Elizabeth was taking the utmost care to craft Braham’s earrings. 


  


  She did her best to reward Grid for handing over the legendary-rated design. Yet even her skills weren’t enough to satisfy Braham.


  


  “You newbie. Even zombies with rotten fingers are better than you.”


  


  “Hiing....” Elizabeth was almost in tears because of Braham, who sat by her side and kept slandering her skills. She couldn’t tolerate this treatment since she was normally treated like a princess as Eat Spicy Jokbal’s relative and the best accessories maker.


  


  Grid wanted make progress on the work, so he shifted Braham’s interest in another direction. “I know that Fenrir is as strong as a great demon. Nevertheless, if you and I join forces and Piaro and the knights work together, shouldn’t we succeed without any sacrifices?”


  


  After the hierarchy determination, Braham greatly admired the power of Grid’s knights. So, Grid thought Braham would have a positive reaction. Surprisingly, Braham was still skeptical. “It is impossible to avoid sacrifices.”


  


  “How strong is Fenrir...”


  


  “It is more of a problem with that guy’s dog.”


  


  “Dog?”


  


  “Rather than using magic, Fenrir honed his body. Moreover, magic doesn’t work at all against him. Unlike our blood, he has no obvious weaknesses. You will have to hunt the dog while I tie up Fenrir’s feet alone... It will be a tough fight.”


  


  “Magic doesn’t work at all? Then how did you fight and win against Fenrir in the old days?”


  


  “I aged the hind legs of a hell dog for 100 days and then roasted them in a secret sauce before throwing the skewer of roasted hell dog meat away from the front line. Damn, if I hadn’t wasted that skewer back then, I could’ve run away a bit more easily.”


  


  “...Eh?”


  


  Grid had heard a lot about this food somewhere.


  ***


  


  


  ‘High rankers’ was used to refer to the top 1,000 rankers. The top 1,000 among billions of players were respected by the public because they needed talent, money, or good luck. However, evaluations were always relative. Then rankers insisted that a real definition of high rankers should be established.


  


  Top 100...


  


  The top 100 players were the only ones who could claim to be high rankers. That’s why the 36 rankers here were in the top 100. It was the first time in history that a party was composed of such power. Not even the Overgeared Kingdom or Valhalla had dozens of people in the top 100. Some of the players in this party were even healers. The healer class was the most difficult class in Satisfy..


  


  “Did you really have to kill them? Wouldn’t it be enough to capture them?” Light said. His ID was literally ‘Light’. He had long reigned as the number one monk and had risen to number 21 in the unified rankings. Light had many fans due to his beauty and manners. He was complaining about killing the soldiers who guarded the entrance of Fenrir’s city.


  


  “I think it was right to kill them. This is the middle of the desert. It would’ve been more horrific if they were left with their hands and feet tied up.”


  


  “Is there any guarantee that the soldiers won’t be able to solve it just because they are tied up with chains? They could get help from a patrol team. Why do you want to keep witnesses alive?’


  


  A vampire city where the boss still survived had an unusual form. No one could enter the city until the previous party was wiped out or the boss was raided.


  


  Pastel Crayon, 29th on the unified rankings, was the reason why the soldiers of the Overgeared Kingdom were murdered. He judged that witnesses should be destroyed to avoid exposing the identities of those in their party, regardless of whether they succeeded or failed in the Fenrir raid. In fact, it wasn’t easy for the Overgeared Kingdom to identify the ‘suicide commandos’ who invaded the city of Fenrir over the years. Out of the hundreds of foolish people who gave their lives for vampire items or elixirs, less than 10 were identified.


  


  “You talk too much. Are you here to make friends?” Asuka frowned as she moved from the rear of the group. She had consistently maintained her ranking in the top 10 despite her solo performance, and she was also a special presence in the party consisting of top 100 rankers.


  


  At the time when 22nd Great Demon Berith appeared, there had been a public opinion that the American representatives—such as Asuka, Hurent, Zibal, and Kraugel—would’ve succeeded in raiding Berith if they cooperated. However, Asuka hadn’t been able to participate in the Berith raid at the time.


  


  Madness—it was a stat that berserkers should prioritize. She was on a hidden quest to raise it. Asuka knew that she wouldn’t have succeeded even if she had participated in the raid.


  


  ‘It is the role of Grid or Kraugel to deal with such a ridiculous monster.’


  


  In fact, it was the same for Fenrir. Asuka confirmed using various literature and testimonies that Fenrir was a powerful boss that was the same or stronger than Berith. Still, Fenrir had clear weaknesses, unlike the great demons. Vampires were vulnerable to the sun and desired to sleep. The group had enough means to exploit Fenrir’s weaknesses.


  


  The sounds of watermelons exploding rang out continuously. It was the sound effect of vampires being slaughtered by the 53rd ranked Asuka and the others in the group. This was still only the beginning, and they were regular vampires. The vampires who lived in Fenrir’s city were over level 400, but they weren’t a match for the rankers.


  


  “Ohh, a vampire ring,” someone whistled excitedly and said, catching everyone’s attention. The 95th ranker KIldes had a transparent red ring on his finger.


  


  “Wow, shit. Getting a profit as soon as you entered...”


  


  “Aren’t you lucky?”


  


  Even the jealous voices sounded like cheers for the current Kildes.


  


  “...!?” The smiling Kildes was startled. A red beam shot toward his chest, and he flew backward. It was blood magic—magic that belonged to a true blood vampire.


  


  “Kuek...!” Kildes suffered burns to his chest and hurriedly tried to take a potion, but he was disturbed by hundreds of bats flying through the darkness. Still, Kildes was the second-ranked assassin and wouldn’t go down easily. He quickly swung his dagger and shook off the bats. 


  


  In the process, the swarm of bats took the image of a beautiful woman. She reached out for Kildes’ neck, but it was actually a self-destruction doll that resembled Kildes. The number one assassin Faker overcame his enemies with speed while Kildes used various tools to play with the opponent.


  


  


  “...!” The true blood vampire was swept away by the explosion.


  


  In the meantime, the rankers who killed the other vampires surrounded the woman along with Kildes.


  


  “Huhut. How pathetic.” The true blood vampire was relaxed. Her unique vampiric ability meant she recovered from her wounds quickly. Every bat that poured out of her body ingested human blood, and the wounds on her body disappeared. “Prey has arrived after a long time.”


  


  All the humans the true blood vampire had dealt with so far were easy prey. She thought it would be the same again. However, this time was different. No, it was very different.


  


  “Kuek...! Kuaaack!”


  


  The abilities of the humans were remarkable. Many people worked together so that those vampires created by Fenrir himself found it hard to fight back. In particular, the dancing teddy bears with an unknown consciousness restrained the innate ability of the vampire bat. The true blood vampire, who should’ve led the battle by dispersing her bats and using blood magic, quickly lost momentum and collapsed.


  


  “You guys...! Only humans at most...!”


  


  “Quiet,” someone interrupted the true blood vampire’s words. It was Asuka who had been watching from the rear of the battle. She was a berserker and the owner of Weapons Mastery. Asuka opened her inventory and pulled out a sword. It was a long sword that burned hot and bright like the sun. The light melted the skin of the true blood vampire.


  


  “Kuaaack!”


  


  Asuka smiled when she saw the vampire scream and struggle. “Yes, this is real.”


  


  Before Grid became a full-fledged celebrity, Asuka fought Grid along with her servant Black Teddy and got beaten up. She regarded that event as the luckiest experience of her life. It was because she got the opportunity to understand things better and develop strength faster than others.


  


  Over the years, she became obsessed with becoming a force beyond what others could imagine. She wasn’t satisfied no matter how strong she became. Asuka’s status as a third-generation chaebol helped fulfill her desires. Her resources, talent, and commitment allowed her to stay in the rankings.


  


  The strength that was above her level came from her items. The reason why Asuka challenged the Fenrir raid was due to her confidence in her 45th legendary item collected, the Sun Sword. It had properties like the ability to deal additional damage to vampires, a probability of nullifying the vampires’ blood magic, nullifying the vampires’ regeneration and blood-sucking abilities, ignoring a certain amount of the vampires’ defense, and so on.


  


  The Sun Sword was a conditional weapon that was a perfect counter to vampires.


  


  “Here.”


  


  After slaughtering hundreds of vampires and defeating five true blood vampires, the group arrived before a tightly closed door and checked their skill cooldown time, resources, passive status, item durability, and potion cooldown time. The condition of the group was perfect.


  


  “Shall we go?” Suddenly, Asuka became the leader of the party. Everyone in the group waited for Asuka’s command with a determined expression.


  


  ‘It is annoying.’ The frowning Asuka nodded. “Open the door.”


  


  “Yes!”


  


  “Okay!”


  


  The party responded vigorously before opening the door. A thick darkness was waiting for them. It was such a perfect darkness that it was hard to see. However, Asuka’s group were high rankers and quickly adapted to the darkness. They found a coffin in the center of the room. It was the biggest and most colorful coffin they had ever seen. Surely Fenrir would be sleeping in there...


  


  Black Teddy gulped and glanced at Light. One of the decisive reasons for Asuka’s participation in the raid was Light’s ability. He had once been one of Rebecca’s priests, but he got baptized by an indigenous god and changed classes to a monk. 


  


  Light could use magic to temporarily strengthen the ‘curse’ on a target. Asuka planned to use the Sun Sword to suppress the regeneration while Light would strengthen the curse to prevent Fenrir from waking up. Then they would slaughter Fenrir as a group.


  


  Light’s magic enveloped the sleeping Fenrir in the tightly closed coffin, and he cried out with a cheerful face, “It’s a success!”


  


  “Good.”


  


  Convinced of the raid’s success, the group drew closer to the coffin. Simultaneously, the chandelier hanging from the ceiling was tilted subtly.


  


  “Cough...!”


  


  Something huge fell, and the 39th ranked Pastel Crayon died.


  


  “...!” The faces of the group members were pale.


  


  Grrrung. Grrrr.


  


  A wolf that ate gods...


  


  A giant beast reminiscent of the Fenrir from Norse mythology stood confronting the group like it was guarding Fenrir’s coffin. Every time it let out a rough breath, Asuka’s skin got goosebumps.


  


  “...This is interesting.” Asuka opened her inventory, put away the Sun Sword, and pulled out a hunter’s bow and trap. Her item swap rate was reminiscent of the Overgeared King’s. “We must kill that damned dog even if we die.”
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  He had a long dream. As always, it was a nightmare. He wanted to wake up, but he couldn’t wake up. The sleep of consciousness didn’t permit free will. The Curse of Idleness imprinted on his soul had a terrible effect.


  


  “......”


  


  Fenrir cursed Shizo Beriache, who had been driven out of hell. He hated his fate. Although he didn’t show it in front of other family members, he resented his mother. Why did she give birth to him for him to suffer...? He hated her helplessness and irresponsibility...


  


  “......”


  


  His consciousness pulled out of the nightmare. His eyelids—crushed by an immeasurable weight—opened, and the contours of darkness entered his field of view. Cold swirled inside the coffin. Fenrir felt a sense of alienation as he opened his eyes in a place where light couldn’t enter. He felt like he had an exceptionally long and terrible nightmare today.


  


  Somehow, there was a bit of anxiety. He must be mistaken.


  


  Fenrir’s expression stiffened as he sat up from the coffin. Standing before him was a person with a slender body covered in blood. Beneath her feet, the wolf that was Fenrir’s alter ego was dying with its tongue sticking out.


  


  “You... Human. What did you do?”


  


  A mother, who passed on a curse and revenge to her children, and siblings who blindly loved such a mother… 


  


  Fenrir was furious at the death of a beast that had given him affection and loved only him, unlike those pathetic figures. He was angry. As the chill rose, the human woman’s body trembled. Her arms had been bitten by the beast, and there was a large hole in her chest. Unfortunately, her eyes were still alive.


  


  “It is as you can see. I hunted a dog that tried to protect its sleeping master.”


  


  The head of the beast that was panting painfully was then cut off with an axe. Before it died, the beast’s eyes glistened fondly as it stared at Fenrir. It loved its owner instead of blaming him, who had been sleeping even at the moment of its death.


  


  Fenrir gritted his teeth. His pointed fangs broke after being rubbed against his lower teeth, and he chewed and swallowed them. “There is no need for dirty blood. I’ll chew your flesh and bones.”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  The wolf, who had split Pastel Crayon in half upon its arrival, had been very strong and ferocious. However, it had shown the habit of guarding Fenrir’s coffin whenever Asuka’s party approached it. It had been obsessed with protecting the coffin, even if a sword stabbed its back. This was an obvious weakness. Thanks to this, Asuka’s party managed to find a way to attack. The wolf’s loyalty was a great tool of success for Asuka’s party.


  


  Of course, they hadn’t been able to hunt the wolf with luck alone. Asuka’s party made great sacrifices. From the beginning, the party aimed at challenging the dungeon with an exit for ‘achievements’, and they made generous investments.


  


  First, they risked their lives. Second, they took the Sweet Candy that could only be bought five times from the Reputation Store. Third, they generously used the consumables they had obtained from various hidden quests. The dozens of players squeezed out all their capabilities.


  


  The wolf, that had been bound to the coffin, was then increasingly driven to the defensive. The weapons of the rankers, reinforced with all types of potions and skills, pierced the wolf’s skin. Berserker Asuka armed herself with various weapons and split apart the wolf’s muscles and bones. After hours of a long struggle...


  


  “Pant... Pant...” Asuka survived alone and succeeded in killing the wolf at her feet.


  


  Grrrung. Grrr. The strongest beast, who had ripped apart 35 high rankers and swallowed them while still guarding the coffin, cried out in the midst of dying. Its eyes were only directed toward the coffin where Fenrir was sleeping. It was a dog that was concerned about its master even when its life was running out.


  


  “......”


  


  Asuka was a berserker. Every time she fought, she entered a frenzy. As madness accumulated, she could only drool or blink, but she wasn’t really crazy. She had enough communicative ability to read and sympathize with the emotions of the silent beast.


  


  “Tsk...” Asuka clicked her tongue bitterly as she raised her axe high. It was an axe infused with the blessing of Hunting God Debirion and dealt massive additional damage to beasts and beast-type monsters. Then Fenrir woke up. The thick and heavy coffin was torn and shot up toward the ceiling.


  


  “You... Human. What did you do?” The wrath of the vampire marquis provoked fear. 


  


  However, Asuka was relaxed since she was already prepared for death. “It is as you can see. I hunted a dog that tried to protect its sleeping master.”


  


  It was an accusation and mockery toward him. Eroded by the effect of the strengthened curse, he was unable to open his eyes in time to prevent his loyal beast from being killed. The axe struck the wolf.


  


  “...I’ll chew you up well.” Fenrir stepped out of the coffin and approached Asuka. He moved at a very slow pace. It was an attitude that wanted to create fear and deep regret for as long as possible.


  


  ‘A monster is a monster.’


  


  He was accompanied by several status conditions. If Fenrir had woken up on time, Asuka’s party would’ve been wiped out. They wouldn’t have been able to injure the wolf properly, let alone kill it. Asuka opened her inventory and threw the axe inside with trembling hands, pulling out two swords. One of the swords was stuck in a black sheath, on which the symbol of the sun was engraved.


  


  ‘I can’t catch this monster.’


  


  It was unlikely that the 36 high rankers would reunite to challenge the Fenrir raid again. Asuka’s party had consumed too many resources against the wolf guarding his coffin, not Fenrir, and experienced too much despair. Asuka was certain that Grid and the Overgeared members were the only party that could raid Fenrir’s city and reach Fenrir’s room.


  


  Additionally, Asuka knew Grid’s power. She believed that Grid would kill the vampire in a more brutal manner than he killed her. Asuka pulled the sword stuck in the sheath and threw it. She muttered as if talking to the party members watching as they became corpses, “Didn’t we get a lot of titles from hunting the wolf? We’ll be happy with that.”


  


  Asuka was swallowed up alive. The most horrific form of death that traumatized many players struck Asuka. Still, she didn’t blink and accepted the pain.


  


  “The last supper... Enjoy it well?”


  


  “Kukuk.”


  


  “...!”


  


  As she left her will, the relaxed smile on Asuka’s face collapsed. The Sun Sword, which she had thrown for the next challenger, was sucked into Fenrir’s hand. Fenrir got an awful burn when he held the Sun Sword in his hand. Still, his expression didn’t change as he threw the Sun Sword to the center of the high ceiling. It got stuck behind the chandelier and couldn’t be seen with the naked eye. The Sun Sword was sealed by itself. In front of the AI of a super-named monster, Asuka became the first player to have an item stolen by a monster.


  


  


  [The title ‘Fool’ has been acquired for your stupid act that will go down in history.]


  


  “XX!!” Asuka cursed harshly as she died.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [The production of Braham’s Robes has been completed.]


  


  [You have succeeded in producing a legendary item, and your Tailoring skill will grow rapidly to advanced level 3.]


  


  [A legendary rated item was produced, so all stats have permanently risen by +25 and reputation throughout the continent has risen by +1,000.]


  


  ‘Good!’


  


  One of the sources of Grid’s power was his stats. However, since his blacksmithing technique had grown to a certain level, the growth rate of his stats had slowed. Of course, that was a story limited to blacksmithing. Tailoring was different. In the world of tailoring, Grid wasn’t tainted water but a green sprout. Therefore, the stats synergy was applied according to the grade of the produced item.


  


  That’s why Grid was so pleased with Braham’s gift. The hats, robes, and gloves could also be crafted with Tailoring, so for the time being, it was expected that Grid’s stats would grow rapidly. The ‘all stats +25’ effect would be maintained for the five legendary items that were produced. 


  


  ‘In the future, I should grind my tailoring by manufacturing Braham’s set.’


  


  The problem was with the materials. The fabric needed to make Braham’s set came from repardo thread, and this wasn’t readily available. The specialty product was produced only in a small frontier town of the Gauss Kingdom and at a low quantity. Additionally, the Overgeared Kingdom and Gauss Kingdom were in a hostile relationship, so export restrictions applied.


  


  ‘It will soon be time to fight.’


  


  Historically, the Overgeared Kingdom had suffered too much aggression and hostility from the Gauss Kingdom. For the Overgeared Kingdom that had to expand their territory, going to war with the neighboring Gauss Kingdom was something unavoidable. The reason why Lauel increased military expenditure after the firm alliance with the empire was that he was mindful of the war against the Gauss Kingdom.


  


  “Hrmm.”


  


  Beside him, Braham was wearing the robe. It was a light blue robe with silver embroidery on both shoulders. Dressed in the very gorgeous and luxurious outfit, Braham stood up. It was a design that didn’t match with an extremely ordinary face, just like the current skin mask that Braham was wearing. Nevertheless, Braham didn’t care.


  


  “An empty appearance...” He expressed disappointment with the less delicate embroidery, but when it came to the robe’s ability to enhance magic, he tested the performance several times and nodded like it was fine.


  


  “I’ll continue making the same clothes and will make them look better, so bear with it for now.”


  


  Once Grid achieved advanced master level for Tailoring, he would be able to make items by combining blacksmithing and tailoring. Then he would make a real Braham set. Grid smiled at the reminder of the class quest that hadn’t been completed for years.


  


  A few days passed.


  


  “I finally got my boots.”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  He was on the road to the smithy. Grid quickened his pace toward Braham, who was wearing gorgeous clothes and accessories with his plain face. It was an effort to not look like a fashion terrorist to other people. Honestly, it was embarrassing. Grid had to wonder if Ahyoung, who had dated him for one day when he was a fashion terrorist, was unexpectedly kind-hearted.


  


  Once Grid finally arrived at the smithy, new questions were raised. “Ah, by the way… The skewer you mentioned. Is it something that normal dragons like, not just the Gourmet Dragon? Can they be bribed with it?”


  


  “The food that the Gourmet Dragon enjoys is a delicacy for other dragons.”


  


  “Hoh...”


  


  Valuable information was obtained. If he encountered a dragon in the future, he might be able to survive by bribing it with skewers. This time, the skewer had to be thrown at the dog that Fenrir was raising.


  


  ‘I have a new place to use reputation. Later, new skewers can be obtained.’


  


  Grid made a plan while starting the production of Braham’s Boots. Then exactly three days later, Grid’s group arrived at the entrance of Fenrir’s city.




  Chapter 1142


  “If I had met him in a decent condition, I would’ve had beaten him without even swinging my sword.”


  


  Terrible death and a massive loss of experience and items. It was okay up to here. Any player would have to accept it. However, it was a big shock to have the Sun Sword taken away and to be treated as a fool.


  


  “What’s more, he was able to figure out a player’s intentions. Does this make sense? He's the worst monster ever. I’ll live well until the day the game is broken!”


  


  It was Asuka’s new drinking habit. She repeated the same words like a parrot.


  


  Black Teddy, who was watching her empty her glass with a helpless smile, pulled out a handkerchief and wiped her tears. “Young lady... I’ve been watching you for over 20 years. Every time I saw you running around like a thunderbolt, I thought of a wild horse. Now that girl is like a sick pony. My heart aches at the weakness unbecoming of you.”


  


  “Teddy...”


  


  “Please wake up. Act as usual and kill all those bastards! You should shake off your unbecoming frustration with a cigarette and burn with vengeance! Rather than a sick pony, become a mad dog... no, a wild horse!”


  


  “Teddy, there are many monsters in this world that I can’t kill. I am just a pony who acted like a wild horse.”


  


  “Y-Young lady...! Sob sob!”


  


  “...Those crazy humans are still at it again today.”


  


  “Are they shooting a movie?"


  


  Hayakan Pub—the most famous pub in the southern part of the Saharan Empire—was a seven-story pavilion carved from a small mountain. It was as big and gorgeous as a palace. That’s right. This wasn’t reality, it was Satisfy. It was impossible for a player to get drunk and cry with runny noses.


  


  Asuka and Black Teddy weren’t drunk but they were drunk on the atmosphere. They were just crazy in other people’s eyes.


  


  “By the way, who are those people?”


  


  “I don't know. If they’re like any other gang then I’m not interested.”


  


  Asuka and Black Teddy were high rankers and had the burden of their position. They covered their faces and names when drinking in the pub. However, the accessories like their earrings were obviously expensive and they became the target of many groups because of the loud noise they made every day. The PK criminals who played in the area would attack the two people. The result was naturally an easy win for Asuka and Black Teddy. Since then, no one touched the noisy duo.


  


  “Excuse me, Young Lady.”


  


  “Huh?”


  


  “Should we contact Grid and pass on the information of the Sun Sword?”


  


  “You want us to confess that we illegally intruded on the hunting grounds?”


  


  “We didn’t catch the boss anyway. We didn’t ruin the hunting ground so won’t he forgive us if we give the information on the Sun Sword?”


  


  “We killed the soldiers guarding the hunting ground.”


  


  “Even if he values NPC, he might not care about some soldiers. It isn’t us who killed the soldiers in the first place, it was Pastel Crayon...”


  


  “It’s fine. There is no need to act rashly.”


  


  Asuka wanted Fenrir’s death. The first reason was the quest reward for Fenrir’s death and the second was because of vengeance. That’s why she left the Sun Sword behind. Still, in front of the crisis of survival, any compensation or revenge were secondary problems. 


  


  Asuka remembered the Veradin incident. ‘Veradin killed his NPC so Grid opened a press conference and gave an order for infinite killing.’


  


  Asuka’s personality wasn’t common either. As a third-generation chaebol, she often showed judgments or behavior hard to understand with the standards of ordinary people. It certainly wasn’t normal to think of handing over a legendary item to someone who came later, just to get revenge on a monster. Even so, she couldn’t get a handle on Grid. She decided that it was better not to face him for the rest of her life than to approach him in a wrong manner.


  


  ‘Well... I have to believe in him.’


  


  Asuka stared at the ‘Fool’ title, which decreased the value of the rewards she got from hunting Fenrir’s wolf. Then she emptied the last remaining bottle and rose from her seat.


  


  “Let’s go hunting.”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  The one hour drunken play somewhat relieved her stress. She really wanted to drink a lot of alcohol in reality but she put up with it because it would interfere with the game if she was drunk. Asuka was a pro. Like other high rankers, she was constantly becoming stronger.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “It’s still here.”


  


  Grid smiled bitterly as he checked the faces of the soldiers guarding the entrance to Fenrir’s city. The people who saluted awkwardly were prisoners, not official soldiers of the Overgeared Kingdom. It was the idea of Reidan’s former lord, Chris. Chris claimed that standing guard in the desert itself was a punishment so he released them from prison to guard the vampire city. The penalty was reduced by three times so there were many volunteers. Among them were many prisoners of suitable strength, so they were able to be used as sentries in the desert.


  


  Zednos scratched his head. “Precious soldiers shouldn’t be treated as consumables. There is still hope, even if this is harsh for prisoners... that’s why we’re maintaining the policies that Chris set up.”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  Grid didn’t bother thinking too deeply. A notification window emerged when he entered the city with his companions.


  


  [The owner of the city, Marquis Fenrir, has woken up after feeling your presence.]


  


  [Fenrir has no intention of acknowledging you as the Blood King.]


  


  [Your blood has cooled down. Your body temperature is falling sharply and all stats will drop dramatically.]


  


  [You have resisted.]


  


  Blood King Candidate—it was a title that intimidated ordinary vampires, confused true blood vampires, and alerted the direct descendant vampires. The system described the blood king as the ‘king of all bloodlines’ and in fact, Tiramet vowed to obediently serve Grid.


  


  It was a title that looked very good at first glance, yet it wasn’t the case in reality. Any direct descendant vampires facing Grid would temporarily be freed from the Curse of Idleness. Marie Rose and Fenrir’s strength would be unmatched when freed from the curse so Grid was caught by the ankle by his own title.


  


  “By the way, why am I the Blood King Candidate?”


  


  Grid received the Blood King Candidate title because he fought and won against the direct descendant vampires. However, he was only a human, not a vampire, so why was he nominated as a Blood King Candidate?


  


  


  Braham answered the question Grid had been wondering for a long time, “Before Marie Rose was born, my mother developed a technique. It was a technique designed to strengthen Fenrir, who was born stronger than the other direct descendants. His blood was strengthened every time he won against his siblings, giving him the power to be on par with our mother. It was the Blood King project. Her ultimate goal was to work with the strengthenedFenrir to unravel the curse and take revenge on Yatan and Baal.”


  


  “Why bother...? Why didn’t she make Fenrir strong from the beginning?”


  


  “What happened to my mother after she gave birth to Marie Rose?”


  


  “...!”


  


  Beriache died in exchange for giving birth to Marie Rose. The act of giving birth to a child as strong as herself took her life. That’s why she created the Blood King project.


  


  “Yes, my mother had no intention of dying lonely in a distant place. However, Fenrir didn’t live up to our mother’s expectations. He used the Curse of Idleness as an excuse to sleep in his coffin without competing with his other siblings. I challenged him and even beat him.”


  


  “......”


  


  “That useless Fenrir made Mother’s elaborate Blood King project obsolete.”


  


  “....?”


  


  No, Fenrir was Fenrir but Braham was also wrong. Why did he win over Fenrir? If he hadn’t won and just let it go...


  


  ‘...Is trolling innate?’


  


  Grid learned a new fact and stared at Braham with fresh eyes. Braham—still disguised as Lux—dropped his head with a somber expression.


  


  “My mother was frustrated by the failure of the Blood King project and eventually gave birth to Marie Rose. She gave up on getting revenge herself and instead created an existence stronger than herself, entrusting revenge to this existence.” 


  


  “It’s a sad story.”


  


  Grid’s arms were burning from his lie. Grid didn’t point out Braham’s faults and listened silently. Still, there were some doubts that couldn’t be erased.


  


  “What does that have to do with why I’m the Blood King Candidate now?”


  


  “It seems that she made a change to the Blood King system before she passed away. She removed the Qualification of a Blood King from Fenrir and applied it to those who fought and won against the direct descendant vampires.” 


  


  “...!”


  


  “On behalf of the fallen Fenrir, someone else could become the Blood King and work with Marie Rose. This was Mother’s final arrangement. The variable that was applied to that arrangement was you.”


  


  “......”


  


  What was this absurd thing? Grid smiled awkwardly when he learned the truth. “Will I become the Blood King today if I defeat Fenrir?”


  


  “Probably.”


  


  “Do I have to get revenge for the vampires or something if I become the Blood King?”


  


  Grid wasn’t a vampire. There was no obligation to get revenge for the vampires. It might be different if the vampire’s revenge target was a passing slime but the target was the 1st Great Demon Baal and Evil God Yatan. Grid, who had vowed a long time ago not to be involved with absolute existences like a god or dragon, became anxious and Braham smiled at him.


  


  “Of course not. Revenge is for our clan, not humans.”


  


  “I’m glad. By the way, why are you avoiding my eyes?”


  


  “When did I do that?”


  


  It was at this moment...


  


  “The smell of human blood!”


  


  "Dinner! It’s dinner! Yohohoho.”


  


  Vampires smelled the intruders and emerged from their coffins. Grid stepped back because he couldn’t waste his buff while the Overgeared members stepped forward. The vampires of Fenrir’s city were level 400, even if they were normal rated, but the Overgeared members saw a chance.


  


  “Fight and win with our own strength as much as possible! We don’t know when Fenrir will appear so don’t let the strength of the knights be consumed!”


  


  "Yes!”


  


  “It will be a tough fight! Everyone, maintain your spirit!”


  


  At the forefront, Zednos yelled and started to cast large-scale magic. He planned to slow down the momentum of the hundreds of vampires flocking in order to create a favorable battle for his allies, but before he could even reveal his magic, all the vampires burned and died.


  


  The Overgeared members, who were taking buff potions with nervous faces, turned to Braham. Braham looked satisfied as he stood within a sea of fire reminiscent of Hell Gao’s hellfire.


  


  “Delicious.”


  


  [Your knight ‘Braham’ has leveled up.]


  


  [Your knight ‘Braham’ has leveled up.]


  


  “......”


  


  Piaro, Grid’s other knights, and the Overgeared members were stunned. They couldn’t believe Braham was so much stronger than he was just a few days ago.


  


  Grid scratched his head. “He was naked at the time and now he is overgeared.”


  


  Braham agreed. “Your words are correct. You saw it at that time and now it is less.”


  


  In fact, Braham was empty-handed. He hadn’t yet taken out Belial’s staff. The Overgeared members wanted to turn the clock back by two seconds.


  


  ‘I drank buff potions for nothing.’


  


  In the midst of this silence, someone took a step forward. It was Jude. He headed to the place where the hundreds of vampires had been a moment ago and started to pick up something.


  


  “Item. Pick up. For. Grid.” 


  


  “Jude...” Grid’s heart stirred.




  Chapter 1143


  Out of the all normal class players, the amount of those who had never lost their number one spot in the rankings was small enough to be counted on one hand. One of them was Zednos. Few magician players could match his unique understanding of magic and how to use it. Zednos was someone the magician rankers took as a role model.


  


  ‘He is really... beyond my imagination.’


  


  Zednos, like the other Overgeared members, dreamt of changing to a hidden class. He had constantly collected and studied the history of magic and magicians in order to obtain clues. Braham’s magical skills currently being shown were more than what was known. It was unparalleled.


  


  ‘There were many interpretations that Braham’s enhanced magic was developed from a combination of Haksen’s highest point magic and Jessica’s echo magic, but that isn’t it at all.’


  


  Haksen’s highest point magic maximized the consumption of mana to greatly amplify the magic power. Jessica’s echo magic superimposed multiple spells together to enhance the magic. The context of increasing the magic damage was the same but it was different in many ways.


  


  Highest point magic was magic that turned one spell into the power of five whereas echo magic was magic that simultaneously cast five spells and stacked their powers as one. They had completely different power and function depending on the situation.


  


  Both magics had clear drawbacks. Highest point magic consumed so much mana that it led to exhaustion. In particular, there were cases when the user self-destructed because they often unwillingly used Origin True Energy. It was a self-destruct magic that killed the enemies and themselves at the same time. That’s why highest point magic died out over the course of history.


  


  On the other hand, echo magic boasted an amazing stability. Even if five spells were completed and deployed at the same time, the mana cost would only be equivalent to two spells. The downside was that it didn’t apply to intermediate and senior magic. Echo magic was an unfinished study that only applied to 67 types of magic, classified as the basic and low-grade magic.


  


  Of course, this alone was so powerful that Jessica made a name for herself as a legendary great magician of war.


  


  ‘Braham’s enhanced magic on the other hand...’


  


  One spell had the power of 10 but the mana cost was at an acceptable level. It improved the power without stacking multiple spells on top of each other. It was completely different from echo magic and there was too much difference in power and safety to claim it was based on highest point magic. 


  


  ‘It’s an amazingly perfect spell. It is an area that is impossible with conventional magic and common sense. Did Braham apply blood magic?’


  


  It was said that the strength of blood magic was determined by the innate concentration of magic in one’s blood. Perhaps Braham’s enhanced magic should be a study where the parameter of ‘strong blood’ was added. It explained why Braham’s disciples failed to master the enhanced magic.


  


  ‘If this hypothesis is wrong then it just means Braham is an overwhelming genius...’


  


  Braham’s advance continued while Zednos was thinking. He was at the forefront of the group and didn’t head straight to Fenrir’s room. He toured every corner of the city and slaughtered all the vampires that emerged from their coffins. It was strange to say but Braham’s flames were very neat.


  


  There were no side effects to his allies. Only the vampires were burned and disappeared into ashes. He didn’t create miracles, like the red phoenix’s flames that gave his teammates a healing effect. However, Zednos recognized Braham’s flames as similar to a divine ability.


  


  Many people noticed that Braham’s flames burned depending on the situation. Braham seemed to be able to coordinate what the flames perceived as an enemy in real time. He was in complete control of his magic. The so-called great magicians were obsessed with the formula while Braham’s magic changed shape as needed.


  


  ‘He is just a fraudulent character...’


  


  Zednos was convinced. Braham’s enhanced style magic wasn’t based on blood magic. It wasn’t an incomplete concept dependent on the innate blood. Rather, it was a perfect formula created purely through knowledge.


  


  ‘Braham is definitely the best magical genius in the world...?’


  


  Chill.


  


  Zednos got goosebumps as he grasped the reality of enhanced magic and realized Braham’s greatness. That’s why Mumud, who even Braham was jealous of, came to mind. A person who was even more outstanding than Braham.


  


  ‘Will Euphemina one day become the strongest?’


  


  Euphemina would inherit Mumud’s magic. The moment she freed Lich Mumud from Agnus, she would have Mumud’s complete magic in her hands. Wouldn’t Euphemina become the new supreme at that time?


  


  Zednos looked at Grid. Grid was watching with a yawn as Braham slaughtered thousands of vampires. He wasn’t a magician and couldn’t realize Braham’s greatness, so he wasn’t very inspired.


  


  “...!”


  


  Zednos’ eyes widened. Hundreds of bats flew in the darkness and transformed into a beautiful woman who attacked Grid. It happened in an instant and seemed dangerous because she appeared behind Grid. However, Grid dodged without seeing the attack of the true blood vampire. He reached out lightly and pushed the chest of the true blood vampire. Then...


  


  “...!”


  


  The true blood vampire with red cheeks was pushed back by force and took a few steps back. Braham stood right next to her.


  


  “Toss~” Grid shouted lightly.


  


  Braham’s flames spread up the true blood vampire’s body like a snake, gathered together and then exploded.


  


  “...!”


  


  Zednos couldn’t keep his eyes off Grid. Up until a few years ago, hadn’t Grid been nervous facing the true blood vampires? Of course, he was comparing the past Grid to the recent Grid who beat Orc Lord Teruchan and 22nd Great Demon Berith, but the true blood vampires were never easy opponents. He had heard that Blood King Candidate had the effect of weakening true blood vampires but the difference was too great. It was like seeing the difference between a child and an adult.


  


  “......”


  


  “......”


  


  It wasn’t just Zednos. The other Overgeared members also looked like they had seen a ghost. It was natural. After competing against Teruchan, Grid had grown from meeting Biban, absorbed the Dragon Pill, wrote a third epic, and made Braham’s set. All his stats increased by 75 points and Grid had experienced a historic growth.


  


  Grid was rapidly becoming stronger even if he wasn’t yet aware of it. It was much more than when he fought Teruchan. Anyone who wasn’t surprised by the sudden development wouldn’t have common sense.


  


  “Why are you like this? What’s going on?”


  


  The atmosphere was strange and Grid was puzzled. Now that he had grown to a level where he didn’t know the difference between a true blood vampire and a regular vampire, he didn’t understand the astonishment of the guild members.


  


  Zednos shook his head. ‘The supreme person won’t change.’


  


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  Braham reached level 406 in just half a day. It was the result of slaughtering all the vampires and familiars in Fenrir’s city. The true blood vampires and regular vampires were just trash derived from the direct descendants and weren’t kin, so Braham’s slaughter was unstoppable. Noll unwittingly shed tears at the terrible sight since he inherited the ‘kindness’ characteristic from Beriache.


  


  “Be prepared,” Braham spoke solemnly to Grid as they finally arrived before Fenrir’s room. “The moment I open the door, throw the skewer as far away as possible. The moment the dog comes out to chase it, we will close the door and go in, isolating Fenrir.”


  


  "Yes," Grid responded with a determined expression.


  


  Braham’s worry about Fenrir when he slaughtered thousands of vampires so easily made Grid nervous. Even Piaro was a bit nervous.


  


  “I'll open it on the count of three.”


  


  Braham nodded when he put his hand on the door handle and Grid pulled out the skewer.


  


  “Three!”


  


  “...!”


  


  He didn’t count from one? Braham opened the door the moment he shouted ‘three’ and the panicked Grid tried to throw the skewer.


  


  [Your blood has cooled down. Your body temperature is falling sharply and all stats will drop dramatically.]


  


  The notification window entered the view of Grid and the Overgeared members. Vast waves of blood rushed out of the room. Braham, who should’ve cast attack magic, immediately deployed a wide area shield to protect Grid and the Overgeared members. The entire city was shaken when the waves of blood collided with the shield. Suddenly, screams filled the area and Braham frowned. “Foxy guy... you were ready.”


  


  This huge city was no different from Fenrir’s body. Fenrir couldn’t not know the existence of intruders. Braham had expected that Fenrir would appear after being temporarily freed from the Curse of Idleness by Grid. That’s why he hurried to kill Fenrir’s subordinates before Fenrir could emerge and properly exert his power of ‘domination.’


  


  Yet Fenrir didn’t show up and Braham noticed Fenrir’s intentions. Fenrir would wait in the room and accumulate as much domination as possible over the wolves. Then the intruders would be ambushed the moment they opened the door, giving him the upper hand. That’s why Braham deliberately said he was going to open on the count of three in a loud voice before opening the door. Braham planned to prevent the ambush rather than get hit by Fenrir.


  


  However, this plan was in vain because Fenrir attacked the moment the door was open, as if he expected it. The waves of blood flowed like a tsunami and collided several times with Braham’s shield. Then the inside of the room, dyed with sticky blood, entered Grid’s field of view.


  


  A person was standing alone in the darkness. It was so dark that they couldn’t see his face but people immediately knew his identity.


  


  [You have encountered Vampire Marquis Fenrir.]


  


  [A strong evil influence is making your magic power turbid. All types of spells and skills aren’t available.]


  


  [A vampire’s gaze will subdue lower species. You will lose your willpower and control over your body.]


  


  [Fenrir is dominating your spirit. All sorts of beneficial effects are reversed and will harm you.]


  


  “What is this...”


  


  Some of the Overgeared members were baffled since this was their first time experiencing it. They tried to move their hands but their feet moved forward. They tried to turn their head but their impaired pelvic bone bothered them.


  


  Fenrir’s low voice echoed magnificently, “Braham, you are still immature. In the past when you attacked me, you said you would open the door on the count of three. Then you counted to two and ambushed me. This time, you didn’t even count to one properly.”


  


  “...!”


  


  The group doubted their ears as they turned to look at Braham.


  


  Braham’s expression was imposing. “It isn’t being immature, it is strategy.”




  Chapter 1144


  ‘Where’s the dog?’


  


  Grid missed the timing to throw the skewer and hurriedly looked around. Was it because the room was too dark? The dog that Braham mentioned couldn’t be seen. 


  


  ‘Why is it so quiet when the foaming dog should be running over?’


  


  It couldn’t be a case where the dog didn’t exist. Braham said that Fenrir’s dog was always guarding Fenrir’s room. Grid trusted Braham’s information 100%.


  


  ‘Ah, I don’t know.’


  


  He couldn’t afford to fail because he wanted to save an item. Grid hesitated for a moment before preparing to throw the skewer.


  


  “No,” Mercedes suddenly spoke. Her beautiful eyes were mysteriously shining. “The dog that Braham mentioned isn’t here.”


  


  “...!?”


  


  Mercedes was the owner of Keen Insight. No matter how thick the darkness, it was all meaningless in front of her. On the other hand, Braham’s information was hundreds of years old. If he had to choose between Mercedes’ Keen Insight and Braham’s information, he would naturally choose the former.


  


  ‘Is it planning to attack while waiting elsewhere?’


  


  Grid faced an unexpected variable from the start and turned to Braham. Braham’s expression was distorted. The moment he heard Mercedes’ words, he used magic power detection and confirmed there were no dogs here. “I thought he was your soul companion yet you threw him away as the crisis approached?”


  


  “I didn’t abandon Hachika. Hachika... died.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid’s expression brightened. The dog that Braham was wary of had died. This meant that the success rate of the raid had increased significantly. It was something to cheer over and rejoice about. However, Braham showed a somewhat upset expression. He clicked his tongue and started to widen the distance with Fenrir. It was clearly a tense expression.


  


  ‘Why?’


  


  It happened when Grid’s group was feeling doubt.


  


  “Ah!” Noll exclaimed. It was a reaction that showed he noticed something.


  


  Grid asked what was going on and Noll expressed his views. “Braham’s magic didn’t work on Fenrir’s dog because of the protection of dominance.”


  


  “Protection of dominance?”


  


  “It is the most extraordinary of Fenrir’s innate abilities, the power of domination that he inherited from Mother. It is the power to control and neutralize the enemy’s skills and magic. It was originally a power to defend Fenrir but Fenrir wished for Hachika’s safety and lent it to him.”


  


  “Does that mean that as long as Hachika is dead, the power has returned to Fenrir?”


  


  “Yes, that is the only way I can interpret Braham’s reaction.”


  


  “...Then magic won’t work on Fenrir?”


  


  Grid’s expression stiffened. The death of Fenrir’s dog was actually toxic and he couldn’t help being upset.


  


  ‘There are many trolls in the world.’


  


  Grid frowned as he stared at the battle gear scattered throughout the room. They were items lost by their owners. It must’ve been those who harmed the prisoners guarding the entrance of the city some time ago.


  


  ‘Did they raid the dog?’


  


  It wasn’t an impossible speculation. Time was fair to everyone. The other rankers were also getting stronger.


  


  Zednos asked Noll, “Can’t Braham’s magic break through the protection of dominance?”


  


  “It isn’t a lack of power. The problem is the formula. Higher-grade magic has more complicated magic formulas and the minimum of high-grade magic is needed to deal damage. You should know that high-grade magic has restrictions on casting.”


  


  “Braham’s advanced magic casting time averages around 10 seconds...”


  


  A player’s advanced magic casting speed was 20 seconds if they were fast or longer than a minute if they were slow. Braham’s 10 seconds was a very short amount of time but it was a different story when the opponent was a vampire marquis. His physical ability was beyond that of a human. Fenrir wouldn’t give Braham time to cast his advanced magic. If Braham was in perfect condition then he could complete the casting while avoiding and blocking Fenrir’s onslaught but it was difficult now that Braham was significantly weakened.


  


  “In the end, our role is important. Braham can’t afford to waste mana using Teleport to evade Fenrir’s attacks while casting advanced magic.”


  


  This was Mercedes’ opinion based on what she observed of Braham’s condition in the hierarchy fights. The others agreed. There was only one way left.


  


  “We will protect Braham.”


  


  “Yes!”


  


  “Maintain your spirits. Never die.”


  


  “I understand.”


  


  The knights answered energetically and started to surround Fenrir. Jude tried to rush in but Grid grabbed him by the neck and he had to stop in place.


  


  -I am asking all of you.


  


  Grid glanced around at the Overgeared members. The Overgeared members stood beside the knight in groups and focused on using magic and skills at any time. Their role was to assist the knights.


  


  “Stay strong!”


  


  Saintess Ruby’s wide-area magic was activated. She purified the status conditions caused from meeting Fenrir from the knights and Overgeared members. The familiar lights spread out and Fenrir felt ridicule.


  


  “It is a low-grade race.”


  


  This wasn’t the first time Fenrir had dealt with intruders. Over the past hundreds of years, he had been challenged by many humans and fought many battles against the Rebecca Church. The purification used by the priests of the Rebecca Church failed to eliminate the ‘beneficial effects reversal’ created by Fenrir and just exacerbated the problem. Now the first thing this group used was Purification. People still couldn’t analyze the causes of the many failures over the years and rushed in sloppily. He laughed at the low-grade race challenging him when they didn’t even have the ability to learn.


  


  However, his ridicule didn’t last long. It was because the light lifted the curse applied to all humans.


  


  “...!?”


  


  Fenrir’s relaxed face stiffened for the first time. His cold gaze was stuck on Ruby.


  


  “Are you the pope?”


  


  “N-No,” the nervous Ruby stammered and denied it to the end. She had been active in every great demon raid but a boss monster was still scary. In particular, Fenrir’s cold gaze chilled her blood and was more terrible than the great demons she had met so far.


  


  “...This isn’t the divinity of Rebecca.”


  


  Fenrir frowned as he grabbed a piece of the purification light floating in the air. Saintess. He immediately flew forward the moment he grasped Ruby’s identity. His first target was naturally Ruby.


  


  A metallic sound was heard as something blocked Fenrir’s blow that should’ve shattered a human skull. Two solid shields stood firm against Fenrir’s fists. Fenrir’s eyes shifted toward the shields. He could see a young man throwing up blood and a white-haired person supporting him. The white-haired human looked at Fenrir without avoiding his gaze.


  


  Fenrir had many doubts about the situation. “Braham, you worked tirelessly to repay the grudge from being expelled from the clan. You obtained two useful humans.”


  


  “Two?” Braham wondered.


  


  Flames were forming around his hands. It was the peak of fire magic. Once it clung to the target, it would keep burning until the target became ashes. The 1st ranked fire magician, Laella, was astonished by the sight. “Flame that won’t stop burning...!”


  


  


  The black flames’ momentum was growing. The target, Fenrir, flew forward to stop Braham’s magic casting. However, Mercedes’ shield limited his path and Piaro and Asmophel isolated him in the ensuing narrow path.


  


  ‘It isn’t just two.’


  


  A brilliant color rose in Fenrir’s eyes. As someone who relied on his innate power, he felt a bit threatened by the ability of humans who honed their ‘technique’ or became legends and built up equivalent skills. He suffered injuries after exchanging several blows and looked at the humans with displeasure. 


  


  ‘My physical ability is superior but I am being pushed in skills.’


  


  It hurt his ego but he had to admit it. Fenrir used blood magic. He made the decision not to confront Mercedes, Piaro, and Asmophel.


  


  “Keuk!”


  


  Asmophel was swept away by the bloody whirlwind that appeared without any precursor and suffered a serious wound to his arm. Mercedes defended herself with the shield while Piaro slashed at the magic with a sickle. They were unharmed but while they were briefly tied up, Fenrir flew like an arrow toward Braham. 


  


  “You can’t pass!”


  


  Orc Lord Teruchan, Knight of Destruction Singuled, and dozens of Overgeared members moved systematically to block Fenrir’s path. However, most of their skills and magic were lost in vain, unable to penetrate the protection of domination.


  


  “...!”


  


  The world became momentarily silent. Fenrir broke through the skills and magic that scattered like a mirage and there was a moment of silence as the gazes of the Overgeared members tangled in the air. It was only for a mere moment.


  


  “...Keuk!”


  


  Fenrir’s moan shattered the silence. His heart was pierced by an ice thorn of killing intent. It was Singuled’s killing intent. It might be a half-complete technique but Singuled’s killing intent method was judged as SS-grade and it was a powerful force that penetrated even the protection of domination. It was the moment that proved the protection of domination wasn’t a complete technique.


  


  “Use your ultimate attacks!”


  


  Zednos shouted and the Overgeared members simultaneously used their ultimate skills. Most of the ultimate techniques were blocked by the protection of domination but some pierced through and dealt a series of blows to Fenrir. Then Braham’s spell was completed.


  


  At the same time, Fenrir demonstrated the true power of domination. It was a force that couldn’t be digested with the intelligence of a beast. It was the ability to identify and control the nature of all concepts that threatened him.


  


  “...!”


  


  Braham, the knights, and the Overgeared members all lost the weapons in their hands. The weapons were placed under Fenrir’s control and judged as unavailable. Braham’s magic and the skills of the Overgeared members were greatly weakened because stats were lost. The disaster didn’t end there.


  


  “T-This...! My body isn’t listening to me!”


  


  Some of the relatively low level Overgeared members were placed under Fenrir’s control. Their role as Fenrir’s puppets were to be meat shields. Fenrir descended to escape the black flames created by Braham and hid behind the puppets. He could see a black-haired man running through the gaps of the puppets. The man who emitted demonic energy was moving faster than the speed of the black flames. Fenrir found he was skilled and exerted the power of dominance.


  


  [The power of Vampire Marquis ‘Fenrir’ is controlling you.]


  


  [The conditions of use for your weapons will be changed to ‘Fenrir.’]


  


  [The class effect of ‘Pagma's Descendant’ has allowed you to keep using the +4 Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires.]


  


  “...!?” Fenrir’s eyes widened. He was perplexed that the black-haired man didn’t lose his weapon despite Fenrir using the power of domination. He could see the human reaching right in front of him.


  


  ‘I’m sorry.’


  


  Grid’s eyes were staring straight at the puppets. His colleagues were nodding. Grid didn’t hesitate.


  


  “100,000 Army...!”


  


  “Oppa!”


  


  [The party member ‘Ruby’ has used the skill ‘Holy Weapon’ on your weapon.]


  


  [The party member ‘Ruby’ has used the skill ‘Holy Impact’ on your weapon.]


  


  “Massacre Sword!”


  


  It was a single blow with the intent to cut the vampire. The bodies of his colleagues, who were turned into puppets, were cut by the single blow and this was followed by the explosion of unquenchable flames.


  


  “Kkuk...! Kuaaaaak!”


  


  The attack blew away the defense he believed to be sufficient and caused Fenrir to feel pain, astonishment, and anger. Engulfed in the roaring flames, he screamed and reached out to Grid. However, Grid’s turn wasn’t over.


  


  [The effect of God's Command has reset the cooldown time of 100,000 Army Massacre Sword! Reuse of a reset skill within 3 seconds won’t consume resources.]


  


  Grid’s sword moved in a crescent arc once again and Fenrir’s hand was cut off, causing a fountain of blood to spurt. In the midst of the first crisis in hundreds of years, Fenrir realized something.


  


  ‘Blood King...!’




  Chapter 1145


  There was one reason why Shizo Beriache chose Fenrir as the Blood King Candidate—Fenrir had inherited the personality traits ‘struggle’ and ‘domination’ from her. Beriache believed that the ‘struggle’ trait would develop Fenrir and his kin while the desire for dominance would make him unite his kin. She judged that Fenrir’s talents were appropriate for the task of revenge.


  


  The result was disastrous and let down her expectations. An accident occurred as the traits of struggle and domination conflicted.


  


  Fenrir was dissatisfied that there was a ruler called Beriache above him and he burned with fighting spirit against his mother, who wasn’t the object of revenge. He also felt despair at the realization that even if he beat all his siblings and became the Blood King, he would never be able to surpass his mother and wouldn’t escape her grasp for the rest of his life.


  


  This was the reason. It was a sense of rebellion that led him to turn away from revenge using the excuse of the Curse of Idleness, sleeping in the coffin for the rest of his life. However, it was too much to disparage or condemn him. The fundamental problem was that his character consisted of only two traits.


  


  It was the limit of creation. The direct descendant vampires who could create true blood vampires through the chain of blood undoubtedly believed they were a great creation but in reality, they were no different from true blood vampires. Only two people—the exceptions were the complete Marie Rose, who Beriache gave up her soul to create, and Braham, who had evolved on his own with an inquisitive spirit.


  


  ‘...Blood King!’


  


  Every time the black-haired man wielded his sword, the wind pressure seemed to cross his face. There was no time to be caught up in the pain of his hand being cut off. Fenrir had to constantly move his eyes to track the human being who was moving at a speed where Fenrir would miss if he wasn’t vigilant.


  


  There was a sound. Was it the sound of water being sucked into a hole in the ground? Fenrir barely escaped from another one of Grid’s attacks that tore apart the air and once again demonstrated his power of dominance. Then he was convinced.


  


  ‘He is the Blood King.’


  


  Fenrir only had two people he couldn’t control with the power of domination. They were Beriache and Marie Rose. Only those with a higher status than him could be free of the power of domination. In other words, the human in front of him transcended his status. Such a being could only be the Blood King. The legends and transcendents that humans proudly supported weren’t able to catch up with him.


  


  ‘How did this happen?’


  


  The flood of chaos complicated Fenrir’s mind. The birth of the Blood King was designed to come from victory. Only those who won against all the direct descendants, except for Marie Rose, could become the Blood King. Until then, they were only a candidate.


  


  Fenrir hadn’t been defeated yet. The human in front of him might be a Blood King Candidate but this meant it was physically impossible for him to go beyond Fenrir. Then what the hell was with this person...


  


  “Link.”


  


  “...!!”


  


  Fenrir missed Grid’s movement for a moment. Grid, who wielded the sword with a momentum that could cut apart mountains and tsunamis, suddenly changed his sword and it moved delicately and reached the height of its speed.


  


  “Keok!”


  


  Fenrir’s body, which was like a beautiful work of art, instantly became a rag. He received dozens of wounds and blood spilled around him. Meanwhile, the unquenchable flames were still burning. They quickly permeated Fenrir’s wounds and started to burn Fenrir’s internal organs.


  


  ‘Wow...’


  


  Grid, who had been concentrating on battle in a full buff state, was briefly distracted. The 100,000 Army Massacre Sword used twice, three single sword dances, and nine basic attacks had consumed less than a tenth of Fenrir’s health. Fenrir’s heart and toughness was terrifying and worthy of a super-named boss and a presence related to the ‘Blood King’ hidden piece.


  


  Yet at this moment, Braham’s magic was consuming Fenrir’s health gauge in real time. Just like the name ‘unquenchable flames’, these flames would never go out until Fenrir was burned to ashes.


  


  ‘Can’t this magic catch a dragon?’


  


  “Ugh!”


  


  The admiring Grid hurriedly raised his sword. Fenrir’s fists collided straight with the sword.


  


  [You have suffered 11,530 damage.]


  


  It was an attack power that overshadowed defense. Originally, defending an attack using a weapon other than a sword meant not all damage could be observed. Still, this hurt too much. Grid’s body couldn’t withstand the shock and floated slightly. Then Fenrir spun like a spinning top and sprang at him from the left.


  


  It wasn’t an area of martial arts. It was similar to tigers hunting herbivores with their natural physical abilities and instincts. Fenrir just instinctively wielded his powerful body. Fenrir’s left fist struck Grid in the thigh. His instinct was to shatter one of the human’s legs with this blow and then grab at his neck.


  


  Unfortunately, the human’s legs didn’t budge. He was definitely hit by Fenrir, who was powerful enough to crush steel like tofu, yet he didn’t fly back. Fenrir’s face was stunned.


  


  ‘Truly the Blood King...! It isn’t only his status that transcends me... it is his flesh as well!’


  


  How could the person who hadn’t beaten him become Blood King? Fenrir barely resisted the rising questions and confusion as he withdrew. Meanwhile, Grid felt like he had lost 10 years.


  


  [The Arrogant Blue Dragon's Boots have absorbed the damage!]


  


  


  * When hit in the lower body, there is a low chance of ignoring damage.


  


  There might be conditions attached but it exerted a crazy effect the moment it was activated. If not, it would’ve been dangerous in his present state where his maximum health was reduced by Blackening. Grid clicked his tongue as he watched the retreating Fenrir instead of linking another attack.


  


  “Free Farming Peak Style! Sweet Potato Battering!”


  


  Piaro, who had built a field during the time that Grid bought, created a spectacular surprise. Fenrir was surprised as Piaro clutched a thick stem in both hands and wielded dozens of rock-like sweet potatoes. He tried to dodge but was unable to avoid the energy blades suddenly flying at him from Grid. The sweet potato bombardment fell toward Fenrir’s spine as he was being burned. Fenrir suffered a big blow while blocking Grid’s energy blades and he coughed up blood.


  


  Grid was attempting a four fusion sword dance when Mercedes’s call entered his ears. “Step back!”


  


  “...?”


  


  Grid reflexively stopped the sword dance and Fenrir’s hand inserted into his neck. It was an exquisite threat to Grid who had inadvertently exposed a gap. Even so, Grid didn’t feel the breath of death. Mercedes flew forward on silver wings and swung his sword at the back of Fenrir’s hand, causing Fenrir to tilt forward. Both Grid and Fenrir were drenched with sweat and blood as they stared at each other. The difference between the two of them...


  


  “Grid! Guruk! Great warrior I have acknowledged! I will protect you! Grruk!”


  


  “Jude! Protect!” 


  


  “Grid!”


  


  It was the presence of colleagues. Teruchan and Jude were waiting for their turn behind Grid who could barely stand up. It was Teruchan and Jude’s swords that waited for Fenrir, who stood up at almost the same time as Grid.


  


  “Cough!”


  


  Teruchan’s sword boasted more strength than Grid and caused Fenrir’s left shoulder to snap back. Jude, who had barely managed to raise his strength to match Grid, slashed at Fenrir’s waist. Fenrir raised his legs in a counterattack and seemed to hit the faces of the two men exactly. Noll’s blood magic protected the two men.


  


  Grid witnessed the series of processes happening in an instant and was suddenly engulfed in a sense of strangeness. ‘Why doesn’t he use magic?’


  


  Grid had fought many direct descendant vampires. Apart from Elfin Stone, the master of Iyarugt, most of the direct descendants tended to rely on blood magic rather than swordsmanship or physical abilities. In fact, Fenrir used magic to clear a crisis when facing the cooperation between Mercedes, Piaro, and Asmophel. Now that he was in a bigger crisis, he didn’t use magic.


  


  There was obviously something...


  


  It happened the moment Grid was feeling an unknown anxiety.


  


  “Danger...!”


  


  Mercedes evoked the brilliance reminiscent of angel wings and flew in front of him with her shield. She was protecting Grid, Teruchan, Jude, and Noll by herself. At the same time, a creepy sound was heard from the wounds covering Fenrir’s body. Like a cicada shedding its skin, Fenrir’s body split in half and a new body emerged from within. Fenrir’s new body was as smooth and clean as freshly made and painted porcelain.


  


  “What...”


  


  Grid’s group was flustered by the removal of skin that defied common sense. All of them noticed something that didn’t fit. The light coming from Grid’s sword, which housed the light elemental and Holy Weapon, shone on Fenrir’s new body. Strangely, only the center of Fenrir’s chest was unaffected by the light and was completely covered by darkness. It was like a condensed flame.


  


  Mercedes’ hands pushed at Grid. Her scream echoed, “Everyone, spread out!”


  


  The darkness swirling like a flame exploded. The identity of the flames scattering in all directions was the unquenchable flames. It was the magic Braham had used. This was an application of the power of domination. Fenrir reversed the flames that had stuck to his body. It was because of this that he couldn’t afford to use magic. He offered it to use a hidden weapon Braham didn’t know about but it was worth it. The flames spread out like water falling over rocks and would burn any bodies they reached. 


  


  “No!”


  


  Grid rushed out. The God Hands blocked some of the flames. Noe and Randy appeared out of the air and used Become Majestic and Revolve to protect as many knights and Overgeared members as possible. 


  


  Clack clack! Clack clack clack!


  


  Jude and Teruchan, who had thrown off Mercedes and chased after Grid, were caught by the ankle by the Overgeared Skeletons who climbed from the ground.


  


  “Tiramet! Let go of me!” Noll struggled against the older brother who showed up and hugged him to stop him from going after Grid.


  


  “Revolve.” Just before Blackening ended, Grid arrived by Ruby and Sexy Schoolgirl and started a sword dance to protect them.


  


  “Oppa...”


  


  It was a day when heavy rain was falling. Ruby’s eyes were red as she recalled the old days when her brother would cover her with an umbrella on rainy days. Grid felt the heat of the flames over his head and simply smiled as he stroked his sister’s head.


  


  He wanted to protect her. That was it.


  


  Grid gritted his teeth and closed his eyes in preparation for the pain. However, he didn’t feel any pain. Above his head... no, the veil of magic stretched above the heads of the Overgeared members and knights like a dome. Braham’s annoyed voice was heard.


  


  “You are still weaker than me. Don’t try to carry it on your own.”


  


  “Braham!” Grid’s expression stiffened.


  


  The flames caused explosions. It was difficult to predict the trajectory. It wasn’t just falling from the top. Grid stood until the veil and shouted as he saw the debris of the flames falling at Braham’s feet, but Braham stood still. Protecting him were dozens of crops that had grown from the land that had been turned into agricultural fields. It wasn’t only Braham. The crops also bloomed at the feet of the Overgeared members and blocked the flames. Noe, Randy, the Overgeared Skeletons, and Tiramet, who sacrificed themselves to protect the Overgeared members and knights, were also being embraced and protected by giant sweet potato leaves.


  


  “Piaro...!”


  


  Grid was feeling thrilled when he heard an explosion. Singuled and Asmophel’s swords were wounding Fenrir’s reborn body. Grid realized it the moment he saw the two people overwhelming Fenrir, who was comparable to a great demon. How blessed was he?


  


  “Grid, there is no reason to drag out the fight.”


  


  Braham’s magic was freezing under Grid’s feet. The power from beyond the ice was so strong that it shook the room.


  


  “Go.”


  


  The ground splitting was Braham’s signal. The head of the dragon, carved out of magical ice, soared up with Grid. The sight of Grid performing a sword dance on the roaring dragon caught the eyes of everyone in the room.




  Chapter 1146


  “...!”


  


  The noisy appearance of the dragon made Grid nervous. The wavy scales, shimmering light, and overwhelming size—it resembled the dragon he saw in the National Competition and Grid mistook it for a real dragon for a while. Then he quickly realized—this was magic.


  


  [The Incomplete Dragon’s cold breath has frozen all the harmful energy in the area.]


  


  [The Incomplete Dragon’s cold breath is permeating your sword.]


  


  Sharp ice crystals bloomed like cherry blossoms. 


  


  [Braham’s Enhanced Enchant Weapon has been applied to the +4 Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires.] 


  


  [Your next attack will freeze the world and lead your target to destruction.]


  


  [However, the next attack will consume all of the mana you currently have.]


  


  It was a dragon made of Braham’s magic power. As Grid surged toward Fenrir, the unquenchable flames spread throughout the battlefield froze faster and Grid’s back became more frozen.


  


  [The +4 Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires can’t endure this sudden cooling phenomenon and has lost 1,290 durability.]


  


  [The rapidly falling body temperature has caused abnormalities in your body and mind.]


  


  [You have resisted.]


  


  [The effect of +3 Valhalla of Infinite Affection is helping to maintain your body temperature.]


  


  The distance between Grid and Fenrir was narrowed. The melted ice dragon suddenly lost its form and became a tsunami. The light elemental used Flash and created a rainbow tsunami as Fenrir vision disappeared. Fenrir’s fists and kicks missed Grid after becoming blind and smashed into the air.


  


  “Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle.”


  


  Grid leapt using the last piece of ice and flew up high, the ceiling at his back as he completed the sword dance.


  


  [Braham’s Enhanced Enchant Weapon has been applied to the +4 Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires.]


  


  If 100,000 Army Massacre Sword was an instant blow, Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle was a blow that required some preparation time. Considering the hit rate and range of damage, it was correct to say that 100,000 Army Massacre Sword was the strongest skill. However, Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle was the best in terms of attack power. It fired seven sword energy per second that dealt 3,700% physical damage while ignoring 65% of the target’s defense.


  


  Immediately, the shortcomings were revealed. No matter how fast it was fired, it wasn’t an instant blow, unlike 100,000 Army Massacre Sword. After the series of preparations, Fenrir had regained his sight and responded quickly. From Fenrir’s point of view, it wasn’t difficult to avoid the baptism of flying sword energy when he transcended Grid in terms of physical capability.


  


  As expected. The first sword energy failed to hit Fenrir and struck the ground. Fenrir avoided the first sword energy by twisting his body slightly. Then he moved his head to the right to evade the second one before rushing straight ahead and breaking through three sword energies simultaneously.


  


  All the sword energies had the option of ‘guidance’ due to Braham’s Detect Force but it was too hard for them to handle Fenrir’s speed. Fenrir knew about Detect Force and deliberately dodged at the last moment in a breathtaking moment in a limited space. It hit something and was forcefully extinguished.


  


  The biggest problem was Fenrir’s ‘struggle.’ Fenrir’s struggles sped up as he sought to beat the sword energy.


  


  ‘Do you think this will trouble me?’


  


  Fenrir floated up. He broke through the last two sword energies flying at different orbits and was about to hit Grid. However, he was forced to stop. The floor, walls, ceiling. It was due to the cold air caused by the scattered sword energy of Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle. Everything in the area froze and Fenrir was included. If Sword Saint Kraugel’s Space Sword split the world in half...


  


  [Legendary magic has been revealed.]


  


  [The peak magic is freezing the world.]


  


  Braham’s magic brought an ice age to the world. If Garion, god of earth, had dealt with Space Sword...


  


  [Goddess of Light Rebecca has exerted her power. All frozen things are restored like it is a lie.]


  


  Braham’s magic was dealt with by the goddess of light.


  


  “Ah...!”


  


  It was a skill on a different dimension. All players, NPCs, and monsters hunting or living scattered throughout the corridor stood at the border between fantasy and reality as they felt their body freeze for a moment before they could move again.


  


  “Braham!”


  


  The Tower of the Sun. Goldhit felt the magic and was thrilled. (TL Note: Don’t know if the author made a mistake or Goldhit changed towers.)


  


  “This is the peak magic...”


  


  Kirinus’ cabin.


  


  Sword Saint Kraugel’s gaze turned north to the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  Then...


  


  “100,000 Army.”


  


  Grid—whose waist was twisting—leaned forward and stood in front of Fenrir. As the person who used the Frozen Tempest, he was one of the few beings able to move in this frozen world. Grid was already standing in front of Fenrir by the time Fenrir was released from the ice.


  


  “You...!”


  


  Fenrir hurriedly swung his arms but it was pointless. His arms couldn’t move. In his post-frozen state, it was mutilated by two sword energies.


  


  [Critical!]


  


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been activated, adding 30% critical damage!]


  


  [The target has received 4,950,871 damage!]


  


  


  [The body of the target has been completely frozen by the effect of Frozen Tempest! The target’s physical function shall cease and the target will lose resistance and defense. It is a curse that can’t be healed.]


  


  [Critical!]


  


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been activated, adding 30% critical damage!]


  


  [The target has received 26,200,900 damage!]


  


  “Kuruk...!”


  


  Fenrir screamed bizarrely. His body was frozen from the inside from Frozen Tempest and he couldn’t even lift a finger as he was hit multiple times. Grid’s sword stretched out from his waist and was moving in a half-curve.


  


  “Blockade Sword!”


  


  “...!”


  


  The overwhelming resistance and phenomenal resilience were worthy of being the primal power of a vampire. However, after being hit by the unquenchable flames and Frozen Tempest, Fenrir quickly lost his resilience and resistance. He succeeded in restoring his frozen organs by concentrating all his magic power but he hadn’t recovered his resistance. Thus, he was hit by 100,000 Army Blockade Sword and his magic and skills were sealed off. He was completely neutralized.


  


  During this time, Grid’s knights, pets, and Overgeared members attacked. Fenrir’s health was rapidly depleted.


  


  Gulp.


  


  Grid retreated and took a potion before looking back. Braham, whose mana was completely depleted after using the unquenchable flames, magic veil, and incomplete dragon summoning, was recovering using Mana Drain. He met Grid’s eyes and spoke brusquely, “You did a good job.”


  


  “It is high praise.”


  


  “...Bah.”


  


  Braham didn’t deny it. The unquenchable flames and Frozen Tempest were essential spells to defeat Fenrir. However, Braham had to cancel the casting of Frozen Tempest and cast the magic veil to help Grid protect his subordinates at his own expense, missing the chance for victory. He couldn’t afford to use Frozen Tempest again.


  


  He blamed himself for ruining things by helping Grid out of love and took his last gamble. He imprinted Frozen Tempest’s formula on the unfinished dragon as a type of secondary energy concept and left it to Grid. If Grid and his weapon couldn’t survive the cold of Frozen Tempest, and if Grid hadn’t significantly increased his mana through ingesting the Dragon Pill, it wouldn’t have succeeded.


  


  “The finishing... blow.”


  


  The price of using high-grade magic continuously was very high. Braham had a large mana core but it wouldn’t be strange if he lost consciousness right away. Still, he was concerned about Grid so he managed his expression to the end and barely swallowed the blood in his throat.


  


  Fenrir’s momentum was rising again after recovering from the blockade. He exploded his blood magic and shook off Piaro, Mercedes, and Teruchan. Then he used large-scale vampiric magic, Transfusion Regeneration. It was magic a level above the Extreme Blood Transfusion that Elfin Stone was so proud of. It was magic that took away the health of all targets in sight, absorbed it, and restored 100% of the absorbed health.


  


  Nevertheless, Braham didn’t fret. It was because he knew Grid’s power.


  


  “Open Rune of Darkness. Belial’s Power, Queen of Mocking and Violation.”


  


  Grid split into two people. His field of view moved in completely different directions as he observed Fenrir from various angles. Blood-like red magic power stretched out from the roaring Fenrir. The color was very gorgeous compared to the darkness that exploded earlier after assimilating with the unquenchable flames. This meant that Grid could accurately capture it. 


  


  “Flower Revolve.”


  


  “Flower Revolve.”


  


  Controlling the vision of two bodies and crossing consciousness was an easy task for the current Grid. Blue petals filled the area as he unfolded the sword dance with the main body and moved to the clone to use the sword dance in succession. The petals blocked the dozens of paths for Transfusion Regeneration and it returned to Fenrir.


  


  “Kuek...! You!!”


  


  Fenrir’s gaze was fixed on Grid as the power that would’ve taken away the life of the intruders was pointlessly returned. Just like in every raid, the boss monster’s aggro was eventually directed to Grid.


  


  “I will kill you!”


  


  Until now, Fenrir had been passive. He fought with wide-area attacks to consume the intruders rather than directly attacking Grid. The reason was simple—he mistook Grid for the Blood King after Grid resisting the effect of item control with the Pagma’s Descendant class and then neutralizing the attack using the Blue Dragon’s Boots. It was a wise choice for Fenrir to prioritize Grid’s subordinates since he couldn’t guarantee he could consume Grid’s health.


  


  However, it changed at his moment. Fenrir abandoned wisdom and gave in to his instincts. Regardless of whether he was the Blood King or not, Fenrir felt the need to kill this human straight away.


  


  “Gruruk! Can’t go!”


  


  Fenrir succeeded in continuously deploying wide-area blood magic and killing a few Overgeared members, only for Teruchan to block his way to Grid. Teruchan’s stats became stronger as he fought and they had risen significantly compared to the beginning of the battle, making his attack power unusual. However, Fenrir didn’t shrink back and struggled with Teruchan.


  


  “...!”


  


  Teruchan was pushed back in a power struggle. The power of ‘struggle’ gave Fenrir enough strength to not lose to Teruchan. Teruchan was blown away after Failure collided with Fenrir’s kick and coughed up blood against the wall.


  


  “Nyang!”


  


  “Yap!”


  


  Clack clack! Clack!


  


  Noe, Randy, and the Overgeared Skeletons failed to stop Fenrir. He blew them away with one fist, counteracted Singuled’s killing intent with a larger killing intent, and escaped the offensive of Amelda’s group by turning his flesh into bats.


  


  “Stop him!"


  


  Asmophel used his Flower Sword and Jude inflated his muscles as they stabbed at the bats. They accurately captured the bodies of the bats and struck. Then Fenrir turned the bats into gases and neutralized even their attacks. The only ones left to stop him was Mercedes and Piaro.


  


  “Nasty bastard....!”


  


  He knew that becoming gas was useless in front of Mercedes’ glowing eyes and turned it off. Fenrir returned to his original form and penetrated the gap in Mercedes’ shield. It seemed pointless. In terms of technique, Fenrir was no match for Mercedes.


  


  “...!”


  


  However, in a power struggle, he could overwhelm Mercedes’s technique for a moment. It was as if he deliberately revealed a gap to Mercedes and anticipated the sword swinging in his vision. He seized Mercedes’s shield with the power of dominance. Once Fenrir’s knee slammed into Mercedes’ face, Keen Insight was temporarily released.


  


  In the gap, the gas form Fenrir permeated into the ground and caused the mortar falling from the sky to lose its target. Nevertheless, Piaro was formidable. His seeds were scattered across the entire ground and Fenrir was forced to pop back above the ground, a hand plow aiming at his forehead. Fenrir barely blocked the hand plow with the shield he had stolen from Mercedes and frowned, creating his mind world.


  


  “Realm of Domination.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Piaro’s consciousness flew away. His consciousness fell into a completely different space that matched Fenrir’s mind room.


  


  “What...”


  


  Braham's absence played a big role. Fenrir had no need to be aware of Braham and was a runaway locomotive. The Overgeared members’ defensive line was quickly broken. In the blink of an eye, Fenrir reached Grid and it was a Fenrir quite different from before. The strength to beat Teruchan, the will to beat Jude, the killing intent that beat Singuled, the spirit that beat Noll and Tiramet, and the skill that beat Mercedes.


  


  “It is too bad, human.”


  


  Fenrir’s fist struck Grid’s face as he compressed the space and flew. It was an attack that retained the power of a deadly blow. Grid didn’t avoid it.


  


  “I won’t allow your comfort.”


  


  He welcomed it with an attack.


  


  [You have suffered 39,500 damage!]


  


  [The target has received 29,300 damage.]


  


  [You have suffered 42,930 damage!]


  


  [The target has received 31,660 damage.]


  


  “What?”


  


  Fenrir was astonished when the accumulated power of struggle suddenly disappeared. He sensed danger but there was nowhere to retreat. Grid desperately gritted his teeth as he desperately exchanged blows.


  


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  


  [A legend doesn’t die easily...!]


  


  [The target has received 29,670 damage...]


  


  Grid consumed all types of survival titles and skills, including the First King, as he suddenly entered a state of immortality. He only considered one thing—the current state of Fenrir’s health. Fenrir, who suffered a series of major damages and failed to receive Transfusion Regeneration, had then struggled to break through the knights’ defense line.


  


  “Let’s die together.”


  


  “Damn crazy guy...!”


  


  Fenrir became contemplative. Even those who had lived for hundreds of years were forced to feel afraid of death. He was pushed back. He stopped attacking for a moment and stepped back. Grid unfolded Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle and Fenrir’s eyes widened. Grid’s God Hands were transforming into Lifael’s Spear, a secret weapon deadly to demonkin.




  Chapter 1147


  “......”


  


  Realm of Domination—Piaro was drawn into Fenrir’s unique world and was in a major crisis. However, there wasn’t any danger in this enchantment. The serene desert landscape was desolate and lonely.


  


  “An immortal being...”


  


  There were countless humans who envied the eternal life of vampires. However, were vampires suitable for the times? Could they call their eternal life a blessing when they spent most of it alone in a coffin? Piaro recalled the thirsty-for-affection Noll and thought that vampires were a very needy race.


  


  The wolf cub on the ground approached Piaro’s feet and rubbed his cheek against them. He seemed accustomed to being loved as he wagged his tail and pushed out his belly when he met Piaro’s eyes.


  


  Piaro smiled and stroked the wolf’s soft belly. “You are Hachika.”


  


  Woof! His head nodded. Hachika responded by fiercely wagging his tail and a shadow was cast over Piaro’s smiling face.


  


  “I see... your master was someone who could share affection with you despite never receiving affection.”


  


  The identity of the enchantment was to project the user’s mental image. This mental image was based on the mind. The more dangerous the mind, the more threatening it would be. On the other hand, Fenrir’s world expressed solitude and affection. Fenrir seemed to believe that the vision of Hachika in his mind symbolized dominance but this was rapport, not domination.


  


  ‘...Maybe this is the essence of the trait of domination.’


  


  Only then could he understand Beriache’s expectations for Fenrir. Beriache, who wanted the unity and freedom of the clan, wouldn’t have wanted a tyrant to become the Blood King. 


  


  Piaro took something out of his arms and planted it in the desert. It was one seed. The seed soon took root, potatoes opened, and blue stems grew upwards. It was one of three ways to escape a unique enchantment It was to cause a change in the foundation of the mind. Once a dainty potato flower bloomed in the desolate desert, a large crack started to occur in the enchantment. 


  


  Hachika clung to Piaro’s ankle. He seemed to be shouting that he didn’t want to stay here alone but he was just an image, not real. Piaro stroked his head once and left the enchantment. He soon opened his eyes in reality and was able to witness the swirling Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle slam into Fenrir.


  


  “Cough...! Cough!!”


  


  Fenrir sat down due to the golden spears piercing both legs. He looked at the faces of the intruders surrounding him and asked Noll and Tiramet, “Did you turn that guy into the Blood King?”


  


  Tiramet didn’t answer and Noll hurriedly asked, “What are you saying? What type of talent do we have to make a Blood King at will?”


  


  “Then how is he already the Blood King?”


  


  “Grid isn’t the Blood King. He is still a candidate.”


  


  “What...? He ignored the power of domination despite not being a Blood King?”


  


  Grid was his name. Fenrir stared at the first human to defeat him and quickly burst into tears.


  


  “He is just a monster.”


  


  Fenrir didn’t know much about the human world. Fenrir had heard Pagma’s name but he never met Pagma in person. Thus, he had no way of knowing that Grid resisted the power of domination because he was Pagma's Descendant. He misunderstood Grid as the strongest transcendent of this age with a status above him. This meant he was even more determined.


  


  “...You must not become the Blood King.”


  


  Fenrir denied Grid.


  


  Flash!


  


  “...!?”


  


  Grid was flustered. The moment Fenrir reached into the air, light flashed from the middle of the ceiling like a sun. It was shocking to know there was something like the sun deep underground in a city of vampires who feared the sun. Grid and the knights frowned at the bright light. The Sun Sword was completely dominated by Fenrir’s power and slammed into Grid’s head.


  


  “...Ugh.” Grid let out a groan and swayed.


  


  “Oppa!”


  


  The astonished Ruby hurriedly tried to use Heal but like the Sun Sword, all the lost weapons scattered throughout the room rushed at her to stop her. It was the power of domination. Fenrir had all the weapons dropped by intruders in this place under his control while leaving behind a secret weapon.


  


  Fenrir determined Grid to be dead when he saw this person collapsing and looked at Braham. “The Blood King shouldn’t exist. Once the Blood King is born, Marie Rose will take revenge and the entire clan will be used as a tool of revenge.”


  


  “......”


  


  “The clan’s grudge? Revenge for the prosperity of the clan? Nonsense. It is my mother’s grudge and revenge is to honor her. Do you think it is right that we are used as tools of revenge just because we were born as her children?”


  


  “......”


  


  “The birth of the Blood King will drive the clan to hell. It will annihilate all of the clan except Marie Rose and the Blood King.” Fenrir’s gaze swept over Noll and Tiramet. He hadn’t reacted when he saw them on the side of the humans and now he spoke to them for the first time. “All of you have already overcome the Curse of Idleness. You don’t need a Blood King to take revenge. You must live normally in a world without the Blood King.”


  


  “...Fenrir.”


  


  Noll’s eyes filled with tears. He was thrilled to learn that the reason why Fenrir tried to prevent the birth of the Blood King was for his siblings. On the other hand, Braham scoffed. He showed his obvious scorn and opened his mouth. “That is bullshit. You just don’t want others to reign over you.”


  


  “Nonsense.”


  


  “You just want to live that worthless life.”


  


  “Nonsense!”


  


  “No, it is true. Do you think I don't know your nature? You are a meaningless existence, a despicable coward who dreams of eternal existence. You are just a despicable coward who lay in your coffin as an excuse not to fight for her.”


  


  “Shut up!”


  


  “Didn’t you come in contact with Marie Rose not long ago? Didn’t you rush out into the human world because you were afraid she would meet a companion and give birth to a new child, treating you as useless?”


  


  “Shut up!” 


  


  “In front of Marie Rose who can get rid of you at any time, you are just a terrified rat who can’t even utter a word. Now you are portraying yourself differently? You are a really despicable fellow.”


  


  “You are the madman who harmed his own people!”


  


  Fenrir reached out his hand. The Sun Sword, plugged into Grid, was sucked into his hand. Fenrir suffered severe burns to his hands. Still, he held the Sun Sword without hesitation as he slashed it at Braham’s neck. The only person who blocked him was Grid. Fenrir recoiled with shock when Grid, who he was certain had died, showed up alive. “H-How are you alive?”


  


  Grid had been wounded more than Fenrir. It was impossible for him to be alive after being stabbed with the sword. Grid scratched his head and answered. “I’m overgeared.”


  


  It was an answer without any lies. Grid had a legendary class and entered the immortal state for five seconds. The moment the immortal duration ended, he recovered 20% of his health using the Protagonist of Two Eras title and his life was spared. In addition, Valhalla and Lantier’s cloak had defense in the realm of a legendary level and he couldn’t be killed by a ‘mere sword with 1,000 attack power’ falling from the air. That’s why the other knights apart from Ruby didn’t make a fuss. 


  


  “G-Grid, I’m not sure.”


  


  Noll was biting his nails with a tearful expression. He loved his siblings because of the trait of ‘kindness,’ which had grown stronger since overcoming the Curse of Idleness. He didn’t want Fenrir’s death. Even if Fenrir was obsessed with his life out of simple selfishness as Braham said, Noll wanted to protect Fenrir because Fenrir was poor. 


  


  However, Grid didn’t hesitate. “What are you not sure about? I have to kill him.”


  


  A direct descendant vampire was an immortal being who could be resurrected unless the soul was extinguished. Tiramet was the representative example. He might not be resurrected as a complete being like a great demon but he could be an imperfect pet.


  


  Grid decided that Fenrir should be sealed once in order for Fenrir to get a new start. The limitation of monsters was that they couldn’t take potions. Fenrir’s health was still at the bottom unlike Grid who took a potion to recover from the sword falling from the ceiling. His incredible resilience meant his health would recover if he had a bit more time, but the time was too short.


  


  “Cough...!”


  


  Grid used Blacksmith's Rage and Quick Movements again after their cooldown ended and lightly dodged the Sun Sword. He linked the two fusion and three fusion sword dances, turning Fenrir to grey ash. However, like the other direct descendant vampires, Fenrir’s soul didn’t dissipate and instead permeated the cloak he had been wearing. Ruby tried to stop it but Grid restrained her.


  


  


  [You have sealed Vampire Marquis ‘Fenrir’!]


  


  [Fenrir’s strength is engraved on the Rune of Darkness.]


  


  [Fenrir’s Strength]


  


  [Type: Passive


  


  Show the undefeated spirit of struggle.


  


  If you are fighting an opponent who has a higher level than you for more than a minute, the damage and defense reduction effects caused by the level difference will be ignored.]


  


  [Your level has risen!]


  


  [Your level has risen!]


  


  [The blessing of Archangel Sariel has occurred! The item drop rate will increase by 500%!]


  


  [’Fenrir’s Cloak’ has been acquired.]


  


  [A ‘High-grade Vampire Ring’ has been acquired.]


  


  [’Strange Magic Power Stone’ has been acquired.]


  


  [The ‘Sun Sword’ has been acquired.]


  


  [10 ‘Elixirs’ have been acquired.]


  


  [7 blessed weapon enhancement scrolls have been acquired.]


  


  [15 blessed armor enhancement scrolls have been acquired.]


  


  [The title ‘Blood King Candidate’ has been promoted to ‘Blood King.’]


  


  [All vampires except ‘Marie Rose’ will be submissive to you in the future!]


  


  [Blood King]


  


  [Type: Passive


  


  ★ Blood magic will bloom when conditions are met.


  


  The blood magic will be according to your personality.


  


  ★ Can free direct descendant vampires if the conditions are met. 


  


  * Liberated vampires are free from the Curse of Idleness.]


  


  ‘All vampires will be submissive to me?’


  


  Grid was lost for words by the unimaginable effect.


  


  “Your Majesty.”


  


  Tiramet knelt in front of Grid. Then an exclamation point appeared over Tiramet’s name and Grid clicked on it. The result was amazing.


  


  [Tiramet’s soul has been freed from his constraints!]


  


  A light flashed from Tiramet's Belt that Grid was wearing and a blue soul slipped out, permeating Tiramet’s body. It was the moment when Tiramet’s identity returned to being a NPC, not a pet.


  


  “Wow...” Grid confirmed that Tiramet had recovered his strength and clicked his tongue.


  


  Noll didn’t know the situation and was hugging Grid in a thrilled manner. “You sealed Fenrir to save him afterwards!”


  


  “T-That’s right.”


  


  In fact, he wanted to resurrect Fenrir as a pet. He never dreamed they could be fully resurrected as NPCs. Nevertheless, Grid didn’t bother explaining and Noll jumped around while saying Grid’s plan was really great.


  


  Grid asked Braham, “Did you know this when you asked me to be the Blood King?”


  


  Braham had told Grid that he had no intention of seeking revenge. Yet he insisted on hunting Fenrir using the angel’s blessing as an excuse. This meant that Grid would become Blood King. It had been a bit questionable but at this moment, the question was resolved. Perhaps Braham wanted to give his brothers freedom from the start.


  


  Braham was cynical. “It's a coincidence. I didn't care about them.”


  


  He was serious. Braham was only concerned about Grid. Braham was wary of Marie Rose’s children in the future. If Grid was still a Blood King Candidate when Marie Rose gave birth to a child then Grid would be targeted by Marie Rose’s children, who dreamed of becoming the Blood King.


  


  However, as long as Grid became the Blood King, Marie Rose’s children couldn’t hurt Grid. Even Marie Rose was the same. That’s right. Braham had no idea that Marie Rose was interested in Grid.


  


  At the same time, the S.A Group...


  


  “I think it is better to create multiple PVE-focused events than PvP...”


  


  “Definitely... there is no other way if we want to make the participants feel less deprived.”


  


  The executives, who were sitting in the conference room and watching Grid, exchanged views. They were blinded by the sight of Grid, who had been crowned Blood King.




  Chapter 1148


  “Do you want to increase the number of events?”


  


  Director Yoon Sangmin was in charge of planning the 5th National Competition. After flying directly to the United States, he was making his way to the stage when he received a phone call and frowned.


  


  President Janson’s flustered voice continued, -That... Mr. Grid has become the Blood King.


  


  “The Overgeared Kingdom has already raided Fenrir?”


  


  Fenrir, the highest ranked direct descendant vampire after Marie Rose, was similar in strength to the 19th great demon. The setting of the child—who received Shizo Beriache’s expectations and the hidden piece, Blood King—was a key setting obtained as a result of several calibrations.


  


  Of course, the vampire race itself was inferior to a great demon, so their health was much lower. However, the power of struggle ‘which increased when the enemy was stronger’ and the power of domination ‘which neutralized the enemy’s weapons and skills’ were abilities optimized to counteract Grid’s knights.


  


  It was impossible for Grid to succeed against Fenrir before Braham grew to level 500. Therefore, the management team determined that Grid wouldn’t become the Blood King until after this year’s National Competition or until next year’s National Competition. Yet he was already the Blood King?


  


  “How is this possible?”


  


  -Braham’s magic ability turned several of Fenrir’s strengths useless. Braham only used four spells in this raid, including Frozen Tempest. This was indirectly triggered using Grid’s mana, and he blocked Fenrir’s resilience throughout the raid.


  


  “Duke of Wisdom...”


  


  Satisfy’s artificial intelligence learned and evolved. Braham’s power exceeded the expectations of the management team.


  


  -Not only has Grid grown rapidly after meeting Biban, but he is now the Blood King. Which player can compare to him? The executives say that increasing PvE events and reducing the direct competition between Grid and the other participants will help better maintain Satisfy’s value. Of course, the promotion of competition will be weakened at present, but for the sake of the future, isn’t it better to reduce the players’ sense of deprivation?


  


  “This has yet to become the board of directors’ official position.” 


  


  -Of course, but there are many people who are frantic about the current outcome. Can the board of directors watch silently as the status of the National Competition lowers? However, you have been promoting the National Competition for years. If you stand on our side and empower us...


  


  “Have you forgotten?” Director Yoon Sangmin’s interrupted President Janson’s words and recalled the atmosphere of a year ago. “Thousands of players have been unlocking their potential, and they are filled with hopes and dreams at the appearance of the supreme one. It has been proven many times that the supreme one is the object of admiration, not envy. Even if Grid shows an overwhelming performance this year, the players won’t feel deprived.”


  


  -No, that is just once or twice. The vast majority of people who play Satisfy feel the greatest pleasure and satisfaction from experiencing their ‘growth’ in real time. They have been trying so hard over the past year to get a bit closer to Grid. Once they find out that the gap with Grid has widened even further, will they just laugh and say that Grid is great? Don’t you think they will lose their satisfaction at the growth they’ve achieved in the past year and lose motivation?


  


  “...It reminds me of a game that enjoyed unparalleled popularity before Satisfy was released.”


  


  -The game of the RTS genre created by an American company?


  


  “That’s right. It was the most popular game in the world for over 30 years. Do you know that South Korea almost monopolized the championship for 10 years once the game started international competitions?”


  


  -I wonder if there is anyone who doesn’t know.


  


  “In the first few years, the Western players were jealous of the Korean team’s monopoly on victory. They ridiculed Koreans and denounced our success in e-sports because we are ‘poor people born in a country where games aren’t played’. However, that was only for the first few years. No matter how hard they tried, they couldn’t keep up. What happened when this repeated again and again? They acknowledged and respected the Koreans. It means that the feelings people have toward Grid will flow in exactly the opposite direction of your expectations.”


  


  -Isn’t this interpretation too optimistic?


  


  “No, I’m certain. In particular, the high rankers will hope that Grid’s high reputation will continue. Only then will they feel a greater joy when they catch up one day.”


  


  -... Do you think Grid will lose his place as the supreme one?


  


  “It is hard to see a force beyond the Overgeared Kingdom, but there are plenty of players who can potentially go beyond Grid’s personal strength.”


  


  Yoon Sangmin would soon be meeting one of those candidates.


  


  “It is time to shoot the opening video. I’ll be going off.” Director Yoon Sangmin hung up the phone and entered the capsule.


  


  Inside the Valhalla Kingdom in Satisfy...


  


  “You came, Director.”


  


  Dozens of staff members, who had connected first, welcomed Director Yoon Sangmin.


  


  


  “Thank you for agreeing to shoot today.”


  


  Director Yoon Sangmin shook hands with all the staff and found a group approaching from a distance. The rankers from the Valhalla Kingdom were scheduled to participate in this year’s National Competition. The members of Ares’ Army were approaching.


  


  “I’m sorry to make you come here,” God of War Ares said. He had been an unofficial ranker for many years and was one of the famous bigshots who established a kingdom and made his name known. Thanks to the recent blossoming of his class characteristics, he gained the passive skill ‘the more subordinates you have, the more your stats will increase’. Now he welcomed Director Yoon Sangmin and the staff.


  


  Director Yoon Sangmin shook his hand. “No. Thank you for giving your time to participate in the shooting of the opening video.”


  


  In fact, before the 1st National Competition, the S.A Group’s production method for their opening video was outdated. Participants were brought into local studios, and the videos filmed. This resulted in a great loss of game time. In any case, the video shoot took place after connecting to Satisfy. Thus, they were heavily criticized for making people attend in real life. Now the S.A Group found and filmed people in person inside the game.


  


  “So what should we do? Should we stand in a group like the participants last year?” Luck asked bluntly.


  


  He felt anxious leaving the hunting grounds for even a second, so he was in a hurry. Nevertheless, he was filming the National Competition’s opening video was because it was somewhat cheesy but cool. Since this was the first time the majority of the Ares’ Army was participating in the National Competition, they wanted to be heavily involved in the opening video.


  


  “This year’s opening video will be filmed in the form of an interview.”


  


  “Interview?”


  


  “It is intended to make the audience more engaged by communicating your environment, goals, ideas, and commitment to the competition.”


  


  “It isn’t bad.”


  


  ‘I’m not good at speaking...’ Luck frowned and started murmuring. 


  


  Unlike Luck, Scott responded positively, “It is a great way to build awareness.”


  


  “Yes, that’s right. That is our intention.”


  


  The power of the fans was strong. Grid, Kraugel, and Yura proved it in real time. The more famous and popular the rankers became, the more Satisfy’s popularity increased. It was a win-win strategy for both the S.A Group and the rankers. In particular, from the perspective of a weak country, it was an opportunity to build awareness. For the Ares’ Army, it was absolutely valuable.


  


  “Ares, would you like to be interviewed first?” Director Yoon Sangmin gave the signal, and the staff became busy.


  


  The lights and reflectors scattered everyone made Ares’ armor and crown shine. The makeup artist’s skill also added shades to Ares’ face. Ares’ majestic figure was captured on camera.


  


  “Ares, you’ve been an unofficial ranker for many years. Despite becoming the second player king, you are still unfamiliar to the public. Why have you decided to abandon your mysticism and participate in the National Competition?” The host asked the question from the script.


  


  The host’s voice and questions would be removed from the opening video. Yoon Sangmin planned to ask the participants as many questions as possible. Then he would select them, edit the essences, and form the video. The interviews of the participants, intersected with the beautiful and magnificent US landscape, would make the audience waiting for the National Competition be filled with excitement. 


  


  “I will remove the stigma of a third-class player.” Ares was smiling in a friendly manner. Yet the moment he started shooting, he transformed into a different person. His serious and clear voice had the power to draw the audience’s focus, and his eyes had an intensity that overwhelmed people. He wasn’t a king for nothing. Ares had enough force to stand on his own at the top.


  


  “The public has often compared the work that I’ve done after founding the Valhalla Kingdom to Grid’s. Overall, it is a bad evaluation. Compared to Grid who developed the Overgeared Kingdom and formed a double-walled power with the empire, I have only had repeated failures.


  


  “Of course, it is undeniable that I am a person who is lacking in comparison to Grid. The blatant evidence is that Valhalla is still a weak kingdom.


  


  “However, I want to prove my potential. I want to prove that while I might be third-rate in comparison to Grid now, I will one day become a first-rate person comparable to Grid.”


  


  ‘As expected.’ Director Yoon Sangmin’s conviction was strengthened.


  


  Ares’ attitude was completely different from Janson’s concerns, and he gave a perfectly normal response. If it were human nature to feel jealous or deprived because a person was better than them, how could human society have developed to this point? It was absolutely impossible. Humans were able to develop more because they felt a greater sense of competitiveness and respect toward their rivals, instead of frustration and jealousy.


  


  Some netizens expressed bad responses because they could hide in anonymity while some players launched despicable propaganda out of jealousy, but they were a small number and not the majority.


  


  Director Yoon Sangmin made up his mind, ‘No new events will be added.’


  


  A few days later, the opening video was released on the internet, shaking the whole world. People were completely attracted to Grid, who appeared last in the video.




  Chapter 1149


  “My goal for this year’s National Competition? It is to naturally win three gold medals. Huh? Haha, no. I’m still not good enough to challenge Grid. I’ll have to try an event that Grid isn’t participating in.


  


  “My ultimate goal is to break Grid and become the new supreme one. However, the hurdle is too high this year. Maybe I’ll be able to challenge Grid next year or the year after.”


  


  The interview contained familiar faces who had participated in the National Competition. Since public opinion around the world was conscious of Grid, the participants were also forced to mention Grid. Moreover, the more experienced the player, the more likely they were to say ‘not yet’ and that they were aiming for Grid as a goal. It wasn’t humility but an attitude close to conviction.


  


  On the other hand, the new participants were full of ambition. Most of them were young players who had just become high rankers.


  


  “The era of Kraugel, who was hailed the sky above the sky, ended in three years. This is the third year since Grid has become the supreme one. Just as Grid ended Kraugel’s era, this year I will end Grid’s era.”


  


  “I started playing Satisfy because I admire Grid. It has only been three years since I started playing Satisfy, but I’m lucky enough to participate in the National Competition. Yes, I’m happy. I’m so excited to see Grid that I haven’t been able to sleep for a few days. My goal? It is to join PvP and fight against Grid. I want to leave an imprint on Grid this year and beat him next year.”


  


  The relatively inexperienced young high rankers weren’t scared. They trusted their talent instead of shrinking back in front of Grid. These players burned with a sense of challenge. Although they might not be convinced that they could go beyond Grid, they believed they had enough talent to make him nervous.


  


  Of course, the public didn’t laugh at them. They were still immature at the moment, but it was unknown as to whether they could really surpass Grid in the next few years.


  


  “My goal is to regain France’s honor...”


  


  The interviews continued.


  


  The public cheered on their participants and raised their expectations for the National Competition. In this year’s National Competition, what would be the highlights and the dramatic stories? How many heroes would be created, and how many geniuses would appear? Who would be called a rising star, and how terribly would the final boss, Grid, destroy them?


  


  -Wow.


  


  -Amazing.


  


  The viewers were immersed in the opening video. They were filled with high expectations as it headed into the second half and were soon shocked. The War God Ares, the second player king after Grid, filled the screen.


  


  “I want to prove that I might be third-rate in comparison to Grid now, but one day, I will become a first-rate person comparable to Grid. Additionally, our Valhalla is the only rival of the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  Scott, Luck, Helil, Stima, and so on—the camera scanned the faces of Valhalla’s representatives. This thrilled the audience in the chat. Many people interpreted that this year’s National Competition would be different from the previous National Competitions that were swept clean by the Overgeared members.


  


  In the midst of the turmoil...


  


  “I think they have to go beyond me first.”


  


  The video was dark, and the voice that spoke was low. The scene was then replaced. The camera showed a hawk flying in the blue sky before reversing and focusing on top of an unnamed mountain. A dopo embroidered with a yellow dragon fluttered in the wind.


  


  -Ah...


  


  -His presence itself is wonderful.


  


  The viewers were excited. A man with long, black hair stood on the cliff. It was none other than Sword Saint Kraugel.


  


  “I want to tell you to challenge me before challenging Grid,” Kraugel gave this warning to all participants before drawing his sword, and the sword split the world in half.


  


  Then a huge royal castle appeared. The camera passed through a corridor lined with red carpet and showed Grid sitting on the throne. The legendary knight Mercedes and legendary farmer Piaro, who were familiar to viewers, stood on his left and right. Grid’s presence was no less overwhelming than Kraugel’s, and the viewers gulped unknowingly. As he gazed at the camera, Grid slowly opened his mouth and said, “So boring.”


  


  “Huh?” The host’s voice was heard for the first time. She was very flustered.


  


  Grid continued speaking, “What is the use of participating in a competition without an opponent? For me, the National Competition is a waste of time, nothing more and nothing less.”


  


  “...!”


  


  It was an unbelievably shocking remark. An unprecedented situation that wasn’t in the script had occurred, and the flustered host asked urgently, “Are you saying you won’t be participating in this year’s National Competition?”


  


  Nod.


  


  Grid moved his head and stared at the camera, the corners of his mouth rising. It was a provocative smile.


  


  “I will wait for the Sword Saint to ripen a bit more.”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  The opening video finished with Grid’s interview.


  


  -(Fact) Last year, Grid said he wouldn’t participate in the National Competition.


  


  -That's right. Then he joined as the demon king and hit people in the back.


  


  -How valuable are the gold medal rewards? How can he give them up? There is no chance. ㅋㅋ


  


  -Hrmm... He has been the demon king once. Doesn’t that mean he can be the demon king again? 


  


  -Yes. Aren’t there any new events this year similar to the Demon King’s Subjugation?


  


  -I think Grid is serious about not participating...


  


  -If I were Grid, I wouldn’t participate if I was really bored.


  


  -Ah -_- Grid is the highlight of the National Competition.


  


  -A National Competition without Grid? ㅋㅋ It is no fun. 


  


  The public’s response went through several stages—denial, acceptance, and disappointment.


  


  Once the S.A Group officially acknowledged Grid’s refusal, the media became upset. People gave opinions on what a National Competition without the supreme one meant, giving the example that Kraugel hadn’t participated in the 1st National Competition. They clashed with those who thought the move would make things balanced and create many points of view.


  


  The bottom line was:


  


  『 The main character of this year’s National Competition is Kraugel. 』


  


  It was like this. 


  


  『 The main character of the 1st National Competition was Grid. Then in the National Competition of the year that followed, Grid competed with Kraugel, who was the supreme one at the time. This hinted at the emergence of a new sky. I feel that Kraugel will be the star of this year’s National Competition and compete against Grid again starting from next year. 』


  


  The media took the lead in starting the fire, and the public’s attention was focused on Kraugel. The public wondered if he could play against the Overgeared members and Ares’ Army or defeat this year’s demon king, who was believed to be Damian. They also wondered if he could crush the new participants like how Grid had done.


  


  The popularity of Sword Saint Kraugel was so great that it filled in the gaps Grid had created.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [(Column) The water will rot. It is clear that Grid has given up his right to foster the younger generation.]


  


  [(Column) Grid has given up his position of the protagonist to Kraugel, who was once his rival. He is irritated by the position of the supreme one and wants a new competitor.]


  


  [(Column) Can Kraugel revive according to Grid’s expectations?]


  


  The world started to pour out one-sided interpretations of Grid’s refusal to compete in the National Competition. People were completely fascinated by Grid’s choice of giving up his rights and giving the national stage to his competitors. This made his popularity soar. He might not be participating in the National Competition, but Grid received more proposals from companies to be their advertising model than any other person in history. Grid naturally rejected all offers. 


  


  The reason why he didn’t participate in the National Competition and gave up all the gold medal rewards was that he needed time.


  


  -I’m sorry I spoke such cheap words in the interview.


  


  


  -No, you just told the truth, so you don’t have to apologize.


  


  Since the end of last year’s National Competition, Kraugel had studied under Kirinus for nearly three years in game time. He became stronger rapidly by mastering the spear, applying it to his swordsmanship and training his willpower and Control Sword.


  


  There was just one problem—his level. Kraugel had been unable to hunt during his training under Kirinus, so his level wasn’t much different from last year.  His training strengthened all types of special stats, and he acquired new skills, resulting in a significant increase in combat power. However, his level was far lower than Grid’s.


  


  This year, he pledged to be Grid’s enemy, but it wasn’t enough. Kraugel needed more time, and Grid knew this.


  


  ‘Next year is definitely...’


  


  [Your level has risen.]


  


  There was less than a month until the 5th National Competition. Kraugel finally left Kirinus’ hut and visited the hunting grounds after a long time. He pledged and entered leveling mode.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [Fenrir’s Cloak]


  


  [Rating: Epic (Growth)


  


  Durability: 285/285     Defense: 190


  


  * All damage is reduced by 15%.


  


  * All resistances are increased by 10%.


  


  * There is a low probability of part of the cloak turning into bats when hit. The cloak’s durability and options will remain the same, and the bats will attack the targets perceived as enemies. The bats will deal 500 fixed damage to the target and disturb the target’s vision. It will also restore the wearer’s health by 100% of the damage dealt. 


  


  * If this cloak grows to a legendary rating, the wearer can summoned Vampire Marquis Fenrir. Once Fenrir is summoned, the Blood King effect can completely liberate Fenrir.


  


  Conditions of Use: Blood King


  


  Weight: 510]


  


  Thanks to the angel’s blessing, the items that Fenrir dropped were excellent in both quantity and quality. Fenrir’s cloak was lined with rich fur and was comparable to Lantier’s Cloak. The legendary rated Lantier’s Cloak reduced the damage of stabs, cuts, and throwing attacks by 20%. Meanwhile, Fenrir’s Cloak reduced the damage of all types of attacks by 15%, despite only being epic rated. Additionally, Lantier’s Cloak would increase its resistance depending on the climate while Fenrir’s Cloak always increased the resistance.


  


  Of course, Lantier’s Cloak had the fraudulent effect of a 10% probability of blocking physical attacks. However, the bats of Fenrir’s Cloak were also formidable. Tests showed that the cloak split into exactly 31 bats. This meant they could deal up to 15,000 fixed damage to the target and absorb that much health. Furthermore, the bats even disturbed the target’s vision.


  


  Grid’s assessment was that the higher the rating of Fenrir’s Cloak, the higher the chances the probability of becoming a bat, and the number and damage of the bats would increase. Thus, it was better than Lantier’s Cloak. 


  


  Additionally, the Strange Magic Power Stone was just as great as Fenrir’s Cloak.


  


  [Strange Magic Power Stone]


  


  [Rating: Legendary (Growth)


  


  * Can increase the rating of the target item to the same rating as the stone.


  


  * Absorbs magic power when hunting transcendents, great demons, archangels, and half-gods (currently 0/5).


  


  * Once the magic power absorption reaches the maximum value, the rating of the stone will increase by one level.


  


  Weight: 1]


  


  Grid struggled for a moment. ‘Should I use it on Fenrir’s Cloak right now?’


  


  No, no… 


  


  It was very easy for the cloak to gain experience because it was easily exposed during combat. It was also too luxurious to use on Elfin Stone’s Ring and Latina’s Necklace, which were too far from the legendary rating. Yetima’s Greatsword and Cray’s Bracelet were being raised by Chris and Euphemina respectively.


  


  In the end, there was only one candidate left. It was Ruson’s Shoes. However, it didn’t seem wise to summon Ruson straight away and consume the Strange Magic Power Stone. If he could increase the stone to a myth rating, he could raise an item to the maximum myth rating. Besides, the options of Ruson’s Shoes were so ordinary that he was reluctant to use the stone on them.


  


  ‘It’s annoying, but I’ll need to start grinding.’


  


  The defense of Ruson’s Shoes was too low due to the nature of leather boots, and the blood-sucking option shared a cooldown with the vampire ring. It was why Grid neglected the shoes. Grid had put Ruson’s Shoes on the back burner because he was too vain to entrust it to someone else to raise.


  


  However, things were different now. Grid had become the Blood King, freeing all the direct descendant vampires and having them accept him. In order to increase his power, Ruson’s Shoes had to grow to the legendary level. This was why Grid decided not to participate in the National Competition. Grid planned to increase the ranks of his vampire equipment instead of participating in the National Competition and having to fly to the United States, wasting time on all the official schedules.


  


  Of course, he also wanted to raise the rating of the Strange Magic Power Stone.


  


  ‘Angels are targets that I can’t recklessly be hostile to. The only transcendents or half-gods I know are in the Tower of Wisdom and the grandmaster...’


  


  Hell was inaccessible to humans. It was virtually impossible to go directly to hell and raid the great demons, so he had to wait for the advent of the great demons. Grid was struggling when he suddenly thought of someone.


  


  ‘The yangbans?’


  


  Lee Jung, the follower of the war god, had said that the Hwan Kingdom consisted of gods who were cast out.


  


  Nevertheless, the only yangban Grid had met, Garam, didn’t seem comparable to a god.


  


  In the end, only a few of them were the expelled gods, such as the Five Seniors and the Chiyou. Those like Garam were just the descendants of the gods. (TL: Originally, I translated Chiyou as the Chiyou Test because of a link I found. Now, it is more likely to be a rank below the Five Seniors, and Chiyou Test should actually be the Chiyou’s test) 


  


  Would they be classified as half-gods?


  


  “...Garam.”


  


  Grid’s gaze turned to the east as he sensed that the time of revenge was approaching.




  Chapter 1150


  “Your subject, Han Seokbong, greets Your Majesty.”


  


  The former lord of Pangea, Han Seokbong. He was once one of the greatest loyalists of the Cho Kingdom and had been sentenced to death by its king. There was only one reason—he dared to know the whereabouts of the Red Phoenix Box, which was being searched for by the yangbans. Shortly before his execution, he was rescued by Grid and he and his family moved to the Overgeared Kingdom. He was now a member of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  “It has been a long time, Viscount Han Seokbong. Raise your head.”


  


  Grid ran to the bowing Han Seokbong and tried to raise him up. He had said it dozens of times that there was no need to be so polite.


  


  “I’ve heard that you’ve been contributing a lot to the development of the country. I’m always grateful for your efforts.”


  


  “You're overpraising me. Every achievement I’ve made is a reward for the grace I’ve received.”


  


  “......”


  


  It was correct to say that Grid was Han Seokbong’s benefactor. However, the reason why Han Seokbong received the death penalty was because he protected Grid. Thus, their relationship could be called a ‘same same (now we’re even)’ relationship. Nevertheless, Han Seokbong regarded Grid as his lifelong benefactor and a person of distinction. Grid was both grateful and embarrassed.


  


  “Hum hum, I will visit the East Continent soon. Before that, I want to get as much information as possible from you.”


  


  Han Seokbong’s expression stiffened. “Your Majesty faced Garam a few years ago... no, didn’t Garam become very angry at you? Why do you want to take risks by going to the east?”


  


  “It is because of Garam.”


  


  “Huh...?”


  


  “Garam is so insidious and dangerous that he made me fall into a trap despite being on a distant land. I can’t stretch out and sleep comfortably as long as he is alive.”


  


  “D-Do you mean to meet with Garam?”


  


  “It will be a long fight.”


  


  Grid wore the skin mask that Braham had temporarily returned to him and touched his face a few times. He soon turned into a completely different person and asked, “Do you think it will be hard to go to the East Continent in this state?” 


  


  The East Continent was under the control of the Hwan Kingdom. It was to the extent where just one yangban of the Hwan Kingdom was powerful enough to dictate the fate of other kingdoms. Grid was cautious since it was likely his complete appearance had been spread by Garam throughout the East Continent.


  


  Han Seokbong observed Grid and shook his head. “It is more powerful than the rumors. You look like a completely different person. It isn’t just your face but also your voice and body shape. Your Majesty, if you move like this in the East Continent then no one will know Your Majesty’s true identity.” 


  


  Of course, it was hard to hide his energy and habits. However, all the Eastern people with ties to Grid had moved to the Overgeared Kingdom. The only person who could identify Grid was the yangban Garam but it wasn’t easy to meet a yangban.


  


  “I'm glad.”


  


  The relieved Grid took off the skin mask and asked, “First of all, I’d like to know what I can get from the East Continent. There was an underground dungeon at Pangea Castle. Do you think there is anything else to get from there?”


  


  “According to records, the only thing that can be obtained from Pangea Castle’s dungeon is the silver thread. Even so, Your Majesty has reached the depths of the dungeon that hasn’t been recorded. I’m not certain but it wouldn’t be surprising if something more was left in there.”


  


  ‘I’ve not hunting to level up now so I’ll have to stop by.’


  


  Grid nodded and proceeded to ask another question, “Do you think it is possible for me to seize the Blue Dragon Dao in the eastern Kaya Kingdom, the White Tiger Spear in the western Pa Kingdom, and the Black Tortoise Jewel in the north?”


  


  “Huh?”


  


  “Didn’t the Cho Kingdom lose the Red Phoenix Bow?”


  


  Han Seokbong, the one who lost the Red Phoenix Bow, answered guiltily, “It will be hard but it isn’t impossible. The weapons of the sacred creatures are a means to ‘prevent cracks in the hell barrier.’ Thus, they are kept in a place with the strongest vein in the four directions. In the south, it was Pangea. As you know, Pangea isn’t a geographically important city. There are fewer troops.”


  


  “Will the situation of the east, west, and north be similar?’


  


  “That’s right. It is because a land with strong energy veins has many side-effects... however, if Your Majesty seizes the weapons of the sacred creatures...”


  


  Han Seokbong’s expression darkened. Once the sacred creatures’ weapons were removed, a crack in hell would open and demonkin would come out. The East Continent would turn to hell.


  


  Grid reassured him, "Have you forgotten that I restored the Red Phoenix Bow? I won’t sentence hundreds of millions of people to death out of greed. If I succeed in gaining the original then I will make imitations to avoid the barrier breaking.”


  


  “How wonderful. I will make you a map of the location of the sacred creatures’ weapons and a list of folktales passed down through the people.”


  


  The dynamics of the East Continent that Grid wanted would be clearly organized. Indeed, Han Seokbong was an astute man. Grid nodded with a gratified expression and moved onto the next question.


  


  “Is the identity of the big hero who killed the evil daoist and saved Pangea from the crisis a daoist immortal?”


  


  The identity of the little hero was Kraugel. It was just hard to know the identity of the big hero who defeated the evil daoist that Kraugel and Han Seokbong couldn’t defeat. Even Idan, who had his frying pan stolen by the big hero, couldn’t describe the characteristics of the big hero.


  


  This was what Idan had stated, “The big hero... I often think of him these days, but my memories are blurry like there is a fog in front of me. I can’t remember his appearance, voice, or even the short conversation I had with him.”


  


  


  It had to be assumed that the big hero used some mysterious technique. In the East, the mysterious atmosphere was one of the hallmarks of a daoist immortal.


  


  “Yes, it makes sense to think of him as a daoist immortal.”


  


  “What is the relationship between a daoist immortal and a yangban?”


  


  “For an ordinary person like me, a daoist immortal is hard to see even once in my lifetime. I don’t know much about daoist immortals but I remember when the yangbans were discussing the daoist immortals. It felt like they were enemies.”


  


  ‘Is there a confrontation between the yangbans and daoist immortals?’


  


  Bentao, the daoist immortal who led Grid to the Peach Blossom Spring, had once said something. He was a fool who reached the Peach Blossom Spring but couldn’t see the reality of the gods. He claimed that he had descended to earth to fulfill the gods’ will to destroy the seven malignant saints and he learned that the seven malignant saints actually weren’t evil.


  


  ‘I felt a sense of antipathy toward the gods.’


  


  Moreover, the yangbans were the descendants of the expelled gods. It was expected that they wouldn’t have a good relationship with the daoist immortals, who had a deep ingrained sense of goodwill to the common people.


  


  ‘I don’t have to worry about being hostile to the daoist immortals if I hit the yangbans.’


  


  Grid was able to ease his burden a bit and moved onto the next question. The most important part was from now on.


  


  “What exactly do the people of the East Continent think of the Hwan Kingdom and the yangbans?”


  


  “They are gods who protect the world from all types of calamities and great demons. The yangbans gave us the weapons of the sacred creatures that protect the world so all humans worship the yangban. However, the yangban are just the people of the Hwan Kingdom. The ones who establish and govern the Hwan Kingdom are the Five Seniors and the Chiyou. They are called the absolute gods.”


  


  “Do you doubt them?”


  


  “No. The Hwan Kingdom is a nation of gods and the king and the people of the kingdom are all gods. This is what the people of the East have been told and learned.”


  


  “Um...”


  


  Lauel had made a guess. The reason why the yangbans blocked but didn’t kill the great demons was to preserve their value. Grid agreed with this because of the existence of the ‘deity’ stat.


  


  ‘Assuming that the Five Seniors and Chiyou were real gods and the yangban are just imitations they created, the original position of the yangbans should be at the level of the archangels of the West Continent. However, the yangbans have a much larger presence and are more active than the archangels.’


  


  Were the yangbans humans who built up the deity stat and became a real god after being worshipped by humans? If so, were the Five Seniors and Chiyou creating an army to retaliate against the gods.


  


  “How many yangbans are there?”


  


  “I don’t know for certain but they often use the phrase ‘hands are precious.’ In fact, not many yangbans have appeared in front of humans over the last hundreds of years. There were only seven of them, including Garam. Of course, this is just a guess.” 


  


  “Hands are precious... are they saying companionship is deep?”


  


  It didn’t seem to be the case. Just look at Pagma. It was as expected.


  


  “No. They often clashed rather than acknowledging each other because their egos were so strong. I just noticed that they are absolutely obedient to the Five Seniors and the Chiyou.”


  


  “They will rather act personally than in a crowd?”


  


  “That's right.”


  


  ‘Indeed.’ 


  


  Grid had only seen the yangban together once. Garam was always alone, except for when he visited Pangea as a group to investigate the disappearance of the Red Phoenix Bow.


  


  ‘I don’t have to worry about fighting multiple yangbans at the same time.’


  


  At least Grid was spared from facing the worst. The last question remaining was whether it was possible to raid Garam.


  


  ‘I have to secure all of the weapons of the sacred creatures from the East Continent, complete as many quests as possible to become stronger, and then fight them one by one.’


  


  Grid was convinced that Garam was much stronger than Fenrir. Garam was at least level 600 and could use swordsmanship and the power of a sacred creature. Since he was classified as a NPC rather than a monster, he had the weakness of relatively low health. However, the situation might be different if Garam accumulated a higher ‘deity’ stat since the last time Grid saw him. There was no guarantee that the raid would succeed even if he challenged with all the power he used in the Fenrir raid. In any case, it would be noticeable if his knights started flocking to the East Continent, making his disguise useless. In the worst case scenario, he could lose his knights.


  


  ‘I can die once.’


  


  First, he would go to the East Continent alone and become strong enough. Then he would get a good grasp of Garam’s power...


  


  Grid, who even planned for death, wasn’t afraid and instead burned with motivation. For him, death was an experience—it wasn’t the end, it was the beginning.




  Chapter 1151


  ‘Isn’t it confusing?’


  


  The reason why Grid decided not to participate in the National Competition was because he needed time. Unable to waste a single minute or second, he moved to the smithy as soon as his conversation with Han Seokbong was over.


  


  ‘There are only seven?’


  


  It was a sentence that felt strange. Han Seokbong said that only seven yangbans had been active over the past hundreds of years but the number of people Grid witnessed when he first encountered the yangbans was over 10. There were exactly 13 people. This wasn’t a distortion of his memories. Grid recognized them as having a presence similar to the West Continent legends and clearly remembered his surprise that the number of yangbans was greater than the Western legends. Above all, there were witnesses.


  


  “Braham, didn’t you see 13 people at that time?”


  


  Deep in a secret passage...


  


  Braham frowned as he walked beside Grid in the newly created maze the dwarf Ke had created in the process of expanding the Overgeared Palace. He had taken off his skin mask after a long time and boasted a remarkable beauty that fascinated everyone.


  


  “How many times have you asked me this?” Braham’s soul was awake when Grid first visited the East Continent. At that time, he and Grid weren’t friends. They were in the stage of gradually forming good feelings and Braham had indirectly witnessed and experienced the world through Grid’s eyes. “13 is correct.”


  


  “However, Viscount Han Seokbong said there were only seven.”


  


  “He must be lying. He is a worrisome guy who will hit you in the back sooner or later.”


  


  “That’s not it.”


  


  Grid knew that Han Seokbong wasn’t a man who would deceive or betray him. There was no reason to do so. Braham read the conviction in Grid’s eyes and thought for a moment. “If Han Seokbong isn’t lying then the Easterners might be caught up in a group suggestion.”


  


  “Suggestion?”


  


  “It is a suggestion to not recognize anyone apart from the seven as yangbans.”


  


  “Why would such a suggestion be used?”


  


  “I think they must be conscious of the monitors that the Western gods placed on the East Continent. The Five Seniors and Chiyou might be gods but they were dogs who lost and were driven out. It is normal for them to be wary and afraid of the Western gods. If it is as you think and they are building up their forces for revenge, they might need to hide their power.”


  


  “Ah...”


  


  It seemed very plausible. A god had methods of deceiving millions or tens of millions of people.


  


  “In that sense, the number seven is very valid. There are exactly seven archangels. If the number of yangbans is also seven then the Western gods won’t feel any doubts.”


  


  Braham grabbed Grid’s wrist and placed Grid behind him. The dwarf’s playfulness was triggered and he made a uselessly complex maze. Thus, Braham had to personally lead Grid through the maze.


  


  “Excuse me, Braham.” Grid spoke as he was grabbed by the collar and followed Braham. “If my guess is right, the more deity points the yangbans build up, the stronger they will be. So they should expose themselves to the public as much as possible to be worshipped. Apart from the seven, wouldn’t the remaining six be unable to build up deity because they can’t be recognized, let alone be worshipped?”


  


  “I guess so.”


  


  “This means that with the exception of seven, the other yangbans are weaker than Garam?”


  


  “Correct. Even if there are hundreds or thousands in the Hwan Kingdom, they won’t be as strong as you think.”


  


  “Hah...” Grid sighed with relief. He was worried that all the yangbans would be as strong as Garam but now he could rest assured.


  


  Braham gave a warning. “Don’t be relieved. The moment the Five Seniors and the Chiyou shake off the scrutiny of the Western gods, all of the yangbans will appear before humanity and humanity will begin to deify them.”


  


  At that time, Grid who stomped on Garam wouldn’t be safe. This meant that for the sake of his safety and the Overgeared Kingdom, he had to prevent the Hwan Kingdom from becoming a kingdom of gods.


  


  ‘The present gods who only committed one sin are better than the Five Seniors and Chiyou, who made the yangban...’


  


  ...No, no. He couldn’t jump to rash conclusions. As always, the truth might be different.


  


  "We've arrived.” Braham arrived at the end of the maze while Grid was thinking and stood in front of a thick iron door. The iron door was engraved with a soul engraving, one of the dwarves’ mechanisms. There was only one person who could open this door—Grid using his soul.


  


  Grid raised his hand over the iron door and the thick iron door opened by itself, despite Grid not using any strength. The scenery revealed was the basement of a smithy. There was another stone door with a soul engraving. It was a space that only Grid could cross.


  


  ‘This is very good.’


  


  Grid was always swept up in a crowd every time he went back and forth between the castle and the smithy, inevitably wasting his time. Now thanks to Ke ong, the secret passage allowed him to move between the castle and the smithy, saving him time in the future. In the case of an unexpected crisis, it could also be used as an escape route or bunker so he was assured of Irene and Lord’s safety.


  


  ‘The dwarves are truly amazing. I now know how to use the skewer flexibly so after going to the East Continent, I will quickly visit Talima.’


  


  It was time to get to work. It happened the moment Grid left the basement and dreamt of an item upgrade.


  


  -G-Grid! It is serious!


  


  “...?”


  


  A message came from Zednos, lord of Reidan.


  


  -You need to visit the vampire city!


  


  “What?”


  


  Grid used Braham’s Mass Teleport and arrived at the entrance of a vampire city.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Your Majesty!”


  


  “Kukukuk, the bunch of losers recognize the Blood King.”


  


  “...Braham, please talk less. I’m worried you will never be able to make friends.”


  


  Grid entered the vampire city and felt dizzy. It was because all the vampires were judged to be people of the Overgeared Kingdom. It was similar to what happened in Noll’s vampire city a long time ago.


  


  Zednos looked perplexed. “The vampires in all cities, not just here, are classified as NPCs, not monsters.”


  


  “They aren’t hostile to the Overgeared members or NPCs?”


  


  “Yes, it is like the vampires of Noll’s city. I tried attacking as an experience and received the crime of causing injury, activating the PK system in accordance to the nation’s laws.”


  


  This meant that hunting in the vampire cities was impossible. It was a painful loss of a hunting ground for the mid-level Overgeared members, who weren’t strong enough to go to the Galgunos Temple. Grid confirmed the city’s information.


  


  [Vampire’s Underground City (6)]


  


  


  [Rating: B (Temporarily Downgraded)


  


  Lord: None


  


  Population: 5,987


  


  Members: Vampire familiars, low-grade vampires, intermediate vampires, true blood vampires.


  


  The dungeon has been rebuilt under the control of the Blood King.


  


  Due to the absence of a permanent lord, the estate isn’t managed at all.


  


  * There are no products or specialties.


  


  * You can't expect any revenue from the estate.


  


  * Low-grade and intermediate vampires have a low probability of producing familiars.


  


  * You can appoint a true blood vampire or a direct descendant vampire as the lord.


  


  * If a true blood vampire becomes the lord, they will hunt intruders and gradually increase the number of vampires.


  


  * If a direct descendant vampire becomes the lord, they will hunt intruders and quickly increase the number of vampires. There is a very slim chance of producing additional true blood vampires. 


  


  ★ Food assistance is urgently needed to maintain the current population.] 


  


  “Um...”


  


  “First of all, we asked Noll to provide us with blood potatoes. However, there are 12 cities and the supply of blood potatoes isn’t enough. These vampires will starve to death.”


  


  Grid murmured, “I’ll have to ask Piaro to travel to each city and establish a farming field.”


  


  “Why not release the vampires into the desert every night?”


  


  “Do you want to release the vampires?”


  


  “The vampires can fill their hunger by ingesting the blood of monsters as well as humans. NPCs can grow, unlike monsters. The more hunting experience they gain, the higher the level of the vampires. This will increase the population and they will develop into an army. At that point, we can encourage intruders to enter and then generate revenue from the loot the vampires will acquire from the intruders.”


  


  “That’s a good idea but...”


  


  The reason why the vampires were stuck in their cities was the Curse of Idleness. Noll had overcome the curse by spending a long time with Grid and Tiramet had been freed from the curse thanks to be liberated by Blood King Grid. However, the other vampires were still suffering from the curse. The almost 6,000 vampires in front of Grid would return to their coffins again a short time after Grid left.


  


  “I think it would be possible if I make a nightly trip to the cities and temporarily weaken the curse...”


  


  Realistically, it was hard. The damage to Grid would be too great if he had to spend hours on the vampires every night.


  


  Zednos hurriedly waved his hands. “No, cancel the words I just said. The vampires’ eyes are so bright that I forgot they are suffering from a curse.”


  


  “I understand.” 


  


  Grid looked around at the vampires. The red eyes of the vampires were all shining enthusiastically as they stared at Grid. What was the Curse of Idleness?


  


  “For the time being, move the army to feed the vampires. Have them capture monsters and feed them to the cities.”


  


  “I understand.” Zednos nodded and immediately followed the command.


  


  “......”


  


  Braham exited the city with Grid and stared into the distance. It was toward the city where Marie Rose was asleep. 


  


  Grid felt something ominous and urged, “Let’s go to the smithy as soon as possible.”


  


  There were the remaining breaths of the sacred creatures. Grid planned to create new items before heading to the East Continent.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “No. Next.”


  


  The Behen Archipelago, the Kelenian Underwater Cave, the Crumbling Tower, etc. The number of players visiting the East Continent increased significantly as more methods of continental travel. On the East Continent, the players were no longer strangers.


  


  “No. Next.” 


  


  Pangea—the beginner city of the East Continent welcomed the players who came with high expectations, helping them achieve their dreams. The once lively place now had a bleak atmosphere. It was the overbearing soldiers, not the friendly residents, who welcomed the anxiously lining up players. 


  


  “No. Next.”


  


  The soldiers guided the nervous players to a fat and hunchbacked person. His waist was completely bent over and his fat belly touched the ground like a pig. The hunchback man closely examined the players’ faces. He peered up their nose and into their pores like he had OCD and then shook his head.


  


  “No. Next.”


  


  Every time he shook his head, one player regained their freedom.


  


  “You are free now that the inspection is over.”


  


  The soldiers undid the handcuffs of the stunned players and indicated to the plains outside the checkpoint with their chins. The players who previously passed the checkpoint were fighting with jiangshi.


  


  “E-Excuse me. I am a doctor. I don’t know how to fight and will be eaten by the jiangshi out there. Is there any safer route?”


  


  The player called Hera revealed her class with a pitiful expression. Doctors were unable to perform miracles such as instant healing through magic but they were able to heal very large wounds through processes such as sutures or surgery. It was a highly prized class on the West Continent and she believed it would be the same here, but there was no change in the soldier’s apathetic attitude.


  


  “To move to another area, you have to unconditionally go through those plains. You can decide if you want to work with other foreigners to break through the plains or go back to the West Continent.”


  


  The soldiers, no, the East Continent itself, didn’t welcome the foreigners. Why? Hera questioned the treatment that was different from what she expected and asked in a somewhat resentful voice, “Why do you reject us?”


  


  “Why?”


  


  A soldier snorted as he pulled out a piece of paper and threw it at Hera. It was a wanted poster. Blasphemy, kidnapping a death row prisoner, attempting to overthrow the state, kidnapping Pangea’s residents, etc. The figure on the wanted poster was charged with strange crimes. In particular, the kidnapping of tens of thousands of people was an absurd charge that wouldn’t appear in sci-fi movies.


  


  ‘Do they think of people as dogs or pigs? No one would believe this.’




  Chapter 1152


  [Chewing gently, one can tell the meat and savory fat has been aged exquisitely. The sweet and salty seasoning blends with the subtle taste of the meat, so one won’t get tired of eating it. The nutty flavour lingering in the mouth adds interest.]


  


  This was from the Michelin Guide.


  


  The 60-year-old dish called ‘Blue Ceramic Tile Seasoned Pork Ribs [1]’ had long been praised by gourmets. Even before it received three stars in the Michelin Guide, it was considered as a must-visit place for overseas political figures visiting South Korea. 


  


  “H-Hyesu.”


  


  Kim Wuseok was over 70 years old this year, and he was a living historian of the Blue Ceramic Tile Seasoned Pork Ribs. During the time when the Blue Ceramic Tile Seasoned Pork Ribs was still small and unknown, Kim Wuseok worked as a chef and developed the ribs’ secret seasoning with his former president. He also found the ideal conditions for cooking meat and made a great contribution to the development of the seasoned ribs.


  


  Then once the former president passed away and his son became the new president, Kim Wuseok was reduced to being a cloth bag. It was because the new president was uncomfortable with Kim Wuseok in many ways and planned to kick him out.


  


  Originally, the secret seasoning recipe and aging conditions should only be shared between Kim Wuseok, the president, and his successor. Yet the new president taught his wife and children and drove Kim Wuseok out of the kitchen, having him manage the charcoal fire and iron plates instead. Carrying hot charcoal to the guest tables and wiping heavy iron plates hundreds of times a day was hard even for young people in their 20s, so the new president thought Kim Wuseok would quit soon.


  


  However, unlike the new president’s expectations, Kim Wuseok persevered. He was grateful for a role in the workplace where he dedicated his youth and worked silently without complaining. Of course, it was an untold secret to his children. Once his children knew about it, their eyes would roll, and they would come to the restaurant to make a point.


  


  Kim Wuseok—who wanted to retire quietly—stayed silent, and this was the problem.


  


  “Grandfather, why are you doing that?”


  


  Kim Wuseok was sitting at the back of the restaurant and wiping an iron plate when he encountered his granddaughter Hyesu, who was hurt by the sight.


  


  “Grandfather, why are you wiping the iron plate instead of cooking?”


  


  Hyesu had entered high school not long ago and wanted to show off her grandfather to her new friends. Her grandfather was the one who made the present the Blue Ceramic Tile Seasoned Pork Ribs. She would walk through the hallway where he had taken photos with past presidents and then meet her grandfather cooking in the kitchen of the restaurant. 


  


  Hyesu had bragged to her friends and secretly visited the restaurant to please her grandfather. Then she witnessed the present situation. It was the worst incident for Kim Wuseok and Hyesu.


  


  “Didn’t you say he was a chef?”


  


  “I heard he was invited to the Blue House...”


  


  Kim Wuseok had a face blackened with charcoal and was dressed in shabby clothes. Hyesu’s friends looked at Kim Wuseok who was sweating profusely while wiping the iron plates. Young children who had just entered high school didn’t have the ability to glimpse the behind-the-scenes of the situation, so they treated Hyesu as a liar.


  


  Then it happened when Hyesu’s eyes were turning red.


  


  “Elder, I’m sorry to visit without telling you. I would like you to start the charcoal fire yourself.” A strong-looking man appeared and greeted Kim Wuseok with a 90-degree bow. His face couldn’t be seen, but his voice was strangely familiar. The eyes of the confused teenagers soon widened.


  


  “Mister Youngwoo,” Kim Wuseok welcomed the man with a name that the teenagers knew well.


  


  “You often wash the dishes because of your physical fitness, but it isn’t good for your health.” The man who was still bowing shook hands with Kim Wuseok. Kim Wuseok smiled awkwardly as he shook hands with the man. He was grateful for the man’s care.


  


  “Wow!”


  


  “It really is Grid!”


  


  The boys and girls were excited when the man standing next to Kim Wuseok was illuminated. The disbelief that was in their eyes as they gazed at Hyesu had completely vanished.


  


  “He knows Grid! To think that your grandfather is so great?!”


  


  “I’m envious~”


  


  Grid, or Shin Youngwoo, was one of the most famous and influential people in the world. In terms of fame, he was the idol of young people and had a status equal to the S.AGroup’s Lim Cheolho or the president of the United States. Such a great man had personally come to pay his respects to Hyesu’s grandfather, so her friends were happy and proud. They were proud to be Hyesu’s friends.


  


  “It is hard to go to Gangnam every time I want to eat your ribs. Can’t you open your own restaurant in my building?”


  


  “Huhu... This young friend is very resourceful, but I’m sorry. This old man had to raise his children and help pay for their weddings, so I don’t have enough money to open a store.”


  


  “Elder, if you want to open a store, how can I accept money from you? I will pay for all the construction costs, so please consider it carefully.”


  


  “You...” Kim Wuseok’s face was stiff.


  


  Shin Youngwoo’s favor in this shameful situation came across as pity. It was honestly very unpleasant when a young man the same age as his eldest grandson spoke such pitying words to him.


  


  However, Youngwoo was sincere. “It is my parents’ wish.”


  


  “......”


  


  It had happened when Youngwoo was in elementary school. Youngwoo’s parents, who grew and sold cabbages, had experienced a big crisis. Existing customers had slashed the transaction price of the cabbages by using the excuse of a good harvest. Youngwoo’s parents then became unable to avoid going into the red. Yet when there had been only darkness in front of them, Kim Wuseok held out a helping hand.


  


  “Elder, didn’t you bestow a great grace to our family once? Think of it as one more favor and consider it carefully.” 


  


  Youngwoo indirectly nailed the main point. He wanted to distribute the profits fairly, rather than invest business funds. Therefore, he used the word ‘favor.’ 


  


  Kim Wuseok was troubled but eventually nodded. “We will talk about it later. I have to cook some meat for my pretty granddaughter and her friends.”


  


  “This beautiful friend is your granddaughter?”


  


  “No, the child isn’t really that pretty... Whoops.”


  


  “Ah... I’m sor...”


  ***


  


  


  “You meddled.”


  


  It was after stopping Kim Wuseok’s moment of disgrace. There was a woman waiting for Youngwoo as he paid for the meat that Kim Wuseok’s granddaughter ate while the president stood uncomfortably by the checkout counter. The beautiful woman in a biker’s jacket and jeans was Jishuka.


  


  


  Youngwoo shook his head. “It isn’t meddling. I was paying off a small kindness. It is also beneficial for me.”


  


  “The meat was very tasty. I would be very happy to have a store like this in my neighborhood.”


  


  Jishuka wasn’t wearing an interpreter. It had been a year since she moved to South Korea, so it was possible for her to have everyday conversations. The high rankers generally seemed to be geniuses.


  


  ‘Of course, there are many idiots like me.’


  


  Shin Youngwoo remembered the faces of the other high rankers and shook his head before opening the passenger side door. Then he doubled-checked with Jishuka after she got on. “By the way, were you serious?”


  


  “Am I someone who speaks nonsense?”


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  The moment that Shin Youngwoo sat in the driver’s seat and turned on the ignition, his car Thirteen let out a roaring exhaust sound. He looked at the side mirror and saw Kim Wuseok’s granddaughter and her friends rush out and cheer. Rather than being enthusiastic about the car, they were excited by the sight of Jishuka and Youngwoo eating together and then getting into the car.


  


  After allowing them to take a photo to show off on social media, the sweating Youngwoo started driving with a look of tiredness. His experience with controlling his clones and the God Hands in Satisfy meant that Youngwoo’s driving skills were almost at the level of a professional race car driver’s. 


  


  “Giving one of the gold medal rewards to me...”


  


  Today’s date had been Jishuka’s suggestion. Then during the meal, Jishuka brought up an unexpected story. She said that one of the gold medal rewards she would obtain from the National Competition would be given to Youngwoo. There was a justification for it. She said she would repay him for gracing her with the Red Phoenix Bow. Jishuka had already paid him enough money, so she wasn’t in debt. Still, she was obsessed to the end.


  


  “Okay. If you feel comfortable with it, I have no reason to refuse,” Youngwoo said with a nod. 


  


  Jishuka’s face brightened. “Good decision.”


  


  ‘Are you watching, Yura? This is what I’m doing.’ 


  


  Jishuka was shrugging and smiling when Youngwoo’s words entered her ears. “I’m not even participating in the National Competition yet I will receive two rewards.”


  


  “Two?”


  


  “Yura said she would give me a reward.”


  


  “What?” Jishuka’s eyes narrowed. The strong impression she gave off increased her appeal. “Yura said she would give you a reward? That... Why? For what reason?”


  


  “If she wins three gold medals, she will give me one reward, and I’ll have to use the remaining two rewards to make items for her.”


  


  Of course, he had refused. Youngwoo was willing to make items for free at any time as long as his colleagues obtained the materials. In particular, the gold medal material rewards were superior, and it was an opportunity to gain valuable experience. Thus, it was a benefit to him to make the items free of charge. However, Yura said she didn’t want the burden and offered to pay for them. Consequently, Youngwoo couldn’t refuse anymore.


  


  “In the end, I decided to get a reward in return for always making Yura’s items free of charge.”


  


  “I’ll give you all three.”


  


  “...What?”


  


  “I’m going to win three gold medals. I’ll give you the rewards, so keep making my items in the future.”


  


  “No, it’s enough to give me one...”


  


  “It is a reward for the Red Phoenix Kingdom.”


  


  “The Red Phoenix Bow.”


  


  “Y-Yes, Red Phoenix Kkuk!” [2] 


  


  ‘She still has some difficulty with the mispronunciation.’ Youngwoo thought Jishuka was cute when she blushed.


  


  Seeing her small fists tremble, he patted the back of one of her hands. “I’m really fine. One is enough. I’m very grateful. Thank you for your heart.”


  


  “G-Grid...”


  


  “If you really think of me as a friend, don’t be burdened. Oof!”


  


  Shin Youngwoo hastily switched the driving mode to autonomous driving mode. He had to be careful with skinship and word choices. Thirteen let out loud rumbles as it drove along the road.


  


  Youngwoo returned home exhausted and connected to Satisfy, where he received whispers from his peers. Peak Sword, Chris, Vantner, Pon, and the rest of the 10 meritorious retainers, as well as Coke, Zednos, Laella, and Toon...


  


  All of the Overgeared members scheduled to participate in the National Competition expressed the same wishes as Yura and Jishuka. They didn’t seem to have discussed this with each other. Everyone was just concerned about Grid in the same way. They found it a pity that Grid would be absent from the National Competition due to his busy schedule and miss out on the rewards. Thus, the Overgeared members wanted to be even a small help to Grid.


  


  It was useless no matter how much Grid refused. Everyone in the Overgeared Guild was stubborn. In the end, Grid put forward conditions. “First, I will pick from those with three gold medals. Anyone with two or less gold medals will keep their rewards.”


  


  In fact, it was hard for even an Overgeared member to win three gold medals. The National Competition was growing every year, but only a few dozen people won a gold medal. How difficult would it be to break through hundreds of competitors? It wasn’t uncommon for the Overgeared members to compete with each other, and there were many strong people in the world who weren’t part of the Overgeared Guild. Considering that gold medals could be won in team events, there would not be many Overgeared members who could obtain three gold medals.


  


  ‘This condition is enough.’


  


  Grid sighed. However, he overlooked one fact. The reason why the Overgeared members had a low winning rate for gold medals was their competitive spirit.


  


  That’s right. So far, most of them had participated in so-called magic events such as PvP or target processing. They had competed against each other or met monsters like Kraugel and Zibal. Then what if they blatantly only aimed for gold? The Overgeared members’ winning rate for gold medals would soar to at least twice their previous rate.


  


  [1] Blue ceramic tiles have been a sign of wealth since the old days of South Korea. These tiles signified power and wealth, and became the traditional roof tiles that were used in Korean palaces


  


  [2] Jishuka keeps mispronouncing ‘Bow’




  Chapter 1153


  The Twilight Kingdom was established after Orc Lord Teruchan conquered the Violet Kingdom.


  


  “Grruk. Suwek!”


  


  “Suwek suwek! Suwek~”


  


  The royal palace of the king was filled with magic power. Dozens of orc shamans recited different chants, and the swirling magic power merged into one, drawing a figure that symbolized the law.


  


  “Suweg!”


  


  The gazes of the shamans gathered in one place. Teruchan approached the altar and shouted loudly, “My king! Guruk! He commanded me! Gruruk!”


  


  The cry of the orc lord was the law of the orcs. Teruchan’s voice emerged as notification windows in front of orc players active all over the continent.


  


  [A race quest has been created by Orc Lord Teruchan.]


  


  “Twilight Orcs! Proud! Guruk! Warriors! Go to Reidan! Guruk! Gather! We! Kurruk! Accept the king’s command! Guruk! Gauss Kingdom! Invade!!”


  


  “...?”


  


  What? Why did they have to do this?


  


  ‘Is Grid our king?’


  


  Someone had an expression of chewing shit.


  


  “Ha... It’s finally coming.”


  


  Those who foresaw today’s situation from the time Teruchan vowed to serve Grid were depressed. Then the quest information appeared in front of everyone’s eyes.


  


  [Gauss Kingdom Invasion]


  


  [★ Race Quest ★


  


  The king of the Twilight Kingdom, the great warrior, Orc Lord Teruchan has declared that he will punish the Gauss Kingdom according to the will of Overgeared King Grid.


  


  Within 48 hours, gather at the city of Reidan and join the Overgeared Army.


  


  * There is no compulsion for this quest.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Capture the Gauss Kingdom.


  


  Quest Participation Reward: Increased affinity with the people of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  Quest Clear Rewards:


  


  1. Personal Compensation.


  


  ‘Warrior Voucher’ compensation depending on the war contributions.


  


  2. Common Rewards.


  


  The number of ‘Warrior Vouchers’ will be rewarded depending on the size of the Gauss Kingdom’s villages, fortresses, and cities that are occupied.


  


  Quest Failure Condition: Fail to capture the Gauss Kingdom.


  


  Quest Failure Penalty: None.


  


  ★Lauel, the general military adviser of this war, has ensured sufficient food and supply routes. As a result, there is no time limit for the war based on food limits.]


  


  “......”


  


  The Warrior’s Voucher was a reward that could only be earned from quests granted by the orc lord. Now, the orcs had a good understanding of how valuable the Warrior’s Voucher was. The orc players were mostly Chinese and didn’t want to be soldiers fighting for the Overgeared Kingdom, but the temptation of the Warrior’s Vouchers was intense.


  


  “Shit, should I get involved?”


  


  “Ummm.”


  


  The Chinese players were flustered. They might covet the Warrior’s Vouchers, but they would be playing into Grid’s hands if they became a soldier of the Overgeared Kingdom and joined the war. Why on earth did they have to fight for Grid? It was deeply unpleasant and hurt their self-esteem. If the other person were a ranker other than Grid, they could’ve abandoned their pride using the voucher as an excuse.


  


  “We can’t bend over for Grid. If we participate in this quest, we will instantly become a traitor and be buried by society.”


  


  Chinese sentiment was the problem. In the last four years of the National Competition, Grid had caused China a lot of frustration. China was pushed by the United States and South Korea every year purely because of Grid. The event of Hao kneeling down in front of Grid was a terrible humiliation that traumatized many Chinese people, and many of them were dissatisfied with Grid.


  


  “That son of a bitch.”


  


  The Chinese orc players grabbed their heads and suffered. They felt a great sense of regret and resentment that there was no compulsion in this quest. If it were compulsory, they could’ve used this excuse to participate in the quest, avoiding the people’s accusations and gaining the Warrior’s Vouchers... The useless freedom annoyed the players.


  


  “I should’ve listened to Brother Hao.”


  


  “Right. The Chinese government might be the greatest institution in the world, but they don’t know much about Satisfy.”


  


  The Chinese players blamed themselves for ignoring Hao’s words warning them to be more cautious about changing races. They had yelled at Hao, questioning what good were the words from a shameful person who knelt in front of Grid. They were a bit dissatisfied with their government that encouraged the race change, but they couldn’t express it. So they shifted the responsibility to Hao.


  


  However, in the end, the choice was up to them. Yes, the choice was up to them.


  


  ‘...Should I hide my username?’


  


  ‘If I put on a mask and wear a helmet, they won’t be able to tell if I’m an NPC or a player.’


  


  ‘In a war, tens of thousands will move, and I won’t be found.’


  


  The Chinese players started to have similar ideas. The problem was that they numbered in the hundreds of thousands. There were exactly 430,000 of them.


  


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Phew, so the rumors were true.”


  


  Sooner or later, the Overgeared Kingdom would declare war. The dubious reporters clicked their tongues at the information that flowed from various places. The procession of troops was constant and spread out like a river in the place known as the second capital of the Overgeared Kingdom—the desert city of Reidan. This was the moment when the rumors turned out to be true. 


  


  “Why now?”


  


  Experts had long foreseen the conquest war of the Overgeared Kingdom. The Overgeared Kingdom needed more land to handle the growing population. Moreover, the moment the three western territories of the Gauss Kingdom were taken, the Overgeared Kingdom would be able to build a canal. Experts had speculated that the Gauss Kingdom adjacent to the Overgeared Kingdom would be the first target of the conquest war, and this became a reality.


  


  So far, everything was as expected. However, the timing was strange. Wasn’t it less than a month before the National Competition? It was time for the participants of the National Competition to make a final growth spurt. Additionally, 17 of the top ranked players of the Overgeared Guild had already announced their intention to participate in the National Competition. This was the main focus of the Overgeared Guild, and it meant it would be difficult for them to participate in this war.


  


  In fact, the lord of Reidan had changed. In order to prepare for the National Competition, Zednos had temporarily withdrawn from the position of lord. It was clearly stated that Reidan’s city information that Nyangmong was acting as the temporary lord.


  


  “It is enough to declare war after the end of the National Competition. Why do they want to go to war without their main players?”


  


  It was widely believed that the military power of the Overgeared Kingdom surpassed the Gauss Kingdom. However, the power of the Gauss Kingdom could never be ignored. Sandwiched between the Eternal Kingdom and the empire, the Gauss Kingdom had grown its national power for hundreds of years.


  


  This proved that they had both excellent resources and diplomatic ability. Their military strength was greater than what was known to the world. If the orc army of the Twilight Kingdom actively supported the Overgeared Kingdom, they would be able to easily overwhelm the military power of the Gauss Kingdom. However, this was a less likely story.


  


  It was because the Chinese government explicitly advised orc players not to participate in this war. The Chinese orcs were forced to turn away from this war. There was fear underlying their loyalty to the Chinese government.


  


  ‘In the first place, the pride of the Chinese people is very strong.’


  


  Would the haughty Chinese people with hundreds of years of history be blinded by the quest rewards and move according to Grid’s will? It was ridiculous.


  


  “Wait?”


  


  Then there was a flash in the minds of some of the whispering reporters.


  


  “I know why the Overgeared Kingdom has started the war now.”


  


  “Yes. They are trying to suppress variables.”


  


  The National Competition was an event that didn’t apply only to the Overgeared members. The rankers of the Gauss Kingdom would also participate in this National Competition. For them, the rewards of the National Competition were more important than the kingdom’s crisis.


  


  “The level of the Gauss army is laughable compared to the quality of the soldiers armed with Grid's set. The Gauss Kingdom needs as many players as possible to fight in the war against the Overgeared Kingdom. However, with the rankers missing, would ordinary players dare to join the war? They will shrink back at the thought of dying a dog’s death.”


  


  “On the other hand, the Overgeared Kingdom has Grid. As long as Grid is in the forefront, the players of the Overgeared Kingdom will gather momentum rather than shrink back.”


  


  “Ah... This is why Grid isn’t participating in the National Competition.”


  


  “This time, he is stabbing at the gap of the National Competition in reverse.”


  


  They didn’t imagine he would take advantage of the circumstances that had given him emotional pain. Grid wasn’t ordinary. 


  


  “...Eh?”


  


  The reporters admiring Grid started to doubt their eyes. They looked to the left and right. Orcs, who hid their faces and wore helmets, were showing up everywhere in Reidan. They were trying to move secretly and carefully, but their large body size and high numbers made them stand out.


  


  “This is crazy...”


  


  The reporters had climbed the rooftops of high-rise buildings or the bell tower to look over Reidan. Now their expressions stiffened. The black-skinned orcs had appeared in the hundreds of thousands. There were at least twice as many orcs as the Overgeared troops that had already gathered in the army.


  


  “Is this an orc army or Overgeared army...”


  


  The reporters were anxious to see the Chinese government get turned upside down.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  ‘It is as Lauel expected.’


  


  Grid used the king’s authority to launch a large-scale national quest, Gauss Invasion. He didn’t have the authority to make it a compulsory quest. The only way to increase the quest participation rate was to use rewards, and this consumed an astronomical amount of resources.


  


  On the other hand, Teruchan ruled the orc world where power was strength and had different circumstances. Teruchan was able to force the quest under the rule, ‘The order of the orc lord is the law.’ Naturally, Grid ordered Teruchan to make it compulsory. He wanted as many orcs as possible to join the army to increase the chances of victory.


  


  However, Lauel disagreed. It would cost the orc lord to force the request. In order to maintain his current position, Teruchan had to restrain from cost-consumption.


  


  “Even without the compulsion, the orc’s participation rate will be very high. Many of the orc players who are dissatisfied with Teruchan are planning to change their race again in two years. Yes, this psychological state will work. They will want to gain as much strength and stamina as possible in the two years before they change classes. Will they really miss out on the race quest they don’t know will occur again?” 


  


  Lauel’s assertion was true. Based on the number of black-skinned orcs that filled the desert outside Reidan, most orcs seemed to have joined the war. It was amazing to see them all shielding their IDs.


  


  ‘They don’t want to miss out on the rewards, even if people will swear at them.’


  


  Piaro climbed over the wall and reported, “Everyone has gathered.”


  


  He was wearing armor, just like when he invaded the Saharan Empire’s imperial palace. His appearance was handsome enough to make even Grid look bad. After today’s opening battle, he would be the commander in charge of the war against the Gauss Kingdom while Grid left for the East Continent.


  


  Grid nodded and used the Lightning Speed skill. The Blue Dragon Boots emitted lightning, and Grid’s body moved. He stood with the sky behind his back as he descended to the platform below the walls, gazing at the Gauss army gathered across the desert.


  


  “Waaahhhhhhhh!”


  


  “Che.”


  


  The 200,000 Overgeared soldiers screamed while the 400,000 orcs grumbled after discovering Grid.


  


  “Quiet.”


  


  “...!”


  


  The orc players staring at Grid with discontent were forced to close their mouths with amazement. This was because Grid’s voice was clearly transmitted to their ears despite him speaking in a low voice. It was unbelievable. He was delivering his voice to all these people without a voice amplifier...?


  


  ‘Is this what happens when Dignity reaches the extremes?’


  


  The orc players inferred that it was Grid’s dignity stat that gave him an overwhelming presence as they stood upright, secretly in awe of him. It was actually due to an item given only to the first player to establish a knights division. They didn’t know the existence of the Ruler’s Cloak and were swallowed up by Grid’s presence.


  


  Simultaneously, in Reinhardt, the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom… 


  


  ‘Did you think we weren’t prepared?’


  


  The assassin group of the Gauss royal family was covertly moving through the shadows. They barely avoided the eyes of the rumored Overgeared farmers and planned to infiltrate the royal palace to kidnap Overgeared King Grid’s family. The assassins confirmed that they had avoided the surveillance net and were climbing the walls when vines swirled around their legs. 


  


  A man sitting in a reed field while watching the walls ate a potato and muttered, “It’s peaceful.”




  Chapter 1154


  “It is over 500,000.”


  


  King Nemesis was sitting by the windowsill. The weather was good. The sunshine was warm, and the wind was refreshing. Reidan’s desert was hot, but the trees that had been planted in the garden had fruit.


  


  “As expected, the orcs have a high participation rate in the war.”


  


  The Gauss Kingdom had maintained its history and traditions even on the border of the empire. Their long history proved they weren’t a kingdom to be bullied. 


  


  At the heart of the kingdom, there was a competent royal family. King Nemesis was bright and had sensed a change from the moment the new empress started the reforms. He had foreseen and prepared for the Overgeared Kingdom’s conquest war. Once he heard that the orc lord had pledged allegiance to the Overgeared King, he already started preparing for the invasion of the orc army. This meant they had enough time to prepare for it.


  


  “It will be very close.”


  


  King Nemesis waved his hand, causing a small shockwave that hit the branches of a cherry tree. He hurriedly caught the fallen cherries, roughly wiping them with his sleeve and then putting them in his mouth.


  


  “Hrmm.”


  


  The taste and aroma of the cherries spread through his mouth, leaving a lingering aftertaste.


  


  ‘Could the Gauss Kingdom also leave a lingering impression on someone?’ King Nemesis had this thought as he spoke to the prime minister standing beside him, “They’re sweet, fresh, and delicious. The people will like them.”


  


  “I’m glad.”


  


  For nobility and royalty, a garden was a symbol of authority. The size, magnificence, and beauty of the garden were used to flaunt their power and financial resources. However, King Nemesis was an exception. His garden was large and lush but not beautiful. It was full of fruit trees like an orchard. The empire’s ambassador had sneered at the king for his taste. Nevertheless, the nobles of the Gauss Kingdom didn’t shame King Nemesis as he had planted the fruit trees to give a bit more to the people.


  


  “It must’ve started.”


  


  Regardless of whether it was the west or the east, kingdoms that were geographically close always had bad relations. The hostile relationship between the Gauss Kingdom and the Eternal Kingdom had lasted for hundreds of years, and the Overgeared Kingdom had inherited it.


  


  The Gauss Kingdom hadn’t forgotten the tragedy of Borneo, where 3,000 young soldiers had been killed. From the time that Lauel—who killed the 3,000 surrendered soldiers—became the reigning prime minister of the Overgeared Kingdom, the relationship between the two kingdoms became irreversible.


  


  This war had been foreseen for a long time. The Gauss Kingdom had six plans for victory in this war.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “As expected, we can’t let our guard down.”


  


  ‘Detector’ was the sum of alchemy, where magic and science were combined. For a variety of reasons, countries without alchemy coveted them. It was said that it was more advantageous to use the money it would cost to build an alchemy facility to buy a detector.


  


  However, the detector was one of the few items even the empire found hard to obtain. It was because this product could only be produced in high-grade alchemy facilities, and the success rate was atrociously bad. The empire had exactly 23 detectors, most of which were distributed to the commanders on the front lines.


  


  Yet in the capital, Reinhardt…


  


  “Now, now. Look at the things clinging to the walls.”


  


  The soldiers of the Overgeared Kingdom were hiding behind pillars of the outer walls and watching the intruders. They were extremely ordinary soldiers yet some of them possessed detectors. It was an absurd sight that couldn’t be seen even in the empire.


  


  “They are slower than a turtle.”


  


  “Every step along the way, they have to slow down to take a breath and look around.”


  


  “They are extremely careful. That’s how they managed to get here while avoiding the eyes of the farmers.”


  


  The detector was a mix of alchemy products that could visually detect targets, multi-faceted crystals, the Magic Power Detection spell, and various telescopes. The structure itself was relatively simple because it wasn’t much different from a telescope, but it couldn’t be easily produced due to the crystal correction and the low probability of the magic spell being attached.


  


  However, Grid had recently dramatically raised the level of Reidan’s alchemy facility and produced more than 50 detectors. The increase in the facility level temporarily raised the success rate of the detectors, and they produced a batch of detectors, aiming for this exact timing.


  


  Most of the 50 detectors were first deployed at Reinhardt’s gates. Some veteran soldiers were holding a detector. These soldiers had been watching the invaders from the beginning, waiting for the right timing to kill them. They planned to appear above and below the walls the moment that the intruders climbed halfway up and became incapable of escaping. Yet the soldiers didn’t have to act.


  


  “Eh?”


  


  A stench pierced their noses. It resembled the stench of the rotten flowers that Piaro had buried deep below the walls a few months ago. Why did he bury the bizarre flowers that had withered and rotted under the walls? The soldiers hadn’t known why, but they discovered the reason at this moment. The flowers they had thought to be dead and buried were actually alive. Vines dug out of the earth and moved secretly, winding around the ankles of the intruders in unison. 


  


  -Puraaaaaaaah! Grotesque petals emerged from the ground with a bizarre scream.


  


  It was a daunting appearance not only for the intruders caught in the vines but also for the soldiers on the walls.


  


  “Hiik!”


  


  “M-Monster!”


  


  The intruders screamed. They tried to cut the vines clutching their ankles, but this resistance was pointless. Before they could even make a few moves, they were swallowed up by the rafflesia. Dozens of humans were swallowed at once, and the rafflesia’s enlarged stem seemed like a devil’s esophagus.


  


  The sight was so terrifying that the soldiers broke out in goosebumps, and their faces turned pale. 


  


  The rafflesia gazed at the gulping soldiers and raised the corners of its mouth, shaking its vines. It was like it was smiling in greeting. Watching the flower disappear back into the ground, the soldiers murmured, “What the hell are we supposed to do...?”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  ‘By now, they should’ve been discovered.’


  


  Burang stood quietly at the north gate before starting to move. He was moving toward the south—the opposite direction of the soldiers.


  


  ‘I have to act quickly while the assassins get the soldiers’ attention.’


  


  Burang was a refugee from the Rotemon Kingdom, which had been destroyed by Great Demon Berith. He acquired the nationality of the Overgeared Kingdom back when they were accepting refugees on a large scale. During the past few months, he stayed in Reinhardt and lived among the ordinary people.


  


  However, Burang’s daily life was over today. Now, he had to regain his original identity of ‘Nemesis’ Sword’ or ‘Gauss’ First Sword’ and carry out his final task.


  


  ‘It has been a long time.’


  


  Burang’s infiltration mission had been designed from the time Berith attacked the Rotemon Kingdom. The Rotemon Kingdom had been in a state of confusion and chaos. After acquiring the identity of a Rotemon Kingdom resident with a few gold coins, Burang had waited quietly for the kingdom’s destruction. Then he naturally became a refugee and was able to become a member of the Overgeared Kingdom without much suspicion.


  


  ‘My great king.’


  


  Step. Step. Step. As he walked silently along the lively boulevard, Burang—King Nemesis’ Sword—was determined.


  


  


  ‘I will surely live up to your expectations.’


  


  Burang’s gaze was directed at the artificial forest in the downtown area. There was a small reservoir in the forest. It was the place where Overgeared Queen Irene often gathered orphans, handing out food and reading storybooks to them. Burang had been observing Irene’s path for months and knew she was a respectable royalty. Even so, she was the enemy. He had to kidnap her and pass her onto the colleague waiting at the west gate. Eventually, he would die, but it didn’t matter. He could sacrifice his life one hundred times for his family, his kingdom, and his king. 


  


  Burang entered the forest and the withered leaves crumbled. The knights lurking all over the place appeared in unison and surrounded him.


  


  “Go back. This place is closed today...” The knight couldn’t finish his words.


  


  Burang’s sword didn’t give them time to speak.


  


  “This skill...! Be careful!” The knights recognized Burang’s prowess and fought back. Burang planned to destroy them in a flash, but...


  


  ‘To think that the strength of the queen’s guards is this good?’


  


  The knights, who had been trained by Piaro and Asmophel and used Mercedes as a role model, far exceeded Burang’s expectations. They were at least twice as strong as what Burang had observed for months. It meant the knights had been hiding their skills.


  


  ‘Unbelievable!’ Burang’s eyes shook.


  


  He, one of the greatest talents of the Gauss Kingdom, was having difficulty with ordinary guard knights who weren’t even representing the Overgeared Kingdom such as Piaro and Mercedes? He was feeling flustered when the voice of a child entered his ears, “What is going on?”


  


  “...!” Burang looked back and saw a pretty young man with black hair. It was Overgeared Prince Lord. He had just entered the forest, and there were no escorts by his side. Lord was just with a few of his girlfriends as always.


  


  “Your Highness! It is dangerous!” The knights hurriedly cried out, but Burang was already rushing toward Lord.


  


  ‘It is a chance from Heaven!’


  


  According to his usual schedule, Prince Lord was supposed to be at a different place, yet he had appeared here. Burang saw it as a chance from Heaven and stabbed at the prince with his sword. He didn’t intend to kill the prince though. A hostage needed to be alive to be valuable.


  


  “You dare to act against the prince?!”


  


  ‘What?’ Burang was stunned. The moment he attacked Lord, the women standing by Lord’s side pulled out maces and swung them at him. Their momentum was even more superior than that of the swordsmanship of the knights he had just been dealing with. How was it that these thin bodies could contain such power?


  


  Burang retracted the sword he aimed at Lord and blocked the maces, barely managing to stop after taking a few steps back.


  


  ‘I knew they were not ordinary women, but I didn’t expect it to be like this.’ Burang gritted his teeth.


  


  The knights were behind him while the women with maces were standing in front of him. Burang was surrounded. 


  


  Lord gazed at Burang and ordered, “Capture him, but don’t kill him. We needed to determine from him how many enemies are in the capital.”


  


  “Hah! Do you think it is possible to capture me without killing me?” Burang realized that the mission had failed and revealed his true power. He gave off a powerful air that was enough to make the knights and Rebecca’s Daughters candidates nervous.


  


  Lord bowed his head slightly. “You have worked hard, Master.”


  


  ‘Master? What all of a sudden…’


  


  “...Eh?” Burang’s vision tilted.


  


  He looked back with a trembling gaze when he felt an intense pain at his neck. A man with dark skin had completely assimilated with the darkness of the forest and was staring down at him. King of Shadows, Kasim—Burang’s shadow had long been subdued by him.


  


  “This... Why...” The fallen Burang fell into deep despair. He had a hunch...


  


  His country would soon perish.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  -You were born in a big country proud of its 4,000 years of history. Do you want to follow an unscrupulous small king? Don’t you have any pride?


  


  -I’m sure they’re eyeing the rewards. Tsk, it is really shameful.


  


  -One China is a dream that is hard to achieve easily. China has a large population, but there is such garbage.


  


  The Chinese viewers were divided over the 400,000 orc army gathered in Reidan. They went crazy upon seeing the orc players, who should be the pride of China, stood on Grid’s side. Even the anchors who needed to continue broadcasting expressed blatant discomfort.


  


  『 The entire world is watching this scene now. How will the world react when they see a small giant of South Korea dominating 400,000 Chinese players? They will laugh. Yes, they will definitely laugh. How much will they laugh when they see the Chinese nation at the heart of the world being dominated by only one Korean? We can’t raise our heads from the shame. It is really the worst day. Today’s event will remain in China’s long history. 』


  


  “......”


  


  China was overturned, but Reidan was calm. The 600,000 troops and tens of thousands of spectators were silent at Grid’s words. Thousands of cameras from broadcasters around the world were filming the scene. As China and the world watched, Grid first spoke to the soldiers of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  “Piaro and Asmophel will be at the forefront of the army, and Mercedes’ shield will protect you. Be fearless. Advance valiantly and annihilate the enemy.”


  


  “Attention!”


  


  Sounds filled the desert. Shouting alone caused the dust to swirl.


  


  Grid’s gaze turned to the orc army. “You won’t regret it.”


  


  These words were sufficient. Understanding what Grid meant, the orc players nodded and made up their minds. Grid made a brief speech like the big war wasn’t in front of him and then turned his attention to across the desert. 


  


  The tens of thousands of Gauss soldiers freely entered the desert and stood in the middle of it. This was proof that the Gauss Kingdom was formidable. The leader of the Gauss Kingdom knew that the dark-skinned Twilight orcs were vulnerable to heat. Even now, the Gauss Kingdom would be sending troops here. They intended to make the desert the stage of the war to suppress the orcs’ power as much as possible. The key to this war was to break through the desert before the enemy’s forces arrived.


  


  Grid leaped through the desert and entered the flying state as the aura of the blue dragon surrounded his body. Then he used Blackening and Quick Movements to maximize his movement speed. A sandstorm occurred along the path that Grid moved. He looked like a giant dragon.


  


  “Divinity. Item Combination.”


  


  Grid combined two swords into one within the enemy’s field of vision. From the perspective of the Gauss army, Grid was still as small as a dot. Then...


  


  Grid appeared in front of the Gauss Kingdom’s army. The concept of space didn’t restrain him.


  


  『 Shunpo? 』


  


  “100,000 Army.”


  


  Grid’s waist bent over significantly.


  


  “Massacre Sword.”


  


  A single blow took over the battlefield.
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  “...!”


  


  The Overgeared Guild members, the orcs, the onlookers, the reporters, and the knights—including Piaro—were all lost. After making a short speech, Grid flew through the desert alone...?


  


  ‘T-This absurd person!’


  


  ‘Why are you leaving 600,000 troops to rush into the enemy camp alone?’


  


  The orc players were baffled by Grid’s actions.


  


  “E-Everyone! Chase His Majes—!” Piaro tried to give an order but closed his mouth.


  


  It was because Braham appeared suddenly and raised an index finger to his lips. “You don’t understand a legend.”


  


  From Braham’s perspective, Piaro was nothing more than a child—a child who had been a legend for less than 10 years. Apart from their birth narratives, the legends of the current era had few stories to be handed down to future generations. However, Grid was different.


  


  “A legend isn’t just a title that means a strong person.”


  


  Chaos broke out in the surroundings as Grid, who was gradually moving away while making the sandstorm dragon, suddenly disappeared from view. The viewers could see Grid’s location through the camera, but the people at the scene missed Grid suddenly crossing the horizon in an instant.


  


  Braham, whose eyes were enhanced with magic, couldn’t handle the storm caused by Shunpo. He checked the skin mask Grid gave him and clicked his tongue. “A story passed through word of mouth that is never destroyed. Those who are called legends of this world are trying to write an immortal message.”


  


  A story that wouldn’t be forgotten after hundreds of years? It couldn’t be ordinary. A story based on common sense couldn’t be imprinted strongly.


  


  “A legend is someone who ‘goes beyond strength’ and shows ‘something that can’t happen’ or ‘something that shouldn’t happen.’”


  


  A long time ago, Braham had told Grid that the notion of military force was pointless in front of a legend. The reason that legends didn’t die easily was that conventional concepts didn’t prevail in legends. The desert shook. The sand dunes in the desert rose and cascaded down, drawing the exclamations of the 600,000 troops and spectators.


  


  Piaro barely caught sight of Grid beyond the horizon. Nearly 100,000 enemies were swept away by Grid alone. The tens of thousands of spears, swords, arrows, and magic were broken. In the face of a legend’s unique presence, the ordinary soldiers faded away. Just as how countless legends shone light on only some heroes, Grid alone was the protagonist of the battlefield.


  


  “Grid’s achievements are no less than those of the previous generations. Due to a lack of study and experience, he has been mainly fighting in one-on-one battles, but that will be solved with time. Look. The personification of a miracle is truly a legend.”


  


  Grid alone had swept away 100,000 troops.


  


  Braham smiled happily, and Piaro felt inspired as he watched Grid, who would be described in unbelievable legends.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [You have transcended the concept of space!]


  


  ‘Dammit!’


  


  Shunpo, which had a terrible probability, was activated. Grid was flustered by the skill that moved the user to a place within his ‘field of view.’


  


  ‘My luck isn’t good!’


  


  In fact, there was no need for Grid to act in his war. His power was dominant, but how could he participate in a war when he was so busy? Grid planned to launch only one sword dance in order to raise the morale of his army. He would put as many enemies as possible into his field of view, activate 200,000 Army Crushing Sword for a magnificent opening ceremony, and then head directly to the East Continent.


  


  However, his plan was completely ruined.


  


  “Heok!”


  


  ‘Shit!’


  


  The soldiers of the Gauss Kingdom were terrified. Grid was close enough to see their pores, and he moved back hurriedly, swinging his sword.


  


  “100,000 Army Massacre Sword!”


  


  It was only one blow. Only one person swung his sword horizontally. Even so, the aftermath was great. The shields and armor of dozens of soldiers standing in the path of Grid’s sword got sliced, and thousands of soldiers were killed. The wavelength caused by Grid’s half-moon cut swept through a 30-meter radius.


  


  Some of the soldiers were horrified when they heard the cry ‘100,000 Army Massacre Sword’ and watched as their nearby comrades disappeared without a trace. It seemed that the sword would annihilate them like the name suggested. Maybe they had already died. The soldiers lost their sense of reality and felt such doubts.


  


  “...!” 


  


  “...!”


  


  Following a wave that shook the desert, the headquarters of the Gauss Army was stunned to see part of the army disappear in a fan shape. Seated in tents on a hill behind the camp, they had been waiting for an enemy attack. However, the current situation was too absurd. They were clearly keeping their eyes open and watching the battlefield, yet they lost thousands of troops without being aware of it.


  


  [Your demonic power has increased.]


  


  [Your demonic power has...]


  


  [Your demonic power...]


  


  [You have defeated an enemy during the war. A small amount of experience has been acquired.]


  


  [You have defeated an enemy during the war. A small amount of...]


  


  [You have defeated an enemy...]


  


  In Grid’s field of view, notification windows were being updated sequentially. Thousands of gray pillars symbolizing death rose up and scattered, and the battlefield seemed to become covered in fog. If Lauel had been present, he would’ve said, “Kukukuk, it is the fog of death.’


  


  “W-What? What is this?” Duke Ulbeos, the commander of the Gauss Kingdom’s army, shouted to get an understanding of the situation, but no one dared to step forward. The other people didn’t understand the situation either. The army’s headquarters was fully and utterly panicked when some soldiers and knights stepped up. The talents had come out.


  


  “Surround the enemy!”


  


  “Don’t respond with a skirmish. Lock the enemy in dust and fire magic and arrows!”


  


  “Immediately identify and report the enemy’s numbers and race!”


  


  “Increase the escorts for the commander! Hurry!”


  


  The knights on the battlefield gave orders based on the soldiers’ flags and drumming signals. The Gauss Kingdom had long been preparing for a war with the Overgeared Kingdom and was truly an elite army. Most of the troops moved in an orderly formation, except for some panicked soldiers who witnessed the ‘enemy’ firsthand. The deep sands of the desert didn’t disturb them either. This was due to the effectiveness of the ‘shoes’ that the Gauss Kingdom had been preparing and distributing for years. They wore basilisk leather soles and stood on the sand like it was flat ground.


  


  ‘Did they prepare really thoroughly?’


  


  Grid, trapped in the encirclement, could see it. A chill went down his spine when he realized that the level of the Gauss Kingdom’s army far exceeded the expectations of the leaders of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  ‘I thought my army would overwhelm them, but it isn’t the case.’


  


  The place where the Gauss Kingdom spread out their troops was exquisite. It had a considerable slope and was surrounded by a barrier made of the nest of the giant worms. They had completely grasped the desert topography. Grid measured the efforts of the Gauss soldiers, who must’ve inspected the desert hundreds of thousands of times in preparation for this day, and clutched his sword more tightly.


  


  His sword was a greatsword of a suitable standard that would be comfortable to swing with one hand. It was a combination of Grid’s Greatsword and the Enlightenment Sword, maximizing slash damage and skill damage.


  


  ‘It worked out better.’


  


  Grid, who had resented the activated Shunpo, now felt grateful. He determined that it wouldn't be possible for the 600,000 troops led by Piaro to break through here without any damage. The Twilight orcs were too vulnerable to the heat, and the speed at which the Gauss Kingdom set the desert as the battlefield was beyond expectations.


  


  ‘I will do my best.’


  


  Grid, who was surrounded by heavy infantry holding shields, sensed something and shifted his gaze. However, he couldn’t see what he wanted to see. The soldiers had been trained thoroughly, and they blocked his vision. Before Grid reached transcendence, he would’ve been helpless under the dust magic being used to control his vision.


  


  Now Grid’s status had been built up several times, and he was able to identify the enemy’s location and intentions without looking. He could feel the magician units to the west and north highlands. One was 1,500 meters away, and the other was more than 3,000 meters away.


  


  “......”


  


  The flow of magic power caused the air to tremble. There was the sound of bowstrings being pulled, and the angle of the arrows refracted the sunlight. Finally, the wind blew toward him. The flags fluttered like they had been waiting for it, and the encirclement loosened.


  


  


  Grid used all his senses to contemplate the battlefield and opened up Berith’s Power. Then the world witnessed the second coming of a great demon. 


  


  [Automatic Transformation]


  


  [Passive skill.


  


  If you are targeted by a projectile, a metal shield made of defensive metal will be automatically generated in real-time.


  


  10,000 damage will be absorbed per shield.


  


  * The duration is one minute.]


  


  The alchemy of 22nd Great Demon Berith, who terrorized the world—Grid recreated this absolute power and created an infinitely smooth metal that couldn’t be cut or pierced. The physical power of the arrows was different from the magical energy of spells. In the end, the projectiles were unable to deal a single scratch to Grid’s body.


  


  Grid took one step forward. “Restraint.”


  


  An indescribably overbearing energy filled with deterrence engulfed the battlefield. No one dared to get close to Grid, and the nature of the sand in the desert changed. Then soldiers started rushing in from all directions.


  


  “Wave.”


  


  This single sword dance led to Link, Kill, Pinnacle, Drop, Revolve, Flower, and Transcend. After quickly entering the center of the battlefield where tens of thousands of soldiers stood, he hit back with Flower Revolve and then devastated the area with two consecutive Transcended Link Flower due to God’s Command. At this point, the light elemental blinded the magician group on the west side.


  


  Grid flew into the sky, going higher and higher—as high as possible. Before long, he managed to see the mesmerized nobles, the soldiers under the flags, the knights commanding the army, and the soldiers barely standing with trembling legs. The magic and arrows baptism poured down without any breaks. Thanks to the God hands, Noe, Randy, and the Overgeared Skeletons, Grid somehow held up against the devastating bombardment.


  


  “200,000 Army Crushing Sword.”


  


  It had been a long time since the magicians unleashed devastating spells that would sacrifice their allies. In the process of breaking through the enemy lines, Grid had lost the effect of the First King. Therefore, 200,000 Army Crushing Sword was a risky skill since it consumed Grid’s health.


  


  Still, he had no choice. He was a legend and transcendent, but in the end, he was a player with restrictions in stamina. Grid believed it was better to cut down as many enemies as possible while he could still wield his sword, instead of lying down passively and waiting to self-destruct.


  


  The sword energy swallowed up the magic and imprinted itself onto the battlefield. It was a powerful strike that split the enemy in half. 


  


  “Ah... Ahhh...”


  


  The Gauss Kingdom’s forces were completely lost. The Chinese viewers watched the battle from beginning to end and were overwhelmed with excitement.


  


  “C-Cool...!”


  


  “Amazing! It’s amazing!”


  


  Jealousy, discrimination, and antagonism were indispensable parts of human nature. Even at this moment, there was a flood of malice and hostility on the Internet where they could chat without being face to face. The more a person was exposed to the public, the more vulnerable they were to the Internet. Grid was the same. He was the target of many Chinese people. No, he had been a target of malice and hostility for people all over the world, including South Korea.


  


  However, it changed at this moment. Grid’s absolute force dominated the battlefield alone. His ability to overwhelm a nation overturned even the negative public opinion in China.


  


  -I would follow Grid if I were an orc.


  


  -Refreshing! Too cool!


  


  -The real person is in South Korea.


  


  -A god...! My new god!!


  


  -The Korean peninsula manages to exist independently without being absorbed into China’s 4,000 years of history because the Korean peninsula produces new talents every time!


  


  -The pride of Asia! Grid!!


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Thank you. I would’ve died if you had been one second later.”


  


  He had just wanted to trigger a sword dance, but things became too big. Grid led the most important first battle of the war to victory and barely recovered with Ruby’s help.The 600,000-strong army cleaned up the remnants of the enemies while the knights fought valiantly against the enemy’s reinforcements that arrived.


  


  Despite the successive battles, the morale of all soldiers remained at 100%. This meant that Grid’s performance was too great.


  


  “Stupid. You were unreasonable,” Ruby retorted with a sour expression. She was happy with her brother’s performance but heartbroken by his struggle.


  


  “Sorry.” Grid stroked his sister’s head before rising from his spot.


  


  The durability of his items was a mess. Due to the large number of enemies, too many attacks had accumulated, and all his items were flashing red. If he hadn’t swapped items throughout the battle, some of his equipment would’ve been destroyed.


  


  ‘However, the experience of Fenrir’s Cloak has increased.’


  


  Moreover, it was by an incredible amount. It was higher than expected even considering the buff in item experience acquired. Elfin Stone’s Ring activated the blood-sucking effect every time the cooldown time ended, and there was only 20% experience left until it reached the legendary rating. If he worked hard in the East Continent, he would be able to liberate Elfin Stone.


  


  “The start is good. I will leave the rest to Piaro.” Grid recalled the list of quests on the East Continent prepared by Han Seokbong and was about to leave the battlefield with a light heart.


  


  “Kukuk! Kuhahahaha! Arrogant Overgeared King! Soldiers who don’t know the world! You never dreamed that you were digging your own grave!” Duke Ulbeos was a named NPC, and he was relatively fine after being hit by 200,000 Army Crushing Sword. The commander of the Gauss Army suddenly left the battlefield and burst out laughing.


  


  Once he felt everyone’s attention on him, he pointed to the land dyed red with the blood of the Gauss Kingdom’s soldiers. “Have you forgotten that vampires are sleeping below the desert?”


  


  “Ah...!” The orc players became as stiff as statues. They despaired when they realized the decisive reason for the Gauss Kingdom setting the desert as the battleground.


  


  “Haha! Kuhahahat! Today will be the grave for you and all of us!”


  


  Currently, it was still the early evening. It was a good thing that the schedule had been accelerated because of that crazy king, but it was not in broad daylight. The sun’s momentum had weakened, so it was possible for the vampires to be active.


  


  Duke Ulbeos’ laughter grew louder while the Overgeared army and orc forces stepped back. The red sand started to sway. The desert was filled with silence, and an eerie and horrifying atmosphere was created.


  


  『 Hup...! 』


  


  The anchor of a broadcast couldn’t bear it and screamed. Tens of thousands of places in the red sand surged, and black figures popped out. They were vampires with pale skin and blood-red eyes. Inspired by the smell of the battlefield, they forgot the Curse of Idleness and woke up, leaping to the ground. They were excited by the multitude of prey and would soon commit indiscriminate slaughter. The moment the people were convinced of this...


  


  “Your Majesty!” The vampires all turned in one direction and kneeled down. Their deeply lowered heads were pointed in Grid’s direction.


  


  Duke Ulbeos, who hoped the Overgeared army would be destroyed, sat down and swore, “...XX, this really isn’t possible.”


  


  He was shocked and so exhausted that he was about to give up everything. Meanwhile, broadcasters all around the world ran ads at the same time. They had the gut feeling that now was the time to pull out the fee for quality broadcasting.


  


  -XXX is really XX X. XX XXX XX guys.


  


  The viewers’ dissatisfaction was naturally rampant. All the curses that existed in the world flooded toward the national broadcasters. However, the broadcasters were proud. The ads they were showing was the official video of the S.A Group.


  


  It was the third opening video for the National Competition. Coincidentally, the now-talked-about Grid emerged in the first scene.


  


  “Extremely Honorable Painting.”


  


  The shockwave—that occurred as the swords of the revealed demon king and Kraugel interlocked—caused the wounded and collapsed rankers to shake. An important scene from last year’s Demon King’s Subjugation event marked the beginning of the new opening video.


  


  -I am seeing it again.


  


  The exchange between Grid and Kraugel caught the eyes of the viewers. The audience chat rooms filled with curses became quiet. The camera filming the battle soon moved away from the two men. Once the two people became as small as dots—


  


  Flap. There was the sound of big wings unfolding, and white feathers appeared on the screen, completely obscuring the two dots. Then this year’s demon king appeared on the stage. He sat on a golden cloud and wore angelic wings. They were pure white wings.


  


  Then the wings soon became black. It was the sign of the fall.


  


  -Who is this year’s demon king?


  


  The viewers, who had been excited by Grid’s performance, felt their emotions being amplified. Thanks to one virtual reality game called Satisfy, all humans were feeling happy.




  Chapter 1156


  The first battle of the war ended with the victory of the Overgeared Kingdom. The Gauss Kingdom’s army was devastated by Grid and couldn’t afford to stop the advances of the Overgeared army and the orcs. The defeat of the Gauss Kingdom was inevitable from the time when the vampire army turned out to be Grid’s people.


  


  “Waaahhhhhhhh!”


  


  The cheers of the 600,000 allied troops filled the night sky. The dust storm caused by the war were raised by the roars and the stars were revealed. The brilliant starlight represented the hearts of the allied army.


  


  “We won! We won!!”


  


  “God Grid! I love you!”


  


  The orc players were excited. Death lurked in a war. 


  


  A bloody fight in an unfamiliar desert. They expected it to be difficult in many ways but they won thanks to Grid. It was also a victory without any damage. It was enough to wash away the unpleasant feeling of fighting for Grid. However, they were concerned about the accusations that would be made by the people.


  


  “...Cough.”


  


  The cheering orcs closed their mouths at the same time. They couldn’t rejoice and their faces darkened. It was at this moment.


  


  “Do you see it? The first engagement is over! The result is a great victory for the Overgeared allies! The Gauss army, who gathered in Reidan desert, were destroyed without a trace while the Overgeared allies suffered little casualties!”


  


  “The military power of the Overgeared Kingdom allied with the orcs is reminiscent of the empire’s power...”


  


  “It is theoretically possible to fight against an army alone. The growth limits of a typical NPC are clear. Think of just a few years ago. Soldiers from all over the continent were a source of terror for players. Then what about today? Countless players are surpassing the soldiers’ specs. Today, Grid once again demonstrated a player’s potential. This is what we will look like a few years later.”


  


  Reporters from all over the world gathered and started to praise the allies. Of course, they included Chinese reporters. It was strange.


  


  “Look at the dignified appearance of the orc players! They are the protagonists who helped win this battle! They deserve applause for their heroism!”


  


  “...?”


  


  Was it favorable? The faces of the orc players were rotten because they didn’t know that the public opinion of China had reversed.


  


  “It is clear that they are praising us to make us less vigilant and then they will make our identity public.”


  


  “Shit, the broadcasters are really sneaky. I can’t live because I’m so scared.”


  


  “Cover my face well. I might be found dead tomorrow morning if my real face is discovered.”


  


  The reporters were being kicked out of the battlefield as the orc players were whispering about the Chinese broadcasters. The soldiers couldn’t stay still when outsiders rushed in and spoke words that couldn’t be understood.


  


  However, the cameras were unaware of the soldiers and remained on the scene, focused on the vampire army. The group of vampires, who made the Gauss army feel despair, approached Grid and bowed their heads. The number of vampires might be less than 30,000 but they showed off the unique atmosphere of a top species. They showed off a prestige that didn’t lose to the orc army. In particular, the presence of Noll and Tiramet at the forefront were unparalleled.


  


  “Your Majesty, give the command.”


  


  This war was a great boon to the vampires. Their faces were glossy as they fed on the Gauss army and leveled up. However, Grid was uncomfortable. The fact that the vampires became NPCs belonging to the Overgeared Kingdom had to be kept a secret. His later plans to lure players and feed the vampires were thwarted.


  


  Grid’s brow was furrowed with a headache when he received a whisper from Lauel.


  


  “You don’t have to worry too much. Rather, it worked out well.”


  


  “Why?”


  


  “Don’t you know how many foolish humans there are in the world? There will be fools who will attack the vampire cities because they are jealous that the vampires have become part of our army. You don’t have to worry about the food shortage of the vampires.”


  


  “Won’t this be a problem? The vampires haven’t grown enough yet. Won’t the vampires be killed in reverse if rankers break in?”


  


  “What if we place all the city’s elite vampires, including the direct descendant vampires and the true blood vampires, at the entrance?”


  


  “...!”


  


  Dungeons were places that were created to be attacked. As a result, weak monsters were found near the entrance while strong monsters appeared the deeper players went. The challengers would first adapt to the environment of the dungeon by hunting weak monsters and become stronger as they reached the depths.


  


  Then what would happen if they encountered a boss at the beginning? What’s more, the vampire city was a dungeon where time was needed to adjust to the darkness after entering. Even a ranker was likely to be caught by the combined attacks of the direct descendant vampires and true blood vampires who emerged from the darkness.


  


  “It is a great method.”


  


  Grid admired Lauel’s plan and his worries were dispelled. He ordered the vampires who were staring at him with bright eyes, “Hunt the monsters in the desert and then return. In the future, the masters and elites of each city will live at the entrance.”


  


  “As Your Majesty wills!”


  


  The vampires answered vigorously before scattering in all directions. They were influenced by Grid’s Blood King effect and were temporarily liberated from the Curse of Idleness. This meant they were filled with motivation.


  


  Grid saw the vampires leave and clutched Piaro’s big hand tightly with both hands. “I’ll leave the rest to you. I wish you luck.”


  


  “I will dedicate the Gauss Kingdom to Your Majesty and prove my loyalty.”


  


  “You absolutely can’t die. Your life is far more important than victory.”


  


  “...Don’t worry.”


  


  “I’ll keep that in mind.”


  


  The knights, including Piaro and Mercedes, responded with a smile. The command that knights normally received was to ‘win even if you give your life.’ They were thrilled because Grid’s command was always different. They couldn’t help being happy, even if it was something they shouldn’t be happy about.


  


  “Braham, please take care of them.”


  


  “I already know!” Grid once again made a request to Braham who replied bluntly. He was annoyed because Grid had repeated the same words over the past few days. “You’re not a parrot... tsk, has your brain hardened because you are scared of the East Continent?”


  


  “Honestly, I’m nervous.”


  


  How could he not be nervous? The reunion with Garam was scary. Was he afraid of defeat and death? No. He wasn’t afraid of the defeat and death that he had already experienced countless times. He was afraid that the difference in skill with Garam hadn’t been narrowed down. Losing might be natural but he would feel despair if the skill difference was still overwhelming.


  


  Raiding Great Demon Berith, becoming a Magic Swordsman of the Epics, creating Greed, meeting the Tower of Wisdom and gaining their teachings... Grid had grown significantly over the past year. Since Garam was a ‘naturally growing’ super-named NPC, Grid was afraid that if the skill difference hadn’t been narrowed, the formula that ‘players can’t catch up to named NPCs’ would be established.


  


  Braham stared at Grid’s trembling black eyes and spoke earnestly, “I’m certain that I’m a strong person who can rank highly among the legends of the previous generation of legends.”


  


  “Huh? Ah... Yes."


  


  As expected of Braham. He was still showing off in the middle of this situation. Grid’s expression subtly changed but Braham’s attitude was still serious.


  


  “I was vigilant yet I was stabbed in the back and killed by Pagma.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Additionally, it has been revealed recently that the Undefeated King was superior to Muller in terms of potential talent.”


  


  What did Braham want to say? Grid’s expression became solemn.


  


  Braham scoffed. “You are the successor of these geniuses. Be nervous but don’t be afraid.”


  


  “...Thank you.” Pagma was the person Braham hated most in the world. Yet in order to encourage Grid, he pulled out Pagma’s name. Grid bowed politely to Braham. “I’m not afraid.”


  


  “In any case, it won’t change the fact that you will be caught up in that person called Garam.”


  


  Braham took off the skin mask and handed it to Grid. He was preparing Grid’s heart. He warned Grid that Garam was still stronger in order to prepare him, so that Grid wouldn’t feel frustrated even if he lost to Garam. It was true that the yangbans were strong. This was why Braham didn’t follow Grid to the East Continent. If he accompanied Grid and Grid was still beaten by the yangbans, Grid might really feel desperate.


  


  “Then I’m going...”


  


  Grid ripped the intercontinental movement scroll he received from Sticks and disappeared in a flash of light. The knights and Overgeared members prayed for Grid.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  


  “?”


  


  The East Continent’s beginner village, Pangea. Grid arrived in the desolate ruins that were unlike the past and frowned. It was because hundreds of players were handcuffed. 


  


  ‘The last time I came here, the jiangshi popped out.’


  


  Now players were being treated as sinners. Grid was thinking this when a soldier came to his side.


  


  Click.


  


  He was handcuffed.


  


  [Both hands have been bound!]


  


  [The handcuffs are made of absorption magic stones. All skills and magic are prohibited.]


  


  [If you use your strength then the handcuffs will be broken.]


  


  ‘...I can’t do that.’


  


  Grid roughly guessed the situation. He was certain that Garam would be searching for him after Garam lost his dignity twice. The Cho Kingdom was forced to follow Garam’s will and started to station troops here at Pangea, the essential gateway for the West Continent.


  


  ‘The standards of the East Continent are definitely very high.’


  


  Grid, who had just slaughtered the Gauss army, was clearly able to compare them with the soldiers of the Cho Kingdom. The level and armed status of the Cho Kingdom soldiers were much more prominent. Of course, from Grid’s standpoint, the Gauss army and Cho Kingdom soldiers were the same.


  


  “Next.”


  


  He waited in the long line silently until it was finally Grid’s turn. A hunchback used his bulging belly as support and closely observed Grid’s face. However, he didn’t realize that Grid was Grid. Grid wore Berith's Skin Mask and was disguised as Kentrick.


  


  There were many reasons why he changed to Kentrick. Kentrick had no history of visiting the East Continent and he was almost forgotten in the West Continent because he had lived as a fugitive for many years. Additionally, Grid was similar in shape to Kentrick so he was still comfortable in his clothes when disguised as Kentrick.


  


  “...No. Next.”


  


  The hunchback Nobuldam shook his head and passed Grid. Then Grid was freed from the handcuffs and headed to the exit of the village. Beyond the exit, players could be seen fighting with the jiangshi on the plains.


  


  ‘The steel jiangshi.’


  


  The steel jiangshi was the most common among the five types of jianshi. However, they possessed a ‘solid body’ that was a basic characteristic of the jiangshi and was a tough opponent because of the powerful body. In particular, they were a counter to physical damage classes. Most people stumped by the jiangshi were warriors, not magicians.


  


  “Hrmm.”


  


  Grid shifted his gaze from the plains and opened a map. This was a map of the East Continent that Han Seokbong took a few nights to draw. The geography of the Kaya Kingdom, Pa Kingdom, and Xing Kingdom were only roughly expressed but the map described the geography of the Cho Kingdom in great detail.


  


  ‘First, start with the lazy cow community.’


  


  [Pangea’s New Star 1st Stage]


  


  [Stage 1: It is relatively easy to obtain information from the residents of Pangea.


  


  * Every time you destroy a monster community formed in the north, the level and effectiveness of the title will increase.]


  


  It was one of the titles that Grid held. As the name suggested, it was a title from the East Continent and the growth expectations were very low. The first stage was gained from conquering the big poisonous rat community and the effect was very disappointing.


  


  ‘It can be an even more useless title now that Pangea is gone.’


  


  However, Grid had returned to the East Continent. He also planned to complete as many quests as possible before meeting Garam. Grid first planned to test it by attacking several communities. Who knows? It could be a surprisingly useful title.


  


  “Huh?”


  


  Grid memorized the position of the lazy cow community in his mind and put away the map, only to cock his head. There was a strange person near the entrance of the village.


  


  [I am a doctor. I’ll repay you one day so please escort me.] A woman was squatting down with this sign. She looked very exhausted. It seemed like she had spent a few days here.


  


  ‘People are really cold.’


  


  Grid shook his head and approached the woman. The woman’s ID was Hera.


  


  “If you want to cross the plains then follow me.”


  


  Grid, who had undergone enough events to fill 54 autobiographies, had grown into a figure who didn’t turn away from hard-working people. Of course, he had an eye for people and wasn’t easily caught.


  


  ‘It would be nice to add more doctors to the city.’


  


  What’s more, the doctor class was enough to attract Grid’s attention. The doctor class didn’t have immediate recovery skills but it was a class that could heal more wounds than a priest through ‘time’ and ‘process.’ The disadvantage was that the growth rate was slow because their hunting ability wasn’t good and they couldn’t find a party. However, there were countless bus drivers in the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  “Oh, thank you... Ah.” Was there really someone who reached out to her? Hera was a bit bewildered by the unexpected suggestion. She soon came to her senses and observed Grid’s behavior, showing an awkward reaction. “K-Kentrick? I would like to express my sincere gratitude for your favor but you don’t seem to have identified the level of the jiangshi...” 


  


  Hera was genuinely worried only to close her mouth. Grid had left the village and exchanged attacks with a jiangshi, destroying it relatively easily.


  


  ‘Phew, it is hard to pretend when I am capable of killing it in one blow.’


  


  Hera approached the frowning Grid. “Thank you very much, ranker!” 


  


  “...?”


  


  This standard was enough to be called a ranker these days? No way.


  


  ‘She must be a beginner.’


  


  It was natural if she was a doctor. Grid felt sorry for Hera and started to walk ahead.




  Chapter 1157


  ‘Isn’t it a bit unclear?’


  


  Grid smashed the jiangshi’s head and looked at the blood-soaked golden hammer. The Blacksmith Hammer to Go Against the Gods—it was a production item made when competing against Hexetia. The performance was so excellent so the last of the pavranium was left behind in it instead of being used as a material for Greed. The performance was naturally referring to the performance associated with producing items.


  


  The Blacksmith Hammer to Go Against the Gods wasn’t a combat weapon so he was vulnerable. The physical damage was only 870. It had a better attack power than an epic rated weapon but that was it. There was no separate option for enhancing combat power, except for the blessing of the four gods.


  


  It also wasn’t a sword so the passive effect of Grid’s Swordsmanship wasn’t applied to it. Nevertheless...


  


  The jiangshi fell too easily. Grid was just too strong. Grid’s superior stats, various titles, the Weapon Mastery skill that increased the damage of all types of weapons, and being level 405, allowed Grid to easily destroy the steel jiangshi with the hammer. It wasn’t inconspicuous. In other words, Grid was breaking the basic rules he had to follow in this adventure.


  


  ‘This won’t work.’


  


  Grid felt the attention of people and swapped items. Rather than the Blacksmith Hammer to Go Against the Gods, he pulled out the Dragon’s Hammer that only had 290 damage.


  


  Peok peok! Peok peok peok!


  


  ‘Um, this is just right.’


  


  Grid looked gratified as he defeated the jiangshi at a similar pace to other people. Since the critical damage caused by the ‘Death in One Shot!’ title was too strong, he cheated people’s eyes by adjusting his attack speed.


  


  ‘Now there will be no more misunderstandings about being a ranker?’


  


  Three attacks in two seconds—Grid swung the hammer as slowly as possible at the steel jiangshi while glancing at Hera. She was gazing at Grid with envy. After realizing the reason, Grid quickly used a skill he had acquired in the Behen Archipelago.


  


  “Hu, the jiangshi are so strong that I have to keep using my skills, consuming a lot of mana.”


  


  “This isn’t the first time you’re using a skill?”


  


  “I’ve been using it all the time?”


  


  “I-I see. I thought you were just swinging in a basic attack.”


  


  “That can’t be. I am an ordinary person. I guess my skill impact is so ordinary that it is hard to distinguish it from a basic attack.”


  


  ‘There is a story.’


  


  Hera thought there must be a story when an unusual person continued to emphasize their mediocrity. She didn’t want to embarrass the other person so she focused on exploring her surroundings.


  


  ‘It is definitely near.’


  


  Hera, a doctor, had come to the East Continent to seek medicine. There were a total of seven types of medicine she needed to obtain. Among them, the crystal dandelion roots and the white balloon were said to grow naturally near Pangea. However, she couldn’t seem to find them no matter how she looked...


  


  “Ah!”


  


  They had been moving for an hour but was still far away from the horizon. Hera was just beginning to get tired when her eyes flashed. She found the dandelion petals shining like a transparent crystal. She was concerned about slowing down her benefactor’s pace so she quickly took out tools to gather the dandelion roots. However, there was an unexpected problem...


  


  ‘The difficulty of collection is too high!’


  


  The crystal dandelion roots exerted a medicinal role only if it was collected intact. In order to gather the roots whole, the dandelion petals shouldn’t be damaged. The petals of the crystal dandelion melted at even the slightest human touch due to the warmth.


  


  ‘It will take a long time to get the root out without touching the petals.’


  


  The crystal dandelion had no stems. The root was right underneath the petals. In other words, the petals were close to the ground. A space needed to be dug around the soil in order for the root to be collected entirely. However...


  


  ‘I can’t ask him to wait...’


  


  Hera looked at Kentrick, who was fighting the steel jiangshi. Unlike his blunt appearance, this man was already providing Hera with enough convenience. Although he could break through the plains faster, he delayed his schedule in order to match Hera’s pace. Hera wasn’t shameless enough to ask him to wait while she collected medicine.


  


  ‘The crystal dandelion roots are available in Karas.’


  


  Karas was the capital of the Cho Kingdom. It was a place where products from various parts of the country were concentrated so there was also a way to obtain dandelion roots. Hera judged in a moment and got up from her spot with regret.


  


  “Did you come to seek medicine?” Grid, who had just knocked down a steel jiangshi, approached Hera and sat down.


  


  Hera nodded. “Yes, that’s right. I’m looking for ingredients for a medicine that can cure my client’s illness.”


  


  “Isn’t this the medicine you’re looking for?”


  


  Grid pointed to the crystal dandelion petals and Hera laughed bitterly.


  


  “That’s right. However, I think it will take too long to gather...? Eh?”


  


  Hera’s eyes widened. Kentrick dug at the dirt with his bare hands and quickly extracted the crystal dandelion root.


  


  “H-How?”


  


  Hera couldn’t believe it. The dandelion petals and roots weren’t damaged at all. The rating of the dandelion root required for the medicine was ‘superior’ or above. However, the dandelion root that Kentrick dug up was in such perfect condition it could be classified as high class-grade or special-grade.


  


  “D-Do you collect herbs as a side job?”


  


  The crystal dandelion roots were so hard to collect even with full tools yet he collected it perfectly in seconds and it was with his bare hands? Grid handed the crystal dandelion roots to her as she made a dumbfounded expression.


  


  “Please pay the market price.”


  


  “O-Of course!”


  


  Typically, special-grade medicines were exclusive to the royal family. Hera nodded cheerfully because she was certain it would be difficult to find special-grade medicine in Karas. 


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [The Advanced Herb Gathering skill has been opened.]


  


  [Increases the rate of herb gathering and increases the probability of gathering herbs with a higher rating.]


  


  


  ‘Not bad.’


  


  Just as the mining skill was opened when he dug up minerals, gathering was a common life skill activated through direct action. However, it usually activated at beginner level. Meanwhile, Grid’s gathering skill started at advanced. It was a natural result since he collected several crystal dandelion roots which had a high gathering difficulty.


  


  ‘Doing a good job brings blessings.’


  


  Grid finally crossed the horizon and checked the 12 dandelion roots piled up in a corner of the inventory with a pleased expression. The price Hera paid for one root was 53 gold. It was a little over 60,000 won.


  


  ‘Digging up a few herbs is equivalent to enough nutritional meals for a month.’


  


  Ah, it seemed he could even buy meat. Grid generated revenue outside of national taxes for the first time in ages and wanted to hum. It felt like the easiest money he had ever earned in his life. Hera looked at Grid like he was a monster.


  


  ‘What the hell is this guy?’


  


  Of course, the crystal dandelion root was a precious medicine. The rarity was reduced compared to other medicines of the same level because it was found near Pangea but it was still valuable. In fact, the first dandelion flower Hera found during the two hour journey across the plains was the only one. Meanwhile, in one hour, Kentrick had found 12 dandelions and collected all of them perfectly.


  


  Where did he come from and why did he have such ridiculous searching and gathering skills? Based on the blunt weapon he used, he probably wasn’t an assassin. After leaving the desolate plaints filled with the jiangshi, a new field appeared.


  


  “Do you need any more roots?” Grid asked as he was parting with Hera and she shook her head.


  


  “The earlier purchase was enough.”


  


  In fact, she wanted to secure some more just in case but it was too expensive. She didn’t have enough money. Hera was swallowing her regrets when Grid handed her two dandelion roots.


  


  “Use it when you need it someday.”


  


  “Eh...” Hera waved her hands. “I can’t receive this as a gift when you’ve taken care of me so much. Ah, I’m also a married woman...”


  


  “It is an investment, not a gift.”


  


  Hera misunderstood in a strange direction and her words were cut off in the middle. Yes, it was a gift but also an investment. How could it be common for a doctor to cross continents to obtain medicine for a difficult quest? Hera was likely to be a rare doctor and a very skilled person. After a moment of thought, Hera nodded and quickly accepted the roots.


  


  “You won’t lose from today’s investment. Thank you for the help."


  


  Hera said goodbye politely before heading south. She knew that the north had a large number of monsters and it was virtually impossible for her to go there. Even if it was hard, she would reach Karas safely after taking a detour.


  


  ‘One day, we will see each other again, unofficial ranker.’


  


  Hera’s bandages reserves were the same as before she met Kentrick. Unlike others, Kentrick had never rested during the two hours he took to cross the plains and he wasn’t even hurt. In many ways, he was an amazing person.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Magic Detection.”


  


  Grid arrived at the lazy cow community and used magic to find the enemy. It was a magic he hadn’t felt the need to use after gaining transcendence but there were so many cows grazing on the green grassland that he felt the need to collect accurate information.


  


  ‘I can be easily isolated if there are any enemies hiding.’


  


  He couldn’t be careless. The difficulty of the big poisonous rats was significant even when he thought about it now. The queen rat and her husband had been over level 400 so the monsters here wouldn’t be trivial. The proof was that the distant communities still existed despite many players visiting the East Continent over the past two years.


  


  ‘There is no one hiding.’


  


  The cows were grazing in the meadows—in other words, all the cows were in sight. Grid finished using Magic Detection and pulled out the Enlightenment Sword. He summoned the God Hands and ordered them to lure the nearest bull.


  


  Mooo!


  


  The bull cried out as it was hit by a sword swung by the God Hand. It took one second for the bull’s gaze to head to Grid. The ground shook every time the bull took a step. The closer he got, the more Grid realized how big he was.


  


  ‘I should measure the level first.’


  


  Grid planned to face the bulls with three horns with his basic attacks. He focused and waited for the distance to be narrowed to an appropriate level. However, Grid didn’t get the timing of the attack. The running bull suddenly stopped in place and returned the way he had come.


  


  Moo.


  


  “......”


  


  Grid realized that the bull’s wounds had quickly disappeared. The bull had forgotten his anger and was grazing again. This was why they were called ‘lazy cows.’ Was this why no one had ever attacked this place?


  


  ‘It is impossible to lure them one by one and kill one. I am forced to jump into the meadow and deal with the majority at once, or hunt them one by one from a distance.’


  


  However, the health and resilience of the cows made them too difficult to hunt from a distance unless there was a really powerful ranged skill.


  


  “Um... Transcend.”


  


  Grid thought for a while before starting a sword dance that doubled the power of his basic attacks and switched him to long-range attacks. Intense waves surged and Grid’s black hair soared upward.


  


  Moo.


  


  The bull stood in place and stared at Grid. His chewing of the grass seemed to ridicule Grid. Grid smiled and started to wield his sword. He was wearing Alex's Quick Gloves. Nine energy blades per second poured out toward the bull.


  


  Mooooooo!


  


  Hundreds of bulls repeatedly rushed to Grid and were turned to ash.




  Chapter 1158


  “It is too bad. It’s really disappointing.”


  


  The Koreans watching the videos of the war between the Overgeared Kingdom and Gauss Kingdom were sighing. The bigger Grid became, the more people expressed their regret. Their age group was also significantly higher. They were in the mid-50s to early 70s. This was the generation that witnessed and experienced the days when South Korea reigned as the pinnacle of e-sports.


  


  “A gamer’s best days are short...”


  


  There was a time when South Korea won games whenever a competition was held. The time when they were disgraced and condemned for being the runner-up at competitions did exist. However, this golden age was short. The e-sports myth of South Korea ended in 15 years after succumbing to the power of capital of the United States, Europe, and China.


  


  As talented people born and raised in South Korea started pouring their passions and talents in overseas league matches, the level of overseas games quickly overtook South Korea. By the time Satisfy was released years later, South Korea had already fallen into a position where it was considered a ‘country weak in gaming.’


  


  Then five years ago, a comet called Grid appeared. Grid brought up memories for those in their 50s, 60s, and 70s who had to gradually move away from games to become someone’s parents. He resurrected the glory of the past and restored the pride that the people lost.


  


  This was a virtual reality game played by two billion people. Satisfy had developed into a market many times larger than soccer, baseball, basketball, and rugby combined and South Koreans were happy in the past few years thanks to Grid. Nevertheless, the generation that had already lost its glory once knew that someone’s era couldn’t last forever.


  


  “He should be active when he is still in his prime...”


  


  “That’s right...”


  


  Compared to other sports, gaming had a very short heyday for players. Usually, those who were in their mid-20s were considered to be old. Grid had already passed 30. It wouldn’t be strange if he lost his title of supreme one.


  


  People were disappointed when Grid declared that he wouldn’t participate in the National Competition. It was unsettling that Grid’s prime could end in the next year or so. The moment that Grid’s prime ended, South Korea would never become first or second at the National Competition again.


  


  He showed an overwhelming strength this year and it was the year when he should participate in the National Competition...


  


  Many people were anxious. In addition to Grid, South Korea was packed with talents such as Yura, Peak Sword, Coke, and Eat Spicy Jokbal. However, the number of players was very small compared to the United States, Canada, United Kingdom, China, and other powers. Furthermore, Peak Sword and Eat Spicy Jokbal were older than Grid and they were likely to become less active in a few years. South Korea might miss one of the few opportunities to win the National Competition...


  


  As people’s concerns deepened, news started pouring out.


  


  -(Breaking) South America’s top ranker has become a Korean citizen?


  


  -(Breaking) The Ministry of Justice, under the Presidential Decree, will issue a special naturalization to Jishuka. 


  


  -It is in accordance with Article 7, Paragraph 1, Measure 3 of the Nationality Act.


  


  -(Breaking) Godly Archer Jishuka is a genius... she already speaks Korean at a native level. Her amazing Korean proficiency seemed to have a significant impact on the review.


  


  -The Patriotic Association is thankful for the government’s quick response.


  


  “...Wow.”


  


  “Noona, I’m dead.”


  


  The concerns of those who confirmed the news were swept away like they were lies. Despite being a normal class, Jishuka was considered to be one of the strongest high rankers. The first that a high ranker had become a Korean citizen seemed to lift the gloom that had been hanging over South Korea. The Internet was also in an uproar.


  


  -A new South Korea. A country that holds the two top beauties in the world.


  


  -The country of beauty.


  


  -Even in this century, South Korea seems to have superior genes.


  


  -Control your mind. It is Grid’s genes, not South Korea’s genes, that are superior.


  


  -...


  


  -...


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  ‘I think my father was wrong.’


  


  King Nemesis received the result of the Reidan desert battle and visited the tomb of King Cactus. The Overgeared King caused damage to the 90,000 vanguard alone and the vampire army that demanded blood were already the Overgeared King’s subordinates. King Nemesis heard the incredible news and came to a conclusion. His father had promised that the Overgeared King would never be Gauss’ opponent. He was wrong.


  


  ‘My father told me that Grid was just a lucky king. The truth is that we are the lucky ones.’


  


  Grid, an ordinary person, was able to become a king through all sorts of miracles. Since miracles were originally derived from luck, the king had lowered the concept of a miracle. In retrospect, they were destined to be kings from the moment they were born. Weren’t they the greatest beneficiary of luck? Was he blinded by his natural fate?


  


  ‘We should’ve seen and learned from the Eternal Kingdom’s destruction. Many things should’ve been corrected when the Overgeared Kingdom was founded.’


  


  However, it was too late. It was irreversible. All that remained was the last fight. King Nemesis returned to the palace and wore armor. It wasn’t a ceremonial ornament but equipment for war.


  


  “What is the situation of the reinforcements?”


  


  “It is said that they are still tied up in the Fold Kingdom.”


  


  “What type of power does the Fold Kingdom have to prevent the march of four kingdoms?”


  


  “The combat ability of 1st Prince Shining is more than rumored...”


  


  “The ones favored by the Overgeared King are amazing.”


  


  One of the measures he had prepared had become obsolete again. It once again proved that the miracle called the Overgeared Kingdom came from skill, not luck. In the end, the previous king’s assessment was wrong. However, all the fault lay with Nemesis, who couldn’t persuade the previous king.


  


  King Nemesis had a hard expression as he glanced at his last hope. It was an eight year old child. A young girl with blonde hair was sitting down and drinking fruit wine with a relaxed expression. She didn’t seem at all agitated by the news of the defeat. Even the Overgeared army would be ridiculous to the monster of the tower that even the empire had no control over.


  


  “Sir Goldhit, I apologize. Our war has become more disadvantageous then when we first made this request of you.”


  


  “Yohoho... Don’t worry about it.”


  


  Goldhit, the magician king who was rumored to overwhelm 10 great magicians alone. She was satisfied with the new body prepared for this war and laughed.


  


  “It is a tough war but I will help the Gauss Kingdom.”


  


  “Thank you, Sir Goldhit...”


  


  King Nemesis bowed his head deeply, unaware of Goldhit’s true intentions. King Nemesis believed that Goldhit had come to repay the old favor to Gauss. This was a misunderstanding. A monster who sacrificed tens of thousands of young children wouldn’t care about favors.


  


  ‘Braham...’


  


  A dark smile appeared on Goldhit’s face. She knew the relationship between Grid and Braham and easily deduced that the resurrected Braham would be with Grid. That’s right. Goldhit was dreaming of meeting Braham.


  


  The reason she had no direct contact with the Overgeared Kingdom was because she was worried that her bad relationship with Grid would become a barrier. Secondly, she wanted to witness Braham’s skills. Thirdly, she wanted to properly punish Grid who had turned her disciples and lightning god into wastes.


  


  “Yoho! Yohohoho...!”


  


  Enhanced magic was something her teacher Lilis had never learned. Now Goldhit would be different.


  


  If Braham directly taught her then she would surely be enlightened. In addition, Braham wouldn’t turn away from her, who was Lilis’ disciple. The relationship between Braham and Lilis was never trivial.


  ***


  


  “Wow... the road is endless.”


  


  “Do we need to move for another fortnight?”


  


  “What? To that extent?”


  


  The players, who barely escaped Pangea after defeating the jiangshi, encountered a new setback. They needed to stop by Karas first for a full-fledged East Continent adventure but the distance was far more than they expected and they felt despair.


  


  “The horses are tired too quickly because the road isn’t cleaned properly... I have to walk almost all day and I’m going crazy.”


  


  “At this time, I'm envious of billionaires. People like them can fly on a wyvern and arrive in no time.”


  


  


  “Wyverns can’t be taken out carelessly in the East Continent.”


  


  “Why?”


  


  “Dragons who failed to ascend to the sky and became monsters become jealous when they see wyverns.”


  


  “The sky... If I knew this then I would just go north.”


  


  “That is suicide.”


  


  Hera’s ears pricked up as the story of the north was heard from the group walking. North was the direction that Kentrick headed alone. She heard rumors that it was a place full of monsters but she thought it wouldn’t be a big challenge for Kentrick, who had killed the steel jiangshi. Still, she was a bit worried.


  


  “The monster communities in the north contain community of monsters that are incomparable to the steel jiangshi. In particular, the bosses of each community are over level 400.”


  


  “A field boss near the beginning town is over level 400...? Is that real? Isn’t it too exaggerated, even if this is the East Continent?”


  


  It was a normal reaction. Boss monsters level 400 or high could only be met in the top dungeons of the West Continent. The man who explained it to the disbelieving group looked proud.


  


  “Did I tell you about how I came to the East Continent before Pangea was destroyed?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “Did you know that Grid succeeded in capturing a community at that time?”


  


  “Oh?”


  


  “Yet he stopped at one.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Grid couldn’t even touch the other communities afterwards. It has been a few years and all communities are intact except for the big poisonous rat community cleared by Grid. It is the north that can’t be explored at all. So don’t say anything. Just look in front of you and walk.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Hera’s heart sank. Kentrick might be strong but wasn’t he alone? She was worried about Kentrick challenging a monster community that even Grid couldn’t challenge. She wanted to go back and help Kentrick but she didn’t have the power to help anyone. If she was there, she would just disturb him.


  


  ‘...I’m not fighting monsters but an illness.’


  


  Hera recalled her client’s son. The little boy had only known pain from the moment he was born, yet he still had a beautiful heart. Hera wanted to show him a wide world. She wanted to tell him with a smile that he had endured well.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Phew.”


  


  Grid endured it for ages.


  


  [The ruler of the lazy cow community, the ‘Special Black Cow,’ has been defeated.]


  


  [The Special Black Cow realized his foolishness only at the last moment.]


  


  [The second gateway in the north of Pangea has been dealt with!]


  


  [Foolish Gambler’s Die has been acquired.]


  


  [The Black Cow’s Horns have been acquired.]


  


  [7 blessed weapon enhancement scrolls have been acquired.]


  


  [11 blessed armor enhancement scrolls have been acquired.]


  


  [The title ‘Pangea's New Star’ has been enhanced!]


  


  “...The boss was a gambling addict.”


  


  The Special Black Cow was a type of monster difficult for ordinary players to raid. It was only when they won a gamble against the black cow that they could get an opportunity to attack. The black cow’s job of ‘gambler’ wasn’t ordinary and it was difficult to win in a gamble. The bigger problem was that the challenger couldn’t hurt the cow even when winning in the gamble.


  


  However, Grid was able to know the position of the die in the cup using his transcendent hearing and his attack power was enough to deal damage to the black cow.


  


  ‘If I wasn’t a transcendent, I would’ve been kicked out without getting a chance to attack and all my money would be gone.’


  


  It was creepy just imagining it. Grid shook his head and moved to the ‘toothless tiger’ community. Grid judged that his level would probably rise there.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  In Pangea...


  


  “...!”


  


  Nobuldam’s eyes widened as he was inspecting the new people who came from the West. In contrast to his rather tacky appearance, the high-ranking noble of the Cho Kingdom sensed that the energy of the Special Black Cow had disappeared.


  


  ‘Don’t tell me... did he come?’


  


  How the hell did he avoid the inspection?


  


  ‘No... it isn’t certain yet.’


  


  Nobuldam sent strength to his belly. Then his belly bounced like a ball against the ground and Nobuldam flew high into the sky.


  


  “A-Ambassador No!”


  


  The soldiers were shocked by the sudden situation but Nobuldam ignored them. He was a bit resentful toward the soldiers who failed to properly measure the Westerners’ ability to break through the plains and those who weren’t faithful to their duties. 


  


  ‘I have to hurry!’


  


  He had to grasp the identity of the person who destroyed the community. If he was right, he had to prevent this person from being hit. Nobuldam thought this as he moved north, his belly stretching like a ball. At the same time, in the Hwan Kingdom...


  


  “...You?”


  


  A beautiful man stopped while training his swordsmanship. One of the plum petals falling toward the tip of his sword scattered into hundreds of pieces of dust.




  Chapter 1159


  ‘The God Hands are the best.’


  


  Grid had felt a bit at a loss when he broke through the lazy cow community and entered the jungle. The jungle had been untouched by humans for a long time and was a mess. It was hard to see in the darkness. The bushes poked at his eyes and skin while poisonous insects entered his ears and mouth. There was the unpleasant moisture, scorching heat, swamp areas hidden by vines, etc. The difficulty of moving through the jungle itself was quite high. The difficulty level was comparable to an instance dungeon.


  


  However, Grid had the God Hands. The power of the God Hands, each one holding a sword, was incomparable to the weed killers of the army. They cut the bushes much faster and move actively, providing Grid with visibility and a safe path.


  


  “It’s cool.”


  


  He just had to walk along the opened road so it was fun. For the current Grid, even the hot wind felt like a fresh spring breeze.


  


  ‘It would be nice to make the God Hands in reality.’ Grid thought this as he walked slowly.


  


  He was checking the loot he obtained from the black cow.


  


  [Foolish Gambler’s Die]


  


  [Rating: Unique


  


  Durability: 5/5


  


  * The durability is reduced by one with every use.


  


  * Can’t be repaired.


  


  A die obtained from the black cow. You can roll the desired number.


  


  Conditions of Use: None.


  


  Weight: 0.1]


  


  First, there was the die. The purpose wasn’t exactly stated. It seemed like a simple entertainment item. However, the ability to ‘always roll the desired number’ was never simple.


  


  ‘It is definitely something that will help in certain situations. In addition, the black cow’s horns are the perfect high-grade material superior to a minotaur’s horns.’


  


  Most of the famous bows currently in circulation were made of a minotaur’s horns. A bow made of the higher rated material, the black cow’s horns, were more likely to have a ‘minimum’ legendary rating. The conclusion was that both the die and the black cow’s horns were a great luxury. Clearing the lazy cow community was not a bad choice.


  


  Nevertheless, Grid felt more regret than accomplishment. The cause was the title.


  


  [Pangea's New Star 2nd Stage]


  


  [Stage 1: It is relatively easy to obtain information from the residents of Pangea.


  


  Stage 2: The quest acquisition rate increases in the Pangea region.


  


  * Every time you destroy a monster community formed in the north, the level and effectiveness of the title will increase.]


  


  ‘As expected... It might’ve gone up one stage but it is still a title only usable in Pangea.’


  


  It wasn’t strange since ‘Pangea's New Star’ was the name. It was fully understandable but he still felt regret. Now Pangea was a complete ghost town. Quest acquisition rate increase? There was no meaning. There were no residents to talk to so getting a quest was nonsense. 


  


  Step, step.


  


  Grid hastened his pace. The foliage was constantly being cut. No, the God Hands were floating in the air in the distance while waiting for Grid. It seemed that they had reached the end of the jungle and judged their mission was over.


  


  “Defensive stance.”


  


  Grid issued a new order and the God Hands raised their blades. They spun unusually fast around Grid. It was a type of sword curtain. It wasn’t a great technique that boasted absolute defense like Sword Saint Kraugel or Biban’s sword curtain but it was good enough for Grid, who expanded the application of the God Hands. They were poised to tear all threats to Grid to shreds. 


  


  “Wow...” Grid exclaimed as he was guided by the God Hands and reached the end of the jungle. He admired the clear scenery. The red maple leaves turned yellow against the purple sky, creating a mysterious and dreamy harmony. A mountain towered in the center of the landscape, shining gold in symmetry with the sun. It was a completely different atmosphere from the scenery of the West Continent.


  


  ‘This is the community of toothless tigers...’


  


  Grid didn’t have time to spare and leapt off the hill. Was it surprised by the arrival of a stranger after a long time? The red clay-like land was shaking like it was wary of Grid.


  


  ‘...I don’t think there are any big problems.’


  


  It happened while Grid was stepping on the land, touching it, and smelling it. The leaves of the area shook and 10 tigers appeared. Strangely, the tigers walked like humans. They were one head taller than Grid and their shoulders were wider than a bear’s. The muscles on their bodies were developed. They had sharp claws and teeth and they were very intimidating.


  


  ‘What? They are fine?’


  


  The lazy cows were, as the name suggested, lazy. However, these tigers had their teeth, unlike their name. No, it was beyond a decent level. The sharp teeth glowed white without any tartar and raised Grid’s alertness.


  


  ‘They’re different. They could be tough opponents.’


  


  Grid handed Mjolnirs to the God Hands and held the Enlightenment Sword. He adjusted the distance so that he couldn’t be surrounded by tigers and prepared to perform the sword dance at any time.


  


  “Ttak!”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Ttack!”


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid’s concentration was boosted to the extreme, only for him to become flustered. He was surprised because the tigers shouted instead of attacking.


  


  “Rice cake! Rice cake! Rice cake! Rice cake!!”


  


  The tigers were shouting as they repeatedly tried to surround Grid and failed. Grid kept moving strangely and escaping from their encirclement so they became angry and expressed their irritation. 


  


  “Your rude brat! Let me talk, talk! Hold still for me to talk!”


  


  “...!”


  


  “It is my time to talk! A human should be terrified when seeing a tiger!”


  


  “...!”


  


  “Hold still! Don’t squirm around and stay in place!! Looking at your body, you’re an adult. As an adult, you should know that your butt is heavy! What female would like a guy with a light butt? You won’t be able to mate for the rest of your life!”


  


  “...”


  


  Weren’t there monsters that spoke the human language in Satisfy? It wasn’t unusual for tigers to speak the human language. Yet Grid was surprised and speechless. The tigers' tone was too realistic. It was reminiscent of the tone of the unemployed elderly people who lived in his neighborhood. Grid stared blankly at the tigers who kept yelling at him and they growled with satisfaction once they succeeded in encircling him.


  


  “Give me a piece of rice cake and I won’t eat you.” 


  


  “Wave.” This was the best method with dealing with a large number of enemies. The wide-area sword dance was activated almost immediately and energy blades were launched in all directions around Grid. He planned to deal with the tigers immediately by linking it with a basic attack. However...


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid’s ambush was blocked in advance. The tiger blocked the sword that wanted to cut off its neck using its hard teeth. Its upper body strength was lower than Grid but there didn’t seem to be a significant difference. However, its agility seemed to be boiling over. The stats of the lazy cows he met earlier focused on specific skills rather than physical strength. 


  


  “Can’t you stand still and listen instead of swinging your sword? Youths these days...!”


  


  ‘They are truly tigers.’


  


  Grid didn’t listen to the tigers’ cries. He felt he would be distracted if he focused on their conversation. 


  


  ‘The king of beasts should have superior racial bonuses so I should think of them as elite monsters.’


  


  Grid amplified his strength with Blacksmith's Rage and recovered the Enlightenment Sword from the toothless tiger. Then...


  


  “Aheung!”


  


  The tiger biting the Enlightenment Sword uttered a scream. Grid could see tears in its eyes. Grid was surprised. “Dentures?”


  


  It was the moment when the secrets of the teeth were revealed. Grid stared at the absurd sight of dentures embedded in the Enlightenment Sword and a toothless tiger spoke to him, “Rice cake... we want to eat soft rice cakes.”


  


  


  [A quest has been created due to Pangea's New Star’s effect!]


  


  [Give a Piece of Rice Cake]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  The toothless tigers lost their instincts after losing their teeth.


  


  They stay away from hunting and eating meat and miss soft food like rice cakes. 


  


  Even though the big hero felt sorry for the tigers and gave them dentures, they still miss rice cakes. They used to threaten the merchants passing by to take away the rice cakes.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Provide rice cakes to the toothless tigers.


  


  Quest Clear Rewards: Increased affinity with the toothless tigers.


  


  Quest Failure: Hostility with the toothless tigers.]


  


  “......”


  


  An increase in the quest acquisition rate in the Pangea region. Grid was silent for a moment as he experienced the effect of the second stage of Pangea's New Star. There had been rumors that named bosses could give quests but perhaps he was the first person to receive a quest from a normal monster, not a boss.


  


  Grid scratched his head and pulled something out from his inventory. It was a snack made by Sherry, a chef of the Second Overgeared Guild. It was the moment her effort to make traditional snacks from various countries due to the diverse origins of the Overgeared Guild came to fruition.


  


  “It is melting, heung.”


  


  “It is more delicious than the rice cake I used to eat, heung.”


  


  “It is good that my gums don’t hurt, heung.”


  


  The tigers were intoxicated on the sweet yet savory bean flavor and laughed as they enjoyed the rice cakes.


  


  ‘They are surprisingly cute...’


  


  Maybe the tigers weren’t simple monsters but were mythical creatures? Then they were corrupted by the evil daoist. Grid watched from far away.


  


  [★Hidden Quest ★ ‘Give a Piece of Rice Cake’ has been cleared.]


  


  [Affinity with the toothless tigers has increased as a reward for the quest.] 


  


  [The satisfaction of the toothless tigers are very high!” Affinity has increased further!]


  


  Now it was time to find their value. Grid started to question the tigers who were sucking the soybean flour on the tip of their claws. “Why are your teeth missing?”


  


  “One day, the king of Mount Bukdu came down to the forest and pulled out all our teeth. Aheung.” 


  


  “Mount Bukdu?”


  


  “There.”


  


  The tigers pointed to the mountain towering in the distance. Was it because of the sun? The mountain, that had been illuminated in gold when he first saw it, was now covered with the shadow of deep darkness.


  


  “Who is the king?”


  


  “The blue tiger... his fur colour is blue, unlike us.”


  


  “A blue tiger...”


  


  “A blue tiger. He is the offspring of the white tiger, one of the four sacred creatures, and is a terrible monster, heung.”


  


  “A descendant of the white tiger?”


  


  The bosses of the communities Grid had been to were clearly powerful. Yet a descendant of a sacred creature? 


  


  ‘Won’t it be different from the others?’


  


  Was this why the level of the toothless tigers was particularly high compared to the rats and cows? Grid became tense.


  


  “Why did he pull out your teeth?”


  


  “Aheung... I don’t know. The king was captured by a yangban a long time ago and his personality became strange after he returned. I don’t know what he is thinking because he stays in the mountains alone. In the past, he was very gentle and helpful...”


  


  “Yangban!”


  


  Did they drag away a rare animal for a show? It was possible when considering Garam’s personality. Maybe the blue tiger was ruined by the yangbans.


  


  ‘I’ll know if we meet.’


  


  Grid frowned and moved onto the next question.


  


  “Is the identity of the big hero a daoist immortal? He gave you dentures.”


  


  The hero who saved Pangea from a crisis—he left his mark here and on the colony of the big poisonous rats. After saving Pangea, he had kept moving north. This might suggest that the Peach Blossom Spring was somewhere in the north. However, the answer was completely different from what Grid expected.


  


  “He wasn’t a daoist immortal.”


  


  “What?”


  


  The person was so powerful despite not being a daoist immortal or a yangban?


  


  It happened as a chill was going down Grid’s spine.


  


  “Human! Get out of here!!”


  


  A thunderous roar came from the top of Bukdu Mountain and the entire forest shook.


  


  [You have discovered a strong presence of this era!] 


  


  [The Hero King’s fighting energy has started to boil!] 


  


  [Your transcendent senses warn you of danger!]


  


  The jungle landscape and Grid were assimilated. Grid was surrounded by the red-purple fighting energy and his sense of existence became as huge as a forest.


  


  “B-Blue tiger...!”


  


  The tigers’ eyes widened and they turned deadly pale.


  


  ‘I don’t know how strong he is.’


  


  Grid noticed a small dot descending from the mountain and started a serious and beautiful sword dance. His long arms moved in a spiral and blue-black petals scattered everywhere.


  


  ‘I can’t fall in a place like this when I have to take down Garam...’


  


  Grid’s expression stiffened. The blue tiger got close enough for his eyes to be visible and tears spilled like a waterfall—he obviously cried as he looked at Grid. “Pagmaaaaaa!!!!”


  


  “...!?”




  Chapter 1160


  At close range, the physique of the blue tiger was much bigger than the toothless tiger. Grid, who was 183 centimeters tall, had to tilt his head back completely to get a glimpse of the ‘king’ character on the blue tiger’s forehead. Nevertheless, Grid wasn’t overwhelmed by the blue tiger and was fascinated.


  


  The blue tiger was beautiful. The blue fur that shone with a white light seemed to make the jewels embedded in Grid’s crown seem frivolous. The iconic black tiger stripes, which gave off a complex sense of aesthetics that couldn’t be reproduced with Grid’s hand technique, blended with the blue fur.


  


  “Pagma!”


  


  The blue tiger suddenly arrived in front of Grid and stretched out his arms. All the twitching majestic muscles and the blue fur was menacing. However, Grid didn’t swing his sword.  The blue petals of sword energy fluttering with the falling leaves lost their purpose and dispersed.


  


  Against the beautiful backdrop, Grid stared into the blue tiger’s eyes. They were familiar eyes. Khan had always greeted him with such eyes when he reunited with Khan after a few months. There was longing and joy in the blue tiger’s eyes, who had watched the mountain and rivers change dozens, hundreds, of times.


  


  “Pagma!” The distance narrowed as the blue tiger jumped and hugged Grid. Grid almost collapsed from the weight of the blue tiger but he used all his strength to keep standing. He waited until the blue tiger finishing rubbing against his cheeks.


  


  “Pagma! You’re alive!!” The blue tiger cried. The black eyes, which usually held the depths of time, were teary and the pink nose was runny. The shoulders that were three times wider than Grid’s shoulders were trembling.


  


  Then after a moment...


  


  “Sniff sniff! Sniff sniff? Hyaaack!”


  


  The blue tiger that was crying, biting, breathing in, and rubbing against Grid suddenly became frightened. He had belatedly noticed...


  


  “Y-You! You aren’t Pagma! Aheung!”


  


  “...I’m afraid you can’t threaten me with those eyes now.”


  


  Grid hurriedly stood back on his feet and stared at the now roaring blue tiger. Scars that couldn’t be seen from up close covered the blue tiger’s body. They were one-sided scars—deep wounds that wouldn’t be erased for the rest of the blue tiger’s life. The blue tiger’s shoulders slumped.


  


  “Really... you really aren’t Pagma.”


  


  It was natural to think this person was Pagma. Unlike the other yangbans who acted harshly and in a vulgar manner, Pagma showed a quiet dancing posture. This temporarily overlapped with the person in front of the blue tiger. However, this human in front of him wasn’t Pagma. The blue tiger couldn’t distinguish between human appearances but he quickly noticed it. He remembered it vividly—Pagma’s sweet voice and the warm sunshine-like smell as Pagma reached out to him, who was crying in a cage. The blue tiger had been longing for it for hundreds of years.


  


  “Human, why do you have Pagma’s dances?” the snarling blue tiger finally asked a question.


  


  “I inherited the skills that Pagma left behind after his death,” Grid answered honestly. Lies were a deception rather than a consolation.


  


  “Aheung... I see. Pagma is dead.”


  


  Surprisingly, the blue tiger didn’t seem shocked. He reacted calmly like he heard news he already expected. Nevertheless, he couldn’t conceal his rising sorrow. His round face that was unlike his burly physique trembled. 


  


  “S-Shall we return to our cave?”


  


  “Y-Yes, aheung. We should go and eat garlic.”


  


  The atmosphere turned strange and the toothless tigers started to retreat. They were afraid of the blue tiger because of their experience of having their teeth removed. 


  


  The blue tiger’s ears pricked and he called out to them, “Aheung! Garlic? How can you chew on garlic when you’re missing teeth?”


  


  The blue tiger’s eyes widened and the cuteness immediately disappeared from his face. The majesty of a king that he showed when he first appeared returned and even Grid was on edge. The tigers were deadly pale. “H-Hiccup! D-Dentures! We chew with dentures!”


  


  “Dentures?” The blue tiger was distracted by Grid and only belatedly discovered the tigers’ teeth.  “Aheung! Where did you get dentures from?”


  


  “U-Uh, a human! He gave it to us out of pity, aheung!”


  


  “...!”


  


  The blue tiger was very surprised. He had full control of the Bukdu Mountain area and could easily detect any visitors. He had no idea someone had appeared and gave the tigers dentures. There was only one human who could deceive the blue tiger’s senses.


  


  “Aheung. Was the human perhaps in a bamboo hat?”


  


  “T-That’s correct. He was carrying a large bundle but there was nothing inside, aheung.”


  


  “That idiot Hwang Gildong...”


  


  ‘Hwang Gildong!’


  


  Years ago, Kraugel had revealed the identity of the big hero who saved Pangea from a crisis. Grid focused on the tigers’ conversation.


  


  “Take them out. Aheung.”


  


  “What do you mean?”


  


  “Dentures, confiscate. Aheung.”


  


  “......”


  


  The blue tiger took away the dentures of all 10 tigers. Thanks to this, the tigers became toothless tigers and scattered in a depressed manner. Grid watched this scene and asked, “Why is removing the tiger’s teeth related to garlic?”


  


  Maybe it was because he was Pagma’s Descendant, the blue tiger willingly answered Grid’s question, “To be exact, it is mugwort and garlic. Around 10 years ago, a wicked daoist sprinkled mugwort and garlic around Bukdu Mountain and ran away. I pulled out the tiger’s teeth so they wouldn’t eat them. Aheung.” 


  


  “Mugwort and garlic?” Grid asked as he recalled a story that every Korean would know.  [1]


  


  “Will they turn into humans if they eat it for 100 days?”


  


  “Aheung. No. If they eat it for 10 years, they will become daoist immortals.”


  


  “D-Daoist immortals? What? Daoist immortals are artificially made?”


  


  “It is a story that applies only to spiritual beings. For humans to become daoist immortals, they have to train steadily and rise.”


  


  Grid’s head became more complicated with the new information. “I heard that the evil daoist turned the animals around Pangea into ferocious monsters. Then why is he trying to make daoist immortals? Aren’t daoist immortals good? Why would the evil daoist that harmed so many people be trying to make daoist immortals...?”


  


  There were two evil daoists. One was the unidentified figure who was beaten by the great hero, Hwang Gildong. He was the one who turned the wild animals around Pangea into monsters and sprinkled mugwort and garlic over Bukdu Mountain.


  


  The other person, Arube, was the one who hid in Pangea Castle’s underground dungeon. Arube was an evil daoist who had the desire to take control of Pangea.


  


  Grid had believed the unknown daoist to be a mercenary hired by Arube. Now it seemed that wasn’t the case. The unidentified daoist was aiming for a bigger picture and Arube was likely to be the puppet used in the process.


  


  


  The blue tiger revealed a shocking fact. “It is true that daoist immortals are good beings. However, daoist immortals will become dependent on the society of gods, regardless of whether they are human or spiritual creatures. They are always exposed to the gods’ sight and find it hard to disobey the gods’ will. Aheung. In particular, spiritual beings often have less intelligence than humans and can’t disobey the gods.”


  


  “...Then a daoist immortal being good is meaningless unless the god who commands them is also good?”


  


  “That’s right. Aheung. Incidentally, it so happens that the gods aren’t very good.”


  


  Grid knew this as well. In particular, the gods of the East Continent were yangbans who treated humans as dogs.  At least, from a human point of view, they couldn’t be considered good.


  


  “Aheung. The identity of the evil daoist must be a minion of the Hwan Kingdom. There must’ve been a plan to turn wild animals into monsters to block people from accessing this area, allowing the tigers to become daoist immortals under the command of the gods.”


  


  It was the right guess. The gods of the East Continent wanted revenge on the gods of the West Continent and had to grow their army. It seemed clear that they intended to cultivate daoist immortals and make an army. However, there was something strange...


  


  “Didn’t the evil daoist steal the Red Phoenix Bow...?”


  


  The weapons of the sacred creatures on the East Continent, including the Red Phoenix Bow, were a type of barrier that blocked the emergence of great demons. One of the reasons why the yangbans were revered as gods was due to this barrier. The loss of the Red Phoenix Bow was a severe blow to the deification of the yangbans. They should be obsessed with the weapons of the sacred creatures. Then why did the servant of the Hwan Kingdom steal the Red Phoenix Bow? It was misleading. 


  


  The blue tiger shook his head. “Aheung? I stole the Red Phoenix Bow.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “It seems that after the Red Phoenix Bow suddenly disappeared, the panicked people thought an evil daoist did it.”


  


  The blue tiger rummaged around his voluminous belly and pulled out an orange bow that was like blazing fire. It was a large longbow but it looked like nothing in the big hand of the blue tiger.


  


  “T-The Red Phoenix Bow!”


  


  Grid was astonished when he peeked at the bow’s information using Pagma’s Eyes. The Red Phoenix Bow was found in this place?


  


  The blue tiger stared at the dumbfounded Grid and asked, “Human, Pagma rescued me when I was captured and abused by the yangban. Then he crossed the Red Sea. Aheung. Honestly, I thought Pagma would’ve died in the Red Sea. Yet Pagma crossed the Red Sea and arrived on the West Continent?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “There... how did Pagma live? Was he ridiculed by people for melting iron in fire and hitting it with a hammer?”


  


  “Pagma...” There was a lot to say about Pagma. He was a traitor to someone and a villain to someone else. However, he was also a hero. “Pagma was revered by many. He also saved the world.”


  


  “I... see.” The blue tiger’s eyes filled with tears. His figure was so sad and adorable that Grid hurriedly summoned Noe. It was due to a strange anxiety that Noe’s position as the cutest was likely to weaken.


  


  “Nyahahat! Hell’s best demonic beast is he… nyaaaang!” Noe, who appeared with his short limbs wide open, felt his hair rise and he hid behind Grid. Considering that the only ones Noe had been scared of so far were great demons and dragons, it meant that the descendant of a sacred creature, the blue tiger, was no less than them.


  


  “Ah, I didn’t expect you to be so surprised.” Grid stroked the Noe’s small head as Noe trembled in his arms.


  


  Then the blue tiger asked a new question, “Why did you cross to the East Continent? Aheung.”


  


  His eyes were glued on Noe but Grid didn’t know the reason. Grid answered honestly, “In order to become stronger. Become strong enough to kill Garam.”


  


  He couldn’t forget it—the wicked man who called all the blacksmiths of the West Continent to Pangea just for the sake of catching Grid. Such a fellow was aiming for him. Grid had to get rid of Garam. He would be killed if he didn’t get rid of Garam. He would really be crushed.


  


  “...It looks similar.”


  


  The blue tiger was filled with emotions when he read the willpower in Grid’s eyes. The blue tiger recalled the old image of Pagma, who had always remained strong and shouted that he would return to his country. He couldn’t help wondering if it was Pagma who sent Grid.


  


  After some contemplation, he handed the Red Phoenix Bow to Grid. “Humans think that making a barrier out of the weapons of the sacred creatures is to prevent the great demons from invading. The truth is that it is a barrier to block all sides. If you release the seal on the weapons of the four sacred creatures then they will give you the strength to confront the yangbans... Aheung!” 


  


  [The myth grade ‘Red Phoenix Bow where the Spirit of a Sacred Creature Resides’ has been acquired!]


  


  A mythical item with the power of the gods. Grid was feeling confused about receiving the Red Phoenix Bow with no strings attached when the blue tiger roared. Then there was an unforgettable voice.


  


  “Hahahat, welcomed faces are gathered side by side.”


  


  Long black hair and blue robes fluttered in the wind. The man who appeared in the sky exuded the energy of the blue dragon and shook the forest. He was a familiar face to Grid. “Garam!”


  


  “R-Run, Overgeared King...” There was a hunchback with a strange appearance. Nobuldam, who inspected players coming from the West Continent in Pangea, barely spoke before he turned to ash.


  


  Garam held Nobuldam’s neck with one hand and broke his neck. Garam shook off the blood on his hand like it was dirty and laughed. “Grid, my eyes encompass the sky and earth and there is no place in the north, east, west, and north that they don’t cover. Your death was inevitable the moment you crossed the Red Sea. Maybe it was due to his connection to Han Seokbong but he was trying to help you. The Cho Kingdom, who failed to guide him down the right path, will perish in the near future.”


  


  “You bastard!”


  


  Grid activated Lightning Speed attached to the Blue Dragon Boots.


  


  “The power of the blue dragon?”


  


  Garam frowned and Grid was about to use Blacksmith's Rage, Blackening, and Quick Movements.


  


  However, the blue tiger was faster. “Pagma's Descendant, unseal the Red Phoenix Bow first.”


  


  The blue tiger caught Grid’s ankle and threw Grid into the middle of the forest.


  


  “Ugh...!”


  


  A terrifying strength. Unlike what he wanted, Grid flew hundreds of meters away into the middle of the forest. In the distance, the blue tiger and Garam were engaged in battle.


  


  The toothless tigers came and pushed him. “I will repay you for the rice cake you gave!”


  


  “W-What? Wait!”


  


  Grid was nowhere to be seen. The place where the blue tiger had thrown Grid was reminiscent of a stone ruin. Then the moment the tigers pushed Grid to a certain place there, Grid suddenly warped to a new location.


  


  [1] The story of Ungnyeo, a bear who transformed into a woman after eating only garlic and mugwort for 100 days. https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ungnyeo
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  It was dark. Night? No, this place was somewhere underground. Grid used the light elemental.


  


  ‘...It is a cave.’


  


  It was a very narrow cave. If he didn’t squeeze his body, his shoulders would be touching the walls. If he didn’t bow, his head would be touching the ceiling. Grid started to move along the winding path with the light elemental and thought it was like a giant ant cave or a rabbit cave.


  


  “It’s safe, nyang. The great Noe has confirmed that there are no traps and monsters,” Noe, who returned after looking around, spoke. Hell’s best demonic beast’s senses became more advanced. The higher the level, the greater his ability to sense danger.


  


  Grid nodded with a rotten expression.


  


  [The third gateway in the north of Pangea has been broken through for the first time.]


  


  [It is thanks to the ruler of the toothless tiger community, the ‘Blue Tiger,’ favoring you.]


  


  [The title ‘Pangea's New Star’ has been enhanced!] 


  


  [A new quest granted by the Red Phoenix Bow where the Spirit of a Sacred Creature Resides has occurred.]


  


  [Red Phoenix Guardian]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  From the moment humanity was born, the red phoenix has been the guardian deity protecting the south part of the East Continent.


  


  Due to being sealed by the expelled gods, it has been enslaved and exploited for years. The red phoenix is currently weak, like a lantern on the verge of going out.


  


  Protect the soul of the red phoenix sleeping in the bow so that it can recover.


  


  Quest Clear Condition: Keep the Red Phoenix Bow where the Spirit of a Sacred Creature Resides in your inventory for two years.


  


  Quest Clear Reward: Acquire the 1,000th heart of the red phoenix. Affinity with the red phoenix will rise significantly.


  


  Quest Failure Conditions: Three deaths within two years.


  


  In Case of Quest Failure: The Hwan Kingdom will reclaim the Red Phoenix Bow where the Spirit of a Sacred Creature Resides.]


  


  [★ Another Quest Clear Condition ★


  


  Give 20 Red Phoenix Breaths to the Red Phoenix Bow where the Spirit of a Sacred Creature Resides.


  


  Quest will be instantly cleared and the red phoenix released.


  


  Quest Clear Reward: The red phoenix’s breath is absorbed into your body. Acquire the 999th heart of the red phoenix. Affinity with the red phoenix will rise significantly.]


  


  The Easterners tended to use the names Four Auspicious Beasts or four sacred creatures mixed together. Sacred creature referred to a mystical animal and were different from gods, which meant the people’s faith in the red phoenix, white tiger, black tortoise, and blue dragon wasn’t as deep.


  


  ‘That’s why I thought they were of a grade lower than the gods.’


  


  Now he saw that the Four Auspicious Beasts were also gods. They had been defending the East Continent long before the Five Seniors were driven to the east.


  


  ‘It is probably because of the Five Seniors and yangban that they aren’t treated as gods.’


  


  Grid frowned as he recalled the blue tiger’s words. In fact, the weapons of the sacred creatures were actually seals locking up the Four Auspicious Beasts? Now he could understand why the yangbans had the breaths of the sacred creatures. The yangbans weren’t helped by the Four Auspicious Beasts. They ruled the Four Auspicious Beasts and took away their power.


  


  ‘They are deceiving people that the barrier they set up is to prevent the great demons from appearing... it’s funny that they are the grandmaster’s last hope.’ 


  


  The more he knew, the worse they became. It made the Western gods, who were faithful to their emotions, seem pure. Of course, the Evil God Yatan and Goddess of Light Rebecca were questionable. It was difficult to judge them. It couldn’t be understood with human beliefs alone.


  


  ‘Stop thinking and focus on the situation in front of me.’


  


  Grid brushed off his complex thoughts and confirmed the effect of the upgraded title.


  


  [Pangea's New Star 3rd Stage]


  


  [Stage 1: It is relatively easy to obtain information from the residents of Pangea.


  


  Stage 2: The quest acquisition rate increases in the Pangea region.


  


  Stage 3: All spiritual beings in Pangea will favor you.


  


  * Every time you destroy a monster community formed in the north, the level and effectiveness of the title will increase.]


  


  In the end, the effect was still only applied to Pangea. Even so, the value was not low. Grid’s heart grew heavy as he recalled what happened at the toothless tiger community.


  


  “Tiger... are you okay?”


  


  In fact, in retrospect, it was unlikely the blue tiger would’ve been hostile to him even if he wasn’t Pagma's Descendant. Exchange with the toothless tigers had been set from the moment he broke through the lazy cow community. The blue tiger wouldn’t randomly hurt humans.


  


  ‘He is a good guy...’


  


  Grid’s worries deepened. The sight of Garam fighting the blue tiger and toothless tigers was depicted in his mind.


  


  ‘...No, it will be fine.’


  


  The blue tiger had enough strength to throw Grid hundreds of meters away with only one arm. As a descendant of one of the Four Auspicious Beasts, the white tiger, he wouldn’t be easily defeated by the yangban. He couldn’t be easily subdued, even if it was Garam...


  


  The disbelieving Grid touched his face. Then Berith's Skin Mask activated and his appearance and body shape started to change. This time, Grid’s choice was the old man Dante.


  


  ‘That jerk.’


  


  Grid’s face was hideous as he recalled the smiling Garam. The man who usually referred to Grid as the ‘ignorant masses’ now called him by name. It was like he was laughing at Grid’s disguise.


  


  ‘He has a real dog-like personality.’


  


  Would he have become similar to Garam if his former self had gained his present power? Grid shuddered at the creepy thoughts.


  


  


  ‘Garam tracked me down with the conviction I would be here.’


  


  From the beginning, Grid hadn’t expected to deceive Garam’s eyes with the skin mask. No matter how much Grid hid his energy, Garam was a transcendent with the blood of a god flowing through him and could easily see through the skin mask. However, this was a story when meeting face to face.


  


  This time, Garam knew and tracked Grid’s location despite no direct encounter. The hunchback Nobuldam hadn’t recognized Grid at the checkpoint but it was revealed he chased Grid and was captured by Garam.


  


  ‘They must’ve found me based on a certain situation...’


  


  There was only one situation that he could think of. It was breaking through the lazy cow community. Maybe there were watch towers spread throughout the communities. However, there was no reason to hesitate in destroying the communities when his location was already found.


  


  ‘While the blue tiger buys time, break through the rest of the communities and go to the Cho Kingdom.’


  


  It was necessary to confirm if the king of the Cho Kingdom was really protecting him. It was because the Cho Kingdom was a precious home for Han Seokbong and Sua.


  


  Step.


  


  Grid finally escaped the cramped, complex maze-like structure and saw vast agricultural fields. Large rabbits dressed like humans were working hard everywhere.


  


  Ttiring~


  


  [You have entered the hard-working rabbit community.]


  


  The cave that he passed through seemed to be a rabbit cave. Grid held the Enlightenment Sword in order to prepare for any rabbit attacks.


  


  “The rat that was able to become a member of the 12 Zodiacs by riding on the cow’s back was originally lacking in qualifications but the black cow was not an easy opponent.”


  


  A voice was ahead from above Grid’s head. Grid, who was already ready, raised his gaze and saw a rabbit sitting on a tree. The rabbit stared at Grid and jumped from the tree. “You have a good edge to your senses. You have remarkable insight to be able to see through the black cow’s trickery. You are qualified to receive the favor of the blue tiger.”


  


  “Rats, cows, tigers, rabbits... The 12 Zodiacs... Ah!” Grid finally noticed—the monster communities to the north of Pangea had a theme of the 12 Zodiacs.


  


  “Originally, us 12 Zodiacs were the servants of the Four Auspicious Beasts. However, our power quickly weakened since the Four Auspicious Beasts were deceived and sealed by the gods. Most of the spiritual beings following us lost their intelligence and became monsters.”


  


  “......”


  


  “Only Blue Tiger, the descendant of White Tiger, Earth Dragon, the descendant of Blue Dragon, and I, the beautiful Tosun, who was particularly cherished by the Four Auspicious Beasts, barely managed to maintain our strength and reason, and keep the other 12 Zodiacs under control. Then even that became impossible after Blue Tiger was kidnapped one day.”


  


  “Beautiful Tosun?”


  


  “Tosun is my name.”


  


  “Why Tosun...?”


  


  “I’m a female.”


  


  “...I see.”


  


  There seemed to be no complaints or questions about her name. Grid decided to let it go.


  


  Tosun’s explanation continued, “The moment Blue Tiger left his position, most of the tigers were turned into monsters or wild animals, attacking humans and being hunted in reverse. Even the 10 Tigers, who retained their qualifications, lost most of their past memories. Earth Dragon, who unreasonably wanted to stay alone, blamed himself for not guarding the tigers while Blue Tiger was away and hid underground. I barely managed to to protect half my herd.”


  


  Tosun shrugged and turned her gaze to the fields. There were around 50 rabbits in the fields but they didn’t show any hostility when they saw Grid. Some of them smiled and waved. They seemed to be classified as spiritual beings, not monsters.


  


  “In this situation, we avoided the curse of the evil daoist. All of the 12 Zodiacs and their subordinates, apart from Earth Dragon, Blue Tiger, and my rabbit herd, couldn’t avoid the curse and became monsters.”


  


  Tosun’s request was simple. “Human who has received Blue Tiger’s favor. There is nothing but chaos beyond here. Nothing can be obtained from the community of the sleeping Earth Dragon. After the Earth Dragon community, you will only face irrational monsters. So stop here and go back. Please. Please stay away from the eyes of the yangbans until Red Phoenix is restored.”


  


  “...”


  


  Grid had felt strange from the moment he received the mythical item for free. He didn’t know that he had taken on a huge role. Honestly, it was normal to be offended but Grid only felt a sense of responsibility and motivation. It was because the opponents were the yangbans.


  


  Grid wasn’t willing to be intertwined with transcendents or gods, but the yangbans were an exception. He didn’t like the existence of the yangbans and he wondered if it was inevitable that he would clash with them as Pagma's Descendant.


  


  ‘Let’s think about it.’


  


  Grid revisited the quest information. Keep the Red Phoenix Bow where the Spirit of a Sacred Creature Resides for two years but he couldn’t be killed more than three times in that period. The quest difficulty of the Red Phoenix Guardian quest was absurdly high. He had to operate in a safe place for two years. Even if he hid in a safe place, he would continue to be exposed to the threat posed by the yangbans. It was virtually impossible to have less than three deaths in two years.


  


  However, this wasn’t the only quest clear condition. He could clear it immediately as long as he got 20 Red Phoenix Breaths. For the average person, getting 20 Red Phoenix Breaths would seem much harder and impossible than not dying three times for two years but for Grid, it was the opposite. Grid’s teammates were eager to give him the gold medal rewards for the National Competition. Furthermore, the method of obtaining the Red Phoenix Breath wasn’t only the National Competition.


  


  “If I kill a yangban, will they drop the breath of a sacred creature that they hold?”


  


  “...!”


  


  "What?!”


  


  “D-Don’t tell me, you...! You are going to fight the gods by yourself!”


  


  Tosun was shocked. He might’ve been chosen by Blue Tiger but a human thinking about fighting against the yangbans? It was absolutely absurd.


  


  Grid’s eyes didn’t waver. “My plan hasn’t changed. I will break through all the remaining communities, develop my strength, and hunt the yangbans.”


  


  “S-Sophistry! Vain and full of pride!”


  


  The rabbit cave that Grid passed through exploded and a stalker appeared. It was a man wearing the same blue robe as Garam. Tosun’s face stiffened. “Yangban...!”


  


  The yangban, Hangyeol, laughed. “I followed Garam and found something funny. Ignorant human, what indignity did you bring to Garam? What did you do to make Garam so upset when he sees you? Tell me more.”


  


  “Run away! We’ll buy time for you!”


  


  Tosun and the rabbits came in front of Grid. They were ready for death but Hangyeol didn’t even look at them. He treated them as insignificant.


  


  “Come on, tell me. Tell me how stupid Garam was. Based on your words, I will be able to take Garam’s place.”


  


  Only the most talented of the yangban could show their faces to the public and be deified. It was the Five Seniors’ plan to raise gods quickly by focusing faith on a small number of people, but it was very regrettable and unfair for those who weren’t selected.


  


  “Haha! Go ahead!”


  


  By chance, he found Garam leaving the Hwan Kingdom. Hangyeol followed and was thrilled to see this. He smiled as he imagined replacing Garam.


  


  Grid snorted. “Newbie.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “...?”


  


  Hangyeol and the rabbits doubted their ears. They had no time to wake up from their consternation. Grid was engulfed in Lightning Speed and had already moved behind Hangyeol.


  


  “T-This technique...?! Kuaaaaak!”


  


  A yangban who hadn’t been deified—this person allowed Grid to advance and was hit. He vomited blood while the rabbits raised their ears.
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  At the toothless tiger community...


  


  The old rocks collapsed. It was the work of the blue tiger.


  


  “You are an absurd guy.”


  


  Garam swept his long hair—soaked with blood and sweat—behind his ears and laughed. His eyebrows raised sharply as his eyes alternated between looking at the injured blue tiger and at the collapsed old stones.


  


  “There is no precedent for humans to survive in the face of a god’s grudge. Even if you grab onto my ankles until I break down the few remaining of the 12 Zodiacs, Grid is doomed to die. He might resurrect a few times but he will always dance on the palm of my hand and suffer from tens of thousands of deaths.” 


  


  There was no value in a foolish sacrifice...


  


  Mocking overflowed from Garam’s leisurely face. He had no doubt that he would be able to find Grid again and kill him, even if he missed Grid now. Honestly, he was enjoying it by this point. He wanted to have fun, like a hunter setting a fire and waiting for the raccoon to crawl out of the cave. He was holding the Cho Kingdom as a hostage. 


  


  The blue tiger shuddered. “Aheung. I feel sorry for you, a god’s creation who is pretending to be a god.”


  


  “...”


  


  Garam’s face was stiff. Humans and yangbans were no different, thus they should cherish each other and treat each other equally. A madman’s sophistry revolved around Garam’s head. He silently stared at the blue tiger for a moment before turning his attention to the 10 trembling toothless tigers.


  


  “Since killing a god is impossible, I’ll have to torture and kill them to allay my anger.”


  


  “Why are you obsessed with pointless killing?”


  


  Garam snorted as the blue tiger blocked his way. “Didn’t I say that I was going to soothe my anger?”


  


  Garam started to wield the sword like a whip. He shivered with joy as he remembered the days when he tortured the blue tiger. The wounds on the blue tiger’s body increased as he was forced on the defensive, only for the toothless tigers to cry out. “Aheung! The other yangban chased the human!”


  


  “...?”


  


  Garam and the blue tiger’s attention shifted at the same time. The tigers explained with an incomprehensible expression. 


  


  “T-The two of them are fighting! A yangban suddenly appeared on the side of the sheep community and crossed using the stones, heung!”


  


  “There was no time to stop him, heung!”


  


  “...!”


  


  Garam and the blue tiger’s eyes were burning after they saw that the tigers weren’t lying. The blue tiger was worried about Grid and the Red Phoenix Bow while Garam was anxious about his dirty laundry being discovered.


  


  ‘The bitter candidates are the only one who can fool my senses.’


  


  The bitter candidates—it referred to the yangban who finished 8th place and below in Chiyou’s test. They were beaten in the competition and weren’t worthy to be objects of faith. They were much weaker than the Seven, including Garam, but they were still yangbans. It was easy for them to subdue a human. In particular, Hangyeol was skilled and it was possible for him to deceive Garam’s senses. It would be easy for him to chase after Grid unnoticed.


  


  “That son of a bitch...!”


  


  Grid would’ve already been overpowered. That guy would cling to his cheap life as usual and tell Hangyeol all about Garam’s dirty laundry. Garam went crazy at the thought and rushed forward. The blue tiger and the toothless tigers were no longer his concerns. The moment he was ridiculed by the other yangban, his position might be weakened and he might be disqualified from the Seven.


  


  Garam had to shut Hangyeol’s mouth no matter what. Since the stones were broken, it would take time to get to the rabbit community. He was forced to leave straight away.


  


  The blue tiger sat down in place. He didn’t rush after the departing Garam. There was no reason to hold him with force. Grid would already be dead. It was too early to have given him the Red Phoenix Bow.


  


  ‘Pagma... I brought danger to your descendant...’


  


  The guilt-ridden blue tiger was in tears.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  Grid didn’t forget the thrill of seeing the yangban for the first time. The presence had been reminiscent of the legends of the West Continent and Grid had flinched back. Yes, the yangbans were strong. Those who had the blood of a god couldn’t be weak. The fighting energy that boiled the moment Hangyeol appeared proved the reality. However...


  


  “Pinnacle Kill.”


  


  Grid predicted the odds of winning. Unlike a few years ago, he didn’t shrink back. Now he was stronger and had penetrated the weaknesses of the yangbans. It was as expected.


  


  “Ugh!”


  


  Hangyeol was hit twice in a row by Grid. The fatal weakness of a yangban—it was that they made mistakes out of pride. Hangyeol was humiliated because he couldn’t respond quickly to Grid’s surprise attack. He never imagined that a human would dare to strike at a yangban.


  


  “This swordsmanship... Kukuk! Was Garam caught off guard like this? I understand why his eyes are fiery now.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Following Kill and Pinnacle Kill, Grid tried to link it with Restraint only to reflexively fall back. There was a wave of air where Grid had been standing. It was caused by an invisible wind strike.


  


  ‘This strength...’


  


  It was a technique with the power to make Grid silent. Previously, Garam had lured Grid to the East Continent using a quest and he used this invisible wind to turn Grid to tatters. This was one of the decisive reasons why Grid was afraid of Garam. How could a player beat a monster who won against the opponent using an attack with no form?


  


  It was a power that caused Grid to feel frustration. Yet at this moment, he glimpsed the truth. The strike of invisible wind. The identity of this ability that Garam called ‘power’ was actually Formless Will. The power of willpower, embodied by those who had already awakened the heart. The yangbans were able to embody the ability with their innate willpower and called it ‘power.’


  


  “It turns out that you’re pretty good,” Hangyeol muttered. Avoiding the intangible winds? This person wasn’t a normal human. It was unknown how he mastered Pagma’s Swordsmanship but he must’ve overcome human limitations in the process.


  


  Hangyeol’s attitude became a bit more serious. He started using the power of the wind in earnest. The force of the wind that blew around Hangyeol gradually became faster and fiercer. He had no intention of pulling out the sword hanging from his waist at all. He looked at Grid in a relaxed manner despite already being hit twice.


  


  It wasn’t because he was stupid. The yangbans had ruled humans for at least hundreds of years. They were a disaster to humans or saved humans according to their mood. It was fundamentally impossible for the yangbans to be concerned about humans.


  


  In fact, Hangyeol’s wounds were already healing quickly. It was the power of the Red Phoenix Breath. No, there was no need to talk about the Red Phoenix Breath. The wounds he suffered weren’t deep in the first place. It was evidence that a human couldn’t harm the yangbans.


  


  


  “Haha, I’ll break your legs first.”


  


  Hangyeol gave a cheerful laugh and his personality was very different from Garam.


  


  Garam, who had been deified for a long time, was obsessed with every little wound Grid dealt him because it was a blow to his pride. Hangyeol, who wasn’t chosen to be an object of faith, had endured for a long time and wasn’t obsessed with petty wounds.


  


  He remained reasonable and calmly targeted Grid. An intangible wind swept over Grid. It wasn’t easy to avoid invisible attacks. This was the power of one who would become a god. Before great power, humans were supposed to kneel...


  


  “...What?”


  


  Hangyeol’s smiling face stiffened. The intangible winds were torn away without reaching Grid.


  


  [The target’s solid will has neutralized the Formless Will.]


  


  Formless Will was a power of willpower. It was a force that easily subdued targets with relatively weak or no willpower. It also meant that it wouldn’t work against strong-willed targets at all. The expansion of his mana core allowed Grid to open the willpower stat and Grid obtained Formless Will, but it was impossible to control it directly.


  


  “This...!”


  


  Hangyeol stood with a baffled expression and hurriedly grasped his sword. It was because the man engulfed in a dark red-purple aura quickly started dancing amidst the storm of wind. This dance wasn’t familiar to Hangyeol.


  


  “Transcend!”


  


  It was a sword dance that created sword energy. If he didn’t narrow the distance, the situation would be at a disadvantage for a while. Hangyeol rushed forward. He needed to approach Grid before the sword energy flew forward. However...


  


  “Transcend—”


  


  The time Grid took to complete the sword dance was faster than Hangyeol expected.


  


  “—Link Kill Pinnacle.”


  


  There were no gaps.


  


  “...!?”


  


  Four sword dances at the same time? No, not even Pagma...


  


  Hangyeol’s thoughts didn’t last long. The dozens of energy blades that poured forward precisely aimed at his vital areas and contained killing intent to the extreme so there was no time to consider it.


  


  “Kuek...!”


  


  Hangyeol planned to twist the trajectory of the dozens of energy blades by drawing a large circle with his soft sword, but failed. Another weakness of the yangban was their lack of experience. Braham’s magic was in Pagma’s Swordsmanship. It was impossible for the yangban, who had been lazy all his life, to cope with the combined power of two legends.


  


  [Fenrir’s Power is supporting the spirit of struggle that doesn’t lose. You have overcome the gap with the target.]


  


  The damage of the fully buffed Grid was 100% applied, mangling Hangyeol’s body. Grid’s attack power penetrated even the defense of semi-god transcendent.


  


  “Kuaack!”


  


  His screams couldn’t stop and red blood poured out as Hangyeol collapsed. Grid was already in the process of using Transcended Link Flower.


  


  “You...!”


  


  Something was wrong. This person wasn’t Pagma’s successor. He was a monster who had surpassed Pagma. A chill went down Hangyeol’s spine as he used Lightning Speed and soared up into the sky. He had the idea of escaping from this place right away but Grid didn’t allow it.


  


  “W-Who are you?”


  


  Hangyeol’s face was white. He hadn’t expected Grid to also use the power of the blue dragon. He was caught by the chasing Grid and Hangyeol pulled out the power of the white tiger. The Red Phoenix Breath was busy restoring his wound so he had simultaneously activated the power of three of the Four Auspicious Beasts.


  


  “Cough!”


  


  Black blood poured from Hangyeol’s mouth. He couldn’t die in the hands of a human and did his best. A shield of stone walls that wouldn’t break appeared around him. Then the walls disappeared.


  


  "I won’t allow your comfort.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Hangyeol crashed to the ground.
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  His wounds hurt and the sky was high above him. It was only after Hangyeol fell in a ragged state that he became aware of a fact he had taken for granted. Even so, he didn’t want to admit it. It was because he was a god.


  


  “...This is a foreign realm.”


  


  The Red Phoenix Breath was constantly emitting flames. The red phoenix was a god who governed over fire and life. The flames of life restored the seven fatal wounds engraved on Hangyeol’s body. Hangyeol’s body disappeared with a roar. The blue dragon was a god who governed over wind and lightning. Hangyeol was surrounded by lightning and gusts of winds and eliminated the notion of space.


  


  “I won’t be beaten by a human like you!!”


  


  Hangyeol’s sword shrieked as it emitted thick smoke. The power of the black tortoise, who governed water and death, revealed itself. Hangyeol, who hadn’t built up faith, was unable to completely control the violent power of the black tortoise. However, at this moment, he transcended his boundaries. He was trying to break the barrier with his willpower for the first time since he was born and he waited for the black tortoise to surrender.


  


  Hangyeol had a gut feeling. The human in front of him was a trial that the gods had given to him. He would overcome this trial and face a turning point. 


  


  The soft sword that soared behind Grid’s back moved like a rope and twisted its trajectory. Like the tail of a scorpion, it struck at Grid’s neck. Grid belatedly turned his head and Hangyeol smiled as he met Grid’s eyes.


  


  ‘Die. Your flesh and blood will be a soulful requiem...!’


  


  Hangyeol’s eyes widened. Four black-gold hands suddenly blocked his attack. Hangyeol shook when the attack, aimed at the perfect human blind spot, was blocked. He raised his hands nervously, saving his face.


  


  ‘He owns four treasures with such a powerful ego?’


  


  Just like the strength of the ego varied from person to person, a treasure also had ratings. Treasures that could move on their own and fight for their owner was classified as the best items, along with a treasure sharing their vision or experience with the owner.


  


  ‘He is definitely a tricky guy.’


  


  Hangyeol’s vigilance was amplified. He couldn’t easily evaluate the man who used Pagma’s Swordsmanship more skillfully than Pagma, simultaneously cast magic while swinging his sword, and possessed the power of the sacred creatures, the evil eyes, and the treasures.


  


  Grid used Link and Hangyeol blocked the first blow. Dozens of energy blades pressed steadily at his defenses but Hangyeol managed to avoid all attacks because he entrusted his body to the wind. The problem was the anomalous and powerful magic mixed in with the sword dances.


  


  However, Hangyeol’s specialty wasn’t swordsmanship or physique. Amulets spread around Hangyeol, blocking the magic. Braham’s spells embedded in the sword dances couldn’t easily penetrate Hangyeol’s amulets. It was the limit of basic magic.


  


  “Kuek...!”


  


  However, the buff-magic, Enchant Weapon, worked well despite being basic magic. Braham’s magic reinforced Grid’s sword and Grid used the sword dances developed from Pagma. As a result, Hangyeol continued to be on the defensive and was hurt.


  


  “Ah, I can’t see...” The rabbits on the ground blinked their eyes. Grid’s offensive, with fighting energy at the maximum, and Hangyeol’s steady movements to stop it, were so rapid that it wasn’t visible to their eyes. They only recognized that colorful lights were colliding. Tosun was in a similar situation since she had continued to weaken since the Four Auspicious Beasts were sealed.


  


  ‘I never thought there would be a human who could fight on an equal footing with a yangban...’


  


  What type of life had this human lived? The moment Tosun questioned it, blue petals exploded and Grid and Hangyeol, who had been entangled for a long time, finally separated from each other.


  


  “Pant... Pant...”


  


  Blackening had been released a long time ago and Grid was breathing roughly. His hands trembled as he took out potions.


  


  “Cough, cough!” Hangyeol vomited blood while maintaining his breathing. His belt was released so a hard upper body with black marks was revealed between his loosened robes. However, he didn’t use the Red Phoenix’s Breath. No, he couldn’t. It was the aftermath of using the Red Phoenix Breath during the process of attacking and defending against Grid.


  


  He needed a moment of mental recovery as he struggled to control his rough breathing. In short, his mana had fallen.


  


  “I’m sad to lose precious things.”


  


  Hangyeol wiped the blood from his mouth, looking relaxed. The Black Tortoise Breath was a poison that corroded objects and withered life. It was impossible for Grid and his treasures to be safe when they exchanged hundreds of blows with Hangyeol inside the Black Tortoise Breath’s fog.


  


  ‘It will be advantageous to me as more time passes.’


  


  Hangyeol was convinced. The world that was three seconds in the future unfolded in his mind. The four black-gold hands would completely weather and scatter like dust. The battle would soon be in his favor. Hangyeol was preparing for an airstrike when he soon became flustered. “What?”


  


  The black-gold hands, which had been constantly exposed to the Black Tortoise Breath, were completely fine. This was different from Hangyeol’s expectations. Rather than weathering, they didn’t rust at all as they floated in front of the human to protect him.


  


  ‘What is that material?’


  


  It was outside the expected range. Anxiety rose. Hangyeol broke out of the airstrike position and retreated again. He checked to see if Shunpo was reusable. At this moment, the dark sword in the human’s hands let out a loud noise. The sword, which had constantly emitted flames during the battle, started to crack with a scream. It was the same for the crown full of arrogance, the gloves filled with swiftness, and the cloak that let out a bloody smell… 


  


  All the items worn on the human’s body started rapidly weathering because they couldn’t withstand the Black Tortoise Breath. Hangyeol was curious because the armor and shoes that should’ve been broken first were fine, but he soon dismissed it as trivial. He was convinced that he had already won.


  


  “Hat...! Kuhahahahahat!”


  


  Was it so sweet to triumph over a human? For the first time, Hangyeol felt joy in the rights he naturally enjoyed and burst out laughing.


  


  “Ignorant human! Get down on your knees and beg me! Tell me, how did you acquire the sword dances of the loser? What happened to the loser? Tell me everything that happened with Garam! I won’t take your life as long as you speak! Hahahahat!”


  


  “......”


  


  Grid was silent. In fact, he couldn’t afford to answer. This person used the Blue Dragon Breath to fly in the sky. No matter how he was hit, he recovered using the Red Phoenix Breath. Fatal injuries were blocked with the White Tiger Breath or avoided with Shunpo...


  


  Grid was exhausted as he faced the monster, Hangyeol. In particular, he felt a significant threat from the Black Tortoise Breath, which dealt a curse of corrosion. Grid’s concentration was exhausted.


  


  ‘It would’ve been much easier if the success rate of the Castration Eye is 100%.’


  


  The primary effect of the Castration Eye was to delete ‘some’ of the target’s beneficial effects. This had a success rate of 100%. However, the effect of ‘deleting all of the target’s beneficial effects’ wasn’t always helpful because it was a probability trigger.


  


  ‘I’m not a manhwa character.’ 


  


  It was a really tough fight. Hangyeol was a truly fraudulent character. This guy was growing throughout the battle. He was overcoming the weakness of his lack of skills and experience as he kept fighting. Grid’s prediction—that the yangbans with no faith would surpass Piaro and Mercedes in terms of stats and skills, but the overall performance would be on par with the two—was shattered. His stats, level, and abilities, were similar to Teruchan, he had a power comparable to Mercedes, and he was now growing to Piaro’s level in technique.


  


  ‘If I drag this out longer then I’ll lose.’


  


  Growing in real time. It was like the hero of a manhwa fighting for a long time. The determined Grid pulled out a portable furnace and a blacksmith’s hammer. The legendary blacksmith’s ability instantly increased the firepower of the furnace and he quickly repaired the items that had been damaged. 


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  “...?”


  


  Hangyeol was dumbfounded for a moment. He didn’t understand the behavior of the human who sat down and started hammering. Then suddenly...


  


  “Crazy!”


  


  He shuddered and swore as he confirmed that the human’s battle gear were being repaired at a tremendous rate. He was blocked by the God Hands. Rather than the corroded swords, the God Hands pulled out Mjolnirs and tangled around Hangyeol in a dizzying manner. It was a meteor-like momentum but Hangyeol wasn’t threatened. He was able to move faster than the God Hands and he had already become accustomed to the intentions of the God Hands.


  


  “Stop this meaningless struggle!”


  


  He lightly broke through the God Hands’ defense line and swung his sword at Grid’s side. It wasn’t just swinging the sword. It was a powerful swing based on the awareness he gained during combat. The soft sword folded and unfolded. It was as fast as lightning as it aimed for the gap Grid revealed.


  


  “Kyak kyak.”


  


  It greeted the Overgeared Skeletons rising from the ground instead of Grid.


  


  


  “Hah! You’ve really mastered many things!”


  


  He made a funny expression as he recovered the sword and stabbed it again. The soft sword oscillated and there seemed to be hundreds of them as he thrust his sword at Grid. 


  


  “How rude, nyang!” Noe appeared like a flying squirrel and used Lightning Discharge to nullify the attack. He was just attempting to use Soul Ingestion when Noe’s face became like this (XㅅX) as it was hit.


  


  “Hahahat!” Hangyeol laughed despite the fact that several attacks had already failed. Every time Grid pulled out a new move, he trembled with joy, convinced that he had won. The next attack followed. Unlike the previous attacks, it was a powerful strike without any finesse. Hangyeol would cut Grid completely, no matter what Grid did. Yet it failed.


  


  “Revolve.” Randy appeared in Grid’s form and hit back.


  


  “Keuk!” Hangyeol was cut by his own sword and shivered with shame. “This human...! Damn human!”


  


  How many times had he been humiliated? The furious Hangyeol gritted his teeth and viciously cut Randy and Noe, killing them. Even in this dire situation, he aimed his sword at Grid who was focusing on hammering.


  


  [You have received catastrophic damage!]


  


  “Keuk...!”


  


  Blood flowed from Grid as he hammered at the anvil. Nevertheless, his hammering didn’t stop and he didn’t die. Blacksmith’s Patience increased his defense and the shield of the First King title and the health recovery of Tiramet’s Power allowed him to endure it.


  


  “Tricky guy!”


  


  Hangyeol swung his sword again. Then...


  


  Ttang!


  


  Grid raised his hammer over his head and prevented the attack. As he held the repaired Enlightenment Sword in his hand, he gazed at the black tortoise’s fog around him and questioned, “Why do you guys look down on humans every time?”


  


  “...!”


  


  Clearly, Grid looked terrible, like a dying man. However, Hangyeol shrank back. It was the impact of Divinity.


  


  [Show off the virtues of a blacksmith who deserves to be praised as a god. The casting time and cooldown time of all blacksmithing skills will be removed. It is applicable up to two times whenever the skill is used.]


  


  ‘W-What is this?’


  


  The shadow of the Five Seniors could be felt from in front of him. Deity—a holy dignity that couldn’t be touched. Hangyeol felt the power of a god from Grid at this moment. He couldn’t acknowledge it.


  


  “A mere mortal human... isn’t it natural to regard weak humans as inferior?” Hangyeol wondered with a trembling voice.


  


  He was denying reality. The human being in front of him. He constantly denied that the trivial human in front of him who used the sword dance of a loser could have a god’s qualifications. Grid’s gaze on him was cold and heavy. “Aren’t you also mortal?”


  


  “Nonsense!” The word ‘mortal’ touched on Hangyeol’s pride. He overcame his fear with anger and attacked Grid. The sword looked like the gorgeous tail of a peacock as it swept across Grid’s chest and finally penetrated his heart. It felt like the tiring battle plagued with humiliation had finally come to an end.


  


  ...No, it wasn’t over.


  


  “...!” 


  


  The human whose swordsmanship was handed down. Hangyeol didn’t know what was going on. His heartbeat became louder and louder as he stepped back with a pale face.


  


  Step. Grid walked forward and pursued him. Grid had entered the enlightened state while repairing the items and witnessed this moment like it was eternity. It wasn’t just himself who was tired. The proof was that the wounds on Hangyeol’s body weren’t recovering.


  


  “Item Combination, Item Transformation.”


  


  The Enlightenment Sword was combined with Grid’s Greatsword. Greed emerged from the inventory and copied the exact form. Two swords, exactly like twins, were held side by side in both of Grid’s hands.


  


  “Storm Demonic Energy Field.”


  


  The dark clouds that emerged replaced the fog of the black tortoise. As lightning fell, the shadow of Grid moved through the fog and pierced Hangyeol’s heart. It was like the prelude to a new myth being recorded in the world.


  


  “Ah... Uwahh...”


  


  Tosun and the rabbits witnessed a scene they couldn’t even imagine and their ears moved up and down repeatedly.


  


  [An unknown person has killed a half-god.]


  


  A short, powerful statement, emerged as a world message.
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  -It is Damian.


  


  -Right. It is Damian.


  


  -Yes.


  


  [Pope Damian declared that he won’t participate in the National Competition]


  


  The media around the world were buzzing with the news but the people’s reaction was calm. They had already foreseen the identity of the demon king this year. Damian’s declaration that he wouldn’t attend the National Competition was simply admitting that he was the demon king.


  


  -Ah. ㅋㅋ Who would be deceived? If it was me, I would just stay silent or be honest. ㅋㅋ


  


  -He is a Grid fan so he is going to follow Grid. ㅋㅋ


  


  -Damian is honestly cute.


  


  There was no reason for Damian to refuse to participate in the National Competition. In the world that was divided into the heavenly system and earth system, apart from Grid and Kraugel, Damian was a top predator belonging to the heavenly system. This year’s National Competition without Grid was a great opportunity for him to play at his best.


  


  In the first place, the Demon King’s Subjugation was specialized for Damian. Damian had a variety of buff skills and percentage heals. He was more likely to become an immortal demon king if he gained the health boost.


  


  -Besides, Damian has many talented people.


  


  Rebecca’s Daughters—Damian’s three strongest NPCs were equivalent to Grid’s knights, and the senior Vatican members had healing abilities beyond Damian and were considered as Damian’s subordinates. If they became the Four Heavenly Kings and guarded the gateways, it would be difficult for the players to invade.


  


  -Additionally, the Templar have started to act recently.


  


  The Templar were the secret knights of the Rebecca Church and everything about them was veiled. According to information leaked by players in the Rebecca Church, the Templar stopped operating as a separate private organization and recently started supporting Damian. If the head of the Templar—who was likely to be a named NPC—appeared as one of the Four Heavenly Kings, then this year’s Demon King—Damian—was likely to be invincible, just like last year’s demon king.


  


  -There is no reason to refuse to attend the National Competition unless Damian is senile.


  


  This was the people’s conclusion. No one doubted the identity of the demon king. Only Damian suffered.


  


  ‘I was going to surprise people by appearing like last year’s Grid!’


  


  Yet the plan failed. Strictly speaking, it was due to Ares. During the time when there was no news about Ares’ participation in the National Competition, there was some speculation that this year’s demon king was Ares. Then he suddenly participated in the National Competition and this collapsed.


  


  ‘My surprise show...’


  


  Damian turned his gaze from the TV talking about him to stare out the window. Reporters were surrounding the house. The situation was the same when he connected to Satisfy. There were a rush of whispers and shouts asking for interviews. Reporters disguised themselves as visitors and infiltrated the Vatican. By this time, even Damian was tired.


  


  ‘I’m tired because I attracted too much aggro.’


  


  Damian insisted that the basic virtue of an otaku was to not lose his pace at any time or under any circumstances. No matter what others were saying, he didn’t care at all. Even when Japan was in the midst of the anti-Grid sentiment, Damian openly praised Grid. However, this level of interest was burdensome even for Damian. Everyone in the world was watching his every move and things were more uncomfortable than he could’ve imagined.


  


  ‘As expected, Grid is sugoi...’


  


  Grid was a person who received attention every day. Damian deeply respected the fact that Grid remained focused while in the center of attention.


  


  ‘He is the one I acknowledge.’


  


  Damian remembered the first time he met Grid and became determined. His goal was to grow into someone who could stand next to Grid. In order to do so, he needed achievements in the Demon King’s Subjugation.


  


  ‘In order to do this, I need to find Orbis’ Ring in the month remaining.’


  


  Damian’s concern for the Demon King’s Subjugation was the healing reduction and no healing curses caused by burns, bleeding, and more.


  


  His unique class Goddess' Agent had continued to grow and he was also the pope, so he had a resistance of more than 82%. Still, he wasn’t completely resistant, unlike Grid. He would be greatly weakened the moment he was hit with debuffs that lowered his resistance to abnormal states. Thus, he felt the need to block off this weak point.


  


  His only hope was Orbis’ Ring. It had a terrible probability of dropping from the banshee queen, who respawned every 36 hours in the Land of the Cryers. It was a legendary accessory that gave immunity to healing reduction and no healing skills. Damian had been aiming for the ring for three months now.


  


  However, he still didn’t get it. It was shameful to use the authority of the pope to have the paladins block and monopolize the hunting ground under the pretext of ‘purifying polluted land.’ However, if he didn’t do so, it would be impossible to obtain Orbis’ Ring. Likewise, he would have to compete fiercely with the rankers looking for the banshee queen. The banshee queen respawned 36 hours after death ‘somewhere in the field’ and was originally a type of field boss that went to the first person who found her.


  


  ‘If the reporters keep chasing me, they’ll know that I’m monopolizing a hunting ground.’


  


  This was a serious problem. The news would be flooded and he would be inundated with public criticism. It was certain that a large number of people would appear to prevent Damian from monopolizing the banshee queen.


  


  ‘When will there be a new article?’


  


  He wanted news big enough to turn the reporters’ attention away from himself.


  


  ‘...Well, such huge news won’t burst so easily.’


  


  Perhaps if another great demon suddenly appeared... however, this was a wish that couldn’t be achieved.


  


  ‘I’ll have to be prudent for a few days. Let’s take that opportunity to leave the Vatican.’


  


  It happened as Damian was sighing and trying to ignore that the banshee queen would respawn in an hour...


  


  [An unknown person has killed a half-god.]


  


  “...??”


  


  It was an absurd world message that was only one line.


  


  “Heok! Big news!”


  


  “G-God? What is it this time? Is it Grid again?”


  


  The reporters who had infiltrated the Vatican made a fuss and scrambled to leave. It was like seeing a procession of ants. 


  


  “......”


  


  Damian lost his soul. He was stupefied for a long time before kneeling down and shouting, “God Grid! Ohh, God!”


  


  Pope Damian—he started to worship and pray to Grid when he should only be worshipping and praying to Goddess Rebecca. He truly deserved to be punished. It was a sin that should receive a stern warning from Rebecca’s Daughters, who were the keepers of faith. Yet Isabel pretended to be asleep—she was the first person to deify Grid.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  In the East Continent, the rabbit community...


  


  “Pant... Pant...”


  


  Grid had overextended himself in the battle against Hangyeol that he had won. He ignored the notification windows floating on one side of his field of view. He was mentally and physically exhausted. His body sank down and his eyes blurred. He couldn’t even read the text.


  


  ‘This is the limit.’ 


  


  


  Just because he needed to rest his body didn’t mean he had to rest his mind. Grid focused as he checked himself and reviewed the battle.


  


  ‘It seems it is time to use my saved stat points and skill creation rights.’


  


  The total number of times that God's Command triggered in the battle against Hangyeol was three. In particular, the time when God’s Command activated when Flower Revolve was used, and then again later on when 200,000 Army Crushing Sword was used, was enough to influence the battle. This meant that luck played a significant role in Grid’s victory.


  


  ‘It would’ve been hard if I wasn’t lucky.’


  


  Originally, Grid had a good chance of winning against the yangbans who hadn’t built up their divinity. They might have inherited the blood of a god but the reason for their birth and the significance of their existence was to be a ‘consumable.’ Yes, a consumable. Those who hadn’t built up their divinity were completely different from Garam. They were merely miscellaneous soldiers or extras in the war against the gods planned by the Five Seniors. There were clear limitations because they hadn’t been given a special story or role, unlike the grandmaster on the West Continent.


  


  Grid only recently realized it but it was clear that Kraugel had been looking into it for a long time.


  


  ‘Thus, I can fight the yangbans if I just reach level 500.’


  


  True named NPCs boasted a growth that was beyond users. If Kraugel had thought of all yangbans as transcendents then Grid wouldn’t have even thought of fighting them. Yet at the end of the 3rd National Competition, Kraugel had made it clear—the yangbans weren’t as absolute as Bunhelier and the prerequisite for dealing with them was level 500.


  


  The current Grid was already enough to meet the conditions that Kraugel mentioned. Once Grid’s fighting energy reached the maximum, he boasted stats that even level 500 players would never dream of. There was also the Blood King title.


  


  ‘However, it still isn’t enough.’


  


  There was a real difference. If God's Command had triggered one less time, he might’ve lost the fight. This allowed Grid to understand his target.


  


  ‘The enemies are too strong to leave this.’


  


  Grid had 606 stat points remaining after raiding Fenrir and reaching level 405. An average player gained 10 stat points with each level up. That’s right—Grid had been storing nearly 60 levels worth of stat points. He wasn’t conscious of the cliche ‘a master hides his strength.’ Rather than hiding his power, Grid had been running around more than necessary and wasn’t aware of the cliche.


  


  Grid was just cautious. If he wanted a 1:1 ratio of strength and agility, he would have to invest 400 points in agility. What if he regretted it? In a position where he already had enough damage and speed, wasn’t it more stable to aim for increased health? Should he increase his intelligence to maximize Braham’s magic stored in his sword dances? Etc, etc.


  


  Grid’s troubles continued every day and this naturally led to him saving his extra points. The biggest problem was his lack of references. Most players would look at higher leveled players to find a more efficient way to train. However, Grid was in the leading position and had no noteworthy references.


  


  In the past, he thought Piaro and Mercedes were the best and would’ve referenced their stats, but he couldn’t do that anymore. Piaro’s stats ratio after being a farmer for a long time was completely different from the days when he was a great swordsman. Meanwhile, Mercedes actively handled various situations through the use of Keen Insight and was a balanced-type knight who raised almost all her stats. She was different from Grid.


  


  Grid had to judge and pioneer the way for himself. It was the grievance of the supreme one.


  


  ‘It is best to use the premise of a 1:1 strength to agility ratio.’


  


  Grid didn’t forget Piaro in his great swordsman days. Thanks to the perfect 1:1 ratio of strength and agility, Piaro’s swordsmanship was fast but heavy. He was ultimately powerful. It was a shame to invest 400 points in agility when his speed was already at the maximum but it was a good idea to use them rather than leaving them alone.


  


  ‘It is better to put it in health.’


  


  Grid’s attack power was already sufficient after becoming the Blood King. He was reminded of all the named NPCs he had fought. The reason it was hard to deal with them was more about their health than their damage or defense.


  


  ‘My skills can be used as long as I’m alive.’


  


  The smell of Overgeared Corn’s saliva, who licked Grid with his tongue to restore stamina and recovery, was starting to become terrible. Grid recovered moderately and checked the notification windows.


  


  [You have killed the yangban Hangyeol.]


  


  [Your level has risen.]


  


  [The Red Phoenix’s Breath has been acquired.]


  


  [The White Tiger’s Breath has been acquired.]


  


  [The Blue Dragon’s Breath has been acquired.]


  


  [The Black Tortoise’s Breath has been acquired.]


  


  [The Yangban’s Soft Sword has been acquired.]


  


  [The Yangban’s Dopo has been acquired.]


  


  [The Yangban’s Horsehair Hat has been acquired.] [1]


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid’s eyes widened. He thought the yangban would drop some breaths but he hadn’t expected one of each type. He also dropped a weapon, cloth armor, and a hat? It was a real jackpot. 


  


  Grid’s heart was excited by the result beyond expectations and started to rampage like crazy. The notification windows were being updated.


  


  [’Pungsa’ has caught a glimpse of you as you stand over Hangyeol’s corpse.]


  


  [★ Note ★ Your knight Dante has formed a hostile relationship with the Hwan Kingdom.]


  


  “...?”


  


  [You have achieved the ‘Half-God Killer’ achievement!]


  


  [The soul of a half-god has been absorbed into the Strange Magic Power Stone. The magic power of the Strange Magic Power Stone has risen.]


  


  [The Half-God Killer achievement has increased the deity stat by one point.]


  


  [The ‘Hard-Working Rabbits’ who witnessed your achievement are deifying you. Your deity stat has risen by one.]


  


  [Your deity stat has reached 10 points and something special will happen.]


  


  “...?!”


  


  A light shone down over Grid’s body—it was a divine light that made the rabbits joyous.


  


  [1] Google Image Link
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  [Your deity stat has reached 10 points and something special will happen.]


  


  How long did it take to get here? Grid was thrilled when the deity stat, which had been opened thanks to Isabel, finally reached the target. Great excitement and anticipation rushed inside him, shaking his heart.


  


  ‘Will I become a half-god?’


  


  Grid already had a chance to become a half-god once. The quest ‘Crossroad of Good and Evil’ that occurred during the Vatican raid had given him a chance to become a half-god. Additionally, if he evolved into a half-god then there was room for a significant increase in all stats. Yet Grid refused to become a half-god.


  


  At that time, Grid was qualified to become a half-god due to the First Holy Sword and 4th Evil Taren, not because of the status he built up himself. If Grid had chosen to be a half-god, he would’ve gained the Holy Sword of the 4th Evil and become hostile to all the gods on the West Continent.


  


  Now it was different—Grid was deified by many beings and was qualified to become a god on his own. If this achievement made him a half-god then the gods of the West Continent had no justification to be hostile to Grid.


  


  ‘Please...! Please, a half-god!’


  


  Hangyeol might be a consumable, unlike Garam, but it couldn’t be denied that he had the blood of a god. A yangban’s death was a major milestone in history and it wasn’t unusual to be part of an epic. Then why wasn’t an epic appearing? Additionally, what would happen to Dante in the future? The old knight had become hostile to the Hwan Kingdom just because Grid used his name and face for the skin mask.


  


  Despite the many questions, Grid decided to focus on the events ahead. He waited eagerly, hoping to be qualified to become a half-god. The light that surrounded him grew stronger, as if responding to Grid’s expectations. It was a far cry from the light that occurred when Rebecca, goddess of light, gave him a blessing. It was a hot and intense light, unlike Rebecca’s unrelenting light. It was like a blazing flame. If the flames on Hexetia’s nipples became bigger then it might feel like this.


  


  ‘Wait?’


  


  He was Pagma's Descendant. If he became a half-god then he should be a blacksmith half-god. If so, wouldn’t his relationship with Hexetia become uncomfortable? He was the only one among the gods who could be considered a friend. Grid would feel sadness and awkwardness if Hexetia considered him as a competitor and harbored animosity. The moment that Grid was feeling anxiety...


  


  [Over the years, a total of 10,759 battle gears have been made.]


  


  [The battle gears you have created have become part of the world and are being used and spoken about.]


  


  [Most of the faith toward you is rooted in the battle gears you have created.] 


  


  “This...”


  


  Indeed, it was unfolding in this direction. New notification windows were appearing in the field of view of Grid, who couldn’t hide his regret.


  


  [However, you don’t deserve to be the god of blacksmiths.]


  


  [Your blacksmithing skills are inherited from others.]


  


  [Part of your accomplishments as a blacksmith is attributed to Pagma, which has led to the dispersion of faith.]


  


  [The battle gears you have created isn’t a means of proving your divinity.] 


  


  “...!” No, wait. He was sorry to be the blacksmith god but that didn’t mean he didn’t want it. He didn’t want to be completely disqualified. The moment that Grid’s anxiety was heightened...


  


  [The means to prove your divinity comes from the epics you have written.]


  


  [Your myth comes from a canyon dyed with red blood.]


  


  “...!”


  


  [In the canyon, you saved the lives of many people, just as you have done before.]


  


  It was only for a moment. His experiences over the past decade unfolded like a kaleidoscope in front of Grid.


  


  In the kaleidoscope, Grid rescued Irene after she was kidnapped by the Yatan Church, fought against the golem army to save the people of the Eternal Kingdom, rescued the Ul Clan and other minorities who were on the verge of being destroyed by the empire, and felt compassion for the legends of the previous generation who suffered on the Behen Archipelago.


  


  Grid was the one who protected the Overgeared soldiers in the war, the one who defeated the great demons trying to turn this world into hell, and held out an outstretched hand to the people of Pangea who were afraid of the yangbans. However, there was a fact that Grid didn’t know—he was the protagonist, who along with Kraugel, prevented the demise of the empire. 


  


  [A total of 183,791,595 NPCs have been saved by you.]


  


  [The title of Hero King is lacking.]


  


  [The people’s gratitude toward you constitutes your divinity.]


  


  [As compensation for your deity reaching the required amount, the title Pangea’s Duke of Virtue has evolved to Duke of Virtue.]


  


  “XX.”


  


  Things were going well so why this? He couldn’t help swearing. The more the system spoke, the more uneasy Grid became and the more his anticipation chilled. Nevertheless, he hadn’t given up hope.


  


  [Your fervent heart has saved and protected human lives and will be embodied as a reward for achieving divinity. The new title, Duke of Fire, has been acquired.]


  


  “...!”


  


  This was the moment why Pagma was the Duke of Fire was revealed. Pagma was a hero who saved countless lives. He became the Duke of Fire after his hot heart, which was trying to protect people, was embodied as flames. The difference with Grid was that Pagma had sacrificed too many people for the cause. Perhaps this inclination led to his failure to get the Duke of Virtue title.


  


  ‘Am I the first person to obtain two ‘duke’ titles?’


  


  Braham had said it—'Just as some of the direct descendant vampires have the title of ‘wise lord’, human beings also have the title of ‘duke.’ Sword Saint Muller had the title of ‘Duke of Pressure’ and Blacksmith Pagma had the title of ‘Duke of Fire.’ The title of a duke is a symbol of legends and gives great power to legends.’


  


  There had been no legend with two or more duke titles.


  


  ‘I am the first to do so.’


  


  


  Grid’s heart thumped. He had surpassed the previous generation legends in one aspect and was deeply impressed, the emotions surging over him like a tsunami. He felt like he had become a really incredible person. The good news wasn’t over yet. There was still something left.


  


  [‘Divinity’ is enhanced as the main reward for achieving the required deity points.]


  


  “Ah.” Grid sighed. It was definitely a good skill. No, it was more than just a good skill, it was great. It was a skill that removed casting time and cooldown time up to two times...


  


  It was one of the best skills in Satisfy and no one could deny it. However, it wasn’t universal. The Divinity skill was gained from creating three myth rated items. His skill in this field was comparable to a god. The Divinity skill made Grid a ‘blacksmith equal to a god’ and was only applicable to blacksmith related skills. It was definitely a good thing to be able to use Item Combination or Item Transformation more than once in a row, but it was worse than evolving into a half-god where all stats would rise.


  


  Grid was disappointed. However, he overlooked one important fact. The current system didn’t evaluate him as ‘Pagma's Descendant’ but as a ‘Magic Swordsman of the Epics.’ Grid shouldn’t have forgotten. The first time he gained Divinity, he might’ve been Pagma's Descendant but he was now recognized as ‘Grid.’ Pagma's Descendant was now only a part of him.


  


  [From now on, Divinity will apply to all your skills.]


  


  [From now on, it is possible to raise Divinity. One of the special things that will occur every time Deity gains 10 points is directly related to the rise in the level of Divinity. The maximum level of Divinity is 10. Whenever it levels up, the number of consecutive uses of Divinity will increase by one.]


  


  [Once Divinity reaches level 5, your race will revolve from human to half-god.]


  


  “...”


  


  Grid was at a loss for words. Divinity had only applied to blacksmith related skills and despite the fact that it could only be used consecutively twice, it was evaluated as a great power. Now it would apply to all skills and the number of consecutive uses could be increased up to 12 times.


  


  ‘If it reaches full level, I can perform a four fusion sword dance or the Undefeated King’s swordsmanship up to 12 times consecutively.’


  


  It was crazy. Surprising! A scam! It was a much better reward than becoming a half-god with room for all stats to rise.


  


  Grid didn’t think for a long time. He opened the inventory with quivering hands and took out two scrolls he had valued and cherished so far. They were the scrolls to enhance skills that had been neglected for a long time. The target was naturally Divinity.


  


  [The level of Divinity has risen. The number of consecutive uses has increased by one.]


  


  [The level of Divinity has risen. The number of consecutive uses has increased by one and the cooldown time for reuse is reduced.] 


  


  “Uwaaaaaah!”


  


  Patience was bitter but the fruit was sweet. He had gained a skill that was hard to raise and Grid was delighted to use the skill enhancement scroll that he had saved. Then his face stiffened...


  


  [Duke of Fire is reacting to you.]


  


  [Your bad work of hurting people to save others has been embodied as demonic power.]


  


  [The attention of 1st Great Demon Baal can’t be avoided.]


  


  [The voice of Baal, filled with pure interest and malice, is heard.]


  


  -Duke of Fire. Pagma's Descendant is following in his footsteps.


  


  [Great Demon Baal is attempting to corrupt you.]


  


  [The effect of Duke of Virtue if purifying your demonic power. Baal’s curse has returned in vain.]


  


  [Demonic power is purified and Blackening can’t be used. Due to the effect of Duke of Virtue, a new skill will be created.]


  


  -...What? It is different from Pagma. Haha, how interesting. How long can you really hold on?


  


  [Baal is preparing a ritual so that you can’t be liberated from demonic power.]


  


  [Baal’s demons are beginning the ritual.]


  


  [It has failed.]


  


  [The Demon Slayer, wandering in a lonely manner through hell, has destroyed the foundation of Baal’s ritual.]


  


  [Baal’s gaze has missed you.]


  


  -....!!


  


  Baal’s voice was suddenly no longer heard. Grid, who was liberated from demonic power and lost Blackening, hastily brought up the skills list. He needed to check his condition yet he wasn’t allowed time. A voice was heard. “...Your face is changing frequently.”


  


  “...!”


  


  It was a creepy voice. The surprised Grid turned his head in a hurry. The owner of the voice was standing in front of Grid, in a completely different direction from where the voice was heard. It was Garam.


  


  [An unknown person is writing the fourth epic.]


  


  Why did it have to happen back-to-back? Grid’s expression distorted.
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  Demonic power was poison. If he died in Blackening state, there was a possibility of being forced into hell. There was also the possibility of his race changing to a demon, becoming a demon in Satisfy’s world view, and many other possible side effects. A typical example was Baal’s gaze.


  


  Grid had already experienced that the higher his demonic power, the greater the chances of being exposed to Baal’s gaze. This made him feel scared. However, he never wanted demonic power to be extinguished, nor did he avoid the accumulation of demonic power.


  


  Blackening and the Rune of Darkness—Grid’s favored abilities were closely related to demonic power. Blackening was a skill that couldn’t be used without demonic power. Additionally, certain skills attached to the Rune of Darkness would have fewer penalties in the Blackening state. Even the prerequisite for having Noe as a pet was demonic power. 


  


  Demonic power was a poison that could be deadly but it was also one of the forces that formed Grid’s foundation. Grid was in a position to fully control it, rather than fearing and avoiding demonic power.


  


  ‘Damn, what’s going on?’


  


  [The effect of Duke of Virtue is purifying your demonic power.]


  


  [Demonic power is purified and Blackening can’t be used.]


  


  [A new skill is created using the effect of Duke of Virtue.]


  


  Was he going to lose demonic power? Grid was greatly flustered. First, he wanted to check his condition. However, he wasn’t allowed this time.


  


  “Your face is changing frequently.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid, who was trying to bring up the skills list, hurriedly pulled out his sword and held it. A man of great beauty was right in front of him. It was Garam.


  


  [An unknown person is writing the fourth epic.]


  


  Lips that stretched out coldly and dark eyes. Garam, who he met again after a long time, still boasted a pleasing appearance. Even so, Grid knew—the man in front of him was one of the most arrogant, cunning, and cruel beings in the world. He couldn’t be fooled by appearance. He couldn’t forget the vicious slaughter of the residents who remained in Pangea and the blacksmiths...


  


  Grid swung his sword viciously. He used Blacksmith's Rage, Quick Movements, and Blackening out of habit but the absence of demonic power prevented him from using Blackening. At the same time, Garam’s short spear moved quickly enough to cut apart the dozens of energy blades coming from Grid’s sword. It was a stabbing attack that directly penetrated the center of Link, which had spread out like a net, and Grid’s sword stopped helplessly.


  


  “Slow.” Garam’s words were short. He had been training using his anger toward Grid as a springboard and he was much stronger than the last time they met.


  


  “No matter who you are, you can’t go against him! Run away!” Tosun shouted as she jumped and kicked at Garam with an amazing lower body power. Garam’s short spear stabbed at Tosun but Tosun was nimble. She wasn’t a normal existence. She was someone who once served the Four Auspicious Beasts but Garam was even greater. 


  


  The sword hanging from Garam’s waist was suddenly unfurled and wielded. It twisted its trajectory like a living creature and wrapped around Tosun’s ankle.


  


  “...!”


  


  “...!”


  


  Changing the direction of already released sword energy? Grid and Tosun were stunned by the incredible sight and Garam declared, “All things in Heaven and Earth will move according to God’s will.”


  


  A god—Garam called himself a holy being without any doubts. Did he build up even more divinity? His pride that soared into the sky seemed to have gotten even higher. 


  


  “Ugh! Run away! I’ll buy you some time.” Tosun urged as she stood in front of Grid and took an unfamiliar martial arts stance. She had great strength in her lower body but she seemed unstable due to her injured ankle. Nevertheless, she seemed to have no intention of backing down. Like the blue tiger, she was determined to protect Grid at her own expense. She didn’t want Grid’s Red Phoenix Bow to return to the yangbans.


  


  “Please! Please run away safely...!”


  


  [The beginning of the story comes from the desire of the fleeting people who have been forgotten.]


  


  “Protect the red phoenix on our behalf!”


  


  “....”


  


  [He saw an unchanging faith in the face of the coming disaster.]


  


  [He revisited the meaning of a god through those who worship the gods, despite losing everything because of the failure of the gods they believed in and served.]


  


  “...?”


  


  The emergence of Garam. A new epic. Tosun and the rabbits who were making sacrifices. In this dire situation, Grid got a strange feeling.


  


  “....”


  


  “....”


  


  Grid and Garam’s eyes met in the air. Grid’s eyes swirled with confusion and fear while Garam’s eyes were still. Grid realized the identity of the strange feeling. ‘Garam’s attitude is different from usual.’


  


  Garam’s eyes always looked down on others. His disdain and disgust toward lower-class people always offended Grid. It was Garam who hated Grid more than Grid hated Garam. Garam showed passion every time he faced Grid. He expressed extreme joy or anger. Sure enough, Garam’s attitude was as usual when they met in the toothless tiger community a few hours earlier.


  


  Now it was different. Grid didn’t read any emotions from Garam. Garam was controlling his emotions.


  


  ‘This jerk... he’s serious now.’


  


  The reason why Grid survived every time he met Garam was due to Garam’s arrogance. It was the belief that humans wouldn’t dare bare their teeth at him and the conviction that he wouldn’t be defeated even if they did... 


  


  Due to his life experience, Garam looked down on Grid and experienced bitterness twice as a result. However, this time was different. Garam had learned. He witnessed Hangyeol’s death. Today, Garam wouldn’t make any mistakes. Grid noticed that the dark shadow of death was covering him.


  


  Garam declared, “I won’t miss you this time.”


  


  Flap.


  


  Garam swung his arms out wide and his blue dopo flapped. Dozens of talismans poured out from his wide sleeves.


  


  [A powerful enchantment has been installed.]


  


  [Space transition has become impossible.]


  


  “Let’s get rid of the disrupters.”


  


  —!


  


  Garam’s soft sword silently drew a circle. As sword energy expanded along the circle, it stretched out to the chest of Tosun and the rabbits surrounding Garam.


  


  “Avoid it!"


  


  Tosun hurriedly shouted as she jumped and all the other rabbits jumped as well. However, the sky became Garam’s limbs once the sword energy expanded enough to accommodate all of them and spun violently. The majority of the rabbits, except for Tosun, were devastated by the sword energy whirlwind they couldn’t escape from and crashed down disastrously in a puddle of blood.


  


  “Hahat, those who were insignificant have become even weaker.” Garam laughed. No malice could be felt. It was the pure laugh of a child enjoying it as he tore off the wings of a dragonfly. 


  


  Was this a god...?


  


  Grid felt like he had been struck in the head with a hammer and was in shock. It was as if he had seen something that shouldn’t be seen. Yatan and Rebecca—it occurred to him that the way that the two absolute gods destroyed and recreated the world wouldn’t be much different from the current Garam.


  


  [He was reminded of the other side of the world that he had neglected.]


  


  [He faced a fate that couldn’t be resisted despite knowing he would be sacrificed to providence.]


  


  [He knew that the screams of the fleeting people couldn’t be the only future of those who served him.]


  


  


  An epic was written along with Grid’s thoughts. The contents of the epic were likely to incite Grid’s thinking. Still, one thing was clear. Grid’s choice would’ve been the same even without the epic. The epic was merely writing down Grid’s story. Morpheus just made him aware of the future that would come without even a 0.01% variable.


  


  The whirlwind of sword energy kept slaughtering the rabbits. Garam painted a tranquil forest of death.


  


  “200,000 Army Crushing Sword.” This was crushed by Grid’s interference.


  


  “You...!”


  


  Tosun avoided the whirlwind of sword energy and gritted her teeth as she exclaimed. She resented Grid, who didn’t use the short gap created by her sacrifice to escape.


  


  Grid spoke in a mysterious manner, “If you are a god, shouldn’t you at least live up to the expectations of those who believe in you?”


  


  “...Eh?”


  


  Tosun didn’t have time to understand. Grid was charging toward Garam. Garam shook off 200,000 Army Crushing Sword after suppressing it and spoke while facing Grid, “It’s light.”


  


  It was an honest feeling. Compared to Garam’s sword, Grid’s sword was slow and weak. On the way to this place, Garam had been greatly surprised when he sensed Hangyeol’s death but now he was fully calm. He once again confirmed that Grid, who inherited Pagma’s power, could hurt him but not defeat him. He was pleased with Grid’s self-destructive attitude. He felt great joy that he could finally cut off this annoying guy’s head.


  


  “Now, come!” Garam’s sword aimed at Grid’s sword. He intended to blow away Grid and his sword. He identified Grid’s power through a few exchanges and determined it was possible. ‘I understand the target. Now I will trample on it slowly and thoroughly.’


  


  Two sharp points were aimed at the same point. Just before Grid’s sword and Garam’s sword collided, Grid was undergoing a change.


  


  [400 points have been invested in agility.]


  


  [Your strength and agility stats are exactly the same.]


  


  [The golden ratio effect of the fourth stats awakening will strengthen your normal attacks.]


  


  [Normal attacks will deal 20% more damage and there is a normal probability of the ‘high speed’ and ‘destruction’ effect occurring.]


  


  [The effect of Duke of Fire infuses your weapon with the flames of willpower.]


  


  “...?!” The moment their swords collided, Garam’s eyes widened. He was supposed to blow away Grid but instead, his right arm was rising in the air.


  


  ‘...What?’


  


  Flames travelled along Grid’s sword and smashed into Garam’s nose.


  


  ‘You!’


  


  Garam’s eyebrows were scorched and he tried to suppress his boiling anger. He ignored the unidentified force that pushed back his right arm and sped forward, cutting at Grid’s waist in the gap when Grid couldn’t respond. At the same time, he attempted to use the intangible winds to smash Grid’s head into a mess. The sharp energy that rose around Grid tore the wind apart.


  


  “Ah...!”


  


  Garam was continuously shamed and his face was red. Even so, there was no light in his eyes. He suppressed his feelings because he knew he would forever regret it if he was overcome by his anger. In order to avoid creating variables, he calmly started to target Grid.


  


  There were no more variables. The intangible winds kept disrupting the actions of the God Hands. Grid’s sword dance was broken. The four fusion sword dance was never completed. Garam thoroughly destroyed Grid’s strengths. It was as if he felt no more humiliation as he avoided a power struggle with Grid and made all of Grid’s efforts useless.


  


  ‘This is it.’


  


  The only thing left was to wash away the shame.


  


  ‘The end.’


  


  It was the moment when Garam peeked at the tired Grid’s face.


  


  Flash!


  


  A light as brilliant as the stars filled the high expanse of the sky. A sword flew toward Garam. It didn’t hit but Garam was nervous. It was because a person powerful enough to throw a sword from a distance that was hard to grasp couldn’t be underestimated by even Garam.


  


  However, there wasn’t only one. One weapon, two, ten... 100, 200...


  


  Hundreds of different types of weapons continued to descend from the sky, bombarding Garam’s enchantment. Most of the weapons scattered into dust, unable to penetrate the enchantment, but some were exceptions. A large greatsword that resembled a predator of the sea started to crack the enchantment. Then the enchantment collapsed. Two swords with the breath of the white tiger and a bow with the breath of the red phoenix were particularly irritating to Garam.


  


  ‘What is this?’


  


  He couldn’t understand it. What type of incomprehensible scene was this?


  


  “What type of trick are you playing?” Garam roared angrily as he moved backwards to avoid the rain of battle gears falling toward him.


  


  Grid told him, “Pant... Pant... You... you can’t be a god.”


  


  Blood flowed from Grid’s eyes and nose. It was the aftermath of using the Duke of Virtue skill that he checked during the rabbits’ sacrifice. He was mentally exhausted but he continued in an upright voice, “I will stop you.”


  


  “...!”


  


  [He soaked the land of the old gods with the rain of battle gears of those who believe in him and serve him.]


  


  “I.”


  


  [He declared in the presence of the murderer dreaming of being a god and the fleeting people watching.]


  


  “I will become a god.”


  


  [My myth will lead the world in the right direction.]


  


  [The rain that falls now proves my qualifications.]


  


  “You...! What sophistry is this?”


  


  Garam couldn’t bear it and showed his power. He opened the four powers of the sacred creatures simultaneously and slammed into Grid, fiercely breaking through the rain. It was the final blow and Grid died. Grid had lost his immortality before Garam arrived and had no way out.


  


  However, Grid hadn’t be beaten in silence. Thanks to the help of the rain of battle gears, which was now beginning to die down, Grid fought against Garam with all his might. There was Noe, who stayed with him despite him losing demonic power, Randy who had always been with him, the Overgeared Skeletons still dancing in the midst of this, and the light elemental.


  


  “Run away! The red phoenix... Kuk! Don’t worry and run away!”


  


  “H-Human...! N-No! God...! God...!!”


  


  “Run aw...ay!”


  


  “Ugh...! Kuock...! You must...!”


  


  [He hopes to sustain the world that will perish.]


  


  [A tree that has grown up with the help of many.]


  


  ....


  


  ...


  


  [An unknown person has completed the fourth page of the epic!]


  


  [Special compensation will be paid to all players who have contributed to the completion of the epic.]


  


  ....


  


  ...
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  [He saw an unchanging faith in the face of the coming disaster.]


  


  The most famous protagonist of the world messages was Kraugel. He had maintained his position of supreme one for three years after Satisfy opened. He was the first pioneer to explore many hidden fields and he uncovered the concept of hidden quests. He had made many achievements ahead of others and created the formula of ‘unknown person = Kraugel.’


  


  Now Grid was catching up with Kraugel’s record. Grid’s record was astonishing considering that most of Kraugel’s achievements were in the early days when many things weren’t unveiled. Unlike the early days, it was now much more difficult to monopolize the world messages alone.


  


  Of course, no one disparaged Kraugel’s accomplishments. Many of Kraugel’s accomplishments seemed easy to get now but at that time, Kraugel was the only one who managed it among two billion people. In people’s eyes, both Kraugel and Grid looked great.


  


  “This time, Grid’s epic is about religion.”


  


  “I heard the Dominion Church is a mess. Is he involved in this?”


  


  “Perhaps he wiped out the Yatan Church.”


  


  “I hope so. These days, the Yatan Church members are acting so wildly that I can’t hunt properly.”


  


  Grid’s fourth epic made the world buzz. Thousands of people were speculating on Grid’s current whereabouts. People didn’t forget about Grid’s first epic written in Taleren Canyon. People wanted to experience it again. They wanted to share their emotions and thrills with everyone who enjoyed Satisfy by witnessing the process of the epic in real time.


  


  Unfortunately, Grid’s second, third, and fourth epics were written in a place where people were absent. People had to infer Grid’s situation based on the writing and could only imagine it. It had its own charm but it was lacking compared to the feeling of seeing the situation directly.


  


  “Eh?” Charlesville, an ordinary level 193 that could be seen everywhere—he was dining with his friends when he suddenly dropped his fork with amazement.


  


  “Why do you suddenly look so stupid?”


  


  “Did you connect to the game without closing the gas valve again?”


  


  “N-No, that isn’t it...”


  


  “...?”


  


  “G-Grid... it is Grid.”


  


  “What about Grid? Tell me properly.”


  


  Charlesville’s friends wanted to focus on Grid’s epic, which was coming slower than usual, and were annoyed. To them, Charlesville was babbling nonsense.


  


  “He asked me to lend him my weapon?”


  


  “...Tsk.”


  


  They wouldn’t be fooled like this. Charlesville’s friends looked at Charlesville with shit-eating expressions. Charlesville felt wronged.


  


  “No, really! Look!” Charlesville stood up from his seat and released his sword from his waist, holding it in his hand. Called the Fairly Useful Longsword, it was a rare rated level 160 sword that had a casual name and no special appearance. However, the performance was not ordinary.


  


  It overwhelmed the other weapons of the same level in terms of pure damage and durability. In fact, it was one of Charlesville’s biggest prides. It wasn’t just the good performance. The creator of the longsword was labeled ‘unknown craftsman.’ Everyone knew that the identity of the unknown craftsman was Grid from a few years ago. Charlesville was very proud that his weapon was Grid’s work.


  


  “Who put poison in Charles’ soup... Eh?”


  


  Charlesville’s friends, who were staring at the sword, suddenly become wide-eyed and stopped talking. It was because Charlesville’s sword started vibrating before it disappeared. The furious Charlesville shouted, “How about it? Did you see it? I lend my sword to Grid! Hahahat! Grid borrowed my weapon! Grid took my weapon!”


  


  Similar incidents were taking place throughout Satisfy.


  


  “Asking to borrow my weapon?”


  


  “This is really...”


  


  [Player 'Grid' wants to borrow your weapon ‘+7 Mass Produced One-Handed Sword.’ If you accept, ownership of the ‘+7 Mass Produced One-Handed Sword’ will be transferred to Grid for two minutes.]


  


  [Player 'Grid' wants to borrow your weapon ‘+8 Shooting Bow.’ If you accept...]


  


  [Player 'Grid' wants to borrow your weapon ‘+8 Smashing Mace.’...]


  


  Thousands of players encountered the same notification window. The common denominator was that they had a named weapon. No, it was that they were owners of weapons that Grid made himself. Some used them as their main weapon, like Charlesville, while others just stored them as collectibles. Yet they were all asked the same question.


  


  [Do you want to accept the request?]


  


  ‘How can I accept in this situation?’


  


  ‘Does he want me to die?’


  


  People’s circumstances were different. Some people were eating like Charlesville while others were fighting monsters or PKing at the hunting grounds. Some people were experiencing a crisis of a lifetime. This meant that not everyone could respond to Grid’s request. Of course, there were many people who didn’t care even if their situation wasn’t urgent.


  


  ‘Did Grid really send me a request? No way.’


  


  Grid might be the supreme player but was it common sense to use a strange system to ask for help by borrowing other people’s weapons? People were suspicious and wary of such strange situations.


  


  Or...


  


  ‘Why should I lend it?’


  


  There were many people who turned away for no reason. It was a normal reaction. No matter the circumstances, how many people would lend their items to someone else for no payment? In the first place, owning Grid’s weapon didn’t necessarily mean they had a connection to Grid. Among the works created by Grid, the best items were only distributed among the Overgeared members. Only the items that Grid had made a long time ago or were classified as lower-grade items were circulated in the market. Many of the players currently receiving the request from Grid had never met Grid personally.


  


  Indeed, many people turned away from Grid’s request. However, there were also many people who accepted Grid’s request. Those who accepted Grid’s request, even if they had no connection to him, were aware of the peculiarity of the situation.


  


  “This is a request during the writing of the epic...”


  


  “I don’t think I’ll lose anything.”


  


  “I don’t know~ I’ll just lend it because it’s fun.”


  


  Thousands of items left their master’s hands and returned to the creator’s arms.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  Lauel and Piaro’s tactics, the abilities of the knights, including Mercedes and Asmophel, and the division of the soldiers and orcs. The Overgeared soldiers and orcs allied forces quickly advanced to the Gauss Kingdom. The only enemy remaining was the 50,000 Gauss royal troops, directly led by King Nemesis.


  


  ‘Did Goldhit betray me?’


  


  


  There was no news from Goldhit, who was left in the last fortress, and now the enemy was right in front of their noses. King Nemesis was already prepared but he felt great despair by the result that was more empty then he imagined. He just couldn’t bear to express this in front of the soldiers and shouted at the soldiers with a determined expression, “This is the last battle. Fight without leaving any regrets. The world will say that Gauss’ soldiers were valiant until the end.”


  


  “Wahhhh!”


  


  Once King Nemesis took the lead, the morale of the soldiers pierced the sky. It didn’t matter if the enemy had 10 times more troops than they did. They were already prepared for death and would fight bravely to defend the last honor of their home.


  


  “Waaahhhhhhhh... ah?”


  


  Gauss’ soldiers were chasing after King Nemesis toward the enemy when they lost momentum and stopped. It was because the leading Nemesis ordered them to stop. What happened?


  


  The Gauss Kingdom’s army was hesitating when King Nemesis’s voice, filled with magic power, echoed through the battlefield, “Are you recommending for me to surrender? Okay. I will be grateful if I can save the lives of my soldiers with my death. The entire army, listen! In the future, live as the people of the Overgeared Kingdom!”


  


  King Nemesis made a decision. The young king, who had become the ruler of a crumbling nation and only cared for his people, gave his neck for his soldiers in the last moment.


  


  “...Hah.” Piaro was surprised by the sudden situation and lamented. The hand plow and sickle returned to his hands and he silently paid tribute to the body of King Nemesis. The knights and elite soldiers behind him similarly armed themselves again with their returned weapons.


  


  That’s right—King Nemesis had witnessed all the enemies at the forefront standing unarmed and interpreted it as a sign recommending him to surrender, but the reality was different. The knights and soldiers of the Overgeared Kingdom merely lent their weapons to their king. King Nemesis and the Gauss army’s surrender was just an absurd incident caused by King Nemesis’ misunderstanding.


  


  Piaro commanded the knights and soldiers, “...For the sake of their pride, this matter must never be made known.”


  


  “...Yes.”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [He soaked the land of the old gods with the rain of battle gears of those who believe in him and serve him.]


  


  [He declared in the presence of the murderer dreaming of being a god and the fleeting people watching.]


  


  [My myth will lead the world in the right direction.]


  


  [The rain that falls now proves my qualifications.]


  


  The epic was at its peak.


  


  “Myth? It is a myth?”


  


  The world was overturned.


  


  [An unknown person has completed the fourth page of the epic!]


  


  [Special compensation will be paid to all players who have contributed to the completion of the epic.]


  


  “C-Crazy...”


  


  “Amazing!”


  


  “Dammit!”


  


  Soon after the epic were over, people were feeling joy or sorrow. Those who loaned their weapons to Grid were filled with the ultimate joy while those who didn’t lend their weapons were overwhelmed with the regrets of a lifetime. Charlesville belonged to the former. He trembled as he held the weapon that returned to him after the end of the epic.


  


  [Your weapon ‘Fairly Useful Longsword’ has returned after communing with its creator, ‘Grid,’ and its potential has been awakened. Attack power and durability has increased by 10%. This effect will only apply once per weapon.]


  


  [There is still more potential remaining in the Fairly Useful Longsword.]


  


  [You have become part of the fourth epic of an unknown person. Terrain adaptation in the Pangea region of the East Continent has risen by 50% and all stats are slightly increased.]


  


  [Once you encounter bards singing the fourth epic, you will get a special buff.]


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “...?”


  


  Grid’s resurrection point was set to Reinhardt. However, it wasn’t Reinhardt that greeted him when he resurrected after being killed by Garam. Covered with dust, it was like a small, haunted house. It was an unfamiliar space.


  


  ‘Where is this place?’


  


  If a player died without setting a resurrection point, they would be resurrected at the nearest city or temple. However, Grid had set a resurrection point and this place wasn’t a city or a temple.


  


  Grid confirmed there was no movement in the bamboo forest outside the window and checked his condition first. He lost 40.6% of his experience from the death penalty, the durability of the skin mask had decreased by 1, and the Ideal Longsword was lost. The blow was great. The lost weapon could be reproduced at any time but the skin mask was an item that couldn’t be repaired.


  


  ‘If I’m going to die in the future, I’ll have to take off the skin mask first.’


  


  At the very least, Grid didn’t intend to die until he resurrected the red phoenix. Grid recalled the sensation of cutting off one of Garam’s ears just before he died and muttered, “Duke of Virtue...”


  


  It was an absurd skill that used the bonds engraved into every weapon he had ever made. This wasn’t all. It was also a skill that used human relationships. The effect of the duke title was so great that it surpassed Grid’s imagination. He thought the function of the duke titles would be similar to his second class, Duke of Wisdom.


  


  ‘Well, Duke of Wisdom is probably lacking compared to the real one.’


  


  Duke of Wisdom wasn’t a power that Grid had built up. It was Braham’s knowledge that was shared and it wasn’t really in his mind. On the other hand, Duke of Virtue and Duke of Fire were different. They were powers that Grid built up himself and were based on Grid’s foundation.


  


  “Status Window.”


  


  Grid had reached level 406 from killing Hangyeol and his experience was at over 80%. This meant that his level didn’t decrease despite losing around 40% experience from the death penalty. Grid had a strange idea when he saw that only the strength and agility stats had turned a gold color.


  


  ‘If there is a golden ratio for strength and agility, will there also be a golden ratio between other stats?’


  


  In the future, he should pay a bit more attention when observing the stats of NPCs. The moment Grid thought this...


  


  Swaaah!!


  


  “...!?”


  


  There was an object pouring out light from the corner of the haunted house and as if in response, the Red Phoenix Breath and Red Phoenix Bow started to flash red.
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  [The rain of battle gears that appeared in Grid’s fourth epic?]


  


  [TV broadcasters and streamers from all countries are desperately contacting owners of Grid’s battle gears.]


  


  [Grid’s epic mentions a myth... has a player become a god?]


  


  [(Column) The difference between the legendary and myth ratings that can be discovered through quest items.]


  


  [’Make the scene of writing Grid’s epic public!’ Hundreds of public organizations around the world are urging the S.A Group.] 


  


  『 Grid’s fourth epic is causing an unusual ripple. There is a fierce conflict between those who claim that not disclosing Grid’s epics, which have a direct influence on the world view, is violating a player’s right to know and those who claim that Grid’s epics are his private life. 』


  


  The world forgot about the National Competition. Even those who had been waiting for the National Competition throughout the year could only focus on Grid’s epic. It meant the celebration of billions of people had been buried by Grid’s one action.


  


  Hundreds of companies participating as sponsors of this year’s National Competition cursed. If the popularity of the National Competition wasn’t strong enough then the publicity effect of the companies would also decrease. This led to a flurry of concerns among them. However, there was one exception...


  


  “Huhu, the largest companies in the world are going to lose money because of my son-in-law.”


  


  It was the Daejin Group. Unlike other companies, Yura’s company enjoyed the Grid special. Since Grid was the group’s promotional model and there was the perception that Grid was a family member, there was an upward synergistic effect every time Grid was mentioned.


  


  “Um, let’s see...”


  


  Chairman Lee Jinmyung logged into WikiXDia and gazed at Grid’s image in a pleased manner. He searched for Grid, revisited the contents of the Daejin Group which was linked and muttered, “I’m riding on the coattails of my grandchild.”


  


  Now Chairman Lee Jinmyung was Yura’s most ardent supporter. He didn’t hesitate to provide all sorts of support to improve Yura’s gaming environment so Yura’s growth rate was at its highest level ever. Even without Grid, South Korea would play an active part in the National Competition this year...


  


  Lee Jinmyung didn’t doubt it.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  The Eregia Underground Water Dungeon was one of the hardest instance dungeons. It wasn’t possible for high ranking players to target it unless there were at least three people in the party. There...


  


  [Your level has risen.]


  


  [You have defeated all the monsters in the dungeon by yourself.]


  


  [Something special will happen when you achieve the Sword Saint hidden piece ‘Beginning of Endless Asceticism’!]


  


  Kraugel alone completely conquered it. He quietly closed his eyes as he blocked the bamboo spears fired from the stinking rats with foresight and Control Sword, easily killing the monsters who were called the king of the underground. He wasn’t impressed by his accomplishments. This level of achievement didn’t give him any inspiration.


  


  ‘...Duke of Virtue.’


  


  Kraugel closed his eyes and recalled the epic scene. That’s right—Kraugel witnessed the epic scene. No, he experienced it. He shared the vision of the White Tiger Sword he lent to Grid and became one of the rain of weapons from the sky. He saw the fear projected in the eyes of the one dreaming of becoming a god.


  


  Chill. Kraugel got goosebumps. He persevered as he endured the pain engraved on his soul every time a weapon was broken and saw the appearance of Grid overwhelming the yangban. He felt something that was beyond a thrill. He saw the future of Grid, who became a god. He knew it was an immutable future.


  


  Kraugel realized the path he had to pursue. A sword that could cut a god.


  


  ‘Make the ultimate technique.’


  


  If a player could become a god then a player should also be able to cut a god. The picture in Kraugel’s mind slowly changed. In the rain of battle gears, it was Kraugel fighting against Grid, not Garam.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  The light emitted from the Red Phoenix Breath and Red Phoenix Bow gradually resembled a flame. It shook and then suddenly burned Grid’s entire body. The startled Grid screamed reflexively but fortunately, he didn’t feel any pain.


  


  ‘What is this harmonizing with?’


  


  Grid regained his composure after confirming that the light wasn’t harmful and approached the origin of this unknown phenomenon. On the small altar, there was an unidentified object covered with dust. It was a statue modeled after a small bird but it was still shining with a strong light and showed off its presence. 


  


  “This...?” The size of the statue was small enough to be held in one hand. He thought it was a statue modeled after a small bird but the reality was different. Grid shook off the dust and cobwebs and found a familiar form. “The red phoenix?”


  


  At this moment, the beam of light released from the red phoenix statue exploded more strongly and was sucked into the Red Phoenix Bow. There was a vibration and the hot heat of the Red Phoenix Bow was felt.


  


  [The breath of the red phoenix nestled inside the ‘Red Phoenix Statue Abandoned for a Long Time’ has permeated the Red Phoenix Bow where the Spirit of a Sacred Creature Resides.] 


  


  [19 more breaths are needed to restore the red phoenix.]


  


  “...!”


  


  The identity of this haunted house was revealed. This must’ve been the original shrine where the red phoenix was worshipped. However, as the people’s belief in the Four Auspicious Beasts turned to the yangbans, they were gradually forgotten and this shrine was abandoned. They didn’t even know that the red phoenix had distributed its breath to people.


  


  ‘It wasn’t a ridiculous quest.’


  


  The difficulty of the Red Phoenix Guardian quest that Grid received was unrealistic. The moment it was known that he had the Red Phoenix Bow, he was surely be tracked back home. It was safe to say that lasting two years without dying more than two times or collecting 20 Red Phoenix Breaths would be impossible for ordinary people to achieve.


  


  Now there was a chance of completing it. He could clear the quest by finding shrines scattered throughout the East Continent.


  


  ‘The red phoenix sent me here to give me this hint.’


  


  Grid realized why he was resurrected in an unexpected place and completely cleaned up his head, which had been complicated for a while. Then he pulled the Red Phoenix Breath out of his inventory.


  


  ‘I’m curious.’


  


  He had been curious from the time he received the quest. What would happen if the Red Phoenix Bow absorbed an enhanced breath?


  


  ‘It would be disgraceful if it is no different from a normal Red Phoenix Breath.’


  


  In the worst case situation, he might not receive a judgment itself. This meant that the system regarded the Strengthened Red Phoenix Breath as a completely separate item from the Red Phoenix Breath.


  


  ‘Still, let’s try it.’


  


  It would be foolish to ignore the possibility of a better result just because he was afraid of losing one of the Red Phoenix Breaths. Unlike others, Grid could secure a large number of Red Phoenix Breaths.


  


  ‘This place is safe.’


  


  It was a place the red phoenix directly led him to. It was also a place that had been forgotten for many years. At least he didn’t have to worry about being chased by Garam while he was here. Determined, Grid went outside the shrine and pulled out a portable furnace. In the process of taking out various tools such as a hammer and anvil, his eyes noticed the forest.


  


  “This?”


  


  Currently, it was autumn in Pangea. Yet the scenery of winter was seen between the long stretches of bamboo. The leaves with white snow were spread out. Was there snow in this season? No. It was the white phosphorus tree. A mysterious tree that controlled fire perfectly despite being a tree. It was known to be impossible to cut because it was hard as dragon iron and as ferocious as an active volcano.


  


  


  [The Daoist Woodcutting Axe has been equipped.]


  


  ‘I had wanted to obtain it so this is great.’


  


  Grid’s axe slammed into the white phosphorus tree. If the people of the East Continent had seen this sight, they would’ve expected the axe to split in half and for Grid to be swept away by an explosion. However, Grid’s axe was fine. Rather than causing an explosion, the white phosphorus tree was cut and became Grid’s firewood.


  


  Grid’s first blacksmithing quest was to cut firewood. His axe was adept and the white phosphorus tree couldn’t stand it. In an instant, Grid cut down all the white phosphorus trees in the area and looked satisfied.


  


  ‘This is enough to make 2,000 items.’


  


  It was a good start. He was at his peak condition and started to enhance the Red Phoenix Breath.


  


  [The effect of Duke of Fire infuses your hammer with the flames of willpower.]


  


  [All working speeds are doubled.]


  


  [Duke of Fire]


  


  [* The best master craftsman of this era.


  


  His hammer makes battle gears and his martial power makes peace.


  


  He is the owner of a passion that never turns off, which can sometimes be a poison.


  


  * Increases the willpower stat by 20%.


  


  * Stamina consumption will be reduced by 10%.


  


  * There is a low probability of ‘excessive greed’ occurring.


  


  ★ If you experience excessive greed, you can be active for up to one minute even if you don’t have stamina. However, the stamina stat will be permanently reduced in proportion to the time it was active. Please pay attention to the management of stamina.


  


  * The skill ‘Fire of Willpower’ will be generated.]


  


  [Fire of Willpower (Passive)]


  


  [* Effect when producing items:


  


  All working speeds will double. There is a chance of infusing the ‘Breath of the Duke of Fire’ in the item.


  


  * Effect in combat:


  


  The attack power of the weapon equipped will increase in proportion to the willpower stat. Additional ‘heart’ attribute and fire attribute damage will be dealt to the target in proportion to the willpower stat. The heart attribute attack will completely penetrate the target’s defense.] 


  


  The description of Duke of Fire was very similar to Duke of Wisdom. Duke of Wisdom started as the ‘greatest intellectual of the era’ but it couldn’t be denied that ‘sometimes it is a poison.’ They were titles that implied a certain degree of danger. On the other hand, Duke of Virtue was different.


  


  [Duke of Virtue]


  


  [* The most benevolent person of this era.


  


  People look up to you due to the generosity and good deeds bestowed with your whole heart.


  


  * Stamina is increased by 35%.]


  


  There were no negative descriptions regarding Duke of Virtue.


  


  The basic effect was as good as the Duke of Fire and Duke of Wisdom.


  


  It could even be asserted that the skill effect was the best.


  


  The only problem was the name of the skill.


  


  [* The skill ‘Request to Stand With Me’ has been created.]


  


  [Request to Stand With Me]


  


  [Ask for help from those who have been given virtue.


  


  You can ask for help from the battle gears you produced or the people associated with you.


  


  * Effect when asking the battle gears for help:


  


  Summon all the weapons you have produced so far.


  


  The weapons that respond to the call will attack the target you specify according to the attack power when the weapon’s owner uses the weapon. The number of attacks can go up to at least six times depending on item rating and it will be returned to its original owner once the number of attacks is consumed.


  


  The durability consumed will be replaced by resources such as your health and mana.


  


  * Effect when asking a person for help:


  


  Ask for help from someone who is within your force or who has good will with you.


  


  You can borrow the target’s skill or stats.]


  


  “...” It seemed hard to use in front of people. Grid’s expression twisted as the Strengthened Red Phoenix Breath was being completed at his fingertips.
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  [The Red Phoenix Breath has been strengthened!]


  


  The smelting difficulty was proportional to the rating of the material. Grid spent a considerable amount of time and stamina every time he strengthened the sacred creature’s breath. However, it was different this time. Thanks to the sparks of willpower effect from Duke of Fire, Grid’s fatigue was greatly reduced compared to before. At least, it should’ve been so...


  


  “...”


  


  Grid’s face was dark as he looked at the Strengthened Red Phoenix Breath. His current fatigue was higher than ever. It was due to the feeling of conflict sparked by the severe warning that struck at his sense of reason when he regained his composure once he got the result he desired.


  


  ‘This is a really crazy gamble.’


  


  The breath of a sacred creature was an ingredient for a myth rated item. Discussing the value of this material itself was disrespectful. Was it right to throw it away on a gamble? He was afraid of the sense of loss he would feel if this failed.


  


  ‘...It is nonsense to worry about this now.’


  


  He decided to give it a try. Why was he wasting time worrying about this again? Grid knew it was just a waste of time. Once the conflict ended, he gave the Strengthened Red Phoenix Breath to the Red Phoenix Bow where the Spirit of a Sacred Creature Resides.


  


  To be honest, his heart was pounding. Sweat dripped down and the saliva in his mouth dried up. For the Red Phoenix Guardian quest, the objective stated in the quest information was to give 20 Red Phoenix Breaths to the Red Phoenix Bow. It was extremely unlikely that the system would permit the giving of the ‘strengthened breath’ to the Red Phoenix Bow. Yes, he was likely to suffer a great loss...


  


  It happened the moment Grid closed his eyes...


  


  The Red Phoenix Bow accepted the strengthened breath and red surged, beating like the heart of a giant beast. It was hotter than lava but wasn’t a life-destroying flame. Sparks rose and numerous plants grew on the ground where Grid was standing.


  


  “...!”


  


  A panorama unfolded in front of Grid. The chaos before the beginning—Yatan, Rebecca, and Hanul were there and they created the world. Rebecca planted the world tree to support the earth. Hanul, who created the gods that governed weather, injected new life into the earth. Yatan took Baal out of the abyss to prepare for destruction.


  


  They weren’t actions or plans with any special significance. They were just moving according to the rules.


  


  The first humans were terrified. They respected but didn’t rely on the almighty gods. The more they served and knew the gods, the more anxious they felt. Humanity wanted new gods. Gods they could believe in and rely on. Gods to protect them. Then flames appeared on the grey landscape that expressed the despair felt by the first humans. They were flames that could germinate the sparks of life without the help of the gods that Rebecca and Hanul created. A guardian god born only from humanity, which originated from their heart’s desire.


  


  『... A call. 』


  


  Flames swelled and a voice emerged. It was the first time he heard this voice and Grid noticed the voice’s owner. It was the red phoenix.


  


  『 I... A call like this. 』


  


  The flames burned more strongly and gradually took the form of the red phoenix. It was hundreds of times larger than the red phoenix called by the Fly Up! skill attached to Jishuka’s Red Phoenix Bow. Both wings seemed like they could cover a great mountain and it exerted a presence that was above material size.


  


  Grid was overwhelmed. He honestly shrank back as the red phoenix stared at him. Nevertheless, he didn’t feel the extreme impression like he was a speck of dust. It wasn’t because the majesty of the red phoenix was lacking, it was just that Grid had grown.


  


  The landscape surrounding Grid changed again. A red sky filled his vision.


  


  “...?”


  


  Grid quickly adapted to the sudden change and lowered his gaze. He could see a burning royal palace. Hundreds of thousands of troops surrounded the royal palace. The identity of the army was the Overgeared soldiers and the allied orcs. 


  


  “Sir Piaro! Are you insane?”


  


  ‘Lauel?’


  


  Grid heard Lauel’s voice and searched for him. Finding Lauel wasn’t difficult. He stood next to Piaro at the forefront of the battlefield. He was clearly tired. His eyes trembled as he alternated between looking at Piaro next to him and the rushing enemy.


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid was stunned. He immediately realized why Lauel was agitated. Many of the knights and soldiers of the Overgeared Kingdom were empty-handed. It was during a war. They abandoned their weapons in the face of the enemy. It was because they responded to Grid’s Request to Stand With Me.


  


  “My mind is fine. The thing that matters to me is the safety of His Majesty, not the war in front of me.”


  


  “...I will do as the commander-in-chief wishes.”


  


  Lauel shook his head and raised both hands, the weapon in them disappearing with a flash of light. In fact, he was the same as Piaro. He knew that death wasn’t the end for Grid but he failed to ignore Grid’s crisis.


  


  ‘Lauel, are you going to follow rather than stop him?’ Grid’s eyes widened.


  


  Then the landscape surrounding Grid changed again.


  


  “...Hup.” Grid frowned and held his breath. A land dominated by a sweltering heat—Grid knew the identity of this unpleasant space.


  


  ‘Hell?’


  


  From there...


  


  “Daring to disturb the ritual! It is hateful!”


  


  Yura was running alone. A large frog with a crown was jumping as it chased after her.


  


  “Yura!”


  


  Grid immediately pulled out his sword and flew forward. He hid Yura behind his back and cut the frog. However, nothing happened. All the sights in front of Grid were the past and he couldn’t intervene. The crown-wearing frog aimed its long tongue past Grid toward Yura’s back.


  


  Did she decide that she could no longer run away? Yura stopped running and fired her gun. Then she pulled out a sword and set it up as a shield. Thanks to the buffs she received in hell, she could accurately read the fast trajectory of the flying tongue, which was hard for even Grid to follow. No matter who looked, the defense was obviously successful.


  


  Then just before the tongue and sword touched, Yura’s sword disappeared from her hand. It was because her spare sword was Grid’s work. Yura’s heart was pierced by the tongue.


  


  “You aren’t as good as the old one,” the crown-wearing frog mocked her.


  


  The gun in Yura’s hand converted into a green sword. For five seconds, she fought silently. The moment she turned to ash, there were no regrets on her face. Rather, she looked satisfied.


  


  “Yura...”


  


  Grid flopped down. He felt some responsibility watching her sacrifice herself for him and hoped to stand side by side with her.


  


  The landscape continued to change. During the one-sided slaughter of hundreds of monsters, Jishuka lost her bow and was surrounded by monsters. Peak Sword lost his sheath and was unable to cope with Iyarugt running wild. He faced a disastrous end. Most of his colleagues’ circumstances in the ever-changing landscapes were similar. All of them made great sacrifices in response to Grid’s Request to Stand With Me.


  


  “This... unbelievable...” Grid sighed.


  


  Once he learned that his power demanded the sacrifice of others, he rebuked himself and regretted it. In front of the collapsed Grid, the huge red phoenix appeared again.


  


  『 Human with the desire to become a god. 』


  


  『 Your power isn’t almighty and you will repeat many mistakes and failures. 』


  


  『 Don’t be overconfident in not knowing this and be buried in despair and regret. 』


  


  『 Only a strong mentality and determination will give you an opportunity to change your providence, whether you can sustain it or not. 』


  


  Don’t be like us.


  


  The red phoenix seemed to be giving advice. The despair and regret that the red phoenix felt over the years could be glimpsed from the red phoenix’s eyes. Grid asked, “Do you believe that I can only stand up to the gods if I accept the sacrifices of those who believe in me and follow me?”


  


  


  The red phoenix was silent—it meant confirmation. Grid shook his head. “No, that isn’t necessarily the case.”


  


  It was the reason why Grid chose the path to become a god. He wanted to protect his people. The moment he turned away from them, the reason he had to walk on this path would disappear.


  


  “I’m not going to sacrifice them.”


  


  The beak of the red phoenix twitched—it looked like a smile.


  


  『 Noble one, I will give you my heart. This heart will grow with your willpower and it will be a small boon to your future. 』


  


  The appearance was holy but the exit was shabby. The red phoenix pulled out a heart and rapidly became smaller, quickly disappearing into sparks. The surrounding landscape of the dazed Grid returned to its original form. Then a notification window popped up.


  


  [A hidden story has arisen due to the effect of giving the Strengthened Red Phoenix Breath to the Red Phoenix Bow where the Spirit of a Sacred Creature Resides.]


  


  [The sealed power in the Red Phoenix Bow where the Spirit of a Sacred Creature Resides has been greatly restored. The red phoenix admires your ability and feels great favorability toward you.]


  


  [The ‘Red Phoenix’s 9th Heart’ has been acquired as hidden compensation for the hidden quest ★ Red Phoenix Guardian ★.]


  


  [Red Phoenix’s 9th Heart]


  


  [One of the 10 hearts that are the source of power for the red phoenix.


  


  It is one of the hearts that the red phoenix kept to the very end.


  


  The heart will respond to your willpower and grow with you.]


  


  [The Red Phoenix’s 9th Heart has permeated you.] 


  


  [Your blood is running hot with the holy flames. You won’t become tired easily in the future.]


  


  [Health recovery is increased by 20%.]


  


  [Stamina recovery rate will permanently double.]


  


  [The Rune of Darkness can’t adapt to this hot heat and is running wild in your body.]


  


  [The Red Phoenix’s 9th Heart has noticed the Rune of Darkness.]


  


  [The Rune of Darkness is trying to hide itself.]


  


  “...!?”


  


  An increased health recovery and a doubled stamina recovery rate, Grid got more benefits than imagined from the heart but he couldn’t afford to feel joy. The Rune of Darkness—the hidden card that contained an explosive power seemed to be antagonistic to the red phoenix heart so he felt more frustration than joy. It was even more disturbing because the Rune of Darkness had been greatly diminished due to the disappeared demonic power.


  


  “Ugh!”


  


  As the heat in his body rapidly swelled, Grid felt the pain and sat down. The Red Phoenix Bow where the Spirit of a Sacred Creature Resides was quietly sleeping without being aware of the disaster its power caused.


  


  ‘This is a big mistake...’


  


  In Satisfy, resistance was very important. It was natural that the Rune of Darkness, which was evil, would be countered by the red phoenix, one of the gods who could be defined as good. He shouldn’t have accepted the heart. Grid realized it was a serious situation and was trying to regain his composure when it happened...


  


  [The sacred flame circulating from the Red Phoenix’s 9th Heart has succeeded in capturing and purifying the Rune of Darkness.]


  


  [The circulating fire of willpower from Duke of Fire has responded to the sacred flames and have dominated the Rune of Darkness.


  


  [The Rune of Darkness, which has harmed you even after becoming a part of you, is completely submissive to you.]


  


  [The ‘demonic power increase’ penalty that occurred when Rune of Darkness is used will be deleted.]


  


  [The powers attached to the Rune of Darkness will demand the fire of willpower in the future. This will change the name, effect, and direction of some of the skills.]


  


  [Once the Rune of Darkness is opened, the dark attribute damage that was added to general attacks and skill attacks will be changed to the heart attribute damage.]


  


  [The unique passive effect of Rune of Darkness is enhanced. In the future, you will absorb the unique characteristics of the target, even if you kill angels, half-gods, and gods, as well as named great demons, demons, and demonic creatures.]


  


  [The name of the Rune of Darkness has changed to the Rune of Gluttony.] 


  


  “...”


  


  Runes were bound items where each account could only hold one. In Satisfy, bound items couldn’t be released or traded. According to various documents, there were hundreds of runes in the world. Thus, a player who obtained a relatively poorer rune than others would suffer irreversible damage for the rest of their lives.


  


  In that sense, Grid had benefited greatly. The Rune of Darkness, which absorbed even the power of the great demon, was certainly the highest-level rune. Now it had been upgraded to a rune that could even absorb the power of a god. The Rune of Gluttony—the new rune that seemed to have developed under the influence of Grid’s inclination and purpose ignited Grid’s enthusiasm.


  


  “...It worked properly.”


  


  After a long time, Grid gave a relaxed smile and checked the status of the Red Phoenix Guardian quest. The quest stipulated that 11 breaths had been given to the Red Phoenix Bow where the Spirit of a Sacred Creature Resides. This meant that one strengthened breath was equivalent to 10 breaths.


  


  On the East Continent, there were still a number of yangbans and forgotten shrines.


  


  ‘One, I just need one more.’


  


  Grid turned his gaze in the direction of Kars, the capital of the Cho Kingdom. There were people there who wanted to help him. 
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  “This microorganism...! You are inferior to beasts!”


  


  Garam’s original plan was simple—he was going to tear Grid apart, kill him, and then go to the Cho Kingdom for retribution. Nobuldam tried to protect Grid. As the king’s servant, the Cho king should naturally be held responsible. Yet things had become twisted. He couldn’t see other people in this state.


  


  “...!”


  


  “G-Garam?” A path lined with white phosphorus trees that bloomed once in a thousand years—a man and woman enjoying a walk near the entrance of the Hwan Kingdom were shocked to find the approaching Garam. Garam’s appearance was different than usual. His long hair, which was usually twisted up with a hairpin or combed beautifully, was scattered in a mess. The dopo that should be clean without a crease was crushed, torn, and stained with blood. The most surprising thing was that it was Garam’s own blood soaking his dopo. His ear was cut off.


  


  What was this? What type of disaster had occurred to injure the body of a god?


  


  “What happened?”


  


  “Let's start with treatment!”


  


  The man and woman rushed to Garam’s side and made a fuss. They were also yangbans of the Hwan Kingdom. They were genuinely concerned about their brother Garam, who was born and raised by the same parents. However, Garam thought they were insignificant. Rather than being irritated that they didn’t qualify to become gods, they whispered garbage and loved him like a brother. Pagma, who condemned the yangbans, was a hundred, no, a thousand times better than these people...


  


  “...!”


  


  Garam wielded his soft sword without making a sound and slashed at the man and woman’s necks. Garam’s pride was too strong to leave them alive after they witnessed his ugly self.


  


  “Shit... Shit!” Garam swore as he faced the resentful gazes of those who died without knowing why. He was overwhelmed with fear and anxiety. It was different from his usual self. To be exact, due to Grid who had become qualified to be a god, there were dark clouds hovering over his future that couldn’t be seen.


  


  Then a bell jingled over Garam’s head.


  


  “You have seen a real god,” a familiar voice followed. Garam’s eyes widened as he looked up and saw a man floating above him. The man wore a mask and had on a necklace made of leather with large bells tied to them. His hair and visible eyes were fierce, causing Garam to freeze.


  


  “Chiyou...”


  


  Garam’s expression was stiff. He felt terrible dissatisfaction because an opponent he could never match was seeing him in a pathetic state.


  


  ‘Pretend you haven’t seen me.’ Garam couldn’t bear to bring up this request and changed the subject. “A real god? Then there are fake gods? A god is a god. In the first place, he is a human, not a god.”


  


  The myth of the guardian gods was known to Garam. Unlike the Three Gods that existed from chaos and the majority of gods who were created, the guardian gods were the purest beings born of the aspirations of humans. Chiyou in front of him belonged to that type—the crystallization of ‘military arts’, born from the aspirations of humans who wanted power. Even War God Zeratul, who Rebecca had created, was just a copy of Chiyou.


  


  “You are afraid and anxious. It is pathetic to see you deny it.” The mask that Chiyou wore shook, the face behind it seemed to express ridicule.


  


  “Shut up!” In fact, Garam knew—it was true that he had limitations. A god that came from forced faith couldn’t be omnipotent. However, were they so insignificant that they could be labelled as fake and ridiculed? No, a god was a god—the power might be different but the divinity was the same. “Even if he becomes a god, he will be on the level of the Four Auspicious Beasts at most. That person is just like the Four Auspicious Beasts, born for abstract reasons. I can afford to handle him. I will seal him, just like I sealed the Four Auspicious Beasts in the distant past!”


  


  Chiyou, who was born out of the specific will of ‘the power to conquer the gods’ or ‘independence from the gods,’ was a monster beyond the standards but the Four Auspicious Beasts were different. They had limitations, just like the yangbans, and it would be the same for Grid.


  


  Chiyou stared at Garam trying to believe this and pointed to a distant place. “Look.”


  


  “...!”


  


  A power equivalent to the Three Gods was invoked. Thanks to Chiyou’s power, Garam’s gaze moved over the Red Sea to the West Continent. He saw a black-haired man. He was a man who communicated with the sword. Chiyou’s words were meaningful, “Child who will cut a god.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “The child you met today will compete with this child for a long time, gradually becoming the object of a much stronger and distinct heart’s desire.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “Don’t turn away. They are real gods and eventually, they will destroy you fake gods.”


  


  “You!” Garam could no longer leave Chiyou’s false and insulting remarks alone. He forgot the modicum of respect for Chiyou and the fear of hell as he expressed his killing intent. At the same time...


  


  “...?”


  


  Chiyou disappeared from all of Garam’s senses. There was only the ringing of bells.


  


  “Hup!” Garam belatedly identified Chiyou’s location through sound and twisted the trajectory of his sword. Yet before his sword could reach the target, Chiyou’s finger touched Garam’s forehead. Chiyou’s mask once again shook.


  


  “Struggle if you want to escape destruction.”


  


  Chiyou hit Garam’s forehead with his finger and Garam’s field of view split into several parts. The appearance of the absurd man who wanted to cut a god and the pathetic man who sold his soul to Baal intersected with Grid’s appearance, stimulating Garam. “Do you know? If you confront them with the same feelings as a beast caught in a trap and struggling, you will become a real god and become qualified to cut me.”


  


  Once the sound of bells rang again, Chiyou was no longer present. Garam’s eyes were bloodshot. Grid, the Sword Saint, and Baal’s Contractor—he knew that they must be destroyed.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  Grid kept an eye on the horizon in his field of view. He prayed that the land he would soon arrive at was still standing.


  


  [You have transcended the concept of space!]


  


  “...Keuk!”


  


  The wind blew against his face and Grid stood at the horizon which had been on the edge of his field of view just a while ago. It was the expression of the space movement skill, Shunpo. As a reward for his fourth epic, Grid had built up his transcendence and his chances of triggering Shunpo was now at almost 20%. It was a leap forward compared to the time when it was described as having a terrible probability.


  


  ‘...The further I leap, the more resources I consume.’


  


  Pant, pant.


  


  Grid breathed roughly as his mana and stamina were reduced by half. This was the cost of leaping the ‘maximum distance’. The mana cost for leaping five meters was 2,000 and there was no decline in stamina. It was just a hop away but the amount of resources consumed increased dramatically like a taximeter after five meters. However, it seemed like this problem could be resolved after more transcendence was accumulated. 


  


  “Hmm?”


  


  


  Was it due to his mood? The more tired he was, the happier he became about the red phoenix heart. He felt his stamina recovering whenever the red phoenix’s heart beat. Then he saw gorgeously decorated buildings on the new horizon. He arrived in Kars. It took him only half a day. The virtues of Shunpo were high but the ‘Guardian of the Land of Old Gods’ title that he gained as a reward for his fourth epic was great.


  


  [Guardian of the Land of Old Gods]


  


  [When active in the land of old gods, ‘willpower’ will increase by 1.5 times and terrain adaptability is maintained at 100%.]


  


  Terrain adaptability was very important. Depending on the variation in the terrain, a person’s behavior could be constrained and slowed down. However, if terrain adaptability was kept at 100% then the physical limitations would disappear.


  


  ‘There are three more places besides Pangea in the land of old gods?’


  


  Like Pangea, the places where the Blue Dragon Dao, White Tiger Spear, and Black Tortoise Jewel were sealed would also be classified as the land of the old gods. Grid believed that his new title would be a great help in the process of gaining the other weapons of the sacred creatures.


  


  “By the way...”


  


  Grid used Lightning Speed and rose high in the sky, putting Kars within his field of view. The scenery of Kars was peaceful, unlike what he expected. It was a good thing but he had doubts.


  


  ‘Did that madman Garam go the wrong way?’


  


  Garam had declared that he would find and punish all the forces friendly to Grid, including the Cho king. This was why Grid headed for Kars rather than searching for the hidden shrines. He had no intention of fighting Garam again and risking his life, but he couldn’t turn away after knowing there were those who secretly helped him.


  


  ‘Considering my delay at the shrine, it is very unlikely that Garam would arrive later than I did.’


  


  Then why was Kars so calm? Grid frowned at the thought.


  


  ‘It’s obvious. It is a trap.’


  


  The first reason Grid feared Garam was because Garam was insidious. His plan to capture just Grid by luring all blacksmiths from the West Continent to the East Continent was something Grid would never forget.


  


  “...No.”


  


  Was it really a trap? Why set a trap when he could quickly capture Grid’s location and lie in wait. Grid knew Garam’s personality. The weaker the opponent, the more he raised his nose. Garam was a mass of pride who easily harmed humans but never allowed a human to aim a blade at him.


  


  ‘Such a person would never show up in a messy state in front of others.’


  


  That guy must’ve returned to the Hwan Kingdom first. He would head for Kars after sufficiently cleaning himself up.


  


  ‘This is my only chance.’


  


  Grid came to a conclusion and didn’t delay. He sped up his pace. He flew to the royal palace standing in the center of Kars.


  


  “What bastard?”


  


  “An enemy!”


  


  A challenge came from the start. The talismans widely spread around the royal palace detected Grid’s intrusion and started to cast various spells, while warriors and soldiers poured in.


  


  ‘The level is high.’


  


  This was one of the four countries representing the East Continent. Grid was greatly impressed with the defense of the Kars Palace, which was as good as the Overgeared Palace. However, it was just up to here. Grid didn’t feel anything more than admiration as he escaped the chasing soldiers and succeeded in entering the king’s hall


  


  “A daoist immortal?” a man with his hands behind his back greeted Grid—it was the Cho king. His eyes under the gold crown were as deep as a lake.


  


  Grid roughly counted the number and levels of the warriors escorting him, the killers hidden in the shadows, and the daoists behind a veil before opening his mouth, “Send out the people.”


  


  It wasn’t clear exactly what side the Cho king was on. He couldn’t rule out the possibility that there were yangban fanatics among the guards of the Cho king. There were a number of variables so Grid only wanted to take off the skin mask when he was alone with the king.


  


  “You’re insane!” The warriors expressed outrage at the intruder’s absurd demands and rushed at Grid. The killers in the shadows threw daggers to support the warriors while the daoists behind the veil cast spells to dazzle Grid’s spirit. Some spells raised the courage and power of the warriors.


  


  Certainly, they were the elite of the elite. It was clear that their average level was at least 400. In particular, there was one person that Grid found hard to read the exact location using his insight. He seemed to be a shadow warrior of the Cho king and had a quasi-legendary power. 


  


  However, these people wouldn’t even be a handful of prey for Garam. A bitter-looking Grid opened the Rune of Gluttony.


  


  “Storm of the Fire God”


  


  [Storm Demonic Energy Field - Modified]


  


  The devastating storm emitted the flames circulating from the red phoenix heart and was no longer subject to the weather. It was more destructive than ever before.


  


  “...?!’


  


  The warriors were surprised by the vortex of flames and lost their momentum. They were the greatest warriors of the Cho Kingdom but they didn’t dare plunge into the flames. In the midst of their shock and confusion...


  


  “The red phoenix’s flames!”


  


  The Cho king’s face became rosy. The intruder’s identity was a person of distinction. The sound of bells could be heard from the distant walls. They were bells that told the time for the people of Kars. It was a signal indicating that the time, history, and fate of the East Continent, which had been suspended for the past hundreds of years, had started again.




  Chapter 1171


  Field magic made a specific range of environment advantageous to the caster. It was a magic that unfairly set abnormal conditions and was recognized as an absolute force and the sole possession of boss monsters. 


  


  Storm Demonic Energy Field was a field magic. It was an absolute power that only blessed the caster, caused various debuffs, and attacked everyone but the caster. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the power gained from a great demon had the greatest potential among the skills attached to the Rune of Darkness.


  


  Yes, potential. The potential was the best. Nevertheless, there were drawbacks to the Storm Demonic Energy Field. The lightning bolts were uncontrollable, allies couldn’t be identified, there was only 10,000 fixed damage, and the weather must be cloudy for immediate use.


  


  The shortcomings might be highlighted because of the incompleteness of the skill but the conclusion was that there were many limitations to the Storm Demonic Energy Field. Therefore, the number of times Grid benefited from the Storm Demonic Energy Field in actual combat was low.


  


  Now the story has changed. Due to the effects of the red phoenix heart and Duke of Fire, Grid’s rune experienced an upheaval and became a perfect force for Grid. The Storm Demonic Energy Field was reborn as the Storm of the Fire God and the utilization was endless.


  


  [Storm of the Fire God]


  


  [You have realized the dignity of the newly born fire god.


  


  -Field Effect 1-


  


  [Divine Flames]


  


  Unleash the latent flames in the Red Phoenix’s 9th Heart to form a storm of divine flames.


  


  The storm will control a 200 meters radius area around the caster, increasing the healing effect of all allies (except the undead or demonkin targets), including the caster, by 20%. It will also reduce the healing effect of all enemies by 50%. Can’t be resisted.


  


  Once a target with a reduced healing effect attempts to heal, ‘Rage of the Fire God’ will cause 15,000 fixed damage and will potentially reverse the healing effect.


  


  If the race is an undead or demonkin, they will be subject to extreme damage in the storm’s rage. 


  


  -Field Effect 2-


  


  [Fire of Willpower] 


  


  Strengthen the Storm of the Fire God with the formless will of Duke of Fire.


  


  All enemies in the storm’s range will receive the ‘heart’ attribute damage proportional to the willpower and strength stat. Fire damage that is proportional to the willpower and intelligence stats will be added. The dual attribute damage will penetrate the defense and resistance of the target. However, it can’t damage targets with the willpower stat. The target will suffer a high chance of being burned and will suffer from a fall in willpower.


  


  -Field Effect 3-


  


  Opens when the Red Phoenix’s 9th Heart grows.


  


  -Field Effect 4-


  


  Opens when the Red Phoenix’s 9th Heart grows.


  


  -Field Effect 5-


  


  Opens when the willpower stat reaches 2,000 points.


  


  -Field Effect 6-


  


  Opens when the race is changed to a half-god or god.


  


  Resources consumed when the field is activated: 1,000 mana per second.


  


  The time it takes to summon the field: Immediately.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 20 minutes.]


  


  It had taken 30 seconds to use Storm Demonic Energy Field when the weather wasn’t cloudy. There was also the constraint that it could only be triggered with a ‘storm,’ leading to the fatal weakness that it couldn’t be used indoors. However, Storm of the Fire God was different. It was possible to trigger it anytime and anywhere.


  


  Despite its fire attribute, there were no penalties for rain or water. Since the flames of the red phoenix and Duke of Fire weren’t common flames, they weren’t vulnerable to the rule that fire was weak against water. If he had to choose one regretful thing, it was that the Storm Demonic Energy Field increased the caster’s movement speed and gave the enemy more types of debuffs.


  


  ‘It is easy to increase movement speed with Quick Movements and Storm of the Fire God has many types of fire-based debuffs, making it far superior in strength.’


  


  The most important thing in combat was the management of health. It was absurd to say that a man who couldn’t even manage his health would win the battle. Grid had watched combat videos of players praised for their control skills, such as Hao. The techniques and timing used to manage their health were exquisite. Yet in front of the Storm of the Fire God, everyone was equal.


  


  Forget Hao, even Kraugel would be unable to manage his health in the Storm of the Fire God. What if he could seize the timing of taking potions or when a recovery skill was used? They wouldn’t be able to recover properly and if they were unlucky, they would lose even more health.


  


  Step.


  


  “Ugh...!”


  


  Step.


  


  “Cough!”


  


  Grid was clad in the storm of intense flames and stepped forward, causing the warriors of the Cho Kingdom to suffer. They were clearly frightened based on their shaky eyes. They felt like they wanted to step back. However, they didn’t back down anymore and their expressions were firmly set in place. It was valor and loyalty reminiscent of the soldiers and knights of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  ‘Isn’t it a bit like my kids who abandoned their weapons during a war?’


  


  Grid was reminded of his ignorant colleagues and shook his head, suddenly stopping in place. Most of the warriors and the king were already within the scope of the storm. Fortunately, all of them were still safe. It was because Grid had stopped the field effect at phase one.


  


  Several of the charms secretly fired at Grid exploded in the air. This was the application of Formless Will. The current Grid easily cut down the charms with Formless Will since it was an attack that could be followed with his vision. 


  


  “...!?”


  


  The astonished daoists looked like they saw ghosts when the attacks failed. Grid turned away from them and stared at the king. The virtues necessary to get the loyalty of the people in a lower status wasn’t just power and force. Grid inferred the character of the king through the attitude of Han Seokbong in the past and the attitude of the current warriors. Thus, he gave the king a chance. Grid predicted how the Cho king would react. It was as expected...


  


  “Everyone, withdraw!” the Cho king commanded. It wasn’t an act to make Grid lower his guard. The wavering of the assassins in the shadows and the daoists behind the veil was accurately captured by Grid. There was resistance among the warriors by the king’s side.


  


  


  “You mean to meet the intruder who crossed the walls of the palace and doesn’t even reveal his identity?”


  


  “How can we withdraw? Your Majesty, please understand!”


  


  The Cho king sighed as he looked into the air and declared, “Muyeong, you also go back.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Muyeong was the shadow warrior of the Cho king. For decades, he never left the king’s side and ensured the king’s safety. Muyeong appeared by the king’s side. There were no experts in the hall right now and only Grid saw the place where Muyeong appeared from.


  


  Muyeong silently stared at Grid before bowing his head to the king and leaving. The other warriors could no longer refuse. Even Muyeong, who had been by the king’s side all his life, was commanded to leave by the king. What rights and qualifications did they have to stay? The warriors resented the unidentified intruder and followed Muyeong along with the assassins and daoists.


  


  There were only two people left in the hall, Grid and the king.


  


  The Cho king opened his mouth first, “The deep underground malice that desires the earth. The Five Seniors were concerned about this and gathered the yangbans together, telling them, ‘Block the passage of hell with your bones and flesh. It is the way to bring peace to the earth.’”


  


  It was the contents of one of the most famous myths of the East Continent. Yubo, the poet of the Cho Kingdom, had written this poem in honor of the benevolence of the Five Seniors and the devotion of the yangbans. It was due to this poem that humanity respected the Five Seniors and the yangbans.


  


  It was the same for the Cho king. He was born and raised in the East Continent before becoming royalty. He had also been grateful to the Five Seniors and the yangbans, feeling a deep respect and affection for them. Then after he rose to the throne, he slowly started to feel doubts.


  


  “It isn’t just Yubo’s poem. All the myths on the continent describe the sacrifices of the yangbans. Moreover, this sacrifice was an act of benevolence. However, I don’t know about that. The yangbans smile, wave, and practice many services for the faithful but... I have seen them up close and know they don’t love or understand humans.”


  


  The flames surrounding the intruder waved in a beautiful manner. The Cho king was dazzled and held the flames in his hand, causing him to feel warm. It was a warmth that unknowingly caused him to tear up.


  


  “I was taught that the Five Seniors gave birth to the Four Auspicious Beasts. I learned that the sacred creatures took on the will of the Five Seniors and helped the yangbans block the passage to hell. That’s it.”


  


  There wasn’t a single myth that illuminated the achievements of the Four Auspicious Beasts. All myths praised the Five Seniors and the yangbans, while the Four Auspicious Beasts played supporting roles. Yet what was the reality? All of the weapons of the sacred creatures, including the Red Phoenix Bow, contained the breaths of the Four Auspicious Beasts. The main thing blocking the passage of hell wasn’t the yangbans but the weapons of the sacred creatures.


  


  “I saw the hypocritical yangbans obsessed with faith and started to have terrible thoughts. It was actually the Four Auspicious Beasts who sacrificed themselves, not the yangbans...”


  


  The Cho king hoped that this wasn’t true. He was afraid that if his doubts were true, most myths would be distorted. He wondered if he could bear the sense of loss he would feel if he learned the world in which he and his ancestors were born and lived was false. Just then, the flames in the great hall were extinguished. The Cho king had relied on the warmth of these flames to speak with courage and was sighing with regret when the unidentified man touched his own face.


  


  “...!!”


  


  The king’s eyes widened. The strange intruder’s face was replaced by an appearance that was known to the Cho king. Intense eyes like a bird of prey and a tightly angled jaw—it looked exactly like the description heard from the people of Pangea.


  


  “...I was told that the king of the West, who took away my old friend and his people, gave the impression that he would never be defeated. It was true.”


  


  “I am Overgeared King Grid.”


  


  The Cho king was confused but welcoming while Grid’s attitude was blunt. It was natural. What was the impression that he would never be defeated? What was wrong with just saying that he was handsome?


  


  ‘...This is a joke.’


  


  The reason why Grid had an unclear impression of the Cho king was simple—in the past, the Cho king had ordered the execution of Han Seokbong and put Sua in prison. Grid knew that it was because the king couldn’t withstand the pressure of Garam and had tried hard to protect Han Seokbong and Sua from behind, but Grid still felt resentment. Now it was even worse. He doubted the yangbans yet didn’t try to resist...


  


  ‘Well, it couldn’t be helped.’


  


  After all, the Cho king was weak. Unlike Grid, who could revive after dying, the king took care of others with only one life. Grid barely managed to control his mind and spoke in a softer voice, “...I’ll start with the bottom line. The Four Auspicious Beasts were guardians of the land before the Five Seniors came here. They are the real gods, not the Five Seniors and the yangbans.”


  


  “...”


  


  There was a dark shadow on the face of the Cho king. His eyes became dark when the doubts he felt became true. Grid asked, “I heard there is a force in the Cho Kingdom protecting me. Did you know that?”


  


  "...Of course. I am the one who didn’t want you to enter the hands of the yangbans after you protected and removed my friend and his people.”


  


  “...”


  


  He was a man who shouldn’t be hated. No, he was a person who couldn’t be hated. Grid warned the king, whose face seemed to have collapsed, “Garam will be heading for here soon. He will hunt down and execute all the people who protected me. You won’t be safe either.”


  


  “...”


  


  ‘I am prepared,’ the Cho king wanted to say this but he couldn’t open his mouth. He actually hoped that such a thing wouldn’t happen.


  


  The king was lowering his head with a somber expression when Grid suggested, “Let’s work together.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “If you and I join hands, we can overcome the crisis.”


  


  “...!”


  


  The Cho king was astonished when he saw the bow that Grid pulled out. The long-lost Red Phoenix Bow had returned with a much greater strength than before.


  


  “Let us resurrect the red phoenix and make it the guardian god of this place.”


  


  Grid previously thought it would take a long time to complete the Red Phoenix Guardian quest. He thought it would only be possible at least after the National Competition. However, things had changed. The Strengthened Red Phoenix Breath was more than expected and the Cho king, one of the greatest powers on the East Continent, favored him.


  


  “Don’t be afraid. You don’t have to do any hard work, we just need to revert it to the way it was.”


  


  In fact, the person who was most afraid was Grid. He knew the reality of the Hwan Kingdom and was afraid of the suffering he would face in the future after becoming hostile to them. He realized at this moment that he didn’t need to be alone. He just needed to resurrect the red phoenix. The myth about the Five Seniors and the yangbans would be distorted and the world would find its own place. Unlike Garam, the people here weren’t stupid.


  


  “The red phoenix will protect us and this land. So if you have the breath of the red phoenix, come and give it to me.”


  


  “...?”


  


  The Cho king’s head was filled with excitement when he became puzzled. It was absurd because Grid suddenly demanded a national treasure. From his point of view, he didn’t know what was going on and met a robber.
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  “This is the key to resurrecting a real god...”


  


  The breath of the red phoenix adorned the center of the treasure house. The Cho king faced the mysterious bead with a spark that never goes out and looked sad.


  


  “The breath of the sacred creatures has been known to be a blessing bestowed upon those who ascend to become a daoist immortal. However, reality is different.”


  


  The king had met one daoist Immortal. At that time, he was confrontational and didn’t want to bend over to the yangbans, but he seemed unable to resist the will of the Five Seniors. This meant the daoist immortals were also likely to be subordinates of the Five Seniors. It was unlikely that the breaths of the sacred creatures would be a blessing bestowed upon them.


  


  “This breath is the same as the three breaths we kept in Pangea but it is different.”


  


  “It is the same but different?”


  


  “The breaths kept in Pangea were given by the yangbans under the name of ‘managing the Red Phoenix Bow.’ This breath is a unique national treasure that has existed since the days of King Geonguk in the past. It has a deep meaning.”


  


  “The days of King Geonguk?”


  


  “It was such a long time ago that even the Red Phoenix Bow didn’t exist yet.”


  


  “It must’ve been the days when the red phoenix was real... did the red phoenix give it directly to your forefathers?”


  


  “I suppose so. I didn’t know this until now.”


  


  The records said:


  


  The land enjoyed abundance due to the divine flames from the Red Phoenix Breath.


  


  How did the red phoenix share its breath in the distant past? How much did it love the people of the land it defended?


  


  ‘It is really sad that the red phoenix was forgotten.’ The Cho king lamented as he held the Red Phoenix Breath in his hands. The Red Phoenix Bow was actually a tool for sealing the red phoenix. The breath was required to unseal the bow so it was necessary to make a decision. “Please... please resurrect God Red Phoenix.”


  


  “....”


  


  Grid stared silently at the breath that the Cho king was holding. It was a breath that had nothing special. It was just like every other Red Phoenix Breath that Grid had seen and touched. However, it was a special thing for the people of the Cho Kingdom. They believed that the present Cho Kingdom existed due to this breath. This was the reason why...


  


  “I’ll cherish it,” Grid vowed.


  


  “Hah...” The Cho king felt admiration. He read the determination in Grid’s eyes.


  


  “Seokbong... the people of Pangea will be happy.”


  


  “Who knows? I don’t know.”


  


  A king of the West and a king of the East smiled at each other. It was a story that shouldn’t have existed. If it wasn’t for Grid, originally the empire would have crossed the Red Sea and waged war with the Cho Kingdom.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  [The Gauss Kingdom that boasts a long history has been destroyed.]


  


  [The Overgeared Kingdom has taken over the territory of the Gauss Kingdom.]


  


  These world messages emerged. The Overgeared army, led by Piaro, Lauel, and Teruchan, had completely conquered the Gauss Kingdom. People clicked their tongues.


  


  -Wow, it took less than two weeks to conquer one country? It was even without Grid?


  


  -Why was there no Grid?


  


  -He left the war to Lauel and wrote an epic on his own.


  


  -I think that’s right. Crazy...


  


  -Is the Overgeared Kingdom now stronger than the empire?


  


  -No, it isn’t. Even if they conquered Gauss, the territorial difference is more than 10 times.


  


  -What is the use of a large territory and large population? There’s a lot of talent.


  


  -Yes, the empire has a lot more talent.


  


  -That’s true right now but there are no legends in the empire. The Overgeared Kingdom will catch up.


  


  -ㅋㅋㅋ The four legends of the Overgeared Kingdom ㅋㅋㅋ


  


  -Wasn’t it Grid, Yura, Piaro, and Mercedes?


  


  -ㄴㄴ The Overgeared Guild now has three legends.


  


  -Why? Are you leaving Yura out?


  


  -No? Grid is a myth so it is three legends.


  


  The dominance of a single force was likely to draw a lot of backlash. Many people expressed their concerns after the Seven Guilds attacked Reidan and self-destructed, causing the Overgeared Guild to become the number one guild. Experts argued that many disadvantages would occur if there were no forces to restrain the Overgeared Guild.


  


  Now it was different. People didn’t feel the need to bother to keep the increasingly growing Overgeared Kingdom in check. It was because the Overgeared Kingdom had shown excellent behavior over the years.


  


  First, the Overgeared Kingdom didn’t show unscrupulous behavior. They enjoyed the rights given to them but there were no exploitations of the powerless people, which was ‘typical behavior.’ 


  


  In today’s society, where streamers with a large number of subscribers would use all types of incitement and social media to bury those with relatively few subscribers, it wasn’t too much to say that the actions of the Overgeared Kingdom were ‘model behavior’ and they gained more support over time.


  


  The power of public sentiment was huge.


  


  -Since the territory of the Overgeared Kingdom has increased, the restrictions on becoming a resident will be loosened. I’m going to move to the Overgeared Kingdom right away.


  


  -I’m not sleeping right now. My login restriction will only be released after three hours ㅋㅋ


  


  


  -Won’t these three hours be a thrill? I heard there are already people coming to the Overgeared Kingdom to apply for immigration.


  


  -How many tens of millions of people will be recruited in three hours?


  


  -...It will be over in two hours. ㅠ ㅠ


  


  -Don’t be too disappointed. In any case, Lauel will work to filter people out again. There will be some vacancies at that time.


  


  -What do you mean by filtering people out?


  


  -Lauel doesn’t accept players with a history of serious crimes.


  


  -God Lauel.


  


  -Sh...it... God Lauel is nonsense... A person who plays games might commit some crimes by mistake... Driving people away just because of that? Garbage... crap...


  


  -Not even a king? How can they do this when Grid is still there?


  


  -Yes, the next criminal.


  


  The population of the Overgeared Kingdom nearly doubled after acquiring new territory. The good news was quickly conveyed to the Saharan Empire.


  


  “The power of the Overgeared Kingdom is great. I was so worried that I couldn’t sleep for a few days. Today, I’ll be able to sleep better.” Empress Basara smiled brightly. She had been exhausted since ascending the throne so the three dukes were relieved to see her smiling after a long time.


  


  Immortal King Grenhal laughed. “Overgeared King Grid is the one who beat the followers of the war god and a great demon. How can the Gauss Kingdom stop such a hero’s advance? The triumph of the Overgeared Kingdom was already scheduled.”


  


  Rachel frowned. “I heard that Grid was only temporarily in the vanguard before withdrawing? Duke Grenhal, you’re a duke of the empire. How could you be so ignorant about the situation? Aren’t you too lazy these days?”


  


  “You are picky about everything. Don’t you know that Sir Grenhal has been busy monitoring Prince Dulandal?” Beast King Morse scolded but Rachel’s tough attitude wasn’t broken. 


  


  “Isn’t it true that he is duller than a year ago? I’m happy that we have a strong ally in the Overgeared Kingdom but we have to be alert. We don’t have only one or two enemies. The dead King Nemesis was a man of great talent. We were struck by him and our feet tied. Fortunately, the Overgeared Kingdom won. If things went wrong then it would’ve been an indelible humiliation for the rest of our lives.”


  


  King Nemesis foresaw the war against the Overgeared Kingdom and sent an envoy to the empire.


  


  Since the new empress Basara cited the release of the various ethnic groups in the name of the ‘Era of Peace,’ he asked for her to mediate in the conflict between the Gauss Kingdom and Overgeared Kingdom. He argued that a war would lead to a new war. In order to achieve the Era of Peace, the empire had to stop the advance of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  However, the empire was unable to grasp the ankles of the Overgeared Kingdom and refused to mediate using all types of excuses. The empire self-inflicted shackles on themselves. Some of the excuses that they used in their refusal to intervene led to the empire losing justification to support the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  King Nemesis’ plan was brilliant. In retrospect, King Nemesis guided the empire from the beginning to force the empire to place shackles on themselves. He completely stabbed the holes caused by the chaotic empire undergoing the process of a change. 


  


  “Nemesis was a great man. It really wasn’t an ordinary talent. However, it can’t be tolerated that the great Saharan Empire was played by one man. Has there ever been a genius in history who dared to play tricks on the empire? Perhaps the empire is currently in the most precarious situation in history...?” Rachel was speaking with a serious expression only to close her mouth.


  


  It was because Grenhal and Morse’s attitude when listening was too relaxed. Digging at their ears while discussing the empire’s crisis? It happened as Rachel was about to yell at them.


  


  “Duke Rachel, look objectively.” Basara stepped in and restrained Rachel. Then she spoke with a somewhat embarrassed expression, “It is our empire that lost Piaro and the Red Knights due to the tricks of one man. It is our empire who changed rules due to the intervention of one man. The empire has never been perfect yet it has always been arrogant and left behind many missteps.”


  


  “...”


  


  Rachel closed her mouth. Certainly, the empire had never been a perfect nation. Nevertheless, they were arrogant. Rachel was too ashamed to raise her head and Basara smiled at her.


  


  “That’s why it is as Duke Rachel says. We should all work hard. It is to build a new empire like never before.” The empire must be strong. Peace and prosperity like never before would be achieved. Basara reaffirmed her commitment.


  


  “...?!”


  


  Suddenly, a big earthquake occurred. The chandelier on the ceiling fell as the great hall shook.


  


  “What is this...?!”


  


  A natural disaster occurred in the capital? This had never happened in the long history of the empire. It was the worst omen.


  


  The empress and dukes frowned.


  


  “T-Tower of Eternity!” Suddenly, a knight rushed into the great hall with a pale face and shouted, “A meteorite fell on the Tower of Eternity!”


  


  “...!?”


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  "W-Why... Why are you...”


  


  Magician King Goldhit—she secretly supported the Gauss Kingdom and was dying at the end of her encounter with Braham. No, she was already dead and only her head remained.


  


  “Braham! Why me?!” 


  


  The unwanted transcendence after death—Goldhit was unable to accept that she was forcibly turned into a lich and shouted with all her strength. She expressed the hostility and malice she accumulated over the course of more than a hundred years of living at the expense of children’s bodies.


  


  However, Braham held her head tightly and didn’t even scoff. The insane man blew up the legendary magic tower that contained hundreds of years of knowledge and reacted with disgust.


  


  “Why should I care about this garbage?”


  


  “How many times have I said it? I...! I am Lilis’ disciple! The disciple of your disciple!”


  


  The evidence was presented. Rather than delivering the secret of the enhanced magic to her, he killed her and turned her into an undead? He broke down the Tower of Eternity? She couldn’t believe it. She didn’t understand what was happening right now and why she had to go through it.


  


  Braham’s fingers poked at Goldhit’s temple as she was becoming increasingly irrational and confused. Goldhit’s reason came back and Braham declared, “You have to die because you claimed to be the Magician King. Shouldn’t you be grateful instead of resentful? I made you a lich and gave you the eternal life you wanted. Why are you dissatisfied with being a lich?”


  


  “T-This is crazy! Oof! Oof oof!”


  


  “Hrmm.”


  


  Goldhit’s mouth was gagged with magic power while Braham looked down at the ground. He felt a great deal of magic power far below the ground.


  


  “The Abyss... it is the gateway that connects two continents...”


  


  Curiosity was the power that caused Braham to act. His worries didn’t last long. Light engulfed his position and Braham soon disappeared. Of course, Goldhit was also with him.




  Chapter 1173


  “This is the feeling of being a novice.”


  


  “Yes, I don’t know how long it’s been since I felt this helpless.”


  


  The difficulty of the East Continent was more than rumored. They came here with thorough preparations and planning but there had never been a smooth day. Their determination to use the new stage as a springboard to leap forward was on the verge of dissipating.


  


  “The difficulty of the quests is too high overall. I thought it would be something like a kobold when I was asked to hunt the monster harming the fields in front of the house, only for a cyclops to show up.”


  


  “The quests involving monsters have a high difficulty. Here, the level of the monsters troubling the farmers is over 300.”


  


  “Right. I think we need to sort between quests for the time being. Let’s gradually adjust to the atmosphere while refraining from quests that could lead to combat. The more information we gather, the better it is to deal with monsters. This is wiser.”


  


  “Yesterday, a ranker said the same thing. Then he received the wood cutting quest and died shortly after.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “That person died chopping wood.”


  


  “...??”


  


  “The tree exploded.”


  


  “...There is a reason Grid gave up.”


  


  There was no one who wasn’t aware that Grid had come to the East Continent. Indeed, many situations proved the history of Grid’s visit to the East Continent. The inhabitants who praised Grid’s achievements were gone but they still knew that Grid was quite active here.


  


  Then Grid remained silent for a while. He went back to the West Continent and didn’t return to the East Continent again in a few years—as far as they knew. Although there were arguments that the stage of his epic a few days ago was the East Continent, Grid had abandoned it for years.


  


  “...”


  


  “...”


  


  After a few days of dying, the players who were gathered together to discuss things became quiet. What could they do on this land where even Grid was forced to stay away from for several years? It seemed they had come too quickly. Deep regret struck the players. However, the mood soon reversed itself.


  


  “...Let’s use strength.”


  


  “I came all this way and can’t give up. Let’s hold on and make a small achievement.”


  


  “No, let’s just stay for a few years and get it over with! We will do what Grid can’t and catch up with Grid!”


  


  “Ohhhh!”


  


  People who came to the East Continent would exceed the normal level. Players who experienced the difficulty of the East Continent were more motivated than despairing. They were filled with the expectation that they would be enormously rewarded if they overcame the hardships that even Grid couldn’t overcome. They had a great opportunity to lay the groundwork for catching up with every player’s goal, Grid.


  


  “Wash your clothes in the stream? Okay! I accept!”


  


  “Harvest strawberries from the strawberry field for a day? Okay, I’ll do it!”


  


  “Sending a letter to a friend... Huhuhu, how romantic. My role today is the cupid of love.” 


  


  “Y-You said to go to the back mountain and cut firewood? Hik! No! Pass!”


  


  Kars was the centre of the Cho Kingdom’s economy and was always lacking manpower. Hundreds of players took care of all types of chores, helping the people of Kars.


  


  “...What are they doing when they come all the way to the East Continent?”


  


  The doctor Hera—she was able to arrive unharmed in Kars thanks to Kentrick. She witnessed players doing chores all over the place but it wasn’t a convincing sight.


  


  Gust Ranger, Enthusiastic Shot. Hound Hunter of the Dominion Kingdom. Casey, master of the round cross-stitch, etc. It was absurd that famous rankers and promising players in the community who weren’t ranked were doing chores that even children could do.


  


  ‘Why bother coming to the East Continent and doing things like this...?’


  


  Well, she guessed there were some connected quests. Once she thought about it deeply, her head became complicated. Hera shook her head and stopped paying attention to others. She focused on her own purpose. She remembered the boy who didn’t have a single uncomfortable day due to a congenital disease and a client who felt guilty for not giving birth to a child in good health. 


  


  ‘I’m the only one who can help them.’ 


  


  The identity of the child was really questionable. The man who wanted his son to recover didn’t live in a city with shrines or doctor’s clinics. Rather, he lived alone with his son in a ruin with no other humans. He couldn’t be unaware of the Saintess’ reputation to heal all diseases but he didn’t think about contacting her. Maybe he couldn’t show up in the world. She wondered if he was a person with a great deal of notoriety in the past. Even so, she knew the pain of losing a child and was unable to turn away from the client. She came to the distant East Continent for him.


  


  “Kunlun Ginseng?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  Hera had toured Kars for four days. She visited all the herbalists in the city and asked how to buy or obtain the ingredients for the medicine he needed. Then she faced a challenge...


  


  “Huh, you’re looking for Kunlun Ginseng? Do you want to save the dead?”


  


  The last ingredient was the problem. In the recipe provided by the quest, the difficulty of obtaining it was classified as ‘atrocious.’


  


  Hera replied, "Saving the dead... it doesn’t seem incorrect. My client’s physical condition is bad enough to be called dead.”


  


  “Are you planning to revive him as a jiangshi?”


  


  “Revive him as a jiangshi? Haha, a joke like this...”


  


  “The yang energy in the Kunlun Ginseng is great enough to invigorate the body. It isn’t an exaggeration to say that the efficacy of the Kunlun Ginseng is enough to revive the dead. Of course, it is only possible with the appropriate knowledge and skills.”


  


  “...!”


  


  A chill went down Hera’s spine. She recalled the strange feeling she felt when she met her client and was filled with various doubts. Then she was suddenly awakened from her thoughts.


  


  “Puhaha, I’m going to cry,” the herbalist burst out laughing. He told Hera who was standing there with a stiff expression, “Well, it is true that the Kunlun Ginseng can be used to save the dead. Some evil daoists used the Kunlun Ginseng to make jiangshi and disturb the hearts of the public. This led to the royal family banning the distribution of it as private goods. However, as I said earlier, reviving the dead requires the right magic knowledge and skills. It is also the highest level of knowledge and skills.”


  


  “What does that...?”


  


  “You are the one who will make the medicine with the Kunlun Ginseng? Your identity isn’t an insidious daoist and the medicine you make can’t revive the dead. So don’t be so scared.”


  


  “T-This bad person! How do you treat your guests?”


  


  The herbalist’s smiling face changed at once. His sharp eyes pierced Hera sharply. “I had to test you since you could be an evil daoist.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Well, it is hard to doubt you when you listen to the words of a man who sells herbs like me. Go to the palace. It can only be purchased at the palace. If the palace examines you and your herbal recipe and doesn't find anything wrong, they will give you the Kunlun Ginseng. Ah, you naturally have to make the medicine in front of their eyes.”


  


  “Thank you.”


  


  Thanks to the friendly herbalist, Hera got the information and regained her composure as she headed to the palace. The soldiers obediently opened the path for her when they heard she was coming to acquire the Kunlun Ginseng. They guided her to the annex opposite the king’s hall.


  


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  There were several experts active in the annex. In some buildings, blacksmiths were gathered to make weapons. In other buildings, scientists gathered to test the performance of artillery. In another building, doctors like Hera gathered to observe the appearance of patients, and other professionals minding their own businesses.


  


  Gulp. Hera swallowed her saliva as she walked along an endless corridor with thick pillars. She noticed that the atmosphere of the soldiers and warriors patrolling was unusual. She seemed to know why the soldiers had guided her to this point without any special checks.


  


  ‘They are confident that they can respond no matter what happens.’


  


  She had heard and experienced that the level of the East Continent was generally high but the level of the palace was highest among them. Even the acclaimed rankers on the West Continent would shrink back here and be treated as rats. Hera was thinking this when she heard something.


  


  “The level is too low.”


  


  It was someone’s sighing voice. The voice was unforgettable. It was as expected...


  


  She turned her head and saw the unknown ranker called Kentrick who helped her a few days ago. A few blacksmiths were gathered together and were being admonished by him, “You haven’t fully unlocked the potential of iron. In particular, tell the blacksmiths making the sword to invest triple the time in smelting.”


  


  “...?”


  


  A ‘warrior’ from the West Continent was admonishing craftsmen? Hera stopped when she heard this and stared blankly at Kentrick. Kentrick’s saw her and his words continued, “...This is how my friend would’ve advised you.”


  


  The pressure Kentrick gave off disappeared suddenly and ended with a polite attitude. He turned to Hera and looked very surprised.


  


  “Hera, why are you here?”


  


  “Ah... T-that... This is the only place where I can get the last ingredient for my medicine. I never thought I would be reunited with Kentrick here. Have you been well?”


  


  “Yes, of course.”


  


  “By the way... Kentrick, what are you doing here?”


  


  “It isn’t a big deal. I have a friend who asked me to give advice to the blacksmiths of the Cho Kingdom, so I stopped by for a while.”


  


  Hera’s eyes lit up. “A person who is good enough to give advice to craftsmen... is your friend Grid?”


  


  “...That’s right.”


  


  “A-Amazing! You are friends with Grid! I saw from the beginning that you’re not an average person but you are more amazing than I thought!”


  


  “Haha, I only know Grid a little bit... then I’m going.”


  


  Kentrick—to be precise, Grid disguised as Kentrick—hurriedly left. In a situation where he had to work secretly, it would be very troublesome if Hera had doubts.


  


  “L-Let’s go!”


  


  The blacksmiths followed Grid. They already deeply respected Grid, who gave them advice during the short period of time waiting for the furnace to rise. They wanted to learn more.


  


  “Sigh.”


  


  The smithy was located in the innermost part of the annex. He checked the condition of the furnace that had been slowly heating up thanks to the God Hands and warned the blacksmiths following him, “If she looks for me, tell her I have already left.”


  


  “Yes, I understand!”


  


  “Hrmm.”


  


  Grid heard a satisfactory answer and slowly relaxed. The Red Phoenix Breath was the crystallization of fire. In order to smelt it, a high temperature should be maintained. It was a task that required tremendous stamina and long patience. This was why he had been cooling his head for a bit.


  


  “...He is coming soon.”


  


  Grid had to finish everything before Garam came. Grid had to resurrect the red phoenix and the Cho king had to rally his forces to spread the truth. Only then could they resist Garam and the Hwan Kingdom.


  


  “Cough, cough!”


  


  Groan.


  


  The blacksmiths sat down in pain as heat was emitted from the giant furnace The average person couldn’t withstand this high temperature that made it hard for them to even breathe. The basic condition of smelting the Red Phoenix Breath was a high temperature that wasn’t accessible to everyone. This was why only Grid could strengthen the breath.


  


  Grid ordered the God Hands to support the blacksmiths out and approached the furnace. Flames devoured the Red Phoenix Breath. The flames that flooded out of the furnace stretched in all directions, covering the entire smithy.


  


  Meanwhile, the Cho king had summoned all his ministers and officials and was preaching the truth. “This is the reality of the Five Seniors and the yangbans.”


  


  The followers of the Five Seniors denied it and denounced the king. Then blood was sprayed. There was no time as the Cho king tearfully started the purge.


  ***


  


  


  At the Abyss...


  


  Shortly before reaching the depths, Braham met with Biplonz and asked, “Are you the gatekeeper here?”


  


  Then Goldhit’s head being held in his hand started laughing.


  


  “Hahahat! Biplonz! He is a demonkin born here! He is much stronger than I am if he takes off his restraints! Braham! Even you will find it hard to deal with him... Kuock!”


  


  Braham’s face was dark as he used a whip made of magic power to hit Goldhit’s head. Grid would’ve been shocked by the sight, let alone anyone else.


  


  “You were born in a strange place after your previous life.”


  


  “Previous life...? Do you know me?”


  


  “Do you want to know?”


  


  “...”


  


  He naturally wanted to know. No, he had to. Born in the Abyss, Biplonz knew nothing except for the fact that he was a demonkin. Who he was, why was he born here with nothing, and what type of scenery did the outside contain? He had so much he wanted to know. Then why? He felt afraid when he was about to face the truth. It was a much deeper fear than the abyss-like darkness encroaching on the gap here.


  


  Braham nodded. “If you're not ready yet, there's no reason to force it. Get out of the way.”


  


  “...Yes.”


  


  Biplonz got out of the way. He felt from the beginning that he couldn’t win if he fought the opponent in front of him.


  


  Thanks to this, Goldhit was going crazy.


  


  “T-This damn thing...! There is a hydra underneath!!!”


  


  She didn’t want to die. She might only have a head left but she didn’t want to die. Goldhit tried to convey her will but it didn’t work. Braham entrusted himself to the darkness and was already falling over the edge.




  Chapter 1174


  “The opponent is a hydra! A hydra!”


  


  The hydra wasn’t just a monster, it was believed to be created by Evil God Yatan and had a level of regeneration that made it impossible to kill and poison that even a god feared. There were all types of legends and myths about it and it was beyond transcendent.


  


  “Will you fight against a monster that has become a mythical being through the accumulation of lore? You...! You!! Stop it and go back now!”


  


  The hydra’s venom deals death to mortals but it brings eternal suffering to immortals. A long-forgotten god was poisoned by the hydra and it was so painful that he begged for death. He barely managed to die after thousands of years of hard work to be forgotten by humanity.


  


  This was why Goldhit was having seizures. The hydra was even more sinister for immortals.


  


  Braham whispered, “Do you know why the hydra doesn’t die?”


  


  “...?”


  


  “It was because it hasn’t met me.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Did he think he could get rid of a mythical being? It was an absurd delusion. Goldhit was looking at Braham with disbelief when she became shocked. A whirlwind of magic was rising around Braham. All the mana in here that had accumulated for eternity was responding to Braham’s Mana Drain.


  


  “I’m the only one who can blow up all nine heads at the same time.”


  


  He didn’t like it but Braham had to admit it—it was a fact that he had a high probability of losing if he confronted Sword Saint Muller. Braham’s honest analysis was that it was hard to resist the Sword Saint’s spirit with his image world, his infinite number of mana shields would be shredded by the Sword Saint’s sword energy, and it would be difficult to fight back properly when there was a gap between spells.


  


  It was called compatible natures. Their nature was very important. This was why Braham was convinced that he had a thorough advantage when confronting the hydra.


  


  “Look at this large-scale magic that shows not a single gap.” 


  


  The darkness behind Braham started to crack. The transcendent magic was breaking even something that couldn’t be destroyed.


  


  ‘I-Is this real?’ Goldhit’s eyes widened. Putting aside her wickedness, she was excited by the fact that she could actually see great magic. If she was honest, she had been more thrilled than angry when Braham’s Meteor destroyed the Tower of Eternity.


  


  ‘Legendary great magic that can destroy even a hydra!’


  


  Ahh, she wanted to explore the pinnacle. Yes, this was a good thing. Since she became a lich and enjoyed eternal life, she should take this as an opportunity to pursue the pinnacle... 


  


  It was the moment when Goldhit abandoned despair and felt aspiration. The scales shining like a noctilucence stone filled their vision and a tearing sound resonated in their ears.


  


   “Destruction.”


  


  The legendary great magic was activated. The darkness was destroyed. Through the dark shards of glass, a monster with nine heads could be seen glowing red. A monster that led even a god to death... The nine heads were ripped off simultaneously and collapsed with a roar.


  


  “...!”


  


  The destructive power was more than the legend described. Goldhit was thrilled by the power of the great magic that was beyond her imagination while Braham laughed.


  


  “Kukuk! Kuhahahahat!”


  


  Hahahahahaha!


  


  Hahahahahat!


  


  His laughter echoed in the turbulent Abyss. At this moment, Braham was filled with excitement beyond what Goldhit felt. It was natural. He had eliminated the mythical presence with his own hands. It wasn’t something that the damn Pagma, Sword Saint Muller, the Undefeated King, and even Braham himself in his prime, was capable of.


  


  There was only one reason it was possible. It was because he borrowed the vast mana in the Abyss, which had accumulated over eternity. Braham was able to exert powers that were beyond his prime. It was even superior to when he drained the mana from the Red Sea. It was the greatest strike in his life and something he was never capable of again.


  


  “A-Amazing...! It is amazing! Truly amazing!” Goldhit let out sincere exclamations of admiration. She even reused the honorifics that she had omitted ever since she was unexpectedly killed by Braham.


  


  Braham stopped laughing and closed his eyes as his laughter echoed in his ears. He could clearly feel it. It was his own growth. No, it was evolution.


  


  “...”


  


  How much time had passed? By the time Braham had fully checked his physical condition and opened his eyes again, the echoes had come to an end.


  


  “It is a bit disappointing,” he muttered as he searched around him with mana. The mana that had filled this place for eternity had vanished. It was the aftermath of Braham absorbing the darkness and using it as a magic resource. If he visited the Abyss again in the distant future, he wouldn’t be able to use such powerful magic again.


  


  In honor of the ultimate strike that could never be accomplished again, Braham flew close to the hydra’s corpse. Poison was being emitted from the nine headless necks, causing more damage to the shattered ground.


  


  “Hrmm.”


  


  Braham experimentally deployed mana shields over the scattered rocks and confirmed that the virulent poison had penetrated the shield to melt the rocks. Goldhit was interested in the poison that didn’t lose potency even after the hydra died but Braham had no interest. “It is the same piece of meat when dead.”


  


  Sure enough, it was best not to die. Braham reached an unusual conclusion and threw Goldhit’s head high into the air.


  


  “...!?”


  


  Goldhit had been full of aspiration only to once again be filled with despair. She shuddered as she started to fall into a pool of deadly poison and Braham asked her, “Do you know why I left your mana core in my image world?”


  


  “P-Please...!”


  


  “It doesn’t matter how full of aspirations you are, it doesn’t matter how much you die.”


  


  “Please!”


  


  “Even if the world perishes, you won’t be destroyed.”


  


  “Shiiiiit!”


  


  Goldhit’s head fell into a puddle of poison. It was the world’s most atrocious pain and indescribable in words. It spilled into Goldhit’s skin, her nerves, blood, bones, and brain in no time. Even so, she didn’t die. She couldn’t even scream. 


  


  Braham spoke bluntly as she stared at him with eyes full of resentment and begging, “This is revenge for my disciple.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Didn’t you eat Lilis?”


  


  “...!”


  


  “I noticed with one glance that Lilis’ mana core, which had been captured alive, was attached to your mana core.”


  


  “...!!”


  


  “You are worse than a parasite. You haven’t accomplished anything with your magic power or body. You have only relied on taking things away from others.”


  


  Braham reached into the air and pulled something out. It was Goldhit’s mana core. Goldhit’s entire life, which had been locked in Braham’s inner world, was revealed in front of Goldhit. This was Goldhit’s last hope and Braham shattered that hope. Lilis’ mana core attached to Goldhit’s was separated and destroyed. Lilis’ soul would’ve found freedom.


  


  ‘Stupid person.’


  


  Braham threw Goldhit’s mana core back into his image world and recalled the centuries old past. There was a child who became his fourth disciple due to his useless compassion. He clearly knew this child wasn’t talented enough to use enhanced magic but he still taught the child. Braham felt the hatred and sorrow in the child’s eyes resembled himself.


  


  ‘You pretended to be strong but you didn’t change after all. You suffered in your later years.’


  


  It was a truly pathetic person.


  


  ‘It isn’t enough to treat a person like me as a teacher. You even took this son of a bitch as a disciple.’


  


  Once you are reborn, be my disciple again. Your life will be different. I will surely find you and give you a better life.


  


  Braham murmured as he escaped the venom and collected the hydra’s by-products. Finally, he didn’t even glance at Goldhit as he approached the two doors. They were doors that had been covered by the hydra’s giant body. He felt a terrible demonic power from the left door and hundreds of millions of thoughts from the right door. They were the thoughts of all those living on the East Continent.


  


  “...Kuek.”


  


  


  As he approached the right door, the mass of thoughts finally exceeded the capacity of Braham’s brain and emotions. It was greater than the pain of the hydra’s venom but Braham endured it and opened the door. Grid was beyond this.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  Grid didn’t make the habit of leaning on luck. Due to his good luck stat, his luck had improved but he would fall down at every important moment and break his nose. Thus, he was wondering if it would happen again this time. At the time when the crisis called Garam was approaching, Grid was worried that he would fail to enhance the Red Phoenix Breath. The result was...


  


  [The Red Phoenix Breath has been strengthened!]


  


  Fortunately, it was a success.


  


  “Hah...” The tension that had been maintained throughout his work was released at once and he lost the strength in his legs. Grid stumbled and was about to fall down when he recovered his spirit. He had no time to rest. He had to quickly resurrect the red phoenix and recreate the Ideal Longsword that he lost after being killed by Garam. The Quick Movements buff attached to it was a necessity. Furthermore, he had guests to meet.


  


  “May I come in?” The Cho king’s voice was heard outside the smithy. Signs of human existence had been felt for a while. The Cho king and his ministers had already been gathered in front of the smithy for an hour, waiting for Grid. It was just that they couldn’t approach due to the sound of hammering and the heat.


  


  “Come in.”


  


  The moment Grid’s answer was heard, the Cho king and his ministers poured in. Their appearance was miserable. Their faces were filled with anxiety and fear and they were covered with blood. Even the Cho king was in a disorderly state. It seemed the resistance of the Hwan Kingdom followers was very strong. “Is the revival of the red phoenix ready now?”


  


  “Yes, it is all over.”


  


  “...”


  


  Finally, everything was ready but the king’s expression wasn’t bright. It might be for their future and time was running out, but his heart ached because he hurt his people with his own hands. Still, he couldn’t afford to feel guilty now. 


  


  The Cho king made a steadfast expression and followed Grid out of the smithy. A red carpet led to an altar in the garden with nothing around it. It was an altar that the Cho king had set up while Grid was working. Grid didn’t delay. He took out the Red Phoenix Bow where the Spirit of a Sacred Creature Resides and infused the Red Phoenix’s breath into it.


  


  Duguen!


  


  The heart of the forgotten god stirred. The Red Phoenix Bow started to pulsate as divine flames rose around it.


  


  “O-Ohh...!”


  


  “Ahh!”


  


  The ministers and officials, who had been dubious despite standing by the Cho king’s side, were tearful. They were born and raised in the Cho Kingdom and instinctively knew—this warm aura was exactly like the aura that could be felt anywhere in the Cho Kingdom.


  


  The guardian god who protected them and their ancestors was the red phoenix. The Red Phoenix Bow beating on the altar roared and released a column of fire. It was a huge column of fire that could be seen throughout the Cho Kingdom. The sky glowed and vitality started to circulate through the ground. All of the people of the Cho Kingdom were engulfed in unknown emotions as they were on the verge of a reunion with the forgotten god.


  


  On the other hand, Grid’s expression was rotten.


  


  [Most of the sealed power of the Red Phoenix Bow where the Spirit of a Sacred Creature Resides has been restored. However, the red phoenix is so deeply asleep that it can’t easily open its eyes.]


  


  [There is 1 hour and 29 minutes remaining before the red phoenix opens its eyes.]


  


  [Protect the Red Phoenix Bow so that the red phoenix can safely wake up.]


  


  “Dammit!”


  


  No one liked defense-style quests. This was because most defense quests pushed participants to the limit.


  


  “...!?”


  


  Suddenly, there was an explosion and the surprised Grid flew into the sky. He was concerned as he watched the explosion but he couldn’t figure out what was going on because the distance was too far away. However, Grid wasn’t alone.


  


  “Noe!”


  


  “Nyang!”


  


  Noe appeared with spread out legs and became Grid’s eyes.


  


  “I-It is Garam! Garam is killing the soldiers!”


  


  The Cho king’s desperate voice was heard from the ground.


  


  “It is said that Garam is breaking in through the outer door! I will personally lead an army to face him so hurry with the resurrection of God Red Phoenix!”


  


  The divine flames were becoming so grandiose that the Cho king and his ministers could feel it. They knew that time was needed for the red phoenix to be fully resurrected and was prepared to fight to the death for their kingdom. However, they weren’t Garam’s opponents. Garam would thoroughly annihilate them. 


  


  “...Shit.”


  


  Now it was 1 hour and 28 minutes remaining. Was it possible to hold on? It was naturally impossible. Even when he used Request to Stand With Me at the rabbit community, he had lasted less than 20 minutes. Nevertheless, he was the only one who could tie up Garam’s feet.


  


  Grid worried for a moment before taking off the skin mask. He was prepared to die. If he hid or fled, there would be no way to escape the quest failure and destruction of the Cho Kingdom. Thus, he would sacrifice his life for even a small hope.


  


  “I will lure Garam to another place. Protect the Red Phoenix Bow in case of another attack.”


  


  “W-Wait! Why are you going so far?”


  


  Grid didn’t turn his head when he heard the perplexed Cho king and lamenting officials. He just turned in Garam’s direction and answered, “I promised to help you.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid disappeared with a flash of lightning.


  


  The Cho king, his ministers, and all the warriors and soldiers, had red eyes as they bit their lips. The Cho king was the first one to restrain the warriors who wanted to chase after Grid. He was deeply angry at his incompetence and ordered with tears in his eyes, “Bring all the daoists and scholars of Kars here while the king from the west buys some time. We will do our best to help God Red Phoenix wake up faster.”


  


  “...Attention!”




  Chapter 1175


  A continent ruled by four kingdoms. The reason why the situation on the East Continent was unchanged for so long was simple. The resources and talents of the four kingdoms were too plentiful. It was no wonder since only four kingdoms shared a land that was the same size as the West Continent. Since all four kingdoms made steady progress and were vigilant against each other, it was difficult to change the structure of power.  


  


  “...!”


  


  At the Cho Kingdom’s capital, Kars...


  


  The soldiers of the outer gates, who were thoroughly vigilant as soldiers of the Cho Kingdom, knelt in amazement. Step. Step. The sound of a god’s footsteps got closer. The soldiers bowed so their foreheads touched the ground and the people who belatedly realized the situation also bowed.


  


  “...”


  


  Once a god crossed the gates, a red curtain was laid around the area. There wasn’t the smallest breath from the street that had been crowded just a moment ago. The yangban Garam—as usual, he came unannounced and paralyzed the nation’s capital. The soldiers and the people prayed.


  


  May God bless us and bring us luck in the future.


  


  It was just unfortunate.


  


  Step. Step. Step.


  


  Garam didn’t respond to the public’s prayers. No, he didn’t even see them. Garam’s transcendent vision only gazed at the entrance of the palace in the distance.


  


  ‘I’ll show you that you’re just dogs.’


  


  One of the Hwan Kingdom’s unwritten rules was to not harm the royal family of the four kingdoms. They had considerable influence on the people and it was important to maintain their honor and fear toward the Five Seniors and the yangbans. However, today Garam was trying to break the unwritten rule. They were the ones who crossed the line first.


  


  ‘Impertinent guys.’


  


  Garam’s finely combed hair fluttered. Today, he didn’t have it in a topknot. He didn’t reveal his left ear that had been cut off by Grid.


  


  ...Grid! Grid!! Grid!!!


  


  He knew the fact that this force that was protecting that bastard was insignificant but he couldn’t forgive the Cho king. Garam’s footsteps became faster and faster when his eyes lit up. A column of fire shot up from behind the walls that surrounded the palace. The momentum was so great that the clouds evaporated and the blue sky glowed.


  


  “...?”


  


  Garam couldn’t understand the situation. At first, he denied the precursor to the ‘impossible.’ However, it was only for a moment. He soon accepted the situation. 


  


  “You can’t go forward anymore.”


  


  It had never happened since he became a subject of faith. The soldiers and people of the Cho Kingdom, who had never stood in Garam’s way, now gathered closely to block him. They even raised their heads and gazed into his eyes.


  


  “Hah...”


  


  Garam watched the foolish people stepping on his shadow and burst out laughing.


  


  “The more inferior you are, the more faithful you are to your instincts.”


  


  Garam knew the source of the unpleasant warmth that started to spread throughout the Cho Kingdom once the column of fire soared. It was the aura of the red phoenix who originally defended the land. This guy who had been struggling for a long time was starting again.


  


  “Stop walking!”


  


  As Garam continued to walk forward, the soldiers raised their voices and pulled out their weapons. The sword and spears that had been used as a tool for worshipping the yangbans were now aimed at Garam. This meant that the instincts engraved in the genes and souls of the Cho Kingdom’s people had blossomed.


  


  The warmth that spread from the red phoenix reminded them of the forgotten god. The one their ancestors served. The people of the Cho Kingdom felt the existence of the guardian god who had protected them and realized that Garam was their enemy.


  


  “Kukukuk, you are all the same...”


  


  Garam didn’t hide his anger. He felt that some of the faith poured toward him had vanished. He dared to reveal his true self to the people of the Cho Kingdom who turned their backs to him.


  


  “Now the reason for your existence has disappeared. I will punish you and you will perish.”


  


  The words of a god were final. Garam would soon become a god and he had no intention of going back on his words. Garam took immediate action and flames sparked in front of him. It was the application of the red phoenix aura.


  


  ‘The power of the old god that you are thinking about will destroy you...’


  


  Garam thought this as he made a brutal smile and shot the flames in front of him. All the soldiers and people in the path of the flames were pushed out like a tsunami and burned to death with horrific screams. Dozens of houses and buildings on the street were swept away by the explosion, causing more casualties.


  


  Kars transformed into hell. In the midst of the roaring flames, Garam shouted at the people of the Cho Kingdom, “Humans! Trivial, little things! Do you know who the peace and happiness you have enjoyed comes from? It is me! Me, Garam! You lived because I didn’t destroy you despite having the power the entire time!”


  


  “Ugh...”


  


  Some people choked while others couldn’t stand it and started to vomit. The disgusting reality of the beings always believed to be gods couldn’t be easily accepted by the residents of the Cho Kingdom.


  


  “Isn’t that bastard completely crazy?”


  


  The players gritted their teeth. For the past few days, they had lived with the people of the Cho Kingdom and had been told stories of the yangbans. People smiled and said he could live because there were great gods called the FIve Seniors and the yangbans. Thus, they imagined a merciful god. However, reality was completely different. It was an awful arrogance and self-righteousness. This wasn’t a god, it was more similar to a great demon.


  


  “The existence of a god is like this?” someone spoke from the middle of the crowd—it was Hera. She had never witnessed a miracle that could be described as a god’s mercy, thus she could speak with a slightly different perspective.


  


  “Ah, I’m talking about the gods of Satisfy.”


  


  Hera felt the stiff atmosphere and laughed. Even so, there were dark shadows over the faces of the players. She thought of the world message from a while ago. It was a message from an unknown person discussing a god’s qualifications. It was an obvious declaration of war toward the gods.


  


  ‘Did Grid find out the reality of the gods?’


  


  The gods of Satisfy. No, the gods here on the East Continent were likely to be completely different from the gods they had believed in and relied on. Grid couldn’t tolerate them. Explosions were occurring non-stop. The beautiful and magnificent Kars was being destroyed by the gods they believed in.


  


  “...”


  


  The eyes of the players were frantically trembling as they became witnesses to the apocalypse. They were deeply anxious as they saw a dark future through Garam’s presence. A number of people sat there feeling dizzy from the fact that the Cho Kingdom could be wiped out in the near future.


  


  “Dammit... this fu*king game.”


  


  


  During the time when Great Demon Berith destroyed the Rotemon Kingdom, people could still feel hope because of the presence of the gods. They were able to endure because they believed that the gods would show up and help before the evil and malicious great demon destroyed humanity. Now they thought it might be a vain belief. Garam was proving that gods unconditionally couldn’t be relied on in Satisfy.


  


  “...The end. This is the end of the game.”


  


  Why? Why did Chairman Lim Cheolho create Satisfy if it wasn’t to satisfy the players’ hopes and dreams?


  


  “Ah...!”


  


  The confused players suddenly had wide eyes. It was because a mother and daughter in the area were on the verge of being attacked by flying fireballs.


  


  “No!” Hera was the first to rush over but other players rescued them before her. This was the difference between a warrior class and a doctor class.


  


  “Are you crazy? A doctor wants to face the flames?” 


  


  “Leave the rescue of the people to us and focus on healing them.”


  


  The players gave Hera stern advice and scattered in all directions after entrusting the mother and daughter to her. The entire city might not be able to be saved but they wanted to help the people in front of them. They learned how beautiful and wonderful it was to help others after watching the videos of various rankers.


  


  “This way! Ugh!”


  


  “Shit!”


  


  It was just that every action came at a cost. They needed the ability to overcome the crisis when saving someone from a crisis. The players failed several times. There were those who couldn’t overcome the heat while trying to save a person covered in fire and some died from a stone falling while trying to save people from the rubble of a building. It was practically impossible for hundreds of players to save tens of thousands of people in the midst of a disaster.


  


  Garam’s creepy voice penetrated the ears of those who had fallen, “Unworthy people, you will die here today.”


  


  The waves of flames centerd around Garam burned more violently and stretched out. The sea of fire that engulfed Kars started to swell. It was like the Red Sea had been turned into fire.


  


  “Ah... Uwahh...”


  


  The players and people of the Cho Kingdom were desperate. Not a single person felt hope. Hera was the same. She closed her eyes tightly as she hugged the injured mother and daughter she had given medicine to.


  


  ‘They’re all going to die.’


  


  Even Kentrick would’ve noticed it by now and escaped...


  


  Hera’s skin gradually warmed up.


  


  “Unworthy people? Why are you disregarding those who live with their faith?” someone’s voice echoed from the sky.


  


  The voice was heavy enough to suppress the incessant roaring of the flames.


  


  “P-Perhaps?”


  


  Hera and hundreds of players turned their attention to the sky. The remnants of lightning could be seen. Subsequently...


  


  “200,000 Army Crushing Sword.”


  


  A mighty willpower spread out and extinguished the sea of fire engulfing the city.


  


  “Ah...”


  


  Hera’s eyes shook. She saw the fragile human who vomited blood in exchange for the destruction of the sea of fire created by a god. He fell to the ground, black-gold hands supporting his drooping shoulders.


  


  “Divinity.”


  


  He became a god to stand up against a god.


  


  “Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle.”


  


  “Griddddd!”


  


  It was like a conflict between stars. The world became turbulent when Garam blocked a series of meteor-like attacks from Grid.


  


  “N-No!”


  


  The players screamed with regret. The moment that Grid finished the actions of his sword dance, he would be struck by Garam’s soft sword and fall. However, their expectations were wrong. Grid’s sword dance wasn’t over yet. “Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle!”


  


  “...!?”


  


  “Transcended Link Kill Pin—ugh!”


  


  “Cough!”


  


  Garam, who wanted to hold out against Grid’s onslaught, gradually fell into a defensive position and finally flew away. His bloodshot eyes were only chasing Grid as he pierced through a few burned houses and barely stopped.


  


  “You! Yoou!”


  


  The energy of the blue dragon spread out and Garam shot forward toward Grid while covered in lightning. Once again, Hera and the players realized what their role was. 


  


  “We have to evacuate the people!”


  


  “Okay! Let's go to the palace!”


  


  Their hopes and dreams could be achieved on their own. There was no need to rely on others from the beginning. The players learned from Grid and lost their anxiety about the future. Satisfy’s ending was set? No, they could change it. Chairman Lim Cheolho must’ve known this.


  


  “Hurry!”


  


  Hera and the players placed the injured people on their backs and ran with all their strength. Some of the forces following Garam blocked their way but the players somehow cut them down. Like Grid, they were doing the best they could.




  Chapter 1176


  Among the single sword dances, Transcend required a very wide range of actions. Momentum and dignified behavior was required in order to depict a transcendent being, but this was hard to express while widening his strides. In addition, it needed to be accompanied by exaggerated gestures.


  


  This was why Grid didn’t favor Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle. If it was Linked Kill Pinnacle, the sword dance was convenient to use because the sword dance naturally linked the stabs and slashes of Link and Kill. However, Transcended Link Kill was designed to maximize the power of Transcend and it was accompanied by an inevitable delay. The more pressing the battle, the more difficult it was to find the timing of use. However, the story was different if he borrowed the power of Divinity.


  


  “Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle!”


  


  The four fused sword dances unfolded sequentially without any delay. Their power threatened Garam, who had already activated the power of the red phoenix and was pushing his resilience to the limit.


  


  “You...! Cough! Cough!!”


  


  Garam easily blocked the first Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle, barely managed to escape the second Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle, and was blown away by the third Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle. He immediately activated the blue dragon’s power, hitting Grid again and coughing up red blood.


  


  Chill. Garam got goosebumps. He couldn’t see why he was late to handle the second Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle when he so easily blocked the first one. His right hand holding the sword was trembling frantically. He felt a lot of pain in his abdomen and when he scanned his left hand, he saw a lot of blood.


  


  ‘Can my recovery keep up?’


  


  Everyone saw him being hurt deeply and driven on the defensive by a human. It was the biggest shame of his life. The history of this day should be erased.


  


  “Cough, cough! Kuaaaaaah!!!” Garam roared like a wild beast as he nervously struck at the God Hands rotating around him in a dizzying manner. The currents around his body spread through the area as he dropped a move that would turn the area into a pile of ashes. It was intended to obliterate all humans who witnessed his humiliation.


  


  However, his intentions were for naught. It was because the players did their best to protect the people of Kars. Dozens of people’s lives were saved when battle gears and magic were used to prevent a single lightning strike. This caused Garam’s face to distort like a demon.


  


  “Trivial—cough! You!!” In the midst of this extreme wrath, Garam was calm. He recalled the load that occurred when the power of the sacred creatures was used simultaneously and first activated the energy of the blue dragon. Then he waited and raised the power of the red phoenix to the limit as Grid blew away the attack made of intangible winds.


  


  It was intended to maximize the recovery power of the red phoenix in his body. Grid maintained a constant distance from Garam and summoned the Storm of the Fire God. It was a storm of intense flames that engulfed the area. Garam sensed the aura of the red phoenix from the storm and burst out laughing.


  


  “Hahat! Kuhahahat! You’re really ridiculously stupid!”


  


  The reason why the flames of the red phoenix never goes out was because they had a strong vitality.Yes, vitality. This meant that it was a beneficial power according to its use. This was very tasty prey for Garam, who activated the aura of the red phoenix.


  


  ‘I’ll eat it!’


  


  Garam took a deep breath. He planned to absorb all the red phoenix flames summoned by Grid and use them as his vitality. However...


  


  ‘What?’ 


  


  The nature of the flames sucked deep into his lungs was different. No, the purity was different. The pure red phoenix flames contained a strong willpower. The willpower showed a terrible killing intent toward Garam.


  


  ‘Red phoenix...! Is it the red phoenix?!’


  


  Garam stared at the pillars of fire and then glanced back at Grid. The presence of the red phoenix preparing for resurrection was strengthening. Garam’s Red Phoenix Breath was being assimilated into its essence. Garam realized that the red phoenix was rejecting him. He could no longer fully use the aura of the red phoenix until the red phoenix was fully sealed.


  


  A painful burst of shock caused Garam’s eyes to shake. Garam’s lungs that swallowed the flames were torn apart.


  


  “Ugh...!” Garam cursed and held his breath.


  


  The moment he exhaled, his blood burned and his heart felt like it was exploding. Finally...


  


  [The target is under the influence of the Storm of the Fire God and his recovery attempt has failed.] 


  


  [The effect of Rage of the Fire God has cursed the target with 15,000 fixed damage and reversed the healing effect.]


  


  Grid’s face became rosy as he checked the notification windows. Unlike Garam who failed in recovery, Grid saw hope as he recovered from his wounds by drinking a potion.


  


  ‘Garam has noticed the effects of Storm of the Fire God. He won’t be active during the storm.’


  


  He could buy time by maintaining a distance from the storm while ensuring that Garam couldn’t leave the storm. The mana consumed in exchange for maintaining the Storm of the Fire God wasn’t a problem. Grid had the Ring of Absurdity and the inherent ability of Storm of the Fire God itself had the effect of increasing the healing effect of allies by 20%, including the ‘caster.’


  


  That’s right—the effect of mana recovery potions also increased while maintaining the Storm of the Fire God. Based on the potion recovery, the cooldown, and the mana cost, Grid would be able to maintain the Storm of the Fire God for at least 40 minutes. Those 40 minutes would be hell for Garam.


  


  


  [The scholars and academics [1] of the Cho Kingdom are accelerating the resurrection of the red phoenix.]


  


  [The time remaining to resurrect the red phoenix is significantly reduced.]


  


  [The time remaining to the resurrection of the red phoenix is 54 minutes.]


  


  ‘I can do it. I can hold on.’


  


  As always, Grid wasn’t alone. All the people of the Cho Kingdom, including the Cho king, had the same aspirations as Grid and were doing their best to revive the red phoenix. Hundreds of players were also helping him.


  


  ‘Garam, the path you’ve walked is wrong.’


  


  This is the way I’m walking. The difference between you and myself, who is helped by so many people, proves it.


  


  The moment that Grid gained courage...


  


  “Daring to make that expression...” Garam’s eyes widened as he glanced between Grid blocking his path and the pillars of fire soaring behind Grid. Steam rose around Garam’s body. The power of the black tortoise, who presided over water and death, started to quench the heat of the Storm of the Fire God.


  


  “...!?”


  


  Grid saw the power of the black tortoise and his expression stiffened. He quickly raised his sword as Garam appeared in front of his nose and attacked. The soft sword swept over Grid’s cheek. “I am a god. You can’t restrain me with anything but death.”


  


  The flames split from side to side and looked like the wings of the red phoenix. Looking at Garam’s appearance, who could deny that he wasn’t a god? The soft sword passed by Grid’s cheeks and penetrated his left collarbone.


  


  “Kkuk...!”


  


  The aura of the black tortoise was a poison that corroded objects and withered life. The durability of all of Grid’s armor, including Valhalla, was greatly damaged by Garam’s blow. The dark energy ejected from the spinning Garam as he recovered his sword struck Grid and blew him away.


  


  Grid looked like a mess as he crashed into the ground and rolled several times. His pained face was covered with sweat and the blood flowing down from his mouth made him suspect he was poisoned. Garam’s mouth curved up because he didn’t know Khan’s will made Grid completely resistant to poison.


  


  “Today, I will become perfect.”


  


  Grid was really qualified to be a god. If Garam succeeded in getting rid of Grid and prevented the resurrection of the red phoenix, he would prove that he was a real god. Spit. Garam spat the blood in his mouth and raised his sword again. He denied that he felt a bit of fear a little while ago. He prepared to become perfect by slashing the neck of Grid, who witnessed him in a terrible state.


  


  “Come to think of it, you are a necessary existence for me, Grid.”


  


  Be the sacrifice to make me complete. That is who you are.


  


  Garam made a deep smile and lowered his sword. At the same time, Grid’s body surrounded by flames split into several copies. It was Belial’s power of Queen’s Distortion activated in combination with the flames of willpower. It was a great technique that dazzled the eyes and minds of others.


  


  Garam’s soft sword swung faster than the eye, drawing a circle to cut down all of Grid’s clones. However, they weren’t cut due to Berith’s Automatic Transformation. Grid was spared a fatal blow thanks to the metal shield that was automatically generated in real time, reducing Garam’s damage.


  


  “You’re really tenacious.” Garam had regained his composure at the thought of victory. Now his expression once again changed. Grid’s attitude of enduring to the end without giving up offended him. “You can never beat me. Why don’t you give up? Do you really think you can beat me?”


  


  “...Not even once.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “I never thought that I could beat you.”


  


  “Then why...”


  


  Garam was intrigued by Grid’s honest confession and paused for a moment to listen. He suddenly felt something strange. The blood flowing from Grid’s mouth was red.


  


  ‘He wasn’t affected by the black tortoise’s poison?’


  


  How could he resist the poison of a god who presided over death? He was truly sinister. Dragging this out longer wasn’t good. This guy still had strength remaining. Garam felt anxiety.


  


  “Keen Insight.” At this moment, Grid contemplated Garam’s state.


  


  “...!?”


  


  There was an unpleasant feeling like every detail was being dug out. Garam felt like this for the first time in his life and instinctively changed the trajectory of his sword. However, the change was one of the future paths that Keen Insight had read. A move that integrated attack and defense—one of Garam’s secret techniques was smashed by Grid’s blow that carried Mercedes’ power.


  


  [1] Two different words are used, both mean scholar but the first one is more referring to an educated person who doesn’t covet riches and cherishes loyalty and principles. The second means those who learn and acquire knowledge from others, records, or experiences




  Chapter 1177


  “I know that everything in the world was born in my will. All things exist only for me.”


  


  They were words that Garam heard as soon as he was born.


  


  “The reason I created you is for you to help me, so that you may live for me just as all things do.”


  


  Hanul’s words were clearly imprinted on Garam. Garam had never forgotten it, even if the weather was clear or cloudy, whether he opened his eyes or closed it. In the tens of thousands of seasonal changes, Garam recalled these words and worshipped them. Only then did he believe that his existence was meaningful. Then one day...


  


  “It seems wrong.” Garam saw a brother who contradicted Hanul’s words. “Even the little birds and powerless deer know that their lives are precious. We work hard every day to survive from bigger birds and mighty beasts.”


  


  It was Pagma, the incomprehensible person who made crude objects and gave them as gifts to his siblings. This stiff-necked person dared to talk to Hanul in such a manner. “Hanul, you say that all things are born according to your will and all things exist for you, but if that is the case, why do those little children take care of their own bodies? I think Hanul is misinformed. I think that all things exist not for Hanul but for themselves.”


  


  “You!”


  


  “Hanul, if this beautiful feast is all for Hanul... rather than talking about how yangbans are better than beasts and humans, why not take care of everyone equally? Then won’t all things naturally honor and love Hanul, living for Hanul?”


  


  “Pagma! Shut up!”


  


  Garam felt a great anger toward Pagma. He established an eternal hostility toward Pagma. Why did he want to deny Pagma’s words so much? Why did he hate Pagma so much? Garam realized it the moment he faced Grid.


  


  ‘...I knew he was right.’


  


  I am me.


  


  He was a being with his own will. He wanted to think for himself, choose for himself, and live for himself, rather than by someone’s coercion. However, he didn’t dare express this. Unlike Pagma, who left to correct what was wrong, and Grid in front of him, who came back to correct what was wrong, he only became obsessed with becoming a god and ignored his own desires. A god—he felt that if he became one, he would be able to shake off his fears and become perfect.


  


  ‘These guys...! What is so great about you?!’


  


  How dare they resist providence when they weren’t even gods?! The yangbans weren’t going to change the way they did things!


  


  Garam advanced forward through the Storm of the Fire God. He cut Grid with the sword covered with the deadly poison of the black tortoise, forcing Grid to the brink of death. Then Garam entered a realm he had never known before. He incorporated all the skills, experiences, and learning he had accumulated since his birth, into a single move.


  


  This was a glimpse of a god killer. It was the blow that Chiyou, who taught the yangbans out of a desire for his own extinction, had eagerly discussed.


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid’s face was white. In a world separated by 0.1 seconds, he felt a strong threat from Garam’s dark sword that was completely unavoidable. He knew that the defense of the damaged Valhalla, the indomitable effect that still remained, and his immortal power, would become meaningless as soon as he was stabbed by Garam’s sword that suddenly flew toward him.


  


  [Death is coming.]


  


  His transcendent senses were warning him. It was the ultimate form of a god’s will that had the power to make the concept of stats and the rules of the system meaningless.


  


  ‘Request to Stand With Me!’


  


  Grid had no time. He recalled the lives and futures of the millions of people he now carried on his back and instinctively thought of a knight. An absolute skill that wouldn’t put the person into any danger if they lent it to him. The continent’s greatest knight who had ‘Keen Insight’ that even the gods were wary of.


  


  A legend—it was Mercedes.


  


  [The power of Duke of Virtue is requesting help from your knight, ‘Mercedes.’]


  


  [Mercedes is happy to respond to your request.]


  


  [Mercedes’ Keen Insight is implanted in your eyes.]


  


  The landscape that Grid could see changed. He found a road he couldn’t see before and shifted his stride to the side while lowering his upper body. At the same time, he swung the Enlightenment Sword. It was a move that integrated attack and defense. Garam’s move, which could be considered as ‘perfect,’ collapsed from Grid’s blow that contained Mercedes’ power. Garam’s sword, which should’ve pierced Grid’s heart, was shattered and torn from Garam’s grip.


  


  “Kuek...?” Garam’s eyes shook. It wasn’t the pain that came from his tattered right arm that shocked him. Grid’s deep eyes were bringing a pained confusion to him.


  


  ‘Isn’t this unbelievable?’


  


  Everything was dug up. His destiny and life were thoroughly analyzed. A mere mortal. He was being stripped bare by human eyes.


  


  “...It isn’t possible!”


  


  The stronger the red phoenix became, the more difficult it was to control the Red Phoenix Breath and it suddenly exploded. A hole was created in Garam’s lungs and his blood started to evaporate. The pain transcended imagination but Garam didn’t show any signs of it. He used the Black Tortoise Breath to restrain the Red Phoenix Breath and the White Tiger Breath was used to block the holes in his lungs.


  


  Meanwhile, Grid was indirectly peeking at Garam’s state. It was the power of Keen Insight.


  


  [The effect of the ‘Forgotten God’s Curse’ will disperse the target’s concentration and action.]


  


  [All recovery effects are forbidden and all reaction speeds are reduced by 58%.]


  


  [All of your skills that are currently active, except for Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle, will be sure to hit the target and will result in a critical hit and weak spot attack.]


  


  Grid didn’t move randomly once the notification window first popped up. Keen Insight gave Grid full information on the target’s stats, skills, and condition and recommended behavior based on them. The term was ‘auto.’ It was similar to when blacksmiths used auto production when making items, all his movements were taken care of.


  


  All of Grid’s sword dances slammed sequentially into Garam who had been weakened by the interference of the red phoenix. Garam didn’t dare to resist. It wasn’t just because of Keen Insight.


  


  


  [Keen Insight has found your restrained power.]


  


  [The effect ‘Ecstasy of Desire’ has been awakened in the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires.]


  


  [Your attack power will increase by three times for 20 seconds and evasion rate will reach 99%. However, defense is zero.]


  


  It was a conditional passive that had a low probability of activating when fighting an enemy with a higher level than himself, allowing him to enter a ‘selfless’ state if his health dropped below a certain point. It had been suppressed due to the danger. Now that it was activated by Keen Insight, Grid’s attack power was far beyond Garam’s attack power.


  


  Garam couldn’t dodge Grid’s attacks and his health gauge continued to fall, dropping to the bottom in an instant. He tried to resist somehow but his vicious counterattacks never hit Grid. The remnants of Braham’s magic carved through the sky like a galaxy as Grid’s sword dances never stopped.


  


  All the people of the Cho Kingdom witnessed the scene and temporarily lost their senses.


  


  “...Beautiful.” Hera, who was taking care of patients in the palace, heard the sudden explosion and murmured as she looked up at the sky.


  


  “A god killer...” The scholars and academics who rushed over at the king’s call to revive the red phoenix couldn’t help gulping.


  


  “Pangea’s Duke of Virtue!” The officials who were grateful to Grid since he rescued Han Seokbong’s family and the people of Pangea and secretly helped him were stunned.


  


  Finally...


  


  “Please... please give strength to Grid.” The king prayed earnestly. He wanted to rush out with his warriors to help Grid but he was obliged to defend the resurrecting red phoenix. He had to stand still in preparation for an attack from the Hwan Kingdom. Just like Grid who was tying up Garam’s feet, the role of the Cho king was also important. The Cho king was forced to pray for Grid without leaving his spot.


  


  Then he was suddenly engulfed in doubts. ‘Who am I praying to?’


  


  Was it meaningful to pray to the gods who deceived humans? Could the red phoenix respond to prayers when it wasn’t resurrected yet? It happened when the Cho king was filled with increasing confusion...


  


  One of the young men fighting in the distant sky flew toward the palace and crashed.


  


  “P-Pangea’s Duke of Virtue!”


  


  “King Grid!”


  


  The people of the Cho Kingdom knew that Garam was a god. Since a human couldn’t handle a god, all the people of the Cho Kingdom knew that the existence who had just fallen to the ground was naturally Grid. They thought the presence chasing him down from the high sky would be Garam. However, reality was different. The bloody figure revealed by the scattering smoke was Garam, not Grid.


  


  “Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle.” The identity of the person who descended while surrounded by blue-black petals was Grid.


  


  Contrary to everyone’s expectations, Grid was overwhelming Garam. It was only for a moment...


  


  “Ah...!” The Cho king placed his hands together and started to pray again. He didn’t pray to the Five Seniors and the yangbans, who had deceived humans, or the red phoenix who hadn’t resurrected yet. The subject of the new prayer was Grid. He glimpsed the birth of a new god through the appearance of Grid who caused Garam to crash.


  


  On the other hand...


  


  ‘Kuk...! Damn!’ Grid’s face was rapidly hardening as he rushed toward Garam on the ground.


  


  [The duration of Ecstasy of Desire is over.]


  


  [The duration of Request to Stand With Me is over.]


  


  [The effect of Keen Insight will be wiped out.]


  


  It was because he heard a series of bad news. Once the auto effect that originated from Keen Insight stopped, Grid subtly slowed down as he descended. This was a great opportunity for Garam.


  


  “You!” Garam had experienced a one-sided humiliation from Grid for two minutes. He had been unable to find gaps in Grid. Now he quickly captured the changes in Grid and started to fight back. He maintained the effect of the Black Tortoise Breath on his breathing, and the White Tiger Breath suppressing his wounds, while opening the Blue Dragon Breath. He broke through the petals and flew toward Grid, stabbing his sword.


  


  “Kuock!”


  


  First, the difference in stats was the decisive reason why Grid couldn’t win over Garam. Even if Grid had higher stats than his level, it couldn’t be compared to the stats of a named NPC who reached the realm of a half-god. Of course, it was possible to narrow the gap with all types of buff skills, Duke of Fire, and Fenrir’s Strength. However, this was a story that was only possible when the buffs were maintained.


  


  The gap between the end of the buffs and the reuse of the buffs was a fatal weakness for Grid. Grid failed to hit Garam with Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle and allowed a counterattack, causing him to plunge to the ground. Garam immediately followed him down, trampling on Grid’s neck.


  


  “Those who are ignorant and weak always discuss hope. You seem to think that resurrecting the red phoenix will resolve the current situation but it is a big mistake.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Grid’s body twitched. Garam slowly removed his feet as Grid struggled like a worm to raise his head from the ground. Grid could finally raise his head and reflexively turned his gaze in a certain direction. Then he saw it...


  


  There were two men floating above the palace. They were dressed in a blue dopo and stood with their arms folded as they bit the smoking pipe in their mouths. They looked exactly like Garam.


  


  “Yangbans...!”


  


  It was also clear that they had passed Chiyou’s test. Like Garam, they were in the process of becoming gods.


  


  ‘This can’t be...!’


  


  There was no hope. Garam was merely one of the problems. Grid lost hope and a dark shadow crossed his face.


  


  Then a familiar voice was heard. “If you are ignorant and weak and don’t even feel hope, then you are just trash, just like these guys.”


  


  A huge spear of light fell from the sky and pierced the bodies of the two men standing with arms crossed.


  


  “...!?” Garam’s face was filled with amazement. He was more shocked than when he was overwhelmed by Grid.


  


  The spear pierced them and the yangbans fell while bleeding. A handsome silver-haired man appeared along with the wavelength of magic. The red phoenix who was being resurrected, the people of the Cho Kingdom, and the yangbans struggling to heal their wounds...


  


  Despite clearly knowing that all of them were focused on himself, the silver-haired beauty was merely watching Grid.


  


  “Nasty worms are twisting.”


  


  “Braham!”


  


  Braham didn’t speak for a long time. He stared at the two yangbans struggling to heal and reached out to use poison. It was magic that poisoned the target. It was magic that couldn’t be used against a half-god. However, Braham’s poison now contained the hydra’s venom.


  


  “Cough!” The two yangbans fell down, bleeding and with foam coming out of their mouths. Garam, all the people of the Cho Kingdom, and even Grid, looked at Braham with an expression of incredulity.




  Chapter 1178


  The child of Shizo Beriache who became a legend—Braham Eshwald, the greatest magician of all time, had experienced a wide variety of things in his life. Along with his obsession with knowledge, he was able to become the Duke of Wisdom because he studied through experience.


  


  Yes, countless people praised Braham’s knowledge. No one could deny that his level of knowledge was the best in the world. However, there was an interesting fact—it was extremely rare for anyone to say that Duke of Wisdom Braham was wise. The arrogant and passionate Braham had a lot of knowledge and experience but he often let his emotions get ahead of his sense of reason.


  


  ‘Doing something like this again!’


  


  Grid was filled with worry, not joy, when Braham inserted the spears of light into the yangbans. Grid remembered—this time, Braham had promised to follow Grid’s will. He would protect the house like a dog...


  


  Braham had said exactly that. It was dangerous for Braham to follow Grid to the East Continent when the power of the Hwan Kingdom and the condition of the East Continent couldn’t be fully measured. He knew his death would hurt Grid and promised to remain on the West Continent.


  


  ‘Then why did he come now?’


  


  Grid viciously scowled at Braham. He resented Braham for not believing in him and breaking the promise. The fallen yangbans stood up and rushed toward Braham.


  


  “N...!” Grid trembled and raised his ragged body. He attempted to use Shunpo to help Braham, regardless of his condition, but he failed.


  


  “Cough!”


  


  Poison spread around Braham and the poisoned yangbans lost their momentum and fell, bleeding and with foam coming out of their mouths


  


  “...o?”


  


  Grid’s mind was filled with confusion. Braham was one of the strongest legends but that was a story of when he was in his prime. The present Braham was greatly weakened while both yangbans were in the realm of a half-god. The fact that a half-god was poisoned wasn’t convincing.


  


  ‘Are they yangbans who haven’t passed Chiyou’s test yet?’


  


  No, that wasn’t it. His high insight stat told him that Garam’s skills might be better but in terms of ‘status,’ they were equal to Garam. Nevertheless, they were poisoned.


  


  ‘Don’t tell me?’


  


  Grid had a creepy hypothesis and confirmed Braham’s details.


  


  [Name: Braham Eshwald 


  


  Race: A true blood vampire who has lost his eternal life


  


  Class: Legendary Great Magician


  


  ....


  


  Title: Duke of Wisdom


  


  ....


  


  Title: One who Became a Legend


  


  ....


  


  Title: Master of Mana


  


  ....


  


  Title: Resurrected


  


  ....


  


  Title: Myth Usurper


  


  * You have defeated the hydra, who has taken part in many myths, and engraved your name onto every myth it appeared in. (the mythical hydra has the formula ‘later beaten by Braham’.)


  


  * You are qualified to upgrade your class rating to ‘myth.’


  


  * The special stat ‘Deity’ is opened.


  


  * Attack power and magical attack power will significantly increase during battles with mythical monsters.


  


  * If you encounter a mythical presence, there is a normal probability of overwhelming them.


  


  Title: Embraced the Hydra’s Poison


  


  * You have analyzed the hydra’s deadly poison, which contains death for a mortal and eternal pain for immortals, and melted it into your mana. Although it isn’t comparable to the deadly poison of the hydra, it is unique to the world. 


  


  * The power of all poison-based magic has greatly increased and there is a very high probability of ignoring the target’s poison resistance.


  


  Level: 500 (▼)


  


  Strength: 178   Stamina: 2,190


  


  Agility: 607    Intelligence: 9,210


  


  Dignity: 3,511    Insight: 5,943


  


  Willpower: 7,800


  


  * It is a body that is recovering after hundreds of years but Braham will adapt quickly. Up to level 600, the experience gained is increased by 2000%.


  


  ....


  


  * Currently considers everyone as insignificant apart from player ‘Grid’ and his family. Players outside of ‘Grid’ can’t build up affinity with him.]


  


  “...!!”


  


  Gaining 100 levels in such a short time?


  


  ‘Did he annihilate the Gauss army by himself? Eh?’


  


  Grid, who suspected a bug after seeing Braham’s unbelievable growth, checked the list of titles again.


  


  ‘Hydra? He entered the Abyss?’


  


  Myth Usurper was a higher-grade title than the Glimpsed the Myths title held by Grid. Grid noticed this fact and his heart jumped significantly. A deep emotion that other people couldn’t understand swept over him.


  


  ‘Alone... I’m not alone.’


  


  It had been since declaring he would become a god—Grid hadn’t shown it but he had been worried he would become a solitary entity. He had a nightmare of being alone in a world where no one else was present. Then at this moment, all his anxiety was washed away. He had an eternal companion in Braham. This person would remain by his side. Braham gained the title Myth Usurper and seemed to be telling him so.


  


  Grid was feeling emotional when Garam leapt forward. As if Grid wasn’t present, he flew in Braham’s direction, holding the short spear in a reverse hold against his chest. A chill went down Grid’s spine. It was because this was the operation of the sword used by Grid in the auto state created with Keen Insight.


  


  “Braham! It is dang...!”


  


  It was before Grid’s warning could be completed. There was a flash of lightning as Garam appeared in front of Braham and wielded his short spear. It was a confusing blow from Braham’s point of view. From his perspective, Garam looked empty-handed only to suddenly stab him. Thus, Braham’s reaction was somewhat slow.


  


  Tricking the opponent by hiding the weapon—the move used just a few minutes earlier by Grid in Keen Insight mode was now used by Garam and it caught Braham’s ankle. The basics of spearmanship followed. Stab at a straight line from the shortest distance, followed by a succession of stabbings. This quickly forced Braham onto the defensive. He desperately tried to protect himself by casting shields but continued to be pushed back before he could chant spells that would cause a reversal.


  


  “It is called compatible natures. You are just like a scarecrow if your mouth and hands are sealed,” Garam arrogantly spoke like he was teaching. Then a smile appeared on the face of Braham, who had been deploying shields with a flustered expression. It was a smile that contained the height of arrogance that surpassed even Garam’s.


  


  “You are naive, unlike Pagma. The yangbans aren’t cunning at all. No, aren’t they stupid?”


  


  


  “...?” Was this person associated with Pagma? Garam narrowed the gap.


  


  “Grease.”


  


  “Earth Break.”


  


  “Ice Wall.”


  


  “Giga Raiden.”


  


  Braham’s voice echoed. Braham was indeed intertwined with Garam but it was actually an illusion. His voice came from all over the place like he had dozens of bodies. It was the active use of Alarm magic.


  


  “...!”


  


  Some areas of the ground became slippery while others turned upside down. Then a huge flash of lightning fell from the sky the moment Garam was trapped in an ice barrier. Originally, it was magic that should’ve been absorbed by the Blue Dragon Breath.


  


  However, the atmosphere caused by the ice barrier raised Garam’s suspicion. Garam used Shunpo to escape from the ice wall and stood in the sky. The entire view of the palace, which had been reduced to a stage of war, was captured in his vision. It was to find Braham’s body. However, he couldn’t sense Braham anywhere. He just detected a heat that seemed to burn his skin.


  


  “...!” The startled Garam used Shunpo again but it was too late. A huge explosion struck Garam. Garam appeared almost simultaneously on the ground due to Shunpo. The majesty of a half-god could barely be found because all the skin torn open by Grid’s preceding onslaught was now blackened or bruised. Garam realized that he had been misled and stared at Braham. “It turns out that you’re like a demonkin who relies on deception.”


  


  “If it was Pagma, he would’ve started to feel suspicion from the moment I showed a gap and would’ve escaped the trap. Now that I see you, I think I understand why Pagma left the Hwan Kingdom. He fled to the West Continent because he was frustrated with living with ignorant and inferior people.”


  


  “You...!” Garam’s eyes rolled because of the words.


  


  “In the end, it is all because of you guys!” However, it was Braham who was furious.


  


  “...?”


  


  “You released that damn bastard Pagma onto the West Continent! Pathetic bastards! My life was ruined because of you!!”


  


  “...??”


  


  Garam was puzzled by the unexpected words but still moved. He had already fully penetrated Braham’s combat style.


  


  ‘He is someone who dominates the battlefield by predicting the enemy’s path and laying traps. I can’t get caught up in his way.’


  


  He didn’t have to be caught in the trap. It was a problem that would be resolved if he avoided the direction created by this opponent.


  


  ‘I have to close in using Shunpo at an unpredictable moment and hit him.’


  


  Duguen. Duguen.


  


  Garam heard the unfamiliar sound of his heart beating loudly. The awkward tension was unpleasant and he struggled to maintain his composure. He didn’t want to admit it but this silver-haired man was great. He didn’t use the excuse that he had been too injured by Grid or that he was being held back by the red phoenix’s curse. He would’ve never been vigilant even if he was in perfect condition.


  


  ‘So how long are you going to stay still?’


  


  Garam stood away from Braham and stared at his brothers, who were still trembling with blue faces. They were also half-gods. They were immortals who could drive out poison at any time, regardless of the curse of the red phoenix. Garam felt irritated because they continued to act pained instead of expelling the poison.


  


  He thought they were playing tricks to get out of a troublesome fight. His patience reached the limit and he finally directed killing intent toward his brothers. One of them cut off his poisoned right arm while the other cut off his poisoned ankle and shouted at Garam, “Endure! Harang is traversing the Cho Kingdom just like us! She will notice this and come here soon!”


  


  “...What?”


  


  Garam’s expression was stiff. Through the scene of his brothers cutting off their arm or feet because they failed to drive out the poison, Garam realized that the silver-haired man’s skills were higher than expected. However, there was someone who was even more nervous and anxious and it was Grid.


  


  “Sigh... Sigh...”


  


  As Braham was buying time, Grid regained some of his stamina. He took deep breaths as he approached the center of the battlefield.


  


  ‘There is no guarantee that Braham will win.’


  


  Grid knew Braham’s character. He enjoyed trampling one-sidedly against his enemy instead of fighting them and didn’t use high grade magic. Braham was the one who used basic magic to destroy Tallos, who was Amoract’s agent in the Yatan Church. Now it was different.


  


  He used great magic from the beginning and consumed two high grade spells while dealing with Garam. For Braham, who was qualified to be a myth, the yangbans weren’t easy opponents. What if a new yangban joined this situation? Braham would die.


  


  [The time remaining to the resurrection of the red phoenix is 39 minutes.]


  


  ‘I need to give Braham some time to run away.’


  


  Braham wasn’t the one who promised to resurrect the red phoenix and defend the Cho Kingdom. Braham had no obligation to sacrifice himself. Above all else, Grid regarded Braham’s survival as more important than the resurrection of the red phoenix.


  


  “Noe!”


  


  Grid attracted the attention of the yangbans by summoning Noe, who he hadn’t used so far, and commanded the light elemental to use Flash.


  


  “Grid,” Braham faced Grid with the yangbans between them and spoke meaningful words, “your greatest strength is your virtue.”


  


  “...?”


  


  ——!


  


  The moment Grid was feeling confused, a certain roar was heard beyond the outer walls of Kars. It was a familiar cry for both Grid and the yangbans.


  


  “The red phoenix?”


  


  Everyone’s eyes shifted over the outer wall. Then they witnessed something with their transcendent vision. They saw a woman pulling a bow and summoning the image of the red phoenix while her colleagues helped her. They had just arrived at Kars and blocked the way of the yangban Harang.


  


  “Your parents! They only have 50 more years to live!”


  


  Some lunatic was yelling bullshit at Harang. Hanul, who had existed since the chaos before the beginning, would only live for the next 50 years. How dare a mere human judge the lifespan of an absolute god?! It was clear that these words of profanity couldn’t be forgiven, even if they wouldn’t have an impact on Hanul.


  


  The furious Garam and the other yangbans gritted their teeth. Their aggro that was focused on Braham finally turned to the lunatic in the distance, Huroi. It was an ultra long-range wide-area aggro that crossed the scope of common sense.


  


  “Looking away?” Braham cast magic toward Garam’s party.


  


  “I won’t forgive... Ugh?” Harang, who should’ve joined Garam’s party, was blinded by Huroi’s words and was chasing after him when she was shot by Jishuka’s arrow.


  


  “It hurts...? What? An attack from a human?”


  


  “Don’t be so pretentious. All my friends here are at least stronger than me. You will be outstripped here.”


  


  “Hey, hey, Jishuka. She is still a god so you should be polite. What do you mean by outstripped?”


  


  “You still have a tough mouth. Rather than getting married, can you even have a relationship? Anyone with a tough mouth, regardless of whether they are a man or a woman, won’t be popular with the opposite sex.”


  


  “Do you want to become toilet paper?”


  


  The meritorious retainers who had gone through a long period of training gathered around Jishuka. There was only one reason why they crossed the Red Sea when they should be busy preparing for the National Competition—it was to help Grid. They couldn’t turn away from Grid after witnessing the unusual epic.


  


  “God Grid! We have come!!”


  


  The battlefield entered a new phase with Peak Sword’s cry. Grid had a gut feeling...


  


  ‘This is the end.’


  


  The red phoenix would be resurrected and the Cho Kingdom would be protected.




  Chapter 1179


  “Haha! Kuhahahahat!” Garam watched the situation and exploded with laughter. It was because Grid’s reinforcements who appeared and stood in Harang’s way were ordinary humans.


  


  “Hundreds of thousands of humans can gather and they will be as insignificant as dust. What is the point of relying on less than 10 people?” Garam mocked Grid, “You’ve lost any idea on basic concepts just because your momentum has increased a bit recently. There is nothing that you can expect by relying on humans. Humans might struggle but they can’t block the path of a god. Harang will be here soon and you will die.”


  


  It was Braham, not Grid, who mocked Garam with a twisted smile, “You wouldn’t exist without humans.”


  


  “What?”


  


  Braham laughed. The most glamorous smile was derisive as he glanced at the yangbans, who judged the value of living creatures. “There is no comedy when a parasitic man who relies on human faith regards humans as insignificant.”


  


  “...It is the exact same provocation as before. It is Hanul who created us and Hanul who gave us the qualifications of a god. Human faith is just a means to make us more complete.” Garam was refuting it sarcastically when he suddenly shut his mouth. He finally noticed that Braham’s claims couldn’t be denied.


  


  Braham shrugged. “If, according to your logic, humans are insignificant then you will also be insignificant. Well, you are just a trivial thing.”


  


  “You! I am tired of being scolded by a human!” Garam blushed and shouted as he realized he undermined his own value while discussing humans. It was a silly reaction.


  


  Braham’s expression became mischievous. “There is no room for rebuttal. You are just a sick dog that can only bark at someone taller than it.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “It is funny that you people mistake yourselves as gods just because you are a little bit stronger than humans.” Braham’s gaze was focused on the cut off ear peeking through Garam’s matted hair. “The image of a god is unchanging.”


  


  It was human habit to embody it the more they understood and remembered. It was because the abstract eventually faded. Humans remembered, preached, and prayed to thoroughly shape the object of faith. It was through them that the image of a god was immutable.


  


  “If you were a real god—” Braham watched the yangbans who cut off their arm and foot to get rid of the poison. “If humans truly regarded you as gods, these insignificant wounds would already be gone.”


  


  However, it wasn’t that way. Human beings were obligated to follow because they were afraid or deceived by false myths, but they didn’t serve with genuine faith. Why? Why didn’t the yangbans foresee the situation? Could they be true objects of faith when they didn’t respect and support humans? Braham didn’t have any doubts.


  


  ‘They would’ve done it at first.’ It was just that after many years, they forgot their position and made mistakes over and over again. Maybe the humans let them down first.


  


  “...” Garam kept his mouth shut. He wasn’t angry nor did he deny Braham’s words. He merely looked at Braham with a serene gaze and analyzed the situation. He intuitively felt that the moment he intervened, he would fall apart.


  


  “Gru, Naeun."


  


  “Uh.”


  


  “Speak.”


  


  They were the yangbans who cut off their arm and foot to avoid the poison. They often argued with Garam but now they were showing a rare docile attitude. They determined that Garam, who had achieved a high performance in all of Chiyou’s test, would be able to overcome this crisis and acknowledged him as the leader.


  


  “I will deal with the silver-haired man. You guys deal with the black-haired man behind him while waiting for Harang to join.”


  


  Normally, he would’ve changed the opponent. He would’ve thrown the dangerous silver-haired man to Gru and Naeun while he dealt with Grid and gave Harang the finishing blow. However, this time he really had to be careful. He had to take the tough role. If Gru and Naeun were defeated before Harang joined, Garam would also be in danger.


  


  “Um... I’ll do so.”


  


  “I know.”


  


  Gru and Naeun responded after a moment of worry. In fact, they thought that Garam and the three of them would join forces to deal with the silver-haired man. They saw him as someone who wasn’t ordinary, unlike the black-haired man who had been half-dead since the first time they saw him.


  


  ‘...Grid. It is the name of the creator of the reproduced Red Phoenix Bow, which was a hot topic last time.’


  


  ‘Garam has been playing for a long time but he must be persistent to live until now.’


  


  Gru and Naeun had arrived at the scene even before Braham showed up and saw Garam turning this man into a rag. The Cho king deceived the Hwan Kingdom thoroughly enough to prepare for the red phoenix’s resurrection and he must’ve prepared a trump card. Even if the red phoenix’s curse grabbed Garam’s ankle, it would be difficult for him to drive Garam to this extent if he was just an ordinary human being. Of course, this was a story for when he was in a perfect state.


  


  Gru and Naeun placed Garam behind them as they released the soft swords tied to their waist at Grid. Gru had lost his right arm and Naeun had lost his left foot, but they took a swordsmanship stance without losing balance.


  


  “You will die before Harang arrives.”


  


  “This is better for you, maker of the reproduced Red Phoenix Bow.”


  


  Gru leaned his upper body deeply forward to touch the ground while Naeun grabbed his shoulder and climbed onto his back. It was a swordsmanship that a human couldn’t attain even if they trained all their lives. The moment Grid revealed a gap, Gru’s soft sword moved in an arc.


  


  The rocks on the ground soared like a typhoon was occurring. Grid’s vision was disturbed and his heart was pierced by Gru’s soft sword. He was already more dead than alive due to Garam and couldn’t respond to the speed of the half-god.


  


  “Hap!” Naeun used the reaction that occurred when Gru launched his sword movement to fall toward Grid’s head, stabbing his sword toward it. He thought this human was completely settled. Of course, this thought ended with Gru’s scream. 


  


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  


  “...!?”


  


  Gru’s scream happened just before Naeun’s sword pierced Grid’s head. Naeun was feeling doubts when Grid disappeared from Naeun’s vision.


  


  ‘Shunpo?’


  


  A chill went down Naeun’s spine as he landed on the ground and turned his gaze in Gru’s direction. Grid clutched Gru’s sword piercing his chest with his left hand while acting in a wild manner.


  


  “Ohhhhhh!”


  


  Rather than allowing Gru to recover his sword, Grid thrust the sword deeper into his chest as he advanced and advanced. He recklessly approached Gru as he stabbed and swung his sword wildly like a wounded beast at the edge of a cliff.


  


  “Get away now!”


  


  Naeun temporarily took back the White Tiger Breath that had been used to stop the bleeding at his ankle to operate the Blue Dragon Breath and Black Tortoise Breath to strengthen his speed and attack power. He immediately flew to Grid and stabbed his back.


  


  It entered properly—the sword dug into the gap of Grid’s armor that was woven like dragon scales, ripping at Grid’s internal organs. It might not be an instant death but the impact was so large that the person would naturally be unable to move. However...


  


  “Kuaaaaah!”


  


  Grid didn’t stop. He roared even louder as he chopped at Gru together with the black and gold hands holding weapons. Gru couldn’t bear it and abandoned his sword to try and move away, but he failed.


  


  “Link!”


  


  “Nyaang!”


  


  An identical copy of Grid and a cat-like monster risked their lives and Gru’s retreat path didn’t easily open.


  


  


  “N-Nauen!”


  


  “...!”


  


  The shocked Naeun regained his senses. He faced Gru’s eyes seeking help and realized that the situation was far more serious than he expected.


  


  “Get lost!!” Naeun exerted his power. The wind moved as hundreds of attacks were thrown at Grid. Yet all the attacks were scattered by an invisible, intangible blade.


  


  ‘What?’


  


  Nauel was appalled by the incredible sight when Gru’s groan filled his ears. The eerily silent blade pierced his heart.


  


  ‘T-This is impossible?’


  


  How could the sword of a human pierce the body of a god that was harder than a great mountain since birth? Naeun was daunted when he realized that Gru didn’t just falter under Grid’s pressure, Gru fled with all his might. At the same time, Gru—skewered by the Enlightenment Sword—sank down like a broken doll. His pupils lost their light and were empty. No emotions could be seen in them.


  


  “De...ad?”


  


  To a human? Naeun’s two hands, which had been bold enough to cut off his limb in order to handle the poison, trembled like crazy. Fear—the first and last time this feeling struck him was when he watched the Five Seniors seal the old guardians. He took a few steps back from the blood-covered Grid gasping for breath and examined Garam’s situation first.


  


  Garam had risen into the sunset-filled sky and was engaged in a fierce battle with the silver-haired man. He was so focused on his battle with the silver-haired man that he didn’t even notice Gru’s death. This time, Naeun’s gaze turned to the distant walls.


  


  Like Garam, Harang had achieved excellent results in Chiyou’s test yet she was still unable to cross the gates. There were less than 10 humans with different abilities but it was hard to find gaps in both their attack and defense. The biggest problem was the reproduced Red Phoenix Bow.


  


  Was it blessed by the red phoenix? Every time there was a roaring boom, arrows surrounded by divine flames appeared and raged. Each arrow fired contained a power reminiscent of a meteorite and it was absurd. The flames of the red phoenix, who sprinkled a rain of fire to defy the Five Seniors, was imbued in the Red Phoenix Bow.


  


  ‘What is this...?’


  


  There was no hope if this continued. Yes, hope. This was the lowly word that incompetent humans used when trying to endure reality. He never thought he would use it. He felt shame and blushed.


  


  ‘Garam, that bastard...! He gave us the bomb!’


  


  It was certain. Grid was stronger than the silver-haired man. He was a transcendent and grew beyond the definitions of a human.


  


  The convinced Naeun raised the aura of the blue dragon to the extreme. He had to survive, even if it meant the deep sin of fleeing. ‘Go to the Hwan Kingdom and communicate the situation here...’


  


  It happened the moment Naeun jumped forward. In the process of defeating Gru, Grid had consumed all his skills and resources, including immortality. Now he muttered with stiff shoulders, “Skill...” 


  


  A notification window filled his blood-stained vision.


  


  [The duration of immortality is over.]


  


  [The effect of the title Protagonist of Two Eras has instantly restored health and mana by 20% each.]


  


  “...Creation.”


  


  Things were bad. The 9th Red Phoenix Heart helped with stamina and recovery but he was on the verge of exhaustion. All his skills were disabled because he had poured everything he had at Gru. New skills were needed even if this skill was his last blow.


  


  [Skill Creation has been used. Are you sure you want to use it?]


  


  It was a choice that required prudence. It happened just as Grid’s mind was about to answer yes...


  


  “Hell Summoning.”


  


  The space where Grid was located was cut off from the world. The sunset sky where Naeun was floating was dyed black. The tens of thousands of eyes covering the red full moon blinked and welcomed Grid and Naeun.


  


  “Condemnation Sword.”


  


  Hell—in the cursed space that defied divinity, Naeun’s weakened body was struck by a green sword of light. In the black scenery, blood splashed over the silver armor and reminded people of red roses scattered on the snow.


  


  “It has been a while.”


  


  Was he so happy to be together? Yura’s bright smile as she gently descended and held out her hand was like timely rain in Grid’s impoverished heart.
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  [A target can’t be specified. The skill isn’t triggered.]


  


  [A target can’t be specified. The skill isn’t triggered.]


  


  “Hey, hey, hey! Is this right? Are you okay?”


  


  “Shut your mouth and focus!”


  


  “Uwah!”


  


  [You have suffered 23,900 damage.]


  


  [You have recovered 11,450 health thanks to Guardian Knight’s Nature!]


  


  [The aura of the black tortoise is corroding your armor.]


  


  [The durability of the Felisman’s Wisdom Armor has decreased by 219.]


  


  The advantages of targeting skills was the excellent hit rate. Compared to non-targeting skills of the same level, there was a disadvantage of being less powerful or having a longer cooldown time but it ensured stable damage dealing. Non-targeting skills were a disadvantage from the perspective where a skill was wasted if they missed or they had to act to defend, evade, or counterattack.


  


  Yes, the best way to induce a war of attrition was to use targeting skills. One of the absolute reasons why it was detrimental being alone in a one versus many battle was due to the number of targeting skills coming from the numerous opponents. It was possible to kill the lone side depending on the reserve of targeting skills, even though the specifications of the majority side might be more disadvantageous. Although there were exceptions such as Grid, who made them ‘stuck if he attacks’...


  


  [A target can’t be specified. The skill isn’t triggered.]


  


  Here, another exception appeared. The yangban Harang—since encountering the Red Phoenix’s Blessing in Jishuka’s Red Phoenix Bow, she started to overuse Shunpo to thoroughly neutralize all the targeting skills of the meritorious retainers. The process of triggering a targeting skill was simple—put the target within the range required by the skill, target the opponent, and activate the skill. After that, perform the required action of the skill and hit the target. Then let’s think about it in reverse...


  


  “Keok!”


  


  It was impossible to trigger the skill if the opponent couldn’t be targeted. This was the case now. Harang moved between the meritorious retainers using Shunpo and became an ‘unhittable’ target beyond someone with a high evasion. Of course, this was only a story when using targeting skills.


  


  “...!”


  


  Vantner struck the wall after failing to launch the skill Shield Smash, which would’ve caused the target to become stiff for 0.5 seconds and slow for 1 second. Harang was using this gap to restore her breathing only to hurriedly cross her arms. Steel wristlets collided with a greatsword. The weight of the 1,000 ton greatsword was so great that it blew Harang’s body away hundreds of meters.


  


  “Stay focused.” Chris, the strongest greatsword user in Satisfy—he reached out to Vantner who was coughing up blood.


  


  Harang, who had flown into the distance, reappeared and kicked him. As her toes neared Chris’ temple, the wind pressure swept through Chris’ hair. An explosion occurred. It was a real explosion, not a metaphor, but Chris’ head didn’t explode. The arrow that Jishuka fired in advance hit Harang’s side and caused an explosion.


  


  “Hah... It’s absurd.” She flew away due to the arrow just before Chris was hit by the kick. She was slowly feeling the limits of her patience when a red devil fell behind her. It was Regas, shrouded in the light of the Asura. Most players leveled up by constantly hunting monsters weaker than themselves. It was necessary to hunt more monsters that gave the right experience value, making them level up faster.


  


  Meanwhile, Regas’ growth methods were very special. He had always enjoyed great challenges since Satisfy opened and never caught a monster with a lower level than himself. He always fought opponents who were much stronger than himself, losing, losing, and losing. Once he finally knocked them down, he made a rapid development. Perhaps Regas was the only person more familiar than Grid when it came to fighting people stronger than himself.


  


  “Kuk?” Trying close combat with this weak human flesh? Harang’s face was stiff as she tried to dodge and counter Regas’ strikes. However, her slender shoulders were exquisitely caught between Regas’ hard thighs.


  


  “Haap!” It was a skill he had trained in to beat opponents stronger than him. Regas moved his back and twisted Harang’s shoulder in a bizarre direction. Then Pon’s red spear flew like light and pierced Harang’s chest.


  


  “Ugh...!”


  


  


  Stagger. The body of the person who was going to be a god was about to fall. Fire Dragon Trauka’s curse imbued in Pon’s spear was something that couldn’t be endured by a half-god, who wasn’t even a god.


  


  “Cough, cough!” Pon, who bled more from the recoil than the collapsed Harang, finally collapsed under the pain.


  


  “This idiot!” Vantner hurriedly flung himself forward and reflexively raised his shield, which encountered Harang’s knee. She had risen after falling and tried to blow Pon’s head away.


  


  “Let’s die together.”


  


  It happened the moment that Harang’s knee passed through Vantner’s shield with huge strength and fell in the direction of Vantner and Pon’s heads. A sharp thorn rose from the pool of Pon’s blood and stabbed Harang’s knee.


  


  “...?!”


  


  The surprised Harang stepped back and was seized with a creepy feeling. She realized that the blood flowing from her chest, which had been pierced with a spear a little while ago, was wriggling like a living worm. It was a late awareness.


  


  “...!”


  


  Harang’s wriggling blood turned into a blade, cutting from Harang’s chest to her abdomen. She was attacked by her own blood? The out of the ordinary phenomenon strained Harang. She could no longer use Shunpo excessively. She was worried that the moment she used Shunpo, the aftereffect would cause the previous wounds to reopen and the blood from the wounds would attack her again. She couldn’t help resenting the red phoenix’s curse that took away her recovery.


  


  ‘The red phoenix... I will definitely seal you today.’


  


  It would be a deeper abyss than before so that the red phoenix could never open its eyes again. Harang decided and glanced at the faces of the humans surrounding her. It was to find out the identity of the shaman who dealt with blood. Then she surprisingly determined the identity of the shaman.


  


  “Damn...”


  


  Blood control—it was the Blood Warrior’s ultimate technique that controlled the target’s blood or converted it into a weapon. If the target’s level was lower than the user’s level, it was a fraudulent skill with a 100% success rate and stability. However, the story was different in the opposite case. Not only did the success rate drop significantly, there were great side effects even if it succeeded.


  


  Just like right now. In exchange for controlling the blood of Harang who had a much higher level than him, Katz started bleeding and faced the limit of his mental strength. Harang sensed that he was the blood shaman and didn’t miss this opportunity. She used Shunpo and reached Katz’ side.


  


  “Where are you going?” Jishuka and Chris predicted her behavior and attacked her to try and protect Katz. However, Harang had the Blue Dragon Breath. She accelerated and dodged Jishuka and Chris’ linked attacks. She fully appeared behind Katz and her sword descended.


  


  Nevertheless, her sword didn’t cut Katz’ back. It was a speed she never experienced before. Faker emerged from Katz’ shadow and his daggers moved in a flash. The astonished Harang couldn’t help panicking. She gave up attacking and focused on defense. Even so, Harang’s clothes were cut open. The Master of Swiftness gained Lantier’s skills and Faker’s speed had grown enough to threaten the person using the Blue Dragon Breath.


  


  ‘These people...?’


  


  Why were they so strong? They were talented people that it wouldn’t be strange if they rose up. All this talent followed a single man. It was likely to grow into a force that even the Hwan Kingdom couldn’t ignore.


  


  “Gru, Naeun, you have to kill him.’


  


  Harang glanced inside the palace where the black-haired man had started to suffer from the cooperation between Gru and Naeun. Then she moved as far away as possible from Faker. Then just like always, she acted to interrupt Euphemina’s magic casting. Unlike her peers, Euphemina failed to play an active role and her cheeks bulged. “Hey, you! Why do you keep trying to suppress me? Why did you attack me from beginning to end?”


  


  “Your magic looks dangerous,” Harang gave a blunt answer to Euphemina who couldn’t do anything.


  


  “Ah... Hehe.”


  


  “...”


  


  Euphemina couldn’t help giggling.


  


  Vantner shook his head and helped support Katz while Faker permeated back into the shadow. Pon, Regas, and Chris were on alert as they prepared to move to assist their colleagues at any time. It was a rather troublesome position for Harang. It was a formation that neutralized the strength of Shunpo.


  


  ‘It is tricky because they are good at predicting my path.’ Harang coldly analyzed the situation. ‘It is true that I’m far superior in every respect but there is a big gap in experience.’


  


  Harang’s practical experience was practically nonexistent. She had few quarrels because no one dared to attack her. Her personality was different from Garam and she didn’t start any conflicts, so she never made any enemies. The only combat she experienced was Chiyou’s seven trials.


  


  ‘Experience... it is experience.’


  


  Harang suddenly burst out laughing. A god was an almighty being. It was ridiculous to know that her lack of experience was grabbing her ankle and that she was losing to humans.


  


  ‘No.’ Harang shook her head. She just sensed that Gru had died and was convinced. ‘We can’t be gods.’


  


  It was a fact she had started to feel some time ago. She thought that the structure of the yangbans, who despised humans while seeking faith from humans, was fundamentally wrong. The reason she didn’t dare to raise any questions was because she was afraid of Hanul. All of them were designed to act like this according to Hanul’s meaning.


  


  ‘...You have a deep will but I think you’ll pay the price for not believing in us or being vigilant.’


  


  Harang had this idea as the sky was divided into two. One side was glowing with the flames of the red phoenix while the other side was covered with the darkness of hell. Neither side welcomed the yangbans.


  


  ‘There is no need for you.’


  


  This was the yangbans. Harang was thinking this when a wounded person fell at her feet. “H-Harang... S-Save me...”


  


  “Haha...” A person who wanted to become a god was begging for his life in front of insignificant humans? It was a really fleeting existence. Harang once again laughed and shifted her gaze. She saw a man who carried true faith. He was much more deeply wounded than Harang yet there were no signs of anxiety or fear. He clearly knew who he was and what future he was going to create.


  


  “A god.” Harang defined Grid.


  


  “Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.” Grid didn’t deny it. His new god killer dominated the space and destroyed Harang.
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  “A god.”


  


  Existences derived from the aspirations of human beings. Harang defined the man with black hair and shook her head. She saw a certain meaning in the man’s expressions, gestures, and even gait. It was a sword dance.


  


  ‘Performing a ritual in the middle of the battlefield?’


  


  Why? What was this ritual for? Harang was engulfed when she suddenly noticed something. Contempt was in the eyes of the man looking at her. It was to deny the yangbans.


  


  ‘...The ritual of a god killer!’


  


  The space was dominated. All the energy of nature was controlled by the man’s ritual and expressed its displeasure toward Harang. It roared as if threatening her to disappear.


  


  ‘Ahh, I see.’


  


  Harang had a crisis in front of her and realized...


  


  Pagma, the brother who used sophistry to deny Hanul’s words. Harang knew why Hanul didn’t punish Pagma and who was behind it. 


  


  ‘Chiyou, you’ve been supporting Pagma.’ 


  


  Did Chiyou glimpse hope from Pagma? The hope that Pagma could kill him.


  


  Dozens of waves of sword energy poured toward Harang. The ferocity of the sword energy, which had enough momentum to eat even the gods, was amazing. It created the illusion that dozens of dragons were flying. It was a level that would make Harang nervous.


  


  ‘Amazing. However, you can’t destroy a god at this point.’


  


  The yangban had intangible power from those who believed in them. Harang’s willpower exploded the air around her, attempting to block the dragon-like sword energies. Yet it failed. The problem was that the entire space was under Grid’s control. The ripple sparked by Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle that Grid used to eliminate Harang completely controlled all the energy in the area, including Harang’s willpower.


  


  Tremble tremble.


  


  Harang’s body shook against her will. It was fear. Her willpower was soon completely defeated and the formless will scattered. She was forced to wield her sword to confront the sword energy. She couldn’t use the breaths of the sacred creatures and even the basic sword energy was unable to be created. 


  


  She cut, blocked, and struggled against Grid with pure physical power. Her hands were torn with every clash between sword and sword energy and blood was scattered. An explosion occurred every time a sword energy was extinguished, stripping off the clothes and accessories she was wearing.


  


  “...”


  


  The 10 meritorious retainers held their breath. They were overwhelmed by Harang’s divine aura, which cut through dozens of black sword energies in a short period of time.


  


  “...Sigh.” Harang finally let out a breath. She believed that she had destroyed the ritual for the incomplete god killer. At least, until the scattered sword energies once again joined together in the air and descended.


  


  “...!”


  


  Following Transcend, Link, Kill, and Wave, the energy of Pinnacle bombarded Harang. It was a finishing blow that accurately targeted the gap when Harang took a breath.


  


  “...”


  


  The silence was heavy. The place where Harang stood was covered in dust as the sword dance of Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle ended.


  


  “Kuheok... Cough, cough!”


  


  Grid coughed several times as he finished the last movement of the sword dance and fell forward. Jishuka ran to him and reached out but Yura was already by his side. Even before Jishuka arrived, Yura held Grid in her arms. Jishuka bit her lip as the dust slowly cleared to reveal Harang’s ragged appearance.


  


  Blood poured from her wounded body but she stood upright, denying Grid, or to be exact, denying Pagma.


  


  “It isn’t enough... it can’t be seen as a complete god killer.”


  


  However...


  


  “S...Save me...” 


  


  It was enough to destroy them, who were nothing more than fake gods. This fact was proven by Gru, who had already died, and Naeun who was begging not to die.


  


  “For us, pain is unfamiliar.”


  


  Harang smiled bitterly and broke Naeun’s neck. It was the worst feeling to give rest to a brother who never imagined his end. It was so unpleasant that she felt nauseous. No, it seemed more appropriate to call it sadness. The tears of humans were flowing down her cheeks.


  


  “There is something I want to ask you.” Harang wiped her tears with her fingers and asked Grid, “Is everything you’ve done here according to Pagma’s will?”


  


  “No,” leaning against Yura and with the four God Hands in front of him, Grid responded, “I have only been acting on my own thoughts and judgment.”


  


  Although their attempts to help people were similar, Grid and Pagma had completely different inclinations and thoughts. Grid was a little less selfish, a little less arrogant, and had greater empathy. Grid was certain... “In the first place, Pagma could never be like me.”


  


  Pagma was an extremely efficient person. He forced people to sacrifice themselves for the cause. Was it possible for him to gain the trust and support of the Cho king? If he was Grid, Pagma’s personality meant he likely would’ve failed to revive the red phoenix in such a short amount of time.


  


  This wasn’t intended to demean Pagma. Grid had a deep appreciation and respect for Pagma.


  


  “Yes... I see.” Harang smiled bitterly as she gazed at Grid, who had declared proudly. Pagma was different from the others but in the end, he was still a yangban. He would’ve also failed to understand the ideal form of a god for humans and wouldn’t have become a real god. She thought about it and the existence of a yangban became more and more ephemeral.


  


  “Is Pagma dead?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “I see. He lost his life since leaving the Hwan Kingdom. However, he left a great disciple behind and his life wouldn’t have been as meaningless as ours.”


  


  “......”


  


  Grid was Pagma’s disciple. Grid had never met Pagma, only inherited his techniques through his writings. However, Grid didn’t deny it. He was nervous and prepared for Harang’s counterattack with his dying body.


  


  Blood flowed from Grid’s mouth and nose. A massive backlash was raging inside him.


  


  [The attack power that has been doubled by consuming one origin true energy has returned to normal.]  


  


  [The recovery of all resources and abnormal statuses are temporarily stopped in exchange for consuming the origin true energy.]


  


  [You are currently experiencing fractures and excessive bleeding in exchange for using Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle that became available due to the skill Open Potential.]


  


  [You have suffered 5,900 damage.]


  


  [You have suffered 5,900 damage.]


  


  [You have suffered 5,900...]


  


  


  Before Yura appeared, Grid had already consumed the Skill Creation rights. Coincidentally, Grid recalled the Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle used by his clone. The five fused sword dances could be acquired naturally if he met the qualifications one day so he wasted the Skill Creation right on it. It couldn’t be helped. Time was tight and the strongest skill Grid could think of immediately was the five fused sword dances.


  


  Fortunately, the system put the brakes on him.


  


  [You can’t implement Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle with your stats at this time.]


  


  The system responded to Grid’s idea like this.


  


  [To implement Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle, you need to unlock your potential.]


  


  It suggested a solution. The word ‘potential’ gave Grid enlightenment.


  


  Open Potential—a quasi-legendary skill that was said to be held by fewer than five players in this world who had completed certain hidden quests. It was said to allow the person to use skills one grade higher in advance when certain conditions were achieved. In other words, Grid created the Open Potential skill and could temporarily open the locked skills tree. It was now possible to use Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.


  


  “Grid!”


  


  The meritorious retainers were rushing to Grid’s side. They learned that Grid’s condition was more serious than they thought and guarded him while being alert to Harang.


  


  “Are you going to create a new world?” Harang muttered in a voice that couldn’t be heard by others as she alternated looking between the silver-haired man fighting Garam and Grid’s group.


  


  They were inevitably weak. If Pungsa or Unsa sensed this and appeared, they would be wiped out. However, this was a story for only right now. Over the years, they would build up their strength and were more likely to grow into a force the Five Seniors couldn’t leave alone.


  


  Chiyou would make time for them.


  


  “Remember this. Not all yangbans are as lax as we are.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “There are some yangbans who have studied and trained, unlike us who have wasted the years. They are much stronger and have more comprehension than me. They aren’t as clumsy as Garam, whose ego was hurt and he started training late.”


  


  It was like giving advice. What was this? Grid knew the nature of the yangbans and doubted Harang. He was convinced that Harang was planning something behind his back. However, his condition was so messy that he couldn’t even open his mouth.


  


  Harang smiled at him who was trying to endure the pain without reacting. “I envy Pagma who left you behind before he died.”


  


  At this moment, someone fell from the sky and tore at Harang’s weakened body. It was Garam.


  


  “Pant... Pant...” The battle against Braham seemed to be a tough one. Garam’s distorted face was covered with sweat and blood and his eyes were filled with disbelief. The constant heaving of his chest showed that he was so tired it wouldn’t be strange if he collapsed immediately.


  


  “You can’t handle a single human being? You are incredibly incompetent.”


  


  Garan spat out blood and denied the dead Gru, Naeun, and Harang as he started to recover rapidly. By killing Harang, he absorbed her strength, or to be precise, the faith she had built up.


  


  “This time, I’ll be enough by myself.”


  


  Garam's breathing was stable. He became more complete as he focused entirely on the faith of Harang and the humans that had been gathered to him. He became much stronger. He was sure that he could beat all the humans in this place, including the weary silver-haired guy and the dying Grid.


  


  “First, let’s change this disgusting space.”


  


  Garam’s formless will became so powerful that it was different from before and it was able to cut the air. Then the thousands of eyes on the hell moon staring at the ground were split in half and the hell that Yura summoned was destroyed. It was the moment when the field magic that had been suppressing the divinity of the yangbans disappeared.


  


  “Next.” Garam’s gaze shifted to Jishuka. Garam couldn’t ignore her potential when she held the Red Phoenix Bow and had the blessing of the red phoenix. Garam was one of the few yangbans who could simultaneously operate the four breaths of the red phoenix, black tortoise, blue dragon, and white tiger. He was particularly talented among the yangbans and had a high fighting spirit. At this moment, he completely awakened and the 10 meritorious retainers failed to respond properly.


  


  The Shunpo that was triggered during a gap in their breathing was a step higher than the Shunpo that Harang had used. It happened when Garam appeared by Jishuka’s side and was stabbing her in the neck...


  


  Grid was a bit faster and rushed to Garam to block the attack. It was a more powerful strike than the previous attacks.


  


  “You?” Subtle differences caused a huge ripple. Garam’s body was slightly pushed by Grid’s move. He slightly tilted and as a result, Garam’s spear swept past Jishuka’s neck without stabbing it. Garam’s eyes were filled with disbelief. His trembling eyes met Grid’s black eyes.


  


  “The dying man has become stronger?”


  


  “I leveled up, you damn XX.”


  


  He used the remaining points he saved as he couldn’t afford to leave them be.


  


  “?”


  


  Garam’s doubts didn’t last long. Braham, who seemed to be quiet for some reason, used multiple restraining magic and Garam had to endure the weight of this gravity. Grid’s sword dance and the ultimate skills of the 10 meritorious retainers poured toward the dull Garam. Garam tried to stop it but he couldn’t fight back.


  


  [The resurrection of the guardian god of the south, Red Phoenix, has succeeded.]


  


  It was because someone intervened.


  


  “Kuek...! Kaaaaaaaaaaaak!!”


  


  Garam’s wounded body and soul were unable to withstand the heat of the sun and started to burn. It was the end of the evil who had long plagued Grid.




  Chapter 1182


  It rained. It was a rain of fire that covered the entire south.


  


  “Ah... Ahhh...”


  


  Flames appeared in the pupils of the people of the Cho Kingdom, who ran out of their homes and looked up at the sky. The animals in the heat-filled forest stopped their activities and looked up at the sky. The beasts made a ruckus.


  


  “God...! Our god...!”


  


  The people cried. The rain of fire wasn’t a disaster and they weren’t crying out of fear. Both humans and beasts welcomed the rain of fire from the sky. Their arms widened as they embraced the rain. They instinctively felt that this was a blessing of the old god, who had been long forgotten.


  


  [The protection of the red phoenix will be imbued in all things in the south.]


  


  [The level and stats of all beings living in the south are greatly increased and recovery has risen.]


  


  [Some of the weakened sacred creatures have regained strength.]


  


  [The scattered traces of the false myths are burned.]


  


  [All those living in the south have become hostile to the Hwan Kingdom.]


  


  [The news isn’t transmitted to the three kings of Pa, Xing, and Gaya due to the interference of the Hwan Kingdom.] 


  


  “...Grid!”


  


  “...!”


  


  In the capital of the Cho Kingdom, Kars... 


  


  Grid had been overcome with emotions after knocking down Garam only to come to his senses. He left behind the updated notification windows and looked back to see the Cho king and his ministers on their knees and bowing to him.


  


  “Grid, thanks to you, the Cho Kingdom was protected and the red phoenix resurrected. I would like to thank you on behalf of all the people of the Cho Kingdom.”


  


  The Cho king was unreserved—no matter how much grace he had received, the Cho king’s attitude was beyond the attitude that should be shown to another king. The kneeling man was hurriedly pulled up by Grid.


  


  “I was fighting for myself. Additionally, didn’t you fight with me?” Grid’s attitude was also polite. If he wasn’t polite to the kneeling Cho king while his people were watching, he would’ve insulted the entire Cho Kingdom.


  


  The people roared.


  


  “He is so humble.”


  


  “It is completely different from the yangbans.”


  


  “This is what a real god looks like.”


  


  Change was coming. 


  


  [The Cho king and all the people of the Cho Kingdom are deifying you. Your deity stat has risen by one.] It was an achievement that exceeded expectations.


  


  Originally, the deity stat was one where it was hard to gain a point in half a year. Now within a few days of coming to the East Continent, three points had already been accumulated. Furthermore...


  


  [The Cho king and all the people of the Cho Kingdom are deifying Braham. Braham’s deity stat has risen by one.]


  


  Braham’s deity stat also rose. It was natural. Grid wouldn’t have been safe without Braham’s help and the red phoenix wouldn’t have been resurrected. Braham’s majesty that overwhelmed the yangbans would be talked about and praised by the Cho Kingdom forever.


  


  “Hoh...?” Braham sensed his change and responded with interest. He had seen the possibility of regaining eternal life.


  


  “In the future, you should treat others well for your own sake,” Grid rebuked him.


  


  “Bah.” It was unpleasant but Braham didn’t hate it. He remembered the joy and emotions he felt after being saved by Grid. He realized how those in power should act and was also changing.


  


  Divine flames sprang up. The red phoenix appeared in front of the people after opening its eyes. A guardian god born of the aspirations of humanity—the shockwave caused by the emergence of a real god was great. Hundreds of thousands of people in the Cho Kingdom felt infinite compassion from the warm flames and shed tears of emotion, bowing their heads.


  


  “Please don’t forgive those who dared to forget a god...!”


  


  The Cho king was sobbing.


  


  He couldn’t raise his head. The 10 meritorious retainers silently gulped because they were overwhelmed by the presence of the red phoenix while Braham’s pride was greatly wounded and he gritted his teeth. In the silence...


  


  『 Noble one. 』


  


  The red phoenix opened its mouth. It faced Grid, not anyone else.


  


  『 With your courage and sacrifice, you have defeated the fake gods and returned the south to its rightful place. You have created a crack in the providence forced by Hanul. 』


  


  Everyone’s eyes were focused on Grid. In particular, Hera and the other players were looking at Grid with respect.


  


  『 Thank you. You vowed to fight against the providence that even us sacred creatures couldn’t change. 』 


  


  『 I am a god who exists for the protection of the south... I can’t walk with you but I’ll watch you and cheer you on from afar. 』


  


  『 I admire you. 』


  


  The divine flames that made up the red phoenix scattered in all directions. The flames that will spread throughout the south will bless all things and burn out the unclean.


  


  [★Hidden Quest ★ ‘Red Phoenix Guardian’ has been cleared.]


  


  [The Red Phoenix Breath is absorbed into your body as a quest clear reward.]


  


  [The 999th Red Phoenix Heart has been acquired as a quest clear reward.]


  


  [The 999th Red Phoenix Heart has been absorbed by the 9th Red Phoenix Heart already in your body.]


  


  [The 9th Red Phoenix Heart has grown to the next level. Health recovery rate has increased from 20% to 30%.]


  


  [A new field effect has been added to Storm of the Fire God.]


  


  [Affinity with ‘Blue Tiger’ has increased by 50.]


  


  [Affinity with ’Red Phoenix’ has reached the maximum.]


  


  [The red phoenix will cherish your equally along with the land it defends.] 


  


  [Red Phoenix Breath Lv. 1]


  


  [Once activated, health recovery rate is doubled and the skill ‘Fire of Life’ will be activated.


  


  * This skill can be stacked with Incarnation of Fire but not Incarnation of Lightning, Incarnation of Earth, and Incarnation of Death. 


  


  Duration: 10 minutes.


  


  Cooldown Time: 3 hours.


  


  Resource Consumption: None.]


  


  [Fire of Life]


  


  [Burn the health of the target to restore your health.


  


  Cooldown Time: 3 hours.


  


  Resource Consumption: None.]


  


  “...!”


  


  Incarnation of Fire was a skill attached to the Red Phoenix Bow currently owned by Jishuka, increasing health recovery rate and stamina recovery by 90%. It also prevented stamina from falling below 5 points. Just like when Grid created the Blue Dragon Boots and gained Incarnation of Lightning, Red Phoenix’s Breath caused his health recovery rate to exponentially rise.


  


  


  ‘Incarnation of Fire is a persistent passive... as the level of Red Phoenix Breath increases, the longer the duration will be. Won’t it be like I’m in a state of always taking potions?’


  


  Generally speaking, the health recovery rate per second was two points per 100 stamina points. Please note that the health recovery per second didn’t increase with the stats awakening. Unlike the other additional effects, the health recovery per second growth rate wasn’t affected by the effect of titles, skills, and items that players gained as they grew.


  


  Grid alone could raise the health recovery per second rate many times through the blessings of the gods imbued in Greed, the Red Phoenix Breath, the Storm of the Fire God, and the Queen of Fire power embedded in the Rune of Gluttony. The effect of Duke of Virtue increased his stamina stat by 35% and there were a number of items that could raise the health recovery per second rate. 


  


  It meant that if Grid intentionally focused on raising health recovery per second, he could temporarily restore thousands of health per second. This was why there was no health recovery per second growth in the stats awakening effect. If even health recovery could be increased like other factors, potions would gradually lose their value and this would cause all sorts of problems.


  


  ‘I’m certain. Right now, I have to activate Storm of the Fire God and the Red Phoenix Breath to keep in top shape but I can always stay in great shape with Incarnation of Fire.’


  


  Every second would be at the level of taking an advanced potion. If he activated the Storm of the Fire God as well, it would be like taking the highest quality potions The S.A Group’s effort to keep the health recovery per second in check was ineffective and a player possessing the health recovery per second of a boss monster was born. 


  


  “......”


  


  Grid measured the possibilities and was speechless for a moment. He felt like he was increasingly becoming a monster...


  


  He was scared of himself.


  


  “...?”


  


  Grid was shaking his head when he belatedly sensed a strange atmosphere. The Cho king, the people of the Cho Kingdom, Hera and the players, and even the 10 meritorious retainers, were staring at him silently. It was with a bemused expression.


  


  “Why are their souls gone?” Grid asked Braham, who was standing beside him, in a whisper.


  


  “It is amazing for a man to be revered by a god,” Braham replied.


  


  Then Grid’s heart was overwhelmed as he recalled the words of the red phoenix again. Yes, he wasn’t going to be a monster. He was on the right path.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  At the VIP room provided by the Cho king...


  


  Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers met after a long time and shared their stories. All of them had enjoyed adventures over the past few months and they naturally exchanged information.


  


  “So how did you end up sabotaging Baal’s ritual?”


  


  Grid was particularly interested in Yura’s adventure in hell. The help he received from her at that time had been so intense. Yura replied like it was inconsequential, “It was a coincidence. I was on a quest to wipe out the demonkin nearby and was disturbed by the ritual.”


  


  “Doesn’t Baal rule the 1st Hell? Are you already on a quest to hunt in the top hell?”


  


  “Yes, it was by chance.”


  


  “......”


  


  It wasn’t a joke. Grid stared at Yura but her expression was so consistent that Grid didn’t dig deeper.


  


  “Don’t sacrifice yourself for me.”


  


  “I won’t.”


  


  “......”


  


  She had answered too easily to be believed. However, it would be nagging if he said anything more.


  


  Grid confirmed that the cooldown of Red Phoenix Breath had returned and once again activated it. Vantner was intrigued. “How is it? Did your skill experience rise this time?”


  


  “It didn’t rise.”


  


  Grid’s expression was complicated. He had already activated Red Phoenix Breath twice but the skill experience hadn’t improved. It seemed that Jishuka’s opinion was correct. It was agreed that in order to raise the skill level of Red Phoenix Breath, he needed to consume a Red Phoenix Breath.


  


  “Damn... how can I chew on a lump of stone?”


  


  Grid’s expression was weary. The Red Phoenix Breath might be a divine material but it was a mineral after all. There was even a burning fire inside it. The taste was unimaginable.


  


  “Eat it once. Once it’s confirmed, I’ll ask for the Red Phoenix Breath as compensation for the gold medal.” Jishuka smiled and urged.


  


  Her playful smile made Grid feel even more complicated. “You are serious...”


  


  Should he really eat this? Grid had a complicated expression as he pulled out the Red Phoenix Breath dropped by Garam. Was it possible to directly eat it in this form? The atmosphere remained cordial as Grid hesitated.


  


  Time passed and the group separated. Now the 10 meritorious retainers had to return to the real world to participate in the National Competition while Grid had to plan for his future adventures. 


  


  Deep in the night...


  


  Grid turned his head and looked up at the sky, breathing in the air of the Cho Kingdom that seemed clearer, perhaps due to the red phoenix’s blessing. 


  


  “Do you intend to resurrect the rest of the auspicious beasts?” Braham dressed in Eastern clothing was seen. The gorgeous purple robes accentuated Braham’s shining appearance. “You shouldn’t overdo it right now. You should return to the West Continent while trying to gauge the level of the other yangbans that Harang warned you about.”


  


  “I think so as well. Sometimes rest is more helpful.”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  Rest was important. During the break, he could check and maintain himself in order to provide a springboard for a bigger leap forward. Above all, Grid wanted to see Irene.


  


  ‘I don’t think a new epic is likely to be written right now...’


  


  As his level progressed, his growth seemed to slow and so did his epics. It was clear based on the fact that there wasn’t an epic despite killing four yangbans and resurrecting the red phoenix.


  


  “However, I have to meet those kids before leaving.”


  


  He was referring to Blue Tiger, Tosun, and the other sacred beasts. Grid had believed he needed to resurrect the red phoenix due to their memories and they believed he would be the one to do it.


  


  “Would you like to accompany me?”


  


  Grid reached out to Braham. He no longer worried about Braham’s safety because Braham was much stronger than himself.


  


  “Now you are relying on me, the strongest magician of all time?”


  


  Braham gave a rare smile and grabbed Grid’s hand. The quiet scenery blessed the reunion of the two men.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  『 The players of the 5th National Competition are entering! 』


  


  This year, the National Competition had suffered from a number of crises. It was because Grid took away all the attention from the National Competition. He killed a half-god, wrote a new epic, and resurrected an old god called the red phoenix. It was no wonder that attention was focused on Grid, who made a ridiculous feat every few days. The backlash was that interest in the National Competition was reduced.


  


  Still, it was fortunate. Fortunately, the ratings for the opening ceremony of the 5th National Competition wasn’t much different from the previous ones.


  


  -Where is Grid right now?


  


  -He still seems to be on the East Continent.


  


  -There should be a boycott of the National Competition without Grid.


  


  -Praise God Grid!


  


  The problem was that the audience chat window was bombarded with talk of Grid. In Shin Youngwoo’s house…


  


  “They keep talking about our son.”


  


  Youngwoo’s parents were watching the opening ceremony together and laughed. The two of them chatted well as they watched it on the latest TV model released by Daejin Electronics.


  


  The Korean players were entering the stage. Yura and Jishuka—Youngwoo’s mother clapped and cheered as her beautiful daughter-in-law candidates appeared. Then she soon became worried when Sehee and Yerim appeared.


  


  “Their levels are still low. Will they be okay?”


  


  “Low level...”


  


  Youngwoo heard his mother using game terminology and laughed. “Don’t worry, their levels aren't low. They are really strong.”


  


  Sehee and Yerim told him that they would only compete in duo events. Who could stop the combination of the Saintess and Saintess’ Knight who had grown hunting in the Galgunos Temple.


  


  His father asked Youngwoo, who was smiling and drinking Coke, “So who do you think will win this year’s National Competition?”


  


  “Our country,” Youngwoo replied without any hesitation. The growth of the 10 meritorious retainers he had recently been reunited with was shocking. In particular, the development of Yura and Jishuka, who received the red phoenix’s blessing, was remarkable. 


  


  Youngwoo was convinced. “There’s no one who can stop Yura and Jishuka except for Kraugel and Chris.”


  


  “Haha...”


  


  Youngwoo's parents laughed. Youngwoo cocked his head at their reactions and his mother spoke through her laughter, “It is nice to see you already taking care of your wife. Hey, so who is it among the two of them?”


  


  “...No, what?”


  


  Most professionals and viewers expected the United States to win. Many reporters argued that it would be strange if the United States didn’t win. His parents were bound to misunderstand. They thought that Youngwoo was being protective of the person he was interested in and that it was a personal matter.


  


  “...Don’t be surprised in a few days.”


  


  Youngwoo blushed as he cleaned the table. It would soon be time for his access restriction to end. He planned to wash the dishes and return to the capsule. He wanted to reduce the household burden of his mother, who often struggled every day.


  


  'Let's hire a housekeeper. Someone like Yang Fei...’ 


  


  No, it would take a long time if he looked for someone like that in reality. Youngwoo decided to contact the domestic help companies tomorrow and concentrated on washing the dishes.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  “Are you sure Grid is coming?”


  


  “The information is definite.”


  


  “Yes...”


  


  Veradin, the necromancer who lost everything due to the Overgeared Guild’s kill order—he stood with dozens of jiangshi at the entrance of the forest where a monster colony was located and burned with killing intent. After escaping to the East Continent, he met an evil daoist and developed his strength. He had no intention of missing out on this opportunity for revenge.




  Chapter 1183


  All players in Satisfy had something in common—healthy teeth. Chairman Lim Cheolho’s consideration sparked the desire of all players to enjoy the fully implemented taste system. However, in front of the Red Phoenix Breath, it was useless.


  


  “Ah, ahhhh.”


  


  Grid bit on the Red Phoenix Breath and felt a pain that was like all his teeth breaking. He grabbed his cheeks as he tried to hold back tears.


  


  ‘Damn, how the hell can I eat this?’


  


  The reason why only Grid could smelt the Red Phoenix Breath was due to how hard it was. Apart from Grid, the blacksmiths couldn’t smelt the Red Phoenix Breath even when hammering them in a fire made from the white phosphorus wood—at least at the present time. Chewing on such a hard Red Phoenix Breath? It was impossible even if he wore dentures made of steel. 


  


  ‘Only a snap will be heard.’


  


  It was like the snap of the elderly...


  


  Grid recalled the unthinking behavior of today’s generation and clicked his tongue. Then he seriously thought about it again. ‘How about carving it into small pieces and swallowing it down like a pill? No, I can’t do that.’


  


  Carving meant shattering. It was distinctively different from smelting. The shattered material would become invalid and turn into a useless stone. Then what would be the point of eating it?


  


  “Hrmm...” Grid struggled with the fist-sized breath in his hand. 


  


  He was currently moving to the north. It was to check the status of the sacred beasts such as Blue Tiger and Tosun and to see if there was anything he could get from them. Braham walked next to Grid and scolded him, “Pathetic. Why do you keep acting foolish when you can’t guarantee that eating a breath will strengthen the Red Phoenix Breath?”


  


  “In the current situation, I don’t think there is any other way except to eat it...”


  


  “Isn’t the idea of eating a mineral strange?” 


  


  “...?!”


  


  “Ignorant guy.”


  


  “...”


  


  ‘Jishuka, you’re too ignorant.’


  


  Grid wanted to protect Jishuka’s dignity and didn’t reveal that the one who thought of it was Jishula. He walked silently and organized his thoughts.


  


  ‘Yes, it doesn’t make sense to raise the skill level by eating minerals. Who can do that? I’ll just take some time to watch the progress.’


  


  If things went well in the future, he would meet the blue dragon, the white tiger, and the black tortoise. He might have an opportunity to ask questions about how to grow their breaths. There was no need to be impatient right now.


  


  “Hmm... Braham,” Grid abandoned the foolish thoughts and asked a cautious question, “how would you compare me to the legends of the past generation?”


  


  It was 10 days at best—Grid had taken tremendous strides within a short period of time. It wasn’t like other rankers who invested a lot of resources and tried to rush to gain new equipment. Rather, it was through quests and story making. Grid was currently wondering about his strength. He wanted to compare himself to the legends of the previous generation that he felt was an ‘insurmountable wall’ not long ago.


  


  “Braham?” Grid was puzzled when Braham didn’t answer. In fact, Grid thought that Braham would scoff immediately.


  


  Unexpectedly, Braham responded after seriously considering it, “Every legend has a different field so it would be unreasonable to compare you to all of the previous generation legends. However, compared to Pagma, you aren’t lacking much.”


  


  “...?!”


  


  Grid was surprised. He was currently level 407 after defeating the yangbans in the battle of Kars. It was definitely the best among players but it was at least 200 levels lower than the legends of the past generation. Yet Braham estimated that Grid’s strength was similar to that of Pagma. Since Grid was following his footsteps, Grid found that this was an unexpected answer.


  


  Grid was dumbfounded and Braham responded in a ridiculing manner, “Have you forgotten that legends and transcendents are different?”


  


  “...!”


  


  “You are a legend but you have also built up transcendence and even became an object of faith. Your physical ability and technical aspects are still in the growth phase but nonetheless, you aren’t bad compared to Pagma’s prime. It is both your skills as a blacksmith as well as a swordsman.”


  


  “...Is this only when opening my potential?”


  


  It was before the Divinity skill was strengthened. Grid had wanted to use Skill Creation to create a skill that could eliminate or reduce the cooldown of skills. He thought that if he created a much stronger skill than the ones he currently possessed, there would be side effects such as Failure. However, Divinity was enhanced and the situation changed. Grid’s judgment was clouded by the dire circumstances and he attempted to create the five fused sword dance to avoid the immediate crisis.


  


  Of course, the results were completely different. Open Potential—the power of this skill, created with the advice of the system, was explosive.


  


  [Open Potential]


  


  [Allows you to use a skill that is one grade above the ones you currently have.


  


  Does not apply to skills that have already reached the peak.


  


  Cooldown Time: 12 hours.


  


  Resource Consumption: 10,000 mana. 20,000 health. Half of the current stamina.


  


  * Extreme penalties will occur after using this skill.]


  


  A skill that forcibly activated a skill tree that has yet to be opened—for ordinary players with a normal or rare rated skill tree, they might evaluate the quasi-legendary skill as disappointing. However, it was obviously a legendary skill for Grid. Due to Open Potential, Grid was able to use the five fused sword dance, which was one grade higher than the four fused sword dances. He could also use 300,000 Army Swordsmanship, which was a grade above 200,000 Army Swordsmanship.


  


  The only downside was that it was hard to handle. The pain that occurred immediately after the use of the five fused sword dance was unbearable, even for Grid who was already accustomed to suffering. He might’ve cried if Yura hadn’t been there.


  


  


  Grid estimated that his waist likely wouldn’t be safe the moment he used 300,000 Army Swordsmanship. It meant he would be unable to fight afterward. It was just that the penalties were proportional to the power. Open Potential was now Grid’s true ultimate technique. If he consumed origin true energy like he did in the previous battle, it would be an incomparable killing skill.


  


  Braham frowned. “You have a very high opinion of Pagma. You are overvaluing him.”


  


  His mood was very bad. He seemed to be jealous as he added, “The Pagma I’ve been comparing you to is the Pagma who had reached his limits. I’m not talking about Pagma after he contracted with Baal.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Pagma was rubbish compared to myself when he was just a great swordsman and blacksmith. You can stand up to him with your current ability.”


  


  Was Pagma so weak before he signed with Baal? Grid was baffled. It was surprising that Pagma, who was considered the best swordsman apart from Muller, was evaluated as so weak.


  


  “No, he was trash compared to me.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Pagma was naturally the strongest among humans. It means you are strong enough to grow to a level similar to him. You don’t have to overdo it trying to reach your potential.”


  


  “Ah...” Pagma wasn’t weak, Grid was just strong—Grid clearly recognized this and clenched his fists. If his fists weren’t clenched, his fingers would be trembling. 


  


  “Time. All you need is time. In the future, you will definitely...” Braham closed his mouth.


  


  Just then, Grid detected a change...


  


  The large community of poisonous rats that he had already cleared a long time ago—he felt an unpleasant sensation the moment he entered the small gorge that was just before the community.


  


  “A bad smell is lingering.”


  


  Braham made an absurd smile and was stepping forward when Grid restrained him. “I’ll sort it out.”


  


  “Don’t you think it’ll be faster if I go out?”


  


  “I have to increase my experience.”


  


  “...Do what you want.”


  


  The moment Braham gave permission, Grid used Lightning Speed. The passive effect of Incarnation of Lightning was activated as he entered the flying state. Grid suppressed the stamina decline and reduced the resource consumption of skills by 20%. Then he fully started the attack. “Wave.”


  


  In the middle of the canyon, the group hiding behind a sloping pine tree were unable to resist the bombardment Grid aimed at them and fell to the ground. They fell from a huge height of 15 meters. No matter how much training they had gone through, one leg had to be broken. Normal people would never be fine. Yet they jumped up like a rabbit and one of them rushed toward Grid.


  


  ‘A blood jiangshi?’


  


  In fact, he knew from the beginning that those hiding were jiangshi due to the smell. However, it turned out to be a rare blood jiangshi? The Enlightenment Sword struck the neck of the blood jiangshi. However, the neck of the jiangshi was as hard as steel and wasn’t easily cut.


  


  The recoil caused by the collision meant Grid failed to capitalize on a second attack and descended. Then he kicked the jiangshi upward and attacked again before using Magic Power Detection. It was due to the belief that the blood jiangshi would have a master. It was as expected...


  


  ‘There.’ Movement was captured at the top of the gorge to the left. There were 10 jiangshi but it was extremely unlikely that they would all be blood jiangshi. He heard that the recipe of the blood jiangshi was hard to mass produce because it was extremely difficult, unlike the steel jiangshi and the poisonous jiangshi. Still, Grid was capable of breaking through even if they were all blood jiangshi.


  


  ‘I have to handle the shaman.’


  


  Grid gained momentum after striking the face of another blood jiangshi and rushed in the direction of the group. The scenery that entered Grid’s field of view changed as quickly as that outside a train’s window. Grid was able to reach his destination in an instant.


  


  Grid saw it—there was a man with black skin as hard as iron, especially dazzling white hair, and flames around both hands. ‘A black horse jiangshi!’


  


  Grid was hurriedly taking the defensive when he saw the name of the white-haired jiangshi—Veradin.


  


  “...?!”


  


  “Hahahaha! Grid! I’ve only dreamed of getting revenge on you!”


  


  Originally, Veradin was a player who took the best elite path. He was considered one of the best talents of the first generation rookies along with Lauel and built his own guild. Later, he became a member of Immortal under the banner of Agnus and became the first player to get a chance to become a yangban.


  


  Then everything was lost after he became hostile to Grid. The price of driving Khan to death was harsh. After a series of deaths to Grid and the Overgeared Guild, Veradin was disqualified from becoming a yangban. Due to the killing order that spread throughout Satisfy, he was forced to take refuge on the East Continent and start all over again.


  


  However, he had experienced too many deaths and lost his levels and items. He was weakened and the East Continent wasn’t easy. Veradin had been pushed to the edge of a cliff when the evil daoist extended his hand. He used the basic magic that was considered useless during his time as a necromancer. Now it contained great power.


  


  It was the basic premise that it became 10 times more powerful after changing his race to a black horse jiangshi. That’s right—Veradin reappeared after a long time and was no longer human.


  


  “Taste the pain I’ve gone through, Grid!” Veradin’s eyes shone red as he shouted in a terrible manner. His magic and the dozens of blood jiangshi that he constantly summoned struck at Grid. Veradin was assured of his victory. Of course, he knew about Grid’s epics but he believed his sacrifice where he gave up being human to become a monster was far beyond Grid’s epics.


  


  High risk and high returns was Satisfy’s rule. He didn’t know all the sacrifices and pain that Grid had endured. He didn’t properly measure the weight of Grid’s epics.


  


  The Storm of the Fire God appeared around Grid. The divine flames inflicted severe pain on the dozens of blood jiangshi and Grid moved beyond them to Veradin, who was leading them.


  


  “The combination of the pain you have felt and the pain you will feel in the future is insufficient compared to the pain I have felt.”


  


  The Enlightenment Sword pierced Veradin’s back as he tried to escape from the flames that melted his blood and flesh. Even Veradin, who was many times stronger than when he was a human, wasn’t a match for Grid.


  


  “I have revived an old god after all...”


  


  Grid used Magic Power Detection. Meanwhile, the only ‘living’ daoist among the jiangshi, including Veradin, was watching Grid with interest.




  Chapter 1184


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!]


  


  [The body that has become a living dead has been severely damaged.]


  


  [The blood of the victims trapped in your body is flowing backward, causing your body to collapse.]


  


  There were three penalties that a player who changed race to an undead type would experience—their agility was significantly reduced, some skills were sealed, and the effects of recovery magic were reversed. However, the black horse jiangshi didn’t have the reduced agility and skills sealing penalties.


  


  This was why the combat power of the black horse jiangshi was overwhelming. The flying horse jiangshi were regarded as legends but the black horse jiangshi was actually the strongest. However, it wasn’t universal. The black horse jiangshi had frightening side effects.


  


  “Uh... Uwaaaaack!” 


  


  The cost of death was huge. This was because he lost a considerable amount of the blood of 300 people he was injected with during the 33 day ceremony. The amount of experience lost when a black horse jiangshi died was nearly double that of a typical player and it took as long as two days to revive. It was rare for him to die but this time, he met a bad opponent.


  


  “Grid! Gridddd!” Veradin roared. He gave up his human dignity in the spirit of revenge on Grid but he suffered a great loss in reverse, rather than getting revenge. He was so furious that he felt like crying.


  


  “...”


  


  Grid didn’t even look at him. The sense of alienation that Veradin felt was indescribable.


  


  ‘To him, I’m nothing.’


  


  There was a rush of futility. In the world that turned grey, Veradin pressed the log out button. It was his final logout—Veradin didn’t want to return to Satisfy again.


  


  “Hey.”


  


  Grid broke through Veradin and the jiangshi and met the daoist. The daoist’s name was Sabaek. [1] He wore a black robe and hat and his face was painted white. He looked like a messenger of the underworld.


  


  “Are you the daoist who turned that trash into a jiangshi?”


  


  “That’s right. I’m also the one who created the mark you have.”


  


  “...?”


  


  What was the mark he had? Grid cocked his head to the side in a puzzled manner before recalling an item. He only had one mark.


  


  [Mark of Evolution]


  


  [Rating: Unique


  


  A functional marker developed by the alchemy facility.


  


  If this mark is attached to your body, one of your strength, agility, stamina, or intelligence stats will increase by 200.


  


  User Restriction: Level 200 or higher.


  


  Weight: 0]


  


  The Mark of Evolution was one of the reasons why Grid became obsessed with the alchemy facility. If he hadn’t encountered this mark then Grid might’ve stopped investing in Reidan’s alchemy facility.


  


  “Did you make this?” Grid felt a strong distrust. It was puzzling that the daoist, who was associated with Veradin, would suddenly talk about the Mark of Evolution.


  


  “I know that the mark was made by an alchemy facility in the Hwan Kingdom.”


  


  The Hwan Kingdom was a kingdom of the Five Seniors and the yangbans. Humans weren’t permitted to visit. The Cho king had clearly said so.


  


  Sabaek questioned the suspicious Grid, “Do you see the yangbans as great men who will study and hone alchemy?”


  


  “...!” Grid noticed his mistake. He was reminded of the scene where Garam mocked Pagma’s sword dances and blacksmithing.


  


  ‘That’s right. It is clear that the yangbans would think of alchemy as insignificant.’


  


  However, they had high-quality technology. This meant they borrowed the power of humans. There was a high possibility that the daoist’s argument was correct.


  


  Grid pointed a blade at Sabaek’s neck. “Last time, the blue tiger told me that the wicked daoists are the minions of the Hwan Kingdom.”


  


  Jiangshi were undead that could only be manufactured at the expense of people. It meant the daoists who made them were wicked daoists. The blue tiger said that 10 years ago, a wicked daoist scattered garlic and mugwort around the area of Bukdu Mountain to deceive the spiritual creatures. 


  


  “I was told that spirits who ascend will become subordinates to the society of gods and are forced to become minions of the Five Seniors. The reason you sprinkled mugwort and garlic around Bukdu Mountain is to eventually turn all spirits into the minions of the Five Seniors.”


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  “The reason you create confusion is for the yangbans. Every time they calm down the confusion you have created, their faith will build up.”


  


  Grid was certain and cornered Sabaek. Grid recognized Sabaek as an assassin sent from the Hwan Kingdom. However, Sabaek responded in an unexpected manner, “Your reasoning is very simplistic. I was looking forward to meeting you since you revived an old god but I’m disappointed.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “It is true that those who belong to the society of the gods can’t disobey the will of a god. It is just that the concept of a god doesn’t only mean the Five Seniors. The red phoenix you have resurrected this time is also a god.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “The resurrection of the red phoenix gave a choice to those who ascended. I’m sure the daoist immortals of the Peach Blossom Spring are currently considering if they should stand on the side of the Five Seniors or the red phoenix. In addition, most of the spirits who become daoist immortals will be on the side of the red phoenix. It makes sense for sacred creatures to follow the Four Gods.”


  


  “Are you trying to make the intelligent creatures ascend to empower the Four Gods who will be resurrected one day?” Braham stepped up on behalf of Grid who didn’t understand. As he approached, he stood by Grid and observed Sabaek with an interested gaze. “There are transcendents in the east.”


  


  “Transcendents...?”


  


  A chill went down Grid’s spine. If Sabaek was a transcendent then the problem was serious. Grid couldn’t detect Sabaek’s status. This meant that Sabaek’s status was above Grid’s. A smile spread on Sabaek’s face. He seemed pleased that there was someone he could converse with. “My name is Sabaek. To the world, I am known as the boss of the evil daoists.”


  


  “Braham. I am a magician who serves Grid here.”


  


  “...Overgeared King Grid.”


  


  


  Grid was discontent as he was forced to introduce himself. It was because there were many parts that were unconvincing. “There is still something I need to ask. Why sacrifice people to make the jiangshi?”


  


  “Human power alone can’t stand against the Hwan Kingdom so I am gathering an army of immortals. It is for the peace of the world.”


  


  “Can you seriously consider the peace of the world when damage is being done to civilians?”


  


  “It can’t be helped. Most of the daoists who follow me are actually wicked. They make jiangshi and enjoy hurting people. I can’t control them.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “I can’t openly say that I want to rebel against the Hwan Kingdom. None of the daoists who follow me know my reality and purpose. I am forced to match them on the surface.”


  


  “...”


  


  “It is a necessary evil. In order to gather the strong, I need the cooperation of the wicked daoists. In order to gather the wicked daoists, I need to disguise myself as one... well, there is no need for anger. Once peace is restored to the world in the future, I will make the wicked daoists pay the price for their sins.”


  


  The short conversation allowed Grid to notice it—Sabaek was similar to Pagma.


  


  “Are you on your way to meet the sacred creatures? Please let me accompany you as well. I have to persuade them to let all the intelligent creatures ascend.” Sabaek politely requested. He told them that he had struggled for the world longer than anyone else and noticed a world that was wrong before anyone else.


  


  “I don’t want to.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Sabaek’s expression stiffened and his smiling eyes cooled. Grid flinched back somewhat but he didn’t avoid eye contact. “Your justice is wrong. Your way is wrong. I don’t intend to cooperate with you.”


  


  “Haha...” Sabaek burst out laughing. He shook his head with a ridiculing expression. “My justice is wrong? I am wrong? Were my ears mistaken just now?”


  


  Duguen!


  


  Grid’s heart thumped. His transcendent senses warned him of danger. Grid reflexively prepared for battle but Braham stepped forward and stared at Sabaek. “What will you do if you are offended?”


  


  “......” Sabaek shut his mouth. He took a step back like he had been living a lie. “I will back down today. Think about it until we meet again. It would be good for you if you work with me.”


  


  Sabaek’s body disappeared like he vanished into the ground. Braham stood still for a moment as he tracked Sabaek. Then he looked back at Grid. “Relax your expression. He was already a transcendent when you were normal.”


  


  “...Yes.”


  


  The second pope Chreshler was also a transcendent. Sabaek might be better compared to Chreshler. Chreshler was a strange pervert while Sabaek was pursuing peace for the world. The problem was that Sabaek’s method was wrong.


  


  ‘Peace built up using people’s misery isn’t true peace.’ Pagma had already proved it. Grid recalled Pagma, who felt regret in his last moments, and urged Braham, “Hurry.”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  Grid used Shunpo while Braham teleported. They leapt through space again and again and soon arrived at the community of toothless tigers.


  


  


  


  ***


  


  


  Zibal proved the great power of the magic machines in last year’s National Competition and was one of the strong candidates to win this year’s PvP. Many viewers were looking forward to Zibal’s participation in PvP. Surprisingly, ZIbal was absent from PvP. It was because Kraugel had vowed to join PvP.


  


  ‘Going to an event where Kraugel will win the gold medal will just be in vain.’


  


  Zibal was a master among masters. He had already witnessed the explosive potential of Sword Saint Kraugel several times. Kraugel had the potential to someday catch up with Grid. It was Zibal’s decision not to compete against Kraugel, even if he had the magic machine. This year, Zibal would be really serious.


  


  ‘I will give up my pride in this year’s National Competition and win for the United States.’


  


  There was no Grid in this year’s National Competition. If the United States didn’t win then the face of his people would be lost. He had to win. Therefore...


  


  『 The American player Zibal is entering! 』


  


  This year, Zibal participated in the target processing event. High rankers from Canada and China, as well as Yura of South Korea, were the strong candidates. Zibal planned to eliminate the variables.


  


  ‘If I win a gold medal here, it will deal a big blow to the other powers.’


  


  Zibal looked at Yura, who was in a duo with a player whose ranking was below 1,000. She wasn’t competing together with Jishuka, who had naturalized to South Korea this year. “What is South Korea thinking?”


  


  “?”


  


  “Target processing is an event that can maximize the strengths of both you and Jishuka. If the two of you were to be sent out as a duo, South Korea would be more likely to win a gold medal. Why did they only send you?”


  


  If Yura and Jishuka competed together in the same event then he would’ve been wary. However, he wasn’t nervous of a South Korea without Grid. It was sad that they lost their possibility of winning just because they wanted to spread out their talents.


  


  The sound of bells announced the start of the event. 


  


  “Well... try and win a silver medal,” Zibal encouraged Yura as he boarded Raiders.


  


  “Fire,” Zibal commanded.


  


  The eight guns installed on Raider’s upper body and the six on its lower body opened fire at the same time, firing missiles at the targets floating in the sky. He imagined himself winning the gold medal while achieving the best record in the target processing history. However, he witnessed the explosion of dozens of missiles before they reached the target.


  


  “What...?”


  


  Zibal was shocked for a while because he couldn’t understand the situation. Then he looked at the situation around him through Raiders’ eyes. All the projectiles fired by the hundreds of players were exploding in the air, just like the missiles Raiders fired. Hundreds of projectiles were scattered to ashes before they reached their targets.


  


  “This is ridiculous!”


  


  A blackened world—thousands of bullets emerged from the black hole rising under the Hell Moon and destroyed all the targets and projectiles in the area.


  


  ‘Yura!’


  


  Zibal’s gaze shot toward Yura’s position. She was still standing at the starting point. She stood in place and inserted her gun’s muzzle into the black hole she had summoned, continuously shooting. It was utilizing the Hell Leap skill that wowed Kraugel last year to the absolute limits.


  


  『 South Korea’s representative, Yura, has destroyed all targets! 』


  


  『 The record is 23 seconds...! It is the fastest record ever! 』


  


  “......”


  


  Zibal closed his mouth. He vowed that in the future, he wouldn’t only be humble to Grid and Kraugel, but also to Yura.


  


  [1] Can mean 400/eldest brother/master poet




  Chapter 1185


  The white skin and pure silver armor were the only pure white presence in hell. In the hall of malice and killing intent, only she was virtuous and just.


  


  Tang tang! Tatatatang!


  


  Demon Slayer Yura—she recreated this hateful hell as she fired a barrage that covered the sky. It was the birth of a cage that locked onto all players involved in target processing.


  


  -Wow...


  


  The event ended in just 23 seconds. Viewers replayed the event repeatedly from various angles and belatedly exclaimed. The entire world was thrilled. The legendary greatness that Grid showed as soon as he participated in the National Competition... Yura only proved it properly after several years. It was the fruit of her long efforts.


  


  “......”


  


  The cameras focused on Yura, who was breathing hard with her heart pounding. She remembered all the trials and anguish she had faced from the time she met Great Demon Amoract up to now.


  


  Zibal’s hands were shaking as he stepped off Raiders. “You have been suffering for a while now... Congratulations.”


  


  He was congratulating her but the tone and words were more like comfort. Why? Yura was feeling doubt when she suddenly realized that tears were flowing down her cheeks.


  


  “Ah...” Why was she so desperate? Grid, Kraugel, Piaro, Mercedes...


  


  Was she relieved and crying because she followed them late, they who had been the same legends but were far ahead?


  


  “Thank you,” Yura responded with an awkward smile.


  


  “Hey.” Zibal frowned at the sight. “Don’t cry when you’ve only won once. Next year, I’ll win.”


  


  “...?” She wasn’t crying because she won. Yura wanted to explain but she closed her mouth. It was because she noticed that Zibal’s shoulders were shaking. “...I understand.”


  


  Yes, it wasn’t only her. The other players, including Zibal standing in front of her with a somber expression, had been working hard for the past year. All of them deserved respect.


  


  “I’m looking forward to next year. Let’s have a great competition at that time.”


  


  A close up shot of a rarely smiling Yura. The viewers around the world were stunned silent for a moment by her beauty. 


  


  Subsequently, the second event, drawing the saint sword, started and flames sparked. She was different from Yura, who blackened the sky. Jishuka dominated the area with flames and heat.


  


  “It is unexpected.” Kraugel touched his wrist that was feeling the recoil of deflecting an arrow and turned his gaze over the wall of fire. He could see the beautiful woman with a blazing bow—Jishuka. It was unexpected for her to compete in drawing the saint sword event since it had been announced a few days earlier that Kraugel would be participating. It was because the swordsmanship of a sword saint made the concept of distance meaningless. This was the worst thing for an archer.


  


  -Why participate in a losing event?


  


  The viewers were full of questions.


  


  “Kraugel,” Jishuka’s smile was refreshing enough to make people forget the heat and she spoke shocking remarks, “I’m going to beat you. I got a quest to become a bow saint.”


  


  “......”


  


  It was the moment when the reason for Jishuka picking the drawing the saint sword event was revealed. However, Kraugel wasn’t convinced.


  


  “To get beyond the top, you need an overwhelming difference in skills.”


  


  They were words that implied many things. Unless Jishuka’s talent went beyond Kraugel, she couldn’t beat Kraugel even after becoming a bow saint. If the class change condition of the bow saint was to fight and overcome a ‘legend of the current era’ like it was with the sword saint, Jishuka should’ve challenged Yura, not Kraugel. It should’ve also been before the National Competition.


  


  Jishuka pulled back her bowstring. The flames revolving around her formed arrows and her bowstring remained tense. “I am challenging you because it is hard. Wouldn’t it be nice to knock you down and become a bow saint? Be prepared. You will die if you look down on me today.”


  


  Live for appearance, die for appearance—it was one of the favorite sayings that Jishuka had learned since coming to South Korea. Jishuka’s shot became a signal. After she released the bowstring, the arrows created flames in the area while players from other countries appeared in unison to attack Kraugel.


  


  Jishuka and the other players hadn’t planned this in advance. However, the absolute strongman called Kraugel made them naturally cooperate. It was as Jishuka expected. It was also a source of confidence for her.


  


  ‘I will thoroughly push you here and make you pay the price.’


  


  During her training after leaving the Overgeared Kingdom, Jishuka had made great strides. Not only had she gained multiple levels, she acquired new skills and stats in the process of achieving the bow saint pre-conditions. Furthermore, when she traveled to the East Continent to help Grid, she was unintentionally blessed by the red phoenix. The blessing increased her main stats by 10% and allowed her to create the ‘intangible arrows.’


  


  Jishuka looked at the possibilities. She calculated that the stage of the sword draw, which was dozens of times larger than the PvP stage and had a variety of terrain features, was the only stage where she could beat Kraugel.


  


  ‘I will identify your power today.’


  


  In fact, there was also an easy path. It wasn’t to challenge Kraugel. She just had to ask Yura or Grid to let her win once. Yet in the past, Kraugel was in the same situation and hadn’t asked Grid. He beat Grid with pure skill and became a sword saint.


  


  It was pride. Jishuka also valued pride. Forcing her colleagues to throw the match just to change classes? It was a shame that would be a lifetime regret. 


  


  “......”


  


  Kraugel closed his eyes. It was intended to seal the sight of the shimmering flames and to awaken a different sense. Kraugel slightly widened his stride and swung his sword, cutting down the fire arrow shot by Jishuka. There were two arrows. Viewers believed that Jishuka’s attack was in vain.


  


  However, reality was different. Jishuka’s real move still remained. It was the ‘Intangible Arrow Enchanted with Divine Power’ that couldn’t be seen with the naked eye. Kraugel was recovering his sword to use Sword Curtain, only to find himself blocked.


  


  ‘Don’t let Sword Curtain be used.’ She had noticed it in the process of collecting and analyzing data. A sword saint’s Sword Curtain completely neutralized projectiles. An archer couldn’t beat Kraugel when the Sword Curtain existed. It had to be blocked.


  


  Jishuka fired an arrow again. This time, she aimed for Kraugel’s wrist. Rather than unfolding Sword Curtain, Kraugel was forced to avoid the arrow. It was as expected. Kraugel chose evasion. Jishuka’s arrow swept past Kraugel’s shoulder because he didn’t open Sword Curtain and moved in time.


  


  


  ‘He avoided it? A real monster... I’m going to have to use an intangible arrow.’


  


  The other players were rushing through the flames toward Kraugel. Surrounded by dozens of people, Kraugel lowered his waist as much as possible and took the posture of drawing the sword.


  


  “Split Open.”


  


  Sword energy rose around Kraugel. It was the sharpest and most powerful sword energy in the world. All of the surrounding landscape was split apart. All the players who just arrived and attacked Kraugel were also included. The concept of numbers became meaningless.


  


  “Kuack!”


  


  “Kkuk...!”


  


  The participants were fatally wounded and coughed up blood.


  


  “Perforate.” Kraugel’s sword was once again drawn and pointed at Jishuka.


  


  “A legend is someone who ‘goes beyond strength’ and shows ‘something that can’t happen’ or ‘something that shouldn’t happen.’”


  


  All the fallen players were coughing up blood while Jishuka’s heart had two holes perforated into it. Kraugel also proved Braham’s words about a true legend.


  


  “Cough, I screwed up.”


  


  Jishuka didn’t die and recovered thanks to Incarnation of Fire but her heart felt empty.


  


  ‘I didn’t know he would grow to this level.’


  


  The rumors that he had been stuck in the mountains for three years weren’t false. The combination of overwhelming talent, persistence, and hard work was simply a scam. Jishuka continued to shoot. Her arrows flew in a spiral and blocked the ability to read their trajectory. Even Kraugel couldn’t block them. There were quite a few wounds on his body. Yet in the process, he successfully defended against the Intangible Arrow Enchanted with Divine Power and finally narrowed the distance to Jishuka.


  


  “The protagonist of a manhwa has more of a conscience than you,” Jishuka scolded Kraugel as he appeared right before her nose. Just then, Kraugel’s feet were caught in something. He hadn’t discovered the trap because his senses had been focused on the intangible arrows.


  


  A succession of arrows took place. Against a shaky backdrop, Kraugel’s sword created dozens of flashes while Jishuka’s arrows were spectacular. The power of the arrows that pierced the stone barriers created by the White Tiger Sword often caused Kraugel to feel cold.


  


  It was a fierce battle. However, it was safe to say that victory was decided from the moment when a swordsman succeeded in narrowing the distance to an archer. By the time the fallen players rose again and rushed to Kraugel, Jishuka was already running away from her position. There was a huge roar from the red phoenix and Kraugel couldn’t rashly chase after her.


  


  “...”


  


  Kraugel was seriously wounded and couldn’t face the players approaching him. In any case, the main goal was to become the figure the holy sword wanted. He had a powerful mind and already grasped the sword’s wish. He started to take advantage of the participants’ skills to extinguish the surrounding fire.


  


  Some of the players noticed and tried to light up the forest again, but it was too late. After fully extinguishing the flames and obtaining the first sword song, Kraugel followed the hints. At this point, Jishuka had moved as much as possible to avoid being close to Kraugel so no one could stop him anymore.


  


  In the end...


  


  『 Kraugel was one step faster! 』


  


  The first owner of the sword stuck in the rock was Kraugel and the second was Jishuka.


  


  “Was I the only one to reveal everything?” Jishuka lamented as she stood on the silver medal podium.


  


  Still, the passion in her eyes was the same.


  


  “Well, once we meet again in actual battle in the game, I would’ve grown again. Isn't that right? Please accept my challenge next time.” Jishuka smiled as she gazed at Kraugel. She was proud and confident.


  


  Frankly, Kraugel was tired. This was the type of opponent he feared most. ‘I need to ask Grid for mediation...’


  ***


  


  


  “Wait! Wait a minute!” Grid called out to Braham who was far ahead. It was maddening that if Shunpo failed once, the distance with Braham would become too wide. “What if I become lost?”


  


  “A fully grown man like you is whining.” Braham folded his arms and yawned while waiting.


  


  Thanks to this, Grid shook his head and narrowed the distance again.


  


  “Eh?”


  


  The big poisonous rat community—it had become a lawless zone since Grid killed the rat queen. The rats lost their queen and could only move using instincts, making the landscape of the community become desolate. This was what Grid had seen before he left for Kars.


  


  In just a few days, the community of big poisonous rats had changed dramatically. It was well-organized and could even be described as a human village.


  


  ‘Did the rats come back as intelligent spirits?’


  


  The rats who had fallen wild after the death of their master might’ve been influenced by the resurrected red phoenix. It was very good news. This was something Grid had hoped for. Grid entered the community and was filled with joy.


  


  “Y-You?”


  


  The rat queen, who had apparently died, was resurrected. The rat queen rushed to Grid who reflexively stepped backwards. She was round like a hamster and rushed with tremendous speed. It was a different speed than before. Grid was unable to draw his sword before she arrived. 


  


  The rat queen embraced him. “Our benefactor! I have been waiting!”




  Chapter 1186


  “H-How are you...?”


  


  Soft flesh and fluffy fur. Grid was in turmoil as he was held in the arms of a large hamster. The rat queen—the first time Grid saw her, she was wearing a crude crown, a ragged cloak, and had died. It was also by the hands of Grid. That person was now showing herself in front of him.


  


  The rat queen released the flustered Grid and smiled. The face that used to be full of venom was now looking at Grid with a round, gentle gaze.


  


  “I was resurrected due to the resurrection of the red phoenix. It is because there is a myth that the Twelve Zodiacs serve God Red Phoenix.”


  


  Mythical beings couldn’t be killed in ordinary ways. Just like the hydra, they were immortal unless a unique attack strategy was discovered or the people’s belief in them was destroyed. Grid was reminded of this fact and felt a flash. Yet no matter how he looked, he didn’t see ‘him.’ Only ordinary (?) hamsters could be seen. 


  


  “Ah...” Grid was constantly searching everywhere only to make eye contact with the rat queen. Then he avoided her eyes.


  


  The rat queen smiled bitterly. “My husband is in my heart.”


  


  “...”


  


  “My husband was an ordinary spirit, unlike me. He can’t be resurrected because he isn’t a sacred creature.”


  


  “...”


  


  The first time Grid discovered the rat queen, she wasn’t alone. She had been with her husband, a strong male rat. Then her peace was broken. Grid murdered her husband. Of course, the rats at that time had fallen to mere monsters. They were monsters who harmed people. Grid killing them was a worthy achievement and actually benefited the people. Still, he was sorry. Grid felt guilty.


  


  ‘This doesn’t mean I will ask for forgiveness.’ The rat queen’s heart would only become more uncomfortable. In any case, she wasn’t in a position to blame Grid. Apologizing to her would be nothing more than a selfish act to relieve Grid’s own guilt.


  


  ‘At that time, I had to fight them and it was the right thing to do. It is just to that causality that occurred from that act that I managed to resurrect the red phoenix.’


  


  The rat queen reached out to Grid, who was thinking deeply in a silent manner. “Don’t mind it. I, no, we don’t blame you. If you hadn’t beaten us, we would’ve killed more people and that would’ve been a great sorrow for us. So let go of that expression. Please take care of us in the future, Benefactor.”


  


  “I would like to ask you as well, Kyeongja.” (Name means year of the rat)


  


  The resurrected rat queen had a name added to her. He didn’t know why the rat’s name was Kyeongja. However, it was true that there was a sense of friendliness. It was similar to the name of a grandmother.


  


  “Myong! Myong! Myong! Hooray, Her Majesty!”


  


  “Myong! Myong! Myong! Hooray, human friend!”


  


  The rats stared at Grid and Kyeongja’s figures emotionally and struck the ground with the trident in their hand, cheering. They were so short that their feet covered with fur were adorable. The image of the monsters who poisoned and attacked him disappeared from his memories. In the midst of the turmoil...


  


  “......”


  


  Braham was silent. The person who killed the strong male rat was Braham, not Grid. Braham had used Assimilation to dominate Grid’s body and demonstrated the power of Alarm magic against the strong male rat and that rat had died because of him. However, Kyeongja didn’t know that. Grid was taking responsibility for Braham. There was no reason for Braham to go out and reveal it.


  


  “Was the black cow resurrected?”


  


  Grid questioned as the hamsters started dancing and Kyeongja nodded. “Yes, he is part of the Twelve Zodiacs as well. The moment he was resurrected, he transformed into a human and left for the village. He wants to play as soon as possible.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Suddenly, the rat queen fell down. She was twice as big as Grid but her feet were small, so it was hard to stand for long.


  


  “Did you come here because you’re curious about the blue tiger and Tosun?”


  


  She seemed to have met the blue tiger and Tosun after her resurrection. Grid nodded. “Right. However, based on your condition, they must be safe.”


  


  “Yes. Still, you should stop by. The kids are looking forward to their reunion with you...”


  


  It was at this moment that the voices of the blue tiger and Tosun could be heard from a distance.


  


  “Grid!! Kuheong!”


  


  “God! God!!”


  


  There was a cloud of dust in the distance and dozens of tigers rushed over. At the forefront was the blue tiger and Tosun was sitting on the blue tiger’s shoulder.


  


  “Everyone...!”


  


  Grid rejoiced. The blue tiger, Tosun, and the toothless tigers who sacrificed themselves to help him escape were still alive. He thought they died because of Hangyeol so he was very happy to see they were safe. The tigers approached Grid and spoke with their dentures.


  


  “What is this reaction? Aheung. Human, were you worried about us?”


  


  “Ahuheung, it is a useless worry. We are healthy enough to be alive. Aheung.”


  


  “Grid! Thank you for resurrecting God Red Phoenix! I believed in you!” 


  


  “Eek.”


  


  The tigers scrambled out of the way while the blue tiger hugged Grid.


  


  [You have suffered 18,500 damage!]


  


  Indeed, a tiger was a tiger. Unlike the fluffy arms of the rat queen, the blue tiger’s arms were hard and painful. Grid felt the pain of his spine bending.


  


  “Uhuh! Too imprudent!”


  


  Tosun pulled the blue tiger away from Grid. As she stroked the back of Grid who was trembling in pain, she spoke, “I will never forget that you sacrificed yourself for the rabbits to get away. We will honor your merits forever. A new god... God of Virtue...”


  


  “...”


  


  The birds were chirping and he was surrounded by cozy animals, but he couldn’t help frowning. He was glad that everyone was safe and welcoming him but why call him the God of Virtue? Grid denied it. “Don’t call me a god. I’m still a human.”


  


  “It hasn’t happened yet. However, your virtues will continue to build up and you will eventually become the God of Virtue.”


  


  “What about the God of Rice Cakes, heung?”


  


  


  “I want to eat rice cakes. Aheung.”


  


  “...Please shut up.”


  


  Unlike the hydra, who became a mythical being by going against the gods, they became mythical beings by serving the gods. They were the sacred creatures. They were very nice, as they had been taking care of humans for the good gods, but they were tactless. There were limitations to beasts, such as being unable to read the expressions of human beings. This was why they kept calling him God of Virtue despite his terrible expression.


  


  “Ohh... You have the heart of God Red Phoenix.”


  


  The blue tiger stared at Grid and turned pale. The rat queen and Tosun also observed Grid belatedly and marveled. “Amazing! You really have the heart of God Red Phoenix!”


  


  “Ahem, it is natural. The God of Virtue resurrected God Red Phoenix and he would be rewarded.”


  


  “Ah...” Grid only realized it at this moment. He had the heart of a god. The reason why the Red Phoenix Heart had the ability to change the nature of the hidden item, the ‘rune,’ was because it had such a high level value and effect.


  


  “Did God Red Phoenix give its 1,000th heart?”


  


  “No, it must’ve shared its 999th heart.”


  


  “No matter what he did, it shouldn’t be a triple digit heart. A triple digit heart is a power that God Red Phoenix has held for a very long time...”


  


  “Right, that’s right. It is too much of a sacrifice for God Red Phoenix. I still remember crying when the Five Seniors snatched its hearts.”


  


  The hearts of the red phoenix builds up over time. Every year, a new heart was created and the heart contained the life and strength of the red phoenix. The older the heart, the greater its vitality and strength. The age of the removed heart was directly linked to the amount of pain and weakening experienced by the red phoenix.


  


  Nevertheless, the blue tiger guaranteed it. “Grid is our benefactor. He would’ve surely been given the 999th heart.”


  


  He hadn’t foreseen this situation when he left the sealed bow to Grid. He thought it would take a really long time for Grid to resurrect the red phoenix or that he would fail to resurrect it. The blue tiger had realistically faced the situation. It was impossible for one human to fight against the Five Seniors and the yangbans who had sealed the power of the Four Auspicious Beasts. However, the result wasn’t what he expected. Grid revived the red phoenix in just a few days. He believed it wouldn’t be unusual if the red phoenix gave its 999th heart to Grid.


  


  The unsuspecting blue tiger was staring at Grid when Grid finally opened his mouth, “I got the 9th heart...”


  


  “...?!”


  


  “...?!”


  


  The eyes of the sacred creatures and spirits widened with surprise. It was almost like their eyes would pop out.


  


  “Is this that great?”


  


  Grid couldn’t comprehend the intense reaction. He admitted that the heart of the red phoenix had value in the world as long as it was the ‘heart of a god.’ It was obviously a great thing that the 9th heart had transformed the Rune of Darkness to the Rune of Gluttony but the main effect was ‘increased health recovery rate’ and ‘doubled stamina recovery rate’ In terms of practical performance, it was somewhat lacking.


  


  Grid felt that the reaction of the sacred creatures was somewhat exaggerated.


  


  Tosun shouted, “Of course it is great! A single digit heart is the real heart of a god that can’t be regenerated!”


  


  “...?”


  


  On behalf of the noisy Tosun, the blue tiger finally explained, “I’ll explain it easily. The only way to kill God Red Phoenix is to destroy the nine single digit hearts. Yet even the Five Seniors couldn’t touch the nine hearts. They had so much strength and vitality that no one could intervene from the outside. If the nine hearts are perfect then God Red Phoenix can exist forever.”


  


  In other words...


  


  “The nine hearts are the lives of God Red Phoenix. It is also the key to the fate of the southern part of the continent that God Red Phoenix is in charge of. You have one of those keys in your body.”


  


  “...”


  


  Grid closed his mouth. He realized what the red phoenix was feeling when it shared its heart with him.


  


  ‘You chose me as your companion.’


  


  Grid touched his chest. He felt two heartbeats and thought of the fourth epic. He had vowed to be a god. He had declared that he would protect the world from destruction.


  


  ‘Then...’


  


  The red Phoenix supported him.


  


  “...”


  


  Grid’s eyes were half open. HIs face, shaded by the sun, was quite different from usual. He stood still for a long time before opening his inventory. He pulled out the items obtained from killing Garam and a blacksmithing hammer. He thought of the best he could do.


  


  “Let’s move step by step.”


  


  [Open Potential has been used.]


  


  [Choose a skill tree to open the one grade higher skill(s).]


  


  [Genuine - (Fighting against the Gods) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill (Mastered) will change to Blacksmith’s Skill Comparable to a God Lv. 1.]


  


  [Blacksmith’s Skill Comparable to a God is classified as a production skill. The effect is maintained until one item is completed.]


  


  “Let’s start with being overgeared.”


  


  [A verse of the first epic has responded to Blacksmith’s Skill Comparable to a God.]


  


  [His body, tempered by hammering......]


  


  [The epic effect has increased all stats and skills that affect production by 20%!]
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  Grid didn’t forget the blacksmith he encountered in a world full of human ideals. Standing in front of the shining anvil and golden clouds, he used his burning nipples to smelt metal and a lightning hammer to temper the metal. The blacksmith god, Hexetia—he was the ideal that every blacksmith in the world, including Grid, had to pursue.


  


  ...Except for the nipples.


  


  “...Sigh.”


  


  Grid temporarily put Blacksmith’s Skill Comparable to a God to the side, closing his eyes as he took some breaths.


  


  ‘I never thought I could beat you.’


  


  He recalled the last conversations he had with Garam. He recognized his limitations when he failed to overcome Garam, who was only qualified as a fake god. As a player, he had to bear these limits. Yes, he was a player. Not only was it difficult to exceed the growth power of named NPCs, he was overwhelmingly lacking when it came to basic stats. No matter how high he raised his level or how much stats he built up, even if he became a god, it would still be an insurmountable limit.


  


  This was a realistic conjecture. Even if he became a god, Grid’s value would drop as soon as an NPC appeared as an enemy.


  


  ‘So don’t try to be foolish.’


  


  That’s why he didn’t say to Garam, ‘One day, I will surely surpass you.’


  


  He left his desperate wish as a hollow cry in his heart and simply relied on Braham and his colleagues who appeared. He felt like he would fall into the brink of suffering that could never be escaped the moment he expressed his vain wish of fighting and beating Garam. No matter how much time passed, it would be hard to beat Garam, even if he struggled insanely.


  


  However, now his thoughts have changed. It was because the heart of the red phoenix showed new possibilities. Recovery—Grid had the overwhelming recovery of beings who were regarded as insurmountable walls.  Right now, it was a recovery that could only be maintained for a few seconds at best but for a short period of time, he completely transcended the limits of a player. It wasn’t a transcendence that would be common among players. It was real transcendence.


  


  “......”


  


  The image in Grid’s mind deepened. The image of the beautiful and transparent small sword that looked like it was carved of ice slowly floated in his mind.


  


  [Hexetia’s Small Sword]


  


  [Rating: Myth


  


  Attack Power: 28,990


  


  ....


  


  ...]


  


  He didn’t remember anything else but he precisely remembered the attack power. It was considered absurd the first time he saw it. He thought it was an attack power that he would never achieve in his life. This wasn’t the case anymore. This time, his recovery suggested a new possibility—players could also have transcendent stats. Grid had the ability to experiment with the possibilities.


  


  [Blacksmith’s Skill Comparable to a God Lv. 1]


  


  [The production button is enabled and the time it takes to make an item is greatly reduced.


  


  A minimum of unique rated items will be produced.


  


  There is a certain probability of producing legendary rated items.


  


  If certain conditions are met, there is a low probability of making a myth reproduction or myth rated item.


  


  * All stats of a production item will increase by 40%.


  


  * When myth rated items are produced, the blacksmiths’ faith in you will increase all stats by 30.


  


  * The deity stat will increase by one for every three myth rated items produced.


  


  ★ A temporarily active skill. The myth rated items created won’t accumulate.]


  


  Grid didn’t even pay attention to the fact that ‘a minimum of unique rated items will be produced.’


  


  Since he pursued items above the legendary level, the epic rated and unique rated items had the same value to him. The Blacksmith’s Skill Comparable to a God was a one-off skill that was activated by using Open Potential so Grid should aim for the best results.


  


  Grid noted the effect of ‘40% increase in the stats of production items.’ It was 10% higher than Genuine - (Fighting against the Gods) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill. The higher the stats of the produced items, the more effective they would be.


  


  ‘I have to unconditionally make a high-grade item.’


  


  


  The most urgent item was armor. He needed defense to support his recovery. It didn’t matter if he had a lot of recovery if his defense was weak.


  


  ‘My items are too old now.’


  


  There was the Holy Light set he swapped to when responding to magic attacks.


  


  Tiramet's Shoulderguards, the Shiny Leggings, and Lantier’s Cloak. Alex's Quick Glove, the Cone Helmet, and the Overgeared Crown. All the armor currently used by Grid were things he had acquired long ago. Even the Cone Helmet and Overgeared Crown were created before the 4th National Competition and had been in use for four years of game time.


  


  ‘The Holy Light set has been used for the longest time, since the 1st National Competition...’


  


  He felt it was shameful to be called the Overgeared King in his current state. Ordinary players were diligently gaining new equipment and improving their specs while Grid alone was treasuring antiques. The word ‘overgeared’ still had a negative meaning and if they spoke to Grid, they would insist, ‘I am a person who plays with skill, not items.’


  


  ‘I don’t have the answer in my current state.’


  


  Change. It should be changed. The old items might have low basic stats but he hadn’t thrown them away because they had a field-specific performance. Now they should be replaced with new ones. He was convinced from the moment he suffered 18,500 damage just by being hugged by the blue tiger.


  


  ‘I have to harden up.’


  


  Grid pulled out Khan’s Valhalla and the loot he got from the yangbans. There were three White Tiger’s Breaths, three Black Tortoise’s Breaths, and two each of the Red Phoenix’s Breaths and Blue Dragon’s Breaths. The equipment used by the yangbans such as the smoking pipe, soft sword, and short spear were included in the loot but their performance were somewhat lower than the items made by Grid. They were unique rated items dropped by bosses over level 400. It was quite disappointing since the items dropped by half-gods were at an unsatisfactory level.


  


  Grid was convinced—the yangbans used the strong force they were born with and the power of the Four Auspicious Beasts that they had exploited. They didn’t rely on equipment in the first place so it would be strange if their items had a good performance. In common sense, it was a jackpot as long as they dropped one breath.


  


  In the aftermath of the National Competition, the breaths of the Four Gods seemed common but that wasn’t the case from Grid’s viewpoint. There were few items with as much quality as the Four Gods’ breaths.


  


  Black, blue, white, and red. 


  


  Grid stared at the different colored breaths and returned all but the black one into his inventory. The black breath he chose was the Black Tortoise’s Breath.


  


  “It was some time ago...”


  


  Before coming to the East Continent, Grid had crafted items with the two breaths that were in his possession. One was a sword made from the Red Phoenix’s Breath, a growth weapon he designed to give as a gift to Lord. It was a gift meant for Lord to grow up with—to protect his family and people—while Grid was away.


  


  “I failed to smelt the Black Tortoise’s Breath.”


  


  The other was a blade made with the Black Tortoise’s Breath. It was planned to be a new sword but unfortunately, the results were the worst. It was so rough that he didn’t feel the need to use it. It was less powerful than the items commissioned by Damian a number of years ago.


  


  “I couldn’t find a way to control the power of death inside it.”


  


  The reason why Grid dealt well with the Red Phoenix’s Breath from the beginning was due to compatibility. The attributes contained in the Red Phoenix’s Breath were only fire and life. It was well-matched with a blacksmith who created things using fire. On the other hand, the Black Tortoise’s Breath that contained the power of water and death was the worst for a blacksmith. The aura of water calmed the blacksmith’s fire and the aura of death hindered the blacksmith’s creation. The Black Tortoise’s Breath possessed such a nature that it became rusty and weakened the more he smelted it.


  


  “Thus, I want to get advice from you. Is there a way to suppress the aura of death in the Black Tortoise’s Breath for a while?”


  


  Once Grid asked this question, the sacred creatures listening started to open their mouths one by one. Their expressions didn’t look good.


  


  “I don’t know.”


  


  “It will probably be tough. The role of the black tortoise itself is the destruction of ‘useless’ things.”


  


  “Useless things?”


  


  “God Black Tortoise only tolerates life and materials born naturally. Artificially created life or objects are considered harmful to everything and are extinguished.”


  


  “......”


  


  The attributes of the black tortoise were water and death. Grid had felt confused the first time he learned this. Water was closely associated with the birth of life so he didn’t understand why it presided over death. However, at this moment, he understood. The black tortoise’s desire to defend all things was so strong that it became inclined to destruction.


  


  ‘Is that why not even the yangbans could use the Black Tortoise’s Breath easily?’


  


  Strictly speaking, the yangbans were artificial beings. It would be virtually impossible for them, born for Hanul and by Hanul, to fully control the power of the black tortoise.


  


  ‘The Black Tortoise’s Breath is the most threatening one but they don’t use it often. There is a reason for that.’


  


  Grid smacked his lips together with regret. In fact, he had been envisioning a set of armor with the weapon breaker concept. He would create shoulderguards, leggings, and helmets with the Black Tortoise’s Breath, creating a structure that increased his defense while corroding and weakening the target’s weapon. 


  


  Now it seemed too hard. The Black Tortoise’s Breath wasn’t suitable as an item crafting material. Of course, this didn’t mean it was impossible. If he used materials with a strong water attribute, just like when he created Damian’s item, it would be sufficient to produce an item using the Black Tortoise’s Breath.


  


  However, in this case, only the water attribute would be emphasized and the true power of the black tortoise wouldn’t be revealed. Thus, expectations weren’t high.


  


  ‘I will keep the Black Tortoise’s Breath for now. First, I will use the White Tiger’s Breath.’


  


  The White Tiger’s Breath lacked the ability to weaken the other side. If he compared the armor created with the White Tiger’s Breath and the armor created with the Black Tortoise’s Breath, the potential to utilize the first one would be much greater. It was just that in terms of stability, the armor created using the White Tiger’s Breath was overwhelmingly good. It was because the advantage of the Black Tortoise’s Breath was to weaken the opponent while the White Tiger’s Breath’s defense itself was extremely high.


  


  Hardening, increasing weight, releasing thorns, etc...


  


  The utility wasn’t bad.


  


  ‘No, it exceeds the ‘not bad’ level.’


  


  At the time of the red phoenix resurrection battle, the yangbans were unable to control the Red Phoenix’s Breath and lost their recovery. Nevertheless, they avoided the deterioration of their wounds.


  


  ‘I must take advantage of the hardness of the White Tiger’s Breath.’


  


  They hardened their wounded areas and this prevented the wounds from getting worse. After many thoughts, Grid lit up the portable furnace. It was to create new gaiters to replace the old ones, which could no longer be called ‘shiny.’


  


  [1] Slight change to Blue Tiger's information. Blue Tiger is now the name and will be capitalized. In addition, it has been revealed that Blue Tiger is a female. Previous chapters will eventually be changed.
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  There were various types of gaiters. There were simple ones that wrapped around the calves or ones that covered the pelvis, thigh, and calves. Naturally, the more each side was protected, the higher the defense but the lower the agility. They also required high strength and stamina to wear. If the material used was metal, not leather, the penalty was extreme enough that the wearer should be prepared to be slowed down at all times. 


  


  This was because it wasn’t easy to bear the weight on the lower body. This was why most players, except for certain occupations, preferred wearing short gaiters. The Mass Produced Grid’s Gaiters distributed to the Overgeared Army were also short gaiters. Of course, this had nothing to do with Grid.


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  Greed was tempered on the anvil. He hammered at Greed mixed with the White Tiger’s Breath and made several hinges first. He intended to create multiple joint parts so that even if they were worn on his legs, they wouldn’t interfere with the movements. 


  


  “This is ridiculous...” Blue Tiger marveled as she bit one of the black-gold metal pieces piled up beside Grid. “How can you easily work these metals?”


  


  “Aheung? How is this...”


  


  A toothless tiger cocked his head like he couldn’t understand the Blue Tiger’s response and came forward fearlessly. He grabbed a metal and bit it before Blue Tiger could stop him. The yellow fur rose and the pattern trembled. The tiger shook like he was hit by electricity. The broken dentures fell to the ground.


  


  The tigers saw this process and were astonished.


  


  “A-Aheung! W-What?”


  


  “What happened?”


  


  Thanks to the sacrifice of their companions, the tigers learned how hard Greed was and their eyes grew wide. It was absurd. Greed changed shape every time Grid hammered. It had looked as soft as a rice cake so they had gulped. They hadn’t expected it would be so hard.


  


  Tosun clicked her tongue like they were pathetic. “Stupid tigers. You should’ve noticed it from the time he turned the white phosphorus tree into firewood.”


  


  Even the sacred creatures flinched at the ferocity of the white phosphorus tree. The white phosphorus tree couldn’t be cut easily and would explode as soon as it was touched. Yet Grid used the white phosphorus wood as firewood to ignite the furnace and took complete control of the rough flames.


  


  “The true essence of the God of Virtue isn’t just armed force.”


  


  It was clear that his workmanship was also at the level of a god. Tosun had lived for many years and had interacted with a large number of people. Grid was far superior to the best blacksmiths she had seen. Her analysis was that even the blacksmith who made the items the Four Gods were sealed in wouldn’t be able to reach Grid’s skills.


  


  ‘I had wondered about the many battle gear that came pouring down like rain. They were actually the battle gear that the God of Virtue created.’


  


  The battle gear he created would be one of the triggers of his faith... 


  


  Tosun discovered a new fact and focused.


  


  Grid tempered Greed and pulled out a bundle of leather. It was leather that was torn apart and seemed to have a bad quality. It was like someone had peeled off the skin of a dead beast with great wounds.


  


  Blue Tiger frowned. “It is lousy leather.”


  


  Since it was said that tigers left their skin behind after they died, Blue Tiger took great pride in her skin. The quality of the leather that Grid pulled out was undoubtedly the worst.


  


  “Are you going to use it?”


  


  “Yes. I will put leather or cloth on the inside to make it feel better and it will be able to absorb the shock from the outside.”


  


  Grid nodded and Blue Tiger growled. “Put that away. I would rather take off my skin.”


  


  A tiger leaves behind their skin after they die. In other words, taking off the skin was a story of death. However, Blue Tiger was a sacred creature. Even if her skin was peeled off, she wouldn’t die and would recover. Of course, there would be so much pain that it might be better to die but she could endure it for Grid.


  


  “Now! Take off my skin! Kuheong!” Blue Tiger cried out in a determined manner. She was willing to make sacrifices for the benefactor who resurrected the red phoenix, freed the Twelve Zodiacs, and brought about the ‘future.’


  


  “Oh? Thank you.”


  


  Grid didn’t refuse. There was no reason to refuse when a sacred creature was offering her skin.


  


  ‘It could be better than Berith’s Leather.’


  


  No, it would be better. The sacred creatures were complete half-gods. Even the 22nd great demon who terrorized humanity was inferior to a sacred creature. Grid put down Berith’s leather that was holding, pulled out a dagger and approached Blue Tiger. It was at this moment that he noticed that Blue Tiger was shaking like an aspen tree. He realized that the other tigers were pale and looking at Blue Tiger like she was a madman.


  


  ‘Crazy.’ Grid thought it would be easy to remove the skin but it seemed that wasn’t the case. He almost did a cruel act of stripping off an animal’s skin while they were alive.


  


  Grid sighed and put away the dagger. “Stop the insane words. You are also mistaking something. This leather is better than it looks.”


  


  The leather of 22nd Great Demon Berith—the damaged parts could be restored to some extent through tanning.


  


  Ttang!


  


  Grid removed Greed that had been completed in the shape of gaiters and placed Berith’s skin on the anvil as he started to tan it. The torn and pierced parts were flattened and perfectly filled. It was something that could be done due to the blacksmith skill that had risen because of Open Potential, the dexterity he had built up, and his epics.


  


  “Ugh...”


  


  The Twelve Zodiacs and the spirits were being amazed by Grid’s skill in filling in the leather when they simultaneously blocked their noses. There was a terrible stench. The demonic energy rising from the leather made the Twelve Zodiacs and the spirits feel unpleasant.


  


  The rat queen, Kyeongja, couldn’t hold back her disgust. “Grid, that is something you should stay away from. It is nasty.”


  


  “Um...”


  


  Grid once again realized the hostility of the sacred creatures toward the great demons. In fact, Grid had no aversion toward the demonic energy. Since he used Blackening and the Rune of Darkness for a long time, he was familiar with demonic energy.


  


  “However, in general, it is natural to be reluctant toward demonic energy.’


  


  Demonic energy was a symbol of great demons and gods were usually hostile to great demons. Since the sacred creatures and the Twelve Zodiacs were born out of the desires of humanity and existed only for humanity, they would feel even more reluctant toward the great demons. The great demons were the greatest enemy of humanity.


  


  “Well, don’t worry.”


  


  These were Grid’s last words.


  


  Ttang! Ttang! Ttang!


  


  No matter what the members of the Twelve Zodiacs said, Grid no longer spoke. From the time the tanned leather was placed inside the gaiters, he had entered an enlightened state. Flames rose from Grid’s hammer. They were the Fire of Willpower caused by the Duke of Fire title.


  


  [Fire of Willpower has doubled your working speed.]


  


  [The effect of Fire of Willpower will result in the Breath of Fire effect being added to the item produced.]


  


  [Duke of Fire’s Breath]


  


  [* 20% increase in fire damage.


  


  * 50% increase in fire resistance.


  


  The willpower stat will rise by 5%.]


  


  The more the flames around Grid’s hammer burned, the redder the gaiters turned. It was hardened over and over.


  


  “That’s it.” Braham, who had been standing silently the whole time, smiled faintly.


  


  A bright, warm white light enveloped the entire poisonous mouse community. All the spirits, except for Braham and the members of the Twelve Zodiacs, couldn’t handle the bright light and closed their eyes.


  


  [The production of the ‘Gaiters of the White Tiger supporting Heaven and Earth’ is successful.]


  


  [A myth rated item is produced, permanently increasing all stats by 30!]


  


  [The Blacksmith’s Skill Comparable to a God is a temporarily activated skill. The number of times a myth rated item is created won’t accumulate.]


  


  [The energy of the white tiger has surged and blessed Blue Tiger. Blue Tiger, the descendant of the white tiger, is stronger than ever.]


  


  [Gaiters of the White Tiger supporting Heaven and Earth]


  


  [Rating: Myth 


  


  Set Item (White Tiger Set)


  


  Durability: Infinite   Defense: 1,200


  


  * Earth attribute resistance +60%.


  


  * Dark attribute resistance +40%.


  


  * Additional 30% defense when hit in the lower body.


  


  


  *There is a high chance of ignoring the damage when the lower body is attacked.


  


  *There is a high chance of releasing ‘Thorn’ when the lower body is attacked. The sharp stone thorns will reflect 50% of the damage received and reduce the recovery effect.


  


  * The skill ‘White Tiger’s Attitude’ is generated.


  


  * The skill ‘White Tiger’s Cry’ is generated.


  


  * The skill ‘Howling!’ is generated.


  


  * The passive skill ‘Incarnation of Earth’ is generated.


  


  * Defense will increase by 10% in canyon terrain. 


  


  * The power of wide-area skills will increase by 20% in canyon terrain.


  


  * Decreases the target’s defense and magic resistance by 10% when encountering great demons weaker than rank 22.


  


  * If damage to the extent of destroying it is received, the durability is fixed to the minimum for 5 seconds. There is a 10% durability recovery after this effect is over (24 hours cooldown).


  


  ★The skill ‘Rock’ is generated.


  


  ★The skill ‘Earth God’ is generated.


  


  Gaiters made by Grid, a blacksmith comparable to a god. 


  


  They are gaiters that cover the pelvis to the knees but it has no effect on movement due to the high level technique, the materials used, and the soft elasticity of Greed. 


  


  Lined with ‘Enhanced Berith’s Leather,’ it has a high defense and dark attribute resistance. 


  


  The Strengthened White Tiger’s Breath further enhances the hardened properties of Berith’s Leather. In the process of Greed completely absorbing it, some of the abilities of the white tiger have been inadvertently implemented. 


  


  The Strengthened White Tiger’s Breath grants the wearer a mythical protection.


  


  Grid’s epics are contained in it.


  


  ★Once three set items are equipped, defense and health will increase by 10%.


  


  Conditions of Use: Grid.


  


  Weight: 600]


  


  [White Tiger’s Attitude Lv. 1]


  


  [Acquire the attitude of the white tiger.


  


  Attack power and movement is reduced by 80% and defense is increased by 198%.


  


  Skill Mana Cost: 17 per second.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 30 minutes.


  


  * Skills attached to myth rated items can be upgraded.]


  


  [White Tiger’s Cry Lv. 1]


  


  [Create an earthquake with a radius of 5 meters. 


  


  All objects within range are subjected to a ‘loss of balance’ status and a 13% reduction in defense, evasion, and accuracy. If the target is using a spell or skill, casting is forcibly cancelled.


  


  Mana Consumption: 1,500


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 10 minutes.


  


  * Skills attached to myth rated items can be upgraded.] 


  


  [Howling! Lv. 1]


  


  [Summons the image of the howling white tiger.


  


  All enemies within range of the white tiger’s howl will stiffen for at least one second to a maximum of seven seconds while allies will have their defense increased by 10%.


  


  Mana Consumption: 2,000


  


  Cooldown Time: 12 hours.


  


  * Skills attached to myth rated items can be upgraded.]


  


  [Rock Lv. 1]


  


  [Make your body as solid as a rock.


  


  Release any abnormal states that you are experiencing.


  


  Immunity to all damage for two seconds. However, all speeds are reduced by 50%.


  


  If used in combination with White Tiger’s Attitude, you will be immune to all damage for four seconds. However, all speeds are reduced by 70% and you can’t move.


  


  Mana Cost: 1,000 per second.


  


  Cooldown Time: 1 hour.


  


  * Skills attached to myth rated items can be upgraded.] 


  


  [Earth God]


  


  [A conditional passive.


  


  Assimilate with the breath of the white tiger.


  


  While stepping on the ground, there is a very low probability of gaining control of the ground. 


  


  You can change the shape of the land by consuming 2,000 mana. The changed land will be retained for 30 seconds.


  


  3,000 mana can be consumed to turn a target within a 10 meter radius into stone. The target who becomes a stone won’t be able to do anything. In addition, there will be immunity to all damage.


  


  Activates the ‘Pillar Release’ skill when attacking. The giant stone pillar has a blasting effect of up to 5 meters. The damage applied is 50% of the weapon’s attack power.


  


  * If you die while in the Earth God state, the wrath of the white tiger will occur.


  


  * Skills attached to myth rated items can be upgraded.] 


  


  “Wow...” The members of the Twelve Zodiacs closed their mouths. From the standpoint of someone who lived for hundreds or thousands of years, Grid’s gaiters were extraordinary. The gold border and white mineral that decorated the black sheet metal...


  


  Due to the energy of the white tiger, it obviously boasted a tremendous performance at first glance.


  


  “Sigh...” Grid was restoring his breathing. He confirmed that there were still nine hours left for the cooldown of the Open Potential skill to end. Grid spoke to the speechless members of the Twelve Zodiacs, “Let’s make your items next. First, I’ll make a new spear, crown, and cloak for Kyeongja.”


  


  “...!”


  


  The Twelve Zodiacs were comparable to the yangbans in physical strength alone. They neglected tools like animals. In fact, apart from Kyeongja, Blue Tiger and Tosun only covered important parts with a single leaf. The faces of the Twelve Zodiacs turned blue. They realized the importance of items by looking at the gaiters made by Grid.
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  [Strange Magic Power Stone]


  


  [Rating: Myth


  


  Type: Consumable


  


  Can increase the rating of the target item to the same rating as the stone.


  


  Weight: 1]


  


  ‘It is fortunate.’


  


  Gru, Naeun, Hangyeol, Harang, and Garam—Grid held the Strange Magic Power Stone that had grown with the death of five yangbans and was relieved. Thanks to the myth rating of the White Tiger Gaiters, the need to consume the stone had disappeared.


  


  ‘I’m a little less nervous now.’


  


  After a long period of work and pleasant sweating, Grid’s mind became lighter. His body and spirit that had been exhausted by the ongoing battle with the yangbans had finally regained the sense of everyday life. Yes, this was normal. The last few weeks had been unusually difficult.


  


  Calm down. Enjoy things.


  


  Again and again, Grid smiled brightly.


  


  “I will make you all stronger than you are now.” Grid approached the sacred creatures favorably. It was an act that stemmed from a deep liking.


  


  Kyeongja, Tosun, Blue Tiger, and the toothless tigers...


  


  All of them were friends he didn’t hate. They were great beings and comrades he would fight together with in the future. Grid guessed that the battle of the Twelve Zodiacs was starting now.


  


  ‘Blue Tiger is a descendant of the white tiger.’


  


  It was important to note that two of the Twelve Zodiacs were descendants of the Four Gods other than the red phoenix. The gods that the Twelve Zodiacs served weren't just the red phoenix, it was all of the Four Gods. In the old days, the Twelve Zodiacs would’ve been scattered all over the north, east, south, and west. However, once all of the Four Gods were sealed, they gathered and hid here. They might be locked up by the Hwan Kingdom.


  


  Ttang! Ttang!


  


  Grid started making a trident. He had interacted with the water clan people for a long time and made quite a few tridents. Therefore, he had pretty good production methods. He also had experience in fighting and winning against Kyeongja. He knew her combat style and could infer what type of weapon she needed. It wasn’t information given by a specific skill or stat. It was the power of experience and knowledge that Grid had accumulated.


  


  ‘Kelov’s Trident should be good.’


  


  Kelov's Trident was somewhat strange because the end of the spear was bent It was designed to pull the target but was sometimes used as a support to create variables in combat. Kyeongja had a habit of pointing her tail at the ground. She used her fearsome tail as a substitute for her legs and to overcome the limitations of her short legs.


  


  ‘If she can support herself with her weapon as well as her tail, she’ll have a stronger fighting style.’


  


  The cloak would undoubtedly be Lantier’s Cloak. Since Kyeongja enjoyed land-base combat, the armor that could be equipped was limited to a helmet and cloak. Thus, it was necessary to maximize the defense.


  


  ‘Humans are the best, at least in terms of items.’


  


  Grid thanked the human body that could move freely when covered with armor and once again focused on his work.


  


  The flames of the white phosphorus wood hadn’t disappeared after smelting the White Tiger’s Breath and Greed. Black iron was melted in it and became the unique rated Kelov’s Trident. The legendary rated Lantier’s Cloak was successfully made by tanning and cutting the Fury Minotaur’s Leather and Camellia Lord’s Leather.


  


  ‘Wait.’


  


  Grid was about to make the Cone Helmet when he stopped.


  


  ‘Is this okay?’


  


  The helmet called the Cone Helmet had excellent defense. As long as the precondition of ‘black iron trained for several days and nights’ was met, it showed a high defense even if Belial's Leather wasn’t mixed in. There was just a fatal problem—the appearance was rubbish. It became a joke because it made the wearer look silly and gave room for a ‘pathetic vilification.’


  


  This was why the Cone Helmet was a degraded item. The rating of an item was usually fixed or was capable of growth but the Cone Helmet had the side effect of the rating dropping. It was just because of the appearance.


  


  ‘...It does seem like it.’


  


  Grid paused in trimming the tip of the helmet and frowned. He could put the crown on the helmet thanks to the First King title but it was different for Kyeongja. If she wore this on her head then he was afraid people would take her for a fool. There was even a possibility that the faith toward her would be weakened.


  


  ‘Even if it is a bit lacking in defense, I need to give the right helmet... I think Kyeongja likes a crown so I’ll make a crown.’


  


  The crown had a lot of additional stats in exchange for low defense. It wasn’t bad as the next best thing.


  


  It happened when Grid’s troubles were deepening...


  


  Kyeongja stood next to Grid and watched his work with shining eyes. “Cool...! The crown is cool! The sharp points remind me of my dead husband’s teeth! I want to wear it quickly!”


  


  “......” It was a heart-breaking sentiment.


  


  Grid once again accelerated his work. He spent nine hours trying to complete the spear, helmet, and cloak before the cooldown of Open Potential ended. It was a leap forward compared to the days when he took more than one day to create unique or higher rated items. It was thanks to Duke of Fire. The passive skill Fire of Willpower that doubled his working speed made it feasible.


  


  “The energy of the tiger is soaring!”


  


  How long had it been? Old equipment that had been gifted by humans a long time ago. In place of those who had lost their seasons, the newly armed rat queen cheered with red cheeks. Her eyes were so shiny that she could fire lasers.


  


  “Myong! Myong! Myong! Hooray, Her Majesty!”


  


  “Myong! Myong! Myong! Hooray, human friend!”


  


  The rat queen’s servants stomped their feet and shouted. Their cheers for Grid and the rat queen were loud but the birds in the forest didn’t leave. Rather, than chirped together to form a chorus. It was a glimpse of the nature-friendly nature of the spirits.


  


  


  [Affinity with ‘Kyeongja of the Twelve Zodiacs’ has increased by 50.]


  


  [The subordinates who follow Kyeongja have become your allies.]


  


  [All the rats in the world will come to know your name.]


  


  Then the spear stabbed by Kyeongja caused a stir in the atmosphere. It was an admirable blow in all aspects of speed and power. It seemed superior to Garam’s spear.


  


  ‘This is one of the Twelve Zodiacs...’


  


  They were classified as half-gods but they were born from true faith, unlike the yangbans. Since they were animals, their instincts were stronger than their sense of reason and there were many physical shortcomings, but they still looked great in Grid’s eyes. Grid wanted to be companions with the Twelve Zodiacs. He wanted to use their strength to overcome the challenges of the East Continent that still remained. Grid frankly expressed this wish, “It is a gift so we can fight together in the future. Help me. I want to resurrect the remaining Four Gods.”


  


  It would’ve been much more effective to add the words ‘for the peace of the world.’ However, Grid didn’t add anything. The reason for Grid’s attempt to revive the remaining Four Gods included private intentions for personal gain.


  


  Kyeongja hugged Grid again and again. “Good human... You just have to ask and I will do it.”


  


  [Affinity with ‘Kyeongja of the Twelve Zodiacs’ has increased by 20.]


  


  [You have built a full alliance with Kyeongja of the Twelve Zodiacs.]


  


  [Even the rats in the sewers will help you and the Overgeared Kingdom.]


  


  ...


  


  ..


  


  !!


  


  [★ The plague that was supposed to break out in some small villages of the Overgeared Kingdom have disappeared. ★]


  


  [★ Rats who live in the Overgeared Kingdom have started to care about cleanliness. ★]


  


  “...!”


  


  The result was more than expected. He became a true companion to Kyeongja and the rat race itself entered an alliance with the Overgeared Kingdom. Some might laugh at the thought of being allies with rats but Grid thought differently. The plague that could’ve happened disappeared with the cooperation of the rats. If he used it in reverse, he could cause plagues in other kingdoms.


  


  ‘Still, there will be a price to pay.’


  


  Grid summoned Overgeared Corn to increase his stamina recovery and pulled out hard bread and lukewarm water to relieve his hunger. The Open Potential skill can now be used again so he planned to make the shoulder guards immediately. The material was naturally Greed and the White Tiger’s Breath.


  


  Tosun stared as Grid once again ignited the furnace and asked, “God of Virtue, why don’t you join the breaths of different attributes together?”


  


  It was a good idea. If he joined two breaths into one then one item would have two attributes. Of course, Grid had tried it. However—


  


  “No, the auras of the breath aren’t harmonious and conflict with each other.”


  


  The different attributes of the breaths collided with each other but this wasn’t the real problem. The fundamental problem was that the melting point of the breaths was different. Even if Grid attempted to create two different temperatures in the furnace, it was impossible to fuse two breaths together.


  


  ‘...No.’


  


  It was impossible at the time when he was a ‘human’ blacksmith. What if he was a blacksmith comparable to a god for a while? 


  


  Grid had wondered why humans had two nipples. He was reminded that human beings were modeled after a god so the appearance of the gods and humans was the same.


  


  The blacksmith god, Hexetia, was also human in appearance. He had two nipples. Each of the nipples ignited flames of different colors. The left nipple had a blue fire while the right nipple had a red fire. They were flames with a different temperature.


  


  'Nipples... Two... Different temperature flames...’


  


  The puzzle pieces joined together in Grid’s head.


  


  ‘If I also light up my nipples... Bullshit.’


  


  It was wrong. Grid shook his head and cleared his mind.


  


  ‘The skill that is comparable to a god, dexterity, the skill effects, and two different flames...’


  


  There was no reason to place flames on his nipples. He could do it in the furnace. He could light two furnaces at the same time and use the bellows at the same time.


  


  ‘It is worth the challenge.’


  


  The bottom line was that Grid started to create one more portable furnace. His face and body were quickly covered with sweat but he was smiling. On the other hand, the expressions of the Twelve Zodiacs and the tigers were stiff. It was because Grid’s state seemed strange as he kept repeating ‘nipples’ to himself.


  


  “Aheung. Maybe it is estrus.”


  


  The male tigers understood.
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  Kars had been heavily damaged by the invasion of the yangbans but the restoration was completed in just a few days. This was due to the Cho Kingdom’s excellent technology, the protection of the red phoenix, and the active help of the players.


  


  That’s right—the players didn’t leave Kars. They stood by the people of Kars during their most difficult time. It was the same for Hera, the doctor. Despite already making the medicine she needed, she remained in Kars and did her best to treat the wounded. She comforted those who had lost their families. In the minds of the players, hostility toward the Hwan Kingdom was established.


  


  “Never! You must never spread this and have to absolutely keep it a secret! Understood?" Before leaving Kars, Hera emphasized to the players again and again. 


  


  At this point, some wondered if she was a parrot. The players looked tired as they patted Hera’s back.


  


  “I understand. Now that you know, go quickly.”


  


  Over the past few days, Hera and the players had formed a close bond. They had joined forces to resist the yangbans and to help the people of Kars with one heart. They had stayed in Kars because they had the similar tendency of being unable to turn away from those who were struggling. Thus, it was natural to get close.


  


  “Are you sure?!”


  


  “Sigh, look. I don’t like Grid but I don’t have the guts to turn him into an enemy. Don’t worry, we will never talk about what Grid is doing on the East Continent.”


  


  Grid was so strong that he couldn’t be compared to the time of the Berith raid and he was also accompanied by the legendary great magician Braham. The players in Kars unintentionally learned a lot of information but they didn’t want to talk about it. It was natural to be careful because their position was high. The people here were mostly rankers. There were many people with things to lose.


  


  “Good. Then I’ll see you next time. If you experience anything hard then please contact me.”


  


  Hera finally left Kars. Once she learned that the man who helped her—Kentrick—was Grid, she wanted to help Grid in this way.


  


  ‘I didn’t know he was so righteous.’


  


  The general public thought that the supreme one was a lofty being. Before discussing good and evil, he was like a figure in a different world. She had thought the supreme one wouldn’t be interested in the ordinary lives of ordinary people.


  


  However, the appearance of the supreme person she actually met was completely different from her imagination. He was the first to reach out to the weak who even ordinary people ignored and embraced them while also not condemning those who ignored the weak. He was fighting for someone as best as he could, without revealing who he was, even in the face of few witnesses.


  


  ‘How can he do that...’


  


  She heard that he had lived an unhappy life. A psychologist she saw on TV analyzed that Grid would have a deep inferiority and desire for compensation. He was considered to be a person who couldn’t empathize with others and only lived for himself. That person was a quack. The reality of Grid was completely different. Such a person was really rare in the world and was worthy of great respect.


  


  ‘May your path be full of blessings.’ Hera’s short prayer was just the beginning. In the future, more people would pray to Grid.


  


  ***


  


  Grid had been faithful to every moment. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that he always did his best. The same was true in the days when he wasn’t yet successful. He just failed because he lacked talent and didn’t even have luck. However, now he had found his talent. He had a little bit of bad luck but it was enough to be ignored.


  


  ‘I couldn’t try it back then.’


  


  Grid created a new portable furnace and recalled the competition with Hexetia. Despite the fact that his reliance on the God Hands was absolute at that time, Grid had sacrificed the God Hands. He gave up on the experience accumulated by the God Hands and melted it to make the materials of a sword. He judged that this was the only chance of winning. 


  


  Grid was the best at that time. Yes, it was the best. He saw that there was nothing more. He had ruled out joining two breaths together. He judged that it was impossible. At that time, it had been technically impossible to fuse two breaths together. 


  


  ‘I thought it wouldn’t be possible due to the system.’


  


  The breaths of the Four Gods were the highest rated crafting materials. Items made with a single breath gave birth to a myth rating. Combining two breaths to make an item? It would make an item outside the range of common sense. Grid had been convinced that the S.A Group who liked balance wouldn’t just watch.


  


  Now things were different. Grid’s technique had evolved and the strength of his enemies was beyond common sense. Creating an item with two breaths seemed theoretically and systemically possible. Of course, it was just a possibility.


  


  “Sigh.”


  


  Grid’s expression was tense as he took a deep breath. He firmly prepared himself in front of the portable furnaces, one to the left and one to the right.


  


  ‘It will be a different level of difficulty similar to double casting.’


  


  He had Belial’s Staff that allowed triple casting. There was a time when Braham used it while possessing Grid. However, Grid didn’t use it. Grid didn’t have the talent to take advantage of Belial’s Staff. Grid couldn’t properly use the double casting, let alone the triple casting. In order to double cast, he had to chant one spell in his head while speaking the other one. It was difficult with Grid’s brains.


  


  It wouldn’t be easy to smelt two minerals at the same time. In order to adjust the temperatures of the two furnaces differently, it was necessary to move the bellows with his feet in a different manner. In order to melt the breaths in two furnaces at the same time, the movements of both hands couldn’t be the same. Since each breath had a different tempering method, the movement required was different. In other words, he had to move his limbs separately. Every action had to be grounded. 


  


  ‘There is a bigger problem.’


  


  The task of taking the two breaths out of the furnace and tempering them into one. This task should be completed in 30 seconds. It was because even for minerals melted at high temperatures, the surface would quickly harden as long as it was exposed to room temperature for more than 20 seconds. It was necessary to fuse them into one perfect shape before the two breaths were fully hardened.


  


  ‘If it fails then I’ll have to throw away one of my breaths.’


  


  In order to separate the combined breaths, it would have to be dissolved again. In the process, one breath would be damaged and lose its value.


  


  ‘No, don’t think about failure.’


  


  


  Grid shook off the negative thoughts. He reminded himself that he had one advantage over Hexetia. It was the presence of the God Hands. Not only did the God Hands inherit some of Grid’s stats, they had some blacksmithing ability.


  


  ‘I can use the God Hands’ assistance in the tempering process.’


  


  They could also help in the task of regulating the temperature of the furnaces. Increasing the temperature to a certain level was only possible by Grid but maintaining the temperature for a while was enough for the God Hands.


  


  ‘If the hands press the pedals instead, I can rest my legs in the middle. Then focus on the movements of both hands and extract the melted minerals at the same time...’


  


  He was forced to focus on his subsequent work. Could he fuse two minerals into a complete one in 30 seconds...? Grid’s calculations were breathtaking. Based on the dexterity and skills that were enhanced when Blacksmith’s Skill Comparable to a God was activated, it was possible to complete it in 29~36 seconds.


  


  ‘If I had six more seconds then I would be able to do it perfectly.’


  


  A little bit more. He could focus on himself a bit more and do better. In the end, everything depended on himself.


  


  Grid threw firewood into the small stove of the portable furnace and it caught on fire. Since the firewood was the white phosphorus wood, there was an explosion and the surface of the furnace quickly turned red. Grid planned to fuse the White Tiger’s Breath and Blue Dragon’s Breath into one. Although there was the synergy of the white tiger’s defense and the red phoenix’s recovery, he wanted to finish the set item effect.


  


  ‘I already have the Blue Dragon’s Boots so if this item gains the set effect, I can aim for the blue dragon and white tiger sets at the same time.’


  


  Grid decided and took out the two breaths, about to put them in different furnaces.


  


  “Wait!” An unexpected voice stopped him.


  


  “That isn’t good.”


  


  It was Tosun.


  


  "What?" Grid was confused. It didn’t make sense for Tosun to react like this when she was the one who suggested he fuse two breaths together.


  


  Tosun told Grid to stop acting and Grid asked for an explanation. “The Four Gods are the guardian gods of humanity, born from the aspirations of humanity.”


  


  “So? Why do we have to talk about something we already know?”


  


  “The Four Gods are basically only kind to humans.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “They reveal their full personalities to non-human beings and the characters of the white tiger and blue dragon aren’t normal. They both have a strong heart. As long as they meet, a fight will happen.”


  


  “......”


  


  “The two gods have personalities that can’t be integrated. The same is true for the breaths of the two gods.”


  


  “...Did the white tiger win the last time they fought?”


  


  “How do you know...? This is a fact that only the Twelve Zodiacs who serve God White Tiger and God Blue Dragon know.”


  


  “That isn’t important...” 


  


  Grid had an uncomfortable look on his face.


  


  “Based on this, is the Black Tortoise’s Breath okay? I think the black tortoise’s personality is the most ferocious.”


  


  The only god associated with death and extinction, it had a habit of denying artificial substances so blacksmiths and created goods were considered bad. Grid was forced to feel negatively toward the black tortoise. He thought the Black Tortoise’s Breath wouldn’t be in harmony with the breath of the other gods.


  


  However, Tosun’s answer was surprising. “The personality of the black tortoise is the most gentle.”


  


  “...Ah, I see.”


  


  It wasn’t very credible but it was useless to discuss it anymore. How could he aimed to combine it with other breaths when at the moment, he couldn’t even properly manage the Black Tortoise’s Breath.


  


  ‘Then I will try the combination of the red phoenix and the white tiger.’


  


  It was unfortunate that he couldn’t aim for the blue dragon set effect but in fact, the combination of the red phoenix and white tiger was better. Grid fully controlled the temperature of the two furnaces and put in the White Tiger’s Breath and Red Phoenix’s Breath.


  


  Grid’s two legs were busily working the two furnaces. Grid didn’t rest and the breaths in the furnace started to melt.


  


  “God Hands!” Before moving his own hand, Grid asked for help. He left one furnace to the God Hands and focused on the movements of his arms. At the end of the task, the breaths that had melted to liquid appeared in the world. The two breaths were placed on the anvil and at the same time, Grid swung his hammer.


  


  ‘Please...!’


  


  Grid was desperate. He wanted better items. A stronger power!
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  ***


  


  Grid only recently recognized the importance of breathing.It was the type of enlightenment based on the accumulated experience of competing with masters seeking a moment’s gap between breathing in and breathing out.


  


  Grid took only 27 seconds to fuse the two smelted breaths into one.It was the fastest record ever.The time was two seconds faster than Grid’s theoretical maximum speed.It was an achievement that was attained due to the combination of highly developed technology and concentration.


  


  “Sigh.”


  


  Grid, who had held his breath for the sake of smooth movements, finally breathed out.There were goosebumps all over his body and his swollen muscles twitched.


  


  ‘This... It is normal to fail.’


  


  In the process of tempering and fusing the two breaths, Grid realized it.The convergence of breath and breath was inherently ‘impossible.’It wasn’t a matter of technique.It was clear that even God Hexetia would fail if he came out to attempt it. This wasn’t a level comparable to a god.


  


  Every one of the breaths with conflicting attributes desperately rejected each other. All the reactions that occurred at this time made the fusing itself impossible.The Red Phoenix’s Breath burned and destroyed itself while the White Tiger’s Breath was firmly entrenched in the ground, so there was no way to try it.It was like a providence that would never change.However—


  


  [The ‘White Tiger’s Breath that has absorbed the Red Phoenix’s’ has been completed!]


  


  Grid succeeded in fusing the two breaths.Was it because Grid’s blacksmithing technique surpassed Hexetia’s technique?Not at all.As mentioned earlier, ‘technique’ didn’t fuse the two breaths. It was impossible.There was only one reason why Grid was successful.


  


  He had the Red Phoenix’s 9th Heart.


  


  ‘The Red Phoenix’s Breath sacrificed itself for me.’


  


  The Red Phoenix’s Breath that refused to fuse with the White Tiger’s Breath and tried to burn itself suddenly changed its attitude. it suppressed the flames and accepted Grid’s hammering. Then it gradually permeated the White Tiger’s Breath.


  


  The Red Phoenix’s Breath abandoned its pride only for Grid’s sake and became submissive to the White Tiger’s Breath.The White Tiger’s Breath was satisfied with it and absorbed the Red Phoenix’s Breath.This was why the name of the merged breath was ‘White Tiger’s Breath that has absorbed the Red Phoenix’s.’The brilliant white bead contained a flame that wouldn’t go out and was technically classified as a White Tiger’s Breath.


  


  ‘It isn’t a complete fusion...’


  


  The result that Grid wanted was simple.It was to create a whole new breath that had the full function of the Red Phoenix’s Breath and the White Tiger’s Breath.However, the actual result was different from his wish.While the function of the White Tiger was more powerful than the whole, only around half the Red Phoenix’s Breath’s function was implemented.


  


  [White Tiger’s Breath that has absorbed the Red Phoenix’s]


  


  [It has absorbed the energy of the red phoenix and the power of the white tiger has been reborn in a stronger manner.Just by keeping it in the inventory, the earth attribute resistance will increase by 60%, fire resistance by 20%, and health recovery by 10%.


  


  It can be used to infuse items with the powerful aura of the white tiger.]


  


  The results differed from his intentions but Grid wasn’t disappointed.


  


  ‘This isn’t a failure.’


  


  No, quite the opposite.The fire resistance of the Strengthened Red Phoenix’s Breath was 40% while the earth resistance of the Strengthened White Tiger’s Breath was 40%.The fire resistance of the White Tiger’s Breath that has absorbed the Red Phoenix’s might be relatively low but it also improved the earth resistance and added the option of increasing health recovery.


  


  ‘At this point, the defense option will be much higher than I intended.’


  


  


  It was expected that since the Red Phoenix’s Breath could be absorbed, the Blue Dragon’s Breath and Black Tortoise’s Breath could also absorb it.


  


  ‘The red phoenix gave me so much.’


  


  If he hadn’t resurrected the red phoenix, he wouldn’t have succeeded fusing the breaths together in his lifetime.Grid was once again grateful to the red phoenix and smelted the White Tiger’s Breath that has absorbed the Red Phoenix’s together with Greed in the furnace.From now on, it was a full-scale production.


  


  ‘There are two forms of shoulder guards.’


  


  It was divided into the wing-like shape and a rounded shape.The former felt like it covered the shoulders while the latter wrapped around the shoulders.Most of the shoulder guards circulating the market had the former shape.It wasn’t as functional. It was just because it was easier to make.


  


  On the other hand, the shoulder-wrapped shoulder guards weren’t easy to make.Only craftsmen, the most skilled craftsmen, would be able to create the round shoulder guards that wrapped firmly around the shoulders.Naturally, Grid planned to produce the round shoulder guards.


  


  Mobility, toughness, durability, etc.Compared to the winged shoulder guards, the round ones had more advantages.


  


  ‘The only downside is that it isn’t glamorous.’


  


  Most nobles and royalty loved the winged shoulder guards. They used it to show off their wealth by painting the shoulder guards that stretched from side to side a gold or silver color or put various gems on them.Even so, Grid wasn’t in a position to be extravagant. He was in a position to be stronger by making more practical equipment rather than showy equipment.He was a king who spent more time on the front lines than in the palace.


  


  A powerful recoil occurred as Grid hammered the mixture of Greed and the breath.The White Tiger’s Breath, which threatened Grid by releasing thorns every time it was hit, started to emit even more ferocious thorns.The sharp stones protruded and aimed at Grid’s neck, wrists, arms, and chest.


  


  Of course, Grid wouldn’t be smoothly hit.In the past, when the White Tiger Sword was first made, he had been seriously hit by these thorns. Then the years passed and Grid grew.


  


  “Hey hey. Relax.”


  


  Grid didn’t even blink as he avoided the sudden attack of the thorns.Every time the mineral was hammered, he responded to the thorns that soared at irregular points.


  


  “...”


  


  The mineral subsided.It was hit by the hammer and no longer fired thorns.It wasn’t for such a beautiful reason like it decided to submit to Grid when he kept avoiding the surprise attacks.It was because every time Grid hammered, Greed started to show its presence.It was an absolute mineral with infinite durability, suppressing the breath and blocking the release of the thorns.


  


  Grid’s mouth curved upwards.


  


  “You should be moderately mischievous.”


  


  The ‘blacksmith’ Grid wasn’t tired.It might be different after it was finished but he had never collapsed in the middle of his work.As Grid’s hammering increased, the breath resisted more violently but it was useless.In the face of the infinite siege of Grid and Greed, it gradually lost momentum and was encroached on by Greed.


  


  This was it.


  


  “Good.”


  


  Greed and the breath had become complete.The smiling Grid started to make the shoulder guards.His goal was a lifetime item.Grid wantedto make perfect shoulder guards with the specs of a king that would be used for the rest of his life.




  Chapter 1192


  The Five Seniors gathered in one place.


  


  Pungsa sat on the left while Usa and Unsa were on the right. Hanul’s absence was covered by his son, Sobyeol, who was also a member of the Five Seniors.


  


  “The red phoenix has been resurrected... well, it can’t be helped. These things had already happened.” Sobyeol’s expression as he raised his chin was a bit sour. It differed from when he said it wasn’t a big deal after hearing the news of the resurrection of the old god, who was the real owner of the land.


  


  Pungsa frowned. “The resurrection of the red phoenix has resulted in the loss of the south’s faith. The children will weaken after a long time of hard work building up their strength. How can you be so casual?”


  


  “You mean the yangbans who died to humans despite building up the divinity of a god? Do you need to keep those useless beings in mind?”


  


  “Sobyeol, be careful of your words. It isn’t right to slander the children Hanul made with a deep meaning.”


  


  “How is it slander when I’m just telling the truth? Pungsa, look at things objectively. In the first place, they were incompetent and killed by humans. Thus, they couldn’t prevent the resurrection of the red phoenix. How can they be called yangbans?”


  


  “Don’t forget that even Hanul and us have experienced failure and were expelled to this land. Everyone will suffer from failure and grow from the scars. We aren’t here to disparage the children but to discuss the punishment of the red phoenix.”


  


  “In this situation, how are we going to handle the red phoenix?”


  


  Just then, Sobyeol’s gaze turned to the entrance of the great hall.


  


  Jingle, jingle...


  


  They saw Chiyou entering with the warm wind from the south. He sat down comfortably in the great hall but the Five Seniors felt the pressure of being ‘trapped’ in the great hall. Pungsa’s expression crumpled but Sobyeol still remained calm. “No matter how long it has been, don’t forget the deal. In return for your help, we promise you death.”


  


  “...”


  


  “Chiyou, you must be looking forward to this situation. You believe the man who killed Garam is qualified to kill a god. You will never tolerate our intervention. Isn't that right, Chiyou?”


  


  Jingle.


  


  Chiyou turned his head. “That's right, I have no intention of sending you down to the human world.”


  


  His tone sounded like the Five Seniors were completely beneath him. It was unpleasant to hear every time. Pungsa’s face reddened while Unsa and Usa closed their eyes and ears. In the end, Pungsa couldn’t bear it and raised his voice.


  


  “Do you mean we should leave the human who harmed the children alone?”


  


  “Yes,” Chiyou replied easily.


  


  Pungsa was speechless because of it. He gritted his teeth for a moment before replying, “...I understand. I’ll leave the human you speak of without retribution. It is just that the red phoenix should be resealed. We’ll go down to the human world and seal the red phoenix.”


  


  “I can’t allow that either.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Pungsa doubted his ears. He never dreamed that Chiyou’s attitude wouldn’t change despite Pungsa already giving in one step. Although he fully understood the intention behind protecting the human with the qualification of a god killer, he couldn’t understand why Chiyou would hinder the sealing of the red phoenix. “Reveal the reason for your rejection. I will refuse if it isn’t a convincing reason.”


  


  “The man who qualifies to be a god killer holds the red phoenix’s 9th heart.”


  


  “What?”


  


  Was this the human they couldn’t touch? It wasn’t only Pungsa who was amazed. It was the same for Usa and Unsa, who had remained silent until now. Even the always expressionless Sobyeol had slightly wide eyes. Chiyou spoke again, “Sealing the red phoenix will weaken the qualified human. I can’t allow the sealing of the red phoenix.”


  


  “...”


  


  Pungsa became speechless. However, the silence only lasted for a moment. He quickly asked Chiyou, who had an expression of triumph, “Surely you don’t mean to stop the yangbans from acting?”


  


  Humans who had the qualifications to be a god killer also meant they were eligible to be ‘real gods.’ It meant the human was one status higher than the yangbans, who were fake gods, so Chiyou had no right to stop the yangbans. The moment he blocked the yangbans, he would show that he questioned the human’s qualifications. Since Chiyou had stopped the Five Seniors in order to protect the uncertain object, he should be held responsible for the corresponding cleanup. 


  


  “...I won’t regulate the yangbans,” Chiyou responded with the expected answer.


  


  Pungsa’s lips curved upward. “Then it is okay.”


  


  There was a hierarchy in every society. The same humans didn’t have the same values. Some people were superior to others while some were inferior to others. It was also true for the gods. There were highs and lows among gods and naturally, there were highs and lows among the yangbans.


  


  The dead Garam killed by a human belonged to the high side. He was a particularly talented child and he stood out among the yangbans. Nevertheless, he wasn’t the best. He couldn’t keep calm and hone his skills. Garam had only recently started training in recent years.


  


  On the other hand, the remaining yangbans were different. They had been training steadily for many years even though they had a talent that was comparable to Garam. In particular, Mir stood out. It was natural since Mir was the special person who would fight against archangel Lifael in the future.


  


  ‘The reason why Hanul made the yangbans is to raise them to fight against the seven archangels. Out of the seven archangels, Lifael is an enemy that even I can’t deal with.’


  


  Pungsa remembered the adversity of the distant past while feeling hope for the future in Mir. Then he stated, “If the man who is qualified to be a god killer falls down without being able to surpass the yangbans, you can no longer stop us from acting.”


  


  “Okay. If he is going to encounter setbacks here then it means there is no point expecting anything or being obsessed.”


  


  The bells hanging from Chiyou’s neck made a clear sound. It was a lonely sound.


  


  ‘I am here. Come and give me the end.’


  


  Chiyou murmured like a song before leaving the great hall.


  


  ***


  


  “...?”


  


  Grid, who had been hammering while carefully envisioning the shape of the shoulder guards, suddenly stopped his actions. It was because of a certain voice from a far away place. He couldn’t hear what the voice said but he couldn’t get over it due to the deep emotions it contained.


  


  “Did you hear that?”


  


  Grid was briefly puzzled and turned to Braham for help. Braham had keen senses from controlling the mana in the atmosphere and Grid expected him to have captured the words. Braham responded like he didn’t understand.


  


  “What are you talking about?”


  


  “You didn’t hear that person talking?”


  


  “I didn’t hear anything.”


  


  ‘Did he doze off for a second?’


  


  Grid wondered and turned his head to the sacred creatures. However, Blue Tiger, Kyeongja, and Tosun responded in a similar manner.


  


  


  “We didn’t hear it either.”


  


  “Are you so tired that your hearing isn’t right?”


  


  The sacred creatures were genuinely concerned about Grid. It was natural to be worried when he had been working non-stop for two days now. For two days, Grid kept sweating and often had troubled expressions. Grid shook his head. “No, It’s fine if you didn’t hear it.”


  


  He wasn’t hearing things. Obviously, someone had said something. Nevertheless, now was the time to focus. Grid gave up on his doubts and resumed the paused work.


  


  The passive skills such as Blacksmith’s Patience, Blacksmith’s Breath, and the title effect of Duke of Fire were applied at the same time, dramatically improving Grid’s work efficiency. Lightning fell on the Greed that had absorbed two breaths. It was a hammer wielded by a blacksmith comparable to a god.


  


  Greed was divided into two exact parts. Grid first smelted one piece of Greed by placing it in the furnace. He pulled out the metal and tempered it again and again.


  


  Ttang!Ttang!Ttang!


  


  The number of hammerings increased and Greed’s appearance changed. It turned into a complete octagonal plate. It looked like dragon scales that had been separated entirely.


  


  ‘It is the real thing from here on.’


  


  Fold the iron plate to make it look like it wrapped around his shoulders. It felt like something round. It wasn’t paper or a steel plate but Greed, the hardest metal on the planet. Grid’s hammering became cautious. He tapped the edge of the iron plate gently like he was stroking Irene.


  


  The God Hands were also busy. He spread out the piece of Berith’s Leather that remained after making the gaiters on another anvil and started to tan them. 50% of Grid’s dexterity and strength were applied to the God Hands and they had mastered Advanced Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship. Thus, they were just as skilled as a craftsman. Grid had a 20% increase in his dexterity stat thanks to the Blacksmith Skill Comparable to a God so they were even more remarkable.


  


  Bam!Ttang!Bam!Ttang!


  


  Every time the four hammers slammed down, the damaged parts of Berith’s Leather were soon repaired. By the time Grid completely created the shape of one shoulder guard, it had already been restored. Of course, it wasn’t perfect. It was hard for a blacksmith’s craftsmanship to fully restore Berith’s Leather. Still, this alone was enough.


  


  “Okay. Well done.”


  


  Grid retrieved the leather from the God Hands and directly started tanning. He perfectly restored the leather that had almost been completely restored by the God Hands. It took only 10 minutes. This process was 10 times faster than when Grid was working alone. It meant the God Hands helped a lot.


  


  “Greed...” Braham murmured.


  


  As one of the creators of pavranium, which was the originator of Greed, he felt regret every time he saw Greed. He was both glad and disappointed that the pavranium he made together with that Pagma had disappeared from the world. It was good to see the traces of his time with Pagma cleared but it was bitter that his achievement had disappeared.


  


  As Braham was staring at the mineral, Grid’s voice permeated his ears, “I was going to name it Gravurnum.“ [1]


  


  “...?”


  


  “Then I thought about it and figured that it was ill-conceived to name it Gravurnum. Gravurnum, it will be the name of our new mineral, rebuilt with Greed.”


  


  “......”


  


  Braham’s heart was pierced. It was a feeling that felt strange and still unfamiliar. However, it wasn’t unpleasant just because it was strange.


  


  “Is it supposed to be the ‘G’ in Grid and the ‘Ra’ in Braham?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  ‘Our’ mineral...


  


  Braham shrugged as he barely held back his smile.


  


  “Well, name it whatever you want. However, I will have to study it until it has a performance that is acceptable to me. It could be a month or a year. No, it could be 10 or 100 years.” 


  


  “10 years? 100 years?”


  


  “Yes... so don’t die until then.”


  


  “No, how can it be 100 years?”


  


  Grid frowned at Braham’s absurd words and hit the metal with the hammer for the last time. The shoulder guards were completed.


  


  [The production of the ‘Shoulder Guards of the White Tiger with the Protection of the Red Phoenix’ is successful.]


  


  [A myth rated item is produced, permanently increasing all stats by 30!]


  


  [The Blacksmith’s Skill Comparable to a God is a temporarily activated skill. The number of times a myth rated item is created won’t accumulate.]


  


  [The energy of the white tiger has surged and blessed Blue Tiger. Blue Tiger, the descendant of the white tiger, is stronger than ever.]


  


  “...Blue Tiger, haven’t you benefited a lot today?”


  


  “A-Aheung. I’ll give you my skin as a token of my gratitude...”


  


  “I was joking. Congratulations, truly.”


  


  “Thank you, heung...”


  


  The subsequent work continued. Unlike Kyeongja, who could equip a weapon, a helmet, and a cloak, Blue Tiger could only wear one equipment and Tosun only two. Grid made a durumagi [2] for Blue Tiger and a traditional bamboo hat and jeogori [3] for Tosun. Then he turned his gaze to the northern horizon.


  


  )()


  


  At the far north was the Xing Kingdom.


  


  The Xing Kingdom was a place where the Black Tortoise Jewel was kept, which meant it was the kingdom where the black tortoise was sealed.


  


  ‘I will make the remaining helmet and gloves while moving. I should go slowly.’


  


  It was rare to lose money because of his diligence.


  


  Grid packed up and asked Blue Tiger, “Will you gather those of the Twelve Zodiacs who served the black tortoise? I’d like to ask some questions.”


  


  [1] Making a slight change from Grivurnum to Gravurnum


  


  [2] Durumagi: a type of traditional Korean overcoat. Link: https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Durumagi


  


  [3] Jeogori: Basic upper garment for the hanbok, traditional Korean clothing. Link: https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jeogori
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  [Shoulder Guards of the White Tiger with the Protection of the Red Phoenix]


  


  [Rating: Myth


  


  Set Item (White Tiger Set/Red Phoenix Set)


  


  Durability: Infinite Defense: 902


  


  * Earth attribute resistance +80%.


  


  * Fire attribute resistance +40%.


  


  * Dark attribute resistance +40%.


  


  * There is a 70% reduction in the chances of a shoulder injury.


  


  * Additional 15% defense when hit in the upper body.


  


  * When hit in the upper body, there is a low chance of ignoring damage.]


  


  “...!”


  


  The shoulder guards were after all, a shoulder protector. Due to the limited protection range itself, there was a limit to the performance. Grid had seen and made countless shoulder guards but he had rarely seen one with more than 300 defense.


  


  ‘Yet this one is 902?’


  


  Grid was astounded when he checked the details of the shoulder guards. He didn’t know the White Tiger’s Breath that has absorbed the Red Phoenix’s would produce such a great result.


  


  ‘If I made it into armor, it would’ve had at least 2,300 defense?’


  


  It wasn’t an exaggeration at all. The armor ranks in order were armor, gaiters, helmet, boots, shoulder guards, and gloves. Of course, one couldn’t just classify it as ‘armor is the most important thing.’ There were unique effects for every area of armor and all of them were valid. The unique effect of the shoulder guards was to lower the possibility of a shoulder injury.


  


  Considering that the part of the body most frequently impacted during combat was the shoulders, the shoulder guards’ function was highly regarded. In fact, Grid’s injuries were mostly concentrated on the shoulders. During the fight against the yangbans, he had barely supported his shoulders with the God Hands.


  


  Grid’s heart filled with hope.


  


  ‘Perhaps I might be able to survive the rebound of 300,000 Army Swordsmanship.’


  


  There was a 70% reduction in the chance of a shoulder injury. This was really big. It was seven times higher than normal shoulder guards. Grid smiled before checking the following information.


  


  [*There is a high chance of releasing ‘Thorn’ when hit in the torso. The Thorn of Hot Stone will reflect 60 percent of the damage done to the target while preventing healing for at least one second up to three seconds.


  


  * The skill ‘White Tiger’s Posture Engulfed in Flames’ has been generated.


  


  * The skill ‘White Tiger’s Cry Throwing Up Flames’ is generated.


  


  * The skill ‘Howling!’ is generated.


  


  * The passive skill ‘Incarnation of Earth’ is generated.


  


  * Defense will increase by 10% in canyon terrain. 


  


  * The power of wide-area skills will increase by 20% in canyon terrain.


  


  * Decreases the target’s defense and magic resistance by 10% when encountering great demons weaker than rank 22.


  


  * If damage to the extent of destroying it is received, the durability is fixed to the minimum for 5 seconds. There is a 10% durability recovery after this effect is over (24 hours cooldown).


  


  ★The skill ‘Rock’ is generated.


  


  ★The skill ‘Earth God’ is generated.


  


  ★ White Tiger Set Effect


  


  Once three set items are equipped, defense and health will increase by 10%.


  


  ★ Red Phoenix Set Effect


  


  Once two set items are equipped, health recovery rate will increase by 20%. Once four set items are equipped, health recovery rate will increase by 40%. 


  


  Conditions of Use: Grid.


  


  Weight: 450]


  


  “...”


  


  Since the main item was the White Tiger’s Breath, there were many options that overlapped with the Gaiters of the White Tiger supporting Heaven and Earth. The durability of Greed might be infinite but the effect of recovering durability was due to the effect of the epics. Howling! and Rock were completely consistent with the same skills attached to the gaiters. Thus, the cooldown time was shared and they could be viewed as ‘useless options.’


  


  However, the story was different when it came to Earth God. In the case of Earth God which had a probability of activating while stepping on the ground, the probability of activation was raised due to the probability of the gaiters and shoulder guards overlapping. In addition, White Tiger’s Posture Engulfed in Flames and White Tiger’s Cry Throwing Up Flames were judged as completely different skills from White Tiger’s Attitude and White Tiger’s Cry.


  


  [White Tiger’s Posture Engulfed in Flames Lv. 1]


  


  [Take the posture of the white tiger.


  


  The Red Phoenix’s Breath will create flames that inflict 6,000 fire damage per second (half the damage against players). Attack power is reduced by 80% and you are unable to move, but defense will increase by 198% and health recovery increased by 50%.


  


  Skill Mana Cost when Activated : 50 per second.


  


  Cooldown Time: 1 hour.


  


  * This skill doesn’t share a cooldown with White Tiger’s Attitude.


  


  * Skills attached to myth rated items can be upgraded.]


  


  [White Tiger’s Cry Throwing Up Flames Lv. 1]


  


  [Creates an earthquake in a five meter radius and releases flames in front of it. 


  


  All targets within range are subjected to a ‘loss of balance’ status and there is a 15% reduction in defense, evasion, and accuracy. If the target is using a spell or skill, casting is forcibly cancelled. Any targets hit by the fire will lose stamina.


  


  Mana Consumption: 2,000.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 30 minutes.


  


  * This skill doesn’t share a cooldown with White Tiger’s Cry.


  


  * Skills attached to myth rated items can be upgraded.] 


  


  “...”


  


  Grid read the details of the shoulder guards over and over again. It was to make sure he hadn’t read anything wrong and that there wasn’t a misunderstanding. Yet no matter how many times he read it, the contents didn’t change. There were no misunderstandings.


  


  Grid quietly wore the shoulder guards on both shoulders. Two sharp protrusions like the white tiger’s fangs shot in the direction of the sky, putting a sense of pressure on the shoulder guards that could seem somewhat dull.


  


  ‘Ah.’


  


  Grid was thrilled. He could feel the protection of the Four Gods and the heart of Khan from the armor, gaiters, gloves, and boots enveloping him tightly and he felt his uneasiness being washed away. He vaguely felt protected.


  


  “Human!”


  


  It happened while Grid was moving his body around.


  


  


  “Did you want to meet us?”


  


  New members of the Twelve Zodiacs emerged. They were a horse, a chicken, a pig, and a snake. The snake was 2 meters long and she raised her waist to be eye level with Grid.


  


  “If you wanted to see us, you should’ve come to us and politely asked for a meeting. What is with calling us to meet you?”


  


  The snake with no limbs wagged her tongue in a threatening manner.


  


  “You are a very nasty human. Us Twelve Zodiacs might love humans but for ignorant humans like you, it is better to start with a beating. Now, stick out your butt. Accept the punishment of love.”


  


  “...?”


  


  It was an unexpected reaction. Grid expected a welcome but they were surprisingly hostile. The bewildered Grid quickly frowned. Standing behind the snake, Blue Tiger could be seen smiling.


  


  ‘She is a naughty person.’


  


  No, considering the high affinity, it didn’t seem to be a meaningless prank. There must be something. The snake’s eyes were swirling. “I told you to stick out your butt.”


  


  A powerful magic struck Grid. The snake’s majestic voice rang out and powerful magic swept through Grid’s mind.


  


  [‘Banguli of the Twelve Zodiacs’ is dazzling you to make you submit.]


  


  [You have resisted.]


  


  [The First King title has reflected the abnormal condition.]


  


  [You have resisted all the abnormal conditions.]


  


  Originally, the First King’s abnormal status reflection didn’t apply to targets with a certain level of reputation, status, or level. The opponent was one of the Twelve Zodiacs. Grid took the reflection failure for granted. However, Banguli didn’t easily accept her failure. She never imagined that a human could resist her magic. “H-How is this human—”


  


  “Gul! Strange! Gul!”


  


  The vigilant Banguli slowly stepped back and a small pink pig moved forward. Perhaps it was because she maintained her cleanliness every day but she ran forward with a refreshing flower scent and head-butted Grid.


  


  [You have suffered 3,960 damage.]


  


  [The Shoulder Guards of the White Tiger with the Protection of the Red Phoenix is releasing burning thorns.]


  


  [The target has received 2,376 damage. The target has been cursed and is unable to heal.] 


  


  The aroma of roasted pig stimulated Grid’s appetite.


  


  “Gul?” The pig was puzzled after she became half-cooked from banging her forehead against Grid’s shoulder. Her head was stinging while she thought it was ridiculous that the human was like a mountain. Of course, she controlled her force so that the human wouldn’t be seriously injured but she couldn’t understand it.


  


  “Get lost!”


  


  Chaos ensued. The horse ran and struck at Grid’s thighs with her hind legs, only to squat down in pain by herself. The chicken pecked at Grid’s ankle, only for her beak to be broken and she howled as if she became a rooster greeting the morning.


  


  “......”


  


  Silence arrived. The four members of the Twelve Zodiacs were stunned after being brutally beaten by the human. They didn’t know…


  


  Right now, the most surprised person was Grid.


  


  “Why are they so weak...?”


  


  Were they just spirits that served the Twelve Zodiacs, not the actual members of the Twelve Zodiacs? Tosun poked the side of the seriously suspicious Grid. “They aren’t weak. You’re just stronger.”


  


  “Ah.” Grid came to his senses at these words. He hadn’t tasted it in a while so he had forgotten. Yes, this was being overheated. He had produced and equipped two myth rated armor so it was no wonder he was several times stronger than before.


  


  “Hum hum, it is nice to meet you.” Grid reached out to the shocked members of the Twelve Zodiacs who were told they were weak. Then he formally introduced himself. “I am Overgeared King Grid.”


  


  The legendary blacksmith, magic swordsman of the epics, Duke of Fire, Duke of Virtue, Duke of Wisdom, etc...


  


  There were many titles but Grid’s favorite one was Overgeared King. 


  


  “G-Grid?” Banguli’s tongue shook violently. “T-The person of distinction who resurrected the red phoenix?”


  


  Banguli and the others stared at Blue Tiger after finding out Grid’s identity. They were fiery in nature among the Twelve Zodiacs and wanted to give Blue Tiger a good beating. However, they couldn’t refuse the hand that Grid was holding out so they politely grabbed it first. Banguli had no hands and was forced to use her tongue.


  


  “Benefactor, it is an honor to meet you.”


  


  “You are a half-god. Shall I call you the Overgeared God in advance? Gul?”


  


  “...Overgeared God?”


  


  Wasn’t this good? Grid was constantly suffering from being called God of Virtue so his face became rosy at this change. “Yes, call me Overgeared God.”


  


  It was 10 times better than virtue. Grid smiled with satisfaction and asked Banguli, “I wanted to meet you because I wanted to hear some stories. Tell me everything about the black tortoise. I don’t care if they are trivial.”


  


  The Four Gods were all those who benefited humanity. However, each one had a different personality. Grid took a more cautious approach because he had already resurrected the red phoenix. He listened to Banguli’s group because he believed it would be easier to revive the black tortoise if he understood the black tortoise as much as possible.


  


  ***


  


  Up to a few years ago, Xing was an area inaccessible to players.


  


  However, things had changed since the large community of poisonous rats was attacked by Grid. The players were able to leave Pangea more easily and then figure out how to get to Xing via Kars. One of them was ‘Old Sword Demon,’ the first generation high ranker who was the first ranked assassin when Faker was still a rising star. He had already left the rankings leaderboard a long time ago and was now in Xing.


  


  ‘The NPCs don’t know about anything south of here.’


  


  Once he heard about the red phoenix’s resurrection from an acquaintance, Old Sword Demon quietly wandered the streets that had a Chinese flavor. He flowed between the crowd like water and the place he was headed for was a small inn.


  


  “Master, do you have cuckoo meat here?”


  


  “You mean the meat of those who make the cuckoo cuckoo sound?”


  


  “No, I want to eat cuckoo meat that is cuckoo.”


  


  “...!”


  


  The owner’s eyes changed. He stared at the stern-faced Old Sword Demon and gulped.


  


  “Wanting to find new meat at a beef restaurant, you are a lunatic. Ey, I’ve had bad luck since the opening! Get out of here!”


  


  “...?”


  


  Old Sword Demon was driven out by the owner and was stunned. He stared at the owner sprinkling salt in front of the store and turned away.


  


  “...It was next door.”


  


  Old Sword Demon—he was one of the greatest talents but failed all sorts of quests due to his bad sense of direction. Finally, he could only stay away from the rankings.


  


  “Hey, Old Sword Demon. You are four hours late today. You haven’t changed over the years.”


  


  “I’m sorry, Hwang Gildong.”


  


  In fact, he was forced to switch to being a private ranker but he was still moving toward his goal, even if it was slower than others. The quest he was currently working on was the seizure of the Black Tortoise Jewel.




  Chapter 1194


  The National Competition’s third day. 


  


  The United States felt Lauel’s absence. In the Siege event, they were devastated by the strategies of the Chinese dragon, Hao. Disturbances, fireballs, ambushes, sudden raids, etc.—Hao’s operations worked together in an exquisite manner, pushing the United States to the defensive.


  


  “......”


  


  Kraugel, who had been isolated from the main force in the enemy camp and barely managed to return to base camp alone, stopped in place. Their castle where the star-spangled banner should be had turned into the enemy’s lair. The five-starred red flag flapped like it was laughing at Kraugel.


  


  “Surviving that trap... I truly respect you.” Hao stood above the walls among the archers and advised Kraugel. “However, it’s already too late. Forget meaningless resistance and surrender obediently.”


  


  There were only two people Hao acknowledged as being superior to him—Grid and Kraugel. In particular, he had long envied Kraugel and had been following Kraugel for many years. Of course, this didn’t mean he was a subordinate. Kraugel had no intention of creating a faction, nor did he think Hao was below himself. 


  


  “Kraugel, make a decision.”


  


  Once Kraugel refused to discard his sword, Hao once again advised him. All the Chinese players, including him, were wearing barbed armor. It was armor with a sword breaker option. Hao had been truly impressed by Grid’s Sword Breaker that defeated Kraugel last year.


  


  “It has been three minutes since our flag has been inserted. You have only two minutes left.”


  


  The Chinese players started shouting. They were filled with a great momentum. There were 30 people occupying the castle while Kraugel was alone. It was overwhelmingly advantageous for China, who only had to hold on for two minutes. The Chinese participants calculated that there could never be a chance and no one in the world denied it.


  


  The commentators and viewers, regardless of nationality, believed it was China’s victory. Only one person was different. All except for Kraugel.


  


  “Ugh?”


  


  The sword that Kraugel threw flew over the wall and the scared Chinese players withdrew to the left and the right. The sword was inserted into a gap between the Chinese players only to suddenly change positions with Kraugel who was below the walls.


  


  “...?!”


  


  The Chinese players were flustered about allowing Kraugel to invade and failed to capitalize on their numerical advantage. However, they soon recovered their senses and poured out their skills onto Kraugel. At this point, Kraugel’s ‘spear’ was spinning. The gentle spear flowed like water and slammed into the Chinese players’ barbed armor without being damaged.


  


  “Cough...!”


  


  The Chinese players couldn’t withstand the shock and flew into the air. Kraugel pulled out a new sword and threw it. The target was a tall spire 500 meters away. It was the location where the five-starred red flag was inserted.


  


  “Stop him!”


  


  The Chinese players who just landed threw their weapons as fast as they could. It was an attempt to not leave a gap for Kraugel but Kraugel was one beat faster than them. By the time they landed, Kraugel had already thrown the new weapon. By the time they threw their weapons, Kraugel’s position had already been swapped with the sword.


  


  Kraugel’s new position was in front of the spire. The fluttering five-starred red flag was right in front of him. Kraugel was reaching for the red flag when a powerful force struck his back. It was a Breath shot by Hao, who had spread his dragon wings and flew to the spire from the moment Kraugel ascended the walls.


  


  “You have to give up like Lady Mi did for Zhao Yun!” [1] 


  


  There were limits to being alone. Hao would use this opportunity to make Kraugel understand...


  


  Hao shouted with a sense of duty and Kraugel failed to respond to the attack. It was because the surprise attack came when he was bending over and reaching out to take the flag. The timing of Hao’s surprise attack was perfect. If Hao had opened the willpower stat, he would’ve been the first person Kraugel lost to since Grid.


  


  “...!”


  


  Hao’s spear stopped just before it pierced Kraugel’s back. An invisible sword energy was cutting at Hao. The ‘cuts’ were intangible willpower created by a Sword Saint’s Formless Will. In terms of sharpness, it was far more intimidating than Grid’s Formless Will.


  


  “Kuek...! Kuaaaaak!”


  


  The dragon scales on one side of Hao’s wings couldn’t withstand the shock as it was cut and blood spurted like a fountain. It was the moment when he lost his flying ability. In his falling vision, Kraugel’s back as he pulled out the red flag could be seen. The stars and stripes once again decorated the castle.


  


  “Kraugel!!”


  


  Hao didn’t give up. Rather than taking care of his falling body, he fired a Breath once more. Kraugel’s immortality would’ve been consumed before arriving here.n Hao was determined to make it mutual destruction. If he could take out Kraugel then his remaining colleagues meant China would win.


  


  That’s right. Like the Overgeared members, Hao was distinguishing between achievements and death. The yellow ray of light emerged from Hao’s mouth and cut through the sky. The Breath was the ultimate attack of the half-draconian. Not only did it consume the user’s health, there was the critical disadvantage of the skill cooldown time being random. The advantages were that the hit rate and power were comparable to a legendary skill. It might be trivial compared to the Breath of a real dragon but at the very least, it did absolute damage to players.


  


  However, the current opponent was the worst. It was because a Sword Saint could cut the world.


  


  “...!”


  


  The yellow beam of light was split in half. Kraugel’s sword had cut the beam of light. His newly created swordsmanship had ‘strongest enemies’ in mind and contained the power to delete skills.


  


  “...Hat.”


  


  Hao laughed as he crashed into the cold ground. His body lost the dragon wings and scales as his world became grey and silent. Standing below the star-spangled banner, Kraugel exuded an overwhelming sense of pressure that was higher than when he reigned as the supreme one.


  


  ***


  


  “Wow...”


  


  Upon arriving in Yangzhou, the capital of Xing, Grid’s mouth dropped open. He was amazed by the size of Yangzhou, where 20 carriages could move side by side. He never dreamed there would be a metropolis larger than Titan, the capital of the empire.


  


  “There is nothing small in this kingdom.”


  


  From the food to buildings, they were all really big. Even the chests of the women were big.


  


  Tosun poked Grid in the side as he watched the women on the street wearing cheongsams. “Overgeared God, Overgeared God. Wake up. People are looking.” 


  


  Looking?


  


  ‘Am I the only one acting like a hillbilly among so many people?’


  


  Grid shook his head and looked around. Then he was surprised. It was because the hundreds of thousands of people passing by on the street were watching Grid’s party.


  


  


  ‘Ah.’


  


  Grid realized the reason.


  


  “Where in the world did such a group of beauties come from?”


  


  Tosun and Kyeongja, as well as Blue Tiger, Banguli, and the others of the Twelve Zodiacs—they were currently accompanying Grid in human form and were all peerless beauties.


  


  ‘It must be eye-catching.’


  


  Grid knew the identities of the Twelve Zodiacs and wasn’t deceived by their appearance, but the situation was different for those who didn’t know the truth. The men seemed to fall in love with the Twelve Zodiacs at first sight while the women had expressions of longing.


  


  Grid sighed.


  


  ‘An obvious situation will occur.’ 


  


  It was obvious. Now a young master would come up to the Twelve Zodiacs. If things didn’t work out well, he would provoke the ladies’ servant and this was naturally Grid.


  


  ‘If an ordinary man is with these beauties then he will naturally be mistaken for the ladies’ servant.’


  


  This time, it also included Braham. Today, Braham had a plain face due to the skin mask. This meant he would be treated just like Grid.


  


  “Can you excuse me for a moment?”


  


  It was as expected. Someone who was obviously a nobleman in luxurious clothing approached Grid. Grid watched and waited for this third-rate extra to say his lines. Surprisingly, the nobleman spoke to Grid, not the Twelve Zodiacs. It was even in a polite manner.


  


  “I am Qi Jian, the eldest son of the Wolong Goods Office, the representative business group of Yangzhou. Based on your clothing, you seem to be a nobleman from the Cho Kingdom. Can I ask for your name?”


  


  “Why are you wondering about my name?”


  


  “I see that you have travelled with such beautiful people to a distant kingdom and you look like someone who knows romance. That’s why I want to get closer to you. I’m on my way to have a drink with my friends. Do you want to accompany me?”


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid was engulfed in great emotions. He was regarded as a nobleman rather than a servant, as well as one having a romantic affair with beauties. Grid couldn’t help raising his shoulders. He had only recently been gaining confidence in his appearance and now his self-esteem rose sharply.


  


  In his heart, he wanted to shake hands with Qi Jian and go drink straight away. However, Grid refused. “Thank you for the suggestion but I have work to do...”


  


  Just then, Grid shook his head and closed his mouth. It was because Braham was glaring at him. Braham was very dissatisfied.


  


  “No, what is it?” Grid whispered and Braham clicked his tongue.


  


  “Do you want to miss out on a golden opportunity?”


  


  “Ah...” Grid recalled the challenges facing him. First, he had to collect information. He had to figure out the exact location of the Black Tortoise Jewel and find a way to access it. The man in front of him introduced himself as the eldest son of the city’s representative business group. There was no loss conversing with him. There was no room to worry. “...Okay! Let’s have a drink!”


  


  “Ohh! You really are a man of refined tastes!”


  


  Once Grid answered vigorously, Qi Jian led Grid’s party to a large inn. It was an expensive inn where a glass of wine would cost gold, not silver. Grid was guided to the largest innermost room and felt slightly strained. It was natural to have high expectations at the chance to taste delicacies from a kingdom he was visiting for the first time.


  


  “Cuckoo meat and Galaxy Wine.”


  


  Qi Jian sat down with Grid’s group and ordered alcohol and food. The names seemed a bit strange but Grid wasn’t disappointed or anxious. Once he saw the storekeeper smiling while leaving, it seemed like a very expensive meal had been ordered.


  


  ‘Expensive food doesn’t taste bad. How delicious will this kingdom’s fine food be?’


  


  In fact, Grid liked cheap and stimulating foods such as jjampong, ramyun, pork belly, canned tuna, and sausages. However, he had stayed at the Cho Kingdom’s palace for the past few days and became interested in fine dining food. The delicacies he ate at the Cho Palace had suited his taste.


  


  Qi Jian asked with a smile, “Did you hear that God Red Phoenix has resurrected and blessed the south? Surely your living conditions have improved?”


  


  “Of course..."


  


  Grid was trying to answer when he felt a strange sensation and shut his mouth. He stared at the smiling Qi Jian.


  


  “How did you hear about the resurrection of the red phoenix?”


  


  The news of the red phoenix’s resurrection was thoroughly blocked by the Hwan Kingdom. The news hadn’t yet been delivered outside the south. If Qi Jian was an ordinary NPC then it was impossible for him to know about the red phoenix’s resurrection. Qi Jian’s smile changed sharply. “You shouldn’t underestimate the information network of the Chivalrous Robbers.”


  


  Snap!


  


  Dozens of masked people poured in through the door and windows. At the same time, Qi Jian got up from his seat and pointed a sword at Grid’s neck. His movements were as fast as lightning. Qi Jian stated coolly, “The south is isolated due to the barrier installed by the Five Seniors and the people of the Cho Kingdom can’t leave the south. If you were a normal person of the Cho Kingdom then it would’ve been impossible to come here...”


  


  Qi Jian stopped before he finished speaking. It was because Grid used Earth God and the masked people, including Qi Jian, hardened like stone. No, they were turned into stone. Grid slowly drew his sword as he rose from his seat and pointed it at Qi Jian’s neck. Once the effect of Earth God was over and Qi Jian could move again, the situation had already reversed.


  


  “Let’s move on quickly from this tedious sweet potato development [2]. I am Overgeared King Grid, who defeated the yangbans and resurrected the red phoenix. Are you on my side or are you an enemy?”


  


  “Of course I’m on your side!” Qi Jian replied immediately.


  


  He was stunned by Grid’s presence that turned him and his companions into stone.


  


  [1] In Romance of the Three Kingdoms, Lady Mi sacrificed her life to ensure that Zhao Yun and the infant Liu Shan were safe from their pursuers


  


  [2] Slang used to describe a frustrating situation
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  The reason Braham stayed quiet throughout the incident was because he was wary of the level of Qi Jian’s people. Until they were escorted to the inn, Braham thought they were really civilians.


  


  Qi Jian’s people were ordinary. At least, until the cuckoo meat was ordered. Qi Jian’s group showed their real strength the moment food was ordered and this brought a strong impact to Braham. In particular, the scene where the magical net launched by a pale-faced scholar squeezed all the mana in the area was spectacular. The mana flowing in the air was broken down and sealed. If Braham was an ordinary magician then he would’ve suffered a setback.


  


  ‘There are no worms.’


  


  It was worthy of praise that they hid their strength from the legendary great magician. Braham carefully observed and judged the strength of Qi Jian’s group before quietly gesturing. Then the chaotic mana in the air gathered at his fingertips. 


  


  “...!”


  


  It happened when the face of the pale-faced scholar turned blue... 


  


  The masked men who stormed into the room, Qi Jian, and even the Twelve Zodiacs turned to stone.


  


  ‘What?’


  


  Braham was flustered. There was no way to use magic power to suppress the aura of petrification rising from the tip of his toes. Earth God—the power of the white tiger that Grid used at this moment was completely unreasonable. Brahan hurriedly opened his mental world. Likewise, he went against reason to resist the power of the white tiger.


  


  Step.


  


  Once everyone except for Grid and Braham became stone statues, Grid got up and approached Qi Jian. He slowly pulled out his sword and aimed it at Qi Jian’s neck.


  


  “Of course I’m on your side!”


  


  After a while, Qi Jian was freed from petrification and shouted while raising his hands. It wasn’t a lie to save his life. Knowing that Grid wasn’t the enemy, he didn’t feel the need to fight.


  


  “As I mentioned earlier, my name is Qi Jian! I’m a member of the Chivalrous Robbers! It is an honor to meet the person of distinction who resurrected God Red Phoenix!”


  


  Qi Jian didn’t doubt Grid. He believed that Grid had resurrected the red phoenix. It was natural to believe this. The power of the white tiger that Grid showed a while ago was different from the breaths used by the yangbans. It was proof that Grid had been acknowledged by the white tiger.


  


  Grid put away his sword, sat down and asked, “What is the Chivalrous Robbers?”


  


  In fact, Grid was half excited. Qi Jian’s people were skilled enough to admire Braham. Grid wouldn’t have recognized the skills of Qi Jian’s group. He was just deeply grateful that the effect of Earth God had been triggered.


  


  ‘I really like the conditions.’


  


  The prerequisite for activating Earth God was that he ‘touch the ground.’ There was a probability of the skill activating even if he was sitting or standing normally. He felt that the probability of activating it was much more frequent than Lightning God which had a probability of activating while flying. Of course, a big reason was the overlapping options of the shoulder guards and gaiters.


  


  Qi Jian beckoned for the masked people to step back and explained, “The Chivalrous Robbers is a righteous group established by Hwang Gildong. The ultimate purpose is to take away the wealth of corrupt officials and giving it to benefit the people, while also punishing the yangbans who are misleading people with fake myths.”


  


  “...I see.”


  


  This was the answer that Grid had expected. Grid often heard the story of Hwang Gildong and realized that Hwang Gildong was based on Hong Gildong.


  


  ‘The person who gave the toothless tigers the dentures was also Hwang Gildong. I’m sure he is good.’


  


  It was great news that Hwang Gildong was hostile to the yangbans. He would be a strong supporter.


  


  “How are you fighting against the yangbans?”


  


  Qi Jian’s group was clearly strong. In particular, the pale-faced scholar was close to a legend in strength so the overall level of the Chivalrous Robbers should be extremely high, according to Grid. Nevertheless, it was lacking. The yangbans were too strong. Hwang Gildong himself was a legend and even if his executives were quasi-legends, it was far from being able to confront the yangbans with force.


  


  “We are informing people about the reality of the yangbans.”


  


  ‘Isn’t this smart?’


  


  Hwang Gildong and the Chivalrous Robbers grasped the main point. They knew that the yangbans became stronger by becoming objects of faith and were working to suppress this.


  


  ‘Without their actions, Garam and the yangbans would’ve been much stronger.’


  


  He might not have won the battle against the yangbans. Grid really liked the Chivalrous Robbers. It was their first time meeting each other but he felt a sense of comradeship.


  


  “By the way, how did you notice that the myths of this land were fake?”


  


  “It was thanks to Hwang Gildong.”


  


  ‘A legend or transcendent won’t easily fall for the gods’ deception.’


  


  The daoist Sabaek also knew the myths of this land were fake and was preparing for a war with the Hwan Kingdom. The problem was that Sabaek’s methods were wrong. However, Grid believed that Hwang Gildong was different. Since Hwang Gildong was based on Hong Gildong, an existence of justice, Grid thought Hwang Gildong would be the same.


  


  “Can I meet with Hwang Gildong?”


  


  Just as Grid asked, the food came out. Fortunately, it wasn’t a cuckoo dish. It was a roast duck and vegetable dish and the taste was great. The crispy duck skin was topped with vegetables and sauce, making him eager to eat it. 


  


  “We might serve Hwang Gildong but it is impossible to grasp his movements. Since he is someone who is hunted...”


  


  “So how do you usually interact?”


  


  “If Hwang Gildong gives us orders in a letter then we will act accordingly. All branches scattered throughout the continent operate the same way as us.”


  


  “There is no way for you to get in touch with Hwang Gildong first?”


  


  “No.”


  


  “I see...”


  


  It seemed more cautious than necessary but it was natural. The enemies of the Chivalrous Robbers were so strong that they had to be secretive in order to not be discovered. Grid ate the meal with the Twelve Zodiacs and then got to the point.


  


  “I want to know the exact whereabouts of the Black Tortoise Jewel.”


  


  The location of the Black Tortoise Jewel wasn an open secret. It is known to the public that the Black Tortoise Jewel is being held in a place called Chaoxin Fortress. However, the reason why Grid came to Yeongzhou instead of Chaoxin was due to the advice of the Twelve Zodiacs.


  


  


  ‘Banguli told me that the location of Chaoxin Fortress is in the east.’


  


  The black tortoise was the god of the north. It made sense that the Black Tortoise Jewel should be kept in the northernmost part of the Xing Kingdom. It was just like the Red Phoenix Bow was kept in Pangea, the southernmost part of the Cho Kingdom.


  


  “I’ve heard that the Black Tortoise Jewel is being kept in one of three places: Boguan, Huawu, Chiaotzu. Which of the three is it?” 


  


  “...?”


  


  Qi Jian cocked his head. He was a bit puzzled. On the other hand, the pale-faced scholar called ‘Huo Jing’ agreed.


  


  “Person of Distinction, you are different. Contrary to what is known to the world, the Black Tortoise Jewel at Chaoxin was a fake. It is clear that the real Black Tortoise Jewel is at one of the three places you mentioned.”


  


  “So where is it?”


  


  “I think it is highly likely to be Chiaotzu.”


  


  “Why?”


  


  “It is because the troops at Chiaotzu were strengthened right after the Cho Kingdom lost the Red Phoenix Bow.”


  


  “Ah...!”


  


  “The loss of the Red Phoenix Bow would’ve raised the alarm of the Hwan Kingdom. I think they would’ve ordered Xing and the other kingdoms to thoroughly tighten the security around the artifacts of the Four Gods.”


  


  “At that time, only the troops at Chiaotzu were increased so there is a good chance Chiaotzu will contain the Black Tortoise Jewel.”


  


  “Yes, it could be a feint but I don’t think so...”


  


  Braham interrupted. “There is a good chance the Black Tortoise Jewel is at one of these three places if a yangban is staying there.”


  


  Since the resurrection of the red phoenix, the wariness of the Hwan Kingdom would be much higher. It was more likely that the yangbans would be directly protecting the artifacts of the Four Gods. Huo Jin nodded at Braham’s reasoning. "I also have the same idea. I will send a letter to my colleagues in those three areas to investigate right away.”


  


  “Thank you.”


  


  It was a long conversation.


  


  “By the way, why are you looking for the Black Tortoise Jewel?” Qi Jian suddenly raised his hand like he was a student and asked. 


  


  Grid replied like it was obvious, “I have to take it away and resurrect the black tortoise.”


  


  “...!”


  


  In the past, an unknown person—Blue Tiger—was able to seize the Red Phoenix because security was negligent. However, now the Hwan Kingdom was aware there was a force that revealed its teeth and even allowed the resurrection of the red phoenix.


  


  Was it possible to steal the Black Tortoise Jewel that the yangbans were guarding?


  


  Qi Jian questioned but at the same time, he was full of expectations. It seemed possible if it was the man in front of him.


  


  ***


  


  “It is a bad time.”


  


  “It could have an adverse effect on the National Competition.”


  


  The S.A Group convened an emergency meeting. It was because they caught the fact that the ‘operator’ was trying to move. Codename S-001—his name was Hanul and he was the highest-ranked NPC who could grant quests to multiple players. The biggest incident on the East Continent, the resurrection of the red phoenix, made him act again.


  


  “Is the operator trying to get assistance?”


  


  Chairman Lim Cheolho hurried into the meeting room and asked as he sat down. Hanul, who grew through the ‘level up cycle’ that the gods experienced every year, was currently looking down at the ground. He had a dissatisfied expression as he gazed at the red-colored southern sky.


  


  “Yes, the balance set by Morpheus means the Five Seniors can’t move, so he is quickly attracting players.”


  


  “This is bad... the timing of the red phoenix’s resurrection was too soon.”


  


  This incident was surprising for Chairman Lim Cheolho, who valued Grid more than anyone else. He hadn’t expected Grid to resurrect the red phoenix so easily.


  


  ‘It is fun watching the unexpected but I can’t enjoy it this time.’


  


  Hanul closed his eyes and was slowly waving his arms. He was like a conductor against a backdrop of grand music. At the same time...


  


  [Call of the Heavens]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  A transcendental being needs your help.


  


  Go to Chiaotzu in the Xing Kingdom. Those who are in danger of their treasure being stolen by an unknown evil are eager for your help.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Arrive in Chiaotzu within a week.


  


  Quest Clear Rewards:


  


  1. Create a linked hidden quest. 


  


  2. Gain two levels.


  


  Quest Failure Penalty: None.]


  


  The same quest window arrived in front of all players in the top 1,000 of the unified rankings. The reward was gaining two levels. It was an irresistible quest to the high rankers.
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  “Two levels? Wow, the rewards are crazy.” 


  


  The reaction of the top 1,000 rankers who received the Call of the Heavens quest was hot. The so-called high rankers were at least level 370. It was hard to gain 4~5% experience after a whole day of hunting and quests that gave levels as rewards were hard to clear. The sudden quest that gave two levels was like timely rain in a drought.


  


  “Is this an event?”


  


  “The S.A Group has finally learned how to deal with public sentiment.”


  


  It was a surprise quest that made people suspect favoritism. Reinforcement, drawing, production, etc.—every time all types of probability content were conducted, the rankers were busy swearing at the S.A Group. Now they rarely praised the S.A Group and trembled with joy. It only lasted 10 seconds.


  


  “...The time limit of the quest is a week.”


  


  “What? This damn thing!”


  


  This was the period of the National Competition. There was still one day until the end of the National Competition and this was roughly three days in game time. Naturally, the majority of high-ranking players were participating in the National Competition. It was virtually impossible to reach a certain part of the East Continent in just four days.


  


  “This event is bullshit. It is just teasing us.”


  


  “These S.A XXXX are too much. If such a quest is released at this timing, the fairness of those participating in the competition and those absent from the competition will be different.”


  


  “This will hurt the growth of those participating in the National Competition. Who will participate in the National Competition if we are hit like this every time?”


  


  In the past, Grid had placed a killing order on Veradin. Rather than condemning him, the high rankers agreed or sympathized because they identified with Grid. High rankers with a high participation rate in the National Competition had to understand and defend Grid who had suffered losses during the National Competition. Only then could they avoid experiencing the same thing as Grid.


  


  At this moment, they were struck by a similar pattern. It wasn’t due to players but the tyranny of the game company. The S.A Group, who dominated the world, hadn’t changed since the Veradin incident. They were still arrogant.


  


  “Is it the S.A Group’s proposition that those who participate in the National Competition should bear a penalty in exchange for the rewards they can receive? If they keep to this stance, don’t they know that they’ll be boycotted by the rankers sooner or later?”


  


  “How many times has it been that the S.A Group failed to care about public sentiment? They are running the game according to their tastes so they won’t listen to us no matter what we say.”


  


  “After a few years, only the low level players will participate in the National Competition and they will regret it.’


  


  “The biggest problem right now is the attitude of the public. No one has a problem with how the S.A Group treats the participants of the National Competition. If people stand up and protest together, the treatment of participants might improve. It is a pity that they are staying silent.”


  


  “For ordinary players, the National Competition is like a celebration. Why would they pay attention to the welfare of the strong players when they are monopolizing the rewards of participating in the National Competition?”


  


  “There is no answer to this. The S.A Group will never change and in the future, we will lose every time we join the National Competition.”


  


  The problem was that the quest that rewards two levels occurred during the National Competition. The complaints of the players participated in the National Competition boiled up and the arrow of condemnation aimed at the S.A Group. Players went to the operations office to demand their rights.


  


  “Increase the deadline for the Call from the Heavens quest.”


  


  The answer they received was naturally as expected.


  


  “it isn’t possible. It isn’t fair.”


  


  “What? Don’t you know that the current situation is unfair?”


  


  “Why is it unfair? Haven’t you participated in the National Competition and earned rewards? Increasing the deadline for your convenience will increase the dissatisfaction of those who don’t participate in the National Competition.”


  


  “Dammit! In return for giving up the rewards, those who don’t participate in the National Competition will grow and benefit in the game! Why do they say that we are the ones benefiting one-sidedly?”


  


  The S.A Group replied, “This quest is part of the in-game growth for the non-participants.”


  


  “Unseemly sophistry! It doesn’t make any sense!”


  


  “Damn! The National Competition is too dirty!”


  


  The players were disgruntled by the attitude of the S.A Group and declared they would abandon the National Competition while it was still ongoing. 


  


  However, the S.A Group’s officials didn’t blink.


  


  “The purpose of the National Competition is to bring the world together with Satisfy. Participants are obligated to help raise awareness of Satisfy. As a Satisfy player, you have to be an example to the world. If you give up the National Competition without a sense of responsibility, you will be deprived of all the previous medals you won and the corresponding rewards. You will also be penalized in future National Competitions.”


  


  “This XX...!”


  


  In the end, the swearing continued.


  


  A difference of 1% experience was enough to change the rankings every day. Therefore, the attitude of the S.A Group, who threatened them under the name of the rules rather than caring about the position of the rankers, caused the players to let loose profanities.


  


  The tension of the situation reached the peak.


  


  “XX! Do what you like! Penalized? Give it to me! Do as you please! I’ll never participate again because the National Competition is too dirty!”


  


  Surprisingly, there were many players. In particular, those who hadn’t won any silver or gold medals in the past four days gave up the qualification to participate in the National Competition. On the other hand, the gold medal winning participants hesitated about withdrawing. Still, they left a warning to the S.A Group which was trying to keep the situation under control.


  


  “...I understand their position.”


  


  The players left. The gazes of all the remaining employees in the quiet office were drawn to Director Yoon Sangmin.


  


  Yoon Sangmin showed signs of weariness. He had flown to New York to run the National Competition and was struggling for months, so it was no wonder he was tired. He was full of anticipation that his hard work would be over in one more day but he felt terrible because such a ridiculous situation had suddenly occurred. He resented the Grid he liked so much.


  


  "I don't understand it either. Still, what can I do? Changing it would give them too much benefits compared to the non-participants and it isn’t fair. In the first place...”


  


  The principle was that management didn’t intervene in what happened in the game. They had no authority to intervene. All of Satisfy’s history was written by the flow of the world and the players swimming in it. Chairman Lim Cheolho had always insisted on this.


  


  “...I’m only following the instructions of the higher-ups.”


  


  Director Yoon Sangmin swallowed his long words and finished things. He expressed his disappointment that the current situation would have an adverse effect on the promotion of the National Competition in the future. The National Competition was only an incidental event. The value of Satisfy was within Satisfy. Director Yoon Sangmin thought that he would be satisfied as long as players didn’t abandon Satisfy.


  


  ‘Of course, it is a shame...’


  


  Yoon Sangmin turned on the monitor that had been turned off. A panoramic view of the demon king’s castle filled the screen. The east, west, north, and south gates were guarded by the Four Heavenly Kings and the demon king was standing on the highest terrace of the castle.


  


  Damian—he was a new star behind Kraugel and Grid. He had an archangel as a member of the Four Heavenly Kings and had an overwhelmingly higher health than last year’s demon king. His buffs and recovery ability that were beyond common sense would be a disaster for challengers. However, he wasn’t noticed.


  


  “I don’t think you’re destined to be the protagonist yet.”


  


  It was at the time when Yoon Sangmin was feeling sorry for Damian.


  


  "Isabel-chan, please hold on.”


  


  The white-haired man wearing a helmet that seemed to be made out of a dragon’s skull was praying earnestly. After monitoring all the events of the past four days, he was completely overwhelmed by Kraugel and the Overgeared members.


  


  “Please! Stop those horrible humans from coming here!” 


  


  “......”


  


  The Four Heavenly Kings looked at the demon king who appeared pathetic compared to his majestic appearance.


  


  ***


  


  “Would you like to quit?”


  


  “I don’t recommend it.”


  


  “...?”


  


  The players who came back from meeting Director Yoon Sangmin first visited players belonging to the Overgeared Guild.


  


  


  It was to convey the seriousness of the situation to the Overgeared members, who were influential both in skill and fame. They believed that if the Overgeared members boycotted the National Competition, other players would agree with them and the S.A Group would reluctantly change their attitude.


  


  It was twisted from the start. The reactions of the Overgeared Guild members were completely different from expected.


  


  “I don’t like this quest.”


  


  The Overgeared members were negative about the Call of the Heavens quest itself even if it gave two levels as a reward. The players wondered, “Why? Do you think you won’t be able to reach the destination in time?”


  


  Then the Overgeared members replied. “I wouldn’t worry if it was that. There are some people who have been to Xing. If it is a week then the deadline can barely be met. This is just a really nasty quest.”


  


  "No, we're not worried about that. We have Skunk and we’re not worried about finding the way.”


  


  The player asked, “Then what is the problem?”


  


  “Have you heard the rumours of the blacksmith slaughter quest?”


  


  “Eh? Yes... I’ve heard about it.”


  


  The players nodded at Jishuka’s question.


  


  A few years ago, a quest took place that targeted all of Satisfy’s blacksmiths. At that time, it wasn’t known how to get to the East Continent so only hundreds of blacksmiths participated in the quest.


  


  “There were rumors that the Overgeared blacksmiths who crossed to the East Continent fell into a trap and died miserably. Is this what you’re talking about?”


  


  “Yes. There is a good chance that the person who gave that quest and the one who gave this quest are the same person.”


  


  “...Who is it?”


  


  “A yangban.”


  


  “...!”


  


  The Overgeared members knew that Garam was the one who killed the blacksmiths. It just wasn’t known that Hanul was the one who created the quest. Of course, the weight of the name ‘yangban’ was sufficient.


  


  “Hey, it was a yangban?” The players’ faces were white. They were high rankers and had information about the East Continent, so they knew the yangbans were gods. They were also gods who considered humans trivial.


  


  Jishuka smiled at the players who were as stiff as statues. “They won’t be involved in anything good. Isn't that right?"


  


  “......”


  


  No one denied it. Once the players realized that this quest wasn’t good, they stepped back and left. Soon, Lauel’s voice echoed through the waiting room that contained only the Overgeared members.


  


  -Well done.


  


  The voice came from over the phone. Jishuka frowned. “Is this really good enough?”


  


  It was Lauel’s analysis that those who accepted the quest were likely to be in a hostile position to Grid. If the quest creator was a yangban, the ‘evil’ mentioned in the quest was likely Grid who was hostile to the Hwan Kingdom. The Overgeared Guild were in a position to stop the rankers from participating in the quest.


  


  “I think it would be better to honestly persuade them not to be hostile to Grid and to give up.”


  


  -That is a bit provocative.Jishuka, shouldn’t you know better than anyone that the pride of the high rankers is as high as the sky?


  


  “Cough...”


  


  -If you talk about Grid while implying that they shouldn’t face him, it would spark the rankers’ sense of challenge.It would also crush Grid’s pride if you ask them to give up for Grid’s convenience.


  


  Thus, proper coordination was needed.


  


  -It is a quest that the yangbans are intertwined in.If there is a possibility of falling into a trap like the blacksmiths a few years ago...It is enough just to plant this level of awareness.This alone will cause a large number of people to give up on the quest.


  


  “Then what about those who don’t give up?” Jishuka trembled as she recalled the strength of the yangbans she had experienced first hand.


  


  “It will be too difficult for Grid if even some of the high rankers join the yangbans. Even Braham couldn’t knock down Garam by himself. That’s why we need to help Grid right away.”


  


  -No.The moment you give up on the National Competition in the middle, all the rankers will participate in the quest.They will think you cheated them to monopolize the quest rewards.


  


  “...” 


  


  -In the first place, you must earn the National Competition rewards.You need to obtain as many breaths as possible to help Grid in the long run.


  


  “So what are you going to do? Will you send Mercedes and Piaro to Grid?”


  


  -No?We can’t force so many precious talents into a desperate situation.We have already significantly reduced the power of the enemies. What else can we do?


  


  “...?”


  


  -Jishuka, be calm.You might be blinded due to your love for Grid but everyone experiences failure.The person who has suffered more failures than anyone else is Grid.


  


  “What are you saying?”


  


  -Grid’s winning streak is over.It is time for him to return to Reinhardt.


  


  “You...!”


  


  Jishuka’s face reddened. She felt disbelief that Lauel could speak about Grid’s failure so easily.


  


  Lauel told her.


  


  -Now Grid is fighting the gods.Do you think Grid is going to win and conquer the world of the gods?


  


  “...!”


  


  -You have to know that faith that is beyond reason is only a burden on Grid.Grid isn’t a god.He can’t always win and can’t always live up to your expectations.


  


  “......”


  


  Jishuka bowed her head. She realized how much her vague belief had put a strain on Grid.


  


  -Cool your head and focus on the National Competition.


  


  Lauel hung up. The atmosphere of the quiet waiting room became heavy. It wasn’t just Jishuka. Yura and the Overgeared members had the same thought about Grid. When did it start? They had started taking Grid’s victory and success for granted...


  


  “There are many gold medals in the remaining events. Once Grid comes back, we will give him the breaths to encourage him.”


  


  Chris broke the silence. All the Overgeared members nodded with resolve.


  


  At the same time...


  


  "This is funny."


  


  Grid was crossing mountains and rivers. No obstacles stopped him. This was the majesty of Earth God. Every time Grid activated it and changed the terrain of the area into a plain, the intensity caused the rough mountains to become an equal height. Grid was leisurely walking with his hands behind his back.


  


  “...Is this a person?”


  


  Qi Jiang’s group following Grid clicked their tongues. In their eyes, Grid looked more like a god than the yangbans.




  Chapter 1197


  A sound could be heard in the distance. Was it the roar of the world’s largest beast? Qi Jian’s group were still surprised by this sound despite hearing it several times and their eyes were focused on the walking Grid. A white haze was rising above Grid’s body. It was the scene of a god descending.


  


  [You have assimilated with the breath of the white tiger. Enter the ‘Earth God’ state and gain control of the earth.]


  


  The world that Grid saw changed. The field, the rocks, the hills, the mountains, etc. Everything that was classified as terrain flashed with a fluorescent light. His eyes spun. Grid stared at the hills and hurriedly drew a plain in his head. Grid’s mana was immediately consumed and the hills sank. The area had been turned into a plain.


  


  It was a miracle. This was the power of a god. Grid had the protection of the white tiger and could use some of its earth power, so he could change the nearby terrain according to his own taste. The number of changes allowed was one and the duration was only 30 seconds, but this was already a significant and helpful effect.


  


  Grid was running on the plain with pride when Braham struck a blow to his heart. “Isn’t this too shabby to be called the power of the earth god?” 


  


  It was easy to do even if they weren’t a god. Whether it was a hill or a mountain, he could magically smash it. Grid refuted Braham’s words. “Isn’t that just an act of destroying nature?”


  


  “...?”


  


  The advantage of this skill was to preserve nature? Grid was so adamant that the rather flustered Braham thought about it before nodding.


  


  “Indeed... the more that nature is preserved, the stronger the concentration of mana. So you can say that the ability of the gods to turn the area into a plain without destroying the hills is great.”


  


  It was a good result for him. He was accepting it and letting it go when Grid spoke to Braham.


  


  “In fact, Earth God’s real strength isn’t turning the area into a plain. The real power of Earth God is that the area can be made into a labyrinth.”


  


  “Then why turn it into a plain? Just now when you were chased by a group of dokkaebi [1], wouldn’t you have been able to get away much easier if you made a labyrinth?” 


  


  “I have to draw the structure in my head but it is hard...”


  


  “I understand.”


  


  It hadn’t just been a day or two when Grid’s brain didn’t work well. Braham didn’t say anything else. Qi Jian’s group and the Twelve Zodiacs didn’t dare question it in order to protect Grid’s dignity.


  


  ‘It is hard to do it well from the beginning unless you’re a genius.’


  


  Until now, Grid had something in common when forming the plains. They were all made in three seconds. It seemed that selecting the terrain to change and redesigning the structure of what it was to be changed into had to be done in three seconds. It was no wonder that Grid needed time to adapt.


  


  ‘Among those who aren’t geniuses, the only one who can make full use of the power of the Dungeon Master.’


  


  The Dungeon Master that Braham was thinking of was Eat Spicy Jokbal. Eat Spicy Jokbal had built more than 30 dungeons and helped numerous players in the Overgeared Kingdom so his prestige had reached Braham’s ears.


  


  ‘I should ask him to construct the basement of the magic tower that will be built soon.’


  


  The moment Braham had this thought...


  


  “Sigh.”


  


  Once the duration of Earth God finished and the area which was turned into a plain reverted back into being hills, Grid slowed down and sighed with relief.


  


  ‘This is originally a lotto-class skill.’


  


  Earth God could be activated once every three hours. It was a cooldown that wasn’t significantly different from the so-called ultimate skills. However, there were things that shouldn’t be forgotten. Earth God had overlapping chances of activating. If the odds hadn’t been stacked, the chances of it being triggered would’ve been significantly lower than they were now. It was terrible just thinking about it.


  


  ‘It is the right thing to make the White Tiger set. In the future, once I’ve made one more equipment out of the White Tiger’s Breath that has absorbed the Red Phoenix’s and completed the White Tiger set, there will be a higher chance of Earth God activating.’ 


  


  The ideal scenario was to revive the black tortoise and receive the black tortoise’s blessing. Then the Black Tortoise’s Breath could also be fused with the breath of another of the Four Gods, just like the Red Phoenix’s Breath.


  


  ‘Finally, I will aim to resurrect all of the Four Gods.’


  


  He would be able to combine the breaths according to his liking. Grid was in the middle of depicting a brilliant future when his vision captured something. A cloud, reminiscent of the white eyebrows of an elderly person, hung on top of a lush mountain. The river surrounding the mountain was sparkling like the Milky Way on earth.


  


  “That is Mount Baekmi.”


  


  “It is the entrance to Chiaotzu.”


  


  “That’s right. It should’ve taken two more days but it arrived quickly.”


  


  Qi Jian’s group smiled.


  


  The mountains that should’ve taken them a long time to climb were easily passed thanks to Grid so it was an amazing and enjoyable experience for them. They thought they would talk about this day for the rest of their lives. Suddenly, the river fluctuated violently.


  


  “...!?”


  


  “It is an army.”


  


  “They must’ve been expecting us to come.”


  


  The river and then the ground shook. A cloud of dust was rising from far away, far beyond the river.


  


  “We must quickly cross the river because they occupy the dock!”


  


  Qi Jian rushed to the river, climbed onto a boat and grabbed the oars. He beckoned for Grid to board the boat but Grid’s group stayed in place.


  


  Qi Jian urged, “We have to hurry!”


  


  The Baekmi River might be small but it wasn’t easy to cross. They originally planned to rent a big ship here but they were unfortunate enough to only see a ferry boat left. Huo Jin calmed the anxious Qi Jian. “Get off the boat. They knew we were coming and sent an army. Do you think they wouldn’t have prepared anything else?”


  


  “...!”


  


  Qi Jian belatedly realized that water was filling up at an unnoticeable rate from the bottom of the boat—a small hole had deliberately been drilled.


  


  ‘It wasn’t a coincidence that there were no big ships!’


  


  He almost became a water ghost due to his desire to hurriedly cross the river by boat. Qi Jian’s people jumped out of the boat and glanced respectfully at Grid. It was natural to feel respect for Grid, who not only had the power reminiscent of a god but also had the ability to recognize traps. In fact, even Grid hadn’t known there was a trap.


  


  ‘I can fly so why should I take a small boat like that?’


  


  


  Grid focused his senses. His transcendent vision and hearing measured the number of troops approaching the river.


  


  ‘There are over 1,000.’


  


  It was too far to fathom clearly. There was a river between them so the resonance against the ground was irregular. Grid frowned and Braham declared, “There are 4,000 people.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Aside from Huo Jin, the people of Qi Jian’s group cocked their heads. Who was this man who looked ordinary at first glance yet could measure the number of troops by looking at the dust? He might not be an average person but they felt it crossed the line when they saw Grid treating him politely.


  


  “According to the investigation by the Chivalrous Robbers, there are less than 3,000 troops stationed at Chiaotzu. Yet you say there are 4,000... I don’t think you should jump to conclusions.”


  


  Qi Jian was expressing his disbelief when Huo Jin blocked his mouth. “He is a legend. Someone equivalent to Hwang Gildong.”


  


  “...?!”


  


  They were shocking words. At the same time, Braham used Fly magic and flew to the center of Baekmi River. He increased his magic power with Mana Drain and reached out across the river. “Giga Raiden.”


  


  There was a golden flash and a storm was created. A column of water surged in the river due to the electric shock that roared through it and unconscious fish floated to the surface. The Chiaotzu forces at the front line were swept away by an explosion. Screams echoed through the dust and soon calmed down. The mountain of corpses was visible through the dust that cleared up before the fainted fish even woke up. Heavily armed soldiers were bleeding and foaming, unable to overcome the aftermath of Giga Raiden.


  


  “One strike...!”


  


  Qi Jian’s people were doubly surprised. It was unbelievable that the number of troops was the same as Braham’s estimation and that they were all wiped out with a single spell. The one who was even more surprised was Grid.


  


  ‘Did he use high level magic?’


  


  Giga Raiden wasn’t legendary magic but it was clearly the highest level magic that was the exclusive possession of great people called great magicians. Braham had destroyed Talos, Yatan’s First Servant, with basic magic so it was shocking to learn that he defeated the army with high-level magic. Braham, who had just returned to Grid’s side, spoke with displeasure, “Every god has a common power. Do you know what it is?”


  


  “Let’s see...?”


  


  “It is to call those who serve them. An easy example is the Rebecca priests and paladins. Those who are protected by Rebecca have the miracle of recovery and reinforcement.”


  


  “Yes...”


  


  He understood what Braham meant but he didn’t know why that person was talking about it now. Grid nodded and Braham got straight to the point. “It seems that the Five Seniors are protecting the soldiers here. Otherwise, the level of the soldiers is so high that it is difficult to understand.”


  


  “...!”


  


  This meant that the Five Seniors, who seemed to have left the work to the yangbans and were observing the situation, actually indirectly intervened. It was like a bolt from the blue for Grid, who was overwhelmed by just the yangbans.


  


  Braham informed the flustered Grid, “We came here with failure in mind. Don’t forget that and don’t overdo it.”


  


  “...Yes, I know what you mean.”


  


  Yes, he never expected to be able to seize the Black Tortoise Jewel straight away. For now, the goal was to gather information such as the exact location of the Black Tortoise Jewel and assessing the level of the enemy. There wasn’t only one chance. They could cross continents at any time. Therefore, Grid ordered the Twelve Zodiacs and Qi Jian’s group, "Everyone, go back. From here on, Braham and I will go alone.”


  


  “What...?! What are you talking about?”


  


  The one who spoke was a blue-haired beautiful woman who was taller than Grid. It was Blue Tiger as a human. 


  


  In the process of making the gaiters and shoulder guards, Blue Tiger had become much stronger than before. In fact, most of the Twelve Zodiacs were stronger than Grid. It was hard for Grid to convince them to go back when they believed Grid needed their power. Grid asked, “Can you afford to face the Five Seniors if they come out?”


  


  “...!”


  


  Of course not. Forget the Twelve Zodiacs, even the Four Gods couldn’t go against the Five Seniors. This was why they lost and were sealed.


  


  “If any of you are captured and sealed by the Five Seniors and the yangbans, you might hinder the resurrection of the Four Gods. Thus, you have to stay back here.”


  


  “......”


  


  The Twelve Zodiacs couldn’t refute it but that didn’t mean they would back down. They wondered what Braham and Grid could do alone. It was at a time when everyone couldn’t back down easily.


  


  “We have to believe in the Overgeared God.”


  


  A cute girl with slightly protruding front teeth stepped forward. It was Tosun.


  


  “The Overgeared God has already done something impossible. It is right to believe in him and wait for him.”


  


  “...Don’t force it.”


  


  Blue Tiger stared straight into Grid’s eyes and said, “Grid, give up whenever it is hard. Don’t sacrifice yourself for this land that has nothing to do with you. You have no obligation to take responsibility for us.”


  


  Grid smiled and shrugged.


  


  "Of course.”


  


  The Twelve Zodiacs and Qi Jian’s group remained in place until Grid and Braham completely disappeared across the river. They sincerely prayed for the safety of the two people.


  


  At the same time, in Chiaotzu...


  


  “Is he the one who killed Garam?”


  


  The yangban Maru hummed when he sensed that the troops with Pungsa’s protection were killed in one blow. 20 handsome men and women were lined up behind him. They might have been eliminated in Chiyou’s test but they were aiming to re-establish themselves. As a result, they were equivalent to Hangyeol.


  


  “So many yangbans... are we going to die?”


  


  Old Sword Demon gulped as he was completely concealed by the straw mat that Hwang Gildong gave him. Then Hwang Gildong comforted him. “Don’t worry. Even if you do die, I’ll run away alone.”


  


  “......”


  


  [1] Korean goblins
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  “It’s a mess out there right now.”


  


  “Why? What’s going on?”


  


  “It seems that migrants have filled the territory that General Piaro conquered.”


  


  “The territories of the Gauss Kingdom...? Already? Ah, it can’t be.”


  


  “Truly. All villages and cities are no longer receiving migrants and are sending them back.”


  


  “Huh... The territory was conquered in less than a month and the people filled up in another month.”


  


  “This means our country is good to live in.”


  


  Reinhardt’s dungeon was the darkness of the Overgeared Kingdom. There were terrible things going on that couldn’t be said and it was a place to house high-profile criminals. After giving the inmates chicks to raise to chickens, they would then threaten to cook the chicken in front of the inmate who had become attached to it. Some fatal and cruel torture methods were still discussed among the guards. If good news wasn’t heard steadily from outside then the spirits of the prison guards would’ve been destroyed over time.


  


  “Ah... Ahh...”


  


  The man who listened to the cheerful guards’ conversation was devastated. His name was Burang. He was the best knight of the Gauss Kingdom, which had perished two months ago. He held his face and recalled the last mission he received from King Nemesis. It was to secure the Overgeared Queen so they could negotiate with the Overgeared Kingdom. This was probably the only way to stop the war.


  


  Burang had done his best to defend his kingdom. Half a year before the war, he left his homeland, disguised himself as a refugee and even succeeded in infiltrating the Overgeared Kingdom. Yet he eventually failed. His failure accelerated the destruction of his kingdom.


  


  ‘All... it is all because of my incompetence.’


  


  Burang was recalling his weakness at not even being able to defeat the young prince when a strange voice was heard. The prisoner, who had remained silent since the first day Burang was imprisoned, opened his mouth for the first time. “Are you from the Gauss Kingdom?”


  


  “......”


  


  “Don’t worry about the guards. They are just trying to shake you by bluffing.”


  


  “....?”


  


  “Gauss might be a small kingdom but it has a history of hundreds of years. The Overgeared Kingdom isn’t good enough to conquer it in a matter of weeks.”


  


  “......”


  


  “What else? The territories are being filled up by a flood of new migrants? Do you think that makes sense? There are so many nations on this land, including the Saharan Empire. Who would migrate to the small nation that is the Overgeared Kingdom?”


  


  “......”


  


  “The guards here are crazy. Around half a year ago, they said that the Overgeared Kingdom allied with the empire. The orc lord of the Twilight Orcs pledged allegiance to the Overgeared King? Kukuk, how about that? Isn’t only laughter possible? Those jerks... how ridiculous is it to tell a lie that wouldn’t even work on a chicken?”


  


  “......”


  


  The guilt of failing to live up to the king’s expectations and the despair of losing his homeland. The frustrated Burang tried to ignore the prisoner’s wails from behind the wall. It was just that after listening, he couldn’t let it spill out the other ear. Did this person not know what was going on in the world? Where in the world was there anyone who would call the Overgeared Kingdom a small nation?


  


  “I don’t know who you are but everything the guards said is true. The empire has claimed itself as a blood ally to the Overgeared Kingdom and the Twilight Orcs’ lord has become a faithful dog following Grid. Unfortunately, the destruction of the Gauss Kingdom would also be true.”


  


  “...You are also with the guards.” The prisoner’s voice from behind the wall cooled down. The strong killing intent that could be felt through the thick walls made Burang nervous.


  


  ‘Is there such a big master?’


  


  Was he a survivor from the Eternal Kingdom? “Who are you?”


  


  The prisoner replied to Burang’s question, “My name is Reidorn. I am the 6th Knight who is considered to have surpassed Piaro, the pillar of the empire.”


  


  “...!” Burang’s eyes widened.


  


  ‘He is someone who can cross the fortress with just one step...!’


  


  He was alive? One of the best talents of the era was living in such a dark and stuffy dungeon in this humiliating manner!


  


  ‘All people are equal in front of the Overgeared Kingdom...!’


  


  King Nemesis was right. From the beginning, the Overgeared Kingdom was someone they shouldn’t have been enemies with. Burang only realized it at this time.


  


  “Who is it?!”


  


  There was a lot of noise in the corridor through the iron bars and then it became quiet.


  


  Step. Step. Step.


  


  The footsteps of someone unknown got closer.


  


  “Grrrung.”


  


  Next door, Reidorn breathed like a beast and released a stronger killing intent. Then suddenly...


  


  “Y-You...?” The killing intent disappeared like it was a lie. At this moment, Reidorn sounded like a frightened dog, not a wounded predator. “The grandmaster...!”


  


  “Reidorn, Sixth Knight of the previous Red Knights. As expected, you haven’t been returned to the empire.”


  


  “Eh...? Why do you mean by the previous Red Knights?”


  


  “The world has changed and the empire’s new regime doesn’t want your return. So Reidorn, grab my hand. This is the only way for you.”


  


  It was an incomprehensible conversation. The thick walls blocked the view so Burang couldn’t fathom the situation going on. The cutting sound was as clear as a bell and reverberated through the hall. The sound of metal falling on the ground continued. It was estimated that the bars holding Reidorn in the solitary cell were cut off.


  


  ‘This is ridiculous!’


  


  Cutting black iron like it was tofu? Burang trembled at the incredible situation and a shadow was cast over his eyes. The unidentified intruder approached the iron bars keeping Burang trapped. He was a young beauty. It wasn’t in line with the desire in the old and tired eyes.


  


  He watched Burang with an expressionless face. “The prime minister of the Overgeared Kingdom is a very silly person. He shouldn’t have locked you up like this if he judged that you have a use.”


  


  


  “......”


  


  “Choose if you will die here forgotten or if you will challenge the opposite side of the world with me.”


  


  “You... who are you?”


  


  “Someone who will bring the expelled gods back to this land to punish the fallen gods. The incarnation of the seven malignant saints, Zikfrector.”


  


  ***


  


  The alchemy that caused Grid’s blood pressure to rise every day and the knowledge of the Great Sage Sticks meant that the technology of the Overgeared Kingdom grew day by day. What was originally a rare magic was installed all over Reinhardt.


  


  “It’s fast.” Lauel muttered as he watched the situation of the dungeon through the magic crystals. He felt very good because this situation occurred the moment the dungeon’s location was leaked to lure Grandmaster Zikfrector.


  


  ‘From the grandmaster’s point of view, Reidorn is an irresistible bait.’


  


  From the standpoint of the Overgeared Kingdom, Reidorn was a problem. When he was initially captured, the empire was the enemy of the Overgeared Kingdom and the Overgeared Kingdom could get a lot of information from Reidorn, but the situation had changed dramatically.


  


  Now Lauel knew the empire better than Reidorn. There was no longer a reason to be greedy for Reidorn’s information that he protected with loyalty and pride. This didn’t mean Lauel could send Reidorn back to the empire. Reidorn was the one who tried to kill Grid while all the major and minor officials of other kingdoms were watching. There would be an internal backlash if he wasn’t properly punished.


  


  Of course, the imperial side also didn’t welcome Reidorn. Reidorn had been missing for many years. There would be many doubts if he just suddenly returned to the empire. In particular, Reidorn had a history of being under Limit. His actual alignment was unknown but the present imperial regime wasn’t pleased with his past. He even tried to kill the Overgeared King so it was just asking for trouble if the empire accepted him back.


  


  ‘I planned for him to grow old and die in prison.’


  


  It was fortunate that he could be used as bait to lure Zikfrector.


  


  “There were no casualties among the guards. Everyone just passed out for a moment.”


  


  Lauel’s heart grew comfortable when he heard the report from a soldier.


  


  ‘He is closely aligned with good.’


  


  The seven malignant saints were good, not evil. They united for humanity and fought against the gods for the peace of the world. They became evil because they were called so by the gods. Lauel had trusted the essence of Zikfrector, the incarnation of the seven malignant saints.


  


  ‘So go to the East Continent as soon as possible. Witness the reality of the gods who have been cast out and stand by Grid’s side. I can’t sacrifice the power of the Overgeared Kingdom so I’ll leave it to you.’


  


  Lauel’s expression was bitter as he murmured. He was prepared to sacrifice the guards and his essence was probably evil. Lauel himself was aware of it but he wasn’t ashamed. He wasn’t afraid of people’s accusations. All his choices and actions were to help Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  ‘There should be one person like me.’


  


  A group of solely good people couldn’t last long.


  


  Lauel had no doubts.


  


  ***


  


  One week after the Call of the Heavens quest.


  


  “It is here.”


  


  The northernmost area of the East Continent—the rankers quickly arrived at Chiaotzu in Xing. Sure enough, the top 0.00005% players were people with a huge information network and could take action.


  


  “Have you been called by the heavens?”


  


  The quest receivers were welcomed by the soldiers. The rankers who arrived in Chiaotzu were met by soldiers and guided to the castle. The red walls and golden tiles formed a gorgeous and intense coordination. This magnificent sight slightly suppressed the spirits of the rankers.


  


  “I can't see the earth, I can’t see the earth. The castle’s lord has a lot of money.”


  


  “It is a lot richer than the Cho Kingdom.”


  


  “Quiet.” A training ground that was decorated with large marble—the rankers chattered together when an eye-catching beauty stood on the podium. She sighed as she looked around the people in the hall with a rather dissatisfied look. “Welcome those who responded to the Call of the Heavens."


  


  This was just it.


  


  The high rankers earned the promised reward just as they arrived at their destination.


  


  [The Call of the Heavens quest has been completed.]


  


  [You have gained two levels from the quest reward.]


  


  [Call of the Heavens has succeeded and the quest rewards have been earned.]


  


  [Protect the Artifacts of the Four Gods]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  An unknown wicked man has already infiltrated Chiaotzu. The treasure can be targeted at any time so be vigilant and protect it.


  


  Quest Clear Condition: Protect the target until the unknown wicked person dies.


  


  Quest Clear Reward: Level +2.


  


  Quest Failure: Level -4.]


  


  “...?!”


  


  The system was always fair. This caused the players to be frustrated.


  


  “Dammit! What is with the penalty of dropping four levels?!”


  


  Someone’s shout mixed with a curse echoed through the heavy atmosphere. Now it was a life or death decision.




  Chapter 1199


  “Is the treasure we need to protect here?”


  


  “The treasure is an artifact of the Four Gods? It is the death god among the Four Gods so is there any care that needs to be taken when handling it? For example, should it stay away from fire?”


  


  “Are there no enemies at all?”


  


  “In the event of an enemy invasion, how long will it take for the troops to arrive? What and how many traps have been set up nearby to stop the enemy from invading?”


  


  A square building—the rankers were taken to the strange building that had no exits at all and released a bombardment of questions. All their confusion and fury were subdued. A penalty of losing four levels...


  


  They judged there was no need to be agitated when the penalty would only occur if the quest failed.


  


  “Please answer me.”


  


  Knowing oneself before the enemy was the most basic formula for victory. However, the client didn’t answer the question and remained silent. It was a serious problem when the client who should be the most cooperative wasn’t motivated. It was an attitude that would reduce the motivation of the rankers trying to complete the quest.


  


  ‘What are you going to do?’


  


  The client—the longer the beautiful black-haired woman who guided the rankers to the training hall was silent, the more anxious the rankers became. A person with a ferocious personality even felt the desire to grab the beauty’s collar and shake her. The reason he didn’t do so was because the beauty’s name was shining in gold.


  


  Most of the rankers had already noticed her true identity. A yangban—a god of the East Continent. Someone with the power that a player would never exceed. It was a far cry from the unidentified half-god who Grid had recently defeated.


  


  “Sigh.” The blue robe flapped as the beauty pulled out a smoking pipe. She seemed reluctant, just like when she first appeared. She seemed to be skeptical of the situation. “It is embarrassing that mere humans are rushing to ask questions rather than prostrating themselves. I feel so uncomfortable.”


  


  ‘Bullshit.’


  


  The rankers’ expressions distorted at the beauty’s disrespectful words. They knew the customs of the East Continent people where they stopped what they were doing the moment the yangbans appeared and prostrated themselves. However, this was just a custom of the East Continent.


  


  In the beginning, the rankers knew the yangbans weren’t worthy of being objects of faith. They had witnessed the yangbans treating humans as livestock several times. Even so, they were being polite in their own way yet the beauty was asking for more. It happened when a few rankers looked like they were chewing shit.


  


  “I’m sorry. We were ignorant and committed great rudeness because we didn’t know the culture of the East.” One man surrounded by a sharp, cold air stepped forward and bowed to the beauty. His identity after taking off his cloak was exactly what everyone expected. “You might not be interested in humans but I would like to sincerely introduce myself to the god I’ve heard about for a long time and envied. My name is Bondre. I’m a magician who deals with ice magic.”


  


  “It is ice magic...”


  


  Bondre calmed the atmosphere that could’ve worsened. The beauty exhaled the smoke, put the smoking pipe away and showed interest in Bondre. “There is a separate job for you so follow me.”


  


  “What about us...?”


  


  “You just have to protect this place. This is the face of the intruder.”


  


  The rankers left behind were feeling flustered when the beauty threw a portrait at them. It was a portrait of a white-haired old man. His wrinkled face looked like a dry old tree but his eyes were sharp and full of vitality, making him look unusual at first glance.


  


  ‘Who is this?’


  


  It was a Westerner but this was the first time they had seen this face. The rankers were shaking their heads and the beauty added an explanation.


  


  “He is a swordsman. Pungsa said that every time he swings his sword, lightning will explode and a storm will rage.”


  


  ‘This skinny old man can use such destructive swordsmanship?’


  


  One man among the rankers showed a somewhat unbelievable reaction.


  


  “Sir Dante...!”


  


  “...?”


  


  Everyone’s eyes focused on this man. It was the wanderer Rekflex, 12th on the swordsman ranking and 403rd on the unified rankings.


  


  “Rekflex? Do you know him?”


  


  “I know. I met him while I wandered around the Glaucian Kingdom. He was the single-digit knight of the golden era of the empire.”


  


  “Golden era of the empire...!”


  


  “I received a lot of help from him at the time but it is strange. At that time, Sir Dante was aging...”


  


  Dante complained that his body was old and his senses were dull, making it difficult for him to extract the full power of the sword. He even used a mace that was easier to control than a sword since a small amount of force applied to the mace could exert great power.


  


  Yet a few years later, he used swordsmanship that created a storm? A swordsmanship that was powerful enough to receive the attention of a god?


  


  “Did he become a transcendent?”


  


  “...!”


  


  It was the moment when the name Dante was engraved on the minds of hundreds of high rankers and the beautiful yangban...


  


  As they memorized Dante’s name, the 73 year old knight Dante—in the Overgeared Kingdom—gained a healthier color.


  


  “Sir Dante, how is it that you seem to be getting younger?” Piaro asked when he turned from field work to see Dante at the training ground. Dante just laughed.


  


  “Um... I don’t know why but I’ve been feeling lighter for some time. It feels like my existence itself has strengthened and my body is full of motivation and strength.”


  


  “Huh...! This is the power of farming!”


  


  “The power of farming?”


  


  “I hope that the people who eat the rice and wheat we sweated to grow will always be happy and healthy. All the farmers working in the field have the same wish. The farmers in Reidan are particularly enthusiastic. Dante’s great health is probably because he ate the crops of Reidan.”


  


  “Huhu, that makes sense.”


  


  “Right. Hahaha.”


  


  Piaro returned from conquering the Gauss Kingdom. After a long time, he returned to the life of a farmer and his heart was healed. He became even happier when he saw Dante was healthy.


  


  ‘I can’t believe a day came when I can laugh with my old colleagues and mentors again.’


  


  


  All of this was a blessing due to King Grid. Piaro was filled with deep gratitude and prayed, ‘Be well.’


  


  ***


  


  [There is a rumor that the procession to your stone statue is endless!]


  


  [Currently, the worship of Hero King Grid’s Statue is at the maximum. Over the next month, your dexterity stat will rise by 30%, and the probability of making a high rated item has increased slightly! Additionally, the speed of sword-type attack skills is 20% faster!]


  


  It was like this everyday. Grid witnessed this notification window every few days. This meant that the dexterity and speed buffs were effectively ‘permanently’ applied. Of course, Grid wasn’t complacent. He knew that the moment he let people down, the worship would stop coming.


  


  “......”


  


  Grid bowed in thanks to the prayers of those unknown before slowly raising his head and opening his eyes. Far away, a rectangular white building was visible. Looking back, it was a building that seemed very strange. It didn’t match the overall scenery of Chiaotzu, which had an ancient Chinese city feel.


  


  The security was also very tight. Every road leading to the building was full of heavily armed soldiers and the intricately arranged structures near the building gave off a suspicious amount of magic power.


  


  “Did they plant daoists among the soldiers?”


  


  “No, artifacts are installed on behalf of the people.”


  


  Braham pointed to the red lamps hanging from the end of every tile of all the buildings and Grid realized that different colored papers were all stuck on the red lamps.


  


  ‘Amulets...’


  


  In the battle against Hangyeol, Grid had experienced the power of the amulets. The amulets were excellent artifacts where the shortcomings were difficult to find apart from the fact that they were consumables. Depending on the color of the amulet and the characters written on them, the amulets had a variety of functions such as protection, attacking, and cursing. The configuration of the amulets would also maximize their power.


  


  ‘Laying thousands of such amulets...’


  


  It must be here. In this quaint square building, the Black Tortoise Jewel was held. The confident Grid soon felt doubts.


  


  ‘No, isn’t this too obvious? Is it a trap?'


  


  It was a building that gave off a strange sense of difference to anyone who saw it. The tight security seemed to be screaming out to him, ‘This is the location of the Black Tortoise Jewel.’ It was so obvious that it was strange.


  


  “...This is a trap.”


  


  Grid asked Braham for help. He couldn’t come to a conclusion when he thought about it himself so he relied on the advice of the Duke of Wisdom.


  


  “In a normal situation, this would be a trap. However, the opponent is a yangban. It was hard to think that those arrogant enough to call themselves gods would’ve hidden the Black Tortoise Jewel in a secret place.”


  


  Braham was a timeless force, a legend. As a result, he was confident that he could better penetrate the psychology of a strong man than anyone else.


  


  “This is more of a provocation than a trap.”


  


  “......”


  


  The sneering voice of the yangbans seemed to enter Grid’s ears.


  


  ‘This is where the Black Tortoise Jewel is located. If you can take it away then take it...’


  


  “It is a taunt that I can’t pass by.”


  


  Grid’s motivation boiled up. He wanted to fly into the building and smash everything. However, he remained calm. Grid was reminded of something. The purpose this time was to collect information, not to win. The goal was to understand the enemy’s power as much as possible and make meaningful use of it in the future. For now, it was enough to grasp the reality of the square building.


  


  “Braham.” Grid reached out to Braham.


  


  Braham took off the skin mask he was wearing and returned it to Grid while saying, “I’ll open the way for you.”


  


  Grid nodded. “Then immediately return to the West Continent,” Grid ordered Braham before he put on the skin mask.


  


  Dante and Kentrick’s faces had already been used so he decided on Asmophel’s face. It was determined that no one would recognize Asmophel in the northernmost part of the East Continent, Chiaotzu.


  


  ‘It is hard to recognize Asmophel easily, even if there is a player.’


  


  It was because Asmophel often dressed up as a soldier. In fact, he was less active than Piaro and Mercedes, making him the least popular of Grid’s subordinates. Even so, Grid wore the Slaughterer's Mask as well and appeared in the air. His gaze was only on the square building. He was undaunted by the amulets installed on every building and the thousands of soldiers on each side of the road. The legendary great magician was with him.


  


  “Meteor.”


  


  “Eh?”


  


  This was too excessive. This wasn’t at the level of cleaning up the enemy’s defensive forces and traps. Did he intend to destroy the city itself? Grid stared in fright at the meteorites ravaging the city when Braham urged him, “Go now.”


  


  “...You must leave! Understood?”


  


  There was no time to delay. Grid barely held back the words in his throat and flew toward the square building in the midst of the meteorite explosion.


  


  Subsequently...


  


  “This isn’t Sabaek.”


  


  Two yangbans appeared in the place Grid had just vacated. The two yangbans nearby had found the magician who cast the magic.


  


  Braham spoke to those unfamiliar with himself, “Who did you mistake me for? This body is the only one who can bring down the stars in the universe.”


  


  The winds that he summoned cut at the bodies of the yangbans.


  


  ***


  


  “Huh? In the end, the Black Tortoise Jewel isn’t here?” Old Sword Demon, who was running along the underground waterway following Hwang Gildong, was startled by the explosion from the ground.


  


  However, Hwang Gildong didn’t stop running. “Cold air blocks the flow of water so the Black Tortoise Jewel should be at the place where the ice magician was taken. We shouldn’t trust what we see because the yangbans are extremely insidious.”




  Chapter 1200


  Six years in real time—this was the amount of time the high rankers had devoted themselves to Satisfy. It was not a short amount of time. It was enough to have unforgettable memories and experience nightmares they would never forget.


  


  “What is this...?”


  


  The high rankers lost their voices when a shadow was cast and then devastating meteorites started to pour down on the city. They had seen countless disasters but they never saw a city destroyed in an instant.


  


  ——!


  


  Was this the second coming of Belial? The high rankers recalled the appearance of a great demon who first appeared before humanity as the constant screams deafened their ears. The high rankers had been at the scene of her disaster when Belial dropped hundreds of meteorites. They thought they would never see a disaster like this again...


  


  At this moment, they were witnessing the same catastrophe.


  


  “...No, it is more than Belial,” a magician ranker murmured.


  


  They saw it—the dozens of meteorites falling toward the city were ‘real.’ It was unlike the meteorites that Belial ‘formed’ using magic. No magic power could be felt. This was the extreme physical force that couldn’t be offset by magic power.


  


  “Stars pulled from the universe... this is the real Meteor.”


  


  Duguen!Duguen!Duguen! The hearts of dozens of magicians were pounding. Their eyes and detection magic searched everywhere. The greatest magician in history—they noticed that the legendary magician Braham, adored by all magicians in the world, was here in Chiaotzu.


  


  “...!”


  


  The eyes of the magicians were wide as they tracked Braham with their magic power. They simultaneously shouted, “Someone is coming!”


  


  This was the signal. In the midst of the meteorite bombardment, the rankers took out their weapons and their shields, taking a fighting posture in front of the square building that was unharmed. They truly were experienced. The disaster didn’t disperse their concentration and their judgments and actions were swift.


  


  “Intercept!”


  


  Archers with ‘Hawk’s Eye’ captured the location of the next intruder that appeared after the magician. They carefully pulled back the bowstring while assessing the distance of the rapidly approaching intruder. The bowstring was pulled back in an extreme manner. The paladins’ buffs had increased the strength of the archers.


  


  Hundreds of arrows fired from dozens of archers pierced through the aftermath of the explosions that occurred everywhere and flew toward the target. Some arrows flew in a curve while others were shot in a strong line or some moved along the ground.


  


  Flash!


  


  The hundreds of arrows that already flew far away were filled with a variety of magic power. The magicians added secondary attribute damage to maximize the power of the arrow.”


  


  “There!”


  


  The intruder got close enough for the tanks and close-ranged damage dealers to see with the naked eye. This meant they were close to the intruder. Hundreds of arrows pierced the intruder’s body. They were perfect shots. Not a single one of them missed. The archers who fired the arrows once again drew back their bowstring while the spells of the magicians were completed.


  


  “Ohhh! Oh?”


  


  The tankers who used the charge skill to rush to the intruder came to a halt in a flustered manner. The intruder maintained his original momentum despite being turned into a hedgehog by the arrows.


  


  “Are these toy bows?” The rankers clicked their tongues as they felt disappointed by the power of the archers and set up their shields.


  


  “Chain Strike!”


  


  The sword singers behind the tankers used their capture skills. Dozens of stems of sword energy extended like chains to wrap around the intruder’s arms, legs and neck. The intruder’s body tilted forward. He was forcibly dragged into the tanker camp.


  


  “A big fish!”


  


  The damage dealers had smiles on their faces as they prepared their stun skills. They would stun the intruder who would soon be dragged nearby and then beat him to death.


  


  “I don’t know what transcendence is but it is nothing in front of us!”


  


  “Keep calm! There have been reports that Braham is watching Dante’s back!”


  


  “I am calm now! No matter what, we have to beat Dante first!”


  


  Many of the damage dealers were aggressive. They were like batters waiting for the ball and aimed their swords and spears at the approaching intruder.


  


  ‘What?’


  


  ‘This bad....? Gasp!’


  


  The sword singers felt a chill as the chain strikes pulled the intruder in. They noticed that the intruder hadn’t been brought in but flew here himself. As the intruder turned, the chains around his neck and limbs were torn apart. The heavy blows of the damage dealers only hit empty air.


  


  “What?!”


  


  The eyes of the hundreds of rankers saw the face of the ranker they thought was Dante. The rankers expected the appearance of a white-haired old man.


  


  “Who is this?”


  


  The intruder wasn’t an old man. He was good-looking and it was hard to tell if he was young or middle-aged. The blond hair shining brightly with a lemon color gave off a beautiful feeling.


  


  “Kuek...!”


  


  The tankers raised their shields. It was intended to prepare for the attack of the blond intruder. It was pointless.


  


  “...?!”


  


  What was the most powerful defensive equipment? Most people thought it was armor. There was no equipment that protected as many areas as armor. However, reality was different. The most powerful defensive equipment by far was a shield. The shield was a barrier that blocked an attack before it hit the human body. No matter how powerful the attack, it was possible to absorb the shock without any damage as long as the shield was raised.


  


  This was why the tankers claimed ‘there must be a shield, even if there isn’t armor.’


  


  The tankers’ faith in the shield was absolute and it was almost like worship. At least, until now...


  


  


  “Keeoook!”


  


  Penetration—the tankers, who raised their shields to prevent the intruder’s attack, had their bodies pierced along with their shields. The shield was small to ensure ease of movement but it couldn’t handle the intruder’s sharp sword.


  


  “This is why the big and thick shields are the best!”


  


  These guys weren’t tankers. Katan, fourth on the guardian knight rankings, clicked his tongue and came forward. His gaze was directed over his square shield toward the intruder’s shoulder. ‘Now!’


  


  It was perfectly timed—Katan aimed for the moment when the intruder swung his sword and he set up his shield precisely then, blocking the intruder’s sword with his shield. Unlike the small shields of the tankers who were greedy for the role of damage dealer and tanker at the same time, Katan’s thick square shield completely blocked the attack of the intruder.


  


  However, the weight that followed couldn’t be handled.


  


  “...?”


  


  It was like a flying cannonball. Stone thorns soared from the intruder’s sword and Katan’s thick square shield shook. Then Katan flew dozens of meters away.


  


  ‘Is this a charge that defies defense and resistance?’


  


  Kata’s eyes shook as he flew into the square building but the light in them didn’t go out.


  


  ‘Not yet!’


  


  The 300 people here weren’t colleagues or friends but they were reliable. They represented the best power of two billion people.


  


  “Endure well!”


  


  Magic exploded all over the place in response to Katan’s urging. The magic of different attributes took many forms and struck the intruder. The intruder was unprepared. Then there was a surge of sharp attacks from damage dealers who rushed forward ahead of the magic.


  


  “I don’t know who you are but...!”


  


  “You can’t pass through here!”


  


  The rankings were a measure of valuation. It was the world of rankers where one rise or fall in the rankings would change their value. All the rankers who participated in this quest were desperate. They didn’t know where this familiar blond intruder came from but they wouldn’t just stand still.


  


  “Asmophel! It is Asmophel!” The rankers shouted after confirming the identity of the blond intruder. One of Grid’s Four Heavenly Kings, Asmosphel had a low reputation compared to the other knights, but he wasn’t lacking in strength at all.


  


  “Shit! Is this related to Grid?”


  


  For the first time, the momentum of the rankers softened. They were even more afraid of becoming hostile to Grid than the penalty of losing four levels. Grid’s influence was enormous.


  


  “Sigh...”


  


  The blond intruder, Asmophel—to be precise, Grid borrowing Asmophel’s appearance—opened his mouth for the first time, “I have no problem with you so get out of the way.”


  


  The reason why Grid took off the Slaughterer's Mask on the way here was because he discovered the existence of the rankers. There were no players who didn’t know the Slaughterer's Mask so Grid was forced to take it off since he wanted to hide his identity.


  


  “I’m only curious about one thing. What is in that building? I will step back as soon as I confirm this.”


  


  He was serious. Grid had no intention of confronting and harming the players who came here due to some circumstances. If they insisted on staying then he would cut them without hesitation but he wanted to avoid a war as soon as possible. It was because today’s Grid didn’t have the bad taste of bothering the weak.


  


  “Eh?”


  


  The faces of the rankers stiffened as they saw the square building that Grid pointed to. They found that the original white color of the building had become a dark grey color. It was a dismal and sinister color. Then the cries of a beast were heard. It was the piercing and deep cry.


  


  The third ranked paladin, Majo spoke in a trembling voice, “The building... the building has absorbed the aura of death.”


  


  “...?!”


  


  The gazes of Grid and the rankers moved in every direction. The moans of the soldiers dying in the aftermath of Meteor were rising. As the moans grew louder, the color of the building became darker. Grid’s vision flashed red.


  


  [Death is coming!]


  


  The square building completely blackened and released poison. Next was the appearance of a giant snake head and tail. The identity of the existence bigger than a mountain was none other than the black tortoise.


  


  “This is sick!”


  


  “Shit!”


  


  Grid and the rankers shouted with one heart.


  


  ***


  


  At the deepest part of Chiaotzu Castle...


  


  Bondre was stunned when he was ushered into a mysterious room filled with clear water. He found the Black Tortoise Jewel floating in the water.


  


  “Was the building outside a trap?”


  


  “No, there is a Black Tortoise Jewel there as well.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “It is impossible to contain the duality of the black tortoise who helps with the birth of life while also being the god in charge of death. Thus, they can’t be placed in one vessel.” The beautiful woman sitting in the bathtub, Areum, ordered the stunned Bondre, “Freeze the water here. You will give birth to the complete god of death.”




  Chapter 1201


  “Ugh!”


  


  Something huge and ugly was the method to create primitive fear. The black tortoise merely cried out to the sky but the high rankers shuddered with fear. They felt threatened by the enormous size of the black tortoise and disgusted by its appearance. Grid was the same. No, the confusion he felt was much greater. It was a side effect of knowing many things.


  


  ‘Is this one of the Four Auspicious Beasts?’


  


  Grid knew—the Four Auspicious Beasts were the guardian gods of humanity, born from the aspirations of humanity. It was their role to help with the stability and prosperity of humanity. Naturally, they were favorable to humanity and their existence itself was beneficial for humanity. This wasn’t speculation, it was real.


  


  Grid had witnessed the resurrection of the red phoenix enriching the south. Now the current black tortoise was completely different. The resurrection of the black tortoise didn’t help the north. A black, sticky liquid oozed from the snake scales and eroded the civilization of the earth. The smoke that came from the fire spout protruding from the tortoise shell covered the sun in the sky.


  


  [Death is coming!]


  


  [Death is coming!]


  


  [Death...!]


  


  The transcendent senses that detected and warned of danger drove Grid to great confusion. The warning messages steadily rose and Grid was dizzy.


  


  ‘...This isn’t the guardian god.’


  


  Grid watched the growing size of the black liquid puddle and was convinced.


  


  ‘A wounded god.’


  


  It was completely different from the red phoenix. The black tortoise was a god that stifled human life and destiny just by its existence. Was it originally like this?


  


  ‘No, it is impossible.’


  


  The Twelve Zodiacs had told him that the black tortoise was the gentlest of the Four Auspicious Beasts. They said the reason the black tortoise denied and got rid of artificial substances was for humans.


  


  ‘By preserving nature, it is protecting the human race.’


  


  It was extreme logic comparable to the claim that there was no war without an army. In any case, most of the actions of the black tortoise came from its heart or instincts for humanity.


  


  ‘It is different now.’


  


  Night came to the world because the poison that the black tortoise emitted completely covered the sun. Was this darkness that withered life, for humanity? Not at all.


  


  ‘Something is wrong.’


  


  It was strange from the beginning of the resurrection. It appeared that the yangbans had deliberately released the black tortoise.


  


  ‘Did they make this type of black tortoise?’


  


  It happened when Grid was constantly thinking.


  


  “Dammit! They hid a monster instead of a treasure!”


  


  “We were deceived by the yangbans! We have to run away!”


  


  “However, if we fail the quest then we all...!”


  


  “The quest was to protect the treasure but we don’t even know where the treasure is! It is right to run away!”


  


  The high rankers shouted and moved. They were very skilled and avoided the black liquid that fell from the black tortoise’s scales. Whenever the poison touched their skin, they quickly took out an antidote to drink it. However, the situation of some magicians wasn't good. They had relatively low physical abilities due to their investment in intelligence. They were overwhelmed by avoiding both the black pool and the liquid falling from the sky.


  


  “Hey! Come this way!”


  


  The tankers set out to help the magicians. They hid the magicians behind them while raising their shields to stop the black liquid falling from the sky. They didn’t know the power of the black tortoise so it was a foolish mistake.


  


  “Gasp.”


  


  The shields of the tankers were corroded by the black liquid and turned to scraps. The tankers found it unexpected that objects meant for self-defense would melt without defending them. The black tortoise had no idea of the situation on the ground. It was still roaring at the sky without looking at the humans it needed to take care of. Every time it roared, new black liquid oozed from the scales and scattered like rain.


  


  "Damn...!"


  


  The tankers who lost their shields and the magicians behind them all paled. A black drop of water, the same size as a house, was falling over their heads.


  


  “Shield!”


  


  “Anti-magic!”


  


  The magicians used various spells but it was useless. Shield couldn’t handle the mass of liquid and Anti-magic didn’t work at all.


  


  ‘We’re going to die!’


  


  The rankers had this thought. It was the blond intruder—the person someone claimed was Grid’s knight appeared between the black drops and the rankers. For some reason, his armor and helmet were removed. He was only wearing a shirt, shoulder guards, gaiters, and boots. The water droplets that should’ve soaked the rankers splashed all over the blond man. The blond knight’s shoulder guards, gaiters, and boots melted away in an instant.


  


  “H-Hey!”


  


  “Kyaaak!”


  


  He would melt and die without a single bone left behind... 


  


  Why did this person help them? The stunned rankers were screaming at the blond man’s incomprehensible sacrifice only to close their mouths. The blond knight’s shoulder guards, boots, and gaiters recovered immediately after the black liquid touched it. They repeatedly melted and regained their form. The process was quickly repeated dozens of times and the body of the blond knight wasn’t damaged at all. Not even a single strand of hair was damaged.


  


  Only the shirt melted and disappeared. The half-naked blond man spoke, “This liquid only extinguishes artificial substances and is harmless to organic things. So take everything off and run away.”


  


  “Eh?”


  


  Take it off? The female rankers were perplexed while the male rankers took off their items without hesitation. Then they yelled at the blond knight. “You’re our enemy! Why are you suddenly helping us?”


  


  The blond knight—Grid shrugged with Asmophel’s appearance. "I never thought of you as an enemy.”


  


  


  If he had considered them enemies then he would’ve killed them the moment he saw them. He would’ve gone beyond the level of piercing their shields and armor.


  


  “Don’t talk nonsense and get out of here,” Grid urged them. He had noticed why the rankers came here.


  


  ‘They were drawn here by a call from the heavens, just like me in the past.’


  


  They were only being used by the yangbans and the Five Seniors. Sooner or later, they would regret it. There was no need to inflict pain on them. Grid recalled the blacksmiths who had been killed by Garam before looking up at the black tortoise. In the blackened world, the roaring red glow was more demonic than a great demon.


  


  “Uh...?”


  


  The rankers felt puzzled by the blond knight’s attitude and were rushing to leave this spot when they suddenly stiffened like statues. They stared blankly at the blond knight without being able to close their mouths.


  


  [The durability of Berith's Skin Mask has decreased by 1.]


  


  None of the great demons were comparable to a god. Berith, who was only ranked 22nd, couldn’t be compared to a god. It meant the skin mask made by Berith wouldn’t be safe before the power of the black tortoise. He took off the skin mask in order to avoid the drop in durability.


  


  The gorgeous blond hair turned into short black hair and the cool eyes became sharp. The muscles that made up the chest and the thick waist was reminiscent of the statue of a god.


  


  “...Grid?”


  


  The rankers learned the truth of the blond knight and were astonished. Then their faces soon distorted. The emotion that struck them was anger. “Grid!”


  


  A few rankers stopped moving. They stared at Grid who was standing in front of the black tortoise. Bubat, Shane, Ronam, etc.—they were representatives of their countries. If they had something in common, it was that they suffered due to Grid every time they competed for their country.


  


  “Grid! Why are you helping us?”


  


  For the rankers, Grid was special. They envied him and took him as their goal. Yes, their goal. No matter if they liked Grid or not, they had been struggling to catch up with him and learn from him. They secretly hoped that Grid would look back at them.


  


  “You... we are really nothing to you...!”


  


  The reason Bubat didn’t participate in this year’s National Competition was due to Grid’s declaration that he wouldn’t attend. Bubat became determined after seeing Grid’s interview about how he wouldn’t attend the event because it was boring. He was going to be stronger. He would be sure to become stronger so that Grid wouldn’t be able to say the same thing again. Participating in this quest was just one way to strengthen himself.


  


  However, this quest became a crisis, not an opportunity, and Grid was the one trying to overcome it. Bubat didn’t want to tolerate this situation.


  


  “Helping us instead of hindering us...! Does it mean we’re not even your competitors?” Bubat yelled with bloodshot eyes.


  


  The same was true for the eyes of the other rankers. They were angry. They were mortified by their pitiful selves, who could only be angry at Grid for doing them a favor. It was a complicated feeling that the rankers themselves couldn’t understand. However, Grid understood—he knew the feelings of the weak. “You have misunderstood something.”


  


  He heard a yangban say, “The wrath of the black tortoise is directed at the sky.”


  


  “Stimulate it and encourage it to burn the earth.”


  


  Grid flew up into the sky and saw the two yangbans talking to each other. Then he activated the Open Potential skill. “I have nightmares every night. A nightmare of being brought down by you again.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “The reason I helped you isn’t because I’m ignoring you. I just did it.”


  


  The yangbans wondered, “Who is that person?”


  


  “Get rid of him.”


  


  The three yangbans belatedly discovered Grid talking to the rankers and leaped through space. They made the concept of distance meaningless and reached Grid in an instant. Goosebumps rose on the skin of the rankers who shuddered at the feats of the ‘gods.’


  


  Three swords moved like living snakes, wrapping around Grid and stabbing at his vital points. It was a fast and dazzling pincer attack that was hard to follow even for the rankers watching from afar. On the other hand, Grid’s attacks were neither fast nor dazzling. Not a single ranker was impressed by Grid’s swordsmanship.


  


  It was invisible. The swords of the yangbans stopped just before stabbing Grid and shook.


  


  “...?”


  


  “...?”


  


  There was a moment of silence...


  


  Then the eyes of the yangbans lost their light. Blood sprayed like a fountain from the necks and chests of the yangbans. This was 300,000 Army Swordsmanship Stealth Sword—the technique of Madra, the Undefeated King who killed 300,000 enemy soldiers without them realizing it, was recreated at Grid’s fingertips.


  


  [Critical!]


  


  [The effect of 300,000 Army Swordsmanship has increased the damage of critical hits by 2000%!]


  


  [The effect of 300,000 Army Swordsmanship has exposed the weaknesses of the opponent!]


  


  [Your body doesn’t meet the standards required to use 300,000 Army Swordsmanship. There is a great burden on your body but the effect of the Shoulder Guards of the White Tiger with the Protection of the Red Phoenix has successfully prevented an injury!]


  


  “...Kkuek!”


  


  Without noticing it, the neck of the leading yangban was seriously injured. His eyes rolled and he swallowed down the blood. Then he immediately used the White Tiger’s Breath and Red Phoenix’s Breath to try and recover. It was a reaction rate and mentality that far exceeded the level of common sense.


  


  However, the current opponent was the worst. Grid knew how to kill the yangbans.


  


  “Divinity.” It was to hit them hard. “Open Potential.”


  


  Don’t give them a break.


  


  “Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.”


  


  “...!”


  


  A slaughter.


  


  Bubat and the rankers lost strength in their legs and sat down after witnessing the horrific killing of a god by a mere human.




  Chapter 1202


  [300,000 Army Swordsmanship Stealth Sword (Degraded Version)]


  


  [Use a high level of concentration to release invisible cutting attacks.


  


  Deals 600% damage to all enemies in sight and expose the targets’ weaknesses. Critical hit damage is increased by 2000%.


  


  * This attack is bound to hit.


  


  Resources Consumed: 10,000 mana. 200 sword energy.


  


  Skill Recoil: Impossible to recover sword energy for 3 seconds.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 hour.]


  


  300,000 Army Swordsmanship Stealth Sword—the upgraded version of 200,000 Army Swordsmanship that was opened when Open Potential was used—was a surprise attack but it had a fatal drawback. It was that it was impossible to recover sword energy for three seconds after use. However, the high damage, the ‘expose weaknesses’ effect, the critical hit damage, and the ‘must hit’ effect meant it could be called the ultimate technique.


  


  “Divinity. Open Potential.”


  


  Stealth Sword meant he succeeded in hitting the yangbans. The veins on his neck bulged as he leaned forward. It was the recoil caused by continuously using Open Potential. Since an extreme penalty was specified, the burden of Open Potential on the user was heavy. It consumed 10,000 mana, 20,000 health, and half his current stamina, as well as causing injuries by increasing the burden on the body. Once Open Potential and the five fused sword dances were used, Grid was in danger of losing his mind.


  


  “Gulp!”


  


  Grid gulped while enduring the pain. Fear struck him but there was no hesitation. His hair rose due to Transcend and his eyes were as strong as ever. “Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.”


  


  [Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle]


  


  [Five sword dances have been sublimated into a single field.


  


  An energy sword that deals 5000% physical attack damage will be fired seven times in one second, causing waves of sword energy to cover all enemies within a range of 10 meters.


  


  Targets hit by the sword energy are ‘disarmed’ and will suffer from the ‘bleeding’ and ‘despair’ abnormal conditions.


  


  All sword energies will ignore 70% of the target’s defense.


  


  ★ The effect of Detect Force, Wind Cutter, Shield, and Weapon Enchant will be applied.


  


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped.


  


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 500.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 2 hours.]


  


  The yangban ‘Saul’ was hit by Stealth Sword and after that, his body swayed indefinitely as he was hit by the merciless sword technique. Saul’s mind was dazed. ‘Now... what am I going through right now?’


  


  As expected, the enemy invasion occurred and half of the ego of the black tortoise was resurrected. However, the yangbans felt the need to disperse the attention of the monster who kept roaring at the sky. Then they found a human who wasn’t on the list. They struck at him because they didn’t think he was necessary. It was like killing an annoying fly.


  


  The enemy’s neck filled their field of view and they let their swords fly. They remembered up to there. However, it was impossible to recall what happened afterwards.


  


  “Cough!” The pupils of Saul shook as he coughed up blood. He had no idea what he was going through. He instinctively operated the breaths of the Four Gods to overcome the pain that he was experiencing for the first time in his life.


  


  “Saul!” Then he heard the voice of his brother behind him. It was desperate in an unseemly manner.


  


  ‘We... are gods.’


  


  They needed to remain calm in all circumstances. They had to walk leisurely even through heavy rains and snowstorms. So stop shouting so desperately.


  


  Saul’s wish was in vain as the other yangbans desperately reached out to him. However, they couldn’t protect Saul. It was because the sword energy that had penetrated Saul exploded in unison and stretched out like waves, striking the yangbans. It was a powerful attack that couldn’t be ignored.


  


  “Keuk!”


  


  The two yangbans hurriedly protected themselves from the waves of sword energy but Saul was swept away unprotected. Saul’s limbs started to be torn apart.


  


  “...Ah.”


  


  It wasn’t until he couldn’t even feel pain that he finally realized the situation. Death. A concept that he felt was far away was coming over himself.


  


  “I don’t want...”


  


  Death didn’t allow him to even protest. It snatched him ferociously and without mercy.


  


  “......”


  


  After the waves of sword energy, silence came.


  


  The surviving yangbans needed time to accept the death of Saul. They remembered Saul’s smile as he approached them, who were eliminated and feeling frustrated by the final stage of Chiyou’s test, and reached out. Next, they were reminded of when the three of them shouted that they would pass Chiyou’s test. They gained courage and overcame the setbacks.


  


  “Now finally... finally, one of the seven spots are vacant and we have a chance...”


  


  They were on the verge of gaining divine qualifications. Yet they were going to die?


  


  “You!”


  


  The eyes of the tired yangbans were drawn to the gasping Grid. For the first time since birth, the yangbans felt hatred and desperation. They activated the Blue Dragon’s Breath and were engulfed in lightning as they rushed toward Grid. Grid couldn’t respond. He stood with his back bent like a hunchback and his arms hung down in a dazed manner.


  


  Shake shake.


  


  To be honest, it was hard to hold his sword. Open Potential, 300,000 Army Swordsmanship, the five fused sword dances... 


  


  It was the aftermath of successively using techniques that the human body couldn’t handle. Grid’s muscles twitched and his stamina was on the verge of being fully depleted.


  


  “Die!”


  


  Was it because killing intent was projected? There was a red glow at the end of the yangban’s swords. The color seemed to hint at the blood that Grid would soon shed.


  


  


  ‘Shit.’


  


  He couldn’t react even if he saw the attack with his eyes. Grid was upset but he tried to control his mind. It wasn’t over yet.


  


  ‘I can hold on.’


  


  The recovery and shield skills generated by his titles and item effects remained. If he was lucky enough to trigger a skill to nullify the damage, the yangbans’ attacks would last for 4~5 seconds.


  


  ‘These guys aren’t at the level of Garam but they’re consistent with Hangyeol.’


  


  “Ugh!”


  


  Grid’s back and chest were pierced and he threw up blood. He gritted his teeth and moved his eyes in every direction. It was to find a path to retreat. He planned to immediately escape the moment his stamina recovered and he could move a bit more. Of course, it wasn't that easy. The yangbans were clearly aware of Grid’s intentions. They had no intention of opening a path for the man who dared fight and kill a yangban.


  


  “You can’t live!”


  


  The offensive of the yangbans became more intense. They noticed that Grid’s condition was different from before and pushed Grid with full force, launching dozens of attacks per second. It was a fast and tenacious attack that made any viewers tired. However, it was impossible for them to force Grid into the immortal state in five seconds.


  


  [You have suffered 6,599 damage.]


  


  [You have suffered 7,105 damage.]


  


  [The effect of Gaiters of the White Tiger supporting Heaven and Earth has ignored the damage.]


  


  [You have suffered 7,750 damage.]


  


  [You have suffered 8,300 damage.]


  


  [The effect of Shoulder Guards of the White Tiger with the Protection of the Red Phoenix has ignored the damage.]


  


  [The effect of Arrogant Blue Dragon's Boots has ignored the damage.]


  


  It was because he was overgeared. The attacks of the yangbans became stronger because they were linked. They quickly got rid of Grid’s shields and recovery skills and Grid was forced to endure using the armor made from the breaths of the Four Auspicious Beasts. The shoulder guards, gaiters, and boots had a probability of nullifying damage and Grid was somehow able to endure.


  


  “You?”


  


  The heads of the yangbans were boiling but Grid didn’t laugh. Grid’s face was dark.


  


  ‘Not yet?’


  


  The burden on Grid’s body was too great. Five seconds had passed and his body might’ve recovered the minimum physical strength needed for activities but his body didn’t move properly. All his joints creaked and his muscles twitched.


  


  ‘It was crazy to use Open Potential continuously...’


  


  He had expected it and tried to restrain himself as much as possible. However, this time he couldn’t afford to hold back his strength.


  


  ‘In this case, I will bet everything on my immortal state.’


  


  Five seconds. He had to somehow survive in five seconds. Grid was determined as he silently watched the two soft swords wrapped around his neck. He accepted the inevitable situation. Just then, the two swords around Grid’s neck were suddenly released and returned in the direction of their masters. The master of the swords, the body of a yangban, was floating in the air.


  


  “...?”


  


  “...?”


  


  Both Grid and the yangbans’ eyes were wide. Grid’s eyes met the eyes of the man holding the waists of the yangbans in the air. The identity of the man was Bubat. The strongest initiator of this era who was specialized in capturing the target. He boasted an irresistible crowd control and even managed to throw Grid to the ground in his prime. This time, he helped Grid by slamming the yangbans to the ground. The legs of the yangbans aimed at the sky as their heads touched the ground.


  


  Bubat yelled at Grid who was staring at the scene. “Damn! What are you doing? Quickly run!”


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid came to his senses. Sensation was coming back at his fingertips.


  


  “Shunpo.”


  


  At this moment, Grid’s eyes weren’t looking for a retreat path. Grid glanced at Bubat’s side and appeared by Bubat’s side.


  


  “...!”


  


  The flustered Bubat was stunned when Grid suddenly appeared in front of him. Grid’s mind recalled the conversation from two years ago.


  


  “Grid, I won’t challenge you again.”


  


  These were Bubat’s words when he was defeated by the Chinese ranker whose name couldn’t be remembered anymore. At that time, Bubat had realized his limitations. It was the limit of a one-on-one confrontation. That’s right—the essence of an initiator came from party play. It made Bubat many times more powerful than when he was alone.


  


  “...If we meet again in a war.”


  


  “I told you that I hoped that we were no longer enemies at that time.”


  


  The two men recalled the same day. They smiled as they remembered the words they said to each other. Bubat’s big hands clutched the ankles of the yangbans lying on the ground.


  


  “Transcended Link Flower.”


  


  Grid tried to do the best he could.


  


  “Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle.”


  


  In the dark world, the blue-black petals illuminated Grid and Bubat. In the eyes of the rankers, they looked happy. They felt ashamed that they were so obsessed with this unknown quest.


  


  It was the unexpected emergence of the black tortoise that had changed the situation.




  Chapter 1203


  “If we meet again in a war, I hope that we are no longer enemies.”


  


  These words left a huge impression on Bubat. The joy that Bubat felt when he heard that the supreme one, whom he was aiming for, wanted to fight with him was indescribable. He thought of his future appearance with the supreme one and became more enthusiastic and worked harder. Thus, his disappointment was great.


  


  ‘Boring.’—Grid’s words when he announced that he wouldn’t take part in the national competition brought a sense of loss to Bubat.


  


  “Helping us instead of hindering us...! Does it mean we’re not even your competitors?”


  


  Once Grid didn’t even look at him after they were reunited, Bubat couldn’t control his anger. The words two years ago were just a pretense...


  


  Bubat stared at Grid with a resentful gaze and Grid stared back at him.


  


  “The reason I helped you isn’t because I’m ignoring you. I just did it.”


  


  “...!”


  


  It dealt a reminder to Bubat’s spirit. His sense of reason, which had been buried in anger, suddenly recovered. The result...


  


  “Transcended Link Flower.”


  


  “Hug the Cruciate Ligament!”


  


  Bubat had a dream of joining Grid. Resist the ‘gods’ of the East Continent along with Grid. He wasn’t afraid. He was the strongest crowd controller and if he joined with Grid, who boasted the strongest attack, he was convinced he could win against any opponent.


  


  “Drag the Arm!”


  


  “Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle.”


  


  Irresistible crowd controller and a powerful attack. The combination of Grid and Bubat was fantastic enough to be called the strongest of all time. It was such a perfect match that there were speculations about whether they were a perfect couple in their previous life.


  


  “Cough, cough!”


  


  “You...! These people!!”


  


  How many times has it been already? The wrath of the yangbans soared into the sky as they were beaten to the ground by humans, stabbed, and covered in dirt and blood. Here, Bubat’s weakness was exposed. He didn’t have any taunting skills. In general, the moment when the duration of the crowd control was over, the gap would be filled with a provocateur who would act as an auxiliary tanker. However, this was impossible for Bubat. Like Grid, he was a victim of balance.


  


  Crusher—it had a large number of irresistible crowd control skills so it had no taunts for balance reasons. This meant it failed to function properly as a tanker.


  


  “Grid!”


  


  The shocked Bubat shouted desperately as the yangbans rose from the ground and ran to Grid while ignoring Bubat. The aggro was inevitably focused on the damage dealers. Bubat lamented his limitation in being unable to stop it and foresaw Grid’s death. Bubat was oblivious. What led to Grid being called the Overgeared King?


  


  “......”


  


  Grid wasn’t just a damage dealer. He was someone who could perform all roles.


  


  “What?!”


  


  The faces of the yangbans were filled with amazement. They had already planned to punish the human, who was already a living corpse, before going to fight the human’s colleague. Then their plan went awry. Grid extended his stride and tilted his upper body to reproduce the predatory posture of a predator. Not only did he block the swords of the yangbans with a different firmness from before, he also summoned flames. They were flames provided by White Tiger’s Posture Engulfed in Flames.


  


  ‘Is this the red phoenix?’


  


  The yangbans were astonished by the unexpected flames and reflexively stepped back. It was a big mistake. It was a mistake made because they hadn’t figured out that Grid’s survivability was stronger than a cockroach.


  


  [The effect of White Tiger’s Posture Engulfed in Flames has increased health recovery by 50%.]


  


  [The power of the great demon Belial sealed in the Rune of Gluttony has been opened!]


  


  [It is impossible for a human to digest all three of Belial’s powers.]


  


  [The Red Phoenix’s 9th Heart is empowering your body. You can withstand the pressure of a great demon. However, it is still impossible for a human to digest all three of Belial’s powers at the same time.]


  


  [You can use one of Belial’s three powers of: Darkness, fire, or illusion.]


  


  [You have chosen the power of fire!]


  


  [The passive skill Fire Queen is applied for two minutes while Belial’s Power is maintained. You can also use the Queen’s Flames of Hell and Flames of Hell Path.]


  


  [The effect of Fire Queen increases health recovery by 300%.]


  


  [There is no damage for 5 seconds. The Wind of Recovery skill of Tiramet's Belt’s will be activated. Health recovery rate will double.]


  


  Flames overlapped with flames. A violent wind blew the flames and it increased.


  


  “What?”


  


  The yangbans and rankers stared at Grid surrounded by flames with wide eyes. It was because the various wounds on Grid’s body were recovering at a tremendous rate. No matter how deep the wound, it soon scabbed and formed new flesh, making Grid’s skin smooth. This was a miracle beyond the level of recovery. It was the miracle of rebirth.


  


  “You... who are you?!”


  


  The reason why the yangbans weren’t afraid of humans was simple. The yangbans were clear about the existence of humans. They didn’t feel the need to be afraid of humans because they knew everything. Yet at this moment, Grid was entering an unknown state. The yangbans became afraid because they couldn’t understand.


  


  


  “Sigh...”


  


  Grid recovered sufficient mana after drinking potions and turned his eyes to one of the two yangbans. His name was Nakil. Out of the two yangbans that Grid encountered, he was the one with the highest physical defense. It was right to say he had the highest defense after Garam.


  


  “Queen’s Flames of Hell.”


  


  It was extremely powerful magic that consumed 90% of his maximum magic power. Grid halved the magic power consumption thanks to the Ring of Absurdity and the magic exploded toward Nakil’s body.


  


  “...!”


  


  Nakil’s eyes rolled and he collapsed helplessly. He might have high physical defense but this meant he had relatively low magic resistance.


  


  “You!”


  


  Once another brother fell down, the enraged yangban Dodam opened the power of the black tortoise. The deadly energy gathered at his sword and shot forward like a waterfall, splitting apart Grid’s fire.


  


  “I'll tear you apart and throw your soul into hell!”


  


  The powerful water and fire collided and steam dominated the area. Bubat and the rankers were covered by the thick steam and couldn’t see. They didn’t notice that the black tortoise shifted its gaze from the sky toward the ground. The black tortoise’s red eyes were shaking as he stared at Dodam’s torrent.


  


  The shockwave generated when Grid and Dodam’s swords collided and the reaction created by them trying to extinguish each other caused the steam to dissipate in all directions. Bubat and the rankers could clearly see Grid and Dodam fighting without a break.


  


  Then it soon happened once again. The moment Grid and Dodam’s swords interlocked, thick steam rose again and obscured the view of Bubat and the rankers. The same thing was repeated. Every time a shockwave occurred in the center of the steam, it would scatter and cover the entire city to reveal Grid and Dodam’s appearance again. When the battle of the two people temporarily entered a lull, the steam would fill again and block people’s vision.


  


  “What’s going on?”


  


  It happened when the rankers were trying to grasp the flow of the battle that was in a different dimension. An electric current appeared and the grey steam was turned yellow. Dodam shouted in a slightly trembling voice. He noticed something big.


  


  “Die, human!”


  


  It might not reach the level of the original Meteor but there was a major explosion that was enough to turn the area to ashes. It was an explosion caused by the electricity burning all the steam and dust generated by the battle between Grid and Dodam.


  


  Dodam used the Blue Dragon’s Breath. There was a deep smile on Dodam’s face as he watched the continuous explosions where not even the screams of a dying human could be heard. 


  


  ‘He is the one who resurrected the red phoenix.’


  


  Dodam had felt the aura of the red phoenix from the flames around the human. He was forced to admit that this human was a tough opponent.


  


  ‘Still, he is a human in the end. He lost any chance from the time I operated two breaths simultaneously.’


  


  There would be no way for the human to respond to the sudden electricity... 


  


  Dodam swept away all the steam and kept turning around. He didn’t find the human’s body. The human must’ve died without a trace.


  


  “Get up, Nakil.”


  


  Dodam’s eyes were cold as ice as they swept over Bubat and the rankers. Due to their concerted efforts, the rankers had managed to keep their lives but none of them were in a good state.


  


  “You will soon be condemned.”


  


  The hearts of Bubat and the rankers sank. They had assisted rather than repelled the intruder so they bowed their heads without making any excuses. The reason why they bowed their heads wasn’t out of shame. They just hid the direction of their gaze to prevent Dodam from noticing.


  


  Meanwhile, Nakil was making his last death throes. Dodam heard the sound coming from Nakil and took a step back to him. Dodam’s hair blew in the wind. It was followed by an intense noise. Only then did Dodam become aware of it. His throat had been cut.


  


  “...?”


  


  Dodam’s body tilted against his will. A human figure was engulfed in lightning.


  


  “Lightning... God!”


  


  [An unknown person is writing the fifth epic.]


  


  Dodam remembered the terrifying power of the blue dragon, who became lightning and pierced through the Five Seniors. All the Five Seniors in the path of the blue dragon lost their power and panicked. Just like himself now.


  


  [The beginning of the narrative comes from the recollection of a forgotten myth.]


  


  “Ugh!”


  


  Dodam had lost magic power and couldn’t operate the White Tiger’s Breath. All he could do to stop the blood flowing from his half-cut neck was to cover it by hand. Dodam held his neck with one hand and the sword in the other hand. He aimed at the human...


  


  [He recreated the forgotten god.]


  


  No, he aimed at the Lightning God. It was a meaningless struggle. The power of Lightning God meant Grid was immune to physical attacks. Interception was virtually impossible unless magic was used.


  


  Grid cut Dodam again and again. The blue current that trailed behind him drew a dizzying spiral and it was like the blue dragon had descended to the ground.


  


  [The stigma of truth was etched on the ground covered with false myths.]




  Chapter 1204


  A monster emerged from the space where the yangban’s treasure should be? The monster’s attitude was also strange in many ways. It wasn’t hostile to Grid, nor did it help the two dying yangbans.


  


  “My guess is that the monster is a third force. We don’t have to worry about it...”


  


  “Don’t make me laugh. You might not know the myths of the East Continent but the Four Auspicious Beasts are gods who serve the yangbans. It is unconditionally on the side of the yangbans.” 


  


  “Based on the appearance, is this the black tortoise?”


  


  “There is the name ‘Black Tortoise’ above its head. Who will it be if it isn’t the black tortoise?”


  


  “It looks different. In all the murals of the Four Gods, the black tortoise had a white head with beautiful blue eyes. It had a mysterious and sacred feeling, not such a terrible look.”


  


  “Then is this a fake?”


  


  “Of course it is a fake. A god wouldn’t try to destroy the world. In fact, it is turning a blind eye to the yangbans’ crisis.”


  


  “......”


  


  “That monster won’t target us even if we become hostile to the yangbans. We have to choose.”


  


  From the time the monster emerged from the building that should contain the treasure, the high rankers lost their trust in the yangbans. They noticed that it was more likely they were used by the yangbans. It was an unacceptable situation for the high rankers who had a strong self-esteem. They saw Grid suddenly appear and fight the yangbans so they were forced to feel confusion.


  


  “We have to help Grid like Bubat.”


  


  “Even if we lost four levels? What about loyalty?”


  


  The opinions of the rankers were divided into two categories. One side thought they should watch the situation develop a bit more. The other opinion was that they should betray the yangbans and stand on Grid’s side. If this was a normal case then there would be no disagreement. There was no reason to stand by Grid’s side unless a loss was inevitable. However, the current case was a bit special.


  


  “Grid is getting a quest buff. The system is hoping for Grid’s victory.”


  


  “...Definitely.”


  


  The rankers recalled when the ‘white-haired Grid’ first appeared in the world. The white-haired Grid was enhanced with the quest buffs and easily slaughtered Yatan’s First Servant. Yatan’s First Servant had to die so the system gave Grid a boost in power. It was called the care of the system.


  


  The high rankers had also experienced it at least once.


  


  “A while ago, there was a world message implying that Grid had killed a half-god. It is clear that he has gained the power to confront a god for a limited time.”


  


  The exact reason wasn’t known but the system determined that Grid had to fight the gods and win. It buffed Grid.


  


  “It means that being hostile to Grid right now is a huge risk. If we stand on the side of the yangbans and Grid fails the quest, the world view that the system is drawing will collapse and it might be angry at us.”


  


  “Rather than simply losing four levels, there might be a painful loss.”


  


  The supreme Grid had left countless achievements that even the high rankers couldn’t match in their lifetimes. His quests were seldom normal. Since he was given a task that could affect the entire world view, he was given the power to confront a god. The high rankers’ thoughts easily reached this point but they couldn’t easily make a decision. The penalty for standing on Grid’s side was too great.


  


  Losing four levels...


  


  It was a penalty that would take too long to recover from. It was a time when the concerns of the high rankers were deepening. A huge explosion occurred. The high rankers reflexively used protective skills and magic to save their lives, while Grid’s appearance disappeared without a trace. In addition, Dodam stared at the high rankers who were dumbfounded by the sudden development.


  


  “You will soon be condemned.”


  


  “...!”


  


  They understood him blaming Bubat for helping Grid but why feel hostile to them who did nothing? The high rankers were flustered. They lost the option of remaining on the yangban’s side.


  


  ‘It is so easy for them to abandon us that it seemed they were thinking of throwing us away from the beginning.’


  


  ‘It was meant to be a fight from the beginning.’


  


  The high rankers thought about it only to become stunned. It was because they saw a flash of lightning beyond the thick dust. The high rankers who witnessed the battle between Grid and Orc Lord Teruchan knew the identity of that lightning bolt. In the blink of an eye, the lightning had penetrated the wall.


  


  Stagger.


  


  Dodam collapsed. Blood spurted from his neck and he let out a sound of astonishment.


  


  “Lightning... God!”


  


  [An unknown person is writing the fifth epic.]


  


  [The beginning of the narrative comes from the recollection of a forgotten myth.]


  


  [He recreated the forgotten god.]


  


  [The stigma of truth was etched on the ground covered with false myths.]


  


  “...!!”


  


  Goosebumps appeared on the skin of the high rankers. The epic that was written as Grid passed through the yangbans and created the shape of the blue dragon thrilled them. How breathtaking was it to really witness Grid’s epics...


  


  It was the first time they had seen it since the first epic in Taleren Canyon. The high rankers were thrilled. They realized how envious they were of Grid. On the other hand, Grid wasn’t impressed. He thought it was out of the blue.


  


  ‘Why is it an epic?’


  


  The epic hadn’t responded even when the old enemy Garam was defeated and when one of the Four Auspicious Beasts, the red phoenix, was revived. As a result, Grid believed that the standards of the epic had changed. In the future, he would have to build a much bigger achievement before a new epic would be written. Yet a new epic was written when he hurt ordinary yangbans?


  


  ‘What is the standard?’


  


  [The yangban ‘Dodam’ has been killed.]


  


  [The yangban ‘Nakil’ has been killed.]


  


  [Two Black Tortoise’s Breaths have been acquired.]


  


  [One White Tiger’s Breath has been acquired.]


  


  [One Blue Dragon’s Breath has been acquired.]


  


  [Two Blue Dragon’s Dopo have been acquired.]


  


  [Two Unbreakable Swords have been acquired.]


  


  “...?!”


  


  Dodamn and Nakil turned to grey and his eyes widened as he recovered his sword. He looked up and saw two red suns. They were the giant eyes of the black tortoise.


  


  ‘Since when?’


  


  After it appeared, the black tortoise had kept roaring to the sky. It was like a monster without cognition. Now it was staring at him with distinctly clear eyes full of emotions.


  


  “Kuock.”


  


  Grid stepped back. It was an instinctive act of fear. Among the thousands of emotions in the black tortoise’s huge pupils, the most obvious one was hatred and anger. Grid lacked the courage to face them. It was the anger of a god. It seemed he would be cursed just by looking. It seemed that the black tortoise’s eyes were filled with a strong curse to the point where he was afraid that the probability of enhancing an item and gaining items would fall to the 0% range. 


  


  ‘It is dirty and bloody.’


  


  The red phoenix was infinitely warm while the black tortoise was infinitely cold. The pressure around it seemed like it would tear apart human beings. This was definitely one of the Four Auspicious Beasts, no matter how it didn’t seem like it. It happened as Grid was thinking again.


  


  『 God killer. 』


  


  A dark, cold voice echoed through Grid’s mind. It was the voice of the black tortoise.


  


  


  『 You have eaten the red phoenix. 』


  


  ‘Eating the red phoenix?’


  


  Grid was dumbfounded when he heard this nonsense and quickly understood the meaning of the words.


  


  ‘Did it misunderstand after seeing that I’ve obtained the heart of the red phoenix?’


  


  The Twelve Zodiacs had told him that the Red Phoenix’s Ninth Heart was one of the sources of the red phoenix and the life of the red phoenix itself. Even the Five Seniors couldn’t take them. A man with such an important heart had appeared so the black tortoise had probably misunderstood.


  


  “It is a misunderstanding...”


  


  Grid couldn’t explain anything before the black tortoise continued.


  


  『 I was reminded of it when I saw the flames and torrents intertwined on the ground. 』


  


  A new sentence was being added to the epic.


  


  『 Who am I? 』


  


  [The stigma of truth that he carved brought the memory of the old gods to the surface.]


  


  『 ‘I’ was a god that shouldn’t exist. 』


  


  『 ‘I’ remember the scene where the status of ‘us’ made by the people who prayed for ‘us’ collapsed at ‘my’ breath. 』


  


  『 Every time ‘I’ whispered blessings to the ground, humanity lost civilization and people became afraid of ‘us.’ 』


  


  『 ‘I’ was a god that shouldn’t exist. 』


  


  『 ’I’ wanted to erase ‘me’ for ‘us.’ 』


  


  [The wish of the wounded old god touched him.]


  


  『 I wanted to close my eyes forever. 』


  


  『 Therefore, I entrusted my body to the bead that imprisoned my soul. 』


  


  『 Then the bead shattered and I was deeply ashamed of myself again. It was very painful. 』 


  


  『 Human who has accumulated the business of killing. Swallow me, just as you have swallowed the red phoenix. 』


  


  [A new quest has occurred!]


  


  [Kill the God of Destruction]


  


  [Quest Difficulty: ???


  


  Half the ego of the black tortoise, one of the Four Auspicious Beasts, hopes to perish.


  


  It hopes you will take its breath away.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Kill half the ego of the black tortoise or seal it.


  


  Quest Reward: Acquire the God Killer title.]


  


  [God Killer]


  


  [You are the ‘absolute’ being who killed a god.


  


  Your transcendence will reach the maximum and all attack power is doubled.]


  


  [Would you like to accept the quest?]


  


  “What are you saying?”


  


  [The quest was refused.]


  


  『 ...? 』


  


  "I don't understand what you're saying right now. I just know one thing. You were a god who loved and cared for humans more than anyone else. I’m sure because the Twelve Zodiacs told me.”


  


  『 ...No, the ‘I’ that the Twelve Zodiacs refer to isn’t ‘me’ but rather ‘us.’ 』


  


  Grid realized something through the attitude of the black tortoise. Why did the epic trigger? The system who witnessed and turned both Grid’s past and present into data knew that Grid was one of the few people who could lead the black tortoise to the right path.


  


  “It is useless to talk any longer. I don’t understand what you’re saying at all and I don’t want to hurt you.”


  


  『 If you kill me, you can gain absolute strength... 』


  


  “Everyone in the world is waiting for you.”


  


  『 ...! 』


  


  [He turned away from the wish of the old god.]


  


  [The power gained at the expense of sacrificing someone wasn’t the power he wanted, so he wasn’t shaken by the temptation.]


  


  “If you don’t believe it then check it for yourself. I’ll help you reunite with the people. So calm down first.”


  


  [He reached out his hand.]


  


  [It was the moment when the tree that grew upright with the help of various bonds stretched out a new branch.]


  


  [It was still a small branch.]


  


  『 ... 』


  


  The black tortoise stared blankly at Grid’s hand. It didn’t understand what to do with this small hand that would break with just one touch from it. Grid laughed as he read the black tortoise’s expression. “It won’t break. Grab it.”


  


  『... 』


  


  The black tortoise hesitated for a long time before kneeling down. It drew its face close to the small Grid and placed its cheek in Grid’s hand.


  


  『 Please... please help me, human. My other half is sealed in a very deep and dangerous place and it is being used as a puppet of the yangbans. 』


  


  [The wounded old god leaned against the small branch.]


  


  “Believe in me.”


  


  [The branch wasn’t broken.]


  


  [The hope that was sustaining the dying world may still be small, but it was firm.]


  


  ....


  


  ...


  


  [An unknown person has completed the fifth page of the epic!]




  Chapter 1205


  [The fifth page of the epic has been completed.]


  


  [Your status has risen to the next level with the completion of that epic.]


  


  [You have checked your own flaws based on the increased status.]


  


  [Identified that there are less frequently used skills in your possession.]


  


  [Recognize the need to combine less frequently used skills into one skill.]


  


  [The ‘Skill Synthesis’ system is activated.]


  


  [Your Deity stat has increased by 1.]


  


  ‘Eh?’


  


  Every time he built up his transcendent senses, Grid earned rewards like developing his senses and strengthening his physical abilities. He naturally thought that perfect transcendence referred to a person with better senses and body. Now it seemed a bit misleading.


  


  ‘Is the ultimate transcendence a flawless existence beyond just level?’


  


  Grid recalled the ‘absolute’ status mentioned in the God Killer title. In order to reach the absolute state through a typical route, the prerequisite was to acquire transcendence by exceeding his limits.


  


  ‘Absolute being... based on the name, it seems obvious there should be no defects.’


  


  [Skill Synthesis]


  


  [Select the skills that are least frequently used and they will be reborn as one new skill.


  


  Number of available uses: 1/1


  


  The number of available uses will increase with every three levels in transcendence.]


  


  “Um.”


  


  Regarding his skills, he had been aware of the problem for a long time. No matter how strong the skills were, they often couldn’t be utilized frequently due to a lack of resources, cooldown time, and his perception limits. Therefore, he felt joy and burden every time he got a new skill. He was worried that some skills might turn into useless things that only wasted skill space.


  


  ‘However, now I don’t need to worry.’


  


  He couldn’t use it lightly before understanding the effects of Skill Synthesis but in any case, the news of the Skill Synthesis was great. What was the end of transcendence...?


  


  As Grid was thinking, the world regained its original form. Once the crater on the black tortoise’s shell closed, the poison stopped and the darkness cleared. The sky was once again clear. It had been such a long nightmarish time yet it was still daytime.


  


  “......”


  


  The black tortoise’s body leaning against Grid’s hand was becoming smaller. The ‘old god,’ who crushed the city with a body larger than the mountain, became smaller than Grid and became a real tortoise. The snake head stretched out in a long manner and looked ugly.


  


  ‘Old god...’


  


  The high rankers watched Grid and the black tortoise and their hearts shook violently in a manner a third party would never understand. Having grasped the present state of affairs through Grid’s epic, they recalled the truths they had just learned.


  


  First, the myths of the East Continent were mostly false. Second, the master of the false myths was the yangbans and the master of the real myths was the forgotten Four Auspicious Beasts. Third, the world that would perish that was mentioned in the fourth and fifth epics was likely referred to the East Continent and the main culprit of the destruction was the yangbans.


  


  ‘We didn’t know this and were going to be the dogs of the yangbans.’


  


  ‘Even if I knew the truth, I would’ve never dreamed of antagonizing a god.’


  


  ‘Yet Grid fought alone.’


  


  Just as all humans had different personalities, the characters of the high rankers were different. Even if the East Continent was to be destroyed, most people wouldn’t feel concern or sympathy. Even if they knew the real identity of the yangbans, there were many who would stand on the side of the yangbans depending on the situation. Originally, it was like this. However...


  


  “All I did was help you do the right thing.”


  


  The reason why the high rankers were feeling heavy was due to Grid’s words. The high rankers reflected on the meaning.


  


  Do the right thing...


  


  Originally, this was a good way to be treated as a pushover. Doing the right thing, human feelings, and good deeds—these concepts had long been thought to be outdated. Modern society ridiculed those who sacrificed themselves for others without gaining anything.


  


  The same was true for the high rankers. Of course, there were exceptions but most high rankers were able to become high rankers because they thoroughly calculated the profit and losses. However, wasn’t it okay to take a loss at least once in life?


  


  “Hey, Grid.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Only one time.”


  


  “We want to help you just this once.”


  


  “What?”


  


  “If we receive grace, then we should pay it back. Isn't that right?”


  


  “......”


  


  Grid was baffled by the high rankers’ offer and shut his mouth for a moment. He knew that their qualities were naturally excellent. However, it wasn’t yet enough to handle the yangbans. If they got caught up in the mood and joined him, they would definitely regret it.


  


  All types of words filled Grid’s throat but he eventually smothered them. People like high rankers were level-headed. Yes, they already knew they would regret it. Nevertheless, they were going to help him. They were keen about the game and became the best people, but they also had their pure side.


  


  


  “...Do whatever you want.” The smiling Grid stood next to the high rankers while suppressing his overwhelming emotions. He spoke to the black tortoise looking up at him, “Guide us to where your other half is.”


  


  Nod.


  


  The black tortoise nodded in answer and walked in front.


  


  ***


  


  “Usa will be pleased.”


  


  The steps which were as light as a feather and didn’t damage any of the thin ice as they were walking on it were mysterious.


  


  “Once the black tortoise has completely calmed down, we can control the birth of life alone.”


  


  The name of the yangban who didn’t lose his balance despite moving on the slippery ice was Maru. Unlike the other yangbans who were neatly and modestly dressed, he exposed his abs by unbuttoning his clothes. Maru smiled at Bondre, who was gathering mana after using Absolute Zero.


  


  “It is amazing that a human can freeze the black tortoise. You must’ve worked tirelessly to achieve your skills.”


  


  “T-Thank you.”


  


  Bondre shook his head uneasily. The person talking to him was a god. He had a presence that was too large to be perceived as just a block of graphics with artificial intelligence. They were in a position where the big players who had frustrated him, such as Grid, Faker, and Agnus, would never reach for the rest of their lives.


  


  ‘I understand the feelings of those who are emotional to NPCs...’


  


  In recent years, the number of mentally ill people treating NPCs as real people had increased sharply. In Bondre’s memories, it started happening after the news that Grid married a NPC became a topic. Bondre found it hard to comprehend. He couldn’t tell the difference between those who regarded NPCs as colleagues, friends, or lovers from the five year old children who played with dolls.


  


  However, today he felt differently. Once he was suppressed by the yangbans, he understood the feelings of those mentally ill people who couldn’t distinguish between reality and a game.


  


  ‘This is a game... right?’


  


  Perhaps the meteorite that people were making a fuss about possibly colliding with the Earth in the near future brought some cosmic power to break down the boundaries between reality and a game? It was a meteorite that appeared in an ‘unusual’ form. Bondre was thinking about the news of how it disappeared like a lie when he felt his mana fill up.


  


  Then the cooldown of Absolute Zero reset. It was thanks to the divine favor. Due to the effect of the yangban Areum’s talisman, Bondre’s magic recovery rate was three times higher than before. The moment his mana was full, he received the miraculous buff of ‘the cooldown time of all magic is reset.’


  


  The eyes of Maru, Areum, and the other yangbans were focused on Bondre. Bondre felt like a child at a school as he was once again suppressed by the yangbans’ existence and cast two magic simultaneously—Frozen Ice and Absolute Zero. 


  


  Bondre was the fourth player to enter the realm of double casting and was able to create a dramatic scene where the effect of Absolute Zero was applied to the entire range of Frozen Ice. This was why the king of Valhalla, God of War Ares, favored Bondre and Bondre later joined his army.


  


  Everything from the dampness of the marble to the shallow puddles were completely frozen. Even the water in the bathtub was covered with a thin layer of ice. Bondre fell into an incomprehensible fatigue while Areum’s beautiful face was full of vitality.


  


  “It is faster than I thought.”


  


  In the bathtub where she was sitting, dozens of corpses lay frozen. Like centuries old mummies, the withered bodies belonged to the daoists who were proficient with ice. They had been the ones suppressing the black tortoise until Bondre came here...


  


  ***


  


  “When will it start?”


  


  At the underground waterway filled with a cold that would chill the bones...


  


  Old Sword Demon looked up at the ceiling full of icicles and urged Hwang Gildong, “Let’s start. I will freeze and die before doing anything.”


  


  "You look terrible,” Hwang Gildong, the only one who was wearing a bear skin, spoke with a meaningful expression, “Four times. We will step out once they freeze it four more times.”


  


  “Why four more times?”


  


  The ice formed every three minutes. It was crazy to endure for another 15 minutes in this place that was as cold as Antarctica.


  


  “By that time, I think the current black tortoise will sense the crisis and open its eyes once. The black tortoise might be sealed in the bead but it will sense the crisis of extinction.” Hwang Gildong smiled while stealthily slipping his hands into the bear skin. “We will use the chaos of the moment to sneak in and steal the Black Tortoise Jewel.”


  


  “......”


  


  The more Old Sword Demon knew, the more annoying Hwang Gildong became. Old Sword Demon glanced at the path he had been walking for a long time and glared at Hwang Gildong who monopolized the bear skin the entire time.


  


  ‘By now, the outside would be completely devastated.’


  


  Before infiltrating the underground waterway, Old Sword Demon had witnessed the high rankers gathering around the unknown white square building. They would’ve been exploited by the yangbans and died soon after.


  


  ‘Sorry, but I can’t help you. Take this opportunity to realize how terrifying the yangbans are and I recommend for you to never step onto the East Continent again.’


  


  Old Sword Demon was praying for the high rankers when Hwang Gildong let out a cry of admiration. “Oh, are you looking for a way out in advance?”


  


  “I was just looking back at the road we walked.”


  


  “That is the exact opposite road we came from.”


  


  At the same time, at the outskirts of Chiaotzu...


  


  “...It is a disgrace.”


  


  The wounded Braham sat down. He used magic to recover his right arm that had been cut off and coughed up blood as he stared at the cut surface with a frown. It was too hard to seal with magic because the cut surface was a mess.


  


  Spit.


  


  The problem was that he was too weak due to the blow to the soul that he suffered twice. Feeling disgusted by his own weakness, Braham spat out blood while around him, there were seven blue dragon dopos torn to pieces and scattered .




  Chapter 1206


  Toddle.


  


  “......”


  


  Toddle.


  


  ‘Slow!’


  


  The movement speed of the black tortoise, who had become smaller, was as slow as a tortoise. It was maddening for the high rankers who valued time more than gold but no one dared to complain. It was because the ones leading them were not only a god, but also Grid, the first ranked player.


  


  ‘It is a god so it must have a deep meaning.’


  


  ‘That’s right. There’s a reason why the black tortoise is walking slower than anyone else, even though it should be anxious. Isn’t there a saying that the more anxious you are, the more you crawl.’


  


  ‘Grid knows this as well so he’s quiet.’ 


  


  ‘The longest way around is the shortest way home?’


  


  The high rankers were trying to convince themselves while Grid was looking at the new system. He was looking at the list of available skills that were less frequently used.


  


  [1. Unbreakable Justice - used in 15 out of the last 100 battles.


  


  2. Continuous Stab - used in 6 out of the last 100 battles.


  


  3. Spear Shot - used in 2 out of the last 100 battles.] 


  


  ‘My fights with ordinary monsters are also included in recent battles.’


  


  Only in this way could the ratio on the list be correct.


  


  ‘Passive skills are excluded.’


  


  If passive skills were included then Bow Mastery should also be on the list. Grid hadn’t shot a bow recently so Bow Mastery wasn’t put to use. 


  


  ‘Unique skills are also excluded...’


  


  What skills have he used the least? Grid asked himself this and the first skill that came to mind was Granting an Ego. It was Granting an Ego that Grid had never used before. It was used in the National Competition but that was on a separate server. The next one that came up was the Restraint skill. A powerful wide-area crowd control skill, it was once a favorite of Grid but recently, he only used it in large-scale combat. It was because a number of opponents could be defeated without restraining them while the really powerful opponents had high resistance to abnormal states and the effectiveness of Restraint could be reduced.


  


  However, both skills weren’t included in the list of skills that could be synthesized. Granting an Ego seemed to be excluded because it wasn’t a combat-related skill and Restraint was excluded because it had an impact on or influenced various fused sword dances.


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  Grid looked back on his recent battles. Unbreakable Justice had the advantage of being immediately activated in a wide area but the frequency of use had been further reduced since he obtained Drop, which applied the abnormal state ‘collapse.’ 


  


  The multi-hit Continuous Stab was used to break shields that ‘unconditionally absorb a certain number of attacks, regardless of damage.’ Spear Shot was used for making variables by throwing or picking up a spear that had fallen to the ground and utilizing them.


  


  ‘They are used less often but except for Unbreakable Justice, everything had its place to be used.’


  


  Grid frowned. It was a flaw just because he didn’t like to use it. This logic of a perfect transcendent was different from reality. Grid thought that his less frequently used skills weren’t his shortcomings. Rather, they were a power.


  


  ‘In fact, if I can connect Unbreakable Justice with Drop then I can aim for a momentary explosion.’


  


  Drop dealt damage to all targets within range and induced a drop in defense. Then he could link Unbreakable Justice. This combo would boast a tremendous destructive power just looking at the coefficients. He simply refrained from using it because of the opportunity cost. Rather than linking Unbreakable Justice, it was better to connect the more powerful fused dances or the Undefeated King’s swordsmanship. Unbreakable Justice was only used when resources were really tight or skill cooldowns overlapped, making things difficult. 


  


  ‘...Ah.’ 


  


  Grid was crazily thinking up to this point, only to get enlightenment.


  


  Unbreakable Justice, Continuous Stab, and Spear Spot were all skills ‘replaceable’ with something else. Grid had a wide area skill that was much more powerful than Unbreakable Justice and the fusion sword dances that included Link were much more powerful than Continuous Stab.


  


  Spear Shot was throwing a spear? Grid could throw a spear without Spear Shot. No, he could pick up and throw all the weapons in the world, not just the spear. Of course, the attack power coefficient was that of a basic attack so the power would be reduced but the initial purpose of this technique was to create a variable, not for the power.


  


  Unbreakable Justice, Continuous Stab, and Spear Shot were all ‘skills that weren’t necessary’ for the current Grid. In the past, it could be used as a secret technique when his resources limit was lower, there was a delay in the use of the sword dance, and there were fewer skills.


  


  ‘It is a waste of a skill slot... the system did an objective evaluation.’


  


  Grid never obtained anything easily. Unbreakable Justice, Continuous Stab, and Spear Shot were all skills he got after struggling so he was deeply attached to them. Now was the time to abandon his attachment to them. 


  


  [* You can create one new skill by synthesizing three skills.]


  


  A system that occurred during transcendence. The new skill described here that could be used by transcendents would boast a high level of utility.


  


  ‘Let’s accept but after this battle.’ 


  


  It was a risk to throw away existing skills to get a new one in the current situation. Unless the new skill was very simple, it would be difficult for Grid to adapt immediately. Since the final battle was upcoming, it was much wiser to hone his original skills. 


  


  “Nyahahat! It is like hell, like hell!”


  


  “......”


  


  Grid thought back. He thought about the battle with the yangbans not long ago. What did he do well, what did he do wrong, what were his shortcomings, and what were his advantages? This was a habit. If he skipped it even once then he would be anxious and his hands would tremble.


  


  “It is like hell, nyang!”


  


  “Please be quiet.”


  


  The excited Noe continued making noise and the Grid threw him a fish. It wasn’t funny when the escort he summoned was hindering his concentration.


  


  ‘I understand why he is excited.’


  


  Grid, who had fixed his eyes on the gaze of the walking black tortoise, finally looked around at the surrounding landscape. Now it was hell as Noe expressed. The brilliant scenery of the splendid civilization that showed off its wealth was now ruined. All the people had disappeared from the vibrant streets and it was horrifyingly cruel. Noe was a beast from hell so it was natural that he felt like he had returned home.


  


  ...Although it was funny that a demonic beast from hell loved fish from the sea.


  


  Grid stepped through the rubble of the collapsed building and ash was scattered.


  


  “......”


  


  Grid’s heart ached. Many of the innocent civilians who died without escaping the sudden disaster were among them. There were even children.


  


  ‘It’s all my fault.’


  


  The reason Braham devastated the city with a terrible disaster was for Grid. Braham only used the best magic because Grid asked him to open the way ahead. Yes, the person who created this hell was Grid himself.


  


  ‘...I’m sorry.’


  


  Brush off his boiling guilt with an apology. Distinguish between games and reality. The selfish defensive mechanism worked.


  


  Usually, Grid respected and cared for NPCs like they were humans but he made exceptions in some cases. It was if the target was an ‘enemy’ or ‘other.’ In this case, Grid recognized NPCs as non-human chunks of graphics and didn’t think deeply about their death. He tried to shake it off easily. It was why he had been able to kill so many enemies so far. Someone would say he was an insane, creepy guy, but Grid was confident.


  


  ‘If I don’t do this then I’ll go crazy.’


  


  From the beginning, he was a selfish person who only valued his people. Don’t take on more of a burden than was necessary.


  


  


  “...?”


  


  Grid, who was trying to harden his mind, stopped in place. It was because he felt a lot of movement from within a safe building. Grid reflexively used Quick Movements and Blacksmith’s Rage as he moved in the direction he felt it from. Then he found it. Women, men, children, adults, and the elderly—there were thousands of people.


  


  “H-Hik!”


  


  “...Who are you?” 


  


  The dumbfounded Grid asked and one terrified person responded cautiously. “W-We are inhabitants of Chiaotzu.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “Hey, you look like you’re from a foreign country. Do you know what is going on here?”


  


  “We were just living as usual when our bodies suddenly floated up and our location changed.” 


  


  “Everyone was flustered and tried to exchange stories when stars fell from the sky and the city collapsed. Then a monster appeared, night came and we were forced to hide here...”


  


  Grid’s heart was pounding. He noticed Braham’s favor.


  


  ‘Braham, you... you knew I would feel guilt.’


  


  Did he rescue the civilians using Mass Teleport? Even from the legendary great magic Meteor?


  


  “Dammit.”


  


  Sticks of the Overgeared Kingdom had once explained it. Mass Teleport was divided into three main types. First, there was the Mass Teleport that moved the caster and the targets around the caster in a group. It was the commonly known Mass Teleport. It was also the favorite of Sticks.


  


  Second, there was the Mass Teleport that moved targets within a range specified by the caster as a group. It was much more difficult than the typical Mass Teleport. It was said that the only man who could complete this magic formula was the legendary great magician.


  


  Third, there was the Mass Teleport where the caster moved specific targets in groups. It was the ultimate magic that embodied ideas. It was said to be habitually used by the top 10 great demons. They specified ‘demons who follow me’ and teleported them over to the target to be attacked. Among the mixed-race people, only Braham and Marie Rose could use this type of ultimate Mass Teleport and it was said to be an area that could never be reached by humans. Sticks had explained it when warning of the dangers of Marie Rose but Grid hadn’t expected it would be a foreshadowing for this moment.


  


  “You should get away from here. It will soon be swept up by a bigger disaster.”


  


  Grid didn’t have to persuade them. Drops of black liquid protruded from the black tortoise’s mouth and wrapped around the inhabitants’ bodies.


  


  “Oh my!”


  


  “Huh?!”


  


  The clothes and belongings of the residents in the black droplets turned to ashes and disappeared. Fortunately, the droplets were black so their nakedness couldn’t be seen. The droplets carrying the residents floated in the sky.


  


  “Uwah...”


  


  The residents weren’t scared. Rather, they felt an unknown tranquility and leaned comfortably against the droplet.


  


  『 I... Protect you... 』


  


  The vague voice of the black tortoise echoed through the minds of the Chiaotzu residents. The memories of the old gods engraved into their genes loomed vaguely.


  


  “B-Black tortoise...”


  


  The residents instinctively recognized the black tortoise’s identity and their eyes turned red. They reached out to the black tortoise but it was too late. The droplets carrying them flew higher and transported them to the outskirts of Chiaotzu.


  


  『 Thank you... 』


  


  “No, it wasn’t me. It was my friend.”


  


  Grid smiled proudly at the black tortoise and started walking again. The black tortoise guided Grid and the rankers to the palace. The scenery of the palace was no different from the city center. Much of it was crumbling. Blood from the dead soldiers dyed it red.


  


  “Uhh...”


  


  The high rankers walking behind Grid shrank back. They were terrified when they recalled the indifference of the yangbans who fought Grid. Could they help? They wondered if they were doing something they would regret for the rest of their lives. They thought about it before soon stopping.


  


  The main reason they followed Grid was to repay his grace but it was also for their individual rights. From the time they received Dodam’s hostility, they were judged to have failed the Call of the Heavens quest. This meant they would suffer a penalty of losing four levels.


  


  It was disgusting. They had to make up for it. They wanted revenge.


  


  ‘You guys used us as victims first.’


  


  ‘They became hostile just because we were bystanders, those yangban bastards.’


  


  The more they thought about it, the more hateful it became. It happened when the high rankers became resolved once again.


  


  『 Here. 』


  


  The only safe little palace in the ruins of the castle. The party arrived in front of the building made of an unknown material, just like the white building, and there was suddenly a cold air.


  


  Subsequently...


  


  『 I don’t want to...! I don’t want to!!! 』


  


  Another black tortoise screamed. Then different notification windows appeared in front of Grid and the high rankers.


  


  [★Hidden Quest★ Protect the Black Tortoise has occurred!]


  


  [The cooperative quest ‘Revenge’ will occur!]


  


  Something soared up through the ceiling of the palace that was still intact. A beautiful and mysterious bead—it was the Black Tortoise Jewel that held the black tortoise.


  


  “Where are you going?”


  


  Grid used his buff skills and flew up when he saw the yangbans pursuing the Black Tortoise Jewel. He had already won against three yangbans and was full of confidence. At least, until he faced someone with the same presence as Garam.


  


  “Haha, what? How are you all safe?”


  


  A cheerful voice was heard. Grid’s body was slammed into the ground. Grid was struggling to shake off the shock of the strong impact to his head. He raised his head in a laborious manner and saw a yangban called Maru standing with crossed arms.


  


  “That silver-haired demonkin was protecting you? At the expense of himself?” 


  


  “What...?”


  


  “...?”


  


  Grid’s eyes became demonic and the noisy Maru was startled. Grid stuck in the ground was pulling fire. No, it was a bow. A bow that burned with flames. The Red Phoenix Bow, which was reproduced with the item duplication skill, responded to the Red Phoenix’s 9th Heart with a momentum greater than ever before.


  


  “Fly Up!”


  


  “Kuek...!”


  


  The yangbans guarding the Black Tortoise Jewel and facing Grid groaned, unable to bear the falling rain of fire.




  Chapter 1207


  His vision became cloudy. It felt like he was driving a car with frosted glass in an unusually cold winter.


  


  ‘What?’


  


  There were no warning windows so why was he like this...


  


  “Keuk!”


  


  Bondre, who continued to use magic at the command of Areum, couldn’t hold on. His entire body trembled. Without noticing it, he was feeling completely drained. An unknown voice echoed, adding to his confusion. The origin of the voice was the Black Tortoise Jewel that adorned the center of the great hall.


  


  『 It’s cold... 』


  


  『 It hurts... 』


  


  『 Hurts... I’m scared... 』


  


  『 Who am I? 』


  


  『 I don’t think I know... 』


  


  『 When I’m gone... .』


  


  『 People... people are in danger... 』


  


  ‘Is this the voice of the black tortoise?’


  


  Bondre’s eyes that were filled with a haze gradually changed. They glittered like the stars in the sky, just like the old days when he was struggling to reach the top.


  


  ‘The relationship between the black tortoise and the yangbans is different from the rumors.’


  


  Bondre’s vision became clear when he realized a new fact. A notification window came up.


  


  [★Hidden Quest★ Protect the Artifact of the Four Gods has failed.]


  


  [Your level has dropped by 4.]


  


  [★Hidden Quest★ Real Myth has occurred!]


  


  Bondre noticed. He realized that the smile on the face of the beautiful woman sitting in the bathtub was more smelly than the fishy smell of freshwater fish.


  


  ‘I was caught by these dog-like guys.’


  


  Bondre’s brain was activated when he realized the situation. He was a smart man who surpassed two billion users to reach the single digit rankings.


  


  ‘Think about it.’


  


  From the time he received the Call of the Heavens quest to meeting Areum, he recalled everything that happened. He felt a bit more clarity and retracted all the strangeness he experienced at the time. His trembling arms and legs calmed down. Thanks to the unknown talisman that Areum attached to him, all his magic power and strength had been restored.


  


  [One Origin True Energy has been consumed.]


  


  [The ‘Origin True Energy’ system is activated.]


  


  “Kukuk.” Bondre laughed and removed the talisman attached to his back.


  


  『 I don’t want to...! I don’t want to!!! 』


  


  The pained voice of the black tortoise, who was a victim like Bondre, was still echoing clearly in Bondre’s mind.


  


  “Hoh?”


  


  Once Bondre’s eyes changed and he took the talisman off, Areum finally showed a bit of interest. Bondre’s thin neck was caught by her slender hand and turned black.


  


  “I didn’t expect you to come to your senses when dying. You are powerful in many ways for a human.”


  


  “Ku...ock...”


  


  Breathing was hard. His restored field of view flashed red. He would die if this continued. 


  


  It happened as Bondre was struggling in the ‘suffocation’ condition. The Black Tortoise Jewel, which adorned the center of the frozen hall, soared through the ceiling. Bondre witnessed the sight of Maru and the yangbans chasing it and barely managed to open his mouth in the dizzying pain.


  


  “You... what are you?”


  


  “A god.”


  


  “.....”


  


  “We are to be gods.”


  


  “Kukuk...”


  


  Dammit, he thought it was suspicious that a god would ask for help from humans but they weren’t gods. Areum saw the hostility in Bondre’s eyes and snorted. “Don’t raise your courage for nothing. We are better than you who aren’t qualified to be gods.”


  


  They were better, which meant they were ahead of humans. Was this true? Bondre’s sense of reason recognized Areum as a NPC, a mass of graphics. He was no longer overwhelmed. “Just a mere creation...”


  


  “...!”


  


  The words that Bondre barely spat out touched Areum’s heart. It happened the moment she inserted greater strength into the hand holding Bondre’s neck. Heat was felt and flames soared behind Areum’s back. He looked up at the sky through the open ceiling and saw the heavy rain of fire. This was a baptism of fire that made the White Tiger’s Breath, that had been triggered when the black tortoise started its last struggle, obsolete.


  


  “What?” Areum threw away the worthless human and used the White Tiger’s Breath and Black Tortoise’s Breath. The black tortoise was weakened from the cold and Areum could completely control the breath. Just before the rain of pouring fire reached Areum, it turned into water vapor and disappeared. Standing in the water curtain, she stared up at the ceiling with the hole in it.


  


  She murmured as if Bondre was no longer there. “I see... the man who resurrected the red phoenix came here...”


  


  Areum flew and Bondre followed. The water vapor froze like spider webs.


  


  “What are you thinking?” Areum detected the anomalies and looked back. 


  


  Bondre hung onto the ice stem connected to her and smiled. “My pride is too strong to be used and abandoned.”


  


  He had never surrendered. In the world of the strong, starting from the sky above the sky Kraugel and linking to Grid, Faker, and Agnus, Bondre had felt frustrated and desperate but he never gave up. He was sure that it would be the same for him one day. He didn’t doubt that his talents would blossom like them.


  


  “A son of a bitch like you...”


  


  If he was going to encounter such nothingness— 


  


  ‘I will give up and quit the game, you XX.’


  


  “...!”


  


  Areum’s body froze. It was more than a physical condition. The area around her turned into ice and she had no resistance. Areum crashed to the ground and was shocked. Her left foot shattered and disappeared.


  


  “You...! You trivial human!”


  


  Her beautiful body was destroyed! Areum roared with bloodshot eyes and used the Red Phoenix’s Breath, which was the opposite of the cold. The Red Phoenix’s Breath was as weak as dying flames due to the aftermath of the red phoenix’s resurrection but it still worked. The cold air around Bondre started to melt quickly. However, Bondre’s speed at making ice surpassed Areum’s speed of melting it.


  


  “There is a snack called yeot [1] in the Cho Kingdom.”


  


  Step.


  


  Bondre recreated the ice that melted in the heat and used it as a shield to take one step. “There you know there is a curse word that sounds like yeot?” [2]


  


  He took two steps and approached Areum. “I feel like yeot right now.”


  


  “......”


  


  Red blood flowed on Areum’s transparent cheek covered in ice. She realized what she had overlooked. The Red Phoenix’s Breath that she held was too weak. The power of the fire couldn’t be used properly against the ice. A huge, sharp awl of ice was shot at Areum. She hurriedly used the White Tiger’s Breath to create a stone wall to block it. She muttered, “It is shameful. I have to actually fight hand-to-hand against a trivial human.”


  


  Bondre’s vision spun around and around. Suddenly, he felt like his jaw had disappeared. It was the aftermath of Areum’s swinging kick that pierced through the barrier he summoned.


  


  [You have suffered 29,590 damage.]


  


  ‘...Shit.’


  


  One kick had this much power? She wasn’t even a god yet. Nevertheless, she was in a position that was too high for players to reach. Bondre’s body jerked and convulsed from a single blow. He couldn’t get up immediately and was filled with guilt.


  


  ‘I’m sorry.’


  


  


  [Real Myth]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  You have seen the reality of the yangbans and glimpsed the real world.


  


  Guide the myth in the right direction!


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Seize the Black Tortoise Jewel from the yangbans.


  


  Quest Clear Reward: Level +6.


  


  Quest failure: Force repatriation to the West Continent.]


  


  Bondre noticed. This quest originated from himself. It was a quest that analyzed the achievements and character of the player ‘Bondre,’ who was called a genius.


  


  ‘I didn’t meet expectations.’ Bondre apologized to the system he admired and closed his eyes. He waited for death. However, it was salvation, not death, that came to him.


  


  “Wake up.” It was a voice he had never forgotten.


  


  Bondre raised his head with an angry expression and saw the back of Grid, who was blocking Areum. “You...!”


  


  Bondre’s chin was bleeding.


  


  “What are you doing?”


  


  Why did he...? Why did he show up at this moment?


  


  “Do you know how disgusting you are every time you pretend to be an apostle of justice?”


  


  Bondre had witnessed Grid’s sense of justice many times. He couldn’t understand it. Everyone in the world was a competitor. A player shouldn’t reach out to another player who needed help. They should be kept in check and trampled on. He always believed this. Then why? Why was Grid...?!


  


  Grid’s sword cut at Areum. Grid restricted her behavior by firing Magic Missiles at her struggling hands and spoke to Bondre, “I don’t want to be an apostle of justice. Rather, I longed to be a villain.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “I hated heroes wearing the masks of heroes just because they have power and talent. To be exact, I hated their pretenses.”


  


  Grid’s expression distorted. He once again stopped Areum and continued speaking to Bondre, “However, now I understand them.”


  


  It was too dangerous to wield this mighty power with self-interest. Thus, he was forced to establish justice. Maybe a hero was a hero. It was a pitiful existence that could only feel relieved after taking responsibility for their power.


  


  “Bondre, please cooperate with me this one time.”


  


  “Bullshit.”


  


  “Fight together. I need your strength.”


  


  “Shit...!”


  


  “Don’t you need my strength too?”


  


  “...Fuck you.”


  


  Bondre gave up struggling as he leaned on Grid’s body and raised his hand with difficulty. His trembling fingertips drew a magic circle in the air. There were two magic circles. Bondre was making perfect use of double casting that Grid could barely succeed in even with Belial’s Staff. “Frozen Ice. Absolute Zero.”


  


  The surroundings were frozen. The bodies of Areum, rushing toward Grid, and the other yangbans in the sea of fire were trapped in ice.


  


  “I... This is my limit...” Bondre spoke and shamefully collapsed.


  


  “Thank you.”


  


  Grid held Bondre tighter to stop him from falling and linked Drop, followed by 100,000 Army Massacre Sword to the people trapped in the ice.


  


  “Kuaaaaack!” 


  


  The screams of the yangbans reverberated as they bled through the rubble of the broken ice. The residents of Chiaotzu, sitting in the droplets, witnessed Grid’s success and the fall of the yangbans. 


  


  “Divinity. Open Potential. 300,000 Army Swordsmanship Stealth Sword.”


  


  Grid didn’t miss this opportunity. He watched the falling yangban and swung his sword, piercing the yangbans’ vital points. In particular, Areum hadn’t been able to adapt to the changed balance from the loss of one foot and was seriously injured. Grid approached her using Shunpo as she tried to keep the balance of her body and used Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle.


  


  “Kyaaak!”


  


  Areum was unable to hold on and turned to grey ash. The situation of the other yangbans also wasn’t optimistic. They exposed their weaknesses and fell into a crisis as they were attacked by 300 high rankers.


  


  Only one person was different


  


  “It’s amazing!!" Maru still had a bright smile and hadn’t lost his composure. “You must’ve worked tirelessly to achieve your present state with your human body!”


  


  A vortex occurred as Maru easily overpowered the rankers and infused magic into the Black Tortoise Jewel in his hand. Everything in the swirling castle started to be sucked into the Black Tortoise Jewel, including Grid, Bondre, and the high rankers. Right now, Maru was reproducing some of the powers of the black tortoise.


  


  “Nyaang!” Grid spun around as the high rankers were sucked into the Black Tortoise Jewel. He found Noe and released Noe’s summoning.


  


  ‘Shit.’


  


  In order to overcome the crisis, he could only use 200,000 Army Crushing Sword. The vortex itself must be cut. However, it was impossible to use swordsmanship because he couldn’t control his body swirling in the vortex. He was helpless. He felt like a bug that was being flushed down the toilet.


  


  “Kuoock!” Bondre was struggling. He hadn’t reacted immediately when he was caught in the vortex and seemed to be drinking a lot of water.


  


  ‘This is annihilation.’


  


  The combination of a Garam-level yangban and the artifact of the Four Gods was too fraudulent. It happened the moment Grid made this judgment.


  


  “Everyone is very busy so please excuse me.” 


  


  “...?”


  


  Someone appeared behind them. The voice sounded like that of a young man. Grid was being swept away in the vortex and found it hard to see the person’s identity. On the other hand, Maru was different. He recognized the identity of the uninvited guest who appeared right next to him. “Hwang Gildong!”


  


  The vortex sucking up all the rubble in the castle as well as Grid and the high rankers suddenly stopped. The Black Tortoise Jewel, which should’ve been in Maru’s hand, was now in Hwang Gildong’s hand. It was an amazing pickpocketing ability to steal something from a yangban who had two eyes wide open.


  


  “The Chivalrous Robbers will help protect this. Then I’ll be going now. Go ahead and continue.”


  


  “Hwang Gildong!” The smile disappeared from Maru’s face for the first time. His furious fist hit Hwang Gildong’s head and Hwang Gildong screamed. However, his body didn’t turn to grey ash. There was a frivolous sound effect and he turned into a straw doll. The Black Tortoise Jewel also disappeared.


  


  “...?”


  


  “...?”


  


  Both Grid and the high rankers were dumbfounded. They couldn’t grasp the situation at all and were forced to deal with Maru’s anger. “Humans! You looked innocent but you were actually playing tricks with Hwang Gildong behind my back!”


  


  Maru picked up a short spear on the ground and threw it in the direction of the high rankers. It was like a missile. The targeted parties didn’t respond. Only Grid tried to fly away but the distance was so close that it led to failure.


  


  [Shunpo has failed to trigger.]


  


  ‘Too late!’


  


  The moment that Grid was feeling despair, there was a loud explosion. It was the loud noise from the spear that flew at dozens of rankers being blocked by a thin, long sword.


  


  “O-Old Sword Demon!”


  


  Grid and the high rankers shook. A senior swordsman who symbolized the ‘strongest’ of the old era. He had a terrible wanderlust so he went missing and there were no rumors about him...


  


  “It is an honor to meet the supreme one.” 


  


  He appeared in this far east land and smiled at Grid.


  


  [1] A type of Korean candy. https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Yeot


  


  [2] The word yeot can sound like fu*k you




  Chapter 1208


  In Satisfy’s history, Old Sword Demon was a very interesting figure. First of all, he was a mystery because there was no record of his assassinations. The nature of an assassin’s class was to build up ‘assassination achievements’, raising their fame and gaining additional abilities. It meant that having an assassination record was more beneficial for them. Yet there was no record of Old Sword Demon’s assassinations. In order to be a perfect killer, he gave up his reputation and didn’t publish his assassination record, but he was still first in the rankings.


  


  There had been a rumor in the world. “Old Sword Demon might not know that he was transferred to the assassin class.”


  


  It was ridiculous considering how his ID was ‘sword demon,’ which was because of his skill in combat and use of a long sword as his main weapon. The assassin’s signature mastery skill was with daggers, but Old Sword Demon used a long sword and enjoyed a fair match instead of attacking in the darkness. This gave rise to the joke that he should be a swordsman. Therefore, the new generation often knew Old Sword Demon as a ‘good swordsman’.


  


  “Old Sword Demon...”


  


  Grid’s eyes were shining as he watched Old Sword Demon. Grid recognized Old Sword Demon as a special being, just as many people admired and honored the current Grid. It was from the days when Grid was still obscure. In a time when he was envious of good-looking people and felt a sense of inferiority, he had a subtle affinity for Old Sword Demon’s ID. It was an ID that would make people doubt the person’s nature as long as it was in Korean characters. Back in the days when Grid was dissatisfied with society, he thought it was a good ID. He felt that Old Sword Demon was swearing at the world on his behalf.


  


  ‘I was young at that time.’


  


  How twisted had he been? Grid smiled at the absurdity of his past self and concentrated on observing Old Sword Demon.


  


  In the past, Grid couldn’t accurately measure the skills of Old Sword Demon. Grid’s level itself had been low, so he hadn’t been able to feel any inspiration after seeing the skills of Old Sword Demon, who had been the best at the time. He had just vaguely thought that this person was great. Now it was different. Grid had become stronger through repeated life and death battles with powerful enemies and was now at the highest level in the world.


  


  Old Sword Demon’s long sword tilted at an angle. Then an amazing sight unfolded. The short spear that was entangled around Old Sword Demon’s sword couldn’t handle the force and was thrown out. The sharp spear was thrown in the direction of Maru. The same short spear that Maru had thrown ended up attacking him.


  


  ‘He is very skilled at using his wrist.’


  


  It was almost like an attack from Kraugel, but the power was a bit weaker. If it had been Kraugel instead of Old Sword Demon, the spear rushing at Maru would’ve been 1.2 times faster. If it were Grid, the spear would have flown twice as fast, but unfortunately, Grid didn’t have this much technique.


  


  “Bah!” Maru snorted and appeared in front of Old Sword Demon. He swung his feet while simultaneously hitting Old Sword Demon’s abdomen with his shoulder.


  


  Three prerequisites were needed for Old Sword Demon to be able to respond to this. He had to understand the Shunpo skill, predict the timing at which Maru used it, and have at least 2,500 agility. Old Sword Demon met all three conditions. The moment he was hit in the abdomen, he responded immediately by tilting his upper body back, avoiding Maru’s kick. He even hit back.


  


  Old Sword Demon’s sword brushed past Maru’s hair, creating a strong wind pressure. Maru recovered his feet, exposed his back to Old Sword Demon, and leaned back like he was leaning into Old Sword Demon’s arms. Then he grabbed Old Sword Demon’s neck with his arms, and it seemed as if Old Sword Demon’s neck would be broken like this. 


  


  It was really the worst position. Maru’s technique was reminiscent of Bubat’s, and Old Sword Demon looked like he was in a very disadvantageous position. It was fair to say that the harmony between Shunpo and Maru, who became stronger the closer he was to the target, was the best. 


  


  ‘He can’t do it either.’


  


  Grid hurriedly tried to use Shunpo.


  


  [Shunpo has failed to trigger.]


  


  ‘Damn!’


  


  It seemed that Old Sword Demon’s neck would be broken. Grid felt a chill down his spine and was about to launch Magic Missile. Then there was a small explosion, and Old Sword Demon’s body was covered in smoke before disappearing. Maru’s hands were floundering in the air instead of grasping Old Sword Demon’s neck.


  


  “...?!”


  


  “...?!”


  


  Both Grid and Bondre, who were watching the battle, were full of doubts. Maru looked around. Just then, the disappeared Old Sword Demon reappeared in his original position. His neck was clearly marked with red handprints. That’s right. Old Sword Demon hadn’t left Maru’s grasp. He had just completely concealed his presence from the world for a while. In fact, his neck had still been in Maru’s hands, but Maru was simply unaware of this fact. If Maru hadn’t immediately released his grip, then Old Sword Demon would’ve died of a broken neck.


  


  Maru started a fierce exchange with Old Sword Demon’s sword.


  


  “Spit.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “Spit spit!”


  


  Old Sword Demon avoided and blocked Maru’s attacks and kept spitting. It wasn’t a technique developed from spitting only once or twice. His saliva precisely struck Maru’s pupils, so Maru had to be conscious of it. Thanks to this, the almost collapsed Old Sword Demon was able to shake Maru off.


  


  “.....”


  


  “.....”


  


  Grid’s and Bondre’s eyes shook even more as they watched the confrontation between Old Sword Demon and Maru. Both of them were shocked by Old Sword Demon’s dirty combat style. The good news was that the other high rankers weren’t watching the battle between Old Sword Demon and Maru. The high rankers, who were scattered throughout the battlefield, were busy fighting the yangbans.


  


  Maru frowned as he wiped the sputum off his cheeks and criticized Old Sword Demon. “Don’t you have any pride?”


  


  “You yangbans treat humans as bugs but ask us to uphold our pride every time. Even humans won’t discuss the pride of an animal below them. How cowardly are you that you would talk about the pride of trivial bugs?”


  


  “You... human...”


  


  “Old Sword Demon.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “That is my name.”


  


  “.....”


  


  Grid was convinced that Old Sword Demon was another Huroi. His solemn expression and tone of speech when insulting a target was similar. 


  


  ‘No... Don’t tell me?’


  


  Grid tried to deny it as he recalled Old Sword Demon’s gentlemanly greeting, but he was undoubtedly certain of another fact.


  


  ‘The yangbans have weakened.’


  


  This was something he had felt when he engaged in combat with the three yangbans, including Dodam. Be it in attack power, defense, health, and speed, all the yangbans he met in Chiaotzu were clearly inferior to the yangbans that Grid had previously encountered. Maru, who had a presence equivalent to Garam, was no exception.


  


  ‘Are the yangbans in the Cho Kingdom exceptionally good?’ 


  


  It was easy for Grid to expand on this idea. He recalled the resurrection of the red phoenix.


  


  ‘The yangbans are people who have strengthened their abilities by absorbing the breaths or hearts of the Four Auspicious Beasts.’


  


  As a representative example, the Red Phoenix’s Breath gave great destructive power and recovery ability to the yangbans. However, the red phoenix had resurrected, and the yangbans were now unable to properly control the Red Phoenix’s Breath.


  


  ‘The red phoenix has started to exercise control over the breaths that have been stolen by the yangbans.’


  


  It was clear that the stats and skills of the yangbans who lost a single breath had dropped significantly compared to the previous yangbans. Indeed, it was correct to judge it like this. In other words—


  


  ‘There is hope as long as I join forces with Old Sword Demon.’


  


  After taking potions, Grid turned away from Old Sword Demon and Maru, who had started exchanging blows again. He looked at the high rankers struggling against the yangbans on the battlefield and asked Bondre, “Have you recovered somewhat?”


  


  “Yes. The performance of the potion you gave is tremendous.”


  


  “Good. Let’s take care of the other yangbans while Old Sword Demon is holding up Maru. I’ll ask for some assistance.”


  


  Bondre told Grid, “My quest is finished.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “My quest was cleared when the man called Hwang Gildong seized the Black Tortoise Jewel from the yangbans.”


  


  “...??”


  


  “I was surprised too. In any case, I don’t have a reason to fight anymore.”


  


  “.....”


  


  


  Was it the same with the others? Bondre smiled at Grid, who was anxious that he might have to fight alone. “However, if you ask me to help, I can help.” 


  


  As a proud Frenchman—no, he shouldn’t use this expression because it was full of prejudice. After all, it was just a disgusting smile. Bondre smiled in a disgusting manner and urged,“Now Grid. Please ask once. Ask me for help.”


  


  He was looking forward to seeing Grid’s crying face, but Grid easily bowed his head without changing his expression. “Help me.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “The strongest ice magician in the rankings, please help me.”


  


  “...Shit.”


  


  It was so easy for Grid to bow his head.


  


  ‘It isn’t even necessary for him to take pride in himself...’


  


  Bondre alone seemed to have been conscious of their relationship. The enlightened and discouraged Bondre grumbled and stood beside Grid. Bondre cleared the quest and recovered from the levels he lost. He was two levels higher, so his magic power had become more powerful than before. “I owe you one. If I don’t pay you back, then my dreams will be terrible. So I’ll help you.”


  


  “Thank you. Your personality has become better since being with Ares.”


  


  “Shut up. I am Bondre. I’m not affected by anyone. Entering Valhalla was just a momentary diversion.”


  


  “Contact me if your mood changes. The Overgeared Kingdom will welcome people like you at any time.”


  


  “Do you still want to talk nonsense?”


  


  Bondre spread webs of ice all over the place. Grid admired it. It was because all the webs created by Bondre exquisitely interfered with the mobility of the yangbans. The yangbans had been seriously injured by Grid and then had to fight the high rankers without a break. They couldn’t overcome the irritation surging in their hearts and broke the webs. Among them, one yangban who cut the web became Grid’s target. “Transcended Link Flower.”


  


  “...!”


  


  It was just for a moment. The yangban was distracted by the ice web and revealed a gap. Yet Grid precisely dug through that gap. The frightened yangban desperately tried to avoid the blue-black petals, but it was useless. It was because Bubat had grabbed his collar and dropped him. The dopo fluttered. The yangban’s unnecessarily loose clothes were a fatal weakness against Bubat.


  


  “You...! Let go!”


  


  “Transcended Link Flower Pinnacle.”


  


  “Kuaaaaak!”


  


  Thanks to the active cooperation of Bondre and Bubat, Grid started to dominate the battlefield. They traveled over the battlefield, and the injured yangbans were smashed one by one.


  


  “Ohhhhh!”


  


  This was the moment when the morale of the high rankers soared into the sky. Then a man fell between Grid and the high rankers. It was a ragged Old Sword Demon.


  


  “O-Old Sword Demon!”


  


  The high rankers had forgotten about Old Sword Demon as they concentrated on the yangbans, so they supported him belatedly. Old Sword Demon’s red cheeks were swollen, and he spat out blood as he glared at the high rankers. “Cough, cough. Neglecting someone who came to help you...”


  


  “I-I’m sorry.”


  


  “Ugh... Bad people...”


  


  “.....”


  


  The force with which Old Sword Demon first appeared was nowhere to be seen. However, Grid and the rankers fully understood his attitude. Having been left unattended for 10 minutes, Old Sword Demon was angry because he had to deal with Maru alone.


  


  Step.Step. Step…Maru was approaching. He looked fine, unlike Old Sword Demon who seemed like he was about to die. There was just no calm expression to be found on him. Maru had lost the Black Tortoise Jewel, gotten tied up by a human for 10 minutes, and lost all his siblings, so he was in a terrible mood.


  


  “Chiyou... If it wasn’t for Chiyou, I wouldn’t need to go through all of this... It is the first time I’ve felt this type of anger.”


  


  Once he heard that Garam had been killed by his target, he had expected a tough fight. As the days passed by, he felt a weakening of control over the Red Phoenix’s Breath and was anxious. However, he believed he would eventually win. He had 20 siblings around him. They were even all candidates for the new seats available in the Seven. At this level of power, he was confident that he could handle two or three archangels. He never imagined that he would suffer a crushing defeat to humans.


  


  ‘That silver-haired demonkin was the problem.’


  


  How many siblings had he harmed by himself? Maru took off the dopo that he was wearing roughly. He was conscious of Bubat and felt it was better to give up his defense than get caught like his siblings. It was a possible judgment because Maru was convinced humans wouldn’t be able to handle a body that would soon become a god's.


  


  “I will trample on you one by one, killing you thoroughly before grabbing the neck of Hwang Gildong.”


  


  “Ohh!”Old Sword Demon smiled and looked bright.“I’ll cheer you on! Grab the neck of Hwang Gildong!”


  


  “...?”


  


  The more they knew, the more Old Sword Demon’s character was broken. Grid stared at him. Old Sword Demon felt the gaze and explained, “Please understand. That guy Hwang Gildong is really rude. Furthermore...”


  


  Old Sword Demon looked at the state of the high rankers. The numbers remaining were half the original and most of the survivors were seriously injured. Bubat’s thick legs, which had been at the heart of the battle, were shaking while Bondre’s face was pale. Bubat was about to run out of stamina, and Bondre was running out of magic power. Grid was fine, but it was absolutely impossible for him to fight Maru and win.


  


  Old Sword Demon had fought Maru for 10 minutes and felt that this person’s defense was amazing. Even Overgeared King Grid would find it hard to damage Maru’s body which was harder than steel.


  


  “Since we are all going to die anyway... I hope that he will grab Hwang Gildong’s neck and make Hwang Gildong a companion for us down the path to the Underworld. Understand my feelings.”


  


  “Then why did you help us?”


  


  “I was lost because Hwang Gildong abandoned me and disappeared alone. Then I found you and joined because it was better off joining than being alone. Yet it is ruined. Shit.”


  


  “.....”


  


  Grid and the high rankers made awkward expressions and tried to ignore Old Sword Demon. They fixed their eyes on Maru. Maru started to operate the three breaths of the blue dragon, white tiger, and black tortoise simultaneously. The pressure around him was on a different dimension from before. Heavy rain and lightning struck the ground.


  


  “Can you win?”Bondre asked suddenly. He saw that Maru’s power easily transcended the other yangbans, but he still had hope. It was because the man standing beside him was none other than Grid.


  


  Bondre gazed at Grid with expectant eyes, but Old Sword Demon dealt reality to him. “Don’t put too much pressure on the supreme one. This time, the opponent is too tough. Rather than fighting, it would be wiser to find a way to live.”


  


  The space seemed to be torn apart as Maru flew and aimed his fist at Grid. A wild storm shook Grid’s vision. The turbulent land broke Grid’s posture, and lightning penetrated Grid’s entire body. Maru only swung his fist once. However, the added effects drove Mother Nature, and it was like Heaven was beating Grid.


  


  ‘It’s ruined.’


  


  Bubat, Bondre, and the other high rankers had a gut feeling.


  


  ‘Hwang Gildong, that damn human.’


  


  It happened as Old Sword Demon was clicking his tongue. Maru’s fist that had just reached Grid’s nose stopped and hardened like stone. 


  


  “...!”


  


  It wasn’t just Maru who had become a statue. Even the high rankers standing with Grid were all turned to stone. They couldn’t even move a finger. In this world that had stopped—


  


  “Item Combination.” 


  


  How high was his resistance to lightning? Despite being continuously struck by lightning, Grid continued combining two swords into one. The God Hands each pulled out a Mjolnir and circled around Maru, preparing to hit him.


  


  “Request to Stand With Me.”


  


  Grid raised his sword high. His heart’s desire was simple. It was to crush the enemy in front of him. The strong waves of pure energy dispersed the heavy rain and lightning in the area. A huge shadow was cast from the open sky. “Pounding Mortar.”




  Chapter 1209


  Grid was intimidated by Maru. Maru’s stats might be worse than Garam’s, but his technical level was higher. So Grid felt a pressure comparable to the first time he met Garam. 


  


  He admired Old Sword Demon lasting 10 minutes against Maru, but simultaneously, he felt frustrated. 


  


  ‘It will be hard if I’m caught by him even once.’ 


  


  If it wasn’t for the resurrection of the red phoenix, Maru would’ve been stronger than Garam. There would be no chance of winning then. Grid had consumed so many skills in his previous fights that there was a high probability of losing even if his health was 100%.


  


  Due to the land that was fluctuating like waves, Grid struggled to regain his balance. The harsh storm interfered with his senses, but he barely escaped by relying on his transcendent status. He ignored the thunderbolts that fell toward his body and quickly raised his concentration.


  


  ‘It is best to borrow Mercedes’ power to increase the chances of winning.’ 


  


  The fraudulent nature of Keen Insight had already been proven. It was the power to contemplate the target’s thoughts and actions, forcing fate. Its absolute power had been fatal against Garam.


  


  ‘If Keen Insight is implanted in my body, I’ll be able to avoid the attacks while striking at Maru’s weaknesses.’


  


  First, Grid had to take the initiative. He had to deal as much damage as possible and buy time for Old Sword Demon and the high rankers to recover. This was the first step. Grid was planning for a long battle, only to become startled. Maru, who had been standing in the distance, bent his knees and narrowed the distance in an instant.


  


  ‘A long fight is bullshit!’


  


  Grid seemed to be falling behind right now.


  


  [You have suffered 190 damage.]


  


  [You have suffered 257 damage.]


  


  [You have suffered 231 damage.]


  


  [You have suffered 305...]


  


  The closer that Maru got, the more the ground shook. The storm became so intense that it was hard for Grid to regain his senses despite relying on his transcendence. The number of thunderbolts falling on his body increased rapidly, and the overlapping damage became a burden.


  


  ‘Shit!’


  


  This was it. It was the real prestige of the yangbans. Grid faced Maru, who used three breaths to improve his stats, and felt that the fierce battles against Garam where he had suffered were passing by like a lantern. Feeling nervous, Grid hurriedly attempted to use Request to Stand With Me. It was at this time that...


  


  [You have assimilated with the breath of the White Tiger and entered the Earth God state.]


  


  ...a skill, which occurred with a very low probability when stepping on the ground, was triggered in a timely manner. This was a timing that could only be interpreted as the help of the good luck stat.


  


  [Three skills are activated.]


  


  Grid had already become accustomed to the use of Earth God. He used a skill even before the notification window gave the explanation.


  


  [Earth’s Embrace has been triggered.] 


  


  [All targets in a radius of 10 meters will be petrified for 10 seconds. The petrified target will be immune to all damage.]


  


  Earth's Embrace—it was a skill with a warm name that didn’t match its terrifying effects. It seemed that the white tiger originally used this skill to protect humanity.


  


  “Item Combination.”


  


  Grid glanced at Maru’s fist that had stopped in front of him in a mocking manner and used his skills sequentially. Following Blacksmith’s Rage and Quick Movements, he combined two swords together to gain the maximum attack power. Then his plan changed. “Request to Stand With Me.”


  


  [The power of Duke of Virtue is requesting help from your knight, ‘Piaro.’]


  


  [Piaro is happy to respond to your request.]


  


  [The Free Farming Style ultimate technique, ‘Pounding Mortar,’ is activated.]


  


  [The sword energy resource will be temporarily changed to pure energy.]


  


  [If the resource consumed when using a skill is sword energy, it will be replaced by the consumption of pure energy.]


  


  [If using a skill that consumes pure energy, the attack power of the skill will increase by 20% and the hit rate will decrease by 30%.]


  


  The reason why Grid changed his plan was simple. The petrification meant Maru would be unprepared and would allow the next attack. It was much more efficient to launch an ultimate blow than to engage in a long battle with Keen Insight.


  


  [Pounding Mortar]


  


  [Just as a mortar grinds the grain, the mortar made of pure energy will smash the target.


  


  Inflicts 6,200% attack power to a single target, and there is a probability of ignoring the target’s defense. It will ignore a minimum of 30% and a maximum of 80%.


  


  Inflicts half the damage to enemies around the target, and there will be a probability of ignoring their defense. Ignores a minimum of 10% and a maximum of 60%.


  


  ★ There will be a three-stage hit if a critical hit occurs.


  


  Resources Consumed: 1,000 pure energy.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 hour.]


  


  ‘A three-stage hit?’


  


  It meant the 6200% damage stacked three times. It was the moment when it was revealed why Piaro relied on Pounding Mortar instead of Fated to Perish during every important moment. The attack coefficient of Fated to Perish was higher than Pounding Mortar due to its nature of instant death, but Piaro liked to use Pounding Mortar even if the target wasn’t immune to instant death. There was only one reason for that. It was because the maximum damage of Pounding Mortar went beyond that of Fated to Perish.


  


  ‘He created such a powerful technique by himself...’


  


  This was indeed Piaro. Compared to the legends of the previous generation, Piaro had yet to fully mature, but he would one day surely be reborn as the strongest existence comparable to Braham or the Undefeated King. It would happen alongside Mercedes.


  


  Then an unexpected notification window popped up in the vision of the unsuspecting Grid.


  


  [The Matchless Heart Technique that you have learned has improved the power of the Free Farming Style.]


  


  “...!”


  


  The rare swordsmanship, Supreme Swordsmanship, had been handed down from generation to generation through Piaro’s family, and Piaro had created his Free Farming Style based on it. Meanwhile, Biban’s swordsmanship and his Matchless Heart Technique cut off one wing of the stone dragon Gujel.


  


  A chill went down Grid’s spine as he synthesized the information. ‘Is the Supreme Swordsmanship passed down in Piaro’s family derived from Biban’s swordsmanship?’ 


  


  There was a theory that Supreme Swordsmanship originated from the East Continent, but it was just a theory. It could even be a rumor. Biban’s Matchless Sword might have originated in the East Continent.


  


  [The effect of the Matchless Heart Technique has increased the attack power of Pounding Mortar by 1200%, and the effect of ignoring defense is strengthened. Resource consumption is halved.]


  


  The intensity of the pure energy launched by Grid was much greater than Piaro’s pure energy. It was enough to scatter the storm in the area and completely penetrate the sky, making it look impure in Maru’s eyes. He believed it was a blasphemy to damage the sky, which was Hanul himself.


  


  ‘This guy... What is this guy...’


  


  Maru had noticed it from the moment the cry of the white tiger was heard from a distant place. The human in front of him was able to perfectly reproduce some of the power of the white tiger. He seemed to reproduce a power that Maru was only capable of reproducing by borrowing the power of the black tortoise. Maru wondered if it was pure talent or a blessing. In fact, Grid actually recreated it using items. 


  


  


  ‘This guy has reached a level similar to Mir with his human body...?’


  


  Comparing Grid to Mir was too great of an exaggeration. Mir was able to reproduce the power of all Four Auspicious Beasts one by one, but he was the most talented one among the yangbans. He was so perfect that rumors circulated he was the most perfect yangban Hanul had created. Despite the lack of faith, he had set foot into the realm of a god. Humans weren’t comparable to him. However, at this moment, a human was showing a greatness reminiscent of Mir.


  


  ‘This is ridiculous!’Maru wanted to deny it. He couldn’t admit that he was inferior to a human. It felt like he would forever move away from being a god if he acknowledged it. ‘Will I be beaten?’


  


  Maru controlled the Black Tortoise’s Breath. The energy of destruction rose from him. It was designed to destroy the stone that caused his body to stiffen.


  


  ‘A success!’


  


  The petrification around his joints started to loosen. Then it happened the moment that Maru felt joy. The turtle standing among the humans emitted a red glow. The energy of destruction that Maru operated disappeared like it was a lie, and the petrification that was about to be eliminated became powerful again.


  


  ‘The black tortoise!’


  


  Was the ego of a god interfering with him? 


  


  “Yooou!” The screams recurring in his head finally emerged from his mouth. The war of nerves with the black tortoise was meaningless because the petrification was naturally removed. Fortunately, the duration was short...


  


  ‘What?’


  


  A chill went down Maru’s spine. Once the senses of his petrified body were revived, it was possible for him to measure the total amount of energy falling from the sky.


  


  ‘Zeratul’s spear?’


  


  It was an attack with enormous power reminiscent of the War God. Maru reflexively chose to evade. He didn’t even think of confronting that huge power head-on. However, he couldn’t take a single step. It was because Grid coordinated the time at which Pounding Mortar hit the ground to match when the petrification was released.


  


  “Kuoock...!”


  


  The arms Maru raised above his head were crushed. Unable to bear the weight, his waist twisted, and his knees were bent. Maru started bleeding all over and tried to endure with gritted teeth, but he was soon crushed by the mortar and buried deep in the ground.


  


  Pounding Mortar still wasn’t over. The ground was crushed again by a larger weight. It was the aftermath of the three-stage hit created by the critical hit.


  


  [Critical!]


  


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been activated, adding 40% critical damage!]


  


  [The target has received 35,690,650 damage!]


  


  [The target has received 38,820,100 damage!]


  


  [The target has received 37,705,244 damage!]


  


  [The target’s arms, shoulders, back, and legs have been fractured!]


  


  Was it the aftermath of the shock? The land shook in all directions, and the high rankers got motion sickness. Meanwhile, Grid avoided the waves by floating in the air and saw traces of the disaster that the mortar had created. He saw a deep crater. The area was small compared to the craters caused by Braham’s meteorites, but it was twice as deep. There was a dot in the middle of the crater.


  


  Cough, cough!


  


  The identity of the dot was Maru who was coughing up blood. His arms and legs were angled at bizarre angles, and his shattered chest caused his breathing to be rough. A Garam-level yangban was incapacitated with a single blow.


  


  To be honest, Grid had goosebumps. Grid’s Greatsword increased the critical hit rate, while Death in One Shot! increased the critical hit damage. Additionally, there was the increase in attack power from Item Combination and the Matchless Heart Technique...


  


  With all of them combined, Grid’s Pounding Mortar was made far superior to Piaro’s. There was even the interconnection with Earth God, so the hit rate was guaranteed to be close to 100%. It would be hard for a god to avoid it, let alone a yangban. 


  


  ‘No, a god can resist the petrification of Earth God.’


  


  In any case...


  


  ‘This is my ultimate technique now...’


  


  Grid was overwhelmed when he accurately measured his growth. It might be necessary to meet the harsh preconditions, but once all conditions were met, he could send a yangban to death in one shot. It was a huge difference compared to when he first arrived in the East Continent.


  


  Even so, Grid wasn’t satisfied. It was impossible for it to be seen as a perfect force when it was a strength that relied on luck. However, the high rankers watching Grid didn’t know what was going on. All the high rankers, including Bondre and Bubat, fully accepted Grid’s power that destroyed the yangban and felt fear beyond admiration.


  


  Meanwhile, Old Sword Demon was showing his lost hope.‘Grid... Perhaps if you go to Kaya...’


  


  Step. Grid descended to the ground. He pointed his sword at Maru, who was trying to raise his trembling body. Maru was smiling despite death being around the corner. “I am like this because of a human... It is more absurd and funnier than any comedy I’ve seen.”


  


  “Don’t be too depressed. Accept your punishment as you are reminded of those you have deceived and sacrificed.


  


  “Punish...? Kukuk, kuhahahat!”


  


  “...”


  


  There was nothing to be gained from talking to this type of guy. Grid made this judgment based on several of his past experiences and was silent. Then it happened the moment he was about to cut off Maru’s head prior to Item Combination ending.


  


  “Punishment is something that a god gives to humanity. That’s how it is.”


  


  Heat rose from Maru’s body. Grid’s senses noticed that the breaths of the Four Auspicious Beasts in Maru’s body were running wild. Maru stared at the bewildered Grid and made a sound with his mouth. Then Maru’s body exploded with enough power to fill the huge crater, and Grid was swept away.


  


  “Grid!” Bubat’s and Bondre’s faces paled, and they immediately ran forward. Bondre suppressed the heat caused by the explosion with cold air while Bubat ran through the smoke to find Grid.


  


  “Dammit, dammit!”


  


  They fought together only for Grid to die alone...? Bondre didn’t want to be in debt to Grid and couldn’t accept this. Then while Bondre was chasing after Bubat in the smoke, he heard Grid’s voice.


  


  “What?” Grid emerged, looking completely fine. He stood up with Bubat’s help and was holding a cloth in his hand that had been seen once before.


  


  “It is once again the power of items... Damn bastard.” Bondre couldn’t hide his joy. At least for today, Grid was a colleague and friend, so Bondre welcomed his safe return with a smile. Bubat and the other rankers were the same. Just then, a blue light rose from the peak of Mount Baekmi in the distance.


  


  “This...?”


  


  The rankers were puzzled, but Grid had an accurate grasp of the situation.


  


  ‘Hwang Gildong has resurrected the black tortoise.’


  


  This was as expected. Currently, it was raining. It was a clear rain that gave the protection of the black tortoise to all things in the north. This was the same phenomenon as when the red phoenix was resurrected. By the way...


  


  “Why are you still here?”Grid asked the black tortoise who looked like a turtle.


  


  The black tortoise replied awkwardly, 『Due to the involvement of the strange human, we are resurrected in a state where our egos are divided. We are two now.』


  


  “...??”


  


  [The content of the ★Hidden Quest★ Protect the Black Tortoise has changed.]




  Chapter 1210


  [Protect the Black Tortoise]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  Someone unknown has completed the ritual of resurrection when the black tortoise’s ego is divided into two.


  


  Therefore, the black tortoise has been divided into the black tortoise of death and the black tortoise of water.


  


  Help reunite the black tortoise of death with the black tortoise of water.


  


  Quest Clear Condition: Reunion of the black tortoise of death and the black tortoise of water.


  


  Quest Clear Rewards: Black tortoise’s shell. Affinity with the black tortoise will reach the maximum.


  


  Quest Failure: The weakening of the black tortoise. The balance of the Four Auspicious Beasts will collapse. The new episode ‘Descent of King Sobyeol’. 


  


  ★ Once the Descent of King Sobyeol occurs, the myths of the East Continent will once again be covered with lies.]


  


  ‘Who is King Sobyeol?’ It was the first time he heard this name in the game. Based on the content, it was only possible to guess that it was one of the Five Seniors. On the other hand, the identity of the unknown person who completed the resurrection ritual was obvious. It was Hwang Gildong, the man who stole the Black Tortoise Jewel.


  


  The clear rain falling was thickening.


  


  [The protection of the black tortoise will cover all things in the north.]


  


  [The level and stats of all beings living in the south will rise slightly.]


  


  [Some of the weakened sacred creatures have regained a bit of their strength.]


  


  [Some of the scattered traces of the false myths will disappear.]


  


  [A small number of beings living in the north will be hostile to the Hwan Kingdom.]


  


  [The news isn’t transmitted to the two kingdoms of Pa and Kaya due to the interference of the Hwan Kingdom.]


  


  [The people of the Cho Kingdom are happy to feel the resurrection of the black tortoise.]


  


  It wasn’t news to be pleased about. Once the red phoenix was resurrected, the level and stats of all beings living in the south were ‘greatly’ increased and recovery had improved. Some of the weakened sacred creatures had ‘fully’ regained their strength. The false myths that had been scattered were ‘all’ burned and ‘all’ the beings living in the south were hostile to the Hwan Kingdom. Compared to the beneficial effects created by the resurrection of the red phoenix, the beneficial effects created by the resurrection of the black tortoise were reduced.


  


  ‘Damn, is this true?’


  


  Grid frowned as he realized the seriousness of the situation but he couldn’t blame Hwang Gildong. Grid and the rankers would’ve already been wiped out if Hwang Gildong hadn’t stolen the jewel and the resurrection of the black tortoise itself would’ve been impossible.


  


  Yes, strictly speaking, Hwang Gildong was a benefactor. He did well enough. It was regrettable that the timing of the black tortoise’s resurrection was wrong... no, could it truly be called a mistake?


  


  ‘Did he intentionally aim for this?’


  


  Grid recalled his meeting with Qi Jian’s group. They belonged to the Chivalrous Robbers and not only knew the truth of the world but that the red phoenix had been resurrected. They even figured out the location of the Black Tortoise Jewel. The intelligence network of the Chivalrous Robbers was superior to Grid.


  


  ‘It is extremely unlikely that Hwang Gildong, the leader of the Chivalrous Robbers, wouldn’t have known this situation.’


  


  In the first place, Hwang Gildong himself had personally entered the battlefield. It would be impossible for him to not discover that the black tortoise of death was with Grid on the battlefield.


  


  ‘He knew the black tortoise’s ego is divided into two but still performed the resurrection ritual...’


  


  This was terrible. Grid’s purpose for the complete resurrection of the Four Auspicious Beasts might be different from Hwang Gildong’s purpose. Grid had a headache and was frowning when Bubat approached him and asked, “Grid, did you fail the quest? Why are you looking gloomy alone?”


  


  Obviously, the expressions of Bubat and the other high rankers were bright. They had no idea that the black tortoise was resurrected in an incomplete state and seemed glad to get the rewards from clearing the quest.


  


  Grid didn’t want to spoil the mood and smiled.


  


  “What is your quest?”


  


  “It was originally to protect the artifact of the Four Gods but then that turtle... No, the contents changed after the black tortoise appeared. The goal was to get revenge on the yangbans who deceived us. Thanks to you, we’ve achieved our purpose.”


  


  Bubat opened the ranking window. His ranking had shot up a huge 31 positions.


  


  “Thank you.”


  


  Bubat and the high rankers politely spoke to Grid. The top 00005% of pros, perhaps the world’s proudest geniuses, were all bowing to Grid.


  


  “...I also want to thank you.” Grid awkwardly scratched his cheek and replied with his head bowed. They were heartfelt words. Grid wouldn’t have won without the high rankers.


  


  Unlike Bubat, the quick-witted Bondre urged Grid, “Hey, Grid. Don’t change the topic and explain the situation. What went so wrong that you’re making an expression of chewing shit on your own?”


  


  The black tortoise hadn’t spoken and directly conveyed its thoughts to Grid’s mind. The high rankers didn’t know there was an incident with Hwang Gildong. Rather than rejoicing in the resurrection of the black tortoise and the blessing of all beings in the north, Grid was thinking seriously about the situation alone.


  


  “In fact...” Grid sighed and explained the situation. All the high rankers who listened intently were flustered.


  


  “Hwang Gildong isn’t a person who is easily met.”


  


  Hwang Gildong was so mysterious that it was said he flashed in the east and appeared in the west. He was also the leader of the Chivalrous Robbers that was hostile to the Hwan Kingdom, so he wouldn’t show up easily. At first glance, he seemed free-spirited but he wasn’t an opponent who could be met just because one wanted to meet him. He acted strictly according to his own plans.


  


  “If it is as Grid guessed and Hwang Gildong intentionally caused this, won’t it be a headache? It will be really difficult to reunite them if Hwang Gildong decides to hide the black tortoise of water.”


  


  “I think differently. I think Grid will be able to persuade him. The world will be in crisis again if the black tortoise doesn’t reunite. Hwang Gildong will decide to cooperate with Grid.”


  


  “First, we need to be able to talk to him to persuade him... it means nothing if Hwang Gildong keeps hiding from Grid.”


  


  The eyes of the seriously discussing high rankers turned to Old Sword Demon. It was because he had been a colleague of Hwang Gildong just an hour ago so they thought he would be able to meet Hwang Gildong and persuade this person.


  


  “...No, it isn’t like that.”


  


  The people looking expectantly at Old Sword Demon shook their heads and sighed. Hwang Gildong’s attitude of abandoning Old Sword Demon and running away alone made them think the two people weren’t close. Grid also didn’t have high expectations of Old Sword Demon.


  


  Old Sword Demon laughed like he was embarrassed. “Your thoughts are right. It isn’t easy for me to meet Hwang Gildong. He is a suspicious man so I don’t have the confidence to persuade him. However, there is something. I have worked with Hwang Gildong over 10 times. I know Hwang Gildong’s personality very well.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Supreme one, Hwang Gildong will probably be waiting for you on Mount Baekmi.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid’s actions were swift. He immediately summoned Overgeared Corn and rode on top of it.


  


  “Ohhh!” Exclamations burst out everywhere. They were amazed by the beauty of the rare unicorn. Just...


  


  “Overgeared Corn, did you rest enough?”


  


  “...”


  


  Everyone looked like they woke up as they shut their gaping mouths after hearing Overgeared Corn’s name. Grid’s naming sense reduced the value of the noble unicorn.


  


  “Grid, I’ll go with you just in case.”


  


  “Me too!”


  


  “Take me too.”


  


  The high rankers gathered by Grid’s side. They expressed their desire to help Grid. Bubat's enthusiasm was particularly high. Grid shook his head. “It’s okay. I think it is better to go alone than to bring a bunch of people to Hwang Gildong.”


  


  All the yangbans in the area had already been dealt with and Hwang Gildong wasn’t an enemy. There was no need to worry about danger. Grid smiled as he faced the high rankers, including Bubat and Bondre. “Thank you for your thoughts.”


  


  “Grid...”


  


  


  “I’m going. You should leave as well. You must be busy.”


  


  It happened the moment when Grid carried the black tortoise and ordered Overgeared Corn to leave.


  


  “Grid! If you ever have any difficulties then feel free to contact me! It might not be as good as the Overgeared Guild but I still run a pretty powerful guild! We can be even a small help!”


  


  The high rankers shouted and Overgeared Corn started to run. Grid watched them waving until they disappeared from view and then murmured to himself, “It is reassuring...”


  


  “You are being cheered on by the world’s best rankers in terms of ability, potential, and influence. I think it is great.”


  


  “...?!”


  


  Grid was shocked by the sudden voice. He looked around and saw Old Sword Demon following him. He moved like he was walking with folded arms but his speed wasn’t slow at all compared to Overgeared Corn.


  


  ‘When did he start following?’


  


  Grid had no idea. It was like Old Sword Demon had erased his presence again, just like when he fooled the yangbans.


  


  “Did you change to a legendary class?” Grid wondered.


  


  The emergence of new legendary classes was only known through the world messages but one shouldn’t always believe in the world messages. In Grid’s case, it had only been a long time after Grid changed to Pagma's Descendant that it was announced as a world message.


  


  “Not yet.”


  


  Not yet. The implications of this answer were significant.


  


  ‘A growth type class that can reach legendary!’


  


  Yes, now it was understandable. Why had one of the best high rankers disappeared for several years? Where did the power that allowed him to fight 10 minutes with Maru come from? This person was already forgotten by many but he would soon return in a splendid manner. It would be along with the world message announcing the emergence of a new legend.


  


  “Then I’ll be waiting for the good news.”


  


  “Huhu, thank you. I am being cheered on by the supreme one so I don’t know what to do.”


  


  “Please speak comfortably. Senior, you are also famous...”


  


  Old Sword Demon smiled at Grid, who refrained from using the term ‘grandfather’s peer.’ “Does age matter in a game? The person with the higher level is the older brother.”


  


  “...I don’t want to be called Brother by you.”


  


  “Huhu, by the way, you are great. A few years ago, I had just arrived on the East Continent and was thrilled when I saw Kraugel’s performance. Today, I got even more shivers. You truly deserve to be the supreme one.”


  


  “It wouldn’t be a surprise if the position is stolen back. Kraugel is a great friend.”


  


  “Hoh...”


  


  Old Sword Demon’s eyes shone. He saw a passion that would never go out in Grid’s eyes the moment Kraugel’s name was spoken.


  


  ‘The presence of Kraugel is increasing his interest.’


  


  As the saying went, ‘a perfect match made in heaven.’ 


  


  Old Sword Demon smiled at himself but still didn’t slow down. Despite running for dozens of minutes, he didn’t breathe hard and maintained the same running speed as Overgeared Corn as they reached Baekmi River.


  


  ‘Isn’t he an assassin?’


  


  In general, assassins struggled over whether to put points in agility or strength. However, Old Sword Demon showed amazing physique even when he fought with Maru. Additionally, his strength and agility weren’t low either.


  


  ‘It might be a class-specific effect... or did he consume a lot of elixirs?’


  


  The East Continent was home to the golden walnuts. If Old Sword Demon had been active in the East Continent for many years then he might’ve been steadily taking the golden walnuts.


  


  “You’ve worked hard.”


  


  After passing the river, Grid arrived in front of Mount Baekmi and returned Overgeared Corn to the pet inventory. It was to recover Overgeared Corn’s stamina in case of an emergency. Old Sword Demon approached Grid and spoke while looking up at the peak of Mount Baekmi, “Supreme one, I’m sure Hwang Gildong will try to test you.”


  


  “Based on Hwang Gildong’s information network, shouldn’t he already know my inclination and disposition?”


  


  “Reconfirming information is Hwang Gildong’s habit. It is better for you to be nervous. If you let down your guard for even a moment then you will be following his pace. If you do well then you might exchange sword blows.”


  


  “Um...”


  


  The pale-faced scholar Huo Jin said that Hwang Gildong was on the same level as Braham. Of course, this was based on the evaluation of the nerfed Braham, but it was still superior to Grid.


  


  ‘I’m nervous.’


  


  Grid hugged the black tortoise of death and started to run to the top of the mountain. There was no need to fly. He had been used to climbing mountains since the days of cutting wood.


  


  “Old Sword Demon? Isn’t that a cliff?”


  


  “Hum hum.”


  


  Grid was a bit delayed because Old Sword Demon headed in the wrong direction the entire time but he still quickly arrived at his destination.


  


  “Nice to meet you, Overgeared King Grid. No, should I call you Overgeared God Grid?”


  


  The peak of the mountain had an altar where the marks of the ritual still remained. There, ‘hundreds’ of young men welcomed Grid.


  


  ‘What?’


  


  Grid was surprised by the unexpected number of people. Then he saw their faces and was shocked. They all had different postures and expressions but they looked exactly the same. Their names were all Hwang Gildong.


  


  ‘Clones!’


  


  Even a great demon couldn’t make hundreds of clones. At the same time, Hwang Gildong discovered the black tortoise of death and spoke to the tense and vigilant Grid.


  


  “You also brought the former black tortoise. Very good.”


  


  “Former black tortoise?”


  


  “It is the former black tortoise because it will disappear soon.”


  


  Disappear? Something was wrong...


  


  Grid got a chill down his spine and shouted urgently, “Wait! The tlack bortoise...!”


  


  Damn, he was in a hurry and twisted his words. Grid changed the name of the black tortoise for convenience.


  


  “The former black tortoise must be one again with the black tortoise of water! Otherwise, the balance of the Four Auspicious Beasts will be broken and the world will be in a crisis!”


  


  “Once the former black tortoise disappears, the faith accumulated in the black tortoise will be concentrated in the black tortoise of water and the balance won’t collapse.”


  


  “I think that the ability of the former black tortoise itself is necessary to maintain the balance!”


  


  “Hrmm... It doesn't matter if you're right. In any case, now is the time for humans to step up. The Four Auspicious Beasts have already failed once. Humanity should no longer rely on them.”


  


  “Then why did you resurrect the black tortoise?”


  


  “It is obviously to weaken the yangbans.”


  


  The hundreds of Hwang Gildong flew in unison at Grid. The clubs in their hands were very big and imposing. “Please hand over the former black tortoise. The former black tortoise who destroys civilization is humanity’s greatest enemy. It must disappear.”




  Chapter 1211


  ‘Are these real clones?’


  


  The higher the number of clones, the lower the quality of the clones. Every time a separate body was created and maintained, it would consume a lot of the caster’s magic power and concentration, so it was impossible to launch tactics with the separate body.


  


  At first glance, Hwang Gildong summoned nearly 200 clones. All the clones running toward Grid had the same appearance but their behaviors and expressions were different. At this point, it wasn’t a clone but a second and third Hwang Gildong.


  


  “Keuk!”


  


  Grid was about to launch Storm of the Fire God, only to groan and fail. The clones that jumped out from the thick bushes behind him grabbed his cloak and limbs. This meant he missed the timing to draw a sword, let alone use a skill. Grid was disgusted as Hwang Gildong’s hands came through the gaps in his armor and he shouted, “Where are you touching?”


  


  “Uhuh! Stay still!”


  


  “Haha! If you don’t like it then hand over the black tortoise hidden in your arms!”


  


  “My heart is wide and hard!” 


  


  Hwang Gildong’s clones were even more ridiculous. They shouted different lines with different expressions. It was in real time. It was as if every clone had their own thinking ability. Grid felt more creeped out than admiration at the level of the clones he had never seen before but he tried not to show it. He snarled and pushed away the face of the clone touching his chest.


  


  “Damn! I’m not going to stay still!”


  


  “Haha, what are you going to do with your whole body tied up?”


  


  The 200 Hwang Gildong who were smiling suddenly had stiff expressions. It was because they witnessed Grid’s black eye shining with a strange light.


  


  “Hrmm.”


  


  The clones who grabbed at Grid stuttered or raised their clubs. However, they didn’t wield them.


  


  "I won’t allow your comfort!” Grid roared at the clones and triggered his evil eye. The only drawback to the ultimate evil eye, which blocked some of the target’s beneficial effects and had a low probability of blocking all the beneficial effects, was that it was uncontrollable. Still, Grid had overcome this for a long time. 


  


  The clones could be called a collection of beneficial effects because the utilization was endless. They were also beneficial effects of a single user. This meant that no matter how many clones there were, all of them would disappear unless there were other overlapping buff skills. The concept of a clone itself meant it was a structure that couldn’t cope with the evil eye. It was a mutual restraint.


  


  All the clones in Grid’s view turned into straw dolls and fell down. The 200 Hwang Gildongs quickly became one.


  


  “Huh...?” Hwang Gildong couldn’t hide his surprise and let out an exclamation. “The evil eye who makes me follow providence. It is also one of the best evil eyes in the world!”


  


  “Hey, let go!”


  


  Hwang Gildong’s main body was the one hanging from Grid’s waist. Hwang Gildong smiled as Grid pushed him away. “I heard that the evil eyes are a strange race that can’t get along with anyone. Overgeared King Grid, how did you seduce the evil eyes’ king?”


  


  “Please try to guess it with your great intelligence.”


  


  “Hrmm…” Hwang Gildong’s smile remained no matter how coldly he was treated. He dominated the conversation with no displeasure. “You are definitely a great talent. You proved it by resurrecting the red phoenix and returning from Chiaotzu alive.”


  


  “I wasn’t fighting to show off my skills but thank you for the praise.”


  


  “You aren’t trying to show off? Then why did you fight?”


  


  “I naturally fought to resurrect the black tortoise.”


  


  “Why would you want to when you’re an outsider?”


  


  “What does my country of origin matter when helping others?”


  


  “...In any case, you were a great help in the resurrection of the red phoenix and the black tortoise. Thank you.”


  


  “It is only half the black tortoise.”


  


  “The problem will be solved if you hand me that black tortoise. By killing the former black tortoise. the faith that is accumulated will create a complete black tortoise again while focusing on the power of water.”


  


  “The balance of the Four Auspicious Beasts will be broken! The black tortoise that has lost the power of destruction will no longer be the black tortoise!”


  


  “Have you ever wondered how many people have been harmed by that power of destruction?”


  


  Hwang Gildong’s gaze shifted to Grid’s chest. Grid was holding the black tortoise against his chest.


  


  “The instinct of the former black tortoise who preserves nature by destroying human civilization is too extreme. It isn’t practical at all just looking at the distant future. Human civilization has been destroyed many times due to the power of destruction and became stagnant. They were unable to develop and had to rely on the gods. If there wasn’t the black tortoise then the yangbans wouldn’t have become the object of faith.”


  


  “Did the black tortoise deliberately go out and destroy the city of humans?”


  


  “Of course not. It is just that the small events that occurred due to the black tortoise’s existence weaved together, creating a new destiny and making humanity degenerate.”


  


  Hwang Gildong stopped talking and stared at the black tortoise of death. It was an attitude that showed it would be faster for the black tortoise to explain rather than Hwang Gildong talking.


  


  『 ...This is what happened. 』


  


  The somber-looking black tortoise showed Grid one of its numerous pasts.


  


  It was a time when the Hwan Kingdom didn’t exist. It was a time when there was a shrine dedicated to the black tortoise on the peak of Mount Baekmi. The young king of Ancient Xing climbed Mount Baekmi to receive the blessing of the black tortoise. It was to be blessed with the power of water and be energized.


  


  However, the black tortoise breath not only had the power of water, it also had the power of destruction. The young king was affected by it and lost his armor. Then the assassins’ arrows flew and killed the young king. The sudden death of the king sparked a war in the Xing Dynasty. The royalty of Xing killed each other in order to ascend to the vacant throne and civilization degenerated for 100 years.


  


  『 This isn’t all. The young hunter who visited with his sick mother on his back lost his bow and became tiger’s food after going down the mountain. The middle-aged general who protected Xing’s people lost his sword and armor because of me and was killed by bandits while going down the mountain. 』


  


  The black tortoise cherished and loved all humans equally but it didn’t understand the propensity of humans to split into sides and fight. It never dreamed that its favor would lead humans to death.


  


  『 I once saw people praying for rain and went down to the ground. it was to moisten the land that had dried after a long drought. 』


  


  The breath of the black tortoise restored the earth. The withered grains were rejuvenated again and the people were no longer hungry. However, all the human civilization on the ground was destroyed and the people had to rebuild the city.


  


  『 I... 』


  


  The black tortoise, who had been communicating his thoughts directly to Grid’s mind, spoke for the first time. The moment its small mouth opened, a sad voice resonated at the scene.


  


  


  『 I am useless. I shouldn’t exist. It is right. 』


  


  The black tortoise’s voice sounded bleak. It was an emptiness that had lost its desire for life.


  


  “......”


  


  Hwang Gildong’s cheerful expression darkened for the first time but it was only for a moment. Hwang Gildong quickly managed his expression and spoke to Grid, who was looking down at the black tortoise of death, “Do you see? Even the black tortoise admits it.”


  


  At this moment...


  


  “...No,” the silently bowing Grid opened his mouth, “there is no reason to give up your right to life just because of others.”


  


  Strength entered Grid’s arms that were holding the black tortoise. The black tortoise saw it. Tears fell from Grid’s eyes and onto the ugly wounds carved on its back. “Your existence itself is a waste?”


  


  Grid recalled it. He used to always walk with his head bowed. Grid recalled the past experiences where people were disgusted by him due to his inability to study, work, or do sports. Was that something he had to go through? After all, did they have the right to criticize and deny him?


  


  “Who decides that?”


  


  “......”


  


  “It is too much to blame the people’s deaths on the black tortoise. Why blame the black tortoise when they were the ones not prepared enough? What did his guards do while the king was without his armor?”


  


  The others were also a problem. Why didn’t they keep their weapons and clothes somewhere else while they were being blessed?


  


  “How will you defend the destruction of the city?”


  


  “You said it resolved a drought. At that time, people knew what type of existence the black tortoise was and they called for the black tortoise by praying for rain. They were determined to make sacrifices to get what they wanted.”


  


  “It isn’t the only time the black tortoise destroyed a city.”


  


  “One time, ten times, or one hundred times! The people at the time were prepared and prayed first!”


  


  “......”


  


  “Shit! What shameless idea is it to rely on someone else first and then drive them to death if expectations aren’t met?”


  


  Grid stared at Hwang Gildong. Hwang Gildong was silent. His casual attitude made Grid even angrier. It felt like he was yelling at a wall.


  


  “Once the Five Seniors invaded the land, the black tortoise risked its life and fought! It fought to protect you, even though it meant gaining a wound that would never be erased!”


  


  “......”


  


  “Now the black tortoise isn’t needed so you’re going to kill it? You are going to hurt its mind and body? Are you still a person?”


  


  Grid was really, really furious. He empathized with the heart of the black tortoise, who fought to protect its loved ones. He could see the sadness of the black tortoise who kept being denied by the people it protected. Hwang Gildong had been silent as he allowed Grid to yell to his heart’s content. Now he finally wondered, “Are you an old friend of the black tortoise?”


  


  “Today is the first time we met!”


  


  “I think I know how you persuaded the evil eyes’ king.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Hwang Gildong took off his bamboo hat. The hat was removed and a black mark on his forehead was revealed. It was such a big wound that Hwang Gildong probably would’ve died if it was one centimeter deeper.


  


  “Overgeared King Grid, I know enough about who you are. Let’s stop now.”


  


  “...??"


  


  “in the rich cities, find the biggest pavilion. In the poor villages, find the smallest inn. Then ask for the cuckoo meat. The Chivalrous Robbers will help you.”


  


  “What?”


  


  It was all acting? To test him? Grid felt displeased rather than relieved and Hwang Gildong shook his head.


  


  “I was serious when I wanted to kill the black tortoise but that was when it didn’t have a strong helper like you. No matter how unruly, how can I turn my back on an old god?” Hwang Gildong sank to his knees. He bowed to the black tortoise of death in Grid’s arms. “God Black Tortoise, please punish me for my disloyalty later when the Five Seniors are expelled and peace is restored to the world.”


  


  “......”


  


  『...... 』


  


  Hwang Gildong got up and once again put on his bamboo hat. He approached the altar behind him and took off the amulet he had secretly installed. Then a blue-shelled black tortoise appeared on the altar. It glanced between the black tortoise of death and Grid and seemed to be deeply moved.


  


  Hwang Gildong said he would allow the black tortoise of death and water to reunite. Then he warned Grid, “Unlike Maru, who hasn’t yet mastered the Black Tortoise Jewel, the yangban in the Pa Kingdom has completely transformed the White Tiger Spear into its own belonging.”


  


  “Additionally, the yangban staying in Kaya and defending the Blue Dragon Dao is a monster who can embody the power of the Four Auspicious Beasts without the artifacts of the Four Gods. For now, there is absolutely no chance you can win against them. I recommend that you take a good rest and prepare for it. There is no need to fret. Due to you, the red phoenix and black tortoise have resurrected and the attitude of the Hwan Kingdom has become very careful.”


  


  [Affinity with the leader of the Chivalrous Robbers, Hwang Gildong has increased by 20.]


  


  [In the future, the Chivalrous Robbers will be favorable to you.]


  


  A development that flowed the way this person wanted!


  


  Grid was still in a perplexed state and Hwang Gildong whispered as he brushed past Grid, “Old Sword Demon is part of Kaya’s Mapae but he keeps going the wrong way if left unattended. It is recommended to keep him as close as possible. He is a human who becomes stronger the more difficulties he encounters, so there is fun when training him.”


  


  Hwang Gildong took a big step and disappeared. It was different from the concept of Shunpo. His presence was completely gone with no trace of him on the horizon.


  


  “It is Shukuchiho,” Old Sword Demon approached the amazed Grid and explained. He gazed at the black tortoise of death running its cheek against Grid’s chest and urged him, “Don’t you have to reunite the black tortoises?”


  


  “Ah, t-that’s right. Understood.”


  


  Grid approached the altar, placed the black tortoise of death beside the black tortoise of water, and a brilliant light burst out.




  Chapter 1212


  The shimmering streams of light seemed to hint at a wonderful future. They tangled together. The two black tortoises approached each other with the light as the backdrop. They touched foreheads and gazed at each other with gentle looks.


  


  『 Thank you... 』


  


  The black tortoises were originally one. It was natural for the black tortoise of death and water to be united again. Yet Grid somehow felt like crying. The last voice of the black tortoise of death was deeply engraved in his heart. “Remember! Don’t forget that you are the most beloved and respected being in the world!”


  


  『 ...Thank you 』


  


  The black tortoise of death just repeated its gratitude before scattering. The remnants of the warm voice melted into the sky and earth, the rivers and seas, bringing blessings to the world.


  


  [Black Tortoise of the Four Auspicious Beasts has succeeded in a complete resurrection!]


  


  [★Hidden Quest ★ ‘Protect the Black Tortoise’ has been cleared.]


  


  [The Black Tortoise’s Shell has been acquired as a quest clear reward.] 


  


  [Affinity with the black tortoise has reached the maximum.]


  


  Once again, the black tortoise was beautiful and holy. The scenery of the north projected in the black tortoise’s blue eyes were full of abundance. The huge shell covering Mount Baekmi like a roof seemed to symbolize an umbrella that would protect the north from all types of bad karma.


  


  “True black tortoise, don’t forget...”


  


  Grid gazed up at the distant sky and was briefly soaked in sentiment. It was only for a short time.


  


  『 Why are you treating me like I’m gone when I’m still here? 』


  


  The black tortoise tackled him and Grid’s feelings ended. Grid coughed from embarrassment and bent over to look at the ground. The colorful flowers and trees growing to fill the plains below Mount Baekmi made him feel overwhelmed. The emotion of appreciating the better world created by his hard work was beyond description. The fact that he got a good reward was also one of the reasons for his happiness.


  


  Grid opened the inventory and pulled out the Black Tortoise’s Shell. He expected it to be a shield due to the name but he was wrong. It was a type of item that was engraved on the body, just like the Mark of Evolution made by the transcendent Sabaek.


  


  [Black Tortoise’s Shell]


  


  [Rating: Myth


  


  A sign inscribed with the protection of the black tortoise, one of the Four Auspicious Beasts.


  


  300 stat points will be gained when it is attached to the body.


  


  The user is completely immune to poison and underwater breathing is possible.


  


  Water attribute magic and skills will gain an additional 50% damage.


  


  Poison attribute magic and skills will gain an additional 50% damage.]


  


  The reason why the yangbans tried to develop the mark even with the help of humans was revealed.


  


  ‘They wanted to recreate it.’


  


  It was a really unstoppable performance. Thanks to Khan’s work, Valhalla, Grid was already enjoying the full effect of Immune to Ten Thousand Poisons but he didn’t feel any disappointment. 300 stat points was no different from gaining 30 levels but it was surprising that even a large amount of attribute damage was added.


  


  ‘It is also great to be able to breath underwater.’


  


  It was safe to say that once the possibility of drowning was gone, his survival ability had increased. It would be much easier to act when water was the stage. The mark didn’t even occupy an item slot. It was carved directly onto the body like a tattoo and was always there.


  


  At this point, it might be the most valuable physical reward that he earned in the East Continent. Grid was looking at the shell happily only for his expression to darken. It was because stat points reminded him of the concept of level.


  


  ‘It doesn’t make sense no matter how I think about it.’


  


  Grid had killed a total of 13 yangbans in Chiaotzu. He killed three yangbans almost completely alone and his contribution to the death of the other 10 was great. Putting aside the fact that Maru had self-destructed, Grid predicted that he would gain at least two levels. However, he only gained one level. Grid was now level 408. His experience bar was also only 30% full.


  


  ‘It feels like the experience required doubles every time I level up...’


  


  It wasn’t an exaggeration. This was his actual experience. It was a tough game but it took ages after level 403.


  


  ‘In fact, does this make sense?’


  


  Just as he obtained the Black Tortoise’s Shell, Grid had been acquiring all types of hidden pieces. Thanks to this, he surpassed his level and reached the realm of fighting and winning against the yangbans. The average player was different from Grid. The number of players who got as many hidden pieces as Grid could be counted on one hand. Even if they achieved the same level as Grid in the future, they were unlikely to win against the yangban.


  


  ‘So the average player needs to improve their level to catch up with the NPCs.’


  


  Was a player’s maximum level set at 400? Was this right?


  


  ‘No, it is wrong. Something is wrong.’


  


  Even if the yangbans weren’t included because their level was too high, there were many potential enemies such as the great demons, archangels, and some different species. This meant that even if players couldn’t dominate the world outlook, they would need to grow to the extent where they could grasp the central position.


  


  What if the system set a level limit? It was simply taking away the players’ hopes. Countless people would feel weary and give up the game. The players becoming bottlenecked at a certain level likely wasn’t the image that the S.A Group wanted.


  


  ‘Perhaps I am overlooking something?’


  


  There were two main ways to level up—hunting and quests. Of course, it was possible to level up through production but this type of benefit was only available to production class users. As the level progressed, the effect became less effective. The reality was that most players, as well as Grid, leveled up through hunting and quests.


  


  At this moment, Grid faced the limits. This suggested only one thing.


  


  ‘From here on out, there is another way to increase the level. Another means to raise my level...’


  


  Of course, it was possible that the high experience required was only for a certain level section. After level 409 and 410, the experience required could be lowered again. However, rather than waiting for that time, it makes sense to keep the possibilities open.


  


  ‘...Kraugel should’ve had this concern as well.’


  


  Grid was once again burdened by being in the supreme position. As the person who was the most advanced, it was hard and lonely because he suffered difficulties that others hadn’t experienced yet.


  


  ‘Wait.’


  


  What would be another way to level up? Grid was suddenly reminded of the Tower of Wisdom. Based on the name Tower of Wisdom, it should hold a lot of information and it could only be accessed by the Pioneer.


  


  ‘I’m going to have to stop by the Tower of Wisdom.’


  


  Of course, he needed a break before that. After coming to the East Continent, Grid was mentally exhausted. He wanted to confirm Braham’s safety with his own eyes and to convey the Matchless Heart Technique to Piaro. Most of all, he wanted to see Irene, Lord, and Mercedes. He wanted to share a reunion with his colleagues who came back from the National Competition.


  


  “By the way, Old Sword Demon.”


  


  “Hmm?” Old Sword Demon had been unable to take his eyes off the black tortoise as if fascinated by the black tortoise’s appearance. Now he turned to Grid.


  


  Grid didn’t hesitate to get to the point. “Please come to the Overgeared Guild.”


  


  Unfortunately, the answer was as expected.


  


  “It is a great honor that the supreme one has invited me. Unfortunately, I already have a group.”


  


  “Is it the Kaya Kingdom?”


  


  “...That Hwang Gildong said something again.”


  


  “What is Kaya’s Mapae? 


  


  


  "I'm sorry, but I can't tell you yet. It isn’t because I don’t trust you. It is part of the rules.”


  


  “I understand.” Grid nodded and pulled out a scroll to return to the West Continent. “I’ll see you again next time.”


  


  “I’m sure we’ll see each other again. By any means. I’ll explain what Mapae [1] is at that time.”


  


  As expected, Old Sword Demon was a gentleman. The strange interpretation of his ID was because Grid’s personality was rotten. Grid said goodbye to Old Sword Demon and then waved to the black tortoise.


  


  “Take care. I was glad to meet you.”


  


  『 G-Grid. 』


  


  “Huh?”


  


  『 ...I hope you can come to visit me from time to time. 』


  


  "Of course.”


  


  Grid answered with a smile and his body gradually faded. The faces of Old Sword Demon and the black tortoise were full of regret as they looked at the vacant spot left by Grid. In particular, Old Sword Demon felt like a thorn was stuck in his neck. He felt uncomfortable due to the stigma that couldn’t be denied.


  


  ‘Mir... wait and see.’


  


  Old Sword Demon said goodbye to the black tortoise and descended Mount Baekmi. He regretted that he couldn’t go back to Kaya and headed to the capital of Xing. Then after half a day, he realized he was heading to Kaya and had to turn back. Old Sword Demon hadn’t reached level 380 yet because he often got lost and wasted time.


  


  ***


  


  At the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom, Reinhardt...


  


  “Huh?”


  


  Grid shook his head as he flew through the sky and passed over the walls. It was because the average level of the soldiers guarding the gates was nearly 20 levels higher than before.


  


  ‘I’ve only been away a bit over a month. They’ve leveled up so fast?’


  


  Grid looked at the name, level, and affiliation of the Overgeared soldiers. It was using the king’s basic authority. In addition to the soldiers guarding the gates, he confirmed that the guards patrolling the streets and the soldiers gathering and training in the central army had improved their levels. Thus, Grid hurried to the palace.


  


  “Welcome.”


  


  Grid confirmed that even the levels of the royal guards had risen and questioned Lauel who had come to meet him, “You’ve struggled a lot while I wasn’t here. By the way, Lauel, what method did you use to raise the soldiers’ levels so quickly?” 


  


  Then Lauel had a strange expression.


  


  “I actually wanted to consult with Your Majesty about this. Didn’t you say last time that Sir Dante’s lifespan is short?”


  


  “I did.”


  


  “However, he is becoming more and more energetic.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “A few days after Your Majesty went to the East Continent, he suddenly felt the amount of energy increasing. Suddenly, his bowed back straightened. The age spots covering his skin disappeared like they had been washed away.”


  


  “...??” 


  


  “Then he started to teach swordsmanship to the soldiers. Since then, the level of the soldiers rose at a ridiculous rate...”


  


  Lauel stopped explaining. It was because Grid looked at the stairs behind Lauel’s back and his eyes started shaking wildly. Looking back, Lauel saw Braham with a cast on his arm.


  


  ‘Miss Ruby has healed him properly.’


  


  It had been surprising when Braham came back with a severed arm. Grid had already died and Lauel was worried that Grid would come back disappointed.


  


  “Braham!”


  


  Grid ran past Lauel and jumped up to the landing of the stairs before yelling at Braham, “Dammit! Why did you stay and fight after using Meteor, breaking your arm?”


  


  It happened when he just entered Chiaotzu Castle. Maru had mentioned the sacrifice of the silver-haired demonkin and Grid had lost his mind. Maru’s tone seemed to imply Braham’s death so Grid’s heart sank and he was distracted by his anger. Then he quickly regained his composure. Grid had a bond with Braham.


  


  [Bond]


  


  [A list of targets you currently have deep bonds with.


  


  ★ Piaro ★


  


  ★Braham ★


  


  Bond Lv. 1.


  


  All stats will increase by 3% when you are together.


  


  Can detect if the health of the bond target is at a dangerous level.]


  


  They were soul companions. If Braham was in a real crisis then it would be impossible that Grid didn’t know. Thus, Grid was able to shake off his worry about Braham.


  


  Shit, dammit. Now Grid saw that Braham was wearing a cast. The legendary great magician in a cast was a ridiculous sight.


  


  “If it isn’t healed immediately then doesn’t it mean the bones were completely crushed? No, why did you foolishly remain and fight? Am I that unreliable?”


  


  Grid didn’t know that Braham’s arm had been horribly cut off. He hadn’t heard that Saintess Ruby had healed the arm that had been damaged to a level that couldn’t be recovered with magic power. No, he would never know this. It was because Braham had threatened them to keep quiet.


  


  Braham wondered, “Do you think you’re reliable?”


  


  “Ugh.”


  


  “Don’t talk nonsense and get out of the way. I am busy.”


  


  Brahan snorted and went down the stairs. Perhaps it was due to the cast but he was uncomfortable wearing clothes, thus the sight of Braham’s naked self covered by a cloak was sensational even for another man.


  


  “Wearing a single piece of clothing and walking around...”


  


  The moment Grid muttered this...


  


  “Huhuhu, it is very desirable.” At the bottom of the stairs, Lauel welcomed Braham. “Just go around the city in this state. Many children will be conceived today and it will contribute to the endless development of the Overgeared Kingdom...”


  


  “Crazy, crazy.”


  


  Grid shook his head and left.


  


  He moved to the large training ground to confirm Dante’s condition and inform Piaro about his conclusion of Matchless Heart Technique.


  


  [1] In Korean history, Mapae was also called the ‘horse requisition tablet’. Horse requisition tablets were implemented to restrict the use of horses. The number of allowed horses engraved on the tablet varied according to the ranks of those who received them and they would receive horses from stations set up by the government by showing the tablets




  Chapter 1213


  『 This is the end of the 5th National Competition. From the special program before the opening ceremony to the closing ceremony, I would like to express my sincere gratitude to the viewers who have been accompanying our BBD Station for a long week. 』


  


  The quest Call of the Heavens didn’t have much repercussions. Only 11 people ignored the warnings of the S.A Group and dropped out of the National Competition. Some of them weren’t even medalists. It was difficult to make an issue about the absence of a few people when the world was shaken by the performance of Demon King Damian. Furthermore...


  


  South Korea came first. Even without Grid, South Korea’s medals tally was far ahead of the United States and China. Most of the people in the world were busy talking about the results of the National Competition.


  


  “This is all because of that Kraugel!”


  


  The Chinese people booed Kraugel, who had taken China’s best gold medal chances several times.


  


  “Lauel’s absence was regrettable...”


  


  The Americans realized how much the person called Lauel had helped the United States. Some argued that it would be a big problem if Lauel naturalized to South Korea and the government should prevent Lauel from immigrating to South Korea. This meant that Jishuka’s performance was too great.


  


  Incheon International Airport was paralyzed by crowds when she returned to South Korea after earning three gold medals and one silver medal, which included a team match. She had contributed greatly to South Korea’s overall ranking.


  


  “Jishuka! Jishuka! Jishuka!”


  


  “Player Jishuka! You have become a national hero the moment you naturalized to South Korea! Can I ask about your feelings right now?”


  


  “In the United States, Korean food has been exposed and it became a big topic among the people. Did you find that the food also suited your taste and this allowed you to quickly adapt to Korean life?”


  


  Most of the reporters who bombarded her with questions directly spoke Portuguese without using translators. It was intended to score points with Jishuka, a native of Brazil.


  


  Jishuka smiled and responded in fluent Korean, “I’m happy to help Grid’s homeland. Now it is my homeland. Oh, I love Korean food. It is because my parents-in-law’s cooking skills are very good. I think my perception of Korean food has improved since I first saw it.”


  


  “Your parents-in-law?”


  


  “Oh my, yes. My parents-in-law. Hehe, I’m still clumsy in Korean.”


  


  Jishuka’s shy smile caused the reporters’ faces to redden. The viewers were also enthusiastic. She was the representative of a strong woman yet she was showing a lovely face that was different from her usual image. A new charm was felt and they were once again fascinated.


  


  The interview was proceeding in a warm manner when another protagonist appeared. It was Yura, whose white skin like a snowflake particularly stood out. The reporters welcomed her who appeared a bit later than Jishuka because it took a while to retrieve her belongings.


  


  “Yura! You’ve worked hard this year!”


  


  “You played alongside Jishuka and led South Korea to first place! Please tell us how you feel!”


  


  “I hope my parents-in-law are happy.”


  


  “Huh?”


  


  “Ah, yes. My parents-in-law.”


  


  Yura was smiling brightly but her eyes weren’t smiling. Her eyes seemed to be piercing the back of Jishuka’s head. Jishuka made an expression like she didn’t understand and looked around. “Do you hear a dog barking?”


  


  “...!”


  


  The reporters sweated as the two women engaged in a war of nerves without worrying about the hundreds of cameras. The reporters knew both Yura and Jishuka weren’t ordinary people and they were genuinely worried about Grid.


  


  ‘What if he is kidnapped and imprisoned by one of them later?’


  


  ‘Are they going to cut Grid in half and split him between them?’


  


  ‘Honestly, Grid is cheap.’


  


  ‘Grid needs to make his attitude clear so Yura and Jishuka can be happy.’


  


  ‘That dog Grid.’


  


  Grid should choose one person. It should be quick so the one who wasn’t chosen would have time to heal her wounds. However, there was clearly a problem with Grid’s attitude and he enjoyed both of them for years. Honestly, it didn’t look good. The world’s best beauties who had both wealth and fame had met the wrong man. They felt sorry for what these women would suffer. 


  


  ***


  


  ‘Someone is cursing me again.’


  


  Grid was crossing Reinhardt’s city center. On the way to the training ground, he intended to compare Reinhardt’s development with what he saw in the East Continent. 


  


  ‘Why do people keep swearing at me recently when I haven’t done anything wrong? Tsk.’


  


  Grid stopped in the center of the crowd and dug at his ears. Many people passed by him but didn’t send him a single glance. It was due to the Hooded Zip Up. Ordinary people couldn’t detect Grid’s invisible state and he could freely roam the city center.


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  Sure enough, the Overgeared Kingdom was a great kingdom. In less than a decade, it boasted a civilization that was equivalent to the Saharan Empire, which had ruled the West Continent for hundreds of years. The scale of the economy built up based on large arms exports made the Overgeared Kingdom stronger. Still, it was lacking. The civilizations of the Cho and Xing kingdoms were superior to the Saharan Empire. They had made great progress while being dominated by the yangbans.


  


  ‘Next time, it is better to ask the Cho king about construction techniques. Hmm, I wish I had a relationship with Xing.’


  


  He was walking with regret when he saw the scene at the big training ground. Thousands of soldiers were entering the training ground. Seeing that they were covered in dirt, they must be on their way back from farming under the guise of training.


  


  ‘No, I think the effect of field work under the premise of training is very good.’


  


  Piaro’s field work had a great effect. The Overgeared Kingdom was originally a new kingdom. Due to Piaro’s presence, the soldiers were able to raise their level to one similar to the soldiers of existing kingdoms.


  


  ‘However, as the level of the soldiers increased, Piaro’s training effect decreased...’


  


  There was a cap on the growth of ordinary NPCs. There was a limit to how their stats could grow. The closer the stat value was to the maximum. the more noticeably the level up speed slowed. This was why the efforts of both Piaro and Asmophel didn’t increase the level of the soldiers.


  


  The soldiers of the Overgeared Kingdom had already grown near the limit. Then Dante suddenly became healthy and the level of the soldiers grew rapidly? It was hard to understand. Grid was feeling doubts when Dante emerged.


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid’s eyes widened. He thought Lauel’s words were a bit exaggerated but it wasn’t an exaggeration at all. Dante was noticeably younger than he was a month ago. The wrinkles of the years still remained but the black spots symbolizing aging had disappeared and his eyes were completely clear. He looked at least 20 years younger.


  


  ‘What?’


  


  The stunned Grid brought up Dante’s details.


  


  [Name: Dante


  


  


  Age: 73 Gender: Male


  


  Race: Human


  


  Title: Veteran


  


  * All attacks will deal a critical hit and there is a high probability of triggering a weakness attack.


  


  * When attacking, 30% of the target’s armor is ignored and there is a low chance of disarming them.


  


  Title: Vigorous Old Age


  


  * Always immune to critical hits and receives damage on behalf of nearby allies. Relieves 80% of the damage done to teammates.


  


  Level: 482


  


  Strength: 3,490 Stamina: 1,760


  


  Agility: 2,515 Intelligence: 1,503


  


  Deity: 1


  


  Skills: Empire's Swordsmanship (S), Dotage Swordsmanship (S), Bodyguard (S), Reserve Strength (SS) 


  


  The Ninth Knight of the former Red Knights—he is a power who mastered the foundations of the Empire's Swordsmanship and is a mentor to all the Red Knights.]


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid had felt great sadness when he first met Dante.


  


  [★ This person's life is coming to an end.


  


  He is a lot weaker now that he is old, but he often exhibits a surprising strength.]


  


  These sentences that hinted at the end had filled Dante’s status window. Now those sentences were nowhere to be found. Instead, the deity stat was added.


  


  ‘Ah...!’


  


  Grid noticed the reason for the incident.


  


  [You have achieved the ‘Half-God Killer’ achievement!]


  


  [The Half-God Killer achievement has increased your deity stat by one point.]


  


  It was the effect Grid got when killing the yangban Hangyeol.


  


  [’Pungsa’ has caught a glimpse of you as you stand over Hangyeol’s corpse.]


  


  [★ Note ★ Your knight Dante has formed a hostile relationship with the Hwan Kingdom.]


  


  It was clear that this was also applied to Dante. 


  


  ‘That’s right. Dante was judged to have achieved the Half-God Killer title because Pungsa misunderstood me as Dante.’


  


  Deity referred to the dignity of a god, a divine dignity that couldn’t be reached. It was extremely rare among the hidden stats and the value was overwhelmingly high. After reaching 10 points in deity, Grid became the Duke of Fire and Duke of Virtue.


  


  ‘In my case, it was hard to see the effects until I had 10 points...’


  


  Danta was a NPC. He was different from players. It could be interpreted that the existence of a god’s dignity couldn’t be tied to a human life span so it led to an increase in lifespan.


  


  ‘...Hah.’


  


  The thrilled Grid looked at Dante with a smile. His mind was filled with the endless possibilities of how to use the human skin mask. Dante was rearranging the ranks of the soldiers who had just returned. He made them hold their swords without giving them a break and showed a swordsmanship demonstration.


  


  ‘Empire's Swordsmanship?’


  


  Grid had killed at least a few thousand imperial soldiers. It was impossible for him to not recognize the Empire's Swordsmanship. However, as Dante’s sword demonstration became longer, Grid’s confidence faded.


  


  ‘It is much simpler than the Empire's Swordsmanship but it feels powerful...’


  


  It had been simplified. In fact, the soldiers were easily following Dante’s movements. The momentum of the sword was considerably high. The swordsmanship that Dante conveyed to the soldiers was one pursuing the best efficiency. It happened as Grid was focused on observing.


  


  “Sir Dante was a legend among the Red Knights. It was said that none of those taught by Dante failed to develop.”


  


  “...?!”


  


  A calm, clear voice entered his ears. The startled Grid turned his head and saw a beautiful, white-haired knight with her unique expressionless face. It was Mercedes. The invisibility of the Hooded Zip Up was useless in front of her Keen Insight.


  


  “I-I don’t have a peeping hobby. It is just a matter of trying to move comfortably...”


  


  Grid took off the Hooded Zip Up and added a useless explanation. He didn’t want Mercedes to misunderstand. Of course, Mercedes didn’t doubt Grid. No matter when, what, or where, she simply trusted and followed.


  


  “I’m not questioning Your Majesty’s conduct. I will remain silent by your side even if you peep at the women’s baths.”


  


  “Why would I peep at the women’s baths...”


  


  ...He never had such an idea. Should he go there later? Grid was seriously contemplating it when Mercedes gently leaned her forehead on Grid’s chest.


  


  “I’m glad you’re safe, Your Majesty.”


  


  “The most useless thing in the world is worrying about me.”


  


  Grid didn’t avoid Mercedes’ clumsy embrace. He placed his chin on her forehead and gently patted her back. Then he saw Piaro coming over.


  


  Grid pulled out his sword. “Piaro, Mercedes, I want to ask you guys for a duel.”


  


  Grid wanted to check the power of the Overgeared Kingdom.




  Chapter 1214


  “Haha.”


  


  Piaro returned with the soldiers from digging potatoes and noticed that His Majesty had returned. His fighting energy soared like it was provoking the sky. Piaro could perceive the ferocious spirit that made even Mother Nature nervous.


  


  “Mercedes must be sad. You just embraced her only to apply for a duel.”


  


  Piaro assimilated with the wind through Natural State and ran to the training ground. He was happy to see Grid and Mercedes sharing a hug. Mercedes showed her love for the first time and rather than responding to her courage, Grid applied for a duel. Mercedes must be feeling hurt. Mercedes immediately removed the faint smile she showed to Grid and faced Piaro with an expressionless face. “We never shared a hug.”


  


  “I’ve already seen it.”


  


  “I was just dizzy for a moment. His Majesty supported me.”


  


  “Hehe, it is refreshing.”


  


  Mercedes didn’t know that her cheeks were slightly red. Piaro smiled at the rare sight of her being distracted and knelt down in front of Grid. It was a tribute to Grid, who gave the Red Knights a second life. He was also thankful for Grid’s safe return. “This Piaro eagerly welcomes Your Majesty who has returned from your exploits that threatened the skies.”


  


  “I heard you captured the Gauss Kingdom perfectly while I was away? You’ve really worked hard.”


  


  “This is the life Your Majesty has given me. If you hadn’t taken me away, I wouldn’t be who I am now. The only reason why I was able to win the war was due to Your Majesty’s grace, so Your Majesty shouldn’t praise me.”


  


  “......”


  


  Piaro was originally lacking in thought. No matter the position of the people around him, he just smiled and went his own way. It was rare for him to be so excited. Grid smiled when he saw that Piaro’s always wrinkled and dirt covered clothes were ironed today. “Why does it feel like your spirit is soaring into the sky? Are you happy these days? Is it because of your wife?”


  


  “...Hum hum, I won’t deny it. How can I not be happy when Your Majesty made me a human again and Beniyaru gave me love?” Piaro frankly replied and then activated his pure energy.


  


  The mud stuck to the hand plow and sickle were burned away by the strong pure energy. The hoes and sickle showed a sword-like sharpness that was intimidating.


  


  “I, Piaro, will accept Your Majesty’s application for a duel.”


  


  “It is good that you’re so straightforward.”


  


  [The duel with ‘Piaro’ has started.]


  


  [In dueling mode, no one will die even if they reach the minimum health.]


  


  [The battle is decided the moment one side’s health reaches the minimum.]


  


  Just as Grid had grown steadily, Piaro had also grown. In particular, his Natural State had reached a deeper stage since being taught by Braham.


  


  “The greatest strength of Natural State is the variability of energy.”


  


  Piaro engraved Braham’s teachings once again into his heart and entrusted his body to the wind. He closed his eyes and read the nature of the wind touching his skin. Then he reproduced it with pure energy.


  


  “......!”


  


  “......!”


  


  Grid and Mercedes’ eyes widened. Piaro’s pure energy, which was originally hard and sharp, changed so it was as soft as water and as flexible as the wind.


  


  ‘It is a property that can’t be broken with force.’


  


  Mercedes looked anxiously at Grid. Piaro was entering a new phase she had never seen before. Mercedes was concerned that Grid would become frustrated.


  


  “Ah...!” Mercedes exclaimed. It was because Grid enhanced his power and speed and was rushing straight at Piaro. She obviously thought that he would be swept away by Piaro’s pure energy, which was like the wind itself. The same was true for others.


  


  “His Majesty is acting recklessly.”


  


  Dante, the white-haired knight—he didn’t have Keen Insight like Mercedes but he had experience. Based on his many years of experience, he noticed that Piaro’s pure energy contained a peak strength. He had come running after hearing a commotion while training the soldiers and thought that Grid would soon fall.


  


  ‘His Majesty will be swept away by Piaro’s pure energy and his back will touch the ground.’


  


  Dante clenched his fists. He could feel his heart boiling. He was overwhelmed with the desire to teach Grid, who had greater possibilities than anyone else. There would be no regrets if he could give even a bit of help to his benefactor and new master.


  


  On the other hand...


  


  “Isn’t it too early for His Majesty to compete against Piaro?”


  


  Singuled arrived at the scene after following Piaro, who had suddenly run off instead of digging for potatoes. Now he showed skepticism. He had witnessed Grid’s skills many times but thought that Grid wasn’t a match for Piaro. However, Hurent’s thoughts were different. “We’ll see. You don’t know Grid very well.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Singuled cocked his head. Didn’t Hurent regard Piaro almost like a god? Yet he doubted Piaro’s victory? Hurent shrugged as he put down the sack of rice and sat on it. “Yes, he will be beaten by Grid.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Just then, there was an explosion.


  


  “......!”


  


  The first one to be surprised was Mercedes. The moment when the airflow formed by Piaro’s pure energy collided with Grid’s sword, Grid’s body should’ve been swept up in the airflow. Instead, he unexpectedly held still in the midst of the airflow.


  


  ‘White Tiger’s Posture!’


  


  That’s right—Grid crouched like a tiger and was rooted in the ground, similar to a giant tree. The ‘immobile’ effect of White Tiger’s Posture was supposed to be a restraint but now it was used to support the body that should’ve been swept away by the air currents.


  


  “......!”


  


  The next one to be surprised was Dante. He didn’t miss Grid staring straight at Piaro’s sickle that was heading straight at him.


  


  ‘He didn’t avoid it?’


  


  Reading the attack in advance but not responding meant there were probably hidden intentions. It was as expected. Piaro also seemed to notice it. However, his sickle was already aiming at Grid’s brow. There was a noise like metal colliding with stone. Piaro’s wrists cramped like crazy while Grid was fine despite being struck in the forehead. He was immune because he linked White Tiger’s Posture with the Rock skill.


  


  “......!”


  


  The last person to be surprised was Singuled. His sentiments were simple.


  


  


  ‘A stone head...!’


  


  A pointed sickle. Was Grid’s skull hard enough to endure a sickle wielded by Piaro. Piaro kept wielding his sickle as Singuled clicked his tongue. He repeatedly stabbed at one spot as if to deny Grid’s hardness. Once Grid didn’t budge, he finally gave up and stepped back for a while.


  


  ‘Is he immune to blades?’


  


  Piaro tried not to frown at his pained wrists. He finally showed his true skills. The First Style of Free Farming, Sowing Seeds, unfolded splendidly. Hundreds of small, round seeds were scattered around Grid. Previously, Piaro had linked it with Polishing to explode it or it was planted in the ground.


  


  Now he was able to grow plants without planting the seeds in the ground. It was due to entering the deepened phase of Natural State. The seeds he threw were already holding the pure energy of the earth. He could immediately sprout new buds even if he didn’t borrow the power of the land.


  


  “Free Farming 2nd Style! Super Growth!”


  


  Some of the hundreds of seeds in the air around Grid sprouted and enlarged. Dozens of sweet potatoes larger than an adult man released stems that tangled together and took control of the space around Grid. Piaro weaved the dozens of stems into one and started to wield it.


  


  “Sweet Potato Battering!”


  


  Sweet Potato Battering was one of the techniques of Free Farming and it was originally a technique that could only be used by linking Sowing Seeds, Rapid Growth, and Harvest. It was a concept where seeds were planted in the ground, the sweet potatoes grown and then harvested. Naturally, it had to go through all these steps.


  


  Now Piaro was able to grow sweet potatoes just by scattering the seeds. It was possible to start Sweet Potato Battering immediately without going through all those processes. Dozens of sweet potatoes hanging from the stems struck and devastated the land. He swung the sweet potato stem like he was determined to crush all of Grid’s bones. He knew he shouldn’t control his strength.


  


  “A-Aaaaack!”


  


  The soldiers gathered to watch the fight were flustered. Every time the stem of sweet potatoes struck the ground, the entire training ground shook and the soldiers felt dizzy. 


  


  “It might be a spar but this is too ruthless against His Majesty...”


  


  Singuled shuddered. He saw Piaro smashing the training ground and recalled memories of the past. For Piaro, who usually became a demon the moment he held the sword, a spar was no different from a real battle. He was eager to fight against the strong in order to reach the realm of Sword Saint. Singuled was someone dissatisfied with this aspect of Piaro’s personality. What knight was there who would fight against his liege with all his strength?


  


  ‘Did he lose his sense of chivalry after becoming a farmer?’


  


  Meanwhile, Hurent spoke some nonsense to Singuled, “The sweet potatoes are being cooked.”


  


  “...Are you hungry?”


  


  No, why did he suddenly talk about sweet potatoes being cooked in the middle of a serious battle? Singuled felt it was absurd only to become shocked and his nose shook. It really smelled delicious. It was the smell of delicious cooked sweet potatoes.


  


  ‘What?’


  


  Singuled started to focus on the confrontation that he knew was about to end. He captured the moment when the sweet potatoes smashing the ground appeared through the dust. Then he saw it. Piaro’s sweet potatoes were all golden-brown in a cooked manner. Once the cooked sweet potatoes slammed into the ground, they were only crushed and were no longer a threat. The dust cloud gradually died down. Then—


  


  The outline of the veiled flames started to appear little by little.


  


  “T-This is impossible!”


  


  How hard did Piaro wield the sweet potato that he created a huge dust cloud that managed to cover the storm of flames? The startled Singuled’s vision shone red. There was a storm of flames in the landscape he was seeing. Grid stood in the center and was unscathed while Piaro had large and small burns all over his body. The confrontation that seemed to be led by Piaro was actually dominated by Grid.


  


  “...I heard that you killed a half-god.”


  


  Piaro put down the stem of sweet potatoes he was holding and grew the seeds he planted earlier. They rapidly became watermelons. The hundreds of watermelons contained the moisture of the ground and calmed the heat of the fire storm. Grid felt admiration and spoke sincerely, “A half-god isn’t a god. Most of them were weaker than you, Piaro.” 


  


  “However, I’m sure there was someone who was superior to me.”


  


  A huge shadow covered the sky. It was a shadow created by a strong pure energy.


  


  “With my lowly skills, I can only handle Your Majesty if I’m prepared for death.”


  


  A stone mortar appeared in the turbulent sky. The ultimate technique of Free Farming used to target Grid’s enemies was now aimed at Grid.


  


  “...I was looking forward to it.”


  


  Grid felt the eerie tension and used Opens Potential. Pounding Mortar had a variable where it would be a three-stage hit if a critical hit occurred. It wasn’t easy to fight back so he was determined to face it with strength.


  


  “Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.”


  


  Grid dominated the space.


  


  “Pounding Mortar.”


  


  The space dominated by Grid was crushed by Piaro.


  


  “......!”


  


  “......!”


  


  Dante and Singuled was shocked. Mercedes clenched her hands hard and Hurent rose from his seat, once again carrying the rice sack on his shoulder.


  


  “......”


  


  Grid was silently lying on the ground. He looked up at the clear sky and murmured, “Um, it is much stronger than when I used it.”


  


  Over the past month, Piaro had grown so much. Piaro’s Pounding Mortar that contained the energy of nature far exceeded the power of Pounding Mortar that Grid had reproduced. This really...


  


  ‘...It feels good.’


  


  Piaro’s voice was heard above the smiling Grid, “I’m ashamed of my past self who didn’t recognize Your Majesty’s capabilities.” 


  


  Piaro was also lying on the ground, his head aimed in Grid’s direction. It was a draw. If it was a real battle then both of them would’ve entered the immortal state the moment their health reached the minimum. It was unclear what variables would’ve occurred after that but at least in a duel, it was a draw.


  


  Both of them were smiling brightly when someone came to shout at them. “Lord Piaro! You won’t receive your salary for the next seven months!”


  


  “...!!”


  


  It was Administrator Rabbit. The image of Piaro, who was as agitated as hearing bad news out of the blue, showed the weight of the head of a household.




  Chapter 1215


  ‘It will be terrifying if Piaro gets the Matchless Heart Technique.’


  


  The legends of the present generation weren’t complete. Compared to the past legends, their experiences were too little and there were many shortcomings. However, if Piaro gained the Matchless Heart Technique then he would dominate the present legends. The confident and smiling Grid recalled the battle.


  


  ‘Should I have tried to hit it back using Revolve?’


  


  Even if the damage of Pounding Mortar came in three stages, wouldn’t it be enough to counter with Revolve, Flower Revolve, and followed by Divinity to use Flower Revolve again? Grid thought about it before shaking his head.


  


  ‘The motion can’t handle it.’


  


  Both Revolve and Flower Revolve were skills that needed the sword to be swung. It was physically impossible to counterattack Pounding Mortar that struck three times with no time difference. Of course, there was a prerequisite that a critical hit was required for it to hit three times and there was no guarantee that Piaro could deal a critical hit to Grid. If the goddess of luck was on Grid’s side then Pounding Mortar would’ve only hit Grid once and he could’ve used a counterattack, making it easy to deal with Pounding Mortar.


  


  However, all this needed good luck. It was no different from gambling. Grid wanted to face Piaro with his true power so it was absurd to say that he relied on gambling.


  


  ‘It is a good thing that I didn’t use 200,000 Army Crushing Sword.’


  


  200,000 Army Crushing Sword crushed the target’s skill. Piaro’s Pounding Mortar might be one of the best techniques but it would be useless in front of 200,000 Army Crushing Sword. It was just that the risk of using 200,000 Army Crushing Sword was too great. The greater the power of the crushed skill, the greater the recoil. If Grid used it against Pounding Mortar then he would unconditionally lose 50% of his health. It was possible that he would break his arm or shoulder. It would’ve been difficult to handle Piaro’s follow-up. The choice he made when faced with this strength was correct.


  


  ‘...In reality, it would be different.’


  


  In his immortal state, Grid had a five seconds grace period even if his health was low. If the fight against Piaro was a real battle instead of a spar, Grid would’ve believed in those five seconds and fought aggressively. However, Grid was more cautious than usual because sparring mode was a system that determined the outcome the moment one’s health reached the minimum. It turned out that dueling mode was more realistic than reality.


  


  ‘I think it is great that people fight without immortality.’


  


  Grid understood why people who didn’t have immortality were more passive in battle. Unlike himself, who believed in his immortality and displayed the temperament of winning, they had only one life and had to restrain themselves in many ways.


  


  ‘If the rankers have the immortal passive then their strength should be doubled...’


  


  Grid’s mind had fallen into deep concentrating as he was recovering, only for his thoughts to be broken.


  


  “Lord Piaro!”


  


  Piaro was a duke of the Overgeared Kingdom. Even Grid couldn’t treat him carelessly (in fact, Grid wanted to use honorifics with Piaro but stopped because Piaro was upset) and there was only one person who could yell at him. The emergence of Administration Rabbit caught Grid’s eyes.


  


  “You won’t receive your salary for the next seven months!”


  


  The Overgeared Kingdom was a centralized one. King Grid monopolized all the resources of the kingdom. Grid had entrusted the heavy responsibility of managing the national treasury to Rabbit and his authority was truly powerful.


  


  “Excuse me, Rabbit...”


  


  Grid was unable to turn a blind eye to Piaro and was about to earnestly ask Rabbit to withdraw his remarks when he was interrupted. He wanted to say that Rabbit was being too much. It was just that after hearing Rabbit’s words, it became difficult to speak.


  


  “Your Majesty, please don’t defend Lord Piaro. As you can see, the training ground has been destroyed. The cost of constructing the buildings again and carrying out civil engineering is equivalent to the cost of training thousands of soldiers.”


  


  “.....”


  


  “To compensate for the loss, it will be necessary to raise taxes for the next two months as well as confiscating seven months of Lord Piaro’s salary. Please allow it.”


  


  “.....”


  


  Indeed, Rabbit was thoroughly prepared. He immediately pulled out the paperwork for the tax increase and a seal with Overgeared King Grid’s name, handing it to Grid. The bloody and sweaty Grid met Piaro’s eyes. Piaro’s eyes were different from his usual confident look. The pitiful look was like a puppy hoping for food.


  


  Grid sighed and tore the documents. “I am responsible for the training ground’s destruction as well so I’ll be responsible. Don’t touch the taxes and Piaro’s salary.”


  


  As Irene and Lord knew, Piaro was someone who Grid loved like family. Piaro was once a teacher and friend and was now a strong supporter after Khan’s death. He was a companion Grid wanted to be with all his life. Piaro had just started his honeymoon so Grid didn’t want him to lose his dignity and anger his wife.


  


  Lauel had also told him that there should be no tax increases for the time being. Currently, the Overgeared Kingdom imposed income taxes of 5-12% and a consumption tax of 7%. It was 30% lower than the empire’s tax rate and 30% higher than other kingdoms’. It was equivalent to maintaining a reasonable level acceptable to players. If taxes were temporarily increased then a large-scale departure might occur. The players were likely to be taken away by the empire again so the best option was for Grid to give back some of his assets to the kingdom.


  


  “Y-Your Majesty...” Piaro was thrilled with Grid’s hard decision. It was almost equivalent to when he reconciled with Asmophel.


  


  ‘For His Majesty to do this when he considers money as precious as friendship...’


  


  Grid desperately felt the weight of being a breadwinner and firmly gripped Piaro on the shoulder.


  


  “Piaro, I can jump into the pit of hell for you. Please understand my heart.”


  


  “Your royal favor is immeasurable!”


  


  [The meaning of a bond has been recalled.]


  


  [Your relationship with your knight ‘Piaro’ is strengthened.]


  


  [Bond]


  


  [A list of targets you currently have deep bonds with.


  


  Bond Lv. 2.


  


  ★ Piaro ★


  


  All stats will increase by 5% when you are together.


  


  Can detect if the health of the bond target is at a dangerous level.


  


  All sound transmissions (including whispers) are possible within a range of 10 kilometers.


  


  Bond Lv. 1.


  


  ★Braham ★


  


  All stats will increase by 3% when you are together.


  


  Can detect if the health of the bond target is at a dangerous level.]


  


  


  “.....”


  


  As Grid himself said, the responsible for the destruction of the training ground also fell on him. No, Grid was even more responsible because he applied for a duel in the first place. However, Piaro didn’t think so at all. Grid felt remorse when he saw Piaro’s sincere gratitude and deeper sense of connection.


  


  ‘The king should do this.’


  


  Grid scratched his cheeks and looked around. Mercedes, Dante, the other knights, and thousands of soldiers were staring at Grid with bright expressions. The combat power that was equal to Piaro, the symbol of the Overgeared Kingdom's armed forces, and a person who considered his own subjects and people... 


  


  They were deeply moved by the real-time sight of Grid, who was a model ruler. They felt a deep affection for their king. The truth was...


  


  [Affinity with your knight ‘Dante’ has increased by 20.]


  


  [Affinity with your knight ‘Singuled’ has increased by 20.]


  


  Strictly speaking, Dante and Singuled came to Grid because of Piaro. They had less direct interactions with Grid and now their attitude changed dramatically. As knights, their loyalty was high from the beginning but affinity was another concept. Thus, this was a great benefit for Grid. Mercedes opened her mouth, “Sir Rabbit, rather than asking for His Majesty’s assets, confiscate my salary for the rest of my life. Won’t that be enough for the recovery cost?”


  


  [You feel a deep bond beyond liking with your knight ‘Mercedes.’]


  


  [Mercedes has been added to the level 1 Bond list.]


  


  “It is enough. Rather, it is better. Lady Mercedes’ salary is one of the top five of the kingdom so it is enough just confiscating two years...” 


  


  “Wait.” Grid sighed as he separated the talking Mercedes and Rabbit. "Mercedes, I am the one paying you. Why worry about this? Additionally, you should consider your retirement fund. How can you spend your money so recklessly? What are you going to do if you have no money in your old age and are forced onto the streets?”


  


  “.....”


  


  Mercedes’s serene eyes became somewhat cooler. Grid couldn’t guess the reason but other people were different. Piaro and Rabbit made sad expressions and moved back. At the same time, Mercedes pulled out the White Tiger Sword and a shield. She declared, “I will accept Your Majesty’s sparring application.”


  


  Just like that...? Grid was exposed to Keen Insight and a chill went down his spine. His transcendent senses were warning him of danger. It was a warning that didn’t happen when he sparred with Piaro. His transcendent senses were warning him that Mercedes was stronger than Piaro.


  


  ‘What?’


  


  Was the difference due to the Matchless Heart Technique? Or were the expectations of Mercedes’ growth higher? Mercedes was younger compared to Piaro yet she was judged to be stronger? Grid was somewhat confused by the unexpected verdict only to soon realize the answer.


  


  It was because his combat style wasn’t very compatible with Mercedes. His attacks were blocked. The concept of speed was meaningless in front of Mercedes, who could read a person’s attack using Keen Insight and the Incomplete Predictions passive skill. In other words, it was useless even if he managed to find a gap and link sword dances. Mercedes raised her defense to the limit by activating Noble Valor and Knight’s Resolution and she even had a passive skill called Shield Block. Grid’s ruthless attack power wasn’t effective against her.


  


  However, this was a good thing. Mercedes’ attacks also didn’t hit Grid. Mercedes had balanced stats and didn’t have explosive power like Piaro. It was the limit of Vaintz' Swordsmanship that she had learned. The level of the Vaintz’ Swordsmanship that was passed down from generation to generation in Mercedes’ family fell far behind legendary skills.


  


  Unlike Grid, who learned Pagma’s Swordsmanship after becoming a legend and Piaro, who created Free Farming after becoming a legend, Mercedes was more stable than aggressive and she was somewhat powerless in front of Grid’s battle endurance that defeated even a half-god. 


  


  ‘The fight won’t end like this.’


  


  It didn’t take long for Grid and Mercedes to make a decision.”


  


  “Silver Wings.”


  


  Silver sword energy spread like wings behind Mercedes.


  


  “Ah...”


  


  Grid couldn’t help sighing. He felt this image of Mercedes was far more beautiful and sublime than Archangel Sariel who he once saw. Then he quickly calmed down and controlled his heart. The winged Mercedes not only had increased stats but she was also capable of incomplete flight. Additionally, she constantly released sword energy from the wings in order to deal damage to the target. If he became negligent from her beauty then he would never win. 


  


  Grid had to take the fight seriously. “Request to Stand With Me.”


  


  [The power of Duke of Virtue is requesting help from your knight, ‘Mercedes.’]


  


  “...!”


  


  Mercedes’ transparent blue eyes shook. She hesitated for 0.5 seconds, not knowing how to respond to her king’s request to borrow Keen Insight. Then she stopped hesitating. She rebuked herself for hesitating and accepted Grid’s request. The landscape that Grid could see changed.


  


  [Mercedes is happy to respond to your request.]


  


  [Mercedes’ Keen Insight is implanted in your eyes.]


  


  [Keen Insight has found your restrained power.]


  


  [The effect ‘Ecstasy of Desire’ has been awakened in the Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires.]


  


  [Your attack power will increase by three times for 20 seconds and evasion rate will reach 99%. However, defense is zero.] 


  


  Grid entrusted his body to Ecstasy of Desire and showed different movements from before. His attacks disappeared in a fast and gorgeous way and it was difficult to capture with her Incomplete Predictions. He used Keen Insight to discover and dig into the gaps in Mercedes’ defense. In the end...


  


  “...I lost.”


  


  Mercedes suffered too much damage in 20 seconds and had to step back and concede defeat. It was a perfect victory for Grid who took advantage of the fact that Mercedes could never disobey his command. Piaro’s trembling voice permeated Grid’s heart as he admired his resourcefulness, “If this was the case, it would’ve been better to order her to surrender...”


  


  “...!”


  


  He had been too focused on Mercedes’ strength and forgot about the nature of the spar. Grid realized his mistake and wanted to apologize.


  


  “M-Mercedes, let’s fight again.”


  


  “Yes, Your Majesty.”


  


  "I-I’m sorry.”


  


  It seemed she misunderstood that she was being teased. As Mercedes held her sword with no motivation, Grid urgently apologized and changed the topic. “Piaro and Sir Dante, I have something to say so let’s go to the barracks...” 


  


  Ah, everything was broken. 


  


  “Let’s go to the castle.”




  Chapter 1216


  “Sir Dante, I’m glad you look good.”


  


  The moment Grid sat on the throne, the atmosphere of the palace turned 180 degrees. The loneliness of the throne was lifted and the space was filled with an electrifying majesty.


  


  Dante gulped and replied politely, “According to the words of Great Sage Sticks, the atmosphere of the Overgeared Kingdom is well suited to my constitution. In particular, he diagnosed that Reinhardt’s excellent water quality had a positive effect on me, who has good affinity with water.”


  


  “Is that your secret to regaining health and youth?”


  


  Dante only met Grid at the end of his old age. He couldn’t examine Grid properly because of his vision that was clouded by the years. There was a dignity contrary to his frivolous words and deed, the age hidden behind the youth, and the insight in the provocative eyes. Dante just vaguely felt that Grid was a great man without seeing anything for certain.


  


  “To be exact, it was Your Majesty’s grace. Thanks to Your Majesty’s generous welcome, I was able to become a citizen of the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  Dante felt great when he was able to face Grid straight on because of his improved health. He was more courteous to Grid than even the old emperor that he admired. Grid nodded. “It is purely my virtue. Stick’s diagnosis was wrong. If you can be rejuvenated by decades just by living in a suitable place then who in the world would become old?”


  


  “Hum hum.” The flustered Piaro coughed when Grid came out in a more pretentious manner than usual, but Grid didn’t care. He was imposing because he was just telling the truth.


  


  “However, Sir Dante, the health and youth I’ve given to you has a huge side effect.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Dante and Piaro had thought Grid was half joking and were confused. They realized that their liege was serious and listened.


  


  “The gods of the East Continent have become hostile to you.”


  


  “...!”


  


  They were absurd words. They couldn’t react quickly while Grid pulled out the skin mask and tapped the armrest. He was waiting for someone. Shortly thereafter, Sticks arrived and Grid’s story began.


  


  “...Hah.”


  


  “Such a thing!”


  


  It was the story of how Grid killed Hangyeol and was seen by Pungsa. Dante and Piaro’s expressions became serious at the encounter with a myth.


  


  “Do you think Sir Dante will receive divine punishment?”


  


  Sticks replied to the concerned Piaro, “No.”


  


  Sticks was resolute. “The gods who were cast out are forgotten beings of the West Continent. Few remember and worship their myths so it is hard for them to have influence in the West Continent. As they’ve shown a few times, deceptively tempting humans to the East Continent is their limit.”


  


  “So does that mean Sir Dante is safe if he stays in the West Continent?”


  


  “That’s right. This incident is unconditionally beneficial to Sir Dante. You won’t be a target of the Hwan Kingdom as long as you don’t go to the East Continent. Meanwhile, you will live a long life without any disease due to the small divinity you’ve built up.”


  


  “Ohh!”


  


  Piaro’s face became rosy. Mercedes next to Grid was also relieved. However, Dante himself had a complicated expression. Grid read his anxiety and asked Sticks, “If Sir Dante became an object of faith, will he become a half-god like the yangbans?”


  


  “It’s impossible. If you could become a half-god just by establishing a small amount of divinity and becoming an object of faith then the world would be filled with half-gods. They will be gods of a pseudo sect.” 


  


  “Why isn’t it possible?”


  


  “It is a matter of birth. Unlike the yangbans who were made by a god, Sir Dante is an ordinary human being and it is hard to gain the qualification of a god. Of course, it will be a different story if he has a great power like Your Majesty or becomes the protagonist of a myth and continues to build up his status, but this is actually very difficult. Your Majesty should be very familiar with this, right?”


  


  Sticks’ gaze on Grid was warm. His tone and honorifics were more polite than before and he seemed to have a great respect for Grid’s accomplishments. Grid nodded and turned his attention back to Dante. “How is it? If you make achievements that become myths, you can become a half-god.”


  


  “I am different, Your Majesty. I don’t think it is possible to build mythical achievements. I just want to be a human being. If I can live longer and a bit healthier than others... that alone is enough. No, I’m just grateful.”


  


  Dante rose from his position and bowed to Grid. “Your Majesty, thank you. Thank you again and again... I don’t know how to repay your grace for giving me a new life after I was branded as a traitor and was living miserably.”


  


  The Red Knights of Piaro’s era had lost everything. It was naturally the same for Dante. The empire had proclaimed Dante a traitor but his two sons, his daughter-in-laws, and his grandchildren became guilty by association and were brought to the execution ground. Dante had a new life and he felt a sense of duty to live up to his share. He vowed that he would stay in this world and leave behind his name in the stead of his grandchildren who died before blossoming.


  


  [Affinity with your knight ‘Dante’ has reached the maximum.]


  


  [In the future, Dante will be loyal to you for the rest of his life. However, if you give the wrong command then he will tell you, even if it means risking his life.]


  


  A veteran—apart from the fact that his stats had fallen sharply due to the relationship with lifespan, Dante had outstanding skills among the Red Knights, and he was now reborn as Grid’s true knight.


  


  Grid couldn’t control his joy and tried to stay calm. He held Dante’s hand and cheered before asking carefully, “Sir Dante, what is the secret behind the soldiers’ fast growth? Reinhardt’s soldiers have mostly grown to their limit so shouldn’t they be blocked by a wall?”


  


  There was a limit to the stats of a normal NPC. The closer they got to the limit, the slower the growth rate. This was the complete opposite of a named NPC. They were normal NPCs who grew slower than players.


  


  Of course, just because all their stats reached the limit didn’t mean they couldn’t level up. They were able to level up slowly and enjoy the synergistic effect of gaining attack power, hit rate, and all types of resistances through leveling up. It was just as slow as emphasized. Yet in just one month, Dante raised the soldiers’ level by an average of nearly 20.


  


  “Limit... certainly, most of the soldiers have completed their ‘body.’ However, there is still a lot of room for development because their ‘skill’ and ‘heart’ are immature.”


  


  “...?”


  


  


  Body, skill, heart—this was a concept that Biban emphasized. Grid thought it was a hidden system that would only be mentioned by beings who had reached a special level. Now it popped up when talking about the growth of ordinary soldiers?


  


  Dante explained to the perplexed Grid.


  


  “There are definitely limits as most soldiers are ordinary young people. Even though they trained their bodies to the limit, they can’t lift large rocks. Additionally, they can’t run for long periods of time. However, if they learn ‘skill’ then they can temporarily pick up a big stone and learn how to not get hurt. If they accumulate the ‘heart’ then they can run with all their strength for a longer period of time.”


  


  It was easy to understand. Skill literally meant technique and the heart referred to mentality.


  


  “The thing I did was simple. I provided soldiers with a method to wield the sword with less power and taught them how to kill enemies more easily. If they are tired, I developed the tenacity to hold on for a while. It is the basics. For Reinhardt’s soldiers who have already completed the ‘body,’ these basics play a big role. In the process of balancing the body, skill, and heart, the soldiers are able to break the wall and grow rapidly.”


  


  “Um...”


  


  Teaching better skills and training the heart... 


  


  Dante said it easily but it was actually hard. Even Piaro and Asmophel hadn’t been able to raise the soldiers so quickly. At least when it came to training soldiers, the veteran Dante’s ability surpassed Piaro and Asmophel.


  


  “Sir Dante, it is great to have you. Thanks to Sir Dante, I’m sure the Overgeared Army will be the best on the continent.”


  


  Grid didn’t say anything about being the best in the world. The level of the East Continent soldiers was too high. Dante noticed this and his eyes became very passionate. “I will try to show Your Majesty a performance that is better than you expect.”


  


  He was really stubborn. Grid nodded and turned his attention to Piaro. Piaro had been looking at Grid with joy from the moment he learned of Dante’s youth and health. He started talking, “In the meantime, I’ve taught how to identify and manage soil so that all of Reinhardt’s soldiers can clear the fields anywhere...”


  


  “Tell me once again about the origin of the Supreme Swordsmanship.”


  


  “...It was swordsmanship that passed down from generation to generation in my family. I don’t know exactly how the swordsmanship was passed onto the family but we’ve speculated that it originated on the East Continent due to the fact that it is based on a record that no language on the West Continent can interpret.”


  


  “Then your family mastered it because you were somehow able to interpret it?”


  


  “It is hard to be confident that I’ve mastered Supreme Swordsmanship. It is a swordsmanship that has been developed by the family heads interpreting the formula their own way and passing it onto future generations. It is a lot different from the original.”


  


  “Are you from the same family as Sword Saint Biban?”


  


  “Biban? He is a completely unrelated person.”


  


  “Hmm.”


  


  He was a figure from hundreds of years ago. Even if there was a deep connection between Piaro’s family and Biban, it might not be recorded for reasons or the records might be destroyed so Piaro wouldn’t know about it. Grid nodded and got to the main point. “There is something called the Matchless Heart Technique. It is a technique that was created by Biban.”


  


  “Huh, it is a powerful heart skill just based on the name.”


  


  “I’ve learned it.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Biban warned Grid that leaking the tower’s information was a serious problem. However, Grid wasn’t leaking the tower’s information. He was merely leaking Biban’s personal information. Even Biban himself had first leaked the information to a third party, Mercedes (although it wasn’t intended by Biban).


  


  “I will teach it to you from now on,” Grid spoke meaningfully as he alternated looking between Mercedes and Sticks.


  


  First of all, Great Sage Sticks had passive skills in learning and education. If he had enough information then he had the ability to learn and teach it easily. Mercedes had also used Keen Insight to uncover the secret of the Matchless Heart Technique. If the two people joined forces then it wouldn’t be difficult for Piaro to learn the Matchless Heart Technique.


  


  ‘Additionally, if Supreme Swordsmanship is really derived from Biban’s Matchless Heart Technique then it might serve as a hint to complete Supreme Swordsmanship.’


  


  Grid couldn’t help gulping as he thought up to here. Biban was a Sword Saint and he was now active as a member of the Tower of Wisdom. How strong would Piaro become if he absorbed the power of one of the world’s strongest people and sublimated it as his own. Grid got goosebumps just imagining it.


  


  “Mercedes, from now on, cooperate with Sticks to teach Piaro the Matchless Heart Technique.”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  This wasn’t the act of leaking the tower’s secrets. It was Biban himself who took the lead to hand it over to a third person, Mercedes. It would be a ‘good deed’ to distribute the Matchless Heart Technique to more qualified people. Biban would be delighted if he knew this.


  


  ‘...Bullshit. Let’s keep it a secret.’


  


  Grid was well aware that it wasn’t polite but he needed a stronger force. It was a powerful force that could be brought when he went back to the East Continent one day. 


  


  ‘Biban, I’ll surely repay your grace later. Phew.’


  


  Grid controlled his mind and suddenly rose from his seat. Then he withdrew the order he just gave. “Let’s put this on hold.”


  


  Grid was going to visit the Tower of Wisdom anyway. It was right to seek Biban’s permission first. It was right to respect him and to prevent any danger in advance.


  


  “Let’s separate here.”


  


  Take a break. Meanwhile, he would visit the Tower of Wisdom in the capacity of the Pioneer. Grid made a plan and left. His footsteps were lighter than ever as he went to visit Irene and Lord. 




  Chapter 1217


  Reinhardt was creating the largest smithy complex on the continent. There were thousands of chimneys endlessly emitting smoke so the landscape of Reinhardt was reminiscent of England during the Industrial Revolution. However, Reinhardt had Sticks. As an elementalist, he worked with the wind elementals to purify Reinhardt’s air. Therefore, Reinhardt’s air and sky were always clear.


  


  “This is what Yang Fei said...”


  


  A golden wheat field stretching out under the blue sky.


  


  The smile didn’t leave Irene’s face as she walked with Grid along a picturesque landscape. She talked about what happened while Grid was away and seemed happier than anyone else in the world.


  


  ‘How can she be so good?’


  


  She must be lonely but Irene only talked about happy things. This nature once again touched Grid’s heart. Lord being 13 years old now proved the passage of time. It was worrying that Irene carried this alone and tried hard not to express her anxiety and sadness to Grid.


  


  ‘She is crying alone in places I can’t see.’


  


  Irene was strong. She was a mother and a queen, after all. However, she had been kidnapped by the Yatan Church and she was particularly vulnerable to loneliness and anxiety.


  


  “......”


  


  Irene suddenly turned her head toward Grid. She noticed that Grid’s gaze was on the faint wrinkles around her eyes. She covered her eyes with an embarrassed expression only for Grid to hold her chin and turn her head. Then he caressed her wrinkles and pledged, “We will live the same amount of years.”


  


  “Your Majesty...?”


  


  “I won’t make you lonely.”


  


  Berith's Skin Mask still had eight durability left. This meant that there were at least eight chances to give Irene divinity. Irene would surely build up her own divinity. The determined Grid shared a deep hug with Irene.


  


  ***


  


  “Wow. I don’t know whose son you are but you’re really amazing.”


  


  It was after splitting up with Irene, who decided to participate in a Rebecca Church event. Grid came to the training center to meet Lord and clicked his tongue. Lord will be 14 years old in a few months’ time and his status window wasn’t normal.


  


  In addition to expanding his basic combat skills such as swordsmanship, archery, spearmanship, and body skills, the proficiency of special skills such as Daluka's Methods, the elven racial skills, and Lantier’s Methods had increased significantly. He even increased the levels of passive skills such as Insight and Wise Man’s Wisdom, where experience played an important role.


  


  The knowledge stat, Irene’s excellent discipline, and Sticks’ teachings seemed to have played a big role.


  


  ‘By the way, why did the rank of the Overwhelming Charm skill rise?’


  


  Charm was a concept that could be acquired. People tried to raise their own charm by correcting their words, controlling their emotions, and dressing up their appearance. However, Lord’s Overwhelming Charm wasn’t ordinary. The basic rating was S rated and it was a skill, not a stat. The S rating meant that men, women, the old, and the young all had good feelings toward him, but it wasn’t good news if it reached the SS rating.


  


  “What if he gets kidnapped?”


  


  Grid was genuinely worried about this when someone emerged from Lord’s shadow. It was the appearance of Faker, who now handled shadows as skillfully as Kasim.


  


  “Don’t worry, Lord’s side is guarded by the Overgeared Shadows.”


  


  Faker had been solely focused on his training and the protection of the Overgeared Kingdom. He had mastered the essence of Lantier and was growing rapidly, making him the final weapon of the Overgeared Kingdom. Grid was the only one in the Overgeared Guild with better personal skills than Faker. Grid was relieved that Faker was by Lord’s side and told him, “Thank you for everything.”


  


  “It is a role that I took on myself.”


  


  ‘I’d rather thank you for trusting me and leaving this to me...’


  


  Faker wanted to add this but he was embarrassed. He remained silent and hid in the shadows again.


  


  ‘I’m going to have to quickly make Faker a Blue Dragon Set with the Blue Dragon’s Breaths I gained from the East Continent.’


  


  Grid promised and soon ran eagerly with Lord on his shoulders. He smiled as he headed to the dining room. Yet what was this strange feeling?


  


  “Then Aunt Sua told me.”


  


  “Aunt Sua said.”


  


  “Aunt Sua...”


  


  ...It was always Sua.


  


  No way, right? Grid prayed this wasn’t the case. Then after the meal, Grid visited the smithy with Lord for the first time in ages. He used Open Potential and showed off his god-like blacksmithing skills, inspiring the blacksmiths and making Lord proud. The owner of the Blue Dragon Set made on this day was Faker.


  


  ***


  


  “Is that all?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “As expected...”


  


  Grid’s desire to own Berith's Skin Mask forever was enlarged after learning how to take advantage of it. He wanted to get rid of the ‘not repairable’ penalty of the skin mask. However, even Sticks and Braham couldn’t give any suggestions to Grid. In the end, Grid pestered the leather craftsmen scattered all over the kingdom.


  


  The result was terrible. The conversation with the craftsmen that Lauel gathered wasn’t helpful at all. They didn’t dare do anything to the work of the great demon that was made of human skin.


  


  ‘I have to use it with caution.’


  


  Grid got up from his seat. Only five days after returning home, he was about to leave again. He had even been working for the past five days. He hadn’t been able to rest at all because he had been making items for the Overgeared members using the breaths they gained from the National Competition.


  


  Thus, Lauel wanted to encourage Grid to rest a few days. He wanted to persuade Grid to take a tour of their newly conquered territories. It was impossible not to know that Lauel was taking care of him and Grid smiled.


  


  “I will examine the new territories when I come back. I’m sorry this time. As you know, I’m too busy.”


  


  The public sentiment of the old Gauss Kingdom hadn’t reached the highest level. The Overgeared members and Asmophel tried but it was confusing because the new king had never shown his face. Of course, Grid knew the situation and intended to visit them. If a city’s public sentiment was high then the resources and population productivity would increase.


  


  “I understand. I hope you will be able to solve your leveling up problem and come back.”


  


  “Goodbye, Father.”


  


  “I've baked some sweets. Take them when you’re hungry.”


  


  


  “May you be incomparably daring.”


  


  “I’m going.”


  


  Grid left the palace after saying goodbye to his family and friends. Then he saw unexpected figures waiting for him.


  


  “You are going on an adventure again straight away?”


  


  The heroes of the National Competition, the ones who made Korean ranked first without Grid. They were Jishuka and Yura. They immediately ran over when they heard Grid was leaving.


  


  “We’ll go with you.”


  


  They had experienced firsthand the strength of the yangbans. They had witnessed that the level of the enemy had risen to the point where Grid alone couldn’t handle and was unwilling to let him go alone. They were confident that they would no longer hold back Grid.


  


  However, Grid shook his head. He appreciated their hearts and their strength was also of great use but the destination this time was the Tower of Wisdom. It was a place only the Pioneer was allowed to visit and he couldn’t take any colleagues with him.


  


  Yura nodded while Jishuka trembled.


  


  “It is a place where only the first ranked player can go? Ohh, I’m envious.”


  


  Jishuka’s dream hadn’t changed. Setting aside her love for Grid, she still had the ambition to be the best. The best ideal for her was to become the supreme one and make Grid depend on her. She wanted to keep Grid to sit on her lap and...


  


  “...Hum hum.”


  


  Jishuka blushed as her mind started flowing in the wrong direction. Then she declared with a polite smile. “Sooner or later, I’ll take the number one ranking and monopolize what’s in the tower. Grid, you’re only sucking up the honey until that time.”


  


  “Haha, yes...”


  


  The qualification to be the next Pioneer was to reach level 500 first, not to be first in the ranking. However, Grid didn’t want to tackle the highly motivated Jishuka and left. Soon after, Yura was left alone with Jishuka and stared. “You will be ranked number one before me?”


  


  “I’m going to eat soybean stew at Grid’s house this evening.”


  


  “...You are only living next door. Don’t you go there too often?”


  


  “Yes~ I had pork belly last night...”


  


  Jishuka was no longer teasing. Yura loaded her gun with magic bullets and pointed it at Jishuka. Jishuka stuttered, “W-What? If you feel it is unfair then move next door to Grid’s house! Where in the world is there a crazy X who will start shooting straight away...? Kyaack!”


  


  "Wow, that runaway train is struck.”


  


  The Overgeared members clicked their tongue when they found the prideful Jishuka running away from the silently chasing Yura. Of course, the ones the previous Tzedakah members were calling a runaway train was Jishuka. The Jishuka they knew was someone who had no fear in the world. It was amazing to see her running away from Yura. Well, it didn’t seem surprising considering that Yura’s nickname was ‘witch’...


  


  “Grid, don’t die.”


  


  They felt sorry for Grid who was walking on a tightrope among the scariest women in the world.


  


  ***


  


  Hera hugged the medicine made from the Kunlun Ginseng in her arms and entered the quiet village. The name of the village was Lanteto. It was the place where her client who asked her to save his son lived.


  


  ‘Is there fog all year round?’


  


  Just like when she visited half a year ago, the houses were covered by fog. There was still no sign of life. No one was present.


  


  “Uhh...”


  


  Hera was surprised by the sound of a bat passing by and cried out. She felt like the main character in a horror movie. The scenery of this small village was strange and scary. Even so, Hera didn’t stop moving. The castle that existed beyond the fog entered her vision and she firmly stepped forward. There was a patient who needed her help.


  


  “Hup!”


  


  Hera barely climbed the hill and arrived before the castle. Then she took in a breath and froze in shock. She didn’t know how but the door automatically opened. The sound of the old hinges creeped Hera out even more and then the client appeared.


  


  “Medicine... have you obtained it?”


  


  There was a white, pale face. It was so transparent that it was hard to read the emotions. The client didn’t look like a human but a vampire depicted in movies. It seemed that pointed fangs would be revealed when he opened his mouth. If this place was near the Overgeared Kingdom then she would be certain he was a vampire.


  


  Fortunately, it was more than 1,000 miles away from the Overgeared Kingdom and the client’s teeth weren’t sharp. Yes, this was a human. It was a father who became haggard to protect his dying son.


  


  “Yes, I’ve acquired it. It will definitely work.”


  


  “Ohh... Come on in.”


  


  Hera followed the client up to the second floor. The client’s footsteps were very fast like he was happy to be able to save his son. It was almost a run. Hera opened her mouth, “I wanted to prepare an amount that could be taken multiple times, just as you said. However, the Kunlun Ginseng is precious so I could only prepare two.”


  


  Hera didn’t delay after arriving in the patient’s room. She took out the medicine and poured it into the mouth of the sleeping boy. Then—


  


  The boy’s heart, which seemed stationary, started thumping and it echoed through the room. The client became fevered. “Sob...!Sob sob sob! Finally...! I’m finally free!!”


  


  “...?”


  


  Free? The word was somewhat strange. Hera was feeling a sense of strangeness when a dismal voice was heard in her ears. “I didn’t expect it to give life to a lich. The rumor that it could even save a jiangshi was real.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Hera turned her head and was astonished. A skinny man with green hair...


  


  A person that any player would know was approaching her. There was a flash of gold under his disheveled hair like he was annoyed by the client sobbing about his liberation.


  


  “Give me the rest of the medicine.”


  


  “Agnus!”




  Chapter 1218


  “Agnus!”


  


  He was a person always mentioned when discussing the top 10 strongest people, not the top 100. It was Agnus. He was one of the strongest people in Satisfy who could stand shoulder to shoulder with the supreme Grid and Sword Saint Kraugel.


  


  “Why are you stupidly staring? Don’t bother me. Take out the medicine and get lost.”


  


  No, it was more appropriate to say he was the worst rather than the best. The doctor Hera couldn’t fight and she had little interest in it, but Agnus was infamous. He was a villain who casually did unethical events such as killing all players he encountered at a hunting ground, monopolizing hunting grounds, or annihilating NPCs to turn them into skeleton soldiers. Recently, she had rumors that he was involved with the great demons who were humanity’s greatest evil. To be honest, he was a big character in the world and she only heard nasty rumors about him.


  


  Gulp.


  


  Hera swallowed her saliva and felt creeped out by Agnus’ empty gold eyes. Her limbs trembled. This was real fear. It wasn’t just caused by Agnus. Agnus was the contractor of the 1st Great Demon Baal and a noble of the demon world. He developed a skill that paralyzed those with a lower than him with fear.


  


  It happened as Agnus and Hera were facing each other.


  


  “Hahat! Hahahat! Goodbye! Goodbye to this damn life!” The client who had been sobbing about his liberation suddenly laughed and rose from his seat. He didn’t even look at Agnus who kicked him as he shouted at the boy in the bed. “Pauld [1]! Come and release the shackles on me! Reward me for serving only you for 31 years with my freedom!”


  


  ‘31 years?’


  


  He was talking about 31 years to a boy who seemed to be less than 15 years old? It was bizarre in many ways. Hera felt something ominous and stepped back. The boy lying like the dead on his bed opened his eyes. Dark eyes stared at the ceiling out of pale skin that didn’t seem to see the sun once in his life.


  


  “...Good.”


  


  The boy spoke with a satisfied expression and slowly raised his body at a right angle. As he floated up and approached the chandelier, he looked around.


  


  “Light. I can move just like I did in my human days. The energy of the Kunlun Ginseng replaces blood and injects vitality into the exhausted organs.”


  


  ‘Human days?’


  


  Was this boy really a lich? Hera’s trembling gaze turned to Agnus. It was a sign to resolve this question. However, Agnus thought of Hera as a rabbit who could be caught at any time. His dead eyes shone as he stared at the boy floating in the air. Then he asked, “Is that true? You seem to have become a human?”


  


   “Most of my senses have returned. It is just that I need to continue to consume the Kunlun Ginseng to maintain this state. By the way...” The boy explained kindly and slowly turned his head. His name, that was hidden in the shadows, was clearly revealed as ‘Pauld.’ “Who are you?”


  


  “I-I’m a doctor who made the medicine...” Hera was scared by the golden name and answered reflexively.


  


  “Then come and vomit up the medicine you just took.” Agnus’ expression never changed as he ordered with strange eyes.


  


  Pauld doubted his ears. “Vomit up the medicine? Is my hearing function impaired? I don’t think I made a mistake with the preservation magic.”


  


  “P-Pauld! Release my shackles first...!”


  


  “Maintain your dignity, Haltez. You might be a villain who slaughtered thousands of people but your root is a magician. Reason and calmness are virtues and pride that magicians shouldn’t forget.”


  


  “Y-Yes... I-I’m sorry.”


  


  Pauld asked, “So what is the identity of this man?”


  


  “U-Um? I-I don’t know either. What are you?”


  


  ‘Brainwashing magic?’ 


  


  Pauld found that his body wasn’t in perfect condition and gazed at Agnus with profound eyes. At the same time, notification windows emerged in front of Agnus.


  


  [The magic of Great Magician Pauld is contemplating you.]


  


  [Your intelligence and mana values will be revealed to Pauld.]


  


  [Pauld’s artifact ‘Eyes of Absurdity’ is contemplating you.]


  


  [Some of your stats and skills are forcibly revealed to Pauld.]


  


  Pauld’s eyes widened. “Baal’s Contractor?” 


  


  Pauld was a great magician who was active in Braham’s era. He was the eternal second person, the unfortunate genius who had never crossed the high wall that was the legendary genius Braham. He had been the object of sympathy for the people of his era. Now hundreds of years later, he was considered one of the greatest magicians of all time. It was because the artifacts he created assisted in developing a brilliant civilization that benefited humanity. Many of the so-called peerless inventions were born from Pauld’s hands.


  


  “How surprising... I have been acting so carefully yet my trail was caught...”


  


  There was an essential step when magicians turned themselves into a lich. It decayed the body, leaving only the mana core and white bones behind. It was a type of ritual for abandoning the body. In order to be reborn as a mental form, there was no need to obsess over the body that would decay after some time. Preservation magic could prevent the body from decaying but why bother? 


  


  In order to maintain the preservation magic, blood must be drained from the body and mana injected to maintain the form of the body. In addition to having to endure extreme pain, a huge amount of mana was consumed. This meant there were great limitations to the study of magic.


  


  They were giving up being human to pursue the ultimate magic so it was a penalty for no reason. For them, the body was a cumbersome obstacle and could be discarded without any regret.


  


  However, Pauld’s case was a bit unusual.


  


  The reason he became a lich was because he wanted to see the future.


  


  How would his tools be used in the future? Would his descendants understand his intentions? Perhaps it would show a new interpretation that went beyond his intentions?


  


  Pauld prided himself on his inventions and just wanted to know this.


  


  Thus, he became a lich and used mana and mental strength to preserve his body. In the past hundreds of years, he didn’t develop and just periodically opened his eyes to change his bed. In addition, whenever he changed his bed, he obtained a servant to manage himself. He put shackles on the servant and gave them the manufacturing method for the Kunlun Ginseng medicine.


  


  Then today, Pauld was finally freed from the preservation magic. In the future, there would be no constant consumption of mana and the need for sleep to slow down the mana consumption. The lich was now a human and could walk the world with confidence. It was time to relax and appreciate the future of his works. Yes, he finally achieved his goal. Then he saw Baal’s Contractor right away?


  


  Pauld observed that Agnus had the Rune of Death that influenced the dead and spoke cautiously to Agnus, “Tell me exactly what you want. Do you just want the Kunlun ginseng or is your ultimate goal to collect me?”


  


   “Give me the Kunlun Ginseng. That’s it.”


  


  [Baal’s devoted retainer, ‘Cepardea,’ is furious.]


  


  -I’m furious!Didn’t I ask you to collect Pauld?


  


  “I don’t care about that.”


  


  Agnus flicked away the small frog sitting on his shoulder. Agnus currently has an ongoing quest called ‘Collect Lich Pauld.’ It was a quest he didn’t even think about. Agnus didn’t have enough time to spend with his lover Luna. Then he heard the story of the Kunlun Ginseng and couldn’t stand by. Therefore, he visited this place and faced this situation.


  


  


  “I don’t care about you. Just give me the medicine!” Agnus felt impatient when Pauld didn’t answer and raised his voice. Perhaps it was a habit when excited but he didn’t like the way this person shook while his lips were curved up.


  


  Pauld explained, “The medicine I’ve taken has already been completely absorbed by me. I can only give you the medicine I haven’t taken yet.”


  


  “Klkik! If I split open your stomach and search through it, I can find the residual medicine! Just search!”


  


  “Kyaaak!” Hera screamed as Agnus summoned a death knight.


  


  On the other hand, Pauld was calm. “I don’t know what you’re trying to resurrect but even if you cut open my stomach and steal my medicine, it will be an inadequate amount. Both you and I need more medicine.”


  


  “...”


  


  “How about it? I will hand over the medicine recipe. Then won’t you go to the East Continent?”


  


  Incomplete beings were easy to handle. His servant Haltez proved it. Pauld had confidence that he could control Agnus. It was a mistake that occurred because he believed Agnus had a sense of reason.


  


  “Won’t you drop the recipe if I kill you?”


  


  “...?”


  


  “I’ll kill you and scour your corpse. Kukuk.”


  


  “....!”


  


  Pauld’s body was thrown out of the exploding castle wall. He hurriedly deployed a shield to block the death knight’s attack only to be shocked. It was due to the rainbow magic power that was exploding from the castle.


  


  “M-Mumud?”


  


  ***


  


  “Um...”


  


  It was a dedicated hunting ground for the first ranked player. This was how he explained it to Jishuka. Grid finally visited the Tower of Wisdom and checked his condition before entering the tower. Greed—to be precise, he took off all the items made from the insane dragon iron. Today, Grid was wearing all the items in the pre Blue Dragon’s Boots period. One side of his inventory contained several pieces of insane dragon iron.


  


  ‘Good.’


  


  [Tower’s Mission]


  


  [★ Hidden Quest ★


  


  The Tower of Wisdom is a hidden organization that fights for the peace of the world.


  


  Their main role is to curb the scourge of dragons.


  


  Please cooperate with the tower to find the owner of the insane dragon iron!


  


  Quest Acceptance Reward: 1,000 gold. 20 top-grade buff potions.


  


  Quest Clear Condition: Take away the insane dragon iron from its master or kill the master of the insane dragon iron.


  


  Quest Clear Reward: Dragon Scale (random attribute)] 


  


  The tower that protected the world from dragons. The insane dragon iron was something that made even these great transcendents express displeasure. From Grid’s standpoint, this quest was as easy to clear as eating porridge. Grid himself was the owner of the insane dragon iron. 


  


  ‘Given the performance of a dragon scale, would it be better to add it as a material when creating a new mineral with Braham?’


  


  Of course, there was the thrill he got from clearing a quest. The smiling Grid finally entered the tower.


  


  [You have visited the Tower of Wisdom in the capacity of the Pioneer.]


  


  [This is the first floor.]


  


  ‘Why is it so dark?’


  


  The size of the tower was enormous from the outside. In order to preserve the bodies of the hunted dragons, the land area was larger than the imperial castle and the height was enough to penetrate the sky. Therefore, Grid expected the interior of the tower to be magnificent and spectacular. He also had the expectation that his Discerning Eye skill might receive enlightenment. Yet when he actually entered the tower, only darkness awaited him. He couldn’t see anything in front of him despite his transcendent senses.


  


  “Welcome.”


  


  After a while, Grid slowly adjusted to the darkness. A friendly woman’s voice echoed and the interior unfolded in Grid’s vision. He saw an immeasurably huge plain.


  


  “Prove your credentials as the Pioneer. First, let’s test your body.”


  


  [All items, skills, and magic are prohibited.]


  


  “Reach the second floor. The time limit is five hours.”


  


  “...?”


  


  No, dammit. They didn’t even show their faces when a guest came. They were going to test their benefactor (?) who entered after clearing their quest (?). Grid found it unpleasant but started running. He didn’t have the guts to refuse the Tower of Wisdom’s test.


  


  ‘Damn, when did I become such an obedient person?’


  


  By the way, why was the time limit five hours? Less than an hour later, Grid found the stairs leading to the second floor. He stood in front of the stairs and asked, “Isn’t this the way to the second floor?”


  


  “...”


  


  “Excuse me? Is anybody there?”


  


  “...”


  


  [1] For those wondering if this name sounds familiar, it was mentioned once as the creator of the Ring of Absurdity, the ring that halves Grid’s resource consumption




  Chapter 1219


  “His mental strength is very high.”


  


  “Um...”


  


  The members of the Tower of Wisdom were beings who lived in the past. They disappeared into history. If they interacted with the present then various problems would occur. First of all, they had to be objective beings and couldn’t be bound by worldly concepts, such as the homeland and blood. This was why the Tower of Wisdom isolated itself. The Tower of Wisdom must preserve perfect independence in order to achieve their sublime goal of maintaining the peace of the world. Thus, they never exposed themselves to people of the world.


  


  The sheer size of the Tower of Wisdom that Grid witnessed at the entrance was only an illusion. It was natural. How could such a large tower be a secret?


  


  The problem was that Grid recognized the size of the tower as ‘large.’ The illusion that Grid witnessed was embedded in his mind. A dragon’s heart that acted as the tower’s energy source and the great magician’s magic arrays materialized the idea, so that the scale of the tower that Grid felt was tens of thousands of times larger than its actual size. It was only normal for Grid to feel fear after he realized the scale of the ‘endless dark plains’ and the ‘infinitely rising staircase’ becoming a reality.


  


  However, Grid wasn’t afraid. He ran silently rather than shrinking back, even when he saw the endless plains in front of him. He seemed to be convinced that he could reach the end of the plains. His strong spirit slowly shattered the tower’s welcome. Rather than expanding the size of the plains and the stairs, they were scaled down to what they actually were.


  


  This was the secret that allowed him to break through the space that he could’ve wandered in forever in just one hour, not five hours.


  


  “It is the first time since Biban that the first floor has been broken through in such a way.”


  


  The illusion magic that covered the Tower of Wisdom used a dragon’s heart as a resource. It was normal for Grid to not notice it since it had absolute power. However, if Grid’s wisdom was excellent then he would’ve doubted the scale of the tower. The question ‘the Tower of Wisdom can’t be so huge?’ would shrink the scale of the tower he experienced. Yet Grid believed in the size of the tower that he saw and encountered the endless plains. It was the first time since Biban that there had been such a dumb visitor.


  


  “Yes, everyone else easily broke through the first floor without any trouble. Even Kraugel, the former Pioneer.”


  


  “It is a bit disappointing. Still, thanks to it, I was able to see both the ‘body’ and the ‘heart,’ saving time. Skip the second floor and go directly to the third floor.”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  The woman nodded and activated the communicator.


  


  “Congratulations on passing the first and second tests. Go to the third floor immediately. I will confirm your skill.”


  


  ***


  


  “Congratulations on passing the first and second tests. Go to the third floor immediately. I will confirm your skill.”


  


  The woman’s voice was so clear it was like she was next to Grid. Her voice repeatedly echoed in Grid’s head once he reached the second floor and stopped. It was only one part.


  


  Congratulations on passing the first and second tests.Congratulations on passing the first and second tests.Congratulations on passing the first and second tests...


  


  “...Heh.”


  


  Grid felt dazed for a while before sweeping back his hair. His head slightly cocked and there was a big smile on his face that was reminiscent of Lauel in his chuuni state.


  


  “I must’ve proven my skills properly without my knowledge.”


  


  There was only one thing Grid had done. It was breaking through the first floor. Yet the guide announced that Grid had already passed the second test. It was a good situation that Grid misunderstood. He got the illusion that his skills were so good that he made the second test meaningless. In fact, due to the lack of wisdom, his ‘heart’ was proven in the first test so the necessity of the second test disappeared... it wasn’t a big misunderstanding since he had proven himself capable.


  


  “It was worth going to the East Continent. Huhut.”


  


  He didn’t express it but Grid had actually been rather tense. Beings who fought dragons. The Tower of Wisdom was filled with powerful people like Biban, who was an absolute being to Grid. Therefore, he thought it was a very special place and he thought the difficulty of the tests would be quite high. Now it was worth doing. Well, it wasn’t to become a member of the tower. He just needed to prove his qualifications as the Pioneer. It would be better to relax.


  


  Grid reached the third floor and looked around at the surrounding landscape. It was amazing. The first floor was a huge space that was difficult to measure while the second and third floors were very ordinary. The area was only 50 square meters and the ceiling was high, making it feel like the attic of a castle.


  


  ‘Are the second and third floors divided into several compartments?’


  


  In Grid’s field of view, the notification windows were being updated sequentially.


  


  [The use of skills and magic is once again possible.]


  


  [All your items, such as equipment and consumables, are prohibited.]


  


  [Your stats are adjusted to prepare for accidents.]


  


  [Strength, stamina, agility, and intelligence have been lowered to 300 points each.]


  


  [The golden ratio effect of strength and agility will be removed.]


  


  ‘Indeed...’


  


  Shortly after confirming the golden ratio of strength and agility, Grid had a strange suspicion. Why was the golden ratio of these stats unknown? Stats changed in real time due to various factors but it was easy to match the ratio of strength and agility to 1:1, especially in low level sections. Out of two billion users, there must've been tens of millions of users who achieved a 1:1 ratio of strength and agility. Yet there were no rumors, let alone information about the golden ratio?


  


  Grid guessed there were two reasons for this. First, the golden ratio of the stats depended on the level interval. For example, even if the stats ratio was the same, the golden ratio wouldn’t occur in the level 200 section. It would only occur in the level 300 or 400 section.


  


  Second, the golden ratio of the stats was affected by the numerical value of the stats. The golden ratio wouldn’t occur below 1000 points. It would only occur when it was above 2000 or even 3000 points. It was hard to understand why the golden ratio wasn’t known unless there was such a variable. Now it seemed the golden ratio was affected by the number of the stats. It was as expected.


  


  ‘This means that when the stats become higher, I’ll have to find a new golden ratio... well, it will work out somehow.’


  


  It was a waste of energy to worry about the future ahead of time when he didn’t know when it was coming. Grid emerged from his thoughts and looked at the shelves that appeared in front of him. There were dozens of weapons laid out on the shelves, including swords, knives, spears, bows and arrows, blunt weapons, nunchucks, etc.


  


  The guide’s voice was heard. “Please choose the weapons you want to use.”


  


  ‘I don’t know.’


  


  After a moment of contemplation, Grid picked up a sword, a spear, and a bow and some arrows. The guide didn’t question him. It was because the tower was full of masters who handled dozens of weapons perfectly. Grid’s three types of weapons weren’t unusual or great.


  


  “The third test will begin.”


  


  The ceiling opened with a signal from the guide and a man dropped down from the opening and landed before Grid. It was a middle-aged man with a beard that went down to his chest. He had straight eyebrows, clear eyes, modest attire and an upright posture. The overall impression was of a famous scholar. He wasn’t holding any weapons. “Pioneer Grid, it is nice to see you. It is the first time I’ve seen you but you don’t seem like a stranger at all.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Not a stranger? What magic had he been using to observe Grid?


  


  ‘They’ve already figured out about the insane dragon iron?’


  


  Would the insane dragon iron reclamation quest be for naught? What if Greed was reclaimed?


  


  “For the past few months, I’ve heard your name every time I’ve gone to the toilet.”


  


  “Huh? The toilet?”


  


  The man introduced himself to the baffled Grid. “There was a good reason for it. Hmm, let’s start the test. My name is Abellio. I am the seventh seat of the tower who painted the world with a brush.”


  


  


  “...?”


  


  Drawing the world with a brush? Grid inferred Abellio’s job. Abellio spread out drawing paper, pulled out a brush and placed paint on it.


  


  ‘A painter!’


  


  There was no distinction between classes. Grid had grasped the power of a painter from Picasso and nervously raised his wooden sword. Abellio drew a dot on the paper and stroked his beard with a laugh. “I don’t want to hurt you so please relax. It is your prerogative to attack and I will only stop it. So rest assured and focus.”


  


  It was an extremely friendly tone. Certainly, the members of the tower respected Pioneer Grid. Grid nodded and relaxed his tension.


  


  “Then I will start.”


  


  Slow. Grid’s perception exceeded the speed of his body because his stats were nearly 10 times lower. There was the feeling of shackles all over his body. Grid wanted to get away from this frustration quickly. “Link!”


  


  It went from Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Great Swordsman Pagma’s Swordsmanship, and then Grid’s Swordsmanship. As the swordsmanship progressed, Link also changed. Link was no longer bound by the concept of speed. No matter Grid’s agility, it unconditionally fired 20 energy blades per second.


  


  Grid, who ran slowly, suddenly accelerated and Abellio caught sight of his swinging sword.


  


  “It is okay.”


  


  Abellio moved his brush. He covered the paper with paint and exactly 20 lines were drawn. At the same time, the 20 lines protruded from the drawing paper and blocked all of Grid’s 20 energy blades. Grid’s eyes widened. It was the ability to place intent into a painting and materialize it. It was amazing that an artist’s ability had unlimited possibilities, reminiscent of Aura Master Hurent.


  


  Abellio was also astonished. Grid didn’t notice it but Abellio’s head had moved around a centimeter. It was intended to avoid the wind blades caused by Grid’s attack.


  


  ‘It isn’t just at a good level. It is very good. There was a reason Biban was happy every time he talked about this person.’


  


  Abellio responded after reading with his eyes that Grid swung the sword exactly 20 times in one second. Then he realized that he didn’t have a proper understanding of Grid. The fact that he could’ve been cut on the cheeks by the wind blades made him alert. Grid used Drop after that. He had no intention of missing out on the gap that had been dug using Link.


  


  Abellio hastily drew a ‘line’ on the paper to block Drop.


  


  “......!”


  


  No matter how much lower Grid’s agility had become, Abellio still shouldn’t have been able to respond? The flustered Grid couldn’t imagine what would’ve happened if his sword dances didn’t contain Braham’s magic. In other words, if Wind Cutter hadn’t occurred due to Link then Abellio wouldn’t have become serious and his reaction to Drop would’ve been somewhat delayed. Then his hair could’ve been cut.


  


  However, Abellio was wary after Wind Cutter. He appreciated Grid and did his best. “This is also a good attack.”


  


  The ‘good’ rating was the best assessment Abellio could make. It was virtually impossible to praise a young junior who had been a legend for less than 20 years.


  


  “Wave!”


  


  “Not bad.”


  


  “Kill!”


  


  “It is okay.”


  


  “Pinnacle!”


  


  “Good.”


  


  “Flower!”


  


  “This is disappointing.”


  


  “Transcended Link Flower!”


  


  “...Hum?”


  


  “Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle!”


  


  “Fairly good...!”


  


  Abellio’s eyes widened as he stood comfortably painting on the paper and evaluating Grid. For the first time, he couldn’t hide his agitation. He was threatened by the beautiful backdrop created by countless petals and reflexively painted the world. The paint filling the buckets were thrown into the air and covered up the landscape created by Grid.


  


  [Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle has been extinguished.]


  


  ‘What?’


  


  The four fusion sword dance that was linked to Transcended Link Flower was neutralized without having any effect? Grid was astonished while Abellio gave a new assessment, “Great...”


  


  It was praise. Abellio himself never imagined that he would make such an assessment. He gazed at Grid with anticipation but Grid wasn’t satisfied. Paint was thrown and his one of his ultimate attacks erased, but it was only great?


  


  ‘Are you kidding me?!’


  


  Grid used Open Potential. He wanted to hit Abellio who treated him as a child just once. However...


  


  “This isn’t good.”


  


  Abellio gave his first negative rating. Then he painted a tsunami on the paper and it swept toward Grid.


  


  “Ah...!”


  


  The ability to make a painting real was a scam but the speed of his painting was too fast to handle. Grid couldn’t feel the delay that occurred when Hurent shaped his aura. Grid was swept away by the sudden tsunami and was overwhelmed with helplessness.


  


  Of course, if his stats hadn’t dropped then Abellio wouldn’t have been able to paint at such a leisurely pace. Still, this was a test under the condition where his stats had fallen. The purpose of the test was to prove that he could do something in this state so he was frustrated because he couldn’t do anything.


  


  It didn’t mean he was going to give up. In the midst of being swept away from the tsunami, Grid used Spear Shot and threw a spear toward Abellio. Then he attempted to use 300,000 Army Swordsmanship Stealth Sword to make Abellio look away from his paper. However, Abellio kept using the brush without looking away from the paper. Dozens of cords were drawn and tied up Grid’s body.


  


  ”Damn!” The trapped Grid was cursing when Abellio’s deep voice was heard.


  


  “There are so many physical and mental pressures on the body that your body and heart are being eaten away... correction is needed in order for you to develop... hmm, it won’t be easy.”


  


  “......!”


  


  Grid had a gut feeling. This was clearly a clue to raising his level.


  


  Then the guide’s voice was heard. “Congratulations on passing the third test. Pioneer Grid, the Tower of Wisdom welcomes your visit.”




  Chapter 1220


  Were there any special expectations of the Pioneer? Or did he just miss interacting with others? Abellio’s attitude toward Grid was very friendly.


  


  “What does it mean that there are so many burdens on my body and heart that I can’t develop?”


  


  “It means exactly what it means. The skills that burden your body and your heart are inhibiting your growth.”


  


  “Why?”


  


  “Every time you use a skill, your body and heart need recovery and you can’t afford the enlightenment you need for growth.” 


  


  “Enlighten...ment?”


  


  “In essence, growth comes from experience but experience will become full one day. At this time, the concept that replaces experience is enlightenment.”


  


  “......”


  


  Grid tried to interpret it as simply as possible. Based on Abellio’s words, growth meant level and experience was, well, experience.


  


  Grid looked back and recalled—in order to reach his current level, he had repeatedly leveled up via accumulating experience through quests and hunting, but then at some point, it became difficult. In particular, the amount of experience required for leveling up had risen too much since he reached a certain level and started raiding the yangbans.


  


  ‘Perhaps by killing the transcendent existence that is a half god, the experience that a player can accumulate has reached the limit?’


  


  No, he should think about it in a simpler manner. This had nothing to do with the yangbans. Level 400 must be the maximum level a player can reach via experience alone. To make it easier to level after reaching this point, they needed the concept of enlightenment. So what was enlightenment?


  


  He followed Abellio to the fourth floor and the structure was as complicated as a maze. Based on Abellio’s careful steps, it seemed like it would take some time to reach the destination. This meant there was still time. Grid felt this opportunity shouldn’t be missed and started a barrage of questions. “What is enlightenment? What do I need to gain enlightenment? Do I need to close my eyes and meditate under a waterfall for a certain period of time?”


  


  Grid was troubled as he recalled the scene of the war god follower meditating under the waterfall. Enlightenment? Meditation? Did he really need to level up that way?


  


  ‘Is this really a game? It will be the first virtual reality prayer center. Shit.’


  


  Abellio smiled at Grid who was flustered by the absurdity. “Enlightenment is obtained naturally. In fact, it isn’t something to be conscious of.”


  


  “Naturally...?”


  


  “It is the realization of the skills accumulated in the body and heart in the process of filling the body with skills and reflecting on the heart.”


  


  “Based on just your words, I don’t think it is any different from experience?”


  


  “No, it’s different. Experiencing is something that accumulates when solving an incident or defeating an enemy. Meanwhile, enlightenment can be achieved without doing those things.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Clear quests or hunt to gain experience. This was the ‘experience’ that Abellio was talking about. Then what was enlightenment that could be obtained without clearing quests or hunting?


  


  “Don’t tell me it is shoveling in the air alone... No, does it mean that if I practice by myself, I will gain enlightenment and develop?”


  


  “Haha, it seems that training in the world is called shoveling in the air these days.”


  


  “......”


  


  Training? During the time when he first got Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Grid had devoted himself to training to connect the footwork more quickly and smoothly. He had even been taught using Braham’s experience with Pagma. To be honest, Grid was tired of training. He had even clicked his tongue when he heard that Kraugel had been training in the mountains for three years in game time.


  


  Did Abellio read Grid’s feelings?


  


  “However, as I said earlier, you already have experience. You don’t have to waste time shoveling in the air and can integrate your training into your daily activities.”


  


  “Do you mean that if I engage in the processes of blacksmithing and fighting, that itself is training?”


  


  “Yes, but you have to do it in a way that doesn’t break the harmony of the heart, body, and skill.” 


  


  Finally, it returned to the origin.


  


  “So far, you’ve been pushing the limits of your heart and your body to the extreme. Going beyond the limits is a great experience, isn’t that right?”


  


  That’s right—even when blacksmithing or fighting against strong opponents, Grid went beyond his boundaries, got results, and developed.


  


  “However, your experience is full now and the experience of going beyond the limits is unnecessary. Look back on some of your toughest moments recently.”


  


  “......”


  


  The toughest moments were naturally when he fought the yangbans. Abellio threw a surprising question that hit the key point to Grid. “What did you get when you pushed your body and heart to the limit?”


  


  Unpleasant memories rose in Grid’s mind. After 200,000 Army Crushing Sword, he would use Open Potential and follow up with 300,000 Army Swordsmanship or a five fusion sword dance. He couldn’t even control his body properly and could only stare helplessly at the battlefield. It wasn’t only when he was fighting the yangbans. He was always exhausted every time he had a hard fight and felt helpless and weak for a few seconds.


  


  “You would’ve gained an uncontrollable body and a sense of powerlessness and despair. Your body and heart would be busy sending warnings to you in the extreme crisis and you can’t afford to feel enlightenment.”


  


  


  “......”


  


  Abellio precisely saw through this. He got a single glimpse of Grid using Open Potential during the test and this gave a complete insight into the recent hardships Grid had faced. Grid felt an indescribable shudder and remained silent for a moment before gritting his teeth. He complained without hiding his feelings, “Then what should I do? Do I have to seal off my strongest skills if I want to improve?”


  


  He had long felt the danger. He wondered if it was really okay every time he broke an arm or shoulder or lost health and physical strength in exchange for using his skills. Damn, it hurt to play the game. How could he play the game when tears came out from the pain?


  


  Grid was certain—there were few people in the world who could keep using their skills while enduring the pain of their arms or shoulders breaking. He was confident that an ordinary person who wasn’t accustomed to the pain would’ve sealed the skills or quit the game.


  


  “No, if you seal up the skills you’ve worked hard to build up then all your efforts would’ve been wasted. That isn’t possible.”


  


  In fact, an average person wouldn’t experience what Grid went through. It was uncommon for a person to have a skill with a penalty of great pain. By the time an average person got that skill, they would’ve completed a body that could handle it.


  


  “You must first harmonize your body, mind, and skill.”


  


  Grid had grown so fast that he suffered side effects.


  


  “Although your heart and body have been completed, the reason you can’t bear it is because you’ve accumulated too many types of skills. The fundamental problem is the fighting energy of the Hero King.”


  


  “Huh? Fighting energy?”


  


  The fighting energy resource generated by the Hero King title was Grid’s greatest power. As he kept fighting, he would accumulate more and more fighting energy, which would raise his stats higher and higher. It was the resource that helped complete Grid’s body.


  


  Fighting energy also didn’t conflict with his other skills and stats. The unconvinced Grid was about to argue when Abellio pulled out his brushes and paint and started drawing something on a piece of paper It was a color that resembled the fighting energy wrapped around Grid’s body. Abellio didn’t stop moving the brush. He continued to paint with the same red-purple colour until the paper was wet and about to tear. “Do you know that the former Sword Saint Muller used a combination of fighting energy and sword energy that was joined together as one?”


  


  Abellio shook the paper and it started to tear. “It wasn’t used as a means to strengthen sword energy and fighting energy but to quell the ferocity of fighting energy.”


  


  “......!”


  


  “Fighting energy is a mythical power. It is a great power that a human vessel couldn’t endure. Even a legend or transcendent will be overwhelmed by the fighting energy. There is no room for enlightenment.”


  


  The stunned Grid brought up the details of the Hero King title.


  


  [Hero King]


  


  [A hero of heroes! You are a living myth.]


  


  ‘This...!’


  


  It was stated right there. A myth. In the past, Grid wasn’t sure that the myth class existed and interpreted this as a metaphorical expression, but not now. The myth rated class was an obvious concept and Grid wasn’t yet a myth.


  


  “You must first fuse fighting energy and sword energy. You have to suppress the fighting energy that is invisibly eating at your body and turn it into a complete force. From then on, your energy will be stabilized and your heart, body, and skill will be harmonized.”


  


  [You have acquired new information.]


  


  [The fourth advancement (awakening) public system ‘Enlightenment’ is activated.]


  


  [Enlightenment]


  


  [Continuously gain experience during battles or class-related activities.]


  


  [You are unable to enjoy the effect of Enlightenment due to the ‘fighting energy’ resource.]


  


  “Ah...! I understand what you mean. However, I can’t follow Muller’s progress. What am I supposed to do...”


  


  Step.


  


  Abellio stopped walking through the same section that kept repeating like he was stuck in a maze. Then he pushed at the solid wall to make a new space appear. There was a staircase leading up to the fifth floor. Abellio was already leading Grid upstairs. Grid noticed Abellio’s consideration and was a bit moved.


  


  “Ah! If it isn’t Grid?!”


  


  A familiar voice was heard. Grid looked up and discovered Biban. It was a bit puzzling that a Sword Saint was holding a rag instead of a sword in his hand... 


  


  Abellio smiled at the flustered Grid. “He is Muller’s teacher. He only passed on his techniques indirectly but no one can deny that he is the foundation of Muller. Pioneer Grid, I recommend that you learn how to fuse fighting energy and sword energy from Biban.”


  


  “Huh? Biban didn’t seem to know about fighting energy...”


  


  Biban had sparred with Grid but he never mentioned anything about fighting energy. Honestly, Grid didn’t trust that he could get reliable help from him. Biban’s appearance of being down on the floor in a cat pose while cleaning didn’t show any majesty. However, Biban was confident. “I don’t know what it is but I can help you. I can feel from the energy of the insane dragon iron in your hands that you have completed the mission I entrusted to you. This will be a reward.”


  


  “......”


  


  He didn’t know what it was but he was going to help? They were both tower members but why was there such a big difference? Grid looked between Abellio and Biban with a complicated gaze.


  


  TL: For those confused about 'heart', the word used in Korean can mean heart/mind. After discussing it with some people, I decided to keep it as Heart instead of mind due to various reasons. Just consider it as something similar to mentality/mental state.




  Chapter 1221


  “I don’t know what it is but I can help you. I can feel from the energy of the insane dragon iron in your hands that you have completed the mission I entrusted to you. This will be a reward.”


  


  Biban was Grid’s benefactor. If it wasn’t for the favor he showed during the 9th’s Test, Grid wouldn’t have gained the Matchless Heart Technique. Biban even corrected the Undefeated King’s Swordsmanship. Grid liked Biban. It was a short relationship but he felt absolute liking and gratitude. He just didn’t trust Biban very much at the moment because this person didn’t know what fighting energy was. In the first place, Biban didn’t recognize fighting energy. The proof was that he mistook Grid as Mercedes’ servant on their first meeting.


  


  ‘If Biban knew about the Hero King’s fighting energy then he wouldn’t have mistaken my identity.’


  


  Could such a person help with the fusion of fighting energy and sword energy? Abellio stepped forward as Grid was feeling perplexed.


  


  “The secret techniques that Biban left behind for an unknown genius fell into Muller’s hands and Muller became the greatest legend of all time. It was a glimpse of the Matchless Heart Sword.”


  


  “......”


  


  “It can be said that Biban is the originator of the Matchless Heart Sword and the progenitor of Muller. He will be very helpful to you.”


  


  “What the hell is going on?”


  


  Biban got up while squeezing the wet cloth and urged Abellio to get to the point. Abellio avoided the dirty water and pointed to Grid’s fighting energy.


  


  “The Pioneer of this era has gained the qualification of Hero King and broke the harmony of heart, body, and skill. It is up to you to help him. Is it possible?”


  


  “...The Hero King?”


  


  Biban cocked his head and looked like he didn’t know. His attitude made Grid feel even more uneasy. In the end, Grid asked directly, “Biban, you didn’t know I was the Hero King?”


  


  “Huh, you are still daring. Are you trying to test me? Don’t doubt people. I was just glad to hear that you became the Hero King.”


  


  “You just heard about it now? I became the Hero King a number of years ago...”


  


  “For a transcendent like me who lives for eternity, time is gratuitous. Decades ago is the same as yesterday and a few years ago is the same as now. It is pointless to discuss the past and present.”


  


  “Then why do you keep avoiding my eyes?”


  


  “I’ve been tasked with the great mission of purifying the tower and I’m looking for dust that might be stuck somewhere.”


  


  ‘He is really...’


  


  Grid sent Abellio a look asking for help. Abellio smiled and reassured Grid, “Don’t think too much. He is joking.”


  


  In fact, Abellio’s innermost thoughts were different. He noticed that Biban really didn’t know. It was understandable. The Hero King’s fighting energy was a mythical force. He didn’t know that the energy Grid wore was fighting energy when Grid had been a legend for less than 20 years. No, even if he knew it was fighting energy, he might not have associated it with the Hero King.


  


  In Biban’s vision, the Hero King was an absolute strong person but Grid hadn’t reached that level.


  


  “I see...”


  


  Grid wasn’t very convinced but he had no choice but to nod. He didn’t feel the need to fight for the truth. It wasn’t important if Biban knew about fighting energy or not.


  


  Step.Step.


  


  Biban was descending the stairs. He held a bucket full of dirty water and a wet cloth but his eyes were deep and still, as if he was looking at the universe.


  


  “In any case, we’ve lost quite a bit of time.”


  


  “......”


  


  “If ordinary people have experiences like yours, they will naturally gain insight and improve. However, your body has been swallowed up by fighting energy and this didn’t work fully. You will barely take one step while others take ten steps. It is really unfortunate.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Grid’s distrust toward Biban was washed away. Seeing that he gave the same explanation as Abellio, it seemed he truly was a tower member. It reminded Grid that Biban was the one responsible for the birth of Sword Saint Muller. At the same time, he felt like he had been hit in the back of the head.


  


  ‘You will barely take one step while others take ten steps. It is really unfortunate?’


  


  Grid recalled the information from the enlightenment system that had been activated a little while ago. It was a system that allowed players to gain experience on an ongoing basis when doing class-specific activities or battles. It was the fourth class advancement (awakening) ‘public’ system. However, Grid had a warning message added.


  


  [You are unable to enjoy the effect of Enlightenment due to the ‘fighting energy’ resource.]


  


  ‘...Ah.’


  


  Grid felt dizzy. He realized it. If he didn’t have fighting energy, the enlightenment system would’ve activated naturally without going through the process of obtaining this information. This meant that a typical player had no problem growing after reaching level 400. Rather, it seemed that the majority of people would be able to grow faster after level 400.


  


  The enlightenment system existed because the system itself took care of non-combat professional classes or classes where it was hard to get ‘great results.’


  


  ‘The higher the level, the more the gap between players will decrease. Is this one of the reasons?’


  


  Grid let out a deep sigh. His red face was back to normal. His anger had quickly subsided. In fact, the enlightenment system was convincing when he looked at it. The traditional way to level up was to clear high difficulty quests or defeat high level monsters and NPCs. This was too cruel for the relative underdogs who made up the absolute majority of the two billion players.


  


  ‘I didn’t think the experience required to level up was appropriate.’


  


  


  It was definitely a tough game if it required leveling up in the usual manner. Grid sighed as he recalled all the hardships and adversities he experienced to reach level 408. ‘I had fighting energy so I was able to defeat the yangbans and my level went up...’


  


  Don’t be too sorry. Don’t think that he was the one who suffered disadvantages alone. From the time when he gained fighting energy, he gained a strength above his level. Due to fighting energy, he was able to reach this position very quickly...


  


  Grid organized his mind and politely asked Biban, “Biban, please teach me how to curb fighting energy.”


  


  “Um...”


  


  Biban didn’t respond quickly. He didn’t care about the dirty wet cloth touching his forearm and thought hard with crossed arms. Grid gulped. Biban’s silence felt like it lasted an exceptionally long time.


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  What was bothering him? Biban was distressed by his inability to come up with an answer and blew his nose with the wet cloth. He wiped his nose and then spoke with a complicated expression, “In my view, the only way to suppress fighting energy is to fuse it with sword energy and weaken the inherent effects of fighting energy. However, in order to accumulate a sword energy that can bear this mythical power, you need to master the Matchless Heart Technique...”


  


  Biban’s face darkened as he peeked at Grid’s sword energy. “Your Matchless Heart Technique is still Level 1.”


  


  Level 1. This was the current state of the Matchless Heart Technique that Grid had learned. It only had 50% of the experience bar filled.


  


  “How much time will it take for me to reach the mastered level in the Matchless Heart Technique?’


  


  The good news was that the formula for acquiring experience with the Matchless Heart Technique was the ‘recovery of sword energy.’ After Grid consumed sword energy, the experience would increase in proportion to the amount of sword energy restored with the Matchless Heart Technique. This meant that he could intentionally gain experience. However, as with most skills, the experience gain rate would decrease as it leveled up. It might take years to reach level 10.


  


  “Hah...” Grid gave a deep sigh and eventually lowered his head. Unbearable despair struck him.


  


  Biban patted him on the shoulder. “Don’t be too frustrated. This is the Tower of Wisdom. It is the place where the geniuses of each era are gathered. It is also a mysterious place that runs on a dragon’s heart. There will surely be a good method.”


  


  “......”


  


  “First, let’s go see the other tower members. I’m sure that everyone will welcome your arrival after finishing your first mission successfully.”


  


  “...Thank you, Biban.”


  


  Grid didn’t do anything special for Biban but he was very moved because Biban was kind to him. Thus, he couldn’t say anything. Grid, who was following behind Biban up the stairs, stopped in place and stood beside Abellio. He walked as far away from Biban as possible.


  


  Biban couldn’t hide his sadness. “What is it? Our relationship is deeper. Why are you walking beside Abellio instead of me?”


  


  “That...”


  


  Grid couldn’t speak candidly and Abellio replied on his behalf, “It is because you smell.”


  


  “Smell?”


  


  “You rubbed your face with the wet cloth and the stench has spread.”


  


  “Shit! Why are you only saying that now?”


  


  Biban threw the wet cloth away and rushed up the stairs. He was embarrassed to show off this ugly appearance.


  


  Abellio told the sorry Grid, “Biban is a wonderful man. It is just that compared to the relatively ordinary tower members, he has very good concentration. Once immersed in a situation, he often can’t look around. Please understand.”


  


  “Ah... I already know it.”


  


  “Huhu, I’m glad you know. I was afraid you would be disappointed.”


  


  “Haha...”


  


  There was nothing to feel disappointed about. The first impression was already the worst. Grid shook his head and walked alongside Abellio to the top floor of the tower, the 10th floor.


  


  “The seventh seat, Abellio, presents the Pioneer of this era.” Abellio guided Grid into the room and bowed politely to the people sitting at the round table.


  


  Everyone at the round table got up, bowed to Abellio, and then turned to Grid.


  


  “I can feel Pagma’s energy.”


  


  “Is this Braham’s magic power?”


  


  “The Hero King’s fighting energy! It’s great!”


  


  The other tower masters were completely different from Biban. From the first meeting, they saw many things about Grid and showed great interest. However, only one of them penetrated Grid completely.


  


  “The power of a god.”


  


  The 1st seat, Hayate—only he was paying attention to Grid’s heart.




  Chapter 1222


  Just because King Arthur and his knights sat side by side at the round table didn’t mean their positions were equal. The meaning of the round table was equality but this was sometimes symbolic. It was the case now. The seat where Hayate sat was the top seat.


  


  Once he opened his mouth, all the tower members listened politely.


  


  “The righteous being of the east has been revived. It seems that you resurrected the red phoenix?” Hayate smiled as he gazed at Grid's heart, as if he was seeing through everything and looking directly at the heart of the red phoenix. “I never thought that a human would share the most noble life of the red phoenix of the Four Auspicious Beasts. I’m proud to be a fellow human being.”


  


  “...Do you know the true myth of the East Continent?”


  


  For Grid, the encounter with Biban and Abellio was shocking. Both of them recognized the problem that Grid was experiencing and taught him, so Grid felt awe at the existence of the tower members. However, Hayate saw much more than they did. He knew more.


  


  “The Tower of Wisdom doesn’t distinguish the world between east to west. We always see it as the same world.”


  


  “Is that true?”


  


  The person who asked the question was Biban, not Grid.


  


  Hayate smiled graciously while 2nd Seat Fronzaltz stared at him with a grim look. Hayate spoke, “Sir Biban might not know it. By the time Sir Biban joined the tower, the dragons’ activity radius had been reduced to the west.”


  


  “Hayate! There are records in the tower, a history! If Biban had the minimum level of consciousness then he wouldn’t be unaware of our past activities!”


  


  The 2nd seat Fronzaltz simultaneously criticized Biban’s ignorance and Hayate’s soft attitude. He was dissatisfied with Biban who hadn’t built up even the basic knowledge, causing him to ask silly questions. He also didn’t like that Hayate defended him instead of punishing him.


  


  ‘This has probably happened more than once or twice...’


  


  As the atmosphere became worse, Grid shut his mouth and stepped back. Then he glanced at the other tower members. Biban, who made Fronzaltz explode, rubbed his ears like he was mocking Fronzaltz. Meanwhile, the 8th seat, Jessica, mouthed a warning to him.


  


  The rest of the members were just smiling like Hayate. They seemed bold and generous like the apostles of justice devoted to defending the world from the mighty enemies, the dragons. Fronzaltz sighed and told Biban, “From today on, read the records of the tower and learn about the history of the tower. Then I’ll get rid of your 10 years cleaning punishment.”


  


  “The books in the tower are all written in ancient runes. How do you want me to read them?”


  


  “Study!”


  


  “I would rather clean up. No, I will focus on purification and training.”


  


  “You!” Fronzaltz’s face turned red as he gritted his teeth. In the relatively free association, he was the only one obsessed with rules and control. 


  


  Grid understood his feelings. ‘He is in Lauel’s position.’


  


  In particular, the more free-spirited the leader, the more likely it was for his subordinate to make things serious. Someone had to strictly maintain the rules in order to maintain the organization. Fronzaltz argued a bit more with Biban before sighing and bowing to Grid. He apologized for showing a bad attitude. Grid smiled awkwardly and glanced at Biban. He was still digging at his ears like a naughty five year old child. In any case, the atmosphere calmed down. Hayate glanced at the other tower members.


  


  Then the tower members started to introduce themselves to Grid.


  


  “I’m the 8th seat, Jessica. I used to be a great magician in the same era as Biban.”


  


  “...!”


  


  It has been said many times, the history that players could easily access was just the previous generation of legends. The history of generations decades or hundreds of years earlier was difficult to access because it was too long ago. There were too many documents that were lost or classified in the process of winning or losing wars. Even so, Jessica’s name was famous enough that Grid had heard of it. 


  


  ‘The founder of echo magic.’


  


  He often heard the names Haksen and Jessica from magicians such as Zednos and Laella while doing quests together. Haksen’s highest point magic and Jessica’s echo magic... Among them, echo magic was still being studied.


  


  “It is an honor to meet you.”


  


  Jessica held out a hand and Grid shook it seriously. The actual encounter with a historical being was a thrilling experience every time.


  


  “I’m the 6th seat, Ken. I’m a martial artist.”


  


  “I’m the 5th seat, Jurene. A monster tamer.”


  


  “I’m Betty... the 4th seat.”


  


  All three were names he was hearing for the first time. Like Abellio, they must’ve been active before Biban and Jessica. It was just that Ken and Jurene were young men and Betty was a young girl so he was once again struck by the existence of legends.


  


  ‘Immortal beings...’


  


  It was ironic that most legends of the previous generation disappeared after their deaths. Grid was engulfed in a strange mood when the 3rd seat rose. He was a man over two meters tall and his hand was so big that he could hold a watermelon in one hand. He didn’t look like a human and instead seemed to be of another species.


  


  “I’m Radwolf. I’m a scientist.”


  


  ‘A scientist?’


  


  Was there ever a legendary scientist? Grid found it a bit strange and Radwolf added an explanation, “I’m a giant.”


  


  “...!!”


  


  


  Grid was reminded of the relics of the ancient giants. A war weapon that fueled Imperial Prince Edan’s ambitions.


  


  ‘The magic machines!’


  


  How did the tower members fight against the dragons? Grid had been questioning this after his experience with Biban and his doubts were finally resolved. Grid once again realized that the standards of the tower members gathered here was more than he imagined.


  


  Fronzaltz shook hands with Grid who gulped. “I’m the 2nd seat. Radwolf’s brother.”


  


  The giants still existed. However, they lost most of their intelligence and were treated almost as monsters. Meanwhile, Radwolf and Fronzaltz were ancient giants who were hailed as ‘wise warriors.’ Grid shook hands with Fronzaltz and finally shifted his gaze to Hayate, the top seat.


  


  Unlike Radwolf and Fronzaltz, who gave off an intimidating impression due to their well-developed bones, Hayate was a pure human. He had blond hair, blue eyes, a handsome beard, and an elegant expression. He was a man with all the aristocratic traits that people commonly thought of.


  


  He gave a brief but intense introduction. “Dragon Slayer.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “I am the first legend of humanity.”


  


  ***


  


  Dragon Slayer—it was a title that every gamer was envious of. Most games portrayed dragons as unique and the title ‘Dragon Slayer’ had its own unique style. In particular, Dragon Slayer in Satisfy was almost treated as an illusion.


  


  In Satisfy, dragons weren’t the target of a raid but a disaster in itself. Who would dare to fight an enemy that couldn’t be resisted? If a player really existed with the Dragon Slayer title then it was just a fake half-title obtained from hunting a wyvern. In fact, the inhabitants and history of Satisfy didn’t mention the word Dragon Slayer. Moreover, this was the first time Grid heard there was a Dragon Slayer among the legends. Yet right in front of him stood a man that claimed to be a Dragon Slayer.


  


  “I was lucky.”


  


  On the 10th floor of the tower...


  


  Hayate had invited Grid to the study and served tea. Then he started the conversation with a bitter look, “I stumbled upon a dragon who was wounded in a power struggle. I was terrified by his pressure. I struggled desperately to survive and finally cut his throat.”


  


  “......”


  


  Grid realized something when he saw Hayate speak as if the saga was a shameful thing. It was that Hayate’s pride as a warrior was beyond imagination. Grid seemed to understand why this person liked Biban. Grid was thinking this when he suddenly made eye contact with Hayate. Hayate’s gaze toward Grid went beyond liking and became envy. Why was the 1st seat of the tower looking at him like this?


  


  Hayate told the flustered Grid, “The status you have built up… it isn’t something you can do just because you’re lucky.”


  


  Of course, Grid could’ve been lucky once or twice. No, he could’ve been lucky more than that. However, it was unreasonable that Grid solved all the incidents that built up his status with luck.


  


  “I’m in awe of all the hard work, tenacity, and skills you’ve shown in order to overcome all the events you could or couldn’t have avoided.”


  


  "You're overpraising me."


  


  “I’m certain. All the achievements you have built up alone are more wonderful and greater than the sum of achievements of the tower members. The other tower members knew this and invited you to the round table without conducting a test.”


  


  Originally, the tower had two types of tests. The first type was a basic set of tests to prove the qualifications of the Pioneer, while the second type was individual tests given personally by each tower member in order for the Pioneer to show off their skills to the tower members. In fact, before he traveled to the East Continent, Grid had been tested by Biban. Yet this time, Grid skipped the second test. It was a sign that his skills had improved dramatically after traveling to the East Continent and that he was acknowledged by the tower members.


  


  “...No, it isn’t a status I built up myself. I always had my colleagues.”


  


  It ranged from Noe and Randy to the 10 meritorious retainers and Braham. There was always someone by Grid’s side. Even if Grid was alone, many people supported him so he could reach it. In the days when he had a low level, Grid wouldn’t have easily taken on new challengers without the materials and crafting recipes acquired by the Overgeared members. If it wasn’t for Lauel, Grid wouldn’t have gained the throne. Grid’s conscience meant he couldn’t deny all their help and activities that helped him reach this point.


  


  Hayate’s gaze deepened. “That makes you even greater. You have already achieved the ideals that I seek.”


  


  “Cough...”


  


  Wasn’t this interpretation too good? Grid was so embarrassed that he coughed. Hayate smiled like Grid was cute and then looked over the wall of his study. The portraits of the tower members, including Hayate, were hanging there. Hayate continued speaking, “The reason I built the tower was because I knew my own limits. I wanted to gather colleagues to fight together.”


  


  “Your own limits...”


  


  Grid got a glimpse of the hardships and adversities that Hayate had experienced. How difficult would it have been for him to decide to fight to protect the world and build the tower? Grid took out that insane dragon iron he had prepared and handed it to Hayate. Then—


  


  [The Tower’s Mission quest has been completed.]


  


  [Dragon Scale Box has been acquired as a quest reward.]


  


  The quest was completed and he was able to get the reward he wanted. However, the rewards that Grid would receive weren’t over yet.


  


  “The development of the Dragon Killing Sword requires infinite sword energy.”


  


  “Huh?”


  


  “The thing you must seek to suppress fighting energy is infinite sword energy. I think I can help you. How about it?”


  


  “...!”




  Chapter 1223


  ‘I didn’t expect for this to happen...’


  


  Grid’s visit to the Tower of Wisdom was because he wanted Biban’s help. He had hoped he would find clues to his bottlenecked progress and to gain permission to spread the Matchless Heart Technique. Yes, meeting the other tower members and completing the Tower’s Mission quest were just secondary purposes. To be honest, he was reluctant to meet the tower members.


  


  Grid knew from experience so far how people who had built up their own beliefs for hundreds of years could devastate others. It was just like his first meeting with Braham and Biban. Meeting the new tower members seemed likely to cause a tiring event and he was therefore reluctant to do so. Yet what was the reality?


  


  “How about it? Will you accept my teachings for a while?”


  


  “......”


  


  The nature and attitude of the tower members were too different from Grid’s expectations. They might take pride in themselves but they weren’t arrogant. They knew how to respect others. They showed their wisdom by focusing on what was behind the story rather than the facts in front of them. They were good people. They were respectable people.


  


  Grid was convinced. ‘Nothing good will come from deceiving them.’


  


  The Tower of Wisdom thought that the insane dragon iron was dangerous. They analyzed that the person who currently owned the insane dragon iron would destroy the world if it was misused. The one who owned the insane dragon iron was Grid.


  


  ‘They are people I can talk to. I can trust them to listen to and consider my words if I tell them I can control the insane dragon iron.’


  


  There was no eternal secret. He wouldn’t be able to handle it if he was later caught by the tower members and they felt angry and disappointed. It was better to be honest from the beginning. As Grid was thinking, Hayate felt troubled.“It seems that my suggestion has flustered you. Excuse me.”


  


  The Dragon Killing Sword—he was a bit perplexed that Grid didn’t respond even though he was trying to pass on the secret technique that had killed a dragon. Rather, he was concerned that he had made a mistake based on Grid’s reaction. Grid looked at Hayate’s expression that was as colorful as his years and quickly rose from his seat. Then he bowed politely and deeply.


  


  “Hayate, in fact, I’ve been deceiving the Tower of Wisdom.”


  


  “Hrmm?”


  


  “The owner of the insane dragon iron... is me. I already had the insane dragon iron before I knew the tower existed.”


  


  Grid closed his eyes. It was to prepare for Hayate’s anger. Surprisingly, Hayate was quiet. There was no response after a long time and the puzzled Grid slowly opened his eyes and raised his head. Hayate stared straight at Grid and opened his mouth, “You must’ve been anxious all the time after learning that the insane dragon iron could destroy the world.”


  


  “No, I have complete control over the insane dragon iron.”


  


  Grid was sincere. In the process of creating Greed using the insane dragon iron, he fully understood how to suppress the properties of the insane dragon iron. That’s why he was confident.


  


  “Why are you confessing this? It wouldn’t matter if you had complete control and kept it a secret forever.”


  


  “The tower showed me trust first so I thought it was right to give back this trust.”


  


  “It is a rash confession. From the standpoint of the tower, I can’t ignore the owner of the insane dragon iron. I must recover the insane dragon iron.”


  


  “Do you mean you can’t trust me?”


  


  “I trust you. If I don’t believe in you who shares your life with the noble red phoenix, who in the world can I trust? The problem is that the world isn’t easy. How could there be only one or two people aiming for the insane dragon iron in the world?”


  


  “There are people aiming for the insane dragon iron?”


  


  “You should know that if the insane dragon irons grows beyond a certain amount, the magic power of the insane dragon iron will become stronger and it will be a target of all dragons.”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “It is natural for the world to perish once there is a conflict between dragons. There are countless existences who want the world to perish.”


  


  “Are you referring to the great demons as an example?”


  


  “It can also be a human or a god. They were born with a grudge against the world.”


  


  “......”


  


  “There are so many who are going to deceive you or hurt you by targeting the insane dragon iron. Or do you think you can forever defend the insane dragon iron from them?”


  


  “That...”


  


  Grid failed to answer. Greed was a class-specific item. Only Grid had the right to own and use it and there was no fear of it dropping upon death. However, the small amount of insane dragon iron remaining after producing Greed was different. Grid was confident he could protect Greed but he couldn’t claim to be able to protect the insane dragon iron, which was separate from him. If so, what about the tower?


  


  “...What about the tower? Are you saying the tower can defend the insane dragon iron?” Grid hurriedly asked.


  


  The answer was once again unexpected. “No.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “We will block the danger by destroying it.”


  


  “......”


  


  “I will ask you bluntly. What is the quantity of insane dragon iron left that isn’t fused with pavranium?”


  


  “……! Did you know about pavranium?”


  


  “Pagma, who pioneered his own path with a firm faith; Braham, who exceeded his limits with his hate-filled obsession; Muller, who was on the verge of turning all things in the world into a sword; and Madra, who had the strongest talent of all time in the east and west—the tower has paid attention to their activities. It is because their presence was so huge. It is impossible for us to not know that the Pagma and Braham created the great mineral pavranium.”


  


  


  “......”


  


  Hayate, whose expression had stiffened after Grid’s confession, started smiling again. “I knew it. I’ve noticed that you’ve been intentionally hiding pavranium since I’ve never seen traces of pavranium anywhere in your armor. I wondered about the reason why you had to hide it and I thought about the insane dragon iron.”


  


  “You saw it... I’ve already fused the insane dragon iron and pavranium into one and there’s only a small amount of insane dragon iron left.”


  


  This was bad. Grid never dreamt that Hayate would know about the fusion of pavranium and insane dragon iron. Greed was in danger. He might need to separate pavranium and the insane dragon to give it to the tower.


  


  ‘I acted too rashy.’


  


  Hayate bowed to Grid who was biting his nails nervously. “Thank you.”


  


  “...Huh?”


  


  “Thank you for telling me honestly and trusting in the tower. Thanks to this, the tower was able to clear up even the smallest doubts about you. I’m glad to make a new friend.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “I will leave the insane dragon iron to you. We don’t have the authority to take it away, especially if you have complete control over it. Aren’t you the world’s greatest authority when it comes to minerals?”


  


  “Is it really okay? What if someone takes away the insane dragon iron?”


  


  “The insane dragon iron that has already been fused with pavranium isn’t something that can easily be taken away by others. The problem is the amount of insane dragon iron left unfused... Didn’t you say it was only a small amount? If you control it well, I have confidence that you won’t let the insane dragon iron multiply to that point.”


  


  “Why... why do you trust me so much?”


  


  At this point, it was almost a burden. Hayate checked and refilled the empty mug of the anxious Grid and spoke hurriedly, “The reason I can trust you with a smile isn’t because I’m impressed by your power.”


  


  The teacup was filled. The tea leaves in the teacup stopped shaking and became centered as the hot water filled up.


  


  “Your epics where you fought for others and the world made me respect and trust you. That’s all. The reason I trust you is because you are you.”


  


  “......!”


  


  Grid’s doubts and confusion cleared. He awakened from his complex thoughts and his wavering pupils became firm.


  


  “I will reward your faith.”


  


  The reason why Grid left a small amount of insane dragon iron behind was simple. It was with the vague idea that it would one day be reused. In fact, he didn’t have to leave it behind. Grid already had Greed. The role of the insane dragon iron could be replaced by Greed. However, the insane dragon iron couldn’t replace the role of Greed.


  


  “Excuse me a moment.” Grid asked Hayate for his understanding and pulled out a portable furnace and white phosphorus wood. He took out all the insane dragon iron he had and melted it in the fire. “There is no need for an object that is just harmful. Isn't that right?"


  


  “Umm...”


  


  The words Grid spoke while working made Hayate realize that Grid was really serious. There were few normal people among legends and transcendents.


  


  “Pant.Pant.Pant.”


  


  On the 10th floor of the Tower of Wisdom... 


  


  In the sacred space where the Dragon Slayer lived, the sound of the bellows echoed constantly. It was a scene that no one could’ve imagined.


  


  ***


  


  “It isn’t the Dragon Killing Sword itself that I’m trying to teach you.”


  


  Infinite sword energy was the basis for the development of the Dragon Killing Sword. Hayate was only going to teach Grid this much.


  


  “It is because your heart still isn’t strong enough to bear the Dragon Killing Sword. You might be swallowed by the Dragon Killing Sword while trying to control fighting energy.”


  


  “I understand. It is an honor to be taught anything.”


  


  The sparring field was dyed all white. In this different dimension of space where the beginning and end were unknown, Grid found it hard to suppress the pounding of his heart. Humanity’s first legend—this was an opportunity to be taught by the Dragon Slayer, who was moving toward a myth... it felt like his heart would burst.


  


  Hayate pulled out the sword and gripped it. The sword energy that was released instantly formed a wave and dominated the space.


  


  “The approach to energy varies from person to person. Some people accumulated it and some borrowed it. An easy example is the Matchless Heart Technique and Natural State. Matchless Heart Technique is a method of accumulation while Natural State borrows it. On the other hand, the Dragon Killing Sword—”


  


  The sword energy gradually grew stronger. Hayate’s sword was dyed with a pure white brilliance.


  


  “It is real visualization. That’s why there are no restrictions.”


  


  “......!”


  


  In Grid’s mind, the tragedy that befell Berith’s body came to mind. It was when he was cut by Sword Saint Kraugel’s Heart Sword.




  Chapter 1224


  “It is real visualization... isn’t this the realm of a Sword Saint?”


  


  The Dragon Killing Sword and Kraugel’s Heart Sword contained the same concept. This meant that by learning the Dragon Killing Sword, he was qualified to be a Sword Saint. Grid wasn’t happy. He felt uncomfortable. He was worried that he would take away Kraugel’s pride and self-esteem.


  


  Hayate laughed as he read the complex emotions on Grid’s face. “As expected. In the present era, you are filled with misunderstandings about the Sword Saint.”


  


  “Huh?”


  


  “Heart Sword isn’t the measure of a Sword Saint. It is just one of the numerous swordsmanship that a Sword Saint can create.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “Even if Dragon Killing Sword contains the same concept as the Heart Sword, it doesn’t mean you can enter the realm of a Sword Saint just by learning it.”


  


  “......”


  


  “In this day and age, the weight of the name Sword Saint is too light. Perhaps it is because Sword Saint Kraugel of the current era is still in the development stage.”


  


  Hayate smiled. It was because Grid’s eyes had become a bit fierce. “Don’t get me wrong. I don’t intend to demean Kraugel.”


  


  “What are you saying... I’m not misunderstanding.”


  


  ‘Do you know what type of expression you’re making?’


  


  Hayate vaguely inferred the relationship between Grid and Kraugel and smiled. “Bluntly speaking, Dragon Killing Sword is different from Heart Sword. You are misunderstanding the concept of embodiment and willpower. Willpower is the heart trying to accomplish something while visualization means expressing the state of the mind. It is about the image encompassing the will.”


  


  “If it encompasses it... are you implying that the Dragon Killing Sword is a higher level of swordsmanship than the Heart Sword?”


  


  If Hayate was a normal person then he would absolutely say no. However, Hayate was a Dragon Slayer.


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “Pant...”


  


  “Just, it is still incomplete. Since it is affected by the user’s state of mind, sometimes it can’t exercise its power. Strictly speaking, it is a skill that requires a higher level of difficulty than the Heart Sword.”


  


  “...!”


  


  It was like a bolt from the blue to Grid. It was more difficult than Heart Sword?


  


  ‘How can I learn that?’


  


  Grid was at least intelligent enough not to overestimate himself. He was convinced that his talent wouldn’t allow him to learn the Dragon Killing Sword.


  


  “Don’t worry. As I said, I’m not trying to pass on the Dragon Killing Sword. I just want to teach you infinite sword energy.”


  


  Infinite sword energy was only one of the conditions for gaining the Dragon Killing Sword. Hayate’s finger pointed at Grid’s chest. “There is a limit to the vessel of human beings. Even if they build up their energy for thousands of years, it can’t be infinite.”


  


  Hayate’s finger pointed to the air this time. The elegant hand gestures were impressive.


  


  “On the other hand, the universe is infinite and the energy that exists in all of it is infinite. However, it is impossible to borrow all of them. It is because the size of a human is smaller than dust compared to all things and they are bound by the concept of space.”


  


  Grid recalled Piaro’s Natural State and Braham’s Mana Drain. Piaro drew the energy of nature from the surroundings while Braham took the mana of all things around him and made it his own. They didn’t exert influence over the entire world.


  


  “I understand. You’re saying that it is impossible to achieve infinite sword energy in the usual way.”


  


  “Yes, this is why even legends or transcendents can’t cut the scales of a dragon. Well, the ordinary legends or transcendents, anyway.”


  


  Hayate recalled the distant past. It was a green dragon that simmered with rage. The appearance of the relatives who died from the one who devastated his hometown and turned it into scorched earth was now forgotten. Only the affection they gave him still remained.


  


  “When I first met the dragon... I used all sorts of means to cut him. I stabbed, wielded all types of weapons, and bombarded him with the magic power I was proud of, but it was useless. The attacks I trained all my life in only left scratches on the hard scales.”


  


  There was hope. The scales of the place where the enemy was bitten by another dragon was rotten and couldn’t regenerate. The dragon was exhausted and most of his magic power was used to protect and recover his wounds. His struggle-filled attacks failed to put an end to Hayate. Hayate had a chance to fight back.


  


  “Once I realized that I couldn’t cut the dragon with the physical concepts I knew, I craved a stronger power. First, I discarded the mold of skill. I just had the idea of cutting him down so I acquired the Heart Sword.”


  


  ‘Is this a true story...?’


  


  The body of a superhuman, the magic power he was so proud of, and finally Heart Sword... 


  


  Hayate was already the strongest before he became a Dragon Slayer. Grid gulped as in his mind, he saw Madra rather than Hayate. Undefeated King Madra—even Hayate had given him the evaluation of the one with the most talent from the east to the west... the more Grid discovered, the greater Madra became.


  


  “My will was to cut him, cut him, and cut him again.


  


  “......”


  


  “Nevertheless, it was lacking. Just the willpower to cut him couldn’t drive the mythical dragon to death. It was a frustrating situation. My already exhausted body and mind stopped working while the dragon was recovering in real time. I had to watch his scales recover and my emotion at that time was...”


  


  A pure white space—the unidentified space that had been stirred by Hayate’s sword energy calmed down. The sword energy wasn’t gone. It flowed quietly like a shallow river and Hayate’s sword energy didn’t dry up.


  


  "...It was interesting. I had already lost and wasn’t aware of what I experienced or saw. I just moved like a machine. I took a step in order to reach something in front of me and ended up swinging my sword.” 


  


  His body was already a mess but he didn’t realize it because he felt no pain. He could move because there was no pain. It was a completely unconscious state.


  


  “This was the image that dominated me at that time. All the wishes engraved in my heart—the desire for greater power, the obsession to cut him, and the hope to end this disaster—they awakened me to a new world.”


  


  That world was...


  


  “This... place?” 


  


  The power needed to cut a dragon. The infinite sword energy existed in this pure white space. Grid got goosebumps.


  


  


  "Correct,” Hayate replied positively.


  


  The incandescent sword was imbued with immeasurable power.


  


  “Biban’s Matchless Heart Technique is to ‘continuously recover’ sword energy while the Dragon Killing Sword is to establish a sword technique that ‘never dries up.’”


  


  “......”


  


  “The method Sword Saint Muller used to suppress fighting energy was to lock it in his mana core. He placed the water called fighting energy into the well called the mana core and covered it with sword energy.”


  


  It wasn’t a fusion, but merely a balance created according to the rules set by Muller.


  


  “On the other hand, your fighting energy will be in your mental world. The infinite sword energy hovering in your mental world will eventually merge together with it, becoming one. That is true fusion, a harmony.”


  


  Hayate was insistent that the direction he presented would produce better results than the direction Muller pursued.


  


  “......”


  


  Grid’s body trembled. Sword Saint Muller was always mentioned when discussing the greatest legends of all time. Grid couldn’t help shivering when he saw the possibility of transcending Muller in some way. Of course, it was only a moment. Grid’s face that was red with excitement soon cooled down. “There is one more thing I hadn’t confessed.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “I... I am lacking talent. Hayate, I won’t be able to learn it even if you teach me.”


  


  Even the yangban Garam hadn’t properly realized a mental world. If he had been able to embody such a mental world, he would’ve completely isolated Grid from the world without using shortcuts such as amulets to separate the space. As far as Grid knew, Braham and Hayate were the only two people able to create a perfect mental world. They were all geniuses of the century. He was a stupid person with no talent. How could he open up the mental world...?


  


  Hayate’s fingers appeared in front of the frustrated Grid’s eyes. Hayate’s finger was pointed at Grid’s heart. No, to be precise, he was pointing at the red phoenix’s heart that overlapped with Grid’s heart. “You have more than talent.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “It is the power of a god. Look back. You can create another space that is already isolated from the world.”


  


  “...!”


  


  The red phoenix’s heart. The power of a god. A space isolated from the world.


  


  A skill flashed in Grid’s mind as he listened to Hayate’s words. ‘Storm of the Fire God!’


  


  It was field magic that maximized the presence of the caster. It was clearly a space that was completely different from ordinary space. Grid realized why field magic was rare. Field magic was also a type of mental world. No, to be exact, it was a mental world. In any case, there was a reason why not everyone could use it.


  


  “B-But to call this my mental world...”


  


  “To be exact, it is the mental world of the red phoenix.”


  


  “...?!”


  


  “It is the mental world of a god. It might be just a piece but its function is certain.’


  


  Hayate’s finger pierced Grid’s chest.


  


  “Uh!” Grid groaned at the strange sensation.


  


  However, Hayate didn’t care. Grid quickly turned red but Hayate ignored it and injected more magic power into his finger. Then the infinite sword energy that flowed inside Hayate’s mental world started to be sucked into Grid’s heart, no, the red phoenix’s heart.


  


  Hayate was smiling. “The easier it is to study, the better.”


  


  “Ah...! Ack...!”


  


  The absorption of the sword energy was still progressing. Grid forgot to breathe as the peak experience he had never felt before flowed into his body. The heart of the red phoenix was making a difference.


  


  [The power of the Absolute is flowing into the Red Phoenix’s 9th Heart.]


  


  [A new field effect, ‘Infinite Sword Energy,’ has been added to Storm of the Fire God.]


  


  “...Absolute?”


  


  Grid’s spirit awakened from the pleasure. His trembling pupils saw a golden light shining around Hayate’s body. Hayate’s expression was bitter like he had taken strong medicine.


  


  “There are no records in the world about me killing a dragon. It is because all the witnesses are dead.”


  


  “......”


  


  “It is the dragon race, not the human race, that keeps speaking of me. I am cursed due to the dragons’ terrible words of contempt and hatred toward me. So put away your envy. It is you, not me, who deserves to receive that look.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Perhaps it was because they were connected by sword energy? Grid gritted his teeth as he felt Hayate’s terrible pain and grief. His eyes became bloodshot.


  


  [An unknown person is writing the sixth epic.]


  


  [The beginning of the narrative begins with the confession of a lonely Absolute.]


  


  “I... I got to know you.”


  


  [He dared to comfort the one who stood higher than himself.]


  


  “That lizard bastards who cursed you, I will surely destroy them someday.”




  Chapter 1225


  Grid didn’t know the conditions for an epic to occur. He just vaguely thought that he had to make great achievements. However, the truth was different. The epics that Grid had written so far weren’t only focused on achievements but also on relationships. The fifth epic proved this. Therefore...


  


  “I am cursed due to the dragons’ terrible words of contempt and hatred toward me. So put away your envy. It is you, not me, who deserves to receive that look.”


  


  “......”


  


  In the process of his conversation and building up rapport with the special being called the Dragon Slayer, Grid felt expectant. He thought that a sixth epic would occur soon. Then his prediction came true.


  


  [The beginning of the narrative begins with the confession of a lonely Absolute.]


  


  “I got to know you.” 


  


  [He dared to comfort the one who stood higher than himself.]


  


  “The lizard bastards who cursed you, I will surely destroy them someday.”


  


  An epic occurred and Grid expressed his feelings truthfully. He spoke candidly about Hayate’s pain and sorrow and his desire to overcome it together. Grid knew it was enough. So far, the epics had responded to his feelings and he believed this time would be the same. However, this time was different.


  


  “Shh.” Hayate blocked Grid’s mouth. His expression hardened for the first time. “Take back what you just said.”


  


  [His declaration that he would #%content%amp;을 *% was blocked by the Absolute.] 


  


  “...?”


  


  The text was broken. As a result, Grid’s declaration wasn’t imprinted on the epic and disclosed. Grid was panicking about the situation when Hayate explained, “The unqualified gods of the East have ruined your senses.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “The gods of the East wouldn’t have been a great threat to you. Isn’t that correct?”


  


  “...!”


  


  Hayate saw it precisely. On the East Continent, the threat to Grid was the yangbans. The real gods who created or taught the yangbans didn’t pose a direct threat to Grid. It was natural. In the first place, the Five Seniors never appeared in front of Grid. Hayate responded to Grid’s silent confirmation, “The gods who now rule the East are the ones who were defeated in the war of the gods.”


  


  In other words—


  


  “They were wounded and lost their authority. Their influence is very small compared to the impression that people usually have about omnipotent gods. That’s why you’re still safe.”


  


  “......” 


  


  “On the other hand, dragons are different from the gods of the East. They have good ears and no scruples about their actions. If they hear your epic then they can hurt you at any time.”


  


  The words that Hayate wanted to convey were simple. He was telling Grid to be careful not to become hostile to dragons.


  


  [The Absolute’s anxious warning has covered your epic.]


  


  [The sixth page of the epic remains incomplete.]


  


  [No one will ever be able to see the secret words hidden on the blank page.]


  


  ‘What?’


  


  Grid was full of turmoil in many ways and closed his mouth. The epic would end just like this? It was the worst development for Grid, who got rewarded for every epic.


  


  ‘It is a class about the epics yet an epic was messed up...!’


  


  The Duke of Wisdom and Magic Swordsman of the Epics classes that Grid possessed had few unique effects. Among them, the Magic Swordsman of the Epics increased the total amount of sword energy and mana by 20% as well as ‘writing epics.’ Nevertheless, Grid’s satisfaction was high because of the rewards that came with each epic.


  


  Yes, after all, it was a class about the epics. Now the epic had ended in an incomplete state. It was the concept where the Magic Swordsman of the Epics became stronger by being ‘known’ through the epics. It also meant that the reward had gone away.


  


  “...?”


  


  Grid was frowning with frustration when a new notification window emerged in his vision.


  


  [The story that isn’t recorded will be passed down through word of mouth. However, it should be remembered that people with loose mouths will be hated.]


  


  [The class specific skill of Magic Swordsman of the Epics, ‘Oral Traditions,’ has been activated.]


  


  [Oral Traditions]


  


  [Share the contents of the epics with others. The number of times it can be shared is once per secret story.


  


  Skill activation condition: Deliver a secret story to one target you have the maximum affinity with.


  


  Skill activation effect: The target’s stats will increase or a new skill or title will awaken. The stat increase, new skills, and title effects are affected by the content of the secret story.]


  


  “...!”


  


  He had always expected it. Just like Pagma's Descendant, he believed that the Magic Swordsman of the Epics and Duke of Wisdom classes would someday open up new class specific effects. In particular, Magic Swordsman of the Epics was a growth type legendary class so he had more expectations. These expectations didn’t betray Grid.


  


  Oral Tradition—simply put, this skill that raised an NPC or pet was necessary for Grid who had a high dependence on his colleagues.


  


  ‘Hayate is an Absolute yet even he feels his limits.’


  


  No matter how strong he was alone, he needed colleagues to support him. Colleagues should be strong together...


  


  Grid’s face brightened as he thought for a long time.


  


  He liked the new skill of Magic Swordsman of the Epics.


  


  ‘It is a pity that it is only one oral tradition per story but time can solve this problem. I have to keep writing more secret stories.’


  


  People who had loose mouths would be hated so the number of times it could be used was limited. This much was compelling. Grid’s smile grew stronger as he analyzed it.


  


  “I was worried you might be upset. I’m glad.”


  


  Hayate was relieved to see it. Grid replied politely, “Aren’t you giving me advice? I’m happy to hear it.”


  


  “Thank you for understanding. Remember one thing. Dragons aren’t targets to be fought. They must be avoided.”


  


  “I will keep that in mind...”


  


  Even the great Tower of Wisdom didn’t say that they would subdue the dragon. Their main task was to curb the emergence of the dragons.


  


  ‘I was too presumptuous.’


  


  


  He declared that he would smash a dragon in front of a Dragon Slayer... 


  


  The ashamed Grid suddenly became worried.


  


  “One of my colleagues has a hostile relationship with a dragon.”


  


  It was none other than Pon. Before meeting Grid, Pon had become hostile to Fire Dragon Trauka and was suffering from Trauka’s curse. What type of events had he experienced during training? Not long ago, Grid saw the power of curses on the East Continent and felt uneasy. Pon was on Trauka’s hostile list and it was the same for the Overgeared Guild and Overgeared Kingdom that he belonged to.


  


  “Is there a possibility that the dragon might invade the Overgeared Kingdom one day?”


  


  “It is safe to say that there is no such possibility. The dragons are obsessed with their own lairs. They think it is a loss to leave to hunt a human. No, they wouldn’t consider it in the first place.”


  


  It was the same as Sticks’ opinion. 


  


  Hayate once again warned Grid, “However, there is a possibility their attitude will change once they learn that a place contains many people they are hostile to. Then they might leave their lair even if it is troublesome. That’s why there are dozens of cloaking spells on the Tower of Wisdom.”


  


  “It would be a disaster if the dragon becomes hostile to me as well.”


  


  There was also Braham in the Overgeared Kingdom. Braham had a history of stealing from Fire Dragon Trauka. If King Grid of the Overgeared Kingdom where Pon and Braham were located became hostile to Trauka then he would firmly stomp on them. Grid’s thoughts were far away while Hayate snapped his fingers. Hayata’s mental world was lifted and the night sky greeted Grid. Hayate checked the moon’s position and lightly pushed Grid.


  


  “It is time to go to sleep.”


  


  “Ah, yes.”


  


  Grid activated the red phoenix’s heart. He took a deep breath to relax his tension and finally used the new Storm of the Fire God. The biggest advantage of Storm of the Fire God was that it was activated immediately. There was no delay, unlike the days of the Storm Demonic Energy Field.


  


  Huge flames suddenly covered the whole area. The divine flames and flames of willpower swirled quietly but strongly. Originally, this was the end of it but it was different now. There was a silver galaxy present in the world of red flames. It was sword energy. It was also infinite sword energy.


  


  [Storm of the Fire God]


  


  [You have realized the dignity of the newly born fire god.


  


  -Field Effect 1-


  


  [Divine Flames]


  


  Unleash the latent flames in the Red Phoenix’s 9th Heart to form a storm of divine flames.


  


  The storm will control a 200 meters radius area around the caster, increasing the healing effect of all allies (except the undead or demonkin targets), including the caster, by 20%. It will also reduce the healing effect of all enemies by 50%. Can’t be resisted.


  


  Once a target with a reduced healing effect attempts to heal, ‘Rage of the Fire God’ will cause 15,000 fixed damage and will potentially reverse the healing effect.


  


  If the race is an undead or demonkin, they will be subject to extreme damage in the storm’s rage. 


  


  -Field Effect 2-


  


  [Fire of Willpower] 


  


  Strengthen the Storm of the Fire God with the formless will of Duke of Fire.


  


  All enemies in the storm’s range will receive the ‘heart’ attribute damage proportional to the willpower and strength stat. Fire damage that is proportional to the willpower and intelligence stats will be added. The dual attribute damage will penetrate the defense and resistance of the target. However, it can’t damage targets with the willpower stat. The target will suffer a high chance of being burned and will suffer from a fall in willpower.


  


  -Field Effect 3-


  


  [Flood of Flames]


  


  The longer the field is activated, the greater the range of influence. The maximum is 300 meters.


  


  -Field Effect 4-


  


  Opens when the Red Phoenix’s 9th Heart grows.


  


  -Field Effect 5-


  


  Opens when the willpower stat reaches 2,000 points.


  


  -Field Effect 6-


  


  Opens when the race is changed to a half-god or god.


  


  ★ Special Effects ★


  


  [Infinite Sword Energy]


  


  You will get an infinite amount of sword energy when the field is active. 


  


  The moment the field is activated, sword energy will be restored to the maximum and sword energy won’t be consumed for any skills that require it.


  


  Resources consumed when the field is activated: 1,000 mana per second.


  


  The time it takes to summon the field: Immediately.


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 20 minutes.]


  


  “Ohh...!”


  


  It was full of power. Grid was swept away by the infinite sword energy within the Storm of the Fire God and felt like he was invincible. He was unable to control his excitement as the fighting energy around his body changed. It seemed to be swept away by the infinite sword energy and then went through the process of mixing and integrating. Grid had achieved his purpose.


  


  [The fighting energy of the Hero King is fused with the infinite sword energy.]


  


  [Due to fighting energy, the power of all skills that consume sword energy is increased by 20%.]


  


  [From now on, fighting energy will always remain at 50. This number will grow as your level rises.]


  


  [Your body has suppressed fighting energy and is in harmony.]


  


  [The Enlightenment effect is fully activated. The experience acquisition formula has been revamped.]


  


  “......”


  


  He would never let go of the number one ranking until he died. Grid vowed as he was surrounded by Storm of the Fire God and a deeper purple-red fighting energy than before.




  Chapter 1226


  ‘Indeed... It is darker than Muller’s color.’


  


  Grid succeeded in fusing fighting energy and sword energy. Hayate’s mouth twitched at the sight. The joy he felt was so great that he wanted to cheer on Grid. The Hero King was someone to create peace in the world. Grid’s growth would be a great help to the Tower of Wisdom. In fact, the former Hero King Muller had directly helped the tower by subduing the great demons. Thanks to Muller’s presence, the tower members had been able to focus on containing Baal and the dragon.


  


  ‘This person might be able to go beyond Muller’s prime or even me.’


  


  Where in the world would there be a person who could simultaneously make progress in the area of the three geniuses Pagma, Braham and Madra? It probably wouldn’t show up twice. Grid was unique from birth and had already demonstrated his credentials by achieving several feats. The red phoenix’s heart that he carried was the proof.


  


  “Hayate!” Grid moved his energetic body around before bowing to Hayate. “Thank you for your great teachings! I will never forget today’s grace.”


  


  “You don’t have to be grateful. You already have infinite potential and I just gave you a shortcut.”


  


  Hayate spoke humbly but in fact, it was completely different. If it wasn’t for his help, Grid wouldn’t have enjoyed the enlightenment system for at least two years. That was how long it would take to grow the Matchless Heart Technique to the mastered level in a conventional manner. Furthermore, Hayate’s gift to Grid wasn’t only the infinite sword energy. The conversation with him had deepened Grid’s knowledge.


  


  “Let’s go down. I noticed that Biban seems to want to reunite and talk with you. He will complain that I’m a tactless old man for keeping you.”


  


  “Haha, yes...”


  


  He also had business with Biban. He wanted permission to teach Piaro the Matchless Heart Technique and he was curious about the exact relationship between Biban and Piaro. Now he had even more questions than that.


  


  “By the way, I...”


  


  “Tell me.”


  


  “Is an Absolute and a god in the same class?”


  


  A legend is a realm reached by accomplishing great feats while transcendence is a realm that a person focused on training arrives at. On the other hand, an Absolute was born only when they achieved the absolute feat of killing a god or a dragon while accumulating a high level of transcendence. It encompassed both the concepts of a legend and transcendent. Grid had the information of a ‘Slayer’ title and knew this.


  


  “Hmm.”


  


  Seemingly a bit perplexed by the question, Hayate opened his mouth after a moment of thought, “It should be similar in terms of force. There are very few gods who can overpower me unless they are an absolute god or the god of war.”


  


  “...!”


  


  In a way, it was natural. The prerequisite to become an Absolute proved that an Absolute’s strength could compete with a dragon or a god. However, the weight felt different when he heard it directly from Hayate’s mouth. Grid’s heart thumped. He once again realized the greatness of the man he was facing. Then he suddenly wondered, “Hayate, even you can’t subdue a dragon... how strong is a dragon?”


  


  “A dragon is a species that has existed since the chaos of the beginning and the species itself is the same as a god. They aren’t objects of faith and their talent is limited, but their innate magic power and physical abilities are second only to the god of war. Of course, the children born from dragons are very weak at the beginning. They are just cautious and don’t expose themselves to the world.”


  


  “......”


  


  Grid thought that Nefelina’s fate was very rough. She was young enough to be treated as a ‘child’ by Hayate and Grid couldn’t imagine how much hardship and adversity she would have to overcome before she avenged her parents. 


  


  ‘I’ll take good care of her until she is independent.’


  


  Nefelina wasn’t a good-for-nothing unlike her appearance. He thought feeding her meals was worth it from the moment she blessed Grid. Additionally, Grid had promised to protect Nefelina. He still vividly remembered the voice of the person who thanked him. This was why he didn’t say anything about Nefelina.


  


  ‘In fact, he might’ve seen the dragon’s blessing.’


  


  Grid shook his head as he looked at Hayate’s serene eyes. A dragon’s blessing was different from the heart of the red phoenix that was a physical object. He analyzed that there was no way for Hayate to detect it. In the first place, Hayate said that he had cleared his doubts about Grid.


  


  “Then I’m going. If you have anything then call me at any time. I’ll come running immediately.”


  


  "It is very reassuring. I wish you good luck even from a distance.”


  


  Grid finally said goodbye to Hayate. Thanks to Hayate’s help, he accurately grasped the power balance of the world and felt that the fog in front of him had dissipated.


  


  ‘I can reach the Five Seniors if I can reach the realm of an Absolute.’


  


  Could he become an Absolute? He had no confidence. It would probably be tough but Grid was aiming to be an Absolute. He was prepared to work hard and struggle to achieve the dream, even if it was an illusory dream.


  


  *** 


  


  “Biban.”


  


  Biban’s residence was on the second floor of the tower. The living spaces such as the bedroom and kitchen were very narrow while the training ground was large and impressive. It was a layout that revealed Biban’s personality.


  


  “You should’ve come sooner.”


  


  Biban was pouting. He was covered with sweat so it seemed he had been training hard while Grid was gone. It wasn’t a passion that couldn’t be overlooked when compared to those in active service.


  


  ‘Ah... He is on active duty.’


  


  Biban was also a tower member. He had left the world but he was fighting dragons behind the scenes.


  


  “Why are you looking at me that way?”


  


  Biban cocked his head as he wiped his sweat with a wet towel and Grid spoke honestly, “It is because I respect you.”


  


  “Hum, hum hum.”


  


  Biban’s lips curved up in a smile. He couldn’t help laughing and hit Grid’s back.


  


  “I’m a respectable, great person! Hahahat! You truly have a discerning eye!”


  


  [You have suffered 8,930 damage!]


  


  “Ugh.”


  


  He might’ve taken off all his equipment made out of Greed but just one hit on his back made stars shine in front of his eyes. It was disgraceful since he was also a legend, transcendent, and Hero King. Biban didn’t notice Grid’s frustration and kept talking, “I can tell you’re a king...”


  


  “......”


  


  Biban had also been chatty when they talked in the Overgeared Kingdom. He uttered the secrets of the tower on his own. So what about when he was in the tower? There was no need to pay attention to other people’s eyes and ears, thus Biban chattered on and on for dozens of minutes with no break. It was just troublesome for Grid, who had come back after several hours of talking to Hayate. His ears were stinging.


  


  Biban’s words weren’t even important. Yet Grid just smiled and listened. It was because Biban was too pure. This might not be an appropriate description for an old man who was hundreds of years old but seeing his innocence, Grid naturally felt trust. Grid had the belief that this person would never betray him.


  


  “Ah, one more thing.”


  


  Biban was chatting when he clapped his hands like he belatedly thought of something.


  


  “I studied a method to suppress fighting energy without needing to master the Matchless Heart Technique and I’ve done it.”


  


  “......”


  


  


  It was unbelievable that he mentioned the most important thing last. Grid made an absurd expression but Biban didn’t care. Rather, he raised his chin proudly and his momentum soared into the sky.


  


  “Place fighting energy in the mana core and cover it with sword energy. If you don’t consume the sword energy then you can keep restraining the fighting energy.”


  


  “Does this mean I have to seal the Undefeated King’s Swordsmanship and my swordsmanship if I don't want to consume sword energy?”


  


  Grid exploded and Biban was flustered.


  


  “Then what can you do? Your sword energy recovery rate is very slow. Thus, you can’t consume it if you want to cover up fighting energy.”


  


  “Then what should I do while I’m fighting...” 


  


  “If you’re strong enough then it won’t matter if you seal off Madra’s Swordsmanship or your swordsmanship. You aren’t fighting dragons like us. You’re only dealing with bad guys.”


  


  “Biban, you might not know but there are many strong enemies in the world.”


  


  “Hmm... Then control fighting energy to keep your heart, body, and skill in harmony. Then grow and use your sword energy only when you feel it isn’t possible. That way, you can grow faster than you can now.”


  


  It wasn’t sophistry. Biban had thought of a method for Grid and provided appropriate countermeasures. There was just one problem.


  


  “No, I’m fine.”


  


  Grid already achieved a harmony between the body, heart, and skill.


  


  “It’s okay?”


  


  “Thanks to Hayate’s help, I succeeded in fusing fighting energy and sword energy.”


  


  “W-What?! Why are you only saying that now?”


  


  “I thought you would notice that the color of my fighting energy has thickened...”


  


  “Dammit! You aren’t a pretty girl. Why would I look closely at you? How am I supposed to know if you don’t tell me?”


  


  “No, give me a chance to say something...”


  


  “Hah! Don’t talk candidly now! You are just good at talking back!”


  


  “......”


  


  “I was pathetic for spending all day thinking for you!”


  


  “I’m sorry...”


  


  Grid felt regret. He had to try and relieve Biban’s feelings. It was only 10 minutes later that Biban finally let it go.


  


  “The Supreme Swordsmanship.”


  


  Biban shook his head when he heard Grid’s story. “The Saharan Empire didn’t exist when I was a normal person. I have nothing to do with the family of your friend called Piaro. Still, Supreme Swordsmanship does seem to match the Matchless Heart Sword.”


  


  By the time Biban left the world, the techniques he left behind had passed through several hands. Muller was the only person who fully understood and learned the contents of the secret technique.


  


  “The Supreme Swordsmanship that Piaro’s ancestors learned must be a translation of the Matchless Heart Sword.”


  


  One of the people who found the secret technique left by Biban was from the East Continent. They translated it into the language of the East Continent to make it easier to understand. It passed around the world until it reached Piaro’s ancestors.


  


  “The origin of Supreme Swordsmanship is the Matchless Heart Sword but it is just a coincidence.”


  


  “......”


  


  A shadow was cast on Grid’s face as he heard Biban’s interpretation. He was hoping that Biban would be Piaro’s ancestor or an acquaintance of his ancestor but they weren’t related at all. This made it even more embarrassing to ask if he could pass on the Matchless Heart Technique to Piaro.


  


  ‘There is no justification.’


  


  It was just as Grid was feeling frustrated.


  


  “It is a pity. If I hadn’t been banned from going out then I could’ve competed with the friend called Piaro.” 


  


  “...?”


  


  “Why are you cocking your head? No matter if it was a coincidence or accident, he is still like my descendant. Isn’t it normal to want to check his skills?”


  


  “I-Is that so?”


  


  “Hmm... I’m afraid he hasn’t mastered it properly. He isn’t going to disgrace the Matchless Heart Sword, right?”


  


  “Not at all. Rather, he built up a reputation by subduing great demons and accumulating achievements in war.”


  


  “Hoh! As expected of my descendant! I was worried that he was a crazy person because he is farming with the Matchless Heart Sword. Fortunately, that isn’t the case.”


  


  “Yes... Unfortunately, he hasn’t learned the Matchless Heart Technique...”


  


  “What?” Biban’s eyes became fierce. “The core of the Matchless Heart Sword is the Matchless Heart Technique, yet he hasn’t learned it?”


  


  “It is because Piaro’s ancestors didn’t understand the formula of the Matchless Heart Sword and failed to pass it down to their descendants.”


  


  “What?" Biban shouted angrily. “What are you doing?!”


  


  “...!”


  


  “You should’ve taught him the Matchless Heart Technique! What is the use giving it to you if you don’t use it?!”


  


  “...!!”


  


  Amazing. Grid had been worried about getting permission but it wasn’t necessary.


  


  ‘This tower...!’


  


  Grid’s heart was overflowing with emotions.




  Chapter 1227


  Grid’s gameplay style was very unique. Unlike other people who liked to experience new content as soon as it appeared, Grid often left many situations alone. It was a type of habit. It was a habit sparked by too many failures when attempting to do new content. It was why Grid passively approached new quests and systems.


  


  The same was true for visiting the Tower of Wisdom. What type of privilege was it to be first in the unified rankings? Ordinary players would have visited the Tower of Wisdom excitedly the moment they knew of its existence. In fact, Kraugel immediately visited the Tower of Wisdom.


  


  Meanwhile, Grid pushed the tower visit back. He didn’t feel the need to approach content that he could do at any time. The attitude was completely different from the average player who tried to access new content in order to grow quicker.


  


  “......”


  


  At the S.A Group’s headquarters...


  


  Director Yoon Sangmin watched the situation at the Tower of Wisdom and clicked his tongue. The Tower of Wisdom was clearly meant to be favorable to the Pioneer. It was because if there was a problem in the world like the insane dragon iron, the tower must solve it through the Pioneer. It was the tower’s inclination to cherish and teach the Pioneer. The former Pioneer, Kraugel, had increased his combat power a lot through the process of taking the tower’s tests.


  


  Yes, this was it. The Tower of Wisdom wasn’t designed to just give and give. it was to give content that ‘properly helped’ the Pioneer. This time, the timing of Grid’s visit to the tower was simply breathtaking. Just as he was being blocked from the enlightenment system, he visited the tower and transformed the help he got from ‘appropriate’ to ‘something huge.’ Additionally, he gained great affinity with Hayate due to the presence of the red phoenix’s heart.


  


  “Hayate’s liking for Grid has increased the overall favorability of the tower members. In particular, Biban’s fondness for Grid had increased dramatically.”


  


  “It was due to the favorability that Biban was willing to allow the passing on of the Matchless Heart Technique.”


  


  “Yes, it was great luck that Grid delayed the visit to the Tower of Wisdom.”


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  Director Yoon Sangmin listened to the explanation and his expression was a bit subtle. Clearly, the content attack speed of Grid was much slower than average. Strangely, quests were often neglected and as a result, new systems were encountered late. However, the Tower of Wisdom was an exclusive perk available solely to the 1st ranked player. Considering Grid’s usual tendencies, it was hard to understand why he delayed the visit to the Tower of Wisdom for no reason, especially when Grid was in a position to clear the insane dragon iron quest at any time.


  


  “Perhaps... did he intentionally delay the timing of his visit?”


  


  “Huh? Grid? Did he predict all of this? Aish, you’re too much.”


  


  “No, it is credible enough. Focus on the fact that the Tower of Wisdom is an organization that fights for the protection of the world.”


  


  “Ah...!”


  


  Grid already knew that if he visited the tower after saving the East Continent, he would get more favors from the members of the tower. Of course, Grid couldn’t guess what the rewards would be but he must’ve known it wouldn’t be anything bad.


  


  “Don’t you know? All of this luck comes from Grid’s intentions. He is a man that Chairman Lim Cheolho and I acknowledge.”


  


  Director Yoon Sangmin had a smile on his face.


  


  ***


  


  ‘I should’ve visited sooner.’


  


  Grid was given permission to pass on the Matchless Heart Technique and fell into belated regrets. He wondered how good it would’ve been if he had visited the tower a bit earlier.


  


  ‘I should’ve come to the tower before going to the East Continent.’


  


  Then it would’ve been much easier to fight the yangbans. His level would be much higher than it was now.


  


  “It is regrettable, regrettable.”


  


  Grid sighed as he said farewell to Biban and walked down the corridor of the silent tower. He was going to meet with the other tower members. Given the helpful nature of the tower members, he was certain that meeting with the other members would be beneficial.


  


  ‘I will meet them one by one while I’m at the tower.’


  


  They might be different from Hayate and Biban. They might show him favor but they most likely wouldn’t give him a gift. Still, Grid had to meet them. There was nothing to lose even if he just saw them.


  


  On the third floor of the Tower of Wisdom...


  


  Knock knock.


  


  Grid carefully knocked on the door of the laboratory of the 8th Seat, Jessica.


  


  “......”


  


  There was no response. She seemed to be absent. He thought it would be very helpful to Zednos and Laella if he gained some insight into echo magic.


  


  “Hrmm.”


  


  The disappointed Grid turned his gaze to the other side of the corridor. According to Biban, the residences of the female tower members were on the third floor. The 4th Seat, Betty—she was surprisingly young and spoke very little. During their introduction, she didn’t even give a polite greeting and only stated her name.


  


  ‘What is her class?’


  


  She wasn’t a combat class considering her delicate body without a single muscle. It seemed unlikely she would be a magician when there was already Jessica.


  


  ‘As expected, she is likely to be a production class.’


  


  His blacksmithing blood boiled. He was already excited to think about what he could learn from another craftsman. 


  


  Knock knock.


  


  Grid stood in front of Betty’s residence and cautiously knocked. Fortunately, Betty was present.


  


  “What brings you here?”


  


  Betty’s eyes were very large as she stuck her head out through the gap of the slightly opened door. He felt it the first time he saw her but her round, dark eyes were beautiful. They didn’t sparkle so that looked a bit lonely, but this was what made them attractive. If she wasn’t a grandmother that was hundreds of years old, he would’ve wanted her to be his daughter-in-law.


  


  “I wanted to greet you before leaving.”


  


  “Yes... bye.”


  


  “...?”


  


  The door closed. 


  


  The 7th Seat, Abellio, came up from the second floor and laughed at the sight of the embarrassed Grid in the corridor. “Betty is a very shy person. Please understand.”


  


  “Ah? Yes...”


  


  


  An old person who lived for hundreds of years was shy? It was a story no one would believe.


  


  ‘I guess Betty doesn’t like me.’


  


  He hadn’t done anything wrong but sometimes a person was just disliked for no reason. Grid was accustomed to hate and didn’t mind it.


  


  “By the way, Abellio, wasn’t your accommodation on the fourth floor?”


  


  “I came here to meet you. The roads diverged.”


  


  “Me?”


  


  “I want to give you a gift.”


  


  “This...!”


  


  Grid’s eyes widened as Abellio handed him a painting. It was a portrait of Grid. The portrait depicted even his eyebrows delicately and it focused on Grid’s expression. Grid’s personality was perfectly expressed through his facial expression.


  


  “Really... it is a great painting.”


  


  Grid had produced dozens of legendary items. His growing discerning eyes instantly recognized that this portrait was more outstanding than any other famous painting he had ever seen.


  


  “It is much better than Tarkai’s work.” 


  


  Tarkai’s work was a treasure coveted by all the royal families and nobles. Yet it was hard to own Tarkai’s work unless you were the emperor of the Saharan Empire. It was because it was so precious. Over the passage of time, all of Tarkai’s work had been owned by the imperial family and nobles of the empire. Grid had visited the imperial palace many times. He had seen and admired Tarkai’s work every time but Abellio’s work felt even better.


  


  Abellio shook his head. “There is no superiority in art.”


  


  “Your humility...”


  


  “It isn’t humility. In the first place, I am Tarkai.”


  


  “...Huh?”


  


  “If it isn’t seen, art loses its meaning. Every now and then, I would use a fictional identity and release my works into the world. Haha, of course, it is something I did after getting permission from the other tower members.”


  


  “I see.”


  


  He heard that just one of Tarkai’s works could buy a castle. It would’ve been nice to receive Tarkai’s work instead of his portrait... 


  


  However, Grid didn’t express this. He smiled and thankfully received the portrait. Then his eyes widened.


  


  [A new extremely honorable painting has been acquired.]


  


  [The skill Protagonist of the Extremely Honorable Painting has been updated.]


  


  [Protagonist of the Extremely Honorable Painting]


  


  [*One time limited skill.


  


  When used, your information will return to what it was when the extremely honorable painting was made.


  


  However, it will only be the stats and skills information. Additional information such as titles, class, status, race, age, and so on aren’t affected.]


  


  “...!!”


  


  It was easy to say that Protagonist of the Extremely Honorable Painting was a save point. It could be described as a cheat system that violated the rules of online gaming. However, Grid had no intention of using the extremely honorable painting. It was because the save point of the extremely honorable painting was too old. It was a million times better to die than to use the extremely honorable painting.


  


  Now things have changed. Grid learned that the extremely honorable painting was a renewable system and he had to consider fostering it.


  


  ‘Every time I level up, I should ask Picasso to draw a new one.’


  


  Of course, it wasn't that easy. Picasso’s extremely honorable painting was the first one born in 177 years. This meant the probability of success was low. Still, there was nothing to lose by trying.


  


  “Then I’ll be going. The next time you come to the tower, feel free to visit me anytime.”


  


  “Thank you very much, Abellio.”


  


  Grid separated from Abellio and met the 5th Seat, Ken and the 6th Seat, Jurene. They didn’t give Grid any gifts or instructions. Unlike Betty, Grid was satisfied because they showed enough goodwill.


  


  “...Definitely, it is only this place that is different.”


  


  Grid reached the seventh floor and checked the high ceilings. The height of the ceiling was a huge 12 meters. It was nearly three times higher than the other floors. At first, he couldn’t figure out the reason and didn’t think much about it. However, now it was different. Grid now knew why the seventh floor was exceptionally different.


  


  ‘A magic machine.’


  


  The seventh floor was used entirely by the 3rd Seat, Radwolf. This was where the magic machine workshop was located. The confident Grid approached the giant iron gate and gulped.


  


  Even the ancient magic machines named after dragons showed an overwhelming fighting capability. He wondered how well the latest magic machines would perform. (TL: Raiders and gourmet dragon Reiders were named before I knew that the magic machines were named after dragons. I named them separately to avoid confusion but since they’re the same, I’ve gone back to change the name of the dragon to Raiders.)


  


  He had the expectation of receiving a magic machine as a gift and was already wondering if he had the talent to control the magic machines. It was equivalent to drinking kimchi soup properly. [1]


  


  However, the value of the magic machine was so high that it was natural to drink kimchi soup.


  


  “You can come in if you can open the door,” Radwolf’s voice came from beyond the iron door. It was an iron door that was over three meters thick. Then—


  


  “Groan...!”


  


  Grid gritted his teeth as he eventually pushed open the door that gave off an evil feeling. 


  


  Pant pant. As he panted breathlessly, a new world entered his vision. The sight of eight magic machines standing side by side overwhelmed him.


  


  [1] There’s an idiom ‘don’t drink the kimchi soup before being offered rice cake’ and it basically means to don’t make assumptions/don’t count your chickens before they are hatched




  Chapter 1228


  ‘It’s different!’


  


  An ancient artifact—it was a label that was attached to the magic machines. The magic machines were legacies from over a thousand years ago. Yet the eight magic machines in Radwolf’s workshop were different. At this moment, it was the state-of-the-art combat weapon that was being manufactured and modified. It was just that the appearance had changed significantly. It reflected the changed era. Compared to Zibal’s Raiders, these machines were almost twice as big.


  


  ‘Is it to fight against the dragons?


  


  The ancient giants created the magic machines to face the great demons. Then the years passed and the world changed. Radwolf’s target was now the dragons, not the great demons. It seemed he experienced that it wasn’t suitable to face a dragon so he had increased the size and weight of the magic machines. It was because the power of bigger and heavier things was higher. Well, this was under the assumption that it could be controlled.


  


  ‘Pagma’s Eyes.’


  


  Grid was frightened by the majesty of the huge magic machines. Finally, he belatedly recovered and used a skill.


  


  [Pagma’s Eyes-Baal’s Contractor Version]


  


  Once he used Pagma’s Eyes to check the target item, the understanding of the item will increase greatly. He can then confirm the stats value and options, and even copy the item. 


  


  ....


  


  ...


  


  Grid planned to increase his understanding of the magic machines in the future. He was also purely curious about the details of the magic machines. However, he failed.


  


  [This item is in a domain that you can’t understand.]


  


  ‘As expected, it is formidable.’


  


  “Hey.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid was surprised when he heard the voice. He was daunted, like a child being caught stealing, as Radwolf approached.


  


  “Was there anything strange when you opened the door?”


  


  "?"


  


  Grid recalled the iron door he just opened to enter and cocked his head.


  


  “Let’s see... It was just dirty. No, I just thought it was heavy.”


  


  “The door made of Moon Night Iron.”


  


  “Moon Night Iron?”


  


  “It is an iron that blocks status.”


  


  “Status? Are you talking about the levels of transcendence?” 


  


  “All the things and titles you have built up so far are your status. All of that is blocked by the Moon Night Iron. You’ve just opened a door that was as heavy as dozens of doors with pure strength.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid had felt a bit strange. No wonder why it felt like something was missing from his body. He wondered what it was. It turned out that the effects of his titles and the abilities created by his transcendent status had temporarily disappeared. 


  


  ‘Was there such a mineral in the world?’


  


  Minerals with the ability to block magic power were rare. However, he never heard of a mineral that blocked status and he never imagined it. Radwolf read Grid’s excited eyes and spoke proudly, “The magic machines’ armor is made from the Moon Night Iron. That’s why the magic machines’ fist can penetrate the dragon’s magic power and smash their scales. How about it? Isn’t it great?” 


  


  “...!”


  


  Dragons were inherently strong. It was because they were a transcendent species. Their innate status itself was high so they weren’t affected by the attacks of lower organisms. This also meant that a dragon’s strength could be suppressed by blocking their status.


  


  “Biban was able to cut off one of the wings of Stone Dragon Gujel because of the support of the magic machines.”


  


  “I-I see...”


  


  Grid’s mind was blank for a while because he was amazed by the new mineral called Moon Night Iron. Then he quickly calmed down and asked, “Radwolf, is the Moon Night Iron a recently discovered mineral?”


  


  “Why do you think so?”


  


  “I’ve fought with a magic machine but it didn’t have anything to block my status.” 


  


  Grid was a blacksmith. He was more interested in minerals than anyone else and had to study them.


  


  “Did you fight a magic machine? Ah, are you talking about one of those wastes outside? Their outer armor was originally made of Moon Night Iron. However, it was recovered hundreds of years ago when those magic machines were discarded.”


  


  “You mean that the Moon Night Iron has existed since ancient times...”


  


  However, it wasn’t known. It was because it was so valuable it needed to be recovered. Grid’s face changed as he was inwardly filled with the desire for the Moon Night Iron.


  


  “Yes, it was a native mineral of the Giant Kingdom.”


  


  “...!”


  


  The Giant Kingdom was destroyed by a dragon over a thousand years ago. It was said that the island had been completely buried in the sea due to a dragon’s Breath.


  


  “This is the last of the Moon Night Iron that is in the world. That’s why I’m taking care of it.”


  


  [You have obtained information on a new mineral!]


  


  [’Moon Night Iron’ will be added to the mineral information list.]


  


  [Moon Night Iron]


  


  [A native material that existed in the kingdom of ancient giants. Temporarily blocks a person’s status.]


  


  “......”


  


  Grid’s gaze turned to the iron door that he had opened just a while ago. At the same time, Radwolf’s words hit him.


  


  “Don’t covet it. I have to repair the magic machines that are destroyed every time we fight a dragon. The current Moon Night Iron that I have isn’t enough.”


  


  “I can’t help but covet it. I’m also wondering why you made the door out of Moon Night Iron.”


  


  “That’s a stupid question. It is so no one can come in. There aren’t many people with your level of pure strength in the world.”


  


  “......”


  


  Radwolf was a very cautious person, unlike his looks. What type of thief could invade the Tower of Wisdom? Radwolf laughed as he read Grid’s absurd expression.


  


  “Haven’t you heard of the Great Robber of the Red Night?”


  


  “...!”


  


  Great Robber of the Red Night—it was the name Grid heard when he got the imperial palace’s blueprint. The system had warned him that the Great Robber of the Red Night was interested in him. A chill went down Grid’s spine.


  


  “The Great Robber of the Red Night snuck into the Tower of Wisdom?”


  


  “That’s right.”


  


  “No, this...”


  


  It was already amazing enough that this person discovered the tower that was concealed with all types of magic. How did the robber sneak in and deceive the members’ senses? Grid’s mouth was shut with surprise and he soon came up with a hypothesis.


  


  


  “Is he a transcendent?”


  


  “That's right. He has been active for at least 600 years. His age rivals us.”


  


  “Wow...”


  


  “That damn guy stole Nevartan’s Necklace that was hidden here over 100 years ago.”


  


  “Nevartan? The dragon’s necklace?”


  


  “Yes, it was a necklace made from Nevartan’s broken claws. It deceives those who view it and drives the wearer into madness.”


  


  “Why did you make such a thing...?”


  


  Grid slowly noticed it. Radwolf’s words and deeds were harsh but he was actually kind. The attitude with which he answered every question was the evidence.


  


  “It is a type of loot. If you were me, would you toss away the dragon’s claws that you earned?”


  


  “Ah, yes...”


  


  The answers were good but there seemed to be no value. It was virtually impossible to obtain the Moon Night Iron so this information was unnecessary... Grid thought like this but things turned out quite different.


  


  “Does your blacksmith’s blood boil when looking at the Moon Night Iron?” Radwolf wondered.


  


  “Of course. I would love to work with the Moon Night Iron if I have a chance.”


  


  “Then reclaim Nevartan’s Necklace. I’ll reward you with a piece of Moon Night Iron.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Radwolf was a tower member. He wasn’t someone who would speak light words or meaningless chatter. He had planned on giving Grid a mission from the moment he brought up the Moon Night Iron.


  


  “The 1st Seat thinks that the Great Robber of the Red Night’s reason for stealing it is to purely satisfy his desire to collect. It is unlikely that he will release Nevartan’s Necklace into the world. However, my thoughts are different. How can I trust a thief? Isn't that right?"


  


  [Do you want to accept the ‘Nevartan’s Necklace’ quest?] 


  


  [Nevartan’s Necklace]


  


  [Difficulty: ???


  


  Recover Nevartan’s Necklace that was stolen by the Great Robber of the Red Night.


  


  Quest Clear Condition: Deliver Nevartan’s Necklace to the 3rd Seat, Radwolf.


  


  Quest Clear Reward: The Moon Night Iron. Affinity with Radwolf will increase.] 


  


  “Ah...”


  


  It was a coveted quest but it was hard to accept. He couldn’t see any possibility of clearing it. The hesitant Grid asked directly, “How can I get back the necklace from the Great Robber of the Red Night?”


  


  “If I knew, wouldn’t I have visited him directly and got it back myself?”


  


  “......”


  


  Grid’s expression became noticeably darker and Radwolf coughed before explaining, “I’m not giving you an impossible mission. I assure you that sooner or later, you will be the target of the Great Robber of the Red Night. That jerk has a sick interest.”


  


  “Sick interest?”


  


  “Yes. He has made his name known by stealing objects from those who represent the times. It is a distinct ambition for collection and fame. Even if you don’t have any riches, he would run over and steal an empty bowl from you.”


  


  “...Ah.”


  


  A new fact had been revealed. The reason why the Great Robber of the Red Night was intrigued by Grid was the imperial palace’s blueprint but it was likely that the focus was Grid himself, not the blueprint.


  


  “He will surely appear before you. At that time, one of your treasures will already be in his hand.”


  


  What had happened when he took away Nevartan’s Necklace? Radwolf was reminded of this incident and spoke through gritted teeth, “It is a short window of opportunity, but you will get a chance to talk to him. At that time, try to negotiate with him. Then you can get Nevartan’s Necklace back.”


  


  From beginning to end, Radwolf never told Grid to suppress the thief using force. The reason was obvious. It meant he was an opponent that Grid couldn’t suppress using force. Even Radwolf, a tower member, missed capturing him.


  


  ‘He is either really strong or has an excellent escape method...’


  


  Of course, it was likely to be both. A transcendent and a thief...


  


  It was a terrible hybrid. Somehow, he didn’t want to get involved with this person. However, if it was a person he would get tangled up in anyway, he should take advantage of it.


  


  “I understand, Radwolf. I will try.”


  


  “Kukuk, this guy. I will leave it to you.”


  


  [The quest has been accepted.]


  


  The Moon Night Iron—a mineral that had the power to temporarily block someone’s status. Great demons, archangels, legends, transcendents, and gods. It was a necessary mineral for Grid to face these monsters in the future.


  


  “I like your spirit.” Radwolf smiled with satisfaction at Grid’s willingness to accept the mission and extended his hand to Grid. “I will be waiting for the good news.”


  


  “I will work hard. By the way, I... There are eight magic machines in total. Does that mean that the tower members other than you and Fronzaltz can operate the magic machines?”


  


  “Not at all. It is designed to allow only giants to drive it.”


  


  The tower members were the peak of their own field. If they operated the magic machines then they had to seal their own skills.


  


  “The reason for the eight magic machines is due to the attributes. Each dragon has its own attributes. I have to keep up with them as much as possible to fight them.”


  


  “Ah, I see.”


  


  Grid had thought the magic machines had a different energy. It was due to the difference in attributes. Grid nodded and brought up a really important question, “Excuse me, I would like to ask you one more question. It is possible to make a magic machine that can be driven by humans, not giants?”


  


  As expected, it wasn’t possible? Grid didn’t have much expectations. Even Zibal could only operate the magic machines for dozens of seconds. The human species itself wasn’t suitable for driving a magic machine. However, the answer was completely different from what Grid expected.


  


  “It is only possible if multiple functions are reduced and the output is lowered.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “Shall I teach you how to make it?”


  


  “...!!”


  


  How could he get a recipe for a magic machine driven by humans with just a few words? The Tower of Wisdom was truly a place that gave and gave. The excited Grid nodded and Radwolf approached the desk before rummaging through a pile of papers. He quickly took out a blueprint and handed it over to Grid.


  


  “Here you are. However, you need pavranium to make this.”


  


  “...Huh?”


  


  Grid stiffened as he was excitedly accepting the blueprint.


  


  “In order to reduce the output and allow it to move fully, you need the unique ‘move on its own’ characteristic that belongs to pavranium. You need at least two tons. So in fact, you actually can’t make it. That’s why there has been no magic machines for humans in over a thousand years. Well, take it anyway. This is my blueprint, not anyone else’s. Make it a family treasure.”


  


  Radwolf didn't know it yet. The fact that pavranium had now evolved into Greed and could multiply infinitely. In Grid’s mind, the majesty of the magic machines unit unfolded.




  Chapter 1229


  [The ’Small Magic Machines Production Method’ has been acquired.]


  


  [Small Magic Machines Production Method]


  


  [Rating: Ancient


  


  A production method for a magic machine suitable for human control.


  


  Learning Condition: Five craftsman level production skills or one legendary production technique. 


  


  Weight: 1]


  


  It was surprising. Grid originally thought that the production of the magic machines was left to the scholars and alchemists but his predictions were completely wrong.


  


  ‘It doesn’t matter what production field it is in as long as it reaches the peak...’


  


  The blueprint created by the legendary scientist was so perfect that anyone with the skill to digest it could follow it. He thought he should take it as a matter of fact.


  


  ‘The rating is classified as ancient, just like Raiders.’


  


  ‘Ancient’ was a special rating.


  


  It was treated separately from the normal-myth ratings and there were no stat bonuses when one was produced. Even so, the regret that Grid felt right now wasn’t about the lack of stats that were acquired.


  


  ‘The problem is that I need two tons of Greed.’


  


  Greed doubles every 10 days. It was only possible to acquire two tons of Greed after two months. Of course, this was a story of when he left it alone for two months. Unfortunately, Greed couldn’t multiply more than a certain amount. It was necessary to suppress this attribute before the magic power of the insane dragon iron could be sensed. Therefore, it would take half a year to collect two tons of Greed. It meant that it would take at least half a year to make a magic machine. The power of this small magic machine might only be 1/5th, no, 1/10th of the power of Raiders, but it was worth waiting that long.


  


  However, Grid already had another plan. He couldn’t wait half a year, just like a child waiting for his birthday. It was because it was necessary to build a very large flying ship that moved on its own—the aerial fortress.


  


  ‘It will take at least five years to gather the amount of Greed necessary to create an aerial fortress.’


  


  This was the analysis of Great Sage Sticks. Sticks said that just laying the foundation of the fortress required hundreds of tons of Greed and it would take five years to accumulate the amount. This was only the foundation. This meant it would take five years just to get the foundation of the fortress after constantly separating Greed.


  


  ‘If I make the magic machines in the meantime...’


  


  This would delay the time even longer. In other words, the completion time of the fortress would be delayed by half a year every time one magic machine was made. Grid felt it was a very big blow. A tactical weapon that allowed him to freely carry and operate large-scale troops and weapons—this was the planned role of Grid’s aerial fortress. He hoped that an aerial fortress would be a great help in easily conquering all the kingdoms of the continent and fighting against invaders such as the great demons.


  


  Grid wanted to eliminate all types of dangers for his families, colleagues, and kingdom. Therefore, from his perspective, it wasn’t pleasant for Grid to slow down the construction of the aerial fortress.


  


  ‘...But.’


  


  Grid rolled open the production method.


  


  “What are you doing?”


  


  Radwolf was agitated by his actions. It was a useless production method that Radwolf had told Grid to keep as a family treasure, so he was flustered by Grid’s unexpected behavior.


  


  “Hey! Hey! You can’t make the magic machine after learning that!”


  


  The small magic machine was the least valuable one of Radwolf’s works. However, this was a story based on that premise that ‘it is too impossible to be practical.’ There was no defect in the production method of the small magic machine and the degree of completion was perfect. Like any other production method, it was a work that Radwolf cherished.


  


  Radwolf hoped his work would remain a family treasure of the Overgeared Dynasty forever. He wanted to feel proud as he watched his work being regarded as special from a distance. Yet at this moment...


  


  “I’ll see for myself if it is impossible or possible.”


  


  Grid opened and read the blueprint. Then all the knowledge and information in the blueprint was transferred to Grid.


  


  “Eek!”


  


  Radwolf’s face reddened. He glared at Grid, who ignored his warnings and turned his work into something less than poop. A legendary scientist in history—he felt displeased with Grid, who ignored the advice that came from someone who had been researching for over a thousand years. Nevertheless, Grid didn’t care.


  


  “God Hands.”


  


  Two black-gold hands floated in front of Grid. They moved by themselves and started to fan Radwolf’s red face.


  


  “This...?!”


  


  Radwolf knew about pavranium. The production method for the small magic machine was inspired by the best mineral that Braham and Pagma had studied and produced together. That’s why he noticed it immediately—the mineral Grid was using now was very different from the pavranium that he knew.


  


  ‘Did it evolve?’


  


  Radwolf observed every movement of the God Hands floating in front of him. His vast knowledge analyzed the characteristics of the minerals that made up the God Hands and his delicate senses read the energy of the God Hands.


  


  “You...!”


  


  Radwolf’s expression twisted. His big and bright eyes rose and Grid flinched with fright.


  


  “You mixed pavranium with the insane dragon iron...!”


  


  “...!”


  


  To the Tower of Wisdom, the insane dragon iron was a catastrophe. Their immediate task was to find and dispose of all the insane dragon iron that threatened the peace of the world.


  


  ‘I’m in trouble.’


  


  Grid realized his mistake when he saw Radwolf’s agitation. The 1st Seat, Hayate, might’ve tolerated the existence of Greed but the positions of the other tower members could be different.


  


  ‘Perhaps he hasn’t heard it from the 1st seat yet.’ 


  


  Either way, Grid had to convince Radwolf first. As Hayate had noted, Grid was in control of Greed. It happened the moment Grid was about to explain.


  


  “Amazing! Very challenging!”


  


  “...!”


  


  Radwolf still had an angry expression but his mouth widened to the fullest as he grabbed the God Hands and started to examine them.


  


  


  “You’ve overcome the shortcoming of pavranium, which only exists in very small quantities! In the future, pavranium can multiply infinitely! Truly amazing! I’ve completely lost my fear of it!”


  


  “......”


  


  “What type of courage did you have to keep the nature of the insane dragon iron? You got all of the insane dragon stone, right? Whenever the insane dragon iron multiples beyond a certain amount, you have the means to suppress it using the insane dragon stone’s power of suppression? That can’t be it! The amount of insane dragon stone is limited compared to the ever multiplying insane dragon iron. How are you planning to suppress the insane dragon iron later? Won’t it be harder to handle as more time passes by?”


  


  “......”


  


  Grid failed to respond quickly.


  


  Radwolf’s harsh expression and tone made him feel anxious.


  


  ‘It is obvious that he is angry just by looking at his expression and intonation... Why does he seem genuinely pleased?’


  


  “Hah! Wait? Did you make a hammer and anvil using the insane dragon stone? Could you control the proliferation of the insane dragon iron at any time?”


  


  “T-That's right.”


  


  “There was a meticulous calculation behind the choice to commit a great crime? Kuhahahat! Indeed! It’s amazing!”


  


  “......”


  


  Radwolf smiled and hugged a God Hand like it was his beloved grandchild. Then he stroked the God Hand who struggled like it disliked it.


  


  “I thought that since you are the Hero King, you would be a noble and boring hero, yet that isn’t the case at all. It isn’t enough to deceive the tower by pretending that you don’t know the owner of the insane dragon iron, you also wanted to take the insane dragon iron, which is a threat to world peace, and make it completely your own. You are a surprisingly sneaky, greedy guy.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid tried to read Radwolf’s inner thoughts and stiffened like a stone statue. It was a very long time ago. It reminded him of the time when he just discovered Pagma’s Rare Book. Earl Ashur’s condemnation as he confronted Grid who was trying to steal Pagma’s Rare Book hovered in Grid’s mind. Earl Ashur had called him a sneaky guy. Then at the end of Earl Ashur’s disgusted gaze, death awaited.


  


  “......”


  


  Earl Ashur’s previous image overlapped with Radwolf and Grid gulped. It would definitely be a big blow if his affinity with the tower members dropped. Grid had to be cautious. He had to carefully choose his words.


  


  Step.


  


  Radwolf stepped up to the quiet man. Then he released the God Hand that had been bound by his ‘strength’ and reached out. Was he planning a punch? Grid was tense.


  


  Radwolf hugged Grid and then shouted with a burst of laughter, “I like it! I really like it! You aren’t a stupid fool unlike many of the Pioneers so far! Hahat! Hahahahat!”


  


  “......”


  


  Grid reminded himself that this was the Tower of Wisdom. It was a place where the tower members gave and gave because they weren’t lacking anything.


  


  *** 


  


  “Then I will be going.”


  


  After the meeting with Radwolf, Grid didn’t go to see the 2nd Seat, Fronzaltz. It was because he was mentally exhausted from dealing with Radwolf. Grid wanted to log out a bit sooner. He needed a break. 


  


  “I enjoyed it.”


  


  Hayate shook hands with Grid on behalf of the tower members. Grid bowed politely and shook Hayate’s hand with both hands.


  


  “I also enjoyed it. I don’t know how to thank you for your favor.”


  


  “You can pay me back in the future.”


  


  Biban dug at his ears and hurriedly urged Grid, “Don’t worry and go back quickly. You have to teach my descendant the Matchless Heart Technique.”


  


  Radwolf added, “I will watch the magic machine you make from the distance. Kukuk, an army of human magic machines... My blood is boiling just imagining it. I will watch and cheer you on.”


  


  “...Thank you,” Grid simply reiterated the same words.


  


  There were no words he could say other than thanks. Grid said farewell to them once again and left the tower. Now his remaining task was to teach Piaro the Matchless Heart Technique and to manage Greed.


  


  ‘Before that—’


  


  All the insane dragon iron supplied to the blacksmiths of the Overgeared Kingdom must be recovered. This was the way to repay the trust that Hayate had shown him.


  


  ‘What is a mineral that can replace the insane dragon iron?’


  


  Grid was troubled the entire time it took for him to return to Reinhardt. Then he realized...


  


  ‘Is the mineral important?’


  


  The reason that the mass-produced Grid set had an excellent performance wasn’t due to the material. Originally, the mass-produced Grid set was made with ordinary metal as the material. This was why it was called ‘mass-produced.’


  


  It was only after Grid learned how to use the insane dragon iron that it was put into use.


  


  ‘I don’t have to be obsessed with the materials in the first place.’


  


  Reclaiming the insane dragon iron wouldn’t damage the value of the mass-produced Grid set. Grid realized this and went to the smithy complex. He ordered the blacksmiths to gather in front of him and then recovered all the insane dragon iron being used in the smithy.


  


  “What's going on?"


  


  “That...”


  


  The blacksmiths had worked while enjoying the benefits of the metal that doubled every 10 days. Now their eyes widened at the sight. It wasn’t easy to glimpse the intentions of Overgeared King Grid who was recovering the insane dragon iron. Grid shouted an order at the thousands of blacksmiths standing in a daze, “From today onward, the use of the insane dragon iron is prohibited. In the future, all blacksmiths will make the mass-produced Grid set using ordinary iron materials.”


  


  “...!”


  


  The blacksmiths expressed their shock. They weren’t convinced by Grid’s sudden command. Grid identified the skeptical eyes of some blacksmiths and silently started to show his skills in the mass production methods that he made recently.




  Chapter 1230


  “Prime Minister! Why didn’t you stop His Majesty?”


  


  Administrator Rabbit visited Lauel’s office and raised his voice. He was so furious that his entire face and neck were red.


  


  “Why were you silent while His Majesty destroyed all of the kingdom’s insane dragon iron?!”


  


  Over the past few years, the economic market of the Overgeared Kingdom had changed significantly. Agriculture used to be the center of the economy but now the armory business had become the industry that represented the Overgeared Kingdom. The reason behind this was the insane dragon iron. Thanks to the infinite multiplication of the insane dragon iron, the battle gears were produced almost free of charge. This meant enormous profits were made. The insane dragon iron was one of the treasures that promoted the profit of the battle gear industry of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  Then Rabbit received the news that King Grid, after returning today, recovered and destroyed all the insane dragon iron. Rabbit was the administrator with the duty to make the kingdom rich and felt like he had been struck by lightning out of the blue.


  


  “His Majesty should still have some of the insane dragon iron that he owns separately! You need to persuade His Majesty to re-supply the insane dragon iron to the blacksmiths!”


  


  After Rabbit’s insistence, a notification window popped up in Lauel’s vision.


  


  [Administrator Rabbit has proposed the quest ‘Persuade the King.’]


  


  Rabbit was the top official who manages the Treasury. It was hard for players of the Overgeared Kingdom to refuse the quests he gave because it was an ‘order.’ However, Lauel had a higher position than Rabbit. It was much higher. He easily rejected the quest and asked Rabbit a question, “When did the insane dragon iron belong to the kingdom?”


  


  “That...”


  


  “The insane dragon iron has always belonged to King Grid. He just loaned it to the kingdom for a while. We have no right to intervene, no matter how His Majesty disposes of it.”


  


  “That is true but... isn’t your duty to admonish His Majesty when needed? If he disposes of the insane dragon iron, the economic growth rate of the Overgeared Kingdom will be many times lower than it is now. We can’t stand idly by...”


  


  “No, it is the duty of a true servant to trust His Majesty before admonishing him. Why did His Majesty make this decision?”


  


  “......”


  


  Rabbit stared dumbly. He realized that he had lost his temper for a moment due to the pressure of calculating a profit and loss. Lauel’s words were right. He was Grid’s servant before he was the administrator. Rather than questioning Grid’s choices, the right attitude was to trust him and try to understand. 


  


  Rabbit thought silently for a moment before speaking, “Is His Majesty burdened by the danger of the insane dragon iron?”


  


  "Yes, that is correct. I personally think that His Majesty did well.”


  


  Everyone made mistakes. One of the tens of thousands of blacksmiths might forget to suppress the proliferation nature of the insane dragon iron. It was possible that the insane dragon iron would cause unforeseen accidents. Looking back on the incident where the empire struggled to deal with the insane dragon iron needles embedded in the walls of the empire and the gift presented to the empress, the dangers of the insane dragon iron was too great.


  


  ‘It can even bring dragons.’


  


  Lauel shook his head as he recalled the information he received from Grid. Since he didn’t want to get involved with dragons, the insane dragon iron gave him the creeps.


  


  ‘I don’t know if we can meet one who can talk like Nefelina.’


  


  The dragon’s presence in the National Competition was huge. The impact that was imprinted on his brain hadn’t disappeared. Rabbit spoke to Lauel, who had taken off his glasses and pressed a hand to his forehead, “I will respect and follow His Majesty’s choices.”


  


  HIs agitation had completely subsided. 


  


  “Business has similarities to gambling so you take risks and put profits first. However, ruling is different.”


  


  “Thank you for your understanding.”


  


  Lauel smiled as he turned to look outside the window. The scenery of the Overgeared Kingdom that had become a great power was both magnificent and dynamic. Grid, Lauel, Rabbit, and their colleagues had joined together to create it. No risk was tolerated. This place must be protected. Just as Lauel was making a vow, there was a slight shaking. The palace had become more solid since Dwarf Ke’s expansion, indicating that it had been greatly impacted. Yes, the ‘minimum’ impact required to create this shock...


  


  “Don’t tell me?”


  


  Rabbit’s eyes trembled with agitation and his face was white.


  


  “Administrator Rabbit! You were here!”


  


  A knight rushed in. He first saluted Lauel before reporting the situation to Rabbit, “K-King Grid and Sir Piaro have started dueling in the fields!”


  


  “Again?!”


  


  Piaro had a very high position in the Overgeared Kingdom Rabbit didn’t want to scold him since he was the second most popular person after Grid. Yet Rabbit had to keep playing the villain.


  


  “Dammit! If they’re going to duel then go to the wasteland in the distance!”


  


  He didn’t know why the two people with the power to destroy a mountain kept fighting here. They could adjust their power but the problem was that both Grid and Piaro didn’t want to lose.


  


  “I have to go!”


  


  “I’ll go with you. I need His Majesty’s seal here.”


  


  The flyer held in Lauel’s hand as he chased after Rabbit attracted Rabbit’s attention. It was a flyer specifically commissioned from Picasso to recruit new farmers. The main model was naturally the legendary farmer Piaro. The sub-model was Aura Master Hurent, who was known to be Piaro’s successor. Piaro was carrying a sack of rice on his shoulder and Hurent was holding a bunch of rainbow potatoes by their stem. They both showed white teeth as they smiled happily while exclaiming, “Farming is so much fun!”


  


  “What is that...?”


  


  The flyer in Lauel’s hand caught Rabbit’s attention.


  


  ★ Reidan’s rice grown directly by the legendary farmer and the Aura Master ★


  


  ★ Rainbow potatoes enjoyed by great magicians ★


  


  As Duke Piaro said,


  


  “I met King Grid and learned the true taste of farming!”


  


  


  Have you tasted it?Rainbow potatoes~


  


  Can you feel it?Your body becoming healthy~


  


  All of this is a farmer’s grace!It is the grace of farming!


  


  Let’s be proud farmers together!


  


  The countryside!It is calling you!


  


  “......”


  


  It was a flyer that was impossible to turn a blind eye to even in the midst of his rush. Rabbit was engrossed in the colorful and crude phrases and stopped walking for a moment. The effect of the flyer was verified through Rabbit’s reaction and the satisfied Lauel explained, “Weren’t a lot of mines found in the previous Gauss Kingdom’s territory? It seems many young people will be attracted over there so this flyer is designed to minimize this. Agriculture is the backbone of the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  “No... even so, using a noble duke as the model for recruiting farmers...”


  


  “Can I hear this from the person who tried to confiscate the salary of that noble duke?”


  


  “......”


  


  “Well, you don’t have to worry. The people are familiar with Piaro’s image.”


  


  Piaro was the highest ranking noble after the king and a general who led tens of thousands of troops but he was always spending time with the people. For the people, he was like the farmer next door. He was a slightly handsome and pleasant uncle.


  


  Lauel was confident that he was loved by the public and it would be a master stroke to use Piaro as a publicity model.


  


  ***


  


  It was completely different from the duel just a few days ago. Grid and Piaro had reviewed their previous battle dozens or even hundreds of times. This meant they attacked their opponent more thoroughly, leading to a long-term battle. It was largely because Grid had become more cautious.


  


  In the previous duel, Grid had poured out all of his skills from the get-go. This time, his style had completely changed. He observed the situation, waited until Piaro attacked, then used evasion or defense as he bided his time for a chance to counterattack.


  


  ‘Has he developed coping techniques after experiencing free farming several times?’


  


  Certainly, Grid was responding well to Free Farming. He took full advantage of the fact that he was superior to Piaro in terms of speed and he turned most of Piaro’s attacks to naught. However, the faces of the observers, including Dante and Singuled, weren’t very bright.


  


  This was a rich farming field. It was an overwhelmingly favorable space for Piaro. All types of crops were restoring his strength and health in real time, so a long-term battle of attrition was a disadvantage for Grid. The bigger problem was the variable of sowing seeds among the free farming method. Dozens of seeds were already flying around Grid and it was unknown when they would sprout at any time and threaten Grid.


  


  ‘How can he not know this?’


  


  What was Grid’s aim? Would the young king really have a strategy to target Pirao who was accustomed to fighting? 


  


  “...!”


  


  Among the dozens of questioning observers, Dante, Singuled, and Hurent’s eyes suddenly widened. It was because Piaro’s attack style suddenly changed drastically. 


  


  “Matchless Heart Farming 2nd Style!”


  


  “...?!”


  


  It was matchless heart farming, not free farming?


  


  “Super Growth!”


  


  The earth shook. All the seeds scattered around Grid sprouted simultaneously and became trees. The hardy trees blocked off all of Grid’s retreat paths and pressured his entire body.


  


  ‘What?’


  


  All the observers were amazed by the momentum of the former Free Farming Style that was now much more powerful than ever before. Among them, Aura Master Hurent was astonished.


  


  ‘What is this?’


  


  Piaro had learned Natural State. As an Aura Master, Hurent could read the concept of ‘energy’ and knew that Piaro always recovered and accumulated his strength through the process of gathering and soothing the surrounding magic power. At first glance, the resource was close to infinite but it wasn’t a complete advantage. He had to gather and embody it. There were clear delays in this series of processes so Piaro sometimes exposed gaps.


  


  The Free Farming Style itself was a skill that consumed a lot of resources. The more times that Free Farming was used, the longer the cooldown was and the power would be lost little by little. Yet it changed at this very moment. Piaro’s pure energy was restored several times faster than before. Additionally, the capacity of the energy that could be accumulated had increased. This resulted in a significant increase in the power and speed of Free Farming.


  


  ‘What happened suddenly?’


  


  Hurent’s gaze suddenly shifted to Grid. The one who should be the most flustered actually looked so calm. Meanwhile, the battle was intensifying. The power of Sweet Potato Battering caused an impact that was second only to Pounding Mortar, causing the bodies of the observers to shake.


  


  'Piaro is overwhelming...!’


  


  It was completely different from the previous duel. In just a few days, Piaro’s skills had surpassed Grid. The moment that Hurent had this thought, fire appeared around Grid. It was the usage of Storm of the Fire God that previously cooked Piaro’s sweet potatoes. In the midst of the fire—


  


  “Flower, Link, Transcend, Kill, Wave, Drop, Pinnacle, Revolve...”


  


  Grid started to unleash every single sword dance and fused sword dance that he had. It was like his resources were infinite as he used it nonstop! The field was turned into a complete ruin. Once again, no exception had been made.


  


  “Siiiiiiir Piaro!”


  


  Rabbit could be seen approaching. Grid and Piaro, who had been exchanging blows with smiles on their faces, became as stiff as statues and the observers slowly stepped back.




  Chapter 1231


  “The two of you need to be more aware! How many times do I have to tell you?!”


  


  Rabbit stood beside Grid and Piaro and started his lengthy speech. There was nothing to refute among the rapid-fire words he poured out because his words were right. However, in Grid and Piaro’s ears, Rabbit’s words sounded like this—“Blah blah blah! Order order order! Grumble grumble!”


  


  “......”


  


  “......”


  


  No matter how good the advice, repeating it was just nagging. At first, Grid and Piaro listened to Rabbit and admitted their faults. Then they slowly felt the limits of their patience. They exchanged glances and left the relentless Rabbit. Their movements were so secretive and fast that Rabbit only realized they were gone a few seconds after they left.


  


  “King Griiiiid! Siiiiiiir Piaro!” Rabbit’s screams echoed through the desolate wheat field.


  


  The knights felt sorry at the sight of him clutching at his hair.


  


  ***


  


  “What... Why does it feel like a propaganda flyer from North Korea?”


  


  On the road to the castle after leaving Rabbit...


  


  Grid was handed a flyer by Lauel and frowned. It was a flyer with rough phrases highlighted in red. Signs of cheapness were everywhere. It was a waste of the elaborate portraits that Picasso drew of Piaro and Hurent.


  


  Wait, Hurent?


  


  “Why is Hurent on here?”


  


  “There are rumors that Hurent will be the successor to Piaro’s farming techniques. It is marketing. He also looks good.”


  


  “The successor to farming techniques...”


  


  A chill went down Grid’s spine. He was genuinely afraid that Hurent would become a farmer.


  


  “Huhu, that’s good.”


  


  Piaro was smiling like he didn’t know about Grid’s worries. He was very pleased with the completeness of the farmer recruitment flyer. Grid sighed and glanced at Hurent. Hurent shrugged. “Isn’t it interesting? It is flashy enough to make people feel that it is cheap but at the same time, it is also very eye-catching.”


  


  “No, is it okay to be misunderstood as a farmer? You don’t really want to be a farmer, do you?”


  


  “I wouldn’t mind if I could be like Piaro.”


  


  “......”


  


  He couldn’t believe that the Aura Master was considering becoming a farmer. Grid had high expectations for Hurent so he couldn’t help lamenting. Of course, he also understood Hurent’s thoughts. The power of farming that Piaro showed was terrifying. However, the reason why Piaro was so strong wasn’t because he was a farmer but because he was Piaro. 


  


  Hurent wouldn’t be like Piaro even if he became a legendary farmer. Hurent himself seemed to know this. “Yes, I can’t be like Piaro.”


  


  “......”


  


  “I realized it for certain when I witnessed Piaro’s rapid progress today. Piaro’s reason for being strong isn’t because he is a farmer.”


  


  Hurent saw it right away. Farmers were indispensable to the world. They were an excellent existence but they weren’t a strong fighting profession. Piaro was just strong and from this morning onward, he started to grow even further.


  


  ‘He feels twice as strong since learning the Matchless Heart Technique. It felt like the power of one sweet potato blow was equal to the original Pounding Mortar.’


  


  Biban had said it—the Matchless Heart Sword without the Matchless Heart Technique was nothing more than a hollow crystal. It was natural. The Matchless Heart Technique wasn’t born because of the Matchless Heart Sword. It was the Matchless Heart Sword that was born because of the Matchless Heart Technique. The Matchless Heart Sword without the Matchless Heart Technique couldn’t show its true power. The Piaro before learning the Matchless Heart Technique and the Piaro after learning it were two completely different people.


  


  “How are you doing?”


  


  Before they knew it, they had arrived near the large training ground. The large training ground was where work was underway to restore the collapsed barracks from a few days ago. Dwarf Ke, the builders, and thousands of workers were working hard to build the barracks.


  


  “Very good.”


  


  This morning, Piaro had received the Matchless Heart Technique through Mercedes and invested a considerable amount of effort to learn it. He fought with Grid and was scolded by Rabbit so it was normal to feel tired. However, Piaro was fine. No, he was more energetic than before.


  


  “It seems undeniable that this is the predecessor of Supreme Swordsmanship.”


  


  Piaro was thrilled. The Sword Saint Biban—Piaro felt a certain fate when he learned he was connected with a character from hundreds of years ago.


  


  “Biban... he must’ve been a great, noble man.”


  


  An old legend who left behind the Matchless Heart Technique for future generations. Piaro’s heart warmed as he imagined this person. He imagined that Biban was probably the coolest man in the world.


  


  “...It must be so.”


  


  Grid was unable to break Piaro’s fantasies and looked awkward. Well, he wasn’t lying. Biban, the Sword Saint who became a tower member for the peace of the world, was a great person. The problem was that he was somewhat different from what Piaro imagined. Still, there was no need to explain it.


  


  “It might sound ridiculous, but...”


  


  “...?”


  


  Grid looked at the restoration work of the barracks and understood Rabbit’s grievances. He vowed to fight with Piaro on a remote island or something similar in the future as he listened to Piaro’s next words.


  


  “I think I will meet Biban someday... I feel this way.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “Haha, it is just a feeling. I would like to see a dead man from a long time ago.”


  


  


  Biban’s swordsmanship had been accidentally passed onto Piaro’s family and then the full version came to Piaro by chance through Grid. It was unreasonable to consider this a mere coincidence. Piaro felt a deep fate. He thought his relationship with Biban wouldn’t end with this.


  


  ***


  


  “Why?”


  


  The already expensive price of Grid’s items soared. In particular, the price of weapons skyrocketed from as little as three to as high as dozens of times the original price. This was the same even for the low level weapons. The reason was simple. It was because it was proven that Grid’s weapons were capable of ‘growth.’


  


  The moment it was revealed that the performance of the weapons would grow when Grid used Request to Stand with Me, people did their best to acquire Grid’s weapons. They were looking forward to the potential that would explode when Grid’s weapons continued to grow and achieve their maximum growth.


  


  The true gamers were eager to get a stronger weapon, the normal people were aiming to make money, and the rich people thought it was a stable investment. As a result, the Grid’s weapons that were distributed to the market were nowhere to be found.


  


  One of the protagonists of this incident was Asuka. A third generation tycoon, she used her intelligence and money to hoard Grid’s weapons. 32 weapons of seven different types filled her warehouse. Now all Asuka had to do was wait. She kept a close eye on the exchanges and auction houses every day. In anticipation of Grid releasing a mass amount of new weapons into the market, she exchanged large amounts of cash into gold coins. Then...


  


  “Why aren’t weapons being sold?”


  


  No new Grid’s weapons appeared on the market. She was familiar with the market as she was born a businessman’s daughter and she couldn’t understand it at all.


  


  “He will make money if he makes and sells weapons at this time. Why isn’t he doing business?!”


  


  The market price of items made by Grid had risen. This wasn’t an exaggeration. Grid had the opportunity to become the world’s richest man. Yet he didn’t do business. He was turning away from the opportunity to become rich at a conglomerate level.


  


  “Is he an idiot? Huh? Fool!”


  


  It had become a habit of hers to tap the refresh button of the exchanges and auction house. Asuka was exhausted after pressing the refresh button every minute. Rage soared to the top of her head and she started a series of angry refreshes. She stomped her feet and roared with wide open eyes, looking like a monster in a monster movie. It seemed like she would spit out fire from her mouth.


  


  “Young lady, don’t do that. You look ugly.”


  


  Black Teddy tried to calm Asuka down but she didn’t listen to him. She was obsessed with the refresh button while shouting that Grid was an idiot. Nevertheless, no new works of Grid were registered at the exchange or auction house. Seeing that the secretary outside the capsule didn’t contact her, it seemed the situation of the item cash trading sites was no different. It had already been a month since it was like this. Asuka seemed like she was going to burst with frustration. “Let’s say I understand not selling a new product because he is stupid! Then why is there no summoning? Huh? Is this a joke?”


  


  Two of the Grid’s weapons purchased by Asuka were top of the line unique items. The performance was excellent enough to be comparable to the legendary items dropped by the boss. What would happen if they responded to Grid’s call? They would be reborn as unique items that exceeded the performance of legendary items. At that time, Asuka planned to make them her favorites. However, there was no call from Grid. He hadn’t called any battle gear for a month.


  


  “He deliberately... Is he deliberately harassing me?”


  


  Was she being sniped? Was everything a conspiracy?


  


  Black Teddy calmed the anxious Asuka. “Young lady, perhaps Grid isn’t greedy for money.”


  


  “What? That is ridiculous. Is there anyone in the world who doesn’t care about money?”


  


  Everyone who met Asuka wanted money. They all aimed at her money.


  


  Black Teddy explained to Asuka, who was making a disbelieving expression, “Even before this incident, Grid had the ability to become rich enough. If he had only made and sold items in the last few years, he would be one of the world’s top 100 richest men. Yet as you know, his movements...”


  


  For the longest period of time, he only went on adventures. He fought every day and recently, he even beat the half-gods. It was clear that he was satisfied with his assets of hundreds of billions of won and was only focused on adventuring. 


  


  “...So there is a high probability that Grid won’t take advantage of this incident.”


  


  “Putting the game ahead of money. He is a true gamer.” Asuka’s expression relaxed a bit. She felt a type of similarity with Grid. Most of the negative emotions toward Grid disappeared. Still, there was an unresolved question. “Then why isn’t he summoning the battle gears?”


  


  “Don’t you think that the cooldown is very long or it is a skill that consumes an extraordinary amount of resources?”


  


  A skill that called upon every weapon he had made and rained it down. It was impossible to fathom how great the power would be and how spectacular the sight. It would be very strange if such a skill could be used frequently.


  


  Asuka was convinced. “Hrmm... I can see that.”


  


  The misunderstandings were unraveled. A new side of Grid’s personality was also seen. Asuka took it seriously. “How many times should I let Grid kill me?”


  


  “Huh...?”


  


  What thoughts were entering that little head? He had been watching the young lady for the past 20 years but he still couldn’t adapt. Asuka revealed her thoughts to the flustered Black Teddy. “We killed a few Overgeared soldiers when challenging the Fenrir raid. I think we should confess it honestly and accept the punishment.”


  


  “...Why all of a sudden? No, it wasn’t you who killed the soldiers directly but Crayon...”


  


  “In any case, I’m an accomplice. I have to at least get rid of my remorse if I want to apply to join the Overgeared Guild.”


  


  “...!”


  


  The Golden Snake Guild was once considered the best among the Seven Guilds. Asuka, who had been a former executive there, announced she would never join a guild again. During the time when the guild developed well, she saw the members of the guild defeated by the Overgeared Guild one by one and then leaving one by one when the situation became difficult, causing her to feel dubious. Now she was going to join the Overgeared Guild?


  


  “So... All of a sudden?” Black Teddy asked for confirmation and Asuka nodded.


  


  “Yes, it is annoying to find a party every time I need to do a raid. We will start again in earnest.”


  


  “What if you are refused entry? It might’ve been years but we were once hostile to Grid.”


  


  “No.”


  


  There was a fact she learned while approaching level 400. The monsters and named NPCs were rising exponentially in strength. Grid must’ve been the first to notice it.


  


  “Grid won’t refuse us if he is a real gamer.”


  


  This game is about winning. Anyone with the mindset that an enemy was an eternal enemy would never win. In the first place, they didn’t do anything that bad for Grid to complain about.


  


  “Well, if we’re rejected then that’s it.”
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  Grid’s half-god killer achievement became a fuse. Many players were stimulated by his epic that declared he would become a god. They believed they could rise further and poured more time, enthusiasm, and money into Satisfy. The average player’s growth rate reached an all-time high.


  


  A virtuous cycle had begun.


  


  As the activities of players in each region grew, the grievances of local residents were quickly resolved. Local residents were able to focus on business and the prices of essential consumables were stable. In particular, the prices of the buff potions became cheaper. They maintained their full doping status and didn’t suffer while hunting.


  


  The players’ hunting efficiency increased, making it easier for all types of items to be released on the market. Players gained equipment easier and cheaper than ever before and advanced to the top hunting grounds. Some of the areas that were invaded by flooding monsters were settled.


  


  As the chaotic regions decreased, the scope of the Yatan Church’s activities was reduced. The emergence of the Yatan Church decreased and the players of the Rebecca Church had more time to relax. Their range of activities became freer and much larger, causing the ‘healer drought’ pattern of Satisfy to completely change.


  


  It was now common to see healers in various parties. Parties with healers started to do boss raids and enter hunting grounds that they had never dared enter, maximizing the players’ overall growth.


  


  This was all due to one player. It was the influence of the supreme one, Grid, who changed the world. The S.A Group was aware of all these changes through various statistics and was astonished. It was hard to believe that an average player who started playing under the same conditions of others could make such a huge difference.


  


  Grid was unaware of the changes.


  


  ***


  


  Grid’s long tour schedule had begun.


  


  Starting from the former Gauss Kingdom to the north that was ruled by Duke Steim, Grid planned to inspect the entire territory of the Overgeared Kingdom. The purpose was to examine his actual land so instant movement magic such as teleportation was sealed. He walked with his own two feet and gained a small sense of what was going on in each area. He smiled as he interacted with people while doing the king’s quest.


  


  “Somehow, the atmosphere is very good.”


  


  Certainly, it had changed. It wasn’t just the large cities. In fact, even the people in the small villages with little security were satisfied with their lives. Only a few years ago, the people of the small villages had a strong fear of bandits or monsters, but this was no longer the case.


  


  “The players in this village seem to be very active. According to the report of the Shadow Guild, the bandits in the vicinity have been wiped out.”


  


  “Wiped out? The bandit bases are attacked every time they are respawned?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  Bandit fighting quests usually occurred in small villages. It was because it was difficult for bandits to live near a city with many troops. This was where the essential problem of bandit fighting quests appeared. The inhabitants of small villages were poor. The quest rewards they promised to the players were lousy. This meant that players were less motivated to participate.


  


  Most players refused the bandit quests unless they found it hard to earn money or had a sense of justice. Even if they received the quest, they only accomplished the clear condition of the quest and then it was over. It was safe to assume that few players would attack the bandit bases.


  


  Yet...


  


  “Here too?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “Here as well?”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  Grid heard that all the entire small villages were liberated from the bandits. The bandit bases in all areas were subjugated. At this point, Grid questioned it. Once or twice could’ve been dismissed as a coincidence but it was unreasonable to encounter the same situation in every village. 


  


  He asked Jishuka, who came with him. “Did Lauel hire a separate subjugation team?”


  


  “Wouldn’t it be hard for Lauel to care about such a remote area?”


  


  “Then is it something the local lord did? Who is the lord of this area?”


  


  “Toon.”


  


  “...I don’t think he can manage this type of meticulous policing.”


  


  “Right. We can’t afford to do so in the first place. This is a limit to the number of troops that can be operated. It is just the result of the activities of ordinary players.”


  


  “......”


  


  This wasn’t convincing. Was it necessary for ordinary players to be so active in destroying the bandits? Grid was very grateful for the sake of his kingdom but...


  


  Upon hearing Jishuka’s words, Grid thought about it and went directly to the village chief. “Chief, is there any job for me to do? For example, fighting the bandits.”


  


  Grid was currently wearing the skin mask. He would trouble the people if he showed his identity in the rural area for an inspection. This was his own consideration for them.


  


  “Um, let’s see. It has been relatively peaceful recently thanks to the adventurers subjugating the bases of the bandits.”


  


  It was the same even in this village? It was difficult to check the quest contents. It happened when Grid was filled with regret...


  


  “Village chief! Woodcutter Dex saw new bandits gathering in the back mountain!”


  


  “...!”


  


  Suddenly, the chief’s attitude changed.


  


  “I think it would be a great help to the village if you can wipe out the bandits.”


  


  [Fight the Bandits]


  


  [Difficulty: D


  


  Fight the bandits threatening the adventurers and villagers.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Kill 50 bandits (Currently 0/50)


  


  Quest Clear Reward: 10 gold.]


  


  “......”


  


  It was as he expected. The quest rewards were very low compared to the amount of effort needed to be put in. It was a quest that had no merit for a lot of players.


  


  “Wow, the rewards have tripled compared to the past. It was around three gold coins in our time, right?”


  


  


  “It is proof that the lives of the people have improved overall.” 


  


  The hard part of the quest was searching for the bandits. Bandits were those who chose to only steal from the weak so they usually hid in secret. It took quite a bit of time and work to find them.


  


  ‘Then why are players so eager to wipe out the bandits?’


  


  Grid had received the quest so it was faster to confirm it directly. Grid exchanged glances with Jishuka and looked at the mountain outside the village.


  


  “...!”


  


  Jishuka was amazed. It was because Grid, who was right next to her, disappeared, leaving only the wind behind.


  


  -Hey!Why use Shunpo?I wanted to stick with you so I followed. It is too much for you to throw me away!


  


  -S-Sorry,it is a habit.I’ll be back soon so just wait.


  


  “...He was a magician?” the wide-mouthed village chief asked carefully. He lived in the countryside so he had never seen teleportation magic. He saw Grid disappearing quietly without any lights and misunderstood it as a type of spell.


  


  Under the hat she was wearing, Jishuka scratched her cheek. “He is also a magician.”


  


  ***


  


  “...?!”


  


  Grid arrived at his destination with the help of Shunpo and was startled.


  


  On a small mountain...


  


  Hundreds of people were running around a place where players were less likely to visit due to the low probability of monsters appearing.


  


  “Here! The bandits are here!”


  


  “......”


  


  Were they halfway to level 200? The faces of the players running around with fancy equipment were full of enthusiasm. On the way to the top of the mountain, they hunted tigers and bears before attacking the bandits that appeared. The bandits were far outnumbered and quickly turned to grey ash.


  


  The players hurriedly grabbed the small amount of money and miscellaneous items dropped by the bandits before rushing down the mountain. Then they climbed back to the top of the mountain again and hunted the wild animals they encountered on the way. If a monster was found by chance, they would rush over with wide eyes so it wasn’t stolen by others. Then once they reached the top of the mountain, they hunted the respawned bandits again.


  


  “Is this a true story?”


  


  There was a lack of mobs. Grid finally grasped the situation and clicked his tongue.


  


  ***


  


  “Why are you hunting here when there aren’t many mobs?”


  


  “The hunting grounds are full and there are no available hunting grounds. Bandits are humanoid monsters and give a lot of experience, so we are hunting here instead.”


  


  “What? Does this make sense?”


  


  The Overgeared Kingdom had absorbed the Gauss Kingdom and now the territory was quite large. From low level to high level hunting grounds, there were various types of hunting grounds all over the kingdom. Yet the hunting grounds were full? It was ridiculous unless most players were at the hunting grounds.


  


  “...Ah?”


  


  A chill went down Jishuka’s spine. She realized that the villages were as quiet as a dead rat. Only the residents were active on the streets. It was hard to see players anywhere she looked around. Only the players running to and from the general store to buy potions were noticeable.


  


  ‘Don’t tell me?’


  


  Jishuka gulped. Grid had also noticed the identity of the strangeness.


  


  “All the players are out hunting.”


  


  Production class users normally didn’t flow into the countryside. They preferred the cities with active markets. Thus, she noticed it too late. She never carefully considered why there were fewer people in every village and just took it for granted. It was a judgment that didn’t take into account the habits of combat class players who went anywhere there was a hunting ground. Yes, no matter how rural the village, it was normal to be crowded with a certain number of players. The world had changed.


  


  “There seems to be a level up boom.”


  


  People were eager to hunt, even in villages. It was just like the rankers. Such an era had come. After that...


  


  “......”


  


  Grid traveled through the south and west of the Gauss Kingdom and once again realized the change in the times. No matter where he went, players were crowding the hunting grounds. The ratio of players who played the game leisurely with the mentality of ‘a game is fun’ had dramatically decreased. It felt like the players were full of passion.


  


  Duguen!


  


  Grid’s heart thumped. The great demons, yangbans, gods, dragons, etc. They were potential enemies that threatened humanity. Grid had felt that players could never be their opponents. Now his heavy shoulders became lighter.


  


  “I’m glad I will have more rivals.”


  


  There would come a day when players needed to cooperate with each other. Today’s change would be a great strength at that time. Grid’s smiling mouth was overflowing with joy. The high ranker Jishuka recognized other players as competitors and she couldn’t understand the attitude of the supreme one.


  


  Just then, the castle gates came down and the moat was covered. Hundreds of knights rushed over the bridge that connected the castle and the snowy field. They surrounded Grid and Jishuka, pulled out their swords and saluted them.


  


  “Welcome to the Great Overgeared King Grid!”


  


  “You have suffered coming all this way, Your Majesty.”


  


  Duke Steim walked out from among the knights. He had been defending the Overgeared Kingdom from the invasion of barbarians and monsters in the north. Now he was old and haggard. Grid’s heart became heavier once he realized this person didn’t have much time left to live. However, he smiled and held Duke Steim’s hands.


  


  “You’ve become stronger in the meantime.”


  


  Duke Steim was Irene’s father and Grid’s oldest guardian. Grid was still polite to him.


  


  Then the smiling Duke Steim whispered in a voice that could only be heard by Grid, “Please go back straight away tonight. This place is dangerous.”


  


  “...!”
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  “Please go back straight away tonight. This place is dangerous.”


  


  ‘What?’


  


  Duke Steim’s whisper filled Grid with doubt.


  


  Frontier—it was the very north and the end of the Overgeared Kingdom. It was surrounded by snowstorms and rugged mountains all year round so communication with the central government wasn’t smooth. The basic problem was that it was too far away. The Frontier was a remote area where the anti-Grid forces operated in the dark.


  


  However, things had changed. In the wake of the anti-coalition incident, the alert Grid stationed some of the Overgeared members in the north. He asked them to let him know if anything unusual happened in the north. They empowered Duke Steim, who defended the north alone from the monsters and barbarians beyond the walls and from the internal enemies.


  


  That’s right—Grid was able to see the Frontier’s situation in near real-time. Until yesterday, there was no incident in Frontier.


  


  ‘Then what is so dangerous?’


  


  “Let’s go into the castle.”


  


  A bright smile spread across Duke Steim’s face as he raised his head and guided Grid. The serious expression from just now disappeared like he was conscious of someone’s eyes.


  


  “You look cold.”


  


  Duke Steim took off his cloak and covered Jishuka. Jishuka was the owner of the Red Phoenix Bow and didn’t feel very cold, but she didn’t see the need to refuse the favor. Thus, she covered herself with the cloak.


  


  “Your Majesty, you don’t need it?”


  


  “Of course.”


  


  Grid tapped Valhalla and was guided by Duke Steim. Then the moment he arrived at Duke Steim’s office, he asked, “Why did you say it was dangerous? Is it the remnants of the Eternal Kingdom?”


  


  “No, they have already been rooted out.”


  


  “Then...?” 


  


  “Some of the half-draconians have moved to the Chaos Mountains.”


  


  “...!!” 


  


  Beyond the walls, the Chaos Mountains was one of the largest and most rugged mountain ranges in the West Continent. There were eight mountains intertwined like a whirlpool. There was a legend that it was a place where dragons once stayed.


  


  -I heard there were level 400 monsters near the entrance?If you go in a bit deeper, monsters with a level of 500 or higher will appear. What type of guts do the half-draconians have to set up a nest in such a place?


  


  The surprised Jishuka sent him a whisper and Grid shook his head.


  


  -Level 400 or higher monsters will only appear a bit after the entrance.The level of monsters that inhabit the entrance area is an average of 200~300.


  


  -Ah~ the rumors were exaggerated.


  


  -No, not at all.


  


  -...?


  


  -Monsters above level 500 will appear if you only go in a bit deeper.Skunk told me.


  


  -...!


  


  The difficulty level of the Chaos Mountains rose sharply whenever a ridge was crossed. The first ridge was home to monsters ranging from level 200~300 and they were the enemies of the north. The northern army has been fighting with them for hundreds of years. In some cases, elite monsters who deviated from the second and third ridges appeared and were barely blocked by Duke Steim leading the knights. From the fourth ridge onward, the difficulty level was completely different.


  


  Duke Steim had attempted to explore the fourth ridge several times but they always returned in vain. It was rumored that there were monsters twice as powerful as those on the third ridge.


  


  “Is this information accurate? There are many threatening monsters in the Chaos Mountains, even for the half-draconians.”


  


  “This is why they moved to the Chaos Mountains. It is said to be a great place to satisfy the aggressiveness of the half-draconians.”


  


  “Who said that?”


  


  “The half-draconians themselves.”


  


  “Huh?”


  


  “The envoy from the half-draconians came early this morning.” Duke Steim started to tremble. He felt a sense of terror when he remembered the events from just a few hours ago. “The envoy said that by tomorrow morning, we have to bring the most powerful human in this territory to him. He will not invade this land for the rest of his life if he can be happy for even a minute.”


  


  It was the butterfly effect from the Saharan Empire’s policy for unity with other races. The half-draconians had originally been isolated by the Saharan Empire. After regaining their freedom, they came to this faraway place.


  


  “...Since they are a race with high self-esteem, I believe they will abide by their promise.”


  


  The half-draconians were notorious. Even the empire, which once had an extermination policy, was unable to subdue the half-draconians and was wary. Half of the Red Knights, the anti-aircraft division, a great magician, and tens of thousands of troops were stationed there in order to prevent the enemies from crossing the border of the empire.


  


  This meant it was impossible to fight against the half-draconians with the power of the north. The entire Overgeared Kingdom might be able to fight them but great sacrifices would be inevitable.


  


  Duke Steim’s white face suddenly turned to Laden standing next to him. Laden’s expression was determined. “I will bring a lot of happiness to the half-draconians. Your Majesty, My Lord, you don’t have to worry.


  


  “......”


  


  Finally, it was revealed why Duke Steim had asked Grid to leave. It was because Grid was stronger than Laden. If Grid stayed here until tomorrow morning, he would be the one who would be sacrificed to the half-draconians, not Laden. That’s right—it was already determined that Laden would be sacrificed. It was ironic that the young person who would lead the future of the north must be sacrificed for the north.


  


  “These bastards...!” Jishuka turned red after grasping the situation and shot up from her seat. She seemed ready to fight the half-draconians all by herself.


  


  Grid grasped her wrist and stared straight into Laden’s eyes. “A knight... no, a human.”


  


  Grid recalled it. The days at school where he was treated as a toy by people whose faces he didn’t even remember. He was dispensable to them. No, it shouldn’t have happened.


  


  “You aren’t born to be someone else’s plaything.”


  


  


  “...!”


  


  “You are being played by trash. Don’t wrap it up with fancy words such as calling it a great sacrifice.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Laden’s expression quickly collapsed. His face twisted with pain and he clenched his fists. The blood that flowed from his hands dripped onto the marble as he spoke, “Then I... What should I do?”


  


  He was born on this land. His family had suffered from the harsh cold and monsters so he deeply respected Duke Steim for protecting his people. He dreamed of becoming a knight. Fortunately, he found that he was talented. From then on, he vowed that he would defend the land and Duke Steim. That’s why he was determined to make the sacrifice. Now the king came and shook his world with a few words, causing him to feel a bit resentful.


  


  “......”


  


  Grid rose from his seat while staring into Laden’s shaky eyes. A teenager who was still baby-faced the first time they met had grown into a young man of similar age. Grid had heard that Laden already had three children.


  


  Grid was deeply moved and checked the condition of Laden’s equipment. Helmet, armor, shoulder guards, gloves, belt, gaiters, shoes, cloak, sword, and shield—Grid contemplated everything using Pagma’s Eyes. It was as expected. As a northern knight, his equipment was in excellent condition. Duke Steim didn’t spare his support and Laden was armed with unique rated items. Unfortunately, since Laden had become a ‘symbol’ of the north, there was a lot of equipment that cared more about appearance than practicality. There was also an absence of set items. It was just fortunate that there were many factors involved in being strong.


  


  “What should you do?”


  


  Grid patted Laden’s shoulder and approached the window. As he opened the window as if trying to ventilate the office, he declared, “You just have to beat them and kill them.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “Aren you going to bring them joy? Bullshit. Just get rid of them.”


  


  They needed to warn the arrogant invaders that the inhabitants of this land were strong. They weren’t toys who could be played with. Grid would make it that way. The determined Grid’s gaze shifted toward the Chaos Mountains beyond the walls. He continued to stare at a ridge until Shunpo activated.


  


  “What can I do...?”


  


  It was the moment when the absent-minded Laden muttered. Grid suddenly disappeared from his spot. Jishuka was left behind with the dumbfounded Duke Steim and Laden and grinned.


  


  “It has been a long time since I’ve seen him like this.”


  


  The reason why Jishuka liked Grid was his outspoken words and actions. She liked the imposing personality that expressed his feelings honestly without looking around him. She thought it was hundreds of times better than those who were a gentleman on the surface while having sinister plans behind the scenes.


  


  “Beating them to a pulp... so cool.”


  


  “......”


  


  “......”


  


  Duke Steim and Laden were silent because they were embarrassed by Jishuka’s sudden blush.


  


  ***


  


  ‘Oh, I think this place is okay for me?’


  


  The Chaos Mountains were infested with high level monsters and weren’t used as a hunting ground because of the terrible environment. There were blizzards that cut the flesh, poison in the frozen air, swamps that corroded equipment, and traps naturally formed by all types of poisonous plants and thorns. There were too many restrictions for players.


  


  According to Skunk’s advice, the basic conditions to act here was at least 90% cold resistance, 80% poison resistance, and level 5 advanced trap searching skills. It was said that if a player didn’t want to lose an item the moment they fell into a swamp, they needed equipment with at least 800 durability.


  


  ‘I’m worried about the traps but I can detect them with my transcendent senses.’


  


  For Grid, the cold and poison were no obstacles. Additionally, most of his equipment had infinite durability. Grid lightly avoided all sorts of traps and crossed the fourth ridge. The monsters here were close to level 450 but they weren’t a threat to Grid at all. The monsters resembling an Archaeopteryx were difficult but they became relatively easy with the help of the God Hands.


  


  ‘It could be a bit dangerous here.’


  


  Grid quickly crossed the fifth ridge and stopped for a moment. The lava golems who created flames in the cold made him feel puzzled.


  


  ‘480.’


  


  Grid frowned when he saw the information of the monster that appeared on the snowy field covering the swamp. The enlightenment effect meant the experience he gained noticeably increased but he had no time to be happy. If the half-draconians’ base was deeper than this, it meant their average level was over 500.


  


  It wasn’t possible. Laden was a named NPC called the best genius of the north but he was still only level 380. Perhaps it was due to his youth but the growth rate was on the lower side.


  


  ‘It will be difficult to narrow the 200 level difference, no matter how well equipped.’


  


  The stats had an awakening effect every 100 levels. The difference between level 499 and 500 was as large as the difference between heaven and earth. The prerequisite for Laden to fight a half-draconian and win was for the half-draconian to be level 400.


  


  ‘As Teruchan proved, the level of other species was high but it is only for named NPCs.’


  


  No matter how terrible the half-draconians were, the level of the ordinary ones should be in the 400s. The speed of Grid’s thinking increased. The deeper he went into the mountains, the noisier he became. In order to attract the attention of the half-draconians, he deliberately used loud skills and killed monsters with flashy skills. The effect was certain.


  


  “A human? Hahat! You are too impatient! We said that we would see you tomorrow morning!”


  


  A half-draconian appeared. The surprising thing was that this guy attacked the moment he found Grid.


  


  ‘The contract effect is useless.’


  


  As the Different Species’ King, Grid signed a contract with Hao and enjoyed the passive effect of somewhat reducing the aggressiveness of the half-draconians. That’s why he thought it would be possible to have a conversation, but there was nothing like that.


  


  The half-draconian race itself was violent. This was good from Grid’s point of view. Grid reflected the attack with Revolve and charged at the surprised half-draconian while smiling grimly.


  


  ‘Let’s see what their weaknesses are.’


  


  Tomorrow morning...


  


  The half-draconians would be dumbfounded when they were countered by Laden’s items. They wouldn’t enjoy it. They would regret it. They would taste the horror.




  Chapter 1234


  “A human? Hahat! You are too impatient! We said that we would see you tomorrow morning!”


  


  A half-draconian, Heltavon, came after discovering the unexpected guest. He was extremely excited. A human was slaughtering monsters alone in the Chaos Mountains? It was natural to look forward to it.


  


  ‘I didn’t expect there to be a person soloing in such a remote place! It is interesting!’


  


  The world had changed a lot while they were trapped in the imperial walls. It was worthwhile to throw away the frogs in the well who wanted to play with the empire to wander through the mountains.


  


  Duguen!Duguen!


  


  Heltavon’s heartbeat sped up. The blood of the evil dragon Bunhelier that flowed through his veins boiled hot. The innate aggressiveness of the half-draconians poured out. “Well, I don’t care if I fight tomorrow or not. I will start the fight straight away. Right?”


  


  It was well known that the half-draconians were mountain dwellers. However, it was still a problem for them to be fully self-sufficient when it came to food, clothing, housing, and transportation. This was why the half-draconians had prepared an event for Duke Steim.


  


  They planned to use Frontier as a supply base to stay in the Chaos Mountains for a while and engage in a frenzied struggle with the monsters. In front of the inhabitants of Frontier, they planned to slaughter the most powerful talent in order to dominate Frontier’s people and gain a tribute of food, clothing, and especially alcohol. The most important thing to Heltavon wasn’t the plan but the pleasure of the moment. He was just pushing forward the event that was scheduled for tomorrow.


  


  “Hahahat! Let’s give it a try!” Heltavon yelled with a laugh and fired a Breath.


  


  The dizzying blizzard was dispersed by the black ray of light. The black-haired man standing in the center of the open landscape was clearly captured in Heltavon’s vision. At this moment...


  


  ‘What?’


  


  Heltavon’s mood became strange. His excited heart calmed down a bit. It was the first time he had ever calmed down in front of an opponent.


  


  ‘It was a mistake.’


  


  Heltavon shook off his distracted thoughts. The Breath he shot was already reaching the chest of the black-haired human. Then—


  


  “Revolve.”


  


  Grid hit it back easily. Heltavon was flying forward to attack only to become perplexed as the human reflected his Breath.


  


  ‘Isn’t he quite good?’


  


  Heltavon’s body became stiff for a moment as he blocked the reflected Breath. However, his eyes didn’t stop moving as he pursued the human’s movements.


  


  ‘Pretty fast?’


  


  Heltavon didn’t avoid the attack of the human who appeared from the side. The sharp cuts or stabs didn’t threaten his scales. At least, it had been like that so far. The single-digit Red Knights learned that even a sword full of aura couldn’t cut the scales of a half-draconian and switched to blunt weapons.


  


  “...Kuock!”


  


  Heltavon wanted to grasp the human only to let out a scream when his back was cut.


  


  ‘What?’


  


  It was a strange pain. Heltavon examined his back with a shaky gaze. Blood spurted. The scales cut by the human’s sword fell onto the snow field.


  


  “I was cut?’


  


  Heltavon hurriedly spread out his wings. There was a strong gust of wind that shook the human. Heltavon didn’t miss this gap and raised his knee to hit the human’s side. It was a fast and sharp attack that the 5th Red Knight had barely responded to, yet the black-haired man grasped it with his hand. It was proof that he wasn’t inferior to Heltavon when it came to both strength and speed.


  


  ‘The level of the 2nd Knight?’


  


  Heltavon fully grasped the black-haired human’s skills and wasn’t panicked. He wasn’t even excited. He had calmed down from the moment he encountered the human He was calm and sober, just like the festival (duel) between his kind to determine their ‘rating.’ That’s right—Heltavon’s condition was the best when his aggressiveness was suppressed. It was the effect of Grid’s contract with Hao.


  


  Heltavon’s left knee was held in the hand of the human, causing him to spin backwards and throw a right kick. Grid pulled his head back to avoid it but something stretched out. Sharp and hard claws emerged from Heltavon’s feet and brushed past Grid’s neck. The attack was only two centimeters deep but it cut Grid’s artery, dealing him the ‘bleeding’ and ‘unable to recover’ states.


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  Grid had to let go of Heltavon’s knee to avoid the attack and took the opportunity to step back. Then he asked directly, “What is your level?” 


  


  “What?”


  


  “I’m asking you whether you’re strong or weak among the half-draconians.”


  


  According to the information Grid recently received from Hao, the half-draconians were a mixed-breed born from the evil dragon Bunhelier and a human. This meant that the blood of a real dragon flowed through the bodies of the half-draconians. However, Grid didn’t shrink back. He had already experienced it with the Twilight Orcs. It was a race that could eventually be selected by players so Grid’s analyzed that the half-draconians weren’t strong enough to violate common sense. Hao had agreed with him. 


  


  The blood of a dragon might be flowing through the veins of the half-draconians, but the blood was already weak. Grid thought there would be ordinary members of the half-draconians, unless they were classified as named. Still, it was a bit surprising. Heltavon was quite strong but he wasn’t named based on the color of his name. It could be considered mid-tier among the single-digit Red Knights.


  


  ‘It would be a pain if he is an average half-draconian.’


  


  Laden’s potential was explosive but his current growth was low. Even if he became overgeared, the odds of defeat were high if he fought against half-draconians stronger than Heltavon.


  


  ‘Do I need to change my plan?’


  


  The reason why Grid didn’t want to directly fight against the half-draconians tomorrow was because he considered a number of situations.


  


  First of all, he didn’t like that he had to personally come forward to deal with rude invaders. If he had to go out personally whenever something happened, it would give a bad impression to the outside and wouldn’t be good for the morale of the people.


  


  The north was also one of the most important borders in the Overgeared Kingdom. The north had prevented the invasion of monsters for many years and were recognized as the elites of the Overgeared Kingdom. It had to be so. Grid wanted to use this chance to prove that the public awareness of the north was true by empowering Laden. He might not be confident but he wanted Laden to do his part.


  


  ‘However, it will all be ruined if Laden is killed.’


  


  Heltavon replied to the frustrated Grid, “Huhut, don’t you know when you see it? I am strong among my people. Of course, I’m just a child compared to Helena.”


  


  “...Really? The half-draconian who was sent as an envoy earlier in the day is called Helena?”


  


  “Are you an idiot? It is enough to send a low-grade warrior to be an envoy to humans!”


  


  This was good news. Grid’s expression relaxed. “Then the half-draconian who will fight Frontier’s strongest tomorrow isn’t Helena but a low-grade warrior?”


  


  “Huhut, of course.”


  


  “I’m glad to hear that.”


  


  “What? Why are you glad? Do you think you will win if you fight a low-grade warrior?”


  


  “If you are a low-grade warrior then I will win...”


  


  “Haha! What a funny little kid! I haven’t revealed my skills yet!” 


  


  “Additionally, I’m not the strongest person in Frontier.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Heltavon’s face stiffened for the first time. The human being in front of him was surprisingly strong. He thought it would be hard for a low-grade warrior to win against the human so Heltavon wanted to get rid of him on the spot.


  


  


  ‘Yet there is someone stronger than this guy?’


  


  Were there two talented people equivalent to the Red Knights living in kingdoms other than the empire? The world had changed so much. It seemed that the empire had become a pushover without knowing it.


  


  ‘If it was the empire of the past, they would’ve cut off the talented buds of other kingdoms in advance. Now they can’t even control this much?’


  


  It tasted bad from the moment they started talking nonsense about unity.


  


  ‘In any case, it is dangerous. I should suggest to Helena to change the list of envoys sent to Frontier tomorrow.’


  


  Before that, naturally—


  


  ‘I have to get rid of this guy.’


  


  Heltavon laughed. Heltavon’s bones grew rapidly. The clothes made of leather were all torn and the scales that had only covered the vital parts of the body extended to all over the body. Soon after Heltavon was covered with scales, he spread his wings and gave off a pressure that oppressed Grid.


  


  ‘Is this a true half-draconian?’


  


  Grid glanced at Heltavon’s hands and feet, which were large enough to remind him of the giant, Radwolf. Then Grid fired a Magic Missile first. The gust that occurred when Heltavon covered himself with his wings twisted the trajectory of Magic Missile.


  


  ‘It is conditional anti-magic.’


  


  There was no need for Laden to worry about this. Laden was a knight. He didn’t use magic.


  


  ‘Then what about this?’


  


  Grid took out a spare spear from his inventory and fired it using Spear Shot. Once again, a gust came from Heltavon’s wings and blew the spear off track.


  


  ‘It isn’t anti-magic but anti-projectiles.’


  


  There seemed to be no cooldown. However, based on the way the waist lowered slightly after covering himself with the wings, it seemed to cause an ‘immobile’ state for a moment.


  


  ‘If so?’


  


  Grid fired a Magic Missile and then immediately launched himself into the air to use Kill. It was as expected. The attack speed of Kill was enough to respond to Heltavon’s agility. Heltavon, who was unable to move due wrapping his body with wings, couldn’t avoid it and had to block by raising his two arms.


  


  [The target has received 179,080 damage.]


  


  ‘...Isn’t this a bit bad?’


  


  The attack power of Kill was the best out of single sword dances. The concept of defense itself was meaningless in front of it. Considering Grid’s attack power and the damage factor of Kill, the fact that it only caused 180,000 damage meant that the defense of the half-draconian’s scales had reached the highest level.


  


  ‘It will be very difficult for Laden, whose attack power is four times lower than mine, to break through the defenses of the half-draconians... Huh?’


  


  Grid frowned as he was recalling Laden’s stats information and skills list.


  


  [The effect of Kill has disarmed the target for one second.]


  


  “...!”


  


  Heltavon’s scales that collided with Kill were temporarily falling off. It meant that the scales of a half-draconian were judged as armor. Grid immediately responded by using Link. He confirmed the damage done to Heltavon’s arms that lost the scales and couldn’t help smiling. 


  


  ‘The defense will be reduced by twice as much after losing the scales.’


  


  He determined what weapon he would make for Laden.


  


  “You!”


  


  Heltavon was launching a counter-attack. He grasped Grid’s shoulder and the shoulder guards made a loud noise. However, the durability was infinite so it wasn’t damaged. The shape was distorted but it was immediately restored due to the recovery effect. Heltavon lifted Grid with Grid force before slamming him into the ground. It was a skill reminiscent of Bubat’s CC.


  


  ‘It is dangerous. I should widen the distance.’


  


  Grid was thinking when something slammed into his chest! Heltavon’s feet fell. He had decided to kill Grid immediately and opened his mouth to fire a Breath.


  


  ‘I can’t avoid this.’


  


  The Breath’s power was tremendous when fired from close range. It was physically impossible to avoid or counterattack when he was in this captured state. However, Grid used the God Hands to block it.


  


  “...?!”


  


  The flustered Heltavon stomped his foot to trample on Grid’s chest again. Then he used the recoil to jump up. Grid instantly raised himself to aim for this gap, only for the sharp tail to sweep by the tip of his nose.


  


  ‘He purposely gave me an opportunity to stand up in order to slash my neck with his tail.’


  


  After reading Heltavon’s intentions, Grid widened the distance and watched Heltavon’s tail closely. Then he used Shunpo to attack the tail. Heltavon’s tail that collided with the Enlightenment Sword was as hard as a sword. It held out against the sword without being cut.


  


  ‘Is the tail also classified as equipment?’


  


  Grid once again used Kill. It was possible because the cooldown was reset from the effect of God's Command. Once again, the target was the tail.


  


  “Bah! Stupid fool! Does the tail look like a weakness?” Heltavon snorted. His tail was fine despite being hit with Kill. It wasn’t affected by the disarming effect. 


  


  Grid nodded. Subsequently, Mercedes’ Keen Insight was transplanted into his eyes.


  


  “I have to be most careful about the tail. It is hard, sharp and rotates 360 degrees so the range of application is very wide.”


  


  “...?” At this time, Heltavon felt a sense of strangeness. It was like the human in front of him was dissecting him like a frog. It was an unpleasant sensation. “What are you doing? Do you have no intention of fighting?”


  


  “Tell me. Do you have anything more to show?” Grid asked Heltavon, who was gritting his teeth. 


  


  “This guy!”


  


  A lion wasn’t afraid of a rabbit. It was because he knew he wouldn’t be eaten by a rabbit. This was the difference in species. Yes, Heltavon couldn’t properly recognize the danger of the human in front of him. It wasn’t a matter of his vigilance.


  


  “...Eh?”


  


  Heltavon had been attacking Grid for a long time only to pause. The hot heat that he started to feel perplexed him. At the same time, the world changed. The mountains and unstoppable blizzard suddenly disappeared and only a world of flames existed. No, looking closely, there were also sharp, silver colored sword energies in his field of view.


  


  “What...?”


  


  The fear of the unknown was great. Grid’s cold voice entered Heltavon’s ear, “I’ve learned enough about your standards. Let’s end this.”


  


  Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle. The image of ruin merged with the image of the infinite sword energy. Dozens of dragon-like blades of sword energy poured out like raging waves, slamming into the half-draconian. Heltavon met his demise at the hands of Grid and became Grid’s nutrients. 




  Chapter 1235


  Bright orange hair that was like looking at the sun—it felt like the sun in the sky, which had been hidden by the blizzard, had actually fallen to the ground. 


  


  “57 minutes.”


  


  Helena swept back her fluttering hair and looked around. The last ridge of the Chaos Mountains... 


  


  For the first time since she arrived, she was left alone in a place filled with vicious monsters. However, she knew it was just a short silence. In a few seconds, new monsters would rush in and Helena didn’t have the health left to handle them.


  


  “Huhuhu...”


  


  A smile spread on Helena’s cold face. It was a beautiful smile but it was actually filled with ridicule. She ridiculed the people who remained in their homeland, obsessed with the notion that ‘there is no better toy than the empire.’


  


  ‘I’m looking forward to their disappointment when they realize sooner or later that the empire isn’t worth playing with.’


  


  “Helena!”


  


  How much further would she have to progress if she wanted to fight non-stop on the seventh ridge? Helena was returning to the sixth ridge in a joyful state when she stopped. A half-draconian, Jad, had found her and was running toward her.


  


  “What is it?” Helena asked in a cold manner.


  


  Unfortunately, the 20 half-draconians who came to the Chaos Mountains with her weren’t loved. The intention was too obvious. They were all males who were eager to be chosen as Helena’s mate but it wasn’t possible. Helena wanted her partner to unconditionally be stronger than her.


  


  “Heltavon’s energy has disappeared!”


  


  “I know.”


  


  “...!”


  


  “I can feel whether the person with the name of Hel is dead or alive even if he is far away.”


  


  Bun and Hel—the lineage of their ancestors still existed a thousand years later. All the lords of the half-draconians were named after Bun and Hel. This time, it was Helena’s turn to be the lord. It was based on the rule that the descendants of Bun and Hel should be lords in turn.


  


  However, Helena couldn’t become the lord. It was the aftermath of her proposal to move all the half-draconians to the Chaos Mountains when she was about to be elected as the next lord. There was a backlash about the noble half-draconians needing to mingle with monsters who had nothing but instincts. This caused Helena’s position to weaken.


  


  The result meant that for the first time in the history of the half-draconians, a person with the name of Bun was elected as the lord two consecutive times. Helena had felt ashamed at that time but she soon realized it was a great opportunity. The turning point was the visit of one of the Seven Dukes, Spear Saint Rachel.


  


  The person who visited the half-draconians without any fear was weak compared to Helena’s standards. Compared to the days when they were the Nine Dukes, not the Seven Dukes, the level was poor, yet the senior warriors couldn’t handle her easily. The empire had weakened over the years but the strength of the half-draconians, who were accustomed to playing with the empire, also declined.


  


  Bunsdel, the one who took Helena’s place as the lord, also knew this fact. It was just that he was born with the destiny of not being the lord. Thus, his obsession with being the lord was amazing. He turned away from the visible truth and encouraged his people to play with the empire. 


  


  This was an opportunity for Helena. As Bunsdel was obsessively clinging to the lord’s position, she left their home that had fallen to being a playground that wasn’t fun at all. She persuaded her fellow people to join her but only 20 males followed her. Heltavon was one of them. Helena’s expectations for him were low from the very beginning.


  


  “He was at a level that he would be killed by the monsters of the sixth ridge. I’m thankful that he perished rather than survived tenaciously to tarnish the name of Hel.”


  


  “T-That’s right. Haha...”


  


  The monsters of the sixth ridge were too strong. One monster was stronger than 100 elite troops of the empire and their breeding power was limitless, so they were dangerous. Jad had such worries so the death of one of the strong warriors, Heltavon, came as a worry. Nonetheless, once Helena reacted coldly, he couldn’t speak anymore and could only smile. Helena passed him to enter the shabby hut. She got into a small bathtub and asked, “Are you going to accompany the envoy to Frontier tomorrow?”


  


  “Yes, I’ll bring back a lot of dresses for Helena to wear.” Jad answered while picking up the clothes that Helena had thrown carelessly. He was unfamiliar with Helena’s clothes becoming rags in only one battle.


  


  She had killed a single digit Red Knight of the empire and 10,000 troops without a single drop of blood falling on her clothes. This made him wonder about the strength of the monsters inhabiting the seventh ridge.


  


  Duguen!Duguen!


  


  Helena scoffed at Jad, who was dominated by aggressiveness and was staring at the seventh ridge.


  


  “You can try it if you want to die a worse death than Heltavon.”


  


  “N-No. Haha... I will go to Frontier first.”


  


  “Bring wine when you come back.”


  


  “I’ll bring it by the wagonload!”


  


  Jad left the hut and Helena watched him. For the two of them, Frontier wasn’t a wealthy city on the outskirts. It looked like any ordinary human land that could be controlled in one breath.


  


  *** 


  


  In Frontier’s central square...


  


  The place that originally had no room to move was currently completely blocked off.


  


  Ttang!Ttang!Ttang!


  


  The sound of nailing and sawing never stopped. Hundreds of carpenters were building a stage next to the beautiful fountain. It was Laden’s tomb. The carpenters didn’t know it but Laden did.


  


  


  “......”


  


  Laden recalled the calm dawn.


  


  The envoy of the half-draconians had showed off his fearsome presence as he invaded the castle and stepped onto the terrace that only the lord could step foot on. He came to Frontier and pointed to the huge square in the center of the city.


  


  “Build a stage there. Tomorrow morning, in front of all the people watching, I will fight the strongest person of Frontier. Don’t use someone weak as a sacrifice. If the person you send out is terrible and makes us feel bored, we’ll slaughter half the inhabitants of this city.”


  


  It was a one-sided notification. It was a death sentence for Laden. After the brief meeting, Laden had felt the difference in skills and fell into deep despair. Nevertheless, Laden had no intention of fleeing. He became a knight to protect Duke Steim. It was impossible for him to abandon his master and people to flee. 


  


  Duguen!


  


  As the carpenters built the stage, Laden’s heartbeat became faster.


  


  Duguen!


  


  Once the staircase of the stage was completed, Laden’s heart sank. The staircase looked like the mouth of a vicious demon leading him to hell. A huge fear started to rule him but he didn’t express it.


  


  “Laden.”


  


  “My Lord!”


  


  Laden stood staring blankly at the stage, only to be startled and bowed his head. Duke Steim was approaching him. Usually, he would’ve already read the duke’s mind and was prepared. Laden was aware of his poor condition and tried to control his mind. Duke Steim clenched his trembling hands tightly.


  


  “Run away.”


  


  This was what he wanted to say from the very beginning.


  


  Duke Steim had been watching Laden since Laden was a child and he regarded Laden as his own child. It was Laden who comforted Irene after she just got married and then became lonely when her husband, Grid, left on his adventures. Laden’s upright character was Duke Steim’s pride and his outstanding talent was Duke Steim’s joy.


  


  Duke Steim had no intention of allowing Laden to die in vain when he should grow to become one of the pillars supporting the Overgeared Kingdom. The reason he couldn’t tell Laden to run away was to protect Laden’s pride. How could he ignore a knight’s determination to fight? He was just silent, supporting Laden while praying for a miracle to happen. 


  


  Then an hour ago, he happened to see it. The helpless Laden was filled with hope due to a few words spoken by King Grid. It was only a short time but Duke Steim clearly witnessed it. He felt a desire to preserve Laden’s life.


  


  “I’ll take care of the half-draconian so you should go to Reinhardt for a while. Assist the prince and His Majesty. Then decide whether you want to come back here in the future depending on His Majesty’s orders.”


  


  Duke Steim might not fall into the category of a genius but there was nothing shameful about his combat talent. He was strong. That’s why he was able to protect the North. He might be old and frail but his experiences over the years had permeated into his body. It meant there was enough talent to protect the people from the half-draconians.


  


  ‘It is right for me to step out.’


  


  His life was going to end soon anyway. Rather than waiting for death in vain, it was right to protect Laden and his kingdom.


  


  “Don’t worry. The half-draconians are after the supplies of Frontier, not its destruction. It doesn’t matter as long as the people are safe. In the future, King Grid will defeat the half-draconians and govern Frontier in a more correct manner.”


  


  The reason for Duke Steim’s failure to respond to the crisis was simple. There was no time. The half-draconians who couldn’t be dealt with using Frontier’s power had suddenly appeared, giving him no time to do anything. He could only close both eyes and be inevitably beaten.


  


  In the end, it was a problem that time would solve. Duke Steim had no doubt that the Overgeared Kingdom would defeat the half-draconians and liberate Frontier.


  


  “No.” Laden shook his head. He had been obedient to Duke Steim no matter the time and circumstances. Now he rebelled for the first time. “I will fight.”


  


  Laden didn’t feel the need to speak a lot. He was just stating the obvious. Suddenly, someone appeared and empowered Laden’s words.


  


  “Of course. Father-in-law’s words were rude... it isn’t good to play into the hands of uncivilized invaders.”


  


  “...Your Majesty!”


  


  Duke Steim and Laden were amazed. They were surprised that Grid suddenly disappeared and reappeared again in the midst of the conversation.


  


  Although Jishuka had told them, ‘You only need to believe in Grid’, they didn’t have a sense of reality because they weren’t in a position to understand the situation. They didn’t know where Grid had gone and when he would come back. So why would they act with Grid in mind?


  


  Grid explained to the dumbfounded Duke Steim, “I’m back from hunting a half-draconian. Father-in-law, I didn’t explain it because I was going to come back quickly anyway. I’m sorry for the inconvenience.”


  


  “...You came back from hunting a half-draconian?”


  


  It had only been an hour since Grid disappeared. In an hour, he flew to the Chaos Mountains, hunted a half-draconian, and returned? It was Duke Steim who had shouted ‘My son-in-law is the best in the continent!’ since the days of the Eternal Kingdom but he couldn’t believe what Grid was saying now.


  


  “First, let’s go to practice.”


  


  Grid picked up the absent-minded Duke Steim and flew in the direction of the castle. Laden chased with all his might but he soon fell behind, unable to narrow the distance to Grid, who was flying while carrying Duke Steim. He felt the huge wall that existed between Grid and himself.


  


  Duguen!


  


  Laden’s heart jumped again. This time, it wasn’t because of despair. He was excited by the huge hope that couldn’t be compared to the desperation the half-draconians had given him.




  Chapter 1236


  “The appearance of a half-draconian is the same as a human but it is different when they take off their clothes. There are scales covering every important part so the key is to aim for this. You can’t cut the scales with ordinary sword techniques.”


  


  Laden arrived at the training ground after Grid and listened carefully.


  


  Only one hour...


  


  In that short time, Grid claimed that he had returned from hunting a half-draconian. It was physically impossible. First of all, he was bound by the concept of distance. However, it was the truth. Their king had performed many miracles and wouldn’t joke about this.


  


  “The shape of the scales is like this...”


  


  Grid explained by drawing a picture. The visual representation of the blade sliding against the scales helped Laden understand.


  


  [The skill ‘Beginner Arts’ has been acquired!]


  


  [It perfectly represents the scale of the half-draconians who are rarely seen. Upgraded from Beginner Arts to Intermediate Arts!]


  


  It was thanks to the high dexterity. The things that Grid did with his hand were more than the basics.


  


  “This is why a half-draconian’s transformation is terrifying. The moment they transform, their whole body,, with the exception of their face, will be covered with scales, turning their whole body into a weapon...”


  


  Grid quantified the physical characteristics, combat methods, attributes, and techniques of the half-draconians as well as detailed specifications such as attack, defense, magic power, and resistance. In only an hour, he had become an expert in the half-draconians. It was as if he studied the half-draconians for decades. By now, Laden’s mind had become a bit unsettled. The king wouldn’t lie but Laden was worried that he might be slightly bluffing.


  


  On the other hand, Duke Steim’s eyes glowed brightly. “As expected of Your Majesty! You are my son-in-law! My daughter isn’t worth it!”


  


  “No, Irene is too good for me. I’ve always been a poor husband to her while she has been the best wife. It isn’t regretful, Father-in-law.”


  


  “Your Majesty...!”


  


  “......”


  


  This was true trust. Laden felt ashamed when he saw Duke Steim, who absolutely trusted Grid. He rebuked himself for daring to doubt King Grid.


  


  Grid explained for the next few minutes before asking Laden, “Is it drawn in your head?”


  


  Laden was a genius. He immediately grasped the point of the question and nodded. “Yes, the information given by Your Majesty is so vast and detailed that it is easily drawn.”


  


  It was a virtual image of a half-draconian. Now Laden was able to bring the middle-class half-draconian called Helvaton into his mind. It was now possible to engage in a virtual battle. It was the result of the perfect combination of Laden’s talent and the accurate information provided by Keen Insight.


  


  Grid nodded and pulled out the portable furnace and white phosphorus wood. “Okay, from now on, I will be blacksmithing. Be sure to accumulate combat experience.”


  


  Then Grid took out an anvil and hammer. Blacksmithing on the training field...


  


  From a general standpoint, it was a very unusual scene. However, Laden and the people of the Overgeared Kingdom never forgot that Grid was a blacksmith.


  


  “Yes! I will obey your order!” Laden answered vigorously and closed his eyes after pulling out his sword and shield. He made a virtual half-draconian and placed it in front of himself.


  


  “Keuk!”


  


  The virtual half-draconian Heltavon was based on Grid’s information and boasted tremendous physical ability. He laughed at Laden, quickly narrowed the distance, and neutralized the shield with technique. Once Laden’s shield fell to the ground, he fired a Breath and turned Laden to ashes.


  


  “Pant...Pant!”


  


  In the first virtual battle, Laden died within 20 seconds and gasped as he opened his eyes. Grid was just lighting the firewood. He glanced at the sweaty Laden and scolded, “Is it finished already? You fought a transformed one from the beginning?”


  


  “Since the transformation is their power, I thought I could only practice after they are transformed.”


  


  “Hmm... Try it at your own pace.”


  


  If he could kill a half-draconian before they transformed then there was no need to assume the state of transformation. However, Laden didn’t have that much firepower. The convinced Grid started using the bellows while Laden closed his eyes, made the virtual Heltavon and started fighting again. 


  


  This time, he discarded his sword and shield to hold a mace and short spear. The greatest strength of the knight class was the ability to handle all weapons skillfully. Laden’s spear-throwing skills were excellent. His spear flew in a straight line and quickly reached Helvaton. Laden was already running behind the spear. It was intended to exploit the half-draconians’ weakness of blocking projectiles using the wings. However, an unexpected variable occurred.


  


  Tong!


  


  Heltavon didn’t fold his wings and just let Laden’s short spear hit his body. Then Laden’s spear fell to the ground without even scratching the scales. Heltavon grabbed Laden’s face with one hand and smiled. It was a smile that mocked the fearless prey who came running in on its own. Laden’s shaky gaze saw Heltavon’s mouth open. Soon after, the Breath was fired.


  


  “...Pant!Pant!Pant!”


  


  He lost once again but Laden’s face was surprisingly bright. Unlike the first confrontation where he didn’t even try, he had no regrets about the second confrontation. His heart felt clear.


  


  ‘This is a combat race that is good at combat. He understood that my attack wasn’t dangerous and ignored it...’


  


  Grid’s explanation made it seem that the half-draconian had an ‘instinct’ to block projectiles. Grid said that once anything was thrown, the half-draconian would fold his wings to defend. However, this was the result because the opponent was Grid. He would’ve folded his wings because he couldn’t withstand Grid’s attack power.


  


  “Um...? Cough, cough.”


  


  There was still time. He would try a bit more. Laden coughed as he was rising from his seat. Looking around, he noticed that everywhere was filled with smoke. It was smoke from the fire. Frontier Castle’s special training ground for its knights was hundreds of square meters but it was indoors so the ventilation wasn’t good. It didn’t take long for the smoke from the portable furnace to fill the training ground.


  


  “Cough...”


  


  Duke Steim seemed uncomfortable. Laden pulled out a handkerchief and politely handed it to him before turning his attention to Grid. After he finished with the bellows, Grid took out a dark bead that Laden saw for the first time in his life. Then Grid entered the smelting stage. He didn’t seem to care about the smoke.


  


  


  ‘Ah!’


  


  Laden recalled the environment of the Chaos Mountains. It was a place where it was hard to breathe. Laden seemed to figure out the king’s intentions behind burning firewood indoors in a chimney-free room.


  


  ‘His Majesty is deliberately recreating the environment of the Chaos Mountains... Yes, I’m fighting in the Chaos Mountains, just like His Majesty.’ 


  


  If he could adapt to this, it would be possible to easily react to all types of situations when fighting with the half-draconians in Frontier. Laden once again closed his eyes. Now he was standing in the Chaos Mountains. He started fighting in a much harsher environment than before. Then he was repeatedly defeated, defeated, and defeated again by Heltavon. He repeated almost 100 battles until his physical strength and mental strength reached the limits, yet he lasted over one minute in only four battles.


  


  “Um, okay.”


  


  Grid finished hammering. The object he made with all his heart was a dark iron rod. A hollow iron rod. In that empty space, Grid inserted a sharp, thorn-like blade. A thin, short blade was snugly tucked into the iron rod.


  


  “...?”


  


  What was this? The tool that had a completely new form sparked Laden’s curiosity but it was only for a moment. Laden’s concentration was very good. He recalled his duty and closed his eyes again. He had a virtual enemy in his head and the environment was calm. The embers of the portable furnace used by Grid were extinguished and the smoke was dissipating. Laden’s vision and breathing returned to normal.


  


  “Hahahat!”


  


  In Laden’s imagination, the half-draconian who had won many battles was arrogant. He smiled and rushed to Laden. This didn’t mean he was careless. All the judgments and actions of the half-draconian were sophisticated. The half-draconian flapped his wings. Laden withstood the wind pressure with the shield. Then he blocked the incoming kick with the mace.


  


  There was a very small scratch on the scales of the half-draconian’s shin that collided with the mace and Laden remembered it. There was no momentary disturbance in the breathing of the virtual half-draconain who was a collection of all the information Grid had gathered with Keen Insight. 


  


  The half-draconian’s punches and kicks continued to be linked. It was like a waterfall and Laden was continuously suppressed. After a kick to the ankle and a scratch to the face, the half-draconian aimed at the lower body to break Laden’s balance. Once this failed, he rotated and kicked the top.


  


  At first, Laden failed to cope for five seconds against this anomalous offensive, which changed depending on the situation. Now it was after 100 battles and he got used to it, allowing him to use the shield more actively. He moved the shield quicker than before and held the shield more exquisitely. The momentum of the half-draconian’s attacks gradually weakened, slowly but surely.


  


  ‘Now!’


  


  The shield blocked the attack at a 90 degree angle and the half-draconian’s leg soared into the air. Afterwards, Laden aimed at the shin with the mace. Then—


  


  For the first time, the scales of the half-draconian were broken.


  


  ‘Ahh!’


  


  Laden was thrilled. Breaking the scales was only the first step in attacking the half-draconians. The scales were destroyed but the half-draconian’s subsequent move blew away Laden’s head.


  


  “...Pant!”


  


  Laden was once again defeated in battle. Grid looked at him fighting alone for a few hours and beckoned.


  


  “Come here.”


  


  “Yes!”


  


  Laden was indeed an example of a knight. He ran straight to Grid despite his extreme fatigue. Grid handed him the black iron rod.


  


  “How is the grip?”


  


  “The grip is much more familiar than a weapon I have been using for 10 years.”


  


  It wasn’t flattery. Laden said exactly what he felt as he swung the iron rod. It had the right weight so the power was properly channeled. Above all, he felt that the energy of the iron itself was unusual.


  


  “Isn’t there a button on the handle? Press it.”


  


  Laden pressed the button and a blade sprang out of the iron rod. The speed was like lightning and the momentum was considerable. it was a concealed weapon. Laden repeatedly retracted and extended the blade and gradually became accustomed to using the iron rod. Indeed, it was a high quality and adaptable weapon for someone with Weapons Mastery.


  


  Grid nodded with a satisfied expression and explained to Laden. “It is a great anti-draconian weapon. The Black Tortoise’s Breath in the iron rod will corrode the scales of the half-draconians. Hit them with the iron rod, break the scales, and then insert the blade. How about it? Isn’t it simple?”


  


  “Yes!”


  


  Laden was a knight. Originally, he would’ve felt repulsed to use a concealed weapon. However, he was currently in a position to argue over it. His fate was at stake. Nevertheless, he felt a bit dubious. Not only was the black tortoise god unfamiliar to him, it was questionable if this thin blade could penetrate the skin of the half-draconians. Grid took back the iron rod and slit his wrist with a knife.


  


  “Your Majesty!”


  


  Duke Steim and Laden’s faces were white with astonishment from Grid’s self-harming behavior. Grid gestured at them to retreat and dripped blood from his wrist onto the iron rod. Then he slightly heated the iron rod using the residual heat of the furnace and started to temper it.


  


  He was intent on reproducing the Thorn of Deep Grievance. It was a weapon that ignored the target’s defense to a certain extent and had the best skills, ‘Cursed Bloodline’ and ‘Laceration.’ In particular, it had the skill Laceration that dealt fixed damage equivalent to 60% of the target’s maximum health.


  


  The higher the level of the target, the more often it failed to trigger. The level of Grid’s opponents were usually so high that he ignored this skill, but this time Laden would face a ‘low-grade’ opponent. To put it another way, it was a low level opponent.


  


  ‘It’ll work.’


  


  The Black Tortoise Thorn (stage name) would surely break the scales of the enemy and pierce the heart.


  


  Ttang!Ttang!Ttang!


  


  The tempering was coming to an end. A new form of weapon containing Grid’s blood was completed at Grid’s fingertips while he was in a trance.


  


  [The ‘Blood King’s Blood’ has permeated the production item...]




  Chapter 1237


  [The ‘Blood King’s Blood’ has permeated the production item...] 


  


  ‘Blood King’s Blood?’


  


  The Blood King was just of the Grid’s many aspects. It was also only a small proportion. Yet the system stated that Grid’s blood was the blood of the Blood King. This meant that, at least when it comes to blood, the status of the Blood King would take precedence. It was like Pagma’s Descendant took precedence when he was holding a hammer, the Duke of Wisdom class was highlighted when attacking with magic or the Magic Swordsman of the Epics when swinging a sword? 


  


  The blood-soaked Black Tortoise Thorn was dyed red. It still looked black in the darkness but it was red in the light. It was the moment when the iron bar, which felt heavy and cold, transformed into a beautiful handicraft. 


  


  ‘It doesn’t suit me.’


  


  The artistry was too high. The size itself was small, making it a suitable weapon for slim men—like Braham and Kraugel—and women. Grid didn’t like it but he decided not to worry too much about it since it wasn’t his favorite weapon type anyway.


  


  “...What?”


  


  Grid’s eyes widened when he brought up the details of the finished item.


  


  [Vicious Black Tortoise Thorn with the Blood of the Blood King]


  


  [Rating: Legendary (Growth)


  


  Set Item (Black Tortoise Set)


  


  Durability (Iron Bar): 890/890 Attack Power (Iron Bar): 560


  


  * 70% bonus poison attribute damage.


  


  * 70% bonus water attribute damage.


  


  * There is a normal chance of poisoning the target when attacking.


  


  * When defending, there is a normal probability of activating ‘Spray.’ Items that encounter Spray will have the chance of becoming ‘corroded.’


  


  * When attacking or defending, there is a normal probability of disarming the target’s items.


  


  * When attacking or defending, there is a very rare chance of completely destroying the target’s items.


  


  ★ When hitting a ‘corroded’ item, there is a very high probability of completely destroying the target’s items.


  


  Durability (Thorn): 120/120 Attack Power (Thorn): 1,160


  


  * When attacking, there is a low probability of ignoring 50% of the target’s defense.


  


  * When attacking, there is a very low probability of completely ignoring the target’s defense.


  


  ★ When attacking a disarmed enemy, the skill ‘Kill with a Ferocious Pierce’ will occur. The target hit by Kill with a Ferocious Pierce will receive fixed damage equal to 60% of their current health. At this time, it will cause the ‘excessive bleeding’ condition that ignores the target’s resistance.


  


  A weapon born from the fingertips of the blacksmith Grid, who has temporarily become comparable to a god.


  


  The materials are Greed with all its properties erased, the enhanced Black Tortoise’s Breath, and the blood of the Blood King.


  


  The shape of the iron bar is designed to be simple for anyone to use and the harmonious sense of color is very beautiful. The thorn hidden in the iron bar seems to represent the teeth of the black tortoise stretching out like an awl.


  


  * The skill ‘Crouch Down’ will be created.


  


  * The passive skill ‘Incarnation of Poison’ will be created.


  


  ★ Black Tortoise Set Effect


  


  Once three set items are equipped, attack speed is increased by 10% and the probability of inflicting abnormal statuses will increase by 15%.]


  


  It was a surprisingly good item when looking at it. The destruction characteristics, skills, and set effects all showed Grid’s intention behind making the item. He was forced to delete the properties of Greed because it was for Laden’s use. This resulted in the loss of all special effects such as the infinite durability option but nonetheless, this Black Tortoise Thorn exerted great power. However, there was another reason why Grid was surprised.


  


  [!! It has feelings due to the influence of the blood of the Blood King. It is very snobbish and violent so it will try to step on the owner’s head.]


  


  [* There is a low probability of losing control of the weapon. At this time, it is determined that the weapon can’t be used.


  


  Additional options are generated by the blood of the Blood King.]


  


  The effects were indeed suitable for the modifier of ‘vicious.’


  


  [* The skill ‘Blood King’s Lineage’ has been created.


  


  Blood magic can be used when activated. The power of any blood magic used is increased by 1.5 times. 


  


  ★Creates one blood magic slot.


  


  Equip blood magic to the slot and attach it to the item.]


  


  ...It was worth the risk.


  


  Of course, curses that depended on probability were very dangerous. It wasn’t comparable to Bunhelier’s curse attached to White Fang but in the worst case situation, it might force the user into a desperate situation. It wouldn’t be surprising if the Black Tortoise Thorn was treated as a shit item. Nevertheless, it was very attractive to Grid. There was a slot where magic could be equipped. This one fact made the value of the Black Tortoise Thorn soar.


  


  ‘It is a pity that it is limited to blood magic...’


  


  There were essentially two ways to enchant a production item—first, use the Water Clan King’s Tears as a material; or second, make items using the Magic Battle Gear Production Method. Both methods had clear drawbacks. The Water Clan King’s Tears were limited in quantity and the higher the rating of the magic to be attached, the more likely it was to fail.


  


  Then there was the Magic Battle Gear Production Method. There was no limit to the quantity but Grid had to work for a long time and the magic that could be stored was in proportion to Grid’s magic ability. In fact, it was impossible to attach high level magic.


  


  


  On the contrary, there seemed to be no restrictions to the ‘slot’ created by Blood King’s Lineage. It seemed that any blood magic could be attached to the slot. Additionally, there was a tremendous synergy with the Blood King’s Lineage skill—a 1.5 times increase in the power of blood magic.


  


  ‘No, don’t get too excited. There is a chance of failure.’


  


  The most important thing about Satisfy was that it wasn’t kind. It wasn’t just one or twice that he had been delighted to see what was written on the surface only to be disappointed.


  


  ‘Calm down.’


  


  Grid breathed deeply as he noted the shortcomings of the Black Tortoise Thorn. What if Laden was cursed while fighting the half-draconians and the weapon stopped working? It would be the worst. Grid calmed his excited mind and regained his composure. Even so, it wasn’t useless.


  


  ‘Laden also uses a shield so it won’t be a big crisis if he suddenly can’t use his weapon.’


  


  No matter how he tried to think negatively, Grid’s excited mood didn’t easily subside. The results were excellent.


  


  “Your Majesty?”


  


  A thin iron rod that was less than one meter long. Duke Steim stared at Grid who smiled like the sun, became gloomy, and then started smiling again. Then Duke Steim couldn’t help it and finally stepped out. Grid finally awakened after hearing the call and controlled his mind.


  


  ‘First, I need to figure out precisely the effects of the slot.’


  


  Grid didn’t have blood magic at the moment but it wasn’t a problem. The reason?


  


  “Summon Knight, Noll.”


  


  Grid had a companion who was well versed in blood magic.


  


  “Chew chew.”


  


  A young boy with silver hair. He was a vampire who had lived for over 200 years, unlike his young appearance. He was also an elite among the elites, a direct descendant of Shizo Beriache. He was now the lord of a vampire city in the Overgeared Kingdom and responded to Grid’s call with potatoes in his mouth.


  


  “My Lord, Your Majesty!”


  


  Laden had been fighting against a fictitious enemy on his own, only to be frightened by Noll’s sudden appearance. Then he moved to protect Duke Steim. He knew that Grid had accepted the vampires as subordinates but he couldn’t be calm after seeing the vampire covered with the smell of blood.


  


  “Did you eat a human?”


  


  Laden was disgusted when he saw the blood flowing from Noll’s mouth. Noll’s appreciation of the call was short-lived when he saw the number one man in the north who showed him blatant hostility.


  


  “Who is that little boy?”


  


  That’s right. Laden’s talent might be excellent and the possibilities for development were endless but he was nothing more than a dog in front of the direct descendant vampire. Grid wiped at the mouth of Noll who dared to show hostility.


  


  “He is my father-in-law’s aide. I hope you get along well in the future.”


  


  “Father-in-law...? Yes, I understand. I will get along with him for you.”


  


  “......”


  


  A chill went down Laden’s spine as he watched the situation. Laden owned sensitive senses that allowed him to detect Shadow King Kasim. Now he was peeking at the reality of Noll. Unlike this small and beautiful appearance, this was a monster with an unbeatable magic power. The sight of a predator who could devour Laden at any time obediently following Grid reminded Laden of Grid’s power.


  


  ‘The half-draconians... they are nothing.’


  


  Grid was an entirely different dimension of existence that turned the half-draconians into something ridiculous. Laden was someone who struggled fighting a half-draconian. Now a completely unprecedented world was in front of him. It was a world he wanted to reach. Laden once again closed his eyes. Then he took a deep breath and imagined the virtual half-draconian. The half-draconian that was terrifying just a moment ago now felt really cute.


  


  “Haaap!”


  


  Noll watched Laden waving his sword in the air and poked Grid’s side. Then he raised a finger and twirled it around his head. He was asking if this person was crazy. Grid shook his head and then handed the Black Tortoise Thorn to Noll. It was as expected.


  


  “It is possible because the Blood King made the weapon himself.”


  


  Noll recognized the value of the Black Tortoise Thorn at once. He touched the black iron bar with a slender finger and asked Grid, “What type of blood magic should I attach to it?”


  


  “Can you attach high-ranking blood magic?”


  


  “Of course, the blood of Your Majesty flows through it and it can easily accept any type of blood magic.”


  


  “Is the acceptance due to the blood donation or the pressure of a direct descendant?”


  


  “The blood donation is an exception because our blood magic is designed to respond to my magic power. The pressure of a direct descendant isn’t magic but rather due to the natural presence of the lineage.”


  


  “Is it possible to delete the blood magic that once belongs to the item and imprint new blood magic?”


  


  “It isn’t possible because it is a perfectly engraved concept.”


  


  ‘This is the disadvantage compared to the Water Clan King’s Tears...’


  


  Grid thought about it for a moment. However, he was a person with no blood magic. It was meaningless for him to think about it alone. He quickly gave Noll information on the half-draconians and the current situation.


  


  Noll nodded. “You want the type of magic that is best to fight against the half-draconians tomorrow. Originally, I would’ve recommended a magic that infiltrates the skin directly through the scales but that isn’t necessary with this weapon...”


  


  Noll tapped the Black Tortoise Thorn and smiled like a mischievous child. “Based on the level of that child, I think he will shed some blood tomorrow. Then we can use this.”


  


  Noll’s magic power started to permeate the Black Tortoise’s Thorn.




  Chapter 1238


  “Look at the height of the walls. How can they live in such an enclosed place?”


  


  “The weaker the creature, the more anxious they are. They can’t rest easy unless they rely on a facility like that.”


  


  “Hahat, it doesn’t mean anything.”


  


  The snow was shining under the cloudy sun.


  


  Flap.


  


  Three half-draconians with wide wings were crossing the walls of Frontier. The soldiers at the guard posts had their bodies wrapped in yeti leather and reflexively fired their bows, causing the security chief to scream.


  


  “Leave them!”


  


  The shout was too late. All six arrows fired into the sky were returned intact and struck the soldiers.


  


  “Dammit!”


  


  They had reflexively fired their bows. Their constant training had become poison. The security chief was red-eyed at the deaths of the young soldiers and hurriedly struck the bell. It signaled an enemy attack but the interior of Frontier was surprisingly quiet. There were few agitated people. It was because Duke Steim announced in advance that the enemy would soon come.


  


  Hundreds of thousands of residents had already locked their doors and stayed at home. Additionally, there were thousands of residents gathered in the square to wait for the half-draconians. All of them prayed for Laden’s victory. They wished for Laden to set an example to these vicious invaders, yet the moment the invaders appeared in the square, the residents’ prayers stopped. Just like a rabbit froze in front of a tiger, all the residents were terrified of the half-draconians.


  


  It was a difference in species. The half-draconians who appeared in the sky had the same appearance as a human except for the wings on their back, but they still gave off a suffocating pressure.


  


  ‘W-What...?’


  


  ‘Laden... Sir Laden is in danger!’


  


  Even ordinary people who didn’t know about combat had this idea. It was a type of intuition. In the early hours of the morning, three half-draconians gradually descended to the newly made stage and dominated the city with just their presence.


  


  “Bah, how annoying.”


  


  “I wonder if this is the right place.”


  


  The half-draconians frowned at the sight of the people in the square—some had collapsed in place while others were shaking. The people who saw them snorting and retracting their wings also frowned.


  


  ‘Cheeky guys.’


  


  ‘I would step out if I could.’


  


  There was something special about the hometown. The players who chose Frontier as their starting city and had been active there for years were very upset by this. Yet no one could do so. It was because it was meaningless to challenge NPCs with a much higher level than Hao when they couldn’t even reach Hao.


  


  In the first place, there was the warning from Duke Steim. Last night, Duke Steim announced the situation and firmly hammered it into Frontier’s soldiers and residents. It was Laden’s job to drive out the half-draconians so no one should get in the way...


  


  They didn’t know what the punishment would be if they ignored the warning so the players decided to watch rather than act recklessly.


  


  “I’m Jad. I serve Helena, the legitimate descendent of Bunhelier.”


  


  “Bunhelier?”


  


  “Is he talking about Evil Dragon Bunhelier?”


  


  Buzz buzz.


  


  There was a disturbance once one of the three half-draconians stepped forward and introduced himself. From the perspective of the people who were overwhelmed by the half-draconians, they couldn’t refute the claim that the half-draconians were descendants of a dragon. Maybe it was the truth. If it was true, they were filled with a vague anxiety about how humans could fight against the half-draconians.


  


  It was a moment when the efforts of the former emperors of the Saharan Empire, who declared the half-draconians to be vicious and uncivilized, were lost. Hundreds of years of falsehoods were shattered the moment the half-draconians appeared in the world.


  


  “The reason Helena sent us here is to give you a chance. Prove that you have the power to make us happy. Then all of you will survive and enjoy the glory of being our slaves. However, if you turn out to be garbage that doesn't even have the power to bring us pleasure...”


  


  He stopped talking and looked around at the people in the square. The golden pupils that were colder than snowflakes resembled those of reptiles.


  


  Chill.


  


  The half-draconians were descendants of a dragon. It was the pupils that convinced people. To the residents of Frontier, who were silent with fear, Jad proclaimed, “...As promised, we will kill half of you and leave only the ones that suit our taste to enslave. It will be much more efficient.”


  


  The low-grade half-draconian warriors were moving to Jad’s side when a human climbed onto the stage. It was Laden. Frontier’s strongest person, who was trusted and envied by the people.


  


  “...Ah.”


  


  The residents lamented after seeing Laden’s appearance. Originally, they planned to fervently cheer Laden on but they were forced to remain silent once they faced reality. Laden’s body seemed relatively small in front of the half-draconians who boasted an ideal body ratio and muscles optimized for combat. Just based on the difference on the surface, the half-draconians completely overwhelmed Laden. Therefore, the residents couldn’t support Laden. They felt like they would just be pushing Laden to his death. 


  


  Eventually, one of the residents shouted courageously, “Laden! Run away! You don’t have to sacrifice yourself alone!”


  


  They wanted a hero’s victory but they didn’t want the hero to be a pawn. This fervent feeling swelled like a fever. All the residents tried to pull Laden off the stage but Laden was consistent in his silence. He was wearing barbed armor and didn’t hesitate to open his mouth despite facing three half-draconians alone, “What will happen if I give you death instead of happiness?”


  


  “Kukuk!”


  


  It was a question that could only be answered with a laugh. However, the half-draconians didn’t doubt their ears. They already had experience with frightened humans stating ridiculous things.


  


  “Don’t worry, it won’t happen.”


  


  Jad answered on behalf of the laughing low-grade warriors and Laden shook his head. 


  


  “I’d love to hear the answer.”


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  Jade turned his attention to one of the low-grade warriors standing beside him. His name was Praba. He visited here yesterday morning as the envoy.


  


  “Praba, what do you want us to do if you die during the confrontation?”


  


  


  “Spit on my body that has turned to ashes. This isn’t a single-digit knight of the empire. I’m not going to be killed by an unknown soldier in a small kingdom.”


  


  The empire was no longer the center of the world—Helena realized the change and declared her independence. However, the half-draconians who followed her hadn’t realized the change yet. They were still thinking about the empire. They regarded humans as inferior creatures apart from a select few from the empire.


  


  Jad nodded when he heard Praba’s answer and smiled happily. "I see. You don’t have to worry about the consequences if you kill our people. We won’t retaliate and will feel joy at the reversal.”


  


  “Then you have to change the contents of your promise.”


  


  “...?”


  


  Jad’s gaze shifted from the stage. He saw an old man. His clothing wasn’t fancy but he seemed to be the master of the land based on the guards around him. It was as expected.


  


  “I am Duke Steim, who was entrusted to this land by the great King Grid.”


  


  The person involved in the conversation was the ruler of Frontier.


  


  Jad stared at him. “Your king is great? Be aware of your words.”


  


  “......”


  


  “So what does it mean to change the content of the promise?”


  


  “If our representative wins against your representative, it means we are stronger. If we win, you must be the ones enslaved, not our people. Isn’t that a fair bet?”


  


  “...You are crazy.”


  


  Jad was annoyed. They might be terrified but it was too much to act this crazy. At this point, it crossed the level beyond cuteness.


  


  “Where the hell do you, these low-grade creatures, have such confidence? Sigh.”


  


  Jad’s nature meant he wanted to slaughter every human straight away. However, the things the half-draconians needed were the economy and manpower of Frontier. He wouldn’t be able to endure Helena’s wrath if he destroyed this place. Jad barely suppressed his anger and glanced at Praba.


  


  “How long are you going to let that person make fun of you? Come on, let’s start the event.”


  


  “U-Understood.”


  


  Praba noticed that Jad’s irritation had reached the peak and hurried forward. As if declaring that there would be no more conversation, he took off his coat and proceeded to transform. His role was to terrorize the humans of Frontier. He had to be as destructive as possible. Praba’s shoulders widened and his chest became bigger. The hands and feet at the end of the long arms and legs more than doubled due to the sharp, blade-like claws protruding from them.


  


  "Kyaaack!”


  


  "H-Hik!"


  


  Frontier’s people screamed as Praba’s entire body was covered with black scales and he spread his wings. Praba smiled at the commotion and opened his mouth. Subsequently, a black Breath was shot. The wooden boards that made up the floor of the stage couldn’t withstand the shockwave of Breath and were torn apart. It was a blow that proved the blood of a dragon was flowing through the veins of the half-draconians.


  


  Laden blocked it with the Holy Light Shield. It was one of the two shields that Grid had made for Laden prior to this battle.


  


  ‘As expected, a Breath was fired.’


  


  Laden had gained experience with the virtual half-draconian by fighting it hundreds of times. Praba charged forward as expected and Laden confidently recovered the Holy Light Shield and took out the second shield. Praba’s kick collided with the shield.


  


  “...?!”


  


  Praba’s eyes widened. It was really confusing that the golden shield easily blocked the Breath and then another blocked his kick.


  


  ‘What are those shields?’


  


  Praba used the rebound from the shield to spin rapidly and flick his tail. 


  


  ‘Use that shield to block this!’


  


  The tail of a half-draconian could move freely at any angle. The moment Laden blocked the tail with the shield, Praba’s tail would move around the shield and stab Laden in the heart. However, that didn’t happen. Laden didn’t block Praba’s tail with the shield. Rather, he stepped on the tail and jumped up to hit Praba’s head with an iron bar. Wasn’t it a movement that showed he fought against the half-draconians many times?


  


  Praba was surprised by Laden’s movements that seemed to read the trick of his tail. However, he soon dismissed it as a coincidence. If Laden was accustomed to fighting against the half-draconians then he never would’ve dreamt of breaking the scales of a half-draconian with a thin iron bar.


  


  ‘You should be prepared to retreat when fighting against me! Haha!’


  


  A heavy blunt weapon was needed to crush the scales of the half-draconians. It couldn’t be cut with a sword, let alone a thin iron bar. Praba raised his arm to stop the iron rod.


  


  “......!”


  


  There was a loud sound and Praba’s heart jumped significantly. It was because scales fell from his wrist at where the iron bar hit.


  


  “What...?!”


  


  The dismayed Praba hurriedly pulled back his arm but Laden’s actions were one step faster. The moment that Praba’s wrist was hit, a sharp thorn protruded from the end of the iron bar and pierced Praba’s skin that was revealed after the scales were lost.


  


  “Kuaaaack!”


  


  The unexpected pain caused a scream to emerge from Praba’s mouth. He clutched his drooping arm and retreated, firing a Breath at Laden only for Laden to pull out a golden shield.


  


  “This... Dammit!”


  


  The Breath was blocked by the shield again. Praba’s tail protruded through the smoke and struck Laden’s side, but the armor with hundreds of barbs absorbed most of the shock.


  


  “Cough!”


  


  Laden coughed up a handful of blood but he didn’t slow down. He charged straight forward and swung the iron bar at Praba’s thick neck. The scales that broke and scattered like glass filled Praba’s vision. Praba got a chill down his spine as he wildly waved his fist and punched Laden’s chest. 


  


  However, it didn’t stop Laden. The fist struck Triple Layers and Laden started bleeding from the mouth and nose, but his momentum still didn’t slow down. A sharp thorn pierced Praba’s throat. The people of Frontier cheered and Jad’s face hardened.




  Chapter 1239


  There was only one reason why the half-draconians enjoyed the act of fighting. It was in order to become stronger. Their purpose was to gain more experience, become stronger, and kill people more easily. That’s right. The concept was completely different from the Twilight Orc’s worship of power.


  


  The Twilight Orcs dreamed of becoming respected warriors while the half-draconians were faithful to their primitive desires. It was the desire of Evil Dragon Bunhelier to slaughter.


  


  “...Kuaaack!”


  


  Praba was stabbed with a sharp thorn and spread his wings with a growl. He used the shockwave to blow himself backward. He flew all the way to the end of the stage while staring at Laden’s iron rod.


  


  “What is it made of?”


  


  The scales of the half-draconians were not only hard, but it was also slippery. It meant that more than half of the impact it received could be lost and it wouldn’t be easily damaged. It was physically impossible for the thin iron rod that weighed the same as a longsword to easily break the scales of the half-draconians.


  


  Praba noticed that there was a secret hidden in the iron rod. However, he didn’t know precisely what it was because his intelligence was limited. How could he recognize the power of a long forgotten god of the East Continent? Under the stage, Jad watched the battle with a stiff expression and muttered, “...The weapon isn’t what matters.”


  


  His gaze was fixed on Laden, not the iron rod.


  


  ‘He knows us very well.’


  


  Praba was in combat and had to pay attention to the iron rod smashing his scales, but the third party, Jad, was different. In his view, the iron rod was just a secondary problem. He judged that they should be vigilant of Laden’s ability to grasp and attack the half-draconian’s personality and characteristics.


  


  ‘It is like he has fought us hundreds of times...’


  


  Laden’s physical abilities were below Praba in every way. In particular, there were no advantages when it came to strength and speed. Even so, Laden grasped all sorts of their habits such as how the half-draconians used their wings and tails, the time it took to fire a Breath, and how to target gaps. He looked like he had been fighting against the half-draconians for all his life.


  


  ‘Is he from the imperial army?’


  


  No, his skin was too beautiful for that. The knights and soldiers of the empire surrounding the half-draconian’s home had countless wounds on their bodies while Laden’s body was relatively clean. In particular, there were no deep wounds that seemed to be caused by the claws of the half-draconians.


  


  Praba was firing a Breath. Laden seemed to expect this and changed his shield to block it. He accelerated instantly and rushed in front of Praba. If he aimed for the side or the rear then Praba could’ve counterattacked but Praba didn’t have a chance to use the tail if he came from the front.


  


  “It is ridiculous!”


  


  Praba’s thoughts were very simple. He stretched out his arms toward Laden who was coming from the front like a moth. His sharp claws reflected the sun’s rays and flashed, dazzling Laden’s vision. However, Laden was calm. He leaned forward while charging straight ahead as planned.


  


  Praba’s claws cut Laden’s hair, not his forehead. Unlike the hook claws of other beasts, the claws of the half draconians were straight like knives and thus were somewhat vulnerable to enemies who attacked from the bottom.


  


  “...!”


  


  A chill went down Praba’s spine. He finally realized after seeing Laden avoid the claws with a gap of less than a centimeter. ‘This guy, is he targeting my weaknesses?’


  


  What did this mean?


  


  Praba was stabbed again and again in the chest. Cough. He coughed up blood and his health was dangerously low. Nevertheless, Praba noticed. Laden’s damage had dropped significantly compared to a little while ago.


  


  ‘This person is at his limit.’


  


  The reason why Laden was able to inflict great damage on Praba in his first and second blows was due to the proportional damage effect of the Kill with a Ferocious Pierce skill. Once the battle continued, the thorn was no longer a threat to Praba, whose health had dropped to 20%. Praba endured the shock with ease and hurriedly chased Laden. He struck at Laden without hesitation.


  


  After being kicked in the abdomen, Laden flew to the edge of the stage and rolled. He suffered from severe internal injuries and coughed up blood. Praba abandoned his habits. Originally, he should’ve shot a Breath from a distance. Instead, he flew and approached Laden, stabbing his toenails. Praba’s claws inserted into the gap between the barbs of Triple Layers and were blocked.


  


  ‘That armor and shield are annoying.’


  


  It happened when Praba clicked his tongue and tried to pull out his toenails... 


  


  The barbs easily shattered Praba’s claws without releasing them. It was the weapon breaker effect. Laden’s Triple Layers was just a replica of Grid’s Triple Layers but it performed better than the original. It was because the current Grid’s craftsmanship level was higher than when the original was created.


  


  “Kukuk! Kuhahahat!” Praba burst out laughing as his beautiful claws broke. It was the excitement and anticipation that was felt when killing a bug in front of him.


  


  “Yes! Hold on for as long as possible!” Praba shouted as he ignored the damage of the thorn, which had fallen to the level of a skewer. He aimed his fists and feet at Laden.


  


  “Kuek...!”


  


  Laden’s expression darkened. He was frustrated by Praba who replaced his claws with fists the moment he realized the role that Triple Layers played. The spray that occurred every time Laden used the iron bar to block an attack corroded Praba’s scales but Laden couldn’t find any room to fight back and wondered if he could defeat this monster. 


  


  “Laden!”


  


  “Please raise your head, Laden!”


  


  Laden lay curled up like a turtle with his shield and could see below the stage. The tens of thousands of residents were cheering him on. They were those Laden vowed to protect but he didn’t have the confidence to protect them. He was looking at defeat despite the weapon, the two shields, and the armor that Grid had made all night.


  


  


  ‘...I’m sorry, Your Majesty.’


  


  He wanted to live up to his king’s expectations but his wounded body wouldn’t move. Too many bones were broken. Laden’s knees eventually bent. The weight of Praba’s continued bombardment against the shield pushed Laden’s body to the limit.


  


  “Ugh...!”


  


  A chill went down Laden’s spine as he shuddered. He almost lost his shield. Even the light shield felt heavy.


  


  ‘It is the end.’


  


  For the first 10 minutes of the battle against Praba, Laden was full of hope. Praba’s level was far inferior to the virtual half-draconian. He might not have won against the hypothetical half-draconian but he decided there was a chance against Praba. He was excited about building up the dignity of Frontier and living up to the expectations of King Grid. Now after 20 minutes, he realized it was just a fleeting delusion.


  


  ‘I was shameless.’


  


  People praised Laden as a genius and he didn’t deny it. The reason he could accept the conveniences Duke Steim gave him was because he believed he had the talent to meet Duke Steim’s expectations. In the end, this was just arrogance. He wasn’t qualified.


  


  It was the moment Laden realized this...


  


  The thunderous wave that occurred every time Praba swung his fists and feet suddenly slowed down. Praba’s fists and feet seemed slow and Laden could barely follow it with his eyes. It felt like he could avoid it. His vision grasped Praba’s tail soaring, aiming for the small gap between the shield and the ground.


  


  “...What?!” Praba’s face stiffened as he tried to pierce Laden’s neck with a surprise attack. He honestly became numb when he saw Laden avoid his tail with a slight twist of his head.


  


  ‘Shining brightly before death?’


  


  Praba had committed numerous killings and experienced it. It was the fact that beasts and people often exerted their power when they were on the verge of dying. This was the current Laden. Therefore, Praba decided to step back for a while. He was expecting to see Laden die shortly, yet that didn’t happen


  


  This was a genius who detected Shadow King Kasim when he was young. Laden had been steadily developing for years and fought hundreds of times with the half-draconian Heltavon yesterday. At this moment, he was in a life and death battle with Praba. This meant he gained enough experience for his natural talent to bloom.


  


  [One genius has been born again through a defeat.]


  


  At the same time, a world message appeared. 


  


  A shockwave was released from Laden. Praba hadn’t folded his wings even after seeing the spear that Laden threw in a surprise move yet this shockwave was powerful enough to make Praba reflexively fold his wings.


  


  “Keuk!”


  


  Praba first tried to rise into the sky. He needed time to figure out the situation. However, Laden didn’t give him a chance. The red blood that was sprayed all over the stage like paint. All the blood that he had shed was gathered on the Black Tortoise Thorn and he rushed at Praba, who was temporarily immobilized after folding his wings.


  


  “You!” Praba spread open his wings to create a shockwave but there was a feeling that even this intangible energy was read by Laden. His talent of maximizing his senses by activating the cells of his entire body resembled Grid’s Freely Move.


  


  Laden escaped from the shockwaves and quickly reached Praba’s nose. Praba instinctively sensed it. He wouldn’t be able to stop the power of this red iron bar. This was why—


  


  “Ohhhhh!” Praba fired a Breath while at the same time, he threw his arms out. The black Breath aimed precisely at Laden’s face while his sharp claws aimed at Laden’s chest. It was just that before all the attacks hit Laden, Laden’s iron rod pierced Praba. The Breath that had flown to just the tip of Laden’s nose disappeared like it was a lie. It was a phenomenon that meant Praba’s death.


  


  “Waaahhhhhhhh!” The people of Frontier cheered as they watched Praba turned to grey ash. The windows of the tightly closed up homes opened and people looked out. All of Frontier was delighted.


  


  “Pant... Pant... Pant...” Alone on the stage, Laden stumbled and collapsed. A shadow was cast over his body as he was unable to move one fingertip. It was Jad’s shadow. 


  


  Jad’s cold voice as he spread his wings and flew to the stage caused a stir in Frontier. “This was a pretty fun battle, so I’ll keep my promise. However, you must die.”


  


  Jad saw Laden’s potential. He knew that after a bit more time, this person would surpass the single-digit Red Knights. However, the Chaos Mountains had stronger monsters than Laden. It wasn’t worth keeping Laden alive for the sake of future pleasure. It was necessary to get rid of this talent to dominate Frontier. There was no reason to hesitate when there was the justification of his people being harmed. The tail that was two meters longer than Praba’s slowly descended toward Laden’s neck. The tip of the sharp tail seemed like it could easily harm Laden.


  


  “......”


  


  Laden didn’t resist. He just stared quietly at the tail. Was he accepting death? No. He knew that he would never die after the battle was over.


  


  “Transcended Link Flower.”


  


  It was because Grid was here. The blue sword energies swept toward Jad.


  


  “Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle.”


  


  The presence that all the people of the Overgeared Kingdom admired descended and smashed Jad.


  


  ‘...The grandmaster?’


  


  Jad’s eyes were filled with astonishment as he was quickly turned into a rag. He had no idea why a person with skills comparable to the strongest person in the Saharan Empire was on the border of this kingdom.




  Chapter 1240


  The grandmaster. He had never introduced himself. However, he existed 250 years ago, 170 years ago, 80 years ago, and 40 years ago. Every time the war between the half-draconians and the empire intensified and the imperial forces on the front lines were in a crisis, the half-draconians saw the man recorded in their history. The guardian of the empire—he clearly fought for the empire based on the way he saved the imperial army from a crisis and killed the senior warriors of the half-draconians.


  


  The strength of the man who maintained the same title and appearance for hundreds of years had transcended that of a human and was comparable to the lord of the half-draconians. All the lords of those times had failed to kill him and they were humiliated by watching the war ending in either a draw or a defeat.


  


  This was why the new lords aimed at the grandmaster. By beating the grandmaster, they would prove themselves to be the strongest lord of all time. This was the ultimate goal of all the lords. The same was true for Helena, who Jad served. The reason she came to the Chaos Mountains was to prove her worth by gaining the strongest power, recapturing the lord’s position, and defeating the grandmaster.


  


  Yes, the grandmaster was truly special. So how could there be another person like him? It was also on the outskirts of this kingdom.


  


  “You... Cough cough, what?”


  


  The scales of the half-draconians alleviated both physical and magical damage. A big blow could never be dealt in one hit, yet the black-haired man in front of him inflicted great wounds by using two sword techniques that were like dances. The destructive power contained in the enemy’s word made the flesh under his scales spasm. The magic performed together with the swordsmanship ignored the resistance of the scales and randomly cut it, making him afraid.


  


  Jad wondered if he felt this fear because the aggressiveness, which should’ve become stronger in proportion to the strength of the opponent, was somehow suppressed. Grid was watching the residents below the stage. Tens of thousands of residents were staring at Jad with their eyes wide open. No one was terrified. It wasn’t a phenomenon created by the emergence of Grid.


  


  Even before Grid intervened, the residents had overcome their fears. It was the miracle created by the struggle and triumph of the young hero, Laden. Frontier had become stronger. 


  


  Grid opened his mouth, “I...”


  


  At this time...


  


  “Ah...!”


  


  The residents below the stage exclaimed. They didn’t recognize the sudden situation properly but once they heard Grid’s voice, they woke up and belatedly recognized Grid.


  


  “Your Majesty...!”


  


  “King Grid has come!”


  


  “Waaahhhhhhhh!” The shouts of the residents beat the snowstorm. The loud voices resisted the intense wind and the heat they emitted melted away the cold snow. At this moment, Frontier was as hot as the desert city of Reidan.


  


  ‘King?’


  


  Jad’s eyes shook when he heard the roar of the residents and realized Grid’s identity. He couldn’t believe it. The rulers of humanity strong enough to leave a record in the history of the half-draconians were the emperors of the empire and the Undefeated King. The royalty of other kingdoms were mere losers who chose to live being ruled by the empire. How did such a monster emerge from them? It was a deformed result.


  


  Jad’s fear grew stronger. Even Jad, who longed for slaughter because he was a half-draconian, didn’t dare underestimate how much blood the man in front of him must’ve spilled in order to gain the power he had now. In Jad’s eyes, Grid looked like a monster. He felt the true dark nature of Grid who was covered with the blood of tens of thousands of people.


  


  Tremble tremble...


  


  Jad started to shake. It was a variable caused by the contract with Hao that somewhat decreased the half-draconian’s aggressiveness. Jad was completely overwhelmed by Grid and misunderstood that he didn’t feel a sense of struggle against this person was simply because of terror. This illusion caused Jad to stiffen beyond the actual situation.


  


  ‘It felt like I was shaking hands when fighting Heltavon but this time it is the opposite.’


  


  Now that Grid knew the effect of the contract changed depending on the situation, it was necessary to devise a way to deal with them more efficiently. Gazing at the residents below the stage, he opened his mouth, “I believe in you.” 


  


  Grid’s gaze shifted to Laden.


  


  “The common humans who live under the protection of the knights.”


  


  Grid lowered himself. He spoke like he only existed because of the people of the kingdom. He wanted Laden and the people of Frontier to take pride in themselves. It was the hope that they would be reborn as beings who could stand firmly without relying on Grid.


  


  That’s right. Grid wasn’t obsessed with his reputation. It was because he knew that even without reputation, the fact that ‘I am myself’ remained unchanged. It was possible because of his high self-esteem. The thing Grid wanted now wasn’t to increase his value. It was Grid’s dream and goal to increase the value of everyone who believed in him and followed him.


  


  “No matter how many times arrogant invaders like you will threaten the land in the future, the residents of this land will defeat you and protect me with their own strength.”


  


  It wasn’t just to Jad. He was talking to the people of Frontier. The hearts of the residents were pounding. They realized that they needed to be better and stronger.


  


  [The people of Frontier are impressed by the king’s remarks and have become highly motivated.]


  


  [The growth rate of all the people of Frontier will increase by 200% for the next month. The experience gain of Frontier’s players will increase by 1.5 times.] 


  


  “...!!”


  


  Since when did the people start to protect Grid? The players were stunned because they didn’t understand what Grid was talking about. They were deeply impressed by Grid’s intentions through the rising notification windows and the changes in the residents.


  


  ‘This isn’t the important thing.’


  


  


  Satisfy’s system was very active. It was obvious just by looking at the quests. Unlike normal games, Satisfy allowed players to intentionally generate quests. This was one of the growth methods that had been widely known and favored by players since the early days.


  


  Grid just took advantage of this. Using his position as king, he dramatically increased the city’s growth rate with a few words. The crisis caused by the emergence of the half-draconians turned into an opportunity. He was the first ranked player for a reason. The players felt like they had been taught a lot.


  


  “Kuk... Kukukuk, they are very touching remarks.” The stiffened Jad slowly woke up. He regained the aggressiveness that had been controlled by the contract and realized the fear he just felt was just an illusion. “If you raise a bug, it is still a bug after all.”


  


  Jad looked at the ridiculous humans who were motivated by their king’s words and started to relax. The person who seemed like a monster just a moment ago now looked ridiculous. He thought it was trivial for a human who took the path of slaughter to care about bugs. He was embarrassed at himself for thinking this human was in the same class as the grandmaster, who slaughtered senior warriors without changing his expression.


  


  ‘Of course, he is a strong person. However, I won’t lose to a human who isn’t even part of the empire.’


  


  Jad was one of the top 10 powerhouses among the 30 half-draconians who followed Helena. He was above the intermediate level and on the verge of the senior level. After thousands of battles, he had reached the peak of combat experience. Jad had confidence that he could fight the arrogant human who buried his natural talent to look after bugs.


  


  “I was just surprised for a bit. From now on, it will be completely different. I will show you the difference in experience.” 


  


  Flap. Jad opened his wings wide and soared high into the sky. He deliberately put the sun at his back to interrupt Grid’s field of view before shooting a Breath. The Breath wasn’t aimed at Grid but at the residents gathered under the stage.


  


  “Kuahahaha!” Jad laughed loudly at the sight of the chaotic residents and gathered magic power to aim at Grid this time. He planned to shoot the Breath again, aiming at the back of Grid who would fly to save the residents.


  


  “...What?” Jad’s eyes suddenly widened. Grid was flying toward him while ignoring the Breath fired at the residents.


  


  ‘It was all a pretense?’


  


  Just then, the scent of blood caused the tip of Jad’s nose to tingle. A dome of red magic unfolded on the ground and blocked the Breath fired at the inhabitants.


  


  “...!”


  


  A silver-haired boy was standing alone. The one who seemed to be the master of the magic looked directly at Jad in the sky.


  


  ‘You terrible son of a bitch.’ This child was clearly saying so. 


  


  However, Jad wasn’t easily provoked. He wondered why a high-ranking vampire who disliked the sun would be here and why he was helping humans but he focused on Grid in front of him. The combat experience of thousands of battles kept him composed. The second Breath headed for Grid.


  


  Meanwhile, Jad was chasing right after the Breath. He planned to deal a surprise attack the moment Grid dodged the Breath. He might’ve fought against the imperial army and monsters thousands of times but even he didn’t predict that the Breath he fired would come back at him.


  


  “Ugh!”


  


  Jad was hit by the reflected Breath he was closely following. Then he read Grid’s intentions and swung his claws. The claws pierced Grid’s chest but it was pointless.


  


  “Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.”


  


  Grid used Open Potential, ignored the blow, and narrowed the distance with Jad. His ultimate sword dance literally dominated the space as it slammed into Jad and turned the half-draconian to grey ash. It wasn’t until the final moment that Jad realized—his experience, skills, and even physical abilities, they were all inferior to Grid. He realized that the fear he first experienced was real, not an illusion.


  


  “...!!”


  


  The last survivor of the half-draconians had been watching from below the stage and hurriedly fled. He was a half-draconian who liked to fight but he didn’t want to die. Then Duke Steim and the knights blocked and surrounded his way.


  


  “Get lost!” The half-draconians resisted but it was relentless. The knights of the north had accumulated a lot of experience and training and were capable of withstanding the half-draconian’s strikes. They earned a small amount of time for Grid to arrive and overpower the half-draconian.


  


  Grid grabbed the half-draconian’s head and whispered, “Guide us to the place where your leader is.”


  


  “U-Understood!”


  


  It was an order that he had no reason to be rejected. There were 28 half-draconians at their base, including Helena and five senior warriors. Once Grid led all of Frontier’s forces, it was death that awaited them. The disbelieving half-draconian started to take the lead. 


  


  Then he was suddenly filled with doubts. There were only three people following him. It was Grid, a vampire, and a woman who joined at some point. ‘Are they crazy?’


  


  They were entering the tiger’s cave with only three people? Well, it didn’t matter. He wanted to quickly see their faces twisted with fear and pain...


  


  After speeding up the pace, the half-draconian arrived in the Chaos Mountains and guided Grid’s group deeper. The half-draconian was busy guarding against the monsters in front of him and Grid behind him. Therefore, he didn’t notice that lights kept falling from the sky. Every time the light dropped, the number of people in Grid’s party increased. All of Grid’s knights including Braham, Piaro, Mercedes, Asmophel, Jude, and the 10 meritorious retainers participated in the procession.


  


  ‘I have to level up.’


  


  Grid’s purpose wasn’t just about the half-draconians. This was a top-level hunting ground where even Grid couldn’t hunt alone. This was the Chaos Mountains so he planned for a group hunt.




  Chapter 1241


  “That’s it for today.”


  


  “You too?” 


  


  “Me too.”


  


  “You are senior warriors and you can’t even last for 10 minutes? Tsk, you fools.”


  


  “Shut up. I’m fortunate not to be overwhelmed in 10 seconds.”


  


  The lifespan of the half-draconians was 150 years. Their natural physical abilities were so excellent that they rarely died of illnesses or accidents. However, the half-draconians didn’t have a high population. It was barely maintained at 300 people for the past millennium. Was it because they killed each other at the festival (ranking competition) that ranked their kin?


  


  No. It could be seen from the effect of the contract between Grid and Hao that the aggressiveness of the half-draconians was somewhat repressed among those of the same race. It was surprisingly rare for a festival to cause casualties. Even so, the reason for the small population of the half-draconians was simple.


  


  Their breeding capacity was low. There were too many fetuses that died because they couldn’t bear the evil blood of Bunhelier flowing through the mother’s body. That’s right. 30 out of 300—the reason why Helena was chased by a small number of half-draconians, 10% of the population, was because they were faithful to the instincts of racial reproduction. Her unborn baby would resemble Helena and would be strong enough to handle Bunhelier’s blood.


  


  “Can Helena set a new record today?”


  


  “It won’t be easy... To increase the record, she has to enter a new realm. Such enlightenment is impossible in a day or two.”


  


  “I hope she is patient and doesn’t overdo it.”


  


  Juless, Zepiro, Caspar, Nabalt, and Helga—they were five out of only 20 senior warriors across the entire half-draconian race. Nevertheless, they failed to break through the beginning of the seventh ridge. If they worked together then they could easily break through but for half-draconians, fights should be done on their own. There was no concept of cooperation.


  


  They looked at the top of the mountain in the distance. The sun seemed to explode. Every time a red light flashed in the gray sky, there was the faint sound of an explosion through the blizzard. By now, hell would’ve unfolded on the field. Half of the high peaks would’ve been smashed and Helena would be the only living creature on the land.


  


  Duguen, duguen, dugeun.


  


  The hearts of the senior warriors thumped. They imagined Helena slaughtering the top monsters and their trust and affection toward her were infinitely large. They wanted to pair up with Helena no matter what. They wanted to be picked by her to father her child and carve their mark on the world.


  


  ‘...I have to be strong.’


  


  This wasn’t the time to be absent-minded. They needed to fight, gain experience, and build up their skills on the sixth ridge.


  


  ‘I haven’t had a drink for a long time.’


  


  It was around the time for Jad to come back. He said he would come back with 100 wagons of alcohol so their mouths were already watering. The five senior warriors wiped the saliva that flowed at the thought of the man-made alcohol. They waited for the wagon procession at the beginning of the sixth ridge. More than an hour passed and they felt a bit anxious because they couldn’t see any signs of the procession.


  


  “Did they get delayed by monsters?”


  


  “What are you talking about? 15 low-grade and five intermediate warriors were sent to the third ridge to escort the procession. How could they be delayed by monsters?”


  


  “Were they slowed by the sanju?”


  


  “They clearly know how to avoid the sanju. How can this be?”


  


  “Hmm... It is better to go out and meet them.”


  


  Caspar, the most cautious of the five senior warriors, stepped forward. He was reminded of the weakness of the human race. There were only a handful of strong humans such as the grandmaster, the dukes, and the single-digit Red Knights. Most humans were infinitely weak so it was highly likely they were holding back the warriors.


  


  ‘It will be hard for Jad to fight while protecting the humans dragging the wagons.’


  


  A few wagons might be lost. He didn’t want this to happen.


  


  Flap. He spread out his wings and started to glide down. He moved in an instant from the summit of the sixth ridge to the middle of the fifth ridge and examined the traces in his surroundings, but the white snow was clean without any traces. There were no human footprints, let alone the hooves of horses.


  


  ‘Are they still only on the fourth ridge?’


  


  After investigating the traces, Caspar flew to the top of the fifth ridge and spread open his wings again. He waited for the proper wind direction and descended toward the fourth ridge. 


  


  “......”


  


  There were few movements on the fourth ridge. It was only infested with miscellaneous monsters. It was strange. After dealing with the sacrifice sent by Frontier, they needed to order the lord to collect the wine, food, and clothing and prepare the wagons. Based on these miscellaneous processes, it was normal to arrive at the fifth ridge by now yet they hadn’t even reached the fourth ridge.


  


  ‘Did the event take that long?’


  


  He couldn’t rule out the possibility that the sacrificial lamb sent by Frontier had unexpected skills. Didn’t Helena always tell them? It would be arrogant to evaluate human abilities based on the empire.


  


  ‘There was the exception of the Undefeated King. It wouldn’t be strange if it takes longer than expected.’


  


  Caspar was reminded of the record of the Undefeated King, the person who confounded the empire a long time ago. Nevertheless, he didn’t take into account the loss of his kin. His assessment was that there were too many exaggerations in Madra’s record. It was natural. What idiot in the world would believe that a human slaughtered hundreds of thousands of imperial forces on his own? Even if this was a real person, the possibility of someone like the Undefeated King being in Frontier was close to zero.


  


  Caspar killed the monsters like they were moths and passed the summit of the fourth ridge to reach the middle of the third ridge.


  


  “...!”


  


  Suddenly, an avalanche occurred. Hundreds of snowballs rolled down from the top like a tsunami. The even more spectacular thing was the fact that the volume of the snowballs was growing every minute. Caspar got goosebumps. He realized that his dragon scales would be useless in front of the huge snowballs containing rocks. He would be killed the moment he collided with a snowball.


  


  “Bah!”


  


  The half-draconians weren’t the type to succumb to nature. Caspar snorted to get rid of his fear and spread his wings to fly up. He got motion sickness from the shaking scenery. The snowballs that grew to over 10 meters in volume passed just by the soles of his feet and he could feel their temperature.


  


  “Kuoock...!”


  


  


  How much time passed? The avalanche stopped as he floated in the sky. Hundreds of snowballs fell from the top to the ground, creating a new mountain.


  


  ‘Was it aimed at me?’


  


  The timing of the avalanche was too exquisite to be coincidental. Anxiety rose in Caspar’s heart as he looked at the top of the tranquil mountain. Did Jad’s party get hit in Frontier? Did the humans deliberately cause an avalanche here when they knew the half-draconians were coming? What happened to his kin who had gone to meet Jad?


  


  ...He didn’t have such anxieties or suspicions. Caspar didn’t even consider that this was a man-made situation. The sanju existed on each ridge. They were monsters that even Helena was troubled by.


  


  ‘The long procession of wagons might’ve caught the attention of the sanju, the master of the mountains.’


  


  The sanju disliked outsiders who entered their home. The half-draconians knew this fact since they first arrived at the mountain ridge. Thus, they memorized the location of the sanju’s lairs and avoided these places as much as possible. This was only possible because they had a handful of elites.


  


  Ordinary humans didn’t have the ability to evade the gaze of the sanju. Jad’s group would’ve led the procession to avoid the lairs of the sanju but the slow and noisy procession of humans might’ve caught the sanju’s attention. If the sanju woke up...


  


  ‘The procession would be wiped out.’


  


  Additionally, he would be in danger. The sanju of the Chaos Mountains were beasts mentioned in ancient myths. They were weak compared to the hydra but they were strong and difficult to deal with in their domain. It happened when Caspar was in a hurry to escape from here... 


  


  There was a loud noise and a sanju fell down from the top of the mountain. It was also at a tremendous speed.


  


  ‘What?’


  


  Caspar was frightened when he met the red and furious eyes of the falling sanju. He never dreamed that the sanju would leave its lair to attack him.


  


  “Dammit!”


  


  Caspar hastily transformed. His body size increased and scales appeared all over his body as he prepared for the attack of the sanju. However, the sanju just passed by Caspar. Then it hit the ground. The creature huddled in the small mountain made by the snowballs and flinched.


  


  “...!”


  


  Caspar belatedly noticed that the gray fur of the sanju was completely dyed red and his eyes widened. The sanju’s fur was completely covered with blood. The sanju was moaning while dying.


  


  ‘What?’


  


  In the sanju’s territory, there were rules that were one-sidedly advantageous to the sanju. This was why Helena and her 30 followers decided they couldn’t harm the sanju and avoided them. Nevertheless, the sanju started turning to gray ash. A beast from the myths was dying quietly.


  


  Caspar doubted if he was seeing correctly. He was wary that he had already been cursed by the sanju.


  


  It happened as Caspar’s chaos was reaching the peak...


  


  “How boring.”


  


  A light shone and a man appeared. He gave off a sense of alienation too strange for a human. This smell...


  


  “...A vampire?”


  


  Why was a vampire here? Wasn’t this race cursed so they couldn’t leave their realm? The silver-haired man turned his attention to the vigilant Caspar. Then he smiled and reached out to the sky.


  


  "Here."


  


  Flash!


  


  A magic circle was drawn in the air in an instant and turned red. A dozen humans fell down from the magic circle along with the light. The surrounded Caspar’s tension skyrocketed.


  


  “Aaaack!”


  


  “This is crazy! We can’t fly!”


  


  However, more than half of the humans who surrounded Caspar crashed into the ground. There were a few humans who couldn’t fly who still maintained their dignity. One human hurriedly planted a tree and hung from the branches while another spread out silver wings and slowly descended.


  


  Only two of the people surrounding Caspar maintained a complete flight. It was the unidentified vampire and a black-haired human.


  


  Caspar regained his composure and asked the two people, “Who are you?”


  


  “Shouldn’t you swing your fists before asking a question? A half-draconian is moving his mouth before his hands?”


  


  “...!”


  


  Caspar’s instincts that had been suppressed by being flustered and feeling wary were now seething. He felt a strong sense of struggle toward the silver-haired vampire who was speaking arrogantly to him and swung his claws. However, his claws were shattered and scattered as powder before they even reached the vampire. Caspar was trapped in a storm of sharp winds.


  


  The vampire’s voice could be heard over the storm, “Do you know who I am?”


  


  "How should I know?"


  


  “I showed you this magic yet you don’t know who I am? You are a village lizard who isn’t very knowledgeable.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Caspar’s heart sank. The most arrogant being in the world. The only vampire to have studied human magic. Only one existence came to mind. “B-Braham?”


  


  The storm that surrounded Caspar became violent. He turned to gray ash and became nutrients for Braham’s party. All the items he dropped quietly filled the inventory of the party leader, Grid.




  Chapter 1242


  Common sense was usually an immutable truth. Common sense was born from the knowledge and experience of predecessors and it was never easily reversed.


  


  “...!”


  


  The low-grade warrior Kube had common sense. In his common sense, the senior warriors were the best talents representing the half-draconians. They developed at the moment of crisis, were never easily defeated, and could create reversals in bad situations. The senior warriors seemed like those who monopolized all the blessings in the world. 


  


  “Kuaaaack!"


  


  Kube couldn’t believe it despite witnessing the senior warrior Caspar being slaughtered like livestock. Reality started to feel like a dream.


  


  “H-Hahaha...! I see! I was dreaming!”


  


  When had this dream started? Was it from when Praba had been defeated by an unknown knight of this city on the outskirts? Was it from the moment Jad died? Or was it when he was caught as a slave to humans? No, unfortunately, these things were reality. The beginning of the dream obviously started recently. The dream must’ve started from when the people walking behind him were three people only to suddenly increase to 16.


  


  From the moment he saw the sanju being killed, his sense of reality was completely gone. Yes, it was a dream. If it wasn’t a dream then a great senior warrior wouldn’t have been killed in a single magic blow.


  


  “Kuahahahat!”


  


  Kube grabbed his belly and started laughing. He struggled to wake up from this dream. Yet no matter how loudly he laughed or how hard he slapped his cheeks, he couldn’t wake up from his dream. Soon after, Grid’s group gathered in one place while ignoring Kube who had collapsed with despair.


  


  “I broke my arm.”


  


  Vantner had blood staining his red forehead and stuck out his arms. He pointed to his colleagues, who had both big and small wounds, and questioned Braham, “Are you crazy? Why would you summon people in the air? We can’t fly like you or Grid! We can’t fly! Do I have to tell you a few times for you to understand?”


  


  “It is pathetic to see you bragging about your incompetence.”


  


  “This bullshit...! I’m not a magician. I can’t do it!”


  


  “Grid isn’t a magician.”


  


  “It is the power of items!”


  


  “Yes, then you can solve it with items.”


  


  “How is it easy to get such items?”


  


  “Then learn magic.”


  


  “...?!”


  


  Among the 10 meritorious retainers...


  


  Vantner, who was famous for his baldness in the Overgeared Guild, wasn’t picky about people. He gave them the same respect regardless of their status, age, gender, or race. If the other party didn’t respect him then he would curse them. He was equal to everyone and was honest about his feelings without any pretenses. Surprisingly, Braham liked him.


  


  Everyone else in the Overgeared Guild distanced themselves from him out of fear or respect. Meanwhile, Vantner screamed at him like a fearless puppy and he found it cute. Braham felt a sense of trust because Vantner’s personality meant he wouldn’t deceive anyone.


  


  “C-Can I learn magic?”


  


  “The enhanced magic is hard but normal low-grade magic is easy to learn as long as it is supported by intelligence. Of course, you need me to be your teacher.”


  


  Braham was a genius among geniuses and had gone beyond a legend to reach the realm of pursuing becoming a myth. He had the confidence to teach magic without caring about classes. His words were shocking. Vantner and the other members of the 10 meritorious retainers were excited when they imagined the Overgeared members using magic in the future. There was just one problem: According to Braham’s standards, most of the people in the world were idiots. Braham had to know—it was a fact that Grid’s intelligence (stat) belonged to the very high side.


  


  “...You can’t even understand this formula?” Braham questioned.


  


  “...?”


  


  Vantner was flustered by Braham’s question after understanding after only one minute. He didn’t hide his eyes that wondered ‘Is this person crazy?’.


  


  Braham sighed, left him behind, and approached Grid. Grid was checking the condition of the leather left behind by the sanju. His expression didn’t look very good.


  


  “This is also cursed.”


  


  Satisfy often had cursed items. In the case of cursed equipment, if they were worn then they couldn’t be removed again. Meanwhile, cursed consumables caused a disease. Finally, the cursed materials couldn’t be used as material items so they were actually trash.


  


  However, the sanju only dropped cursed items. If it was a good equipment item then it could be sold to someone who would use it for their lifetime. However, the sanju only dropped worthless material items.


  


  “I’ll keep it in my warehouse.”


  


  Grid collected the sanju’s cursed leather and put it in his inventory. It seemed like the half-draconian Caspar hadn’t dropped any items but no one was arguing about it. It was a long tradition when hunting with Grid that the Overgeared members would let Grid take all the loot.


  


  “What experience percentage did you get?”


  


  The 10 meritorious retainers only cared about their level. The members of the 10 meritorious retainers answered Jishuka’s question sequentially.


  


  “I got 1.8%.”


  


  “I got 1.74.”


  


  Vantner and Huroi were only in their late 380s and they gained nearly 2% experience.


  


  “I got 0.78%.”


  


  “I am around the same.”


  


  Pon, Regas, Jishuka, and Faker were around level 390 and they got an average of 0.8% experience.


  


  “I am 0.5%.”


  


  “I’m the same.”


  


  “Me too.”


  


  


  Katz, Euphemina, and Yura were in the mid 399s and they gained exactly 0.5%.


  


  “I got 0.2%.’


  


  This was Chris’ answer. It was an unprecedented achievement. In just four hours, the 10 meritorious retainers had gained a lot of experience. On the first ridge, the majority of monsters were below level 200 so the hunting only officially started from the third ridge. Considering the long time it took to cross the mountains, the actual hunting time was very small.


  


  It meant the Chaos Mountains were a better hunting ground than the Galgunos Temple. Braham’s care also helped. The fact that Braham was over level 500 meant he got no experience from the monsters on the third ridge. Thus, he used magic to trap the monsters and allowed the 10 meritorious retainers to kill them.


  


  This was the secret behind the hunting speed of the 10 meritorious retainers doubling.


  


  “Youngwoo-ssi?” Yura asked carefully.


  


  Grid was partying with the 10 meritorious retainers despite being level 408. He also took a lot of time to repair the items of his companions. Yura was worried that Grid alone would fall behind while trying to help his companions. Grid replied as he checked the contents of the title ‘Myth Usurper’ that he gained from killing the sanju.


  


  “I got 2.3%.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “...?”


  


  There was a moment of silence. Grid explained to the 10 meritorious retainers who doubted their ears.


  


  “Ah, it is thanks to the enlightenment effect. My experience increases when repairing items and it also increases in the process of raiding the boss. Therefore, my growth rate has increased significantly.”


  


  “Enlightenment? Is it similar to the Enlightenment Sword?”


  


  The Lightning Sword Born from Enlightenment and Strong Desires—it was the sword that Grid had favored for many years and it had the skill ‘Enlightenment’ attached to it. It increased character experience and skill experience acquisition by 10%, and accuracy and evasion by 20%.


  


  Grid nodded.


  


  “It is one of the reasons for the increase in experience. However, the enlightenment I’m talking about is different.”


  


  Grid started to describe the fourth advancement (awakening) public system. The 10 meritorious retainers were greatly impacted by the realization that they could gain experience through continuous combat or activities related to their class.


  


  “So the conclusion is that you will grow faster starting from level 400. In particular, levels 397 to 399 is hell so you have to be prepared.”


  


  An average player would enjoy enlightenment as soon as they reached level 400 while Grid only enjoyed it after reaching level 408. It was really disgusting for Grid. However, Grid didn’t tell this hidden story. He didn’t want to seem stupid in front of Yura and Jishuka.


  


  Now Grid was very conscious of the two people. They were two of the most beautiful people in the world, regardless of whether it was in game or in reality. It was natural for him to be conscious of it. Thanks to this, the 10 meritorious retainers were greatly mistaken.


  


  ‘It is because of enlightenment that Grid grew rapidly on the East Continent.’


  


  ‘I thought the beginning of true hell was level 400 but it is actually the beginning of spring.’


  


  ‘The level 300s is a gateway process. It is a trial to be a true ranker.’


  


  In fact, Grid would’ve been above level 420 by now if he visited the Tower of Wisdom before the East Continent. The only person in the world who knew the sad truth was Grid.


  


  ‘...No, the operators also know.’


  


  Grid blushed at the thought of the operators laughing while monitoring his foolishness. His enthusiasm was fueled by great anger.


  


  “We should move on to the next ridge.”


  


  “Yes!”


  


  “Go!”


  


  [Myth Usurper]


  


  [* You have defeated the sanju, who has taken part in a myth, and engraved your name onto the myth the sanju appeared in. (the mythical sanju has the formula ‘later beaten by Grid’.)


  


  * Attack power and magical attack power will significantly increase during battles with mythical monsters.


  


  * If you encounter a mythical presence, there is a normal probability of overwhelming them.]


  


  Myth Usurper—it was a title that Grid, Grid’s knights, and the 10 meritorious retainers gained from killing the sanju. It was the same title as Braham’s Myth Usurper but the details and effects were different. The main difference was:


  


  [* You are qualified to upgrade your class rating to ‘myth.’


  


  * The special stat ‘Deity’ is opened.]


  


  It was that these two special effects were excluded. The sanju was only part of ‘one’ myth while the hydra was part of ‘many’ myths. The sanju might be mythical beings like the hydra but their influence was different. It was very disappointing from Grid’s position.


  


  How good would it have been if Piaro, Mercedes, Asmophel, Jude, and the 10 meritorious retainers were qualified to become myths? Still, the 10 meritorious retainers didn’t know the details and were just excited about gaining a new title. Grid had no intention of wrecking this atmosphere.


  


  ‘I should think positively.’


  


  Myth Usurper had enough value in its present state alone. It was one of the few titles that could threaten mythical existences. If they could use this title to defeat a myth on the level of the hydra or a real god, they might one day qualify to become a myth.


  


  Grid soothed his heart and ordered the dazed Kube, “Lead the way.”


  


  “U-Understood.”


  


  Kube felt it since the first time he saw this human but it was a really strong sense of pressure. Kube gulped and walked in a hurry. This time, he didn’t dare invade the area of the sanju. He had learned that the sanju couldn’t hurt them. Originally, the plan was to laugh and enjoy as these humans were eaten by the sanju but instead, the sanju was eaten...


  


  Now that he learned the senior warriors were no match for them, Kube had only one person he could rely on: Helena, the half-draconian princess who should’ve originally been the lord.




  Chapter 1243


  Helena was the only one who could stop them...


  


  Kube made this judgment and started avoiding the territory of the sanju. He didn’t take any risks and led Grid to the colony of the half-draconians. As a result, Grid’s group ushered in big changes. They didn’t waste time wandering around and focused solely on hunting, resulting in more than three times the amount of experience earned. The difference was so huge that Chris, who originally gained 0.2% experience in four hours, actually gained 0.5% in two hours.


  


  “Braham, thank you.”


  


  At level 397, Chris’ average experience gain in a week was only 5-6%. It was possible because he left the position of lord and hunted in the Galgunos Temple. He occasionally gained extra experience when he got a hidden question but it was only a story for when he was lucky.


  


  Chris felt deep gratitude and liking toward Braham. He wondered when he would enjoy being on such a luxurious bus again. Braham responded coldly to his thanks, “Just don’t hold Grid back.”


  


  Braham’s favor for the 10 meritorious retainers was ultimately an act for Grid. Grid wanted the growth of the 10 meritorious retainers so he was helping them hunt. He wasn’t doing it as a favor for the 10 meritorious retainers. 


  


  Chris smiled at Braham’s clear attitude of drawing a line between them. He wondered how much effort and time Grid had invested to make such a cold person his own. Chris once again realized how monstrous Grid was for taking care of his surroundings while maintaining his first place ranking, unlike Chris who resigned as the lord to raise his level.


  


  Grid frowned from where he was in the lead.


  


  ‘The experience gain isn’t great.’


  


  The secret to the high amount of experience gained by Grid was the sanju raid. Since the process of raiding a mythical beast itself gave experience, he accumulated more experience than killing hundreds or thousands of miscellaneous monsters. The average method of hunting meant he had a slower experience gain than Chris. Thanks to the Enlightenment Sword and Nefelina’s blessing, the passive increase in the amount of experience acquired from enlightenment was overshadowed.


  


  Well, it was natural considering the level difference. He just couldn’t understand why the efficiency gap between ordinary hunting and raids was so large...


  


  ‘...No, wait. Isn’t this actually good?’


  


  Ever since the enlightenment system awakened, raids were many times more efficient than hunting. This was good news for Grid. Originally, Grid leveled up with raids rather than hunting. Unlike others, he was capable of solo raids. Grid, who mainly raised his level using raids, was able to take advantage of the enlightenment system.


  


  ‘Maybe this...’


  


  His growth rate in the future might exceed expectations. The average user would be caught in the 300s for the next two years while he might be looking at level 500.


  


  ‘That is when the level gap with named NPCs will be greatly narrowed.’


  


  If the opportunity to kill the expelled gods came...


  


  Grid thought up to here and increased the speed of his breakthrough. The half-draconian encounter on the second ridge could happen again so he started to overuse his sword dances. Of course, the sword dances with long cooldowns were excluded. He stuck to using single sword dances.


  


  “...!”


  


  All the actions of the 10 meritorious retainers stopped. The monsters of the fifth ridge—they were exposed to Braham’s debuffs and Huroi’s curses and were weakened. The average time it took to kill them was around 15 seconds. The monsters were a huge level 430. The 10 meritorious retainers saw they were much stronger than the past and their pride soared into the sky.


  


  However, Grid shattered the pride of the 10 meritorious retainers in an instant. The 10 meritorious retainers watched Grid killing the monsters with a single blow and realized a new fact.


  


  ‘Had he been only basic attacks until now?’


  


  A little while ago, Grid killed monsters at an average speed of one every five seconds. It was three times faster than the 10 meritorious retainers. From the viewpoint of the 10 meritorious retainers, it was believed that Grid was mixing in skills. They were mistaken. It was an illusion caused by Grid decreasing the habit of calling out the skill name after Pagma’s Swordsmanship changed to Grid’s Swordsmanship.


  


  “...It is the effect of basic attacks.”


  


  There was a brief break when the single sword dances were on cooldown. The 10 meritorious retainers couldn’t keep their mouths shut as they watched Grid start using only basic attacks again. Exploding flames, lightning, soaring thorns, and fiery fighting energy. Grid’s status was enhanced with all the effects of his items and titles so the performance of his basic attacks were worthy of being someone’s ultimate techniques. It was strange to think that they were basic attacks, not skills.


  


  “...It seems we’re about to reach our destination.”


  


  Grid aimed precisely at the wings of a level 470 pterosaur with Magic Missile, forcing it to crash. Then Grid used Kill, trampled on its huge head, and wiped away his sweat. The monsters he just killed were turning into gray ash from left to right. This meant that he killed new monsters even before the death animations of the previous monsters were over.


  


  The 10 meritorious retainers were busy admiring Grid while his knights stepped forward.


  


  “Your Majesty, we’ll take the lead from here.”


  


  The monsters of the sixth ridge were in their early 400s. However, monsters in the late 400s were appearing. It was proof that they had reached the depths of the mountains. Unless Kube’s words were false, the home of the half-draconians would be nearby.


  


  ‘It would be ridiculous if the half-draconians have built their home on the seventh ridge.’


  


  Grid was fully aware of the power of the half-draconians. The level of the senior warriors he was wary of were below the Seven Dukes. Based on the overall level, they couldn’t survive the seventh ridge.


  


  ‘The level of the leader is obviously high but it will be similar to Teruchan... trying to dominate Frontier with only this much power? Foolish guys.’


  


  They didn’t understand their targets at all. This was Grid’s evaluation of the half-draconians. It was a very wrong evaluation. A single digit Red Knight could conquer a small kingdom alone...


  


  Originally, this was common sense on the West Continent. Helena’s power, along with intermediate warriors comparable to single digit Red Knights, and the five senior warriors beyond them, was a power that could dominate a single kingdom. It was just that the Overgeared Kingdom was special. The reason why the half-draconians didn’t conquer Frontier wasn’t because they were weak. It was because the Overgeared Kingdom was strong.


  


  


  “...!”


  


  The half-draconian Kube walking with Grid flinched. He had already witnessed the power of the farmers, the little vampire, and the knights. Apart from Jude who looked incompetent, all of them were powerful people comparable to Grid. Kube felt great anxiety as they took the lead. He felt that it would be hard for even Helena to handle their combined attacks.


  


  ‘Helena, you need to deal with these useless ones first before you have a chance to win.’


  


  Kube was glancing at the 10 meritorious retainers in the rear with regret.


  


  “Attack.”


  


  Then Kube heard a familiar voice. Grid’s gaze turned in the direction of the voice. A gap in a steep hillside that seemed impossible for anyone to stand on. Black rays were being fired from there.


  


  “Retreat!”


  


  The Breath of the half-draconians—the five rays of power that had never been seen before were aimed precisely at the 10 meritorious retainers in the rear. This meant the half-draconian had an accurate understanding of who was weak and who was strong in Grid’s group.


  


  Grid hurriedly flew and grabbed Yura and Jishuka. Thanks to the Holy Light Shield, which he made as a spare, he was able to feel the power of the Breath weakening rapidly after it collided with the shield. Grid changed the angle of the shield to twist the trajectory of the Breath and looked around.


  


  Meanwhile, Mercedes, Asmophel, and Noll acted like Grid and protected the other members of the 10 meritorious retainers. Their swords, shields, and magic twisted or destroyed the Breaths’ trajectory. Just one person...


  


  “Cough!”


  


  Piaro was still struggling to shake off the Breath. The two bean trees that he planted were tightly intertwined together to block the Breath but they didn’t seem able to handle it based on the way they shook and cracked.


  


  “Piaro!”


  


  “Sir Piaro!”


  


  Grid, Mercedes, and Asmophel flew over. They supported the two bean trees and Piaro by standing behind his shaking back, empowering him. Then their eyes widened at the same time. The power of the Breath was beyond imagination. Grid, Mercedes, and Asmophel shook as they supported Piaro’s back with their hands.


  


  “Cough!”


  


  Asmophel was the first to cough up blood. He had an internal injury and his complexion was bluish-white. However, he never let go of the hand supporting Piaro’s back. This made him the first target.


  


  “What courage do you have to come all this way when you can’t even hold out against the Breath?”


  


  Glowing orange hair disturbed their vision.


  


  Mercedes—the first one to respond—swung her sword. However, she was unable to use her full power due to her other hand supporting Piaro. Did the female half-draconian notice it? She didn’t guard against Mercedes’ sword. The scales on the shoulders of the female half-draconians fell after being slashed by Mercedes’ sword. 


  


  The claws of the female half-draconian easily pierced Asmophel’s abdomen.


  


  “Asmophel...!” Grid’s anger soared sharply when he witnessed his colleague’s crisis. However, he couldn’t move. He couldn’t disregard the enemy who tied up Piaro with a single Breath while reducing Asmophel’s health by one-third with one blow. Grid remained calm instead of being carried away by his anger. It was only after confirming that the energy of the Breath aimed at Piaro was fading away that Grid released the hand supporting Piaro’s back and rushed at the female half-draconian.


  


  0.5 seconds. The eyes of the female half-draconian turned from observing others toward Grid. Then the Breath shot from her bewitching mouth flew at Grid.


  


  ‘It is serious!’


  


  “...?!”


  


  A chill went down Grid’s spine as he pulled out the Holy Light Shield and blocked the Breath. The half-draconian’s Breath didn’t disappear after colliding with the shield and caused all types of debuffs.


  


  [You have been exposed to the evil spirit of the evil dragon. The powerful strength of the Breath has suppressed your body. You won’t be able to move for 5 seconds until the Breath disappears.]


  


  [Resistance has failed.]


  


  [The evil dragon’s evil spirit will rot your body from the inside. The ‘poisoned,’ ‘bleeding,’ and ‘internal injuries’ abnormal statuses have occurred.]


  


  [You have resisted.]


  


  [The evil dragon’s evil spirit has cursed you. For the next 10 seconds, skills and magic casting speed is reduced by two times while dodge rate and hit rate are reduced by 80% for 5 seconds.]


  


  [Resistance has failed.]


  


  The ability to ignore resistances to abnormal statuses—it was usually the sole possession of absolute beings, and it crippled Grid for a while. Grid’s trembling gaze was fixed on the top of the head of the female half-draconian. Helena—her brightly colored name was exceptionally dazzling.




  Chapter 1244


  His transcendent senses woke up from where they had been sleeping for a while and warned Grid. It happened the moment Grid was gulping...


  


  Flash!


  


  A huge spear of light appeared in the sky. It was Disintegrate. The identity of the spear that fell toward Helena’s head was the spell of the highest level that rarely appeared even in legends. For some reason, it was a technique that Braham had kept hidden.


  


  ‘As expected of Braham!’


  


  It was an exquisite and deadly attack worthy of a legendary magician.


  


  “...!”


  


  Grid admired Braham’s attack and anticipated Helena’s death, only for his heart to sink. A shield of hard magic that spread around Helena blocked the spear of light. He could hear Braham clicking his tongue. “That enemy is under the protection of the dragon. The magic won’t work until you get rid of that protection.”


  


  “Huh...? Again?!” Why didn’t magic work at every important moment? Grid felt resentment at Braham’s diminished power since becoming his teammate. He felt frustrated because he didn’t know about Braham slaughtering the yangbans at the expense of one arm.


  


  Braham scoffed at the bewildered Grid. “You have to break her protection first if you want me to play an active part.”


  


  Braham wasn’t bluffing—originally, the dragon species itself was the worst enemy for a magician and Helena was endlessly close to a dragon. 


  


  “Cough...”


  


  Grid was reminded about how Braham merely ‘survived’ Fire Dragon Trauka and recognized the seriousness of the situation. Now it was time for Grid to play an active role, not Braham...


  


  Grid hardened his determination while recalling his battle with Teruchan. The peak person of a species received tremendous level benefits. Since the half-draconians appeared much later than the Twilight Orcs, Helena’s level was clearly over the mid-500s.


  


  ‘It will be tough.’


  


  Braham was the only person in Grid’s party who had achieved level 500. However, Braham was helpless against Helena. Those who could fight had to take into account the level difference. There would certainly be a gap due to the difference in awakenings. Additionally, Helena neutralized one or more of his teammates every time she fired a Breath and it would be a tougher fight than expected. 


  


  Indeed, Helena proved to be a formidable opponent and Mercedes was floating in the sky helplessly. She had been aiming for a pincer attack the moment Braham’s magic was launched. However, the magic didn’t play any role and she suffered a setback alone. She dropped to the ground with a bit of her health consumed. Grid confirmed her shield was crushed and tapped on it a few times with a hammer.


  


  In exchange for repairing the equipment that had lost a significant drop in durability, Grid gained 0.002% experience and Mercedes’ shield became as good as new. Mercedes wiped away the blood on her mouth and stared at Helena with distinctive eyes.


  


  Rather, it was Helena who was the agitated one. “You reacted to this?”


  


  The half-draconian families named after Bun or Hel—among them, those who were qualified as the lords had two powers each: Bunhelier’s Curse and Bunhelier’s Blessing. The Bun family had the curse placed on their claws, allowing them to completely ignore the defense of the target while causing abnormal conditions. Meanwhile, the blessing allowed their wings to maintain the speed of the wind.


  


  On the other hand, the Hel family’s curse was in their Breath, incapacitating the target. The blessing filled their scales with magic and allowed them to ignore the magic attack of the other party. It was hard to say which one was stronger as they each had different advantages. It was why the Bun and Hel families had been forced to cooperate for many years.


  


  In fact, the Bun and Hel families were inseparable—it was only when the two families cooperated that the half-draconians became the strongest race. If Bun and Hel were together then the half-draconians would’ve easily eliminated the sanju who were resistant to their curses. They would be able to properly deal with Grid.


  


  However, the current Helena was alone and she felt nervous. Grid and Piaro resisted some of her curses while Mercedes read and stopped her tail attack. Helena’s tension reached an all-time high as she alternated looking between the three people.


  


  ‘There are three legends. I might get killed this way.’


  


  Duguen, dugeun, dugeun...


  


  The concept of defeat and death was familiar to Helena. She was smiling. Perhaps this was her last battle. This was a blessing for half-draconians.


  


  “...Okay, let’s have fun.”


  


  Death was the fate of all living beings—since it was a once-in-a-lifetime experience she had to go through eventually, it was better to fight splendidly than to experience a meaningless peace. Helena’s entire body became covered with dark scales. A huge shadow cast by the long, outstretched wings covered the snowy field and it seemed like darkness had come to the world.


  


  “Ohh, Helena!”


  


  The four senior warriors fighting the 10 meritorious retainers were thrilled to see Helena in her transformed state. It had been decades since they had witnessed Helena’s transformation. Her beautiful appearance they thought would only be seen when she encountered the grandmaster thrilled the senior warriors.


  


  “What...”


  


  All the 10 meritorious retainers except for Yura trembled. A huge fear dominated them. It was due to the overbearing effect of Helena’s transformation.


  


  “Hahahat!”


  


  The cockroach-like humans started to fall down one by one and the momentum of the senior warriors rose. They, too, started to transform. It was a game-changer for the battlefield. The unsuspecting senior warriors, believing in their victory, approached the 10 meritorious retainers with a commanding presence. They were prepared to kill these frightened humans.


  


  It was at this time...


  


  “Hell Summoning.”


  


  Yura reversed the space—she brought all the 10 meritorious retainers, including herself, and the senior warriors to the depths of hell.


  


  [The evil dragon’s evil spirit has disappeared.]


  


  The 10 meritorious retainers were freed from Helena’s terror.


  


  [All stats are reduced in hell.]


  


  A new penalty caused their bodies to become heavy but it was the same for the half-draconians.


  


  “This place...?”


  


  There was a red moon with hundreds or thousands of eyes, a lava river, and hot earth that hurt their throats every time they swallowed. It was the worst environment that made the difficult to live in Chaos Mountains feel like heaven to the senior warriors.


  


  Yura’s sniper rifle was aiming for their scales that were hot from the heat of hell. A magic bullet was fired and left behind an emerald trail. The half-draconians couldn’t respond to the attack that would’ve been difficult to read even in perfect condition.


  


  “...Keok!”


  


  A pained scream echoed. A senior warrior was shot in the chest by a magic bullet and had his scales broken. Then he saw a human pulling at a bow while ridiculing him.


  


  “Come on, is this your first time in hell?”


  


  Jishuka mocked the enemy in place of the reticent Yura and her arrow rotated as it flew and precisely embedded in the chest of the senior warrior. The senior warrior had already lost his scales due to Yura’s sniping and felt a terrible pain as his skin, flesh, and then heart were penetrated in turn.


  


  In Grid’s absence, his companions were playing an active role.


  


  *** 


  


  The moment the momentum of the half-draconians rose and the battlefield changed...


  


  “...?”


  


  Helena shook her head as all the senior warriors suddenly disappeared. Still, her doubts only lasted a moment and she didn’t hesitate. She knew that if any of the senior warriors were left behind, they would only be victims of Braham.


  


  ‘Rather, this is better.’


  


  It wasn’t just the senior warriors who disappeared. 10 humans who wouldn’t stand by had also disappeared, making Helena feel relieved. Helena’s long tail unfolded as her eyes fixed on a man in a straw hat. Helena was most wary of the man squatting and digging up the snow field with a hoe. Her instincts as a combat race was warning her to be most vigilant of him.


  


  However, this was wrong. She was wary of the variables that would result from Piaro’s unknown behavior but in fact, she should be wary of Mercedes’ Keen Insight.


  


  


  “...!”


  


  Helena’s eyes widened. Her attack on the man in the straw hat was once again blocked by a silver-haired female. It was already the second time. This absolutely couldn’t be a coincidence.


  


  “You were the problem.”


  


  Helena finally realized it and the scales on her chest rose like a hedgehog’s spikes. Unlike the other half-draconians, she had several layers of scales and she could fire them like bullets at her target. The continuously fired scales suppressed Mercedes. Mercedes was forced to defend against the scales that continued to be shot without stopping. She crouched behind her shield and bided her time.


  


  However, Helena didn’t give her a chance. The Breath that was mixed in with the bombardment of scales neutralized Mercedes. No movements for five seconds—Mercedes was bound due to the irresistible curse and her eyes could only follow Helena as Helena flew toward Piaro who was still using a hoe. Her gleaming claws were poised to tear Piaro’s body into six pieces.


  


  Of course, Piaro wasn’t an easy target. He wasn’t ploughing the field for no reason.


  


  “Super Growth!”


  


  Green buds that had never been seen before in the Chaos Mountains rose in unison. The land Piaro was stepping on was no longer a snowfield but an agricultural field.


  


  “Sweet Potato Battering!”


  


  Piaro swung a large uprooted plant and countered Helena. At the same time...


  


  “Pounding Mortar!”


  


  A huge concentration of pure energy fell from the torn sky. He used a secret technique and his ultimate technique at the same time. Piaro developed agricultural techniques based on the Matchless Heart Technique and reached a new level.


  


  “...!!”


  


  Helena looked flustered as she was briefly tied up and hit in the face by the flying sweet potatoes. Then the sight of a tool, commonly used by humans to grind grain, was instead being used to reproduce a god’s hammer caused her to feel strange, bewildered, and thrilled at the same time. For some reason, the belief that she could take another step forward if she won this battle made her act.


  


  “Dragon Blade!”


  


  “...!”


  


  “...!”


  


  “...!”


  


  The trio of Mercedes, Grid, and Piaro were stunned and raised their eyebrows. It was because they saw a destructive energy emerge from Helena’s claws to become like a blade. There was a creepy cutting sound and cracks soon covered the mortar. Piaro’s ultimate technique, which should’ve crushed Helena and destroyed the mountain, was literally split in half and scattered into pieces of light.


  


  “......”


  


  “......”


  


  Clearly, Pounding Mortar wasn’t invincible. It was possible to offset or destroy it with an equal or greater attack power. Even so, Piaro was the pride of the Overgeared Kingdom. Pounding Mortar was his signature. The collapse of Pounding Mortar came as a huge shock to Grid and Mercedes.


  


  Helena was laughing. “Hahat!Hahahat! I am stronger! I have become stronger!”


  


  All combat races had something in common. The more they fought, the stronger they became. In particular, if they overcame difficult trials then they developed rapidly and felt pleasure. Despite the sweat, there was a refreshed expression on her face as she fell to the ground after destroying the sweet potatoes with a Breath. She looked forward to the despair of the man in the straw hat.


  


  Surprisingly, his eyes were shining. It was just like herself right now.


  


  ‘Smiling?’


  


  Helena was flustered. She instinctively realized that this person was the same as her. He would probably be a big threat if she didn’t get rid of him here...


  


  “Hoo...”


  


  Helena’s breath emerged like a mist. She had taken a step forward in the battle and learned how to use the Breath more diversely. Rather than using the Breath as a simple attack, she used it to set up an environment suitable for herself. It was the blossoming of field magic. She already dominated Piaro and Mercedes due to the stats difference and now she would be reborn as an overwhelming presence.


  


  The tense Grid’s thoughts reached up to here when he suddenly questioned something: If the biggest problem right now was the level difference... it wasn’t a big problem? The reason was simple—the biggest problem with the level difference was the difference in stats, but Grid had stats that went beyond the level difference.


  


  “Storm of the Fire God.”


  


  Flames were overlaid in the area that Helena’s black magic power was encroaching on. An infinite silver sword energy spread out amidst the flames. Grid, covered in fighting energy, and Helena, covered in dark magic power, faced each other in the midst of the flames.


  


  “Get lost, young one. Your turn is last.”


  


  Helena fired a Breath with a smile and Grid gave up on responding. He would become stiff the moment it collided with him so it was right to give up.


  


  “......!”


  


  Helena witnessed the Breath she fired being blocked by black-gold hands and quickly used Dragon Blade on her claws. As the name suggested, it was a sword that embodied the aura of a dragon. Her ultimate technique that cut even Pounding Mortar aimed at the rushing Grid.


  


  Grid confronted it head on. “Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.”


  


  A five fusion sword dance possible due to Open Potential. One sword filled with the energy of a dragon collided with several blades of sword energy, producing a huge shock wave. The silver sword energies that existed in Storm of the Fire God shook violently like they were going to fade away. Even so, the pressure around Grid didn’t die down.


  


  [The effect of God's Command has reset the skill’s cooldown time!]


  


  “Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.”


  


  “...!”


  


  Helena’s layers of scales were broken one by one. Her eyes widened and she desperately tried to straighten her mind. Normally, after Grid consumed a lot of sword energy, he had to endure the pain, gritting his teeth to maintain his posture while dealing with the aftermath. However, in this space, Grid’s sword energy was infinite. There was no aftermath for him to deal with.


  


  Helena couldn’t withstand the offensive that consisted of four fusion sword dances, three fusion sword dances, two fusion sword dances, and single sword dances in succession. She tried to buy time using her Breath but that repeatedly failed due to the intervention of the God Hands. In the end, she could only rely on Dragon Blade.


  


  The dragon’s energy that she constantly created to reverse the situation was imprinted on the infinite sword energy.


  


  [The possibilities of a new sword dance ‘Dragon’ has been seen.]


  


  Along with the notification window—


  


  “Kuek...! Kuaaaak!”


  


  Helena wanted to withstand Grid’s onslaught with her absurd defense and health but she eventually collapsed. She screamed as she fell, turning to gray ash in the Storm of the Fire God.


  


  “...Sigh.”


  


  Grid appeared in the remnants of the scattered flames and showed almost no signs of exhaustion. It was the power of Storm of the Fire God that gave him infinite sword energy.


  


  Braham stared at him and questioned him, “If you were going to kill her alone anyway, why didn’t you come forward earlier?”


  


  “...I didn’t know I could win by myself.”


  


  “You are someone who can’t grasp the target.”




  Chapter 1245


  266.759% experience, Heart with Bunhelier’s Protection, and the possibility of a new sword dance, Dragon—this was the list of rewards Grid obtained from raiding Helena. Helena had a high level and gave Grid a great deal of experience, allowing him to reach level 411. Their contributions were quite small but Grid’s knights shared the rewards and seemed to have gained considerable experience.


  


  However, Grid was more skeptical than excited.


  


  ‘Isn’t she the peak of her species?’


  


  Grid had the Different Species’ King title.


  


  [Different Species’ King]


  


  [You have proved your king’s qualification by embracing non-human species.


  


  ★ Permanent Effects


  


  * Different species are very favorable to you. 


  


  * If the target is a different species, the probability of increasing affinity will double.


  


  * However, some warlike species will want to test your abilities.


  


  ★ Limited Effects


  


  * The ‘contract’ system is activated with the title effect.


  


  * There are three contracts available. (1/3)


  


  ★Those You Are Currently Contracted With:


  


  1. Hao (Player, half-draconian)


  


  -Contract Effect-


  


  The skill ‘Dragon Wings’ is activated.


  


  The half-draconians’ aggressiveness will be slightly suppressed.


  


  2. Teruchan (NPC, Twilight Orc)


  


  -Contract Effect-


  


  Your stamina stat coefficient is increased by 1.8 times.]


  


  In this way, Grid had signed a contract with half-draconian Hao. Grid had expected an event to happen with the half-draconian lord yet there was no event. Helena was simply hostile to Grid.


  


  ‘Is it because I’ve already killed a lot of half-draconians?’


  


  Was it already a hostile relationship? No, it was hard to interpret it like that. There was no love among the half-draconians and Helena didn’t reveal any personal feelings toward Grid. She just fought Grid like she had an enemy in front of her. Additionally, she might’ve given a lot of experience but the rewards list wasn’t good except for the experience.


  


  [Heart with Bunhelier’s Protection]


  


  [Rating: Legendary (Bound Item)


  


  Durability: 311/311 Magic Resistance: 150


  


  An accessory that blocks magic attacks.


  


  Blocks up to two magic attacks.


  


  The number of blocks is charged once every 12 hours.


  


  Conditions of Use: None.


  


  Weight: 13]


  


  This was the necklace that Helena left behind. ‘Blocking magic’ was obviously a great effect but it was limited to two times. The default options were also very low, giving it limitations as a main necklace. It was only great for a spare necklace.


  


  ‘The Holy Light Armor that has a probability of ignoring or weakening magic without any limitations on the number is more effective.’


  


  Of course, this didn’t disparage the value of Heart with Bunhelier’s Protection. It was a necklace that could block even legendary magic so it could be described as a necklace that added an extra life. Unfortunately, Grid thought it was lacking because it was the only item dropped by the peak of a species.


  


  ‘I would like to give it to Irene...’


  


  He could feel more relieved once Irene put on this necklace. It would protect her from dangerous attacks even if he wasn’t by her side.


  


  ‘However, it is a necklace that my colleagues might want...’


  


  It wasn’t good to be too greedy. Grid controlled his heart and opened the skills list. Under Grid’s Swordsmanship, Dragon was added to the single sword dance category.


  


  [Dragon]


  


  [A sword that reproduces the spirit of a dragon.


  


  Effect: ???


  


  ★You haven’t achieved complete enlightenment. It is in an inactive state.]


  


  “......”


  


  In the early days, Pagma’s Swordsmanship had a total of five types: Wave, Transcend, Link, Kill, and Restraint. Then as Grid’s level rose and his experience accumulated, the concept of fusion sword dances and new sword dances such as Flower and Drop were added.


  


  It wasn’t a concept that Grid created. It was just unlocking the potential of Pagma’s Swordsmanship. However, the concept of Dragon was different. It was a sword dance inspired by Helena’s Dragon Blade. Unlike the other sword dances, it wasn’t derived from Pagma’s Swordsmanship and might be Grid’s original sword dance.


  


  It was definitely a special event but Grid wasn’t satisfied. He felt it wasn’t good enough.


  


  ‘If Helena is the peak of the half-draconians...’


  


  Why wasn’t the Dragon sword dance completed in the process of fighting her? He only gained a fragment of Dragon from Helena. Additionally, despite her death, he couldn’t say there was any special change in his relationship with the half-draconians. Looking back at Teruchan’s case, it was only normal for there to be a world message stating that the half-draconians were hostile to Grid or elected him as their lord.


  


  ‘Definitely. There must definitely be a separate half-draconian lord.’


  


  It was natural. The number of half-draconians should be in the hundreds but there were only 31 here. Helena seemed to be the leader of this small group.


  


  ‘Nevertheless, she gave me around 267% experience...’


  


  It was the power of the enlightenment system. The amount of experience that rose in real time during his fight with Helena gave Grid goosebumps. It also meant that the half-draconian race was this strong. Grid’s power that oppressed Helena with a combination of Storm of the Fire God, infinite sword energy, and the God Hands, was even greater.


  


  ‘Ah, then looking at it...’


  


  Perhaps the birth of a new sword dance was due to the infinite sword energy. Grid’s heart pounded as he recalled the silver-colored sword energies that had been rippling throughout his fight against Helena. The anticipation of being able to learn a new sword dance every time he fought against a powerful sword wielding enemy in the future inspired him.


  


  Just then, the 10 meritorious retainers who disappeared into hell reappeared. In this short amount of time, they had defeated all four senior warriors and many of the 10 meritorious retainers had leveled up. 


  


  “Where is the lizard’s captain?” the excited Vantner shouted energetically while raising his shield. The others in the 10 meritorious retainers also looked around with excited expressions. Then they found Grid and his knights gathered to one side and made expressions of surprise.


  


  “Helena? Have you already raided her?”


  


  


  “Yes, solo kill.” Grid made a V with his fingers and all of the 10 meritorious retainers were stunned.


  


  *** 


  


  The loot dropped by the low-grade and intermediate warriors didn’t attract much attention from the 10 meritorious retainers. The claws that were classified as a weapon and the scales that were classified as armor were somewhat lacking in performance for the 10 meritorious retainers. 


  


  However, the ‘Torn Dragon Wings’ dropped by the senior warriors had effects such as ‘low altitude flying, low-speed flight, and preventing falling’. Therefore, several people wanted them but only four people actively bid on them. The weight was so heavy that the moment they wore it, their speed was slowed down. It was also torn all over the place so the appearance wasn’t good. 


  


  In the end, Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers agreed to sell a considerable amount of the loot they obtained and then share the profit. Finally...


  


  “Isn’t it good to give this necklace to Irene or Lord?”


  


  “I think so as well.”


  


  The ownership of Heart with Bunhelier’s Protection was unanimously passed onto Grid. Grid didn’t speak first but all the 10 meritorious retainers mentioned Irene and Lord. Thanks to this, Grid’s troubles ended.


  


  “I’ll give it to Irene.”


  


  Lord was strong enough to defend himself while Irene was a normal person. She had only one life. 


  


  Grid cherished the necklace and urged his colleagues, “Then let’s go to the seventh ridge if all of you are ready.”


  


  Grid had summoned the 10 meritorious retainers and his knights for hunting, not the half-draconians. They moved straight to the final ridge and Grid’s group started to gain experience quickly as they hunted the monsters that constantly appeared. The combination of Braham and Euphemina was breathtaking. Braham’s enhanced magic and Euphemina’s Mumud-style magic combined to kill more than 500 monsters in seconds.


  


  Chris’ face was filled with joy as he picked off the elite monsters that didn’t die easily from ranged magic. He glimpsed level 400.


  


  *** 


  


  The Satisfy-related communities had been buzzing for a long time. The first incident was the presence of the half-draconians in Frontier. In the videos shot by players, the half-draconians boasted a tremendous combat power. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say they were a prestigious combat race. Even a general ranker seemed to be no match for the half-draconians. Yet a young knight of the Overgeared Kingdom fought the half-draconian one-on-one and won.


  


  Players were thrilled to witness the real-time evolution of a named NPC to a super-named NPC. There were discussions about what the great rewards a player would get if they won against a half-draconian, that the potential of the NPC called Laden had been excellent since the beginning, etc. 


  


  That’s right. Grid’s appearance when Laden was in trouble didn’t cause much of a topic. Everyone in the world knew that Grid was strong. In the future, the world wouldn’t be surprised by Grid’s appearance unless he won against a great demon one-on-one.


  


  -By the way, what is with the Overgeared Kingdom’s rankers all of a sudden?


  


  -What?


  


  -Look at the ranking window.All the rankings of the 10 meritorious retainers are skyrocketing.


  


  -Was Lauel pushed out of the top 100?


  


  -Lauel has blocked his path by leaving the 10 meritorious retainers.Now he is only focusing on internal affairs.


  


  -He is making a lot of money from the prime minister’s position ㅋㅋ


  


  -No, stop and look at the ranking window.It is no joke.


  


  -...?


  


  It was four days after Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers settled in the Chaos Mountains.


  


  [The level of the main members of the Overgeared Guild is rising sharply.]


  


  [It is presumed that the Overgeared members who went to subdue the half-draconians are in the Chaos Mountains.]


  


  [(Column) The mysterious Chaos Mountains. It is an impossible area to challenge.]


  


  All types of articles poured out. It was no wonder since the rankings of the 10 meritorious retainers surged by more than two places in just four days. There were concerns that Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers would monopolize the rankings from 1-11th. Of course, the efforts being put in by Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers were great.


  


  “Fatigue keeps piling up.”


  


  It was 3:45 a.m. when Shin Youngwoo logged out and confirmed the time. In the past few years, he had risen at 5 a.m. to start his day. Now this life pattern was being drastically broken.


  


  “It is because we all have different nationalities.”


  


  The final ridge of the Chaos Mountains was too difficult for Grid to solo. This meant he had to cooperate with all the members of the 10 meritorious retainers for hunting, resting, and group activities. The different countries had time differences and his life patterns were ruined.


  


  ‘It feels like I’m degrading my health for my level.’


  


  Youngwoo had a poor body recently because he couldn’t exercise properly. He washed up and wanted to eat ramen. He had the idea that even if he was tired, he needed to make the right food to maintain his fitness. It happened the moment he was trying to open his refrigerator door...


  


  Ding dong.


  


  “...Is this real?”


  


  3:50 a.m.—who would ring the doorbell at this time? Shin Youngwoo was nervous but he approached the intercom with no hesitation. In any case, Youngwoo’s building had a strong friend called Toon guarding it. It was impossible for just anyone to get up here and press the bell.


  


  It was as expected. The person who appeared on the intercom screen was Yura, not a stranger.


  


  “What’s going on?”


  


  Yura smiled at the bewildered Grid who opened the door and offered a large food box. “I’ve made a meal. It is to restore your stamina.”


  


  “Ah...”


  


  Youngwoo’s heart was filled with warmth from Yura’s constant interest and affection. He smiled and let Yura into his house.


  


  “Come in.”


  


  Click.


  


  The door closed. This closed door didn’t open until morning dawned. In a serene home late in the night, a man and woman dined together. Then after sufficient rest...


  


  “Gasp gasp...”


  


  “Hah, hah...”


  


  They ran on treadmills to maintain their health. The two people shared all types of hobbies and were steadily getting closer.


  


  *** 


  


  Satisfy had a balance.


  


  Once the archangel led the Templar to push the Yatan Church into a defensive position, it wasn’t a sign of peace but the sign of a new crisis.


  


  “Ohh, at last...”


  


  Amoract, the great demon of conflict and Yatan’s First Servant—after receiving the ‘Revelation’ from him, the Yatan Church managed to escape the gaze of Fire Dragon Trauka to safely enter Talima. Their purpose existed somewhere here.


  


  It was to search for the ‘door’ that connected hell and the human world, and open it.




  Chapter 1246


  Descarta Mountain—it belonged to the Saharan Empire, but for more than 200 years, the half-draconians had effectively been in control of it. Descarta Mountain was the land of the half-draconians, their motherland, and their home. Of course, the story would be different the moment the empire sent its main force but it was unlikely the empire would actively engage—the empire had at least 50 borders.


  


  If power was concentrated on one side then the empire would reveal a gap. The empire didn’t feel the need to reclaim the Descarta Mountain until it had gathered enough power to ‘subdue’ the half-draconians. Since the current empress, Basara, was trying to reconcile the two races, Descarta Mountain was likely to continue being dominated by the half-draconians.


  


  ‘There is no agitation.’


  


  Hao looked around as he came to Descarta Mountain after hearing the sad news about Helena. The person who had Hel’s name was one of the prides of the half-draconians. Helena was the one who was originally supposed to be the lord but no one was mourning her death.


  


  It was understandable. Helena was still lacking in skills but her instincts were better than anyone else. This was why she spoke some absurd words. Most of the half-draconians hated her for advocating to quit playing with the empire and leave for a bigger world.


  


  Playing? The power of the empire wasn’t weak enough to be ignored by her. All the half-draconians were fighting desperately.


  


  It was in order for the low-grade warriors to break through the elite soldiers of the empire to cut the knights’ necks. The intermediate warriors fought, learned, and trained themselves to fight and win against the single digit knights and the senior warriors trained and bled every day to deal with the magicians more efficiently. All the half-draconians engaged fiercely and passionately in the war that had been going on for centuries.


  


  Helena denied all of them. She even made an absurd declaration to move all the half-draconians to the Chaos Mountains.


  


  ‘There are no half-draconians who want to fight against monsters.’


  


  The still young (by half-draconian standards) Helena and the group who followed her didn’t understand the difference between a monster with a strong body and a skilled human. In short, a battle with the latter was more enjoyable, difficult, and worthy of learning.


  


  However, Helena’s group had fewer opportunities to learn this fact. In particular, Helena’s innate strength was higher than a single digit Red Knight so everything seemed boring for her.


  


  ‘...Sometimes I will miss her.’


  


  Hao made a bitter expression. He had no affection for Helena. Even so, it was a bit strange that the woman who complained every time he visited Descarta Mountain was completely gone.


  


  “This guy, it is hard to see your face. Do I have to call you for you to come?” The atmosphere was festive but it was called a funeral. Hao prayed for the deceased for a while and once he opened his eyes, Bunsdel was by his side.


  


  “I greet the strongest lord,” Hao greeted him politely and Bunsdel waved his hand with an expression like he was chewing on shit.


  


  “What nonsense about being the strongest? I’m a fool who can’t even participate in the war because I’m afraid the grandmaster will appear.”


  


  “Haha...”


  


  Hao knew it—Bunsdel was someone who once treated Helena as a princess and regarded her as a companion, not a subordinate. He wasn’t someone weak. Rather, he was frighteningly strong. No one even thought of protesting this fact. Knowing this, the vast majority of the half-draconians considered him as the lord.


  


  However, Bunsdel didn’t officially take the lord’s position.


  


  ‘It is because he can’t let himself run wild.’


  


  The blood of the evil dragon in Bunsdel’s body was very thick. The moment he stood on the battlefield, he was unable to control himself and would destroy all visible life. The word ‘massacre’ was just right.


  


  It was unknown what would be the aftermath if he became stronger with the power of the lord and stood on the battlefield. The empire’s front lines would collapse and the grandmaster would emerge. The battle between the two people would sweep over the half-draconians, causing massive casualties.


  


  This was why Bunsdel didn’t take the lord’s position. He feared his power that might break the balance of the present and lead his people to destruction.


  


  If he was officially qualified as the lord then he would be able to control the blood of the fierce dragon. As it happened, he became lord through the will of his people rather than by law. His qualifications were incomplete and he couldn’t control the blood of the evil dragon.


  


  “These days, there aren’t many pleasures apart from drinking.”


  


  Bunsdel sighed and reached out to Hao, who handed him a large bag. It was full of wine bottles. Bunsdel’s face became bright as he checked the label.


  


  “It is great that there is a half-draconian among the humans.”


  


  “Haha...”


  


  Hao recalled the first time he became a half-draconian. It was more than 10 years ago and even then, Bunsdel had been in front of him. In order to obtain the qualification to become a half-draconian, he had to agree to the absurd demand of distilling alcohol every day. This forced Hao to constantly travel back and forth between the hunting grounds, the cities, and Descarta Mountain for two months straight.


  


  At that time, he thought it was an absurd linked question. Now looking back, the strength, stamina, and persistence stats that grew every time, made him who he was today. Naturally, Hao didn’t feel thankful to Bunsdel. Even now, the amount of money this damn person snatched away due to all the alcohol was enormous. It was crazy that every time he received a summoning quest, he also received a sub-quest to buy alcohol. 


  


  Hao wanted to leave Descarta Mountain quickly and brought up the main topic.


  


  “So why did you call me? You wouldn’t have simply called me to attend a funeral.”


  


  Hao’s value was unique even among the half-draconians. He was a human and could fully integrate into human society. This allowed him to fulfill many duties that other half-draconians couldn’t accomplish.


  


  “Tsk, you are always too much in a rush.” Bunsdel shrugged while opening a bottle of wine. “I need you to investigate Helena’s death.”


  


  “...?”


  


  “She was someone who was qualified to be a lord. I must find the culprit and get revenge.”


  


  “What culprit? Didn’t she die in the Chaos Mountains? She was hit by a monster.”


  


  “It doesn’t make sense no matter how I think about it. Helena might be aggressive but she will never fight a monster until she dies. Helena wasn’t killed by a monster. She was struck down by someone’s wisdom. My guess is that the culprit who killed Helena is a human.”


  


  “...!”


  


  


  Hao originally wouldn’t have believed it. He would’ve dismissed it as nonsense. However, one human passed through Hao’s mind. Coincidentally, this man had clashed with the half-draconians in Frontier. The supreme one, Grid. Maybe...


  


  If it was him then he could’ve really defeated Helena...


  


  ‘No, it would be impossible for Grid alone.’


  


  Still, Grid had his knights and his colleagues. A chill went down Hao’s spine at this thought.


  


  ‘Are the rumors about him hunting in the Chaos Mountains true?’


  


  After getting rid of the half-draconians who tried to conquer Fronter, did he kill Helena and establish a foothold in the Chaos Mountains? It was crazy speculation but it might be possible for Grid and the Overgeared members. No, it should be possible. This was the only explanation behind their dramatic rise in levels recently. 


  


  Bunsdel’s words continued, “I heard there is a human city near the Chaos Mountains. Infiltrate there and gradually discover the truth of the incident.”


  


  Ttiring~


  


  A quest popped up. It was a quest to find the culprit who killed Helena and report it to Bunsdel. There were two quest clear conditions: Find the culprit, or find the Heart with Bunhelier’s Protection. In any case, it was a quest to find one of them and report it to Bunsdel.


  


  ‘Bunsdel’s real purpose must be the heart.’


  


  As Hao stated earlier, Bunsdel lacked the status of the lord but the story would be different if he absorbed Helena’s heart. It was clear that he would be the strongest lord of all time.


  


  ‘By the way...’


  


  Hao hesitated when he saw the huge quest rewards. It would be difficult to accept the quest if the culprit who killed Helena was really Grid. He had already signed a contract with Grid. How could he betray his colleague?


  


  ‘...Wait.’


  


  This was a quest with a time limit of one year. He had enough time to discuss it with Grid. Hao decided it might be a good quest to use in reverse and accepted it.


  


  “Leave it to me.”


  


  “You are reliable as always.” Bunsdel smiled. 


  


  He didn’t know that his trusted subordinate was actually with the enemy. The small seeds that Grid scattered were taking effect all over the continent.


  


  *** 


  


  The city of dwarves was often treated as a fantasy. Farmers cultivated the fields with epic rated hoes, women used unique rated sticks to do their washing, and shabby street vendors displayed legendary rated items. The story of Talima was so vague that people didn’t believe it easily.


  


  The same was true for the players of the Yatan Church. They successfully entered Talima thanks to Amoract’s revelation and saw a sight they didn’t expect. It was just that Talima was more spectacular than the rumors.


  


  A golden palace that shone brightly under the sun. Unique and legendary rated items were scattered around the street stalls. It was a modernized civilization unlike the other kingdoms in Satisfy that represented medieval times.


  


  “Isn’t the water gun that the little boy is playing with unique rated?”


  


  “It seems so...”


  


  “......”


  


  Players had seen the Overgeared Kingdom’s soldiers and farmers armed with rare and epic items. They were confident that the rumors about Talima were true and thought they wouldn’t be too surprised. Nevertheless, the scenery of Talima was more than rumored and the players of the Yatan Church were astonished.


  


  “How much is this?”


  


  “1,555,000,999 gold.”


  


  “......”


  


  However, Talima was like a pie in the sky. The dwarves’ pride in their work was so great that the price was unrealistic. They were trying to sell an epic item that could be seen anywhere for 1.5 billion gold. Therefore, there might be many amazing things but none could be acquired.


  


  Rose frowned and asked the Second Servant walking next to her, “I’ve heard the dwarves have been isolated for decades. Why aren’t they surprised to see outsiders?”


  


  “It is because they are idiots who know nothing but their jobs. They don’t care about anything else so they don’t doubt us.”


  


  “How stupid...”


  


  “Huhu, it is thanks to this that we can easily act.”


  


  The Yatan servants and hundreds of Yatan Church players—they were able to enter the Elliter Mine without any hindrance from the dwarves. They discovered the fine cracks in this world and prepared for the ritual without any delay.


  


  “This time, we will turn the world into hell.”


  


  At least five—this was the number of great demons the Yatan Church expected to summon.




  Chapter 1247


  The Yatan Church was one of the greatest forces representing Satisfy. Before a player (Damian) became the pope, the Yatan Church was considered to be one of the two strongest powers in Satisfy along with the Rebecca Church. It meant they were powerful enough to stand shoulder to shoulder with the empire.


  


  However, the Yatan Church had physiological limitations. It was the limitation of a villain. The Yatan Church had to pay the price of being hostile to all kingdoms and the vast majority of players. As players grew, the Yatan Church started to face retaliation. After 10 years, they lost almost all their foothold.


  


  The Yatan Church’s notoriety, which had been heard everywhere on the continent, was now inaudible. The Yatan Church’s former evil deeds, which almost led the world to destruction by bringing a great demon here, was reduced to the level of attempted kidnapping. It was a blessing to the world.


  


  “We’ve endured the humiliation for too long.”


  


  From the viewpoint of the Yatan Church, it was a pain that needed to be removed. The Yatan Church kidnapped virgins and used them as materials for the ritual of the great demon summoning. They also kidnapped children and raised them into fanatics. Then the relentless pursuit of the Templar in the last year cut off all the foundation of their growth. Too much damage was accumulated from their enemies being everywhere.


  


  At this rate, the Yatan Church would be destroyed. They were prevented from fulfilling their duty to spread the greatness of God Yatan to the world.


  


  The anxious Yatan Servants, including Rose, prayed for 33 days. She couldn’t hunt for 33 days, couldn’t do quests, and could only participate in prayer ceremonies. Honestly, she became very skeptical. She had joined the Yatan Church to rule the world. Was this the result of gritting her teeth and suffering in the past few years while being covered by Yura’s shadow? She wanted to do something crazy and was seriously wondering if she should leave the Yatan Church and live a new life. Then Amoract’s revelation twisted everything.


  


  “Auraruritaranpus.”


  


  “Lubeidratna.”


  


  “Halalaachara.”


  


  The Yatan Servants gathered in front of a huge gap in the world. Rose recited the demon summoning spell with all of them and got goosebumps all over her body. She could clearly hear it—the cries of the great demons that were responding to the spell. She could see it—the gap that was steadily widening. She felt it—the existence of the great demons that were steadily approaching.


  


  [The ‘Crack Between Two Worlds’, which exists somewhere on the continent, is expanding.]


  


  [27th Great Demon, Ronove, has descended to the human world to take over.]


  


  [25th Great Demon, Dantalion, has descended to the human world to take over.]


  


  [19th Great Demon, ‘Eccentric Duke’ Saleos, has descended to the human world to take over.]


  


  “Ah, ahhh...” Rose looked at the great demons emerging through the gap and trembled like never before. The cause was the presence of the 19th ranked great demon, Saleos. It was something that transcended everything Rose imagined. Sitting on top of a crocodile bigger than a horse, this great demon was different from the great demons in the 20s and 30s who had been seen in the world so far. 


  


  “”I’m finally stepping on the middle world. How about it? Are you happy, Palos?””


  


  Grruk.Grruruk.


  


  The gleaming eyes of the crocodile swept over the Yatan believers and all of them, including the Yatan Servants, stiffened. It was due to the ‘curse of petrification’ that was triggered the moment they made eye contact. Saleos touched Palos, his crocodile, and approached the believers who were too frightened to move.


  


  ““Food is everywhere on this land. There is no need for me to eat Amoract’s slaves.””


  


  Grruruk.


  


  Despite Saleos’ calm, the eyes of the drooling crocodile were still full of greed. It was the moment when the Yatan believers looked at him with shock. A huge ‘hand’ stretched out from the gap in the worlds and crushed the crocodile’s head. Saleos hurriedly jumped from the crocodile and stared at the hand.


  


  Bababam!Bambabam!


  


  Fanfare echoed through the massive mine. The destructive power of the music was so great that it caused the Elliter Mine, which had existed for thousands of years, to shake and start to be destroyed.


  


  “H-Hik!”


  


  Once the crocodile died, the Yatan believers were released from their petrified state. Now they took a step back. Rose was the one who acted faster than anyone else. She feared the mine would collapse and was already running away from the crowd. Then she soon stopped moving.


  


  [13th Great Demon, ‘Berserk King’ Beleth, has descended to the human world to take over.]


  


  [The hand of the 12th Great Demon, Sitri, has descended to the human world to take over.]


  


  It was the emergence of the 13th great demon and partial emergence of the 12th great demon. Rose felt that the opportunity to witness the emergence of ‘real’ beings with power that transcended a half-god was more important than her own life. She checked again to make sure the video recording mode was working properly and looked back the way she came. In that place...


  


  “”How dare you summon me?””


  


  It was a scene where the angry Berserk King thrust his spear. His spear stopped just before it skewered the Yatan Servants.


  


  “”Bastard, you dare to provoke me by using a cheap trick and pulling Sitri’s strings?””


  


  It was thanks to Saleos’ intervention. He wept as he mourned the crocodile killed by Sitri’s hands and expressed his resentment towards Beleth, not Sitri. Beleth, who had the nickname of Berserk King, stared for a moment as his spear was blocked by Saleos, who would ‘unconditionally’ win in a battle of strength.


  


  “”That wasn’t my intention. Let me apologize.””


  


  “”Dammit!””


  


  The 33 great demons competed with each other. Who would conquer more than the lands of hell and ultimately become a god? However, Saleos and Beleth were great demons under Baal’s rule. They shouldn’t fight with each other. Annoyance and dissatisfaction filled their faces.


  


  Saleos and Beleth asked the Yatan Servants who had endured for 10 years.


  


  “”Was Sitri’s hand pulled out by that wily fellow Amoract?”” 


  


  


  “”I want to see blood. Guide me to the place where most humans live.””


  


  *** 


  


  [27th Great Demon, Ronove, has descended to the human world to take over.]


  


  [25th Great Demon, Dantalion, has descended to the human world to take over.]


  


  [19th Great Demon, ‘Eccentric Duke’ Saleos, has descended to the human world to take over.]


  


  [13th Great Demon, ‘Berserk King’ Beleth, has descended to the human world to take over.]


  


  [The hand of the 12th Great Demon, Sitri, has descended to the human world to take over.]


  


  Shocking world messages disrupted the world. The 22nd Great Demon, Berith—humanity had almost perished due to one of the great demons. Now they sensed that real extinction was around the corner.


  


  『 In the ancient ruins excavated by the Saharan Empire in the past, there were records about the great demons having a different dimension of strength from the top 10 great demons... 』


  


  『 It is said that Dantalion’s book records the secrets of the world—the past and everything that happens in the future. It is said that even Muller was unable to hurt him because of his wisdom. 』


  


  『 Even if all the nations of the West Continent cooperate, they won’t be able to cope with the 13th great demon Beleth. 』


  


  Broadcasters all over the world were busy offering skeptical analyses. Experts used the word ‘apocalypse’ to describe the situation.


  


  After the destruction of the West Continent, all the surviving players would move to the East Continent and from there, Satisfy’s second season would begin—people accepted it as a plausible interpretation since the level of the East Continent was overwhelmingly higher than that of the West Continent.


  


  It was just that the rankers had different ideas. They saw the reality of the yangbans thanks to Grid and knew that the East Continent was a sinister and harsh environment beyond the West Continent. It would be hell for players if they waited for the West Continent to be destroyed. Therefore, the West Continent couldn’t perish. They had to stop the invasion of great demons...


  


  It happened as all the rankers were determined to lead their respective forces to fight...


  


  [Basara, empress of the Saharan Empire, has made a proclamation throughout the continent.]


  


  [”The empire will be a spear and shield. All of humanity must unite to stop the advance of the great demons.”]


  


  [Empress Basara has unveiled the route of the great demons’ march.]


  


  Ttiring~


  


  Along with the new world message, five stars appeared on the map of all players. They were symbols marking the great demons’ current locations. Their paths of movement were also kindly predicted.


  


  “The empire’s real-time intelligence gathering is the strongest in the world.”


  


  The number one explorer, Skunk, looked at the map and marveled. He once again confirmed that the empire’s map was more complete than his own and told Lauel, “I think we can trust it.”


  


  “I understand.”


  


  Lauel nodded as he summoned the Overgeared members and moved locations. They arrived at the gathering place suggested by Emperor Basara and saw that many players had already arrived.


  


  “The Overgeared Guild!”


  


  The emergence of the Overgeared Guild, led by Lauel, calmed the turmoil of the world. The guild leaders, who were busy showing off each other’s power even in the midst of the crisis, were all meek in front of the Overgeared members.


  


  “Welcome, Prime Minister.”


  


  “I greet Empress Basara, who leads the Millennium Empire.”


  


  The silent players all held their breaths at once. The position of the Overgeared Guild might be high but the players never dreamed that the empress would come out to meet them. Basara looked at the faces of the Overgeared members and asked carefully, “King Grid...?”


  


  “That...”


  


  Lauel opened the map with an awkward expression and pointed to a star. This caused Basara’s face to harden. “He went to the Berserk King?”


  


  Lauel didn’t deny it. He nodded while looking at the tens of thousands of players gathered in this place. “Yes, he said he would buy some time for us while we kill Ronove and Dantalion.”


  


  “......”


  


  No one could respond. It was because Lauel’s declaration meant nothing. Grid might be the supreme one, but how could he fight against a great demon alone? It happened as the silence was going to drag out...


  


  The number one ice magician, Bondre, stepped forward and declared, “Tell this to Grid. It is enough if he lasts five minutes.”


  


  He arrived at the scene with War God Ares and the thousands of rankers who followed him. It was just a month after Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers started hunting in the Chaos Mountains. 


  


  On the same day, the large-scale strikes of the great demons were launched.




  Chapter 1248


  The emergence of the great demons had something in common—there was no precursor. The great demons always appeared abruptly and were disasters, causing numerous casualties. This was why the world was turned upside down by this situation. Could humanity only watch helplessly as the great demons destroyed their kingdoms? Five great demons appeared at the same time? How were they supposed to deal with this?


  


  People were baffled by the world messages. They couldn’t figure out what to do. This was when Basara became the focal point.


  


  “I’m different from the emperors of the past.”


  


  The greatest strength of the Saharan Empire lay in its vast territory and its billions of people. The empire’s vision spanned almost every part of the continent. It wasn’t a waste of money and manpower for the empire to manage over 50 borders. The empire’s ability to collect, gather, and disseminate what was happening on the continent in real time was unmatched.


  


  The five great demons were discovered by the empire the moment they left Talima and crossed the volcanic zone. The scouts of the empire that existed in various forms were now following the great demons. The information they sent back was being spread across the continent by Empress Basara. This was in contrast to the emperors of the past, who despised and neglected the great demons’ invasion.


  


  That’s right—Basara dreamed of harmony and politics that focuses only on the empire wasn’t her purpose. She knew that living with the other kingdoms and races, moving forward together was the way to lead the Millennium Empire.


  


  ‘This disaster... it is an opportunity to bring harmony to all.’


  


  The empire had too many sins in its long history. There were an overwhelming number of people who doubted or loathed Basara when she advocated unity. The victims and stunned witnesses still didn’t trust her. However, Basara believed she could change it.This was why she went directly to the front lines. She wanted to introduce herself to the world, make her true heart known, and protect the world with everyone. 


  


  “We have been able to avoid the worst case scenario thanks to King Grid’s expedition against the Berserk King. There are sections where the path of the Berserk King is expected to overlap with the paths of the other great demons. We have avoided needing to deal with more than one great demon at once.”


  


  Basara’s heart was greatly overwhelmed. She felt something as majestic as the day when she saw an exceptionally high sky. She was impressed by Grid’s insight that saw the core of the Berserk King just by looking at the path of the Berserk King’s march. Basara felt that Grid really was the great man who changed the empire. Today, she especially missed him.


  


  ‘13 minutes. You only need to buy time for 13 minutes.’


  


  The empire gathered all the ready-to-maneuver troops. They even deployed the imperial guards to the front lines. Moreover, all the magicians and scholars led by the great magicians were gathered to make the Reverse Summoning magic circle.


  


  That was two days ago. According to the scholars’ predictions, the time remaining until the completion of the Reverse Summoning magic circle was only two hours. However, that very same two hours also meant it was 13 minutes after the Berserk King’s scheduled arrival.


  


  “Look here.”


  


  In the barracks where the leaders of various kingdoms were gathered...


  


  Basara pointed to one side of the map. It was the path that the Berserk King was taking and there was a small fortress there. “Henlutu Fortress of the Arc Kingdom. The magicians of the empire are gathering there to install the Reverse Summoning magic circle.”


  


  “The Reverse Summoning magic circle...?” Duke Jinteri of the Glaucian Kingdom dared to ask a question.


  


  He had felt strange since the beginning when he led the Glaucian Kingdom’s army at the command of his king who couldn’t refuse the emperor’s call to overthrow the great demons together. The ambassador of the empire had issued a memorandum that said ‘fight against the great demons and overcome the world’s crisis together’ but instead of an order, it said ‘please.’ The empire also expressed their thanks to the nobles and armies of the ‘small kingdoms’ who joined the battlefield.


  


  He had heard that the empress was completely different from the emperors of the past but he didn’t know it would be this different. It was an incomprehensible sight and perhaps he was dreaming right now. This was why he dared to ask a question. It was to the existence who wasn’t afraid of the gods in Heaven and the demons underground. The result—


  


  “It is a magic circle that sends back a being that came from another dimension,” she answered with a friendly smile, not a cold dagger stuck in his neck.


  


  “I... see. Thank you for teaching me, Your Majesty. It is a national honor that will last for generations.” It was different. The world had changed. Duke Jinteri replied politely as he realized the truth and tried to subdue his thrilled heart. Basara nodded humbly and went back to the main topic.


  


  “The empire is planning to send back the Berserk King, who is considered the most dangerous of the great demons who have invaded this time. It is just honestly unknown if we can complete the magic circle before he arrives at Henlutu Fortress.”


  


  However, the empire had no choice but to gamble. It was because once the Berserk King passed through Henlutu Fortress, there was a section where he would overlap with Dantalion’s route. The moment the two of them joined forces, the Arc Kingdom would perish.


  


  In order to avoid the worst-case scenario, they had to risk setting up the magic circle at Henlutu Fortress. It was just that the analysis of the probability of the operation succeeding was barely 10%. The speed of the Berserk King’s march exceeded the magic circle’s installation speed.


  


  At this point, Grid came. She was grateful for the presence of the helper called Grid, and felt reassured. 


  


  “Now the story is different. Things have completely changed. King Grid coming forward has significantly increased the chance of the Reverse Summoning magic circle being completed. We are able to make the best choices rather than preparing for the worst.” Basara pointed to two of the smallest of the five asterisks on the map. “The Berserk King will be entrusted to King Grid. We will focus all our power on repelling Ronove and Dantalion.”


  


  Basara’s clear gaze studied the faces of those sitting down on the left. The leaders of a total of 11 nations, including the Saharan Empire and the Overgeared Kingdom, nodded with determination. Seeing this scene, Basara smiled and her somewhat anxious eyes shifted to those sitting on the right. The representatives of nine races, including orcs, elves, short green people with red eyes, a short-legged person with a hunched back, etc, all stared at her with dissatisfied expressions.


  


  She sighed and gave a small nod to them. Basara’s heart was heavy. She knew how much anguish and determination they would’ve felt when making up their minds to join the empire when they had been discriminated against and abused by the empire all their lives. She once again regretted the absence of the half-draconians, who she couldn’t reconcile with, and disclosed the strategies prepared by the hundreds of strategists in the empire.


  


  First, she put forward the strategy against Ronove, who could transform into red fog to freely move. Then she talked about Dantalion’s method of peeping into his book. Their force was largely divided into two. The force that would target Ronove was the empire, four kingdoms, and five races. The force that would attack Dantalion was the Overgeared Kingdom, five other kingdoms, and four races.


  


  Ares, king of Valhalla, looked pleased after finding out he had become a team with the Overgeared Kingdom. Then he raised a question, "Excuse me, Your Majesty. Then who will block the Eccentric Duke and Sitri’s hand?”


  


  They might be cooperating for a while due to a common enemy but Valhalla and the empire were strictly enemies. No one pointed out Ares’ aggressive manner of speaking and Basara herself didn’t mind. She admired and acknowledged Ares’ broad-mindedness for deciding to join her for the peace of the world, even though she was an enemy.


  


  “Sitri’s hand is only part of the great demon and has no sense of reason or wisdom. Thus, he seems like an easy opponent but the reality was different. The average person can’t get close to him at all because he emits the same magic as hell, regardless of his body burning.”


  


  “His body burning? Doesn’t this mean he will self-destruct soon? Isn’t it enough to ignore him?”


  


  “If we wait for Sitri to self-destruct, half of the continent will be devastated.”


  


  “So who can stop the guy who can’t even be approached? Are you going to target him with the Reverse Summoning magic circle?”


  


  Basara smiled. “Humanity has the Rebecca Church.”


  


  


  At the same time, in the Kalatan Fortress in the Arc Kingdom...


  


  “......”


  


  The fortress was quiet. The Rebecca followers felt a sense of fundamental fear at the sight of a big hand, like 10 elephants glued together, slowly crawling in the plains below the fortress. It felt like they had encountered something that condensed all the sinister things in the world.


  


  Gulp.


  


  The followers were trembling with fright even though Pope Damian and Rebecca’s Daughters were at the forefront. The followers witnessed Sitri’s hand and believed that if there was a demon who dominated the world, it must be that guy.


  


  “it is an eyesore.” White feathers fluttered above the fortress. It was the appearance of an archangel, an existing myth that ignited the morale of the Rebecca followers.


  


  “Am I late?” The black-haired beauty joined one step late and apologized, calming the mind of Pope Damian who had been trembling with fear in his heart.


  


  Meanwhile, Ares...


  


  “...Hoh? It is the combination of the Rebecca Church and the Demon Slayer. I don’t think there is a great demon who can’t be defeated by this combination.” He nodded with interest when he heard the power based in the Kalantan Fortress from Empress Basara. Even so, he still had questions. “Who is blocking the Eccentric Duke?”


  


  “The Eccentric Duke is an unreasonable force.” Basara’s expression was once again confident. “The only one who can stop him is the Sword Saint who exercises the same irrationality.”


  


  “Kraugel? Doesn’t he still...”


  


  Have a low level? Ares was barely holding back the words that reflexively wanted to pop out, when Basara’s words penetrated his ears.


  


  “You might disregard the Sword Saint but there are countless people in the world who follow him, regardless of his intentions. They look very strong.”


  


  At the same time, in the Lilchard Fortress in the Arc Kingdom...


  


  “Huhu, this is the fate of those who are admired.” Spear Saint Kirinus said with a laugh while the silent Kraugel looked back quietly.


  


  There were hundreds of unofficial rankers, including Black, White, Tarma, other Blood Carnival members, Death God Knight, and thousands of players whose names had been heard somewhere. These wanderers filled the fortress because they were fascinated by Kraugel’s swordsmanship or had no place to rely on other than Kraugel. It was like the middle of a market. There wasn’t any orderly formation but the pride they expressed showed they didn’t envy Grid.


  


  “Hey! Kraugel! Drag it properly from the front! Eh? If you don’t do it well then you might be stabbed in the back in the future!”


  


  “Tarma was the jerk who just spoke!”


  


  “Ah, shut your mouth!”


  


  “Shh. From now on, I will kill anyone who upsets Kraugel. Be careful. Don’t forget that if Kraugel runs away because of something we did, we will have to fight against the empire or the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  


  “It’s tiring to work with military people. Is this a game? It is an army. No matter the quest rewards, I can’t live in a group like this.”


  


  “So I guess everyone is stuck here. Hey, Kraugel! Have strength! Go and beat up that monstrous demon! In the meantime, we will do as much as we can!”


  


  “......”


  


  Two days earlier, Kraugel had received a hidden quest. It was a quest presented by Empress Basara. She told him that if he was in charge of the battle, there would definitely be many people who would join his side and be his strength. It was surprisingly true. The problem was that there were few chivalrous people.


  


  Kraugel stood alone on the wall and stared at the people, looking uniquely beautiful as he questioned them, “Why me?”


  


  “What? What nonsense are you suddenly saying? The great demon will soon arrive. Polish your sword one more time!”


  


  The crowd swore and jeered without thinking about the point of the question


  


  Kraugel frowned and spoke more clearly, “Besides this place, there is the battlefield that Grid is in charge of. Why did you come to my battlefield instead of Grid’s battlefield?”


  


  Kraugel’s question was natural. Grid was much stronger than Kraugel. The one with the highest success of stopping the great demons was naturally Grid, not Kraugel. Yet there were thousands of people who took part in his own battlefield, not Grid’s battlefield. They were also the best talents. 


  


  Kraugel found it really hard to understand but the people he questioned laughed as if it was absurd. 


  


  “Isn’t this a stupid question? Are we crazy enough to go and hunt the 13th great demon?”


  


  “Grid might be strong but even he can’t stand it. I expect him to be killed in one minute.”


  


  “...I see.”


  


  Kraugel’s gaze turned to the canyon beneath the walls. He could see a warrior wearing a crown and silver armor walking alone.


  


  Kraugel murmured, “This place will be annihilated.”




  Chapter 1249


  [Name: Grid


  


  Level: 412


  


  Class: Pagma's Descendant, Duke of Wisdom, Magic Swordsman of the Epics


  


  Title: One who Became a Legend and 39 others


  


  Health: 330,682 Mana: 70,020 


  


  Fighting Energy: 50 Sword Energy: 1,200


  


  Strength: 3,850 (+480) ★1,082▲ 


  


  Stamina: 2,422 (+1563) ★996▲


  


  Agility: 3,900 (+430) ★1,082▲ 


  


  Intelligence: 2,896 (+1,943)


  


  ★refers to the stats that have been further elevated due to the effect of fighting energy.


  


  Dexterity: 5,742 (+980) 


  


  Persistence: 2,037 (+430)


  


  Composure: 1,363 (+430) 


  


  Indomitable: 1,598 (+490)


  


  Dignity: 2,271 (+430) 


  


  Insight: 2,161 (+430)


  


  Courage: 1,417 (+430) Good Luck: 806


  


  Political Power: 356 (+430) Willpower: 236 (+465)


  


  Deity: 12


  


  Remaining Stat Points: 0]


  


  This was the result of devoting himself to hunting for the past month. Thanks to his colleagues, Grid’s leveling went smoothly and it was speculated that he would reach level 413 in the next half a month. This was overwhelmingly fast compared to Chris, who was wandering in the demonic section (level 399).


  


  Grid could feel how precious his enlightenment buff and dragon’s blessing buffs were.


  


  ‘Meeting with Nefelina was a great blessing for me.’


  


  He would like to ask her to give blessings to his colleagues but Nefelina wasn’t someone who could be easily asked for a favor. It seemed realistic to take the route of developing the mass produced enlightenment weapons.


  


  ‘I have improved enough to challenge it now.’


  


  It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the Enlightenment Sword Grid had been using for years was a lucky charm. It wasn’t an object that could be crafted using just skill, but it was a different story now.


  


  Grid had steadily developed his blacksmithing techniques and dexterity, and he was much more skilled compared to a few years ago. As long as the conditions of time and materials were met, it was possible to produce a series of enlightenment weapons such as bows, swords, spears, and blunt weapons. 


  


  “......”


  


  Grid checked the status window and skills window and woke up from his thoughts.


  


  [A huge danger is approaching.]


  


  He got goosebumps on his arms as a red warning window flashed in his vision. He had come to this place after hearing the rumors of the invasion. Now he swept by the cameras of the international broadcasters and climbed over the walls. The horizon at the end of a vast grassland came into view. He stared at it and a small dot soon appeared. Grid’s eyes widened as he saw the object that gradually grew larger in size.


  


  Flash!


  


  He barely captured the light using the vision of a transcendent. Grid glimpsed the brief flash of light and his body started to twist. The viewers watching Grid through the screen questioned it. They didn’t even notice the existence of a small dot gradually approaching from the horizon. They had no idea that the little dot was ‘something.’


  


  『 ....!! 』


  


  『 ....!! 』


  


  The commentators of the various international broadcasters sucked in a breath as they appreciated the appearance of the supreme one alone on the wall. Grid suddenly turned away and shortly after, an explosion blew away the wall. The cameras chased after Grid as he escaped the crumbling walls and confirmed the source of the explosion.


  


  It was the antler of a deer—extremely ordinary antlers that were common in a forest. The deer’s antler flew over and destroyed the fortress’ thick and high walls.


  


  The world was in shock.


  


  Grid, who recently defeated a half-god, wasn’t able to hide his surprise and the broadcasters around the world repeatedly emphasized Grid’s expression. The image of the antler stuck in the rubble of the fortress wall, and Grid, who couldn’t take his eyes off the antler, intersected in succession on the screen.


  


  At this moment...


  


  『 Look over there...! 』


  


  An American broadcaster captured and zoomed in on the presence approaching from the horizon. The 13th great demon who Grid had to handle alone, Berserk King Beleth, who shocked people and made the world breathless, was crossing the grassland.


  


  His appearance on a horse that galloped like the gust of wind was different from the previous great demons. He looked like a human being in every way and there was no bizarreness. From his neatly trimmed beard and hair, to his stylish clothes and classical crown—Beleth’s style was dignified.


  


  『 It is amazing. It is a completely different category from the savage great demons of the past... 』


  


  The commentator who was admiring Beleth’s appearance soon frowned sharply. He saw Beleth’s face as Beleth approached the camera. His face that carried all the anger that existed in the world was far from dignified.


  


  “”I want to go back to hell quickly!”” Beleth shouted as flames shot out from both of his nostrils and then repeatedly disappeared. It was a runny nose. The running nose that descended to the ground set fire to the grassland. The path that Beleth passed through turned red and immediately burned black.


  


  『...He is definitely a demon. 』


  


  The moment that the commentator corrected his words, his face became paler than white. Beleth increased his speed by flicking the reins of the corpse-like horse and started a frenzied charge. As if to erase all traces of humans in the world, he marched to destroy the artificially made facilities such as watchtowers and wooden fences. It wasn’t long before he reached the fortress’ gates and blew fire from his mouth.


  


  『 ....! 』


  


  A fortress was the ultimate defense facility. The fortress’ walls and gates reached the maximum level of 30 and had a high durability compared to a city’s walls and gates. However, Beleth knocked down the gate with a single stream of fire. It was a sight that denied the meaning of the fortress.


  


  『 The skill coefficient seems to be beyond imagination. Even Grid’s bones won’t be able to endure it the moment he allows an attack. 』


  


  『 This is terrible. The ranking is very high and he seemed different from the great demons seen before... 』


  


  


  Empress Basara said that Grid should buy at least 13 minutes. The 22nd great demon, Berith, had destroyed one kingdom alone and slaughtered tens of thousands of rankers, yet Grid was expected to tie up the feet of the 13th great demon, Beleth, alone?


  


  Naturally, people thought it was absurd. Even so, few people shouted ‘absolutely impossible.’ It was because Grid was the supreme one. People clearly remembered all the miracles he had accomplished so far. It was Grid who had overcome so many impossibilities.


  


  The 13th great demon? Rather than delaying him, perhaps Grid could defeat him...


  


  People thought so and it was the same for the commentators of different broadcasting stations.


  


  『 Um... It isn’t easy to think that Grid is going to lose. 』


  


  『 I agree. Grid has the power to summon his knights. First of all, if he couldn’t endure then can’t he immediately summon his knights for a reverse raid? 』


  


  『 Even if a raid is very hard... it seems that Grid alone should be sufficient to endure for 13 minutes. Grid has multiple counterattack skills, clones, the God Hands, and skeletons. It is very unlikely that Grid would die without delaying the right amount of time. It hurts to say it but I heard his physical strength is comparable to a named NPC. 』


  


  『 ...Are you referring to those undead who are occasionally summoned? 』


  


  『 Isn’t this the case? Their quality seems too poor compared to the level of Grid’s opponents. 』


  


  The commentators, excited by the steep rise in ratings, kept making noises while on the screen, Beleth was going berserk. After knocking down the gate, he started to smash the walls at random like his anger hadn’t been resolved. Meanwhile, Grid was holding his breath.


  


  ‘This guy, is his ability to read sound and movements poor?’


  


  Grid, who first climbed the wall, showed his dignity to the approaching enemy. He showed off the existence of Overgeared King Grid. Beleth read it and threw the antler. Grid was nearly hit and shrank back. He reflexively held his breath while observing Beleth.


  


  This was the result. Beleth was only concerned with the destruction of the fortress like he didn’t know Grid was hiding behind the first collapsed wall.


  


  ‘He thinks I’m dead.’


  


  The moment Grid saw the power of the antler that destroyed the wall, he wondered how he could endure fighting this monster for 13 minutes. Fortunately, he had something to use. The overwhelming attack damage might be frightening but Beleth seemed to have the weakness of anger. It didn’t seem difficult to buy some time.


  


  “Can you Become the King of the Dead?”


  


  Beleth’s frenzy buried the sound of Grid’s voice. 


  


  Clack!Clack clack!


  


  The sound of the Overgeared Skeletons who emerged by digging through the ground was also buried.


  


  Clack clack!Clack clack clack!


  


  The Overgeared Skeletons, who raised their level in the past month, looked at Grid with a confident expression. Overgeared Skeleton One, whose third class advancement was a Skeleton Sword Dancer, looked like a warrior. It was equipped with a much nicer sword and armor than before.


  


  On the other hand, Overgeared Skeleton Two had a third class advancement of Skeleton Bishop. It was still small but a subtle dignity exuded from its pious expression. The gorgeous staff and robe announced to the world that Overgeared Skeleton Two was an unusual skeleton.


  


  Grid commanded these guys who had grown stronger, “Once I send a signal, run out and greet the opponent.”


  


  Clack!Clack clack!


  


  “Do you want your bones cut into 206 pieces?”


  


  Clack clack!Clack!


  


  Their expressions became more colorful the more class advancements they went through. They expressed dissatisfaction with Grid’s order and Grid quickly whispered to them while stroking their heads, “I’ll get revenge for you if he hits you once, so rest assured and get hit.”


  


  The Overgeared Skeletons couldn’t die. The moment they reached 0 health, they were recalled back to the ground, regenerated, restored, and resurrected. This was why Grid relied on the Overgeared Skeletons.


  


  He was worried about Braham, Piaro, and Mercedes being in danger and couldn’t bring them, but the Overgeared Skeletons could go forward without hesitation.


  


  “Now!”


  


  Grid fired Magic Missile at the back of Beleth, who had entered the fortress after destroying the walls around the gates.


  


  Beleth didn’t react as Magic Missile hit the back of his hand. He just looked at the back of his hand and eventually shifted his gaze to the side. It was to where Overgeared Skeleton One was dancing by his side. It was very clumsy but it was a reproduction of Grid’s sword dance. The joints shook as it danced while the tip of the sword shone sharply in the sunlight.


  


  “”Beriache...?””


  


  Beleth immediately recognized the identity of the Overgeared Skeletons and swung at the skull of Overgeared Skeleton One with one hand. Overgeared Skeleton One hit the ground and then it was thrown like a ball toward Overgeared Skeleton Two in the distance. The bones of the Overgeared Skeletons collapsed with a light sound like pins hit by a bowling ball.


  


  Grid appeared behind Beleth’s back as the skeletons were scattered. “Kill.”


  


  The biggest advantage of Kill was the distance. Grid had to buy time so he first launched some exploratory moves. After knowing Beleth’s reaction speed and defense, he deliberately used Kill so he could deal with a counterattack at any time. The result was terrible. Grid had an unimaginable development waiting for him.


  


  “”How trivial.””


  


  Beleth’s fist smashed through Kill without looking at it and then it precisely struck Grid’s face. Grid shook from the intense impact and realized something.


  


  ‘This is X.’


  


  This bastard never missed Grid’s presence. He pretended not to know Grid’s existence and waited for him to come first.


  


  [You have suffered 69,030 damage!]


  


  “...?”


  


  How much had Grid’s defense been raised so far? Grid was devastated by what seemed to be denial of all his past efforts. He was momentarily dazed as he sprawled on the roof of a building he had been blown to due to the impact. In technical terms, it was ‘sage time.’


  


  Meanwhile, Beleth showed a strange expression. He felt a pain in his fist from the human’s surprise attack. A ‘weapon’ caused him pain...


  


  Beleth stared at the back of his hand for a moment before questioning the human whom he had blown away, “”Are you the one carrying on Muller’s legacy?””


  


  “Hah, what a fucking tiring question.”


  


  Grid snorted and rose from his spot. He took the finest health recovery potion that had been obtained from Reidan’s alchemy facility and tossed the empty bottle aside.


  


  “I am Grid.”


  


  Pagma's Descendant was also a part of him.


  


  “Remember this well because I am the most persistent person in the world.”


  


  He had endured more than half his life and lived patiently. Only 13 minutes? For him, it was just a moment.


  


  Grid’s assertive face showed his resolute willpower.




  Chapter 1250


  “Is there anything I can do to help? Please give me any instructions. Pity this trivial human and give me an opportunity to serve the great lord of hell.”


  


  The 1st ranked black magician and Yatan Servant—Rose, who played a leading role in the summoning of the great demons, had already achieved numerous feats. There was no limit to her achievements from the standpoint of the Yatan Church. However, the world didn’t rate her as the ‘best.’


  


  Yura might’ve left the Yatan Church, but Rose would forever be regarded as the number two. Such an evaluation made Rose even more unrelenting. Rose wanted to escape from Yura’s shadow and played more intensely than anyone else. It was nothing for her to flatter the great demon who smelled terrible and had an appearance that would make people vomit.


  


  ‘This cheekiness is good.’


  


  ‘She is unusually determined.’


  


  Dantalion had several faces above one neck—there were the faces of a boy and girl smiling innocently, the face of an anguished young man, the face of a sad woman, the face of a confident gentleman, the face of a graceful lady, the face of a gentle grandmother, and the face of an angry grandfather.


  


  Eight faces were spread out like flowers above one neck in a bizarre and eerie manner, yet Rose just followed the great demon like nothing was wrong.


  


  “Hrmm...”


  


  Out of the eight faces, the one of the confident gentleman opened his mouth, “I haven’t seen someone who isn’t afraid of me for a long time.” The angry grandfather’s face shouted, “There is no cowardice! There is no fear!”


  


  The faces of the boy and girl shouted in chorus.


  


  “Fearless human!”


  


  “Going to die early!”


  


  “......”


  


  For the first time, Rose’s smiling expression hardened. She got goosebumps all over as she saw the faces focused on the book in their hand in a bizarre and creepy manner. She quickly managed to restore her expression and tried to buy Dantalion’s heart. “What book are you reading now?”


  


  Dantalion’s book was one that contained all the knowledge of the world. Rose had already witnessed its power. Hill, the Seventh Servant who lost his life to Grid during the Vatican invasion, had become a master of martial arts after reading only a fragment of Dantalion’s knowledge.


  


  Rose wanted Dantalion’s knowledge. Any knowledge was good. She wanted to use it to develop into a superhuman beyond Yura. Her goal was to prove to the world that she was better than Yura and to join Grid and Kraugel in the top ranks.


  


  The gentle grandmother’s face opened her mouth, “It is a book written about the history of the destruction of a short-lived human kingdom.”


  


  “A short-lived human kingdom?” Rose wondered if her affinity with Dantalion had started to rise after a few days of hard work.


  


  She became cheerful again at Dantalion’s cordial attitude while the gentle grandmother's face answered, “There is a place called the Overgeared Kingdom. It will be destroyed and disappear in the coming future.”


  


  History was a trace and a record. In other words, it meant the past, but Dantalion described what would happen as history. It was possible because he was convinced that it was an unchanging future.


  


  “It is the future.”


  


  For the first time, the gentle grandmother's face took her eyes away from the book. Rose followed her gaze and looked fiercely at Peltrino Fortress in front of her. It was due to the six flags on the fortress’ walls. The flag in the center was unusually large. A hammer and anvil...


  


  It was the flag of the Overgeared Kingdom, led by the damn Grid and Yura.


  


  Rose gritted her teeth. It was a reflexive reaction. Rose’s grudge toward the Overgeared Kingdom was frightening since she had failed her quest several times due to Grid. Dantalion’s seven other faces started to follow the grandmother’s face.


  


  “This moment has become the present.”


  


  “Today, the Overgeared Kingdom.” 


  


  “It will lose most of its power here.”


  


  “It will be lost in a catastrophe.”


  


  “The Overgeared King and the Demon Slayer...”


  


  “All the variables that threaten hell.”


  


  “Now, they will disappear.”


  


  Dantalion turned over the book’s pages. He flipped through the thick book’s pages and stopped in the middle. Then a magic circle appeared in front of Dantalion. It was an unfamiliar form of magic even for Rose, who had a lot of knowledge and an excellent memory. It was the first time she had seen it and it was bound to be unfamiliar. The magic written in Dantalion’s book, Miracle Field, was a legendary magic that humans would never see.


  


  “Meteor.”


  


  The sky blackened. Blazing meteorites poured down from the screaming universe.


  


  “...!!”


  


  『 ....!! 』


  


  Rose, the Yatan Church, and the commentators from various broadcasters all had the same expressions. They were completely enchanted and their mouths dropped open blankly. All of them foresaw a certain future—the six kingdoms alliance, wiped out together with Peltrino Fortress. It was the future that would happen in just a few seconds. In fact, the effect of this Meteor was beyond imagination. It seemed there was no exaggeration in the power of Meteor recorded in the legends.


  


  “H-How to avoid...”


  


  The allies inside the fortress were also predicting their end. They didn’t know what to do from the moment they witnessed dozens of meteorites falling from the sky and were out of their minds.


  


  『Even Sword Saint Muller, who sealed the 9th great demon, couldn’t harm Dantalion. He might be the 25th great demon, but he is considered more difficult to deal with than a single digit great demon due to his omnipotence. Now, I think he is beyond difficult, and is more invincible. 』


  


  『 Dantalion’s ability has been proven since he is able to realize the knowledge recorded in the book. Isn’t Dantalion the greatest demon that transcends the concept of ranking? 』


  


  


  The commentators were making desperate observations. It was a guess with sufficient grounds. Dantalion was almost a divine being since he not only had a great deal of knowledge, he also had the ability to realize it. However, there were facts to be aware of. The power was different depending on the person who used the same magic.


  


  “Is it Meteor?”


  


  Peltrino Fortress was in chaos. A man’s derisive voice echoed in the silence. Everyone in the fortress turned their attention to the maniac laughing at the situation and hundreds of cameras focused on the new character who appeared.


  


  『 This...? 』


  


  The commentators were astonished.


  


  -Awesome.


  


  -As expected, he was in the Overgeared Kingdom.


  


  -Ehhhhh! He’s finally coming out!


  


  The viewers cheered. The silver hair that filled the screen turned despair into hope. “Disintegrate.”


  


  Flash!


  


  Unlike Meteor, which required a physical process to ‘pull down’ the stars in the universe, the spear of light was instantly manifested. The great magic used by the legendary great magician, Braham, penetrated and exploded dozens of meteorites that were heading toward Peltrino Fortress, turning them into dust.


  


  “Meteor.”


  


  The universe once again screamed. Dozens of meteorites poured from the blackened sky toward Dantalion and the Yatan Church members, not Peltrino Fortress.


  


  “H-Hik!”


  


  “What is this?”


  


  Rose and the Yatan Church members paled. The rapid change in the future they took for granted threw them into confusion. On the other hand, Dantalion remained calm. No, he was smiling. All eight faces had a meaningful smile. “Braham, do you think I didn’t know you were here?”


  


  Dantalion knew all the secrets of the world. He knew that Braham had been resurrected, and even that they would meet here. He couldn’t not know the basic common sense that the power of magic was affected by the caster’s magic power. Dantalion knew that he couldn’t magically offset Braham’s Meteor and he used another part of the book.


  


  [Matchless Chapter]


  


  [The page where Sword Saint Muller’s swordsmanship is recorded.]


  


  Dantalion pulled his sword from his waist and waved it in a half-moon motion. The sword technique derived from the Matchless Heart Technique soared toward the sky and the meteorites were cut in turn. It was a sword infused with the ‘there is nothing that can’t be cut’ power of the Sword Saint. It was also the reason why Braham had to leave Muller alone as much as possible.


  


  “This is why Muller couldn’t do anything to me.”


  


  One skill, one power alone, couldn’t defeat him...


  


  Just as Dantalion’s confident voice echoed through the battlefield—


  


  “Super Growth!”


  


  The earth shook. All the plants that rose from the land suddenly flooded toward Dantalion.


  


  “It is foolish.”


  


  Dantalion scoffed as he struck at the plants that grew wildly and came at him with his sword. He also knew of Piaro’s existence. From his standpoint, who had fought with the legends of the previous generation, the legendary Piaro was only a little child.


  


  Dantalion’s sword cut down the plants and collided with Piaro’s farming tools. Piaro’s hoe and sickle cracked as they blocked Dantalion’s sword. If it was the old him, before he learned the Matchless Heart Technique, Piaro wouldn’t have been able to resist this attack, and might’ve even been cut along with his farming tools. However, from the time he learned the Matchless Heart Technique, Piaro’s farming had become a match for Muller’s swordsmanship, and his hoe and sickle weren’t cut.


  


  “Even so...” Dantalion scoffed and was about to wield his sword again.


  


  Duguen!


  


  Dantalion’s heart thumped. It was because he encountered the unknown. A white-haired knight with brilliant silver wings. Dantalion met her blue eyes and was in deep turmoil. There were no records of these ‘eyes’ in Dantalion’s book.


  


  “What...?!” Dantalion screamed and stepped back. He flipped through the pages in a hurry but it was as expected—he was unable to find the identity of those sinister eyes.


  


  ‘Is this a human?’


  


  It was a fear caused by the unknown. It was the reason why Dantalion feared the high ranking demons and gods, whose innate power was higher than him. That’s right—Dantalion wasn’t almighty. If he was really almighty then he wouldn’t have stayed in the 25th position.


  


  He was able to gain insight into everything lower than himself, for example, a human. He was weak because he couldn’t see into an opponent who had a higher status than him. This was why he was inevitably humbled in front of Mercedes’ Keen Insight that even a god feared. As Empress Basara predicted, Mercedes’s Keen Insight played a vital role against Dantalion.


  


  “Kuek! Kuaaaak!”


  


  The appearance of Mercedes made his book useless. Dantalion’s screams of resentment echoed through the battlefield. This scream became a signal and the Overgeared Kingdom and allied forces started to come out. In the face of the offensive of the 10 meritorious retainers and the rankers of each kingdom, Rose and the Yatan Church’s believers were forced to be helpless.


  


  Dantalion was quickly driven on the defensive.


  


  It was the day when the great evil that Sword Saint Muller, one of the strongest legends of the past, failed to fight, was defeated by the people living today. The world was evolving, and at the very center of it, was Grid.




  Chapter 1251


  ‘After all, they are all people.’


  


  Races varied—they varied in skin color, physique, taste, ideology, laws, and regulations, and each of them should be respected as individuals with a different culture. However, the emperors of the past despised and discriminated against other races, calling them uncivilized and ominous. 


  


  And thus began a long history filled with countless pains and deaths.


  


  “Let’s wait.”


  


  The Hu race with short legs and a curved back—due to their innate physical characteristics, their pace of walking with canes was exceptionally slow. People turned a blind eye to them or grumbled about them always leaving the ranks, saying they were annoying.


  


  However, Empress Basara was different—she ordered the procession to stop for a moment and clearly told everyone, “There is plenty of time to spare, even based on the movement speed of the Hu race. This is why I asked them to join us.”


  


  Don’t slander others with impatience; the empire was the one who requested the Hu race to come—Basara once again reminded the others and bowed to the leader of the Hu race, who belatedly rejoined their ranks.


  


  The leader of the Hu race had a rather complicated expression on his face as he spoke, “Thank you.”


  


  “Don’t say that. We are the ones who should be grateful.”


  


  The population of the Hu race was less than 1,000. It was the result of being isolated for many years due to the empire’s discrimination. Even so, they stepped up for world peace. Empress Basara truly admired their warm heart that didn’t resent the world, and the fact that they didn’t turn a blind eye to those who discriminated against them and persecuted them.


  


  “Your Majesty, we are here.”


  


  Basara was right—despite several delays in the march due to the Hu race, the empire and the five allied kingdoms were able to reach their destination within the set time. Haspachi Canal—it was one of the famous features of the Arc Kingdom. The river flowing through the center of the city was magnificent and calm, giving the illusion that time had stopped.


  


  “Have all the residents been evacuated?” Basara asked after climbing a ridge and observing the city. 


  


  Kelpato, Duke of the Arc Kingdom, replied solemnly, “Y-Your Majesty, we used the army and evacuated all of them.”


  


  Basara’s eyes were fixed on a corner of the city. “If my eyes aren’t incorrect, there are still people left.”


  


  “They are people of the slums. We didn’t have the manpower or time to evacuate them. They are also a group who committed many crimes, so it is good to take this opportunity to punish them.”


  


  “Their crime is hunger. It is this kingdom that has made them hungry.” Basara declared coldly and Immortal King Grenhal agreed.


  


  “There isn’t a shortage of jobs in a canal city. Seeing that slums have been formed, the tax rate must be set very high?”


  


  “I can’t say anything because it is an internal matter of the kingdom...”


  


  “Enter the city immediately and evacuate the people.” Basara interrupted Kelpato’s words to give an order and the imperial army instantly entered the city.


  


  On the other hand, Beast King Morse snarled at the soldiers of the Arc Kingdom. “Don’t you want to save the people of your kingdom? Aren’t you going to help?”


  


  “We will do as you say!”


  


  Kelpato had nothing to say, but the soldiers of the Arc Kingdom moved in an orderly manner. Morse, duke of the empire, immediately gave orders and acted like he was their boss. Spear Saint Rachel whispered to Kelpato, who had a stiff expression, “You shouldn’t defend crime for any reason. The gap between the rich and the poor is inevitable. There are even poor people in the empire.”


  


  “Your Excellency...” Kelpato’s expression finally relaxed. He was tired of the idealism and pretense of the empress and the other dukes, so he was happy to have someone who understood him and sympathized with his position.


  


  Rachel’s eyes were extremely cold as they stared at him. “However, you must absolutely obey the empress’ orders. Your situation isn’t important.”


  


  “......”


  


  Empress Basara was friendly and gentle. The empire was changing due to her and the world was changing. However, could kindness alone change people? Absolutely not. If the empire merely treated people kindly, then the world would never change. It must be accompanied with power and strength.


  


  “If you don’t obey the empress’ orders in the future then I will hold the Arc Kingdom responsible.”


  


  “...I will keep that in mind.”


  


  Just as he was intimidated by Rachel, a water column rose from the center of the canal. Then red mist spread and penetrated the city. It spread uncontrollably and hit the people who still remained in the slums. The people who inhaled the mist turned into monsters with a scream.


  


  Rachel once again warned Kelpato, “Do you understand now? In the future, unconditionally obey the orders of Her Majesty the Empress.”


  


  “Y-Yes, I will keep that in mind!”


  


  Ronove, the 27th great demon—Kelpato already knew that this great demon could make himself into a red mist to spread a plague, but he never dreamed that the plague would turn people into monsters instead of killing them. The same was true for Basara and the dukes of the empire. The records of Ronove’s existence were too scarce.


  


  This time, Basara captured the path of the red fog and shouted to the soldiers of the empire and the Arc Kingdom, “Leave it to the Hu race!”


  


  At the same time that Basara shouted, there was the sound of bells. The bells were coming from the canes that the Hu race held. It was the precursor to the summoning of their indigenous god who the empire once defined as evil.


  


  『 It is a bad mist. 』


  


  The ringing of the bells continued while an apparition of the god, who hadn’t opened his eyes, rose for a moment before disappearing and causing a strong wind. The red mist couldn’t resist the wind and scattered in all directions, allowing the empire and Arc Kingdom’s soldiers to be safe. The ritual of the Hu race in driving away the plague was really effective.


  


  The imperial soldiers, who always thought the indigenous gods were evil due to the former emperor, Juander, were shocked. They had secretly felt reluctant about the Hu race despite Basara’s attitude, but now they finally realized the wrongs they did to the Hu race and felt sincere appreciation.


  


  “Sehee, I think it is your turn to go out.”


  


  


  “It is really fortunate.”


  


  The Hu race wasn’t Empress Basara’s only card prepared for Ronove’s plague. Saintess Ruby was personally asked by Basara and joined the Ronove subjugation force. Her role was to heal the soldiers affected by the plague. To be honest, Ruby was afraid. It was because no matter how many times she experienced it, she couldn’t get used to countless people struggling with pain.


  


  Fortunately, the plague didn’t spread. The Hu race’s actions had saved countless people and relieved Ruby’s burden.


  


  “Hahat! What? Why isn’t it forming fog? Does the 27th great demon want a frontal confrontation with us?”


  


  “It seems the Hu race’s ritual had an impact. I don’t think he can turn into fog.”


  


  “Then we will strike.”


  


  The rankers and imperial dukes who joined the subjugation expedition were veterans who had experienced a large number of battles. They had fought against the 22nd great demon, Berith, and the 27th great demon, Ronove, looked shabby in comparison.


  


  “The entire army, charge!”


  


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  


  People with classes that exerted power through a transformation usually had a large difference before and after the transformation. The purifying winds created by the Hu race’s god prevented Ronove from becoming fog. This meant he was unable to cope with the attack of hundreds of thousands of elite troops, including the imperial dukes.


  


  *** 


  


  Eccentric Duke Saleos—the force of a great demon in the 10s, who appeared in front of players for the first time, was beyond imagination. His appearance wasn’t bizarre and was actually similar to a human. Instead, he oppressed players with a presence that was incomparable to the great demons in the 20s. The players who met his eyes couldn’t bear this fear.


  


  The commentators relaying the situation at Lilchard Fortress ended up sighing.


  


  『 Ahh, look. There are less than 20 people who can stand upright against Saleos. 』


  


  The faces of the people gathered at Lilchard Fortress were incredibly magnificent. Of the thousands of players, none of them were unknown. In particular, there were many highly praised unofficial rankers who rarely appeared in public, like Knight. Therefore, people couldn’t easily think of them being defeated.


  


  However, once it started, the situation went in a completely different direction than expected. Most people were neutralized before the fight even began. Additionally, Saleos’ personality was unrelenting. Unlike other great demons, he didn’t waste time speaking unnecessary lines and just effectively killed people. The number of opponents were thoroughly reduced by aiming for those who were incapacitated and weak. It was a completely different attitude from the other great demons who ignored humans just because they were human.


  


  As a result, the top 18 rankers felt a crisis and became hard-pressed. They realized that their dreams and hopes would disappear if they kept losing more combat power and tried to stop Saleos’ killing. However, there was a problem...


  


  “...Cough!”


  


  Saleos’ mysterious power was a force that went against reason. He would win ‘unconditionally’ against any opponent in a contest. Saleos’ crushed all the attacks that bombarded him with his power, and inflicted great damage on the target. The concept of fighting itself wasn’t established.


  


  “This... it seems that he makes a counterattack itself impossible.”


  


  “What can we do if a surprise attack doesn’t work?” Tarma gave a cold reply to the people who analyzed the situation. He had already failed in two sneak attacks and was wounded.


  


  It happened as the atmosphere was cooling down... 


  


  Just then, a black shadow rose silently above Saleos’ head as he was killing someone else. Then a giant scythe caught Saleos’ thick neck and cut it. Death God Knight’s ultimate technique—it was a hit that made the mouths of the top assassins drop open, including Tarma, and Saleos’ neck seemed to be cut.


  


  However—


  


  “”Hup!””


  


  The moment Saleos felt the cold metal touching his skin, he instantly took a breath. The giant scythe that should’ve cut off his head only cut half of his neck. Knight’s eyes as he floated in the dark were filled with astonishment. Then Saleos’ fist slammed into Knight’s side. Knight’s armor was shattered with a loud sound and he flew away. Knight couldn’t easily get up again.


  


  “This is crazy...”


  


  What type of strategy could they use? The players who tried to overcome their fears and participate in the battle became as stiff as stone statues.


  


  They had no fellowship from the beginning and they started to wonder if they should participate in this one-sided massacre. Rather than being obsessed with the rewards of a quest that couldn’t be cleared, they thought it was better to run away now instead of dying.


  


  What about the ridicule and accusations of the hundreds of millions of viewers watching the situation right now? It wasn’t worth worrying about. What rights did cowards who fled and sat in front of the TV have to accuse them in the first place?


  


  The players organized their minds and started to step back one by one, only to stop.


  


  Step.Step.Step...


  


  The reason why so many people had gathered—Sword Saint Kraugel, who was once hailed as the sky above the sky, silently crossed the battlefield. He slowly moved straight forward, his gaze fixed on Saleos who had overwhelmed thousands of rankers.


  


  “”Yes, it is an inevitable death. Accept it quietly.””


  


  Saleos praised the human’s courage for walking on his own feet and shot forward like a thunderbolt with raised fists.


  


  Kraugel drew his sword. In a neat move, he swung his sword and struck Saleos’ fist. It was obviously crazy to anyone who saw it.


  


  Saleos was smiling with scorn until he felt a sharp pain in his fist. ‘I was cut?’


  


  The vision of Saleos’ left and right eyes became angled. Saleos was aware of the awkward vision and turned his head. He saw that the ‘world’ behind him was split in half. “”Sword... Saint!””




  Chapter 1252


  His left field of view went down and his right field of view receded. It was a change in vision that wasn’t intended at all. The struggling Saleos looked back in doubt and witnessed a scene in which the world behind him had been split in half. At the same time, he realized something.


  


  “”Sword... Saint!”” 


  


  It was the identity of the human being in front of him. Blood erupted from Saleos’ flesh as he was cut in half from the middle of his forehead. The disgusting stench as Saleos’ organs poured out suggested his death.


  


  『 This is unbelievable...! 』


  


  『 A blow was struck to the 19th great demon...! 』


  


  After Muller, the title of ‘Sword Saint’ carried the same weight as history. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that most of the history of humanity in Satisfy was protected by the Sword Saint (Muller). Unlike Pagma, who fought alone in a place no one knew, the Sword Saint had guarded people’s side and fought with them. This was recorded in many histories and passed down orally. Now the world—


  


  -As expected of the Sword Saint!


  


  -God Kraugel!


  


  There was no doubt that Kraugel would continue Muller’s reputation. The sky above the sky—the pinnacle of humanity, who no one but Grid could resist, was qualified to bear humanity’s expectations.


  


  "Earth Dragon’s Ascension."


  


  How much had he grown in this period of time? Kraugel showed the miracle of performing Space Sword without warning. Nevertheless, he wasn’t satisfied with cutting Saleos apart and linked the next sword technique. Sword energy surged from the ground to swallow up Saleos who was splitting into two halves. Saleos seemed like he would become a pile of ashes.


  


  The 19th ranked great demon was on the verge of being raided by just one player. The world held their breath as they watched the historic moment that would never happen again. Then tens of thousands of blood vessels emerged from Saleos’ pumping organs and started to tangle up together.


  


  『 ...! 』


  


  -...!


  


  It was like looking at a regression in time. Saleos’ organs were restored to their original state and his body, split in half, was stuck together again. If the land he stood on wasn’t soaked with blood, people would’ve thought that the scene of Saleos being split in half was merely their imagination.


  


  Clap, clap, clap.


  


  Saleos’ first act after restoring his body was a tribute. He clapped briefly and laughed—it was a pleasant laugh, not a derisive one. “”You are the Sword Saint. You are the one carrying on Muller’s legacy? I’m going to have a fun fight for the first time in a long time.””


  


  Hell only had two enemies—one was Alex, and the other, Muller. The frustration and fear felt by the 33 monarchs who ruled hell were only caused by the two of them. What about Pagma, who defended the Behen Archipelago and prevented the great demons from entering? That guy’s last spark was the work of Baal’s whim and he was just a momentary trouble.


  


  On the other hand, Alex’ invasion of hell, and Muller’s tenacity in sealing the bodies of the great demons who came to the world of humans, were very difficult and painful.


  


  “”In the end, the two of them are gone...””


  


  Muller—the one who sealed even Hell Gao, the 9th great demon. Saleos would be reborn as a being beyond Hell Gao if he killed the man in front of him who followed Muller’s footsteps. There was a deeper smile on Saleos’ face as he rushed toward Kraugel.


  


  Saleos’ crushing fist was blocked by Kraugel’s sword. Kraugel’s sword had the power to cut anything but it stopped after only cutting Saleos’ ‘power.’ Saleos’ body couldn’t be reached.


  


  “”What?”” It didn’t come to a power struggle. Saleos frowned as he used his skills to push Kraugel into the defensive. “”This is too easy. Muller’s swordsmanship is only this much?””


  


  “...Muller.” Kraugel stiffened due to the blow to the side and felt the pain of his internal organs being squeezed. His eyes were usually restrained in their emotions but now they were filled with a rare anger. “I didn’t learn Muller’s swordsmanship.”


  


  The first day he made contact with Satisfy, Kraugel was fascinated by the touch of the cold sword and there was only one path before his eyes. He decided he would be a swordsman and he did his best to see it through to the end. This was the result. Kraugel’s sword path was found and pioneered by himself. He didn’t follow a path that someone else had already built. Being compared to Muller was never pleasant.


  


  “My name is Kraugel.”


  


  A fierce silver sword energy encircled Kraugel. Kraugel’s health and defense were replaced by the durability, attack power, and defense of his own swords. The White Tiger Sword held in his right hand resonated clearly under the influence of ‘Poetry that Praises the Sword.’ 


  


  “I’m not Muller’s successor. I am a new Sword Saint.”


  


  [The +9 Alione’s Sword has been destroyed.] 


  


  [The +3 Imoogi’s Tusk has been destroyed.]


  


  [The +8 Deceptive Two Swords have been destroyed.]


  


  Dozens of swords in Kraugel’s inventory were sequentially destroyed. Every time Kraugel allowed Saleos’ attacks, the swords were damaged on behalf of Kraugel. Meanwhile, Condemnation Sword had its power increased by 11 times due to Poetry that Praises the Sword and it condemned Saleos. The more evil the target, the greater the power of Condemnation Sword.


  


  The energy sword that pierced Saleos was white at the top and black at the bottom. The White Sword and Black Sword were successfully connected and the only thing left was the expression of the Twin Swords. Kraugel could turn Saleos’ body into a rag as long as he completed the combo.


  


  However, Saleos’ body was restored immediately and his health gauge was still over 90%. On the other hand, Kraugel had already consumed half of his 40 spare weapons. The expensive unique or legendary rated weapons were permanently destroyed in exchange for dealing some damage.


  


  Saleos’ destructive power frustrated Kraugel while Kraugel’s swordsmanship bored Saleos. “”You are so weak.””


  


  The black magic power spun like a drill bit in Saleos’ hand. Now it was this magic power, not Saleos’ power, that Kraugel’s sword would cut. Moreover, Saleos’ power would remain intact and crush Kraugel.


  


  “”Because you didn’t learn Muller’s swordsmanship.””


  


  Saleos denied Kraugel and his attack struck like a thunderbolt.


  


  *** 


  


  “I am Grid. Remember this well because I am the most persistent person in the world.”


  


  Grid walked along a forced path. He unintentionally changed his class to Pagma's Descendant, and was forced to walk the path of a blacksmith. This path was never smooth. Grid looked back on his path many times, trembling with anxiety and sometimes feeling sorry for himself.


  


  


  However, he finally reached the final destination. He got off the path that had already been cleared and stepped onto a new path.


  


  ‘My’ path.


  


  It was Grid’s path.


  


  Then Muller? The question of the 13th great demon, Beleth, about following Muller’s path and carrying on his legacy, scratched at Grid’s pride. Grid didn’t want to be obscured by the shadow of Muller at every important moment.


  


  ‘I’m tired of it.’


  


  Grid threw a bottle of empty potions behind him and started to perform a beautiful dance. The silver light at the tip of his sword gradually turned blue and scattered into petals. It was the moment when Transcended Link Flower dominated the battlefield.


  


  Grid was the only one who could move freely here, at least during Transcended Link Flower. He used Blacksmith’s Rage and Quick Movements before jumping up from the ground, accelerating as he was surrounded by lightning. Grid planned to use a four fusion sword dance while Beleth was acting wary of the blue sword energy petals.


  


  However, Beleth acted relentlessly. He moved with great strides to meet Grid regardless of the blue petals touching his body. It was enough for Grid to change his plan. “Flower.”


  


  The basic concept of Flower was to leave marks on the target and then attack the marks. Beleth was covered in marks due to exposing himself to the petals of Transcended Link Flower and in return, two blades of sword energies would be hit each mark. It was a sword technique that exerted both physical and magical attack power. It was an opportunity to analyze Beleth’s vulnerability.


  


  Just as Grid was feeling expectant, Beleth stared at the sword energies flooding toward him and waved his hand slightly. The sword energies that should’ve hit Beleth stopped at once and twisted their direction. Beleth’s power was to make ‘objects without a master’ his ‘weapon.’ From the time that the sword energy left Grid’s sword and was judged as a ‘projectile,’ it was already Beleth’s power, not Grid’s power.


  


  “Kuek...!”


  


  Grid was bombarded by the sword energies returned to him and retreated back while coughing up blood. The amount of health he lost was 207,090. This was the price for allowing himself to be hit three times. Beleth’s weapon damage was powerful enough to inflict 69,030 damage per hit. A chill went down Grid’s spine as he recalled the first time he was hit by Beleth’s fist. The damage he received was exactly 69,030.


  


  ‘Crazy. Is it fixed damage?’


  


  It was also a fixed damage close to 70,000. The health and defense he gained so far didn’t matter against this opponent. 


  


  It was a moment of desperation for Grid.


  


  The dozens of remnants of the wall Beleth destroyed became weapons and hurtled toward Grid. His immortality would immediately be consumed if he allowed even two of these attacks... Grid attempted to use Shunpo but it failed. The Lightning God skill of the Blue Dragon Boots wasn’t triggered, either.


  


  Inevitably, Grid had to use Freely Move to avoid the sharp pieces of rocks and reach Beleth’s side. His eyes shone through his fluttering hair like he was going to eat Beleth. “LInked Kill Flower Pinnacle.”


  


  Beleth’s body still had marks on it. The power of Freely Move to avoid all non-targeted skills and approach the target was beyond imagination. It was almost invincible except for the fact that the cooldown time was very long.


  


  “”These little tricks...”” Beleth was hit by Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle and bled for the first time. His white clothing that was clean without dust had finally become dirty. Beleth gritted his teeth and stomped his feet as hard as possible. “”If you haven’t followed Muller’s footsteps, then get out of here, stripling!””


  


  There was an earthquake and hundreds of stone shards soared from the shattered ground, striking at Grid, who was still in the air. Beleth had no doubt that these hundreds of weapons would lead to the death of the man in front of him—the very same man who dared to hurt him.


  


  However, this human was as persistent as he claimed. Suddenly, flames appeared and burned the hundreds of weapons to ashes. The infinite sword energy that unfolded caught Beleth’s attention. The human called Grid stood behind this unimaginable spectacle and grumbled.


  


  “Okay, your weakness...”


  


  The power to attack using all nearby objects as weapons—it was a threatening ability. Did this mean that the 69,030 fixed damage weapons could bombard indefinitely? No, Grid was a blacksmith and knew it—the damage of a weapon wasn’t the only thing that mattered about them. A weapon might possess a strong attack power, but if it had poor durability, it would be destroyed before reaching the target. It was like the hundreds of stones in the Storm of the Fire God.


  


  Grid smiled confidently and used Open Potential. He used the infinite sword energy to launch Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle. It was at this moment that the infinite sword energy turned back in all directions and aimed at Grid.


  


  “...Eh?”


  


  It was the end. Grid realized that the infinite sword energies were reduced to being Beleth’s weapons and was bombarded with them. After this, Grid consumed all sorts of survival and counter skills, but he still died in 3 minutes and 30 seconds. Grid had delayed Beleth for a total of 5 minutes and 50 seconds.


  


  “...This is a scam!” Grid’s scream echoed from the resurrection point.


  


  Dammit, actually using his own sword energy as a weapon? He had to counter it properly.


  


  Grid instantly summoned Sticks.


  


  “Your Majesty?”


  


  “Teleport!”


  


  “...Yes.”


  


  *** 


  


  『 I-It is shocking news. The supreme, Grid, died after six minutes of fighting the Berserk King, Beleth. The Reverse Summoning magic circle prepared by the Saharan Empire has become virtually useless... 』


  


  Raiding the 13th great demon alone? In fact, it was impossible from the beginning. However, the world had high expectations because the other person was Grid. Many people believed that even if Grid didn’t raid Beleth, he would be able to last 13 minutes. Yet the result turned out disastrous and the world was in turmoil.


  


  The imagined scene of Beleth advancing to Henlutu Fortress, collapsing the Reverse Summoning magic circle, and destroying the Arc Kingdom, spread clearly in their minds. There was a moment of silence as terror encroached on the world. Just then, a stream of light fell from the sky. Grid, who died not long ago, reappeared. It was Sticks, the world’s strongest mode of teleportation... no, it was the majesty of Overgeared King Grid, who led the sage.


  


  “It is going to be different this time.”


  


  ““...Can’t you understand who you are up against?””


  


  Beleth’s angry face became even scarier.




  Chapter 1253


  Was it correct to say that five great demons had emerged? The reason why various media questioned this was simple: Sitri’s hand. One of the five great demons who came to this world wasn’t a great demon, but merely a ‘part’ of the great demon. The attention of the public was bound to move away from Sitri’s hand.


  


  What was the point of watching the hand of the 12th great demon when they could watch the 13th and 19th great demons fighting? People expected Sitri’s hand to be the first to be defeated. The media of each country didn’t pay much attention to Kalatan Fortress. Yet eventually...


  


  The ratings of the broadcasters showing the situation at Kalatan Fortress started to soar. The broadcasters showing the situations at Kalatan Fortress, Henlutu Fortress, Lilchard Fortress, Peltrino Fortress, and the Haspachi Canal were inundated with requests from viewers to show more about Kalatan Fortress. They had no choice but to do so.


  


  『 Hiiiiiik!! 』


  


  The ferociousness of the scene that was shown through the camera made even the commentators scream. Sitri’s hand, which was as big as the fortress’ walls, crushed the Rebecca Church’s paladins like flies. The cameras shook from the earthquake that occurred every time it moved and the impact was delivered to the viewers.


  


  “Kyaaaack!”


  


  “D-Demon...! Demon!”


  


  Every time the hand that covered the sky hit the ground, they witnessed their colleagues dying. The terrified Rebecca Church’s priests scattered in all directions and fled. The leadership of Damian, who was currently serving his third term as the pope with the enthusiastic support of the church, was useless. Sitri’s hand was red like the skin of a newborn baby. It beat, grabbed, and killed everything that moved. The sight was so terrible that their courage to fight was lost.


  


  “Cruel bastard! What a cruel nature!”


  


  Even the leader of the Templar, who spread out his white wings and made his identity known to the world, was shaken. The ring of light floating above the archangel’s head poured out an enormous divinity but he couldn’t stop the red hand from advancing.


  


  The one-sided killing continued. The momentum of Sitri’s hand as it crushed the people of the fortress was so fierce that it seemed to be able to trample the whole continent without ever stopping.


  


  -Isn’t this much stronger than Saleos? The ground is crushed every time the hand is swung. 


  


  -It seems that even Grid would be crushed in one blow.


  


  -There might be an immediate death sentence at that time.


  


  The paladins of the Rebecca Church were famous for their strong armaments. They had defenses and buffs that were slightly below the level of a guardian, and they were tankers who could take the lead on a battlefield. Yet even they were turned to grey ash as soon as they were crushed by Sitri’s hand.


  


  This was a slaughter that went beyond the level of a deadly blow. Sitri’s hand that killed dozens of paladins and priests every time it hit the ground was reminiscent of a ‘final boss.’


  


  “Isabel-chan, what should we do?”


  


  Pope Damian had earned the nickname Zombie Demon King for surviving four hours in the Demon King Subjugation of this year’s National Competition. His confidence had risen sharply since then, but now he lost his spirit, just like when he felt despair against Drevigo. He watched the members of the church scattering and being defeated without following his leadership, and his eyes turned red.


  


  As he was feeling depressed, Isabel held his hand. “It’s okay. The goddess will give us protection.”


  


  Tremble tremble.


  


  Isabel wasn’t aware of it but her hands were shaking like an aspen tree. She was also cowering before the ferocity of Sitri’s hand. Damian was ashamed to see that she was trying to reassure him even in such circumstances. Damian firmed up his heart and declared, “That’s right. It’s okay. There is me. This zombie demon king will protect the members of the church.”


  


  Damian spoke while putting on the most handsome expression possible. He held Isabella’s trembling hand tightly and pulled out the Holy Sword. A golden flash swirled and scattered the demonic power that had fallen over the area.


  


  “The Holy Father is a zombie... demon king?”


  


  “Ah, no, I’m going to kill that zombie-like demon king.” He realized his mistake and lost momentum while trying to correct it.


  


  “In any case, believe in me.”


  


  Damian was determined to fulfill his responsibilities as the pope. Isabel and the other Rebecca’s Daughters struggled to reduce the casualties despite the chaos. Damian reminded himself that he was the one who should protect them and concentrated his divine power onto the Holy Sword.


  


  Sitri’s hand, which had been threatening the archangel like it was chasing a fly, suddenly turned toward Damian. Sitri’s hand was full of dark demonic power. For those who were faithful to their instincts, the divine power of the pope was the most disgusting thing. It was natural for Damian to be the first target of the great demon when he had the ‘divinity of Rebecca.’


  


  “H-Hajimemasite.” (Nice to meet you)


  


  The opponent was just a hand but it felt like Damian met its eyes for some reason. Damian smiled awkwardly and waved while sweating. Then Sitri’s hand started going on a rampage. Its fingers swept the earth and it ignored the archangel and Templar as it rushed toward Damian.


  


  “H-Hiyaaaack!”


  


  It felt like the castle was going to collapse. Damian screamed as the red hand filled his vision and he swung the Holy Sword. Then a pillar of divine gold shot up and struck Sitri’s palm. Sitri’s hand stopped moving for the first time since its arrival. The black demonic energy that it was emitting like smoke scattered like a lie and disappeared. Of course, this was only for a moment. The movement of Sitri’s fingers resumed, and the demonic power rose once more.


  


  At the same time, a gunshot rang out. A green bullet penetrated Sitri’s palm through the gap in demonic power that hadn’t been fully restored. This caused Sitri’s palm to shortly pause. Yura’s cry permeated Damian’s ear, “It’s okay! Keep continuing like this!”


  


  “H-Hai!” (Yes)


  


  The pope and the Demon Slayer—the strongest combination that didn’t exist in history started to engrave wounds on the hand of the giant great demon Sitri, who was nicknamed Demon God.


  


  *** 


  


  


  Storm of the Fire God was Grid’s mental world. To be exact, it was a side effect of the Red Phoenix’s mental word. However, Grid bore the Red Phoenix’s 9th Heart and he made it his own. It meant that Storm of the Fire God was a world that existed because of Grid. All the concepts that existed in it were expressed in Grid’s mental world so it was naturally Grid’s possession.


  


  However, Beleth intercepted the infinite sword energies and used it as his weapon.


  


  ‘How is this possible?’


  


  It didn’t make sense according to common sense. Why did he lose ownership over something in his mental world? As Grid was filled with unanswered questions, he flew and narrowly escaped the flying debris of the wall. Then he swung his sword.


  


  Beleth’s heel aimed at Grid’s chest only to be blocked by a dark blade and bounce off. Grid blocked Beleth’s successive attacks with the God Hands and pulled back while gritting his teeth.


  


  ‘Look at this. He can’t touch the God Hands.’


  


  The God Hands belonged to Grid—it was undeniable that they acted on their own after leaving Grid, yet Beleth didn’t use the God Hands as his weapon, so why did the infinite sword energy...


  


  “...Ah!”


  


  Grid’s doubts were becoming deeper, only to suddenly disappear. He recalled the events of the day when he obtained the infinite sword energy.


  


  [The power of the Absolute is flowing into the Red Phoenix’s 9th Heart.]


  


  [A new field effect, ‘Infinite Sword Energy,’ has been added to Storm of the Fire God.]


  


  The system definitely stated it—the infinite sword energy in the Storm of the Fire God was the power of the Absolute. In other words, it was the power of the first seat, Hayate, not the power of Grid. Grid was only borrowing Hayate’s power for a while.


  


  ‘I see. This was why Beleth was able to use it as a weapon. Hayate, the real owner of the infinite sword energy, isn’t here...’


  


  Grid was reminded of Beleth’s inability to touch the ‘flames’ of Storm of the Fire God. 


  


  ‘In the end, I can’t use the infinite sword energy.’


  


  So what could he use to take down such a monster? Grid was deeply troubled only for his body to gradually turn white. Finally, Lightning God triggered.


  


  It was only possible due to the passive skill Automatic Transformation and the help of the God Hands in stopping the projectile attacks. If it wasn’t for Automatic Transformation and the God Hands, he wouldn’t have been able to attack and defend against Beleth dozens of times, and there was no possibility for Lightning God to trigger.


  


  Grid, who had been passive during this battle, flooded toward Beleth with lightning. He had fully glimpsed Beleth’s limitations.


  


  ‘All of Beleth’s attacks are classified as physical attacks, not magic.’


  


  Beleth had never used magic before. Unless magic flew from somewhere and was used as his weapon, the only objects that Beleth could use were the fragments of the ground and the walls. This meant he couldn’t hit Grid while Grid was in the Lightning God state.


  


  ““....!””


  


  It was as expected—all of Beleth’s attacks that used the fragments of the city walls as weapons simply passed through Grid’s body that had turned into lightning and Grid received no damage. A flustered look appeared on Beleth’s face for the first time and it gave Grid joy.


  


  “Divinity.”


  


  He had to hold on for 13 minutes?


  


  “Open Potential.”


  


  No, he would kill this great demon. Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle, that was canceled in the previous battle, swallowed up Beleth. If the screaming Beleth hadn’t poured out black magic power, Grid would’ve won as he predicted.


  


  “Cough...! Cough!”


  


  The Lightning God state made Grid immune to all physical attacks, but he would take twice the damage from magic attacks without any defense or resistance. Beleth’s black magic that shot through him was truly devastating. Once Grid collapsed, he couldn’t stand up easily. Beleth slowly took a few steps to the ragged Grid who was coughing up blood.


  


  “”You have a lot of talent for a human. Ronove and Dantalion would’ve suffered a crushing defeat if they had met you.””


  


  There was no more anger in Beleth’s expression. A human capable of destroying great demons in the 20s—Beleth was very satisfied that he could put an end to the guy who might be as strong as Muller in the future. It happened the moment he pointed his finger at the heart of Grid, who was released from the Lightning God state...


  


  “”...!!””


  


  The ground that Beleth stepped on suddenly disappeared. Beleth was unprepared and disappeared deep into the ground. Grid, not missing the timing and chance, laboriously stood up, then he spat out toward the very deep pit, “This is why you should be careful with your feet.”


  


  A skill to change the terrain—the deceptive effect of Earth God prolonged the struggle between Grid and Beleth. Now there was only one minute remaining...


  


  The sight of the supreme, Grid, fighting against the 13th ranked great demon, alone, brought a great thrill, and many other emotions, to the world.




  Chapter 1254


  Kraugel always had one goal—going beyond his limit, transcending one’s own limit to face the true limitations. It was about reaching the peak.


  


  ‘There is no need to be shaken.’


  


  The reason he was weak was because he didn’t learn Muller’s swordsmanship... 


  


  Kraugel silently let Saleos’ provocation go as the great demon stepped on him. It was because he knew—the moment he followed Muller’s footsteps, he would lose his qualification to discuss the limit. Kraugel’s desire was to ‘transcend’ Muller. If he was going to be overshadowed by Muller anyway, he would’ve taken the easy road of following Muller’s path from the beginning.


  


  [The reputation of the Sword Saint is in danger of falling.]


  


  [The world doesn’t tolerate the Sword Saint’s frequent defeats.]


  


  [In order to maintain the Sword Saint’s reputation of being the strongest in swordsmanship, you must memorize the Matchless Heart Technique.]


  


  The Matchless Heart Technique—it was the trace of Muller obtained from completing the Sword Saint class quest. It was said that Muller obtained it from the previous Sword Saint and it also discussed infinite sword energy. Kraugel consumed sword energy with every skill he used. The stronger the skill, the more sword energy that was required. From Kraugel’s position, the shortest way to become the most powerful person was to obtain the Matchless Heart Technique.


  


  However, if Kraugel learned the same technique as Muller, then he would become the ‘second Muller’ rather than ‘Sword Saint Kraugel.’


  


  [You have already suffered a few defeats. A new defeat will cause your qualification to be doubted...]


  


  Kraugel skipped the rising warning windows and used True Clouds. The blue clouds of sword energy stretched out temporarily and took away all of Saleos’ senses. Kraugel raised himself up in the gap and flew into the sky.


  


  ““Hahat! Do you have no shame?””


  


  Saleos overcame the chaos caused by True Clouds in just one second and identified Kraugel’s position. He immediately jumped out of the range of True Clouds and chased after Kraugel.


  


  ““....!?””


  


  Saleos was flying forward with great force only to stop in a flustered manner. He was confused because a sword was floating in the place where Kraugel was supposed to be.


  


  “”This human tricked my senses?””


  


  Saleos once again confirmed that the energy felt from the sword floating in the sky resembled that of Kraugel and gritted his teeth. A chill went down his spine as he determined the location of Kraugel who had escaped like a rat. A strange and ferocious roar echoed from the ground, reminiscent of the roar of a beast of immense size.


  


  Saleos, who lived without fear as one of the most powerful beings in the world, shrank back for the first time in his life. The waves of sword energy swept over his vision as he hurriedly twisted his body and crossed his arms.


  


  “Bunhelier’s Scream.”


  


  The evil dragon Bunhelier—it was a sword technique created by expressing the obsession of the being who plagued him for a long time. Kraugel’s new ultimate technique took advantage of all attributes. It dealt peak damage even if the target’s attribute was ‘nothing.’ It utilized the potential of swordsmanship to the extreme to reproduce the irrational power of the dragon. 


  


  “”Kuock...! Kuaaack!”” He felt like he had been struck by the damn Rebecca’s divinity. Saleos screamed and shuddered as he suffered the pain of his skin peeling off and his muscles being ripped off.


  


  『 P-Perhaps? 』


  


  The broadcasters from various countries were dumbfounded after noticing that Kraugel was going to die earlier. Now they finally woke up. The viewers had clenched fists and couldn’t talk in the chat windows. All the broadcaster’s live chat windows stopped updating. It was a time when all the people of the world were focused on the beginning of the reversal that would remain in history.


  


  “”This... it isn’t enough!”” Saleos cried out struggling with the pain. The sight of him staring at Kraugel with red eyes reminded them of a demon. No, he was a great demon. “”More...! Make it more interesting!””


  


  Did he finally get rid of the pain? Saleos’ momentum was different from before as he moved his rigid body. Every time he narrowed the distance to Kraugel, explosions broke out that caused the sky to distort. If he fell to the ground like this then one corner of the continent would be blown up. On the other hand...


  


  “Gasp...Gasp...”


  


  The screen zoomed in on Kraugel—standing in the center of the True Clouds, his chest heaved and his eyes shook as he stared straight ahead. His cramping arms and legs touched the hearts of the viewers.


  


  『 Is this the aftermath of using the skill? 』


  


  『 It is a skill that frightened the 19th great demon. It is serious and the penalty will naturally be high. 』


  


  The commentators didn’t dare say what was going to happen. Even if they didn’t say it, all the viewers knew what would happen in the future. According to Saleos, Kraugel hadn’t made as much progress as Muller. The limit of the ‘incomplete’ Sword Saint was here.


  


  The moment that everyone thought so, a pair of wings, made out of light, appeared behind Kraugel’s back. They were unspoiled, pure white wings that were gradually dyed with darkness, causing it to lose its purity. Saleos’ fists finally reached Kraugel and they were swung at an invisible speed. His fists transcended the physical concepts and stretched out dozens of times, penetrating and tearing at Kraugel’s body.


  


  Viewers witness the terribly scattered remains of Kraugel and their hearts sank.


  


  ““....!?””


  


  Saleos stopped the offensive. He realized that he had not felt the sensation of hitting anything with his fists. That’s right—the Kraugel that Saleos tore at was just an afterimage left by Kraugel, who raised the full potential of Quick Command to the fullest extent and managed to avoid all the attacks directed at him. He returned to his spot and drew a full moon with his sword. It was a sword that dealt critical damage on Saleos, who was still suffering from Bunhelier’s Scream and exposed weaknesses.


  


  


  ““Yo... u...””


  


  Saleos’ body was once again split in half. His organs spilled out from the cut. Then tens of thousands of blood vessels once again started to tangle together. It was an immediate process of restoration, just like when he was cut by Space Sword.


  


  Kraugel didn’t just watch quietly. “Transcend Storm Sword.”


  


  It was a multi-hit skill that inflicted dozens of hits within a specified area. The storm of sword energy tore at all the blood vessels that wanted to restore Saleos’ body and rendered his restoration useless. 


  


  Thump!


  


  ““...Yo... u””


  


  Saleos’ body once again collapsed and the blood vessels emerged again.


  


  Flash!


  


  The use of the strongest wide area skill ‘Heaven and Earth Rupture into Nothingness’ once again disrupted Saleos’ restoration. Kraugel still had many techniques left. They were the essences of Kraugel’s experiences when he had overcome as many trials and tribulations as Grid.


  


  ““...You!””


  


  Saleos failed to restore his body once again and felt anxious, causing him to detonate his magic power. He only relied on his strength to suppress others and hadn’t learned magic. Right now, he just exploded his innate magic power. Even so, it was more destructive than great magic.


  


  The rankers who grasped Saleos’ characteristics during Kraugel’s battle and rejoined the front lines were swept away by the blast and collapsed. On the other hand, Kraugel used Sword Curtain and Impenetrable Skin to endure the explosion. Then he successfully linked the next attack to the side of Sales’ body.


  


  Jajinmori—the thousands of blood vessels trying to restore Saleos’ body stretched out like rubber bands as half of Saleos’ body was hit by the ultimate kick and was blown away dozens of meters. In the end...


  


  “”Kuaack!!””


  


  Saleos gave up on restoring his body. He cut off his blood vessels himself and the two halves of his split body stood up. Then he hit Kraugel at the same time from the left and the right. Kraugel had already used White Light Steps. After inducing the movements of both halves of the split body to overlap, Kraugel used Heart Sword and cut them at the same time.


  


  Saleos lost 20% of his health and was the first to notice it. Did this person call himself a new Sword Saint? If he met this person a bit later then it would be too late.


  


  ““...I would’ve lost.””


  


  Twitch, twitch.


  


  Thanks to the overlapping movements, Saleos’ bodies finally reconnected.


  


  “Pant...Pant...” Kraugel was experiencing the chronic disease that Grid had suffered before visiting the Tower of Wisdom. His stamina was completely lost and he couldn’t hold on any longer. He sank down in his place.


  


  “”...Not Muller, but the Sword Saint.””


  


  Step.


  


  Saleos knew this was the end and took a step forward. “”The name Kraugel, I will remember it.””


  


  Step.


  


  At his second step, he reached Kraugel and punched. Immortality was lost. Kraugel received the big hit and his health was fixed to the minimum. The time allowed for the collapsed Kraugel was only five seconds.


  


  “Run away!” Most of the rankers who only joined Kraugel to complete the quest, such as the Black and White sisters, had already abandoned the fortress and started to run away.


  


  “Kraugel!” Some rankers who joined Kraugel to protect the players’ homes and rights, including Knight, remained in their place until the end. Even though they knew they were going to die, they charged Saleos in order to give Kraugel time to recover. 


  


  “”Kuhahahahat! Your courage is admirable!”” Saleos burst out laughing. He had experienced the strength of the new Sword Saint and from his point of view, the intervention of other humans was insignificant. It was funny. Saleos laughed as he smashed the heads of the rankers like watermelons every time he swung his fists.


  


  The rankers felt despair at their limitations, the commentators gave up on relaying the situation, and the viewers left the TV to head for their capsules. It was because they wanted to use their own weak power to save Kraugel. Then they stiffened like stone statues. It was due to the shouts of the commentators.


  


  『 ...Epic! 』


  


  “...!”


  


  The viewers rushed in front of the TV again. The screen showed the ‘rain of battle gears’ bombarding Saleos. The supreme one, Grid, was descending through the rain of battle gears. Was it because many people were witnessing it, just like his first epic? This time, the system didn’t hide the identity of the epic’s protagonist.


  


  [Overgeared King Grid is writing the seventh epic.]




  Chapter 1255


  Pagma's Descendant, Duke of Wisdom, Duke of Virtue, Duke of Fire, legend, transcendent, and Hero King—every title, state, or position achieved by Grid was a concept that originally existed, and they didn’t deviate from the rules of the system. However, Magic Swordsman of the Epics was different. This system was born on the basis of Grid’s achievements and was a concept only for Grid. 


  


  Now—


  


  [Overgeared King Grid is writing the seventh epic.] 


  


  Overgeared King Grid was a concept created by Grid himself. He called himself the Overgeared King, and the world didn’t overlook it. In the end, the system recognized the concept he created. Grid was the Overgeared King, Overgeared King Grid. 


  


  [The beginning of the narrative starts with the comforting of the frustrated humans.] 


  


  “You aren’t weak, you just don’t have enough time.” 


  


  [He was also an underdog, so he affirmed it.] 


  


  The rain of battle gears that poured toward Eccentric Duke Saleos. Dozens of battle gears flew toward him with a fierce spirit and Saleos was busy avoiding them. He kept changing his position and posture while aiming at the man who dared to smash him with battle gears. 


  


  However, it wasn’t easy. There were too many of them. Every time Saleos swung his two fists filled with the ‘unbeatable power’ and smashed two weapons, dozens more would fall and cut him. It was only Saleos who received damage.


  


  ““Damn.”” It was best to avoid this rain. There was no need to struggle against the heavy rain of battle gears that would stop after a while. 


  


  Saleos hid his body behind a wall that hadn’t yet collapsed. Grid descended along with the rain of battle gears while his sharp gaze chased Saleos. Then he shouted to all the players who were awaiting their deaths in Lilchard Fortress, “Hold on, struggle!” 


  


  [Defeat starts from the moment you give up.] 


  


  [He reminded humanity that a crisis was just a hurdle to be overcome.] 


  


  [The moment when his gaze collided with a great demon, humanity remembered.] 


  


  [They compared their feelings the first time they encountered a great demon, to the feelings of today, when they encountered five great demons.] 


  


  The basis of Satisfy was the already established worldview and NPCs. However, players were the key to moving and changing Satisfy. Grid’s epics so far had involved the world and the NPCs. It wasn’t strange that it would now involve players. 


  


  “Ah...” The two billion players who had access to Grid’s epics through the television, Internet, or Satisfy recalled the past. The unforgettable moments of the great demon raid unfolded in their minds like a panorama. Now, looking back, they hadn’t been able to resist Belial, the weakest great demon at all. Yet today, they fought against great demons who were far stronger than Belial. They got a glimpse of it for a moment. 


  


  Yes, they had grown. They might have been frustrated every time, but they endured and became stronger. Then they would become even stronger in the future. 


  


  “Despair... there is no reason for it.” Knight used his broken scythe as a cane to rise from his spot. Other players, who had also fallen down and were waiting miserably for their deaths, gritted their teeth and raised their bodies. Grid’s epic was encouraging them. 


  


  “Transcend.” Grid’s bombardment of sword energy destroyed the walls of Lilchard Fortress as he descended, revealing the appearance of Saleos, who was hiding behind it. 


  


  Saleos had consumed a considerable amount of physical strength in the battle with Kraugel and his face was very tense. The rain of battle gears that he wanted to block with the city walls once again hit him. The God Hands mixed in with the rain and attempted to restrain his limbs. 


  


  Saleos’ movements were restricted and the speed at which the wounds were inflicted on his body became faster. The combination of the thousands of battle gears and the God Hands exerted the greatest power imaginable by humans.


  


   ““What is this cowardly power?!”” Different species had different limits. Even Muller, the greatest of humanity, relied solely on the power of ‘swordsmanship.’ Then what was this? It was the power to pour out thousands of battle gears at the same time like it was a divine power. 


  


  “”How can a human...?!”” Just then, a sword struck Saleos’ heart. However, it was unable to penetrate Saleos’ solid skin. It shattered and disappeared. 


  


  Then the flying farming tools tore at his skin, scratched the flesh, and dealt him pain. They even moved again, avoiding Saleos’ hand, and attacking one more time. Not all of the thousands of battle gears were a threat, but a few of them definitely threatened Saleos. It was a force that was clearly superior to Sword Saint Muller’s Control Sword. Pushing him to the defensive without even touching him? 


  


  Saleos’ eyes full of confusion and hatred were fixed on the black-haired man in the sky. The humans scattered around the fortress were chanting his name. 


  


  “Grid!” 


  


  “Grid!”


  


  ‘Didn’t I hear that, at this age, humanity has declined?’ 


  


  Povia, Braham, Pagma, Alex, Muller, and Madra—over the past hundreds of years, humanity had produced new legends and each of them had a great power to watch out for. Yet times had changed and humanity had declined. Saleos had laughed when he heard that Belial was rampaging alone among the human race. Now, many years later... 


  


  Saleos made contact with the mighty legends called Kraugel and Grid. Humanity, which had been in decline for hundreds of years, had grown to the point where they could no longer be ignored. Saleos was able to quickly determine the cause.


  


  “Raise your weapons and fight.” 


  


  [He knew his own limitations and cheered for humanity.] 


  


  [He responded to the wishes of humanity in the rain of battle gears falling to the earth.] 


  


  [His presence encouraged humanity.] 


  


  ““The Hero King... I see. You are Muller’s successor...”” A presence who inspired fighting spirit in the humans who were awaiting their demise. Saleos watched Grid while striking at the rain of battle gears and finally grasped this person’s real identity after seeing the purple fighting energy. 


  


  Grid maintained his distance until he finally used Shunpo and narrowed the distance to Saleos. Saleos didn’t know the concept of Shunpo that many players now knew about. 


  


  ““The transcendent status…””


  


  The hero of heroes—the Hero King meant an existence that would become the peak of humanity, or was the peak of humanity, thus it wasn’t surprising that Muller’s successor had become a transcendent. 


  


  


  ““I see. This irrational power has overcome human limitations.”” 


  


  Saleos expended his power to block the white, transparent sword that was aimed at him. Due to this, he couldn’t avoid Grid’s fusion dance and felt a sharp sense of strangeness. 


  


  ““This swordsmanship...?”” 


  


  Was Muller’s swordsmanship this type that was as gentle as dancing? No, it was someone else’s swordsmanship. 


  


  “”...?”” 


  


  Saleos crushed eight weapons at the same time and was about to attack Grid, only to be shocked. It was because he felt the energy of a god from the storm of hot flames rising around Grid. 


  


  ““The red phoenix?”” 


  


  Wasn’t the red phoenix defeated and sealed by the gods who were driven to the east? Why did its energy appear here in the west? It was even from a human! 


  


  ““Your identity...”” Was it because of the field of sparks? The rain of battle gears stopped. Saleos was finally able to breathe and attempted to talk to Grid. The 19th great demon was intrigued by this trivial human being. However, Grid wasn’t interested in the 19th ranked great demon. “XX, I should’ve fought you instead.” 


  


  “”......?”” 


  


  “You are weak compared to Beleth.” 


  


  How much had he suffered while fighting the Berserk King? He barely lasted 13 minutes against the monster who felt invincible. The moment the time for the Reverse Summoning Circle was up, he immediately summoned Sticks to return to the Overgeared Kingdom before he was killed again. Grid remembered it and once again trembled. Looking back, he thought it would’ve been better to give the empire the role of delaying Beleth. Grid unfolded his infinite sword energy. 


  


  Saleos was suspicious of Grid’s statement but he still smiled. ““Indeed, you are Muller’s successor.”” 


  


  It was interesting to know that two Sword Saints had been born in one age. He was already looking forward to the increase in fame he would gain when he defeated both. Saleos’ fists were filled with the ‘unbeatable power’. 


  


  “Flower Revolve.” Grid calmly demonstrated a counterattack. 


  


  Sticks had grasped the power of the Eccentric Duke and recommended Grid to join this battlefield. Grid had no intention of competing against him in a foolish way. No matter the ‘unconditional strength’, it could be blocked using a counterattack skill. Saleos was hit by the power of his own fists and staggered. Then Grid used his infinite sword energy to carry out one of his ultimate attacks. 


  


  “Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.” 


  


  Additionally, he followed up with Transcended Link Flower, Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle, and Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle. Grid overcame his resources constraints and continued to link the strongest sword dances. Saleos consumed a large amount of energy and quickly turned into rags. 


  


  Saleos’ face was full of confusion. 


  


  ““Pagma? What is this? You? Why do you have Pagma’s Swordsmanship?”” 


  


  Grid ignored the tedious question of whether he was Pagma’s successor and used the Storm of the Fire God while trying to maintain his mana. Then the rain of battle gears, that had stopped in the blue sky, once again attacked Saleos. After that was 300,000 Army Swordsmanship Stealth Sword. 


  


  Grid used Open Potential due to Divinity and made an invisible attack. The sword that suddenly appeared caused a great deal of damage to Saleos. At the same time, it exposed Saleos’ weakness. Saleos was puzzling over when he had been hit when Grid appeared in his field of view. 


  


  Chill.


  


  Saleos was engulfed in an instinctive terror. Hero King, transcendent, successor to both Pagma and Muller, and with the power of a god—he noticed that this hybrid felt completely opposite of the pure Kraugel. 


  


  “100,000 Army Massacre Sword.” 


  


  “”...!!”” 


  


  Truly, this was a terrible hybrid. He never thought even Madra’s swordsmanship would come out... 


  


  Saleos exposed his weakness and was dealt a serious wound. 


  


  “Ah.” Grid was slightly lacking when it came to the power to finish him off. It was the side effect of using 300,000 Army Swordsmanship Stealth Sword which made it impossible to recover sword energy for three seconds. He had maintained Storm of a Fire God for a long time because he wanted to release all his sword dances. This meant he didn’t have enough mana. It wasn’t that Grid’s resources calculation was wrong. It was something that occurred because Saleos was so strong. 


  


  Saleos had lost 40% of his health when Grid arrived at the scene. Grid had judged that he could finish off Saleos by investing all his skills. However, Saleos was hit by 100,000 Army Massacre Sword, and his defense rose sharply from the moment his health fell below 10%. This was why Grid failed to finish him off. 


  


  “Can you Become the King of the Dead?” Noe was somewhat helpless against great demons. Grid had to summon the Overgeared Skeletons and Randy. Then he triggered the light elemental to blind Saleos while climbing onto the back of Overgeared Corn. He was trying to focus on restoring resources while dragging out the time as much as possible. However, it was too greedy to want to grab the 19th great demon’s ankles with just the God Hands and his pets. 


  


  Saleos quickly broke through to Grid, grabbed Overgeared Corn, and swung Grid and Overgeared Corn into the sky at the same time. Then he gathered strength in his body to chase after Grid. He placed the power of unconditional victory around his entire body and was now like an invincible being. 


  


  At least, until he was cut off by Kraugel. “Mole... Ascension.”


  


  Kraugel had only recovered enough stamina to wield his sword once and used a very insignificant skill compared to Earth Dragon’s Ascension. However, it aimed precisely at Saleos and succeeded in hitting him. The power was too terrible to deal any damage to Saleos but the ‘unconditional victory’ power he had placed on his body disappeared due to the power of a Sword Saint. 


  


  As a result, Saleos’ kick to Grid’s chest didn’t play a significant role. Grid’s counterattack cut Saleos’ neck. Saleos was aware of the great consumption of his heath and landed on the ground. Waiting for him were hundreds of players, including Knight. If it wasn’t for Grid, all of them would’ve died. Now they used the last of their strength to unfold their ultimate techniques. It was the moment when all players became one.


  


  “”Kuek... Kuaaaack!!””


  


  [He is the lantern of humanity.]
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  The decisive difference between named NPCs and named monsters was their health. Assuming they had the same level, the health of a named monster was 100 to 1,000 times higher than the health of a named NPC. This didn’t mean that named monsters were stronger. 


  


  It was easy to understand considering the legends of the past generations were NPCs. Named NPCs polished their ‘technique’ and they were skilled in defense, evasion, and counter-attacking through the application of technique. They fully realized that their health was limited and they were careful in battle. 


  


  On the other hand, named monsters were extremely reluctant to waste time on passive actions. Named monsters focused on attacking and crushing the target instead of consuming their strength on defense, evasion, and counter-attacks. They believed in their innate physical ability (health) and fought more aggressively. 


  


  This was a difference in combat style. It wasn’t easy to tell which was superior between named NPCs and named monsters. Both were tough opponents for players, but Grid was the exception. He possessed a powerful attack and was more comfortable dealing with named monsters than named NPCs. It was easier to hit named monsters compared to named NPCs where it was easy to miss. 


  


  “”Kuaaaack!!”” Saleos was struck by hundreds of players and took a rare defensive stance. 


  


  However, there were too many attacks against him. Saleos’ power that exploded only blew away dozens of players, and Saleos’ thick arms only blocked a few attacks. After consuming most of his health fighting Kraugel and then Grid, he instinctively said goodbye to his physical body. 


  


  “”This isn’t... the end. Cough, cough!”” 


  


  For a great demon, death wasn’t the end. Their souls reincarnated forever and their bodies were just temporary dwelling places. He would be resurrected soon after he lost his body. Additionally... 


  


  “”The day I reappear before you... I will be more and more complete.””


  


  The reappearance of a great demon meant growth. Why had they died? During the time they searched for a new body, they analyzed the reasons for their failure and grew.


  


  “Gulp.” The players inserting weapons into Saleos’ body gulped. Saleos’ dying eyes didn’t lose their spirit and this forced the players to become nervous. They were even more afraid because they knew his threats weren’t a bluff. 


  


  A symbol started to be engraved on the forearms of all players. The players were surprised by the stinging pain and looked at their forearms to see two blood red eyes carved like a tattoo. It was Saleos’ sign. It was a curse in return for killing one of the top 20 great demons. 


  


  On the day that Saleos was resurrected, all the players here would be tracked by Saleos. They were going to die terribly. The players were terrified after reading the information of the mark and unknowingly stepped back. 


  


  “The great demons really talk a lot.” 


  


  There was a pure white unicorn that was beyond beauty. If the name wasn’t Overgeared Corn, Grid on its back would’ve been praised by everyone as he descended from the sky. He pointed his sword at Saleos who was staring at him. 


  


  “You will die here. You can’t appear before our eyes twice.” 


  


  “”Kukuk. Kuhahahat! The person who became the Hero King doesn’t know much about the great demons...?””


  


  Saleos was laughing like it was absurd when his expression stiffened. His eyes, full of killing intent and hope, changed to despair, and his expression distorted in a vicious manner. It was due to the light falling from the sky. It was an artificial light full of magic power. It was a remnant of Mass Teleport. 


  


  “”Is this real...?””


  


  Goosebumps occurred on Saleos’ skin stained with blood. He knew the identity of a person who emerged from the light of Mass Teleport. It was impossible not to know. How could he not recognize that dirty filth that was a curse and a disaster? 


  


  “”...Saintess?”” 


  


  It was a power different from Rebecca’s divinity. The miracle of humanity that cut off the reincarnation of the great demons and threatened the agreement between Yatan and Rebecca was the most hated and feared object of the great demons. 


  


  “”Hell Summoning!””


  


  Hell was divided into 33 zones and eachhell was different, just as the human countries were different. Some great demons were proud of their hell, while some were ashamed. Saleos belonged to the latter. The 19th hell he ruled was extremely shabby. It was a space filled with only beauty and there wasn’t a single stream of hellfire flowing through it. This was the result of Baal’s mockery since Saleos didn’t have the qualifications of a ruler. He had to expose his humble territory to humans... 


  


  Saleos shivered with disgust but he still showed his shame. This showed how menacing the Saintess was to him. He had no intention of welcoming eternal rest. 


  


  Lightning struck and darkness filled the world. All the players at the scene—except for Grid and Kraugel—were eroded by various debuffs, and they collapsed helplessly to the ground. It happened when the hell moon adorned the blackened sky...


  


  “Hell Regulation.” A new beam of light appeared and destroyed Saleos’ humble hell. It was Yura, who came after defeating Sitri’s hand with the Rebecca Church. 


  


  “”These humans!””


  


  Saleos struggled as he was driven to the edge of the cliff but it was meaningless. He was already dying. Grid’s sword pierced Saleos’ chest. Great Demon Saleos had nowhere to escape and died miserably in front of countless humans. His dark soul stained with malice and anger was destroyed by Saintess Ruby. 


  


  [The raid of the 19th Great Demon, ‘Eccentric Duke’ Saleos, has succeeded!] 


  


  [The soul of the 19th Great Demon, ‘Eccentric Duke’ Saleos, has been destroyed and won’t be able to reincarnate!] 


  


  [The position of 19th hell monarch has temporarily become vacant.] 


  


  [Apart from Grid, all players who participated in the Saleos raid will be given the ‘Followers of the Lantern’ title.] 


  


  [All players who participated in the Saleos raid will receive different compensation based on their performance!]


  


  [Grid has obtained the raid’s 1st place prize.] 


  


  [Kraugel has obtained the raid’s 2nd place prize.] 


  


  [Kirinus has obtained the raid’s 3rd place prize.] (Yes, the raws really say Kirinus even though he was never mentioned in the raid at all)


  


  [Yura has obtained the raid’s 4th place prize.]


  


  [Knight has obtained the raid’s 5th place prize.] 


  


  [★ Saintess Ruby has obtained extraordinary rewards in exchange for annihilating the soul of the great demon!★] 


  


  [Other personnel will be given equal compensation.] 


  


  “Waaahhhhhhhh!”


  


  The screams of the players pierced the sky. Saleos’ mark on their forearms disappeared. 


  


  “God Grid!” 


  


  


  “God Kraugel!” 


  


  “Hahahat! The best! You are the best!” 


  


  Someone started it, and soon they all rushed to Grid and Kraugel. Grid and Kraugel were surrounded by cheering people, and they smiled and bumped fists. 


  


  [The seventh page of the epic has been completed.] 


  


  [Your status has risen to the next level with the completion of the epic.] 


  


  [Resistance to skill damage has slightly increased.] 


  


  [Resistance to weapon damage has slightly increased.] 


  


  [The chances of triggering a skill based on probability has slightly increased. However, it doesn’t affect skills attached to items.] 


  


  [The title ‘Lantern of Humanity’ has been created.[ 


  


  [Your Deity stat has increased by 1.] 


  


  [Lantern of Humanity]


  


  [* Stamina +500 


  


  * Special effects will occur when you’re on the same battlefield as the Followers of the Lantern. It is affected by the number of people following the lantern. 


  


  You are the one who brought unity to humans with your outstanding strength and courage. 


  


  You are the hope of millions and should never disappear easily.]


  


  ‘It is amazing.’ 


  


  Grid had signed a contract with Orc Lord Teruchan and had a stamina stat coefficient 1.8 times higher than the average. Each point in stamina increased his health stat by 54 and his defense by 2.1. 


  


  The title of Lantern of Humanity was special, especially for Grid, who had his health increased by 35% by Duke of Virtue. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say this title was worth dozens of levels. Moreover, the rise in his transcendance status also increased his skill damage resistance, weapon damage resistance, and the chances of activating a probability skill. 


  


  The effect of his transcendent status this time could be felt in many ways by Grid. In particular, the skill damage and weapon damage resistance were a few things that reduced fixed damage so Grid’s fear of Beleth was reduced slightly. 


  


  ‘Now it should come out to be around 55,000...’ 


  


  However, this was still too high. It still wasn’t enough to raid Beleth. 


  


  ‘I have to build up as much transcendence as possible before we meet again someday.’


  


  Grid recalled his hurried escape from Beleth and shuddered before shaking off his imagination. 


  


  ‘I still need a lot of time.’ 


  


  The epics were a really great power. Since his transcendence built up every time an epic was achieved, Grid’s most urgent task was to gain the perfect transcendence. 


  


  There had to be an end even for the transcendent realm. The existence of an absolute above transcendence was the proof. Just as leveling up didn’t lead to the acquisition of a new skill, there were sometimes stagnant areas in transcendence. Nevertheless, Grid judged that the end could be seen in the next few years. 


  


  “Oppa!” Ruby rushed to Grid who was locked in his thoughts. She had been very worried for Grid who had to deal with the 13th great demon by himself and she was relieved to see her brother was safe. Her eyes were unknowingly red. 


  


  “You must’ve been worried.” Grid stroked his sister’s head with a smile and turned his eyes in Kraugel’s direction. His transcendent senses were classifying Kraugel as a strong person of this era. Kraugel’s level must be around 350, so Grid thought he was truly great. 


  


  ‘Sooner or later, he will be a strong person who transcends the era.’ 


  


  Grid had goosebumps when he arrived at the scene and witnessed Saleos’ status. Would it have been possible for him to push the 19th great demon to this state if he was the same level as Kraugel? It would’ve not been possible.


  


  “You’ve suffered.”


  


   “...You as well.” 


  


  Grid greeted Kraugel with a smile and he responded in a similar manner. 


  


  This was it. 


  


  Grid’s blacksmithing skill was needed to fully enjoy the effect of Poetry that Praises the Sword but even so, Kraugel didn’t make a request of Grid. He wasn’t a member of the Overgeared Guild. He couldn’t be indebted to his friend and rival every time, and in the first place, he didn’t have such an idea. He would be grateful his entire life just for the White Tiger Sword. 


  


  “Then I’m going. I wish you luck.” Kraugel exchanged brief greetings and turned to leave, only to be caught by Grid. 


  


  “Shouldn’t we talk about what we’ve been doing?” 


  


  “I’ve been listening to your news.”


  


   “...Is your mother healthy?”


  


   “Fortunately, she is.” 


  


  Ah, it was time for a meal. He needed to log out quickly before she headed to the kitchen. Kraugel was in a hurry only to abruptly stop. It was because he remembered something he needed to tell Grid. “It would be better to be careful of Agnus. The creator of that ring has fallen into Agnus’ hands.” 


  


  "...?"


  


  Kraugel was pointing to the Ring of Absurdity on Grid’s finger. It was confusing information for Grid, who knew that the creator of the ring had died hundreds of years ago. 




  Chapter 1257


  There was a very specific parameter for the growth type class, Death God—the soul gauge. Since becoming a Death God, Knight was able to quantify and read the target’s soul. 


  


  ‘This is the soul of the supreme one.’ 


  


  Grid’s soul gauge, visible only to Knight’s eyes, was a huge 68. It meant it would take 34 minutes to place a mark on Grid’s soul to lead him to death. It was huge considering that the average person’s soul gauge barely surpassed 10. It meant that it was virtually impossible to fight against Grid and win, from the perspective of a Death God, who had weak battle endurance. The weight of this soul was truly extraordinary. 


  


  ‘I think that Grid’s roots in this world are truly deep.’ 


  


  It was because the soul grew larger with numerous achievements and developing one’s presence. It was completely different from Saleos, who had an infinite soul gauge because he was born with a soul that was eternally reincarnated. 


  


  ‘To me, he is an opponent I will never be able to fight in my life.’ 


  


  Well, he didn’t want to fight Grid in the first place. Knight recalled what happened when he was hired by Merchant King Kir and quickly left. Grid and his colleagues were smiling and responding to the cheering crowd. For them, he was only an uninvited guest. He wasn’t entitled to share their joy. 


  


  -Good work.


  


  “...!”


  


  The sudden whisper surprised Knight and he stopped. He looked back and saw Grid. This time, in a manner that everyone could hear, Grid spoke to Knight, who was doubting his ears, “You’ve worked hard, Knight.” 


  


  Knight himself seemed unaware of it but his reputation was very high. There were few players who didn’t know Knight after he defeated Alexander in a PvP competition in Russia a few years ago. The intelligence organization of the Overgeared Kingdom had also been paying attention to him. His repeated class quests were to give people approaching the end of their lives peace without any pain. 


  


  At one time, he was employed as Kir’s guard. He performed some activities inconsistent with the purpose of the Death God class but in the end, it was in an effort to make a living. The Overgeared Kingdom decided it was better to maintain a favorable relationship with Knight rather than antagonizing him. He was a dangerous opponent to be hostile to. Additionally, the Overgeared Kingdom had many NPCs and tended to rely on the Death God’s characteristic of giving a ‘painless rest.’ 


  


  Grid and Lauel still vividly remember Khan dying in pain. Therefore... 


  


  “Aren’t you very reliable? I hope we can be allies the next time we meet.” 


  


  This was why Grid had an eye on Knight. Regardless of Grid’s intentions, it was a helpful act for Knight. As a previous employee of Kir, Knight had been anxious about becoming hostile to the Overgeared Kingdom. This made Knight feel relieved. 


  


  Knight bowed his head slightly. “It is an honor.” 


  


  There was no further conversation. Knight had originally dreamed of being a knight but he witnessed the process of people being destroyed by his curse. Thus, in the end, he gave up on his dream and accepted the path of a Death God. Knight kept a distance from other people unless he hated them. He had to be alone all the time. 


  


  Grid quietly watched Knight’s lonely back leaving before shifting his gaze. He looked around at the reporters flocking like bees and called Huroi over. 


  


  “How is your family? If you want to be a parent that your children aren’t ashamed of, you shouldn’t ask questions that aren’t courteous.” 


  


  Huroi greeted the reporters politely (?) before starting the interview as Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom’s spokesman. Some of the reporters had ugly expressions on their faces, but Huroi didn’t care. 


  


  *** 


  


  Unlike what the world thought, it was a relatively bland battle. The invasion of five great demons was repelled in just two hours. Who would’ve imagined it? Even Grid hadn’t expected it. He might’ve lost 41.2% of his experience along the way, but experience could be recovered at any time. The fact that the Overgeared Kingdom had no casualties gave Grid great comfort. 


  


  “It is all due to Her Majesty the Emperor.” 


  


  Haspachi Canal—Grid approached Basara and bowed deeply. It was a greeting of heartfelt respect. It was all thanks to Basara’s thorough preparations that humanity was able to fight easily against the invasion of the great demons. She wasn’t merely an idealist, but a truly competent empress. Her level far exceeded everyone’s expectations. 


  


  “The world would’ve been shaking at this moment if Your Majesty the Empress hadn’t come forward to act.” 


  


  “I’m ashamed. It is your merit, the Overgeared King, not me. If it wasn’t for you, all my plans wouldn’t have been successful.” Basara gripped Grid’s large hands tightly with her small hands. She was blushing while shaking. “I... Our Saharan Empire is grateful for your existence. The existence of Your Majesty itself is a blessing to humanity. I hope you will continue to stand on the side of humanity in the future.”


  


  Just looking at the procession of pilgrims to Grid’s statue in the Behen Archipelago, Grid’s reputation had already surpassed the average person. Now he was reborn as the lantern of humanity through this event and Grid’s reputation had reached a divine level. People perceived him as almost a ‘god.’ Of course, there were many people like Basara who thought of him as the opposite sex. 


  


  “There are many things I want to talk to you about. Why don’t we go to the barracks and talk? It will be just the two of us and it will be comfortable.” 


  


  “Haha... I would like that, but Your Majesty the Empress, you have to go back to the empire and take care of your people.” Grid carefully removed Basara’s burdensome hands and glanced around. Jishuka had a blatantly dissatisfied expression while Yura was staring at a distant mountain with clenched fists. Mercedes also had a colder expression than normal. 


  


  Basara’s subtle courtship was burdensome for Grid, who had neither time nor opportunity to form an alliance with Basara. A relationship and marriage with the empress... 


  


  It would surely have a tremendous effect but Grid had no intention of selling his mind and body. Yura, Jishuka, and Mercedes already occupied his heart and Grid was even struggling to establish a relationship with them. 


  


  ‘Still, I’m happy.’ 


  


  He was grateful and happy to have someone like him. The world had been full of resentment during his days of hate, but now the world was infinitely beautiful. Therefore, he wanted to protect it. Grid was once again filled with determination and told his party, “Let’s go home.” 


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “Yes.”


  


  


  Grid, the 10 meritorious retainers, and his knights approached Sticks. 


  


  ‘Where is this, who am I?’ 


  


  In the past few hours, Sticks had used Mass Teleport close to 10 times all over the Arc Kingdom and was close to exhaustion. He was dazed with exhaustion and he declared with a sigh, “We’re departing.”


  


  Grid’s group disappeared from their spot. The scene was still full of troops from the empire and allied kingdoms, but people somehow felt it was empty. Grid’s presence was that great. 


  


  “Kukukuk. Your Highness, who used to be my lantern, has been reborn as the lantern for thousands of people. The world is pathetic and ridiculous for only knowing Your Majesty’s true value now but what can I do? This is the limit of ordinary beings.” Lauel greeted Grid’s party with one hand covering his face. He was smiling but his eyes were subdued. 


  


  Grid was worried that there were some difficulties he couldn’t mention. He wondered, “Have your hemorrhoids relapsed?” 


  


  “...I have hair loss but I’ve never had hemorrhoids.” 


  


  “Hemorrhoids are one of the most common diseases that modern people suffer from. It is normal if you work under extreme stress every day. It isn’t something to be ashamed of.” 


  


  Grid had seen the business card of a colorectal surgeon in Lauel’s wallet a few days ago and Lauel couldn’t deny it anymore. He was aware of Ruby’s gaze and blushed. The smiling Jishuka poked Grid’s side. “He is doing this because of jealousy.” 


  


  “Jealousy?” 


  


  “My king now belongs to everyone else~ something like this?” 


  


  "...?"


  


  Everyone looked back at the voice. Pope Damian was standing there. Damian smiled broadly and greeted everyone, “It has been a long time since we’ve gathered together like this. It is nice to see all of you!” 


  


  “Damian, why are you here?” 


  


  Damian was virtually a part of the Overgeared Guild, but he was also the pope, the leader of the Rebecca Church. It was shortly after a great battle was over and the place he should be at was the pope’s office, not the Overgeared Kingdom. His job was to care for the church members. 


  


  Damian saw Grid’s somewhat reproachful look and explained with a bitter expression, “There were too many injured people.” 


  


  Damian’s gaze was focused on the medical clinic in the castle. There were numerous signs of life. Most of them were members of the Rebecca Church. 


  


  “This...” 


  


  Not everyone was in a good state. The enlightened Grid glanced at Ruby and she rushed to the room like she had been waiting. 


  


  Grid comforted Damian, “You’ve suffered...” 


  


  How hurt had he been by the sight of the dying church members? Grid was worried about Damian’s mentality. It was obvious that Damian was suffering from a great sense of guilt. Fortunately, Damian’s heart was in a stable state. “It was small compared to the burden on Grid. I am used to it.” 


  


  Damian smiled brightly and said goodbye to Grid’s party. “Then I’ll be going back to my church members.” 


  


  The moment the battle was over, Damian had led the church members to visit Reinhardt. It was because Reinhardt had a well-equipped medical facility, Saintess Ruby, and the largest Rebecca Temple. They could focus on treating the injured members. 


  


  Damian hurried to leave but Grid grabbed him and asked, “What level of rewards did you receive?” 


  


  “It is the second place reward.” 


  


  Yura was the one who got the first place rewards. Damian answered honestly and Grid reached out a hand. “Give me your rewards.” 


  


  “....!?” 


  


  They were shocking words. To be honest, Damian felt like he had met a robber. Even so, he didn’t ask questions or refuse. He just took out the rewards and handed them to Grid. He owed so much to Grid that he felt he needed to repay Grid. The rewards that Damian obtained were Sitri’s Nails and the Demon God’s Cells. 


  


  


  


  “Apart from that, I gained a title and a rune power, but they are attached to me...” Damian explained and Grid told him, “Okay, go and look after the church members. If you need anything, then tell me immediately.” 


  


  He continued, “Then before going back to the Vatican, stop by the smithy. I will make an item for you using this.” 


  


  “...!”


  


  Damian was thrilled. He was genuinely thankful for Grid’s kindness by trying to help him every time. He had to understand how much his presence and the Rebecca Church had helped the Overgeared Guild. The friendship between Grid and Damian, as well as the exchange between the Overgeared Guild and the Rebecca Church, would continue.




  Chapter 1258


  “Everyone has suffered a lot. Show me what you’ve received.” 


  


  Grid invited the 10 meritorious retainers and the knights to sit at the round table. His face showed his pride in his colleagues. How could he not be proud when they subdued the great demons invading all areas of the Arc Kingdom and contributed to the peace of the world. Grid found it very reliable that his teammates could fight and win against the enemies of humanity without him. 


  


  “First, the Dantalion raid team.” 


  


  “I will give this to Your Majesty.” 


  


  All the knights, except for Jude, and all of the 10 meritorious retainers, except for Yura, Vantner, Huroi, and Regas, laid out their loot on the round table. The reason why Yura was excluded was because she was part of the Sitri’s hand subjugation team, while the others were excluded because their contribution ranking was outside the top 10 places. The common rewards for those who weren’t in the rankings were comparatively poor so they couldn’t boast of it. 


  


  [Dantalian’s Knowledge Fragment]


  


  [Upon opening it, you'll learn a rare to unique rated skill. 


  


  The contents of the skill you will learn are random.] 


  


  “This is amazing...” 


  


  First, the right to acquire a skill caught Grid’s eye. It was randomly acquired so the chances were high that only a rare rated skill would appear, but the rating was a secondary problem. Everyone liked having one more skill. It was different for Grid who had many skills, but the value of a skill acquiring right was astronomical for the 10 meritorious retainers. 


  


  “Shit, I’m envious...” 


  


  Vantner grabbed his bald head and lamented. 


  


  The destructive power of the allied party led by Braham, Piaro, and Mercedes was incredible. Dantalion was only in a rush to survive and Vantner had no chance to be active. Regas only showed a high attack power when linking combos and he didn’t have enough time to make a contribution. Meanwhile, Huroi’s taunting skills were overshadowed by Braham’s great magic. 


  


  Braham saw Grid watching the regretful Vantner, Regas, and Huroi, and snorted. “I don’t need any skills.” 


  


  A thin and old book—Dantalion’s Knowledge Fragment was placed in front of Grid.


  


   “All my achievements are Your Majesty’s achievements. The loot I gained is all yours.” Piaro also gave Dantalion’s Knowledge Fragment to Grid. 


  


  Grid read their intentions and smiled. He returned the fragments to the two men. “It doesn’t make sense for me to accept it. This is a book that belongs to the person who acquired it.” 


  


  “I see...” 


  


  Braham regarded Dantalion’s Knowledge Fragment as trivial. Therefore, he didn’t pay special attention to it or carefully observed it. Piaro’s ability to identify objects was ordinary and he didn’t notice there was something else about Dantalion’s Knowledge Fragment. 


  


  On the other hand, Mercedes had Keen Insight and knew from the beginning. This was why she didn’t give Grid her knowledge fragment. She opened her mouth for the first time, “Your Majesty, every book has a hidden page.”


  


  “...!”


  


  The stunned Grid used the Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal skill. Then— 


  


  [This item has a hidden function!] 


  


  [The information about the target item has been updated.] 


  


  [Dantalian’s Knowledge Fragment] 


  


  [Upon opening it, you'll learn a rare to unique rated skill. 


  


  The contents of the skill you will learn are random. 


  


  ★There is a very rare probability of obtaining legendary rated skills.]


  


  “...!”


  


  “...!” 


  


  The eyes of Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers widened. Braham, Piaro, and Mercedes took great pride in their skills and weren’t impressed by the value of the book. However, the hearts of the 10 meritorious retainers were very excited. A legendary skill...! The probability of getting it was perhaps only 0.001%. No, it might be smaller. Even so, the possibility made them full of anticipation. 


  


  “Damn, let me gain a legendary skill!” 


  


  “Let’s acquire a legendary skill!” 


  


  The depressed Vantner and Huroi tried to cheer up, and cheered for their companions. Now was the time for cheering, not jealousy. 


  


  Duguen, duguen! The hearts of the 10 meritorious retainers were thumping. Grid also cheered for his teammates. “It will be a big jackpot.” 


  


  “Okay!”


  


  Jishuka, Pon, Faker, Pon, Chris, Euphemina, Katz... 


  


  They didn’t have any hesitation. They opened Dantalion’s Knowledge Fragment while Grid supported them. At the same time, light wrapped around the heads of the people who opened their book. A green light appeared above some people’s heads while others had a blue light. The 10 meritorious retainers looked like they were eating shit. 


  


  “The legendary skill is bullshit...” 


  


  Forget the legendary rating, not even a unique skill came out. The seven people who opened the book only got rare or epic rated skills. The comforting thing was that all seven players had earned one combat skill. It wasn’t a bad result. It might be lower rated, but it was more useful to have a combat skill than a legendary rated fishing skill. 


  


  “Wow, I got a binding skill.” 


  


  “I got a mastery skill.” 


  


  In particular, the joy of those who obtained skills with high utilization was multiplied. 


  


  Braham spoke in this turbulent atmosphere, “All skills are equal underneath my magic.” 


  


  Braham thought the 10 meritorious retainers, who were happy to get cheap skills, were pitiful. He clicked his tongue and opened Dantalion’s Knowledge Fragment. If he couldn’t transfer it to someone else, then he would just read it for fun. Even if he got a new skill, he had no intention of using it. A light swirled above Braham’s head before permeating him. It was a gold light. 


  


  [Braham has acquired the legendary skill, ‘Shadow Stun.’] 


  


  [Shadow Stun] 


  


  [Active 


  


  The target’s shadow is constrained by magic power, making the body of the target immobile. The probability and duration of the skill are affected by the caster’s power. 


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 5 minutes. 


  


  Skill Mana Cost: 2,300] 


  


  


  Braham’s eyes shone brightly. “What? It isn’t bad.” 


  


  “...Is this real?” 


  


  “This is a really bullshit game.” 


  


  Braham, the strongest person in the person who didn’t envy people, was lucky enough to gain a legendary skill. Before the release of Satisfy, the 10 meritorious players had played mobile games with a light heart. Some of the 10 meritorious retainers shivered as they recalled the old nightmares of losing a lot of money on gacha. They had a complete mental breakdown. Indeed, all gambling games should disappear from this world. 


  


  Grid sensed the atmosphere and coughed as he used the appraisal skill on the next loot. Dantalion’s raid team gained a total of four loot. First, Dantalion’s Knowledge Fragment. Second, Dantalion’s Hair. Third, Dantalion’s Staff. Fourth, Dantalion’s Sword. 


  


  Dantalion’s Sword was the first place reward and Dantalion’s Staff was the second place reward. They were both legendary items. Both Dantalion’s Sword and Dantalion’s Staff boasted exceptional performances, just like 32nd Great Demon Belial’s staff. They were more powerful than the legendary weapons produced by Grid. Their pure stats were somewhat inferior to the new weapons produced by Grid, but they weren’t inferior in terms of functionality. 


  


  The staff amplified magic attack power every time magic was connected without any delay. At the same time, when using magic, there was a chance of Dantalion’s knowledge flowing out and other skills could be activated simultaneously. Linking magic ‘without any delay’—the problem was that it was almost impossible to do this. That’s right—it was just like how Belial’s Staff made ‘triple casting’ possible. However, since there was no one capable of doing it, the skill wasn’t utilized. It was highly likely that Dantalion’s Staff couldn’t be used properly... if it wasn’t for Braham. 


  


  “Would you like to exchange it with this?” Braham had won the first ranked reward in the Dantalion raid. He might’ve received Dantalion’s Sword that was more powerful than Dantalion’s Staff, but he was unhappy. Therefore, he finally suggested an exchange to Mercedes. 


  


  Mercedes had no reason to refuse. She had received second place in the raid and gained Dantalion’s Staff. Now, she nodded happily and became the owner of Dantalion’s Sword while Braham got Dantalion’s Staff. Dantalion’s Sword was aggressive instead of defensive, so it was completely different from the White Tiger Sword. This meant that she could swap between the two weapons depending on the situation, and both Braham and Mercedes had become stronger. In particular, Braham, who had also acquired a legendary skill. 


  


  Grid was filled with great joy and finally looked at Dantalion’s Hair. It was a material item classified as a ‘cloth’ that had been obtained by the knights and 10 meritorious retainers, and they each gained 3~15 pieces. Grid had trained his tailoring skill by making underwear every day, and he wondered what items to make with the pieces. It was at this moment... 


  


  [Mercedes has acquired the legendary skill, ‘Enhancing Strength’.] 


  


  [Piaro has acquired the legendary skill, ‘Overflowing Wave’.]


  


  [Enhancing Strength]


  


  [Passive. 


  


  The strength stat will increase permanently by 10%.] 


  


  [Overflowing Wave]


  


  [Active.


  


  Causes a wave of energy like a tidal wave, dealing 1,500% physical attack power + water attribute power to all targets within a 30 meters radius. 


  


  Skill cooldown time: 10 minutes. 


  


  Skill Mana Cost: 3,000] 


  


  “Should I quit the game?” 


  


  “......”


  


  The atmosphere in the room once again became turbulent. The 10 meritorious retainers were glaring fiercely as they were convinced they were being ridiculed by the S.A. Group. 


  


  Grid rushed to change the subject. “Yura, what are the rewards that you earned?”


  


  “This is it.” 


  


  Yura had won the first ranked reward in the Sitri raid. The rewards she received were Sitri’s Nails, Sitri’s Cells [1], and Demon God’s Core. Sitri’s Nails were classified as a crafting material and Sitri’s Cells were used to add options to production items. On the other hand, the Demon God’s Core... 


  


  [Demon God Core]


  


  [Rating: Myth 


  


  ???]


  


  [You have failed to observe the targeted item.]


  


  "...?"


  


  It wasn’t classified as a material item or equipment item. It was just a black and sinister jewel. Grid was flustered when the appraisal failed and Yura told him her speculation. “I think this is a quest item.” 


  


  “Quest item?”


  


  “Yes, perhaps it is an exclusive item for a Demon Slayer.” 


  


  Yura had felt it when she fought Sitri’s hand. The only one who could eliminate it was the Demon Slayer. If it wasn’t for her, Sitri’s hand would’ve devastated the Arc Kingdom until it self-destructed. Demon God—Sitri seemed to be on a higher level of standing compared to the usual great demons, and was most likely a problem for the Demon Slayer to solve.


  


  “Um...” Grid was convinced after hearing the explanation and carefully returned the core to Yura. “I say it every time, but be sure to call me when you are having a hard time, got it?” 


  


  “Yes.”


  


  “Good.” 


  


  Grid shared the list of rewards he received from Saleos with his colleagues and then rose from his seat. After issuing the order to disband the meeting, he took all the production materials he collected from his colleagues and moved them to the smithy to make items, only to suddenly stop. 


  


  ‘I don’t think I have time to relax?’


  


  Talima, the dwarf city—it was located in the territory that belonged to the Fire Dragon Trauka, who didn’t allow foreigners to visit. However, the Yatan Church successfully sneaked into Taliam and summoned the great demons there. In this regard, Empress Basara wondered about Trauka’s absence. 


  


  Grid didn’t mean to miss this opportunity. Sitri’s hand that used to occupy the Ether mine had been raided. Grid should go to Talima to learn new blacksmithing techniques and secure some Ether Diamonds. He originally wanted to take action after making his colleagues’ items but he didn’t think there was time to spare when he didn’t know when Trauka would return. He had probably become too lax due to the idea that he could move any time and anywhere using Sticks. 


  


  “Sticks!” Grid hurriedly called for Sticks. 


  


  Sticks still hadn’t recovered from his fatigue and struggled to use Mass Teleport. Due to this, Grid fell to the volcanic area near Talima and started a new adventure. 


  


  “Grid!” 


  


  Meanwhile, Damian visited the smithy after completing the treatment of all the church members with Saintess Ruby. 


  


  “Grid? Excuse me? Grid~? Are you there? G-Grid...?” 


  


  Grid didn’t answer no matter how much he called. Damian cried after searching all the smithies in Reinhardt but never finding Grid.


  


  [1] ED Note: Not an error, Damian did get Demon God’s Cells the previous chapter, while Yura got Sitri’s Cells… that’s just how the author wrote it. It’s unknown whether they’re the same item or not




  Chapter 1259


  It was said that a dwarf’s obsession transcended death—the saying wasn’t an exaggeration at all, but instead grounded in reality.The dwarves’ life expectancy was only three times that of humans, but there were some dwarves who lived longer than elves. It was because they couldn’t die until they completed their work... it was a case of surviving and exceeding the limits of life. 


  


  ‘...They forget to die while making items.’


  


  They wouldn’t have ordinary personalities. Grid had learned about the personalities of the dwarves through Ke. 


  


  ‘I need to prepare my heart.’


  


  Many things might happen to cause his blood to boil but he had to be patient. Interacting with the dwarves was one of his long dreamed about goals. 


  


  Clack!Clack clack clack!


  


  The heat of the volcanic zone quickly reduced the health of the Overgeared Skeletons. Once they melted and disappeared, Gird stopped trying to summon Noe and Randy and looked around. Lava was flowing from the crater like a tsunami. It continued to swell on the mountain with a high slope. Noe and Randy wouldn’t be able to endure here long and would be recalled. 


  


  ‘I wanted to level up the kids but it will be hard.’ 


  


  The average level of monsters in the volcanic zone was 360. The elite monsters were only level 400. It was much lower compared to the average level of monsters on the final ridge of the Chaos Mountains. Grid had reached level 415 after fighting against Berserk King Beleth and raiding Eccentric Duke Saleos, so he didn’t feel anything special about the volcano’s monsters. 


  


  However, it was different for the Overgeared Skeletons, Randy, and Noe. For them, the monsters here were good prey. It was unfortunate that the land was dominated by a high heat and wasn’t a suitable hunting ground for them. 


  


  ‘Well, this is better.’ 


  


  He should focus on his original purpose. The reason he came here was to meet the dwarves, not to level up the kids. Grid ignored the monsters and ran at full speed. The heat of the volcanic zone didn’t threaten him since he was a legendary blacksmith. Shunpo had a higher probability of activating than before, so while some rankers would’ve taken half a day, Grid arrived at the top of the mountain in just 30 minutes. The panoramic view of a huge crater spread out in front of his eyes. 


  


  “Sigh.” 


  


  He let out a sigh of admiration at the city located in the crater. It was a small city that was enough for 10,000 households to live in. Most importantly, there were no signs of lava anywhere in the city. It meant that the waves of lava constantly flowing from the ridge didn’t come from this crater but was caused by some type of magical phenomenon. Was it a type of barrier? 


  


  ‘There is a reason why people can’t easily enter it.’ 


  


  Talima’s disconnection from the world wasn’t just due to Trauka’s existence. The dwarves did it themselves. Grid realized this as he jumped from the top of the mountain. The surrounding landscape quickly changed and the view of Talima instantly appeared in front of him. Just before falling to the ground, Grid opened the dragon wings and landed lightly. 


  


  Talima—the city that was any blacksmith’s dream, unfolded before his eyes. 


  


  Ttang!Ttang!Ttang!


  


  "...?" 


  


  Grid savored the smell of iron that appeared from the moment he entered the city and stopped walking as he cocked his ears. The hammering from a shabby smithy grabbed his attention. 


  


  ‘A craftsman?’ 


  


  Someone who would be treated as a VIP in any kingdom was working alone in this shabby smithy? The intrigued Grid stopped as he was trying to open the smithy door. 


  


  Ttang!Ttang!Ttang!


  


  Then he heard the sound of another blacksmith craftsman hammering from the smithy next door. 


  


  ‘Are they rivels?


  


  The reason they were working in such a poor environment despite being craftsmen was because the competition against the blacksmith next door wasn’t over yet... 


  


  ‘Is this the obsession of the dwarves? Well, I would be the same.’ 


  


  Grid listened to the hammering and nodded in a convinced manner as he created the plot of a movie. Then he started doubting his ears. It was because he could hear the hammering of craftsman level blacksmiths from the smithy next door and then the one after that. 


  


  “...Crazy.” 


  


  There was no blacksmith in the world who didn’t know how special Talima was and how talented the dwarf race was. Every blacksmith had fantasies about Talima and the dwarves. Grid was naturally the same. He had expected to see many craftsmen when he came to Talima. 


  


  However, it was in the dwarf castle, not this shabby smithy. ‘Is the entire city full of craftsmen?’ Grid glanced at the dwarf castle standing tall in the center of the city and focused on the sound in his surroundings again. 


  


  This was the entrance of the city. There were 20 smithies placed together and hammering could be heard from seven of them. Additionally, the hammering of advanced and intermediate blacksmiths were heard from 13 smithies. 


  


  ‘They aren’t all craftsmen...’ 


  


  This was normal. Advanced blacksmithing could be achieved using dexterity and experience. Dwarves were gifted with innate dexterity and any of them could reach advanced blacksmithing. However, a craftsman was a realm that could only be achieved by making a few masterpieces. They were legendary rated items. 


  


  Unlike Grid, who became a legend by reading a book and had a relatively high probability of producing legendary items, advanced blacksmiths had a probability that was close to 0%. Therefore, they required high luck and creativity to grow to the craftsman level. 


  


  ‘In retrospect, it is really...’


  


  He felt sorry for the other blacksmiths for his existence itself. Grid was reminded of the Overgeared Kingdom’s blacksmiths who were dreaming of being craftsmen even at this moment and smiled bitterly. He approached the smithy he identified first and stood by the window. The scenery of the small smithy was revealed through the wide open window—a dwarf was pounding steel on an anvil in front of the furnace that showed traces of time, the burning desire in his eyes no stranger to Grid.


  


  ‘It is a desire I’ve seen through Khan.’


  


  Was he dreaming of becoming a legend? A strange blacksmith whose name was unknown. Nevertheless, Grid cheered for him. 


  


  ‘Please become a legend.’ 


  


  The birth of a new legend was entirely possible. Khan had already proved that there could be more than one of the same legend. Grid wanted more legendary blacksmiths to be born. He gradually let go of the desire to monopolize this special status. The weight on his shoulders was too great. He was fighting for world peace to protect his loved ones and he needed someone to take his spot as blacksmith—a person who could make and repair items for his colleagues. 


  


  ‘I am the happiest when making an item but I have no spare time.’ 


  


  One day, after finishing all his work, he would retire and would like to have a small smithy like this, hammering on steel all day. Grid moved to the center of the city with this small wish. 


  


  However, there were still no people on the streets. All the dwarves had their own smithy. They were immersed in making items. He occasionally saw dwarves putting their newly made items on stands before returning to their own smithy again. There were no outsiders and no customers, so the stands were overflowing with items. However, they didn’t seem to care at all. Machines operating all over the city were farming, producing, and distributing food on their behalf. They would never starve to death, so they weren’t interested in money. 


  


  “7 million gold?” 


  


  


  ...No, they seemed to care a lot about money. The price of this epic item was at an unconscionable level. 


  


  “This is too much money.” 


  


  Items made in less than an hour using common steel had a price tag of 7 million gold. Grid clicked his tongue as the dwarf left and turned his attention to the other stands. There were no special items. Most of those on display were epic rated and cost a minimum of 5 million. Products that cost 10 million were also noticeable. 10 million gold was equivalent to 12 billion won. 


  


  ‘No pushovers would fall for this price.’


  


  Disappointment appeared on Grid’s face as he looked at the products on display. The price range was too conscienceless and the quality of the item itself wasn’t good. Most of the epic rated items were of medium quality and the unique items rarely seen were inferior ones. 


  


  ‘I heard that the roadside stalls of Talima display unique items.’ 


  


  The rumors were true but they didn’t meet his expectations. His fantasies about Talima were about to be broken. 


  


  Further exploration would just be a waste of time. It would be better to go straight to the dwarf castle to greet the king and ask for a lesson on egos. Grid made this decision and placed his hand on the stall to leave. He roughly held old gauntlets that were lying under loose armor. 


  


  “Huh?”


  


  [This item has a hidden function!] 


  


  After arriving in Talima, Grid had used his appraisal skills more than 300 times. Finally, he found a special item for the first time. Grid was filled with some anticipation as he confirmed the updated information of the gauntlets. 


  


  [Gauntlets Longing for a Hunt]


  


  [Rating: Unique 


  


  Durability: 5/203 Defense: 108 


  


  * Accuracy will increase by 5%. 


  


  * Attack speed increased by 10%. 


  


  Gauntlets with the ego of a hunter. 


  


  It maximizes the wearer’s hunting efficiency. 


  


  * The characteristics of the ego increases PvE hit rate by 20% and the probability of attacking the weakness in PvE by 10%. 


  


  Conditions of Use: Level 200 or more.] 


  


  “Wow.”


  


  It was a really good item. It increased the attack hit rate against monsters by 20%. It also increased the probability of hitting weaknesses so monsters with a higher level than the wearer could be more easily hunted. The low level limit was also very helpful for players just starting the game. 


  


  ‘This has a purchase value of around 10 million gold?’ 


  


  There were many rich people in the world. Billions of won were spent in Satisfy, the world’s leading cultural and economic market. Countless people invested hundreds of billions of won. The price of an item wasn’t important for a low level player who started the game late but had sufficient funds. They could buy items to improve their hunting efficiency. 


  


  “...?”


  


  Why place such a good item in a corner? It was so dusty that he almost passed by without seeing it. 


  


  Grid cocked his head and doubted his eyes. The price attached to the gauntlets was only 100,000 gold. 


  


  ‘I-I have to buy this!’ 


  


  It was a bargain if he sold it. He could gain 100 times the profit. It was like finding a home shopping ad that said three 100,000 won pants would be sold for 29,999 won if bought within five minutes. Grid ran excitedly into the smithy. 


  


  [You have entered a smithy.] 


  


  [’Pagma’s Descendant’ class effect is activated. Blacksmith NPCs who have at least mastered the Advanced Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship will recognize you and worship you.] 


  


  Grid shouted, “Owner!” 


  


  “What?” 


  


  “This! I’ll buy this!” 


  


  Since they had been neglected for many years, they were exposed to the wind and only had 5 durability left. He had to buy it and repair it first. There were many things that could become rusty and useless after a bit more delay. The impatient Grid pulled out 100,000 gold. The grumpy dwarf who approached the cashier had bright eyes at the sight. 


  


  “Hoh? You know the value of this? It has been 100 years since I’ve had a proper customer... Eh?” 


  


  The blacksmithing hammer held in the dwarf’s hand fell to the ground. Tut. For a blacksmith, the hammer was a sacred tool, yet this dwarf dropped it so easily. It happened as Grid was clicking his tongue...


  


   “P-Pagma’s Descendant!” 


  


  The dwarf stretched out long fingers that didn’t match his short figure and shouted at Grid with a disbelieving expression. It was extremely loud, like a steam train. The shockwave it created was huge. 


  


  “What? Pagma?” 


  


  “Pagma is back?” 


  


  “Where is that bastard who is worse than a dog?!” 


  


  Dwarves from all over the area surrounded Grid. 


  


  Grid’s expression crumpled like a piece of paper. ‘Who else did Pagma hit in the back of the head here?’




  Chapter 1260


  “Pagma! You have no such thing as shame!’ 


  


  “Did you come back to die?!” 


  


  ‘The interest is hot.’


  


  The dwarves were famous for devoting themselves to their work. He heard that the dwarves were the type to turn a blind eye even if a madman suddenly popped out naked. There seemed to be only one exception. A crowd appeared the moment Pagma’s name emerged. 


  


  “Everybody, out of the way! It is my job to kill Pagma!” 


  


  “Let’s torture him for 10 years instead of just killing him!” 


  


  “I will drop a hammer on his little toes.” 


  


  “......”


  


  New dwarves were constantly gathering. It had been a long time since the room ran out in the small smithy. Grid was pressed back against the checkout counter and calmly grasped the situation. 


  


  ‘Should I escape?’ 


  


  Why were they raging against Pagma? Grid’s experience was too rich for such questions and confusion. He knew that most of Pagma’s actions, while for the sake of justice, had betrayed or injured others. There would naturally be resentment. 


  


  ‘Sigh.’


  


  However, he hadn’t expected Pagma to even make trouble in Talima, a blacksmith’s holy land. He planned to communicate with the dwarves using the relationship between Pagma and Milepeu (dwarf craftsman). 


  


  ‘I have to give the dwarves some time to cool down before getting closer.’


  


  It was the moment when the sighing Grid was about to pull out the sword to use Restraint... 


  


  “Hey, you guys! Calm down!” The first one to recognise Grid’s identity and the owner of the smithy, Morain, shouted at the dwarves to calm down. “Have your eyes become rotten from making failed works every day? Look closely at him! How can you see Pagma from this ordinary yet unknowingly charming face?” 


  


  “......!”


  


  “Certainly...” 


  


  The dwarves in the front row who were close to Grid were the first ones to calm down. They grunted as they stared closely at Grid’s face. 


  


  “His appearance is ugly compared to the beautiful Pagma.” 


  


  “Yes, Pagma was trash, but his appearance was charming. On the other hand, this person is only vaguely charming.” 


  


  “His skeletal frame is bigger and his eyes are as sharp as an eagle. He looks like he is going to eat a mouse.” 


  


  “……” Grid’s eyes twitched. It was unpleasant to hear evaluations about his appearance when it was hard to tell if they were praises or curses. 


  


  ‘What does it mean that I look like I’m going to eat a mouse?’ 


  


  Still, he thought it wasn’t bad to be evaluated as charming. It was also a very high evaluation considering that he was being compared to Pagma. Based on the murals and memories of the past, Pagma had a beauty comparable to Kraugel. 


  


  Now Morain held the cheeks of the smiling Grid and set it so it could be seen well by the dwarves. Then he declared, “I told you in the beginning! He isn’t Pagma, but Pagma's Descendant! Your eyes are all clogged up!” 


  


  “Pagma's Descendant...!” 


  


  The dwarves who rushed over after hearing Pagma’s name finally regained their sense of reason. Now all the dwarves had calmed down. 


  


  “Indeed, that Pagma died in the Behen Archipelago.” 


  


  “Yes, Pagma is no longer in this world. No matter how evil he used to be, even he can’t crawl out of hell...” 


  


  Grid was baffled when he saw the dwarves’ disappointed expressions. 


  


  ‘They miss him while also feeling resentment toward him?’ 


  


  The moment Grid had this thought...


  


  “Dammit... I should’ve beat that guy.” 


  


  “What if he just died comfortably? He should’ve died in terrible pain.” 


  


  Grid quickly gave up his previous idea. He sighed again as the hundreds of dwarves, including those pressed against the window, stared at him. Grid knew it because he was a legendary blacksmith. He could tell that they were appraising everything about him. 


  


  “Aren’t his skills pretty good as Pagma's Descendant? The sword he is carrying is among the top 10 swords that I’ve seen so far.”


  


  “I like the balance between the shoulder guards and gaiters. There is the energy of two gods? I would covet it if it was a trio.” 


  


  “Isn’t he better than Pagma?” 


  


  “I want to take apart those boots.” 


  


  Gasp, gasp, gasp.


  


  The dwarves’ breathing became harsh. The items Grid made directly were stimulating the dwarves’ sense of craftsmanship. Those who had lived for hundreds of years witnessed numerous masterpieces, yet they were still impressed by Grid’s level of work. It was natural. Grid’s equipment included myth rated items. His works were comparable to any other masterpiece. 


  


  Of course, not all dwarves felt admiration. A few dwarves scoffed.


  


  “They are all dead things. There is no soul at all. There is only a glossy surface just like the garbage that Pagma made.” 


  


  “It is because he is Pagma's Descendant that he can’t achieve any rapport with his works?” 


  


  


  Grid, who had been proud of the dwarves’ assessment, frowned. It was normal to be displeased when the works he poured all his passion and effort into, the materials he collected after risking his life, and the skills recognized by the blacksmithing god, were denied. The soul and rapport—Grid noticed that the concept they were discussing was the ‘ego’ he had been longing for. 


  


  “It doesn’t matter if you swear at Pagma, but... I can’t listen to my work being demeaned.” 


  


  Grid didn’t need to lower his pride just because he was in a bad position.


  


  The moment he gave up his pride, he himself would be denying all the experience he had accumulated and all the effort he had expended. 


  


  “Do you deserve to evaluate the work of others?” Grid declared coldly and the atmosphere became heavy. 


  


  The mature transcendent status dominated the space, causing the dwarves inside the smithy to step back with amazement. Nevertheless, a few dwarves didn’t back down. They were the ones who demeaned Grid’s work. To be exact, they were craftsmen who had ‘experienced an obsession surpassing death.’ 


  


  “Didn’t you also evaluate our work?” 


  


  A dwarf craftsman’s gaze fell onto the gauntlets held in Grid’s hand. “You would’ve observed and evaluated all our work until you selected an item from the stands. It is natural to evaluate all works. You should quit being a blacksmith if you don’t want to be criticized.” 


  


  “At least I don’t sell my conscience to do business like you guys.” 


  


  “Conscience? Is it a conscience?” 


  


  Tang!


  


  Something reminiscent of a lion’s mane—Pelot, the owner of this hairstyle that highlighted his bigger face even more, became furious while arguing with Grid and threw his hammer. Grid wasn’t wary at all. It was because Pelot’s throwing skill was only at a rudimentary level and there wasn’t any killing intent in the throw. The trajectory of the hammer was just a simple threat and it slightly brushed Grid’s shoulder. 


  


  ‘Isn’t this too sloppy to be called a threat?’ 


  


  Grid snorted and stayed still. Then the God Hands came out of his inventory and blocked Pelot’s hammer on behalf of Grid. 


  


  “This...?!” 


  


  The eyes of the dwarves widened and Grid smiled. 


  


  ‘I also have a great ego product.’ 


  


  The current God Hands were the result of enhancing pavranium, the best of Pagma’s legacy. Grid’s pride in the God Hands was unmatched and he took the dwarves’ response for granted. However, the dwarves’ intense reaction didn’t stem from admiration. 


  


  “Y-You son of a bitch...!” 


  


  “You...! Did you come here to mock us?!” 


  


  “His wickedness is just like Pagma...” 


  


  The calm atmosphere started to heat up again. The dwarves were staring at Grid with eyes filled with deep disgust and resentment. It was the same as when they misunderstood Grid as Pagma. 


  


  ‘...Uh?’ 


  


  Grid was stunned. The harsh reaction of the dwarves alarmed him. 


  


  ‘Perhaps?’ 


  


  All sorts of questions were raised in the mind of the pale-faced Grid. Was it right that the ego in the pavranium was created purely with Braham’s magic? Considering the level of the golems who appeared during the invasion of the Eternal Kingdom, wasn’t the ego contained in the pavranium particularly outstanding? What did Pagma do to gain the grudges of the dwarves? Additionally, how did Pagma use his Granting an Ego skill? 


  


  Grid got goosebumps. A great fear struck him. Grid wanted to turn away from the truth. However, it was already too late. Pelot saw the God Hands and cried out, “You! Pagma’s Descendant! The seed of disaster left behind by Milepeu...! You dare to argue about conscience in front of us when you are imprisoning the soul of the empress!” 


  


  “……!” His concern became a reality. Grid’s legs weakened as his heart sank. He sat in place and looked at the God Hands hovering around him with trembling eyes. “Pagma... Pagma, he...” 


  


  Braham had directed great anger toward the yangban Garam. He accused Garam of ruining his life by releasing Pagma to the West Continent. Until now, Grid had thought it was a bit of a leap. However— 


  


  “This bad seed...” 


  


  ...Grid was very sympathetic now. Of course, Pagma was aware of all the sins he had committed and regretted it. At the last moment, he carried all his karma. It was also true that he saved the world. Nevertheless, could he be called a hero? Wasn’t it actually poison as Braham said? Wouldn’t the world have been calm even if Pagma’s poison hadn’t been released on the West Continent? 


  


  “Pagma's Descendant! Die!” 


  


  “We curse you!” 


  


  The dwarves were furious enough to lose their temper and they pulled out their hammers. At this moment, the hammers in their hands weren’t a sacred tool, but a weapon. However, the dwarves weren’t a race that focused on combat. Only a handful of them were warriors and they protected the royal castle. 


  


  The dwarves in this place were all civilians. Hundreds of them were gathered and Grid could slaughter them in a flash if he wanted. However, Grid lowered his sword. There was only one action he could do. 


  


  “I’m sorry!” 


  


  Grid screamed as he kneeled on the ground the dwarves became wide-eyed. 


  


  [The new class quest ‘Another Path from Pagma’ has opened.] 


  


  [Would you like to accept the quest?] 


  


  [★This is a quest with two diverging points.] 


  


  [If you refuse the quest, the contents of the previous class quest will be changed.] 


  


  Notification windows opened up in front of Grid. 


  


  ‘Accept the quest.’


  


  Grid naturally chose a different path from Pagma just as he had done so far. 




  Chapter 1261


  The ego in the God Hands wasn’t a magical creation. It was a physical result of beating the soul of another into it. Grid faced this truth and was greatly abhorred by it. The appearance of the sword and the coffin, which held the souls of the old popes, overlapped with the God Hands and made Grid feel disgusted. 


  


  ‘Pagma, how many people have you sacrificed?’ 


  


  Was his definition of justice really correct? The condition to trigger the skill Granting an Ego was the ‘other person’s consent.’ Grid speculated on the relationship between Pagma and the empress and his disappointment toward Pagma was beyond description. Pagma wasn’t a brat in his teens and the belief Grid had in him was reaching a fragile point. 


  


  ‘Did he betray friends other than Braham?’ 


  


  Grid recalled a certain memory and his expression relaxed—it was the image of Pagma, who died alone on the Behen Archipelago while stopping the invasion of the great demons. Yes, Pagma had already tasted enough pain. It was cruel for Grid to blame him even now. At this conclusion, Grid put down all the emotions and thoughts that messed up his mind. He chose not to think too deeply about Pagma. He decided to only focus on the situation in front of him. 


  


  ‘I accept the quest.’


  


  He understood, sympathized with, and respected Pagma, but he didn’t honor Pagma. In order to clarify his own will, Grid chose a different path from Pagma. 


  


  [A new quest has been created!] 


  


  [Different Path from Pagma] 


  


  [Class Quest 


  


  You have learned something new after arriving in Talima. 


  


  Collect information about the empress and understand how pavranium was created.]


  


  It was a progressive quest—a quest in the form where the contents were filled as Grid progressed. Grid checked the quest information and quietly rose from his spot. The dwarves had been baffled by his attitude of kneeling down and apologizing. Now they instantly focused on him. 


  


  Grid spoke in a blunt manner, “I only read Pagma’s Rare Book and acquired his skills. There is no face-to-face encounter with Pagma. I don’t know the reality of pavranium and I don’t know the identity of the empress. Please get rid of your hostility and talk to me. Who is the empress? What is the situation of her soul being in the pavranium?” 


  


  “Umm...” 


  


  The dwarves who actually met Pagma, including the lion-maned Pelot, clearly remembered Pagma’s personality. The man who acted like he only existed for justice and inevitable peace was never a person who would kneel down to others. He combined his stubborn beliefs into self-centeredness and always looked down on others.


  


  ‘...Was his name Grid?’ 


  


  Pagma's Descendant, who claimed to have only inherited Pagma’s technique, not spirit. Surely he was different from Pagma. They thought the rumor that even the blacksmithing god Hexetia acknowledged Grid was true. They were wary, but should they proceed with a conversation first? It was for the sake of the empress’ rest.


  


  Pelot recalled that the pavranium was in Grid’s hands and, after exchanging looks with his colleagues, opened his mouth slowly, “Maribel B. Talima was the first person in dwarf history to create a mythical ‘growth’ equipment and she was our ruler at the time. In order to praise her greatness, we regarded her as the empress.” 


  


  Pelot was a royal blacksmith who assisted Maribel. He learned the proper etiquette. He transcended death with his obsession and lived for hundreds of years. He was mature unlike the usual dwarves and was the first to respond to the polite Grid with more politeness. 


  


  “Both her vision and skills were perfect without any flaws...” 


  


  Pelot recalled old memories and the past was projected from his eyes. Grid’s consciousness was sucked into it. 


  


  *** 


  


  The dwarves were good at making anything due to their natural dexterity and aesthetics. They were able to distinguish beautiful things and make it directly. The one and only dwarf royal palace was built by melting gold, and it was the crystallization of dwarf techniques. 


  


  “Huhuhut.” 


  


  It was before she was called empress. Maribel, who would one day prove her qualifications to become a ruler by making several ‘growth’ weapons one day, loved her palace. She was born with the best aesthetic standards of the dwarves and believed that the royal palace was the most beautiful work in the world. Then her faith was suddenly broken one day. 


  


  “I would like to ask for your teachings.” 


  


  “......!”


  


  A human with black hair and black eyes. It was the day when Pagma visited Talima with lonely eyes reminiscent of a wounded beast. Maribel’s aesthetic standards were shaken. 


  


  ‘Kyah! Beautiful!’


  


  In front of Pagma’s snow-white skin, even the gold shining under the sunlight seemed dark. The structure of the palace that she had believed to be close to the perfect ratio was reduced to crudeness in front of Pagma’s body proportions...


  


  "Kyaaak!Kyaaack!”


  


  “...?" 


  


  Maribel was elated at the appearance of Pagma, who made the dwarf palace as ugly as a squid. 


  


  She fell in love at first sight and devoted herself to Pagma. The cooperation between them gave her the opportunity to rapidly develop her blacksmithing technique that had been stagnant for many years. 


  


  From this point on, Pagma started producing weapons that could grow to the legendary rating and Maribel gained the title of ‘empress’, meaning that she would become the ‘parent of all battle gear in the world’ by creating weapons that could grow to the mythical level. 


  


  *** 


  


  “...It was a terrible foolishness.” 


  


  Grid’s thoughts after returning to reality from Pelot’s memory was simple. 


  


  “Foolishness?” 


  


  “No, I was talking to myself. Rather, Empress Maribel was a really great blacksmith. She grew much faster than Pagma, who was already called a legendary blacksmith.”


  


  “Why else would she be praised as the parent of all the battle gear in the world? Originally, the legendary blacksmith should’ve been the empress instead of Pagma.” 


  


  ‘Certainly...’ 


  


  If all of Maribel’s items had been legendary rated instead of growth-type normal and rare rated then Maribel would’ve achieved the title of ‘legend’ first. However, the reason for this result was Maribel’s greed. 


  


  ‘The problem is that she tried to put too much into her work.’


  


  Maribel was a perfectionist. She considered many things when making a single sword and attempted to create an ideal object with ‘no defects and multiple functions’. It was an advantage and a disadvantage. Her creations generally had high potential, but they were poorly rated because their current level was rough. 


  


  ‘The expectations when the potential fully blossomed would’ve been indescribably high...’ 


  


  Hundreds of years later, how far would her works have grown? Did an item succeed in finding the right master and achieving the ideal form she pursued? 


  


  ‘Ah...?’ 


  


  Grid was thinking things over and over when he realized that he was excited. He was excited to learn about the hidden history. How wide was the world of Satisfy? Grid was once again able to feel this reality through Empress Maribel’s presence. The thought that even at this moment, a second Maribel or Pagma was being born somewhere on the continent caused his heart to pound and he was filled with the desire to work harder. 


  


  An ordinary person would’ve felt wary and stressed by the idea of competitors, but Grid was the opposite. His vessel had already grown large enough. 


  


  “The development of the empress served as an example for all the dwarves in Talima and Talima enjoyed an unprecedented boom. At that time, Trauka was wandering around to catch a thief and people were able to move freely to and from Talima. Talima’s weapons started to spread across the continent. Our days were happy.” 


  


  “It was a short happiness.”


  


   “Yes, it was as short as a spring day. Those days passed and Talima lived a hard winter that lasted until now.”


  


  Pelot’s eyes became as red as his hair. He seemed to be holding back the tears that wanted to emerge. Then he barely managed to open his mouth, “We... we will never forget it. The nightmare of the day when the empress, who was still young like a girl, suddenly passed away. I will never forget it even if I die.” 


  


  “Suddenly?” 


  


  The words made him anxious. Empress Maribel looked young in the memory he saw. She wasn’t old enough to die of a natural death. Yet she suddenly died...? 


  


  ‘Don’t tell me?’ A chill went down Grid’s spine as he recalled the scene of Pagma sticking a knife in Braham’s back. ‘No, it is impossible. Pagma couldn’t have killed her.’


  


  


  Pagma had the history of stabbing and killing Braham, taking away his life force. However, it was a special case that could happen because the fact that ‘Braham was a demonkin’ was applied. Yes, Pagma had some justification for killing Braham. On the other hand, Empress Maribel was a dwarf. She was far from the evil demons who could threaten humanity one day and she was a valuable figure when it came to the development of humanity. It was unlikely that Pagma would’ve murdered her to take her soul... 


  


  “Pagma! Talima collapsed the day when Pagma killed the empress and seized her soul!” 


  


  "...!!"


  


  Grid’s mind was blank. The naive smile of Empress Maribel and Pagma’s warm gaze directed at her in the memory passed through his mind. 


  


  Pelot kneeled down and grabbed Grid’s pants. “Please... please liberate the soul of the empress!” 


  


  “It is a request!”


  


  “Please!” 


  


  Pelot’s plea was the signal. Hundreds of dwarves knelt down and bowed to Grid. 


  


  “We will give you sufficient rewards! I will be by your side and teach you how to communicate with your work, even if I have to use the rest of my life!” 


  


  Ttring~


  


  The quest was updated. 


  


  [Different Path from Pagma] 


  


  [Class Quest 


  


  Pelot and all the dwarf blacksmiths are begging you. 


  


  Release the soul of Empress Maribel that is currently dwelling in Greed.


  


  Quest Clear Conditions: Go to the dwarf palace and liberate the soul of the empress. 


  


  Quest Clear Results: The loss of the ego in pavranium. 


  


  Quest Clear Rewards: The Advanced Ego Item Making skill will be acquired.]


  


  [Advanced Ego Item Making] 


  


  [Type: Passive 


  


  When making an item, there is a chance to interact with the item to awaken the soul of the item.] 


  


  “......!”


  


  Grid was able to tell the precise difference between the ‘Granting an Ego’ skill and ‘Ego’ concept. In fact, he had noticed from the very beginning. Granting an Ego was to hammer an ‘existing soul’ into the item while the dwarves’ ego items mean waking up the soul of the item. 


  


  The ego item that Grid once produced by chance belonged to the latter. There was less of a burden, compared to Granting an Ego, where someone’s soul was sacrificed. To be honest, it was difficult to discern which one had a better performance. It was natural since he had never seen a high rated ego item. 


  


  “You are different from Pagma and will be able to communicate with your works!” 


  


  “……”


  


  Grid was cautious. He remained silent as he thought about it without answering. It was natural to be cautious because he noticed that Greed could be lost. Surprisingly, his worries were short-lived. “I understand.” 


  


  The soul of the empress who had left regret in tens of thousands of dwarves... 


  


  Was it necessary to keep it? No, it wasn’t. He felt uncomfortable and didn’t want to keep it around. He would engrave the ego he wanted on the second pavranium. Repeating the work until he engraved a better ego might lead to a better mineral than Greed. 


  


  ‘I want to have my own mineral, not Pagma’s mineral...’ 


  


  Grid made a decision and urged the flustered Pelot. “I will liberate the soul of the empress.” 


  


  “A-Are you serious?” 


  


  “I have no intention of tricking Talima.” 


  


  “Thank you...! Once again, thank you!” 


  


  "Waaahhhhhhhh!"


  


  The cheers of the dwarves shattered the silence that had hovered over Talima for many years. The dwarves’ expressions were bright like they were celebrating a festival after hundreds of years. 


  


  [Affinity with dwarf craftsman ‘Pellot’ has risen to the maximum.] 


  


  [Affinity with the dwarves of Talima has increased to 80.]


  


  [You can get a discount up to 80% when purchasing items in Talima.] 


  


  [Talima’s merchants will buy the items you sell at a price higher than the market price.] 


  


  ‘Good.’ 


  


  Grid had a pleased expression on his face as they arrived at the dwarf palace. He was guided by Pelot to the VIP room and soon met the dwarf king, who rushed inside in a hurry. 


  


  “Mother! Mother!” 


  


  “……”


  


  The sight of a dwarf king running with a hairy chest and wide open arms wasn’t very pleasant. Grid saw him hug the God Hands and recalled that the king would’ve only been a young boy when Pagma stayed in Talima. Then he was convinced. ‘Pagma didn’t kill the empress.’ 


  


  At the very least, Pagma was a person who knew and understood the pain of others. This meant that he wasn’t a psychopath or sociopath.


  


  ‘Probably...’ 


  


  There had to be a hidden story. Grid wanted to believe it. 


  


  “Then let’s start the liberation of the soul.” 


  


  Grid saw that the dwarf king was crying while hugging the God Hands and thought that it wasn’t the time to exchange polite greetings. It happened the moment Grid made a judgment and glanced at Pelot... 


  


  The God Hands hit the dwarf king and raised their middle finger. 


  


  “……”


  


  “……”


  


  “……”


  


  Silence filled the palace and Grid was once again convinced. 


  


  ‘The empress really wasn’t murdered by Pagma.’


  


  Empress Maribel was likely to be the same as Pope Chreshler, who willingly dwelled in the coffin to embrace Marie Rose.




  Chapter 1262


  “……”


  


  Pavranium made judgments and moved on its own. Even so, Grid always believed that the pavranium had no emotions. All the judgments and actions of the pavranium was based on its instinct to be of service to its master. It was a type of system so pavranium was treated as a machine. 


  


  However, his thoughts changed at this moment. The God Hands’ action of pushing away the dwarf king hugging it and raising their middle finger had a clear emotion. 


  


  ‘They might’ve often pointed or raised their middle finger at the enemy, but...’ 


  


  This provocative action was intentional, not coincidental. The God Hands approached Grid and hovered around him. It spun faster and more fiercely around Grid. It felt like they wanted to leave this place. 


  


  “M-Mom... no, Mother.” Tears filled the dwarf king’s eyes as he was pushed back by the God Hands. The crown fell from his head due to the impact of the fall and he seemed reluctant to believe the current situation. 


  


  “Me... have you forgotten me?” The dwarf king’s question dispersed in the air. There naturally wasn’t an answer. The God Hands couldn’t speak. The dwarf king glared at Grid, who was afraid to move due to the bad atmosphere. For Grid who wanted to communicate with the dwarves, this hostility was unwelcome. 


  


  “You are the rumored Grid? You are Pagma’s Descendant and received the recognition of the blacksmithing god?” 


  


  “Correct. I am also king of the Overgeared Kingdom.” 


  


  It was a polite introduction because they were both kings. However, the dwarf king just cried out with a runny nose, “I don’t care about your identity!” 


  


  Charles, the dwarf king with his sparkling golden name, shouted, “Release my mother right now! Only then will you be able to survive this place!” 


  


  Pagma was the demon who killed Empress Maribel and trapped her soul in a mineral. He was the greatest enemy of Talima. For Charles, Pagma was the enemy of his mother. The dwarves outside Talima might admire the capabilities of Pagma’s Descendant, who was acknowledged by the blacksmithing god, but the situation in Talima was completely different. He hated Pagma’s Descendant more than Fire Dragon Trauka. 


  


  Charles’ cry was a signal. The dwarf warriors armed with hatchets entered through the doors of the great hall and swarmed. They were wearing golden armor and looked as glamorous as any other royal guards. The unusual thing was that they used axes as a weapon. They were somewhat less ordinary than royal guards armed with swords, but they were more threatening. The beard and ferocious appearance made people think of mountain bandits.


  


  ‘I can’t guess the level.’


  


  Dwarf warriors were rare. Due to the nature of the dwarves who worshipped labor over strength, the total population that were warriors was said to be less than 1%. There were almost no records of the dwarf warriors because they didn’t act outside. They only defended the dwarf palace. 


  


  Well, there was no need to be vigilant anyway. Grid had no intention of fighting. Grid was already planning to liberate the empress’ soul. Grid had a great ambition to communicate with the dwarves and learn various skills to pass on to the Overgeared Kingdom’s blacksmiths. From his perspective, there was no reason to cling to the empress’ soul. 


  


  ‘It is uncomfortable to use it in the first place.’ 


  


  Grid had thought the ego in the God Hands was a magically created system. Then it turned out to be someone’s soul... it was a burden and he didn’t want it to be with him. He planned to give the God Hands a new ego. It was by harnessing the power of the ego crafting method taught by the dwarves. 


  


  “I'll give it back,” Grid answered softly and gestured to the God Hands. Then the God Hands slowly approached Dwarf King Charles. 


  


  Charles was flustered. “You will give back my mother’s soul?” 


  


  “It was what I intended from the beginning. My purpose is to become friends with Talima so let’s just say this is the price.” 


  


  “Ohh...!” Charles’ eyes filled with tears again. He was thrilled that his mother would be able to end the suffering of having her soul stuck to the cursed mineral. He stretched out his arms to hug the God Hands. Then the God Hands flicked his forehead. Charles’ head fell back severely from the power of the God Hands that had inherited some of Grid’s stats. It was a shocking sight considering that a dwarf’s neck was twice as thick as a human’s neck. 


  


  “……”


  


  “……”


  


  The royal palace fell silent again. The first person to break the silence was Charles.His forehead was red as he shouted at Grid, “You! You deceived me! You aren’t just Pagma’s Descendant! You are the same as Pagma!” 


  


  “……”


  


  Grid didn’t speak carelessly. It would just be taken as an excuse if he defended himself in the current situation. 


  


  “What are you doing? He is a traitor who tried to fool me and use the empress’ soul as a hostage! He is like Pagma, trampling on the longing of a son for his mother! Catch him right now and bestow the justice of Talima!” 


  


  In the end, it wasn’t a situation that could be resolved with talking. It was a misleading situation even for Grid. 


  


  ‘In this case...’ 


  


  A question and answer dance was the best choice. He couldn’t tolerate it silently. First, he had to dominate the other party before leading the conversation. Grid made a decision and pulled out his weapon. 


  


  The Enlightenment Sword was drawn from its sheath and it absorbed all the radiance of the gold from the palace. They might be warriors, but they were still dwarves.The dwarf warriors recognized the value of the Enlightenment Sword with their innate discerning eyes and made expressions of shock and admiration. 


  


  This only lasted for a moment. It was embarrassing if the first attack hit them. 


  


  Grid’s surprise attack was blocked by a dwarf warrior’s axe. The axe of the big warrior seemed like it could split the moon in half, and it showed excellent defense. 


  


  ‘It is a great response... I thought they were dull, but they are very agile.’ 


  


  Grid admired the warrior’s ability to block his attack. Then he recovered the sword that had deflected off the axe and countered. 


  


  “Ugh!” 


  


  


  The axe wielding soldier was stabbed in the waist and groaned. 


  


  [The target has received 13,300 damage.] 


  


  ‘The defense is also high.’


  


  Grid was amazed to see that the dwarf warrior’s health gauge was barely reduced despite being stabbed by the Enlightenment Sword. This was truly Talima. The level of armor worn by the dwarf warriors was very high. It seemed to be unique rated at the minimum and Grid found it hard to subdue them with only basic attacks. He started the sword dance in earnest. 


  


  “Restraint.” 


  


  “......!”


  


  The dwarf warriors were taking a formation after realizing Grid was a formidable opponent. This soon collapsed after Grid used Restraint. Grid dug into the center of them and caused a wave of sword energy. 


  


  “Wave.” 


  


  “Aaaack!” 


  


  The dwarf warriors were hit by the sword energy and stepped back. They screamed in pain but as Grid expected, there were no serious injuries.


  


  ‘Amazing.’ 


  


  It might be a single sword dance, but how many royal guards could resist Grid’s current attack? Even the empire’s royal guards would spit out blood if hit by Wave. The dwarves didn’t shed a single drop of blood when hit by Wave. Their body itself was very strong, and combined with their items, they boasted a defense that was beyond the average level. 


  


  ‘Their attack power is also good...’ 


  


  Grid dodged the dwarves’ counterattack and once again admired the axe that was stuck deep in the ground. It felt like he would experience awful pain the moment he allowed an attack. 


  


  Talima—their great potential was the reason why this city-state was able to survive tenaciously among the powers of the continent. 


  


  “Get out of the way. Step aside!” 


  


  New warriors emerged. They seemed to have come running after hearing the uproar, but there was one particularly conspicuous figure. Antrino—his black beard was tied, and he was wearing red armor unlike the other warriors. The reason he seemed more brilliant than everyone else was because his name was golden. 


  


  “Pagma’s Descendant? Look at him moving like a butterfly!” 


  


  He knew Pagma’s Swordsmanship well. The pressure around Antrino was terrible as he scoffed at the characteristics of the sword dance. Grid confronted the attack of the dwarf holding two axes larger than his own head. 


  


  “......!” 


  


  Grid’s eyes shook. His arm muscles spasmed as he held the Enlightenment Sword. He was being pushed back in strength. Grid’s arm was paralyzed after he failed to defend himself and lost a bit of health. 


  


  “You are better than that slender Pagma!” 


  


  Antrino was amazed by the sight of Grid gritting his teeth and standing in place. However, he was very familiar with fighting using innate strength. The axe in his other hand swung without hesitation and aimed at Grid’s paralyzed arm. A God Hand flew over and blocked Antrino’s axe. 


  


  However, the God Hand was also unable to cope with Antrino’s attack power and became stiff. Antrino didn’t miss this chance. He swung his short leg and kicked Grid’s abdomen. Then his two axes descended at the same time. 


  


  Grid was trying to dodge it only to stop. 


  


  “Stop! Stop it!” 


  


  It was because the lion-maned Pelot stepped forward. He stepped into the battle to protect Grid. He stood there glaring at Antrino before shouting at King Charles, “Don’t be rude to the distinguished guest! I am the one who guided Grid to the royal palace! Grid really wants to liberate the empress’ soul!” 


  


  The king shouted back, “He is the one who played a trick and had the empress flick me!”


  


  “It is clear to anyone that it was the will of the empress... Hum hum, in any case, believe in me once. Please allow Grid to enter Pandemonium!” 


  


  The ability of the dwarf’s royal family to interact with their work was unmatched. Most of the works they created had egos and the type of egos was as diverse as human personalities. Sometimes it meant that evil spirits were born. Pandemonium was the place where those failed works were sealed. In this place, there was a sleeping being who could liberate the empress’ soul. 


  


  Antrino snorted. “Even if Sir Pelot’s words are true, this person can’t enter Pandemonium. Don’t you know? The door to Pandemonium is the heaviest in the world. Even I can’t open it with my strength. How can he enter Pandemonium? 


  


  'You must prove your qualifications in order to enter Pandemonium.'


  


  The person who wanted to enter had to open the door themselves. The dwarf royal family can easily open the door with their bloodline, but for outsiders to open the door of Pandemonium, they have to prove that their ability doesn’t lose to anyone. In other words, it is the process of proving your qualification not to be swayed by the evil spirits sealed in Pandemonium. 


  


  The king opened his mouth, “Sir Antrino is right. He isn’t eligible to enter Pandemonium. If he truly wants the liberation of the empress, he will have to hand it over to me.” 


  


  “Don’t you have to check if I am eligible or not?” 


  


  Grid heard the words and stepped forward. The God Hands were rejecting King Charles so Grid had no choice. He had to open the door of Pandemonium himself. After all, his rune now contained the power of Eccentric Duke Saleos.




  Chapter 1263


  “Kukuk...! Kuahahahat!” 


  


  Superhuman Strength Loyal Subject—it would be a very unfamiliar title to the humans of this time. However, just 300 years ago, the prestige of Superhuman Strength Loyal Subject Antrino was great. 


  


  With a head to body ratio of 1:4, Antrino showed great power within his well-proportioned body and was the strongest warrior that supported the dwarf race. It was only due to him that the wealth of the dwarves could be preserved. He appeared in the ‘Unfinished Biography’ that was about Muller’s last years as the subject of the sentence ‘Every sword I hit him with was broken so I was in trouble.’ In terms of strength alone, Antrino was comparable to the legends of the previous generation. 


  


  He was still energetic and boasted dark hair. From his perspective, Grid was just a little boy. He was better than Pagma, but he was still lacking compared to the other legends that Antrino had met. 


  


  ‘No, it is hard to say he is better than Pagma.’


  


  Pagma might be evil, but he showed great power by combining several sword dances. Meanwhile, Grid had a strong body and high strength, but he couldn’t use the fusion sword dances. He might be ahead of Pagma in strength, but his overall ability was lower in terms of technical aspect. 


  


  Antrino burst out laughing at the courage of this child who hadn’t even completed his heart, body, and technique. “Your qualifications have already been confirmed. You can’t overcome my strength and even my strength can’t open the door of Pandemonium. You will never be able to enter Pandemonium.” 


  


  “Is it necessary for me to make fun of your tongue? Don’t you know that you should look at the tall and short things? Ah, you don’t know because you’ve never been tall.” 


  


  His words came out naturally. Grid’s provocative look and tone caught Antrino’s attention.


  


  “You are fearless. Perhaps you... the person who is Pagma’s Descendant doesn’t know me?” 


  


  “I might be Pagma’s Descendant, but I only inherited his technique. I have no way of knowing what happened between you and Pagma.”


  


  “Kukuk, this is why you’re so arrogant.” 


  


  Antrino shrugged and took out a book. It was a familiar book for Grid—the dictionary of minerals, something naturally acquired after changing to the blacksmith class. Players couldn’t share or give it to others, but it seemed different for NPCs. 


  


  Antrino opened up the dictionary of minerals. The minerals information he accumulated throughout his life meant his book was twice as thick as Grid’s book. Antrino was a warrior, yet he accumulated so much information on minerals... 


  


  ‘Does he have a miner or blacksmith as a second class?’ 


  


  Grid never considered a second class to be a domain specific to players. It was natural. Wasn’t Pagma a legendary blacksmith and Baal’s Contractor? Grid guessed that many named NPCs had two or more classes and it was true. 


  


  [You have acquired new mineral information.] 


  


  [You have acquired new mineral information.] 


  


  [You have acquired new...] 


  


  [You have acquired...] 


  


  ......


  


  …


  


  Was it benefiting through any means? In return for a glimpse at Antrino’s dictionary of minerals, Grid managed to achieve a collection twice as large as before. Originally, more than half of the pages in his book were blank. Now they were almost full, with only less than 10% of it being blank. 


  


  However, Antrino had no idea about what was happening. “You are a legendary blacksmith, so your knowledge of minerals must be more profound than mine. You naturally know about the regi stone.” 


  


  ‘Don’t you know the power of the years I’ve accumulated?’ 


  


  Grid was overrated by Antrino and felt embarrassed. Even so, he didn’t express it and read the information of the regi stone from one of the many newly added minerals information from a little while ago. 


  


  [Regi Stone] 


  


  [It is the heaviest stone in the world. A strong adult male is limited to holding a fingernail-sized regi stone.]


  


  ‘It is a mineral with little value.’


  


  Weight was directly related to hardness. This meant the density was high. 


  


  A piece the size of a fingernail was at least 60 to 80 kilograms... it would be ineffective to make something using the regi stone. The shape wouldn’t change no matter how hard a person beat it with a hammer. 


  


  ‘I think it would take me a few months to smelt this.’ 


  


  It would take craftsmen years, no, perhaps even decades. Antrino’s voice rang in Grid’s ears as he was lost in thought. Grid felt it the first time he met this person, but Antrino was really loud. “The door of Pandemonium is made of regi stone.” 


  


  “……”


  


  "How is it? Do you realize now that you can’t open it?” 


  


  “Hmm...”


  


  Certainly, even if the size of the door was limited to ‘only one dwarf can pass through,’ it would still weigh thousands of tons, and it would be impossible to open with physical strength. It was a completely different test compared to the door of Radwolf’s workshop made using the Moon Night Iron. 


  


  He might be nervous, but Grid’s expression was calm. “Just because you can’t open it doesn’t mean I can’t open it.” 


  


  “You are crazy to the end.” 


  


  Antrino showed a tired expression and asked King Charles, “Your Majesty, do you mind if I guide him to Pandemonium?” 


  


   In order to liberate the empress’ soul in the God Hands, Grid had to take action himself—Antrino thought it was reasonable, considering the empress’ personality that he remembered. However, King Charles would probably deny it. It was as expected. “I can do it myself. Is it necessary to entrust this simple work to outsiders? I don’t know why he is so stubborn about handing over the empress to me.”


  


  “It seems that he is a person who needs to be humiliated.” 


  


  “Hmm...” King Charles’ expression softened somewhat. The word ‘humiliated’ seduced him. King Charles made a big smile and shouted, “Summon all the people before Pandemonium! All the people of Talima must accept the royal command!” 


  


  “Attention!”


  


  The warriors saluted and scattered in all directions. Antrino shook his head after reading King Charles’ intentions and the lion-maned Pelot grabbed his forehead.


  


  


  ‘It’s not that I don’t understand the king’s feelings...’ 


  


  A person related to the enemy of his mother. It was natural to want to lead him to hell. However, wasn’t it a bit intolerant as the leader of a race to use the entire nation for personal revenge? It was as the empress had evaluated before her death—Charles’ vessel was small. She hoped that her child, who was younger than 100 years old, could grow up well. Of course, it was only by transcending death that he could qualify as a king. Among the 111 princes and princesses, only two or three could transcend death. 


  


  “Let’s go to Pandemonium.” 


  


  King Charles led the way with Grid. 


  


  *** 


  


  ‘Indeed.’


  


  The entrance of Pandemonium was located deep in the royal palace and it closely resembled Grid’s expectations. It was the size that one dwarf could barely pass through. It seemed only possible for Grid if he bent over. 


  


  “Then I’m going.” 


  


  There was a huge crowd. There was no reason to delay time when he wanted to see Pagma’s Descendant disgraced. King Charles looked around at the crowd filling the entrance of Pandemonium and shouted, “The descendant of Pagma, the enemy of our race, said that he will enter Pandemonium. We will watch it.” 


  


  “Booooo!” 


  


  There were boos from all over the place. Most of the dwarves suspected and disliked Grid, except for the ones who met Grid. It was natural since he was the successor of a deep-rooted grudge. 


  


  ‘Damn Pagma.’


  


  He respected Pagma, but he resented Pagma’s actions that made things worse every time. In the midst of the unpleasant jeering, Grid clicked his tongue and placed his hand on the entrance of Pandemonium. He felt a tremendous weight. He was certain that this door wouldn’t move even if he pushed with all his strength.


  


  “Sigh.”


  


  Grid took a breath and the dwarves, including King Charles, laughed. They felt like they had eaten something good when seeing the descendant of their enemy being overwhelmed by the door. 


  


  “It is funny that Pagma's Descendant is trying to open a door that can’t be opened without royal lineage.” 


  


  “He is just like Pagma. He can’t understand what he is facing. Spit. It is unlucky.” 


  


  “Hurry... I want to quickly see his despairing expression.” 


  


  The expectations of the dwarves were heightened. Grid stood in the middle of the enemy and opened up the Rune of Gluttony. 


  


  ‘Open, Rune of Gluttony.’


  


  In such a situation, he could only bring out one trump card. Grid hesitated as he was trying to unleash the newly gained power of Saleos. The four God Hands were floating in front of Grid—the hands were constantly moving and Grid noticed they were warning him not to enter Pandemonium. 


  


  King Charles was furious. “You unscrupulous person...! My mom... you are trying to get rid of the crisis by using my mother!” 


  


  How old was he that he was still clinging to his mother? It was even worse than the young Lord. Grid shook his head and deliberately ordered, “Stay out of the way.” 


  


  “……”


  


  The God Hands rotating around him stopped moving immediately. They wanted to stay still, but they couldn’t overcome Grid’s glare and moved to the side. Grid pulled the power out of the rune.


  


  ‘Power of Not Knowing Defeat.’


  


  [Power of Not Knowing Defeat]


  


  [Gain a strength beyond your potential.


  


  You must win in a fight of strength. 


  


  If the next action after using this power is affected by strength, it will unconditionally get positive results. 


  


  However, it can’t win against the top three great demons, dragons, absolutes, and gods. 


  


  Cooldown Time: 12 hours. 


  


  Skill Resources Consumed: None] 


  


  Grid’s large hand touched the door of Pandemonium. The weight of the regi stone passed through Grid’s fingertips. Grid felt a huge gravity. It felt like he was rejected by the world the moment he pushed the door to Pandemonium.


  


  “Hahahat! This person is really challenging it!”


  


  “Boo! Booooo!”


  


  In the midst of the dwarves’ booing, Grid pushed the door open.


  


   “......!”


  


  “......!”


  


  “……”


  


  All the dwarves, including King Charles, Antrino, and the lion-maned Pelot, had their mouths drop open. They were so surprised that it seemed like their eyeballs would pop out. Grid smiled at them. “Isn’t it easy?” 


  


  He wanted to add ‘you can’t even do this?’ but Grid drew a line since he needed to get along with the dwarves. Grid taunted the entire dwarf race and then sniped at King Charles, “If it wasn’t for the empress’ lineage, wouldn’t you be an incompetent person who couldn’t even do this? The empress dismissed you for a reason.”


  


  Had Pandemonium ever been shown to outsiders since it was created? Not even once. Pandemonium was a place that only the dwarf royal family had the right to enter. At this moment, Grid was denying the dwarf royal family. The eyes of the dwarves looking at him became strange. 


  


  In particular, Antrino had a big smile on his face. His eyes were filled with admiration rather than anger.




  Chapter 1264


  Many may have noticed—the dwarven racial traits weren’t about strength and dexterity, but was instead an obsession that transcended death. It was the true power of the dwarves and the driving force behind the connection with their works. The desire for their works to be immortal masterpieces inspired them to inject their soul into their works. 


  


  This was why the ego gears were the symbol of integrity. The ego gear, that only dreamed of being the best, was upright like a tall tree and led its master on the right path. At one time, the world sanctified the ego gears and their masters. Then the world soon found out—the fact that the wicked battle gears, classified as the so-called ‘Demonic Gears,’ also possessed egos. 


  


  “......!” 


  


  Grid was shocked. It was due to the screams of beasts that came from the deep passage after the entrance of Pandemonium was opened. It sounded creepy, sharp, and wicked. He would rather hear the screams of the great demons. 


  


  ‘...Is it the sound of the wind?’ 


  


  It happened as Grid was double-checking that it was the wind echoing in the darkness... 


  


  “The personalities of the egos were different just as humans were all different,” Antrino spoke as he watched Grid with interest. 


  


  His hand touching his complicated braided beard was as delicate and beautiful as the hands of other dwarf craftsmen. In this world, it felt like the saying ‘slender and delicate hands’ existed only for the dwarves. 


  


  “What is the mood of the creator when smelting the minerals? Depending on the purpose of the creator when tempering the mineral, upright and righteous egos, or malicious and murderous egos, can be born. We call the latter demonic gears and have sealed them here in Pandemonium.” 


  


  “……”


  


  Grid was reminded of the Thorn of Deep Grievance. Originally, the Thorn of Deep Grievance was just an ordinary flamberge. Then after being abandoned by its maker, Grid, and left alone to one side of the smithy, it gradually harbored a grudge against Grid. Ibellin’s blood, filled with anger and shame, awakened the ego. The ego was filled with a grudge toward Grid and was very ferocious. The demonic gears sealed in Pandemonium would have their own story, just like the thorn. 


  


  The dwarf warriors slowly surrounded Grid. They were reluctant to expose Pandemonium, which could be called their shame, to an outsider. Surprisingly, it was King Charles who snapped at them. “Out of the way!” 


  


  King Charles’ bloodshot eyes were burning. His snow-white beard looked like it would melt. “A promise is a promise! Since he has opened the door of Pandemonium, let him enter and exit Pandemonium!” 


  


  This wasn’t a favor. King Charles was plotting a reversal. 


  


  “Now, Pagma's Descendant.” 


  


  “What?” 


  


  “I have given you access to Pandemonium because you have promised to liberate the soul of the empress. However, if you do other things without liberating the soul of the empress, then I will properly punish you. Furthermore, regardless of your success or failure, I will be sure to take back the soul of the empress.” 


  


  ‘I kept my promise. You must keep your promise.’ 


  


  King Charles sent him such a message and Grid lost his way to go back on his words. If Grid couldn’t liberate the soul of the empress, then not only would his life be in danger, an exchange with Talima would become unlikely. 


  


  ‘He’s pretty smart.’ 


  


  Like the other dwarves, King Charles had a capricious personality that didn’t observe the situation around him. However, his head worked in important moments. It was a style that would be very tiring if he left as an enemy. 


  


  ‘...Instead, it is reassuring to be on the same side.’


  


  There was a small smile on Grid’s face. In any case, the water has already been spilled. His relationship with Talima had become twisted from the moment the dwarf empress’ soul dwelled in the God Hands. However, there was now an opportunity to recover the water. It wasn’t necessary to regard the current situation negatively. 


  


  “Okay, but you’ll need to make one promise.” 


  


  “What?” 


  


  “If I liberate the empress’ soul, then apologize for all your rudeness so far.” 


  


  “...Understood,” King Charles replied. 


  


  He also knew Grid’s identity. A blacksmith whose skill was acknowledged by God Hexetia... 


  


  King Charles had clearly heard of Grid’s reputation, which made it all the way here even when they were isolated by Fire Dragon Trauka. It was right to apologize if Grid really liberated the empress’ soul and proved that he was different from Pagma. 


  


  ‘By the way, will the predator of Pandemonium really help him?’


  


  It was a monster thrown to the very end of Pandemonium—a predator that devoured all other egos and cultivated negativity. It was a clever existence who wouldn’t touch the empress’ soul which was an ego it couldn’t digest. It was only the royal lineage that could force it to bring out the empress’ soul. 


  


  ‘It is a pity, but you have a duty to take on Pagma’s karma. Fall into hell instead of Pagma. Your death and resurrection will relieve my fellow kin’s grief.’ 


  


  King Charles glanced at Pelot and Pelot explained it to Grid, “You will see a total of 10 rooms if you walk along the corridor of Pandemonium. Thousands of battle gears in every room will tempt you in various ways. Please ignore them and only look ahead. The presence at the end of the corridor will liberate the empress’ soul.” 


  


  It was easy. The problem was that it wasn’t something that people could easily do. 


  


  The basic passive of the dwarves was to ignore the words that entered their ears so they didn’t fall for the temptation of the battle gears. However, humans are easily swayed. Even the least greedy one wouldn’t be able to easily overcome all the temptations suggested by the thousands of egos.


  


  ‘I just pray that he’ll be caught by one that isn’t as vicious.’ 


  


  Pelot had a strong fondness for Grid and wanted to believe in him. He hoped that Grid would liberate the empress’ soul. Therefore, he gave Grid a chance, but honestly, he had no expectations of the outcome 


  


  Grid noticed Pelot’s saddened attitude and realized that Pandemonium was a place that couldn’t be underestimated. He took a deep breath. He bent down and entered Pandemonium as thousands of dwarves watched. 


  


  *** 


  


  [You are the first player to enter Pandemonium.] 


  


  [The first discovery reward has increased fire resistance by 50% during the Pandemonium entry period.] 


  


  [The first discovery reward has increased mental resistance by 50% during the Pandemonium entry period.] 


  


  [The ‘Item Weight Deletion Ticket (1 hour)’ has been acquired as the first discovery reward.] 


  


  It was a weird compensation reward. It was very shabby compared to the usual initial compensation. However, Grid wasn’t shaken. 


  


  ‘There must be a reason for it.’ 


  


  It was as expected. 


  


  [The heat of the lava boiling underground has started to burn your skin.] 


  


  


  Did he walk for around 30 minutes? He didn’t know when he started feeling it, but heat washed over him. However, for the legendary blacksmith, Grid, this level of heat was just like a beginner’s sauna. Additionally... 


  


  -Hey! You there! Don’t you want to know the island where the treasure of the Rams Pirates are buried? 


  


  “I have a lot of money.” 


  


  -Give me magic power! I will teach you the best magic! 


  


  “Are you better at magic than Braham?” 


  


  -Don’t you want to seduce the opposite sex by hanging me around your neck? 


  


  “I’m married.” 


  


  Grid didn’t fall for the temptation of the ego items trapped in each room. The level of temptation presented by the ego items was too low for him. It was no wonder since Grid had wealth, power, and connections. 


  


  ‘I don’t even need the mental resistance buff.’


  


  Honestly, he had been very nervous, but it didn’t seem to be anything big. Grid continued walking forward peacefully until he passed by the door of the 10th room. Here, he encountered a complication—one of the thousands of voices coming from the 10th room stopped Grid. 


  


  [email protected])*&#[email protected]! 


  


  It was a language that was completely incomprehensible, but it was somehow familiar. 


  


  ‘What does this mean?’


  


  Grid focused his mind. He ignored the thousands of other miscellaneous voices and listened to the strange language. He remembered where he had heard this bizarre language.Grid’s eyes widened. The diary of someone who was alone. It reminded him of the Undefeated King’s Diary. That’s right—the language resembled that of Madra’s, who had spent hundreds of years alone and lost human speech. 


  


  ‘How can this be?’ 


  


  It was a time when Madra was forced to become a death knight and went crazy. Grid had interpreted the contents of Madra’s diary as a type of scream. Finally, he forgot human words and screamed from the pain that dominated his mind. Now he realized it was a language. The language of something other than human. 


  


  A rusty iron door—Grid was excited by the thought that the hint in the diary would no longer be undecipherable and tried to open the door. However, the locked iron door wouldn’t open. All types of ridicule was heard from the other egos. 


  


  -This person is someone who can’t even open the door? 


  


  -You see, didn’t I tell you that the dwarves have a big stride? 


  


  -The one who came after so long is a useless guy. 


  


  In the midst of the constant ridicule, Grid pulled out a key. It was the Master Key. 


  


  Clink!


  


  The old lock—the lock that seemed like it would never open because the keyhole was severely damaged—opened with a cheerful sound. 


  


  -Ehhhhh! I believed in you! 


  


  -Kiyaaaah! Grab me, human! I’ll give you the power to escape from here! 


  


  The battle gears locked up in the 10th room were rowdy with excitement. They eagerly welcomed the intruder’s visit. They treated the intruder as a host and were full of the expectation to escape from here. 


  


  “……”


  


  Grid was still focusing his attention and it wasn’t long before he found the source of the language he heard—a pure white orb. 


  


  -(%!#[email protected]~!


  


  “…...”


  


  The closer he got, the clearer it became. The orb’s cry closely resembled that of the Undefeated King in his diary. This was the language. The confident Grid reached out and held the orb in his hand. 


  


  [’Orb Made from Galgunos’ Bones’ has been picked.] 


  


  [email protected]$#@$!


  


  [The Orb Made from Galgunos’ Bones is laughing. The only one who can control it is Galgunos.] 


  


  [The Orb Made from Galgunos’ Bones will curse you.] 


  


  [You have resisted.] 


  


  [The class effect of Pagma's Descendant has allowed you to equip the Orb Made from Galgunos’ Bones.] 


  


  [Ownership of the Orb Made from Galgunos’ Bones has been acquired.] 


  


  [email protected]#$?!


  


  [The dwarves’ brand is stamped on the Orb Made from Galgunos’ Bones. The brand effect has maximized the weight gauge of the orb. All speeds are drastically reduced. You can no longer carry any more items.] 


  


  “As expected, the rest are all useless.” 


  


  Grid had passed all 10 rooms and, apart from this orb, there were no other items that attracted his interest. Grid took the Item Weight Deletion Ticket and used it without hesitation. 


  


  ‘I will take it to Sticks.’ 


  


  Sticks was a great sage. He was blessed with knowledge and would be able to analyze and master the language through a conversation with this orb. Grid had no doubts and walked out of the 10th room with light steps. After a long walk, he finally reached the final place of Pandemonium. 


  


  He could see a cliff flowing with lava in front of him. Beneath the cliff was a tightly chained up helmet. It was a helmet that covered the entire face. It didn’t melt in the lava, but instead it was smiling with its mouthpiece. 


  


  -Hahat! Hahahat! The empress’ soul was brought by a human? This is another comedy!
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  A knight’s face armor represented integrity, while the goat horns symbolized the devil. The helmet in the lava waterfall was in the shape of a bird with goat horns attached to the knight’s helmet. 


  


  ‘It has a terrible stench.’


  


  Grid was curious about the creator. As Grid observed the helmet, the helmet was also aware of the situation. 


  


  -That's right.Are you Pagma's Descendant?Do you want to ask me to liberate the empress’ soul?


  


  “That’s right.” 


  


  Sure enough, it wasn’t wrong. It was a helmet, so it had a good mind. The strangely convinced Grid made a bold demand, “Liberate the soul of the empress.” The God Hands hovering around Grid slowly flew toward the lava waterfall. The name of the helmet was ‘Talima’s Shame.’ 


  


  -Kukuk, it wasn’t a comedy or a drama, but a tragedy.It has been split up.Sure enough, you truly are Pagma's Descendant.


  


  “Split up?” 


  


  -I’m talking about the empress’ soul.


  


  The red light from Talima's Shame’s swept over the four God Hands followed by Grid’s equipment in turn. Each item that received the attention of Talima's Shame had something in common. It was an item made out of Greed, which contained pavranium. 


  


  “Ah!” 


  


  Grid understood. Originally, the soul of the empress inhabited the mineral called pavranium. However, pavranium was split apart several times and repeatedly reborn in a new form. Could the empress’ soul be safe during the process? It wasn’t possible. Even Braham had suffered from the aftermath of his soul’s damage. 


  


  ‘The empress’ soul wouldn’t have been complete from the beginning.’ 


  


  By the time Grid started collecting pavranium, the pavranium had already been torn apart into dozens of pieces. The empress’ soul had been broken the first time she met Grid. It was the moment when it was revealed why communication with the soul of the empress (pavranium) wasn’t smooth. 


  


  “...What is the current state of the empress’ soul?” 


  


  -She is just a rag. What else?She is an idiot with only her instincts left.


  


  “……”


  


  Guilt struck Grid. However, Grid hadn’t known about the empress’ soul. He hadn’t intended to harm her. Grid tried to shake off his guilt and continued asking questions. 


  


  “Is there any way to heal the soul?” 


  


  -She will ascend if you liberate her soul. Is there any need to heal it?


  


  “Ascend?” 


  


  -A soul that has lost its body will be recovered to heaven or hell.It is the same for us, who use the battle gears as our body.


  


  “What if the soul refuses to ascent?” 


  


  -Hahat, voluntarily refusing to ascend is only possible for monsters.


  


  He was glad. In any case, the empress’ soul would rise to heaven as long as she freed the soul. The relieved Grid prompted Talima's Shame. “Then free her.” 


  


  -Do you seriously mean it?Won’t your battle gears be reduced to ordinary scrap iron the moment the empress’ soul is free?


  


  This didn’t mean that the item’s functionality would deteriorate. It would become an ordinary item that was unable to make judgments or act for itself. Grid was naturally aware of it. 


  


  “I will just inject a new ego.” 


  


  In any case, he would learn how to make an ego the moment he safely completed the quest. From then on, a separate ego would be infused into the items made with Greed. The weapons would have a more aggressive ego while armor would have a more cautious ego. It wouldn’t be any worse than it was now.


  


  -A new ego?Kukuk, have you found a new toy to replace the empress’ soul?


  


  “It isn’t like that. I’m different from Pagma.” 


  


  He had no intention of confining someone’s soul to objects... 


  


  It was why Grid was reluctant to use the Granting an Ego skill and kept away from it. Talima's Shame stared at the determined will in his eyes. He shook the chains that bound him. 


  


  -Hahahat!Pagma's Descendant is denying him!How interesting!Well, it isn’t a bad choice.Only someone second rate would force souls into battle gears.


  


  The conversation was good. The nervous Grid sighed with relief once Talima's Shame showed a cooperative attitude. Then his expression soon stiffened.


  


  -By the way.Why should I help you?


  


  The chains binding Talima's Shame were longer than expected. They seemed to be 50 meters long as the helmet flew through the lava waterfall toward Grid on the cliff. However, it couldn’t get further than that. Talima's Shame stopped just before the tip of Grid’s nose and whispered grimly.


  


  -Didn’t you leave one door open when you came here?


  


  The chains that had been stretched to their full extent contracted. Talima's Shame was pulled back to the lava waterfall and shouted. 


  


  -I will control your body and escape this place!Kukuk!Kuhahahat!


  


  Grid had forgotten—all the battle gears trapped in Pandemonium were called evil existences and he couldn’t trust them. It was impossible to control them apart from oppressing them with force.


  


  “......!” 


  


  Grid was flustered by the change in the attitude of Talima’s Shame and looked back in a startled manner. There was a loud roar and he could see as many as 2,000 battle gears passing through the corridor toward him. They were the items from the 10th room. Various weapons, armor, and accessories rushed toward Grid. 


  


  “Dammit.” 


  


  Nothing was ever easy. Grid frowned and brought the God Hands to his side. Then he summoned Noe, Randy, and the Overgeared Skeletons. 


  


  “Focus on the weapons.” 


  


  “Nyong.” 


  


  “Yes!” 


  


  Clack clack!Clack clack clack!


  


  All the opponents were ego items. They used their skills and magic even without a wearer. It was the same as the God Hands using weapons and shooting Magic Missiles. 


  


  “Che!”


  


  Grid’s body gradually developed wounds due to the bombardment of battle gears. However, the situation wasn’t too bad. It was thanks to the outstanding performance of the armor with the weapon breaker characteristic. Most of the weapons that attacked Grid failed to deal great damage to him. They were broken in reverse, fell into the lava, and melted. 


  


  Randy’s performance was also great. Randy’s level had risen significantly in the Chaos Mountains and now had 50% of Grid’s stats. His attack power exceeded high rankers and he quickly damaged the durability of the weapons. 


  


  Talima's Shame watched the situation and shouted. 


  


  -I am the dwarf’s wish!The pinnacle of all battle gear!I command the soulless puppets to retreat!


  


  “......?!”


  


  


  Grid and Randy were amazed. The equipment they were wearing were being removed. 


  


  ‘Is it a wide range disarming skill?’


  


  Grid went beyond dismay and felt admiration at the power of Talima's Shame. Armor, footwear, gloves, boots, cloaks, and all sorts of accessories were forcing themselves on Grid’s body. The purpose of the ego items was simple. It was to move Grid’s body according to their will. In other words, it was to dominate him. 


  


  Just then, the chains binding Talima's Shame started breaking. It was the result of the ego swords cutting off the chains. 


  


  -Kukuk!Kuhahahat!I will finally escape from this tiring prison!


  


  Talima's Shame shame accelerated after getting away from the lava. It flew toward the head of Grid, who was struggling for control of his body. Talima's Shame was placed over Grid’s head. The giant horns reminiscent of a goat emitted a red glow. 


  


  -Now your body and mind are mine...?


  


  After hundreds of years of waiting, it finally got a human body. Talima's Shame laughed happily only to suddenly stop. It couldn’t laugh any longer. 


  


  -W-What is this?


  


  It felt like its body wasn’t its body. Talima's Shame was puzzled by the sensation it felt for the first time in its life and struggled. However, it was useless. It couldn’t move. The other ego items on Grid’s body were already the same. Notification windows were being updated in Grid’s field of view. 


  


  [The class effect of Pagma’s Descendant has allowed you to equip the Armor of Destruction.] 


  


  [The class effect of Pagma’s Descendant has allowed you to equip the Gaiters of Disillusionment.] 


  


  [The class effect of Pagma’s Descendant has allowed you to equip the Quattro Gloves.] 


  


  [The class effect of Pagma’s Descendant has allowed you to equip the Concave Ring.] 


  


  [The class effect of Pagma’s Descendant has allowed you to equip...] 


  


  [The class effect of Pagma’s Descendant...]


  


  ......


  


  … 


  


  [The class effect of Pagma’s Descendant has allowed you to equip the Talima's Shame.] 


  


  “...What are you doing?” 


  


  -T-This is crazy!


  


  The dwarves were arrogant. They believed their works were the best. There were no doubts and their desire to prove it was very strong. Making the best work—tt wasn’t an exaggeration to say that this was the aspiration of all dwarves, and it was the same for the dwarf royal family. 


  


  ‘Works should be created by one person.’ They broke the dwarves’ unwritten rule and passed down their works. At first, it was a sword—two generations devoted their lives and a masterpiece was born. Next was the shield—three generations devoted their lives and a masterpiece was born. After that was the helmet—five generations devoted their lives to create the world’s greatest masterpiece and a monster was born. 


  


  It was the result of too many people’s ideas and greed. The result of the work completed by five generations was ugly. The royal family regarded it as a shame and sealed it in Pandemonium. At this moment, the seal was released. It was based on Grid’s class characteristic to be able to wear all items unconditionally. 


  


  -Take it off!Take me off now!!


  


  It was being dominated by a human when it was supposed to dominate them? Talima's Shame struggled but it was useless. 


  


  “Liberate the soul of the empress.” 


  


  -Y-You!Do you think I’ll listen to you?


  


  “It is useless.” 


  


  Talima's Shame was now on Grid’s head. It was meaningless no matter how much Talima's Shame refused. Grid used the unique skill attached to Talima’s Shame. 


  


  “Soul Control.” 


  


  The power to control the soul—the skill created by the dwarf rulers’ desires pulled out the soul pieces of the empress from the God Hands and Greed. Fragments of light appeared and started to merge together. Grid showed a bitter smile as it soon took the shape of a cute dwarf girl who told him, “I’m grateful.” 


  


  It was time to say goodbye. 


  


  *** 


  


  ‘It should be over by now.’ 


  


  It was before Trauka built a lair near Talima. The dwarves believed that Pandemonium was the most dangerous place in the world. The heat of the lava, the temptations of the egos, and the existence of the monsters called Talima's Shame. Those who entered Pandemonium would just be killed unless they were part of the dwarf royal family who had the ability to suppress egos. 


  


  King Charles believed that Grid would’ve died in Pandemonium after two hours of silence. “I’ll move to the seal array.”


  


  The seal—it was a space that temporarily bound the bodies and souls of the dead in Pandemonium. King Charles and the dwarves moved to a place that resembled the players’ resurrection point. They were waiting for Grid’s body to appear. 


  


  Pelot’s expression darkened and Antrino shook his head. No one doubted Grid’s death. However, it was a bit strange. 


  


  “......?”


  


  “......?”


  


  One hour, two hours, three hours... even after half a day, Grid’s body didn’t show up. As night fell, the flustered King Charles had an incredulous look on his face. 


  


  “Did the seal fail to take effect? 


  


  Or was he still alive? No, it was impossible.


  


  ‘Then is the seal broken?’


  


  This couldn’t be the case. The seal was the essence of magic engineering.


  


  “What...” 


  


  The dwarves were falling into turmoil when a noise was heard from the entrance of Pandemonium. It was a loud sound that made them feel like a great mountain had collapsed. It was the sound of the entrance to Pandemonium being opened. 


  


  “......!”


  


  He came back alive? Did he really liberate the soul of the empress? 


  


  ‘What tricks did he use?’ 


  


  How could he persuade the monsters of Pandemonium? 


  


  The dazed King Charles forgot his dignity and ran to Pandemonium. Then he witnessed something along with the people who followed him. It was Grid with a monster on his head. 


  


  “Gasp... Gasp... It is heavy.” 


  


  Pelot and Antrino ran to Grid who collapsed with no strength in his legs. 
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  “Are you okay? Gasp!” 


  


  “....!?” 


  


  Pelot and Antrino were stunned as they rushed to support Grid. They realized that Grid’s equipment had changed from head to toe. They were too slow to notice before they were flustered. 


  


  “These are...”


  


  They were the evil existences in Pandemonium—the blacksmiths’ failures, their shame that they didn’t want to reveal. The red-faced Pelot reflexively shifted his gaze while the warrior Antrino had a different attitude. He closely examined Grid’s equipment and stared into Grid’s eyes as he asked, “What is 9 x 9?” 


  


  “Eh? What?” 


  


  “It is as expected. Your body and mind are lost.” 


  


  There was no time for Grid to say anything. Talima’s Shame, not Grid, cried out to Antrino who was raising his axe. 


  


  -How ridiculous is this damn dwarf fucker looking down on me!If I had dominated this man’s mind, then I would’ve been able to do the multiplication!


  


  “I also know the answer. I just didn’t say it.” Grid was just flustered by the sudden question. 


  


  Antrino stared pitifully at Grid who was explaining the situation. The offended Grid frowned and he could hear the laugh of Talima’s Shame. The laugh cost it a lot. Grid took off Talima’s Shame to reveal a sweat-soaked face and threw the helmet to the ground. Then he shook his hair. Sweat poured down like rain over Talima’s Shame. 


  


  Talima's Shame was in a daze for a while before shaking its horns menacingly. 


  


  -This daring fellow!


  


  The reason why Talima's Shame was held by Grid was because it was completely controlled. However, it was convinced that it would be freed sooner or later. What human in the world would wear a helmet all day long? As expected, the opportunity came quickly. Talima’s Shame was convinced it had been freed because Grid removed it and rose in a triumphant manner. 


  


  -Stupid human who doesn’t even know the answer to 9 x 9!You freed me without using any means to restrain me!Kuhat!Kuhahat!You are truly a fool!You will receive the death penalty!I will make you pay the price for throwing me, a god who is the pinnacle of all battle gear, to the dirt!


  


  ‘A myth rated ego item is truly different.’


  


  The arrogance smashed that of ordinary named NPCs. Talima's Shame was a growth-type item that had accumulated nutrients for hundreds of years and reached the highest level. Grid was very fond of this fellow who ruled Pandemonium. It had a higher artificial intelligence than Iyarugt, who had the best intelligence among the ego items he knew, and it was good because it had the best performance. Grid had no doubt that Talima's Shame would fill the vacancy of the empress. 


  


  -Die for me!!


  


  “You still don’t understand who I am.” 


  


  A player had the concept of ‘ownership.’ Talima's Shame had become Grid’s property the moment it was placed on Grid’s head. This meant that Talima's Shame couldn’t escape Grid unless Grid gave up ownership on his own or he died and the probability of the system was activated to make him drop it. 


  


  “Go in.” 


  


  It had been 10 years since he started handling the God Hands. Naturally, Grid was the best at handling ego items. 


  


  -...!?


  


  Talima's Shame was sucked into Grid’s inventory as it was about to poke Grid with its horns. Grid handled the noisy fellow without touching it and thought it over. 


  


  ‘It seems it needs some education.’ 


  


  It was more violent than Iyarugt used to be. Tempering, melting, disassembling , assembling... 


  


  It was necessary to correct the item’s personality by having a physical conversation. 


  


  ‘I have to change its name before that.’


  


  What was Talima’s Shame? Talima's Shame... 


  


  The name was really hard. It would be convenient to call it Talsha [1] for short. 


  


  King Charles approached as Grid was making a plan for the future. Talima's Shame was the disgrace of the royal family. King Charles had the duty to bury Talima's Shame forever. It was his responsibility to keep Talima's Shame from the world. However, at this moment, King Charles didn’t care about Talima's Shame. His concern for his mother’s safety made him turn away from his duty. 


  


  “My mother... what happened to the empress?” 


  


  “She ascended.” 


  


  “Really... I see...” 


  


  King Charles was deeply moved. His eyes became warmer when he thought of his mother’s happy appearance as she was liberated from the pain. He asked, “How was her face?” 


  


  “She was pretty. She looked to be in her teens.”


  


  “...? No, I’m talking about her expression.”


  


  “Ah... Her expression was good.” 


  


  “Did she leave any words behind?”


  


  Grid replied, “She regretted that she couldn’t touch Braham’s face.” 


  


  “……”


  


  King Charles’ head was blank for a moment. He hadn’t expected her to ask about her child’s safety, but he didn’t know the reason for the irrelevant name. Then he soon noticed that Braham was ‘that Braham’ and touched his forehead.


  


  “She is still the same.” 


  


  Was her personality unchanged even after suffering a terrible end due to Pagma’s appearance? Originally, the dwarves were known for their aesthetics, but his mother’s aesthetics were beyond the norm. As a child, King Charles had resented his mother. He hated Pagma, who blinded his mother and tried to poison her. Now, it was different. Perhaps his mother was the most like a dwarf. He had such a thought.


  


  ‘I can’t respect her.’


  


  King Charles smiled bitterly and arranged things. He stared straight at Grid and said, “I misunderstood you.” 


  


  King Charles’ hostility toward Grid was a very normal reaction. It was the descendant of Pagma who bound his mother’s soul to a mineral. It was natural to be vigilant, suspicious, and disgusted. To be honest, King Charles believed that Grid had other motives. He thought that Grid was using the empress’ soul as an attempt to plunder Pandemonium. He believed that the descendant of the evil Pagma would do such a thing. 


  


  


  Nevertheless, King Charles allowed Grid to enter Pandemonium because he thought there was no possibility that Grid would survive. Yet Grid came back alive. Additionally, he freed the empress’ soul as promised. He was honest and competent.


  


  “Overgeared King Grid.” 


  


  It didn’t matter how his robes swept over the ground. 


  


  “I’m sorry, and thank you.” King Charles knew that all the people of Talima were watching. Despite this, King Charles bowed deeply to Grid. “Please forgive me for my disrespect.” 


  


  He fulfilled his promise. 


  


  Grid wanted to say something, but then he shut his mouth. He stared at King Charles for a moment, and then nodded with a sigh. “I will accept your apology. Let’s get along well in the future.” 


  


  *** 


  


  The existence of the empress, whose soul was bound, was a deep regret for the dwarves. Today, her soul was liberated and King Charles designated it as an anniversary. The dwarves celebrated with joy. In the future, Grid’s name would resonate in Talima every year on this day. 


  


  “I’ll show you how to interact with items as promised.” 


  


  The lion-maned Pelot invited Grid to his smithy. The interesting thing was that King Charles and Antrino also accompanied him. 


  


  [The class quest ‘Different Path from Pagma’ has been cleared.] 


  


  [Advanced Ego Item Making skill has been acquired as the quest clear reward.] 


  


  [★This is a blacksmithing technique that Pagma has never acquired ★] 


  


  [You are walking on a different path from Pagma and the Granting an Ego has been shaken by the consequences.]


  


  [In the future, the contents of the skill might change if you use the Granting an Ego skill.]


  


  [Your blacksmithing skills have surpassed the legendary blacksmith Pagma.] 


  


  The reason why it emphasized the legendary blacksmith Pagma was probably because he wasn’t as good as Baal’s Contractor Pagma yet? 


  


  ‘I’m curious.’


  


  It was the Pagma who fought fiercely with the transcendent Chreshler, before contracting with Baal. It was unknown how strong Pagma became once he gained Baal’s strength and boosted all his stats.


  


  ‘Is it more than Muller?’ 


  


  He must’ve been one level higher than Braham and Madra. Braham admitted that he was worse than Pagma, and Madra had died before his talent had blossomed. 


  


  “Hmm...” 


  


  Grid shook off his thoughts and confirmed the information of the new skill. 


  


  [Advanced Ego Item Making Lv. 1] 


  


  [Type: Passive.


  


  When making an item, there is a certain probability to awaken the soul of the item when interacting with them.] 


  


  It seemed different from Panmir’s ego technique. The reason Panmir could give a weak ego to a crafted item was because he had learned the skill from a dwarf blacksmith. In other words, his blacksmithing technique had changed to that of a dwarf’s and the ego state was naturally learned. 


  


  On the other hand, Grid was able to give an ego while maintaining his own blacksmithing skill. From a general point of view, it was difficult to judge which was better. Of course, from Grid’s position, the latter was good. His skills were beyond that of the dwarves. There was no need to say it since he was acknowledged by the blacksmithing god Hexetia. 


  


  “The evil spirits from Pandemonium.” 


  


  Grid’s hands were itchy. He wanted to quickly see the performance of the new skill. He was thinking about renting a smithy when King Charles told him, “You like it, so please take it.” 


  


  The reason the evil spirits were sealed was because he was concerned about the chaos that would occur once they were released into the world. Grid showed full control over them so there was nothing wrong. 


  


  “I will gladly give it to you as a token of apology and a symbol of the exchange between Talima and the Overgeared Kingdom.” 


  


  Of course, Grid was thinking about taking it even if King Charles hadn’t said this. He was worried that King Charles would ask him to return it. Fortunately, it worked out. 


  


  Grid hesitated for a moment. “This one looks pretty special. Is it okay?” 


  


  He was talking about Talima's Shame. 


  


  “I’m grateful to you for taking it.” 


  


  Grid had complete control over Talima's Shame. If Grid used Talima's Shame, then one day, Talima's Shame could turn into Talima’s Pride. King Charles told him this and Grid felt more relaxed. 


  


  Then a world message rose. 


  


  [The Overgeared Kingdom and Talima have signed an alliance.]


  


  “I hope you will teach my blacksmiths who come to Talima in the future.” 


  


  “We will also help teach you.”


  


  It was an alliance he originally thought would be easy to form. There were many unexpected things, but he was glad. Grid said goodbye to King Charles and Antrino before borrowing Pelot’s smithy. First of all, he was going to make new God Hands. 


  


  ‘As much as possible.’ 


  


  He didn’t necessarily need to have only four God Hands. 


  


  [1] Combining the first few characters of Talima and Shame
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  Talima’s agriculture had been completely mechanized. A variety of machines such as artificial elementals and golems took over the entire process of turning over the fields, planting seeds, and harvesting them. It wasn’t a system created because the dwarves were lazy. Rather, it was the opposite. The dwarves entrusted livelihood-related areas such as agriculture to machines so they could be faithful to their main job. 


  


  It was obvious just by looking at the industrial situation. The dwarves had unparalleled technology, but they only focused on their craftsmanship. At the same time, they produced five or more artificial elementals and golems, and hundreds of weapons every week. This showed that their working hours were unmatched. 


  


  In fact, the people who visited Talima always said they were a restless race. The dwarves were real workaholics who used an anvil as a table, only had a short break for meals, and used the rest of their time on labor. However, they went on strike today. Every one of them stopped working and ran to the streets to surround Pelot’s smithy. Even the festivities to celebrate the liberation of the empress’ soul was finished in 30 minutes. The person who captivated the workaholics was Grid. 


  


  Gulp.


  


  Ttang!


  


  The meal served during the dwarves’ break... Grid swallowed the bread soaked in water in one second and concentrated on hammering. The flames in his furnace were never extinguished. The smelting was delicate and the quenching exquisite. His hammering reached the peak as he continued to create new works. It was a work that imitated Grid’s hand itself. At first glance, it seemed to belong to a humanoid golem, but it was different. The final form of Grid’s work was originally designed to be his hand. 


  


  Ttang!Ttang!Ttang!


  


  In order to increase his rapport with his work, Grid followed Pelot’s advice about how manual work was the best and carefully created two God Hands per day. He would’ve insisted on manual work even if he hadn’t received Pelot’s advice. The God Hands required representing dozens of joints and it was extremely difficult to produce the God Hands. It couldn’t be made properly when entrusted to auto production. 


  


  “Shit!” Grid swore harshly as he was concentrating. It was the first time he did so in ages. He had made a total of 10 God Hands and not a single ego appeared, so he had to be annoyed. He wanted to throw his hammer, but he couldn’t do it because he was a blacksmith deep to his bones. 


  


  ‘Isn’t this too much? Isn’t it normal for an ego to appear at least once?’ 


  


  Advanced Ego Item Making said there was a ‘certain probability’ of producing an ego. A ‘certain probability’ meant approximately 10-30%. Of course, if someone was unlucky then it would be less than 10%. However, on average, it was 20%. Now Grid suffered the worst situation. All 10 items failed. The five day struggle was completely meaningless. There couldn’t be such nonsense. 


  


  ‘I wouldn’t have been mentally exhausted like this if I had failed when making weapons or armor.’ 


  


  There were no big problems if there wasn’t an ego in his armor and weapons. The equipment used by Grid currently weren’t ego items. Based on the value of the items alone, the ego was only a secondary effect. However, the God Hands were different. The God Hands that couldn’t move on their own were just hand models and had no value. Even if it was legendary rated, what was the worth if it was just a strange decoration? 


  


  ‘These damn S.A jerks...’ 


  


  This was a skill he had just learned. Rather than increasing his chances of success using his privileges, it was more like lowering his chances of success. 


  


  ‘I’ll let you see how effective it is. Tsk.’ 


  


  Empress Maribel foolishly drank a glass of poisonous wine from a strange guest she invited to her love room and bid farewell to the world. He was honestly relieved when he freed her soul, that had lived a long life. However, he missed her after only five days. 


  


  Of course, this didn’t mean he regretted it. The soul of the empress would only be an epic rating if he had to measure the level of the ego. She had the characteristic of being absolutely obedient to her master, but her calculating ability decreased a lot because she became an idiot after getting hurt. Complex commands couldn’t be executed immediately, and Grid could only control four God Hands. 


  


  The ego making technique that would replace the empress’ soul was clearly of more value. It was just that Grid’s bad luck acted as a variable. 


  


  “Hah...”


  


  Grid’s sigh deepened. He never had a single success while making 10 God Hands. The worst situation that ever happened dealt him a big blow. He wanted to log out and stay away from the game for a few days. He would eventually overcome his frustration even if he made 100 God Hands and failed. It was just unpleasant that he had to overcome it in the first place. 


  


  ‘If it is going to be like this, it will be more efficient to infuse an ego that does specific actions.’


  


  Grid couldn’t control his anger and finally sat down while covering his face. The dwarves watched him and sighed with regret. Even the best blacksmith who created such great minerals and beautiful works had to face trials... The dwarves’ eyes were dark because they felt the road was still long and rough. They sympathized with Grid’s frustration. 


  


  “Still, isn’t his luck too bad?” 


  


  “I agree. He made 10 works, but couldn’t succeed with the rapport even once..."


  


  Grid had the advanced ego making technique. It was a skill that could only be acquired by dwarf craftsmen who accumulated hundreds of years of training. The dwarf craftsmen gained an average of three egos every time they made 10 weapons. The chances of failing 10 times in a row were so rare that it only occurred once every few years. 


  


  Meanwhile, Grid experienced this in just five days. 


  


  “Huh?” 


  


  “This?” 


  


  The dwarves clicking their tongues were excited. They retreated to the side as a black-haired dwarf opened the door to Pelot’s smithy. A transcendent—it was the dwarf’s strongest warrior, Antrino. 


  


  “I heard the news. It is unfortunate. Why don’t you try changing your mood?” 


  


  “Changing my mood?”


  


  “Would you like to go to the Elliter Mine? Learn magic engineering skills? I’ll guide you.” 


  


  “Is it okay?”


  


  “I said it before that it doesn’t matter if an outsider visits the Elliter Mine. The problem is the attitude of the magicians. Fortunately, they seem to welcome your visit.” 


  


  The reason it took five days to gain permission was because the magic engineering school ignored King Charles’ edict. They could stay in their studios for 10 days to a month once they started working, and they finally checked the edict sent five days ago. 


  


  


  “Hmm...” Grid didn’t stand up. Antrino thought Grid would be happy, so he was a bit disappointed when the reaction was lukewarm. However, he could understand Grid’s attitude. “Thank you, but I can’t right now. I can’t leave here until I make an ego.” 


  


  “I hope you’ll be successful this time.” Antrino sat down on one side of the smithy. Then he pulled out his favorite axe and started to sharpen it with a whetstone. The craftsmanship of the axe was excellent. It was much better than a decent human blacksmith. It was as expected for the dwarves. 


  


  ‘Okay, let’s try it again.’


  


  Grid values relationships. He was excited and thrilled every time he made new friends. Grid’s anger had softened slightly thanks to Antrino. He collected the 10 God Hands he had made so far. They would be used as materials for a new God Hand after being melted in the furnace. 


  


  This was when the blacksmiths outside went wild. 


  


  “Wait! Wait a moment!”


  


  “Overgeared King! Show mercy to us!” 


  


  “...?" 


  


  Grid was bewildered when the dwarves clung to the door and shouted. Mercy? He cocked his head at the dwarves’ shout. 


  


  “Those works! Don’t discard them. Please sell them to us!” 


  


  “This...?” A miscellaneous item that wasn’t classified as equipment—Grid pointed to the 10 God Hands that couldn’t be used without egos and the dwarves nodded. Grid thought it was absurd. “Why do you want this? Are you going to use it as a decoration?” 


  


  “Of course! It is a work that mimics the hand of the legendary blacksmith acknowledged by God Hexetiia. Of course it should decorate the middle of the smithy to be worshipped like a god!” 


  


  “I intend to pray to that hand every day! I intend to hand it down through my family so please sell it to me!” 


  


  Grid and Pagma had different advantages. Pagma wasn’t a legendary blacksmith yet when he visited Talima. Meanwhile, Grid was already a mature legend. Even the old dwarves who weren’t interested in Pagma’s works were forced to be fascinated with Grid’s works. 


  


  Moreover, it was a work that was modeled after Grid’s own hands. It was a work that all art collectors in the world would covet. What collector wouldn’t covet a delicate and perfectly reproduced work of the legendary blacksmith’s hand? It was uncommon for there to be a work that combined this degree of artistry and workmanship. 


  


  ‘Certainly...’


  


  Grid felt better once he realized the value of the God Hands due to the dwarves. He was a bit comforted when he realized he hadn’t only suffered damage in the last five days. 


  


  “Make your offers.” 


  


  The auction began. Grid was hoping it would be a money maker, only to doubt his ears. 


  


  “I want to exchange it with an artificial spirit!” 


  


  “Just one? What person is like this? I will offer three artificial elementals! It took me 124 years to complete these three, but I think it is worth it!” 


  


  “I will offer five iron golems!” 


  


  “……”


  


  Grid had heard about it from Ke ong—creating artificial elementals required great effort, a long time, and a lot of money. However, the probability of the artificial spirit failing was more than 70%. He said it would be absolutely impossible to mass-produce artificial elementals with the power of only one or two dwarves. 


  


  Now the number of dwarves surrounding Grid was in the thousands. A moment ago, Grid had felt like he had fallen into hell. Now it was like he was swimming through the clouds. 


  


  ‘I feel good!’ 


  


  It was the time. Grid instinctively resumed work as the dwarves shouted. His enthusiasm burned like the fire in the furnace, and his movements were perfect enough for dwarf craftsmen to use as textbooks. 


  


  Ttang!Ttang!Ttang!


  


  Talima’s time stopped. The dwarves remained in place until Grid finished, and the entire city was locked in silence. It was around the time when blue moonlight was falling on the smithy...


  


  “Beautiful...” A wide smile was on Antrino’s face as he sat and watched Grid like an old monk. 


  


  [The item has been completed.] 


  


  [The finished item has a very intense soul.] 


  


  -Master,I was impressed by your unwavering willpower.You won’t be frustrated by any trials in front of you.In any despair, I will eliminate your enemies, and guard your side.


  


  “......!”


  


  Grid’s face was filled with joy as he got the result he finally wanted. However, it was only for a moment. His expression quickly disappeared, and his face stiffened. He saw a result that exceeded his expectations, and was so surprised that he stopped thinking for a moment.




  Chapter 1268


  There were three ways to make ego items. 


  


  First, utilize the Granting an Ego skill. This was the method that only Pagma and Grid could use. It gave the target item the desired soul so it was very quick and easy to get the result they wanted. However, Grid sealed this skill due to ethical issues. There was also a very big disadvantage that there was a limited number of uses.


  


  Second, impart emotions to an item using specific actions. It was an extreme method such as insulting an item being crafted, etcetera, in order to stimulate the item, and infuse negative emotions. The success rate wasn’t high. Currently, the few ego items distributed among players were mostly ego items made in this way. They had a low value compared to their high price. 


  


  The typical characteristics of an ego item was the ability to independently move, think, and communicate. An ego item created in this way had a very limited thinking ability due to the emotions they held. It was easy to see based on Thorn of Deep Grievance. Thorn of Deep Grievance wanted to harm its creator. However, that was it. They couldn’t move independently. In fact, it was difficult to place them in the category of ego items. 


  


  [Production of the God Hand has been completed.] 


  


  Grid was convinced once he saw the finished product. The third and final method to make an ego item—the Ego Item Making skill. Only this dwarf skill was the ultimate way to make true ego items. 


  


  [God Hand] 


  


  [Rating: Legendary (Growth) 


  


  Durability: Infinite 


  


  An artifact created out of ‘Greed’ by Grid, who is becoming a myth. 


  


  Since it is modeled after Grid’s own hands, all items can be worn and used without restrictions. It can also act as a blacksmith. 


  


  Hexetia, the god of blacksmiths, is amazed by the phenomenal performance and covets it. 


  


  * 40% of the owner’s pure strength and dexterity are applied. 


  


  * Can reproduce the owner’s unique skills. However, the power of the skills are limited to 25%, and the owner’s mana is consumed when using the skill. 


  


  On the other hand, skills belonging to equipped items can be fully displayed without consuming resources. Buff skills used will affect the owner. 


  


  * Has the Advanced Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship skill. 


  


  * Has mastered Advanced Weapons Mastery and Shield Mastery. 


  


  ......


  


  …


  


  Etc, etc.]


  


  There were only a few numerical differences according to the rating and the detailed view of the new God Hand wasn’t much different from the old ones. However, there were clear differences in the areas related to the ego. The existing God Hands only had the extremely basic characteristics of ‘judging and moving on their own.’ 


  


  [★ An ego item. 


  


  The ego is impressed by the appearance of the owner who gave birth to it without giving up until the last moment. It has pledged absolute loyalty to you. The ego wants to be like you. The more trials you face, the more it will unleash its power. 


  


  * Movement speed will increase significantly as the owner’s health decreases. 


  


  * In order to protect its master from danger, it will enter a state of valor and will temporarily increase its strength. 


  


  * Increases the effect of the buff skills used by its master by 20%.] 


  


  “...!!”


  


  Self-reliant motor, thinking, and communication skills. Grid trembled as he looked at the God Hand, which received multiple effects based on its rapport with its master. Grid was thrilled. It was normal to be thrilled at the birth of the ultimate ego item which all players regarded as a fantasy. 


  


  Clap.Clap clap clap.


  


  Grid was awakened from his thoughts when he heard someone clapping. He turned his head and saw the smiling Antrino. 


  


  “Excellent. Very good! What is more worthy of joy than a soul of integrity dwelling in your work? It is truly the best. You are the model of all blacksmiths, and the pride of Talima.” 


  


  This was the best work of the blacksmith acknowledged by God Hexetia. The reason he was able to create this work was Talima’s teachings. Grid’s achievements would be Talima’s pride. 


  


  “Waaaaahhhhh!”


  


  It was as expected. Talima’s blacksmiths were as delighted as Grid. Thousands of dwarves cheered and whistled. This made Grid’s smile brighten. Grid sensed that the relationship between Talima and the Overgeared Kingdom could be deeper than expected. Of course, this was on the premise that Trauka wasn’t present. 


  


  *** 


  


  “Ohh. Ohhh...” 


  


  Cradle—it was the large-scale research facility in Talima that produced and managed the artificial elementals and golems. Grid came here after hearing there was an experimental site testing the movement ability of the elementals and golems. Now he repeatedly let out sighs of admiration. 


  


  A pair of shining eyes was staring at the projected God Hand. 


  


  The movement of the God Hand was agile as it moved freely inside the complex experimental field, breaking through obstacles, and avoiding traps. The speed of observation and situational judgment was fast so the movement ability was more radiant. It accurately grasped the strengths and weaknesses, and most of the tricks that required a high level of intelligence were discovered. 


  


  Instead of losing speed by diverting from the rain of blades and falling into a mud pit, it relied on its solid durability and moved through the rain of blades, using the shortest route to get to the object in crisis. It took only 5 minutes and 47 seconds to rescue the object. 


  


  “Both the cognitive and motor skills were super high.” Velvet, the leader of Cradle, evaluated it. “It would be a genius in human terms. Any command will be performed perfectly. Even without a command, it will judge and act accordingly.” 


  


  There was no need to listen to this. Grid was already aware that the level of the new God Hand was far beyond the existing God Hands.


  


  ‘This was the right answer.’ 


  


  There was no reason to cling to the empress’ soul. 


  


  The old God Hand fought with the master’s safety as the highest priority and was reliable when it came to defensive ability, However, its overall judgment was somewhat disappointing. In particular, the stronger the enemy, the less it could use its own judgment to threaten the opponent. Therefore, in many cases, Grid needed to convey detailed commands in real time, and this overloaded Grid’s thinking ability. It was the reason why the performance of the God Hands got worse as the battle became more intense, and the reason why Grid couldn’t increase the number of God Hands. 


  


  Now things had changed. The God Hands with the highest level of intelligence produced the best result, even if Grid didn’t give orders. In the future, Grid would continue to produce new God Hands. By the end, he planned to use dozens or maybe hundreds of God Hands with the highest quality ego. 


  


  Of course, it was a goal that wouldn’t be achieved for years. The ego wasn’t easily made and the quality of the ego could be low. 


  


  ‘I’m sure there will be many times when I swear.’ 


  


  


  Even so, he wouldn’t give up. The material that made up the God Hands, Greed, was infinite. Additionally, Grid was a man with the tenacity to overcome any trial. The combination of Grid and Greed was the strongest. Grid was confident that he would achieve his goals. 


  


  ‘...Instead, I will have to postpone the construction of the flying fortress.’ 


  


  It was a large project and there was no guarantee it would work from the beginning. It was hard to feel sorry based on the time frame.


  


  “It is the elemental king?” Antrino, who guided Grid to Cradle, asked Velvet as he watched the performance with his arms folded, and Velvet nodded. 


  


  “Correct.”


  


  “It is truly amazing...” 


  


  Grid interjected. “An elemental king?”


  


  “It isn’t a real elemental king. It is referring to the four best artificial elementals. It is different from the embarrassments and Talima's Shame sealed in Pandemonium. These four artificial elementals became prominent in various fields and became the guardians of Talima. The hand you made is equivalent to them.” 


  


  “Can I meet them?” Grid wondered. 


  


  Grid unknowingly used honorifics when talking to Antrino. All of the dwarves in Talima, including Velvet, treated Antrino with respect. This showed he was very old. Antrino’s attitude was also favorable.


  


  “The elemental kings are no longer in Talima.” 


  


  “Huh? Why?" 


  


  The artificial elementals were so great that they were nicknamed elemental kings...


  


  Grid was flustered and Antrino smiled bitterly. “They were given to the fire dragon as tribute. Right now, they should be busy cleaning the dragon’s lair.” 


  


  “……”


  


  Why was Talima safe from Trauka? This was the moment when the reason was revealed. Grid trembled and asked a question that he had been wondering about for a long time, “Then why did Trauka build a nest here?” 


  


  The dwarves weren’t crazy. It wasn’t necessary to found a city near Trauka’s lair. It meant the dwarves originally occupied the volcano and Trauka was the uninvited one. 


  


  Antrino shrugged. “Fire Dragon Trauka’s original nest was destroyed in the fight against the insane dragon. Trauka used this chance to move to this place which contains the hottest lava flow in the world. As you’ve just heard, we have no choice but to live in servility.” 


  


  Velvet sighed. “The hottest lava... it used to be like that.” 


  


  Grid wondered, “It isn’t like that now?”


  


  “Yes, Trauka absorbs all the fire from the mountains and the heat of the lava weakened. Due to this, the castle’s flames were reduced, and this caused various problems.” 


  


  ‘The castle’s flames? Ah.’


  


  He had heard about it from Ke ong. There was a main furnace in Talima that melted any minerals and used them as energy, but it wasn’t working properly. 


  


  “How about using this?” 


  


  Grid pulled out some firewood from his inventory and handed it to Velvet. It was white wood—the white phosphorus wood. What was the use of firewood when the heat of the lava itself had lowered? Velvet was puzzled and closely scrutinized the white phosphorus wood. “T-This is only in the east...? Where did you get this precious wood?” 


  


  “I got it from the East Continent.” 


  


  “Hah! The outside world has changed a lot. It is a time when intercontinental exchange across the Red Sea was possible. This is probably our heart’s desire...” 


  


  Velvet was expressing his admiration, but Antrino poured cold water on him. “How can that be? Grid must’ve traveled to the East Continent separately.” 


  


  “Yes, that’s right.” 


  


  “Huhu, I heard that the yangbans are very strong, but they were robbed by you. It seems that they’re not your opponents.” 


  


  “There are many yangbans much stronger than me. Additionally, the white phosphorus wood is very common...” 


  


  Grid started a long story. He told the story of how he learned of the white phosphorus wood through the Red Phoenix Bow, and how he made an axe to cut it. 


  


  “...This is why I’ve saved quite a lot of white phosphorus wood.” 


  


  Grid tried to end the story. However, Antrino and Velvet had been listening with intrigue and asked for more details. “What happened to the Red Phoenix Bow production game?” 


  


  “I won.” 


  


  “Ohh, as expected of the blacksmith acknowledged by God Hexetia!” 


  


  “What about after you made the Red Phoenix Bow? Did the yangbans treat it as genuine?” 


  


  “Maybe not?” 


  


  “How can that be? Wasn’t it judged as a victory or defeat by the yangbans?” 


  


  “There were no yangbans present. Besides, I remember being involved with a wicked daoist after that...”


  


  “Wicked daoist? Who was he?”


  


  The dwarves were rumored to be very diligent. He was told that they only worked without any leisure. Now Antrino and Velvet were spreading out a mat to listen to Grid’s story. Grid asked them, “...Don’t the two of you have to work?”


  


  “Aren’t I working now? It is my job to guide and escort you around Talima.”


  


  “I’m in charge of managing Cradle, so my job is to be here in Cradle.”


  


  “……”


  


  Was it like this? The strangely convinced Grid started to tell the long story again. He slowly talked about what happened in the East Continent. Then he toured all the facilities of Cradle and learned about the artificial elementals and golems. He signed an agreement to obtain artificial elementals on a periodical basis in exchange for providing the white phosphorus wood to Talima, and then he decided to go to the Elliter mine under Antrino’s guidance. 


  


  At this point, Velvet brought up interesting words while sending Grid away. “By the way, the ego rating for Talima's Shame isn’t measurable.” 




  Chapter 1269


  The more intelligence a creature possessed, the more they resented iron bars. Grid seemed to vaguely understand why Talsha became the king of the evil spirits. ‘Did it want freedom?’ 


  


  The Armor of Destruction, Gaiters of Disillusionment, and Quattro’s Gloves. The Reaper’s Boots, Concave Ring, Moon Necklace, Sepier’s Earrings, the Galgunos orb, and Talima's Shame. 


  


  There were a total of nine items that Grid brought out from Pandemonium. Apart from the myth-rated Talsha, all of them were rated legendary (grown from a low level) or secret, but most of them had special stories. 


  


  The Armor of Destruction that constricted the wearer’s body and eventually crushed it—it was created by a dwarf craftsman who wanted to get revenge on the prince of the Saharan Empire who used his daughter as a plaything. The craftsman planned to bring this armor to the empire to destroy the imperial prince, but unfortunately, his plan failed. 


  


  The ego inherited the maker’s grudge and killing intent, and emitted it. Would the empire accept such an openly ferocious gift? The craftsman couldn’t send this vicious item to the empire. He locked it up in Pandemonium with tears in his eyes. 


  


  The Moon Necklace absorbed the cold moonlight and froze the wearer’s blood and bones—it was a work made by a dwarf craftsman who had been working alone for 100 years after losing her husband. She was lonely and unable to sleep every night, so she made this necklace under the moonlight. She subconsciously wanted others to be as lonely as herself, and gave birth to this wicked ego. 


  


  The Moon Necklace seduced people with its beautiful appearance that everyone was obsessed with and created a huge wave. Before Fire Dragon Trauka had moved his lair, a great merchant visited Talima and was fascinated with the Moon Necklace with one glance.He joyfully bought the necklace and placed it on his beloved wife, who slowly froze to death in front of her husband’s eyes. It was the terror of the Moon Necklace that froze from the bones and blood, not the skin. The dwarf craftsman smiled as she watched the merchant sobbing over his wife, and she was beheaded for shaming Talima’s honor. The cursed necklace was sealed in Pandemonium. 


  


  In addition to this, there were the Gaiters of Disillusionment that made the wearer powerless, Quattro’s Gloves that cut off one finger to turn it into four, the Reaper's Boots that pushed the wearer to death, the Concave Ring that reminded him of a long-tailed tit (from Grid’s perspective), and Sepier's Earrings that whispered all types of tragedies. They all had their own stories that explained how they became wicked. 


  


  Additionally, it could be assumed that Galgunos’ orb wasn’t made in Talima since all the details apart from the stats were marked as ‘unknown.’ Thus, it was possible to assume that there was a hidden story. 


  


  On the other hand, Talsha was different. Its information was too brief. The circumstances in which it became wicked weren’t described. However, it ran wild and was sealed in Pandemonium. It used its strength and will to become the king of the evil spirits. 


  


  [Talima’s Shame] 


  


  [Rating: Myth


  


  Durability: 3,600/3,600 (self-repair is possible) 


  


  * Talima's Shame rejects human touch. The repair system isn’t activated for this item. 


  


  Defense: 1~2,750 


  


  * Talima's Shame can adjust the defense according to its own willpower. Be careful when using it. 


  


  ★ Fire Resistance 


  


  * Talima's Shame has endured the hottest lava falling on it for hundreds of years. Every fire on this earth won’t damage this item. This doesn’t mean it will protect the wearer from the flames. Don’t be mistaken. 


  


  ★ An ego item. 


  


  It believes that it is the king of all the battle gear in the world. 


  


  * The skill ‘King’s Negation’ is generated. 


  


  Suppresses any battle gear with no ego. 


  


  The equipment of any targets within a radius of 10 meters that aren't an ego item will be forcibly disarmed. It is up to 30 items. 


  


  Skill Resources Consumed: None 


  


  Skill Duration: 3 seconds. 


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 7 minutes. 


  


  * The skill ‘King’s Command’ is generated. 


  


  Exerts force on ego items. 


  


  Can team up and assign specific actions to ego items within a radius of 100 meters. The commanding power remains with Talima's Shame, not the wearer. 


  


  Skill Resources Consumed: None 


  


  The force is maintained during the duration of the skill, and the duration depends on the level and personality of the target item. 


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: None


  


  * The skill ‘King’s Domination Lv. MAX’ is generated.


  


  Dominates the wearer’s mind and controls the body. 


  


  During the time when King’s Domination is maintained, the wearer’s attack power and all speeds will increase by 20%. The wearer will also be immune to critical hits and attacks in weak spots. However, the wearer will die at the end of the domination. 


  


  Skill Resources Consumed: None 


  


  Skill Duration: Until the wearer dies. 


  


  Skill Cooldown Time: 24 hours. 


  


  A helmet made by five generations of the dwarf royal family. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that Talima’s best blacksmithing skills are concentrated here. 


  


  


  The background of its birth alone makes it qualified to be a legend. It was reborn as a myth through the bad reputation acquired in Pandemonium. 


  


  Some wicked people are deifying Talima's Shame. 


  


  Conditions of Use: None 


  


  Weight: 230] 


  


  ‘It must’ve wanted to live its own life.’


  


  The highly intelligent Talsha wouldn’t have wanted to be owned by anyone. It caused an accident after longing for freedom, and was finally sealed in Pandemonium. Grid guessed this, but he didn’t have much sympathy for Talsha. It was a law that all things were meant to be used. It was a blessing to be used, and it should bring happiness.


  


  I’ll teach you.” 


  


  The moment when Grid resolved to break the mental state of Talsha in his inventory, Antrino spoke, “This is the road that the artificial elementals have created and honed.” 


  


  A volcano 5,000 meters above sea level—the flat ground was connected to the rough stone wall in the center. It was a path that led from the ground to the summit that was 5,000 meters above the ground. There was nothing wrong with calling it a road because it seemed easy for a carriage to use it. 


  


  “Indeed. Artificial elementals...” 


  


  Civil engineering required high techniques and labor. In particular, Grid knew that the more challenging the terrain, the more difficult the construction would be. He had learned this because in the years since the Overgeared Kingdom was founded, there had been hundreds of civil works led by Lauel. 


  


  “I had actually wondered if there was slavery in Talima.” 


  


  Lauel’s goal was to build roads to all major cities, but he overworked countless people. Of course, he rewarded them, but the moans of the exhausted workers rang out throughout the Overgeared Kingdom. A large amount of workers and excellent technical skills were required to make the tens of kilometer long flat road along such a sheer slope. He thought there would’ve been hundreds of people who had collapsed or died while building the roads. 


  


  However, all of this was done by the artificial elementals... 


  


  Grid, now with even greater expectations of the performance of the artificial elementals, started calculating things. 


  


  ‘The total number of artificial elementals that Cradle has agreed to exchange every year is 50 and the total number of artificial elementals exchanged for the God Hands is 52... how many months will I be stuck in the smithy?’ 


  


  Not surprisingly, Talima appreciated the value of the God Hands a bit more than the white phosphorus wood. It was because it was created from the hand of the blacksmith acknowledged by the blacksmithing god and they felt very attracted to the Greed mineral. It was natural. Greed was the evolution of pavranium, which had even caught the blacksmithing god Hexetia’s eyes. It could easily be evaluated as the best mineral on this earth. Only Grid could smelt the mineral, but the dwarves didn’t care. It was a treasure to be collected, and they were satisfied with this. 


  


  Grid wondered if he should stay in Talima for a while to produce the God Hands, but he shook his head. 


  


  ‘There are limits to the dwarves’ wealth.’


  


  The production of artificial elementals wasn’t an easy task. The number of artificial elementals produced by ordinary dwarves throughout their lives was between four to six. Their assets were limited, so he would soon face a situation where they wanted to pay for the God Hands, but couldn’t be able to. The transactions with the dwarves should be done slowly and consistently.


  


  ‘Even the best things will decrease in value once released to the market all at once.’ 


  


  He shouldn’t be so impatient to suck up the profit that he would make the God Hands worthless. First, Grid would make the Overgeared Kingdom a better place using the artificial elementals he obtained from Cradle. 


  


  The middle of the mountain path—the entrance of the mine, surrounded by darkness, awaited him. 


  


  “We’ve arrived. This is the Elliter Mine." 


  


  The ether diamonds—it was a substance that sucked up light and magic power. The glasses made of the ether diamonds could even block the evil eye of the evil eyes king. Thanks to these glasses, the evil eyes king could see the world. He escaped the fate of being blind for the rest of his life, but the durability of the glasses wasn’t infinite. It couldn’t hold out against the evil eyes king’s mighty evil eye forever. 


  


  Grid felt the need to make glasses continuously for the king. He also planned to produce and distribute a set of ether armor that acted as an absolute counter to magic. This had been planned over two years ago. However, there was the obstacle of Fire Dragon Trauka and the hand of the 12th great demon. It was only now that the plan could be implemented.


  


  “Be careful with your feet in the darkness.” 


  


  Grid didn’t ask a ridiculous question like why weren’t there any lights installed. Ether diamonds were minerals that absorbed light. It was pointless to install lights. It was why darkness filled the cave. 


  


  ‘Good. It is better than I thought.’ 


  


  Grid smiled as he walked behind Antrino and touched the wall. The only ether mine in the world—over the years, most of the ether diamond’s reserves should’ve been consumed, but it was surprisingly still rich. Antrino clearly read Grid’s thoughts and revealed the situation. “As you know, it is hard to smelt ether diamonds. Talima has virtually given up on the use of ether diamonds since the firepower of the castle’s flames were weakened by Trauka.” 


  


  “I see.” 


  


  Grid wouldn’t have easily smelted it without the white phosphorus wood. The ether diamond was a tricky mineral. Grid said, “Sooner or later, the castle’s flames will regain its firepower and the mine will be revitalized.” 


  


  “You said you would provide us with the white phosphorus wood, but... honestly, I’m not certain. It is doubtful if the exchange between the two kingdoms will be smooth in the future because Trauka might return tomorrow. Additionally, the use of ether diamonds isn’t very high in the first place.” 


  


  “Don’t worry about the exchange. If Talima’s side unblocks the movement magic, then we will be able to use Teleport.” 


  


  “Does the Fire Dragon look like a pushover? The moment you try to teleport in, you will be blocked by his barrier, and be eaten.” 


  


  ‘Braham’s Teleport won’t work? Gasp!’ 


  


  The gap between a dragon and a previous generation legend was still hard to gauge. Grid shook his head and abruptly flopped down to the ground. 


  


  At the end of the mine—an eye stared at Grid through the gap revealed in the darkness. A giant, bull-like pupil—Grid felt a real horror that wasn’t a condition caused by the system.




  Chapter 1270


  The 12th Great Demon Sitri—his hand advanced through the mountains, crushed houses, and instilled great fear in humanity. How huge was it? The hand was just a ‘part’ of something. The sight of it breaking down cities and a kingdom was shocking. The moment they thought of the ‘entire’ body, the destruction of the world came to mind. 


  


  Grid had also felt fear. The scene that he witnessed later on TV was so amazing that he was overwhelmed by the past that had already happened. Sitri’s hand was that great. Now did he hear a sound akin to a mountain being hit by a tsunami? The sound of this breathing was awful. 


  


  ‘This guy...’


  


  The eye spun around like a vortex. It was huge and red, and Grid immediately noticed its identity. It was Sitri’s eye. A being from another world was staring at this world. 


  


  ‘Do I have to fight this guy as well?’ 


  


  Grid felt fear when staring at Sitri’s hand because he imagined a future where he had to fight Sitri. Great demons were the enemies of humanity and the Overgeared Kingdom belonged to humanity. It was his destiny to fight them. 


  


  ‘This big guy…’


  


  He measured it based on the size of the hand and the eye and found it wasn’t comparable to Radwolf’s magic machines. Sitri’s main body seemed comparable to a dragon. A supergiant creature that threatened all things with his mass alone. He was exceptionally special considering that all the great demons Grid met so far had been similar to humans. 


  


  ‘His nickname is also Demon God... is he a special existence in hell?’ 


  


  A great demon’s status was lower than that of a god. Of course, the power of the higher ranked demons might be stronger than some intermediate ranked gods. However, a god had many powers. They might not be able to fight directly against a great demon and win, but they could appoint a warrior to attack the demon and use their power to help the warrior grow. Even the 1st Great Demon, Baal, the child of Evil God Yatan, didn’t dare to place ‘god’ in front of his name. 


  


  However, Sitri was called Demon God despite being a great demon. This was also despite his relatively low ranking.


  


  ‘What the hell is he?’ 


  


  Well, his identity didn’t matter right now. Grid stood up and tidied up his clothing. His expression was very solemn. 


  


  Antrino behaved like an elderly man. “Ah, I'm sorry. I was distracted for a moment. Where did our conversation get up to?” 


  


  ‘I didn’t see your ugly appearance because I was lost in thought. I didn’t see you fall to the ground with a small scream.’ 


  


  Antrino’s attitude contained careful consideration. The grateful and embarrassed Grid stared at Sitri’s eye that was peeking at this world. He was obviously looking this way. However, his eye was so big that it was difficult to tell what he was seeing. He could be looking at Grid or he might be unaware of Grid. 


  


  Grid asked, “Is that the eye of the 12th great demon?” 


  


  “That’s right. He’s been making trouble with his hand for years, and now he is staring with his eye. I want to chop that eye with my axe right now.” 


  


  “If it was me, I would’ve taken an axe to it the first day I saw it.” 


  


  “Do you think I haven’t done that?” 


  


  Antrino immediately pulled out his axe. In fact, he was a man who was faster to act than to speak. He wasn’t a talkative person in the first place. The reason why he was Grid’s guide was purely out of respect. The strongest warrior who defended Talima—the pillar of the country served Grid directly, treating Grid as a VIP and consolidating Grid’s position. 


  


  The axe left Antrino’s hand and spun as it flew. Both the speed and accuracy were excellent. There was enough power in it to threaten Grid’s defenses. However, Sitri’s eye was unharmed. It was because there was an invisible barrier over the gap to hell. 


  


  The axe was blocked by a barrier and slid down helplessly. Antrino reached out a hand to recover it. It was a truly amazing sight. The axe was pulled toward Antrino’s hand like it had a string attached to it. At first glance, it looked like he moved the object through empty air using energy. Even so, this was Talima. This was the performance of an ego item. 


  


  ‘It was noticeable from the beginning.’


  


  Grid activated Pagma’s Eyes and observed Antrino’s axe—a legendary item with a top-rated ego created by Empress Maribel, the battle axe she made during her lifetime was praised as a legend during its time together with the best warrior named Antrino. 


  


  ‘As expected.’


  


  Grid was once again convinced—heroes and items were inseparable. In the first place, it was normal for humans to use tools and it was right to crave better tools. So why was relying on items criticized in games? Grid questioned the misconception that ruled the world just a few years ago and said, “The two worlds are disconnected.” 


  


  Antrino nodded. "That is correct. It is normal.” 


  


  Earth and hell were separate dimensions. Originally, it was impossible to come and go at will. However, Sitri’s hand invaded here. Even before the Yatan Church had come here and opened the interdimensional seal, Sitri’s hand had jumped out of the crack and snatched the mine. Grid was reminded of it and asked, “Then how could Sitri’s hand exert physical force on the ground?” 


  


  Antrino shrugged and drew a line with his feet. “We don’t know at all. I stopped caring after making sure his hand could only reach up to here.” 


  


  “……”


  


  A great demon’s hand popped out, and he didn’t care? Antrino laughed when Grid made an absurd expression. “It wasn’t a valuable mine anyway... don’t you know it as well? Us dwarves originally aren’t interested in things like this.” 


  


  “A great demon appeared, but you don’t care...” 


  


  “Hum hum, in fact, we believed in the Fire Dragon. In any case, this is the territory of the Fire Dragon. We decided it wasn’t necessary to fight Sitri.” 


  


  They were relieved thanks to the support of the Fire Dragon. 


  


  In the end, a person could never understand the world. The kind dwarf in front of Grid had waved an axe at him just a few days ago. Grid shook his head and woke up from his thoughts. 


  


  Antrino’s next words were interesting. “I didn’t expect that guy to enter this world by cutting off his hand.”


  


  


  “Did he cut off his hand? It wasn’t originally separated from him?” 


  


  Antrino touched the line he had just drawn. “Yes. His forearm was so thick that he couldn’t pass through the gap.” 


  


  “So he saw the other demons coming through the gap created by the Yatan Church and hurriedly cut his hand.. isn’t this a really scary obsession?” 


  


  That’s right—Grid wondered if he had any grudges in this world.


  


   ‘In any case, it is a foregone conclusion that I have to eventually fight him.’ 


  


  He needed to be stronger. However, a player’s stats were limited, so having items was the top priority. Grid asked Antrino for his understanding, “Is it okay if I dig up some ether diamonds?” 


  


  “Of course. I will agree to any request from the benefactor who liberated the empress’ soul. Take it to your heart’s content.”


  


  Unfortunately, it was very difficult to mine the ether diamonds. It was because the gemstones were so hard and deeply-rooted that it inevitably took a long time. Even the most skilled miners barely gained three or four a day. It would be much harder for blacksmiths who were unaccustomed to mining.


  


  “I’ll call the miners, so wait. I don’t know how many people will come...” 


  


  Most dwarves dreamed of becoming blacksmiths. The number of dwarves with occupations other than blacksmiths was limited and it was the same for miners. The miners of Talima were naturally busy every day. In order to meet the orders of the blacksmiths who outnumbered them greatly, it wasn’t sufficient to have 10 clones. Additionally, there were all types of mines in Talima so the miners were scattered all over. It wasn’t easy to bring them up here. 


  


  Nevertheless, Antrino believed in himself and Grid. He thought there would be a few miners willing to come to repay Grid for his kindness. 


  


  ‘It is shameless, but I have to make this request.’


  


  It was the moment when Antrino summoned Cradle’s masterpiece, ‘Duras,’ to deliver a note to the miners... 


  


  He saw Grid pick up a pickaxe and started mining. Antrino soon imagined Grid crying out with pain...


  


  Clang! Clang! Claang!


  


  “....?" 


  


  Grid’s pickaxe never stopped and the ether diamond ore, deeply rooted in the stone wall, started to reveal itself. It was a truly amazing sight. 


  


  “H-How? Did you inherit Kis’ technique?” 


  


  A legendary blacksmith and legendary miner—it was indeed an ideal dual class. He didn’t have to rely on others and could gain all the minerals in the world. Then he would be able to use the minerals to make everything in the world. 


  


  ‘There is a reason he was acknowledged by God Hexetia.’ 


  


  Grid shook his head at the admiring Antrino. “No, it is just the power of being overgeared.” 


  


  The options of the pickaxe Grid used increased his mining speed and probability of mining successfully by 300%. It also increased the chances of obtaining the best quality mineral by 200%. Finally, it reduced stamina consumption during mining. It was a legendary rated pickaxe that was born after steadily researching and producing pickaxes for Peak Sword. 


  


  “Over...geared.”


  


  Antrino understood the meaning of being overgeared through context and developed a dream. A warrior. They were now useless in the isolated Talima. On the other hand, miners were different. Miners were always necessary and lacking. They were one of the most useful jobs in Talima. Antrino dreamed of a second life. “Perhaps... can you give me a chance to become a miner?” 


  


  “...Huh?” 


  


  On this day, Grid made a new pickaxe on the spot and dug up the minerals together with Talima’s strongest warrior, Antrino. Antrino had high stats as a named NPC and he was never exhausted. Thanks to this, Grid was able to secure a number of ether diamonds above his target in just one day. 


  


  For some reason, the sound of Sitri’s breathing became smaller and he slipped away from the gap. Then he disappeared completely beyond the darkness. He seemed to be flustered. It seemed he noticed that he had become a folding screen. 


  


  ‘Indifference is evil for those who want an audience.’


  


  Grid wanted to sprinkle salt to ward off evil but, he just picked up the sacks full of ether diamonds. “I’ll go back first. I’ll discuss with my friend a method to break through Trauka’s barrier and how to go back and forth from Talima.” 


  


  “Huhu, is your friend a legendary magician? It won’t be easy even if he is a legendary magician... your disappointment will be bigger if your expectations are high. I recommend that you clear your mind properly.”


  


  It was the advice of the experienced. Talima had long abandoned any ideas of exchanges with the outside world. They had adapted to an isolated life. 


  


  “I will come back with good news,” Grid told Antrino. 


  


  “Huhut. I will try to become a great miner until then. I’ll save as many minerals as I can for when you need them.” 


  


  Fire Dragon Trauka might return today. It was also unknown when he would go away again. It might be a hundred years or even a thousand years later. They might never be able to reunite with Grid. As a result, Antrino made a sentimental promise. It was the mistake of a lifetime.


  


  “I won’t forget that promise. Then I’ll see you again soon.” 


  


  Why did Antrino suddenly become a miner? Grid was doubtful, but in any case, he was grateful. There was a light from a return scroll and Grid left. 




  Chapter 1271


  “Father!” A boy with a bright smile ran over. His beautiful blue eyes were like jewels, and his dark hair accentuated his white skin. It was the appearance of Reinhardt’s greatest celebrity, Prince Lord, who attracted the hearts of women every time he appeared on the street. 


  


  “Lord!” Grid held Lord in his arms and ruffled the wavy hair. Lord might be 14 years old, but he was still a cute kid in Grid’s eyes. 


  


  “Hehe.” Lord rubbed his cheeks against Grid’s chest with a happy expression like a cat in the sun. 


  


  “You have to take care of your dignity.” Then a teacher in charge of discipline came over and admonished the boy who wanted this time to last forever. 


  


  Grid made a dark expression and picked up the blushing Lord who was slowly stepping back. 


  


  “What is dignity between a parent and child?” 


  


  “Your Majesty, I’m sure Queen Irene will be sad.” 


  


  “It’s fine, it’s fine. It isn’t like this every day. Irene should understand.” 


  


  Grid drove away the teacher and checked Lord’s details. 


  


  He hadn’t gone through his adulthood ceremony so there were still limitations on his level and stats. However, he had acquired 12 skills that were S-grade or higher. There were more than 10 different types of skills.


  


  This was truly the power of a continental genius. 


  


  It was possible he would become the secret weapon that would sustain the Overgeared Kingdom as Lauel wished. 


  


  However, Grid wondered if this was something to be really happy about. 


  


  A shadow was cast on Grid’s face. 


  


  ‘How hard must it be every day?’


  


  Braham and Piaro. Mercedes, the Overgeared Guild members, and Kraugel. 


  


  Grid knew because he had been watching geniuses of all ages. 


  


  They were the same as him. 


  


  The reason they were at the top of the fields wasn’t just because of their talent. It was also because of their efforts. 


  


  They went to bed later than others, and opened their eyes earlier than others to study. This was how they reached their present point. 


  


  It was the same for Lord. 


  


  Was this child really happy when he had to meet the expectations of other people before he was even an adult? 


  


  Grid had this thought and asked seriously, “Lord, what is your dream?” 


  


  “Naturally, it is to become like you, Father! The ultimate warrior! Additionally, the best blacksmith and a great person respected by the people!”


  


  “......” 


  


  Could this be the damage of teaching by cramming? 


  


  Lord might have mistaken the wishes of the people around him for his dream. 


  


  It was the moment when the heartbroken Grid thought he should have a deeper conversation with Lord. 


  


  Lord exclaimed, “It is also to make my girlfriends happy!” 


  


  “......”


  


  Grid shut his mouth. He shifted his gaze and hundreds of beautiful women greeted him. 


  


  The Rebecca’s Daughters candidates—they grew up from girls and were now mature beauties. 


  


  Grid pondered on it and asked a question, “Can you... handle it?”


  


  “Of course!” 


  


  Did Lord know what he was answering?


  


  Lord’s expression was so clear that the flustered Grid quickly let go of his worries. 


  


  ‘He is a continental genius. He can afford it whether it is 200 or 300.’ 


  


  Grid thought he should make more money if he didn’t want to become poor after giving his grandchildren pocket money. 


  


  Grid shook his head and pulled four small dolls out of his inventory. 


  


  They were the artificial elementals from Talima. 


  


  “So cute!” 


  


  Lord’s girlfriends exclaimed with excitement. 


  


  Fire, wind, earth, and water. 


  


  It was because the artificial elementals expressed their individuality with colors that matched their attributes, and they looked cute.


  


  “What is this?” 


  


  Lord had learned elemental techniques from Sticks. 


  


  Some people said that Grid was the ultimate all-rounder, but from Grid’s perspective, the true all-rounder was Lord. 


  


  Lord wondered, “Do you feel the elementals in the dolls?” 


  


  “As expected, you are aware of it. They are called artificial elementals. They are collected using Talima’s magic engineering. Unlike actual elementals, they are classified as a material. However, they are much more obedient, so keep them by your side. They will surely be useful.” 


  


  “Yes! I’ll be friends with these kids!” 


  


  Lord smiled widely. Then he held the dolls in his arms and sniffed them. 


  


  Grid cocked his head. “Does it smell bad?” 


  


  “No? These kids were in Father’s arms and they smell like you.” 


  


  It was an answer that allowed him to feel Lord’s sensitivity. 


  


  Unfortunately, Grid was rather dull emotionally. 


  


  ‘Is his sense of smell developed because he is a genius? Certainly, a good sense of smell is a useful talent.’ 


  


  Satisfy’s monsters were very diverse. He heard that people with a good sense of smell didn’t easily get attacked by monsters because they could smell the monsters, which smelled different. There were also the low-quality people who gave off a bad smell. 


  


  “Then I’ll be going. It is time for Teacher Damian to visit.” 


  


  For years, Damian had been teaching Lord divine magic. Grid was thankful that he visited Reinhardt once a week to tutor Lord. 


  


  “Yes, go ahead.” 


  


  Grid said goodbye to Lord and went to Irene. 


  


  He tried to make the most of the fun he had in Talima, but Irene’s expression wasn’t comfortable. 


  


  It was because she heard that Grid fought against a high ranking great demon alone before he headed off to Talima. 


  


  “Please don’t overdo it.” 


  


  “... I will be careful.” 


  


  Recently, some religious organizations in the United States started to argue that Satisfy’s NPCs had souls. Their souls were born of human hands rather than god’s, and the religious organizations were worried that the NPCs wouldn’t go to heaven after they died. Instead, they would wander around. Of course, most people thought it was just dogs barking nonsense. 


  


  However, Grid was often confused and unsettled. 


  


  The more he knew the NPCs, the more he thought of them as living beings. The more he respected and communicated with them, the more he wondered if they really had souls? 


  


   Since ancient times, how many civilizations believed that gods inhabited objects? 


  


  Especially if the object was an NPC who was the same as a human.


  


  “Sigh...”


  


  He had made up his mind not to think too deeply. 


  


  Grid let out a breath as he shook off his thoughts and moved to the smithy. Then he sent a whisper to Yura. 


  


  


  -I’m sorry. I’ll think I’ll have to learn how to craft a magic engineering gun later. 


  


  Originally, Grid planned how to craft a magic gun from Cradle. However, he was forced to postpone it because the scientist Margaret wasn’t in the laboratory.


  


  She didn’t even attend the party celebrating the liberation of the empress’ soul so she couldn’t be urged. 


  


  -Why are you apologizing? I’m just grateful for your concern. 


  


  -Thank you. 


  


  He finished his conversation with Yura, walked a bit further, and arrived at the smithy. Grid left Mercedes to guard the surroundings, and Panmir and the other blacksmiths welcomed him. 


  


  He gathered together all the craftsmen and brought out the ether diamonds. 


  


  “Can you smelt this?” 


  


  “It isn’t impossible... however, I think the probability of success is less than 20%.”


  


  It was a material that even the dwarf craftsmen were hard to work with. 


  


  Grid thanked Panmir for his honest confession and gave the craftsmen 10 ether diamonds. 


  


  “Try it.”


  


  “Isn’t this a mineral that is only obtained from Talima? The loss of such a precious item will be too great...”


  


  “If it can help you grow then it isn’t a loss, even if I lose a billion won.” 


  


  Grid had easily smelted most minerals from the beginning, but it was different for ordinary people. 


  


  Many minerals that were obtained at an expensive price were wasted after they failed to be smelted. 


  


  This was why blacksmith players only bought minerals that were easy to smelt and made items to be sold for money. 


  


  It was a smart way to increase wealth, but it wasn’t very helpful for growth. 


  


   It was because compared to smelting a mineral that was easy to smelt, smelting high difficulty minerals gave more skill experience. 


  


  “Thank you for all your work.”


  


  “It was nothing.” 


  


  Grid smiled at Panmir and the craftsmen and left the smithy. 


  


  The next people he met were Lauel and Rabbit. 


  


  “Use them properly.”


  


  “This is what Ke ong mentioned...” 


  


  A total of 98 artificial elementals was placed on the round table. 


  


  Lauel and Rabbit’s eyes sparkled when they checked the performance.


  


  “It will save a significant amount of labor in each area.”


  


  “I’m glad that we can save money on labor costs.” 


  


  Grid told them, “In the future, 52 additional elementals will be added every year. You should know this.” 


  


  “Is it impossible to produce it in the Overgeared Kingdom?” 


  


  “It isn’t possible. It can only be made by the dwarves, regardless of skill.” 


  


  “Um... Unfortunately, it can’t be helped.” 


  


  Busy. He was busy. He left Lauel and Rabbit, who were discussing how to extract the ultimate efficiency from the artificial elementals. Then his next stop was Braham’s study. 


  


  Braham looked picturesque as he read by the sun-drenched window. 


  


  “Isn’t it strange for a vampire to love the sun?” 


  


  “Bah. Tell me why you came here.”


  


   “That... is there any way to get through the dragon’s barrier with Teleport? It seemed to be a barrier that blocks movement magic arrays and disturbs the coordinates.” 


  


  “It is impossible at the level of that school’s long-eared person. Even if a person lives for a thousand or ten thousand years, they won’t be able to pass the dragon’s barrier.” 


  


  The school’s long-eared person meant the one Grid normally used as a means of transportation, the academy’s principal, Sticks. Even Grid didn’t have the guts to use Braham as a movement vehicle. 


  


  Therefore, Braham seemed to think that Grid was referring to Sticks’ Teleport. 


  


  Grid rephrased his question, “Braham, what about your Teleport?”


  


  Braham finally raised his gaze from the book. HIs red eyes staring at Grid were as cold as usual. It was like cold wind. 


  


  “A lot of magic is derived from the dragons. A prime example is Polymorph and Teleport.” 


  


  “Then... are you saying your Teleport won’t work either?” 


  


  This was bad. Grid might not be able to interact with Talima as Antrino feared. 


  


  Grid’s face was stiff when he noticed something strange. 


  


  Braham’s eyes changed. An eager desire had settled in his eyes. 


  


  “The ultimate purpose of my magic is to kill a dragon.” 


  


  The purpose of punishing hell and honoring his mother’s soul was because he was her child, the purpose of killing Marie Rose was a type of arrogance, but killing a dragon was the aspiration of the legendary magician Braham. 


  


  Surviving a dragon—Braham was often proud of this achievement, but it was only hypocrisy. In fact, Braham wanted to get rid of the past. His ego was too strong to tolerate his old self who ran away without looking back. 


  


  “I...” 


  


  Braham approached and grabbed Grid’s wrist. 


  


  Subsequently, the scene in front of Grid changed. 


  


  It was a huge cavern that was hard to measure the size.


  


  Grid and Braham stood in this cavern. 


  


  “This place...?” 


  


  Grid’s eyes widened as he looked around in a flustered manner. 


  


  The sight that surprised him wasn’t the mountain of treasure piled up one one side of the cavern. 


  


  Four artificial elementals were cleaning with brooms everywhere. 


  


  Grid noticed something from the appearance of the artificial elements who had darker and more beautiful colors than those from Talima. 


  


  “D-Don’t tell me.” 


  


  It was as expected. 


  


  [You are the first player to enter Fire Dragon Trauka’s nest!] 


  


  “Oh, these look pretty good?” 


  


  “......!”


  


  Grid was frightened. The guardian of Talima—Braham was talking about none other than the four artificial elemental kings. 


  


  Braham spoke to Grid who was lost in absurdity, “A dragon’s barrier? Bah. This body has surpassed it a long time ago.”


  


   ...No, why was this person so imposing? 


  


  There wasn’t only one or two things to tackle. 


  


  Grid stared at this thief who was talking with a smile. 




  Chapter 1272


  Lantier wasn’t the name of a particular person. Instead, it was a title given to the leader of Eclipse, the strongest assassination group in the past, to keep them anonymous. However, once the 25th Lantier became a legend, a misconception took root in the world. 


  


  “The name of the night, who caused death just by speaking, started to be hailed as an object of awe. He unintentionally came out of the shadows and lost his essence. Since then, Eclipse’s position was shaken.” 


  


  King of Shadows, Kasim—he had been teaching Faker how to use Lantier’s techniques for the past few years and today, he was telling the story of Eclipse for the first time. As of today, he seemed to have opened his heart to Faker who had mastered Lantier’s techniques. Learning Lantier’s techniques meant one was qualified to become Lantier. 


  


  Faker now had to study and understand Eclipse. It was his new duty. 


  


  “Eclipse was brought out into the sun along with Lantier and soon became familiar to the public. It lost its mystique. Since it was constantly being mentioned and attracted attention, clients became reluctant to commission jobs.” 


  


  It was an assassination organization. 


  


  They had to do everything in secret so there was nothing good about the public’s attention. Due to the unexpected circumstances, there were various restrictions and people’s requests were noticeably reduced. The assassins of the organization who absolutely obeyed Lantier expressed their dissatisfaction with Lantier and little by little, the hierarchy of the organization invisibly collapsed. 


  


  “The 25th Lantier felt a sense of responsibility and retired, but nothing improved. The organization's forces were rapidly weakened and the information network that occupied the entire West Continent stopped operating. The strongest assassination group fell to an ordinary level.” 


  


  The real problem was something else—Eclipse’s system of kidnapping talented boys from all over the continent and training them as assassins collapsed, leaving no talents to succeed Lantier’s name. Gradually, Lantier’s techniques declined and by the time it reached the 32nd Lantier, the mentor of Kasim and Doran, most of the skills had been lost. 


  


  “You need to browse the records of the former Lantiers in order to explore Lantier’s true techniques. However, it has been a long time since I’ve lost contact with Eclipse. Their current location can’t be determined.” 


  


  “How did you lose contact?”


  


  As the direct disciple of the 32nd Lantier, Kasim was Eclipse’s successor and thus, Faker was a bit puzzled about how Eclipse’s successor lost contact with Eclipse. 


  


  After hearing Faker’s question, Kasim explained, “There were signs of a civil war in Eclipse from the time that Master retired. The cause was Doran and I. As you know, we only each acquired half the techniques due to our lack of talent. Therefore, the members of the organization were anxious. Master was convinced that Doran and I could work together to become one Lantier, but... even Doran and I, the people involved, wondered if that was possible. This meant the distrust of the other members was even greater.” 


  


  “Did a rebellion eventually happen?” 


  


  “Yes, two men who had the support of the executives drove out my aging master. Master was greatly hurt in the process of escaping with us. He taught us in the mountains and died a few years later.” 


  


  “......”


  


  “After he passed away, Doran chose to live a normal life, but it was different for me. I sharpened my weapons to get revenge on the empire and at the same time, I tracked Eclipse’s whereabouts. I wanted to regain the records of the previous Lantiers that only the legitimate heirs could read in order to gain more power. However, it was almost impossible for me to track down Eclipse’s whereabouts on my own.” 


  


  “......”


  


  “It is just that recently, I found a very important trail. Eclipse remains in the empire’s underworld.” 


  


  Empress Basara had invited Irene and Lord to the empire. At that time, Kasim acted as escort and observed the interior of the empire he once wanted revenge on. He thought about what would’ve happened if he insisted on fighting the empire to the end. He imagined himself trapped in the Abyss so he visited it with a depressed heart. Then he saw traces of Eclipse. 


  


  “Are you saying that some of the prisoners have something to do with Eclipse?” Faker asked. 


  


  He was originally quiet. The fact that he was actively leading the conversation was proof of his desire to become Lantier. Kasim replied with a happy heart, “That’s right. It is reasonable to make that speculation.” 


  


  “I understand. I will ask to escort the queen and prince when they leave.” 


  


  He had a clue and only action remained. The empire was in a favorable relationship with the Overgeared Kingdom so there was a high possibility he could investigate the Abyss. Faker bowed to Kasim and left. His appearance that melted into the shadows and disappeared from view gave Kasim hope. 


  


  “Lantier... is he resurrected?”


  


  *** 


  


  The world was divided into three main categories—Hell, the ground, and Heaven. 


  


  The West Continent and East Continent might be completely separated, but they were ultimately bound to the category of ‘the ground.’ Dragon lairs were the exception. Dragon lairs were located on the ground, but they were considered a completely separate area from the ground. 


  


  For the people who regarded the dragons as gods of the ground, it was a sacred and inviolable field. For the people who regarded dragons as a threat to humanity, it was no different from hell. In other words, it was both heaven and hell. There were few idiots who dared to enter a dragon’s lair on their own. Now one idiot was by Grid’s side. 


  


  [You are the first player to enter Fire Dragon Trauka’s nest!] 


  


  [Your feat of breaking through the high level magic traps and horde of monsters defending the dragon’s lair will become a legend.]


  


  [The transcendent status will be opened as a first entry reward.] 


  


  [Transcendence has already been opened.]


  


  [The change in the reward will increase the level of transcendence by one stage.] 


  


  [The probability of attacking a weak point is slightly increased.] 


  


  


  [The probability of blocking attacks to your weak points is slightly increased.] 


  


  “A dragon’s barrier? Bah. This body has surpassed it a long time ago.” 


  


  “......”


  


  The dragon’s lair was an important space. The reward for visiting it first was to become a transcendent. It was equivalent to the reward for writing an epic. Visiting a lair was a great feat. It was an unexpected reward for Grid, but he wasn’t happy at all. 


  


  “First of all, put that down.” Grid calmed Braham who was holding onto the necks of the elemental kings. He had experienced Braham’s trolling many times and was anxious and afraid. It was difficult to think that the fire dragon wouldn’t be prepared after Braham stole from him once. 


  


  “What if there is tracking magic? Won’t we be caught by the fire dragon if there is such a thing? I will be pursued and I won’t be the only one destroyed. It is the Overgeared Kingdom as well.” 


  


  Grid’s concerns were valid, but Braham just scoffed. “You don’t understand the character of a dragon at all.” 


  


  “...?"


  


  “What countermeasures should be taken to prevent the occurrence of a thief? Bah, he has to be aware of thieves first. You have no idea how high a dragon’s position is. A dragon doesn’t pay attention to any creature except itself, not even the gods.” 


  


  ‘You know that you’re a thief.’ 


  


  Grid clicked his tongue and demanded a clear answer. “So there will be no traces of us left even if you steal everything here?” 


  


  “That’s right.” 


  


  “...Is this a true story?” 


  


  Braham's confident expression gave Grid confidence. Grid’s gaze turned to a corner of the lair. Dragons truly did like shiny things. All types of gold coins and gemstones formed mountains. 


  


  ‘How much is all of this?’ 


  


  Grid’s eyes filled with greed. He gradually approached the mountains of treasure while preparing to send a whisper to the 10 meritorious retainers to get ready as many sacks as possible. 


  


  -Intruder.Alert, intruders.


  


  -Step back or we will make you do so with force.


  


  The four elemental kings, who were caught by the neck by Braham, started to talk all at once. It seemed an anti-theft system was installed in them.


  


  ‘Is this the reason why Trauka took the elemental kings from the dwarves?’


  


  Contrary to Braham’s speculation, the fire dragon seemed to be wary of thieves. His pride was just too high to set a trap openly so he built a defense using the elemental kings that were ‘snatched from the dwarves by chance.’ Braham noticed this and laughed. “Kukuk!Kuhahahat! The lizard jerks are no different!” 


  


  “Why are you laughing now?” 


  


  The disgusted Grid released the elemental kings who were being held by Braham. He was really afraid of future trouble if he crossed a line. Braham didn’t seem to like Grid’s attitude, but he immediately controlled his expression. 


  


   Grid told Braham, “...The survival of the kingdom is at stake.”


  


  “Che. I understand.” 


  


  He had no choice but to be convinced. If the fire dragon was stimulated more than necessary, the entire continent might perish. Braham could only yield. 


  


  “Let’s go back... Huh?”Grid was rushing Braham to leave only to stop in place. His gaze was focused on a stone wall of the treasure warehouse. “T-This?” 


  


  A fire stone with the dragon’s breath—it was a mineral recorded in his dictionary of minerals that had been rapidly filled with information thanks to Antrino. It was described as a mineral with a very low probability of growing on stone walls that had been exposed to a dragon breath for at least 200 years. The attributes of the mineral could change depending on the attributes of the dragons. 


  


  “......?” Braham shook his head as he was grumbling and preparing the Teleport magic. The sight of Grid with bloodshot eyes and a runny nose made Braham a bit uneasy. 


  


  Grid requested, “These guys... can you quietly take care of them?” 


  


  Grid was pointing to the elemental kings. Braham sighed as his gaze alternated between the elemental kings and Grid. “What happened to all the things you were worried about a little while ago? It is better to neutralize them rather than destroy them and provoke the fire dragon.” 


  


  Braham’s mental world was manifested. Braham locked the elemental kings up in there and warned Grid, “Five minutes. If you don’t do it in five minutes, the fire dragon will sense the anomaly and come back.” 


  


  The manifestation of the mental world had a very strong ripple effect. Fire Dragon Trauka would soon notice that something strange had invaded his place. Grid received Braham’s warning and pulled out his pickaxe. 




  Chapter 1273


  The S.A Group collected the food and culture of all the regions in the world and reflected it in Satisfy. Additionally, Satisfy’s food culture was so vast and wonderful that hundreds of unique ingredients existed only in Satisfy. It wasn’t uncommon for people who enjoyed gastronomy to play the game and say, ‘What new food shall I enjoy today?’ At this time, many people connected to Satisfy with expectations... 


  


  [Reinhardt’s Korean Restaurant] 


  


  Peak Sword, one of the 10 meritorious retainers, visited a Koran restaurant as usual.


  


  “I really like perilla leaves.” 


  


  He used the chopsticks in a reverent manner. Peak Sword picked up a piece of pork belly, placed it on a perilla leaf, and asked the young man sitting at the same table as him, “Why do you think that is?” 


  


  “That...” 


  


  The ID of the young man sitting down facing Peak Sword was Dae Dokman. As a VVIP member of the Korean Patriotic Association, he originally enjoyed Satisfy as a leisurely activity. Then Peak Sword discovered that his gaming talent was high and turned him into a full-time gamer and Peak Sword’s apprentice. 


  


  Dae Dokman thought carefully and answered, “It is delicious to eat it raw or seasoned. It is good with kimchi, soy sauce, soybean paste, and... isn’t it because it is delicious no matter how you eat it?” 


  


  “Huhu, it is half the right answer.” 


  


  Peak Sword shook his head with a full mouth. His cheeks were puffed up due to the pork belly and white rice while his expression was bitter and he seemed to be lost in distant thoughts. “Gulp. Of course, perilla leaves are delicious. They are so delicious I can eat them for three meals every day without getting tired of it. However, I don’t just like perilla leaves for such a simple reason.” 


  


  Peak Sword’s eyes flashed sharply—it was like looking at a blade. “There is power in the leaves.” 


  


  “......?" 


  


  "The power to discern the DNA of Korean people!” 


  


  “...It can discern the DNA of Korean people?” 


  


  “Yes, only the people of South Korea feel that the leaves are delicious.” 


  


  “......?!” 


  


  “Liking perilla leaves proves that a person is of pure South Korean descent. How about it? Isn’t it truly mysterious and romantic?” 


  


  “That... Chairman-nim, there are people in South Korea who don’t like perilla leaves. What does that mean?” 


  


  “Perhaps there are foreigners among their ancestors.” 


  


  “I was told there is a local dish in Turkey that is soup with perilla leaves.”


  


  “Turkey isn’t a brother country for nothing.” 


  


  “Indeed...! That’s it! I’m getting goosebumps at the thought!” 


  


  “In the future, let’s eat perilla leaves every day. Awaken the DNA of the Korean people that flows through your body while savoring the taste and aroma. Don’t forget that King Sejong and General Yi Sunshin are our ancestors!” 


  


  “Yes! I will keep that in mind!” 


  


  Someone else muttered, “...Is it necessary to report a business obstruction? Every time that man comes, many guests stop entering.” 


  


  “Leave it. The public security forces can’t do anything against the 10 meritorious retainers.” 


  


  It happened as a conversation between a priest and the resentful restaurant owner was occurring... 


  


  [King Grid is calling you.] 


  


  “......!”


  


  Peak Sword had just brought warm white rice wrapped in a perilla leaf to his mouth when he abruptly stood up. It was a call from Grid! He was glad that he waited to be contacted after hearing that Grid returned to Reinhardt today. 


  


  “Chairman-nim?” 


  


  “God Grid is looking for me. He must want to see me quickly if he is even using the Knight Summoning skill... Huhu, it is truly God Grid.” 


  


  “God Grid, who is the lantern of humanity beyond the leaders of South Korea, is personally calling you...!” 


  


  “One of the few people that God Grid relies on is me, the chairman of the Korean Patriotic Association.” 


  


  “As expected of Chairman-nim! Your heart is majestic!” 


  


  “Please finish the meal alone. My reunion with my friend might last a long time.”


  


  “Yes! Master!” 


  


  Dae Dokman watched as his master disappeared, leaving behind only remnants of light. 


  


  *** 


  


  “God Grid! Were you looking for me?!”


  


  They were both staying in Reinhardt. Grid could send a whisper telling Peak Sword to come over straight away. Why was it necessary to use the Knight Summoning skill? 


  


  ‘How quickly did he want to see me...?’ 


  


  Grid didn’t even look back at the joyfully smiling Peak Sword. “You came quickly. Grab a pickaxe.”


  


  “Ah, yes, yes... Huh?” 


  


  Pickaxe? Wait, where was he? He thought it would be the royal palace or the smithy, but it was an unfamiliar place. It was a huge cave with a natural entrance. On one side were mountains of treasure. 


  


  “...A dragon’s lair?” Peak Sword confirmed that he had entered the lair of Fire Dragon Trauka and was terrified. 


  


  Grid still didn’t look back as he urged Peak Sword, “Quickly! There’s no time!”


  


  “Eh? Uh, yes...” 


  


  Peak Sword pulled out his pickaxe and approached Grid. He found a red stone embedded deep in one side of the flat stone wall and was astonished. 


  


  


  “Fire stone?” 


  


  The very first day that he met Grid on Cork Island—the minerals that grew there were the fire stones that appeared whenever Hell Gao emerged. He was worried that the terrible Hell Gao would be resurrected here. Grid shook his head. “It is a fire stone, but it isn’t an ordinary fire stone. It is a fire stone with the dragon’s breath.” 


  


  “The breath of the fire dragon?”


  


  “In a nutshell, it is a breath. This will be the material of my new sword.” 


  


  Of course, Grid had the Red Phoenix’s Breath. The weapons made from the Red Phoenix’s Breath also emitted fire. However, the Red Phoenix’s Breath gave additional effects such as healing allies with divine power. It was obviously inferior to a dragon’s breath when viewed from an aggressive standpoint. 


  


  “A sword that shoots a breath!”


  


  Peak Sword was thrilled when he heard it and laughed. 


  


  Kaaang!Kaaang! How long had it been since they mined together? They stood side by side and recalled the first time they met each other. The battle against Hell Gao and the war against the Gauss Army swept through their minds. 


  


  ‘Together...’ 


  


  ‘...We’ve been through so much.’


  


  They had always been a strength for each other. It wasn’t important who had given more help to the other person. It was great and fun to be with this person—just like right now. 


  


  [The level of Mining has increased!]


  


  [The level of Mining has increased!] 


  


  Who could experience mining a fire stone in a dragon’s lair? The fire stone gradually revealed its beautiful appearance and Grid and Peak Sword’s mining technique developed rapidly. The two extremely focused men felt joy. However, this joy was short-lived. A cold reality was waiting for them. 


  


  “There are 40 seconds left.” 


  


  “......!”


  


  They were so focused that they forgot the passage of time. Grid woke up from his thoughts after hearing Braham’s voice that didn’t match the atmosphere. Grid accelerated the speed of his pickaxe while Peak Sword sensibly noticed the situation. 


  


  Then Peak Sword warned, “I think the stone will be damaged if we rush.” 


  


  Mining wasn’t a skill that uses speed. It had to be mined without damaging the mineral as much as possible in order to obtain a high-grade mineral. Even the same minerals had different grades so Peak Sword wanted to be careful. It wasn’t a mineral that could be obtained twice. It was naturally the same for Grid. However, there was no time. 


  


  “We need time to wipe out our traces before Trauka arrives. He will track us to the ends of hell if we leave even a trace of dirt behind. There are 20 seconds left,” Braham explained, making Grid even more anxious. Braham himself could easily avoid Trauka’s tracking. He could change the nature of his magic power itself to deceive Trauka, even if residual traces of his magic power were left here. 


  


  However, Grid and Peak Sword were different. Even Braham couldn’t change the magic power of others in such a short time. The traces of the two men must be erased. 


  


  ‘Shit...!’


  


  Now, approximately one-third of the fire stone could be seen. He had to decide if he could mine it in 20 seconds.


  


  ‘It is better to be greedy then to not get it!’ 


  


  Grid was gripped by evil feelings and raised the pickaxe high. Then he hesitated again as he was about to lower it. If a quarter of the stone was damaged, it would be evaluated as inferior. 


  


  “15 seconds.” 


  


  “Gasp!” 


  


  Yes, he couldn’t hesitate. Grid regained his mind and was about to lower the pickaxe. 


  


  “Wait!” Peak Sword grabbed Grid’s raised arm. Peak Sword had been forced to acquire the mining skill and he had trained in it for a long time so his skill level was much higher than that of Grid’s. “Leave it to me!” 


  


  Peak Sword used the pickaxe as a lever to make a very small gap between the stone and the wall and then Peak Sword reached his hand into this gap. 


  


  “What...?! Peak Sword!” Grid frowned involuntarily. 


  


  The sound of Peak Sword’s hand breaking from the extreme pressure rang through the cave in an eerie manner. 


  


  “I...! Trust me!” 


  


  Peak Sword’s face was pale as he gave more strength to his broken hand. Grid had experienced the pain of fractures several times so he felt all the hair on his body rising. Peak Sword continued to take on a pain similar to stubbing his little toe. It was creepy imagining how much pain Peak Sword would be in. 


  


  “Peak Sword!” 


  


  “Five seconds.” 


  


  “Just a bit...! Just a bit more!” 


  


  Blood flowed from the lip that Peak Sword was biting. 


  


  “Three seconds.”


  


  “A bit more... more!” 


  


  Peak Sword’s entire body was trembling. His legs weakened and it seemed like he was on the verge of falling down. However, Peak Sword didn’t release the strength in his fingertips. The hands that were about to turn to powder pushed deeper into the gap in the wall to push out the fire stone.


  


  “One second.” 


  


  At the end of the time limit, the red stone burst out. Grid supported Peak Sword, whose hand was completely broken and called the God Hand to catch the stone. 


  


  “Leave.” 


  


  Braham released the image world, got rid of all their traces, and put his hands on Grid and Peak Sword’s shoulders. Mass Teleport was only used after confirming that the God Hand had picked up the fire stone and returned to Grid. Braham had grasped the intelligence of the elemental kings and his warning echoed in the empty space. 


  


  “Don’t comment on what you’ve seen today. I will destroy Talima the moment you ignore my warning.” 


  


  -……


  


  The elemental kings nodded repeatedly at the empty air.




  Chapter 1274


  “Are you okay?” 


  


  “I will be better after drinking some potions.” Peak Sword smiled and waved his hand at the anxious Grid. His bright smile made Grid’s expression darker. The dead could revive and slight wounds could be healed, but it was still painful. There might be a set limit to pain in the game, but Grid still wasn’t willing to accept it. It was why many of the two billion players preferred non-combat classes or chose archers, magicians, etc. 


  


  “...Don’t overdo it next time,” Grid declared coldly. It was intended to hide his feelings, but it couldn’t be hidden. Peak Sword knew Grid’s nature because he was Grid’s first fan. 


  


  “Ah, really. A person who dies every day is sensitive about someone’s hand being damaged.” 


  


  “It is at least a month before I die. What is every day? Additionally, it doesn’t hurt after death but a fracture is very painful.” 


  


  “It is a problem for us when you die, whether it is once a month or every day. I know. I know. I understand so lose that expression. God Grid, stop worrying.” 


  


  In the end, Grid smiled at Peak Sword who surrendered and then looked at the shining stone in his hand. 


  


  [Fire Stone Filled with the Breath of the Fire Dragon] 


  


  [Rating: Myth


  


  A mineral that was born after ingesting Fire Dragon Trauka’s breath for 200 years. 


  


  An unnamed miner risked his life and succeeded in mining it. 


  


  Weight: 10] 


  


  Why did only one fire stone grow in that huge lair? 


  


  “The dragon’s breath sometimes changes the nature of matter. However, most substances can’t bear the change in nature and will be destroyed. This one was able to hold on,” Braham explained the reason and tapped the fire stone. 


  


  It was an admiring attitude. The myth-rated mineral was remarkable even to Braham. 


  


  ‘What type of sword will be born?’ 


  


  The unfortunate part was that it wasn’t ‘iron’ but ‘stone.’ This wasn’t the stone age so the value of stone-made equipment was bound to be low. However, Grid was a legendary blacksmith. He didn’t blame the materials. He had to use his skills to sharpen the stone so it was like steel. A fire stone with the breath of the fire dragon, who had existed since the beginning... 


  


  “I’ll focus on working on it for the next few days.” 


  


  Grid had no worries now that he knew he could come and go from Talima at any time. 


  


  Peak Sword cheered on Grid who headed straight for the smithy. 


  


  *** 


  


  ‘It is completely different from when I came previously?’ 


  


  This was Jishuka’s impression when she came to the East Continent after a long time. 


  


  The people of the Cho Kingdom used to be anxious and wary toward the foreigners from the West Continent. Now they were full of energy. No matter where she went, they treated the players kindly and welcomed them. Thus, she wondered if this was Grid’s power. 


  


  ‘Grid, you’ve changed the world while I’ve been trying to gain a few levels.’ 


  


  He was truly a great person. He deserved her love. Jishuka smiled happily as she quickened her pace. She arrived at the capital of the Cho Kingdom in just two days. 


  


  ‘I will take a day off before leaving.’


  


  She still had a long way to go. Jishuka’s destination was the Xing Kingdom. Her quest was to find the ‘Breaking Evil Arrow’ at the shrine here.


  


   ‘I don’t know why I should get it.’ 


  


  The Breaking Evil Arrow, as the name suggested, was an arrow that destroyed unclean beings. In other words, it was an arrow that dealt additional damage to existences such as undead, ghosts, and demonkin. Jishuka wasn’t satisfied. Mithril arrows that were fatal to the undead and demonkin were already popular in the West Continent. 


  


  ‘Of course, the Breaking Evil Arrow has a higher concept than the mithril arrows.’ 


  


  She was told it was a divine arrow. The Breaking Evil Arrow would naturally be better than the mithril arrow. However, was it better than the mithril arrows used by Jishuka? Jishuka wasn’t convinced that this was the case. It was because she currently wasn’t using normal mithril arrows, but instead mithril arrows made by Grid. It was impossible to be fascinated with the Breaking Evil Arrows from Jishuka’s position when she already had mithril arrows three times more powerful than normal mithril arrows. 


  


  She didn’t feel good because she needed to waste a few days obtaining the arrows. She would’ve quit the quest if it wasn't her class quest. 


  


  “...Hrmm.”


  


  A ten-story pavilion—the look in Jishuka’s eyes changed as she entered the largest and most gorgeous inn in the capital of Cho, Kars—the Wind Lantern Inn. She already felt something strange just from walking the streets. The people of Kars looked gloomy, as if they had experienced a type of disaster. 


  


  ‘Why is the atmosphere of the capital so gloomy?’ 


  


  All the other areas of the Cho Kingdom had a bright atmosphere. Why did the people of the capital look like this? The vigilant Jishula called out to the waiter, “The menu please. Ah.”


  


  The Cho Kingdom was a place where both east and west culture co-existed. How could she speak English after visiting such an obviously Oriental inn? Jishuka felt regret for a moment but fortunately, there were no communication problems. 


  


  “Yep. Here’s the menu.” 


  


  “Is basic English necessary to be a waiter....?” 


  


  “Huh?" 


  


  “Nothing, I was just talking to myself.”


  


  The waiter was around 15 years old. Jishuka smiled at the boy and gave him a silver coin as a tip. The boy, who had already been enjoying Jishuka’s beauty, was delighted after receiving the coin and treated her as a young master. He soon served the food and Jishuka asked him, “What happened? 


  


  Everyone’s facial expressions are so uncomfortable. 


  


  “Ah, that...” 


  


  The power of beauty and tips was awesome. 


  


  The boy sincerely answered Jishuka’s question, “Zombies and skeletons have been appearing every night this week and wandering through the city. All the people of the capital are uneasy and unable to sleep. They couldn’t sleep at all because they have been fighting with a broom all night to drive the zombies away from their front yards.” 


  


  


  “Undead appeared in the middle of a capital with such strict defenses?” 


  


  “It isn’t just in the middle. They crawled out of every corner. The kingdom says that a wicked daoist is staying in the capital and playing tricks... Therefore, you should be careful. People’s gazes toward foreigners aren’t very good these days.”


  


  ‘I can’t understand it.’


  


  The guardian god of the Cho Kingdom was the red phoenix. Grid’s revival of the red phoenix blessed the entire nation and the sacred flames of the red phoenix had the power to destroy all evil. Yet undead appeared every night? 


  


  ‘It is clear that someone is deliberately releasing the undead...’ 


  


  Who was so strong that they could summon undead that could withstand the flames of the red phoenix? This was really a level of skill that went beyond common sense. 


  


  ‘...Wait?’ A chill went down Jishuka’s spine. She focused on the mention of ‘zombies,’ not ‘jiangshi.’ 


  


  “Did you say they are skeletons and zombies?” 


  


  “Yes.” 


  


  “There are zombies in the East Continent?” 


  


  “It isn’t impossible, but... it is hard to see them. The daoists of the East Continent make jiangshi, not zombies.” 


  


  In the end, this was the work of a necromancer from the West Continent. Jishuka remembered the face of a madman and asked the waiter again, “The soldiers must be exhausted as well?” 


  


  “Yes... They haven’t been able to sleep for a week because they have been fighting the undead... All the soldiers are having a hard time.” 


  


  ‘I think this is more serious than expected?’


  


  Jishuka got up from her seat and walked out of the inn. She observed and grasped the location of the inn and the surrounding topography. The last place she stared at was the top floor of the inn. 


  


  “Is there an empty room?” 


  


  “Yes, that place is always empty. As you can see, it is a room that uses the entire top floor so the accommodation fee is very expensive. Even the nobles and wealthy people from other lands were reluctant to stay there.” 


  


  “I’ll rent it for a few days.”


  


  “Huh? No, Customer. One night in that room is worth dozens of nights in other rooms...” 


  


  He didn’t want to fill the stomach of the boss who said he wanted to catch a pushover. Jishuka threw a small bag at the waiter who was trying to persuade her. 


  


  “This should be enough.” 


  


  “...Gasp!”


  


  The waiter’s eyes widened when he opened the bag. It was the first time the boy had seen so many gold coins even though he was working at Kars’ largest inn. Jishuka sighed. ‘I managed to save a little bit only to use it all up again.’


  


  She still had quite a bit left to pay back Grid so she was troubled. However, Jishuka had no intention of missing this opportunity. 


  


  The inn owner welcomed her, “Oh my, welcome, welcome! The Wind Lantern Inn is dedicated to serving the princess!” 


  


  “The meals will be room service.”


  


   “I will do so!”


  


   ‘He looks like a money-obsessed ghost.’


  


  Jishuka stared coldly as the inn owner hurriedly ran out of the room. Then she went out to the terrace and activated Hawk Eyes. 


  


  ‘Good.’ 


  


  It was as expected. All of Kars filled her field of view. All the routes to the major facilities, including the palace, could be seen. 


  


  “Now you are all dead.” 


  


   Jishuka smiled deeper and her eyes flashed like a hawk who captured the prey. 


  


  *** 


  


  Stones were weak to heat. Unlike iron, they didn’t melt in fire. They broke apart or were burned. It wasn’t about smelting and tempering when it comes to making things out of stone. It was about meticulous work. 


  


  ‘This is a myth-rated mineral.’


  


   It would be a weapon of the greatest power just by making it into a blade. This was what Grid thought... 


  


  “Groan...”


  


  He soon realized that he had misjudged. The Fire Stone Filled with the Breath of the Fire Dragon couldn’t be broken no matter how hard he struck it. There were no scratches at all. 


  


  ‘What am I supposed to do?’ 


  


  Grid’s struggles continued. He kept hammering on the fire stone until his stamina ran out. He even improved by changing to a high-grade saw. However, the fire stone didn’t budge.


  


  “Gasp.Gasp...”


  


  Grid’s hand, holding the hammer, convulsed. What should he do? Grid was forced to admit that his methods were wrong. He forgot about the passage of time and concentrated on thinking. Finally, a rooster’s cry echoed through the tranquil streets as a new morning was announced. 


  


  The dozing blacksmiths, who didn’t dare leave work when the king remained, opened their eyes all at once. At the same time, lightning struck inside Grid’s head. A stone filled with the breath of the fire dragon. It had probably been exposed to the hottest heat in the world. It was also for 200 years. Was it right to look at it like a stone? 


  


  He burned the white phosphorus wood. Grid raised the temperature of the furnace to its maximum and threw in the fire stone without hesitation. 




  Chapter 1275


  “Did you eat first today? Sorry, I should’ve woken up a bit earlier.” 


  A broad smile and a relaxed tone—who would’ve believed that Agnus was the owner of the eyes that were warmer than the sun? The nickname of ‘Mad Dog’ might be too harsh for him. 


  ‘...What?’ 


  The doctor, Hera, watched Agnus’ gentleness and shook her head. Was it normal for a human to treat the dead as a lover? He truly was as crazy as the rumors.


  “...Are you going to be harassing people tonight?” 


  A month—this was how long the doctor Hera had been captured by Agnus. Of course, she could run away at any time. She was a player and the only thing that could bind a player’s freedom was the laws of the nation and the power of certain NPCs. 


  However, Hera didn’t run away from Agnus. In the first week, it was because she was afraid. Later, she became interested. Why on earth did he love a rotting doll? 


  In this stinking dining room, Agnus kissed the rotting cheek of a doll in a beautiful dress. Then he turned to Hera. The eyes that seemed like sunshine cooled down like mercury. “You are asking something obvious. The march of the night won’t stop until the only living people on this land are the three of us.”


  “Three... you, me, and who else?” Hera asked with courage as she alternated looking between the doll staring at the ceiling with no focus and the lich hiding in the shade of a tree and carving a jewel. 


  Agnus responded like it was absurd, “Are you joking?”


  He looked like he didn’t understand. Hera saw his hand on the doll’s shoulder and was forced to admit it—Agnus believed that the doll with the name ‘Luna Carlin’ above her head was alive. The fork, which had been in a precarious state for quite some time, fell under the table. It was the fork held in Luna Carlin’s hand. The plate in front of her was untouched. 


  However, it looked different in Agnus’ eyes. “You ate everything. Then I’ll get rid of it.” 


  Agnus threw the leftovers and utensils into the trash can and turned his attention to the lich Pauld. Pauld’s appearance was no different from when he was alive apart from his skin being strangely white and cold. He was an eternal youth apart from the fact that he wasn’t breathing.


  Agnus asked, “Are you done?” 


  “Yes.” 


  Pauld gave Agnus the ring that he had been carefully crafting over the past week. The Ring of Absurdity—Pauld’s masterpiece that reduced the consumption of all resources was revived more brilliantly to reflect the new era. Agnus placed the beautiful, shining ring on his finger and laughed. “I can do even more tonight.” 


  The night was sure to come. A cold night that subdued the divine flames soaking this land. Once it came, the dead would crawl out and harm the living. Every day, the number of living would decrease and the number of dead would increase. 


  Agnus smiled coldly and stared at the palace in the distance. “You should’ve just given it to me.” 


  *** 


  Blacksmiths were those who touched iron filled with heat. Blacksmiths were never afraid of fire. However, fire to this extent... 


  “Oh...!” 


  Grid started to use the bellows and the reddish furnace affected the smithy. It wasn’t this hot even standing in the middle of Reidan’s desert. The bodies of the blacksmiths behind him immediately became drenched in sweat. Someone immediately took off their clothes and threw them away. He was worried that his clothes wouldn’t be able to withstand the heat and would burn. The heat was this hot. 


  “Th...is.” 


  The 1st ranked blacksmith, Panmir—even he couldn’t stand it and had to take a step back. He was deprived of his ability to breathe in this heated space and wanted to run out like the other blacksmiths. However, he endured it and kept watching. The best flames produced by the best blacksmith were imprinted in his eyes and mind. The goal of his life was reformed in this moment. 


  “Cough, cough...!” Panmir eventually couldn’t stand it and left the smithy. 


  “Gasp... Gasp...” 


  Grid’s use of the bellows accelerated even more. The furnace in front of him was an orange color and was on the verge of melting. Even so, Grid didn’t stop the bellows. They were fast but regular movements. He stepped on the bellows like it was a sword dance. 


  The fire stone in the furnace still had its original shape. It seemed to be ridiculing him for trying to dominate it with this much after it endured the fire dragon’s breath for 200 years. The surface of the furnace started to melt, but the fire stone in the furnace was still fine. This stone was far beyond the flames. It seemed to be whispering to Grid to bring it on. 


  However, Grid just smiled. “Let’s see who will win in the end.” 


  There was still quite a lot of white phosphorus wood in Grid’s inventory. It was a quantity that could make at least 300 items. The hundreds of firewood were poured into the furnace. It was without leaving behind a single one.


  He focused on this moment without thinking about the consequences. He was convinced this was the only way he could beat that guy. A legendary blacksmith. No, it was a calculation that was possible because he was a blacksmith who confronted a god. 


  The heat was unparalleled. The heat wasn’t in the realm that a legendary blacksmith could endure. At least, if Grid wasn’t the Duke of Fire nor had the red phoenix’s protection. 


  


  


  There wouldn’t be a single person who could stay in the smithy right now. The furnace exploded. It might be able to contain ultra-high heat, but it was only a work of humanity. The work of humanity couldn’t endure the true heat of the white phosphorus wood grown from seeds sown by gods. 


  The flames grew out of control. It moved like a tsunami that hit Grid and swallowed the entire smithy. Then the smithy exploded. The first smithy, which housed hundreds of furnaces and was the largest smithy in Reinhardt’s blacksmithing district, was easily reduced to ashes. 


  “Aack!”


  “This... this is unbelievable!” 


  Panmir was glad to hear the voices. The blacksmiths who stood across the street and watched the smithy were fortunate enough to avoid any serious injuries. It was just that the mental shock they experienced was unbearable. How big were the flames to cause the smithy to explode? 


  Beep!Beep!


  Whistles rang throughout the city. The onlookers gathered around the dazed blacksmiths. The security force arrived one step earlier and tried to stop them from entering the scene of the explosion, only to pause. It was due to Knight Royman’s command, “Stand by.” 


  “......”


  The entire area became calm like it was holding its breath. The outline of the smithy swallowed up in the flames slowly started to be seen. A building with only the skeleton left. Grid stood in the middle of the blackened ruins. The orange molten stone flowing like spring water from the furnace caught people’s attention. 


  Stagger.


  Grid struggled to take steps as he caught the molten stone and pulled out an anvil. He didn’t use a mold as always. Hammering began in the silence. The forging and quenching processes were repeated. Every hit caused ferocious flames to appear and the molten stone gradually took shape. 


  It wasn’t until a few hours later that the people watching discovered the identity was a ‘sword.’ It was a long and laborious task. 


  Kaaang!Kaaang!Kaaang! Slowly but surely, the form became perfect. After being quenched several times, the red-hot blade gradually cooled down. 


  Kaaang!Kaaang!Kaaang! The flames calmed down. The fire stone finally accepted Grid’s touch and was transformed into a blade. Then Grid started to sharpen it. 


  “Uh... Uwah...”


  “Is this the work of a human being like us...?” 


  The blade that regained its light after being polished was as transparent as glass. The wavy marks created during the forging process were faintly visible, making the blade more beautiful. 


  “...Gulp.” 


  The blacksmiths on the street had a gut feeling. Every night, they would dream of making that beautiful blade with their own hands. They would dream and then feel despair every morning when they realized it was an unachievable dream. 


  In the silence that continued again after the admiration, Grid poked the blade with his finger and a clear sound echoed. It was a clear resonance that they would never hear again in the future. The ordinary people and blacksmiths started to tremble. The tens of thousands of people gathered on the streets didn’t dare to speculate on the value of the work that Grid had just created. 


  Then a strange voice permeated Grid’s ears. It was the voice of the new sword that Grid would often hear in the future. 


  -Human who made me surrender when I didn’t give in to the fire dragon, even if you are far away, you are my only master.


  [The Fire Dragon Sword has been completed.] 


  [Producing a myth rated item has permanently increased all stats by +20 and reputation throughout the continent has increased by +1,000.] 


  “...!”


  “...!”


  “...!”


  The blacksmiths, soldiers, knights, and even ordinary people couldn’t shut their mouths. The beautiful sword that Grid had just created floated around Grid. All of a sudden, Grid swung the sword toward the sky. It was his greeting to welcome the Fire Dragon Sword. 


  The light sword cut through the air. The transparent Fire Dragon Sword was dyed red and a trail of red light remained as an aftereffect. The residual light caught fire. It was then transformed into a massive, ferocious flame that ascended to the sky. The sky seemed to be falling. 


  Grid slowly stroked the Fire Dragon Sword against the red-colored sky. “Let's get along well in the future." 




  Chapter 1276


  ‘This is crazy...’ 


  Breaking the smithy while making an item? It was a Bollywood-grade production effect. At this point, he doubted the mental state of the S.A Group’s development team. 


  ‘Isn’t this blacksmithing too scary?’ 


  Grid was anxious when the furnace exploded. 


  ‘It is a real problem starting from the dragon scales.’


  The Fire Stone Filled with the Breath of the Fire Dragon was an external by-product of the dragon’s breath. It was a type of secretion. Meanwhile, the dragon scales that Grid had obtained from the Tower of Wisdom were part of the dragon’s body. It was obvious that the scales were worth more than the fire stone and the difficulty of smelting would be much higher. It was easy to see just from other games.Usually, armor made of dragon scales appeared as the final item in a game. It wouldn’t be much different for Satisfy.


   ‘...I will smelt the dragon scales deep in the mountains later.’ 


  He was worried that one city might be blown away when he smelted the scales. He had learned how to make ego items. He planned to smelt the scales directly after smelting the stone but his idea changed. It wasn’t time yet. A bit more confidence in his skills was needed. It was necessary to grow to the level of Blacksmith’s Skill Comparable to a God without using Open Potential. In other words, he needed to raise the level of the blacksmithing skill he had mastered. 


  ‘...Wait?’ 


  Several thoughts passed through Grid’s mind as he used the Mysterious Cloth to block the explosion. Grid made a gamble. 


  [Open Potential has been disabled.]


  [Blacksmith's Skill Comparable to a God Lv. 1 will return to Genuine - (Fighting against the Gods) Legendary Blacksmith's Craftsmanship Skill (Mastered).] 


  After smelting the fire stone, Grid forcibly suppressed his potential. He wanted to improve the experience of his blacksmithing skill that was blocked by the wall in order to cross the wall. This was a great opportunity. The Fire Stone Filled with the Breath of the Fire Dragon was a myth-rated material. He also somehow overcame the arduous smelting process. In many ways, even if his potential was suppressed, the new sword was likely to be completed with a myth rating.


  ‘It is time to fight with my original technique.’ 


  This was a chance to go beyond the wall of the Genuine - (Fighting against the Gods) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill. Grid judged and this was why he finished the work with his true skills. 


  Ttang!Ttang!


  Finally, the molten fire stone was turned into a sword. He mixed in Greed to increase the strength and even made a handle. It was a removable handle. He would inevitably have to rely on the Pulling Device if the sword didn’t have an ego. The result— 


  [The Fire Dragon Sword has been completed.]


  [Producing a myth rated item has permanently increased all stats by +20 and reputation throughout the continent has increased by +1,000.] 


  It was more than he expected. 


  [A total of 12 myth rated items have been produced so a hidden piece has been created.] 


  [The effect of the hidden piece has exceeded the limits of the player.] 


  [The Genuine - (Fighting against the Gods) Legendary Blacksmith’s Craftsmanship Skill (Mastered) has evolved to Blacksmith’s Skill Comparable to a God.] 


  “......!”


  Tremor.Grid shuddered as he made the 12th myth rated item and finally jumped over the wall. 


  -Human who made me surrender when I didn’t give in to the fire dragon, even if you are far away, you are my only master.


  The beautiful voice that Grid wouldn’t be tired of listening to for 24 hours a day made Grid’s heart even more excited. 


  “Let's get along well in the future." 


  Grid swung the Fire Dragon Sword and the Breath it shot greeted the red sky. The Fire Dragon Sword responded by once again coloring the transparent sword red. 


  “Sigh.”Grid calmed his breathing and brought up the details of the Fire Dragon Sword. 


  [Fire Dragon Sword]


  [Rating: Myth 


  Durability: Infinite 


  Attack Power: 4,830


  * Releases flames (large) unconditionally during a normal attack. 


  * Reduces the fire resistance of the target from a minimum of 20% to a maximum of 100%. 


  ★Physical damage can be converted to fire attribute magic damage. 


  ★The damage of any skills classified as the fire attribute will be doubled. 


  ★There is a 5% chance of launching the ‘Fire Dragon’s Breath’ when attacking normally. 


  ★Shares all the content and additional effects of the epics that have permeated Greed.


  ★The skill ‘False Dragon Words’ is created.


  A blacksmith comparable to the blacksmithing god, Hexetia—it is a masterpiece of the blacksmith, Grid, who Hexetia isn’t jealous of. 


  He smelted the fire stone that didn’t even succumb to Fire Dragon Trauka and strengthened the blade with Greed. 


  Weight: 2,750 


  Conditions of Use: Grid 


  ★The owner of this item is permanent. It will only hover around the player Grid and can only be used by Grid. 


  It is indestructible. It can’t be lost. It is non-transferable.] 


  [Fire Dragon’s Breath]


  [Reproduces the fire dragon’s Breath. 


  Deals 80,000 fixed damage to the target and an additional 500% explosion fire damage to all beings within 10 meters of the target. 


  Skill Resources Consumed: None 


  Cooldown Time: None]


  [False Dragon Words] 


  [The voice of the ego reproduces the dragon’s words. 


  There is a high probability of binding the target. Bound targets can’t move and use of movement-related magic and skills are sealed. 


  


  


  Skill Resources Consumed: None 


  Skill Cooldown Time: 3 minutes.]


  [★ An ego item. 


  The ego is in awe of the master who made it surrender after it endured the breath of the fire dragon for many years. It has pledged absolute loyalty to you. To the ego, you are a greater being than the dragon. 


  * Activates an ‘One Time Absolute Defense’ when encountering a dragon race. Cooldown Time: 24 hours. 


  * Attack power against the dragon race is increased by 20%. 


  * Every time you kill a dragon type opponent, the attack power of the Fire Dragon Sword will increase by one. (Permanently applied)]


  “......”


  The silent Grid got goosebumps. The power of the Fire Dragon Sword that exceeded expectations gave him the chills. It was 80,000 fixed damage. From the point of view of Grid, who had long wanted a weapon that exerted a strong power on a single target, the Fire Dragon’s Breath was truly a welcome force. 


  The unfortunate thing was that the Fire Dragon’s Breath only worked with normal attacks. Additionally, unlike the Enlightenment Sword, it specialized in only one attribute... 


  ‘It is also a strength that it specializes in one attribute.’ 


  A target with low fire resistance would experience a tremendous sense of helplessness in front of the Fire Dragon Sword. Even absolute beings. It happened when Grid was looking at the information of the Fire Dragon Sword...


  [Your work has been seen by the heavenly gods.] 


  [It feels that it won’t be long before the heavenly gods will see a ‘Dragon Weapon.’]


  [Hexetia, the god of blacksmiths, is blowing a fanfare with the angels.] 


  [War God Zeratul, who dreams of cutting a dragon’s neck, is feeling greedy.] 


  [Rebecca, goddess of light, is silent with a subtle expression on her face.] 


  ‘Dammit.’ 


  A series of notification windows that were bad from Grid’s point of view popped up. In fact, Grid didn’t want to be associated with the gods. He was particularly wary of the aggressive Zeratul and the unknown Rebecca. Did he read Grid’s heart? 


  [Hexetia, the god of blacksmiths, has set off firecrackers with the sparks from his nipples. The colorful firecrackers that fill the heavens have made the other gods feel resentment.] 


  “......”


  The eyes of the gods on Grid were diverted. Thanks to this, the breathless Grid made a sheath for the Fire Dragon Sword and hung it from his waist. He looked around at the blacksmiths and people on the streets and walked somewhere. The blacksmiths and ordinary people unknowingly followed Grid and the procession grew. 


  Grid’s destination was Hexetia’s Temple. Grid knelt in front of the statue of Hexetia, pulled out some steel and prayed. “God of blacksmiths, I have made a sword due to your divine favor.” 


  Divinity was built up through human faith. The prayers of more people would strengthen the power of the god. The steel that Grid placed in front of the statue burned. God Hexetia accepted the offering. 


  On this day, faith in God Hexetia increased rapidly due to Grid’s prayer. The people of the Overgeared Kingdom all admired Grid so it was natural for them to believe in the god he served. God Hexetia’s power and influence became stronger and the growth of God Hexetia was the power keeping Grid safe. 


  *** 


  On the first night... 


  “Around 1,000....” 


  Jishuka watched the dead crawling all over the city and attacking people. She didn’t go out and help the people because she didn’t want to expose herself to Agnus. 


  The next night...


  “It looks hard.” 


  Just like the first day, Jishuka chose to wait and see. Unlike the previous day, casualties appeared in the exhausted army of the Cho Kingdom, but they endured. 


  The third night...


  “Guest! Guest! Please be careful!”


  Jishuka intercepted the undead who invaded the inn, but she wasn’t involved in the external situation. 


  The fourth night...


  “There are no more reinforcements?” 


  Jishuka felt anxious because the number of undead had doubled compared to the first night and the troops of Kars were gradually decreasing. Even so, she didn’t go out.


   The fifth night...


  “Retreat to the second floor. Block the stairs.” 


  “B-But...” 


  “You don’t have to fight too much. In any case, they will disappear once the sky becomes bright.” 


  “U-Uhh... My store... My money...” 


  Jishuka noticed that the number of undead attacking the inn had increased rapidly. She felt that Agnus was keeping an eye on this place. Thus, she hid herself without playing an active part. 


  The sixth night... 


  “The family in the back has packed up and ran away as soon as morning came. Should I leave as well?” 


  The young waiter shuddered. Many of Kars’ people could no longer endure it and started to leave the city. The soldiers fought valiantly every night, but their fatigue built up and they seemed to be at their limit. However, Jishuka didn’t step out. She just smiled and patted the back of the waiter. “From today, sleep in this room with your mother. I will protect you.” 


  Exactly one week later...


  The cries of the dead echoing through the streets at night were unusually grim. Jishuka stared at the street while leaning on the terrace and her eyes shone like the sun. “He is finally out.” 


  Step, step, step.


  A green-haired man walked through the streets of a ruined city. Jishuka finally saw the back of the man with thousands of undead behind him and pulled the bowstring. 


  “Fly Up!” 


  The flames that had been swallowed up by the darkness of the night were resurrected. Thousands of undead were turned to gray ash and Agnus’ furious gaze focused on Jishuka. 




  Chapter 1277


  The march of the undead was slow, but unceasing. Those who were stabbed by the complicated barriers set up throughout the city continued to advance and finally surrounded the palace. 


  “Dammit... the fire arrows? Are there any more fire arrows?” 


  “They have been exhausted due to the battle that lasted for weeks!” 


  “Groan, so many blacksmiths have left... keep your formations!” 


  The commander’s orders were issued and there was the sound of drumming. However, most soldiers didn’t respond. They had been fighting for weeks and couldn’t rest properly during the day because they had been searching for the daoist. The traps that had been set up after discovering that the army of the dead were aiming for the royal palace started to show their value. 


  The undead couldn’t distinguish the traps and were buried in the pits. The soldiers moved their heavy feet, poured oil, and lit them up. Dark smoke billowed out and a terrible stench filled the area. The fires that intensified every time the clothing and bodies of the undead were burned gave hope to the soldiers. 


  “Ice Wave.” 


  Then a little boy appeared in the sky and cast a strange spell. A cold wave of ice appeared and extinguished the flames of the battlefield, filling up all the traps the soldiers had worked so hard to dig. 


  “M-Magic without charms?” 


  “A daoist from the west! Attack him first!”


  The soldiers were confused and fearful of the being that appeared but the upper echelons were different. They had guessed the enemy was a foreigner from the moment they saw the zombies, not jiangshi, mixed in with the army of the dead. 


  “Don’t forgive them for invading our kingdom and insulting our people!” 


  "Waaaaahhhhh!"


   The Kars army and the army of the dead entered the full-scale war. The number of Kars soldiers was three times the enemy, but it should be a fierce battle because they were exhausted. However, an unexpected result occurred. The Kars army started to slaughter the army of undead one-sidedly. The dead weren’t able to fight against the Kars soldiers one-on-one and were completely overwhelmed by the larger numbers. 


  “......?”


  Agnus’ eyes twitched as he led the undead from the rear. After infiltrating Kars and waging war for a few weeks, he realized for the first time that the level of the Kars army was much higher than expected.


  “Kikik... The East Continent is truly different, isn’t it?”


  Baal’s Contractor turned corpses into undead and used them as limbs. In other words, the more corpses there were, the stronger it became. It was just that as the battle progressed, the number of undead decreased rather than corpses accumulating. 


  “Charge!” 


  The rising momentum of the Kars army broke through the collapsing formations of the undead. Dozens of deceased people lost their heads and fell every time the weapons of the warriors on horseback swung. 


  “You are the culprit!” 


  One of the generals discovered Agnus being escorted by the undead and yelled loudly while raising his axe. His other weapon, a magic sword that knocked down the undead flashed like lightning toward Agnus. Just then, Agnus clapped his hands and the thousands of undead on the battlefield fell like broken dolls. The general smiled when he judged that the enemy in front of him had given up on the war. Even so, his hand wielding the sword didn’t stop and aimed for the enemy’s neck. 


  “......?!” 


   The general’s vision rotated once and the moon filled his eyes. The full moon, which should be scattering a divine light, was red and covered with hundreds of eyes. 


  ‘...What?’ 


  Nothing followed. The general’s field of view became black as he fell to the ground. 


  “General!” 


  “T-This...!” 


  The Kars army that had been in high spirits faltered. The death knight stepped over the body of the decapitated general and glanced at them. Agnus’ mad laugh echoed through the battlefield. 


  “Kill them! Kill them all! Kuhahahahat!” 


  Agnus had reclaimed the power of domination he used to lead the thousands of undead and used it to summon three death knights and Lich Mumu, who gradually dominated the battlefield. Under the protection of Mumud, Agnus started using the three death knights to aim at the higher-ups in the Kars army. The army command system collapsed in an instant. 


  Nevertheless, the soldiers resisted.


  Despite the loss of the generals and tacticians leading them, they were brave enough to cut and break the death knights’ arms and legs. In the end, the three death knights reached the point where they were turned to gray ash. However, this wasn’t the end. It was a new beacon of despair. 


  Agnus regained control of the dominance used on the death knights and once again raised the dead who had fallen on the battlefield. The number of the dead had more than doubled. Thousands of soldiers were killed by the death knights and Lich Mumud resurrected the undead. 


  "T-This is ridiculous...” 


  An infinite power. The treachery of this demon on the battlefield made the Kars army feel despair. Just then, the cry of a bird was heard and the sky became bright like it was dawn. The hundreds of eyes on the hell moon silently watching the humans on the battlefield closed their eyes in pain. 


  A rain of fire poured down. The thousands of undead that Agnus had raised through an arduous process were easily turned to gray ash. The same was true for the lover by Agnus’ side. 


  [The deceased you created ‘Luna Caroline’ has received great damage and is destroyed.] 


  Just like Pagma's Descendant could create items and the Sword Saint could create sword skills, Baal’s Contractor had a class-specific skill to create a deceased. Unlike a normal undead, death knight, or lich, the deceased could be summoned without consuming dominance. 


  


  


  It meant they could always be by his side under any circumstances. They were different from other summons that had restrictions on the number of operations. The strength of Baal’s Contractor was amplified by making as many high-rated deceased as possible. However... 


  “Luna!” 


  Agnus consumed this precious skill in a different direction. It was used for the pursuit of happiness without the indulgence of power. It was to pursue false happiness... 


  “Kuaaaack!” 


  Luna Caroline was only rare rated. She possessed poor intelligence and had an easily damaged body. It was because the process of creating the deceased wasn’t smooth and was also the result of Agnus’ obsession with form, not power. 


  “Luna!” 


  Luna Caroline was unable to withstand the rain of fire from the sky and burned in pain. The soldiers of the Kars army were disgusted by the sight of the monster after its false appearance was gone, but it was different for Agnus. He was experiencing the past as he embraced Luna Caroline’s body. 


  It overlapped with the final image of his lover who took her own life after being insulted by those bugs who deserved to die a hundred times. Agnus felt something breaking. He turned his eyes in the direction of the flying red phoenix with an expression so extremely cold that it was hard to believe he was the same man who had just been sobbing and struggling moments ago. 


  A woman could be seen pulling a bow from the top of a tall building. She deserved to die a hundred times. 


  “Kill...! Kill that bitch!” Agnus shouted but he only had a handful of troops left. The number of undead, which had reached over 3,000, had fallen to the hundreds and they were being blocked by the Kars army. Lich Mumud was interrupted by the charms of the daoists personally led by the Cho King and part of his magic was blocked. The three death knights hadn’t fully recovered so Agnus had only one more trump card he could believe in. 


  “Useless things! Get lost! Get lost!!” 


  Agnus shouted in disgust as he recalled the dominance from the hundreds of undead and Lich Mumud. He summoned Lantier, the legendary assassin who demanded more dominance than Lich Mumud. At the same time, Lantier melted into the darkness and appeared on top of the building hundreds of meters away. 


  However, Jishuka’s arrows were one step faster. She had been pulling her bowstring for a long time. The nine arrows she fired in succession continuously pierced between Agnus’ eyebrows. His health dropped to the lowest value and his flesh melted. The unique skill of Baal’s Contractor that was different from the immortality of the legends was expressed. 


  “You!” 


  Agnus turned into an undead and was enraged. He made a path by magically collecting the bone fragments on the battlefield and flew on it. He entered the attack range of Jishuka, who was struggling with Lantier on the terrace, and fired magic at her. 


  He could’ve easily suppressed Jishuka by strengthening Lantier, but currently, Agnus couldn’t make a calm judgment at all. He forgot about Satisfy’s strongest air defense skill ‘Umbrella’ that allowed Jishuka’s arrows to be used in succession. The anger from losing his lover was too great. 


  Jishuka and Lantier were swept away together by Agnus’ magic. The magic that made the entire inn explode broke Lantier’s right arm holding the dagger. Jishuka didn’t miss this opportunity. A pre-installed trap prevented Agnus from advancing and she dug into Lantier’s gap to slice his neck with a dagger. Then she opened the distance again and quickly fired. 


  Jishuka was being cared for by the red phoenix. Her attack that was filled with divine power inflicted great damage on Lantier, who was confused by the continuous bombardment from both sides. 


  Kuack!Kuaaack!”This rat-like bastard!” The anxious Agnus cut his own ankle after Jishuka gained the upper hand against Lantier. He escaped from the trap and rushed to Jishuka. He swung a sword. Jisuka couldn’t escape due to Lantier and her shoulder was cut. Her wounds quickly rotted. 


  “Die! I will kill you!” 


  Agnus wasn’t laughing. He chased after Jishuka with a face that was like a demon. Jishuka was still focusing on Lantier. She didn’t care about her back as she consumed all her evasive skills to fire the Grid-made mithril arrows at Lantier. 


  Kuaaack! Lantier—he might’ve been reduced to a death knight, but he was still a legend. It was why Baal’s previous contractor, Pagma, and Baal’s current contractor, Agnus, coveted him. 


  “I don’t know if this gamble will work,” Jishuka muttered as Agnus chased her to the end and his sword pierced her chest. She smiled as she released the bowstring she was pulling. Lantier’s skull was smashed. 


  [You have won a battle against a legend.] 


  “......!”


  Agnus stiffened as he was pushing the sword deeper into Jishuka’s chest. He felt the life that had been drained due to his sword being restored. 


  [A legendary archer has been born!]


  A world message appeared in the vision of Jishuka and Agnus. 


  *** 


  Approximately two minutes before the birth of a legendary archer...


  “Grid-sama! Grid-sama!” 


  Damian, who stayed in the Overgeared Kingdom after finishing Lord’s private tutoring, came to Grid. He didn’t forget the promise Grid had made before he left for Talima. 


  “Item...! You were going to make me an item...” 


  He finally found Grid. Damian’s face was full of excitement after finding Grid, only to immediately stiffen. He felt some anxiety when he saw the transparent sword hovering around Grid. Grid smiled brightly. “You came at a good time. Please help me test the power of this weapon.” 


  “......”


  Being too durable was a crime. Damian was in tears as he started to place all types of buffs on himself. It was the birth of the Zombie Demon King who made the world weary in the National Competition. He declared, “I am different from before. Now I can’t fall down easily.” 


  One minute later...


  Damian stretched out on the ground in the ‘大’ shape and stared blankly at the message that a legendary archer was born.




  Chapter 1278


  A sword that exerted great power on a single target—this was the type of second sword that Grid had dreamed of. He hoped that its position wouldn’t overlap with the Enlightenment Sword. This meant the position of the Fire Dragon Sword was ambiguous. The Fire Dragon Sword was suitable for slaughtering many enemies, just like the Enlightenment Sword. Therefore, Grid was a bit disappointed. 


  ‘It would’ve been nice to make it a greatsword.’


  The fire stone was too small. Mixing more Greed would solve the problem, but if Greed’s nature became too strong, he might weaken the inherent characteristics of the ‘breath’ the fire stone launched. Therefore, he didn’t attempt it randomly.


  ‘Well, it can’t be helped.’ 


  In the first place, it was a sword that could shoot a Breath. It was no wonder that it was strong against a large group. This didn’t mean it was a disappointing weapon against a single target. The effect of inflicting 80,000 fixed damage was too fraudulent. 


  ‘It is more accurate to rate it as a powerful sword for both a single target and a large group.’ 


  It was an insurmountable wall just based on the attack power alone. It was higher than the Enlightenment Sword that was enhanced to +4. Every time he defeated a dragon type opponent, the attack power was permanently increased by one. As time passed, it would become more powerful than the Enlightenment Sword. This didn’t mean that the value of the Enlightenment Sword was low. The Enlightenment Sword had unique characteristics that increased the attack power of various attributes and it could continue to be used in the future. 


  Grid got rid of his regrets and pulled out the ancient enhancement scroll. It was the ultimate item that enhanced the target item from +1 to +3. Grid was about to use it on the Fire Dragon Sword only to stop. 


  ‘Should I hunt the draconians and increase the attack power first before applying it?’ 


  Or is it okay to enhance it in advance? 


  ‘Does the order matter?’ 


  The value of enhancement in Satisfy was very high. Each weapon enhancement increased the weapon’s inherent attack power by 5%. Once it reached +6, the attack power increase would rise to 7%. Thus, he had to be careful.


  ‘It is normal when it comes to common sense that the order doesn’t matter...’


  However, he couldn’t trust the S.A Group who liked to mess with players. 


  ‘...I’m anxious so I’m going to postpone the enhancement and will hunt the dragon type opponents.’ 


  Grid was deep in thought when he heard a jade-like voice. 


  -A strong presence is coming.


  The one who spoke was the Fire Dragon Sword. Unlike the God Hand’s voice that was reminiscent of a middle-aged man, the Fire Dragon Sword’s voice was like a beautiful woman. The God Hand escaped from the inventory and floated around him along with the Fire Dragon Sword as he discovered a person. 


  Pope Damian was running in the distance. “Grid-sama!” 


  “...Ah.”


  At this moment, Grid realized the true value of the ‘best-rated ego’. The God Hand and Fire Dragon Sword had the ability to identity and guard against targets above a certain level of power. The reason why the artificial elemental kings shivered in front of Braham was revealed. 


  ‘They recognize the strong. I won’t be killed by a surprise attack in the future.’ 


  Of course, it was unlikely that the senses of the best quality ego would be superior to a transcendent’s senses. If Damian had hidden and approached Grid, then Grid would’ve noticed Damian’s approach before the God Hand and the Fire Dragon Sword. However, Grid’s nerves weren’t always in a state of tension. He could lose vigilance and reveal a gap. Now he could be assured that the God Hands and Fire Dragon Sword would fill in this gap. 


  “Gasp gasp, item...! You were going to make me an item...” 


  ‘This.’ 


  Damian’s urgent cry reminded Grid of something he had forgotten. He had said he would make an item for Damian using the rewards Damian got in the National Competition.


   ‘I forgot about it after leaving for Talima. Let’s make it today. 


  However, before that—


  “You came at a good time. Please help me test the power of this weapon.” 


  “......”


  Damian’s survival ability was so high that he earned the nickname 'Zombie Demon King’ in the National Competition. It was amazing because it was reminiscent of a cockroach. Grid had been amazed when he saw the video.


  “Be hit a few times.” 


  There was no one better than Damian to test the power of the weapon. Damian stared blankly at Grid for a moment before starting to use buff skills on himself. He declared, “I am different from before. Now I can’t fall down easily.” 


  The Goddess’ Agent, Damian—in some ways, his potential to connect directly with Rebecca, goddess of light, transcended a legend. 


  “Your evil eye that gets rid of buffs won’t work on me anymore.” 


  Damian prayed to the goddess every day and received a divine message in exchange for the prayer. The number of divine messages received was very small. He received around two a year, but the value of the divine message was too high to feel regretful. 


  “The goddess said...” 


  A golden light that symbolized Rebecca wrapped around Damian. 


  One layer, two layers, three layers... 


  Damian spoke reverently in the midst of the light that was bright enough to blind someone, “In the future, no trial will harm your protection.” 


  It was resistance to buff removals. This was Damian’s new talent. Now Damian wasn’t afraid of Grid’s Castration Eye. 


  Increased defense, increased magic resistance and attribute resistance, increased health, increased health recovery, a percentage damage reduction, increased probability of damage being invalidated, etc. Damian wore all his buffs and faced Grid head on. 


  He seemed to be provoking the black eyes that he met. However, Grid had no intention of using the Castration Eye from the beginning. He only used one skill. 


  -Quick Movements.


  It was the 20% speed boosting buff attached to the Ideal Dagger being held by the God Hand. Shunpo didn’t activate. Still, Grid was fast and Damian was immediately in range. 


  ‘The probability of triggering a Breath is 5%.’


  It was low. Even so, he had broken through the limitations of a player by building up transcendence and he had Alex's Quick Gloves. Quick Movements was also activated so the number of attacks per second was around 10 times. He was fast enough to break the wall of probability. 


  


  


  Damian exclaimed, “Don’t look down on me!” 


  What was this normal attack? Damian’s face stiffened and he shouted while blocking Grid’s strikes with a shield. He didn’t care about the waves of flames that poured out every time the sword was stabbed. The flames were hot, but it was trivial to Damian whose resistance to all attributes was over 100%. There was just one problem.


  [Fire resistance is reduced by 20%.]


  [Fire resistance is reduced by 20%.]


  [Fire resistance is reduced by 20...] 


  The problem was that his fire resistance decreased every time Grid’s sword touched his body. Just then, Grid’s sword let out a clear resonant sound as it gradually turned red. 


  ‘What?’ 


  Damian was filled with an ominous feeling while flames burst from the tip of Grid’s sword. The flames were reminiscent of a scene from mythology. It was different in scale and heat from the flames that had been fired so far. 


  ‘This?!’


  A chill went down Damian’s spine as a scene from the National Competition a few years ago was being reproduced in front of him—it was the breath of the giant dragon that appeared while Grid and Kraugel were confronting each other. The absolute power that gave all players a sense of helplessness. Grid had made it his own. 


  Damian’s vision shook violently due to the powerful shock. Despite the illusion that the earth and sky were turning off, Damian didn’t give up on his shield. However, the results were terrible. 


  [You have suffered too much damage.] 


  [Your defense has completely failed and you have received 27,500 damage.] 


  Following the absurd notification window, there was a warning window telling him that his legendary rated shield had lost a third of its durability. This wasn’t the end. Grid’s attack that Damian failed to defend against was technically his stab. The aftermath of the Breath fired from Grid’s sword came later. 


  [You have suffered 15,300 damage!] 


  ‘...Eh?’


   His fire resistance had dropped to 40% so he was nervous, but it was surprisingly bearable. The power of the Breath reproduced by a player was weak compared to a real dragon’s Breath. It happened the moment the relieved Damian raised his shield and took out a potion to drink...


  He saw that Grid’s constantly swinging sword was dyed red. 


  ‘There is no delay?’ 


  Damian was unable to handle the power of the repeated stabs and was pushed back along with his shield. 


  [Replacing physical damage with fire attribute magic damage.] 


  Grid made no mistakes unlike the first attack. He correctly converted the nature of the attack when the breath was triggered, The aftermath was great. 


  [The target has received 45,900 damage.] 


  “Cough...!” 


  The Breath’s power rose sharply. It was a threat to even Damian, who boasted the top three defense. However, Grid’s reaction wasn’t satisfied. “I can’t test it properly like this.” 


  The shield was annoying. The moment Grid thought so, a miracle happened. He took out a goat-horned helmet, equipped it, and then stared at Damian. Then the shield fell from Damian’s hand. It was the power of King's Negation to suppress egoless battle gear. Damian’s shield was forcibly disarmed by Talsha. 


  The Fire Dragon Sword, which had become transparent after shooting a breath, turned red again as it was recharged. 


  “Get hit like this.” A resolute voice that was full of coercion. 


  Pope Damian wielded more influence than some kings, but even he couldn’t disobey Grid. He was hit by the Fire Dragon’s Breath after losing his shield and suffered 80,000 fixed damage and 60,000 explosive fire damage. Damian was unable to bear it and fell in an ‘大’ shape. He lost in a spar without a chance to fight back. It took less than two minutes. 


  “......”


  No, it was 80,000 fixed damage when most players had less than 80,000 health? It was too fraudulent. 


  “Goddess... give me protection that is immunity to fixed damage...” 


  It happened as Damian was praying in a dazed state...


  [A legendary archer has been born!] 


  [The Bow Saint’s arrow will surely hit the target and lead it to ruin.] 


  Amazing world messages popped up. Both Damian and Grid, who had been feeling guilty toward Damian, blinked with shock. 


  “T-This is Jishuka, right?”


  “Yes... it seems like it.” 


  It was a Bow Saint, not Povia’s Descendant. Jishuka’s feat of pioneering her own path deserved respect. 


  “I’m motivated!” 


  Damian had just been feeling frustrated, but now he felt a new passion. 


  “Huhut.” 


  Grid was happy when he saw Damian’s appearance. He felt proud. 


  Damian stared blankly at Grid talking to himself and murmured, “A dull person.” 


  Then Grid told him, “...Let’s start the next test.” 


  The Fire Dragon Sword floated in the air. An ego sword that moved on its own—Grid wondered how far the Fire Dragon Sword could pressure Damian by itself.




  Chapter 1279


  [The duration of immortality is over.] 


  [You have suffered 30,900 damage!]


  [You have died.]


  “It is different from what I heard from Grid.”


  Just like all the former Tzedakah Guild’s members, Jishuka had heard the story of Grid’s class change—he suffered all sorts of hardships before reaching the North End Cave and getting his hands on Pagma’s Rare Book... 


  Grid’s story about obtaining the first legendary class stimulated the imagination of the Tzedakah Guild’s members. Grid had to repeat the story multiple times to the colleagues who always wanted to hear it. 


  “Grid entered the immortal state shortly after the class change.” 


  Jishuka was different. She became immortal from the beginning. This allowed her to withstand Agnus’ strike and fight back. The result was a defeat. Agnus was terribly strong—it wasn’t enough that he single-handedly pushed the army of the Cho Kingdom to the verge of collapse, he didn’t fall down even when hit by Fly Up! 


  ‘To be honest, he is several times stronger than me. I wouldn’t have enjoyed this luck if the timing of my surprise attack had been a little bit off.’ 


  It was effective because she aimed at the timing when Agnus had consumed all his death knights and was reviving the army of the dead. She apologized to the people and soldiers of the Cho Kingdom, but it was worth the wait. 


  ‘My ability wasn’t enough to help you from the start. I’m sorry.’ 


  She would’ve been killed if she joined the front lines from the beginning. She couldn’t have survived the intense bombardment of the death knights and lich. There wouldn’t have been a situation where she met Lantier. 


  ‘Such a monster is a player like us...’


  Jishuka was one of the most powerful players out of two billion players. Her overall combat power was within the top 10. Such a Jishuka felt a wall against Lantier, who was just one of Agnus’ summons. If Agnus hadn’t used his magic without caring about the target, Jishuka would’ve likely been defeated by Lantier. 


  Additionally, Agnus had Lich Mumud and a few more death knights. An unidentified magician boy had also joined in. It was Jishuka’s judgment that Agnus alone could take on dozens of high rankers. 


  ‘He is almost at Grid’s level...’ 


  Of course, she was certain about one thing—Agnus was weaker than Grid. His undead army couldn’t beat Grid’s army of items. She just wondered if this structure could be maintained after two or three years... Agnus’ potential was too high. At the moment, Agnus didn’t show many of his class traits. The evidence was the small number of skills he used compared to Grid. 


  ‘Well, it doesn’t matter how strong he is.’


  She was by Grid’s side. The ‘Bow Saint’ Jishuka would protect Grid. 


  ...Jishuka was filled with this burning desire despite being level 1. She enjoyed immortality from the beginning, unlike Grid, but her level was reset just like Grid. However, there were clear differences from Grid. She heard that Grid had experienced a constant loss of levels right after changing class.


  [Hidden Quest ★Proof of Birth ★is in progress.] 


  Jishuka had a chance to restore her level. Proof of Birth was a six stage quest and every time one stage was cleared, dozens of lost levels would be restored. She would recover at least 350 levels if she completed all six stages. Was it the benefit of becoming a legend using her own power, unlike Grid who inherited the skills of others? Come to think of it, Kraugel’s level recovery was also relatively slow.


  ‘Did they take action because the average level of players has increased?’ 


  The top rankers were aiming for level 400. In this situation, restarting the game at level 1 actually meant quitting the game. Meanwhile, the rankers had an average level of 200 when Grid changed classes and reset his level, and were aiming at the mid-300s when Kraugel’s level was reset. This meant that even if the level was reset to the initial stage, there was enough room to catch up. 


  On the other hand, the experience required in the late 300s was different. In particular, it became hell starting from level 380, especially for Jishuka whose level had been above 380. It was too harsh for her to start at level 1 again. 


  ‘Maybe the timing of Grid and Kraugel’s class change was faster than the S.A Group predicted...’ 


  They were truly great people. They deserved to be her goal. She was going to stand shoulder to shoulder with them. Jishuka smiled pleasantly and activated Clairvoyance. It was the evolution of the Hawk Eyes skill. Jishuka’s vision became like a satellite and captured all of Kars with one glance. All the topography and conditions of Kars were conveyed to Jishuka.


   ‘It will take some time to get used to it.’ 


  The new form of vision instilled some tension even for Jishuka. She gulped and watched the palace that was three kilometers ahead. She could see Agnus’ dying figure as he was surrounded by the soldiers of the Cho Kingdom. It seemed to be just before the end of the undead transformation period. 


  Jishuka didn’t miss this opportunity. She drew back the string of the Red Phoenix Bow. The lock-on system was activated. The system kept aiming even if her aim was disturbed during the process.


   ‘Isn’t this crazy?’ 


  The time it took to aim at the target was dramatically reduced. Additionally, the speed at which the arrow was fired was faster. The Bow Saint’s arrow was faster than a bullet and as precise as a missile. Just— 


  [You have dealt 135 damage to the target.] 


  “...Ah, no.” 


  A legendary class wasn’t an all-rounder. Jishuka’s attack power at level 1 barely dealt any damage to Agnus who had just passed the mid-300s. Still, Jishuka’s mood wasn’t bad. Agnus was pierced by the spears of the surviving soldiers and turned to gray ash. She was happy because she paid back the death she just suffered. At the same time, she felt anxious. 


  ‘I think he will come back again because of his personality.’


  Agnus wouldn’t have attacked the royal palace for no reason. He also never missed a prey. He would surely come back. 


  ‘Even so, won’t Agnus need at least 10 days to gather thousands of troops again?’


  He wouldn’t be able to trust in his death knights alone unless he wanted to be killed. 


  ‘Until then, I will try to restore as many levels as possible and gain the Breaking Evil Arrows. 


  A smile spread across Jishuka’s face. For her, who dreamed of becoming the supreme one since the beginning of the game, a conflict with other competitors was enjoyable. It was a chance to smash the opponent. 


  


  


  *** 


  “I’m done. How about it? Do you like it?” 


  “...Yes. i like it very much. I want it to be a family heirloom.” 


  “Come back anything if you have something to ask. I’m always thankful to you.”


  “I’m also always grateful...” 


  Damian embraced the new shield and armor Grid made for him. He usually would’ve been happy enough to fly, but he now left the smithy with a depressed look. The burden in his heart was too great to rejoice. He lost to a sword... 


  Dammit, dammit, dammit. 


  Unlike Damian, who couldn’t withstand the sense of shame, Grid’s expression was very bright. 


  ‘It is beyond my imagination.’ 


  The strength of the Fire Dragon Sword was amazing. The strength of the sword who acted alone while using False Dragon Words and Breath was more powerful than the average ranker. Due to the structure of the Fire Dragon Sword, players who weren’t Grid couldn’t fight the Fire Dragon Sword and win. 


  The first reason was the infinite durability. Players had limited health and stamina while the sword had no such limits. It didn’t get tired, wouldn’t break, and continued to push the opponent, making them tired. The lack of additional stats that meant its attack power was lacking was made up with the fixed damage of the breath and the effect of False Dragon Words when it came to binding the target was excellent. 


  However, the greatest strength of the Fire Dragon Sword was that it only allowed Grid to be its owner. Damian judged that there was no chance of winning a long battle against the Fire Dragon Sword. He sought to suppress the Fire Dragon Sword and succeeded in grabbing its handle... 


  'In return, he was roasted.’ 


  It meant that targets who fought the Fire Dragon Sword had no means to defeat the Fire Dragon Sword. It was possible to make a draw by binding it or running away with magic, but it was impossible to defeat it. First, there was Talsha and now the Fire Dragon Sword... 


  Grid felt like he had won thousands of troops. He even felt confident that he could achieve a tie if he fought the 13th Great Demon Beleth again. 


  ‘By the way...’ 


  Grid checked the time and frowned. It had been two days since the world message about the birth of the Bow Saint and Jishuka hadn’t returned. He had asked when she would show the power of the Bow Saint and only received the brief answer ‘sooner or later’ in return. 


  Honestly, Grid was sad. He thought she would run to him for congratulations the moment she became a legend... 


  ‘It will be very hard to start over from level 1.’ 


  Putting aside her crush, Jishuka was a friend, a colleague, and one of the greatest powers of the Overgeared Kingdom. Grid was willing to level her up for a few months, yet the proud Jishuka was planning on restoring her level by herself.


  ‘Tsk, I want to give you some support.’


   She gave him a lot of help when he was in trouble but was struggling alone when she needed help. Grid sighed as he returned to the palace. He planned to go to the East Continent to replenish his white phosphorus wood. 


  “Gasp, gasp... Grid.” 


  “...Faker?” 


  The shadow that protected the Overgeared Kingdom—God of Death, Faker, who had never been disheveled, abruptly showed up with an injured appearance and fell beside Grid. 


  “Faker! Hey! What's going on?" 


  The startled Grid supported Faker. He was dying. A poison so powerful that it couldn’t be detoxified was spreading through Faker’s body. 


  “Em...”


  “Wait! Don’t speak! I’ll call Ruby straight away...” 


  “The emperor...” 


  “Faker! 


  “The emperor...” 


  Faker couldn’t speak to the end and his hands fell to the cold marble floor. Grid hugged Faker and screamed, “Fakeeeeer!” 


  Faker turned to ash. Then two seconds later...


  “The emperor is alive,” the resurrected Faker spoke as he approached Grid. 


  Grid coughed with embarrassment and stood up from his spot.


  “What did you say? Isn’t Empress Basara originally alive." [1] 


  “I’m talking about Juander. Eclipse has him. I have a bad feeling.”


  “......!”


  [1] The korean always uses the word ‘emperor’ for Basara and I used empress because I found it strange, when she is female. That’s why Grid gets mixed up that Faker is talking about Basara




  Chapter 1280


  Edan’s rebellion was a failure. He failed to become the emperor, failed to save his mother, and paid the price for treason with his own life. He dared to aim the sword at the emperor, his father, and was supposed to have been erased from imperial history. The empire considered it a shame to record the prince’s rebellion. However, the empire couldn’t erase Edan’s name. 


  Rather, Edan would be mentioned heavily in the future history of the empire. His rebellion had brought about too many changes. He killed the empire, changing the empire and the world. 


  Yes, he killed the emperor. The former emperor Juander was killed by Edan, who carried the sword of the founding emperor Saharan on his back. Of course, Grid had been evacuated by Juander and didn’t directly witness Juander’s end. Nevertheless, the system had clearly stated Juander’s death. The only one left in the blood-stained palace was Edan. Yet Juander was alive? 


  ‘...I thought this might be possible.’


  It happened when he wanted to defeat Agnus who had been possessed by Baal. Grid had witnessed the appearance of the grandmaster and thought that Juander might still be alive. At the time, it was just unfounded speculation.Now in retrospect, there was Armored Cavalryman Chensler by Juander’s side. Armored Cavalryman Chensler had the formula of being ‘unable to die.’ Grid couldn’t rule out the possibility that the armored cavalryman had protected Juander. 


  ‘That’s right. it isn’t strange if he is alive.’


  However, it was a shame. Juander’s combat strength when using the red energy was among the highest in the West Continent. The individual Juander, not the emperor, was rated as one of the most powerful people on the continent. It was Juander who had such great force. 


  Wouldn’t it be nice for him to have made a dramatic appearance? The chance for a great appearance was also available recently. 


  it was when the five great demons attacked. It would’ve been great if he appeared when Grid was being defeated by the 13th great demon and recited the line, ‘I will fight to save the world.’ However, the news of his survival turned out to be like this. Honestly, it was ridiculous. 


  Grid couldn’t hide his disappointment and asked, “Juander is alive? How did you find out?” 


  “I found out during my class quest to track the Lantier of the present day.” 


  Lantier’s technique left scars in the shadows. The faint traces that could be recognized by those who were well-versed in the technique remained at the entrance of the Abyss. 


  Grid wondered, “There is a Lantier of this present day?” 


  “Yes.” 


  “You found Eclipse’s base?” 


  “That’s right.” 


  “......!”


  Eclipse was once the strongest group of assassins. They had long been lost in history. Most people thought that Eclipse no longer existed and Grid completely disregarded Eclipse. Of course, he knew that Eclipse was being maintained. However, he treated Eclipse as a deteriorating group due to the fact that Kasim and Doran, the students of the former Lantier, were unable to properly inherit Lantier’s techniques. Yet the new Lantier managed to maintain the skills necessary to secure Juander from the imperial palace? 


  Faker explained to the flustered Grid, “Bain’s identity is Lantier.” 


  “......!” These words made Grid understand the situation instantly. Grid touched his forehead as he recalled Bain, who was always by Juander’s side. “I’ve seen Bain fight a few times and he didn’t use Lantier’s techniques at all. Was he hiding his identity?” 


  “Yes, even Juander must not have known his identity.” 


  Bain had intentionally approached Juander and would’ve built up trust over the years. This way, he could stay by the emperor’s side as his shadow.


  “Why? What was he trying to get from the imperial palace?” 


  “Juander himself.” 


  “......?”


  “In Eclipse’s base, Juander’s red energy is being exploited.”


  “......!” 


  The red energy was a symbol of Saharan’s lineage. It was a power that only the imperial family inherited and in particular, Juander’s red energy was very strong. A power like a tsunami with a sun-like heat. It bound to matter and dominated over life... 


  The intense power of Juander’s red energy was clearly imprinted on Grid’s mind. This historic power was being exploited by Eclipse? 


  “What the hell is going on?” 


  Faker explained, “Bain wasn’t in the legitimate line of descent. He was just the right arm of the former Lantier and didn’t officially learn Lantier’s techniques. After the rebellion, he only learned the techniques through the records. It means that he mastered the techniques on his own, but in the process, he felt the obvious limitations and needed external energy.” 


  “...He chose red energy as that energy?” 


  “Perhaps it is because Lantier’s technique is the power to turn the concept of shadow into matter and control it.” 


  “???” 


  “It means that the match between Lantier’s techniques and red energy, which increases the binding power of matter, is very good. Bain must’ve approached Juander to complete Lantier’s techniques. It was with the intention of taking him away if the opportunity came.” 


  “Ah...” Good. All the circumstances had been identified. Grid nodded with understanding and stepped forward enthusiastically. “Okay, guide me to Eclipse’s base. Let’s smash Eclipse together and rescue Juander.” 


  "……”


  “......?” 


  Grid, who was ready to leave immediately, cocked his head. Faker simply stared at him without responding. Then he spoke to the puzzled Grid, “Don’t come out.” 


  “......???”


  “Bain is a problem that I have to solve and my relationship with Eclipse will lead me in a positive direction. The reason I came to you and informed you of this is to discuss Juander’s treatment, not to ask for help.” 


  “Ah...”


  In retrospect, Faker had never asked Grid for anything. He always watched Grid’s back and quietly resolved his work. It wasn’t just Faker. It was the same for Jishuka, who just became a Bow Saint, and most of the other 10 meritorious retainers. Perhaps it was natural. 


  ‘That’s right. Faker isn’t weak enough to ask me for help. Moreover, he will lose his self-esteem if I help him with his class quest.’


  On the other hand, he asked for help by summoning his knights whenever it was difficult... 


  Grid felt embarrassed after realizing it. Meanwhile, Faker asked him, “Do you want to save Juander?”


  Juander was an enemy. Before he was the enemy of Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom, he was the one who made the continent’s situation worst through race discrimination and violence. Rather than a personal matter, Juander was the emperor of the Saharan Empire. It was the emperor before Basara. However, Grid... 


  “I want to save him. Then he will owe me a favor.” 


  


  


  “Kasim and Piaro might feel resentful if they know.” 


  “No, Juander is a man who repented over his mistakes and withdrew from history of his own free will. Piaro and Kasim can’t resent him when he has already sacrificed his life and apologized.” 


  “That is wrong.” Someone suddenly interjected in the conversation. It was Kasim. His eyes shone in the darkness. “I still resent him. I will resent him even if he dies.”


  “...Kasim.” 


  Were his thoughts too shallow? Kasim continued to speak to the flustered Grid, “That’s why I want him to survive. I want him to survive to witness Empress Basara changing the world, realize his sins desperately, and regret them.” 


  “......”


  No further words were necessary. No matter the reason, Faker’s hesitation was over once he learned that both Grid and Kasim wanted the emperor to survive. 


  “Then I will save Juander.” 


  “Wait!” Grid stopped the leaving Faker. 


  Faker had already failed once and died. Was it really okay to go alone? Faker read Grid’s worries and gave a rare smile. “I just hesitated because I couldn’t decide what to do with Juander. Therefore, I revealed a gap. There is no need to worry.” 


  Bain was clearly strong. Even if Lantier’s techniques were sealed, he was considered one of the pillars of the empire. He had already reached level 400 and his true ability was likely to be close to a legend. Additionally, he had hundreds of subordinates. 


  However, Faker had no doubts about his victory. It was because he had already mastered the techniques of the former Lantier, who produced outstanding characters like Kasim and Doran. 


  Faker melted into the shadows and disappeared. 


  Grid felt anxious and Kasim reassured him, “There is no need to worry. There are only four people in the Overgeared Kingdom who are stronger than Faker. Bain isn’t Faker’s opponent.” 


  Bain would be defeated by Faker and at that time, a new Lantier would be born. It was Faker, not Bain, who would become Lantier, and he would be one of the strongest Lantiers in history. Kasim was convinced. 


  “The second legendary assassin will be Your Majesty’s shadow.”


  The results were proven three days later. 


  [A new Lantier has been born.]


  [A legendary assassin has been born!] 


  [The dagger walking in the shadows will cause a death without any screams.] 


  Someone who became Lantier became a legend and that person was Faker, not Bain. 


  Deep in the night...


   “...You’ve taken care of me again.” 


  The gaunt Juander and Chensler sat in front of Grid. Grid was thrilled when he saw Faker, who guided them here, melt into the shadows. 


  The second legendary assassin will be Your Majesty’s shadow...


  Kasim’s conviction became a reality. 


  “I didn’t know you were alive.” Grid was amazed by Faker’s ability to be around him without being detected. Then he rose from the throne and approached Juander. “Are you going to go back to the empire?” 


  It probably wouldn’t be the case. It was as he expected... 


  “No, I am already dead. I won’t go back to the empire again.” 


  “If so, shall we look at where Your Majesty can stay?” 


  “I don’t want to owe you anything more. Juander refused Grid’s favor. 


  Discolored hair and a skinny body—Juander completely lost the appearance of the former emperor who commanded the West Continent and he looked out the window with a dazed expression. 


  “In the future, I plan to explore the continent with Chensler. I will spend the rest of my life repenting, regretting my mistakes, and watching the world that the new empress will change.” 


  “......”


  It was Kasim’s desire. It was also for the world. There was no place for Juander to stand in the changing world. 


  Grid had many thoughts. He realized that the being with the greatest power and combat strength in the world could become so shabby. He vowed not to be like Juander. 


  “Then you can go.” Grid opened the doors of the great hall and bowed solemnly to Juander. It wasn’t a courtesy to the ruler of the earlier era, but courtesy to the person who helped him. 


  “......”


  Juander also responded politely and went out of the great hall. He looked all around the royal palace. Could he see the face of an old friend for the last time? He was full of expectations. However, he couldn’t find the person and left the palace without expressing any regret. His back was neither shabby nor lonely. His new friend, Chensler, was standing by his side. 


  In the shadows, Faker handed an armor to Grid, who was quietly watching the two men leave. “This is Chensler’s armor. He wants to give it to you.” 


  The magic armor that attached the formula of being ‘unable to die’ to the wearer. Grid read the information through Pagma’s Eyes, found the secret story, and smiled. Then he pulled out the Fire Dragon Sword and burned it with the flames the sword created. The armor of rumors was nothing more than an illusion created by Chensler’s loyalty. As long as Juander was alive, Chensler’s formula of being ‘unable to die’ would be maintained, even without his armor. He wasn’t even aware of it. 


  The smiling Grid suggested to Faker, “Do you want to take the bus? You have gone back to level 1.”


  “I’m fine. My level can be restored with quests.” 


  “What...?” 


  X-ing hell. Grid’s curses echoed through the royal palace at dawn. 


  After this day, comments from people having trouble at hunting grounds about being helped by an unknown old man and middle-aged man started to appear on the Internet. 




  Chapter 1281


  Bain dreamed of the revival of Eclipse. He tried to regain the old reputation of Eclipse, whose name terrorized and controlled the world. 


  His first endeavor was to stab the back of the former Lantier, who couldn’t give up on his foolish disciples. His second endeavor was to learn Lantier’s skills with insufficient talent. His third endeavor was to sneak into the palace and gain the emperor’s trust. 


  Bain’s actions were a series of hardships. Every moment was a crisis. It felt like walking on a steel wire with a huge rock on his back. He couldn’t remember how many times he almost fell off the wire. However, Bain held on and moved forward little by little. 


  Then he took a chance. It was the moment when Chensler was struck by the sword of the traitor, Edan, and when the rampage caused by Saharan’s sword swept over both Juander and Chensler. For the first time in the decades since he infiltrated the palace, Bain used Lantier’s technique and permeated the shadows. 


  His hardship was at an end. He would absorb Juander’s red energy and complete Lantier’s techniques. He would reign as the king of darkness and rule the world! 


  The precarious wire was reborn as a solid stone bridge. Bain was overcome with excitement and joy, and he was convinced that he had reached the peak of his life. He relied on the chaos caused by Edan and succeeded in securing Juander. Then he immediately rushed to Eclipse’s base. He detained Juander in the facility he had prepared for over 20 years and exploited the red energy. 


  Slowly by steadily, he absorbed the enormous red energy into his body. Then a ghost of the former Lantier appeared. 


  Unlike Bain, who had many flaws because he taught himself Lantier’s techniques, this person’s techniques were systematic and had few gaps. This person couldn’t use the advanced techniques, but the combination of destructive physical skills and gorgeous techniques were reminiscent of the former Lantier.


  “Who the hell are you?” 


  “I am Kasim’s disciple.” 


  “......!”


  It was unbelievable. At the last moment, Bain was caught by karma. It was at a rather difficult moment. It would’ve been less unfair if he met this person when he wanted to give up everything! 


  “He...! I should’ve found that guy and killed him!” 


  The former Lantier’s disciples had clear goals and were tenacious even if their talent wasn’t enough. It reminded Bain of the former Lantier’s argument that they would reach the peak in their respective fields. He recalled the words of the former Lantier, who said that if both disciples were elected as Lantier and cooperated, they would be more powerful than the 25th Lantier. 


  No, he shouldn’t be deceived by that guy’s words. Bain had already denied him and betrayed him. Bain got rid of old memories with a roar and slipped into the shadows. His intention was to stab Faker’s back, but Faker didn’t allow it. 


  He controlled the shadow and turned it into a thorny path, so that Bain had no choice but to leap out and discard the shadows. He immediately hid in another shadow and was prepared to attack when dozens of shadow daggers struck his body. It was the aftermath of the shadow he was hiding in turning into dozens of blades. 


  ‘This...!’


  The other person’s dominance over shadows far outweighed Bain’s. The shadows he already controlled were taken away and a fight couldn’t take place. Additionally, the other person’s speed at controlling the shadows was nearly twice as fast as Bain’s. The physical abilities were also twice as high... 


  “Keuk!” 


  The level of the body technique was different. It was different to cope when the opponent gently dodged and then counterattacked with a kick that was twice as fast and twice as strong. Through Faker, Bain was able to glimpse the huge wall he felt when he ambushed the former Lantier, but was unable to take away his life. This was a wall he wouldn’t have felt if Bain hadn’t been obsessed with Lantier’s techniques. 


  If he hadn’t used Lantier’s techniques and instead used his own inherent techniques to decide victory or defeat, he wouldn’t have lost a lot of physical strength from using the red energy and would’ve had the advantage in the battle. However, Bain made the wrong judgment. He believed he would be stronger if he used the incomplete Lantier’s techniques rather than his own skills. While it was true, the problem was that the other person was well-versed in Lantier’s techniques.


  “Do you think I will give up at this point?!” 


  A red aura rose from Bain’s body. He pulled out Juander’s red energy that was not yet fully his own. The shadows around him were stained with red and Bain’s shadow control speed was nearly twice as fast as before. His dominance also rose and his shadows could no longer be taken away by Faker. 


  A battle where the flow couldn’t be read began. In the thousands of large and small shadows created by the complex topography of the deep cave, Faker and Bain appeared and disappeared repeatedly, causing sparks to fly. 


  “......”


  “......”


  The expressions of Eclipse’s assassins, who was kidnapped by Bain and brainwashed before they were mature, started to distort. They were calm even in the face of death. Now they were confused for the first time in ages. They had been brainwashed into believing Lantier was their master and there were now two masters in front of them. 


  That’s right—the assassins of Eclipse couldn’t distinguish between Bain and Faker. They recognized Bain as their master based on Lantier’s techniques so their thinking was confused. Due to this, Bain wasn’t helped by anyone. 


  “Cough!”


  “Keuk!”


  Dozens of times? No, perhaps it was hundreds of times already. Bain and Faker crossed countless times in the shadows and black blood gushed from their mouths. It was because they were both poisoned by Lantier’s Poison, which had an irresistible curse. 


  After hundreds of attacks and defenses, both were covered with small and large wounds and their skin had darkened. From now on, it was a battle of speed. They had to quickly defeat the enemy in front of them to gain time for detoxification. 


  “Shadow Soldiers.” 


  Faker struck first. He controlled thousands of shadows at the same time and turned them into soldiers with spears. The soldiers acted as a barrier for Faker and pointed their spears at Bain. It was a place Bain hadn’t reached yet. No, it was an unreachable place for him. 


  


  


  This technique that controlled a large number of soldiers at once and caused them to become soldiers was Kasim’s unique technique that he made by reinterpreting Lantier’s techniques. However, Bain had red energy. Red energy had the power to dominate and control matter. More than half of Faker’s shadow soldiers quickly turned red. 


  “Shadow Soldiers! Cough!”


  Red energy was originally the power belonging to someone else. Bain hadn’t fully gained control of the red energy and was injured. Black blood poured from his eyes, ears, nose, and mouth. He staggered like he was about to fall. However, unlike his physical condition, the situation on the battlefield was favorable to him. 


  The red shadow soldiers started to ambush Faker’s shadow soldiers. The shadow soldiers aimed spears at each other. The black shadow soldiers were first attacked by the red shadow soldiers that appeared in their formation and quickly collapsed. 


  Bain and Faker disappeared from the messy battlefield. They crossed the shadow soldiers calmly and reappeared while colliding in the air. 


  “Ohhhhhh!” Bain’s cry echoed loudly. 


  His physical technique that gathered the shadows around his fist and threw it out had reached a level that even the former Lantier hadn’t reached. He had already pushed the limits many times. Bain was certain after he felt the sensation from his arm that stretched out neatly in a straight line. 


  “I won!” 


  The moment he defeated this person, he would surpass the previous Lantier. It was a huge feat that transcended his status. Bain smiled faintly. 


  “Greed.” Just then, the shadows gathered at one point were swallowed up. It was Kasim’s ultimate skill that he created by combining Daluka’s Methods and Lantier’s Methods. It was theoretically the strongest physical force that swallowed all the things around him. 


  “Ku... kuaaaaaack!” 


  Bain’s entire body was swallowed up from head to toe. The irresistible pressure caused his body to crumple like a piece of paper and it ate greedily. 


  “Keok! Keeeeeeeok!” 


  Terrible, bizarre noises, and screams resonated in the cave. The red shadow soldiers dominating the battlefield stopped instantly and disappeared like they were a lie. 


  “Gasp...Gasp...”


  Faker’s Greed was at a very low level compared to Kasim’s one. It only worked on targets with less than 15% health. If Lantier’s poison was a damage over time (dot) skill that dealt fixed damage instead of a dot skill that dealt percentage damage, Faker wouldn’t have a chance to use Greed against Bain. 


  However, Faker eventually won. He believed in Lantier’s poison and predicted his victory in the fight against Bain. In the end, it was a victory due to thorough calculations. 


  [You have changed classes to the legendary assassin Lantier.] 


  [Your level has been reset to level 1.] 


  The notification windows that he should have originally been happy about popped up. It was just that the timing was too bad. 


  “......”


  “......”


  Hundreds of assassins were surrounding the helpless Faker. The assassins of Eclipse. They were the puppets Bain had raised for decades. They gazed at Faker with apathetic eyes and took a few steps closer to Faker while pulling out their daggers. Then they cut their own hands and dripped blood onto Faker’s shadow. 


  “We pledge allegiance to the new Lantier.” 


  *** 


  “......”


  Faker woke up from his recollections of his encounter with Bain. He saw Grid spending time with his family before leaving for the East Continent and commanded the assassins in the darkness. 


  “As of today, Eclipse is under the umbrella of the Overgeared Shadows.” 


  “Attention!”


  An assassination group that existed for thousands of years—the strongest organization in history was completely absorbed by the Overgeared Kingdom. The sinister name of Eclipse was discarded, and they were reborn with the glorious name of Overgeared Shadows. 


  “Why...? Assassins...” 


  Lauel cried sadly, but Faker didn’t care. The name ‘Overgeared’ was now his pride.




  Chapter 1282


  (The emergence of a new legend! Is Jishuka the identity of the Bow Saint?) 


  (The Overgeared Kingdom has six legends in total...) 


  (The emergence of Lantier... it is difficult to infer their identity.)


  『 There is a nearly 100% chance that the legendary archer is Jishuka. How many people in the world can deny that she is qualified to be a legend? On the other hand, Lantier is unknown... 』 


  『 It must be Faker. He was the strongest assassin who was known as the God of Death with a normal class. Who else can qualify to be Lantier? 』 


  『 Lantier isn’t a name, but the title for the leader of Eclipse. In other words, it is reasonable to assume that a player or NPC from Eclipse has become Lantier. 』 


  『 I think it is unlikely that Faker, who is active in the Overgeared Kingdom, is Lantier. 』


  At the Haenam branch store of Eat Spicy Jokbal...


  “Why do they always do this?” 


  Peak Sword placed three pieces of jokbal on a perilla leaf and ate it with a frown. He was angered at the ignorance of the panelists who said that someone with the proud Korean lineage wasn’t the legendary assassin. 


  Eat Spicy Jokbal filled his empty glass with soju and laughed bitterly. “They don’t want to believe that two legends who emerged around the same time belong to the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  Out of the more than two billion players, fewer than 10 had become legends. Most of them belonged to the Overgeared Kingdom. 


  “This is better. The moment it is revealed that Lantier’s identity is Faker, people’s feelings of deprivation will increase and they will have unnecessary hostility to the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  “They can accomplish it themselves. Why feel deprivation and hostility toward others?” 


  “There are people who can’t achieve it through effort alone. Innate talent is also luck. It isn’t strange to feel a sense of deprivation.” 


  It was Eat Spicy Jokbal saying this. One of those ordinary people was Eat Spicy Jokbal. Eat Spicy Jokbal had recently started feeling his limitations. 


  The limitations of his unique class Dungeon Maker became prominent in the higher leveled hunting grounds. The higher the level of the hunting ground, the tougher the terrain and the more difficult it was to find a space to create a dungeon. Even if a space was found, it took time to build a dungeon. Therefore, Eat Spicy Jokbal’s strength wasn’t easily demonstrated. 


  Eat Spicy Jokbal sighed and Peak Sword wondered, “I’m not a genius, but aren’t I good at hunting?” 


  “You are overgeared...” Eat Spicy Jokbal replied reflexively before closing his mouth. He realized he was denying Peak Sword’s efforts by using the word ‘overgeared.’ 


  Fortunately, Peak Sword wasn’t offended at all. Rather, he was smiling. “Yes, I’m overgeared. Items exist for people like us who have our efforts denied due to the absurdity of talent and luck.” 


  “......!”


  “Now you should make a decision. Will you keep staying in your ambiguous position or will you join Overgeared One Guild, gain items from Grid, and enjoy the game with me?” 


  “......”


  In fact, Peak Sword also felt something. He knew that a fierce wave would come sooner or later to the Overgeared Kingdom after two legends were acquired at once. Therefore, he was taking measures in his own way. 


  “Right now, people aren’t envious or jealous of Grid. He is so strong that they can’t even be jealous. In my opinion, the Overgeared Kingdom should become like Grid. It was only by becoming overwhelmingly strong that people won’t dare become hostile and the Overgeared Kingdom will be safe.” 


  Clap!


  Dozens of young men entered the restaurant and clapped at Peak Sword’s words. They were all gamers from the Korean Patriotic Society. They were the trump cards that Peak Sword prepared for the Overgeared Kingdom. 


  “Spicy Jokbal, join us as well. Make the Overgeared Kingdom stronger together with us.” 


  *** 


  “......”


  Agnus lost Luna and stayed still for three days. He didn’t go to the cemetery to resurrect the army of the dead and just stayed in a room, neither eating nor drinking. 


  [You have died.] 


  He starved to death. Only a very small number of players experienced death and then suffered it again. He was forced to log out and only realized something after reconnecting to Satisfy. 


  “...I was crazy.” 


  Luna was just a fake. She wasn’t resurrected. In the first place, this world wasn’t reality... 


  He had forgotten the facts had he known for quite some time. 


  “Excuse me, are you okay?” 


  “Why are you here?” Agnus looked coldly at the doctor, Hera, who approached him. Her anxious expression didn’t make sense to Agnus. 


  “Are you stupid enough to feel compassion?” 


  Agnus was thinking about Euphemina and Hera retorted, “Why would I pity you? Didn’t you hold me hostage? Didn’t you say that if I ran away, you would chase me to the ends of hell and kill me? I couldn’t escape because I was scared.” 


  "Get lost. I don’t need you anymore now.” 


  A potion made from the Kunlun Ginseng—it was needed to resurrect the dead so Agnus held Hera hostage, but it was no longer needed now since the Luna that Agnus wanted to resurrect didn’t exist in this world. 


  “Oh, how nice. I understand. Then I’m leaving.” 


  One month—Hera had been watching Agnus for this long and honestly felt sympathetic to him. It didn’t mean she felt any affection for him. She simply felt the appearance of him holding only someone dead and lovingly whispering to it was pitiful. 


  She thought that it would help him regain his mind if she looked after him. However, it was a pointless worry. He was a person who had nothing to do with her in the first place. Whether he was crazy or not, or the amount of pain he would experience in the future, it didn’t matter. It had nothing to do with her. 


  “I will just say one thing. Don’t make trouble for other people.”


  Hera packed her luggage and left the house without any regrets. Then silence filled the old and shabby house. It was a silence that was familiar to Agnus. 


  


  


  “Status Window.” 


  How many hours passed? Agnus, who was sitting in a dazed manner, finally checked his condition. He faced the system he had avoided for a long time since Luna was created and once again realized that this was a virtual world. Level 353. It was a full four levels lower than his last memory. 


  “Kik, I’m quite far behind.” 


  He looked out the window and saw the buildings. Agnus went out on the streets and witnessed all types of humans. There were many people who seemed happy. The happiness that he couldn’t hold onto forever was so common on the streets. 


  “Kukuk... Kuhahahahat!” 


  Agnus realized what he had to do. He recalled his encounter with Baal, who was united by evil, and laughed as he went to the cemetery. There were no humans around him. He wouldn’t have cared even if there were people.


  “Summon the Dead.” 


  He would first raise his level. Then he would create the strongest deceased that were incomparable to Luna and spread misfortune around the world. Agnus swept away his green hair as his golden eyes stared at the city under the hill. 


  *** 


  ‘I have to go and come back quickly.’


  Jishuka and Faker—the two Overgeared members who got legendary classes. Thanks to this, the Overgeared Kingdom’s power rose sharply, but Grid was full of anxiety instead of joy. It was because he had experienced Satisfy’s damn system of forcing players to understand that power came with a price. 


  The stronger the Overgeared Kingdom became, the more likely it was to be a target for stronger enemies. The probability was high enough. Eclipse’s secret weapon might come to Faker to get revenge or a follower of the War God who dreamed of becoming a Bow Saint could attack Jishuka. Grid was reluctant to leave when there was a chance the kingdom might be swept away by war. 


  However, Grid was the only one who could obtain white phosphorus wood. He had to personally move to gain the firewood. 


  ‘Are there any legendary woodcutters?’ 


  More people were needed in various fields. The more power he gained and the more work there was to do, the greater his regret for talents. 


  ‘In the future, I will have to actively consider my relationship with new people.’ 


  Currently, there were over 3,000 members in the Overgeared Guild. More than 90% of them were recruited by Lauel and the remaining 10% consisted of former members of the Tzedakah Guild and former members of the Giant Guild. It was safe to say that Grid had brought in very few of the members. Instead, Grid helped increase the number of people by recruiting named NPCs and blacksmiths. It was just that their role was different from guild members and common people. The roles of NPCs and players were thoroughly separated. 


  “Then I’m going.” 


  Grid smiled as he kissed Irene’s cheek. It was a bright face without any pretenses. There were no signs of anxiety or worry. Thanks to this, Irene relaxed as she saw Grid off. 


  “Please be careful.” 


  “I’m just going to cut firewood, but I’ll be careful.” 


  Grid reassured Irene once again. Then he looked back at Sticks. Sticks lamented as he was called during class. “The academy students are saying bad things about me recently. The principal is always absent from class and it doesn’t look good.” 


  “Then how about raising a disciple in earnest? Provide me with a new transportation vehicle, no, an excellent magician to take over your role. Then I won’t bother you.”


  “Hmm, a disciple...” 


  Hundreds of students at the Overgeared Academy were taking classes from Sticks. Lord also received separate training. However, none of them could be called Sticks’ disciple. It was because Sticks only taught them knowledge and about elementals. He had no intention of teaching anyone the magic that symbolized himself or the secret techniques of the high elves. For him, life was almost infinite and he didn’t feel the need to teach it to others. 


  However, his thoughts changed at this moment. He had to answer Grid’s sudden calls every day and he was very tired. 


  "I understand. I am going to raise a disciple.” Sticks made a decision. His intentions weren’t pure, but he couldn’t be criticized. The person chosen as his disciple would receive the greatest fortune and blessing in the world. They were just obligated to become Grid’s transportation vehicle. 


  “Good decision.” 


  Sticks’ determination pleased Grid. The disciple of a great sage. They would surely be a great strength. Grid was entering the magic circle of Mass Teleport when someone called out to him. “Your Majesty!” 


  “Huh?” 


  It was Piaro. Grid stopped Sticks’ magic from being activated when he saw Piaro. “What’s going on?” 


  “I will accompany you.” 


  “Eh?” 


  Piaro wanted to go to the East Continent? He didn’t seem interested previously? Piaro explained to the confused Grid, “I need to look at the environment in which the golden walnuts are growing.” 


  “Ah...!” 


  [Golden Walnut]


  [It is also called the blessing of nature. 


  It is a snack and remedy enjoyed by all nobles and royalty on the East Continent. 


  Somewhere on the East Continent, there are creatures whose main food is this walnut. 


  All stats will rise by 10% for one hour. 


  Additionally, there is a very low probability of permanently increasing one stat by 5 points. The better you shell the walnut, the more likely it is that your stats will permanently increase. 


  Weight: 0.1] 


  The golden walnut was something Grid had discovered the first time he went to the East Continent. He had asked Piaro to grow it. A few years had passed and Piaro had failed to grow it. It was a headache and now Piaro seemed to be making a more aggressive attempt. 


  “Thanks to the Matchless Heart Technique that I learned from Your Majesty, the cultivation of the fields have risen. It seems that now it isn’t impossible to reproduce the environment of the East Continent on the West Continent.” 


  “Okay, come with me.” 


  It was nice to hear. The golden walnuts were basically a buff food, but once combined with Grid’s dexterity, they were likely to become an elixir. If golden walnuts were grown in the Overgeared Kingdom, they would be the first kingdom in history to produce elixirs. 




  Chapter 1283


  It was possible for Grid to overlap the crown and the helmet. This meant he could wear one more piece of equipment than anyone else. It was being overgeared. In fact, it was possible due to the First King title effect. 


  ‘Um, it is neat.’ 


  Grid checked his appearance in the mirror once more and smiled happily. A helmet with goat horns—the appearance reminiscent of a devil disappeared, and only a silver crown adorned his head. 


  “Let’s depart.” 


  Sticks sent a signal and Piaro and Grid stood in the magic circle. Grid nodded and the three of them disappeared without a trace. 


  *** 


  The East Continent’s beginner area, Pangea...


  The third time Grid visited this place, it was controlled by the army. Now it was back to being an ordinary city. Many of the abandoned houses that lost their owners were filled with new residents. The ruined roads were repaired and carriages were going back and forth. 


  “This is the place that was ruled by Han Seokbong.” 


  Piaro showed interest. He observed with interest rather than hating the unfamiliar culture found everywhere. 


  “What does the grain taste like?” 


  “......”


  In the end, they stopped in front of the rice fields. Grid saw the rice fields that were shabby compared to Reinhardt’s and smiled bitterly. "This was originally a city. A great city.” 


  There had been tens of thousands of residents and four smithies. Those people were now living as people of the Overgeared Kingdom and were being revitalized. Outsiders lined up in order to buy the tools made by craftsmen and were cheated by Yang Fei’s mouth to eat Idan’s food.


  ‘However, these days, Idan’s food is edible.’


  Idan had grown beyond a chief who could only make poisonous food. He was notorious for being a poison master and poisoned the soldiers of the Overgeared Kingdom, unexpectedly helping the Overgeared Kingdom. The Overgeared soldiers continued to eat Idan’s dishes and became resistant to poison. This allowed them to work easily in polluted spaces. It had been a hot topic when the soldiers of the Overgeared Kingdom destroyed the ‘Serpent Temple’ that was called hell on earth because it poisoned countless players. 


  ...At that time, Elizabeth had been stunned when a large quantity of snake skin was supplied to her workshop. 


  Piaro murmured, “There seems to be a very small number of troops stationed here. I’m worried about security falling if it is only to this level.” 


  “It is enough. The people of the Cho Kingdom are protected by the red phoenix. If an outsider makes trouble here, then they will be smashed before the soldiers even come forward.” 


  Grid’s interpretation was reasonable, but it was wrong. Pangea was a place that foreigners from the West Continent must pass through. It was a very important base for the Cho Kingdom. The fact that there were fewer troops stationed here showed there was a serious issue. 


  In fact, the reason why Pangea’s troops decreased was because they were recruited as reinforcements for the capital. However, the Cho King lied about the reason for recruiting the troops so that the people wouldn’t feel anxious. They only told the people that support troops were needed for a certain celebration. Due to this, the people of Pangea were unaware of the change to the capital. They had no worries on their faces and were only filled with enthusiasm for rebuilding the city. Therefore, Grid had no doubts about the situation. 


  “Certainly... their physical strength is enormous.” Piaro found it easy to understand. In the eyes of the legendary farmer, Pangea’s farmers had excellent physical strength. They weren’t inferior at all compared to the soldiers of the Overgeared Kingdom, who were some of the strongest on the West Continent. 


  “There is the white phosphorus forest.” Grid managed to move Piaro away from the fields.“I want this tree to be grown in the Overgeared Kingdom. Is it possible?” 


  Currently, Piaro’s focus was on the golden walnut. However, for Grid, the urgency for white phosphorus wood was higher than the golden walnuts. He needed to visit the East Continent whenever he needed white phosphorus wood... honestly, it was a nuisance. Additionally, Grid hadn’t figured out where to grow the golden walnuts. It was right to focus on the white phosphorus tree first. 


  “Hoh...”


  The outside was as white as snow. Piaro was fascinated by the beauty of the white phosphorus tree and took a closer look. 


  “It is as white and beautiful as my wife’s heart.”


  “......”


  “What is this firmness? It is like seeing my wife.” 


  “......”


  “There is a really hot flame. It reminds me of my wife when she witnesses injustices.” 


  “...Do it in moderation.” Grid recently heard that Beniyaru was pregnant. Grid was happy about it, but wasn’t Piaro showing his affection too much? 


  Piaro, whose love for his wife went beyond the extreme, woke up belatedly and coughed. “Hum hum, I’m sorry.” 


  “It is good to have an excellent relationship, but you need to adjust it to some extent. How can the commander of the army be like this?” 


  “Yes...”


  Piaro distinctly remembered it—it was Grid hugging and kissing Irene regardless of whether the soldiers saw it or not. It wasn’t just one or twice when his ears scabbed over because Grid praised Irene for three hours straight. In fact, the most recent occurence was just two days ago. However, how could he say it? It was impossible to complain about his king. 


  “Your words are right... I have to be careful in the future.’


  It seemed he was too excited. The aware Piaro crouched down and examined the soil of the forest. “The sand particles are very thick.” 


  “Um...?”


  Up to now, Grid had only looked at the trees, not the forest. His purpose was to gain the white phosphorus wood so his perspective was limited. 


  


  


  “Coarse sand soil,” Piaro spoke while touching the soil and Grid’s eyes widened. 


  Coarse sand soil.It was a term Grid came across when he was working at a construction site. Coarse sand soil was the soil used on the military training ground. It came from a foreign word and it was right to call it coarse sand after it was purified. 


  “This is sand formed from granite weathering. It absorbs less water than normal soil. However, this sand isn’t only on the surface. It has reached down to the point where the roots of the white phosphorus trees are located.” 


  “......”


  Grid didn’t respond and Piaro explained, “It means it is better not to have excessive moisture when growing the white phosphorus trees.”


  “Ah, that's right. It is natural to think this way.”


  The white phosphorus trees seemed cold at first because they were white like snow. However, the reality was that it was very hot. The heat caused a huge explosion the moment they were cut. 


  “The reason the surface is white is because salt is mixed in with the sea breeze...” 


  Grid shook his head. “That isn’t the case. This tree grows even in areas where there is no sea.” 


  “I see...” 


  Piaro started to think about it. At some point, he forgot to speak as he thoroughly examined the white phosphorus trees and the surrounding environment. Grid was reassured when he saw Piaro looking for answers on his own. He had faith that Piaro could grow this tree on the West Continent. It was as he expected... 


  A long time passed before Piaro opened his mouth again with a very bright expression, “I think I have a vague idea. There are a few saplings so let’s take them with us.” 


  “Wait!” Grid shouted as he saw Piaro pulling out the shovel and hand plow, but Piaro’s actions were too swift. 


  Grid didn’t have a chance to stop him as Piaro dug at the soil around the young white phosphorus tree and extracted the roots. There was no explosion.The white phosphorus tree, which no one could collect apart from Grid, was brought out intact by Piaro. 


  “......!”


  “What’s wrong?” 


  “No... a legendary farmer is really great...” 


  The feelings of emptiness and sadness that he felt when Piaro became a farmer had now changed. Grid even thought it was fortunate that Piaro was a farmer, not a Sword Saint. Strength wasn’t the only thing that mattered in this world. At this point, it seemed good if Lord had a farmer companion. 


  “Will you raise your child who will be born soon as a farmer?” 


  Piaro’s children would surely be gifted with great talent. Grid hoped that Piaro’s children would stand by Lord’s side. If it was a son, then as a friend, and if it was a daughter, then as a spouse. Piaro smiled and shook his head at Grid’s serious question. 


  "No, I will let my child make their own choices.” 


  Piaro was born as the child of one of the empire’s most famous swordsmen and he naturally walked the path of the sword, dreaming of becoming the Sword Saint. Yet in the end, he became a farmer. Additionally, he had no regrets about this choice. Piaro had realized it through his own life. Parents shouldn’t force dreams onto their children. 


  “I see...” 


  Grid felt the same way. He also carved out his own path. In fact, he didn’t force Lord to follow his path. He had only one desire.


  “If you give birth to a daughter, then let her marry Lord.” 


  Grid wanted Piaro’s daughter to be Lord’s companion. He would feel relieved if Piaro’s daughter was with Lord. Surprisingly, Piaro refused. “That will be difficult.” 


  “...?” 


  It was an unexpected reaction. Grid thought Piaro would be happy so he was flustered when it was a refusal. Piaro was the most loyal among the loyalists. He had never disobeyed Grid even when he was ordered to protect Juander. Yet he refused this marriage? 


  Piaro scratched his head and explained to the stiff Grid, “I won’t be able to live up to my name if I let my daughter marry a playboy who already has hundreds of lovers.” 


  “......”


  He forgot for a moment that other people valued their children just as much as he did. Grid was silent without refuting anything. Then Piaro gave him hope. 


  “I will give birth to a son. I will give birth to a son and raise him as the prince’s loyal friend.” 


  “Ah... Uh, yes.” 


  Yes, Grid hoped Piaro would give birth to a son by all means. Grid smiled brightly at the thought, only to suddenly become uneasy. He thought about how things had developed so far and found there was a 199.9% chance that Piaro’s child was likely to be a daughter. 


  ‘...Well, there is no law saying they can’t be friends just because they have different genders.’ 


  Let’s leave this until later to think about. Grid shook his head and focused on the firewood. In the meantime, Piaro collected all the white phosphorus saplings and wrapped the roots with cloth. There were over 50 saplings. 


  The next day...


  “Let’s go find the golden walnuts plantation.” 


  Grid and Piaro achieved their first goal and left Pangea. The two of them traveled for a long time while recalling their past. Over 10 years ago, the two of them had traveled together when Grid just became the lord of Reidan. It was a memory for Grid and a nightmare for Piaro.




  Chapter 1284


  The first generation of players who played Satisfy the moment it opened—many of them perceived Satisfy to be similar to traditional games. They were convinced that, like with traditional games, fighting was the core concept of Satisfy and was the ultimate goal, so they chose combat classes. 


  They hadn’t fully understood the concept of a virtual reality beyond that of just a game and underestimated the scale of the societies that existed in this vast world known as Satisfy. As the aftermath of feeling the pain that actually accompanied real combat, nearly 70% of those who chose combat classes chose an archer class.


  This was why the first generation of players were wronged as the ‘weakest generation’ despite having outstanding figures such as Grid, Kraugel, and Yura. 


  *** 


  Zibal—he was once the leader of the largest guild and he was now living a completely different life. After several incidents, he was chosen by Grandmaster Zikfrector and was active as an apostle helping with the resurrection of the seven malignant saints. 


  “I am getting used to life here now.” 


  The East Continent, Xing—it was a kingdom that seemed to be China in ancient times. There were many tall towers so it seemed that Dali Kingdom itself was used as the basis. It was a very different feeling from the Cho Kingdom that was a mixture of east and west cultures. 


  At first, Zibal found it strange and awkward, but now he was quite accustomed to it. He had long forgotten the discomfort of moving around with the dopo, and the greeting method of a fist against the palm had become natural. He wasn’t shocked anymore when seeing food made of centipedes and snakes. There was just one problem... 


  “They’ve once again showed their refusal. It is annoying. Why don’t we just push with force?” 


  There was no progress in his work—the hydra was beaten by an unknown person and thanks to this, Zibal’s group was able to move to the East Continent relatively easily, with their purpose being to visit the Hwan Kingdom. However, both the Cho Kingdom’s royal family and Xing Kingdom’s royal family were uncooperative with Zibal’s group. Forget even telling them the location of the Hwan Kingdom. Every time the Hwan Kingdom was mentioned, they shuddered and closed themselves off. 


  Susan’s patience reached the limit after more than a month with no progress. 


  “In this state, we won’t be able to reach the Hwan Kingdom in months or even years.”


  A nation founded by the displaced gods—the first step in Zikfrector’s grand plan could only happen once they visited the Hwan Kingdom. It was just frustrating because the kings of the Cho and Xing Kingdoms didn’t provide any information despite knowing the location of the Hwan Kingdom. 


  Susan nervously kicked the table and gritted her teeth. “We should’ve used strength from the beginning. Once the two kingdoms are subdued by force, we would get the information we need on the Hwan Kingdom.” 


  The Cho Kingdom and Xing Kingdom were originally colonies of the Hwan Kingdom. There were traces of the Hwan Kingdom in both kingdoms. However, it seemed they recently became independent from the Hwan Kingdom and was hostile to the Hwan Kingdom. This was why the two kingdoms felt wary of Zibal’s group and monitored them. 


  Susan knew that their situation was very bad. 


  “The grandmaster told us to watch a bit more.” 


  “What is the point of watching? It is a waste of time. Zibal, you should try to convince Sir Zik. Huh? You are favored by Sir Zik.” 


  ‘This is why she doesn’t have the grandmaster’s trust.’ 


  The reason Susan’s scarred forehead turned red from time to time was because she was easily agitated. She wasn’t steady, unlike the other Neo Red Knights. She was almost childish compared to her relative, Mercedes. 


  Zibal clicked his tongue and explained, “The reason the grandmaster asked us to observe a bit more was to judge how the expelled gods view the Cho Kingdom and Xing Kingdom. It isn’t good if we leave a negative impression on the gods who have been driven out of both kingdoms.” 


  “Hah? Weren’t the expelled gods driven out of the two kingdoms? Is that possible? Both kingdoms have strange monsters such as the red phoenix and black tortoise as gods. Why would the expelled gods care about the two kingdoms who drove them out?” 


  “We don’t know what is going on. If you are feeling frustrated, then you can ask the grandmaster yourself.” 


  “What...?! I’m just complaining because I’m frustrated! I don’t doubt Sir Zik!” 


  Susan blushed and directly left the room. Zibal was left alone and sighed. 


  ‘It is frustrating.’ 


  In fact, Zibal’s thoughts were the same as Susan. He was almost certain that the Hwan Kingdom would be hostile to the Cho Kingdom and Xing Kingdom. In a confrontation with the Hwan Kingdom, how could the two kingdoms be fine? Furthermore, Zibal had inferred some of the situation on the East Continent through Grid’s epics. It was unlikely that the expelled gods would be angry even if Zikfrector destroyed the Xing Kingdom right now. 


  However, he kept to keep safety in mind and not rush into anything. It was worth noting that the Hwan Kingdom had protected the people of the Cho and Xing Kingdoms previously. They shouldn’t blame the grandmaster’s prudence. Zibal had served the grandmaster for nearly two years and never lost anything. 


  ‘The quest this time is especially important. I have to calmly wait for the right time... Huh?’ 


  Zibal’s eyes widened slightly as he looked out the window. Yangzhou, the capital of Xing—he was amazed by a beauty who was striking even in the city center where countless people came and went. 


  ‘Jishuka?’ 


  Zibal jumped up. The legendary archer who had recently appeared—contrary to expectations of the public, the identity of the new legend that appeared was ‘Bow Saint’ rather than ‘Povia’s Descendant.’ 


  ‘I’m curious!’ 


  Zibal had competed with Kraugel in his prime. He was one of the best rankers in the game. He was forced to experience bitterness several times after Grid appeared like a comet and ended his dream of being the supreme one, but his blood was still hot. His desire to duel with a new legend and use it as a nutrient for development suddenly rose. There was just one thing... 


  ‘Her level should’ve been reset.’ 


  This was the case with Kraugel. Zibal hesitated for a moment, but then he ran onto the streets. It was easy to find Jishuka even with the crowd. Jishuka wore a black cloth over her face like many noble women, but she still caught the attention of many men. Men’s eyes followed her and Zibal was able to naturally follow her. 


  ‘The public opinion is that it is meager.’ 


  The potential of a Bow Saint was evaluated as low by the rankers. Povia’s performance recorded in history was far less than that of other legends and in fact, there were disadvantages with the archer class itself. It should be noted that 43% of players with a combat class had the archer class. 


  


  


  Archers were played by a lot of people and when compared to other combat classes, there were too many weaknesses and few strengths. Ranged attacks were possible and the attack power was high—excluding these two things, it was a class with more disadvantages such as being weak in melee, having a weak defense, and delays in attacking. They played an easy role in team battles but were very weak in 1v1. 


  Of course, Jishuka was an exception. Even so, the reality was that her win rate was low when fighting rankers of the same level with other classes. 


  ‘Shall I see what it is like?’ 


  Jishuka moved to a place with few people. She went to the bamboo forest outside the walls and stood in front of a shabby shrine. 


  ‘Is she on a quest?’


  The sign of this shrine had the word ‘bow’ engraved on it. It was easy to guess that it was a shrine for someone who shot a bow well. Zibal watched from a distance without disturbing Jishuka. His purpose was pure. He just wanted to see the skills of a Bow Saint. He had no intention of maliciously attacking Jishuka or being hostile to her. 


  Jingle. It was around five minutes after Jishuka entered the shrine. A clear bell rang. The location was from the south of the shrine. The distance was around 350 meters. 


  “......!” 


  Zibal’s eyes widened. The moment the bell rang, an arrow was fired from the shrine and struck the bell that had just made a sound. ‘Is it possible to have such accuracy with that speed?’ 


  Hundreds of bamboo trees stood between the shrine and the location of the bell, yet the arrow fired from the shrine flew through the gaps in the trees and accurately shot the bell 350 meters away. It was just three seconds after the bell rang. The moment the sound was heard, the person grasped the location of the bell and aimed at it in less than a second. This archery was unbelievable to see. 


  ‘If it is Jishuka who shot that arrow...’ 


  If so, it was clear that Jishuka would be even more unrestricted in a melee. Archers were vulnerable to close combat because it took time to place the arrow on the string and aim their bows. It was virtually impossible to cope with incoming attacks and fight back. Unlike archers in 2D and 3D games, moving shots were extremely difficult. 


  Jishuka, who developed her agility stat in an abnormal manner, succeeded in implementing a moving shot that used ‘speed’ and ‘evasion’ but she shot one arrow for every two steps on average. This meant that if an opponent approached her and wielded the weapon two or more times, she could barely counterattack once. 


  Now the story seemed to have changed. Based on these reflexes, she could fire one or two arrows instantly instead of every two steps. 


  Jingle.


  There was a new bell sound. This time, it was from the north of the shrine. The distance was around 400 meters. 


  Chaaeng!


  Next was the east side of the shrine. The distance was 500 meters. 


  Chaaeng!


  ‘...Crazy.’ 


  40 seconds—in just 40 seconds, seven bells rang in the forest and Jishuka shot all of them. At the very end, the final bell was exactly 900 meters away. 


  ‘The arrow’s power has grown stronger.’


  Zibal couldn’t help gulping as he stared at the entrance of the shrine. 


  Step. Footsteps could be heard in the silence. It was a sign that Jishuka was about to emerge from the shrine. Zibal thought it would be like this. However, the sound of footsteps was actually a deception and three silently fired arrows struck Zibal’s shoulders and chest. 


  “Keuk...?” 


  Zibal, who used to be second in the unified rankings, had completed all sorts of quests under the grandmaster and surpassed level 380, yet he was hit by Jishuka’s attacks after her level was reset and even lost health. Smiling as she came out of the shrine, Jishuka’s voice entered the ears of the flustered Zibal, “I don’t like stalkers.” 


  “I’m sorry that I secretly followed you. I just...” 


  “Do you want to fight? I also feel the same.” 


  ‘So suddenly?’ 


  Zibal’s face was filled with shock. It was due to the rain of fire falling from the sky. It was like spraying paint on paper. Jishuka was easily able to fire a large number of arrows to dominate the field. 


  *** 


  The value of the golden walnuts was very high. It was a precious elixir eaten by the royal families of the East Continent. The method of growing the golden walnuts and the origin were naturally advanced information. An average person could never discover where the golden walnuts came from. 


  However, Grid had an information network. It was also a huge one. 


  “It is Xing. I’m glad.” 


  Grid was informed of this information after drinking tea with the king of the Cho Kingdom himself. He headed out of the castle without any delay. 


  The king of Xing would also be favorable to Grid so his heart was very light.




  Chapter 1285


  Times had changed—it was now common to see players on the East Continent. 


  “......”


  Bubat had also moved to the East Continent. It wasn’t just him. It was many of the rankers who visited the East Continent due to the Call of the Heavens quest. It might be different if they had established their own power in the West Continent, but there was no reason to refuse living on the East Continent which provided more hunting grounds and quests. 


  “...It is before the storm.” 


  A master of combat who could neutralize anyone he fought with at least once. Bubat boasted a huge bull-like figure and murmured with a ferocious expression. His gaze was fixed on the red carpeted floor. He was recognized for his merits and skills in Chiaotzu and obtained a noble title. Even so, he didn’t dare raise his head in front of the Xing King because of his low rank. 


  In the great hall where hundreds of ministers were gathered, Bubat’s location was the last place. It was the furthest place away from the throne. 


  “It is too sinister and I can’t sleep,” the king, who had been silent since convening the meeting, spoke for the first time. 


  The golden cloth embroidered with the black tortoise looked shabby instead of gorgeous today. It was probably because it resembled the complexion of the Xing King, who was anxious. 


  “Thanks to the help of the distinguished people, we have recovered the forgotten ancient god and became independent from the Hwan Kingdom. I have vowed that I will forget the Hwan Kingdom and strive for peace in the future, but uninvited visitors from a strange place keep bringing up these disgusting memories. Their intentions are impure and will harm the kingdom, so we need to discuss countermeasures.” 


  It was about Zibal’s group. 


  Their group appeared a month ago and repeatedly asked the Xing people about the Hwan Kingdom, shaking public sentiment. They said their purpose was simple. They wanted to be guided to the location of the Hwan Kingdom. This couldn’t happen. Xing was currently under the care of the black tortoise. The barrier prevented the fake gods (yangbans) from entering, but an absolute condition was needed to maintain this effect—forgetting the fake gods. 


  The people of Xing shouldn’t mention them, nor should they be reminded of them. Just as the black tortoise was forgotten for many years, it was only by forgetting the yangbans that their divinity would be weakened and the black tortoise be strengthened. 


  “I’m afraid that stories of the Hwan Kingdom and the yangbans will circulate through the Xing Kingdom due to these uninvited guests. Then the protection of God Black Tortoise will be weakened. How can we calm down this situation?” 


  “Umm...” 


  There was a dark shadow on the faces of the ministers. No one offered a solution. Bubat’s stomach was burning.


  ‘What is there to worry about? Isn’t it simple if they are banished?’ 


  The reason why Bubat felt the current atmosphere was the eve of the storm was because he anticipated a bloody battle to occur soon. He couldn’t imagine that the king and the ministers would be trembling because of Zibal’s group of less than 20 people. Why couldn’t they come up with a simple solution to expel or eliminate Zibal’s group? 


  Bubat was frustrated, but he first watched the situation. Five minutes passed, then 10 minutes. There was no progress in the meeting and he finally couldn’t stand it anymore. He opened his mouth, “Excuse me, isn’t this a problem that can simply be solved by driving them out?” 


  “Hah!”


  “Have you ever seen such a rude person?!”


  The last place Bubat dared to talk and the ministers scolded him. A nobleman standing next to Bubat poked him in the ribs and shook his head. Nevertheless, Bubat didn’t stop. Rather, he raised his head and stared straight at the king. 


  “If they refuse to leave, I think it is right to use force and execute them.” 


  Bubat had decided to live in Xing. He would do his best for the ideals that he had chosen. He couldn’t just watch this outrageous situation. He couldn’t watch such a pathetic situation every time. In the midst of the tumultuous atmosphere, Bubat stared steadily at the king. The king looked downward at him with slightly wide eyes and smiled lightly as he descended. 


  “That's right. You haven’t met many yangbans so you still lack insight. Therefore, you are fundamentally misunderstanding what is going on.” 


  “......?”


  Insight? Misunderstanding? The Xing King explained to Bubat, who was shaking his head, “Among the uninvited guests, there is an absolutely strong one we can’t face. It is a suicide act to confront him with force. All of Xing would be destroyed.” 


  For decades, the Xing King and his ministers had been dominated by the yangbans. Serving the yangban had given the king a type of sixth sense to perceive the strong. Therefore, he could see it. The man with a languid expression who was at the rear of the uninvited guests... he was a monster. 


  A monster who transcended most of the yangbans. The king saw this person from a distance and though a god of war had descended. 


  “This...” 


  Bubat finally grasped the situation and closed his mouth. There was a presence on Zibal’s side that was powerful enough to destroy the Xing Kingdom, which was comparable to many kingdoms in the West Continent?


  ‘Did Zibal also get a legend as a companion, just like Grid got Braham?’ 


  Bubat had to think like this. It was because only a few players knew about the existence of the grandmaster. 


  *** 


  ‘Amazing... I wouldn’t be able to win if our levels were equal.’ 


  Melee classes had at least one stun skill. Once they approached the target and hit the target with the skill, there was a very high probability of stunning the target. At this time, it was possible to inflict a fatal injury. The problem was that the skill had to hit. There was no chance of a stun if the skill itself missed. 


  The Bow Saint Jishuka... 


  Tadat!Tak.


  She avoided all of Zibal’s attacks with feather-light movements. She continued to step back while maintaining this favorable gap. It would’ve been a boring pursuit if she just dodged. Every time Jishuka opened the gap, she fired an arrow at the same time. This caused Zibal to accumulate damage. 


  The archer, the weakest class in melee combat, had surprisingly evolved into a counter for melee classes. Zibal became a hedgehog throughout the battle. He finally drove her to a corner and pointed his sword at Jishuka’s chin before lowering it. 


  “Hah... I lost.” 


  At present, Jishuka’s level was reset. For some reason, her arrows hurt a lot, but she was only around level 30. It was natural to win against her now. Zibal had to assume that he would lose if he and Jishuka’s levels were the same. 


  “If your level was over 300, then I would’ve died before driving you into the corner.” 


  “It might not necessarily be the case if you summon the magic machine.” 


  “What? Are you actually being considerate to others?” 


  


  


  If it wasn’t for Agnus, Jishuka would be the one with the nickname of ‘Mad Dog.’ Jishuka’s character was vicious to this extent. It was far from delicate. Zibal recalled the troubles he encountered every time he met Jishuka of the Tzedakah Guild on a hunting ground and thought it was absurd. Jishuka just crossed her arms and smiled. 


  “My personality has changed a bit while studying Grid’s tastes.” 


  “Jishuka changed because of a man...” 


  “Isn’t it the same for you?” 


  “......”


  In fact, Zibal was famous for being crazy. He was arrogant and earned the nickname ‘Prince of the United States’ after he gained great power and wealth by reaching the second place in the unified rankings. However, that was all old news. Zibal had realized his inadequacies and devoted himself to moving forward. He was now ashamed of his past self. 


  He pulled out an arrow embedded in his armor and shook hands with JIshuka. “By the way, congratulations. You have become a legend.” 


  “Thank you.” 


  It was a competitive relationship at first and then it was a bad one. Jishuka and Zibal had known each other for the past six years. There were times when they slandered each other on TV. However, they had gone through so much. Just as times changed, so had their thinking and personality. An accurate statement might be that they had grown up.


  “Then I’ll be going. I am busy with quests.” 


  “Yes, go well.” 


  Jishuka turned around first and Zibal wanted to see her off. The emergence of the grandmaster, who blocked Jishuka’s path, was completely different from Zibal’s intentions. 


  “…….?!”


  Jishuka’s eyes widened. She turned around and a tall man stood in front of her. Jishuka knew the name ‘Zikfrector’ that was floating above the head of the man who seemed skinny, but had shoulders as wide as Grid’s. 


  “The grandmaster...!” 


  Grid had said it—the grandmaster was an avatar of the seven malignant saints and the dark mastermind behind the empire. He was recognized as the strongest NPC by Chairman Lim Cheolho. It meant he was greater than Braham and Piaro, who was in a realm beyond imagination. Jishuka was nervous that such a person suddenly appeared in front of her without any warning. 


  “...Interesting.” 


  The grandmaster, who looked like he would fall asleep at any moment, caught Jishuka’s gaze and seemed to wake up from a slumber. It was an offensive, blatant gaze. Jishuka clenched her fists and the grandmaster murmured, “A human who embraces the Breaking Evil Arrow.” 


  “......!”


  Jishuka was astonished. The arrow she got from the shrine a little while ago was different from her expectations—it was actually a ‘resource’ similar to the Hero King’s fighting energy or the Sword Saint’s sword energy. However, the grandmaster saw through it instantly. 


  The grandmaster’s gaze swept over the frozen Jishuka and he whispered, “You should be wary of the Martial God.” 


  *** 


  At the gate of Yangzhou’s outer city... 


  Whisper whisper.


  People from all over the kingdom were whispering. Silver hair and white skin that seemed like it hadn’t seen the sun once—she was like a princess described in the fairy tales of the West Continent. The exotic beauty that made people feel this way attracted people’s attention. She was so delicate that she barely managed to support her body with a dark sword. She looked like she would fall down at any moment. 


  “Why...” 


  Clear blue eyes filled with resentment—the silver-haired beauty gritted her teeth and shouted at the middle-aged man standing next to her, “How many times do you have to fight? Dammit! Do you intend to kill people?!” 


  “......”


  Unlike her elegant appearance, her voice was loud and her tone, rough. The silver-haired beauty who made people doubt their ears was Grid. That’s right—it was Grid disguised as Irene. From Pangea to Yangzhou, he had fought against Piaro a total of 19 times in a week. He was really going crazy. 


  “No, why don’t you know how to act in moderation? My stamina has run out from a week of this. I can’t do anything!” 


  “...I’m sorry. I was too excited by Your Majesty’s new weapon.” 


  “Sigh...” 


  From the beginning, Piaro liked fighting against the strong. He was the so-called battle fanatic. Yes, fanatic. It meant he was crazy. Piaro was completely immersed in Grid, whose weapon moved by itself and shot the breath of a fire dragon. Additionally, there was the God Hand with an advanced intelligence on the level of a genius. Eventually, he reached the point of applying for a duel with Grid and at first, Grid was happy to accept as he also wanted to gauge his current level. 


  However, this was a mistake—Piaro was fascinated by the extremely difficult duel that he had never experienced before and half lost his mind. He became dissatisfied with a single duel and relentlessly pursued more duels with Grid. Grid had been exhausted for the past week and felt more pain and horror than when he fought Garam. 


  As Piaro grew at a terrifying pace, the duels became more frequent and more and more of Grid’s weaknesses were being targeted and attacked. Therefore, he was both physically and mentally exhausted. Thanks to this, he could now handle Talsha and the Fire Dragon Sword properly. It could be called a huge harvest, but it was a very difficult schedule. It was to the extent where he never wanted to experience it again. 


  “It isn’t enough to extract a mineral from a dragon’s lair. Now I have to worry about a team kill... Groan, my life.” 


  Grid finally sat down as he had no more stamina left to stand. Piaro saw Grid opening his legs without paying any attention to his surroundings and coughed. “Are you really going to meet the king as you are now?” 


  “Uh. Didn’t I tell you? I am going to make Irene become deified and then build her fame. I’ll be in Irene’s form until the end of this activity.” 


  It was a political plan to use the identity of the ‘Overgeared Queen.’ If the Xing King was informed that she was sent by Overgeared King Grid, then Irene would be welcomed. 


  Piaro urged Grid, “I think it is better to change your clothes first, Your Majesty.” 


  “Eh? Ah... Yes.” 


  It wasn’t good to wear a dress—firstly, the strange wind blowing at his crotch felt weird, and secondly, it restricted his body’s movement too much. Grid was unaware that his legs were spread open. He saw the men around him, who seemed like they wanted to eat him, and carefully brought his legs close together.




  Chapter 1286


  “Were you nervous?” 


  The grandmaster was taciturn. After talking about how he failed to save humanity and received the stigma of the seven malignant saints, he had never brought up a private story. Such a being bringing it up first was luck. It was the precursor to a full-fledged quest. 


  Zibal calmed his excitement and responded politely, “I am fine. I waited and believed that Master would give instructions at a good time.” 


  The reason for Zibal’s attitude wasn’t just because he was conscious about affinity. It was respect for the forgotten old hero who fought against the gods to protect humanity and was preparing to fight again. 


  “In fact, I wanted to avoid futile killing. I felt like I would lose myself in the past the moment I hurt people completely unrelated to my purpose. I was afraid that the stigma of the ugly gods would really stigmatize me and make me wicked.” 


  It was on the way back to the inn. Grandmaster Zikfrector walked against the backdrop of the sunset and quietly looked at his hands. His hands were dyed with the red light of the sunset and seemed blood-soaked. “Then I realized. There is already a lot of blood on my hands.”


   Saharan’s sword, which caused tens of thousands of deaths in the process of founding the empire, was given to Saharan by Zikfrector himself. Many of the wars that the empire fought was the imperial family’s response to Zikfrector’s desire to cross the Red Sea to the East Continent. In order to punish the imperial family for forgetting their promises over the years, Zikfrector gave a child the sword to defeat his father. The blood that Zikfrector had shed in the name of resurrecting the seven malignant saints and punishing the false gods had reached an irreversible point. 


  “There is no reason for me to hesitate anymore.” 


  He might hear the ridicule of the gods, but he had already crossed the river. It was irreversible and he had no choice but to move forward. To achieve his purpose, he must be evil. Instead of erasing the seven malignant saints from the world and regaining the honor of the good men, he would become evil. 


  “I have already commanded the other apostles. By now, Yangzhou’s palace must be burning. We will stay here to stop the king’s retreat.” 


  “...Yes.” 


  Zibal nodded after confirming that the quest had changed from ‘Whereabouts of the Expelled Gods’ to ‘6th Evil Zik’s Resolution.’ In the end, he wasn’t disappointed by Zikfrector’s choice to resolve everything using force. 


  ‘This was the Xing King’s judgment. The grandmaster gave him a chance, but he didn’t yield.’


  Sigh... 


  There was tension in Zibal’s expression as he took a deep breath. The Xing royal guards, who he witnessed a few weeks ago, were elites with an average level of 360. The grandmaster was here, but he might be beaten if he was careless. 


  *** 


  “So why didn’t you listen to me?” 


  Her smiling face represented her mood. Susan was happy enough to fly away as she crossed the walls and broke into the palace. She felt a sense of liberation after a month of unconvincing work. 


  “We didn’t ask for money like thieves. We just wanted to know the location of the Hwan Kingdom. Why did you act like it was a difficult request and refused? Are all people in the east like you?” 


  The helmet of the last soldier guarding the entrance of the palace became crooked. It was due to Susan striking it with the handle of her sword. The smile on her face didn’t disappear despite the slaughter of hundreds of soldiers. 


  ‘...She is deaf.’ 


  She wasn’t a human with a normal mindset. The captain of the guards judged the situation and whispered to the king, “It seems that the unknown transcendent hasn’t come along. It is best to take refuge before he arrives and things become more difficult.” 


  “Isn’t he blocking the retreat path?” 


  “It is hard to imagine that he has found a secret passage that has been handed down through the royal family for hundreds of years.” 


  “Understood.” 


  The captain of the guards was the person responsible for the king’s safety. His judgment shouldn’t be questioned. The king nodded and obediently rose from the throne and the smiling Susan cried out, “Where are you running to? Tell me the location of the Hwan Kingdom!” 


  Grandmaster Zikfrector wasn’t just hundreds of years old. He was from before the world was destroyed once due to the agreement of the gods. Therefore, he was an ancient person who existed before humans of this era were born. His abilities used concepts that humans of this day could never understand and Susan had learned some of them. 


  In response to Susan’s anger, ancient runes emerged and rotated around her like sharp blades. 


  “Heiro!” 


  They fired in response to her order. It was reminiscent of Chain Lightning, but it boasted a performance beyond that of Chain Lightning in both range and power. It controlled the entire palace and temporarily paralyzed the body of the king and the guards. 


  The guard captain’s eyes widened. ‘The charms that block magic aren’t working?’ 


  This was a place where the king of this kingdom lived. They couldn’t be lax in defenses when unknown foreigners were threatening the kingdom. They used a huge budget to install amulets that completely blocked the magic of the east and west all over the palace. 


  Yet it was all useless? 


  “Cough!”


  The guard captain was stunned for a moment before snorting and getting up. He swung his guandao like he wanted to stop Susan’s attack. He aimed the guandao and Susan turned around as she shouted, “Keuk...! You dare to do such a lowly thing!” 


  It was to her, who was once a knight of the Saharan Empire. Trying to throw her, an apostle chosen by the grandmaster to the ground! 


  Susan’s scar on her forehead turned red as she used a shield to block the guandao flying at her. It was just that her imperfect posture couldn’t support the great weight and her small body flew back a few meters. In the gap, the guard captain pulled back his bowstring.


  ‘She is still trying to save face?’


  A little while ago, Susan could’ve rolled her entire body to dodge the attack. In other words, if she rolled on the ground then she would’ve dodged the guard captain’s attack without the shock. However, she used a shield to absorb the shock and revealed a gap. She had such high pride that she could be called a fool. An arrow struck Susan’s shoulder as she was raising her body. 


  “Ugh!”


  Susan frowned and fell to the ground. The guard captain and the king used this chance to run with full force to leave the palace. 


  “Catch...! Catch them!” Susan screamed with fiery eyes, but no one came out. 


  Her associates were tied up by the hundreds of guards and were fighting for their lives. In the first place, she wasn’t in a position to shout. 


  “Susan! We can’t afford to miss it just because you can’t handle it!” 


  The grandmaster had given an order. Learn the location of the Hwan Kingdom. His command must be fulfilled. 


  “Heiro!” 


  The ancient runes floated into the air and were absorbed in Susan’s legs. Shortly thereafter, Susan broke through the emergency exit that was 80 meters away in just one second. She followed the guard captain and king running down a dark corridor and swung her sword. 


  


  


  “What?!” 


  The guard captain looked disbelieving as he was cut in the back. He witnessed a speed that transcended the limits of the human species and there was no sense of reality at all. 


  “Hah... Hah... Tell me.” 


  Susan was from a side branch of the Vaintz family, one of the most prestigious in the Saharan Empire. Unlike the direct descendant Mercedes, she didn’t enjoy the luxury of receiving the family secrets. Nevertheless, she received a thoroughly elite education from a young age. 


  Her swordsmanship was sharp and as strong as steel. She quickly recovered from the side effects caused by transcending the limits of a human with the ancient rune technique. Then she pointed her sword at the king’s neck. 


  “Now, tell me. Where is the Hwan Kingdom?” 


  Why make things so difficult when it was just saying a few words? Susan was frustrated because she couldn’t understand. The king saw her furious gaze and slowly opened her mouth, “I can’t tell you. The moment I answer your question, the black tortoise’ protection will collapse and Xing will become a ruin.”


  It was an act of acknowledging the Hwan Kingdom if he informed outsiders who hadn’t seen them about the Hwan Kingdom and the yangbans. Rather than forgetting them, it was promoting the existence of the Hwan Kingdom and the yangbans, contributing to their divinity. 


  Of course, Susan didn’t understand this. No, she would’ve ignored it even if she understood. She didn’t care about the circumstances of others.


  “Yes, let’s see how long you can endure.” 


  Susan smiled and stabbed her sword at the king’s chest. She deliberately avoided a vital spot. It was just a loss if she killed a valuable hostage from the beginning. 


  “....!?” 


  Susan stepped back in a startled manner. The moment she shoved the sword at the king’s chest, the king moved his hand quietly and his dagger aimed at her heart. If she had avoided it one step later, there would’ve been a hole in her chest. 


  “I have also learned martial arts for self-defense. I will not be hurt so easily.” 


  The king had a style of fighting that couldn’t be seen on the West Continent and watched Susan with a serene gaze. Susan had a gut feeling. 


  ‘He is strong?’ 


  At the minimum, he was a single digit Red Knight. It seemed to be around the same level as the old Seven Dukes. Still, in the end, it was just this much.


  “Cute.” 


  Her surprise was only temporary. Susan snorted and pulled out another sword. She held two swords and became incomparably more powerful than before. She revealed the power of the Neo Vaintz-style swordsmanship that the grandmaster himself had personally enhanced. 


  The king’s expression filled with surprise before collapsing. It was because he saw Susan’s companions running down the corridor behind her. It was the moment when hope disappeared. Then...


  “The queen of the Overgeared Kingdom is entering.” 


  The voice of a middle-aged man echoed through the corridor. A new person appeared. Her beautiful silver hair was tied up comfortably and she wore pants under her dress. It was an outfit reminiscent of the teenagers on the street. Nevertheless, she was dignified. It was due to her noble appearance... 


  “Hey. I am Irene, queen of the Overgeared Kingdom.”


  “......”


  “......” 


  Suan’s group and the Xing King doubted their ears and stiffened for a moment. The tone was too frivolous to be called the queen of a kingdom... no, it wasn’t just at the level of being frivolous. Did she belatedly see the reaction of the flustered people? The silver-haired beauty smiled awkwardly and spoke again, “I am Queen Irene of the Overgeared Kingdom. It is nice to meet you, everyone.” 


  “Catch her..!” 


  For Susan’s group, the tone or identity of the silver-haired beauty weren’t important. They didn’t want her to disturb this moment. First of all, they decided it was better to carry out the later work after capturing this uninvited guest. They couldn’t waste time. Anyone from the Neo Red Knights would be able to subdue such a delicate woman in just one second. 


  However, the situation turned out differently from what they expected. 


  “Where are you touching?” 


  “......!”


  The silver-haired beauty who identified herself as the queen of the Overgeared Kingdom—she cut the neck of a Neo Red Knight who dared to place a hand on her shoulder. 


  “Do you have wicked thoughts?” 


  The Neo Red Knight collapsed with blood bubbles due to his throat being cut. Then the silver-haired woman’s knee struck the face of the man who attempted to use the power of the runes. A merciless blow solely focused on killing... 


  It was a really terrible sight. However, the sentiment that came to Susan and the Xing King’s mind was ‘beautiful.’ It was because the ends of the flowing silver hair turned red from the scattered blood, creating the illusion of petals blooming. 


  “Xing King, I’ll help you first. Hum hum, I’ll help you.” 


  Nod nod.


  The soulless Xing King simply nodded.


  “This girl! What is your identity?” 


  Susan’s priority had changed. She was swinging her twin swords when the silver-haired beauty’s murmur permeated her ears. 


  “Who is calling my wife a girl? You are the girl.” 


  “....!?”


  It was the moment when Susan got close to the silver-haired beauty with her colleagues behind her. Susan doubted her eyes. It was because the sword held in the hands of the silver-haired beauty suddenly turned red. The hot fire that it emitted gave Susan a warning. 


  ‘Dangerous!’


  The long corridor of the palace was burned. 




  Chapter 1287


  Susan was full of talent and enthusiasm. She just had bad luck. If only she was born in the main family. If she had competed on the same footing as Mercedes, then she would’ve been ahead of Mercedes. 


  “Heiro!” 


  Susan had been bothered for years. Mercedes and the traitor Piaro who were sent away by the former emperor. It was ridiculous that the two of them, who had as many shortcomings as their skills, were pretending to be great powers in a small kingdom. 


  The flames from the woman’s sword, who claimed to be the queen of the Overgeared Kingdom, swept through the long corridor of the palace. The king and the guard captain were startled and curled up while Susan and the Neo Red Knights stood firmly and faced the flames. 


  The carpet that was burned black filled the air with a pungent smell. The luminous ores that lit up the corridor were broken and lost their light. 


  “Cough, cough!” 


  Ironically, the intruders became a barrier. Thanks to the Neo Red Knights standing in the middle of the corridor, the king and the guard captain escaped from the flames. They opened their eyes and let out sighs of relief. The back of the intruders, alive and well, came into view. 


  Susan was safe without any wounds despite being engulfed in flames from the front. All of them had ice-like transparent blue runes around their bodies.


  “Hey, this mentally disabled queen. Attacks that contain attributes are useless against us. If you plan to believe in that unusual sword, then I recommend that you quit immediately.” 


  In fact, Susan had felt a crisis. She would’ve turned to charcoal if the runes had activated only 0.2 seconds later. Even so, she pretended to be unconcerned. She was proud in her ability to quickly activate the runes so there was no shame. 


  The Fire Dragon Sword trembled. 


  -Master, is that human blind.She looked at me and called me an unusual sword?


  ‘She isn’t blind, she is just a madman. By the way, that is a higher level elemental shield... it is surprising. 


  Grid remembered Susan. She was a traitor, yet she denounced Piaro for being a traitor. She was crazy, but her stats were great. The proof was that she survived despite being hit in the forehead by Piaro. 


  “Hrmm.”


  Grid’s blue eyes looked around at the people present. The Neo Red Knights—an organization obtained by the grandmaster after Juander’s end. 


  ‘The fact that those who only follow the grandmaster are here...’


  It meant the grandmaster was also likely to be nearby. 


  ‘As expected, his purpose is to meet the Five Seniors?’ 


  The grandmaster had been looking for the expelled gods, also known as the Five Seniors. He wanted to join forces with them to punish the gods of the west and cleanse the stigma of the seven malignant saints. At the time, Grid didn’t know the reality of the Five Seniors, thus he wasn’t aware of the seriousness of the situation. 


  ‘I have to stop it.’ 


  But now he knew—the meeting between the grandmaster and the Five Seniors must absolutely never happen. He didn’t know what the greedy yangbans would do the moment the Five Seniors came to the West Continent. In the first place, the war between gods shouldn’t occur. The moment the plague that fell from the sky struck the land, the Overgeared Kingdom and the West Continent couldn’t be safe. 


  ‘The grandmaster is misunderstanding.’ 


  The Five Seniors were by no means good. They were far from the ideal gods that the grandmaster wanted. The gods of the west, who were only selfish or followed their instincts, might be better. Grid looked at the Xing King. He felt sorry when he saw the haggard appearance. The reason why he was on the defensive...


  Perhaps it was because he rejected the grandmaster’s request to arrange a meeting with the Five Seniors. 


  Grid asked, “Did they violently attack you without even attempting to talk?” 


  “No... it isn’t like that. They gave me a month’s grace.” 


  ‘As I expected, he hesitated.’ 


  The foundation of the grandmaster was ‘goodness.’ Therefore, Grid had hope. 


  ‘If I tell him the reality of the Five Seniors and persuade him well, I can change his mind.’


  Grid grasped the situation and asked Susan this time, “Where is the grandmaster?” 


  “What?” Susan frowned. “Why do you want to know where he is? Are you going to meet him? Hahat. You must be dreaming.” 


  “...It seems you have to be beaten up a bit.” 


  She was saying ‘you?’ Daring to talk impolitely to his lovely Irene? Grid was furious at Susan’s rudeness, despite introducing himself casually as the Overgeared Queen. Then he equipped Talsha and the Overgeared King’s Crown in turn. Of course, only the crown was visible to people. 


  “What? Wearing a crown all of a sudden? Kukuku! What? You? Are you protesting that I’m rude? Are you reminding me that you’re a queen?” Susan’s eyes flashed as she moved her two swords together like she was using a whetstone. 


  “Don’t care about how you are treated. Aren’t you just the queen of a small kingdom?” 


  The speed of the swords hitting against each other became faster. Grid was a blacksmith and was worried about the opponent’s swords. The two blades collided and every time they slid off each other, the acceleration accumulated. Sparks scattered in all directions and disrupted their vision. Did she intend to use the acceleration to make a surprise attack? A normal person would’ve thought this way and become wary... 


  ‘Doing this will hurt the blades.’ 


  It happened while Grid was uncomfortably watching the blades that started to break because they were grinding at each other. 


  ‘Now!’ 


  Susan didn’t miss the moment when the other person was distracted. She took advantage of the acceleration of the sliding blades and shot forward. It was close to the speed of sound. It was a scene that seemed almost exaggerated. Susan’s surprise attack was that fast. It exceeded Grid’s transcendent senses which were still growing. Grid’s shoulder was pierced. 


  “Hahat!” 


  Susan thought she had won and swung her other sword. The cloth was torn. Grid barely stepped back and dodged the attack, inadvertently exposing his flesh. The Xing King’s eyes shook. 


  ‘It is an untrained body.’


  Was she around her mid-30s? The body of the queen was younger than expected and was as beautiful as her face. The white skin had no scars and the skin without muscles looked smooth. This meant she wasn’t compatible with the battlefield. It seemed overwhelming even holding a sword. Then what on earth was this strength? 


  “Kuek?!” 


  Susan groaned. It was the aftermath of the queen's transparent sword hitting the sword in her left hand that had just been cutting through the air. 


  ‘What is this strength?’


  The sword couldn’t handle the power in the Overgeared Queen’s sword and lowered. Susan’s left shoulder naturally lowered and she got a chill down her spine. She lost her balance and the Overgeared Queen’s knee struck her face. There was the sound of a watermelon popping. 


  Susan wasn’t critically injured from one kick, but she was quite shaken. It was because she vaguely measured the power of the Overgeared Queen. In terms of strength, the Overgeared Queen was higher than herself. 


  


  


  ‘It is nonsense.’ 


  Susan had been training all her life. Her armor-covered body had strong muscles. She had been training her whole life, but she lost in strength to a woman with such a soft body... She couldn’t understand it. Fire filled Susan’s eyes as she gritted her teeth. She stretched her slightly bent knees and swung her twin swords. 


  The two swords that moved in different trajectories were gorgeous and irregular. It was the essence of the Vaintz-style swordsmanship. It was a skill that the Neo Red Knights couldn’t easily handle, let alone a beginner. Yet at this moment, the Overgeared Queen easily blocked it. 


  “......!”


  Susan was ruled by chaos. It wasn’t just because her sword was blocked. This person had counterattacked and wounded her, so it was a big shock. In front of Revolve, everyone was equal. Grid connected Link and spoke to Susan, who was coughing up blood, “By this point, you understand who I am, right? Stop and take me to the grandmaster.” 


  “This bitch!” 


  She needed to be convinced to accept any outcome. In that sense, it was difficult for Susan to admit defeat. She was a natural genius who worked hard all her life. Why should she be defeated by another woman when she received ancient runes from the grandmaster? It shouldn’t happen unless the world was crazy. 


  “Heiro!” 


  The ancient runes floated in the air and permeated Susan’s body. Her colleagues watching the situation were surprised. 


  ‘She finally crossed the line.’


  Runes were a tool that created certain phenomena. It was up to the user how to use it. One method was to absorb it in the body. The runes that permeated the body dramatically strengthened the user’s bones, muscles, or mana core. This helped them exert transcendent strength or magic. 


  The problem was when it strengthened the mana core. The forcibly strengthened mana core expanded and overloaded the body. Therefore, it was necessary to adjust the intensity so it only strengthened some of the body. Yet at this moment, Susan strengthened the mana core. 


  A time limit was formed. The moment the enhancement was over, Susan wouldn’t be able to handle the storm that would come and would likely be ruined. It wasn’t a bad result for her colleagues, who always regarded Susan as offensive to the eye. 


  “I will kill you.” 


  There was no change in Susan’s appearance. However, she gave off an air that was threatening enough to generate intense air waves. 


  ‘It is like Blackening.’ 


  Grid wore armor for the first time in this battle. Armor made from Khan’s last work and the breath of the sacred gods quickly covered his entire body. Then the importance of appearance was revealed. The black and red armor on Grid made him look like a villain. Meanwhile, Irene wore it and looked like a divine paladin despite the colors. It was the moment when Grid, who was bothered by the hair flowing down during the battle, tried to tie up his hair again. 


  “Haap!” 


  Susan rushed to Grid like lightning. She arrived in front of Grid’s nose and swung her swords four times. 


  “This...!” 


  The Xing King rose from where he was sitting. He predicted that the queen would suffer at least serious injuries and he flew forward without thinking. The wife of his benefactor—it wasn’t right to turn away from her when she was in danger. 


  “Where are you going?”


  The Xing King only managed to take a few steps. He couldn’t even handle one Susan, let alone 15 Neo Red Knights. 


  “I know! I know! I’ll tell you where the Hwan Kingdom is, so don’t hurt the innocent!” 


  The Xing King struggled as he was caught by the Red Knights, but it was useless. 


  "Yes, you should tell us the location of the Hwan Kingdom. I’m just going to kill this bitch first. It doesn’t make sense to call her innocent when she pointed the sword at us first.” Susan scoffed as she grabbed the hair of the fallen Overgeared Queen, only to be stunned. 


  The Overgeared Queen, who should be bleeding to death from seven holes, was staring at her with a clean face.


   ‘How?’ 


  Susan’s trembling gaze hurriedly examined the queen’s chest. Then she saw it. Rather than being torn to shreds, the armor and shoulder guards were intact. 


  ‘Overgeared...!’


  There was no one in the world who didn’t know the meaning of ‘overgeared.’ There were just some people who hadn’t experienced the power of items yet. Susan belonged to the latter. Susan quickly retreated in preparation for the impending counterattack when a small whisper entered her ears. 


  “I won’t allow your comfort.” 


  “......!”


  The runes imprinted on her body were peeled off. Her strengthened bones and muscles weakened sharply and the balance of her body was off. The mana core, which had expanded to the fullest, contracted. This was accompanied by a pain beyond imagination. 


  “Kuack... Kuaaack!” 


  Susan shed blood and stumbled like she was going to fall. She was going to lose her mind. It was too painful. However, she endured this pain with her tenacity and desire to kill. She barely held the two swords in her trembling hands. She discovered that the Overgeared Queen was walking toward her with a disinterested face, as if dismissing her as a mere chore. 


  Her determination didn’t last. The two swords fell from her hands. No one would believe it, but it was real. The swords fell from her hands like they had their own will. 


  “Mon…”


  Puok!


  “...ster.”


  Puk puk puk!


  It was the linkage of two fused sword dances. Susan’s body was shattered and turned to gray ash. Grid couldn’t spare her when she had killing intent directed at Irene. It didn’t matter if she was the grandmaster’s subordinate. He had to wipe out any future trouble in advance. Grid wiped the blood that splattered on his white cheeks and asked the Neo Red Knights, who were as stiff as statues, “Do you want to fight more?” 


  “...No.” 


  The Neo Red Knights, who had left the empire after the rebellion of the 4th Prince, Edan, observed the continent from the perspective of a third person. They questioned the rapid growth of the Overgeared Kingdom and were particularly curious when they saw that the new empress, Basara, was giving conveniences to the Overgeared Kingdom. 


  Overgeared King Grid, Piaro, and Mercedes—the reputation of the three giants was great, but did it make sense for the great empire to help a small kingdom just because of fear toward these three people? The Neo Red Knights even joked that Basara was in love with the Overgeared King.


  Now they realized it. It wasn’t like that at all. There were monsters lurking in the Overgeared Kingdom. Overgeared Queen Irene—she was stronger than the famous king. No, she was someone even more powerful than Piaro and Mercedes. This was the real power of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  “Let’s step back first.” 


  The Neo Red Knights made a decision and hurriedly left. Grid didn’t bother chasing after them. The situation had turned out like this so there was no reason to go to the grandmaster in person. 


  ‘He will come to find me himself.’




  Chapter 1288


  “How can I express my gratitude... I have received a great favor.” 


  The Xing King passed the crisis safely thanks to Grid and bowed to him. He didn’t look servile. Indeed, he was more grateful that his kingdom and people were safe, than for his life being saved. 


  Grid looked at the Xing King with gentle eyes and smiled. Grid told him, “From the moment he fought for Xing and God Black Tortoise, His Majesty, the Overgeared King, already thought of Xing as a blood ally. It is human nature to help each other. There is no need to be too polite.”


  “Blood ally...” 


  It was beyond allies and closer to family members. It was very thrilling for the Xing King who knew that Overgeared King Grid restored the forgotten old god and set the history and kingdom right. However, there was a question that was hard to resolve. “I have no doubts that His Majesty, the Overgeared King, helped Xing with no ulterior motives. Since ancient times, heroes are people who practice justice. Still, it is hard to understand why he would describe Xing as a blood ally. We didn’t do anything for him, so how can we be blood allies?” 


  “You must look at the future, not the present. Humanity must work together one day. The great demons of hell and the gods in heaven... there are too many threats to humanity in this world.” 


  “……”


  The Xing King had met and experienced the yangbans in person. He agreed with the queen’s assertion that humanity must work together. 


  “Your Majesty! Your Majesty!!” Hundreds of warriors rushed into the corridor. They were the reinforcements that arrived less than 10 minutes after the palace was raided. It seemed slow considering they arrived after the situation was over, but considering the size of the palace, it was actually the opposite. Their arrival was swift. Even without Grid, they would have succeeded in escaping with the Xing King. Of course, there would’ve been many sacrifices. 


  Grid examined the faces of the warriors and continued speaking, “We want to work with the powerhouses of Xing to overcome future challenges. Therefore, it is called a blood alliance. Your Majesty, are you not happy?”


  “How can that be? I will willingly accept it.” 


  Xing was obviously strong. It had been proven in many events. There was just no room to go against transcendents like the yangbans or the grandmaster. In order to survive, they had to hide under the black tortoise’s protection forever. The Xing King didn’t want to do this. He wanted to create a better future by cooperating with the Overgeared Kingdom, who were led by the transcendent Overgeared King and the refreshing Overgeared Queen. It was his desire and duty to bring true peace to his people. 


  [The Xing Kingdom has formed a blood alliance with the Overgeared Kingdom.] 


  [The two kingdoms are no different from a family.] 


  ‘...Good.’ 


  Grid was thrilled. First there was the Cho Kingdom and now Xing. He had succeeded in convincing half of the four kingdoms in the East Continent. It was unthinkable when he first visited the East Continent. His hard work was rewarded and he smiled as he was unable to hold back his joy. Then the Xing King showed him kindness. 


  “Then we will prepare a banquet to welcome Your Majesty. First, you will be guided to your room. Please relieve your fatigue from the journey first.” 


  “Thank you for your consideration.” 


  Grid didn’t lose his tension throughout his conversation with the king. In order to win the king over, he spoke only after careful consideration. He paid attention to his words and actions without forgetting that he had transformed himself into Irene. Grid gently placed a hand on his chest and carefully said goodbye to the Xing King, looking exactly like a woman. However, he wasn’t a woman. 


  “I'm going crazy." 


  Grid frowned as he was guided to a VIP room by a court lady. The attires prepared in the room were too airy or too revealing. There was a skirt that dragged to the ground, a jeogori [1] that showed the chest, and a cheongsam with a side slit that showed the thigh. They were all Xing’s traditional attires, but it was very burdensome for Grid to wear them. 


  “If I wear this to eat, I’ll get sauce on them...” 


  The attires with less exposure were so wide it seemed like a watermelon could fit in them. The cheongsam looked the most comfortable, but he didn’t want to wear it because the waistline and thighs were too revealing. 


  ‘I can’t show anyone Irene’s pretty legs.’ 


  In the end...


  “As Your Majesty expected, the grandmaster is nearby. By the way, Your Majesty, are you going to dress like that?” 


  “Why can’t I? For me, this is formal clothing.” 


  Grid wore armor just like he did in combat. His entire body was wrapped in metal to minimize exposure, except for his neck and face. It wasn’t stuffy. Grid almost always wore armor. In the first place, all his items were ergonomically designed so they weren’t uncomfortable. 


  “By the way, what was the grandmaster doing?” 


  Piaro had been hiding throughout the battle at Grid’s order and he tracked the Neo Red Knights. He had seen the grandmaster from afar. He replied, “He was waiting on the outskirts of the city with that person called Zibal. Based on the location, it seemed he was blocking off the Xing King’s retreat.” 


  “His diligence doesn’t match him.” 


  The identity of Grandmaster Zikfrector was the 6th evil, Zik—he had the sin of ‘sloth,’ just like the vampires, and his activities had many constraints on them, thus it was difficult for him to directly intervene in certain events, yet he went directly to prevent the Xing King’s escape. 


  ‘It means this is important.’


  It was inevitable when thinking about it. From Zik’s point of view, the encounter with the Five Seniors was the first step toward his goal. It was a situation where he had to overcome his laziness, even if it meant stabbing his thigh with an awl. 


  ‘He will come sooner than I thought.’


  In the past, the grandmaster had tried to win over Grid, who was on Juander’s side, as an ally rather than be hostile to him. It seemed that he needed Grid’s power rather than wanting to crush Grid. Then it would be easier. An opportunity to persuade him would come. He had to tell the grandmaster that the moment he joined forces with the Five Seniors, the chance to get rid of the stigma of evil on the seven malignant saints would be gone forever. 


  “Your Majesty, are you ready?” 


  “Yes.” 


  Grid was determined as he was guided by a court lady to the banquet hall. 


  


  


  *** 


  “The Overgeared Queen?” 


  Zibal watched the Neo Red Knights kneeling in front of the grandmaster to report and doubted his ears. It was said that a woman who identified herself as Irene, the Overgeared Queen, cut Susan’s throat with overwhelming force.


  ‘Doesn’t Irene have no fighting power?’ 


  Irene was a huge celebrity among players. She was the first female NPC to be married to a player. This was enough to become a hot topic. She was also very beautiful, so she was spotlighted many times. Moreover, according to public facts, her hobbies revolved around flowers. She might be Duke Steim’s daughter, but she was said to be a stranger to swords and magic. 


  ‘Was the pure appearance of the past just an act?’ 


  No, it was hard to say that it was an act. If she was a powerful person, she would’ve acted various times, including defending Khan from death. However, she never did anything. Rather, it was right to say that she was weak because she had been kidnapped by the Yatan Church.


  ‘...So she suddenly became stronger?’ 


  To be fair, the Overgeared Kingdom had a good environment in many ways to become strong. There were the Sage Sticks, Mercedes, and Piaro. Named NPCs who were hard to find throughout the continent filled the Overgeared Kingdom. If taught by them, it was possible to become stronger. It would be great when Grid’s items were added.


  ‘Even Irene’s own pedigree isn’t bad.’ 


  Duke Steim had been one of the pillars of the Eternal Kingdom. Putting together various circumstances, there was nothing strange about Irene gaining strength. Even so...


   ‘I can’t understand how she became strong enough to overwhelm Susan.’ 


  The runes—Zibal had been unable to master the skill because of level constraints, but Susan had been able to use them skillfully. Susan was confident enough to compare herself to Mercedes. Objectively, she seemed to have grown to the level of the Seven Dukes. Yet she was killed? 


  Zibal was filled with doubts. Then the grandmaster asked him, “Is the result difficult to understand?” 


  “Yes, there is something strange. It is unrealistic that the Overgeared Queen, Irene, can become so strong in a short amount of time, even if all the resources of the Overgeared Kingdom were invested to strengthen her.” 


  “Then she isn’t the Overgeared Queen.” 


  In fact, there was no need for the grandmaster to ask any questions. He had dug into all the important figures on the West Continent and knew Irene perhaps better than Zibal. He was suspicious from the beginning. He knew the Overgeared Queen couldn’t be stronger than Susan.


  


  “Then who is it? The blasphemer over there.” 


  The grandmaster had decided to be evil. He was determined to lose the ego he had been preserving for thousands of years. However, the moment he made a decision, he was disturbed and things went wrong. It was unpleasant. The grandmaster made a rare frown and stared at the palace in the distance. 


  Meanwhile, Grid, at the royal palace...


   ‘...I’m going to have an upset stomach.’


  He was experiencing the life of a beauty. The nobles of Xing were very polite and afraid of the Overgeared Queen’s powerful skills, but they still glanced at the queen’s appearance. Of course, no one dared to show their heart. Most of them were instinctively or purely attracted to the woman called Irene and were trying not to show it. The problem was that Grid could see everything. 


  ‘It would’ve been a big incident if I wore a cheongsam.’ 


  Grid’s mood became subtle and complicated. He was anxious when he discovered that his wife always received this type of attention. Perhaps, even at this very moment, she would be tempted by someone. He could only feel reassured if he summoned her and kept her by his side. 


  ‘...No, that is complete delusional jealousy.’ 


  Grid shook his head, became determined, and spoke to Piaro, who was next to him, “Piaro, I will be a man so wonderful that Irene will never be tempted to stray from me. By all means.” 


  “Your Majesty...” Piaro’s eyes became wet. It was because his liege had pledged to be a wonderful man when he was in the form of a woman. “Every time I see Your Majesty, I feel that it isn’t easy to live in this world.” 


  “...?” Piaro’s reaction made Grid uncomfortable. He frowned and changed the topic, bringing the matter to the Xing King. “I heard that golden walnuts were grown here in Yangzhou. If it is fine with Your Majesty, can you guide me to the planting area?” 


  "Of course.” The Xing King nodded cheerfully. 


  Then Grid’s expression stiffened at the subsequent words. 


  “However, the word ‘grown’ isn’t appropriate. Golden walnuts are a plant that grows naturally and can’t be grown artificially.” 


  'What? This is shit.’ 


  Grid was upset.


  “Hoh?” 


  Meanwhile, Piaro's eyes twinkled. A sense of challenge seemed to be burning in him.


  [1] basic upper garment of the hanbok, a traditional Korean garment




  Chapter 1289


  “It is interesting that this plant can’t be grown when all plants can be grown if provided soil, water, and a place exposed to sunlight.” 


  Their leaders were having a conversation. Then the Overgeared Queen’s bodyguard suddenly intervened and the expressions of the nobles became terrible. Some people mistakenly thought this was how the Overgeared Kingdom would treat the Xing Kingdom in the future and sighed. 


  Grid read their expressions and, in order to eliminate the misunderstandings, introduced Piaro, “This is Duke Piaro of the Overgeared Kingdom. He serves as the great general and a farmer. He is the most trusted and dependable friend of the Overgeared King.” 


  “......!”


  Piaro’s heart grew in his chest. The most trusted and dependable friend... 


  He was happy and thrilled to know that Grid thought this way about him. 


  Buzz buzz.


  Piaro gritted his teeth and opened his eyes to hold back his tears, while the nobles stared at him. They saw Piaro’s somewhat scary expression and thought he was confident because he was the great general. 


  The Xing King had already been introduced to Piaro and, in order to calm down the turbulent atmosphere, spoke, “After one toast, I was going to introduce Queen Irene. Then after two toasts, I was going to formally introduce Sir Piaro. However, my ministers lacked patience so it was advanced.” 


  “I’m sorry, Your Majesty!” 


  “Please understand!” 


  The nobles bowed and apologized to the Xing King, who had rebuked their attitude. No pretenses were felt. Everyone looked pained like they were shameful sinners. They seemed sincerely loyal to the Xing King. It was a testament to the Xing King’s power. 


  “It is my fault. I deserve punishment since it is reprehensible for a servant to intervene in Your Majesties’ conversation without permission.” 


  Piaro was also courteous to the Xing King. The other side was the ruler of a kingdom Grid personally made a blood alliance with. It was natural to be respectful. The Xing King smiled and introduced Piaro to the nobles of Xing, “As the queen said, Sir Piaro is the noble who holds the greatest military power in the Overgeared Kingdom. Ministers, you can’t ignore Sir Piaro.” 


  “I will keep that in mind, Your Majesty.” 


  The Xing King introduced Piaro warmly and the nobles answered vigorously. All of them were turning away from reality. They obviously heard the words of the Overgeared Queen, who introduced Piaro as the great general and a farmer, but they tried to regard it as a mistake. 


  Grid confirmed Piaro’s somewhat sad expression and clicked his tongue. ‘Should I have introduced him as the Minister of Agriculture instead of a farmer? Then people wouldn't have doubted their ears.’ 


  Piaro’s identity was a farmer and he was more pleased to be called a farmer than a duke or a general. Grid seriously thought that he would need to create the position of Minister of Agriculture for Piaro’s foreign activities. Suddenly, Administrator Rabbit’s face popped up in his mind. ‘I think he will object to Piaro being given a salary increase...’


  Well, it was something that needs to be agreed upon later. Grid shook off thoughts and requested of the Xing King, “I would like to visit the walnut forest as soon as the banquet is over.” 


  “It will be sunset soon. Don’t you want to rest for the day?” 


  Of course he wanted to rest. His physical condition wasn’t good because he was overworked by Piaro during the trip and then fought the moment they arrived here. However, he didn’t want to waste time when considering the grandmaster’s future visit. 


  “It is a tenet of the Overgeared royal family to not put off today’s work to tomorrow.” 


  “Indeed... how wonderful. I understand. I will guide you.” 


  *** 


  The appearance of the walnut forest was different than imagined. He was looking forward to a forest dyed with gold where golden walnuts were hanging from the trees. However, the green forest was like a normal forest. 


  ‘I thought there would only be golden walnuts, but this isn’t the case.’ 


  Grid approached a golden walnut tree that was approximately five meters tall and frowned when he checked the fruits on the branches. All the visible flesh were surrounded by green flesh, not gold. Like a damned probability game, the golden walnuts seemed to only have a probability of forming. It was also a terrible probability. 


  The caretaker used a rod with a large ring at one end to shake one of the branches and it dropped several fruits to the floor. The Xing King picked up one of them and removed the flesh. Then a walnut seed surrounded by a hard shell emerged. It looked just like an ordinary walnut. 


  “Is it hard to see the golden fruit?” 


  “All the fruits are green. Once the flesh is peeled off, the color of the seed coating will be brown or gold, and this determines the value. A golden walnut appears one in every 300 fruits.”


  ‘It is the worst.’ 


  Apart from being a probability item, he couldn’t distinguish between a golden walnut and ordinary walnut just based on appearance... 


  Even if growing the golden walnut tree was successful, it seemed it would take a lot of manpower to collect the golden walnuts. This meant he would have to spend more money than expected. There was nothing that was ever free. 


  Unlike Grid’s unpleasant expression, Piaro laughed happily. “The farmers will have more jobs.” 


  “Ah...”


  Grid’s thinking was too narrow-minded. The economy survived by providing jobs for people, yet he was disappointed that money would be consumed immediately. 


  ‘Lauel was always responsible for this, so there are still many deficiencies.’ 


  Grid gained new knowledge while Piaro observed the forest closely. “The gap between trees is very wide.” 


  Certainly. The walnut trees had a distance of at least 10 meters between them. It was strangely wide spacing considering the trees were around four or five meters in height. Piaro nodded in a convinced manner as he found occasional traces of dead trees. 


  “It can’t stand the fall in temperature caused by the shade blocking the tree. They are trees that are very sensitive to the cold.” 


  “If it withers because of the shade, then what temperature should be maintained?” 


  Xing was a warm kingdom that had perennial spring-like weather all year round. Yet the tree would freeze and die when in the shade...


  “I think you can use the temperature at dawn as a benchmark,” Piaro replied to the astonished Grid and continued to look at the ground. It was a ground with lots of gravel. 


  “Hmm...”


  Piaro took out his shovel and started digging, causing exclamations to burst from everywhere. It was because his speed at digging the ground was like an expert, not a great general. It seemed like Piaro’s digging speed was faster than that of 10 men. 


  The Xing King admired it. “You are as skilled and familiar as the people who shoveled yesterday. Sir Piaro must be a great commander who builds trenches on the battlefield and serves as an example to the soldiers.” 


  


  


  “No, I just dig out root vegetables every day... Huh?” 


  “......?” 


  It was before the Xing King and nobles could understand Piaro’s words. Piaro made a puzzled cry and everyone looked down at the hole. Dozens of roots intertwined in a dizzying manner came into view. 


  Grid cocked his head.


   “The roots grew too long so they are tangled together? Is there one of the reasons why the distance between trees is so wide?” 


  “No.” 


  “That’s not it.” 


  The Xing King and Piaro shook their heads. They looked around at the 10 nearby trees and spoke at the same time. 


  “These roots aren’t tangled.” 


  “It is connected as one.” 


  “......?”


  “You can think of these 10 trees as one tree. In order to replant the golden walnut tree, we need 10 seedlings to connect the roots together.” 


  “Hmm...”


  Grid didn’t know much about plants. He just heard Piaro’s explanation and wanted to do it. The Xing King saw that Grid didn’t seem to understand the seriousness of the situation and explained it to him, “This is why it is hard to artificially spread the golden walnut forest. Making the seedlings itself is impossible.” 


  “Why is it impossible?” 


  “As you can see, the forest is already full. All the trees fill the forest at a distance of 10 meters. In order to grow seedlings, the empty gap must be used. However, before the seedlings can grow and connect their roots together, they wither in the shade and become nutrients for the land. The seedlings take a month to grow. It will take another three months for their roots to join together so the seedlings have to endure 120 days of being in the shade. The reality is that they can’t last two months.” 


  “……”


  The atmosphere became dark. The golden walnuts were a huge source of revenue so Xing had made a great effort to grow the golden walnuts. However, growing the golden walnuts was virtually impossible. The king became depressed when he recalled it. 


  On the other hand, Grid and Piaro weren’t affected.


  “The key is to create the same environment as this in the Overgeared Kingdom.” 


  “That’s right. That part isn’t simple so I will have to work on it for a few more days.” 


  “......?”


  Grid and Piaro’s conversation bewildered the Xing King and the nobles. They didn’t understand even though he explained for so long that it was impossible to make the seedlings? It happened when the Xing King was trying to carefully explain it again...


  “Matchless Heart Farming 4th Style, Plowing the Field.” Piaro pulled out his hand plow with a reverent expression and quickly overturned the nearby land. Then he continued. “Matchless Heart Farming 1st Style, Sowing.” 


  He planted 10 walnuts in the ground and buried them. 


  “Free Farming 2nd Style, Rapid Growth.” 


  It was a miracle. 10 golden walnut trees were grown in a land that had been empty just a few seconds ago. 


  “......?!”


  “......!!”


  The expressions of the Xing King and the nobles hardened. 


  “The gap at which I planted them was too short. The roots became tangled before they connected to each other. This is why they can’t absorb nutrients properly. I need to keep the seedlings at least five meters apart when planting them.” 


  Piaro dug at the ground and confirmed the roots of the seedlings. He reported it to Grid and wrote it down in his notebook. It was a very cool attitude for the person who created an incredible miracle. The stunned Xing King barely managed to regain his senses and he asked, “Sir Piaro? What did I just see?” 


  “You saw the planting of trees.” 


  “No, what... how could the trees grow in an instant? Is this the magic of the West Continent?” 


  “It isn’t magic, it is agriculture.” 


  “……”


  The Xing King was the leader of millions of people. It was easy to determine if the person in front of him was joking or telling the truth. The king saw Piaro’s serious expression and recalled the words of the Overgeared Queen that he had been trying to avoid. 


  ‘Sir Piaro who serves as the great general and farmer.’ 


  ‘He serves as a great general and farmer...’ 


  ‘A farmer...’ 


  “...Don’t tell me?” 


  Piaro formally introduced himself to the surprised Xing King, “That's right, I am a farmer.” 


  “......!!”


  “......!!”


  It was the moment when the legendary farmer crossed the West Continent and took root in the East Continent.




  Chapter 1290


  “Don’t you think you should sleep? Is it really okay if you don’t take a break?” 


  “The sun and the rain are my blanket. I feel like I’m lying down even if I don’t lie down. The smell of the grass and soil calms my mind and the fatigue of my body will naturally be eliminated. Working here is a break for me.” 


  ‘The legendary farmer smells the soil...’ 


  Would there be a day when the smell of iron became aromatic to him? Then his labor efficiency would be slightly higher... 


  Grid could become the supreme one because he naturally had these thoughts. Being the best in the game was evidence that he was more diligent than others. During the time when others were resting, he stood alone and did even more to step on the threshold of the supreme one. In that sense, Grid deserved to be the supreme one. Even now, he was eager to work more and more despite being exhausted. 


  “I understand. I'm going to rest. The sun will set soon so take care of it.”


  “Yes, Your Majesty. I will surely bring you good news.” 


  The golden walnut was a potential permanent stat increaser with the second-best effect after the elixir. The cultivation of the golden walnuts was Grid’s dream and Piaro wanted to fulfill Grid’s dream. 


  *** 


  “I know I am pretty to the little ones...”


  The Xing King had three sons. They were 6, 7, and 10 years old. All of them saw Grid and fell in love at first sight, clamoring to marry him. 


  Grid shrugged and returned to his room. Then he stood in front of the mirror. He could see Irene who was smiling slightly. Due to the faint wrinkles around her eyes and her deep gaze, she no longer had the impression of a girl. She was modest as the mother of a child and strong as the parent of tens of millions of people. Even so, Grid knew—the beautiful woman whose image was being reflected in the mirror in front of him was still tender and weak. 


  Grid murmured as he gripped his delicate wrist, “Definitely... by all means...” 


  He would give her youth and life close to eternity. He would help her avoid the solitude and fear from seeing him never change. Grid pledged without considering Irene’s position at all. He believed that Irene would be delighted. 


  Grid got goosebumps as he was looking into the mirror. The windows were open. He noticed it only after the curtains were blown by the wind. 


  ‘What?’ 


  It was definitely closed when he first entered the room? Grid looked everywhere in this spacious room. 


  “……”


  The interior was as quiet as a dead rat. Grid couldn’t feel anything or find anything. Even his transcendent senses were silent. 


  “Is it night?” 


  Grid brought out the Enlightenment Sword that was attached to the Pulling Device. Silence occurred as he focused on hearing an intruder who might be hiding somewhere while summoning the Fire Dragon Sword behind his back. 


  Step, step, step.


  The sound of Grid’s footsteps echoed through the serene interior. Just before he reached the window, Grid shouted, “God Hands!” Six black-gold hands shot out of the open window. Among them, one hand was faster than the others. The timing of using the buff skill attached to the weapon it was holding was also the most advanced. 


  “......?” 


  Grid, who planned to join the God Hands after they grabbed the intruder hanging from the window sill, suddenly stopped. The God Hands were just moving back and forth in the air. They lost their place because they couldn’t find the target. It happened as Grid was feeling flustered...


  [Danger is coming.] 


  His transcendent senses sent him a warning. 


  -Master!Behind you!


  One step late, the Fire Dragon Sword cried out. There was a deafening explosion just behind Grid. 


  “Keuk!”


  Grid stepped back in a hurry and tried to figure out what was going on. He barely endured the tinnitus that disturbed his mind as he raised his eyes and witnessed the shocking scene. The Fire Dragon Sword wasn’t equipped and didn’t receive his stat effect. It was facing a disaster that could never be dealt with alone. 


  Zikfrector wielded Saharan’s Sword and his attack collided with the Fire Dragon Sword. 


  ‘Was he in the room?’ 


  Even Faker, who had become Lantier, couldn’t open a window and sneak into the room without Grid noticing. It was because moving objects would make a subtle noise and the airflow would change. Thus, there was a limit to moving around. The grandmaster opened the window in the short period of time when Grid was looking at the mirror and hid himself in the room. Grid couldn’t see him even when looking carefully, and despite his transcendent senses, Grid couldn’t sense him.


  ‘Was it to this extent?’ 


  It wasn’t an exaggeration that he was the strongest NPC recognized by Chairman Lim Cheolho. If Dragon Slayer Hayate of the Tower of Wisdom was one of the ultimate transcendents, Grandmaster Zikfrector was approaching another ultimate, a god slayer. The only reason he failed to become a god slayer was due to the sin of ‘sloth.’ 


  The sin engraved in him by the gods made Zikfrector fall asleep without being able to engage in a war with the gods. The greatest sin was engraved on him out of the seven malignant saints, showing the gods were the most vigilant against him. If all of the seven malignant saints had gathered and fought against the gods, the gods might’ve perished...


  It happened as Grid’s thoughts were deepening...


  The Fire Dragon Sword was unable to withstand the weight of the grandmaster’s ensuing attack and flew into the wall. Some blood flowed from above Grid’s eye due to the Fire Dragon Sword passing by him. A brilliant light shone in the grandmaster’s eyes that had been stained with tiredness.


  “You didn’t avoid it.” 


  The grandmaster had calculated the trajectory as he threw back the mysterious sword that moved on its own. It was perfectly induced to cut the left eye of the monster pretending to be the Overgeared Queen. However, the sword’s trajectory was slightly deflected due to slight movements on its own. The monster saw this and didn’t dodge the sword.


  “That dynamic vision... it is transcendent.” 


  The grandmaster’s mind was spinning rapidly. Hands and swords that moved on their own—these were artifacts that reminded him of Overgeared King Grid. The identity of the monster impersonating the Overgeared Queen was probably... 


  “……”


  “...Cough.”


  The tension inside Grid grew. 


  The grandmaster, or the 6th evil, Zik. It was astonishing that he appeared in front of Grid half a day after the incident when he had the sin of ‘sloth.’ The grandmaster was currently standing silently and it was hard to tell what he was thinking, so Grid became even more uneasy. 


  In the end, Grid opened his mouth first, “Zikfrector.”


   ‘How do you know my name?’


  


  


   “You can’t meet with the gods who were driven out. They control the human race to their own taste and might be more terrifying than the gods of the west.” 


  ‘How do you know my purpose?’ 


  The grandmaster’s eyes staring at Grid were once again filled with tiredness. 


  He had come here with the idea that the person who killed Susan couldn’t be the Overgeared Queen. This had already exhausted all his mental strength. He was in the middle of inferring the identity of the monster pretending to be the Overgeared Queen when an extreme laziness dominated him. 


  The sin of ‘sloth,’ imprinted in his soul, was encroaching on his mind. In the end... 


  “It’s annoying.” 


  “...Eh?” 


  “First of all, I’ll go back first.” 


  The incident with the grandmaster completely stopped in an abrupt manner. The only thing left in the grandmaster was a homing instinct and the desire for sleep. 


  “Get out of the way.” 


  “N-No, hey! Come and see what is going on! If a person says something then you should react...!” 


  Grid was trying to grab the passing grandmaster when he confirmed what he looked like in the mirror. It was only then that he understood why the grandmaster was hostile to him. He tried to take off the skin mask, but the grandmaster had already flown out the window. 


  “Ah... Damn.” 


  It couldn’t be helped. He hadn’t wanted to do this, yet... 


  Grid clicked his tongue and sent a whisper to someone. 


  -What are you doing?


  The target of the whisper was clearly online. An answer wasn’t received, but Grid wasn’t nervous. He was convinced that the other person couldn’t ignore his whisper. It was as he expected. 


  -What? It was strange that the Overgeared Queen appeared. Sure enough, you came together to the East Continent. 


  A reluctant answer soon came back. The identity of the other person was Zibal. He was one of Grid’s biggest competitors in the past and today. 


  -Tell this to the grandmaster. If he is still thinking about humanity, he shouldn’t trust the expelled gods. They are worse than the gods of the west. 


  -...Come to think of it, there was something in your epics criticizing the gods of the east.


  -...... 


  Grid’s face was hot the moment the epics were mentioned. Honestly, Grid didn’t feel very good because the epics broadcasted his situation, feelings, and comments live to players around the world. Every time he thought of the epics in the news, he would wake up from his sleep kicking his quilt. He was ashamed and wanted to sue the S.A Group for violating his privacy. 


  Zibal responded to the silent Grid. 


  -I will dismiss your request. I can’t just judge the target by listening to your one-sided arguments. In the first place, I’m not in a position to advise the grandmaster.


  -Just pass on my words. The grandmaster will think about it again if it is from me. 


  -What? 


  Zibal scoffed. The grandmaster was one of the most important NPCs in Satisfy’s worldview. Most of the two billion players would never face him in their lifetime. Now Grid was saying that such a big guy would listen to him? 


  ‘Of course, the relationship between the grandmaster and Grid isn’t shallow...’


  However, this was too much. It was pure arrogance. In the end, Zibal could only laugh and accept it. 


  -Well, okay. 


  ‘I need to repay you for what you did for the Haken Kingdom.’ Zibal swallowed back these words and asked Grid who was thanking him. 


  -You made a blood alliance with Xing. Will you fight for the Xing King if the grandmaster goes to him. 


  -Of course. 


  -Is that so... if you are truly determined, then you should evacuate the queen in advance. I might not be able to lose. 


  -Hahat. Thank you for the advice. 


  -You are really crazy. Don’t you know that you’re not in a position to laugh. 


  -No, I really want to thank you. 


  -Tsk. 


  The conversation between the two people soon ended. 


  The next day, the sun had risen to the middle of the sky when Zibal visited the grandmaster, who just woke up. Zibal spoke carefully, “The Overgeared King says that you shouldn’t trust the gods who have been expelled.”


   “……” 


  As expected, there was no answer. The grandmaster was awake less than two hours a day and had the ability to ignore useless words.


  ‘I have done my duty.’


  Zibal felt relieved of the burden of doing Grid a favor and was about to step back. Then he heard a voice. “I understand.” 


  “......??” 


  Zibal was dumbfounded when the grandmaster nodded at the words. 




  Chapter 1291


  [Title: The Yatan Church is selling experience potions? 


  Contents: The Yatan Church is selling experience potions for cash. The Tier 1 potions can be taken by players below level 100, and the Tier 2 potions can be taken between levels 100 to 199. Tier 3 potions can be taken from levels 200 to 299. All of them had 700% additional experience and they can be stacked with other experience increase buffs. The price is 85,000 won for each, plus tax. There are no installment payments.] 


  A post in a well-known community caught people’s attention. Naturally, there were some scornful responses. 


  -Selling experience potions? It is even in cash? 


  -Ah~ I see. You have started talking nonsense early in the morning. 


  -What messy dream did you get this from? 


  -Stupid idiot.


  In order to play Satisfy, a capsule and flat monthly fee were required. The capsule cost ranged from 10 million won to hundreds of millions of won. The monthly cost was also over 300,000 won so it was a very expensive game. Now paid items were being released? There was no way. 


  The S.A Group wouldn’t be sucking out money from players unless they went crazy. In the first place, there were no paid items in games these days. It was because, due to Satisfy’s influence, online and mobile games had their positions weakened. They had to stop selling paid items in order to survive. In this situation, the S.A Group that monopolized the market started releasing paid items? Would the S.A Group be able to handle it once criticism was directed at them and the stock price plummeted? 


  [Title: Is it really released (screenshot) 


  Contents: ‘Growth Potion for Beginner Adventurers’, Growth Potion for Intermediate Adventurers’, Growth Potion for Advanced Adventurers.]


  -......


  -......


  -......The S.A Group jerks are finally crossing the line. 


  - Don’t ᄏᄏᄏ. The guys who are raking in cash with the capsules and National Competition advertisements are selling paid items as well? ᄏᄏᄏ Their desire for money is beyond imagination. 


  -We should boycott. Everyone has experienced it with mobile games. Once paid items start to appear, it will go out of control later. If this continues, even the enhancement stones will be sold for cash. 


  -The price of the enhancement stones has been rising crazily for many years. I would be very grateful if it becomes a cash item. 


  -There are many dogs and pigs. You will be grateful for cash items? ᄏᄏ Have you forgotten that we are already spending money on this game? ᄏᄏᄏ Why should we give extra money after paying a monthly fee? 


  -Can the S.A Group force you to buy it?Just buy it if you want to buy it.


  -Yes~ don’t buy it ᄒᄒ Then I will buy it and use it myself. 


  -Let’s not become pushovers! We are customers who are paying the amount required by the S.A Group to play the game. Customers! We have the right to criticize the S.A Group who suddenly released experience potions without any notice, causing direct or indirect damage to those who have played the game seriously until now! Let’s boycott them together! 


  -The moment that cash items comes out, we will be completely eliminated from the competition by the credit card warriors! Firmly against cash items! 


  -Players are already doing a lot of personal transactions, but they’re still in the competition. They are only selling experience potions in the range of 1-299. What does it have to do with the credit card warriors? Rather, it is an update for light users like us. 


  -Right!


   -No, this... if sales for the cash items this time are high, they will continue to add cash items in the future. You don’t understand the seriousness of the situation... 


  -We can’t stop the S.A Group even if we argue for 100 days. What can we do? Are you going to quit the game? Can you sit in front of the computer and watch the monitor while playing games? Huh? ᄏᄏᄏ You can’t stop playing Satisfy. Congratulations on being caught by the S.A Group. ᄏᄏᄏ 


  The S.A Group was able to handle the public criticism. Rather than falling, the stock price rose. People also knew that those who played virtual reality games could no longer return to online games or mobile games. Furthermore, the experience potions released by the S.A Group were expected to attract new users so it was natural for their stock prices to rise. 


  In the midst of the turmoil. Chairman Lim Cheolho held a press conference. He gradually answered the questions of 800 reporters from around the world. “First of all, I’ve said many times that we aren’t involved in the content of the game. The developers just created Satisfy’s system and worldview. All the changes that have occurred since the opening are the result of the players and Morpheus.” 


  “Do you mean this is true for the experience items incident? It wasn’t the S.A Group that updated the paid items. It was the players and Morpheus?” 


  “That’s right. The choices and actions of the players have greatly weakened the Yatan Church and the influx of new players to the Yatan Church is decreasing day by day.” To be exact, it was the result of Grid’s choices and actions, but Chairman Lim Cheolho didn’t say this. “Furthermore, the Rebecca Church is the biggest rival of the Yatan Church and they are getting stronger every day. There are signs that the destruction of the Yatan Church is coming.” 


  This was also the result of Grid’s choices and actions, but Chairman Lim Cheolho remained silent. 


  


  


  “However, there is still a role for the Yatan Church. There is no balance problem since it largely enriches the setting of a religion that serves Yatan, one of the absolute gods.” 


  Chairman Lim Cheolho called up the data on the screen. Images and details of the experience potions released at this time floated on the holographic screen. 


  “As you can see, the conditions for taking the experience potions are limited to ‘Yatan Followers.’ It is evidence of an update to attract new and mid-level users to the Yatan Church. Morpheus has done this update purely to protect the balance of Satisfy.” 


  “Then why sell it in cash? The reason why people suspect that the S.A Group intervened in this situation is because the item is a paid item. The profit that will be obtained by the S.A Group is too big just to say it is an item released to restore the balance of the Yatan Church in the game.” 


  “Satisfy operates as a single server with an open field system. The server costs are astronomical. In order to cover the cost, our sales must be maintained above a certain level. Morpheus seems to have taken this into account.” 


  “The care of an artificial intelligence... it is a touching story...”


  Some reporters were sarcastic, but no one openly bit at Chairman Lim Cheolho. It was because most reporters were looking at the update in a positive light. The recent weakness of the Yatan Church, who was hostile to all the forces on the West Continent, became one of the reasons for reducing interest in the game. The resurgence and success of the Yatan Church was urgent. 


  “However, can the Yatan Church revive just because new and mid-level users are introduced? It is a game that has repeatedly proven that one strong person is much more valuable than thousands or tens of thousands of ordinary people. I wonder if the Yatan Church will be able to regain its former position just by increasing the numbers.” 


  A senior reporter from the largest media in the United States raised this question and Chairman Lim Cheolho smiled. 


  “Change won’t come in the near future. We are first sowing the seeds. Additionally, the sale of growth potions isn’t the only part of the Yatan Church’s revival update. The Yatan Church will surely be revived.” 


  The way that the Yatan Church grew was to kidnap virgins and sacrifice them to strengthen the power of their believers or to summon a great demon. Since it was an organization that kidnapped so-called NPC villagers 1 and 2, it was more efficient when it came to quantity than quality. The large scale joining of new users would speed up the development. 


  Additionally, many people didn’t know it, but the great demon of conflict, Amoract, was behind the Yatan Church. He was one of the few great demons qualified to fight against Baal, the 1st great demon. The Yatan Church was indeed a force with explosive potential.


   “I am looking forward to the future after hearing Chairman-nim’s words. That's it.” 


  The senior reporter, who had been listening with interest while tapping on the holographic keyboard, removed his hand from the keyboard and made a meaningful expression. 


  “If the update proceeds due to Morpheus’ choice and judgment, will the same thing happen again in the future? If the forces of the Yatan Church grow out of control, will the Rebecca Church sell growth potions?” 


  It was definitely an important question to be raised. Players didn’t want sudden updates. It would be difficult for things to go well if the same thing happened again without prior notice. Chairman Lim Cheolho nodded. “That's right. However, I don’t think they will sell the same products. Considering Morpheus’ nature, specialized items for each faction will be sold.” 


  Chairman Lim Cheolho didn’t know what new products would appear in the future and how the balance between forces would be maintained. The average person would be puzzled, but he had a speculation based on Morpheus’ ‘personality.’ 


  ‘After the Yatan Church, the Judar Church and Dominion Church will also revive.’ 


  The Rebecca Church had gathered too many believers. 80% of religious players belonged to the Rebecca Church. Additionally, there were too many players without a religion who had friendly relations with the Rebecca Church. Grid was one of them. Chairman Lim Cheolho predicted that the balance of religions might change the pattern of power.


   ‘Sooner or later, gods with a strong authority will appear.’ 


  Divinity came from faith. In the near future, there would be more gods presenting quests or certain episodes. For example, Rebecca, the goddess of light.


  “...Hrmm.” 


  Chairman Lim Cheolho became troubled as he was thinking. It was because he remembered the statue of Grid in the Behen Archipelago.


   ‘No way, a religion...? That’s impossible.’


  At the same time, at Shin Youngwoo’s house... 


  “Everything is going well when using Morpheus as an excuse. The profit will really shoot up. Tsk tsk.” 


  Shin Youngwoo was resting after logging out. He clicked his tongue as he watched the press conference being broadcasted live on TV. It was criticism that focused purely on ‘paid items’ and not the growth potions that were the content of the paid items. 


  That’s right. Despite working hard himself, he didn’t care about others being able to comfortably raise their level.


  It wasn’t just him. The other rankers also didn’t feel any sense of deprivation. So what if they could comfortably raise their level to 300? The real leveling up started from the second half of the 300s anyway. Furthermore, the rapid growth of new users was welcome. The more users there were, the more prosperous the game and the more powerful the authority of the rankers. 


  “In any case, it will be interesting.” 




  Chapter 1292


  Ten thousand, hundred thousand, one million, three million, ten million... 


  There was no change despite the backlash from existing users. Since the new update, Satisfy gained a large number of new users in just a few days. The once deserted starting villages of each kingdom were crowded with people. It was the same for the Overgeared Kingdom. 


  At Selena Village, in the Overgeared Kingdom... 


  Soldier clicked his tongue when he saw the procession of novices outside the window. “Many of them are prospective believers of the Yatan Church...” 


  The reason why new users started Satisfy at a later time was due to the emergence of the growth potions that boosted experience gain by 700%. Soldier was troubled when he thought they would grow quickly and benefit the Yatan Church in the future. 


  ‘Security will quickly deteriorate if a Yatan Temple is built near the village.’ 


  4,986th in the unified ranking—Soldier’s ranking hadn’t changed significantly compared to before he joined the Overgeared Kingdom. It was because he had relatively little time to focus on hunting when he was in charge of the lord’s office. He was worried that he wouldn’t be able to hunt if the Yatan Church gained power again. 


  ‘If the residents are in a hard spot then tax revenue will decrease...’


  The starter village was, as the name suggested, a village. The population didn’t reach the size of a city. However, the total area of the territory was quite large. It was natural since it was a place where new users were introduced every day. The quest achievement rate was very high and the market was active, so the tax revenue was quite good. 


  It was why Soldier, who made great achievements in the battle for Cork Island and trained soldiers under Asmosphel, chose to become the lord of a starter village while refusing to be the lord of a small or medium sized village. However, there was too much work once he became the lord and it was very tiring. Now he sighed when he saw the number of prospective Yatan Followers increasing. 


  ‘Should I cut off the buds...?’


  It was around the time when Soldier was staring at the new users with murderous eyes...


  “My Lord!” a knight rushed in and shouted urgently, “The prime minister...! The prime minister has come!” 


  “......?!”


  *** 


  The territory of the Overgeared Kingdom was huge. Of course, it was dozens of times smaller than the Saharan Empire, but compared to other kingdoms on the West Continent, it was two or three times larger in size and its population was also big. 


  Soldier’s heart was uneasy when Lauel came to visit the starter village because Lauel was in charge of the politics of this huge kingdom. 


  ‘Did I do something wrong in the meantime?’ 


  He was confident that he was running the village well, but he might’ve been mistaken. He was a soldier to his bones, but he was a stranger to politics. 


  Lauel smiled at Soldier who was standing upright. “Please relax. Why are you doing something so embarrassing?” 


  “Since ancient times, one should be nervous in front of your boss. I am more comfortable with this posture.” 


  “Haha. I understand. Then I’ll get straight to the point.” 


  Lauel’s face was tired because he had been unable to sleep properly for the last few days. There was a large influx of new users, but it was a very dangerous situation because most of them were likely to become Yatan Followers. The current Yatan Church might be weakened, but it showed its potential by periodically summoning the great demon. It was obvious that it would be difficult to deal with if they rose back to their prime. 


  ‘The biggest problem is that it is meaningless to hit the main base.’ 


  Rebecca’s influence was greatly weakened the moment the Vatican was gone. 


  It was because the role of the pope and elders who stayed in the Vatican to do business was very important. All of the Rebecca Temples were under the control of the Vatican. The absence of the Vatican would cause chaos in all the Rebecca Church temples. 


  On the other hand, Yatan’s Servants weren’t the type to sit at the desk to do business. They committed evil deeds in real time as they wandered around the continent. They didn’t manage the Yatan Temples. In the first place, the Yatan Temples were focused on offering sacrifices and conducting rituals. it worked well even if there was no command system. 


  “Soldier.” 


  “Yes.”


  “The Yatan Church can’t be allowed to become as big as Morpheus intended. We have already experienced the prime of the Yatan Church in the past, so you know that we can’t control it once the believers of the Yatan Church become active.” 


  The targets of the Yatan Church were always the weak. It was very difficult to protect an unspecified number of weak people. As the number of victims increased, the population decreased. There were side effects such as the decline in security and the economy. 


  “I agree. No matter how thoroughly we defend ourselves, it is hard to stop them. If they number in the tens of thousands, or hundreds of thousands... it is horrible just imagining it.” 


  In the past, many of Yatan’s Servants were killed by Grid. Even then, the nations of the West Continent didn’t want the Yatan Church to grow. Due to fewer players wanting to enter the Yatan Church, their power had greatly weakened, but they weren’t completely eradicated. 


  The Yatan Church boasted more vitality than a cockroach. Then what if they had tens of millions or hundreds of millions of players on their back? Punishing them could be impossible for eternity. 


  “Therefore, I have decided to open the treasury.” 


  “...Huh?” 


  The context was broken. Soldier cocked his head at the strange conclusion. 


  “Look at this.” Lauel opened the inventory and pulled out several items. Swords, spears, staffs, bows, orbs, etc. Seemingly low level weapons were on display on the desk. “Over the past few days, I’ve instructed the blacksmiths of the Overgeared Kingdom to make novice weapons. We used high quality materials that aren’t normally used for beginner weapons so it boasts power that is several times higher than weapons of the same level.” 


  “......?”


  “Soldier, you will award these items to new users.”


   “...Huh?” 


  


  


  "However, there are conditions. Give these items only to those who join the Rebecca Church.” 


  “Ah!” 


  Soldier finally understood the situation and felt admiration. Seeing this reaction, Lauel made a grin that revealed his sparking teeth. 


  “From this moment on, we will offer top-notch equipment to those who start in the Overgeared Kingdom and join the Rebecca Church. It will be in intervals of level 10, 50, 100, 150, and 200.” 


  Changing religions wasn’t an easy task. Once a player belonged to a religion, it took a waiting period of one year after withdrawal to join another religion. This meant they could suppress the growth of the Yatan Church for at least one year. In Satisfy, one year was an invincible time since so many strategies had been published to the public. Those who played hard could aim to reach the mid-200s. 


  “There is only one reason why the Yatan Church is so attractive to new users. It is due to the fast growth rate. It is inevitable to say that you can reach level 400 several times faster than before. However, that is only but one of the ways to level up quickly.” 


  Compared to the experience buff, it was more advantageous to increase hunting speed. It was items that made fast hunting possible. 


  “If Morpheus dazzles people with growth potions, then we’ll dazzle people with items. It is even for free.” 


  This method would absolutely work. It would be a serious financial blow, but in the long run, it would not be a loss. An increase in the number of players belonging to the Overgeared Kingdom meant the tax revenue would increase. An increase in the number of players belonging to the Rebecca Church meant its alliance with the Overgeared Kingdom would become stronger. 


  Lauel was convinced and his conviction always had a high probability of coming true. 


  .........


  ......


  ...


  “Me! I’d like it!” 


  “When I can sit down after handing out all of this...” 


  Two days later, at Selena’s square... 


  The sight of people filling the square made Soldier flustered. More than half of Satisty’s new players chose Selena as the starting village. Even at this moment, the procession to Selena was continuing all over the kingdom. Due to staffing restrictions, new users from other kingdoms were using every means to move to Selena. It was one of the few cases where a player beat a game company. The number of players entering the Yatan Church fell well below the S.A Group’s expectations and sales of the growth potion were also short of expectations. 


  “Godgeared Kingdom! Godgeared Kingdom!” 


  New users praised the Overgeared Kingdom. They were happy to grow quickly without having to do anything thanks to the weapons distributed for free at every level range in the Overgeared Kingdom. There were articles talking about how Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom punished the game company that tried to use artificial intelligence as a shield to avoid criticism. This was considered an example of using power in a good direction. 


  Of course, Grid’s heart was torn apart. 


  ‘I will have to go back for a few days to work hard...’


  Grid confirmed his finances and let out a deep sigh. No matter how well Grid earned money, he would have to make dozens of items to refill the treasury of the Overgeared Kingdom. 


  ‘Well... It is okay because the damage can be recovered by all means. Let’s control my heart.’ 


  At this moment, Lauel and Rabbit were in the same state. They were doing their best to recover from the damage somehow. No, the word damage wasn’t appropriate in the first place. This was only an investment. 


  “Um...”


  Grid turned his gaze in the direction of the golden walnut forest. Piaro had already been in the forest for four days and Grid hoped he would come back with good news. It felt like his empty heart would fill again if they could grow the golden walnuts. 


  “Your Majesty the Queen.” Time was precious. A nobleman came to Grid, who was slaughtering monsters in a hunting ground near Yangzhou while waiting for Piaro. The nobleman was amazed by the bloody smell around him and bowed politely. “A person called Zikfrector has come to see you.” 


  “Oh my, really?” Grid was now naturally a shy person after dealing with the Xing King and nobles in Irene’s form for a few days. He placed his weapon back in his inventory and returned to the palace. 


  ‘He seems to have taken my advice seriously.’ 


  This was what Grid thought...


  “Go to the Hwan Kingdom with me.” 


  “???"”


  Soon after, he met the grandmaster who put forward this absurd proposal. 


  "No, didn’t I recommend not meeting them?” 


  The grandmaster reassured the flustered Grid, “I don’t mean to ignore your warning. I just want to check it with my own eyes. I have heard your warning and don’t plan to get on the same boat as them.” 


  “……”


  Grid had only been dealing with the yangbans. He had never visited the Hwan Kingdom in person. There was a moment of contemplation before Grid nodded. 


  “...There are many things I want to ask you, such as why you trust me so much and why you are so favorable to me. Still, first things first, I understand. Okay, I will accompany you.” 


  This was a great opportunity to explore the enemy camp. It was an opportunity that could only be achieved with the grandmaster and must never be missed.




  Chapter 1293


  Grandmaster Zikfrector, called the 6th evil, Zik, in his previous life—his goal was to punish the heavenly gods and great demons who colluded with them. His long-cherished wish is to pull down the gods who stained the seven good men with sin and to spread the truth to the world. 


  It was the most vain dream in the world. It was enough to be ridiculed by everyone, but Zikfrector was looking at the possibilities. He endured for a thousand years and hope sprang up. A person who was favored by the gods and could avoid their doubts, and a person who had the power to overpower the top great demons—the two keys essential to victory in the war against the gods were all in the present day. 


  The former was Grid and the latter was Marie Rose. 


  “......?”


  Zibal became wide eyed when the grandmaster, who went to meet with Grid, came back with Queen Irene of the Overgeared Kingdom. 


  “Then, Grid...” 


  Zikfrector’s words to introduce Grid were interrupted in the middle. Grid smiled brightly and lightly greeted Zibal, “I am Irene, queen of the Overgeared Kingdom. It is nice to meet you, Sir Zibal. No, should I call you Zik’s apostle?” 


  “Ah. Yes... please call me as you please.” 


  After all, Satisfy’s artificial intelligence was truly great. It wasn’t easy to distinguish between NPCs and players. Zibal felt it once again and nodded. On behalf of the Neo Red Knights who were wary of Irene, Zibal asked the grandmaster, “Why did the queen come instead of Grid?” 


  “......”


  The grandmaster’s mouth was shut. It was difficult to explain because he didn’t know what Grid was doing. He thought about it for a while, but chose silence due to the annoyance that came. 


  ‘In any case, this is a noble.’ 


  The conversation stopped and Zibal frowned. He never dreamt that the Irene in front of his eyes would be Grid and sent a whisper to Grid. 


  -Hey, Grid. Are you crazy? Why would you send your wife to the Hwan Kingdom after saying that we shouldn’t trust the expelled gods? What if she dies? 


  NPCs only had one life. They couldn’t be resurrected after death unlike a player. It was why the world couldn’t blame Grid after he started a furious retribution when Khan died. Now he wanted to send Irene to the Hwan Kingdom... 


  Zibal couldn’t understand Grid and didn’t want to understand him. Grid, who received the whispered criticism, smiled at it and replied. 


  -It’s fine. They won’t be able to touch Irene as long as she is accompanied by the grandmaster. 


  The Five Seniors would definitely covet the grandmaster and be cautious. Besides... 


  -Additionally, Irene is strong and can save her own life.


  Grid was very proud of his skills. He didn’t arrogantly believe he was the strongest like when he first defeated Kraugel and rose to the throne of the supreme one. Rather, he set up objective indicators by grasping the balance of power in the world outlook. Even if the Five Seniors were hostile to him, he judged that he could survive by focusing on escaping under the grandmaster’s protection. 


  -Really...? I won’t worry too much if you say that. 


  Zibal glanced at Irene with a new expression. If this delicate woman was strong, how strong would she be? If she was really so strong, what had she been doing in this period of time? There were many things that weren’t convincing, but he didn’t intend to doubt and distrust them. 


  -Are you worried? Isn’t it really touching? 


  -Don’t misunderstand. I only sympathized with Irene because I thought you were playing tricks to change your wife. By the way, how did you find out the location of the Hwan Kingdom? I’ve been searching for the last few months, but there seems to be no way other than asking the Xing King directly. 


  -You’re right, that was indeed the only way. I know because I asked the Xing King. 


  -The Xing King gave you the answer? 


  Zibal was truly amazed. What means did Grid use to open the Xing King’s mouth, when the king wouldn’t even speak with a sword pointed at his neck? 


  -Cruel bastard... what type of torture did you do? 


  With a tired look, Grid explained to Zibal, who had a misunderstanding. 


  -The Xing King and its people insist on keeping quiet about the Hwan Kingdom to outsiders because those who don’t know the myth and hear about the Five Seniors will weaken the power of God Black Tortoise. Currently, Xing is being protected by the black tortoise. The moment the black tortoise is weakened, the invasion of the yangbans will begin. Thus, they can only desperately shut their mouths. 


  -There was such a thing... then why doesn’t that rule apply to you?


  -I know the true myths of the East Continent. 


  Grid was the one who knocked down the yangban and resurrected the black tortoise. In front of him, who penetrated the truth and denied the Five Seniors, talking about the Five Seniors wouldn’t raise their divinity at all. 


  -Um... I see. By the way, what are you doing?


   Zibal nodded in a convinced manner before frowning again. 


  -Why aren’t you going to the Hwan Kingdom? Why should your wife visit the Hwan Kingdom instead of you? 


  -I’m busy making money. 


  


  


  -...I heard the Overgeared Kingdom has been busy scattering items lately. It is a useless thing. 


  -......


  -Well, I think you’re doing a good job. 


  Zibal smiled and ended the whisper. He followed after the grandmaster walking in front and thought about it. Zibal used to be the head of the seven guilds.What was he obsessed with at that time when the world revolved around him? Personal fame, money, and power. He was in a hurry to fulfill his own interests and desires. 


  On the other hand, Grid...


   ‘...There is no comparison.’


  The reason why Zibal failed to occupy the position of the supreme one that he desired was because he was never qualified in the first place. Even if he took the position, he would’ve been pulled down before long. Zibal’s expression became even firmer and stronger than before.


  *** 


  The residence of the gods was in the sky. They never stayed on the ground, even if they were defeated gods. Familiarity breeds contempt, thus divinity was weakened the moment gods lived together with humans. The red phoenix, the black tortoise, the blue dragon, and the white tiger—it was the reason why the old and forgotten gods were defeated by the expelled gods. 


  At the center of the East Continent, there was a huge peach forest where four rivers met—under Grid’s guidance, the grandmaster arrived there and saw a rare phenomenon. 


  “It is hard to believe this is the ground.” 


  It seemed like the gods were in front of them. It was a land of spiritual energy that reminded him of the heavens he visited over a thousand years ago. The grandmaster used the ancient rune language and let it fly into the air. The procession of runes shone like the Milky Way. His body that had lost strength after losing divine power became slightly stronger. 


  The grandmaster’s clenched fists were full of strength. His tired face was filled with life. 


  “Wow...” 


  Grid exclaimed with admiration and Zibal and the Neo Red Knights couldn’t close their open mouths. Their impression of the grandmaster completely changed. The serene eyes that could be seen through the hair combed to both sides, the pale skin, and dry body... 


  Previously, the grandmaster gave off a gloomy and decadent impression, but now he looked clear and clean. He emanated so much goodness that people couldn’t help but trust him. The expressionless face was full of life and the quiet eyes made him feel like a completely different person. 


  “Can I go through this place?” 


  Step, step.


  Even the way he moved forward had changed. The footsteps that was hesitant like he was anxious or a shameful sinner became strong and confident. A towering peach tree in the center of the forest—the grandmaster approached the giant tree where the branches spread out from left to right and his vision captured the blue sky at the top of the tree. The runes that revolved around the grandmaster started to aim at the sky. 


   “That’s right... it is here.” 


  Grid confirmed it. He stood beside the grandmaster and attached the amulet he received from the Xing King to the tree. 


  “Open the door.” 


  Thunder started to ring everywhere. A blue veil covering the vast peach forest could be seen. It happened the moment the group felt disconnected from the world... 


  A golden light poured down from the darkened sky and wrapped around the bodies of Grid, the grandmaster, and the rest of the group. 


   [You are qualified to visit the world of the gods of the east.] 


  “......!”


  The rising notification window made a chill shoot down Zibal’s spine. The world of the gods—how many out of two billion players could see that place? Zibal was thrilled and frightened that a place he dismissed as fantasies actually existed and that he was going to visit it.


  “This area is a bit shabby,” Grid, who had already visited the world of the gods on the West Continent, murmured with a disinterested expression. 


  Grid, the grandmaster, and the rest of the group started to rise while surrounded by light and then a voice was heard. It was a voice directed at the grandmaster. 


  「I welcome you, poor apostle who was exploited and betrayed by the fallen gods.」 


  The vision of Grid, the grandmaster, and the rest of the group reversed. Soon, the world rose and when they opened their eyes again, a long road paved with trees could be seen. 


  “Ahh...” 


  Zibal and the Neo Red Knights sighed at the beautiful and mysterious scenery. Grid saw the same peach trees he had seen in the Peach Blossom Spring and approached it to grab a white peach. Unfortunately, before he could pick the white peach, yangbans wearing dopos showed up to guide the group. 


  “All humans apart from Apostle Zik, don’t look at us. How dare you look?” 


  “Follow me. The Five Seniors are waiting.”




  Chapter 1294


  At a palace surrounded by peach trees and clouds...


  The clothes of the court ladies as they walked through the corridors looked like they were alive. 


  “Didn’t I tell you to shift your gaze?” 


  “Do I have to burn your eyes for you to listen?” 


  The yangbans warned Zibal who kept looking around. Zibal wanted to capture all the scenery of the divine world he would never see again. Thus, a strong resentment filled him. 


  ‘Who the hell do they think they are?’


  Zibal’s boss was the grandmaster. The other party had no right to command Zibal even if they were gods. Zibal felt great displeasure at the attitude of the nobles who threatened them. He wanted to raise his eyes and shout at the yangbans. However, he barely suppressed his anger and endured it. 


  ‘I will do as they say—when in Rome, do as the Romans do.’ 


  It would damage the grandmaster if he made a disturbance. Zibal controlled his mind and looked like any other Neo Red Knights. He walked silently as he stared at the heels of the yangbans walking in front. The yangbans clicked their tongues. 


  “In any case, they won’t understand our words.” 


  “Cattle and humans are curious and difficult to control. That’s why they have to starve from time to time.” 


  “......”


  The grandmaster’s expression stiffened as he walked through the shabby Hwan Kingdom that was unlike Asgard. The thoughts of the yangbans were uncomfortable. 


  ‘Why do they despise humans?’ 


  Not all gods cared for human beings. A prime example was Hexetia, the blacksmithing god. He was jealous of human beings and even attempted to annihilate humanity. However, there were few gods who loathed or despised humans. In order for a god to gain divinity, human faith was necessary. Thus, it wasn’t good to be disinterested in the humans who believed in them. Some gods felt grateful to humans.


  If there were humans who believed in him and served him in the past, Hexetia wouldn’t have implemented such an unreasonable plan of annihilation. In that sense, the attitude of the yangbans was really hard to understand. The reason why the gods regained their divinity after being defeated and expelled during the war of the gods was because the humans of the east believed in them and served them. Why were the humans treated so badly? 


  ‘It isn’t enough that they aren’t grateful to humans. It is hard to understand them being compared to livestock.’ 


  The grandmaster questioned it before he realized something. 


  ‘...Do they take human service for granted rather than being thankful?’ 


  In retrospect, there is one such person among the Western gods—Martial God Zeratul, who argued that it was natural for humans to worship his strength. The grandmaster thought of the cut from Zeratul and felt a great pain from his chest. It was a pain in his memories.


  The grandmaster’s chest was clean without a single injury. That’s right. The grandmaster’s current body had no encounter with Zeratul. The body of the grandmaster that had been cut by Zeratul and suffered a deep wound was sealed in a pit. It was like the seven malignant, no, the seven good people. 


  ‘Zikfrector?’ 


  Grid had already experienced the ignorance and contempt of the yangbans several times. Grid just thought of it as a dog barking and the yangbans’ bullshit entered one ear and went out the other. Then he saw the grandmaster’s stiff expression. He was worried because the grandmaster’s bright face was gray and looked worse than before. 


  ‘Is the Curse of Sloth affecting him again?' [1] 


  In fact, the Curse of Sloth was a very rare curse. In Satisfy’s worldview, the only ones affected by the Curse of Sloth were the vampires and Grandmaster Zikfrector. Grid had a long association with the vampires and was tired of the Curse of Sloth. 


  “Steady your mind,” Grid whispered to him. He was concerned that things would become twisted if the grandmaster became tired and was unable to make a normal judgment. 


  “How many times do I have to tell you?!” One of the yangbans kicked at Grid’s shin. She was angry because a human woman dared to raise her head when she was warned to walk by looking at the ground. 


  ‘These XX guys.’


  Grid’s expression distorted. He had been keeping his head low the entire time and he only looked at the grandmaster for a moment, yet violence was committed? 


  ‘If you want to hit someone then hit Zibal.’ 


  It was unfair. He felt bitter like he was sitting next to a noisy person in class. 


  “......???” Zibal was flustered. He wasn’t sure why Overgeared Queen Irene stared at him after she was kicked in the shin by a yangban called Haejin. 


  “In any case, human beings don’t understand how good they have it. It would be easier to just pull out their eyeballs from the beginning,” Haejin complained after she confirmed that the human woman had lowered her head again after looking at Zibal. 


  At this moment...


  ‘You want to pull out these pretty eyes?’


  Grid’s anger rose as he was trying to calm his heart. He clearly engraved the name of Haejin in his mind. 


  ‘I’ll pull out your eyes later.’ 


  Grid and the grandmaster’s group walked for quite a long time. It took two hours to arrive at the palace after arriving in the Hwan Kingdom and an hour or more to walk through the corridors inside the palace. It happened when Grid was bored and feeling impatient...


  “You look deep in thought.” 


  A new person’s voice was heard. Grid and Zibal reflexively wanted to raise their heads, but they suppressed their instincts and bowed more deeply. The yangbans guiding the party were spurred into action. These arrogant guys started to bow deeply.


  “I greet the god who controls the wind.” 


  The god who controls the wind? 


  Zibal had no information on the Hwan Kingdom and was unable to identify this person. He was just guessing that it was one of the gods who had been expelled. On the other hand, Grid knew the theme of the Hwan Kingdom and knew exactly who had appeared in front of them. 


  ‘Pungsa.’ 


  


  


  One of the three masters who ruled the weather along with Usa and Unsa, Pungsa was the one who caught a glimpse of Grid as he stood over Hangyeol’s body. Dante gained the deity stat because Grid was using Dante’s appearance at that time. Grid’s heart thumped. He was excited as he anticipated the moment when Irene would gain divinity. 


  The grandmaster stared at Pungsa and opened his mouth, “Did Hanul agree to meet me?” 


  “......!”


  The expressions of the yangbans distorted. Even the others were stunned. The Five Seniors were gods. Moreover, the grandmaster’s wish was to cooperate with the Five Seniors to drive out the gods of the west. They thought the grandmaster would be respectful to Pungsa, so it was natural to be shocked. 


  “This crazy...!” 


  The yangbans almost started a fight. The grandmaster used to be the messenger of the gods, so he was on the level of the yangbans and angels at most. It was blasphemy that he would dare to treat a god like this. The yangbans had unwrapped the swords tied around their waists like belts and were surrounding the grandmaster when Pungsa yelled at them, “Go away!” 


  “......!”


  There was a sudden storm and apart from Pungsa and the grandmaster, the rest of them struggled against the wind trying to sweep them away. They were unable to withstand the violent wind and soon fell to the ground.Finally, Grid and Zibal were able to look up at Pungsa. 


  Pungsa was surprisingly young. He was a man in his early 30s who gave off a rather nervous impression. However, the long eyebrows under the combed hair stretched down to the cheekbones and made it difficult to guess his years. Pungsa didn’t say many words. He stared at the yangbans with a serene gaze and ordered them, “Withdraw.” 


  “...I understand.” 


  The confused yangbans lowered their heads. They clicked their tongues as they passed the grandmaster and soon disappeared into the corridor. 


  Pungsa glanced at the entrance of the great hall. “Go in. Hanul is waiting for you.” 


  Pungsa’s gaze was only directed at the grandmaster. He treated Grid, Zibal, and the Neo Red Knights as air. 


  The grandmaster stated, “They are people attempting to help me revive the seven good people.” 


  It meant he would take them into the great hall. 


  “The apostles who will help you resurrect the seven good people... I understand. They are your strongest subordinates, so they can face Hanul.” 


  Pungsa nodded and let Grid and the grandmaster’s group inside the great hall. 


  “......!”


  “......!”


  The group entered the great hall and their eyes shook with amazement. This place was the interior of the palace but there was a garden and lotus pool so it didn’t feel like it. 


  “Gasp.”


  Zibal sucked in a breath. It was because as he approached the unusually clear lotus pond, he could see down to the ground. The territories of the Pa Kingdom and the Kaya Kingdom could be seen at a glance. By zooming in, it was possible to observe a specific area in detail. It was also possible to peek at the facial expressions of people going back and forth. He could even hear the contents of the conversation. It was a creepy, perfect observation. It was correct to say that the entire East Continent was being monitored. However, the territories of the Cho Kingdom and the Xing Kingdom were covered in flames and fog, respectively, making it impossible to peek at them. 


  ‘Grid’s words were true.’ 


  Zibal shook off the goosebumps on his arms and hurriedly joined the rest of the group. He walked along the stone path with Pungsa and found a pavilion floating in the center of the lake in the distance.


  “Over there.” 


  Pungsa waved his hand. The wind blew and the lake was cut in half. It was the moment the bottom of the lake that was as deep as the river was revealed, making a path. Thanks to this, the group was able to move to the pavilion on foot. 


  “......?”


  In front of the pavilion, the grandmaster stopped from where he had been walking alongside Pungsa. Grid and Zibal also stopped walking. For the first time, the grandmaster bowed down. “I greet the god.” 


  “......!”


  Grid’s eyes widened. A man was sitting at an angle on the stairs leading up to the pavilion. It was because the name of the god who made the grandmaster bow was ‘Chiyou.’ Unlike Pungsa, who solely focused on the grandmaster, Chiyou alternated looking between the grandmaster and Grid. Then he nodded with a satisfied expression. 


  “It is nice to see you.” 


  This was the end. Chiyou disappeared without a trace from his seat. 


  “Go up.” 


  Pungsa shook his head and moved up the stairs. Grid followed the group and could see Sobyeol, Usa, and Unsa sitting around a small table. 


  The grandmaster also greeted Sobyeol, “You are Hanul’s child.” 


  Sobyeol smiled brightly. “It is nice to meet you, Zik.” 


  Unlike the actual Dangun myth, Satisfy labelled Pungbaek as Pungsa by using ‘sa’ instead of ‘baek.’[2] 


  It indirectly exposed that the three gods—Pungsa, Unsa, and Usa—had the same authority and the reason was revealed. Satisfy placed Sobyeol over the three Sas. (Sa since all three have sa at the end of their name)


  Then the being on top of all the gods...


  “Welcome.” 


  It was Hanul, the absolute god on the same level as Rebecca and Yatan.


  [1] Changing the Curse of Idleness to the Curse of Sloth


  [2] Dangun, legendary founder of the first Korean state Gojoseong. According to the myth, he was said to be born from a bear who transformed into a woman and a god, Hwanung. Hwanung, the son of the supreme deity Hwanin asked his father to descend to Earth and live there instead of Heaven. He brought 3,000 followers with him, including the Earl of Wind (Pungbaek), Master of Rain (Ubaek), and Master of Clouds (Unsa). The three gods are based on them. https://www.ancient.eu/Dangun/
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  Grid wasn’t surprised when he saw the way the grandmaster treated Pungsa. Rather than questioning it, he thought it was natural. It was because the grandmaster loathed the existence of a god itself. It would be funny if he was polite to a god. However... 


  “I greet the god.” 


  The grandmaster’s attitude when meeting Chiyou was undeniably polite. His greeting was respectful and he bowed deeply and solemnly without anyone making him do it. It was a completely different attitude from when he dealt with others. Chiyou—the most powerful god of the east and the one who educated the yangbans. The grandmaster was afraid of his power? 


  Grid thought about it but soon realized this wasn’t the case. 


  ‘...It is different. Completely different.’


  Rebecca, the goddess of light; Hexetia, the god of blacksmiths; Zeratul, the god of war; and Pungsa, the god of wind. So far, Grid had faced quite a few gods. He felt kindness and complicated emotions toward Rebecca, sympathy toward Hexetia, and fear and disgust toward Zeratul and Pungsa. 


  However, Chiyou was too vague. This person wasn’t a subject of sentimentality or emotions. He couldn’t judge Chiyou at all. 


  “It is nice to meet you.” 


  Chiyou’s gaze shifted from the grandmaster to him and Grid’s body became stiff. It was a shock similar to when he first met Mercedes. 


  [The martial god of the east, Chiyou, is contemplating you.] 


  [All information about your level, combat related stats, and combat related skills will be disclosed to Chiyou.] 


  [100% of your weaknesses are exposed to Chiyou.]


  [When attacking, hit rate will decrease by 80% and when attacked, you will receive three times more damage.] 


  [The transcendent status you have accumulated is still weak and it is being suppressed.] 


  [All the stats and skills generated by your transcendent status are sealed.] 


  It was different from Keen Insight. Mercedes’ Keen Insight was the power to see through ‘everything’ while Chiyou’s gaze was the power to see through the target’s ‘combat power.’ Keen Insight was in the growth stage and could only see a few things while Chiyou’s gaze was fully developed and completely overwhelmed Grid. In the present time, Chiyou’s gaze was much stronger and superior than Keen Insight. 


  However, there was an important fact here. The reason Grid shivered wasn’t because he was overwhelmed by Chiyou’s gaze. To Grid, Chiyou’s existence itself was enormous. He seemed to know why the grandmaster bowed his head.


  ‘This is a real god.’


  Hexetia and Zeratul were made by Rebecca, while Pungsa was created by Hanul. On the other hand, Chiyou was born naturally from the desires of humans. It was no wonder why there was a difference. How did it feel when seeing Rebecca, the goddess of light and one of the absolute gods? Grid had been thrilled just by seeing Rebecca’s ‘image’ that descended to the ground. He was already curious and expectant about what he would feel when meeting Rebecca. Additionally, he became nervous about how terrifying Hanul would be. 


  “Go up.” 


  Gulp.


  The staircase that was revealed when Chiyou left. Grid gulped several times as he climbed the stairs. The yangbans despised humans. Hanul was the one who made them. Hanul even uses quests to lure players to be killed. It happened at least three times that Grid knew of. 


  ‘Hanul is evil.’


  Hanul was a sneaky god who didn’t threaten humanity outright like the evil god Yatan, who made the great demons. Hanul slowly corroded, deceived, and enslaved humans. The image of Hanul in Grid’s mind was the devil itself. It reminded him of a venomous snake who secretly exhaled poison that decayed the human lungs. However, reality was completely different. 


  “Welcome.” 


  [You are the first player to witness the Absolute, Hanul.]


  [You have witnessed one of the sources of the world and your base has expanded.] 


  [You won’t be afraid when encountering absolute beings such as gods, dragons, and great demons in the future.] 


  A warm voice and gentle eyes—the feeling that Hanul gave off resembled Rebecca, the goddess of light. He even provided the members of Grid’s group a chair made of clouds. He sealed the Four Gods and tricked all the humans on the East Continent into believing false myths. A person who created massive quests many times to kill thousands of players... 


  Hanul’s appearance was the opposite of Grid’s imagination. Even so, Grid was alert. He tried to peek at the brutal and sinister nature lurking behind Hanul’s warm exterior. Then he felt confused. He stared at Hanul, but he couldn’t see what Hanul looked like. This person felt like a gentle and warm being, but Grid couldn’t fathom Hanul in front of him. 


  Hanul’s gaze fell on Grid after greeting the grandmaster. “It is greedy to judge something using the simple dichotomy of good and evil. You would’ve been considered evil by many people.”


  “......!!”


  Hanul’s remarks seemed to pierce through Grid’s intentions. Unlike Rebecca, who represented good, and Yatan, who represented evil, Hanul expressed himself in this way.


  “I am the closest of the three gods to humans. It is pointless to look at only one aspect of me and be vigilant and hostile.” 


  The seven malignant saints had said that Rebecca and Yatan were nothing more than emotionless systems. The two gods periodically repeated the process of destroying and restoring the world and they felt neither affection nor resentment toward humanity.


  On the other hand, Hanul was completely different from them. He had feelings. Sometimes he fought for someone and inevitably, he had to sacrifice someone. This was why he sealed the Four Gods of the east and made the yangbans to strengthen the Five Seniors. 


  “I...” 


  Hanul’s hazy face became firm. It was the face of a mighty warrior. 


  “I fight for those who serve me.” 


  Hanul’s face changed again. It was the face of the serpent that Grid had imagined.


  


  


  “I punish those who doubt and go against me.” 


  This time, it was the face of a crying woman. 


  “I can mourn the dead.” 


  In the end, it was the face of a benevolent old man. 


  “I am the only god who gives the right advice for the future of humanity.” 


  Hanul was trying to dispel the doubts in Grid’s gaze. In other words. he was speaking to persuade the grandmaster. 


  “Then what about Rebecca and Yatan? They separated each other into good and evil and made the world fight. I just watched it. In particular, Rebecca didn’t care about the seven people who fought for her and gave them the stigma of the seven evils.” 


  “......”


  The grandmaster’s eyes were bloodshot. It was due to his hatred of Rebecca. The grandmaster couldn’t coexist with Rebecca and was persuaded by Hanul, who didn’t belong to good or evil. He thought Hanul was a true god who would understand humanity and lead them in the right direction. 


  However, Grid intervened in the conversation. “Have you ever given us the right advice for the future of humanity?” 


  It was a blunt question. Sobyeol and the three Sas stared at Grid. It was a gaze that didn’t contain anger or killing intent, but Grid could feel the hostility. 


  Hanul replied, “Serve us as your gods.”


  “Does that ‘us’ include the yangbans?” 


  “Yes.” 


  “Is the right advice to treat humans as livestock and serve the yangbans who easily hurt them?”


  “First of all, the claim that yangbans easily hurt them is wrong. Apart from the children who couldn’t control their emotions, none of the yangbans committed any killings.” 


  In fact, this was right. Surprisingly, the yangbans didn’t exercise much violence. A short example was the Cho King wasn’t punished for losing the Red Phoenix Bow, an important key to sealing the red phoenix. The yangban who committed the killing spree was Garam and he was blinded by his anger at Grid. It would be cruel to judge all yangbans based on Garam. 


  “It is also inevitable that the yangbans can’t treat humans correctly. They might look the same, but their lifespans and abilities are different. It is natural to feel a sense of distance. The reason why humans are ridiculed instead of receiving gratitude is because they haven’t yet become gods. Once the yangbans become gods, their thinking will expand and they will feel grateful to the people and reward them.” 


  “Isn’t that too consequential? Can those who treat people like livestock and do harm according to their mood really cherish people after becoming gods?” 


  Why did it feel like there was no progress in the conversation? 


  Hanul asked Grid in reverse, “How many people have you killed?” 


  “......!”


  “It seems that the killings committed by you alone are hundreds or thousands times more than those killed by hundreds of yangbans. 


  “T-That...”


  “Of course, a lot of the killings would be to protect someone or practice justice. However, can you say that your justice is correct? Wouldn’t you be the devil from the perspective of those who were killed by you?” 


  “......”


  Grid became speechless. It wasn’t because he agreed with Hanul’s opinion, who protected the yangbans. It was because he couldn’t refute it. Grid became quiet while Hanul finally reached the grandmaster. 


  Hanul asked him, “Do you think this type of conversation would be possible with Rebecca?” 


   “...No, it would never be possible.” 


  The grandmaster shook his head and a faint smile appeared on Hanul’s face. 


  "I am the only god in the world who can understand and align with human beings through dialogue. To create the world you truly desire, the seven good people must be with me. In order to revive the seven good people, you need my strength.” 


  It was a voice full of conviction. Hanul believed that the grandmaster would be with him. The grandmaster was silent for a moment before slowly opening his mouth, “However, you aren’t apologizing.” 


   “......?”


  “A god who doesn’t apologize or provide solutions to the shortcomings of the yangbans who regard humans as inferior. He just accepts it because it is inevitable. It isn’t communication.” 


  “Every action comes with a price. As I said earlier, the yangbans will surely reward humanity.” 


  “......”


  The grandmaster noticed—all gods were the same. However, Hanul wasn’t so extreme compared to the other two gods. The grandmaster stood up from his seat with a bleak expression and Hanul called to him, “Poor apostle Zik, it is impossible for you to revive the seven good people on your own.” 


  “No.” The grandmaster stopped and placed a hand on Grid’s shoulder. “I’m not alone.”
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  “It seems that the killings committed by you alone are hundreds or thousands times more than those killed by hundreds of yangbans.” 


  “......!”


  Hanul was completely different from the other gods. 


  The absolute gods Rebecca and Yatan were simply beings that moved like clockwork according to their instincts. The subordinate gods such as Hexetia and Zeratul were buried by their own desires and simple feelings. Meanwhile, Hanul understood and attacked humans. It was as if he was human.


  ‘This...’ 


  Grid felt a chill as the sins of the heart he had been carrying for a long time were revealed. He was afraid of Hanul, who shut him up using human standards. It was creepy that a god who understood humans so well deceived humans and used them as tools to establish the yangbans as gods. Additionally, he created missions to kill people in large numbers. It would’ve been a disaster if he was only faithful to his instincts like Rebecca and Yatan, but Hanul felt like a psychopath with a weapon in his hand. 


  Were his thoughts read? Hanul looked at Grid like he was a child. Hanul’s gaze seemed to be mocking Grid and telling him that he was no different. 


  Grid had an instinctive feeling—Hanul was the god who should be avoided the most. As Grid was immersed in his thoughts, Hanul was concentrating on the conversation with the grandmaster. He was trying to woo the grandmaster. Grid wanted to shout. Grid wanted to warn the grandmaster that he shouldn’t be deceived. However, he couldn’t open his mouth. 


  [The absolute Hanul is asking about your sins.] 


  [Sinners aren’t entitled to speak. This will last for 3 minutes.] 


  [All skills and magic are sealed.] 


  [The source of the myth ignores your status. Resistance has failed.] 


  [The sinner is filled with anxiety. All stats are reduced by 30% and your weak spots will be exposed for three minutes.] 


  [The source of the myth ignores your deity stat. Resistance has failed.] 


  ‘Shit! Dammit!’ 


  There had been rumors floating in the community recently. It was said that there was a ‘legend attack strategy.’ It was said that hitting a target with six specific types of status abnormalities within one second would neutralize the legendary class’ resistance to abnormal statuses. However, Grid had sneered at it. He thought that the resistance couldn’t be neutralized in such a way, but he could no longer ignore it. 


  ‘Why did I fail to resist the abnormal state every time I do something?’ 


  Abnormal status hits that disregarded resistance, abnormal status hits that ignored resistance, ignored status resistance, hits that ignored status resistance... 


  Every time Grid failed to resist an abnormal status, he felt that there was nothing absolute in Satisfy and became worried that the rumored legendary attack strategy was also true. 


  “Poor apostle Zik, it is impossible for you to revive the seven good people on your own.” 


  The conversation between Hanul and the grandmaster was coming to an end. Hanul caught a glimpse of the grandmaster’s resentment and desires and persistently persuaded the grandmaster, whose expression was subtle and difficult to read. 


  ‘No, don’t think about it.’


  The grandmaster shouldn’t grab Hanul’s hand. If he grabbed Hanul’s hand then the stigma of the seven good people would never be removed. Grid wanted to cry out, but the words hovered in his mouth. The weight of Hanul’s sin pressed shut his mouth. It was a moment of frustration for Grid who thought the grandmaster would be shaken. 


  “No.” 


  A large, warm hand covered Grid’s shoulders. It was the grandmaster’s hand.


  “I’m not alone.” 


  The clear eyes that confronted Hanul turned to Grid. 


  “Here is a man who will help me along with my apostles.” 


  “……”


  Why? On what basis did he trust and rely on Grid so much? It was a big question for Grid who didn’t know the grandmaster’s thoughts. Still, he couldn’t help smiling. He was relieved that the worst case scenario of the grandmaster holding hands with Hanul was avoided. He also felt joy that he was trusted for some reason. 


  “Why are you going to walk such a difficult road?” Hanul asked the grandmaster. His hard to recognize face still seemed to be smiling gently. 


  The grandmaster answered, “The moment I take Hanul’s hand and choose the easy path, it feels like I will enter the wicked path.” 


  “Walking with me is the wicked path...” 


  The smile disappeared from Hanul’s face. In an instant, a huge pressure burst out and Grid found it hard to breathe. Zibal and the Neo Red Knights instantly fell unconscious. 


  Flinch.


  It was so overbearing that even the grandmaster had to take a step back. 


  “Do I look wicked in your eyes?” 


  “Not at all. I only had a brief conversation, but how can I use the standard of good and evil on a god?” 


  “Then why are you worried about going down the wicked path with me? I understand humans better than any other god, so I am the only god who can live with humans. I am the only one in the world who can meet the expectations and wishes of you, who has fought against the gods for humanity.” 


  It was a voice filled with confidence—Hanul sincerely seemed to think so. The grandmaster was attracted for a moment, but then he shook his head. 


  “I don’t want a god who lives with humans. I want a god who can watch from a distance and protect humans when they encounter disasters that can’t be confronted with their own strength.” 


  Yatan, who used some pretext to destroy the world. Rebecca, who watched the world being destroyed by Yatan. Hexetia, the god of blacksmithing, who was jealous and envious of humans. Zeratul, who wanted to spread his greatness to humans. Dominion, who fell in love with a human and was thus betrayed. All the gods the grandmaster had witnessed were far from the ideal god he thought of. 


  Seeing the grandmaster firmly convey his will, Hanul opened his mouth, “In other words, do nothing and only come out to help when humans are in a crisis?” 


  “Yes.” 


  “Do you want a favor without a price? It doesn’t seem worth it from a god’s perspective.” 


  “That is benevolence.” 


  


  


  “It is like you are saying that a god’s duty is to show benevolence.” 


  “I think it is a natural duty. The reason why humans worship the gods is because they want benevolence.” 


  Hanul told the grandmaster, “I existed from the age of chaos before humans were born. Don’t you think it is too greedy to claim I have this duty to humans?” 


  “Don’t you think that it is only after humans were born that you could be worshipped and accumulate divinity to reach your current power?” 


  “Do it moderately.” 


  How dare he disregard Hanul’s words? In the end, the three Sas couldn’t stand it and rose from their seats. All of them had been in an unpleasant mood since hearing the grandmaster’s nonsense that gods existed only for humans. 


  “I think I know why the ugly gods of the west placed a sin on you.” 


  “Your argument is too one-sided. It is excessively greedy. The god you want doesn’t exist.” 


  “……”


  The grandmaster shut his mouth. It wasn’t because Hanul asked for his sin like he did with Grid. In fact, the Grandmaster wanted to ask. 


  ‘A god exists due to human desires. Why deny doing anything for humans?’ 


  The reason he didn’t ask was because there was no meaning. The grandmaster recalled the conversation he had with the gods of Asgard and bowed his head with a sorrowful expression. 


  “It is a wish beyond the subject. I’m sorry. I will leave.” 


  The ancient runes rose and wrapped around the bodies of Zibal and the Neo Red Knights. The group who lost consciousness from Hanul’s overbearing presences all woke up and rose. The grandmaster was trying to leave with the group when Hanul’s question struck his back, “Haven’t you just been watching humans? Have you been fighting for humans?” 


  “...No.” 


  In the distant past, he fought for the gods. Then in the past hundreds of years, he used humans in the name of resurrecting the seven good people. Sometimes he killed many people. It was a shameful past. The grandmaster knew that he already wasn’t a good person. 


  “Do you think you are qualified to wish for a god that exists only for humanity?” 


  “Yes.” 


  The grandmaster’s sunken eyes glowed proudly with confidence. 


  “That is why gods exist.”


  Pungsa shouted loudly and a storm was created. The lake around the pavilion formed ripples and turned into a whirlpool. 


  Gulp.


  Zik and the Neo Red Knights realized they would be swept away by the whirlpool and gulped. 


  “Let them go.” 


  Hanul restrained Pungsa and Pungsa stopped. The swirling lake became silent like everything previously was a lie. Subsequently, another wind split the lake in half and created a path for Grid and the grandmaster’s group. Hanul left some final words to the grandmaster who was stepping on the path, “The god you want doesn’t exist.” 


  “It seems so.” 


  *** 


  “Get out of here.” 


  The yangbans neglected Grid and the grandmaster’s group after they left the place where the gods gathered and returned to the palace. The news that the grandmaster dared to reject Hanul’s hand had already spread. Some yangbans showed open hostility. 


  Grid, Zibal, and the Neo Red Knights looked down as they walked. It was because they knew something would happen if they were caught looking once. It happened as they were about to reach the entrance of the palace... 


  "I want to see your combat skills.” 


  The group was passing through the gate when a voice was heard. The group knew who he was without even looking at his face. 


  Jingle.


  It was due to the bell sound. A man whose hair was tied up with a string of bells—it was the martial god, Chiyou, who previously sat on the stairs of the pavilion. It was as if he knew the grandmaster would come back. He stared at Grid as he blocked the group’s path. 


  “I wonder if you can overcome the trials that I made.” 


  Chiyou’s Test—it was the first gateway the yangbans had to pass to become a god. Naturally, there was a strong resistance from around them. The yangbans who were staring at Grid’s group started to protest. 


  “You are going to give Chiyou’s Test to a mere human?! Are you mocking us yangbans?” 


  Chiyou lightly dismissed the screams of the yangbans. 


  “How about it? It isn’t a bad suggestion for you.” 


  Chiyou’s attention was focused only on Grid. In the end, some of the yangbans stepped forward. 


  “If you want to give the human a chance, then give us a chance as well.” 


  “Okay,” Chiyou accepted it surprisingly easily. 


  The flustered Grid also accepted with a serious expression, “I like it too.”


  Not only was there no reason to refuse such a good opportunity, the yangban Haejin was included among the yangbans who would go through Chiyou’s Test.
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  For the yangbans, the Hwan Kingdom was their home, but at the same time, it was also their prison. It was a prison they had to escape from in order to spread their presence among the humans and build up a reputation. However, escaping it wasn’t easy. Only seven of the yangbans were eligible to move freely from the Hwan Kingdom. They were those who passed Chiyou’s Test with high grades. Excluding those few, the other yangbans needed permission from the Five Seniors to descend to the human world. A few of the yangbans, including Pagma, escaped the Hwan Kingdom at will, but their ending wasn’t good.


  “If you want to give the human a chance, then give us a chance as well.” 


  The yangbans hated Chiyou. It was physiologically impossible to have good feelings for Chiyou, who despised the Five Seniors. However, Chiyou’s combat force was highly respected. The yangbans followed the rules made by Chiyou better than anyone else. 


  “Okay.” 


  Chiyou’s trials weren’t regular events. It was unknown what the standards were based on, but Chiyou held his test every few decades or even hundreds of years. Now he did it suddenly, without notice. The yangbans had to always be well prepared and now they were willing to jump into the test straight away. 


  ‘The opportunity has finally come!’ 


  Haejin’s expression brightened when Chiyou agreed to give the yangbans a chance to participate in the ordeal. She passed the most recent test in 22nd place and was convinced that this time, she would be in the top seven. Gru, Naeun, Hangyeol, Harang, Saul, Maru, Garam, etc.—all the yangbans who were in the top seven or closer to the top seven were dead so Haejin believed that one of the vacant spots could be passed onto her. 


  A human woman also expressed her intention to participate in the trials, “I like it too.” 


  Haejin thought this woman would step back, so it was unexpected. 


  ‘She doesn’t know anything about the world.’


  The apostle was just like Zik, who refused to join the Five Seniors. She couldn’t understand the situation. It was unbelievable that she was really accepting Chiyou’s ordeal. At this point, she seemed to have decided to die.


  ‘Well, she is free to die.’


  Haejin clicked her tongue. Her resentful gaze turned toward Chiyou. It was Chiyou’s problem in the first place. He suggested offering the trials to the human on a whim.


  ‘It is too much to play a joke like this.’ 


  Chiyou had been strange from the beginning. There was a time when he expressed favor to Pagma, who caused disgust with his incomprehensible deeds. It wasn’t common sense.


  ‘The moment that a human participates in the trial for the gods, the prestige of the trial will drop.’ 


  The most important concept for a god was the status. The higher the status, the closer they were to a god and they could become a stronger god. Chiyou’s Test was a type of grace that could elevate their status. It was grace from a god to another god. Wouldn’t it be poisonous the moment that grace was shared with a human? 


  Haejin and the yangbans were concerned. Some of the yangbans thought they couldn’t stay silent and complained. 


  “Do you really want to give a human the qualification to participate in Chiyou’s Test?” 


  “It can’t be. How can an inferior creature be brought into a test for yangbans?” 


  “You should say it correctly,” Chiyou interrupted them. 


  Jingle jingle.


  The bells on Chiyou’s necklace and hair tie shook loudly. It was the aftermath of the movement he made as he smiled. The bells worn by Chiyou were sensitive enough to respond to the smallest changes. 


  “The reason I am holding this trial is to witness this human’s combat power. You are just riding on this human’s coat tails. Now you are asking about this human’s qualifications? What is this shamelessness? Shouldn’t you be grateful instead?” 


  “……”


  The expressions of the yangbans distorted. It was ridiculous sophistry. A trial being held for a human... 


  Chiyou’s Test was an ordeal to gain the qualifications of a god. How could a human be the chosen candidate? As usual, the yangbans were tired of the whimsical Chiyou and closed their mouths. Meanwhile, Haejin nodded happily.


  “If you say this, then we have no choice but to follow.” 


  Haejin thought this was better. She wanted to see the human, who dared to send a challenging gaze at her, going through the feeling of frustration, desperation, and death. 


  “You aren’t sane based on the way you made eye contact with me. Someone like you will only know who you are up against after your eyeballs are pulled out.”


  Haejin faced Grid and smiled. It was a smile full of killing intent. The killing intent of a half-god. It was normal to feel a pressure that was difficult to handle. Surprisingly, Grid felt it was bearable.


  ‘Did the yangbans always feel this way?’ 


  Until just a few months ago, Grid’s perception of the yangbans was only Garam. An absolutely strong man who couldn’t be surpassed no matter how wicked he was. He was a subject of fear that caused Grid to sweat the moment he recalled it. However, Haejin was completely different. She was a strong yangban, but she didn’t give him too much pressure. The same was true for the other yangbans other than Garam. 


  Was it because Haejin was weak? That wasn’t it. The average stats of the yangbans were similar. Haejin had passed the test in the 20s and she belonged to the skilled side. The reason Grid felt differently was because Grid had changed. Grid had fought enemies stronger than Haejin and won. Grid was too great to shrink before Haejin. 


  Grid, who always tried to copy Irene’s speech and expressions, finally revealed his true nature as he spoke, “Let’s see who will have their eyeballs pulled out.” 


  He sent hostility and killing intent to Haejin with a ferocious gaze that didn’t match Irene’s soft eyes. The atmosphere suddenly changed 180 degrees and Haejin was amazed. 


  ‘Was she hiding her strength?’ 


  A human deceiving the yangbans? She was ashamed of herself for briefly flinching and turned her gaze to Chiyou. It was a glance asking him to start the trials quickly. 


  Chiyou, who was watching Grid with an expression of interest, nodded. “Then I will start the trials.” 


  Jingle, jingle.Jingle.


  The loud bell sounds gradually faded. The minds of Grid and the yangbans seemed to fade and they were soon sucked into somewhere. 


  *** 


  “This...” 


  The temporarily confused Grid regained his mind and found that the surrounding scenery had completely changed. The marble floor where the yangbans had been walking disappeared and a canyon took its place. The dozens of steep cliffs made his mind dizzy. 


  Jingle.


  


  


  “This is the first trial. It will take courage to overcome this trial.” 


  Chiyou’s voice echoed in the canyon for a while and disappeared. Then the ordeal began.From the bottom of the dark canyon, an ear-tearing scream was heard and a huge being emerged. 


  The yangbans faced an absolute god while Grid faced the evil dragon Bunhelier. [1] 


  It was an encounter with their most feared target. This was the first trial for Grid and the yangbans. Chiyou’s trials changed every time. The yangbans trembled when their parents glared at them with terrible expressions that were different from normal. 


  Grid’s situation also wasn’t very good. 


  ‘Why is it suddenly Bunhelier?’ 


  An encounter with an object of fear—Grid already had a chance to experience a similar trial in the Behen Archipelago. However, Grid’s challenge at the time was very easy. At that time, the difficulty of Grid’s trial was only at the level of rabbits and deer. 


  But now, things had changed. The level one Grid who had been killed by a deer and rabbit had long since overcome the ordeal and disappeared. At this moment, Grid was the supreme one. The enemy he was afraid of wasn’t deer or rabbits, it was one of the strongest beings in the worldview. The growth he made was grabbing at his ankles. 


  ‘Dammit, what should I do with this guy?’ 


  The appearance of Bunhelier rising in the sky with his wings wide open was exactly the same as what he witnessed in the National Competition. Scales that rose and fell with his breathing, fierce eyes, a bulging nose, and wings that caused storms. It was so realistic that it was too much to treat it as an illusion. 


  It wasn’t strange for the true Bunhelier to be reproduced since the one who created this phenomenon was a top god in the first place.


  ‘Do I have to fight?’ 


  Grid gulped and pulled out his sword. He took a look at Bunhelier, blocking the access to the highest canyon, and performed a five fusion sword dance. The space under Grid’s control was filled with a thunderous momentum. The Fire Dragon Sword collected powerful energy and penetrated deep into Bunhelier’s scales. 


  Kieeeeeeek-!


  Bunhelier screamed. 


  ‘Indeed!’ 


  He thought that if it was a five fusion sword dance using the Fire Dragon Sword, it would be able to cause great damage to absolute beings. The confident Grid smiled once this idea became a reality. Then he kicked off Bunhelier’s feet, knees, and belly in turn as he leapt and climbed onto Bunhelier’s back. 


  ‘Shunpo!’ 


  It was the moment when Grid stood on Bunhelier’s back and moved to the tallest canyon in the distance... 


  Bunhelier’s mighty body disappeared like a mirage, an illusion. At this time, the other yangban’s pulled out their weapons. 


  “Ahh! I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” 


  “Making us aim our swords at a god...! Chiyou is crazy!” 


  The yangbans also seemed to notice that Hanul in front of them was just an illusion. Even so, they hadn’t dared to attack. Eventually, the yangbans apologized with tears in their eyes, attacked Hanu,l and overcame the trial. 


  The yangbans arrived by Grid’s side and stomped their feet. “Rude human! You are afraid of dragons, not Hanul! It is blasphemy!” 


  “……”


  The point of their anger was very strange. Grid was looking at the yangbans like they were crazy when the surrounding landscape changed again. 


  Jingle.


  “The second trial will be difficult.”


  The sound of butterfly wings reminiscent of the sound of falling water was heard. Grid was stunned by the sight of thousands, no, tens of thousands of butterflies, heading toward him. His transcendent senses that had been silent when Bunhelier’s illusion appeared were now warning him. 


  [Death is coming!] 


  “......!”


  Grid woke up and focused. The wings of the butterflies were as sharp as saw blades. It felt like his flesh would be torn just by the wings passing by him. 


  “I finally know why Chiyou gave you this test.” He heard Haejin’s ridicule. "It was intended to sacrifice you as a warning to Zik.” 


  The yangbans didn’t trust Chiyou because they didn’t know his inner workings. However, they couldn’t ignore the years they had been together. They believed in Chiyou and relied on him more than outsiders. They thought Chiyou was punishing Zik, who had rebelled against Hanul’s will. Wasn’t the evidence the butterflies that were filling the world? It was an ordeal that could never be handled by technique and momentum. Only those who had divinity could face this ordeal. 


  The yangbans instantly activated the Blue Dragon’s Breath. Blue lightning bolts surrounded them and all the butterflies approaching them were destroyed. 


  The spirited Haejin and the yangbans turned to Grid. 


  “......!”


  The yangbans’ eyes widened. They had expected the human woman to die while struggling against a swarm of butterflies. However, a storm of flames was surrounding her body. It was a much more powerful and enormous energy than the lightning bolts worn by the yangbans. 


  ‘This...!’


  The yangbans noticed the source of the flames instantly. It wasn’t possible. They had lost it currently, but it was one of the powers they originally possessed.


  ‘The Red Phoenix’s Breath!’ 


  No, it wasn’t at the level of a breath. It was closer to the origin of the red phoenix. It was a sight that reminded them of Mir, the yangban closest to being a god.


  [1] Author actually wrote Nevartan but that feels like an error since Grid has never met Nevartan
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  The tear open butterflies were spirits. They were terrible evil spirits that tore at the target until they died. It was impossible to soothe or command these evil spirits. The only way to destroy these butterflies was to burn them using divinity. 


  “......!” 


  The yangbans had thought that Zik’s apostle would foolishly die trying to stab the butterflies, thus their hearts sank at the sight in front of them. Flames that completely overwhelmed the Red Phoenix’s Breath they had used until recently—Zik’s apostle created huge, sacred flames reminiscent of the descent of the red phoenix or Mir’s power. The thousands of butterflies turned to ashes and disappeared, and the yangbans couldn’t close their open mouths. 


  Jingle, jingle.


  The bells on Chiyou’s necklace and hair tie shook loudly. It was a reaction to his muscles moving when he smiled. “It is worthy of the human who possesses the Red Phoenix’s Ninth Heart.” 


  “The Ninth Heart!?” 


  The yangbans doubted their ears. One of the 10 hearts that contained the source of the red phoenix’s power. A human had it when even the Five Seniors couldn’t take it away? 


  Haejin gritted her teeth. She wanted to erase her past self who had been thrilled to receive the red phoenix’s 9,857th heart from Hanul. She wanted to reproach herself for missing the heart that had disappeared when the red phoenix was resurrected.


  ‘Dammit! Dammit!!’ 


  Haejin’s face turned red like she would explode. She was ashamed of herself, who was pleased with receiving something inferior to what a human received, and who struggled not to miss something that was received by a human. It was the first time in her life that she felt such a great sense of shame. The feelings of the other yangbans were similar. Those who had lost their hearts because of the red phoenix’s resurrection, or those who still had the hearts, but knew it would soon disappear, glared at Zik’s apostle with bitter eyes. 


  Grid didn’t respond to their killing intent. To be exact, he couldn’t afford to respond. 


  ‘Did he know that I have the red phoenix’s heart?’ 


  Grid was terrified as he looked at Chiyou standing in the distance with crossed arms. He noticed that he couldn’t have survived unless he revealed himself as the one who resurrected the red phoenix. 


  ‘The trial itself is a trap.’ 


  It was over. He had hoped to gain something from Chiyou’s Test. However, instead of gaining something, it seemed he was going to die. 


  ‘I won’t be able to recover it if I drop an item here.’ 


  The butterflies had already burned, but Grid didn’t get rid of the Storm of the Fire God. It was a choice he made to protect himself. Isolated in the midst of Chiyou and dozens of yangbans, Grid couldn’t glimpse a way out except for relying on Storm of the Fire God. 


  ‘I need to find a way out of here while maintaining Storm of the Fire God.’ 


  This was a space Grid was moved to when Chiyou’s Test began. In other words, the current land he was standing on was completely separated from the existing world. It was the mental world of Chiyou that reflected Chiyou’s will. 


  ‘Has Braham ever told me about the weaknesses of the mental world?’ 


  “I’ve seen your passion well. Then the third trial will begin.” 


  Jingle.


  “......!”


  Grid’s nervous expression as he maintained Storm of the Fire God completely collapsed. It was because the moment Chiyou’s bells rang, the Storm of the Fire God disappeared regardless of Grid’s will. Grid realized it—he was already dancing on the palm of Chiyou’s hand. The frustrated Grid’s vision darkened. 


  * * *


  “......”


  What was making such a sad and painful sound? 


  Grid was awakened by the cries of a young beast and felt the texture of soft carpet. He was like a person waking from a long sleep as he looked around blankly and his eyes slowly widened. He could see the scenery of the area lit with soft lighting. 


  It was a large and colorful space. The light reflected on the red wallpaper and made the expensive furniture and ornaments look even more luxurious. A few flaws were the wine bottles with a peach aroma scattered everywhere, and the huge iron bars that didn’t match the atmosphere of the great hall. The worst thing was the behavior of the young people in blue dopos.


  “Hahahat! Look at this young beast crying! It is so pitiful! Poor thing!”


  “Isn’t it time to be thirsty? How about feeding it another bottle of alcohol?” 


  “Why alcohol when there isn’t even enough alcohol for us to drink? It isn’t enough if we don’t urinate.” 


  The young men removed their dopos and started to pee on the iron bars. It was unknown how much alcohol they drank, but the smell of alcohol was coming from the pee stream that continued like a waterfall. 


  “......?”


  What was this situation? Grid was blank at the unknown situation only to suddenly frown. He spotted the crying cat crouching in the iron cage that the yangbans were peeing on. It was a mysterious blue-furred cat.No, the head and feet were too big for a cat. Seeing the pattern on the forehead, it was a tiger. 


  “...Ah!” Grid realized the identity of the tiger—it was Blue Tiger. This was the childhood of the blue tiger, hundreds of years ago.


  “These damn XX...!” 


  Grid didn’t know what was going on, but he had come to the past. He roughly grasped the situation and focused on the scene in front of him. In order to help Blue Tiger, he ran to the iron cage and pushed the yangbans away.


  “Eh?” 


  The yangbans were unable to control their drunken bodies and staggered like reeds before falling to the ground. They tangled together and peed on each other. Their eyes widened and they screamed.


  “Pagma! You have finally gone crazy!”


  ‘Pagma?’ 


  Was he called Pagma just now? The flustered Grid found a mirror next to him and looked into it. He was stunned and stepped back. In the mirror, a face that was beautiful even for a woman was staring at himself. It was far younger than the image of Pagma that Randy reproduced, or the Pagma witnessed in Chreshler’s recollection. It was Pagma in the time when he was just reaching his 20s. 


  ‘What?’ 


  Am I possessing Pagma in the past? Why? Chiyou’s voice was heard in the midst of the chaos. 


  “Then the third trial will start.” 


  ...That’s right. He was currently in the process of going through Chiyou’s Test. Grid finally grasped the situation while a yangban strode closer to Grid. 


  “This crazy guy!” 


  Numbness. Tears filled Grid’s eyes as he was hit hard by the yangban. It meant that the yangban was strong, but it was also evidence of the decrease in Grid’s defense. Grid held his hot cheeks and opened his status window. 


  [Name: Pagma 


  Level: 256 


  Species: Yangban 


  Class: Beginner Swordsman, Beginner Blacksmith 


  ......


  ......


  ......]


  All of Grid’s stats were corrected to Pagma’s stats from hundreds of years ago. The same was true for his equipment and skills. 


  


  


  ‘Isn’t this bullshit?’ 


  No matter how long ago this was, he couldn’t help wondering if these were really yangbans. The man who slapped Grid’s cheeks followed by grabbing his collar. 


  “This guy, you are even protecting beasts now. I hate the fact that a crazy person like you is the same as me. It is disgusting and my nausea is rising.” 


  Grid was familiar with these eyes full of disgust and anger. He stared at the man holding him by the collar and shouted with surprise, “G-Garam!” 


  “Hah! Why? Do you want to say that you don’t know who I am?” 


  Garam scoffed and pushed Grid away. He spat on the ground and left the great hall with the group. 


  Garung... 


  


  A young blue tiger inside the iron cage stared at Grid. The bright, round eyes were pure, the breathing sounded sad and made being trapped in the iron cage look even more pitiful. 


  “Are you okay?” 


  Grid finally stood up and used the Red Phoenix’s Breath seen in the skills list. The warm flames covered the wet Blue Tiger and energized her body. 


  ‘They are real XX guys.’ 


  Grid trembled as he looked closely at Blue Tiger. There were ugly whip marks and bright red blood on the blue tiger’s small body. 


  “I’m sorry I didn’t help you quickly. I’m sorry.” 


  Grid’s expression was dark as he stroked the body of the blue tiger. He should’ve stopped it before the yangbans pissed. He resented himself for being dull and not being able to quickly grasp the situation. Blue Tiger barely pushed her head through the iron bars and rubbed her head against the crouching Grid’s legs. She seemed to be saying it was okay and was thanking him. 


  ‘Shit...’ 


  This was just a reproduction of a scene from the past. The things he did here didn’t affect the future, which was reality. He was in a position where he had to focus on the contents of the third trial. He had to prepare for the trial that could take place at any time in an unknown form. 


  Grid obviously knew all of this. Even so, he pulled out the soft sword hanging from his waist. It was classified as a sword mastery skill, but his Yangban’s Swordsmanship skill was only at the beginner level.


  “Pagma’s Swordsmanship.” 


  The only sword dances he knew were Link and Wave. 


  “Wave Link.” 


  Grid did his best to cut the padlock off the iron cage. The door opened and he reached out to the blue tiger, who was frightened and retreated.


  “It's okay. I won’t hurt you.” 


  How much violence did she experience every time the yangbans opened the cage for her to tremble so? Grid hid Blue Tiger in his arms and immediately ran out of the great hall. 


  “You! What did you do? Stop!” 


  Garam and the yangbans ran out of the tiled houses. Grid had hit the lock dozens of times so it seemed they were attracted by the loud noise. 


  “Stand still!” 


  ‘Would you stand still if you were me?’ 


  The yangbans’ preparations were late and they were still putting on their dopos, hats, and silk shoes while Grid was hurrying to escape. Some of the yangbans were even carrying smoking pipes. Thanks to this, Grid managed to escape pursuit for a while and reached the entrance of the Hwan Kingdom. The long river entered his view. It was a river that was so big that it was hard to tell the end. 


  “Gasp... gasp...” 


  There was a large ship waiting at the dock, but Grid wasn’t confident about getting on it. The people on the ship were more likely to be enemies, and he had neither experience in steering a ship nor moving one. Eventually, Grid started paddling a small boat.


  “Don’t worry, I will take you to Mount Bukdu.” 


  Grid mentioned the place where he met Blue Tiger in the future and reassured the young blue tiger. Unfortunately, Grid’s heart was also beating fast. Grid himself was trembling with fear and other physical reactions. It couldn’t be helped. 


  Tremble tremble.


  It was because Pagma’s physical strength was inferior from Grid’s current perspective and it had reached its limit. His rowing hands started to slow and his trembling arms and legs were out of control. 


  Tung!Tutong!Tuong!


  Drumming sounds rang at the dock and a huge ship departed. The ship was several times faster than Grid rowing alone and caught in an instant. 


  “Disgraceful guy!”Garam’s angry cry echoed through the mountains and river. 


  Dozens of arrows filled the sky.


  ‘Shit!’ 


  Grid naturally didn’t give up. He intercepted the flying arrows using Link and Wave. Then the subsequent arrows were blocked by the fusion skill, Wave Link. However, he didn’t have any sword techniques left that could directly deal with Garam. 


  “How can this unqualified guy dare to leave? You betrayed us to save a young beast!” 


  It was a reasonable accusation from Garam’s point of view. Garam’s sword aimed at Grid was filled with real killing intent. 


  ‘Danger...!’


  It was the moment when Grid’s gaze followed the sword that was going to pierce his heart...


  The world turned black and white and stopped. No, it was more accurate to say that time had stopped. Garam was frozen just like this and the sound of bells was heard from behind Grid, who was too scared to breathe. 


  “Why did you save it?” In a world where everything had stopped and even the sound disappeared, only Grid and Chiyou’s voices were heard. 


  “Then should I just watch?” Grid replied. 


  “You don’t have the power to save it.” 


  “I had to fight to know that.”


  “You would’ve died in one second.” 


  “You don’t know that.” 


  The breaths of the blue dragon, white tiger, and black tortoise. Grid had three skills that hadn’t been used yet. He had planned to stop Garam’s strike with the White Tiger’s Breath then shock the river with the Blue Dragon’s Breath to make him faint. He would use this opportunity to move the boat and try to explore new possibilities by using a single dance with the Black Tortoise’s Breath. Well, there was no guarantee this would work. 


  A smile appeared on Chiyou’s indifferent face. “I like the tenacity and spirit used to develop the sword dances so far when it was just a means of directing the ritual.”
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  “I like the tenacity and spirit used to develop the sword dances so far when it was just a means of directing the ritual.” 


  “Did you recognize the identity of my swordsmanship?” 


  Grid used Open Potential in the first trial and showed his five fusion sword dance. However, none of the yangbans recognized the identity of the sword dance. It was natural. Grid’s sword dance might be based on Pagma’s Swordsmanship, but it had too many changes and developments. Unlike Pagma’s Swordsmanship, Grid’s sword dance maximized actions and power, so it took a different form that was much more combat efficient. 


  Of course, some common points remained, but Pagma’s Swordsmanship remembered by the yangbans was just a single sword dance. It was virtually impossible to find common characteristics between the two sword dances. However, it was different for Chiyou. 


  Jingle.


  “The fusion sword dances are what I presented to Pagma so I have to recognize it.” 


  “......!”


  “However, Pagma didn’t struggle. He overlooked the need for force. Experience the results.” 


  The black and white world was overlaid with all types of colors. The blue sky, clear river water, and autumn leaves beside the river gained a picturesque harmony. Was the world so beautiful? Grid was admiring it when he woke up from his thoughts. 


  “...Pagma!” 


  Time started again and peace ended. Garam’s sword was just about to reach Grid’s heart. Grid had drawn simulations in his mind several times and quickly activated the White Tiger’s Breath. 


  [The protection of the White Tiger safeguards you.] 


  [Once attacked, fatal damage can be avoided a minimum of one time and a maximum of three times. The target who attacked you will also be repelled.] 


  [Health and stamina are slightly restored.] 


  A silver-white energy surrounded Grid’s body as he blocked Garam’s sword. Garam’s sword shook. It was unable to withstand the repulsion and soared into the air. 


  ‘Now!’


  Grid tilted his upper body and pushed Garam’s chest with his shoulders. It was intended to drop Garam into the river. He was determined to stun all the fish and Garam in the huge river using the Blue Dragon’s Breath. However, Garam didn’t step back. Despite his imperfect posture, he endured Grid’s push and grabbed Grid’s neck in reverse. 


  “A man with no ability is hoping for good luck. Reading the narratives written by human beings in order to understand humans. Becoming a potter in order to help humans. Wanting to become a priest to become a bridgehead between the gods and humans... what power do you have when you use all types of excuses to neglect training?” 


  “Keok...! Cough cough!” 


  It was physically impossible to crush Garam with Pagma’s body when Garam’s level and stats were clearly much higher. It happened as Garam was staring at Grid, who couldn’t breathe after being grabbed by the neck... Blue Tiger, who had been trembling with fear the moment Garam appeared, rushed forward with her eyes closed. Although she was still small, she had sharp fangs and she bit hard on Garam’s calf. 


  Garam just scoffed. “Bah, you are a good pair.” 


  Grid’s neck was gripped tighter and he gradually lost consciousness. 


  *** 


  Garong... garoong...


  Garam once said that Pagma was the shame of the Hwan Kingdom. Based on his many comments, Grid was able to discover that Pagma was isolated in the Hwan Kingdom. However, he didn’t expect it to be this much. 


  “......”


  Grid was suffocated and fainted. By the time he opened his eyes again, he was in a large iron cage. There was something heavy. He looked back and found the blue tiger hanging from his forearm. She was looking over here with eyes so wet that it wouldn’t be strange if she shed tears straight away. The moment she met his gaze, she licked his cheek with her tongue. 


  “I spared your life. Even so, you have a long life because you are a yangban.” There was ridiculing laughter from outside the iron cage. It was Garam.The man pulled over a chair covered with tiger skin and sat there laughing. “I’m glad you didn’t die. I was in trouble because I thought it would be boring if you died too easily.” 


  “……”


  “How is your place to sleep? Don’t you like it because living with beasts is your wish?” 


  “……”


  Grid was deeply aware of what Pagma was feeling at this time. It was because he had been in a similar position. 


  Grrung! The blue tiger on the floor roared. She would claw at Garam right away if there weren’t the iron bars. Garam shrugged. He was too relaxed to respond to the beast’s attitude. “Your betrayal by trying to release the white tiger’s cub will be known to the Five Seniors sooner or later. You are going to be punished. Until then, hang out with the beast for a while.” 


  “...You know?” 


  It wasn’t Grid asking, but Pagma of the past. Grid didn’t say anything, but his mouth opened. It was a reenactment of the past. 


  “You know that this is the child of the white tiger. Why treat her like this?” 


  “What if I didn’t know? If she was an ordinary tiger then I would’ve killed her, skinned her, and cooked her meat.” 


  “How... why...” 


  His heart trembled with anger. Pagma’s feelings were conveyed to Grid. 


  “What are you trying to blame? Are you trying to condemn the behavior of locking up and harassing the white tiger’s child? Or do you want to condemn me for saying that I’ll easily kill a young beast?” 


  “Of course, all of it. Don’t you know that all life is equal? Why do you only think about harming creatures weaker than you?” 


  “Even the humans you love so much abuse, hunt, and eat beasts lower than themselves. You need to be aware that your standards are out of order.” 


  "The reason most humans hunt animals is for survival. Very few humans abuse animals just for fun and they are also condemned by fellow human beings. On the other hand, we are perfect because we are created by God himself.Why do we need to follow the bad things about humans? Why should we use the excuse of human sin to also commit sins?” 


  Pagma fiercely denounced Garam and Garam scoffed.


  “Humans hunt animals purely for survival? That is sophistry. Humans also hunt for the pursuit of pleasure. Pleasure is God’s grace that is applied equally to all beings. I am just pursuing pleasure and using inferior creatures to pursue pleasure. Isn’t it too much to blame me for this? I’m not killing humans, right?” 


  “……”


  Pagma shut his mouth. He realized it wasn’t meaningful to talk any longer. After that, the abuse of Garam and the yangbans continued. Every day, new wounds appeared on Blue Tiger’s small body. Every time it happened, Pagma’s heart and mind suffered greater pain. 


  Yiiip!Yiippp...


  One day, the blue tiger’s small body trembled like a quaking aspen tree. Blue Tiger suffered from nightmares every night, but today’s situation was particularly serious. 


  “......!”


  Pagma tried to hug the blue tiger to comfort her only to stiffen with fright. It was because Blue Tiger’s body was as hot as a fireball. 


  “W-What is wrong?” 


  Yiiip...


  Pagma realized that Blue Tiger was in danger and used the Red Phoenix’s Breath. He prayed that the warm breath of the red phoenix would energize the dying Blue Tiger. However, Pagma had already consumed the Red Phoenix’s Breath. It had a cooldown just like players. He had used it every day for the past fortnight. Tonight, he had previously used the Red Phoenix’s Breath to help the blue tiger sleep comfortably. 


  “Oh god! God Red Phoenix!” 


  In the end, Pagma prayed. It was just that no matter how much he prayed, there was no response. The sealed gods couldn’t respond to his prayers. 


  “No! Wake up!” 


  Pagma became even more anxious once Blue Tiger lost consciousness. 


  “Five Seniors! Hanul! Please....! Please have mercy to this poor child who is in need!” 


  Deep in the night, a hollow cry echoed through the empty great hall. Garam and the yangbans were gone and only empty wine bottles were left. There was no answer. The Five Seniors ignored Pagma’s prayer despite clearly hearing it. The child of the white tiger—the Five Seniors judged that it was better to extinguish any variables that might cause anger if the white tiger returned to the world. 


  “Ah! Wake up! Be strong!” 


  A crumpled and stained dopo—the only thing Pagma had been relying on in the past fortnight was wound around Blue Tiger’s body. As a result, cold air stabbed Pagma’s lungs, but he was unaware of it. He was only committed to saving Blue Tiger. 


  


  


  “Endure it. The world is too beautiful to leave after suffering. Please... please survive and enjoy happiness. I will help,” Pagma whispered to the blue tiger held in his arms. 


  No matter his efforts, Blue Tiger’s body started to cool down. Pagma was desperate. He blamed himself for being weak and unable to do anything. He realized that in order to persuade or stop someone, he needed strength rather than appealing to reason and emotions. 


  Jingle.


  The sound of bells echoed in the cold, empty hall. 


  “Do you now understand why I told you to hone your strength?” The martial god appeared—Chiyou, a god born from the aspirations of human beings, not the will of the gods. “I understand why you wanted to become a priest, not a god, and why you wanted to be a potter. Perhaps the same is true of Hanul.” 


  “……”


  “At the very least, I think your heart is commendable.”


  “……”


  “This is why I told you to arm yourself.” 


  The martial god was the ideal of human beings. Humanity had been enlightened since ancient times that they needed strength to survive in this troubled world. They gave birth to the martial god, worshipped him, and prayed they would be stronger. Chiyou wanted Pagma to be aware of the need for strength. It was the only attachment he had to the child with a deep sense of affection among the yangbans. 


  “Look.” Chiyou pulled out the sword from his waist. It was the first time in a thousand years. “Remember this moment.” 


  Two halves with a single cut. No other expression was needed. Chiyou just swung his sword and the iron bars locking up Pagma and Blue Tiger were cut. However, Pagma ushered in a new understanding. 


  [The new sword dance Transcend has been learnt.] 


  [The new sword dance Restraint has been learnt.] 


  [The new sword dance Pinnacle has been learnt.] 


  “To protect something, you need to be prepared to fight. To carry out your beliefs, you need strength. In a struggle, it is right to take a life.” 


  [The new sword dance Kill has been learnt.] 


  “Definitely... I will definitely repay your grace!” Pagma exclaimed. 


  “If your pledge is true, escape the eyes of the Five Seniors and leave for the western land. Then return with the qualifications of a God Killer.” 


  Pagma picked up Blue Tiger and nodded. He bowed deeply to Chiyou and hurriedly left. 


  “You! It is you again!” 


  By the time Pagma arrived at the dock and was searching for the path among the peach trees, Garam and the yangbans caught up to him. There were no particular problems. Grid, who had been in an observer position for the past fortnight, was finally back in possession of Pagma’s body. His power exceeded the standards of the old yangbans. 


  “Transcend.”


  “...?”


  “Linked Kill Wave.” 


  Was it possible to predict that a cat could exert the power of a tiger? It was absolutely impossible. Garam and the yangbans were amazed by Pagma’s different skills. They weren’t able to cope and were seriously injured. 


  “Cough, cough...! What did you do?”


  The reason why Garam and the yangbans hated Pagma was that firstly, he had different ideas and secondly, he was weak because he didn’t try hard. He was someone who only knew how to talk theory and rattle public opinion. He didn’t even have decent basic skills. The man who didn’t have the basics suddenly became stronger in a day. 


  He also showed excellent combat skills like he was one of the best among the yangbans. Grid originally wanted to deal the final blows to the flustered Garam and the yangbans, but he immediately stopped acting and boarded the ship. The urgent priority was to save Blue Tiger. Grid ignored the frightened captain as he chewed on the white peach and fed it to the blue tiger. 


  Yiip...


  Blue Tiger painfully opened her eyes. The body that cooled down started to warm up again. It was a moment of reassurance for Grid. 


  “……”


  Silence fell in a world that once again turned black and white. 


  Jingle, jingle. The sound of bells could be heard from the deck covered in fog. The Chiyou of the present, not the Chiyou of the past who helped Pagma, approached Grid. 


  “Unlike you, Pagma barely survived. It was no different from a miracle.” 


  “……”


  “Many things would’ve been different if that child had been determined from the moment he was born.”


   “...Do you think the Five Seniors and the yangbans are wrong?” 


  Chiyou didn’t answer. He watched Grid with an indifferent expression and changed the subject. “Now there is only the fifth trial left.” 


  Grid was puzzled. “Wasn’t that the third trial?” 


  He had passed the third trial so it was right to go to the fourth trial. Yet the fifth? 


  Jingle.


  “You have already gone through the third and fourth trials so there is only one left.”


  “……” 


  “Show your combat skills.” 


  Time once again moved. The faded world regained its color. Garam and the yangbans, who had fallen near the dock, stood up one by one. Then they gradually regained their original form. It was Haejin and the yangbans who participated in the test. Just as Grid had experienced the past as Pagma, Haejin and the yangban had experienced the roles of Garam and the yangbans. 


  “What’s going on?” 


  Haejin and the yangbans were making a fuss. Unlike Grid, they seemed to have been trapped in a world with stopped time. They hadn’t heard Chiyou’s words and couldn’t accurately grasp the progress of the trials. 


  Jingle. Chiyou stood on the deck and declared, “The final trial will now start.” 


  There was a roar as the river and mountains swirled before disappearing. Only the ships and the dock where the yangbans were located soared above the transformed world like drawing paper. It was the stage of the battlefield. 


  “Fight, win, defend, and win. This is why combat power exists.” 


  Jingle.


  The bell sound fading was a signal. Haejin released the soft sword that was tied around her waist like a belt and leapt up onto the ship. “It is great that a human has reached the final trial, but it ends here!” 


  The sword stretched out like a snake and aimed at Grid’s waist. Then it bent sharply and aimed at his neck. It was an anomalous swordsmanship that maximized the characteristics of the soft sword. Those who saw it for the first time would only be beaten. 


  Unfortunately, Grid was familiar with the yangbans’ swordsmanship. It was also the swordsmanship of Garam, one of the strongest. 


  “……?!”


  Haejin’s surprise attack was easily blocked by Grid. The Fire Dragon Sword that contained the essence of Pinnacle cut through one of her frightened eyes. 


  “How does it feel when your eyeball is pulled out?” 


  Grid’s eyes in Irene’s appearance were as cold as ice.




  Chapter 1300


  Pulling out the eyeballs—it was the habit of the yangban Haejin. Humans should walk around with their eyes to the ground. Occasionally, someone would raise their heads and she would threaten them. She had actually done it several times. She didn’t take into account the fear and suffering of her victims. The yangbans were the masters under the heavens and there was no reason to think from the perspective of a victim. 


  “Kuaaaaack!” 


  Haejin’s sharp scream shook the ship as her left eye was cut. The shock wave that occurred caused the deck to become turbulent like they were riding on the waves. Grid stood on top of it and questioned Haejin, “How does it feel when your eyeball is pulled out? Does it hurt?” 


  “Ugh... Uuuuck!” 


  Half the world seemed to be gone. 


  Haejin barely saw the silver-haired woman in her narrower field of view and she cursed, “You...! You will be the human who dies in the most terrible way since Taejo! The moment I become a god, I’ll have your blood and flesh! I’ll find all those who have been in contact with you and kill them!” 


  Red paint was sharply sprinkled on the world dyed white that was just like blank drawing paper. Haejin’s anger and killing intent exerted influence on Chiyou’s mental world. 


  ‘Indeed...’ 


  Jingle.


  Chiyou acknowledged it. The yangbans were Hanul’s masterpiece.


  Pagma, who he had shown mercy to; Garam and Haejin, who tried to overcome their humiliation; and Mir, who wasn’t buried by his talent—there were differences according to their inclination, but most of the yangbans had the potential to obtain a God Killer qualification if they got the chance. 


  “My children will bring you rest.” 


  ‘If such children continue to appear and cooperate with Mir...’


  It was around the time when Chiyou remembered Hanul’s promise and felt anticipation for Haejin... 


  “I won’t allow your comfort.” 


  An uncomfortable energy was felt from Grid’s eye and it tried to exert some influence on Haejin. However, there were no changes. Haejin’s anger and killing intent didn’t fade at all. The mental world was influenced by her will and gave her a strong power. 


  ‘What?’ 


  The Castration Eye had no effect? Haejin’s combat power was amplified as Grid was feeling puzzled. The red paint sprinkled on the pure white world gathered together and took the form of a sword. The red sword filled with a murderous spirit was held in Haejin’s hand. 


  Just as Grid used Storm of the Fire God in the second trial, Haejin carved her own image in Chiyou’s mental world. Storm of the Fire God caused by Grid and the red sword held in Haejin’s hand were just fleeting mirages that disappeared the moment Chiyou denied them, but Chiyou watched silently. This world was just a space created for proof of combat ability. Chiyou had no intention of restricting the participants. 


  "I won’t allow your comfort!” 


  Grid felt a sense of crisis and once again triggered the Castration Eye. Once again, the Castration Eye had no effect. It was because the beneficial effect of the strengthening came from the mental world, not a physical force. The only method to weaken her was to break her heart, not the evil eye. 


  “Haaap!” 


  Haejin’s counterattack began. Her sword bent like paint on a brush. Her red-black sword spread out. The attack range was very wide and light, so it was difficult to avoid. 


  “Kuoock...!” 


  [You have suffered 12,310 damage.] 


  [You have suffered 13,900 damage.]


   [You have suffered 12,850 damage.] 


  Grid felt a pain like his wrist was being torn every time he encountered Haejin’s sword. He was being pushed back in strength despite the myth-rated Fire Dragon Sword having over 4,000 attack power. 


  ‘What is this strength?’


  Grid also had buff skills. The fact that he was pushed back in pure strength from a basic attack was quite a shock. It was also absurd since his defense had been raised to the maximum amount possible for him. Every time a blow was exchanged, Grid stepped back. Eventually, he was pushed to the end of the deck. 


  “Hahahat! The moment the fluke ended, you are driven to the edge of the cliff! A human’s power is definitely trivial!”


   “Keuk.” 


  He wanted to hit this person in the face. Should he take out the power of the Eccentric Duke to flatten this face? Grid contemplated it but soon rejected it. It was because one victory in a battle of strength against Haejin was meaningless. It was immature to take out Power of Not Knowing Defeat.


   ‘...Wait, basic attack?’


  Kaaang!


  [You have suffered 11,980 damage.] 


  Was this really a basic attack? 


  [A strong killing intent is coming toward you.]


  [A strong killing intent is coming toward you.] 


  Grid questioned it and focused on the warning that his transcendent senses had been giving him from the beginning. 


  [A strong killing intent is coming toward you.]


  The warning rose every time Haejin swung her sword. It was every time.


  ‘This damn monster.’ 


  Grid grasped it. It was the reason why Haejin’s attack power surpassed the other yangbans he faced so far despite not using a breath. It was because every one of her attacks was a skill. It was a skill so powerful it reminded him of Kill. 


  ‘Isn’t this infinite skills rampage too fraudulent?’ 


  A skill with zero cooldown time...


  It was a really rare and fraudulent trait, no, power.


  ‘She truly is a half-god.’


  Due to the experience of killing the yangbans relatively easily with the help of the red phoenix and Braham, Grid had gradually forgotten the fear of the yangbans. He once again realized it—the yangbans were half-gods and they were really powerful. This was why he was even more determined... 


  Kang!Kang!Kaaang!


  “Hahahat! You are weak! Seeing the way you’re bleeding, you will die soon! However, endure it! Survive like a villain! You have to taste as much pain as possible before death!” 


  ..... Grid needed to get rid of her. These yangbans who didn’t sympathize with human problems and only cared for themselves couldn’t be allowed to achieve their dream of becoming a god. Grid took a deep breath as he remembered the resolution in his epics. 


  It was only half a step now. He would fall off the ship with one more half step. Additionally, this ship was the only stage in the white world. Grid expected that he would be eliminated from the trial the moment he died. 


  “Hahahat! A last ditch effort! Run away like a rat!” 


  The red sword stretched out. The stab that made the gap of three meters useless struck Grid with a power comparable to that of Kill. Should he hit it back with Revolve? No, this wouldn’t work. Haejin’s skill was similar to Kill and it was enough to overwhelm him with power. It was called compatible natures.


  


  


  “Pinnacle Kill.” 


  “......?” 


  The sound of Haejin’s laughter stopped and she groaned. 


  “Ugh!” 


  She was pushed back by an opponent she had completely overwhelmed so far? Haejin’s face cooled down as the hand and arm holding the sword shook and she temporarily lost any feeling in it. Then she shook her head and swung her sword again. She believed that she had only been pushed by chance. 


  “Haap!” 


  “Transcended Link Flower.”


  “Kiyaaaaak!”


  A waterfall of sword energy that fluttered like petals. Haejin was pushed back in the struggle, became a rag, and stumbled. She barely managed to stand up and wanted to fall down. 


  ‘What?’ 


  Her implementation of the ‘must kill’ desire in the mental world was successful. The moment she held the red sword in her hands, she felt power boiling over and felt invincible. It was absurd that their positions changed like it was a fleeting dream. 


  ‘It wasn’t a fluke.’


  The small human woman in front of her suddenly became huge. The wary Haejin purely admired it. Was her name Irene? A human being had this much hidden strength. 


  ‘...No, she isn’t just a human.’ 


  Haejin burst out laughing. It was a laugh that mocked herself. She blamed herself for realizing late that the human in front of her was a special being. 


  ‘Zik’s apostle.’ 


  Yes, the human in front of her wasn’t an ordinary human. He was chosen by the 6th Evil, Zik, who was said to be the most outstanding among the seven evils who had risen to the level of a half-god in the past. She couldn’t be normal, even among humans. Perhaps it was correct to evaluate her as a daoist immortal aiming to be a half-god. 


  ‘Okay... maintain my mind.’ 


  It was no wonder why she couldn’t win easily. It was natural to get hurt when fighting. She wasn’t superior. Thus, even more... she should become even more aggressive. New red paint was sprinkled all over the white world. It felt like a thunderbolt and covered Haejin’s red sword. It was like a swaying stream of blood. 


   Haejin’s red sword became bigger and more gorgeous. It made the shaking of the ship stronger. Her mental image was enhanced. Now she would win. She couldn’t lose even if she wanted to. The confident Haejin rushed toward Grid and swung her sword with all her might. The trajectory left by the red sword seemed to suggest that trajectory of blood that Grid would shed after a while. It happened when Haejin smiled...


  “Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle.” 


  Kwaaaaaang!


  “Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle.” 


  “……?” 


  All of Haejin’s attacks were smashed. In the meantime, Haejin was attacked in the gap that was revealed and suffered a deep wound to her chest and shoulders. Even so, she kept calm. This was the end. The end. This person had no more potential while she could still wield the sword. She would surely win if she just cut and stabbed... 


  Haejin accelerated in the tense fighting situation only to suddenly stop. It was because Zik’s apostle moved forward with a brilliant sword dance and used the same swordsmanship again. 


  “Transcended Link Kill Pinnacle.” 


  “……?” 


  This time, Haejin couldn’t even defend. A question mark appeared above Haejin’s head as the attack slammed into her.


  ‘God's Command?’ 


  How? The apostle of the 6th Evil, Zik, had the power of the 4th Evil, Taren? 


  Ku tang tang tang!


  “Cough, cough! Keuk!” 


  The positions of Grid and Haejin had completely reversed. The one who was pushed to the end of the deck was Haejin, not Grid. She was even seriously injured as she vomited out black blood. Haejin wasn’t too frightened as she dared to look down before glancing at the approaching apostle of Zik. Rather, she started laughing.


  “Hahat!Hahahahat! Stupid fool! In fact, this place is Chiyou’s mental world! It isn’t real. It is fake! I have clearly remembered all the sword techniques and power you used while struggling in order to survive! You will die once you return to reality after the test!” 


  “……”


  Did this mean she couldn’t be killed? It was regrettable, but it didn’t matter. At least he prevented Haejin from passing the test. Furthermore... 


  “It’s fine, there are many more things you haven’t seen.” 


  [The level of Grid’s Swordsmanship has risen.] 


  [Physical attack power, critical hit probability, and critical hit attack power have increased by 10%. Five fusion sword dances can be created.] 


  Haejin judged that the only technique left to Grid was the Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle he used during the first trial, but the reality was completely different. Just as Haejin hadn’t taken out the White Tiger’s Breath and the Blue Dragon’s Breath due to pride, Grid hadn’t revealed everything.


  “300,000 Army Swordsmanship Stealth Sword.” 


  “……?!”


  “100,000 Army Massacre Sword.” 


  “......!!”


  “200,000 Army Crushing Sword.” 


  “Kiyaaaaaak!” 


  The red sword in Haejin’s hand cracked before shattering and disappearing. 


  Fear... 


  She couldn’t withstand the feeling she was experiencing for the first time in her life. 


  “I won’t allow your comfort.” 


  The Castration Eye entered through the gap. Haejin lost the last of the strength supporting her and fell down like a broken doll. Grid pushed her off the ship with a finger to her bloody forehead. Then he looked at the yangbans remaining on the ship. “Next.” 


  The yangbans saw a silver-haired reaper. They remembered that talents such as Garam and Maru had also died in the human world.




  Chapter 1301


  The disappearance of the red sword meant that Haejin’s heart had collapsed. She believed that this was a fake world and dreamed of a reversal in the real world. The moment she realized this dream couldn’t be achieved, she fell into despair and lost her will. It was obvious that she would fall into ruin even when she returned to reality. 


  ‘Hopeless.’ 


  The yangbans wearing the gat. [1] 


  Chiyou saw from the beginning that the yangbans who were still in the stage of being raised by the Five Seniors and were bound by the rules couldn’t handle this human. The moment he felt the Red Phoenix’s Ninth Heart from the human, he remembered the news of Hangyeol being killed and worked out the puzzle. Yes, the result was decided from the beginning. 


  The reason Chiyou held expectations for a while was Haejin’s rapid growth. A powerful will that engraved her own image into the mental world of the Martial God. Haejin must’ve seen a fragment of the Heart Sword. The Heart Sword was one of the clues to become a God Killer. 


  However, her Heart Sword was broken before it was even forged. She lacked the skills to handle a human who had already killed a few yangbans. The result wouldn’t have been guaranteed even if the two of them met three years later or five years later.


  “Next.” 


  Where was the end of this power? The person who used fierce swordsmanship in addition to the sword dances Chiyou taught to Pagma provoked the remaining yangbans. It was interesting.


  “……” 


  “……”


  The yangbans who always shouted that humans were filthy and reprehensible by just making eye contact were silent. They didn’t dare say anything to the human they looked down on. Of course, this didn’t mean that their willpower had been broken, or they lost their desire to fight. 


  The yangbans had no doubts that they would become gods. It was because their self-esteem was the best in the world. It was impossible for them to shrink back easily. They just recognized Grid as a nemesis. 


  “That Haejin, she prepared the table well.” 


  A yangban, Saesol, moved lightly and stood on the deck. He smiled as he faced Grid. 


  “You are bluffing.” 


  Did this human have anything else to show? This wasn’t true. Zik’s apostle had already used too many skills. She tried her best. It was reasonable to assume that she had very few secret techniques left. Besides, the techniques consumed her heart, body, and skill. Recovery time was needed in order to reuse the techniques so Zik’s apostle would be full of gaps. 


  ‘I just need to pay attention to the sword technique that cut the dragon in the first trial.’ 


  It was very intimidating. Some might think it would be safer to come out third. However, wouldn’t it be futile if he postponed his turn and missed his prey?


  “That damn Saesol, he is usually the fastest at a time like this.” 


  The other yangbans had the same thought as Saesol. It was just that Saesol took the turn so they could only click their tongues. Saesol wrapped the Blue Dragon’s Breath around his body and lightning scattered as his already light body became even lighter. He suddenly narrowed the distance to Grid. He pulled out his sword through the gap in his fluttering dopo and the sharp sword light stretched out. The sword light carved at Grid’s position. 


  Saesol naturally imagined the blood that would soon come soaring out. However, an abnormality occurred. Grid wasn’t injured. It was the result of activating the White Tiger’s Posture to increase his defense to the limit the moment Saesol used the Blue Dragon’s Breath. Haejin’s attack power had been ridiculously strong, but it was hard for the other yangbans to deal a fatal wound to Grid, who was wearing myth rated armor. 


  ‘Huh, she is like a rock.’ 


  How did Haejin turn such a person into rags? Saesol was flustered, but he didn’t express it. He calmly recovered the soft sword, rotated, and stabbed. It was a blow that aimed for the fine gap between the chest armor and shoulder armor that Zik’s apostle was wearing. 


  Then the thorn that suddenly protruded from Grid’s shoulder guards pierced Saesol’s body. It was just that the thorn was a passive skill that had the effect of ‘reflecting 60% of the damage received.’ Grid wasn’t damaged in the first place so the thorn couldn’t do much damage to Saesol. Saesol’s soft sword stretched out without hesitation and pierced Grid. It was a surprisingly precise swordsmanship. 


  Nevertheless, Grid didn’t raise a single eyebrow. It was the strength of White Tiger’s Posture that was still maintained. Grid suffered less than 10,000 damage despite his weak point being attacked. After a few more attacks, Saesol backed off and couldn’t hide his flustered state. 


  “You... are you truly a human?” 


  There would be serious injuries even when fighting other yangbans unless the White Tiger’s Breath was used. Yet this human was completely neutralizing his attack power? 


  “……?!”


  Saesol was repeatedly stabbed by the thorns that protruded from the human’s shoulder guards and stepped back with a stiff expression. It was because the energy exuded by the human has changed from before. The serene momentum shook the atmosphere and it was like seeing the Five Seniors. It was the wavelength of Divinity. Grid decided that he had to save his stamina to deal with the dozens of yangbans still remaining, and had no intention of prolonging the fight. 


  ‘Divinity, Item Combination.’ 


  The Enlightenment Sword leapt out of Grid’s inventory and integrated with the Fire Dragon Sword. 


  -Kukukuk.This guy is actually decent!


  The ego of the Fire Dragon Sword was excited. It realized that it was more complete. The sword could feel its own change so it was impossible for the yangbans not to know. 


  ‘W-What is that wicked thing?’ 


  A long sword swirling with red-black flames—the combination of the two swords showed a power that exceeded even Grid’s expectations. 


  “Link.”


  “......!”


  “......!”


  “Hoh...”


  The dozens of sword energies were released with no time difference and tore the atmosphere to pieces. The explosion caused by the spreading flames was literally a disaster. Half of the ship was gone. Saesol struggled to survive and barely saved his life thanks to the White Tiger’s Breath. 


  There was just one problem. 


  In essence, the White Tiger’s Breath was a power that prevented fatal injuries while recovering health and healing injuries at the same time. However, Saesol’s wounds didn’t recover at all. The cause was the thorns. The curse of the ‘stabbed target can’t be healed for up to three seconds’ grabbed at Saesol’s ankle. 


  Tremble tremble. Saesol shut his mouth and trembled like a quaking aspen. The feeling of powerlessness and despair that he felt for the first time in his life brought him fear. 


  ‘A fight isn’t possible.’


  Saesol’s trembling gaze was fixed on Grid’s sword. It was a sword that burned with the momentum to destroy the world. Could he really withstand that? Unfortunately, it was impossible. 


  Step.


  Grid took one step forward. 


  “I-I lost!” Saesol took four steps back. He stood on the edge of the collapsed deck and called out again, “I lost!” 


  Grid’s gaze no longer turned to Saesol. He hurried to meet the next opponent during the time when Item Combination was still maintained. 


  


  


  “Next.” 


  Grid still had a lot of power to show. 


  There were the skills of the Four Gods, including White Tiger’s Posture Engulfed in Flames which didn’t share the cooldown time of White Tiger’s Posture. Then there were the five fusion sword dances, the power of the great demons in the rune, Braham’s magic, the God Hands, and the skills attached to his items. 


  Grid had the confidence to kill a few more yangbans as long as his stamina could support it. However, the yangbans didn’t come out.The yangbans had lost their arrogant expressions and instead of someone coming out by himself or herself, they were instead busy trying to push others forward. 


  The power of Item Combination was too great. The moment any technology reached the peak, it would emit a sense of deterrence that was difficult to approach. Grid’s items were just like this. 


  Jingle.


  “Is there no other challenger?” Chiyou asked but no one answered. 


  One stupid yangban tried to maintain his self-esteem in this situation. 


  “I forgot for a moment that she is Zik’s apostle and mistook her for a normal human. If you give me another chance to face her next time, then I’m sure...!” 


  The yelling yangban closed his mouth. It was because Chiyou’s always expressionless face was distorted like a demon. 


  “Ah... Uwahh...” 


  The wrath of the Martial God was more terrifying than the wrath of any other god. The yangban instinctively sensed destruction and closed his mouth. The other yangbans around him were soaked in cold sweat. Luckily, Chiyou just stood still. He didn’t punish the yangban. Nevertheless, the yangbans didn’t feel at ease. It was because they experienced a shock greater than death. 


  "Don't misunderstand." 


  Jingle.


  “This person is an ordinary human, not Zik’s apostle.”


  “......!?” 


  “......!?”


  The evidence was sufficient. The human who acquired Taren’s power couldn’t be Zik’s apostle. However, it was impossible for Taren to have an apostle when he was sealed in the Abyss. This human wasn’t strengthened by the seven evils. Rather, she was a superior existence by herself... 


  The eyes of the yangbans changed. It was an expression that resembled Haejin and Saesol, who had been defeated in battle. A notification window popped up in Grid’s field of view. 


  [The Five Seniors are watching you standing aloft in Chiyou’s mental world.] 


  [The yangbans are afraid of you.]


  [The reputation of your wife, ‘Irene,’ has reached the maximum in the Hwan Kingdom.] 


  [The yangbans don’t want to be hostile to your wife. The weak will be in awe of Irene and the strong will respect Irene.]


  [The Five Seniors have a great interest in your wife.] 


  [Your wife, ‘Irene,’ has acquired the title of ‘Hwan Kingdom’s Attendant.’] 


  “...Nice.” 


  There were only two notifications about Dante when he gained divinity. It was so short that Grid still remembered it clearly. 


  [’Pungsa’ has caught a glimpse of you as you stand over Hangyeol’s corpse.] 


  [★ Note ★ Your knight Dante has formed a hostile relationship with the Hwan Kingdom.] 


  That was all. Even so, Dante gained the deity stat and was rejuvenated. On the other hand, Irene became an Attendant of the Hwan Kingdom. She attracted the interest of the Five Seniors and was revered by the nobles. It was obvious that she would build up a tremendous amount of the Deity stat and Grid felt like he would fly away with happiness. Chiyou’s voice entered his ears as he was trying to calm down his beating heart. 


  -I will remember you just as much.


  “......!”


  Following these profound words, Grid’s vision turned dark. Then once he woke up again... 


  “Are you back?” 


  The grandmaster was there. At the entrance to the Hwan Kingdom... 


  The peach tree scenery was no different from before Grid left to participate in Chiyou’s Test. It was still sunset. Surprisingly, not much time had passed. It felt like he had a dream. Grid stood blankly and suddenly made eye contact with the yangbans. The yangbans who had despised Grid before the test now gave a slight nod. 


  “...They have learned it properly.” 


  “……??”


  These arrogant guys suddenly changed their attitude? 


  ‘What happened?’ 


  The puzzled Zibal and Neo Red Knights were amazed. It was because the particularly arrogant Haejin was smiling with blank eyes and she looked like a madman.


  ‘...It is better not to know.’ 


  The Neo Red Knights recalled how the Overgeared Queen killed Susan and stopped paying attention. 


  [You are the first player to pass ‘Chiyou’s Test.’] 


  A new notification window flashed in Grid’s vision. 


  [You are ranked number one.]


  [1] Traditional Korean bamboo hat


  6th Anniversary Event Link




  Chapter 1302


  The yangbans—they were born as half-gods and their one and only sole purpose was to become a god. The yangbans numbered in the hundreds, but the number of vacant seats to become a god was only seven. 


  Chiyou’s Test was the first process to be qualified to become a god. All of the yangbans’ aspirations depended on Chiyou’s Test. It was just that only one person passed Chiyou’s Test that was held for the first time in decades, and the person who passed it was a human. 


  ‘I didn’t expect it to turn out like this.’


  The yangbans who lost the opportunity to become gods after being defeated by the human they despised were silent. Of course, there wasn’t a single yangban who made a fuss because they were dissatisfied with the results. How could they protest when they stepped down because they knew they couldn’t win? 


  ‘...I would’ve fought to the end if I hadn’t experienced the test 400 years ago.’ 


  The reason why the yangbans withdrew wasn’t because they were cowards. They gave up neatly because they knew it was meaningless to hit the ‘wall that won’t collapse.’ 


  Mir—a being who was at the verge of being a god from the moment he was born and the sole person who passed the Chiyou’s Test which he participated in, 400 years ago. Hundreds of yangbans challenged Mir, but all of them were destroyed. In the end, Mir was the only one standing. They thought it was an unprecedented record that would never be matched or broken. 


  [You are the first player to pass ‘Chiyou’s Test.’]


  [You are ranked number one.] 


  Yet it was matched by a human. 


  Pride and prejudice disappeared from the eyes of the yangbans looking at the silver-haired woman. 


  ‘We can’t ignore humans in the future.’ 


  A weak creature who lived for less than 100 years, they had thin skin, soft flesh, and were easy to break. They were creatures who had intelligence, mastered skills, and built up their combat force, only to die suddenly one day. Therefore, the yangbans hadn’t thought deeply about humans. It was just like humans raising chickens to gain eggs. They managed humans just to obtain divinity. Occasionally, they would see a human who became a daoist immortal or transcendent and they would feel offended, disgusted, or unpleasant. 


  However, their thoughts changed at this moment. It might just be one out of millions of people, but it was difficult to ignore human beings since they knew that someone with the potential to surpass a yangban was born. 


  ‘In any case, we need the help of humans to build up divinity. It might be better to get along with humans...’ 


  It was at this time that the yangbans’ perception changed slowly. 


  ‘It isn’t telling me who 2nd to 7th place is?’ 


  Grid felt a bit disappointed. He wanted to know in advance the seven people who passed Chiyou’s Test with high grades, but the system was too unfriendly. It was regrettable that only Grid’s placing was shown.


   ‘I need to know in advance to cut off the bud. Tsk.’ 


  The difference in skill between the yangbans who didn’t pass the test in the top 7 and the yangbans who passed the test in the top 7 was huge. Haejin? She was great, but she was a joke when compared to Garam. 


  '...Well, I will enjoy it for now.’ 


  Duguen.Duguen.Duguen...


  Grid’s heart rate gradually accelerated. Chiyou’s Test—Grid was very proud that he won first place on the stage for the half-gods who dreamed of becoming a god. The rewards weren’t important. It was important to note that he hit the yangbans’ pride and protected the dignity of the humans that they ignored. 


  ‘This doesn’t mean that I expect no compensation at all.’


  He couldn’t be cheated. Grid was concerned, but only slightly. The rewards for accomplishing an ‘achievement that players can’t achieve’ were always huge. 


  [Being the first player to pass Chiyou’s Test, your deity stat will increase.] 


  [Your divinity level has reached five and you are qualified to become a half-god.] 


  “……?!” 


  There was only one way to raise divinity—building up the deity stat. Every time he accumulated 10 deity points, his divinity level would increase by one. It meant it was a very difficult process. 


  The first condition that Grid needed to accumulate deity was to create a myth rated item. In order to make myth rated items, corresponding ‘materials’ were needed. It was difficult to obtain such materials unless he killed a great demon or resurrected a god. Furthermore, his deity stat only rose by one when making three myth rated items. There was no promise that he could reach 10 deity points just through making items. 


  ‘Writing the epics can earn me deity points, but...’


  The probability of activating an epic was as low as the probability of making a myth rated item. Furthermore, writing an epic didn’t mean his deity stat will rise unconditionally. It seemed to be affected by the environment at the time of writing the epic. Additionally, there were great achievements such as resurrecting a god or being praised by a special entity or group. It was just that this type of situation wasn’t common. In other words, the difficulty of raising the deity stat was extremely high. 


  Grid thought it would take at least one year to reach level 5 in divinity. The period had been significantly shortened. 


  ‘A half-god!’


  The evolution that he dreamed about. During the Vatican rescue episode, he gave up on becoming a half-god because of several penalties. However, this time was different. It was an opportunity that was obtained purely using his own strength, regardless of the seven malignant saints. 


  Grid’s heart thumped like it was going to burst. He tried to immediately answer ‘yes’ to the notification window asking [Do you want to evolve into a half-god?] only to suddenly stop. It was because he glimpsed the disappointment in Chiyou’s face watching him. 


  ‘What?’ 


  So far, Chiyou had been strangely favorable to him. The gentle gaze resembled that of his parents. Why did he suddenly feel disappointed? 


  “Do you have something to say?” 


  Grid hadn’t reached this place for nothing. He might not be able to read other people, but Grid could understand a NPC’s heart. 


  Chiyou raised his head, but sidestepped answering the question about evolving into a half-god. “It isn’t something for me to say.” 


   ‘What is this timing?’


  Grid’s face distorted. He was frustrated because Chiyou didn’t speak despite knowing something important. 


  ‘...Wait.’


  Chiyou’s expression had stiffened from the time he achieved level five in divinity, in other words, the time he got the half-god qualification. 


  ‘Is he reluctant for me to become a half-god?’ 


  Why? Was it because he didn’t want a human to be a god? No, that wasn’t Chiyou’s personality. Chiyou was born from human beings so he cherished humans. It was why in the past, Chiyou appeared and helped Pagma.


  


  


  ‘Don’t tell me?’


  Grid thought about it. The ‘transcendent status’ that came from being a transcendent. The reason Grid was classified as a transcendent was because he exceeded human limits. However, the moment Grid became a half-god, he would become ordinary among half-gods. The reference point was shifted from a human to a half-god, and the distance to ‘transcendence’ became further. 


  “Will I lose my transcendence if I become a half-god?”


  ‘Becoming a half-god?’ 


  This was a question that couldn’t be asked from the perspective of a third party. The wide-eyed Zibal was confused, but Chiyou quickly understood it. “That’s right.” 


  “......!” Grid felt dizzy. It felt like he had been hit in the back of his head. 


  The grandmaster spoke as Grid was feeling hesitant, “A half-god is better than a transcendent.”


  He could say this because he was the grandmaster. His body sealed in the Abyss was a half-god, while the one standing in front of Grid was a transcendent. The grandmaster had experienced both being a half-god and a transcendent, so he knew the abilities of a half-god were superior to that of a transcendent.


  “Just...” The grandmaster grasped Grid’s hand and raised it up as he continued, “A transcendent’s potential is greater.” 


  “……”


  The grandmaster word’s that a half-god was better than a transcendent comforted Grid. Then the latter words made him confused. A half-god was the springboard to becoming a god. If the first class advancement was a half-god then the second class advancement was a god. Yet the potential of a transcendent was better than a half-god? 


  “It is because it is a transcendent, not a god, that can kill a god.” 


  “……!!”


  God Killer—one of the final evolutionary forms of a transcendent. 


  The grandmaster dreamed about getting revenge on the gods and he honestly confessed his feelings, “I want you to be human.” 


  Meanwhile, Chiyou was silent. Chiyou had always dreamed of being killed and wanted Grid to remain a transcendent rather than becoming a half-god. Even so, he had no intention of intervening in the fate of one person due to his own individual desires. Chiyou had no cause unlike the grandmaster who wanted to resurrect the seven good people and lead the world in the right direction. 


  “……”


  Grid was silent. His face at sunset was as dark as the clouds. 


  The grandmaster, Chiyou, and the yangbans held their breaths. Just then, Zibal opened his mouth, “A god... can’t you become one as a human?” 


  “......!”


  Zibal’s perspective was different from everyone here. It was because he was a player. He experienced firsthand how difficult it was to be a supreme player. 


  “I don’t know anything, but... do you want to become a god? Then can’t you kill a god and become a god?” 


  Grid was currently disguised as Irene. Just like the grandmaster recognized Grid, Zibal was also aware of Grid’s identity. After Chiyou’s Test, Irene’s speech and actions were very similar to Grid. That’s right—in critical moments, Grid forgot that he had to act as Irene. He might’ve lost vigilance because he achieved his purpose of gaining divinity for Irene. 


  “You...”


  Grid was flustered when he noticed the change in Zibal’s tone and attitude toward him. However, Zibal ignored it. He just said what he wanted to say, “You should be able to do it?” 


  “……”


  “You are the supreme one.” 


  “......!”


  How many people in the world could reach and maintain the peak of two billion players? There was only one person, Grid. Therefore, he was the supreme one. Putting aside his likes or dislikes, Zibal believed in Grid’s strength. Even the grandmaster and Chiyou appreciated Grid more than expected. 


  In the end... 


  “...I have decided.” 


  [Do you want to evolve into a half-god?] 


  Grid was asked about his future fate and responded with confidence, “It’s fine, I won’t do it.” 


  Grid didn’t miss the essence. The main reason he declared himself a god through the epics was to stop the yangbans and Five Seniors, not to enjoy any benefits. His purpose wasn’t to be a god himself. It was to be a God Killer. Then at some point, he had forgotten this fact. 


  The notification window responded. 


  [You have refused to be a half-god.]


  [The reward for achieving level five in divinity will be changed.] 


  [Your transcendent status has increased significantly.]


  [In the future, you will see a world different from others.] 


  “Welcome.” 


  The rarely smiling grandmaster couldn’t help launching an attack. His punches and kicks were like a flash in Zibal’s eyes. However, Grid managed to respond to the grandmaster’s attack. The nose that should’ve been crushed ended up as a cut cheek and the original situation where his knee should’ve been shattered was used for a counterattack. 


  The world as seen by a transcendent—the world that he indirectly experienced during the confrontation between Chreshler and Pagma was now opened up to Grid. 


  [There are no attacks that you won’t recognize.]


  [In the future, you can resist critical hits without exposing your weaknesses.] 


  True transcendence—only a few dozen people had reached it in this game’s worldview, and Grid set foot in this absolute level.
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  The two men’s battle stopped only after Grid’s hand blocked the grandmaster’s elbow that fell at a sharp angle. All sorts of shockwaves occurred belatedly. At the same time, the shockwaves shook people and the peach trees. 


  “W-What?” 


  Zibal and the Neo Red Knights looked like they had seen a ghost and stepped back. They were surprised to discover that Grid and the grandmaster who disappeared had actually exchanged blows. 


  “Gulp.”The yangbans gulped. They tried to keep calm and maintain their dignity, but they were astonished. 


  The person who was more surprised than anyone else was Grid. “Gasp...Gasp... T-This...” 


  Grid hadn’t forgotten the fierce battle between Chreshler and Pagma. Chreshler had exercised infinite divine power with his faith. His skill in summoning hundreds of spears of light simultaneously and firing them in dozens or hundreds of different orbits was a great power and a miracle. Pagma’s body would be pierced and he would die instantly. At least, it would be like that if it was Grid.


  However, Pagma completed two fused sword dances. The hundreds of light spears were accurately captured using his absurd dynamic vision. He set everything as a ‘target’ for Flower and returned the massive bombardment to Chreshler intact. It happened in the blink of an eye. 


  A world where time had stopped. Grid had indirectly experienced the world ‘in the eyes of a transcendent’ through Chreshler and Pagma, who shared dozens of blows before the debris caused by the explosion was affected by gravity. Then he realized how shabby he himself was. Then today... 


  “Gasp... Gasp...”


  Grid himself entered the world of a transcendent. It was only for a moment and his breathing was completely rough afterwards, but he was very happy and excited. Betrayal and infighting, opposition and war, high ranking great demons and dragons, unrevealed transcendents and heavenly gods... 


  He felt freed from all the concepts he had subconsciously feared. Grid was clearly aware that he had become a being that transcended all concepts in the world. 


  “Hat...! Hahahat! Hahahahat!” 


  He hadn’t felt this much accomplishment when making his first legendary item. Chiyou approached the extremely happy Grid and handed him a small wooden box. “You deserve to receive this.” 


  [The ‘Martial God’s Secret Technique’ has been acquired as a first place reward.] 


  “This...!” 


  “Mir had received it!” 


  The yangbans were in great turmoil. It was because Mir was the only one who had been given a secret technique by Chiyou. The second protagonist of the secret technique was a human. Something unimaginable had happened.


  ‘The secret technique of the martial god...’


  Grid was one of the few people familiar with the secret techniques of the martial god. A skill book created by the martial god. Once used, a skill of a random rating was acquired. It wasn’t a common skill, regardless of whether the rating was low or high. Most of the skills of the martial god boasted excellent power or utility. Of course, the martial god mentioned here was Zeratul. However, Chiyou was the martial god who handed him the secret technique... 


  ‘Sure enough, Chiyou...’ 


  Martial God Chiyou in the east and Martial God Zeratul in the west. Who was the stronger martial god? Whose secret technique was better? The curious Grid opened the wooden box and tried to appraise the Martial God’s Secret Technique. 


  ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.’


  [You have failed to observe the targeted item.] 


  “Keuk?!” 


  Grid felt severe pain from his eyes and groaned.


  ‘What?’ 


  There were occasionally some items that he failed in appraising. However, this was the first time that an appraisal failure resulted in pain. It felt like he was being punished for doing something he shouldn’t have done. The grandmaster sent a voice transmission to Grid, whose eyes were bloodshot and filled with panic. 


  -It is taboo to touch the one god.


  ‘One god?’ 


  Was it another concept of the absolute god? Grid couldn’t understand and whispered a question, “Can I interpret it as being on the same level as an absolute god?” 


  -I think it is a similar status.However, you are mistaken about something.There isn’t only one absolute.


  That’s right—the absolute gods were Rebecca, Yatan, and Hanul. However, regarding this logic, there were two martial gods. The expression ‘one god’ wasn’t appropriate. 


  “Aren’t there two martial gods?”


  -There is one martial god.


  “......?”


  -Zeratul is just a copy of Chiyou.


  “......!!”


  -Unlike Zeratul, who comes from Rebecca and can’t rebel against Rebecca’s power, Martial God Chiyou is unique and the only one.No one in the world can interfere with him.


  “No... I don’t understand.” 


  Grid was vaguely aware of it. Chiyou was a remarkable existence born from human aspirations unlike other gods. However, he was unique?


  “Aren’t the Four Auspicious Beasts also real gods derived from human aspirations? How could Chiyou be the only one when there are the Four Auspicious Beasts?”


  -It is absurd to compare Chiyou to the Four Auspicious Beasts.The Four Auspicious Beasts are gods that originated from the ‘humans of the east’ while Chiyou is a god who comes from ‘all of humanity.’


  “???" 


  -All human beings, without dividing between the west and the east, the past and the present, are eager for strength.The Four Auspicious Beasts were born to defend the land of the east. How can they be compared to Chiyou, who is the gathering of all the martial power that humans wished for?


  “......!”


  A memory flashed in the mind of the startled Grid. 


  “If your pledge is true, escape the eyes of the Five Seniors and leave for the western land.Then return with the qualifications of a God Killer.”


  These were the words Chiyou had told Pagma in the distant past. Even today, Chiyou was obsessed with god killers. 


  “Born from the heart’s desire of all humanity... does that mean Chiyou can never be forgotten?” 


  -Yes, Chiyou is immortal.He will never perish unless humanity perishes.However, humanity can never perish.The moment that Yatan or someone else destroys the world, Rebecca will immediately recreate a new world and humanity.Then Chiyou will once again be created by them.


  “……”


  -Humans are the only thing that can destroy Chiyou.It is only by proving that ‘human power is greater than the power of a god’ that he can be denied and destroyed.This is why Chiyou is obsessed with the absolutes and the yangbans.


  “Aren’t the yangbans half-gods and not humans?”


  -No, not necessarily.Half of the blood flowing in the yangbans is divine, while the other half is human.


  “......!”


  The yangbans were not only half-gods, but they were half-god and half-human? 


  “They are half-human, yet they despise humans? 


  -They don’t know the truth.Yangbans are born with Hanul’s will. How can they know the world?From my perspective, the motif of the yangbans is like the seven good people...


   “...Stop, just stop.” 


  Grid blocked both ears. He didn’t want to know much. Listening to the complicated stories made him feel uncomfortable. 


  ‘The bottom line is that Chiyou is amazing.’ 


  There was no need to think deeply about the yangbans. They were unconditionally enemies. There was only one thing he should be feeling right now. Just be happy. A reward given by the strongest being in the world. Its value will be immeasurable. 


  


  


  [Martial God’s Secret Technique] 


  [Type: Skill Book 


  ????? 


  Weight: 10] 


  ‘...There are only question marks.’


  It was a fact that it was a skill book. There was a very high chance of acquiring a high level skill. Grid stopped before using the Martial God’s Secret Technique.


   ‘I don’t know, but I should try it once...’ 


  He checked the status of his Open Potential skill. Fortunately, it was available. Chiyou’s Test was categorized as an instance dungeon and the cooldown had been reset. 


  ‘Open Potential.’ 


  [Please specify the skill to increase the rating.] 


  ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.’


  [The potential of Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal has been opened and the skill ‘Blacksmith’s Appraisal Comparable to a God’ has been activated.] 


  ‘That’s it!’ 


  It was a success as he hoped. Grid once again challenged appraising the secret technique. 


  [You have failed to observe the targeted item.] 


  ‘Kuek, I really can’t see it.’


  It was unfortunate even though he expected it. Grid covered his pained eyes with his hands. It happened while Zibal and the yangbans looked at the pained Grid with surprise. 


  “It is a blank secret technique, so there is no need to look at it so hard.” It was Chiyou’s advice. The secret technique was blank? 


  "Blank...? There is no content?” 


  “Yes.” 


  “How can it be a secret technique if there are no contents?” 


  Grid was frustrated. Of course, it was only internally. In front of Chiyou, Grid was infinitely polite and humble. 


  “This was made to fill up your deficiencies. The gaps will be naturally filled up by the secret technique.” 


  “……”


  Grid thought over Chiyou’s words and nodded quietly. He noticed the identity of the secret technique and had no hesitation. 


  [’Martial God’s Secret Technique’ has been acquired.] 


  [Contemplate your own combat power.] 


  [Due to enlightenment, Grid’s Swordsmanship is strengthened.] 


  [The skill information of ‘Transcend’ has changed.] 


  [It isn’t an imaginary transcendent being, but a sword dance that fully expresses yourself.] 


  [The skill information of ‘Link’ has changed.] 


  [It isn’t a butterfly’s wings flapping, but a sword dance that exudes the momentum of an absolute, stretching out like the sun.] 


  [The skill information of ‘Kill’ has changed.] 


  [The sword dance of punishment will be performed.]


  [The skill information of ‘Wave’ has changed.] 


  ......


  [The skill information of ‘Pinnacle’ has changed.]


  ......


  [The skill information of ‘Restraint’ has changed.] 


  ......


  [The skill information of ‘Flower’ has changed.] 


  ......


  [The skill information of ‘Drop’ has changed.] 


  ......


  [The skill information of ‘Revolve’ has changed.] 


  ......


  [The new sword dance ‘Sky’ has been learnt.]


  [The ‘heart’ is strengthened by enlightenment.] 


  [The ‘Meditation’ skill is always active.]


  [’Formless Will’ can be handled more skillfully.] 


  [When using Request to Stand With Me, the summoning request isn’t issued if the target is in combat.]


  [Gained enlightenment and integrated the mastery skills.] 


  [Weapons Mastery and Magic Mastery are merged into Grid’s Combat Techniques and the level is based on the skill with the higher growth.] 


  [Enlightenment is gained and the advanced light elemental is liberated.]


  [The advanced light elemental wants to stay with you.] 


  [The advanced light elemental will stand guard by your side and will judge and act on its own in the future.] 


  “Ah.”


  This was the taste of playing a game. The thrilled Grid turned red. 


  The time to leave the Hwan Kingdom was approaching.


  A week has passed since the event started! I've already received a few submissions for the fanart portion but no fanfic yet. Are you working on your submissions?
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  [Grid’s Swordsmanship Lv. 2]


  [Swordsmanship containing the narratives of Overgeared King Grid. The enlightenment gained through the secret technique has made it even more powerful. 


  Swordsmanship and magic are united, increasing physical attack power by 60%, magic attack power by 30%, critical hit probability by 70%, and critical hit attack power by 110%. All values will triple when using cooperative skills with a person you have a bond with. 


  * This effect is only fully applied when a sword type weapon is equipped. 


  * Physical attack power isn’t applied when a staff or orb is equipped. 


  * Damage proportional to the willpower stat will be dealt if a weapon isn’t equipped. 


  * Can be used without the footwork. However, the power of the sword dance will increase with every step taken. (Each additional stride will increase the damage of the sword dance by 50%, 100%, 200%, and 400%) 


  * The number of fusion sword dances that can be created is ten. (7/10) 


  * Every time the skill level rises, the number of fusion sword dances that can be created will increase. 


  * You can also create a five fusion sword dance. However, the number of five fusion sword dances created is proportional to the level of divinity. 


  ★ Whenever a sword dance is used, one of Braham’s enhanced spells will be revealed. 


  ★ The spells that are expressed are limited to basic spells and each sword dance has a different spell. 


  ★ In the case of a fusion sword dance, several spells are overlapped. 


  ★ Mana is consumed so you can activate/deactivate it. 


  Currently activated.] 


  [Transcend Lv. 2] 


  [Express yourself completely. 


  During the time when the sword dance is maintained, all attack power will double. Basic attacks are converted to long range attacks and magic casting speed and range are greatly increased. The probability of triggering Skin of Transcendence and Shunpo will also become 100%. 


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 200


  Skill Duration: 1 minute. 


  Skill Cooldown Time: 30 minutes.


  ★ Braham’s Detect Force is activated when Transcend is deployed. The accuracy of all attacks and magic spells are increased significantly. 


  Mana Consumption: 2,500] 


  [Link Lv. 2] 


  [A sword dance that exudes the momentum of an absolute, stretching out like the sun. 


  Inflicts 350% physical attack power to all enemies in sight and attacks the designated target with 1,000% physical attack power a total of 20 times. Every time the designated target defends against an attack, internal damage will be inflicted and they will be weakened. 


  * Takes one second to cast.


  * This skill isn’t affected by attack speed. 


  * Internal wounds can’t be inflicted on targets that are resistant to abnormal statuses. 


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 50 


  Skill Cooldown Time: 2 minutes. 


  ★Braham’s Wind Cutter will be released when Link is deployed. One Wind Cutter blade is created for every second hit. The damage of each Wind Cutter blade is fixed at 7,000. There is a low probability of Wind Cutter cutting the target. The probability of the cut is affected by Wind Cutter’s hit location and the target’s defense. This effect applies only to the specified target. 


  Mana Consumption: 2,000] 


  [Kill Lv. 2] 


  [The sword dance of punishment is performed. 


  Deals 2,000% of your physical attack power to a single target. Once hit, the target will be given the ‘bleeding’ and ‘despair’ effects and the ‘Disarm’ effect will be temporarily applied. If the target's status is low, there is a normal probability of instantaneous death. 


  * Disarm: The item effect won’t apply for one second. However, this corresponds to the item worn on the area hit by the attack.


  * The bleeding, despair, and instant death effects won’t apply to targets that can resist abnormal statuses. 


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 100


  Skill cooldown time: 10 minutes. 


  ★Braham’s Detect Force is activated when Kill is deployed. The hit rate of Kill will greatly increase. 


  Mana Consumption: 1,000] 


  [Wave Lv. 2] 


  [It causes a tsunami of sword energy that stirs up the heavens and earth. 


  Pulls all enemies in a radius of 10 meters to your side, dealing 400% physical attack power and slowing down all speeds by 70%. It also has a high probability of causing them to ‘lose balance.’ 


  * A target that resists abnormal statuses will only have a 30% reduction in movement speed. 


  * If a target blocks it, the ‘violent shockwave’ effect will occur and the defense effect is ignored. 


  * There is a high probability of causing flying objects to fall and deals more damage when falling. 


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 100


  Skill cooldown time: 2 minutes. 


  ★ Braham’s Shield will wrap around the caster’s body when Wave is deployed. The Braham-style shield will absorb 20,000 basic damage and absorb additional damage equal to the user’s intelligence value. During the time when the shield is maintained, the caster’s defense is increased by 500. 


  Mana Consumption: 800]


  [Pinnacle Lv. 2] 


  [Reproduces the attack of the Martial God, Chiyou.


  Deals 2,500% of your physical attack power to a single target. This skill will ignore 70% of the target’s defense and unconditionally cause a critical hit. 


  * The critical hit effect won’t apply to targets that can resist abnormal statuses. 


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 80 


  Skill Cooldown Time: 10 minutes. 


  ★ Braham’s Weapon Enchant will activate when Pinnacle is deployed. The weapon’s attack power will increase by 60%. This effect will disappear with the end of the sword dance.] 


  [Restraint Lv. 2] 


  [Dominate the surroundings with the solemn and stirring sword dance. 


  Nobody can approach you for 5 seconds. Low status targets had a high probability of falling into fear. 


  The targets in the fear state will have their defense reduced and won’t be able to move. 


  * A target that resists abnormal statuses has a low probability of being stopped for 0.1 to 0.3 seconds. 


  * Not applicable to the undead. 


  Skill Cooldown Time: 5 minutes.


  ★ Braham’s Grease is activated when Restraint is deployed. The range of Grease is the same as Restraint and the deployment time is equal to the duration of Restraint. Since the friction coefficient of the ground in contact with Great will disappear, the target must slip. However, this effect is limited to when the target is standing on the ground. 


  Mana Consumption: 2,000]


  [Flower Lv. 2] 


  [A sword dance depicting fallen petals that show fleetingness. 


  During the sword dance, all enemies (or skills) visible in your field of view are recognized as ‘targets’ and a ‘mark’ is left. 


  Launches a sword energy that deals 80% physical attack power + 30% magic attack power to ‘marked’ targets. 


  * Two sword energies will be produced per mark. 


  


  


  * Every time the target is hit, an additional mark will be left. A maximum of six marks can be stacked up. 


  * The duration of the mark is 11 seconds and this duration is updated every time a new mark is left within these 11 seconds. 


  *If the target is a skill, there is a normal probability of it being offset. 


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 60 


  Skill cooldown time: 2 minutes. 


  ★Braham’s Lightning will occur when Flower is deployed. A target branded with the mark will have a low probability of being electrocuted and receiving 5,000 damage. During the electric shock, their body will be paralyzed. 


  Mana Consumption: 1,000]


  [Drop Lv. 2] 


  [A sword dance that is reminiscent of the sky. 


  Declare to the world the fallen authority of the sky and prove your greatness. 


  Inflicts 80% physical attack power to all enemies within a 10 meters radius and there is a 60% of ignoring the enemy’s status resistance to inflict the ‘collapse’ condition. [1] Deals an additional 600% damage to all divine beings. 


  Enters the ‘Transcend’ state for three seconds after it is used and doesn’t share Transcend’s cooldown time. 


  * There is a high probability of causing flying objects to fall and deals more damage when falling. 


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 80


   Skill Cooldown Time: 5 minutes. 


  ★ Braham’s Fire will be released when Drop is deployed. Flames will spread within the range of Drop and deal 5,000 damage and three seconds of burn damage. 


  Mana Consumption: 1,000]


  [Revolve Lv. 2] 


  [A storm that swallows up everything is contained in the tip of the sword. 


  During the casting, it will return all attacks with 120% of the power. Targets hit by the counterattack will expose their weak points and take more damage the next time they are hit. 


  *Lasts for three seconds and can be deactivated to use other skills during this time. 


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 50 


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 minute and 30 seconds.


   ★ Braham’s Shield will wrap around the caster’s body when deploying Revolve. 


  Mana Consumption: 800]


  [Sky Lv. MAX] 


  [Perform a sword dance that announces the birth of a new sky. 


  Divinity will automatically activate and the Transcend state will be entered. Then every sword dance learned will be aimed at a designated target. At this time, Divinity and the sword dances aren’t affected by the cooldown time. 


  * If the designated target is a god, dragon or great demon, their combat-related stats will decrease every time a sword dance hits. 


  * Each time the target is hit with one sword dance, the power of the next sword dance will slightly increase. 


  ★You will gain the attention of the gods when using this skill. 


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 50% of the maximum sword energy 


  Skill Cooldown Time: 12 hours.]


  “……”


  Sword Saint Biban had denied the sword dances. He evaluated that a sword dance based on a particular ritual, not combat, couldn’t be better than swordsmanship. Wouldn’t this change his mind? 


  Grid’s heart started beating faster as he demonstrated the new sword dance toward empty air. As Grid grew, his developed Grid’s Swordsmanship gained a form comparable to any swordsmanship. It was while keeping the essence of the sword dances.


  ‘One day, it will be like the Undefeated King’s swordsmanship...’ 


  It would be a sword dance that no one could touch. Grid smiled as he confirmed that creating the five fusion sword dances was possible. 


  Jingle.


  “There were many things lacking so it filled in more spaces.” Chiyou’s voice was heard along with the sound of bells, but it gradually faded. “Your potential is great because you haven’t hid or turned away from your own shortcomings.” 


  Jingle...


  The vision of Grid and the grandmaster’s group dimmed. The reason they visited the Hwan Kingdom was to meet with the Five Seniors and their business was over. Chiyou had no intention of holding onto the guests. 


  ‘It is difficult because the Five Seniors are greedy.’


  *** 


  “……”


  At the huge peach tree forest... 


  Zibal returned to the human world and looked up at the sky blankly. ‘We were there just a moment ago...’ 


  The heavens high in the sky. It was the place where the gods worshipped by countless humans lived. There, Zibal had been constantly overwhelmed. He watched the conversation between the gods like an unnamed extra. He thought it was natural. What type of influence could a player exert at a gathering of the world’s protagonists? 


  Zibal considered it a great benefit and blessing just witnessing an episode that was central to the worldview. He believed that the information obtained today would serve as the foundation for an important quest that would occur in the future and was satisfied. 


  On the other hand, that woman... no, Grid, was different. He was a protagonist even in the world of the gods. It meant that the quality and quantity of the episodes that Grid had intervened in far exceeded Zibal’s level. 


  'I still have a long way to go. It is really far away.’


  Imperial Prince Edan and Grandmaster Zikfrector—Zibal had also served as a leading role in large-scale episodes. The amount of information and influence that an average player obtained by experiencing and clearing difficult quests and episodes were truly powerful. He was confident that he was comparable to Grid in terms of being able to intervene in a story. However, this wasn’t the case at all. The gap with Grid was larger than expected.


  ‘...I have a reason to try harder.’ 


  A smile spread on Zibal’s face. He was one of the best rankers who burned with more motivation in the face of frustration. 


  Grid woke up from the aftermath of the events and asked Zibal, “By the way, how did you figure out who I am?” 


  “Isn’t it natural to notice? 


  “Is it natural? Even Hanul didn’t figure out my original identity...” 


  “It isn’t that he didn’t know,” the grandmaster interjected. He had returned to his usual relaxed form and seemed to find it bothersome to talk for long. “He just didn’t feel the need to make the distinction because it is trivial to know who you are. From Hanul’s point of view, it doesn’t matter if you are Grid or someone else. You are still the same human being.” 


  “……”


  “Well... it will be different after Chiyou’s Test.” 


  The grandmaster eventually sat down. He fell asleep and the Neo Red Knights seemed familiar with this situation as they supported him and leaned him against a tree. 


  Zibal scratched his head with a sad expression and suggested to Grid, “We are going back to the West Continent. We have found a passage that can move freely between continents that other people haven’t discovered yet. It is very important information, but... do you want to come with us?" 


  It was referring to the Abyss. Intercontinental movement through the Abyss was fast and convenient compared to other previous known methods of movement. There was a disadvantage that it was full of dungeon boss monsters, but it could be tolerated if they thought about how it was part of their growth. 


  Grid shook his head. “No, thank you, but it isn’t needed.” 


  Zibal’s intentions were clearly visible. He wanted an item in exchange for information. Grid had realized that Zibal was a decent person from the time of Edan’s rebellion and he thought it was okay to sell one item to Zibal, but it was still premature. 


  ‘He needs to increase his favorable impression if he wants to pay for it.’ 


  “Eh? Y-Yes...” 


  Grid refused this type of high level information? Zibal was flustered by Grid’s refusal. He didn’t know who easily Grid could move between continents. The gap between the two of them was much larger than Zibal thought.


  ‘Was Piaro successful?’ 


  After saying goodbye to the grandmaster’s group, Grid activated Transcend and freely used Shunpo to travel to Xing. He was still a bit confused that he had gone through so much on the East Continent when he had only come to gain the white phosphorus wood and learn how to grow the golden walnuts. 


  6th Anniversary Event Link


  [1] Minor change made to the Drop description that has been applied to the description in the previous chapter as well




  Chapter 1305


  There were wailing walls in every area. It was a field that couldn’t be handled by the average level of players active in that area. Winston’s Chaos Mountains was an example of such a wailing wall. Now... 


  “Beautiful, it is beautiful.” 


  At the center of the East Continent was a reservoir that surrounded a huge peach tree forest. It was a place that contained the passage to Heaven and didn’t easily allow people to approach, so it was called a wailing wall. It was also the worst one in the East Continent.


  ‘Should I fight?’ 


  The moment Grid left the forest, he encountered an immortal ghost and he rolled up the ends of his skirt. He knew it would be a tough fight, so he eliminated anything that would get in the way of his movements. 


  Immortal ghosts—they dreamed of becoming daoist immortals, but failed and fell. They were beings who lost their bodies and lives due to their failure and moved around as spirits. The grandmaster predicted that the reason why they inhabited the reservoir was purely the Five Seniors’ intention. It didn’t matter if they were daoist immortals or immortal ghosts. They were all just servants for the Five Seniors. They were chosen as a type of guard dog. 


  “T-The smell of flesh is very good.” 


  The reason they failed and became an immortal ghost was due to their ugly natures. Additionally, the spirits were driven by instinct and obsession, not reason. It meant they were all wicked. The immortal ghosts were those who showed their ugly faces without any pretenses. 


  “Y-You are the best among the 266 women I have eaten! Ahh! Ahhh!! I-I want to eat! Eat you right now!” 


  They were strong because only instincts remained. The immortal ghost deployed all the skills and swordsmanship it had honed during its life so its combat power was explosive. Even the grandmaster had pulled out Saharan’s Sword when three or more immortal ghosts appeared. 


  “……”


  Before visiting the Hwan Kingdom and experiencing Chiyou’s Test, Grid couldn’t fight against the immortal ghost and had to rely on the grandmaster. Grid and the grandmaster’s group were able to cross through the reservoir and reach the peach tree forest thanks to the grandmaster’s protection. However, now... 


  “Flower Revolve.” 


  Grid met an immortal ghost alone and chose to fight back without avoiding it. It was like an old painter who cut off his ears seeing an explosion of starlight and moonlight. Dozens of sword energies appeared around Grid and the world swirled. This vortex sucked up the dozens of sword energies from the immortal ghost and eliminated them. 


  “......?”


  Since only instincts remained, it was faithful to emotions. The flustered immortal ghost cocked its head when all the sword energies meant to hunt the human disappeared. At the same time, the momentary silence ended. The sword energies swallowed up by the vortex were returned to the immortal ghost. 


  It contained more destructive power and curses than before as it swept through the reservoir and flooded at the immortal ghost. The immortal ghost had launched all types of techniques at Grid and it took him only two seconds to return them with Flower Revolve. The immortal ghost quickly took out a talisman, but it couldn’t handle the counterattack. The time was too short. 


  “Kuoh!” 


  Plop!


  The immortal ghost couldn’t bear the impact and floated back before falling into the reservoir. There was a great ripple as the immortal ghost sank to the bottom of the reservoir until it calmed down again. The immortal ghost wasn’t dead. The ghost submerged at the bottom of the reservoir jumped up instantly and appeared on the surface of the water. It was amazing that it could ignore the pressure of the water. 


  “S-Shit!” 


  The dark ghost emerged in the air and its swaying body was like a candle in front of the wind. Spirits were immune to physical attacks and were somewhat vulnerable to daoism. It was even its own daoism. 


  “Hurts! It hurts!” 


  The immortal ghost’s eyes were red. It recalled the pain of its former life when it failed to ascend and rushed angrily at Grid through the water. It was someone who wanted to become a sword immortal among the daoist immortals. The immortal ghost’s swordsmanship was more threatening than its daoism. Thunderbolts were created every time its sword was swung and the sky was soon covered with clouds due to the linked actions. The immortal ghost’s swordsmanship was powerful, but unreadable. 


  ‘This is it.’ 


  It was the swordsmanship that confused the grandmaster for a while. Grid had abandoned his spirit of challenge when he saw the swordsmanship that injured the grandmaster’s shoulder. He judged there would be no benefits if he struggled to fight these ghosts who were as powerful as yangbans, yet were classified as monsters, not bosses or NPCs. 


  However, this wasn’t the case anymore. The immortal ghost he had been reluctant to face now seemed like suitable prey. 


  “Restraint.” 


  “......!”


  The immortal ghost’s sword cutting at Grid’s body stopped like it was a lie. It didn’t show any signs of slowing down, perhaps because it had once aimed at becoming a daoist immortal. Even so, it was amazed by the pressure Grid gave off and briefly stiffened. 


  The stiffness lasted only 0.2 seconds, but this was enough. The immortal ghost’s swordsmanship was interrupted. The roaring thunderbolts and the clouds scattered and disappeared. The safe Grid linked the next sword dance in a relaxed manner. 


  “Wave.” 


  The storm-like sword energy stirred up the world. The immortal ghost’s body tilted and then it was dragged in front of Grid. It was super close. It wasn’t in the range of a sword. The sword couldn’t be swung properly at this distance. 


  The immortal ghost instinctively felt the danger of being hit by this sword energy and stepped back, but it was meaningless. It might be immune to the ‘all speeds are reduced’ buff and the loss of balance, but it couldn’t be free from the debuff that ‘slowed movement speed by 30%.’ 


  Grid’s sword that moved forward was much faster than the immortal ghost’s speed of retreating. 


  “Pinnacle.” 


  It was an instant skill. This sword that reproduced the attack of the Martial God, Chiyou, was close to perfection. No matter the distance, the trajectory or circumstances, it instantly activated and cut the target. 


  [The target has received 1,095,000 damage.] 


  "!?" The immortal ghost’s red eyes shook as its chest was cut. A ghost was immune to physical attacks. Originally, only the fake body was cut and there was no damage to the soul. This was the feeling of pain to the soul. Grid confirmed the pain of the panicked immortal ghost and murmured, “It is useful.” 


  [Grid’s Combat Techniques (Intermediate) Lv. 7] 


  [When equipped with weapons, physical attack power and magic attack power are increased by 25% and the hit rate of all attacks is increased by 7%. Additionally, magic casting time is reduced by 7%. 


  ★You can choose to increase physical attack power or magic attack power. 


  ★If you choose to increase physical attack power, then the magic attack power increase effect, hit rate increase effect, and casting shortening effect are deactivated. Meanwhile, physical attack power is increased by an additional 15%. 


  ★If you choose to increase magic attack power, then the physical attack power increase effect, hit rate increase effect, and casting shortening effect are deactivated. Meanwhile, magic attack power is increased by an additional 15%. 


  *Current Status: Increase magic attack power.] 


  The most important effect of the Fire Dragon Sword was that it could convert physical attack power to fire attribute magic attack power. Grid used the power of the Fire Dragon Sword to replace physical attack power with magic attack power and was more like a magician than a swordsman. 


  The Pinnacle sword dance might only have physical attack power, but Grid inflicted quite a bit of damage on the immortal ghost with pure magic attack power. He also succeeded in lowering the defense of the immortal ghost with the additional effect of Pinnacle. 


  Of course, this was a linked blow. 


  “Flower.” 


  Grid’s only sword dance with magic attack power. 


  [The target has received 3.170,500 damage.] 


  They were beautiful petals that showed more power than Pinnacle. There was a decline in defense and the mark that allowed sword energy to bombard it. The immortal ghost lost its momentum and pulled out a talisman. It was a blue talisman. It was used for running away when disadvantaged. The grandmaster hadn’t known the purpose of the talisman and had let an immortal ghost escape. 


  However, Grid was able to discover the use of the talisman thanks to the grandmaster and he couldn’t miss the immortal ghost. “Transcended Link Flower.” 


  


  


  “......!”


  The immortal ghost couldn’t respond. It was because Shunpo was activated the moment Transcended Link Flower was used. Grid created the petals of sword energy while taking control of the immortal ghost’s rear. 


  “Transcendent, you...!” 


  “Alarm, Magic Missile.” 


  The flashes of light pierced the dark soul again and again and again. The soul abandoned the fake body and tried to flee, but it was swallowed up by Storm of the Fire God used by Grid and was completely destroyed. 


  “...Should I stay here a few more days?” 


  Grid had judged that it wasn’t worth hunting the immortal ghosts because they were classified as normal monsters despite being as strong as yangbans. He needed too much effort to hunt one, but wouldn’t receive a lot of experience in return. He thought that the profit compared to the expenditure wasn’t worth it. He thought it would be much more beneficial to fight the yangbans and gain the breaths of the Four Auspicious Beasts than to fight the immortal ghosts. 


  However, his thoughts changed at this moment. Grid had become stronger and the immortal ghosts were no longer burdensome opponents. 


  “Let’s stay a few more days.” 


  In the end, Grid made up his mind to embark on a fierce hunt before returning. The immortal ghosts rarely dropped items, but they were so strong and special that they gave a lot of experience. He gained a huge 2.1% experience from just killing one... 


  The smile on Grid’s face never disappeared as he stayed at this place that was called the wailing wall by others. 


  *** 


  ‘I’m so excited.’ 


  For the first time in ages, he was immersed in hunting. The high experience meant he could train the Overgeared Skeletons, Noe, and Randy at the same time. Therefore, he could only feel happy.


  ‘I didn’t know so much time had passed.’ 


  He stayed in the reservoir for three days. It turned out to be hard to find the immortal ghosts. Due to the setting of ‘those who failed to become daoist immortals,’ the number was small and the respawn rate was terrible. 


  “I should hurry back before Piaro worries.” 


  He didn’t want to leave because there was no more prey to hunt. It was because he was worried about Piaro. Grid expressed his feelings to Noe and climbed onto Overgeared Corn’s back. All his ‘Transcend’ related skills were on cooldown and he had consumed a lot of stamina. Rather than relying on the uncertain Shunpo when weary, it was much better to use Overgeared Corn as a ride. 


  “Let’s go.” 


  Hihing!


  Overgeared Corn replied energetically. His eyes were curved like crescent moons. Grid, in the form of Irene, brightened his heart. 


  “Ah, that’s right. I don’t need this anymore.” 


  [Berith's Skin Mask has been taken off.] 


  Hihing!


  Overgeared Corn suddenly lost energy and cried out, but Grid ignored it. 


  *** 


  “Ahh! What can I do?” 


  The Xing King had been unable to sleep for three days. The Overgeared Queen should’ve returned in four days at the latest. The Xing King was worried because there had been no news from her. He wondered if she had been abused by the wicked yangbans and bad thoughts kept popping up. It was natural to worry about the well-being of his benefactor. 


  “Gather the soldiers right away.” 


  In the end, the Xing king couldn’t bear it. A tremendous 10,000 soldiers. All the soldiers of the capital were assigned to search for the Overgeared Queen. He intended to find her as soon as possible because the Overgeared Queen could be in a situation where she was severely injured. The soldiers had just received orders to begin their journey when a voice was heard. 


  “Her Majesty hasn’t returned yet?” Piaro returned to the royal palace after being stuck in the walnut forest for over a week. Prior to being a farmer, he was the great general of the Overgeared Kingdom.


  The Xing King and his officials nervously expected the great general to be angry, but unexpectedly, Piaro was calm.


  “I’m looking forward to it.” Rather, Piaro was happy. He was smiling so brightly when there was no news of his queen? 


  ‘Is it a false loyalty?’ 


  The Xing King was having doubts when Piaro spoke meaningful words, “Her Majesty will have become stronger.” 


   “......?”


  The Overgeared Queen left for a short visit to the Hwan Kingdom. She hadn’t left for training purposes. Yet she would become stronger? 


  It happened when the confused Xing King was shaking his head... 


  Clang!


  The teacup in Piaro’s hand shattered. 


  “......?”


  The surprised Xing King looked at Piaro’s hand and his large hand shook. What happened? 


  Chill.


  The Xing King was having doubts when he felt it. He was able to clearly sense the strong since he had seen the yangbans from his childhood. This terrifying energy was gradually getting closer to the great hall. 


  ‘W-Who is it? Who is this monster?’ 


  A monster reminiscent to Garam among the yangbans. The probability of a being with such terrifying energy being human was extremely low. 


  ‘Don’t tell me?’ 


  Had the black tortoise’s protection weakened? Would this kingdom be invaded by the yangbans again? The Xing King was terrified and frustrated. 


  “I greet My Liege!” Just then, Piaro rose from his seat and bowed to the entrance of the great hall. The person who entered was... 


  “It has been a while, Piaro.” 


  It was Overgeared King Grid whom the Xing King had only seen a portrait of. The Xing king was thrilled to see he boasted a far more powerful presence than the Overgeared Queen, who he had thought was the real power of the Overgeared Kingdom. He had seen many people who were worse than the rumors, but it was the first time he saw a person who was more than the rumors.


  6th Anniversary Event Link




  Chapter 1306


  The black tortoise was resurrected and the false myths were removed. The people rejoiced and prayed, and then the god said that he had received help from a human—the Overgeared King, who punished the fake gods that deceived the people and polluted the land. 


  ‘...I thought it was an exaggeration.’ 


  The king of a nation and a warrior—one of the Xing King’s identities was that of a warrior, and the senses he polished for decades were extremely sharp and delicate. Moreover, he witnessed the yangbans since childhood and it was safe to say his ability to sense the strong was at a transcendent level. For example, him...


  ‘It wasn’t an exaggeration. This person... no, he is real.’ 


  He shook the moment he saw Grid. A human being who harmed the yangbans who ruled humanity with natural strength and force... 


  The Xing King discovered that such an unbelievable achievement was actually the truth. “The Overgeared King.” 


  Step.


  The Xing King came down from the throne and approached Grid. He bowed deeply under the attention of his officials and warriors who served him as the supreme one. “It is the highest honor. An infinite honor.” 


  “......!”


  There was a commotion among the officials. The appearance of the golden robe embroidered with the black tortoise being dragged on the ground and crumpled was a sight that the people of Xing couldn’t imagine. 


  “Since Your Majesty resurrected God Black Tortoise, peace and stability was restored to Xing.” 


  No matter if they were a king over 10,000 people or a king over tens of millions of people, they should be equal. Once thinking of their subjects, they shouldn’t regard another king as an elder. The Xing King believed so. He might’ve received great grace from the Overgeared King, but he had no intention of bending down. He didn’t want to undermine the pride of the people and he would repay grace with grace. 


  However, his mind changed the moment he actually met the Overgeared King. They were both kings, but they had a different status. Bowing down to this person wasn’t an act that would shame the people. He didn’t need to feel guilty to the people. This was just pure respect. It was because this was their savior.


  “Raise your head.” 


  The Xing King didn’t know it, but Grid had spent several days with him in the form of Irene, and Grid got a grasp of the Xing King’s personality and essence. He was a man of reason who knew the right path to follow and didn’t forget grace. He strove to be a proud king to the people. Yet such a person was bowing in front of everyone? 


  Grid didn’t want this. It was easy to understand when thinking of it from a different perspective. Would the members of the Overgeared Guild be happy to see Grid kneel to others? It would be hard to tolerate. The more people who believed that Grid was the best, the more people there were aiming at Grid. Grid knew this and hurried to raise the Xing King, but the king didn’t look up. 


  “I am a sinner. Not only was I able to repay my benefactor’s favor, but I also let you worry. I really can’t raise my head.” 


  “Worry?” 


  “The queen... the Overgeared Queen is missing.” 


  “Ah.” Grid’s expression changed and he started sweating. He should’ve used Irene’s face, but his thoughts were lacking, causing the Xing King to be in a dilemma. 


  ‘I made a mistake.’ 


  Grid rebuked himself and coughed a few times. “My wife went home... Hum hum, she went back to our home kingdom.”


  “Is that true? Crossing the Red Sea was impossible until only a few years ago and it definitely isn’t easy...” 


  “One of my friends is a resourceful sage. Thanks to his help, intercontinental travel isn’t very difficult.” 


  “I see...” 


  Calling a servant a friend? 


  ‘I think I know what type of person he is. I also have to imitate it.’ 


  The Xing King smiled happily and never dreamt of the reality of the Overgeared King who used his friend as a movement vehicle. 


  *** 


  ‘Fortunately, Lord resembles Irene.’ 


  After living in Irene’s form for a while, Grid returned to his real form and realized how important a person’s appearance was.


  ‘I don’t think the drinking capacity of most of them is one bottle...’ 


  Every time Grid attended a party or dinner in Irene’s form, all of Xing’s officials would drink at least three bottles of wine. Yet at Grid’s welcoming party today, forget three bottles. Most of the officials couldn’t even drink one bottle. It was like they couldn’t drink. Even the king’s young sons distanced themselves like teenagers in the rebellious period. The guys who kept bothering Irene didn’t give Grid a single glance. 


  “In any case, her appearance is the best.” 


  “……”


  Grid shook his head and Piaro looked at him like it was absurd. 


  ‘You don’t know why the princes of Xing and the officials are so nervous?’ 


  Grid returned after a few days and had become an absolute powerhouse. 


  The previous Grid had shown a great presence as a ‘strong man who is a legend,’ but something was different now—he seemed like a being one couldn’t get close to, no, an untouchable existence, so much so that even Piaro’s feeling of ‘I want to compete and try out my skills’ was suppressed. 


  This feeling was similar to...


  ‘A god.’ 


  No, this was too much even if he looked at his king with blinded eyes. Piaro shook his head with a smile. Then Grid asked him, “Did you find a way to grow the golden walnuts?” 


  “Yes, Your Majesty.” 


  He would still be in the forest researching if he hadn’t found a way. Grid’s face brightened as Piaro told him the good news. 


  “In the future, our people will be able to eat the golden walnuts.” 


  The golden walnuts were a health food before they were an elixir. NPCs that constantly consumed the golden walnuts didn’t only increase their stats. Their health and life expectancy also increased. Piaro honestly confessed to the genuinely pleased Grid, “The Overgeared Kingdom is too hot in the west and too cold in the north. The Yatan Church’s headquarters was located in the far east so the land and air are polluted.” 


  The golden walnuts were sensitive to climate and soil so it was difficult to grow them in large quantities. 


  “The only place in the Overgeared Kingdom where the golden walnuts can be grown is Cokro[1] Island. Even on Cokro Island, it can’t be grown near the dungeon where Hell Gao’s heat remains. It can only be grown in limited areas.” 


  “How many trees can be planted?” 


  Grid asked and Piaro replied immediately. “500 trees.” 


  


  


  “It is still a long way to securing a large amount of golden walnuts...” 


  He saw it when visiting the golden walnut forest that the golden walnuts weren’t grown easily. The number of golden walnuts that could be collected from 100 trees averaged to 10 a year. It was difficult to obtain the golden walnuts even in the Xing Kingdom, the origin of the golden walnuts. Grid tried not to show his disappointment and Piaro smiled at him.


  “Don’t worry too much. I will somehow change the environment in the east of the kingdom so we can plant more golden walnut trees.”


  It didn’t matter if it took years or even decades. His efforts were bound to come to fruition. Grid gained hope from Piaro’s assertion and nodded. 


  “I feel reassured thanks to you. Okay, then let’s go home.” 


  The purpose of visiting the East Continent was achieved. He secured the white phosphorus wood, the method of growing golden walnuts, and formed a blood alliance with Xing. The Xing King even said that he hoped that Grid would treat him as a brother. 


  ‘I really gained a lot.’ 


  In particular, he was lucky to have visited the Hwan Kingdom. Not only did he raise Irene’s deity stat more easily than expected, he also became stronger. He gained a deeper understanding of the worldview and gained a strong ally in the grandmaster. 


  He wanted to see Irene quickly. He wanted to share his joy with Irene, who would be healthy and young. 


  The eager Grid left and the Xing King started to build a new shrine next to the one dedicated to the black tortoise.


  *** 


  Baal’s Contractor—it was the highest level of combat class that inherited some of Pagma’s Swordsmanship due to him being the previous Baal’s Contractor. Additionally, it was the king of the dead with a dominance beyond that of necromancers’. 


  Hidden quests were directly supplied by Baal, the 1st great demon, one of the strongest beings in the world. This meant the growth potential was infinite. If Agnus’ purpose was to be ‘strong’ in itself, then the player in the highest position would naturally be Agnus. 


  It had to be so. The role of Baal’s Contractor was that of a pure villain. Baal’s Contractor was alone against the world, so it was designed to slaughter hundreds or thousands of people alone. The growth rate was so fast that it was normal to be reborn before the Sword Saint’s ‘heart’ had revealed its true potential. One of the events of the National Competition, the ‘Demon King’s Subjugation’ was actually based on one of the aspects that Agnus should’ve shown on the main server. 


  “This is why Grid looks like Baal’s Contractor.” 


  The S.A Group sighed deeply when Grid visited the Hwan Kingdom and they saw his rapid growth. They weren’t objecting to the fact that Grid had become stronger. They were dissatisfied that Agnus hadn’t fully blossomed his class’s potential while Grid transcended the limits of his class several times and became an unrivaled existence. 


  Agnus had actually lost to Jishuka. Agnus should’ve smashed the Cho Kingdom and Jishuka, yet he was defeated. This was a great shock to the S.A Group. At this rate, the intention behind creating the Baal’s Contractor class would be lost. Thus, they were worried about the future of the game. 


  “Due to Agnus, several episodes weren’t born and the Yatan Church is on the verge of destruction. The operations and development teams predict that the crisis will only be resolved if Baal accepts a new contractor.” 


  “That would be best. Didn’t Agnus turn down most of Baal’s quests in the first place? That’s why his assimilation rate is low and there isn’t much power when possessing the body. I think Baal would also be dissatisfied with Agnus.” 


  “...Yet surprisingly, Baal likes Agnus.” 


  “He likes a disobedient person who doesn’t listen?” 


  “It is because it is all a joke to Baal. He is having fun watching Agnus’ choices and actions.” 


  “What does that mean...? Then he won’t pick a new Baal’s Contractor?” 


  “At this moment, Baal doesn’t want to.” 


  “……”


  The meeting room was filled with a sorrowful atmosphere. They were worried that if the ‘legend attack strategy’ recently discovered by some high rankers were known to the world, then Agnus would become a punching bag for others. 


  In the early days of Satisfy, Agnus was filled with pure malice and carried out reckless PK, igniting the resentment of many people. If Agnus really became a punching bag then Baal’s Contractor might not be able to recover. 


  In the midst of the worries, Yoon Sangmin opened his mouth, “The reason Agnus hasn’t grown is that first, he didn’t communicate with Baal. Second, he wasn’t obsessed with leveling. Third, he didn’t avoid death. He played the game very roughly. That’s it.” 


  In particular, he used his deceased creation skill in such an absurd manner. Agnus wasn’t interested in the game despite being a top ranked player. 


  “However, I think it will be different in the future.” 


  Director Yoon Sangmin’s mouth curved up in a smile as he brought up the holographic report that had just arrived from the head of the operations team. “There is a record that Agnus fled as soon as he confirmed that his health was getting dangerous during battle.” 


  “......!!”


  Anyone who felt danger of death during battle was bound to escape. Running away was the right answer. The penalty that occurred due to death was ‘a loss of a huge amount of time.’ Everyone was afraid of death because the experience they spent days accumulating was lost in a moment. 


  Agnus responded in the same way. This was great evidence that Agnus had decided to focus on the game. 


  “I’m sure he will start interacting with Baal soon. I’m already looking forward to the new deceased that Agnus will create.” 


  He might be threatened by the strongest in an individual battle, but he was invincible in a war. This was Baal’s Contractor. If Baal’s Contractor had done his job well in the first place, the Yatan Church wouldn’t be at risk of destruction. As long as Agnus was in good spirits, the balance would surely be maintained. 


  The faces of the S.A Group executives brightened. 


  On the other hand, Chairman Lim Cheolho, who had been silent throughout the meeting, still had a dark expression on his face. 


  ‘Now there is only one left.’ 


  Sword Saint—it was a class that had a slow growth rate and relied heavily on Formless Will. It was the class that was most affected by talent because the player needed to create combat skills themselves. The difficulty of growth was very high, but the potential was the best. Therefore, Chairman Lim Cheolho had felt great joy and anticipation when Kraugel became the Sword Saint. 


  However, Kraugel’s recent appearance shattered Chairman Lim Cheolho’s expectations. There was no ranker who wasn’t stubborn, but talking about ‘my own swordsmanship’ and ignoring the secret techniques of the former Sword Saints... 


  At this point, it wasn’t stubbornness. It was ego. 


  ‘Even that Agnus has changed. Now it is time for you to give up your ego too.’


  This was what Chairman Lim Cheolho wanted. 


  “……”


  In the video, Kraugel once again didn’t learn the new secret technique of Muller that he acquired. The executives seemed to expect it and didn’t show any interest in Kraugel. Chairman Lim Cheolho sighed. However, even Chairman Lim Cheolho couldn’t imagine it. 


  The fact that Kraugel’s actions were scratching at Biban’s pride.


  [1] I will be changing Cork Island to Cokro Island to more accurately reflect the romanization)
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  Duguen!


  ‘Irene!’ 


  Duguen!


  ‘Irene! Irene! Irene!’ 


  Grid’s heart was exploding as he ran to the palace. The image of Irene in a pure white wedding dress was fluttering before his eyes. He imagined how happy Irene would be to regain her youth and tears filled his eyes. 


  “Wife!” 


  He even used Shunpo because he wanted to quickly see Irene’s smiling face. Grid arrived at the palace without the knights knowing it and opened the door to Irene’s bedroom. 


  “Wife...?” Grid was baffled. Irene was sitting in front of the mirror with her head lowered. She seemed to be crying. 


  “Y-Your Majesty? You’re back.” Irene belatedly noticed Grid’s arrival and rose from her seat in a startled manner. Her long silver hair was covering her small face. 


  Grid wondered, “Are you crying? What happened?” 


  Irene didn’t raise her head to the end and Grid was filled with an unknown anxiety as he reached out to her. However, Irene avoided his touch. 


  “What is it? Why aren’t you showing your face?” 


  Perhaps... had something gone wrong? All sorts of sinister thoughts struck Grid. 


  “I... I...” Irene’s trembling voice was heard in the heavy air. She raised her head with difficulty and her face was just as young and beautiful as the day when she first met Grid. The small wrinkles around her eyes and mouth had disappeared without a trace and the slightly dry skin gradually became shiny. Only the eyes that were deep from the passage of time were the same. 


  It was fortunate. Fortunately, there was no problem. Rather, his wish was fulfilled. Grid was happy after feeling that he had lost 10 years. Then Irene’s trembling voice penetrated him. 


  “My face changed like this one overnight. I... am I a monster?” 


  “......!!”


  Grid belatedly realized why Irene was terrified. The unexpected reaction caused Grid to hug Irene’s small body. 


  “You aren’t a monster or a freak. Rejuvenation is a blessing to rejoice about. Why are you worried?” 


  "...Your Majesty, do you know what happened?”


   “That...” 


  Grid started to explain. First of all, he talked about the concept of divinity and proudly laid out the saga of how he tried to build up Irene’s divinity. Irene listened silently and her expression gradually darkened. Intense emotions were swirling around in her deep eyes. 


  “Wife?” Grid had thought Irene would be happy so he was flustered when she showed a different expression. 


  Irene’s tightly closed lips slowly opened, “How... how can you do this without saying anything to me...?” 


  “It was a surprise event in the hope that your joy would double...”


  “Please leave.” 


  “Huh?” 


  “I want to be alone.” 


  “W-Wife?” 


  Irene didn’t do any special training. She might’ve gained divinity, but her physical abilities were only slightly better than ordinary people. However, Grid couldn’t remove her small hands. He was pushed out of the room and stared blankly at the firmly closed door. 


  “W-What is this?” 


  *** 


  “Why are the two people who are so in love...”


  “The queen is probably dissatisfied due to His Majesty’s frequent outings.” 


  Rumors started to circulate around the royal palace about the relationship between Grid and Irene. In the three days after Grid returned, Irene hadn’t gone out and they had separate meals. Therefore, there must be a problem between the two people. 


  “Your Majesty.”


  “……” 


  “Your Majesty!” 


  “Uh, yes?” 


  Like a soulless doll, Grid turned his head to the side as he ate. He could see Lauel’s glaring eyes. 


  “When did you arrive?” 


  “I have been standing beside you for a while. How long are you going to lose your soul?” 


  Grid never wasted time. Every day, he worked hard blacksmithing or hunting. Then he came back and took care of the king’s duties while his stamina was recovering. He didn’t even set aside time for meals unless he had an appointment with Irene or Lord. Such a man had wandered the palace without doing anything for three days. Not only did he stay away from the smithy and hunting grounds, he seemed to have erased from his memory the habit of making underwear.


  “It is a pity that someone who knows better than anyone that time is more valuable than gold is wasting this time. Even Prince Lord is unable to concentrate on classes these days because he is worried about Your Majesty.” 


  “Irene? Is Irene worried?” 


  “I couldn’t meet her because she didn’t give me permission... maybe she is worried?” 


  “Hah...” 


  “Stop sighing. The people are agitated.” 


  “Why... why is Irene angry?” 


  Lauel was the number one contributor for the current Overgeared Kingdom. He was considered one of the best geniuses in the world. Grid hoped that Lauel could analyze and resolve the situation. However, Lauel didn’t know a woman’s heart. He had a genius brain and a handsome appearance, but he devoted himself to Satisfy all day. There was no time for love and no opportunity to learn about the hearts of women. However, Lauel was the author of the ‘Female NPCs Strategy’ and he was always confident. 


  “The reason why she is angry is simple.” 


  He might’ve never been in a relationship, but there was nothing in the world that he didn’t know... 


  Lauel analyzed Irene’s psychological state. “I heard Your Majesty played freely in the form of Queen Irene? From the perspective of the queen, would you feel good if the people of the East Continent remembers you as a violent, macho girl? Huh? You messed up the image of a noble person whose hobby is poetry and flower arrangements... Sigh.” 


  


  


  “That’s it!” Grid gained great enlightenment and rose from his seat. He ignored the order to stay away and ran to Irene’s palace, pulling out Berith’s Skin Mask. 


  “I’ll go back to the East Continent! I will travel to the East Continent with this beautiful image and spread the word of how feminine and lovely you are...” 


  The excited Grid abruptly shut his mouth. Irene’s cold gaze made him realize that he had misunderstood the point. 


  *** 


  “Sigh...”


  Shin Youngwoo logged out and sighed. He felt depressed. His excitement of sharing happiness with Irene, who regained her youth, had changed to depression and frustration. 


  “I have no appetite...” 


  What had gone wrong? Youngwoo ignored the signals from his empty stomach as he changed his clothes and moved to the underground parking lot. He had an important schedule for today. 


  Yura’s grandfather—Youngwoo was invited to the birthday feast for Chairman Lee Jinmyung. He didn’t have time to enjoy the party, but he had to go because it had been set a month ago. 


  “Irene...” 


  He had wanted to see a smiling face. It was a pity that he couldn’t see it in the end. He felt sorry that he couldn’t comfort her because he didn’t know why she was angry. 


  “Ireeeeene!” 


  The moment Youngwoo entered the highway, he stepped on the accelerator strongly and his car Thirteen let out loud exhaust sounds. It seemed to be trying to comfort Youngwoo’s heart. 


  *** 


  “I’ve heard the news. You look very depressed.” 


  Before attending the party, Youngwoo first met Yura and visited a department store in order to prepare a gift for Chairman Lee Jinmyung. 


  “Irene... Irene won’t come out from her palace.” 


  Youngwoo usually didn’t bring up Irene in front of Yura. At the very least, he showed a minimum of care, but today was an exception—he was so worried about Irene that he asked Yura for advice, “I’ve worked hard to build up Irene’s divinity and restore her youth. What is the problem? Why is she angry rather than rejoicing?” 


  Chairman Lee Jinmyung’s taste was surprisingly very common, thus Yura chose a tie pin from a domestic brand rather than a luxury brand, and while matching it against Youngwoo, she replied, “Miss Irene has been preparing her heart for a long time.” 


  “Preparing her heart?”


  “She was ready to leave alone.” 


  “……”


  “She would’ve felt lonely and scared for a long time.”


  Youngwoo vaguely knew this. Irene felt loneliness and fear every time she saw herself growing old alone. It was why he pushed for this. It was to not let her leave alone. It was with the hope that she would grow old with him.


  “Miss Irene would’ve been sad, but she is strong. She vowed to show you a smile on the day she left alone.” 


  “……”


  “Yet that determination became useless when she regained her youthfulness. It came one day without any notice. Perhaps she is confused? She is happy, but she feels that she is a fool. She wishes you had consulted with her in advance.” 


  “Ah...” Youngwoo finally grasped the problem. He gritted his teeth as he realized he had been lacking in consideration. 


  They finished shopping and returned to the car. Then Yura reached out to him who had been rebuking himself. There was a piece of chocolate she bought a while ago in her thin, white hand. “Would you like one?” 


  “Yes...”


  The worry that lasted for a few days disappeared with this care. Youngwoo accepted the chocolate and saw that in the rearview mirror, his forehead had wrinkles.


  “......!” 


  Just then, Yura grabbed Youngwoo’s hand and held it tightly. Her hand was warm and soft. Yura smiled at the flustered Youngwoo. “Irene’s confusion will end. She will soon understand and appreciate your heart and will be filled with happiness. So stop worrying and wait for her to clear her mind. Now, smile.” 


  “...Thank you.” 


  When did it start? Every time they rode a car together, Yura’s left hand was always holding his hand. Youngwoo finally regained his smile after several days. 


  *** 


  Red Sage Haster—a person with a unique class, and one of the Five Miracles. He had never missed being first place in any game and his goal was naturally to become the supreme one. He dreamed that he would one day catch up with Grid... 


  “Okay, it is certain with this.” 


  “Cough!Cough!”


  He was defeated in a battle with 10 normal class players. His dying face was crushed and the faces of the high rankers were filled with joy. 


  “The gap between players will be narrowed. Chairman Lim Cheolho’s words are true.” 


  The resistance to abnormal statuses wasn’t invincible. The proof was that Haster, who resisted several abnormal statuses like any unique class player, was currently under their feet. There was clearly a way to target the abnormal status resistance and they had identified it. 


  “The next prey is... Yura will be the most suitable.” 


  The high rankers laughed as Haster turned to gray ash. Their aim was the practice of justice. Their goal was to create a fair gaming society by successively defeating the minority who were lucky enough to gain hidden classes and reigned over them. 


  “Let’s shoot a video of hunting Yura and spread the legend attack strategy around the world. That is our duty.” 


  Games were made to be enjoyed. It was a law that everyone should be equal. They must not allow a small number of people to have privileges. Wasn’t the tyranny of the few whale gamers the reason why the former mobile gaming industry declined? 


  “We will lead Satisfy in the right direction.” 


  “For the majority!” 


  “For the majority!”


  Three weeks down and approximately a month to go until the final submission date on the 15th November. There are multiple character fanart and fanfiction entries, but only one scene fanart so far. More entries can always be used or the prizes will go to waste! 


  6th Anniversary Event Link




  Chapter 1308


  The rating of someone’s class wasn’t a measure of their strength—this notion held true just a few years ago. There was no formula that someone with a hidden class was stronger than someone with a normal class. Kraugel had a normal class when he overpowered Grid in the 2nd National Competition, and he reigned with a normal class for years.Faker, who wiped out the Ice Flower Guild, also had a normal class. 


  Pon, Vantner, Regas, Peak Sword, and Zednos in the Overgeared Guild all had normal classes. Among the top 10 in the unified rankings, the only one with a hidden class was Agnus. 


  That’s right—originally, the most important concept in Satisfy was control, not class. Satisfy was the game that people confident in their control hoped for. However, the game had long since changed. Was it because Grid’s items had developed? No, this wasn’t the fundamental problem. 


  The reason that the gap between normal and hidden classes was difficult to overcome with control was due the diversity of abnormal statuses skills. Think of the early days of Satisfy—at most, people possessed two or three skills that caused abnormal statuses, and ‘stun’ was the most powerful one. Over time, there was the third class advancement and more hidden classes were obtained. The type and number of skills that caused abnormal statuses increased significantly. There were too many risks to be considered in battle. 


  In the early days, a ranker with a normal class didn’t have a problem in PvP because they just had to increase their stun resistance and fear resistance. However, now they had to pay attention to at least 10 different types of resistances. On the other hand, a ranker with a hidden class could resist some status abnormalities, while a ranker with a legendary class, the highest rated hidden class, could resist all status abnormalities and they had few factors to worry about. 


  A high ranker might’ve achieved their third class advancement and achieved explosive growth, narrowing the gap with those who had a hidden class in terms of stats, but their PvP performance was on the decline. A ranker with a normal class had to invest money in status resistance while a ranker with a hidden class saved their money and invested it in other things. Therefore, it was natural for the rankers with a hidden class to take the lead. 


  In other words, it became a fucking game of abnormal statuses. 


  ‘Now there is a chance.’


  The high rankers with a normal class had completed their third class advancement and adapted perfectly to their new strengths. In the current world of abnormal status conditions, they weren’t easily incapacitated because they made sufficient preparations. 


  Then what about the ones with a hidden class? They had resisted abnormal statuses for months or even years, and naturally developed a bad habit. They allowed themselves to be hit by skills that caused abnormal statuses without being vigilant. They learned it was more efficient to destroy the target by quickly attacking, rather than paying attention to pointless attacks being thrown at them. 


  Halle smiled as he recalled the expressions they all showed when their resistance was neutralized. 


  ‘These guys need to know. The reason they have reigned isn’t because they are great. It is just that the privileges they received were great.’ 


  Halle distrusted the concept of effort. He hated humans who placed the word ‘effort’ in their mouths. Business, sports, studying, etc. The best people in each field didn’t reach their current position because of their effort, but instead it was because of their talent and luck. It was proof that effort wasn’t exclusive to the best. 


  Were there any high rankers who put in less effort than the old Kraugel or the current Grid? Of course not. All the high rankers worked hard in the same way. All the rankers reduced their eating and sleeping time, only focusing on the game. They also researched the game in their everyday life. 


  However, Halle was limited to being stuck at 54th place on the unified rankings, and there were many people who were worse than Halle. It meant the value of their effort was different. The value of someone’s effort was determined by their talent and luck. 


  These were Halle’s thoughts. 


  The high rankers were just lucky to have better talent than other people, and among them, those who changed to a hidden class just had better luck. The world who treated them as heroes was just ignorant and pitiful. 


  ‘They don’t know these people are a plague draining the life of the game.’ 


  Halle bet everything on Satisfy. The ruin of Satisfy was nothing more than the ruin of his own life.


  ‘I can’t let those who believe in innate luck ruin the balance that is controlling my life.’ 


  Morale would gradually become worse due to the people with a hidden class. All players would soon feel the deprivation that only high rankers felt and from then on, Satisty’s popularity would decline. Halle wanted to save Satisfy before that happened. He would fully target the players who had a hidden class, and spread the word to the world. He would stop the small number of people with a hidden class from reigning. 


  A notification window popped up in front of Halle as he strengthened his motivation. 


  [You have entered the territory of the Overgeared KIngdom.] 


  [The heat of the desert has increased fatigue.] 


  At the same time, the coachman spoke. “This is Reidan.” 


  "Yes, please work hard until the end.” 


  “I will serve you well.” 


  A carriage pulled by camels. It was a surprisingly good ride. 


  Halle turned his attention back to the window and one of his party members asked him, “Will Yura really come to Reidan?” 


  Yura was known to spend most of her time in hell. It was because the class called Demon Slayer exerted its real power in hell. In the human world, she was weaker than other legendary classes. For this reason, Yura became a target. Unlike Jishuka, who only became a legend recently, Yura was a better hunting target. 


  “She will definitely come because it is the day of Nyangmong’s Festival.” 


  Nyangmong, an ID that was created by mixing a cat’s crying and a dog’s barking, was an ID that would make people feel that a child could do better. However, no one in the world would laugh at Nyangmong. Pet Master—he had a unique class and he was one of the backbone of the Overgeared Kingdom. He was able to establish friendly relations with all types of wild animals and monsters so thousands of people in the Overgeared Kingdom could safely travel through the rivers and mountains for economic activities. Additionally, the Wyvern Group that the Overgeared Kingdom started to operate on a trial basis a few months ago was created by Nyangmong. 


  “The festival has been held twice a year since Nyangmong has become the representative of the lord.” 


  The name of the festival was Nyangmong’s Festival and it was a festival where hundreds of animals and monsters marched through the city. It was very popular around the world because it was spectacular to see animals and monsters together in a procession without distinguishing between herbivores and carnivores. The number of players visiting Reidan increased by 2000% during the festival and it could be inferred that the economic value was great. 


  “Nyangmong’s Festival has become an important festival for the Overgeared Kingdom. They have to pay attention to the security, so Yura attends every festival.” 


  “You mean that the legendary class Yura is used as an escort? That is a real luxury.” 


  “Luxury? Is that true? In fact, Nyangmong’s Festival is more of a military parade than a festival.”


  “Military parade?” 


  “It is a military parade that shows one hidden class player can exert influence over hundreds of animals and monsters, which can serve as an army. It is a much more important festival than what is known on the surface so it isn’t a luxury to attach Yura as an escort.” 


  “......!”


  “Hidden class... it is poison! It is a lump of cancer that must be cut out for the peace of the world!” 


  “For the majority!” 


  “For the majority!” 


  Halle’s associates realized that there were two targets today, not one. 


  


  


  *** 


  “Oh my, you’re beautiful. I don’t know who your parents are, but they have given you so much love.” 


  Nyangmong had heart-shaped eyes as he touched and hugged the stray cats and dogs gathered for today’s event. It took him a lot of time to show affection to hundreds of animals one by one, but it wasn’t a problem. This was why he set the festival time to the afternoon in the first place! 


  “Our reliable worms and bull uncles have arrived.” 


  He stroked the back of the giant worms that rose from the ground and surprised the soldiers. Additionally, he took off the fedora he was wearing and placed it on a minotaur’s head. 


  “Hahaha, now you are a gentleman.” 


  Grrung!Grrrung!


  A light flashed in the red eyes of the minotaur wearing the hat and it snorted. It looked happy. 


  The knights looked dazed because they couldn’t adjust to the atmosphere. Nyangmong asked them, “Is the street control going well?” 


  “Yes! We have thoroughly deployed soldiers to ensure the safety of the people and tourists aren’t affected!” 


  “What about the arrangement of food and snacks?”


  “Yes! All the streets are full of food so that the cats and dogs can eat anytime and anywhere!” 


  “You’ve worked hard. Always pay close attention to the animals... take responsibility for the safety of the animals and people.” 


  “Yes! Leave it to us! We will carry out the order in the name of Nyangmong!” 


  In fact, Reidan’s knights and soldiers had been confused. Nyangmong was appointed as the lord’s representative soon after Zednos was appointed the new lord. However, he was neither a military officer nor a civil officer. He was just an animal loving person who cherished the street cats that harassed the merchants and the wild dogs that made children pee. They wondered if it was okay for such a person to become the lord’s representative. They questioned the choice of Prime Minister Lauel for the first time. 


  However, the current Reidan had made great strides. The street cats helped merchants transport fish and the wild dogs protected children from monsters. The giant worms who drove the soldiers into a desperate corner due to their ferociousness became docile and the guardians of the desert. Economic activity increased as people were able to move freely around territories. 


  The peak of it was Nyangmong’s Festival The people were happy as they greeted the tourists who flocked to the festivities held twice per year—once in spring, and another in autumn. 


  ‘The lord of Reidan has been great from generation to generation!’ 


  Reidan was called the second capital of the Overgeared Kingdom and the pride of the people of Reidan was great. The genealogy that went from Grid to Chris, Zednos, and Nyangmong made the people’s pride even stronger. Enthusiastic knights and soldiers scattered to their respective locations to fulfill their mission while Nyangmong took care of the animals until the time for the festival arrived.


  “Now, kids, let’s go for a walk.” 


  He wanted to let the whole world know these kids’ beautiful and adorable appearance. He wanted everyone in the world to love these kids. Nyangmong fully combed the fur of the cats and dogs and opened the gates of the lord’s castle. 


  “Avoid... Keuk!” 


  Flop!


  Just then, the soldiers guarding outside the gates coughed up blood and collapsed. 


  ‘An intruder?’ 


  They were caught off guard. The intruders took advantage of the knights and soldiers being distributed throughout the city and found it easy to break into the castle. Nyangmong’s expression stiffened as an unidentified person appeared in front of him. 


  “I don’t see Yura. It seems long-term peace has made even the Overgeared Guild careless.”


  Nyangmong gulped and asked, “Who are you?” 


  The intruder replied, “Those who have gathered their will to pull down the minority for the majority. We are revolutionaries.” 


  “Terrorists.” 


  “...Aren’t the giant worms and minotaurs participating in the procession? They can’t protect you. Now die for the cause.” 


  Halle kicked off from the ground and aimed a kick at Nyangmong’s face. He would deal one hit first and then do a spinning back kick to hit the abdomen. However, Nyangmong unexpectedly avoided his attack despite Nyangmong himself being known for having no combat ability. It was also in a breathtaking manner. 


  ‘He isn’t very fast, but what are these reflexes?’ 


  Nyangmong stared at the surprised Halle. 


  “I am the butler of 13 cats. Do you think a surprise attack from you will work when I have been training and dealing with the attacks of masters coming at me in the dark every day?” 


  “You are really talking bullshit like a dog. It doesn’t matter if you die early or late. You will still die.” 


  Halle released a fierce pressure—it was the pressure of an Asura, the third advancement class that only three people had acquired since Regas, and a class whose difficulty to acquire was classified as atrocious. 


  “A-Avoid it!” 


  The frightened Nyangmong scattered the cats and dogs by throwing food everywhere. 


  “Lightning Fist.” 


  Halle’s fist shot forward like a beam of light and pierced Nyangmong’s chest.
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  Lightning Fist was the hallmark of an Asura. It was just a straight punch, but it suppressed the other person’s reaction because it was too fast. Since it was fast, it boasted a high hit rate and power. It was a very suitable skill to use to electrocute the target and make a combo. Yet— 


  “......?” 


  Nyangmong barely avoided it. 


  “Phew, it was scary.” 


  The defense of the armor made of pairu cloth was broken as the armor was torn. Nyangmong saved his life by avoiding the full power of Lightning Fist with one step and sighed with relief. This entered Halle’s eyes and he declared, “You are really born with good luck.” 


   The characteristic of a monster tamer class was brainwashing monsters and using them as the monster tamer’s limbs. His physical ability had to be weak because he invested his stat points in leadership and charm. The only reason Halle could come up with for how Nyangmong managed to avoid Lightning Fist, one of the killing moves of an Asura, was that it was pure luck. 


  ‘Genius.’


  It was the innate luck born with those who had the devil’s talent. Nyangmong got a hidden class with this talent, so his future was obvious. He would become strong and mighty, and would later become one of the minority who suppressed the majority. 


  “You are a plague on games.” 


  Dark magic rose like a haze around Halle’s glaring eyes. It was a mixture of lightning and demonic energy. It was the moment when an Asura opened his eyes. He spread out at all angles like lightning. Halle’s hands and feet left an afterglow everywhere they moved and it looked like there were dozens of them. It was like he was the ghost of ghosts. Every place his hands moved, walls were smashed and the atmosphere was torn apart. The entire area was destroyed in an instant. 


  However, his target stood still. Even if Nyangmong allowed big hits, he didn’t allow the linked combo and managed to survive in a tattered manner. 


  ‘Even Nyangmong is at this level?’ 


  Halle marveled at it. In the scenario he wrote this time, Nyangmong was just an extra. He was an opponent who could be overpower by pure skills without any need for the legend attack strategy. 


  Nyangmong’s ranking was normal, and he had no stories told about him. He might have several famous anecdotes such as strengthening the cavalry of the Overgeared Kingdom, or suppressing monster aggression, but these things were far from combat. 


  Even so, he was a genius among geniuses who knew how to use ‘prediction.’ He predicted the attack one step in advance and minimized damage. It was purely talent that filled in the gaps in his physical abilities. 


  “Seeing ahead and avoiding it in advance. It is a talent that only a handful of high rankers have,” Halle murmured. 


  “Talent? It isn’t that big. It is just an ability I’ve gained from struggling.” 


  “Struggling...? Hahahahat! You are actually going to talk about effort?!” 


  The act of wrapping up innate talent as effort was one of the most disgusting things in the world. Halle, who had risen like a flash of lightning, lowered his body. In Nyangmong’s eyes, he seemed to have disappeared. Halle swung his leg sideways on the ground and struck Nyangmong’s shin. Then he raised his hands and hit Nyangmong’s back. Nyangmong’s jaw was smashed next. Halle rotated and aimed a kick at Nyangmong’s face. However, Nyangmong had already crossed his arms and blocked it within a single gap. 


  “You are really a genius...” Halle had been going to finish it this time, but he failed again. 


  As Halle frowned, Nyangmong lowered his arms and spoke, “Gasp... Gasp... Cats are beasts. They are ferocious predators who can’t suppress the hunting instincts imprinted on their genes. Butlers who raise cats are attacked by cats several times a day.” 


  “......?”


  “There are tens of thousands of butlers injured or suffering from waist sprains every year trying to avoid the cats flying up to hang onto their thighs, the cats that approach unnoticed and stick out their bellies, or the cat lying on the cat tower and suddenly hitting them with a paw.” 


  “Is this true?” 


  “It is true in my mind, and it is highly credible. A writer I know was injured when he fell asleep in the library and an encyclopedia dropped by a cat hit his forehead. His forehead and eyes were swollen and he couldn’t meet his deadline that day.” 


  “......??” 


  “I have a lot of experiences as well. The first time I served a cat as a child, I gained injuries and the scars have remained on my body for decades, starting with spraining my ankle trying to avoid stepping on a cat that suddenly approached me.” 


  “What are you trying to say?”


  “I had no choice but to try and survive. I desperately analyzed the instincts and behavior of the cats. It is to predict and block risks in advance.” 


  “......!”


  “Do you understand? I’m not a genius. The reason I’m able to last this long against a strong person like you is purely the result of hard work.” 


  At the same time, a hole pierced Halle’s shoulder. Halle reflexively drank a potion and hid behind a wall. He turned his gaze in the direction the bullet was fired from and saw a black-haired woman standing on a spire. 


  ‘Yura!’ 


  “I’m a bit late. Nyangmong, is the festival already over?” 


  “No, we haven’t even started yet.” 


  “I’m glad.” 


  Yura didn’t attend Nyangmong’s Festival because of escort duties or anything similar. It was just a private visit to see and heal from the procession of cute cats and dogs. Unfortunately, today’s festival overlapped with her grandfather’s birthday. She was glad that she wasn’t too late. Should she thank the attackers? 


  ‘Well, I’m not thankful.’ 


  Tatang!Tatang!Tatang!


  Continuous fire. The magic bullets flew in a spirit and smashed a hole in the wall where Halle was hiding. 


  “Keuk!”


  His trusty cover disappeared and Halle lost the chance to bandage his wounds. He immediately started running along the walls. It was a measure to counterattack the moment Yura lost his position when hiding behind the walls. However—


  “...?” 


  Did she have the ability to see through things? Despite his concealment, Yura’s bullets continued to precisely aim at Halle. 


  ‘There is a helper. Is it a pet?’ 


  Halle noticed there was a third party acting as Yura’s eyes and suddenly looked up. Then he was overwhelmed. 


  [Light Elemental King] 


  Was it modeled after a goddess? A beautiful, shining being looked down on him with a serene gaze. 


  ‘She pulled out the joker card from the beginning? Aren’t there restrictions on the summoning?’ 


  The elemental king was a being that dominated the elemental world. They were presumed to be in a restricted state due to signing a contract with a player, but it was basically an existence on the same level as a great demon. Halle believed there were some penalties that made them burdensome to be summoned. Now it didn’t seem to be the case and Halle’s anger boiled over. 


  ‘The strong monopolizes everything! Is this really right?!!’


  Did it make sense to have a structure that allowed those who were already dominating to swallow up the good things while not giving the ordinary people and the weak people a chance to catch up? Halle was frustrated by the incompetence of the management. 


  “Start!” 


  The members of the Revolutionaries, who had dispersed during Halle’s fight with Nyangmong, instantly gathered together. They all prepared different spells and skills that they were aimed at Yura, who was on the spire. Most of them were techniques that focused on dealing abnormal statuses rather than damage. 


  Yura would take it for granted that she would ignore these abnormal statuses and wouldn’t be wary of their attacks. Halle reconfirmed that the video recording mode was on and working properly. Then he jumped while ignoring the sword of light wielded by the elemental king. 


  Halle’s right arm was cut off by the sword of light. Even so, he still had two legs and his left arm remaining. He used the footwork of an Asura to jump through the air several times, and as he blocked the incoming bullets with a lightning barrier, he shouted, “Now!” 


  All types of skills and spells poured toward Yura. In the dust raised by the explosion of the collapsed spire, Halle smiled as he imagined her flustered expression. 


  


  


  “Sleeping Angle!” 


  Sleeping Angle was a must-learn skill for an Asura at level 330. The heel kick caused the target to be stiff for a minimum of 0.5 seconds and a maximum of 2 seconds. For an Asura, 0.5 seconds was enough time to use as a springboard for 10, 20, or even 30 combos... 


  “?!” 


  Halle didn’t know how many times he had been surprised today. His face distorted. All of the attacks linked to Sleeping Angle were blocked by something. 


  ‘She wasn’t stunned?’ 


  Yura emerged from the dust and spoke with an expressionless face, “I don’t understand. What benefits will you get from touching the Overgeared Kingdom?” 


  Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom had already shown it several times. Those who inflicted harm on the Overgeared Kingdom couldn’t live. Immortal was uprooted and annihilated. Veradin, the real leader of Immortal, had been evaluated as a promising player for the next generation, yet he disappeared without a trace after becoming the target of the Overgeared Guild. 


  Objectively, the Overgeared Guild was a really scary force. Dozens of people who could form a group alone were all serving with one heart under Grid. They gathered together and it could be confirmed that they were the strongest group in the world.


  “That’s right, you will have to quit the game if you go on like this,” Nyangmong said with a sigh as he recovered after Yura’s arrival. 


  Halle ignored Nyangmong. No, strictly speaking, he couldn’t afford to worry about Nyangmong. He saw Yura’s magic gun, which was used as a shield to stop his attack, was emitting smoke from the muzzle and he identified the situation.


  “You fired a barrage of magic bullets to block the attacks?” 


  “Your eyes are pretty good.”


  "Why did you stop it? The attacks of my teammates shouldn’t be a threat to you?” 


  “It is because they aren’t threatening that I thought it was risky.” 


  “You looked ahead. However, what if we deliberately induced you to predict this?” 


  “It is meaningless even if you can predict the future further than me.” Yura’s magic gun changed its form to that of a sword. “I have the power to turn all your ploys meaningless.”


   ‘She truly is strong.’ 


  She was also well-versed in swordsmanship. It was unbelievable that she was originally a black magician. Was this the lucky power of talent? Halle barely escaped from a threatening stab and stepped back. “Demon Slayer Yura... we thought you were the only legend we could hunt at this point, but it isn’t the case.” 


  “Isn’t there Jishuka?” 


  This was the proud ice princess, right? Halle smiled at Yura who became angry for some reason. “It doesn’t make sense to hunt someone whose level has just reset.” 


  It was only by hunting the ‘strongest’ that the power of the legend attack strategy would be transmitted to the public. However, there were no easy things in the world. Halle sighed and took a fighting posture. He might’ve lost an arm, but the sharp aura he gave off was impressive. Regas should’ve been at this level half a year ago. Halle was a great talent and Yura naturally appreciated it. 


  “Let’s fight happily if I’m going to die anyway.” 


  Yura warned him, “Accepting death doesn’t mean that the latter things will disappear. Today’s event will surely enter Grid’s ears and Grid won’t forgive you.” 


  Grid never forgave enemies who inflicted harm to his colleagues. It wasn’t a metaphorical expression. He would really pursue them to hell and back. 


  Halle shrugged. “I know. I was prepared for it.” 


  “It seems you don’t have any nostalgia for Satisfy.” 


  "No, it is because there is nostalgia that I am taking the risk. It is for the future of Satisfy.”


  “……” 


  It was a belief held by a person who carelessly harmed others. It was clear that he wouldn’t listen to her words and would mark it as sophistry. Yura changed the form of the magic engineering bayonet back to a pistol. The opponent was a fighter. She planned to suppress his agility and dominate the battle using rapid firing. 


  Halle raised his lightning and demonic energy to the maximum, bent his knees, and took a dashing posture. He opened his mouth, “You might believe that the Overgeared Kingdom rules this world, but it isn’t true.” 


  It was clear that the Overgeared Kingdom was the strongest single force. It was also true that Grid was the strongest and that the Overgeared Kingdom was swallowing up the West Continent under the protection of the empire. However, the number of players was over two billion. It was terrible arrogance to believe that all of them were afraid of Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom. 


  “You should know that the large companies and families in the world have already organized private soldiers, right? You are the granddaughter of the Daejin Group, after all.” 


  It was impossible that she didn’t know. Existences who were commonly called the sword of the family—shortly after Satisfy opened, leading companies and families who smelled money had already nurtured private soldiers for their own interests. Yura knew that many of the renowned high rankers and unofficial rankers who were still unknown were actually soldiers raised by a company, family, or even country. It was because her grandfather was also raising such soldiers. 


  Halle opened his mouth. “Rothschild.” 


  “......!”


  “They have started moving.” 


  Grid’s cooperation with Talima had become the driving factor. It forced the Rothschild family to finally act when they hadn’t responded very much to the Overgeared Kingdom forming an alliance with the empire. The legend attack strategy was revealed thanks to the hints they gave. Halle was thrilled that they reached out to support his revolution. “Our Revolutionaries is just one of their countless branches. The moment they act, the second Immortal incident won’t happen. The solo play of the Overgeared Kingdom is over.” 


  Halle and his colleagues were persistent. They acted like they had given up, but they were actually taking a formation. It was a tactic to maximize the power of the majority and Halle’s combat strength naturally rose. However, at this moment, there was the sound of large wings flapping in the air and then an explosion. 


  The shocked Halle looked up and saw hundreds of wyverns firing Breaths. 


  “Kuaaack!” 


  “Keeoook!” 


  The revolutionaries started to die one by one. Halle himself suffered serious injuries because he couldn’t escape from the continuous bombardment of Breaths. 


  Nyangmong stood on top of one of the wyverns in the gradually descending, spectacular ‘Overgeared Wyvern Group,’ and stared coldly at Halle. “We are the Overgeared Guild.” 


  They were the strongest organization. No one could carelessly assess them using normal standards. Not even the Overgeared members dared to track the potential of the Overgeared Guild. 


  “No matter what tricks people play, we will fight and win.” 


  He ordered another bombardment of Breaths from the wyverns. At the same time... 


  “What can I do for you?” 


  Sword Saint Kraugel arrived in the East Continent and encountered a mysterious group. His super sensitivity gave him a rare warning and the black outer robe embroidered with the yellow dragon fluttered. 


  Red blood soaked the blue sky, just like the setting sun that shone on Reinhardt... 


  “My wife, can you forgive this selfish person’s mistake?” 


  “How can you say it was a mistake? Your Majesty, please punish me for expressing my regret without understanding your grief.” 


  “I am the one who should be punished! It's my fault for not consulting you first! I am the bad guy! Hurry and beat me with this flail!” 


  “Your Majesty...” 


  “Wife!” 


  Grid and Irene shared a hot hug. The short separation made their relationship more solid.
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  Kraugel had a deep relationship with Pangea. After all, he was the one who saved the people of Pangea who was suffering due to an evil daoist, and was hailed as the little hero. However, the Pangea he visited after a long time was unfamiliar to him. It was a town where all the familiar people and streets had disappeared. It was a result created by Grid. The old Pangea residents had moved to the Overgeared Kingdom and the new residents were full of vitality under the protection of the red phoenix. 


  “...It’s good.”


  The atmosphere was incredibly positive. No matter where he looked, he could only see people smiling and this, in turn, made him smile. There were no more evil daoists or the tyranny of the yangbans. One day, he would like to make such achievements. 


  “Are you a traveler? How about soothing your hunger with a delicious meal?” a woman holding a basket of fresh vegetables and meat in her arms asked as she opened the door of the restaurant. Kraugel nodded because she looked conscientious, unlike a girl who solicited customers to a restaurant selling poisonous substances. 


  *** 


  “It is a very handsome dopo.” 


  Kraugel soothed his insides with warm soup along with fried vegetables and meat on white rice. 


  “You aren’t an ordinary traveler, right?” The nice lady asked him questions. Her expression was somewhat mischievous as she examined Kraugel’s black overcoat that was embroidered with a yellow dragon. “Are you an inspector from the capital? Are you a secret royal inspector?” 


  He had been using this black overcoat for nearly three years already and it made him look shabby when he visited the Overgeared Kingdom, but it seemed to be the opposite here. It was a testament to the high level of the Overgeared Kingdom and also implied that the equipment of the people visiting Pangea wasn’t as good as Kraugel’s equipment. It was unexpected since he heard there were many rankers active on the East Continent these days. 


  ‘It seems the top rankers aren’t necessarily passing through Pangea when they go to the East Continent.’ 


  There were many ways to move across continents without crossing the Red Sea. Although it cost a lot and involved danger, many people liked it due to the shortened time. Kraugel replied, “I think that secret inspectors will avoid this place. The town is calm even without soldiers. Is it necessary for a secret inspector to come here?” 


  Kraugel was the one who had completed the most quests among players. It was because he collected information based on conversations with NPCs. 


  “Hoho, our town is really peaceful. However, there are still many outsiders, so we need to pay attention to public security. This is why there are many soldiers. Recently, there was a celebration in the capital so the number of soldiers decreased.” 


  ‘There is no way that local troops were sent just because of a festival.’


  It was clear that a change had occurred in the capital of the Cho Kingdom. 


  ‘It is a good idea to stop by.’


   Kraugel got new information from a short conversation. He emptied his bowl of rice and stood up. “I ate well.”


  “Wait! Take the change.” 


  “It’s fine. Please buy that child a toy with the extra money.” 


  A little boy was squatting in front of the kitchen and waiting for his mother to finish work. Kraugel smiled at the little boy who was playing with pebbles and left the restaurant. He had to give a certain amount of sincerity after obtaining information. Kraugel had always been like this. 


  There was no shame on the path he had been walking. He hoped the path he walked on in the future would be the same. 


  *** 


  “What can I do for you?” Kraugel left the town only to stop and look back. There were six residents wearing old robes. Kraugel had noticed them since leaving the restaurant, but he deliberately pretended not to know. It was because he didn’t want to make trouble inside the village. It was for the safety of the residents and taking into account his reputation in Pangea. 


  “Hand over Muller’s secret techniques.” 


  The residents revealed their business and surrounded Kraugel. Every time they moved, long shackles could be seen through the robe. All of them had their hands and feet bound in shackles. Kraugel noticed their identity and pulled out the White Tiger Sword. 


  “You chased me from the Ruins of the Martial God? Surprisingly, your range of activities is wide.” 


  “Hand over Muller’s secret techniques.” 


  The followers of the martial god. It was useless to talk to maniacs who only yearned for combat skills. Kraugel shrugged, pulled out a book that contained one of Muller’s secret techniques, and handed it to them.


  “......!” 


  The followers of the martial god had wide eyes as one of them snatched the book and immediately opened it. Then they fell into confusion. They couldn’t understand the secret technique. 


  “Is the level too high compared to the martial god’s secret techniques?” 


  Kraugel ambushed the followers whose attention was on the secret technique. He knocked down the leading follower with a sharp stab and leaned back to avoid the blows from the followers on the left and the right. Then he took a step and struck the chin of the follower holding Muller’s secret technique with his forehead. Muller’s secret technique book spun in the air and fell into Kraugel’s hand like it was returning to its rightful owner. 


  “Hand over Muller’s secret techniques!” 


  The red eyes of the followers flashed as they unfolded their footwork to surround Kraugel and launch a bombardment. Based on their skill level, they must’ve learned at least five secret techniques.


  “I will give it to the martial god!” 


  ‘This is indeed the work of Zeratul.’ 


  The martial god followers couldn’t interpret Muller’s secret techniques. It was because the condition of use for it was ‘Sword Saint.’ The reason why the followers had been clinging to Muller’s secret techniques since the ruins was due to Zeratul.


  ‘A nasty guy.’ 


  Muller had left a total of eight secret techniques and Kraugel had already obtained four of them. He learned more of Muller’s story every time he obtained a secret technique so his knowledge of the worldview expanded. In the process, he glimpsed Zeratul’s ugly nature. 


  Deception and domination through the display of martial skills. Additionally, the obsession with strength. The existence of the martial god was enough to make the yangbans seem pure. 


  Kraugel blocked the kick from the side with his sheath, lightly moved his wrist, and the sheath spun like a spinning top. The aftermath was great. The shackles tying the feet of the followers were tangled up with the sheath and the follower collapsed. 


  Kraugel aimed for the moment when the large figure blocked the view of the other followers and used Earth Dragon’s Ascension. Only transcendents could respond to attacks coming from this angle. The follower groaned and stiffened as he was stabbed in the chin by the White Tiger’s Sword. Then Kraugel struck his chest with Jajinmori, jumped up and used Meteor Sword. 


  It was overwhelming. If anyone who knew the martial god followers with five secret techniques could fight evenly with the dukes of the empire had seen this sight, their mouths would’ve dropped open. However, it was a regretful sight for anyone who knew the true value of a Sword Saint. 


  Originally, Sword Saint was a title that meant the strongest. It was absurd to be compared to a duke of the empire. The time of reigning with absolute force had changed. Kraugel hadn’t reached the absolute position several years after becoming a Sword Saint, so his talent deserved to be questioned. 


  “However, I don’t doubt your talent.” 


  “......?”


  It was shortly after the battle against the martial god followers who kept rising again like a self balancing doll. Kraugel slashed the neck of the last follower and stiffened when he heard the voice. Then he looked back. 


  “It has been a while, Biban.” 


  The first Pioneer to visit the Tower of Wisdom was Kraugel. At a time when legendary classes were believed to only exist in history, Kraugel visited the Tower of Wisdom, met the tower members, and confirmed the existence of the legendary classes. It was Biban who brought a great thrill and inspiration to Kraugel at the time. 


  “Have you forgotten? I am no longer the Pioneer.” 


  The Tower of Wisdom was reserved for the Pioneer. The members of the tower only interacted with the Pioneer. The Pioneer of this day had long become Grid. In fact, Kraugel had already informed Biban of this fact last year. Yet this person appeared in front of him again. 


  Biban was furious at the pitying gaze Kraugel sent him. “Don't treat me as a stupid old man. Today I am visiting you as a senior, not a tower member.” 


  “You are speaking as Sword Saint Biban?” Kraugel quickly grasped the situation. “It must be hard for you to watch your stupid junior and remain silent.” 


  


  


  “You understand it well. Why are you turning away from the secret techniques that are so hard to get?” 


  In the past, Muller learned and developed the secret techniques of Biban, enabling him to become the strongest Sword Saint in history. However, the later generation Sword Saint, Kraugel, was ignoring this essence. 


  “I can understand your heart. You want to leave behind ‘Kraugel’s sword’ in history and prove that you are the best. However, your skills are still insufficient. There is room for improvement and Muller’s secret techniques will make up for what you are lacking. You aren’t going to be eaten by Muller’s secret techniques. Absorb Muller’s secret techniques and make them your own.” 


  Biban acknowledged Kraugel’s talent. It was why he felt even sadder that Kraugel was wasting time on this useless stubbornness. 


  “Look at the current Pioneer. He has accepted new power, overcome his shortcomings, and accumulated his transcendent status. Meanwhile, you aren’t showing the potential of the Sword Saint, so you are lagging behind. You were even deprived of the position of Pioneer.” 


  “Do I need to be in a hurry to get ahead?” 


  “Since ancient times, the Sword Saint has been the best existence. Of course, you have to hurry ahead.” 


  “Sir Biban, are you stronger than Sir Hayate?” 


  “T-That...” 


  “In conclusion, I don’t think I can become the strongest just because I got Muller’s secret techniques.” 


  There was no need to think about the tower members. He probably wouldn’t even be able to rise above Grid. 


  “Of course. You’ve only obtained four secret techniques. However, if you use these four books as a foothold and seek stronger power then you will surely become the strongest one day.” 


  “So Sir Biban acknowledges that I can’t become the strongest even if I learn the secret techniques right now.” 


  “H-Huh?” 


  “Then why are you urging me to learn the secret techniques so quickly?” 


  Biban’s face had been red since he was compared to Hayate and now he finally raised his voice, “I am advising you that learning the secret techniques will help you grow? Why do you keep listening and using sophistry? Are you dissatisfied with me?” 


  “I just don’t want Sir Biban to intervene in the path I’ve chosen for myself.” 


  “Your path is wrong!” 


  "Why do you say it is wrong? On what basis are you convinced that the sword technique created by Sir Biban and developed by Muller is the supreme sword?” 


  “Are you denying the Matchless Heart Swordsmanship?!!” Biban’s shout echoed in all directions. 


  A sharp sword energy fluctuated through the twilight and there was even the illusion that it was bright daytime again. Kraugel accepted the pressure without avoiding it. Then he couldn’t ensure it anymore and confessed, “For me, Muller’s swordsmanship isn’t appropriate.” 


  “......!”


  Biban’s eyes widened. He looked shocked like he had been hit in the head with a hammer. He also belatedly realized it.


  “I don’t have the Hero King’s fighting energy.” 


  Muller was the strongest swordsman of all time because he was the Sword Saint and the Hero King. The combination of sword energy and fighting energy maximized the power of swordsmanship, making him the strongest. However, Kraugel was different from Muller. It was impossible for him to fully reproduce Muller’s swordsmanship even if he learned the secret techniques. 


  Biban was in a daze for a while before laughing. “As expected, you also knew it. I naturally knew it. Hahaha.”


  “……”


  “Still, does that mean you need to turn away from Muller’s secret techniques? You might not have fighting energy, but you have sword energy. Muller’s swordsmanship also comes from sword energy. I’m sure that if you learn Muller’s secret techniques and interpret it in your own way, you will get enough inspiration to create Kraugel’s Sword.” 


  “I know that, but I want to measure my limitations first. I think it is right to figure out how far I can go with my own strength before learning Muller’s secret techniques to fill in the deficiencies.”


  “Umm.”


  It sounded right. It was clear that if Kraugel checked his limits before relying on the power of others, he would be able to learn more. Biban nodded and laughed happily. “Why are you only saying this now? I would’ve fully understood your position if you told me earlier. I misunderstood you and thought you were ignoring the sword.” 


  “I believed you would fully understand even if I didn’t tell you.” 


  “I see. In fact, I actually didn’t get it wrong. I was aware of it from the beginning.” 


  “Sure enough.” 


  Biban pretended to be casual, but he didn’t know that Kraugel would never reach his limits. A player’s potential was too great. The better the player, the more potential they had.


  ‘However, one day, I might learn Muller’s secret techniques.’ 


  Originally, Kraugel wasn’t that stubborn. His flexible way of thinking meant he regarded spearman Kirinus as a teacher. In fact, he learned the secret technique dropped from one of the martial god followers that he just hunted. The first reason he turned away from Muller’s secret techniques was the absence of fighting energy and the second reason was pride. He didn’t like the formula of ‘the Sword Saint is Muller.’ Unlike Grid, Kraugel was a Sword Saint, not Muller’s Descendant. He felt the need to prove himself. 


  He was thinking of giving up if he couldn’t prove it in the end. However, he wanted to do his best until then. His first goal was to prove that he could be the strongest without Muller’s swordsmanship. 


  ‘First of all, I should collect as many secret techniques as possible.’ 


  Every time Muller’s secret technique was obtained, he carried out new quests and episodes, extending Kraugels foundation. Just securing it was a huge help even if he didn’t learn the secret techniques. Kraugel planned to collect all the secret techniques. 


  ‘Kaya.’ 


  Kraugel turned to the east. It was Kaya, where the blue dragon was sealed, and the most challenging area in the East Continent. It was information he learned after acquiring Muller’s fourth secret technique. He needed to prepare for a tough fight if he encountered yangbans during the process of searching for the secret techniques. 


  ‘Can I fight the yangbans and win?’ 


  At this point, it wasn’t possible. Still, as always, if he challenged it without giving up, then he would surely overcome it. It would certainly be the case even if it took months or years. 


  “Then I am going. I won’t forget your encouragement today.” 


  Kraugel was saying goodbye when Biban called out to him, “You won’t reject this, right?” 


  Biban took off his coat. He seemed to care about Kraugel’s old dopo. 


  “It is made by smelting dragon’s scales with sword energy. It was made along with the third seat of the tower, but my craftsmanship was so crude that the degree of completion is poor. Still, I wore it anyway.” 


  “...I’ll thankfully accept it.” 


  Kraugel bowed deeply and left. Biban’s eyes were filled with deep regret as he watched Kraugel moving away. “I should’ve cleaned up the bathroom on the third floor before coming out...” 


  Damn it, he was so excited after hearing news of Kraugel that he came out of the world without thinking. Biban’s vision darkened as he thought about being criticized by the second seat.
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  “There is no access from here on.” 


  At the road to Kars, capital of the Cho Kingdom...


  He picked a rough mountain road to move, but the defense was thorough. It was clear what it would be like elsewhere. Even a single ant wouldn’t be able to enter Kars.


  “I have business in Kars. When will the access restrictions be lifted?” 


  “I’m not sure... the capital can’t be blocked forever, so I think it will be released soon.” 


  “Can I ask what incident happened? 


  “What incident? We are just preparing for an important festival, so we’re temporarily blocking anyone outside from entering.” 


  “Is that so? Then keep up the good work.”


  The capital was the heart and face of the kingdom. It wasn’t good if it was known that something had happened in the capital, so he understood the position of the Cho Kingdom. 


  Kraugel politely bade farewell to the soldiers before secretly using True Clouds. Blue clouds covered the foggy mountains and the soldiers’ five senses were temporarily paralyzed. Kraugel leisurely passed through the blockade. 


  “Why are there clouds all of a sudden...?” 


  The bewildered soldiers couldn’t imagine that the handsome young man who just went back had already passed by them. 


  *** 


  Upon arriving in Kars, Kraugel examined the city while avoiding the eyes of the soldiers. There were white bones scattered throughout the city and traces of tombstones being excavated. It was clear that the reason for the collapse of the street houses and palace walls was a necromancer’s invasion. There were also traces of at least a dozen necromancers invading. 


  ‘This...?’ 


  Kraugel frowned as he searched through the rubble of a wall. The wall’s surface was uneven like they had been cut with a saw, but there were no cracks in the cut part. It was proof that a saw blade, not a sword blade, had cut the wall quickly in one blow. Kraugel knew the master of this swordsmanship. 


  ‘Cao.’ 


  The orc warrior death knight. It was none other than Agnus’ servant. In other words, it meant there weren’t dozens of necromancers who invaded Kars. It was Agnus alone. Agnus had been working alone since he abandoned Immortal.Some people might argue that one player couldn’t turn a big city into ruins. 


  ‘They are safe despite Agnus’ invasion.’ 


  Kraugel’s thoughts were the opposite. He was greatly impressed with Kars’ power, which protected the city after Agnus’ invasion. 


  ‘Is it the power of the red phoenix?’ 


  Kraugel quickly inferred the reason why Agnus failed to capture Kars. The loss of the Kars army was surprisingly small. There were few casualties, so Agnus had difficulty securing bodies and he eventually had to withdraw. It must’ve been possible because the power of the red phoenix continued to heal the wounds of the soldiers. 


  ‘It seems that Agnus hasn’t grown unexpectedly.’ 


  The Baal’s Contractor who momentarily appeared in Muller’s story showed the dignity of an absolute. It was enough for him to protect the Behen Archipelago alone from the great demons’ forces. Moreover, soldiers died more easily than great demons. The dead soldiers were soon resurrected as slaves to Baal’s Contractor, so it was impossible for a human army to stop Baal’s Contractor. 


  Yet Kars stopped Agnus’ invasion relatively easily. All the houses outside the city inner walls were destroyed. They gave up on the outer walls and defeated Agnus. It was a remarkable achievement even considering that Agnus was incomparably weaker than the former Baal’s Contractor. Judging from the status of the tombstones, Agnus must’ve spent quite a long time collecting power. 


  ‘Even such a powerful kingdom became infinitely smaller in front of the yangbans.’ 


  Kraugel indirectly felt the greatness of the yangbans and looked tired. 


  “Kraugel?” 


  Kraugel waited without avoiding the familiar voice and a woman appeared. She was none other than Jishuka, the woman so beautiful that it made Kraugel impressed even though he didn’t care about the concept of appearance. 


  “Did you help the Cho Kingdom?” 


  One more reason was added to Agnus’ defeat. Kraugel quickly grasped the situation and Jishuka smiled at him. 


  “It is the strength of the Bow Saint.” 


  It was Bow Saint, not Povia’s Descendant—someone who succeeded in pioneering her own path was standing right in front of him. Kraugel’s eyes were extremely warm as he gazed at Jishuka. His respect was revealed. 


  “Congratulations on becoming a legend.” 


  “There is still a long way to go when compared to Grid, but... thank you.” 


  Jishuka scratched her head like she was embarrassed by the praise. She showed no signs of regret at all. Kraugel was once again convinced—it was definitely more interesting to carve out his own path. He had pursued pure fun from the game after his mother overcame her illness, so he shouldn’t forget the essence of ‘the game should be fun.’ 


  “I am the thankful one. Thanks to you, I can see hope.” 


  “Huh? What?" 


  “Haha.” 


  “What is it? Tell me quickly.” 


  Jishuka was the only person in the world who could grab the collar of Sword Saint Kraugel and he couldn’t help laughing. Kraugel had a brief exchange with her and left for Kaya. 


  *** 


  Time was fair to everyone. Just as the members of the Overgeared Guild grew during Grid’s adventures, Mercedes also wrote new chivalry codes. The place where a knight should die was the battlefield. It was a chivalry code written from the enlightenment gained by seeing Irene’s young and healthy appearance. 


  


  


  Mercedes noticed that Grid didn’t want his precious people to die a vain death and injected energy into her body through the new chivalry code. The results were astounding. Miraculously, the origin true energy that she used to fight the ancient monster was restored. Her bone density increased and her white hair returned to its original color. Layers of skin fell off to be replaced by new skin and the scars and calluses on her body disappeared. 


  At first, Mercedes was in turmoil. She felt ashamed that her hands and skin had become as soft as a child’s. She had lost the calluses she gained from training all her life and was worried she might’ve lost her qualifications to be a knight. It was a groundless worry. She was actually undergoing a metamorphosis—it was an evolution, not a degeneration. 


  “I remember the first time I met you.” 


  Grid smiled brightly when he saw the blue hair that Mercedes had recovered. The first meeting—Mercedes recalled the memory of telling Grid to kneel and blushed. 


  “I-I’m sorry.” 


  “It is as pretty as it was back then. Don’t let it turn white again.” 


  It wasn’t just a confession of his tastes. It was advice telling her not to overdo it. Origin true energy was something that was directly related to life force. Grid didn’t want to see Mercedes exhaust her origin true energy because of him again. It was heartbreaking when thinking back to the sight of her hair turning white. 


  “I will keep that in mind.” 


  Mercedes gave a good answer. Contrary to her response, the light in her eyes was blazing. Grid saw it and shook his head. 


  ‘If the same situation occurs, then I will protect you.’ 


  Grid definitely felt it—he had become stronger. It was enough to be considered the strongest in the Overgeared Kingdom. Therefore, he walked while thinking he should take on greater responsibility. Suddenly, he stopped in place. It was due to the man standing in the middle of the large hallway. The moonlight flowing through the window shone on his silver hair.


  “Braham.” 


  Braham’s nose was raised so high it seemed like it would hit the ceiling. Braham’s lowered eyes and raised chin made it seem like he was looking down on the world as always. “You are cocky.” 


  “Huh?”


  Was this what should be said to a friend he hadn’t seen in a long time? Grid frowned when he heard the word ‘cocky’ instead of welcoming words. Then Braham smiled and flicked his finger. The landscape changed. The wide hallway covered with a red carpet and the scenery of the night sky collapsed and soon disappeared. Countless bookshelves started to fill the space like grains of sand in the desert. This infinite library was one of Braham’s mental worlds. It was his first world, the Knowledge Room. 


  “This is unbelievable...” 


  Grid started shaking in an overwhelming manner. He was overwhelmed by Braham’s mental world, which was so large that it reminded him of Chiyou. It was already another world. It could be added to concepts such as earth, hell, and heaven. Braham was even able to implement a total of three worlds. This meant that even this huge world was only a party of Braham. 


  “Do you know what people should be most vigilant about?” Braham appeared where the corners of the library were cut at certain angles and asked. 


  Grid carefully replied, “I think it is laziness.”


  He had recently witnessed the frightening power of laziness. The grandmaster when he was affected by the Curse of Sloth was completely different from when he overcame it. 


  Braham shook his head. “No, the most important thing to watch out for is pride.” 


  “……”


  Was this what he should be saying? Braham was arrogant and thought he was the best in the world. Did he perhaps read Grid’s mind as Grid glared at Braham? 


  “I’m not arrogant because I am the best.” 


  “Ah, yes. 


  “On the other hand, you are different.” 


  Braham’s red eyes were more provocative today. 


  “You are still a child. Don’t mistakenly think you are strong yet.” 


  Grid was frustrated. He fully understood Braham’s intentions, but he still found it unpleasant. It was ridiculous that Braham still considered him a child when he had learned Chiyou’s secret technique and built up his divinity. He wondered, “Is there a problem with your eyes?” 


  “Are you trying to deny my assessment?” 


  “Of course.” 


  “Then try changing my assessment.” 


  Braham pulled out Belial’s Staff and placed it at an angle on his shoulder. His expression was terribly arrogant as he dared Grid to try it. Grid didn’t refuse. He really wanted to accurately judge how far his skills had developed. Braham hadn’t yet regained his original strength, so they should be well-matched. 


  Grid deployed Transcend just by holding the sword. Then he immediately used Shunpo. The moment he appeared behind Braham, he realized that Braham had disappeared from view. Shunpo, which was proof of a transcendent, was met with teleportation magic.Grid was amazed by the power of ‘magic that is triggered without casting’ and looked around. Then he heard Braham’s voice from above his head. “This is one of the ways to hit a person using Shunpo.” 


  “......!”


  Did he predict how Grid would fight? The magic that Braham cast in advance using Alarm was triggered in a timely manner. It was Disintegrate.A spear of light that destroyed existences pierced Grid’s body. 


  ‘It is harder than I thought.’ 


  There was light in Braham’s eyes as he watched Grid trembling in pain. It was because Grid endured the legendary great magic. It was so amazing that Braham got goosebumps all over his body. This was the first time that Braham had opened his mental world against a human and armed himself with a staff. His plan was to smash Grid with one blow to teach him a lesson before letting Grid learn a new spell.


  He was surprised because contrary to his thoughts, it wasn’t that easy. 


  ‘He has reached the stage where I need to worry.’ 


  Was it him who was arrogant? There was a smile on Braham’s face. It felt completely different from his usual twisted smile. It was a smile derived from pure admiration and joy.
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  Beriache, the great demon of satiation—she peeked at the rules of the world and condemned Yatan. After being exiled, she gave birth to 10 children. She repeatedly warned her children who had great desires like herself. 


  ‘Don’t harm your own blood and flesh. If you covet your siblings’ blood then my aspirations will be in vain. This is a warning.’ 


  Braham Eshwald was the only child who rebelled against her ultimatum of deep concern. Braham coveted infinite knowledge and tried to overcome the Curse of Sloth. He turned away from the words of his mother, whom he loved and respected. 


  This was the cause of Braham’s life being plagued by grief and suffering. 


  ‘Would I have met you if the Curse of Sloth still controlled me?’ 


  It was also the beginning of the miracle that led to the meeting of Braham and Grid. Braham didn’t regret going against his mother’s words. 


  “Sky.” 


  The sword dance that declared itself as heaven. As if shouting that he would punish those who doubted and denied him, Grid connected all types of powerful sword dances. Braham’s lips curled up in a happy smile at the sight. 


  He was happy. He was proud that he had been of some help to this ‘close to complete’ being who was a blacksmith and the Hero King, a person who wasn’t a Sword Saint, but glimpsed the extremes of swordsmanship. A person who also had the qualification to learn magic. 


  There was a rainbow reflection. Braham was thrilled as he returned the waves of sword dances to Grid using the legendary great magic that reflected all attacks. It was because Grid counterattacked and returned all the sword dances to him. Braham dodged using Teleport and defended his body with Shield. Then he spoke in a rather excited voice, “As you know, I am truly a genius.” 


  “Gasp... Gasp... Yes, yes, you are.” 


  Grid hadn’t expected all his sword dances to be reflected. If it was before he obtained Chiyou’s secret technique, he would’ve died just now. It would’ve been impossible for him to react with Flower Revolve. Unlike the gasping Grid, Braham spoke calmly, “However, there were certainly geniuses who were better than me.” 


  Mumud and Marie Rose—meeting them placed a terrible curse on Braham. The curse of resenting his lacking talent.Braham sometimes shed tears as he measured their talent against his own. At the same time, he felt great pleasure. He was able to set his goals higher due to the presence of people greater than himself. 


  “Every time I vowed to go beyond them, my passion swelled like the sun. However, now...” 


  “......?”


  “I think you can surpass me so my passion is hotter than at that time.” 


  “Huh?” 


  No, what was this? It was honestly too much of a leap that he could surpass Braham. He heard these words after being helpless for five minutes. It must be lip service... The frowning Grid suddenly had a thought. Braham, giving lip service? It was impossible bullshit. Braham didn’t care about others. He was a being who had no experience in pleasing others. All his words were heartfelt. 


  ‘Then will I surpass Braham one day?’ 


  Meteor fell toward the head of the thrilled Grid. 


  “In about 1,000 years?” 


  “Aaaack!” 


  ***


  How long had it been since he was beaten so neatly? He felt like swearing. 


  “Groan...”


  Grid sat upright the moment his stamina recovered a bit and he recalled the battle. To be honest, he didn’t feel like he made any mistakes. His loss was because Braham was too strong. 


  ‘The strengths if a transcendent didn’t work.’ 


  Grid’s speed was blocked by Braham’s predictions and his reflexes were counteracted by instant cast magic. Shunpo could originally change the situation with a single use, but it was countered with Teleport. It was like fighting a chariot with a cannon in Korean chess.


   ‘The biggest problem is that my behavior was predicted...’ 


  It felt like he was dancing on Buddha’s palm. It wasn’t just because Braham was clever. It was because he had lived for hundreds of years and had rich experience in fighting. Grid had been fighting every moment for the past 10 years, but Braham was a character who had been fighting dozens of times longer than him. If Braham was a tiger, then Grid was just a newborn puppy. 


  ‘This doesn’t mean that I can take my defeat for granted.’ 


  It was natural. If he got used to defeat simply because he lacked talent and experience, then he would face countless defeats in the future. His records of defeat would pile up like a mountain. The enemies that Grid had to face were beings who had existed for at least hundreds of years. 


  “Don’t get frustrated.” 


  Braham smiled as he sat to one side and held his chin. Did he meet a god or something? Grid had grown so fast that it even gave rise to this absurd idea. He had believed himself to be the strongest and didn’t hide his arrogant and confident spirit, only to be helplessly defeated. Braham expected him to be shocked, but he was surprisingly calm. 


  “Why should I be frustrated when you are my opponent?” Grid confessed honestly. 


  His opponent was Braham. He was the strongest magician of all time and had even accumulated divinity recently. He might not have recovered to his prime, but it was natural for him to be stronger than Grid. Didn’t Braham overpower Piaro ‘unarmed’ even before he built up his divinity? 


  “Rather, I’m glad that I lost to you. I would’ve been shocked if I couldn’t grasp the subject and lost against someone else.” 


  Grid fully understood Braham’s desire to fight. Braham wanted to ask the grateful Grid ‘Who will you lose to apart from me?’ but he shut his mouth before he asked. He got up, looked around the library, and inquired, “Of course. You don’t like reading, right?” 


  Grid once had a reading phobia. It was especially bad in his school days when he lived with textbooks and study papers. He resented the textbooks and study papers that he couldn’t understand no matter how much he read. However, this had changed since Satisfy started. It has been a few years since he was forced to read all types of strategies and encyclopedias, forcing them into his head. He became very familiar with reading. 


  He replied, “No, reading is my hobby.” 


  “Is that so? It is surprising.” 


  


  


  “......”


  Grid was flustered when Braham said this without scoffing. Just a few years ago, Grid was a fool. Wasn’t Braham the one who called him a stone head? He thought it would be good if Braham didn’t mock him after he said he read. So what was this satisfied expression? 


  “The stone has fallen off your head. I wanted this to happen and you really made reading a hobby.” 


  It happened when Grid glared at Braham who was seriously muttering to himself... 


  The bookshelves filling the infinite library moved by themselves and changed their layout. Soon, a bookshelf came in front of Grid and towered over him. 


  “Choose one.” 


  The dozens of millions of books stored in the library were embodied fragments of Braham’s knowledge. It meant the contents of all the books were different. However, on the outside, they all looked the same.


  “What are these books?” 


  “My magic is written in the books on that bookshelf.” 


  “......!” 


  Braham’s books of magic! Grid’s heart that he had stabilized jumped wildly again. In fact, he had abandoned magic. He could no longer learn magic the moment his second class, Legendary Great Magician, changed to Duke of Wisdom. Still, he hoped that Braham would separately teach him magic. It was just that Braham’s response was so strong despite Grid’s intelligence exceeding 4,000 that he was forced to throw away his remaining regrets. 


  Now he was freely given the magic books. There were also hundreds of books of magic. 


  ‘If I learn all of this...’ 


  Couldn’t he become Braham’s successor? Grid gulped and pulled out a book. He was about to open it when Braham spoke like he was surprised, “Don’t you have any worries? 


  “They all look the same on the outside anyway. Does it make sense to worry about choosing?” 


  The hundreds of books on the bookshelf just had black covers. They were books without titles. It was impossible to tell what it was so he could only pick one at random. 


  “However, you can only pick one book. Why don’t you think about it a bit?” 


  “Huh?” 


  Braham really meant that he could only choose one? Among all these books? Grid made an absurd expression and Braham explained to him, “Unfortunately, you can’t master a variety of magic.” 


  “Why?” 


  He acknowledged it only when his intelligence stat was low. Braham’s enhanced style magic was something that even renowned magicians couldn’t learn. He thought it would be greedy to learn magic from Braham when he only had a few thousand points in intelligence. 


  However, Grid’s current intelligence was heading toward 5,000 points. Braham said the acquisition condition of his basic magic was 4,000 points so the condition was already met. 


  “Can’t I learn all the basic spells now?” 


  “It isn’t a matter of intelligence. It is aptitude.” 


  “Are you saying that I’m lacking aptitude?” 


  Honestly, this sentence wasn’t very pleasant. He had obtained Legendary Great Magician as a second class and then it evolved into Duke of Wisdom. This meant six of his stat points were invested in intelligence every time he leveled up. Yet now he was lacking aptitude? What about all the points that were forcibly invested in intelligence? Grid barely swallowed down his rising anger.


  “It can’t be helped because fighting energy is circulating in every passage where mana should be circulating.” 


  “......”


  “There is nothing to regret. This has made your sword energy stronger.” 


  In fact, Braham’s heart was the same. He didn’t express it outwardly, but Braham had wanted to make Grid his own disciple. He wanted to make Grid a magician like himself. However, what could he do? Grid’s body became a harmony between sword energy and fighting energy and it was no longer suitable for a magician. The only good thing was that Grid’s intelligence had improved considerably. 


  There were a few passages to circulate mana so even if he couldn’t digest multiple magic techniques, learning magic itself was no problem. Of course, this was only a story for when Braham helped.


  “For you, magic will have to be a choice and requires concentration.” 


  Magic was a multi-step process, with five to ten steps per technique type. However, Grid could only learn one spell per step. It was a serious disadvantage for Grid if he could only learn ordinary magic. The story was different when it came to Braham’s enhanced magic. 


  Braham’s enhanced magic created a lot of power with just one magic. Even if Grid only learned one magic, he wouldn’t envy the magicians who had learned 10. 


  Braham confirmed it and glanced at Grid. “If you have been guided to that book, then don’t hesitate to open it.” 


  “Can I pick something else?” 


  Grid had chosen the magic book without thinking so there was no choice but to hesitate. Braham smiled at the indecisive Grid. “My knowledge should’ve responded to your shortcomings.” 


  “...I understand.” 


  At this point, Grid had to understand it. He gave up on his hesitation and opened the magic book. Braham’s eyes shone brightly. “You’ve picked well.” 


  6th Anniversary Event Link (Submission End Date: 15th November)




  Chapter 1313


  The way mana was used was divided into several different techniques. The flow of mana changed according to the technique applied, the magic core responded, and the magic was completed. However, there was fighting energy in all the mana circuits in Grid’s body. It was also as thick as tar. As a result, the flow of mana wasn’t smooth. 


  It didn’t mean that the match between fighting energy and mana was bad. It was a side effect that occurred because Grid’s fighting energy was in harmony with sword energy. The opposite would’ve occurred with sword energy if Grid had a harmony between mana and fighting energy. 


  ‘Someone did this.’ 


  Who was the one who changed Grid’s circulation? Braham, the magician, didn’t like it, but he didn’t think of beating up this unknown person. He noticed that Grid’s potential had risen thanks to this. While this person was an enemy to Braham, they were also the one who gave an opportunity to Grid. 


  ‘I don’t think they are an ordinary master.’ 


  Braham found it difficult to guess the identity of the other person despite his knowledge being as vast as the sea. However, it hurt his ego to ask Grid about the identity of the person. He just accepted that the world was wide. 


  “You’ve picked well.” 


  Braham soothed his regret and his eyes soon brightened as he watched Grid. The magic book picked by Grid was a good choice. On the other hand, Grid’s expression was rotten. “I’ve picked well? Are you serious?” 


  Decoy—this was the identity of the magic in the magic book he picked. It was a type of dummy magic that made a bird of mana to deceive the opponent. It was a disheartening result for Grid who wanted powerful destruction magic or weapon enchant-based magic that maximized his items.


  ‘It would’ve been a big jackpot if I learned Meteor.’ 


  He had set a big goal for himself. Grid had longed for Meteor ever since designing Failure. He couldn’t help being disappointed. Then Braham asked him, “Is it destructive power that you lack?” 


   “...I don’t think it is lacking.” 


  "Are you lacking the ability to protect your body?” 


  “It isn’t that either.” 


  Braham nodded as Grid answered honestly. 


  “That's right. The thing you are most lacking is experience. Decoy is a precious magic that will fill your lack of experience.” 


  “Decoy will fill up my lacking experience?” 


  Grid couldn’t get a sense of it. Decoy was something that Grid had used previously. During the time when his second class was Legendary Great Magician, one of the magics that was temporarily activated due to the effect of increasing intelligence was Decoy. It was definitely useful at that time. He used Decoy to confuse the other person and make them reveal a gap. 


  However, the opponents that Grid would have to face in the future were powerful beings like Braham in front of him. Would such a trivial trick work on them? 


  Braham pointed his staff at the distrusting Grid. “Try using Shunpo.” 


  “Yes.”


  Grid immediately used Shunpo. 


  [Shunpo has failed to trigger.] 


  “Cough...”


  “......”


  Shamefully, there were several failures. Then the moment the successful Grid took control of Braham’s rear, Braham teleported away. This was the result for the entire battle. A transcendent’s combat style of ‘leaping through space with Shunpo to strike’ didn’t work at all. 


  ‘Does it make sense for Teleport to be used faster than Blink?’


  The movement magic that magicians used in combat was Blink, not Teleport. It would be possible to leap through space with just one second of casting, unlike Teleport that required a long casting time. 


  The movement distance was very short and it had the fatal disadvantage of not being able to select the location they moved to. Even so, magicians were able to fight against knights thanks to Blink. They approached and attacked the sword-wielding knights with Blink. 


  However, Braham was completely different from the usual magician. Rather than using a second, Teleport was activated immediately and he moved to his desired location. Who in the world could catch him? He was a crazily fraudulent character. 


  Grid was looking around when he felt Braham’s presence behind him. ‘I got him!’ 


  Had he grown from one spar? Unlike the earlier spar, Grid succeeded in capturing Braham’s position in an instant and he reached out with a joyful face. However, it wasn’t Braham that he grabbed. It was a mass of magic power. It was a bird made of Decoy. 


  “......?” 


  Were his transcendent senses tricked? Grid looked like he had seen a ghost and Braham appeared in front of him. 


  “I fully understand why you distrust Decoy. It isn’t high ranking magic but there are some benefits compared to the clone skills.” 


  His words were accurate. Grid could use clones thanks to the power of the great demon imprinted on the rune. It was just that every time he used the clones, strong people quickly found the main body. Then what about Decoy which was merely a mass of magic power? 


  Grid guessed that it would have no effect, unlike the clones that confused the opponent for a while. Yet just like Braham’s Teleport, the Braham style Decoy was different from ordinary Decoy. 


  “The advantage of Decoy is that it is a lower ranked magic.” Braham extracted a small amount of magic power and formed a bird. It was as red as blood, and as large and fierce as a bird of prey. “It inherits the mana nature of the caster.” 


  “Ah!” Grid let out a cry of excitement when he realized why his transcendent senses were deceived. Decoy might not be able to deceive the other person’s eyes like the clones, but it could perfectly deceive their senses. Of course, it was possible because it wasn't an ordinary Decoy. It was Braham’s style of Decoy. 


  Grid was fidgeting as he thought about how to use the flexible Decoy. Then Braham smiled and spread open his arms. It was a pious act that reminded people of a great master. “Assimilate it.” 


  At the same time. 


  [Decoy (Enhanced) has been learned.] 


  [Decoy (Enhanced) Lv. 1] 


  [Separates mana to summon a bird. 


  The bird’s range of motion is five meters around the summoner and it will last for 10 seconds. 


  Summonable Range: 1 meter radius


  


  


  Cooldown Time: 3 minutes. 


  Mana Consumption: 1,000] 


  ‘Transcend.’


  In order to grasp the opportunity without variables, he had to make the probability of Shunpo 100%. Grid judged and used Transcend. Then he immediately activated Shunpo and Decoy. He used Shunpo to move to Braham’s side while he summoned Decoy behind Braham’s back. The bird that Grid summoned was as black as a crow.


  Braham nodded.“Okay. Once applied in this way, it will be difficult for the other person to determine your location with just their senses.” 


  Well, even so... 


  “It doesn’t mean much if you burn them both at the same time.” 


  “Uwaaaack!” 


  ***


  “In any case, he is a willful old man...” 


  It was still a long time until his immortal cooldown ended. Grid, who hadn’t expected to be attacked, complained as he drank a potion and Braham scoffed. 


  “It is your fault for being careless. In any case, the usage of Decoy is endless. Be sure to devote yourself to devising new methods so you can use it more diversely.” 


  “Yes...”


  It was Braham who was telling him that he was careless, not anyone else. Grid clicked his tongue as he recalled Braham’s past of being stabbed in the back by a friend. Then the Knowledge Room collapsed and disappeared. Mercedes greeted Grid and Braham as soon as they returned to reality, "You’ve worked hard.” 


  “Yes,”Grid answered without thinking.


  ‘How does she know that he worked hard?’ 


  Braham had a strange feeling. Even the Duke of Wisdom, Braham, felt awkward around Mercedes despite understanding the truth of the world. He couldn’t figure out her potential because he couldn’t measure the depth in those quiet eyes. 


  “Bah.”


  It happened the moment when the uncomfortable Braham scoffed and turned around... 


  “?”


  Braham felt a new miracle approaching and stopped on the spot. 


  “There is an issue to report.” 


  Soon after, Faker popped out of the shadows. Grid was shocked because he only felt Faker’s presence once Faker was close. 


  “It is amazing after he has become Lantier...” 


  Grid truly admired it. A being who erased his existence from the world—he had already experienced it and knew that Lantier’s stealth skills were on a different level. He just never dreamt that Faker would’ve already assimilated it. 


  ‘It has only been a few weeks since he changed his class. To reach this level...’


  How far would he grow? Grid gulped as Faker told him, “There is a report that Rothschild has started to move. They feel the need to keep us in check and are doing many things.”


  “Why do they feel the need to keep us in check?” 


  Chairman Lee Jinmyung said that the world’s leading group and families had invested in Satisfy a long time ago. It was said that Rothschild was one of them, from as early as the open beta period. Their foresight was second to none.However, he was told that their purpose was to accumulate wealth. They could make a deal with the Overgeared Kingdom and there was no need for a hostile relationship. 


  “I don’t know the details yet.” 


  Faker reported the incident in Reidan to the confused Grid. Grid listened silently before nodding. 


  “So the words of the revolutionaries haven’t been confirmed to be true or not.” 


  The revolutionaries said they had Rothschild behind them, but... what was the truth? 


  “Don’t issue a killing order yet. Let the revolutionaries move freely while keeping an eye on the situation.” 


  It was a smarter Grid. He wasn’t blinded by anger and pursued practical interests. Faker nodded and moved back into the shadows. Grid already lost his presence before he moved less than 10 meters. Braham had been watching silently and now he laughed. 


  “This kingdom is going crazy.” 


  It wasn’t to this extent when Braham was first resurrected—there was only one farmer who could be called quite capable in the Overgeared Kingdom, yet now... 


  “Huh?” 


  “Nothing, I was just talking to myself.” 


  Braham shook his head and left. He was smiling. He was proud of Grid who brought together so many great legends. It was an achievement that no one had been able to do before, no, they didn’t even try it. 


  “Let’s go,” Grid urged Mercedes.


  It was the graduation day of the very first graduates since the establishment of the Overgeared Academy. He planned to encourage the new talents, meet Sticks, and then travel to Cokro Island. 


  The stars in the night sky sparkled brilliantly. They seemed to be illuminating Grid’s future path.


  TL: Small change to the skill Sky that I just realized wasn't saved when I edited the previous chapter 1304. Instead of 'every sword dance', it is 'every single sword dance'.
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  The Overgeared Kingdom was a kingdom established by players. The policies of the Overgeared Kingdom were innovative considering the fact that the existing nations were based on the Middle Ages. One of the biggest topics in the world was the education system in the Overgeared Kingdom. 


  It was an equal education system that didn’t discriminate against identity, gender, and talent. It was one step above the empire which claimed that talent didn’t care about the rich or the poor. 


  ‘I didn’t expect it to have grown this much.’


  Grid clicked his tongue as he visited the academy for the first time in ages. The Overgeared Academy’s location was always expanding and it already felt like a city. It could be argued that the Overgeared Academy was larger than any other campus in reality. 


  ‘I am proud.’


  Grid knew how important learning opportunities were. He walked around the campus in a happy manner and his emotions were deep. It was seven years after the establishment of the Overgeared Academy.It was finally the graduation day for the first graduates. He was already looking forward to seeing how many talents would emerge. 


  “I would like to welcome Your Majesty.” 


  The Overgeared Academy had dozens of departments. There were hundreds of professors alone. There were celebrities that Lauel had worked hard to invite from all over. The reason they were professors of the Overgeared Academy wasn’t because they coveted wealth or power. It was out of respect for the great sage, Sticks. 


  “You have worked hard.” 


  Grid greeted the professors. He honestly admired the people who shared the knowledge and experience that they had accumulated throughout their lives. However, he was also worried. Many of the professors were white-haired old men. Most of them were about to retire.


  ‘Lauel will soon suffer again.’


  “Why did you come so early?” Sticks secretly reproached him. 


  It was almost time for the rooster to cry. In other words, it was still early in the morning and there was a long time left before the graduation ceremony began. Grid, by coming here at this time of the day, disturbed things. He had to accumulate his mana so early in the morning... would he faint while giving a speech to the graduates? 


  Grid launched at Sticks, who was anxious in advance and trying to prepare a teleport spell. “I wanted to quietly look around campus while there are no students. I also wanted to greet the professors who have been working hard so far.” 


  “I see.” 


  ‘Thanks to you, the professors who have to get up early in the morning are going to die.’ Sticks swallowed down these words. He was aware that Grid’s diligence had reached a level beyond common sense. He was worried about sleeping properly. 


  “The menu is terrible.” 


  It was after taking one walk around campus. Grid frowned when he visited the cafeteria to eat breakfast. The freshly baked bread was delicious because it was soft and rich in flavor, but the side dishes were bad. The soup tasted like hot water, as if it hadn’t been boiled for a long time. 


  “I am wondering if students can concentrate on their studies after eating just this food.” 


  Grid didn’t hide his unhappy heart. What happened to the budget he gave the academy every year? The food wasn’t even provided properly. Were the excellent facilities just for show? 


  ‘Who is taking the money for the meals in the middle?’ 


  He would have to hurry to send Rabbit’s monitoring team—Grid made a serious vow. Then Sticks told him, “There are still two hours until breakfast. The food hasn’t been completely prepared. If you come and say something like this, the cooks will be upset.” 


  “......”


  He had forgotten for a moment. He lived fiercely every day and started his day earlier than others. His concept of time was distorted. Grid was coughing with embarrassment when Lauel joined him. As prime minister, he also planned to attend today’s graduation ceremony. “Aren’t you over-meticulous?” 


  “......”


  Lauel’s soft whisper made Grid feel even more embarrassed. 


  ***


  It was before the graduation schedule began. Graduates who came to the academy early in the morning visited their respective departments. They wanted to thank their teachers who had taught them for so long. 


  “My father was living alone in my hometown. When his house collapsed due to a typhoon not long ago, the reason I was able to reassure him without becoming frustrated was purely thanks to Teacher. I used the skills I learned from Teacher to rebuild the pillars. I covered the walls and ceilings, and built a new house for my father. I want to thank you for teaching me without discriminating against me for being the son of a butcher.” 


  “My hometown is in the mountains. I was a person who cleared the ground with fires. My family and neighbors lived in shabby huts. In the summer, we suffered from heat and insects. In the winter, we trembled from the cold. However, it is different now. Every vacation, I go home and repair the homes of my family and my neighbors. Hehe... Thanks to Teacher, I was able to turn the shabby huts in my hometown into warm houses. Thank you so much.” 


  A house was one of the most important factors in human life. However, like most professional skills, construction skills weren’t taught to anyone. Architects were proud of their profession and were cautious about raising disciples. Anyone suspected of having no origin or lacking talent couldn’t learn the art of building a house. 


  The poor people had to build houses relying on the knowledge and experience of the adults around them. The houses that were built were very incomplete. On the surface, it looked fine, but there were many problems with soundproofing, cold protection, and waterproofing. The durability was also poor. 


  For students in the architecture department, their teachers were gods. They would build homes for the poor at a low cost and spread their skills... they would build a country where there were no children sleeping while the ceiling leaked rainwater. 


  “That friend and that friend.” 


  Grid watched the architecture students greeting their teachers from afar and picked out two students. Lauel wrote down their names. Grid was holding the King’s Sword in his hand. 


  ***


  “Thanks to Teacher, I’ve suffered several fractures, stretched ligaments, and my muscles became strong. Thank you so much, Teacher.”


  “I learned while being beaten by Teacher. Now I’m not afraid of most people. I went to my hometown during my last vacation and thieves threatened me. It was so funny that I pissed myself.” 


  “Your mouth is really bad. Should I cancel your graduation so you will study for another year?” 


  “Hahaha... I really appreciate it, Teacher. I will never forget Teacher’s grace in turning an ordinary hunter like me into a good swordsman. From now on, I will devote myself more and aim to become a knight!” 


  “It was an honor, Teacher!” 


  “It was an honor!” 


  The ninth department Grid visited was the swordsmanship department. Compared to other departments, the number of students was much higher and there were many graduates. There were a huge 137 people, but none of them were talented. It was natural. 


  Talented people wouldn’t enter the academy. If they had talent, they would’ve become a disciple by catching someone’s eye or directly becoming a knight. In the first place, the students attending the academy were those who had to earn a living. They worked for half a day and came to school for the rest of the day to receive an education. Therefore, they barely honed their basic skills in these seven years to earn the graduation qualifications. 


  “Still, I see people who are better than ordinary soldiers.” 


  The prime minister had a high discerning vision—it was because he gained unique stats and skills when he rose to the position of prime minister. The prime minister, Lauel, smiled as he stood beside Grid and watched the graduates. 


  “Once they go back to their villages and join the vigilante group, they will be a big help in maintaining security.” 


  “Yes.” 


  In the future, there would be graduates every year. The number would also increase by several times. 


  In the next 10 years, people were technical skills like experts and people with combat skills like soldiers would be seen throughout the villages. Then once they started raising disciples, the people of the Overgeared Kingdom would grow into outstanding talents one by one in a few decades. 


  Grid was happy, but he was also a bit disappointed. 


  Talent—one of the most unfair concepts in the world, it sometimes deceived people. It was often the case where it would be gone for several years or even decades, only to suddenly appear and surprise the people around them. This was commonly referred to as talent perseverance or resilience. Even people who were considered as stupid when they were young could develop above average talents if they worked hard. This was the case with Grid himself. 


  It was the so-called ‘great talent matures late.’ 


  ‘I had high hopes that some of the graduates would be more skilled than expected...’ 


  However, this wasn’t the case at all. Most of the graduates were mediocre. Grid had only found five talents in the nine departments and they were only slightly better than ordinary people. They would be a bit usable after working hard for the next few years. 


  However, there was no such person in the swordsmanship department. It was disappointing for Grid since he had high expectations for the swordsmanship, magic, and elemental departments. 


  ‘The magic department’s problem will be even more serious. Can I only believe in the elemental department?’


  All those who had some talent for magic entered the magic towers. The chances of finding an outstanding magician in the academy was significantly lower. 


  ‘There are limits to solely relying on the Ul clan.’ 


  


  


  Most of the Overgeared Kingdom’s magicians consisted of those from the Ul clan. In addition to their small population, they had a problem when communicating with ordinary people. The Ul clan were a minority and they had different values. There was a reason why the talents of the Ul Clan, who had been in charge of education at the academy and the magic tower, couldn’t endure for long and resigned. 


  “Your Majesty!” 


  “I greet Your Majesty!” 


  “......”


  Grid was suddenly awakened from his thoughts. The students of the swordsmanship department bowed the moment they saw Grid in the distance. 


  “Rise. I didn’t mean to interrupt.” 


  Grid couldn’t turn away so he entered the training field and raised the students up. The eyes of the students were full of respect as they looked at him. 


  They were just like the young people dreaming of becoming blacksmiths. The reason why the students of the swordsmanship department dreamed of becoming swordsmen was because they respected Grid. It was the same for the students in the magic department. Grid fought and overcame all enemies with swordsmanship and magic and he was the dream of the people. Their goal was to resemble Grid even a little bit. 


  Lauel smiled as he saw the students whose eyes were shining like lanterns. 


  “Your Majesty, I think the students want to see your swordsmanship.” 


  Gulp.


  Lauel created the situation and the students gulped. It was hard for them to miss the opportunity to see Grid’s swordsmanship up close when they had only heard about it through rumors. The excitement of the students caught Grid. 


  ‘It is a bit embarrassing, but...’ 


  It was just swinging his sword. It wasn’t a big deal. Grid reached out to a young man whose eyes were particularly bright. 


  “Can I borrow a wooden sword?” 


  Rabbit might appear if he used a real sword here.


  “I-It is an honor!” 


  The young man politely offered his wooden sword as the others around him gazed at him enviously. Grid’s shoulders trembled with tension and excitement as he looked around the training field. His gaze wasn’t limited to the target. He looked around and recognized the entire battlefield. 


  ‘Let’s test my power like this.’ 


  Grid’s sword dances could now be used without taking any steps, but it was possible to maximize the power by taking up to four steps. 


  Step.


  Grid took a step forward while holding the wooden sword comfortably. 


  Rumble!


  The atmospheric pressure lowered. The students thought it was an illusion, but they soon realized this wasn’t the case. Grid took another step, and this time, the earth shook. The sands on the training field vibrated and generated noise. A transparent sword energy emerged from the tip of Grid’s sword. 


  “Ahhh.” 


  The students, professors of the swordsmanship department, and Mercedes let out cries of admiration. Grid’s back as he took the third and fourth steps was something they couldn’t even imagine. It was so huge. 


  “Pinnacle.” 


  The martial god—a sword dance that reproduced Chiyou’s blow, not that of Zeratul, who was just a copy.


  The wooden sword was wrapped in a radiant light and fell in a straight line. There wasn’t even a small noise, let alone a destructive wave. However, Mercedes could see the atmosphere being cut in half. Then a shockwave occurred one step late. The wind pressure created shook the trees around the training field. The leaves swirled for a while before falling to the ground.


  “Gasp...” 


  The professors and students of the swordsmanship department exhaled. 


  ‘Huh?’ 


  Grid felt something strange as he returned the wooden sword to the young man with clear eyes. Therefore, he placed his hand on the sheath hanging from his waist. He was touching the King’s Sword. Then the active Talent Search responded to the young man. 


  [Name: Bethell 


  Age: 21 Gender: Male 


  Class: Swordsman 


  Title: Sword Seeker 


  The strike of the Overgeared King changed his world. He will live trying to reproduce Grid’s strike for the rest of his life. 


  The power of a slash attack is increased by 50% to 400%. Sword Mastery proficiency acquisition speed is increased by 300%. 


  Level: 195 


  Strength: 981/1,590 Stamina: 360/630 


  Agility: 319/551 Intelligence: 210/509 


  Obsession: 10 


  Skills: Beginner Sword Mastery (D), Overgeared Academy Swordsmanship (D), Curse of the Strike (S), Sword Seeker (S)] 


  [Curse of the Strike] 


  [Passive 


  He is fascinated by a strike he can never reach in his lifetime. This powerful curse will keep him in despair and cause him to constantly develop. 


  * Generate the Rage stat. 


  * Each time the rage stat is accumulated, the power of slash-type attacks will increase significantly. 


  ★Whenever the rage stat reaches its maximum, the stats limit will be broken. 


  Cooldown Time: None 


  Resource Consumption: None.] 


  “Lauel.” 


  “Yes.”


  “Include this friend as well.” 


  “I understand.” 


  It was the moment when the story of Chiyou and Pagma was recreated on the ground. Grid was deeply interested in Bethell while Bethell was frozen. Grid’s sharp eyes that were filled with greed were hard for humans to handle.




  Chapter 1315


  Grid toured dozens of departments and was able to find a total of 11 talented people. Even so, Bethell was the only one with great talent. The remaining 10 were just ordinary. They wouldn’t be able to reach the top of their field. Of course, he had no intention of disparaging them. Not everyone could be the best. 


  ‘It is painful that there isn’t anyone from the magic department, but... it isn’t bad.’ 


  Grid felt regret. Then he thought about his current results and was convinced that the harvest was sufficiently large enough. Moreover, the Overgeared Academy wasn’t a prestigious school. Rather than only selecting and enrolling qualified people, they also accepted ordinary people, even those who couldn’t read, and started the education from the basics. 


  In the first place, talented people didn’t knock on the doors of the academy. Talented people would go to talented people in the field to become their disciples and receive higher education. It was a remarkable and grateful miracle to find 11 talented people who met Grid’s standards here. 


  “Um.”


  At the auditorium... 


  it was the place that the elemental department usually used for practice and it was where the graduation ceremony today would take place. After arriving there, Grid adjusted the Overgeared King’s Crown and wore the Ruler’s Cloak. Then he opened the door to the auditorium while repeating the carefully written speech in his mind. There were a thousand people in the room and their gazes turned to Grid. 


  “You punished the corrupted pope and saved our church from a crisis.” 


  “You restored the authority of our church by unsealing the First Holy Sword.”


  “I greet Overgeared King Grid, the benefactor of tens of thousands of Rebecca followers, friend of Pope Damian, and the one who is favored by Goddess Rebecca.” 


  The excited atmosphere in the air quickly subsided. The moment Grid appeared, the Rebecca Church’s envoys participating in today’s activities knelt down and saluted simultaneously. It resembled the scene of praying to a god. Isabel, one of the renowned Rebecca’s Daughters, was known to not even bow her head to the empire’s ruler, yet she was infinitely polite and reverent in front of Grid.


  “Uwah...”


  Making a messenger of a god kneel when she was only loyal to the goddess—the graduates realized how great their king was and shouted loudly. The water clan and Twilight Orc envoys also shouted loudly like they were competing against each other. 


  “Bless the rescuers of the water clan!” 


  “In awe of the strongest warrior!” 


  Soundproofing magic was used, but the sound was about to leak out. 


  Stone-like skin and a big stature—the warriors of two races reminiscent of golems overwhelmed the graduates. The graduates saw all types of wounds on their tight muscles and noticed that these people were warriors who dominated the battlefield. It was amazing that they were like gentle sheep in front of Grid. 


  “Kelpato, duke of the Arc Kingdom, greets the great hero, King Grid.” 


  What duke? The power representing one nation was completely humble in front of Grid. The rumor that Grid defended the Arc Kingdom by fighting against the 13th Great Demon Beleth alone was an unexaggerated truth. Additionally, figures from the East Continent, like the Han Seokbong father and daughter, as well as ethnic minorities like the Ul clan, silently bowed to Grid. 


  Every time Grid took a step, people’s stature lowered. The graduates thought there were no more surprises, but this was a mistake. 


  “I’m glad I’m not late. It has been a long time, Overgeared King...” 


  Immortal King Grenhal—the most powerful among the dukes of the empire and the absolute power that made kings of other nations bow down. He could be called an existence that was ‘below one person and above 10,000 people.’ He came here and greeted Grid in such a happy manner? 


  The graduates and the high-ranking officials of the Overgeared Kingdom were so surprised that their mouths dropped open. Grid was also amazed. No, he was already in a daze. 


  ‘Why are all these bigshots coming to the academy graduation ceremony?’ 


  It was ridiculous that these distinguished guests were more excellent than those who came to the founding ceremony several years ago. 


  Lauel smiled happily. ‘This is what you’ve accomplished over the years.’ 


  It was why Lauel didn’t complain to Grid despite needing to work hard every day. In the past few years, Grid had never wasted time. There was a good reason every time he was away from the throne. Grid was active all over the world and the status of the Overgeared Kingdom was elevated. 


  “The Hero King Grid, who purified the Behen Archipelago, is stepping on the stage.” 


  Sticks had fun watching the situation and now he joined in on praising Grid’s past achievements. It made Grid more embarrassed, but he didn’t show it. How could he show agitation in front of the people watching? He was a king. He was the face that represented them. 


  Grid stood on the stage and calmly opened his mouth, “You’ve worked hard and suffered in the last seven years.” 


  His voice spread to every corner of the large auditorium even though he didn’t use the speech amplifier technique installed by Sticks. He had the strange power to make people focus on his bold, yet calm, voice. It wasn’t just the graduates. The distinguished guests present also listened to him intently. 


  “The end is another beginning. In the future, every step you take forward in society, you might suffer new failures and encounter various setbacks. However, every time that happens, remember the seven years you spent at the academy and overcome it. The moment you are afraid of failure and turn away from the challenge, you will become a loser. So you shouldn’t be afraid of failure and you should constantly challenge yourself. Don’t forget that new glory is waiting for you just like the glory of graduation that you achieved today.” 


  In the speech written by Huroi, there were many parts that resonated with Grid. Everyone suffered, but only those who endured through the trials and tribulations would find success, and be honored. Grid did it—the guests here proved it. 


  The graduates looked at Grid with a hot gaze like they felt something. 


  ***


  ‘Amazing...’


  The internal situation of the empire that had changed after a civil war wasn’t so comfortable. In particular, the number of high ranking nobles had declined sharply and the responsibilities that had fallen on the shoulders of Immortal King Grenhal were greater than ever. He was busy every day. So why did you go to another kingdom to attend an event, in particular, a graduation ceremony? The reason was simple—he wanted to see with his own eyes the result of ‘equal education for all people.’ 


  The result was amazing. According to Grenhal’s research, the students of the Overgeared Academy all had ordinary talents. From today on, there were many graduates who could be active in every field. 


  ‘Talent doesn’t care about social standing.’


  These were the words of successive emperors.


  


  


  ‘Passion rather than talent.’


  This was the sentiment that Grenhal felt today. Grenhal realized the importance of equal learning opportunities. He realized that ‘people who want to learn’ can be reborn as talented people. 


  ‘I must open academies for the people in all my territories.’ 


  Of course, enormous resources would be consumed, but he shouldn’t be stingy. 


  “I have heard the reputation of Great Sage Sticks since I was a child. You are really deserving of this reputation. You must be proud of all the graduates.” 


  The students leaving the academy with their diplomas reminded him of birds leaving the nest. Sticks was blessing the graduates who will be spreading open their wings to live a new life. Then he smiled as he heard Grenhal’s words. 


  “What did I do? It was only possible due to the support of the kingdom.” 


  He was too humble. 


  Grenhal knew that Great Sage Sticks was a high elf who lived for a thousand years and thought Sticks would resemble the arrogant scholars. However, in reality, he had a gentle personality with a benevolent smile. It was really unexpected. This made Grenhal like him even more. 


  “Please visit the empire whenever you have time. It isn’t just the citizens of the empire. Her Majesty will also welcome your visit and treat you with the utmost courtesies.”


  “Thank you very much for your words, but as a person of the Overgeared Kingdom, how can I go see the empress at will?” 


  “Haha...” 


  He didn’t expect Sticks to draw a line like this. Grenhal was surprised and fell silent when Sticks declared he was a person of the Overgeared Kingdom. A person many emperors wanted as a prime minister or a teacher—who would’ve expected Sticks to settle down in a kingdom when he used to refuse everyone in order to enjoy his freedom? It made Grid become a bigger giant in Grenhal’s perception. 


  “Sticks!” Grid interacted with the graduates and distinguished guests until they left. Then he rushed to find Sticks and asked frantically, “How did you do it?” 


  “What are you talking about?” 


  “The elemental department students. All of them are really amazing?” 


  The excited Grid’s eyes shone like lanterns. He put down the dignity he showed during the graduation ceremony and became purer. It was also a familiar appearance for Grenhal. Grenhal was very fond of Grid’s usual appearance. 


  “I feel the same way. They can enter active duty right now.” 


  Grenhal had also noticed it. He was amazed by the fact that all 31 graduates of the elemental department had developed great skills. 


  Sticks nodded. “That's right. They signed a contract with an elemental and learned elemental magic. They are children who can play their role well. I’ve already asked them to be the foundation of the Overgeared Elemental Division.” 


  “Overgeared Elemental Division?” 


  “It is a name made for convenience. It was a name that was given in consideration of Your Majesty’s taste and usual naming. However, if you don’t like it then I can give it a new name.” 


  “There is no need to change it. I quite like it?” 


  Lauel was buzzing from where he was listening nearby, but Grid ignored it. Grid was very excited. There were only 31 graduates of the elemental department, but all of them were excellent enough for Talent Search to activate. It was amazing and he was curious about what magic Sticks had used to teach them so well. 


  “I don’t have any secrets. This is a natural result. In the first place, elemental magic can only be learned by those the elementals respond to. Of course, finding people like that isn’t easy. In the last seven years, there have been tens of thousands of people who applied for the elemental department, but only 59 of them could see and feel the elementals. 31 of them graduated this year.”


  “I see... it is a field where you have to be talented.” 


  The convinced Grid nodded and the silently listening Grenhal cautiously added, “Just because they react to an elemental doesn’t mean they can become an elemental magician. Even in the empire, we have been working tirelessly to raise elemental magicians, but we have only produced one or two every year. Your ability to teach is excellent.” 


  “As expected of Sticks...” 


  Grid once again realized the power of Sticks. He stared at Sticks with eyes full of friendliness and respect. Then he suddenly brought up something, “I want to share our thoughts, but I have a schedule. I will have to postpone it until next time. Sticks, please send Mercedes and I to Cokro Island.” 


  “......”


  Even today, Sticks was faithful to his role as a movement vehicle. Sticks consumed a lot of magic sending them to an island far away and the professors supported him as he gasped. 


  “Would you like me to show you to the warp gate we created this time?” 


  ‘Warp gate?’ 


  A magic tool that allowed a person to go to and from a specific area. He succeeded in making something that existed only in the ancient age of magic? Sticks saw Grenhal’s awe and shock, and waved his hand. 


  “Don’t be surprised. It is a test piece that only applies to some regions of the kingdom. The degree of completion is very low.” 


  “Isn’t the warp gate installed on Cokro Island working properly?” 


  Sticks first installed warp gates in places far from the kingdom, such as Cokro Island. Fortunately, this was successful. The professors were curious about when Sticks would announce his achievement to Grid. It was regrettable that it was kept a secret today. 


  Sticks just smiled lightly. If the commercialization of the warp gate was successful, he was afraid that Grid would no longer look for him. However, he couldn’t say this in front of these people. His life was saved thanks to Grid and he left the Behen Archipelago. He cherished and loved Grid more than the people who attended today’s event.
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  Chapter 1316


  Was it an intended harmony? The white houses under the clear blue sky were reminiscent of clouds. He turned his gaze to the sea. It was hard to find the horizon. The clear sea reflected the blue sky. 


  “It is truly a beautiful place.” 


  Mercedes’ voice was somewhat excited as she admired the scenery of Cokro Island. The palm trees placed along each side of the small road shook their leaves like they were welcoming her. 


  “I like this place as well.” 


  Grid also liked the view of Cokro Island and its tranquil atmosphere. He felt better every time the wind swept past his cheeks. 


  ‘It is good to set it as a no-tourism zone.’ 


  Originally, Cokro was one of the most iconic attractions of the Overgeared Kingdom. However, tourists were forced to leave due to large and small problems. It was regretful about the tourism revenue, but what could he do? There were those who damaged nature, those who sneaked into the mines to steal resources, or those who were trying to completely revive Hell Gao. He was worried about the safety of the residents and the demise of the island. It was too far from the mainland so it was difficult for the Overgeared Kingdom to perfectly manage the security of Cokro Island. 


  ‘Most of all, I want the residents to feel comfortable.’ 


  The residents of Cokro Island were under great stress from the thousands of outsiders who visited every day and made a lot of noise. They deserved praise for their years of patience as they devoted themselves to the tourism business in order to enrich the kingdom. 


  ‘It has been a long time since I’ve come here so I should give them a gift. I should make underwear.’ 


  Wouldn’t they be pleased? It was underwear with a huge 20 defense and three extra stat points. 


  Grid’s sewing speed increased as he smiled. His appearance of making underwear while walking on the sparkling white sandy beach was very strange. When seen by strangers, it was a peculiar sight that would make them doubt their minds. 


  However, Mercedes thought it was good no matter what Grid did. She was happy that she was walking with Grid, just the two of them. Mercedes’ long hair that fell to her waist fluttered in the sea breeze. She was fixing her bangs when Grid handed her a gift. 


  “Take it. I think you’ll need it.” 


  It was a white hair tie. It was plain at first glance, but there were thousands of holes small enough for a needle to pass through. The horun thread was so thin that it was easy to break, thus nine pieces were twisted together to form one strand. Then it was made with a crochet hook. 


  It was a work that was difficult even for Grid, whose skill had reached advanced level four. Even though he steadily invested an hour or two into it every day, the total production period was two months. It was a delicate and beautiful hair tie. Of course, it was a different story when taking a closer look, and Mercedes was a person with better eyes than anyone else in the world. Her eyes trembled as she saw Grid’s efforts and devotion in the hair tie. 


  “Cherish... I will cherish it.” 


  “Don’t cherish it. I made it for you to wear while fighting.” 


  The infamous horun thread—it was so thin that it was easily broken or cut. Some people said that it was even worse than a spider web. The horun thread needed several strands to be twisted into one in order to increase the durability. It was just extremely difficult. No matter how high their sewing skills were, even people with good dexterity could accidentally break the thread in the process of twisting them together. 


  However, it was durable enough to be used as a material for cloth if four or more pieces were twisted into one. If eight or more pieces were twisted into one then it would become solid enough to be used as a material for armor. Now Grid had succeeded in twisted nine pieces into one. 


  The hair tie that he gave Mercedes was stronger than it looked. There were also speed boost buffs attached due to the effects generated by the horun thread. 


  “Then I’ll tie up my hair every day.” 


  The smiling Mercedes pulled back her hair and tied it up. The blue hair and white hair tie were a beautiful harmony and it was within Grid’s expectations. 


  ‘It is good that I dyed it white.’ 


  It was originally a black hair tie. Then he saw that Mercedes’ hair had regained its original color from white and he quickly dyed it.


  “It looks good.” 


  “......”


  Mercedes’s pale face turned red. Today was a special day for her. She had lived as a knight all her life, but this was the first time she received a gift that wasn’t a sword or a shield. 


  ***


  “Were all the fields cleared?” 


  Cokro Island had an absolute lack of arable land. It was a small island and more than half of the area was covered by mountains. The food that the inhabitants of Cokro Island could provide for themselves were minimal. They had to sell minerals to the merchants on the mainland and use the money to buy food. Now even that small amount of farmland was gone. It was because the area had to be cleared to create a forest. 


  ‘I will have to ask Rabbit to support it well.’ 


  Piaro, who carefully planted the golden walnut seedlings obtained from the Xing Kingdom, noticed Grid’s presence and approached. 


  “Welcome, Your Majesty.” 


  Piaro was sweaty from working and he shone brighter than anyone else. There were no worries on his face and he was full of smiles.Grid brushed the dirt off Piaro’s clothes and anxiously asked him, “Is it hard to work all by yourself?”


  Piaro didn’t bring a single farmer with him on this mission. He was clearing the field and planting the seedlings all by himself. It was all in order to create a perfect forest. The golden walnut trees were more sensitive than any other plant. Piaro decided that in order to plant and care for the golden walnut trees well, he needed to do everything by himself. He would have to struggle alone in such a remote place for several months. Wouldn’t it be too lonely and difficult? 


  It happened as Grid was worrying about this... 


  “Honey~~! Take a break and eat!!” 


  From a distance, someone appeared and waved. Taking a closer look, it was Beniyaru. 


  “...You won’t be lonely.” 


  He was with his wife. It was Grid who smiled with peace of mind. 


  ***


  “Take a break from this Hell Gao raid?” 


  There were a total of five raid teams in the Overgeared Guild. They were teams led by the original members of the Overgeared Guild and took on the role of handling boss monsters that appeared regularly all over the continent to secure wealth and goods. 


  “Yes, King Grid said he would raid Hell Gao himself since he is visiting Cokro Island.” 


  “Who is with him?” 


  “Sir Mercedes.”


  


  


  “Just Mercedes?” 


  “Yes.”


  “It is a bit tight...” 


  Pon, the leader of the first team, was worried. The final boss of Cokro Island’s dungeon, Hell Gao—he might’ve been killed by Grid in the past, but the guy who regularly respawned was much stronger than he had been in the past. It was said that he lost his body and most of his power was sealed by the former Sword Saint Muller, but he was still the 9th great demon. 


  It was a setting where he gradually regained his sealed power as time passed. In the past, he had four fire stones and now he had six. Every time a fire stone was added, his level rose by a huge 150 levels. The current Hell Gao was strong enough that there were a lot of sacrifices in the first raid team, which had the highest power among the raid teams. 


  “Does he want to dig out fire stones?” 


  The fire stones created with Hell Gao’s emergence were the source of Hell Gao’s power and his weakness. Every time a fire stone was collected, Hell Gao’s stats dropped significantly. The reason why Grid and Peak Sword were able to raid Hell Gao in their low level days was because they collected two fire stones. 


  However, according to the findings of team one, every time a fire stone was collected, Hell Gao didn’t just weaken, the item drop rate also decreased. This meant there was no point in doing a raid by collecting the fire stones. 


  “I should go and support them.” 


  Pon rose from his seat. It wasn’t that he didn’t believe in the skills of Grid and Mercedes. He had witnessed Grid smashing the half gods. Furthermore, Mercedes was a powerhouse in the same class or above Grid. 


  However, Hell Gao was a named boss. He was different from the NPC yangbans and boasted overwhelming vitality and endurance. It was a matter of compatible natures. In principle, it was impossible for players and NPCs to deal with the current Hell Gao. 


  Pon was about to leave when Lauel suddenly questioned him, “Poin, have you read the news.” 


  “What news?” 


  “Sir Mercedes has written a new chivalric code.” 


  “Of course I know. I was delighted to hear the news.” 


  The chivalric code was a unique characteristic of the legendary knight. In a word, it was a cheat-class ability where stats rose and new skills or traits would blossom every time she wrote a chivalric code. 


  “However, it isn’t enough.” 


  Hell Gao had become stronger and he had the skill to inflict ‘fatal injuries to five targets.’ It was true damage that ignored defense and combined with the very powerful skill that caused an unconditional critical hit, even Toban had no luck and died in one shot. 


  The designated target was random, but it made certain to hit the target. This meant that Grid and Mercedes had to match their skills together if they wanted to raid Hell Gao. 


  “I have to fill up the numbers. That way, the raid will be possible. Additionally, the current timing is bad.” 


  Pon’s expression became darker. It was speculated that Hell Gao absorbed a large amount of magic power and regained some of his sealed power every time he appeared in the human world. Every time a certain amount of magic power was recovered, a new fire stone was added and a greater power was displayed. However, it was currently about the time for a new fire stone to be added. 


  “Maybe seven fire stones will appear this time. Then his level would be higher by 150.” 


  It wasn’t just a problem of level and stat gains. New skills were created and there would be variations to his patterns. 


  ‘In that case, the odds are small even if all of the first team goes as support.’ 


  Of course, the fire stones could be collected. Then Grid and Mercedes would succeed in the raid. Still, how could it be easy to collect fire stones in front of the more powerful Hell Gao? Furthermore, collecting fire stones would make the value of the raid decline. 


  Lauel called out to the hurrying Pon, “Just watch.” 


  Pon frowned. “Just watch even though I know it will be dangerous?” 


  “His Majesty has been reading the raid team’s reports. He knows that Hell Gao is different from before, yet he came out with confidence.” 


  “He might not have considered the seventh fire stone. It was just a speculation in the report.” 


  “Sir Mercedes has written a new chivalric code.” 


  “That isn’t enough.” 


  “Nevertheless, she said she would lose if she faced the current King Grid.” 


  “...What?” 


  “Pon, the king you remember is different from the current king. In this short time, His Majesty has advanced even further. Believe in and wait for His Majesty’s judgment.” 


  At the same time, Cokro Island’s dungeon... 


  “This is really...” 


  It was after Grid finished looking at the golden walnut forest. Grid froze as he went to the dungeon with Mercedes to experience the stronger Hell Gao. Seven fire stones flashed and the pressure Hell Gao gave off was terrifying. It might be a bit exaggerated, but there seemed to be no big difference with the 13th ranked great demon, Beleth.


  ‘I heard that Hell Gao doesn’t have a body so he robs the flesh of demonkin wandering through hell to come to the human world.’


  He showed this much pressure while borrowing the body of a demonkin? It wasn’t even his real body? It seemed that single digit great demons were really creatures in a different dimension. He judged that this couldn’t be left alone.


  ‘It seems appropriate to call Sehee for the next raid when an eighth fire stone is added.’


  It was right that he should be permanently destroyed. This wasn’t a creature that the current humanity could afford to face. 


  Grid pulled out his weapon after making a judgment and was reminded of Kraugel. 


  ‘What is the Sword Saint of the present day doing?’


  Grid hadn’t seen him in a long time. As always, he would be training in remote areas Grid hadn’t been to yet. How far had he narrowed the gap with the previous Sword Saint? The expectant Grid never dreamt that Kraugel was being beaten up by a yangban who hadn’t even taken off her gat. 


  6th Anniversary Event Link (Submission End Date: 15th November)




  Chapter 1317


  The sword that was aiming at the area between his eyebrows suddenly bent like a sickle and cut at his collarbone. He was a bit flustered, but Kraugel calmly blocked it with his sheath. He had expected an anomalous attack from the time he saw the shape of the soft sword, so it was easy to respond. 


  The soft sword that was blocked by the sheath bounced back using its elasticity. Kraugel drew his sword. At the same time, he turned the sheath around, held it in the reverse direction, and pushed it. 


  “...Oh my?” 


  The eyes of the yangban, Yeum, widened. It was because her sword was attached to the human’s sheath. She was in a hurry to retrieve her sword when Kraugel’s sword cut her waist. It was an attack that dug deeply, but Kraugel’s expression wasn’t very good. 


  ‘A basic attack is pointless.’ 


  A basic attack didn’t deal much damage. He gauged Yeum’s defense and kicked up. Jajinmori—it was a kick that could be used even at a close range. It made the concept of space meaningless and exerted a chasing effect. 


  Yeum was pushed back several meters and was ready to chase after him immediately. Through the dust, she could see the back of the human that was running far away. Usually, a person would think they had missed the opponent. However, Yeum was a yangban. In front of her, a half-god, the concept of distance had little significance. 


  “Shunpo.” 


  Yeum’s body teleported dozens of meters ahead. She spread out the capturing technique and snatched at the human’s robes. Then a sharp blade swept over Yeum’s white hands like a storm. It was the manifestation of Formless Will. 


  ‘He has awakened the ‘heart.’’ 


  The vast majority of the yangbans didn’t understand the concept of Formless Will. For them, Formless Will was just an innate strength. Even Garam recognized Formless Will as a power of the yangbans. However, Yeum had an accurate understanding of the ‘heart’ and Formless Will. This was the result of studying martial arts beside Mir without being complacent about her strength. 


  Tong!Tong tong tong tong tong!


  Yeum matched it. She responded to Kraugel’s Formless Will with her own Formless Will. The invisible blow collided with the invisible sword energy and a storm erupted. Meanwhile, the battle between Kraugel and Yeum continued. Yeum’s techniques encompassed fists, angled attacks, the palm, and the sword, and they were varied and complex. Her attacks that left behind afterimages were as flashy as the tail of a peacock and Kraugel was desperate to stop them. Yes, he somehow blocked them. 


  Yeum greatly admired it. The opponent was an ordinary human. He hadn’t even accumulated transcendence. However, his heart and his techniques were unusual. Among them, his swordsmanship was particularly remarkable. 


  ‘The swordsmanship is similar to Mir’s... no, maybe it is a bit better.’ 


  This was a human who used swordsmanship comparable to Mir, the strongest of the yangbans. If he accumulated transcendence and completed his body, wouldn’t he far transcend the category of a human? 


  “It’s great.” 


  Yeum was blocked by the sword curtain used by the human being and she was forced to step back. She was filled with pure curiosity and questioned the human who was regaining his breath, “You aren’t a transcendent. How are you distinguishing between my various attacks? It isn’t possible just because you have good eyes.” 


  “......”


  Kraugel didn’t answer. He had no reason to explain that he was predicting and responding to attacks by reading the fine movements of her muscles, the direction of her eyes, and the habits that the other person was unaware of. 


  ‘The situation is bad.’ 


  Kraugel had only been in Kaya for two days and he already met with a yangban. It was too much to dismiss it as bad luck. 


  ‘Is it because I had a conversation with the residents to gather information?’ 


  The waterfall that was said to contain Muller’s secret technique—the only clue was that it was ‘a place where there is no sunlight,’ so Kraugel interacted with the residents to gather information. Then he stepped back and encountered the yangban in front of him. The possibility that it was a simple coincidence was very low. 


  ‘I was too short-sighted.’ 


  The yangbans lost the red phoenix and black tortoise to an outsider (Grid) and their colleagues were also killed. Even the arrogant ones would’ve been alarmed. It was clear they would thoroughly defend the blue dragon and the white tiger. It was enough to keep an eye on the people of the Kaya Kingdom and the Pa Kingdom. 


  ‘I should give up on communicating with the NPCs here.’ 


  He had to work thoroughly alone and in secret. The difficulty of the quest surged, but Kraugel didn’t hesitate. He had a lot of experience in uncovering and solving labyrinths alone. The biggest problem right now was how to get rid of the yangban in front of him. However, could he get rid of her? The level of the other person was too high. 


  Yeum. She had a smiling face and soft attitude, but there was no mercy in her hands. She knew how to objectively analyze the enemy. She was never arrogant and careless, unlike other yangbans. Her skills were unsurprisingly excellent.


  ‘I didn’t know that the skills of a yangban would be this high.’ 


  In the past, Kraugel had warned Grid of the dangers of the yangbans. 


  At that time, he didn't know there was a gap between the yangbans. He took the three yangbans he saw in Pangea, including Garam, as the standard for the yangbans. That wasn’t the case anymore. In the past few years, he had been collecting information about the yangbans through many quests. 


  Only the seven yangbans who had passed Chiyou’s Test with high grades could take off their gats. They were the truly strong ones. Yet Yeum possessed higher than expected skills despite wearing a gat. Even a yangban wearing a gat was this strong... 


  Kraugel couldn’t help thinking of Grid who had killed several yangbans. 


  ‘The gap has widened further.’ 


  Kraugel’s heart jumped when he realized the difference in skill with Grid. His blood boiled as he recalled the goal of competing against Grid again. However, he suppressed it. It wasn’t time yet. He would end up learning Muller’s secret techniques if he was obsessed with winning against Grid. 


  ‘Then I am bound to lose.’


  He absolutely refused to lose while using someone else’s power. He didn’t want to disappoint Grid. He realized it for certain when he saw that Grid didn’t participate in last year’s National Competition. It was a fact that a rematch with Grid shouldn’t be set as a short-term goal. The current him didn’t meet Grid’s expectations. 


  ‘...The game is fun. Exciting. Long.’ 


  Kraugel tried to control his mind by repeating his positive thoughts. Then Yeum spoke to Kraugel, “You seem to have many thoughts. Don’t try to understand the situation. If you keep thinking about why I attacked you or why you can’t beat me, then you won’t understand until the very end.” 


  “I don’t care.” 


  It was Kraugel who felt insignificant when Yeum intervened as he was thinking about Grid. Yeum’s face went blank for a moment, but she soon laughed. “You are so terrified that you’ve lost your mind.” 


  Yeum infused energy into her soft sword. The anomaly of the soft sword wasn’t working so she determined it was better to suppress the opponent with a strong sword. “The people above are a bit sensitive these days. It is forbidden to have outsiders active here, so please die.” 


  ‘There is no retreat.’ 


  It was easy to understand why Yeum chose to fight here despite the narrowness. In the first place, Shunpo was a problem. It was hard to get free. Kraugel looked around again and concluded that retreat was impossible. Therefore, he took a posture. 


  ‘I wonder if I can decrease her blood below half. I have to confirm it now that things are like this.’ 


  “......?!” 


  “Space Sword.” 


  The Sword Saint’s swordsmanship split apart the mountain and the half-god paid homage to his blow. Each time their swords collided, birds flew from the turbulent forest and covered the sky with black. 


  ***


  [Hell Gao, the master of Hellfire has appeared.] 


  [Hell Gao’s roar has applied fear, confusion, and debilitating effects.] 


  [You have resisted.] 


  [Hell Gao’s fire has reduced fire resistance by 50%.] 


  [You have resisted.] 


  [Hell Gao, who has restored a lot of magic power, has used his strength. A river of hellfire is summoned in the area.] 


  


  


  [The health recovery effect is reduced by half due to the influence of the hellfire river and continuous burn damage is received.] 


  [You have resisted.] 


  [Hell Gao’s stats will rise significantly as the hellfire river flows.] 


  [Fire pillars have risen and attacked you.] 


  The moment Hell Gao appeared, a river of fire was also created in the dungeon. 


  “......!” 


  Pillars of fire rose from the fire stones and struck at Grid and Mercedes. The fire stones were scattered in so many different locations so it felt like the fire was coming from all directions. Mercedes shouted to Grid, who couldn’t easily find a path of retreat, “Come over here!” 


  “......?!” 


  Mercedes was standing still and shouting. Grid had no way of knowing what her intentions were, but he trusted her unconditionally. He rushed forward. Pillars of fire burned the dungeon. However, there were some areas that weren’t affected by the flames, one of which was the area where Grid and Mercedes were standing. 


  “Wow.” 


  Blue hair swept over the face of the admiring Grid. Mercedes moved like a flash and raised a shield into the air. 


  Meteor Strike—it was thought to be one of the strongest spells until Grid witnessed Braham’s Meteor, and it fell toward every point where the fire pillars didn’t reach. Mercedes’ shield now blocked one of them. 


  Grid clicked his tongue. ‘Is this the power of Keen Insight?’ 


  She could grasp and target the boss’ attack patterns in an instant. It was truly a powerful force to watch out for. Mercedes spoke to Grid, who was looking at her like she was beautiful, “Don’t fall into the river.” 


  “Yes.” 


  His transcendent senses were also sending him warnings. He was able to resist the burn damage and recovery reduction effect caused by the ‘heat’ of the hellfire river. However, once his body directly touched the hellfire river, his flesh and bones would melt. 


  ‘Once Hell Gao fully recovers, will he launch powerful flames like that river?’ 


  A chill went down Grid’s spine as he was reminded that Hell Gao’s nickname was ‘master of hellfire.’ 


  “Who are you?” 


  Beyond the flames, Hell Gao’s voice could be heard. 


  “What’s the matter?” 


  Hell Gao came in and out of here like it was his own house, and he became accustomed to conversations with human beings. He was more talkative than when he fought against Grid a few years ago. He even sensed something strange and immediately asked questions. 


  “You guys... are you legends of the past generation?” 


  Hell Gao had regained a considerable amount of power after suffering the humiliation of being beaten by humans several times. The physical body might only be borrowed from a demonkin, but his magic power had reached almost half of when he was in his prime. 


  Hell Gao was planning to hold a killing celebration this time. He was convinced that the humans who humiliated him for years would never be able to handle his present self. Then what was this? What was the identity of these two humans who possessed a strength that modern humans couldn’t show? 


  Hell Gao was perplexed only to suddenly meet Grid’s gaze. He kept his mouth shut for a moment before shouting. “You! You are the guy from that time!” 


  [Hell Gao, the master of Hellfire, recognizes you.] 


  [The title ‘Recognition of the 9th Great Demon’ has been acquired.] 


  [Recognition of the 9th Great Demon] 


  [A celebrity in hell. 


  The hell reputation system is activated. 


  The more you build your reputation, the less you will be penalized in hell.] 


  [You have defeated many great demons.] 


  [5,000 reputation points have been acquired through the influence of the magnificent achievements.] 


  [The penalties in hell are reduced by 10%.] 


  “It is nice to see you giving me a gift.” 


  This was a great profit. Activities in hell could be guaranteed, and hell was arguably Satisfy’s best hunting ground. Hell Gao stared blankly at Grid’s genuine joy and burst out laughing. “Kukuk!Kuhahahat! Right! I am glad! Really glad!! I have always dreamed of getting revenge on you! God Yatan finally listened to my wishes!!" 


  The experience of defeat in a fight against ‘a miner and a swordsman,’ not the Sword Saint, was the greatest shame of Hell Gao’s life. The reason Hell Gao diligently kept coming to the human world over the past few years was actually because he wanted to get revenge. 


  Today, the opportunity finally came. Hell Gao was very happy. 


  “You are worthy of being the human who defeated me. You have become stronger! It will be worth taking you down! Kuhahahat!” 


  “...You have become very chatty.” 


  Among all the great demons Grid had met, Hell Gao gave off the lightest feeling. However, the power he radiated was great. Grid didn’t release his tension even if it wasn’t for the warnings from his transcendent senses. 


  “Let’s go, Mercedes.” 


  “I will follow you.” 


  “...Can you take the lead?” 


  Grid thoroughly relied on Mercedes after witnessing the true value of Keen Insight. It was the first time that he recognized those with finite lives as ‘people to depend on’ rather than a ‘person to be protected.’ 


  [Overgeared King Grid is writing the eighth epic.] 


  [The beginning of the narrative comes from the confrontation with the great evil roaring beyond the soaring flames.] 


  “Gladly,” Mercedes replied. 


  [His knight takes the lead in the furnace filled with the demonic desires.] 


  [One step. Enduring the flames of hell.] 


  [Two steps. The back she showed as she confronted the great evil with devotion shared the burdens he had been carrying so far.]
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  [The subject is too busy and can’t check their whisper.] 


  There was only one case where the whisper couldn’t be transmitted due to such a reason. It was when the target was raiding a dungeon boss. 


  “Shit, it’s already started.” 


  Lauel had asked him to trust Grid, but Pon felt uneasy. Pon naturally believed in Grid’s skills. Were there any Overgeared members who doubted that Grid was the strongest? It was just that the timing this time was too bad. Grid wouldn’t be able to handle Hell Gao if he had obtained his seventh fire stone. 


  ‘It is hard even if he is stronger than Mercedes. It is impossible for two people to raid the boss based on the pattern.’ 


  Pon wanted to give Grid some advice, but became nervous when he couldn’t even send a whisper. Lauel caught up to him as he was hurrying away. “Are you going to support?”


  “I have to go. I can’t let Grid and Mercedes die.” 


  The pillars of fire that were summoned the moment Hell Gao appeared grew stronger as the number of fire stones increased. The moment six fire stones appeared, the damage range was widened to the point where the entire dungeon would burn. 


  Additionally, the summoning position of the pillars of fire was random every time. The only way to find the places the pillars of fire didn’t damage was purely by luck. Then if they avoided a pillar of fire, they were exposed to the ‘balls of fire’ falling from the sky. It was inevitable to take some damage from the moment Hell Gao appeared. 


  ‘Of course, Grid and Mercedes will resist the debuff that lowers fire resistance, but they will still be injured.’ 


  It was very painful even if the fire resistance was 100%. Just because attribute resistance was 100% didn’t mean that no attribute damage was received. This was because all attribute attacks had basic damage. The damage could be kept balanced with defense and resistance, but Hell Gao’s fire attack power was truly unstoppable. It might be blocked by resistance and reduced by damage and resistance, but the damage was still beyond imagination. 


  Additionally, all of Hell Gao’s attacks had a certain amount of true damage applied. It completely ignored defense and resistance. 


  ‘You will go straight to hell the moment you start taking damage from Hell Gao.’ 


  Hell Gao’s scariest attack pattern was the tentacle of magic power that occurred when more than half of the people participating in the raid lost a certain amount of health. It was a skill that dealt 100% of their true damage to five targets and unconditionally inflicted a critical hit. 


  ‘The skill that triggers every time 20% of our health is reduced is the most dangerous.’ Therefore, it was important to keep their health.


  Once health started being lost, a vicious cycle started repeating itself. The damage that occurred when Hell Gao first appeared had to be recovered immediately to withstand the pattern. Potions alone had their limits. The Hell Gao raid required a healer or a buffer. 


  It happened when Pon started gathering team one... 


  [Overgeared King Grid is writing the eighth epic.] 


  An epic was triggered. The contents of the epic were also very serious. It wasn’t Grid but Grid’s knight. It described Mercedes confronting the flames of hell. It wrote that she shared the burdens that Grid had been carrying alone so far. Grid was dependent on Mercedes when he valued the lives of NPCs a hundred or thousand times more than his own? It was Mercedes who was like a precious object that couldn’t be exchanged for anything... 


  It was proof that Grid was being overwhelmed. 


  “Che!” 


  In the middle of the corridor, Pon summoned a white horse. Lauel shouted as Pon threw a spear, broke the window, and mounted the horse, “Go to Sticks. He will guide you to the warpgate.” 


  ***


  The epic was Grid’s footsteps. It focused on the person himself rather than his feats. This time, the system focused on the changes in Grid who started relying on his colleagues. He became the light guiding humanity because he knew his own limitations. Nevertheless, he still saw others as precarious. 


  Grid, who had always been fighting alone, finally trusted others. It was a scene that proved the development of humanity. It was a moment that hinted at a generational change. It was right to write it as a narrative that would become a myth. 


  Mercedes stepped forward with the shield over her head and blocked the flames pouring down like rain. Grid followed behind her. 


  [Every time he followed in his knight’s footsteps, the responsibility that oppressed him was washed away layer by layer.] 


  “This way!” 


  [It was with the courage to face all types of injustices and threats to lead the way.] 


  “The river in this direction is fake.”


  [A resolution to protect everyone.] 


  “Now!” 


  [A foolish obstinacy and arrogance.] 


  “Ridiculous guys!” 


  [He realized it under the protection of the shield.]


  “Sky.” 


  [The knight’s shield that defeated the flames of hell accelerated his sword.] 


  “Kuuack! River, flood!” 


  [The new epic effect has increased damage by 10% during party play.] 


  “Knight’s Divine Protection.” 


  [The knight’s gaze looked at places he couldn’t see and protected his back.] 


  “What...?! Your eyes are impossible!” 


  [The new epic effect has increased defense by 10% during party play.] 


  “Shunpo.” 


  “Silver Wings.” 


  [A branch that dreams of being a tree to support the world.] 


  [His efforts and struggles to lead humanity as a lantern.] 


  “Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.” 


  “Galaxy Wave.” 


  [The distinction between the previous generation and the present is removed.] 


  “You guys...! Le...gends! Kuaaack!” 


  [Overgeared King Grid has completed the eighth page of the epic!] 


  [Due to the influence of the epic, the stats of all the legends of this age are slightly increased.] 


  ***


  [The eighth page of the epic has been completed.] 


  


  


  [Your status has risen by one level as a reward for completing the epic.] 


  [Resistance to skill damage has slightly increased.] 


  [Resistance to weapon damage has slightly increased.] 


  [Skin of Transcendence has become even harder.] 


  [The title ‘Protagonist of the Legend’ has been created.] 


  [Your knight ‘Mercedes’ is deifying you.] 


  [Your Deity stat has increased by 1.] 


  [Skin of Transcendence Lv. 2] 


  [Passive 


  * There is a certain chance of resisting physical damage below 3,000. 


  The skin of a transcendent is very tough and hard. 


  It is a process of peeking into the domain of imperviousness to the sword.]


  [Protagonist of the Legend] 


  [The protagonist who leads other legends. 


  You will gain more experience than your party members when hunting in a party with legendary classes. 


  There is a chance of acquiring better items than your party members when hunting in a party with legendary classes.] 


  ‘Good.’


  The epic was accompanied by great growth. His defense and damage was increased during party hunting and his resistance to skill damage and weapon damage increased. Additionally, Skin of Transcendence was strengthened and he obtained a title. He was so happy that he wanted to cheer. 


  Unfortunately, he couldn’t afford to cheer. 


  “Your Majesty!” 


  “Shunpo!” 


  The momentum of the flames that Hell Gao wore on his body became much greater. Under Grid and Mercedes’ onslaught, his health was decreased and he entered the second phase. Hell Gao’s eyes were burning red as he gazed at Grid and Mercedes, who were fleeing like rats. “I thought all humans of the present day are trash. It is shocking.” 


  This was bad. Looking at his manner of speaking, the guy who had just gone berserk had regained his composure. This meant his attack accuracy had returned to a normal level.


  “You wouldn’t be inferior even if you were living in the same era as Muller.” 


  How many people in the world had been praised by a great demon? Hell Gao highly praised Grid and Mercedes, and he even mentioned Muller who sealed him. He was at ease. Hell Gao rotated the staff he had been holding as an ornament and created dozens of reverse pentagrams around him.


  “However, you are still young. Muller was in his later years when he sealed me.” 


  The 9th great demon, Hell Gao, was a powerful presence in the worldview, but he was surprisingly used to a sense of helplessness. It was because he experienced a sword that couldn’t be broken, a sword that couldn’t be blocked, a sword that couldn’t be avoided. This was why he quickly regained his cool despite Mercedes’ use of Keen Insight. 


  For the last hundreds of years, he wandered hell in a spirit form and repeatedly thought about it—how could he combat such irrationality? The answer he found was surprisingly simple. It was to face irrationality with more irrationality. Flames intersected over dozens of inverted pentagrams and then blazed.


  “It is still an incomplete magic, but can you afford to handle it when you, too, are incomplete?” 


  “......!”


  This was magic that was created to kill Muller. Mercedes glimpsed the identity of the magic circle with Keen Insight and pushed Grid away. 


  “Run away!” 


  “What?” 


  Grid hadn’t taken a proper hit since entering phase two. It was due to his high agility that allowed him to react as soon as Mercedes’ Keen Insight predicted it. Mercedes suffered damage, but it was inevitable because she was in the tanker’s position. Even so, she only suffered minor injuries. Neither of them had gone below 90% of their health. It was fine like this, yet Mercedes was telling him to run away? 


  ‘What is that magic? 


  33 magic circles that repeatedly generated dark flames and condensed them. It seemed that it could carry out a bombardment that broke through ‘all defense.’ Grid suggested, “If the two of us block it together...” 


  “It is impossible. He has infinitely overlapped guidance magic with acceleration magic.”


  “What...?!” 


  It was the moment when Grid stiffened... 


  “This should be enough to deal with you.” 


  There was a big smile on the goat head. Then there was silence as if someone had pressed the mute button. The flames burning in the magic circles suddenly disappeared. 


  “......!”


  Mercedes was already moving. She tried to hug Grid as she opened her mouth to say some final words. Her large shield was only covering Grid’s body. She even used her body as a shield as she sacrificed herself for Grid. In the world that had stopped— 


  [There are no attacks that you won’t recognize.] 


  Every one of Grid’s senses stood up. The ‘world that a transcendent sees’ unfolded before his eyes. He could see the 33 sparks that were hidden. They were approaching him and Mercedes fiercely. He could see how each and every one of Mercedes’ hair was moving. Her face was sad like she was just about to burst into tears. 


  ‘It’s fine.’ 


  Just as you are protecting me, it is natural for me to protect you.


  The back of Grid’s hand wiped at Mercedes’ eyes. 


  “Flower Revolve.” 


  All the 33 sparks filled Grid’s field of view and petals of sword energy were scattered. In Mercedes’ vision, it was Grid’s cloak passing by instead of Grid. Then Hell Gao was bombarded by his own magic. 


  “......!!”


  “......?”


  Mercedes and the great demon didn’t know what Grid had done and their astonished gazes met. Hell Gao fell steadily and saw the blue petals fluttering in the flames. Every petal reflected the nightmare from hundreds of years ago.




  Chapter 1319


  It would be a battle of endurance. Grid predicted that it would take at least an hour to raid Hell Gao. First of all, Hell Gao’s attack pattern was too difficult. It was the first time he had experienced such a diverse, extensive, and irregular pattern. It was possible to cope by maintaining the Transcend state as much as possible to freely use Shunpo, but that meant the overconsumption of stamina. It would only lead to self-destruction. 


  ‘Stamina is always a problem.’


  Attack power and survivability could be covered with items. The problem was that stamina was different. Stamina often held him back, so he gradually felt irritable. In the end, Grid decided it was best to rely on Mercedes’ Keen Insight. However, following Mercedes’ order led him to moving one step behind Mercedes and it was difficult to find a chance to strike compared to fighting on his own. 


  Furthermore, his ultimate skills like Sky and the five fusion sword dances struck, but didn’t exert as much power as he thought. Hell Gao’s abilities were above Grid’s even though he lost his body, borrowed the body of a demonic creature, and hadn’t fully recovered his magic power. This was the majestic power of a single digit great demon. 


  ‘...I thought I would die first.’ 


  Grid hadn’t expected this type of development. Hell Gao’s ultimate attack that was used the moment he entered phase two ended up making the raid easier. Hell Gao had all 33 of his spells returned to him and his health gauge quickly reached the bottom. The combination of a transcendent person who recognized all attacks and Flower Revolve that reflected all attacks in the field of view could be described as the realm of art. 


  “Kukuk...! Kukukuk!!” 


  Was it because the shock was too big? Hell Gao became bloody and suddenly burst out laughing. Hell Gao’s remaining health was less than three-tenths. It was so small that it wouldn’t be strange if he entered the final phase. 


  Yes, the raid wasn’t over yet. The real battle was starting from now on. Grid and Mercedes were tense and tightened their grips on their weapons. Meanwhile, Hell Gao lay there and watched the blue petals. 


  “What a trivial thing.” Hell Gao wasn’t talking to the humans. The words were for the owner of the body that he had borrowed for a while. 


  “......!”


  “......!”


  Grid and Mercedes were stunned. It was because Hell Gao talked to himself and then dug at his own eyes with a sharp hand. The red, bloodshot eyeballs were pulled out and rolled around in his hand. 


  “It is useless to have eyes that can’t even see the speed of the magic that I shot.” 


  Hell Gao’s body was engulfed in flames that moved like living creatures as his body slowly rose and stood upright. He tightly grasped the eyes he pulled out and caused them to burst. Then he stood still and started to breathe deeply. 


  “Sigh.”


  Hwaruk!


  “Sigh.”


  Hwaruruk.


  Every time Hell Gao took a breath, the burning fire around his body gradually subsided. He killed the pressure that seemed like it would burn the whole world, and became smaller and quieter. Then he disappeared completely. 


  “Haaaah...” 


  In the end, black smoke emerged from Hell Gao’s mouth and nose as he let out a breath. His face, chest, neck, back, shoulders, arms, pelvis, and legs—Hell Gao’s shell fell apart. The exposed flesh burned red like lava while the wriggling blood vessels were burning black. 


  This was Hell Gao’s magic—fire itself. Hell Gao absorbed it into his body and the demonic creature’s body started collapsing because it couldn’t withstand the heat. It was the start of the final phase. 


  “”Human.”” 


  Hell Gao’s vocal cords were melted and his voice became bizarre. It was torn and submerged to the point where it was hard to understand. 


  “”Yes, your name. What, is it?”” 


  Grid barely recognized the words and answered, “Grid, Overgeared King Grid.” 


  “”I will remember.”” 


  The first human since Muller who has given me such a great sense of helplessness.


  Hell Gao was unable to say the following words. It was because his vocal cords had completely melted and disappeared. He was only breathing like a beast. 


  “He used magic power to temporarily maximize his physical and sensory functions.” Mercedes watched Hell Gao’s changes closely and stepped forward. “I’ll fight to buy time while Your Majesty is recovering.” 


  Mercedes knew that Grid was quite exhausted. It wasn’t strange to feel tired after using Shunpo several times and then entering the transcendent realm. It was the aftermath of awakening concentration and senses so great that the world seemed to be in slow motion. Didn’t he lose his breath after exchanging a few seconds of attacks and defenses with the grandmaster? 


  “No, we will fight together.” 


  Grid moved his heavy legs and stood beside Mercedes. 


  “In any case, isn’t he going to die soon?” 


  From the moment he entered the final phase, Hell Gao’s health gauge started to decrease by itself. The body that Hell Gao borrowed couldn’t handle Hell Gao’s magic power and was dying. The dying flash—the current Hell Gao was like a candle blazing at the end. 


  He showed a desire to bring the humans who drove him to this point down to hell with him. It was impossible for Mercedes to deal with this guy alone. 


  “Yes.” Mercedes didn’t continue to insist. She knew that they had a better chance of surviving together than if she struggled alone. 


  “Hell Gao is going to try and handle this quickly.” 


  Originally, they should delay time and persist. However, was it really possible? Hell Gao had increased his physical ability to the extreme so his movements... 


  “......!” 


  The speed was like lightning. Mercedes read Hell Gao’s intentions and path with Keen Insight, but she couldn’t respond perfectly. In an instant, Hell Gao narrowed the distance and kicked. This caused Mercedes’ body to fly through the air. The side of her armor dented as she coughed up blood. 


  Grrr...


  Beast-like breathing rang in Mercedes’ ears. Hell Gao followed after her, but Mercedes’ shield was already protecting her heart. This was evidence that she read and responded to the situation in advance. If she had blocked Hell Gao’s kick with her shield then her heart would’ve been exposed to the subsequent attack. The moment Hell Gao’s fist collided with Mercedes’ shield, a huge wave of energy shook the dungeon. 


  “I am also aiming for a quick fight.” 


  The Enlightenment Sword and the Fire Dragon Sword—Grid merged the two swords into one and cut at Hell Gao’s back with Pinnacle. Then Hell Gao’s kick struck Grid’s abdomen. Hell Gao was wary of Grid’s transcendence and raised his senses to the extreme. It was impossible that he couldn’t respond to Grid’s current speed. 


  He just didn’t avoid it. He just attacked instead of defending. It was a mistake. The thing that Grid lacked was endurance, not health. Rather, he was grateful for Hell Gao’s response. 


  “Storm of the Fire God.” 


  Divine flames overflowed from Grid. 


  Hell Gao was the master of hellfire, so Grid wasn’t sure if Storm of the Fire God would affect Hell Gao. However, the use of Storm of the Fire God wasn’t just limited to suppressing the enemy. It had the beneficial effect of healing the user by 20%. 


  Would enemies who ran into each other on a single person wooden bridge fight like this?


  


  


  Grid’s sword and armor constantly collided with Hell Gao’s body that was enhanced with magic power. The two of them didn’t try to avoid or block each other’s attacks. They just cut at each other’s flesh and bones to defeat the opponent in front of them. 


  Originally, Hell Gao should have the overwhelming advantage. Boss monsters, especially named bosses, had health and endurance that players couldn’t handle. If a boss monster and player struggled in a battle of consumption, then it was normal for players to lose first. 


  A lunatic who fought against boss monsters in this way didn’t exist in the world. Yet the positions of Grid and Hell Gao were completely reversed. Hell Gao was dying quickly without recovering. Meanwhile— 


  [Braham’s Shield has wrapped around your body. The shield has absorbed 25,673 damage. An additional 500 defense is obtained while the shield is retained.]


  [Braham’s Shield has wrapped around your body. The shield has absorbed 25,673 damage. An additional 500 defense is obtained while the shield is retained.]


  [Braham’s Shield has wrapped around...] 


  ......


  …


  The health-consuming rate was relatively slow since Grid used the fusion sword dances and single sword dances Wave and Revolve with Braham’s Shield attached every time the cooldown was over. The shield also continued to be triggered due to God's Command. 


  Of course, it was relatively slow. Braham’s Shield couldn’t last long in front of Hell Gao’s amazing attack power that dealt at least 10,000 damage with every hit. But— 


  “Cray’s Power.” 


  Grid had the strongest vampire skill that absorbed 100% damage dealt and turned it into health. The cooldown was five minutes, but it was enough to reverse the situation with one use. Additionally, the lifesteal function of Elfin Stone’s Ring was added so Grid’s health recovery was dazzling. Storm of the Fire God maximized the power of the vampires. 


  However... 


  “Cough!”


  Grid’s sword dances, Cray’s Power, and Elfin Stone’s Ring were all skills and items with a cooldown time. Unlike Katz’s lifesteal, there were gaps in Grid’s lifesteal. Hell Gao noticed it from a certain moment and accurately grasped this gap. 


  “Che!” 


  It was a critical injury at a time when Grid’s lifesteal was blocked. Grid gritted his teeth at the blood and Hell Gao finally smiled. It was at this moment... 


  [A great king puts his safety first.] 


  [The title of ‘The First King’ has created a shield equal to the health lost in the last minute.] 


  Grid was once again surrounded by a new shield. 


  “”......””


  At this time, Hell Gao frowned. If his eyes were normal then he would be looking at Grid with disgust. It was like looking at a cockroach, not a human being. 


  “Haap!” 


  Mercedes’ performance was also brilliant. As Grid endured, endured, and endured, she constantly attacked Hell Gao’s vital spots and accelerated the consumption of health. She even blocked several of Hell Gao’s attacks by setting up her shield in exquisitely placed locations. If it wasn’t for her, Grid’s health would’ve decreased twice as fast. 


  “”......””


  Before they knew it, Hell Gao’s health was reduced to one-tenth. Surprisingly, Hell Gao wasn’t nervous. It was because he knew clearly that he would die together with Grid. The moment Hell Gao abandoned his body and his eyes, his sharp senses allowed him to detect that Grid’s breathing had reached its limit. 


  It was the same for Mercedes. Her Keen Insight read that Grid would soon stop moving. 


  ‘Please...! Please!’


  The sweat-drenched Mercedes started to speed up. Her desire to protect Grid was sharpening the tip of her sword. Unfortunately, her attack power was limited. The advantage of a knight was that it could play all roles, but the weak point was that it couldn’t reach the peak. Her swordsmanship was unfortunately lacking in power and couldn’t inflict a fatal injury on Hell Gao. Therefore— 


  [Your knight ‘Mercedes’ has realized there is no meaning to a sword that can’t protect its master and has written a new chivalric code.] 


  [Mercedes’ attack power, critical hit probability, and probability of hitting a vital spot will increase significantly.] 


  The legendary knight evolved once again. 


  “”Kuoooh...”” 


  Hell Gao moaned after he was stabbed by Mercedes’ sword that he had ignored. His aggro that was focused on Grid after losing a lot of health to Grid was finally dispersed. Maybe he was vigilant because he knew Grid was going to collapse soon. Unfortunately for Hell Gao, Grid had a trump card. 


  “Belial’s Power.” 


  The power of fire, the power of darkness, and the power of lies. The 32nd great demon Belial had a total of three powers. The power of fire would have no effect on Hell Gao, the master of hellfire. Even Queen’s Flames of Hell, which consumed 90% of the maximum mana, couldn’t damage Hell Gao at all. Yet Grid used the power of fire. There was only one reason... 


  [The passive effect ‘Fire Queen’ is activated. Stamina won’t fall while this passive is maintained.] 


  It was to enjoy this effect. If it was Grid from a few months ago, he would’ve focused on the powerful enemy in front of him, fought until his stamina was exhausted, and experienced defeat. However, not anymore. He met the absolute god, Hanul, and Chiyou, the unique god. Hell Gao might be strong, but he was only a ‘great demon’. Grid didn’t shrink back, maintained his normal heart, and made the best choice. 


  ‘Two minutes.’ 


  The final countdown had begun. He had to hold on here and defeat the enemy. Hell Gao finally seemed to become nervous. He ignored the strengthened Mercedes and exchanged several blows with Grid. Then Grid unexpectedly used Decoy. It was enough to deceive Hell Gao, who threw away his sight to awaken his senses. 


  Grid widened the distance as Hell Gao smashed the magical bird and reached out. His expression was firm, as if allowing no further access. “Request to Stand With Me.” 


  Hundreds of battle gear appeared behind Grid. 


   “”???””


  It was now hard to describe it as the roar of a beast. Hell Gao let out sounds that could barely be understood and accelerated. He didn’t care that his tattered body could no longer endure his magic power and started to turn to ashes. He felt the weight of these ‘tools’ containing history as they were made, used, and talked about. The incoming rain of battle gear was another legend in itself. It was something that the current Hell Gao couldn’t endure.


  The rain of battle gear poured down, piercing and crushing Hell Gao. Grid also flew over. Along with Mercedes, he cut the neck of Hell Gao, who was unable to move. 


  [The Rune of Gluttony has eaten the power of the weakened great demon Hell Gao.] 


  It was a short but intense message. It was news of the end of the raid. 


  [Hell Gao, the master of hellfire, has been successfully defeated!] 


  Grid and Mercedes smiled at each other as they cut Hell Gao’s neck.
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  [Hell Gao, the master of hellfire, has been successfully defeated!] 


  [’Horn of the Selected Demonkin’ has been acquired.] 


  [’Necklace of Hierarchy’ has been acquired.] 


  [’Ring of Hierarchy’ has been acquired.] 


  [39 Blessed Weapon Enhancement Stones have been acquired.] 


  [68 Blessed Armor Enhancement Stones have been acquired.] 


  [Your reputation in hell has increased by 2,000.]


  [Your level has risen.] 


  [Your level has risen.] 


  [Horn of the Selected Demonkin] 


  [Rating: Legendary 


  Durability: 890/890 Attack Power: 2,599 


  * Attack speed will increase by 20%. 


  * Critical hit chance will increase by 50%. 


  * Critical hit damage will increase by 120%. 


  * 50% increase in fire resistance. 


  * There is a 30% chance to counterattack when hit by a fire attribute attack. 


  The horn of the demonic creature chosen by Hell Gao and was deprived of its body. 


  It is hard and sharp, so it is good to use as a weapon. 


  Conditions of Use: Level 600. Advanced Sword Mastery Level 5. 


  Weight: 830] 


  ‘This.’ 


  As a legendary rated item, it naturally had a great performance, but it wasn’t enough to satisfy Grid. 


  ‘The performance isn’t bad, but the level restriction is uselessly high.’ 


  It would’ve been considered if the level limit was 400. However, it was level 600. Grid was first in the unified rankings and had just reached level 417. This meant 600 was an unrealistic number. 


  ‘It means that Hell Gao’s level was that high.’ 


  Hell Gao’s level was proportional to the number of fire stones. From the time he summoned seven fire stones with his appearance, his level would’ve been different from before. There was a high probability that this raid wouldn’t have been possible if not for Fenrir’s Power to overcome the level difference. 


  ‘No, it would’ve been impossible.’ 


  The greatness of the rune was realized. Recently, the runes were evaluated as the ‘ultimate’ system. There were no limits to the runes. Just as Grid’s rune gained unique abilities every time he defeated named demonkin, demonic creatures, and demons, the other runes released into the world would grow infinitely every time certain conditions were met. 


  Of course, the difficulty of achieving these conditions were terrifyingly high. Wasn’t it obvious that the growth conditions were difficult just by looking at Grid’s rune? Defeating named demonkin, demonic creatures, and demons wasn’t something that anyone could do. There were no easy opponents among the direct descendant vampires and the great demons that Grid raided. 


  [Rune of Gluttony] 


  [* Weakened Great Demon Hell Gao’s Power] 


  [Domination]


  [There is a certain probability of controlled demonic creatures with a lower level than you. 


  You can control up to two demonic creatures. 


  Resources Consumed: Target demonic creature’s food, 10,000 mana 


  Domination Duration Time: 24 hours. 


  Skill Cooldown Time: 30 minutes] 


  “Hmm...”


  It was an unexpected power. He naturally thought Hell Gao would give him a power related to fire, but this line of thinking seemed to be too narrow. 


  ‘It isn’t strange to give me the power to dominate demonic creatures because he takes over the body of a demonic creature every time he appears in the human world.’ 


  Was this a force to be pleased with? Demonic creatures referred to monsters living in hell and Grid didn’t know hell very well. He couldn’t properly measure the level of hell’s monsters. 


  ‘I don’t know...’ 


  It was too bad. Perhaps if he had raided Hell Gao in his intact state, then he would’ve gained multiple powers at once like Belial and then he wouldn’t have felt this ambiguity. Grid was smacking his lips together when he suddenly felt puzzled. ‘Will I gain additional powers if I raid the same target repeatedly?’ 


  In fact, Grid hadn’t expected Hell Gao’s powers to be attached to the rune. Hell Gao was different from other great demons. He didn’t expect Hell Gao to be valued since he respawned in a specific area every cycle like an ordinary boss monster. 


  However, Hell Gao’s power was attached to the rune while Hell Gao would respawn again next month. No, since the number of fire stones had increased, it would be 40 days later? Grid thought it would be better to kill Hell Gao again at that time. 


  ‘Hell Gao’s other powers can be attached to the rune... he can’t be killed unless I appear myself.’


  He wasn’t underestimating the raid teams led by the Overgeared members. Hell Gao was just too strong. First of all, his level was overwhelming. Grid might be able to deal with it using Fenrir’s Power, but what about the other players? 


  “Um...?” 


  Grid had been rubbing the demonic creature’s horn when immersed in thoughts, only to suddenly realize it was uncomfortable to hold. It was because this grip was really bad. It seemed uncomfortable to use this horn because it wasn’t a weapon intended to be used by humans. It was the body part of a demon, after all. 


  ‘This means...’ 


  Wouldn’t it be reborn as a much better weapon if the shape was refined to be usable? In particular, there was a high probability of lowering the ridiculous user restriction. 


  ‘I should improve my understanding of it while using it for the time being.’ 


  Once he increased his understanding to 100% and used Item Modification, it would be reborn as a top-notch weapon. It might not be able to reach the rank of swords such as the Enlightenment Sword and the Fire Dragon Sword, but it would still be a first-tier weapon. Furthermore, Grid’s swords could only be used by himself while the monster’s horn could be transferred to the Overgeared members. Easing the level condition would greatly contribute to the increase in the guild’s power. 


  Grid first used Pagma’s Eyes to improve his understanding and he looked at the necklace and ring. 


  [Ring of Hierarchy] 


  [Rating: Legendary 


  


  


  * Intelligence +300 


  * The duration of taming type skills will be doubled. 


  * Intelligence +100 when worn with the Necklace of Hierarchy. 


  ★If the taming target is a monster of hell then the duration of Domination is permanently changed. 


  A ring that symbolizes Hell Gao’s status and power. 


  The demonic creatures of hell will instinctively submit. 


  User Restriction: Level 500 or higher. 


  Weight: 11] 


  [Necklace of Hierarchy] 


  [Rating: Legendary 


  * Intelligence +300 


  * Dignity +300 


  * The number of controllable demonic creatures +2. 


  * Intelligence +100 when worn with the Ring of Hierarchy. 


  A necklace that symbolizes Hell Gao’s status and power. It is red and gorgeous and enhances the dignity of the wearer. 


  Conditions of Use: Level 550 


  Weight: 35] 


  “...Now it wants me to be a tamer?” 


  The condition of use was to be level 550. It meant the hierarchy items would be considered Grid-only items for the next few years. No, even if the conditions of use were low, Grid had no intention of transferring this to others. How could he give up set items that increased his intelligence by 800? 


  Grid felt like he was being forced to take a new secondary class. It was a class where he could control four approximately level 400 demonic creatures of hell. 


  -Yura, recommend some terrifying demonic creatures to me...


  It seemed he would have to be active in hell for the time being. He had to investigate the ecosystem of hell, find out which demonic creatures were strongest among the monsters below level 417, and which monsters should be tamed. He would use Demon Slayer Yura as a guide. 


  [The other person is in a place where they can’t receive whispers.] 


  ‘She is still hunting.’ 


  It was right to say that Yura was in hell for 23 hours a day. It wasn’t easy to communicate with her in the game when she only came back from hell to replenish supplies such as potions and consumables. She worked so hard that her level up speed must be fast. A few days ago, Yura said that she finally achieved level 400... 


  Yura and Chris had surpassed level 400 and he wondered if Kraugel had reached it. Kraugel’s growth rate had been unmatched since the time when he was a genius among geniuses and the supreme one. 


  ‘I should go to the National Competition this year.’ 


  He wanted to compete with Kraugel. He was looking forward to seeing his rival who must’ve become incredibly strong over the past two years. 


  “Let’s go back.” 


  It happened when Grid smiled and took out a return scroll with Mercedes... 


  “Grid!” 


  A cry was heard and soon the members of raid team one appeared, including Pon and Toban. 


  “Phew, thank goodness. You’re safe!” 


  “Do you know how worried we were?” 


  It really took 10 years off their life. Grid was Grid, but if something happened to Mercedes, then the entire Overgeared Kingdom would be filled with an atmosphere of sorrow. The relieved Pon and Toban looked around at the signs of destruction. 


  “By the way, it is fortunate. There would’ve been no solution if Hell Gao had summoned the seventh fire stone.” 


  “Toban is right. Grid, now is the time to be careful. There is a high possibility that Hell Gao will become much stronger in his next appearance. So don’t challenge him yourself next time. I think the entire Overgeared members must participate in the raid for a chance to succeed.” 


  “Uh... Yes.” 


  He would postpone saying that seven fire stones had appeared until next time. He thought that the shock to the kids would be too great. 


  Grid was nodding silently when Mercedes opened her mouth, “Hell Gao has already summoned the seventh fire stone. After personally experiencing the power firsthand, I think that King Grid should personally be responsible for controlling Hell Gao.” 


  “Okay, I understand... Eh?” 


  Raid team one was silent for a moment. They all had wide, dumb eyes after understanding Mercedes’ words. Their mouths dropped open. 


  At the same time, Kaya on the East Continent... 


  [Overgeared King Grid has completed the eighth page of the epic!]


  [Due to the influence of the epic, the stats of all the legends of this age are slightly increased.] 


  It was literally a slight increase. His four combat related stats of strength, agility, intelligence, and stamina had each increased by 10 points. Ordinary users might think that everything mattered regardless of how small, but common sense didn’t apply to legendary classes. They led their various fields and were able to grow their stats faster and in a more versatile manner through various quests and titles acquired. In fact, the 40 stat points didn’t have much of an impact on the battle. 


  Kraugel was still struggling while the yangban Yeum had the advantage. However, Kraugel’s mindset completely changed when he heard Grid’s epic. 


  ‘Grid...’ 


  The distinction between the previous generation and the present was removed? Was it saying that Grid caught up with the legends that were active hundreds of years ago in just approximately a decade? It was completely different from Kraugel who kept standing in place. Daring to compare with Grid... 


  “Weren’t you going to give up?” 


  Yeum frowned when Kraugel launched a vicious attack. Her patience was limited. She didn’t expect this ragged human to be so tenacious. After fighting for dozens of minutes, wounds were etched on her body. It made her training and research over the past hundreds of years feel unjust. They were years she spent with Mir while ignoring Chiyou’s Test. She was feeling unpleasant when Kraugel pointed his sword at her. “I have a friend pushing my back.” 


  “?” 


  “Swordsmanship Creation. Thunderbolt.” 


  Yeum’s health gauge fell below 50%. It was a result that exceeded the standards Kraugel initially aimed for.
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  “......”


  The confrontation between Kraugel and Yeum ended with Yeum’s victory. However, Yeum’s expression was dark. She returned to the palace covered in blood and stood in front of a snow-covered pine tree. The snow turned red due to the dropping blood. 


  ‘I didn’t have a single advantage in technique.’ 


  Yeum’s face wrinkled as she recalled the battle. All her techniques were detected and destroyed with a sword. It was a reality she didn’t want to believe. She had studied and trained for the past hundreds of years to become like Mir. How did a human who hadn’t lived even a hundred years...? 


  ‘I would rather he be a transcendent.’ 


  It would’ve been convincing if she had been surpassed in technique by a transcendent who enjoyed eternal life, unlike ordinary human beings. What was the difference between a yangban and humans? It wasn’t surprising if the other person was better than her after hundreds of tears of training. The problem was that the human she met today wasn’t a transcendent. 


  ‘I don’t know... I don’t know at all.’ 


  Yeum was analyzing the human’s swordsmanship and quickly shook her head with a pained expression. No matter how she thought about it, she couldn’t understand the human’s swordsmanship with all her knowledge and understanding. She couldn’t picture it because she didn’t understand. Since she couldn’t understand, she couldn’t picture it. It felt like her efforts, common sense, and world were being denied. 


  Someone approached her and stood quietly by her side. “It is sad to hurt humans.” 


  “Mir...” 


  Mir was one of the most talented yangbans of all those born to become a god. Less than 20 years after his birth, he participated in Chiyou’s Test and achieved a record that could never be broken. He was deified among the yangbans. Mir was so special that even the arrogant Garam became humble in front of him. 


  “You’ve worked hard.” Mir gently stroked Yeum’s head. Then the energy of the white tiger and red phoenix spread and healed Yeum’s tired body and mind. While the other yangbans could only use the power of the white tiger and red phoenix on their own bodies, Mir could exert influence over others. 


  “Mir, the reason I’m depressed right now isn’t because I hurt a human.” 


  “Then?” 


  “I lost in a fight of technique. It was also to an ordinary human, not a transcendent. It is infuriating and unfair.” 


  She won the fight, of course, but it was a fight that she won only because she had overwhelming physical ability and Shunpo. 


  “I see.” Mir noticed what happened to Yeum and removed the snow from the pine needles. “Don’t feel wronged. Excellence and inadequacy are relative and can’t be stretched. Even if they are human, they can be better than yangbans—didn’t the death of Garam and our siblings teach us that?” 


  “Yes, of course I know that. But... But I...” 


  Yeum touched her gat. For her, the gat was just an ornament that could be removed at any time. She had sufficient abilities and qualifications to obtain divinity. The reason she still wore the gat was because she didn’t participate in Chiyou’s Test. She wanted to be by Mir’s side. In fact, Yeum was confident that she was one of the most outstanding of the yangbans. For this reason, the situation was even less convincing. 


  Mir shook his head as he observed the sword marks on her dopo and her body. “Your opponent was bad. You don’t have the skills to beat a Sword Saint’s swordsmanship yet.” 


  “...Sword Saint? Did I fight against the Sword Saint?” 


  “Yes, the new Sword Saint visited to find the previous one’s secret technique.” 


  He discovered the identity and purpose of the outsider. Mir grasped the situation and touched the sword scar on his neck that wasn’t erased. 


  Yeum recalled old memories through this and realized something—she was lucky. If the Sword Sword Saint of the present generation had visited this place many years later instead of now, and if she had blocked his path... 


  ‘I would be dead.’ 


  Yeum clearly remembered it—the monster who fought with Mir and cut through all of Mir’s power with a single sword. The man she fought today was the one who inherited his swordsmanship and spirit. To be honest, it was surprising. He was still too weak that she never thought he would be the Sword Saint. 


  Yeum’s heart became urgent. “What should we do? Should we find Muller’s secret technique and burn it?” 


  A legend couldn’t die easily, and the potential of a Sword Saint was explosive. She didn’t want to stand by idly at the thought of the human she met today finding Muller’s secret technique and growing. She even felt fear and Mir soothed the trembling Yeum, “No, leave it. We can’t find it anyway, and I’ve always wanted to compete with the Sword Saint.” 


  The duel with the Sword Saint caused Mir to greatly develop. Mir got a glimpse of the Sword Saint’s swordsmanship. Every time he interpreted it, he felt himself growing in real time. He wanted to have another experience. He would use this experience as a nutrient to peek at the peak of martial arts and bring rest to Chiyou. 


  ‘I will become the new Martial God.’ 


  Mir wanted a new Sword Saint. 


  ‘You must find Muller’s secret technique.’ 


  [Someone unknown is encouraging you.] 


  [The Dragon Coat received as a gift from Biban is burning hot for a moment.] 


  [Your blood is boiling.] 


  [The accuracy and power of all swordsmanship will slightly increase.] 


  ‘Is this perhaps...?’ 


  


  


  Kraugel vaguely noticed something through the event that occurred suddenly. The fact that the ‘unknown person’ encouraging him was the one whom Muller described as a ‘trial.’ 


  Muller had felt his long-desired death approaching and recalled a bloody battle on the East Continent that he had accidentally visited. It was fun—he thought he had been practicing swordsmanship all his life for this moment. Muller felt nostalgic and wanted to once again meet this person and cross the sword. 


  The next day, he left for Kaya and found it was a lingering regret. He realized he couldn’t die unless he gave up these lingering regrets. Eventually, he took a step back and wrote a book before leaving Kaya. He wrote down his first and final secret techniques in a scroll for the swordsman who would someday come here and go through the trial. 


  The person who made Muller, the absolutely invincible powerful, feel regret.


  “Who are you?” Kraugel asked as his gaze turned toward a distant place.


  “......” 


  Naturally, there wasn’t an answer. 


  ***


  In the future, Grid would unconditionally participate in the Hell Gao raid. Then the moment Hell Gao summoned the eighth fire stone, he would completely destroy Hell Gao with Ruby’s power. The moment Grid explained the future direction, Pon once again realized how strong Hell Gao was. 


  A question also popped up so he asked it. “Still, is it necessary to go as a group when you managed to kill him along with Mercedes? Why don’t you kill Hell Gao by yourself?” 


  He wasn’t shirking responsibility because it was annoying and dangerous. 


  “It would be better if you kill the boss alone.” 


  The value of a named boss was very high. Dropping great items was just a bonus reward. The key was that it gave a lot of experience. In that case, it was better for one person to monopolize all the rewards alone. 


  Grid shook his head at Pon who was sincerely thinking about Grid. “No, let’s kill it together.” 


  It was just level. If he had wanted to, he could quickly raise it. The enlightenment effect was no joke. If he settled in the Chaos Mountains or the reservoir where the immortal ghosts lived and immersed himself in hunting, his level would rise every week. Currently, Grid wanted to focus on the growth of the guild members, not just his individual gain. “I think I should push you a bit harder.” 


  “Ah...”


  Was he trying to make them grow in all aspects by letting them continuously experience high difficulty raids? The Overgeared members figured out Grid’s intentions and looked frightened, while the eyes of the 10 meritorious retainers shone brightly. Who would refuse to let the supreme one step in and strengthen them?


  ‘Such people are fools. I’m looking forward to it.’ 


  They were serious. It seemed they wouldn’t be able to sleep properly for a while. They were already excited at the thought of the Hell Gao raid and learning from Grid. The hearts of the 10 meritorious retainers were pounding. 


  ***


  Over the past few days, Grid had frequent meetings with Yura. There were many things he had to ask Yura, who had more expertise in hell than Sticks. What was the best hunting ground in hell, what consumables were essential in hell, and were there any tips or precautions he needed to know? 


  Above all, Grid showed the most interest in the type and characteristics of demonic creatures. Grid asked Yura in great detail about the demonic creatures before and after level 430. He wanted to know the most powerful monsters or monsters with tricky abilities. 


  Yura answered all these questions perfectly. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that she was the best expert when she easily killed monsters with a high level difference as the Demon Slayer. 


  “The succubi are the strongest and most demanding.” 


  The ability to seduce targets and the combat skills that utilized Blink were of high quality. In particular, the use of passive skills to reduce the target’s magic resistance was very high. Therefore, even Yura avoided them when multiple succubi appeared at the same time. 


  ‘A passive that a legend can’t resist...’ 


  A passive that reduced a target’s magic resistance was something he definitely coveted. 


  ‘Yes, I have decided on the succubi.’ 


  He was going to tame the succubi. Grid made up his mind and spent a few days in Reinhardt with his family. At this time, he still didn’t know. What type of race was a succubus? He didn’t realize it was embarrassing to go around with them as a group. 


  At the same time, at the First Hell... 


  “Deceased Creation.” 


  Agnus, who was awakened from his past failures and regrets, was creating an invincible existence. There was no more madness in his gold eyes after he abandoned his obsession with the past.


  “It will start soon.”


  Baal’s gloomy laughter was heard in the dark great hall. 
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  The world was turned upside down as the people successfully interpreted Grid’s epic. 


  『 The gap between the legends of the previous generation and the current generation is gone... 』 


  Their shock was great. They never dreamed that the people of this age would be able to stand shoulder to shoulder with the legends of the previous generation. It was natural. The feats of the legends were literally beyond common sense. Muller’s achievement in sealing the 9th ranked great demon, Hell Gao, all by himself, was a prime example. It was an area that players could never reach. 


  Yet Grid’s epic made it clear. The distinction between the previous generation and the present was gone. 


  『 I never imagined that this day would come. It is amazing! Great! I am so proud!! Now the main subject of Satisfy is reborn from NPCs to players!! 』


  The number of legends in the present day was seven. Five of them were players. In the future, these five players would exert great influence as the strongest in the world. People had great anticipation for Satisfy which they would use to change their future. They were terrified every time the great demons appeared and were tired of being oppressed by the stuffy rules created by the NPCs. From now on, it would be the legends that would protect the peace, not the NPCs with medieval concepts. Satisfy would become freer than the past. People were forced to welcome the growth of legends. 


  However, experts warned that they shouldn’t have hasty expectations. 


  『 It is Grid who removed the distinction between the previous generation and the present. It means it is highly likely that it is only Grid who has grown to the limit, not all the legends of the present day. In fact, the legendary assassin and Bow Saint have just been born. It is unreasonable to interpret it as all legends achieving a complete growth. 』


  『 The world isn’t safe from all types of disasters, including the great demon. It is too much to become confident that the world’s subject has become players. There won’t be the sudden change expected by the public. It isn’t good to have expectations. Only disappointment will grow. 』 


  The thing that most players sought from the game was fun and profit. They were tired and disgusted by the great demons who threatened the stage of their actions. The first reason they were delighted to hear that the legends of the present age had grown to match the previous generation’s was because they believed it would be easier to defeat the great demons.


  However, the atmosphere of public opinion cooled when the experts presented their pessimistic analysis. Broadcasters from all over the world refuted the audience. 


  『 Isn’t it still great to feel expectations if Grid becomes stronger alone? I think there will be many scenes of Grid raiding a great demon alone? 』


  『 Yes, if it is a low ranking great demon, then Grid alone is enough to raid it... 』


   『 There is a record that the former legend, Muller, sealed the 9th great demon, Hell Gao. Doesn’t that mean that even high ranking great demons aren’t Grid’s opponent? For example, there is Beleth who was defeated by Grid some time ago. 』 


  『 Hahaha, Muller is the one who is considered the strongest among legends. Who other than Muller can seal a great demon alone? Even Demon Slayer Alex wasn’t able to leave behind the achievement of defeating a high ranking great demon. Isn’t this placing too much expectations on Grid? 』 


  『 However, Grid has the power to frequently break common sense... 』 


  『 Of course, Grid is great. He has shown tremendous growth to the point where I wonder if Grid is stronger than Pagma. It is really admirable, but everyone has limits. Grid isn’t Superman. Don’t you think your expectations will be a big burden on Grid? In the first place, the great demons are indispensable villains in Satisfy. They are ordeals that players must face and overcome. Do you plan to always pray that someone else will solve it? 』 


  Grid was strong. The best.


  However, just as everyone had limitations, there were inherent limitations to the Pagma's Descendant class. It was reprehensible that they were planning to be cruel to Grid just because he was strong. The experts had analyzed Grid for several years and unknowingly became fans of Grid. 


  ***


  The grass waving in the breeze and the blue sky without a single cloud. This place that was reminiscent of the fresh countryside was surprisingly hell. Unlike the hellish landscapes that people imagined, there wasn’t much difference between the human world and hell. 


  However, Grid didn’t panic. He had visited hell a long time ago and witnessed the landscape.


  ‘I was kicked out as soon as Blackening was released.’ 


  Ordinary humans were driven away from hell because they couldn’t enter hell. However, it was different this time. 


  [Hell can’t deny you when you are recognized by the 9th great demon.] 


  [Hell’s restraints on humans don’t apply to you entirely.] 


  [Your current reputation in hell is 7,000 points. The penalties in hell are reduced by 15%.] 


  [This is hell. It is a land that human beings shouldn’t step on. There are no favors or devices that will protect humans in this world.] 


  [The recovery rate of all resources is reduced by 85%, all healing effects are reduced by 70%, and the stamina decrease speed is three times faster. The power of divine attribute type skills and magic power is decreased by 90%. The power and activation rate of protection and movement-related skills are reduced by 50%.] 


  [All stats will decrease by 20%.] 


  “......”


  His body was heavy. In addition to the content displayed in the notification window, there was the feeling that a separate penalty was acting on his body. 


  ‘This is really the final hunting ground.’ 


  They would make it difficult to attack.They would never give players the opportunity to see the ending. Grid saw the S.A Group’s intention to run Satisfy for a lifetime and clicked his tongue. Then he asked Yura, who was standing beside him, “What number of hell is this?” 


  “It is a neutral zone. It is a land where ordinary demonkin live in cities and villages.” 


  “Ordinary demonkin?” 


  If they were demonkin, then they were demonkin. What was an ordinary demonkin? Grid cocked his head and made eye contact with a one-eyed boy standing at the outer side of the entrance of a distant village. Grid saw the boy hurriedly moved into the village out of fear and recalled old memories. 


  ‘The demonkin at that time were scared...’ 


  It was when Grid first visited hell. The inhabitants of hell that he encountered at that time had looked at Grid like he was a monster. 


  Hiik!A human! The screams echoed vividly in his mind. 


  “Just like with many races, the races of the demonkin are diverse. The demonkin living here in the neutral zone aren’t very different from humans. They value reason rather than instinct and live according to their own laws and morals.” 


  


  


  “So not all demonkin are vicious?” 


  “Yes, they have a culture. They created a currency and built markets like humans. They are just like humans, except they are living in hell.” 


  “They are classified as NPCs, not monsters?” 


  “Yes. The relationship with the neutral demonkin can be divided into three stages: vigilant, neutral, and friendly. Once a friendly relationship is built up, you can use various shops and accommodations. However, the currency used is different so it is useless no matter how rich you are in the human world.” 


  “What? Are you saying I have to start over again from poverty?” 


  “Yes... the value of gold isn’t recognized.” 


  Based on Yura’s quivering expression, she seemed to have suffered quite a lot. Grid trembled. 


  ‘These S.A guys.’


  They made all the money he collected through his efforts so far useless. They always had ways to turn people into dogs. It would seem that, in hell, in addition to the penalty related to stats, he would have to start again with the frame of mind of a beginner. 


  ‘They are a Korean company so they must be good at making beef bone soup.' [1] 


  Did they want to run the game for hundreds of years? Considering the degree of completion, Grid could understand the desire to operate forever. A game like this would never come again. 


  ‘I like it.’ 


  Grid occupied a lot of content and enjoyed a monopoly. The longer that Satisfy’s value was preserved, the better it was for him. 


  “So why do the great demons leave this zone untouched?” 


  Hell was divided into 33 areas and the great demons were self-proclaimed rulers. Grid was told they sometimes caused conflict to occupy more territory.It was surprising that there was a neutral zone without an owner. Grid questioned it, but Yura replied that she didn’t know very well. 


  “Let's see. There seems to be an unwritten rule between the great demons, but I haven’t determined exactly what it is.” 


  “Um...”


  Well, it didn’t matter. Grid nodded and started walking toward the village, only for Yura to grab him. 


  “If you go to the village in this state, you will just provoke the vigilance of the residents.” 


  “Then ignore it and pass by?” 


  “No. If you kill nearby demonic creatures and secure evidence, the residents’ vigilance will soften. It is good to hunt monsters first before going to the village to get some quests. If you want to be active in hell in the future, you need to build up enough favorability to use the village.” 


  It was valuable advice that came from experience. Grid moved his feet and kept asking questions. “Are the demonkin and demonic creatures on the same side?” 


  “Are humans and wild animals companions just because they live in the same area?” 


  “Aha, I understand.” 


  The demonic creatures were threats even for the demonkin. Of course, certain demonkin could be close to demonic creatures.


  “The succubi are monsters that live in the 32nd Hell. In order to visit the 32nd Hell, it is better to put on perfume that blocks yin and yang energy. First, get a quest and clear it to obtain perfume.” 


  “Yes.”


  It was like a level 400 high ranker was attached to a level 1 newbie as a guide. Yura had years of experience in hell and this made it easy for Grid to find demonkin, hunt, and get quests in villages. Grid avoided all the failures and setbacks that Yura had suffered. She was a good bus. Grid almost always acted as a bus driver and it had been a long time since he became a passenger on a bus. He enjoyed the convenience. 


  ‘This is why networking matters.’ 


  Grid arrived at the 32nd Hell without getting sidetracked or lost thanks to Yura’s guidance. Then he gulped. In the middle of the suddenly darkened landscape, he could see the hellfire river that was like lava. He felt that the thick liquid was disturbing his breathing. Sweat started flowing and he became dizzy for some reason. 


  “Spray the perfume.” 


  “Yes.” Grid sprayed the perfume he got from clearing one of the quests in hell on his body. It was like smearing cow dung from his grandfather’s house on his body. It was unpleasant, but it made his breathing comfortable. It was refreshing, even. “Why is it so refreshing when it feels like I’m spraying cow dung?” 


  “You’ve blocked the yin energy.”


  “Okay. Then let’s go.” 


  Grid summoned the Overgeared Skeletons and his pets. In his weakened state, it would be good to have even one more person to rely on. Besides, this place was hell. It was the main stage for Noe. 


  “Nya~ heung!” 


  Noe wanted to appear with his usual cute cat sounds, but his voice became thicker at the end. Noe’s appearance was different from usual.
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  “Nya~ heung!” 


  “...Who are you?” 


  Grid blinked after summoning Noe. There were shiny white feet and rounded feet like he was wearing mittens. Up to this point, it was exactly like Noe who became more beautiful after eating the thunder stone... 


  Clack clack!Clack!


  While Grid was feeling confused, the Overgeared Skeletons got on Noe’s back and imitated riding a horse. That’s right—Noe’s petite body had become huge enough to carry the Overgeared Skeletons. His limbs and neck had become as thick as a log, and his face had become thinner and sharper when it was usually round and cute like a steamed bun. The mane that abundantly covered the head and chest was both threatening and beautiful. 


  “...Why did you suddenly become a lion?” 


  Wasn’t he originally a cat? Where did the cute and adorable look go, and why did he suddenly become magnificent? 


  “This is the real appearance of a memphis, the best demonic beast in hell.” 


  He stretched out his round feet and blade-like claws popped out. He looked really strong. 


  ‘Was he in a reduced state in the human world due to a lack of demonic energy?’ 


  No, it seemed he was really a cat until he ate the thunder stone, right? Why was he suddenly a lion? Grid recalled Noe’s old appearance of black fur and white feet and shook his head. It wasn’t a matter to think deeply about. 


  ‘Noe is Noe regardless of what he looks like.’ 


  Grid checked Noe’s status window. 


  [Name: Noe 


  Species: Memphis 


  Level: 309 


  Status: Satisfied 


  (Aheung! Aheung! Ahuheung!) 


  Health: 500,000 


  Strength: 2,000 Stamina: 3,000 Agility: 3,000 Intelligence: 2,000 


  ★ In the environment of hell, the thunder stone is completely digested and his body is transformed into an adult. 


  ★ As an adult memphis, all stats will increase by 100 every 10 levels. However, health will grow every 100 levels. 


  ★ When riding, the rider’s attack power is increased by 10%. Increases the power of rushing skills by 30%. 


  -Current Skills List-


  [Fluidization] [Soul Ingestion] [Scratch] [Bewitchment] [Impertinent!] [Gallop]] 


  ‘The growth is huge.’ 


  It seemed like Noe got 40 stat points with every level up. If Grid knew this, he would've placed more importance on intensively raising Noe. 


  ‘No, the Overgeared Skeletons are good enough.’


  [Overgeared Skeleton One] 


  [Class: Skeleton Sword Dancer 


  Level: 322 


  Health: 51,000 Mana: 1,090


  Strength: 1,301 Stamina: 450 


  Agility: 720 Intelligence: 80 


  -Items Worn- 


  Weapon: Sharp Sword of Self-transcendence 


  Secondary Weapon: Thorn Shield 


  Armor: Sturdy Valhalla 


  -Class Specific Skills- 


  Bone Cracking Lv. MAX, Destructive Dancing Blacksmithing Lv. 4, Dancing Lv. 6, Cutting while Dancing Lv. 3, Stabbing while Dancing Lv. 3, Increased Health, Increased Defense, [Slaughter Dance (A)] 


  -Skills Learnt-


  Skeleton's Patience, Silver Thread Avoidance, Advanced Sword Mastery Lv. 2, Intermediate Mining Technique Lv. 3, Intermediate Petrification Resistance, Intermediate Physical Resistance, Intermediate Magic Resistance, Beginner Instant Acceleration, Bite, Ridicule, Skull Headbutt, Intermediate Poison Resistance, Beginner Divine Power Resistance, [Skeleton Sword Dance (A)]]


  [Overgeared Skeleton Two] 


  [Class: Skeleton Bishop 


  Level: 319 


  Health: 30,200 Mana: 21,900 


  Strength: 100 Stamina: 700 


  Agility: 300 Intelligence: 1,350 


  -Items Worn- 


  Weapon: Belial’s Staff (Reproduction) 


  Secondary Weapon: Commander’s Orb 


  Armor: Kerian’s Robe 


  -Class Specific Skills- 


  Bone Sticking Lv. 8, Restoration Dancing Blacksmithing Lv. 6, Dancing Lv. 6, Skull Strengthening Lv. 2, Skeleton Strengthening Lv. 2, Mana Shield Lv. 2, Health Increase, Mana Increase, [Skeleton Creation (A)] 


  -Skills Learnt-


  Skeleton's Patience, Silver Thread Avoidance, Advanced Magic Mastery Lv. 2, Intermediate Mining Technique Lv. 3, Intermediate Petrification Resistance, Beginner Physical Resistance, Intermediate Magic Resistance, Bite, Ridicule, Intermediate Poison Resistance, Intermediate Divine Power Resistance, [Prayer to a God (A)]] 


  During the hunts in the Chaos Mountains and at the reservoir, Grid had been focused on raising the Overgeared Skeletons, not Noe. It was because he appreciated the Overgeared Skeletons’ potential to learn new skills more than Noe. The Overgeared Skeletons’ stats point gain per level was low at 8 points, but this was increased after their third class advancement. Therefore, there was hope for further increase in the future. 


  ‘Both Noe and the Overgeared Skeletons must be raised well.’


  Was it because they had fought through life and death crises together and shared hardships? The Overgeared Skeletons climbed onto Noe’s back and Noe generously accepted them. Grid watched the scene happily when he suddenly pulled out his sword. 


  “Welcome.” 


  


  


  It was because a red-skinned demonkin in a tailcoat approached Grid’s group. The single horn rising from the left side of the forehead and the sharp fans stood out. The demonic energy that rose as a daze haze around him was threatening. 


  “I was waiting.”


  He was completely different from the demonic creatures Grid had encountered on the way here. It was an intelligent being. The horn and demonic energy was too much to say that he resembled the demonkin Grid saw in the neutral zone. This feeling was similar to... 


  “A great demon?” 


  Yura explained to the nervous Grid, “There are three main types of races that lived in hell. They are demonic creatures, demonkin, and demons.” 


  As the name suggested, demonic creatures were classified as monsters, and it was right to call demonkin the residents of hell. On the other hand, demons were nobles. It was a race qualified to covet the position of a great demon. The demons were small in number, but they had a very high combat strength and demonic power. They were also intelligent. 


  “Is he a candidate to be a great demon?” 


  “Yes.” 


  ‘They are like the yangbans of the Hwan Kingdom.’ 


  The future development was obvious. They were so arrogant that they looked down on humans. They were dirty and powerful. There was a high probability they would be aggressive and cruel. 


  ‘Besides, this place is hell.’


  As the memphis proved, the demons and demonkin exerted their proper power in hell, not the human world. It meant that the demon in front of him might be stronger than the lower ranked great demons who came to the ground. Grid raised his tension as he expected a tough battle. Then the demon told him, “There is no need to be nervous. I have no intention of harming Master’s guest.” 


  ‘Master’s guest?’ 


  Who was the owner who welcomed him as a guest? Grid was puzzled since he had no connections in hell. 


  “......?”


  He looked around without understanding anything before making eye contact with Yura. Yura’s gaze was endlessly serene and calm. She was neither agitated nor alert to the sudden appearance of the demon.Perhaps? 


  Grid was feeling surprised when he heard the demon continue speaking, “I was waiting for you to come back, Master.” 


  The demon laid his hand on his heart and bowed to Yura. 


  “......?!” 


  Grid was astonished. Yura chuckled at his confusion after witnessing an unbelievable situation. “Welcome to the Overgeared hell branch.” 


  ***


  The 32nd Hell was originally the residence of the great demon, Belial. Since she was destroyed, the throne of the 32nd Hell became vacant and war between the demons broke out. 


  “The war in which 13 demons fought was terrible and fierce. Enemies became allies and allies became enemies. The battle pattern changed dozens of times a day. It felt like I had fallen into a storm I had never seen before. I couldn’t predict when this war would end.” 


  Plop.


  The demon placed a centipede into a kettle. The centipede didn’t die even after being immersed in boiling water. Every time the guy with bloody feet twisted and trembled inside the hot water, the tea turned redder. 


  “I was growing weary of the ongoing war when I heard strange rumors. A human was appearing everywhere on the battlefield and killing demons.” 


  The demon poured tea into Grid’s teacup. It was bloody tea. It was so stinky that some people might wonder if it was sewage. 


  “The young demons snorted and wondered how a human could come to hell to harm us. However, I was different. It is because I’ve already experienced a human’s invasion.” 


  The demon took off his gloves. His two exposed hands were black. The rest of his skin was red. Only his hands were black. Additionally, they looked heavy and hard like lead. 


  ‘Prosthetic?’ 


  “As the one who lost both hands to Demon Slayer Alex who invaded hell hundreds of years ago, I was convinced that the rumored human would be the new Demon Slayer. After waiting, I finally met Yura.”


  “......”


  Grid raised the red tea to his mouth. It was because Yura gestured for him to do so. What was this? It tasted good even though it was so stinky. The bitterness and sweetness that spread through his mouth was fascinating. The effect was awesome. 


  [Some of the demonic energy of hell has been detoxified. The penalties in hell are permanently reduced by 5%.] 


  “Then I swore allegiance to Yura.” 


  “Um...”


  Grid thought he would have a deep grudge because he lost both his hands to Alex. It was expected he would take revenge on Yura, yet he swore allegiance instead. There seemed to be a deep story. 


  “Did you receive a great favor from Alex?” Grid asked this question and the demon made an expression showing he didn’t understand. 


  “He cut off my hands. How can he show me a favor?” 


  “So why pledge allegiance to Yura?” 


  “I did it to save my life, of course. I was filled with resentment against the former Demon Slayer and wanted to repay the present Demon Slayer. I carried out a surprise attack and was beaten instead, so I had no choice. Sigh...”


   “...Can you trust him?” Grid wondered. 


  Yura replied, “He has already signed a loyalty contract. A demon can’t break the contract even if dead so he can be trusted. Perhaps even more so than humans.” 


  “That’s right. The limitation of the demons is that even if their head is cut off, they can’t betray the target of the contract. Alex knew it too so he signed a contract with me, who was wagging my tail like Cerberus. I wanted to hit him every time I saw the back of that head, but I couldn’t hit him... It was the first time I felt such a great sense of shame since being born as a demon.” 


  “The problem isn’t that you are a demon. It is that you survived so far by signing contracts.” 


  “It is right to survive even if I have to sign a contract. Why die in a situation where you never know when you’ll be resurrected? I must live.” 


  Grid emptied the mug. He tried drinking another cup of tea. Unfortunately, the penalty reduction effect no longer occurred. 


  “There are hidden items in each area that will detoxify the demonic power of hell. I know a few places, so I’ll guide you later.” It was Yura who reassured the disappointed Grid. Yura spoke to the demon who opened his mouth like there was still a lot left to say, “Did you check the succubi’s habitat?” 


  “Yes, they are bewitching the demonkin in Helitera Forest.” 


  Yura’s acceptance of a demon as a subordinate was to take full control of the 32nd Hell. 


  The demons might’ve been driven out and the hell cleansed once, but quite a few demonkin and demonic creatures were still alive. Due to them, the 32nd Hell was destined to be recontaminated someday. The demonic energy would lure new demons. The moment one of them became a great demon, the 32 Hell would be completely revived. 


  To prevent this, Yura had to stay in the 32nd Hell. However, she had too much work to do. This was why she established an agent. The demon Glant had lived for thousands of years. His acumen was excellent, even when compared to a great demon. Thanks to this, the demonic energy of the 32nd Hell wasn’t easily recovered. From the point of view of a great demon, it would be seen as a wasteland without any nutrition. 


  “Okay. We will leave immediately. I’ll lead the way. Youngwoo, be sure to check the duration of the perfume.” 


  “Yes.”


  It was really enjoyable to have so many people to rely on. A smile was on Grid’s face as he followed Yura while defeating demonic creatures. However, the smile didn’t last long. 


  “Why are they gasping like that?” 


  Helitera Forest—Grid frowned as he arrived at the place that he didn’t know why it was called a forest when it was colorless and had no vegetation. It was because the harsh breathing of the succubi was very embarrassing. He was wondering if he had to gag them if he wanted to take them around with him.
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  The red cheeks and the deep eyes were full of provocation, the excessively exposed purple skin was lustrous, and the tail attached to the hips was bewitching—the overall atmosphere was very sensual and it was hard to find a place to put his eyes. 


  Grid reflexively gulped at the sight of the succubi and then quickly frowned. 


  “Oh my, this brother is so handsome~” 


  It was a cheap dialogue reminiscent of a scene from a B-grade movie. The sight of the succubi’s squirming bodies gave Grid a great sense of disappointment. 


  ‘It is a waste of their good faces.’


  The succubi were a race that lived with their face and body. They had to seduce humans in order to eat a human’s energy, so they were naturally proud of their beautiful appearance. 


  However, their provocative clothes and actions made them look like cheap prostitutes and Grid was troubled. 


  ‘I don’t think I should take them with me.’ 


  The image he had built up would be damaged. 


  ‘I was voted as the person most respected by Korean elementary, middle, and high school students. If I bring naked women around with me...’


  Yura told the concerned Grid, “There is no monster more powerful and versatile than the succubi among monsters below level 420.”


  They were words of affirmation. Grid completely trusted her words since she knew hell’s ecosystem better than anyone else. However— 


  “Won’t I look like an American rapper if I take them around with me?” 


  “That is a discriminatory statement. If you are concerned about how the succubi is dressed, then there is no need to worry. It is a problem that will be solved if they wear coats.”


  “They can put on clothes?” 


  “They can’t wear items with stats, but they can wear simple cosplay items.” 


  “Ah...” He was reminded of the bow tie that Nyangmong gave Noe. Grid was convinced, but then a new question arose. “Can they tempt people while wearing clothes? They need to expose themselves in order to seduce people.” 


  “The succubi’s bewitchment effect is activated with sound. The visual effect is just a concept that helps with a number of people. So they will be fascinated whether they are human or a monster.” 


  “I see.” 


  This was why she told him to block the sound. Grid nodded as his mind felt more relaxed. Now the useless worries were resolved. Meanwhile, the succubi were still provoking Grid.


  “Brother, are you impotent?”


  “Why aren’t you reacting after seeing us?” 


  “Um...”


  Grid ignored the taunts and was deep in thought. 


  ‘The basics of taming...’ 


  The subject of taming should have their health cut down. It was only when hitting the subject until just before death, that the probability of taming was increased. It was impossible for Grid to not know the information that had become common sense. 


  ‘Should I fight to measure their level?’ 


  Grid pulled out the Enlightenment Sword and stepped forward while Yura retreated. 


  “Don’t you need to help?” 


  The red-skinned demon Glant expressed concern. Hell—it had an ecosystem that was completely different from the human world and humans couldn’t fully display their physical abilities. In fact, even breathing was daunting. The succubi were strong, yet Yura was leaving Grid alone? 


  ‘What a demon.’ 


  It happened when Glant smiled deeply because he thought Yura was deliberately pushing Grid to death... 


  “Restraint.” 


  “......!” 


  The succubi who gradually approached Grid while doing their temptation dance...


  "......!"


  Even the sinisterly smiling Glant was overwhelmed by the sudden pressure and stiffened. 


  ‘What?’ 


  Glant's eyes trembled like crazy. It was due to the energy permeating his body that restricted his movements. The ‘status’ felt from only 10 great demons out of the many great demons he had seen for thousands of years weighed on him. He barely calmed his trembling hands as he watched Grid, who was raising his sword at the monsters with a solemn expression. 


  ‘W-What? This guy?’


  A human had such a high status? Even Alex who made the great demons felt fear wasn’t to this extent. Glant felt great doubts. 


  “Wave.” 


  Grid bent forward and took one step, penetrating into the gap between demons and releasing sword energy. The bodies of the motionless succubi were torn apart and blood scattered. The scene was so calm that it was creepy. The succubi screamed. The man who didn’t care about the blood splashing on his face swung his sword again at the succubus who suffered the greatest injuries. 


  “Link.” 


  It was swordsmanship that was like lightning. Dozens of attacks took place in a single breath. The succubus was covered with sword energy like cobwebs and her eyes rolled. Pieces of her were scattered and she turned into ashes. 


  Glant became certain of it. ‘It is clear that this human is a legend.’


  He showed his ability in hell despite losing his stats. Additionally, he was comparable to a high ranking great demon. There was no way this man wasn’t a legend. 


  ‘What legend is he?’ 


  Glant’s personality was very cautious. Unlike other demons, he suppressed his aggressiveness and always looked for the best opportunities. Therefore, he didn’t participate in the invasion of the Behen Archipelago hundreds of years ago. He didn’t feel the need to take over the human world and bear the deterioration in abilities. This meant he didn’t recognize Pagma’s Sword Dance or Grid’s identity. In the first place, Grid’s Sword Dance was too different from Pagma’s Sword Dance. It was much more efficient and magical. 


  Meanwhile, Grid was panicked. ‘Why is she dead?’


  Currently, Grid had a 20% drop in all stats. He didn’t use any buff skills. Additionally, the level of the succubi was 415. He thought it would be appropriate to use two single sword dances, but the succubus died before the motion of Link ended. 


  ‘Ah... Link is too strong.’ 


  If every attack hit then the current Link boasted a stronger destructive power than Kill. Grid carefully struck at another succubus that was still stiffened. 


  “Kiyaaaaack!” 


  Another succubus died. 


  ‘Are their bodies weak in exchange for their versatility?’ 


  Grid became more cautious. Another succubus escaped from the restrain and started running away. He chased after her and struck her with a basic attack. 


  [Critical!]


  


  


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been activated.] 


  [The target has died!] 


  “Kyaaack!”


  ‘This damn thing. Again.’ 


  The desperate Grid chased another succubi and dealt a basic attack. 


  [Critical!] 


  [The effect of the title ‘Death in One Shot!’ has been...] 


  [The target has died!] 


  “......”


  The probability of a critical hit was too high. It couldn’t continue like this. The helpless Grid put away the Enlightenment Blade and pulled out a pickaxe. 


  “Hiik! Go away! Go away!” 


  The sword was a tool that specialized in slashes while the pickaxe was a tool for hacking at targets. It could be more threatening depending on the position hit. The succubi imagined this ugly tool penetrating their skulls and paled while scattering in all directions. Then the succubi with wings suddenly flew into the sky. They were capable of both bewitchment magic and flight, and were one of the races with the highest survival ability. 


  The problem was that Grid could also fly. He resisted the bewitchment magic and rose to the sky as he was surrounded by lightning. 


  “Kyaak!” 


  Another succubus received the pickaxe in her back and screamed. A lot of blood was scattered around the area. 


  Glant opened a curtain of magic to block the blood falling from the sky and murmured, “What... is it a legend that hasn’t existed so far?” 


  This human actually dared to kill with a pickaxe. Even Demon Slayer Alex wasn’t that cruel despite having a deep grudge against demons. It was because the tendencies of legends basically inclined toward ‘good.’ However, Grid was cruel and bizarre even for a demon. It was like a natural slaughter. His existence itself was different from usual legends. 


  Of course, it was a misunderstanding. Right now, Grid had no malice toward the succubi. Rather, he pulled out the pickaxe to avoid killing them. 


  ‘I’m tired.’


  Grid removed Alex's Quick Gloves, his armor, and accessories that increased stats and attack power. Then he finally managed to lower a succubus’ health to the verge of death. Grid descended to the ground with the succubus who had scars all over her body from the pickaxe. Then he immediately opened the Rune of Gluttony. 


  “Hell Gao’s Power.” 


  Fire rose like horns on both sides of Grid’s forehead. 


  “Gasp?!” 


  Glant and the succubus paled. They felt the energy of Hell Gao, the master of hellfire, from Grid. 


  ‘How does he have Hell Gao’s power?’ 


  “Domination.” 


  The fire horns became larger and sharper. The caught succubus was forced to stare into Grid’s ferocious eyes and his spirit gradually penetrated into the succubus’ body. At the same time... 


  [The effect of Domination is triggered.] 


  [You have provided your vital force to the ‘hell succubus’ as food.] 


  [You have succeeded in dominating the ‘hell succubus’!] 


  A notification window popped up. It wasn’t once, but four times in a row. 


  [You have succeeded in dominating the ‘hell succubus’!]


  [You have succeeded in dominating the ‘hell succubus’!] 


  [You have succeeded in dominating the ‘hell succubus’!] 


  “......?”


  The flustered Grid looked around. A new group of succubi was approaching from above. They hadn’t grasped the situation, yet they smelled a human and came like hyenas. Of course, they were all full of health. The three succubi who were in the lead were also influenced by Domination and ended up following Grid. 


  ‘I didn’t have to decrease their health?’ 


  The great demon’s power was different from normal taming skills. He hadn’t expected the power of Domination to be this much. 


  “Hiccup...”


  Grid felt guilt as he saw the swollen face of the succubus who started to cry from the pain of her wounds. 


  Clap, clap, clap.


  Glant applauded and spoke in an admiring manner, “I didn’t know a day would come when I would learn from a human. Your appearance today is worse than that of a great demon. God Yatan will surely love you. I must devote myself to learning from you.” 


  [Affinity with the thousand year old demon ‘Glant’ has increased by 20.] 


  “Youngwoo-ssi is amazing. I haven’t been able to gain affinity with Glant yet.” 


  “......”


  It was definitely a compliment, but Grid didn’t feel good. Grid was tired from the short battle and sat down. He beckoned to the succubi who stood far away. “Come here first to work.”


  “Yes, Master.” 


  “You can do whatever you want. Huhuhut...” 


  The succubi approached seductively, but Grid didn’t show any reaction. It was because the succubi didn’t dare release yin energy at Grid.


  “Eh?”


  Grid’s eyes widened as he checked the status window of the succubi. It was due to the presence of the Bewitchment skill. 


  [Bewitchment]


  [Bewitch up to eight targets and enslave them.] 


  “There are four so 32...” 


  It looked like he would have more pets than Nyangmong.
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  [Name: None 


  Species: Hell Succubus 


  Level: 415 


  Health: 30,000,000 


  Mana: 20,000,000 


  Strength: 230 Stamina: 890 


  Agility: 710 Intelligence: 3,150 


  Charm: 5,000 


  A race favored by the great demon, Belial. 


  Bewitches the target with her beautiful appearance and demonic charm. 


  Ordinary humans and monsters can only yield to the charm of the succubi. 


  -Skills Possessed- 


  Blink (B), Fly (B), Life Drain (A), Bewitchment (A), Sleep (A), Yin Energy, Identify Preferences (S), Dream Infiltration (S), Ingest Vital Force (S) 


  ★A demonic creature of hell. This individual had no desire to escape from Hell Gao’s domination. Loyalty is maintained at 100%. 


  [Bewitchment] 


  Bewitch up to eight targets and enslave them. 


  Bewitched targets will follow the command of the succubus for a minimum of 10 seconds and a maximum of one hour. Orders of self-harm aren’t possible. 


  Skill Cooldown Time: 3 minutes 


  [Sleep]


  Puts the target to sleep for a minimum of 5 seconds and a maximum of 20 seconds, making them unable to move. 


  The higher the fatigue of the target, the greater the probability of success. 


  Cooldown Time: 5 minutes 


  [Yin Energy]


  Passive 


  Greatly reduces the resistances of the target. There is a low probability of causing confusion. 


  [Identify Preferences] 


  Passive 


  The succubus can grasp the preferences of a target and embody it. 


  There is a 90% chance of being bewitched when the preferences are identified. 


  [Dream Infiltration] 


  The succubus can penetrate the dream of the sleeping target. Through dreams, the target’s desires and weaknesses are identified. The dream or nightmare that the target desires is realized. 


  Targets in a desired dream will fall into an incapacitated state ‘until attacked.’ Targets in a nightmare will wake up from the dream and all stats will drop significantly for 20 seconds. 


  Cooldown Time: 10 minutes 


  [Ingest Vital Force]


  If a non-slave’s vital force is consumed, all of their resources are slightly reduced and the succubus’ empty stomach will be filled. 


  If a slave’s vital force is consumed, the target’s resources are greatly absorbed and the succubus will be full. A full succubus will greatly increase her magic power and targets deprived of their vital force will temporarily faint. There is a very low probability of death. 


  Cooldown Time: 3 hours] 


  Blink to teleport, Fly for flying in the sky, Life Drain that absorbed the health of the target, Bewitchment, Sleep, Yin Energy, Dream Infiltration, and Ingest Vital Force... 


  The succubus’ abilities specialized in completely neutralizing the target and it exceeded Grid’s expectations. There wasn’t a single area he felt regret about. Furthermore...


  ‘There is 30 million health.’ 


  It was incredibly high. It was six times higher than the adult memphis. It was a moment that revealed the advantages of taming a monster. 


  Unlike pets who didn’t die when their health was wiped out and could be summoned again, the life of a tamed monster was finite. In most cases, the domination time was temporary. Perhaps it was due to this strong penalty that the stats-related penalties were small. 


  To put it simply, if the succubi was classified as a pet or a summon, then their health would be at least 10 times lower than now. The summoning would just be canceled when the pet died. It could be summoned again after the cooldown ended, but it would be weakened. 


  However, monster taming was different. Tamed monsters retained their health and stats just like in their wild state. 


  ‘The stamina stat isn’t good so defense is low. However, this level of health means the succubus can’t be easily defeated.’ 


  The reason they died to Grid so easily was due to their low defense. Grid’s stats might’ve been reduced by 20%, but the damage was still extreme. 


  “Master, how can we serve you? Do you want to have a good dream? Or...” 


  The reason why tamed monsters were valued lower than pets was that firstly, it was over once they died. Secondly, there was a limit to the domination duration. Thirdly, their intelligence was low. However, Grid’s domination was permanently even if it was limited to demonic beasts. Also, the hell succubi were very intelligent. A race that dug into the weaknesses of the target couldn’t be stupid. Grid was satisfied that the succubi were what he was looking for and shook his head as a reply.


  “Wait for now.” 


  “Yes.” 


  The succubi knelt down silently. The initial provocative attitude had disappeared and they were like new brides. They didn’t dare covet their master’s vital force. 


  “You can relax a bit,” Grid spoke to the succubus who was still struggling with her wounds and Glant stepped in from the side. 


  “Succubi can use Life Drain magic. It will give her a chance to recover if you are concerned about her wounds.” 


  “Hmm...” Grid looked around. The bare forest. Every tree had no leaves and no grass was growing on the dry land. The only living creatures in this grey forest were Grid and the succubi. “Can’t anything live in a place like this?” 


  “Even a demonkin has to eat or they will die.” 


  Succubi, halphas, etc. Among the monsters, there were a few races that used other people’s vital force or magic as food. Most of the demonkin could only live if they ate food like humans or beasts. It was natural that Helitera Forest was empty. 


  “The only demonkin who comes to this place are the fools fascinated by the succubi’s yin energy.” 


  “Hmm...”


  Grid listened to Glant’s explanation and confirmed the health of the wounded succubus. She currently only had around 12,000 health left. She had suffered bleeding from too many wounds. Her natural recovery rate couldn’t keep up with the amount of bleeding and she would die soon. He could dominate a new succubus if she died, but... 


  ‘It is strange to let someone die when I can save them.’ 


  Wasn’t that a psychopath? 


  “Take my life.” 


  “H-H-How dare I take my master’s health...?” 


  “You must live.” 


  “T-Thank you...!” 


  The succubus who was trembling with fear couldn’t stand the thought that she was going to die soon and rushed to Grid. She hung from Grid’s shoulders and breathed roughly. An aura emerged from red patterns engraved on the succubus’ abdomen and collarbone and wrapped around Grid like a snake. Was the hope of living turned into pleasure? The succubus had a red face and breathed harshly. The other succubi watched her enviously. 


  Meanwhile, Glant was feeling great confusion. ‘Why is he bothering to save her?’ 


  Yura saved him because he had value. 


  Glant was a demon and a candidate to become a great demon. On the other hand, the succubi were numerous. He could find and dominate a new succubus at any time if one died. So why bother to save her?


  ‘Is this the morality I’ve only heard about?’ 


  Glant was amazed while the succubus suddenly trembled with fright. The succubus felt lost as she was absorbing Grid’s health. It was because nothing happened. 


  [You have resisted.] 


  


  


  “......”


  Just like with most magic, Life Drain didn’t have a 100% success rate. The higher the target's level and magic resistance, the lower the success rate. Even if it was successful, the amount of health absorbed was very small. It was impossible for the succubus’ Life Drain to piece through Grid’s high magic resistance. 


  “Hiccup...”


  The succubus failed to drain Grid’s health and slowly withdrew. The complexion of her and the other succubi was white. Their eyes were filled with surprise as they stared at Grid. 


  Clap, clap, clap.


  He once again heard applause. As expected, it was from Glant. 


  “Giving hope to those who are dying and desperate, and then taking it back... I’ve learned something else.” 


  “...Can you tell him to leave?” 


  After that, they returned Glant to the castle and Yura explored hell with Grid. It was only up to the 29th Hell. Over the course of 10 days, Grid became proficient in using the succubi and improved his combat power. However, he couldn’t ignore the penalties of hell. 


  “Gasp... Gasp... Why do they have so much health?” 


  The vitality and defense of the elite monsters who appeared in the hells in the 20s was far beyond that of the monsters in the hells in the 30s. It took about three minutes to hunt one demonkin unless he used a fusion sword dance. However, the respawn rate was incredibly fast. They were reborn less than a minute after death and he had no time to breathe. 


  Grid’s stamina was already suffering from the severe penalty and it quickly ran out. He summoned Overgeared Corn to lick his face while Yura explained, “It is due to the influence of Marbas.” 


  “Marbas?” 


  It was a name he had heard somewhere before. 


  “He is a great demon’s subordinate with power comparable to a high ranking great demon, but he has an unusual power. He dramatically strengthens the demonkin in the section where he lives and overloads the respawn rate to promote his own safety.” 


  “He is just a great demon’s subordinate. How can he wield power like a high ranking great demon?” 


  “I don’t know the details. I haven’t accessed the episodes about Marbas yet.” 


  Tang tang!Tatatang!


  Yura’s continuously fired magic bullets knocked down the elite monsters like autumn leaves. After reaching level 400, Yura gained an additional 30% stats in hell and the additional damage dealt to demonic beasts, demonkin, and demons was 500%. This meant that Yura’s attack power sometimes exceeded Grid’s attack power. In particular, once Light of Purification was laid on the gun, even the ferocious demons would turn pale and use Barrier. 


  ...Although Barrier was useless.


  “Yura, what level are you now?” 


  “Level 408.” 


  “......”


  It was deservedly high. She slaughtered monsters that gave so much experience at a tremendous speed. It was just that level 408 felt rather low considering she had been active in hell for several years. 


  Yura smiled shyly at the admiring Grid. “It is thanks to Youngwoo-ssi’s help in the Chaos Mountains. My hunting speed wasn’t fast until I reached level 400. I couldn’t even access the area where Marbas is.” 


  Now Marbas’ area was nothing less than a rich mine from Yura’s point of view. Grid was deep in thought as he watched Yura eagerly killing monsters with Noe, the Overgeared Skeletons, and the succubi. 


  ‘Yura is great, but I’ve also been too comfortable.’ 


  He had believed that he could raise his level at any time. He might’ve been secretly proud that the competitors were working hard to catch up with him. 


  ‘...It is time for me to make an effort.’


  The number one ranking wasn’t a position to be kept. How many people thought that Kraugel would come down from the top of the rankings? Grid’s enthusiasm and vigilance were revived. He was burning with motivation just like the first time he learned Pagma’s Swordsmanship and started slaughtering monsters. 


  “Wave Pinnacle.” 


  The moment his stamina recovered, Grid got up and used a wide area fusion sword dance. He abruptly eliminated the monsters in the area and told Yura, “I’m not going to easily give up the top spot in the rankings.” 


   “I want it.” 


  Even if she was lucky enough to take his place, it meant she had gained more power and that power would be used for him. Yura swallowed down these words and was loading a magic bullet when she stiffened like a stone statue. 


  “”It seems you have a lot of room to run around in a relaxed manner.”” A harsh voice was heard from above. “”Demon Slayer Yura, do you think you can escape my eyes?”” 


  “Who is that guy?” 


  Yura exclaimed, “Showing up here now...!” 


  A being who spread open wings of steel and came to the battlefield. His identity was Andras, one of Baal’s subordinates. He was a persistent demon who had been tracking Yura since she briefly invaded the First Hell. 


  “We can’t win against him yet. Hurry and escape...” 


  Yura’s hurried attempt to open a gate to the human world was interrupted. It was because chains poured down from the sky like rain and wrapped tightly around her neck and mouth. The bullets she spread out were shattered and scattered in all directions. 


  “”You... you dared to invade His Majesty Baal’s holy land and leave a stain on it. I can never forgive you. I will engrave the stigma of sin that will never disappear from your body and soul.””


  Eventually, the chains binding Yura’s limbs turned red. It happened when the silver armor and white skin started to burn black...


  “Transcend, Shunpo.” 


  “......?!” 


  Andras’ senses and reflexes were surprisingly good. He almost immediately responded to Grid who appeared behind him and he wrapped himself in steel wings. However, Grid’s sword had already pierced through the gap.


  “Link.” 


  The momentum of the Absolute spread throughout the 29th Hell. 


  “Kill.” 


  The sword dance of Link was added to Kill and punished the demon who dared touch his precious person. 


  “”Cough!””


  Grid’s eyes were burning as he stared at Andras, who was vomiting mercury-like blood. 


  “Stop talking rubbish.” 


  “”I will... kill you!”” 


  Part of the chain turned into a sword engulfed in flames. It tangled with the chains that moved like waves and struck at Grid.


  


  ”Cancel it!” 


  


  A sacred and great flame spread out like a storm. Grid’s momentum was dangerous and Andras shrank back.


  


  “”A god?””


  


  ”Just get lost.” 


  In the midst of the Storm of the Fire God, Grid gained infinite sword energy and cast the five fusion sword dance at Andras. Andras’ party member watched the scene from a distance and his blood was boiling. 


  “You... have you become stronger?” 


  The man with green hair and golden eyes—Baal’s Contractor, Agnus—left without any hesitation. It was because he knew it was meaningless to help Andras.


  “......”


  It was also because he didn’t want to point his sword at a man who was fighting to protect his beloved woman. Now he distinguished between when to fight and when not to fight. 




  Chapter 1326


  The demon, Andras—his innate power was fire. He knew how to deal with powerful flames by nature and was one of the best among demons. However, he wasn’t a great demon. No, he wasn’t qualified to be a great demon. Hell Gao and Belial—there were already two great demons who dealt with flames more proficiently and powerfully than Andras. A demon who couldn’t become a great demon... 


  Andras couldn’t find his purpose in life. He wandered constantly while resenting God Yatan who had given him the power of fire. Sometimes, he ran wild and there were serious incidents. It was Baal who saved him as he was targeted by a few great demons. Baal took in Andras, made him a subordinate, and gave him two new powers—steel and wind. With three powers in total, Andras was reborn. 


  By transforming his body and magic power to steel, he exhibited a power to destroy everything. By heating his steel body and magic power with fire, it was possible to inflict a pain that was more terrible than death on the enemy. Andras’ majesty was already comparable to a great demon as he created a storm to overwhelm the surroundings without directly using violence. 


  Andras was undoubtedly confident that he could take the place of the 32nd great demon which was vacant. 


  He believed that if he progressed a bit more, he could go up to the 22nd Hell, which was vacant like the 32nd Hell. He was convinced he would write a legend like Zepar, the wanderer who was a low-ranking demon who sharpened his swordsmanship and rose to the 13th Hell (current ranking had fallen again). 


  However, the reason he remained loyal to Baal was because he sincerely respected Baal. For Andras, his god was Baal, not Yatan. He wanted to stay by Baal’s side forever to serve Baal. It was also Andras’ will and loyalty that made him recently pursue Yura, who dared to hide in the 1st Hell and hinder Baal’s affairs. 


  “”Kuek.””


  Andras groaned in the midst of the flames that destroyed evil. He couldn’t understand the current situation. A disgustingly sacred flame—why was this fire appearing in the middle of hell? 


  “”You are from heaven. Daring to break into here...”


  Grid frowned when Andras mistook him for a god or a messenger of the gods. The relationship between Rebecca, the goddess of light, and Yatan, the god of evil, meant it was natural to think that heaven and hell were in a mutually cooperative relationship.


  ‘The more I know about the gods, the most disgusted I feel.’ 


  Even Hexetia, who now favored Grid and humanity, once tried to destroy humanity. Grid thought he should be vigilant of all gods beside Hexetia. Of course, the priority was to focus on the person in front of him. 


  ‘He is dangerous.’


  The enemy didn’t feel strong because of the penalty in hell. He was just strong. Was it similar to the 22nd great demon, Berith, who came to the human world? The chains of hot steel and the wind pressure that crushed his body and restricted his movements were intimidating and changed their shapes in real time. 


  ‘A quick battle speed is needed.’ 


  During the time when Storm of the Fire God was maintained and he had infinite sword energy, all attacks should be released. Grid made a decision and pulled out Belial’s Power to obtain permanent stamina. Then...


  [The passive effect ‘Fire Queen’ is activated. Stamina won’t fall while this passive is maintained.] 


  “Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle Drop.” 


  It was one of his newly created five fusion sword dances. Dozens of steel wolves running through the hot chains toward Grid were destroyed. Blue petals floated around Grid and fell like lightning. In the Storm of the Fire God, the power of the sword dance that cut at all the expanded chains denied the rule of ‘low attack power of wide area skills.’ 


  “”Kuheok, cough!!”” 


  The power of steel was connected not only to Andras’ magic but also to his body. Therefore, Andras could transform both his magic power and body into steel. Every time the wolves and chains were cut and destroyed, Andras experienced pain like his body was being cut off. 


  ““T-Time is needed.”” 


  Andras could see it. It didn’t matter if this man was a god, angel, or human. The black-haired man in front of him was barely maintaining his stamina with Belial’s Power. Just a bit more. Andras realized that the man would collapse on his own after a little bit more time. 


  However, it was also true for Andras. He had no time. The first field effect of Storm of the Fire God, ‘Divine Flames,’ inflicted constant damage on evil beings. Andras’ body was burning slowly like a moth that had jumped into the flames. 


  “”You... where is Agnus?”” 


  Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle—he barely defended against the first attack of the five fusion sword dances, and avoided a fatal injury. Andras lost one arm and gazed anxiously beyond the swirling storm of flames. 


  Agnus—that guy had come here with him. Agnus might be a human, but he signed a contract with Baal and possessed excellent skills. It was enough to help Andras. Then why? Why didn’t he show up? Why didn’t the newly created deceased penetrate through the disgusting flames to block the black-haired man? 


  “”What are you doing? Why aren’t you helping me to manage the dignity of Master?!” 


  It happened when Andras shouted... 


  -Obligations and respect.


  Someone’s voice was heard high in the sky. The voice penetrated the noise of the fire storm and entered not only Andrus’ ears but also Grid’s ears. 


  -Trust and willpower.


  Andras suddenly fell to his knees. He raised his head to the sky and screamed with the veins on his neck bulging.


  “”Baal!”” 


  The sincere look in the eyes glimpsed through the steel faceplate was like a savior. Meanwhile, Grid was in great despair. ‘Baal...!’


  Grid had seen Baal before. In the human world where the power of a great demon was greatly weakened, he had encountered one of Baal’s dozens of egos. He might’ve fought and won, but the experience stilled great fear to Grid. Baal’s ego had tremendous power even when weakened. It was impossible to speculate on the real Baal’s strength and he felt a vague fear. 


  Baal’s voice continued. 


  -Andras, a demon betrays grace, tramples on respect, plays with trust, and ridicules those who are dependent.


  “”.......!!””


  Andras’ face covered by a steel faceplate turned gray. He noticed that God was criticizing him. 


  -In order to repay my kindness, you pursued a human, trusted in my other subordinate, kneeled down the moment you heard my voice, and relied on me in a moment of difficulty. Are you really a demon?


  


  


  “”.......!!””


  A black thunderbolt struck. In a flash, Storm of the Fire God was split in half and dissipated. Grid’s mental picture was built and maintained according to Grid’s willpower. Now it was destroyed by an external force. 


  “Ugh...!”


  [Your mental picture is broken.] 


  [Your heart is broken and you have entered the abnormal state ‘collapse.’] 


  [All stats have fallen drastically and you can’t move.] 


  ‘What, this is...?!’ 


  The mental picture was a powerful weapon, but also a weakness. It was because those with a broken heart would fall into a helpless state where they couldn’t do anything. In fact, the act of exposing a mental picture to others was actually accompanied by great danger. Baal had yet to show interest to Grid who couldn’t move because of the collapsed state. 


  -Andras, the reason God Yatan despaired for you and gave you a useless talent is because he was disappointed that you aren’t qualified to be a great demon.


  Baal’s dismal laugh spread throughout the 29th Hell. 


  -The reason I saved you was because I wanted to appreciate the despair you would one day experience again.


  A demon was the source of all evil. An existence who denied goodness and didn’t need special reasons for committing sins. They were just evil. It was the same for Baal. All his choices and actions were intended to corrupt, frustrate and cause people to feel despair. 


  -Ahh.Andras.A virtuous demon who lost his wickedness.The tears of blood you possess are even sweeter than the blood of any angel. This makes me happy.


  “”Baaal! Baaaal!”” 


  Grid didn’t know about the relationship between Baal and Andras. However, the situation was easily inferred unless he was a fool. Baal responded to Andras’ faith with ridicule. Andras’ chains that had been cut by Grid gathered together to form a huge sword. It was aimed at Baal, not Grid. 


  “”I will kill you! I will never forgive you!!”” 


  Andras created a gust of wind and flew into the sky. Baal’s mouth spread wide in a smile as he revealed half his face in the black sky. A black thunderbolt struck Andras’ forehead. The sword that couldn’t reach Baal’s body lost its momentum and was gradually extinguished. Then Andras’ body plunged like a broken doll toward the ground.


  “”......”” 


  Andras’ eyes that were filled with sadness and anger gradually became empty. Baal was happy to see Andras dying alone without anyone to rely on. This event wasn’t just for Grid. It was also for Yura. It was an event that occurred only when Yura met the conditions of becoming hostile to Andras, Baal’s mad believer, causing him to pursue her and then making him fall into a crisis. It would’ve been a great struggle to achieve the last condition if it wasn’t for Grid’s presence. 


  Then a notification window appeared in Grid’s vision.


  [You have witnessed the source of all evil.] 


  [All the quarrels and famines in the world might’ve been the work of demons.] 


  [Humanity, your task is to punish Baal.] 


  [Amoract, the great demon of conflict, is waiting for you somewhere in hell.] 


  “......”


  Yura and Amoract’s relationship was deep. In the past, Amoract gave Yura the opportunity to become a demonkin and she refused to do so, instead becoming a Demon Slayer. She thought she was an enemy to Amoract since then... 


  Baal’s eyes scanned Yura. 


  -It isn’t ripe yet.The fun with you should be put off.


  It was an event that should’ve ended here. Baal didn’t pay much attention to the present Yura. It was natural. Baal was the one who slaughtered the former Demon Slayer Alex and turned him into pieces of meat. It was hard to be interested in Yura from Baal’s standpoint when he already killed her predecessor who she had yet to reach. He didn’t know if Yura would surpass Alex. 


  -Hmm...


  The end of this event would be when Baal withdrew. However, Baal didn’t leave and instead stayed a bit longer. He was staring at the still collapsed Grid before letting out a huge burst of laughter. 


  -You are qualified to become a god, but you stayed a human?Kukuk, kuhahat...!!You are still interesting.


  Baal flicked his finger like it was stained with blood. Then a screaming soul appeared and hovered around him. The corners of Baal’s mouth rose up as he grabbed the soul. 


  -Look, unlike you who relied on me to the end, that guy has crossed the limits by himself.Maybe you could’ve been like that too?Hahat!Kuhahahat!


  Baal’s insanely joyful laughter and the screams of pain from the soul mixed together and gave Grid goose bumps. Grid finally realized it. 


  The inner workings of the gods wasn’t something he should think about yet. The main enemy at hand was this being, Baal.
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  Pagma—the world remembered that he was a great blacksmith. His immortal works deserved to be praised forever. 


  Pagma—sometimes he was accused of being a bad person. He could be called this because he betrayed his only friend in the world and sacrificed many people. 


  Pagma—the moment the world faced a crisis, he glimpsed the reality of the gods and was isolated. He didn’t know who to believe in or to rely on. He was already alone. 


  Pagma—he eventually signed a contract with a great demon in exchange for his soul. He dug up the graves of heroes. It was the only way to save the world. 


  (Uhh... uwoooh...) 


  Grid—he inherited Pagma’s skills and gained a new life. Therefore, he felt deep gratitude to Pagma. 


  Grid—every time he learned about Pagma’s works, he felt infinite respect for Pagma. 


  Grid—he was disappointed with Pagma when he learned about Braham’s murder. 


  Grid—he encountered the death knights of the former legends on the Behen Archipelago, and felt disgusted with Pagma. 


  -Look, unlike you who relied on me to the end, that guy has crossed the limits by himself.Maybe you could’ve been like that too?Hahat!Kuhahahat!


  (Uwahh... uhhh...) 


  Pagma—he fought alone in the Behen Archipelago. He fought days and night against the forces of hell that pushed in like a tsunami before falling down. 


  Grid—he gradually understood the feelings of Pagma who fought for humans and the weak despite being born as a yangban (half-god). No, it was because he was born as a yangban. However, he still disliked Pagma’s choice of sacrificing others on the pretext of righteousness, and was determined not to become like that. 


  Pagma—he repelled the forces of hell and defended the world. Therefore, he believed that all his choices in the past were rational. To be precise, he tried to believe it. In the end, he couldn’t hide his regret. In solitude, he shed tears of remorse. The moment he felt confusion about the world, he deeply resented his weakness, distrust, and instincts that caused him to betray his friend, a demonkin. 


  Grid—he faced Braham’s body that was treasured in the ice wall and read Pagma’s regret, sympathizing with it. 


  Pagma—he fell to hell when he died and he didn’t resist. He accepted the pain and sorrow that would be repeated during eternity as the price to be paid. 


  Grid—he... 


  -Pagma!Your life is a thorough failure!This guy is proving it!Kukuk!Kuhahahat!Sob!Scream!Howl some more!Constantly regret and struggle forever in the confines of pain!


  Was he enjoying a pleasure that was unmatched in the world? Baal’s expression was full of deep pleasure as he grasped the screaming soul. The soul was burned black due to the demonic power that Baal discharged. Every time smoke rose, the shape of the soul collapsed. Then it soon regained its original shape. 


  A soul—the soul that was presumably Pagma worked hard not to forget his sins for a single moment. He held onto reason and endured the pain that was worse than death. 


  -Hahat!Kuhahahahat!


  Pagma’s soul that endlessly maintained its shape made Baal’s laughter grow louder. If Pagma let go of reason, then he would be liberated from the pain. The sublimeness of the soul that tried to accept the pain instead of escaping from it made Baal happy. 


  Baal once again realized the unchanging truth. In the end, it was more enjoyable to harass the good guys. 


  -You are stupid!Truly foolish!That is why it is even more enjoyable!!!


  (Uhh... uweohhh...) 


  The pain of the soul increased in proportion to Baal’s laughter. 


  “Who are you laughing at?” 


  At this moment, the silent Grid finally opened his mouth. Baal saw Grid’s eyes fixed on him and his laughter stopped like it was a lie all along. The dark eyes that showed no distinction between the whites of the eyes and the pupils shone—facing a coward who never spoke a word out of fear, Baal thought he could suppress Grid with just his eyes, but he was wrong. The reason Grid was silent wasn’t because he was afraid. He was just overwhelmed by the helplessness that attacked him after his mental picture was broken. 


  “How dare a bastard like you...” 


  [Overgeared King Grid is writing the ninth epic.] 


  “...You dare to laugh at a hero?” 


  [Pagma.] 


  [The blacksmith who left behind an immortal legend.] 


  [The people of the world only mention his works.]


  -Hero?The person who turned his back on the morality and trust that you humans attach so much importance to is a hero?


  [Some people blamed and criticized him.] 


  [But...] 


  “Even though there were many mistakes in the process, he saved the world.” 


  [Overgeared King Grid praised him as a hero.] 


  [He might’ve sacrificed many people, but it is true that he saved the world.] 


  “Pagma,” Grid quietly called out to Pagma’s soul as he took off the crown and Talima’s Shame. He brushed back his hair, soaked with blood and sweat, and bowed deeply. “I am always grateful to you.” 


  (......)


   -....?!


  Baal’s eyes widened. The soul’s screams that should’ve lasted forever stopped for a moment. Baal glanced between Grid and the soul with an expression of disbelief, while Grid made a promise to the soul, “Wait for me. I will surely give you a chance to apologize to Braham.” 


  (...D-Dragon.) 


  [The past of Pagma, who fought alone in a place no one knows.] 


  [It intersects with the present of Grid, who is fighting with his people.] 


  [The origin of Grid has been absorbed as a part of Grid.]


  -How did you do this?


  Baal was shocked by the willpower that came from Pagma’s soul when it should be just trying to maintain its reason and was temporarily distracted. 


  [You have acquired Pagma’s Sword Dance, ‘Dragon.’] [1] 


  [A skill that belongs to the sub-category of Grid’s Sword Dance. Once you become completely proficient in the use, you can evolve it to truly belong to Grid’s Sword Dance.] 


  Grid clearly received Pagma’s will. 


  [Overgeared King Grid has completed the ninth page of the epic!]


  [The legend of Pagma has expanded in the aftermath of an unknown secret story being revealed.] 


  [All items made by Pagma will have their rating upgraded by one.] 


  [The light of salvation shone on his soul as he was confined to eternal hell and felt repeated regret. The identity of the light was Overgeared King Grid.]


  


  


  [The final chapter of Pagma’s legend has become part of the narrative of Overgeared King Grid.] 


  -...What the hell are you doing?


  Baal’s eyes were filled with disbelief as he stared at Grid. Pagma’s soul suddenly showed willpower and Grid’s presence became stronger. He felt that the demonic power and heat filling hell could no longer suppress Grid. 


  “Yura.” 


  “Yes.”


  The scene where Grid and Pagma met for the first time—Yura carefully engraved the historic moment she would never see again in her heart, and changed her pistol into a sniper rifle. Grid shook his head as she prepared to fight. “Run away.” 


  “......”


  “I don’t think I can get away. Let’s not die together.” 


  Certainly. Baal’s attention was only focused on Grid. In particular, he was expressing an emotion close to anger once Pagma’s soul stopped screaming. It was safe to say there was no possibility of Grid surviving here. However, Yura had no intention of withdrawing. “I don’t want to. Who knows? If we fight together and create opportunities, then we might be able to find a way out.” 


  It wasn’t regret and stubbornness that made her refuse to let Grid die alone. She sincerely intended to create opportunities and she had the skills to make Grid feel expectant. 


  Grid grinned. “It is reassuring.” 


  Grid no longer intended to carry everything on his own. It was because he always experienced many incidents that he couldn’t do alone. Even the grandmaster, an incarnation of the seven malignant saints, wanted to rely on Grid. The opponent in front of him was the 1st great demon, Baal. There was no reason to shake off Yura’s hand when it was necessary to grab at any life-saving straw. 


  “I’m sorry, it is three minutes. I can only move for three more minutes.” 


  Fire Queen was on cooldown and his stamina was running out. The risk was too great to use Storm of the Fire God. His mental power really wouldn’t be able to stand it if it collapsed again. Fortunately, he still had some things left. Grid gritted his teeth in a determined manner and Yura stood next to him. 


  “Three minutes is enough. Hell Regulation.” 


  The entire 29th Hell was suppressed by the power of the Demon Slayer who denied evil. The demonic power that was mixed into the atmosphere scattered like a mirage and disappeared. The infinite magic power that Baal exhaled seemed to have decreased a bit. Of course, it could just be his imagination. It was good if this was the case. Grid and Yura would try their best as always.


  “Lightning Speed.” 


  The Blue Dragon’s Boots immediately glowed as it was surrounded by lightning. Grid soared high into the sky, reached the maximum speed, and entered the Lightning God state. 


  “Sky.” 


  It was a ridiculously fraudulent sword dance that ‘deployed every single sword dance’ without sharing the cooldown. Grid had confirmed the power of this sword dance several times. The only downside was that it couldn’t be fused. Grid didn’t pay attention to his physical strength. 


  The effect of Incarnation of Lightning prevented stamina from falling while in flight, so he rushed forward with all his strength. Every time Sky reproduced a specific sword dance, he used Shunpo to change his position and attacked Baal from all directions. All these sword dances were blocked by the shield that surrounded Baal. 


  Wave was blocked by only one shield while Pinnacle and Kill were blocked by three layers of shield. Even Link was blocked by a shield created in the trajectory and he couldn’t connect it to the end.


  “Gasp, gasp...!Gasp!”


  The operation of the shields that flowed like water reminded them of Malacus, whom they fought a long time ago. Of course, Baal’s shields were created much faster than Malacus and not only that, they were dozens of times harder. 


  ‘Did he read my weaknesses?’ 


  Baal used a wide area skill that spread demonic power across the sky and Grid was forced to land on the ground while feeling disbelief. From the moment he landed on the ground, he was no longer protected by Incarnation of Lightning, and his stamina started to be consumed again. 


  Grid used White Tiger’s Posture Engulfed in Flames and built a barrier with the earth. This allowed him to somewhat endure the lightning strikes of demonic power. 


  “Block Evil Desires, Vengeance Bullets. Light of Destruction.” 


  Yura used the Demon Slayer’s unique buff skills and fired her sniper rifle. Jade-colored flashes crossed the darkness and broke through Baal’s shields before reaching Baal’s heart. This was worthy of the Demon Slayer, a demon’s natural enemy. She delivered a good blow to one of the final bosses... Grid just had this thought when his face stiffened. 


  Baal’s health was unchanged despite being hit by a flash of energy that denied all evil. Baal didn’t even let out a small moan. He formed a spear by collecting the scattered lightning bolts of demonic power and threw it. The barrier of earth collapsed and Grid lost one arm. 


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!] 


  [A legend doesn’t die easily.] 


  ‘...Shit, I couldn’t avoid it.’


  He momentarily entered the world of transcendence, but he couldn’t respond properly because his physical strength couldn’t catch up. 


  -It is really trivial.I don’t know what trick you did with Pagma’s soul, but your current strength can’t even entertain me.Go away.


  He looked extremely bored. Baal raised his hand and it became enlarged like Sitri’s hand. It soon covered the entire sky. He showed the desire to crush both Grid and Yura together. 


  ‘I might be able to endure it once by using Revolve...’ 


  However, it was meaningless. Grid really only had a bit of health left. His next sword dance would be the last one. Revolve sent the attack back, but it was useless looking for a way to live if he couldn’t move a few steps. 


  ‘Kill and Pinnacle won’t work...’ 


  As expected, he could only rely on Transcend. He took Yura away with Shunpo and could only leave the future matters to Yura. Grid suddenly thought of the Dragon sword dance. There was no time to read the description of the skill so the exact function of Dragon wasn’t yet known. 


  However, didn’t receiving Dragon now mean it was a hint to overcome the current crisis? Satisfy had always been like this.


  “Pagma’s Sword Dance.” 


  Pagma—Grid called out the name he used to call out dozens, if not hundreds of times a day, in the past, but the sensation now felt very new and even refreshing. 


  “Dragon.” 


  The smiling Grid’s body was literally fired forward. It was the ascension of a dragon. The scene of an eastern dragon piercing Hanul’s chest was reproduced here in hell hundreds of years later. 


  -What...


  Baal's body tilted slightly. His chest was pierced and Grid rose into the sky. Yura, who had chased after Grid without missing a gap, opened a gate leading to the human world. However, Grid couldn’t take a single step. No, he couldn’t even move his fingertips. The resource consumption of Dragon was high enough to be compared to a fusion sword dance. The massive bleeding from his severed arm might’ve increased his physical strength consumption. 


  “Youngwoo-ssi!” 


  “Go first.” 


  Baal’s hand moved through the air and struck Grid’s head. Grid forced Yura into the gate and started to turn to gray ash. His wounded gaze followed Pagma’s soul. 


  ‘Just wait.’ 


  He would keep his promise. 


  A huge hill was formed in the 29th hell. It was a trace left behind by the 1st Great Demon, Baal, just to destroy one human being.
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  Chapter 1328


  At the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom, Reinhardt... 


  “......”


  Grid woke up at the resurrection point and had a new question. How many times did an average player die in a year? He must’ve died less often than them, right? He just seemed to die a lot compared to his abilities... 


  ‘It is an unavoidable problem because there are too many people stronger than me.’


  “Youngwoo-ssi!” 


  Yura rushed to Grid and hugged him as he was checking his dropped items and experience. She was a ranker behind Grid. She chased the path he walked on, and fully realized the weight of Grid’s sacrifice. 


  “Because of me... because of me, you...” 


  The reason Baal appeared there was because of herself. If she hadn’t overlooked Andras’ pursuit, then Baal would’ve never appeared and Grid wouldn’t have died. Grid read Yura’s trembling back that was crushed by guilt. 


  “It isn’t because of you.” 


  In Grid’s eyes, there was no reason for Yura to feel guilty. She was chased by Andras because she interrupted Baal’s activity to help Grid. The reason Baal later appeared was because Grid fought and won against Andras. More than anything else... 


  “I died to Baal because I am weak.” 


  He didn’t have a reason or the qualification to blame Yura. Yura agreed with Grid’s assertion. “I couldn’t protect you because I was too weak.”


  “...We both need to be stronger.” 


  “That’s right.” 


  The desire of a level 408 high ranker to improve was great. After opening the ranking window for the first time in ages and confirming that Yura was third in the unified rankings, Grid sent a whisper to Chris. He was interested in Chris, who was maintaining a higher level than Yura who hunted in hell. 


  -What level are you?


  -410.


  -Isn’t this really fast?


  -I’ve found a spot for solo play in the Chaos Mountains.By the way, how can it be faster than you?Grid, shouldn’t you be almost level 430 by now?


  -......


  He was level 417, and now he was level 416. Grid closed his mouth and awakened a sense of reality. 


  ‘People who have passed the hell section are growing at a tremendous speed.’ 


  Yura and Chris were prime examples. It seems right to say that the restrictions had been lifted. No, players needed to grow. The world was filled with enemies. 


  ‘On the other hand, I stopped growing for a while and avoided it.’


  Grid didn’t have enough time to fully concentrate on hunting. The difficulties of making items, taking care of the king’s work, and raising Noe and the Overgeared Skeletons, were all secondary problems. The reason Grid struggled with time more than others was because he was always swept away by big episodes. It was obvious just by looking back at recent events. Grid had visited the East Continent to learn how to grow the white phosphorus trees and golden walnut trees, yet he ended up in the Hwan Kingdom with the grandmaster, met Hanul, the absolute god, and took Chiyou’s Test.


  ‘...It is absurd when thinking about it.’


  His experience in hell was also ridiculous. Grid only visited hell to tame the succubi. Then he ended up fighting the 1st Great Demon, Baal, and died. 


  “......”


  It was scary at this point. Seeing the absurd coincidences repeat over and over again, it seemed the world had no intention of leaving him alone. Grid assumed they were coincidences, but this was his mistake. All the events that Grid had gone through were a result of his choices, so they were inevitable. 


  ‘Then looking at Dragon...’ 


  [Dragon] 


  [A sword dance that reproduces the spirit of a dragon. 


  Effect: ??? 


  ★You haven’t achieved complete enlightenment. It is in an inactive state.] 


  Grid already had a Dragon sword dance. To be exact, it was the ‘potential.’ The dragon’s energy that Helena, princess of the half-draconians, had shown many times was imprinted on his infinite sword energy. This opened up the possibility of a new sword dance. ‘Now it seems there must’ve been a Dragon among ‘Pagma’s Sword Dance.’ 


  [Dragon Lv. 1] 


  [A sword dance that reproduces the last breath of the blue dragon that pierced the chest of the absolute god, Hanul. 


  Charge at a target within 10 meters, dealing 3,000% physical damage. There is also a high chance of penetration. Damage is doubled after penetration and causes the target to be unable to recover for five seconds. 


  Skill Sword Energy Cost: 500 


  Skill Cooldown Time: 10 minutes] 


  It was truly a sword dance with terrifying power. First of all, charging was a great strength. Hadn’t the power and utility of a charge that instantly narrowed the distance to the target already been proven by numerous players? Unfortunately, Pagma’s Sword Dance and Grid’s Sword Dance had no charge skills. Grid relied solely on the Freely Move skill obtained from an achievement. 


  ‘There is Shunpo, but it uses a ridiculous amount of stamina. Therefore, it is a burden to use it often.’


  It was a pleasure to secure a charge skill that consumed sword energy rather than stamina. It was just like how Pagma awakened Pinnacle after seeing Chiyou’s strike. The sword dance that was awakened by another god... 


  He liked that the damage coefficient was high because it was a sword dance that reproduced the moment when the blue dragon wounded the absolute god, Hanul.


  ‘It isn’t as good as Link but the limitations of Link are too clear.’ 


  As shown against Baal, Link attacked the target by connecting several attacks. The higher the opponent’s level, the harder it was for Link to exercise its proper power. It was useless if it was blocked before all the attacks were linked and the flow cut off. Therefore, it was useless no matter how high the total attack power. 


  The importance of sword dances such as Kill, Pinnacle, and Dragon that boasted a high attack coefficient would become more prominent in the future. 


  ‘The most notable thing is the penetration effect.’ 


  Physically penetrating through the target could be interpreted as changing positions with the target. Grid had actually penetrated Baal’s chest when he used Dragon. He stood in front of Baal and changed to behind Baal. Thanks to this, the way to escape was opened up temporarily. He just couldn’t move because of his low stamina. Thus, he couldn’t escape. 


  


  


  ‘There is no need to be disappointed just because it isn’t Splendor or Chop.’ 


  Furthermore, there was still the potential of Dragon, a sword dance that reproduced the dragon’s spirit. It was likely to be a buff-type skill. Grid smiled as he thought about the possibility of using Pagma’s Dragon and his own Dragon together. He murmured to himself with a pleased smile, “Two dragons... Twin Dragons.” 


  It felt like new advertising inquiries would soon be received. 


  “Youngwoo-ssi?” 


  “Hum hum, can you send me back to hell?” 


  “Are you serious?” 


  He wanted to go to hell again after suffering such a terrible thing? Grid explained to the confused Yura, “Baal appeared in the middle of hell and caused turmoil. Won’t all the demonic beasts, demonkin, and demons have shrunk back? Now is the opportunity to explore hell and get used to it.” 


  “That is possible, but what if Baal is watching?” 


  “No, he won’t expect for me to enter hell again right away. How would he expect someone who just died to come back to die again?” 


  There was a chance that Baal wouldn’t care even if he noticed that Grid visited hell again. The absolute beings Grid had met so far generally had an indifferent personality. Baal was arrogant. It was the only weakness of this absolute existence. Grid had to dig into that arrogant personality. 


  “...I understand.” Yura nodded because she thought that Grid’s words made sense. “Is the purpose a simple hunt?” 


  “Yes, I am going to level up for a while.” 


  Of course, the Chaos Mountains was also a great hunting ground. Chris was proving this. Unlike Chris, who specialized in single attacks, Grid was capable of wide area skills. Hell had a large population of monsters so he liked it more than the Chaos Mountains. 


  “Then I’ll take you to the hells in the 30s. Marbas will stay in the hells in the 20s.” 


  Considering Grid’s abilities, the best hunting ground for him would be in the hells between 23-25. Unfortunately, Grid received a penalty in hell and the hells in the 20s were affected by Marbas’ power. It was impossible to keep hunting there. It was right to send him to the hells in the 30s. 


  Yura created a gate to hell and was entering the coordinates when Grid told her, “No, send me to the 29th hell.” 


  “Isn’t it inefficient?” 


  A cycle of three minutes of hunting and 10-15 minutes of rest would be repeated. Of course, Yura could fill in the gap in time if she partied and hunted with him, but Yura knew Grid’s nature. He would definitely stick to solo play. 


  “The efficiency is enough.” 


  “......”


  Had he forgotten what just happened a few minutes ago? Anyone other than Yura would’ve had doubts for a while. However, Yura was always more willing to believe Grid than to doubt him. “I understand.” 


  Eventually, Yura couldn’t break Grid’s stubbornness and entered the coordinates of the 29th Hell into the gate. After a while... 


  “Dragon.” 


  The moment Yura arrived in the 29th Hell, she was confronted by Grid rushing into the crowd of monsters. Her panic soon turned into astonishment, and then the astonishment turned into trust. Grid started to slaughter the monsters without getting tired. He no longer suffered from the penalties he had to face in hell. [1] 


  Of course, he wasn’t buffed like the Demon Slayer. It was just that Grid’s stats far surpassed Yura once he stopped suffering from the penalties. 


  “I think I can go down further in hell?” 


  “......”


  No monsters remained despite the effect of Marbas’ power. Yura gazed at the spectacular sight for a moment before her mind returned and she nodded. 


  “I think you can go down a lot.” 


  The hells in the 10s—even Demon Slayer Yura currently couldn’t handle them as a hunting ground. The place that Yura only occasionally visited to clear quests was wide open for Grid. 


  “As you know, the use of return scrolls are prohibited in hell. If you feel it is a bit dangerous, then call me right away... understood?” 


  “Yes, thank you.”


   She was a very strong woman. Grid smiled and waved to Yura as he passed through the gate to move to the 19th Hell. Yura was soon left alone. She took a deep breath and looked back. An earthquake was occurring on the ground colored red with the blood of demons. A black hand popped out of the cracks. 


  “Demon Slayer, you have crossed the line.” Marchosias, the 29th great demon—he was the master of the land Yura was currently standing on. His strength... he was stronger than the 13th Great Demon, Beleth, when Beleth in the human world. “It isn’t enough to bring Baal into my territory. You had to come back immediately and act tyrannical. If you have been purposely trying to get my attention, then congratulations. You have succeeded.”


  ‘I didn’t know that Marchosias would move so fast.’


  Yura had been mindful of the situation since she heard that Grid wanted to go to the 29th Hell again. She just analyzed that it had a very low probability of occurring. Marchosias was so cautious that he was often called a coward among the great demons. 


  However, it seemed the intensity of this provocation was too severe. In the end, they met. It seemed it would be difficult for her to survive. 


  ‘There is no way other than to fight.’


  What could she do? The water had already been spilled. 


  ‘He is someone I have to fight anyway. Think of it as an opportunity to gauge my skills in preparation for the future.’ 


  Even if it meant sacrificing her life in return. Yura was feeling determined when an unexpected voice entered her ears. 


  “Yura, did you know that your eyes curve more when you smile while hiding your worries?” 


  “......!”


  The shocked Yura felt the heat. A sword burning with fire slowly emerged from the gap in the gate that hadn’t completely closed yet. Then it soon disappeared. The heat that warmed Yura’s skin hadn’t completely dissipated when there was a chilling cutting sound where Marchosias stood. 


  Yura belatedly noticed it—Grid’s sword that previously couldn’t reach Beleth in the human world properly was now cutting Marchosias’ throat. 
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  Chapter 1329


  The 29th Great Demon, Marchosias—at one time, he enjoyed the struggle. He failed to endure his boiling blood and had ambition to become the master of a deeper hell in order to lead more armies. However, he was defeated by the wanderer, Zepar, and briefly lost the 29th Hell. His wild instincts and passion faded like a lie. He learned the concept of ‘limitations.’


  Marchosias reigned by turning everything his breath touched into stone. He lost all motivation once he discovered there were some objects that couldn’t be turned to stone, and many of them were here in hell. Demons were no different from humans. Their fate was sometimes dictated by something innate.


  ‘The appearance isn’t bad for a human. Should I make her into a stone statue to decorate my bedroom?’ 


  Marchosias wasn’t stupid enough to let go of the human who invaded his territory at will. He wasn’t degraded to the extent where he would shrink back from a human. Demon Slayer? It was a grand title, but she was still young compared to the past generation. He let it go once or twice because it was annoying and he could handle her easily as long as he made up his mind. 


  “......?”


  Marchosias was approaching Yura when he suddenly felt flustered. It was because Yura, who was standing in front of him, suddenly disappeared. Then he realized it wasn’t Yura who disappeared. It was that his vision had changed. He wasted a single second. Then there was a sharp bursting sound behind him that was accompanied by pain. He realized the blood scattering in all directions was his own and hurriedly let out his breath. 


  Marchosias’ skin and muscles turned into hard stones. The hot and sharp object that was cutting at Marchosias’ body. It was presumably a sword and it could no longer cut Marchosias’ body. It bounced off. Marchosias kept turning himself into stone as he raised his half-cut neck and looked back. He saw a person other than the Demon Slayer. 


  “Fast...” 


  He wondered if humans could be this fast.


  ‘A transcendent?’


  He wondered why a transcendent was in hell. 


  ‘I heard that transcendents are quite obsessed with life.’ 


  Transcendents were those who lived forever, but couldn’t resist physical death, unlike legends. They transcended the limits of a human being in order to realize their simple desire for development and were immersed in their own world all day long. Therefore, they had little external activities. Yet one stepped into hell willingly? 


  ‘Additionally, why is it my hell?’ 


  Today was an annoying day in many ways. It wasn’t enough that Baal came and made trouble. Now there was the Demon Slayer and a transcendent... 


  ‘Tsk, it is ominous.’


  He didn’t want to see a transcendent who might’ve lived for many years. Marchosias became cautious and let out a breath as an experiment. Everything that existed where the fan-shaped breath passed quickly turned into stone. It could be called a wave of stone. The human at the end of that wave... 


  “...Tsk.”


  There was no petrification. Marchosias clicked his tongue, spread out his wings, and flew back. He also confirmed that the Demon Slayer blocking his path was quite tense.


  “I don’t care what you are doing here. Can you just leave?” 


  There was a superstition among the demons. It was a superstition that, whenever the flesh was extinguished and the flesh was born, it would gain a stronger or new power. Of course, Marchosias didn’t believe in superstition. Hell Gao, Drasion, Morax, Astaroth, Furfur—he thought it was a rumor spread by the followers of the idiots who lost their flesh to Sword Saint Muller to maintain the dignity of their master. 


  ‘It is a waste of time to die.’ 


  He might only be resurrected after a few hundred years. Life would be no different from before even if he was resurrected. Marchosias just wanted peace and quiet. 


  Yura was shaken by the words about withdrawing. This development was unexpected and her shaky gaze shifted to Grid. They were communicating without Marcosias knowing. 


  -Glant advised me to avoid fighting Marchosias as much as possible.He said that if Marchosias wasn’t worried after an incident, his ranking would be much higher than it is now.It is difficult to believe in the visible ranking. There are many variables so it is better to avoid him.


  -I’d like to fight.


  Since ancient times, the premise of killing a great demon was ‘in the human world.’ They might be the same great demon, but there was a huge difference in the human world compared to in hell. Therefore, Grid wanted to confirm it. 


  -I have to make sure that the great demons in hell are as great as the rumors.


  Grid planned to use hell as his main stage for future activities, so it was necessary to gain an idea of the combat power of great demons. He needed to know if his skills could handle the great demon in the region before he could make a thorough plan. Yura nodded when she read Grid’s intentions. 


  -I understand...however, I will remind you.Don’t be careless just by looking at the rankings.Glant’s assessment might not be unconditionally accurate, but he said that Marchosias deserves to be 22nd ranked. This means he is stronger than Beleth in the human world.


  -More than Beleth?


  Yura brought up Beleth so that Grid could feel it more clearly. Grid was calm despite her continued warnings. Therefore, she felt the need to instill vigilance. Then what was this? 


  -I’m looking forward to it.


  Grid was smiling rather than being nervous. Yura realized something when she saw the light in his eyes. Grid wasn’t afraid of Beleth. It was honestly unbelievable. Just a few months ago, Grid’s face had been full of agitation and surprise throughout the fight against Beleth. The video of Grid’s anxious expression as he hoped for this moment to end was still popular among people. Yet his stance changed in just a few months? 


  ‘No, it isn’t just a few months thinking about it now.’ 


  The value of time varied in every moment. Since the Beleth battle, Grid had already written three epics. The fight with Saleos, the eighth epic on Cokro Island, and the ninth epic in hell not long ago. The time period of the past few months was short, but it had special value to Grid. 


  


  


  She should trust Grid. Grid’s confidence might come from a misjudgment, but she would protect him this time. Yura made up his mind and used Hell Leap to move to the hilly area that was just created by Baal. She found some cover, lowered herself, and set up a sniper point. She recalled the conversation she had with the thousand year old Glant. 


  “Marchosias’ real strength lies in petrifying himself, not objects. He can petrify his skin and muscles to make himself harder than steel. Imagine if that guy petrifies even his skeleton. If the world perishes, he alone will live.” 


  “Does that mean he can’t be killed?” 


  “Yes. Therefore, fighting him is pointless. If you have to fight him, then aim for his eyelids. It is uncomfortable to petrify the eyelid muscles. Thus, he has a habit of not petrifying his eyelids muscles as much. If you shoot his eyelids then you will have time to run away.”


  Yura’s barrel filled with jade-colored magic power as she aimed. Increased accuracy, reinforcing bullets, accelerating projectiles, granting evil destruction and penetration properties, etc. All types of buff skills suitable for the situation were repeatedly overlapped on Alex’s magic engineering gun. 


  Of course, there was no apparent energy. It was because sniping should be done in secret. However, the opponent was a great demon. 


  “...I have no intention of fighting.” 


  Marchosias frowned as he felt the threatening energy and petrified his body even further. It was only when his skin, muscles, and even bones were petrified that Marchosias felt hard enough to look outward. His physique was so large that he was reminiscent of a great mountain deeply rooted in the ground. 


  However, Yura knew his weakness. It happened as Yura was about to pull the trigger... 


  -I think it makes more sense to fight alone.


  -......!


  As a new whisper arrived, a veil covered her scope. It was Grid’s cloak. Grid intentionally disrupted Yura’s sniper trajectory. 


  -I got it.


  How much had Grid grown since he faced Beleth? The most curious one was actually Grid. He asked Yura for her understanding and started to dance. In a rare manner, he took several strides.Marchosias was a stone statue that didn’t move. Grid saw it as a divine opportunity and raised the power of his sword dance to the limit. 


  “Pinnacle.” 


  Unlike ordinary rankers who consistently raided boss monsters in various areas to make a profit, Grid had a revenue source called the ‘Overgeared Kingdom’ and he didn’t need to be obsessed with raids. It was much more advantageous to make items instead of doing raids. 


  Due to these circumstances, the number of raids that Grid had done was surprisingly small. It was a considerably lower amount than others. However, if one was counting the number of raids for ‘bosses whose attack strategy hasn’t been revealed,’ Grid would compete for first or second place. It meant he was a raid master. He already recognized that Marchosias was a boss who specialized in defense. He also noticed Marchosias’ weakness based on the face that Marchosias’ eyes weren’t blurred despite hardening his entire body. 


  The sword dance that ignored the target’s defense cut diagonally across Marchosias’ eyes. 


  The 29th Hell shook as there was a lot of bleeding. The unexpected pain caused Marchosias to scream. Marchosias’ was covered in his own blood and he started to rampage. 


  “Still.... I can’t stay stillllllll!!” 


  The instincts that Marchosias had removed were resurrected. A great anger was awakening the demonic ferocity. It would’ve happened someday even if Grid didn’t touch him. A great demon who sought peace couldn’t exist. 


  Every time Marchosias roared, giant rocks were created and continued to aim at Grid. Grid felt the feeling of being exposed to a landslide. The baptism of giant rocks was extremely threatening. Grid was stuck in between the piled up rocks that formed a well and a giant fist slammed into his face. 


  Rocks shattered and the fragments flew in all directions. However, Grid’s flesh and blood weren’t seen. Marchosias lost sight of Grid and hurriedly petrified himself. 


  -Certainly, it is higher than Beleth’s level and stats.


  Dragon. 


  Grid conveyed his sentiments to Yura as he penetrated through Marchosias. 


  -However, level and stats aren’t the only measures of strength.


  Beleth’s level and stats might’ve been greatly weakened in the human world, but his power and vision were several times better than Marchosias. Overall, Beleth felt more powerful. There was no need to explain in detail. Contrary to what it looked like, the Beleth who was in the human world was stronger than the Marchosias who was in hell. 


  Of course, this didn’t mean that Marchosias was weak. It was just that Grid overwhelmed Marchosias. 


  “Open Potential. Dragon.” 


  [Pagma’s Sword Dance, Dragon, has temporarily evolved into Grid’s Sword Dance.] 


  “Sword Dance Creation. Transcend Dragon Kill Pinnacle.” 


  The charging sword dance gave infinite potential to Grid’s Sword Dance. Grid could make dozens of charges in theory and he penetrated Marchosias’ body again and again, dominating the battlefield. 
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  ‘This is the third phase... I hope it is the last phase.’ 


  Grid had no intention of dragging out the raid. The penalties of hell had disappeared after meeting Pagma’s soul and writing the epic, but his endurance was lacking compared to Marchosias. Since ancient times, the advantage of a defensive type monster was its near infinite endurance. This was hell and Marchosias was a great demon. The assumption that someone who continued to be supplied with demonic energy would become exhausted couldn’t be established unless the person was an idiot. 


  ‘I need to force a conclusion before I collapse from exhaustion.’


  Grid sought to speed up the fight. Most of his skills, including magic and the sword dances, as well as his items and title effects, were poured out from the beginning of the raid. However, divinity and the five fusion sword dances were left behind as a trump card. 


  In other words, he pushed the 29th great demon into a crisis without the need for divinity or the five fusion sword dances. An opponent who was weaker than Beleth in the human world—Grid still had some room. Of course, he didn’t intend to be careless. The reason Marchosias was relatively weak was due to his simple attack patterns. In fact, his stats were the best among all the great demons Grid had fought so far. 


  Furthermore, Grid knew from previous experience how powerful the great demons were in their final phase. Maybe in the worst case scenario, there would be a fourth phase after the third phase.


  ‘Still, it is unlikely.’


  Marchosias’ remaining health was only 10%. Considering the fact that other great demons entered the final phase when they had 10-20% of their health left, the probability that Marchosias’ third phase was the final phase was almost 100%. Grid judged and approached Marchosias, who was standing still. Then he started dancing. 


  Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle—a mental picture of doom manifested itself and the entire space was filled with a sense of deterrence. The overbearing feeling grew even more with every step Grid took. Of course, this didn’t weaken Marchosias’ willpower. Named bosses wouldn’t be caught in a confused state. 


  Just then, Marchosias’ skin and muscles that had swelled to the fullest started contracting. They dried up like a squeezed rag. There was an illusion that all the blood and moisture in his body had evaporated. The moment the changes caused by the third phase started to appear on the surface, Grid was wary, but he didn’t shrink back. 


  Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle was one of Grid’s most powerful moves. Grid judged that Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle wouldn’t be broken no matter what Marchosias did. It was as expected. The fierce momentum of Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle wasn’t affected by Marchosias’ change. 


  There was just one problem. Marchosias’ muscles contracted to the limit and at the same time, his health gauge that was at 10% started filling up. Strictly speaking, his health wasn’t restored. It was something other than health because it was displayed in white instead of the red of health. The identity was... 


  ‘Shield!’ 


  The sword of Kill had a physical attack power coefficient of 5,000% and was reinforced with Braham’s Enchant Weapon. It struck Marchosias’ seven times. Wind Cutter made a sharp cutting sound as it was also fired and the targeting effect of Wave meant it all hit Marchosias’ vital spots. Then Pinnacle descended. 


  Originally, it was a powerful linked attack that would’ve made Marchosias scream. Yet Marchosias didn’t even moan. It was because shields were layered all over his body. They were shields created by Marchosias scattering his own blood and petrifying it. The amount of shield loss identified by the gauge was only 6%... 


  It was a result that made Grid flustered. ‘The ignore defense effect wasn’t activated because Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle didn’t touch the body?’


  The final phase of the boss monster was a type of berserk phase. This was the usual behaviour. Regardless of the style of battle, all boss monsters showed explosive aggression the moment they entered the final phase. They poured out all their power to wipe out the enemy in front of them before their life was extinguished. 


  On the other hand, Marchosias’ final phase was too static. He petrified his own scattered blood to surround himself with layers of shield, and just stood still. There was no sign of obsession with the enemy in front of him. 


  ‘He is just focused on not dying.’ 


  The will to live was too intense. 


  ‘Is it impossible to raid him?’ 


  It was a question of whether he could defeat Marchosias in time even if he used the Blue Dragon’s Boots and Belial’s Power to minimize the consumption of stamina. Maybe Marchosias was a ‘target that can’t be killed’ like some hidden NPCs... 


  It happened as Grid was thinking... 


  -I’ve already suggested it to you many times.


  A voice rang directly in his mind. Just like Baal, Marchosias delivered his thoughts to Grid and Yura. His mouth was dry like a mummy and was still from the petrification. 


  -You will die regretting that you ignored my proposal and became my enemy.


  “?”


  They would die when he made himself a statue and did nothing? Was there a hidden hand? The moment Grid was feeling anxious...


  An army of monsters that covered the ground and the sky appeared—all sorts of demonic beasts cried out strangely as they poured in like a tsunami. 


  -What can two humans do against the lord of the 29th Hell who rules over the 22nd army?


  It was the moment when the essential reason why the great demons were stronger in hell compared to the human world was revealed—all the great demons ruled their own hell and they had armies, and fighting a great demon in hell meant going to war with hundreds of thousands of demonic beasts. 


  ‘Damn, he is a tricky opponent.’


  The march of hundreds of thousands of demonic beasts was enough to cool Grid’s fighting spirit. The demonic beasts of the 22nd army played the role of tearing and devouring Marchosias’ enemies and they didn’t hesitate to strike at Grid. 


  “100,000 Army Massacre Sword!” 


  The transcendent swordsmanship of the Undefeated King—the invincible existence who had never been defeated in his lifetime—formed at Grid’s fingertips and cut through the sky, killing the thousands of demonic beasts that filled the sky in one blow. 


  The problem was that these thousands of demonic beasts were only a part of the army. Hundreds of thousands of demonic beasts were still in good condition. 


  Grid took his gaze away from those accelerating with their wings and looked at the ground this time. The monsters filling the ground were running in droves. There were more and more coming from beyond the horizon. 


  ‘It is a dog’s death.’


  A physical ability that could endure attacks without dying and an army that actively utilized that physical ability—Marchosias was a powerful being, just like Yura had warned. Grid’s expression was dark. 


  Glant had evaluated that Marchosias should be 22nd ranked. This meant there were at least 20 great demons stronger than Marchosias. Grid couldn’t even get rid of this guy right now. He couldn’t figure out how he’ll be able to defeat great demons stronger than Marchosias, let alone Baal, the final boss who was at the peak of the great demons. 


  ‘No, what is this damn game where there is another mountain after crossing one mountain?’ 


  


  


  There were few things he could do no matter how much he grew and became stronger. Therefore, he felt a sense of loss. Grid was feeling dazed when a jade-colored flash shot past him. 


  “......!!” 


  Grid’s spirit recovered. The flash that exploded as soon as it hit the army of demonic beasts turned hundreds of them into ashes. Additionally, the flashes were constantly being fired. It rained all over the battlefield and cleaned up the monsters. 


  Kieeeek!


  Kaaack!


  The demonic beasts screamed as a whisper arrived. 


  -Leave these small fries to me and focus on the opponent in front of you.


  It was Yura. She was a bit excited to see the continuously arriving army of monsters and her tone was a bit rough unlike usual. It reminded him of old memories. 


  -Is it the resurrection of the Blood Witch?


  Grid recovered thanks to Yura and he made a joke that caused Yura’s ears to turn red. She didn’t like the nickname Blood Witch. 


  Yura’s rifle started firing again. It was already far from the actions of a sniper. Yura skipped the aiming process because there were so many enemies she could hit a target no matter where she shot. She used buff skills suitable for rapid firing and bullets that caused splash damage. Therefore, her mass destruction power wasn’t inferior to the Undefeated King’s swordsmanship. Of course, this was a result that was possible because hell strengthened the Demon Slayer. Even so, Yura was a really good partner. It was just like Mercedes when facing Hell Gao. 


  ‘It is like this so I must kill him.’ 


  He found that the raid was impossible alone, but it was a different story with two people. In the first place, it was his heartless greed that made him attempt to defeat a great demon alone. Grid regained his motivation and used Divinity. He elevated his existence to a level close to a god. This was contained in the details of Divinity. 


  Grid’s hair started to flutter from the intense air waves and the atmosphere around him was completely different from before. He wouldn’t be too out of place when sitting beside the gods in heaven.


  “Open Potential.” 


  [The casting time and cooldown time of Open Potential is removed due to the influence of Divinity.] 


  “Dragon.”


  [Pagma’s Sword Dance, Dragon, has temporarily evolved into Grid’s Sword Dance.] 


  “Sword Dance Creation. Drop Dragon Pinnacle Kill Wave.” 


  Grid soared high into the sky, disregarded the monsters attacking him, and started dancing. There was no need for Grid to worry about it. The monsters trying to tear at his skin with their teeth and claws were all shattered by Yura. 


  -Don’t you know that it is pointless?


  Marchosias scoffed. The momentum of the blue dragon falling from the sky was quite fierce, but he already had hundreds of layers of shields around his body. Just like the sword dance a while ago, the dragon’s advance would also be blocked by the shield. 


  Marchosias’ eyes widened as he had this thought. It was because the blue dragon smashed through hundreds of layers of shields and reached his body. It was the power of Dragon which had its penetration effect maximized by linking Drop, Pinnacle, and Kill. 


  Grid’s sword penetrated Marchosias’ body and his health and shield were cut by 2% and 20% respectively. 


  “Divinity.” 


  Then Open Potential and Drop Dragon Pinnacle Kill Wave were repeated again. Grid’s sword penetrated Marchosias’ body once again and his health and shield were cut by 2% and 25% respectively. Now the defense of Marchosias’ shields were weakened due to the loss of a significant number of shields. 


  “Divinity.” 


  -Kuoh...


  Jjeejeeeong!


  “Divinity.” 


  Jjeejeeeong! 


  -...This!!


  “Kuaaaaak!” 


  Eventually, a scream burst out from Marchosias’ mouth as all his shields were lost and even the petrification was released. At the same time... 


  Kiyaaaaaah!


  The demons who barely escaped from Yura’s bombardment and were biting or aiming their claws at Grid or Yura scattered in all directions. 


  [The raid of the 29th Great Demon, Marchosias, has succeeded!] 


  Grid was left with 13% of his health while Yura’s immortality was consumed. The Marchosias raid, which felt longer than any other raid, was over. The pillar of light that symbolized leveling up surrounded Grid four times and Yura one time. 


  The two people faced each other with their exhausted bodies and laughed as they bumped their fists together.
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  The raid that felt exceptionally long had ended successfully. Yura smiled as she shared Grid’s joy and soon sat down. The mental exhaustion wasn’t a joke due to the continuous crises. In fact, she was worried about the high fatigue Grid would feel since he fought Marchosias alone. 


  ‘...Should I show him some cuteness to cheer him up?’ 


  She had been practicing for a long time in case this happened, but, well... she was nervous. 


  “......?”


  Yura puffed up her cheeks and prepared her mind. Then she looked back at Grid and became dazed. It was because Grid was fine. No signs of exhaustion could be found. He looked like a person who slept well and was refreshed after waking up. 


  It was natural. Grid had the best mental power even when he was an insignificant level 73 warrior. He got lost several times searching for the North End Cave and challenged it again without giving up despite dying dozens of times. No matter how difficult the process, his mental power quickly recovered as long as the raid was successful. It would’ve been the same even if the raid failed.


  ‘It has been a long time since it has felt so rewarding.’ 


  Grid was smiling. Marchosias was someone who stood up and endured dozens of times. The guy who summoned hundreds of thousands of demonic beasts was a raid opponent that maximized the effect of enlightenment. He was an extremely good punching bag. Grid had gained four levels because it was considered a class-specific activity and he continued to gain experience due to the enlightenment effect. Therefore, he felt it was a windfall.


   ‘The dropped items are also great.’ 


  The item that Marchosias dropped was the Petrified Shield. Not only was the shield’s defense the best, it also petrified a part of the wearer’s body and strengthened the defense of a specific area by a percentage. Furthermore, there was a high probability of petrifying the target facing the shield, so it wasn’t an exaggeration to call it a weapon as well as the strongest shield. 


  ‘The performance is truly great and is worthy of an item dropped by a great demon.’ 


  He wanted to make good use of this shield. It would be nice to explore the shield techniques for a while. 


  ‘I was already in a good mood because the Holy Light Armor set upgraded. Now something good happened.’ 


  Thanks to Grid’s recognition of Pagma as a hero, the legends of Pagma had become deeper and more widely known. As a result, all the works that Pagma left behind had their rating upgraded by one. Just look at Yura’s magic engineering gun. Wasn’t it showing a power that was incomparable to before? Grid was smiling with satisfaction when a new notification window appeared in his vision. It was a world message... 


  [The 29th Great Demon, Marchosias, was killed in hell.] 


  The reason why the message emphasized that the location was ‘hell’ was simple—even Sword Saint Muller had never killed a great demon in hell, and with the exception of Demon Slayer Alex, this was the first time humanity had defeated a great demon in hell. 


  [This is an achievement of Overgeared King Grid, the Lantern of Humanity.] 


  [His work that makes the enemies of hell nervous deserve praise from all humans in the human world.] 


  Then after the string of world messages was over...


  [Reputation throughout the continent will rise by 1,000,000.] 


  Grid was wide-eyed at the huge amount of reputation he gained. It was nearly three times the reputation Grid had built up so far. 


  ‘If it is one million then can’t I do the draw 1,001 times?’ 


  No matter how unlucky his hand, wouldn’t he be able to receive something if he did the lucky draw more than 1,000 times? Grid thought about it before shaking his head. 


  ‘Gambling is prohibited.’


  If he was obsessed with content that required luck, then he would only receive regret. He would be boarding an express train of regret if he wished for good luck when there was only a 1%, 0.1%, or 0.0001% probability. Grid resolutely cut off the impulse surging in his heart and searched through his memories. 


  ‘There was a rumor that new items had been added to the reputation store.’


  His wallet was thick and he could buy items no matter how expensive they were—Grid was filled with anticipation as he summoned the reputation store, but it was impossible in hell. 


  [This is an area where the golden carriage can’t be summoned.] 


  “I have to postpone it until next time.” 


  The disappointed Grid looked back at Yura. The reason he succeeded in the Marchosias raid was due to Yura’s help. It felt like he was monopolizing the world message reward by himself. Yura read Grid’s concern and told him, “It is the Demon Slayer’s job to defeat great demons. I’ve gained a lot of stats and acquired new skills as a reward for defeating Marchosias.”


  Just as Grid was able to defeat Marchosias with Yura’s help, Yura defeated Marchosias with Grid’s help and was able to clear one of over 30 class quests. It was good for both of them. Grid felt like he was stung. ‘I didn’t know Yura’s quest was to defeat the great demons and tried to benefit alone.’ 


  In the future, he should be with Yura every time he raided a great demon...


  Grid made up his mind, but Yura shook her head. “You don’t need to be so considerate. It is because the vacant spot of the great demon will be quickly filled up. Even if I didn’t participate in the Marchosias raid, I would just wait for the new 29th great demon to appear before raiding it.” 


  In fact, the atmosphere of the 29th Hell was unusual. The demon army that scattered in all directions found new leaders and started gathering again, each group led by a great demon candidate, aiming for the now vacant throne. 


  “The empty throne is mine!” 


  Demons with different horns and skin colors started to fight in various places. However, the demons who appeared near Grid’s group temporarily entered a ceasefire and attacked them. 


  “This is tough.” 


  Mental strength and stamina were separate issues. Contrary to his mood, Grid’s body was heavy and the great demon candidates couldn’t be underestimated. They could be described as dungeon bosses with an average level of 450 and some of the high level ones had power comparable to a great demon. It was actually difficult to endure the attacks of the demon army when Grid and Yura’s skills were on cooldown. The two of them were gradually being pushed back when the red-skinned Glant fell between them. 


  “You should’ve said it straight away. Isn’t your final task to clean the hell of a great demon?” 


  A demon who stayed alive for thousands of years—few demons had survived for such a long time, and the reason why Glant was able to survive for so long was naturally because... he was strong. 


  Glant released a red current that caused a shock wave. Then he stared at the convulsing monsters and kept talking, “Hey, Grid. If you want my master to complete the task, be sure to be with her whenever you defeat a great demon. It will take hundreds of years to complete the task if she has to wait for a new great demon to be born, fight against the great demon again, and purify hell. Is that possible with a human lifespan?” 


  It was Glant who told the truth on behalf of Yura, who didn’t reveal the details because she didn’t want to hold Grid back. 


  Grid placed his hand on Yura’s shoulder as she glared resentfully at Glant. “I’m grateful and happy that I can be with Yura.” 


  He had confirmed that he couldn’t win alone against Marchosias. However, with Yura, he was convinced that he could defeat even the great demons beyond Marchosias. In the first place, the reason Grid tried to do the raid alone was for him to grasp his skills, not out of greed. There was no reason to insist on continuing to fight alone. 


  “I also like it.” 


  It was like a flower had blossomed in hell. Yura smiled brightly as she used Hell Regulation, Boundary Destruction, and Hell Purification. The 29th Hell lost its master and couldn’t deny her influence. It gradually lost its demonic power. 


  “Dammit! I was one step too late!” 


  


  


  “Glant! This dirty guy! Go to heaven!” 


  A hell that lost its demonic power had no value to demons. Those who had lost the meaning of fighting started to leave the 29th Hell without any regret. The demonic army, once again without a master, wandered for a while before scattering in all directions. 


  Grid saw the sky start to turn blue and asked a question he had been curious about, “What exactly can you do in a cleansed hell?” 


  "You can make it a neutral area and bring in demonkin. Ultimately, a city will be formed, taxes can be collected, and specialties formed.” 


  “The other great demons will just watch silently?” 


  Yura replied, “I said it before. There is an unwritten rule that the neutral areas shouldn’t be touched.” 


  Glant interrupted, “Grid, can you easily induce the reason?” 


  “......?”


  “Did you see any statues in each city in the neutral areas?” 


  “Is it the statue of God Yatan?” 


  “That’s right.” 


  “I see... that’s the reason.” 


  Absolute gods who had existed since the beginning. It meant they could exist without human faith. However, Rebecca was obsessed with human faith. It was because the more faith she built up, the more power she gained. 


  ‘It is also true for Yatan.’ 


  The ordinary demonkin (people of hell) living in neutral areas served Yatan and made Yatan stronger. As Yatan became stronger, the creatures of Yatan (demons) also became stronger. Therefore, the great demons didn’t touch the neutral zones. 


  Grid gained a deeper understanding of hell and quickly developed a plan. “Let’s clean up the hells in their 30s. There is no need to be scared by the great demons in the 30s after killing the 29th great demon. Right?” 


  Grid hadn’t been very interested when Yura introduced the 32nd hell as the hell branch of the Overgeared Guild. He couldn’t see the value of the desolate fields and occasional sightings of demonkin. Now the story had changed. After learning that hell was also a territory that could develop into a city and wealth could be obtained, Grid wanted to expand the Overgeared hell branch as much as possible. 


  “Ah. I’d like to stop by the smithy first...” 


  It was tiring to be held back by stamina every time. He wanted to try and make items to help with stamina recovery. Grid was preparing to return to the human world when Yura told him, “Hell has a smithy.” 


  ‘Helmis!’ 


  Hell’s only blacksmith. Grid’s eyes shone as he remembered the demonkin he briefly met a few years ago. “Do you know where it is?” 


  “Yes. I’m a regular there.” 


  “......!!”


  ***


  There was only one downside to being Baal’s Contactor—it was impossible to hunt in hell. Unless it was a special case, all the demons and demonic beasts of hell served Baal, and were friendly to Baal’s Contractor. It meant that for Agnus, the demons of hell were judged as NPCs, not monsters. Agnus had to search for a new hunting ground in the human world, not hell. 


  [News has arrived that the 29th Great Demon, Marchosias, has been killed by humans.] 


  Agnus received unexpected news as he arrived in the Chaos Mountains, but he wasn’t shaken. From the time he saw Grid fighting Andras, he noticed that Grid’s skills were far beyond a great demon, especially with Demon Slayer Yura next to Grid. 


  [He was an underdog who was used to insults and contempt.] 


  [A loser who was exploited and couldn’t stand alone.] 


  Agnus recalled Grid’s first epic that once echoed through the canyon and his expression was colder than the snowstorm swirling in the mountains. 


  ‘You’ve lived the same life as me...’ 


  How could Grid trust others to be with him? How could he say his present self was due to them? If so, was Agnus’ life where he was still alone a failure? 


  Stop.


  Agnus’ footsteps paused as he was walking up a cliff. A man carrying a huge sword on his shoulder was looking down at him from the middle of the mountain. It was Chris, second in the unified rankings and one of the symbols of the Overgeared Guild.


  “Agnus?” 


  “The Overgeared members are everywhere. If you don’t need anything, then get out of the way.” 


  "......!"


  Chris was flustered as he prepared for the attacks of the death knights and lich seen throughout the mountain. It was because Agnus passed by without attacking him. The mad dog who attacked people who made eye contact with him was nowhere to be found. 


  Chris was absent-minded for a while before calling out to Agnus. “Agnus, why are you here?” 


  “Why should I tell you?” 


  “This is the Overgeared Kingdom. I need to know the purpose of the visitor before deciding whether to grant access or not. Isn’t that right?” 


  There were many reasons why a kingdom or guild controlled a particular area. In some cases, it was simply to monopolize the hunting ground. However, it was mainly to suppress conflict and maintain security. In that sense, there was no kingdom in the world that would welcome the visit of the troublemaker, Agnus. Of course, the same was true for the Overgeared Kingdom. 


  “Permission? I have to get permission from you?” 


  The snowy area around Agnus started to shake. Chris confirmed the armor of the skeleton soldiers that rose and his eyes widened. “You bastard!” 


  The skeleton soldiers’ armor was engraved with the symbol of the Overgeared Kingdom and Earl Steim. They were armor worn by Frontier’s soldiers. A massive landslide occurred as Chris’ 1,000 Ton Sword swept through the snow.
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  The reason why the Five Miracles won the title of miracle was because they surpassed Morpheus’ predictions. On the other hand, ranking was an intuitive number that rose in proportion to the level, i.e. it was a measure of strength. 


  “Agnuuuuus!!” 


  In Kraugel’s era, he had been third in the unified rankings. In Grid’s era, he was either first or second in the unified rankings. From Satisty’s opening to the present day, Chris had never missed the top ranking. Kraugel, who wasn’t interested in others due to his unique excellence, and Grid, who couldn’t distinguish between confidence and arrogance in the past, both acknowledged Chris’ strength. 


  Kurururung!


  ‘The greatest strength stat’ was combined with the ferocity of the second class ‘Tyrant’ and showed great power. 


  Every time Chris wielded his sword, the blizzard was split in half and the snow was swept away. Agnus was a bit surprised by Chris’ ability to knock down the skeleton soldiers with simple air pressure. He summoned Lich Mumud and flew into the air. 


  “I was wondering why you wanted a fight. Was it because you are so confident in your skills?” 


  Agnus laughed at Chris’ growth and tapped his fingers. Then rainbow-colored magic gathered in both of Lich Mumud’s hands. Then at this point, Chris’ eyes shone red-brown. “Control of the Sky.” 


  “...?!” 


  Lich Mumud lost his ability to fly. He was unable to resist the effects of gravity and struggled in the air, causing the trajectory of his magic to shift. Chris used the explosion of the magic that missed to gain acceleration and he pursued Agnus who fell on the snowy fields. 


  ‘Is this the power of the Rune of Supplementation? It is tricky.’ 


  Agnus was pushed to the edge of a cliff and stretched out the nails gained with the power of his third class, Demon World Noble, barely able to stop. He raised his body and summoned Death Knight Cao. Cao roared the moment he appeared. The roar of the strongest orc warrior in his lifetime contained a pressure that caused living creatures around him to shrink back. 


  However, it didn’t have any influence on Chris. This was the power of the Rune of Supplementation that evolved every time he raided a boss monster. After obtaining the Rune of Supplementation, Chris had been obsessed with raids for almost nine years and he raided hundreds of boss monsters, raising the potential of the Rune of Supplementation to the extreme. Making the target’s flight impossible or being immune to fear was just the tip of the power of the Rune of Supplementation. 


  Aura that was like a saw blade shot toward him. The collision between Cao’s violet aura and Chris’ sword that could cut through rock and steel caused a massive shockwave. The land where Chris and Cao stood broke like a cobweb. The seemingly immortal, huge snow mountain screamed and started to gradually tilt. 


  However, Chris and Cao were unconcerned and kept confronting each other. As the collision between swords increased, the cracks on the ground grew larger. The larger the cracks in the ground, the more the mountain tilted. Just then, Cao’s skull also started cracking. 


  On the other hand, Chris’ greatsword was undamaged when it should’ve been in two pieces. The White Tiger’s Greatsword created by Grid was as firm as always. 


  “...Tsk.” 


  Agnus clicked his tongue and recalled Cao when he saw that Cao’s body was unable to withstand the continuing shock and showed signs of collapse. Chris looked disbelieving as Agnus summoned new death knights and skeleton archers to stop Chris from charging. 


  ‘He is using tactics?’


  The reason Agnus summoned Cao back was to buy time for Cao’s recovery. It would take a long time to recover from a big wound, but Agnus distributed his power so he could take Cao out again during this battle. Moreover, the death knight that Agnus newly summoned was a type that fired auras. It was possible for medium and long range attacks. It was a great choice to summon him along with the skeleton archers. 


  Of course, it wasn’t a special tactic. It was just the basics. It was just surprising that Agnus followed the basics. Wasn’t Agnus called a mad dog for a reason? He was like a beast who lost his head when fighting. He didn’t consider the consequences at all and just did his best to annihilate the opponent in front of him. At least, that was the Agnus that Chris knew. 


  ‘Then what is this normal decision making?’ 


  Chris was perplexed by Agnus’ new behaviour and lifted his greatsword to block the bombardment of arrows. His swordsmanship was so excellent that his low agility wasn’t a shortcoming. He used the minimal movements to block the arrows. However, it wasn’t easy for him to move forward. It was because the death knight’s aura had the ‘charging’ effect when shot from a distance. It was possible for Chris to break through by linking several charges with Tyrant’s Strength and evasive maneuvers, but he decided to first watch the situation silently. 


  The snow mountain was on the verge of collapse due to the fight. Soon, the terrain would change and the battle formation would change. There was a great possibility that it would be meaningless to shorten the distance hastily before that. It was better to deal with it after the change started. 


  It happened when Chris was checking the duration of all his buff potions again... 


  The snow mountain started to collapse faster than expected. As the death knights and skeleton archers were pushed back, their bodies started floating. 


  ‘Now!’ 


  Chris saw it and launched Tyrant’s Advance. It was an immediate judgment with not even a 0.1 second delay. Chris burst forward and passed underneath the death knights and skeleton archers floating in the air. His gaze was on the 90 degree cliff where Agnus’ figure was hanging from the edge of the cliff. It was the moment when Chris finally reached the man hanging from the stone cliff and stabbed his sword... 


  There was a huge explosion at Chris’ feet and the brilliant, iridescent magic, split into hundred or thousands of branches, and struck Chris from head to toe. It was a bombardment of Mumud’s magic—Shot Mine. 


  Chris got holes all over his body. He fell back and vomited dark red blood as the subsequent landslide covered his body. Chris was swept away by the landslide and fell down the deep cliff. Agnus thought Chris was naturally going to die and stopped his unsightly acting to float in the air. The demonic energy wings that symbolized a demon noble splendidly spread out behind his back. 


  “This bull-like guy.” 


  Chris was someone who fought ignorantly from beginning to end. It wasn’t enough to cause a landslide, he even ran without worrying about the landslide. Was Chris dominated by some type of madness like the previous Agnus? There were doubts. 


  ‘Why did he suddenly become angry?’ 


  Agnus questioned the emotional changes that Chris showed when the skeleton soldiers were summoned. Then it happened as he reversed the deaths of the death knight who died in the landslide... 


  “Control of the...” 


  “......!”


  “...Sky.” 


  Agnus’ wings stopped working. Mumud, who was floating alongside Agnus, also stiffened like a statue. Their bodies were crushed by gravity and started to fall to the ground. 


  ‘That bastard...!’


  Agnus saw it as he fell rapidly. The red-brown eyes shining in the cracks between the snowballs and stones piled up by the landslide.


  Mumud’s Shot Mine lacked the traditional premise that the target must step on the mine, but it still possessed the highest level of human killing ability. Chris’ tenacity to survive this and the landslide to grab onto Agnus’ ankle caused a chill to shoot down Agnus’ spine. 


  


  


  “You dare... Overgeared... Kingdom... soldiers...” Chris barely spoke and his voice that was like the crawling dead had a hard time reaching Agnus. It was just that Chris’ sword that protruded through the pile of stones and pointed at Agnus expressed his deep hostility and killing intent toward Agnus. Agnus frowned at the sight of Chris’ greatsword pointing tall where he fell and used magic.


  “Dark Shield.” 


  Demonic power wriggled and expanded to wrap around Agnus’ body. The deep energy was reminiscent of Baal’s shield. 


  Flash!


  Mumud’s magic shield also covered him. Chris’ sword soon collided with Agnus’ body that was wrapped in a shield.


  “Cough!” 


  Blood gushed from the rocks. It was Chris’ blood as he was crushed by the weight of the fallen Agnus. Agnus pulled out his sword and inserted it into the pile of stones. Click. Chris’ body finally stopped moving. Agnus confirmed that Chris’ body was turning to gray ash and raised himself with heavy breathing. 


  ‘Everyone had changed except for me.’ 


  In Agnus’ memories, Chris wasn’t such an outstanding warrior. Chris might’ve always boasted a high ranking, but his skill and tenacity weren’t a match for Agnus. On the other hand, the Chris of today made Agnus nervous several times. He wondered if he should take out the power of the Rune of Death, or if he should summon a demon or deceased. Even after growing the strongest class, Baal’s Contractor, to the legendary level, he suffered such an insult from a normal class... 


  He realized how weak he had become over the past few years by clinging to a ghost.


  ‘It shouldn’t be like this...’ 


  Agnus was filled with a burning desire. It was a desire for more power. 


  Grid—Agnus had a duty to deny the man who rose to the highest level after walking a completely different path from himself. Only then would he be able to affirm himself and move forward. 


  Agnus sat his weary body on a rock and pulled out a potion. He planned to recover his resources and climb the high mountains. However, his plan wasn’t fulfilled. The glass bottle containing the red potion shattered. A black shadow was projected onto the scattering glass and red liquid. 


  “Greed.” 


  A dark shadow completely enveloped Agnus. Agnus was perplexed by the sudden situation and struggled, but the shadow that surrounded him was unstoppable and gradually imprisoned him. 


  New figures appeared all over the place. They were Zednos and Laella. The best magicians of the Overgeared Guild fired magic and bombarded Agnus, while Katz took control of Chris’ blood. 


  “It isn’t enough to hurt the soldiers of our kingdom, but you also killed Chris? You fucker, you won’t leave here alive.” 


  Katz’ face twisted like a demon as he stabbed at Agnus, trapped in Greed, with a knife made from Chris’ blood. In fact, Chris had asked his colleagues for help the moment he confronted Agnus. It was natural. The only person who could fight Agnus one-on-one was Grid. The reason why Chris fought Agnus before reinforcements arrived was because he saw the armor worn by the skeleton soldiers. 


  It wasn’t to mourn the dead soldiers or to get revenge on behalf of them. Chris just wanted to protect the honor of the Overgeared Kingdom. To be honest, he was confident that he could hold on until reinforcements arrived. The problem was that Agnus’ firepower was better than expected. 


  “Kukuk...! Kuahahahat!” Agnus was trapped in Greed and let out a crazy laugh. His voice flowed through the hole pierced in Greed by the bloody sword. “Was that it? You were so upset just before the soldiers died?” 


  The death knight Lantier appeared in the rear and cut at Zednos and Laella in turn. The flustered Katz used his ultimate technique to cut at Agnus, but Agnus survived by becoming an undead without his immortality being consumed. Regardless of his left arm and collarbone that was damaged by Greed, Agnus used Bentao’s power and exchanged his health with Katz. 


  Agnus was called a ‘disaster’ from beginning to end, as opposed to Grid being reborn as the lantern of humanity. He wandered without any desires for a long time and was about to start a blood festival. 


  “Agnus!” Euphemina arrived at the scene late and called out to Agnus. 


  Agnus turned his gaze to her and frowned. “You... don’t look at me like that.” 


  All types of conflicts intersected in Agnus’ mind. The relationship that Euphemina forcibly created became an annoying memory and made him hesitate. Agnus realized that in order to not repeat the same mistakes, he had to completely cut off this small relationship. “Lich Summon, Mumud.”


  “......!”


  “......!” 


  The faces of the Overgeared members on the defensive stiffened. The best genius magician whom Braham acknowledged. The fact that his lich self stood by Agnus caused the Overgeared members to shrink back. Agnus ignored them as they withdrew little by little. His gaze was only directed at Euphemina. “Consume and fall.” 


  Stagger.


  Mumud collapsed in place like a broken doll. Then a clear blue soul escaped and shone in the air. 


  “A-Agnus?” Euphemina made a disbelieving expression that soon changed to joy. She smiled as she was filled with all sorts of hopeful thoughts, only for Agnus to pierce her with his words. 


  “Our cheap relationship ends with this. If you block my path for any reason in the future... I will kill you.” 


  A victim who had been subjected to malice throughout his life—he chose to exploit others and to be alone. He cut off the last ties and hopes in order to walk the path alone, as always. The Overgeared members couldn’t bear to stop him. However, Vantner who appeared one step later was different. He wasn’t particularly good at reading the atmosphere. He had no obligation to act according to the mood. 


  “Don’t run away, you XXXX!” Vantner’s two-handed axe slashed Agnus’ throat. Agnus entered the immortal state and barely stood up, but he was pierced by Pon’s spear that appeared one step later and flew away, unable to seize the opportunity to counterattack. 


  “Hahahat! I killed him!” 


  “You killed him?” 


  The members of the Overgeared Guild stared blankly at the two men competing in front of Agnus’ corpse that was turning into gray ash.
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  Chris’ resurrection point was set to Frontier. He had moved his home with the determination to bury his bones in the Chaos Mountains. 


  “...What? That’s it?” 


  The moment he was resurrected, he rushed to the Chaos Mountains where he encountered great frustration. It was because he received the news that the battle with Agnus was reversed and Agnus killed after being attacked by Zednos, Laella, Faker, and Katz. There was also Vantner and Pon, who arrived one step late. Zednos’ confession that they would’ve missed Agnus if he hadn’t done his best in the first place was a big shock. 


  ‘He still had that much strength even after fighting with me.’ 


  He gritted his teeth. Baal’s Contractor—unlike other classes, it was absolutely evil regardless of the player’s inclination. The analysis ‘it is natural to be the strongest based on the role’ had been around for ages, but he hadn’t expected it to be at this level. 


  ‘He only became a legend relatively recently...’ 


  Baal’s Contractor was a class that needed to gradually grow its rating. Unlike other classes that started out as a legend from the beginning, Agnus had to grow it, but he received fewer level penalties. Even so, no matter how small the penalty, it must be in the 300s. Considering all the circumstances, it was highly likely that Agnus’ level wasn’t even in the late 300s. No, to be honest, considering Agnus’ personality, it was likely that he wouldn’t have even reached the mid-300s. 


  Meanwhile, Chris was over level 400. He might have a normal class, but his stats went through the fourth awakening and he acquired many new passive skills. There was more than three times the difference compared to his level 399 self. 


  It was as Chairman Lim Cheolho had stated. The value of normal classes skyrocketed over time and Chris predicted that the gap between normal and hidden classes would be significantly narrowed from the fifth class advancement. He expected the golden era of balance where hidden classes didn’t have a higher concept than normal classes. Both hidden classes and normal classes had strengths and weaknesses. 


  This was why he became more attached to a normal class. The biggest reason why Chris rejected the eight epic classes and three unique classes that he discovered over the years was because they were jobs not related to the ‘greatsword.’ The next biggest reason was his hope for the normal classes. How much fame would he gain if he stood shoulder to shoulder with the strongest talents such as Grid and Kraugel as a normal class? 


  The future Chris drew was brilliant and confident. This was how he focused on the tiresome hunting for a long time. Yet today, Chris’ hope turned into despair. He realized that the future he previously drew was stuck in a ditch. Baal’s Contractor—the strongest class encompassing all ratings that took away one’s dream... 


  “Kukukuk! Puhahahat!” 


  ...Absolutely not. Suddenly, Chris burst out laughing. A legendary class? He still wasn’t eager for it. He was enthusiastic about pulling his future out of the ditch. 


  ‘More and more... I will become stronger than you are now, Agnus.’ 


  If he became one step ahead of Agnus, then he would be the strongest person to stand side by side with Grid. 


  ‘Then I’ll take you down.’ 


  In fact, it was difficult for Chris to have a competitive mentality with Grid. The great affinity he felt for Grid meant he regarded Grid as an idol rather than a rival. This subconsciously puts a brake on Chris’ enthusiasm. Now there was a firm position called Agnus. It was good for Chris to have a clear goal. Chris’ passion for becoming the strongest with a normal class developed into a stronger tenacity than ever. 


  “I have to go hunting.” 


  After identifying the damage to Frontier, Chris climbed the mountain alone while leaving his teammates behind to discuss the combat strength that Agnus showed and to look for solutions. As long as he was present, Agnus wouldn’t be able to easily appear in the Chaos Mountain. Every time Chris died, Agnus needed to be prepared for death as well. 


  ***


  [Mumud's Soul Liberation] 


  [★ Hidden Quest ★ 


  As a disciple of the legendary great magician Braham, Mumud excelled as a genius. 


  But genius is short-lived. 


  His heart was weak since he was born and he would die before he turned 30. He didn’t reveal his illness to anyone and devoted himself to researching and creating a magic system that anyone could easily use. It was his achievement as a magician. 


  It might be a short life, but he was happy and felt fulfilled at contributing to the development of the world. He could humbly accept death. But it was only for a moment. His achievement was taken away by his master, Braham, causing him great shock. Mumud burned with anger and vowed to get revenge on Braham. 


  He would create a new magic formula that transcended Braham, leading him to Siren to obtain a powerful orb. However, he didn’t carry out his revenge in the end. His life was too short. 


  He would rather spend it on happiness instead of revenge. He fell in love with a water clan woman he met in Siren and happily closed his eyes. But he is suffering even after death. His body was taken away by Baal’s Contractor and used to commit acts of slaughter that goes against his soul’s will. 


  You have saved the Siren that Mumud loved and know Mumud’s story. Use this newly obtained strength to release Mumud’s crying soul. 


  Quest Clear Conditions: Destroy Mumud’s lich that is in the hands of Baal’s Contractor, ‘Agnus,’ and liberate the soul. 


  Quest Success Reward: The growth type legendary class ‘Mumud’s Successor’ will be acquired. All of Mumud’s magic will be opened.] [1] 


  When did she receive this quest?


   ‘It is a quest given by the spell book acquired in Siren so roughly...’ 


  It wasn’t easy to measure how many years ago it was. It was a quest she had received so long ago that she had to trace it back. It was actually a quest that she had given up on. It was almost impossible to destroy Agnus’ most cherished weapon, Mumud, while fighting against Agnus who could summon and reverse summon the lich and death knights at will. If Grid helped, then they could dominate Agnus skillfully. However, if Agnus made up his mind, then Euphemina would never be able to clear this quest in her lifetime. 


  This was why Euphemina refused several times despite Grid’s offer to help. She didn’t want to drag Grid into something that wasn’t feasible and would trouble him. Therefore, she tried to solve it by herself. Along the way, she learned about Agnus’ past and felt compassion. Then things only became more twisted... 


  ‘...The result turned out well.’


  


  


  A sad smile spread across Euphemina’s face as she stared at the sparkling, clear blue soul in front of her. In the end, she couldn’t forget Agnus’ last appearance as he chose to be alone. He was a poor man to the end, and he was also a pure man. He handed over Mumud’s soul with the idea that he could break the bond as long as he repaid the grace. 


  Perhaps the reason why he showed an unstable appearance, and his personality and attitude changed every day he met her, wasn’t because he was crazy. It was actually because he possessed an innocence that was more easily affected by the surrounding environment. 


  ‘...No, no.’ 


  She shouldn’t think too deeply about Agnus. She shouldn’t try to think positively. Agnus was the enemy of the Overgeared Kingdom. It was the result of Agnus’ own choice. Euphemina was a member of the Overgeared Kingdom and was obligated to deal with Agnus, no matter her feelings about him. Euphemina felt no hesitation about her obligations. 


  Dozens of minutes ago in the Chaos Mountains, she had been ready to deal with Agnus as she walked toward him. If it wasn’t for her, Agnus wouldn’t have been easily defeated no matter the exquisite cooperation between Vantner and Pon. No matter what, Euphemina was a member of the Overgeared Guild. She had no intention of disappointing Grid who trusted her and waited for her. 


  ‘In the future, I just have to repay Grid’s grace.’ 


  Grid absolutely trusted Euphemina. He always believed that her skills were the best. Grid’s belief placed a great burden on Euphemina. There was a limit to the number of skills that could be copied per day and the limitations of the Duplicator against classes with a higher rating were clear. 


  It was true that the Mumud-style magic she gained later allowed her to exert a greater combat power, but it was difficult to play an active part against those with the highest level skills. Euphemina was stagnant for a long time compared to her reputation, but things would change in the future. 


  “You’ve suffered a lot, Mumud.” 


  At Frontier, where a sharp blizzard was blowing...


  Euphemina stood on the high walls and sent Mumud’s spirit to the gray sky. “I hope you return to Heaven and rest with your wife.” 


  Mumud had died at a young age without fulfilling his ambitions, but his end was happy. He spent the last years of his life with his beloved woman in Siren. Euphemina smiled warmly only for her eyes to widen. It was because Mumud’s soul refused to ascend. He was no longer owned by anyone, but he stayed still in the sky by his own will. 


  It took only a short time for Euphemina to notice why. “Braham!” 


  Mumud’s teacher—a villain who was jealous of his student’s talent and intercepted his achievements. In fact, he was the one who made Mumud a lich. It was a truth that was revealed when the ‘Braham and Mumud’ quest occurred. 


  His body was taken away by Baal’s Contractor and the soul left in the body was attached to him, becoming a doll of slaughter different from his will—the information that Euphemina got from the Mumud liberation quest was only the record that the world knew and it was old information that was far from the truth. 


  That’s right—Agnus never made Lich Mumud. He just seized Lich Mumud who existed from the beginning to be used as a killing weapon. 


  ‘Why is Braham here?’


  Euphemina didn’t want Braham and Mumud to meet. It was insane to create a situation where the two people were reunited when it was obvious that Mumud’s hatred for Braham was larger than a mountain. Therefore, she deliberately tried to liberate Mumud’s soul before returning to the capital. 


  Yet Braham appeared at this time. Braham didn’t give her a single glance. He passed by her while only staring at Mumud’s soul. The moment Braham passed her—


  “......!” Euphemina’s eyes widened.


  It was a very small voice, but Braham clearly said, ‘Thank you.’ 


  [Bra...ham...] 


  Mumud was resurrected as a lich and repeatedly killed people. The reason he had been suffering for hundreds of years while maintaining his intact mind was because he had a mental power that transcended the scope of a genius. If he was an ordinary existence, then he would’ve lost himself by going crazy. 


  Braham floated into the sky. His eyes were cloudy as he floated in the sky of Frontier and stood facing Mumud, who exuded hatred and killing intent after recognizing Braham instantly. 


  “Disciple.” 


  [Braham!] 


  “I’m sorry.” 


  [......!] 


  “I... I’ve always regretted taking away your reputation. To reverse that regret, I resurrected you as a lich. I was going to place you by my side and increase your reputation.” 


  [......] 


  “...Now I know it was just my wicked heart.” Thanks to Grid, he understood human beings and their minds. He realized his faults and felt greater regret. “I can’t ask you to forgive me. Just... however, if I find you once you are born again one day, I will live for you.” 


  [......]


  Mumud’s soul, that was just shining quietly, started to shake like a flame. Hatred, anger, emptiness, and sadness seemed to intersect. The soul was silent for a time before scattering and disappearing. Then Euphemina inherited Mumud’s knowledge in accordance with the laws of the quest.
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  -Thank you.I hope my little knowledge will help my benefactor.


  A skinny body, a hunched back, dark shadowed eyes, and white skin... Mumud’s soul was restored to his former appearance when he was alive and he greeted Euphemina with a smile before disappearing. Euphemina said goodbye. 


  [You have absorbed the vast knowledge of the genius magician, Mumud.] 


  [You can change to the growth type legendary class, ‘Mumud’s Successor.’] 


  [The former class, Duplicator, will disappear. The Duplicator’s class-specific skills will be removed and your stats will be reset.] 


  [However, some of the stats and skills obtained from Duplicator class quests won’t be deleted. For more information, please click on the details.] 


  [The current second class ‘Ruthless Bomber’ won’t be affected by the first class fluctuations.] 


  [Would you like to change your class to Mumud’s Successor?]


  “......” 


  Duplicator was a class with many shortcomings and weaknesses. 


  In order to duplicate a skill, it was necessary to induce the target player to use the skill. There was also a limit to the number of skills that could be duplicated per day. Additionally, every time she continuously used skills with different attributes, she consumed a lot of mental power. The stronger the combat ability, the worse her ability to sustain it became. 


  However, it was also an attractive class. Depending on the quantity and quality of the duplicated skill, it was possible to become a flawless existence capable of attack, defense, buffs, recovery, and debuffs. She might be the strongest for a day, and then be the weakest another day, and there were times when Euphemina resented her class, but she also loved it.


  “Yes, I will change my class.” 


  Even so, she threw it away without any foolishness. Duplicator’s potential might be high, but it wasn’t comparable to Mumud’s Successor. It was natural. Mumud was a genius magician who made even the legendary great magician, Braham, feel jealous. Becoming his successor meant she would gain the potential of a first-tier legend. 


  [You have become Mumud’s Successor.] 


  The moment the system responded to Euphemina’s determination, the iridescent magic that represented all attributes rose from her small body. It was when people’s attention were drawn to the spectacular aurora that covered the gray sky of Frontier... 


  [An unknown person has acquired infinite potential.] 


  A short but powerful world message appeared. 


  ***


  [An unknown person has acquired infinite potential.] 


  Infinite potential—it was an expression that had never been used for Agnus, who raised Baal’s Contractor to the legendary class; Kraugel, who became a Sword Saint; or even Grid, who wrote several epics. It was natural for the media to be turned upside down.


  “Who is it? Who the hell is it?” 


  “Grid or Kraugel?” 


  “I think it is Agnus.”


  “Fools! How can this be?” 


  The so-called another world, Satisfy, was enjoyed by two billion players, and Nixon, who was the editor-in-chief of S Magazine and dealt with tens of thousands of Satisfy news a day, instinctively sensed it—it was a fact that the protagonist of this world message wasn’t the previous protagonists, but a completely new person.


  ‘If it was either Grid, Kraugel, or Agnus, the correct name would be written, not someone unknown.’


  The mention of infinite potential was also new to Grid, Kraugel, and Agnus. It was almost like a final evolution. There was a precedent where the ‘unknown person’ marked in the epic changed to being marked as ‘Grid’ once a certain point was reached. If the person with infinite potential was one of the existing strong ones, it was likely their ID would be disclosed.


   ‘A person who deserves to be the new protagonist... who is it?’ 


  There were too many people who came to mind. The Overgeared Guild’s 10 meritorious retainers; Aura Master, Hurent; Ares, the God of War; Zibal of the magic machine; Pope Damian; Asuka, the weapons collector; the Black and White sisters; Death God, Knight; Yatan’s Servant, Rose; etc. However, the Red Sage, Haster, was excluded. Since Halle’s party posted the video of them hunting Haster onto the Internet, expectations for Haster fell to the bottom, especially when Halle struggled against Nyangmong. 


  ‘There are many emerging powerhouses who come to mind.’


  There was the Overgeared Kingdom’s secret weapon, Coke; the magician killer, Nicole; Shiya, who was the storm that shook the Saharan Empire; Biltred, who claimed to be an ordinary resident of the Hwan Kingdom; etc. Satisfy was vast and there were many talents. It wouldn’t be surprising if one of them became the protagonist of the new world message. 


  If Nixon was an ordinary player, then they would leisurely look forward to the moment when the person with infinite potential reveals their identity. However, Nixon was obliged to find the news and spread it quickly. He wanted to immediately find the person with infinite potential. 


  ‘First of all, the members of the Overgeared Guild should be excluded from the candidates.’ 


  The Overgeared Guild, the most legendary force, had recently produced two new legends. There should be stillness after a big event. It seemed unlikely that the protagonist of this world message would be a member of the Overgeared Guild. 


  He was gradually narrowing down the candidates when he received a phone call. 


  


  


  “What? The 33rd great demon?” 


  Editor-in-chief Nixon rose from his seat. How long had it been since the 29th great demon was defeated? Now there was a world message that the 33rd great demon was defeated? And it was even in hell... 


  “Grid...!” 


  Subduing great demons who were said to be much more powerful in hell than on the human world—it wasn’t a fluke that he defeated the 29th great demon? Nixon’s interest immediately changed. He was filled with intense inspiration and erased the article he had been writing about the ‘person of infinite potential’ to start a new one. The title of the article was more stimulating than ever. 


  [Overgeared King Grid has surpassed Sword Saint Muller!]


  ***


  “Grid!” 


  “Euphemina!” 


  The 33rd great demon was far more aggressive and destructive than the 29th Great Demon, Marchosias. Starting from his basic personality, he was more aggressive than all the great demons Grid had faced till now, and he forced Grid and Yura into a crisis several times. 


  However, he was unable to overcome Grid’s defense as he actively used the White Tiger’s Posture and the effect of Earth God. He had a lower rank and defense than Marchosias, and was pierced thousands of times by Yura’s bullets, eventually collapsing. 


  It was a short but difficult battle. Grid and Yura determined that continuous battles were impossible and came up to the human world to restock their various consumables (that couldn’t be obtained in hell). Then they looked for Euphemina. It was to congratulate her for her class change.


  Yura watched Grid and Euphemina, who were happily hugging each other, with pleasure. The big and reliable Grid and the small and lovely Euphemina looked like siblings. Yura knew the relationship between the two people from the beginning. 


  “Congratulations.” 


  Grid and Euphemina mutually comforted each other, saying things like ‘You’ve had a hard time’ and ‘I’m sorry for worrying you.’ Finally, they calmed down and Yura took the opportunity to give her congratulations. Euphemina shook Yura’s hand energetically with a smile. “Thank you, I’ll try to contribute to the guild in the future.” 


  “You’ve been active enough so far.” 


  “Sister, compared to you...” 


  Euphemina glanced between Grid and Yura. Hell, a place no one could easily step in—Euphemina was envious of the two people who were active together in a completely different world. She also wanted to be with them and to be one of the main pillars of the Overgeared Kingdom. It was because there was a time when she was shaken by Agnus and let Grid down. 


  Did he read her heart? 


  “I’m looking forward to it.” Grid smiled kindly and stroked Euphemina’s head to encourage her. 


  “You can expect it!” Euphemina smiled widely and exclaimed energetically. Her level had dropped to 300 after changing to Mumud’s Successor. It was a huge 100 levels and at least five years of effort was lost, but she wasn’t upset. 


  It wasn’t possible to connect them as quickly as Braham’s enhanced magic, but Mumud’s Successor specialized in high ranking magic. In other words, it possessed a large number of large-scale magic and could be a class specialized in facing a large number of enemies. She was confident that she could recover her level quickly. The situation was much better than Faker and Jishuka who were reset to level 1.


  “Okay. Let’s hold a celebration party for all those who have changed to a legendary class, We will all gather tomorrow.” 


  The moment Grid made this announcement, a considerable number of Overgeared members logged out. They were the members of the Overgeared Guild living overseas. They had to start preparing quickly to arrive in South Korea by tomorrow. On the other hand, those who had moved to South Korea like Jishuka and Lauel received envious gazes as they leisurely focused on the game. 


  ***


  ‘I need the heart of the Demon God...’


  Before meeting the 33rd great demon, Grid found hell’s blacksmith, Helmis, and got a very large hint. 


  An item that prevented stamina from falling—in order to create an item that supplemented stamina, the Red Phoenix’s Breath was insufficient and the heart of the Demon God was necessary. However, the identity of the Demon God was amazing. 


  ‘Sitri.’ 


  Demon God—another god of hell apart from Evil God Yatan. Why was a god only staying in the position of 12th great demon? It was hard to understand. Yura spoke to the confused Grid, “First of all, I think I should meet Amoract. I think the information from her will be a clue.”


  “Did you say that Amoract is hostile to Baal?” 


  “It feels like she is wary.” 


  “Hmm...”


  Grid recalled how Braham attacked the Yatan headquarters and harbored a grudge against Amoract. Grid was both expectant and worried about the episode that would unfold in hell. Truths not yet revealed were waiting for Grid.


  OG Voting Page




  Chapter 1335


  25 hours—it was an era where it was possible to cross to the other side of the earth in just a bit over a day. Of course, this was a story when using an aircraft of the ZA87-100 class or higher. The airfare that cost tens of millions of won wasn’t a big burden for the main members of the Overgeared Guild. Many members had luxury planes that were several times more expensive than airplane tickets. 


  “Hmm?” 


  Spain’s leading player, Pon—he enjoyed world-class popularity as a prince or knight on a white horse, and he also had a dedicated aircraft for himself. On the way to South Korea, he asked the captain to take care of the three refueling points and sat in his capsule. Then he cocked his head. Grid and the 10 meritorious retainers who were the main members of the Overgeared Guild. There was a single line of notice posted in the group chat room of the members participating in the party. 


  The meeting place was strange. 


  “Texas barbecue? Why?” 


  Why go so far just to eat American cuisine? It wasn’t a question he had because of complaints. How many people in the world didn’t like Texas barbecue? The brisket that was cooked for a long time and melted in the mouth was one of Pon’s favorite foods. 


  The reason Pon questioned it was simply because of Peak Sword’s inclination. Wasn’t Peak Sword a person who took pride in Korean food being the best in the world since it was delicious and good for the body? Until now, Pon visited Korean restaurants every time he came to South Korea for a meeting. Why was it Texas barbecue now? 


  ‘Isn’t Peak Sword coming today? In any case, I am comfortable.’ 


  Pon thought that cooking had no borders. Pon believed that the food of all countries deserved respect and had its own charm. The reason it was burdensome to visit a Korean restaurant in South Korea was because Peak Sword forced him to take photos of the food and post it on social media to promote Korean food.


  ‘Do you know kimchi? Do you know soup with rice?’ 


  The questions that Peak Sword asked him every time he came to South Korea finally faded as Pon lay down in the capsule with a satisfied expression. Playing Satisfy during the flight was a natural habit, no, a duty, for him. 


  ***


  “Delicious! Melts in my mouth! This juicy, mouth-watering flavor is the best!” 


  Shin Youngwoo—the supreme one of Satisfy and the dignity of the Overgeared Kingdom was still unpretentious. Unlike the other Overgeared members who wore luxury clothes and goods, he enjoyed ordinary brands of clothing and food. He knew how to express great joy even in everyday activities. 


  ‘He has been riding in the same car for several years already.’ 


  “Che, tsk, hum.”


  Shin Youngwoo ignored Peak Sword’s sound of dissatisfaction every time he praised the foreign food. Then Vantner asked him, “Grid, where do you normally spend money?” 


  He wasn’t trying to ask why Grid didn’t wear better clothes or change to a better car. He was just purely curious. Where was Grid spending all his money when he was one of the richest people in the world?


  “Gulp. I used it to buy exercise equipment, medicine for my parents, a house for Sehee to live in independently, donated it to people having a hard time, bought land, um... here and there?” 


  “God Grid! You forgot the most important thing!” 


  Peak Sword, who had been complaining about the barbecue, intervened at this time. 


  “You are contributing to the country by paying a lot of taxes! God Grid, you are really the pride of South Korea!” 


  South Korea treated the money earned from Satisfy as unearned income, and for that reason, Shin Youngwoo’s taxes were close to 50% of his income. However, Shin Youngwoo had never been accused of tax evasion. The same was true for Peak Sword and Yura. Peak Sword, a member of the Korean Patriotic Association, knew from his many experiences that it was a proud thing to pay taxes well. 


  “...Unearned income.” 


  The faces of the Overgeared members turned rotten when they learned the details. A number of Overgeared members who planned to move to South Korea like Jishuka and Toon started to change their minds. 


  Peak Sword realized that he missed the beneficiaries who would pay taxes to his country because of his premature remarks. He belatedly regretted it and tried to correct them, but it was useless. Peak Sword drank a bottle of beer with a frustrated heart and started to look for kimchi. Then he became drunk and words started flowing out. 


  Haha.Hoho.


  Jishuka, Faker, and Euphemina sat in the middle and the party continued as the night wore on. No one expressed dislike when Vantner pushed for a second and third round. It was five or six years in reality—in all the years they had been together, the members of the Overgeared members thought of each other as friends and family. 


  Katz, who felt awkward for a while, felt the same. Katz was an enemy at first, and often criticized and fought with Peak Sword because he was Japanese. Now he was also a complete member of the Overgeared Kingdom. Katz wanted to show that he was an Overgeared member. He wanted to prove he was always grateful to Grid. 


  “Grid, I will leave my plane, Courage, behind in South Korea tomorrow. It is a new model. I’ve only been on it once. You can change the name.” It was the drunk Katz who spoke in awkward Korean. 


  Peak Sword clicked his tongue at Katz. “A third generation chaebol only knows how to solve everything with money. You should fix that nasty habit. Eh? Grid likes you and trusts you enough to eat and drink with you, yet you are just going to give him a plane to repay that trust? Do you think our God Grid is so ridiculous?” 


  “...That wasn’t my intention. Sorry. Cancel my words.”


  “Hahaha! Yes, good! Drink! Let’s die together! Once again, congratulations to the legendary classes! Cheers!” 


  “......”


  The always smiling Shin Youngwoo started glaring at Peak Sword, but Peak Sword didn’t know it. At this time, Huroi started using his eloquence to teach Peak Sword. Peak Sword was annoyed because he didn’t know the reason why, but he still felt it was fun. 


  ***


  “Hamburgers are for relieving hangovers.” 


  They really partied all night. For the first time in ages, he didn’t think about the game and enjoyed reality comfortably. Shin Youngwoo returned from seeing off the Overgeared members early in the morning and started the day with a big bite of the cheeseburger that Toon bought. He exercised lightly, washed up, and went downstairs to have breakfast with his family. Then he stared at the sky for a while to adjust his condition before connecting to Satisfy. 


  ‘What to do today...?’


  At the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom, Reinhardt...


  


  


  Shin Youngwoo, no, Grid checked his schedule. The administrator, Rabbit, wanted to discuss a new project, and Lauel asked for a few more weekly king quests. Apart from that, there was nothing else scheduled. He spent enough time with his family yesterday, and finished his preparations to go to hell again. It would be nice to go to hell straight away and concentrate on leveling up, but Grid thought it was a priority to deal with things he had been putting off. 


  ‘Then Latina’s Necklace... let’s leave it to Bullet.’ 


  Latina’s Necklace had grown to the unique rating. It increased the wearer’s intelligence by 350, and had the effect of strengthening the stats of the undead summons. It wasn’t just the item itself that had excellent function. If he raised it to the legendary rating, he could summon the vampire, Latina. 


  The problem was the growth difficulty. From Grid’s standpoint, there was only one way to increase the experience of Latina’s Necklace. It was the act of summoning the Overgeared Skeletons. However, he calculated it one day and estimated it would take at least four years to grow Latina’s Necklace to the legendary level. Just as Yetima’s Greatsword was entrusted to Chris and Cray’s Bracelet was entrusted to Euphemina, there was a need for Latina’s Necklace to be nurtured by someone else. 


  ‘No matter how I think about it, Bullet is the right person.’ 


  Bullet was a tremendous talent who was the second ranked necromancer. He had named death knights, and could summon and command hundreds of skeletons. Compared to Grid who could only summon two skeletons, Bullet would be much more efficient in terms of power and growth speed. The reason why Grid hadn’t previously left the necklace to Bullet was because Latina’s Necklace was a good item for Grid. 


  Now things had changed.The need for Latina’s Necklace was relatively reduced due to the Necklace of Hierarchy gained from raiding Hell Gao. 


  ‘Yes, leave it to Bullet.’ 


  He would use the Necklace of Hierarchy and Ring of Hierarchy anyway, so Latina’s Necklace would be temporarily given to Bullet. The next thing caused Grid a big headache. 


  [Elfin Stone’s Ring] 


  [Rating: Legendary 


  * During normal attacks, 22% of the damage done to the target will be restored to you as health. 


  * During skill attacks, 10% of the damage done to the target will be restored to you as health. 


  * This effect is only invoked once every 16 seconds. 


  * Strength, stamina, and health +50 


  A ring that contains Earl Elfin Stone’s unique magic power. 


  It raises the potential and survival ability of the wearer. 


  * If this ring grows to a legendary rating, the wearer can summon Vampire Earl Elfin Stone. 


  Weight: 1] 


  A vampire item that was still one of the most valuable items Grid had gained while playing Satisfy—the ring was the symbol of Elfin Stone, who was closely related to the vampire episode of Braham, one of the most important people to the world view, and had a very good performance. Every time the lifesteal effect was activated, it acquired a small amount of experience points, and it finally grew to the legendary level after a few years. 


  The problem came after the ring reached the legendary rating. Grid had assimilated with Braham a few times and this caused Elfin Stone to feel a great resentment to Grid, who inherited Braham’s magic. Unlike Iyarugt, it was impossible to educate him with violence. 


  [Elfin Stone won’t respond to your summons.] 


  Elfin Stone completely refused Grid’s summoning. It was grown to the legendary rating, but so far, Grid had never seen Elfin Stone’s face. 


  ‘At this point, he seems to be mistaking me for Braham.’ 


  It wasn’t strange to be mistaken. Grid had inherited Duke of Wisdom from Braham and ascended to the status of Blood King. It was natural for the air he gave off to be similar to Braham, at least from Elfin Stone’s point of view. Elfin Stone had a deeper grudge against Braham than anyone else and he would stubbornly reject Braham. 


  ‘I just need to summon him once. I think there should be a way after that...’ 


  It was frustrating because Sage Sticks and Great Magician Braham both stated they didn’t know the solution. Who should he ask for help?


  ‘Marie Rose?’ 


  No, he wasn’t that crazy. Grid struggled for a while before thinking of the tower members. The past generation legends who had existed for a longer time than Sticks and Braham. Perhaps they knew how to solve this problem? 


  ‘I will try it.’ 


  When else would he use the title of Pioneer that he had earned? Grid squeezed Elfin Stone’s Ring and left for the Tower of Wisdom. Having passed Chiyou’s Test and absorbing the power of the 29th and 33rd great demons, he was no longer overwhelmed by the scale of the tower. He felt confident that he could pass if the tower gave him new tests. 


  The man who welcomed him when he arrived at the tower was the sweaty Sword Saint, Biban.


  “I’m working on a divine cleansing.” 


  “Yes...”


  “Are you doubting it?”


  “No. How can that be?”


  “Sigh...” 


  “Haha...”
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  Biban, the 9th seat of the Tower of Wisdom—it wasn’t an exaggeration to say he was Muller’s teacher, and the founder of the Matchless Heart Swordsmanship. He encountered Grid after a long time. He stared at Grid before shaking his head and dropping the rag. 


  “Didn’t you gain enlightenment when you visited the tower the other time?” 


  Enlightenment—he got the infinite sword energy and became stronger. For Grid, who had visited numerous places and met countless people so far, the Tower of Wisdom and the tower members were extraordinary. 


  “That’s right.” 


  “Then why... I don’t think you’ve grown much.” 


  Grid was stung. He noticed that the growth Biban mentioned meant his level. Grid’s level had grown rapidly after defeating two great demons in hell and he was currently level 421. He was still the best among players, but it was natural for the tower members to not be satisfied. That’s right. Currently, Biban was disappointed in Grid. 


  “I’m ashamed.” It was embarrassing. This was Grid’s honest feeling. He didn’t deny that his level growth rate was ridiculously slow compared to his given environment. 


  “...Is it necessary to be ashamed?’ Biban shook his head again with an expression of regret. “Every person has different talents. Your talent is a bit... yes, it is a bit lacking.” 


  Just as it changed from Kraugel to Grid, sooner or later, the Pioneer would change again... 


  Biban noticed this and vowed not to have too deep an affection for Grid. The Tower of Wisdom was an existence that completely left the world. It was strictly forbidden to meet with anyone other than the Pioneer. He didn’t want to miss Grid after they parted forever. 


  “What brings you here today?” 


  “I was wondering if there are any tower members who are familiar with vampires...” 


  “Vampires? Why are you bringing up vampires suddenly?” 


  There was no need for long words. Grid showed him Elfin Stone’s Ring and Biban understood the situation. “Having tasted enough blood, the sealed soul woke up from his sleep. Even so, he isn’t responding to your call?” 


  “Yes.” 


  “Tsk tsk. Mosquitoes have been impolite since ancient times.” 


  As expected, Biban had lived for hundreds of years and had a relationship with vampires. Who was the vampire that Biban met? Grid looked excited as Biban pointed to Grid’s cloak. “That guy who is sleeping with that cloak as a blanket.” 


  “Ah, Fenrir...”


   “Was it the eldest or third child of Beriache? He isn’t a big deal, but he always had his nose in the air. He would’ve died in my hands if vampires weren’t hostile to great demons.” 


  Indeed. At first glance. Biban was truly a tower member who just seemed to act thoughtlessly. While fighting dragons, he indirectly kept great demons in check in order to achieve the ultimate goal of ‘protecting the world.’ 


  “I struggled with my colleagues to defeat Fenrir, but he was an easy opponent for Biban.” 


  Grid looked at Biban with respect and the proud Biban laughed. “There is nothing my sword can’t cut.” 


  There is nothing I can’t cut.


  It was a typical depiction of a Sword Saint. Grid felt curious. “Can a Sword Saint’s sword cut a god or a dragon?” 


  Cutting a god or a dragon. Depending on the achievement, the transcendent person would change to a God Killer or a Dragon Slayer. It was also a testament to the limitations of transcendence—a transcendent could either cut a god or a dragon, but not both. It must be that way in the system. Then what about a Sword Saint? 


  Biban replied, “Of course I can cut both.” 


  “......!”


  It was a moment that proved the value of the strongest combat class, Sword Saint. Biban spoke bitterly to the thrilled Grid, “However, cutting and ‘killing’ is only possible if there is a Sword Saint who goes beyond Muller.” 


  Biban confirmed it. The Matchless Heart Swordsmanship was the strongest swordsmanship in history. The evidence was that Muller, a genius among geniuses, had inherited it. However, Biban could cut a dragon, but not kill it. Among the tower members, the only one who could kill a dragon was Hayate. Cutting and killing were separate issues. 


  “If there is a person who makes a swordsmanship superior to the Matchless Heart Swordsmanship, and they become a Sword Saint... they can destroy even gods and dragons.” 


  However, could such a person exist? Biban never imagined that a ‘Sword Saint who goes beyond Muller’ would appear. On the other hand, Grid found it easy to think of someone. “Kraugel.” 


  “......?”


  “Biban, the person you are speaking about is Kraugel.” 


  “Huh...?” 


  Not at all? What could that child do when he lost the title of Pioneer and failed to make any clear achievements in the years after becoming a Sword Saint? Biban was about to deny it when he abruptly shut his mouth. The Matchless Heart Swordsmanship, which Muller had taken to the next level—he was reminded of Kraugel, who refused to inherit Muller’s Matchless Heart Swordsmanship. 


  ‘Don’t tell me?’ 


  Biban remembered Kraugel when he was the Pioneer. The owner of a talent where hardly any regrettable areas were found. Could he disparage a person like Kraugel just because his actions after becoming a Sword Saint weren’t great? 


  ‘...No.’ 


  An eerie chill went down Biban’s spine as he realized it. 


  ‘Even I have surpassed Pagma. If it is Kraugel, then he will definitely go beyond Muller.’ 


  Grid was confident. He recalled Kraugel who never used the Matchless Heart Swordsmanship, and got goosebumps. 


  ‘Kraugel knew from the beginning how to go beyond Muller.’


  He could only say that this was truly Kraugel. Grid’s heart thumped as he was reminded of the National Competition for the first time in ages. The National Competition—it was a competition that no longer interested Grid. 


  It was just a boring stage where he was confident he could win first place in all events he participated in. He didn’t want to waste his time participating when the members of the Overgeared Guild would take care of him and give him the breaths they gained as a reward from the competition. 


  It was just that the story would be different if he could fight Kraugel again. How far could he fight against a strong person equal to him? He was curious. He wanted to make sure. 


  -Will Kraugel participate in this year’s National Competition?


  Grid asked the question in the guild chat and the members answered him. 


  -He isn’t on the list of participants.


  -It is said the United States is troubled because of this.


  ‘Indeed.’ 


  Grid’s face was filled with joy. 


  ‘Is Kraugel also bored with the competition?’ 


  At the same time, at the East Continent...


  “......?” 


  


  


  Kraugel was searching the Kaya Mountains when he suddenly stopped and looked back. Even today, he felt the yangbans’ eyes on him and felt uncomfortable. 


  ***


  Grid and Biban walked side by side down the corridor. Their destination was the room of the 4th seat, Betty. Biban assured him that Betty could help, but Grid was somewhat reluctant. 


  ‘She seems to hate me.’ 


  When he visited the Tower of Wisdom a few months ago, Betty, unlike the other tower members, didn’t express any interest or fondness for Grid. For her greeting, she just gave her name and slammed the door on Grid. The 7th seat, Abellio, asked for understanding because she was shy, but... what was there to be shy about when she was hundreds of years old? Just look at Biban next to him who was shameless. 


  ‘I’m a bit nervous.’


  He felt very awkward. It was doubtful if she would cooperate or do it properly. Grid was gulping when the two of them arrived at Betty’s door. 


  Biban knocked on the door. It was more like he was beating the door instead of knocking. “Hey, you old hag! A guest has come!” 


  Creak.


  The door opened slightly. Betty’s eyes were still very large as she stuck her head out slightly through the gap in the door. It gave people a feeling of loneliness, but her eyes were beautiful because they were round and dark. Just based on appearance, she was well-matched with Lord. He really wanted a daughter-in-law like her. 


  “What brings you here?” Betty stared at Grid, who was bowing deeply in greeting, and immediately inquired about what was going on. 


  Biban responded in the place of Grid, who was smiling awkwardly, “Can’t you hear the vampire soul speaking?” 


  Betty’s gaze shifted to Grid’s hand. “You mean that child?” 


  Surprisingly, Betty noticed Elfin Stone’s Ring instantly. She seemed to have noticed it since she first saw Grid. 


  “T-That’s right.” 


  On the first day they met, Betty only revealed her name, unlike the other tower members who introduced exactly who they were. What exactly was her identity? Why was she so familiar with vampires, and why did she notice Elfin Stone’s Ring immediately? Betty gestured to Grid who was full of expectations and doubts. “Come in.” 


  “Yes.”


  “Biban, you get lost.” 


  “Huh? Why are you so cold to me?” 


  “No reason. You just have no use.” 


  “......”


  Betty closed the door and Biban was left all alone in the corridor, crying. The only thing with him in this spacious tower was a rag, so he was particularly lonely and depressed today. 


  ***


  “You have become a completely different person from a few months ago. You’ve built up a lot of transcendence.” 


  Unlike the dull Biban, Betty instantly noticed the internal changes in Grid. Biban might’ve been disappointed with Grid, but Betty was amazed by Grid’s growth in such a short time.


  “Yes, somehow...” 


  The room looked very different from Grid’s imagination. He imagined a princess’ room decorated in bright colors, but it was dark and dull. It wasn’t a sweet scent, but the smell of alcohol. Instead of dolls, anatomical specimens were lined up everywhere. The anatomical specimens were of various monsters and demons, not small animals such as birds, amphibians, and reptiles. There were even more than 50 anatomical specimens of bipedal races like humans filling one side of the room. 


  It was a rather terrible and chilling sight, even for Grid, who had slaughtered countless monsters. However, it would be rude to express such feelings. Grid discovered that a sphere of magic power was being used for lighting and changed the topic. “It seems you are a magician since you can keep dozens of light magic on at the same time.” 


  “That isn’t magic.” 


  “?” It was a lot different from the light elemental. 


  Betty explained to the confused Grid, “They are souls.” 


  “...Huh?” 


  Betty’s gaze aimed at the anatomical specimens. “Their souls.” 


  “......”


  The idea of wanting her to be a daughter-in-law shouldn’t even be considered. 


  Betty introduced herself to Grid, whose expression had stiffened, “I am the first Baal’s Contractor.” 


  “......?!” 


  Betty took off her loose robe. Her exposed body was very shocking. It was because apart from her neck, head, and lower body, most of her body was a skeleton. It wasn’t just skinniness. She literally only had bones, exactly like a skeleton. “I was a disgusting failure. That is why I am hiding and researching away from Baal’s attention.” 


  “......”


  “I know souls well.” Betty once again got dressed and reached out with her gloved hands. The stiff Grid woke up and handed her Elfin Stone’s Ring. “Direct descendant vampires have the same reincarnation structure as a great demon. It means that even if they lose their body, they can surely be resurrected again someday. He is stubborn because he knows it.” 


  The length of Betty’s speech grew when she started talking about her area of expertise. Betty asked the focused Grid. “Do you want complete control over this child?” 


  “Yes.”


  “Do you need this child’s strength to fight Baal someday?” 


  Betty knew that Baal was the source of evil. It wasn’t difficult to infer that humanity would go to war with Baal. Therefore, she intended to actively cooperate. She turned to the Tower of Wisdom to avoid Baal’s gaze and was in a position to hope for the emergence of heroes who would destroy Baal on her behalf. 


  “That’s right.” 


  “I understand. I will break this child’s hope.” 


  Betty started to take Elfin Stone’s soul out of the ring. It was more like she was physically pulling it out than magic. The screams of Elfin Stone’s soul shook the room and strained Grid. Betty’s fingers were surrounded by white light as they pointed at Elfin Stone’s soul that finally appeared.


   “I will break this child’s cycle of reincarnation.” 


  At this moment...


  -Grid!No, Lord Grid!I will be loyal!


  The urgent cry of Elfin Stone who had been stubborn for years echoed through the room.
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  ‘Wow, look at this guy.’ 


  There had been no communication with Elfin Stone for a year. He always refused the summoning and wouldn’t even communicate. Grid had suspected a system failure. Later, he felt he might’ve been mistaken for Braham, and tried to understand why Elfin Stone ignored him. But now... 


  -Lord Grid!Grid!Didn’t I say I would swear loyalty?Stop that crazy demon’s work.


  “...Bullshit.” 


  Elfin Stone had never misunderstood Grid’s identity. He knew precisely who Grid was and kept ignoring him. 


  ‘Disgraceful guy.’ 


  As his annoyance soared, the frowning Grid asked Betty, “I am the Blood King. All the vampires, except for Marie Rose, must obey me, so why could Elfin Stone ignore me?” 


  “You’re basically misunderstanding. The direct descendants obey you not because of coercion. It is through their own will.” 


  “Huh?” 


  “Look back. Weren’t there direct descendants who followed you before you became the Blood King? Especially if they are children who died in your hands.” 


  “......”


  Certainly, it was true. Tiramet had obeyed Grid even before Grid became the Blood King. He just wasn’t as polite as he was now. 


  “Isn’t it because their souls were sealed in the objects and weakened, so they became submissive?” 


  "No. The more blood you give to the soul while fighting, the faster the resurrection time. Thus, they chose to follow you. It is about efficiency.” 


  If they obeyed out of their own free will, then it meant they could refuse out of their own free will. It was revealed why Elfin Stone was able to ignore Grid. However, Grid wasn’t convinced. “It doesn’t make sense. Doesn’t the Blood King have the authority to command all vampires, except Marie Rose? How can Elfin Stone exercise his own willpower against me?” 


  “I told you. You’ve misunderstood. The direct descendants don’t obey unconditionally just because you are the Blood King. Unlike ordinary vampires, who instinctively obey the Blood King, direct descendants have free will. That is why they can fight to become the Blood King.” 


  “No, then Tiramet...” 


  “If a direct descendant obeyed you since becoming the Blood King, then there is another reason. For example, you released the Curse of Sloth.” 


  “Ah...” 


  Grid confirmed the information of the Blood King title. 


  [Blood King]


  [Type: Passive 


  ★ Blood magic will bloom when conditions are met. 


  The blood magic will be according to your personality. 


  ★ Can free direct descendant vampires if the conditions are met. 


  * Liberated vampires are free from the Curse of Sloth.] 


  There was no description that all vampires were submissive to the Blood King. It happened when he raided Fenrir and became the Blood King. The reason why the notification contained the words ‘all vampires, except Marie Rose, will obey you in the future’ was because Grid defeated the powerful vampire called Fenrir, not because he was the Blood King. The true power of the Blood King was the power to release the Curse of Sloth. They might obey in anticipation that Grid would release their curse, but there was no obligation to obey. 


  Grid barely grasped the situation and stared at Elfin Stone’s soul. “I have the power to release your curse. Why have you ignored me even though you know this? Doesn’t overcoming the Curse of Sloth matter to you?” 


  Elfin Stone replied. 


  -You killed me. 


  Grid was stung. 


  -You are also a friend of Braham, who will be torn apart. Why should I chat with you? 


  “......”


  There was no need to ask the reason in the first place. For Elfin Stone, Grid was the object of hatred. There was no reason for him to favor Grid. Grid once again confirmed the information of Elfin Stone’s Ring. 


  * If this ring grows to a legendary rating, the wearer can summon Vampire Earl Elfin Stone. 


  ‘Now I see this is a wordplay.’ 


  The ring’s information stated that the wearer ‘can’ summon Elfin Stone, not that Elfin Stone would be unconditionally summoned and commanded. It felt dirty. For a moment, he wanted to contact the S.A Group’s customer center for some questions. However, the S.A Group would always ignore system problems and say it needed to be solved in the game. Yes, ignore. It was just like Elfin Stone.


   ‘...The more I think about it, the more disgusted I feel.’ 


  Grid understood Elfin Stone’s position. He probably would’ve acted similarly if he was Elfin Stone. However, Grid wasn’t Elfin Stone. Even though he understood, he didn’t intend to defend Elfin Stone. 


  “The first time we met... you showed up exactly every 24 hours and aimed at me.” 


  Extreme Blood Transfusion—it was a terrifying attack and recovery skill that restored one’s health by taking away large quantities of the target’s health. 


  The only drawback was that it had a 24 hour cooldown time and Elfin Stone wasted it several times on the immortal Grid. He must’ve noticed the error in his judgment along the way, yet he repeatedly made the same mistake again and again because of his pride. 


  “Yes, that’s right. Elfin Stone, you were stubborn from the beginning.” 


  Despite knowing it was better to cooperate with Grid to accelerate the resurrection time, he was buried in resentment and anger, and turned away from this opportunity. It was stupid. 


  “Perhaps, you... if I just let it go, you probably wouldn’t listen to me until the day the game ends, or the day I quit the game.” 


  Elfin Stone heard a lot of words that were hard to understand. However, Elfin Stone could read Grid’s will through his tone and expression. 


  -Hey, look, didn’t I say I would be loyal? 


  “Your words are getting shorter.” 


  Grid’s eyes were as sharp as a blade as he faced Elfin Stone’s soul. They were the eyes of a warrior who had fought countless adversaries and defeated them. The epics he had written transformed into a huge sense of pressure that tightened Elfin Stone’s breath. 


  


  


  -O-Ohhh! Lord Grid! 


  The reason why most great demons and direct descendant vampires didn’t care in the face of death was because reincarnation was possible. Even if they died, they would be resurrected. It was with their old memories and powers. Therefore, for them, death wasn’t the end, and it wasn’t a concept to be afraid of. 


  However, there was an unusual presence here that could break the cycle of reincarnation. Elfin Stone didn’t know if she was a demon or an angel, but she could bring about death. This awakened the preciousness of life within him. Grid laughed when he noticed that Betty was the object of Elfin Stone’s wariness as his soul swayed precariously like a lantern in front of the wind. “You can’t figure out the situation at all.” 


  -?


  “I am the one you should be afraid of.” 


  Flinch.


  Elfin Stone’s soul stopped shaking. The blood-red soul swelled.


  -It seems you’ve completely lost awareness of your concept. Human... you are just a human! You ascended to the throne of Blood King with the help of the traitor, Braham! You dare! You dare to threaten me?! Just you?! 


  Blond hair that went down to the waist—Elfin Stone, who had long hair like Braham before he adapted to the world, appeared after a long time. 


  -I will challenge you for the position of Blood King! 


  [A Blood King Candidate has challenged your throne.] 


  [You can’t refuse the challenge.] 


  -Did you think I was silent out of fear of you?! If it hadn’t been for Braham by your side, you would’ve already died in my hands! 


  As expected from a direct descendant. Elfin Stone was beautiful even when angry, just like the first time they met. 


  -Blood Field! 


  His skills were still there. Betty’s dark and dull room was instantly dyed with blood, and Elfin Stones magic power rose sharply. There was just one problem... 


  “Mosquitoes are very noisy these days.” 


  Grid’s palm slapped Elfin Stone on the cheek. Elfin Stone’s skin was torn and blood splashed like a water balloon bursting against the wall. 


  -Kuaaaaack! 


  Elfin Stone’s time was frozen in the past. The time he was defeated by Grid and the Overgeared members was Elfin Stone’s last memory and experience. The Grid in his memory was several times lower than himself. He didn’t understand the gap created by the years. 


  ‘What?’ 


  Elfin Stone didn’t realize what had happened to him. He barely stood up as pain and confusion filled him. Then he further strengthened Blood Field even more. Grid’s health was reduced little by little. It was tens of hundreds and quickly went into the thousands. It was a trivial figure for Grid when his health had reached 400,000. 


  -You!You must’ve grown quite a bit after becoming Blood King with Braham’s help!However, that is it!


  Extreme Blood Transfusion—Elfin Stone’s previous ultimate attack that put the past Grid into his immortal state with a single blow rushed toward the current Grid’s heart. The blood vortex was swift and emanated an intense energy that damaged Betty’s room. It was just that Grid’s dynamic vision and experience made it easy to grasp the trajectory of Extreme Blood Transfusion.


  “It is such a flimsy attack.” 


  To be honest, Grid didn’t even need to pull out his sword. He felt that he needed to make the gap obvious in order to break Elfin Stone’s high nose. 


  “Revolve.” 


  Quiet footsteps. 


  The Fire Dragon Sword looked relaxed as it created a storm of flames that devoured the blood flow. 


  -...?!


  Elfin Stone’s current body was an illusion. It was a manifestation caused by his willpower. He couldn’t feel anything, yet Elfin Stone had the illusion that goosebumps were covering his skin. He saw it—the gap that existed between himself and Grid. The human in front of him existed on a completely different level from the person he remembered. 


  -Kuaaaaah!


  There was a desperate gap in power. Elfin Stone lost his body and returned to his soul from. He trembled with a sense of helplessness. 


  -W-What? You?


  He had only felt this sense of helplessness twice before in his entire life—one time was to Braham, and the other was to Marie Rose. He felt enough despair and fear from a human to be reminded of them? 


  -Human... human who became Blood King with Brahan’s help... 


  Grid smiled at Elfin Stone, who was murmuring in a trembling voice. “Aren’t your words too impolite?” 


  -I’m sorry! Your Majesty!


  Elfin Stone clearly realized who he should be afraid of here. If he had a flesh and blood body, then he would’ve fallen down and knelt. Grid’s gaze was gentle as he looked at the soul. “I don’t want you to forgive Braham.” 


  It was an affair between brothers. It was also true that Braham committed a serious sin against Elfin Stone. It was understandable that Elfin Stone would never be able to forgive Braham. Grid wasn’t in a position to say anything. He just had one wish. “However, I hope you don’t stab a dagger into Braham’s back as long as you are with me.” 


  -......


  Elfin Stone was a vampire earl. Among the direct line that ruled over the vampires, his discernment was among the top. He understood Grid’s meaning and responded. 


  -Yes, I understand. 


  After decades or hundreds of years, he would be resurrected, and by then, the human in front of him would be dead. The day of revenge on Braham could be postponed to that time.


  ‘I have to accumulate enough strength while serving him thoroughly.’ 


  The intention was somewhat contrary, but his commitment to loyalty was true. It was the day when Grid gained a new subordinate. Elfin Stone was only level 300, but Grid’s joy was great. As a direct descendant, Elfin Stone’s potential was immense. A notification popped up in front of the happy Grid. 


  [The condition has been met and the first blood magic will bloom.] 
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  A direct descendant—it referred to the 10 children of Shizo Beriache, and as owners of a lineage of purity and integrity, they were called nobles and reigned over the vampires. It was the Blood King who was qualified to lead such a direct line. There was only one condition to becoming the Blood King—by force. 


  Unlike the direct descendants, it wasn’t based on lineage. The strongest being who defeated the direct descendants would be qualified to be the Blood King, regardless of lineage. 


  Braham once explained the reason why—“There is no future for the vampires as long as there is the Curse of Sloth. My mother knew this as well so she made rules for outsiders.” 


  The reason that the rule gave outsiders the chance to become the Blood King was simple—the vampires couldn’t move forward with just their own power. As long as there was the Curse of Sloth, the vampires couldn’t try hard and couldn’t develop. Since they couldn’t develop, they didn’t have the strength to defeat great demons. Vampires alone couldn’t achieve Beriache’s wish. Of course, the story would be different if Marie Rose became the Blood King, but Beriache didn’t have confidence that Marie Rose could overcome the Curse of Sloth, so she made sure there was insurance. 


  [The condition has been met and the first blood magic will bloom.] 


  Along with the rising notification window, Grid felt a dizzying pain from his left shoulder. It was pain beyond the level of a sting. It was sharp pain, like he was cut by a knife. The perplexed Grid took off his armor and looked at his left shoulder. The power of blood magic was erupting from his left shoulder and a pattern—reminiscent of blood droplets—was being engraved there. 


  “Keuk...!” Grid dropped to the ground as a strange feeling wrapped around his left shoulder. He vividly felt the process of his magic power being changed by an energy he had never experienced before. 


  [Your mana is strengthened by the blood magic blooming effect.] 


  [The maximum mana amount has increased by 1.5 times.] 


  [Mana recovery speed has doubled.] 


  [In the case of lifestealing, mana is restored along with health. The mana recovered at this time is classified as ‘blood magic’ and the damage when using blood magic is increased by 1.2 times.] 


  “......!!”


  The unexpected additional effects thrilled Grid. His left arm turned red before soon returning to normal. 


  [New blood magic ‘Extreme Blood Transfusion’ has been acquired.] 


  [Extreme Blood Transfusion Lv. 1] 


  [Deals damage equal to twice your maximum mana value to the target while absorbing 100% of the damage. If your health is at the maximum, the lifesteal will be reversed and additional damage will be dealt to the target as vampiric energy. The additional damage isn’t affected by the target’s magic resistance and attributes resistance. 


  Mana Consumption: 10,000 


  Cooldown Time: 24 hours.] 


  Hit others and absorb health. If full, convert the amount of health absorbed into damage... 


  The effect of Extreme Blood Transfusion was very simple. The problem was the damage calculation—Grid’s maximum mana after the blood magic blooming effect was 140,000, and double that was 280,000. This meant that even a ranked player could be killed instantly in one blow. Of course, the damage would be deducted according to the target’s magic resistance. However, if Grid used it in his full state then there was a high probability of instant death no matter how high the other person’s magic resistance. 


  ‘If I use Elfin Stone’s Ring to absorb health and accumulate up to 10,000 blood magic power, the damage will be higher...’ 


  1.2 times 480,000 was a bit less than 580,000. It was difficult to expect a high destructive power against monsters. However, he must not forget that the essence of Extreme Blood Transfusion was lifestealing. Grid gained approximately 240,000 additional health. 


  ‘Good...’


  Tankers were divided into two main categories—tankers who invested more in defense than health, and tankers who invested more in health than defense. There were pros and cons to each one. Tankers with high defense were vulnerable to true damage since they focused on greatly reducing damage instead of reducing health consumption. Meanwhile, tankers with high health were the complete opposite. As a result, most guilds raised both types of tankers. Depending on the situation, there were times when a tanker with high health (a meat shield) was put on the front lines, while other times a tanker with high defense was put on the front lines. 


  It was safe to say that with 400,000 health, Grid currently had the highest health across all players. He also couldn’t be distinguished from a meat shield because his defense and resistance were as high as his health. He also possessed all types of shields and recovery skills. Grid confirmed that it would be hard for him to die while fighting in the future. 


  Honestly, he thought that dying in the current state was like trolling. Then a few days ago, Grid realized that he was still lacking. Putting aside the issue of control, he was overwhelmed when it came to stats against Baal. 


  ‘I have to become stronger.’


  It was lacking. Betty stared at the greedy Grid, who was eager for greater power, and slowly opened her mouth, “Runes aren’t everything.” 


  “Huh?” 


  “People praise runes as artifacts with infinite potential, but they are different from creatures. There are limitations.” 


  “......?”


  How ominous. 


  Betty warned the tense Grid, “Your rune has too much power. Sooner or later, the capacity will be exceeded and the moment of choice will come. Don’t blindly believe in your rune.” 


  “Capacity... is there a moment when I will have to choose to abandon some of the powers in the rune?” 


  “Yes, your rune has received divine intervention, so it has a greater capacity than normal runes. The powers you have absorbed are so vast that the limits will probably come soon.” 


  “Around when?” 


  How much more strength could be absorbed in the future? What power should he give up at the moment of choice? 


  Betty replied to the deeply troubled Grid, “If it continues like this, then perhaps 20 years?” 


  “...Ah, yes.” 


  20 years—it might be a fleeting moment for Betty, but it was a time span that felt vague for Grid. 


  ‘I have collected 14 powers so far. Then there should be approximately 40 powers in 20 years?’ 


  If 40 was the limit, then it seemed convincing. Could the power of the great demons and vampires fill up the 40 slots? The restless Grid reclaimed the soul of Elfin Stone that returned to the ring. For a while, he was going to focus on hunting. He would stay in hell with the succubi and focus on the upbringing of Noe, Randy, the Overgeared Skeletons, and the vampires, while also leveling up. 


  ‘I would be able to hunt indefinitely if I had enough stamina.’ 


  Of course, infinite hunting was still possible now. During the times when Grid were exhausted, the God Hands could move on their own for automatic hunting. It was just that he would have to lower the level of the hunting ground in order to easily hunt with only the God Hands. It was best for Grid to hunt by himself if he wanted to increase the experience rate. 


  ‘I’ll have to quickly gain the Demon God’s heart.’ 


  The 12th Great Demon, Sitri—could Grid really succeed in raiding him? Grid was making plans with a confused mind when he expressed the question he had been curious about, “Betty, what is the Demon God?” 


  What was the reason that the 12th great demon received the title of god when even Baal didn’t have it? Perhaps Betty, being Baal’s Contractor, would know? Grid’s guess was correct. Betty naturally knew about Sitri. “A monster created by the soul of chaos.” 


  “Soul of chaos?” 


  “Originally, Sitri was the soul of a great demon. His soul has a magnetism that attracts the souls who have lost their body and are wandering.” 


  


  


  “......”


  “Tens of thousands of souls roaming in hell have been absorbed by Sitri’s soul over the years and Sitri’s soul has become infinitely enlarged. The growth of the soul is directly connected to the growth of the body and divinity. Sitri eventually became a god.” 


  “......!”


  Indeed, a god was correct. Still, there was something strange. “It seems he isn’t a god. It is safer to call him a beast.” 


  “It is a gathering of tens of thousands of souls. There are too many thoughts mixed in and he couldn’t maintain his sense of reason.” 


  “Is that why he isn’t worshipped as a god?” 


  Grid had visited the neutral zones of hell and witnessed the identity of the god worshipped by the demons. Evil God Yatan—all beings in hell served Yatan. He had never seen anyone who worshipped Sitri as a god. It was as he expected. 


  “Yes. Who would worship a beast as a god? That doesn’t mean you can think of Sitri as an imitation of a god. He might not have believers, but the power of his divinity is real.” 


  “Is he stronger than Baal?” 


  “It isn’t like that. He is probably weaker than most single-digit demons. No matter how strong, there are limits without skills and wisdom.” 


  “Then why are the great demons ignoring Sitri?” 


  Even a single digit great demon would eventually die. Hell Gao proved that. Now the soul of a dead great demon was roaming hell. There is a risk that reincarnation will be impossible if they are absorbed by Sitri’s soul. So why ignore Sitri? 


  “Great demons can control their own souls even if only their soul was remaining. It is so to say that there is no chance of their soul being absorbed by Sitri.” 


  “Ah...” It wasn’t just Braham who could move his soul according to his will. 


  “Furthermore, Sitri’s concerns are all focused on the human world, so there is less chance of an accident in hell. From the standpoint of the great demons, there is no need to touch Sitri.” 


  “I see...” Grid got a chill down his spine as he recalled Sitri’s eye staring at the human world through a crack in hell. He was troubled by the fact that he couldn’t target Sitri according to his plan. 


  ‘It is premature to target the heart of the Demon God.’ 


  Now it seemed he had to focus on leveling up without any feeling regrets. He could plan his next step once he had grown. Grid decided on his route and bowed politely to Betty. “Thank you for your help today.” 


  “Yes.” 


  “That... I will surely punish Baal one day.” 


  Grid was ashamed when saying this. What method would he be able to use to defeat Baal? At this point, he hadn’t found it yet. Betty smiled at the blushing Grid. It was the first smile she showed. “I’ll cheer for you. Come again if you need help.” 


  Baal’s death was directly related to Betty’s death since she became immortal after contracting with Baal. It was what Betty wanted. 


  [Affinity with the tower member ‘Betty’ has increased by 30.] 


  “Then goodbye...” 


  He only one-sidedly received her help, but affinity with her rose. How lonely had she been to be so thrilled with a bit of encouragement? Grid recalled Betty’s skeletal body with mixed feelings and burned with more hostility toward Baal. 


  ‘I will be sure to get rid of him.’ 


  Grid hadn’t forgotten Pagma’s screaming soul. Baal’s madness as he laughed at the screaming soul could never be tolerated. Grid pledged again and came out of Betty’s room, only to be startled. 


  “It has been a while.” It was a blond-haired man—a handsome man who boasted the appearance of a noble was waiting for Grid. 


  “Hayate, I greet you.” 


  Grid fell to one knee. The master of the Tower of Wisdom and a dragon killer—he was also the mentor who handed over the infinite sword energy, and Grid felt great respect for him. 


  Hayate gazed at Grid with affectionate eyes. “You’ve met the Martial God. It is also the real one.” 


  Hayate was the ultimate transcendent and could perfectly see the changes in Grid. 


  “Do you know Chiyou?” 


  “I’ve always noticed his gaze.” 


  “Gaze...?” 


  “The gaze that is looking at me from that place.” 


  The ceiling of the tower—to be exact, Hayata was pointing at the sky beyond the ceiling. Was this the greatness that allowed him to even sense the eyes of the gods peeking at the human world... 


  Hayate made a suggestion to Grid, who was more flustered than admiring, “I want to entrust you with one task. Will the time be okay?” 


  “Of course.” 


  He had to level up, but he couldn’t miss out on a quest. This was a quest given by the first seat, Hayate. There would surely be a huge reward. 


  ‘I should agree even if there are no rewards.’ 


  Grid didn’t forget the duty of the Pioneer. Rather than gaining the favor of the tower members, he was a person who contributed to the peace of the world by resolving the tasks given by the association members. This was the Pioneer. 


  ‘...Wait.’ 


  Grid had a new question—what would happen if Agnus became the Pioneer? 


  ‘It will be a mess in many ways...’ 


  Grid felt his role and responsibilities.


  Voting results for my celebration event are out. Please check out the results below. Also, forgot the poll results and they'll come out in the next chapter.
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  “Does this make sense?” 


  At the S.A Group’s headquarters... 


  Perhaps this would eventually lead to voyeurism, but the executives who were watching Grid’s move had their attention gathered in one place—the one who would create a swordsmanship superior to the Matchless Heart Swordsmanship to cut down and kill the gods and dragons. 


  Sword Saint Biban’s shocking remark caught their attention. 


  “I know that Morpheus made the most ideal swordsmanship by referring to and synthesizing sword techniques around the world... is it possible to create swordsmanship beyond the Matchless Heart Swordsmanship? Especially by a player.” 


  Kraugel’s actions after becoming the Sword Saint were lower than expected. It was different from the period when he was a normal class and called the ‘sky above the sky.’ Kraugel didn’t show much activity, so the executives were very disappointed. His obstinacy meant he refused to inherit the Matchless Heart Swordsmanship. They couldn’t be optimistic about him when he lost the honor of the Sword Saint, who was known as the ‘strongest combat class.’ 


  Biban had expressed the executive’s hearts when he spoke bitterly about Kraugel. Yet today, he discussed Kraugel’s potential. He said that the reason Kraugel didn’t learn the Matchless Heart Swordsmanship was to create a better swordsmanship. Was it a feasible guess? 


  The executives were purely curious. 


  Chairman Lim Cheolho received their gazes and opened his mouth after a long silence, “Morpheus has the data of 289 types of swordsmanship that exists all over the world. The 2,570 swordsmanship related skills that Satisfy supports are all created based on that data and the Matchless Heart Swordsmanship is one of them.” 


  The most powerful and complete swordsmanship made by the supercomputer Morpheus analyzing, synthesizing, creating, and improving the hundreds of swordsmanship types. Up to now, everyone, including Chairman Lim Cheolho, had called it the ‘ultimate swordsmanship’ and in fact, it was still the case. 


  However, Chairman Lim Cheolho was convinced at this moment. Morpheus continued to evolve from the experiences of the two billion players and had to think of a swordsmanship beyond the Matchless Heart Swordsmanship. The reason that the ‘possibility’ of a swordsmanship that went beyond the Matchless Heart Swordsmanship was planted through Biban’s mouth was probably influenced by Morpheus’ evolution. 


  “As you all know, the data is old. The more new data that is accumulated, the more likely it will be.” 


  “It is natural that something beyond the Matchless Heart Swordsmanship will be born.” 


  “Yes. Considering that some of the two billion players quit for some unknown reason or taking into account the operation of sword techniques not foreseen by Morpheus’ data, it is natural for Morpheus to come up with a better swordsmanship than the Matchless Heart Swordsmanship.” 


  Humans performed miracles from time to time. Ordinary people like Grid, Kraugel, and Agnus, sometimes surpassed Morpheus’ predictions. Even if it was just a single miracle caused by one in ten thousand people, the miracles would accumulate and change as the number of people playing Satisfy exceeded two billion. 


  “I don’t think it will be strange if Kraugel acquires that new swordsmanship.” 


  Chairman Lim Cheolho’s gaze was fixed to the center-left monitor. It was a live broadcast of Kraugel struggling with the yangban he encountered while crossing the desert of Kaya. 


  Kraugel’s expression was tense because he underestimated himself since Yeum was the first yangban he met. He assumed the level of the yangbans to be the same as Yeum, so his defense was very tight. Even so, he never made the mistake of falling down in the sand. 


  Every time he blocked the attack of the yangban, he placed a lot of strength into his body, but his footwork was light. This allowed him to move freely across the desert sands. A genius who adapted quickly to the environment in any situation—Kraugel’s talent in combat was still standing out, and it was good enough to call him the best among all players. Was it just out of simple stubbornness that such a genius turned away from the Matchless Heart Swordsmanship? 


  ‘Maybe he instinctively felt it.’ 


  Did Kraugel’s subconscious peeked at the fact that the Matchless Heart Swordsmanship wasn’t enough to be called the ultimate swordsmanship? 


  'No, isn’t this too much of a leap?’ 


  Chairman Lim Cheolho shook his head to deny his thoughts and laughed. This type of confusion was something he felt about Grid during the time when Grid was rapidly developing. 


  In the video, Kraugel’s sword made the yangban’s attack useless and it directly pierced the yangban’s neck. The ensuing Space Sword cut the desert in half. 


  The second one after Grid—it was the day when the next player to defeat a half-god alone was born. After the struggle with Yeum, Kraugel wandered through Kaya for half a month and was steadily growing. There were many chances for him in Kaya where few players had visited. 


  ***


  At Hayate’s library, located at the top of the Tower of Wisdom... 


  Grid sat face to face with Hayate. Hayata poured the warm tea and handed it to Grid. 


  “10 days from now, the gourmet cycle will arrive.” 


  “Gourmet cycle?” 


  “It refers to the period when Gourmet Dragon Raiders will travel around the entire continent to enjoy food.” 


  “Are you saying the dragon will tour the entire continent?” Grid’s face turned white as he recalled the dragon’s enormous body and fierce nature. The dragon’s tour of the entire continent sounded like it would soon destroy the continent. 


  Hayate smiled at the nervous Grid. “You don’t have to imagine a giant dragon coming down from the sky and destroying the city. Raiders will polymorph to a human during the gourmet cyrcle. I am told he reduces the size of his stomach to focus on the taste.” 


  “I see...” 


  Grid easily understood the concept of Polymorph. The hatchling Nefelina, who stayed in the Overgeared Kingdom, was disguised as a normal human. However, he wasn’t relieved. So what if the dragon looked like a human? The dirty personality would still be the same. 


  “So... what do I need to do during the gourmet cycle?” 


  “Please introduce Raiders to some reputable restaurants.” 


  “Yes, I kno... Eh?Huh??”


  “The gourmet cycle approaches every 100 years. It isn’t strange for some of the restaurants that Raiders remembers to have disappeared or the taste changed. There can be trouble if Raiders eats bad food or becomes annoyed... I hope you can select some of the most popular restaurants in the world these days and guide Raiders to them.” 


  “......”


  Guide a dragon? He had to go on a gourmet journey with a vicious dragon? 


  Grid’s head was blank from the bolt that came out of the blue. It was said that the Pioneer and tower members had a mutually supportive relationship. He might’ve been helped a lot by the association members so far, but he was reluctant to do this task and felt dissatisfied. In the first place, wasn’t the Pioneer in charge of the peace of the world and weren’t the dragons supposed to be marked by the tower members? 


  Why did he have to guide a dragon...? 


  Hayate explained to the unconvinced Grid, “As you know, the purpose of the Tower of Wisdom isn’t to destroy dragons. It is to prevent them from causing incidents.” 


  


  


  It was impossible for the tower members to have the goal of wiping out the dragons. The real purpose of the tower wasn’t to fight the dragon. It was to block the dragons from attacking. 


  “In that sense, Raiders is a dragon that is easy to handle. There will be no accidents as long as you satisfy his appetite. That is why our tower members have been helping Raiders with his gourmet tour up to now...” 


  Hayate’s expression darkened. Grid could easily see the reason why. 


  “The tower members aren’t able to provide the proper guidance...” 


  The tower members were existences who had left the world. Most of them only left the tower when they had a special mission, apart from Biban who habitually ran out of the tower. What would they know about the world’s most popular restaurants? It would’ve been very difficult to satisfy Raiders. 


  “That’s right. On the other hand, you are the king of a nation and you must be aware of the circumstances of the world. It won’t be too difficult for you to find famous restaurants around the continent and there will be less restrictions on you when traveling. This is why I would like to ask you to guide Raiders.” 


  “Um...”


  The circumstances were understandable, but he wasn’t willing at all. 


  Visit restaurants across the continent—even if he secured the coordinates of as many places as possible in advance and traveled by Teleport, it would take at least a fortnight. He would have to be with a dragon for that long. He didn’t like that he could die if he made a single mistake, as well as the fact that he wouldn’t be able to level up during this fortnight. 


  ‘I’m really sorry... I’m going to have to reject this mission.’ 


  Grid considered it and opened his mouth, “I...” 


  [★Hidden Quest★ Gourmet Cycle has occurred!] 


  [Gourmet Cycle] 


  [Difficulty: ??? 


  Guide Gourmet Dragon Raiders to restaurants all over the continent. 


  In order to satisfy Raiders, you must visit at least 80 restaurants and hear that it is delicious at least 60 times. 


  Every time Raiders says ‘I’m happy,’ you will receive a special gift from Raiders. 


  Quest Clear Conditions: Guide Raiders to at least 80 restaurants. 


  Quest Clear Rewards: Depends on Raiders’ satisfaction. 


  Quest Failure: Anger of the gourmet dragon.] 


  [Would you like to accept the quest?] 


  “...Yes, I will accept.” 


  “Thank you.” 


  “It is for world peace. How can I refuse?” 


  “It is great. I also believe in you.” 


  What was a special gift from a dragon? The excited Grid made an announcement in the guild chat window. 


  -Recommend restaurants.


  Then he sent a separate whisper to Lauel. 


  -Talk to the local lords and tell them to hold events recommending restaurants.


  -Huh?


  -Right now.


  -Yes...I understand.


  The next target of his whisper was Faker. 


  -It is time to move the Eclipse assassins.


  -Give me any task.


  -Please arrange restaurants.


  -I understand.


  ‘Okay.’ 


  With this, he had finished the minimal preparations. He would stop by the East Continent and ask the Cho King and Xing King for restaurant recommendations. Grid rose from his seat and spoke to Hayate with a confident expression, “I will complete this gourmet tour mission perfectly. Please wait for the good news.” 


  “Indeed... you are truly reassuring as a legend, a transcendent, and the Hero King. I’ll tell you where Raiders’ lair is so go there in 10 days.” 


  “I understand.” 


  Gourmet Dragon Raiders—the curse on Sticks’ heart might completely disappear if Grid could build up a good relationship with it. Grid was looking forward to it.
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  Eclipse—the strongest and worst assassination group that existed for over a thousand years. They were currently serving ‘Lantier’ Faker and were steadily adapting to the new group called the Overgeared Shadows. 


  Life without harming innocent people, for example, kidnapping young boys and girls, brought peace to their hearts. They might have received brainwashing training to accept any evil behavior and killing as long as it was an order from their superiors, but their human heart still remained in their subconscious. 


  To be honest, they liked life in the Overgeared Kingdom. As they started to learn their forgotten feelings and morality, they gradually realized the value of life and felt they had finally become human beings. They didn’t have any doubts or anxieties about their new life, except for the fact that their organization name was the Overgeared Shadows. However, today they were full of doubts.


  ‘Restaurants...?’ 


  An important mission—the assassins gathered urgently at Lantier’s command and were shaken by the mission assigned by the Overgeared King himself. The contents of this mission were so confusing that they revealed their agitation despite being emotionally stunted. Look for hidden restaurants across the country? It seemed much more difficult than the task of finding and killing a public target without leaving any small clues behind. 


  “Can I dare ask one question?” 


  A talented person with the nickname Advent of Silence—he was number 166 and the third shadow position during the Eclipse era. Once he raised his hand, Faker gave him the right to speak. He asked, “A restaurant selling delicious food. Is the dictionary meaning correct?” 


  “That’s right.” 


  “What is delicious food? Isn’t food just a tool to fill our stomachs?” 


  They were beings who were abducted before they were mature and raised as Eclipse assassins. Appetite, libido, material desires, etc.—taste was a luxury for them who had all their desires castrated. Therefore, they didn’t understand the concept of taste properly. 


  “......”


  Faker looked at the assassins showing curious expressions and ordered a subordinate to bring over delicacies. 


  “I think it would be quicker for you to try it and feel it yourself.” 


  Faker gestured and the assassins started to eat. They soon put down their knives and forks. It was because they couldn’t feel any taste. The moment they felt a bit of satiety, they started rejecting the food. Certain educations they received over the years made them act this way. 


  “Hmm...”


  Choosing restaurants definitely wasn’t an easy task. The concept of taste was something that not even objective evaluations could be blindly trusted. Several times, Faker had been left disappointed after visiting famous restaurants mentioned on social media. This made him familiar with the minimum conditions for evaluating restaurants and he was going to explain this to his subordinates. 


  However, the Eclipse assassins had lost their taste buds. 


  How much time had passed? Faker thought silently for a while before ordering his aide, “Tell Idan to prepare lunch.” 


  “Yes.”


  After a moment... 


  “Kuweek!” 


  The moment they took a bite of Idan’s food, the Eclipse assassins realized the importance of taste. They finally regained their taste buds and Faker gave them an order, “From now on, find delicious restaurants all over the continent and report to me.” 


  “Yes!” 


  Hundreds of assassins disappeared into the darkness and scattered across the continent. 


  ***


  “It seems like a rash judgment.” 


  Sticks became serious when Grid returned from the Tower of Wisdom and said he would meet the gourmet dragon. A dragon was a creature that couldn’t be understood by human ideas. In particular, there were great differences in the values of the dragons who had existed and reigned since the beginning. 


  First of all, they didn’t understand the importance of life. They made it their first priority to fulfill their own desires. They didn’t know the concept of consideration itself, so they didn’t really think about the situation around them. If something unpleasant happened, then they would lose their temper and destroy everything in sight. It was like a four year old child with the most powerful force in the world. 


  Sticks evaluated a dragon in this way. 


  “As you know, I met the gourmet dragon and was cursed.” 


  This was what Grid heard in the past during the trials of the Behen Archipelago. Most of the dragons had heavy asses and didn’t move directly when they went out to play. Instead, they created an avatar using magic. The gourmet dragon whom Sticks met was also an avatar. 


  “The world tree... it was because the elves tried to protect it since the world tree is no different from a mother to us. The results were disastrous. My heart was cursed and I couldn’t protect my mother. The gourmet dragon ripped out half of her roots and put them in his mouth. As the elves and I watched, he devoured my mother.” 


  “......”


  “He is a vicious guy. It won’t end well if you meet such a guy.” 


  Grid clearly understood Sticks’ concerns. To be honest, he was afraid to meet a dragon, but he wanted to believe in Hayate. Hayate had said it clearly—Raiders was a dragon that was easy to handle, and there would be no accidents as long as its appetite was satisfied. 


  ‘I just need to find the restaurants well.’ 


  He planned to take action. In particular, if Grid visited the Saharan Empire and other kingdoms directly for cooperation then the empress and the kings would definitely do their best. 


  Grid’s prediction was correct. 


  “There are many famous restaurants in Titan. Nobles often visit them so the atmosphere and demeanor aren’t inferior. Would you like to visit with me in person?” 


  Empress Basara actively cooperated. The leader of Satisfy’s only empire and the most powerful nation wanted to help Grid. The empress would personally visit the restaurants? The large and small officials of the empire were startled. 


  “Your Majesty, I will bring the chefs to the imperial palace right now. Please protect your jade body.” 


  People who tried to stop Basara moved frantically and Spear Saint Rachel sighed. 


  


  


  ‘The people who manage the affairs of the empire have no eyes.’


  The empress would be angry. Rachel thought so, but Basara was still smiling. Her usual smile calmed the officials. “Evaluating a restaurant isn’t just about evaluating the taste of the food. It is also about observing the overall atmosphere and the attitude of the employees. It is right for me to personally visit with King Grid.” 


  “The empress’ jade body is the heart of the empire. The empress must not leave the imperial palace to ensure that the empire is peaceful...” 


  “I will go directly.” 


  “...Yes, Your Majesty.” 


  Basara never lost her smile. However, through her strong attitude, the officials intuitively noticed that her mood was a bit displeased. Basara left behind the officials who could no longer protest and spoke to Grid, “I’ll finish the preparations as soon as possible. Can you wait a moment?” 


  “I can wait all night. Take it slowly.” 


  Grid respected Basara as empress. He might be ahead of her in terms of armed force, but he knew he wasn’t her opponent in terms of power and wealth. No, it was natural for Grid to respect her as a reliable helper and a friend. However, Basara misunderstood. 


  I can wait all night...


  She blushed slightly at the romantic words and left the great hall of the emperor’s palace with a shy smile. Unlike the servants who rushed after her, Spear Saint Rachel and Beast King Morse remained beside Grid. 


  “It has been a long time. I am grateful that Your Majesty personally came here to visit.” 


  Duke Rachel was a descendant of Saharan’s founder and originally served only the ruler of the empire. She was a figure who thought that everyone was under her feet except for the ruler. However, she was humble in front of Grid and it wasn’t just because he was an allied king. She witnessed Grid’s power and charisma when slaughtering the great demons in the canyon and she came to respect Grid. It was the same for Beast King Morse. They both had the experience of being helped by Grid.


  “Not long ago, Duke Grenhal was inspired after visiting the Overgeared Kingdom. It was regrettable that I couldn’t go due to an incident in my territory.” 


  Morse who tried to speak politely was a bit strange to Grid. Morse was a beast-like man with the nickname of Beast King and didn’t know etiquette very well. Still, Grid found it cute that he was trying not to make mistakes.


  “Isn’t it possible for us to meet and chat at any time? I am happy with one meeting. I don’t think it is necessary to feel regret.”


  Grid’s kind remark and gentle smile thrilled Rachel and Morse. A friend—they were glad that Grid had reaffirmed what they were thinking. 


  It happened as the atmosphere became warm... 


  “It is a mess.” Someone’s annoyed voice rang out in the great hall. 


  Rachel and Morse frowned as they realized the owner of the voice. However, as a loyal subject of the empire, they didn’t dare ignore it. They turned their heads and bowed. 


  “You are here, Prince Dulandal.” 


  “Bah.” Prince Dulandal sent a disgruntled look to Rachel and Morse before walking up to Grid. The smell of alcohol wafted from him, but Grid knew that Dulandal wasn’t drunk at all. The smell of alcohol and the bottle in his hand were just tools for his act. “It is worthy of a king without any genealogy. You don’t understand etiquette at all. Don’t you know that no one can stay in the great hall when the empress has left? If you came to eat breadcrumbs, then you should wait quietly outside. How dare you stay in the great hall and make it stink?” 


  “Your Highness! Please refrain from speaking like that!” 


  Rachel and Morse shouted, but it was to no avail. 


  This time, Dulandal criticized Rachel and Morse, “You have forgotten the grace of the empire. I’ve recognized it since the throne was appointed. It is shameful if you really don’t know. Do you enjoy playing house with the king of a small nation? You dare to raise your voice to the person you should be serving in earnest? You are pathetic.” 


  "You are making too many mistakes by leaning on your drunkenness. I look forward to you coming to me tomorrow with regret and apologizing.” 


  Rachel spat out and guided Grid like she no longer wanted to be here. “Let’s go. You will only be offended if you remain here.” 


  Just then... 


  “You dare show your back to me?!” Prince Dulandal shouted from where he had been playing drunk. The anger he revealed wasn’t acting, but his true heart. “You...! You dare to leave when I, a member of the imperial family, didn’t allow it? Rachel! You are really crazy!” 


  It was a terrible sense of authority. Prince Dulandal finally crossed the line against a duke of the empire who could establish her own independent kingdom if she was determined. The moment Rachel found the events of the day humiliating, the empire would turn Rachel and her hundreds of thousands of soldiers into enemies. 


  This was Dulandal’s wish. She was a card he wouldn’t be able to obtain anyway. It was better if she left the empire completely. 


  It was impossible for Rachel not to know what was going on. She stopped and bowed her head politely to Dulandal. “I’ve committed a crime. Then goodbye, Your Highness.” 


  If someone tried a taunt and it was useless, then they would just become angrier at the person they were taunting. Rachel remained calm so Dulandal turned his target to Grid. “Overgeared King! Shouldn’t you bow your head to me and greet me?!” 


  “......!"


  Rachel and Morse had been trying to ignore Dulandal’s obvious provocation. Now they heard these words and looked at Grid in a flustered manner. They were able to endure Dulandal’s provocation because he was an imperial prince and they had to protect the imperial family. Meanwhile, Grid’s position was completely different. If Grid was unable to bear it and hurt Dulandal, then Dulandal’s faction wouldn’t remain still. 


  The empire would be divided into two factions and the nobles belonging to Dulandal’s faction would definitely be hostile to the Overgeared Kingdom. Furthermore, the relationship between the empire and the Overgeared Kingdom would start to crack. 


  “Be patient...” 


  Before Rachel could finish her words, Grid drew his sword without looking back at Dulandal and showed the majesty of a king. The sword dance Restraint was triggered. 


  “Heok!”


  Dulandal had been making a lot of noise to provoke Grid, but now he became mute. He was overwhelmed by Grid and couldn’t help sweating. 


  This was the end. 


  Duke Dulandal stood still like a stone statue without doing anything until Grid and the dukes left the great hall. From the perspective of Grid, who had met gods and was now preparing to meet a dragon, a child like Dulandal was a trivial being not even worth looking at. 




  Chapter 1341


  “Gasp...”


  Dulandal was overwhelmed by Grid’s overbearing pressure and barely managed to breathe after collapsing.


   ‘What?’ 


  The Saharan lineage was special and Dulandal was born with red energy from birth. He might be lacking compared to the other imperial princes, but he was beyond an ordinary person in terms of ability. It was unthinkable that he would be scared and restricted by someone when he had the strength of red energy. 


  ‘Someone with a poor pedigree overwhelmed me?’ 


  Dulandal had heard of Grid’s reputation over the years, but he had never acknowledged Grid’s ability. Grid’s achievements were so great that it was too much to say they were achieved with personal skills. Prince Dulandal noted that there were many helpers beside Grid and thought he was a cunning person who used people with his silver tongue. 


  He judged that Grid’s accomplishments were possible due to the sacrifices of those who were exploited by him. From the beginning, he was a commoner who became king. He was a traitor who betrayed the royal family he served and seized the throne. He must be an ordinary person. 


  So Dulandal ignored and despised him. 


  ‘Isn’t he cool?’ 


  Prince Dulandal realized that Grid’s skills were real and looked at Grid again. In fact, he didn’t care about personality when evaluating talent. He felt uneasy about Grid because he was worried he would be fooled by Grid’s tongue, not due to personality. 


  ‘I want to make him my own.’ 


  Dulandal was fascinated by Grid and wanted to obtain him at any cost. He had no intention of using Lightning God Kyle and the Black Knights to threaten Grid with force. He wanted to approach it widely and buy Grid’s affection. 


  “Resh.” 


  “Yes, Your Majesty.” 


  Recently, his skills had greatly improved so he was selected as a promising figure within the Black Knights. Dulandal gave a task to Resh who was waiting outside the great hall. 


  “Find out how many wives and children Grid has.” 


  It was an easy mission. Resh immediately replied, “He has one wife and one son.” 


  “He doesn’t have any concubines?” 


  “Yes...”


  “He doesn’t seem fascinated by beautiful women. Hmm, then find out how much wealth he has accumulated.” 


  “Are you thinking about giving him money?” 


  “That’s right. Isn’t satisfying desires the easiest way to win a person’s heart?” 


  “However, King Grid should be richer than Your Highness.” 


  “......”


  Dulandal suddenly remembered the news that the Overgeared Kingdom had accumulated considerable wealth despite being a small kingdom. What could he give to buy the heart of a person who didn’t need women or money? Resh offered advice to the confused person. “First of all, why not apologize?” 


  “Apologize?” 


  “Weren’t you rude to King Grid? If you really want to please someone, shouldn’t you first acknowledge what you did wrong and let your heart go?” 


  Resh had been disappointed with Dulandal from the beginning and had become Grid’s man after exploring the Abyss with him. Dulandal never dreamed of it, but his every move was reported to Grid every day. This was why Dulandal was still alive. 


  Both Resh and Grid already knew that Dulandal had abandoned his ambition to become emperor. He realized that no matter how hard he tried, it would be impossible to bring down Basara who had succeeded the throne from Juander. He hadn’t gathered as many people as he expected. He didn’t have a good foundation, so the only thing he could do was play drunk and scold Basara and her entourage. 


  What was he doing with Lightning God Kyle next to him? If he was to use Kyle’s power to occupy the imperial palace, then troops from all over the empire would immediately punish him. However, if he could get the Overgeared King Grid... 


  “I know. I have to apologize.” 


  Apologize—Dulandal became determined to do something he had never done since he was born and returned to his palace. He washed himself with clean water and changed clothes to get rid of the smell of alcohol he had sprinkled on himself. He went to the restaurant where Grid was eating and stiffened like a stone statue. 


  He saw Basara smiling brightly when eating with Grid and recalled old memories. Every time he called her aunt... 


  She always smiled in that way.


  “......” 


  Dulandal wondered. Did he cry like her on the day his father died? He really didn’t know. He only remembered being jealous of Basara and cursing her, who was crying despite wearing the crown that she so longed for. 


  ‘Dammit.’ 


  The reason Basara didn’t kill him or drive him out after gaining the throne was because she still considered him family. Why had he forgotten that? Since when had he been so blinded by power that he hated his family? 


  “Your Highness, what brings you here?” 


  Red armor blocked Dulandal’s view as he stopped at the entrance and watched Basara. The Red Knights protecting Basara openly guarded against Dulandal. Dulandal once again realized how he had been acting during this time and spoke with a sorrowful expression, “I want to greet Her Majesty for a while.” 


  He realized that the first person he should apologize to was none other than Basara. Suddenly, a huge explosion occurred. This was Titan. What happened in the middle of the capital of the Saharan Empire? The following earthquake shook the restaurant and there were screams from everywhere. 


  “Your Highness!” 


  


  


  The Red Knights were still suspicious of Dulandal and shouted angrily. They thought Dulandal had done something to hurt the empress. 


  “I will arrest you!” 


  “Keuk!”


  Dulandal ignored the knights drawing their swords and released the red energy. Then he flew at Basara and took the debris that was falling toward her head using his back. 


  “Cough... Are you okay?”


  “Dulandal?” 


  Basara’s eyes shook fiercely as she was confused by the sudden situation. 


  “Your Highness!” 


  The Red Knights who were still suspicious of Dulandal caught up with him. 


  “It is a great demon.” 


  Grid was the one who realized the situation. His gaze was focused on the imperial palace not far away. The symbol of the empire that shone a brilliant gold was currently being eroded by sinister demonic energy. He could see 3rd Imperial Prince Benoit staggering beyond the veil of demonic energy. 


  “Dulandal.”


  “Eh?” 


  Grid hadn’t understood Juander’s last request asking not to hurt his sons. 1st Imperial Prince Roland was gentle, intelligent, and helped Basara, but the 2nd Imperial Prince aimed for the throne, so he wondered if it was right to protect him. Moreover, Dulandal was a dangerous person with the same ideas as previous emperors. 


  He didn’t understand cultures and races outside the empire and suppressed them using force. The reason Grid didn’t hurt him and kept him alive was because Basara wanted it. Grid had been in contact with Resh and Kyle for the past few months and discovered that Basara cherished her nephew, Dulandal. She hoped that Dulandal’s heart would change one day. 


  It happened today. 


  “I will leave her safety to you.” 


  “Y-Yes.” 


  Dulandal proved that he could change. It was proof that the goodwill Basara showed wasn’t meaningless. 


  ‘Now I just need to grab that guy.’ 


  The stability and development of the Saharan Empire was an absolute to the Overgeared Kingdom. In order to stabilize the empire, it was necessary to prevent accidents with the imperial princes. Therefore, Benoit had to be detained and stopped from wandering all over the continent and summoning great demons. 


  “Why? Why is this nation so peaceful?! Just like the one who killed me mother! I will break it with my own hands!” 


  Grid arrived in front of the veil of demonic energy using Shunpo and frowned when he heard Prince Benoit’s screams. Empress Marie—the person who caused chaos in the empire by poisoning Empress Aria and damaging Juander’s intelligence. Prince Benoit’s anger and vengeance that had been directed at her started wandering and he felt lost. His twisted hatred for the home he was supposed to defend led to the disaster of the great demon being summoned. 


  “Chwirik! Chwiririk! There are humans everywhere I look! Okay! Chirik! Human who summoned me! If your hope is to destroy this place! Chirik! I, Botis, am happy to make that wish come true!” 


  [The 17th Great Demon, Botis, has descended to the human world to take over.] 


  [A terrible poison is suffocating all nearby existences.] 


  A snake covered in scales from head to tail, while the arms resembled that of humans—the heavens and earth became turbulent when Botis, the great demon with a bizarre appearance let out a menacing roar and emitted poison. The veil of demonic energy gradually expanded its range and dyed the empire with poison. 


  “Kyaaaak!”


  “Hihihiiik!”


  “This is crazy!” 


  Great chaos was created among the millions of people staying in Titans or traveling to and from it. In the face of a sudden disaster, human order became meaningless. The soldiers who were supposed to protect the people cowered and fell back. The running people trampled on the fallen soldiers or grabbed each other’s collars. They did everything possible to get away from this place. The situation of the players was similar. 


  “I can’t log out?”


  “This XX! Get out of the way!” 


  Players still vividly remembered the destructive power of the 19th Great Demon, Saleos, who killed the allied forces and trampled on the rankers. There was no one who could be calm after seeing the emergence of Botis, a great demon who ranked higher than Saleos. 


  Everyone showed their backs while running away, but no one could blame them. 


  『 No, summoning a great demon in the middle of the empire... 』


  『 If the damage to the empire increases, then the entire West Continent will change dramatically. The prices of all industrial goods produced by the empire will skyrocket, refugees will become bandits and security will collapse... 』


  News broadcasters from different countries learned about the empire’s situation through the breaking news and clicked their tongue. The fleeing people could only look at each other sadly and pray there weren’t many casualties. Just then, the scene of a dragon ascending and piercing the veil of demonic energy was captured by the cameras of broadcasting companies all over the world. 


  The identity of the dragon devouring the snake who frightened millions of people was none other than Grid. 


  The amazed news hosts stood up. 


  Many people made hopeful observations that escape would be successful while Grid bought them time. However, Grid surpassed people’s predictions. He overwhelmed the 17th great demon alone without anyone else’s help. It was a feat that seemed to proclaim he would protect everyone.




  Chapter 1342


  The body of the 17th great demon was close to 10 meters long. It was like a deep cave. The moment you stepped inside it, you wouldn’t be able to escape. The sight of Grid jumping onto him seemed foolish. 


  -Running in alone? Isn’t this too unreasonable? 


  -Why doesn’t he wait for reinforcements? 


  Proof was the right of the weak and the burden of proof was said to be the duty of the challenger. However, Grid was already the best and he no longer needed to prove anything. 


  “Hey! Grid! Wait for the army to arrive! Just wait!” 


  Both the viewers and players on the field were unhappy with Grid’s actions. If Grid was unable to fight, or if he died, then it was obvious that more damage would ensue. People couldn’t figure out why he was in Titan at this time, but in any case, they wanted to rely on Grid. Therefore, they wanted Grid to put his safety first until reinforcements arrived. No one wanted to see Grid, all by himself, in a state of danger against a great demon. It happened when people’s confusion and anxiety were deepening... 


  Like a dragon, Grid ascended and pierced Botis’ giant body. His cold eyes as he climbed onto Botis’ back were captured by the cameras. Kill—the famous sword dance, no, it could now be called a sword technique—was used and a hole was pierced in Botis’ chest. 


  “Chwirik!” 


  Grid was trying to link another attack when Botis’ tail slammed into his side. Grid seemed unable to avoid it due to the guandaos in the two hands of Botis’ whose body twisted as the guandaos moved in different trajectories. 


  『 Danger... 』


  A chill went down the backs of those watching. 


  Click!


  Just then, a shield appeared in Grid’s left hand. Botis’ powerful attack that was made in an X-shape was blocked by the shield. 


  -It is fine after blocking that? 


  People who had used shields were well aware of it—a shield wasn’t almighty. There was a limit to how much damage a shield could absorb. In particular, poison attribute attacks had the side effect of corroding shields, so its defense wasn’t fully applied. Especially if the attack of the great demon was taken from the front... it wouldn't be unusual if the shield was damaged with one strike. This was why it was shocking that Grid’s shield was fine without a single scratch. 


  Botis’ long eyes flashed. “Chwirik. I heard rumors that Marchosias died not long ago. Did you do it?” 


  “Do you want revenge?” 


  “Chwi chwi! What a funny human joke.” 


  The Petrified Shield—it was the shield dropped by the 29th Great Demon, Marchosias. It had a high chance of petrifying the target in front of it. However, it was impossible for a great demon to suffer from abnormal conditions such as petrification. 


  Botis stared at the Petrified Shield and continued swinging the guandao in both hands. The guandaos’ continuous slashes gained acceleration every time his body twisted. Finally, it became so fast that it couldn’t be followed with the naked eye. Viewers felt like they were fireworks. It was because they saw sparks every time the guandao and shield collided. 


  ‘I can’t continue fighting like this.’ 


  Grid finished the exploration and stepped back. It was because the attack speed of Botis gained acceleration with every linked strike. It became so fast that his transcendence kept triggering. The world of transcendence where he became aware of all attacks caused his stamina to decline sharply so it was good to save it as much as possible. 


  “It is trivial. Chwirik. You are running away already?” 


  Botus taunted Grid with his tongue that was split in half, but it was useless. Grid was too familiar with ridicule and accusations toward him. The only way to provoke him was to touch the people around him. However, Botis only met Grid for the first time today and he didn’t know it. 


  “God Hands.” 


  10 black-gold hands rose around Grid. At the same time, they spread open their fingers and pointed at Botis. 


  “Magic Missile.” 


  Dozens of white flashes shot out and drew a cobweb. Botis avoided the flash with the nearest trajectory and defended by striking at the ensuing flashes with his guandaos. Even so, he eventually allowed a few attacks. 


  The nervous Botis showed a blank reaction. 


  “This type of miscellaneous skill...” 


  The damage of Magic Missile was proportional to Grid’s intelligence and was only in the thousands. It wasn’t even a small threat to Botis who had a health value in the two billion. It wasn’t that Grid didn’t know this. From the outset, their purpose was to disperse Botis’ attention. 


  “......!”


  Botis was flustered when the human disappeared from his field of view while he was dealing with the Magic Missiles. Then he reflexively swung the guandao when he felt the human’s presence nearby. Decoy—a magical bird containing Grid’s magic power was cut by the guandao and scattered as light. 


  Botis’ body twisted in the direction he swung the guandao. In his 180 degree field of view, he managed to capture sight of Grid. 


  “Chwirik! I knew it!” It was obvious ridicule. Botis’ mouth curled up like the tricks of humans were petty and his guandao moved in an arc at the same time. 


  “Revolve.” 


  The trajectory of the guandao seemed like it would cut Grid’s neck, but it instead curved and cut Botis’ chest. Botis’ eyes were filled with shock and amazement as he pulled out the guandao from his scales. Just then, something cut at Grid’s collarbone and chest. 


   “......!!”


  Botis wasn’t using double weapons for nothing. In the first place, he swung a horizontal cut with his left hand and a vertical cut with his right hand. The one that Grid counterattacked was the visible horizontal cut. The vertical cut that flew from an angle was unexpected. From Grid’s perspective, it was a surprise attack with no time difference. 


  Stagger.


  Grid’s health gauge dropped sharply and he started to fall down to the ground helplessly. Botis didn’t pursue him. He remained in the air and opened his mouth. 


  “Chwirik. Die.” 


  Black magic power was condensed between his sharp teeth—it was a huge wave of magic power that changed the weather, and the moment it was fired, Grid would turn to gray ash... 


  The commentators, viewers, and everyone at the scene felt it. 


  “Drop Dragon...” 


  Just then, another Grid appeared above Botis’ head and descended as a dragon. Botis’ forehead was flattened from the hit and his eyes twisted from side to side. His wide open mouth closed tightly and his long tongue was pierced by his own fangs. 


  “Ukakakaka!” 


  Were his vocal organs damaged by the shock? Botis’ body bent like a spring and he let out a strange scream as he plunged to the ground much faster than Grid had fallen before. The God Hands followed him and pierced him with all types of weapons.


  “...Pinnacle Kill Wave.” 


  Grid’s sword dance wasn’t over yet. Botis’ eyes rolled and became white. He couldn’t bear the shock of his body being struck by the wave of slashes and stabs, and lost his mind temporarily. Skills, titles, class, runes, and items—this perfect combination caused a burst of output that created a new history. 


  


  


  [The target has received 153,277,505 damage.] 


  [The target who suffered the great damage at once is unable to maintain his mind!] 


  [You have renewed the highest damage record in one shot!] 


  [The effectiveness of the title: ‘Death in One Shot’ has increased! Critical damage will increase by an additional 10%!] 


  [You are establishing unparalleled damage achievements. The protection of Martial God Zeratul has slightly increased attack power, defense, and penetration power...] 


  [......!!]


  [Martial God Chiyou has intervened!]


  [Zeratul’s protection will be removed due to Chiyou’s intervention!] 


  [The title ‘Death in One Shot!’ will be changed to ‘One Who Met the Martial God.’] 


  [The effect of ‘One Who Met the Martial God’ has increased critical hit damage by 200%. Once the title effect is activated, there is a normal probability of activating the ‘Ultimate Martial Art.’] 


  [Ultimate Martial Art] 


  [Passive 


  There is a normal chance of inflicting a stun that can’t be resisted or dispelled on the target. 


  This effect doesn’t distinguish between the target’s status, race, or rating. 


  The duration of the stun is a minimum of one second and a maximum of eight seconds.] 


  [Martial God Zeratul is very resentful!] 


  [’I am the real martial god...’ Zeratul’s empty cry echoed in the sky.]


  [The followers of the martial god scattered all over the world have started to cross the Red Sea!]


  “......” 


  A stun that couldn’t be resisted or lifted—this meant that even if the opponent was a legendary class or named boss with abnormal status resistance, they might become stunned the moment Ultimate Martial Art was launched. In addition, they couldn’t remove the stun using recovery skills such as Cure. 


  ‘It is truly a game...’ 


  In the future, Grid would be able to stun beings such as great demons and dragons. This made him happy yet afraid. It was because abnormal status causing skills that weren’t affected by abnormal status resistances would continue to emerge in the future. It was a situation where Grid himself might be affected. 


  ‘In any case, I will stay quiet since I’ve benefited.’ 


  Satisfy was a game that didn’t reflect the users’ opinions. If he protested and appealed about the matter regarding ignoring abnormal status resistance, he would just receive an answer like ‘The system arranged it for balance. Please think positively.’ In other words, it was meaningless to waste extra mental energy. Furthermore, Grid was in position to benefit so he didn’t want to think too deeply. 


  “Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.” 


  The highest level stun that made the target powerless—it was enough to be the key to victory. If he used the stun first, then he could win even if he fought against an opponent with higher specifications than him. Stars spun around in circles above the great demon’s head. No way, he was really stunned?


  Why couldn’t a great demon resist a stun that even a field boss could resist? The wide-eyed commentators from various broadcasting companies were expressing their doubts when Grid’s strike hit Botis. However, it wasn’t enough to grab victory. Botis’ health, defense, and recovery ability were so excellent that it seemed Grid would have to fight for a long time. At least, if the person dealing with Botis was Grid alone...


  “This snake head bastard dares to attack this place!” 


  Morse’ beast-like sharp claws cut at Botis’ wounds. 


  “You won’t be able to die comfortably.” 


  Then Rachel’s spear pieced one of Botis’ eyes. Botis’ poison that spread across Titan made it difficult for the soldiers and players to move, but it was useless against the dukes. 


  “Chwirik! Chwiriiik!” 


  Botis immediately regenerated his pierced eye and took a deep breath. Suddenly, the poison that spread across Titan started to be absorbed by Botis. 


  “It is annoying. I’ll stop playing and kill you. Chwirik.” 


  The scales that covered Botis’ body became entirely blue. The violent poison and chill quickly rotted the surroundings and corroded all substances. 


  “Ugh...!”


  It wasn’t just Rachel. Morse had his attribute resistance amplified in his beast form, yet even he couldn’t bear the poison. Grid wouldn’t have been much different if it wasn’t for Khan’s final work and the black tortoise’s shell. He would’ve suffered a lot of poisoning damage facing Botis and would’ve felt the fear of death. However, Grid had Immune to Ten Thousand Poisons. Khan’s prayer for Grid’s safety was protecting Grid. 


  “Request to Stand With Me.” 


  A sharp spear fell from the sky and slammed into Botis’ scales.


  “?”


  There were more stupid humans who dared to mess with him? How ridiculous was this? Botis raised his eyes to stare at the sky. In the sky above him, hundreds or thousands of battle gear were flashing sharply and aiming at him. 


  ‘What type of magic is this?’ 


  No, it wasn’t magic. This was more like a power. A human actually had a power...? Botis felt an unusual force and reflexively took a defensive stance. The rain of battle gear fell like a storm, aiming only at Botis.


  Botis tried to block them by crossing the guandaos in front of him, but he and his tail continued to be pushed back, little by little. He was shocked by the land that became deeply sunken, but he didn’t struggle. He immediately used flying magic, but he couldn’t fly. 


  Grid’s Magic Contemplation destroyed his flying magic. 


  “......!”


  In the deep hole created by Grid using Earth God, Botis was bombarded with various weapons, magic, and fire. Botis’ previous act of recovering his poison allowed the imperial army to finally join the battlefield and they launched a pincer attack. 


  The viewers were exhilarated.




  Chapter 1343


  Who dared to predict that the time would come when a player fought alone against a great demon? Humanity had been in danger of destruction from just the 32nd great demon. They never imagined that such a day would come. However, at this moment... 


  “Kiyaaaaaah!” 


  Grid’s flaming sword pierced Botis’ heart. 


  『 The empire’s dukes and army helped, but it was only a small help. Grid was already on the verge of winning before reinforcements arrived. 』


  『 In fact, Grid alone...! A player defeated a great demon alone! 』


  “Waaahhhhhhhh!”


  Joy, thrill, and hope—with Botis’ death, the shouts of people filled with all types of emotions filled the capital where the clear sky had been restored after the poison was removed. Grid’s appearance as he wiped the blood off his face and gasped roughly was reminiscent of a ferocious beast, but in people’s eyes, he was a hero and idol. 


  “Grid, can we get an interview? The part that is currently a hot topic on the Internet is the reason why the great demon was stunned. Please say something about this...”


  “Brother Grid! Can I get your signature?!” 


  A terrifying crowd swarmed. The players who somehow managed to get Grid visible on their screens were busy taking screenshots, while little boys and girls were shouting to get signatures. Grid ignored the questions of the reporters who were eagerly holding microphones and smiled kindly at the children. 


  “What’s your ID? 


  “Please write my name, not my ID! Name! I am Daniel!” 


  “My name is Ann!” 


  “Haha. Yes.” 


  Grid stroked the heads of the excited children. Then he took the papers from them and started to sign. 


  “I will be a blacksmith like Brother Grid!” 


  “I want to do the sword dances! I will be Grid’s Successor!” 


  Stop.


  Grid’s pen, which had been moving skillfully, paused for a moment. Grid’s Successor—a future he never imagined unfolded in Grid’s mind and shook his heart. 


  “Here.”


  Grid soon put down the pen. Overgeared King Grid wrote to Daniel: Be a great blacksmith like Khan. 


  Overgeared King Grid wrote to Ann: Become a better person than me. 


  “Eh? I can’t read your writing!” 


  “Haha.”


  “What did you write?” 


  These days, children don’t distinguish between reality and Satisfy. Both worlds were given equal value. It would’ve been better if they met Grid in real life and received a signature, but they didn’t feel regret. Grid responded to the children’s excited questions. “Become a respected person.” 


  ***


  [Botis’ Guandao] 


  [Rating: Legendary (Set) 


  Durability: 1,500/1,500 Attack Power: 2,280 


  * 50% increase in cutting rate. 


  * Doubles the effect of the poison attribute. 


  * The higher the wearer’s attack speed, the more damage that will ensue. 


  ★ Weapon attack power is increased when using two swords. 


  One of the two guandaos favored by the 17th Great Demon, Botis. A stronger power will be exerted when two guandaos are used at the same time. 


  Weight: 4,590 


  User Restriction: Level 430 or higher.] 


  ‘It is good because the performance and the conditions are simple.’


  There were only two equipment items dropped by Botis. They were two guandaos. The single performance was great, but it seemed to show the true power of a final weapon if it was held in the hands of a person familiar with wielding two swords. 


  ‘The problem is that there is no one around me who can handle this properly...’ 


  Wielding two weapons at the same time wasn’t an easy task. The brain was bound to make errors when moving both arms at the same time. In particular, the higher the level of the enemy, the more clearly the limit of two swords was revealed in battles that required high difficulty calculations and movements. It was the reason why Grid only dual wielded in the early days before quitting. 


  ‘How do you get the dual wielding skill?’ 


  It was a unique passive skill that corrected behavior while eliminating penalties (reduced weapon damage) that ensued when using two swords. If any of the Overgeared members received this skill, then it would be better to hand over these weapons. 


  


  


  ‘I will keep it well until then... wait?’ 


  Grid was suddenly reminded of the National Competition. There was one person who used the two sword style very well in the last National Competition. It was the person who inspired Grid to create the pair of swords called the Sword Ghost. It was Kraugel.


  ‘He is a genius among geniuses and can perfectly use two swords without the mastery skill...’ 


  Now that he became the Sword Saint, wasn’t it possible that he got the dual wielding skill? Now, if there was a mastery skill unique to the Sword Saint then it would probably encompass dual wielding. 


  ‘Okay. Let’s pass it onto Kraugel.’ 


  Only Kraugel could bring out the true power of these weapons. It would be a shame to give it to someone other than Kraugel. Besides, Kraugel was a very rich man. Grid could sell them at an expensive price. He finished deciding how to dispose of the items and whistled with a sense of lightness. He didn’t have any concerns about future problems after handing them over to Kraugel. Grid and Kraugel were friends before they were competitors. 


  “I just wanted to relieve my mother’s resentment! I just wanted to see her again! I cursed this vain peace....!” 


  During the time when Grid was fighting Botis, Prince Benoit was arrested by the knights and was in a carriage being taken to the Abyss. For more than 10 years, he had lived longing for his mother and was filled with the desire to get revenge for his mother. His face was full of wrinkles compared to his oldest brother Roland who was seven years older. His hair was also white, so he looked like a middle-aged man. 


  ‘It is futile.’ 


  Grid sympathized with Prince Benoit. His father and brothers were indifferent to the death of his mother (from Benoit’s point of view) and he burned with the desire for revenge against Marie. He planned to use the demon’s power to let his mother appear and expose Marie’s crime. However, Marie’s crimes had already been exposed and the empire had changed too much. No one ever wondered about the secret behind Empress Aria’s death. Apart from Benoit, the people of the empire were looking to the future, not the past. Benoit’s feelings, his desires, and all the years he invested were reduced to nothing. 


  Grid stared sadly at the hatred and despair in Prince Benoit’s eyes as he headed for the Abyss wrapped in chains. 


  “Thank you for protecting my people.” 


  Then Empress Basara arrived at the scene. On behalf of the imperial people, she bowed and thanked Grid. The people were greatly shocked by the appearance of Basara bowing since they regarded the emperor as heaven, but Basara didn’t care. She just wanted people to gradually adapt to the appearance of the new ruler. 


  In the midst of the noise, Basara approached Grid and whispered quietly, “We don’t intend to execute Prince Benoit, so don’t worry.” 


  It seemed she misunderstood when she saw Grid watching Benoit sadly. In fact, Grid thought it was natural for Benoit to be executed. Basara’s public sentiment would just worsen if she spared the great sinner who tried to harm his home and his people.


  “Is it due to the last will of the former emperor?” 


  Former emperor Juander had left a will behind—he hoped that the princes would be taken care of as much as possible. He was solely the reason why his children were lacking or twisted, thus he asked for them to be temporarily watched because their innate nature wasn’t bad. It was a last will left to Grid, but there were many witnesses at the time. Thus, the news was delivered to Basara’s ears. Perhaps Juander’s will clouded Basara’s judgment. Basara seemed to read Grid’s heart and strongly denied it. 


  “No. The will of the former emperor can’t be used as an excuse to forgive those who tried to harm the people. The reason I want to keep Benoit alive is his knowledge of demons.” 


  It was worth using. Thanks to this good cause, she was relieved that she didn’t have to hurt her nephew. Grid obviously knew Basara’s personality and nodded with a smile. Then his face suddenly stiffened. 


  ‘By the way, what means did the knights use to defeat Benoit?’ 


  Of course, the knights of the empire were very skilled. In particular, the reputation of the Red Knights was known throughout the continent. However, the strength of the knights who arrested Prince Benoit weren’t very high. Based on Grid’s insight, they were only Red Knights in the 20s. Was it possible for Red Knights with a ranking in the 20s to defeat Benoit, who knew how to handle the red energy that was the lineage of the Saharan imperial family? It was absolutely impossible. Even if there were variables with Benoit, they wouldn’t be able to cross the wall of innate lineage and talent. Saharan’s lineage was too special. 


  ‘Was he deliberately captured?’ 


  Why? 


  ‘Don’t tell me?’


  Grid’s heart sank. Benoit was an expert in demons and there was the mysterious demon Biplonz in the Abyss. Was it a coincidence that the two of them would meet in a short time? In the first place, Benoit’s obsession was beyond imagination. Otherwise, he wouldn’t have given up his position and wandered the continent for more than a decade. Would such a person easily give up on his life? Did he hasten his own cause by committing the crime of releasing a great demon in the heart of his homeland? 


  ‘At first, I thought he was desperate, but...’ 


  No. The reason for committing a crime of high treason that would cause him to be locked up in the Abyss wouldn’t be so simple. The fact that Biplonz was in the Abyss was also a matter of concern. 


  “It was an unexpected accident. Since it is like this, we will look at restaurants tomorrow. First, go back to the imperial palace to relieve fatigue...” 


  “Excuse me a moment.” 


  “......”


  Basara’s cheeks turned a subtle red as she gazed at Grid’s back as he left in a hurry. She once again fell for Grid’s kindness and consideration for her who would be busy due to the sudden incident. 


  ***


  The Red Knights hurriedly escorted the carriage of the sinner. The identity of the sinner was an imperial prince, so they didn’t want to draw too much attention from the people. 


  “Wait!” Grid shouted when he saw the carriage carrying Benoit arrive at the entrance of the Abyss in the distance. However, his voice didn’t reach because he was too far away. In the end, Grid drew his sword, entered the Transcend state, and used Shunpo. In an instant, he stood at the entrance of the Abyss and Prince Benoit’s voice pierced his ears. 


  “As expected of the most famous person of this time, you are quick to notice.” 


  “......!”


  Grid’s eyes widened. A darkness deep enough to suck up the light—Prince Benoit threw himself off the cliff with an immeasurable depth, or into the bottomless pit. There was no time for the Red Knights leading Benoit up the stairs to stop him. 


  “Shunpo.” 


  The panicked Grid rushed to catch Benoit. However, a curtain of magic power unfolded like a shield and wrapped around the entrance of the Abyss, blocking Grid. Grid crashed into the curtain and bounced back immediately. He swung his sword to remove the curtain, but Benoit was already heading deep into the darkness. 


  “I curse the former emperor and the current empress for using excuses to not declare Marie’s sins!” 


  Benoit’s scream constantly echoed as he soon disappeared. 




  Chapter 1344


  [Amoract, the great demon of conflict, is waiting for you somewhere in hell.] 


  This was the message that appeared when Yura saw Baal. The great demon who approached Yura during the days when Yura was Yatan’s Servant—she seemed to be in a conflicting and competitive relationship with Baal since a long time ago. It was one of Yura’s hopes. Yura knew she had to meet Amoract. She started searching through all the hells to find Amoract. 


  ‘Of course, Amoract’s tendencies won’t be different from Baal.’ 


  Yura estimated that Amoract’s ranking was between 5th and 2nd. The information of the top ranking great demons were almost unknown, except for Baal and Beriache, but based on various circumstances, Amoract was likely to be second. The higher the ranking, the darker the evil, and Amoract was clearly wicked and similar to Baal. 


  However, Yura thought she could use Amoract to catch Baal. It was impossible to stop Baal without the help of an absolute being. It was because hell would be eternal unless Baal was defeated. 


  ‘Additionally, Amoract should know the weaknesses of Demon God Sitri.’ 


  Helmis, the blacksmith of hell, had said it. In order for Grid to become stronger, he needed the heart of the Demon God. 


  ‘Let’s go.’ 


  The 5th Hell—she was aimlessly wandering in an area filled with monsters that were over level 600. Yura moved secretly through this place and crossed several life and death crises. She insisted on moving forward despite being afraid and tired. She wanted to check the identity of the master by going to the castle where the master of the 5th Hell resided. 


  Of course, the price would be death. She would feel great despair if the owner of the 5th Hell wasn’t Amoract. It meant she would have to visit the 3rd and 2nd Hells in turn when they boasted a much more heinous difficulty than the 5th Hell. 


  “......”


  Yura’s black eyes continued to shake as she held her breath while moving in order to not be noticed by the wandering monsters. It looked exactly like the day she visited the 1st Hell to help Grid. Nevertheless, Yura kept moving forward. She didn’t stop walking. 


  ***


  Empress Aria was as good as her appearance. She was kind to anyone and always did good deeds. She was everyone’s role model. People loved her regardless of their status. There was no one who hated her, until Empress Marie appeared. 


  ‘Why?’


  Why was the emperor tempted by that greedy woman? How did the incompetent man who couldn’t even protect his wife become the emperor? He... why didn’t he protect her? Why, why, why, why...? Prince Benoit resented everything in the empire, including himself. He hated the emperor who stayed quiet even after finding out that Marie was the one who killed Aria and he despised the people who no longer missed his mother. 


  ‘I curse you!’ 


  Marie, the emperor, the people, and himself. 


  “I curse you!” Prince Benoit shouted again as he fell into the endless abyss. The echo in his ears was like a response to his shouts.


  “All the humans of the empire! I curse everything in the empire!” 


  May the subjects who forgot the love and kindness of his mother suffer like his mother. May this monstrous empire that had no value after his mother died perish. Prince Benoit longed for it.


  -I remember. 


  The demon curled up in the abyss opened his eyes. 


  -I am the hope of those whose heart’s desire is a curse. 


  Biplonz, the demon who was trapped in a cage and forgot himself—bloody tears flowed from his eyes in response to Benoit’s desire. 


  -Demon of curses...


  The 11th great demon sealed by Sword Saint Muller—after wandering as a soul for hundreds of years, he was defeated by Kraugel and the impact of that time caused him to lose his memories of his previous life, and he succeeded in reincarnating.


  “Drasion! Listen to my curses!” Benoit shouted. The contract was established immediately. 


  -I understand. 


  Red demonic energy exploded through the Abyss that had been encroached on by darkness. The hatred and curses of the prisoners trapped in the Abyss responded to Drasion’s magic. 


  “Kuaaaaaack!” 


  “Kyaaaak!” 


  The screams of the prisoners started to spread from everywhere. Drasion was a person who coveted the contractor’s soul and body in exchange for fulfilling the contractor’s wish. The prisoners who had cursed someone while trapped in the Abyss became Drasion’s contractors. In return, the souls and bodies were swallowed up. Among them were those whose suffering would never end in the future, including Empress Marie. 


  “Aaaaaaack!” 


  In the midst of the pain of her bones and flesh melting, Marie’s shaking eyes saw a shadow falling from the sky as she screamed. It was a man smiling at her against the red background. It was Prince Benoit. 


  “Ben... aaack!” 


  She would’ve been better off if she was killed by the executioners. Empress Marie died in grief that this terrible torment would continue even after death. 


  “Hahat!Kuhahahahat!”


  Benoit’s mad laugh ran out, swallowing the prisoners’ cries. His soul and body were suffering like the prisoners, but he was neither afraid nor hopeless. He thought it would be enough if he could share this pain even after death with Marie and this made him feel joyful. The left hand of the man, which had decayed in exchange for opening the gates of hell in the past, was the first to be destroyed. Then his two feet and his legs started to melt. 


  Then someone’s urgent cry penetrated the ears of Benoit who was in pain, but enduring it. “Summon Knights!” 


  ‘Wh... o?’ 


  “Ruby!” 


  The image of a woman appearing along with a beam of light entered Benoit’s view. She was a woman with a gentle smile like his mother. 


  “Light of Purification.” 


  Flash!


  A warm, blue energy filled the Abyss. It was an energy that quickly extinguished the red demonic energy filling the Abyss. 


  


  


  -What?!


  After greedily eating the souls and bodies of the prisoners, Drasion’s face distorted as he was enjoying the last supper (Benoit). The Saintess—the object that great demons hated and feared the most suddenly appeared in front of his eyes and disturbed him. He had no choice but to feel flustered. 


  -You!


  From the depths of the Abyss, Drasion soared upwards. His sharp nails were aimed at the heart of the Saintess who was continuing to emit light. However, his nails didn’t touch the heart of the Saintess. A glass-like transparent sword blocked Drasion’s nails and burned red. Then it emitted a flame reminiscent of a dragon’s breath that burned Drasion’s flesh. 


  “Benoit!” 


  A voice familiar to Drasion called out the name of the prince who was barely still alive. A man whose eyes were firmly shining despite being in the Abyss full of despair. He shook off Drasion with a brilliant sword dance and reached out to Prince Benoit. 


  “Emperor Juander asked me to look after you!” 


  “......!!”


  Benoit’s dim eyes widened. His father, who always regarded him as a thorn, cared about his well-being at the last moment? A certain emotion shook Benoit’s heart. Forgotten pain and great regret struck him, but Benoit knew it was too late. 


  “Drasion’s curse... it will cover the empire and head for the Sword Saint.” 


  Benoit barely managed to speak before his eyes lost their light. Unknowingly, his one remaining hand reached out toward Grid before his body sagged. 


  “Oppa!” 


  Ruby was perplexed by the sight of Benoit falling out of the range of Light of Purification and shouted urgently. However, Grid couldn’t do anything. The Abyss beyond the light was so dark that it was impossible to designate a space to use Shunpo. Besides, Drasion was right in front of him. 


  It felt completely different from when he was Biplonz. The great demon abandoned purity and stared at Grid with malice and hostility. In the first place, Grid’s righteousness ended here. The reason he tried to save Benoit was because he remembered Juander’s last request. He had no intention of giving up his own life and those of his companions after he was forced to pursue Benoit who had fallen into the depths of the Abyss. 


  “Summon Knight, Mercedes.” 


  “I have responded to Your Majesty’s call.”


  “Take Ruby and run away.” 


  Teleport and return scrolls didn’t work. He needed Mercedes’ help in order to let Ruby leave here safely. 


  “...I understand.” 


  Mercedes hesitated a little over Grid’s order to leave him, but she soon answered and held Ruby in her arms, flying away.


  -The Saintess can’t be spared. 


  Drasion tried to follow the flying Mercedes, but Grid blocked his path just like Drasion previously blocked his way. 


  “You’ve changed a lot, Biplonz.” 


  -I haven’t changed. I’ve been restored to my original form. 


  “I thought you were a good guy for a demon.” 


  -The memory of meeting you wasn’t very bad. 


  There was no further conversation. Grid used all his power to prevent Drasion from advancing while Drasion pushed him with ease. Grid had just raided Botis and was at a disadvantage. Most of his ultimate skills were still on cooldown so Grid wasn’t in peak condition. The reason he held on was due to Ruby and Mercedes. 


  “Elfin Stone!” 


  “Blood Field.” 


  Elfin Stone used his unique ability when he appeared and reversed the situation. Grid’s lifestealing ability was greatly increased due to the effect of Blood Field. He used Extreme Blood Transfusion and his health that had fallen to just before hitting the immortal state was instantly refilled. Drasion glimpsed at the power of Grid, who possessed the vampire rings, various shields, and recovery skills, and he flicked his finger. 


  “Doom.”


  It was a healing reversal skill used by some high ranking demons. 


  [You have been affected by Doom.]


  [You will become an undead while Doom is maintained.] 


  [The target has received 59,975 damage.] 


  [You have received 13,194 damage due to the effect of Elfin Stone’s Ring.] 


  ‘Isn’t this crazy?’ 


  Being an undead was judged to be an abnormal status? It was a new technique that couldn’t be resisted. Grid’s face became pale when he learned the skills of a true high ranking demon. He thought about the enemies he would have to face in the future and his vision darkened. However, it was the same from the opponent’s point of view. 


  -....?!


  Drasion got a chill after being hit by Grid’s attack and being temporarily stopped by a stun. A stun—it was the first time he experienced it since he was born. He hadn’t experienced it even on the day he was killed by Sword Saint Muller. 


  ‘Are the humans of the present age stronger than Muller?’ 


  Grid barely managed to escape while Drasion, who was stiffened, stared at him like he was a monster. He got out of the Abyss and clicked his tongue. 


  “Doom? How can I beat that guy?” 


  -It might be dangerous to go up to the ground right now... 


  Drasion’s curse, which should’ve struck the empire, was temporarily sealed in the Abyss. It was a miracle caused by Ultimate Martial Art.




  Chapter 1345


  “This...”


  A sudden change in weather—the cleared up sky became dark like night again, and the faces of the magicians staring at the sky turned pale. The higher the level of the magician, the more they started sweating. They realized the cause of the darkness was powerful demonic energy. It was much more powerful than the demonic energy of Botis, who appeared in the middle of the capital. It meant a great demon ranked higher than Botis had appeared near the capital. 


  ‘Where?’


  The empire was clearly strong. The weakness was that they distributed their power in order to protect such a large territory. The army stationed at the capital was less than a tenth of the entire imperial army. Among those guarding the capital, the strongest one was Lightning God Kyle. Excluding him, the continent-level talents were two magicians belonging to the 10 great magicians and three single digit knights. Many of the Red Knights were scattered throughout the empire and dukes such as Rachel and Morse usually defended their territory. 


  If Grid hadn’t visited Titan today— 


  If Rachel and Morse hadn’t rushed over after hearing about Grid’s visit—


  The capital Titan probably would’ve been crushed by Botis. In a severe situation, Basara might’ve had to abandon the capital and run away. The forced escape meant she would become the worst figure in the history of the empire. That’s right. The 17th Great Demon, Botis, was one who put Titan in a crisis. Now a higher ranked great demon had appeared. It was the worst. 


  The good news was that unlike Botis, it didn’t appear in the middle of the city. There was some time to prepare.


  “Your Majesty, I’m sorry but there seems to be a new great demon. Have the people evacuate quickly and summon troops to protect the imperial palace.” 


  A person who confronted Goldhit, who called herself the Magician King—the one who spoke was Ricilia, one of the continent’s 10 great magicians and the master of the white tower. A loyalist who already served three emperors, he was also the sage who noticed the experiments taking place in the Tower of Eternity and insisted that it be closed. The other magicians were agitated.


  “In this situation, you want Her Majesty to defend the imperial palace? Who will take responsibility if something happens to Her Majesty?” 


  “I’m saying we need Her Majesty’s strength to fight against the great demon. Her Majesty’s red energy and appearance will boost the morale of the soldiers and increase the skills of the knights. Her Majesty must stay if the imperial palace is to be protected.” 


  “Don’t speak nonsense! 


  “There are less than 200,000 troops stationed in the capital, including 500 knights and 300 magicians! How can we fight against a great demon?” 


  “Correct! We must have the soldiers set up barriers to buy time. During this period, Her Majesty will take refuge!” 


  In a moment of crisis, the officials revealed their true natures. They expressed their desire to run away, using the empress as an excuse. Ricilia stared like they were pathetic as they tried their best to look better in front of the empress. “There is no ruler who has abandoned Titan in the history of the empire. Do you want Empress Basara to be accused of being a coward?” 


  “There has never been a case where a great demon appeared in Titan! Why are you talking about old cases when this is happening due to the crazy prince!” 


  The marquis who was yelling with excitement felt something wrong and shut his mouth. Benoit might’ve committed a crime and was trapped in the Abyss, but he was still of imperial blood. The marquis called Benoit crazy, so he deserved the wrath of the imperial family. 


  Ricilia ignored him and continued speaking, “There is Sir Kyle in the imperial palace. If we join forces with Sir Kyle, then there is enough of a chance, even if the opponent is a single digit great demon.” 


  Ricilia had lived for nearly a hundred years and had acquired all types of knowledge. Even so, he didn’t know the true power of a single digit great demon. This didn’t mean it was a groundless hope. It was because a man called Muller had sealed Hell Gao in the long past. 


  Ricilia, the loyalist who served the empire for three generations, believed in the power of the empire. He believed that the power of the capital alone could fight and win against the great demons. There was just one error with his rationale.


  “Let’s see... will Sir Kyle work with us?” 


  The eyes of the officials all immediately turned to Prince Dulandal. Lightning God Kyle was 2nd Prince Dulandal’s subordinate. Dulandal was the only one who could move Kyle. Would Dulandal lend Kyle to assist Basara when he was openly aiming for the throne? It was unlikely. It was clear that he would only watch the crisis like he was on the other side of the river. 


  He would even pray that Basara was killed by the great demon. It happened as everyone was deep in their thoughts...


  “The cooperation of Sir Kyle is needed,” Dulandal opened his mouth from where he had been sitting down with a dissatisfied expression as always. He stood up and spoke to everyone, “If you are an official, then you can’t overlook the crisis of your home.” 


  “......”


  “......”


  The person who confronted the empress to achieve his ambitions and destabilized the situation of his homeland was talking about the duty of officials. The officials scoffed. “Sir Kyle will naturally help Your Majesty. If Your Majesty says to fight without running away, then Kyle and all the Black Knights will remain by your side and fight together.” 


  “......!”


  “......!”


  


  


  The eyes of the officials widened at Dulandal’s unexpected words. What was Dulandal’s attitude? Rachel, Morse, and 1st Prince Roland were also shocked. Basara was the only one who smiled. Dulandal ordered Resh, who was watching the situation, “Bring Sir Kyle.” 


  “Yes!” Resh’s expression was bright as he responded vigorously. He might’ve become the knight he had dreamed so much of, but he was overwhelmed by regret every time he saw his master. Now he was thrilled by the changed Dulandal. It was a sudden change, but he fully understood Dulandal’s feelings. How much good intentions had Basara shown so far? 


  Every time Dulandal openly ignored her and kept her power in check, she endured it and didn’t punish Dulandal. She steadily cultivated the affection of blood through direct contact. It was Dulandal who disregarded that they were kin and said it was a petty thing... 


  ‘In times of crisis, he is finally standing with his kin.’ 


  Resh was sometimes worried he would be worse than a brute, but fortunately, this wasn’t the case. Resh left with a bright expression and rushed to Kyle’s palace. He managed to persuade the displeased Kyle and brought him to the great hall. 


  “You called me.” 


  Kyle’s attitude as he entered the great hall was very reluctant. He didn’t look at the officials, including Rachel and Morse, and he didn’t even bow to Empress Basara. The same was true for Dulandal who he called his master. The only pillar left in the empire was arrogant. It was a headache for the empire who felt hope for him. 


  However, what could they do? It was a crisis where they might have to abandon the capital. Basara and her officials had to rely on him. There were no idiots in this place who would dare to question his attitude in this dire situation and create unnecessary anger. 


  Dulandal told him, “You’ve must’ve already noticed it? A new great demon has appeared near the capital.” 


  “I know. It has a higher ranking than Botis.” 


  The officials gasped. They were furious that Kyle was aware of the circumstances but showed no signs of acting. What was Kyle thinking when he watched Botis raging in the middle of the capital?Was this person really a man of the empire? Could he be trusted? 


  Everyone doubted Kyle. It was also true for Dulandal. Dulandal made Kyle his subordinate but he couldn’t trust Kyle. He hadn’t even heard the pledge of allegiance. Dulandal was able to gain Kyle because he gave a lot of wealth. It might be due to Dulandal’s promise that if he was made emperor, he would make Kyle the supreme power in the empire. Even if he became emperor due to Kyle, wouldn’t he have just been a puppet? 


  Dulandal felt uneasy at the thought of being used by Kyle all his life. Had he been unknowingly making the second grandmaster? Dulandal sighed as he finally realized his folly in trying to take the throne with Kyle’s power. 


  “If you know, then this conversation will be quick. I hope you will help Her Majesty the Empress protect the imperial palace.” 


  “Help Her Majesty?” 


  Kyle noticed that Dulandal’s heart had changed and seemed to be laughing. Kyle shrugged at the frowning Dulandal. “Who knows? It might be smarter to run away rather than fight.” 


  “Titan is the heart of the empire. I can’t run away,” the silent Basara finally opened her mouth. She politely spoke to Kyle, “Sir Kyle, I’m not going to ask you to fight for me. I just want you to think about the grace you received from former emperor Juander and ask if you would consider protecting the empire. Please.” 


  Kyle was the weakest of the pillars. There were times when he was weaker than a single digit knight. However, Juander saw something in him and believed in him. It was Juander who ignored the cries of the people who insisted that Kyle’s skills were lacking and made Kyle a pillar of the empire. Today’s Kyle had blossomed and showed his strength in response to Juander’s faith. He wasn’t inferior to the other pillars in their prime. 


  “......”


  Kyle stopped laughing the moment Juander’s name came out. He thought about it for a moment before opening his mouth, “I don’t want to. I want to avoid a fight without any odds.” 


  “What?!”


  The officials were agitated. Some of them were red with anger. It was impossible for anyone to think well of Kyle, who refused a request that wasn’t the empress’ order. Besides, Kyle owed a debt to Juander. He said he would run away despite being paid by the empire and having an obligation to protect the empire. Morse was filled with killing intent. The atmosphere had just become harsh when a voice was heard.


  “If you don’t like it, then you should get lost. I’ll fight him on my own.” 


  Grid, who suddenly disappeared, was now entering the great hall. After barely escaping from the Abyss, he sent a whisper to Resh and rushed to the imperial palace. 


  “Ohh! The Overgeared King!” 


  The prideful officials of the empire warmly welcomed Grid. It was natural since he was the benefactor who fought for the empire. It happened when Grid was being guided to sit down beside the empress and rest... 


  “I-I greet Your Majesty the Overgeared King!!” 


  Kyle suddenly bowed to Grid when he hadn’t even bowed to the empress and princes. He shouted while slamming his forehead against the ground, “If Your Majesty wants me to fight, then I will fight! I will remain until the end and fight with Your Majesty!” 




  Chapter 1346


  “If Your Majesty wants me to fight, then I will fight! I will remain until the end and fight with Your Majesty!” Kyle’s bow and shout resembled a knight swearing allegiance to his ruler. 


  He didn’t even bow to Empress Basara or Prince Dulandal, the man who hired him. The fact that he regarded the king of another country as his master caused a commotion.


  ‘Did King Grid secretly try to gain Kyle?’


  ‘Was the last pillar of the empire taken away by the Overgeared King?’ 


  The officials awakened a sense of crisis and started to distrust Grid. He was even greedy for the talent of allies! It was an act that went against morality. He deserved to be condemned. From the standpoint of the empire that trusted Grid, they even felt a sense of betrayal. 


  Then Grid’s words reversed the unusual airflow.


  “Sir Kyle, didn’t I say I’m not going to kill you? We were enemies at the time, but not anymore. Don’t worry about it and be at ease.”


  Grid announced that he and Kyle had no relationship. He implied the reason Kyle was acting like this was because of fear. It was embarrassing for Kyle, but it couldn’t be helped. It was true that he was afraid of Grid. Even now, he remembered the pain of his arm being cut off every time he saw Grid and his bladder started to shake. 


  ‘This monster...’ 


  Kyle was raised in Juander’s hands. He grew up among the continent’s strongest powers and there were few people he cowered in front of. Furthermore, he sublimated his natural talent with hard work and got a divine gift from the martial god. This allowed him to rise to being a transcendent. It was practically impossible for him to fear ordinary humans. 


  The problem was that Grid wasn’t an ordinary human. 


  Kyle trained in the secret techniques of the martial god while watching Dulandal under Grid’s order (blackmail). His sixth sense was improved by his transcendence and he saw through Grid’s level accurately. 


  ‘He already isn’t human.’ 


  It was a state where he was aware of the flow of all things. it was the world of transcendence and Grid was surely in that realm. He was a true transcendent. 


  ‘Such a guy cut off my arm...’ 


  Throb!


  Kyle was engulfed in vivid pain as he recalled the appearance of the white-haired Grid who cut off his arm. He gritted his teeth in order to not show it. That’s right—Kyle was convinced that Grid was ahead of him a few years ago. It was a misunderstanding that could never be eliminated. Kyle had no choice but to fear Grid for the rest of his life. Thus, he had to be polite. 


  “...Thank you for your forgiveness.” 


  This person who was like a fox—this abominable person didn’t know he was the culprit who forced Kyle to split himself between three masters. Kyle was twisted up due to Grid in many ways but he didn’t show it. In order to not let Grid see it, he had endured all the humiliation so far. He couldn’t show his feelings now. 


  ‘I need permission to leave the empire for a while, so I have to please him.’ 


  Not long ago, there was a call from the martial god. God told his followers to go to the east. It was to trample on and severely punish a heresy who took root in a land of no beliefs and dared to impersonate the martial god. He didn’t know which stupid guy actually dared to impersonate the martial god. It was ridiculous.


  ‘...It is important to survive in order to follow the word of the martial god.’


  He knew right away that the demon sleeping in the Abyss was a special being. He heard from the grandmaster that it was a pitiful existence. 


  ‘It turns out he was a great demon.’ 


  So why did the grandmaster call the demon pitiful? It seemed like a question that couldn’t be resolved. It was also a question he wouldn’t have for long. The identity of the great demon wasn’t important to Kyle.Kyle just wanted to quickly go to the east to fulfill the martial god’s will and get a new secret technique. 


  ‘Dammit.’ 


  The 11th great demon. 11th place... 


  ‘I don’t think we can win at all.’


  It was hard to see a chance of victory even if all the forces of the empire were combined with himself and Grid. However, they had to fight with just the troops stationed in the capital. How could they win? 


  ‘I heard that great demons with a single digit rank or the equivalent power have a curse that burns the soul or reverse life.’ 


  Soul Burn or Doom—at 11th place, the great demon should be able to use one of these two curses. Perhaps it would be possible with swordsmanship that even cut curses like Sword Saint Muller in the past, but from the perspective of common sense, it wasn’t an opponent that humans could face. Grid might’ve achieved perfect transcendence, but he couldn’t help being helpless to the curse of a high ranking demon as long as his species itself was human.


  ‘...That person shouldn’t know it.’ 


  At first, Grid would challenge it. Then after he fought, he would soon change his mind and run away. This meant Kyle would have to arrange his strength properly so he could also escape.


  ‘It is a risk worth taking if I think of it as the last loyalty to the former emperor. Should I fight first?’ 


  The empire without Juander meant nothing to Kyle. Still, he thought it wouldn’t be bad to pretend to defend the empire for the sake of Juander who was watching from the underworld. He would accept Grid’s command and fight against the great demon. 


  It was the moment when Kyle made up his mind... 


  “Do you know the identity of the great demon who woke up in the Abyss?” Grid asked a question as he stared at Kyle who was controlling his face as much as possible. 


  Kyle replied cautiously, “Based on what I read and the power of resentment in the waves of demonic energy, my guess is that it is Drasion...” 


  “You seem to know a lot.” 


  


  


  “There is a lot of literature related to great demons in the imperial library. In particular, there are details of the great demons killed by Sword Saint Muller. One of them was Drasion. By the way, Your Majesty, do you already know the identity of the great demon in the Abyss?” 


  Thanks to former emperor Juander, Kyle had acquired a lot of information. This allowed him to infer Drasion’s identity. It was honestly surprising to him that Grid was also aware of it. 


  Grid shrugged. “I fought him a little while ago.” 


  “Huh?” 


  It wasn’t just Kyle. Basara and all the officials listening to the conversation were shocked. How long had it been since he defeated the 17th Great Demon, Botis? Yet he fought Drasion as well? In that short time? Honestly, it felt like a bluff. Even Kyle, who had a relatively accurate understanding of Grid’s state, couldn’t believe his words. 


  “How did you live?” 


  Grid was happy after seeing Kyle’s obvious reaction.


  “It seems like you know what Doom is?” 


  It was the power to temporarily turn a person’s race into an undead. Grid had experienced the ridiculous power that reversed all healing effects. It was a fraudulent power that couldn’t be resisted. Grid judged that uncovering the method to stop it was the key to the Drasion raid and was looking forward to Kyle’s knowledge. Kyle had studied with all types of benefits from Juander since he was young and even became a transcendent. He would surely know the method to destroy Doom. Unfortunately, the answer received was less than expected. 


  “Of course I know. It is a very powerful curse that creatures on the ground can’t deny. Any living being is bound to become dead while suffering from it. That’s why I’m amazed that Your Majesty came back alive.”


  ‘A powerful curse that creatures on the ground can’t deny...’


  Did it mean that all races, not just humans, were helpless in front of Doom? If so, the Drasion raid really became an impossible story. 


  Grid recalled the scene where even Saintess Ruby couldn’t get rid of Doom and asked Empress Basara for her understanding, “I would like to summon troops from the Overgeared Kingdom. Can you cancel the barrier that is blocking movement magic?” 


  His knights summoning wasn’t affected by the barrier, but Mass Teleport was different. A large number of reinforcements could only be called when the barrier was lifted. 


  “That isn’t possible!” 


  The officials watching the situation silently were frightened. It was almost at the level of throwing a fit. It was natural—the barrier that blocked the movement magic was the most basic defensive countermeasure, and also the last bastion that protected Titan. The moment the barrier disappeared, it was unknown who or what forces would suddenly appear in the middle of Titan to attack. 


  Grid couldn’t be trusted. Kyle’s attitude toward Grid was somewhat suspicious. The worst picture was drawn in the mind of the officials. They imagined that after the barrier was lifted as Grid requested, the troops of the Overgeared Kingdom would come over and take control of the imperial palace. 


  Meanwhile, Basara didn’t doubt Grid at all. If Grid and Kyle were on the same side and the two of them wanted to take over the imperial palace, then it would’ve already belonged to them. There was no need to doubt Grid right now. The problem was the forces hostile to the empire who were closely watching the barrier. 


  ‘It is really dangerous if the great demon appears and the enemy invades in the middle of the confusion.’ 


  Grid smiled at the troubled Basara. “There is no need to worry about unknown dangers. It is because my knights are strong.” 


  “...I understand.” 


  Basara’s worries were quickly over. Piaro and Asmophel—they were originally pillars of the empire, and she knew and trusted their skills as much as Grid. 


  “Turn off the barrier,” she ordered.


  “Your Majesty, once the barrier is turned off, it will take at least 30 minutes to get it back up and running. We can’t take the risk in the midst of the appearance of a great demon...” 


  “We need to lift the barrier anyway in order to fight Drasion.”


  “Are you thinking of calling all the single digit knights and commanders scattered throughout the border areas?” 


  “Yes.” 


  The reason the empire stationed talents at every border was ultimately for the sake of peace. The moment the talented people left the borders, the entire empire might face a crisis. However, the heart of the empire was Titan. Protecting Titan was the urgent priority. 


  The officials felt that Basara’s judgment was right and nodded. They were convinced that if all the powerful people of the empire were summoned to Titan then they would surely be able to stop anyone who tried to invade the imperial palace. In the end...


  “Then I will remove the barrier right now.” The great magician Ricilia accepted the order on behalf of the officials. Once he and the other tower members injected magic into their rings and pendants, the movement magic blocking barrier covering all of Titan started to be gradually removed. 


  ‘Amazing.’ Grid admired it as the barrier covering Titan emitted a blue light before disappearing. Was it due to Drasion’s demonic energy? The sky was black and red. 


  -Lauel, now.


  It happened as Grid sent a whisper to Lauel in the Overgeared Kingdom... 


  As they waited for Lauel and the Overgeared Guild members to appear using Great Magician Ashur’s Mass Teleport, a strange, uninvited man appeared in the middle of the great hall.


  “A treasure trove has been opened. Kukuk.” 


  [The Great Robber of the Red Night has appeared.] 


  The single notification window shocked Grid. 
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  [The Great Robber of the Red Night is interested in you. Watch out for red nights.] 


  This was the warning that appeared when Grid entered the secret passage in the imperial palace and obtained the imperial palace’s blueprint. Until then, Grid wasn’t very conscious of the Great Robber of the Red Night. He guessed this person was just a great thief. It might be annoying if they got involved, but that was it. 


  However, he started to become wary of the Great Robber of the Red Night after visiting the Tower of Wisdom. This was due to the conversation he had with Radwolf, the third seat of the Tower of Wisdom. 


  “The Great Robber of the Red Night snuck into the Tower of Wisdom?” 


  “That’s right.” 


  “No, this... Is he a transcendent?” 


  “That's right. He has been active for at least 600 years. His age rivals us. That damn guy stole Nevartan’s Necklace that was hidden here over 100 years ago.” 


  The Great Robber of the Red Night, who found the Tower of Wisdom that had all types of cloaking magic on it, and infiltrated it while deceiving the senses of the tower members—he was probably one of the strongest talents in existence. Such a great person appearing at this timing... 


  “A treasure trove has been opened. Kukuk.” 


  This person appeared in the imperial palace. He was an ordinary old man. His wrinkled skin had age spots and his waist was bent so much that people wanted to get him a cane. As he stood with his hands behind his back, the eyes of the officials moved to Grid. They were wondering if this was a person from the Overgeared Kingdom. 


  Basara shouted instead of Grid, “Surround him!” 


  “......!”


  The knights were startled by the urgent shout and surrounded the old man. The old man’s gaze turned to Basara.“Your attitude toward guests is very poor.” 


  “There is no tradition in the empire about treating thieves as guests.” 


  That’s right—Basara was the empress of the empire and naturally noticed the identity of the old man. 


  “Great Robber of the Red Night.” 


  “......!”


  “......!”


  The eyes of the officials widened. The knights surrounding the old man were also shocked and they drew their swords. They knew the story of the empire and were vaguely aware of how dangerous the Great Robber of the Red Night was. 


  “Take this aura!” The knights threatened. 


  Several knights were pulling out rope to bind the criminal. The atmosphere became harsh but the old man’s expression didn’t change. He didn’t look nervous about being surrounded by the Red Knights so the knights’ pride was hurt. 


  “Capture him!” 


  The moment the 13th knight gave an order to the Red Knights, the eyes of the old man, covered by his drooping eyelids, let out a strange glow. 


  “Eh?” 


  “......?!” 


  The knights were tied up tightly and trapped. The surprising thing was that the ropes binding their bodies were those held in their hands not long ago. The knights had the ropes snatched from them in the blink of an eye and couldn’t comprehend the situation. The old man patted the shoulders of those who were bound and turned back to Basara. “Then I’ll leave with the right stuff. Don’t mind it and just watch.” 


  Stop.


  The old man was able to leave the great hall only to stop in place. It was because a young man was blocking his way. He was wearing a silver crown. The old man’s eyes became interested. “Looking at the treasures on your body, you must be the Overgeared King of the rumors.” 


  “It is an honor to be recognized as your junior.” 


  “Junior? Haha. I don’t remember having a junior like you?” 


  The interest of the Great Robber of the Red Night lay in non-human objects. He might be a high ranking transcendent who achieved the world of transcendence and could move without the knights realizing it, but his eye for people was far inferior to Kyle. He didn’t notice that Grid was also a transcendent. It didn’t make much difference even if he noticed it. It was because the Great Robber of the Red Night wasn’t the type to build friendships with people. 


  The Great Robber of the Red Night entered the transcendent realm again. One second felt like tens of seconds and his senses were maximized as he moved to pass by Grid’s side. No, he tried to pass by. 


  “......”


  For the first time, the Great Robber of the Red Night’s expression changed as he faced Grid’s hand that was blocking his way. He frowned as he looked at Grid. “I thought you were a goose laying golden eggs, but you are actually a beast hiding his claws.” 


  A goose that lays golden eggs. That’s right. The reason the Great Robber of the Red Night didn’t try to steal from Grid after hearing the rumors about him was because he wanted Grid to make more treasures. Grid would be wary after being robbed once. Therefore, he planned to wait until Grid made more works before stealing them all at once. Now he felt Grid wouldn’t be an easy target. “As far as I know, you aren’t an old man who lived for hundreds of years. How have you become a transcendent so soon?” 


  Unlike legends who became so by achieving great feats, transcendence was a realm reached after a long period of training. Furthermore, those who achieved the transcendent realm were rare among transcendents. To be honest, the Great Robber of the Red Night felt a big shock.


  “Amazing, amazing. It is unprecedented to reach transcendence at such an early age like you.” 


  “I was just lucky.” 


  


  


  He was lucky enough to become Pagma’s Successor. Grid hated the public opinion that once said he was lucky but it was different now. Grid now knew that there were many people in the world who weren’t rewarded no matter how hard they tried. He was lucky to be rewarded for his hard work and to reach the position he was currently in. 


  “Hoh...” The Great Robber of the Red Night’s expression showed interest. All the transcendents he met so far had a high level of pride. Their noses were pointed so high that it seemed to touch the sky. Therefore, it was natural for him to be interested in Grid who showed humility. “So why block my way?” 


  Just as the Great Robber of the Red Night asked this question, hundreds of pillars of light fell from the sky. Every time a pillar fell, new figures appeared and filled the great hall. Piaro, the Overgeared Kingdom’s knights, the Overgeared members, and Braham had finally arrived at the scene. 


  The Great Robber of the Red Night got goosebumps. His eye for seeing people might be relatively lacking, but a transcendent was still a transcendent. It was impossible for him to not notice the level of magic power that Braham had. It wasn’t just Braham. Numerous legends and dozens of talented people suddenly appeared in one place, causing even the Great Robber of the Red Night to feel tense. 


  Grid had his colleagues behind his back as he spoke politely to the Great Robber of the Red Night, “As you already know, a great demon has appeared here. The great demons are the enemy of humanity. I would like to ask you to help us fight it.” 


  “......”


  Why should he? He always lived alone and would continue to do so. The Great Robber of the Red Night had this idea and wanted to refuse Grid’s request. He just hesitated a bit when he saw Grid under the protection of Braham, Piaro, Mercedes, Faker, Jishuka, and Euphemina. 


  The Great Robber of the Red Night was interested in Grid who had so many people who could leave a name in history as his subordinates. It was the first time in his over 600 years of living that he was intrigued by a person, not an object. Furthermore, for him, Grid was a goose that laid golden eggs. He determined that there was no need to have a negative relationship with Grid. 


  ‘Additionally, the great demon who appeared here...’


  Based on this degree of resentment and hate, it was probably the great demon of curses, Drasion. If he ran wild on the ground, there was a risk that the heavens as well as hell would intervene.


   '...This place might be ruined.’


  The destruction of the world was something the Great Robber of the Red Night didn’t want. From his standpoint of wanting to collect more treasures in the future, it was better for humanity to survive so they could revive and make more treasures. 


  The Great Robber of the Red Night pondered on it for a moment before nodding. “Okay. I will help you a little bit.” 


  “......!” Basara doubted her ears. It was shocking that the notorious Great Robber of the Red Night would fight for humanity. 


  “However, I have one condition. You have to give me three treasures regardless of whether we manage to defeat the great demon or not.” 


  “What type of treasure do you want?” 


  “I’ll think about it and decide.” 


  “I understand.” 


  Grid was willing even if the Great Robber of the Red Night asked him to hand over the Fire Dragon Sword. He could always make a new and better one (although it naturally wouldn’t be easy) and this was the only chance to build up a friendship with the Great Robber of the Red Night. 


  ‘He isn’t an easy person to meet in the first place.’


  Besides, the Great Robber of the Red Night could infiltrate the Overgeared Kingdom and steal things any time he wanted. If something was going to be stolen anyway, it was much better to give it away in exchange for friendship. Grid made this judgment and it was the correct one. 


  “It is refreshing that you are so cool about it.” 


  [Affinity with the Great Robber of the Red Night has increased by 1.] 


  The Great Robber of the Red Night had the most difficult appearance conditions among super named NPCs. Even if he appeared, it was difficult for players to meet him because the Great Robber of the Red Night would steal from the player and run away without the player being aware of it. 


  However, Grid met the Great Robber of the Red Night and built up affinity. It was with one of the strongest talents currently in existence. 


  “A big fish bit the bait,” Braham murmured as he watched the situation. Braham also saw that Grid’s judgment was correct. It meant that Braham acknowledged the abilities of the Great Robber of the Red Night. 


  “Your subjects came running at Your Majesty’s call.” 


  Then the talents of the empire arrived at the great hall one after another. It was the first time in decades that all the outstanding commanders and single digit Red Knights defending the empire’s borders gathered together.


  “Let’s go.” 


  Grid led the group from the forefront. 


  A raid team consisting of the elite forces of the Overgeared Kingdom and the empire as well as the Great Robber of the Red Night—it was a rather strange combination, but it could be described as the strongest combination ever. 


  ***


  At Asgard...


  The celestial gods gathered together for the first time in ages. It was because one of the fallen angels had woken up from a long sleep. 


  Martial God Zeratul argued, “This time, we must directly take action. If he is subjugated by humans and our private matters get revealed, then our prestige will fall to the ground.” 


  None of the gods disputed Zeratul’s claims. Even the blacksmith god Hexetia was silent. For the safety of Grid on the ground, Drasion had to be defeated as soon as possible. 


  Zeratul rose from his seat. “I’ll send my followers still in the west to the Abyss.” 
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  Golden clouds flowed in the colorful sky. It was a beautiful landscape that made people excited. Drasion quietly opened his eyes and wiped his cheeks with the back of his hand. The liquid that flowed down the rough, hard skin was clearly tears. 


  “......”


  Drasion’s eyes shook. The world he saw in his dreams was a place of darkness everywhere and it made him feel empty and afraid. A strange but nostalgic voice echoed in his confused mind—“I don’t want to face your ugly eyes stained with the light of passion anymore.” 


  “Uh... uuuuuh...” 


  He had regained his memories, so why did he miss the scenery and voice that couldn’t be found in his memories. Why was his heart so cold and pained? What was this terrible solitude? Drasion held his head in agony and recalled a human he met during his days as Biplonz. 


  “You were born in a strange place after your previous life.” 


  The white-haired human who seemed to know his previous life—the eyes of the person who looked at him contained both ridicule and sympathy. 


  ‘Is he talking about the me in the past, or who I am now?’ 


  An absurd question came to mind and made Drasion feel ferocious. The turmoil that came like a tsunami made him feel more confused and afraid. Somehow, he felt a sense of anxiety like he shouldn’t just sit still. The desire to quickly dye the world with his curse and inflict the same confusion and pain that he felt in others arose. 


  This was pure instinct. An instinct that couldn’t be resisted. 


  ‘...I have to leave this place first.’


  An abyss filled with deep darkness—in the Abyss, the entrance to hell and the exit to the earth coexisted, but Drasion only looked at the exit. He was a great demon who had experienced pain on the earth and there was the variable called Grid protecting the earth. Even so, the world he wanted was the earth, not hell. 


  Why? Drasion himself didn’t understand his unusual obsession. 


  Flap.


  Drasion raised his crouching body. Black feathers fluttered in all directions as he spread open his wings. He was trying to fly out when his ankle was grabbed by a hand rising from the ground. Drasion looked down in a startled manner and saw red eyes. 


  “Is there a need to be so anxious?” 


  The owner of the eyes exuded enough magic power to make even Drasion nervous. It was demonic energy that was thick enough to dye the golden clouds that Drasion saw in his dreams black. 


  “Baal...” The 1st great demon—Drasion vividly remembered the true evil that ruled hell on behalf of the evil god Yatan. “Why have you come to me?” 


  “I came to congratulate my old colleague after hearing that you opened your eyes.” 


  “Colleague?” 


  The great demons didn’t easily use the term ‘colleague.’ They just had a competitive or submissive relationship with each other. Drasion belonged to the former. In the past, he competed without obeying the great demons who had a higher rank than him. He showed this consistent attitude toward Baal, yet Baal used the word ‘colleague’ without hesitation. It was as if Drasion wasn’t a competitor from the start. 


  Baal rolled his eyes and made a complete appearance in front of the frowning Drasion. The eyes spun and accelerated like a spinning top. They seemed to be observing everything in the Abyss that was covered by darkness. He swept over it without missing anything. 


  Then Baal snapped his fingers and a series of explosions occurred in the darkness. It was the sound of those living in the Abyss dying. Now there were only two living beings here, Baal and Drasion. No one could eavesdrop on the conversation between the two of them. “I will tell you one thing.” 


  “?” 


  “You will die in this war. It is impossible to conquer the earth with the power of the 11th great demon.” 


  “......”


  It was a curse and a mockery. Baal’s terrible personality was still the same. Drasion was turning away due to this when he heard Baal’s words continue. 


  “So don’t deny death this time. Accept it.” 


  “......?” 


  They were meaningful words. Drasion looked back and found that Baal was already gone. 


  ***


  The 1st ranked black magician, Rose—as a Servant of Yatan, she received revelations from the great demon Amoract. It was the same again this time. She was tasked with monitoring the great demon of curses who could possibly be resurrected. 


  Rose was a bit puzzled about why it was surveillance rather than assistance, but she completed the mission as seriously as always. She sent a familiar to the Abyss and witnessed the resurrection of the demon of curses. She was delighted to see Grid’s powerless retreat and frustrated when she saw that Drasion didn’t go up to the earth despite defeating Grid. Even so, she focused on her mission. 


  This was when the 1st great demon Baal appeared. The great demon at the peak that she only heard about through rumors was amazing just from his presence. The unique rated familiar, the ‘twilight bat’ was scared and tried to escape. Rose understood the heart of the twilight bat but didn’t listen to its wish. 


  She controlled the twilight bat to observe Baal a bit more clearly. The result was painful. Baal rolled his eyes a few times and the twilight bat lost its life. 


  [The familiar ‘twilight bat’ has been destroyed.] 


  “I was noticed.” 


  The familiar could work in places far away from its master and share its vision with the master but the penalty was that they only had one life. Unlike pets who could be summoned again after the cooldown had passed, death was the end for a familiar. Rose lost a unique rated familiar and suffered huge losses. 


  She was feeling regret when Amoract sent her a new revelation 


  -My dear child, set off for the Saharan Empire straight away.


  The great demon of curses is about to rise to the earth.


  The Saharan Empire will soon turn into a battlefield.


  Amoract would tell her to stand on the side of Drasion and fight together—Rose thought of it this way and felt hope. 


  ‘This time, I will be sure to win.’ 


  Until now, Rose had fought on the side of many great demons. Unfortunately, she never got a single victory. Was it because the great demons were weaker than she thought? No. It was just that humanity was strong. Every time people with different or similar abilities gathered around Grid, their fighting power was more than expected and the great demons were always defeated. 


  However, this time would be different. Rose had seen Drasion’s Doom. The biggest reason players could do boss raids with less health was due to their ‘healing’ and ‘recovery’ abilities. Doom was a deadly power that blocked this. Humans would never be able to raid Drasion as long as he had this great power. 


  


  


  Rose’s mouth curved up in a smile when she thought this. She imagined the soaring authority of the Yatan Church and the rewards that would be earned the moment a great demon’s territory was established on the earth and she was fascinated. 


  ‘There are no eternally strong people.’ 


  In many MMORPGs in the past, there were always strong forces. A guild made by gathering numerous rankers or an alliance of strong guilds would rule the game. However, Rose knew there were few forces that reigned forever. It was because a force that was too strong would create another force to go against it. 


  ‘The era of the Yatan Church is beginning.’ 


  The moment the Yatan Church established itself in the Saharan Empire destroyed by Drasion, there was a high possibility that the forces hostile to or wary of the Overgeared Kingdom would cooperate with the Yatan Church. It meant that the strongest force in the history of Satisfy would be born with the great demons behind it. 


  “Yes, I know...” 


  It happened when the joyful Rose was going to answer vigorously... 


  -Go and help the humans destroy Drasion.


  Amoract’s words continued and the glorious future Rose imagined was shattered. 


  “...Huh? Fight on the same side as humans?” 


  Rose doubted her ears. She thought she heard Amoract incorrectly. Unfortunately, this wasn’t the case. 


  [A new revelation has occurred.] 


  [Destroy the Demon of Curses] 


  [Rating: SSS++ 


  Amoract, the agent of God Yatan, wants the destruction of Drasion, the demon of curses. 


  Follow her will and destroy Drasion along with humanity. 


  Revelation Clear Reward: 2 levels. A race change to a demon.] 


  ‘I don’t know the relationship between great demons.’ 


  Rose knew that the great demons had a competitive relationship. She just didn’t expect there would be a case of cooperating with humans to kill another great demon. 


  “...I understand.” 


  Would the Overgeared Guild accept her help? Rose’s relationship with the Overgeared Guild was the worst. If she went to help then it would be fortunate not to have a knife stabbed in her back. Still, Rose had no choice. It was changing her race to a demon, not a simple demonkin. 


  This time, the reward was too big. From Rose’s position, it was a revelation she wanted to complete. 


  ***


  Empress Basara prepared for a war with Drasion and first evacuated the people. Only the sound of knights and soldiers marching through the empty Titan was heard. 


  “Wouldn’t we be able to defeat even Baal with this much power?” 


  On the way to the Abyss, Vantner deliberately spoke loudly in order to break the tense silence. 


  “Our Overgeared Kingdom and the empire is united. What can the 11th ranked great demon do against us?’ 


  Color returned to the faces of the soldiers trembling with fear. Piaro, the pillar of the former empire and Kyle, the pillar of the current empire. 1st Knight Mercedes of the previous generation and the single digit Red Knights of the current generation. Overgeared King Grid and the dukes of the empire. 


  The soldiers were reminded of who they were with and felt courage they didn’t have. Yes, they would win. They would fight and defeat the great demons with the strongest of the empire and the Overgeared Kingdom. Unlike the imperial soldiers whose morale was raised, Grid was tense. 


  ‘Can we win?’ 


  Doom was too hard to withstand. He had warned everyone of the power of Doom, but it was doubtful they could handle it properly. As he was feeling nervous, they got closer to the Abyss. The entrance of the Abyss could be seen in the distance. 


  The imperial army was commanded by the dukes while the Overgeared Kingdom’s army was commanded by Asmophel and Mercedes. Soldiers holding bows surrounded the entrance of the Abyss in formations while magicians and priests stood before the soldiers. 


  The moment Drasion appeared, the soldiers would fire arrows to accumulate even the smallest damage while the priests and magicians would protect the soldiers from Drasion’s wide area attacks. 


  “Sigh.” 


  Grid breathed deeply while the elites of the Overgeared Kingdom and the empire took positions near the entrance. 


  “If you are a magician please take your place by our side.” 


  “Shut up.” 


  The imperial great magicians pointed out Braham’s position, but Braham just scoffed. 


  After a while... 


  [Drasion, the great demon of curses has appeared!] 


  The ground shook and Drasion appeared. Arrows and magic poured out at once and hit him. Once his gaze was drawn away, the Overgeared members unleashed their ultimate attacks. No, they tried to release them. 


  “Gravity.” 


  The Overgeared members had been rushing toward Drasion in the sky. Then they were unable to bear the effects of gravity and fell to the ground. It was Braham’s doing. 


  “What are you doing?” Vantner was about to scold Braham only to turn pale. It was because the single digit knights who jumped with them were cut in half by invisible blades. 




  Chapter 1349


  Was there any chance to survive if an ordinary soldier was Drasion’s target? Of course not. The chances of the soldiers surviving was low even if Drasion didn’t care about them. It was just like a mouse being stepped on and crushed by a bull. Drasion’s unknowing behavior was likely to cruelly kill the soldiers. 


  Grid, the Overgeared members, Empress Basara, the ministers of the empire, and even the soldiers knew it. The reason why the soldiers of the empire participated in the battle against Drasion was because they had a firm will.It was a will to protect their homeland. The reason Basara accepted their will to participate was because she needed their strength.


  “Shoot!” 


  It was the moment a deeper shadow was cast at the entrance of the Abyss and the ground started to shake. Tens of thousands of arrows were fired the moment the commanders shouted. Sharp arrows filled the red sky above the huge entrance of the Abyss. It was a spectacular show that fully demonstrated the strength of the empire. 


  The thousands of arrows struck the giant body of Drasion that was just revealed. However, all the arrows bounced back without even scratching Drasion’s skin. The soldiers didn’t despair. The eyes of the tens of thousands of soldiers who loaded new arrows were still shining brightly. 


  The magic of the magicians dwelled on the arrowheads of the soldiers. Some arrows were surrounded by fire while others by wind, ice, or earth. There were also arrows covered in the divine power of the Rebecca Church. 


  “Shoot!” The commanders shouted again. 


  The tens of thousands of arrows once again flew in an arc. Unlike the first shot that was fired at the entrance after predicting Drasion’s appearance, the second shot accurately targeted Drasion. It boasted a higher accuracy. Drasion just stared up at the sky and most of the arrows hit him. 


  The difference was that some of the arrows penetrated Drasion’s skin slightly. A small portion of the tens of thousands of arrows—less than 110 arrows decorated Drasion’s body like thorns. Among the arrows that fused different attributes and divine power, those fired by centurion-grade or higher soldiers had a small effect. The magicians and priests exchanged looks and focused their target on the arrows of the centurions and officers. 


  “Express your inner anger.” 


  Then Drasion murmured as he took his gaze away from the sky. Black magic power spread like a fog and covered the battlefield. 


  [Drasion’s curse is spreading!] 


  The raid finally began. Drasion’s curse peeked at and brought out the anger and resentment in the human heart, causing confusion and violence. 


  “Kuaaaak!” 


  Screams were heard from the camp of the imperial army. Some of the soldiers cursed by Drasion lost their rationality and started attacking allies. However, the confusion in the Overgeared army was lower. It was because Drasion’s curse that stimulated the ‘target’s resentment’ showed a high hit rate against NPCs, but not players. Lauel’s choice to build a raid unit with player soldiers, not NPCs, became a divine move. 


  ‘It is lucky.’ 


  The reason Lauel chose players rather than NPCs was simple. It was an era where the average level of players was higher than ordinary soldier NPCs. Their abnormal status resistance and attribute resistance increased every time they gained a level so Lauel decided that player soldiers would be much more useful in the great demon raid than NPCs soldiers. He didn’t predict that Drasion’s curse had more of an effect on NPCs, but it was a good fit. 


  “Kuaaaaah! I will kill them all! I’m going to kill them all!” 


  Of course, this didn’t mean that players were completely immune to the curses. In particular, players with low dark attribute resistance or confusion resistance were easily cursed. They lost their temper and started attacking allies. It was just that the number was relatively small. 


  “Jude, ears hurt.” 


  Bam!


  “Frozen Crystal.” 


  They were quickly overpowered. There were so many strong people who could respond to variables in the camp of the Overgeared Kingdom. This included Jude, Marquis Ashur, Amelda, Dante, the former Red Knights, and the upper-intermediate members of the Overgeared members. They were members who couldn’t join the main party, but it wasn’t because they were weak. The main power of the Overgeared Kingdom was just unusually strong. 


  “Uraaaaaaah!” Vantner’s noisy shout rang through the middle of the battlefield. There was a momentary gap when Drasion first appeared and the soldiers pulled the aggro. Then the main force moved quickly in order not to miss the golden opportunity created by numerous sacrifices. The main figures of the empire and the Overgeared Kingdom aimed at Drasion who was paying attention to the soldiers and launched an offensive. 


  ‘Good.’ 


  The soldiers of the empire might’ve made great sacrifices, but it was off to a good start, as planned. Relief flashed on Lauel’s face as he climbed onto the watchtower installed on the carriage and observed the battlefield. Light passed through the air for a brief moment before disappearing quickly. 


  “......!”


  Lauel’s expression became as stiff as stone. He first detected a change due to Mercedes’ actions. She was spreading open her silver wings to fly when she abruptly stopped and turned. Soon after, Grid stopped as he was doing the footwork of a four fusion sword dance and immediately after that, Piaro suddenly pulled out seeds and started sowing them around. 


  “Gravity.” 


  Subsequently, it wasn’t known when Braham started chanting, but his great magic was used. It was magic that crushed all the Overgeared members approaching Drasion with gravity except for Mercedes, Grid, and Piaro who retreated first. 


   “What are you doing?” 


  Vantner, who had been holding an axe in one hand and a shield in the other, spun like a windmill and suddenly crashed. He jumped up from where he was stuck in the group and was going to angrily question it when he abruptly stopped. It was because hot, red liquid poured toward Vantner’s bald head that had swelled like a mushroom. 


  “......!!”


  “......!!”


  Vantner and the Overgeared members stared up at the sky and were shocked. They witnessed the appearance of the single digit Red Knights whose bodies were cut in half. 


  


  


  “W-What?” 


  They were weaker than the Red Knights in Juander’s era, but they were still the Red Knights. The level of the single digit Red Knights must exceed 450.Yet an attack completely destroyed their armor and cut them with one blow. 


  “Groan...” 


  The knights numbered 1-4 landed on the ground and groaned like they had escaped the crisis. However, all the other single digit knights couldn’t avoid death and turned to gray ash. There was a metallic sound from one side of the sky where the blood of the dead was falling. 


  Everyone’s eyes turned in that direction. Rachel, Morse, and Grenhal—the empire’s dukes were defending against someone’s attacks with their backs to each other. The man attacking the dukes had his two legs bound by chains. The dukes were hurriedly defending against his swift attacks. The three dukes with such high skills were being pushed by only one enemy. Those watching felt it was absurd. 


  “You...” Grid’s expression hardened as he looked at the situation on the ground. He alone knew the identity of the uninvited visitor overwhelming the three dukes. The person who had his eyes blindfolded and both hands restrained by a thick iron plate. His ankles were also tied by chains that were too long. 


  There was only one person with such an unusual appearance that Grid knew. Lee Jeong—one of the Triad, and the person who was said to have the strongest ability among the followers of the Martial God. 


  “Braham!” Grid anxiously called out to Braham. The dukes didn’t have the ability to fly. In the state of a full jump under the influence of gravity, they couldn’t bear Lee Jeong’s fierce attacks and needed help. 


  “Tsk.” Braham clicked his eyes like he didn’t like Grid’s anxious eyes. Then he stretched out his long fingers and pointed it at Lee Jeong. “GIga Lightning.” 


  Lee Jeong was pressuring the dukes by changing positions from all directions. It was virtually impossible to target him from a distance. Therefore, Braham took control of all the possible paths. A powerful wave of electricity stretched out and spread around the dukes, causing the surprised Lee Jeong to back off. Thanks to this, the dukes managed to land safely on the ground and they bowed respectfully to Braham. 


  “Thank you for the help.” 


  The resurrection of Great Magician Braham had already been revealed to the public. The great magicians stuck in the magic towers didn’t recognize Braham, but everyone else knew him. 


  “Hiccup!” Great Magician Ricilia’s eyes widened and he hiccuped. It was the aftermath of seeing Braham’s magic. The wave of magic power was so powerful that it was impossible to measure because it was instantly cast without the help of a magic circle or chant. Braham’s strength was difficult to understand even with the vast knowledge of Great Magician Ricilia. 


  "What are you looking at?” Braham became uncomfortable with the looks and questioned Ricilia and the magic tower members who couldn’t take their eyes off him. They were startled and bowed simultaneously. 


  “Ah. I have sinned earlier. I didn’t know who you were and dared to point things out. 


  Ricilia and the magic tower members were great magicians who shivered with disgust at those who lost their dignity, yet they were all equal under Braham, Braham was satisfied with their attitude of deep reflection and warned Grid, “There are some people who are trying to help Drasion.” 


  “I can see.” 


  What was going on? Why were the followers of the Martial God helping Drasion? Grid stared at Lee Jeong in the sky before turning to Kyle. Kyle was a follower of the Martial God, but he didn’t know the situation. Kyle spoke with difficulty, “No, the Martial God has sent a revelation.”


  “Revelation?” 


  “...I-It is a revelation to wipe out all the humans fighting Drasion.” 


  “What?” Wiping out the humans who worshipped him instead of helping? Grid wasn’t curious about the reason at all. He just felt a strong disgust. “These fuckers who are worse than dogs...” 


  Flinch!


  Kyle’s back was wet with sweat and he was shocked when he heard Grid’s low curses. Grid gave a chance to the fidgety Kyle. “You take responsibility for this.” 


  This was a test. If Kyle broke the revelation and fought Lee Jeong, then it would prove that Kyle’s allegiance to Grid was real. 


  “A-Are you telling me to fight one of the Triad?” 


  The Triad was the peak of the followers. Additionally, there were rumors that Lee Jeong had recently learned the ultimate martial art. 


  “......”


  Kyle was dumbfounded and shut his mouth. He saw Grid’s eyes and realized he was in the midst of a great ordeal. If it was just Grid here, then Kyle wouldn’t have been troubled for too long. He would naturally choose the Martial God, not Grid. However, it was different now. 


  Kyle looked at the tens of thousands of troops surrounding the battlefield. He didn’t feel anything. It didn’t matter how many soldiers there were. They posed no threat to him. 


  Kyle’s gaze fell on the dukes and surviving single digit knights. He wasn’t afraid. He felt he could face them alone. 


  Then Kyle’s gaze turned to Mercedes and Piaro. He was pretty nervous. He had learned new secret techniques over the past year and was strong enough, but it seemed difficult to beat them both. Nevertheless, he didn’t think he would lose. 


  Finally, Kyle’s gaze turned to Braham. The moment he made eye contact with Braham, he was terrified and immediately shifted his gaze. It was the end of the conflict.


  “U-Understood. I won’t be able to beat him, but I’ll somehow buy some time.” 


  Kyle answered with a tearful expression and soared into the sky. It was the moment when a traitor was born among the 30 followers still remaining on the West Continent. Thanks to this, the Drasion raid team could focus on Drasion again. 




  Chapter 1350


  The reason why the Triad had the best skills among the followers of the Martial God and why they were also called the Three Kings was simple. It was because they were people who could destroy a kingdom, build one, or ascend to the throne with their own strength. Kyle speculated that if the Saharan Empire became the target of the Triad, then the Saharan Empire’s status would be no different from a candle in the wind. 


  “Your intentions are impure.” Lee Jeong, one of the Triad, didn’t show his face. There was no one in the world to witness his bare face when his eyes and nose were covered by a thick cloth. The people he showed his bare face to were all dead. “Kyle, human who is favored by the Martial God, those steel-hardened hands of yours have choked countless humans. Why are you blocking my path when you were chosen and faithful to the Martial God?” 


  “......”


  It was only three or four years ago that Kyle became the follower of the Martial God, but his loyalty to the Martial God was real. He learned various secret techniques at the Ruins of the Martial God and was favored by the Martial God after having his potential recognized. He also recognized the miracle of regaining his lost arm. However, he wasn’t blinded by the illusion of faith and loyalty. Kyle was basically a smart person. He doubted the Martial God’s will to harm humans. 


  Gulp.


  Kyle gulped due to the pressure Lee Jeong gave off and asked a difficult question, “Is the revelation wrong? Human beings worship the gods and make them strong. I don’t know why the Martial God is hurting humans instead of helping them fight against great demons.” 


  “How can you measure the will of a god?” Lee Jeong answered immediately, but he didn’t give an appropriate answer. Lee Jeong also didn’t know the will of the gods. He just believed his god’s will was right and didn’t doubt it. Unlike Kyle, he blindly believed in the Martial God. This blind faith was one of the sins easily committed by the foolish. 


  “......”


  Lee Jeong, who once looked like a huge mountain in Kyle’s eyes, now became infinitely small. The awe he felt completely disappeared the moment he glimpsed Lee Jeong’s foolishness.


   “...You stupid fool.” Kyle’s self-esteem was high as he developed and steadily grew his talent with the help of Juander. There were times when he believed he was the best. Anyone who could subdue Kyle had to be stronger and smarter than him, just like Grid and Braham. 


  “Are you talking about me?” Lee Jeong doubted his ears. A fool? One of the top three followers of the Martial God, he had reached the peak and was unfamiliar with this criticism. 


  “You are the only one here who is idle enough to listen to me. Who else would I be criticizing if not you?” 


  The situation on the battlefield was flowing urgently. Humanity gathered with one heart and one will to launch a full-fledged battle against Drasion. As Drasion soared high into the sky, he spread open his wings and black feathers covered the entire battlefield, causing destruction. The tens of thousands of arrows filling the sky weren’t only aiming at Drasion, but also humans. The number of soldiers affected by the curse was constantly increasing. 


  The golems that had formed a barrier in the imperial capital started to operate. The number was in the thousands. All the golems of each magic tower were committed to this war. The golems that were the most active in this war were golems made of dirt. They might be low-grade golems with a lower cost unit and power than other elemental golems, but the magicians and priests had already grasped that Drasioin was vulnerable to the earth attribute. 


  “Holy Weapon!” 


  “Holy Armor!” 


  The dirt bodies of the golems were covered with a sacred light. The people covered with armor and light gauntlets slowly and steadfastly advanced to Drasion and formed an encirclement. 


  “Fly Up!” 


  The archers, including Jishuka, and Zednos, Laella, and the empire’s great magicians, tried to bring Drasion down to the ground. They fired arrows and magic without a break from a distance, focusing on Drasion’s wings. Drasion had to deploy a shield for the first time. Dark magic unfolded in a circle and surrounded Drasion, stopping the attacks of Jishuka and the magicians. 


  The Overgeared members still looked bright despite seeing his unscathed figure. 


  ‘It seems damage above a certain level can’t be neutralized.’ 


  The soldiers’ arrows and the magic of ordinary priests and magicians were consistently disregarded by Drasion. His health gauge that didn’t change even after being hit several times had made the Overgeared members anxious. There were people who doubted that attacks wouldn’t work against Drasion. 


  Fortunately, Drasion wasn’t invincible. The proof that he was threatened to some extent was the shield that unfolded to defend against the attacks. The problem was after that. 


  “......!”


  “......!”


  Drasion didn’t stop his offensive just because he focused on defense. His wings spread wide beyond the shield and scattered feathers without stopping. The humans on the ground were pierced by the feathers and were killed or injured. 


  “Ugh!” 


  Vantner and Toban were surprised as they set up shields to block the feathers. It was because the feathers that collided with their shields suddenly turned into giant birds and opened their mouths. Their rolling eyeballs seemed to pop out and the hundreds of teeth inside the long beak seemed like sawblades. It was really creepy. 


  “The pattern has changed! Try to intercept the feathers as much as possible!” Toban shouted as he slammed a mace against the beak of the bird trying to swallow him. Up to now, while the feathers shot by Drasion were sharp enough to cut the target and had the curse ability to weaken the target, they were of no threat once they were blocked. However, things had changed now.


  Once shot, Drasion’s feathers turned into living monsters and became a death army that destroyed lives. It was only by intercepting and destroying the feathers that they could prevent Drasion’s power from proliferating. 


  “Shoot!” 


  The commanders’ shouts became urgent and the speed at which the soldiers shot arrows increased. The soldiers were now targeting the feathers fired by Drasion, not Drasion. Thanks to the soldiers’ performance, the army of death couldn’t increase the number. 


  The moment that more difficult trials began, the participation of the soldiers started to show their worth. After all, there were no useless people in the world. 


  “Uwaaaaahhhhh!”The soldiers increased their shouts after confirming they were of value. Even if their fingers were bleeding, they still shot arrows to intercept the feathers, impressing the knights of the empire. 


  The single digit knights had been scared and lost their motivation after seeing their colleagues slaughtered. Now they regained their fighting spirit. Even the infinitely cowardly soldiers fought courageously. They thought they couldn’t let down the soldiers’ hopes. Additionally, the unidentified strong man who made them lose their motivation was facing Kyle, the pillar of the empire. 


  


  


  Kyle’s back seemed to be saying, ‘I will repay the grudges of the dead knights.’


  “I used to think that Kyle, who was on Prince Dulandal’s side, is an enemy...” 


  Everyone was united when their homeland was in danger. The single digit knights smiled bitterly at their vigilance and doubts toward Kyle over the past years. They were gathering aura at the tip of their swords when a voice was heard. 


  “Slow down your breathing.”


  The strongest and most beautiful woman in the empire—the former single digit knight, Mercedes, who the current ones once admired, had approached and gave them advice. 


  “......!”


  The single digit knights who followed her advice were astonished. According to this new breathing method, the smoother the breathing, the thicker the mana in their body became and the greater the flow. Mercedes stood at the forefront of the single digit knights who felt they were more powerful than before. “Follow me.” 


  “Yes...!”


  They shot forward the moment Mercedes’ silver wings opened. All the feathers and monsters in her path were cut apart and disappeared. Meanwhile, the aura at the tip of the swords of the single digit knights gradually became larger. 


  “Now!” 


  Soon, a sharp stab from Mercedes broke through the lower part of Drasion’s shield. The aura of the single digit knights pieced the waist of Drasion waist that was revealed through this gap. Drasion shook for a moment. 


  “Don’t you hate the empress and the people who drove you to this battlefield?” Drasion asked as he quietly turned his gaze to the knights. Cold magic power gathered at his fingertips and swirled. It seemed like it should shoot forward like a gust of wind. 


  “Keuk!” 


  Cold sweat flowed down the faces of the knights. It was because they couldn’t pull out the swords inserted in Drasion. Drasion’s skin tightened around the swords of the knights and didn’t let go. 


  “Leave the swords!” Faker, who was guarding their backs while moving between the shadows of the main forces, appeared impatiently and shouted. However, for knights, their swords were as valuable as their lives. Throwing away their swords was throwing their pride into the gutter. 


  “You must hate your own foolishness.” 


  Drasion’s magic was completed in the moment when the knights were hesitating. The cold demonic energy swirling around his hand was fired. Then there was the sound of skin exploding. The trajectory of the demonic energy that was fired at the knights was twisted and shot into the red sky. 


  The eyes of everyone on the battlefield were focused on Drasion’s chest. There was a spear piercing the chest that was as wide as a playground. It was from Pon. The conditional passive skill ‘One Cavalry Defeats 1,000 Enemies’ doubled his strength stat so his Rail Spear was powerful enough to critically injure Drasion. 


  Drasion pulled out the spear embedded in his chest and returned it to Pon. The spear thrown by the great demon was extremely fast and exerted the power to destroy the earth. Pon failed to completely avoid the spear and his shoulder was pierced. 


  “Pon! Are you okay?” Vantner shouted with worry. 


  Pon’s trembling gaze fixed on Vantner’s bald head. “Light... I see it.” 


  “This jerk!” 


  Joking at a time like this? Vantner was about to fly into a rage when he raised his head in amazement. A brilliant light was spreading in the gloomy sky that was a mixture of a red sunset and black demonic energy. It was a light created by Grid’s sword energies that contained an absolute momentum. 


  “Link.” 


  The dozens of sword energies split the shield that Drasion urgently deployed into dozens of pieces. 


  “Disintegrate.’ 


  A spear of light made from a powerful magic power beyond the limit pierced Drasion’s body and dropped him to the ground. It was the moment when Drasion fell to the ground for the first time since he appeared... 


  The human land didn’t welcome his encroachment. 


  “Land of Destruction.” 


  The ultimate in earth magic—similar to Disintegrate, the great magic that only appeared in legends caused a powerful earthquake that swallowed up Drasion. 


  “Pounding Mortar.”


  Subsequently, Piaro’s attack smashed Drasion’s body deep underground. 


  Grid, Braham, and Piaro—it was the moment when three legends who met across the ages overwhelmed the 11th great demon. 




  Chapter 1351


  ‘What?’


  Movements that went beyond freely and actively using his muscles, and joints that twisted bizarrely—Lee Jeong was in a state of no breathing and wielding his limbs like a whip when he was startled and his breathing disturbed. He was flustered when he felt the ‘energy’ of 11th Great Demon Drasion weakening when he thought Drasion would easily wipe out the humans. 


  ‘These people?’ 


  The reason Lee Jeong blindfolded his eyes was to awaken and train his senses. He immediately found the cause of Drasion’s weakening. Out of the tens of thousands of humans gathered on the battlefield, he sensed that four people with strong energy were surrounding Drasion. They were so powerful that it was understandable for them to overwhelm Drasion temporarily.


  ‘Two of them are familiar...’ 


  Lee Jeong recalled the humans he met at the Ruins of the Martial God—Overgeared King Grid and Mercedes. Additionally, a guy called Asmophel had joined them and Lee Jeong had been forced to release the restraints on his hands. Now he wondered if he would have to take off his blindfold to win against them. They were definitely difficult opponents. Lee Jeong might’ve gained the ultimate secret technique from the Martial God and grew further, but he was still wary against them. 


  ‘These people have grown as much as I have.’ 


  There was something else.


  ‘He showed up with a ridiculous monster...’ 


  One human being possessed an extraordinary energy that made Lee Jeong tense. No, was this really a human? 


  Just then, lightning flashed around the suspicious Lee Jeong. Kyle didn’t miss the moment when Lee Jeong’s breathing was disturbed. He accelerated fast enough to cause lightning and squeezed into Lee Jeong’s ‘space’. It was a space dominated by Lee Jeong’s limbs that were forged like blades. It was a space that he couldn’t access a while ago, but the story changed when Lee Jeong’s breathing was disturbed. 


  Lee Jeong’s hands that had previously cut the bodies of the Red Knights was blocked by Kyle’s hand and bounced up. His feet that had previously popped the Red Knights’ heads like watermelons were caught under Kyle’s armpits and snapped. 


  “The Triad aren’t a big deal.” 


  There was a wide smile on Kyle’s face as he approached Lee Jeong’s space and made the gap between himself and Lee Jeong favorable. He had already gone against the revelation. Kyle’s despair and anxiety at the thought of not being able to hear the voice of the Martial God in the future disappeared. 


  The Martial God liked the strong. Kyle might’ve violated the will of the Martial God, but now he had fought and won against the Triad. He judged that he wouldn’t be abandoned by the Martial God if he proved his strength. 


  “Lightning God Supremacy.” 


  It was one of Kyle’s ultimate attacks created by combining his talent to use lightning and the secret technique of the Martial God. The dozens of lightning bolts that shot from Kyle’s body struck Lee Jeong along with powerful martial arts. It was a technique specialized in killing targets by using a speed that couldn’t be followed with the eyes. 


  Lee Jeong immediately retracted his broken right foot and blocked the attack with a knee. 


  ‘His defense is high enough to stop Lightning God Supremacy?’ 


  The power of Lightning God Supremacy was enough to destroy a mountain. Any target within his space would surely be killed, yet Lee Jeong blocked it without a single wound. Lee Jeong tightened his muscles and aligned his broken bones. Then he placed his hands on his blindfold. “There is a reason I sealed my sight. It is to train my other senses by blocking my vision.” 


  The blindfold came off. The long piece of cloth was shaken by the strong wind created in the aftermath of the battle. 


  “Secondly, it was consideration to not cause despair in others.” 


  Only a person with superior martial skills could be chosen by the Martial God to become followers of the Martial God. Among the Martial God followers, particularly superior talent was required to become one of the Triad, who was called the peak. It was an overwhelming talent that felt unreasonable from the perspective of others. 


  “Your talent will break the motivation of the other followers.” 


  The words of the Martial God had made him decide to seal his eyes. Lee Jeong recalled the voice he heard decades ago and slowly opened his eyes. He saw Kyle and the sky behind him before this scene disappeared. Lee Jeong’s deep gaze was drawn to the ground of the battlefield. To be exact, it was fixed on the white-haired monster standing on the battlefield. 


  ‘Is it a vampire? A magician at that level... is it Braham?’


  “Don’t ignore me!” 


  Kyle was enraged by Lee Jeong, who did not look at him even after opening his eyes, and once again emitted the lightning bolts. He abandoned his form and gave himself to the flow of the lightning, moving like lightning. It was the skill, Lightning God Appearance, and after shortening the distance to Lee Jeong, he exploded the power of lightning gathered in one hand to create a massive shock. 


  A bright chain of lightning tore through the red sky. Lee Jeong was in the center of it and it seemed he would absolutely not be safe. However, he was fine without a single hair on his head damaged. No, his complexion started to improve beyond a normal level. The deep wrinkles around his mouth and nose seemed to blur and completely disappear. His eyes also became clearer. It was the aftermath of Lee Jeong’s body absorbing the lightning instead of blocking it. 


  “......!”


  Kyle felt his power being sucked away and withdrew his lightning in a hurry. It was the act of digging his own grave. His physical ability after putting away the lightning was several times inferior to when he had the lightning. Kyle failed to respond to Lee Jeong’s attacks. His shoulders were deeply cut and he eventually backed away from Lee Jeong. Then he started to run away. 


  Lee Jeong’s eyes were disgusted as he saw Kyle’s ugliness. “I wanted to know how great you were to violate the will of God and insult me, but it is only up to here.” 


  Lee Jeong confirmed that Kyle’s betrayal and rebellion stemmed from foolish arrogance and criticized the Martial God for the first time in his life.


   ‘How did he feel any expectations for this guy?’ 


  


  


  Lee Jeong also started running. He planned to follow Kyle, slash Kyle’s throat, and then sweep across the battlefield. He didn’t know why, but the Martial God told him to protect Drasion. Thus, he planned to faithfully fulfill that command. However, his plan ran into difficulties from the start. 


  “......?!” 


  Kyle seemed to be running away without looking back, only to stop abruptly. Once again, he covered his body with lightning and counterattacked. It seemed he had been waiting for Lee Jeong to put away his strong defense.


  ‘This guy is tenacious!’ Lee Jeong was annoyed as Kyle kicked his chest. It was a surprise attack that Lee Jeong had to allow since he gave up defending himself for pursuit. Nevertheless, it was Kyle who was in a crisis, not Lee Jeong. Lee Jeong endured the shock and raised his hand to grab Kyle’s ankle. 


  “Kuaaack!” Kyle’s scream echoed through the sky as his ankle was broken, yet no one came to help Kyle. Everyone ignored Kyle and was focused on Drasion who was creeping out from the ground. 


  “You are an abandoned dog,” Lee Jeong mocked Kyle who was feeling alone and betrayed. “The reason humans are vulnerable to Drasion is because of their sense of inferiority. It is the nature of humans to be jealous of those who are better than themselves. Thus, they are easily exposed to Drasion’s curse.” 


  “Gasp, gasp... Kuoock...” 


  “Will ordinary humans genuinely respect and love you, who had the talent to be chosen by the Martial God? No, absolutely not. All of them hope for your death. They foolishly believe that their worth will rise if those better than themselves will die and disappear. They will appreciate your ending.” 


  Kyle didn’t deny it. He thought he had been abandoned after being used. 


  ‘I stood on the wrong side.’ 


  Dammit, he misjudged after being affected by Grid’s pressure. Why did he listen to Grid’s order over the Martial God’s revelation? 


  Lee Jeong aimed at Kyle who was feeling deep despair and regret. “It is too late to regret it. The sin of going against God’s command can’t be forgiven even with death. You will fall down for the crime of treason.”


  He would die. Kyle was closing his eyes due to the horror of Lee Jeong’s fists, only to open his eyes in shock at the voice he heard right next to him, “Do you think there are so many idiots in the world who are loyal to dumb orders?”


  He found Overgeared King Grid standing in front of him. Grid’s eyes were shining as sharply as ever as he pushed away the fists with a sheath. 


  “......”


  28 new figures appeared behind Lee Jeong and frowned at Grid’s nonsense. All of the Martial God followers who remained on the West Continent for their own reasons like Lee Jeong and Kyle gathered together. Lee Jeong opened his mouth after a moment of silence, “It has been a while, Overgeared King Grid.” 


  He didn’t refute Grid’s criticism. Rather, he seemed to have not heard it. “The last time I met you at the Ruins of the Martial God, I was in a situation where I was forced to give way to you. This time, my position is different.”


  Lee Jeong had 28 followers and had the advantage. 


  Drasion was crawling up to the ground after being buried underground. He had suffered quite a lot of wounds, but a great demon didn’t die easily. Moreover, he was the 11th great demon and would obviously still have a lot of power remaining. Lee Jeong was convinced that the odds were with him. 


  Kyle seemed to agree with him. “K-King Grid, there is no chance of victory in this war.” 


  Lee Jeong’s ability alone was overwhelming. Furthermore, there were 28 followers of the Martial God who seemed to have learned at least 10 secret techniques. Besides, the great demon Drasion was still alive. Who in the world could handle them? 


  The followers didn’t seem interested in conversation. The 28 followers of the Martial God started to pull out various weapons. Kyle was shocked and gulped when he saw the weapons. 


  “Drop your weapons.” 


  They thought Grid was talking nonsense. The 28 followers raised the weapons they were holding in their hands. The effect of Talima’s Shame was demonstrated. 


  [King's Negation]


  [Suppresses the battle gears with no ego. 


  The equipment of any target within a radius of 10 meters that isn’t an ego item will be forcibly disarmed. It is up to 30 times. 


  Skill Resources Consumed: None 


  Skill Duration: 3 seconds. 


  Skill Cooldown Time: 7 minutes.]


  The power of items. Grid temporarily disabled the followers of the Martial God using the item effect. Then he used Freely Move to lightly dodge Lee Jeong’s attack and cut at the followers of the Martial God. 


  “......!”


  Kyle realized something after seeing Grid overwhelming the followers of the Martial God alone: He didn’t join the wrong side—there was a martial god here on the earth, and the name of the martial god was Grid.




  Chapter 1352


  The Cooperative Skill—it was a hidden piece that occurred when linking skills with people he had a deep bond with. Grid was the first person to uncover this very difficult hidden piece. Once the Cooperative Skill was activated, Grid’s damage increased by a huge 260%. 


  Grid, Braham, and Piaro—Drasion was struck down by the three people’s cooperative skills and disappeared from the battlefield. It wasn’t possible to see his form because he was buried deep enough in the ground to suspect the birth of a new Abyss. 


  ‘...What is this?’ 


  He was hit by Braham’s great magic and Piaro’s ultimate technique in a row, but the opponent was the 11th ranked great demon. Drasion must’ve been injured quite a bit, but he would’ve avoided fatal injuries. Grid expected Drasion to immediately rise from the ground and fight back, so he was prepared. 


  However, Drasion didn’t reappear. He was quiet under the ground, like a hiding earthworm. 


  ‘Is he trying to catch me off guard?’


  Grid determined that Drasion was aiming for a surprise attack and focused all his senses below him. Grid planned to use Earth God the moment the earth moved even the slightest bit to block Drasion’s movements. Then he would use a five fusion sword dance. Nevertheless, Drasion didn’t move until the end. 


  “Uwaaaack!” 


  “Uhh, uhhh...!”


  The screams and groans of the soldiers were coming from everywhere. The soldiers were still fighting hard even when Drasion was hiding. It was because the soldiers affected by Drasion’s curse and the monsters made from his feathers were still on the battlefield. 


  ‘Shit.’ 


  Grid wanted to quickly kill Drasion and end this battle. However, Drasion didn’t appear and he became nervous. He was wondering if he should chase Drasion into the tunnel, but his worries didn’t last long. Fighting in narrow terrain made it difficult to gain an advantage. 


  “Even if the range of Earth God is 100 times larger, I would have to turn the entire ground upside down...?” 


  Grid was so focused because he didn’t want to make a mistake. Then his gaze suddenly shifted to the sky. It was because he heard Kyle’s screams. He observed Kyle’s situation and found that it wasn’t very good. 


  ‘Kyle can’t even beat the Triad?’ 


  In fact, Grid’s expectations for Kyle were great. Kyle had the setting of a person with ‘high potential to make the emperor confident in him.’ Therefore, he was a person with high growth potential among the super named NPCs. In fact, Kyle was stronger than Grid. Grid had grown infinitely and gained strength that surpassed the single digit knights, the normal yangbans, and the dukes, but he hadn’t surpassed Kyle. 


  Kyle might shrink back because he misunderstood Grid’s power, but it was always Kyle who had the upper hand in the relationship between him and Grid. Yes, Kyle was strong. They met after a long time and Kyle had clearly entered a higher stage of transcendence. His status might be lower than Grid’s status, but considering the various additional stats obtained by super named NPCs and Kyle’s unique lightning ability, Kyle was clearly stronger than Grid. 


  Of course, that was a story when calculating it numerically. Until now, Grid had fought and won against opponents stronger than himself. The result of the two of them fighting was unknown. 


  “The followers of the Martial God are variables.” Braham sent a warning as he stood beside Grid and watched Drasion’s movements. “If we can’t stop them from invading the battlefield then the damage to our allies will be several times greater.” 


  There were new figures appearing in the sky. Those who were gathered by Lee Jeon’s side by using a sky walking movement technique were followers who had acquired at least 10 secret techniques. 


  Braham’s gaze shifted toward Piaro’s direction. Piaro was trying to sow seeds for when Drasion appeared. He judged that if the plants grew and took root in the ground, they could purify and weaken the demonic energy of Drasion lurking there. 


  Braham’s gaze moved to his feet. He didn’t know when Drasion would suddenly appear from the ground. Braham thought for a moment before speaking to Grid. “It is your role to stop them.” 


  “......”


  Braham couldn’t leave this spot. Braham was the best person to counter Drasion’s surprise attack. Grid knew that as well. He knew that he and Braham were the only ones able to fight properly against the 29 followers of the Martial God who had taken control of the sky. 


  “I understand.” 


  There was no choice. Grid shook his hands that were trembling with tension and soared into the air. First of all, he had to save Kyle from the crisis. ‘King's Negation.’ 


  He used the skill attached to Talsha to make the followers of the Martial God abandon their weapons. He ignored Kyle’s shout that there was no chance of winning, lightly avoided Lee Jeong’s attack with Freely Move, and moved to the center of the martial god followers, creating a tsunami of sword energy. 


  “......?!” 


   “......!!”


  All 29 of the Martial God followers, including Lee Jeong, were swept up by the tsunami of sword energy and were pulled to Grid’s side. Then he cut all of them. 


  “Ugh!” 


  Many of the followers groaned and suffered from a ‘loss of balance.’ In the aftermath of their loss of balance, the progress of their light footwork technique stopped and they fell to the ground one after another. 


  Wave—it was the moment when the ‘single’ sword dance dominated the battlefield. However, no one thought it was a single sword dance.


  “What is this? Is it a new fusion sword dance?” 


  


  


  “Perhaps it is. Not only is the damage factor high, it also caused them to collapse and inflicted abnormal statuses on them... it is a wide area skill that is close to perfection.” 


  The players who ran nearby to watch the Overgeared Kingdom and empire’s raid on Drasion misunderstood Wave as a fusion sword dance. It was natural. After passing through Chiyou’s Test with the best grades, Grid’s sword dance was strengthened and it was incomparably powerful. He used a single sword dance and exerted a destructive force comparable to conventional fusion sword dances. 


  “You have definitely become stronger.” Lee Jeong purely felt admiration. The moment the effect of Freely Move ended, Lee Jeong appeared behind Grid and raised his right arm. 


  “No matter how strong you are, isn’t it arrogant for you to try and deal with me on your own?” 


  Lee Jeong’s strong fists aimed at Grid’s shoulder, but the person who suffered damage was Lee Jeong, not Grid. 


  [The effect of Shoulder Guards of the White Tiger with the Protection of the Red Phoenix has ignored the damage.]


  [The Shoulder Guards of the White Tiger with the Protection of the Red Phoenix is releasing burning thorns.]


  “Keuk?”


  Confusion appeared on the face of Lee Jeong who thought he had grasped victory from the moment he took control of Grid’s back. It was absurd that his fistscouldn’t even damage Grid’s shoulder guards when it was capable of cutting steel like tofu. It had been blocked and he ended up bleeding due to being stabbed by the thorns. 


  ‘A divine item?’ 


  A high artificial intelligence was sometimes poisonous. Lee Jeong was wary of Grid’s shoulder guards and excluded Grid’s shoulders from being targeted. Every time Grid moved, no matter how big a gap was revealed, he would avoid the shoulders and only attack other body parts. Lee Jeong created his own restraints. His movements became somewhat simpler and Grid’s choices increased. 


  Lee Jeong had a deep knowledge of martial arts. He had learned hundreds of secret techniques from Martial God Zeratul and used all types of martial arts. Therefore, he had skills that would give him the advantage in any situation. Lee Jeong didn’t have a disadvantage even if he had the penalty of ‘don’t attack the shoulders.’It was safe to say there were few people in the world who could beat Lee Jeong when competing with pure technique. Of course, it was the same for Grid. 


  'An equal match? No, Grid is being pushed!’ 


  The faces of the players who watched Grid and Lee Jeong fighting in the sky were filled with surprise. They were amazed that Lee Jeong was gradually gaining the upper hand rather than being pushed in an all-out battle against the supreme one, Grid. 


  In particular, the general public who weren’t rankers felt a greater shock because they didn’t know the identities of the followers of the Martial God. The more wounds that Lee Jeong inflicted on Grid’s body, the higher the reputation of the followers. The identity of the ‘strongest person in the worldview’ in the minds of ordinary people with a low understanding of Satisfy’s world changed from Grid to Lee Jeong. 


  Just then, Lee Jeong saw a gap in the defenses of Grid’s lower body. He kicked at Grid’s shin only to instantly stiffen. It was due to items once again. 


  [The effect of Gaiters of the White Tiger supporting Heaven and Earth has ignored the damage.] 


  [The effect of Gaiters of the White Tiger supporting Heaven and Earth has released thorns.] 


  “Keuk!” Lee Jeong frowned at the shock and quickly made a judgment. Now he avoided attacking Grid’s lower body as well as his shoulders. He was placing greater restrictions on himself. Thanks to this, Grid’s movements became easier and he could freely move both feet. In order to stop Lee Jeong’s continuous offensive, he started the fusion sword dances he hadn’t been able to use before and the battle between the two of them became more intense. 


  ‘What the hell is he doing?’ 


  A little bit further away from Grid, Kyle looked at Grid while taking down the followers of the Martial God. Kyle couldn’t understand what tricks Grid was using to slow down Lee Jeong’s movements. Therefore, he became even more afraid of Grid. 


  ‘It is impossible to follow Grid’s movements at my level.’ 


  He knew that Grid was stronger than him, but he never expected Grid to surpass the Triad. Kyle’s misunderstanding deepened. 


  Meanwhile, on the ground... 


  'The energy of the earth gives life. Soil can be called the most sacred material in the world.’ 


  Piaro was creating a forest in the middle of the battlefield while ignoring the noise around him. He paid attention to the fact that Drasion was vulnerable to the earth attribute. He did his best to turn Drasion’s mistake of hiding in the ground into an opportunity. 


  ‘What I need to do now is make the land more fertile. I will kill Drasion, who is hiding in the ground.’


  Piaro’s hand plow moved faster. He was the spitting image of a farmer as he plowed the ground, sowed seeds, water them and transformed the battlefield into a green one. 


  “Kuack!” 


  It was around the time when Lee Jeong’s scream was heard from the sky... 


  “......?!”


  Piaro’s hand plow stopped when he sensed the abnormality. The green forest he was working hard on started to turn black. It was the aftermath of the earth being contaminated. 


  The earth was shaking. A terrible stench came from every direction. Drasion had been hiding underground and polluting the land to overcome his weaknesses. Now he was about to reappear.




  Chapter 1353


  The ground started to rot and the size of the bird monsters swelled enormously. They became bigger than humans and every time they moved their beaks, the knights’ shields were pierced. 


  “The number of them is small! Stay calm and fight!” 


  


  


  The knights were busy encouraging the soldiers. They bravely fought against the birds to increase the morale of the soldiers, but it was counterproductive. Then the knights’ shields and armor were pierced with a sharp beak. The flesh of the knights hidden behind the armor was torn off and swallowed. The knights staggered with pain at being eaten. Then the birds’ large feet crushed their chests and they stopped breathing. 


  “H-Hik!” 


  The bloody eyeballs of the bird monsters who slaughtered the knights easily demoralized the soldiers. Unlike Drasion, who had floated in the distant sky, the bird monsters who were at a close distance gave a much more realistic fear to the soldiers.


  A bird monster chewing on the muscles of a knight quickly turned his attention to the soldiers. Large and small pus swelled on the pointed tongue located inside the bird’s beak. It was really disgusting in many ways. The soldiers lost their will and were starting to collapse one by one when a glimmer of hope appeared. 


  “Uraaaaaaah!” 


  It was the appearance of Vantner, the bald warrior who dazzled the eyes of the bird monsters with his shiny head. 


  “You bastards! Why are you avoiding looking at me?!” 


  The bird monsters born from darkness were inherently weak to light. Perhaps it was because it was soaked in sweat, but they were unable to stare straight at Vantner’s bald head that was particularly shiny. They avoided looking at him. It was similar to them not being able to look at the priests’ divine light. 


  The necks of the bird monsters hit by his shield rotated 360 degrees. Then Vantner used his axe to cut at the necks that were twisted like pretzels. 


  “You bastards! Why are you avoiding looking at me?!” Vantner felt like he lost even though he won. 


  Similar situations were playing out on the battlefield. Every time the knights and soldiers were threatened, the Overgeared members appeared and killed the grotesque bird monsters enlarged by the earth stained with demonic energy. The bird monsters were created from Drasion’s feathers. No matter how strong, they had inherent limitations and couldn’t be the opponents of the Overgeared members. The low morale of the soldiers started to recover rapidly thanks to the activities of the Overgeared members. 


  "It's okay. Everything will be fine. Don’t be afraid.” The role of Saintess Ruby was very large. Her healing ability to heal injuries serious enough to cause death was a miracle to the soldiers. Some people prayed, believing her to be the goddess of light who had come. Some even believed she was a far more precious being than the goddess of light who only watched. 


  Was it instinct or Drasion’s will? The eyes of the bird monsters scattered all over the battlefield focused on Ruby. A murderous air worse than the small rising from the rotten ground spread across the battlefield. The bird monsters showing a clear killing intent ignored all the other humans and rushed to Ruby. 


  The number of bird monsters left on the battlefield was around 100. It was a number that seemed small when it was separated. However, once they gathered together to run to one place, the number never seemed small. 


  “Hide behind me.” 


  The Saintess’ Knight—a celebrity who occupied the top ranking of ‘person eagerly waiting for the release of the ID change ticket,’ Sexy Schoolgirl, was protecting Ruby. She flinched when she saw 100 large bull-sized bird monsters rushing over while hurting the soldiers, but she stood firm and raised her shield. 


  Sexy Schoolgirl blocked the beak of a bird monster by using Guardian of Hope, an upgraded version of Shield of Divine Light. Then she swung the mace in her other hand upwards. The bird monster was hit in the beak and its head flew back and exploded. 


  Ruby’s skill Holy Strike was added to Sexy Schoolgirl, who received a stats bonus whenever she fought with the Saintess against evil opponents. This had a fatal effect against the bird monsters. However, the number of bird monsters was close to 100. Sexy Schoolgirl might’ve raised her level to the point of being considered a ranker, but she didn’t have the skills to deal with multiple bird monsters at the same time. Therefore, she depended on others. 


  “Are you ready?” Who was the question directed at? The bird monsters who were right in front of Sexy Schoolgirl didn’t understand. In the first place, they didn’t have the intelligence to question it. There was a presence who answered Sexy Schoolgirl’s question. 


  “Giga Lightning.” 


  Braham used it like it was low-grade magic, but the high-grade magic that was actually hard to see struck the bird monsters. It was different from Braham’s Giga Lightning. Unlike Braham’s Giga Lightning that summoned an incandescent current, the Giga Lightning that hit the birds shone with a full color. 


  It was a noble color that was gorgeous, but not frivolous. It was a beautiful magic power that resembled the character of the person who created it. Giga Lightning’s electric current spread like an infectious disease and paralyzed the bird monsters. Blood flowed from the feathers of the bird monsters and the ugly monsters looked even stranger. 


  Sexy Schoolgirl smacked the beak of a convulsing monster with her shield and gave a thumbs up to the sky. “Nice assist!” 


  “Hah... Hah... I will rest a little bit.” 


  It was Euphemina. As Mumud’s Successor, her potential for development was endless. It was the internal evaluation of the Overgeared members that she wouldn’t only be a legend. She might glimpse the myth rating. However, it was shortly after she changed classes and her stats were lacking. All the values were relatively inferior compared to her potential. It was hard for her to use Giga Lightning just once. 


  If it was just Sexy Schoolgirl and Euphemina here, then they wouldn’t be able to deal with the large number of bird monsters. However, this was a battlefield. They were with many colleagues, people who had been gathered by Grid. The number had long exceeded the hundreds. 


  “Shadow Blade.” 


  Dozens of blades rose from the shadows at the feet of the bird monsters trying to escape the paralysis. The movements of the blades were fast and elaborate like someone was dancing and wielding it. They easily knocked down the bird monsters. It was the collaboration between King of Shadows Kasim and Lantier Faker. 


  The bird monsters screamed. Blood and intestines spilled from their split stomachs and polluted the land with a foul smell. 


  “Blood Lane.” 


  The blood that was soaking the ground floated into the air. Soon, it poured down like rain and slaughtered the bird monsters who were still breathing. It was the performance of Blood Warrior Katz who showed the strongest fighting power on the battlefield. 


  The screams of the birds subsided. Soon, they turned to gray ash and completely disappeared from the world. Only the dark blood soaking the ground proved they existed. 


  


  


  “Level up!” Sexy Schoolgirl shouted with joy. It wasn’t just her. Ruby, who was in her party; Euphemina, who was in the sky; Faker, who was in the shadows; and Katz, who was standing in the middle of the battlefield, were all surrounded by the pillar of light that symbolized a level up. 


  As always, they grew in battle. Nevertheless, their growth was still lacking. They didn’t immediately detect the abnormalities in the ground that vibrated as if responding to the anger and hatred in the blood of the bird monsters. The price was great. 


  A huge hand pierced through the ground and grabbed at Sexy Schoolgirl’s foot, tearing at it. A powerful curse was imprinted in her body through the wound and spread through her body in no time. Katz, who was standing confidently on the battlefield, also had his body gripped by a huge hand and crushed. Katz was critically injured and fell unconscious after losing a lot of health. His body crumpled like a sheet of paper and the curse spread through it. 


  “Shield...!” 


  In the sky, Euphemina saw Sexy Schoolgirl and Katz falling sequentially due to the hands and used defense magic, but it was one step too late. Her shield was torn apart by dirty nails before it could be completed and her chest was pierced. 


  “Ugh...” 


  [You were critically injured by great demon ‘Drasion.’ A powerful curse has started to dominate your body. For one minute, you will become Drasion’s puppet.] 


  [Resistance has failed.] 


  “Wh...at...” 


  There was a backlash of Euphemina’s mana. Meditating to calm down the storm from using Giga Lightning became useless. 


  [You are paying the price for using magic that your intelligence can’t understand or implement.] 


  [The power of the magic and casting time is reduced by 200%. When using magic, health and stamina are consumed as well as mana.] 


  [This is a warning to stop using magic.] 


  [This is a warning to stop...] 


  “Ugh...!” 


  Giga Lightning was used in exchange for potential. As a result, the fluctuating magic power eventually ran wild at the usage of new magic. 


  “Fire... Cough! Storm!” 


  Unwanted magic was activated. Blood poured from Euphemina’s mouth and nose as she lost control of her flesh and used magic according to Drasion’s wish. Then a violent storm of flames engulfed the soldiers of the empire and the Overgeared Kingdom. 


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!] 


  [A legend doesn’t die easily.] 


  Euphemina entered the immortal state in exchange for her use of this magic, but surviving was the worst development. Drasion’s curse was still working. “Blizzard!” 


  A blizzard accompanied by extreme cold swept over the battlefield. Euphemina was shocked that she killed so many allies with her own hands and felt like she was in hell. It was the same for Sexy Schoolgirl and Katz. They were also slaughtering their allies as puppets of Drasion. 


  The earth had been transformed into hell. The great evil that guided humanity to despair had finally been revealed. The notoriety of Drasion, the great demon of curses, wasn’t false. 


  “N-No...!” Ruby’s face was white as she desperately tried to use cures and heals on everyone in sight. It was the same for the members of the Rebecca Church. 


  Drasion whispered as if he was laughing at their struggle to save even more people, “Doom.” 


  The end was upon them.
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  Grid, Braham, and Piaro—Drasion was struck by the three of them and fell underground. Then he felt a sense of strangeness. It was because the physical pain of his skin tearing, his bones breaking, and his intestines flipping over was unfamiliar. 


  It was very confusing for Drasion who was acting on the instinct of ‘I hate the world, I want to lead the world to ruin.’ Due to this instinct, he had been constantly fighting his self from his former life. Why did he feel like pain was unfamiliar when he should have received countless wounds on this enormous body and even experienced ‘death’? 


  


  


  “Noble one born from my wishes, may your kindness take care of them.” 


  Drasion had some memories. He was smiling in a world of soft and cozy golden clouds, not a river of hot fire. As he bowed his head toward someone he loved and respected, the back of his hand was fine and white without any damage. It was completely different from the now unsightly hands covered in black and thick skin. 


  “Ugh...! Uwaaack!” 


  Blood flowed from the eyes of the screaming Drasion. An unknown sense of loss plagued him. Subsequently, doubts dominated him. 


  ‘Who am I?’ 


  Wasn’t his current appearance that of his life before Biplonz? In other words, his original appearance. Who was the other self who existed in that bright world, who was happy without knowing pain? 


  “......”


  Drasion was suffering under the ground only to suddenly stop screaming. He realized the dirt covering his body was burning his skin. 


  “Curse...” 


  This soil which gave birth to a new life.


  “I curse you!” 


  This land, this world.


  Drasion wasn’t curious about the source of his anger and hatred. He was a great demon, one of the lords of hell in charge of death. It was natural for him to feel disgusted with everything that sprouted life. The dirt around Drasion started to be contaminated with the curse. The curse stretched out like a tsunami and covered the entire area. All the life contained in the earth died. 


  Drasion came out of the ground and looked down at it. The screams that echoed on this earthly landscape were no different from the landscape of hell that he remembered. It was very satisfying. Now it was time to kill everything alive to express his displeasure. 


  ‘...That person?’ 


  The golden clouds and soft voice that appeared again... 


  Drasion didn’t know if these memories belonged to himself or someone else, but they complicated his mind. In order to suppress the confusion, Drasion rampaged even more violently. He gave up all his thoughts and abandoned his body to instincts.


  Now Drasion didn’t use his wings. Unlike his appearance in the first phase, where he watched the bird monsters born from his feathers kill, he was more actively involved in the second phase. He mercilessly struck at resisting humans with his fist and terrified them by using the curse to dominate their minds. The human army that had gained the upper hand despite the interference of the Martial God followers were now rapidly weakened. 


  “H-Hik! The great demon is going crazy!” 


  The soldiers realized it. The reason they survived so far was due to Drasion’s inaction and the active actions of Grid, Kyle, the Saintess, and others. The power of the great demon that they briefly forgot about was beyond their expectations and imagination.


  “Blizzard...!” 


  It was a particularly devastating loss that the female magician of the Overgeared Kingdom became Drasion’s puppet. She was young, but her great magic made them wonder if she was the missing Magician KIng. Once she launched magic, hundreds of soldiers died and thousands were wounded. 


  Katz’ destructive power was even higher than hers. Unlike Euphemina who had the stats penalty, he became Drasion puppet in an intact state and unleashed a rain of blood. All the soldiers in the area turned to gray ash. The sight of thousands of troops disappearing in the blink of an eye caused the commanders of the imperial army to lose their fighting spirit. 


  “W-We can’t win...” 


  The overwhelming difference in power made strategy and tactics meaningless. The people supporting them felt despair as they watched the number of Drasion’s puppets continue to increase. 


  “We can’t give up hope.” 


  “The goddess’ blessing will take care of you.” 


  They were the priests of the Rebecca Church. Their recovery skills healed the wounded and the frightened hearts. A seed of hope grew in the hearts of those who were ruled by despair. 


  “Doom.” 


  As if laughing at them, Drasion changed all the humans on the battlefield into the undead. The extreme destructive power that was created solely for denying divinity was unmatched. 


  “Kuaaaaak!” 


  “Cough!” 


  The soldiers who were being baptized in heals and the Overgeared members drinking potions were all in pain. The reversal of the healing effects caused even more casualties. Grid was also flustered as he fought against Lee Jeong. Grid’s biggest strength was his survival ability. He was able to fight enemies stronger than him by steadily linking the vampire’s lifestealing ability, his recovery effects, and the shields. Now the lifestealing and recovery effects became poison and it was very difficult for him. 


  [Elfin Stone’s Ring has been removed.] 


  Grid removed the items that gave him the lifestealing effect and observed the surroundings. As he was fighting Lee Jeong, the remaining 28 followers of the Martial God had been reduced by half. Kyle showed an outstanding performance. The use of Talsha to strip the followers’ weapons played an important role, but Grid didn’t see any hope. 


  ‘This bastard has noticed.’ 


  At the beginning of the battle, Lee Jeong had been vigilant about Grid’s shoulder guards and gaiters. He thought he would be damaged and never attacked Grid’s shoulders and lower body. Thus, his attack pattern was simplified. Then it seemed like he noticed in the middle. 


  It was a fact that divine items that showed such a perfect performance didn’t exist in the world. The three artifacts of the Rebecca Church and items of the sacred creatures of the East Continent weren’t perfect items. 


  


  


  As expected. Lee Jeong was no longer conscious of the shoulder guards and gaiters. He saw the signs of Grid shrinking back after being affected by Doom and launched a more aggressive offensive. Lee Jeong smiled as his hand was once again slashed by the thorns that rose from Grid’s shoulder guards and gaiters. 


  “It is at the level of an itch.” 


  Lee Jeong knew that a drawn out battle was more advantageous to him. It was because Grid’s breathing had become rough. Until a little while ago, Lee Jeong was wary of a drawn out battle because Grid’s wounds kept healing like a cockroach. Now both of them were affected by Doom. 


  “I have been training my whole life according to the teachings of the Martial God. I have a near infinite physical strength compared to ordinary humans. It is completely different from you who uses various things to maintain your physical state.” 


  Health and stamina. Lee Jeong was superior to Grid in every way. Lee Jeong was a super named NPC while Grid was a single player. It was natural for Grid to be pushed in terms of health when he could no longer recover with the help of his items, skills, and potions. 


  “Now who will fall first?” 


  Their bodies couldn’t be restored due to the influence of Doom. Lee Jeong planned to smash Grid during this time. If they fought while being unable to recover, it was obvious that Grid would be the one to fall first. Lee Jeong stopped his breathing and moved while leaving afterimages that were as gorgeous as the tail of a phoenix. Soon, a baptism of sword attacks and fists poured from all directions. The word ‘defeat’ appeared in Grid’s mind only to disappear instantly. 


  “Storm of the Fire God.” 


  Storm of the Fire God had a variety of field effects. The foremost of them was Divine Flames. 


  [Divine Flames] 


  [Unleash the latent flames in the Red Phoenix’s 9th Heart to form a storm of divine flames. 


  The storm will control a 200 meters radius area around the caster, increasing the healing effect of all allies (except the undead or demonkin targets), including the caster by 20%. It will also reduce the healing effect of all enemies by 50%. Can’t be resisted. 


  Once a target with a reduced healing effect attempts to heal, ‘Rage of the Fire God’ will cause 15,000 fixed damage and will potentially reverse the healing effect. 


  If the race is an undead or demonkin, they will be subject to extreme damage in the storm’s rage.] 


  In fact, it was a skill that doesn’t inflict great damage to targets other than undead or demonkin. In particular, it would be difficult to inflict serious wounds if the opponent was a super named NPC like Lee Jeong, even with the effect of Fire of Willpower while inflicted fire attribute damage proportional to his willpower and strength stat to all enemies in range of the storm. 


  However, Lee Jeong was currently influenced by Doom like Grid. He had been wary of Lee Jeong’s unique characteristics of absorbing Kyle’s lightning and didn’t use the infinite sword energy. Therefore, he had only used the single sword dances that couldn’t inflict serious injuries on Lee Jeong. From Grid’s position, Drasion’s Doom gave him an opportunity. 


  “Kuaaaack!” Indeed, Divine Flames exerted tremendous destructive power against Lee Jeong, who had become an undead. Lee Jeong, who hadn’t lost his composure during the battle, continued to scream. 


  “Please die quickly. Once you die, the raid can continue.” 


  “You...! You!! Kuaaack!” Lee Jeong was struggling in the midst of the pain of his bones and flesh melting. Even so, he gritted his teeth and rushed toward Grid. He felt that his life would soon end and wanted to kill Grid quickly. The problem was that Grid had built up a high transcendence. 


  “Transcend. Shunpo.” 


  It wasn’t easy to kill a transcendent who could use Shunpo at will. 


  “You! Are you going to run away? Don’t you know any shame?” Lee Jeong’s screams echoed in the blazing flames without stopping. He was unable to catch up with Grid who constantly used Shunpo and his body burned down completely, scattering as ashes. 


  [You have won the battle against one of the Triad who is favored by the Martial God!] 


  [As a reward for the great achievement...] 


  ......


  ...


  [Your level has risen.] 


  [Your level has risen.] 


  Ironically, Grid defeated Lee Jeong thanks to Doom. He wasn’t delighted at winning the battle with no odds and shifted his gaze to the battlefield while starting the steps of a five fusion sword dance. The target was Drasion on the ground. He was determined to tie up Drasion at the expense of himself until Doom’s duration ended. 


  Meanwhile, on the ground... 


  “Hey, cooperate with me.” 


  Braham’s knowledge and Mercedes’ Keen Insight were trying to combine. It was to destroy Doom.
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  ‘Absorption can be poison.’ 


  One of the ultimate martial arts—Kyle felt a terrible sense of helplessness at Lee Jeong’s ability to take away the ‘energy’ of others. After having his lightning stolen and being trampled on miserably, he realized that Lee Jeong was an absolute person who couldn’t be faced. He even thought that if Braham and Lee Jeong fought, they wouldn’t be able to kill each other. Yet Grid had killed such a Lee Jeong. 


  


  


  Kyle marveled at Grid’s judgment in using the holy flames to kill Lee Jeong, who had become an undead under Doom’s influence. He wondered if Grid would win against Lee Jeong even without Doom. 


  This was a battlefield where tens of thousands of intentions intersected. There were variables constantly happening. Grid immediately responded to a deadly variable and used it to achieve victory. There was no doubt that he was one of the top talents. 


  “Cough...” 


  Kyle received a sickle attached to a chain in his back and he coughed up blood. He had deep wounds all over his body and his white clothing were dyed completely red. It was daunting to deal with 27 followers on his own shortly after fighting Lee Jeong. No, he couldn’t afford it. 


  ‘I will die if this continues.’


  He had already done his best. He had provided Grid with enough time to focus on Lee Jeong and it was time to find a way out. However, it was hard to find a chance to survive no matter how much he looked. The 12 surviving followers of the Martial God tightly surrounded Kyle. The moment Kyle took a single step, 12 types of weapons would smash him. 


  “......”


  Kyle focused. He thought about how Grid transformed a crisis into an opportunity in the battle with Lee Jeong and the word ‘give up’ was erased from his mind. Then he heard a voice piercing the battlefield from the ground, “Kill me!” 


  The person’s name was Katz. A member of the Overgeared Guild who actively used blood as a weapon was sincerely shouting at Grid. At first glance, it seemed to be the worst situation.Under Drasion’s curse, he became a puppet and slaughtered his allies. He was left looking for death. 


  A huge spear was rising like a tower from the pool of blood flowing from the soldiers pierced by his rain of blood. The moment it responded to Drasion’s will and caused a massacre, a distinct blood fragrance drifted up to the sky and buried the odor of rotten earth. 


  A tearful woman’s shout was also heard, “Kill me too!” 


  She was disgusted with herself after freezing thousands of soldiers on the north side of the battlefield. She seemed to be a witch of the ice kingdom. 


  “Hah...” 


  All those who wanted to live were struggling while those who wanted to die were screaming. It was a hell of confusion created by conflicting wills. There were the followers of the Martial God who kept their mouths shut and ignored all situations. They were creepy like monsters whose emotions were castrated. There was also the strange appearance of Drasion shedding bloody tears. 


  It made his hairs stand on end. Was this really the earth? Perhaps he had already died and were trembling in hell. 


  A deep voice entered the ears of the doubting Kyle, the soldiers, and everyone else on the battlefield, “Frozen Crystal.” 


  “......!” 


  Kyle got goosebumps. The cold air that dominated the northern part of the battlefield seemed to have been gathered, forming an extreme cold that covered his whole body. In the end, solid ice that would never break was born and Kyle was locked inside it. Kyle couldn’t move his fingertips. His body was completely still. 


  ‘What is this...?!’


  Unlike his stopped body, his consciousness was fine. In the thick ice, Kyle could only watch the followers of the Martial God aim their weapons at him. He would fall into the embrace of death without any resistance. 


  “......?!” 


  The restless Kyle was startled. It was because none of the weapons pierced the ice that surrounded him. All the sharp weapons and explosive martial arts couldn’t even scratch the ice. 


  ‘Ah...!’


  Kyle finally noticed that this ice magic was protecting him. 


  This fact... 


  ‘Braham?’ 


  ‘Braham!’ 


  Two other people trapped in ice like Kyle also noticed it. Euphemina in the north of the battlefield and Katz deep in the center of the battlefield. The two people trapped in ice couldn’t move a finger and the snowstorm and bloody rain stopped like they were lies. It was possible to avoid unwanted slaughter. 


  “Sigh...” 


  The chaos of the battlefield ceased and silence ensued. Braham swept back his sweat-soaked hair and spoke in a blunt voice, “Stay still and don’t go on a rampage.” 


  Braham hadn’t been standing by when Grid was struggling with Lee Jeong and Drasion ran wild on the ground. He combined his knowledge with Mercedes’ Keen Insight to analyze Drasion’s power. 


  It was identified that Drasion’s curse, which infected a target after inflicting wounds and turned them into a puppet, lasted for a minimum of 20 seconds and a maximum of 3 minutes. It was also found that the duration of Doom that turned people into undead applied for 2 minutes. 


  Unfortunately, he couldn’t find a method to destroy them. It was because Drasion’s curse and Doom weren’t derived from magic, but from absolute will. It was impossible to intervene in a way that denied and destroyed the mental image of another being if the difference in status wasn’t big. 


  In the end, the choice that Braham made was simple. He gave up responding to Doom and used his strength to suppress those who were cursed. Just like this... 


  “Frozen Crystal.” 


  “......!” 


  Vantner and Peak Sword were cut by Drasion’s claws and cursed. Then they were trapped in ice just like Euphemina, Katz, and Kyle. 


  “Frozen Crystal.” 


  Laella and Zednos fell under the curse once their magic was reflected by Drasion and they were also trapped in ice. It was an ice they could never escape from without Braham’s permission. No magic and no physical force could break this ice. Braham was the strongest magician in history and started to build up divinity by defeating the hydra and yangbans. His power was too strong. 


  ‘No way!’ The great magician Ricilia was stunned. It wasn’t because Braham’s method of using Frozen Crystal was extraordinary. The use of Frozen Crystal to freeze a target was inherently varied. It was often used for protecting allies like now, as well as suppressing enemies. 


  However, there was a limit to the damage that the frozen crystals could absorb. They were bound to break the moment they suffered more than a certain amount of damage. It was so shocking because Braham’s Frozen Crystal was never broken. 


  


  


  “You should go and help Grid.” 


  Braham’s complexion was growing whiter as the unbreakable ice increased on the battlefield. The mental power and magic power he consumed to maintain the magic added a burden to him. It was hard for him to use different types of magic while maintaining multiple frozen crystals. If it was Braham from a few years ago, then he wouldn’t have done anything like this. 


  He wouldn’t care about the pathetic people who became the enemy’s puppets or the deaths of insignificant soldiers. He would’ve just attacked Drasion from start to finish. 


  “Frozen Crystal.” 


  He was thinking about how Kyle would be a helpful talent to Grid one day and felt the need to protect Kyle. He didn’t want Grid to suffer from guilt and hoped Grid wouldn’t feel regret. He acted in consideration of what Grid would want. This was the result. Braham turned into a person fighting to protect someone. He felt this type of self wasn’t so bad. 


  “Leave it to us,” Mercedes answered Braham and moved with Piaro. She spread out her silver wings while Piaro wielded his sweet potato stems as they entered the battlefield to help Grid, who was performing his sword dances against Drasion with all his strength. 


  “......” 


  It was because of them that Braham could play a supporting role. Braham believed in the skills of Grid and his knights. He knew they could fight against Drasion without him. 


  “We will join you too!” 


  Furthermore, Grid didn’t have only one or two colleagues. In addition to Mercedes and Piaro, the still surviving members of the Overgeared Guild and the empire’s dukes helped Grid. Even Empress Basara directly took part in the battle like it was her active duty. They were filled with a belief that they would surely win fighting with Grid. 


  “Doom will end in 15 seconds!” 


  Mercedes had analyzed Doom’s duration with Braham and she delivered valuable information. Saintess Ruby and the Rebecca Church’s priests had been trapped in a sense of powerlessness. Now they regained their spirits and paid attention to those on the front lines. 


  Exactly 15 seconds later. 


  “Heal!” 


  “Purification!” 


  Ruby and the priests simultaneously used recovery magic to heal Grid and the others fighting Drasion. Drasion was shaken that they seemed to know when Doom would end and were waiting for it. Additionally, Doom had a cooldown time. Once Doom ended, Grid and his group members engaged in a fierce battle against Drasion, who was fighting without using Doom for a while. 


  Drasion’s body fell several times and this caused the rotten earth to vibrate. Of course, Grid and the others continued to suffer serious injuries, but they were saved from a crisis thanks to all the heals from the Saintess and hundreds of priests. 


  “Kuaaaah!” 


  As the battle continued, the wounds on Drasion’s body increased and he lost his temper. Eventually, it was the beginning of phase three. He roared like a wild animal and brought hell to the earth. 


  “Hell Regulation.” Just then, Yura opened a door to hell. The difficulty of the raid dropped sharply thanks to her ability to block Drasion’s field magic and her use of the myth rated Alex’s Magic Engineering Gun. 


  “Doom!” Then Drasion reactivated his power. It was finally coming. 


  Grid and his group were feeling tense when a new person’s shout was heard from above their heads, “Summon a Holy Sword!” 


  “......!”


  A brilliant white light engulfed the battlefield and destroyed evil. The divine light given to humans by Rebecca, the goddess of light, exerted its power and Drasion’s Doom vanished. 


  “Why did you only show up now?!” 


  Pope Damian—unsurprisingly, he was necessary for this raid, but the time he joined was too late. 


  “...Damian?” 


  Toban was greeting and scolding Damian when his expression stiffened. The others were equally flustered. 


  “......”


  Feathers appeared on the battlefield that had become calm again. They were pure white feathers, contrary to Drasion’s black feathers. 


  A sword covered in white light—the First Holy Sword that was Damian’s symbol lost its owner and fell to the ground. 


  “Damian!” 


  In the sky, two angels were stabbing at Damian’s heart and cutting his neck. 


  “You are no longer entitled to the will of Heaven,” one of the angels murmured softly as he slowly pulled out the spear he had inserted in Damian’s heart. Damian’s eyes lost their light and the angel pushed him off the spear like it was dirty. 


  “Damian!” 


  Grid rushed forward. He reached out to catch Damian’s body that was plummeting to the ground. However, Damian turned to gray ash before Grid’s hands could touch him. Grid’s eyes became completely cold.




  Chapter 1356


  Damian was the Goddess’ Agent before he was the pope. He was the human being chosen by Rebecca. Who would’ve imagined that the angels, Rebecca’s devoted subordinates, would be stabbing his heart and cutting his neck?


  Confusion was also evident on Damian’s face. 


  “Damian!” 


  Damian plummeted to the ground before turning to gray ash. Grid’s eyes sank coldly as he took back the hand that had stretched out to grab Damian in vain. 


  “It wasn’t the individual will of Zeratul to help Drasion, but the will of the entire celestial world?” 


  Angels were the creation of Rebecca,the goddess of light, and legitimate people residing in Heaven. They were completely different from the followers of the Martial God, Zeratul’s private soldiers. Their actions represented the will of Heaven, not a specific individual.


  Golden pupils—they were beautiful and brilliant at first glance, but taking a close look, they were merciless and cold, so much so that the eyes of the demons, filled with all sorts of desires, felt more human. 


  Chill.Grid got goosebumps as he faced the eyes of the angels whose thoughts and emotions couldn’t be read. 


  One of the angles uttered nonsense, “Don’t question the things of Heaven. Questions will turn into poison called doubt and this will be an opportunity to believe in heresy.” 


  Surprisingly, the nonsense was actually the word of God written in the holy scripture. 


  “The followers of the Martial God hindered the humans fighting the great demon while you angels killed Damian, who came out to help the humans. Isn’t it reasonable to have suspicions?” 


  “The gods have cared for humanity with benevolence. The proof is that you are still alive. Having doubts is a sin.” 


  “Is it for humanity that you are helping Drasion?” 


  “Are we helping the great demon just because we disturbed you? You are really narrow-minded and stupid. It is heresy to discredit us.” 


  “Then you’re not helping Drasion?” 


  Grid had no intentions of keeping this conversation going for long. In the first place, he was currently on a battlefield. Even at this moment, Drasion was going on a rampage and the members of the Overgeared Guild were fighting with all their might. The soldiers’ screams were going from all directions. 


  “Then will you join us to fight Drasion together? It is the natural duty of the earth and Heaven to punish the great demons, right?” Grid spoke in a straightforward manner. 


  It was to lead the conversation and prevent the angels from using sophistry. 


  “......”


  “......”


  The angels were silent. From the moment they appeared to now, they had been expressionless even when killing or chatting with Grid. Now small cracks appeared in their expressions. Their eyebrows shook slightly. It was a small change that others wouldn’t notice at all, but it couldn’t fool Grid’s insight. 


  There were very few people in the world with a higher insight stat than Grid. Grid anticipated that these jerks would soon be talking bullshit. 


  “It is our duty to punish the great demons. All of you, please step back.” 


  “So far, hasn’t it been us humans who have been fighting against the great demons?” 


  “You have the choice to punish the great demons, but as I said, it is a duty for us.” 


  “We saw no signs of you when fighting the other great demons. Why show up now? Is there any reason why you are so obsessed with Drasion?” 


  “Don’t you know it as well? Drasion is more powerful than any great demon you have faced. It will cause too much damage for you to defeat Drasion with your own strength. It is right for us to come out.” 


  “You killed Damian for that reason?” 


  “The direction of the conversation suddenly changed.” 


  “What is different? It is in the same context. There is no reason for you to kill Damian. You said he went against the will of Heaven. Now that we are having a conversation, it seems that it is because you didn’t want Damian to take part in fighting Drasion. Isn’t that right?” 


  “No matter the reason, I have no obligation to explain it to you.” 


  “Really? It sounds like there is a reason why you killed Damian.” 


  “......”


  “It must be true seeing as you aren’t denying it. Actually, it is fortunate. If we continue fighting Drasion like this, we won’t be stabbed in the back and killed by you, right?” 


  “......”


  The angels’ eyebrows that were neat enough to make people wonder if they had a cleanliness obsession twitched once again. They felt like they were just hurting themselves while talking to Grid. They exchanged glances and looked at the ground. Death accumulated like a mountain on rotten earth and blood flowed like a river. There was hatred, curses, a terrible stench... 


  After looking at the landscape of the earth that wasn’t much different from hell with no interest, they found the priests of the Rebecca Church and called out to them. 


  “Siblings who serve the goddess of light.” 


  “You who fight evil with weak strength, lead the foolish and poor humans out of the battlefield that is covered with death and resentment.” 


  It was telling them to stop here. It also sounded sarcastic, asking them why they wanted to intervene in a war against someone they had no chance to kill, dying a dog’s death. 


  “......”


  According to the holy scripture, angels were pure beings. The holy scripture said they weren’t contaminated with ‘emotions’ unlike humans. They were absolutely good beings who didn’t know malice and the Rebecca priests had believed this. However, this wasn’t the case anymore—the priests had witnessed the angels killing someone in cold blood. 


  Pope Damian had walked the path of martyrdom in the name of the goddess of light, Rebecca, yet they didn’t even blink when they killed him. Was the logic of goodness right just because they didn’t know emotions? Could those who didn’t know emotions really show benevolence? 


  Questions will turn into poison called doubt and this will be an opportunity to believe in heresy...


  The word of God rang an alarm in the priests. The priests could feel it—the doubts they had at this moment were shaking their faith in the goddess of light. 


  “Ahh, God.” 


  There must be no doubts. If their faith was shaken, then they would fall into heresy. The frightened priests knelt down and started to pray. However, things were different for 15 priests. Dressed in colorful robes, the 15 elders who supported the Rebecca Church weren’t afraid to feel doubts. They looked up at the angels confidently. 


  “Doubts aren’t poison.” 


  The elders, who were covered in blood, cried out loudly—it was in order that their voices wouldn’t be buried by the noise of the battle. It seemed they wanted all the priests on the battlefield to hear their voices. 


  “We have witnessed with our own eyes the mistakes of our seniors who believed without questioning the former pope, Drevigo, who committed all types of corruption on the pretext of the goddess’ will.” 


  “We won’t make the same mistakes as them. By doubting, we will avoid sin.” 


  “Angels! Their actions in killing the pope is definitely the will of the goddess!” 


  “God told you not to doubt, but you are doubting it. You are heretics.” 


  The angels raised the spears that had stabbed Damian’s heart and slashed his throat. The transparent blades of the spears that were dyed red seemed to indicate the blood the elders would soon shed, so it was creepy. The kneeling and praying priests once again felt the doubts they had been trying to shake off. 


  The angels were the messengers of the gods. They were objects to be loved and worshipped. Then what was the reason to feel afraid now? This situation where they needed to fear the angels didn’t make sense. They felt like their faith was being denied. 


  Flap.


  The angels spread their wings and white feathers slowly fell to the ground. Just then... 


  “......!!”


  Drasion’s movements as he expressed curses and swung his large arms stopped like they were a lie. He was hit directly by Chris’ 1,000 Ton Sword and his head turned to the side, but his gaze was still fixed on the feathers flying through the air. 


  “White... wings...” 


  His wings that existed in the unknown memories were also white. They were beautiful and noble wings unlike the current dark and sinister wings.


   “I...! I!!” 


  Drasion started to writhe as he held his head with two hideous hands covered in the blood and flesh of humans. The black feathers scattered by him turned into thousands of bird monsters that cried out. Under the influence of the chaotic Drasion, even the bird monsters seemed confused. For the first time, a great change appeared in the expressions of the angels. It was an expression of anxiety. 


  “I beg God.” 


  “Lend me your strength.” 


  After a short prayer, thunderbolts filled the red sky as the spears of the angels glowed.


  Whiter and whiter...


  The two spears gradually emitted a stronger light that lit up the world brightly, but it was far from a blessing. It was so dazzling that people didn’t dare look up. 


  “I will punish the heretics.” 


  The angels confirmed that all humans had dropped their heads and swung their spears. Their hair that was scattered in the wind lost its gold color and turned white. It was the influence of White Transformation. The angels could use White Transformation like Rebecca’s Daughters. 


  However, their lifespan was infinite. This meant there were no side effects. Huge flashes of light violently covered the entire battlefield. The target of the angels wasn’t Drasion, but all living things in this area. 


  ‘Sons of a bitches!’ 


  What the hell did they want to hide? Why were they trying to annihilate the witnesses? Grid was confused by the actions of the angels and took the posture to use 200,000 Army Crushing Sword. He aimed to extinguish the angels’ attacks. Of course, the price would be great and there was a high probability that he would die from the backlash, but he judged it would be beneficial if he could trade his life with that of tens of thousands of allies. 


  ‘Those who survive will be my strength next time.’ 


  He prepared for a single strike. His muscles that had expanded to the maximum were twisted, causing extreme pain to Grid. Even so, Grid didn’t stop. 


  “200,000 Army...” 


  He considered what to do next. He would run straight back after death. First, he would get rid of these crazy angels and then finish this damn Drasion raid. 


  “Crushing...” 


  Grid was planning and trying to activate the skill when his actions stopped. He didn’t know what caused it, but the world of a transcendent had triggered for some reason. In the world that had stopped, Grid learned why he had entered this transcendental world. 


  The Great Robber of the Red Night—he hadn’t been seen all throughout the battle and now he was running through the battlefield. He ran at a speed that the average person couldn’t perceive and spread open a huge cloth. At first, Grid thought it was something left behind by Kruger, but it wasn’t the case. The identity of the cloth was the Great Robber of the Red Night’s mental image. It was a mental image created by his desire to steal everything in the world. 


  “Stealing the Country.” 


  The soldiers and knights of the Overgeared Kingdom and the empire, the priests who were in turmoil, the Overgeared Guild members trapped in the ice, Braham who was concentrating on preventing the ice surrounding them from breaking, Empress Basara and the dukes standing beside her... 


  Everyone on the battlefield, including Grid, was sucked into the Great Robber of the Red Night’s mental image. 


  Just as the white flashes created by the angels fell onto the battlefield, the only beings remaining were Drasion and... 


  “Kyaaaack!” 


  “Kuaaaack!”


   Rose and the Yatan followers, who just arrived at the battlefield.




  Chapter 1357


  -In the beginning, Rebecca created seven angels to help her.


  The great demon of conflict, Amoract—after giving a revelation to Rose and the Yatan believers to subdue Drasion, she noticed that Rose was quite likeable. She promised to make Rose a demon if this mission was successfully completed and also brought a part of her consciousness along for the journey. Then she told a number of stories. 


  -Judar, Dominion, Zeratul, Eruas, Hexetia, Jillen...the gods that exist right now are the result of Rebecca and the seven archangels putting their heads together.


  ‘Why did Rebecca make the other gods when she has the masterpiece called the angels?’ 


  -in order to maintain her divinity, I think she felt the necessity of presenting humans with existences that would fulfill their aspirations.Angels are just a necessary tool for Rebecca and they are far from the idea that humans want.


  Rebecca is for love and the future, Judar is for wisdom and health, Zeratul for strength, Dominion for victory, Hexetia for technology, and Jillen for peace.


  Many of the gods promised to listen to human wishes in and in return, they have received prayers.However, it is impossible for them to fully satisfy human desires.


  The gods overflowing from the earth are the proof.There are the indigenous gods created out of human aspirations.Human wishes are too varied and there are countless gods born in response to their wishes.If Rebecca insisted on being one god without creating other gods, her divinity would be much weaker than it is now.


  The prayers to the heavenly gods eventually led to prayers of admiration for Rebecca, while the prayers to the gods of the earth have nothing to do with Rebecca.


  ‘I see...’ 


  Rose was listening to Amoract’s story with interest, only to be overwhelmed with doubts. She didn’t know why the topic of the birth of the archangels and gods suddenly appeared. How much longer did they walk? By the time Rose and the Yatan followers finally arrived at the battlefield, Amoract’s consciousness, that had been briefly sleeping, awakened and opened her mouth, -Drasion was one of Rebecca’s angels.


  ‘Huh?’ 


  That hideous demon, the 11th great demon was actually an angel? 


  -The noblest angel, until she condemned the gods of committing the seven sins, being tainted by the emotions and desires of human prayer.


  ‘Did she become corrupted into a demon for blaming the gods?’ 


  -Rebecca should’ve been very afraid when she heard of the rebellion of the seven malignant saints.She might’ve thought that if a powerful tool she made for herself stood on the side of the seven malignant saints, all the gods in Heaven would be subjugated and her position weakened.Drasion’s real name is Sariel.An angel who protected the souls of humans seduced by the path of sin...


  Flash!


  “.....?!” 


  Sariel—the noblest angel, who was in charge of monitoring and governing humans from making mistakes. The sin Sariel made was turning the eyes of monitoring toward the gods. She was thrown out of Heaven and fell to hell. 


  She existed as a demon now so it was natural for Amoract to be on the lookout when it wasn’t known when she would transform again. [1] 


  Rose was listening to the story only to close her eyes. It was because she felt the red sky suddenly being engulfed in white light. The brilliant light disturbed her vision. 


  -The brighter the light, the darker the shadow.The heavenly gods are trying to do something dirty again.


  Amoract’s sigh was heard. 


  “Aaaaaaack!” 


  “Kuaaaack!” 


  The Yatan followers screamed along with Rose. 


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!] 


  A terrible pain like burning flesh and bones struck Rose. 


  [Your contract with Amoract has delayed your death.] 


  “U-Ugh...” 


  A skill that allowed her to survive even if she took fatal damage—Rose survived thanks to the ‘Undead Transformation’ skill she gained from her contract with Amoract, and looked at the battlefield with a trembling gaze. The tens of thousands of bird monsters screaming around Drasion, who was as huge as a mountain, were destroyed without a trace. 


  Rose was the only one who existed on the deathly quiet battlefield. No, she thought it was like that. Rose felt movement and was startled. The moment she raised her eyes, she saw two angels surrounded by a light so bright that she couldn’t stare straight at it. Rose realized that these two angels had destroyed everything on the battlefield. They were the ones radiating a powerful energy. 


  “Archangels...” 


  Raguel and Umiel—Rose was trembling as the brilliant names of the angels entered her view while Amoract’s sigh was heard. 


  -These guys...they recognized Sariel as an angel for a moment and formed the Trinity.


  The heavenly world, in other words, the angels and gods of Asgard, must be three in order to achieve complete harmony and exert absolute power.


  Just as the great demons can’t easily come up to earth, the angels and gods can’t descend here.


  If three or more angels or gods come down to the earth, the earth won’t be able to bear their divinity and will fall into chaos.


  This was why Amoract thought Drasion should be defeated as soon as possible. Amoract had predicted the situation. A situation where two angels descended and formed a Trinity with Drasion, destroying Drasion with this power. It was a shame for Amoract. 


  -Too bad.It is only when the reality of Drasion is known to humans that the true nature of the gods will spread and the prestige of Heaven will fall.Drasion must be destroyed by human hands.Everyone in the world should’ve witnessed the white soul.


  It was a great shame that there were only two witnesses for this moment—Amoract and Rose, who already knew all the facts. It happened when Amoract was clicking her tongue... 


  In the middle of the battlefield where everything was destroyed and turned into ashes, a human face appeared. It was an old man with a hunched back. The eyes of the angels in the sky and Rose widened. It was because once the old man took out a piece of cloth and unfolded it, hundreds or thousands of people appeared to fill the scene. 


  All of them witnessed the transparent skin and golden hair that were revealed through the cracks occurring on the dying skin of Drasion. Additionally, there were the white wings. 


  “I...” Drasion tried to say something only to stop when red blood spilled from his mouth and nose. “I am actually...” 


  “Shut up!” 


  The angels in the sky had distorted expressions like crumpled pieces of paper. They looked more like demons than angels. Grid blocked the way of those urgently descending with their spears pointed at Drasion. 


  “Open Potential. Dragon.” 


  [Pagma’s Sword Dance, Dragon, has temporarily evolved into Grid’s Sword Dance.] 


  “You dare to block the path of an angel!” 


  The angels were angry and simultaneously swung their spears. They were angels that boasted enough divine power to annihilate tens of thousands of humans if they formed the Trinity. One angel could easily kill a single human being using just personal strength. 


  However, Grid was acknowledged by Chiyou, the only god who had reached a higher level than the gods above the angels. He was a human being who would never lose when compared with angels. 


  “Dragon Revolve Pinnacle.” 


  Grid rose like an ascending dragon and deflected the angels’ spears with his sword. His sharp blade stabbed at the angels’ chests. Then as Grid reached the top of the bewildered angels’ heads, he rotated and his sword fell toward their shoulders. 


  Next, the Grid above them fell toward them. 


  “Drop Dragon Pinnacle Kill Wave.” 


  “......!”


  “......!”


  The eyes of the angels shone with a white light as they were bitten by the dragon’s teeth, pierced and stabbed, and eventually crashed to the ground. 


  “Gasp... Gasp...”


  The angels didn’t die. They just couldn’t move for a while due to the major wound and Grid didn’t miss this gap. He stared straight at Drasion with sad sympathy in his eyes, just like when he faced the demon who was alone in the Abyss. Then he asked, “Who are you?” 


   “I...” There was no longer the blood-red eyes of a demon. Sariel’s large eyes that were shining gold like the other angels felt warm and tears gathered. “Sariel... Archangel Sariel...”


  In the end, tears fell from Sariel’s eyes. After losing her memories and being exiled to hell for the sin of questioning the gods, she remembered all the sins she committed during her time as Drasion. 


  “I failed to reveal the sins of the gods, I couldn’t help the seven good people, and I hurt humans... please punish me as a human being.” 


  A panorama unfolded in front of everyone on the battlefield, including Grid. It started with the image of Sariel as an angel who guided humans on the right while smiling happily, to Zeratul pushing the crying Sariel to hell, the other gods standing by him. This was all engraved in the minds of the humans. 


  Raguel and Umiel finally got up and examined the faces of Grid and the other humans. Their cold eyes terrified everyone. Grid also shrank back. 


  “You have also become sinners.” 


  “We will destroy your souls.” 


  Raguel and Umiel declared before their spears started to turn white again. Everyone’s eyes naturally turned to the Great Robber of the Red Night. He gasped for breath and shook his head as he sat down. 


  “How much do you want to abuse the elderly? It is impossible to do it twice.” 


  “You should avoid it.” In the end, Braham stepped forward. He broke the ice that trapped the Overgeared members who were freed from the curse and quickly recovered his magic power. Now he stood facing the two angels alone. 


  [The blacksmith god Hexetia is supporting you.] 


  At the same time, an unexpected notification window appeared in front of Grid. There was a deafening noise from the sky and a sword fell at Grid’s feet. Grid recognized the identity of the sword immediately. It was an unforgettable weapon. 


  [Hexetia’s Short Sword] 


  [Rating: Myth 


  Durability: Infinite Attack Power: 6,500~11,300 


  * Attack speed will increase by 80% 


  * Physical and magic damage will increase by 200%.


  * Attack power of all attributes increased by 200%. 


  A short sword made by God Hexetia, a blacksmith who was motivated to develop further. 


  Conditions of Use: Transcendent 


  Weight: 1,100] 


  [The heavenly gods are outraged by Hexetia’s actions!] 


  [Martial god Zeratul has locked Hexetia in an eternal prison!] 


  ‘Dammit!’ 


  It was impossible for Grid to not know the sacrifice Hexetia had made. The angels rushed at him, cursing while urgently reaching out for the sword. 


  “Human! Don’t touch that sword!” The angels’ spears that were originally gathering a white light to cover the battlefield only shot at Grid. 


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage.] 


  “Kuhak!” 


  Grid’s vision blurred. The strength of the angels, who formed the Trinity using Sariel, was at a level that Grid couldn’t handle at all. He was on the brink of death. 


  [Hexetia’s Short Sword has been equipped.] 


  “...Kill.” 


  The short sword that Grid barely grabbed stretched out and pierced Raguel’s heart. 


  “Uwack...!” 


  Who would’ve imagined there would come a moment when he would scream as he died? Raguel doubted it at the moment of death. Umiel’s face turned white and he hurriedly spread open his wings to flee into the sky. 


  ‘What type of development...’ 


  Killing an angel—Grid, who reached an improbable end to the situation while trying to raid a great demon, grabbed his head that was full of complicated thoughts and sat down. Huge rewards kept popping up in his vision, but he hoped this moment was a dream. However, Hexetia’s Short Sword in his hand was telling him that it wasn’t a dream, but reality.


  [1] Something I wanted to note. I’ve previously used ‘him’ for Drasion because no gender words were used when referring to him but Biplonz was male. In this chapter, female gender words are used for Sariel, but only when talking about Sariel. Since Sariel is a past life and it is possible that her current life has a male form, I’ve kept it as male for Drasion and only used female pronouns when specifically talking about Sariel.




  Chapter 1358


  [The first death has been delivered to Archangel Raguel.] 


  Like great demons, archangels didn’t die easily. Even if they died, they would be resurrected again. The difference was that great demons drifted in their soul state after death, acquiring a new body, and reincarnating. Meanwhile, archangels were immediately resurrected in Heaven. 


  It was a glimpse into the personality differences of the gods who made them. Yatan, who created the great demons, was the god of destruction, death, and rest. The reason it took time for the dead great demons to resurrect was due to the teachings of God Yatan to take a rest while looking back on the weight of death. 


  On the other hand, Rebecca was the goddess of benevolence. The dead archangels were immediately resurrected so as to not suffer from the pain and solitude of death. It was easy and familiar for her to recreate the body of a dead archangel. 


  


  


  [This is a player’s ‘first’ achievement!] 


  It wasn’t humanity’s first achievement. This was the only way that made sense. Some of the archangels had already tasted death in the battle against the seven good people a long time ago. Archangels who had never died before, like Raguel, might be surprisingly rare. 


  [The Angel’s Halo has been acquired.] 


  [The Angel’s Feather has been acquired.] 


  [Raguel’s Spear has been acquired.] 


  [The title ‘Angel Slayer’ has been acquired.] 


  [Your name has been inscribed on the beginning of a new myth. The reward for this great achievement has raised the level of your divinity.] 


  [Your level has risen.] 


  [Your level has risen.] 


  [Your level has risen.] 


  [Your level has ri....] 


  [Your level...] 


  ......


  …


  [Angel’s Halo] 


  [Rating: Myth 


  A halo that glows above the angel’s head. Now it has lost its life and its purpose is unknown, but it seems to be of great value. 


  Weight: 0] 


  [Angel’s Feather]


  [Rating: Myth 


  A feather that has fallen from the wings of an angel. It is white and clean as if it can’t be stained in any way. The usage isn’t known, but it seems to be of great value. 


  Weight: 0] 


  [Raguel’s Spear] 


  [Rating: Myth 


  Durability: 1/1 Attack Power: 1,277 


  A spear that the archangel Raguel used. 


  After Raguel died, it lost its function and barely retained its form. it will probably shatter if swung incorrectly. 


  Weight: 1,220] 


  [Angel Slayer] 


  [★ There is a certain chance of reducing defense when attacking divine beings. 


  You have let the perfect being, the archangel, experience death and learn of pain and fear. 


  Archangels will be wary toward you and angels will be afraid of you.] 


  A halo, a feather, a spear, and a title—apart from the title, it was hard to predict the value of these rewards at the present time. However, Grid noticed that Raguel’s Spear and Hexetia’s Short Sword were made of the same material and was able to make a guess. 


  ‘I think both the halo and the feather will surely have an important use.’ 


  Divine stone—it was a mineral created by Hexetia that combined the advantages of all minerals in Heaven. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say it was the best mineral in the current worldview and it was better than Greed, which was based on pavranium. The content might not be high, but the material of Raguel’s Spear was none other than divine stone. This meant that a small amount of divine stone could be extracted from Raguel’s Spear. 


  ‘If I use Open Potential to upgrade my blacksmithing skill, I could extract it.’ 


  In any case, there was a high possibility that the ring and feather was likely to have a similar value to divine stone. Additionally, Grid’s name was engraved at the beginning of a new myth and his divinity had risen. It was divinity, not deity. Given that divinity would rise by one every time he gained 10 points in the deity stat, it could be interpreted that the rewards Grid gained this time was equivalent to writing 10 or more epics. 


  ‘No, my transcendent status hasn’t risen so it isn’t to that extent.’ 


  Calm down. He had gained a huge seven levels, but now wasn’t the time to rejoice. 


  Grid took a deep breath and stared at Sariel who was still crying. Archangel Sariel—he honestly didn’t believe it when he first heard the name. Wasn’t Sariel the name of the archangel who led the Templar of the Rebecca Church? Sariel already existed so Grid thought it was a fake when he saw Drasion claim to be Sariel. He accepted that the great demon was playing tricks to the very end. 


  Then he saw the angels rushing nervously and remembered Sariel, who was at a loss against Sitri’s hand. Had Sariel ever demonstrated the majesty of an archangel? Sariel, the first archangel Grid met, had never left a particularly big impression on him apart from his unique characteristic of ‘blocking magic.’ 


  Grid naturally had doubts. Why didn’t Sariel and the Templars participate in the great demon raid where so many followers of the Rebecca Church were present? Additionally, why did Damian fail to return to the battlefield when he would’ve resurrected immediately after his death?


  There were more than one or two suspicious areas. The most suspicious thing was the reaction of the angels the moment Drasion was revealed to be Sariel. Was it due to the so-called purity of the angels that they couldn’t deny Drasion’s claims? 


  Due to the angels’ reactions, Grid had no choice but to believe in Drasion’s words. Regardless of whether he believed it or not, it was natural to be hostile to the angels. Grid couldn’t forgive those who harmed Damian and tried to annihilate all the humans on the battlefield. As a result... 


  


  


  [The heavenly gods are angry with you.] 


  [There is a complicated emotion in the gaze of Goddess Rebecca, who is looking at you for harming the archangels.] 


  Grid received the anger of the gods. It wasn’t the time to see the rewards and rejoice. 


  ‘Dammit... Crazy…’ 


  Grid had been given two chances to become a half-god. He was able to reach the shortcut twice to become a half-god. The reason he refused the great opportunities was because he didn’t want to get involved with the gods. What idiot in the world wanted to be hated by a god? 


  Grid was responsible for the fate of millions of people. There was too much to lose if he became hostile to the absolute beings. 


  ‘No, I was just trying to raid the great demon...’ 


  How did he become hostile to the gods of Asgard? The frustrated Grid covered his face with his hands and glanced at Drasion, no, Sariel. This beauty was still crying sadly. She resented the fact that rather than revealing the sins of the gods and helping the seven good people, she degenerated into a great demon and slaughtered humans. 


  People were surrounding her. The Rebecca Church’s elders knelt before her and spoke. It was as if they were praying. “Don’t blame yourself. Don’t ask about your own sins. Humanity has experienced new salvation after the pain and sacrifice you experienced showed the true identity of the gods.” 


  “You are the true light, the only angel who deserves to serve Grid who saved us.” 


  “......?”


  Grid’s eyes became huge in a shocked manner as he heard the words. An angel who was qualified to serve him? What were these old men saying now? 


  People’s attention was drawn to Grid, who was doubting his ears. The cameramen from various countries, who couldn’t avoid the punishment of the archangels and died, were returning to the scene. The hundreds of cameras, which slowly swept through the brutal landscape of the battlefield like they were trying to convey the tragedy to the audience, finally moved toward Grid. 


  Hundreds of Rebecca Church members were bowing down to Grid. Among them was a beautiful angel called ‘Sariel.’ 


  “Today we have lost faith.” 


  As the elders opened their mouths, the atmosphere of the scene shook. All the players who participated in this battle, including the Overgeared Guild members, and all the people of the empire, stared at Grid and the elders while holding their breaths. 


  “Now we have a new faith.” 


  “I pray and hope that Grid, who saved us, will be our new god.”


   “......!” 


  “......!”


  Murmurs flowed here and there. The conversion of the largest religion on the West Continent. The world was shocked that the target was a player. It was the moment when an ordinary player became a hero, a king, a legend, and finally the protagonist of a new myth. It was so amazing and surprising that people couldn’t accept the situation. Most people couldn’t understand even after watching everything. 


  Meanwhile, Grid’s insides were burning. 


  ‘This is bad.’ 


  The entire Rebecca Church probably wouldn’t convert to Grid. Only a small percentage of the Rebecca Church members who actually saw what happened today would take Grid as their new god. They might even be disappointed and leave Grid as time passed. 


  Meanwhile, to a lesser extent and for a certain period of time, Grid had taken away Rebecca’s followers. He inadvertently declared war on Rebecca. The impact came right away. 


  [There is news that a plague has started in the northern part of the Overgeared Kingdom.] 


  [There is news that a swarm of locusts has appeared in the western part of the Overgeared Kingdom.] 


  [There is news that a typhoon is sweeping through the central part of the Overgeared Kingdom.] 


  [There is news that a flood has occurred in the southern part of the Overgeared Kingdom.] 


  “Ah...” 


  Please don't do this—Grid cast anxious gazes at the Rebecca Church members and Sariel, but no one knew what he was thinking. 


  “I’m very sorry for being late. I wasn’t able to help you.” Just then, Damian returned to the battlefield. He came to the scene with Rebecca’s Daughters and was covered in wounds. Rebecca’s Daughters were also seriously injured despite not participating in the war. It was obvious that they had been fighting elsewhere. It was likely that the other Sariel, who infiltrated the Rebecca Church, had blocked their way. 


  “Damian, Isabel...” 


  Please stop these people—Grid was about to request this when he froze like a stone statue as he remembered something: The first person to deify him was Isabel. 


  “I greet the new god.” Isabel and the other Rebecca’s Daughters knelt down together and bowed to Grid. 


  “I want to live a comfortable life as a regular believer of the Grid Church.” Damian threw off the cloak and crown that symbolized the pope of the Rebecca Church. 


  The flustered Grid closed his mouth. Of course, the system had suggested many times that players could become gods. Yet for it to actually happen... 


  A message popped up in front of the dazed Grid, no, in front of all the players currently connected to the game. 


  [Overgeared King Grid is writing the 10th epic.]




  Chapter 1359


  [There was a young woman who fought for her god.] 


  [For the young woman, her god was more dignified than anything in the world.] 


  [In order to protect the honor of her god, she burned her life in the pure white flames. The young woman believed it was her mission.] 


  [She was taught this way, so she had no choice but to believe it.] 


  [Because she believed, she suffered a great deal of pain.] 


  [Even when she felt her fading life and wept in fear, the young woman didn’t doubt her god.] 


  “At least, until I met you.” 


  [At least, until she met him.] 


  [The young woman finally knew god through the sight of him quenching the white flames.] 


  [Liberated from her suffering and filled with an unknown hope, she understood what people called God’s salvation.] 


  [He became the young woman’s new god.] 


  “......”


  To save the dying Isabel, he used the Goddess’ Essence and sealed Lifael’s Spear. Grid recalled the past while listening to the contents of the epic. He stared at Isabel’s face as she kneeled in front of him. Her healthy complexion was good to see. The poor girl who trembled with intense pain and sorrow no longer existed in the world. 


  Grid felt a sense of responsibility when he recalled that he was the one who gave her the present life. Then he soon got rid of this feeling. A god. It was ridiculous. It was a position he couldn’t afford. 


  Grid was struggling to ignore his responsibility when Han Seokbong and Sua came to Grid’s side. Behind them were the soldiers from the East Continent, including the Red Phoenix Group. They suffered big and small wounds in the fierce war and were in a very haggard state. Sua’s beautiful face was covered with severe burns and some young warriors were so injured it wouldn’t be surprising if they died immediately. However, their eyes as they looked at Grid were strong. 


  [There were people who obeyed the gods.] 


  [For them, a god was an object of fear.] 


  [They sacrificed themselves to fulfill the will of the gods and believed it was the duty of humanity.] 


  [They were taught this way, so they had no choice but to believe it.] 


  [Because they believed, they endured the humiliation.] 


  [They didn’t dare criticize or doubt the gods who trampled on human dignity in order to protect their own face.] 


  [At least, until they met him.] 


  “Why don’t you go treat your wounds first?” 


  The epics were one of the most important systems for Grid. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that he waited for an epic every day. However, he wasn’t so focused on the epics that he would ignore his hurt colleagues. It was the moment when Grid called Sehee before running to support the warriors and spraying a potion on Sua’s face... 


  “Until we met Your Majesty... we wondered if we were just tools that existed for the sake of the gods,” Sua confessed. 


  She vividly remembered the despair she felt on the day the Red Phoenix Bow disappeared. She had been afraid all day long, worrying about what criticism and punishment she would face from the yangbans. She obediently gave up on her life when she was trapped behind bars by Garam, who had started obsessing over Grid. 


  [They finally knew God through his image of cutting apart the iron bars made by a god’s will.] 


  [Liberated from fear and regaining their lost dignity, they understood what people called God’s salvation.] 


  [He became the new god of the people.] 


  Han Seokbong and his daughter were held in prison for failing to find the whereabouts of the maker of the Red Phoenix Bow and had been waiting to be executed. It wasn’t just them. Countless other people in the East Continent suffered from the tyranny of the yangbans. The blacksmiths who believed in Grid eventually died at the hands of the yangbans. 


  “......”


  Grid recalled the past while listening to the contents of the epic and he gazed gently at Sua’s face. Terrible burns obscured her beauty. Even so, she looked much happier now than she did in the days when she was beautiful. 


  The epic continued. 


  [There were people who lost their gods.] 


  [For them, a god was an object of longing.] 


  [The reason they never left the land of the old gods after being trampled on by the false gods was to greet the gods who would return one day.] 


  [The reason they didn’t abandon the land of the old gods despite being unable to endure the violence was because they feared the gods trapped in the darkness would be forgotten forever.] 


  [He became their god.] 


  [He punished the false gods and found the remnants of the old gods.] 


  [He declared that he would rather be a god.] 


  “......”


  The declaration at that time was an act of anger. He saw the dirty yangbans continue to claim themselves as gods and was so angry that he shouted with the feeling ‘I would rather it be me than to see you become gods.’ Yet there was no point in explaining it now. In the first place, this epic had nothing to do with the declaration at that time. The reason why the epics described Grid as a god wasn’t in response to Grid’s declaration. It was in response to the wishes of the people. 


  [He is already someone’s god.] 


  ......


  …


  [Overgeared King Grid has completed the 10th page of the epic!] 


  [A new myth is born.] 


  A myth—it was a concept that transcended legends. If a legend was a record that would be passed down forever, then a myth was a belief that would be passed down forever. Of course, people’s faith in Grid was still feeble. No one would deify Grid just because they were disappointed with knowing the reality of the gods. Only those who had witnessed Grid’s power or experienced his salvation had faith in Grid. This meant that the people who directly participated in this war had faith in Grid. 


  Of course, players were excluded. If even the players’ faith contributed to the birth of a god, then Satisfy would already be flooded with many gods. Anyone could become a god with money and fame. 


  [People are praising you as the human god.] 


  [People are praising you as the virtuous god.] 


  [People are praising you as the martial god.] 


  The public perception of Grid started to emerge. Some people didn’t forget that Grid was a human and called him the human god. Others paid attention to Grid’s virtues and called him the virtuous god. Some people were fascinated with Grid’s strength and called him the martial god, while others were fascinated with Grid’s techniques and called him the blacksmith god. 


  Yet for most people... 


  [People are praising you as the Overgeared God.] 


  Grid was called the Overgeared God. It was because the most famous nickname that symbolized him was Overgeared King. 


  ‘...No?’ 


  The anxious Grid tried to deny it. 


  [The myth of the Overgeared God begins from now on!] 


  Grid’s name as a god was decided regardless of his will. 


  “Pfft!” The players who had been drinking water to soothe their tired bodies from the long battle were amazed by the world message. 


  “Ah... Ahh...” Lauel collapsed from dizziness. 


  Someone resentfully asked why it wasn’t God Grid. 


  Meanwhile, Grid was silent. He opened his status window. 


  [Name: Grid 


  Level: 441 


  Class: Pagma’s Successor, Duke of Wisdom, Magic Swordsman of the Epics 


  Title: One who Became a Legend and 44 others] 


  There were no major differences when compared to the status window of other players, except there were one or two more classes, and two or three more titles. However, the newly added item next to ‘king’ in the status category was unusual. 


  [Status: Overgeared God] 


  It was just this one. He was obviously classified as a god, but he couldn’t enjoy their immortality or exert the power of a god due to his low divinity. 


  [* To increase your divinity, you need to create a religion and gather believers.] 


  “...Hmm.”


  A god was classified as a status, not a race? No, the half-god was clearly a race. A race that could evolve into a god. 


  ‘However, my race is human and my status is a god...’ 


  What was the difference between a god as a race and a god as a status? 


  ‘Well, I’ll find out eventually... by the way, this is really driving me crazy.’ 


  There was only one reason why Grid didn’t want to be a god. It was because he didn’t want to incur the wrath of the gods. In fact, the moment Grid became a god, disasters occurred throughout the Overgeared Kingdom. To be honest, Grid wanted to give up being a god right now, but it wasn’t something he could give up just because he wanted it. 


  “I greet the Overgeared God.” 


  “Be quiet.” 


  Grid scolded his colleagues who were holding back laughter as they called him Overgeared God and looked at the newly activated system. Various functions were activated such as the ability to give revelations to the faithful and appoint messengers of god. Looking at this, he really felt like he was a god. He hadn’t immediately felt it because there were no changes in stats. 


  The hesitant Sariel gathered her courage and asked, “Do I deserve to serve the Overgeared God?” 


  No, she was a real angel... 


  If he went around with a real angel, then wasn’t it right to admit he was a god? His relationship with the gods would never be restored. Furthermore, there was the person longing for the birth of a god killer. It was also going against Chiyou’s wish that he remain a transcendent. 


  Grid was deeply troubled when the Great Robber of the Red Night approached him. “I have decided what gift I want from you.” 


  “Please tell me." 


  Strictly speaking, the Great Robber of the Red Night was an enemy. They just temporarily cooperated to defeat Drasion. In order to win over the Great Robber of the Red Night, Grid proposed that he would give whatever gift the great robber wanted. What would Grid do if he asked for Talsha or the God Hands? 


  The tense Grid gulped. The reason that the raid (?) was successfully completed was due to the Great Robber of the Red Night’s move. Grid had no right to reject his request. He was nervous as he waited for the great robber’s words. 


  The great robber reached out to him. “I want that sword.” 


  “Yes.” Grid quietly hid Hexetia’s Short Sword behind his back and pulled out the Enlightenment Sword, handing it to the great robber. 


  Of course, the great robber didn’t take the Enlightenment Sword. Grid’s face was stiff as he pulled out the Fire Dragon Sword. Once again, the great robber didn’t take it. “That short.sword.” 


  “...Excuse me, great robber. Let me tell you about this short sword.” Grid started to give a lengthy explanation. He conveyed everything regarding his relationship with Hexetia to the sacrifice Hexetia made to give him this short sword. However, it didn’t work. 


  “I know, so bring it out. Still, considering it is a product made by a god himself, I will put a condition on it.” 


  The Great Robber of the Red Night had enough skills and strength. Needless to say, stealing the short sword from Grid’s hands wasn’t difficult. The reason he didn’t take the sword by force and tried to resolve it with words was because he didn’t want Grid as an enemy. He knew how important Grid was. 


  “I will give you a gift in return. It might feel unfair for you since you have no idea what treasures I have, but this is the greatest favor I can do for you. Additionally, if you need to go to Heaven to help God Hexetia, then I will temporarily lend you this sword.” 


  “Thank you. Then give me Nevartan’s Necklace as the gift.” 


  “...Huh?” The great robber’s expression became stiff. He doubted his ears while deeply regretting what he just said.




  Chapter 1360


  Nevartan’s Necklace—the 3rd Seat, Radwolf, said it was a necklace made from Nevartan’s broken claws. It was a terrifying cursed item that beguiled the wearer and drove them to madness. 


  Radwolf had answered Grid’s question about why he made such a necklace like this, “It is a type of loot. If you were me, would you throw away the dragon’s claws that you earned?” 


  Yes, Nevartan’s Necklace was nothing more than simple loot. It wasn’t an object to be coveted. Radwolf, the person who made the necklace, and the Great Robber of the Red Night, the one who stole the necklace, were obsessed with the meaning of the necklace, not its performance. 


  It was the same for Grid. Grid wanted Nevartan’s Necklace due to the quest, not because he coveted the necklace itself. 


  


  


  [Nevartan’s Necklace] 


  [Difficulty: ??? 


  Recover Nevartan’s Necklace that was stolen by the Great Robber of the Red Night. 


  Quest Clear Condition: Deliver Nevartan’s Necklace to the 3rd Seat, Radwolf. 


  Quest Clear Reward: The Moon Night Iron. Affinity with Radwolf will increase.] 


  The moon night iron was a mineral that blocked the ‘status’ of the target. The exact degree to which it was affected was known only by experimenting, but theoretically, it was possible to turn a noble existence into a criminal. It meant it would be fatal to absolute beings such as great demons, transcendents, gods, and dragons. One of the minerals that Grid coveted was the moon night iron. Radwolf was also the maker of the magic machines. If affinity was developed with him, then Grid might receive a magic machine as a gift, or receive great help in making a magic machine. 


  ‘This is better.’


  Grid hadn’t expected a development where he was on the same side as the great robber. In fact, he hadn’t known when he would meet the great robber. It was hard to tell when he would retrieve Nevartan’s Necklace. However, the opportunity came. 


  Hexetia’s Short Sword—thanks to the great robber’s absurd demand to receive the product made by the blacksmith god, Grid could also make a corresponding demand. 


  ‘Thinking about it calmly, the short sword isn’t something I should have.’ 


  The Enlightenment Sword and the Fire Dragon Sword were the strongest weapons in the world. How much more powerful was Hexetia’s Short Sword compared to these two swords? Morpheus was obsessed with balance and wouldn’t just silently watch. It was easy to understand when thinking about Kraugel’s White Fang. Just like how White Fang, made of Bunhelier’s fang, had the curse Bunhelier’s Gaze, Hexetia’s sword was likely to attract the attention and pursuit of the angels and gods. 


  Wasn’t it the strongest sword that killed even an archangel with a single blow? No god would be generous enough to watch silently when such a threatening object was held in the hands of a human. 


  “I never dreamed that you would ask for Nevartan’s Necklace... I see... you are the current Pioneer,” the Great Robber of the Red Night muttered as he stared into Grid’s eyes. 


  The eyes of the great robber, who had hundreds of years of experience, were deep. In fact, he was just a mad old man suffering from terrible kleptomania, but once he suppressed his desires, he looked like a sage. 


  "You might not have noticed, but this short sword is a very dangerous thing. Change your mind. Right now, I’m not asking you for the short sword as a gift. I'm trying to take the time bomb that is the sword off your hands. I am taking the risk to respect and support my junior, who is surpassing transcendence and accumulating divinity. You want Nevartan’s Necklace? Nevartan’s Necklace is a dangerous item similar to that short sword. It isn’t worth taking in exchange for the sword.” 


  The dangers of having Hexetia’s Short Sword... the Great Robber of the Red Night also noticed it. However, it was sophistry that he was taking it to protect Grid. The great robber had no interest in protecting Grid. He just wanted the short sword, while he didn’t want to give Nevartan’s Necklace. 


  Grid recalled the ‘Steal the Country’ skill, where the great robber’s desire was clearly revealed, and wasn’t fooled. “Senior, you are the one who said you would give a gift in return for receiving the short sword. You have a reputation for being the Great Robber of the Red Night. You aren’t trying to go back on your words, right?” 


  “...Tsk.”


  It didn’t work even when speaking in such an eloquent way? Then there was no need to waste his energy—the Great Robber of the Red Night quickly made this judgement and placed his hand into his shabby jacket. He found a row of necklaces and pulled one out. It was a necklace with jewels that were too large and beautiful to be made with a claw fragment. 


  [You have resisted.] 


  “Ah.” Grid stared at the necklace with fascination for a moment only to wake up in surprise. 


  He realized that the necklace which looked beautiful just a while ago was emitting energy. 


  ‘It is truly great.’ 


  Nevartan’s Necklace bewitched those who viewed it. Even the Great Robber of the Red Night couldn’t wake up for a few minutes when he first saw this necklace at the Tower of Wisdom. His magic power was disturbed and he was discovered by the tower’s detection magic. For the first time, he almost couldn’t escape and was nearly caught. Yet Grid woke up from the bewitchment in an instant. 


  The Great Robber of the Red Night had to admit it. ‘I shouldn’t laugh at him just because of what he is called as a god.’ 


  Grid’s reputation had already spread. Everyone knew what battles he had been fighting and the achievements he had accomplished. The great robber naturally thought it was great, but he hadn’t known it would be this much. Fighting the great demon, defeating the followers of the Martial God and the archangel... 


  Usually, rumors were exaggerated, but the Grid he saw today was much better than the rumors. Besides, he fought for the dignity of all humans, not his own reputation. 


  This was why he was respected and became a god. 


  ‘He is a great man a person like me can’t understand.’ 


  Jingle.The great robber chuckled and handed over Nevartan’s Necklace to Grid. “Take this.” 


  Grid also handed Hexetia’s sword to the great robber. The great robber knew it was better to receive the sword, but he couldn’t hide his regret. 


  “I’m not good at making promises, but I will keep the promises already made. So don’t worry too much. If you need this sword then I will lend it to you without any conditions. 


  “Senior, I am worried that this sword will put you in danger.” 


  Grid met the Great Robber of the Red Night for the first time today. Originally it was normal to have no special feelings. Yet as it happened, Grid felt a strong liking for the Great Robber of the Red Night. He saved many lives with his Steal the Country skill so it was natural to feel liking. 


  One of the strongest humans—from Grid’s perspective where he wanted to unite humanity with one heart and one will someday, he hoped that the Great Robber of the Red Night wouldn’t be killed. 


  The great robber laughed. “I’ve been stealing from others all my life. I am confident that I am better than anyone else when it comes to running and hiding.” 


  Even the gods couldn’t punish him. The Great Robber of the Red Night said so and turned his back to Grid. He waved his hand when Grid wondered if he wanted the other two gifts. 


  “There is no need. Thanks to this short sword, I can aim for treasures you have never seen before. Thus, there is nothing I want for you.” 


  


  


  “......”


  The Great Robber of the Red Night left. Grid watched his back disappearing from view and then turned his gaze to the side. Archangel Sariel was quietly lowering her head. She asked if she was qualified to serve Grid, and was still waiting for an answer. Her white wings were lowered without any energy. The angel halo was also inclined precariously, like it was going to fall to the ground. She felt depressed when she hadn’t heard Grid’s answer. 


  Grid confessed, “I don’t have the strength to protect you.” 


  Sariel replied, “No god can perfectly protect someone. However, you are the only one who admits it.” 


  “...You will have a hard time if you stay with me.” 


  “It is hard, but it is much harder to be alone.” 


  “I am more lacking than the heavenly gods.” 


  “The same is true for me. Still, if we recognize each other’s shortcomings, then we can correct them.” 


  No further conversation was necessary. Grid always wanted more companions and the noble angel Sariel deserved to be his teammate. 


  “Yes... if you don't mind, then let’s be together.” 


  Grid reached out to Sariel. Sariel had tears in her eyes as she grabbed his hand in a thrilled manner. Then the halo that had been floating above her head turned completely gold. 


  [Archangel Sariel has become the messenger of the Overgeared God.] 


  The short but intense world message marked the end of this war. Grid had no time to be immersed in the aftermath. He urgently had to identify and utilize the new systems that were activated after he became a god. He also had to calm down the former Rebecca Church members who were arguing about whether to name the new religion the Overgeared God Church or the Grid Church. 


  Additionally, seven people could be appointed as messengers, so he had to think about who to appoint. In order to start the church in earnest, a pope had to be appointed first. 


  “First of all, the pope is Damian.”


  “......”


  Damian was disqualified as the Goddess' Agent. He was freed from all responsibilities and could enjoy freedom with Isabel-chan... 


  Damian’s excited expression suddenly stiffened. Of course, it was only for a moment. He felt joy that Grid needed him and soon started to lead the faithful enthusiastically. 


  [The Overgeared God Church has been born.] 


  [Currently, there are a total of 42,255 members in the Overgeared God Church.] 


  [Every time the number of followers increases by a certain amount or every time the prayers of the followers meets a certain amount, you will get a new power.] 


  The same notification windows appeared in Grid and Damian’s vision. The two men, who now had a relationship between a god and the pope, shared a common fate.The number 42,255 was in line with the number of NPCs who survived this battle. 


  At the same time, at the headquarters of the S.A Group... 


  “...He even made a religion.” 


  The executives who watched the Drasion raid from beginning to end were mesmerized. 


  It was predicted that players who constantly accumulated achievements and gained strength would become half-gods and eventually acquire the qualifications of a god. However, they never foresaw that a player would become an object of faith due to the wishes of NPCs (humanity). 


  Chairman Lim Cheolho smiled from among the executives. ‘Perhaps it was since he became the Lantern of Humanity...’ 


  The Lantern of Humanity—Grid saved countless people and earned this title. It was one of the ultimate hidden titles they expected no player to get because their own sacrifice was needed as a stepping stone. Perhaps Grid proved his qualification to be an object of faith from the time he earned the title. 


  “Hmm...” 


  Chairman Lim Cheolho grasped the situation of the religions. 


  The birth of a new religion. As a result, the power of the Rebecca Church was greatly weakened and the power of the Yatan Church rebounded. The balance was restored. Ironically, Morpheus’ purpose was achieved thanks to the birth of the Overgeared God Church. 


  “It will become more intense in the future.”
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  “W-Wow... Overgeared God, Overgeared God Church! It is great just from the name!!” 


  “Y-Yes! Really cool! Hahahat!” 


  “......”


  After the Great Robber of the Red Night left, Grid’s ears slightly reddened as he checked the religion system with Damian. The members of the Overgeared Guild finished sorting out the battlefield and gathered to congratulate their leader. Their expression and tone of voice was very embarrassing. Even those who had been in the Overgeared Guild for several years needed time to adapt to the names Overgeared God and Overgeared God Church. The same was true for Grid himself.


  “Can you get a religion if you change to a myth? I didn’t know that.” 


  “What are the basic passive skills of a myth class?” 


  Questions were pouring in. Many of the Overgeared members interpreted that Grid, who became a god, had been promoted to a myth rated class. Maybe most players had accepted it. It was extremely rare for a person to think of the concept of a real god when they saw the world message that Grid had become a god. 


  ‘It is natural.’


  Even in Satisfy, a god was described as an absolute being. It was difficult to connect a player directly with a god. 


  “From a myth, is there a way to get stronger as the number of believers increases?” 


  “I guess this is how it feels to be a real god.” 


  Grid didn’t explain the inside story in detail to his colleagues who interpreted that Grid had changed to a myth class. He had earned the status of a god and not a myth class. After revealing the truth, it would be hard for Grid himself to explain the precise meaning and potential of his status as a god. 


  ‘Now it might be a step toward a myth. Well, I want to stop thinking and take a break first.’ 


  Shortly after raiding the 17th Great Demon, Botis, there was the battle with the 11th Great Demon, Drasion. He summoned and commanded a large army. In the process, he met and persuaded the Great Robber of the Red Night and fought a life or death battle with Lee Jeong, a follower of the Martial God. Then after the battle with Drasion, he had to face the angels and gained a lot of information through a new truth. 


  It really felt like he hadn’t rested all day. It felt like his mind and body had exceeded the limit and he would fall down if he wasn’t careful. 


  ‘I should check the rewards at this time...’ 


  His fatigue would disappear like melting snow once he checked the harvest he got today. In the midst of his noisy colleagues, Grid smiled happily and pulled up the list of rewards he had earned from Lee Jeong. As one of the Triad, Lee Jeong was said to be at the top of the followers of the Martial God and he was indeed a rich man. In addition to giving five levels, he dropped two unique rated Martial God’s Secret Techniques. 


  ‘A fists technique and a grappling technique... it isn’t efficient for me to learn the fists technique.’ 


  Grid was overgeared. He only became strong when he improved the power of his items. He didn’t feel the need to learn the relatively inferior fists technique. Next, he looked at the list of items that Lee Jeong dropped. It was a very unusual item. It contained features he had never thought of before. 


  [Lee Jeong’s Blindfold] 


  [Rating: Legendary (Set) 


  Durability: 155/230 


  * Loss of vision. 


  * Targeting skills aren’t available. 


  * Agility and strength will decrease by 50%.


  * There will be a further decrease in defense by 40%, evasion rate by 60%, and hit rate by 50%. 


  One of the training tools of Lee Jeong, one of the Triad. 


  It is made by layering the enus cloth so it blocks out all light. The wearer can’t see even one inch ahead of them. 


  Wearing this blindfold and fighting with your vision sealed will be a great help for training. 


  ★ Experience acquisition rate is increased by 30%. 


  ★ Agility is permanently increased when you acquire a certain amount of experience while wearing the blindfold. 


  ★ Once the number of times evaded reaches a certain number while wearing the blindfold, the absolute avoidance system will open and the absolute avoidance rate will be permanently increased by a small amount. 


  ★ Once the number of attacks reaches a certain number while wearing the blindfold, accuracy and strength will be permanently increased. 


  ★ Once all set items are equipped, the training effect is doubled.] 


  [Lee Jeong’s Handcuffs] 


  [Rating: Legendary (Set) 


  Durability: 515/577 


  * Significantly reduces the attack range. 


  * Some attack skills aren’t available. 


  * Reduces the weapon’s power by 70% when worn. 


  * Hit rate will decrease by 30%. 


  One of the training tools of Lee Jeong, one of the Triad. By restraining both wrists with a steel plate made of black iron, the range of motion of the joints is greatly reduced and specific movements are prohibited. 


  Fighting while wearing these handcuffs will be a great help in training. 


  ★ Experience acquisition rate is increased by 30%. 


  ★ Once you gain a certain amount of experience while wearing the handcuffs, the skill proficiency of the weapon mastery skills will increase significantly. 


  ★ Every time a skill hits while wearing the handcuffs, the skill’s experience acquisition will increase significantly. 


  ★ Once all set items are equipped, the training effect is doubled.] 


  [Lee Jeong’s Chains] 


  [Rating: Legendary (Set) 


  Durability: 686/764 


  * Significantly reduces movement range. 


  * Movement speed is halved. 


  * Movement related skills such as charging skills can’t be used. 


  * The chance to activate skills related to the lower body is reduced by 50%. 


  * 30% decrease in health and stamina recovery rate. 


  One of the training tools of Lee Jeong, one of the Triad. By restraining both ankles with chains, the range of motion of the joints is greatly reduced and certain movements are prohibited. 


  Fighting while wearing these chains will be a great help in training. 


  ★ Experience acquisition rate is increased by 30%. 


  ★ Once a certain amount of experience is gained while wearing the chains, the power of movement related skills and lower body attack skills will slightly increase permanently. 


  ★ Once you move for a certain period of time while wearing the chains, your health and stamina will slightly increase permanently. 


  ★ Once all set items are equipped, the training effect is doubled.] 


  Lee Jeong didn’t wear the restraints for nothing. By sealing his eyes, his hands, and his ankles, he was able to become stronger. 


  ‘...Is this good?’ 


  Grid’s expression was complicated. Lee Jeong’s training tools definitely boasted excellent training effects, but it was questionable if they could be used in practice. 


  ‘If I want to use it, I might have to use it in low level hunting grounds where I won’t die...’ 


  Wasn’t it putting the cart before the horse if he went to low level hunting grounds to enjoy the effects of the training tools? After thinking about it for a while, Grid soon realized it was a waste of time. 


  ‘I’ll know when I use it. There is no need to worry.’ 


  Additionally, there was a need to learn the Martial God’s secret techniques in order to properly use Lee Jeong’s training tools. The fists technique—it was a martial art that showed power without a weapon. It was a skill he wasn’t interested in at all until a while ago, but he had to learn it to move around in Lee Jeong’s Handcuffs which reduced the power of a weapon by 70%. 


  [Mixed Throw Strikes has been learned.] 


  [Mixed Throw Strikes Lv. 1] 


  [Strikes the target with fists so fast that it is hard to see. 


  Deals 1,500% physical damage to the target and there is a normal chance to stiffen the target. The next skill can be linked to attack the stiff target without any preparatory action and additional damage will occur. 


  Cooldown Time: 50 seconds. 


  Skill Mana Cost: 4,000] 


  The strength of fist techniques lay in the linkage of a high attack power coefficient and the combo. People with high basic stats could show quite a bit of power without equipping weapons. It had the weakness of a short attack distance and high resource consumption, but 4,000 mana wasn’t much for Grid. It seemed he just had to adapt to the attack range. 


  [Turning the World Upside Down has been learned.] 


  [Turning the World Upside Down Lv. 1] 


  [There is a high probability of throwing the grappled target. 


  The thrown target must hit the ground with the top of the head, inflicting 20,000 fixed damage and a stun for 0.3 to 1.5 seconds. The stunned target will have a significant decrease in defense. 


  Skill Cooldown Time: 2 minutes. 


  Skill Mana Cost: 1,800] 


  Grappling techniques were the essence of crowd control. The only downside was that it was a non-targeting skill, so it was hard to hit. There was a need to approach and hold the target. If the movements were too big and the target avoided it, then a gap would be revealed in turn. However, even with such weaknesses, it usually wasn’t possible to learn because it wasn’t available. 


  ‘I don’t want to blindly use skills that are hard to match, but in any case, it is good to learn a grappling technique.’ 


  Perhaps Lee Jeong was a gift from the sky. The rewards for this raid were amazing. His fatigue felt relieved. 


  Grid hummed as he tried wearing Lee Jeong’s training tools one by one. First, he tied his ankles with long chains. It was very inconvenient to move. He could only raise his legs halfway up and the rotation range of his ankles was smaller. The handcuffs were much more uncomfortable. The range of motion of his shoulders was reduced by 80%. It was difficult to hold something in his hands. 


  ‘No matter what weapon I hold, the tip of the handle keeps touching the iron plate.’ 


  It seemed to him that the power of the weapon decreased when using weapons. It was impossible to hold the weapon tightly because the handle of the weapon kept touching the handcuffs made of a thick iron plate. However, the handcuffs were pretty good compared to the blindfold. 


  [You can’t see one inch ahead of you.] 


  “......”


  Grid’s vision was completely sealed the moment he used the blindfold. He literally couldn’t see an inch ahead of him. 


  ‘This requires 100% relying on sound.’ 


  He had to understand and respond to the surrounding situation only by what he heard with his ears. The difficulty of the blindfold was really terrible. It happened when Grid was struggling and waving his hands in the air... 


  “Ohh...! The Overgeared God is blinding himself to understand the position of the sick and the weak. How can we not shed tears?” 


  Grid heard the cries of the Rebecca Church’s elders. 


  [The faith of the Overgeared God Church’s followers has greatly increased.] 


  [Your deity stat has increased by 1.] 


  “......”


  Were they making fun of him now? Grid was thinking seriously when the main pillars of the Overgeared Guild, the 10 meritorious retainers, came to him. They came after discussing with the nobles of the empire on how to identify the damage of this war and overcome it together. 


  “So, who else have you decided to appoint other than Sariel?” 


  Grid, who was struggling with the blindfold and handcuffs was reminiscent of a comedian, but Jishuka and the others of the 10 meritorious retainers didn’t smile. The Overgeared God Church’s messengers—it was a coveted spot for any of Grid’s colleagues. Yura and Jishuka were particularly serious about it. 


  “It must be Braham, Piaro, and Mercedes. Who else are you going to assign to the remaining three spots?” 


  Grid took off the blindfold and replied, “First of all, I have decided on one person.” 


  “Who?” 


  “Nefelina.” 


  “...Huh?” 


  That hatchling? 


  Everyone was wide-eyed with shock when an unexpected name popped up.
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  “I heard that even the gods can’t control dragons... will Nefelina accept the position of messenger?” 


  A messenger of the gods was literally a messenger. Meanwhile, dragons were the most capable and proudest creatures in the world. The chances of Nefelina becoming Grid’s messenger was very low. In fact, no god had ever made a dragon their own. 


  Jishuka was skeptical, but Grid thought differently. ‘Nefelina is different from a normal dragon.’ 


  Nefelina’s purpose was revenge. Countless strong enemies were on the child’s path in the future. Unlike other dragons, who believed they were perfect and were satisfied with their innate powers, Nefelina was destined to crave power beyond what she was born with. 


  


  


  [You can appoint a total of seven messengers.] 


  [A messenger of the god inherits the power that symbolizes the god. One additional characteristic will also open depending on the individual’s personality.] 


  [Overgeared God Church’s Messenger] 


  [You can wear items made by the Overgeared God without any restrictions. Greatly increases the power of the items equipped.]


  “Nefelina will consider being my messenger positively. Even if she refuses, I will continue to persuade her.” 


  The power inherited by the messengers of the Overgeared God was items. It created a fantastic chemistry with Grid, a blacksmith. As long as Grid made excellent items, the messengers who used them would become more and more powerful. It would definitely be an attractive offer for Nefelina. 


  “Then five messengers are set if it is Sariel, Braham, Piaro, Mercedes, and Nefelina.” 


  Now there were two spots remaining. At this point, Jishuka was anxious. There were four legends among the Overgeared Guild members. In addition to Jishuka, there were Faker, Yura, and Euphemina. Jishuka wondered if she could beat them to secure one of the remaining two spots. 


  To be honest, they were all very talented people. In particular, Yura’s growth was overwhelming. The bullets she fired had pierced Drasion’s thick skin and dealt critical injuries. This was obviously different from Jishuka’s own arrows. Of course, she would narrow the gap as she leveled up, but it would take a long time. 


  ‘Additionally, Euphemina’s potential is the highest in the worldview, and Faker can’t be underestimated.’ Jishuka was worried. 


  Grid drew a line when he saw her attitude and realized she was aiming for the messenger’s position. “Jishuka, I’m sorry but I don’t mean to appoint a player as a messenger.” 


  Grid was likely to face the gods in the future and had a duty to strengthen the power of his allies to the maximum. Only then could he protect the nation, his people, his colleagues, and his family. To be honest, it was inefficient to appoint a player to the position of messenger when there were only seven spots. No matter how strong the Overgeared members, they still weren’t enough to go beyond named NPCs. 


  “It is a matter of efficiency. In that sense, I am wondering if it is even right to appoint Mercedes as a messenger. So please understand, even if you feel bad.” 


  “How can I feel bad? It would be shameless if I feel bad about this.” 


  Jishuka’s face turned red. She was ashamed for coveting the position of messenger when she didn’t have the skills to do so. Of course, she wanted to be a messenger because she wanted to get closer to Grid and be helpful to him. She didn’t want to be a messenger for her own gain. In the first place, she didn’t know what the benefits of being a messenger were. It was pure favor without any greed. 


  Grid also knew this and it was why he was sorry. Nevertheless, he didn’t want to hand over the position of messenger to the Overgeared members who hadn’t fully grown yet. 


  Jishuka spoke to Grid who was looking embarrassed, “I’ll become stronger so you don’t have to make that expression. I will become a messenger with my skills.” 


  She smiled confidently. Jishuka’s strong declaration made Grid’s heart lighter. “Thank you. I’m looking forward to it.” 


  The Overgeared members had grown sufficiently. Named NPCs like Archangel Sariel, the dragon Nefelina, and Braham were just too outstanding. Grid believed in the Overgeared members. He thought that one day, they would grow explosively like himself and surpassed the named NPCs. Of course it would happen. They had the best talent and integrity among 2 billion players. 


  ‘I need to mass produce this in order to move that time forward.’ 


  Lee Jeong’s training tools—his short experience wearing them for a while showed that the difficulty of using it was too high. Movement itself became difficult, so it felt like the overall combat power was decreased by more than 10 times. However, Grid planned to become familiar with this set of training tools in the future. His goal was to use them directly to identify the advantages and disadvantages of the training tools. Then he would make some improvements to create a new version of the training tools set. 


  ‘Then I will hand it out to the kids.’ 


  Lee Jeong’s training tools were a great harvest. The idea of promoting faster growth by using items was close to the essence of being overgeared. 


  ‘If I become used to making the training tools, I might be able to give the option of increasing experience value to the training weapons provided to soldiers.’ 


  First of all, it was urgent to understand the principles. Grid was motivated and first checked the information of Archangel Sariel. It was a natural process to grasp the information of new colleagues. 


  [Name: Sariel 


  Age: Unknown Gender: Neutral 


  Race: Archangel 


  ★ Immune to long range attacks. All buff skills will be 50% more effective. 


  Class: Overgeared God Church’s Messenger 


  ★ You can wear items made by the Overgeared God without any restrictions. The power of the items equipped is greatly increased. 


  Title: The First Seven Creations 


  * Immune to all abnormal statuses. 


  * Immortal—Immediately resurrects upon death (this effect is currently sealed duet o the influence of another title, Fallen Angel) 


  Title: Watcher 


  * Blocks the target’s dark magic and skills. 


  * When attacking a target who has recently committed a murder, there is a high probability of activating ‘Condemnation,’ 


  Title: Fallen Angel 


  * There is a certain probability of canceling the activation when using divine magic or skills. 


  * Vulnerable to divine attacks. 


  * All stats will drop by 50% when entering Asgard. 


  * Can’t synchronize with the spare bodies stored in Asgard. 


  * All stats will increase by 20% when entering hell. However, there is a high probability of going through demonization and going on a rampage. 


  Level: 550 


  Strength: 4,278 Stamina: 4,139 


  


  


  Agility: 4,278 Intelligence: 4,139 


  Insight: 6,050 Charm: 20,511] 


  It was the opposite of Braham, whose intelligence stat was overwhelmingly high while his other stats were at a regretful level. It was like a knight. The balance of stats was excellent enough to be called an upgraded version of Mercedes. 


  ‘The stats are beautiful.’


  The list of possessed skills was even greater. She had all types of mastery skills with the lowest proficiency. Not only did she know all magic except for dark magic, she possessed the ‘Prayer’ skill which allowed her to become invincible for a certain period of time, and the ‘Wicked Eye’ skill which revealed the sins of the target. 


  The best one was the Condemnation skill which was a skill given by the effect of the Watcher title. It had a high probability of killing the target instantly and there was no cooldown time. 


  ‘It is fraudulent even if it is a conditional activation skill.’ 


  If she used the Condemnation skill as Great Demon Drasion, wouldn’t they have all been wiped out immediately? He wondered if her power was sealed off when she was Drasion. No, he shouldn’t call Sariel a ‘her’. Grid looked at Sariel’s beautiful face—a small and thin face, thick red lips, big and deep eyes, long and rich eyelashes. 


  ‘No matter how I look, she is a woman.’ 


  Grid’s gaze was fixed on Sariel’s chest. Sariel was wearing only a transparent and thin cloth, so it wouldn’t be strange for her to feel ashamed at his blatant gaze. However, angels had no feelings. Sariel was a fallen archangel and was full of emotions, but it was lacking compared to humans. Instead of feeling ashamed, Sariel opened her mouth and spoke softly, “If you find it uncomfortable, should I make my chest flat?” 


  She was implying that she would turn her body into a male body. 


  Grid was about to shake his head when Jishuka and Yura shouted at the same time. 


  “Yes! Change it!” 


  “Yes! Change it!” 


  “......”


  ***


  [You have escaped from the weak human flesh.] 


  [Thick dark energy and demonic energy is filling up your new flesh and soul.]


  [Your race has changed to a demon.] 


  [Your stats are changed and new stats are added.] 


  [New magic and skills have been opened.] 


  [You are qualified to become a monarch of hell.] 


  Amoract gave Rose a revelation to help humans defeat Drasion in the hopes that the nature of the gods would be made public and her wish came true. Rose might not have done anything, but she completed the revelation and ushered in the evolution Amoract had dreamed about. She was a player, but she had reached the level of transcending a player. Originally, it was a moment to be enjoyed. 


  However, Rose wasn’t satisfied at all, and therefore, she didn’t feel joy. Grid had become a god. What was a demon compared to that? 


  Rose was engulfed in jealousy and anxiety as she urged Amoract, “Shouldn’t you kill him right now? He isn’t an angel or a half-god, he is a god, a god! A human being has become a god! There will be huge aftereffects!” 


  For Rose, Grid was a natural enemy. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that her lifespan decreased every time Grid became stronger. Now he had even become a god. She couldn’t help feeling frightened and that it was absurd. Then Amoract calmed her down. 


  -The number of human gods is overflowing.It is common to deify humans.If they see a person who is very strong, they will praise this person as invincible. If they see a person who is extremely wise, they will respect that person for knowing everything.It is an error and there is no need to be concerned about it.


  No matter how strong, humans couldn’t be invincible. Even a person who had gained a lot of knowledge in their lifetime still had things they don’t know. 


  -A typical example is Muller.Muller’s narratives that have been immortalized for hundreds of years are already no longer stories about a human.The legendary Muller is invincible, doesn’t know defeat, and is excellent in every way.He possesses wisdom that won’t fall for any treacherous schemes, and goodness that won’t fall to any temptation.


  It literally meant being portrayed as an omnipotent and perfect existence. 


  -Humans have always done this.They exaggerate the abilities of Muller and other great people, glorifying their achievements and deifying them.The child called Grid is a human god born this way.He is a fake god who won’t reach the level of a true god.You don’t have to be so vigilant.Even if all humans praise Grid as a god, Grid can’t become a real god.He might have the status of a god, but his body itself isn't that of a god.


  It couldn’t be helped since he was born a human. If a god was born just out of human beliefs and desires then all human beings who existed so far wouldn’t have disappeared and would’ve become gods. The same was true for the yangbans in the East Continent. 


  -You, who has separated from the human race, will stand above the human race. 


  Amoract prophesied and opened the door to hell. From now on, this would be Rose’s new stage. 


  ‘I am going to surpass Grid?’ 


  Duguen, duguen.


  Rose’s heart thumped. She was deceived by Amoract and crossed the gates of hell with a smile full of joy. Amoract’s nickname was the great demon of conflict. There was no goodwill from her. She just encouraged constant fighting. 


  -Although none of the human gods have ever had messengers...


  The fragment of Amoract’s consciousness that remained alone in the place where Rose disappeared muttered these words to herself before disappearing.




  Chapter 1363


  It was calm. Looking at the clear sky without a single cloud, the battle he suffered last night seemed like a dream. 


  “I can’t admit it!” 


  “......”


  Grid, who was immersed in his thoughts, heard the commotion and shifted his gaze. The Rebecca Church’s priests were raising their voices. 


  


  


  “You want to close the temples? This can’t be understood!” 


  In Reinhardt, there were a total of three Rebecca Temples. In order to build the Rebecca Temples, it was necessary to meet the strict conditions of the Vatican. Great efforts were made to build the temples here. 


  “From the moment the statues of the goddess were erected here and people prayed here, they have already become a part of the goddess! This entire temple! Even the weed that grows within the temple is the private property of the goddess! What right does the Overgeared Kingdom have to close the temples?” 


  “Taking away the territory of the goddess is to rebel against her and prove that you aren’t her apostle!” 


  “What? It is the command of the Overgeared King? Hah! His Majesty must’ve been confused by heresy! If you don’t hurry and lead His Majesty onto the right path, then His Majesty will be punished by the gods!” 


  There was a fierce backlash from the priests of the three temples. They felt the Overgeared Kingdom’s stance of closing the temples was absurd. Yesterday, the 15 members of the Overgeared God Church who used to be elders of the Rebecca Church had told them the truth. 


  “Goddess Rebecca tried to harm humanity in order to hide the sins of the gods. The goddess of mercy that we believed in and served doesn’t exist.” 


  “The nature of the gods who attempted to kill us to conceal them turning Archangel Sariel into a great demon for accusing them of sin is completely different from the gods we believe in! We offered prayers to them but what we get in return isn’t salvation and blessings. It is deception and violence. How can we believe in and serve them?” 


  “The Overgeared God saved Archangel Sariel, who was dying in the mask of a great demon that the gods placed on them, and humanity, who is desperate after seeing the truth... 


  “We have to serve the Overgeared God in the future.” 


  The elders tried to persuade the priests of the Rebecca Church. The influence they had as elders were enormous so the Rebecca priests naturally listened to them. However, they soon shook their heads and blocked their ears. From the positions of those who hadn’t directly seen the truth, they could only think that the old priests were collectively dazzled by the demons. 


  “Ahh! Those who lack faith have been confused by the demon’s whispers and became apostles of evil!” 


  “It isn’t enough for the Overgeared King to deny the gods. He also sinned by declaring himself a god! This place will soon become a demon’s lair and will be used as an outpost to turn the earth into hell!” 


  “The elders who should’ve guided the Overgeared King onto the right path have something happen to them... Sigh...” 


  The Rebecca priests were heartbroken. Many of them wept and wailed while hitting the ground. It was a great shock and sadness that the hundreds of followers who participated in the Drasion expedition, as well as the elders, had abandoned their faith in Goddess Rebecca and worshipped the Overgeared King as a god. The faithful raised both their hands after confirming the actions of the Overgeared Kingdom, who were mobilizing the army to cast them out of the temples. 


  “We understand... it seems pointless to try and convince you any further so we will leave.” 


  “Considering our feelings over this period of time, I will give you advice. You should be careful of the difficulties that will come to the kingdom in the future. The heavenly gods won’t let you go as long as the Overgeared King calls himself a god.” 


  “There is already an uproar all over the kingdom. A plague has broken out in the north and a swarm of locusts has appeared in the west. A typhoon has hit the central part and there is a flood in the south.” 


  “Take a look! It is all punishment! The elders must regain their minds and lead the Overgeared King to the right path!” 


  “The disasters were over in less than half a day. The plague in the north was solved by Saintess Ruby, the typhoon in the center by Braham and Euphemina, the flood in the south by Maxong and the water clan, and the locusts by Lord Piaro and the farmers.” 


  “......?” 


  “Additionally, haven’t you noticed why Reinhardt is calm even though a typhoon is sweeping through the central region? Look at the sky. Reinhardt is safe due to Sariel, the messenger of the Overgeared God, blessing Reinhardt.” 


  “......”


  “The gods in Heaven can’t punish the Overgeared God and the Overgeared Kingdom. How can those who aren’t qualified deal out punishments?” 


  “......”


  The Rebecca believers refused to talk any further. They feared being deceived by the former elders who kept talking. 


  “The charity and blessings of Goddess Rebecca won’t come back to this land.” 


  The Rebecca believers left these last words and hurriedly left the temple and Reinhardt. 


  “Take away the statues of the goddess.” 


  Damian and the former elders were busy. First of all, the statues of Rebecca were removed and all forms symbolizing or suggestive of Rebecca were destroyed. Then statues of Grid started to be carved in the empty temples. People could now worship Grid without having to go to the Hall of Fame. 


  Grid’s expression was uncomfortable as he watched the situation silently. He still wondered if he should be hostile to the Rebecca Church. 


  Damian read his heart and told him, “Don’t you know? The relationship between the Rebecca Church and the Overgeared God Church can’t exist from the moment Isabel-chan and the elders converted.” 


  “Damian, you know that my friendly relationship with the Rebecca Church has lasted over 10 years. If we have a deep conversation over time, wouldn’t the truth come out one day?” 


  Most of the Rebecca Church followers trusted Grid, just like the Rebecca’s Daughters and the elders. Perhaps he could’ve convinced them through conversation. 


  Damian shook his head at the regretful Grid. “The elders who now worship you as a god wouldn’t have believed you if they hadn’t seen the truth with their own eyes. Even if Sariel, who recovered their angel wings, was put up as a witness, Sariel would’ve been condemned as an apostle of evil. It is difficult to doubt the faith you’ve had all your life.” 


  “......”


  This was correct. It was impossible to change the faith of the priests simply by talking. 


  “The Rebecca Church will sooner or later elect new pops and elders. It is too risky to keep the Rebecca Church by your side when you don’t know what type of revelation they will receive. I think it is a good thing to break the relationship early.” 


  “Yes, I understand.” 


  The carpenters’ hammering and sawing were changing the temple into a new shape. All the forms that symbolized Rebecca were erased and the forms that would symbolize the Overgeared God filled the place. Now Grid had to be prepared. He had no choice but to go against the heavenly gods... 


  In the future, there would be dangers he had never imagined before. A greater power was needed to confront these dangers. The more force he had, the better. 


  ‘For example...’ 


  


  


  Grid was suddenly reminded of a person. One of the seven humans who first revealed the sins of the gods. A man who was betrayed for the gods and suffered for years of eternal life. The incarnation of one of the seven malignant saints, Grandmaster Zikfrector. 


  ‘He tried to recruit me as an ally.’ 


  He thought he needed Grid’s strength to fight against the heavenly gods. Grid wondered why Zikfrector appreciated him so highly, but somehow, he became a person who could live up to Zikfrector’s expectations. 


  ‘If it is Zikfrector, then he will surely join hands with me.’


  It felt reliable just thinking about it. Zikfrector’s strength was the highest on the continent and his potential was the strongest in the worldview. Additionally, Zikfrector’s apostle, Zibal, and the Neo Red Knights were also excellent talents. 


  ‘If Zibal joins me, then I can start producing magic machines in earnest.’ 


  Grid was immersed in his thoughts for a long time before a question occurred to him. “By the way Damian, wasn’t your class originally Goddess’ Agent?” 


  That’s right—the pope was just a status and Damian’s class was Goddess’ Agent. Could he still be the Goddess’ Agent when he became the pope of the Overgeared God Church? 


  The awkward looking Damian scratched his cheeks. “I lost my strength yesterday.”


  “Then what will happen?” 


  Goddess' Agent was a unique class. Damian explained to the flustered Grid, “I got a class as a paladin of the Overgeared God Church. It isn’t just me. All the former members of the Rebecca Church have changed classes to paladins and priests of the Overgeared God Church.” 


  “Really...?” 


  They fortunately didn’t have no class, but Damian’s loss of a unique class was painful. It seemed he would have to get a new hidden class for Damian. 


  ‘I will have to ask Faker and Skunk.’ 


  Grid made a plan and then showed curiosity. “Then what is the power of the paladins and priests of the Overgeared God Church?” 


  Maybe they specialized in item enhancement buffs? It would also be nice if they had heals. Damian opened his mouth as Grid was filled with expectations, “Um... There are no buff skills and heals.” 


  "???” 


  Up until now, the paladins and priests had been divided into three types—the Rebecca Church’s paladins and priests, the Dominion Church’s paladins and priests, and the Judar Church’s paladins and priests. The Dominion Church’s paladins and priests specialized in personal buffs, especially when it came to attack power. The Judar Church’s paladins and priests had high defense and were proficient in wide area buff skills. The Rebecca Church’s paladins and priests had lower buffing ability compared to the believers of the other two churches, but their heals guaranteed their survival ability. 


  “The elders and I are over level 300 so it can be said that our third class advancement has already been completed... still, we don’t have any buffs or healing skills.” 


  “What do you have if there are no buffs or heals?” 


  “A passive skill that ignores a certain amount of item-wearing penalties and the Overgeared God Church’s sword dance...” 


  Grid’s expression crumpled like a piece of paper. In order to increase the number of members in the future, he had to promote the unique characteristics of the Overgeared God Church. However, the paladins and priests couldn’t use buffs and heals. It wasn’t competitive compared to the other churches. 


  ‘I might be able to convince the NPCs through communication, but players will never join my church.’ 


  This was bad. Grid held his head, but he had forgotten the essence of the sword dances. Originally, the sword dances were a means of directing the ritual.It was used to offer prayers to the spirits or gods in ritual-like ceremonies. For example, Transcend had the principle of raising transcendent power by making a wish to become transcendent. This meant that the power of the Overgeared God Church’s paladins would be somewhat proportional to Grid’s combat power as they aspired and prayed for the power of the Overgeared God while performing the sword dances. 


  No one had noticed it yet. 


  “Damian... hurry up and get a new class quickly.” 


  “...Yes.” 


  On this day, the Rebecca, Judar, and Dominion churches declared hostility on the Overgeared Kingdom. There were a large number of players trying to join the Rebecca Church that had lost the owner of the First Holy Sword while the Overgeared God Church didn’t receive any special attention. They felt sorry for Grid, but what could they do? The Overgeared God Church’s paladins and priests were such bad classes... 


  ‘Besides, I don’t have the power to bless players yet, unlike the other gods...’ 


  Still, it was fine. He had Zikfrector and Sariel. He would surely convince Nefelina as well. Before that, he had to meet the gourmet dragon. A pilgrimage around restaurants with the gourmet dragon was the immediate challenge. 


  “Perhaps it is because she is older, but Nefelina is sleeping a lot these days.” 


  “These days, once she falls asleep then she won’t wake up for at least a fortnight.” 


  “Don’t worry, I will contact you as soon as Nefelina wakes up.” 


  “Yes... you might have a lot of work lately, but please pay attention to it.”


  “Yes, that is my role.” 


  As always, Grid left it to the reassuring Lauel and logged out. He wanted to rest before meeting the gourmet dragon.




  Chapter 1364


  『 The world has been tumultuous for two days right? It is because the number one player, Grid, has earned the world’s first myth rated class. In a situation where legendary classes are said to be invincible because they resist abnormal conditions and have five seconds of immortality, how powerful will a myth rated class be? Let’s wait and see. 』


  『 As the name suggests, it is literally a god. A god. It is clear that he will be able to show more than imagined. Basically, the stats awakening effect will increase, attack power and survivability are strengthened, and all attacks are applicable to a wide area. He should specialize in overwhelming the majority by himself. 』 


  『 Is it possible to think because to Grid in the Demon King’s Subjugation? Certainly... The power that Grid showed at that time was like a god... 』


  『 I think we shouldn’t just focus on combat power, but on his blacksmithing ability as well. As long as he is a myth rated blacksmith, I think he should be able to easily produce myth rated items in the future. 』 


  


  


  『 Easily produce myth rated items... I’m getting the chills just imagining it. If that happens, won’t it be safe to say that the three forces of the Overgeared Guild, the Overgeared Kingdom, and the Overgeared God Church will have nuclear weapons? 』 


  『 What is the situation of the Overgeared God Church? Aren’t there new classes called Overgeared God Church’s paladins and priests? I think players who regrettably can’t join the Overgeared Guild will be aiming to join the Overgeared God Church... 』


  『 Contrary to your belief, there are currently very few players joining the Overgeared God Church. In Satisfy, the position of the church is proportional to the number of believers. The believers here are NPCS. Perhaps it is due to the Rebecca Church or because faith doesn’t change easily, but there are surprisingly few NPCs entering the Overgeared God Church. The future is uncertain, so players have no choice but to hesitate. 』 


  『 Aren’t players counted as believers? 』 


  『 They aren’t counted until the number of believers is one million. A church enjoys benefits when the number of believers increases by 100,000 or 500,000. If the number of players is counted at the beginning then it is possible for players to work together to develop a particular religion. 』


  『 It is a system to prevent certain individuals or groups from using their power and financial resources to strength and control the religion system? 』 


  『 Yes, that’s right. 』 


  『 I understand the purpose, but... is there no reason for players to join the Overgeared God Church, even if they can’t be recognized as a believer? 』 


  『 That’s not it. The number doesn’t count, but they can enjoy all the benefits of a believer. 』 


  『 Well, in any case, the role of the pope is important for the growth of the Overgeared God Church. 』 


  『 Yes. Additionally, the performance of the new Overgeared God Church’s paladins and priests will be important. If there are merits in the class, then the number of people who want to join the church will increase... 』 


  No matter what channel one turned to, it was just stories about the Overgeared God and the Overgeared God Church. 


  『 Love is also about being overgeared. Wearing nice clothes and spraying good perfume will appeal to the other sex. Now, look at my outfit. Isn’t it cool? The products I will introduce to you today will complement the shortcomings of your body... 』


  『 Parenting is about being overgeared. With this walker, your child will be comfortable... 』


  Even the home shopping channels were about overgeared. 


  『 In short, it is a perfect air purifier. Home appliances are about being overgeared. 』 


  『 The style that adorns the dish. One overgeared brass bowl will make your table beautiful. 』 


  Overgeared CFs. The term overgeared, which had been used in a negative manner just a few years ago, had now penetrated deep into daily life in a positive sense. It could be said that Grid had changed the world. 


  ‘Originally, life is about being overgeared.’ 


  It was like how students with better writing instruments could focus more on their studies or those with better cars could enjoy a comfortable driving experience. Being overgeared had always been important. It was just that people didn’t want to honestly admit it. 


  Shin Youngwoo turned off the TV while thinking this and put on a coat. 


  ‘By the way, I have to get 100,000 believers.’ 


  The people of the Overgeared Kingdom were in the millions. This was true when only NPCs were calculated. He thought it would be easy to gather the faithful, but people’s faith didn’t change easily. Who would listen if you told a person who only attended church all their life to go to the temple from tomorrow? The people of the Overgeared Kingdom revered and were loyal to Grid, but religion was another matter. 


  ‘In the current situation, it is important to reveal the reality of the gods in order to increase the number of believers. The fastest way is probably to go to the East Continent.’ 


  Most humans on the West Continent served Rebecca and faith in her was a conflict with faith in Grid. On the other hand, the humans in the East Continent served all gods and the gods there had a symbiotic relationship with Grid. The heart of the red phoenix inside Grid was one of the strongest evidences of a symbiotic relationship. 


  ‘Additionally, those who serve the gods will sometimes stop by the shrines to pray, but they don’t have any separate religious activities. Therefore, it will be less of a burden to enter the Overgeared God Church.’


  The exhaust sound of his car, Thirteen, driving down the road dedicated to automobiles, pierced Youngwoo’s frustrated heart. Of course, Shin Youngwoo complied with the speed rules. It was a natural duty to comply with the law. 


  “Ah! I-I’m really sorry! I will pay the laundry fee...” 


  “Forget the damn laundry fee! Do you know how much this costs? A part-time worker like you will never be able to afford it even after working for a year...!” 


  The best way to relieve stress was driving and food. Youngwoo, who arrived at a Chinese restaurant in Gangnam because he was craving shrimp with fried peppers and peanuts, frowned as soon as he sat down. It was because a man who coordinated his clothing with a luxury watch was yelling at a restaurant employee. He noticed that the employee had spilled jasmine tea while placing food on the table. 


  Shin Youngwoo, whose eyes had improved from playing the game for several years, instantly noticed the slight stain on the man’s collar and clicked his tongue. 


  ‘It will be fine if he washes it once.’


  There was no need to even go to the dry cleaners. How good were laundry machines and detergents these days? 


  “You are still making a living working part-time because you’re so stupid!: 


  It was just bullshit. It reminded him of the people who looked down on young people carrying bricks when he was doing labor. It was shameful that they were easily assessing and demeaning other people’s jobs. He had learned skills while earning money through fair labor, so he was proud of it. 


  It happened the moment when Shin Youngwoo’s expression darkened and he was about to get up... 


  “Shut up and get lost.” Someone suddenly appeared and grabbed the collar of the man making a fuss. It was a familiar face. “You are a disgrace of South Korea.” 


  He was Kang Daehan, the president of the Korean Patriotic Association, who was active under the nickname ‘Peak Sword.’ He kicked out the man with a ferocious expression and stood still when he met the eyes of Youngwoo, who was trying to return to his seat. His expression became blank and he scratched his head. “No~~ I had a meeting today and the guest said he wanted to eat Chinese food...” 


  It seemed he was embarrassed because he met someone he knew at a Chinese restaurant, not a Korean restaurant. Youngwoo pretended not to see it, but the incident spread rapidly through social media and was covered on the 9 o’clock news. In the interview, the image of Kang Daehan repeating the nonsense ‘I had a meeting’ was edited into a short meme and became an Internet meme for a while. 


  ***


  “It is an honor.” Mercedes was thrilled. 


  “As a messenger of the Overgeared God Church, I will be an example to all people.” Piaro had a heroic resolve.


  “Bah, do you want me to be your subordinate? Well, it seems there are no talents except for me. I’ll take care of it for the time being.” Braham grumbled, but accepted it. 


  This was the day when three messengers of the Overgeared God Church were born. 


  


  


  ‘Now there are four.’ 


  Next it was time to convince Nefelina. If Nefelina was appointed as a messenger, then the Overgeared Kingdom and the Overgeared God Church could always be safe. If he was away, then the curses of the other gods could be overcome with the power of the messengers alone. The messengers of the Overgeared God were splendid enough to create this confidence. 


  “Nefelina.” 


  He had been stuck in the smithy for two weeks. It took a week for him to extract the divine stone from Raguel’s Spear. After that, he disassembled and reassembled Lee Jeong’s training tools to increase his understanding of them. He also analyzed the use of the angel halo and feather, but unfortunately, it was still difficult to grasp. He thought he should study more minerals as a medium. 


  “Nefelina...?” 


  Grid received a call from Lauel that it was time for Nefelina to wake up, so he stopped work in the smithy and stopped by. A dragon. Perhaps, no, obviously the greatest creature in the world. It was hard to even find defects in her appearance, yet this perfect being was crying. The curled up shoulders and trembling arms evoked feelings of pity. 


  “W-W-What is it?” She should’ve sensed Grid from the beginning, but even so, she couldn’t stop crying. Nefelina nervously wiped away her tears, cheeks bulging as she asked this question.


  Grid quietly approached and handed her a handkerchief. 


  “......”


  Grid didn’t ask if she had a nightmare or if she was okay. He would lose her trust if he rashly said something he couldn’t be responsible for. Nefelina was handed a handkerchief and blew her nose. Perhaps it was because she ate a lot, but she had a lot of snot. Grid received the completely wet handkerchief with a God Hand and immediately got to the point. “Be my messenger.” 


  “Huh?” Nefelina tilted her small head and narrowed her eyes as she observed Grid. “What? Did you become a baby god?” 


  “A baby god?” 


  “A baby god because you are just born. It is like how I’m a hatchling.” 


  “Can’t I be a real god like you’re an adult?” 


  "Of course. In return, you should do many miracles.” 


  Was it because his status as a god was still in the growth stage? Grid didn’t want his race itself to be a god, but he honestly wished his class would be myth rated. 


  ‘In the end, it means I have to keep growing.’ 


  Grid was smiling at the thought that he still had a long road ahead of him while Nefelina got up and got dressed. 


  “It seems you are taking me too lightly because I’m a hatchling. A baby god actually wants to make me a servant.” 


  “I’m not asking you to be a servant but a companion.” 


  “Since when was a god’s messenger a companion of the god? It is just an underling.” 


  “That is the dictionary meaning...” 


  “In any case, it looks like an underling in other people’s eyes. Up to now, there has never been a god who made a dragon a messenger. You are greedy.”


  “......”


  “So?” Nefelina wore a fluttering dress and picked up the cutlery. She sat at a large table and held the knife and fork. It seems she was looking forward to the cows and pigs the soldiers would bring. “What good is it for me if I become your messenger? Tell me first. I’ll think about it after listening to the explanation.” 


  “...You weren’t trying to refuse?” 


  “Even if I refused, you would’ve tried to persuade me. I just don’t want to suffer from nightmares anymore.” 


  Baal and the great demons who drove her father crazy, and the dragons who attacked such a father... 


  There weren’t just one or two enemies she wanted to kill. Therefore, she suffered nightmares every night. She was afraid. In particular, she thought it would be hard to beat the fire dragon who existed since the beginning if she kept growing like this. It was as Grid expected. Nefelina also needed power. 


  “I’ll make you stronger.” 


  “Pfft, you? Me? This doesn’t seem right? The reason dragons don’t become messengers of the gods isn’t just because it will hurt our pride. It was because it has no merit. Usually, the gods can open the potential of the messengers to make them stronger. However, dragons can already unlock 100% of their own potential. If you want to tempt me, then you shouldn’t make an absurd promise to make me stronger. It should be a relatively realistic promise of giving me strong colleagues to rely on.” 


  “I can do it.” 


  “......?” 


  “I can make you stronger. There are also strong colleagues you can rely on.” 


  “Hmm.” Nefelina put down her knife and fork. Her eyes that were as deep as the sea stared at Grid. She used Grid’s aura to determine all the achievements he had accumulated so far and laughed. “You must be one of the strong colleagues.” 


  “......!”


  “Fine, I accept the offer to be your messenger as long as you don’t send me on annoying errands. You know, I have to eat and I sleep most of the time, so I’m busy.” 


  A dragon—the greatest race in the world joined hands with Grid. It was the first time since the birth of the world that a dragon served someone. It was a young dragon who was just a hatchling.




  Chapter 1365


  The world had many questions about Yura. She was one of the few legendary class players and the only player active in hell, so it was natural to be full of questions toward her. Right now, Yura was silent regarding all questions. She who had got closer to the public by doing many interviews with the media in the past was currently exhausted. 


  “You have been proud of your unchanging beauty for many years. Can I ask you about your secret in maintaining it?” 


  There were trivial questions. 


  “The retirement time of your grandfather, Lee Jinmyung, has become a political hot topic. Rumor has it that Chairman Lee Jinmyung has selected you as his successor. Once Chairman Lee Jinmyung retires, will you end your career as a player to start a second life as a business person?” 


  


  


  Sensitive questions about her family. 


  “You are often seen dating Youngwoo-ssi. It is known that the relationship between the two of you is recognized by both families. Can we expect news of your marriage?” 


  There were only questions about her private life in the interview so it was unpleasant from Yura’s position. After joining the Overgeared Guild, she really didn’t want to do these interviews. 


  “It seems the questions related to Satisfy are over so I will finish the interview.” 


  Yura endured the urge to frown and rose from her seat with a smile. Behind her was the Overgeared God Temple where the construction was in full swing. This was why she accepted this interview when she had been refusing media interviews for some time. It was to indirectly promote the Overgeared God Church. 


  “Ah... So the Overgeared God Church gives a buff that prevents the item’s durability from dropping?” 


  The reporter thought it was unfortunate to end the interview like this and changed the topic to continue the conversation. It was a rewarding result for Yura. 


  “Yes, it is a buff that can be gained by just changing religions. There is no need to become a priest or paladin of the Overgeared God Church. If you pray to a statue of the Overgeared God, then the buff is maintained for eight hours.” 


  “That is quite an advantage. There is a possibility that repairing the item yourself using the repair kit will decrease the maximum durability of the item, so everyone is reluctant to do so unless necessary. Repair kits are a consumable and they’re expensive.” 


  “Yes. This is why most players can’t stay in a hunting ground for long. If you join the Overgeared God Church, you’ll be able to hunt in one place for at least eight hours. It is a big benefit in the long run because you can concentrate on leveling up while saving money.” 


  “Still, it is true that it feels shabby compared to the buff effects of other religions. The Rebecca Church greatly increases hunting efficiency by giving nine buffs to help combat while the Yatan Church increases the amount of experience gained.” 


  “The reason for the relative difference is that the level of the Overgeared God Church is still low. The higher the number of followers, the higher the level of the church and the greater the buff effect. I’m guessing that most of the effects will be related to items.” 


  Huroi, who was passing by, naturally interrupted, “That’s right. Buffs that will increase the rating of a particular item for a while, buffs that allow you to equip items from other others, or buffs that will increase your item acquisition rate... improving hunting efficiency is just the basics. Buffs that will be conducive to economic growth will continue to be added to the Overgeared God Church in the future. For now, you just need to join the Overgeared God Church and increase the level, so you can enjoy the benefits that will be added in the future.” 


  “...Are you certain?” 


  “Am I certain? It isn’t enough to impolitely inquire about another person’s private life. Your parents will be very sad to see you blindly doubt a well-meaning person.” 


  “Huh?” 


  Did he hear incorrectly? Not only did Huroi break into another person’s interview, he casually mentioned the interviewer’s parents. It seemed far from reality. The suspicion that he couldn’t do this unless he was a madman dominated the interviewer’s head and made him deny reality. 


  It happened as an awkward silence flowed... 


  [Overgeared King Grid is writing the 11th epic.] 


  ......


  [He made a high status, aloof, and noble race, who insisted on being alone since she was perfect, become his servant.] 


  [The other gods are jealous because he has accomplished a feat that no other god has ever accomplished. Those who serve him are thrilled and offering prayers.] 


  ......


  ...


  [Overgeared King Grid has completed the 11th page of the epic!] 


  [The prelude to a new myth is filling the hearts of the Overgeared God Church believers with splendor.] 


  [The reputation of the Overgeared God Church will soar into the sky for a while!] 


  [The faith of curious people are shaken.] 


  [Some of those whose faith is shaken have joined the Overgeared God Church.] 


  “...A noble race that insists on being alone?” 


  A feat that no god had ever achieved? What the hell was going on? The presence of Huroi had already disappeared from the head of the interviewer, who couldn’t understand it. Yura told him, who was trying to interpret the content of the epic, and to the readers who would read the article he wrote, “A dragon has been appointed as the new messenger of the Overgeared God.” 


  “Huh? A dragon? That dragon??” 


  “With this trend, the growth rate of the Overgeared God Church’s level will be unmatched. If you want to get more benefits, then I suggest you join the Overgeared God Church soon.” 


  “Ah, yes... 


  The reporter was writing down Yura’s words with a soulless expression when he suddenly realized something. 


  His notebook was filled with more information about the Overgeared God Church than Yura. 


  ***


  “Kimchi~” 


  Click!


  As Yura was being interviewed at the southern temple, Jishuka was being interviewed at the eastern temple. She was extremely dramatic, unlike Yura. She simply held a press conference, convening several media reporters at the same time to blatantly promote the Overgeared God Church to them. She even took a photo in front of the stone statue of Grid and sent it to SNS in real time. 


  By the side of the Overgeared God ♥ 


  #First player god #GOD Grid #Overgeared God Church #Grid Jishuka #Overgeared King #Buff is received upon joining the Overgeared God Church 


  “......”


  The reporters’ expressions shook. They had many things they were curious about, so they believed in Jishuka’s words and came running to ask... 


  ‘She only promoted the Overgeared God Church during the interview.’ 


  ‘Look at her sending a heart in the midst of this situation.’ 


  The reporters didn’t blink at all at the criticism that they were trash reporters. In particular, Satisfy’s reporters had concrete mentalities because many of them were from the love section. They were people who were accustomed to the taste of others. However, Jishuka’s shamelessness was hard for even them to take. Every time they asked a question she didn’t want, she would become mute and not a single provocative article could be obtained. 


  ‘I should’ve asked Yura to the end.’ 


  The reporters had never felt such great helplessness despite having over 10 years of experience... 


  It was just when they were sighing... 


  [Overgeared King Grid is writing the 11th epic.] 


  The heavens blessed them. The reporters’ eyes lit up at getting the right article and they started to record the contents of the epic. 


  ‘He succeeded in persuading Nefelina!’ 


  


  


  A bright smile appeared on Jishuka’s face when she saw the epic and understood the situation.


  “Are you crazy?” 


  ...Then it disappeared. Jishuka flinched and was alarmed when she heard the cold voice. She found an old man staring at her with scornful eyes. “Aren’t your words too much?” 


  Did she have to be told she was crazy by an unknown person just because she hung onto a statue and took photos with it? She was uncomfortable and angry at being treated like a madman just because she rubbed her cheek against the statue and kissed it. 


  Jishuka grumbled but was unable to curse due to the other person’s age. Then the old man repeated to Jishuka, “You are crazy, but he’s crazier.” 


  At this point, Jishuka was also agitated. “No, what is crazy...?! Old man, do you know me?!” 


  “Not you, but the king you serve. Did he break his head with a hammer while making a sword? Why trust a dragon and make it a messenger?” 


  “......”


  It seemed he was talking about Grid, not her. Jishuka was angry after realizing it and her eyes widened again. She thought about her man being scolded and felt bad, like she was the one being scolded. She pointed at the old man. “No, you, who the hell are you talking about so casually?” 


  Jishuka raised her voice only to be startled. The old man’s robe fluttered, and before she knew it, the old man had disappeared. 


  ‘W-What? 


  It wasn’t magic. This... 


  ‘Shunpo?’ 


  The ultimate footwork that symbolized a transcendent—she recently became used to it because of Grid, but it was originally a technique that wasn’t easy to see. It was a skill that ordinary players might not be able to see until the game ended. Yet the old man who showed up used Shunpo... 


  Jishuka recalled the criticism of the old man toward Grid and got a chill down her back. Then she left the reporters behind and started running. 


  -Intruder!Make the safety of the queen and prince a top priority and protect the smithy district!


  Jishuka’s warning convened the Overgeared members to Reinhardt. At the same time, Nefelina’s bedroom... 


  Swallow swallow.


  Did she have a black hole in her stomach? Grid started blankly at the little girl who ate a whole cooked pig in one bite and chewed on the bones. Suddenly, there was an old man in a robe staring at him. 


  “You were hiding a hatchling. I came to congratulate you after hearing the news that you have built divinity, only to feel betrayed.” The old man threw off his robe and revealed his identity. It was none other than Sword Saint Biban. “There are 27 vertebral bones in a hatchling’s neck, just like an adult. I’ll give you an early death.” 


  Grid finally noticed his mistake. He should’ve hidden Nefelina’s identity from the tower members, but this failed due to the epic. 


  “Wait! This kid is my colleague!” Grid shouted at Biban who drew his sword, but it didn’t work. 


  “You must’ve been told many times about the dangers of dragons. She might be cooperating with humans because she is still weak, but she will reveal her true colors the moment she becomes an adult. I have to get rid of her while she is a hatchling so there is no future trouble.” 


  The Matchless Heart Technique was activated and brilliant sword energy appeared around Biban’s body. 


  Nefelina gulped and shouted with wide open eyes, “Y-You are pointing a sword at me! Impertinent!” 


  “Bah!”


  Biban was going to release a crescent moon attack when powerful magic fell from the ceiling and collided with Biban’s sword. 


  “......!”


  Biban admired the heavy impact and expanded his senses to capture the magician’s position. Then he turned around and raised his sword. White feathers glimmered in his vision. There was an explosive sound and Biban was pushed back several steps. 


  Biban was surprised by the continuous shock and soothed his shaking arm muscles. He raised his eyes and witnessed two beautiful people. There was a blond handsome man with white wings spread out and a silver-haired handsome man with a staff on his shoulder standing side by side and staring at him. 


  “Angel...” 


  And Braham? 


  “You aren’t a good match against me.” 


  Biban laughed and adjusted the posture of his sword. Just then, someone’s hand struck Biban’s back hard. Biban looked back due to the tingling pain and saw Jessica. 


  “Didn’t I tell you not to act rashly?”


  “N-No, a hatchling...” 


  “There are dragons that can be controlled like the gourmet dragon, so why not a hatchling? In particular, she is the insane dragon’s daughter. Hayate told me that he would rather protect the child.” 


  “Hayate knows about the hatchling?” 


  “He noticed since the first time he met Grid.” 


  “Then why didn’t he say anything to me?” 


  “Wasn’t he worried that you would just hear the beginning and rush out of the tower?” 


  “......”


  Was he such an untrustworthy person? Biban was depressed and closed his mouth. Jessica sighed when she saw it. Then she nodded at Grid. “As you know, the gourmet cycle has already begun. However, we came late because we were trying to figure out Raiders’ route. I apologize for it.” 


  “I visited Raider’s lair six days ago and was very alarmed when I found nothing.” 


  “I noticed that he left the lair even before the cycle began. Raiders is currently in the Murray Kingdom. The detailed location is here...” 


  Jessica handed a map to Grid. 


  Grid checked the location on the map and naturally went to look for Sticks.




  Chapter 1366


  [There is a rumor that the procession to your stone statue is endless!] 


  [The Stone Statue of Overgeared God Grid has achieved level 5.] 


  On the day a new god was born, the statue of Hero King Grid in the Behen Archipelago’s Hall of Fame was promoted to the statue of Overgeared God Grid. The level of the stone statue might’ve been reset, but the effects of the buffs that Grid would get when the worship reached the maximum value was rather diverse. 


  [Over the next month, your dexterity stat will rise by 10% and the probability of making a high rated item will slightly increase.] 


  


  


  [Over the next month, your strength, stamina, intelligence, and agility stats will increase by 5% each. The casting speed and power of sword dance-type attack skills and the casting speed and cooldown time reduction of magic will increase slightly.] 


  The Hero King’s stone statue only increased the dexterity stat, the odds of making a higher rated item, and the casting speed of the sword dances. Meanwhile, the Overgeared God’s stone statue increased these things as well as all combat-related stats and the power of the sword dances and magic. The increase was still low, but it was clear that the new stone statue would exert a much stronger effect once it reached the level of the previous statue. 


  ‘Good. My dexterity is lower so I should refrain from making good items for the time being. 


  The original statue of the Hero King was level 15 i.e. max level. The buff for the Hero King’s statue increased his dexterity by 30% while the buff of the level 5 Overgeared God statue only increased his dexterity by 10%. However, people could now easily access the stone statue (or bronze statue) of Grid. It was the aftermath of the Overgeared God’s temples being established all over the Overgeared Kingdom. 


  A bronze statue of the Overgeared God was raised in each temple, so it was possible for people to worship Grid without going to the Behen Archipelago. The level of the statues would rise rapidly (all bronze and stone statues shared the same level). Of course, the promotion of Yura and Jishuka was also a big help. Since the two beauties and the world’s greatest players started promoting the Overgeared God Church in interviews and on social media, the procession of people visiting the Overgeared God’s temples never ended. 


  ‘It is okay to assume that the statue buffs can be maintained almost all the time as long as the Overgeared God Church doesn’t fall.’ 


  There was no need to consider what type of god he was. 


  Since the buff effect raised combat-related status and the power of magic along with the production of items, he could be considered a versatile god of combat. It reflected the characteristics of the classes he currently had. 


  “By the way...” 


  At a border city in the Murray Kingdom... 


  Grid stood in front of an inn with an old signboard that said ‘Hillgram’ and trembled. Gourmet Dragon Raiders—would a dragon who existed since the beginning really stay in such a small, shabby inn? Sticks bid farewell to Grid who was seriously wondering if the information was wrong. 


  “Then I’ll be going.” 


  His tone and expression were stiff. He was nervous and his gaze toward Grid even contained some resentment. The gourmet dragon was the incarnation of madness who chewed on the roots of the world tree because he was curious about the taste. From Sticks’ perspective, the gourmet dragon was the enemy of his mother before he was feared for giving Sticks an incurable disease. 


  He didn’t like Grid’s attitude of trying to build a relationship with the gourmet dragon no matter the reason. It was an important task so he tried to understand Grid one hundred times. Eventually, he accepted it. It was just questionable if Sticks had to be the one to bring Grid here. 


  ‘He probably doesn’t like that us elves worship Goddess Rebecca as the only god.’


  This was why he bothered Sticks on purpose. Sticks barely swallowed down the words ‘I believe in you and I’m trying to change my faith’ and turned around with a bitter smile. Then Grid spoke to him, “Don’t misunderstand. The reason I asked you to take me here instead of Braham is because I want to be honest.” 


  “......”


  “I usually tell you wherever and whenever I go. If I leave quietly when I’m going to meet the gourmet dragon... you might get the misunderstanding that I want to stab you in the back. I just didn’t want a meaningless misunderstanding.” 


  “......”


  “I haven’t forgotten that the gourmet dragon is your enemy. I’m not thinking of getting along with the gourmet dragon while turning my back on your loyalty. This meeting is simply business. Please know this.” 


  “...I understand.” 


  “Then I’ll see you in a few days.” 


  “I hope you are safe.” 


  Sticks’ expression relaxed and Grid’s heart became lighter as he opened the door of the inn. 


  ***


  Creak.


  HIs honest talk with Sticks helped a lot in easing the tension in Grid. Grid was no longer crushed by the name ‘Gourmet Dragon Raiders.’ He was reminded that the gourmet dragon was just a tool for completing the quest and entered the inn. 


  “Welcome,” the middle-aged innkeeper greeted Grid. It wasn’t a very kind attitude. He had a cigarette in his mouth as he watched Grid and asked bluntly, “Are you a noble? There is no way such a person would come look for a room in this shabby place. Why have you come?” 


  “I am looking for someone. I think they’ve started staying here since four days ago.” 


  “...You are a noble.” 


  The innkeeper quietly put out the cigarette. His attitude suddenly became polite and he guided Grid to the innermost room on the second floor. “Raiders, the one you have been waiting for has come.” 


  “......!”


  Why was a dragon staying in such a shabby inn? It was the moment when the reason was revealed. The innkeeper knew the identity of Raiders. A human being in contact with a dragon... 


  Was this middle-aged, seemingly ordinary man actually a named one? The door of the room opened by itself while Grid was feeling surprised. The sight seen through the open door was completely different from Grid’s expectations. The room inside the old, small inn was unbelievably large and gorgeous. It was reminiscent of the palace where the emperor stayed.


  “......” 


  Grid entered the room with a fascinated expression only to stiffen like a statue. 


  


  


  A long table filled with delicacies. One man was sitting alone in front of it and eating. The movement of the fork and knife was a classic. The classic music that spread out in the background from the moment he entered the room seemed to enhance the dignity of the man. 


  Grid was overwhelmed. The man’s magic power—Grid felt a huge pressure and couldn’t move due to the magic power coming from the man with purple hair down to his waist. 


  The man who was still sitting with his back to the breathless Grid spoke after chewing the meat in his mouth, “Hilgram’s food has never changed over the past one thousand years. It is the result of my great effort to preserve the taste that I praised.” 


  “......”


  The eyes on Grid’s blue-tinged face shook. 


  Dragon Words—every single word spoken by the man contained a great power that exerted force on the world. This force was as high as the man’s magic power and crushed Grid. 


  “When I wake up every 100 years, the first thing that comes to mind is Hilgram’s food. For me, Hilgram is one of the few or perhaps the only thing I miss.” 


  The man put down the knife and fork and wiped his mouth with a napkin. He took a sip of the glass filled with bubbly wine and murmured, “However, a day came when I couldn’t empty the bowls. I savored the taste of the first sip of wine but after a few more sips, I became bored. I miss the taste but I am tired of it because I know the taste.” 


  The man pushed the chair back and slowly rose from his seat. Raiders—was it because he polymorphed into a human? His name that should shine brightly was white like the names of ordinary NPCs. 


  “I want to thank you. I didn’t make a mistake because you came to introduce me to a new delicacy while I was getting bored.” 


  “Gasp... Gasp...”


  The moment that Raiders thanked him, the pressure crushing Grid disappeared like it was a lie. Goosebumps covered Grid’s skin as he took short breaths and thought about the ‘mistake’ that Raiders almost made. Then Raider’s explanation continued, “Just a little while ago, I was thinking about destroying this little inn and wiping out Hilgram’s blood relatives. If I did, I would have regretted it a hundred years later.” 


  “......”


  A family that had served him for a thousand years—he wanted to destroy the family who preserved his favorite taste in order to serve him, just because he was tired of the taste? Grid thought it was absurd and ridiculous. He seemed to see Raiders chewing on the roots of the world tree in front of the elves and instantly felt great anger. 


  However, he couldn’t show it and just smiled. It was the groveling smile that he used to always wear in the past. His pledge not to be overwhelmed by the name ‘Gourmet Dragon Raiders’ disappeared the moment he witnessed the reality of Raiders. The infinite power and destructive nature of a dragon far exceeded Grid’s imagination and Grid fell into fear. 


  ‘Damn.’ 


  Grid had many ways to defend himself. 


  Dragons were different from great demons. Friendship might not be possible but they weren’t clear enemies. It would be good for the future to deal with them with a smiling face, even if it was somewhat servile. The purpose of the Tower of Wisdom wasn’t to harm the dragons but to satisfy their desires and prevent them from going on a rampage. Even Dragon Slayer Hayate and the tower members were afraid to have dragons as enemies. Yes, it wasn’t because his nature was cowardly that he was smiling like this. It was a realistic judgment. 


  Grid was able to make enough excuses in this way. So what was this frustrated heart? He was gritting his teeth and grabbed his chest when Raiders urged him, “I want to get rid of my hunger. I will ask you to guide me without delay.” 


  Raiders wore a fancy coat and left the room first. Then the room that was as large and luxurious as the imperial palace became a narrow and shabby space. As Grid stared blankly at the sight, Raiders descended to the first floor and warned the innkeeper, “Your descendant who will meet me in 100 years must keep the taste of your ancestors, but they have to also find new flavors.” 


  “I-I will listen...!” The innkeeper realized the meaning of the words and answered strongly. He trembled like a tree as he slammed his forehead against the ground and sobbed. 


  The family bound by a curse called Raiders resented the fate of himself and his descendants. 


  ‘A dragon...’ 


  What was the reason why people who met dragons feared and hated them? Why didn’t the arrogant great demons mention dragons as much and why did the gods of the Hwan Kingdom not even consider working with the dragons despite preparing for a war? 


  Grid discovered the reason and was convinced. Dragons were originally a species one couldn’t make friends with. It was the result of luck that would never happen again that Nefelina became his messenger that would protect the Overgeared Kingdom and Overgeared God Church. 


  ‘Let’s try to survive as much as possible during the gourmet cycle.’


  Don’t stand out in front of Raiders. There was nothing good about attracting useless aggro. The determined Grid tried to smile brightly. 


  “The first destination is the Saharan Empire.” 


  The restaurant acknowledged by the empress had the highest probability of satisfying Raider’s taste buds. 


  “Let’s go to Titan.” 


  “I’m looking forward to it.” Raiders nodded and the two of them were already standing in the middle of Titan.




  Chapter 1367


  La Dero was the best restaurant in Titan. The dishes were guaranteed to be of good taste and quality since they were presented to the empress. 


  Grid and Raiders sat down in a place where even the renowned nobles of the empire couldn’t visit without a reservation. There are no guests except for the two of them. The reason why they occupied the entire restaurant was because the owner was brainwashed by Raiders’ magic and drove out all the other customers. Then he brought the food over himself. 


  A sharp knife cut the meat without scratching the tableware. First was to dip it in salt, then pour the sauce and add the garnish. Ah, was this spice for eating with it? 


  Raiders enjoyed the meat in various ways and made a pleasant smile. “It maximized the flavor and savory taste by using so much parts it would seem the fat content is excessive. I felt that the acidity of the sauce balances it well. The most commendable part is the garnish. It melts the moment it touches the teeth and the thin layer of fried root vegetables makes up for the lack of texture.” 


  


  


  Grid mulled over it and said how he felt, “Just... it’s delicious.” 


  La Dero’s food was excellent enough to make Grid smile when he had been shrinking back after seeing Raiders’ destructive nature. He wanted to ask the chef of La Dero for a lunch box every day. It was surprising that Grid felt this desire when he ate rough bread when working or hunting. 


  ‘The chefs at the Overgeared Kingdom’s palace are good, but they aren’t at this level. Should I hire a world-class chef?’ 


  Damn Idan... 


  If Idan was good at cooking, then he wouldn’t have to worry about this. 


  Grid was grumbling when Raiders finished the desert and wiped his mouth with a napkin. “It was a delicious meal.” 


  [You have heard Gourmet Dragon Raiders say that the food is delicious! (1/60)] 


  The gourmet cycle quest was simple. Take Raiders to at least 80 restaurants and hear him say ‘delicious’ 60 times. Grid succeeded in hearing the word ‘delicious’ at the very first restaurant, but his expression wasn’t bright. 


  ‘I was hoping for him to be happy...’ 


  Appreciation beyond deliciousness. The quest stated that every time Raiders said he was ‘happy,’ there would be a special reward. Meanwhile, La Dero was a restaurant with great expectations. The restaurant that made authentic dishes for the empress was one of the best restaurants on the West Continent. 


  ‘It will be hard to hear that he is happy in other restaurants when he didn’t say it at La Dero.’ 


  Grid was filled with great regret. His expectations were so high that his disappointment was also big and his spirit was shaken. Then he soon controlled his mind. First of all, it was most important to succeed in the quest. Hidden compensation was just a secondary matter. Yes, all he had to do was clear the quest. He heard that it was delicious from the beginning so it was starting well. 


  Grid tried to think positively and turned his gaze outside the window with a smile. ‘I thought the level was going up too quickly...’ 


  The VIP room in La Dero was the most popular room and it took one year to make a reservation. The magnificent view of Titan was like a canvas on the large window frame that occupied one entire wall of the VIP room. Inside that canvas was a statue of Grid. 


  A temple for the Overgeared God was established in the empire. Most of the people who witnessed the reality of the gods in the Drasion raid were from the empire, thus they converted to the Overgeared God Church. 


  ‘There is no need to worship me just because they are disappointed in Goddess Rebecca.’


  Apart from the gods of Asgard, there were many other gods. A prime example was Garion, the god of the earth. He was born from the aspirations of humans who appreciated and gave meaning to the earth. Garion was a god loved and respected by the people of the continent, even if he wasn’t from Asgard. He didn’t give off an absolute feeling like Chiyou, but it was true that Garion was much more famous than a newcomer like Grid. 


  ‘There are so many other gods. Thank you for choosing me...’ 


  The influence of Empress Basara and the dukes must’ve played a big role. 


  Raiders urged Grid who was sending them gratitude in his heart, “Where are you going to guide me to next?” 


  Raiders had obviously seen the statue of Grid, but he wasn’t interested. For dragons, a new god was not much different from a human. 


  “How about seafood next?” 


  “Seafood is good although I don’t think flour or rice is bad either.” 


  There were many dishes cooked with seafood and carbohydrates. 


  “Can I guide you straight away?” 


  Raiders had eaten all of La Dero’s menu. He ate a quantity that would be enough for 30 people. Raiders nodded at Grid who carefully asked the question. 


  “Just because I’m disguised as a human doesn’t mean that I’m human, including my stomach. Personally, I hope to progress without any breaks.” 


  “I understand.” 


  It was nice to hear. Grid was very uncomfortable accompanying Raiders. He honestly hoped to send this fearsome dragon away quickly. 


  “The next destination is here.” Grid took out the map and pointed to Media. It was once a famous marine kingdom. It was also where the Behen Archipelago was located. It was destroyed and absorbed by the empire during Emperor Juander’s time so it now belonged to the empire. 


  “Let’s go.” 


  Coordinate retrieval was tricky magic. It took a great magician at least a few minutes to look at a map and determine the coordinates. However, Raiders already determined Media’s coordinates and used Mass Teleport. 


  Grid reached his destination in the blink of an eye and clicked his tongue. ‘Crazy.’ 


  At this point, wasn’t it comparable or even better than Braham’s magic ability? Grid was reminded of how Bunhelier had 99,999 strength and agility, and once again realized that he should never be hostile to dragons. 


  ‘First... it is too much that there is no penalty on the earth.’ 


  The gods exerted their full power in Heaven and the great demons in hell. Only the dragons weren’t confined to a place. The most threatening being on earth was a dragon. 


  “Delicious.” 


  Raiders tasted several foods one after another in Media and showed satisfaction. Yet once again, he didn’t state that he was happy. It was the same at the next destination and the one after that. Grid guided Raiders to a total of 20 restaurants throughout the day, but Raiders’ appreciation stayed at the level of delicious. 


  ‘Fortunately, there were no failures...’ 


  Grid was trying to ease his regret when Raiders praised him. 


  “You didn’t let me down at all. Compared to the past gourmet cycles, this is the happiest cycle.” 


  Just then... 


  [You have heard from Gourmet Dragon Raiders that he is happy!] 


  [A special reward will occur since the special condition is achieved!] 


  “......??” Grid’s eyes widened as he was in the middle of giving up. Then he realized something. The purpose of the gourmet cycle quest was to hear the word ‘delicious’ 60 times. However, the quest instructed him to take Raiders to ‘at least’ 80 restaurants. Even if he heard the word ‘delicious’ 60 times in a row, he would still need to visit 20 more restaurants. It had been questionable and now he knew the reason. 


  ‘It was an arrangement to aim for the maximum possible special rewards.’ 


  


  


  Raiders’ happiness was a hidden system that occurred only after delicious was said 20 times in a row... 


  The reason why the quest insisted on visiting 80 restaurants was to increase the probability of triggering the hidden system. The reason for this consideration was simple. The difficulty of the quest was actually very high. 


  ‘Certainly... it would’ve been too hard if I tried to find the places on my own without the help of my colleagues.’ 


  In particular, the Overgeared Shadows led by Faker were great. After being joined by the members of Eclipse, the Overgeared Shadow’s ability to obtain information was one of the highest on the continent. If it wasn’t for them, he wouldn’t have been able to find so many high quality restaurants within a short period of time. 


  ‘I naturally have to reward them.’ 


  Just then, Raiders’ eyes that contained infinite magic power contemplated Grid. “Hmm. Pagma's Successor.” 


  “......”


  Did he know Grid now? He believed he was famous, but it wasn’t enough to get a dragon’s attention. 


  ‘Is this a good thing?’ 


  It wouldn’t be good to have a dragon’s interest. By the way, it was amazing that Raiders knew Pagma. Grid once again realized how great Pagma was. 


  “I’ll give you this.” Raiders opened his subspace and pulled out a small needle. It was a golden needle.


  “This is...?” Grid read the information of the needle and his eyes widened with surprise. The performance of the needle itself was great, but it was more surprising that Raiders gave it to him. 


  “This is something I use occasionally when I’m bored. I think it is the greatest gift for you now.” 


  [The Gourmet Dragon’s Needle has been acquired.] 


  [Gourmet Dragon’s Needle] 


  [Rating: Myth 


  Durability: None Defense: 350 


  * Increases the speed of fabric and leather sewing by 80%. 


  * Increases the proficiency gain rate of the Tailoring skill by two times. 


  * Can pierce all types of fabrics, leather, and scales. 


  * There is a normal probability of attaching magic to items created using the Tailoring skill. 


  This needle was used by Gourmet Dragon Raiders to make tablecloths. It is made by grinding the scale of a gold dragon and contains Raiders’ magic power. 


  Weight: 0] 


  Grid had a class quest that hadn’t been cleared in several years. 


  [Tailoring Technique Training] 


  [Class Quest 


  The possibilities for your development have become greater after learning the Tailoring technique. 


  If you get to the point where you can combine blacksmithing and tailoring, your foundation as a blacksmith will expand exponentially. 


  However, it is still difficult to utilize the Tailoring technique. 


  The gap between the intermediate Tailoring skill and legendary blacksmith skill is too large. The intermediate Tailoring technique is likely to degrade the quality of the legendary blacksmith’s work. 


  Raise the level of your Tailoring skill to the point where it can be combined with blacksmithing.


  Quest Clear Conditions: Master the Advanced Tailoring Technique. 


  Quest Clear Reward: Level +6. The opening of craftsman level Tailoring Technique.] 


  A class quest that rewarded him with six levels. Grid had been making underwear every day for the past few years to clear this quest. Making underwear while wearing a beautiful crown on his head and a glamorous cloak behind him... to be honest, it wasn’t a pleasant thing to do. 


  ‘However with this needle...’


  He would be able to gain experience in the Tailoring skill several times faster than before. He would soon be liberated from the damn task of making underwear. 


  ‘There is even a chance of attaching magic.’


  Grid received the needle with trembling hands and bowed to Raiders. 


  “Oh great dragon who has existed since the beginning, thank you for understanding the shortcomings of this little human and helping me.” 


  The nature of a dragon was ferocious, but he wasn’t a bad guy... 


  Grid realized this and lost some of his aversion to Raiders.




  Chapter 1368


  “Delicious.” 


  It could be said that Grid’s ability was great and hehad many things he could do on his own, but this matter was an exception. It was purely thanks to the help of his colleagues that he found 106 restaurants delicious enough to possibly satisfy the demanding taste of Gourmet Dragon Raiders in just two weeks. 


  ‘As expected, having a network is the best.’ 


  It was an unchanging truth that he had realized since he met Khan. Grid raised his left hand as he once again felt gratitude to his colleagues who always helped him. There was a loud bursting sound. Grid pulled out the gauntlet inserted in the monster’s mouth and buried the monster directly into the ground. 


  The eyes of the monster rolled round and round as it fell in a stunned manner to the ground. It was Turning the World Upside Down. Even elite monsters over level 400 couldn’t resist the grappling technique polished by Lee Jeong. The Enlightenment Sword neatly cut the neck of the monster who became defenseless and lost its defense. 


  ‘Once the level of the stone statue rises, I’ll make new gloves.’ Alex's Quick Gloves had excellent effects, but the defense was too low. 


  ‘By the way, there are monsters in front of a restaurant...’ Grid clicked his tongue as he glanced at the mountain. 


  Yusillat Mountain—there was nothing special in terms of scale. It was just a fairly large mountain. However, the mountain was filled with nasty rocks instead of trees. The mountain was also very steep. People who didn’t possess floating type magic or skills wouldn’t be able to reach the top. In fact, this mountain was sparsely populated. The monsters everywhere were proof. It was looking like a miniature version of the Chaos Mountains. 


  ‘There is a restaurant on a mountain like this?’ 


  Was he a famous swordsman or great magician during his active duty? Unlike Grid, who was astonished by the owner of the villa who was busy making and serving his own food, Raiders was just casually enjoying the meal. From a dragon’s point of view, it was a human no matter how great. 


  "This texture.... is it ogre skin?” 


  “Huh, how did you know? Have you tried ogre skin before?” 


  “Sometimes I enjoy it as a delicacy. I enjoy the chewy texture.” 


  “Ogre skin is so tough that it can’t be chewed with human teeth... this skin has been soaked in a secret sauce for five years so it has been softened.” 


  “Of course, I would just pickle and eat it.” 


  This was true. Of course, it wasn’t intended to soften the skin, but to enrich the taste. Raiders could chew on 100 layers of ogre skin. However, the owner of the mountain villa didn’t know this. He just interpreted it at will and believed it. Even Grid in the past wouldn’t have imagined that Raiders’ identity was a dragon. It was natural. Currently, Raiders was completely hiding his magic power. If he leaked his magic power, then it wasn’t just the monsters on the mountain, but even the restaurant owner would piss out of fear. For a comfortable meal, he had to hide it. 


  “Hah...! You aren’t just a gourmet, you also have good knowledge about cooking!” 


  The owner of the mountain villa started to speak more. He never dreamed that Raiders was a dragon and purely admired and was delighted to meet a guest who knew the value of cooking. 


  ‘Ah, really. By the way, Faker actually found a restaurant in a place like this.’ 


  It seemed that after gaining Eclipse, he completely absorbed all the information that Eclipse had accumulated. Grid shook his head as he thought about how excited Lauel was after Faker became Lantier and hunted 20 more monsters. Then Raiders, who was enjoying the mountain scenery without any interest in what Grid was doing, finally put down his cutlery and rose from his seat. “It was a delicious meal. The dishes made using monster ingredients usually can’t get rid of the smell, but I could enjoy these ones without frowning.” 


  “I’m happy to meet a guest who has a deep knowledge of food after a long time. At first, I found it suspicious that you knew to come to a restaurant set up in such a strange place. Now it seems you are one of the best gourmets on the continent.” 


  ‘I knew it was a strange place.’ 


  Why was he doing business in such a place? Each person has their own story, but it wasn’t easy for Grid to understand. 


  Grid had just grabbed a flying stone from the sky and threw it with all his might. A scream rang out and blood flowed from the forehead of the great goblin king who fired the slingshot at Grid. Even ordinary stones became a weapon when Grid held it. No matter what, it would be affected by Grid’s Combat Techniques and judged as a ‘weapon.’ 


  “The strength of your guard is also very good...” The owner of the mountain villa seemed to have been living in seclusion for some time. He didn’t recognize Grid’s face, which was known even before he became a god, and misunderstood Grid as Raider’s bodyguard. 


  Tsk. Grid clicked his tongue in an unhappy manner and jumped down, trampling on the goblin’s back. He was already holding a sword that he had taken out of his inventory. It happened the moment Grid was inserting a sword into the goblin...


  “Kuaaaak!” A scream rang through the place. The startled Grid climbed up and found Raiders’ hand piercing the chest of the mountain villa owner. 


  “...Eh?” 


  Why suddenly kill the owner? Grid was flustered by Raiders’ unexpected action, but quickly regained his composure. It reminded him of how Raiders wanted to destroy a family that had been cooking for him for a thousand years just because he was bored of it. 


  Yes, he was this type of guy in the first place. It wasn’t a surprise that this maniac would kill people for no reason. Grid shouldn’t be deceived by the favor he once showed and forget his essence. 


  ‘Uh?’ Then Grid belatedly discovered the dagger held in the hands of the mountain villa owner. It was a dagger that had absorbed a lot of poison and turned black. 


  “Groan... Damn, you, skills... hiding it…” the owner of the mountain villa barely spoke through his blood bubbles before trembling. He turned into gray ash and left a notebook behind. 


  “Let’s go.” Raiders stepped forward. ‘The owner of the mountain village tried a surprise attack while I wasn’t paying attention. Naturally, I killed him.’ He didn’t give a lame explanation like this. It was the same reason why humans didn’t give an explanation for stepping on ants on the road. 


  ‘This...’ 


  Grid stared blankly at Raiders’ back for a moment before picking up the notebook that had fallen to the ground. He didn’t know how it was taken care of, but the notebook gave off a terrible smell. 


  [The ‘Murder Notebook of the Human Flesh Demon’ has been obtained.] 


  [Murder Notebook of the Human Flesh Demon] 


  [Rating: Legendary 


  This is a journal that records the murders committed over the past decades by the killer ‘Human Flesh Demon’ who became a legend beyond the worst. It also describes how to cook human flesh deliciously. 


  If you submit this journal as evidence to the Glaucian royal family, then you will receive a treasure from the royal treasury as a bounty. 


  Weight: 5] 


  [It is a notebook made from human skin. The vicious grudges and germs have caused a disease.] 


  [You have resisted.] 


  ‘A murderer who became a... legend?’ 


  As Agnus proves, a legend wasn’t just a word for heroes. It wasn’t strange at all for someone to become a legend by doing bad deeds. Then if the Human Flesh Demon hadn’t pointed his blade at Raiders and survived... 


  ‘Just imagining it is terrible.’ 


  This mountain villa was the 40th restaurant they had visited and Raiders was pleased with all the dishes made so far. It was time for the happiness to reappear. In fact, Raiders still seemed to be in a good mood. He walked directly on the ground without moving to the next destination using magic. It seemed to be an act like he was enjoying the aftertaste. There was a bit of hope in Grid’s eyes as he watched Raiders. 


  “Did you perhaps know his identity?” 


  “His identity? I knew he ate human flesh. The reason why his dishes don’t smell is because he makes the broth by boiling human bone marrow and fat.” 


  “......!”


  Raiders’ appearance that eliminated the planned disaster of a legendary killer filled Grid with expectations. So had Raiders been planning to kill the Human Flesh Demon from the start? Perhaps he felt better after eating dishes made by humans and wanted to contribute to society. 


  However, it was just a coincidence. If Human Flesh Demon hadn’t tried to attack Raiders, then he wouldn’t have died. It was too much to think that Raiders, who enjoyed the food despite it obviously being cooked with human parts as ingredients, would fight for humans. 


  ‘Indeed... if it was possible to persuade a dragon by treating it to a delicious meal, then the gods and great demons would’ve done so already.’ 


  Dragons were creatures that existed only for themselves. 


  Grid recalled Hayate’s words and gave up in his momentary thoughts. He was reminded that it was never possible to be on the same side as Raiders and only wished the gourmet cycle to end quickly. It was uncomfortable to accompany a dragon. 


  How long did they walk? It was only after descending to the middle of the mountain that Raiders opened his mouth, “I'm happy to have eaten delicious dishes for two days. I will reward your efforts in searching all your life to find dishes that will satisfy my taste buds with a piece of information.” 


  All his life? 


  ‘It was two weeks.’ 


  Additionally, the one who made the effort wasn’t Grid, but his colleagues. Nevertheless, it was better to bury this information. 


  [You have heard from Gourmet Dragon Raiders that he is happy!] 


  [A special reward will occur since the special condition is achieved!] 


  “You want to get a dragon on your side, right?” 


  “......!”


  Information more precious than gold was about to flow from Raiders’ mouth. Grid cleared his thoughts and raised his concentration as he listened. 


  “However, dragons, especially dragons who have lived since the beginning, will never cooperate with others. It is because they have felt how meaningless and futile the world is as they watched the world being repeatedly destroyed and reborn. Having a relationship with someone doesn't mean anything to us.” 


  Grid thought the reason why dragons didn’t cooperate with others was because there was nothing they couldn’t achieve alone. Yet it was different. In Satisfy’s worldview, the ‘world’ was a concept that was repeatedly destroyed and reborn in every cycle. Perhaps the dragons were weary. Even the now ruthless dragons might’ve cherished and loved humans in the ‘first’ world. 


  “There is just one exception—Nevartan. He may feel grateful and cooperate with someone who heals his madness. You are also protecting his daughter, so he is more likely to cooperate. The cooperation will likely end after one time, but even just one time is enough to show a power that can change the situation.” 


  Insane Dragon Nevartan—the name of the most infamous dragon alongside Evil Dragon Bunhelier showed up here. Grid was bewildered and didn’t notice the landscape around him changing. 


  The signboard for the restaurant that was the 41st scheduled stop swayed in the wind. 


  “The purest blood in the world can get rid of Nevartan’s madness.” 


  Creak.


  Raiders changed places without telling Grid using Mass Teleport and now he opened the restaurant door without delay. 


  “The only antidote is the blood of Marie Rose, which won’t go bad even if she sucks the blood of tens of thousands or hundreds of millions of people.” 


  [The ★ hidden quest ★Marie Rose’s Blood has been acquired as a special reward.] 


  [Marie Rose’s Blood] 


  [★ Hidden Quest ★ 


  Get the blood of Marie Rose, the vampire duke, and give it as a transfusion to Nevartan, the insane dragon. 


  Quest Clear Rewards: Treatment of Nevartan’s madness, increased affinity with Nevartan.]


  Based on the way it was flowing, it seemed he would have to fight the gods to protect the Overgeared Kingdom, rescue Hexetia, and prevent the destruction of the world. 


  Grid’s heart thumped at the possibility of obtaining Nevartan’s cooperation. “Where is Nevartan?” 


  “Nobody knows that. He might be wandering through Asgard in an insane state or enjoying the hot springs in the Hellfire River.” 


  “......”


  It was difficult just getting Marie Rose’s blood. Even if he got the blood, it would be completely useless if he couldn’t find Nevartan. Grid felt very uncomfortable. He questioned if this quest could be called a reward.




  Chapter 1369


  “This is the last place?’ 


  “...Yes.” 


  The impression of being happy ended with the second time. From the 41st restaurant onwards, Raiders would often put down his cutlery without saying anything. The remaining 66 restaurants didn’t have any big defects compared to the previous 40 restaurants. As far as he could tell, every restaurant served delicious dishes, but Raiders’ standards were higher than Grid’s. He had existed for tens of thousands of years and had been pursuing delicious food during this time so he was naturally more picky than Grid. 


  ‘Now I know how hard it is to satisfy Raiders’ taste buds 20 times in a row.’ 


  


  


  It was a miracle that he felt happy even once. Grid realized this and was soothing his regret when Raiders spoke to him, “I really enjoyed it, these four days. A short moment in time feels unusually shorter.” 


  “I’m glad you enjoyed it.” 


  From Grid’s point of view, these four days had been extremely long. It was too much pressure mentally to go around with an uncontrollable dragon. It felt like he had been walking on a thorny path for four days. He felt a sense of liberation now that it seemed the quest was finally over. Then Grid’s brightly smiling face stiffened like a stone statue. 


  “Hmm... It is a shame to leave just like this.” 


  “......”


  “As far as I know, you built your kingdom on the Eternal Kingdom?” 


  “...Yes.” 


  “I’m going to stop by your kingdom before leaving.” 


  “Why...?” 


  Grid’s heart sank. He never wanted to bring the crazy dragon to the Overgeared Kingdom. Grid’s honest feeling was that he wanted to break the relationship neatly here. However, Grid didn’t have the right to refuse. 


  “It is a fledgling country. There must be a new culture and there will be many foods I have never experienced before. I want to experience a new food culture.” 


  Raiders woke up once every 100 years. This meant that if he went back to his lair and fell asleep, he would have to starve for the next 100 years. He wanted to eat one more meal before going to sleep. What right did Grid have to stop him? 


  ‘I might arouse his anger if I try to stop it...’


  It was a checkmate move. The existence of a dragon itself was too fraudulent. Refusing was impossible. Grid inwardly sighed before he responded politely, “I understand. I will guide you. Just... it isn’t a kingdom that is famous for its food, so don’t expect too much.” 


  The good thing was that Raiders wasn’t the type to get angry just because he ate bad food. He just left the restaurant quietly if he didn’t like the dishes. It was just that the restaurant owners’ minds would break as they wondered why he left the food, but... 


  ‘In that regard, I just have to pay attention to the restaurant owners in advance... besides, Raiders knows that I’m protecting Nefelina.’


  ‘Nevartan. He may feel grateful and cooperate with someone who heals his madness.You are also protecting his daughter, so he is more likely to cooperate.’


  Grid recalled Raiders’ words and reduced his vigilance toward Raiders. It was determined that he was unlikely to make trouble in the Overgeared Kingdom. He was very concerned that Sticks would feel unhappy, but this wasn’t enough to stop a dragon’s actions. The great bloodline of a high elf and the title of ‘great sage’ wasn’t a card that could be brought out against a dragon. 


  “..Let’s go.” 


  Eventually, Grid took Raiders back to the Overgeared Kingdom. There wasn’t any of the trouble he was worried about. 


  “This... it is a food that expresses the lair of that Trauka guy? Are you provoking me?” 


  He revealed some killing intent after seeing the soft tofu stew recommended by Peak Sword, but fortunately, it was passed safely. Raiders admired the taste of the rice and wheat of the Overgeared Kingdom. He also rated the rainbow potatoes as not bad. It was a scene that would’ve made Piaro feel proud. 


  On this day, Raiders really left the Overgeared Kingdom after finishing his meal. His lack of interest in Nefelina and Sticks, as well as Mercedes and Piaro, proved that the Overgeared Kingdom still had a long way to go. 


  ***


  ‘Six times... no, it is eight times weaker.’ 


  Damian—objectively, he lost everything. He was deprived of his class as Goddess’ Agent for violating the revelation that Goddess Rebecca had given him. He also changed his faith and put down his status as pope, losing the First Holy Sword and his second class. 


  Instead, he got the new title ‘Pope of the Overgeared God Church,’ but it didn't mean much. The Overgeared God Church was only level 1. The church was just established and lacked believers, faith, and authority. It was impossible for the pope of such a small religion to have special power. There was no exclusive skill for the pope of the Overgeared God Church. For the moment, he was no different from ordinary church members. 


  “Umm...” 


  At a hunting ground near Reinhardt... 


  Damian frowned as he hunted a monster using a weapon he previously received from Grid. Lowered stats, lost skills, and no Holy Sword... 


  For many reasons, his damage was more than three times lower than before. The drop in defense was even more serious. Overall, it was clear that he had weakened by at least eight times. As such, he would struggle fighting ordinary rankers of the same level. 


  ‘The passive skill is good.’ 


  Damian opened the skills window. 


  [Overgeared God’s Protection Lv. 1] 


  [Passive 


  Reduces the item’s wearing restrictions by 5%. 


  Temporarily reduce the wearing restrictions of items made by Overgeared God Grid by 10%. 


  When wearing items created by Overgeared God Grid, their performance is improved by 5%. This effect is also applied to skills attached to an item.]


  It was a common skill. A basic skill that anyone could gain if they were a paladin or priest of the Overgeared God Church. Even so, the performance was huge. A level 400 item could be worn at level 380 or 360. If the item was created by Grid then the performance would also increase. It might only be 5%, but this 5% was likely to have a huge effect considering that the stats of items created by Grid far exceeded normal items. 


  ‘It is only a level 1 skill, but it is to this extent...’ 


  


  


  Damian was certain. Sooner or later, there would be a lot of turbulence on the item exchange. The market price of items that had been neglected due to their high wearing restrictions would skyrocket and this would lead to scarcity in goods. However, this was only the case if people believed in this passive skill and converted to the Overgeared God Church.


  ‘There are no big merits other than this.’ 


  Damian took a step. The flowing action made it seem like he was dancing. “Kill.” 


  The sword light extended in a straight line and pierced the monster’s heart, turning it to gray ash. It was an explosive power but Damian’s expression was dark. 


  ‘It has a high damage factor but the motion is too big.’ 


  [Overgeared God Church’s Sword Dance Lv. 1] 


  [A sword dance to honor the greatness of Overgeared God Grid. 


  Increases physical attack power by 20%, magic attack power by 10%, and critical hit probability and critical hit damage by 30%. 


  * This effect is only fully applied when a sword type weapon is equipped. 


  * If a staff or orb weapon is equipped then only the magic attack power increase effect is applied. 


  ★ A fusion sword dance can be created every time the level of the sword dance increases. 


  ★ Every time faith in the Overgeared God accumulates, magic effects are attached to the sword dance.] 


  [Kill Lv. 1] 


  [Perform a sword dance that expresses the anger of the Overgeared God bringing down a divine punishment. 


  Deals 1,300% physical or magical attack power to a single target. 


  *No magic effects attached. 


  Skill Resources Consumed: 1,200 divine power. 


  Skill cooldown time: 10 minutes.] 


  It was only level 1, but it had a very high damage factor. There was also a high possibility of growth due to the fusion sword dances and magic being attached. He didn’t feel any dissatisfaction with the long cooldown time of 10 minutes. His other currently active sword dances such as Link, Wave, Restraint, Revolve, and Transcend were as strong as Kill. The other sword dances such as Flower, Pinnacle, Drop, and Sky which were still inactive must also boast an excellent performance. 


  There was one problem. He had to take four or more steps. The delay before the skill was triggered was too long. This was the basic penalty for the sword dance based on the basic setting of ‘copying a god.’ it made sense that it wouldn’t be easy to copy a god. 


  ‘In the early days, Grid also suffered a lot due to the delay in the sword dances.’ 


  In the early days, Grid often cursed while doing the sword dances due to the skill being easily avoided by reading the route or stopping the activating of the skill by blocking the movements of the sword dance. However, the sword dance of the Overgeared God Church required more steps than Grid’s early sword dances (Pagma’s Sword Dance). 


  This was really a huge disadvantage. It might not matter when hunting low intelligence monsters but there was a high probability of it becoming a useless skill in PvP. 


  ‘I think the higher the level of the sword dance, the shorter the strides or the magic granted later will alleviate the shortcomings.’ 


  Of course, it was possible for Damian to use the steps of the sword dance as an evasive motion. However, there were few among the two billion players who had Damian’s control. Most of the other church members would be stuck on the disadvantages of the sword dance. This would increase the notoriety of the Overgeared God Church and hinder its expansion. 


  Damian was feeling worried when it happened... 


  “Wave Kill.” In the distance, Isabel performed a sword dance and slaughtered a group of monsters. He called it a slaughter, but it was a beautiful sight. Her long arms and legs stretched out in a cool manner and there was reverence and splendor in Isabel’s movements as she linked the sword dances. 


  In the first place, the skill effect was splendid. Waves of black sword energy stretching out...


  It was a brilliant effect that could only be found in unique rated skills at the minimum. 


  “Wow.” 


  Isabel was truly the best. She had already learned the fusion sword dance. She was originally a Rebecca’s Daughter and her growth rate far transcended a player. It was a natural result since her basic stats were so good that she enjoyed various correction effects. 


  ‘I also have to hurry!’


  Damian increased the speed of his hunt. He had already taken the expensive buff potion that the public couldn’t dream of. From the moment he became the Overgeared God Church’s pope, he was intensively supported by the buff potions produced at Reidan’s alchemy facility 


  He wanted to raise the level of his sword dances quickly to learn the fusion sword dances. After being reminded of the power of the fusion sword dances that he had witnessed and experienced so far, he was no longer obsessed with the shortcomings of the sword dances. 


  He realized it. The fact that the possibilities were infinite as long as the Overgeared God Church’s sword dance was based on Grid’s sword dance. Damian expected that the number of people who wanted to join the Overgeared God Church would continue to increase so he didn’t worry.




  Chapter 1370


  News spread through Reinhardt that Grid was touring restaurants with a guest. How great was the guest that the king would personally guide him? People were curious about the identity of the guest, but there was no way to find out. Most of the so-called officials seemed unaware of the guest’s identity. 


  “What? He’s gone?” 


  News of the guest’s visit also flowed to Idan’s ear. Idan naturally prepared some dishes. It was the duty of the palace chef—not the official title, but Idan himself thought so—to serve the king’s guest. 


  “I prepared as many dishes as possible. Why?” 


  


  


  However, the guest left. It was absurd news for Idan. 


  “Hasn’t he been looking at restaurants all day? Isn’t he a guest who came to experience the unique food culture of the Overgeared Kingdom?” 


  “That seems to be the case.” 


  “Then why did he leave without eating my dishes?” 


  “...Maybe something suddenly happened and he was busy.” 


  Idan’s kitchen was called a ‘training center’ among the people. Soldiers and knights visited Idan’s kitchen to carry out the order of ‘raising their poison resistance.’ No one came to eat, but Idan didn’t know reality. He once turned away from the public’s appetite due to his strong artistic temperament, but hadn’t he compromised with the world these days? Idan started actively using the magic powder called salt and believed his cooking was enough to capture everyone’s taste buds. 


  “Hmm... Too bad.” This would’ve been an opportunity to let the guest know how great the cuisine of the Overgeared Kingdom was. Idan shook his head and grabbed the soldier who was withdrawing from the kitchen. “In any case, thank you for the news. I have nothing to give you in return, but I prepared a lot of food so enjoy it.” 


  “Huh? I have no training today... I have to do guard duty...” 


  “What does training have to do with this? It is lunchtime so eat before going.” 


  “I will be disciplined if I leave my station...” 


  “Huhu, look at this guy. Are my dishes so delicious that you don’t know how much time passes when eating them? If you’re really worried then I’ll remind you of the time. Rest assured and eat.” 


  “......”


  Idan’s kitchen was larger than any other kitchen in the castle. It was used as a training center for poison resistance training so it was efficient for it to be large. This point seemed to ignite Idan’s illusion. Perhaps Idan believed his cooking was acknowledged, which was why he was assigned the large kitchen... 


  The soldier clicked his tongue at this thought before frowning and grabbing his stomach. 


  “Aaack, my stomach suddenly... Uhh... I’m going to skip lunch today and head to the bathroom.” 


  “All of a sudden?” 


  The soldier left before Idan could suspect anything. Facing the table full of dishes, Idan was forced to pack them into lunch boxes. He suddenly came up with a good idea. 


  ‘I heard there are refugees in the nearby mountains.’ 


  Mediah, Belto, Gauss, Rotemon... 


  As many as five kingdoms had perished in the last 10 years. The wars caused by humans and the invasions of the great demons created countless refugees. Most kingdoms were preventing the influx of refugees due to financial and security reasons, but the Overgeared Kingdom welcomed them. 


  It was an expression of confidence that they could handle any enemies mixed in with the refugees and the finances were being filled over and over by the raid teams of the Overgeared Kingdom. The most important thing for the new kingdom was to increase the population. 


  ***


  “We've finally arrived.” 


  How many rivers and mountains did they cross to avoid the surveillance? They also experienced all types of dangers as they broke through forbidden areas. The Judar paladins, who disguised as refugees to enter the Overgeared Kingdom, finally arrived in the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom, Reinhardt. 


  “It was purely due to Sir Yame that we could arrive here safely.” 


  The paladins praised Yame. Yame—he was the player who rose to be the first paladin of the Judar Church after Toban betrayed the god and changed religions. He was 5th in the paladin rankings and felt reluctant about the current situation. 


  ‘It is crazy no matter how I look at it...’ 


  On the day when the Overgeared God Church was born and the statues of Goddess Rebecca were removed from the Overgeared Kingdom, a revelation descended on the Judar Church. It was a revelation to severely reprimand Grid, who betrayed the goddess and confused the people the moment he gained the status of a god. 


  Fortunately, there was no order to harm Grid. God Judar still wanted to give Grid a chance, whether it was due to the memory of blessing Grid in the past or the achievements Grid built up so far. It was God Judar’s will to recognize Grid as a new god, but he had to submit to Asgard. 


  ‘However, will Grid listen...?’ 


  It was permitted to build temples for the Overgeared God in the Overgeared Kingdom but the temples of the three gods (Rebecca, Judar, and Dominion) had to be built next to them. Next, statues of the three gods, that had to be twice the size of the Overgeared God, were to be erected next to the statues of the Overgeared God. 


  Yame confirmed the will of God Judar specified in the revelation and covered his face. As the number one paladin of a church, he had a vague understanding of the concept of a god in Satisfy. He knew that Grid might still be weak, but he was a special being among the gods since he was born out of people’s desires. It would be a betrayal of the people’s desires if Grid accepted the demands of God Judar and obeyed the existing gods. 


  Even now, it was difficult to increase the number of believers. If this happened, then the future path of the Overgeared God Church was blocked. Would Grid accept the will of God Judar when he obviously knew this? 


  ‘He will reject it unconditionally.’ 


  In the first place, the envoys of the Judar Church were refused entry to the kingdom and they had to disguise themselves as refugees. It was frustrating to him that the paladins thought everything would be fine as long as they met Grid. 


  The vice-captain patted Yame’s shoulder in support as he sighed. 


  "Don't worry. Reidan’s foolish lord refused to let us enter the kingdom due to his excessive loyalty to the Overgeared King, but the king is a good and wise man. Right now, his eyes are blinded because he is intoxicated by becoming a god. Once he meets us and realizes God Judar’s will, he will be filled with spirit and make the right choices again.” 


  “......”


  He hoped so but... Ah, he didn’t know. Would he die if he told Grid these crazy words? For now, it was important to carry out the revelation. Even Pope Damian lost his position after refusing to carry out a revelation. Yame tried to control his unpleasant thoughts and nodded. 


  “You look miserable. You must’ve had a hard time coming here after losing your kingdom.” 


  Just then, an NPC called Idan arrived through the bushes. It was an NPC who felt ordinary just based on his voice alone. He pulled out lunch boxes from his bag. 


  “I am a chef. You don’t need to be so cautious.” 


  ‘I’m not cautious.’ 


  Being the first knight of the Judar Church didn’t mean being the strongest in the Judar Church. Just as the Rebecca Church had the Templar, the Judar Church had several sub-organizations and hidden strong people. The paladins accompanying Yame now were those hidden strong people. 


  They had detailed stats and out of the ordinary titles, skills, magic, item enhancement, or alchemy. For example, they had wide area buffs that could increase skill damage resistance, increase weapon damage, or mana and elemental rapport. Once these buffs were stacked together, their strength became hard for a player to reach. There were even buffs that were triggered after certain conditions were met. It reminded him of Grid or Damian during the Demon King’s Subjugation. It meant they were some of the strongest people in the worldview. 


  Of course, this was the kingdom that had Grid, Piaro, Mercedes, and Braham... it was also the middle of the Overgeared Kingdom that had Lantier Faker and Bow Saint Jishuka. No one would be able to stand up to them, but anyway... 


  “Haha, I’m not vigilant. Thank you for the food.” 


  "I’m happy to meet such a person of distinction. The Overgeared Kingdom is said to be rich and it seems that abundance has made people benevolent. I pray that your charity will call upon God’s grace.” 


  Yame’s group who had been reading Idan’s movements since he reached the mountainside weren’t wary at all. They were the elite of the Judar Church so they could easily detect if the other person had hostility toward them. 


  “You are a god-serving man. I’m from the east so I don’t know much about the gods of the west. Still, can you believe in the Overgeared God? If you serve many gods and pray to them, you will be blessed more and more. Haha, then I’m going.” 


  Serving other gods didn’t go against the doctrines of the Judar Church. The birth of the Judar Church itself was to support Rebecca along with the Dominion Church. The Judar Church was much more open compared to other religions since it served not only God Judar, but also Goddess Rebecca and God Dominion. This was why they were trying to deal flexibly with this situation. 


  “Um... By the way...” 


  After Idan left, the paladins who sat down to eat lunch suddenly felt something strange. Not only did they cross the border disguised as refugees, but they also picked remote areas to avoid the surveillance of the guards. it would be normal if no one knew they arrived here today. Then how did an ordinary person know they were here to bring them packed lunch boxes? 


  “Don’t tell me the Overgeared Kingdom discovered us?” 


  “Then we should’ve met the Overgeared Kingdom’s army by now. It is purely a coincidence.” 


  “Indeed. Come, eat first before going to see the Overgeared King.” 


  After a while, the poisoned paladins had to work hard to purify the poison. It was a scene that caused goosebumps. 


  “...We were discovered.” 


  "We've been caught in the hands of the Overgeared Kingdom since the beginning.” 


  “Having a civilian send poison... it is evil.” 


  “W-What do we do? We are already under surveillance. Is it possible to enter Reinhardt?” 


  "As I said earlier, the Overgeared King is a good and wise man. The one who warned us by spying on us and sending us poison are his people, not the Overgeared King. Now that this has happened, a frontal breakthrough is the only answer.” 


  The paladins made up their minds and took off their shabby clothes and wore their formal robes. The robes were more practical than glamorous and showed how active the Judar Church was. They were also known as battle priests. Unlike the Rebecca Church, the paladins and priests of the Judar Church and Dominion Church, who didn’t use heals, were truly excellent at fighting. 


  “If Reinhardt really blocks us from entering, then I allow you to wield your maces in the name of God Judar.” 


  “Yes!” 


  The paladins answered in a mighty manner and descended the mountain. They moved toward the gate of Reinhardt which was visibly close by. 


  "We are envoys from the Judar Church!” 


  “In the name of God Judar, we will give the Overgeared God a chance! The Overgeared God must swear allegiance to Goddess Rebecca and God Judar, and submit to Asgard to prove he isn’t a heretic.” 


  The more faithful a paladin, the more familiar they were with religious activities. The Judar paladins noticed there were many farmers in the vast fields on the road to the city gates. They shouted about God Judar and Asgard for the farmers to hear. It was intended to indirectly preach the greatness of the Judar Church. 


  “......”


  “......”


  After a while, Yame woke up and found that he was on his knees in a field with the other paladins. The legendary farmer Piaro never appeared. Just... there were only a lot of farmers. 


  “No, why are the farmers so strong...?!” 


  “If the farmers of this kingdom start a rebellion then the king will change in a day!” 


  “What are you saying...?” 


  The farmers stared at the uninvited visitors who were speaking nonsense from beginning to end. 


  “A noble?” 


  Just then, a blond nobleman appeared. Looking at the lofty gait and luxurious sword hanging from his waist, he seemed to be the heir of a famous family. 


  ‘Is it a high ranking noble of the Overgeared Kingdom?’ 


  The paladins gulped. They wondered how wary the Overgeared Kingdom was to send a high ranking noble from the beginning. 


  “What should we do with them, Bland?” 


  “Um... I have to dig for potatoes... just hand them over to the guards.” 


  “Yes!” 


  “......”


  He was also a farmer? It was said that the Overgeared Kingdom was rich, but it was to the extent that a farmer could dress like a noble? 


  It happened as the paladins were thinking hard...


  “These people. Authorization.” A huge man appeared. He carried a black and blue greatsword in the form of a shark on his back and had dozens of scars on his face alone. A tremendous power could be felt from him. He was like a famous general. 


  ‘Now it is the real deal.’ 


  ‘I didn’t expect a general to come out directly.’ 


  ‘How wary of us are they?’ 


  “What should we do, Guard Captain?” 


  “......” 


  The nervously gulping paladins stopped thinking. Yame had been in a dazed state since the beginning. In fact, he had vaguely predicted the current situation from the time he received the revelation. 


  ‘This... it is right to convert to the Overgeared God Church, no matter how I think about it.’


  Yame grasped the general situation and was convinced.
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  The people of the Overgeared Kingdom hadn’t witnessed the process of Grid becoming a god, but they didn’t criticize Grid. 


  The people’s faith in Grid was more solid than the faith they poured toward Goddess Rebecca. 


  They didn’t fully trust the propaganda trying to expose the reality of the gods, but they tried to understand and respect Grid’s choice in demolishing the statues and temples of Rebecca. The reality of the angel (Sariel) who only existed in the myths empowered their efforts. 


  The response from the players was much more positive. Players had long been seeing the possibility of myth rated items and classes. They weren’t puzzled or suspicious when they heard that Grid became a god. There was no envy and no jealousy. If someone was to get the title of the first myth then it would surely be Grid. Yes, the world hadn’t changed. Even Irene tried to accept the sudden change of being called ‘wife of a god.’ 


  


  


  ‘However, things are actually changing.’ 


  Grid frowned when he received news of the visit from the Judar envoys. It wasn’t the church’s own judgment. They came due to a revelation and this raised great alarm in Grid. 


  ‘The gods are paying attention.’ 


  He thought that the gods weren’t interested in the birth of the Overgeared God. It was because Grid hadn’t seen any reaction from the gods since the disasters occurred in the Overgeared Kingdom on the day Grid became a god. The gods were silent and didn’t cause a greater disaster as if daring him to ‘stop the new punishment.’ Even Rebecca, who often delivered ‘words’ to Grid when big episodes happened, was quiet. In particular, the blessings of the gods were still showing an effect. 


  Based on Raiders’ reaction to the feeble power of a ‘human body,’ Grid hoped that perhaps the gods had decided to overlook it. Yet the visit of the Judar Church’s envoys was enough to shatter Grid’s expectations. 


  -So what did the envoys say?


  Lee Jeong’s training tools that sealed the eyes and hands didn’t completely restrict Grid. 


  At the fifth ridge of the Chaos Mountains... 


  The blindfolded Grid was sitting and sewing while the God Hands and Fire Dragon Sword were hunting monsters with Noe, Randy, the Overgeared Skeletons, and Elfin Stone. 


  They were able to hunt the monsters in the early or mid 400s without Grid having to come forward. Of course, the speed was significantly slower compared to Grid hunting directly, but the efficiency didn’t significantly reduce due to the experience buff given by Lee Jeong’s training tools. Additionally, the level of his pets increased. 


  -They said they will accept you as a god, but you have to serve Goddess Rebecca like before.


  -And?


  -I haven’t met them in person yet.They envoys were caught by the farmers in the fields while doing religious activities, so they haven’t arrived at the castle yet.Sir Jude went to meet them just now.


  -Caught by farmers?


  Toban, an official of the Overgeared Kingdom, was the number one paladin of the Judar Church just a while ago. 


  Therefore, Grid understood the power of the Judar Church. If the paladins were high ranking enough to be included in the mission, then they were inevitably great talents. As the believers of Judar claimed, they might not be at the level of the world’s strongest, but they weren’t inferior to the dukes of the empire. Yet they were caught by farmers? 


  Lauel explained to the baffled Grid. 


  -The Judar paladins are strongest when enough wide area buffs overlap, but there are only five envoys.They didn’t have enough skills and furthermore, it was the time when the farmers from Reidan were working.


  -Ah...


  Grid understood the situation. Farmers from Reidan—they were farmers who had worked under Piaro for over a year. They had been trained while experiencing all types of harsh labor. Assuming that the average level of the farmers was 300, the ones from Reidan were close to level 400, and their handling of farming equipment was comparable to knights. Additionally, there were a lot of them due to their origin as ‘ordinary people.’ Grid asserted that they were one of the best armed groups in the entire West Continent. 


  -The envoys of the Judar Church were unlucky.


  -Yes...What should I do with them?Just soothe them and send them back?


  -Um...


  To what extent could he hunt while wearing Lee Jeong’s training tools set? Grid fully tested it and had decided to visit the Tower of Wisdom. It was to report to Hayate that he successfully completed the gourmet cycle, as well as to deliver Nevartan’s Necklace to the 3rd Seat, Radwolf. Still, there was no hurry. He could visit the Tower of Wisdom at any time. 


  He just didn’t want to change his schedule to meet the Judar envoys. It would be unpleasant to sit face to face and talk to them. There was just one thing weighing on his mind—Hexetia. Grid wanted to hear about him indirectly. 


  -No, I will come back now.


  Grid returned to Frontier using the return scroll and then used the warp gate. It was the essence of magic engineering that connected Reinhardt and Frontier. It was the work of Great Sage Sticks. The warp gates which had started to be installed throughout the kingdom were expected to grow the economy by dozens of times and dramatically expand the radius of the Overgeared Guild’s activities. 


  ***


  “What if I don’t follow the will of God Judar?” 


  At Reinhardt...


  The envoys of the Judar Church had a soulless look on their faces. It seemed the shock caused by the farmers was great. 


  “Ah... Of course, God will be disappointed.” 


  The representative was blank for a moment before belatedly coming to his senses and answering. It was an unsatisfactory answer from Grid’s position. 


  “What happens if he is disappointed?” 


  “Judar is the god of wisdom and health. If you incur the wrath of God Judar, then a plague will occur in the Overgeared Kingdom.” 


  “My sister is the Saintess.” 


  “......”


  “Haven’t you heard? The plague from a while ago has already been handled by my sister.” 


  “...Even if the Saintess stops the plague, the people who have already fallen ill will lose their intelligence and the development of the Overgeared Kingdom will be hindered. That poor man is the living witness.” 


  The representative of the envoys pointed to Jude. They had been escorted by Jude and in this period of time, they seemed to figure out that Jude was an idiot. 


  “He was originally like this.” 


  “......”


  “There is also Great Sage Sticks in the Overgeared Kingdom. The people who fall ill and lose their intelligence can be re-educated and brought back to normal.” 


  “......”


  The representative shut his mouth. He got the chills at the perfect defense of the Overgeared King, who blocked everything to the point where it was meaningless when he tried to preach about the fear of God Judar. At first glance, the Overgeared King felt omnipotent. It wasn’t in vain that he had become a god. 


  The representative worried about it for a while before finally bringing out his last resort. 


  “...God Judar said it.” 


  


  


  “?” 


  “He said that if the Overgeared God refuses his will, then he will take back the blessing.” 


  It was a threat after all? 


  Grid smiled in a murderous manner as he checked the blessing of God Judar dwelling in Greed. A 15% increase in defense—it was a passive that was always maintained. It was a huge buff effect that was especially helpful for Grid, who had high defense. Rebecca’s Blessing increased the speed of health recovery by 300%, while Dominion’s Blessing increased attack power by 15%. If he lost all these buffs, then Grid’s combat power would be significantly reduced compared to now. 


  “Is the will of Goddess Rebecca and God Dominion the same?” 


  “The three gods are one, so of course.” 


  “I received the blessings of the gods because I punished the corrupted Pope Drevigo in the past. Isn’t it shameful to take away the reward for legitimate work?” 


  “Please refrain from speaking such disgraceful things. Moreover, fighting for the gods is the obligation of humans. Calling it work is too much.” 


  “Why is it the obligation of humans to fight for the gods?” 


  “Isn’t it a natural duty for humans to repay the gods for their benevolence and care?” 


  It was too much to belittle the thoughts of the delegation leader as a fanatic. He wasn’t particularly extreme. Most humans probably had this thought. It was the wrong idea. Gods weren’t as beautiful as humans thought. It was possible for Yatan to destroy the world every cycle due to Rebecca’s cooperation. It was unknown why they kept destroying the world, but Grid wanted to deny the claim that humans existed due to the benevolence of the gods. 


  However, what was the meaning in arguing with someone who didn’t know the truth? Grid calmed his frustration and got to the main point. 


  “I want to ask you one thing. If I follow the will of God Judar... will the treatment of God Hexetia improve?” 


  Just then— 


  “Ugh...!” 


  The eyes of the representative rolled and turned white. Then a huge presence descended before Grid’s eyes. The representative slowly rose with a white glow. The name above his head was changed to ‘Judar.’ 


  -Grid,young god born from human desires.Even if you give everything you have to Asgard, Hexetia’s treatment won’t change.Hexetia is in prison and shall be forgotten and destroyed.


  Hexetia was the one who showed the private matters of the gods. If Hexetia hadn’t helped Grid, then all humans on the battlefield of truth would’ve died in the hands of the angels. The Overgeared God wouldn’t have been born and the private matters of the gods would’ve been hidden forever. For the gods, Hexetia was the traitor who weakened the faith in them. They couldn’t possibly forgive him. 


  Grid confirmed Asgard’s meaning and nodded. “Your blessings... there is no need for them anymore.” 


  This was the end. God Judar left behind the human body he borrowed and returned to Heaven. 


  [You have lost the blessing of God Judar.] 


  [You have lost the blessing of God Dominion.] 


  “......”


  Why wasn’t the goddess’ blessing removed? Grid was surprised by the result but he wasn’t pleased at all. He had no intention of indulging a god’s whim. 


  “Braham.” 


  Grid abandoned the gods and visited Braham. A person who built up divinity like Grid—Grid was reliant on him, who might soon become the god of magic. 


  “Let’s make a new mineral.” 


  This was something he had planned for a while. Just as Pagma and Braham worked together to create a new mineral, Grid wanted to create a new mineral with Braham. 


  “I’m going to smelt Greed and the divine stone into a single mineral so please forge it with Meteor.” 


  “...Do you have no conscience?” 


  Magic forging—it was the most primitive and effective way to apply magic to minerals. 


  The method wasn’t complicated. He could forge the mineral with magic, not a hammer. However, the number of times was a problem. 


  “Do you want me to use Meteor 10,000 times?” 


  “You can’t...?” 


  “I can do it. It will just take 27 years and 145 days. Can you wait?” 


  “......”


  He hadn’t thought about the cooldown time. Grid’s heart that was excited about the idea of combining Meteor with items cooled down. 


  “Is it possible to combine Greed with divine stone?” Braham asked Grid, who had closed his mouth in embarrassment. 


  “Yes,” Grid’s expression was full of conviction as he answered. 


  The 3rd Seat, Radwolf—the survivor of the ancient giant tribe and the one who was praised as a wise warrior. The fusion of Greed and divine stone wouldn’t be a dream if he could get help from the individual who gave birth to the magic machines.


  TL: Changing magic training to forging
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  It would take 27 years and 145 days to use 10,000 Meteors. This meant that Meteor’s cooldown time was 24 hours. Among all the magics that existed, it was the greatest magic with the largest range. It was rather strange that the cooldown time was so short. 


  ‘Even if I try to support Braham by gathering items that reduce cooldown time as much as possible...’ 


  Cooldown time reduction items were very rare. So far, among all the items created by Grid, the only item that had the effect of reducing cooldown time was the Red Phoenix Bow, but that effect was only applied to fire type skills. Most cooldown reductions came from titles or skills, not items. Even if he used all means and methods to get items with cooldown time reduction, Braham had another task of selecting wearable items. 


  ‘In any case, let’s say I am lucky enough to get items that reduce cooldown time that fit Braham.’ 


  


  


  Assuming that the cooldown time of Meteor was reduced by 20%, it would take around 22 years to use 10,000 Meteors. If reduced by 30%, it would take 20 years. Reducing the time further... it was really hard. 20 years—could he wait that long? It would be very hard to be patient. There was also no guarantee that Braham could use Meteor once a day as some accidents might occur in the middle. 


  ‘...Won’t I go crazy waiting?’ 


  Grid was seriously worrying about this when Braham emptied the teacups. He leaned back deeply in his chair and watched Grid with annoyed eyes. 


  “The Echo grandmother can only use Meteor once every two days.” 


  Echo grandmother—it seemed to refer to Jessica, the legendary great magician of the previous generation. 


  “There is no one in the world who can restore the magic circuits damaged during the release of magic as quickly as me. Every magician in the world should aim to reach my level, which is the ultimate level. You are having very useless concerns right now.” 


  “......”


  Grid was silent. He couldn’t understand Braham’s words. In the end... 


  -...What does this mean?


  Grid delivered Braham’s lines to Lauel intact and demanded interpretation. The answer came immediately. 


  -It seems that Braham is already enjoying the maximum cooldown reduction effect.


  -Ah...


  Indeed, this was normal. Braham was the strongest magician in history. Using magic faster and more often than anyone else was a basic skill for him. The reason Braham could use Meteor once a day was because he was already enjoying the maximum cooldown reduction effect. It was impossible to reduce the cooldown beyond this. 


  “Additionally, Meteor isn’t a suitable magic to attach to battle gear.” Braham’s words continued as Grid was figuring out the situation. “Meteor is magic using the simple and ignorant principle of drawing down and throwing the stars from the universe.” 


  Braham was the only one in the world who would describe the great magic only a few people in history had used as simple and ignorant. 


  “It is magic that destroys the area it is thrown at and you’re going to use it? You... are you a great demon?” 


  “......”


  A chill went down Grid’s spine as he imagined himself using a weapon that was forged with Meteor. Every time he fought in the future, he would devastate the surroundings and eventually be called ‘The one who makes Yatan cry.’ 


  “Then what magic other than Meteor would be the strongest, most efficient, cool, and great?” 


  Did it need to be ‘cool’? 


  Of course. Grid was a king and god. He should be elegant. He had to use cool skills and magic. Braham seemed to agree. 


  “Disintegrate.” 


  Unlike Meteor, which was a physical process to bring down the stars of the universe, Disintegrate was creating a spear of light using magic power. It manifested immediately and pierced the target with a great power. The only drawback was that only one target could be designated to be hit, but some degree of wide area effect could be expected with the ‘penetration’ effect. 


  “It is powerful and elegant magic.” 


  Gulp.


  Grid swallowed his saliva. He thought about how a spear of light would fall from the sky every time he swung his sword and his heart was already beating quickly. 


  Then he became nervous and asked, “It won’t take 27 years, right?” 


  “It will take 10 years at a maximum and 7 years at the minimum. Disintegrate’s formula means there are times when it doesn’t deteriorate even when the magic is activated.” 


  It could be interpreted as ‘there is a probability that it can be used several times in succession.’


  7-10 years was something that Grid could endure. Wasn’t it normal to wait when legendary great magic was being added to minerals? If Braham had rated Meteor as the best, then he would’ve waited 27 years. 


  “10 years... I’ll wait.” 


  “Good choice. As you wait, I’ll give you another magic you can use. So come to me as soon as you make a new mineral.” 


  Grid’s eyes widened. He overlooked it due to common sense that only one magic could be given to a mineral. However, Greed multiplied. After making a mineral, he could split it up and secure multiple magic minerals. One could be granted Disintegrate, while the other could be given magic that Grid could use right away. The restriction that it would take 27 years to attach Meteor to a mineral was virtually no problem. Meteor was just an unsuitable magic to be attached to an item. 


  “Braham, how many magic can you use?” 


  “There are nine that maintain the form of magic. The remaining 116 magic follow my will and have abandoned the form and attributes.” 


  For Braham, magic was like breathing. The ‘way of magic’ that he created and embodied—in other words, the magic used in the conventional method, were all nine great magics. It was great, but Grid wasn’t curious about Braham’s greatness. He already knew that Braham was great so this was nothing special. 


  Grid asked directly, “So you mean there are 125 magics that can be given to minerals or nine?” 


   “...125.” 


  “So if I prepare 125 minerals, can you attach 125 magics?” 


  “Shouldn’t it be in moderation?” 


  “Yes...” 


  


  


  As expected, asking him to use magic 1.25 millions times was too much, no matter how high the affinity. 


  ‘It is like being stuck in a room for years or decades at worst and forced to do labor....’ 


  Grid belatedly had a guilty conscience. Then Braham said something unexpected. 


  “It is impossible to use magic without any consumption just because it is attached to battle gear. It depends on the magic, but most of the magic works by using mana as the resource.” 


  If resources weren’t consumed when magic or skills were attached to an item, then the dream of everyone in the world would be to ‘cover their body with artifacts.’ Players would be able to use the power of the magic battle gear to use infinite magic and skills. 


  “Additionally, some magics can only be activated naturally under certain conditions regardless of the wearer’s will. It is harmful to covet different types of magic battle gear. Do you understand?”


  “Yes, I understand.” 


  Grid’s heart was moved. If there were no such problems, Braham would’ve used magic 1.25 million times for Grid. 


  “In any case... I will give you magic with as few side effects as possible to make the minerals.” 


  Braham used a ring made of magic to suddenly tie back his hair. He was busy because he had to study magic, so it was an order to get out. 


  “I will definitely make a great mineral.” 


  Braham had lamented that he couldn’t control pavranium in his first encounter with Grid. Looking back on it, it was natural. It was because pavranium was a work made by Pagma and Braham. Yet Pagma distrusted Braham just because he was a vampire and monopolized control of pavranium. 


  ‘I will be different from Pagma.’


  The new mineral they made would be shared with Braham. He would make Braham overgeared like him. Grid bowed and was about to leave the room. Just then, the ground tilted by such a little amount that it couldn’t be measured with a ruler. An ordinary person, no, even those with very advanced senses, wouldn’t be able to notice the fine shaking that spread throughout the entire body from the tips of the feet, yet Grid noticed it. Braham seemed to notice it too. 


  “Perception is twisted.” 


  The coordinates of all the places were misaligned. If the warp gate was triggered, then someone might have an accident. They would fall into an unknown place. Braham was the Overgeared minister of magic and could stop the warp gates working using his authority, but he was still. It was because he knew it was a phenomenon that would soon stop. 


  It was as he expected. 


  [Your powerful sword of the Sword Saint has separated the world!!!] 


  [The earth god Garion has exerted his power. All things split in half are restored like it was a lie.] 


  These world messages appeared. In the aftermath of the world being split in half, perception was put back in place and the coordinates restored. Subsequently... 


  [Sword Saint ‘Kraugel’ has killed a half-god.] 


  The news that would make the world boil over arrived. Kraugel, the second person to kill a half-god after Grid, killed a half-god again. 


  ‘Did Kraugel decided to be completely hostile to the yangbans?’ 


  Kraugel was Grid’s friend before he was a rival. He was one of the few people that Grid admired. He didn’t doubt that Kraugel would grow to his level or even surpass him. He thought that it would be quite annoying for the yangbans who were hostile to Kraugel. 


  ‘It is good. Thanks to Kraugel, I don’t have to worry about the Hwan Kingdom for awhile.’ 


  Was there another ally who was as strong and reliable as Kraugel? Grid’s heart became much lighter.


  ***


  Grid immediately visited the Tower of Wisdom. There was no need to delay. He planned to deliver Nevartan’s Necklace to Radwolf and increase affinity to get the moon night iron and Radwolf’s help in creating a new mineral. 


  “What is it?” 


  Radwolf cocked his head. He seemed baffled by Grid’s abrupt visit. It seemed he completely forgot that he asked Grid to retrieve Nevartan’s Necklace. No, he probably didn’t expect anything in the first place. 


  “I brought the necklace.” 


  “Necklace? What necklace?” 


  “Nevartan’s Necklace?” 


  “Eh...? Really? Did the Great Robber of the Red Night agree to a deal? Really?” 


  “......”


  Based on this reaction, why did he give the quest...? Grid wanted to ask, but he held back. The presence of the giant magic machines lined up in Radwolf’s workshop made Grid polite.
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  The wise giants—the ancient civilizations boasted far-advanced technology and mystery. Modern people couldn’t imagine or understand the principles. 


  ‘Hah... He really brought me Nevartan’s Necklace.’ 


  The 3rd Seat, Radwolf, had particularly good knowledge and insight among the few survivors of the giants. His knowledge might be considerably biased because he had been stuck in the tower for centuries, but he could be certain of one fact based on various circumstantial and grounded facts. 


  The Great Robber of the Red Night—this hateful thief would surely rob Grid and steal his treasures without Grid being aware of it. However, a reversal happened. Grid came back after succeeding in a trade with the great robber. Not only was he aware of the great robber’s approach, but he also managed to persuade the great robber. 


  


  


  ‘He could’ve subdued with force... no.’


  The mental image of the great robber resembled his cowardly personality. The great robber was able to hide his existence in his mental image and it was possible to wipe out his spirit without having to go out of the mental world. It was impossible to subdue him with force when he could disappear like the wind. 


  “This... it is genuine.” 


  He had wondered if the great robber had scammed Grid. Radwolf suspiciously appraised Nevartan’s Necklace and clicked his tongue. The necklace was undoubtedly genuine. 


  “What deal did you make with the great robber?” 


  The great robber was a unilateral predator. It was possible for him to steal Grid’s treasures secretly. So why make a deal...? 


  “That...” Grid started to explain. He told the story of the outside world to Radwolf, who was confined to his workshop and rarely interacted with other people. 


  “Hah.”Radwolf marveled when he learned of the events of the Drasion raid. “That thief likes you.”


   “...It seems so?” 


  Grid didn’t want to have a good interpretation of the person who stole Hexetia’s Short Sword, but he couldn’t deny it. The great robber was friendly to Grid from the start. He appreciated and respected Grid for developing transcendence from a young age. 


  “Giving him the short sword... you did a good job.” 


  Hexetia’s Short Sword was a dangerous object just like the Great Robber of the Red Night claimed. The owner of the sword was destined to be monitored by the gods. The only person who could deceive the gods’ eyes was the Great Robber of the Red Night. If Grid had insisted on keeping ownership of the sword, then the tower would’ve stayed away from Grid. 


  The tower wasn’t hostile to the gods, but they didn’t intend to be exposed to the eyes of the gods. Some of the tower members had long doubted the tendencies of the gods. However, the tower judged that dragons were more dangerous than gods. 


  “Well... you’ve worked hard. Sir Hayate will advise you anyway, but let me say a word in my old age... I hope you don’t make a mistake just because you are intoxicated with the status of a god.” 


  Radwolf had lived a really long time. He had witnessed quite a few people who claimed to be gods or were revered as gods. Their ending mostly wasn’t good. The majority of them became drunk on the faith and walked the wrong path, only to be punished by someone. Even if they walked the right path, they ended up as a short myth for a challenger. 


  Despite being the main character of a myth, the weak human body was good food for someone. The representative predators were the childless specter, the Gale of the Great Forest, and the Mountain King of Grenier. The Mountain King of Grenier became a recluse after he attacked and was defeated by Muller, but the childless specter and the Gale of the Great Forest were still alive. 


  The childless specter, a lich king, had existed for more than 1,000 years. A human being who gave up on being a human and chose immortality in order to explore the ultimate magic. This was very normal like other liches, but the actions he showed were different. He collected myths. They were just the short, small myths of humans, but the person who devoured a few of them was enough to be called a monster. 


  A collection of contaminated elementals, the Gale of the Great Forest. Tainted by the madness of Raiders, who ate the root of the world tree, it was born and angrily floated through the forests. It gained reason and wisdom at one point and started also collecting myths for some reason. Fortunately, it had eaten fewer myths compared to the childless specter, but... it was very difficult to deal with because there was no ‘tangible existence.’ 


  “You should know it well after meeting the tower members and the Great Robber of the Red Night. There are really many unknown strong people in the world. Additionally, many of them are seriously twisted. They aren’t all cute like Biban. It is common for them to be trash, assholes, and sons of a bitches. In particular, be wary of the childless specter, the Gale of the Great Forest, and the recluse of Grenier. If you act too conspicuously, you could become their target.” 


  “......”


  It didn’t fit with the wild impression he gave, but Radwolf was a scientist. He distinguished, understood, and judged things according to knowledge and ethics, without being governed by instincts or emotions. So even worse than Biban... Grid felt sorry for Biban, but this seemed to be a realistic evaluation. 


  ‘The childless specter, the Gale of the Great Forest, and the recluse of Grenier...’ 


  The ones Radwolf told him to watch out for must be dangerous without any exaggeration. Grid remembered these names and nodded. Then Radwolf threw Nevartan’s Necklace roughly into a drawer. 


  “...You are keeping it quite roughly.” 


  Radwolf had already said that Necklace’s Necklace was nothing more than a simple souvenir, but Grid hadn’t expected it to be handled so roughly. The desire to get the necklace back was simply out of pride. 


  ‘Short sword...’ 


  Looking at Radwolf’s attitude made Grid miss Hexetia’s Short Sword even more. Radwolf saw his dejection and coughed before finally pulling out his gift. 


  “Here, take it.” 


  [The moon night iron has been acquired as a quest clear reward.] 


  [Affinity with the 3rd Seat, Radwolf, has increased by 50 as a reward for clearing the quest.] 


  "Gasp...”Grid’s eyes widened and his heart shook. Being fascinated by beautiful metals was a blacksmith’s instinct. A silver metal—it wasn’t as bright as mithril. Rather, it was dark. 


  ‘Is it sucking in the light...?’ 


  The moon night iron was a mineral that blocked the ‘status’ of the target. The reason why the magic machines’ fists could pierce a dragon’s scales was due to the armor made from the moon night iron. 


  ‘If I mix the moon night iron and divine stone with Greed...’ 


  The strongest metal that made self-judgments, moved on its own and neutralized transcendent beings would be born. Grid’s cheeks were turning red with anticipation when he heard a voice. 


  “Stop.” Radwolf read Grid’s intentions and shook his head. “The reason I didn’t discuss fusing the moon night iron and insane dragon iron, even after knowing you have the insane dragon iron and can control it completely, is because fusing them is impossible.” 


  The moon night iron was a mineral that grew in the lands of the ancient giants. Now that the land of giants was destroyed, new sources of moon night iron were no longer available. Before discarding the old model magic machines, he had to recover the moon night iron. It was because the amount of moon night iron was so limited it needed to be recovered and re-used. 


  The reason why Radwolf didn’t discuss the fusion between the insane dragon iron and moon night iron, when he wanted the proliferation of moon night iron ore than anyone else, was because the compatibility between the insane dragon iron and moon night iron was too poor. 


  The insane dragon iron absorbed the madness of Insane Dragon Nevartan and became a metal with the proliferation ability. It was a metal derived from the insane dragon. It had the worst resistance to the moon night iron. 


  “Ah...” 


  Why didn’t Radwolf discuss fusion with the moon night iron despite admiring Greed which was created by mixing the insane dragon iron and pavranium? Grid belatedly realized it and became gloomy. Fortunately, the disappointment wasn’t great. It was because he heard Radwolf’s explanation just before his expectations reached the peak. 


  Radwolf suggested as Grid was trying to adjust his heart, “The moon night iron is a metal that only exerts its power if it is kept pure, but it isn’t very durable. It is much more durable than steel or mithril, but it doesn’t have infinite durability like pavranium or divine stone. Eventually, it will be destroyed.” 


  This was why it became more and more precious. Radwolf’s ancestors couldn’t stop worrying about the limited quantity of moon night iron. The land of giants fell and the source of moon night iron was destroyed, so it was natural for Radwolf to obsess over the moon night iron. 


  “The moon night iron is really inappropriate for armor. It just accelerates the consumption.” 


  Radwolf’s eyes scanned the eight magic machines lined up in the workshop. The elbows and hands, knees and feet, as well as the horns and shoulders—the armor made of moon night iron only covered these parts. The luxury of covering the entire body of the magic machines with moon night iron couldn’t be enjoyed even by Radwolf, the owner of the moon night iron. 


  “Since ancient times, the moon night iron has been rare and precious. Even before I was born, my ancestors had to think about ways to efficiently use the moon night iron. 


  Radwolf moved his hands through the air. It was a movement similar to the majestic commands of a maestro. The eight magic machines responded to the command. The magic powered weapons opened their eyes at the same time. 


  The eyes of the magic machines flashed in different colors according to the dragons’ attributes. The magic machines stepped forward at Radwolf’s command and pulled out different types of weapons. A sword, a spear, a single-edged sword, a bow, a rod, an iron whip, a gun, and a pair of knuckles—all of them were weapons made out of the moon night iron. 


  Grid realized it. The elbows and hands, knees and feet, as well as the horns and shoulders—these were all areas that could be used as weapons. 


  “My ancestors made weapons using the moon night iron and I agree with their judgment. You shouldn’t be frustrated and disappointed with the moon night iron. Instead, you should use it to make weapons. It is a weapon that can even pierce and kill a god.” 


  Grid had vowed to make a divine sword. However, he became ashamed of his determination when he saw Hexetia’s Short Sword. He questioned if he could make such a sword. However, this wasn’t the case anymore. Grid’s eyes burned with passion.




  Chapter 1374


  The moon night iron—Grid’s reward was small in size compared to the outstanding achievement. To be honest, if he knew from the beginning that fusion between the moon night iron and Greed (insane dragon iron) was impossible, then he would’ve asked to receive at least three moon night irons. However, the deal was already over. It was too late. He would be rejected even if he asked for it. 


  ‘Unfortunately, it can’t be helped.’ 


  He tried to soothe his heart, but it hurt. One lump of moon night iron weighed 800 grams. Once smelted, it would be reduced to 600 grams. Grid’s favorite type of weapon was a longsword, but it would be hard to make a longsword out of 600 grams of metal. The volume and center of gravity of the sword would be disappointing. In other words, it couldn’t be a luxurious product. 


  


  


  ‘I also have to ask Braham to forge it separately.’


  Since fusion of the moon night iron and Greed was impossible, the magic forging had to be done on the moon night iron separately. This would take away a large amount of Braham’s time. He couldn’t help asking Braham for a favor, but he felt very sorry. 


  “Hrmm...” Grid thought for a while before holding an intangible sword in his hand. It was a virtual sword that was the exact same shape and size as Hexetia’s Short Sword. 


  ‘Link, Kill, Wave.’ 


  He grabbed the sword. Grid performed the sword dance on this assumption and his movements were magnificent. The thousands of tens of thousands of repetitions of movements formed a unity with his body and soul. It was a beautiful and flowing sight that anyone would see and be fascinated with. 


  The mouth of the 3rd Seat, Radwolf, twitched. ‘It has gone beyond Pagma’s level.’ 


  It was Pagma before signing a contract with Baal. He used the yangbans as a negative example and took on the mission of protecting the weak, but he gathered strength using any means and methods. He was a strong man who remained a legend. 


  However, compared to Grid, his level as a blacksmith and swordsman were low. The difference wasn’t the so-called talent. It was unreasonable to evaluate Grid as a genius when Pagma was born a yangban. Of course, Pagma’s talent was above Grid’s talent. The only reason why Grid could surpass Pagma... 


  ‘It is the difference of being alone or together.’ 


  The heart of the red phoenix, the shell of the black tortoise, and powerful magic—the materials and abilities that Grid integrated were difficult to obtain without someone else’s favor and help. It was a glimpse of what Grid had been doing so far. Unlike Pagma, who distrusted others and was alone, Grid achieved symbiosis by trusting others. Therefore, he was able to get help from others. It was just like helping Radwolf and receiving the gift of the moon night iron. 


  As Radwolf was thinking this, Grid analyzed the problems of the short sword. ‘The attack distance of a short sword is too short. The range of the sword dance is reduced.’


  The range of Link and Kill was shortened. Compared to when he was using the longsword, he needed to take one or two steps forward to make it easier to hit the target. However, Grid didn’t favor such close-quarter combat. Since he could use magic and the God Hands, it was naturally more advantageous and efficient to secure an appropriate distance to fight. 


  ‘No... this isn’t necessarily the case any longer?’ 


  Grid had learned Lee Jeong’s fists and grappling techniques. Mixed Throw Strikes and Turning the World Upside Down. These two skills could only be used by approaching the target and they caused stiffness and stuns. In particular, in the case of Mixed Throw Strikes, the next linked skill could be activated without any movements. 


  Of course, this was on the premise that the target was stiffened due to Mixed Throw Strikes, but if this condition was achieved, the five fusion sword dances could be linked without any preliminary actions. Grid could pull out the highest DPS in close combat. 


  ‘Yes... in the future, I should prefer close range combat.’ 


  In close range combat, the effectiveness of a short sword was higher than a longsword. He needed to get used to short weapons. Grid made this judgment and eliminated his regrets. He pledged to create the strongest short sword that was close to Hexetia’s Short Sword using the moon night iron. 


  ‘Then someday, surely—’ 


  He would save Hexetia. It was impossible to do right now, but it was a goal that must be achieved. He couldn’t turn away from the benefactor who was in a crisis from saving him and his precious people. 


  “Radwolf, thank you for presenting me with the precious legacy of the giants. I will use this treasure without shame.” 


  Grid had a firm heart as he stared straight at Radwolf. Radwolf was astonished by his gaze. 


  Grid, like Saharan, the founder of the empire, was a person who had the power and force to dominate the earth at any time. However, there had never been such violent ambition in his eyes. It was clear that he harbored an ideal high enough to put Saharan to shame. 


  ‘There is a reason why Sir Hayate is attached to him.’ 


  Radwolf smiled and nodded. “Yes. I hope the moon night iron will help you.” 


  Radwolf was speaking in a gentle tone without even knowing it. His brother, the 2nd Seat, Fronzaltz, would be surprised to see it. 


  ***


  “Congratulations on becoming a god.” 


  At the top of the Tower of Wisdom... 


  Hayate, whom he met after a long time, greeted Grid with a smile as always. Grid’s expression was uncomfortable at the polite greeting. “I wonder if it is something worth being congratulated on.” 


  Grid hadn’t wanted to become a god. The desires of the people and Sariel made him a god. 


  “I am afraid.” In the past, the reason why Grid didn’t evolve into a half-god was because he didn’t want to be hostile to the gods. Now he became a god instead of a half-god and he was destined to one day be hostile to the gods. “Some people won’t like it.” 


  “Is it Chiyou?” Hayate also knew Chiyou. Among all human beings, Hayate was the one who received the most attention from Chiyou. A god who wished to be destroyed so he prayed for the birth of a god killer. 


  “Yes...”


  “Come, have a cup of tea.” Hayate sat down with Grid and poured a cup of warm tea. A refreshing scent entered through Grid’s nose and cleared his mind. 


  Hayate watched Grid drinking tea and opened his mouth a moment later, “I understand the fear you feel, but you don’t have to regret becoming a god. You know that a true god comes from the aspirations of human beings. It isn’t something that can be achieved just because you want it. What is the point of regretting becoming a god naturally? Additionally, it was Asgard’s decision to treat you as an enemy, not yours. It would be better to become a god with greater potential.” 


  “......”


  


  


  It made a lot of sense. Asgard was already hostile to humanity even before Grid became a god. It forced Grid to treat Asgard as an enemy. Grid didn’t become hostile to Asgard because he became a god. They were destined to be hostile in the first place. It was a good thing that people worshipped Grid enough to make him a god. 


  “Additionally, you are still qualified to be a god killer.” 


  Grid’s eyes widened. “I see... is it because I only have the status of a god?” 


  “Yes. You haven’t evolved into the race called a god yet. If the people’s aspirations pile up and accumulate, you will become a god killer before becoming a complete god... you will evolve into an absolute being with divine status. You aren’t at a stage to worry about your relationship with Chiyou.” 


  “I see...” Grid recalled Chiyou’s lonely eyes and sighed with relief. Grid wanted to help Chiyou even if it meant killing him. It was because the favor he received from Chiyou was too great. 


  Hayate smiled when he saw Grid’s heart. “You... are really beautiful.” 


  “Huh?” Grid doubted his ears. Grid felt a crisis to his chastity and moved back while Hayate added, “Your heart.” 


  “...I just have a personality where I can’t stand debts.” 


  A beautiful heart—it was an embarrassing compliment for Grid, who had been twisted for more than half his life. He couldn’t raise his red face. Then Hayate added something else, “If you need strength someday, then tell me. I will help you.” 


  “...Huh?” Grid once again doubted his ears and was so shocked he dropped his teacup. 


  The 1st Seat of the Tower of Wisdom. The only Absolute human in existence. Dragon Slayer, the dragon killer Hayate. He would help Grid after being away from the world for so long...? 


  “Aren’t you someone who won’t get involved in worldly affairs?” 


  “Of course, I won’t get involved in the work of the world.” 


  Hayate stopped the teacup and tea that Grid dropped in the air and returned them to their original position. It was the state of moving objects through the air. 


  “However, is Asgard part of the world?” 


  “......!!”


  Grid got goosebumps. He felt a huge pressure from Hayate’s eyes which were normally always mild. It felt like he was facing a great mountain covering the sky because the sky wasn’t very high. 


  “The reason why the tower has been fighting dragons for so long is to defend the world. We have been guarding humanity with the conviction that dragons are the greatest danger to the world. Yet this time, it is the gods threatening humanity, not a dragon...” 


  Grid felt distinct emotions from Hayate—it was an unquestionable outrage. 


  “I, the tower, am disappointed in the gods. I have no intention of letting them go.” 


  “Gulp.”


  Grid’s heart thumped. The tower members—he was extremely excited at the thought of rescuing Hexetia right now with them. However, he soon calmed his heart. Asgard was a territory that couldn’t be invaded without ‘permission.’It wasn’t a place to barge in even if he had enough strength right now. Additionally, he hadn’t figured out the strength of Goddess Rebecca and Martial God Zeratul. It wasn’t time yet. 


  Hayate’s thoughts were the same. “First, build your strength. For the time being, it would be better to live the same life as before while looking for opportunities.” 


  “...Is there no way to get stronger faster?” Grid raised a pure question. 


  It was his honest heart that he wanted to become stronger quickly as a larger battlefield approached. Hayate shook his head. “It is enough if you are the same as you are now.” 


  They were words that acknowledged and respected the path Grid had walked on. These short words warmed Grid’s heart. Grid abandoned his anxiety, rose from his seat, and bowed respectfully. “Thank you very much.” 


  “Thanks to you, the gourmet cycle went well. I should be thanking you. I look forward to seeing you again.”




  Chapter 1375


  Three months passed... 


  ‘If I connect Link with Kill, it will help increase the attack power.’ 


  Damian, whose identity changed from the Rebecca Church’s pope to Overgeared God Church’s pope, had grown tremendously over the course of three months. He had already created the two fusion sword dances and he could sense that his fighting power had risen dramatically. 


  “Ick.” 


  Pierce with Kill and dig into the gaps with Link. 


  


  


  Damian, who was pressing the field boss with a fusion sword dance also used by Grid, hurriedly set up his shield. The boss’ fist, that had a steel-like wood tied to it like a gauntlet, crushed Damian’s shield. Damian lost his balance due to his bent knees being unable to stand the pressure and literally rolled forward. 


  Vantner clapped and laughed when he saw Damian crawling under the boss’ crotch. “Haha! It is really unsightly!” 


  “He just wants to live. What’s wrong with that?” Jishuka scolded Vantner before pulling the bowstring and aiming at the back of the boss’ head. No matter how hard, wood was wood.The wood attribute boss couldn’t withstand the arrows of the Bow Saint filled with the breath of the red phoenix. The boss roared and writhed as it attacked blindly. Damian avoided their blind attacks, hid behind Vantner, and recovered his breath. 


  ‘It’s difficult because I can’t move while the motion of Link is maintained.’ 


  Link was an attack that swung the sword dozens of times in one second. During that one second, the user’s legs must be grounded and stuck to the earth. In order to effectively utilize Link, it was necessary to show such overwhelming attack power that the target couldn’t think of counterattacking, or to have enough defense to ignore the target’s counterattack. It was just like Grid. 


  Damian had changed classes and his overall stats weakened, so it was difficult for him to properly use Link. He would be in danger if he was hit by the opponent while using Link. In short, it meant he would lose if he was hit. Of course, this was a story when fighting bosses with relatively high specifications. Unfortunately, all bosses of a similar level had higher specifications than Damian. 


  “This isn’t going to work. I will quit before the next boss.” Damian determined that he was currently unfit to take part in a raid. 


  It was the laughing Vantner who grabbed Damian, who was leaving the party in order to not cause any inconvenience. “Don’t be like that. Let’s do it together.” 


  It was the privilege of those skilled in each field to join the raid team. Raid team members exclusively hunted some bosses that respawned across the entire territory of the Overgeared Kingdom. They devoted a certain amount of the items to the guild and received money distributed to them in return. It was a pretty excellent source of income. It allowed them to accumulate money while preventing unique items from leaking outside. 


  “You are now an Overgeared Guild member. We should make money together.” Vantner persuaded Damian. The other Overgeared members nodded in agreement. 


  However, Damian refused. “I don’t want to collect the distributed gold without doing anything. I appreciate your kindness.” 


  It was a matter of pride. It was unacceptable for Damian, who was a famous ranker since the early days, who took part in every National Competition and he served as the leader of a mega-power called the Rebecca Church, to become a so-called ‘distribution freeloader.’ 


  “Tut. You can join at any time. I’ll wait for you.” 


  Vantner read Damian’s heart and gave up on persuading him. He just wanted Damian to recover quickly and regain his confidence. Damian replied with a smile before returning to Reinhardt. 


  ‘Money... I need money.’


  Damian grasped the most intrinsic problem of the Overgeared God Church paladin. It was that the protection of the Overgeared God didn’t directly increase stats but rather increased the effect of items. For those with very powerful items, the protection of the Overgeared God was more helpful than the protection of any other god. However, this wasn’t the case for a vast majority of people. 


  Ordinary people still called rare items ‘graduation items.’ Unless there was considerable financial support, it was impossible to obtain a unique item that matched their level every time. Therefore, most people were satisfied with rare items and it was difficult for rare items to have a dramatic increase in effect when receiving the Overgeared God’s Protection. This was the realistic suffering of those without. 


  Damian was desperately experiencing a pain that was difficult for rankers, especially those of the Overgeared Guild, to feel. 


  ‘I have to hurry and pay off my debt...’ 


  Damian’s withdrawal from the Rebecca Church proceeded without any problems. From the moment the pope was killed by Rebecca’s angels, the Rebecca Church distrusted Damian. There was no reason to stop him when he said he wanted to leave on his own. 


  Yes, Damian left. He put down the crown symbolizing the pope, the cloak of blessing, and the holy sword that symbolized he was the greatest pope in history. He returned everything he owned as pope and left empty-handed. 


  However, the Rebecca Church demanded more from him. They warned that everything he could enjoy, and everything he could become, due to being the pope, should be handed in. They said, ‘It can’t be helped. We have always been grateful to you and respect you, but it has nothing to do with this incident. You are the one who did the wrong thing. Taking away what you own instead of executing you for betraying the goddess is the last courtesy for you.’ 


  Those damn guys confiscated all of Damian’s assets and placed a negative number at the bottom of his inventory. 


  -159,885,103 gold. 


  It was a debt. It was a huge 160 million debt. In yen, it was 20 billion. This didn’t mean that the profit gained from serving as pope was so great. Damian had never abused his position for his selfish desires. The reason for his debt was the three Rebecca’s Daughters, including Isabel. The Rebecca’s Daughters whom Damian took away with him had an astronomical value to the Rebecca Church. 


  Damian was angry, but... it was bravado. In any case, he became a debtor. 


  ‘I’m glad I could keep the items I received from Grid, but...’ 


  They were old. 


  Apart from his shield, the rest were items purchased a few years ago, so higher level items were needed. 


  “Hah...” 


  It was customary to provide the materials and a small fee when asking Grid to make an item. Recently, Grid was refusing the rewards, but Lauel accepted them separately and placed them in the treasury. It was based on the theory that the closer they were, the more accurate the calculations should be. Damian and the Overgeared members agreed. In the first place, there was no problem with the procedure because the Overgeared Kingdom’s treasury was like Grid’s personal safe. 


  ‘I can grind and get the materials for the item, but I need to pay off the debt first if I want to be able to afford the production fee...’ 


  Every time he killed a monster or sold an item, the gold was automatically sent to the Rebecca Church. It meant he couldn’t even touch his money until he dealt with the minus balance. 


  “Hah...” He could only sigh. He couldn’t brag about having a negative balance in his inventory and he felt frustrated with the hardships that he couldn’t tell to anyone. 


  ‘If I participate in the National Competition in this state, it will be hard to win a medal... It can’t be helped. Let’s sell my house first.’ 


  He regretted that he bought a house that was too big while living alone. Life in a luxurious mansion was often lonely. He should remember his original intentions. Go back to the days when he played games in a small room. 


  


  


  “...Huh?” Damian was calming his heart when he hesitated because he couldn’t enter the temple. Thousands of people were gathered in front of the temple. There were so many people that it reminded him of the time when the Overgeared God Church was first established. Recently, the number of visitors was greatly reduced due to the recognition that the Overgeared God Church was a ‘religion for the rich,’ so what was going on? 


  “Ah...” Damian was feeling confused when he identified the cause. The statue of Blacksmith Khan, that was said to be ordered by Grid a few months ago, stood proudly at the entrance to the temple. The statue of Khan smiled kindly like he did in his life and it was larger and more prominent than the statue of Grid, the master of the temple. It was a glimpse at Grid’s heart. 


  “Khan...” Damian’s heart was moved. He recalled the way Khan treated him kindly and missed him deeply. 


  ‘Please be happy in Heaven.’ 


  “Damian?” 


  "......?!” 


  Damian was praying at Khan’s statue when he looked back at the voice calling his name. It was a familiar face. It was the program PD for a famous Japanese broadcasting station. He was the only who insisted that Damian was a traitor and Grid’s puppet by subtly editing in only the scenes where Damian praised Grid. 


  “Aren’t you happy to be able to serve Grid in a dignified way now?” 


  The PD smiled and approached Damian, who was frowning. It felt unlucky every time he saw this PD’s face. Damian asked without changing his expression, “Why are you here?” 


  “I heard rumors that a statue of Khan was built at Grid’s temple so I came to cover it. Doesn’t this seem right, but is actually wrong? Does Grid want Khan to become a god? Haha.” 


  "What is so funny?” 


  “It is funny. It was funny to hold a press conference to get revenge when an NPC died, but now to even deify one... at this point, it might be a type of mental illness. Oh. Don’t make such a scary expression. I’m not scolding you for dating an NPC. I’m just laughing. Why are you so angry?” 


  “Just stop it.” 


  Damian held back the words he wanted to spit out. Damian was about to turn around when the PD asked him, “Do you know a program called Player 55?” 


  Player 55—a survival audition program that selected 55 potential or already famous rankers to be watched, cheered on, and be sponsored by the broadcasting station and viewers. The top three players who received the most sponsorship from viewers could have broadcasting stations and various companies behind them as a sponsor. 


  The program was done with the intent of making the best player in Japan and boasted a tremendous audience rating. 


  “I don’t know it.” 


  “Aish, how can you not know the program that the media is talking about every day? Seeing that you are pretending not to know it, you must know it is a program that I made.” 


  “I really don’t know...” 


  “You know, yesterday the final winner was decided as Zelos.” 


  “Oh, I don’t know...” 


  “This fact hasn’t been revealed yet, but Zelos is going to participate in the National Competition as Japan’s representative.” 


  “......”


  “Additionally, a new program called ‘Legendary Player’ will air just in time for the opening ceremony of the National Competition. The purpose of the program is simple. We want to keep track of how many medals the proud Japanese player, Zelos, the winner of Player 55, will obtain in this year’s National Competition.” 


  “So?” 


  “Look forward to it. The moment Zelos surpasses your gold medal record, the record you left will remain in history as ‘the shameful record left by the traitor.’ I will make it that way.” 


  “......”


  “I... I hated it so much that I shuddered every time I saw you talking about Grid. I’ve always loathed you. In the first place, it was wrong that you were the representative of Japan.” 


  From this year, the correct history would be written. Damian’s fists trembled as he looked at the back of the PD who departed after this declaration.




  Chapter 1376


  “Keuk, why is there a sandstorm right now...?” 


  “Ignore it and chase him. We can’t miss him after finally finding him.” 


  “Today we will definitely kill him.” 


  The dark blue dopos fluttered lightly. A fierce sandstorm was blowing over the yangbans in the desert, obscuring their view, but their running became faster. It was difficult to stop a yangban even if the natural world took hold of everything. 


  


  


  ‘Did he think he could get rid of us with just this?’ 


  The yangban, Yeum—the right arm of Mir, who was chosen to be the guardian of the Blue Dragon Dao and was staying in Kaya. In fact, she thought this task was easy. She determined that even the rumored Grid wouldn’t dare to invade Kaya when Mir was guarding the Blue Dragon Dao. During her time in Kaya, she planned to study with Mir and focus on training. 


  Then half a year ago, a human other than Grid hid in Kaya—Sword Saint Kraugel. At first, he moved stealthily. He seemed to be looking for the secret technique of the former Sword Saint, Muller. Yet at some point, he started to move boldly and started to kill the yangbans. 


  The number of yangbans killed by him was three. Although they hadn’t yet taken off their gats and weren’t qualified to receive the humans’ faith, they were still great beings with half the blood of a god flowing through them. Yet they were killed by a mere human. 


  Yeum had no intention of forgiving Kraugel. 


  “......?!” 


  Is it because she was immersed in her anger for a while? Yeum was running in order to break through the sandstorm quickly and belatedly noticed that one of the yangbans following her had disappeared. 


  “Stop!” 


  “......!”


  Yeum’s sharp cry stopped both parties. 


  “Ugh!” 


  The pressure of the sandstorm became more violent once they stopped moving. The yangbans were pushed back a few steps before barely stopping and they felt it when they were close to each other. They couldn’t see the companion right next to them. The sandstorm was this thick. 


  “Dat Byeol is missing.” 


  “......?!” 


  The yangbans were confused by Yeum’s words and raised their senses. Then they realized that their number had suddenly been reduced from four to three. 


  “Did he get swallowed up by the storm and flew away?” 


  “No way. He must’ve become lost.” 


  “No...” Yeum looked back the way they came. She couldn’t see in front of her, but her keen senses hadn’t been lost. “He was hunted.” 


  “What?” 


  “The Sword Saint is here.” 


  “......”


  The sandstorm that was becoming more violent...


  Dat Byeol and Kraugel were fighting in there right now. The scent of blood at the tip of her nose must be from Dat Byeol. The fight between the two men would’ve started with Kraugel’s ambush. 


  “That is ridiculous. Yeum, the word ‘hunted’ isn’t appropriate.” 


  The other yangbans denied it. Yeum’s words were like... it was like Kraugel knew beforehand that a sandstorm was coming and lured them here. No swordsman could have such foresight. Even if he predicted the appearance of this sandstorm by using daoism like a daoist, it was impossible to exercise his strength freely in this powerful sandstorm. Even they, who had better senses and vision than humans, couldn’t see ahead of them. 


  “Hup.” One of the yangbans filled with disbelief suddenly sucked in a breath. He thought he tasted iron in his tongue and then a hot, sticky liquid filled his mouth. “U-Ugh...” 


  The expression of the yangban hardened as he barely stopped his body from falling and grabbed the thing stuck in his neck. It was a sword. A cold sword was piercing his neck. 


  “...You!” 


  Yangbans didn’t die easily. Even if they were stabbed in the heart, they just paused from the physical impact. He pulled out the sword that was stuck in his neck. Blood spurted like a fountain from the hole that suddenly opened up. The yangban who survived quickly unwrapped the soft sword that he was wearing like a belt. At the same time, he swung it like it was a whip and counterattacked. 


  However, the powerful sandstorm was exerting its influence on the thin sword. The yangban’s soft sword could take all types of forms and attacked irregularly but its mass was low. It couldn’t withstand the strong winds and shook, its trajectory twisted. 


  At this moment, the yangban realized it. Why did that mole-like bastard choose to fight in the sandstorm? 


  “Thunderbolt.” 


  The condensed sword energy created lightning. It was a sight that suggested the springboard for acceleration had been laid. A hunter crouched in the sandstorm. Sword Saint Kraugel’s body gained acceleration and he linked the next sword technique. 


  “Frenzy Sword.” 


  An explosion occurred. At the same time, Kraugel turned into a beam of lightning and broke through the sandstorm, passing through the yangban’s body. 


  “Cough...!” 


  Explosive sounds occurred in connection. Every time, Kraugel’s body disappeared from the yangban’s view. Then he would appear to the front, the back, or the side of the yangban and stab the yangban with his sword. 


  “......!”


  The yangban forgot to even scream. Kraugel appeared and once again pierced the tattered body of the yangban before shaking off the blood on his sword. Just then, the dust that had risen due to the sandstorm repeatedly combusted and exploded. 


  It was a dust explosion caused by the heat and pressure of the thunderbolt called Kraugel. It was a series of explosions that seemed to recreate the power of great magic. It destroyed the space in the affected area of the sandstorm. 


  “......!!”


  Yeum, who was looking around after realizing another companion had disappeared from her side, was surprised by the explosion and jumped into the air. She only flew to look from the sky. It was just that her body was crushed by the storm and that chain of explosions accelerated through the storm and chased her. 


  Before Yeum could escape the influence of the storm, an explosion swept over her body. The devastating explosion shredded her clothes, burned her skin and broke her bones. However, Yeum didn’t groan at all. She gritted her teeth and endured the pain with boiling anger. She glared through the storm that had briefly scattered from side to side due to the explosion. 


  She could see a man wearing a golden dragon dopo. Yeum’s expression was disgusted and crazy as she saw the man stabbing his sword in the chest of a half-god. Just a few months ago, he was a man with a lacking heart and body. She didn’t know when but he had built a new body and heart and created such chaos. 


  “You—! Just wait there!” Yeum barely squeezed out as the explosions continued. 


  “No, my mother is looking for me.” 


  “......?!” 


  Kraugel turned around with an absurd excuse. 


  “Stop! I said stop!! This...! This rat bastard!” 


  The dazed Yeum doubted her ears for a moment before she woke up and shouted. She even spat out swear words. Nevertheless, it was useless. Kraugel had already disappeared beyond the storm. She would have to search for days again to find the guy hiding somewhere in the vast desert. 


  ***


  At a canyon in the north of the desert...


  


  


  Thanks to the help of super sensitivity, Kraugel barely managed to escape the sandstorm and bandaged his body. During the first attack against the yangban called Dat Byeol, he was stabbed in a vital spot and the wound didn’t heal with just potions. He had to stop the bleeding with bandages for a while before it would proceed to recover. 


  “Too bad...” 


  He was lacking. His stamina and skills consumption was too great because he couldn’t avoid Dat Byeol’s counterattack. His original goal was to assassinate the three yangbans except for Yeum, but he had to be satisfied with two. He had squeezed out his last remaining strength to cut the neck of the second yangban. 


  ‘I even took advantage of the sandstorm...’ 


  One chance a month. No, he unfortunately missed the chance that he wouldn’t be able to get again in the future. 


  ‘Is this the price of ignoring Muller’s secret techniques?’ 


  Kraugel had already obtained several volumes of Muller’s secret techniques, but he didn’t learn them. Others might scold him as being foolish, but he had a solid goal. The goal was to make the world aware that the Sword Saint was him, Kraugel, not Muller’s successor. Didn’t everyone who played the game want to achieve the best feat at least once? 


  The best feat that the current Kraugel could aim for was to be at least equal to Muller. Only then... then he would be able to stand side by side with Grid. 


  '...Well, I am still improving steadily.’ 


  Kraugel had even found Muller’s secret technique that was hidden somewhere in Kaya. He achieved his purpose in coming to Kaya. Nevertheless, the reason he remained in Kaya and fought with the yangbans was to become stronger. 


  He noticed it when he first fought Yeum. Every time he fought with the yangbans, his super sensitivity stat went up very quickly. It was more than twice as fast as fighting named bosses or named NPCs. They were tough opponents, but... 


  Kraugel judged that training super sensitivity was necessary. Transcendence—think, judge, and move in 0.1 seconds. Muller said that this way, the consumption of physical and mental strength reached the highest level. The road to control was to polish his super sensitivity. 


  Control. 


  Perfect control. Satisfy’s strongest combat class, the Sword Saint was the only class that had a perfect control of transcendence. Transcendents who accumulated their transcendent status and achieved the ‘world’ of transcendence couldn’t withstand the recoil from using it, while the Sword Saint could endure it. 


  Muller’s words that he glimpsed from his class quest were unquestionable information. 


  “......”


  Finally, his wounds were healed. It happened when Kraugel stopped his meditation skill and got up from his seat... 


  -Do you like hunting yangbans?How many times are you going to send the world message that you killed a half-god?


  He received a whisper. It was a voice that was nice to hear anytime. 


  -I just did what was needed.


  -Amazing.Truly amazing.Where are you now?


  It was Grid. 


  Kraugel answered without hesitation, -I’m staying in Kaya.


  -Eh?I’m also coming to Kaya because I have something to see.


  -......


  Kraugel fell silent. The moment Grid said the words ‘something to see,’ he recalled how Grid freed some of the Four Gods of the East Continent and had an ominous feeling. The Blue Dragon Dao sealed in Kaya—the weapon of one of the Four Gods flashed through Kraugel’s mind. 


  -It’s been a while since we’ve seen each other.I’ll contact you when I get to Kaya.


  -...Yes, let’s meet when there is time.I am busy today.


  -Wait, I will arrive soon...Huh?


  Grid was confused. It was due to the notification window that stated ‘the whisper target doesn’t exist.’ Kraugel hadn’t been lying to Yeum. He really logged out because of his mother. He couldn’t forget his mother’s words last night that she wanted to eat rice cake soup after so long. It was morning in the United States. For the sake of his mother, who would wake up soon, and for the sake of protecting his taste buds, Kraugel planned to make the rice cake soup himself. 


  ‘Mir... Grid will challenge it even if I tell him how monstrous Mir is.’ 


  He would definitely challenge even if he knew he was going to fail. Just like Kraugel, Grid was a person used to fighting opponents stronger than himself. He resembled Kraugel, who couldn’t be afraid of failure. Then should Kraugel help even if it meant dying? Of course. 


  ‘I have to help.’ 


  Kraugel laughed and carefully cooked the rice cake soup. 


  ***


  ‘Was his connection access time finished?’ Surely he wasn’t intentionally avoiding Grid because he didn’t want to play with Grid, right? 


  Grid was slightly suspicious of Kraugel, who logged out during their conversation. There had been the argument a few months ago. Grid had wanted to meet Kraugel in the National Competition for a rematch while Kraugel said that he would lose anyway. It was just a waste of time to participate in the National Competition. 


  Grid didn’t agree with Kraugel’s statement of defeat. However, he sympathized with the assertion that participating in the National Competition was a waste of time. The rewards of the National Competition hadn’t changed from the past. The highest reward was a legendary rated item or a breath as a production material. It was compensation that didn’t feel necessary from Kraugel’s point of view, unlike Grid who could use the breaths to make myth rated items. Participating in the competition itself could earn additional income through corporate sponsorship, but simple wealth had no significance for a ranker like Kraugel. He was already one of the best in the world. 


  ‘It would be nice to increase the rewards of the National Competition.’ 


  It was unlikely that it would be increased. It was only when the National Competition rewards were maintained at this level that top rankers like Kraugel would turn away from the National Competition, allowing mid-level rankers to play an active part. If the S.A Group was willing to increase the rewards to recruit top rankers then a monopoly problem would arise. 


  ‘...I have to give up the National Competition.’ 


  A National Competition without Kraugel was meaningless for Grid. The breaths would be gained by the Overgeared members anyway. Grid sent a refusal to the mail asking if he would participate in the National Competition and quickened his pace. He would soon be in Kaya. 


  ‘First... until Kraugel comes back, let’s try to figure out the atmosphere.’ 


  Over the past two months, he had focused on hunting and gathering Mir’s information. The conclusion was that Mir was one of the strongest opponents he had met so far. Honestly, it was a bit daunting alone. Mir was such a dangerous opponent that he didn’t want to summon his knights and risk them. 


  Grid, who visited the East Continent to unseal the blue dragon and gain more power, dreamed of being in a party with Kraugel. It was just questionable if it would succeed. 




  Chapter 1377


  Before meeting the gourmet dragon Raiders, Grid had tried to contact Zikfrector. It was to ask him to become a messenger. It was judged that there would be a positive response as long as his task was consistent with Zikfrector’s ultimate goal. Unfortunately, Grid couldn’t ask Zikfrector. It was said that Zikfrector fell into a deep sleep right after visiting the Hwan Kingdom. 


  -I think the guys from the Hwan Kingdom played some tricks.


  Zibal, the only player and liaison in Zikfrector’s entourage, doubted the gods of the East Continent. 


  


  


  -They tried to persuade Lord Grandmaster to join forces and were rejected, so there is enough animosity.Isn’t it said that the Curse of Sloth originated from the original sin?It is possible for the people of the Hwan Kingdom, especially Hanul, to intervene and deepen the curse.


  It was a convincing enough interpretation. Grid felt sympathetic as well as intrigued by the change in Zibal. Originally, Zibal omitted any honorifics in regards to Zikfrector. He just referred to him as the grandmaster, but now there was an honorific. It seemed that his respect was increasing as he spent a longer time with the grandmaster. It was like the relationship between Grid and Khan, and Kraugel and Kirinus. 


  -...No, why do you care about what I call people?Cough, in any case, the time Lord Grandmaster is awake these days is too short and irregular.In extreme cases, he is asleep for a whole month. Therefore, there won’t be a chance to talk to the grandmaster unless I’m around him all day.What?Take him to the Overgeared Kingdom?I can’t do that.If he leaves the hideout created to avoid the guards, he will be targeted by Zeratul, and me and you will become X.


  It turned out that Zikfrector’s forces were also suffering a great deal. 


  Since leaving the empire, they had been followed by the followers of Zeratul, the Martial God. The seal that was installed by Saharan, the founder of the empire, to hide the presence of Zikfrector was said to have stopped working the moment Zikfrector betrayed the empire. It wasn’t known if it was originally designed that way or someone from the imperial family did it but Grid thought it was likely to be the former. Basara wouldn’t want Zikfrector to hold a grudge against her. 


  -Don’t be nervous and just wait.I’ll stick around Lord Grandmaster as much as possible and contact you as soon as he wakes up.What?You are asking me why I’m being so kind?What bullshit kindness?I was originally a nice person.Additionally, I saw what the angels did live on air.I was angry...I vaguely understood why Lord Grandmaster has been fighting against Asgard all his life.So...I will support you.Let’s go to Asgard together one day.


  Zibal—the only magic machines knight in existence. He was an indispensable talent for Grid, who had the ambition of producing magic machines. Grid noticed that Zibal needed Grid just as much as Grid needed Zibal. It was good for both of them. 


  -Furthermore, Lord Grandmaster gave me a warning for you when he woke up temporarily. Please listen.He said that if you are thinking about unsealing the white tiger and blue dragon, it is best to start with the blue dragon.


  -Are you sure?The one protecting the Blue Dragon Dao is the strongest of the yangbans, but I should fight him first?What is the basis?


  -This is what he said when he woke up. I didn’t hear anything else.However, I trust Lord Grandmaster.


  -Hmm...


  Grid couldn’t afford to ignore Zikfrector’s advice. It was because Zikfrector was sure to be Grid’s ally and he never talked about meaningless things. A few days later, Grid was able to confirm that there was a clear basis for Zikfrector’s advice. 


  “A gate to the Pa Kingdom has opened.” 


  It was when he visited the Cho Kingdom and Xing Kingdom to find restaurants before the gourmet cycle started. The Cho King and Xing King both mentioned it to Grid. 


  “Are you talking about a gate?” 


  “Yes, a few days ago, an auspicious light fell from the sky. Crows and magpies swarmed and placed the Magpie Bridge.” [1]


  “The Magpie Bridge was laid out along the light and stretched from Kaya to Pa. This means a gate connecting Kaya and Pa was opened. It is a story based on a legend, but...” 


  The Cho King and Xing King actually witnessed a myth. It was impossible for them to discredit legends. It was naturally the same for Grid. How could Grid, a legend and a myth, discredit a legend? 


  ‘Is some sort of warp gate connected?’ 


  The opening of the Magpie Bridge that stretched from Kaya to Pa could be interpreted as a warp gate had been opened to move from Kaya to Pa. Grid heard this and realized why Zikfrector advised him to target Kaya first, not the Pa Kingdom. 


  ‘If I target the Pa Kingdom first because it is weak, I will be beaten up by Mir who will come from Kaya.’ 


  The Hwan Kingdom had already lost two of the Four Gods. The remaining two couldn’t be taken away and they would’ve become thoroughly alerted after hearing news that Grid had become a new god. Their defense was the gate opened this time.


  “Can those in Pa go to Kaya through that gate?” 


  “It is impossible. If the Magpie Bridge had stretched out from both sides then they could’ve come and went freely. However, it only stretched from Kaya to the Pa Kingdom...” 


  ‘Isn’t this a provocation?’ 


  A structure where Pa was supported by Kaya, but Kaya wasn’t supported by Pa. It seemed to be provoking him to enter Kaya. Or maybe they were convinced he wouldn’t come in the first place. 


  ‘...It must be close to the latter.’ 


  The ultimate yangban. He knew how confident this person would be even if they had never met. 


  Mir.


  What was the combat power of this rumored yangban? He was born with the best martial arts among the yangbans and he wasn’t lazy, unlike Garam. He scored the best in Chiyou’s Test. He learned all the martial arts and above all, he completely absorbed the power of the Four Gods. This was the information about Mir that Grid knew. From this piece of information alone, it was easy to deduce that Mir was much stronger than Garam. It was natural to be full of confidence. 


  ‘Is there no chance for me to win?’ 


  Grid first made the assumption that he was fighting Garam one-on-one. If he fought purely with no outside help, would he be able to defeat Garam? He had fought Garam several times so the simulation quickly produced an effect. 


  ‘There will be times when Garam will win.’ 


  If they fought 10 times, he wasn’t sure that he would win all 10 times. Originally, combat was full of variables and Garam’s stats were so outstanding. However, Grid had the confidence to win 8 or 9 times. He didn’t know how much stronger Mir was compared to Garam, but it was hard to imagine that he couldn’t fight at all. 


  In the first place, Grid... he was strong. No, he became stronger. It was many times stronger than in the days he fought Garam. 


  ‘Surprisingly, it might be worth trying.’ 


  


  


  Confidence was directly linked to action. After the gourmet cycle, Grid went to the Tower of Wisdom and became addicted to hunting for a while. He leveled up himself and his pets before moving straight to the East Continent. It was determined that now was the right time since Kraugel was going on a rampage through the East Continent. 


  ‘First... until Kraugel comes back, let’s try to figure out the atmosphere.’ 


  A little while ago, there was the world message that Kraugel killed two yangbans. Kaya must be full of confusion at the moment. 


  ‘Is this Kaya?’ 


  It was night when Grid arrived in Kaya. The road to get here was quite tough. Barriers were set up at every intersection as defense and the mountains and rivers were full of monsters. The public would never have access to Kaya. Kaya was completely isolated. 


  Grid’s silver hair as he crossed over the wall was dotted with the night sky like the Milky Way. It was surrounded by the desert, but Kaya was bright at night, with snow always falling on the city. The moon touched the ground and the stars absorbed the light and illuminated the darkness. 


  However, it was difficult to spot Grid with this level of brightness. Grid took advantage of his high agility to secretly and quickly enter the city. He melted into the shadow under the snowy wall and headed straight. The destination was the castle in the center of the city. Mir and the Blue Dragon Dao were there. If he was lucky, he would be able to secure the Blue Dragon Dao without even meeting Mir. 


  Grid was speeding up only to stop in place. The moon touching the ground. A figure stood in the middle like a huge full moon was blocking the way. The man standing against the moon was a black shadow so Grid couldn’t see his face or confirm his name. 


  Still, he instinctively sensed it. This was Mir. The strongest yangban whom even Garam was envious of. 


  “I wanted to meet you, Grid.” 


  “......!”


  The low voice was clear. Grid was surprised by the polite greeting and involuntarily stopped. 


  “Your divinity is special. It is from the aspirations of humans. You haven’t abandoned the species of a human, but your characteristic isn’t much different from Hanul or the Four Gods, so it is easy to notice. You will have to learn a new skill if you want to hide your energy.” 


  “...Coming all this way to meet me. It is very friendly.” 


  Grid didn’t feel any hostility from Mir. Therefore, he was even more nervous. He recalled that it was more difficult against opponents whose intentions were uncertain. 


  “I’ll check if you deserve to take away the Blue Dragon Dao.” There was no kindness after this. Mir stepped forward and Grid entered the world of transcendence. Every time the blades of the two men collided, the wall shook. The snow accumulated on it became a snowstorm and scattered. 


  Grid’s expression in the moonlight gradually stiffened and Mir’s eyes shone as he avoided the magic Grid sneakily used. The battle was short, but seemed like an eternity. 


  “Gasp...Gasp...”


  Mir spoke to Grid who was gasping from the aftermath of dozens of exchanges, “You are strong, but it isn’t enough right now.” 


  The ground Grid was stepping on shook and then rose up. Grid knew what this power was—Earth God. 


  Then Mir was engulfed in lightning and came in front of Grid. It was once again a familiar power to Grid—Lightning God. 


  Grid coughed up blood and his body rolled on the cold, snowy ground. 


  'Dying at the start?’ 


  It was too strong. Beyond what he imagined. Grid coughed up blood and barely raised his body.


  “You are too impatient.” 


  Just then, Sword Saint Kraugel approached.


  1. refers to a legend where two lovers are separated in different worlds and a flock of magpies create a living bridge so they can meet once a year 
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  “I thought you ran away because you suddenly disappeared during our conversation.” 


  The recovery potions produced at Reidan’s alchemy factor were now called ‘secret medicine.’ Gulp. It was a smaller dose than ordinary potions, but the effect was much better. Grid swallowed it in one gulp and restored his health. His gaze was fixed on Mir even as he welcomed Kraugel. 


  Mir, who had just cut down Grid, was standing under the moon again. The remnants of Lightning God moved around him and burned the snowflakes. 


  


  


  “I just came after eating,” Kraugel told him. 


  “Did you eat well?” 


  “Yes.” 


  “Then you should digest it.” 


  This time, it was Grid who acted. He didn’t miss the activation timing of Earth God, which had a probability of randomly activating when his feet were on the ground. The ground that Mir was standing on rose. His body that was standing under the moon instantly floated to the top of the moon. 


  Grid and Kraugel didn’t talk to each other or develop plans. They judged and moved separately. Nevertheless, it was a perfect pincer attack. 


  Grid used Shunpo to appear behind Mir’s back and cut at Mir with the Fire Dragon Sword. Mir moved the Blue Dragon Dao behind him to block it and Kraugel used Earth Dragon’s Ascension. Mir easily avoided Earth Dragon’s Ascension, but this was the result that Kraugel expected. He used the recoil of Earth Dragon’s Ascension to rise above Mir’s head and connect with Meteor Sword. 


  At this time, Grid was in the middle of the two fusion sword dance, Linked kill. It was an attempt to attack during the gap that Mir briefly revealed while avoiding Earth Dragon’s Ascension. The Meteor Sword fell toward Mir’s head as he was blocking Grid’s onslaught. The powerful waves that crushed the ground made the land shake even more. 


  Grid and Kraugel each moved simultaneously. They thought it was possible to push Mir, but it was an illusion. Mir’s Blue Dragon Dao that was intertwined with the Fire Dragon Sword seemed to back down. Mir used a grappling technique to grab Kraugel’s wrist as he approached with Meteor Sword, turning it around. 


  It was the manifestation of transcendence. He split the 0.2 seconds that Kraugel perceived into shorter pieces and used it to easily deceive Kraugel. 


  “......” 


  Kraugel crashed into the ground and was silent for a second. 


  He realized that the process of his sword suddenly turning around from where it was aiming at Mir’s head and then him getting stuck in the ground was omitted from his memory and could only lament that his super sensitivity hadn’t reached transcendence yet. 


  ‘...I’m too far behind.’ 


  No, that wasn’t it. Grid was too far ahead. Kraugel confirmed that he wasn’t Mir’s opponent at this stage. 


  “......”


  Kraugel raised his head. Unlike himself, who had been mesmerized by Mir's transcendence, Grid was still fighting with Mir on the shaky ground. He watched from a distance and was able to follow the two people’s movements and the intentions hidden in them. Yet the moment he got closer again, he wouldn’t be able to read it. 


  Kraugel was watching the battle silently when it was Grid who crashed to his side this time. He rolled on the ground several times before rising and calling out to Kraugel, “What are you doing? Aren’t you going to digest it?” 


  “You should start by changing from that weird look.” 


  “How can you say that someone else’s wife looks weird? You aren’t Huroi, so what is with that tone?” Grid grumbled. Grid was currently using the skin mask. Since he was in the East Continent, he intended to accumulate achievements in Irene’s form to build up her divinity. 


  “I’m not saying that Irene’s appearance is odd, but that you are weird in Irene’s form. Isn’t it treating people as trash?” 


  “Huroi might be impolite, but he never calls people trash...” 


  “Right now, you are wearing a form that doesn’t fit. Do you think you can show your original skills with shorter arms, shorter legs, and a subtly different vision from your original body?” 


  “......”


  It was awkward. He had felt this every time he exchanged blows with Mir. The movements that his head and body remembered.There was a creaky feeling when carrying out the movements that he had taken for granted so far. He was caught by the subtle differences he didn’t feel when he fought relatively weak opponents. 


  ‘It turns out my habits aren’t suitable for a shorter body.’ 


  Habits arose due to ease and being accustomed to it. Grid belatedly realized and took off his skin mask. In the first place, Mir had talked about his divine air and had identified him from the beginning. There was no reason to insist on keeping Irene’s appearance. 


  “Sigh.”Grid regained his original appearance and took in a long breath. The cold but fresh air seeped into his lungs and woke up his mind. 


  Meanwhile, Mir showed no interest in Grid’s change in appearance. The words of the grandmaster who said that gods weren’t bound by the outer appearance came to mind. 


  ‘In many ways... he is different from other yangbans.’ 


  He wasn’t frivolous or arrogant. There was a sense of weight in his words and actions. The impression he gave off was quite weak compared to the loud and intense impression that Garam showed when he first appeared. However, Grid instinctively knew that this made Mir trickier. He was stronger than Garam and there were no gaps. 


  ‘A middle stage boss of the East Continent... I can think of him like that.’ 


  He was right below the gods of the Hwan Kingdom. Unlike the other yangbans, Mir could truly be called a half-god. He must be at least equal to the leader of the archangels. 


  “Overgeared God.” 


  “......”


  Kraugel had been nervous while admiring Mir just like Grid. Then his expression relaxed at the words. His tension was broken by Mir calling out ‘Overgeared God’ with a serious expression. 


  ‘Why is it the Overgeared God?’ 


  He hadn’t been convinced by the Overgeared Guild, the Overgeared Kingdom, and the Overgeared King, yet it even reached the extent of the Overgeared God. 


  Kraugel was clicking his tongue at Grid’s awful naming sense when an eerie feeling came over him. 


  The handle was the tail of a dragon and the tip of the blade was slightly forked and open like a dragon that had lost its yeouiju.[1]


  The Blue Dragon Dao’s blade trembled in a dizzying manner like it was going to start moving, but it was instead covered with pure energy. So far, there was nothing to be surprised about. The reason why Kraugel felt threatened was... 


  It was due to the strong lightning that covered the sword blade. It wasn’t a metaphor that the pure energy was like lightning. It really became lightning. The technique that Kraugel thought of when he invented ‘Thunderbolt’ was contained in it. However, it was more concise and perfect. 


  “You were born from human aspirations and will feel the duty to fulfill their desires, but you should know better than anyone. Just because you’re a god doesn’t mean you are omnipotent. If a god was truly omnipotent due to human beliefs, there would’ve never been a war between the gods. Hanul wouldn’t have been driven to this place and the Four Gods wouldn’t have been humiliated by being sealed. Your goal is to release all the seals of the Four Gods. I don’t want to be disrespectful to a god anymore, so please give up.” 


  After speaking, Mir swung the Blue Dragon Dao surrounded by lightning. It was a light movement, but the shockwave caused was huge. Lightning flashed and struck at Grid and Kraugel. 


  [There are no attacks that you won’t recognize.] 


  


  


  Grid read the lightning and responded. However, the lightning was so fast that he couldn’t completely avoid it and one arm was burned. 


  [You have suffered 28,900 damage.] 


  Kraugel couldn’t read the lightning. Instead, the moment that Mir’s shoulders moved slightly, he predicted the direction of the swing and reacted. It was just that the lightning was too fast and Kraugel’s movements were relatively slow. Half his upper body was burned.


  “......”


  Kraugel’s expression became darker as he suffered nearly 30,000 damage after being hit by the attack that was just a simple swing of the sword. Fortunately, he resisted the electric shock, but it wasn’t really that comforting.Mir just stood in place and swung his Blue Dragon Dao while Grid and Kraugel had to avoid it with all their power. Reacting, predicting, and avoiding the lightning strikes that occurred every time Mir swung the Blue Dragon Dao caused a tremendous drain on their mental power and health. 


  “Gasp, gasp, gasp...”


  Grid unconditionally triggered the world of transcendence every time Mir moved and it placed great pressure on his body. His stamina was rapidly consumed and his movements became somewhat dull. On the other hand, Kraugel lost his health, but still had some stamina. 


  ‘My role has become bigger.’


  Grid and Kraugel’s purpose wasn’t to kill Mir. They expected from the beginning that it was impossible to fight Mir and win. Grid just wanted to test Mir’s skills to set an agenda for the future. Kraugel couldn’t turn away from such a Grid. 


  Yes, don’t overdo it. It was enough to go back alive. 


  As Mir once again swung the Blue Dragon Dao, Kraugel triggered Thunderbolt and rushed forward. The lightning that passed by his cheek gave him a thrilling pain, but he persevered. He arrived in front of Mir in an instant, but Mir watched him with an unconcerned gaze. 


  “Sword Saint Kraugel, your skills are very good but they are useless against me who has absorbed the Blue Dragon’s Breath.” 


  The words were belatedly heard. Mir had already disappeared from Kraugel’s sight. Kraugel was trying to chase after Mir when a notification window appeared in front of him. 


  [Your super sensitivity state has increased by 1.] 


  It was a tremendous growth rate. Mir’s speed after using Lightning God and the Blue Dragon Dao was developing Kraugel’s super sensitivity in real time. It was inferior compared to Grid, who already entered the world of transcendence, but it was a growth rate that was enough to motivate Kraugel. 


  The Blue Dragon Dao cut Kraugel’s side and then moved to stab him in the back. Kraugel couldn’t withstand the shock and fell forward, but the Blue Dragon Dao was already in front of Kraugel’s eyes as he touched the snowy ground. This time, the Blue Dragon Dao pierced his chest. 


  Blood flowed as Mir approached Kraugel’s side. Kraugel was able to see the sword scar on Mir’s white neck. It was presumably a wound that occurred quite some time ago. 


  “Why didn’t you learn Muller’s secret techniques? Do you think you have more potential than Muller? If so, it is a terrible arrogance.” 


  The sharp criticism was filled with emotions. Kraugel figured out who made the sword scar on Mir’s neck. 


  ‘What if... what if I give up on being stubborn now?’ 


  Could he compete with Mir for a moment? Kraugel was shaken for a moment when a voice entered his ears. 


  “What is that bullshit?” It was Grid’s voice. His gaze as he approached Kraugel’s left side while using the five fusion sword dance intersected with Mir’s gaze who was standing on Kraugel’s right side. “Kraugel will go beyond Muller.”


  “......!” 


  The words were filled with conviction. These words caused the troubles that had been rushing like a wave and tormenting Kraugel disappear like snow melting. 


  “......!” Mir had experienced Grid’s sword dance at the beginning of the battle and hadn’t felt too much interest in it. Now he was shocked. Both Kraugel and Mir noticed it. Grid’s sword dance had become sharper, more accurate, and more powerful than what it was just a few minutes ago. 


  “Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle.” 


  A mental image of destruction manifested itself and the entire space was filled with an overbearing deterrence. It was enough for Mir, who was using Lightning God, to shrink back, and Kraugel predicted Mir’s actions. He used ‘Loop Sword’ against Mir who was trying to accelerate away and pulled him to the side. The price was terrible. He lost all his remaining health from the immediate counterattack and entered the immortality state. 


  However, Mir also paid a great price. He was hit by Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle that was released from the combination of the Enlightenment Sword and Fire Dragon Sword. Mir’s eyes widened with surprise from the pain that was beyond imagination before a smile appeared on his face. 


  “I’m looking forward to... the future.” 


  Then Mir’s flames were overlaid on the Storm of the Fire God created by Grid. They were flames mixed with poison and lightning. The flames caused a fierce explosion when they collided that engulfed Grid and Kraugel. After that, Mir persistently attacked the two of them. All resistance from Grid and Kraugel was neutralized and the two of them were eventually killed. 


  “...I need to become stronger to challenge the remaining Four Gods later,” Grid murmured. 


  Now all he had to do was free the white tiger and the blue dragon. Due to this pressure, Grid was naturally obsessed with the East Continent. Now he neatly arranged his goals. Grid was able to immediately realize what he needed to do. A more correct and rational plan was made. 


  On the other hand, Kraugel became obsessed with Mir. 


  ‘We fought for less than 30 minutes, yet I gained two points in super sensitivity. I’ve lost experience, but it is much more difficult to increase my super sensitivity than to gain levels.’ 


  It was a very ignorant method, but he thought that insisting on fighting Mir would help him grow rapidly. They worked together, but had different goals. In any case, the result was the same. They would continue to become stronger and stronger.


  1. In Korean myths, East Asian dragons are sometimes depicted as carrying a giant orb known as the yeouiju. It was said that whoever could wield the yeouiju was blessed with the ability of omnipotence and creation. 
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  Grid recorded the entire encounter with the yangban, Mir, from the moment of their meeting up to the point of his own death. 


  “This is real and isn’t fake?” 


  At Shin Youngwoo’s house... 


  The smile disappeared from the face of Jishuka, who arrived just in time to see Youngwoo log out. The shock she received was so great that Jishuka, who bought a roasted sweet potato and came to play, put the sweet potato she was trying to feed to Youngwoo into his nose instead. 


  It wasn’t enough to operate large-scale field magic (Earth God) and a unique barrier (Storm of the Fire God) at the same time. He could carry out high speed movements without any advance action (Lightning God) and shoot lightning from the sword... 


  


  


  The fighting power of the yangban, Mir, was more overwhelming than any other enemy Jishuka had ever encountered. 


  “Isn’t it pointless to analyze the patterns? Using field magic to destroy formations, moving at a speed that can’t be followed with the naked eye, while applying a large-area debuff and a unique barrier... how can we kill such an attacker?” 


  What means could they use to surpass such a ridiculous monster? It was impossible. At the current time, he was completely invincible. Jishuka was complaining only to suddenly shut her mouth. It was because Youngwoo (Grid) popped into her mind as she listed Mir’s strengths. Field magic, unique barriers, and speed that was difficult to follow were all characteristics of Youngwoo. 


  “Now that I’m seeing you... do you have no conscience? Indeed, from the time you received the love of both Yura and I, you built a wall of conscience.” 


  “...Your Korean has improved a lot.” 


  “I am Korean now, so I should naturally do well.” 


  It had been a year since Jishuka naturalized here. She had become accustomed to the sentiments of South Koreans, who were somewhat cautious compared to South Americans. Therefore... 


  “By the way... how are you with Yura these days?” 


  Jishuka was once so passionate and bold that she decided to immigrate because she wanted to be close to Youngwoo. Now it had weakened. The self-confidence of ‘Youngwoo’s heart doesn’t matter, it is enough if I like Youngwoo’ and ‘there isn’t a man who wouldn’t fall for a woman like me’ had long disappeared. 


  Youngwoo was the first to take care of his family and be considerate to others in any situation. Her heart for Youngwoo had grown excessively as she watched his gentleness for the past year. 


  One morning, it was a day when she had breakfast with Youngwoo’s family as usual without showing that her body and head were heavy due to illness. Youngwoo had quietly followed her home and wrapped his scarf around her. He took her home, bought medicine, and stayed with her all day. He was the best player in the world and had a greater responsibility than anyone else, causing him to value time more than gold, yet he wasted a whole day taking care of her. 


  Looking at him, Jishuka had realized something. If she became his family member, she would never be lonely and would be happy forever. From then on, it became difficult. Jishuka wasn’t satisfied with merely being by Youngwoo’s side. She became depressed when she watched from the window as Youngwoo went out to meet Yura every weekend. 


  “What about her? It is the same. Eating, dating...” 


  “Did you sleep?” 


  “...What are you saying all of a sudden?” 


  “Have you kissed?” 


  “......”


  “Hands as well... you must’ve held it.” 


  At first, Youngwoo took it as a joke, but his expression soon hardened. He read the melancholy in Jishuka’s expression and the darkness in her eyes. He wanted to comfort her. She was strong, imposing, and beautiful every day, so he wanted to embrace the weak figure that she rarely showed. 


  However, he endured it. It was more difficult than stopping any addiction, but he was able to endure it because Yura’s face suddenly appeared. 


  He made up his mind and opened his mouth, “Why are you making that expression because of me when you are loved by everyone in the world? Take this opportunity to look back. Jishuka, there is no reason to like me. You are just clinging to the emotions you felt in the hard moments when you were helped by me. Maybe you care about what you owe for the Red Phoenix Bow.” 


  “Don’t speak so rudely.” 


  “......”


  “Who are you to measure my feelings? I am the only one who can deny my heart. It is your freedom not to accept my heart, but you have no right to judge and deny my heart. Just say no if you don’t like me. Why make people so miserable?” 


  “...Sorry, I was too short-sighted.” 


  “As long as you know and are sorry. In any case, I knew your heart, so I’ll stop talking about it in the future. We can’t be lovers, but we can be friends like we are now, right?” 


  “......”


  “Oh, I should go and rest early today. I’ll continue to devise a strategy to help you when you challenge Mir again some day. Additionally, don’t forget to turn on ventilation mode when you enter the capsule. You might fart because you ate a lot of sweet potatoes.” 


  “...Uh, yes.” 


  Youngwoo also liked Jishuka. How many people in the world could dislike her when she was capable, responsible, bright, strong, and beautiful? In the beginning, Jishuka was Youngwoo’s benefactor. If she hadn’t led Grid to the Tzedakah Guild and allowed him to make good friends, Youngwoo’s status might not be much different from Agnus. 


  However, it was Yura, not Jishuka, who had a greater place in Youngwoo’s heart. He saw her courageous confession in front of the world and as they walked, talked, ate together, and watched movies together, Youngwoo realized that he had great affection for her. 


  He saw her pretending to be strong when she wasn’t as strong as Jishuka, and saw her pretending to be bright when she wasn’t as bright as Jishuka. This made him want to be with her more and more. He wanted to stand by her side so that she could be really strong and really bright. 


  He felt sorry for Jishuka. No, feeling sorry was just an excuse. She deserved to meet a man who was much better and nicer than him. It was better to help her clear up her feelings as soon as possible, rather than stick to ambiguity. He had known it for a while, but he kept putting it off because he didn’t have the courage. 


  “......”


  His heart was shaken before it soon became empty. It felt like the heart that had swelled up after meeting Jishuka was torn apart. It was painful. It hurt. Youngwoo felt bitter pain as he watched the back of Jishuka walking helplessly out of the building. He wanted to rely on alcohol. He wanted to become drunk so he could forget the whole day. 


  However, he knew. The harder it was, the more he had to keep his spirit up. He had to keep busy. 


  “Why do I have to go through this type of pain...?” 


  Youngwoo leaned blankly against the window for a long time before moving quickly. As usual, he went to the capsule and lay down. It was the moment when Overgeared God Grid came to Satisfy. 


  ***


  After the fierce battle with Mir, Grid left for hell. 


  Sometimes alone and sometimes with Yura, he hunted demons and focused on growth. His heart wanted to concentrate on blacksmithing first. He wanted to create a new sword based on the inspiration from using Hexetia’s Short Sword and the problems he realized while fighting Mir. 


  However, it was still premature. The ‘Overgeared God Grid Statue’ needed to gain at least six more levels to give a dexterity buff similar to the full level ‘Hero King Grid Statue.’ If he made an item before that, there was a high probability that he would get a result that was worse than before. Additionally, Braham’s mineral magic forging was far from over. He judged that for the time being, it was better to hunt and level up his Tailoring skill. 


  “Oh my~ that is pretty underwear~ are you making it to give to us as a gift?” 


  Grid wore Lee Jeong’s training tools set while sewing and felt like an old sage cutting rice cakes in a room with no lights on. It was difficult. It was hard. He stabbed his fingers dozens of times and the stitching was ugly. 


  


  


  However, the moment he finished a piece of underwear after the hard work, the proficiency of his Tailoring skill increased remarkably. It was the synergy created by combining the double skill proficiency effect attached to the Gourmet Dragon’s Needle with Lee Jeong’s training set. 


  Grid had been smiling happily at the rewarding results. Then he heard these words and looked like he was chewing on shit. 


  “I would be crazy to give this to you.” 


  He was speaking to the succubi. He thought he was likely to be misunderstood as a pervert if he went around with them while they were only wearing underwear. 


  ‘I need to get in contact with a skin maker as soon as possible.’ 


  At first, he attempted to dress the succubi. However, the succubi were a race that hated wearing clothes. He could forcibly dress them by giving them an order but the moment they were dressed, they lost motivation and this caused an overall decline in stats. The smartest method was to attach skin to the succubi’s underwear to make it look like something other than underwear. 


  “Then you made it to give to this sister~?” 


  “I don’t think it will suit her~? Master’s taste is different from this sister’s taste~” 


  The succubi compared the underwear to Yura. Yura’s face turned red when she saw the shape of the underwear. 


  Grid hastily explained. "This underwear doesn't reflect my taste. I might be making underwear, but I have to make it in various shapes and types in order to quickly improve my dexterity and Tailoring proficiency...” 


  Unfortunately, Grid didn’t have long to explain. Just then, the ground shook and a demon army started to flock from beyond the horizon. What was with this massive army? 


  Grid was startled and took off the blindfold covering his eyes. The first thing he saw were chariots led by three-headed rhinoceroses. The demon shooters on the chariots pulled the bowstring in unison. 


  “......!” 


  Grid’s expression stiffened when he saw the arrows flying through the sky. It was because the speed at which the arrows were fired was unusual. 


  “Get back!” 


  Grid determined that the succubi wouldn’t be able to avoid them and stepped forward. He used Link to open a sword curtain to block the arrows. 


  Tatang!


  Yura was also shooting. The magic bullets she fired already killed three shooters. Even so, the chariots didn’t lose their momentum. There were a lot of them. Hundreds of chariots rushed toward Grid. 


  ‘Isn’t this dangerous?’ 


  During the times when he left hell, Grid left the succubi in hell. It was because he wasn’t ready to take them in front of people. The succubi welcomed Grid every time he returned. Unlike what he thought, they waited without betraying Grid. Since then, they had been together and friendship accumulated. 


  “Elfin Stone!” 


  “Blood Field.” 


  In fact, the smartest way was to abandon the succubi. The most damage-free way to avoid the chariots was to summon pets like Noe and Randy before using Shunpo to flee with just Yura. However, Grid always had a stupid streak. He mobilized Noe, Randy, the Overgeared Skeletons, and the vampires to confront the advance of the chariots head on. If a pet died in the process, there was a penalty before they were summoned again, but he accepted it. 


  It was a clash of strength and strength. The chariots led by the three-headed rhinoceroses and Grid’s forces collided head-on, shaking the battlefield. 


  Grid was very busy. Priority was given to protecting Elfin Stone whose Blood Field weakened the enemy. The spear attacks of the riders on the rhinoceroses were blocked as he worked with Noe and Randy to counterattack and kill them. The Overgeared Skeletons and succubi were to the side, mocking or bewitching the riders. 


  Grid could feel the advance of the chariots losing their momentum, but it wasn’t enough to relax. The power of the chariots was too great. The demonkin he met in the hells in the 20s couldn’t be compared. It happened the moment when the wounded Noe and Randy made pained sounds... 


  Clap clap clap!


  The sound of applause was heard from outside the area of Blood Field. Grid shifted his gaze and was startled. The title of the demon who clapped was ‘Deputy Commander of the 10th Hell.’ 


  ‘10th Hell?’ 


  Why did a demon from the 10th Hell appear in a hell in the 20s? The demon shouted toward the puzzled Grid, “It is amazing that you have inherited the swordsmanship of the Undefeated King! Now! Get in next to me! Leraje, one of the 33 monarchs who rules Hell is waiting for you!” 


  Leraje—the great demon who appeared in the Undefeated King’s diary. Grid recalled this and exchanged looks with Yura. Yura couldn’t make a hasty judgment. 


  A great demon. The 10th ranked great demon was inviting players to her castle. The foreshadowing of a hidden quest was obvious but it was also clear that there would be risks. In the end, the decision was up to the party leader, Grid. 


  “...Okay, let’s meet her first.” 


  The deputy commander’s chariot that was led by 10 rhinos—Grid and Yura climbed on top of something that could be called a fortress. The deputy commander glared at Yura, but didn’t drive her out. On the other hand, the succubi were stopped. “The lower classes of the 32nd Hell, get out.” 


  “Go and wait with Glant,” Grid ordered them. 


  “Depaaart!” 


  After saying farewell to the succubi, the chariot carrying Grid and Yura left for the 10th Hell.




  Chapter 1380


  Blank.


  “...Shuka!” 


  Blaaank.


  “Jishuka!” 


  Jishuka’s condition had been strange since two days ago. She was like a mesmerized person. She couldn’t focus on anything and just stared at the air. Her symptoms didn’t improve even in the middle of the hunting ground. 


  “Hey, Jishuka! Are your ears blocked?” 


  “What a surprise! Speak more softly!” 


  “Keok!” 


  


  


  Vantner fended off the stone thrown by Jishuka only to scream. It was because Jishuka’s knee attack caught him in the side. He staggered, raised his head again to blow away the monster’s head, and asked Jishuka, “What is going on with you these days? Why haven’t you been able to focus? It isn’t easy for people to give you a bus ride. Do you want to forcibly get off?” 


  “I hunt more mobs than you, but I am catching a bus?” 


  “You are a damage dealer and I’m a tanker. The speed at which you hunt mobs is bound to be faster.” 


  “So this is a team project. What type of bus is it?” 


  “......”


  Vantner had no words to refute it. The one who claimed he was a bus driver wondered if this was actually a bus. Jishuka changed to the Bow Saint and showed strong attack power despite her lowered level. In particular, if she used the Red Phoenix Bow, then she overpowered damage dealers who were over 100 levels higher than her. He couldn’t help thinking about Grid. 


  Jishuka once again kicked the side of the thinking Vantner. 


  “Keok, why did you hit me?” 


  “I think you just had a bad thought.” 


  “Is it a woman’s intuition? Damn, that intuition sucks. I was just thinking about Grid? Why is it not enough when liking someone... Keok!” 


  “Don’t talk about Grid!” 


  “......”


  It was only after the third kick that Vantner shut his mouth. Over the past two days, he noticed that it was Grid that caused Jishuka’s bad condition. 


  “Did you get dumped?” 


  Jishuka glared at Vantner who asked in a straightforward manner. She wanted to believe that what she experienced a few days ago was a dream, and wanted to find words to deny it, but unfortunately, she couldn’t find it. In the end, she had to confirm it. 


  “Yes, I was dumped. It is hard, so don’t be noisy and go and drive the mobs.” 


  “Hmm...” 


  Vantner didn’t comfort Jishuka. From the perspective of a third party, the relationship between Grid and Jishuka was ambiguous. Contrary to her appearance, Jishuka was adept at dating and showed affection to Grid, but she didn’t exceed a certain line. She immigrated to South Korea to stay next to Grid, but she didn’t know how to increase progress and just hung around. 


  It was around half a year after she immigrated. Vantner and the Overgeared members had been amazed when they saw Jishuka kiss the driving Grid on the cheek and said it was a really happy and thrilling experience. She immigrated all that way just for a kiss on the cheek? Wasn’t this an act exchanged with a friend one hadn’t met after a long time? 


  ...It was hopeless. The future was bleak when seeing that she was excited just to kiss his cheek, rather than launching an aggressive offensive against Grid, who was probably a late bloomer. Jiskuka wasn’t able to make progress for a long time. Due to this, Grid couldn’t grasp how sincere she was. Their relationship that was a bit too close to be friends and too elusive to be lovers might continue for years to come. 


  Everyone thought so. 


  ‘...Yet she was dumped?’ 


  Vantner was competent. Additionally, he was popular due to his hearty and pleasant personality. He might be bald, but he had a charm that attracted people. He unfortunately didn’t have any dating experience, but he always took the role of dating counselor for his friends. He was the so-called love doctor. He noticed that this incident was suggesting a positive change. 


  “Hmm, hmm, I see.” 


  “What? I feel bad.” 


  Vantner’s smiling attitude after hearing that someone had been dumped was enough to stimulate Jishuka. She was clenching her fists and trembling when Vantner patted her on the shoulder. “You are finally starting to be loved.” 


  “...What?” 


  “Don’t you think there is a reason why Grid has dumped you now when he always treated you so ambiguously? Grid has developed feelings for you. He started to feel sorry for maintaining the ambiguous relationship and as a result, he let you go for your own happiness.” 


  “What dog-like nonsense is this?” 


  “Baby, love is like a dog. In particular, when inexperienced people are in love, they make choices like fools.” 


  “Then what... Grid dumped me because he likes me and he is going to regret it now?” 


  “He will regret it. If he misses you like this, he might have lingering feelings for you forever.” 


  “I-Is that so?” 


  Jishuka’s eyes widened as she returned her bow to her inventory. Vantner grabbed her as she was about to leave to search for Grid. "Are you a fool? The reason Grid didn’t accept your heart and let you go is because he likes Yura better than you. In the end, he chose Yura instead of you. What are you going to do when you find him right now?” 


  “Then what should I do?” 


  “What else? Don’t hide the sorrow and melancholy you feel, but express it. Every time Grid sees you lose your energy, he will regret it more. He won’t be able to bear it and will eventually come back to you. If he doesn’t come? Then you can run a new strategy. First of all, the love doctor will design a plan that will induce jealousy. Grid currently has a greater liking for Yura because he is dating her every week. The moment my plan is carried out, things will be reversed.” 


  “......”


  Jishuka didn’t hear Vantner’s words starting from the middle. 


  Grid, who would feel regret and hurt...


  From the moment she heard this, Jishuka became depressed and distracted. She was distressed as she imagined Grid struggling because of herself. Therefore— 


  “What type of love doctor are you when you haven’t even dated anyone~ are all the doctors in the world frozen and dead?” 


  She smiled brightly on purpose. 


  “Let’s go hunting. Hurry and drive the mobs over.” 


  “...Sigh, so frustrating.” 


  Vantner had been watching Jishuka since he was a teenager. He knew the captain’s personality so he noticed the choice she made in this moment. 


  “Sun Guard!” 


  Vantner expressed his anger with his entire body. He wasn’t a performance artist. Monsters flocked to him as he reflected sunlight off his bald head, while Jishuka’s arrows shot them down in turn. Thanks to Vantner being at her side, Jishuka’s growth rate exceeded the transcendent Grid when he was at the same level. 


  ***


  All living things had their own status. Among them, the demons were judged using status. Out of tens of thousands of demons, only 33 accumulated enough status to become ‘rulers of hell.’ Then out of the 33 great demons, only nine could turn hell inside out alone. In that sense, Leraje’s status was somewhat ambiguous. 


  Ruler of the 10th Hell. She was obviously strong. In the vast hell, there were only a handful of beings who could stand above Leraje. Yet if one asked Leraje if she could overturn the situation of hell alone, this clearly wasn’t the case. She was very strong, but her strength was somewhat inferior to compete with the single digit great demons. 


  Fortunately, the single digit great demons were located deep in hell. In the ‘surface’ areas, Leraje’s status was already at the top of the pyramid of hell. This allowed her to reign like an emperor of the rulers of hell and there were countless demons who envied and followed her. 


  Leraje wanted to revive the expectations of the demons who followed her. Thus, she developed a habit. 


  “Ever since the birth of me, King Leraje, only the word ‘victory’ and ‘winning’ have been on the path I walked.” 


  "Ohhhh! As expected, Leraje is the best!” 


  "Kyaaak! Leraje! Too cool!” 


  ...It was the so-called bragging. There were nine rulers above her, but Leraje always called herself ‘the best.’ She instilled the fact that she was the best into the demons who believed in her and followed her. In fact, it wasn’t a big exaggeration. 


  “Just one time.” 


  Gulp.


  Leraje’s eyes had always been overflowing with confidence and ambition. Now, in a rare manner, they sank and the demons couldn’t help gulping. 


  “There was only one time when I didn’t win.” 


  “Gasp...”The demons were frightened. Out of the thousands of demons gathered at Leraje’s castle, there was only one demon who wasn’t surprised. It was Rose, the only great demon ‘candidate’ among the players. 


  ‘Is this so surprising? She is obviously in 10th place. She must’ve lost after challenging the 9th great demon in the ranking battle.’ 


  Wasn’t that why she was 10th? 


  Leraje noticed her thoughts. “You... are the rumored child who was born at this time.” 


  “Yes! I am called Rose! I became a demon with the blessing of Amoract!” 


  Regardless of whether it was a deception or not, Rose was very sincere toward Leraje. She acted like she was serving the most precious being in hell. She was prepared to slam her head into the ground in a bow. Then Leraje’s firm face twitched a bit. 


  “Hmm, Amoract... Yes, I’ll remember.” 


  Leraje looked at the group once again. She closed her eyes and opened then again as if she was recalling the past. 


  “No matter who I compete with, I always have the habit of winning. I am sure to win. The one who left a record of a ‘draw’ with me, one of the 33 rulers of hell... it was surprisingly a human.” 


  “......!”


  “......!”


  The eyes of the demons widened. They started to murmur the name ‘Muller’ among them. Leraje denied it. 


  “The human who reached a draw with me wasn’t the Sword Saint. His name was Madra... yes, Madra.” 


  Madra—it was a name Rose had heard of. He originally wasn’t a famous figure. Like Pagma, he was a legend belatedly known to the world thanks to Grid. 


  “He was called the Undefeated King!” 


  “The Undefeated King!” 


  The commotion among the demons grew. The Undefeated King—a king who never lost. Wasn’t it a title that could challenge Leraje? 


  “He deserves to be undefeated. It might’ve been a fight in the human world, but... I was overwhelmingly at a disadvantage, but... it is commendable that he barely survived the fierce battle with me. Huhuhut.” 


  “Ohh!” The demons admired it. They thought this human was certainly great to be praised by King Leraje. It happened when their attention was focused on the Undefeated King. 


  “Deputy Commander Kalbaba has returned from his mission!” 


  The ground shook and the proud chariot army of the 10th Hell returned. However, there were two humans standing on the chariot of Deputy Commander Kalbaba. The demons were filled with killing intent. They read the energy of the infamous Demon Slayer. 


  “Calm down.” 


  Leraje restrained the demons with a single word. The demons who had been rushed toward Yura immediately bowed and took a step back. There was a smile on Leraje’s face.


  “Let me introduce you. That man is the successor of the Undefeated King.” 


  “......!”


  “......!”


  The eyes of the demons staring at Yura belatedly focused on Grid. 


  “I, Supreme King Leraje, will have a fair fight with the successor of the Undefeated King in order to express my condolences to the Undefeated King, who couldn’t handle the wounds inflicted by me and died, as well as restore my record of total victory.” 


  “Uwaaaaahhhhh!” 


  The atmosphere in the great hall heated up. It was an absurd feast of bullshit and an unconvincing development from Grid’s perspective. 


  ‘What? Is this why she invited us?’ 


  What draw when she originally lost to ‘Death Knight’ Madra? Did she have dementia or something? He thought there would be a special event, but his expectations were shattered. He came for nothing. It was a type that shouldn’t be crossed. 


  Leraje spoke to the disappointed Grid, who was looking for a way to retreat, “You, successor of the Undefeated King.” 


  “......?”


  “Unlike when I fought the Undefeated King in the past, this is hell. It is advantageous to me and disadvantageous for you. Thus, I will set some conditions. Hmm... Yes, I will sit still on this throne. Additionally, I will only use one arm. It is also a fair duel. I won’t take your life.” 


  “......”


  “Five minutes. If within five minutes, I rise from the throne or use both arms, it is my defeat. Otherwise, it is my victory. Will you accept this duel?” 


  Leraje, the great demon of struggle—she had to fight and she had to win. The more she won, the stronger she became. She told the Undefeated King, ‘It is only by turning my defeated record into victory that I can gain more power.’ Now that the Undefeated King was dead, she had no choice but to cling to Grid, who inherited his skills. 


  “...I understand.” 


  Grid nodded after confirming the contents of the quest that popped up in front of him. At the same time, a quest with a time limit of five minutes began. Grid didn’t delay. He used all his buff skills, started the five fusion sword dance and triggered Shunpo the moment the action of the sword dance reached the end. 


  “...Wait, let’s do it again.” Leraje’s eyes widened before she politely made a request. She was still sitting on the throne. However, the mark of Transcended Linked Kill Wave remained on both her arms.




  Chapter 1381


  Shake shake!


  She raised both arms at the start of the duel. The impact that followed the collision wasn’t fully absorbed. For a short moment, Leraje was mesmerized. She couldn’t believe the reality when she saw the sword marks on both arms. If she was the only person here, she would’ve stared blankly at her arms for a few minutes. 


  “...Wait, let’s do it again.” 


  Leraje was conscious of the gazes of the thousands of demons in the great hall as she politely requested it. At the same time, she concealed her arms using her wide sleeves. Transparent mucus oozed over the pale pink skin. The sticky mucus covered and erased the wounds. 


  


  


  Grid caught a glimpse of Leraje’s healing ability through the gaps in her fluttering sleeves and grasped the truth. 


  ‘This is the reason why the power of the sword dance is halved.’ 


  The wavelength created by the first part of Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle. Grid hadn’t been flustered when the mental image of Kill didn’t have any effect on Leraje. The 10th great demon, Leraje—it was normal for the 10th ranked great demon to have a good body. 


  It wasn’t strange if she was several times stronger than Hell Gao, who lost his body, was weakened and came to the human world. It wasn’t surprising that she exerted a mental power or momentum that overwhelmed the mental image of Transcended Link Kill. 


  ...It was just very shocking to see her blocking Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle with her bare arms. 


  She used the back of her soft hands that weren’t even wearing gauntlets to block the dozens of blades from Link, the wavelengths of sword energy created by Transcend and Wave were blocked with her thin wrists, and she grabbed and twisted Kill with her bare hands... 


  It was amazing to see her read the trajectory of Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle and react to it, but the sight of her dealing with it using her bare body was even more incredible. Now he was convinced. Leraje released mucus from the skin and her characteristic seemed to be to half and block physical force. 


  ‘This is usually a characteristic of amphibians. Magic... She is an opponent who needs to be attacked using fire magic.’ 


  Yura had told him that the demons must abide by their agreements. At the very least, Leraje couldn’t harm Grid while the quest was active. However, she was a great demon and he would have to risk his life fighting her one day. He had to collect as much information as possible. Characteristics and skills were the basics. It was better to understand the personality. Even if they had the same stats, they showed different battle patterns depending on their personality. He should talk a lot with her. 


  “Do it again? Your words...” Grid was trying to speak when he shut his mouth. 


  [The quest ‘Confrontation with Leraje’ has been cleared.] 


  [Leraje’s Pledge has been acquired as a reward for clearing the quest.] 


  [Leraje’s Pledge] 


  [The 10th Great Demon, Leraje, hates defeat. Even if she loses the fight, she hopes it will be known that she won. 


  If you pledge never to say you have won against Leraje, she will reward you with a gift of gratitude. 


  Weight: 0.1] 


  It was a piece of paper asking him not to disclose the results of the duel to the outside world. The blank signature line required Grid’s signature. 


  “......”


  Grid confirmed the contents of the pledge and fully grasped Leraje’s personality. Hundreds of years ago, on the Behen Archipelago, Leraje was defeated by Madra and it was even Death Knight Madra. However, Leraje concealed the truth. She didn’t tell the demons that Madra was a death knight and she also concealed her defeat, calling it a draw. 


  At first, Grid thought she had dementia. Now it turned out to just be serious bluffing.


  ‘...It would be better to sign this.’ 


  The main reason Grid accepted Leraje’s duel was because he coveted the quest rewards. It was difficult to refuse because he had to sign it in order to get a reward. The moment he refused, it would be meaningless to perform the quest. 


  ‘There is nothing to lose if I go along with the bluff.’ 


  Grid calculated the maximum benefits and signed his name on the pledge without hesitation. 


  [You have made the pledge with Leraje.] 


  [The gag order is triggered due to the contract with a great demon. If you leak the result of your fight with Leraje to others, you will be severely punished by the contract.] 


  [The right to terminate the contract belongs only to Leraje.] 


  Leraje confirmed Grid signed the pledge and spoke with a stiff expression, “Undefeated King’s successor. You don’t understand the nature of this confrontation.” 


  “......”


  The atmosphere in the hall was cold. There was doubt and confusion in the eyes of the thousands of demons staring at Leraje on the throne. They were great demon candidates who saw great demons as competitors.The reason they looked up to and respected Leraje was because they were attracted by Leraje’s saga of always winning. 


  However, now they witnessed Leraje’s defeat. They were stunned by Leraje using both arms straight away when she said she would only use one arm. They started to doubt Leraje’s strength. She was in danger of losing her Supreme King status, which was maintained only by victory. 


  Leraje was anxious and hurriedly continued, “My—ugh.” 


  She bit her tongue and her skin turned red with shame. Yet Leraje tried not to show it and kept insisting. 


  “...The reason I applied for a confrontation with you was to conclude my fight against the Undefeated King. I assumed you were the successor of the Undefeated King, not anyone else, when participating in the fight. However, you were cowardly and used a technique other than the Undefeated King’s Swordsmanship to destroy the essence of the confrontation.” 


  Leraje raised both arms. The thin forearms that had been hidden by the wide sleeves appeared in front of the demons. There wasn’t even the smallest scratch on them. 


  “Ohh...!” 


  The demons admired it. The sword technique used a moment ago by the human contained an incredibly strong power. They were sure that it would be hard for them to survive if they were targeted by the sword technique. Meanwhile, Leraje wasn’t hurt at all after confronting the sword technique. Therefore, Leraje’s strength really deserved its reputation. The doubts they felt disappeared and respect rose again. 


  “Undefeated King’s successor. I, Supreme King Leraje, could’ve grabbed your neck and killed you instantly. I showed mercy due to the fight I didn’t win. Be thankful for the circumstances and let’s fight again with the right attitude.” 


  “Yes! You cowardly human! Don’t play tricks and fight fairly!” 


  Boo!Boooooo!


  The demons started booing Grid. They called him cowardly or told him to fight fairly. 


  ‘Is this something demons should say?’ 


  Leraje’s castle—it was decorated like a banquet hall for human nobles and the atmosphere here was quite different from other places in hell. It was cheerful and free. It felt like Leraje’s unique bluffing and stubborn persistence subtly distracted from the evils of the demons. 


  ‘...In any case.’ 


  Now was the time to focus on the situation. Grid checked the quest window that reappeared. 


  [Confrontation with Leraje (2)] 


  [Difficulty: SSS 


  Fight against the 10th Great Demon, Leraje. If you make Leraje rise from the throne or use both arms within five minutes, it will be your victory. 


  However, the attack skills that can be used are limited to the Undefeated King’s Swordsmanship. 


  Quest Clear Reward: Leraje’s gift.]


  [Would you like to accept the quest?] 


  “I will give you another chance. Come.” 


  A small, slender body that didn’t match the huge throne—Leraje tried to be stern as she clapped her hands. The opportunity was obtained by him, but the target was trying to look her best. 


  


  


  Grid smiled at the absurdity and nodded. “I’m coming.” 


  [The quest has been accepted.] 


  “Sigh.”


  Grid wasn’t in a hurry. The opponent declared that she would sit still on the throne. There was no need for him to roll, run around, or catch her. He could just focus on attacking. Just one strike. He recalled and implemented the essence of the Undefeated King’s Swordsmanship. 


  “100,000 Army.” Grid’s waist twisted to the limit. On the forearm holding the sword, his veins bulged like they were going to explode. “Blockade Sword.” 


  A sword technique that dealt 100% attack damage to all visible enemies and gave the ‘blockade’ effect for three seconds. The scariest thing about the Undefeated King’s Swordsmanship lay in the fact that it used the Blockade Sword as a starting point. The blockaded targets couldn’t use any skills or magic for three seconds. 


  The Enlightenment Sword and Fire Dragon Sword had been combined into one item. The moment it moved in a half moon shape, the air was cut and an eerie sound occured. 


  “...Eh?” 


  The demons lined up on the left and right of Leraje’s throne. The bodies of the demons in Grid’s field of view slanted. They were cut by the Blockade Sword. On the other hand, Leraje stopped it. She raised one arm in a leisurely manner. Her arm cut by the sword energy was glistening with mucus. 


  ‘Is it lacking?’ 


  Grid was filled with a momentary anxiety. The Undefeated King’s Swordsmanship was naturally an excellent skill, but its power was weak compared to the five fusion sword dances. It would be difficult to make her use both arms as long as the Blockade Sword couldn’t cut the mucus. 


  At this moment— 


  [The hidden passive ‘God's Command’ has reset the cooldown of 100,000 Army Blockade Sword. If reused within three seconds, no resources will be consumed.] 


  A light of hope shone on Grid. 


  “100,000 Army Blockade Sword.” 


  “......?” 


  Doubt rose in Leraje’s eyes as she sensed the energy of the Blockade Sword again. Yet once again, she blocked it with one arm. The mucus covering her skin wasn’t cut at all. 


  ‘It isn’t magic seeing that Magic Contemplation isn’t activated.’ 


  Is it an inherent ability, so it isn’t cut? It was tricky and annoying. Grid clicked his tongue and linked to the next sword technique without delay. 


  “100,000 Army Massacre Sword.” 


  A sword technique that dealt damage equivalent to 3000% of his attack power to the target and all those within a radius of 30 meters. The damage even increased by 100% every time a target died, so the power of the Massacre Sword was terrifying. 


  “Eek!” 


  “Kuaack!” 


  Some of the demons previously cut by the Blockade Sword were killed by the Massacre Sword. Gradually, the stronger sword energy squeezed into Leraje’s mucus. A line of blood flowed down Leraje’s forearm. 


  [The hidden passive ‘God's Command’ has reset the cooldown of 100,000 Army Massacre Sword. If reused within three seconds, no resources will be consumed.] 


  “100,000 Army Massacre Sword.” 


  Grid used the Massacre Sword again without any delay. 


  “......!”


  Leraje’s expression stiffened. Despair was on the face of some of the demons who barely survived the Blockade Sword and Massacre Sword. The demons who survived the previous sword techniques died and the sword energy that had grown more powerful cut at Leraje’s forearm. Her bleeding increased even further. 


  “200,000 Army Crushing Sword.” 


  [The hidden passive ‘God's Command’ has reset the cooldown of 200,000 Army Crushing Sword. If reused within three seconds, no resources will be consumed.] 


  “200,000 Army...” 


  “Wait.” 


  Stop.


  He was lucky. The damn God's Command. There was a 50% chance of triggering it, but he felt like it was actually only a 10% chance. Now it burst out three times in a row. The effect was great. Leraje had blocked the previous attacks with one arm, but now she reflexively raised both arms. 


  In the midst of the demons’ silence— 


  “You... you aren’t the successor of the Undefeated King.” Leraje stared at Grid. Her shaking body looked very resentful. “Even the Undefeated King can’t use the same sword technique twice. You... you aren’t his successor. You are his teacher. Yes, you deceived me from the start.” 


  Leraje was the demon of struggle who had to fight and win. Her reputation was damaged when she lost and this was directly connected to a decline in status. Moreover, losing to the same target twice in a row... it was something that absolutely wasn’t allowed to happen. 


  “Me...! Are you mocking me? This confrontation is null and void! It is invalid!” 


  “......”


  “......”


  Leraje was wronged to the point of tears. She tried to refute it, but there were too many witnesses. It was impossible to deceive them twice. 


  [The quest ‘Confrontation with Leraje (2)’ has been cleared.] 


  [You are qualified to enter Leraje’s treasure warehouse as a reward for clearing the quest.] 


  “...I was lucky.” 


  It was easy for a winner to be relaxed. Grid was humble.




  Chapter 1382


  Grid had been convinced from the time that 100,000 Army Blockade Sword failed to cut Leraje’s mucus. He knew he couldn’t defeat Leraje in a normal way. If it wasn’t for God's Command’s triggering three times in a row, he wouldn’t have won this fight with overwhelmingly favorable conditions. 


  “I was lucky,” Grid honestly admitted it. It was easy for a winner to be relaxed. Now that he had won, it wasn’t a loss to act humble. 


  “Uh...!” 


  Grid’s attitude made Leraje even more flustered. She denied defeat while stomping her feet, yet this person humbly said it was thanks to luck that he won. It was a complete defeat. As expected, the demons on the scene started mumbling again. The eyes that were filled with envy toward Leraje not long ago were not filled with distrust. Some of them even laughed at her. 


  ‘It’s ruined! Ruined!’ 


  A surprising thing happened as Leraje increased the strength of her hands holding the armrest of the throne. The armrests were terribly broken, becoming dust and scattering. Grid’s face stiffened. 


  ‘Is this real?’ 


  Grid was a mythical blacksmith. He could instantly see what the material of the red throne was made of. Bloodstone—it was the strongest mineral in hell. The red throne made of bloodstone had at least the same durability as legendary rated items. Yet she simply crushed it to powder using her hands... 


  He wondered if he could endure it if she used skills with such power. 


  ‘I think a head-on confrontation would be suicidal unless I use Saleos’ power.’ 


  It meant that a fight itself wasn’t possible. Did that make sense? 


  Grid was clicking his tongue at the absurdity when he saw the smoke rising over the dust. 


  ‘Ah...’ Grid realized something and his gaze fixed on the broken armrest. A cross section was pouring down. It was flowing down like it wasn’t crushed by force, but corroded by some type of acid. 


  ‘It is like this.’ 


  The mucus dissolved substances that were insufficient by halving physical force. In many ways, Leraje’s ability was very powerful. The duration of Item Combination ended and the Enlightenment Sword and Fire Dragon Sword were separated. The Fire Dragon Sword had infinite durability and it was fine, but the Enlightenment Sword was greatly damaged. 


  ‘It will be virtually impossible to raid Leraje.’ 


  However, it might be easy to raid her if Braham was present. The 10th great demon was certainly a great existence, but it couldn’t be close to Mir, the half-god. Her physical power was so strong that there was a high probably that she would be weak to magic due to the recoil. 


  As Grid was thinking, Leraje’s expression distorted even further. ‘I have become weaker.’


  Two consecutive defeats left a stain on the history of struggle that had been built up over a thousand years. Her status fell and her strength weakened in proportion to the fall. The evidence was that the armrest she originally intended to turn into powder still maintained its form. 


  ‘Should I kill them?’ Leraje’s eyes gleamed with killing intent. The thousands of demons and the Demon Slayer. If she killed all those who witnessed today’s events, the loss might be restored to a certain extent. But... 


  ‘Cowardly bastard!’ 


  Leraje failed to act quickly. It was due to her deputy command Kalbaba and his men who were shedding tears of blood. 


  “You! Master of the Undefeated King! Cowardly hiding your strength and pretending to be the successor of the Undefeated King, proceeding with an unfair fight! Aren’t you ashamed as a human being? Where are the morals and ethics that you humans usually cry out for?” 


  Kalbaba fiercely criticized Grid. He wasn’t defending Leraje because of loyalty. In fact, he was analyzing the situation more objectively than anyone else here. The reason Leraje had an unfavorable confrontation was because she evaluated Grid’s ability as one step below the Undefeated King. 


  In reality, Grid’s sneakiness and cowardice was reprehensible in terms of human morals. He was actually much more powerful than the Undefeated King, but he covered up the truth to win in a despicable manner. The problem was that this was hell. Ordinary demons didn’t have the concept of morality. 


  “You are using tricks and wagging your tail to defend your master... the 10th hell is truly gone.” 


  “A group of losers. Kukukuk.” 


  Leraje had invited various demons to this event. Those who should’ve been eyewitnesses to the victory and improve Leraje’s reputation instead sided with Grid. They were demons obsessed with winner-takes-all and focused only on the results. No matter what, Leraje was defeated in the end. Falling for the opponent’s cowardly trick was just a sign of incompetence. 


  “These guys! If you have something to say, come forward and speak confidently! However, you need to be prepared to get your heads cut off!” 


  “......!”


  “......!”


  The demons were startled and shut up when Kalbaba couldn’t stand their gossiping and roared at them. A chill went down Grid’s spine. He was the close aide of the 10th ranked great demon for a reason. He didn’t have a ranking, but the pressure he gave off was great. 


  ‘It isn’t inferior to the great demons I’ve fought so far.’


  Of course, this was only a story when compared to ‘great demons in the human world,’ but it was clear he was very powerful. He was one level ahead of Andras, who was Baal’s subordinate. Grid glanced at Yura behind him. Her expression was stiff as expected. For her, who had an obligation to purify all of hell, she couldn’t help shrinking back when more powerful demons appeared. 


  ‘Don’t worry. I will help you.’


  One of the reasons why Grid looked back at Yura and was concerned about her was that he personally experienced hell. Grid was worried and sad for her, who fought alone in this huge and terrifying world and was determined to fight alone in the future. Both reality and the game seemed harsh to Yura, so he wanted to help her. Perhaps this idea was the decisive moment in developing his heart for her. 


  “Is no one coming forward? Trivial cowards who distort the essence of the confrontation and say that the 10th hell is gone, you are shameless trash just like that human being!” 


  Kalbaba’s anger as he yelled at the demons turned toward Grid again. He was noticeably quite angry. It was an atmosphere where he would apply for a confrontation just like Leraje. 


  ‘There is nothing good about continuing to fight here.’ 


  Grid quickly made a decision. He didn’t forget that this place was the middle of enemy territory. If he was swept up in the atmosphere and fought against Kalbaba, he would have to fight against the chariot corps that he led. Leraje was bound by the ‘contract’ that she couldn’t hurt Grid, but it was impossible for Grid and Yura to cope with the demons of the 10th hell. There was a high probability they would die. 


  “First... I pay homage to the abilities of Supreme King Leraje.” 


  So far, Grid had experienced and solved numerous episodes. He was accustomed to analyzing the character’s personality and taking the situation into account to create a favorable development. It wasn’t a problem to warm up people. 


  “Kalbaba, your master is worthy of being a ruler of hell. She is really strong. I would’ve lost if it had been a fair confrontation. This is why I acted cowardly after confirming that the content of the confrontation was overwhelmingly favorable to me. Yes, I admit that I am cowardly.” 


  “......”


  “Look at your master being silent. Your master is the strongest, but she seems to be trying to understand the position of the weak by remaining silent. Shouldn’t you be considerate of your master’s position and refrain from causing a further disturbance?” 


  “......!” 


  “......!” 


  All the demons in the great hall, including Kalbaba and the chariot corps, were greatly shaken. As mentioned earlier, demons were obsessed with winner-takes-all. The conventional logic of hell was that the winner could seize everything and claim rights. It was shocking for the winner, Grid, to call himself weak and flatter the loser. The corners of the stiff-faced Leraje started twitching. 


  “Hmm hmm, Kalbaba.” Leraje spoke to Kalbaba, who was speechless because he was flustered by the unexpected reaction, “The words of the Undefeated King’s master are true. I am fully aware of his position. He is certainly very strong, but he is fleeting compared to this body, one of the rulers of hell. I fully understand the feelings of the weak who cowardly hide their identity because they have to accept the confrontation. I, Supreme King Leraje, will show mercy as a strong person and forgive him.” 


  “Umm...!” 


  The demons of the 10th hell were quite different from ordinary demons. Fight, win, and prove their strength. Leraje practiced this simple and fair motto, and was extremely different from other demons. It was the same for her men. In other words, they could talk with each other. 


  “If this is Master’s will, we will also forgive his cowardice!” 


  “I will forgive him!” 


  Leraje’s castle was as huge and complex as a labyrinth. Leraje’s subordinates watching from all over the castle repeated it in unison. The expressions of the demons who laughed at Leraje had no choice but to be contemplative. 


  “Hum hum, follow me. I am much, much, much stronger than you, but in any case, I was defeated in the confrontation. I will give you the gift I promised.” 


  Leraje’s expression was bright as she got up from the throne and called out to Grid. Why did demons keep talking about cowardice...? Grid didn’t like the way that Leraje and her subordinates handled it, but he followed her without expressing it. Then he found something in the treasure warehouse that captured him. Bloodstones that shone more beautifully than gold and silver treasures, a famous hell steed that released blue flames, the sword that the famous Zepar used for a time... 


  In the midst of all these rare treasures, the object that caught Grid’s eye was an old, thin book. Behen Archipelago Record—this was a book about what Leraje went through in the Behen Archipelago. 


  “Why are you interested in this among all the treasures? It is my diary...” 


  I wanted to publish the great battle, but I met the Undefeated King and the contents were twisted, so I sealed it... 


  Leraje was blushing with embarrassment, but Grid just opened the book indifferently. 


  [The Behen Archipelago Record has been chosen as Leraje’s gift.] 


  One of the two rewards he chose was an old diary. Other people wouldn’t understand Grid’s choice, but Grid had already estimated the value of the book. 


   ‘As expected.’ 


  In the Behen Archipelago Record, the impressions of Leraje who witnessed Madra’s swordsmanship were written. Madra’s diary had many contents omitted because he became a death knight and gradually lost his sense of reason, while Leraje’s records were detailed and full. It was enough to get a glimpse of the 400,000 Army Swordsmanship. 


  Meanwhile, in the 32nd Hell... 


  “Dammit! Damn Grid!” 


  Rose, who had been standing close to Leraje, was killed by 100,000 Army Massacre Sword and screamed after resurrecting at the resurrection point. 


  “How many times do you have to grab onto my ankles?” 


  Rose couldn’t overcome her anger and screamed, attracting the attention of demons all around her. The 32nd Hell that lost its master. The demons were competing every day in real time for the vacant throne. Dark clouds fell on the road ahead of Rose as she caught the demons’ attention by causing a useless disturbance.




  Chapter 1383


  Madra’s diary that was held by Grid was an incomplete record. It was clearly written by Undefeated King Madra, but it was a diary written after Madra became a death knight. Therefore, the contents were confusing and the delivery power was poor. 


  In the first place, a death knight was resurrected as an undead using the bones of a person who already died. Using common sense, it was unreasonable to trust and rely on an undead’s diary when the undead had significantly lower cognition compared to when he was alive. 


  ‘The end of the diary is completely unrecognizable.’


  Madra was reluctantly resurrected as an undead and gradually went crazy after hundreds of years. In the end, he cried out strangely. There was no regularity in the sentences he left on paper or his words in the memories he left behind. Even Great Sage Sticks had failed to translate it. 


  


  


  However, Sticks didn’t deny that it was writing or a language. He couldn’t interpret it, but it was hard to see it as just crying. It wasn’t strange to hypothesize that it was the language of the dead, just as the elementals had their own language that humans couldn’t understand. 


  Indeed, his hypothesis was right. The Orb Made from Galgunos’ Bones found in Talima proved this. The orb’s whispers resembled Death Knight Madra’s screaming. 


  ‘Sticks said he would study the orb to learn the language of the dead...’ 


  It was true that it was stagnant. Sticks’ research had been fruitless for several months. He had no idea at all about when Madra’s diary would be interpreted. The Behen Archipelago Record he acquired now was enough to give Grid new hope. 


  “M-Must you see this?” 


  “Yes.” 


  Leraje blushed with shame and showed reluctance, but she didn’t have the right to veto it. She failed to stop Grid from opening the diary that contained her shortcomings. 


  『 The demonic energy of the hell night was removed and day came. The sky brightened and the hell moon dimmed. I was unfamiliar with the landscape of hell that had changed to become like the demon world and Marbas talked about the influence of divinity. Thus, I found out that a god visited hell. 』 


  A god visited hell. It was Hexetia in the days when he was jealous of humans. The myth that Grid knew was described from the perspective of a third party. The moment the first sentence of the Behen Archipelago Record was displayed, Grid’s view gradually darkened. 


  He experienced what Leraje did. 


  ***


  “Invade the human world?” 


  Leraje frowned as she opened the official document that came from the First Hell. 


  “Is it necessary to send me to a place infested only with weak humans?” 


  The value of struggle shone only when fighting and winning against a strong enemy. Leraje had no reason or interest in harassing the weak, so from Leraje’s perspective, the human world wasn’t a very attractive stage. 


  “Huhu, if you don’t want to be a toy, then don’t show your feelings against Baal.” 


  Marbas immediately restored the official document burned by Leraje and persuaded her. 


  “Baal has appointed you, so you should go even if you don’t want to. Additionally, the human world isn’t as weak as you think. The reason why the human world is between hell and heaven is because it is qualified.” 


  “It is qualified? I wonder if that is really the right expression? If the gods don’t protect the human world in order to accumulate divinity, human beings would have perished immediately.” 


  “You can still say that after hearing that Hell Gao was defeated by humans and lost his body?” 


  “Hell Gao must be immersed in hellfire to show his strength. It isn’t a big deal to defeat someone who is seriously restricted in the human world.” 


  “Hrmm... You weren’t part of the ‘old human world,’ so you couldn’t feel the notoriety of the seven malignant saints.” 


  “The seven malignant saints? Aren’t they beyond humans due to the power they received from the gods? No god has given power to humans since then.” 


  “Without divine favor, humans can train and transcend. Or they can build achievements and become legends. Transcendence and legends are the springboards to myths. A representative figure is the Sword Saint who took down Hell Gao...” 


  “Old man, that’s enough. The task will be completed even if I don’t work hard. So don’t install vain expectations in me.” 


  Leraje was skeptical no matter how she thought about it. The human world... 


  Old man Marbas kept saying it would be fun, but it would be a journey without any rewards. There was no anticipation or interest. Nevertheless, Leraje crossed the dimensional portal and headed for the human world with the other demons. Baal wished for it and she had to be obedient. For now, the only way to avoid Baal’s attention was to be a ‘boring chess piece.’ 


  ‘There are still many steps to take until I can confront Baal.’ 


  The power of the struggle became stronger the more valuable a victory. She had the outstanding potential to meet Marbas’ expectations. Leraje felt her soul burning the moment she crossed the portal to the human world. It was worn down and torn. The side of her soul was obviously smaller. All her stats, including strength, declined. 


  “...Hrmm.”


  Leraje had a headache from the air of the human world that was too clear and refreshing. She coughed and surveyed the 66 small islands. She had weakened, but she still had no expectations. She thought that anything that existed in the Behen Archipelago wouldn’t be her match as long as it was human or made by humans. The only thing that could be achieved here was a cheap victory. She wouldn’t be able to grow even if she won dozens or hundreds of times. It was a waste of time. 


  ...This was a mistake. 


  “It is so annoying.” 


  Leraje felt ridicule when she broke through the first island filled with a large number of monsters. However, she was embarrassed from the second island. There were boxes that were tightly locked. There was the rule of the ‘boxes can’t be smashed’ and at least two of them had to be opened within three days to enter the next island. It was just a headache to find the right key for the boxes. In the end... 


  “Uhh... I want to go home.” 


  Leraje was eliminated five times from the second island. After the sixth challenge, she could barely enter the third island. She heard the ‘hungry’ signal from her stomach and started to write her diary in an even more depressed manner. 


  『 Humans devised and installed magic to protect the islands but it is very clumsy. As the trapped demons were confused, I, Supreme King Leraje openly crossed the archipelago. The demons looked up while cheering and the humans felt fear. The arrogant gods in Heaven who couldn’t sit by and ignore my existence were also shocked. 」 


  ***


  “......”


  The first chapter of the record ended and Grid’s first experience of the past was also over. He took his gaze away from the book for a moment and glanced at Leraje. 


  “Huung~ huung~” 


  


  


  Leraje hummed like it was awkward and hurriedly made irrelevant remarks. She stroked the back of the hell steed with blue flames flying like a mane for no reason. Once she was kicked by its hind legs, she stopped humming and crouched down in the corner. 


  “...It is the original that hasn’t been edited yet.” 


  “Yes, it seems so. 


  “I’ll make an edited version soon, so give me back the original.” 


  “I’m sorry, but I can’t do that.” 


  How much distortion did she want to add? The entire record of her meeting with the Undefeated King might be deleted. Then the meaning of gaining the book would disappear. 


  “Would you like to pick the next treasure?” 


  The persuasion wouldn’t work so Leraje gave up. She sat looking at the wall and changed the topic. 


  “Yes...” 


  Reading the diary in front of the owner was quite rude... 


  The Behen Archipelago Record was placed in the inventory. Grid was anxious that he might not get the remaining compensation if he refused this request and made Leraje angry. This treasure warehouse was owned by Leraje. She had the authority to issue an eviction order at any time and he couldn’t provoke her more than necessary. 


  “Do you have anything to recommend?” 


  The greatest presence in the treasure warehouse was the fire maned horse, but Grid didn’t have much interest in it. It was because Grid already had Overgeared Corn. Overgeared Corn’s rough personality was already hard to bear. Nothing good would come of picking the violent horse who even kicked a great demon. He didn’t covet the bloodstone either. Bloodstone was definitely a great mineral, but there was no reason to feel greedy for it as long as he had Greed. 


  ‘It isn’t unique like the moon night iron. It is compatible with demonic energy, but it is unnecessary.’ 


  There were many ways to make good use of it, but it wasn’t enough to choose as a reward from Leraje. 


  ‘Zepar’s magic sword is also a pass.’ 


  Zepar wasn’t a demon, but a demonkin. He was a low-ranked demon king who rose to 13th place in hell. His current ranking had fallen quite a bit. Even so, it was clear that he had a good position in hell. However, Grid had Iyarugt who fought with Zepar. He was currently loaned to Peak Sword, but in any case, Grid didn’t need to covet Zepar’s magic sword when he had the one with Iyarugt’s sealed soul. 


  ‘...It is funny to see it now.’ 


  Grid was looking around the treasure warehouse and wondering what reward would be good when he suddenly smiled. He couldn’t believe he didn’t covet anything from the treasure warehouse of the 10th great demon. He wondered if he had so many things. 


  ‘I might have to build my own treasure warehouse soon. 


  If he owned so many treasures that it exceeded his inventory and warehouse allowances, he might need to build a separate building. Grid thought about it and realized how rich he had become. He remembered the days when he was poor and deeply felt it. 


  “W-What?! Why are you smiling?!” Leraje shouted as Grid was looking at the treasure warehouse. She thought that Grid was laughing at her due to the contents of the diary he read a little while ago. 


  At this point, it was pitiful. 


  Grid spoke to her as she pulled down the wide brim of her hat and tried to hide her red face, “I just smiled because I had another thought. Did you think I was smiling because of you? I’m not a person who can’t understand the subject enough to laugh at someone stronger than me.” 


  He wasn’t talking with any special intentions. Grid was just annoyed with Leraje who kept screeching next to him. He honestly conveyed his position so she would stop shouting. The frankness captured Leraje’s heart. 


  “Hum hum, I am indeed much stronger than you~ really~ stronger. I like the way you honestly admit it and your cool tone.” 


  [Affinity with 10th Great Demon Leraje has risen by 1.] 


  “......??” 


  A great demon was absolutely evil. They were the unconditional enemy of humanity. He couldn’t get close to them even if the sky was split in two. He believed this through his many experiences. So why did affinity rise? 


  “You... are you really a great demon?” 


  “What is your intention behind this question? You are taking too much time to pick. You don’t seem to have a discerning eye for treasure. I will help you. Then what about this? This shield was obtained 159 years ago in a one against one million war...” 


  “It is garbage.” 


  This was a great demon, right? Grid stared with dull eyes and Leraje coughed and avoided his gaze.




  Chapter 1384


  The magic chandelier in Leraje’s treasure warehouse shone softly. This place was quite large because it accommodated the loot that Leraje earned every time she fought and won. It was just like a large museum. Even so, Grid’s footsteps didn’t stop at all. He glanced at the hundreds of treasures that filled the place and passed by without any regret. His attitude was like seeing stones. 


  ‘Kalbaba said that these are all rare treasures... he really has poor vision.’ 


  It resembles me.


  Indeed, the strong seemed to have a connection. Leraje was chasing after Grid and feeling proud for some reason when she suddenly stiffened. She was reminded of the only time when Grid stopped. The Behen Archipelago Record. That guy stopped walking just once to pick her diary. 


  


  


  ‘Don’t tell me that he is interested in me?’ 


  This was the only way she could understand why he coveted her diary over numerous treasures. 


  ‘Why is he interested in me...? Ohu, it is natural to be interested due to the yearning heart.’ 


  Grid just wanted to see the entries about the Undefeated King. However, it was natural to misunderstand from Leraje’s position. It happened when she arbitrarily came to this conclusion... 


  “This...” 


  Grid finally stopped walking. Out of the hundreds of treasures, the item that finally caught his attention was placed in the most secluded corner. It was neglected instead of exhibited. In the depths of the corner, the identity of the item covered in dust was nothing but a piece of cloth. 


  It was a faded, old cloth. It was so wrinkled that it was no different from a rag at first glance. It felt like the caretaker of the warehouse used it to clean the shelves and threw it in a corner. However, Grid’s discerning eye recognized that this cloth was special. 


  [Cloth Left Behind by One Who Departed] 


  [Rating: ??? 


  A cloth left behind by someone unknown when they left hell. 


  Weight: 10] 


  “T-That is a rag,” Leraje responded immediately. She called it a rag like it wasn’t a big deal, but her floundering limbs and wide eyes showed a different story. 


  ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.’ 


  [You have failed to observe the targeted item.] 


  “Ugh!” Grid felt sharp pain from his eyes and stepped back. His eyes were bloodshot. This was the second time that he failed to appraise something and felt pain from the backlash. It was proof that this cloth was special. 


  ‘Open Potential.’ 


  [Please specify the skill to increase the rating.] 


  ‘Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal.’


  [The potential of Legendary Blacksmith’s Appraisal has been opened and the skill ‘Blacksmith’s Appraisal Comparable to a God’ has been activated.] 


  Blacksmith’s Appraisal Comparable to a God was undoubtedly an appraisal skill with the best function in the worldview. Yet the first time he used this skill, Grid tasted failure. It was because the target of the appraisal was the martial god’s secret technique. 


  ‘I couldn’t appraise the secret technique because it is taboo to touch the one god.’ 


  There wouldn’t be a second failure. No matter the owner of this piece of cloth and how great they were, they couldn’t be comparable to Chiyou. As if in response to Grid’s conviction—


  [You have succeeded in the appraisal.] 


  The detailed information of Cloth Left Behind by One Who Departed was updated and appeared in Grid’s piece of view. 


  [Beriache’s Underclothing] 


  [Rating: Legend (transcendent) 


  Durability: 117/519 Defense: 450 


  ★ The skill ‘Impenetrable Skin’ is activated. 


  ★ The skill ‘Worn but Not Worn’ is activated. 


  ★The skill ‘???’ will be unlocked when certain conditions are met. 


  The underclothing worn by the vampire progenitor Beriache, during her days as a great demon. 


  A garment made by Beriache weaving her magic power like it is thread. It is comfortable to wear since it changes according to the user’s body shape. 


  Conditions of Use: Beriache, Beriache’s blood, a great demon with a ranking of 3rd or higher. 


  Weight: 10] 


  “...Crazy.” A sound of admiration burst out of Grid’s mouth. Beriache’s Underclothing was classified as ‘underwear.’ This meant it could be worn with armor, but its defense was abnormally high. Additionally...


  [Impenetrable Skin Lv. 1] 


  [Passive 


  Immune to damage below a certain level. 


  * Damage over a certain level is reduced by 10%.] 


  [Worn but Not Worn] 


  [Passive 


  The body becomes as light as a feather. 


  You can move more lightly.] 


  There were two passive skills attached to it. 


  ‘Impenetrable Skin... I admired it when I saw Kraugel using it.’ 


  Impenetrable Skin was a high-class passive skill. However, the description for Worn but Not Worn was vague. How much did it increase agility?It wasn’t clearly stated how fast it would be. It just described it as ‘lighter,’ so it was difficult to know the correct effect unless he experienced it himself. 


  ‘Plus, the other skill could be poisonous.’ 


  It was just the defense and Impenetrable Skin already made it worth it. 


  “I want this as the second gift.” 


  The progenitor Beriache—she was the 3rd great demon, but she was expelled from hell for doubting God Yatan. He wondered why the clothing of Braham’s mother was in Leraje’s treasure warehouse, but this wasn’t very important. It was enough if Grid owned it. 


  ‘I want it.’


  


  


  It was natural to wear it directly. He also wanted to improve his understanding of it to help increase his underwear making skills. If he could make better inner clothing, then he would naturally speed up the proficiency of his tailoring skill. 


  “...You are a pervert.” 


  Leraje sent a disgusted look at Grid who showed his blatant desire. To anyone who saw it, it would look like Grid was coveting women’s underwear.Grid didn’t care. The other person was a great demon. Affinity might’ve increased, but it was only by one. 


  It wasn’t a good relationship. In the first place, it couldn’t be good. She was born a great demon and there was a high probability she would be an enemy when they met again. Thus, there was no need to resolve the problem of being misunderstood as a pervert. 


  “I will use it well.” 


  “Wait.” Leraje grabbed at Grid who was reaching for Beriache’s Underclothing. “This clothing... it is the relic of my idol. It is a precious thing. I wish you would choose something else.” 


  “I think it’s been left too roughly for something that is cherished.” 


  “It couldn’t be helped. All the rulers of hell must regularly present treasures to a ruler higher than themselves. You might not believe it but there are rulers above me. If this cloth is conspicuous, they might want to take it away. I was forced to disguise it as a rag.” 


  Leraje, the bluffer who claimed to be the greatest ruler of hell, actually confessed honestly. It seemed Beriache’s Underclothing was a very precious thing to her. Of course, this wasn’t something for Grid to care about. As mentioned earlier, she was likely to be Grid’s enemy. 


  Ignore her, get the treasure, and leave. 


  Nevertheless, Grid took his hand off Beriache’s Underclothing. “What is your relationship with Beriache?” 


  Expanding on the story meant finding out more information. More information could help him. Perhaps Leraje’s story would have greater value than this legendary transcendent item. 


  “My specialty is struggle and victory, but I’m also in control of love.” 


  “...Huh?” A great demon was talking about love. 


  Leraje blushed and lowered her head when she saw Grid’s reaction. “Don’t laugh. I also know that I am different from other demons. Therefore, I was always confused.” 


  She instinctively yearned for love. She felt a desire to fulfill the love of others. It was a hard desire to fulfill. The demons of hell had no interest in love. Leraje never discussed love in front of anyone and was always lonely. “I wasn’t understood by anyone and didn’t fit it. Beriache was the only one who understood me. She didn’t laugh at my desires, but cheered me on. Thanks to her, I gained the courage to fight, win, and rise to where I am today.”


  “......” 


  Grid recalled how much Braham and the other direct descendant vampires loved and admired the progenitor Beriache. If Beriache was absolutely evil like the other great demons, could she have taught her children love? Would she had criticized Braham for harming his kin? Could her fourth child, Noll, be able to inherit the trait of ‘kindness’ from her? In retrospect, Berriache was fundamentally different from normal demons. This was why she doubted and denounced Yatan, only to be expelled from hell and inflicted with the Curse of Sloth. 


  ‘Beriache must’ve been treated as a mutation by the demons.’ 


  The demon who understood and was able to empathize with her was Leraje, who now stood in front of Grid... 


  Grid’s vigilance faded when he realized this. He listened seriously rather than unconditionally doubting Leraje. 


  “She told me this before she left. In order to change this hell which is ruined by evil and killing intent, she will surely come back. If... if she really can’t come back, then she will send someone who is better than her.” 


  “......”


  Beriache dreamed of transformation as well as revenge. Grid hadn’t met her in person and would never meet her, but he didn’t think her goal of changing hell was ridiculous. Marie Rose and Braham—her children (other selves) were proving it. She deserved a transformation.


  “This clothing is a token of my reunion with her or a gift to her other selves. I can’t give it to you. I’m sorry for not keeping my promise to give you any treasure. Please understand.” 


  Her words were understandable. Leraje confessed everything and bowed her head while believing that Grid would give in. Yet contrary to her expectations, Grid held Beriache’s Underclothing tightly in his hand. 


  “...I’m disappointed.” 


  Grid spoke to the frowning Leraje, “There is no need to be disappointed. It is right for me to take this clothing.” 


  Grid asserted. It was absurd nonsense from Leraje’s point of view. 


  “You have the right? Do you want to claim that you are her other selves? You... do you take me as a fool?” 


  “That isn’t it. It is just that Beriache’s other selves are by my side.” 


  Grid touched Elfin Stone’s Ring. A bloody storm started blowing. It was blood energy. The energy that Leraje had always missed dominated the area and Elfin Stone appeared. 


  “Ah...” Leraje was surprised by Elfin Stone’s red-brown eyes. Then she glanced at Grid with amazement. Grid was taking off his armor and putting on Beriache’s Underclothing. 


  Just then— 


  [Beriache’s Underclothing has detected the blood of the Blood King.] 


  [The hidden skill ‘Blood Master Lv. 1’ is activated.] 


  The hidden function of Beriache’s Underclothing was revealed. If one day he could make underwear exactly the same as this, he would greatly increase the fighting power of all direct descendant vampires, including Braham and Noll. Grid was convinced of this. Leraje stared at him blankly before smiling. “I see. You approached me on purpose.” 


  “......”


  Did he approach her? 


  This time, a notification window that his affinity with Leraje had increased by 20 appeared. At this point, Grid was worried. 


  ‘Isn’t it too much of a hodgepodge?’ 


  It was common sense to get acquainted with different races such as the water clan, vampires, orcs, elves, etc, but now it was a great demon after establishing a friendship with an archangel... 


  He wondered if this was really okay. He was very worried that he might be known as an opportunist.




  Chapter 1385


  Underwear that changed to fit the body—Beriache’s Underclothing became full-body tights that revealed Grid’s muscular body. 


  ‘It is comfortable to wear.’ 


  A notification window emerged in Grid’s vision as he recalled Elfin Stone with a complicated expression. 


  [The effect of ’Worn but Not Worn’ has occurred.] 


  [The weight of the armor you are wearing is halved and speed related penalties caused by weight are suppressed.] 


  


  


  “......!”


  Grid’s eyes widened with surprise. 


  ‘This... maybe this is a better skill than Impenetrable Skin.’ 


  Weight was proportional to the content of the materials. Heavy armor was naturally stronger and had more defense than light armor. The reason why people were obsessed with light armor was the penalties caused by weight. The heavier the armor, the slower the speed and the more limited the movement. Thus, defense had to be compromised to some extent. 


  However, the effect of Worn but Not Worn eliminated the need for this compromise. 


  ‘By my standards, it is possible to increase defense by over 30%.’ 


  If he added the effect of Impenetrable Skin to it, he would be able to withstand the lightning that Mir shot. 


  ‘Isn’t this really huge?’ 


  His shoulders naturally moved up and down. Grid was feeling joy when he suddenly had a question. 


  ‘Was it really okay to use Mir as the standard? Are single digit great demons stronger than Mir?’ 


  First of all, a great demon had overwhelmingly high health. The weaknesses of human-type NPCs had always been their health and defense. Still, Mir’s overall combat power should be above a single digit great demon. Mir was the intermediate boss of the East Continent. Apart from Baal, who could be called the intermediate boss of hell, he didn’t think the single digit great demons could be Mir’s opponent. 


  Now he wasn’t so sure. Leraje was only 10th ranked and she could endure the damage of the five fusion sword dances with her bare body. Of course, her ability to reduce physical attacks meant she might be able to exert a higher defense at times than single digit great demons, but even without this, Leraje’s combat power far exceeded Grid’s expectations. First of all, she had the unusual visual acuity to read all of the five fusion dances. 


  “Leraje, you said that there are several rulers above you?” 


  "Yes, it is unbelievable, but it is true. 


  “Are they much stronger than you?” 


  If the answer ‘yes’ was received then it would be quite troublesome. To be honest, his motivation would probably be somewhat dampened. Leraje gave an unexpected answer to the concerned Grid. 


  “It depends on compatibility. Among the rulers with a higher rank than me, number 5 and 6 don’t specialize in magic so I can fight and win. However, the other rules are hard for me to beat now... Ah!” 


  Leraje was talking only to shut her mouth in surprise. She glanced left and right for a long time before trying hard to look calm. 


  “My weakness isn’t magic. Don’t misunderstand.” 


  “...Yes.”


  “Really!” 


  “I know?” 


  “Shit! It is ruined! Ruined!” 


  “......”


  Why was a braggart unable to lie? Based on the way that she was hitting the ground resentfully, she couldn’t hide the fact that she confessed her weakness. 


  ‘In the first place, it is an obvious weakness.’ 


  Grid couldn’t help clicking his tongue at the naive Leraje. 


  “If only I had beat you today! I would’ve fixed my record of a draw with the Undefeated King to a victory and I would’ve challenged 8th place!” 


  ‘Hmm... She is the great demon of struggle.’ 


  She had the characteristic of becoming stronger the more she fought and won. It would be one of the strongest characteristics if supported by talent and hard work. 


  ‘This is why Beriache had expectations of Leraje and showed kindness to her.’ 


  In the Behen Archipelago Record, Leraje was planning to go against Baal. Perhaps the reason why she followed Baal’s orders until she had the strength to fight Baal was also for Beriache? 


  ‘If so, she might be a great ally...’ 


  Aside from the fact that Grid built up affinity with Leraje, her attitude when facing Elfin Stone was very favorable. If she met and cooperated with Braham in the future, just imagining it... 


  ‘...No, I can’t imagine a scene of the two of them cooperating?’ 


  Why could he only imagine Braham harassing Leraje? Grid was frowning when the ceiling started shaking. Due to the structure of the castle, Leraje’s great hall was above the treasure warehouse. It seemed that something huge had fallen. 


  “They have no manners.” 


  Leraje’s eyes which had been gloomy since her weakness was revealed sharply narrowed. She pushed Grid behind her and emerged from the treasure warehouse, running straight to the great hall. Grid followed her. As he got closer to the great hall, he sensed a terrible smell and heat. Finally, he heard the breathing of a wild beast. 


  “You, Krucha!” 


  Leraje seemed to know the intruder’s identity. The moment she entered the great hall, the demon with the title of ‘Deputy Commander of the 8th Hell’ started laughing bizarrely. He was someone with a very heavily bent back. His jaw was about to hit the ground. Nevertheless, he was over 3 meters tall and had rugged muscles. His shoulders were relatively narrow compared with his back and his head was a dog’s head. The thing that stood out was the flames overflowing from two large fists. They were familiar flames. 


  ‘Hell fire.’ 


  Hell Gao was wearing it... 


  “Krucha was originally the leader of the 9th Hell Army. Once Hell Gao lost his body, he abandoned the 9th Hell and came to the 8th Hell where he became Barbatos’ subordinate. 


  It was Yura’s explanation. She had been waiting for Grid outside the castle and ran inside when she heard the turmoil. 


  “Barbatos is the 8th ranked great demon?” 


  “Yes, he is a sniper. I don’t know when and where he will snipe from so you have to be especially careful when fighting with Barbatos’ subordinates.” 


  As Yura progressed through her class quests, she had been reading the records of the former Demon Slayer, Alex. Barbatos was an exceptionally difficult opponent among the great demons because he could snipe from dozens of kilometers away. The assassination ability of the great demon who grasped the location of the target and accurately sniped them was the strongest among the great demons. 


  “Grrr... Kukuk, kukungkungkung!” 


  Krucha stared at the whispering Grid and Yura before laughing wildly. 


  “Leraje! Grrrrung, keok! Seeing the Demon Slayer here, I guess the rumor that you lowered your tail to the Demon Slayer is true, bark bark! I see! Bark! Grrrr!”


  “Uncivilized son of a bitch. You need to keep your snout closed. Every time you open your snout, you give off a bad smell and it brings trouble to the people around you.” 


  The reason Leraje invited Grid here was to hold a festival for herself. As a result, it became a nightmare instead of a festival. Even so, she still treated Grid with a smile. Now her gaze toward Krucha was filled with contempt and disgust. The overbearing pressure and killing intent that suited her status as a great demon finally appeared on her face. 


  “Grrrr!!”


  Krucha’s dog face crumpled. He alternated looking between Leraje and Yura and the saliva dripping from his tongue flew in all directions.


  “Yip yip! Leraje, kill the Demon Slayer right away.” 


  “A son of a bitch is barking. How dare you command me?” 


  


  


  “Grrrung! This is Barbatos’ order! If you don't kill the Demon Slayer right now, it shows that you are working with the Demon Slayer! Yip!”


  ‘This...’ 


  Yura was in danger. The two of them had no chance of victory against Leraje. It happened the moment Grid judged this and sent an eye signal to Yura to run away... 


  “Barbatos’ intelligence must be reduced to the level of a dog from staying with you. Now that the 9th place is vacant, my next highest ranking opponent is Barbatos. What rights do you have to command me when you are the subject of a competitor, not a superior?” 


  “Competitor? Kukuk, bark! You are Barbatos’ competitor? Ku bark bark! A loach who can’t even handle the heat of my flames?” 


  The flames around Krucha’s hands grew bigger and ran wild. The soaring flames quickly heated up the great hall. 


  “Uh!” 


  Grid was used to the heat, but it was different for Yura. Grid reflexively took a step back to cover her with the heat insulation cloak while glancing at Leraje’s condition. Leraje’s smooth skin was cracking. Her mucus was rapidly drying due to the heat. 


  ‘Her power is sealed.’


  Leraje’s greatest strength that Grid had experienced was her mucus. The mucus had the power to decrease physical attacks and corrode objects. If it was lost then it was safe to say that Leraje’s combat power was halved. 


  It was as he expected. Krucha’s furious onslaught increased the number of wounds on Leraje’s dry body. At first glance, he seemed to be randomly swinging the fire claws, but it actually contained the wild senses. He instinctively saw the opponent’s weaknesses and targeted them. 


  ‘Strong.’ 


  Kalbaba, the deputy commander of the 10th Hell, was skilled enough to be comparable to the great demons who came to the human world. Now Krucha, the deputy commander of the 8th Hell, was one step above Kalbaba and this made Grid tense. His speed, destructiveness, and above all, his combat senses, were all excellent. He effectively used all types of things to pressure the other person instead of just relying on physical ability. 


  Wouldn’t it be too hard for Leraje when pushed against a monster like that? 


  Grid’s thoughts matched Kalbaba’s thoughts. 


  “Leraje!” Kalbaba had been watching the situation for a while, but couldn’t stand it anymore and intervened. He helped Leraje who became helpless in front of the high heat and aimed a spear at Krucha. 


  “Grrrung!”


  Krucha avoided the spear by bending his waist 90 degrees and grabbed the spear by reaching back. He twisted his waist and threw it back at Kalbaba. 


  “Ugh!” 


  Kalbaba stopped the returned spear with a shield and was pushed back 10 steps. Krucha became proud. “Will I become the master of the 10th Hell if I kill you here?” 


  It was a remark that crossed the line. The atmosphere became worse and Grid and Yura were even more flustered. The situation was awkward because they were in a position to be threatened and hunted by the demons here, but the demons were fighting among themselves. 


  ‘Either way, this is a good opportunity.’ 


  It was a chance to accurately gauge the demons’ skills. Grid and Yura focused on the battle, but their focus soon broke. It was due to the intervention of another being. 


  [There are no attacks that you won’t recognize.] 


  “?” 


  There were no existences threatening Grid. Leraje and Krucha were busy fighting each other. 


  Then what was this warning? 


  Grid’s eyes widened and he hurriedly jumped. At the same time, a dark hand stretched out from the ground where Grid had just been standing. It missed Grid, who was its original target, and just grabbed empty air. 


  ‘What is this?’ 


  It was a hand that exuded a creepy and ominous energy. The tip of the cloak was burned just by being near the black hand. 


   Yura exclaimed, “It is Barbatos’ sniping!” 


  Subsequently, four more black hands appeared from the front, back, left, and right of Grid, who was floating in the air. If Grid hadn’t used Shunpo immediately after seeing the warning window that appeared again, he would’ve been caught and melted down. Grid was feeling tense when he received a forced quest. 


  [The quest ‘Barbatos’ Sniping’ has begun.] 


  [Barbatos’ Sniping] 


  Difficulty: SSS 


  [The 8th Great Demon, Barbatos, has targeted you. 


  Barbatos’ sniping won’t stop as long as Krucha is alive. 


  Defeat Krucha to survive. 


  Quest Clear Conditions: Krucha’s death. 


  Quest Clear Rewards: Barbatos’ Vision (5) 


  Quest Failure: Level -5.] 


  ‘Vision?’ 


  It was a type of reward he was seeing for the first time, but it wasn’t hard to understand the reward. 


  ‘Can I see from a long distance like Barbatos?’ 


  Grid gulped. It was because if he could see from a distance and take advantage of it, the utilization of the rain of battle gear would rise dramatically. 


  ‘It doesn’t matter where I am.’


  As long as he could see it, he could release a rain of battle gear without being there directly. It was like a heavenly god pouring rain down on earth. 


  ‘I must be sure to clear this quest.’ 


  Grid drew a brilliant future and his motivation rose.




  Chapter 1386


  There were games where field of view wasn’t important, but it was particularly emphasized in Satisfy. It was because some wide-area skills worked using ‘range of vision.’ The Undefeated King’s Swordsmanship was a prime example. Long-ranged skills that attacked by ‘specifying a target’ like Request to Stand With Me’s battle gear rain were also larger and the utilization increased when there was a longer field of view. If Grid had a third vision then his power would work even in places where he wasn’t present. 


  “Kuek!” 


  Back and forth, left and right, up and down. 


  No matter where he went, a black hand would rise from a dimensional gate without warning and persistently aim at Grid. This form of sniping that he had never experienced before consumed his mental power and physical strength. 


  ‘Damn, what is this bullshit skill?’ 


  A sniper where he couldn’t determine the sniping point... wasn’t it telling him to just open his eyes and be attacked? It was natural for a person in his position to swear. Grid was running and cursing when he suddenly questioned it. ‘Why is he targeting me?’ 


  Barbatos’ subordinate, Krucha, was fighting with Leraje. Additionally, the reason Krucha was fighting Leraje was due to Demon Slayer Yura. Barbatos’ sniping priority should be Leraje or Yura. So why was he aiming for Grid? 


  ‘It’s fortunate that he isn’t targeting Yura, but I don’t understand it.’ 


  The ideal situation was for the sniping target to be Leraje. She was slowly regaining the dominant position in the fight despite previously being pushed back by Krucha. She seemed able to deal with Krucha and Barbatos’ sniping at the same time. 


  ‘The aggro should be on Leraje so I can easily kill Krucha... Ah, that’s why he is targeting me.’ 


  It was clear. Barbatos knew that sniping Leraje wasn’t efficient. Rather than ignoring the opponent two ranks lower than him, he was wary. He suppressed a demon’s aggressiveness. 


  ‘Leraje seems to be special. The reason for not targeting Yura is because he has determined that Yura’s fighting power isn’t threatening to Krucha.’


  Named bosses with intelligence would identify the player’s combat power and decide the hunting order. There were bosses who set the strongest player as top priority. For example, Elfin Stone appeared every 24 hours and kept using Extreme Blood Transfusion on Grid. On the other hand, there were bosses who set the weakest players as top priority. Barbatos seemed to belong to the former. 


  “Hell Leap.” 


  As Grid analyzed the situation, Yura opened a small portal connecting hell and the human world. Originally, this was a Demon Slayer ‘movement’ technique, but Yura knew how to apply it differently. She overlapped the portals in front of the gate where Barbatos’ sniping occurred and distorted his aim in a completely different direction. The black hand reaching out to Grid was sucked into the portal opened by Yura and then appeared in a remote place. 


  ‘This is dangerous...’ 


  Grid’s heart sank despite receiving help. He thought that Yura’s performance would cause Barbatos’ aggro to shift. It was as he expected. Barbatos’ sniping started targeting Yura, not Grid. The evaluation that Grid had a higher risk than Yura seemed to have changed. 


  “Avoid it!” Grid’s transcendent senses noticed the gate forming behind Yura’s back and he screamed urgently. Yura didn’t notice it until the moment the gate was opened behind her. A black hand emerged from the gate and grabbed at Yura’s body violently. 


  “Yura!” Grid’s expression distorted. However— 


  She was fine. Yura’s expression was calm as she was held by the black hand. The jade magic power flowing over the surface of her silver armor emitted a strong light. 


  “......?!” 


  The black hands contained terrifying demonic energy. Grid’s cloak had just been slightly touched by the hand, but it was eroded by demonic energy, reducing its durability and deteriorating its function. Yet the demonic energy scattered in front of this jade magic power. It was suppression, not purification. The Demon Slayer’s magic power suppressed the demonic energy in a way completely different from divine power. The sight of her intact appearance without any wounds flustered Grid. 


  Yura brushed off the remnants of demonic energy and explained, “As I said earlier, Barbatos was a tricky opponent for Alex. Thus, Alex researched and evolved.” 


  These evolved abilities were passed down to the current Demon Slayer. Demons who fought Alex and lost once would be pushed in a battle against Yura, even if they were great demons. It was just like how Barbatos’ sniping couldn’t hurt Yura’s body right now. 


  “Ohh!!” The true value of the Demon Slayer that was often revealed made Grid feel admiration. The fact that Yura was unharmed and had enough potential to solve the difficulties in the future made Grid’s face shine brilliantly. Of course, the bright expression was soon erased. It was because Barbatos’ sniping once again aimed at Grid. Grid avoided three sniping attacks using his transcendent senses and looked up. 


  ‘He is a really dirty and annoying guy.’ 


  Grid was being attacked one-sidedly by an enemy whose location was unknown and his physical strength was continuously being consumed. This was the worst. Unless there was a limit to the number of times Barbatos could attack, he would eventually be exhausted first. 


  The most hopeful thing was that Barbatos’ sniping cooldown time had been identified. It was two seconds for a single shot, five seconds for two consecutive shots, and nine seconds for three consecutive shots. He didn’t know about after this since he hadn’t experienced it, but it was likely the cooldown time would be twice as much. 


  Every time he dodged the attack, he was exposed to remnants of demonic energy. Grid drank a potion to heal his consumed health and shifted his gaze to Leraje. Her small feet were just trampling on Krucha’s face. The reason she wore such high heels didn’t seem to be due to a complex about her height. It was to use them as a weapon. 


  Krucha was stabbed by the sharp heel and screamed. There was a hole in his forehead and blood flowed out. “I can’t believe you’re using a dirty trick based on gender! It is despicable! You deserve to be called the role model of all demonkin! Grrrr!!”


  “I still have a long way to go from your master, who hides and shoots like a coward.” 


  “Yip yip! That’s right! You still have a long way to go compared to Barbatos!” 


  Were they insulting or praising each other? It was difficult to interpret even though he spoke the same language. 


  “......!”


  Grid was clicking his tongue with amazement, only to become startled. It was because he made eye contact with Krucha. 


  ‘Dammit, this son of a bitch dog.’ 


  Barbatos used his subordinate’s vision to locate and snipe the prey. The most important thing to avoid Barbatos’ sniping was to not be seen by Krucha. Grid took advantage of the temporary gap in Barbatos’ sniping to hide, but he was found too quickly by Krucha. 


  'I wanted to catch my breath for a second.’ 


  Grid’s gaze turned to the entrance of the great hall and he changed his position using Shunpo. At the same time, a black hand appeared where Grid had been hiding just a moment ago. Grid sighed with relief after passing another crisis while Leraje and Krucha once again engaged in a fierce battle. Every time their fists or kicks cut through their air, there was a sharp explosion and the shockwave generated shook the great hall. 


  ‘Amazing.’ 


  The reason why Leraje wasn’t pushed in this fight, despite having her mucus dried by fire and losing some power, was due to her excellent combat skills. She was like a martial artist who had trained all her life and knew how to use her body as the most ideal weapon. Her obsession with victory must’ve constantly honed her. 


  ‘...Isn’t this angle good?’ 


  Was it because he was too absorbed in the battle with Leraje? Perhaps it was in preparation to block Kalbaba’s surprise attack, but Krucha suddenly revealed a gap. He was very puzzled when he couldn’t find the hiding Grid. Grid was behind him in his blind spot. It was such a big gap that Grid was convinced that if he did a sword dance and approached using Shunpo on the final step, he would be able to deal a serious injury. 


  ‘Now is the best time for a surprise attack.’


  In the end, Grid couldn’t withstand the temptation and took a step forward. Then Barbatos’ attack flew toward him, as if it had been waiting. Once again, transcendence was triggered, but Grid failed to avoid it. It was a sniping shot that predicted where Grid would step, so it was physically impossible to immediately react and dodge. Grid’s right foot was held by a black hand and burned black. 


  [The +1 The Arrogant Blue Dragon's Boots have been eroded by demonic energy.] 


  [It is an item with infinite durability. It isn’t damaged.] 


  Fortunately, his boots were fine. It was a myth rated item made from Greed, so there was no decline in its function due to damage. Just— 


  [You have suffered 2,540 damage.] 


  [Demonic energy is eroding your wound.] 


  [You have received an internal injury. Some organs contaminated by demonic energy won’t work properly. There is an additional 30,000 damage accompanied by the ‘poison,’ ‘bleeding,’ ‘can’t take potions,’ and ‘confusion’ abnormal statuses.] 


  [You are immune to poison.] 


  [Bleeding resistance has failed.] 


  [Resistance to ‘can’t take potions’ has failed.] 


  [Confusion resistance has failed.] 


  Just because the armor had infinite durability didn’t mean it could absorb all of the impact that followed an attack. Grid’s feet in the boots were damaged by demonic energy. The demonic energy penetrated deeply through the wound. 


  “Cough!”


  The physical condition of his ‘five organs decaying’ brought great pain and crisis to Grid. In particular, the ‘confusion’ state was a big problem. Confusion made controlling himself difficult. Grid’s body staggered like a broken doll. 


  ‘Do I have to experience this every time I allow a hit?’ 


  The 8th Great Demon, Barbatos. He was so great that he was likely to raise questions like ‘perhaps he is a target that can’t be attacked.’ Wasn’t it too much to win against a sniper who fired from an invisible place and caused a fatal injury to the target? He once again thought about how great Yura was to be immune to such an attack. She was one of the few hopes that human beings could purify hell. 


  “Grrrr!”


  “......?” 


  The eyes of the collapsed Grid widened. It was because Krucha was looking this way. His nose sniffled loudly, as he seemed to laugh at Grid. 


  ‘That son of a bitch... he was determining my location with his sense of smell.’ 


  This was why it was meaningless to avoid his gaze. No matter how hard he tried to hide, he would be detected by Krucha’s sense of smell and be shot at by Barbatos. At least, this was the case if Grid was a normal player. 


  “Youngwoo-ssi!” Yura used Hell Leap and flew to Grid’s side. Grid avoided hitting the ground with her help and his shaking hands struggled through the air. 


  “Calm down! First recover from the confusion!” 


  Legends were immune to most abnormal status conditions. Additionally, Grid was the very first player to become a legend. Therefore, status abnormalities, especially those affecting the mind, must be unfamiliar concepts to him. He wouldn’t be able to adapt to the inability to control himself and blurred vision caused by confusion. 


  Once again, Barbatos attacked.Yura held the still floundering Grid in her arms and was hit instead. The black hands didn’t hurt her. It didn’t matter how strong the demonic energy exuded by the black hand. It was all scattered by the jade magic power. However, the story changed when the black hand turned into a sharp awl. 


  A black awl penetrated deep into Yura’s side. This new form of sniping focused on physical attacks rather than demonic energy and it had the power to penetrate Yura’s defense. Just as Alex evolved from his experience fighting Barbatos, Barbatos had evolved as well. 


  “Ugh...!” 


  Blood flowed from Yura’s mouth. Even so, she didn’t let go of Grid. Rather, she hugged him tighter. The time remaining until Hell Leap was available was only two seconds, but it felt like two hours. 


  ‘I have to protect him.’ 


  She couldn’t always receive help. Moreover, this was hell. It was her domain. It was the place where she should be active. She gritted her teeth as she turned her gun into a sword and used Hell Leap that just became available. She threw Grid instead of herself into the dimensional portal. 


  After that, she rushed at Krucha. She also figured out that killing Krucha was the only answer to stopping this one-sided sniping. However, Krucha wasn’t an easy opponent. The reason he confronted Leraje was because he had the strength to be the master of the 10th Hell. 


  He was afraid of Hell Gao, whom he wasn’t sure when would return, so he didn’t aim for the vacant seat of the 9th Hell. Still, he was confident that he could fight and win against the living Leraje. For such a monster, Yura’s attack wasn’t very threatening. Yura hadn’t fully grown and the opponents she could challenge were demons in the hells in the 20s. 


  “Have you come to be killed by me? Grrrr!!”


  He blocked Yura’s sword by swinging his flaming fists and showed a sly smile. He reached out to hold Yura’s small face. He was just about to raise the heat of the flames to burn Yura when it happened... 


  Flap.


  A red cloak slowly fell from the air. 


  “......!”


  Krucha’s expression crumpled like a piece of paper. The smell of hundreds of different types of blood paralyzed his sense of smell. 


  ‘What is this?’ 


  His excellent sense of smell turned into poison. Due to the smell of hundreds of types of blood piercing his nose, Krucha was confused by the body odors of Leraje, Kalbaba, and even Yura right next to him. It was impossible for him to locate the position of the human who had disappeared somewhere. 


  “Drop Dragon Pinnacle Kill Wave.” 


  A dragon descended from the ceiling and pierced Krucha. Barbatos’ sniping stopped for the first time.
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  [Drop Dragon Pinnacle Kill Wave] 


  [Five sword dances have been sublimated into a single field. 


  It contains the momentum of a new god piercing the sky and descending like a dragon, subduing the heavens and earth. 


  Specify a target in the field of view and charge at it. Deals 4,000% physical damage three times (up to five times) to the target and all enemies within the radius of 10 meters (up to 50 meters) around the target. Inflicts an additional 8,000% penetration damage to the target. 


  


  


  The target that is pierced will enter an ‘unrecoverable’ state. The pierced target and all enemies within range will be ‘disarmed.’ Additionally, there is a high probability that they will suffer from ‘loss of balance,’ ‘collapse,’ ‘bleeding,’ and ‘despair.’ This completely ignores any resistance to status conditions 


  The power of this skill will increase when used at higher altitudes. The target’s critical hit resistance is ignored and it will unconditionally be a critical hit. If the target's status is low, there is a very high probability of an instant kill. 


  ★The effect of Braham’s Fire, Enchant Weapon, Detect Force, and Shield are applied. 


  Skill Usage Conditions: Have a sword type weapon equipped. 


  Skill Resources Consumed: 900 sword energy. 5,000 mana. 


  Skill Cooldown Time: 2 hours and 30 minutes.]


  It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that Drop Dragon Pinnacle Kill Wave was a one shot, one kill move. If he fell from above 20 meters, the maximum damage would exceed Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle. Unlike Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle, which was based on the combination of Link and Kill, the damage of Drop Dragon Pinnacle Kill Wave wasn’t dealt sequentially and there was no fear of it being blocked in the middle. 


  Of course, Transcended Linked Kill Wave Pinnacle had the effect of ‘weakening enemies in the area when it is used’ but the utility of Drop Dragon Pinnacle Kill Wave wasn’t inferior in comparison. It was because the sword dance Dragon at the center of the fusion sword dance was a ‘charge.’ The sword dance that pierced the target when it was activated could be used in various situations. 


  “......!!” 


  A huge shock followed right after his sense of smell was confused. Krucha couldn’t understand what he experienced. He belatedly realized that there was a huge expression before he was crushed and felt a terrible pain. 


  “Keok... Kukekeok...” 


  What happened? Krucha lay on the ground with his neck pierced and tried to grasp the situation, but it was impossible. His eyes that lost their light couldn’t move and his thoughts stopped. He even dropped the weapon in his hand. It wasn't just him who was mesmerized. 


  “Did you see it? That is the Undefeated King’s Swordsmanship.” 


  “T-Truly great. Now I understand why Leraje praised the Undefeated King.” 


  Leraje and Kalbaba were amazed by the momentum of Drop Dragon Pinnacle Kill Wave. They murmured to themselves as they glanced between the bloody Krucha and Grid. 


  Drop Dragon Pinnacle Kill Wave was so excellent that Leraje misunderstood it as the Undefeated King’s Swordsmanship. There were only two ways to deal with it. Move as fast as Mir using Lightning God or negate Grid’s damage with overwhelming stats like Baal. It was just these two methods. 


  ‘Predicting’ and reacting to it like Mercedes and Kraugel wasn’t a good method. They might be able to predict it, but it was hard to react to. It was just like Kraugel being hit even though he knew Mir would shoot lightning. 


  “What are you doing? Are you going to just watch?” 


  Grid urged Leraje as the defenseless Krucha was struck with Kill and then Pinnacle. Then the blankly staring Leraje and Kalbaba quickly stepped forward. Like most great demons, Leraje regarded higher ranked demons as competitors rather than colleagues. It was even more so for opponents who could apply for a ‘ranking battle.’ Leraje didn’t want to miss this opportunity to get rid of one of Barbatos’ subordinates. It matched Grid’s aim of eliminating Krucha. 


  “Yiiip!!”


  The impact that occured when Krucha allowed the attack was a shock, but the aftermath was too big. Krucha couldn’t recover and was hit by Grid and Leraje’s pincer attack several times. By the time he barely managed to get up, his body was already a rag. The blazing hellfire around both hands had faded. 


  “G-Grrrr! You...! Are you really a human?” 


  Surprisingly, there weren’t many demons who could feel divinity. Unless they were old or demons who had been targets of divine magic, most demons just felt instinctively disgusted when confronted with divinity. They didn’t understand the concept of divinity and the source of their disgust. It was natural since they were born in hell where divine power was exterminated. They hadn’t encountered it before. Moreover, if the other person had just started to accumulate divinity, then it was hard to recognize it. 


  “......”


  Leraje’s offensive stopped. She was someone who hadn’t noticed divinity even when Hexetia visited hell. Now she was looking at Grid with a questioning gaze like Krucha. 


  "What? It seems like you aren’t human?” 


  Grid laughed. He was no longer afraid of Barbatos’ sniping. Krucha had lost his sense of smell due to Malacus’ Cloak and his eyes were pulled out by Leraje, so he could no longer function as Barbatos’ ‘vision’. 


  “A god.” 


  “......?!” 


  “A death god who will kill you.” 


  “...You!” Krucha’s blood-covered face distorted. He appeared in a crazy state as he started swinging his fists randomly. He seemed to have completely lost his sense of reason. However, Grid was alert. He didn’t miss the faint smile on Krucha’s face. 


  Just then, a black hand appeared through a gate. Barbatos’ sniping had resumed. Once again, the target was Grid. 


  Krucha was a demon. He had served the 9th Great Demon and the 8th Great Demon. Naturally, he was born with a sense of slaughter. In particular, his senses to detect prey were excellent among the demons because he was a beast-type demon. It was easy to locate his prey even if he lost his eyes and sense of smell. This fact— 


  “What?” 


  There was no way that Grid wouldn’t know it when he had experienced so many life or death battles. Grid was fully wary of Krucha’s senses. He wasn’t careless even after Krucha lost his sense of smell and vision. 


  


  


  “......!!”


  Krucha was stunned. His senses detected that his prey was over there and Barbatos’ sniping was directed there, but the prey’s voice was heard from right next to him. It was the effect of Decoy. It was something that couldn’t be used when Krucha’s vision was still intact. 


  “Linked Kill Flower Pinnacle.” 


  Blue petals fluttered through the air. A series of stabs and slashes smashed into Krucha. The blood he spilled became tangled in the sword energy to make a red web and Grid repeatedly linked the sword dances several times. 


  “Ku...ock!” Krucha didn’t fall easily. He was persistent as he aimed to defeat Leraje and become the ruler of the 10th Hell. 


  ‘Is it not enough?’ 


  Grid was a bit anxious. He had already used most of his attack skills and was tired from Krucha’s persistence. However, he wasn’t flustered because he knew that Krucha was at least level 550. This was the subordinate of the 8th Great Demon. It was natural that this opponent would be hard to defeat with Grid’s current specs. 


  This was why the quest rewards were huge. The closer to impossible a result was, the higher the value of the rewards. The system must’ve analyzed that Grid was unlikely to complete this quest. Perhaps it analyzed that it was impossible. It couldn’t have predicted that players would get acquainted with and cooperate with a great demon at this point. 


  “Tenacious beast.” Leraje’s small fist literally smashed into Krucha’s snout. His long jaw was oddly twisted and dozens of sharp, hard teeth fell out. 


  “Wh...at?” Krucha was shocked. He was more shocked than when he was seriously injured by Grid who he thought was just a human. 


  Leraje scoffed at him. “Don’t you know that the reason you could compete with me was due to the power you received from Hell Gao?” 


  “......!”


  Krucha belatedly realized that Leraje’s skin had become smooth again. The moment that the hellfire around Krucha’s fists weakened, Leraje’s mucus was restored. She could exert her full power.


  “I feel pitiful every time I see you think you are strong from your own ability, when it is actually a power gained from someone else. I knew that your expression when you realized the truth would be exactly the same as it is now.” 


  She was powerful enough to erase the despairing Krucha from the world. Krucha’s head that was struck by her fist literally disappeared. Krucha’s body struggled several times after losing its head before turning into gray ash. 


  The power to yearn for victory and to win. The absolute power that caused her to win until she met the Undefeated King was worthy enough to astonish Grid and Yura. It was just like how Grid’s Drop Dragon Pinnacle Kill Wave stunned Leraje and Kalbaba... 


  [The quest ‘Barbatos’ Sniping’ has been cleared.] 


  [Barbatos’ Vision (5) has been transplanted to you as a reward for clearing the quest.] 


  [Barbatos’ Vision (5)] 


  [It is Barbatos’ fifth eye. It has a field of view that can extend up to 10 kilometers. 


  Skill Resource Consumption: 2,000 mana per second. 


  Skill Duration: Up to 30 seconds. 


  Skill Cooldown Time: 1 hour.] 


  “......!” 


  Grid reacted immediately. He instantly activated Barbatos’ Vision which was added to the skill list and could see the summit of the mountain rising just 10 kilometers away. He met a pair of eyes. It belonged to a gentleman wearing a sleek suit and a fedora. 


  “What can you do?” the gentleman mouthed these words as he read the anger in Grid’s gaze. 


  “Request to Stand With Me,” Grid responded. He announced that he was a much better sniper. He responded to the provocation with a much larger provocation. 


  Battle gear rained down. Thousands of pieces of steel were planted on the dark mountain that didn’t have a single tree. 


  Barbatos, the gentleman who was bleeding from the unexpected attack, and the 8th Great Demon, had wide eyes. He realized that his vision had gone to the worst opponent.
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  The colorful light that refracted through the stained glass mysteriously dyed the statue of Goddess Rebecca. It was a brilliant and holy sight, but the priests kneeling below it weren’t dazzled. The priest looked up at the statue with a cold gaze before taking off his crown and rising from his seat. This last prayer was actually a ritual putting an end to his faith. 


  Dark clouds appeared in the weeping sky. The light was concealed by the clouds and darkness enveloped the temple. Thunder was heard. Then the moment that lightning struck, there was a close-up of the Goddess Rebecca statue on the screen. 


  Exquisitely cast shadows erased the statue’s smiles. The benevolence she showed so far was nowhere to be found and she felt endlessly cold. She seemed to be staring at the priest who left behind his crown and sword and left. Even so, the priest didn’t shrink back or hesitate. He walked confidently to the end with a straight walk. 


  The corridor of the huge temple was very long and the dark clouds cleared as he walked. Once outside, the priest saw a huge sun that seemed to welcome him and give him new blessings. 


  “......”


  The priest unbuttoned his coat. He took off the pure white robes that were a symbol of the Rebecca Church and wore armor instead. It was armor engraved with the crest of a sword and hammer. The camera close to him turned and captured his new appearance on the screen from head to toe. The moment his gaze met the camera, a caption introducing him was placed at the bottom of the screen. 


  Damian. The leader of the Overgeared God Church. 


  ***


  The opening video for the 6th National Competition became a hot topic. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the status of the pope was a symbol of absolute power that all players envied, yet Damian chose to abandon it to become the leader of the Overgeared God Church. People couldn’t help going crazy when this person, who had been in the spotlight these days, was the finale of the video. In particular, they displayed a high interest in the ‘sword dance’ Damian would show. 


  Following the 5th National Competition, Grid also declared his absence from the 6th National Competition and they were looking forward to seeing his swordsmanship through others. Starting from the brutal killing of the PvP championship candidates in the 1st National Competition to the fusion sword dances during the Demon King’s Subjugation... 


  How much could Damian reproduce? 


  『 The reason why Damian gave up his position of pope to become the leader of the Overgeared God Church will be revealed soon. 』 


  『 How powerful is the status or class of leader of the Overgeared God Church? People expect that it is the best since he has the protection of the supreme one, Grid, but is it really true? 』


  『 Yes, this year’s Damian will show the greatest performance ever. As we all know, the biggest advantage of the Overgeared God Church is that it can raise the power of Grid’s items to the limit. If he is the leader of the Overgeared God Church, then he should be heavily armed with items made by Grid. It is also the latest product. 』 


  “...Pfft!” Damian, who woke up in the morning and drank milk, sprayed milk from his nose. It was frightening to realize that public interest was greater than necessary. 


  ‘It is currently still worthless.’ 


  It wasn’t just the Overgeared God Church leader. All members of the Overgeared God Church had great potential. It was just that to unlock its potential, they had to build up enough proficiency in the sword dance. Like the analysis of the experts, they also needed Grid’s items. 


  However, Damian currently had nothing. He was only up to the two fusion sword dances and his Grid items were the sword and armor he purchased in the past and the shield he was gifted last year. People’s expectations that Damian would show the greatest performance ever was completely different from reality. 


  “In the first place, they didn’t tell me that such great weight would be placed on it...” 


  He thought that shooting the scene had taken exceptionally long, but he never guessed it would be the highlight of the video. Wasn’t this the first time since Grid and Kraugel that a particular individual was highlighted in the opening video? 


  ‘How did I get treated like such a great person? There are also Jishuka and Chris. Why is it me...?’ 


  This must be the Grid effect. The aggro of the Overgeared God Church was more than imagined. Damian sighed as he thought about it, but he was more humble than necessary. He needed to be more confident in himself. It was purely Grid’s power that killed the fallen Pope Drevigo. It was Damian himself who became the Goddess' Agent and rebuilt the Rebecca Church. Additionally, Grid greatly helped Damian in becoming pope, but Grid wouldn’t have been able to help if Damian wasn’t qualified. It was also purely thanks to Damian’s efforts that the Rebecca Church had greatly improved. 


  Damian might not know it, but the world saw Damian as a big figure who was the next Grid or comparable to Kraugel. He even had the record of an outstanding performance as the ‘Zombie Demon King’ in last year’s National Competition. Therefore, he had enough qualifications to be the finale of the opening video.


  “Sigh.” 


  However, he was feeling depressed, so it was extremely normal to sigh. Damian had just become the leader of the Overgeared God Church and didn’t have enough money to make item production requests to Grid, so he was several times weaker than last year. There was a very high probability that he wouldn’t meet people’s expectations. Maybe every event he participated in would undermine the prestige of the Overgeared God Church. 


  ‘It would be better if I didn’t participate.’


  As he had been thinking about whether to participate or not, his judgment was blurred due to the broadcasting station official he met. 


  ‘I didn’t even sell my house.’ 


  Damian sighed repeatedly before his expression suddenly fell. 


  ‘Is there any need to worry about this?’ 


  He had lost all his abilities he enjoyed since her days as a pope, but he was a priest of the Overgeared God Church. He had inherited Grid’s sword dances. 


  ...Grid’s sword dance had always been the strongest. Damian still remembered the sword dance Kill that defeated Hurent in one blow. Of course, these days, rankers wouldn’t die from a single sword dance. If it wasn’t one blow, then it would be two blows. If it wasn’t two blows, then three blows. If three blows didn’t work, then why not try four? 


  ‘Yes, it is a meaningless worry.’ 


  He could win against anyone. In particular, players who were contestants of Player 56 or 55. He couldn’t be lacking compared to the new rankers who gained popularity through the power of TV. If he wasn’t as good as them, it was a problem of his quality, not his new class. 


  Damian gained confidence in his thinking and worked hard in the first event of the National Competition held a fortnight later. 


  “Gasp...Gasp...”


  He lost various buff skills and recovery skills. Damian lost everything he had enjoyed so far and realized how difficult it was to compete with others with just one passive skill and a few attack skills. 


  ‘Isn’t this why Grid was scolded?’ 


  The reason why so many people mocked Grid during the 1st National Competition was that there was no control. Once he experienced Grid’s position at that time, it was more than he couldn’t control it rather than there being no control. 


  If the blacksmith part was removed from Pagma's Successor, it should be considered a melee damage dealer, but there were no defense skills and no charging skills. The sword dances could be used as an evasive move, but it was natural that the practicality was inferior compared to an actual evasion skill. 


  ‘It isn’t clear when hunting low intelligence monsters, but it is a weakness that can be attacked when fighting people.’ 


  It would gradually improve in the process of learning a new fusion sword dance, but the current Grid’s sword dances that were available were too passive. It was absurdly weak in combat against individuals. There were no special advantages apart from the very high attack power. Rather, there were many disadvantages due to the long preliminary movements. 


  As Damian stood on the podium with a trembling expression and the gold medal was placed around his neck, cheers burst out from everywhere. It was a lot of adversity, but he eventually got first place. He wandered through the labyrinth and slaughtered all the participants he encountered with powerful swordsmanship. The problem was that it was much harder than expected. 


  『 Um... Damian has won the gold medal as everyone expected. 』 


  『Still, how should I say this? It was a series of very rough fights, right? It was a battle where Damian’s unique color couldn’t be seen. 』 


  『 I agree. Originally, Damian used his nimble shielding to suppress the opponents, seal off attacks, or restrict the movements with divine magic. Then he uses his refined combat skills to take down the target. Meanwhile, today it is like... Um...』 


  『 What else can be said? It is just disappointing. Disappointing. How can this be the ability of a PvP winning candidate? Thanks to the accumulation of numerous combat data, the combat guidelines these days are very high quality. Even level 200 warriors don’t fight like that these days. I think Damian has fallen a lot unless he is purposely hiding his skills. Well, that might be a stretch. How much would he have regretted letting go of the pope position? In the future, Damian can only go downhill. 』 


  Being at the top and staying there consistently wasn’t something that could be done with just passion and ambition. Some people misunderstood it as Damian losing his passion. The skills that Damian showed weren’t so good. 


  ***


  The Overgeared Kingdom was busy preparing for Prince Lord’s coming of age ceremony... 


  “In the end, it happened.” Prime Minister Lauel received the unpleasant news. It was news that rebellions were occurring in various parts of the Orc Kingdom. It was as he expected. 


  Originally, orcs were a primitive species that lived in tribal units. The new orc lord, Teruchan, hoped to build a kingdom and Grid helped him create the Orc Kingdom, but most orc nobles took the kingdom as a prison rather than a fence. In tribal societies, they could reign like kings. Then in the kingdom, they were bound by various laws and regulations. It was natural to be stuffy. 


  The dissatisfaction of the orc nobles continued to build up and orc players showed signs of exploiting this. The reason why this couldn’t be prevented because of the high number of orc players. It was physically impossible to monitor and manage them one by one. 


  ‘They must have been waiting for this time.’ 


  Most of the main power of the Overgeared Kingdom was away due to participating in the National Competition. It was also a busy time due to Prince Lord’s coming of age ceremony. Due to the lack of manpower, it would take quite a lot of time and money to put down the rebellion. 


  ‘I have to minimize the number of tribes that succeed in gaining independence...’ 


  If the orcs split back into tribal units, then the orc players would gain too much power. Most of them were Chinese players. If they dominated the tribes and increased their influence, then it wouldn’t be good for the Overgeared Kingdom. 


  It happened as Lauel frowned and started to sort out the list of Overgeared members to be sent to suppress the rebels...


  “Why is your expression so serious? I heard the news that the orcs have rebelled. Isn’t it a problem that Teruchan can solve?” Grid finally emerged from the smithy that he spent the past few days in and visited Lauel’s office. The soot on his face offended Lauel, who was already sensitive. 


  “Currently, you aren’t just the king of a country anymore. Shouldn’t you pay more attention to your appearance when you become a god?” 


  “Looking human is more likable.” 


  He might be called a god, but it was still at a level similar to an honorary position. Grid swallowed down these words and checked the list that Lauel was writing. 


  “I think Laella and Zednos will suffer too much if they follow this list.” 


  “Still, it can’t be helped. We have to thoroughly defend the capital until the coming of age ceremony is over, so it is difficult to recruit more troops. By the way, did you finish making it?” 


  “Yes, I think Damian will be very pleased. Hmm, I will go for a bit...” 


  “Where are you going?” 


  “Where else? I’m going to quell the rebellion.” 


  “There is no need. Does it make sense for you to be gone when the coming of age ceremony begins in just three days?” 


  “Three days is enough.” Grid opened the map of the orc kingdom and pointed to the south and north. “Tell the kids to go over here. I will take care of the rest.” 


  “...Do you have 10 bodies?” 


  There were a total of 43 rebellion sites in the areas Grid said he would take charge of. It was impossible to subdue them all in three days unless he had 10 bodies. However, Grid was behaving in a relaxed manner. 


  “It is because I have good eyes.” 


  “......?” 


  “In any case, I’ll be back. Deliver this item to Damian.” 


  “No, wait... Your Majesty! Hey! Now isn’t the time for you to do this!” 


  Lauel tried to stop Grid and even spoke informally, but it was useless. Grid laughed like Lauel’s reaction was cute and threw himself through the warp gate.
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  Now there was no one who treated Satisfy as simply entertainment. If there was such a person, they would be a fool lagging behind the times. 


  “There is no second chance. I have to take this opportunity to gain great results and live up to expectations.” 


  The world’s largest sports industry where one could enjoy enormous wealth and fame. 


  The Chinese government had recently made significant investments in Satisfy. First of all, a number of Chinese players changed their species to an orc. Then they secretly approached the orc tribe leaders and used money and power to get close to them. Additionally, the best intellectuals of each field were recruited to design thorough and brilliant plans. 


  


  


  If Orc Lord Teruchan hadn’t built a kingdom— No, if he had been the slightest bit lax in managing his kingdom, then it wasn’t an exaggeration to say the entire orc race would’ve fallen into the hands of the Chinese government by now. 


  Within the fence of the Chinese government, the orc would be protected by their unique breeding power and hundreds of millions of soldiers would be raised. A great China nation would’ve been born in Satisfy. 


  However, the Orc Kingdom became a de facto subordinate of the Overgeared Kingdom and management became very thorough. Additionally, the force and charisma of Orc Lord Teruchan that could pressure a tribe repeatedly blocked the intervention of the Chinese government. As long as Teruchan, who was loyal to Grid, was alive, the Chinese government’s ambition to turn the Orc Kingdom into a second China would be hard to achieve. 


  This was why this opportunity was very large. It was a season when the National Competition and Prince Lord’s coming of age ceremony overlapped. Most of the main powers of the Overgeared Kingdom were gone or tied up, so it was an opportunity to eliminate Teruchan and absorb the Orc Kingdom. 


  -We can’t mobilize all the rankers.The apparent reason for their obsession with becoming an orc is to gain achievements in the National Competition, so there is no way to prevent them from participating in the National Competition.


  “We can’t stop it or there is a possibility of exposing China’s inner thoughts to foreign countries.” 


  -Yes.You shouldn’t let your guard down because the troops mobilized for the rebellion will be low in terms of quality.


  “Haha, of course. You can rest assured that my confidence is based on sufficient evidence, not carelessness. It is time. I’m hanging up now.” 


  Ttiring.


  The man ended the holographic call and adjusted his glasses. The smile on his face became cold like it was a lie. 


  “XX carelessness... Do you think that it makes sense to warn those willing to fight against the Overgeared Guild to not be careless?” 


  He couldn’t let his guard down even if they urged him to let it down. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that one needed to be prepared to quit the game if they wanted to fight against the Overgeared Guild. The man gritted his teeth and laid down in the capsule. 


  Once he opened his eyes again, he became one of the few players in the game with the ‘War Commander’ class, Havis. War Commander—it was a class that gave wide area buffs and increased mobility whenever he gave an ‘order’ to the army he commanded. The class had a tremendous influence in war, yet the rating was surprisingly ‘normal.’ 


  However, it was clear that it required choosing the career of a soldier and being promoted through four ranks from a captain of tens, a captain of hundreds, a captain of thousands and a general. Therefore, the difficulty of changing classes was much higher than ordinary hidden classes. In the first place, the rank in the military wasn’t only proportional to their performance but also the length of service. This meant there were few commander-level players. 


  In conclusion, it meant that Havis was a high-quality human resource. The Chinese government paid a huge price to hire him for the rebellion. It was such a large sum that Havis didn’t dare refuse. it was an amount worth bearing the risk of losing everything he built up in exchange for being hostile to the Overgeared Kingdom... 


  ‘If the rebellion succeeds, then I will even get twice the compensation.’


  He had to succeed. It would be hard, but... 


  “...It is more than I thought?” 


  Havis’ eyes widened when he entered the command barracks with determination. It was because there were 30 commander-level players including himself. There were individual differences depending on the leadership stat and their level, but the average number of troops that each person could command was 4,000. If there were 30 people, it was a huge 120,000. It meant that 120,000 troops could first be gathered in the capital before the tribes that weren’t recruited to the rebellion could support Teruchan. 


  ‘Is this the potential of China?’ 


  Havis thought that the number of commander-level players participating in this rebellion would be seven at most. It might be different for someone who started Satisfy for the purpose of making money like himself, but most players weren’t likely to be tempted by the Chinese government’s money if it meant being hostile to the Overgeared Guild. In fact, this was actually the case. All but five of the 30 commanders were Chinese. They were talents raised by the Chinese government. 


  ‘If they can raise this many commanders, the training of other classes must be enormous... It is worthy of being a powerful country.’


  Given China’s capital and thorough preparation, it seemed to be one of the top two most powerful countries. A deep smile spread on the mouth of the admiring Havis. 


  In fact, he had predicted a 60% probability of the rebellion succeeding. 3 million troops would march on a large scale to attract the attention of the Orc Kingdom while at the same time, 30,000 troops buffed by seven commanders operated separately, moving quickly and stealthily through the capital and to the palace using the underground waterway that had already been sought. If they could destroy Teruchan and his guards within two hours, then they would win. If they didn’t destroy them before reinforcements arrived, they would lose... 


  In a way, it was a gambling strategy. It was because there was no chance of victory in a battle of power. Teruchan had 500,000 troops stationed in the capital and the tribes that chose to follow him had around 1 million troops. If these 1.5 million troops were given time to defend the city, it was hard to break through even with 3 million troops. 


  The biggest problem was the combat strength of the Orc Lord, Teruchan. The Chinese players didn't yet have the power to face someone who could leave the city for a short period of time, slaughter their enemies, and then return leisurely. Allies would continue to die and morale would fall. In order to win the war, it was important to isolate Teruchan in a narrow place without the protection of his large army, then killing him when he was all alone and by himself, with the full force of all their available troops. 


  ‘I was wondering if it was possible to do that with 30,000 troops...’ 


  Break through the defenses of the underground waterways and Teruchan’s bodyguards with 30,000 troops and raid Teruchan? Despite the commanders’ buffs, the probability of success was only around 60%. Yet contrary to expectations, the number had increased to 120,000. In this way, it was safe to say the odds were 100%. 


  ‘We can split up the troops and do diversionary activities.’ 


  If it wasn’t for the National Competition, the main powers of the Overgeared Kingdom would come as support. This meant that it would be a daunting task, even with 120,000 people. However, it wasn’t the case anymore. There was also a small chance that Grid would move. He had already lost his mentor called Khan during a National Competition, so he wouldn’t be able to hastily leave. 


  ‘It doesn’t matter even if Grid moves.’ 


  It was said that China was already prepared for this response. Spies were planted in the procession carrying various materials for use in Lord’s coming of age ceremony and the congratulatory delegations of other countries. The moment Grid was seen in the Orc Kingdom, they would turn into terrorists. They might not be able to harm the Overgeared Kingdom, but they would create enough of a commotion to make Grid nervous. 


  Could Grid ignore the commotion? 


  ‘He will definitely return to Reinhardt immediately.’ 


  He would recall the painful memories he didn’t want to suffer twice. Yes, there would be only victory in this war... Havis confirmed it and exchanged looks with the other commanders. 


  


  


  “Don't delay any longer. Let’s start.” 


  It was impossible to covertly proceed with such a large-scale rebellion. Thus, they promoted the rebellion on a larger scale and took advantage of it. The eyes of the Orc Kingdom and Overgeared Kingdom would be focused on the main army which had already started advancing yesterday. In that gap, they would move this special force they had on standby and carry out a surprise strike. 


  Wang Wei was the commander-in-chief and he explained the outline of the operation, “No matter how much the main army draws attention, we will be bound to stand out if there are 120,000 troops in the detached force. We’ll divide into groups of four and move separately. As you can see on the map, there are some places with a narrow viewing angle due to the structure of the fortress...” 


  The commanders saw the high odds of victory and were full of motivation. They were focused and engaged in active discussions. It was useless. They overlooked three facts. 


  First, the Overgeared Kingdom had succeeded in commercializing the warp gates. Secondly, the eyes and ears of the Overgeared Shadows led by Lantier Faker had already reached this place. Third, Grid could bombard them from a very long distance. 


  “All forces, gather!” 


  At the end of the operational meeting, the commanders gathered 120,000 troops. The appearance of the orc army forming a green wave on the plains was truly spectacular. Yes, it was spectacular. It stood out too much. 


  “We’ll be moving from now on...!” 


  “......?” 


  “......?”


  The commanders and soldiers all cocked their hands when Wang Wei suddenly shut his mouth as he was shouting at the soldiers. A huge 240,000 eyes followed the direction of Wang Wei’s trembling gaze.


  “......!”


  “......!”


  They all exclaimed in unison. The reason was the thousands of battle gear pouring down from the sky. A rain of battle gear—Overgeared King Grid made a declaration as he bombarded the large army of 120,000 orcs. 


  ***


  “Damian’s condition is a bit strange, right? I really can win this.” 


  Zelos participated in the National Competition as a representative of Japan. He was a high ranker placed 98th in the unified rankings and he was heating up Japan. The Japanese people were fascinated by the young ranker who was handsome and stylish. His popularity was evidenced by the fact that he was the final winner of the audition program, Player 55, which was ranked first in national viewership. 


  The PD of Player 55, Seichi, smiled and encouraged Zelos, “Of course. You won this time and got a legendary item right? On the other hand, Damian is just a washed-up has-been. He is nothing if he isn’t the pope. He is just an old hikikomori and only became the pope in the first place due to Grid.” 


  Damian lacked social skills and never cared about broadcasts. On the rare times he appeared on TV, he always praised Grid. PD Seichi instinctively hated Damian. He thought Damian was a national disgrace. He didn’t know how happy he was when he got the information that Damian was ‘expelled’ from the pope’s position. 


  “I know that you hate Damian, but calling the Zombie Demon King a washed-up has-been is a bit...” 


  “No, it is real. It wasn’t a choice. He was forced to become the Overgeared God Church leader. He really has lost everything.” 


  Of course, there was no way to ignore the power of the Overgeared God Church. However, Damian didn’t have enough time to grow. It was obvious that he could only use a few sword dances. No matter how many items he used, there would be a limit. 


  ‘I don’t know about next year, but this year, he is several levels below Zelos.’ 


  This was why he advised Zelos to play in PvP. It was as if fate had created the showdown between Zelos and Damian. In three days, the Japanese people would witness it with their own eyes in the PvP event on the final day of the National Competition. It would be the moment when a new Japanese icon was born. 


  ‘The star made by me, Seichi, will represent Japan.’


  He imagined the wonderful programs he could make in the future with Zelos, who defeated Damian and became the new face of Japan... 


  ‘By next year, I’ll be the director of the Entertainment Bureau.’ 


  A smile spread across Seichi’s face as he dreamed of a brilliant future. 


  “This...” In the game, Damian was very surprised to see the parcel that arrived in front of him.
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  They were in jeopardy. The tower carefully built by the great power was teetering like it would collapse in the face of the disaster that came without notice. 


  “Ah... Ahhh...” 


  “T-This is unbelievable.” 


  The commanders stared at the orcs dying miserably from the rain of battle gear falling from the sky. It was unreal. Was the ridiculous sight of hundreds or thousands of weapons pouring down like rain really done by a human? 


  


  


  ‘Overgeared... God...’ 


  The new title for Grid passed through the minds of the commanders. God—it was a very noble title for a human, but it wasn’t awkward when placed before or after the name ‘Grid.’ The rain of battle gear that punished the soldiers was that great. 


  “...Grid!” 


  The commanders lost their minds until the terrible smell of blood brushed the tip of their noses. Then they simultaneously raised their heads. 


  Havis ran to the front, shouting as he blocked the weapons attacking the soldiers, “It is done by Grid! Hurry and find his location first! Don’t shrink back! If we step back, it is easier to become a target! Move forward! That way! Don’t mess up the formation due to confusion!” 


  Grid must be nearby. The rain of battle gear that accurately aimed and shot at the orcs demonstrated that his gaze reached the battlefield. 


  This was Havis’ judgment and he commanded the army perfectly. He opened a wide area buff to calm the soldiers and increase their agility. Then he scattered them in all directions. The shield soldiers protected their allies as much as possible while they searched the terrain for places where Grid could be hiding. 


  Thanks to his excellent commanding ability, the order was kept despite the soldiers being scattered. The movement path of the scattered soldiers was perfect as they searched. They stretched out aiming at points where Grid was suspected to be attacking from. However, no one completed the task. Grid was not found in all the locations predicted by Havis. 


  Flap. A flag waved to show he wasn’t here either. 


  “......!!” 


  Havis was surprised to hear the last report and raised his head reflexively. A clear sky without clouds filled his field of view. The sky was empty as well. Grid was nowhere to be found. 


  ‘Yet the battle gear keeps pouring down.’ Havis was suddenly engulfed in doubts. ‘So where is the other person’s location?’ 


  The marching route of the detached force was decided at today’s daytime meeting. Additionally, the same side couldn’t blindly trust each other so they changed their routes several times. They were found and then sniped. However, the important sniping point couldn’t be found. 


  “It can’t be.” 


  Was he watching from a distance? Was it from a distance they couldn’t recognize from here? 


  ‘...No, that is ridiculous.’


  It was impossible unless he had the skill Clairvoyance that was the exclusive skill of the Bow Saint. There was only one Bow Saint in the world, Jishuka. 


  ‘Even if he can see from a distance, it is impossible for the skill to reach here.’ 


  There was also a limit to ranged attacks. The range of influence was usually limited to tens of meters. In the first place, the formula for using skills at an ‘invisible distance’ wasn’t established. 


  ‘Grid is obviously hiding somewhere nearby.’


  Skills with a range of ‘within your field of view’ were very rare. It was because such effects were usually attached to legendary skills. It was natural in Havis’ common sense that there was no link between skill and vision. He couldn’t even imagine it. Therefore, he was sure that Grid was lurking around here. The judgments of the other commanders were the same. 


  -Grid has appeared in the north-west part of the Orc Kingdom.I’ll say it once again.Grid has appeared in the north-west part of the Orc Kingdom.


  Wang Wei immediately reported it to the top. Soon, acts of terrorism would occur throughout Reinhardt in order to shift Grid’s gaze. 


  “Grid! There will soon be a riot in Reinhardt. Is there a reason for you to waste time in a place like this? Shouldn’t you worry about your son?” Wang Wei shouted toward the invisible Grid. Unfortunately, there was no return answer. The battlefield was still. No one opened their mouths, except for the groaning soldiers. 


  However, Wang Wei wasn’t nervous. Rather, he waited a while before using magic. “Detect!” 


  Flash!


  Wang Wei was often at risk of being assassinated since he was in charge of the army. Therefore, he had artifacts to detect the presence of assassins and to cancel stealth magic. Now he expressed the artifact’s ability to neutralize invisibility. 


  “As expected...” 


  There was a deep smile on Wang Wei’s face. It was because there was no one around even though he used Detect magic. It was proof that Grid, who had been hiding around here with the ‘invisibility cloak,’ must’ve hurriedly left this place. 


  “Huhut, it might just be a bunch of graphics, but it is still Grid’s child. Start the march again!” 


  It was worthwhile to be thoroughly prepared with the help of the government. They got rid of Grid without having to fight him, so it wasn’t hard. It happened the moment when Wang Wei mistakenly thought he fought and won against an enemy—who wasn’t even present—and issued the order to march again... 


  “Huh? What is that?” 


  “Are my eyes wrong...?” 


  The soldiers murmured to each other. They said strange nonsense like a ‘wave’ was coming or something. This area was a plain. How could the group collectively see such an illusion? Well, it was understandable. They were suddenly attacked by an improbable attack so it wasn’t strange if they lost their minds. 


  The frowning Wang Wei and Havis turned their gazes toward the soldiers. Then they saw it. The blue wave that appeared on the horizon and was coming this way. It was a wave like the soldiers said. 


  “What is this...?” 


  Why was a wave occurring in the middle of the plain? Wang Wei and Havis’ doubts stopped here. The speed of the wave hitting them was dozens of times faster than they perceived. The moment the wave passed over them, their heads were cut off and they disappeared. 


  ***


  [Experience has been acquired.] 


  [Experience has been acquired.] 


  [Experience has been acquir...] 


  


  


  ......


  …


  At Rupa, a fortified city in the Orc Kingdom... 


  “Surely this isn’t going to be nerfed...” Grid stood on the walls of a city in a somewhat primitive landscape and murmured to himself with a blank expression. 


  It was because the combination of Barbatos’ Vision (5), which allowed him to see up to 10 kilometers away, and the Undefeated King’s Swordsmanship showed a power beyond expectations. The enemy that surpassed 100,000 was forced to be helpless. Even Grid, the one behind the massacre, felt creeped out as he watched them dying without knowing who or what they were facing. 


  ‘Since my experience has risen so much, it can be said that almost all the troops were wiped out.’ 


  He used the help of God's Command to use the Undefeated King’s Swordsmanship a total of nine times. Before that, he even used Request to Stand with Me. The maximum duration of Barbatos’ Vision was over and he could no longer see the battlefield. Nevertheless, Grid confirmed through his experience gauge that the 120,000 troops had been pushed to the brink of destruction. 


  It was around 10%. He had gained experience equivalent to one month of hunting. Considering that the amount of experience given by NPCs was overwhelmingly less than the experience given by monsters, this was a huge increase. 


  ‘I think the enlightenment effect played a big role.’


  What type of bonus occurred by linking the top skills? Grid had this thought while turning back to the warp gate. 


  Step.


  He took a step into the warp gate and a notification window popped up. 


  [Overgeared King Grid has entered the capital, Reinhardt.] 


  The warp gate made by Sticks was really useful, except that there was a limit to the number of uses per day. 


  “What about the riots?” Grid cocked his head when he entered the palace and found knights busy moving around. 


  The senior knight, Royman, politely greeted him and replied, “Sir Amosphel found some people behaving weirdly and arrested them. The situation is just perplexing because there are so many of them and no evidence that they tried to commit a crime. Of course, we can’t doubt Sir Asmophel, so I am going to seek out experts good at interrogation...” 


  Grid’s eyes widened. “Asmophel? Is Asmophel back?” 


  It was on the day that Braham became a member of the Overgeared Kingdom...


  After losing to Braham, Asmophel devoted the next few months to training. He didn’t have a desire to become stronger because he lost to Braham. Rather, he had a vague sense of enlightenment and wanted to grab onto these strands of enlightenment. 


  Grid watched such an Asmophel silently. He considerately allowed Asmophel to fully concentrate on training. Asmophel misunderstood Grid’s consideration as indifference and became depressed, but Grid didn’t know this. Grid believed in Asmophel, who had the ‘Determination of the Number Two.’ 


  Determination of the Number Two—it was a passive skill that had a chance of activating when Asmophel fought someone and lost. The passive skill had an extremely bad activation probability, but it was the catalyst for Asmophel’s growth. Every time it was activated, Asmophel gained a new skill and his stats rose permanently. This was why Grid had so many expectations for Asmophel. He didn’t stop Asmophel, who wanted to leave on a training trip. 


  Then after months, Asmophel returned. 


  ‘How much did he change?’ Grid was looking forward to it, happy about reuniting with a friend, who had been away for a long time. Royman guided Grid to Asmophel’s location. 


  At the same time, at the 32nd Hell... 


  An unexpected bigshot visited the place that was known as the Overgeared Hell Branch. It was such a bigshot that it surprised the demon, Glant, who had lived for a thousand years. 


  “What happened?” 


  “This is Grid’s base, correct? I think I have the right to come here often to play.” 


  Leraje, the 10th Great Demon—she was extremely pleased after joining forces with Grid to kill Barbatos’ subordinate and was much more favorable to Grid than expected. 


  “What are those succubi?” 


  “Grid’s subordinates.” 


  “Hmm, using the demonkin of the 32nd Hell as subordinates. The level of the subordinates is too low to match him. I’ll lend you my chariot soldiers, so take them with you.” 


  “......!”


  Leraje’s chariot corps were incomparably stronger than the succubi. While the succubi could only hide behind Grid every time he fought demons, Leraje’s chariot soldiers could fight together with him. 


  Yura nodded coldly. “I understand. I will deliver it.” 


  Grid’s influence in hell was growing.
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  Birds sitting side by side on branches moved their eyes. They were bewildered because the hulled millet always sprinkled on top of the snow-covered soy sauce jars couldn’t be seen. 


  Chirp chirp!


  The yangban, Mir, watched the birds that started chirping and opened his mouth, “Kaya’s perpetual snow was created by the blue dragon’s resentment.” 


  The reason Kaya was called the Sand Kingdom was because it was surrounded by deserts. However, it only snowed in the capital. Since when did it start snowing? The people of Kaya, who forgot the blue dragon, didn’t remember. However, Mir and the yangbans remembered it vividly. The moment the blue dragon was sealed, snow started falling from the cloudy sky. 


  


  


  “This snow hurt many people.” 


  Kaya’s people didn’t know the cold. They weren’t prepared for the cold. It was difficult to adapt to the cold and snow that suddenly occurred and many people froze to death or abandoned their hometown. It was the same for the animals. There were animals who lasted to the end like these birds, while others went extinct or hid in the desert. 


  “Did the blue dragon really not know that its resentment hurt those it protected?” Mir shook his head and whispered as he gazed at the Blue Dragon Dao. Then he took out a handful of hulled millet and sprinkled it in the yard. 


  Chirp chirp!


  The happy birds gathered around Mir. Mir’s expression was dark as he looked at the birds pecking at the millet and filling up their stomachs. 


  “The warm consideration of human beings barely saved these hungry little birds in winter. However, as things became harder for humans, they cared less for the birds and eventually starved again. I am the only one these birds can rely on now. They are just like the people of Kaya.” 


  Mir’s gaze turned to Yeum. Yeum flinched. Yeum couldn’t adapt to the rough scar that covered Mir’s beautiful face that wasn’t erased by Mir. 


  “Yeum, I think gods and humans aren’t very different.” 


  The blue dragon, the guardian god of Kaya, who always protected and cared for the people. Behold the great god, who brought lightning and made countless yangbans tremble. 


  Cursing the gods who sealed it, the blue dragon brought snow all year round in the hopes that people would remember it and serve it again. It didn’t think about how the people it had been protecting were suffering from the cold snow. No, it wouldn’t care even if it knew. This was selfishness. The blue dragon also possessed the same lowly emotions as humans, just like the Five Seniors. 


  “Therefore, I’m not surprised that a human has become a god.” 


  “......” Yeum was silent. She criticized Grid for leaving the scar on Mir’s face and laughed at the human being who was impersonating a god. Now she could no longer criticize him or ridicule him. Rather, she felt angry and aggrieved. Even most of the yangbans became frustrated and gave up on becoming a god. Then why was a human called a god? The personalities of a god and humans might be the same, but the innate power was different... 


  Yet this was cruel reality. 


  Mir patted her shoulder. “Think of it as an experience.” 


  “......?” 


  “Grid is an indication that I can become the Martial God. He is someone I should respect and learn from, rather than feel envious of.” 


  He meant it with all his heart. Mir was thrilled the moment he felt Grid’s apotheosis. He couldn’t control his overwhelming emotions and stood up while clenching his fists. The development of Grid, who became a god despite being human, was a great hope for Mir, who was god’s creation. It was an opportunity to be certain that his desire and efforts to be the ‘Martial God’ special among the gods weren’t in vain. 


  ‘How far can he climb?’ 


  Should he leave this scar or erase it due to it being worthless? This was something he would only know as he kept watching. 


  Mir’s expression as he sprinkled the millet was brighter than ever. 


  ***


  “Asmophel.” 


  “I greet My Liege.” The reunion after a few months wasn’t spectacular. Asmopel knelt down and greeted Grid, who entered the dark interrogation room. 


  “I’m glad you have come back.” Grid couldn’t hold back his delight. He was truly happy to reunite with a loyal subordinate, who had been supporting him for over 10 years. 


  Asmophel smiled at Grid who raised him up. “Your Majesty has grown stronger while I haven’t seen you. I am very proud.” 


  Asmophel couldn’t hide his admiration. He recognized Grid’s growth during this time. It was the same with Grid. 


  [Name: Asmophel 


  Age: 52 Gender: Male 


  Class: Overgeared Magic Knight Commander/ Overgeared Great General (Conditional Soldier) 


  Title: Fire Sword 


  * Uses gorgeous and delicate swordsmanship that flutters in full bloom like a flower. An extremely fast sword that neutralizes the target’s defense and doesn’t allow any counterattacks. 


  * There is a 30% chance of blocking the target’s defensive behavior when using sword-related skills. 


  * There is a chance of reducing the target’s counterattack chance by 60% when using sword-related skills. 


  ★ Once the petals of sword energy burn brilliantly, all stats will increase by 20% and attack speed by 50%. Fire damage will also be gained. Completely block the target’s counterattack during the duration. 


  Title: Eternal Second 


  * Can’t be the number one. However, this doesn’t mean being second-rate. 


  * All stats are reduced when fighting against the number one person in each field. 


  * All stats will increase when fighting an opponent other than the number one person in each field. 


  Level: 523 


  Strength: 3,859 Stamina: 2,220 


  Agility: 3,859 Intelligence: 3,180 


  Leadership: 2,812 Insight: 5,024 


  Political Power: 2,311 


  Skills: Imperial Swordsmanship (B), Empire's Military Tactics (A+), Reidan-style Spearsmanship (A+), Politics (A+), Agitation (A+), Overgeared Army’s Swordsmanship (A+), Highest Grade Sword Mastery (S), Red Sword (S), Fire Flower Sword (SS), Great Talent Matures Late (SS), A Soldier (SS), Magic Insight (??), Determination of the Number Two (??) 


  A descendant of a prestigious bloodline in the Saharan Empire, he was born with a natural talent for swordsmanship and military tactics. After reaching the right age and conditions, he joined the Red Knights and rose to the position of vice-commander after 12 years. He was later regarded as a pillar of the empire along with Piaro. 


  He was guilty of betraying Piaro and his colleagues due to Empress Marie’s schemes and wanted to kill himself. He tried, but was since forgiven by Piaro. After that, he has been atoning at Grid’s behest.] 


  ‘What?’ 


  Asmophel’s appearance after a few months was very different from what Grid expected. His level had increased a lot and his strength and agility reached the golden ratio. The development level exceeded Grid’s expectations, but the direction was a bit different. 


  ‘Why does he have so much intelligence and insight?’ 


  Asmophel’s intelligence and insight were originally high. The stats of the knight class were originally fairly evenly distributed, but these two stats were higher than average due to Asmophel’s history of using tricks to take down the former Red Knights. However, it wasn’t to this extent. In particular, insight seemed to have doubled compared to a few months ago. 


  ‘Ah...’ Grid was dumbfounded before belatedly realizing a new fact. In Asmophel’s list of skills, there was one called Magic Insight that hadn’t existed before. 


  [Magic Insight] 


  [Passive 


  The experience of losing to the legendary great magician Braham was great nourishment. He studied magic in depth and can now easily analyze average level magic. 


  Magic resistance is increased by 200% and there is a 10% chance to nullify magic. If the target’s level is low, he can see the list of magic the target has.] 


  


  


  It was a sub-compatible skill with the Magic Contemplation possessed by Grid. The awakening of Magic Insight seemed to have greatly affected Asmophel’s stats. 


  ‘...It is a bit vague to be called sub-compatible.’ 


  Of course, Magic Contemplation was much better than Magic Insight. 


  [Magic Contemplation Lv. 2] 


  [Passive 


  The knowledge and wisdom of the Duke of Wisdom will penetrate through the providence of all magic. 


  * Deciphers the magic used by the enemy. There is a 55% chance of breaking down the magic and a 4.5% chance of replicating or counterattacking the magic. 


  * Deciphers the magic used by an ally and there is a 35% chance of strengthening it. 


  * This effect is applied to magic of all attributes. 


  * It isn’t yet possible to contemplate multiple spells at once. 


  Magic Resource Consumption: None. 


  Cooldown Time: 3 seconds.] 


  It was overwhelming. However, Magic Contemplation didn’t have the ability to see the target’s magic list, nor did it increase magic resistance. 


  ‘If I can see the target’s list of magic then there is a high probability of destroying it...’ 


  It seemed much more effective than the stated explanation. Maybe Asmophel would get the title of Magician Killer sooner or later. Grid imagined Asmophel’s future of being a nightmare for all magicians and quickly looked around. The interrogation room was filled with 37 strangers and all of them were players. 


  “Are they the suspicious people?” 


  Royman nodded. “Yes, but as I said earlier, there is no clear basis for doubting them...” 


  No charges had been placed against the 37 suspicious people Asmophel arrested. Asmophel just arrested them for being suspicious, which could cause a big controversy. It was as expected... 


  “Aren’t you abusing your power too much?” 


  One of the suspicious people stared at Grid and argued. It seemed like he would immediately log out and post on the Internet. 


  “Hmm... How should I deal with them?” 


  “Asmophel’s claim is that they are magicians who specialize in wide area explosion magic. The fact that they are disguised as merchants or priests is suspicious, but I think we need to confirm if they are magicians first before starting the interrogation. Laella is coming from the magic tower. The moment Laella confirms it...” 


  “Asmophel.” 


  “Yes, Your Majesty.” 


  "Are you sure they are magicians?” 


  “I am certain.” 


  “Then arrest them.” 


  The situation was chaotic. It was unclear what type of work the people behind the Orc Kingdom had done behind the scenes. There was no hesitation on Grid’s face and the expressions of the players trapped in the interrogation room were rotten. All of them were terrorists sent by the Chinese government. 


  ***


  The last day of the National Competition. 


  After several days of focusing on the uprising in the Orc Kingdom, media outlets from different countries turned their attention back to the National Competition. It was natural since the rebellion had entered the suppression phase. It was also the day of PvP, the event that distinguished the strongest players of the time, and the Demon King’s Subjugation, which was the finale of the National Competition. The viewership of broadcasts related to the National Competition was high. 


  『 This year’s PvP winner should be Hao. Hao is an expert in all weapons, has different combat skills, and is even a half-draconian. After the racial story that happened a few months ago, the power of the half-draconians developed rapidly and Hao literally gained wings. I can’t think of an opponent who can compete with Hao this year. 』 


  『 I think Chris has a better chance of winning. Chris’ greatsword is perfect for crushing the scales of the half-draconians. 』 


  『 Chris can’t win. What can he do to prevent the half-draconian’s flying ability? 』 


  『 Then what about Jishuka? The moment he flies in front of Jishuka, he will be a target straight away. If you use this logic, won’t he lose to Jishuka? 』 


  『 No, how can there be such an extreme... 』 


  Many of the program’s MCs and panelists pointed to Hao and Chris as the winners. They were convinced there would be no abnormalities and the viewers agreed. 


  “I think so too. Jishuka’s level is still low and Ares is pretty weak 1v1...” 


  “Ares normally only competes in team events. Why is he listed in PvP? He has already won two gold medals in the group events. If he wins one more gold medal, then he will have a Grid or Kraugel level achievement. Why is he so obsessed with PvP to take this risk?” 


  “Winning PvP is the strongest symbol. Without both Grid and Kraugel, this is one of the few opportunities to win PvP. Who would want to miss it?” 


  “I heard that Valhalla’s growth rate is low these days. Ares has no choice but to step up and work hard...” 


  Few people named Damian, who was usually one of the candidates to win PvP every year. Damian’s condition was too bad this year. He might have two gold medals, but the appearance he showed in the process was far below expectations. In Japan, Damian’s name was often mentioned. It wasn’t due to expectations of Damian’s performance. It was Zelos’ influence. 


  『 Depending on the outcome of the first round, Damian and Zelos might fight in the second round. 』


  『 From Japan’s standpoint, their luck is the worst this year. Players from their country will compete from the beginning... 』 


  『 It seems very unlikely that a confrontation between the two of them can be achieved. I doubt Damian will be able to get through round 1. 』


  『 Why did Damian have to change religions...? Hah, it is really frustrating. 』 


  “Waaaaaaaah!” 


  In the midst of people’s expectations and worries, PvP began. On the stage, Damian took out his new weapon. 


  [The effect of Grid’s Sword has activated part of Grid’s Sword Dance.]
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  After the introduction of the Demon King’s Subjugation event in the National Competition, there was a rule that the previous demon king would appear in the first match of PvP. If the former demon king didn’t appear in PvP, then an event match with them would be held (except when they didn’t participate in the National Competition). It was a type of courtesy toward the strongest, who proved their skills and became qualified to be the demon king. 


  Damian was the protagonist of the first stage of PvP this year. The opponent who was chosen as a scapegoat to face the former demon king would be nervous or desperate, unless they were a skilled player on the same level as the former demon king. However, the Korean ranker facing Damian was relaxed instead of nervous. He wasn’t particularly famous or highly ranked, but he had high confidence. 


  


  


  ‘Is he a new rising power like Zelos?’ 


  Time was fair to everyone. Everyone with passion tried hard in the same manner. Yesterday’s weak could be today’s strong and yesterday’s loser could be today’s winner. This was providence. Damian held his sword, but he took a posture reminiscent of Grid. It was completely different from when he was the pope. 


  ‘Ryu Jin.’ 


  Damian thought about the information of the opponents that he secured in advance. His class was a linker and he had a legendary weapon called ‘Sanao’s Offense.’ His period of activity in the coastal area near Siren was very long and there was a high probability of being a pirate. If so, he should be quite familiar with PvP. 


  ‘Sanao’s Offense is a guandao. Does he use linker skills to bind the opponent and then approach to defeat them?’ 


  Most linkers operated from a distance, but the combat style was more influenced by the player’s tendencies, not their class. Damian thought about it and shook his head. Poor information just led to unnecessary speculation. He shouldn’t be blinded. He planned to explore carefully to see the source of the other person’s confidence with his own eyes. 


  The Korean ranker, Ryu Jin, shouted at the concentrating Damian, “I have good luck.” 


  “......?”


  “I get to fight against the person who changed classes and went backwards.” 


  “......”


  Was this the source of the confidence? Damian sighed as he understood the other person’s heart. 


  ‘This confidence isn’t because he believes in his own skills.’ 


  He was a human being who competed based on the skills of the opponents. It was pathetic. 


  ‘Not all Koreans were influenced by Grid.’ 


  “It is clear that the Japanese can’t play games. Did you lose your senses after being a superstar due to the power of your class? You gave up the pope’s position without understanding yourself. Hahat! Haven’t you been really regretting it these days?


  “......” 


  Was there a need to speak for so long? There was no need to associate with a person with racial discrimination. 


  “Grid’s Sword Dance.” 


  “Bah.”


  The moment Damian used his skill, Ryu Jin scoffed and triggered the skill Doll Display. It was one of the ultimate skills of the linker class that could link up to 10 people. It had a very high probability of binding the target. He knew the surest way to block Grid’s sword dances. Damian stopped in place. He couldn’t take a step forward. 


  Ryu Jin smiled with satisfaction at seeing him completely neutralized and linked the next skill. 


  “Transcend.” Damian’s purple hair soared upwards and his sword was filled with a strong sword energy. It was a sword dance that increased damage and transformed short-range attacks into long-range attacks.The sword dance that helped Grid’s Sword Dance be expressed in various forms was triggered without taking a single step. It meant it ignored the binding effects. 


  However, Ryu Jin didn’t panic. ‘Have I never seen Transcend before?’ 


  It was just a bit unexpected. 


  “Dancing Doll!” 


  He calmly engaged in battle. Dancing Doll—it was a skill that made the bound target dance for a minimum of two seconds to a maximum of five seconds, making them uncontrollable. 


  “......?” Ryu Jin maintained his smile while linking his skills, only for his eyes to widen. It was because he was going to be cut with sword energy. The linker’s greatest weakness was that they couldn’t attack while controlling the target. Dancing Doll was released and Damian regained his freedom. 


  ‘This is shit!’ 


  Doll Display was a technique that bound the target’s feet. It can't restrict their entire behavior. The 0.5 seconds gap that occurred when connecting Dancing Doll with Doll Display was enough time for Damian to release several sword energies. 


  ‘Is it because my stats are lacking?’ The attack speed was too fast. It was dangerous if this continued. Ryu Jin’s head spun as he witnessed the sword energies filling his field of view. ‘Defend? Counterattack?’ 


  It was up to here. Damian’s sword energies pierced Ryu Jin’s heart before he could make a judgment. 


  [You have suffered catastrophic damage!] 


  ‘...What?’ 


  The power of this sword energy was different from the one earlier. Ryu Jin died a mysterious death. It took only four seconds. 


  “Waaaaaaaah!” 


  People who didn’t believe in Damian’s skills cheered. 


  Transcended Link Kill—they were enthusiastic about the three fusion sword dance that symbolized Grid. 


  『 The higher the number of sword dances that are combined, the better the utilization. A single sword dance and a two fusion sword dance are rather simple and it is easy to be attacked. However, it is a completely different skill from the three fusion sword dance. It can be applied in many ways to attack, defend, evade, and counterattack... 』


  『 He just used three. 』 


  『 ...Yes, that’s right. As you just saw, it was three. This is Grid’s sword dance that we know. 』 


  The commentators were also excited. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the world was excited to get a glimpse of Grid, who hadn’t been to the National Competition in several years. 


  On the other hand, PD Seichi’s expression distorted. “What is this? How is he already using the three fusion sword dances?” 


  The potential of the Overgeared God Church was already well known. It had long been known that the higher the level of Grid’s Sword Dance and the higher the faith toward Grid, the more diverse the fusion sword dances that could be acquired. No one would’ve predicted that a person could reproduce the three fusion sword dances in just a few months. 


  Zelos spoke like it wasn’t a big deal, “He isn’t a regular believer, he is the leader of the church. It is natural for him to receive benefits.” 


  “Still, this is too fast. If he is already using the three fusion sword dance, his growth rate in the future will be beyond imagination. Isn’t it unfair at this point?” 


  “Since when was it a fair game? In the first place, there is no fair game in the world. No matter if it is through luck, talent, or skills, those who are ahead will stand on top.” 


  What was the fun of a game that was equal for everyone? Zelos became a ranker by trying harder than others and he thought this. 


  


  


  “Well... Don’t worry too much. No matter what, it is the end with that three fusion sword dance.” 


  Based on the way that the always smiling Damian’s expression became cold, the other player seemed to have talked nonsense. Due to that, he became excited and unintentionally revealed his power. 


  ‘Good.’ 


  It was a fight with high odds from the beginning but now the winning rate was even higher. Transcended Link Kill—a ranged attack that continuously fired powerful sword energies that pierced and cut. It was obviously a powerful sword dance but it was useless against Zelos. 


  Due to the characteristics of a guardian knight, while wearing sheet metal armor, he was highly resistant to long-ranged attacks. He also had the legendary rated item, Mirror Armor. It was armor obtained by winning Player 55. The damage taken would be reduced by half, there was a very high probability of being immune to ranged attacks, and it inflected reflection damage once the immunity occurred. 


  ‘The first three fusion sword dance he learned is the one with the worst match against me. Damian is really unlucky.’


  Of course, if Zelos was in Damian’s place, then he would’ve also created a fusion sword dance based on Transcend. It was because the versatility of Transcend was really good. The only problem was that Damian would meet Zelos in the second round. 


  ‘My value will rise if I beat Damian and rise to the round of 32... No, it will skyrocket even if I make it to the round of 64.’ 


  He would be in the top 64 among the high rankers who entered PvP this year. This alone was enough to raise global awareness. From then on, it would be a smooth road. He would become a bigshot that a TV station PD wouldn’t even try to breath on. 


  『 Victory! Zelos!! 』 


  He passed the first round. Zelos barely won over the monk ranker, who swung a heavy wooden club that delivered shocks inside the armor. Then he returned to the waiting room and raised his concentration. He simulated a battle against Damian, whom he would meet in the second round, several times. He thought and thought again to seek victory. 


  Two hours after his first match, Zelos stood on stage as the second round finally began. He wore armor with dozens of disc crystals that acted as mirrors. It was an item that made it impossible for the target to look straight ahead. This structure reduced accuracy by making aiming itself difficult. 


  “Damian, I will be honest with you. I am a fan of Grid. However, I didn’t have the courage to join the Overgeared God Church. It is extraordinary courage to abandon your original self and start over.” 


  Zelos aimed for the top. To be honest, he wanted to join the Overgeared Guild. He didn’t want to be an enemy with Damian, who was obviously a member of the Overgeared Guild. 


  “Damian, I admire your courage. As a fellow Japanese person, I am proud of you. Thus, I will do my best to fight even harder. I will face you with my full power. That is the polite thing to do.” 


  “Yes, I will try my best as well,” Damian responded with a smile to Zelos’ polite greeting and moved. He took a step. 


  [The effect of Grid’s Sword has activated part of Grid’s Sword Dance.] 


  [Grid’s Sword] 


  [Rating: Myth 


  Durability: 1,938/1,938 Attack Power: 2,959 


  * Attack speed will increase by 50%. 


  * Attack power will increase by 50% when using Grid’s Sword Dance. 


  * Hit rate will increase by 30% when using Grid’s Sword Dance. 


  * Evasion rate and defense will increase by 20% when using Grid’s Sword Dance. 


  * The growth rate of the proficiency of Grid’s Sword Dance will increase. 


  * Instant activation of the single sword dances Wave, Link, Restraint, Kill, Transcend, Pinnacle, Revolve, Drop, and Flower. 


  * Depending on the number of times you pray to the Overgeared God statue, you can activate up to the three fusion sword dances. However, only one fusion sword can be activated and the cooldown time is six hours. The activated sword dance will disappear once used. 


  ★ The deeper the user understands Grid’s Sword Dance, the more powerful the fusion sword dance that could be activated. 


  This is the first divine artifact of the Overgeared God Church. It is a sword that exerts more power as the owner grows.It is said that the Overgeared God Grid personally created it for the first leader, Damian. 


  Conditions of Use: Overgeared God. The leader of the Overgeared God Church. 


  Weight: 5,500] 


  “......!!” Zelos’ expression became as stiff as stone. 


  Damian wanted to come close without using Transcend so he used Linked Kill Pinnacle. 


  Clang!


  There was a sharp sound as the mirror was broken and Zelos turned to gray ash. It was a match that clearly showed the difference between the first generation high ranker and the younger rankers. 


  Damian was perfectly resurrected. He reached the fourth round of PvP and fought Chris. It could be called a miracle that he reached the fourth round while only being able to use the three fusion sword dances once. The winner of PvP for this year’s National Competition was Chris. 


  As for the demon king who appeared in the Demon King’s Subjugation that was the finale of the National Competition...


  “......”


  He melted into the shadows and was invisible. People couldn’t guess the identity of the demon king this year. It was natural. This year’s demon king, Faker, had never participated in the National Competition. It was hard to think of the name Faker. 


  Players couldn’t break through the four castle doors guarded by shadow knights and soldiers. 
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  “It is a bloodline with no flaws.” 


  Duke Grenhal was impressed when he examined Queen Irene’s ancestry in detail. He knew that her ancestor was the hero who founded the Eternal Kingdom with the king of the north, Loran, but it was the first time he discovered her family history that had no blemishes for more than 200 years. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the territories managed by the Steim family prospered in any era and this was unprecedented in history. 


  “As the generations passed, their combat ability faded, but their integrity hasn’t changed.” 


  The Steim family could truly be called an example of nobility. Even Duke Grenhal, one of the highest ranking nobles in the empire, felt respect. Duke Grenhal hoped that his descendants would emulate the Steim family. 


  ‘He succeeded his mother’s character and his father’s talent...’ 


  Lord Steim—the only son of Grid would surely be great. He would become a kind and strong king, leading the Overgeared Kingdom well on behalf of his father, who was praised as a god and might one day leave for Heaven. It was a blessing not just for the Overgeared Kingdom, but for the empire who had the Overgeared Kingdom as its main ally. 


  ‘I’m really looking forward to it.’ 


  On the way to the capital of the Overgeared Kingdom, Reinhardt... 


  A kind smile spread on Duke Grenhal’s face as he recalled the black-haired boy he once saw. He felt happy and reassured at the thought of Prince Lord’s future, who turned 15 years old this year and would slowly blossom his talent. He was immersed in his thoughts when he suddenly woke up. It was because the carriage carrying him stopped in place. 


  “S-Sir, you should come out and see this.” The senior knight ran to the carriage in a hurry while trembling. 


  “Hmm.” Duke Grenhal was one of the highest powers in Saharan. This meant he was one of the most powerful people in the West Continent and the most elite army was escorting him. It meant the knights of Duke Grenhal wouldn’t be flustered when encountering a group of bandits. 


  ‘Have unscrupulous forces started to move due to this coming of age ceremony?’ 


  Duke Grenhal opened the door of the carriage as he recalled the forces that were forced to be wary of the Overgeared Kingdom. He didn’t do a stupid thing like look out the window in a situation where he could be shot at by an enemy. 


  “......?!” Duke Grenhal created a strong defense by raising his aura and stepped out of the carriage, only for his eyes to widen. He was shocked because the person blocking his way was completely unexpected. “Y-Your Majesty!” 


  Flop!Regardless of the dirt, Grenhal knelt down and kneeled deeply. There was only one person in the world who could make him kneel. 


  “Get up.” 


  Empress Basara of the Saharan Empire. Why was she here when she should be in the capital? Basara smiled at Grenhal, who rose with a puzzled expression. “My friend... there is a happy event taking place in my benefactor’s home. How can I not come?” 


  Originally, he would’ve made a fuss. It was because the emperor didn’t go to events outside. The emperor didn’t even attend the pope’s crowning ceremony. 


  Saharan was the center of the world and the master of the world was the emperor, so the emperor only listened to reports about what happened outside. The emperor was the one who heard and saw everything in the world without needing to come forward. This might be Lord’s coming of age ceremony, but Grid should personally visit the empire and report to the emperor that it was completed safely. This was the majesty of the emperor expected by the empire. 


  Going to another kingdom far from home... 


  The knights gulped. They would worry that Duke Grenhal would once again nag at Basara who was different from the previous emperors. 


  Surprisingly, Duke Grenhal just smiled happily. “That’s right. This is an event in the Overgeared Kingdom, not anywhere else. It will only shine if Your Majesty lights up the place. I should’ve had the foresight to bring Your Majesty. I am very sorry and ashamed to meet you by chance like this. Please scold your disloyal subordinate.” 


  “Yes, you didn’t notice this time.” 


  “Huhum...” 


  Duke Grenhal, who was famous for his loyalty, and Empress Basara, who wasn’t bound by old notions—the two different people who often clashed felt awkward. Now, little by little, they understood each other more and became more uncomfortable with each other. 


  “Hey~ old man! Eh?! Your Majesty as well?!” 


  “Everyone is here. It's been a long time since the disaster.” 


  It was the same for Duke Morse and Rachel, who arrived belatedly. Now there were only three dukes left in the empire and they supported the empire more strongly than when there were seven. It was the result of cooperating with each other without being jealous and competing. It was the result of their relationship with Grid.


  *** 


  A blue greatsword in the shape of a shark—as the name ‘Failure’ suggested, it couldn’t be called a luxury item. However, the sword had experienced numerous battles with Grid and was considered one of the symbols of the Overgeared King. Visitors who didn’t know the history of the Overgeared Kingdom in detail envied Jude, the security captain. It wasn’t because they knew he was Grid’s first knight. It was due to the blue greatsword on his back. 


  Was it directly given by the Overgeared King? If it was directly given by the Oveageared King, then he must be a great swordsman compared to his rank. 


  Visitors watched Jude with such questions and expectations. They never even imagined that Jude’s blue greatsword was a success, not a failure. 


  [Success] 


  [Rating: Legendary 


  Durability: 2,530/2,530 


  Attack Power: 1,510~3,266 Defense: 280 


  * Agility +100. 


  * There is a certain probability of blocking the enemy’s attacks. 


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘5 Joint Attacks’ skill. 


  * There is a high probability of activating the ‘Cutting’ skill. 


  * The skill ‘Bisect’ will be created. 


  * There will be a fear effect if the enemy is more than 20 levels lower than the user. 


  * Attack power +30% in dark places. 


  A greatsword made by the Overgeared King Grid by improving Failure. It is a work that eliminates the shortcomings of Failure and highlights its strength, so it isn’t an exaggeration to call it a masterpiece of the times. 


  ......


  …]


  A work created with great care by Grid after using Open Potential. It is a luxurious product that overcame the inherent limitations of Failure that had structural defects. There were two reasons why Grid devoted himself to making this work. First, it was because he knew the power of symbols. Secondly, Jude wanted to have Failure. 


  Grid had handed Failure over with gratitude and affection to Prince Shining, who risked his life to protect Lord during the Yatan Church’s invasion of the Vatican. Then he had to face Jude’s gloomy gaze for months afterward. Compared to the past where he forgot everything quickly, Jude had become quite smart and sulked for a while. Grid couldn’t turn a blind eye to it and created a new Failure. It was even one that was twice as good as the original. Jude didn’t seem very satisfied, but... 


  “How beautiful and safe is it?” 


  1st Prince Shining of the Fold Kingdom—he traveled to attend Lord’s coming of age ceremony and was as nervous as always. His kingdom was constantly haunted by thieves and monsters. Most other kingdoms also had poor security, so he paid particular attention to the escort when moving. 


  However, this tension disappeared after entering the Overgeared Kingdom. Unlike his barren kingdom, he had time to enjoy the green and peaceful scenery of the Overgeared Kingdom. The Overgeared Kingdom was such a safe country. The soldiers in all regions were well-trained and diligent, so no monsters reached the roadside. The people were well-off and there was no need to become bandits. 


  ‘The word ‘peace’ is probably coined in the Overgeared Kingdom...’ Prince Shining lived a life far from peace as a native of the Fold Kingdom and he even had such a thought. 


  “This isn’t the level of management. It is the level of purification. I can’t feel the presence of any monsters. At this point, it is okay to say it has dried up.” 


  The knights clicked their tongues when they entered the vicinity near Reinhardt. They couldn’t feel the presence of monsters in the fields, forests, and mountains. They had the illusion of being in a different world. 


  “Is this the power of the Saintess?” 


  The Saintess of the Overgeared Kingdom was famous. A being that could destroy unclean things with power different from existing divine power. Monsters disappeared without a trace due to her stay in Reinhardt. Prince Shining and the knights made logical inferences, but it was completely different from the truth. 


  The Saintess didn’t have the ability to cleanly wipe out monsters or suppress their appearance. The reason there were no monsters near Reinhardt was purely due to Nefelina. She set up her own domain, or lair, so the monsters didn’t dare approach. Still, who would dare to imagine that a hatchling was staying in Reinhardt? 


  [He made a high status, aloof, and noble race, who insisted on being alone since she was perfect, become his servant.] 


  No one knew the identity of the ‘high status, aloof, and noble race, who insisted on being alone’ that appeared during the Overgeared God’s 11th epic. It was due to the ‘become his servant’ part. What type of dragon would become the servant of a human? It wasn’t possible in common sense to infer that the subject of the 11th epic was a dragon. 


  “I am seeing so many people for the first time...” 


  The knights who finally arrived in Reinhardt were mesmerized. There was an endless stream of people. The constant procession of people was familiar to those born in the Fold Kingdom. 


  “The same is true for me.” 


  Prince Shining was also amazed. Even he was shocked by the size of the crowd, despite attending one of the top events of the continent—the pope’s crowning ceremony. 


  ‘There weren’t so many people gathered at the founding of the Overgeared Kingdom.’


  Now the prince’s coming of age ceremony had gathered such a large group of people... 


  It was clear how much the statue of the Overgeared Kingdom had risen in just 10 years. 


  “Gasp...” Prince Shining and his knights looked around like country bumpkins coming to a big city for the first time. Then they were shocked. It was due to the long wave-like procession that passed through the city gates. The center of the process was the empress and imperial dukes. It was already amazing that the empire sent a delegation to celebrate the coming of age ceremony of a prince, yet the empress and dukes personally visited. 


  “That.” Someone approached Prince Shining, who was shocked beyond admiration. It was a big bear-like man. “Handle it?” 


  Prince Shining recognized his identity immediately. “Sir Jude, it has been a while.” 


  “Who?” 


  Overgeared King Grid’s first knight. Prince Shining had met him several times. Unfortunately, the other person didn’t remember Prince Shining. It wasn’t because Prince Shining didn’t have much of a presence. It was just because he had a bad memory. 


  However, Prince Shining didn’t know Jude’s level of intelligence. He misunderstood the way Jude treated him like someone he didn’t know at all. 


  ‘I’m too lacking.’ 


  Jude didn’t even remember him. It stimulated him. Prince Shining pulled out Failure and squeezed it. “As you can see, I can handle it.” 


  Jude’s eyes flashed. “Recognize.” 


  “......?” 


  “Jude, Prince Shining. Remember. Come here, come.” 


  “......”


  Prince Shining was guided by the Overgeared King’s first knight, Jude. It could be called the best VIP treatment. 


  His eyes widened the moment he entered the splendid palace selected as the stage of the coming of age ceremony. It was because it wasn’t just the empress and dukes of the empire and the pro-Overgeared people such as the water clan king and the Orc Lord present. There were also royalty from remote area kingdoms who didn’t usually engage in external activities. 


  Among them was an amazingly beautiful woman. Even Grid was uncomfortable due to her identity.
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  The royal family’s coming of age ceremony wasn’t complicated. They would display their etiquette, discuss what they had learned, or exhibit their talents in front of distinguished guests from different kingdoms. It was akin to a type of school meeting. The invited guests evaluated the appearance, dignity, and potential of the main character of the coming of age ceremony. They predicted the future of the protagonist and wondered what type of relationship to establish with them in the future. 


  In that sense, the first impression Lord gave was the best. 


  


  


  ‘Beautiful.’


  ‘He will make the continent boil the moment he makes his debut in the social circle.’ 


  The combination of black hair and blue eyes was in perfect harmony. The white and clean skin that resembled his mother might seem fragile, but the sharp eyes resembled his father. There was a sense of maturity that didn’t fit his age as he behaved well, moving among the VIPs with a graceful gait and a gentle smile. 


  The back of his hand revealed through the fluttering robes was full of calluses. It seemed he had learned swordsmanship and blacksmithing from his father. Seeing him followed by elementals that emitted light, it seemed he had studied the elementals with Great Sage Sticks. 


  ‘Three elementals... they are even light, earth, and water.’ 


  He reached the point where he could grow flowers and trees using just elementals. It was at the young age of 15. Among the admirers, the empress and dukes had particularly wide eyes. 


  ‘It means he can grow flowers and trees by himself...’ 


  ‘It is easy for him to learn agriculture from Sir Piaro.’ 


  ‘It isn’t just King Grid and Sir Sticks who serves as a teacher. Is it Sir Piaro as well?’ 


  Swordsmanship, blacksmithing, elementals, and agriculture—it looked like many different fields, but they surprisingly had something in common. Learning swordsmanship gave physical strength and physical strength was needed for blacksmithing. Working in the smithy added muscle strength and muscle strength was needed for swordsmanship. Learning elemental techniques increased affinity with nature and this would help with agriculture. Learning agriculture helped to understand nature and assisted in dealing with elementals. 


  ‘He was taught systematically...’ 


  ‘Starting from etiquette, there are no flaws.’


  ‘Queen Irene’s level of discipline is unusual. It is truly the blood of a famous family.’ 


  It was a time when the distinguished guests, especially those with good vision, sighed with admiration... 


  “I would like to express my gratitude to the distinguished guests who came to bless me on my transition to adulthood,” Lord opened his mouth for the first time. It was a clear, deep voice that pulled out people’s souls. The hearts of many women shook. Lord had an irresistible factor that a normal boy could never have. 


  Sua smiled happily as silence fell in the hall. 


  ‘It is really rewarding to teach him.’ 


  Lord’s expressions, gestures, speech, and voice weren’t a result of Irene’s teachings alone. Sua corrected it a bit so that Lord could gain the favor of the opposite sex without losing his dignity. This was the result. Look at the expressions of the princesses from each country who visited with their parents and brothers. They completely lose their souls to Lord. 


  After that, Lord took the time to introduce himself. He exchanged questions and answers with the distinguished guests, carefully choosing words so he wouldn’t damage the reputation of his parents and the Overgeared Kingdom. 


  Lord smiled at the ladies from all over who had bewitched expressions on their faces. Then he pulled out his sword and spoke to the distinguished guests, “I can’t take away the time of such precious people for so long. I’m shy, but I’ll do a few small tricks.” 


  As mentioned earlier, the coming of age ceremony was a place to exhibit talent. The talent of the prince who would lead the Overgeared Kingdom in the future. Depending on what Lord displayed here, the distinguished guests would consider their future direction. How deep to establish their relationship with the Overgeared Kingdom, how much time they should set for it, etc. 


  The moment the distinguished dukes concentrated, Lord’s sword went up in half moon and then came down in a diagonal slash. He did two cuts in one motion. It was quick and neat with no flaws. 


  “Hmm...” 


  The distinguished guests showed a lukewarm reaction. Some shook their heads, some touched their chins, and some slowly clapped. Their expressions were mostly the same. For the first time since Lord’s appearance, they were expressionless. 


  The swordsmanship Lord exhibited was mediocre. No, calling it mediocre was very rude. It was right to evaluate it as excellent. However, their expectation was too high that it became normal. 


  ‘Why is it ordinary swordsmanship instead of a sword dance?’ 


  That’s right. The distinguished guests expected Lord to show Grid’s sword dances. Then what was this swordsmanship? Doubts started to arise. 


  ‘Does he not have the talent to learn his father’s sword dances?’


  ‘It is rare for children to be better than their parents.’ 


  There were still many promising observations. 


  ‘He is still young and it is too early to assess his swordsmanship talent. The difficulty of the sword dances can be considered as extremely high.’ 


  ‘No, it is too much to discuss talent just by looking at a single sword technique. It is usually customary to set up a stage in the form of a duel... this isn’t the end, right?’ 


  ‘The Overgeared King’s value doesn’t lie in just his combat strength, but also in his blacksmithing techniques. It doesn’t matter if his swordsmanship talent is ordinary if he is born with the blacksmithing talent.’ 


  It happened as people were in turmoil... 


  “......!” A blond woman sprang up from her seat. Her seat was right behind the emperor. Her rank was much higher than the royal families of a number of kingdoms. It was natural. Her identity was one of the duke of the empire, the Spear Saint Rachel. 


  “......?” 


  “......?” 


  


  


  The atmosphere became unusual when Rachel rose from her seat and faced Lord while trembling. People wanted to see what was going to happen. There was a short moment of silence. 


  “Prince Lord, is that Kraugel’s swordsmanship?” Rachel asked him straight away. 


  The wavelength created was huge. Kraugel—it was the name of the present day Sword Saint. Kraugel’s name was always mentioned when discussing the 10 strongest people on the West Continent. People knew that after many years, Kraugel would be mentioned when discussing the five strongest people. After a long time, he would be mentioned when discussing the strongest person. The potential of all Sword Saints in history was that great. 


  Yet Lord used the Sword Saint’s swordsmanship? People looked at Lord like they had seen a ghost. It was hard to believe that Lord had Grid, Sticks, and Piaro as teachers. Now there was also Kraugel among the teachers... 


  At this point, they were using the wrong premise to discuss Lord’s talent. 


  ‘Sir Sticks and Sir Piaro are Grid’s subordinates, but Kraugel is different.’


  ‘The fact that the Sword Saint, who isn’t affiliated with any forces and drifts like the wind, has taken Prince Lord as a student means that Prince Lord is a great talent...’ 


  The distinguished guests gulped and reassessed Lord’s swordsmanship. It changed from mediocre to the best. At least in the field of swordsmanship, the Sword Saint’s influence was the greatest. 


  Lord explained with an embarrassed smile, “Yes, I’m lucky enough to learn the sword from Teacher Kraugel. Teacher Kraugel took care of me more than necessary due to being my father’s close friend.” 


  “......!” 


  “......!”


  Only acquaintances knew about the relationship between Grid and Kraugel. Some of the distinguished guests were shocked when they found that the wandering Sword Saint Kraugel was Grid’s friend. 


  ‘King Grid and the Sword Saint joining together to destroy the great demons wasn’t a temporary alliance...’ 


  ‘...It turns out they’ve been companions for a long time.’ 


  According to the literature, Sword Saint Muller had been afraid of his own too strong power. He always lived alone, fearing that he would destroy the balance of the continent if he belonged somewhere. However, this didn’t seem to be the case for the present day Sword Saint. He had a deep exchange with the Overgeared Kingdom. The distinguished guests thought that perhaps the Overgeared Kingdom would become the second Saharan. 


  In the uncomfortable silence, Lord showed off another talent. It was the manifestation of divine power. It wasn’t the pure white divine power that symbolized the Rebecca Church. It was divine power that swayed like blue flames. It resembled the divine power of the Overgeared God Church members which had been increasing rapidly in recent times. However, this one was several times larger. 


  “Ahh...” The anxiety and disbelief in the hearts of some of the distinguished guests who were wary of the Overgeared Kingdom started to melt like snow. Many people still hadn’t admitted that Grid was a god. In any case, Grid had become a god and Lord was the child of a god. In the first place, he was an objection that shouldn’t be evaluated by humans. The coming of age ceremony had to be different from all the previous ones so far. Everyone realized it. 


  “Hmm, this is Grid’s child.” Without any warning, the door of the great hall opened and a woman appeared. Fallen soldiers could be seen through the wide open doors. It was obviously a guest who wasn’t invited by anyone. The surprised guests were frightened while the knights of the Overgeared Kingdom escorting or guarding them drew their swords or spears immediately. Their actions were meaningless. 


  [You have encountered Vampire Duke Marie Rose.] 


  [Marie Rose’s evil influence makes your magic power turbid. All types of spells and skills aren’t available.] 


  [A vampire’s gaze will subdue lower species. You will lose your willpower and control over your body.] 


  [Marie Rose's attraction is absolute. Her charm is so high there is even high odds of both genders being attracted.] 


  The uninvited guest was a woman so beautiful it was unrealistic. Her very existence made everyone submit to her. 


  “Marie Rose...!” 


  Grid rose from where he had been happily watching his son, Lord, showing off his skills. What was going on? How should he respond? Grid’s brain froze from the sudden event and it was impossible for him to make any judgments. Only his body moved. He rose from the throne and approached Marie Rose in a stately manner. 


  Gulp.


  The stiffened guests and knights gulped. They were aware of the true identity of Marie Rose, who was sealed by the second pope hundreds of years ago, and couldn’t imagine the terrible things that would happen in the future. Fortunately, Grid was a wise man. 


  “W-Welcome, Marie Rose. Why did such a noble person come to this humble place...?” He seemed like he was going to lower his head to the ground. As Grid smiled politely and bowed deeply to Marie Rose, her evil influence lifted like it was a lie and people could breathe. 


  After receiving Jude’s guidance, Prince Shining arrived late at the scene and tilted his head without knowing the situation.
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  The distinguished guests who attended Lord’s coming of age ceremony were big names. They exercised their power without fear in their own kingdom or other kingdoms. Even so, they were human. 


  Marie Rose—the appearance of the top predator made all the distinguished guests in this area tremble. The big figures who didn’t know anxiety and fear due to their great pride dared not make eye contact with her and looked away. They tried to look as insignificant as possible to show they had no intention of defying her. It wasn’t a matter of humiliation and shame. 


  


  


  Could their ancestors have avoided dangerous situations if they didn’t feel fear? No. Humanity wouldn’t have survived until today. The humble attitude of the distinguished guests in front of Marie Rose was the natural instincts of humans. It was an extremely primitive instinct to feel fear and avoid risk factors. 


  ‘Marie Rose. Is it really Marie Rose?’ 


  The dukes of the empire reflexively struggled as they were crushed by the terrible evil influence. They tried not to be noticed as much as possible and figure out the situation. They thought back. There were rumors that Marie Rose’s seal was released 17 or 18 years ago. The former emperor Juander asked Bain to find out the authenticity. Bain returned and confirmed that the rumors were true. 


  This type of thick evil influence was likely to belong to Marie Rose. Only then could they be convinced. 


  I, us—


  Immortal King Grenhal, Spear Saint Rachel, and Beast King Morse—they were filled with fear despite the fame and power they built up so far. It was only by admitting the other person was Marie Rose that they could accept it. 


  ‘This... it is destruction.’ 


  Why did Marie Rose show up here and now? They couldn’t afford to examine the reason. The dukes just felt dizzy. A monster that the second pope, Chreshler, could only barely seal when he sacrificed the lives of himself and the Rebecca’s Daughters, despite being the strongest pope of all time. Saharan’s ancient literature evaluated her as stronger than Beriache and one of the few beings that Baal was wary of. That monster, Marie Rose, appeared here. They were dead. They would die. They couldn’t survive. 


  These thoughts revolved around the heads of the dukes. 


  Meanwhile, Empress Basara thought rationally. As the matriarch of many people, her sense of responsibility was transcendent. She was sober in this desperate situation. 


  ‘It is a raid aimed at the gathering place of many major figures from various kingdoms... she has ambitions to rule humanity.’


  The world would be almost paralyzed the moment the guests here were wiped out. From then on, who would be able to handle Marie Rose? Humanity would lose its center and be one-sidedly slaughtered by Marie Rose. 


  ‘The people who need to be saved now are...’ 


  Basara’s gaze turned to Grid. Her judgment was quick. 


  ‘I have to protect Grid.’ 


  Everyone in this position had to make sacrifices. Grid had to be evacuated using any means and methods. By making him the center of humanity, only then would the annihilation of humanity be avoided. Only he deserved it. 


  Basara’s red energy rose. This was the power that was the proof of Saharan’s lineage. This was the power of ruling that intervened and controlled everything. It was more of a constitution than a skill or magic. It wasn’t sealed by the evil influence. 


  Basara had the capacity to intervene with Marie Rose’s evil influence. She was determined that if she could control the evil influence for a while, she could join forces with the dukes to open the way for Grid, even if she lost her life from the backlash. She had to try it even if the chances of success were less than 1%. 


  Basara’s red energy thickened. 


  “Hmm?” It happened when Marie Rose turned her gaze to Basara... 


  Step, step, step...


  Someone's footsteps echoed in the quiet hall. One person was walking alone confidently while everyone was holding their breaths. It wasn’t difficult to infer his identity. 


  ‘Grid?’ 


  ‘King Grid...!’ 


  Everyone’s eyes turned to the direction of the footsteps. The central hall... 


  As expected, Grid was walking through it. He stared straight at Marie Rose. There was no hesitation in his gait and he stood upright. There was no trembling. Marie Rose terrified all the powerful people on the continent, but she couldn’t scare Grid. The distinguished guests admired it. 


  “W-Welcome, Marie Rose. Why did such a noble person come to this humble place...?” 


  Grid finally reached Marie Rose and lowered his head with a smile. It was a completely different attitude than expected. It was surprising but no one thought that Grid was servile. 


  ‘As expected, it is Marie Rose. She might be a demonkin, but she is a legendary existence. It is natural to be polite to her when she built a reputation for transcending her founder hundreds of years ago.’ 


  ‘The reason Grid bowed in the first place is due to us...’ 


  Grid didn’t seem affected by Marie Rose’s evil influence. There was no particular fear of Marie Rose. The reason why he bowed was for the safety of the people gathered here. It meant he was forced to please Marie Rose to prevent her from acting hastily. 


  ‘He is truly the lantern of humanity.’ 


  The distinguished guests. In particular, the distinguished guests who had only been exposed to Grid through rumors started to feel respect for Grid. A series of notifications popped up stating that the leaders of kingdoms or tribes that never communicated with the Overgeared Kingdom started to like Grid. 


  ‘What?’


  Why did affinity suddenly increase? Marie Rose reached out to the flustered Grid. The white skin that reminded him of snow was reddened by the sunlight that leaked through the window. The sun wasn’t good for vampires. Marie Rose had a stronger power than Beriache, the 3rd Great Demon. She also didn’t receive any penalties in the human world because she was born here. 


  One of the strongest beings in the world, her few weaknesses included the sun. She was weak to sunlight because she inherited the power of Beriache and her vampire characteristics were more than anyone else. The reason why she visited Reinhardt in broad daylight like this was because...


  “Did you become the Blood King while I was sleeping?” She wanted to congratulate Grid. 


  Grid politely kissed the back of her hand and smiled awkwardly. “Yes, it happened to be that way.” 


  Marie Rose was the strongest vampire, but she wasn’t suitable for the position of Blood King. Her purpose was merely to exterminate the great demons. She had no ambition to become the king and lead the vampires. The evidence was that she had no feelings for her siblings. 


  Grid knew this fact and simply accepted Marie Rose’s congratulations. She didn’t feel that the position of Blood King had been taken from her. In any case, Marie Rose’s congratulations was sincere. Her brightly smiling face was so clear that it was like a beautiful flower emerging. “I am glad.” 


  “......?” 


  “The man who released my seal has grown into an excellent spouse. I have to believe in the word destiny.” 


  “......?” 


  


  


  “......?” 


  Blood King? Spouse? Ordinary people couldn’t understand it. Even Grid didn’t understand it. ‘Spouse?’ 


  He could feel eyes stabbing into his back. They weren’t Queen Irene’s eyes. She had long wanted Grid to take a concubine. She had urged Grid directly. She was becoming old faster than Grid and would leave first. For his sake, she hoped that another good person would stand by Grid’s side. Queen Irene was fortunately now regaining her youth, but her thoughts remained the same. She hadn’t given birth to a second child for 15 years already. The situation in the kingdom was too uneasy to have only one successor to the throne. 


  “......”


  Grid glanced back. Unlike Irene, who hadn’t changed her expression, Basara and Mercedes looked gloomy. There were shadows on their beautiful faces. This was why he felt stinging gazes. Why Basara...? 


  “Hum hum.” Grid cocked his head for a moment before coughing to relieve the atmosphere. Then he guided Marie Rose to the top position. “Today is the day my son has finally become an adult. Some guests have gathered to celebrate, so let’s talk about private matters next time.” 


  “I noticed instantly that he is your child. He is talented and handsome, just like you. Perhaps our children too...” 


  “Hum hum! Now, come this way.” 


  “......”


  Marie’s expression changed dramatically the moment Grid coughed and interrupted her words. The bright smile turned meaningful and her eyes curved in a half moon. Grid’s heart thumped loudly. He wavered. 


  “Do you not want to be my spouse?” 


  “T-That, I’m a married man...”


  “Hmm, then you can just give me your seed. There is no need to feel too burdened.” 


  “......”


  Silence filled the hall. In particular, Basara and Mercedes’ mouths were tightly shut. it was because they witnessed the regret and hardness that was in Marie Rose’s fascinating smile. Maybe she was serious about Grid. It happened the moment Basara and Mercedes had this thought... 


  “Why did you come to this place?” 


  A new figure appeared behind Jude and Prince Shining, both of whom were standing at the entrance of the great hall. A man with silver hair—the identity of the man so handsome that his appearance was comparable to Marie Rose was naturally Braham. The legendary great magician—the dukes of the empire who witnessed his power in the Drasion raid reflexively focused their attention 


  On the other hand, Marie Rose was relaxed. “You have grown up a lot, Braham. You actually dare to talk loudly to me.” 


  “Don’t spoil this precious event and get lost.” 


  “Previous event...? It is precious?” Marie Rose doubted her ears. Braham—the most selfish and cruel Braham, who slaughtered thousands and experimented on his kin, was actually respecting the events of others? “...Huhu, haven’t you changed a lot while I was asleep?” 


  There was a smile on Marie Rose’s face, but her eyes were cold. Braham flinched and stepped back. He recalled the past when Marie Rose pierced him in the heart and he lost his vampire power. Braham feared Marie Rose like everyone else, no, more than others. Her power had grown over the years beyond their mother and she was still in the process of regaining her strength. 


  ‘Again... I am going to die.’ 


  Just as he hated Marie Rose, Marie Rose hated him. Braham knew this and foresaw his own death. In the beginning, Marie Rose was an existence who could accomplish most of her wishes. No one could stop her if she wanted to kill Braham.


   ‘...I won’t go silently this time.’ 


  He would inflict a wound that couldn’t be erased forever. Braham made up his mind and instinctively raised a hand behind him. 


  “An unexpected guest came.” 


  The legendary farmer Piaro and the recently returned Asmophel appeared next to each other. Grid’s messenger Sariel was also with him. Nefelina also didn’t seem to like this situation and her faint energy that exerted influence over the entire palace became stronger. Finally—


  “Braham is my father’s friend. It is just like Marie Rose is my father’s friend.” 


  Lord stepped in front of Marie Rose as she stared at Braham. The murderous smile he learned from Sua surprised Marie Rose slightly. 


  "...You’ve made a lot of friends.” Marie Rose glanced at the people surrounding Braham in turn before taking one final look at Braham. Then she turned back to Grid. “You don't have to look so scary. The reason I came today is to discuss our future, not to hurt your friend. Today... the timing is bad.” 


  “......”


  This time, Grid also saw the short regret that briefly passed through Marie Rose’s eyes. 


  “Then, bye! I’ll come back next time.” Marie Rose’s body turned to smoke and started to scatter. She returned to the dark underground area where there was nothing except the coffin where she had slept alone for a long time. To her— 


  “I will visit you next time,” Grid vowed. 


  A smile of joy adorned Marie Rose’s face as she gradually disappeared.
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  There was a big uproar in the middle, but Lord’s coming of age ceremony ended safely with the blessings of the people. 


  Lord, who had several teachers, boasted more talent than the distinguished guests had expected. Meanwhile, Grid proudly faced Marie Rose and impressed the distinguished guests. Thus, the evaluation of the Overgeared Kingdom soared to the sky. 


  Of course, everyone knew from the beginning that the Overgeared Kingdom was the second most powerful nation after the empire. It was just that no one could guess how much longer the power of the Overgeared Kingdom would continue in the future and in which direction it would be headed. 


  


  


  The Overgeared Kingdom was established and led by Overgeared King Grid. Who would dare to bet that after he retired, the Overgeared Kingdom would prosper like it was now or use tyranny? 


  Now the distinguished guests realized something. It was the fact that Grid’s son was a talent that was second to, no, perhaps comparable to Grid, and that he was an upright and good person. In the first place, Grid was a god. He was born as a human and had the body of a human, but he was an object of faith that transcended his existence due to the desires of humans. How could he and his son not be upright? Looking at the rumors drifting around recently about Goddess Rebecca, it was impossible to trust blindly just because they were gods, but... people wanted to believe in Grid and the Overgeared Kingdom. 


  “The gifts are stacked up like mountains.” 


  The afternoon after the coming of age ceremony...


  The last banquet ended and the guests had finally left the castle. Lauel faced the mountain of treasures they had left behind and laughed. He had been tired every day and it had been a long time since he showed such a bright expression. 


  “The reason they are trying to establish a friendship with the Overgeared Kingdom is because they are fascinated by the greatness of the king or do they want to rely on the almighty power of a god?” 


  The procession of the departing guests filled Lauel’s blue eyes as he looked out the window and talked to himself. He seemed to be in good condition since he spoke such cheesy comments for the first time in ages. 


  “None of the distinguished guests who visited this time caused problems, right?” Grid urgently led the conversation. He didn’t want to give Lauel time to monologue. 


  Lauel nodded. “Yes, I only invited those whose origin and ideologies were verified. They are all great people who fight for the peace of the continent and the dignity of humanity. They don’t cause incidents due to personal greed, so there is nothing wrong with forming a friendship with them.” 


  “Yes, you picked them well.” Grid nodded and pulled out a few letters. They were letters privately handed to him before the kings of each kingdom left. The thing they had in common was that they all had daughters. Grid opened the letters with a heart that thought ‘no way,’ only to laugh. “Lord is really good.” 


  I want to discuss marriage between Prince Lord and my daughter...


  The contents of the 11 letters were similar. In particular, the attitudes of the principalities that weren’t kingdoms were positive. They seemed willing to use marriage to attach themselves to the Overgeared Kingdom. Lauel’s face was brighter as they read the letters together side by side. 


  “I particularly covet the Hemilton Principality. It is a place founded by Saharan’s third son. It is a line of descent from the imperial family and the origins are good. If Prince Lord married a Hemilton woman and has children, we can handle them properly even if they don’t inherit his talent.” Lauel excitedly explained. 


  He was discussing the marriage between the prince and a well-known family. It was natural to be happy. On the contrary, Grid’s response was cold, “It’s fine, I don’t mean to intervene in Lord’s relationships or marriage.” 


  “But...” 


  “It’s too much for a child who just had his coming of age ceremony. I don’t want to use Lord’s marriage for politics. I don’t intend to be a shameless person who sells my son for the benefit of myself and the kingdom.” 


  “No, that...” 


  “Lauel, don’t be greedy. Thanks to your efforts, the Overgeared Kingdom has already flourished enough. Is it necessary to sacrifice Lord’s happiness?” 


  “It isn’t like that...” 


  Grid stopped talking and Lauel pointed out the window. Once Grid approached the window and saw the view outside, he finally shut his mouth. He could see Lord with hundreds of beauties who were the Rebecca’s Daughters candidates. He was lying down and using the knees of a blonde beauty as a pillow while hugging a brunette beauty’s waist and kissed her cheek. 


  Lauel directly told Grid, “...If you leave it like this, it will be a serious problem.” 


  “......”


  Lord hadn’t changed. He cared for the girls who lost their place since they were young. People used to watch the appearance of such a Lord happily. Now Lord was too old. This scene became strange because he was more mature than his peers and looked like a young man. Like the protagonist of a martial arts or fantasy novel, he looked like a horny man who made a harem. 


  It was as expected. The expressions of the people passing by weren’t good as they saw Lord being surrounded by beauties. 


  “Prince Lord’s heart might still be pure, but the Rebecca’s Daughters candidates are different. Their hearts grew as they aged. If you don’t separate them from now on, you really will have hundreds of grandchildren.” 


  “......”


  In the royal family, the tragedy of killing one’s siblings was common. The more children a king had, the more the tragedy intensified. Grid was troubled for a long time before stating with a frown, “It is time for Lord to go on an adventure.” Lord’s growth restrictions were lifted yesterday with the end of the coming of age ceremony. Despite being named, his various stats and levels were blocked by the restriction. Now they could be raised without any limits. 


  “Tiramet, Cray.” 


  “I have responded to Your Majesty’s call.” 


  “Why are you calling me?” 


  Tiramet and Cray—they were the direct descendant vampires who swore allegiance to Blood King Grid and had their souls liberated. As children born from Beriache, they might be inferior to Marie Rose and Braham, but from a general point of view, they were a disaster at the level of a named boss. 


  “For the time being, follow by Lord’s side and take care of him.” 


  “Yes.” 


  “Yes.” 


  There were many excellent hunting spots and attractions within the Overgeared Kingdom. Lord’s first adventure would be using the Overgeared Kingdom as the stage, not a distant foreign kingdom. However, not all areas were safe just because they were in the Overgeared Kingdom. In particular, Lord still had a low level. His identity meant it wouldn’t be strange if he was targeted by a specific force. 


  ‘Still, there is less danger in low level zones, so it is enough to have Tiramet and Cray as an escort.’ 


  The low level hunting grounds were easy to manage and security was good. There were soldiers and knights from the Overgeared Kingdom everywhere. This meant it was unlikely that anyone would be aiming for Lord. 


  ‘Once Lord’s level rises and he aims for the high level hunting ground, I can increase the escorts at that time.’ 


  Elfin Stone, Noll, Yetima, etc.—there were many direct descendant vampires to use as escorts. In the worst case scenario, he could rely on the title ‘First Father.’ First Father recognized when the child’s health fell below 30% and the Father’s Instinctive Love skill will be activated. At that time, he would come running to save Lord. 


  Grid was thinking this when he came to his senses. It was because Lauel’s eyes were fixed on him. 


  “Why are you looking at me like that?” 


  “It is absurd. If you are so worried, then you might as well bring Prince Lord with you.” 


  “No, this doesn’t suit the purpose of letting him go on an adventure.” 


  


  


  Grid wanted Lord to go on an adventurer because he wanted Lord to build up experience, learn and create new relationships, while fostering independence. He hoped Lord would do his part alone, while also getting out of the skirts of the Rebecca’s Daughter candidates. He wondered if anything would change if Lord just followed him. 


  “If that is really your purpose, you have to trust him and let him go alone.” 


  “...I can’t give him escorts?” 


  “I am in favor of an escort, but it is recommended that you attach the Overgeared Shadows so that Prince Lord doesn’t notice it.” 


  “Certainly...” It was questionable if the independence of Lord could be increased by sending an open escort. The presence of an escort could instead make Lord relax. “Fine then. Please send as many outstanding ones as possible.” 


  “Yes. If we want to deceive Prince Lord’s senses, then we have to put one of the best talents on him.” 


  “Hmm... Come to think of it, Faker is doing well.” 


  Before logging into Satisfy and attending the coming of age ceremony, Grid also watched the National Competition. He cheered for Damian’s hard work and watched the emergence of the Shadow Demon King. This year’s demon king who used the shadows of everything as weapons and soldiers brought a great shock to the people. The sight of the shadow army, that rose again and again no matter how many times they were knocked down, and how they killed players, was overwhelming. 


  Lauel smiled. “There is no need to worry about Faker, right?” 


  “Indeed...” 


  Faker had been protecting the members of the Overgeared Guild. If Grid was the sun, then Faker was the moon. After becoming Lantier and increasing his strength, the scene of his defeat in this National Competition was never seen. 


  After participating in the National Competition, show a cool appearance and come back.


  Grid sent Faker support in his heart and brought up the active quest window. 


  [The Secret Story of the Birth of the Blood King] 


  [Difficulty: ??? 


  The progenitor Beriache had to overcome all types of trials alone. After being driven out of hell and wandering around the human world alone, she realized how painful solitude was. 


  This was why she gave her children genders. 


  Beriache didn’t want her children to be lonely. She hoped they would meet a life partner and overcome their cursed fate together. 


  This was why she couldn’t forgive Braham who harmed Elfin Stone’s fiancee, and the reason the arrangement of the Blood King exists. 


  The Blood King—you are the Blood King that Pope Chreshler failed to become and that Sword Saint Muller rejected. You have a duty to appease Marie Rose’s solitude. 


  Quest Clear Conditions: Achieve 10 points of affinity with Marie Rose. 


  Quest Clear Rewards: The information ‘Secret Story of the Birth of the Blood King’ can be viewed.] 


  It was a quest that automatically occurred when Marie Rose mentioned her spouse and his seed. It was also the quest that gave Grid the courage to promise he would visit her. 


  ‘I have to go and see her.’ 


  Information was power. New information often brought up hidden functions. Additionally, Marie Rose was a possible ally. Grid had determined that it was better to clear this quest as soon as possible. 


  ‘There is nothing good about delaying and making Marie Rose come to me first again.’


  He had a hunch that the situation at that time wouldn’t be good. Marie Rose was someone whose affinity didn’t rise even when she talked about marriage. He couldn’t read her heart, so he needed to pay more attention. 


  ‘Before that.’ 


  Just then, a deafening noise was heard in the distance. Grid looked over and saw a corner of a mountain collapsing. The spear of light that was stuck in the mountain scattered and disappeared. 


  ‘Let’s start with Braham.’


  Braham destroyed a mountain every time he forged Greed with the legendary great magic, Disintegrate. Grid wanted to encourage Braham, who had been doing the same thing repeatedly for several weeks to help the creation of new minerals, and to comfort him, who was upset by the meeting with Marie Rose. 


  “I will go to Braham. Ah, I will also send the golden walnuts as gifts to the guests who attended this coming of age ceremony.” 


  At present, the golden walnuts being grown on Cokro Island were half a success. It had a similar elixir effect to the golden walnuts grown on the East Continent, but there were limitations on the effect. It was only effective two times per person. Of course, this alone was a great effect. It was the best gift. 


  “Isn’t this too much as a gift?” I’d rather spread it among the knights of the Overgeared Guild...” 


  “Piaro wants more land to grow them. I plan to let as many kingdoms know about the golden walnut as possible to cooperate and rent land with a climate similar to Cokro Island.” 


  “To grow the perfect golden walnut, he needs to experiment under more conditions. Yes, I understand.” Lauel was sufficiently convinced and nodded. 


  Then Grid went to Braham. Once he came back, he planned to call Lord to tell him to go on an adventure. 




  Chapter 1397


  Chapter 1397


  


  The moment he faced Marie Rose and his head turned blank, he felt Piaro and Asmophel approaching and felt expectant. He could survive as long as he was with them. He had the lowly hope that he wouldn’t lose anything this time. It was the shame of a lifetime. 


  The pride of the legendary great magician was trampled on the moment he realized he was reliant on others who were even weaker than himself. The natural pride he had as a child of his mother, Beriache, was shattered. First and foremost, he was ashamed. He saw Grid, who used to seriously listen to him as the strongest, look at him with a worried expression and wanted to hide in a mouse hole. 


  


  


  “...Marie Rose!” 


  Braham’s surrounding magic power was turbulent. It whirled around like a gust of wind before quickly gathering to form a large spear of light. Hundreds of years ago, Braham used Disintegrate to penetrate and destroy the palace of King Farah. The great magic that was called the product of a legend while Braham was asleep was now thrown at Greed on the anvil. It was originally a magic that could destroy even a mountain. 


  One of the reasons why Braham could get rid of the pursuit of the fire dragon Trauka was that the precursor of Disintegrate awakened Trauka’s wariness. However, the current Disintegrate was very weak. A significant portion of the power was absorbed by Greed, but only a ‘corner’ of the small mountain disappeared. He hunted a hydra and became part of the myth, but he hadn’t yet recovered the strength from his prime. 


  On the other hand, what about Marie Rose? She spent more of her life asleep and stockpiling power. Now she had much more powerful magic power than she used to. It was safe to say that the difference between his skills and Marie Rose’s skills was greater than ever. 


  Of course, this was a story when comparing Braham in his vampire days. Braham wasn’t a magician when his heart was pierced by Marie Rose. He was just a beast absorbed in his innate strength and knowledge. 


  ‘If I could regain my strength back then...’ 


  The power of a direct descendant vampire and all the magic that accumulated as a great magician—if he could regain all this power and merge it with divinity, then there would be some degree of balance between him and her, even if he couldn’t pierce Marie Rose’s heart or tear off her head. 


  Then they could talk about who was truly the strongest. At that time, he would truly become ‘Braham’... 


  ‘To restore my strength....’


  Time was needed. He shouldn’t be frustrated. He should keep devoting himself and working hard. Braham’s eyes stopped shaking and subsided calmly. Marie Rose was born at the expense of their mother and used the Curse of Sloth as an excuse to waste time. He repressed the deep anger and resentment he had toward his damn enemy. He took the disappointment and disgust he felt as nutrients for enthusiasm and maintained his spirit that was on the verge of collapse. 


  This was the mentality of the great magician, not the vampire. Braham honed his spiritual strength after losing the power of a vampire, being exiled to the human world, and overcoming many types of hardships. 


  “Hoo...”He was controlling his breathing when he heard a familiar sound. He could see Grid approaching through the air. His reliance on old boots, despite being able to spread open the wings of a dragon, made Braham smile. 


  Then before Grid approached, he erased the smile so there were no traces. He greeted Grid in a blunt manner, “Did you come here to comfort me? Forget it. Marie Rose is the one who has inherited the power of our mother. It is natural to shrink back from that woman, so I’m not particularly ashamed or angry.” 


  “Do I look so impudent? I don’t have the qualifications to comfort Braham.” 


  This was a fact that Braham didn’t know, but Grid used the vision he didn’t have before. Long before he arrived, he observed Braham. He witnessed Braham’s determination to abandon his anxiety and anger. Therefore, he wasn’t worried about Braham. What was the point of worrying about someone who could endure it alone and overcome it? 


  “Then why did you come to me?” 


  "No, can I only come to you when there is work? Have you eaten~ What type of tea did you have at tea time today~ I came because of curiosity.” 


  “...Bah. If you want to know the progress of the magic forging, then don’t worry. It is progressing without wasting a single second.” 


  “Ah, the magic forging. That... can’t you do it in your mental world?” 


  Braham smashed mountains every time he forged Greed. It meant that after a few weeks, the mountains near Reinhardt would disappear completely. Braham shook his head. “That is pointless. It is possible to transfer Greed to my mental world, but it is impossible to take the newly forged Greed out of the mental world. 


  "Why?" 


  “It is because the material that changed in my mental world naturally becomes part of my mind.” 


  “Ah...” Grid roughly understood. In any case, it meant the magic forging must be done externally. 


  “Then at least don’t destroy the mountains.” 


  Wood, minerals, and herbs could be gathered from the mountains near Reinhardt. It was also a favorite stage for newcomers to hunt wild animals and mountains. If the mountains were gone, resources could be imported. However, there would be no jobs for people and hunting grounds for players, so he would need to worry about the long-term losses. 


  Braham snorted. “It is up to me where to go and what to do.” 


  “......”


  Was this person still upset because of Marie Rose? From Grid’s point of view, Braham was behaving badly for no reason. He just couldn’t persuade Braham any longer. It was something to be thankful for that Braham was spending his time using magic forging on Greed. It should be shameless if he told Braham to go do it on an uninhabited island. 


  ‘Yes... at least he is smashing the mountains, not the city.’ 


  In the first place, the reason Braham came to the mountains to practice magic was to avoid harming people. It was a pity to keep picking on him when he was being considerate in many ways. 


  ‘If the mountains disappear, there will be an increase in clearings. The farmers will like it.’ 


  Grid thought positively before taking out folded clothes and handing it to Braham. It was a reproduction of the original form of Beriache’s Underclothing, which changed to a shape suitable for Grid’s body. 


  “...What is this?” 


  “It is a restoration of the underclothing believed to have been used by Beriache during her days as a great demon.” 


  “......?”


  “I restored it using my Tailoring skill to give to you as a gift,” Grid proudly explained, happy that he made clothes for Braham to remember his mother. 


  Of course, Braham’s reaction was very cold. 


  “It seems you have lost your mind for a moment before you met Marie Rose.” 


  If it was a symbol other than underwear, then he might’ve been slightly impressed. However, it was underwear. It was a bit strange to cherish his mother’s underwear... 


  Grid saw Braham frowning and belatedly realized his mistake. 


  ***


  [Name: Lord Steim 


  Age: 15 Gender: Male 


  Class: Prince 


  Title: Genius of the West Continent 


  * A genius that represents one continent. He overwhelms national geniuses, and his level and abilities will rise 60% faster than normal. Additionally, he can acquire skills in a wide range of fields. 


  Title: One who Will Become a Legend 


  A person who will leave his name in history. There is an 80% chance of being immune to all status effects and illnesses. When attacked, if his health falls to 1 point, he will enter the immortal state for 2.5 seconds. 


  Title: Overgeared God’s Child 


  


  


  Not a half-god. He was born in the days when the Overgeared God was a human, so he doesn’t have the blood, body, and power of a god. However, there is a chance that he will become an object of faith. 


  Title: Devilish Man 


  Even if there are no special intentions, there is a high probability of tempting the opposite sex. It can be lucky or it can be unlucky. 


  Level: 150 


  Strength: 1,500 Stamina: 1,500 


  Agility: 1,500 Intelligence: 1,447 


  Dexterity: 1,500 Divine Power: 1,160 


  Charm: 1,500 Dignity: 870 


  Insight: 1,500 Politics: 552 


  Persistence: 1,210 Composure: 1,210 


  The son of Overgeared God Grid. 


  He has inherited all of his parent’s strengths so his potential is outstanding. Teaching him will be inspiring. He has six teachers who are influential for their time and has perfectly digested their courses. The legendary great magician Braham also seems interested in his talent. 


  He grew up with an upright personality thanks to his mother’s excellent discipline. He has a morality that can’t be shaken by any temptation. However, caution is needed because he has a fairly free mind when it comes to relationships with the opposite sex. 


  Skills Possessed: Riding (A), Physical Technique (A), Advanced Bow Mastery (A), Advanced Spear Mastery (A), Rebecca Church’s Divine power (A▼▼▼), Etiquette (S), Daluka's Methods (S), Incomplete Sword Saint’s Swordsmanship (S+), Advanced Weapons Mastery (S+), Sage Sticks Elementalism (SS), Advanced Blacksmithing (SS), Farming (SS), Discerning Eye (SS), Overwhelming Charm (SS), Prestigious and Legendary Lineage (SS), Morality (SS), Lantier’s Techniques (SS+), Sage’s Wisdom (SS+), Son of a God (??)] 


  This was the status window of Lord with no items. The (-) mark attached to level 150 and each stat that had reached 1,500 had been removed. It meant the growth restrictions had been lifted. Grid predicted that Lord’s average stats would exceed 2,000 in the near future. 


  ‘The regretting thing is the Rebecca Church’s divine power.’ 


  He remembered it was SS grade when he saw it a few months ago. Suddenly, it was downgraded to an A grade because he went against the Rebecca Church. 


  ‘...I think the reason why Overwhelming Charm has risen is Sua’s influence.’ 


  The title of Devilish Man was particularly difficult. Grid checked Lord’s status window with a slightly troubled expression and spoke after thinking carefully, “Lord, now that you’ve grown up, why don’t you go on an adventure?” 


  “Yes! I think it will be really fun!” Lord smiled widely and replied vigorously. 


  There might be some uneasiness about going out into the unknown world, but he looked very happy. It wasn’t because he didn’t know the ins and outs of the world. Lord was a genius. He understood the rules and regulations of the world. Nevertheless, he expressed confidence because he had already prepared a thorough growth plan. 


  “An adventure must have a purpose. The intention of an adventure can change if you wander around aimlessly. Have you considered the purpose of the adventure?” 


  Lord’s eyes shone. "First of all, I want to defeat the Guardian of the Forest.” 


  The first chapter of the Overgeared King’s biography (now Overgeared God’s biography) that was sung by the bards opened with the battle against the Guardian of the Forest. 


  Lord was keen to follow in his father’s footsteps. It was also reasonable. 


  ‘Bairan as his first adventure... it is appropriate.’ 


  Grid had poured a lot of affection toward Lord. From the time that Lord gained a teacher in each field and started to engage in full-scale training, Grid gave items that would grow with Lord as gifts. 


  Given that most of Lord’s exclusive equipment were rare and epic rated, and the overall level of his skills was legendary rated, the fields and dungeons around Bairan wouldn’t be a major threat to Lord. His stats might not be high due to the age restrictions, but he could kill monsters with items and skills. 


  ‘He will be at least 20 levels higher when he meets the Guardian of the Forest...’ 


  His stats would rise evenly in the aftermath of his actions and choices, so it was possible for him to raid the Guardian of the Forest on his own. Grid smiled widely enough to reveal his white teeth as he thought about it. 


  “Okay. Take down the Guardian of the Forest and return.” 


  “Yes, Father! I will bring back the blue orichalcum as a token!” Lord answered vigorously and left Reinhardt after being seen off by Queen Irene and his girlfriends. 


  Lord was excited about going on his first adventure alone (?) and didn’t use the warpgate or ride a horse. He used both legs and ran in the direction of Bairan. Grid watched Lord’s back getting further away with Barbatos’ Vision and laughed. 


  ‘Rather than becoming tired, he is getting faster and faster.’ 


  The act of ‘running’ alone was raising his stamina and agility stats in real time. The stats that had been stopped for several years after reaching the max value were already starting to grow explosively. 


  “......!” 


  “......!” 


  The Overgeared Shadows, who had initially been keeping a considerable distance from Lord, panicked and sped up. They would be spotted sooner or later... 


  Grid clicked his tongue and spoke to Kasim, who was in the shadows, “Leave the queen’s protection to Faker for the time being. I will ask you to look after Lord.” 


  “Yes.” Kasim disappeared into the shadows. It was only when Grid was reassured that he looked at the notification windows floating to one side of his vision. 


  [Your son, Lord, has gone on an adventure.] 


  [Lord will come back to you with the gift of blue orichalcum.] 
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  “Are you going to see Marie Rose? Hmm... Do whatever you want.” 


  It was neither Grid’s intention nor meaning to ask Braham for permission. He just thought it wasn’t polite to contact Marie Rose without informing Braham. 


  “It’s okay?” 


  Grid expected a violent reaction from Braham. From Braham’s point of view, Marie Rose was someone Braham had a deep-rooted enmity with. Grid thought Braham would be angry with him for meeting her. Yet Braham was surprisingly sober. “Why wouldn’t it be okay? It is up to you who you meet and what you do. It doesn’t matter even if you have a liaison with her or not.” 


  “T-The term liaison is a bit... in the first place, I’m not interested in her.” 


  Grid looked around like someone was listening. Marie Rose was pure and bewitching. She might have the most ideal ratio of beauty, but surprisingly, she wasn’t to Grid’s taste. Perhaps it was because her beauty was so perfect that it felt unrealistic. In the first place, Grid had people he loved. Shifting his eyes to a new woman when he couldn’t even organize his relationships properly with the women already in his life? He couldn’t do that unless he was a son of a bitch. 


  “I mean it doesn’t matter if you cooperate... what did you take it for?” 


  The embarrassed Grid coughed and asked straightforwardly, “Hum hum, can you be amiable with Marie Rose?” 


  Braham wondered, “What is your purpose?” 


  Purpose? Of course, it was to eat and live well. He wanted his family, colleagues, and people to be happy and peaceful. The necessary processes to achieve this ultimate wish were... 


  “Destroy the great demons in hell, help the four gods of the East Continent, and save Hexetia in Heaven.” 


  “Destroying the great demons is among them. That is also my wish and Marie Rose’s duty. It isn’t bad to join forces for a while if there is a part that matches our purpose. Personal feelings are just a luxury in front of the cause.” 


  Magicians were extremely intelligent people. As long as Braham recognized himself as a ‘magician’ instead of a ‘vampire,’ he would be able to postpone any resentment toward Marie Rose. Grid was reminded of Kasim. The man who swallowed his grudge against the empire for the future of the Overgeared Kingdom... 


  Kasim and Braham were truly very good people. 


  “Um...”


  Lord was now too far away even for Barbatos’ Vision. Grid came back from the memory of his conversation with Braham and made up his mind as he stood with his back against the setting sun. 


  ‘Let’s go.’ 


  He could intuitively tell that a meeting with Marie Rose couldn’t be avoided just because he didn’t want to be in a relationship with her. They would be involved in the future anyway. it was better to establish a good relationship with her. Above all, Braham wasn’t worried about Grid going to meet Marie Rose. Braham was well aware of Marie Rose’s personality, so it meant that the possibility of her harming Grid was low. 


  “Your Majesty,” Mercedes called out to Grid who was ready to leave. “I will go with you.” 


  He felt the will to never withdraw from her determined eyes. 


  Grid nodded gently. “Yes, let’s go together.”


  “......?” Mercedes was confused. Her duty was to defend Grid but Grid had always been reluctant to let her accompany him on the pretext of danger. Now he was saying to go together so easily? Mercedes was relieved. 


  ‘I thought he wanted to go to a dangerous place alone again. Fortunately, this isn’t the case.’ 


  Yes, there should be times for people to rest. Mercedes thought they were going for a walk nearby but she soon turned white as she followed Grid. The only place among the vampire cities that hadn’t been attacked. No, it was a place they couldn’t attack. Grid stopped in front of the entrance that was ‘her land,’ also known as the home of the vampire duke Marie Rose. 


  “......”


  She never imagined their destination would be here until she took the warp gate to Reidan. Why did he come to this place that he had been avoiding so far? Was His Majesty fascinated by her as well? Mercedes’ hair shook slightly as he recalled the shocking beauty of Marie Rose, who came to Lord’s coming of age ceremony. Yet she didn’t break her posture no matter the time or the circumstances. 


  Grid looked at her blue hair that was the only lively thing in this dry desert under the hot sun and opened his mouth, “You’ve already seen it with Keen Insight, but Marie Rose is very strong. Perhaps even a dragon can’t treat her carelessly.” 


  Mercedes didn’t deny it. The Marie Rose whom she met at Lord’s coming of age ceremony was in a different dimension. She was confident that she had become stronger after defeating Hell Gao with Grid’s help, but she couldn’t do anything against Marie Rose. It wasn’t merely at a level that could be called a species difference. Marie Rose was special compared to the direct descendant vampires who followed Grid. Her origin itself felt different. 


  “I think Marie Rose’s strength is necessary for the future of humanity.” 


  Mercedes with her Keen Insight and Grandmaster Zikfrector. Two of the people with humanity’s greatest potential were originally destined to have died. Satisfy’s story was designed to continue without them. However, could the story continue without Marie Rose? Grid predicted that there would be no variable of Marie Rose’s death. 


  In particular, if he assumed that the reason why the Evil God Yatan expelled Beriache instead of killing her was because he couldn’t kill Beriache, it meant that Marie Rose’s power—that transcended Beriache—could reach a divine level. Physically, it was hard for her to die. 


  “Marie Rose was born at the expense of Beriache’s life and has a duty to avenge Beriache. Her enemy is Yatan, the evil god who expelled Beriache from hell and the great demons who follow him.” 


  “...You mean that you can cooperate with her.” 


  There was confidence in Grid’s voice as he answered, “Yes.” 


  Therefore, Mercedes had no doubts. “I will follow you. If she doesn’t want to stand by your side, I will punish her even if it means sacrificing my life.” 


  “...Don’t do that.” 


  Then let’s die together.


  ***


  “Is this a warning? He is still so childish.” 


  A boy examined the landscape outside Reinhardt and clicked his tongue. The skinny body and pale white skin caught the eye of passersby. A man who appeared to be in a group with him was completely covered by a robe, making them seem even more suspicious. The man who didn’t care asked the boy, “What do you mean?” 


  “These mountains.” The boy pointed to some debris that had large and small rocks mixed with them. The man thought it was traces of destroying a building, but it turned out to be a ‘mountain.’ The boy continued, “It is the aftermath of Disintegrate.” 


  “Disintegrate...” 


  The legendary great magic that was said to be the strongest among magic with no attributes. As far as humanity knew, there was currently only one man who could use it. Braham. The strongest power Grid relied on. The man’s expression stiffened at the thought and the boy explained, “As long as Braham leaves a mark that he is staying here, no one would dare to make trouble here. It is a type of domain marking.” 


  “Kukuk, smashing mountains just to show his domain, he has a hot-tempered personality.” 


  “He is a crazy guy. In any case, I don’t want to deal with him.” 


  The boy frowned when the man in the robe laughed. 


  “Can you please show us your ID?” Just then, soldiers approached and surrounded them. The passersby seemed to be going past, but they had actually reported it. 


  Did he look like a child abuser? The man was frowning invisibly when the boy whispered to him, “Should I kill them?” 


  “Didn’t you just say that you don’t want to meet Braham? You might immediately encounter him if you cause a disturbance here.” 


  “It is your wish. In any case, I have to follow as long as you are my master.” 


  The boy who spoke bluntly was called Pauld. Pauld was a magician who was active in Braham’s era. He failed to become a legend because his skills, achievements, and every aspect were lacking compared to Braham, but he was still called a great magician. A few months ago, he was resurrected hundreds of years after his death. He ate the Kunlun Ginseng and was reborn as a complete lich. His master was naturally... 


  “Excuse me? Please cooperate.” 


  “Of course I will cooperate. I’m sorry for my slow actions.” 


  It was Agnus. He took off his robe with a wide smile once the soldiers urged him and pulled out an ID card. The soldiers confirmed it. The name was Havel. 35 years old. Occupation was a craftsman. His residence was in Saharan and he was supporting an ailing mother and a young son... 


  There were no problems with the contents of the ID. However, the soldiers of the Overgeared Kingdom were known for their thoroughness. “Is this your son?” 


  "Yes, my son’s dream is to also become a craftsman. He saw that I was visiting Elizabeth’s workshop and resolutely followed me. He isn’t in good health.” 


  “Um...”


  The soldier who was trying to ask for the boy’s ID looked nervous. At a glance, the sickly boy and the thin father were rich in life experience and could endure all types of storms. The ID card was fine and there was nothing strange, so he didn’t want to be stricter than necessary. 


  However, the senior soldier’s attitude was different. This investigation was carried out due to the report of residents, so he planned to proceed with the formal procedure. “Your son’s ID.” 


  "Yes, here.” 


  “Um... How is your relationship with your father?” 


  “It’s good. Very much so.” 


  “I’m glad. I’m done checking. I hope you make good memories in Reinhardt.” 


  “Thank you.” 


  Agnus nodded to the soldiers, passed by the fields, and reached the city gates. He also passed unharmed through the gates. 


  Pauld laughed. “It is magic to change your appearance by covering yourself with the skin of a corpse. It is really disgusting like a demon’s technique, but it is convenient.” 


  “Isn’t it ridiculous for a madman who turned himself into a lich to say it is disgusting? Sniff sniff.”Agnus suddenly started sniffing. He thought there was an unpleasant smell at the tip of his nose, but it turned out to be the stench from his body. The corpse skin he was wearing had started to rot. It seemed he needed new corpse skin before visiting Elizabeth’s workshop. 


  He didn’t want his identity to be discovered and a commotion to occur. He only had one purpose in visiting Reinhardt. It was to gain the materials needed for the artifacts that Pauld would create. Elizabeth was a craftsman level accessories maker and she could make the materials. He would have to pay quite a lot of money, but... 


  “Look for a graveyard. Find a private cemetery or family cemetery where there are few people.” 


  “Croak. You are too careful. Since ancient times, Baal’s Contractor should advance and dominate with overwhelming force and no scruples. Croak. You have almost been like a rat recently. Croak.” 


  It was Cepardea who grumbled while jumping and searching for a graveyard. The toad, who was the subordinate of the 1st Great Demon, Baal, was useful in many ways. 


  "There are quite a few powerful people. We have to be very careful while we’re staying here.” The soldiers who were merely security guards gave off a feeling of martial ability with just one glance. Perhaps they might be caught the moment a high ranking security guard passed by. Pauld reflexively controlled his magic power and warned Agnus. Agnus looked over a fence toward a training ground and nodded. 


  “I know that.” 


  The dozens of targets lined up in the training ground had traces of arrows piercing ‘only the center.’ The spacious grounds of the academy were filled with elemental energy, while the towering towers were filled with powerful magic power. On the surface, it was a seemingly peaceful city. From a slightly different perspective, it was a place where all types of monsters lived. 


  “Let’s become rats as Cepardea said.” 


  After the destruction of Luna (believed to be real), Agnus changed. Now he faced reality. Like other rankers, he became calm and cautious. The Agnus who always lived with madness and death no longer existed in the world. It was the birth of a new evil, the demon king. 
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  It was common in games that once one faction prevailed, opposing forces would be created to contain it. If it was difficult to control a single force, they would oppose it even if it meant forming an alliance. The Overgeared Kingdom that had already maintained its top position for many years was a rare case in the long history of gaming. 


  Why wasn’t there a huge alliance formed to go against the Overgeared Kingdom? Of course, it was because the Overgeared Kingdom was overwhelmingly strong. 


  However, there was a larger reason. They didn’t make any big mistakes. The Overgeared Kingdom that was thoroughly managed by Lauel rarely committed acts that would arouse the resentment of people. Rather, their use of various systems was to help people and generate profit from them. It wasn’t the so-called power abuse nor did they commit any deep-rooted evil. 


  Additionally, Grid’s heroic activities contributed greatly to the Overgeared Kingdom’s external image. Look at Lord’s coming of age ceremony a few days ago. For the safety of the many distinguished guests, the Overgeared Kingdom hosted the coming of age ceremony on a small scale and in private. All entrances to the palace were blocked and barricades put up to prevent outsiders from accessing the venue. 


  However, the people’s congratulatory celebrations didn’t stop. Countless people filled Reinhardt’s streets and called out the names of Grid and Lord. It overlapped with the duration of the National Competition. The other forces had no cause or courage to be hostile to the Overgeared Kingdom. 


  “It is a kingdom that will last a thousand years,” Pauld murmured as he leisurely enjoyed the scenery of Reinhardt. Hundreds of years ago, he had still been human. The many feelings he had when he saw the empire in its golden age was once again felt here in Reinhardt. 


  “The ‘cheeky guy’ mentioned by the toad many times is the master of this place? He is going to be a real pain in the ass.” 


  ‘This kingdom is too strong to be destroyed using your power alone. It will be your biggest stumbling block.’ Pauld swallowed back these words.


  Agnus would know even if he didn’t say anything. Agnus, who couldn’t adapt to his short hair and swept it back as usual, replied with an expressionless face, “Won’t Baal come out when it is time?” 


  “Indeed...” 


  Since joining Agnus, Pauld had visited hell several times and met Baal. Therefore, Pauld easily understood. However, Agnus, who said the words, didn’t trust Baal. 


  ‘It would be meaningless if Baal comes forward.’ 


  All demons were weak in the human world. The great demons were no exception. They became weakened by three or four times. However, Baal suffered a much bigger penalty. It was impossible in itself for his body to come to the human world. It was only possible to barely breathe the air of the human world by splitting himself into small pieces and transplanting himself into Baal’s Contractor. No matter how much stronger he was than the 32nd Great Demon, Belial, he couldn’t be active in the human world. 


  ‘Well... this is why I am getting all types of benefits.’ 


  Baal’s Contractor was the agent of Baal, who was weak in the human world, and the one who would complete the conquest of the human world on behalf of Baal. Baal provided a lot of amenities for Agnus in order for him to become stronger. But... 


  ‘You never know when he will act capriciously.’ 


  Baal might suddenly lose interest in the human world and force them to do something else. This was Baal’s personality. 


  ‘What is Baal’s purpose in the first place?’ 


  On the surface, the principle behind Baal’s actions was the fulfillment of his desires. He planned and did everything purely for his own entertainment. Yet was that really all? He was one of the ultimate bosses, so wouldn’t he have a hidden heart? 


  It happened around the time that Agnus’ questions started deepening... 


  The frog—Chepardea, Baal’s subordinate and Agnus’ watcher—jumped onto Agnus’ shoulder and proudly reported, “Croak. I found a graveyard.” 


  “Good work.” 


  A dragonfly sitting on a flower a bit further away was pierced by a bone thorn. Agnus pulled it over and threw it to Chepardea. Chepardea stretched out his tongue and ate it. Then he became angry. “Croak! Don’t treat me as a frog! Croak!” 


  “It’s here.” 


  Agnus had adapted to Chepardea’s noisy personality a long time ago. He ignored this noisy guy and stood in front of a quiet cemetery. He could feel the corpses sleeping in the cemetery. It was ‘Traces of the Dead’ that could only be used by a necromancer. As Agnus was Baal’s Contractor, the appearance of the dead and some of the characteristics could be seen. It was a type of character observation. 


  “Put On.” 


  The dignity of a human was trampled on. The graveyard carefully built by the family members was dug up and a rotten body appeared. Subsequently, it was overlaid on Agnus’ body. It looked just like it was in life. 


  [The effect of the skill ‘Put On’ has changed your appearance and stats. It lasts for two hours. You can turn it off at will.] 


  [During the time when this skill is maintained, the use of all skills is sealed except for the exclusive skills of Baal’s Contractor.] 


  “Sniff sniff.”The stench had disappeared. He also liked the length of his hair this time. 


  Agnus was sweeping back the hair that fell down to his cheeks when Cepardea scolded him, “Are you a serf this time? Croak! Baal’s Contractor should use the corpse of a hero at a minimum! It is pathetic! Croak!” 


  “Serf?” 


  Agnus confirmed what he looked like in the pond. Certainly, this was a serf to anyone who looked. He was even old. The problem was... 


  ‘I thought it was a soldier.’ 


  The stats were high. The effect of Put On was to use the target’s ‘appearance and stats before death.’ However, the stats were too high to be reasonable for an old serf. In particular, his strength and stamina were great. It was a level just below a knight. 


  Agnus was feeling puzzled when his eyes suddenly curved in a smile. 


  ‘Ahh, this is a farmer of the Overgeared Kingdom.’ 


  Agnus looked over the city. Soldiers training in barracks everywhere, magicians experimenting in the magic towers, students being educated at the academy, knights guarding the streets, and monsters at every corner... 


  Agnus’ consciousness that was only focused on them extended to the fields outside the city gates. The thousands of serfs that had previously been seen as insignificant were now a military force. It was a military force blindly loyal to Grid. 


  ‘It is great, Grid.’ 


  During the years when Agnus had been an irrational beast, Grid had developed this far. A cold smile spread on the face of the admiring Agnus. He thought of the strongest army that would be born the moment he killed Grid’s soldiers and made them his own. As long as the Lantern of Humanity kept growing, his power against humanity would be strengthened in proportion. 


  Agnus was immersed in a strange excitement as he ripped off his left arm. 


  *** 


  At Elizabeth’s workshop... 


  Elizabeth grew by making accessories for the Overgeared members and had now become a master craftsman. Her name was always mentioned when discussing the continent’s greatest accessory makers. Her excellent skills always attracted new guests and quests.


  “I’m sorry but I’m not accepting customers for the time being. I can’t even make reservations.” 


  Customers who came to the workshop were often turned away at the doors. Elizabeth was so busy that it was hard for her to accept new customers. It was even more so from the time she became a craftsman and could make simple artifacts. 


  “Would you like to look at this design drawing first before throwing us out?” 


  “......?” 


  A boy spoke boldly and handed over a design. Elizabeth laughed as she turned her eyes to him, who had white skin like the vampires she often encountered in the Overgeared Guild. “Why? Do you think your designs will get this sister’s attention?” 


  “Probably.” 


  “Hehe, really?” 


  There were surprisingly many customers of this type. They tried to attract attention somehow to open up an opportunity for conversation and entrust the request. This little boy... 


  ‘I guess that old man asked him to do it.’ Elizabeth glanced at the boy’s group member with a deep gaze before reaching out to the boy. 


  “Give it to me. Instead, if there is nothing special then bye bye!” 


  He would probably just ask her to make pretty earrings or necklaces. Perhaps it was a gift he wanted to give to his mother. 


  ‘His heart is very special, but his mother’s gift should be entrusted to other accessory makers on the street.’ 


  Bah, what did people know? 


  “......?” 


  Elizabeth’s face stiffened like a stone as she placed her wavy blonde hair behind her ear. There were complex but sophisticated figures and geometric shapes. The formulas and shapes that filled the design had a depth that pushed Elizabeth’s limits, whose craftsman skill had reached level 3. 


  “W-What? What about these parts? Are you going to assemble a magic machine or something?” 


  Of course, this was an exaggerated question. However, the parts drawn on the design had a structure that was delicate enough for such an exaggeration. 


  The boy scratched his head. “No way. I just need parts to make a prosthetic arm.” 


  “Groan... If the springs are built like this and assembled, you intend to circulate magic power...” 


  The boy points to the person he came with and explained, “Yes, I want to give my grandfather an arm that moves like a real one.” 


  It was an old serf. He was unfortunately missing one arm. 


  “It is difficult to make these parts with your skills?” 


  “It isn’t easy, but...” Elizabeth removed all the jewels and tools she had laid out on the workbench. It was a request from a regular customer who booked a month ago, but it wasn’t an important issue now. “I can do it.” 


  Her skill level would rise the moment she completed this boy’s request. Elizabeth was convinced and became motivated. It was hard to miss the moment that came after a long time. 


  *** 


  There was always danger in darkness. Grid had attacked many vampire cities so far and was well aware of how dangerous a place without any light was. Familiars lurking in the darkness would attack the intruders and lead them to the side of the vampires sleeping in the coffin. 


  “There is nothing.” 


  “...Yes.” 


  How strong were Marie Rose’s familiars and vampires? No matter how strong, they wouldn’t be stronger than the demons of the single digit hells, right? Grid was feeling nervous when he showed a deflated response. The city where Marie Rose lived was quiet. It wasn’t because the familiars and vampires were hiding. There was just nothing. His transcendent senses and Mercedes’s Keen Insight confirmed it. 


  ‘There aren’t even any ruins.’ 


  The vampire cities he had visited so far were literally cities. There were many different types of buildings with dozens or hundreds of coffins. Yet this place was different. The only thing that existed was darkness. It was a space of nothingness. 


  “Ah.” 


  How long did they walk? Grid and Mercedes were walking in a dull manner only to stop. A huge shadow was seen in the distance. It was the first time they saw something since entering the city. 


  “This... it is a castle.” 


  No matter how much time passed, the darkness they couldn’t adapt to swallowed up their sense of direction and distance. They would’ve been lost if they were anyone other than Grid and Mercedes. They would’ve reached the point where they didn’t even know where each other was. 


  However, Grid had his transcendent senses and Mercedes had Keen Insight. The two of them witnessed the faintly swaying shadow in the distance and noticed it was a huge building. There was no need to wander any longer. They quickened their pace and within dozens of minutes, they finally reached the high gate. 


  [You have found the castle of Vampire Duke Marie Rose.] 


  [The first discovery reward will increase the amount of experience earned and the probability of acquiring items for a week.] 


  Was it a welcome? Torches lit up to the left and right with the gate as the center. There were thousands of torches. It was a number that allowed them to guess the size of the castle. 


  Creak.


  The gate opened. Grid thought they would have to move through an inner gate, but the corridor appeared right away. 


  ‘We are inside right from the outer gate?’ 


  It was a structure that didn’t take into account the enemy invasion at all. Was it because no one with foolhardy bravery dared to enter this place? Grid once again realized how great Marie Rose’s existence was. He gulped and walked down the corridor covered with red carpet. He took a few steps before noticing something. 


  It was that the paintings on the wall contained myths and legends that weren’t a product of imagination, but an eyewitness record. The figure in the first painting was probably the evil god Yatan. A being painted all in black. 


  In the second painting, darkness floated about his head like a crown while there were three demons by his side. The small female body with her long hair braided on both sides that was painted in red looked like Beriache. She was attached to Yatan’s side like they were going to link arms. The demon standing behind Yatan with a lowered head was depicted in green, but it was hard to infer who it was. The last demon was a giant. He was alone away from the group and was clearly Baal due to the long, sharp nails that were painted black, red, and white. 


  ‘This is the beginning of hell.’ 


  Then what was the next one? Grid sped up his pace. It was because he wanted to see the third painting quickly. 


  “......!”


  Grid stopped in front of the third painting. Black, green, red, and the giant—unlike the previous painting that expressed Yatan and the demons with colors and features, the third painting was a portrait drawn elaborately like a photograph. 


  Rebecca, the goddess of light. Her face that was familiar to Grid filled up the frame. She looked down at Grid in a contemptuous manner with a hideous, distorted smile. She was like a demon. The unknown painter seemed to have wanted to say that Rebecca was a demon. 
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  “This... it is a portrait of Goddess Rebecca.” She noticed after mistaking it for the face of a living person. Mercedes, who stepped back in surprise after seeing the third painting, belatedly identified the identity of the subject of the painting and corrected her posture. 


  “It is like she is watching us.” 


  It was like the gaze of Mona Lisa. No matter which direction they looked at the painting, Rebecca’s line of sight in the painting always followed Grid and Mercedes. 


  


  


  ‘I’m getting goosebumps.’ 


  If she had a gentle face like the Mona Lisa, then she would give off a mysterious feeling. Yet in the painting, Rebecca smiled ferociously. The disdainful gaze followed Grid and Mercedes, making them feel unpleasant and creepy. 


  “it must be painted by a demon right?” 


  Mercedes was also active in the Drasion raid. She had witnessed the depravity of the angels, who committed evil deeds to hide the disgrace of the gods. It meant she knew the truth that ‘gods are unconditionally good’ was wrong. This didn’t mean she thought ‘the gods are evil.’ Humanity hadn’t reached that point yet. 


  “Perhaps it isn’t the work of a human.” 


  Putting aside the interpretation of Rebecca for the moment, the artist was likely to be a demon just by looking at the fact that they knew about the beginning of hell. Since this was Marie Rose’s castle, the artist’s identity might be Beriache. 


  ‘...No, it is unlikely to be Beriache.’ 


  If she was the artist, then she would’ve portrayed Yatan, who drove her out of hell, as ugly as Rebecca. 


  Step.


  Grid hastened his pace. He wanted to quickly get away from Rebecca’s gaze in the painting. 


  ‘Damn, surely it isn’t a ghost?’ 


  The back of his head was itchy. Rebecca’s gaze continued to follow. 


  “Your Majesty?” 


  He hated ghosts. They weren’t scary (probably), but he hated them physiologically. Mercedes chased Grid who started to run. Moments later, the two of them found the fourth painting and stopped in front of it. The protagonist of the fourth painting was Yatan. It was just a black existence. He stood alone on a cliff and seemed to be looking down. There was darkness above his head. In the first and second paintings, it was like a crown. Now it faded like a fire about to go out. 


  “He looks depressed for some reason.” 


  There was no right answer to art. Regardless of the artist’s intention, the essence of the work depended on the viewer’s interpretation. Grid had no intention of denying Mercedes’ sentiment. No, he thought it was an appropriate impression. Was it because the darkness above his head was weakened or was it due to the back that bent while looking down the cliff? Yatan in the painting looked really listless. He seemed to be in agony. The origin of all evil was like this... it really didn’t suit him. 


  Step, step.


  The two of them walked a bit further. They soon stood in front of the fifth painting. The red demon, green demon, and giant demon, that appeared in the second painting, stood by Yatan. Yatan’s back was straight and the darkness above his head was burning majestically again. 


  “It feels like he has regained his energy. Does it mean that it is meaningless for a god to exist alone and that he is a god because he is being served?” 


  The usually silent Mercedes had a lot to say today. At this point, Grid noticed she had a lot of interest in paintings. 


  ‘Come to think about it... there were several paintings in the place where Mercedes originally lived.’ 


  It was when Mercedes was still the empire’s knight. She was attacked by the 4th Red Knight Gyuratan (Great Demon Astaroth) in her home and Grid helped her. At that time, the interior of the mansion had been slightly exposed by the collapsed outer wall. The scene of various paintings hanging flashed in Grid’s memories. 


  ‘Why am I only thinking about it now?’ 


  He said she was precious with words, but in fact, he was indifferent to Mercedes. Grid frowned as he touched his forehead. He realized what a ruthless person he was to those around him. 


  ‘Thinking about it, Jishuka immigrated to South Korea because of me.’ 


  He didn’t believe it at first. He told himself the reason she moved to South Korea was to find some new opportunities. However, it was impossible to deny it now. Jishuka’s feelings toward him were real. He trampled on her heart himself. He said it was a choice made for her, but was it convincing from her position? 


  ‘...I feel bitter.’ 


  He let out a sigh. However, he didn’t think about Jishuka’s problem right now. He had to focus on the situation in front of him. This was a very important section. 


  “I’m sorry. I was presumptuous.” 


  After a period of silence, Mercedes lowered her head. She was worried that a shallow interpretation would hinder her king’s concentration. 


  “No, not at all. I think it is a good interpretation.” 


  Grid patted Mercedes’ shoulder while making up his mind at this moment. In the future, he would collect good paintings and give them to Mercedes. At the same time, he started thinking. He wondered if Yatan’s recovery in the fifth painting was actually a bluff. 


  The situation in the painting. In the third painting, Goddess Rebecca suddenly appeared. Then in the next painting, Yatan was anguished. It was probably because he heard some type of sly whisper from Goddess Rebecca. The whisper would’ve been to propose (or discuss) the destruction and restoration of the world and Yatan’s anguish deepened. It meant it was somewhat unreasonable to say that he had recovered his energy. 


  “......”


  There were dozens of colors painted in the sixth painting. There were exactly 32 colors with the exception of the black Yatan, and Baal, who was characterized as a giant. Three demons had grown to 33. It was the birth of the 33 great demons. 


  The seventh painting was a landscape painting. The rough land, grim sky, and red river. It contained the scenery Grid had seen many times in hell. A number of demons appeared in the eighth painting. Thousands of demons with different appearances filled the vast but nutritious land of hell. In the ninth painting... 


  “Ah, it gave me a fright.” 


  Once again, Goddess Rebecca appeared. Like the third painting, it was a delicately painted portrait. It seemed to have copied the real thing. There was a wave of light floating above her head like a crown. Her hands were neatly clasped together and she was smiling lovingly. 


  The goddess of light, who blessed all of humanity. It was the appearance of the Goddess Rebecca that people knew. 


  “It warms my heart.” 


  “Um...”


  Just looking at the painting made them feel relieved and happy. He was confident that the moment this painting was released to the world, the Rebecca Church would be revitalized. Sure enough, Goddess Rebecca must be kind... Perhaps the actions of the actions of the angels, who stabbed Damian to death, were arbitrary, or the order of another god who envied Rebecca? 


  


  


  The moment Grid had this thought, the frame rotated and the back of the painting was revealed. The 10th painting appeared after the 9th painting. It was a slaughter. The black color representing Yatan spread out to hell and the human world above hell, swallowing up all living creatures. 


  The frame rotated one more time. The portrait of Goddess Rebecca once again appeared. Like the third painting, it was a portrait of Goddess Rebecca with an ugly smile. The two neat hands of Goddess Rebecca were now covered with red paint. It meant blood. 


  “......”


  It was unpleasant. Grid retreated from the painting, grabbed Mercedes’ hand, and started walking again. This was a long corridor.Every time Grid advanced forward one step, a torch lit up the path ahead. However, the end was still an abyss. 


  ‘Is there an end?’ 


  At this point, he couldn’t help suspecting that he was bewitched. Grid felt nervous and stopped walking. The 11th painting was revealed under the newly lit torch. The figure in black was slumped down. It was a painting of the evil god Yatan, who collapsed as if he was crying. He felt Yatan’s deep regret and sorrow. 


  “The creator of this work portrays Rebecca as the source of destruction and Yatan as the victim.” 


  “Um...”


  At this point, he wasn’t a victim but a pushover. A puppet controlled by Rebecca’s willpower. The artist depicted Yatan just like this. A piece of trash that had no value in discussing good or evil. 


  ‘Now that I see this—’ 


  It seemed that this was indeed Beriache’s work. It was almost certain seeing that both Rebecca and Yatan were criticized. 


  Step step.


  Grid and Mercedes continued to walk. The corridor wasn’t finished and paintings were constantly appearing. From the first painting to the 11th one... after that, the same paintings appeared again and again. It seemed to express a world that was repeatedly destroyed and re-blessed. 


  How many hours did they walk? 


  A new painting appeared in the corridor where only the same paintings appeared repeatedly for a while. It depicted Rebecca, who was smiling in an ugly manner, and Yatan watching the red figure in front of them. 


  Red. 


  The color that seemed to symbolize Beriache faced Yatan alone in the following painting. In the next painting, the red figure fell below the cliff. The size of the red figure that fell was twice as small as it had been so far. Then it was multiplied in the next painting. 


  There were several reds. 


  ‘The red was indeed Beriache.’ 


  The bottom of the cliff meant the human world and the smaller size meant she lost the power of a great demon. The proliferation represented the birth of her children. 


  Finally, Grid and Mercedes saw the end of the corridor. Two newly lit torches illuminated the entrance to another location.


  Click.


  Mercedes raised her shield and advanced first. “I will go in first.” 


  Marie Rose. Was it the aftermath of His Majesty becoming the Blood King? She was as favorable to him as any other vampire. Even so, Mercedes couldn’t let go of her tension... 


  “......!” 


  Mercedes, who had been ready to unfold her silver wings at any time when she entered the castle, stiffened like a stone. It was because a fishy blood smell entered the tip of her nose and a red wave surged. 


  “Ugh...!” A torrent of blood crushed Mercedes’ shield. She spread out her silver wings, but it was hard to bear the pressure. She stepped back and was pushed along the corridor as someone in the darkness spoke to her, “You don’t qualify, so step back.” 


  It was Marie Rose’s voice. “The only person who can step into my bedroom is the Blood King.” 


  There were slight tremors in her voice. It was obviously excitement. Mercedes’ fair face distorted slightly from displeasure. However, she didn’t have the qualifications or strength to restrain Marie Rose. After pushing Mercedes away, the blood stream soaking the ground vibrated and rose. It had the shape of a giant hand. 


  “Your Majesty!” 


  It wrapped around Grid’s waist. 


  “Huhu, come in.” Marie Rose brought him into the room... “...E-Eh?” 


  Marie Rose’s always laid back and relaxed voice suddenly became perplexed. It was because the bloody hand wrapped around Grid stopped listening to her. Marie Rose naturally dominated all the blood in the world since her birth. This was the first time this incident happened to her, so she naturally stopped. 


  [The effect of the blood magic has been blocked due to the ‘Blood Master’ skill attached to Beriache’s Underclothing.] 


  On the other hand, Grid felt the texture of the underclothing covering his bare skin more clearly than ever. 
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  Blood magic wasn’t considered as academic learning. It was because it wasn’t a field that could be developed with concepts such as studying and effort. 


  Blood magic was a power that originated purely from the bloodline and was rooted in Beriache’s power. Beings who had inherited even a speck of Beriache’s blood and magic power—in other words, any vampire—could use blood magic, but non-vampires couldn’t use blood magic. 


  Grid might have the title of Blood King, but even he could only learn blood magic by absorbing the blood magic of the ‘direct descendants who swore allegiance to himself’ (even this was limited to blood magic based on his own personality). This meant it was absolutely impossible for a human being, who couldn’t use blood magic properly, to negate the blood magic of Marie Rose, the peak vampire. Yet it just happened. It was done by Grid.


  


  


  Marie Rose’s round eyes blinked as she stared at Grid. Then she soon arranged her expression and asked, “Do you remember the first day we met?” 


  There was a mixture of curiosity and liking in her deep gaze. 


  Mercedes was quick to notice as the owner of Keen Insight. She didn’t like this face, so her eyes became cold. However, Grid, the person who received the attention, had no idea. 


  “Yes, I remember.” 


  Now he was—


  “...I almost got eaten by you.” 


  He was just trembling because he was incredibly scared. The first time he met Marie Rose. Every time he thought of her ‘smiling’ and sucking the blood of the scammer healer whose name he couldn’t remember any longer, Dongpayuk or Kkanpungi or something, his head turned blank from fear. 


  “......”


  “......”


   Marie Rose and Mercedes’ eyes became dull. They were silent for a moment before soon opening their mouths at the same time. 


  “I almost ate you. That is the only memory of the day for you.” 


  “You...! You were aiming for His Majesty’s chastity from the beginning!” 


  “Hmm~ You’re fairly impudent here.” 


  “W-What did you say?!” 


  For the moment, it seemed necessary to stabilize the situation. Grid knew that it was better to stay silent when he couldn’t grasp the situation. This was a fact known through learning. Fortunately, Marie Rose had no hostility toward Mercedes. It was natural. She looked at Mercedes, the human being who dared raise her voice to her, like Mercedes was cute. 


  Grid observed the two people before slowly realizing the reason. ‘It is because of Keen Insight.’ 


  A power that even the gods were vigilant toward. The power that played a fatal role against great demons was coveted by Marie Rose. 


  ‘That’s right. The reason why Marie Rose is obsessed with me also includes Mercedes’ existence.’ 


  She thought that if she got him, she could get Mercedes’ power as well. 


  ‘It is one plus one..’ 


  He felt like a convenience store product, but it didn’t matter. If he could establish a friendly relationship with Marie Rose, one of the world’s strongest beings, it didn’t matter if he received the one plus two treatment, let alone one plus one. The atmosphere calmed down while Grid was thinking. Mercedes regained her sense of reason and Marie Rose stopped making fun of such a Mercedes. The conversation continued again. 


  “Grid.” 


  “Yes.”


  “I can’t forget the first time I met you.” 


  “......”


  Was she surprised to see him immune to the abnormal conditions she caused? 


  Marie Rose smiled and explained to Grid, who was looking back on their first meeting, “Until you showed up, I was treated as a monster who made people scared with just my presence. Meanwhile, you were calm even after you unsealed me. It was as if I didn’t commit any sins.” 


  ‘Ah, I remember.’ 


  The Grid at the time didn’t think deeply about Marie Rose. He didn’t even care who Marie Rose was. He just tried his best to survive. He would’ve acted the same even if he knew that Marie Rose was a disaster. At that time, Grid was extremely selfish and wasn’t in a position to care about peace or the safety of humanity. It meant he didn’t feel guilty or worried about future trouble after releasing the seal of a monster. 


  “You unsealed me and confidently made eye contact with me. I was happy to see you, who showed no hostility to me. For the first time since I was born, I felt like I was evaluated as an individual named Marie Rose, not a child of Beriache.” 


  “......”


  Marie Rose was neither a disaster nor a monster. Marie Rose’s evil deeds that were accurately recorded in history were nothing other than harming the second pope, Chreshler, and Rebecca’s Daughters. The records of her sucking human blood might just be a natural label because she was a vampire. 


  ‘Even Chreshler was killed by Pagma, not Marie Rose.’


  Marie Rose likely hadn’t harmed humans. Therefore, it could be said that the reason she was treated as a monster was because she was Beriache’s daughter. 


  “First and foremost, I want to thank you for releasing the seal. I had the ability to unseal it, but it was annoying. Thus, I put it off. The coffin that sealed me was unpleasant and I often had nightmares. It was quite terrible.” 


  ‘Chreshler, that perverted old man.’ 


  Chreshler was a person who wasn’t hesitant to become the ego of a coffin because he had the desire to embrace Marie Rose forever. What perverted thoughts would have been conveyed to Marie Rose while she was sleeping? Just imagining it was disgusting. 


  “Then you became the Blood King, received the qualification to be my spouse, and got the power of Blood Master. Isn’t this fate?” 


  Blood Master—it was a skill attached to Beriache’s Underclothing. It showed the function of being completely immune to blood magic. The cooldown time was 5 minutes. If Marie Rose was an enemy, he might not have been able to withstand the constant wave of blood magic. Fortunately, this didn’t happen. 


  Marie Rose asked him, “You must’ve been to hell since you’ve gained the power of Blood Master?”


  “...You know it well.” 


  “Yes, you might’ve heard from Braham that I have to carry out my mother’s will. The arrangements that my mother left behind in hell are at least in my head.” 


  ‘Arrangements.’ 


  Leraje, the great demon of struggle—the person Beriache assigned a task to was steadily growing in hell. She would definitely be a strength to Marie Rose, who would one day go to hell. 


  “I think it is great that you have decided to wear my mother’s underclothes.” 


  “......?!” 


  As a knight, Mercedes didn’t show emotions easily, especially toward her master. The reason she looked at Grid with astonishment was because Marie Rose’s remarks were so shocking. 


  The flustered Grid hastily explained, “B-Beriache’s underwear is a magical underwear that changes shape to fit the wearer’s body!” 


  “Yes, I believe in... Your Majesty.” 


  “...You believe me, right?” 


  The atmosphere kept becoming strange. Marie Rose herself was a burdensome opponent, so Grid wanted to leave this position quickly. He didn’t want this uncomfortable time to be prolonged. Thus, he got straight to the point. “What exactly is the Blood King? I’ve heard that the Blood King is the ruler of all vampires, but looking at your attitude, you don’t treat me as a king at all.” 


  “It is a king. That is why you have to be my spouse.” 


  “Why should the Blood King be your spouse?” 


  “I can only make love with the Blood King. It is only when we make love that I can give birth to a more powerful lineage than my mother’s one. Those children will grow up to become an army to punish hell.” 


  “If I refuse... can your revenge be achieved?” 


  Marie Rose’s eyes widened. She looked at Grid with surprise before a faint smile spread on his face. “You are more worried about my revenge failing than losing your qualifications as a Blood King?” 


  “If the status of Blood King was ultimately arranged for you and the vampires, I don’t deserve to take the responsibility.” Grid spoke in order to increase affinity. As expected, the effect appeared immediately. 


  [Affinity with Vampire Duke Marie Rose has increased by 5.] 


  “Huhut. As expected, you are cute. Then why refuse to make love with me? I’m confident that my appearance and personality aren’t bad. Is there any reason why you want to refuse?” 


  


  


  It definitely wasn’t that bad. In particular, the appearance was so beautiful that there was no other match in the world. Even so, Grid’s mind wasn’t shaken. “I already have people I love.” 


  “It is plural. So does it matter if you increase it by one more?” 


  “I am someone who can’t even bear the love I have right now.” 


  “......”


  Grid lowered his eyes. The disgust and hatred in his eyes were directed toward himself. 


  Marie Rose watched him silently and smiled bitterly. Grid’s head was lowered so his expression couldn’t be seen. “Well, it’s okay to say no. Instead, you need to be prepared to have a tough time. The Blood King’s duty is to achieve my mother’s revenge with me. Since you aren’t willing to have children with me and present them as agents, you will have to fight yourself.” 


  Therefore, the moment he refused his duty, he would be disqualified from being the Blood King. 


  “I understand.” Grid suddenly raised his head and stared at Marie Rose. “I’ll fight with you. I want to help you.” 


  “Really... you are a good person.” 


  [Affinity with Vampire Duke Marie Rose has increased by 5.] 


  “Okay. It is a pity, but I will respect your will. Instead, you must keep your oath. If you look away from me when I need you, I have no choice but to forcibly conceive a child with you.” 


  [Affinity with Marie Rose has exceeded 10 and the quest Secret Story of the Birth of the Blood King has been completed.] 


  [New information has been gained as a reward for clearing the quest.] 


  [The Secret Story of the Birth of the Blood King] 


  [Having roamed through the human world alone and realizing the pain of solitude, Beriache set up a special measure for Marie Rose. The ruler of all the direct descendants, the Blood King, can produce a new lineage with Marie Rose. Marie Rose must partner with the Blood King to breed a new lineage. Unlike Beriache, she can’t live alone. She won’t be lonely.] 


  [The hidden feature of the Blood King has been revealed by reading new information.] 


  [Blood King] 


  [Type: Passive 


  ★ Marriage with Marie Rose is possible. 


  * You can have a child after marriage. 


  ★Every time affinity with Marie Rose increases, the Curse of Sloth that restrains Marie Rose will weaken. 


  * Every time the Curse of Sloth is weakened, all of Marie Rose’s stats will increase by 10%. This can go up to 150%. 


  ★ Blood magic will bloom when conditions are met. 


  The blood magic will be according to your personality. 


  ★ Can free direct descendant vampires if the conditions are met. 


  * Liberated vampires are free from the Curse of Sloth.] 


  “......”


  Currently, there were five blood magic that Grid could use. There was Extreme Blood Transfusion obtained from liberating Elfin Stone and Blood Flow Revival from liberating Tiramet. After freeing Cray and Yetima, he gained Blood Flow Wave and the attack skill Blood Sword Shatter. There was also the wide area buff Blood Reversal from Noll. 


  Braham lost his vampire power and Marie Rose wasn’t influenced by Blood King. Thus, it was expected that he would gain a total of three more blood magic in the future. It might be different now. It was clearly stated that the Blood King could relieve the Curse of Sloth on Marie Rose. It was good to expect that the moment her Curse of Sloth was released, additional blood magic related to her would be obtained. 


  ‘Still, it is a bit disappointing.’


  The true value of the Blood King lay in the fact that a new lineage could be produced by marrying Marie Rose. The value of Blood King wasn’t fully exerted unless he married Marie Rose. It happened the moment when Grid was smacking his lips together in regret... 


  [Overgeared God Grid has refused to marry Vampire Duke Marie Rose.] 


  [Marie Rose was unable to produce a direct line of lineage and took out the next best strategy. In order to increase the population of vampires, the Blood Wells hidden throughout the continent have been opened.] 


  [Existing players can use the ‘blood wells’ to change species to vampire. New players will be able to choose vampire as their species when creating a character.] 


  [All vampires are under the control of the Blood King.] 


  These world messages appeared. After the orcs, the second new species was opened. The players who were excited to see the new update cursed Grid first before cheering. Public opinion toward Grid had been the best in recent years, but today was the exception. 


  -Isn’t Grid crazy?


  -Wow, that bastard kicked away Marie Rose.


  -What is so great about him?!XX!


  -Aish!Grid that XX! If I was him, I would do this and that with Marie Rose!Ah!Damn!Dammit!


  -I’m just envious.


  -I’m also envious...


  Everyone knew that Marie Rose was the best beauty in the world. Any player would’ve searched online for Marie Rose at least once and fell in love at first sight. Even those who didn’t play Satisfy knew Marie Rose’s face. The men could never understand why Grid refused a marriage with her. They just shed bloody tears of envy. 


  Meanwhile, Katz was facing a big change. 


  [Beriache’s magic power that is latent in the Blood Warrior is blooming.] 


  [Your species is forcibly changed from a human to a vampire. Some skills and stats will fluctuate.] 


  [The epic class ‘Blood Warrior’ has changed to the ancient class ‘Beriache’s Warrior.’] 


  [Beriache’s Warrior] 


  [A warrior who originally served the 3rd Great Demon, Beriache, in hell.] 


  “...The magic machines.” 


  An ancient rating. It was a class equivalent to the relic, the magic machine. 


  Katz faced an upheaval overnight and found it so absurd that he gave up thinking. 
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  [The new species, the vampire, is unlocked and a new system is added to the Blood King.] 


  [★ The Blood King can grant a quest ‘Blood King’s Order’ to all vampire players once a week. 


  * The quest content and difficulty are random. The maximum difficulty rating is A. 


  * Players who clear the quest will get certain rewards. The Blood King will get a point in the stat ‘command’ every time the quest clearance reaches a certain number. The higher the command stat, the higher the blood assimilation rate and the faster the casting speed, deployment speed, and the formation speed of blood magic. The duration of the blood formed will also increase. 


  


  


  * Players who failed to accept the quest for four consecutive weeks will be penalized and their relationship with the Blood King will change from friendly to hostile. Players who are hostile to the Blood King are considered traitors to the clan. 


  * Players who perform well in quests have a very rare probability of upgrading from ‘normal’ to ‘elite’ at a certain cycle. Elite ranked vampires have an even smaller chance of being promoted to ‘true blood’ every fewer cycles.] 


  “Hmm...”


  It was a sudden situation where vampires were turned into a selectable species. Grid’s eyes that were flustered from causing this situation gradually calmed. The true value of Blood King was finally revealed and he was quite satisfied. Was this the reason why Marie Rose didn’t want power? She didn’t have absolute command power, but she could exert influence anyway. 


  As long as the Blood King’s Order system existed, the vampire wouldn’t be able to ignore the Blood King. They were likely to mistake themselves as dancing on the palm of the Blood King. The Blood King’s Orders were made by the Blood King himself, so there was a high possibility they would misunderstand. 


  Just like the orcs were in Grid’s grasp because Teruchan was loyal to Grid, the vampires were in Grid’s hands. 


  ‘There is even a new stat.’ 


  Command—it was currently at 0 points, but it would rise naturally as time passed. 


   ‘It will boast a pretty rapid growth rate.’ 


  Vampires were a rare species with the basic ‘life-stealing’ characteristic in Satisfy. As they grew, turning to fog and a bat were possible so they weren’t bound by the concept of space. They had a very high physical resistance. They could also create familiars. If they became a true blood vampire, they could produce more vampires. 


  They would even become more beautiful. It wasn’t to the extent of elves, but there was a decadent charm. Therefore, the fanaticism level was very high. Despite the weakness to the sun, Grid estimated that the number of players changing to a vampire would be much higher than the orcs. Imagine hundreds or tens of millions of vampire players completing the Blood King’s Order every week. The growth of the command stat would be enormous. 


  ‘By the way, this...’ 


  Wouldn’t the number of humans become too small if it proceeded this way? One day, elves and dwarves would also be released. He worried about it for a moment. 


  ‘Well, it doesn’t matter.’He came to the conclusion that it wasn’t a problem to care about. It was a situation where the vampires and orcs, which were originally enemies of humanity, became players and able to coexist with humans. It was right to say that the forces of humanity were growing larger. 


  “I opened the blood wells, but it is only the next best thing.” Marie Rose opened her mouth as Grid was adapting to the new changes. “They won’t be much help in the war with the great demons unless they are a direct descendant rank vampire at the minimum. It is virtually meaningless to increase the population with blood wells. Grid, remember that if you break your promise and don’t help me, I have no choice but to force you.” 


  It was an obvious warning. It was rather close to a threat. Nevertheless, Grid didn’t shrink back. 


  “That won’t happen.” He was determined to fulfill his promise. “It is because I will definitely fight for you.” 


  Good. It was a perfect line. Grid was convinced that his remark would increase his affinity with Marie Rose. He wasn’t feeling expectant, he was confident. It was confidence given by the experience that captured even the heart of God Hexetia. However, the actual result was different from what Grid expected. 


  “......”


  Marie Rose’s eyes formed an obviously displeased diagonal line. Her sharp expression was reminiscent of an uncomfortable cat. 


  “......?” 


  [Affinity with Marie Rose has lowered by 1.] 


  “......?!” 


  What? He said he was going to help her. Why did affinity go down instead of up? 


  ‘Did I say something wrong?’ 


  Grid’s face turned white as he reflected on what he just said. Meanwhile, Marie Rose kept staring at Grid with a sharp expression. Meanwhile, Mercedes looked between the two of them and seemed to be in a good mood for some reason. 


  ***


  “These paintings were done by Beriache.” 


  Grid’s relationship with Marie Rose was definitely sorted out. They were partners who would defeat hell together one day. It was unlikely they would become enemies before Marie Rose’s revenge was over. 


  Braham’s pride might be hurt and it would be painful enough to want to die, but Marie Rose didn’t seem very aware of Braham. Would she kill him if she accidentally encountered him on the road? This was something he was concerned about, but at the very least, she didn’t intend to visit Braham and harm him. His existence was that trivial to her. He might be the legendary great magician, but to her... 


  Of course, that was just a story of the moment. 


  “Um... I see.” 


  Marie Rose described the paintings in the corridor as the ‘powerless revenge of a helpless mother.’ It depicted the world that had been destroyed and recreated many times, while also showing Rebecca as a dark evil, and Yatan as a pushover who couldn’t rebel against Rebecca. She had no intention of revealing it to the world. She didn’t want to announce the powerlessness of her mother, who could only express her hatred for both gods through paintings. 


  ‘There won’t be any effect if I reveal it,’ Grid thought. 


  It was the work of a great demon. It was impossible for humans to believe in the content of a great demon’s work. Even if this work was released to the world, it was unlikely that people’s faith in Rebecca would be shaken. Rather, they would say it was a trick of the great demon. In this case, a voice would emerge saying that humanity should unite with one heart to pray to Goddess Rebecca. 


  ‘Did she say the green one is Amoract?’


  As they walked through the corridor and viewed Beriache’s works in reverse order, Grid paused in front of the second painting. The red Beriache seemed to follow Yatan like he was her father, while the giant Baal seemed to be distancing himself from Yatan. Compared to them, the green Amoract respectfully supported Yatan. 


  ‘Amoract is the one who created the Yatan Church.’ 


  Amoract—Marie Rose said this was the 2nd great demon. 


  ‘It is a completely different style of chaos from Baal.’ 


  From what he had seen and experienced, Baal had no sense of purpose. There were so many variables that it was difficult to cope. He had to be good at adapting to the situation in order to fight against Baal. 


  On the other hand, Amoract was likely to have a clear purpose. For example, Amoract would’ve thoroughly prepared an insidious scheme to achieve a purpose such as bringing Yatan down to the human world. To fight Amoract, a systematic plan and high level strategy was required. 


  It happened as Grid’s worries were deepening... 


  Mercedes stopped walking and declared with a determined face, “I will support you no matter what ordeal stands in your way.” 


  “It is reassuring.” A smile spread on Grid’s face. It felt like the fog in front of him had cleared. 


  Mercedes had given him an answer. No matter the enemy or the personality they had, he could break through them with force. 


  


  


  ‘I have no choice but to get stronger.’


  Grid left Marie Rose’s castle and used blood magic as a test. Red drops of blood created by magic power gathered at Grid’s fingertips and formed the shape of a sword. It was Blood Sword Shatter that exploded this sword within three seconds and inflicted wide area damage. 


  ‘The higher my command stat, the faster I can make the sword and the longer I can keep it?’ 


  Grid swung his arms. Then the blood sword floating quietly in front of him shot forward like an arrow and exploded. 


  “Hopefully, it can become a weapon...” 


  Out of the five blood magic he learned recently, none of the attack based blood magic could be used in actual combat. The power was reduced compared to the other attack skills he already acquired. However, the story changed once the power of the command stat rose. He would have more cards in his grasp. 


  Grid was feeling expectant only to suddenly be engulfed in an empty feeling. 


  ‘Pagma's Successor is weak.’ 


  If discussing the overall value of the class, then Pagma's Successor was naturally the best. Not only could it produce the strongest battle gear by itself, but it could also handle all types of items without restrictions and increase their performance. This could be called a fraudulent level. 


  It was just that the higher the enemy’s level, the more obvious the limitations. Suppose that Grid didn’t gain the power of God's Command, the evil eye, and the Undefeated King. He didn’t meet Braham and the tower members, and didn’t become the Hero King and Blood King. 


  How far could he reach with just Pagma’s Sword Dance? Far from becoming a god, he wouldn’t have even become the Magic Swordsman of the Epics. Objectively, Pagma's Successor was clearly inferior in combat power compared to other legendary classes. 


  ‘Unexpectedly, I think it is amazing...’ 


  He had grown to this point. How long had it been since he felt proud of himself?


  “Now let’s go home.” 


  Her brief cheering encouraged him. Grid held Mercedes in his arms in the hope of conveying this gratitude and used a return scroll. 


  ***


  Youngwoo got up from the capsule and approached the window. It was as expected. The front of his house was crowded for the first time in ages. Reporters from various countries formed a huge crowd. 


  “It will be noisy again.” 


  The vampire race was unlocked because of him who was the Blood King. The system described that the vampires would be under the control of the Blood King. It was obviously what the reporters would be concerned about and what they would ask questions about. 


  ‘They are probably thinking that I’m taking it all myself.’ 


  They wouldn’t be able to express their dissatisfaction openly but people would be upset. Still, it had already happened and he had to express his position at some point. They were a group that would chase after him like stalkers until he met them. 


  “Huh?” 


  Youngwoo wore a rough jersey and put on slippers to open the door, only to be shocked. Sehee stood at the door. “Gasp...Gasp... I knew it would be like this.” 


  Based on the way she gasped for breath, she seemed to have come over in a hurry. 


  “What is it? What happened?” 


  “The problem is Oppa’s behavior! You can’t go out in sportswear!” 


  “They are in front of the house so it is comfortable...” 


  “There are reporters from all over the world in front of your house! There must be tens of millions of people watching Oppa in real time. You have to maintain your image at least!” 


  “Y-Yes...” 


  After that, it took an hour. Sehee pushed him to take a shower, forced him to change clothes dozens of times, did his hair, and even applied sunscreen. 


  “...It is tiring.” 


  Dealing with the reporters consumed a lot of physical strength and it was accompanied by mental stress. He wanted to come out with a fighting mindset, but he was already exhausted before the fight. However, Youngwoo’s body was trained by exercise and his posture wasn’t disturbed. 


  Reporters attacked him as he walked out with his broad shoulders raised. 


  “Why? Why did you refuse to marry Marie Rose?” 


  “......?” 


  This was what they were curious about? Grid was stunned by the question that was different from what was expected, only to receive the next question.


  “Do you know the identity of the Blood King?!” 


  “Ah...” 


  Come to think of it, there wasn’t a world message when he became the Blood King? 


  ‘Only some people know.’ 


  Youngwoo felt at ease at the thought that there would be less trouble. 
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  『 The new vampire species was unlocked and people’s interest is increasing dramatically. It is estimated that the number of players who changed their species to a vampire exceeded 1 million in just one day... 』 


  『 It is quite different from the orcs. When the orcs were unlocked, weren’t people very cautious about changing races? There are only two species changes per account. Each race has its own pros and cons, so it takes a long time to weigh the gains and losses. However, the moment the ban on vampires was lifted, it was chosen by countless people. It has become commonplace to meet vampires in villages and hunting grounds in just a day. What is the reason? 』


  


  


  『 The unique characteristics of the vampire race has captured the hearts of users. Satisfy has less means of health recovery than other games so life-stealing is a great means of survival. I think those who have witnessed rankers with vampiric abilities such as Grid and Katz, who are active in raids and large-scale battles, are bound to be fascinated by the vampires. 』 


  『 Isn’t this too dangerous? Once exposed to sunlight, your stats will drop by 30% and some skills are disabled... A vampire’s weaknesses are deadly, but there is also the unidentified presence called the Blood King behind the scenes. People who have become vampires without recognizing this can be said to have no sense of crisis... 』


  Blood King—the mysterious existence that ruled the vampires. The system didn’t force loyalty to the Blood King, but it did state it was a duty. It was almost certain there would be a penalty for refusing the order. If the Blood King gave the wrong order, then embarrassing situations would be produced. 


  『 In the first place, vampires are demonkin, demonkin. They are bad guys who use human blood as food. If you become a vampire, you might be ordered by the Blood King to hunt humans. 』 


  『 A war between races will break out! 』 


  Experts were concerned and people sympathized. 


  The vampire players gulped as they imagined being played by someone they didn’t know and having to hurt their existing colleagues and friends. However, vampires were an attractive species even considering all the dangers. 


  Putting aside the high potential of vampires and blood magic, the basic stats themselves were very good. Rather than specializing in strength and stamina while having low intelligence like the orcs, all their stats were high with good balance. Obviously, they had a high level compatibility with humans. 


  Instead, there was a deadly weakness of being weak in sunlight. Still, it was enough if they were in a dungeon or indoors during the day. Above all, the outward appearance was very nice. If they changed their species to a vampire, their appearance was modified to become several times more beautiful than when they were human. 


  Experts warned them to be careful since they could only change species twice in a lifetime, but people chose to become vampires because it was a chance that could only be done twice. There were even cases where people who already changed to an orc chose to become a vampire. It was extremely normal for people to want to become stronger and more beautiful. 


  They might be a puppet of the Blood King if they weren’t careful? What did it matter if they became a soldier of the Blood King to fight against humans? In any case, they weren’t human from the time they changed species... 


  Players who became vampires dismissed the concerns of the experts, arguing that ‘those who can’t accept change will just be left out.’ Meanwhile, experts criticized their behavior as ‘a tragedy caused by safety insecurity and convenience.’ 


  In the midst of their worries— 


  [The Blood King's Order has arrived.] 


  It was finally here. Who was the Blood King and what purpose did he have? Why should a vampire obey the Blood King? As they felt doubts and tension, the vampire players opened the information of the Blood King's Order. They believed that the contents of the Blood King quest would provide clues to the identity of the Blood King. 


  [Blood King's Order] 


  [Difficulty: B 


  The monster ‘giant worm’ in the Reidan Desert often invades the vampire cities while moving underground. Hunt the giant worms to help keep the city safe. 


  Quest Clear Conditions: Kill 50 giant worms within a week (0/50) 


  Quest Clear Rewards: 0.4% experience, blood magic proficiency will increase, 10 blood potatoes.] 


  [Blood King's Order] 


  [Difficulty: C 


  It is rumored that there are monsters that hunt travelers at the desert oasis. Cleanse the oasis, take responsibility for the safety of the travelers, and contribute to the vitality of the cities. 


  Quest Clear Conditions: Cleanse three oasis within a week (0/3) 


  Quest Clear Rewards: 0.3% experience, blood magic proficiency will increase, 10 blood potatoes.] 


  [Blood King's Order] 


  [Difficulty: E 


  It is known that vampires need to consume human or monster blood in order to sustain life, but this is just an old-fashioned prejudice. The blood potatoes grown in the vampire cities are quenching the thirst of the people. Help the city’s farmers harvest the blood potatoes. 


  Quest Clear Conditions: Harvest 100 blood potatoes in one week (0/100) 


  Quest Clear Rewards: 0.2% experience, blood magic proficiency will increase, 10 blood potatoes.] 


  “...It is ordinary?” 


  The content of the Blood King's Orders that arrived in front of the vampire players was very similar. It was fighting for the security of the Reidan Desert where the vampire cities were located or helping with agriculture. It was extremely ordinary. It was embarrassing that they were so nervous. 


  “Kill the monsters that threaten travelers? At this point, it isn’t just normal. It is too kind.” 


  “What is the Blood King? His actions don’t match with his name...” 


  The unexpected development reassured people. There was some frustration because it was so ordinary, but it was much better than killing people or fighting between species. The relieved people soon focused on the rewards for the Blood King's Order. There was a defined experience reward. Depending on the quest difficulty, they could earn at least 0.1% and up to 0.5%. 


  It was a reward that had no value at all in the low level section where experience increased just by catching a few monsters. However, as the level increased, this reward became more precious than 1,000 gold. For the high ranking, high level players, it was regrettable that the Blood King's Order was a weekly quest instead of a daily quest. 


  One of them was Katz.


  “Is the quest difficulty random?” 


  He got an F grade difficulty quest. The experience reward for F grade quests was 0.1%. He was very upset, but even this was a good thing. Katz tried hard to comfort himself, but he was still puzzled. His epic class was upgraded to an ancient class overnight. It felt more like a dream than reality. As time passed, he often laughed at himself in the past for being a pushover and buying an epic rated class change book for more than 2 billion won. Now that 2 billion won class change book transformed into a 10 billion won one. 


  The radically changed reality didn’t feel real. 


  “Kukuk!Kuhahahat!”


  Katz, who was performing the Blood King's Order quest by sprinkling the blood of monsters onto the blood potato field, suddenly burst out laughing. 


  ‘Yes, Blood Warrior is different from the usual epic class.’ 


  The rating is epic, but the power was similar to the unique rating. There wasn’t much lacking compared to Seuron’s Soul Predator. Unlike vampires, the big weakness was that he couldn’t make blood using magic power. He had to use his own blood or other people’s blood as a medium to activate his skills. 


  Now this wasn’t the case anymore. By consuming magic power, he could make blood and control it. He would be able to show strong combat power even if it wasn’t a battlefield. He was no longer a conditional strength but complete. At this point, the real supreme one... well, he wouldn’t be the supreme one because there was Grid, but it would be nice to aim for the top three. 


  ‘There are Faker and Yura. There might be many powerful people apart from Kraugel, but I have an ancient class. I have a chance of winning.’


  Katz smiled as he thought of a future of relying on each other with Grid. Then he was struck by doubts. 


  


  


  ‘So why didn’t the world message appear?’ 


  Katz liked to stand out. In the early days, he enjoyed standing in the middle of town to show off his weapons. He was the first to changed class to an ancient class, but this fact wasn’t known to the world. It made Katz very dissatisfied. 


  ‘Come to think about it...’ 


  Most of the legendary classes, including Grid, only received the world message a while after they changed classes. 


  ‘Is there another condition?’ 


  He had to find out what the conditions were as soon as possible. It was only in this way that the world would know that Katz had become the world’s first ancient class. 


  [You have completed ‘Sprinkling the Blood Potato Field with Blood.’] 


  [The ‘Blood King's Order’ quest has been cleared.]


  [The quest clear rewards...] 


  “......”


  As the first ancient class, he was watering the fields with blood... 


  Katz felt a sense of shame, but the reward of 0.1% experience was very sweet. 


  ‘I will start with the class quests for the time being.’ 


  It was a quest to find Beriache’s Painting. He didn’t know why a great demon would be painting, so it was hard to find clues, but in any case, he had to do something. It happened when the anxious Katz was removing himself from the field... 


  “You?” He heard a familiar and ominous voice. “Isn’t this the fool Katz who can’t do anything without blood?” 


  “Seuron.” 


  The Soul Predator. He has lost to Grid and the Overgeared Guild several times, but Seuron was still one of Satisfy’s strongest. He was chosen as a person who should never be met on the battlefield. 


  “Enemies meet on a narrow bridge. Katz, you have become a vampire too.” 


  "Enemies? Why am I your enemy?” 


  “You... did you erase the fact that you cowardly set a bounty on me from your memory?” 


  Seuron, who became a victim of Katz’ money, still held a deep grudge against Katz. The person who got hit remembered it, but the person who hit them didn’t remember at all. 


  “Did that ever happen?” 


  “Bah! That's it! Let’s have a match!” 


  Soul Predator grabbed the souls of the dead and used them as a means of attack. Like Katz’ Blood Warrior, he was the type to become stronger when there were more bodies. It was just that the overall performance of his unique class was better than that of the Blood Warrior. 


  Even if the target was alive, he had skills optimized for combat, such as interfering with the soul and causing obstacles to movement. Seuron put away the hand plow he bought to harvest blood potatoes and pulled out his sword. He knew how to easily deal with Katz. He just couldn’t bleed. It was enough to crush Katz in an overwhelming manner. 


  “You are nothing but an ordinary warrior when there are no bodies!” Seuron screamed confidently and started using Soul Restraint. 


  “Blood Tornado.” 


  “......?!” 


  Just then, blood flowed around Seuron and a bloody storm immediately occurred. It wasn’t blood magic. Players who had just become a vampire couldn’t learn advanced blood magic. Incredibly, this was a Blood Warrior’s skill. 


  ‘How can he use this when there isn’t a drop of blood?’ 


  Seuron was surprised by Katz’ different abilities. Then he suddenly realized something and marveled. “I see. Did you use the blood of the blood potatoes as a resource? Kukuk, you might be an enemy, but I have to acknowledge it.” 


  “No... I used mana.” 


  “Bah, are you lying to me because you are afraid I will leave the field? I’m not as bold as the one who used dirty money to kill others.” 


  "It doesn't matter where we fight. I have the first ancient class, so I am strong anywhere and anytime.” 


  “......”


  Seuron made a pitying expression. Ancient class? It was a reaction to Katz’ bluff with a rating that didn’t even exist. At the same time... 


  “Oh, indeed.” 


  Grid held the blood sword that was created by Blood Sword Shatter and wielded it like a weapon. He made a handle by attaching the Pulling Device to the bottom of the blood sword. Thanks to this, the ‘magic form’ was deemed an item. It was the result of using the characteristics of blood magic that was made up of the substance called blood. 


  Endless possibilities were opened. 
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  There were attack methods that took advantage of Satisfy’s high degree of freedom. It was simple: Use things. 


  The stones at their feet, the chair they just sat on, the tools at the table, or the table itself. Players had the right to touch most materials in the world, handle them with tools, and use them as weapons. This meant it was possible to attack the target by throwing or swinging anything in their hands. 


  However, the damage was affected by the user’s strength. It was a correct judgment since items weren’t weapons that had separate attack power. Depending on the shape or mass of the object, the user could exert at least 1% of their strength up to 30% as attack power. 


  


  


  In other words, the utility was low. Grid’s current strength at level 440 was over 4,400, but the objects he threw or wielded were only capable of an attack power of up to 1,400 maximum (the fourth awakening meant there was 0.8 attack power for every point in strength). However, what if even a very small amount of attack power was attached to the object? 


  For example, if a knife that had been previously cutting meat was wielded as a weapon, then the knife would be judged entirely as a weapon. 100% of the user’s strength would be applied. Grid started experimenting from this point. 


  Blood Sword Shatter—it was blood magic that inflicted wide area damage by making a sword with blood created by magic, his own blood, or other people’s blood, and then shattering the sword into small pieces. Here, blood was a substance and the shape of a sword meant it was a weapon. According to the skill coefficients, the magic sword contained 300% of Grid’s physical attack power and 200% of his magic attack power. If it could be equipped, Grid would have a weapon with a physical attack power of at least 24,585 (based on the +4 Enlightenment Sword) and 12,338 magic attack power. 


  Grid made this hypothesis and held the blood sword in his hand. However, the blood sword was ultimately a collection of blood. It was physically impossible to hold it when ‘the handle melts into liquid and it is held in the flowing wind.’ 


  Therefore, Grid used the Pulling Device. The shape of the blood sword was preserved by adding the Pulling Device to the handle of the blood sword. It was the principle of a cup holding water. He used the Pulling Device as a handle and held it in his hand. The result... 


  [The Blood King’s Blood Sword has been equipped.] 


  “......!!”


  He succeeded in making the blood sword be judged as a weapon. The special tool called the Pulling Device combined with the class effect ‘can wear all items’ of Pagma's Successor to create a weapon that transcended the power of Hexetia’s Short Sword. 


  Chill.


  Grid got goosebumps. He felt the power boiling from the hand holding the blood sword and waved it with a joyful smile... 


  [The Blood King’s Blood Sword is destroyed and has disappeared.] 


  [The durability of the Pulling Device has been greatly reduced. Immediate repair is needed.] 


  “Keuk...!” 


  It failed. It took 2.9 seconds to make the blood sword and combine it with the Pulling Device. Then the moment it was swung, the 3 seconds shape retention time ended. There were two problems. First, it took 1.8 seconds for the blood to form the shape of a sword. Blood Sword Shatter, like most blood magic, was useful because it boasted a ‘visible’ effect. It was beautiful and easygoing. Thus, it took time to form. Second, the shape of the sword was vague. 


  ‘Can I make the shape of the handle a bit more visible?’ 


  In order to use the Pulling Device as the handle of the sword, it naturally must be worn on the handle of the blood sword. It didn’t mean he could attach it roughly to the blade. The power was greatly reduced when it was unbalanced. This was why there was no point in making such efforts. 


  “Divinity, Blood Sword Shatter.” 


  [The cooldown time of Blood Sword Shatter is reset by the effect of the skill ‘Divinity.’] 


  “Blood Sword Shatter.” 


  After repairing the Pulling Device, Grid used the skill again and the blood sword reappeared in front of Grid. It wasn’t a smooth sword shape, but a sword where the bright red blood kept fluctuating. Blood kept dripping down. The position of the handle couldn’t be immediately identified because a dense bloody fog was wrapped around it, making it look as sinister enough to be called a demon sword. 


  Grid caught the handle and immediately attached the Pulling Device. It took 3 seconds. It was longer than the first time. It was combined and destroyed at the same time. 


  “Divinity, Blood Sword Shatter.” 


  He repaired the Pulling Device and tried again. This time, the stream of blood was a bit less tumultuous.Thanks to this, it took only 2.3 seconds for the Pulling Device to be attached accurately. Next was 2.4 seconds and 2.8 seconds. Another time was 2.7 seconds. 


  “...This also depends on luck.” 


  The wavelength of the bloody fog surrounding the blood sword was subtly different every time, so it was impossible to shorten the record through learning and adaptation. If the fog was light then the handle could be quickly identified. If the fog was heavy then it took time to identify the handle. It might be a difference of between 0.1-0.5 seconds, but even this fleeting difference was unfortunate. 


  ‘It would be great if the shape formation was 0.5 seconds faster than it is now.’ 


  Ideally, it was better to end the weaponization within 2 seconds if he wanted to link the blood sword weapon with an attack. However, it took 1.8 seconds to form the sword so there was no time. 


  ‘I need the command stat.’ 


  Equip the blood sword that showed an overwhelming attack power, link a skill, and directly shatter it to cause additional damage. He could summon a total of seven blood swords using Divinity and attach seven Pulling Devices to make them be judged as weapons. Then after using the rain of battle gear or a five fusion sword dance with them, even a single digit great demon couldn’t easily withstand it. 


  This was the strongest combo theoretically possible. In order to reliably implement this combo, he needed to raise his command stat. The faster the speed of shaping the blood magic and the longer the duration time, the more complete and diversified the combo that used Blood Sword Shatter would become. 


  Grid checked his command stat. The Blood King's Order was triggered today but it was still at 0 points. This damn game. No matter what, nothing was easily given. 


  “Tsk... I have no choice but to hope that time will solve it.” 


  Still, it was a great comfort to imagine the time when his command stat had risen. He wouldn’t lose easily no matter who he fought from the moment he could fully utilize the blood sword. Grid felt thrilled as he imagined himself in the future. Then he suddenly had a question. ‘By the way... am I weak now?’ 


  It felt like he had never won fighting alone since raiding the 17th Great Demon, Botis. 


  


  


  ‘Is it... an illusion?’ 


  Grid started sweating as he looked back on his memories. He barely succeeded in raiding Drasion (formerly Sariel) with a great number of people, he was helplessly beaten by Mir, he was too scared to even challenge Leraje, he worked together with Leraje to beat Krucha, and Marie Rose was just like a god... 


  He didn’t remember any fights where he won coolly recently. Did this make sense? He felt like he was the only one standing still while his enemies were becoming stronger exponentially. His self-esteem collapsed. It was shameful that he was revered as a god by the people. 


  “Sigh...”


  It might be because he hadn’t been able to craft new items for a while that he was stagnating. However, it was difficult to create new items right now. Even a fool knew it was wise to save materials until the level of the stone statue was higher. 


  ‘I think I’ll have to hold on for at least two more weeks for the statue to level up.’ 


  Did he have to stay in this state of low self-esteem for two weeks? Grid’s attitude of serious concern was unreasonable, objectively speaking. Drasion, Mir, Leraje, Krucha, and Marie Rose. In the first place, they weren’t opponents that players could fight alone. 


  However, Grid thought differently. He didn’t know about the other opponents, but he should’ve at least been able to hunt Krucha by himself. The subordinate of the 8th Great Demon, Barbatos—Barbatos might be a wall that Grid couldn’t overcome at the moment, but Krucha was just a subordinate after all. Krucha might’ve received support from Barbatos, but it was upsetting and embarrassing that Grid couldn’t raid him easily. 


  ‘Barbatos has many subordinates and they will always have Barbatos’ cover fire when fighting.’ 


  Grid and Barbatos had clearly become hostile to each other. It wouldn’t be strange if he was suddenly attacked by Barbatos’ power while active in hell. He should have enough power to smash Barbatos’ subordinates by himself. Grid came to a conclusion and felt the need to check his condition first. ‘Exactly what level am I now?’ 


  He needed confirmation. Yet how?


  ‘Should I raid Hell Gao on my own next time? No, I don’t think it can be a true fight because I have figured out his pattern to a certain extent.’ 


  Who could he fight to check his skills properly? The worried Grid looked out the window, only for his eyes to widen. 


  A pure white light was swallowing the world. An explosion occurred and a mountain collapsed. It was a disaster caused by Braham who was magic forging Greed. Grid’s heart thumped. A person who would’ve easily killed Krucha while ignoring Barbatos’ support fire. How far could he fight against the legendary great magician Braham? He wanted to check it. This was also a necessary procedure. It was natural to understand the fighting power of his allies. 


  “Shunpo.” Grid moved to the top of the mountain that had just been half broken. 


  “Are you finally going to challenge me?” Braham’s ruby eyes already showed the appearance of Grid. His expression was very serious as he looked back at Grid, who suddenly appeared in the sky. There was no trace of an arrogant smile. Braham had been feeling weak lately as well. Braham also felt the need to check his skills. He was very pleased to see Grid who came showing his fighting spirit. 


  Grid wondered, “Are you agreeing to the duel?” 


  “I have never avoided a fight in my life.” 


  “Trauka...” 


  Before he could finish, Braham took the action first. The rain of fire rising in the sky struck at Grid. There was no end to the constantly rising rain of fire despite cutting them one by one. 


  Grid’s body, engulfed in lightning, moved. Braham avoided it using Blink and spread decoys out everywhere. There were few spells as useful as Decoy against a transcendent person with extremely developed senses. Grid’s transcendent senses felt dozens of decoys in the form of Braham and it confused him. Nevertheless, Grid responded calmly with the Wave sword dance. Dozens of sword energies spread in all directions. 


  Meanwhile, the God Hands protected Grid from the dozens of water bombs. Braham’s counterattack was faster than Grid’s response. The debris of the collapsed mountain was rising and approaching Grid’s feet. The sight of an earth barrier rising with enough momentum to cover the sky was truly spectacular. The water bombs exploded and poured down, mixing with the barrier of earth to form mud. The waves of mud that filled the sky blocked Grid’s view, meaning that Grid’s combat effectiveness was halved. 


  A deep smile spread on Grid’s face. He was relieved that Braham seemed to be in good shape and was delighted at his own development in finding a way to counterattack against Braham. 


  ‘Earth God.’ 


  The wave of mud that had been engulfing Grid instead poured down like a waterfall on Braham. Braham watched it and extinguished it as natural as breathing, only for hundreds of lights to flash from Braham’s left and right sides. It was a baptism of Magic Missile toward Grid. 


  “Ah... Ahhh...” 


  Administrator Rabbit collapsed in his seat as he stared at the clash between the sword and magic that was occurring between the sky and the earth. 
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  Earth God was a skill that had a probability of triggering when touching the ground. There was no guarantee that this probability would also apply to earth magic. Nevertheless, Grid tried it without hesitation. The waves of mud made by Braham this time were too broad. It was difficult to find places to escape, but there were many places to use as a foothold. 


  His foot was sucked in every time it touched the mud, but this didn’t matter. Grid’s movement speed was faster than the speed at which the mud swallowed Grid’s ankles. He repeatedly left before his ankle was swallowed. 


  


  


  [Earth God has activated and allowed you to gain control of the earth.] 


  It happened precisely when he stepped on the waves of mud the 37th time. The wave of mud that was constantly moving in a curve to draw a circle and eventually become a giant sphere trapping Grid froze for a moment. Then it poured back toward Braham. 


  Grid had seized Braham’s magic. Grid tried to use the time while Braham was responding to take the steps of the sword dance.


  “......?!” As Braham destroyed the mud pouring toward him, Grid saw the hundreds of magic missiles aiming at him and stiffened. 


  Braham had continued to cast magic during the time when Grid had been avoiding the waves of mud. The magic missiles poured down. It was a rain of light. Avoiding it in the usual way was physically impossible. It would also be difficult to use Shunpo. The baptism of magic missiles covered most of his field of view so it was hard to detect a section to break through using Shunpo. 


  The moment Grid was hesitating, the 10 God Hands rotated and blocked some of the magic missiles. It was just that this couldn’t last long. Braham’s Magic Missile was far more powerful than Grid’s Magic Missile. The damage that the God Hands could receive was exceeded in an instant. Grid watched the God Hands stiffening when they collided with the magic missiles and his head spun quickly. Should he just focus on defense like this? 


  ‘No.’ 


  It was the worst thing to have his feet tied up when facing a magician. The moment he stood still to stop the magic missiles, he would become the target of more advanced magic. 


  A counterattack? 


  Smashing the magic missiles with Flower Revolve or 200,000 Army Crushing Sword and then counterattacking was... it was a tactic that would work against ordinary magicians. However, the opponent was Braham. HIs transcendent senses were wary of every magic missile. 


  ‘Did he attach trap magic to each magic missile?’ 


  Hundreds of magic missiles were created in the few minutes when Grid avoided the waves of mud. Could Braham attach trap magic to them as well? The opponent might be Braham, but some people would wonder if Grid was overestimating him too much. Even so, Grid knew Braham’s value. 


  One of Braham’s spells was called Enhanced Memorize. It was magic that literally reconstructed previously used magic formulas. Simply put, it was duplication. Legendary magic couldn’t be copied and it took some time for advanced magic to be copied, but low level magic could be copied instantly. It was a simple matter for Braham to multiply the magic missiles and attached trap magic to them. 


  ‘I can only avoid it.’ 


  It took only one second for him to reach this conclusion. Braham was already performing his next spell. He spread out water balls in between the magic missiles and exploded them. Then an extensive water curtain covering the entire area started to form. He seemed to want to create a water curtain so that Grid couldn’t escape using Shunpo, leaving him exposed to the bombardment of the magic missiles. 


  Grid moved urgently. He looked at the areas the water curtain hadn’t reached yet and proceeded to use Shunpo. 


  ‘It is obvious,’ Braham thought.


  The reason Braham dominated Grid’s field of view with overwhelming numbers was to limit Grid’s movement path. Braham was currently in a state of control with the magic missiles and water curtain that blocked most of Grid’s field of view. In order for Grid to escape this area, it was necessary to use Shunpo while aiming at the fine gap between both spells. 


  —Just like now. Braham was able to predict where Grid would appear next and prepare for it. 


  “......?” 


  The moment he appeared in any direction, he would be caught by Braham and his prepared magic... 


  Braham was casting magic in a relaxed manner and waiting for Grid to appear when a chill went down his spine. It was because Grid used Shunpo but he didn’t appear at any of the locations that Braham predicted. He completely disappeared. It was right to say he ‘disappeared.’ 


  ‘What?’ Braham’s expression was flustered. ‘I don’t know about this?’ 


  Grid had linked Barbatos Vision and Shunpo to appear ‘10 kilometers outside.’ 


  “Rain of Battle Gear.” 


  Then he used the combo that sank the orc’s rebellion. The connection between Barbatos’ Vision and Request to Stand With Me struck at Braham. 


  “......!!” 


  Braham witnessed the thousands of battle gears pouring down from the sky and felt like he was possessed by a ghost. The current situation was incomprehensible even with the wisdom of the Duke of Wisdom. Therefore, he was thrilled. How long had it been since he encountered something unknown?! 


  “Absolute Shield!” 


  Braham was happy at experiencing something unknown after hundreds of years. His shout as he cast a spell rang out. His voice reached the ears of Grid, who was approaching while inducing Lightning God. 


  ‘Braham!’ 


  A person who was building up a myth despite losing his vampiric power and the power of his prime. He might not be close to Baal or Marie Rose, but it was undeniable that he was one of the world’s potential powerhouse. He had the unique characteristic of absorbing mana from the outside world and using it as a resource. He was a monster who could be the strongest in special spaces such as the Abyss or the Red Sea. Anyone would fear him, yet Grid was pushing him. 


  [You have assimilated with the energy of the blue dragon and Lightning God is activated.] 


  [Your body has turned into lightning. All attacks are converted to lightning. Every time you hit the target, a lot of mana is burned (10% of the total mana).] 


  [You are immune to all physical attacks, but you will take twice the damage from magic attacks without any defense or resistance. It also leaves a current that deals damage equal to 10 times your intelligence in the movement path. The duration of the electric current is 2 seconds.] 


  [It won’t be released until the speed drops and will be released immediately once you deviate from the maximum speed.] 


  “100,000 Army Massacre Sword!” 


  “......!” 


   Grid kept a thorough distance from Braham. He moved around at a distance beyond Braham’s reach and kept Braham in the center. He maintained Lightning God and kept moving so he wouldn’t be spotted by Braham while pouring out all of the Undefeated King’s Swordsmanship. It was a good opportunity to seize victory while Barbatos’ Vision was maintained. He never narrowed the distance because he didn’t want to allow a counterattack in the Lightning God state. 


  “300,000 Army Stealth Sword.” 


  How many times did the Undefeated King’s Swordsmanship dig into the gaps of the Absolute Shield created in exchange for blocking the rain of battle gear? The sword energy also dealt lightning damage. It struck invisibly from a long distance in a way that resembled Mir’s swordsmanship and it was difficult for Braham to react. 


  Since he wasn’t a transcendent, it was impossible for him to read it with his eyes or react with his senses. He could only defend by creating shields in advance, but even this gave him a sense of pressure. Every time there was a conflict between the sword energy and shield, his mana was greatly reduced. 


  ‘What is this... how many powers have been fused together?’ 


  


  


  The long distance shooter’s vision, the power of the blue dragon, the swordsmanship of the Undefeated King, and Divinity that helped him use it in succession... 


  The ‘lightning’ that gradually weakened Braham was a technique that fused together various forces and it contained Grid’s life trajectory. Braham, who claimed to know Grid the best in the world, felt like he had only seen a part of Grid. Meanwhile, Grid stopped turning and moved straight forward. The duration of Barbatos’ Vision was over so he had no choice but to approach. His Divinity had already been consumed by the Undefeated King’s Swordsmanship. 


  ‘I have to win here.’ 


  Due to the Undefeated King’s Swordsmanship, Grid had succeeded in consuming all of Braham’s mana. Braham’s mana fell to a low point while maintaining Absolute Shield and he experienced mana burn. 


  ‘Braham will spend some time using Mana Drain.’ 


  Now was his chance to grab the win. Grid felt Braham getting closer and started dancing. The strides of the five fusion sword dance in the air was reminiscent of a dragon swimming in the sky. 


  “Drop Dragon Pinnacle...” 


  Drop Dragon Pinnacle Kill Wave had already been activated and Grid’s body shot unknowingly at Braham who entered his field of view. It meant it was irreversible. 


  Kuooooh!


  The atmosphere heated up. The shadows covering Grid’s face gradually deepened. Grid’s sword pierced Braham’s chest, but it ended with just one strike. The Drop Dragon Pinnacle Kill Wave sword dance that consisted of a powerful stab and dozens of slashes wasn’t completed. It was because a meteorite fell from the sky and smashed into Grid’s body. 


  [A legend doesn’t die easily.] 


  A notification window indicating the activation of his immortality along with all types of warning messages covered his field of view. It was the destructive power of a single blow that didn't give a chance to his recovery skills that were activated under certain conditions. It was the power of the legendary great magic, Meteor. 


  “T-This is ridiculous...” 


  Grid crashed into the ground along with the meteorite and muttered blankly in the midst of the chain of explosions. He didn’t understand how Braham could trigger Meteor when he had completely run out of mana. 


  Braham slowly descended from the sky covered in ashes. He summoned hundreds of water balls with this recovered mana and calmed down the hellfire caused by the explosion of Meteor. Then he asked the dazed Grid, “What are you surprised about?” 


  “No... where did you suddenly draw enough mana to use Meteor?” 


  “I didn’t use mana. It was just a spell I set with Alarm before my mana was depleted.” 


  “You set it using Alarm? How did you know I was going to approach at that timing?” 


  “Every time your attack hit me, I lost one-tenth of my mana... it is easy to anticipate at which point you will want to approach me.” 


  “Wow...” 


  Grid had Fenrir’s power that could fill the gap in levels. Therefore, the difference in level with Braham didn’t affect this duel. It was purely due to a skill difference. However, Grid wasn’t frustrated. Rather, he was happy. He was relieved and felt reassured by the fact that Braham was in good shape. Braham didn’t like the sight of Grid smiling happily. 


  "Why are you smiling when you lost a fight you could’ve won? Absolute Shield is legendary defense magic that can block any attack but the moment the attack is blocked, the durability of the shield runs out and it takes time to cast again. Rather than using the rain of battle gear and aiming for a long battle, it would’ve been better to link Shunpo and Drop Dragon Pinnacle Kill Wave to gain the upper hand. You were too passive.” 


  “I will do that the next time we fight.” 


  “Bah, there will be no second opportunity today. Today I was at a disadvantage because we fought right after I used Disintegrate.” 


  “No, Disintegrate should be used for the magic forging.” 


  “Are you a beggar...?” 


  The two people were happy while quarreling. Today’s duel was a great help for both of them. Braham learned that it wasn’t very effective to limit a transcendent using quantity, while Grid learned that Shunpo and the tactic of fighting from a distance shouldn’t be blindly trusted. They also figured out how strong they had become. 


  It was enough to fight this evenly with Braham. At this point, he deserved to regain his confidence. The two people were vowing to train and improve when a face appeared between them... 


  “Yes... you shouldn’t do the same thing again today...” It was a face full of sadness. It was Administrator Rabbit. He ran all the way here and pushed up his glasses with trembling hands as he looked around. “I... I thought a great demon was invading here.” 


  “......”


  “......”


  Grid and Braham shut their mouths. The entire area was completely scorched in the aftermath of the duel. Several mountains had collapsed, forests were burning, dozens of large and small craters had formed on the ground, and new roads were probably needed. 


  “I would recommend you to duel in the middle of enemy camps in the future... no, how about going to hell and reducing the number of demons?” 


  “......”


  “......”


  Rabbit was the only one in the world who could shut up both Overgeared God Grid and the legendary magician Braham. 
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  Grid realized the importance of duels and introduced the ranking battle system to the Overgeared Kingdom. He hoped that the Overgeared members and Overgeared residents could compete with each other, find opponents with similar strength, and learn and grow. 


  The response was explosive. The participation rate of the members was much higher than Grid expected. There were the concepts of ‘points’ and ‘ranking’ so the participation rate was bound to be high. Originally, players were crazy about things like rankings. 


  “There are truly many strong people in our guild.” 


  “There are dozens of people where it wouldn’t be strange if they stood on their own and built a guild.” 


  “By the way, the rankings are a bit surprising...” 


  Two weeks had passed since the ranking matches started. The top rankings were dominated by the former Tzedakah Guild members, Yura, and Chris. Meanwhile, the very top of the list were dominated by Grid, Braham, Piaro, Mercedes, Sariel, Asmophel, and Katz. 


  “......?”


  “......?” 


  The performance of others was as expected but Katz’s was an extraordinary event. While Katz was naturally strong and he was one of the top ranked players in the Overgeared Guild, most people evaluated him as one step lower than Yura, Jishuka, Faker, and Chris. In particular, Katz was more unfavorable than Regas and Pon in a one-on-one match. Yet now he stood shoulder to shoulder with Grid’s messengers and knights...? 


  Katz shrugged, feeling satisfied with the reactions of his colleagues who were surprised to see the rankings. 


  “Hut... Aren’t there sayings like ‘stand head and shoulders above others’ and ‘talent will reveal itself’? I can’t hide it even if I wanted to. In terms of this body, I am the first ancient class. It is natural.” 


  “Ancient class? Did you get a bug?” 


  The world message that stated that Katz had changed to an ancient class hadn’t appeared. The world messages came when they progressed to a certain point in their class quest and had unlocked some of the power. However, Katz couldn’t find even a clue to where Beriache’s paintings were. He was blocked at the very first class quest, so it was futile to expect a world message to appear. 


  “A bug... Well, you’ll find out sooner or later.” 


  Katz was pleased even if he was treated as a foolish person. The reason why he didn’t certify his class right now and only mentioned it secretly (?) in words was to create a dramatic situation in the future. He imagined the world being turned upside down the moment his identity was revealed and was filled with pleasure. 


  “It seems the match between a Blood Warrior and vampire is great,” Chris approached and spoke to Katz. He had met Katz in the ranking match and lost a lot of points, but he didn’t care about his ranking that had fallen. Chris was well aware of the potential of his peers. He didn’t find it strange when his colleagues became stronger than him. 


  To be honest, losing to Katz was quite a shock, but it was convincing considering that Katz had changed his species to a vampire. He just had to fight and win next time.It was enough if he won the next time they fought. It would be 10 fights and 2 wins.


  “Well, I guess so. Chris, why don’t you change your species as well?” 


  “I have no thoughts about it.” 


  “Why? You will be several times stronger than you are now if you change to an orc.” 


  The characteristics of an orc were to amplify physical attack power, breakthrough power, and endurance power. Chris was the user of a greatsword and had the Tyrant class. The greatest synergy would occur if he changed his species to an orc. Nevertheless, Chris had no intention of changing his species. Chris’ aesthetics rejected the appearance of the orcs. 


  


  


  “I don’t want to be a green monster.” 


  Was it really right to have an unwanted appearance just to become strong? It would be very unfortunate. If he wasn’t satisfied with his appearance, then he might not enjoy the game and quit because he was exhausted. 


  It wasn’t just Chris who thought this way. One of the reasons why people preferred the vampire species was their appearance after all. Of course, this didn’t mean that orcs were unsightly. There were certainly people who preferred the orcs according to their taste. However, Chris didn’t like it. 


  ‘This is why skin makers are sitting on money these days.’ 


  A skin maker was famous for changing the appearance of items while maintaining the performance. Recently, it had reached the point where they could change the appearance of the character. It might be impossible to change the shape of the facial features, but it was said they could change the position of the facial features, the color of the skin, the eyes, and the body hair... this alone seemed like it would cause a very big change. 


  Katz was seriously thinking about meeting a skin maker. He wanted to change the appearance of his armor. Grid’s works were very beautiful because they were delicate and elegant, but... the beauty that Katz desired was where flames flowed out of the item and wings sprang out. It was a type of fashion that was gorgeous and eye-catching rather than classy and elegant. 


  As he was thinking, the ongoing ranking battle ended. It was a confrontation between Jishuka and Damian and the result was Jishuka’s victory. Damian was regaining the power of the past after receiving a new sword from Grid, but he was one-sidedly killed. 


  “Jishuka has already scored 2,567 points... she is definitely stronger after becoming the Bow Saint.” 


  A wide field of view and attack range, sniping from invisible positions using arrows that could change their trajectory, evasive maneuvers, and rapid fire that enabled close combat... 


  Jishuka changed to a Bow Saint and demonstrated the strongest skills at any distance. She was a flawless existence. She would reach the very top as long as she could recover her level. 


  ‘Meanwhile, my level didn’t reset.’ 


  As expected, the ancient class was special. Katz laughed deeply at the feeling of becoming the protagonist of a popular web novel. Then he cocked his head. It was because Grid, who was waiting his turn in the standby room, ran into Jishuka and showed floundering hands and feet. His face turned bright red when he saw her and he squirmed like he was very itchy. Katz wondered, “Why is Grid like that?” 


  “Vantner said that Grid has fallen for Jishuka.” 


  “Vantner?” Then it was bullshit. 


  Katz shook his head and entered the dueling room. To be precise, it was a ‘dungeon.’ It was a dungeon created exclusively for the ranking battle by Eat Spicy Jokbal. There were only two dungeons at the moment, but he planned to increase the number. Each dungeon was intended to have its own characteristics to help the guild members adapt to a wider variety of environments. 


  Eat Spicy Jokbal claimed he was doing this to help Elizabeth establish her position in the Overgeared Guild. In fact, it was obviously an excuse no matter who heard it. Eat Spicy Jokbal acted cold on the outside, but he actually did a lot of work for the Overgeared Guild. He was too enthusiastic for it to be just helping his niece. 


  ‘Well, I understand how he feels.’ 


  The Overgeared Guild was a group created by geniuses. People who developed their talent, influence, and dreams were constantly joining. Therefore, there was always a lot of energy in the Overgeared Guild. All the members were full of the spirit of improvement, so they ran forward without any laziness. There was no choice but to be enthusiastic when with them. One wanted to run and cheer together. 


  


  


  Eat Spicy Jokbal would have the same fire. He must’ve forgotten the resentment of losing Blood Carnival due to Grid. The proof was that the first ranking dungeon he created has a structure that looked like Grid’s smithy. Like all members of the Overgeared Guild, Eat Spicy Jokbal respected Grid. 


  “Katz, you have over 3,000 points. Your points will be reduced by a lot when you lose to me. Be prepared.” 


  “The only person who is qualified to speak like that to me is Grid.” 


  “Hahat! We’ll only know after trying! Mach Spear!” 


  Winning the ranking battles didn’t give any rewards or honor. Both the scores and rankings were things only known inside the Overgeared Guild. However, being able to fight opponents on the same level was a great help. Those who couldn’t find opponents of a similar level were able to meet good competitors thanks to the objective score and the ranking system. This was directly linked to rapid growth and enjoyment. 


  The ranking battles were a sweet rain to the Overgeared members who were tired of hunting and raiding. Fighters like Regas and Toon were able to play the ranking battles for three days straight. 


  ***


  “This is shit!” 


  Zibal was experienced. He was a person who had competed with Kraugel in the early days and had accumulated experience in many fields. He knew how to cope with certain situations. For example, he was good at tracking and escaping because he had been through dozens of quests that required him to throw off the enemy’s pursuit. 


  Zibal had confidence that he couldn’t be caught by the followers of the martial god. In the process of searching for a place to hide the grandmaster, he left no traces behind. After determining a hiding place, he moved carefully and he also changed the hiding place regularly. However, in just 10 days, the followers of the martial god tracked him down. 


  ‘Why do I keep being found?’ 


  At this point, he had to wonder if there was a spy. However, the knights currently working with Zibal were absolutely loyal to the grandmaster. Rather, they were in a position to doubt Zibal. 


  “Are we going to keep going like this?” 


  Zibal was an ancient rider and handled all vehicles perfectly. Everything he drove showed a higher performance and there was no distinguishing between living things and machines. This was why the knights’ breathing was harsh as they chased after Zibal’s carriage. The carriage carrying the grandmaster moved so quickly through the forest that it pushed the stamina of the elite former Neo Red Knights to the limits. 


  “Uh, we are going to run the whole time.” 


  “However, it is the empire’s territory from here on out.” 


  “We are going to get them mixed up with the imperial army and then escape in the meantime.” 


  “Yes...” 


  The knights were exhausted by the constant pursuit of the enemy. Even so, they trusted Zibal and followed his instructions. Their hideouts had been discovered so many times that Zibal was suspicious, but they still tried to believe in him. The grandmaster told them to follow Zibal so they had to believe him and follow him. 


  “Hiyah! Gasp?” Zibal, who was whipping the horse, was startled and hurriedly stopped the carriage. It was because the followers of the martial god were blocking the road ahead. It was as if they expected him to flee this way. 


  “These damn bastards, do they have CCTV? What the hell is this?” 


  He couldn’t help swearing. Zibal couldn’t understand the situation at all. He hadn’t made any mistakes in the process of escaping. He had deceived people’s eyes and erased their traces, so why did they keep getting tracked? 


  ‘It is even by these blindfolded guys...’ 


  It was very unpleasant because it felt like the system was interfering. He felt like his freedom was being violated. Zibal was born and raised in the United States, a country of freedom, so he couldn’t tolerate this manipulation. 


  ‘Still, there are only three people. It is worth fighting.’


  They were followers who mastered 8 secret techniques. It was a very high level, but they weren’t the opponents of Raiders. Moreover, there were nine former Neo Red Knights on his side. 


  “Break through. Kill them all.” 


  Think positively. The followers of the martial god had a certain probability of dropping the martial god’s secret techniques. The average person wanted it, but they couldn’t find it or obtain it. 


  Zibal controlled his heart only to stiffen as he got out of the carriage. It was because dozens of followers of the martial gods appeared belatedly. 


  “...It is ruined.” 


  It was the first time he felt such a great sense of crisis since the time he fought Grid. In other words, there was no answer. Nevertheless, his decision should be quick. Zibal was about to summon Raiders when the knights surrounded him. 


  “We will open the way so run away.’ 


  “What? Then what about you...” 


  “Please be sure to save Zikfrector.” 


  It was Grandmaster Zikfrector who saved them when they were wandering knights. He guided the talents they didn’t know they had and gave them the strength they longed for. They could sacrifice their lives for the noble man who had the mission of overthrowing the ugly gods. 


  “It is strange to say this, but we believe in you...” 


  Just then, the heads of the determined knights who were smiling fell to the ground. 


  “......”


  Zibal stiffened. The knights who were breathing right by his side— No, it felt unrealistic to see his colleagues lose their heads, spray blood, and then collapse. 


  “I heard you were with the one who killed Lee Jeong, but the level isn’t very good. Lee Jeong is pathetic.” 


  Zibal heard a voice above his head. He looked up and saw a man standing on a thin branch with one hand. The Triad, Haegak. This was his name. 


  “I don’t have to come out on my own.” 


  Haegak didn’t even look at Zibal. He gestured to the followers and dozens of them rushed to the carriage at once. The grandmaster was still asleep in the carriage. He couldn’t be protected. There was no way to protect him. 


  Zibal knew this but he still chose to fight. He summoned Raiders, boarded it, and pulled the carriage. He knew how important the grandmaster was to the worldview. He didn’t want to abandon his colleagues who had struggled together for months and were risking their lives to protect him. 


  It was 7 years after starting Satisfy. 


  For the first time, Zibal had red eyes. 


  [The soul of the 1st evil, Jake, is watching you.] 


  [The hidden passive skill ‘Providence’ has been acquired after achieving the special condition.]
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